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Ever hear that old rap song "It was a Good Day" by Ice Cube?
The song refers to that one inevitable day that every one has where everything goes "right", you can't make a mistake and you have the luck of the Irish.
Well, I recently had one of those days. It was probably one of the greatest days in my life.
For a little background on me (to put things in perspective) ... I live and work in San Francisco. It's a great city, but I have what is deemed bad karma. My friends tease me by calling me "Peter Parker" because I'm a little bit klutzy and always have some trouble with the ladies.
I work in the mail room at a prestigious law firm ( which I can't name here for fear of being sued to death.) where I take a lot of shit off of various high end lawyers and executives. Chief among my workplace antagonists would be Debbie Manchellini. She was an executive assistant for one of the partners and she always seemed to be in a perpetually bad mood ... "What does she look like?" Just think of that old pop star Debbie Gibson (In her teens) with a seriously exaggerated coke bottle shape. From the waist up she looked like a normal sized woman with nice sized boobs, but from the waist down she was "abnormal" with her hips flaring noticeably outward so much that the long skirts she wore were stretched out to the max. Her face was narrow and youthful framed with a long lion's mane of 80's style curly blonde hair topped of with a bowed ponytail jutting out of the top of her head.
Debbie was in charge of the mailroom and some of the other departments and she ruled with an iron fist. Part of the reason she got away with it was because she was married to one of the partners.
Most of the low level workers called Debbie "Wide Load" and "Bell Bottom" ... They snickered and whispered when she walked past. I on the other hand found myself starring intently at Debbie's "wide load" more and more as the days progressed. I began to wonder what was under the extra long pleated skirts that she wore. Were her legs a mass of cottage cheese and varicose veins? Did she posses the muscular horse-like legs of a thoroughbred? Was her butt a messy shapeless form resembling chewed up and discarded gum or ... did it resemble two shapely globes?
My curiosity had quietly turned me into a budding "Ass Man" , a new age R. Crumb of sorts. I didn't dare confide in any of my co-workers. I would have been heckled out of the building. My roommate Shaggy ( Hippie parents) thought it was funny and cool at the same time. He was a serious stoner who had a "Get in were you fit In" attitude when it came to women.
This was apparent based on the appearance of a few of Shaggy's female stoner friends that hung out at our apartment on a regular basis. There was Bettie , an extremely skinny and petite asian art student that I'd had the misfortune of seeing nude once. I'd come home from the movies and entered my darkened apartment only to find Shaggy taking her anally as she perched on the sink like a gargoyle. Trust me, not something you wanna see.
Then there was Gloria, a extremely rotund and porous looking brunette who always seemed to be passed out on my living room floor. She was a Berkley grad student who had flamed out and was currently spinning around the academic drain. She was nice enough when she wasn't disoriented from what seemed to be a perpetual high. You might ask why a seemingly clean cut guy like myself put up with Shaggy and his associate squatters. Well, the answer is simple.
Claudia Escobar, Shaggy's long time best friend and a constant object of continual lust for me. She had been employed at the firm for a year longer than me when Shaggy had suggested that she help a newly arrived me get a "9 to 5" and "conform".
(Note: Shaggy's parents sent him a monthly stipend in thousands of dollars. Shaggy was a trust fund Baby.).
Claudia was this really cool Columbian chick that was working in the paralegal department. She had long silky looking raven colored tresses that hung to her shoulders and a uncommonly beautiful face. She was probably about five four and seemed to have an athletic build. (She always seemed to be wearing business suits, so I couldn't tell exactly how she was built.). She wore a large pair of black horn rimmed glasses that accentuated her hazel colored eyes. I was really into Claudia and even the sound of her slightly accented voice was enough to give me a raging boner.
When I first started going to work at the firm, we would ride the train together. I was always on my game with a pithy comment or some new joke to amuse Claudia. To my credit, she though I was the funniest thing since sliced bread. I kinda figured I was halfway to getting in her undies when she laughed and gave me playful little punches on my arm when I flirted.
The only problem was that Claudia was dating this asshole named Ricardo.
This dude was a chunky, angry looking dick that was completely toxic to Claudia. She had confided in me about the many times he had cheated on her and embarrassed her in public. After sharing a few rides with me on the train, Claudia even admitted that he had totaled her BMW one night in a d***ken binge. Her beautiful eyes would go to this distant far away place when she talked about Ricardo. She said that she knew she should dump the bastard ...
But, she also said she loved him. And that was it for me. Too many times had I been the "friend " to some hot, unattainable chick. So, I just sucked it up and kept my lust to myself, content just to be in her circle. We'd even started walking arm-in-arm on occasion, separating only when we got to the firm. Gossip was rampant in the workplace and spread with the speed of a forest fire. I certainly didn't care if I was orally linked to Claudia, but she was working on a legal career with hopes of becoming a lawyer some day.
I always let her have the first crowded elevator, waiting for the second and waving at her as the doors closed. Then I skulked off to my waiting misery in the mail room. Debbie had been running the mail room ragged for the last couple of weeks and issuing mandatory overtime, so I hadn't been enjoying Claudia's company as of late. It was Thursday Night & I'd barely made it home only to find the apartment full of people and loud music. Shaggy was having another of his stoner parties, so I went to the double doors that made up the entrance to my room and crashed into exhausted darkness of sl**p.
1201am:
I was deep in sl**p with visions of a naked Claudia frolicking when I was awakened from my sl**p by a strange sensation ... a wet, heated sensation that seemed to emanating from my crotch and inner thighs ... There was a strange slurping, sucking sound in the darkness.
I opened my eyes seeing nothing in the pitch dark of my room and was obliged to hit the switch on my bedside lamp.
My room was suddenly illuminated. I was still under my large thick blankets lying prone with my head facing the room's double doors. However, there was a strange spherical object bobbing up and down between my legs.
I panicked throwing the blankets back only to find ....
Gloria giving me head.
She explained that she had sought the comfort of my bedroom floor when Shaggy's festivities had become a little bit too much. Gloria then went on to explain that she had been disturbed to find me restlessly tossing and turning in my sl**p and had thusly decided to help me "relax". she complimented me on the cleanliness of my cock and clearly intended to finish giving me head.
I declined ( Out of well, embarrassment that I could sl**p while someone was sucking me off.) ... Gloria insisted that it was no big deal and that no one would be the wiser. She said that I needed to realign my "chi" or something to that effect.
In fact the entire time we had been talking about the pros and cons of the continued head, she had been softly stroking my cock in a soft yet measured manner. She was extremely skilled in this regard. I figured "hell with it", I wasn't seeing anyone and I had no chance with Claudia anyway.
Gloria was actually quite attractive in an ethnic kind of way. She had a soft round youthful looking face with a somewhat prominent nose that gave away her jewish heritage. She was soft and cuddly, her tiny digits wrapped around my member like she was holding a flute. Yes, she definitely had her technique down as she lay on her stomach between my legs sucking and stroking me increasing intensity.
I lost it in short order .... Blowing a quart of DNA deep into her waiting throat and becoming immediately embarrassed afterward.
1230am:
Gloria sat on the end of my bed alternately drinking from a half full can of beer and lecturing me on being comfortable with showing my sexual nature. She was quite the intellectual admitting to losing her mojo after giving herself anally to her liberal arts professor & being rebuked from his social circle afterwards.
0130am:
I'm laying on my bed again with Gloria on top of me ... her blue thong pulled to the side as she rides me cowgirl. For some reason, I'm just weirded out when I should be ecstatic that I'm getting laid. I close my eyes and reach under Gloria's Mario Bros. t-shirt cupping her surprisingly full breasts. Both of her nipples are pierced.
Gloria removes her t-shirt and starts grinding the shit out of me all the while mumbling some existential bullshit about everything having it's place in the universe. She locks her legs against the sides of my pelvis and grinds me nearly to dust as she begins to orgasm.
I don't cum ... but my cock quivers uncontrollably.
Gloria wraps her tiny fingers around my cock and starts sucking on my balls . I ultimately fill her mouth with more liters of cum than she can handle.
She asks me if I am still embarrassed and I admit that I am.
She sighs and looks around on a bedside table finding another can of beer. She has some light freckles on her back. I want to kiss them. She grabs the remote and turns on the television. We sit in my bed together watching War of the Gargantuas .... It is a really cheesy movie.
0230am:
I'm pounding the snot out of Gloria's ass. Normally, I'm not the kind of guy that would -...well, I usually don't do anal. But Gloria has convinced me that it will help her get closure about the debacle concerning her professor.
It's an extremely tight fit . Gloria is on her knees bent over my bed. Me, I'm grabbing her fleshy square butt and working my crank deeper and deeper into her ass. She has her face buried into the comforters on my bed, moaning loudly.
In the other room, Shaggy's party continues unabated.
0317am:
I shoot a third and final load deep into Gloria's rectum and pass out on top of her. I am not embarrassed ... I'm simply spent.
0435am:
I awake from my exhausted slumber and look across the room to see Gloria sitting on the toilet in my private bathroom looking dejected. She is sobbing.
0525am:
I finally awake from my weird night of nasty sex to find Gloria cuddled up under me. She looks somewhat at peace. I gingerly slip out of bed and prepare for work.
When I come out of the shower, Gloria is standing there with a cup of coffee wearing one of my t-shirts. She assures me that she isn't trying to make anything out of her tryst, just that it was a release for both of us. She admits that she probably needed the sex more than I did and feels like she can finally get on with her life.
I don't know what to say to that .
I really don't.
Gloria pulls on a pair of jeans and quietly leaves my room after giving me a kiss on the cheek. I hear the front door close moments later.
0627am:
I'm standing in what's left of my living room. Shaggy and his friends have trashed my home.
0645am:
I'm just about finished sweeping up all of the loose trash and beer bottles. My hard wood floor is scr**ed to shit, but I could care less. Shaggy is nowhere to be found, a cryptic message left on the fridge the only clue to his whereabouts.
0722am:
Text message from Claudia: "Meet you at Café."
Sometimes I had breakfast with Claudia before going to work. Today, her text was a little bit early this particular morning. And I quickly finished my preliminary cleaning to catch up with her.
0815am:
Gloria is little more than an afterthought as I take a care to the café where Claudia is waiting . It's a quaint little corner café run by an old Chinese couple (Both guys) and the food is just above adequate.
I actually find Claudia waiting for me in the doorway. The over anxious look on her face gives me a moment of pause ... The hug that follows is equally alarming.
0835am:
I have just spent the last twenty minutes listening to Claudia pour her heart out about how Ricardo treats her like trash and barely even looks at her anymore. I'm sympathetic but not overly so ... Secretly this alarms me. Is it because I had just the night prior hours upon hours of guilt free sex?
While she's talking to me I'm actually fazing in and out of consciousness. Her words are starting to become slurred, my vision blurs as she goes on and on relentlessly about this Ricardo douche. The obvious results of my marathon night with Gloria. My mind begins to wander a few hours earlier to Gloria's fleshy butt bouncing up and down on my worn out cock. She was so uninhibited and well, accommodating. I began to wonder if I should pursue the easier path with Gloria.
0847am:
"Are you listening to me?"
There was an actual look of desperation on Claudia's face. I was at a lost for words in the face of this plain and simple question from the object of my desire and lust for months prior. She was looking straight into my pie hole waiting for me to respond. Before I could formulate an answer, Claudia had let out a quite audible sigh and hit the door.
The loud slamming of the restaurant's glass door snapped me out of my stupor long enough to catch up with Claudia as she stood on the curb facing the street. I apologized profusely lightly touching her arm.
She responded with a kiss.
Instant Reply - Claudia Escobar kisses me.... In the middle of the street. In public no less.
Before I could respond, she had hailed a cab and was off to work minus me. Her BFF (Or so I thought.) left standing on the corner this overcast morning. I went back into the café and paid the bill before running two blocks to the subway station and nearly getting hit by at two cars.
0925am:
Twenty five minutes late for work. Debbie had been waiting for me at the time clock with a write up. I didn't plead my case or even try to appeal to her better nature ... I simply signed it. No questions asked .... No problem ... I just didn't care about Debbie's bullshit today. She actually looked surprised when I signed the paper work.
Since midnight, my life had become complicated. I'd accidentally gotten laid with one of Shaggy's friends and to top it off Claudia has picked today to start some drama. I didn't know how to feel about it as I played "the kiss" over and over again in my mind's theatre.
I spent most of the morning in a daze while life continued unabated all around me. The office was buzzing with fresh gossip of the blockbuster kind. Rumors stated that their was some sort of upheaval going on with the partners and that change was in the air. Some of my coworkers were speculating that it had been the reason why Debbie had been driving the office batty.
1017am:
I sitting in the break room with a couple of guys. My friend Brad who's been at the firm for a year longer than me and a temp named Gerald, some b*****r from across the bay (Oaktown) ... He's a temp worker from friggin' Apple One and can't seem to shut up about Debbie's big freakish looking butt. He's annoying, but only because he's stating what I've been thinking for quite some time now.
"Damn, how do guys work with that in the office? I wanna jump on her back every time she come up the aisle, shit man. Seriously, I don't know how she can even walk through there without tearing those fucking cheap ass partitions up with them big ass hips."
Brad had been drinking milk (with a straw) and was spewing fluid from his nostrils and mouth because of Gerald's impromptu comedy act.
"Seriously, that shit got me fiending something serious. I never wanted to kiss an ass so bad in my life. Damn man, I'd like to run two fingers up the crack of that ass."
I kinda chuckled at Gerald's comments, but he was right. I had been wondering what was under all those pleated skirts for a long time now. I had entertained numerous internal skits where I'd worshipped Debbie's ass in one form or another.
"Bra?"
He was talking to me.
"Bra? You'd hit that wouldn't you bra? Gerald really wanted to know. Brad had leaned forward in his seat to hear my answer.
"Bra? I seen you staring at that donk man. You'd hit it serious huh?" I struggled to find an answer for Gerald, trying to find a plausible way to deny his sneaky accusation. My coworkers would heckle me out of a job if I'd admitted my fetish.
BREAK'S OVER!!!!
None of us had realized that Debbie was standing in the room just out of eyesight. There was no telling how long she had been standing there listening to our little jam session about her butt.
MR. JOHNSON, YOUR CHECK WILL BE MAILED OUT ON FRIDAY. YOUR SERVICES ARE NO LONGER REQUIRED. YOUR AGENCY'S SERVICES-ARE-NO-LONGER-NEEDED. I WILL BE HAVING A PHONE CONFERENCE TO LET THEM KNOW WHY THEY'RE CONTRACT IS CANCELLED.
YOU TWO BELONG TO THE FIRM. FOR HOW LONG, I REALLY DON'T KNOW AFTER TODAY, BUT YOU HAVE A LOT OF WORK TO DO "BOYS".
All three of us were just blown away that we had been caught having a "locker room moment". I don't know if I was more surprised that she was there listening or that Gerald had "made me" regarding my obsession with Debbie's butt. I didn't know if today would be my last, but I was glad I hadn't admitted anything.
1050am:
I have been working multiple floors in the firm, happily pushing my mail cart from office to office. I was glad to be away from Debbie after the incident in the break room. A lot of the guys didn't like pushing the cart around because it meant cramped service elevators and going through multiple security checks on each floor.
I knew that if I remained on the mailroom floor I would inevitably end up staring at Debbie whether I wanted to or not. Then, she'd probably shit can me for sure.
I got a text.
It's Claudia ... She wants to have lunch-and talk. It's gonna be awkward considering the kiss we shared this morning. I'm pretty sure she's gonna say something along the lines of "Lets just forget about what happened this morning and start all over again ..as FRIENDS."
I didn't return the text.
I've had an AWESOME night, a weird morning that included getting my ass in a sling with Debbie and I just didn't feel like adding any more drama to my day. So I continue on with my day whatever may come.
1115am:
I receive three more texts from Claudia, each more urgent than the last. For some reason I still don't return her calls or even attempt to respond to the messages. I was getting more scared as each text arrived with a simple chirp on my cell. Mort, the security guard at the loading dock told me that now was the time to close in "for the kill" on Claudia.
He was probably right.
1137am:
I finally cave and answer Claudia's text. I blame my inattention on Debbie. She's like a woman possessed on the phone going in and out of her native Spanish accent. Says she's leaving work because she's got this "feeling" about Ricardo. She wants to know if I'll come with her ... I tell her about being on Debbie's shit list and make my apologies.
She slams on me.
1215pm:
Everyone has left the office except for me. It's kind of a company policy that everyone has to get out of the office during the lunch hour. I'm sitting in the copy machine alcove watching all of my coworkers exit the floor. I realize that since I've been working at the firm, I've had lunch with Claudia every single day since of my working career. I feel really bad about behaving like a douche' earlier with her. I just want to make it up to her some how. I'm starting to get progressively worried about the status of our friendship.



"GET YOUR HEAD OUT OF THE CLOUDS AND GET MOVING BUDDY!!"
Debbie had managed to sneak up on me once more. She ushered me out of the office and locked the double doors behind her. She half pushed me into the service elevator that was full of more than a few engineers and couriers.
Once the elevators doors closed most of the loud talk and ambient noise in the car centered on what else .... Debbie's huge ass. I began to wonder was everybody suffering from the same latent butt fetish as myself. My coworker Gerald had gotten himself shit canned for obsessing over it and my other buddy Brad would probably get the same treatment as well.
I should have answered Gerald's question. Should have told him that yes, I would like to slobber all over that battle axe's monstrous posterior and more.
As I filed along towards the building's exit along with numerous other drones, I realized that I was .... Alone. There would be no smiling Claudia there waiting on the sidewalk to greet me. No Claudia to take a cab with me the few blocks over to our favorite Chinatown restaurant. She would always have wonton soup .... She made a big deal out of getting the fortune out of it's shell without cracking the shell.
I could feel the wind, harsh and stinging sweeping in from the revolving door. It is a rainy, overcast day ... a lonely day without my best friend Claudia.
I push through the frenzied crowd of busy people and begin dialing Claudia's number on my cheap cell .... I immediately get her voice mail. This happens several more times ... more than I can recall. I'm beginning to get a little anxious.
I go to the restroom and splash water on my face. I am beginning to realize the cost of my stupidity. There's a queasy feeling in my stomach, but I'm not hungry. There's a big ass lump swelling in my throat and I drink at least a gallon of water from one of the lobby water coolers.
1225pm:
Unable to face the lonely streets of Frisco, I take the elevator back up to the locked firm's mail room. I usually work the early shift on weekends, so I have a key to the office. I unlock the doors to the office and let myself into it's darkened interior. I don't know what I'm going to do when everyone gets back, but I need time to think things over. I cautiously lock the doors behind me.
I find Debbie standing there staring at me in the darkness ... motionless ... my heart nearly leaps out of my throat.
I'm gonna get shit canned for sure now.
I do my best to explain there in the afternoon darkness that I was just looking for a place to chill out until lunch hour was over. Debbie didn't say anything, she just stood there with her features hidden by the darkness of the unlit office.
Something was going on ... something ...weird.
Debbie wasn't moving ... wasn't saying anything ... not a peep. I called out to her. She didn't respond.
I hit the light switch by the door and a single overhead bulb illuminated the alcove I was standing in. Debbie .... Didn't move or say one word.
Debbie didn't look so hot. I don't mean that she was sick ... She had kind of a despondent look on her face. Her narrow cheeks were glistening with what appeared to be tears. She was slightly sniffling and staring me directly in the eye.
I called out to her again .... And reached a hand out in her direction. I really didn't know how she would react but the situation demanded some sort of action. Inside, I wanted to tell her to fuck off ... I had spent most of the morning avoiding this kind of unwanted drama, but this bitch had once again snuck up on me and tossed it right in my face like a water balloon.
Debbie took my hand..
She took two small steps towards me looking up into my shocked face. More tears began to stream down her face. I asked her what was wrong once more ... I tried to sound concerned, but Claudia was on my mind.
"Do all of you HATE me so much?"
It was a simple question ... very simple indeed. Of coarse everyone hated her stinking guts. She was "The GREAT TORMENTOR", "SHRINKER OF MEN'S BALLS" ... TYRANOSAURUS BITCH"!!
I feigned ignorance. Actually acted like I didn't hear the question. I tried to reset the conversation but she asked again ... "DOES EVERYONE HATE ME HERE AT THE FIRM?"
I lied.
Debbie smiled and thanked me for my "honesty" half chuckling because we both knew how full of shit I was. There was a slight trace of alcohol on her breath and I chalked her somber demeanor up to a liquid consciousness. I cautiously led Debbie to the break room. I wanted to get her some coffee.
She simply followed me lithely and silently. I led her to the small table in the break room and kinda directed her to sit there while I got her some coffee.
She had to spoil it by talking.
"YOU NEVER ANSWERED THE QUESTION."
I lied again .... But this time Debbie called me on it. She said that she knew no one liked her and barely tolerated her because of her position. I just listened to her ramble on believing that she was self analyzing and I was just a warm body she needed. Then she repeated the statement again.
"YOU NEVER ANSWERED THE QUESTION."
This was getting a bit frustrating and I was starting to believe Debbie was one of those angry d***ks that are always spoiling for a fight.
She rambled on some more talking while I was talking muttering some fucking gibberish. I raised my voice a bit asking her what she was talking about ... This hut her up and she robotically turned her head towards me and stated ...
"YOUR FRIEND-THAT BLACK GUY ... THE FUCKING TEMP GERALD!! HE ASKED YOU A QUESTION YOU NEVER ANSWERED!!"
She definitely caught me off guard with that one.
"SO, ANSWER THE QUESTION-BUDDY!! ... DO YOU WANNA FUCK ME OR NOT?!!"
Way the fuck off guard with that sudden outburst. I mean, like what the fuck could you say to something like that?
I tried to get Debbie to realize that she was more likely than not ... d***k off her ass. I pushed the cup of coffee I had been holding across the table in her direction. Debbie let out an irritated loud sigh and slapped the cup to the floor.
We both looked at the coffee pool on the tile floor of the break room.
Debbie suddenly slammed her fist on the table and surprised me by half running over to the coffee pot and downing half of it. Her blouse was stained and soaking from coffee. She was honestly scaring me a little bit as she turned and bellowed ....
"DO YOU WANNA FUCK ME OR NOT?!!" I detected a powerful desperation in her voice that informed the next words to come out of my mouth.
For some reason Gloria immediately came to mind. That whole dissertation she went over with me last night about not being ashamed of my sexuality. Here was Debbie right here in front of me d***k or not daring me to answer a question ...truthfully.
"Yes."
Debbie's eyes widened, her thin lips stretched to the max as her jaw dropped in disbelief.
I didn't know what would happen next, but she definitely didn't keep me waiting for an answer.
Right there in the break room ... The room shrouded in semi-darkness., I was shocked to find my day turning in another unexpected direction.
Debbie began to undress.
Off came the coffee stained blouse revealing a really nice set of breasts encased in a frilly under wire brassiere. She had tan lines that peaked over the top of the silky white material.
She had a surprisingly flat stomach for a woman of her age ... there was only the slight bit of sag there and a slight hint of love handles. I noticed the perfectly ovoid navel of a swimsuit model.
A very thin belt held her pleated skirt to an incredibly small waist.
This came off as well ... But the skirt didn't fall to the floor. Debbie unfastened two large buttons at her side to further loosen the skirt.
It still didn't fall to the floor.
I watched as she began to squirm and shimmy out of the ill-fitting garment ... finally getting the material past gloriously succulent and smooth looking thighs.
The skirt fell to the tiled floor in a ring around her muscular looking calves.
Debbie Manchellini stood here in the office break room ...in front of me, her whipping boy for over two years ... in her underwear.
She wore what appeared to be some extremely small (for her size anyway) and extremely white panties. In the darkness, they were surprisingly the only illumination in the darkened break room. Her small waist not withstanding, the material was stretched to it's limit so much so that you could barely see them over her economy sized thighs ... The only thing apparent was the perfect triangle centered over her womanhood.
My eyes just d***k it all in ... everything. This was pure eye candy saccharine sweet.
Debbie was silent again. The weird impulsiveness of her actions seeming to dawn on her as she stared at the coffee stained tile on the floor. She mumbled something and turned her back to me.
She shouldn't have done that.
For two years, I had fantasized about Debbie's backside ... apparently along with half the building as well. And now I was witnessing the REAL DEAL.
The fucking thing was .... "OUT of this WORLD"!!
Literally ... out of this world..
Two PERFECT shiny GLOBES resting at the end of her back. Resting perfectly and anchoring her impossibly small waist.
FUCK.
I found out another perfect triangle of white material starring me in the face. The rest of this material was hidden DEEP in a ROBUST and JUICY looking back porch.
"OH-WELL ... GUESS THIS WAS A LITTLE MORE THAN YOU BARGAINED FOR HUH?"
She was apparently referring to her FREAKISHLY, HUGE ASS. Debbie sounded crest fallen and defeated. "I FUUCKIN' HATE IT YOU KNOW... THAT'S ALL ANYONE EVER SEES WHEN I WALK INTO THE ROOM."
"I WOULD HAVE GOT RID OF IT A LONG TIME AGO-LIPOSUCTION OR SOME SHIT ... BUT I'M AFRAID OF THE KNIFE [surgery] IF YOU KNOW WHAT I MEAN."
I did know what she meant and the thought of it horrified the shit out of me. That she would even consider removing what was arguably her greatest "asset" (pun intended) was incredibly short sighted .... I couldn't let her do that, now could I?
MY HUSBAND WONT EVEN LOOK AT ME ANYMORE .... HE SAYS I LOOK LIKE A HORSE ... I KNOW WE'S FUCKING AROUND-OOOOOOOOOOOOHHHH!!!
I had responded to Debbie's silly monologue by kneeling and spooning the shit out of her voluptuous ass cheeks. That put an end to all of the negative crap spewing from her mouth immediately. My hands could barely fit over her cheeks as I struggled to grope her butt with the intensity of a crack head. I settle for placing my hands under the shelf like curve of her ass and lifting and pushing those monster cheeks up and together.
Debbie moaned loudly as I ran my tongue up and down the crack of her monster ass. I had already ripped my cock out of my slacks when she had turned her back to me. My rock was completely extended and the tip was touching the cold stained tile of the break room's floor as I licked Debbie's ass until it was glistening with my saliva.
Debbie was completely bent over the counter groaning and orgasmically twitching with what I assumed was delight ... I was going into a trembling frenzy and starting to shake furiously. I stood up and jerked my pants down to my ankles.
I slapped my cock deep into the crack of Debbie's ass and began to run it's length up and down her juicy and buoyant cheeks. I nervously pushed her cheeks together and began pumping them furiously.
Debbie did her part and thrust her incredible thighs in time with me ... matching my cadence until soon the head of my penis was touching her brown eye. Debbie reached back and spread her cheeks with both of her small hands.
There was an open invitation right in front of me.
I didn't even think about it.
Debbie let out a loud yelp as I shoved the entire length of my cock directly up her tight rectum.
Her ass was tight and moist as I screwed the shit out of her brown eye with wild abandon. I'd say it took about fifteen thrusts as I injected a liter of hot cum into her amazing ass. "REALLY LIKE THAT ASS ...DON'T YOU?"
I responded by grabbing her head and impulsively shoving my tongue down Debbie's throat. That caught her by surprise and she squirmed for about a half second. After a few moments she was cooing and responding in kind .... I found her thin fingers jerking on the base of my shaft.
1245pm:
Debbie is lying on the floor of the break room (right on top of the puddle of coffee she spilled earlier.) with her knees drawn up into her chest.
I kneel down and gingerly press the head of my cock against Debbie's quivering clit rubbing my engorged head against it until she begins to move around against the floor impatiently.
She lets out a loud gasp when I thrust my member deep into her well lubricated cunt and I basically fuck the shit out of her. There is nothing delicate about what we're doing in that break room ... It is not sex out of mutual attraction. It is nasty, mean spirited and something born out of desperate necessity. Something we both furiously needed. Debbie and I embrace with the strength of a bear hug and I feel myself painfully contort in her direction as she wraps her massive thighs around me like an anaconda and locks her steel calves into the small of my back.
I begin to arch my back in the opposite direction as far as it will go until ....
1256pm:
.... We both come together -loudly!!
We kiss with some tenderness after a few moments still connected as I fill her snatch with the remaining vestiges of my thick, congealing DNA. She actually has a creampie.
I sit bare assed on the cold floor replaying over and over again what we just did.
Debbie is silent as she slowly sits up and begins to pull her panties over her freakish calves.
We don't look at each other.
We can't .... It would be too awkward.
1258pm:
SUDDENLY ... THERE IS A LOUD BANGING ON THE DOORS IN THE OTHER ROOM AS DEBBIE AND I REALIZE EVERY ONE HAS RETURNED FROM LUNCH. THEY HAD BEEN LOCKED OUT OF THE MAIL ROOM AS DEBBIE AND I FUCKED THE SHIT OUT OF EACH OTHER.
To say we panicked was an understatement.
We scrambled, haphazardly putting our clothing back on as we both heard a loud cheer emanate from the hallway. One of the building's engineers had come to the floor and was working his way through a heavy set of keys to open the office doors. In the seconds that I was standing there silently panicking, Debbie has squeezed herself back into her clothes and was shoving me out of the break room.
MOVE ASSHOLE!! WE DON'T HAVE MUCH TIME!! GO TO THE REAR OF THE FLOOR ....NOW!!!
Debbie's sudden militaristic tone caught me by surprise and before I know it, I'm running fifteen feet across the office floor followed closely by my supervisor. As I sprint across the floor I realize that my fly is open and my wang is hanging out for all the world to see.
Debbie ushers me into a back office and locks the door behind her.
CALM DOWN!! EVERYTHING'S GOING TO BE ALRIGHT!! THERE'S A PRIVATE ELEVATOR IN THIS OFFICE ... BE QUIET!!
Debbie had pulled a small key from the desk and was opening the elevator door in the small office. I had seen small utility elevators in buildings like this before. Debbie shoved me inside and instructed me to walk around the block and come back into the building.
I really didn't have any choice in the matter once I was shoved inside the confines of the elevator which was a little bigger than a broom closet.
This is shaping up to one of the weirdest days in my life.
0115pm:
It's really cold outside as I briskly walk around the block to the building's entrance. It's slightly drizzling as I make my way around the building. I'm weirded out by the events of the last few hours and feel that the random people walking towards me seem to be staring. It's like they know something.
One strange man in a flannel shirt and corduroys whispers something in my ear as he passes.
"No sweat off my back sweet cheeks, but your fly is open. Thanks for the show."
I look down and realize that I never zipped my fly up. In fact my penis is hanging quite plainly for all the world to see. The gay pedestrian chuckles as I turn towards the building's wall and stuff my package back into my slacks.
0127pm:
No sooner do I enter the office when Debbie confronts me at the firm's entrance arms folded across her chest. She is wearing a light wool sweater over her blouse (Covering up the huge coffee stain.). I'm a bag of mixed emotions as I mentally replay the incredible sex session we'd had only minutes ago.
SOMEBODY DOESN'T KNOW WHEN THE LUNCH HOUR IS OVER!!
What the fuck, I thought. She's going to nail me for coming in late after we just got through fucking the snot out of each other .... "Bitch!".
IN MY OFFICE RIGHT NOW MISTER!!
I'm completely flabbergasted as Debbie marches me back across the office to her small corner work space. A couple of my coworkers snicker as I pass them. I wanna retort with "FUCK YOU GUYS!! ... I'M HAVING THE GREATEST DAY OF MY LIFE!!" ... but I don't think Debbie would appreciate her cover being blown. Hell, she might actually fire me.
Once we're inside the confines of her office, I am immediately seized by an oppressive sensation, a tightening of my crotch... No, it's Debbie's hand grasping my package like a bag of peanuts.
"I'm NASTY .... Let's get "weird" together." She whispers in my ear as she expertly manipulates my fly until she has the turgid length of my cock in her palm.
She then proceeds to literally "milk" me while giving an extremely loud verbal dress down (No doubt for the listeners on the other side of the office door.) about my tardiness.
To my amazement, I shoot a wad onto her desktop., which Debbie kneels and promptly slurps up. Funny, she resembled one of Shaggy's friends doing a line of coke.
She also "cleans" my cock off with her hungry thin lips, wiping what's left of my cum across her face.
Unfortunately she follows this with a deep soul kiss. Not real sure I wanted to know the taste of my own splooge ... I really, really could have gone the rest of my life without engaging in what is referred to as a "snowball".
0147pm:
Debbie "suspends me" for the rest of the day. She actually has me sign an action plan detailing that I wont be late again under threat of termination. I grab a healthy handful of her awesome ass while I scribble my name on the dotted line.
She lets out an exasperated sigh and half shoves me towards the office door.
"SEND YOUR LITTLE FRIEND BRAD IN HERE ON YOUR WAY OUT!!"
Brad looks like he's gonna toss his cookies as I motion towards Debbie's office with my thumb.
0235pm:
It was a miracle I could even walk at all let alone half hobble down the street away from the firm. I really didn't feel like going home., didn't want to see my roommate Shaggy who by this time had probably re-trashed the flat. I hadn't really given him any thought since the morning cleanup.
My senses were still reeling from last night with Gloria and the virtual fuck fest this afternoon with Debbie. I didn't know if we shared a one time tryst or was it going to go further? Why was she so distraught this afternoon?
Everything got so mashed up in my head that I began to f***e my mind in another direction. I ducked in a Game Stop and browsed a number of titles for my X Box (I was a casual gamer at best.). After about ten minutes in the store, my subconscious began to wonder again .... This time towards Claudia.
I pull out my cell phone, there's one bar on the display. Shit!! I should have charged it while I was beating the hell out of Debbie's vulva.
I place the call.
It immediately goes to voice mail. The sound of Claudia's sweet voice brings things rushing back into perspective. Guilt begins to creep in from the dark places of my mind. 0312pm:
My phone is dead.



I never did get in touch with Claudia and I'm actually kind of relieved by that fact. In my mind I couldn't find the right words to explain my rakish behavior or the fact that I'd been with two women since midnight. I knew that if Claudia saw me, she would immediately read the change on my face.
Yeah, there was no way I would be able to keep this shit from her and why should I have to?
Honestly, it wasn't like we were dating or anything serious. I didn't want to be a pig , but I hadn't so much as sniffed her panties during the whole time we knew each other. I had more than paid my dues as her f***ed "gay BFF". I became a little resentful of the brief kiss I shared with Claudia.
Why the fuck did she have to pick today of all days to finally give me that kiss? I had been waiting for that kiss for almost a whole year.
Fuckin women.
0347pm:
I'm still reluctant to return to my flat, so I catch a trolley over to Chinatown. Halfway through my afternoon sabbatical, I realize that I'm voraciously hungry. I find myself waiting in the doorway of me and Claudia's favorite restaurant. The owners are nice enough to let me charge my phone. I grab a paper as I'm shown to a nice corner booth.
0427pm:
It's raining again ... albeit a little heavier than it was this morning. I have walked about half a block before I'm alerted to someone running up behind me. It's one of the bus boys from the restaurant with my cell. I tip him and continue on my way.
There are at least ten voicemails on my phone from Shaggy.
The idiot is in jail.
I listen to a number of them as I rush to bail the goof out of the pokey. Well, that explains his absence this morning.
0533pm:
I arrive at the local precinct to find that Shaggy has already been bailed out .... By Claudia. When I inquire about the circumstances of my roommate's arrest, I'm told to piss off in no uncertain terms by the desk sergeant.
I do find out that they had only moments ago, exited the police station.
I don't have the heart to chase after them, so I call Shaggy's cell hoping that he wont pick up.
Unfortunately, he does ... Oops, big mistake it's Claudia. I tell them that I had recently arrived at the police station and mention my phone being dead. Claudia yells something at me in Spanish while I'm frantically trying to explain that the situation was out of my control.
Too late ... She slams the phone in my face ...for the second time today.
My umbrella hangs at my side flapping in the increasing wind. The rain cuts into my face, soaks my clothing and skin to the bone. My heart sinks as I hit the Bart (subway).
0627pm:
I sit in the last seat of an extremely crowded train mulling my actions of the past twelve hours or so... There is a homeless guy sitting to my right. He smells ... bad ... A couple is making out feverishly in front of me ... They're both guys. Funny, when I first moved to Frisco, this kind of public display would shock me. Now its little more than a mental blurb on my put upon medulla oblongata (brain). I wonder if I've become more liberal since that time or more self absorbed and full of myself.
0655pm:
I find Shaggy sitting on our beat up couch watching fucking "Glee" of all things. It's been a while since he arrived at home and it appears he's been "toking it and smoking it" the whole time.
The house is trashed again, but there is no one there but us. I ask about Claudia and he half laughs / half chokes on his bong.
"SHE'S TAKING A TIME OUT FROM YOU-b*o'."
What the FUCK is that supposed to mean? "SHE SAID YOU'VE BEEN BLOWING HER OFF ALL DAY AND ACTING LIKE THAT ASSHOLE BOYFRIEND OF HERS- THAT FUCKING DOUCHE RICARDO."
I became extremely pissed and let Shaggy know in no uncertain terms how I felt about all of the nagging bullshit, the f***ed " Gay BFF " status and the incessant non-stop talk about fucking Ricardo. For once in my life I just wanted to be drama and guilt free. Damn right I was resentful of the way Claudia kept me at arms distance while not giving me the luxury one way or another of knowing if my cock was good enough for her to sit on.
"DUDE ... YOU SHOULD BE TELLING CLAUDIA. NOT LAYING YOUR HANG UPS ON ME."
Shaggy was completely stoned.
For once I felt like laughing in his face. This guy was blazed out of his gourd the whole time I was venting. I didn't even know if he was aware I was talking to him. Fucking hilarious. I half felt like sitting down and sharing a couple of puffs on his industrial sized bong.
I noticed Shaggy pointing in the direction of my bedroom.
Claudia is standing in the double doorway looking directly at me. Her cheeks are glistening with what appears to be tears.
"I WAS -TAKING A NAP IN YOUR BED .... SORRY. SORRY FOR EVERYTHING. THIS JUST ISNT MY DAY."
She snatched her overcoat off my unkempt bed and hit the door. She was definitely in tears as she fumbled with the lock on my front door. I rushed to her side apologizing profusely. She shoved me away and finally jerked the door open. I followed her outside across my rain slicked patchwork lawn to the street.
Through this whole exchange, Shaggy continued smoking the fuck out of his bong undisturbed.
Looking back on the whole exchange, I really envied Shaggy.
0715pm:
I'm standing out in the middle of the rain slicked street talking to Claudia who is sitting in somebody's car. I don't know at this point how I came to be involved in so much unwanted drama by simply trying to avoid an uncomfortable conversation.
Was I really so wrong for wanting to just have a day without bullshit?
Hell, all things considered, it had been a pretty strange and good day up until I put my foot in my mouth.
I'd been with two women ... Through no actual effort on my part, I'd had mind blowing casual sexual encounters with two pretty hot women ... one of them my ball busting supervisor. Funny thing is, when all of this started, I was thinking about Claudia. How much I wished our friendship was so much more ... how I wished Ricardo would just drop dead ... and how much being around her made me soar with happiness.
Now, here in the middle of the street in front of my flat ... I'd become a Rom-com cliché.
I'd spent the last fifteen minutes pleading with Claudia to at least roll down the window and talk to me to no avail. She just sat in the back seat with the windows rolled up staring into space (She had locked the car doors.).
"OKAY CLAUDIA ... YOU WIN. I 'M DONE WITH THIS LITTLE EPISODE. I ADMIT I WAS TRYING TO AVOID YOU TODAY AFTER THAT LITTLE KISS ... I JUST DIDN'T WANT YOU TO TELL ME THAT IT DIDN'T [MEAN ANYTHING] .. IT MEANT THE WORLD TO ME. BUT I DIDN'T WANT YOU TO TAKE IT BACK. -IT'S MINE CLAUDIA AND YOU CAN'T HAVE IT... GOODNIGHT."
That was it as far as I was concerned ... I'd mentally made my piece with Claudia being out of my life as I tucked my hands in my pocket and walked up my rain slicked walkway. Part of me was a little relieved. I'd been feeling a twinge or two of guilt regarding Debbie and Gloria. At least this way, I didn't have to cop to being a complete man-whore over the last twelve hours.
Yeah, adios Claudia Escobar ... ah, what could have been. At least in my mind anyway.
"CLICK."
I stupidly looked over my shoulder.
The car door was open.
The street was silent ... The door to the vehicle was open in a silent invitation. Yeah, I probably should just walk away and continue my probable affair with Debbie ... damn what an ass!! ... or maybe Gloria would like to make something of our time together. We did "cuddle" after our marathon session.
I didn't need things to be so complicated.
Fuck the drama .... Fuck Claudia Escobar.
0745pm:
Believe it or not I got into the car with Claudia. Like a big, dumb lemming I had ceded the call of my loins and hopped into the vehicle.
Yeah, stupid huh?
Right?
Wrong!! ... I making out with Claudia something fierce. At this point nothing weird's me out. She's straddling me, sitting in my lap with her arms wrapped around my neck. She's a REALLY GOOD kisser. She actually uses her plump lips and juicy tongue in unison while she kisses.
HOW THE FUCK DID THIS SHIT HAPPEN?!!-you ask?
Well as I said ... I got back into the car, sitting in the back seat with Claudia Escobar, once the girl of my dreams. We sat there for all of five seconds before she turned to me and whispered .... "What's wrong with me?
"Nothing-you're perfect." Was my reply, I shit you not.
She gingerly grabbed my hand and started lightly kissing it, then followed up by kissing and sucking on my neck. Her technique was really something as I was suddenly faced with extremely tented slacks.
[Now keep in mind that I had screwed two women prior and several times each session.]
Claudia looked down at my barely hidden erection and traced the tip of her fingers along its length as she suddenly and quite acrobatically raised her left leg in the back seat and straddled me. My enshrouded boner was soon snuggly against her crotch. She pressed her pelvis against my erection forcing it against my abdomen as she began spooning the shit out of me.
Debbie and Gloria were becoming a distant memory.
Claudia sucked on my tongue with wild abandon, treating it like a uh, popsicle?
WHATEVER ... uh, she began grinding me in unison with the sucking motion of her fabulous mouth.
0830pm:
Soon, I felt as if I was gonna explode in my pants. That delightful feeling of semen running along the shaft of my cock began to mount and intensify. I began to get nervous and sweaty.
Claudia didn't seem to notice my fidgeting and continued to suck on my tongue and she even began running the length of her tongue up and down the side of my face. She was like a wild a****l. It was like a dam had burst somewhere inside her and everything was just pouring out. She was free to be as hot and sensual as humanly possible.
Claudia was sucking on the front of my neck and unbuttoning my rumpled dress shirt. I had been in a hurry this morning to meet her at the café and hadn't put on an undershirt. Soon she had my bare chest exposed and she wasn't happy stopping there. She had my belt undone and I hadn't even realized it.
She reached into my pants past my underwear and pulled my penis into the air. She made a sigh of what I guess was pleasure when she had it out full in the street light illuminated backseat. My cock was fully engorged and thick veined.
I came.
At least three big jets of cum squirted out of my cock. My bare stomach and Claudia's skirt were suddenly sprinkled with my man juice.
I felt like killing myself ... right there in whoever the fuck's car we were sitting inside.
0930pm:
I didn't expect what happened next.
Claudia milked the rest of the cum out of my shaft with an extreme vigor that momentarily reminded me of Debbie.
She shifted her body snakelike in the backseat again and began lapping up all of my undeveloped k**s. She completely cleaned my belly and began serious "work" on the head of my cock.
I was immediately at attention so to speak.
"Oh, you're ready again so soon." She cooed.
Claudia sat on the back of her legs on the seat and removed her wraparound skirt. Her fashionable stark white blouse also followed. She wasn't wearing a bra. Claudia has very beautiful teardrop breasts that jutted pneumatically out from her chest with large dark eraser sized nipples that were fully erect.
She moaned as I cupped one of her boobs and tossed her clothing in the front seat.
I drank her in with my eyes and was visually subdued with wonder and lust at the exotic creature before me.
Claudia leaned forward on all fours and began kissing me again. I played with both of her breasts as she straddled me again, this time aggressively grabbing my cock and pushing her pelvis towards it. I wanted to say something, but I didn't want to ruin this moment. She pulled her panties to the side and began rubbing the head of my cock on the moist lips of her vagina.
She slightly raised herself on the seat and I felt her begin to push her cunt against the head of my cock. I didn't look but I could feel the tip of my penis begin to enter her cunt. Claudia shifted and placed her hands against the back window moaning loudly as she impaled herself on my cock. She let out a yelp of pain and froze on top of me as the walls of her honey pot closed tightly around me. She gripped me tightly in her arms and we were motionless for what seemed like an eternity.
1047pm:
Claudia had shifted again and was squatting on top of me. She had started out slowly enough bouncing on top of me and had begun to increase the intensity of her thrusts along with the intensity of her moans. Soon, Claudia was literally fucking the shit out of me in that backseat. She moved serpentine like, contorting her pelvis in a way that caused my cock to slightly bend upward as it slid inside her.
1117pm:
I am palming the sweat slicked globes that are Claudia's ass cheeks as she grinds me to dust with feverish vigor and intensity. She's continues assaulting me with her tongue as she rubs my nipples between her thumb and fore fingers. It is a strange invigorating sensation that believe it or not only serves to send even more bl**d running to the head of my penis.
1137pm:
Claudia had f***ed me down on my back in the sweat covered backseat of that steamy car. She was sprawled on top of me with her legs locked against my sides as she humped me to death.
She was serious determined to grind me into the seat.
"YOU LIKE THIS? ... YOU LIKE MY PANOCHE' ON YOUR FAT COCK?" I was relieved when she finally began talking to me. I just shook my head. This seemed to fuel her lust further and she pressed her pelvis tightly against me as I finally came.
"FUUUUCK!!! FEEL ME PUSSY UP WITH YOUR CREAM!!! FILLL ME GOOD!!! " Her eyes rolled up into her head as she arched her back against me. Her accent was thick and almost unintelligible as she screamed out her orgasm.
My thighs seized up painfully as I was sure I would be sterile from this point on in my life.
Suddenly Claudia collapsed almost lifelessly on my chest.
We lie there motionless for some moments afterward unsure of what would come next.
"I love you." She cooed.
"I love you too Claudia." We said it finally. We were honest with one another and it felt ...AWKWARD (to say the least.).
1155pm;
Claudia and I sat in vivacious states of undress in the back of the car starring at each other. I watched her fish around in the front seat looking for her clothing. I was wracked with guilt over my earlier adventures with Gloria and Debbie.
I wanted to be honest.
I wanted to start out with a clean slate.
1158PM:
"Claudia." "What is it my love?"
1159PM:
"Well-I uh, I want to-."
1200AM:
BANG!!! (There was a loud explosion.) That was all I heard followed by ...DARKNESS.
EPILOUGE:
I awoke two months later ... turns out Ricardo had followed Claudia and watched us do the deed.
He always carried a pistol.
Ricardo was in jail ....for a very long fucking time.
Claudia had been at my bedside every day for the past two months.
I had lost my short term memory. There was something I wanted to tell Claudia that night but I couldn't remember what it was.
**THIS STORY MAY NOT BE REPRINTED WITHOUT THE PERMISSION OF THE AUTHOR!**
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It had been about fifteen minutes sitting in my car before she arrived. I was kind of nervous sitting in my vehicle in the parking lot of a shady motel. Mid-day and all.
But I was desperate not to end up in jail for fraud and other charges including but not limited to Statutory rape (More on that later). Melody knew that and she was going to exploit that fact to death.
I was her slave. So to speak.
I was lost in thought when the sound of crunching gravel distracted me. I looked out of the passenger side window to see her Honda Civic pulling up two cars over.
I cringed as I saw the massive Cheshire cat type smile beaming at me through the window. The Large cartoony looking hazel eyes and tiny mousy nose with the Mrs. Claus type glasses resting on top of them... and finally, my skin crawled a bit at the shaggy mane of hair surrounding her face in a dark brunette corona.
The car actually tilted as she stepped out of it. There were some grungy Emo type teens squatting in the parking lot as Melody stepped out of her car. Their snickering turned to audible laughter as the large woman defiantly stomped over to the clerk's window and paid for the room.
Her clothing ... a simple white ill-fitting long sleeved blouse and a dark navy blue skirt stretched to the max around her way too larger than her torso bottom. Her monstrous ass cheeks wobbled up and down as she stomped defiantly through the teen's laughter and open the motel door.
I considered putting the pedal to the metal and speeding off rather than step out of the car and identify myself as a "chubby chaser' by association.
Melody had stepped inside the motel room and was waving me over, a single chubby digit on her bloated hand signaling me "Come Hither"
It was time for me to "pay the piper"
The laughter of the youthful squatters got even louder as it became apparent that "I" was Melody's paramour. I did the "hands in the pocket, face cast downward" as I quickly entered the motel room.
Melody stood behind the door, slamming it as I entered. She ignored me momentarily as she peered out into the parking lot from behind the cheap grime covered curtains that were hung from the single small window in the room.
There was one bed covered with a cheap looking and filthy orange frayed comforter. A rotary phone sat on the haphazard bedside looking table. The accompanying lamp was something I hadn't seen since 1978 in my grandma's house.
"What not good enough for ya?" Melody's saccharine sweet voice had always annoyed me.
She looked like a Sherman tank, but sounded like a ten year old girl. I detected a twinge of angry sarcasm in her voice. She was fully aware that I didn't want to fuck her. She seemed to be seething.
"I'm cool."
"Whatever, that's as good an answer as I'm going to get from you douche."
She was definitely seething, pissed off even though she had won. She was going to get what she wanted today.
"Take you fucking clothes off, I ain't got all day." She emphasized her point by snapping my belt buckle open with an aggressive flick of her wrist.
I slowly dropped my pants as she stood there watching, her arms folded across her chest. She was actually tapping her foot and staring a hole right through me.
I felt her chubby digits on my arms as she stepped up to me. I was afraid she was going to kiss me and was instantly worried that I would upchuck in her mouth if she did. Melody pushed me towards the bathroom.
"Take a shower, you kind of stink."
I was kind of glad for the momentary reprieve and quickly entered the small dingy bathroom.
"To make a long story short ... I worked as a teller at a local bank. Melody was my supervisor and she was more than a little infatuated with me. Unfortunately, I wasn't into the "BIG GIRL" thing. There was no way in HELL she was ever getting a piece ... That is, until I completely fucked up. I had been trying to get into the pants of one of bank's customers for weeks. I was successful to a certain degree, but unfortunately for me, the girl was an underage criminal. She hit me up at my teller window with quite a number of inked checks; I was busted by Melody...and blackmailed into a sexual relationship"
I considered staying in the shower until Melody got discouraged and left, but that probably would have meant eventual prison. So, I sucked it up and exited the bathroom in a towel.
Melody had removed the nasty comforter from the bed and was lying face down in the middle of the bed.
The only bit of clothing on her body was a black thong hidden in the massive cheeks that made up her huge ass.
I slowly walked around the bed starring at the colossal task before me. Melody was laying on the bed starring at the wall in front of her. She had a strange melancholy look on her face.
"Look in my purse ... there's some baby oil in there."
I retrieved the oil from her bag (I couldn't help noticing more than a few candy bars & snack cakes in there.) and climbed in bed (what was left of it) with Melody.
At her insistence I straddled her and began rubbing the oil into her back. Her huge shock of black hair had to be moved (it hung almost to her waist.).
"Rub that oil on my ass moron." She hissed with a half sigh.
Melody had a big meaty all-encompassing ass. I poured some oil on her buttocks and began seriously kneading her cheeks. I was amazed at how solid and muscular her ass was. I took my time rubbing each cheek, running my fingers over the smooth flesh. Melody continued to sigh as I worked her pliant skin over. She began to shift from side to side.
It was like riding a massive wave as I continued my work, not completely retched out as I thought I would be. Rubbing more oil into those massive cheeks definitely caused the heat in the room to rise.
"Oooh, that feels good. Careful I think you're starting to like it."
I hated that voice, not just the child like quality of it ... but the truth that poured from her thin lips. Melody suddenly shifted her weight half tossing me off her back as she rose on all fours. Suddenly I found myself starring at the Melody's gigantic ass ...spread out in front of me. I found myself looking directly at her vagina.
It was like a swollen peach half ... that's the only way I can describe it ..."seriously"
The back of her meaty thighs and just under her juicy butt was darkened like some tanning session gone wrong. I remembered a thousand bad jokes about fat chicks being unable to wipe their butts ... "that wasn't helping". I was puzzled momentarily.
I reached out with one finger and touched the small inflated lips of her pussy. A shudder ran through her body. I knew this because the bed suddenly rocked like an aftershock hit it. Melody sucked her lips and let out a low moan.
I felt motivated ... I wanted to make her react like that some more ... I don't know why, but I wanted to dominate her. Own her the way she had owned me because I'd fucked up.
I began lightly running my single finger up and down the slight slit in the center of her vagina. She moaned loudly and rocked back and forth taking the whole bed with her at times. After about five minutes of this, her frustration became apparent.
"What are you waiting for? ... LICK IT!!"
SHIT!! ... I hadn't even considered giving her oral. I kind of figured that I would just take my pants off and poke her for about five minutes, fake cum into a condom and presto ... Dirty Deed Done!! ... Melody wasn't having it... NO WAY!! NO HOW!!
I reached out with both of my hands, parting the giant butt cheeks in front of me, and this took some doing. The pillow like, yet sturdy flesh of those cheeks sunk in at the points were I grabbed it. I used a little force to part this huge bubble shaped butt... her vagina perfectly centered in the middle was almost a mirror image in it's beautiful peach like state.
The smell emanating from the secret place between her thighs was pungent in a half sweet sickly sweet way. (Huh, huh maybe it smells like that because of all the Twinkies this bitch eats ... huh, huh)... I stuck my fingertip in her small puss and marvel at how tight it was ... her inner walls immediately trapping my finger snug in its viselike grip.
I finger banged her ... to say the least, for a few seconds at least. Then I did something that shocked even Melody.
I sucked on my finger!!
That's right... I sucked her juices right off my finger.
It tasted like ... I don't know ...like honey. With some red wine mixed in... Yeah, that's about right. Once I realized what I was doing I stopped. Melody noticed.
"What's your problem?
You're starting to like it!! I knew it!! Don't stop now baby... Have some more.
But I sat there starring at my finger. Shocked at my own behavior. Unable to understand these contrary urges.
"Fuck it! Let me help you out with that problem!!"
Melody suddenly rose up in the bed on her knees and faced me. There was a weird, angry half smile on her face. I couldn't meet her piercing eyes for long. I stared down at her breasts.
Funny, Melody had to weigh at least two hundred and eighty pounds, but she had small boobs. They were barely a C-cup. Perhaps, a large B cup. I thought it strange. Melody draped one of her arms over her boobs. I was tripping off of her love slime ... I must have been. I noticed the small hairs on her arm, the perfectly manicured and painted nails. Even her hands were childlike.
Melody suddenly swiped her other chubby arm at me. I was caught unawares and thrown into the flawed mattress with sufficient force. Before I could I react, both of her chubby hands were pinning my shoulders to the bed.
I looked directly up at her and waves of fear ran though my body as I realized what she was about to do. Melody emitted a soft girlish giggle as she pinned me down even further, her boulder sized ass coming to a rest directly on top of my chest.
I was immobilized.
DARKNESS descended on me as she lightly shifted her weight on my chest, pushing her "cradle of life" towards my face.
"Go ahead baby; have as much as you want."
I wanted to scream ... seriously ... but I didn't.
Instead, I was soon lapping away at her pussy like a frenzied little puppy dog. Licking the swollen lips of her vagina with abandon until they became so slick that my tongue finally slipped inside.
I began to run my tongue up & down the walls of her pussy like a man possessed. Melody ground her pelvis into my face as I increased the intensity of my tongue's undulations.
"Fuuuuuck!!" .. was about all that came out of her mouth. Probably the only thing that could come out of her pie hole considering the massive tremors running through her body. My face was drenched with her juices. I was worried for a moment that she would shift her weight unexpectantly and break my neck.
Suddenly, air suddenly rushed into my relieved lungs through my wide open mouth. Melody had lifted one of her oak tree like legs off of me and was kneeling at my side. The bed tilted in her direction. She gently touched my face, looking deeply into my eyes with what appeared to be some concern.
I was going to ask her what was wrong, but she placed her fingers across my lips effectively silencing me.
Melody lightly touched my chest, running her hands down my body.
"Quid Pro Quo?"
She rolled over to her side and got off the bed (The bed actually bounced a bit when she stood up... She had a massive stomach that jiggled quite like ..."a bowl of jelly". I felt a slight twinge of repulsion. "I definitely wasn't into the Santa belly thing." Melody never seemed to take her eyes off of me as she strolled to the end of the bed and knelt.
She poured what was left of the baby oil in the palms of both of her hands and grabbed my average sized cock with both of her hungry little hands. Melody began to knead my balls and cock with an ever increasing intensity. She took her time with my package stroking my penis slightly and kneading my balls in her chubby hands with abandon.
"How do you like that?" She cooed.
"Uh, it's uh..great."
Her voice didn't seem that annoying any more. It was actually kind of pleasant.
"Tell me you love this ... You love the feel of my hands all over your body." She half demanded.
I nodded ... It wasn't out of arrogance or manly pride. It was just that I was going to explode a geyser of cum everywhere in moments.
Melody let out a sigh and gave my cock an angry, spiteful tug.
She was shocked when a small jet of precum suddenly spurted from my cock. She smiled and continued her massage mercilessly.
"The body doesn't lie"
Melody plunged her small mouth with its thin lips down on my cock and began sucking all of the precum out of my tortured unit. god, it felt good. Kind of like a mini-vacuum. My dick was already wrecked from her generous hands, but Melody would not be denied.
She greedily sucked and sucked on cock, all the while massaging my balls with loving attention to detail.
I ended up shooting another load into her hungry mouth ... at least I think I did. I never saw a drop dribble from her lips, and she kept working me over like a woman possessed.
"Stop ... please." I had to beg off. She was killing me.
"WHAT?!! Can't handle it huh?" Melody seemed proud of herself.
She stood up and pointed across the room at the only chair in the room. She apparently wanted me to grab the chair, impatiently snapping her fingers at me. I slowly got up and complied. Melody snatched the chair from me and slammed it down facing the bed.
She gave me another one of her strong armed shoves which sent reeling to the sweaty matted sheets of the bed. I struggled to sit up on the end of the bed. Melody had taken a lot out of me and she definitely wasn't finished yet.
On an increasingly less subconscious level, I wasn't finished with her either.
Melody straddled the chair facing away from me.
I instinctively knew what she wanted me to do next. I just, didn't know if it was her instincts or mine. All I knew was that there was a HUMONGOUS ASS on the chair in front of me. A glorious site, the two distinct globes of her butt spilling over both sides of the chair.
"Fuck me... now." She cooed resting her small breasts against the back of the chair.
I was worried that the chair would give way under her weight.
I rubbed the swollen lips again with more vigor this time. They were dripping (literally) as my greedy fingers pried them apart.
I slowly and carefully worked my cock into her chubby box, first placing the head of my penis inside. Her juicy walls immediately converged on my cock trapping it snuggly. Once I had worked all of myself into her... I realized my dilemma.
There was no way I could fuck the shit out of her in this position. I was wedged in between the bed and my balls were touching the bottom of the chair. I didn't want to ask Melody to move but it was almost an impossible mission. I rubbed the two perfect semi-circles that made up the sides of her thighs.
She seemed to instinctively know what was going on and shifted her weight on the chair until she was resting on her hands.
Bless her chunky heart ... =)
I began to fuck Melody.
"My supervisor at work who had busted me for cashing inked checks. Who had blackmailed me into a sexual tryst and made me the laughing stock of squatting teen emo's."
I began to seriously fuck the shit out of Melody.
"Not because I had to, but because I wanted to."
She had an extremely tight pussy to say the least. The friction of the frenzied love making I was committing on her tiny puss was tearing at the foreskin on my penis.
I didn't care.
No. I didn't give a fuck! I just wanted to fuck this woman forever.
The sight of ripples running across her monster sized butt, my handiwork was making me fuck her even harder. I hadn't even noticed that Melody was screaming her head off as her reproductive system was rearranged by my rabid dick. I grabbed one of her arms and pulled it behind her towards me, my other hand pulled at the mane of hair on her head violently.
The motel room began to echo the sounds of her sweet cries and the THX style sounds of my pelvis slap against her waterbed like ass. Melody began to sound like she was fucking choking on the dick. This just further fueled my lust.
" Cum ... cum, please." She uttered between thrusts. I didn't want to cum right away, this fat ass being just too good to let go to waste.
Melody pulled her arm free from me and grasped the end of the chair rising slightly to accommodate me as I beat her pussy to death. Now, it was a straight shot to her loins and I made the most of it. She buried her head in the seat of the chair moaning loudly, my thrusts making her sound like she was hick cupping.
I could feel the cum burning in the shaft of my cock and I let go of her hair to spread those prodigious cheeks apart to plunge her even deeper.
I could feel the cum traveling along the length of my cock ... building, building .. until ...
GODDAMN SHAZZAM!!!
I pulled my engorged cock out of Melody and showered her incredible backside with what at least was two liters of cum. I actually glazed most of her massive cheeks with my undeveloped kids.
I fell back on the bed ... spent.
Melody? She crashed to the floor on all fours.
And that's how we remained. I don't know how long we were like that, but eventually Melody struggled to her feet and staggered into the shower. I remained on the bed, in my birthday suit no less.
I was hoping we would go again.
Melody eventually emerged from the bathroom, the towel barely covering her rubenesque body. I got excited the moment I saw her. I was immediately disappointed when she reached in her purse and pulled some large panties from its interior (She had changed her underwear prior to arriving at the motel.).
I watched silently as she struggled to pull her used stockings over her plump, chubby legs. Silently despaired as she put on her cute little underwire bra and ill-fitting blouse.
For some reason, I wanted Melody to know how I felt about what we had done. I slipped my arms around her waist and kissed her on the neck. She turned and gave me a deep soulful kiss.
"That was fantastic."
"You know what the guy who took my cherry told me after we did it?" She replied.
"What?"
"He said ... I lost the bet."
She pushed me away and half ran out of the door.
Moments later I heard her car pull out of the parking lot.
I silently dressed and exited the room as well. I actually looked back as I closed the door.
I was greeted with a small round of applause by the squatters. I sneered in their direction and this caused more laughter until I reached into my open window and pulled the trunk release.
My trunk suddenly popped open ...
The squatters ran out of the parking lot like scattered chickens.
mondotoken 06/06/10
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I hated being treated like a kid. I was 18 at the time and my mom was going on a week long vacation without me. I was to be left in the care of my "Aunt Etta" ... actually one of my mom's friends from work. She had been around so long that I and my sister had started calling her auntie. It was spring break and I was out of school for a week. I had tried to convince my mom that I was old enough to stay home for the week, but she wasn't having it and this meant I would have to put up with ... Tina.
Etta's daughter, an only child thank god. Tina was just a miserable person to be around. We'd met at the tender age of nine and I took an immediate disliking to her. My cousins and I were playing with a Fisher Price bowling set and the little Grinch stomped into the room and kicked over all the plastic pins. Tina hadn't stopped there and so had started an annual tradition of her showing up when she was least expected and twisting my arm behind my back.
Tina had become a sixth degree black belt in the years since we had first met and delighted in showing off her martial arts prowess. Once while eavesdropping outside my mom's room, I had heard a hysterical Etta relate how Tina had broken the arm of a boyfriend after a particularly bad breakup.
... Yeah, I didn't want to spend a week with that bitch.
My skin began to crawl and shivers ran up my spine as my mom pulled the car into Aunt Etta's driveway. Etta worked for DWP and her utilitarian wages afforded her a nice craftsman style two-story home. I had been told that Tina occupied the attic portion of the house.
"Don't give me that look boy, it's only a week. I'm sure you'll make it." My mom forced a smile knowing that I didn't want to go into that house.
"I could be dead in a week."
"Stop being so damn dramatic and get your narrow ass in that house."
I was crestfallen as I watched my mom's Monte Carlo hit the streets for the airport. I picked up my backpack and trudged up the stairs and knocked on Etta's door. Etta answered the door with her large, chunky frame wrapped in a house coat that was barely covering her underwear. I was visually privy to her humongous knockers and the inflated stretch mark covered thighs.
"Come on in boy!!" She half laughed and I was bear hugged as I entered her living room.
Everything in the living room was covered in plastic and everything that wasn't seemed like it was stuck in the early seventies as far as style.
Etta was getting ready to go out on the town for a night of "fine wine and dance" as she put it. She told me that there was more than enough food in the fridge, I could pick any bed I wanted and most importantly ... Tina was away with her father for a couple of days.
She laughed revealing three golden teeth behind her fat, lips as I unintentionally sighed at the good news that Tina wasn't going to be around.
"Lordy boy!! I would a' thought you and my Tina would have buried the hatchet by now."
I would have liked to burry that fucking hatchet right between her daughter's bloodshot eyes."
Etta had slipped into her bedroom which was near the living room and she left the door open as she finished dressing. As I said before, Etta was a big chunky woman. Her skin almost indigo dark and her figure were powerful. She noticeably had what I considered the biggest thighs and ass I had ever seen (I hadn't seen much of any thighs and ass ... I was a virgin.). I focused on the wide flaring ass encased in the dark flowered granny panties and the way her cheeks overpowered the material sucking the fabric deep into the crack of her ass.
I had a boner ... A rager at that. I was instantly embarrassed by my teenage tumescence and tried to sit on a nearby couch. Etta hadn't noticed and she was busy rubbing what looked like lotion all over her thighs and juicy ass. She was kneading the lotion into her butt with great care and attention to detail.
I was hard for me to sit on the couch as my cock was hard as a metal spike and pushed against my suddenly restricting underwear and my jeans. Etta began to rub some of the lotion on her large hanging breasts. She finally noticed me and laughed closing her door.
I didn't know what to make of that. It looked like I was having what me and my friends termed "A Private Lessons" moment.
Note: "Private Lesson was this silly, low budget movie that was about this little rich white boy getting laid with his hot maid. It was a movie about female on male pedophilia and it was widely released in theatres during the eighties.
I made my way to the bathroom and pulled out my prick. It shot straight out as I released the zipper. It was so hard it hurt. I thought about masturbating, but that was for losers and fags (Hey it was 1986 at the time and that was my one of my beliefs.). I didn't know what to do so I just sat on the edge of the tub starring at my dork, precum and all until it just subsided by itself.
"Hey, you okay in there?!!" Etta was suddenly banging on the door.
"Uhm, yeah ... Just uh, doing number two!!" I lied figgering that the thought of me taking a shit would drive her away from the door.
"Alright baby, Make sure you use that glade!! I'm gone; you have fun ... Watch a movie or something."
A few moments later, I heard the front door slam.
Etta was gone and I was free to leave the bathroom. In the next five minutes I found myself wandering around the living room starring at some of the family portraits of Etta and Tina.
Even Tina's photos were angry looking.
The only trait Tina shared with her mother was the eclipse dark skin that almost caught the light like she was made of marble. Tina had a narrow face and strange overbite. She was nearsighted and had for years worn a pair of horn rimmed, zebra stripped glasses. She had long stringy shoulder length hair that she always wore in two overly long ponytails. She had a wiry body devoid of any type of breasts (She appeared to be a negative A-cup.) and definitely no hips whatsoever.
I laughed to myself that the man upstairs had been so cruel that he hadn't even blessed her with her mother's prodigious, meaty back porch.
Tina was butt ugly.
I finally found my way to the large floor model television and switched on the set. Etta had cable, but there was nothing on ... I started my night out with Rambo and ended it with some dumb comedy called Night Patrol. The latter movie had a couple of nude scenes, most notably with Linda Blair, the exorcist girl. She had hit young adulthood and boy was she "thick"... Big ass and Tits.
Now that was a woman!!
I had found a tin of cookies in Etta's well stocked kitchen and availed myself of a tall glass of milk. I eventually passed out on the couch.
I was awakened by another raging boner and found myself in the suddenly darkened living room. The television had been switched off and a blanket had been draped across my body.
I had to take a piss and kicked the wool blanket off of my legs and raced to the bathroom before I pissed myself. Damn, it felt good to relieve myself. Guess I was backed up from that glass of milk.
On the way back to the living room couch, I noticed that Etta's bedroom door was open.
I peeked inside the room.
The bedroom was dimly lit by a small bedside lamp that had a red bulb inserted in it. There a large bottle of J&B lying on its side, what little was left of the liquor inside was pouring onto the floor. On the other side of Etta's large bed, was a series of large plastic containers that I guess she used like a dresser. An ancient stereo sat on top of it cranking out some local tunes... Sounded like "Ready for the World" or some shit like that... Yeah, it was some song called "Tonight".
I hated that song; I used to toss things at my sister when she sang it incessantly.
But tonight, I didn't mind it too much.
Besides it was mixed with Etta's loud snoring. She was apparently passed out face down on the bed. She had the large quilted comforter over her head and torso in a messy display.
From the waist down, her uncovered ass and legs sat in plain view. She had changed from her earlier industrial strength dark panties and had swapped them out for a pair of lime green undies. These two were pulled deep into her mountainous backside.
My fleshy spike of an erection returned in short order and I shuffled off to my lonely couch.
I would return to the doorway a least two more times before venturing inside to take a closer look. Her bedroom had a hardwood floor and creaked loudly as I approached the bed. I tried to measure my steps and control my weight distribution as much as possible.
I stood there for god-knows-how long starring down at Etta's wide butt, my penis beating like a heart against my zipper almost demandingly in what seemed like a never ending expansion.
I began to fidget uncontrollably, trembling moving all of my fingers at once and struggling with mounting desire.
"What the fuck are you doing?" I asked myself in the privacy of my mind.
"Get your ass back on that couch and go the fuck to sleep!" I yelled at myself mentally.
My body was in full revolt and I struggled with my inner demon who was demanding action.
"When are you gonna see something like this again?" The Id asked.
"Man, you stupid as fuck if you don't at least touch that big ole' booty!!" My Id challenged, laughing unmercifully at me. That laughing voice reverberated through my head in a loud echo and I found myself becoming angry with my subconscious.
Etta appeared to be blissfully unconscious in the loving arms of liquor high, sleeping it off as it were. I reached down and righted the bottle on her bedside table. The room was permeated with the smell of cheap liquor. I was pretty sure Etta was down for the count.
I nervously took my left index finger and poked Etta's left butt cheek. My finger sunk into the soft, fleshy buttock. It was hot and sweaty to the touch and the tip of my finger slid off the cheek.
My cock jumped about in my pants like a thing possessed...like it was on fire.
"Now, now that wasn't so bad was it?" My Id's voice had returned to egg me on to further action.
But I was committed at this point and the rest of my hand, fingers outstretched has found its way onto Etta's juicy left ass cheek.
It moved slightly under the pressure of my eager hand pressing down on it. It felt bouncy, and slick like it was rubber inflated. I slowly moved my hand up and down the cheek finally cupping as much of it in one hand as I could.
My other hand eventually got in on the action and I found myself kneading both of Etta's generous ass cheeks marveling at their sheer volume.
Etta suddenly moved shifting her weight in the bed and grumbling under the blanket.
My heart stopped.
I wanted to bolt out of the bedroom, but she would surely hear the creaking of the hard wood floor. "I was scared shitless." I was sure that any minute she would sit up and see me .... This of course would be followed by a severe pummeling and my mom would be called in Miami and told of my perversity.
I would die of shame ... yeah, I was dead meat.
Etta didn't wake up. She squirmed a bit in her sleep and was soon snoring as loud as ever. I inched towards the door, but my penis wouldn't let me leave.
I found myself at the foot of her bed.
From this angle, I had a great view of Etta expansive back porch. She had shifted in the bed from a slight forty five degree angle and was now lying face down. Her fat ass was higher than her back and the panties had disappeared further into the dark crack of her buttocks.
I climbed up the foot of the bed and began rubbing Etta's ass.
My hands cupped her cheeks at the bottom of her panties and I caressed and fondled that ass for some time before the inner voice returned urging me to take my indiscretions one step further.
I finally released my penis from its cage... it falls anaconda like and touches that juicy butt "accidentally" I might add. My breathing is heavy and my hands tremble as I cup the sides of her hips pushing the cheeks together.
... I ran to the living room and kicked off my pants, leaving my underwear on. My cock is fully extended from the opening in my underwear.
The head of my penis rests against one of her prodigious cheeks and soon I am rubbing its length on that ass marveling at how much my skin contrasts against her indigo darkness. It tickles when I rub my cock's head on Etta's butt. I decide to rest its length in the crack of her ass and am rewarded by the slot of heat arising from that area.
It took all of my strength to assume a kind of push up position on top of her and my arms shook under my own weight. As gently as I can, I run my cock up and down Etta's butt cheeks.
Suddenly, I get this strange feeling in my penis and my inner thighs. I panic barely managing not to shake the bed and half run from the bedroom.
I shoot a wad of cum right outside of her bedroom against the adjacent wall in three huge spurts. It feels like fire running up my urethra and my thighs tighten up into a painful knot.
There's a puddle on the floor when I'm done.
I get some toilet paper from the bathroom and clean the hallway carpet as best I can before passing out on the couch.
In the morning, I am shaken awake by an angry looking Etta and for the moment I am sure she has figured out what happened. My heart leaps into my throat, but she is angry that I made a mess in the living room.
I look over at the coffee table and notice that the open cookie tin and the cup of milk lying on its side.
I'm relieved but Etta tells me, more like yells... "Clean up your mess boy!!"
I apologize and jump out from under the blanket not realizing I'm only wearing my underwear.
My half erect penis hangs from the front of my pants.
Etta's eyes widen and I am instantly mortified. Here I am standing in my mom's best friend's living room with my dong hanging out for all to see. I quickly cup my hands over my junk and continue with even more frenzied apologies.
"Uh, it's okay boy. You hungry or something?" She has this shocked look on her face and seems to be fidgeting. Before I can answer, she quietly walks out of the room.
Breakfast is awkward as we sit in the silent house. Etta has placed everything I could possibly think of for breakfast on the table, but she is simply having a cup of coffee. She is on her fifth cup. I try to break the ice with small talk, but my words come out as little more than mumbles.
"Hey, you uh, got a girlfriend boy?" Etta suddenly asks.
"No."
She caught me off guard with that one and we're back in "weird" territory as far as I'm concerned.
"Sorry, maybe I shouldn't have asked but after seeing your little soldier this morning I just -well, I don't want you to be acting all strange and stuff around me."
My face was flush red and Etta laughed.
"It's okay. You don't have to be embarrassed."
She assured me that we were quote, unquote "cool" and everything. I secretly wondered if she would still have felt hat way of she had known that I'd "rubbed one out" on her massive donk last night.
We spend the rest of our breakfast laughing and joking about all kinds of topics and everything under the sun. I even began helping her with the dishes.
The phone rings and Etta excuses herself and saunters off to her bedroom to answer it. I can't help but stare at her jiggling butt cheeks swaying back and forth under her robe as she leaves the room. I wanted to fuck those cheeks like I did last night, perhaps go even a little further.
A few moments later, I was privy to stereo quality screaming coming from Etta's bedroom as she loudly cussed out her boyfriend (Some guy named Gene who looked like Louis Gossett Jr.) and subsequently slammed the phone in his face. Apparently unknown to me at the time, Etta had been "left hanging" at a local bar and had spent the evening drinking herself into a drunken stupor (Hence, the reason I'd found her in such a passive, near brain dead state last night.).
"Thanks Gene." My Id snickered; if it wasn't for that jerk I wouldn't have had the opportunity to avail myself of Etta's massive cheeks.
Little did I know at that moment, that more "opportunity" was right around the corner.
Etta came back into the kitchen flustered and began helping me finish up all the dishes. She lightly scolded me for not properly washing the dishes correctly and dropped a few of them back into the sink.
"Move out the way boy, I ain't got all morning to be messing around with these dishes." She gently pushed me out of the way and passed in front of me to wash the dishes.
My cock brushed against her spongy ass as she passed in front of me. It felt good... REAL GOOD!! For some reason I didn't move and she didn't either. Etta just stood in front of me messily washing the dishes and mumbling all manner of curses at the non-present Gene.
My cock began to elongate and unfurl in the sweat pants I was wearing. It snaked outward tenting my pants and coming to rest directly in Etta's butt cleavage.
Etta didn't move or acknowledge my member's intrusive stance against her prodigious booty. She just kept mumbling about her relationship problems and angrily washing the dishes.
I was confused and excited at the same time, but I wasn't going to move either. I was quote, unquote ... Going to ride this one out.
My clothed cock was snuggled into the crevice of Etta's fat robed ass. I slightly arched my back away from Etta intentionally wedging my engorged penis tighter into her ass crack. It only took a few moments and I was shivering all over from the friction and sweat began to run down my brow.
My hands cupped her hips pushing inward forcing her luscious cheeks snug around my cock.
Suddenly, everything got real quiet in the kitchen.
You could hear a pin drop ... The only sound in the room was my heavy breathing. Etta wasn't moving ... She stood perfectly still facing away from me. I began to pump my cock furiously up and down her butt for the next five minutes. The clothing separating our extremities only increased my lust and the friction sent waves of pleasure through my body.
I slowly began to pull Etta's robe up until the bottom of her dark chocolate ass cheeks were showing. My sweaty cock slipped into the narrow crevice between her plump thighs and I could feel the length of my penis snug alongside the chubby lips of her cunt.
"She was dripping wet."
Her juices coated my rigid cock as I slowly pumped back and forth against her juicy butt. I had pulled her robe high above her waist and had a great view of her black bubbly cheeks as my cock pumped between her thighs furiously.
For her part, Etta bent over the counter grabbing the two knobs on the kitchen sink. She shrieked slightly when I pulled the lime green panties deeper into the crack of her ass giving her an 'uber wedgie. She began to moan a little bit and dipped her knees ever so often putting extra weight and pressure on my cock.
I slapped my pelvis against her butt with increasing intensity. The kitchen was filled loud slapping sounds that accompanied my heavy panting. I attempted to pull those panties to the side but Etta lurched in the opposite direction. I tried two more times and was met with some resistance as each time she swung her Jurassic hips in the other direction before I finally got the point.
"Allowing me to grind my cock on her ass was as far as she was willing to go with her best friend's son."
I wasn't disappointed in the least; in fact it was quite the contrary as I just worked harder to force my penis into her slit. The only thing stopping me as the thin layer of lime green fabric between her legs that kept me honest.
I pulled my cock back away from her ass and found even more pleasure as my rock hard member slowly and surely was pulled free from Etta's snug juicy thighs. My raging dick had long since broken free of my sweat pants and stood at attention in the air while I bounced Etta's buns together creating a wave like motion or ripples on the surface of her dark ass. She moaned louder as I wedged my cock length wise between those dark cheeks.



I speared the crevice of her ass at least six times before my thighs tightened up almost to the point of causing my excruciating pain as my dick became enflamed... I shot three arching blasts of semen into the air which landed on Etta's back and robe. Her ass cheeks were also covered in a thick glaze of milky cum.
Etta reached back and rubbed some of the cum off of her massive backside. I was standing directly behind her and watched as she stared at her hand which had a gooey web of my semen coating it perfectly.
Etta shocked me by reaching around and grabbing my hand in a vise like grip.
I was scared as my senses returned fearing that I would be pummeled and reported to the police.
She turned to face me with a strange expression on her face. I couldn't tell you if she was pissed, happy, and sad or what ... She just kept going back and forth looking at her hand and my face.
I didn't know what to expect next.
Etta shocked me by taking her large cum covered hand and jerking on my penis.
Her robe was open and I could see the worn and off color beige brassiere that held her large, stretch marked tits in place. One of her large breasts had fallen free of its overworked cup and was hanging right in front of my face. Her indigo dark breasts betrayed no hint of an areola, but the nipple was erect and appeared to be as thick as an eraser head. I longed to place my lips on that fat nipple.
I reached out and attempted to cup the breast. Etta jerked my arm suddenly and violently. She was a very strong woman and held my arm above my head while she worked over my cock.
In less than a minute, I shot another huge spurt of cum right onto the kitchen floor in front of Etta. She softly caressed another few drops out of the head of my penis.
"You okay now boy?" She suddenly broke her trance like silence.
I didn't know how to respond to that. Here I was in Etta's kitchen with my exposed and spent dork hanging out for the entire world to see. Fuck, in fact she still had her chubby fingers wrapped around my cock. I had no doubt that as strong as she was, she could have ripped it right off.
"Don't worry about this. Young boys full of fire at your age and need a release." She spoke in a reassuring tone like she had helped me blow my nose or something instead of getting me off. I was overcome with worry and shame.
"You ain't gonna tell my mom are you Etta?"
"I said don't worry about it boy. We're gonna be okay with this and have a great week together. All you gotta do is help out with the chores around here and everything's gonna be fine."-She sounded like some body's fucking grandmother now. I didn't know what to make of this development.
"Just clean your mess up off the floor and clean yourself up."
She then turned and walked out of the kitchen. She removed her robe as she went. I was given full view of my handy work as the dark hued woman left the room. Her right butt cheek was still glazed over with my cum.
I got a mop and cleaned up my cum from the cracked linoleum tiles on the floor of the kitchen. As I was finishing up, Etta called out to me beckoning me to her room.
I found Etta laying face down and spread eagle on her bed ... nude.
My pulse began to race as I was treated to a full uncensored view of her naked charcoal black body. She slightly swayed back and forth as her womanly scent began to permeate the room with its arid yet sweet odor.
Her huge ass was massive and slight ripples appeared on the surface from the ever so slight movements she was making.
I crawled onto the bed, still pants less from our earlier encounter only ten minutes earlier. My cock was fully erect and the head touched the chilled sheets of the room. I reached out and attempted to palm one of the big black cheeks happily discovering that my hand could barely cup a forth of even one of the cheeks. Etta shifted on one side to face me and I felt her pudgy fingers close around my pulsating cock. She sighed and slowly tugged on it running her hands up and down its length.
I was literally a kid in a candy store as I kneaded and rolled her cheeks under my trembling fingers.
Suddenly I felt Etta's juicy lips enclose around my penis.
Her mouth was warm and wet. It felt like she had some internal heater in her mouth as behind her closed lips, her tongue slid up and down the length of my shaft. She began to purse her lips around my cock, sucking really hard for all it was worth. I let out a yelp of pain coupled with a weird half laugh.
This was my first blowjob.
The most luck I'd had was getting a female acquaintance to jerk me off one autumn afternoon. She didn't even finish because we were interrupted by her young preschool age sister who promptly ran to her mother's room and "tattled".
Yeah, Etta was good, real fucking good.
She was holding the base of my penis real tight between her thumb and forefinger tugging on my cock while she sucked even harder. I began to moan and breathe heavily in time with Etta, all the while never letting my hands leave those fat cheeks.
I pulled those monster butt cheeks apart with considerable effort and the tips of my fingers found the blood engorged lips of Etta's pussy. She moaned and sucked harder as I teased those lips with the tip of my finger. I sunk one of my fingers into her snatch and found it tight and juicy with her wetness.
I began to finger fuck her cunt making this middle aged behemoth of a woman squirm and flail about a bit on the bed. Something about causing this reaction emboldened me and I tried to rub my thumb on her anus.
Etta stopped sucking on my cock and grabbed my hand, forcing it away from her butt hole.
"Why, ain't you something boy!!" She exclaimed in legitimate shock.
I smiled meekly and didn't speak. Etta rolled on her back and looked up at me. She lay on her back with her legs folded behind her quivering thighs. I placed a hand over her dripping snatch and stuck three fingers inside. I began kneading the inside of Etta's pussy running my fingers along the grooved interior of her vaginal walls.
Etta began to moan loudly and flail about more violently, grinding her hips into my hand. In short order, she reached down with both of her giant hands and grasped my offending digits forcing them deeper into her dripping wet pussy as she began to experience a loud screaming orgasm.
As she lay on the bed panting and rubbing her wet snatch, I took the opportunity to fondle her massive breasts. Unlike her awesome butt, her breasts betrayed their age once I cupped them in my hands. They were incredibly pliant and saggy in my fingers. They had probably been considerably more impressive in her youth. The nipples were rock hard and solid jutting out from the sagging water bags that were her breasts.
I took one of the nipples into my mouth and started sucking on it. The salty taste of Etta's sweat only added more fuel to the fire in my loins. She cupped both of her big sagging breasts in her hands feeding them to me. I began sucking and chewing on both of her nipples while she rubbed another one out with her own hands.
I tired of nursing on her tits and crawled between her legs. I pushed the huge thighs apart and looked down at Etta's snatch. I stuck my fingers inside her cunt and moved them around until they were saturated with her slimy juices. I rubbed the juices on my cock and pressed my cock against the fat lips of her vagina.
I slowly began to push the head of my penis into Etta's pussy. The tip was beginning to penetrate her when she suddenly surprised me by half shoving me away. Her strength was considerable and I was nearly toppled from the bed.
I was confused and a little bit angry with frustration.
"Sorry baby, I know we're going too far right now, but I gotta set some boundaries. You can't fuck my pussy boy."
"What can I do then? My dick feels like it's about to explode." I was being honest... It did.
"Look over there on that dresser. There's some baby oil, get it and come back to bed."
I scrambled for the oil and when I turned around, Etta was on all fours facing away from me with her planet sized ass in the air. Her legs were closed and her pussy was partially hidden between her thighs. It looked just like a perfect peach. I climbed standing into the bed and began to slather her prodigious backside with oil. Etta laughed as half the content of the large bottle was emptied on her backside. I started fucking the crack of her ass again and was in total heaven
"Stop playing with my booty boy!! Come on- stick it in there and get yourself a nut."
I had been clueless up until this point. Etta wanted me to fuck her up the ass. I really didn't know if I wanted to and hesitated a little. I teased her small little brown-eye with the head of my penis.
Etta bounced her knees on the bed driving half of my penis deep into her ass. I immediately felt Etta tense up around my cock. It was strange and tight around my dick and in short order I began pumping her butt furiously. I was positioned strangely on top of her as if I was riding her back like she was a horse. Her juicy fat ass felt great and I was sliding around all over it because of the baby oil.
Waves of fire began to rise in my inner thighs and started traveling through my balls towards the head of my cock.
I shot what by my estimates was a HUGE LOAD of cum directly into Etta's monster sized booty yelling loudly as I climaxed.
I collapsed on top of Etta, my cock still trapped in her butt. She gave it a few playful tugs with the inner muscles of her asshole. I dripped a few more squirts of cum into her juicy baby oil covered butt as she laughed.
"Felt good didn't it boy? Got that devil right outta you."
"We both passed out in each other's arms from sheer exhaustion.
-DARKNESS-
LOUD BANGING!!!
I was awakened in short order by loud banging at the front door and a whiny, screeching sound that was sin ominous with racking nails across a chalk board.
I sat up in all my nude glory and saw Etta scrambling to get a robe on over her voluptuous frame. She turned and regarded me in abject fear and panic.
"GET YOUR FUCKING CLOTHES ON BOY!! IT'S MY DAUGHTER TINA!!"
Fuck me- I exclaimed.
TO BE CONTINUED...
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RECAP: I'm staying with my Mom's Best friend while she's away on vacation, and we've ended up in a strange sexual relationship which is in jeopardy of being exposed by her shrewish bitch of a daughter ... Tina, my Arch-enemy of sorts.
"GET YOUR FUCKING CLOTHES ON BOY!! IT'S MY DAUGHTER TINA!!"
I'm jarred out of a blissful sleep by Etta's panicked screeching. My heart skips a few beats as I realize that the whole of the home is inundated with the sound of someone screaming and banging on the door ... Etta's Daughter Tina.
My pants suddenly hit me in the face, tossed at blinding speed by Etta.
"HURRY UP!! SHE GONNA BE THROUGH THAT DOOR IN A MINUTE AND I REALLY DON'T NEED THIS SHIT!!
And with that, Etta was off down the hall, her footsteps magnified in thunderous impacts.
I didn't know what to do; I began trembling nervously and dropped my pants on the hard wood floor several times.
"OPEN THE FUCKING DOOR MOTHER!!" Her fists were shaking the front door and I could hear the large glass window in the living room vibrating from the impact.
"I'M COMING GIRL!!" Etta called out to her offspring sounding half panicked.
I was flooded with fear and for some stupid ass reason; I scrambled under Etta's bed, pants in hand along with the remnants of my wardrobe. I just got caught by surprise. Everyone's had a moment like that where something jumped out at you or wasn't there when you expected it to be and shocked the shit out of you.
The hard wood floor cut into my belly and I was sure I had a splinter in one of my balls. I heard Etta fumble with the lock on the front door before finally opening it. The door swung open with a loud thud as it hit the wall. In my mind's eye I saw Tina shove the door open with a swipe of her arm. I didn't know what to do as I was now stuck under Etta's bed in a seriously conspicuous state of undress.
'WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON-MOTHER?!! WHY AREN'T YOU DRESSED?!! IT'S ONE THIRTY IN THE AFTERNOON!!" Tina demanded answers and I actually heard Etta stutter through an improvised lie. I couldn't believe Tina had that kind of pull over her own mother. If I tried something like that with my own mom, I'd be knocked into next week.
I heard Tina stomping around the house and upsetting things in her wake.
"OH, I KNOW WHAT'S GOING ON!! ... Is Gene over here again mother? I swear you two are like fucking goats sometimes."
I didn't hear Etta's response, but I did hear a lot of scuffling and shoving in the hallway. It sounded like a fight as I fumbled around under Etta's bed finally managing to pull my pants (sans underwear) on. I followed this with an extremely difficult maneuver pulling my t-shirt on and scratching my elbows up in the process.
The scuffling seemed to be moving away from my general direction and I took this moment to slide out from under the bed and step into the hallway.
When I stepped into the hallway outside of Etta's bedroom, I saw Etta's half-dressed form draped over what I assumed to be Tina. Her big, juicy ass cheeks were exposed from her struggle with her daughter. I cautiously walked up to the two women ...
... Etta had Tina in a choke hold. She was covered in sweat and struggling mightily to keep her daughter under control. I didn't know what to do; I just knew that what I was seeing was ... fucked up.
"ETTA!!!" I suddenly found myself screaming.
The sound of my voice appeared to jar Etta out of the violence induced frenzy brought on by her daughter's sudden explosive appearance. Tina scrambled away from her mother loudly clearing her throat. When she finally regarded me, here was stinging hatred in her voice.
"What the hell are you doing here in my house?" Tina demanded.
It had been a couple of years since I had last laid unfortunate eyes on Tina. Her face had remained much the same, nearly devoid of features in its abject darkness of complexion, she still had the same piercing brown eyes and pronounced overbite. Her dark stringy, oily looking hair hung partially in front of her face from the struggle with her mother and she was breathing loudly.
Here was something different about her. I just didn't know what it was yet.
"He's staying with us for the week. His mom's on vacation and I promised to do her this one favor." Etta explained in an exasperated tone.
"Oh, that just GREAT!! Fucking nerd shit for a whole week!! THANKS MOM!!" Tina folded her arms across her chest.
She was wearing a white long sleeved shirt that had a thin hoodie attached at the shoulders. She was also wearing some form fitting guess jeans and a pair of shell toe Adidas.
I was more than a little offended by her attitude, I felt that she was woefully misinformed ... "I"- was supposed to be the one with the attitude.
She was the annoying bitch of a daughter who was beating on the door while I had been having one of the greatest days of my young life fooling around- with her mother no less.
I flipped Tina off.
Tina responded by kicking me in the abdomen with one of her patented sidekicks. I was thrown off balance and found myself rolling across the living room floor. Etta grabbed Tina's arm and the two began to struggle once more when the bell rung.
... I t was Gene with a bouquet of flowers and an awkward expression on his face.
Gene had come over to weasel his way back into Etta's good graces and more than likely her monstrous ass. He didn't blink at the disastrous scene before him and went immediately into his lovable rouge routine.
Strangely enough, Tina seemed to like him and he even placed his arms around both of them drawing them close to him. The man had to be the fucking Pied Piper of got-damn Hamlin or something the way he charmed those women and was off with Etta to the confines of her bedroom in moments.
Guess she just forgot about how I'd corn holed the shit out of her sphincter earlier this afternoon.
"Yeah Gene ole' boy ... I got her started for you." I thought spitefully and in moments I was more than a little bothered by a twinge of jealousy that ran through my body. I could actually hear the bed squeaking moments after they entered the room.
"What's your problem? You wanna watch or something?!!" I'd forgot that Tina was standing in front of me. I'd been blankly staring at Etta's door and I was sure my "Private Lessons" moment had expired.
Remembering how I'd rolled across the carpet after receiving a vicious side kick from Tina, I opted to leave the room.
"Better run pussy." I heard Tina growl as I walked down the hall and entered the room I had picked for myself. I really felt like getting a baseball bat and scrambling her fucking brains all over the carpet. I smiled at the thought but then worried what would happen if she didn't die.
At that thought, I got up from my bed and locked the door to my room.
I was laying on my bed lost deep in thought when there was a loud knock at my door.
It was Etta.
She was dressed in a flower print sundress. Etta explained that Gene was taking her out to dinner and that she had talked to Tina about being a little nicer to me (Fat chance-oh yeah and by the way ... thanks for the further emasculation bitch.).
"Don't' worry boy. She ain't gonna do nothing to you while I'm out okay?"
Her tone wasn't reassuring and neither was the bullshit expression on her face. It reminded me of this stupid ass white guy I'd seen on television one time. He was in big trouble with the government.-What was his name? Ollie? Oliver North? Whatever.
I decided to test the waters and reached behind Etta grabbing a handful of her monstrous ass. I was heartened as I saw her eyes flutter a bit and continued kneading her rump.
"Come on baby, you can't do that now." I didn't listen as my fingers dug deep into the crack of her ass through the flimsy material. If she let me have my way, I was gonna finger her right there against the wall of my room. The door was still open and I didn't give a fuck.
I wanted to seduce her.
I wanted to control this woman.
I wanted to dominate her.
"Come on now ... Stop. You got some kind of devil in you boy." My other hand had found her crotch and I was rubbing four of my fingers against her heated slit. I could feel her panties starting to soak, even through the rayon like material.
Her breath was beginning to get hoarse and her breathing was becoming audible. I considered pulling one of her huge tits free from the V-neck of her frock. I stuck my head out in the hallway to make sure the coast was clear all the while continuing my attempted ravaging of Etta via my fingertips.
Etta took this slightest of moments to extract my fingers from her delicate parts with a fraction of her considerable strength. She stared back at me as she walked down the hall stuffing an errant breast back into place.
I was stoked because I knew I could get her to "play" with me again.
"Fuck Gene." My Id hollered in triumph. My contempt for Etta's wayward boyfriend was palpable. I knew if I continued my activities, I would eventually fuck Etta.
The question posed however was... "Did I REALLY want to FUCK my MOM'S BEST FRIEND?"
Even though I had fucked the crap out of Etta's prodigious backside, she hadn't allowed me to penetrate her vaginally and to date ... I hadn't been with a woman in that manner. I lay in my bed wondering for who-knows-how long whether or not I was still technically a virgin.
This inner conference was disturbed once again by loud knocking at my door. I figured that Etta had ditched Gene and returned to be ravaged by me.
I opened the door ... and found the horrific countenance of Tina staring me in the face.
I considered slamming the door in her face.
She more than likely considered what I'd considered and kicked the door open with her foot.
She looked around as she walked into the room and sat on my bed.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" She demanded.
"Your mom already told you."
"Your mom already told you." Tina mimicked my voice in an extremely annoying manner considering her shrill child-like voice already gave me the dry heaves.
The image of a baseball bat slamming into her skull danced once more through my thoughts.
"I don't like you ... I think you should leave." The threat was clear and concise.
"I really don't think that's your decision, now is it Tina?" I sounded like a smart ass and I knew this would probably incur her wrath.
Tina surprised me by smiling, revealing a gleaming white set of horse teeth. She reached down on the floor grabbing my backpack and began to rifle through it. I tried to snatch it away from her and was shoved into the wall.
"What do we have here?" She had my copy of HEAVY METAL. It was a French magazine containing some adult comics and content that I had tricked my inattentive father into buying one fateful Saturday afternoon.
Tina thumbed through the book for a few moments.
"You know, I can make your life a living hell for the rest of the week if I want to." she coyly threatened.
"Look, I don't want to be here. I didn't want to come over here Tina."
I tried again to snatch the magazine away from her, but was shoved once again into the wall. My manhood was taking a severe beating at the hands of this teen bitch. Stupid logic and testosterone dictated that I take some sort of action.
I clumsily lunged at Tina.
She pivoted on my bed and kicked me square in the chest. All of the air was slow to return to my lungs as she walked laughing out of my room with the rolled up magazine in her grasp.
I locked the door after her and pushed a dresser in front of it for good measure.
Tina was going to be a problem.
I sat on the floor looking around the small room that had suddenly become a makeshift prison. There was a dresser and a small bookshelf with a number of novels. Some of the books had split on the floor. On top of the heap was a classic "Taming of the Shrew".
Shakespeare had written the book about a man who finds himself stuck in an unwanted marriage to this horrible and incorrigible woman. He had persevered through sheer with and managed to turn things around in his favor.
It gave me ideas.
I chuckled and began to thumb through the book until I passed out on the floor.
I awoke in the middle of the night. Tina's loud snoring had assisted in jolting me into consciousness and I listened for a few moments before moving the dresser and cautiously venturing into the hallway.
Tina had turned the lights out in the house and I slowly made my way in the dark to the kitchen. I helped myself to a chicken leg as I listened to Tina's beast like snoring reverberate through the house.
I tiptoed down the hallway and relieved myself in the bathroom. I had to use the bathroom earlier, but felt that jaunting down the hall would have been hazardous to my health if Tina caught me.
I was in heaven as I finally got to relieve myself.
I looked over and suddenly noticed someone staring in my direction from the darkness. I tried to scream but for some reason no sound issued forth from my throat.
Fortunately, it was Etta.
I don't know how long she was there but she seemed to be out of it.
I figured that she probably had been drinking again and was buzzed out of her mind.
"Oh, hey there ... you scared me." I felt a little nervous as she stepped out of the darkness. Her face was long and drawn in a sad scowl. It looked like Gene had fucked up again somehow.
I was glad.
I know it sounds fucked up but I was glad Etta was going through emotional turmoil for some heartless prick. I mean, didn't she give birth to the she beast that had been terrorizing me for most of my life? She had left me in the clutches of her psychotic daughter when her "better half" had crooked his little finger.
I was glad.
Etta slipped into the bathroom behind me pulling the door up behind her. I stopped her from closing it completely. I told myself that I wanted to be ready to bolt if Tina should awake.
That was the reason I wanted the door open wasn't it?
I felt Etta's chubby fingers close around the length of my cock as I finished relieving myself. Felt her begin to softly stroke my member with slow yet increasing intensity. I felt her lean against my body almost pushing me into the wall. I had to stop myself from falling by placing my palms against the wall.
In short order my cock was fully engorged with blood and withering in the darkness like a thing possessed. I couldn't take it anymore and turned to face her.
Etta remained silent as she got down on her knees in front of me. Her plump lips found the head of my penis and she began to suck on it in earnest. The sensation was mind blowing as I palmed the sides of her head and pushed my cock further into her mouth.
I began to fuck her mouth causing webs of saliva to run down her chin and into her cleavage. It was disgusting to look at and beautiful at the same time. It was like she didn't care how her body was being used.
My trembling hands found their way down to her bulging cleavage and freed her bulbous sagging breasts from the stark white brasserie that had so recently caged them. Her Mellon sized tits hung nearly to her navel as I took them into my hands and kneaded them furiously.
Etta held her jugs from the bottom as her head darted back and forth on my penis. I didn't know how I was keeping myself from cumming as she sucked harder and harder.
She let my cock slip from her tired lips into her saliva coated cleavage and wrapped her pillowy breasts tightly around my cock. She began to rub her slippery tits up and down along the length of my cock. I helped her by pumping my dick deep between her juicy fun bags.
My penis was on fire.
Etta's gaze traveled back and forth between my cock popping in and out of her cleavage and looking deep into my eyes. It was like she wanted approval or something. I yanked at the shoulders of her sundress pulling it from her shoulders. I heard some of the fabric tear in my careless frenzy to undress this large woman.
I attempted to pull Etta to her feet and found her too heavy for me to move. She obliged me standing as my hands ran over her body.
Tina's snores still rocked the house as I had my way with her mother.
I found what appeared to be a single large button on the side of Etta's cheap looking dress and pried it loose from her body.
The dress fell to the bathroom floor in a flimsy sphere around her muscled calves.
I was somewhat forceful as I turned the large woman towards the wall. Etta's pliability amazed me as I was fully aware that this woman could lay waste to me if she so chose. I don't know what happened with Gene, but she had almost completely given herself over to me.
I tugged her large stark white panties to the middle of her thighs and spread her dark indigo cheeks with both of my hands.
I shoved my cock deep into Etta's monstrous ass and began pumping her tight anus furiously. Her heavy breaths became a slight moan as I grabbed her pliant hips and worked my dick deeper into her anal walls. She bent her legs slightly to accommodate me.
Sweat began to pour down my brow and the bathroom heated up like a sauna as the sound of my pelvis slapping against Etta's fat ass got louder and louder. She was drenched in sweat as well and began to make more audible sounds that sounded to me like light sobbing. I would have stopped but she had begun pushing back on my cock with considerable force.
I could feel the cum gathering at the base of my cock. I was going to climax soon and it felt like I was going to release a gallon of cum deep into her ass.
Etta suddenly reached back and shoved me almost into the wall. My back scrapped the towel rack and I felt her grasp my wrist with considerable force. Before I could protest, she had pulled me out of the bathroom and back down the hall to my room.
Some drops of cum were already leaking from my penis as she shoved me inside my room and cracked the door. She placed her finger over her mouth motioning for me to be quiet.
I looked past Etta into the darkened hallway and saw Tina walking about. She was looking around in the corridor for a few moments before she entered the bathroom. I saw the light suddenly come on in the bathroom.
I could make out Tina standing in the doorway of the bathroom. She was wearing a small pink t-shirt and extremely small matching panties.
... and that's when I noticed it.
Tina "had" inherited her mother's backside. She had a very small waist which flared out dramatically into wide arching hips. Her buttocks were not as massive as her mother's but she made up for it with a pure teardrop shaped ass. Each lovely cheek was almost an entity unto itself fully formed globes that joined together leaving a pronounced camel toe between her legs.
Her legs were long and shapely with succulent thighs and she had definitely inherited the powerful calves of her mother.
I was suddenly conflicted ... I HATED Tina with a passion. She had physically dominated and abused me hours earlier and yet, I was beginning to lust after her-all because she had developed a phenomenal ass. That face was still the same- enough to scare Godzilla to death ... but the man upstairs had finally delivered her physical dowry.
My penis was fully extended and engorged with blood at the sight of Tina's big ass.
I hated myself for being so weak.
Suddenly I felt the loving embrace of Etta's mouth around my cock as I watched Tina pull the tiny panties down across her smooth bubble butt and squat on the toilet.
Etta was giving me another extremely sloppy blowjob as I watched her daughter urinate rather loudly just a few feet down the hallway.
I wanted more from Etta.... More than her puffy lips on my cock, more than her pendulous breasts slapping against my thighs, and a little more than her globe sized ass before me as I pounded her brown eye raw.



I half yanked my cock from her eager mouth and knelt between her legs. There was silent protest in her eyes and I thought for a moment that she would push me away. So, I reached out in the darkness and pulled my bedroom door ajar a bit.
Etta looked at me in panic as I gently pushed her to the floor on her back. My other hand was already four fingers deep in her pussy saturated in her juices. Once more I lubricated my cock with her lust and began pushing it against her juicy pussy lips.
Etta was slightly shaking her head and mouthing "No- We can't" ... but I had already worked the head of my cock into her soaked entrance. The heat just inside her was astounding and I was taken by surprise as Etta let out an audible sigh.
I clasped my hand over her mouth and collapsed on top of her driving the full length of my cock deep inside her. Her pussy was very tight and snug on my penis. I could feel every groove inside Etta as I slowly pumped my length in and out of her with measured strokes.
From my vantage point on the floor, I could see Tina still sitting in the bathroom urinating. I grabbed both of Etta's legs pushing them farther apart as I increased my tempo.
I heard he toilet flush down the hallway and closed the door leaving only a small fraction of it open. I stopped for a moment and lay prone on top of Etta watching as the bathroom light flickered off. Etta watched too as the hallway was engulfed in darkness once more.
We both tried as best we could to control our breathing so as not to alert Tina. The floor boards creaked as Tina slowly walked by my room and up the hallway to her room. I could barely make out he pink t-shirt and panties in the darkness as she passed my door.
Once she was gone, I grabbed the undersides of Etta's plump drum stick like legs and raised them to my shoulders.
I began to pound Etta really hard on the floor of my room and was about to cum when she reached down and violently snatched my cock out of her vagina. She ended up receiving a major blast of my semen all over her stomach, tits and the lower portion of her face.
It was dark and I could see her beady eyes staring at me in the darkness.
Etta shoved me aside and cautiously left my room without a word. I strained to see her in all her nude glory as she snuck down the hallway and entered her room. I didn't realize it at first, but I was masturbating while I watched.
What in the HELL was happening to me?
..TO BE CONTINUED.
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RECAP: I'm staying with my Mom's Best friend while she's away on vacation, and we've ended up in a strange sexual relationship which is in jeopardy of being exposed by her shrewish bitch of a daughter ... Tina, my Arch-enemy of sorts.
What in the HELL was happening to me?
That question had roamed around in my head for hours after I had full intercourse with Etta ... on the floor of my room no less. When we'd begun our "affair" less than twenty four hours ago, the rules were clear "... No way, no how was I allowed to fuck her pussy.
But I did it anyway. I had shoved my cock deep inside her unnaturally tight cunt and fucked the stuffing out of this large woman nearly getting her pregnant in the process.
I'd lost my virginity to this woman almost twenty years my senior. It wasn't through an act of love, but something born out of anger and spite. I had wanted to fuck Etta for two reasons.
1.) Because she told me I couldn't have her mature vagina. 2.) Because she had left me at the mercy of her psychologically disturbed daughter who proceeded to abuse and antagonize me without mercy.
I lay in bed for hours afterward watching as the sun slowly began to rise. It was probably about 0530 in the morning. I massaged my cock steadily accompanied by the thoughts, the memories of my complete domination over Etta. The look of surprise when my steel hard penis entered her inner walls forcing them aside with the unnatural girth with which I was blessed.
I became more aroused with the memory of how her eyes widened as I began to fuck her faster and faster as I thrilled when the head of my cock repeatedly smashed into the back of her soaking pussy.
If she hadn't stopped me, I would have cum deep inside her, filled her to capacity with my babies.
I came in my bed sheets at the memory of how Etta had sank away from my room defeated and unable to express her anger due to the fact that Tina would have been alerted.
I smiled to myself at the thought.
"What in the HELL was happening to me?"
I passed out in my bed, partially covered in my cum soaked sheets.
Hours later, I was snapped out of my sleep by the faint sound of music probably a block away from Etta's house. Somebody was playing some stupid ass rap song nearby as I shook the cobwebs out of my head and sat up.
The song I believe was called "Jam on It" ... The particular artist however escaped me. "Wikki, wikki, wikki, wikki"!!! ... went the chorus of this weird little rap song. Sounded like some retarded Oompa Lumpas (Willy Wonka's worker drones) were cutting a demo.
I had trouble dragging myself out of bed. I probably would have passed out if it weren't for a nagging sensation in my cock that was informing me that it needed to be relieved.
I had to hold onto the wall for support as I half staggered down the hallway to the bathroom. Etta had really drained me and I probably needed another five hours of sleep. My arm was as heavy as a lead weight as I pushed the bathroom door open.
The bathroom wasn't empty.
Tina was inside the bathroom facing the mirror over the sink. She was brushing her teeth and had her back to me. She apparently had just finished using the shower and was standing there wearing only a pair of extra small stark white panties that accentuated her teardrop shaped ass. Those small cotton panties cut her flaring muscular looking butt into three perfect sections.
Funny how you can get so much detail in only a few moments.
Tina was topless and I could make out a perfect set of large c-cups hanging in a sloping fashion from her chest. He nipples were even erect like little pencil erasers. Her long stringy jet black hair hung wetly about her narrow head. She was brushing her hair.
"Hey."
Distracted obviously, I hadn't noticed that Tina had turned slightly to regard me. Her face betrayed no emotion as she stood topless before me with her hands on her wide hips. Her face remained the same and I noticed that without her glasses on, Tina had slight yet pronounced bags under her small narrow eyes. She had a thin nose offset by full dark purplish looking lips. Really a strange looking creature.
"What the fuck are you looking at?"
She must have been insane. I was staring at a wildebeest with the body of a goddess. My eyes remained level with her chest. Tina casually reached over and yanked a towel down from the rack draping it over her breasts. "I had to use the bathroom." I blurted out wondering why I hadn't been leveled.
Tina stepped out into the hallway as I instinctively flinched. She moved to the side and motioned towards the bathroom. I slowly moved by her and entered the room closing the door behind me. I nervously urinated and kept checking the door knob to make sure I had locked it.
I was hard for me to take a piss as my lately overworked cock was fully erect from staring at Tina. I had a full on rager. It looked like every vein in my dick was going to explode from lust.
I wondered why Tina was so passive this morning.
I opened the door after finishing my morning piss and found her leaning against the wall with the towel still draped over her beautiful breasts. I noticed Tina had a perfect flat stomach with an oval shaped navel.
"Hey, why did you jump when I came towards you?"
It was an honest question.
"Well, considering our history."
I tried to be witty and slide a sliver of charm towards Tina. This was new territory for me and her. We were breaking new ground towards becoming civil.
"Don't you have any self-respect at all? I-mean I "am" a woman for Christ's sake."
Before I could answer that ball busting question, Tina had raised her fist as if to strike me and I found myself automatically flinching. By the time I looked up, Tina had taken a few steps away from me towards her room.
"I can see that "Tina". I called back, a half smile on my face.
She slowly looked back at me while tightening her fists around the towel that was hanging in front of her naked breasts.
Tina kicked me in the balls.
As we get older, there are some things that never leave a man's mind and the first time you are kicked in the balls is chief amongst them. The pain was so excruciating, that I immediately fell over on my face and began rolling around in the hallway. Through my tear glazed over eyes, I saw Tina walking down the hallway towards her room.
"YOU LIKE THAT BUTTERCUP? STAY RIGHT THERE, I'LL BE BACK AS SOON AS I PUT A SHIRT ON!!"
Her meaning was as clear as day. Tina was going to pummel the snot out of me. I considered crawling into my room and locking the door. But my Id was yelling at me, calling me a pussy and prodding me to at least try to fight this hellacious bitch. I briefly flashed back to the previous summer where I had been threatened by my dad that if I lost a street fight with a particular rival, I'd be beaten.
I'd won that fight ... narrowly, but still a victory none the less.
I imagined my dad's disgust and anger if he were present now and witness to this shameful display by his only son. He would more than likely join in and help Tina beat me down.
I knew I had no choice.
Using the wall as leverage, I pulled myself to my feet just as Tina returned storming down the hall.
I raised my fists in a defensive stance, the only one I knew at the time. Tina half smiled and quickly grabbed one of my fists and used it like a bludgeon shoving it into my nose.
She followed this up by giving me a karate style punch to the sternum (center of the chest.) that sent me to the floor on my ass.
"OH!!! SO YOU'RE NOT SUCH A LIMP DICK AFTER ALL!!! ... HUH?!!"
She launched a kick which hit me in the shoulder and sent me back to the floor. Pain danced around my body in fiery jaunts as I struggled to get back to my feet.
I was determined ... Tina needed to be brought down a notch or two, but she was my physical superior whether I liked it or not. In those few moments my mind worked overtime to come up with a solution to this problem. I had no choice but to out think my nemesis.
My mind raced back to the small tattered paperback I'd thumbed through while locked in myself imposed prison hours earlier. "Taming the Shrew" ... Yeah, yeah I'd probably get one chance with this strategy but it was more than likely the only option available in these few seconds.
Tina looked like she was going to throw another punch and I tensed up waiting for the blow... ... she launched her fist in my direction and I actually ducked it and wrapped my arms around her waist as tight as I could. I tried to use my weight and pull her off balance, but Tina launched her knee into my stomach almost automatically.
I curled into a fetal position on the floor as I heard Tina breathing heavily and chuckling.
"That was great ... (panting) ... You little shit. You ACTUALLY thought you had a chance!!"
I began to mouth something while I was lying on the floor looking up at Tina. She had put her little pink t-shirt back on from last night. She was still wearing only the small cotton panties of moments earlier. Tina stood triumphantly over me gloating at her handiwork.
"What is it fag?" I heard her respond in that shrill child like voice that made me want to hurl.
I continued to mouth something ... something inaudible.
"SPEAK UP!!" She nudged me with her foot. I made slight movements with the fingers on my left hand and otherwise didn't move. I watched through half opened eyes as Tina leaned forward to find out what she thought I was saying.
"Yeah, come on bitch." I could see Tina's curiosity getting the best of her as she leaned forward damn near straddling my body.
"Come on limp dick ... spit it out." Tina's dog face was inches away from mine.
I kissed her.
Full on the lips, not a light peck or a big slobbering one, the other end of the spectrum ... it was just an honest to goodness kiss.
I closed my eyes tightly after doing it because I fully expected to be destroyed after pulling that dumb ass stunt. I heard Tina cough and gag excessively. I peered over to find her wiping her forearm across her mouth. She then turned her attention towards me again with acute rage reading across her features.
She grabbed a hand full of my shirt with both of her hands.
I countered by grabbing a full handful of her shirt as well.
I kissed her again.
She gasped loudly and began screaming as she shoved her knee into my groin. I laughed through my pain. As I went to the carpet once again I don't know why but I just started laughing loudly as I found myself under Tina's heels.
"I'M GONNA KILL YOU FUCKER!!"
Tina had lost it and my laughter was the trigger. She pounced on top of me and punched me in the side a few times before locking her arms around my neck. I began to choke as her muscular arms tightened around my neck. My struggle to breath became quite audible as images of my mom attending my funeral ran through my head.
One of my arms was pinned behind my back as Tina lay on top of me grumbling some incomprehensible curses. I moved the only thing available to me ... my fingers.
The tips of my fingers found the crotch of her panties.
I could make out the slit of her womanhood and began to run my fingers along the length of her vagina. She didn't realize it right away, but soon I could feel heat emanating from the area. Tina screamed like a harpy and tightened her grip even more on me.
I dug more of my fingers into her pussy and I'll be damned if she wasn't getting wet. I rotated my movements kneading her womanhood vigorously.
I was beginning to lose consciousness.
But I kept up my kneading of her fast soaking panties until my fingers finally found their way inside until I was rubbing the fuck out of her bare lips.
My vision was beginning to blur.
A single finger breached Tina's pussy and I struggled to work it in deeper as I heard a weird shrill cry come from my nemesis.
She released me and I almost vomited as life giving air rushed into my lungs.
I looked over to find Tina laying on the carpet breathing heavily. She had one hand between her legs and I really didn't know what to do next. She was slightly squirming on the floor with this strange conflicted expression on her face.
What was going through her mind?
"Who gives a fuck?" My Id answered back as I rolled over on my side facing her and reached between her legs. She didn't offer any resistance as I moved her hand aside and slipped three fingers inside her.
She turned her face away from me ... in shame I guess.
I worked her inner walls without mercy for about five minutes before I felt Tina seize up around my digits like a vise grip. She clasped her legs around my arm as she came with barely even a sound.
Only then did Tina look over at me, her face twisted in anguish.
I didn't know what to say ... the tension in the air was palpable. Where did I go with this weird shit next? Should I slide her panties off and pound her right there on the carpet? I thought about shoving my cock in her mouth, but remembered her smashing my testicles into oblivion and decided against it.
I simply got up from the floor and walked to the bathroom leaving Tina on the floor panting.
I washed my hands thoroughly and marveled at how the pungent smell of Tina's pussy seemingly permeated the entire house. It was a strange sweet yet surprisingly sour smell that assailed the nostrils and the senses. I looked at my face. Tina had done a number on me puffy lip and all.
Tina found her way to the bathroom door leaning in watching me.
She simply stared at me.
"What?!!" I heard myself yell.
"Why- did you do that?" Tina asked. It was a simple question.
I dried my hands and looked her straight in the eye.
"Because I know what bitches need."
She honestly looked shocked at my response. I was a little shocked at my response.
Tina responded by slapping the shit out of me. The impact of her hand was so powerful that it actually rocked my head to one side.
"MOTHERFUCKER!!!" She yelled as she stormed off to her room. I smiled to myself as I walked into the kitchen and rifled through the fridge. There was a note on the fridge door ... It was from Etta.
"Gone to work. I'm going out for drinks ... Will be home late."
My heart sank a bit because I knew deep down that she was still angry about what happened last night and was probably avoiding me.
I didn't care.
That this didn't bother me one bit was beginning to disturb me less and less. I was glowing with my apparent victory over Tina moments earlier and reveling in the fact that I had found an equalizer.
I turned to find Tina standing in the kitchen glaring at me. She had pulled a pair of form fitting blue shorts on over her panties. She also had my copy of HEAVY METAL grasped tightly between her fingers. It was pretty clear what she was about to do. I knew that if I betrayed any emotion, I would instantly be back to square one in his battle of wits.
Tina ripped the large magazine into two separate pieces and tossed them into my face.
"Are you finished acting out?" I said in as monotone as voice as I could muster.
I opened the fridge and pulled a gallon of orange juice from its interior. I poured us both glasses as I noticed Tina standing motionless in the center of the room and pulled a chair out for her at the kitchen table. She sat down without a word as I handed her the orange juice.
She began to drink from the glass as I watched her. I emptied my glass never taking my eyes off Tina. I was pretty sure she didn't know what the fuck was going on. She had lost control and she was slowly realizing it.
"Uh, just because I let you-uh, do "things" to me ... I mean- just don't get any ideas. "
She didn't sound too sure of herself. She looked away as she made her useless statement. This added more fuel to the fire so to speak. I took the glass away from her and placed both of ours in the sink. I had to keep this weird "thing" going on but I was unsure of where to go with it next.
"It's just-that... uh, well." She was fumbling through her words which were measured. I could tell as it was a particular specialty of mine in years prior. It also informed me in a non-verbal way that perhaps she wanted me to do more.
"Come on."
"W-whut?" Tina sounded confused and her annoying saccharine tone faltered.
"Show me your room bitch." I suddenly commanded.
She just looked up at me her mouth agape. I tugged at her chair and she stood up without a sound. I motioned towards the kitchen exit and she began to silently leave. I walked behind her admiring the view. The blue shorts Tina was wearing had begun to ride up into her crack and her smooth muscular cheeks provide an inviting view.
I began to rub her shapely ass. She stopped in her tracks the minute my hand touched her. She looked at me with a lost expression on her ugly face.
"Don't look at me." She obeyed and turned her head in the other direction but didn't move. I squeezed and kneaded her bubbly cheeks like a wild man. I dug my fingers into the bottom of her shorts, under her panties. I cupped a whole cheek in my hand. My fingers brushed against her moist vagina and her brown eye simultaneously.
I pressed Tina against the wall and began to feel her up even more. Now I groped both of her cheeks under her shorts and she didn't do a thing to stop me. Her ass felt so good in my hands. It was definitely different, worlds different than her mother's monster sized back porch. Where Etta had a pliant, jiggling juicy ass, her daughter Tina was so muscular and hear shaped. Her waist looked so small in comparison to her wide arching hips.
I began to bump my clothed cock against her ass. I ground my rock hard dick against her cheeks as I slipped a few fingers into Tina's cunt. She moaned and arched her back towards me wedging my business end in the crack of her ass. I finger fucked her slimy hole while I ground my dick against her ass with increased vigor.
The hallway was becoming heated and Tina's pungent odor began to engulf the house. Her juices ran freely down my fingers.
I stopped abruptly.
"Pull those fucking shorts off and don't look at me bitch." I commanded again.
Tina smoothly slipped out of her shorts and underwear quietly and placed her palms on the wall. I released my throbbing cock and it sprung out lightly touching her beautiful butt. Tina's moans had become more audible as I lubed my dick with her juices. I pressed her ass cheeks snuggly around my dick and fucked her cheeks for a few minutes.
"You got a good fucking ass, you know that bitch?"
"Uh, yeah I know ... What are you gonna do?"
"Shut up."
I stuck four fingers into Tina's cunt and she immediately climaxed falling to the floor. I stood over her watching as she worked both hands on her pussy and moaned loudly.
"Turn over and lay on your stomach." She rolled over on her stomach and I mounted her. I pushed her cheeks snuggly around my cock and ground her ugly ass to the floor. I began to feel the fire rising in my thighs. I finally came after ten heated minutes, shooting a thick stream of cum all over her dark chocolate cheeks and groaning loudly. Tina attempted to look back at me but I grabbed her neck.
"I said don't look at me ... We're not done yet Tina."
I continued rubbing my semi-hard dick all over her cum coated sticky ass. I shot a second stream of cum all over her fat ass adding to my mess a short time later.
"How does somebody like you end up with a fucking ass this pretty?!!"
"What?!!"
You heard me ... You don't deserve an ass this pretty bitch." I slapped her ass getting my own spunk all over my palm.
"Fuck you." She mumbled and squirmed under my grasp.
"FUCK ME?!!" I spanked her round ass several more times as she flailed about on her stomach.
I had a tight grip on her neck as I rubbed my cock all over her ass. My cock slipped between her legs and pressed up against her pussy lips. Tina instantly stopped moving. I remained still with the head of my cock brushing against her puffed out lips. The head of my dick was becoming saturated with her juices.



"Can you feel my dick up against your pussy bitch?"
"You like that dick don't you Tina?" She didn't respond and began squirming under my grasp.
"Fuck you motherfucker!! FUCK YOU!!" Her squirming made my cock even harder and my renewed girth began to breach the entrance to her pussy.
"LET ME GO LIMP DICK!!- IM GONNA FUCK YOU-OOOHHH!!"
The full length of my cock had slid into her soaked cunt. It was a very tight fit around my dick. I rested my full weight on top of Tina pinning her to the carpet.
I didn't move ... I remained perfectly still with my length resting against her walls. I could feel her tensing up as her pussy contracted slightly around my cock in varying degrees.
Tina began to breathe heavily and she moved her hips from side to side as if prodding me to action.
I pulled my cock out of her steaming hole and stood up. She rolled on her side and looked at me puzzled.
"I thought I told you to show me your room."
She quickly got up and led me further down the hallway to her room. I have to admit it was fun watching that juicy ass move down the hallway.
Tina's bedroom was a pink nightmare as most of her furniture had pink trim and he curtains were hot pink. A number of posters and record covers adorned the walls. Ina even had a canopy bed trimmed in pink. She had pushed the door open for me and remained silent rubbing her pussy while I looked around her room.
I had a seat on her bed and waved her over.
"Take that shirt off and show me your tits." She immediately slid the shirt over her head and tossed it to the floor. She stood fully nude in front of me and I noticed that she had a bald pussy. I reached down and slid my index finger along her slit. Tina shuddered at my touch.
Her perfect breasts were too inviting and I took one of the fat nipples into my mouth and sucked really hard on it. Tina actually cradled my head in a loving manner. Her tits tasted salty and her nipples were hard as could be. I rubbed her pussy mercilessly as she swayed back and forth from my effort.
"Listen very carefully bitch ... I want you to get on this bed and spread your legs as wide as you can for me. " I got up and she silently crawled onto the bed and reclined on her back fully obeying me.
I crawled into the bed on top of her and rubbed the head of my cock against her pussy until she began to squirm with anticipation.
"STOP FUCKING MOVING!!!" She immediately ceased her movements although I could see the lips of her vagina quivering uncontrollably.
I shoved my dick deep inside of her and began fucking Tina with all my might. The room was inundated with the sounds of our pelvis's slapping together in unison as Tina at first began to moan then scream loudly. I could feel the head of my dick hitting the back of her hole as she creamed all over my cock.
"FFUUUUUCCCCKKK!!!" She screamed as I pummeled her birth canal mercilessly.
"Shit you got some good ass pussy you ugly bitch!!!" I whispered into her ear while I pushed her legs higher into the air. Tina clawed at her tacky sheets and her face was contorted in a manner similar to a woman giving birth.
OOHH SHIT!!! I FUCKING HATE YOU -OOOHHHH!!!!" I abused her little pussy even harder raising her juicy ass into the air with each thrust. I was beginning to feel that familiar fire in my loins as they tightened up.
"OOOHHHH GOD!! - YOU'RE GONNA BREAK MY PUSSY!!!" The fire was running up the length of my cock as I pushed her legs up further until I was squatting in front of her.
"FUUUUCKKK!!! TAKE THIS NUT YOU UGLY MOTHERFUCKER!! ... DAMN BITCH!!!" I pulled my dick out of her pussy and rubbed it along her vaginal lips.
"SHIIIITTT!!!!" I came screaming all over Tina's pussy, stomach, tits and her face. I kept her elevated while I jerked more cum onto her homely visage.
... then all was quiet in Tina's room.
I lay spent across Tina's bed completely helpless. She could have killed me right then and there and I wouldn't have been able to stop her. I wouldn't have cared.
I looked in Tina's direction.
She was sitting at the head of her bed with her back to the headboard. She was crouched in a fetal position with her arms folded across her knees. Her face was still partially glazed over with my cum.
... there were tears in her eyes.
My week long vacation was going to be FUCKING AWESOME!!
TO BE CONTINUED...
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RECAP: I'm staying with my Mom's Best friend while she's away on vacation, and we've ended up in a strange sexual relationship which is in jeopardy of being exposed by her shrewish bitch of a daughter ... Tina, my Arch-enemy of sorts.
Things have taken a turn for the "better" as I have braved a fierce brawl with certified black belt Tina and emerged victorious ... Somehow, I have also entered into a slightly HARDCORE sexual exchange with Tina as well.
"What happened to Tina?"
Tina sat in her bed tearing up and softly sniffling and sobbing ... I had just got through pounding the snot out of this fucking tramp. My cock was D.O.A as I lay spent from my rather vigorous morning. I was too busy trying to catch my breath to give a crap about why this broad was crying her puffy eyes out.
That's when I noticed it.
There was a small blood stain on the sheets under Tina's voluptuous butt. I didn't know what to make of it and I feared for the worst.
Had Tina been a "virgin" before I'd fatefully screwed her brains out?
Just the thought of it boggled the mind. Earlier this morning, she had been using me as a practice dummy, a sparring partner ... destroying my dignity and my manhood with glee as she willfully exploited her martial arts training against an unworthy opponent.
Well, looked like I was "worthy" after all.
In what seemed an improbable and stupid tactic, I'd turned the tables on Tina by seducing her during our fight this morning. She'd turned out to be extremely open to suggestion once I'd got her off.
I had to find out for myself. Using what little strength I had left, I pulled myself to a sitting position and looked over at Tina. Her face was even more hideous with streams of tears running down it.
I didn't say anything although I felt a decent person would at least "ask" her what was wrong.
I didn't feel like being a decent person. This bitch had verbally and physically abused me for hours before I got lucky and put her down. I wasn't going to concede anything at this point.
Out in the hall way, my suspicions were confirmed as I discovered small almost minute drops of blood on the carpet.
My cock had blood on it.
There was a perfectly even coating of dried up blood all over my dick.
In my frenzy to get my hands on Tina's perfect heart shaped ass, I hadn't noticed anything. I didn't feel anything snap, tear or break inside her. She just had a seriously tight pussy.
Given her normal shrewish demeanor and casual aggression, I hadn't given it a second thought while I was pounding her vagina like there was no tomorrow.
I had heard things about what happens when you take girl's virginity .... Heard from older guys, that like a woman becomes your slave or something when you deflower her. That she'll do anything you ask of her because you were her first.
If this was true, there could be more distinct benefits to be had.
Tina was still sitting in the bed, her tears had dried up and she was staring out of her pink framed window. She regarded me and slowly turned her body fully towards the window draping her legs over the bed. Her hourglass shape was highlighted in the glow of the sunlight coming from the window.
I climbed up onto her canopy bed steadying myself and sat down beside her.
I stared at her succulent thighs for moments before reaching out and rubbing one of them. I began to knead her thigh slowly and my fingers began to find their way to her womanhood. Tina casually opened her highs and allowed me inside.
I found blood on my fingertips and looked up to see Tina staring. Some tears started to well up in her eyes.
"FUCK ME!!" My Id screamed. I was about to get involved in some emotional shit with Tina and I REALLY didn't want to go there with this bitch. I began to lightly kiss her on the neck and fondle one of her perfect C-cup breasts.
"Oh, you're going to fuck me again?"
She asked in a strange detached tone. She got no reply from me as I began to lick her slender neck and suck on her earlobes. Tina shuddered and began to moan while I kneaded one of her erect nipples.
"Oh, uh-I don't mind at all ... You're dick is just so hard that it hurts me down there you know." Tina sounded somewhat nervous at the prospect of going another round.
"Shut up Tina."
I whispered into her ear as I began to fondle her other breast and gently push her back onto the bed. She instinctively spread her legs in a repeat of my earlier demands and in moments I was fucking her again. This time I tried to fuck her as slowly and gently as possible. I wanted to savor her, enjoy everything she had to offer physically.
Tina wrapped her legs around me and began humping me back rotating her hips against my pelvis. In time our breathing became synchronized and we were moving together in unison.
In five minutes I began to feel like I was going to cum again ... I began to push Tina's muscular legs away from the small of my back but she locked them in place.
"Hey ... Tina-you've got your legs locked around me."
She didn't respond and increased her snakelike motions, placing more pressure on my increasingly enflamed penis. I was going to blow a BIG ASS LOAD in Tina ... if she didn't unlock her legs.
"Move your legs ... Tina?!! Tina?!!!"
I was beginning to panic as images of a half ugly love child danced around in my skull. FUCK!! Images akin to something out of ROSEMARY'S BABY began to fill my mind's eye along with the guttural crying of the "thing" that would be the product of my lust and stupidity ... yeah, I was panicking.
"Come on girl ... TINA!!" She attempted to wrap her arms around my neck and I pushed them away. She was a woman possessed.
"Kiss me." She softly demanded.
I didn't want to kiss her. I had kissed her earlier as part of my strategy to throw her off balance ... to get her to drop her defenses'. The look of abject shock on her face had allowed me to get into her panties and turn the tide of the day.
If I kissed her, she would be back on top... But if I didn't she'd still win out anyway and I'd be screwed. Stuck with a rueful, angry broad for eighteen fucking years.
I knew what I had to do.
I stuck my tongue deep into her throat and two fingers into her juicy ass. Well, unfortunately for me, doing this caused Tina's vagina to immediately seize up around me as tight as a vise and my cock exploded inside of her. I shot a huge load inside of Tina and instinctively fucked her harder until I was sure all of my cum had been drained. She had bit down on my shoulder as I came and pushed her pelvis as hard as she could against me.
Both of us screamed as we came together.
I lay once again on top of Tina completely spent. Five minutes later, I pulled my half erect cock out of her and rolled over on my side facing her.
Tina had a cream pie. My seed was actually leaking from her small vagina. The sight sickened me for some reason and I rolled over on my other side.
"Sorry." She apologized.
"I just wanted you deep inside of me. I wanted you to "go" in my pussy."
This time tears began to well up in my eyes as I figured she was more than likely pregnant.
What would my mom say when she found out? What would Etta do? - I had seduced and ultimately fucked her stupid on the floor of my room less than twenty four hours before I had done the same to her only child ... Tina.
"Hey ... Don't be mad. No matter what happens, we're gonna be TOGETHER for a LONG TIME lover."
I looked over at Tina to find her smiling up at me. She was positively beaming and showing her big horse teeth. One of her perfect hands had found its way around my cock tugging away. Her other hand was rubbing her sex.
I pushed her hand away and jumped out of bed. I didn't even look back as I walked out of her room and down the hallway to my room. I was pretty sure she couldn't see the tears streaming down my face.
No way in the hell did I want to be a father. One of my friends George had fucked this chick at school and got her knocked up. His Dad made him marry the broad and got him a job (Churches Chicken, I believe). The bitch stopped putting out and was screwing another guy on the side while he was at work.
I had completely fucked up my life in the span of a few hours. I finally understood what Etta was so mad about last night as I fucked her with wild abandon. I had pulled my pants on and was sitting on my bed lost in my misery when Tina found her way to my door. She had pulled her form fitting shorts back on (She was still topless.).
"What's wrong? ... Lover? What's up with you?"
I couldn't answer.
"Don't worry about it baby. I'll love our baby enough for both of us."
Her tone remained soft, her intent clear. I didn't know what to do and it was written all over my face.
"Here"
I looked up to find Tina standing in front of me with two glasses of orange juice. I took the glass but didn't drink. She drained her glass and sat down beside me and wrapped an arm around my shoulders.
"Don't worry; you'll grow to love me someday. Yeah, I'm ugly as sin lover, but come on ... At least I got "all this" (Motions towards her body.)."
"Oh, shit I FUCKED UP" I blurted out almost sobbing.
The somber expression on Tina's face changed and she shoved me off the bed. I found myself looking up into her quickly darkening features.
"YOU KNOW ... THERE'S THIS OLD SAYING YOU OUGHT TO LEARN LITTLE BOY!!"
She tossed an object into my lap.
"DON'T DO THE CRIME IF YOU CAN'T DO THE TIME-BITCH!!!"
A spherical container of birth control pills sat in my lap.
"FUCK YOU NIGGER!!"
... and with that, Tina was off. Moments later I heard her door slam and the lock being turned.
I drained the glass of orange juice while I stared at the open door to my room.
A test ... I had been a test to find out where my head was. She just wanted to know if I cared about her. I chuckled feeling stupid as fuck. Tina had almost been begging for something, some type of emotional connection after I'd inadvertently captured her virtue.
In short order I found myself staring at her closed door knocking loudly and beckoning to Tina. I didn't know why and tried to convince myself that I just wanted some more pussy.
"If you don't stop beating on my door, I'm going to come out there and break your fucking arm-and believe me ... I hope you KEEP KNOCKING ON MY FUCKING DOOR PUSS!!- I-FUCKING DARE YOU!!"
I half ran back to my room and finished dressing, realizing how deep I had basically screwed the pooch. I heard Tina's door open and the slamming of the bathroom door afterward.
The shower started and I knew Tina was probably scrubbing me vigorously off of her incredible body. I crazily half considered barging in on Tina in the shower and taking her on the bathroom floor. But, my id was sleeping and common sense strictly forbade that idiotic action.
"Fuck it." - I shrugged the scenario off and figured my time with Tina was over. Besides, there was still ... Etta.
I wondered into the living room, stopping for moments to listen at the bathroom door. I could hear Tina loudly washing herself and cursing me out while she did it. I would always be able to hold over her head that "I" was her first ... "I" had fucked her virgin pussy like an escaped con. Totally and completely ravaged this heinous, ball busting heifer.
I looked longingly towards the hallway reminiscing about the mind blowing sex I'd been engaging in while I'd been staying with Etta. Who would have thought I'd end up in his position.
I grabbed the remote and began to channel surf finally settling on reruns of the "FALL GUY"(F.Y.I: 80's Television show featuring LEE MAJORS). It [the show] was a guilty pleasure and soon I was lost in thought about what to do with Etta when I noticed Tina staring at me from the hallway. She was leaning on the doorframe silently observing me from a distance. She had pulled a simple white t-shirt on over her hour glass figure. The material clung to every wet curve accentuating everything and hinting at her nudity underneath.
A puzzled look read across her strange, equestrian features ... She seemed mentally at war with her own nature perhaps?
I decided to ignore her figuring that there was nothing I could say to put her mind at ease. She had pretty much "busted me"- I had been completely exposed as a simple "horn dog" out to get as much pussy as humanly possible. Considering the possible emotional shit storm I could walk into if I attempted to communicate with Tina, I was actually completely cool with her "hating" me again.
She continued to stare in my direction silently as she slightly fidgeted and pulled at the helm of her t-shirt. I didn't know what would happen next, only that I didn't want any drama.
Tina suddenly, quite casually walked over and had a seat next to me. She turned her body towards me as she sat placing her arm along the back of the couch.
I tensed up.
From the corner of my eye, I saw her looking alternately at the television and staring a burning hole through the side of my head.
"Hey."
I ignored her and continued to watch television. She was silent for a few moments.
"Hey, I know you hear me talking to you." I remained non-responsive to her shrewish voice.
"So-you just gonna sit there watching fucking "Fall Guy" ...and act like I'm not even here?" Tina began to sound agitated.
"Nigga, you know I should fuck you up? ... [Waiting for an answer.]-Hey!! HEY NIGGA?!!- I'm fucking talking to your ass!!" Tina leaned in closer and I figured she was going to strike me. On the television, the Fall Guy was jumping over a ravine in a tricked out pick-up truck.
Tina picked up the remote and flicked the television off while he was in midair. I wanted to know if her made it across that fucking ravine and this BITCH had turned off the damn set.
Tina tossed the remote across the room where it hit the wall and promptly lost its batteries as the device broke into its component parts.
I finally looked at Tina. She was breathing heavily and looking me directly in the eyes.
"I-didn't want to do that ... But you left me no choice. I-will-not-be ignored."
She moved a little closer to me as her face betrayed a range of emotion. From the tone and inflection of her voice, I could tell Tina was still measuring her words, being careful about what came out of her mouth. This opened up a range of possibilities as she continued her soliloquy.
"You know how you made me feel when you- I-mean... YOU'RE SUCH A FUCKING PRICK!!"
I didn't say anything, didn't give her anything to feed on whatsoever. I noticed her beady little pupils frantically moving from side to side and she blinked excessively with the speed and frequency of a firefly.
"You- you REALLY uh, you really did a number on my head. You wanna act like a Man but-uh, well ... SAY SOMETHING MOTHERFUCKER!!!"
I didn't say one word.
I turned slightly to face my antagonist and looked her directly in the eye as I slowly undid my zipper and pulled my cock out. Tina slapped her palm to her forehead when she saw me pulling my dick out and half chuckled in frustration.
"What do you think you're going to do with that -asshole?"
I didn't say one word.
I continued pulling my cock out of my pants until its entire length was in full display right before Tina's slit like eyes. I also freed my balls and used both hands to handle my semi-erect member. Tina chuckled nervously. "Are you fucking for real?!!" She shifted slightly on the couch appearing to be uncomfortable.
I didn't say one word.
Right there in that living room ... right there in front of Tina's eyes and shocked horse-like face, I began to masturbate. I could see her struggling to come up with something to say, her mouth becoming a literal letter O as she fidgeted and looked around.
"What-the -FUCK?!! Something's wrong with you on a serious level."
I didn't say one word, I just continued working my prick and looking the shocked bitch right in her fucking eyes as I did it. She didn't know this but I was using our earlier tryst this afternoon as jack off fuel.
"Seriously, what's wrong with you? You can just stop doing "that" cause you ain't getting any more ass from me little boy!!"
I didn't say one word.
I increased my tempo and worked the inflated head of my cock as well. Tina was speechless and in short order she began to sweat ... lightly at first, then in increasing rivers of perspiration. I was looking her in the eye, but I knew one on her small hands had found its way to her crotch.
... she wasn't wearing any panties.
Tina's heavy breathing soon permeated every corner of the room as well as the now familiar scent of her womanhood. She was also massaging her pussy but I never took my eyes away from hers.
Soon, our heaving chests moved in unison as we both masturbated in complete synch with one another.
I didn't say one word .... Even as my blood engorged cock began to erupt like a volcano with copious amounts of creamy, pearl white semen.
I worked every drop out of my cock until the front of my pants were completely stained. I heard Tina gulp for air just as I was climaxing signaling that she had reached her "conclusion" as well. I finally allowed myself the luxury of "looking" at her whole body.
Tina was laying back on the couch rubbing her wet vagina. She had at least three fingers inside her body. Her shirt had ridden up and everything was in plain view. She suddenly stopped and looked at me.
She chuckled nervously as she sat up.
"Okay ... okay, I get it. You wanna play games and shit. I got-it smartass."
I suddenly found Tina's fingers wrapped around my spent cock. I was a little scared, uncertain of what she would do next.
Tina shocked me ... She got on her knees and began sucking my dick in a slow measured manner.
I was heaven and hell at the same time as she worked her tongue into my urethra and alternately licked the underside of my shaft completely cleaning my cock. My dick sprang to life with a painful renewed vigor as Tina wrapped all ten of her fingers around it and gave it a loud, extended vacuum like suck pursing her lips around it.
She stopped only long enough to stand and toss aside her t-shirt. She stood over me for a few seconds running her hands over her own perfect body before falling to her knees and continuing working over my cock.
"OH SHIT!! ... F-F-FUCK GIRL!!!" Tina finally got a response out of me.
She used both hands as she made love to my cock loudly and exclusively with her mouth. I arched my back forward, humping her mouth and moaned loudly. Waves of pleasure ran through my body as Tina deep throated every inch of me and alternately licked my balls - fuck, I even believe I felt her tongue get near my brown eye.
"UHHH- SHIT!!! SHIT!!! MOTHER-FU-CKER!!!" My thighs began to tighten up as I involuntarily found myself humping her mouth. Tina softly rubbed her hands on my inner thighs and pumped her head back & forth on my burgeoning member with wild abandon.
"OOOH MOTHERFUCKIN' SHIT!! YOU SUCKING MY -OOOHH SHIT!!"
I could swear I heard Tina snicker as she pursed her lips around my cock and sucked for all she was worth.
I stood up in a stilted jerky fashion cradling the woman's head in my arms and in short order began fucking her wet mouth earnestly. Keeping my cock in Tina's mouth the whole time, I turned her back to the couch and began humping the shit out of her face.
"OH MY GOD!! YOU ARE SO-OOOH FUUUCCK!!!- SHIT!! SHIT!!!"
A thick web of gooey saliva ran down Tina's chin and dripped onto her beautiful sloping breasts. The sight of this was too much for me.
"FUUUUCCCKKK!!! I'M CUMMING!!!"
I unloaded what felt like the entire contents of my balls into Tina's eager mouth holding her head tightly against my pelvis and screaming.



I was so weak I had to have a seat on the coffee table in front of the couch.
Tina sat on the carpet in front of me looking at the mess I made of her face, seemingly amazed at the web of cum and saliva that glistened across her body. She used her own shirt to clean her face and looked inquisitively up at me.
I didn't say one word ... I stood up pulling Tina to her feet with me.
I kissed her.
It was a very gentle kiss, a light peck on the lips that I soon followed up with a deeper more meaningful one. I felt her hands on my buttocks.
We kissed for about five minutes neither of us wanting to separate for fear of what our actions could mean. I finally took the initiative and looked at her still confused face. It was still ugly as ever-if only a little less so.
There was a question on her face.
"I'm sorry." I heard myself say.
"Oh." She was stunned, her hand rising to her heaving chest. I kissed her again deeply and she responded arching her body against mine as I cupped her perfect ass cheeks.
"I'm so sorry for everything."
"Uh-it's okay ... REALLY?!! I don't know what's happening. Everything's changing and- uh." She was fumbling through her words and I was lightly pushing her towards the couch. She was trembling as she sat down on the couch.
"Will you forgive me?"
I asked whole heartedly while kneeling between her legs and pushing them apart. Tina scooted back on the couch accommodating me as much as she could.
"Oh don't worry about a thing. I wasn't going to harm you. I -uh... well, we're good."
"I just want you to know how sorry I REALLY am Tina."
I placed my head between her legs and licked her swollen lips hungrily. I heard her child-like sigh and felt one of her hands on my cheek.
"You don't have to do that to me. It's okay."
But I would not be dissuaded and for the next thirty minutes, I eagerly licked and sucked on Tina's pussy like it was going out of style.
In the past, my friends had laughed at anyone who engaged in this activity calling them "white boy" because as far as we knew only Caucasians engaged in this type of activity.
But I didn't give a fuck. Nobody was ever going to find out. After a while, I'd gotten my technique down and everything. Tina squirmed around on that couch like a fish out of water as I licked the inside of her walls and gleefully sucked on her clit.
"YES BABY!!! ... OOOHHH!!! YES BABY!!!" She called as she came loudly screaming. I found some of her juices in my mouth and well ... I swallowed.
Nobody was gonna know anyway.
Tina and I spooned for ten minutes and sat on the couch staring out into space. She caught her breath and walked across the living room floor to pick up the remote. I watched as she reassembled the remote and switched on the television.
She placed the remote on the table and gave me a light kiss on the forehead. I watched her walk out of the room in all her nude glory. Uncharted territory ... that's where I found myself as I heard Tina fumbling around in the kitchen.
(Phone ringing)
I heard the phone ring several times in the kitchen before Tina answered.
"Yeah?!! ...oh, really? SO FUCKING WHAT!!"
I heard Tina slam the phone down with considerable force. A few moments later she entered the living room with a tray of food and sat it down in front of me.
She had put on a small pair of panties and was wearing a cut off t-shirt that left the undersides of her juicy breasts exposed. She resumed her seat and placed her arm around me.
"Who was that on the phone?"
"Don't worry about that lover." She motioned towards the plate smiling.
"No seriously, who was that Tina?"
"Mom ... She said she's spending the night with Gene and she won't be home." Tina rubbed my thigh as she told me the good news. I felt a pang of guilt when I heard her glibly relay the message knowing that her mother simply hadn't worked up the courage to face me.
"What's wrong?" Tina had noticed the look on my face.
"Nothing, are you sure she's "out" for the night?" I asked simply to deflect any rising suspicion away from me as the cause.
"Yeah ... Come on, eat up ... then we can FUCK all over this stupid ass house."
"Really?"
"Of course lover ... you have to build your strength back up. I want more and I know "where" I want it too..."
"Where's that?"
"My mom's bed of course."
I did a double take as Tina reached down and handed the plate of food to me. Things had changed permanently and would never be the same again.
What would happen next?
I had no idea.
TO BE CONTINUED.



        My BIG, PHAT AZZ Summer Pt. 05

        The Conclusion of Volume One.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-big-phat-azz-summer-pt-05

Title: My BIG, PHAT AZZ Summer Pt. 05

Author: mondotoken

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: The Conclusion of Volume One.

Tags: big ass, big butt, cougar, african american, femdom, non-consent reluctance, 80's, anal, taboo, bbw

Series: My BIG, PHAT AZZ Summer


"I don't want to fuck around in your mother's bedroom."
"Come on... It'll be fun!!" Tina half pleaded with me and tugged at my arm.
I reached up and cupped one of her perfect breasts squeezing it gently and making her shudder and sigh. This had been quite an audacious day as we had spent most of the day mentally sparring first as mortal enemies and later exploring one another's bodies as out and out lovers. Tina had evolved right before my eyes from a heinous shrew into ... "something else entirely".
My BIG, PHAT AZZ SUMMER VACATION part 5
THE CONCLUSION
RECAP: I'm staying with my Mom's Best friend while she's away on vacation, and we've ended up in a strange sexual relationship which is in jeopardy of being exposed by her shrewish bitch of a daughter ... Tina, my Arch-enemy of sorts.
Things have taken a turn for the "better" as I have braved a fierce brawl with certified black belt Tina and emerged victorious ... Somehow, I have also entered into a slightly HARDCORE sexual exchange with Tina as well.
...This Sensuous Encounter is becoming something ... MORE? ...
Tina leaned back on the sofa arching her back towards me and causing her cut off t-shirt to ride up along her chest revealing both of her taut breasts with both erect nipples jutting out like small pencil erasers. I couldn't help myself and took a nipple into my mouth savoring the salty taste of her sweat. Her hand cradled the back of my head guiding me to her buoyant breast. In short order, Tina was actually nursing me as I cupped both magnificent tits and slurped eagerly.
"OOOHH fuck ... That feels soooo FUCKING GOOD."
She moaned and allowed herself to fall back onto her back. I was lost in my lust and began sucking on her nipples as hard as I could ... Both of my trembling hands greedily cupped and kneaded her boobs and I climbed on top of Tina pressing my cock against the crotch of her little cotton panties.
We began to grind and rub against one another with a feverish glee as I alternated between her tits and full complete spooning with my homely concubine. I could actually feel the heat emanating from Tina's crotch. This increased my lustful twitching tenfold as I sucked on her tongue and licked and slurped on her earlobes. I got so worked up that I even stuck my tongue deep inside her ear. This made Tina squirm and laugh out loud.
She was suddenly pushing me away with some force and breathing heavily. I was confused ... "What-the-Fuck" ran through my mind in a stereo chorus as I watched Tina scoot away from me with a wide, open mouthed smile on her ugly mug.
"Fucker ... (She half laughed) ... Whoa there!! ... You'll be fucking me to death in a minute!!"
"And?" I was starting to get pissed as I casually rubbed the aching head of my swollen penis through my jeans and glared at Tina.
"No baby, don't get mad. I want you to rub that fucking beautiful dick all over me and fuck the spit out of me for sure!!"
I slipped one of my fingers inside her soaking wet pussy and she let out a loud sigh and snatched my hand away. I tried to stick the other hand inside her, but she wrested that one away as well with some considerable force. I was reminded of her status as a serious practitioner of the martial arts.
Why the fuck was the bitch "teasing" me?!! It had only been a few moments but for some reason an insurmountable rage had built up inside me.
"I want to fuck in my mom's bed ... I'm not going to take NO for an answer."
She was firm in her statement ... It was a definite line in the sand as far as I was concerned. I silently wondered how she would react if she knew that a day earlier, I'd fucked her mom up her monstrous ass on that very bed.
She'd probably rip me into pieces.
"It's no big deal lover ... I just REALLY want to do "IT" in my mother's fucking bed."
"Why Tina?"
"It just needs to happen ... Please fuck my little pussy on that bed.-COME ON!!! Only you can help me with this lover ... ( She had begun rubbing the crotch of my pants.) .. I'll make it good. I swear ... Just come with me and I promise you ... "EVERYTHING".
Tina rose from the couch and walked towards Etta's bedroom. She stopped at the entrance to the living room and looked back over her shoulder at me.
I stared at her heart shaped ass sitting perfectly at the bottom of her narrow waist and was instantly mesmerized. The panties had ridden up into the crack of her dark chocolate and baby soft ass.
I could swear that my cock grew another seven inches or more.
It was at that moment that I noticed that Tina was motioning with only her slanted brown eyes ... towards that juicy bubble butt.
"Holy Fuck." I whispered.
Suddenly, Tina was gone from the doorway in the blink of an eye. I heard the door of Etta's bedroom creak open. My Id had fully awakened and was making death threats if I didn't follow that bitch into her mother's room and beat the snot out of her corn hole.
"NIGGA! GET YOUR FUCKIN GOOFY ASS UP OFF THIS COUCH AND GET INTO THAT FUCKING PHAT ASS!!" My grip on sanity had probably loosened as I sat their fidgeting uncontrollably at the thought of banging Tina's ass.
I jerkily got up from the couch and walked towards the hallway.
I found Tina's small half t-shirt on the hallway floor.
A few steps after that, I discovered her small cotton panties where she had kicked them off and scooped them up. I kneaded my fingers in the soaking wet crotch of the cute little panties and looked towards Etta's doorway which was half open.
Tina's sickeningly sweet and pungent musk filled the hallway.
"I'm waiting." She called to me in a taunting manner from her mother's bedroom.
I pushed the door open and the sight inside the bedroom almost made my raging cock leap from my pants.
Tina was laying across her mother's bed facing away from me in all of her nude glory. If ever there was a time that I wished I had a camera ... The time was now. She was almost a perfect Greek sculpture laying there innocently waiting for me to ravage her perfect body.
The image of me pounding away at her mother's monstrous backside popped into my head for a moment and gave me pause.
Tina rolled onto her side and regarded me.
"Why are you still fucking dressed?" She asked plainly.
"I don't know." I really didn't ... maybe guilt was holding me back.
Tina then sat up on the bed and looked at me with an inquisitive glare.
"You REALLY have a PROBLEM with this don't you?"
"Nall girl ... It's just that it's wrong to disrespect your mom like this." I couldn't believe that shit had just spewed from my mouth. My id was screaming bloody murder inside my warped mind.
"What the FUCK would you know about it?!!" She sounded pissed.
"Nothing-I guess ..." I fumbled my words.
"WHAT DO YOU CARE?!! I JUST OFFERED MY FUCKING ASSHOLE TO YOU AND YOU'RE STANDING AROUND TWIDDLING YOUR FUCKING THUMBS!!"
Tina's sudden reversion to her prior "EVIL" persona shocked me and I backed towards the door.
She had risen from the bed and was standing there stark raving nude glaring daggers at me. Me ... I noticed that she had "shaved "if you get my meaning.
"Fuck it Tina." I turned to leave her alone in the room.
"PLEEEEAAASSE!!!" Her desperate wailing tone stopped me in the hallway. I looked back and saw her standing at Etta's window facing away from me. She was magnificent.
"Could you just hold me then?"
Her child like voice touched something in me and in short order I had wrapped my arms around the disturbed girl. She melted against my body as I drew her closer ... For some time we just stood there watching the street outside of Etta's window.
Some kid who I'm sure was mentally disabled was riding a bike around in circles in front of his house. The kid was riding at a dangerous clip and finally wiped out in a comedic display worthy any of Chevy Chase's opening skits on Saturday Night Live.
We laughed.
"That kid's fucking retarded you know." Tina informed.
"I was gonna ask you know."
"Yeah, he's definitely retarded. There's a rumor around here that his parents are related." She continued.
"Shut-up"
"Seriously ... they're like brother and sister." Tina laughed at my uncomfortable shudder.
"Come on Tina. Quit it." She turned to me grinning and just like that, my Tina was back.
"Hey-you think he'd fuck my ass on mom's bed?" I playfully smacked her juicy ass cheeks and we began to make out. It only took us a few moments to get really hot and heavy as both of my hands kneaded her juicy cheeks. The fingertips on both of my hands began to find their way inside Tina's dripping wet vagina.
That was one of the things that I loved about Tina. Each voluptuous round butt cheek was almost a complete oval shape. Her ass was soft yet muscular.
"FUUUCK ... Hurry up and give me some dick motherfucker. " She hissed in my ear as I grabbed her small waist and sat her on the window sill next to one of Etta's plants. I reached behind her shapely legs at the knees and pushed them apart as far as they would go.
Tina was surprisingly limber.
She had already yanked my cock from the opening in my pants and was scooting forward a little to accommodate me. We sighed in unison as I effortlessly slipped inside her.
"Damn ... Your pussy is so fucking hot." I whispered in her ear as we started slowly and began to pick up the pace. I guess I had really "put in work" ... Tina's juices ran freely down my cock and dripped partially on my pants.
I was half worried that she was taking a whiz on me or something.
She planted her legs flatly on the window sill and wrapped her toned arms around me ... Then, Tina began to "put in work" ... She began to bounce on my cock while perched on the window. In fact she bounced so hard that I nearly lost my balance ... I tripped causing my cock to bend at an unnatural angle inside her.
"AAAARRRGGHH!!!!" ... to say it hurt like a motherfucker would be an understatement.
Fighting the pain, I somehow gingerly sat Tina back on the window sill and whimpering checked to see if I now had an L Shaped penis.
"I'm so sorry baby ... Let me see." She motioned towards my dick and I flinched a little bit.
Tina knelt in front of me and examined my pecker with a mother's care. She held the still erect shaft in her hands and cupped my balls.
"Let me make it feel better lover."
Tina buried my cock in her throat without one gag and began softly retracting her throat muscles around it. It took a few seconds but I began to feel myself becoming larger and I started pumping my thighs towards her face. This made her gag a bit, but she was a trooper as she took the length of my manhood while pumping her hand on my balls.
"Shit Tina, you're REALLY good at that ... FUUUCK!! GIRL!!- You gonna make me -...FUCK ME!!! FUCKING FUCK!!! .. OH SHIT TINA.... I love you girl... UH-UH!!"
Tina stopped and wrapped both of her hands around my cock as she slowly disengaged my meat from her throat. A thick web of gooey saliva and pre-cum ran out of her mouth as she looked up at me.
Fuck ... I said it.
I said the "L" word and now I was royally fucked. She was probably gonna start making out the marriage invitations.
"It's okay ... I know why you said it baby. Don't worry about anything ... I know better than to fuck up a good thing." Her tone was reassuring as she coated my cock with the copious amounts of saliva and cum that had run freely from her thin lips.
We stopped talking and the room fell silent other than the slick wet sound made by her hands sliding up and down my shaft. It was starting to get dark in the room and I began to feel a load of cum traveling the length of my cock.
Tina stopped playing with my cock and stood facing the window.
"Come on."
"What?"
"You know ... come on, do it." She had placed both of her palms on the window sill and was looking out of the window. She looked magnificent.
I placed both of my hands on her small waist and drew her closer and closer until her gorgeous rump was parted by the head of my penis. I could feel the heat emanating from her unexplored anus as she leaned forward pushing that juicy ass right out at me.
"Ready... Fuck me in the ass."
I carefully worked the head of my cock into her ass with a bit of difficulty as she winced and squirmed slightly.
"Fuck my ass."
"You uhm, you "sure" about this?" I asked out of consideration secretly knowing I was going to do it regardless.
"Yeah, fuck this ass you love so much."
"Uh, okay."
"AAACCKKKKK!!!"
I had shoved the entire length of my well lubricated cock into her virgin brown-eye as she let out a quick yelp of pain. Her knees bent a little putting pressure on my dick and I reached down and raised her level so that I could get a straight shot at her ass.
"OOOHHH SHIT!!!! I-It HUUURRTTSS!!! ... No baby!! OOOHHH FU-UUUCK!!! "
I had bent my knees slightly and was railing the shit out of Tina's fat juicy ass. After about five minutes she began pushing back on my cock. I reached under her and cupped her breasts pinching the erect nipples.
"OOHHH BABBBYY!!! YOU FUCK ME SO GOOD!! UUHHH!!! Shit ... YOU LOVE THIS ASS BABY?!!!"
"YEAH BITCH!!! I LOVE YOUR MOTHERFUCKING ASS!!!" ... maybe this would throw her off that love shit I'd blurted out earlier.
She leaned forward as I put more force on her tight little shitter.
"UUHH FUCK TINAAA!!! IM BOUT TO CUM IN THIS FUCKING ASS HOLE!!!"
"THEN CUM MOTHERFUCKER!!! FILL MY BIG ASS WITH HOT NUT!!!"
She had really got into this "Dirty Talking" thing we had going on. I felt her clench her anus vise like around my cock almost effectively paralyzing my unit.
"SHIIIIT!!! UUURRGGGHH!!!!" I unloaded in Tina's juicy ass and nearly broke the window when I weakly leaned forward in a complete orgasmic haze. My head bumped the window and I tumbled backwards onto my naked ass.
"Are you okay?" Tina sounded genuinely concerned in a way that touched something deep inside me. She rubbed my head and planted a kiss on the spot where I had slammed into the window.
Tina excused herself and half ran to the bathroom. In a few moments, I heard the shower running.
She was one hell of a girl.
I was smitten .... Seriously, I thought about her horse like visage and she didn't seem so ugly any more. Her saccharine sweet voice caused a stirring in my groin.
"What was happening to me?"
I hadn't noticed, but I was lying on Etta's bed massaging my cock at the thought of this fantastic lover I had accidentally stumbled across.
"Well what do we have here?" Tina was standing in the doorway dripping wet with a towel wrapped around her perfect hour glass figure.
"Can't you see for yourself?" I wagged my erect penis around in front of her.
She dropped the towel to the floor and hopped in the large bed beside me. We both turned on our sides to closely face one another.
"Tina ... I-I uh ..." I didn't know what to say as I looked at her slit like eyes and noticed tears running from their corners. I wiped away some of them.
"Yeah, I know ... It's hard to look at my fucking face. I got everything below the neck, but God keeps me honest with my dad's ugly mug." She cast her gaze downward touching my heart.
"That's not what I was going to say Tina."
"But it's true ... so fucking true. Ask yourself this ... If I was pretty, you'd be on bended knee proclaiming your undying love for me ... wouldn't you?"
I jumped out of the bed and knelt at the foot of it.
"I PROFESS MY UNDYING LOVE FOR THIS WOMAN!!" I yelled.
Tina smirked as more tears ran down her face.
"You asshole."
"I'M SERIOUS!!! I PROFESS MY UNDYING LOVE FOR THIS WOMAN!!!"
I knelt forward and kissed the soles of her soft feet. Showered her feet with kisses.
"Okay, that's enough." I had got caught up in my goofy act attempting to placate this young, curvy love toy of mine. I just wanted to see her smile.
FUCKING CUT THE SHIT OUT...ALRIGHT?!!!
Tina had slipped back into her old persona for a mere moment to get me to stop making her feel foolish I guess. I slipped back into bed with her and massaged of her rounded hips.
"Sorry, I just don't want you to make a fucking joke out of my feelings ... okay?" Her tone was somewhat desperate.
"No."
"What?" Tina sounded shocked by my response and flinched a bit.
"We've been fucking the shit out of each other all damn day and you don't even know me." Her brow began to wrinkle up and she began to frown.
"What are you saying? I want you to fucking explain yourself." She demanded.
I leaned forward and passionately kissed her for what seemed like an eternity. She closed her eyes, yielding to me, melting into the palm of my hand that cupped the side of her narrow face.
"Do you understand now?"
"Yes."
She smiled and more tears ran from their narrow corners capturing my heart. I REALLY didn't want to FEEL ANYTHING for this WOMAN ... but she just -I really don't know how to explain it all. I was all mixed up inside ... FUCKED UP ... thinking like a bitch... I REALLY CANT EXPLAIN IT!!
I hopped out of bed to escape my own uncomfortable, conflicted emotions but Tina only saw a surface smile I projected in her direction. I needed something to distract the both of us from this uncomfortable situation.
Tina rolled over on her stomach and retrieved her mother's faithful bottle of liquid courage from the floor where she kept it stashed. It was a particularly volatile concoction known as "Canadian Mist" ... That shit is so powerful that it will put hair on your chest and your fucking back.
"Drink with me." She smiled nervously as she held the bottle out.
Six drinks... Yup, that's all it took for both of us to get "fucked up stupid drunk"... Normally, I wouldn't have wanted to drink and probably would have tried to get Tina to put the bottle away ... but, my time in this household had yielded so much in so little time. We had the giggles and I hobbled over to Etta's dresser and retrieved the bottle of baby oil I'd used on Tina's mom days earlier... I fumbled with the cap splashing the greasy concoction everywhere as I hobbled back over to the bed.
"What-the fuck you gonna do with that?!!" Tina half laughed, half hiccupped.
"Ahm'... I-am-going-to-shine-you up ... REAL NICE BABY." I blurted out making both of us laugh uncontrollably.
I began to pour the baby oil all over Tina covering her head to toe and creating what I thought (In my inebriated state at least.) to be my shining masterpiece. I rolled Tina over on her belly and continued rubbing the oil into her back and juicy ass until less than a third of the bottle was left.
Predictably, my fingers lingered on her juicy buttocks and began to probe the swollen cleft of her anus.
"HOLD ON!!! HOLD ON HOLD ON!!! ... Geez man, you and my ass."
Tina shoved me on my back and mounted me ... I found the whole thing hysterical as she slid around on my pelvis and chest contaminating me with copious amounts of baby oil as well.
"I-WANNA FUCK YOU LIKE YOU FUCK ME ASSHOLE!!" She laughed sliding around on my crotch until my penis slid inside her. It was a familiar feeling by now. We "knew" each other so well by now and my cock sprang to life inside the well lubricated walls of her cunt.
Tina leaned back until my cock was nearly wedged at a forty degree angle and began slowly (at first) riding me... She really knew her business by this time; I guess I "trained" her well.
"I'm addicted to your cock." Tina moaned and arched her back dangerously further away from me so far I thought it would break. I nervously reached forward and pulled her forward on top of me. She responded to the slightest touch placing her mouth over mines and caressing my tongue with her own.
Tina rotated her pelvis in a small circular fashion as she grinded on top of me. I can't describe the sensation, but it was pure pleasure. Her mouth never left mine as we moved together meshing into one withering mass of lust and passion.



We came together ... deep and hard.
We remained connected by our sex just enjoying one another's embrace, showering one another with light kisses. The radio was playing "Loving You by Minnie Riperton" ... how appropriate.
"I happy ... thank you." Tina whispered in my ear before I passed out from exhaustion.
In my half drunk, barely conscious state I felt Tina lightly disconnect herself from me and exit the bed. I didn't want her to leave but there was nothing I could do to stop her.
I passed out ... dead to the world.
-DARKNESS-
.. A sensation pulled me back from the ether ... Tina was sucking me off again. I was too weak to even open my eyes so I just decided to play dead and let her have her way. I was ready to tell her some emotional shit that would definitely involve the "L" word. I just wanted her to be happy. I loved her smile and her sense of humor ... Who cared about her horse face?
Not me ... Fuck it!! .. She was my girlfriend?
"Was she my girlfriend now?"
In the utter darkness under my eyelids, I struggled with my emotions trying to find some happy medium. There was none to be had. I would tell Tina how much I wanted her and make her believe me.
Tina was sucking on my cock really hard. So hard in fact that it began to hurt... a lot. It cleared the alcohol induced cobwebs from my head. It felt like she was trying to suck my dick right off my body. I began to jerk involuntarily at the pain.
"FUCK!! WHAT THE HELL YOU TRYING TO DO GOT-DAMMIT?!!"
I reached down a grabbed a handful of Tina's hair as I opened my eyes to yell at her.
I found Etta at the foot of my bed with my cock in her mouth.
Fuck me.
The smell of alcohol permeated every corner of the room. Etta was stone drunk. I looked around but Tina was nowhere to be found. My heart began to race, thumping so loud that I almost burst from my chest.
"I'm here daddy. I came back to get that fucking devil outta your fat dick!!" Her speech was severely slurred confirming her intoxicated state.
She began feverishly climbing up the bed along my body, her intent clear as day. I was pinned and held fast by her massive frame.
"NO!! NO ETTA!! Cut that FUCKING SHIT OUT!!" I found myself yelling in a complete panic.
She tried to place her hand over my mouth, but I jerked my head back and forth as I futile twisted my body away from her. Etta's chubby fingers had found my cock and were even now roughly pushing it against her vagina.
"STOP IT ETTA!!!" I didn't want her anymore ... I wanted her daughter ...Tina.
Etta was trying to kiss me, her breath smelled like a fucking gas station. Her massive sagging breasts hung low against my face almost smothering me as the large woman ground her pelvis until my cock slipped inside ...
"GET THE FUCK OFF ME ETTA!!"
"NO BABY!! WE GOTTA GET THAT DEVIL OUTTA YOU!! FUCK ME!!! FUCK ME REAL GOOD!!! FUCK THIS WET PUSSY DADDY!!"
I did my best to disengage my cock from Etta's snatch, but her movements had caused my penis to become involuntarily erect. Now she was bouncing on top of me with her full weight. I knew I would come in mere moments if I didn't get her to stop.
"FUCKING BITCH!! GET OFF!!" I could feel the semen running along the length off my cock and I just started screaming my ass off as Etta continued trying to muffle my cries.
Tina was suddenly at the door. She was still nude, a look of shock registered on her face for a moment.
Tina was suddenly at the bedside with a handful of her mother's hair trying to pull her off of me. At first Etta ignored her until her rebellious daughter dug her nails into her cheek.
Etta shoved Tina into the dresser with a vicious, powerful motion that seemed to momentarily stun the young girl ... but only for a moment.
Tina jumped up on the bed and wrapped her arms around her mother's neck in a strange choke hold which seemed to be pulling the larger woman's head at an unnatural angle. I was able to wedge my penis towards the opening of Etta's hairy cunt as I began to spew.
"TINA!!! YOU UNGRATEFUL LITTLE--!!"
Tina's yells filled the room as she used all of her strength to pull Etta away from my cock.
Etta shocked her daughter by suddenly falling back off the bed on top of the girl.
I heard a short scream cut short by the impact of Etta's heavy body slamming onto her daughter. I was almost too weak to move but I began to half crawl towards the end of the bed when I heard the impact of Etta's heavy fists slamming into Tina's body.
"ETTA!!!"
She looked up at me distracted from her daughter. Tina's nose was bloodied and her lip was cut. She was breathing heavily.
"WHAT?!! THIS LITTLE BITCH TRYING TO STOP ME FROM GETTING MINE!! UGLY LITTLE BITCH!! I HAD YOU FIRST ANYWAY!!!"
Shit ... and just like that, the closet door had swung open spilling its secrets.
I saw Tina's eyes dart in my direction.
"YEAH BITCH!! HE LOVES THIS FUCKING PUSSY!!! HE JUST CAN'T GET ENOUGH OF THIS BIG ASS TINA!! HE SHOT HIS MAN SEED ALL OVER MY FAT ASS TWO DAYS AGO!!!"
Tina's eyes darted back and forth processing her mother's drunken boasts. Etta tried to grab me but I pushed her away.
"WHAT'S WRONG BABY?!! YOU DON'T LIKE ME ANYMORE?!! YOU LIKED IT THE OTHER NIGHT WHEN YOU FUCKED ME ON THE FLOOR WHILE MY BITCH-DAUGHTER WAS TAKING A PISS!!"
Tina's sobs began to fill the room as her mother spilled her guts all over the place.
"I SAID YOU COULD HAVE THE BOOTY HOLE, BUT YOU TOOK MY PUSSY BOY!! YOU ALMOST GOT ME PREGNANT FOOL!!! ... (whispering) .. Be quiet, my uptight cunt of a daughter might hear us... She a FUCKING VIRGIN cause she thank she too good for anybody."
Tina sobs had blossomed into loud crying as she slowly stood and stared at both of us. We were all nude... inside and out.
"I should have known. You "are" an asshole just like all the others."
"The others" ... what the fuck was she talking about?
Tina turned towards Etta's dresser and yanked a drawer open. She reached inside with both hands and for a moment I was afraid she would pull a gun out and end both of us.
"TINA NOOOO!!!" Etta suddenly screamed.
The drawer was full of photos. The kind that you keep in a wallet. There had to be hundreds of them in that drawer. Tina grabbed too handfuls and flung them in our direction as Etta began sobbing also.
They were all photos of young boys around my age or younger.
Tina stood there watching as I looked at some of the photos.
"I just wanted to make "REAL LOVE " in that bed. I stupidly thought it would erase all the bad things my "mother" did on those sheets.
I was shocked to the core of my being.
"You two can have each other. I hate you both." And just like that Tina was gone from the room leaving me alone with her mother.
Etta was feverishly gathering up all the photos, completely ignoring me.
"My babies ... I saved you all from that nasty ole' devil." Etta sobbed.
A colossal lump formed in my throat as I fled the room ... I was confused and angry as tears ran down my face. I couldn't take I anymore.
I dressed in the darkness of my room and stuffed my belongings in my bag. I hit the streets for home.
I looked back over my shoulder towards the house.
Tina was standing in one of the front room windows starring in my direction.
Etta was standing in the doorway staring at me.
I continued on my way. My mom had given my next door neighbor Ms. Jenkins a spare key just in case I got locked out of the house while she was at work. Ms. Jenkins would help me get into my vacant home... And finally, I would find sanity ... and hopefully, myself.
What had happened to me?
Was I unredeemable predator or prey?
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Chapter 1: The Indian Intern
I had been working this shit job at a downtown law firm for quite some time had been considering quitting due to a wealth of "Busy Work" and my asshole of a supervisor Mr. Kumar. He was this Indian fuck who had started out six months ago in a satellite firm overseas and transferred into a management position. He was a big fan of cramming as much shit into an eight hour work period as humanly possible. He would watch the clock when you went on break and even come and escort you back to your cubicle from break at times. Sometimes I felt like clocking this dick, probably because he never stopped smiling the whole time he was balls deep in your ass.
I know the bastard had it in for me, because one time he caught me ripping him a new one in the break room with my fellow coworkers. It seemed like my desk was piled higher than any of the other drones who worked there and it was beginning to wear thin on me.
So you're probably saying, "Why haven't you got the fuck out of there yet?"
Well, one morning I had arrived at work with my resignation carefully tucked into my blazer's side pocket intent on telling Kumar to stick it where the sun don't shine ... The office was extremely busy that morning and everybody seemed to be running around like chickens with their heads cut off. For some stupid ass reason, I just went right to work along with everyone else.
Halfway through the day my asshole boss paged me to his office and I figured this would be a good time to pass the douche my resignation. My friends were already betting that I wouldn't quit by the time I was halfway down the hallway.
Their constant chatter and continuous prodding had me wanting to kick in the boss's door and beat him half to death with the envelope.
...but when I opened the door a surprise was waiting for me.
Standing there before me was one of the phattest, juiciest looking butts I'd ever seen. It was completely awe inspiring looking firm, round and oval shaped encased in an extremely tight, form fitting blue jean skirt. Saliva actually began to build up in my mouth which was agape at the sight of this magnificent backside. I almost had to catch myself as my hand independently attempted to grasp my crotch. Fire swirled about in my loins and my slacks suddenly were loose fitting.
"WAKE UP IDIOT!!!" I was suddenly thrust back into reality as I realized Mr. Kumar was standing there yelling at me.
"ARE YOU ON DE' FUCKING DRUGS?!!! " He yelled.
"NO SIR!! Sorry Mr. Kumar!!! I have a lot on my mind sir!!" I apologized and gave him some song and dance about a sick relative.
"This is my niece Laila and she is interning with me for the summer while her parents travel abroad. I wanted you to train her for work in the mail room, but you seem to be somewhat off your game as of late... Perhaps I'll have Mike train her."
"Sir! Mr. Kumar .... Give me another chance. I'd like the opportunity to help your niece out."- I heard myself blurt out. No way in hell was I going to let a coworker get a chance to stuff those panties.
This BIG JUICY ASS was all mine. In fact I immediately coveted this fabulous back porch.
"Alright, I am sufficiently convinced of your sincere desire to assist my niece with her training, but just know that I'll be watching your every move. So no funny business."
For a moment there I thought he was a mind reader. I simply nodded my head and took that moment to drink in the rest of Laila.
My eyes began to wonder up from her calf length leather boots, past the form fitting blue jean skirt (Which seemed to be on the verge of viciously exploding from Laila's healthy thighs.) to the dull grayish looking wool vest covering a simple white long sleeved shirt to her face ... "Her Face, uhm it was how could you describe it?" ... It was simply plain. Other than brown, expressive eyes that seemed a little large for her face, Laila was an every woman ...albeit, an Indian woman. Her nose was somewhat large and slightly exaggerated (pear shaped like her body) as well and she had a smallish mouth framed by thin dark hued lips.
"It will be very, very nice to learn from you." She slightly bowed her head in my direction and spoke in a measured tone and I couldn't tell if she spoke this was because of difficulty with English or that she was an extremely polite individual.
I mumbled something and escorted her out of the office and away from the watchful eye of her uncle, my boss ... "The Prick". As she walked out into the hall, I noticed something; she immediately stepped to the side of the door so that I could pass in front of her. Laila was very submissive it seemed towards men. I was kind of disappointed by her actions because I wanted to stare at that phat, luscious donk.
Laila was seriously draggin' a wagon behind her as they say in urban circles.
"So, were you doing office work back home in India?"
"Oh no sir, I was attending to my studies in the academy and training at home for my familial duties."
"Familial duties?" I was curious.
"Oh sorry, sometimes I forget that I am in America and that people here do not understand the myriad vagaries of our culture. I was being trained for my wifely responsibilities when I get married in two years." She said in an apologetic tone.
"Oh, uh congratulations Laila. How long have you and your fiancé been dating before he decided to pop the big question?"
She didn't seem to notice that I was staring at her wool covered breasts which seemed to be of considerable size under the cover of the restricting fabric.
"Oh, once again please forgive my ignorance sir ... It is an arranged marriage. My family is very traditional and I have been scheduled to marry Raman since I was a small child."
"Are you serious?" That genuinely got my attention.
"Oh very serious sir. I am told he is very handsome and that I should be thankful that I was promised to his family. He is studying to be a doctor abroad." Laila's statement told me two things.
1). That her family had sheltered her from the world her whole life.
2). She had some issues regarding her appearance.
I placed a hand lightly on her shoulder and looked deeply into her eyes smiling all the while as I said ...
"Oh, I think this "Raman guy" is "lucky" to be promised to an attractive girl like you Laila.
I saw color rush into her cinnamon colored cheeks and Laila blushed and slightly turned her head away from me.
"Thank you very much sir." She punctuated her statement by reaching out and squeezing my bicep with her fingertips. I simply nodded in her direction as we neared the office.
The heckling began as soon as I entered the office with Mike leading the way but it all stopped dead when the guys there got a look at Laila ... I mean Laila's "gift" as it were. Some of the guys shot me dirty glances and mouthed insults at me under their breaths because I was given the privilege of training Mr. Kumar's niece. Most of the guys were aware of my reputation and respected the "Bro-Code" by not saying anything to Laila.
Laila for her part seemed to like the attention she got from all the guys and greeted each and every one of them with a handshake.
"There are so many friendly people here and it will be my pleasure to get to know each and every one of you."
"Yeah it's going to be our "pleasure" to get to know you too baby." Darrell chimed in exactly at the end of her sentence. Laila didn't notice one of the guys nudge Darrell with his elbow. Darrell was this loudmouthed temp we picked up from an agency. He was funny as fuck most of the time cracking jokes, but he could be grating at times.
I directed Laila to my desk and pulled out a seat for the shy young woman. She blushed even more as she took the seat. I couldn't help but notice how her ass enveloped the wooden seat and how small her waist was in comparison.
My cock writhered around in my underwear, a thing possessed. I excused myself and headed to the restroom to regain my composure.
After I had splashed some water on my face, I noticed a twenty dollar bill on the sink in front of me. I looked over to find Mike leaning against the restroom wall.
"Fuck is this for?" I already knew but guy code dictated that I ask anyway.
"You ever get tired of being so easy? That's your cut of the spoils for not quitting."
"You guys need to get a life. I mean really, don't you have anything better to do than monitor my sorry life?"
Before he could answer, Darrell interrupted our conversation saying that I had a phone call from Mr. Kumar. I rushed out to the phone and subsequently received one hell of a verbal dress down over the phone. It seems that Mr. Kumar had been watching my office using the security cams and was not pleased at all the attention being given to his niece.
"You will send my niece to my office right now!! Tomorrow I will be talking to you very, very harshly!!" –Did I mention that Mr. Kumar communicated with me over the P.A. System?
Laila had slowly crept out of the office while her ass of an Uncle embarrassed himself and her over the P.A. System. Everybody in the office was pretty flabbergasted. Some of the guys quietly crept back to their duties while the rest, mostly temps snickered.
I spent the rest of my day (approximately 4 hours) worrying about my job or soon to be lack thereof.
"Fuck'em!! Didn't you say you were gonna quit anyway?" Mike reminded me as we were waiting for the elevator. Before I could answer, he had sauntered off down the hallway to rendezvous with a legal secretary he was having an affair with behind his wife's back. Mike was a dog ... Then again, so was I and he was right. Fuck Mr. Kumar!!
It was rush hour and everyone was in a hurry to hit the freeways before it became a bottle neck. I had to wedge myself into the already crowded elevator car which groaned under the weight of
many people.
"HEY!! WAIT FOR ME PLEASE!!! WAIT!! WAIT!!" Laila was suddenly running down the hallway clutching her bag to her seemingly ample bosom. Some of the suits in the elevator groaned as she squeezed into the elevator directly in front of me.
-The doors of the car had some trouble closing and snapped back and forth repeatedly before the alarm went off triggering the double doors automatic closure.-
The car began slowly moving down towards the lobby. Laila jostled about a bit turning partially to face me.
"I'm very, very sorry about my Uncle's behavior today. He shamed us both sir."
"Just forget about it. It's no big deal ...Really." Actually I wanted to tell her how much of a douchebag her uncle really was. It's just that she was looking up into my eyes with this kind of sad, puppy dog expression.
"I-finally meet some "REAL" friends and now...now I cannot even show my face because of my uncle's petty jealousy."
Laila started to tear up and in moments she was bawling and sniveling. People were starting to notice... I put my arm around her and she immediately placed her tear stained cheek against my chest.
"Don't worry; we'll always be friends Laila." I tried to sound reassuring.
"Really, you mean that?"
"Yeah, now stop crying."
I wiped the tears away from her big expressive brown eyes and managed a half smile. A couple of assholes (male & female) even managed an "AAAAWWWW" for us like we were some kind of couple.
Then it happened.
The elevator suddenly stopped moving...
The car shook a little bit as all of its occupants began to panic. Laila held on to me even tighter. I was nonplused because I'd been stuck in this elevator on two other occasions, but she looked genuinely terrified. I gave her a reassuring hug. Some of the people in the elevator were already cursing up a storm lamenting ruined evenings and the like.
"Do you think it will be long before we are rescued from this place?"
"I don't know, but don't worry ... I'll keep you safe Laila."
We were in that elevator for probably forty five minutes as the idiot engineers stood just outside the door arguing about calling the repairmen. I began to notice how tight Laila's arms were around me and I wanted to comfort her.
I ended up doing something more ...as I attempted to pull her closer to me I realized that my errant palm was resting on the exquisite curve of only one of her juicy ass cheeks. The feel of her butt was soft with the underlying, unyielding firmness of youth. I looked down at the top of Laila's head. She hadn't responded or indicated in any way that she felt my hand on her ample buttocks.
"Fuck, maybe she thinks it's someone else in this car. Maybe she's too embarrassed to make a scene considering... or maybe, she likes it."
I didn't know what to do.
My body however seemed to have a mind of its own as I felt my fingers began to slowly knead Laila's voluptuous ass with a slow but increasing intensity. I couldn't help myself. It was just so intoxicating and I don't know what came over me. I looked down at the top of her head and she remained unmoving like some sort of statue. Because of our close proximity, I did notice her breathing a little bit heavier. She nestled her head deeper into my chest sighing softly.
...and that's when I noticed it.
Laila's had begun to run her fingers lightly over my crotch tracing the outline of my penis with her fingertips. I wanted to moan, but wisely kept myself in check. Laila and I were facing each other obscuring the view from the other occupants of the lift who were talking / arguing with each other.
At this point my free hand was going between both basketball sized cheeks squeezing and probing with increased intensity. Both of us were breathing a little heavier and I felt Laila's hot breath on my dress shirt along with a wet sensation. I looked down to find the thick intern was attempting to suck on one of my nipples through my shirt and had created a small circular stain on the material.
I could see Laila's dark colored tongue lapping at my chest as her fingers had ensnared my cock through the material of my slacks. She lightly ran three of her fingers along the shaft of my engorged member as I'd slowly begun to pull up the back of her denim skirt. My single free hand work feverishly to capture my prize and I was first rewarded when the tips of my fingers finally touched the soft dimply flesh of the back of Laila's thighs.
Laila shuddered as I touched the pliant cool flesh just below her ass cheeks and gripped my cock somewhat tighter between her fingers. I don't know what was getting into me but I just kept up the light tugging at the hem of her skirt until I felt the lower portion of her massive behind fall free of the restricting material. I'm serious; her ponderous backside actually fell into my groping hand.
I looked down again to find Laila staring into my eyes, her small mouth gaped open and her thin lips glistening with a mild film of saliva. She wasn't innocent either as I felt my zipper yanked down and the intrusion of her fingers into my fly wrapping around my girth. She began to rotate her fingers lightly over the head of my penis as I wantonly groped the jiggling globe that made up her right ass cheek.
"I wanna fuck you so hard." I heard myself whisper to Laila who responded by increasing the pace of her tugging motion on my steel hard erection.
"Really?" She whispered back.
I responded by digging my fingers into her lower ass cheek towards her womanhood. Her thighs were so thick that I could only get two of my middle fingers into the space between her thighs. Her inner thighs were moist and damp with her arousal. She was using her fingers on the head of my cock and massaging the underside of my shaft with her thumb.
"Yeah, I want you so fucking bad Laila." I was getting a little heady and it was becoming hard to control my breathing. Sweat began to appear on both of our faces as I wondered how I had ended up going from 0 to 1000 in seconds.
"I want-you too." She finally admitted under her breath.
I wanted to kiss her thin lips so bad and slip my tongue into her eager mouth. Wanted so bad to bring my other hand up to her heaving cloth covered breasts and pinch her fat nipples that were even now beginning to protrude through the fabric of her sweater. A single finger found its way into the damp cloth of her panties and began to trace her puffy vaginal lips softly causing more of the liquid proof of our sudden mutual attraction to run down her soft thighs.
"OOoooh...You keep that up and I'll certainly lose control of myself." Laila softly whispered into my ear.
"I don't give a fuck Laila." Another of my fingers joined the single digit in Laila's crotch and began to squeeze her juicy pussy lips together as my tongue outlined her ear. She began to moan a bit louder and abruptly silenced herself with the palm of her hand.
"GET A ROOM!!"
"What?" Somebody in the cramped elevator had been watching us and decided to make himself known quite verbally and loudly. I turned to find an old guy in a rumpled business suit starring at the both of us from the opposite corner of the elevator.
"GET A FUCKIN' ROOM ALREADY!" The old guy kind of reminded me of Larry David and I almost laughed in his face. My fingers were forced away from Laila's honey pot as she pushed her legs together, shoving her face and torso into my body to hide her shame at being busted by this old fart.
"Excuse me; I don't think I heard you correctly." I threatened intelligently and with a clear "SHUT DA' FUCK UP INTENT".
"Oh you heard me just fine sunshine... I really don't want to fall to my death with two inconsiderate fucks who can't keep their hands off each other humping on top of my broken bones!!"
"Damn, this guy had some fucking balls." I momentarily considered embedding my large black fist into his pasty face.
"Sir, you have our complete and sincere apologies." Laila cut in breaking the tension in the elevator as we found ourselves with an audience.
The old guy grumbled and looked away as we looked at some of our peers in the small cramped elevator car. Laila averted her eyes, looking at the floor. Me, I didn't give two fucks what anybody thought. I don't know if it was foolish bravado or that Laila had got me that worked up.
Suddenly the car started moving.
Everyone in the car began to collect themselves and I noticed a few disgusted glances in my direction. A little bit of shame started to gestate in my subconscious as the elevator doors began to swing open into a view of the idiot collective employed as engineers who had finally managed to get the car doors open.
I actually began to get pissed that those bubbling idiots had managed to get the doors open just when I was about to go for broke and rail the crap out of Laila bar none. I wouldn't have cared who was watching as long as I was able to beat my cock all over that phat monster donk and pull on her juicy nipples to my heart's content. I'll be damned but I was honestly gonna take Laila right then and there.
...and know all of that was ruined.
Ruined for about three seconds. I was a little bit lost in thought about my ruined tryst and didn't notice it right away. A tingling sensation jolted me out of my self-reflection as felt Laila's fingers gently rubbing the insides of my palm as she softly took my hand. I looked down at the top of head still nestled against my chest.
Laila looked up directly into my eyes catching my gaze as she rolled her tongue invitingly across her thin dark lips. Her large brown eyes seemed to mesmerize me as my cock became a steel spike in my slacks.
Before I knew it I had gone into full dick powered auto-pilot as I roughly grabbed Laila's wrist and began a force march to the parking garage entrance in the lobby. I glanced over my shoulder at Laila surprised to find her wildly grinning as she was yanked in my direction. She looked half crazed, but nothing could give me pause as horny as I become.



The interior of the parking lot was dark and shadowy. The self-same power outage that had caused our elevator to short out had hit the parking structure. I could barely see my hand in front of my face, but I didn't care because I was about to get some pussy. I took out my keys and hit the alarm button. My car called out from a distance and at the same time I felt Laila grasp my ever expanding crotch with an aggressive roughness. Before I knew it we began spooning viciously, my tongue dueling with Laila's own velvety tongue. She kissed and fondled me with a desperate passion that at first shocked and then drew me in making the rest of the world irrelevant. Her tongue swirled around my own and she alternated this by sucking and biting on my bottom lip with abandon.
"I want you to-well, I want your cock." Laila demanded and suddenly my car seemed too far away as I found myself pulling this voluptuous Indian woman into a dark corner of the parking structure. Laila had my engorged prick out in a second and was yanking away at it causing pre-cum to fly wildly about.
"Please-Let me have this magnificent cock." She begged as she pushed me against the cold concrete walls and knelt in front of me. I noticed that Laila had to pull her form fitting skirt up just to get into a kneeling position. I got a tantalizing view of her large bronzed thighs as she spread her legs wide causing the skirt to become a jean corona around her waist. The crotch of her stark white panties seemed to almost glow in the darkness.
Laila cradled my family jewels lovingly and began stroking my cock with eight of her fingers. She used her thumbs on the underside of my shaft slightly pressing upward as her lips engulfed my cock. Laila began bobbing up and down on me with a single minded purpose that was almost frightening to watch. The sensation of her lips and tongue were pure heaven. After about five minutes Laila began forcing her head forward until she had completely deep throated all of my eight inches and stopped moving.
I looked down to find her staring deep into my eyes with her mouth stretched anaconda like around the base of my cock. Then I began to feel it... Laila had begun to rhythmically contract her throat muscles around my dick.
It was at that moment that I lost all control and emptied a liter of semen into Laila's hungry throat.
FUUUUCCCKKK!!!!
I almost fell down on the concrete floor of the garage as Laila slowly disengaged her mouth from my meat slow and deliberately trailing at web of saliva and cum. I wasn't looking at her, but I heard her gulp down a mouthful of my cum.
This was the innocent, delicate little flower my douchebag of a boss had introduced me to hours earlier?!!
"MMmmnn...That was delicious." Laila cooed as she continued playing with my cock. She had her right hand tightly around the base of my cock squeezing and tugging with a vested interest. A single drop of cum formed on the head of my penis which she immediately licked up.
"GET UP!!!" I barked at her. She continued smiling in that half crazed manner as I turned her away from me shoving her against the wall. She had to stop herself from hitting the wall with the palms of her hands.
"I been waiting for this fuckin' big phat ass all got-damn day!" I snarled.
I dropped to my knees behind Laila and yanked the too tight skirt up to her small waist finally exposing her huge ass in all its panty encased glory.
What a magnificent sight ... It jutted out fantastically into a large pear shape with each cheek oval shaped and fully formed. One side of the cotton granny panties Laila had been wearing had been pulled deep into the crack of her ass probably from my earlier actions in the elevator.
"Oh my God." escaped my lips as I pulled the panties down encountering some struggle from her prodigious cheeks as I worked the fabric past her thighs.
Something possessed me as I started licking the globes that made up Laila's ass with a hunger, a lust not easily described. I kneaded and groped that ass marveling as my fingers sunk into the pliant flesh. Everything I'd fantasized about since I'd first laid eyes on Laila.
"You love what many others have ridiculed me for." Laila confessed into the wall facing her enraptured features.
"Fuck those idiots." I returned to my ass worship nibbling at Laila's butt like a madman.
"Oh yes, I like this very much." She cooed as I sunk two fingers into her wet, tight snatch. I watched my fingers pump in and out of Laila's cunt like they belonged to someone else. Her juices ran freely down my fingers as she began to push back humping my hand.
Her ass jiggled slightly as she had sex with two, three and finally four of my fingers. She moaned loudly and leaned forward pressing her chest and face against the wall. The sight of her ass shoved even further in my direction set my blood on fire. It looked even bigger in this position.
"Fuck This!"
I stood up as fast as I could and wedged my cock into the crack of her impressive butt. I pushed that glorious ass meat around my cock and began humping Laila like a dog in heat. It only took five minutes before I began showering her massive donk with a virtual geyser of cum completely glazing her cheeks.
"Oh yeah, Laila you gotta a brother sprung and I ain't even got the pussy yet." It was a candid admission.
"The night is still young and I would very much like to show you some of the other things I learned during my familial studies-if you don't mind."
I was floored mentally and my body was a wreck as Laila stared in my direction with a somewhat serene smile reading across her plain features.
Her invitation was clear as day.
It was Friday after all and I could think of worst ways to spend my time.
"You two should REALLY should get a room." A voice interrupted before I could answer.
Laila's mouth formed an O as our collective attention was drawn to a vagrant sitting approximately six feet away from us. He had been sitting there the whole time watching our impromptu sex show.
We noticed his exposed cock and the semen littering his dirty cargo shorts.
"Ah, FUCK ME!" I yelled.
TO BE CONTINUED.
Learn more about Laila in thirty days...
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"State your name."
"What?"
"I said ... State your name."
"Oh, my name's Debbie." I sat plainly in the plastic chairs provided feeling embarrassed and a little silly. You'd think that a facility like this could provide better seating for its clients. These were kind of like the chairs you find in a kindergarten class.
"State your full name."
"I'm not comfortable with being that open now."
I watch him closely but he betrays no emotion what so ever. This makes me so uncomfortable that I actually squirm a little bit in my seat. It's not like I couldn't just get up and walk out of there. But what would that accomplish?
"That's alright for now let's get started-Debbie."
-ONE YEAR EARLIER-
I lived in a modest little cul-de-sac just outside of the city in one of those manufactured neighborhoods that were all the rage during the eighties with my husband Richard. Richard traveled abroad a lot as a condition of his job and I was the happy little homemaker.
I even had a Dear Abbie style byline in the local paper. Yeah it was pretty much my own little slice of heaven.
I'm so happy.
Debbie sat in her small bedroom bathroom sobbing uncontrollably seated on the toilet. After a few moments she collected herself and cleaned up with a few sheets of toilet paper. She checked her reflection in the mirror making sure that her mascara hadn't started running. There were only minor adjustments to be made as her husband called to her from the other room.
"Honey, I'm gonna skip breakfast. I'm running late and I gotta hit phoenix by six tonight." The sound of a door slamming soon followed this declaration as Debbie suddenly found herself running from the bathroom desperate for attention.
She made it to the living room in time to see Richard's car speeding off into the horizon.
"He couldn't get out of here fast enough." Thought Debbie as she locked the dead bolt on the door and proceeded with her chores.
Approximately four hours earlier in the middle of the night, Richard had rolled over onto her and gave her what he called "The best six minutes of her life." She didn't mind having sex with her husband, but sometimes he was a selfish, lazy fuck (At least that's what her friend Molly had called Richard after a firsthand account of his "sexual prowess" over drinks one afternoon.).
Richard was the first and only man she had ever slept with. Debbie loved him dearly but she was dying on the inside. The most creative thing he'd ever come up with sexually, was trying to stuff his fat five inch cock into her rectum one night on their wedding anniversary. This was a thing with Richard that didn't seem to want to go away. He was somewhat of a so-called "ass man".
At the beginning of our marriage he would sometimes tell me how I had an okay looking butt that unfortunately paled in comparison to his previous girlfriend Carmen.
Carmen was a thorn in my side as I felt that I was always being compared to her by my inattentive husband from one moment to the next. She was this rather "street" type girl that Richard had hooked up with at some dumb ass frat party. She was biracial, half white and Columbian bitch with a lithe almost rail thin body offset by the cartoonish wide hips and a humongous basketball sized ass.
Earlier in our marriage I'd encouraged Richard to talk about his past sexual experiences because of some stupid advice I'd received from Molly. She would always talk about how this kept things fresh with her husband Taylor and actually spiced up their sex lives. So after one particularly "satisfying" five minute love session, I'd encouraged Richard into a candid recount of his prior encounter with Carmen.
What in the hell was I thinking?
Richard went on and on about how he had the time of his life banging the shit out of Carmen's supposedly fifty five inch jiggly ass. How doggystyle was the only way to go with an ass that great... How motion ripples flowed across the surface of her ass as he tried his best to pound the shit out of this improbable hook up.
They'd hooked up a few times and Richard being the inexperienced goof he was at that time ended up being led around by the nose until she'd revealed her actual boyfriend to be a jock on the football team.
Richard was devastated, telling me that he'd already been planning the wedding and how he was "ruined for all other women."
Then, he wanted to cuddle.
I felt like a damn fool afterwards and told Molly as much during the following day. Molly laughed her red headed ass off pissing me off even further.
I hate Carmen.
We had never met but for some reason I always felt like she was just around the corner.
Richard didn't make things easy for me in that regard. Only a week ago, I'd discovered a photo of Carmen's monsterish panty clad ass being used as a screen saver on the laptop in his home office. We fought about it for a week before he changed it to his favorite football team or something. In fact I made it a point that I was never going to do "it" doggy style with him again after that. He was pissed, but had no choice in the matter. Our love making sessions had become muted, vanilla affairs after the ban and I guess it's fair to say that we both suffered for it.
It really wasn't fair to Richard to judge him based on a proclivity he'd acquired prior to meeting me. He wasn't all that bad. We met immediately after Carmen had dumped him although I didn't know it at the time. I mistakenly assumed Richard was a shy reserved guy when I was hooked up with him by Molly of all people. She'd actually dated him once or twice, but there was no chemistry there. Richard was very gentlemanly and didn't push things with me regarding sex. I'm from a strict Christian background and sex before marriage was the ultimate taboo. So I told Richard if he was looking for a fuck buddy, he should go somewhere else.
Richard was surprisingly patient, or so I thought until I found him jerking off to that earlier described picture of Carmen's posterior. I was angry and asked him if I was his fucking "beard" or something.
[Beard-Term for a straight person who poses as the partner of a gay / alternate life style individual.]
To my surprise Richard started sobbing and confessed that he was having a hard time after breaking up with his previous girlfriend. It was probably at this moment that I fell in pitiful love with him. He explained that he had become accustomed to having sex regularly because of his prior relationship and couldn't do without.
After internally debating the situation, to my great shame I ended up jerking Richard off in the privacy of his dorm room. I remembered being fascinated at the way his short, fat cock erupted with three geyser- like blasts of cum all over my best blouse. I was a little upset and shied away from it for a week. Honestly I couldn't wait to get my hands on his short cock again. By the following Friday, I was happily tugging away on his meat and had even allowed Richard to remove my blouse. He loved my nice perky 36 C Breasts and I had to threaten to cut off his hand job privileges when he tried to pry my plain stark white brasserie off.
I had to keep him honest somehow.
But he somehow talked me into baring my breasts before the night was over and I have to admit that I loved the way his hands felt on my bare skin. He groped my tits with a boy's curiosity and eagerness almost painfully rolling my fat pink nipples before taking them into his mouth. Loved the way he hungrily suckled them while I instinctively tugged harder on his cock. Richard ended up shooting his creamy jizz all over my jeans, his love seat and the floor.
I was a good girl and cleaned up after him. It was only natural since I was responsible after all. I even had to scold Richard because he continued to sit on the love seat with his "business" in plain sight for anyone to see. He was a good enough sport about it that he waited at least two days before pestering me for release. He unfortunately seemed to be angling for more and I let him know in no uncertain terms that "No meant No" .... What kind of girl did he think I was? I let him know that I wasn't his personal whore!
Richard, good man that he is apologized and I was unnerved to see him reaching under his bed for a dirty magazine.
"What-are you doing Richard?!!" I screamed as he stared in my direction with this goofy, peevish look on his face.
He apologized for making me feel obligated to him and told me that he would "suffer" in private. He even asked me to give him five minutes in the bathroom while he "handled" his business. I foolishly called his bluff telling him that since I had already seen and handled his cock, there was no need for me to leave. He shrugged and sat on the love seat pulling his slacks to his knees. He had the audacity to even reach for some hand lotion and generously lube himself up.
"How dare you Richard!" I yelled visibly turning red at my boyfriend's outlandish behavior. In short we had a mini argument in which I somehow came to see that I was wrong for jacking him off in the first place. I offered to take him to my pastor for guidance, but he took umbrage at me saying that I was just trying to change him. Our spat continued for another five minutes before I agreed to relieve him allegedly for one final time.
What a mistake that was as Richard ultimately tricked me into another steamy exchange as I was soon relieved of my top and lacy brassiere while I feverishly worked my grinning boyfriend's cock with machine like efficiency until screaming, he shot his man goo all over my chest.
The ringing of the house phone shocked me out of my trip down memory lane as I hurried into the kitchen to pick up the uneaten breakfast left behind by Richard. The phone continued ringing unmercifully prompting me to snatch it off the hook in little more than an agitated state.
"HELLO!!"
...no one answered back and there was the unmistakable click of somebody hanging up on the other end.
This ringing of the phone had become a somewhat semi-annual weekly occurrence for the past three weeks. When I'd talked to Molly about it, she'd joked that Richard was probably having an affair. I would vehemently profess my husband's never ending devotion to our marriage while she rolled her eyes over drinks.
But sometimes I wondered...
Just as I was starting to drift off into yet more distant memories, I was suddenly shocked back into the present by the sound of sound of loud rumbling coming up the street outside my home. The noise was enough to rattle the china in its dining room display case. I hurried to one of the side windows and peered out onto the street.
As I pulled the curtain back, I watched a massive semi-truck barrel up the street screeching to a halt at the vacant home next door.
As a member of the home owners association on my block, I was aware that the one story four bed room had been sold recently. I watched in silent awe as a large team of men began to unload the truck and move furniture into the home at a break neck pace. Whoever was moving in apparently had a lot of scratch as the house was made just about ready in less than three hours. There were even two workers servicing the Jacuzzi in the narrow backyard behind the home.
I had managed to continue my watch at the window while going about my usual day cleaning and dusting. Just as the house was nearly ready for its occupant, I watched a dark Lincoln town car pull up to the curb in front of the home.
My new neighbor had arrived and I have to admit that I was excited to finally see who had brought the home next door.
I watched as a woman stepped out of the vehicle surveying the work being done on the home.
She appeared to be an older woman with a fuller figure than mine which filled out her dark navy blue business suit. She had blond, shoulder length hair which seemed to have a generous amount of mousse in it that hung to the tops of her shoulders in a styled manner. I watched as the woman opened her jacket, placing her hands on her generous hips. She had a nice tan going, which made her skin slightly seem to glow. I couldn't tell what color her eyes were as they were covered by a stylish pair of shades.
I watched as one of the workers approached her with what seemed to be a report on the progress of the home. Her body language told me that she was a woman that was used to being in charge. This was a woman that was used to being the center of attention.
"RING!"
I was drawn away from the window by the ringing of the phone again. I answered it and was immediately rewarded with the sound of the phone slamming down the minute I spoke.
When I returned to the window ... My new neighbor was gone.
"RING!" ...the phone alerted me again and I became angry. I was going to get the last word in before whoever that was hung up in my face.
"Who in the HELL is this?!! I'm gonna have this call traced and put your stupid ass in jail!" I was bluffing of course. Richard handled most of the bills and generally took care of me. I have to admit to liking the sheltered homemaker role I had inherited by marrying him. So, I was in the dark as to how to handle something like this prank caller.
"FUCK DEBBIE!!...I was just calling to let you know I'd made it to phoenix okay!!"
It was Richard. He had called to check-in. I immediately apologized for my rude behavior and told him of the prank caller. He seemed somewhat unconcerned and told me he was turning in early before half slamming the phone in my face. I felt remorse and resolved to make it up to him somehow.
Perhaps I would rescind my no-doggie style edict for one night and let him have me provided there was no attempt at anal. Yeah, maybe that would get his engine running. Maybe that would generate a little excitement in our too cold for comfort bedroom. Two hours after that call, I found myself seated in front of the television watching "The Antique Road Show" and dining on a bowl of tomato soup (with a side of garlic bread). Forty five minutes into the show, I decided to turn in early too and switched off the television.
As I was taking my dishes to the sink, I heard some music emanating from outside the house. I was very soft and haunting. There were lyrics sung by some woman which I couldn't make out initially. I wandered over to the window to take a look at my neighbor's home. As I got closer to the side window I could hear the song more clearly and the bass started to boom.
My neighbor's home was dark except for some fluctuating lights coming from one of the bedroom windows. Straining a bit, I could see that the lights were emanating from a professional looking home entertainment system.
I suddenly saw the shadow of my neighbor moving through the home pass the entertainment system. She was heading for her backyard.
I found myself dropping the dishes into the sink and moving to another window facing my neighbor's backyard. I could get a better view of this mysterious woman and her backyard from this window.
I unconsciously pulled the curtain to hide my presence should she stare in my direction.
The woman stepped outside onto her rugged hardwood deck dressed in nothing but a knee length silk looking robe. I was intrigued, noting that the crimson colored robe had a Chinese style dragon embroidered on its surface. The Jacuzzi in the backyard was already going full blast as she tested the water with her foot.
Satisfied with the temperature, my neighbor began to undo the sash on her robe. I noticed an ice bucket with a bottle of wine buried in ice.
"She definitely knows how to relax." I thought as she dropped the robe to the deck.
The woman was nude.
I probably should have stopped looking, but for some reason I kept watching. My neighbor, this older woman was definitely hitting the gym. She had a solid build at five foot seven (An educated guess) and a slight bit of sag around her bronzed arms and lower tummy. Even so, there was the slight hint of well-developed abs and her thick meaty thighs seemed to be packed with muscle. She had very large breasts that appeared to be natural with the slightest bit of sag. I don't know why but I took mental note of her full erect nipples and silver dollar sized dark areolas.
She was clean shaven-down there.
I felt conflicted as I watched my busty and mysterious neighbor slowly lower herself into the water. She didn't have her glasses on and more detail of her features was readily available to me. Her face was very interesting indeed and she was possessed of strong cheek bones that combined with dark eyes, a slightly prominent nose and thin pink lips that seemed to be curved into a barely there smirk as she relaxed.
I watched entranced as my neighbor sat in her Jacuzzi and sipped on her wine. I couldn't help but notice that she had the most exquisite looking wine glasses. Chalk that up to my inner Martha Stewart.
Suddenly I was alerted to another presence as my neighbor's door creaked open. I tugged a little on the curtain to hide myself and watched a nude man walk out on the deck. I recognized him as one of the workers she had spoken with earlier. I felt the blood rush to my cheeks as I stared out at this ruggedly handsome gentleman who apparently was very aroused. He had a very large penis that was certainly bigger than my husband's.
The man who appeared to be in his late twenties appeared to be hesitant and nervous. My neighbor seemed amused at the worker's predicament and casually waved him over. She stood facing him as he stepped into the water and I was given a view of my neighbor's rather large butt. It jutted out naturally from her waist and at it farthest point descended in a straight line melding with her muscular thighs. I noticed two perfect dimples on her wide bronzed ass cheeks. I could even make out a triangular space between her legs.
The worker was a little shaky stepping into the Jacuzzi and she directed him to sit at its edge while handing him a glass of wine.
The music changed to another song really setting the mood. That was some entertainment center my neighbor has. This was a similar song to the first with the only intelligible lyric being the word "lick".
I watched as my neighbor slowly bent over displaying her full cheeks and the peachy looking lips of her vagina. Her head slowly descended into the young man's lap as he let out an audible sigh.
"Wait!!-She's going down on him!" I was suddenly jolted back to reality and backed quickly away from the window feeling ashamed of my voyeuristic activities. I just hurried off to my bedroom and sat on my queen sized mattress in silence.
I was flustered and sweaty, my brown hair slightly matted to my forehead. I am ashamed to say that I had wetness between my legs that had my cotton panties damp. My mind and heart was racing as the image of the coupling of my neighbor and her young lover replayed in my mind. There was slight warmth emanating from within and I noticed the perspiration dampening my brow and beading up under my clothing.
"Wow, things certainly are racy next door." I thought as undid a few buttons on my blouse. I decided to take a quick shower and hit the sheets. The music continued to waft through my home as I grabbed a few towels from the hall closet. I fully intended to go straight to the bathroom, but curiosity got the better of me as I found myself staring out the kitchen window into my neighbor's backyard.
Things had certainly progressed in the roughly ten minutes I'd been away from the window.
My voluptuous neighbor was bent over facing my window as her young stud literally pounded away at her wide butt with wild abandon. I could distinctly hear this man's pelvis smacking into my neighbor's ass and water was splashing everywhere. There was one strange thing that I noticed about this woman.
She had this strange, bored detached look on her face almost as if she was waiting for her stud to get "it" over with. I didn't know what to make of this as I had observed the young guy's package. He was quite hung and seemed to be in very good physical shape. Yet my neighbor was little more than yards away bent over in her hot tub resting her head on her elbows ...waiting.



"Ah fuck baby!! You really got my engine going!! I'm a fuckin' race car in the red baby!!" I almost chuckled from my hiding place in the kitchen. That shit sounded like something you would hear in a porno movie. From my vantage point I could see that my neighbor felt the same way as she reached back and violently shoved the guy against the opposite wall of the hot tub.
He looked puzzled for a moment as my neighbor motioned for him to sit up on the edge of the tub by thumping her fist in the desired spot.
"She certainly doesn't waste words", I thought as I realized that I hadn't heard her speak to her lover once since they began having sex.
The young stud who had the face of a much younger man dutifully sat on the edge of the hot tub as directed and I watched my neighbor sink into the rolling waters up to her shoulders. I was amazed at how aroused he remained as his sizable cock was pointing straight up at his own features. It was so big that even from my vantage point some yards away I could see veins crisscrossing the shaft.
My neighbor's hand enclosed around his shaft somewhat roughly followed by her mouth and she started stroking the guy's cock in a somewhat violent motion. He looked uncomfortable and started to fidget as she failed to give any sign that she noticed or cared.
"Hey, that's kind of hurts you know." He seemed to be cautious of how he spoke to her.
She responded by shoving her small tight lips completely over the entire length of his cock and holding it there for what seemed like an extended period of time.
"Shit lady, you fucking know your business!" The stud chuckled nervously.
I noticed that my neighbor started to rapidly bob her head over the guy's crotch as he flailed about obviously enjoying the sensation. I found myself in awe at my neighbor's prowess in this regard.
"Fuck Baby! Fucking shit I'm gonna cuuummm!!!"
The stud yelled sounding almost in pain at the oral abuse being heaped upon his horse sized cock.
My neighbor had turned her head at an angle facing my window with the stud's shaft parting her lips on one side. The young guy began pumping his hips uncontrollably fucking the outside of her lips.
"Oh, wow!! This shit is fucking-OH!! OH!!!" He cried as copious bursts of his ejaculate flew into the air raining down onto my neighbors head. She stood up in the hot tub and jerked out the remainder of his cum as he squirmed and chimed in an almost falsetto like yell.
Then just as quickly as it began it was over. My neighbor quickly submerged herself into the water and rose seconds later rubbing and cleaning her face.
He bronzed figure was amazing.
The stud seemed unsure of what to do next and attempted to encircle her in his arms. She immediately shoved the guy back with both of her muscular arms. Watching from my window, it almost seemed that she would strike him if he persisted.
"Get the fuck out of here." I finally heard my neighbor speak, although it was more like the snarl of an animal. Her tone was deep and uttered with menace.
"Hey lady, your wish is my fucking command." The stud looked hurt as he hopped out of the hot tub and stormed into her house. I almost felt sorry for the poor guy as I watched my neighbor settle back into the hot tub and refill her glass of wine.
I watched her down the glass of wine as I cautiously shrunk away from the window.
"Hope you enjoyed the show!" My neighbor called out towards my window.
"Shit, she knew I was watching the whole time."
...to be continued.
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Humbert trudged about the library in a bad mood stacking the errant books on his cart that had been left behind by the inconsiderate students of Maplewood High School. The thin, lanky nerd was in his last year of high school and worked the closing shift of the library. It was one of two jobs the teen had been working to save up for a trip out of state to a comic book convention on the west coast. There were rumors that scenes from the new avenger's movie would be displayed in one of the panels. He was finally going to enter the big cosplay convention as one of his favorite comic strip characters; Dilbert. He was sure he would be a shoe-In for the 250.00 prize.
Humbert's thoughts were interrupted by loud laughter and constant chatter.
The nerd turned his attention towards a long table near the back window where two very attractive women sat. He immediately recognized the head cheerleader Melissa and her BFF Leslie. A chill ran up the teen's back as he realized the women were looking directly in his direction.
Melissa a.k.a Red as she was known for her wild mane of red hair was feared across campus because of her explosive temper, martial arts prowess and the fact that she was the sheriff's daughter. She had been in at least ten fights this year with both boys and girls. It was known that several lawsuits had been averted by her father and that she could do no wrong in his eyes. Red seemed to operate with impunity in the very small town of Maplewood.
Leslie was an impossibly stacked brunette endorsed everything her friend did with unwavering loyalty. She was known to be indifferent towards all of the guys at school who endlessly chased after her in futile attempts to bed the elusive beauty. There were rumors that Leslie and Red were lovers, but no one took these stories seriously. Leslie had a perfect hour glass figure and was just a shade less attractive than Red.
Humbert noticed that Red was waving him over with a wide grin on her face.
"What?" Humbert was confused because he had been a classmate with the girls for the past three years and they'd never noticed him before. He found his pulse quickening as he slowly approached the two women.
"Yeah?" He asked coming to a stop a few feet in front of the table they were seated at. He felt anxious and like he was on display for the undisputed queens of Maplewood High.
"Hey...You're a virgin right?" Red asked plainly.
"What?" He was flabbergasted at the question. She hadn't even the decency to acknowledge that she knew his name.
"You're a fucking virgin aren't you dim bulb?" She asked again as Leslie started snickering.
"No!!!" Humbert blurted out embarrassed as both girls exploded in witch like cackling. After a few moments Red composed herself and regarded the nervous teen in front of her that was beginning to visibly sweat under their intense scrutiny.
"Now who lost their mind and actually fucked you?" Red asked before breaking into laughter with her friend. Humbert found himself growing angry and he clenched his fists to keep from yelling.
"Stop fucking with him Red." Leslie laughed her large breasts shaking under the beige sleeveless t-shirt she was wearing. Leslie's tits were so large on her thin frame that she had actually cut a V-neck into the material to be able to slide the fabric over her head.
"I'm not doing anything to this puss. He's standing here telling us that somebody has actually fucked him." Red laughed.
"Oh come on Red, stop fucking with the boy. You know he's a fag." Leslie laughed.
Humbert lost it at this point and slammed his small fists on the tabletop startling the two women.
"FUCK YOU BOTH!!" He yelled at the top of his lungs before stalking off back towards the front counter.
Red and Leslie stared after him in complete silence.
Humbert began to put away the countless books and DVDs that his co-workers and peers had left behind. He had begun to feel really good about himself for putting the two hottest girls in school in their rightful place. The library had thinned out as he worked and he would soon be announcing the imminent building closing over the p.a. system.
Then he noticed it.
Red and Leslie were still at the table sitting in silence with their I-Phones and tapping away on their personal devices. He noticed Red intermittently glancing in his direction. Humbert shrugged it off as he picked up the phone at the front counter and made the announcement over the p.a. system. The few students remaining in the library trudged up to the counter and checked out of the library.
Leslie and Red slowly got up and casually approached the counter. Humbert couldn't help but be awed at the appearance of these two women. Actually walking side by side he noticed the extreme difference in bust size between the two girls. Red was almost flat chested a perky set of B-Cups encased in a black wife beater with a Slayer logo emblazoned on the chest. He took notice of the wide, curvy hips in form fitting leggings with a blue jean print that ended at her studded cowboy boots.
By the time he looked over at Leslie's more rounded "black girl" hips wrapped tightly in a jean miniskirt with her matching boots like her BFF, the girls were at the front counter looking him directly in the eye.
"What do you two want?" He questioned unconsciously controlling his tone.
Both of the girls had a rather contrite expression on their faces as Leslie began to speak.
"Hey man we just wanted to apologize for being total dicks earlier." Leslie leaned forward a bit scanning Humbert's eyes for any reaction.
"Yeah, we were so fucking out of line dude." Red added.
"Oh, it's okay guys. You were just teasing me a bit." Humbert felt his heart soften.
Leslie suddenly reached down and pulled the helm of her t-shirt up causing her large, fat pendulous breasts to fall free literally hitting the cold counter top. Her rather large areolas were puffy and the pencil eraser sized nipples were fully erect.
"That's teasing you dork." Red laughed and before Humbert could respond; her fist was flying at Mach speed across the counter and colliding with his large nose smashing it against his face.
Humbert found himself being hurled back into a stack of books and DVDS knocking them over with the impact of his toppling body. He was completely dazed and tried to recover himself as he noticed with horror that Red was hopping over the counter like a cowboy jumping off of a horse.
"Fuck!!" He cried out as the redhead took three large steps closing the distance between them and planting her heeled boot into his chest with enough impact to send his head into the tiled floor.
Before he knew what was happening, Red had ripped the library keychain from his belt and tossed it to Leslie who ran to the library doors and locked the building. Red immobilized Humbert with both of her knees in the small of his back as he struggled to toss the girl off. She was kneeling upright on the back of the nerd as he screamed and flailed about.
Leslie joined her friend behind the counter and ran to the wall switching off most of the lights in the library.
Red had leaned forward on top of the prone teen and mercilessly pounded away at his ribs while screaming into his ear with every thrust of her fist.
"Where's the fucking tape?!!" She screamed.
"What?!! Ooww!! I don't know what you're talking about!! Get the fuck off me!!" Red balled her fist up around Humbert's ear and whispered quite plainly..."The surveillance tapes douche. I saw the cameras on the wall bitch." She followed this up with two more punches to his ribs.
"It's under the counter... [Punch]...On the bottom shelf!!" Humbert cried out. He heard Leslie rummage through the magazines on the bottom shelf.
"Got it!!" She yelled as she popped the VHS tape out with a sigh of relief.
"Hey babe you were absolutely right about the school being too cheap to have an updated security system." Leslie leaned against the counter weighing the tape cassette in her small hand.
"Okay!!! Just take the money and leave!!" Humbert cried out as Red dug her knees into his back.
"Hey asshole, we're not thieves!!" Red slapped her palm against the back of his scrawny neck and then followed her actions up by raking her nails across his tender flesh causing the nerd to yelp.
"Oowww!! What the FUCK do you FUCKING WANT?!!" Humbert screamed!!
Red slowly got off the frightened teen and stood back as he turned over into a sitting position and looked up at his two captors.
"Do you think we're pretty?" Red asked battling her eyelashes for effect and smiling innocently.
"ARE YOU SERIOUS?!!" Humbert yelled.
Red suddenly launched her foot into his chin in a punting motion nearly knocking the teen unconscious. Humbert hiccupped on his blood and struggled to catch his breath as Red used her foot to right him into a sitting position once more.
"Do you think we're pretty?" She asked politely again.
Humbert nodded his head and gurgled out half whispering "Yes." He began to shake uncontrollably as both women cracked smiles that soon became wide grins.
"Good boy." Leslie encouraged as Red seemed to turn her attention to the rows and rows of books stocked in the rear of the store. She wandered further away as Humbert turned his attention to Leslie.
"Well, what have you got to say for yourself?" Leslie asked
"W-What?" Humbert's eyes briefly looked over at Red as she knocked a few books to the floor.
"Where do you get off talking to us like you did asshole?" Leslie questioned the nervous teen whose eyes continued to wander over to the redhead peering at him from the opposite side of the rows of shelves in the back area. She was slowly moving back towards him with a serene smile on her face.
"I-I'm very sorry." Humbert apologized still shivering.
"And you should be shit bird. You-my friend are the weak and me and Leslie, well we are the strong. You don't get to have a feel good moment with us. You "really" shouldn't try to stand up to bullies Hum-Bert." Red taunted him from behind the aisle peering down at him like an animal.
"This ain't a fucking movie Hum-Bert ...and you don't get to have a happy ending douche." Leslie added.
"Look I'm so sorry for uh, being out of line." He stammered.
"And you should be nerd boy, because now you're going to have to pay the piper." Red tipped over a few more books that landed near the frightened teen.
"What do you want me to do?"
"I want-I want you to get your bony ass up off the floor and try to act like a REAL MAN." Red had made it back and stood less than a foot away watching her victim slowly gather himself and stand before her.
"Hey one question Hum-Bert."
"Yeah?"
"Which one of us is prettier?" Leslie asked. He looked from one girl to the other unsure of how to answer. Red was the more attractive of the two face wise with an oval shape to her features, intense almost luminescent green eyes and full pouty lips. She had a small smattering of freckles across her cheeks and thin nose. Leslie had strong slightly masculine features with piercing hazel hues eyes, somewhat prominent nose and thin lips. For some reason, Humbert noticed Leslie's strong eyebrows that looked almost penciled on and gave Leslie a predatory look all her own.
"Well, what's your answer?" Leslie had her arms folded across her large chest as she waited for an answer.
"Uh, you're both equally beautiful."
He was immediately slapped hard by Red as Leslie shook her head with a grin.
"No, no, no ...Now Humbert, you shouldn't lie to us because everybody knows that Red is the prettiest girl on campus. Fuck, she's the prettiest girl in town dinkleberry."
"S-Sorry." He apologized looking down at his feet. Red reached out causing the teen to flinch.
"Relax bitch. We're just talking now." She assured.
"Okay Melissa." He realized his mistake just as the words left his mouth and received another devastating punch to his right eye. He doubled over cradling his eye with his hands. Red followed this action by launching another kick into the nerd's temple sending him to the floor on his side.
"Don't you ever say my name again you fucking piece of shit!!"
Humbert's sobbing filled the empty, dark library echoing off the walls. Leslie and Red shot each other satisfied glances as they watched Humbert wallow in self-pity and shame.
"GET UP!!" Red snapped at her victim.
He managed to pull himself up to his feet.
"We're going to ask you one more question before we punish you Hum-Bert." Leslie laughed.
"You better not fucking lie to us this time shit bird." Red warned.
"Uh, okay."
He was shocked as both girls suddenly removed their shirts baring their breasts. His mind was doing flip flops as he stared first at Leslie's luscious tits, slightly sun baked tan mountains topped with the afore mentioned puffy areolas and thick nipples. He didn't know why this was happening to him as he looked over at Red's small, cute alabaster tits jutting out perfectly from her chest topped with small dime sized pinkish areola and pert nipples.
Both girls were smiling from ear to ear at his confusion and apparent arousal as his khaki cargo pants were tented by his erection.
"Which one of us has the biggest tits?" Leslie asked.
"Uh, well... I uh can't." He fumbled for words as the sweat beaded up on his forehead.
"It's not a trick question. Now answer the question bitch." Red yelled, annoyed at his hesitation.
"Leslie."
Leslie folded one of her arms across her massive chest and slapped the nerd hard across the face while Red laughed remaining bare chested.
"Pervert!" Red continued laughing as Leslie pulled her shirt back on.
"Okay dick weed...We want to see your cock." Leslie ordered.
"Yeah, while we were waiting to kick your ass, my girl here bet me that you had a small little pinky sized dick." Red remained bare chested seemingly non-pulsed by her topless state.
Humbert fumbled with the belt to pants slowly undoing the belt and sliding his khakis down with his boxers to reveal his slightly above average blessing. He didn't want to risk angering the girls again.
"Well, well, well Hum-Bert. What a nice long cock you have there." Red eyes widened at the sight of his semi-erect member.
"Pull those pants down further. As a matter of fact, take 'em all the fucking way off." She ordered.
He complied letting his pants slide to the floor and kicking them off to stand completely bottomless in front of the two girls.
"Looks like he likes you Leslie." Red taunted her friend who looked seriously annoyed.
"You're the one standing here with your tits out."
"Yeah, but he's been burning a hole in your chubby tits all day bitch." Red countered.
"Fuck you Red." Leslie actually looked disgusted and turned her head away from Humbert.
"Hey asshole, which one of us would you rather fuck?"
"Please." He begged knowing that there probably was no right answer to this question.
"Which one of us would you rather fuck?!!"
"Leslie." His head swung down towards the floor as he tensed up expecting a blow.
Leslie immediately responded by kicking him in the balls. Humbert screamed in pain sure that his testicles had been smashed to oblivion. Red whispered in her friend's ear staring down at their victim. Both girls bumped fists and smiled to each other.
"On your feet." She ordered.
"PLEASE, I'VE HAD ENOUGH!! PLEASE STOP HURTING ME!!!"
"Get-the-FUCK-up...RIGHT NOW!!!" He managed to get to his feet with help from the doorway to the back room.
"Now, I want you to lean up against that wall and shut the fuck up Hum-Bert. If you make even one peep, we'll spend the rest of the night taking turns kicking you in balls until they fall off and roll across the got-damn floor." Red's tone and intent were crystal clear.
Humbert complied leaning against the door frame causing his shriveled penis to jut outward towards the girls.
"You got five minutes bitch." Leslie said looking at her watch.
Humbert was astonished to say the least as the redhead kneeled in front of him staring directly at his cock. He began to tremble again as she brought her face closer to his cock seemingly examining it.
Red suddenly took it into her mouth in one voracious gulp and began giving Humbert an extremely sloppy blow job...no hands using only her neck and hips to swivel about on his meat. Leslie stared at her watch and looked bored while her BFF was working over the lanky nerd's cock with wild fervor and lustful hunger.
Saliva and precum began to run from her mouth in disgusting webs soiling her chest and dripping onto the floor. Humbert did his best to be silent but a few moans began to escape his lips.
"You are such a whore." Leslie was definitely disgusted.
Humbert could feel himself getting ready to cum but he didn't know if he should tell or signal Red somehow. She was really getting into the blowjob and had begun massaging his balls and lightly jerking his vein crossed cock with savage efficiency.
"One minute Red." Leslie checked her watch again. He didn't know why the brunette bombshell was calling time on his blowjob, but he knew it couldn't be good news for him.
Red began violently jerking his cock and licking the fat mushroom head of his organ and his hips started to involuntarily respond humping into the girl's plump, wet lips.
He was about to cum...
"Time!" Leslie yelled with a smile on her face as Red completely stopped blowing him and jumped to her feet directing her anger towards her friend.
"YOU CHEATED BITCH!!!" Red yelled at the top of her lungs and Humbert even thought that the women would come to blows.
"You know the rules cunt!! If you forfeit, that lovely car of yours is all mine!" Leslie waved her finger in front of her BFF'S freckled face.
The redhead turned her attention to Humbert, rage reading across her face as she began a slow boil. Red suddenly kicked off her boots and hooked her thumbs into her leggings drawing them down to reveal her perfect legs. She completely removed them kicking them over towards his own discarded pants. Now Red stood before him in what appeared to be an extremely small pair of black bikini panties that were so tight they appeared to be painted onto her body.
"Don't say one word...Not one fucking word dickwad."
Humbert watched in amazement as Red got down on all fours and turned her perfect tear drop shaped butt towards him. She casually reached back with one hand pulling her panties to the side.
"Fuck my ass nerd." Red ordered.
Humbert didn't know what to make of the situation as Leslie grinned and motioned for him to comply with Red's order.
"GET THE FUCK OVER HERE!!" He jumped and ran to the kneeling woman looking down at the perfect heart shaped ass before him. He grasped her small waist but immediately took his hands away not knowing if she preferred to be taken in that manner. His hands briefly grasped her juicy, narrow buttocks.
"Squat down and stick the head of your cock inside my asshole. I'll take it from there fucker."
He pressed his cockhead against the cleft of her buoyant ass cheeks running his cock along the crevice for a few seconds and luxuriating in the soft, slightly sweaty pale skin. Red's manicured and delicate fingers reached back drawing one of her cheeks apart exposing her brown eye. Humbert's breathing intensified as he gingerly poked the very tip of his penis against the crinkly brown star.
He glanced towards Leslie noticing that her level of interest had changed considerably. He could see her massive chest heaving and her nostrils seemed to be flaring.
Red surprised him by slamming her butt backwards and taking his complete length in one urgent motion.



"FUUUCK!!" Red moaned as she began fucking herself on Humbert's engorged cock, pulling herself slowly forward only to ram herself back as hard as she could. He watched her pale, white butt slide along the length of his cock and began to fidget a little wanting to grab her curvy hips and drive his prick into her asshole with all he had.
"How's about a little help Hum-Bert?" Red wiggled her bubble butt on his cock for emphasis. She had this way of twerking at the hips that put pressure on his cock from just below the head of his penis in a massaging motion. He couldn't help himself as he dug his fingers into the widest part of her fleshy hips and started ramming himself home as hard as he could.
"YEEEAHH!! That's EXACTLY what the FUUUUCK I'm talking about HUUUM-BERT!!" Red encouraged as she continued pounding herself backward into his pelvis.
Leslie had begun sweating profusely and fondling one of her tits through the material of her t-shirt.
"Pull my hair HHUUUM-BERT!!" Red was in ecstasy as the nerd began bottoming out in her asshole in a herky jerky motion. He had all but forgotten the copious abuse heaped on him by these two cheerleaders as he grabbed a fistful of Red's wild mane twisting it around his fist and pumping even harder.
"OOOHHH!!! OH FUCK!!! OOOOHH!!! FUUUCK ME YOU BITCH!!! WRECK MY TIGHT ASSHOLE WITH YOUR COCK!!! Red had started to orgasm and was beginning to violently shake and sob. Tears had begun to ruin her carefully applied mascara.
Leslie at this point was openly fingering herself in tandem to the debauched sight in front of her. One of her hands was on an exposed breast rolling the nipple and the horny girl had pulled up the front of her skirt, yanked her panties aside to rub her clit with abandon.
"OOOOH FUUUCK!!! I'M GONNA CUUUUM!! I'M GONNA CUM ON THIS NERD'S COCK!!!" Red had raised her upper torso up and was basically standing on her knees pounding herself into Humbert and shaking even more violently.
Leslie had shoved three fingers inside her shaved cunt and was finger banging herself in tandem with the fucking occurring in front of her. Her brown locks were matted to her head and drenched in sweat.
Red collapsed on her taunt, toned belly taking the lanky teen with her to the tiled floor. Humbert flopped around on top of the redhead driving his cock into her as hard as he could. He began trembling and jerking on top of this beautiful wild creature beneath him, his climax fast approaching.
"I'm gonna cum." He half whispered into her ear, his speech slurred and drool running from his mouth onto her cheek.
"Cum motherfucker...Cum in my fuckin' AAAASSSHHOOOLE!!!" The orgasm finally claimed the teen and she began vibrating and shaking like a woman possessed.
"FUUUCKK!!" Humbert began filling the redhead's rectum to capacity with his semen, some of it spouting out of her juicy ass and blanketing her cheeks.
He sat back on his haunches and jerked the rest of his seed onto the delectable derriere of his former tormentor before collapsing into a sitting position on his naked ass.
Red was motionless on the floor face down in a pool of her own bodily fluids and intermingled sweat.
Humbert sat breathing heavily, his bruised features still smarting and his spent cock feeling like it had been put inside a blender. His chest was raw and he could barely move.
"Please."
He looked over to find Leslie staring at him with a forlorn look in her eyes. Her fingers were still frantically working on her pussy as she looked to be on the verge of tears.
"Please help me, I can't cum." Leslie pleaded, her chest heaving as she continued rubbing on her clit.
"Wh-What do you want me to do?" He asked.
"Eat me." Leslie breathed as she grabbed a handful of his hair driving his face into her exposed crotch. Humbert began to lap along the puffy shaved lips of her vagina sticking his tongue in after a few moments. Leslie tightened her grip on his head digging her nails into his scalp.
"UH-UH, LICK MY CLIT ...HARDER!!" She cried as his movements began to affect the young woman. He began to use his tongue like a scoop dipping between her lower lips and rolling across her button.
"Fuck." Leslie whispered and began humping her voluptuous hips against the nerd's wet face. He couldn't believe this was happening to him as he had worked his chin deeper into her crotch and started jerking his head from side to side causing more pressure to be placed on Leslie's clit.
"OOoooh." She whispered radically different from Red who had begun to stir on the floor. Red was like a wild animal screaming and thrashing about whereas Leslie seemed to always be holding something inside hidden away.
Leslie leaned back against the counter lovingly cradling the back of Humbert's head with one hand and fondling her tit with the other. She squeezed her eyes shut as she rolled her engorged nipple.
"Oh yeah baby, that's so fucking good. Lick my pussy clean fag." Her lust filled words stung a bit, but he was determined to get the stacked cheerleader off.
"Suck that dirty pussy; lick me like you lick your mother you douche." Leslie continued lost in euphoria. Humbert rankled at the insults attempting to draw his head away from the teen's vagina.
"Now, now now pencil dick." Leslie cautioned humping herself onto his tongue somewhat rougher. Red was laying on her stomach with a satisfied smile. Humbert chaffed at the insults, but went into survival mode and reached up cupping Leslie's juicy black girl type ass; kneading her cheeks.
Leslie violently shoved him away with her foot sending the nerd tumbling.
"ASSHOLE!!! DON'T YOU EVER TOUCH ME!!!" Leslie shrieked at the top of lungs like a banshee. She appeared to be in a fit of disgust shaking and trembling, running her hands through her brown locks.
"I'M REALLY SORRY LESLIE!! I DIDN'T MEAN ANYTHING BY IT!!" He pleaded looking towards Red who was snapped out of her post orgasmic phase, her features returning to their normal angry countenance.
Leslie looked as if she would burst into tears at any moment. She seemed to have truly been disgusted by his touch. The tears began to slowly run down her cheeks mixed with her own mascara. Red had managed to get to her feet and cradled her BFF in her arms. The women talked in a whisper for a few moments before turning their attention to Humbert.
"I'm really sorry." He half pleaded not knowing what to make of the developing situation.
"Hey it's alright Hum-Bert. You just got caught up right?" Red grinned in his direction.
"Yeah."
"I mean look at her [Motioning towards Leslie.]. Who wouldn't want to fuck the hell out of all that right?" Leslie was still averting her eyes away from Humbert.
"Yeah."
"Humbert...Do you want to fuck Leslie right now?" Red asked the floored teen.
"I don't think that would be a good idea Red." He attempted to take Leslie's feelings into consideration.
Red responded by slapping him hard across the face.
"I DIDN'T ASK YOU WHAT YOU THINK!! I ASKED YOU IF YOU WANTED SOME OF HER GOOD PUSSY YOU BALL-LESS CUNT!!" Red raged as he cowered on the tiled floor.
He glanced over at Leslie and was shocked to see her stripping off her shirt and shimmying out of her mini skirt revealing a light blue pair of panties. Her tanned, toned thighs caused an instant rock-hard erection. She seemed to have a slightly bronzed tint to her complexion and appeared as a sculpted goddess... He was in awe of the woman before him.
"Are you gonna fuck me Hum-Bert?" she asked cupping her small hands under her breasts and continuously rolling her nipples.
"Well, I'd like to if you'd let me."
"Well, uhm okay Humbert. But you'll have to do it my way of course." Leslie had stopped trembling and he could swear the beginnings of a smile were reading across her thin lips.
"You wouldn't have a problem with that, would you boy?" Red chimed in with an inviting smile of her own.
"Uh, no I don't think so."
Both girls suddenly clapped and simultaneously yelled "Hoo-Ray!!" Humbert felt a twinge of apprehension really not knowing what he was getting himself into. Before he could consider it further, Red had wrapped her arms around him and began passionately kissing him and softly stroking his cock.
Before long the confused teen found himself spooning with Red in an intense exchange not knowing what would come next. He was determined to just get it over with and boiling over with conflicted emotion. These women had repeatedly assaulted him and Red had given her juicy ass to him.
He'd lost his virginity to one of the meanest bitches in Maplewood county and now, he was about to fuck one of the most unobtainable women in his high school.
How weird was that? Humbert thought as Red pressed her lovely lips onto his and worked her tongue into his mouth. She seemed to be insatiable when aroused and was pressing her hot body against his forcing him onto his back.
Leslie was suddenly hovering over him mere inches from his face, her slightly pendulous breasts just aching for his touch. She stared intently into his eyes with a look that was one part curiosity, two parts predator.
"You're so pretty." Leslie complimented him following her words up with an extremely light peck on the lips. He could feel Leslie's fingers around his cock in tandem with her friend's own skilled digits. He moaned and humped up into their hands desperately trying to get himself off.
"You're a pretty little bitch." Leslie casually taunted bringing her lips close to his and kissing her BFF at the last moment. Humbert watched as the two girls made out while softly stroking his cock enough to keep him on the verge of climax, denying him the chance to cum.
He could feel both girls' breasts rubbing up against his own chest as they continued to make out over him. Red continued to stroke his penis while Leslie fondled his balls. Her finger occasionally drifted near his brown eye and he would squirm from the sensation.
He began to notice that one of the girl's hands seemed to linger and press against his asshole.
"Hey, what are you doing down there?" Humbert began to feel threatened as he twitched involuntarily when he felt a finger push against his brown eye.
"Sssshhh baby, just chill the fuck out because you're gonna love this." Red cautioned with her trademark snarl. He began to move about none the less as Red and Leslie became a little more forceful in pinning him down.
"What the fuck are you guys doing?!!" He continued to panic when he felt the finger breach his asshole and twirl about.
"Oh so you're going to make trouble again?" Red accused as she straddled his chest pinning him down under her nude body.
"Stop moving around douche!! He realized that Leslie was the culprit assaulting his back door feeling a second finger breach his ass. Leslie slowly began to move her fingers in and out of him with a rising cadence of activity.
"Humbert, you need to relax. Struggling is only gonna make it worse." Red warned as he squawked at the sensation of a third finger in his anus.
"No ...don't do this!" He begged as the raw burning sensation in his ass increased exponentially. Red mashed her hand over his mouth and started violently working his cock over like she wanted to jerk it off.
"But you said we could. You agreed to this!"
"No!! I didn't agree to this!" Humbert pleaded.
"Yes-you did Humbert. You "said" you would do it Leslie's way and now you want to go back on your word."
"I didn't know she was going to mess with my butt Red."
"You didn't ask Hum-Bert." She unexpectedly rose and stepped to the side allowing the teen to finally sit up. Leslie had already removed her fingers from his anus and was slowly rising as well.
Both girls just stared at him in silence, seemingly doing a slow burn.
"I didn't know...I DIDN'T KNOW!!" He snatched up his pants but didn't put them on. He just held them in front of him staring back at the cheerleaders.
"I didn't know you were going to rape me either Hum-Bert." Red folded her arms across her small bust, still naked as the day she was born.
"WHAT?!!"
"You locked yourself in here with us and forced us to strip, and then you fucked my ass raw as I-uh, begged for my life." Red said casually.
"THAT'S NOT WHAT HAPPENED!!"
"Yeah it did baby. You raped the fuck out of Melissa. I saw the way you took her like an animal!! You tore her asshole up with that "big cock" of yours shit stain!!" Leslie added to the emerging story.
"Why'd you rape me Humbert Jenkins of 2345 Oak Street?" Fear began to claim him as he realized that Red knew exactly where he lived. He began to hyper ventilate and tremble.
"You fucking pervert!! YOU RAPED MY BEST FRIEND!!" Leslie suddenly shouted jarring the teen even further.
"I'll never be the same again Humbert Jenkins. What if somebody did that to your mother Hum-Bert ...What if somebody fucked Laura Jenkins up her old, tired asshole?" Red laughed as the nerd dropped to his knees holding his head.
"You know Melissa's dad is the sheriff of Maplewood Hum-Bert." Leslie reminded him.
"My daddy loves me Humbert."
"Please." He whispered.
"My daddy worships the ground I walk on bitch. Daddy's gonna flip when he finds out how you ASSAULTED me HUM-BERT." Red taunted the shrinking nerd.
"Oh yeah, he's probably gonna BLOW YOUR UGLY HEAD OFF with his twelve gauge." Leslie laughed as tears ran down Humbert's cheeks in torrents. He was defeated and he knew it.
"I watch that CSI show and I know that after I go to the hospital and get a rape kit done...Well, you're so fucked when they get all that incriminating cum out of my gaped asshole. Know what I'm talking about Humbert? They call that shit, uhm DNA! Right Humbert?" Red dropped her hands from her chest and stood there looking down at her victim with her hands on her hips.
"You're gonna wish that two hotties were pegging your corn hole when your cell mate's BIG, BLACK COCK SHOOTS RIGHT UP YOUR ASSHOLE HUM-BERT!!" Leslie was really getting into the scenario.
Humbert fell forward on his hands sobbing openly as the girls stopped taunting him and watched amused as he cried his eyes out.
"Please, forgive me...Forgive me for going back on my word and breaking my promise."
The two cheerleaders stood there taking it all in as their victim sobbed at their feet.
"Hey, hey bitch... [He looks up at Red.] It ain't the end of the world."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah baby, you can keep your promise and then, well this all goes away Humbert." Red assured him.
"Yeah, it's not even gonna hurt that much either." Leslie tried to sound positive.
"Really?" His words were slightly slurred from sniffling and crying.
"Yeah. We're going to be real gentle and treat you like a little princess Humbert."
Leslie had her purse on the counter and was removing what appeared to be some sort of leather harness that she began strapping around her waist and between her legs. Humbert began shaking in fear and loudly half breathing, half hiccupping. Red lightly ran her fingers through his hair silently getting off on the fear coursing through Humbert's body.
"Hey calm down little guy, I'm going to be here every step of the way."
"Really, you will?" He looked up into her pretty face finding a look of compassion and empathy.
Red directed his attention over to Leslie who was at that moment pulling a long banana shaped dildo from her purse. The stacked hottie actually held it up modeling it before the nerd's wide saucer shaped eyes.
"See, it's not that bad Humbert. You only have to take it until she gets off and trust me, it 'll probably be less than five minutes."
"H-How's she supposed to get off from sticking that "thing" up my butt?" Both girls looked at each other and smiled at his question.
"You see that belt thingie around Leslie's fat hips?"
"Yeah."
"Well in the crotch of that harness is a fitted piece of plastic that rubs up against her clit while she's fucking someone with it and trust me when I say this Humbert...she'll have one mind-fucking-orgasm while she's pegging your tight hole."
He flinched at the last part of that sentence as he watched Leslie attach the dildo to the crotch of the harness by screwing it into place. She began kneading her large breasts and staring in his direction with a toothsome grin.
"I-I think it's gonna hurt." He was starting to get visibly nervous as the brunette approached him.
"You're not backing out are you?" The tender inflection in Red's voice started to change a bit.
"Nuh-no...I just think it's gonna hurt. A lot." He was trembling again.
"Now why don't you just let me worry about that Humbert. Turn around on your hands and knees." He complied slowly turning his back and hairy ass towards Leslie. He was shocked when he suddenly found the dildo staring him in the face and looked up at an expectant Leslie.
"I forgot to bring some lube. Could you help me out with this?" Inwardly he was pissed that this cunt actually wanted him to suck the dildo she was going to shove up his ass, but at this point he was just in survival mode. He began sucking on the first five inches of the dildo for a few moments. Leslie grabbed the back of his head and shoved the rest of it into his throat.
"Yeeah bitch, suck my dick...Gag on that cock." She actually sounded like she was getting off on humiliating him. He peered out the corner of his eye to see Red surveying the scene with this incredulous look on her face.
"Don't look at me bitch, look up at her. You look into her fucking eyes when you suck her cock Hum-Bert." He hated the way the two girls intentionally mispronounced his name. He looked up at Leslie who had begun roughly humping his mouth.
Red had begun to pull her leggings on and was checking her phone. She snapped a few pictures with her phone when he wasn't looking. Leslie had begun to gag him and saliva was freely running from his mouth in disgusting webs as choking sounds erupted from his throat. A couple of times she pinched his nose forcing him to open his mouth wider.
"You're a natural cocksucker Humbert. You could give lessons." Leslie complimented as she pulled the soaked toy from his mouth. His jaw was actually sore from sucking on the sex toy. He was extremely nervous as the stacked brunette got behind him and he felt her hands on his hips.
"Hey, hey baby boy. Don't worry cause Red's gonna take care of you." The redhead planted a light kiss on his forehead.
"You-said it's not really gonna hurt that much, right?" He asked again just needing to hear the lie once more. Red reached out and cupped his cheeks in her small hands as he felt Leslie fingers pulling his ass cheeks wide apart with greedy fingers.
"I lied." She said with a quick smile.
There was an audible "pop" as the toy pierced his O Ring.
Humbert screamed at the top of his lungs as the dildo was shoved violently into his rectum with as much force as the cheerleader could manage.
"AAAAHHHHH!!! GET THAT FUCKING THING OUT OF MY ASS!!!" But the brunette would not be swayed as she wildly slammed herself into the lanky teen. Red marveled at the apparent joy of Leslie as she happily watched her friend fuck the dog shit out of the teen.
"FUCK YEAH!!!" Leslie dug her well-manicured nails into the flesh of his waist and steadied herself as she began pounding his ass with strong measured strokes. The plastic nub on her end of the toy was nudged violently into her own clit and she began to fill an orgasm slowly start to build.
"IT FUCKING HURTS SOOO BAAD!!!" He tried to buck the thick teen off, but she positioned herself over him locking herself into place with her muscular thighs.
The scene was starting to get to Red as drool started to run down her lips. She rubbed her cunt through her leggings as Leslie took Humbert froggy style. His cries escalated alarming the redhead out of her stupor and she quickly grasped his wrists looking directly in his tear filled eyes.



"Come on Humbert...Don't give up on us now baby. Just focus on me Humbert. Just look into my eyes baby." She was also kneeling on all fours holding him in place for her partner in crime as he looked terrified into her eyes.
"She's almost there...You're almost across the finish line. Just keep looking into my eyes Humbert."
He couldn't stand the sight of the beautiful redhead anymore and buried his head into the floor and went into survival mode. The toy began to bump into his prostate sending strange sensations through his body and although he tried his best to fight it, he was soon sporting a rock hard erection. Tears ran onto the tiled floor as his body betrayed him."
"Uh oh, I think he's starting to like it Leslie." Red noticed the tumescence of their victim and reached out stroking it with the tips of her fingers.
"NO!! ...you're making me!" Humbert denied.
"The body doesn't lie nerd boy. You're rock hard from having your shit hole stuffed." Red laughed.
"I-I don't want this!!" He screamed as Leslie continued pumping him with military precision and unadulterated glee. Red had started stroking his cock harder in time with her BFF's thrusts.
"Cum for us Hum-Bert." Red cooed into his ear following this statement up by nipping his ear with her perfect teeth.
"NO!"
"Don't be a douche, come on and bust that nut for us Humbert." Red continued as she jacked him even harder. Her hand was enhancing the feeling of the dildo slamming against his prostrate and he tried to hump her hand. The girls mistook his motion as an endorsement of their actions. Leslie let go of his hips and watched along with her friend in amusement as the nerd rocked his pelvis back and forth against her plastic cock.
"Yeah fuck that big dick biatch." Leslie laughed as Red got some video on her phone while her friend made silly faces and threw up heavy metal finger signs.
Humbert was huffing, half out of breath and crying. Red sighed loudly annoyed by his actions and reached under his lanky body grasping his cock.
"You're such a drama queen Hum-Bert." She then proceeded to milk numerous ropes of ejaculate onto the tiled floor as he screamed in agony, relief and complete humiliation while the girls laughed.
His asshole was completely gaped, the circumference of a golf ball.
Red snapped a few photos of this as well as Humbert looked over his shoulder at her. He said nothing and simply hung his head defeated as the girls dressed chattering with one another the whole time. He noticed Leslie stuffing the surveillance tape into her purse. He attempted to sit but found it impossible due to the pain. He found blood on his fingertips when he tried to gauge the damage to his sphincter.
"Hey." Red addressed him with a whimsical smile on her face.
"Yes?"
"You want a ride home?" Both of the women stood there waiting for his answer.
"No, I'm okay. Thanks." He looked down at the floor afraid to meet their eyes and completely defeated.
"You're getting a ride Humbert." Red sounded deadly serious.
"Hurry up its two in the fucking morning and we have tryouts tomorrow." Leslie sounded impatient as he slowly pulled his clothes on over his aching body. The cheerleaders casually talked about moderating the cheerleading tryouts while keeping a cautious eye on Humbert.
Fifteen minutes later, Humbert found himself sitting in the back seat of Red's Camaro as the girls drove him home. Leslie had noticed the bleeding from his rectum and forced the nerd to stuff a butt plug into his anus so that Red's seats wouldn't be stained.
He just wanted to get home and put this experience behind him...forever.
The girls pulled into a dairy queen and actually bought Humbert a small cheese burger and a soft serve cone. It was like nothing had happened as he listened to them talk about everything from clothing to that teen mom show on MTV.
He considered grabbing the wheel and making the car go off the road.
...But he didn't.
They finally pulled up outside his modest home and Leslie stepped out to let him out of the car.
"Hey Humbert." She called as he sulked out of the car.
"Yes Leslie?" He wouldn't meet her eyes.
"Look at us." Red had jumped out of the car and walked around it to stand in front of the terrified teen.
"We're cool...right?" It was a probing question.
He looked at both of the girls standing glibly before him waiting for his answer.
"You're not gonna tell on us...right?" Red asked.
"No...No I'm uh, good." He shook his head for emphasis.
"Are you sure? I mean, well I could still drop by the hospital for that rape kit and all Humbert." She rocked back and forth on her heel with a finger in her mouth trying to look cutesy while blackmailing him.
"No Red, I will not be talking about this...ever."
"Uh, okay Humbert. You did stuff to us too and we all three of us know that what "we" did together was all in good fun." Leslie added as they both scanned his face for any signs of betrayal.
"Sure, whatever you guys say."
"It was just experimenting Humbert." Red went to hug him but he flinched.
"I'll be keeping my cum-stained panties around if you decide to fuck us Hum-Bert."
"I'm not going to say anything [There was a trace of panic in his voice.]. Hey Red, it never happened so there's nothing to talk about." He even managed a weak smile trying to convince them.
Red cautiously wrapped her arms around him drawing him into a deep hug pressing her athletic body tightly against his.
"Yes it did happen and don't you ever forget it." She whispered in his ear.
Leslie handed him the dildo from her purse.
"I want you to keep this and at some point in the future I'm going to ask you for it again ...and you'd better have it." Leslie instructed.
"Put it in your pocket!" Red barked causing him to jump and shove the blood stained sex toy into his pants.
He watched the girls get back into their sports car and slowly drive off.
Humbert then projectile vomited in the driveway and sobbed as the lights came on in his home.
"Humbert? Is that you?" His mother called out from the doorway.
********************************
To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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Humbert lay in bed starring at the ceiling. His alarm clock had long since stopped ringing. His parents had already gone to work in the early hours of the morning. It had been a week since ...the incident.
Today, he would have to go back to school because he had no choice. Somehow through sheer dumb luck, he had managed to keep his rape under wraps from his parents. He reluctantly rose from bed and noticed some slight blood stains on his sheets. At first he bled quite profusely from his rectum after managing to un-lodge the butt plug that had been shoved into his anus by Leslie. He had set his clock for three in the morning and would get up early to wash his sheets clean.
Humbert had lied to his parents telling them he'd been mugged and picked up by "friends" afterward to explain Red's car driving off into the night. He'd even told them and the Librarian where he worked that his work keys had been stolen to explain the trashed school library.
The Sheriff (Red's Father) had wrote the whole incident off as vandalism but seemed to regard the lanky teen's explanation with some perceived skepticism. Humbert had been extremely nervous when he'd been questioned wondering in the back of his mind if Red had sent her dad to his home as some sort of test.
He felt sick to his stomach every time he thought about the two cheerleaders who had savagely fucked him without mercy and made him cum several times. The girls had even tried to convince him that he was gay while he was dressing telling him that no "straight" man would cum from being taken anally with a strap-on.
"Fucking cunts!!" He suddenly yelled to no one in particular as he sprayed some spot cleaner on the blood stains on his sheets. Exactly twenty-four hours earlier his dad had walked into his room and given him some bullshit token speech about "getting back on the horse" and other shit that sounded like the book it was cribbed from.
He wanted so bad to tell someone what happened to him, but who would believe that the two most popular girls in Maplewood High had raped him?
No one-No one would believe him and he would be humiliated even further by the cheerleaders. Fuck, he could even go to jail or worse.
He opened his dresser drawer and pulled out the dildo that had been shoved up his ass. There was dried blood on its plastic surface. He abruptly shoved the sex toy back inside the drawer and left the house.
Everything was okay on the bus ride over to the high school, but once he saw it appearing through the window his pulse quickened and be began to perspire. He actually started to hyperventilate a bit before managing to calm down. A few of his friends had become concerned but he explained it away as some bug he'd caught during his absence.
Schools seemed to have gone on just fine in his absence as hand activity as he moved through the crowded halls and retrieved a stack of books from his locker. The entire school was brimming over with excitement and activity due to the fact that the football team had made it to the district playoffs. The last time that had happened had been 1974. There was a party atmosphere in the air and everybody other than Humbert was catching the jovial mood.
As he was preparing to go to class suddenly the strains of Baauar's "Harlem Shake" assaulted his ears and he turned just in time to see the entire cheerleading squad burst into the corridor jumping, tumbling and dancing to the tune. Humbert suddenly found himself surrounding by numerous bouncing girls and seemed to be in the eye of the proverbial tornado. His books were slapped from his hands littering the floor as papers flew everywhere.
"What the fuck?!!" He screamed as he attempted to retrieve his paperwork and books from the floor. He was able to grab a few books, but these too were slapped from his hands again. He turned suddenly finding the school mascot (full costume) in his face. Humbert was thrown to the floor as the larger than life mountain cat mascot crashed into him. Everyone in the hallway laughed as the lanky teen struggled for moments to extricate himself from the kicking school mascot, a large cartoon character.
As he was gathering himself and his belongings, Humbert felt a hard slap to his rear end which jolted him into a standing position. He looked over his shoulder to find Leslie standing behind him in full blue and white cheerleader regalia. She gave him a sly wink as she followed the rest of the squad down the hallway.
He felt sick to his stomach.
It had to have been only a few moments but he took in everything visual about Leslie. The snug, almost form fitting blue and white cheerleading uniform that almost completely failed at containing her bronzed thighs and the cartoonish manner in which the embroidered letter M was stretched to its limit across Leslie's huge chest filled him with a surprising amount of arousal.
What the fuck?
This was the heartless cunt that had only weeks ago raped him with a strap-on and laughed her ass while he was bleeding out of his corn hole. She hadn't let him so much as sniff her panties, but had this undeserved air of fucking entitlement. His mind just kept playing the rape over and over with Leslie's cackling being the only sound accompanying the image.
He'd love to return the favor and rail the snot out of Leslie's fat ass.
"Welcome back Hum-Bert." He turned to find Red also in her uniform staring him right in the eye. Her boyfriend Brad was there as well towering over the redhead. Brad was six foot four, two hundred and fifty pounds of solid muscle and seemed to be a mindless sycophant who did his girlfriend's bidding without question.
"Uh, hello Red." He found courage leaving his body quickly as the redhead shot him an annoyed look. Brad suddenly shoved the nearly featherweight nerd into the wall of lockers framing the corridor as he escorted his girl down the hall. Humbert had the wind knocked out of him and nearly collapsed.
"Know your place nerd shit." Brad barked as Red laughed. Humbert found himself looking at the natural sway of Red's bubble butt and wondered what the jock would do if he knew that his supposed "girlfriend" had given her oh so perfect little ass to a nerd. As he attempted to retrieve the rest of his books, some of the other football players kicked the damaged tomes around just out of his reach.
Oddly enough, Humbert felt relieved that things seemed to be returning to normal. He had been at school for half a day and nothing seemed out of the ordinary. He was happy to return to his status as resident invisible man of Maplewood High school.
**********************************
Red locked the door to the gym's equipment room as Brad looked on anxiously.
"You never did tell me how you got that key." He never knew what to expect from his girlfriend. Red took the time to shove a chair under the door as she smiled sweetly back at him.
"I sucked the janitor's fat cock silly."
"What?!" Her answer shocked him as Red laughed and slapped him lightly on the cheek.
"Just fucking with you stupid." She wrapped an arm around his waist and dug her fingers into his hair drawing him in for a kiss. She had her tongue in his mouth in an instant as she closed her fingers around her boyfriend's huge cock. She was somewhat ruff in her attempts to get his belt off. She jerked at the belt trying to rip it from his waist and making frustrated grunts.
"Hey babe, just calm down." He tried to reach down and help her with the large black belt but she slapped his hands away.
"I fucking got it!" Red was always annoyed when something didn't go her way. She had to be in control of even the most minute of scenarios. She half ripped the belt off and yanked his fly open to gain her prize.
...a soft cock huge in size and almost as phat as a beer can in the palm of her hand.
"What the fuck is this Brad?" She examined the pillow soft tube of flesh which spilled over her barely enclosed fingers.
"Nothing." His cheeks immediately started to flush red as he watched his girlfriend stare down at his cock with a look of annoyance reading across her features.
"Are you cheating on me?" She looked directly into his eyes searching for the truth behind them.
"Nuh, No!!" He denied as he felt her fingers tighten around his shaft. She started to tug on his cock for a few moments but nothing seemed to be happening.
"What's up with this then Brad?" She gave his cock a violent tug to emphasize her question.
"Oh, well you just caught me by surprise is all Melissa." He reasoned with a nervous laugh.
"Ooooh, caught you by surprise huh? Is that right Brad-Ford?" She had begun lightly rotating her thumb over the fat mushroom head of his cock. He began to react to her touch with little twitches here and there.
"That feels real good baby." He moaned as she began to use the rest of her fingers to massage the underside of his glans in tandem with her thumb on his sensitive cock head.
"Are you sure you're not cheating on me Brad?" She asked plainly.
"NO!!..uh, no baby, I ain't cheating!!" He perked up a bit at the question as Red's flawless green eyes narrowed.
"This is your get out of jail free card if you're lying. Everything, all sins will be forgiven if you man up and tell me the truth." She reason continuing to softly work his cock closing her fingers around his thickening tumescence.
"Come on Melissa, will you just get the fuck off of it?!"
"Oh you don't want me to do that now do you?" His cock was nearly rock hard in her hand and she lightened her grip. He shook his head for her to continue.
"Just say it once and I will stop talking about it."
"Say what?"
"Say I Bradford Tucker am not cheating on my girlfriend Melissa Reed." She brought her other hand under his balls lovingly rolling and caressing the furred sack. Pre-cum began to leak from the head of his penis.
"Shit that feels so fucking good Red."
"Say it."
"I Bradford Tucker am not cheating on my girlfriend Melissa Reed...Okay?!!" He sounded annoyed and disappointment followed suit as he felt her let his turgid cock fall free from her grasp to hang unattended in the air. He was about to protest when he noticed Red casually pulling her cheer top over her red locks to reveal a small almost training bra sized brassiere that went a long way towards creating cleavage with her pert B-cups.
He attempted to cup one of her cute little breasts, but found his hand slapped away at the last instant. Red smiled and popped the small clasp between her young firm boobs and chuckled as the garment popped away to reveal her cute little cherry topped breasts. He went for her tits again but she waved a finger in front of his face.
She reached in his pocket and pulled out a rosary which she dangled in front of his face.
"Come on Red, my grandma gave that to me." It was true that his late grandmother had left the rosary to him and told him to be a good and devout person. He had taken to putting it in his pocket when he was at school so that no one would know that he was a sentimental sap at heart. In his social position he couldn't afford to have any definable weakness that could be exploited.
"Turn around." Red commanded.
"What are you gonna do Red?" He was nervous.
"Turn the fuck around." She commanded again. And he immediately complied not really knowing why. Red pulled both of his arms together and knotted the rosary into makeshift handcuffs around his wrists.
"Now if that cheap little piece of crap necklace means as much as you say it does, you won't move a muscle or you'll break poor deceased granny's heart in the ole' afterlife." Red hissed as she yanked the jock around to face her and dropped his pants to his ankles.
"Now Brad-Ford I'm going to give you the greatest blowjob of your life."
Before he could react, the redhead had dropped to her knees and engulfed his entire eight inch cock deep in her throat where she held it there for what seemed like an eternity. She placed both of her palms flat against his abdomen as she agonizingly pulled her mouth away from his cock dislodging it with a thick wad of spit and pre-cum.
"Fuuuck me." Brad moaned in ecstasy and his girlfriend tightened her tiny little fingers around the base of his shaft and licked his urethra in tandem. She tickled and teased his minute pee hole alternating this action by closing her plump lips around his cockhead and sucking with all her might.
"OH SHIIIT!!" Brad yelled as he felt her fingers run up and down the length of his shaft gently rubbing each pulsing vein on his cock.
"OH MY-OH MY LORD!!" She was running her tongue on the underside of his cock in length wise, wet sloppy licks and aggressively jerking his cock. She followed this up by once again burying his girth completely in her throat in second long intervals. He struggled mightily not to severe the beads and shove her face all the way down onto his cock.
"HOLY SHIT I WANNA FUCK YOU SO GOT-DAMN BAD!!!" He screamed as he felt her tongue tickle the area just under his balls while she twerked her hand on his tortured man meat. Red sucked on his balls with wild abandon and handled his cock with the tips of her fingers in a frenzied jerking motion.
"I FUCKING LOVE YOU MELISSAAAAA!!!" Brad continued drenched in sweat from head to toe.
"What's that girl's name you've been fucking on the side?" Red asked during one of her intervals of deep throating him.
"April, that emo chick from the Special Ed class." He answered breathless and without thinking. He realized his mistake all too late as he looked down to find Red looking up at him, her feature darkening.
"Mother-fucker." Red growled as her grip completely tightened on his cock.
"Red, uh Melissa baby it's not..." She suddenly shoved the entire length of his cock down her throat clamping her teeth down on his tumescence. He felt two of her fingers work their way into his rectum and felt her nails press painfully against his prostrate triggering the mother of all orgasms.
"OOOOHHHHH SHHITTTT!!! OOOOH MY GOD!!!" He screamed in agony and pleasure as he blasted jet after jet of cum into his girlfriend's mouth.
Red quickly stood up silently taking two steps back from her boyfriend and quickly launching one of her patented thrust kicks to Brad's genitals. The rosary was shattered into a million pieces as he cupped his crushed balls.
The gym outside the equipment room became still as Brad's scream echoed across the small area. Students and teachers were startled by the nature of the shrill falsetto sounding yelp.
Inside the equipment room, Red had slipped back into her brassiere and cheerleader top while watching impassively as her boyfriend squirmed around on the cold floor in a fetal position. She reached down and grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him crying to his knees.
She followed this up by giving him a deep kiss.
She shoved the gagging teen away as he coughed up the copious amounts of cum she had been holding in her mouth the entire time.
"That's called a snowball Brad you fucking dick."
"Uh, shit fucking got-damn...!" He stuttered still coughing up his own seed.
"Watch your fucking mouth Brad cause we're not done yet motherfucker. I'll see you at exactly two thirty this afternoon by the quad. You're going to drive me home and then I'm going to fuck you up...Don't be late." She picked up her purse and kicked the chair away from the door.
"By the way, I "did" suck the janitor off douche." She casually informed him as she exited the equipment room to a crowd of astonished onlookers.
"Fucking bitch." Brad muttered under his breath as he coughed up more cum.
**********************************
Humbert happily sat in his US History class taking notes on the upcoming constitution test. Leslie sat behind him watching intently and secretly rubbing her crotch under her desk. She licked her lips quietly as she ripped a scrap of paper from her notebook and scribbled a message onto it. When she figured no one was looking she tossed the wadded up piece of paper on Humbert's desk.
He saw the small ball of paper land on his desk but ignored it.
A second later, a penny hit him in the temple. There was a slight jolt of pain, but he got the message and opened the message.
The note read-"We need to talk after class or you're in deep shit Humbert."
A bead of sweat ran down his temple....
**********************************
To be continued...
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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The Art class was conducted in a mobile at the rear area of the campus and April was the T.A. of the class and was entrusted with the keys to the small trailer. She would often let herself into the classroom to work on her senior project, a sculpture of Lydia Lunch. The chunky teen had come in during the early hours and sat at her stool working in her own little world listening to garage bands on her I-Pod.
She didn't notice Brad enter the classroom, didn't notice him standing just out of her peripheral vision watching.
He'd seen her around and knew that she mostly kept to herself and that she was a loner. He'd have to be clever to get what he wanted. He'd have to be somewhat of an everyman to convince April. Earlier in the day, he'd been hanging out with some of the other jocks on the football team when she'd walked by heading into the school library. Everybody in school knew that April had an abnormally huge set of breasts due to one embarrassing afternoon when some of the guys on the baseball team had snuck up on her and yanked her overly large t-shirt over her head hockey style exposing her melons for the entire gymnasium to see.
It had only been a few moments of exposure but none of the guys in the gym that day could forget what they saw. The twin globes with heavy tan lines barely encased in the seemingly too small stark brassiere, tits so heavy that her large pink saucer shaped areolas were quite visible.
He watched the girl so focused on her work and locked in her own little world that nearly forgot why he was there in the small classroom. He abruptly collected himself and tapped her on the shoulder.
April let out a blood curdling scream that nearly knocked the jock on his ass before she collected herself and realized that it was a familiar face.
"What in the lord's name are you doing here Brad?!" Only a select few in the high school knew that the teens had been well acquainted since childhood and had spent an inordinate amount of time in Sunday school together. Brad's grandmother had taught the class and had even sought to separate the fast friends when their relationship had threatened to become something else.
She had acquiesced to their anger at being separated and given both of them matching rosaries. High school had brought changes to their friendship with Brad finding a niche as the star quarterback of the football team and her star fading into obscurity in her forced social role as the "moody, emo chick". Few knew of her secret shame as her breasts grew to ridiculous proportions. Her strict mother had warned against letting the world in on her bounty.
April was forced to wear large baggy clothing and sweaters during school hours and it was absolute hell. The clothing made her appear to be dumpy and frumpy and sweat rivers. Some of the resident bullies had started referring to her as Gerbil. She confided in Brad during the initial stages of her bullying and he tried to be her knight from time to time.
Time would force them apart and one incident ... It had been a rainy day and the teens had somehow ended up running home on the soaked afternoon. Brad was hanging out in her room watching television as she changed. She felt safe with her childhood buddy and decided to put on a cotton sundress that she liked to wear around the house.
The look on his face when she emerged from her bathroom told the tale and in mere moments the former friends and bible study classmates were dry humping and spooning like there was no tomorrow. Things had quickly progressed as Brad's hungry fingers found their way into her heart covered panties and hungrily rubbed her sex to an uncomfortable and slippery admission of lust. April was uncomfortable with taking things further but had freed his turgid, monstrous cock from his wet jeans and began jerking him off. Brad was impatient roughly groping and squeezing her too sensitive breasts in some sort of ape like frenzy.
She'd tried to get him to slow down a bit, but he would not be deterred from his lust fueled goal ripping the cotton fabric of her simple frock and sending buttons flying everywhere as he finally pulled her tits free and began suckling them mercilessly. He was like a mad man as he completely covered her large triple D breasts with drool and saliva in a matter of moments. She had always considered her strawberry colored nipples small for her chest in comparison to her large cookie sized areolas, but on this rainy afternoon Brad had them painfully hard.
April had tried to calm him, but the muscular jock ground himself against her crotch trying to force himself inside of her. His steel hard cock got wedged into her underwear as she attempted to close her legs and Brad to his shame ended up cumming buckets all over the busty girl's panties and belly.
An argument had followed due to the jock's frustration and her immediate admonishment of the situation. He became exceedingly angry when she slapped his large hands away from her tits and told him that their "moment" was a mistake. He'd wanted to continue and pleaded with April when her mother walked in fresh from a frustrating day at work.
April wondered how she had kept her cool as the music teacher calmly asked Brad to leave their home and never return. He stormed crying into the rain as April called after him apologizing. For her part in the proceedings, she'd been soundly whipped senseless with an ironing cord and sent to a Christian youth camp for troubled teens. Unknown to her mother, April would be orally and anally sodomized by one of the counselors during her time there.
April would pack on forty extra pounds and change her look drastically to cope with her ordeal. Her mother remained in denial. Her father would leave the family to be with a waitress he'd been having an affair with.
She'd only recently been allowed to return to Maplewood High after her music teacher mother was convinced Brad had forgotten about her daughter. He was the "Big Man on Campus" and dating Melissa Reed, the Head Cheerleader and undisputed most popular girl in school.
When he was with his girlfriend, he behaved as if he'd never known her not even making eye contact. But he'd taken the chance to sneak back when Red wasn't looking and politely greet her if only for a moment.
"I miss you April." He suddenly admitted out of the blue. She turned from her project and stared back at him suddenly conflicted.
"You see me all the time-in the hallway and stuff." She stammered, tripping over her words secretly happy at his admission.
"You know what I mean April." He took a seat on one of the saw horses used in class as a combination easel and desk by the students. His dark eyes drunk in the sight of his long lost friend and momentary lover as she sat demurely in front of him and continued working.
"You're with someone and I thought you were happy." Her fingers danced over the putty as he loudly scooted his seat closer to the chubby teen.
"If you were around, I never would have been with Red." He admitted making the teen's heart jump a beat. She opted not to reply continuing her work until his large hand sought hers and in an instant they were making out again like they hadn't been apart even a day.
Once again, April found his large hands on her tits kneading them through her sweater and she welcomed the feel of his touch. He greedily reached under the bulky sweater and numerous t-shirts to finally get his fingers on her large full breasts. She winced in pain as attempted to pry the brassiere away from her chest in order to get his fingers inside.
She pushed his frenzied hands away eliciting a look of worry from the handsome jock. His eyes would widen as she slipped the bulky sweater and numerous t-shirts off that were used to suppress and reduce the look of her monstrous breasts to the outside world.
"Holy Shit, your tits have gotten bigger."
"Yeah silly, I'm a 42G now. You don't think I'm too big do you?"
"Fuck No!!" He marveled at the size of his childhood friend's breasts which ballooned out from her severely overmatched brassiere. She reached around to unsnap her bra and had difficulty unhooking the numerous straps.
"Uh, April-could you leave it on?" He asked earnestly. She dropped her hands to her sides puzzled and worried.
"I just, well I just kind of like the way your tits look in the bra." He explained.
"You know, you have a real fetish going on Bradford Tucker." April chuckled as she gingerly mashed her forearms against the outsides of her tits until the fleshy mams half burst from the top of her brassiere. Her small nipples were hard and inviting prompting him to take one into his mouth.
"Oooh, that feels so fucking good." She moaned as he cupped the underside of her huge tits in the palms of his hands. He was so gentle this time and she wondered where he had learned such tenderness. She'd seen his girlfriend and the small perky tits of Red had made her wonder if Brad had renounced his love of Big Tits.
He alternated sucking her breasts with full on spooning of her thin lips. She had soft features and big blue eyes with a button nose in the center of her face. He found her willing as he took her to the hard wood floor reaching under her skirt and past her tattered stockings.
"Careful, you need to cut those fingernails." She cooed as his fingers tore the crotch of her stockings to reach her small, tight nether lips. She was already sans panties figuring no one would ever know she had gone commando due to her many layers of clothing. She squirmed a bit as two of his large fingers rubbed the crease of her engorged vaginal lips making her cream profusely.
"That feels fucking good, yeah real got-damn good." His head was already traveling done over her doughy belly.
His lips were pressed against her sex kissing and licking with wild abandon until she was bucking her wide hips off the floor into his face. She was so wet at this point that she was practically sliding around on the floor. He'd stopped his ministrations for mere seconds to push his jeans down mid-thigh to reveal his rock hard monster of a cock. She became slightly alarmed when she felt his cock-head press against her opening and pressed her palms against his taunt toned abs.
"What?!!" He growled in response to her physical denial. She was taken aback and slightly afraid of his aggressive demeanor.
"It's so big, I'm afraid." She was honest and his grunting response partially frightened the chubby teen.
"You still don't want to be with me?" He sounded desperate as he sat back on his haunches taking in her curves with hungry eyes.
"It's not that, I just have to kind of work my way into it...Come here." She motioned towards her chest and he climbed onto her torso positioning his turgid cock between her pillow sized tits and moaning as he felt the warm flesh surround his member.
Brad began to push his cock in and out of her impressive cleavage slowly building up speed as precum dribbled from the head of his penis further lubricating the moist channel of April's cleavage. He covered her smaller fingers with his own as he increased his pace and their breathing became heavier.
"Oh fuck this feels good." He thumbed her engorged nipples making the girl squirm a bit under him.
"Yeah, I like it too Brad. Come for me baby."
"What?"
"Cum on my big fucking tits." She had pushed her breasts tighter around his prick and was working her melons up and down at a blurring speed.
"S-Shit, you gonna make me bust a nut all over these melons, but I-I want some of that pussy too!!" Sweat ran down his brow as he made his candid admission. April increased the pace jerking her lubed up breasts harder against his cock.
"You're trying to make me cum?"
"That's what you want right?" He seemed frustrated and angry which caused her some concern.
"Can't I have some of your pussy too?" He begged. April responded by taking the large mushroom head of his cock into her mouth and working it over with her lips and tongue. He went into over drive and began fucking her mouth in earnest causing the teen to gag on his meat as spit and precum drooled from her worn lips.
"GAK!! GAAK!! GAAAK!!! "GAK!! GAAK!! GAAAK!!!" Was the only sound that came out of the pinned down girl's throat as the jock humped her face like a second vagina. After about five minutes of this depravity, April began pushing his torso away from her and dislodging his cock that had begun penetrating her throat.
"Uh, sorry, I guess I got a little carried away." He apologized watching the chubby girl cough up a wad of saliva and precum. She had to rise to her knees to dislodge the rest of the fluid from her throat.
"You think?" She was annoyed at his indifference momentarily before his lips found hers kissing away his excess fluids. She suprisingly kissed him back as she felt his large hand palm one of her ass cheeks. She began to press against him feeling the intimidating length of his cock against her doughy belly.
"Cum on my big ass titties Brad. Please bust a big wad all over them so I can lick it off." His cock twitched at her suggestion and he reached behind the girl and began working feverishly on the industrial sized brassiere trying to pry it off.
"You're so silly." April laughed as she reached behind herself and deftly unsnapped her brassiere.
She tossed the large article of clothing to the floor with a laugh that was quickly stifled when she felt the vise like grip of the jock's fingers enclose the back of her neck.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK BRAD?!!!" She suddenly found herself overpowered as the muscle bound jock simultaneously turned her facing away from him and pushed her down on her belly. Her skirt was flipped up on the small of her back and her well-worn tights and Hello Kitty panties were yanked down just below the bottoms of her ass cheeks.
"WHAT --THE-FUCK!!? DON'T DO THIS BRADFORD TUCKER!!" She began to scream and twist violently away as she felt his cock at the entrance of her sex.
"Don't worry, everything's gonna be okay April." He tried to sound calm, put her at ease even though he knew he was going to fuck the shit out of her. He had waited too long for this pussy and he was determined to have his way with this cock-tease as he saw it. He had spent many nights beating his meat to this bitch and he was going to finally have the pussy.
"NO BRAD NO!!! DON'T DO THIS OOOOOOHHH!!!" His cock had just pierced her drenched pussy lips and he was able to get at least five inches into the girl as she struggled mightily beneath him.
"Come on baby, it's going to be O-Kay. Everything's alright and shit. We've wanted to fuck ever since your cunt of a mother caught us. PLEASE LET ME HAVE THIS PUSSY!!" He begged as he assumed a push-up position on the overweight teen's back and drove the remaining three and a half inches deep into her cunt up against her cervix. He failed to even register that he had forced April's other arm painfully behind her back.
He pounded away at April's cunt with wild abandon and glee bouncing off her slightly plump butt cheeks and oblivious to the sobbing woman underneath him. She had gone into survival mode as he released the back of her neck grasping her hips tightly and driving himself past her cervix and piercing her womb. His violent thrusts into the back of her womb had the girl screaming loudly as her vaginal wall tightened up around him.
"Holy Shit, your pussy is so FUUUCKIN' TIGHT!!" He'd pulled April into a standard doggie style position and was railed the snot out of the girl who's cries were altered by his pounding. It almost sounded like she had the hiccups.
"YOU GONNA MAKE ME CUM BITCH!!!" She panicked and began twerking her hips to get away from the jock. He grabbed a fistful of her hair as he balanced himself on one knee with his other foot planted firmly on the hard wood floor.
"OY MY GAWD!! PLEASE DON'T CUM INSIDE ME BRAD!!" She begged knowing full well that her mother would disown her the minute she came up pregnant. He had pushed her face to the floor and was squatting behind her socking it to her abused pussy like a madman.
"I'LL SUCK YOU OFF, BUT PLEASE DON'T GET ME PREGNANT!!!" She pleaded and bargained with the engrossed jock who immediately responded by disengaging his prick from her gaped cunt and shoving it into her tear streaked face.
"GAK!! GAAK!! GAAAK!!! "GAK!! GAAK!! GAAAK!!!" His large hands cupped each side of her head as he fucked her mouth with considerable force. She tried to bob her head but found it nearly impossible to maneuver in Brad's vise like grip.
"Oh shit, baby get ready." His breath had become ragged and hoarse as he pumped her mouth. She began to mentally prepare herself for a face and mouth full of cum when the jock suddenly shoved her on her back and pinned her to the floor with the entire length of his cock.
"FUUUUCK!!!" he collapsed against her as he shot jet after jet of his seed into the womb of the horrified sobbing girl underneath him. He momentarily lost control of his body and pinned April to the floor under spent muscled form. She quietly sobbed feeling slight moment in her ravaged vagina from his slowly diminishing member.
The only sound in the mobile classroom was the heavy breathing of the two high school seniors.
The first bell of the day began to ring signaling the beginning of the school day.
Slowly, he collected himself pulling his still partially hard cock out of her worn hole and finding it coated with a thick milky sheen of their mixed juices. He was still breathing heavily and looking down at the hard wood floor. April pulled her ripped clothing to her body as she scooted away from him silently sobbing.
He looked her in the eye for a split second before breaking down into tears.
"What-the-fuck have I done? I really did it. I am soooo fucking dead. I just raped my best friend." He looked up into her eyes again as tears streamed down his face.
"Oh God, please...Please forgive-PLEASE DON'T TELL ON ME APRIL!!!" She watched as the suddenly hysterical jock yanked his jeans up and bolted out of the trailer loudly sobbing.
She stared after him for a few moments unsure what to make of the incident and began to dress herself. She thought of her mother silently assigning blame to the strict authoritarian and telling herself that this never would have happened if she hadn't walked in on them years ago.
"Poor Brad." She told herself that she would find him and they would try to work things out together. Then she remembered that he was dating Red and resolved to call him over the weekend to arrange something.
"Hmmm, where's my bra?" The large item was missing and she crawled around on the floor looking for it. She didn't find it and barely avoided being caught as the teacher entered the classroom.
In the weight room all of the football players had gathered around Brad as he recounted how he had just bagged April. The guys laughed as he told them about his ruse of regret as he stole her massive brassiere. There had been a bet and Brad made out like a bandit making fifty dollars in the process.
He didn't mention how he had known April since they were little kids in bible class.
He held the 42G sized brassiere over his head like a championship belt before passing it around to the fellas, some of whom sniffed the inside of the cups. One of the guys stapled the bra to the bulletin board inside the weight room. Everyone had a good laugh as the coach told them to hit the showers.



Brad felt a twinge of guilt and nothing more. He was BMOC and currently dated the hottest chick on campus.
Melissa must never find out about this or she'll bust my balls. He thought to himself with a slight shudder or fear.
**********************************
...FOUR HOURS LATER.
April quickly removed her lit books from her locker continually looking over her shoulder. A female acquaintance of hers had warned her that Red had quite recently been asking around regarding her whereabouts and the short, chubby girl knew that this wasn't good news. She'd decided to beat a hasty retreat realizing that Red probably knew about her tryst with Brad.
She hit the back stairwell fully intending to exit the school by a fire exit that had a broken alarm on the door. As she was half running down the stairs, April was met by a phalanx of six cheerleaders running up the stairs towards her. Her heart nearly leaped into her throat until she realized that Red was not amongst them.
Suddenly the books were slapped from her hands and April found herself shoved violently barely catching the railing to keep from falling down the stairs. She was undated with the ambient noise of teen chatter amongst the girl as they continued on their way. Her books and notes were scattered everywhere and as she stooped over to pick them up, Red kneeled down in front of her retrieving the girl's purse. April's heart actually skipped a beat as she found herself starring at the apex-predator of Maplewood High.
"You're April right?"
The chubby girl didn't know how to answer the most popular girl in school who was standing right in front of her starring daggers into her trembling frame.
"Fucking scared shitless right?" Red casually open Aprils purse removing her driver's license and smirking.
"I'm really sorry-I don't know what-?"
"Shut up bitch." Red was reading the license and she followed this up by rifling through April's purse. She tossed out a few items as the girl stood silent. Chap Stick, numerous coloring pencils, some tampons which she flung into the girl's face ...and a magnum condom.
"Nice to see that you play safe April." She suddenly shoved the purse into the girl's chest almost knocking her over.
"Bathroom." April realized that she wasn't alone as her arms were grabbed at the armpit and she was drug across the hall into the girl's restroom by the squad.
Inside the rest room, April found herself surrounded by six cheerleaders enclosed in a circle with Red.
"Honestly, I just want to hear you admit to fucking my man and I don't want any stuttering shit or begging bitch. I just want you to tell me the fucking truth. Can you do that whore?" April simply shook her head.
"Answer me cunt!!" Red screamed as she viciously slapped the frightened girl. The other teens in the restroom nervously laughed while a few had their camera phones out.
"Y-Yes!" The girl sputtered out holding her cheek.
Red stared at the short, stubby girl before her almost dumbfounded. She grabbed the girl by her black t-shirt and jerked her back and forth for a few seconds as the girl screamed. One of the cheerleaders actually grabbed Red's shoulder to stop the apparent throttling going on before their eyes.
"Don't fucking touch me bitch!!!" Red snarled at her teammate before turning her attention back to April.
"I want to-I wanna do some REALLY FUCKED UP SHIT to you right now April."
"Please-I'm sorry Red. He just- I hoped that you wouldn't find out." The girl pleaded as she watched the head cheerleader fidget around in front of her.
"Really?" Red motioned towards a stall as one of the girls pushed the rickety door open while she placed the condom on one of the restroom sinks. April shuddered as Red opened the small utility closet in the restroom and pulled a janitor's wet floor cone from its confines. Before she could consider the purpose she heard the toilet seat in the stall directly behind her loudly raised and found herself yanked backward. She bumped into the toilet seat and fell into a sitting position in the commode with a splash of dirty toilet water. She was in shock not knowing what was next as the other cheer leaders exited the restroom leaving her alone with Red. April considered pleading for mercy, but the icy demeanor of the head cheer leader gave her pause.
Red took a good look at her competition sizing her up as she placed the cone in front of the stall while motioning the frightened girl to come out. April cautiously approached the redhead who leaned against one of the sink.
"Strip." Red casually ordered.
"What?" April was shocked and before she could utter another word she was struck in the eye with a closed fist toppling her over onto the dirty tile floor. Red was on her in a minute mounting the teen's torso and hammering five or six strikes into the girl's cheek.
The other cheerleaders were outside the door congregating in front of the rest room entrance talking loudly and texting to mask the sounds of carnage coming from within. Every now and then when a girl would walk up to the entrance, the girls would tell them that it was out of service with a menacing demeanor.
April stood battered and nude watching as Red cautiously unrolled the extra-large condom over the tip of the yellow cone. She followed this up by reaching into April's purse and pouring a small packet of tobasco sauce liberally onto the top of the cone. April noticed the way the redhead covered the entire tip of the cone with the sauce and said nothing while Red meticulously washed her hands clean.
Red gathered up the girl's clothing into a nice neat bundle and placed it on top of the stall seat directly in front of the cone. She carefully sat down on top of April's clothing watching the shivering nude girl the whole time.
"He must really love those fat titties huh?" She asked the battered girl with a black-eye and bruised cheek. Red sat opened legged on the toilet seat starring into the girl's eyes knowing the fear she was eliciting and secretly becoming sopping wet between the legs.
"Have a seat on that cone."
April looked down at the cone covered with a condom and a packet full of hot sauce before looking back to her tormentor with pleading eyes.
"In your diseased snatch or up your crummy asshole, I don't care which." Red said casually as she pulled a pack of cigarettes from April's purse.
"Y-Yes Red." She watched the redhead light up one of her cigarettes and turned her attention back towards her victim.
April squatted over the cone and slowly embedded the top of the cone into her snatch. The tobasco immediately took affect irritating and burning the insides and despite the pain, she refused to cry out.
"You have a high tolerance for pain. That's good April, real good." Red sat another five minutes watching the girl sweat it out on top of the cone.
"So, tell me all about it April. I want every dirty detail of how you fucked my boyfriend so hard his cock was soft when I got my hands on it." Red leaned back and took a long drag on the cigarette as the crying fat girl recounted the horrific details of her encounter with Bradford Tucker that fateful morning in the art class mobile.
"Sounds like you had a shit day girlfriend." Red puffed on the cigarette as she rolled her cheer panties down along with her underwear. April watched through agonized tear soaked eyes as Red rubbed her clean shaven snatch seemingly getting off to a silent orgasm.
Red followed this up by urinating on the girl's folded clothing under the well-formed derriere.
"I know this seems pretty fucked up April and part of me just wants to hold you close and soothe your pain." She stood and tossed the soaking clothing in front of the girl as she walked a circle around the distressed teen.
"Know this April; you're going to have to suffer a little more today. But I promise you that Brad's punishment will be EPIC compared to what you endure girlfriend."
"Yes Red, I-uh I'm sorry I ever saw Brad."
"I know baby girl. I know how much regret you're feeling right now." She emphasized her point by pushing down on the girl's shoulders causing the teen to scream shrilly in pain.
"Now babe, I want you to lean forward keeping that cone embedded in you holiest of holy's and pick up your clothing. Then, keeping that cone intact, I want you to put those piss soaked clothes under your arm and leave this bathroom. If you disobey me, I'm going to well-give you a ride home, understand?"
April sobbed loudly as she followed Red's orders to the letter.
"April?"
"Yes Red?"
"Don't worry, you're going to be there when Brad gets his, I promise you okay?"
"Okay."
"I want you to walk slowly off of the campus and I'll call you later." Red watched the nude girl exit the restroom slowly to a ton of astonished yells and catcalls as she put her cigarette out in the sink.
April managed to make it to the front door of the schools followed by a crowd before she collapsed in a raging panic attack. She would spend a night in the psyche ward of the general hospital.
Her distraught, sobbing mother would promise to home school her.
**********************************
To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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"Where's my cock Humbert?"
Almost thirty minutes earlier, Humbert had received a cryptic message from Leslie demanding to speak with him. He was weary of the cheerleader not knowing if he was being set up for another ambush. He'd lingered long after class was over asking questions that he already knew the answer to and was all but tossed out of US History by his exasperated teacher.
Moments later as he gathered his wits, a trio of running and giggling cheerleaders shoved the nerd into an abandoned stairwell at the end of the corridor. Humbert found himself looking into the eyes of a grinning Leslie in full cheerleader regalia.
He stood there for a few moments taking in the voluptuous countenance of his rapist. He couldn't help himself as his gaze roamed from the shapely legs leading up to Leslie's famous baby-making hips, small tapered waist, taut stomach (Noticed even through her cheer top) and finally ... the large 36DDD breasts that made her reluctantly famous around Maplewood campus and town.
There was a stirring in his crotch as he remembered the briefest of moments that he'd been able to palm her voluptuous ass cheeks before everything went south.
"Earth to dipshit!" Leslie yelled causing him to look up into her beautiful face.
"Sorry." He apologized even as his gaze quickly caught a glimpse of her heaving boobs. He noticed as he watched the cheerleader that she was staring at him in a predatory manner that caused him to feel a twinge of fear. She seemed to be checking him out as well and breathing quite heavily. He even noticed that her nipples were hard.
"Still can't keep your eyes off my tits huh Humbert?" She half panted.
"Uh sorry, I-mean I wasn't looking at your boobs!!"
"Don't lie to me Hum-Bert. I know you stare and I say it's a fair trade."
"Fair trade?"
Yeah baby, you know what I mean." He suddenly realized that she was palming his ass. She was actually groping him and kneading his narrow ass cheeks. Sweat began to run down his brow as memories of his violent pegging rose to the forefront of his mind.
"Say Humbert, you think about me much?" He question was earnest as she leaned into his chest. He felt her perfect nails digging into the flesh of his right buttock and her hot breath on his ear.
"NOOO!!!" He suddenly shoved her away nearly falling down the stairs before he caught himself. As he righted himself he noticed that she flinched a bit as he stood up. That was unexpected, but he never really saw her as a physical threat, only her BFF Melissa Reed a.k.a Red.
"You're lying again Hum-Bert. You probably jerk your little pencil prick to me every night." She seemed flustered and agitated.
"What do you want Leslie?" He wanted to get to the point even though she was right about his nightly activities.
"Where's my cock Humbert? I told you that I was gonna ask for it someday and today ...Today is that day." His pulse began to race and he began to tremble.
"I-I don't have it Leslie." He half whispered.
"You tossed it didn't you?" He voice was hard and un-expectantly husky as she folded her arms across her massive chest.
"N-No, I just don't have it here. It's at my h-house Leslie." His voice faltered a bit as he shuffled from foot to foot.
She began to grin widely revealing a toothy predatory set of perfectly whitened teeth.
"You really kept it for me?"
"Well yeah, you told me to Leslie." He was nervous and fidgeted a bit when she reached out cupping his cheek.
"Don't you wanna know why I asked for it Humbert?"
"No. No I don't-I don't want to know why Leslie."
"Lying again, but it's cool baby." She helped herself to another handful of his ass as she looked him directly in the eye.
"I'm sorry Humbert, but you're probably gonna end up in jail after all baby." She sounded frank and honest.
"WHAT?!!"
"Red's gonna tell her dad everything." Leslie explained in a casual tone.
"WHY?!!" Humbert began to immediately panic and grabbed Leslie arm yanking her closer to him.
"DON'T GOT-DAMN TOUCH ME LOSER!!" She quickly slapped him hard across the cheek. He quickly remembered himself and took a few steps back.
"Why Leslie?!! Why?!! We agreed that my rape would stay between us!!"
"Rape? No, no, no Humbert dear...What did we tell you about that word?" She didn't like being reminded of that night in the negative.
"Sorry, I-mean that night when we uh-uh, experimented Leslie. Why is Red gonna tell the sheriff about me?!!" He pleaded.
"Red thinks you're gonna tell one of your nerd friends, your parents or post that shit on twitter or some shit like that!"
"I wouldn't do that!! We had an agreement!!"
"Yeah, well now she's changing the fucking agreement because you blabbed and I want my fucking dildo back doofus!!"
"I DIDN'T TELL ANYBODY!!!...FUCK!!!" He was in full panic mode shaking and trembling at the thought of being branded a sex offender and possibly being carted off to jail.
"You sure about that Humbert?" Leslie calmly questioned.
"Well, yeah Leslie...I didn't say anything to anybody about what happened to me. DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA WHAT IT WAS LIKE?!! I had to lie about everything, get that HORRIBLE BUTT PLUG out of my FUCKING ASSHOLE!!"
"Okay Humbert."
"I WAS FUCKING BLEEDING FOR TWO WEEKS STRAIGHT LESLIE!! ...I was alone." Tears began to fill his eyes.
"Chill out Humbert, don't be such a fag." Her words were harsh and he didn't know how to react to the heart stopping beauty.
"Look asshole, if you give me the dildo back then maybe I can get Red to change her mind about fucking you over."
"Really?" Suddenly there was hope on the horizon as Leslie seemed to be offering him a way out of his predicament.
"Yeah, just give me the toy and I can probably make this go away."
"Oh thank God Leslie. Bring it to you tomorrow?" He felt as if a great weight had been lifted from his shoulders.
"No dice baby, Red's telling her dad when she gets home. Can't you bring it to me today?"
"Leslie, it would take me over two hours to get to my house and back. School would be out by then and my fate sealed."
"My fate sealed (Imitating his voice.)-you are a drama queen Hum-Bert."
"LESLIE!!"
"Relax dickwad, I'll take you home. I have a car of my own asshole."
"Really?"
******************************
The weight room was crowded with jocks working out, lounging about and members of the wrestling team preparing for an upcoming match with a weigh-in.
Red opened the double doors and stormed into the weight room causing quite a ruckus. Some of the half nude boys scrambled away from her sight covering their junk.
"I see it is true what they say about steroids and a man's junk!" She yelled while making a finger sign with her thumb and forefinger signifying that she thought some of the running jocks had small cocks.
"HEY FUCK YOU RED!!" Someone yelled from the back of the room while the argumentative and ambient chatter began to rise in the room.
"YOU WISH YOU COULD STICK YOUR LITTLE PINK WEENIE INSIDE ME CUNT!!" She yelled back without missing a beat. There was some laughter in the room.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP!!! I'M LOOKING FOR BRADFORD TUCKER!!-BRAD-FORD TUCKER!!...You know who he is douchebags!!"
Before the ruckus could continue, Red found a vise like grip enclosing on her arm and cried out in anger. Coach Hamblen (Football) a big, stocky man mountain had snagged the cheerleader and was dragging her kicking and screaming out of the weight room while all the guys present laughed.
"Asshole!" Red yelled at the coach as she continued to struggle to free herself from his grasp. He pulled the raging cheerleader across the semi-crowded gymnasium and into his office. Some of the other teachers voiced their concerns, but he assured them everything was alright.
Once he closed and locked his door he turned to find Red sitting on the edge of his desk with a wide grin on her pretty face.
"You got me now coach. So what are you gonna do with me?"
"Well that depends Red, what in the blue hell are you gonna do with Tucker when you catch up to him?"
"Well that's between Brad and me ain't it?" she smiled in a way that let him know she meant business behind his jovial facade.
"Now come on Red, you know we need Tucker for the big game. How're we supposed to take state if I just let you fuck up are big ticket?"
"I don't give a fuck-Ted. He made me look like a complete fool in front of my peers and that bitch-must-pay." He walked around the angry teen taking in a full view of her famously curvy derriere. Few people knew the history they shared and if he was to maintain a job things would have to stay that way.
"Don't you got any school spirit Melissa?" She started laughing as the coach pulled a small baggie from hid pocket.
"Little something to take the edge off?"
"Looks like we're negotiating coach." Red smiled as he rolled up a dollar bill.
*******************************
Leslie had him meet her in the student's parking lot and had ordered him to get in the back seat and duck down so that no one would see a geek in her car. Humbert had to silently admit to being more than a little overwhelmed by the proceedings as he endured a bumpy ride in secrecy for five miles.
His mind flittered back and forth between the threat of jail and the beautiful creature driving him home. The stinging memory of what had been done to him wandered in and out of his thoughts bringing slivers of guilt and anger. He would give her the blood stained sex toy and be done with it all.
Get back to his life?
Things would be as they were before his rape?
Humbert's heart began to race as he looked up at the woman who had forced a plastic cock into his virgin ass and fucked the dog shit out of him. A shiver ran through his body as he thought about the few seconds he'd managed to get his fingers on Leslie's glorious ass and her immediate frenzied reaction to his touch.
"Penny for your thoughts Humbert?" She called out as she drove him home.
"What?" Her voice had jolted him from thought and he didn't know how to answer her.
"Don't try anything funny or I swear you'll fucking regret it." She threatened making the nerd chafe internally.
"What?!!-Uh, no!! I'm not doing anything funny Leslie." He blurted out in a nervous half laugh.
"Why do you do that?"
"What?"
"Snivel...You always "snivel" when you're threatened. Don't you have any pride Humbert?" Leslie explained in an annoyed tone as she drove.
"I don't snivel ...and you're fucking blackmailing me Leslie."
"I ain't doing shit loser. Hell, you wanna be on your own with this Red thing fine by me dickwad. I'll just pull over right now and let you out."
"We're just talking Leslie, please don't get mad. I want to give you the dildo and everything's cool. You just caught me off guard is all. I'm really sorry."
"See, just like I said ...fucking snivel." Leslie laughed as she pulled onto his block.
"Well, we're here bitch." Leslie called out as she pulled up a few feet away from his home. She stopped him as he was getting out of her car grabbing his shirt collar.
"Hey, uh what are you gonna tell your parents about being home so early?"
"My parents are at work and they aren't gonna be back until late. Everything's cool Leslie okay?" He hopped out of the car and walked up to his front door fumbling in his pocket for the house keys.
"Hurry up and open the door asshole." He was shocked to find Leslie right on his heels as he unlocked the door. He hadn't heard her exit the car and was perplexed as the cheerleader pushed past him into his home.
The statuesque cheerleader stood in his living room taking it all in as he couldn't think of anything to do but gawk helplessly at Leslie. For some reason she just seemed larger than life standing there looking at the photos on his mantle place. His father, his polar opposite and a big, stocky Neanderthal of a man had on many occasions chided him saying that he would die a virgin. His tough guy dad would be blown away if he saw his son walking into his house with the equivalent of a Playboy playmate. He'd love to watch his dad's eyes roll up into his head as he took Leslie upstairs to his bedroom all the while palming her luscious ass.
Yeah, that'd be cool, but hell would have to freeze over for that to happen.
Humbert had even considered snapping a few pics of the stacked brunette with his camera phone, but wisely decided against it when he saw the brunette pull out her I-phone and take a few pics of his living room and the plastic covered furniture.
"You don't mind do you? I've never been in a nerd habitat before." She explained smiling in his direction. Humbert responded by simply shrugging as she took a few more pictures walking into his fifties era kitchen. Leslie opened his refrigerator and helped herself to a TAB soda.
Humbert watched as the buxom teen made a show of opening the can and slowly downing the small can arching her back and pushing her impressive chest out.
"So fucking predictable." She laughed as she tossed the can onto the floor and turned to him cupping his cheek in her slender hand.
"So show me your fucking room already." She emphasized her request with a quick slap to his cheek.
Humbert swallowed hard as he followed her up the stairs to his room at the end of the hall. Leslie continued to make a show of herself slowly moving up the stairs one agonizingly long step after another emphasizing the tantalizing curve of her hips and the fullness of her bottom. Humbert for his troubles was sporting a raging hard-on and was a inch away from whipping his cock out and finishing himself. Part of him hoped deep down that he would somehow, God and Hell be damned that maybe he'd end up pounding the snot out of Leslie.
The thought of her ultra-feminine form had taunted him many a night and sent him into a frenzy of self-gratification. His right hand should have fallen off by now.
"Wake up fuck-head." She was letting herself into his room and he watched in awe as she took in his personal living space rifling through his bookcase full of comics and handling some of his mint MEGO action figures. She seemed especially enamored of his Aquaman figure.
"Hey Humbert, what would you do if I popped the head off of this doll?"
"Uh, why would you do that?"
"Answer the question Hum-Bert." He began to get nervous as she tightened her grip on the small vintage action figure.
"Nothing-I guess." He stammered.
"Really?" She pushed both of her thumbs under the doll's chin watching his reaction intently.
"Uh Leslie, you don't have to do that."
"But I want to Humbert. I wanna pop the head off of this stupid ass action figure."
"Why?" His voice began to falter.
"I know this guy. He's the fucktard that talks to fish right?" Humbert was blown away that she knew the identity of his favorite superhero.
"Yeah."
"I used to watch reruns of the old Super friends show on cartoon network and this guy always sucked. Let me pop his fucking head off Humbert."
"Please-don't." She was enjoying his slow panic as she pressed even harder on the dolls head.
"COME ON LESLIE!!" He suddenly blurted out as she began laughing loudly and tossed the doll aside.
He let an audible sigh of relief as she sat on his bed and leaned forward looking him directly in the eye.
"So Hum-Bert, where's my cock?"
He didn't answer as he pulled the dildo from his dresser drawer and gingerly handed it to Leslie. She examined the sex toy for a few moments noting the dry caked up blood on its surface.
"I can't do this." She tossed the dildo onto the bed and got up to leave.
"Can't do what?"
"I can't fuck over Red. She's my best friend Humbert. Sorry guy, but you'd better get ready for jail."
"Come on Leslie, don't do this. You said you help me out." He pleaded as she stood up to leave staring at him with an indifferent expression.
"I know what I said but you gotta look at things from my point of view Humbert. If I help you out and this comes out it could be really fucking bad for me. If I just keep my mouth shut, it would be our word against yours and just who the fuck do you think everyone's gonna believe ...you?" She started to make her way to the door as the trembling nerd called out to her.
"YOU'VE GOTTA HELP ME!!" This stopped Leslie in her tracks and she looked him dead in the eye.
"I ain't gotta do shit Hum-Bert."
"PLEEEEASE LESLIE!! PLEASE DON'T DO THIS TO ME!!!" She was at the door and looked back at him again.
"What's in it for me?"
WHAT?!!"
"I said-What's in it for me?" She pushed the door closed and folded her arms across her large chest.
"ANYTHING YOU WANT LESLIE!!" He screamed as tears ran down his cheeks. He reached behind his desk and pulled out a jar full of cash pushing it towards her chest.
"I don't need your fucking paper route money boy!!" She actually looked offended as she slapped the jar away.
"PLEASE LESLIE, I JUST WANNA MAKE THIS RIGHT!! I'LL DO ANYTHING, JUST DON'T LET RED PUT ME IN JAIL!! COME ON!!! What do you want?"
She stood there look at him with the beginnings of a familiar predatory smile on her face. It was a look that he remembered full well, one that he had seen some time ago.
"Oh my god, you're going to do it again aren't you?"
He watched the stacked cheerleader lock the door and silently turn towards him as she grabbed the helm of her wife beater and start to pull it over her head. Leslie was wearing a cotton white sports bra that struggled mightily to contain her huge Triple D breasts.
"You were planning this the whole time weren't you?"
Her form fitting jeans were next as she effortlessly slid them down her shapely thighs revealing micro- bikini white panties with pink trim.
...Leslie was wearing her strap-on harness and he focused on the device looking directly at the front of the leather device which had a hole for the blood stained dildo currently on his bed.
"I don't know what the fuck you're talking about Hum-Bert. I thought you wanted me to help you out of a bad situation."
"How's this gonna help me stay out of fucking jail?!!" He was in full blown panic mode and visibly trembling and sweating.
"I'm done talking bitch. Either you're down with this or you're fucking locked up baby. It's that simple."
The teens stood silent for a few moments before he resigned himself to his fate and handed Leslie the dildo. The silences in the nerd's bedroom remained as he watched the cheerleader screw the sex toy into place and check its tightness. Tears ran down his face as she looked deep into his eyes while stroking the hard piece of plastic and licking her lips.
"Well Hum-Bert?" She was slightly swaying from side to side with this evilly serene expression on her face. He was shaking so badly at this point that his teeth could be heard chattering in the dead air of the room. He began fumbling with his belt more time than was needed.
"I really don't have all fucking day Hum-Bert." Slivers of indignation and anger ran through his mind when she pronounced his name in this manner.
"Would you please stop saying my name like that Leslie?" It was a simple request.
...a simple request that was honored with a vicious slap to the face. It was a slap so violent that the lanky nerd was shaken and fell back against his wall knocking some of the shelved comics from his walls.
She was on him in a second shoving him down to his knees with surprising strength and forcing the dildo deep into his mouth. He was forced to taste his own dried up blood as the cheerleader pumped the toy into his throat making him gag and coat it with copious amounts of saliva.
"FUUUCK YAAAH!! TAKE THAT FUCKING COCK!!" Leslie savagely fucked the nerd's mouth without a care in the world that he was choking on the length of plastic hitting the back of his throat. She had grabbed a handful of his hair and was taking him orally with full measured strokes.



Humbert was screaming with the dildo rammed down his throat and came close to passing out before his survival instinct came into play and he shoved the stacked brunette back in his desk finally dislodging the foreign object from his mouth as he began to spit up pools of drool and parts of the peanut butter and banana sandwich he'd eaten for breakfast.
"Sorry biatch. Guess I got a little carried away huh?" She laughed as she continued to stroke the plastic toy like it was a part of her body. She was spreading his fluids onto the dildo with clear intent as she laughed. Humbert to his horror noticed that her nipples were extremely hard and visible through the cotton fabric of her sports bra. The idea that she was actually getting off on raping him made his stomach turn and Humbert began to get the dry heaves.
"YOU AINT FINISHED YET HUM-BERT!!" Leslie violently shoved her hand down the front of his pants and yanked with enough force to snap the small rectangular buckle off of his belt and rip his zipper apart at the seams. She was giggling and breathing heavily as she shoved him onto the bed. Leslie almost sounded like she was hyperventilating as she jumped on top of the thin teen and began slapping him all over his face and head.
"STOP FUCKING HITTING ME!!" Humbert screamed and tried to shove the stacked woman off of the bed. Leslie was not to be denied as she straddled his torso and used her knees to force him onto his stomach.
"NOOOO!!! DON'T DO THIS LESLIE!!!" She'd already hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his pants and boxers and yanked them down exposing his narrow hairy ass.
"Come on Humbert, don't fuck this shit up. Let me get this pussy biatch." Her breath was labored and raspy as he felt her nails digging into his butt cheeks forcing them apart and the familiar chill of the dildo on his anal ring.
"FUCK NO LESLIE!!! STOP IT GOT-DAMMIT!!!" Her plastic cock began to press firmly against his crinkly brown star and Humbert responded by trying to twist his body away from the frenzied teen.
"OOOH NO YOU DON'T!!! AHAHAHAH!!!" Leslie violently shoved the dildo deep into Humbert's rectum and he was forced to relive his first rape when he heard the familiar popping noise signaling his deep penetration.
"YEEAHH!!!" Leslie yelled fucking the nerd with all the force she could muster. The fact that the teen under her was flailing violently about only fueled her sick lust even further as she used her weight and leverage to pin Humbert to the bed. She was sopping wet between the legs as the plastic nub on her end of the dildo rubbed against her clit sending waves of pleasure through her body. It was a feeling she couldn't describe and she'd become obsessed with repeating the experience again after raping Humbert in the library weeks ago.
"IT FUCKING HURTS!!! TAKE IT OUT!!! AAAAGHHHH!! IT HURTS LESLIE!!!"
The dildo was completely embedded in his anus and the cheerleader was sitting on the back of his thighs twerking her wide hips and driving the toy further.
"IT FEELS LIKE IT'S IN MY STOMACH!!!! SHIIIIT!!! PLEASE LESLIE!!"
Rivulets of sweat were running down her brow and she was drenched in perspiration as she continued to assault the crying nerd pinned to his bed. Humbert felt her ease up on him momentarily and it was relieved his ordeal was over.
"Huh, huh, thank you Leslie." He was sure he was bleeding and attempted to sit up only to realize that she hadn't moved.
The sports bra suddenly fell on the mattress in front of him as Leslie's hand pressed his head face first into the mattress.
"FUCKING BITCH!!!" Leslie began forcefully grinding herself into Humbert with even more force and he redoubled his efforts to buck her off of his back.
"I like it when you squirm like that baby, makes the sex even better." She whispered into his ear while pumping down into his anus which had begun to make weird squishy sounds. She had draped her body over his and he forced his head up enough to see Leslie's reflection in the narrow mirror on the back of his door.
She looked like a mad woman as she rode atop him her huge naked breasts glistening with sweat and heaving. There was an almost crimson tint to her skin as she arched her back pushing the toy further into his butt.
The sensations were starting to overwhelm Leslie as she began to go into the throws of an impending orgasm.
It was going to be...HUGE.
"Hum-Hum-HHHHHHUM-BERRT!!! I-think (panting) I-think...I THINK I'M GOING TO CUM!!!" It would be the first time she had climaxed with another person. Leslie kept herself under control for the most part, priding herself on her commitment to her studies and to the squad. It had been a little over six months prior when she had just joined the squad and was spending the night at Red's home when she had being introduced to her BFF'S rabbit.
Not the "live" kind mind you as the then chaste girl had naively thought before the amused redhead revealed the small sex toy. She had been reluctant to try the small cylinder out as Red had suggested. She watched as her redhead friend removed her panties and applied the tiny buzzing item to her clit, become intrigued at the effect it had on the squirming teen and amazed when Red had a screaming orgasm.
She would finally be talked into using the item two hours later and actually locked herself inside her friend's bathroom before applying it to her own clit. She experienced her first orgasm squirting all over the tiled floor. She had been amazed and even tasted her own secretions before using the toy for the rest of the night and passing out next to the toilet.
Red would have to pick the lock with a kitchen knife to get into her own bathroom the following morning.
Leslie in short became addicted to the sensation caused by the tiny device and had even begged Red to let her keep it. The girls would sometimes drive one town over just to go to shopping for new sex toys. It was on one of these excursions that the girls purchased the dildo currently embedded in Humbert's rear end.
Red's original intention was to use it on her friend, but Leslie's frenzied reaction forbade any further sexual experimentation. That night over a number of drinks and a gram of coke, they'd come up with the plan of actually using it on a man.
It was for "shits and giggles" they told themselves that fateful night before passing out from exertion.
They would spend the following week searching for "candidates" before settling on Humbert as he sat alone in the school cafeteria eating his PB &J from a Johnny Quest metal lunchbox.
Fucking Humbert had been a liberating experience for Leslie as the sense of power coupled with the incredible sensation from the strap-on had the popular cheerleader instantly hooked on pegging.
She'd masturbated regularly to the memory of his cries for mercy and the slight moment when the nerd had become registered to his fate and fully submitted to her. From the moment he'd returned to school Leslie coveted him and was determined to "have sex" with him again. Just looking at the tall, rail thin lanky teen was enough to get her panties soaking wet.
...and now she was "having sex" with the object of her desire once again.
"FFUUUUUCKING FUCK!!! IM ABOUT TO CUM HHH-HARD HUUUM-BERT!!!"
Leslie had become enthralled in her pending orgasms and released her grip on Humbert cupping her own huge breasts and tweaking her sweat soaked engorged and fully extended nipples.
He tried to rise up but the pressure of the sex toy on his busted ass and the angle at which Leslie was straddling his body caused even more pain to course through his body.
At this point he couldn't even feel his legs anymore.
Suddenly it was over as he felt the toy slowly being removed from his ass. The room suddenly felt cooler and he felt the narrow fingers of his rapist rubbing and kneading his buttocks.
"Humbert that was soooo fucking amazing. I don't think I've ever come that hard before." He felt her fingers lightly trace the contours of his back as tears streamed down his face. He felt like he was losing all his marbles as the stacked brunette had the audacity to sit on his bed after raping him with a strap-on and attempt pillow talk.
"Humbert." She cooed tapping his shoulder. He didn't respond and twitched slightly trying to move his legs.
"Humbert?" She called again rubbing his back softly and eventually gently pushing him onto his back to face her. The empathetic expression had returned to her now softened features.
"Humbert are you okay? You want me to get you a towel or something?"
"Just leave me alone." She looked shocked as she slowly pulled her sports bra on over her large breasts.
"I didn't mean to hurt you okay?"
"Would you please leave me alone?" She had just pulled on her wife beater and looked somewhat dejected as she silently unscrewed the dildo and left the freshly blood stained toy on his ruffled bed. He sighed heavily as he watched Leslie slowly slide the form fitting jeans up her body and over her wide bubble butt.
His breathing was heavy and labored, pain wracking his thin frame as he tried to remain as motionless as possible.
"Well, I'm gonna go now....Humbert?"
"What?" His voice was low and his speech slightly slurred.
"Can I have this?" She was holding the Aquaman action figure.
"Take it and please...just get out of my house Leslie." She walked over to his bedroom door and softly opened it.
"See you at school Humbert. We'll talk later aright?" She sounded upbeat.
"Fuck off you cunt." He responded but the cheerleader had already left the room bounding down the stairs and leaving the house but not before helping herself to another TAB cola from his fridge.
Moments later, he could hear Leslie's Chevy Nova leaving the block. He was relieved but still too tired to move.
He was afraid to "survey the damage" done by the dildo this time but he wouldn't have long to wait as he explosively and painfully voided his bowels.
******************************
"Now that's some fuckin' negotiating right there coach...RIGHT THERE OOOHHH!!" Red sat on his desk facing the window looking out onto the gym floor with the coach's head buried in her snatch. The burly middle aged man was making a meal of her snatch and had been for nearly thirty minutes.
It wasn't the first time he'd had a taste of her virtue as months earlier the redhead had caught the respected coach doing a line of coke and blackmailed him into letting her do a line or two. Heavy petting had followed and Red had found herself splayed out on the teacher's desk as he licked her to a very satisfying climax.
She'd wanted to go further but the coach begged off fearing for his job and freedom (After all, she was the Sheriff's daughter.). He'd ended up getting one hell of a hand job spewing a veritable geyser of cum that the young vixen was only too happy to clean up.
"Oh yeah baby, you really know how to get up in there don't you? FUCK!!! FEELS LIKE YOU'RE LICKING MY OVARIES MOTHERFUCKER!!" She locked her thick, shapely thighs around his head and began humping his face.
He'd seen her around the school bullying other students and generally enforcing her will on the weak. There was no doubt that Melissa Reed a.k.a Red was trouble wrapped in one hell of a package. He wasn't willing to outright fuck her, but he couldn't resist licking her perfect peach of a pussy and kissing her pale bubble butt. Sometimes he would lick and finger her asshole as she jerked him, but under no circumstances could he lose control and actually fuck this hot little piece of ass.
Melissa knew this and took time out occasionally to tease the hell out of the secretly enraptured coach. He was sort of a pet project of hers and she told herself that before she graduated, she would break his resolve and force him to fuck her until his cock fell off.
"GOT-DAMN SHAZAM!!!" She yelled as she came gushing in his eager mouth. The coach had put on a little show for the students and his colleagues but in private had brokered a deal with her to stave off any retaliation against her star quarterback boyfriend until they took the state championship. She'd snuck back to his office later in the day to close the deal.
Coach Hamblen's face was glistening with her cum and the middle aged man lapped up her lust from his face.
"Satisfied?" He asked waiting on baited breath for her answer.
"Not even, but it'll do for now coach." She ran her fingers through his sparse graying hair before pushing him away with a foot to the chest causing his chair to slide back against the window. He ogled the teen with the dancer's frame, her athletic form with the slightly above average hips and ass. She noticed with a smirk and wiggled her perfect ass at him while pulling up her cheer panties.
"Ready to get off the bench coach?" She laughed as his face flushed crimson with embarrassment.
"Come on Red, you know the answer to that question." She had already opened the door to his office and was staring across the gymnasium towards the weight room.
"There was something I saw today. Something hanging in the meathead jocks' little club house, I believe it was some fat bitch's humongous bra coach."
"I'll take it down before I leave Red." He was cleaning his face with a hand towel.
"Leave it... and let me borrow the keys to the gym." A sly smile was forming on her face.
"By the way, I want you to look under your skirt where my pussy of a boyfriend has been hiding and tell him that he's lost all his pussy privileges until he wins the state championship." Her tone was suddenly serious and stern.
"I can do that Red."
"I mean it. Nobody's gonna fuck him in this school until I get my due. Hope you get that win coach, cause after the big game his ass belongs to me."
*******************************
To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
*******************************
Note: All characters in this story are of legal age. All of the characters are well over eighteen years of age.



        Mean Girls of Maplewood Ch. 04

        The Mean Girls visit April. Brad tries to outsmart Red.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mean-girls-of-maplewood-ch-04

Title: Mean Girls of Maplewood Ch. 04

Author: mondotoken

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: The Mean Girls visit April. Brad tries to outsmart Red.

Tags: bullying, big butt, groping, excessive cum, cheerleaders, exhibitionism / voyeur, huge cock, bubblebutt, masturbation, big tits

Series: Mean Girls of Maplewood


Note: All characters in this story are of legal age. All of the characters are well over eighteen years of age
The bedroom was dark slightly lit by shards of daylight that revealed an immaculately cleaned space with hardwood floors, Ikea furniture, well stocked bookshelves and a study space consisting of a simple chair and desk with a laptop and school books.
A small doll, an action figure was posed in a sitting position on the desktop facing the occupied day bed in the darkened room. The bed was covered with an inordinate number of comforters and blankets and there was some muted movement under the wealth of blankets.
Aquaman was getting a show.
The mass of quilts was undulating with slow measured movements and a low buzzing sound could be heard from the confines of the day bed. The low tunes of Mark Scott (Song-I Don't Wanna Come Down) wafted through the bedroom from a Hello Kitty radio alarm clock.
Leslie was playing with her trusty rabbit.
The small toy brought her so much pleasure that she could barely function without it. She would sometimes lock herself in her room and play with herself for hours. Her upbringing had instilled in her the belief that masturbation was wrong and she would hide under the quilts to use the toy.
The stacked brunette had pushed her ruffled bloomers down mid-thigh and was squirming around on her mattress in ecstasy. She used one hand to hold her delicate flower open and the other to apply the vibrator directly onto her clit.
"Fuck me, ooohh shit! Right there, yeah right there." Images of Humbert crying and struggling under her as his ass was plowed danced in her mind's eye. The second "Hook-Up" had been all she imagined and more.
Leslie pressed the small vibrator down on her clit even further and used two fingers on her other hand to rub her crotch vigorously as the strong orgasm took her.
FFFFFFUUUUUCCK!! She suddenly screamed from beneath numerous blankets as she soiled her sheets and actually squirted a visible jet of her cum.
The heat in her makeshift quilted fort was too much at this point and she was forced to toss back the covers as she basked in the afterglow of her self-gratification.
"Holy shit... I've gotta get some more of Humbert's pussy." She said to herself as she rubbed her sweaty brow.
Her I-phone suddenly started ringing with the Miley Cyrus tune she'd chosen for it and the display on the window revealed a picture she and her BFF had taken last summer at a local carnival.
"Where you been biatch?" Red's voice boomed at her with faux anger.
"I was, uh kind of busy."
"Too busy to pick up your fucking phone whore?" Now Red sounded like she was on the verge of getting angry and Leslie definitely didn't want that force directed at her.
"Melissa, I'm really fucking sorry. I didn't mean to be an absentee partner-in-crime. What have you done now?"
"Brad fucking cheated on me."
"Get out of here Red, even that meat head wouldn't have the nerve to cross you." Humbert was momentarily forgotten as the buxom brunette leaned forward pulling the covers over her rounded hips.
"I serious bitch!! That motherfucker's been fucking that fat cunt April!!"
"You not talking about that Twilight Emo with the humongous knockers are you?" Leslie couldn't believe her ears as she listened to Red recount the past twenty-four hours taking in every juicy detail of Brad's infidelity, the vicious retribution on the chubby teacher's assistant and the sexual embargo.
"Wow, I feel like I've been on the moon to have missed all this drama."
"By the way, just where the fuck were you doing all of this shit?" Leslie was apprehensive about revealing her solo attack on Humbert even as she started to become a little damp between the legs.
"It's a long story Red, that's all I really want to say until I see you face to face. There's some stuff I really need to let you in on babe."
"Well you can tell me right now because I'm sitting in front of your house in my car bitch." Leslie's heart suddenly skipped a beat.
"I'll be right out. Give me a few minutes to clean up Red."
*****
Humbert sat in the bathtub soaking. It had become an early morning ritual since he was violently raped weeks ago and was the only thing that soothed his damaged rectum.
The hot water in the tub was crimson tinged from the blood that leaked from his anus. He'd bled even more profusely than the last time because of the nature of the latest attack. Leslie hadn't used enough lube and as a result it had felt like his insides were being turned inside out. He'd managed to get rid of the evidence trashing his bed sheets and flipping the blood stained mattress. Initially he'd tried to staunch the flow of blood by shoving a wad of his mother's maxi-pads into his gaped asshole, but that didn't seem to work.
He'd been "fortunate" enough to find the butt plug Leslie had also forced upon him in the aftermath of the library assault and lo and behold...it actually worked.
Every time he thought about Leslie, he'd feel sick and disgusted like he was going to vomit. His mind's eye just kept wandering back to that image he remembered from the mirror on the back of his door as he was being savagely fucked.
He just kept seeing the half-crazed look on the beautiful face of the cheerleader, the way her huge natural breasts swayed and bounced as she drove "her plastic cock" up his ass...and the almost demonic crimson tint to her flawless skin as she bucked and undulated violating him solely for her sick pleasure.
"Never again bitch." He whispered to himself as he painfully leaned forward and pulled the drain plug in the tub.
The butt plug sat on the toilet waiting to be inserted.
*****
Red's Camaro sat in front of Maplewood's only thrift store and the two girls sat in the car watching the building. Red had barely given Leslie a moment to jump into the vehicle before speeding off down the highway to the center of town. Now Leslie found herself sitting in her car as her friend watched a closed store.
"Okay I'll bite what the fuck is this all about?" Red all but ignored her best friend as she pulled a pair of binoculars up and used them to get the store's hours.
"I've got a little time, so I'll make this brief. I need to gauge a subject for a new social experiment of mine."
"Oh yeah, what's that?" Leslie was curious to say the least.
"First things first babe, I asked you where the fuck you were yesterday and you still haven't answered me. Now seeing as how you're usually very giving with the details when you've been bad, I figure you've done something pretty fucked up even by my standards." Red was looking Leslie dead in the eye and she was wilting a bit under the green eyed glare of truth as her friend called the technique. At this point, she knew it was futile to keep secrets.
"I fucked Humbert yesterday. I fucked him in the ass like we did a couple of weeks ago."
"Oh really, and how did you accomplish that little feat on your own?" From the sound of her voice, Leslie couldn't gauge what her friend's initial reaction was going to be.
"I uh, I gave him a little incentive. I well, I blackmailed him into it."
"What did you blackmail him with pray tell?"
"I told him, well-I told him that you were gonna tell your dad everything and that he was going to jail. I asked him for that dildo we used and the pathetic loser actually kept it ...so I fucked him again to uh, keep him in line."
Leslie sat in silence for a moment processing what had been told to her before quickly shoving her best friend's head into the passenger side window of her Camaro.
"STUPID CUNT!! I TOLD YOU TO LEAVE HUMBERT ALONE DIDN'T I WHORE?!!" Red suddenly exploded with a few brutal closed fists to the back of Leslie's shoulder blade.
"DON'T FUCKING HIT ME RED!! I WAS JUST PLAYING WITH HIM AND SHIT HAPPENED!!" Red had leaned over towards her seat and was shaking her best friend and slamming her head against the armrest on the passenger side door.
"Shit happened? Shit happened?!! YOU FUCKED UP LESLIE!! THAT FUCK IS GONNA TALK NOW!! Don't think my dad's gonna get you out of the shit too bitch. Ask yourself this asshole-Was it really worth it to go back and rape that little wimp again?"
"Yeah."
Red was blown away by Leslie's answer. She sat in silence for a few moments processing her best friend's answer. She remembered how they'd planned the whole thing together scoping out Humbert for a week and finding out where he worked in order to have the best chance to get away with essentially raping a man. She remembered how doubtful Leslie had been before they'd gotten started and how excited the stacked brunette was afterward. She'd specifically told Leslie that they should ignore Humbert for the most part and let the whole incident settle down naturally.
Red was pretty sure that Humbert wouldn't tell anyone about being sodomized by the two most popular girls in Maplewood high. It would be too humiliating for a guy to admit that he'd been overpowered and fucked up the ass by women. She'd been counting on the nerd's ego to keep everything under wraps and now...Leslie had fucked up by using her name in order to rape him a second time.
"You know Leslie, if you weren't my friend I'd totally fucking kill you right now. But we have to fix this shit."
"He's not going to say anything Red. He's a little pussy okay?" The brunette was gathering herself and adjusting her blouse over her huge tits.
"We have to fix this situation. I don't feel comfortable with your bullshit Leslie."
"I fucked him, I fucked his pretty little asshole raw and I know deep down in his geek heart that he loved every minute of it."
Red just stared at her friend shaking her head.
"You should have been there Red to see Humbert taking that cock up his ass like a fucking champ!! Yeah he cried a lot and everything but you see there was this totally awesome connection between us Red. I know it!! I FUCKING KNOW IT!!"
"Shut up Leslie."
Leslie immediately complied and found that she was unable to look her friend in the eye. Shame read across the brunette's features as Red turned her attention back to the store.
As if on cue April half hobbled down the street apparently still feeling the effects of her recent assault by Red and the rest of the cheerleading squad (Sans Leslie). True to her word, April's mom had begun home schooling the embittered teen in face of the horrible incident. If she was under strict supervision before, her mother had increased her vigilance tenfold and had even confiscated her phone and periodically locked up her computer when she wasn't doing schoolwork.
April was miserable to say the very least.
Even in the face of the assault and the promise of more she'd attempted to call Brad to warn him of Red's dark promise to make him suffer. Her efforts which included sneaking out of her home in the middle of the night and going on a nearly mile and a half hike had met with failure, she'd poured over five dollars in laundry change into a pay phone only to have Brad's little sister slam on her repeatedly.
Her only solace was her part time job at the thrift store. The family of two needed the money and it was the only time she could use a computer without her mother looking over her shoulder. She unlocked the key to the store and let herself in to open for the day.
As was her custom, she would grab the community laptop from under the register and head off to the bathroom to surf the net during her morning pee. Her vagina still burned from the tobasco sauce and the pointed end of the plastic cone that had been shoved deep into her body by Red. The doctors told her that the pain would subside over time, but today just wasn't that day.
She had done a few levels of Pepper Panic Saga, when she heard a noise in the adjoining break room. After a few moments, she realized that someone was banging on the glass window of the store and quickly exited the restroom.
Red was leaning against the window with her face pressed against the glass staring directly at her.
April froze in the gaze of the smiling cheerleader less than ten feet away from her. Her heartbeat began to race as she was jolted back to reality by the rapping on the glass by the thin fingers of Red.
"Don't you hear me knocking?" Red half yelled through the glass. April still didn't respond trembling at the sight of the red head.
"Aren't you gonna let me in April?"
The trembling became more pronounced as horror overtook the chubby teen when the knocking on the window became louder.
"Let me in-April!" Red demanded of the teen who took two small steps back away from the window.
"Bitch-I said LET ME IN!!" She was definitely getting angry at the horrified girl in front of her emphasizing her words by slamming her fists against the window. April grabbed the sides of her head shaking her head "NO" as Red started screaming at her through the window.
"OPEN UP CUNT!!" April actually stumbled back and fell on her ass. The sight of the terrified teen falling over broke Red's anger momentarily and she began laughing hysterically as she calmed down.
"Okay little piggy, you don't know how to open a door. Tell you what, I'll give you a little demo babe." Red motioned towards her sports car parked across the street and April watched in fear as Leslie emerged from the vehicle and casually walked around to the driver's side pulling a baseball bat from an open window.
Leslie walked across the street holding the bat soldier-like against her shoulder and ceremonially placed the weapon in Red's hand. April's eyes grew as wide as saucers.
"NONONONO!!" The chubby teen gathered herself as she ran to the door waving her hands in front of her to stop Red from smashing in the plate glass window.
April fumbled with the store keys finally opening the door. Red smiled at her as she walked into store flanked by Leslie.
The overhead lights hadn't been turned on yet and the area was dark even though it was early morning. Red walked April up against the wall placing the bat under her chin and adding pressure with the palm of her opposite hand.
"You heard me knocking right?"
"Yeah."
"Why didn't you open the fucking door then bitch?" Red began to put more pressure on the bat forcing it into the girl's chin.
"I-Uh I didn't expect to see you there." April managed to blurt out even though she was being half choked by the bat.
"Is that right little piggy?"
"Yeah-I mean yes." April stuttered as her massive chest heaved and shook from her trembling.
"I can't believe Brad chose this stupid chunker over you. Shit, who would've known that witless fuck was a closet chubby chaser." Leslie shook her head as she watched the proceedings.
"WRONG BITCH!!" Red corrected her friend hating even the assumption that she had come in second behind anyone.
"That soon to be Wishing he were Dead fucktard liked this bitch for her big sloppy titties."
"Oh yeah, this cow does seem to have some fucking mountains on her. Bet those udders are pointed straight at the floor." Leslie laughed as Red turned her attention back towards her prey.
"I've seen them and actually they're kind of impressive. (To April) Hey cunt, pull your pig tits out for my girl here."
April made the mistake of hesitating for a moment until Red shoved the end of the bat into the area just over her breasts with the muted thud from the impact sounding off in the empty store.
"P-Please." April begged off further abuse with the bat.
She reached down and pulled her tattered Dead Kennedys t-shirt over her head revealing her doughy gut and massive 42G breasts which were encased in the best minimizer brassiere her mother could find. Her mother had actually blamed her large breasts for the attack at the school and encouraged her embittered daughter to consider a breast reduction. Now standing in front of Red and her accomplice, April began to consider her mother's suggestion.
"Everything whore."
With some effort April managed to pull the extremely tight fitting undergarment up over her huge tits causing them to flop out even further in a bouncing motion right before both of the astonished cheerleaders.
"Holy Shit girlfriend...They're even better looking than mine." Leslie was astonished.
"Yeah, this fucking slut used her trashy fun bags to titfuck Brad, but even that wasn't good enough for that asshole. Tell Leslie here what happened to you piggy."
"Please Red; I don't want to talk about that."
Red suddenly swung the bat into the wall at April's head and the girl barely dodged the blow which stuck the brick wall chipping some of the red granite. April sat on the floor holding her palms over her massive breasts and looking up at the two girls.
"I'm not gonna ask again cunt."
"He raped me." April mumbled and Leslie immediately laughed while Red stared down the stacked brunette until she realized she was the only one laughing.
"Fuck, you're serious aren't you?" The silence that followed was Leslie's only answer as she looking down at the chubby teen with tears running down her rounded face.
"Man, that's fucked up." Leslie replied before cupping her hand over her mouth remembering her own actions nearly twenty-four hours earlier.
April had begun to quietly sob and Red took immediate notice.
"Take a minute whore." Leslie immediately wandered down the aisle and began looking through some second hand jewelry. April found herself being nudged in the head with the bat. Red motioned towards the break room and the teen reluctantly climbed to her feet and entered the room.
"Make me a cup of coffee." Red made herself at home as she noticed the laptop on the break room table and flipped it open.
"Hey, cool shit I like this game too. I've got it on my phone." April didn't respond as she cleaned the filter on the modest coffee maker. She felt like a prisoner at home with her mother always a half step behind her and now she was a virtual hostage at her own part-time job. She half considered flinging the pot of hot fluid in Red's face and making a run for it, but knew Leslie would be waiting in the other room. She remembered full well being punched in the face with a closed fist while having her legs taken out from underneath her body at the same time.
April gingerly filled the cup and placed it in front of Red who was staring at the laptop.
"Have a seat piggy."
April complied with the command sitting barely noticing or acknowledging that her huge massive breasts were still on display in front of her antagonist.
"Uh, how do you like your coffee Red?"
"The same as you cow. Go ahead and make it the way you like darling." Red was still reading something on the laptop as April poured six packets of sugar and a drop of milk into her coffee cup.
"Okay, I'm finished." April cupped the mug in both hands offering it to Red.
"Chill out with the fucking coffee piggy." The chubby girl sat the cup down as she nervously watched Red stand and walk behind her chair. She jumped a little when she felt the cheerleader's hands cup her breasts and begin to roughly knead them.
"What are we gonna do with you April my fat little piggy tits?" The redhead's fingers pulled on her small nipples rolling them between her narrow fingers until the she started to squirm.
"Please don't hurt me Red." She begged eliciting a sharp tug on her little raspberry colored nipples as her chest took on a crimson tint from the brutal handling of her monster sized tits.
"You started it April. You hurt me first bitch and you're still bullying me right now." April snarled into her ear after which she sank her teeth into the cartilage knowing slightly on one of her punk style earplug earrings.
"No Red...I wouldn't fuck with you...No!"
She jumped slightly as Red leaned forward and turned the laptop towards the busty teen.



April had left her Facebook page open and Red had obviously been reading her messages. One particular post was highlighted.
"Would you mind reading that message for me piggy?"
"Please Red, don't make me."
"Okay, I'll be honest with you April. I can't make up my mind about your fat ass and I'm honestly torn between having my friend Leslie come in here with that baseball bat and shoving it up your diseased cooter or making you stand on your head while I pour that hot coffee into your gaped pussy after I fist you for an hour."
Red punctuated her statement by closing her fingers around the girl's throat and squeezing.
"Okay, I'll read it." April sobbed.
"Good idea piggy." She returned her hands to the crying girl's tits kneading and rubbing them as April pulled the computer closer to read the message on the screen.
"Brad-Why won't you talk to me? I know you're still scared about what happened between us, but I just want to see you. Don't worry, I won't ever tell anybody about that morning. I know how you get when it comes to my tits and well, I have to take some responsibility for "teasing" you into what you did. I just-I just want to talk and work something out. I should have been honest with you about my feelings from the beginning. Even after what happened to me at school, I, I want to be with you I guess. But I guess you're worried about Red finding out. It would be worth that humiliation I received if we could be "together" at least one more time and see where it goes from there." The chubby teen's voice faltered as she read the message aloud.
"Wow April that was heart wrenching to say the least." April suddenly realized that the redhead's fingers were between her legs rubbing on her sex in a measured circular motion. She didn't know how to react to the slow building stimulation.
"So tell me piggy, what'd my asshole boyfriend write back?"
"Uh, nothing Red. It's been over a week."
"How do you feel about that April?" The teen felt the cheerleader's fingers breach the interior of her panties and caress and tug on her pubic hairs.
April didn't answer.
"I asked you a question whore."
The chubby teen suddenly felt a swell of anger and defiance in her body that burst deep from within.
"FUCK IT RED!! You can fucking do whatever to me, I don't fucking care anymore!! I already fucking apologized for GETTING RAPED!! I WAS IN BRAD'S LIFE FIRST OKAY?!!"
BANG!!-Red immediately shoved the chubby teens head into the table with enough force to bounce it and send the girl to the tiled floor on her back. April struggled to get up and received a swift kick in the ass for her efforts.
"You don't know shit baby. I'll see you later April, I promise you whore." Red then quietly turned and walked out of the break room.
*****
"Fucking cunt!" Brad slammed his razor down on his bedside table nearly smashing the thin phone into oblivion.
It had been a week since what was being known as "The Pussy Embargo" had gone into effect and true to her word; Red had effectively cut off his so-called pussy privileges amongst the young and hot social scene at Maplewood High. Whenever he would approach one of the other cheerleaders or the majorettes, they would scream Red's name at him laughing and jeering the star jock away.
He had nearly laughed in the coach's face when told of the deal made with his girlfriend and a small part of him wondered what had actually passed between them. He had more than once noticed the coach's errant glances whenever Red and the squad launched into one of their meticulously choreographed routines during games.
It was true that Red was the greatest fuck he'd ever had but he was determined to defy his dominant girlfriend and rail the snot out of some unsuspecting coed. He loved the shocked expression on girl's faces when he pulled his monster sized cock out before their saucer sized eyes. Loved the sudden gasp each one of them emitted when he rammed it home into either their too small pussy or assholes. Red had been his first, teaching him how to use his size and power, teaching the inexperienced teen to touch with the softness of a female, and the most sensitive areas of a woman's body.
...it hadn't been easy.
He had recently arrived in town and made a few friends during a pick-up game in the park. One of the guys named Todd had invited Brad to the local community center for a battle of the bands and it was there that she had approached him. How could he forget the drop dead gorgeous redhead with the alabaster skin, piercing green eyes and stunning dancer's figure.
Her name was Melissa Reed and she was the sheriff's daughter. She was known for having a really bad temper and that she ruled the cheerleading squad with an iron fist. She liked to go by her nickname...Red.
He remembered how she'd danced around him as he stared in awe in the middle of that community center rec room rubbing her curvy ass shamelessly all over his crotch. She was wearing a orange baby t-shirt with some weird cartoon character called a schmoo on the chest and a pair of daisy dukes jean shorts that damn near resembled a thong showed off her juicy curvy bubble butt.
He'd been plied with beer until he was barely able to stand and ushered into the redhead's sports car. He hadn't even got comfortable in his seat before she was speeding down the highway to a secluded spot just outside of Maplewood where the young lovers would spoon and grope each other for what seemed like hours.
He remembered how Red's eyes had widened after she pulled his huge cock out of his too tight skinny jeans and how she's played with his member tugging and jerking on it making him shoot wad after wad of cum all over the front seat while she laughed. She'd followed up by wrapping her full lips around the fat head of his cock and sucking and teasing it for all she was worth nearly making him scream.
Red would then ask him point blank if he wanted to fuck her brains out with what she called his third leg and after he'd nodded his agreement, she'd coaxed him out of the car into the nearby wood.
She'd ask him if he had condoms and virgin that he was Brad would admit that he didn't. She'd run back to her car telling him that she had one and would drive off leaving him in the middle of nowhere.
He'd have been pissed if he wasn't so horny.
Red would act as if the whole thing didn't happen ignoring him at school while his buddies laughed at how he'd been played. It drove him to distraction until he sought to have it out with Red finding her lounging in her car smoking a joint in the school parking lot.
She'd smiled and welcomed him into her car offering him her joint. He was confused taking a virgin puff on the joint and coughing profusely while Red laughed.
...unfortunately her father would pull up beside his daughter's car and give the scared jock a stern talking to with his hand on his weapon for emphasis.
The Sheriff actually believed that Brad had given his daughter the joint.
He still trembled remembering the not so subtle threat from the angry father and the click of the hammer on his service revolver as Red bounced over taking blame for the joint. The sheriff of course didn't believe a word and parted pointing a finger at the terrified jock while his daughter giggled.
She offered him a ride home after her father had drove off, but he declined.
"Pussy." She laughed before speeding off in her Camaro.
He'd decided to find greener pastures and was chatting up a thin blonde named Sally when that alluring Redhead decided to force her way into his life again. She simply walked up to the budding couple in the school cafeteria and poured his carton of milk over the blonde's head causing the frightened girl to run off crying.
Less than thirty minutes later, he found himself in her bed room scared to death that her father was lurking in the closet with a shotgun at the ready. Red had eased his fears with a beer and a tour of her rustic styled ranch house. Seems she was somewhat of an adrenaline junkie and was involved in a number of sports as well as some mixed martial arts. She even tried to get the enthralled jock to engage in an impromptu wrestling match which he begged off as she tickled him.
She just seemed to overwhelm him her personality and aggressive demeanor that just bordered on threatening. So much so that when she asked him if he was a virgin, he'd answered truthfully. After hearing his answer she'd dug her claws even further into the jock coveting his "cherry" as she ushered him into her bedroom and made him strip nude.
He felt like her play thing as she rubbed and fondled every inch of his body even measuring his cock at a healthy eleven inches. She had remained clothed as she gave her new boyfriend an extremely sloppy blowjob culminating in an explosive facial that left him drained.
He was beyond excited as Red showered while he waited on her futon hard as a rock. Brad would never forget the sight of Red walking into the bedroom fully nude in all of her glory marveling at her sculpted figure so much that he nearly jizzed himself.
Then he had to go and ruin it all.
In short order he'd lost his shit and tossed Red on the bed forcing his cock into her extremely tight pussy and royally fucking her ...for all of two minutes. He would shoot a massive load all over her taut stomach. He'd been in a frenzy and lost control not even realizing that the entire time he been fucking her, the cheerleader had been casually lying on her back watching his prick pump in and out of her with a bored detached look on her face.
"Are you finished asshole?" She'd asked before launching her foot into his chin. She'd had a twenty-two pistol under her pillow and used it to escort him from her home.
He spent a number of days worrying that the sheriff would be coming for him before stupidly seeking Red out again to apologize.
The angry cheerleader would coerce him into licking her cunt as she leaned against her vehicle until she experienced a violent orgasm while the other girls on the squad looked on making comments such as "He's all cock and no brain" and referring to him as a mongoloid. After she'd squirted in his mouth she and her friends packed into her vehicle.
"You know, I used the toilet before you licked me and I didn't wipe or nothing."
He watched the car full of laughing teens drive off and figured it was finally over between Red and him. He'd recently made the football team right before all the drama had begun and figured he would throw himself into his work to forget the stunning redhead. The team would go on to win the first ten games in blow-outs that were almost cartoonish. Brad's popularity seemed to be on the rise almost overnight and he would suddenly find himself back in Red's good graces as she appeared at his home and literally fucked him silly while telling him that she "forgave" him. A week later they would officially consummate their relationship making it official.
The redhead had attached herself to him almost from the moment he'd arrived at Maplewood High. He barely had room to breathe under the smothering, stifling attention of his socially powerful girlfriend. Yeah, she may have found out about April, but there had been others who were lucky enough to be impaled by his legendary schlong.
He was determined to get himself laid despite what had been told to him and chaffed under the assumption that some cunt could effectively "bench" him.
He flipped open his laptop and began surfing the net for some porn to jerk off to when he spotted the message from his former childhood friend and crush April. He hesitantly opened the message and read it before deleting it.
"Fucking tease." He thought under his breath as his cock stirred in memory of the chubby girl's huge breasts and how he hard he had fucked her while she screamed for mercy.
His mind wandered back to that fateful morning when he had finally nailed the chubby teen and got his fill of her monstrous breasts. It had been a constant unfulfilled itch that had plagued him for over a year and he relished the fact that he'd gotten away with it for the most part. April had been sending him these pleading type emails for weeks now trying to get him to meet up with her so they could "talk things out." At first he had been afraid to respond figuring it was some sort of sting to entrap him with the cops, but later when nothing happened he began to think she wanted more of his cock.
"Fuck it. The answer is right in front of my face." He laughed as he began typing a short message to April.
*****
April had finally mustered up enough courage to come out of the break room. The thrift store was empty and the doors wide open. A few customers had wandered in off the streets. Some of the people were bewildered at the state of the store.
The cheerleaders had trashed a couple of aisles where the women's items and accessories were kept. Leslie had helped herself to some trendy bracelets and rings while Red had simply knocked over everything in her path as she left the store.
She counted her lucky stars that she'd only received a minor beating and considered turning in her resignation at the end of the day to avoid any further incidents. She would have felt relieved if she didn't have this nagging illness, this nausea lingering about since Red slammed her head against the table. She excused herself to the few customers in the store and went back into the break room to get some aspirin and that's when she noticed it for the first time.
The laptop was gone.
"FUCK ME!!" April screamed at the top of her lungs.
*****
"I'm sorry about what happened. I just want you to know that I never meant to hurt you." Brad typed while watching a game on the television.
There was no response in the message box even though it appeared that she was online.
"I wish I could take it all back. I really wish we could just be friends again." Of course he didn't mean any of the things he wrote and was trying to get a dialogue going so that he could eventually get into the chubby teen's pants again.
Still no response as the jock sat pensively waiting. He watched the game with the same vested interest figuring that he would be drafted into one off the college teams playing on the screen. He had calmed down a bit but still had a simmering anger towards his girlfriend. He had some pics on his computer that he had transferred from his camera phone of Red's bubble butt. He'd considered making the photos public to get payback on the redhead for humiliating him.
Suddenly the sound of an incoming message alerted the jock.
"What about Red?" Was April's written response and Brad scratched his head wondering why she would bring up his girlfriend.
"What about her? I don't want to talk about that bitch. I'm pretty pissed about what she did to you." He typed back hoping to score some brownie points.
"Wanna hook up?" He was shocked at the quick turn around and couldn't believe his dumb luck.
Couldn't believe he'd get a chance to get his hands on her luscious hooters once again. This time he would take his time and fuck her right. Some dumb ass bet wouldn't hinder his time as he royally railed the snot out of his childhood friend.
"You want to come over here?" He typed back anxiously.
"No, I'm scared Red will find out and hurt my again Brad." He felt a flush of emotion wash over him as he continued typing.
"Don't worry about that skank. I'll never let her touch you again April." He typed back trying to get the chubby teen to close the deal. Sweat started to run down his brow as he typed and he cursed April under his breath for making him think too much.
"Can you protect me?"
"Yeah, don't worry about a thing. Where do you want to meet?" He hoped he didn't seem overanxious.
"How about the school? Tonight at say, about nine?"
"Why the school?" He typed genuinely confused.
"Why not?"
*****
Red and Leslie sat in their favorite booth at Ms.Piggies (A local restaurant chain of just one in Maplewood. Just think Norms or Denny's). Red had spent the last thirty minutes tapping away on the laptop she'd stolen from April after slamming her head into the break room table.
"See you at nine...I'm really looking forward to seeing you again April." Both girls watched the response on the screen.
"My god he's so fuckin' dense, what'd you ever see in him?" Leslie laughed as she stuffed an onion ring in her mouth.
"It's a big cock thing, but you wouldn't know shit about that would you Leslie?" Red sounded annoyed as she closed the laptop.
"Fuck is that supposed to mean?"
"Now, now don't be coy with me bitch. I'm referring to the Humbert situation we have on our hands." Red took a deep bite of her B.L.T sandwich as she looked over at her friend sharing her side of the booth.
"Don't worry about that Red, I got it under control." Leslie was visibly nervous.
"Oh yeah?!! Don't fuck with me you stupid cunt." The words rolled off the redhead's tongue with a serpentine grace that accentuated her building anger with her best friend.
"I don't care if you wanna fuck your own shit up, but bitch you involved me. What am I supposed to do when that fucking geek tricks on us to the cops, huh?!!" Red tossed the sandwich onto the table as some patron watched disturbed by her language.
"I know Humbert and he ain't saying shit Red. He's probably jizzing himself to me right now. As long as he thinks there's a chance he's getting into my panties, he's down for whatever. Now eat your sandwich bitch." There was a frenzied cadence to Leslie's words that suggested that she was trying to make herself believe her words more than anybody else.
"Down for whatever? ...oh, you're gonna try to fuck him again?" Red asked as she stuffed an onion ring into her mouth. The girls were sharing a plate.
"He knows he's down with getting that ass fucked hard. Oh Red you just don't know what it's like being in control and pushing into that little pussy of his." The buxom cheerleader's panties were starting to become damp at the thought.
"Girlfriend, you're seriously fucked up. Anybody tell you that lately."
"Only the whore that's supposed to be my best friend." Leslie suddenly felt self-conscious and worried that she'd shared too much. She felt a twinge of fear as Red leaned forward with an angry smile on her face.
"Tell you what Leslie, would you bet your ass on Humbert keeping quiet?"
"Yeah, yeah he ain't saying a fucking thing about us. What's on your mind?" Leslie didn't know where her friend was going with the conversation but had to follow the redhead's lead anyway.
"I was up late last night actually studying for the fucking constitution test and watching the tube. I was watching one of those shitty Star Wars prequels and it just came to me... serious epiphany."
"What?"
"Don't strain your brain girlfriend, I'm gonna spell it out for you. I was watching the one where the shitty actor turns fully evil and the old emperor fuck-like makes him into a total badass...uhm, Darth Vader."
"Darth Vader? What the hell are you talking about bitch?" Leslie was confused running her fingers through her dark tresses.
"I want an apprentice."
"I don't get it Red. What do you mean?" Leslie was genuinely interested.
"I want to make our little duo...a trio. I'm proposing a bet."
"Yeah, what kind of bet?"
"I'm betting that I can turn somebody into one of us Leslie. Make her embrace our ways and I want to bet that you can't do the same with Humbert." Red smiled as she watched her friend realize what was being proposed.
"What's in it for me?"
Red tossed her car keys to her stacked friend. She knew that Leslie hated her less-than-stellar vehicle and secretly coveted her wheels. Leslie held the keychain in front of her flawless features pondering the proposal.



"What happens if you win?" Red smiled at this question as she nibbled on the last onion ring while giving the brunette her patented deep gaze into her hazel eyes.
"If I win and make no mistake about it whore...I-will-win, you will have to FUCK any asshole I tell you to on the spot for a year. I mean tongue kissing sucking his cock and balls, licking his nasty asshole and actually taking a cock in your holier than thou virgin pussy...your asshole will be on the table as well bitch."
Red giggled as the color left her friend's face and the girl dropped the keys to the table clutching her bosom. Leslie took a deep drink of her Arnold Palmer nearly choking on the tea.
"We don't have to bet do we Red?"
"If you don't take the bet, you're off the squad and I'll probably take it personally."
"Personally?"
"Yeah."
"Guess it's a bet then huh?" Leslie replied nervously reaching across the table and locking her fingers with Red's. The girls snapped their fingers back mutually accepting the bet.
*****
It had taken April nearly her entire shift to clean the store and get the place back into order after the cheerleader visit. She had locked up everything and was staring out the window waiting for her mother to pick her up when she noticed Leslie standing across the street leaning against her Chevy Nova.
Her heart jumped when she realized that the brunette was looking directly at her. Leslie smiled and waved before reaching into her car and pulling the stolen laptop from its confines. She raised the laptop over her head sending the visual cue that she was going to smash the computer into a thousand pieces.
April waved her off and stepped outside as the cheerleader beckoned her over with a crooked finger.
"What does Red want now?" April tried to sound confident but her voice faltered a bit.
"Come with me piggy." Leslie replied placing the laptop under her arm.
"B-but my mom is gonna pick me up." She stuttered not knowing what would become of her if she followed the tall, stacked brunette.
"She's gonna be late piggy, I kind of have the inside track on this kind of shit. Get in the car."
"Look uh, Leslie that's your name right? Tell Melissa that I'm sorry...REALLY SORRY."
"Get in the fuckin' car." Leslie tossed the laptop in the backseat and stood there looking at the shorter chubby teen. Both of the girl's impressive chests almost touched.
*****
Brad had showered and slapped on some clothing (Sans underwear for easy access should the situation call for it.). He even took time to do a little bit with his hair as he grabbed a few condoms from his dresser. It was getting late and he wanted to have as much time as possible screwing April.
He bolted out of his front door and jumped down the stairs on his way to his car.
"Where's the fire stud?" Red was sitting in front of his home on the hood of her Camaro. Her vehicle was blocking his car in the driveway.
"Oh, uh Hi Red. I was just gonna hang out with some friends."
"Anybody I know?"
"Just a couple of the guys from the team. Just having a few beers is all." He was instantly bewildered by the presence of his girlfriend.
"I'd like a beer or two. Mind if I tag along?" She smiled as she jumped from the hood of her car.
"Come on Red, it's just gonna be guys there." She locked her arms around his waist looking deeply into his eyes and batting her own nearly incandescent green eyes for effect.
"Are you sure there's only gonna be guys where ever the fuck it is you're going?"
"Yeah babe, just a few of the fellas kicking it. It's a guy thing and well, we said none of our girlfriends were coming." He tried to sound earnest, but she made him uneasy.
"That sounds pretty shitty, you guys gotta little circle jerk going on?"
"FUCK NO!! I HATE IT when you start in with all that gay shit. I ain't no fag!" She just laughed and ran her fingers over his buttocks.
"Don't be mad." Her hands had his fly down in an instant and she found no underwear sparking her curiosity.
"Going commando there are we?"
"I just didn't have any clean underwear okay?!" He almost half pleaded as he felt her fingers close tightly around his shaft. He watched as she pulled his fully erect penis out into the open.
"Come on, we're in front of my house. My mom might see." The redhead was paying him no mind as she spread precum around on the fat head of his cock.
"You don't like this?" She purred as she tugged loosely on his cock watching it slowly fatten and expand as her other hand had found his balls and cupped them. She giggled mischievously laughing at the power she had over him.
"You don't like this?" She stroked a little harder eliciting a moan from the jock.
"F-Fuck Red...shit that feels good. But you can't do this cause my parents are home. Come on Melissa, they might even be looking at us right now." His voice was barely audible as he pleaded with his girlfriend.
"You don't like this asshole?"
"I fucking love it Red." He finally admitted giving himself over to the smug redhead. She was his first and had taught him everything he knew. She couldn't be denied once she had her teeth into something.
"Alright, get in the car." She reluctantly let go of his manhood and opened the door to her car motioning for him to get in the backseat. April was already an afterthought as she slammed the door and hopped into the driver's seat. She fired up her car almost before he could react and sped across the street into the driveway of a darkened home.
He was apprehensive as she turned grinning towards him with a familiar predatory smile reading across her features.
"Pull you junk all the way out babe, I want to see it." He slowly unzipped his jeans freeing his massive package for his girlfriend to see.
"Yeah, there it is ...the star attraction Bradford."
"Come and get it." He grinned stroking his endowment as she watched. She wore a flannel shirt cut into a wife beater and no bra. Most of her buttons were undone and she wasn't wearing a bra. Brad could make out the small half cups of her pert little boobs and her large nipples fully erect and raspberry colored.
"You wanna fuck me?" She purred almost cat-like.
"Yeah."
"How bad?"
"Real fuckin bad babe." He jerked harder on his cock getting more excited. He hadn't really had any contact with his angry girlfriend since the unfortunate encounter in the equipment room back at school.
"Is that right?"
"Fucking A right Melissa!! ... Please let me fuck the shit outta you!" He begged as she arched her back pushing her chest free of the shirt fully exposing her small tits.
"I bet you want me to climb over this seat and sit on that big horse cock of yours. I bet you want me to bounce all hard and shit on that monster while I'm twisting your nipples and spooning the fuck out of you. I bet you want to bust a big ass nut and fill my tight ass cunt with your babies and (panting)...and I bet you want me to lick and suck you clean." She sounded as if she were getting off just talking to him.
"PLEASE RED!!" He was almost in agony as he continued masturbating heavily in front of his panting girlfriend.
[CLICK.]
Brad found himself staring down the barrel of Red's 22 caliber pistol. His hand slowly loosened up its grip on his cock.
"Now now, now Bradford Tucker. Don't stop on my account baby. "She was still smiling at him as she motioned towards his cock with the weapon.
"FINISH YOURSELF MOTHERFUCKER!!" Red cocked the hammer on the weapon pointing it directly at his penis. Brad suddenly started jerking his cock in fear and seconds later shooting cum all over the backseat of the Camaro and the back of Red's driver's side seat.
"Lift you ball sack up baby." She motioned towards his crotch with the gun.
He dutifully obeyed lifting his scrotum up exposing the area underneath as she shoved the gun against his rectum.
"Please Melissa...Please don't shoot me." He begged.
"Oh but I want to Brad. I want to pull this trigger and blow your ass all over the backseat motherfucker."
"Please don't Melissa." Tears were running down his face as the barrel of the weapon was pressed harder against his rectum and began to find entrance.
"What did Coach tell you Bradford Tucker?"
"Huh?" He was caught off guard by the question as the redhead quickly responded by applying more force on his sphincter.
"What did Coach tell you Bradford Tucker?"
"AAAARRGHHH!! He told me no, no pussy until we ...AAAARGGHH!! He told me no pussy until we win the big game!!" He screamed while she twisted the head of the barrel around inside his asshole where it had been shoved.
"Do you know why he told you that?"
"AAAHHH FUUCK!! You ...AAAARRGGHHH!! YOU SAID I WAS...CUT AAAARGH!! CUT OFF!!" More of the weapon had been forced into his anus.
"That's right bitch. I don't want you wearing yourself out before the big game and I get my pound of flesh asshole. I want you to remember how this twenty-two feels inside your shitter and just thank god that I didn't bring my daddy's twelve gauge."
"UUGGGHH RED PLEEEAASE!!" The pain was becoming unbearable.
"I said that you are not to have any kind of sex until after the game. Make me believe you understand me Brad." She twisted the barrel around in his ass.
"I-AAAAAHHHHHH!! I UNDERSTAND RED!! PLEASE TAKE IT OUT!!"
She quickly yanked the gun out of his anus. There was some blood on the end of the barrel.
"Alright Brad, I like totally believe you." She grinned at him marveling at the crimson soaked barrel of her weapon.
"Get the fuck out of my car." He reached for the handle and instantly heard the click of the hammer on her weapon again.
"You left a mess in my backseat. Lick it up." He nodded his head as he leaned forward and began to lap up his mess under her watchful eye.
*****
April sat in the passenger seat curled up into a ball not knowing what would come next as Leslie sped towards Maplewood High blasting loud pop music. If the buxom brunette would have taken the time to scrutinize her prey, she would have noticed subtle differences in the chubby girl's demeanor. She would have noticed the ruddy cheeks and wet eyes of April. She had been softly weeping as she finished the last of her chores putting the thrift store back in order.
Leslie had even fastened her seatbelt pausing only long enough to make the customary veiled threat. Now the well-endowed fat girl was being driven most likely to her death remembering the murderous look she had received from Red before she stormed out of the store. She had heeded the redhead's call by proxy of her friend Leslie and now regretted getting into the car.
Leslie pulled up in front of the gymnasium and half dragged the girl into the building and into the weight room tossing her on the hard wood floor.
"Time for your education bitch." Leslie gestured towards the bulletin board hanging on a nearby wall.
April finally found out what happened to her brassiere.
It was hanging on the wall, a perverted trophy of her supposed best friend, her first crush and rapist. It was tacked to the wall length wise resembling some odd pinned down butterfly showcasing her massive endowments.
"You son of a bitch." She muttered under her breath at barely a whisper crouched on the hardwood floor of the weight room. Leslie stood over her staring down at the tormented girl impassively.
"Fucking godless son of A BITCH!!" April suddenly flung a small object at the bulletin board and stormed out of the gym shoving a laughing Leslie aside.
After she was gone Leslie walked over to the bulletin board where April's brassiere was hanging and picked up the small object.
"Holy shit."
It was a pregnancy test.
...and it was positive.
*****
To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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"Damn, how do guys work with that in the office? I wanna jump on her back every time she come up the aisle, shit man. Seriously, I don't know how she can even walk through there without tearing those fucking cheap ass partitions up with them big ass hips."
"Seriously, that shit got me fiending something serious. I never wanted to kiss an ass so bad in my life. Damn man, I'd like to run two fingers up the crack of that ass."
"Bra?"
"Bra? You'd hit that wouldn't you bra? Gerald really wanted to know. Brad had leaned forward in his seat to hear my answer.
"Bra? I seen you staring at that donk man. You'd hit it serious huh?" I struggled to find an answer for Gerald, trying to find a plausible way to deny his sneaky accusation. My coworkers would heckle me out of a job if I'd admitted my fetish.
BREAK'S OVER!!
I hadn't realized that Debbie was standing in the room just out of eyesight. There was no telling how long she had been standing there listening to our little jam session about her butt.
MR. JOHNSON, YOUR CHECK WILL BE MAILED OUT ON FRIDAY. YOUR SERVICES ARE NO LONGER REQUIRED. YOUR AGENCY'S SERVICES-ARE-NO-LONGER-NEEDED. I WILL BE HAVING A PHONE CONFERENCE TO LET THEM KNOW WHY THEY'RE CONTRACT IS CANCELLED.
I got fired today... it was a temp agency job, but it would have far reaching consequences.
-I was also fired and my real boss Yanira Diaz had apparently blacklisted me among the other TEMP Agencies.
-I had a wife and kids to feed.
...I was screwed.
"The Temp"
Chapter 1: Gerald Robertson
It was one in morning and I'd spent the last couple of hours emptying out my recorded shows on the D.V.R. I really didn't get much time with the television normally due to my wife's status as the alpha primate in the house. I have to be honest; she wears the pants in the family. The kids were spending the night at their cousin's house and I'd figured we could get some "alone time" if you know what I mean?
Shaila just wasn't having it apparently still mad that I'd lost my job at the temp agency and that she was fronting all the bills. I'd been out in the hot sun walking all over the valley shopping my resume around to some of the local temp agencies and come home in the afternoon in order to surprise Shaila for some afternoon sex. She was in the kitchen cooking and I snuck right up and pinched her big monster booty only to be slapped silly with a wooden spoon.
"Gerald?!! What the fuck are you doing home?!! You supposed to be out finding a job nukka!! (She hated saying the "N" word, so she had made up her own word.)
I explained my morning activities and modestly embellishing the scope of my job searching activities. (In reality half of that time had been spent in a corner liquor store playing some old school arcade games.) I tried to be the romantic slipping my hand into her ill-fitting yoga pants palming her dimpled butt.
She straight slapped me so hard; spit actually flew out of my mouth.
She followed this up with a vicious verbal dress down basically calling me a shiftless bum and telling me that my "pussy privileges" were cut off until I became a contributing member of the household again. In short, I wasn't getting laid until found a job.
To add salt to the wound, she informed me that she would be having a ladies night out and that all bets were off as far as fidelity goes.
"Now ain't that about a bitch?!!"
She'd left me some fuckin Hamburger Helper on the fuckin stove and I sat watching while this bitch got dressed to go clubbing. Now even I admit that Shaila is one hot biatch. She's what some would call a redbone, in other words she's a light skinned black woman with a sort of peanut butter tan. She's about five, five and a little on the chubby side.
"Who am I kidding? The bitch is fat." But most of the fat is concentrated in her hips and big ole ass, and yeah I gotta admit that I wish she had a little more in the chest department. Shaila's kind of a small C-cup or more like a large B and to top it off she has these huge areola and nipples that make her tits look like some big ass chocolate chips. Yeah, the top of the titty is almost exclusively areola.
I guess I sound kind of biased because I was a little jaded at that point sitting in our apartment watching her get dressed in some slinky black dress and doing her make-up. I have to admit, that watching her squeeze that humongous ass into that flimsy dress had me as hard as a rock. Shaila sometimes seemed to be what I like to call "All Ass" meaning that her shape made her torso look especially small compared to her catoonishly wide hips that were the precursor to a backside that you could definitely use as a shelf.
When we'd first gotten together I'd do anything to get Shaila doggystyle just to watch the motion ripples across that fat tan ass as I pounded away on that donk trying to drive her through the head board. I'd been so enamored with it that I'd pitch a fit if she didn't let me pull her panties down myself.
"Earth to Gerald!!" I hadn't even realized she'd been talking to me.
"Yeah baby?"
"Don't wait up nukka!!" She said slamming the door as she left. I found myself alone in the apartment with a raging boner and a luke warm bowl of hamburger helper. It didn't take long for me to get pissed as I looked out the window from our second floor apartment window and watched her hop into a cab with two of her friends.
I decided that I'd get some sort of nut and opened the household laptop computer to surf some butt-centric porn and jerk off a couple of times. What could be the harm in a little manual manipulation right?
Wrong!!
Shaila had put the parental blocks on the computer and I would spend the next couple of hours trying to back door my way into the laptop simply to watch some porn and fail miserably. To say I was pissed would definitely be an understatement. You see I'm not the type to just well go raw. I need a little visual stimulation if you know what I mean and the old lady had thrown away all of my dirty magazines when she'd moved in some years ago.
What the fuck is wrong with some women? I understand the dynamics of a relationship and the change that comes with it, but some broads seem like they want to lock a brother up and throw away the key. Like they have the magic pussy or some shit like that. When Shaila had found a few of my old issues of JUGGS Magazine she'd taken it as a personal attack and withheld sex for two months. I told her that the books were simply nostalgia items from my teen years, but she wouldn't have it going into a diatribe about how I probably secretly preferred "Big Titty Cows" and some shit about me creep peeping on her cousin Deana.
I denied the whole thing, even though honestly I wisely failed to admit to knowing her cousin before we'd dated. Fuck, Deana had only given me two handjobs and let me dry hump and hotdog (Clothes on of course.) her medium sized butt. I didn't think Shaila would appreciate candid honesty if she was tripping out on some old dirty books. Deana did have some big motherfuckin' titties though and I'd sucked on them many times before nearly getting a tit fuck before her mom almost caught us. She's married to this nerd named Howard now and I heard she's gained quite a bit of weight.
[KNOCK, KNOCK!]
There was somebody knocking at my door and I figured it was Shaila probably coming back to work things out. She never liked to go to bed with an argument between us.
I was eager to talk this time not because I wanted to make up, but because I was angry at the way she treated me because I was unemployed. She had been a total bitch forgetting the fact that I'd supported her fat ass when she was going through nursing school. Secretly I was grateful that she hadn't learned the reason for my termination from the Temp Agency I'd been working at for the last two years.
[KNOCK, KNOCK!]
I quickly unlocked the door and threw it wide open to find..."Yanira? What the fuck are you doing here?" It was my old supervisor from the temp agency. The same supervisor who'd fired my ass after I'd gotten in trouble on assignment to a law firm. She was this hot ass puertorican chick that was co-owner of the agency along with her douchebag husband, some white dick that owned a contracting business.
"I know this seems, you know like fuckin crazy and shit... But you have to come back to the firm."
"O-kay." She was completely drunk off her ass. I just took a moment to drink it all in as she leaned against my door frame. Yanira had a cute heart shaped baby face which was framed by long, blond highlighted locks and she was all curves. I had never really seen her full body as she usually gave me my assignments and checks from a dispatch window. I'd seen her once during ironically enough some employees training on sexual harassment. Ironic I say because I'd been fired from my assignment for that exact reason. She'd been loading a DVD into her computer for a presentation when I'd walked into the nearly empty break room behind her.
Dat Ass, yup I said it boys and girls. Yanira had one thick, chunky ass. That shit was in a zip code all by itself resting at the bottom of what appeared to be a wasp-style waist and did I forget to mention the big Double D boobs that this little five foot four borican hottie like to flaunt? She was definitely a fan of plunging necklines showing off creamy butter pecan tinted cleavage that almost resembled a smaller bubblicious booty in and of itself.
I don't know how long I'd been standing there with the memory before Yanira interrupted again.
"YOU GONE LET ME IN OR WHAT GERALD?!!" Yup, she was definitely in full Rosie Perez mode and I was personally jolted as she pushed past me into the living room. This chick was definitely three sheets to the win drunk and well, it gave me ideas.
"You fucking fired me and now you show up at my house at one in the morning talking gibberish? You lucky my old lady ain't home Yanira!"
"I ain't that fucking drunk and like I said, I'm here to give you your job back. So's how's about a little gratitude alright?!!" She was wearing this full length black leather coat with a strange feathery collar that accentuated her slightly tinted porcelain doll features as she took in my rather cluttered living room hardwood floor and all.
"Wow, this place is a dump." Was her single observation and I would have been mad but curiosity was getting the better of me.
"So sue me, what's the deal with you wanting to give me my job back?"
"You ain't gonna offer a girl a drink or nothing?"
"There's a liquor store on the corner bitch." I was quick to retort and she responded just as quick with a punch to my shoulder.
"Fuck you Gerald!"
"You know where the door is trick. Don't let the door hit ya where the good lord split ya hoe."
She stared at me in complete shock mouth agape and everything. Then confirming my theory about her apparent alcoholism, Yanira reached into her coat pocket and pulled out a silver flask taking a deep drink of only God knows what.
"Yeah, okay asshole. You want your old job back or what?" I didn't answer right away trying to figure out how to leverage the developing situation in my favor.
"Look one of our big, REALLY BIG clients asked for you and if we don't produce you it's kind of like a deal breaker. So despite the well, unfortunate circumstances of your termination I'm willing to reinstate you with full pay and benefits." She took another big swig from her flask.
"Is that all?" I was surprised at how she just laid all her cards on the table.
"Well, yeah...So you in or what Gerald?" She seemed to rocking back and forth on her heels.
"How about an apology."
"What?" She stammered almost choking on the words as I began to realize how things could go in my favor.
"An apology for wrongful termination might be nice, oh and a reasonable raise as well." I folded my arms and tried to smile without it looking like a smirk.
"ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING?!! Gerald, you were fired for sexual harassment or did you forget that and the fact that you lost our firm one of its big money clients!"
"So fucking what? It was all a misunderstanding Yani and you fired my ass anyway. Way I see it, you need me just as much as I need you baby." She rolled her eyes looking around my apartment as a smirk read across her features.
"How's the wife feel about being married to a pervert?" The color drained out of my face telling Yanira wordlessly that I hadn't disclosed the reason for my termination to the good ole' wife. She walked over to my rather flea-bitten couch and undid the sash on her coat. She was facing away from me and I slipped my hand into my pocket and flipped out my phone as the coat slid from her shoulders revealing her incredibly cartoonish figure clad in a billowy sleeveless blouse that was tapered in by a large corset-like leather belt, form fitting jeans and knee high boots.
I was instantly rock hard thanking the baggy jeans that I wore for concealing my erection as I snapped a few photos. I knew where thought she was going with this shit and I was ready to counteract that shit before it even got out of the gate.
"You didn't tell her did you?" She half laughed as she laid her coat on my couch and sat on it. I guess my poor old couch wasn't good enough for her huge butt.
"What does your husband think about you being over here right now bitch?"
"He thinks I'm out having a ladies night with the girls, but why are you asking me about that shit?"
"No reason really, but I think that's fucked up how you lie to him. Everybody knows he gave you the Temp Agency and this is how you repay him." My sarcastic tone hit her like a ton of bricks as she gasped aloud.
"Why are you bringing him up Gerald?"
"No reason baby, I just wonder what he would think if he saw you sitting here in my living room at one in the morning." I grabbed my remote and flicked on my television as Yanira suddenly grabbed my arm.
"Gerald!!" I yanked my arm from her grasp grinning wildly.
"Last summer I was at that barbecue at your house and I kicked it with your husband Chad for a minute. He's a pretty cool guy and we even hooked up on the PlayStation network to play a few games of Madden. We exchanged numbers. Did you know he's even in my fantasy football league?"
I flipped out my phone and showed her a picture of herself taking her coat off.
"You are fucking asshole." One of her hands instinctively went up to her breast cupping it in shock and making my cock throb in my pants.
"I only have to push one button to send this picture to Chad bitch."
"Name your terms Gerald." Her head hung low as she silently admitted defeat.
"Apologize."
"Are you serious? You were caught talking shit about our biggest client and not only were you talking shit, you were totally perving on her." She had me there and I felt the slightest bit of shame as I again held up the phone with her picture on it. She tried to snatch the phone, but I held it away from her. I enjoyed the view of her bouncing cleavage.
"Alright asshole, I-apologize."
"Now that wasn't so hard was it Yani?" I was definitely milking the situation recalling her haughty tone as she terminated me the minute I returned from that assignment. How did I to know that bitch Debbie Manchellini was hiding in that break room listening to every word I said? For I know that cunt could have been getting off on everything I said. It's a damn waste for a white woman to have that much ass, a damn crime of nature.
"If you show my husband that picture, you will be exposed too." She tried to be sly and reason with me.
"Look around, who has more to lose, me or your trophy wife ass? How's the hubby gonna feel about your late night trip for a little chocolate magic stick?" I could see her visibly chafe at my words considering each one.
"Alright you win Gerald, you can have whatever you want...HEY WHAT THE FUCK?!!"
I'd unzipped and flipped my fully erect cock out before her startled brown eyes. I was holding it at the wide base right under the balls. My cock was so hard the veins were showing along its seven and a half inches of length. What I didn't have in length, I made up with in girth.
"Why do you have your dick out?" She actually scooted back on the couch staring at me with frightened eyes.
"I want a real apology Yanira." I stroked my cock a little to keep it hard as I nearly laughed in her face. She hadn't realized it yet, but during her struggle trying to snatch my phone one of her perfect water-balloon looking tits had escaped the plunging neckline of her designer blouse. She had no idea that I could see her large cinnamon tinted areolas with a very hard nipple poking out right before my eyes.
"So I'm just supposed to get on my knees and suck your fuckin dick?"
"I don't care how you do it, just top me off bitch." She rolled her eyes again clutching her hands to her chest and suddenly realizing that her tit was exposed. She mumbled to herself as she roughly stuffed the errant boob back in her blouse neckline.
"You don't have to put that away on my account. I was enjoying the view." She flipped me the bird as she stood grabbing her coat. She tucked the large leather coat under her chubby arm instead of putting it on and slowly walked towards the door giving me a real good view of her wide hips and the way her big butt cheeks jiggled as she walked.
In truth I guess you could say my personality is one of the "Salt the Earth" variety. I can't stand someone having anything on me or holding something over my head trying to control me. In the years since I'd begun a relationship with Shaila, I'd always felt that I'd gotten a little soft. The truth of the matter was there visually as I now had a pronounced midsection and didn't always go to the barber. Some of my friends had even told me that I resembled that actor Craig Robinson from that movie "This is the End".
I guess deep down I kind of resented Shaila for "making me weak" and I was more than a little pissed now because of the way I'd been treated the last couple of weeks. She didn't know what really happened but she was treating me like shit because I wasn't bringing money into the house.
"Okay motherfucker! OKAY!!" Yanira tossed her coat on the hardwood of my living room and stormed towards me in a threatening manner that made me jump in my seat slightly.
Before I could react, the curvy puertorican had slumped down on her knees between my legs and was slapping my hands away from my junk. Yanira had stubby looking little fingers that were adorned with small rings on each finger that gave away in a subtle manner her east coast origins. She had wrapped her digits completely around the base of my cock and simultaneously massaging my cock meat and pulling back my considerable foreskin. She brought her cute little button nose down to my cock and sniffed.
"You wash this thing?" she wagged it a bit for effect.
"You tell me, Boss." Her pretty little brow furrowed and she turned her attention to my cock with a sneer that momentarily had me frightened that my prick would get bitten off. Instead the short, shapely Latina suddenly stuffed the entire seven inches into her mouth in one huge gulp.
"OOOH SHIT!!" Her tongue was lapping the underside of my shaft and my balls as her head made short rough jerking motions over my cock. After a few moments getting acquainted with "my taste" (I hadn't showered that day.) Yanira drew her head back revealed my saliva covered penis slowly and making a loud slurping sound as she went. As soon as her lips reached the rather fat head of my cock, she tickled my urethra with her tongue seemingly trying to push into the tiny pee hole of my cock and making me squirm.
"You like that you nasty motherfucker?" She panted before shoving her head back down the length of my cock and repeating the jerking motion from earlier.



"FUUUCK YEAH!!SUCK THAT BIG DICK!!" She looked up at me with her mouth stuffed and an angry look while she scrapped her teeth along the length of my penis.
"HEEEY!! Watch the teeth!!" I showed her the open screen of the phone for emphasis with her photo plainly displayed and felt the soothing swirling motion of her tongue as she started pumping her head on my cock again. I decided I didn't trust her and grabbed a handful of her hair balling my fist around it and creating a tightly drawn back ponytail. Her porcelain doll features were on full display as I struggled to pull her head off my cock.
"WHAT -THE-FUCK YOU-AAAARRRCCKK!!?" I had shoved my prick back into her mouth and began to fuck her throat in earnest. I'd pulled her head back far enough to arch my back off the couch and really drive my junk into her throat.
"GAAK!! GAAAK!! GAAAACK!!" Copious amounts of saliva ran from her enclosed lips into her deep cleavage as she dug her nails into my thighs causing enough pain for me to let her go. She fell back on her luscious bottom hacking up more spit and pre-cum, wiping her mouth with her forearm.
"You CRAZY FUCK!! You (panting) trying to choke me to death with that thing?!!" She sounded as though she would start crying any minute.
"Oh, you can't handle a brother?" I taunted her with the intent of bruising her considerable ego and she took the bait hook, line and sinker shoving her face back into my crotch with a noticeable ferocity. She worked my pants down to my ankles and pushed my legs farther apart than I would have liked as she shoved her torso towards me taking me deep again.
Yanira fucked my cock with her face for another five minutes before I had to tap out pushing her back on her haunches.
"Who can't TAKE IT now bitch?!!" She surprisingly half laughed while couching up more of our mixed fluids.
"You got me there baby." I admitted as I reached down into her soaked blouse cupping both of her very buoyant tits (They felt like implants.). Yanira slapped my hands away tugging at the plunging neckline of her frock pulling it apart and popping out her impressive boobs and confirming their status as implants.
"How much did hubby pay for those?"
"Fuck you." She didn't miss a beat as she wrapped her high priced breasts around my cock and started bouncing up and down on her haunches giving me a half decent titjob. I wondered how good she was when she was completely sober. Her phony tits felt really good on my cock lubricated with all her spit and my precum.
"Get the fuck up, I'm getting tired of doing all the fuckin' work." She complained tossing my dick aside as she stood and slipped the wet, flimsy garment over her head onto the floor. I now got a chance to look at her naked torso which looked small because of her large spongy breasts. She must have been a small C-Cup before going up a size or two because her tits had that bolted on look ever so slightly. I palmed her tits while she sighed out loud trying to look uninterested. They felt real like the perky tits of a teen.
"Stop pawing my fuckin' tits!" She slapped my hands away and lay on her back on my couch. I noticed her tits kept their form pointing straight up at the ceiling; I must have been drooling at the mouth because Yanira grinned and cupped her boobs together in an open invitation.
"Fuck yeah!" I slid my cock in-between her phony tits and started pumping her wet cleavage. Saliva and pre-cum were webbed across between her breasts and it made for an enticing visual as Yanira opened her mouth accepting the head of my cock and sucking especially hard when my penis head pierced her plump lips. The sensation was so euphoric that I leaned back to get more leverage as I rage fucked her big tits. I raised one of my fists in the air waving it about as if I was riding a bucking bronco as the fingers of my other hand found their way into the crotch of her jeans. I could feel the heat coming from her most holiest of holy's as I rhythmically rubbed her to distraction.
Yanira's legs bucked and I felt them trap my hand in a death grip. As she squirmed around on my couch. I took the opportunity to lean forward and shove my cock further into her mouth and she responded by violently pushing me back nearly causing me to fall on the floor.
I suppressed a smile as I watched her lean over and cough up what appeared to be her dinner on my floor.
"ARE YOU TRYING TO KILL ME DICKWAD?!!" She screamed between coughs. I just waved my cock in her face, bouncing it with one finger.
"Too much for you bitch? You ready to tap out hoe?!!" I watched as she clenched her teeth and made some sort of angry noise behind her porcelain veneers.
"Okay, okay motherfucker. I got you this time pussy." She looked like hell with smeared mascara and lipstick slicked across her cheek, but her Latin ego seemed to be getting the better of her as I watched her struggle to her feet and unsnap the huge belt around her waist. I was shocked as she unsnapped her jeans and began to roll the skin-tight garment down her ample thighs.
"Oh, fuck me." I was treated to a magnificent view of Yanira's expansive butter-pecan tinted rear that had to be seen to be believed. It was slightly wider than her waist, but stuck out substantially from her body like a shelf.
I caught a bit of a smirk on Yanira's cupie doll face as she got on her knees on my couch facing the window. She was actually putting her back porch on display for me and I didn't waste any time palming that ass I'd seen many times covered by tightly stretched material of the many mid-thigh and miniskirt. Her huge ass made my hands look almost child small as I kneaded and spread her cheeks.
Yanira's ass had a kind of familiar sponginess to it and I dug my nails into one of her cheeks getting a familiar feeling and barely a reaction from the woman it belonged to.
"Fuck, is anything on you real?" She had ass implants, my former bitch of a boss and latina bombshell...was fake in the ass as well. I slapped the outside of her big fake butt cheeks with both of my hands really hard as she shrieked and looked over her should at me.
"¡Vete a la mierda! Tu estúpido hijo de puta!! Un beso mi gran culo falso y morir perra!!" I guess I'd pissed her off so much, that she started speaking in her native language.
"OOOOHHH!! FUUUCCK MEEEE!!" I'd drove my cock home, deep into the only thing that seemed real at the time, her actually very tight snatch.
"¡ Mierda!! Me está arrancando mi puta madre aparte coño!! Im sólo a dejar el coño, no es tuyo cabrón!!" Yanira continued to curse me as she found herself unable to escape my grasp as I pounded away at her extremely wet and tight vagina. I can't tell you how good it felt to be sticking it to my boss.
"Yeah (I grunted)...do your fuckin' job trick. Do ya FUCKIN' JOB HOE!! How you like (Grunting) doing business with BIG BLACK COCK bitch?!!" She had initially been squirming in what I assumed was a bid to get away from my offending member, but that changed five minutes into my doggie routine when Yanira started slamming herself back into my pelvis with authority.
"No puedes manejar a este gran negro puto! Vas a estar soñando conmigo cuando eres un cerdo de una esposa!!"
I didn't know what she said, but it sounded like some kind of racial insult and I don't play that shit. I leaned over her until I was almost on her back and covered her hands with my own bringing both of my legs up onto the couch behind her.
"TALK SHIT NOW TRICK!!" I began rocking my pelvis back and forth into her body with a wrecking ball motion that had her screaming bloody murder.
"NOW DO YA FUCKIN' JOB AND MAKE ME CUM HOE!!" My pelvis slapping into her big, fake bubblicious ass was making that wet meat sound as I fucked my hot puertorican boss into submission. I had been fucking her so hard that she leaned forward resting her head on the tops of her hands sobbing.
"Oh por favor tranquilos sobre mí papá!! Está acariciando mi coño tan bien! Me está haciendo sentir como un virgen otra vez gran papi!! Oh mierda verga grande papá!!"
I still didn't know what she was saying, but it sounded a little more contrite as I looked over at my phone and saw the display lighting up. I snatched up my phone while fucking Yanira and got a few more pics for prosperity making sure to include her face in the photos.
My heart almost leapt out of my throat when I read the message on the phone's display.
"I'm on my way home unfortunately Gerald. You'd better not be doing anything you don't have any business doing jerk. BTW, I found all your little porn sites on the family computer and blocked them. Have fun jerking off without porn asshole." The message was from my wife and it was dated twenty minutes prior to my viewing of it.
This was bad.
Shaila would be home any minute and here I was with my cock shoved way up inside my bosses snatch.
This was bad.
Divorced and losing all my money, kids and peace of mind bad. If Shaila walked in on me right now there's no telling what she would do. On many occasions I'd watched her brawl with family members until they were both bloody. I didn't fancy ending up on the Steve Wilkos show.
"GAMES OVER BITCH!!" I snatched my still very hard and erect cock out of Yanira eliciting a look of surprise from my subdued boss.
"W-What the fuck's going on Gerald?"
"IT'S TIME TO GO HOE!! MOVE BITCH MOVE!! (I had snatched up her clothing and tossed it at her.) COME ON YANI!! DATE PRISA PUTA!!" She reeled back looking shocked as her large messy looking blouse was tossed into her face.
"MY FUCKING WIFE'S ON THE WAY HOME AND SHE'S ALMOST HERE BIATCH!!"
I didn't have to tell Yanira twice as she hopped off the couch fumbling with her clothing and looking for her coat until I tossed that in her face as well. She had put the blouse on inside out and was struggling to get her arm into her coat when I opened my door and shoved her out of my apartment.
"WHAT ABOUT MY OFFER GERALD?!!" She yelled through the front door.
"ALRIGHT BIATCH, I'M BACK ON THE PAYROLE!!" I answered back with my own yell.
"THE LOCATION'S DIFFERENT, I'LL TEXT YOU OKAY?!!" She continued as I fought the urge to open the door and pull some O.J. Simpson-type shit.
"WHATEVER-GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY BUILDING!!"
I scrambled into the kitchen like a man on fire and snatched up a mop running back to the living room and cleaning up some of Yanira's mess. I heard someone entering the building making a lot of noise as they were coming up the stairs.
"Shit, I'm completely fucked." The house was reeking of sex and a few opened windows weren't going to cut it.
I had to think fast.
I remembered Boomer ...the family dog was on the back porch and bolted to the kitchen and opened the back door to our patio. Boomer was drinking from his water dish and was startled when I ran at him with the mop waving it like a madman. I'm sorry to say, scoundrel that I am, that I ran Boomer all through the living room making him yelp in fear.
I could hear the key turning in the door and suddenly realized that I was wearing pants. I barely got them on before the door was tossed wide open giving Boomer the opportunity to run out the front door followed by me past my wife and one of her girlfriends, some fugly chick named Muffy.
It didn't take me long to round up my frightened pet. I felt bad about using Boomer to cover my cheating and promised the poor mutt an extra-large bowl of kibble.
"WHAT-IN-THE-FUCK HAVE YOU BEEN DOING IN HERE ALL NIGHT GERALD?!!"
Boomer had made quite the mess as he barreled through the house, but the mission had been accomplished. Shaila was none the wiser regarding my cheating and I received a verbal dress down about being a shiftless, lazy fuck-up for the next hour from my stone drunk wife. Shaila actually followed me around the house yelling at me as I cleaned up after Boomer and my affair. She really laid into me and I had to concentrate not to laugh in her face given the circumstances. Shaila had done everything in her power to keep me from getting off and I'd still ended up getting laid ... although I didn't get to cum.
Fuck...I guess she succeeded after all.
"I DON'T EVEN KNOW WHY I KEEP YOU AROUND GERALD!! YOU'RE JUST TAKING UP SPACE!!" That was a bit much and it hurt my ego a bit as I looked deeply into my wife's bloodshot eyes. I knew she was drunk, but still felt like she meant it.
"I got my job back."
This declaration stopped her rant dead in its tracks as she leaned against the kitchen door staring at me in momentary silence.
"Don't give me that bullshit." Her speech was slurred.
"I'm serious; Yanira called me up and told me it was all a big mistake. She's reinstating me with full pay for time lost baby."
It took a moment for it to dawn on her as she fumbled with the helm of her too small for her size dress. She looked like she was having hot flashes as she started to lean more on the door frame pulling her party dress up and revealing the flesh toned spanx that struggled mightily to contain the wife's street famous thighs and monster sized butt. The elastic garment went up her lower torso just an inch or two above her navel.
"You serious Gerald?"
"Yeah, I wouldn't fuck with you like that baby."
"You serious Gerald?" She was repeating herself and I was starting to get annoyed.
"Come on Shaila, you're drunk off your ass. Let me put you to bed." I'm no small guy, but it was hard enough getting my wife to her feet as she slumped over my shoulder like a giant, chubby baby.
"Oh Gerald, you stink baby." She said as I carried her to our bedroom and laid her on the disheveled queen sized bed.
"Unnngh!! You really smell bad Gerald."
"Okay baby, I got it." She seemed to get agitated and weakly shoved into my chest.
"Baby, you got that nasty dog smell all over you! GO WASH IT OFF!!" One of her errant shoves hit my lip actually breaking the skin. I secretly chalked it up to karma and stomped off to the bathroom to shower.
As I showered I thought of the crazy events that had occurred during the evening and actually counted my blessings. Yeah it was true that I hadn't cum, I still got to fuck my boss Yanira silly. I remembered that I'd taken a number of photos of her big fake ass as I was fucking it for all she was worth and figured I could just blackmail her again later.
In short order I got rock hard again and decided to use the photos on the phone to at least jerk off before hitting the sack.
"GEEERALD!" I heard my wife drunkenly call out to me just as I'd lubed up my cock and applied the wet hand towel. I'd decided to ignore her and found a really good picture of Yanira's huge butt. Knowing she'd had work done kinda took a little steam out of the proceedings.
"GEEERALD!" She wailed again pissing me off. Even with the photos it was hard to keep my erection up with her around. In truth, I was still mad at her for treating me like crap. I resolved to find out what Shaila wanted and give it to her so that I could have my fun.
I found my wife laying on her belly already passed out before I could see what she wanted.
...her dress had ridden up and her wide butt was on display for all to see. Part of the spanx had ridden up into her deep crack leaving one huge tan cheek exposed. It formed a perfect circle. I walked over to the bed with my cock tenting my pants and took a good look.
Lying flat as she was, Shaila's ass looked even more massive than it normally was...and I'm an all and out definitive "ASS MAN". I reached down tugging up on the spanx until the other ponderous cheek was set free.
"Bitch." I whispered while I lightly traced my fingertips across the deep crack of Shaila's ass. In moments I'd discarded my towel and was straddling Shaila's bloated thighs in my birthday suit.
The consistency of her massive donk was very buoyant and she retained some noticeable stretch marks from the two kids we'd been blessed with. I pushed the material of her undergarments further until it was a lopsided corona at the top of her crack. I leaned over and grabbed some baby oil liberally applying it to my engorged penis as Shaila snored drunkenly.
I pushed her cheeks together sandwiching them around my cock and slowly began pumping back and forth. I fucked those cheeks as best I could for a good thirty minutes leaking sweat and precum everywhere. Try as I might, I just couldn't get her scathing words out of my head.
"Just taking up space am I?" I echoed her words as I retrieved the baby oil and stuck my finger into the spout lubing it up.
Shaila barely stirred when my index finger went into her anus only to be followed by two more fingers moments later. She started to make little cooing sounds as I worked my fingers slowly around in her tight shitter and I was somewhat perplexed by this. She'd only let me into her ass once right before we got married for all of five minutes. She'd gone on an epic bedroom rampage because I didn't pull out in time and now here she was moaning and lightly shaking her Jurassic rump.
"Ba-by, baby...what are you doing?" She finally moaned and I knew I'd have to be quick before she could get up.
"Nothing, just giving you a rub down Shaila." I whispered as I positioned the plump head of my cock at her brown eye and slowly pushed in as I reached forward straddling her and softly kneaded her shoulders while my cock very slowly slid into her rectum with little to no resistance.
"OOOooh that feels sooooo good." She moaned and I felt her tighten up around me ever so softly. I began lightly working my cock in and out of her looking down at the motion ripples across her massive butt cheeks and becoming even harder. I wasn't gonna look a gift horse in the mouth.
"Yeeeah, play with my big fuckin aaaaasss ba-by." She softly begged and I obliged leaning back and cupping the huge cheeks together creating an inviting view of her bubbly butt smooshed together. She arched her back a little and began pushing back into my pelvis. This was no damn fun; I'd liked the illicit nature of sneaking into her backdoor. Here she was fucking me back and I started to pick up the pace a bit which only made her drunkenly giggle.
"Giggle?" I was fucking her ass and this big bitch was chuckling like got-damn Glen Quagmire. I was a little pissed when I probably shouldn't have been. Shaila was drunk off her ass and not responsible for her actions.
"OOOOHH SHIT!! That feels so fuuuckin good Marvin."
"Marvin?"
She'd arched her back further and was looking over her shoulder at me with this kind of lazy smile reading across her features.
"Bitch, who is fucking Marvin?"
"Yoooou are Marvin." I didn't know what this cunt had been drinking, but she was somewhere over the rainbow right now and I tightened by grip on her flabby waist rearing back until the head of my cock was near the entrance to her asshole.
"Bitch, I got your Marvin right fucking here." I rammed my Johnson into her as hard as I could with so much force that her head bumped into the headboard of our bed.
"OOOOOoouccch Marvin!! Be very, very quiet Marvin." I was already ramming the hell out of her ass with seething rage as she drunkenly giggled?!!
"Giggled?!!" What the fuck was this sorry shit!! I leaned forward rising up into a squatting position behind her fat ass and began pounding the snot out of her cheating shitter.
"Whose Marvin bitch?" I yelled while she giggled like a silly whimsical doofus. The motion ripples that ran across her huge water balloon booty became tremor vibrations while the sound of my pelvis slapping against her expansive ass filled the bedroom.
Shaila's head repeatedly bumped the headboard as I savagely tried to fuck the ass off of her.
"Marvin, Marvin Marvin, Marvin, Marvin Maaarvin!!" She laughed seemingly egging me on as I became a man possessed.
"OOOOHH not sooo HARD Marvin, my dumb ass husband might find out about us." She giggled still not coming out of her stupor.



"Oh Marvin, you love my flabby booty more than my husband (She put a finger to her lips as if speaking in secret.) but don't let anybody know. It's our little secret."
The rest of her confession was muffled as I reached up and pushed her head into the mattress and I doggie styled her until I shot a week's worth of my frustration up her apparently well used shitter.
Shaila's massive gaped ass was covered in my cum which was leaking from her gaped ass. It looked like a crime scene...and she was still giggling face down on the mattress.
"CLEAN ME UP TRICK!" I had finally cum and suffice it to say, I didn't feel any better while my sloppy, cheating bitch of a wife licked my cock clean before finally barfing all over the sheets and collapsing into it. I turned her vomit covered face to the side in respect for our kids so that she wouldn't be smothered.
I didn't know what to make of the situation as I snatched some sheets and blankets from the bed and went into the living room to sleep on the couch. Moments later, I heard a thump as my BBW wife had most likely tumbled onto the floor.
I checked my phone for a few moments looking at pics of Yanira's big fake butt and thought it was a just a bit nicer than my wife's monster sized donk. There was a message from Yanira on my phone.
It was just an address.
Not one I was familiar with, but I'd resolved to solve that little adventure another day.
"Who the fuck is Marvin?" passed from my lips in a angry barely audible whisper before sleep overtook me.
TO BE CONTINUED...
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Ever had a panty job?
You know, kind of like an upgraded dry hump?
It's where you get your partner to drop their pants / dress and lay on their stomach on a bed, couch or chair while you grind and rub your cock into the crack of their ass until you get off. I know a lot of you reading this post are like, why not just stuff you cock into the offending orifice and be done with it?
Answer: Because that shit is boring and lacks imagination. Plus a panty job can be steamy and hot leading to intense sexual encounters later with that partner.
Done right a panty job can be better than you average run of the mill sex.
Back in the fall of 1998, I'd loaned some dough to a female non-friend. Let's just say that "Marsha" was a complete bitch. A short stubby Italian girl with a chunky backside and a shock of afro sized matted hair, this freckled faced chick was making any friend with her Rosie O' Donel type attitude.
So much so, that she had lost her job as a animal groomer and decided to take a sabbatical until she found her next job. Of course when the money ran out she had no one to turn to and appealed to my better nature.
"Fuck no!!"
"Please!!" She had begun to tear up at the thought of her pending eviction.
"Hey, in case you hadn't noticed. We're not cool, we're not friends, we're not shit to each other and besides, you're a heinous bitch!!"
"I know and I'm sorry about all the times I called you nigga. I was just playing!! It's only two hundred dollars man ... Come on!!"
"Why me?"
"You're really a nice guy and I burnt all my bridges with my real friends [sobbing]. My parents are telling me to sell my ass on the street man!!!"
"Sounds like sound advice to me."
"FUCK YOU!"
I just started grinning and walked away. Marsha was standing in the middle of the street shaking and sobbing. She was right. I was a nice guy to nice people and I just kept flashing back to the time a cup of beer was tossed into my face when Marsha thought that I had goosed her. It was actually an acquaintance that was into her. We were at this show and he reached through the crowd and grabbed a handful of her chunky ass. She spent the next four month calling me everything out of the book.
"PUSSY!!"
"Whatever."
"FAG!!"
I hardly looked back, but I could hear the sobs getting louder.
"PLEASE!! I'll SUCK YOU OFF MAN!"
That little offer got to me. The idea of this racist bitch choking on my penis was amusing and completely evil. I was a chivalrous guy on occasion, but I had no love for this cunt.
"Okay."
"What?"
"I say okay."
"You'll loan me the money?"
"After ...you know."
Marsha scowled and stalked back off towards her apartment. I just watched her moping off silently giggling at her defeat. She shocked me by looking back and motioning with her arm for me to follow her. I followed to see what would happen next because I never believed she would actually suck a black guy off, much less me of all people. I was kind of nervous as she fumbled for her keys. I didn't want anybody that knew me to see me going into her flat. I'd never hear the end of it, but it would make a good story to tell my other friends.
Inside Marsha's apartment was fucking filthy, discarded pizza boxes and taco bell wrappers littered the grungy carpet along with DVDS of Will & Grace.
Marsha was a proud Fag Hag.
[Even gay men hated her and had on one occasion pummeled her for an insensitive comment regarding an associate's anal warts.]
"Where do you wanna uhm, you know, do it?"
It was an honest question.
"Does it even matter fuck face?!!"
She was pissed in her defeat. She was attempting to kneel and having some difficulty. She finally tripped and fell on her fat bottom with a huff. I just stared at her sitting there like a scoop of shit flavored ice cream.
I honestly didn't know if I could get it up.
"Come over here."
"Uh."
"Come on man, don't you want your cock sucked?"
"Till I get off right?"
"Whatever."
"Till I get off right?" I was trying to give Marsha and myself a back door out of an increasingly embarrassing situation. Nodding her head, she got up on her knees and reached for my zipper. I stopped her.
"Forget about it. This shit is just stupid."
"Don't be a little faggot you're just scared 'cause you got a little dick."
She had my zipper down in less than a second and roughly pulling my penis into the streetlight filtering in through the curtains of her bedroom [Marsha also hadn't paid her electric bill.]. Suprisingly enough, my cock became fully erect the minute her chubby little hand touched it. Marsha shoved her face down on my cock sucking with desperate abandon. Fuck, she really needed that money and she was giving me the first class treatment slobbing and spitting while she attempted to jerk me off with both chubby digits.
Twenty five minutes later [I was checking my watch.]. I still hadn't come Marsha was starting to get tired, but she was still on the case.
Fifteen minutes more and it was starting to become apparent that I wasn't gonna cum. Marsha was taking break in between weakly licking the head of my penis.
Look this ain't working, I gotta go."
"You BASTARD!! You knew this was gonna happen. Did you have a vasectomy or something fag?!!"
"Nope, you can't get me off."
"Hey, you set me up cocksucker!!" I was reaching into my pocket to give her the cash anyway when Marsha suddenly socked me in the thigh. I yanked my pants up and started for the door. Marsha's loud waling stopped me in my tracks as I looked back at her.
"Okay man, here you go."
Marsha was busy pulling her too tight jeans down over her pasty, plump thighs. She had numerous multi-colored stars tattooed on her thighs. She was wearing big stretched out of whack pink panties and I couldn't help but notice her prominent camel toe.
"Nah, I'm cool Marsha."
"Please, just fuck me then man. I need the money fuckin bad."
"You don't-"
She rolled over on her stomach. Her underwear was pulled deep into the crack of her massive ass. I noticed two large weird Wiccan like tattoos on the outer edged of her butt. Marsha was on her hands and knees now with her ass pointed out at me inviting the most unholiest of unions. For some reason I had a raging boner and hated myself for it.
"Look, you brother's like this don't ya?"
She was convincingly shaking that ass putting Pinky XXX ['porn star] to shame. Massive jello jiggling in my face and I methodically knelt and began groping Marsha's big can. Mashing her butt cheeks together and pulling the panties deeper into the crack of her ass.
"Look at me shake it like those video sluts you like."
"Fuck me." I didn't want to have sex with Marsha because doing so would be a defeat of me on a personal level that even I couldn't fathom, but that ass.
Instead I placed the length of my turgid penis into the crack of her ass and sandwiched her butt cheeks around it. It was warm and moist and I could feel the small curly hairs around my balls electrify. Marsha was still jiggling her ass. She was covered in sweat everywhere and she was bouncing her butt on the length of my penis.
It felt good.
I pressed my cock deeper, harder into that juicy crack and started rubbing it into the flesh. I peeled her panties midway down that big ass and was shocked to see too cat eyes tattooed on the small of her back.
Fucking weird.
We were at it by this time, a good thirty minutes. I pushed her down on her flabby belly while I kicked off my jeans. Other that her grunting, she was silent. I mounted her with my legs spread eagle and started fucking her butt cheeks earnestly and intensely.
Her panties had become entangled in my cock and my thrusting overtures against her constant back humping was creating a terrific friction on my dick and balls. My penis was deep in the crack of her ass and the bottoms of her voluminous cheeks were mashing my testicles.
I looked over and noticed her black cat [Lucifer] staring at me from the arm of her ratty, bombed out lazy boy. The cat was moving its head from side to side in curiosity. I looked down to see the cat eye tattoos jiggling up and down seemingly staring at me.
I CAME!!! ...and particularly hard too.
Marsha had semen all over her massive ass and backside, some of it was covering the bottom of her black death- metal shirt at well. Her panties had a thick web of cum on them as I extricated my still-hard penis from them.
Marsha suddenly shoved me on my ass by mule kicking me. Her hand was in my face in an instant.
"Where's my money asshole?!!"
Girl had a point; she had earned her money and then some. I had barely taken the money out of my wallet when she snatched it out of my hand taking some skin as well.
I was trying to pull my pants up when Marsha just opened the door to her single and started shoving me with her foot towards the door. I stepped out of her house into the courtyard for all her immigrant neighbors to see.
"FUCKIN LOSER ASS BLACK MONKEY FAGGOT MUTHAFUCKA!!!!"
She slammed the door in my grinning face. I blew a kiss to the closed door, bowed to the starring neighbors and sauntered off to my home.
A new fetish had taken root.
TO BE CONTINUED...
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It had been about two weeks since I'd had the encounter with Marsha and I was still craving more of that magnificent ass cleavage. My nights were filled with images of Marsha's massive ass jiggling in my face.
Nights filled with images of me creaming that deep crack with pint upon pint of my copious DNA.
It got so bad that I'd even considered calling Marsha up and offering her some more "rent" money for a little replay of that action. It was just something about the friction and heat created when I was running my cock up and down on her tattooed bum that was driving me crazy.
My sleep and work began to suffer and I found myself starring at the wall daydreaming about Marsha's flabby ass cheeks and suffering from a bionic erection.
"Hey, wake up in there!! I'm worrying myself to female baldness over the Stetson account and you're daydreaming."
It was my co-worker Claudia. She had trained me when I first came to the firm. We had become fast friends. I felt like I could tell her anything.
"What's eating you lately?"
"I'm not talking and you'd probably laugh me out of the room any way."
"Girl problems?"
"Not the kind you're used to hearing from me?" Claudia laughed and told me that she had heard it all. A few beers and three long island ice teas later, Claudia was laughing her ass off. She offered to help me out with my little problem, but she wasn't qualified. And she wasn't lying; Claudia had a long flat back, simply no ass at all. She'd laughed and snorted at me stupidly drunk as well.
"Ya know buddy, I'm gonna find a way to solve your little problem."
That was not music to my ears, Claudia had a big mouth and shot it off intermittently to any and every one who would or wouldn't listen.
The next day at work was especially excruciating. Claudia's had retained the information that I told her the other night and had obviously passed it on to my other female co-workers. I had to endure scurrying female coworkers every time I walked up the aisle or went to the water cooler. I was pretty pissed at Claudia. I was about to eat lunch in my cubicle when she had the nerve to come up to me smiling.
"Don't look so pissed. The girl's really feel sorry for you, that's all. Tell you what. Meet me in the parking lot. Maybe this thing can work out for both of us. I'm gonna help you out with your little problem."
I didn't know what the fuck that meant.
Claudia was a very thin [heroin chic] red head chick with tired skin and almost no curves. "Blowjob" was the only thing that I could think of and I'd need a magazine just to get started. Claudia had tried to get something started with me before, but I just played dumb most of the time until she finally fucked someone else.
This whole "Crack Addict thing was getting to me though and I needed a release so I found myself inside her car at lunch hour as we zipped towards a local motel. She pulled into the lot with expert precision. Funny, she kind of ignored me on the drive over, continuously talking on her cellphone.
"Alright, get out." She stared at me smirking.
"You sure you wanna do this?"
"Yup, it's time to get you back on the winning team."
I decided to chuck everything and throw my all into it with Claudia. I leaned over and kissed...
....HER HAND?!!!
"Hold it up Romeo, we're not fucking." She pointed towards a motel room door that was slightly ajar.
"We'll act like this never happened."
I stepped out of the car and watched Claudia speed off before I turned my attention to the motel room obviously meant for me. The door was slightly ajar and I gave it a little push. There seemed to be no one in the room. It was a sparse area with a large bed adjacent to an adequate television.
"I'll be with you in a minute." A voice called out from the bathroom. The door was closed, but only 75%. I could make out a figure in front of the small mirror on the wall. I was a pissed that Claudia obviously brought me a prostitute, but I had to scratch this itch that had been dogging me for weeks.
I walked up to the door and took a peek inside.
The prostitute was applying her makeup. Her back was to me. She was probably about 4'11" in height.
She was definitely a BBW who had a well-defined pear shape and was wearing nothing but a stark black bra and panties. A long mane of raven black hair with highlights hung low at her shoulders, but that wasn't what interested me.
It was that ass.
And what an ass it was, massive, smooth and abnormally round sitting at one of the most defined small waists I'd ever seen. That black thong was barely visible.
I began to drool at the prospect of running my aching, throbbing cock up and down that phat, luscious mad lump of an ass.
Claudia, I love you.
Suddenly, the prostitute turned and faced me and to this day I really couldn't tell you much about what she looked like other than her amazing dimensions.
"Why are you still dressed?"
She didn't have to tell me twice as I was out of my clothing in two shakes with only socks and tie remaining.
"Just relax ... (Double take at my dog-like panting.) Boy, you really like me huh?"
"Fuck yeah baby."
All I wanted to do was lick that ass all day and it showed because she took a few steps back upon gazing at my drooling gaping countenance.
"Sit down!" She suddenly commanded.
I complied as soon as the words left her lips and tried to sit on the edge of the bed but ended up plopping down on the floor.
"Good boy."
She walked over and positioned herself over my eager face. I really wasn't into face sitting, but this was the most incredible ass I had ever seen.
Yes boys and girls, I eagerly lapped up the juices from suprisingly small and chubby pussy with wild abandon. She seemed happy to be servicing me and ground her cunt right into my nose and mouth.
After about fifteen minutes she got off my wet face and reached for my cock.
"Please don't touch it!! I'll cum if you do!! You're that fucking hot!!! I begged.
"Well, what do you want me to do fucker?"
"I know this is gonna sound crazy, but I wanna rub my cock into the crack of that amazing ass of yours. I wanna fill it with all of the cum in my balls!!"
"Is that right?"
She giggled and crawled onto the bed, all the while looking at me with a "Fuck the Shit out of me" expression. She gingerly lay on her belly waiting for me to make a move.
"There's some lube on the bathroom sink."
I was there and back in a millisecond. I emptied the contents all over her magnificent globes and deep into the crack of that ass. I rubbed lube all over her thick rump until it was glistening in the sun light creeping through the drawn venetian blinds.
"Fuck my fat ass cheeks you little pussy."
Shaking I mounted her ass and pushed those olive tanned cheeks together. Her ass was so big that my hands looked child sized mashing that butt together. She raised her incredible lump into the air and I got a direct look at her cunt.
I gave it a few more licks and pushed my cock deep into the crack of her ass until my shaft was adjacent to her hot bung hole. She rested on the bed as I began fucking the shit out of her huge butt cheeks. There was a loud slapping sound in the room as my pelvis slammed against her fat butt with the speed of a freight train.
"OOOHHHH!!!! That kind of feels really good baby!! Fuck those cheeks!!!"
I straddled the outside of her luscious, expansive thighs as I slid over her ass fucking her cheeks deeply and with extreme precision.
"You're pressing on my little brown eye and it feels soooo good!!!" Her voice was muffled as she was face down in the pillows on the bed.
"Give me all your cum!! Butter this muffin!!!"
I didn't disappoint as I came...
Again and again.
The first shot sped right up the cleavage of that massive butt and pooled in the small of her back. I raised myself up a bit and showered her tan cheeks with what I'm sure was everything in my scrotum. I actually spent another five minute jacking off onto her ass until it was a glazed mess and I was completely spent.
"It's so hot!!!"
The prostitute was shaking and jiggling her giant rump splashing man juice onto my belly and spreading it around on her beautiful butt.
She followed this up by riding my face to a screaming orgasm and making me lap up her juices while she had a death grip on my ears. I happily cleaned her cunt with my wide tongue as she shivered atop me.
"That was suprisingly good. I'm going to have to thank Claudia very well for this afternoon."
It was strange hearing that come out of her mouth. She suddenly pushed me aside and sauntered into the bathroom where she took a shower. I just washed my stomach and penis in the sink like a Cro-Magnon. I sat waiting on the bed so I could get one final look at her amazing ass as she left and to hit her up for a phone number.
She walked out in a simple top and skirt which couldn't possibly have hid that big ass.
"Uh, that was cool uhm, could I like get your number?" I begged.
"We're getting a little ahead of ourselves aren't we? Come on, I'll get you back to the office."
She opened the motel door and I saw that she had a limo waiting. I was puzzled.
"We're both late for a meeting. I'm Mrs. Stetson."
Claudia was right.
She got the Stetson account and I got to scratch that itch.
I also became known as the office whore.
...And I still had that itch.
TO BE CONTIUED...
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It had been a while since my "corporate" episode and if you read the last installment, you know that I'm referring to the luscious cheeks of Ms. Stetson. She eventually got tired of me jacking off using her massive cheeks and had nixed the affair and my firm's account. As a result, I found myself "laid off" and working at a temp firm.
The "Itch" had gotten worse than ever and I was in danger of becoming a serial masturbator. I found that I was worse off than before. Scott, my friend at the temp firm and a fellow chubby chaser (Although not afflicted with "crack addiction like me) had advised me on several occasions to use the services of a prostitute. But, I just couldn't get over the stigma that comes with being a "john".
So, I just dealt with it and tried my best to keep my not so secret fetish under control though I eventually did go online and contact a hooker and the results were a little less than stellar. I had the misfortune to pick the fattest, ugliest broad you could find on the net with absolutely zero asses. I had to threaten to call the cops just to get her out of my place. This should have cured me but the next night images of Marsha and Ms. Stetson's massive butts danced in my head and played havoc in my boxers. One day while Scott and I were sitting at this outside cafe eyeballing chubby chicks he came up with an idea regarding my situation.
"Maybe you should try a club."
"Club?"
"A size acceptance club for big women."
"What?"
"Doofus, it's a place where fat chicks hang out and party. There are lots of horny chicks there."
"I'm not into fat chicks, I'm into phat chicks."
"Same difference."
"No, Phat Chicks are thick and voluptuous, ripe massive deep butts and Fat chicks are just fat."
"Whatever man, I'm going on Friday and you can tag along if you want."
I was disturbed that he just dismissed my assertion regarding my proclivity, but none the less I found myself tagging along like a puppy dog. We drove over to Long Beach and parked in the parking lot of a huge strip mall.
"Where's the club?"
"Just across the parking lot on the other side of the mall."
"Too cheap for valet parking?"
"Man, shut up, you never park in front of a fat chick club. Somebody might see you coming out."
"Do you tell the chicks you pick up about this philosophy?"
"Of course not dumbass. Are we gonna run our mouths all night or are we gonna go get you laid buddy?"
"No, I'm just curious as to how you get the women to walk all the way over here."
"When a BBW wants to get laid, she will go anywhere. Once, I even got laid in a dumpster."
"That's special." I replied smarmily.
The club which I can't name for legal reasons was unassumingly inside a storefront pub. Looked like any old bar from the outside but once we got inside there were wall to wall BIG WOMEN and when I say big, I mean BIG! Most of the women were sporting the shapes of beach balls and other geometric shapes I don't care to mention at this time. All of the decent and half way decent women had swarms of men around them in unyielding phalanxes. Scott was living it up dancing badly to some 50 cent rap song called "In da Club". (That song needs to be laid to rest with a shotgun.) I navigated the floor and went to the bar where I began to down a record number of Heinekens when fate struck.
"Fucked up huh?"
I looked over to find an unassuming school teacher type staring me in the face. She looked like a petite redhead housewife in a plain white blouse and long black skirt.
"Excuse me?"
"I was just saying that it's a shame how people put themselves out there when they're desperate."
"You're here."
"With friends, and I'd like to point out that you're here too."
"With friends too."
We both laughed. Her name was Debra and her story was that she was coming out of a bad relationship and some of her friends had drug her to the club (Her friends were all rather large). She was in fact a therapist and the thought did cross my mind to bear my soul to her regarding my proclivity. However I still wanted to get laid and I didn't know how she would take the fact that I was at the club to exploit overweight women.
"Got something on your mind?"
"Maybe."
"Wanna share?"
"No because you're a therapist and I don't want to be analyzed. At least not yet."
"Don't worry, I'm off the clock."
I gave her some bullshit about breaking up with a girlfriend.
"Does making up stories make you feel better about having a big girl fetish?"
"I'm not -..."
"You wouldn't be here if you didn't have a BBW fetish."
I was red faced.
"I'm here with a friend." I pointed to Scott out on the dance floor dirty dancing with three women so large he was partially obscured from my sight.
"Right." Debra smirked and rolled her eyes in disbelief.
"No, really, I can bring him over here if you don't believe me."
She just stared at me with a "get real" expression written across her features.
"Excuse me."
I found my way to the men's room for a quick retreat from the truth. What was I becoming? Maybe I really was a degenerate who needed help.
"Sorry, I tend to unnerve people unintentionally."
Debra had followed me into the men's restroom. It was a bold move on her part. I was impressed and one other occupant a rail thin guy that I could have sworn was DJ Qualls ran out of the men's room with his pecker hanging from his pants.
"I'm sorry; I should've known that you'd see through the bull given your profession."
"Well I got five minutes." She kicked open a stall door and stepped inside crooking her finger at me. I obliged.
"I have a crack fetish."
"You're a drug addict?"
"No ... far from it."
I explained my predicament to Debra in no uncertain terms and with extreme clarity.
"So there you have it ... I'm a perv right?"
"Yup."
Before I could voice a rebuttal she had grabbed my crotch and was massaging it vigorously. I was flabbergasted and aroused as all get out. She began jerking my cock through my slacks with a fervor I had seldom seen before from other women I'd banged and haven't since. Debra had somehow gotten my engorged cock out and had her sweaty palm around the shaft jerking it viciously.
"I'm so fucking hot right now!!!" She sounded almost like she was in pain as I began massaging her breasts which were considerably larger than I'd expected. She ripped a few of her buttons exposing bubbly melons and tan freckled flesh spilling over from an elaborately detailed lacey bra. I helped her rip one of her double d's from the lacy material. She had pulled my throbbing member into the neon light of the restroom and was alternately sucking on my member and beating it against her boob in frenzy. She ripped the other breast free from her blouse exposing a perfect tanned set of knockers at least 36DD by my estimate.
"Fuck my tits!!" I obliged and began fucking the shit out of her juicy and surprisingly sweaty knockers. She locked her fingers together trapping my cock in her heated tit-meat and began working her torso up and down my length while I held onto the stall for dear life.
"Imagine that my fat titties are big juicy ass you fuckin perv!!!" She sounded almost like she was hyperventilating and I could see visible drool on her thin lips.
My head was swimming in animal lust and this went on for about ten minutes before it became apparent I wasn't going to come from her titfuck.
"Fuck it, come get it! " Debra quickly stood up in the cramped stall and turned her back to me while hiking up her skirt at the same time.
"You want it ... come take it!!" She had a suprisingly meaty and wide ass. Her stark white butt cheeks enflamed me as I pushed my cock into the crevice of her ass and pussy lips. I openly drooled as I deep tissue fucked Debra's pussy lips and ass cheeks simultaneously
"I want you to come on my wide ass!! You hear me weirdo? I want that hot messy, sticky cum all over my white ass!!
CUM FOR ME!!"
That was all it took as i sprayed the small of her lower back with at least a shower of hot cum. She was waving her big, squarish looking butt around and moaning as I completely drained my balls all over her lower back and cheeks. The thick liquid ended up running down her cheeks and dripping to the floor.
"That was really good. Say, can you fuck like regular or does it always have to be the ass thing?"
"No, I'm capable of having vanilla sex as good as the next guy." She laughed at my compliment and grabbed the back of my head shoving her face into mine. We tongue kissed for what seemed like hours while she jerked out whatever was left in my balls. Debra cleaned up oblivious to the male patrons in the men's room and told me to meet her at the bar like nothing happened. I did as she said and found myself alone at the bar. Scott was in a nearby booth making out with a woman so huge; she could only marginally be considered a human being.

Crack Addict still, I knew I would have to find some way to end this obsession of mine.
TO BE CONTINUED...
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Debbie Manchellini
Gerald had tossed and turned all night his sleep disturbed by the fact that he had discovered his wife's infidelity. He had emerged from his home at five in the morning and stalked off across town to his favorite diner for an early morning breakfast.
He just didn't want to face his wife not trusting himself to remain civil. Hell, not trusting himself to refrain from putting a foot in her fat, wobbly ass. So he decided that he would deal with Shaila when he got home that evening. He just wanted to bury himself in his work.
He had completely forgotten his own infidelity earlier in the evening with his boss from the Temp Agency-Yanira.
He'd consulted his phone's map feature to find out just where he was working and was surprised to find that it was nowhere near the downtown business district where he was usually assigned. He'd have to take the BART (metro train) to the end of the line and then wait forty-five minutes for a community bus. The area where he was being sent was an elite gated community for the rich and the mega-rich citizens in the bay area.
Gerald would have to walk several blocks to the gated area's guard shack just to gain entrance to the community.
"Name?" Gerald was already sweating by the time he'd reached the guard's station and was nearly exhausted. The two guards chuckled as they checked his name and identification and began laughing aloud as he was directed through the gate.
*****
There was a buzzer on the front of the massive gate that sat in front of the mansion I'd discovered at the end of my morning quest.
I was sweaty as fuck and in no mood for bullshit as I stood outside these massive gates feeling like an asshole. I'd figured that Yanira was in a drunken craze when she had sent me into this uber' rich neighborhood, but I really had nothing to do and I definitely didn't wanna go home and face the wife. Finding out that she had apparently been cheating on me for some time had blown my mind.
Yeah, I'd fucked my boss from the TEMP-Agency, but only after my old lady had told me she was going out on a monogamous -optional date. I hadn't gone out looking for a side piece of ass; it'd just worked out that way. Fuck, I didn't even get to cum on Yanira's big, fake butt. I'd really regretted not raining spunk all over that big rounded tan donk and making that bitch clean my cock proper.
"May I help you sir." I'd drifted off again waxing nostalgic as a voice addressed me from the intercom.
"The Agency sent me?" I was still a little disoriented at my surroundings having just completed a min-hike up a hillside that could have doubled for a small mountain. I wasn't comfortable in this ritzy neighborhood and I'd even noticed some "melanin-challenged" people staring out of their windows at me as I walked up the street. I'd expected to be accosted by security any moment and they didn't disappoint driving up slowly and cautiously even as the massive gate opened before me.
I considered flipping the two rent-a-cops the bird, but decided against it because I'd have to go back the way I came eventually.
"Fuck you." One of the security guards, a particularly evil looking redheaded guy mouthed in my direction while his Hispanic partner pointed at me with his fingers making a gun gesture. I just smiled back at those two cunts knowing they wouldn't be doing that shit if they weren't packing heat.
Even though I'd walked a ways up the hill, I was still faced with another five minute walk before I reached the front door of the mansion. I found an odd-looking Pilipino woman standing in the doorway waiting for me. Said her name was Ophelia and she looked about thirty-nine, was well under five feet and appeared to have some bubbly curves well hidden under a tan business suit. She led me through the expansive and immaculate home to an outdoor area with a pool that rivaled some high school gymnasiums.
I was led to an elevated area off to one side of the pool which was obscured from views by some really large hedges that enclosed this patio type area in a rectangular pattern. I was led to a set of glass tables covered by a large umbrella and where a set of folders and papers were there along with a laptop computer. Ophelia had me fill out a completely new application which she placed off to the side.
"Wait here ...sir." Her tone was unmistakable and the condescending, smug glances she gave me as she left the patio had me fuming. Just who the fuck did this trick think she was? I felt like a complete asshole sitting there in the hot sun with sweat stains covering my back and permeating my armpits. I'd wisely left my suit jacket on to hide my shame.
I could hear Ophelia speaking with someone down by the pool. It sounded like another female voice; it was someone aggressive and harsh. My curiosity got the better of me as I jumped to my feet and peered over the hedge haphazardly. I had to balance on my toes to get just a slight view of the pool.
Ophelia was obscuring the person she was speaking with because this woman was sunning herself by the pool. The way the arrogant little Philippine woman was standing with her arms folded demurely in front of her let me know that this was probably the person that hired me. I was amused at the submissive posture of Ophelia with her head slightly bowed and her chubby body hunched over. I watched Ophelia pour her mistress a glass of water and slowly back away.
I was not prepared for the sight before my eyes.
There she was in all her glory lying on a lounge chair adjacent to the Olympic sized pool in a very small white two-piece bikini. She faced away from me as she emptied the small glass of water, her facial features obscured by a majestic mane of curly blonde hair that fell just below her shoulders. I couldn't really see her tits, but her sun bronzed back was toned and slender leading to what I'd like to call cartoonishly wide hips that perfectly encapsulated one of the BIGGEST BUTTS, I'd ever seen. Her thighs complemented her perfect ass invitingly plump and toned with the hint of muscle in her substantial calves. I was rock hard in an instant and my cock threatened to burst from my slacks taking me with it into a feverish lust that caused me to visibly tremble. I knew this woman.
Debbie.
Debbie Manchellini, my former boss at the law firm. Affectionately known around that office as "Wide Load" and "Bell Bottom" this woman was so cold hearted that you have to turn up the thermostat whenever she was around.
This was bitch that had fired me weeks earlier after I'd been caught making what I thought were flattering comments about her infamous backside. I cursed her so many times over the last few weeks as my wife took my termination as a license to run rough shod all over my fucking manhood.
I ain't gonna lie, the first time I'd seen Debbie walking around the office, I'd nearly lost my shit when she walked past my cubicle. I remember my co-worker Brad asking me if I was okay because I was trembling. He had no idea that my cock was so hard it was touching the underside of my desk. In fact I hadn't been so hard since high school.
Fuck, that's a lie because I really hadn't been so hard since I'd first seen the expansive back porch of my at the time girlfriend Shaila. We'd been dating for about a month and she hadn't so much as let me cop a feel when she'd invited me over to her place one Friday night. Supposedly I was invited over to watch a movie (It was some Indy piece of shit she'd heard about called Daughters of the Dust.) when things got a little out of hand. Light pecks on the cheek and lips in short order had turned into full-on ass grabbing and crotch kneading. I chaffed at the memory as Shaila kept saying she usually didn't do this sort of thing and that she wasn't no "HOE."
"Yeah sure you weren't biatch." I remembered plying one of her slightly saggy boobs from the plain bra under her t-shirt and rolling the nipple as she slipped her fingers into my fly and started jerking me through my boxers. I'd tried to return the favor but had been stopped cold as Shaila dug her nails into my hands when I tried to breach her orange granny panties.
"We're just playing, chill the fuck out Gerald." She'd warned pissing me off so much that I immediately stopped my groping. It was really cold in that little single for the next thirty minutes as Shaila nervously tried to make small talk to ease the tension in the room when she realized how angry I was.
"I'm going to the kitchen, you want anything?" She asked getting only a disinterested grunt in response. I was laser focused on the dull movie playing on her television. I was trying to decide if I should just walk the fuck out and stop dealing with an obvious tease. Shaila made my decision for me as she stood and took a step over in front of me facing the television as she leaned forward sliding her beige cargo pants down to the bottom of her prodigious cheeks exposing herself to me in full glory.
Shaila would reach behind her and spread my thighs squatting into my lap and nearly making my blow my load right there. I would spend the next three hours playing with her wide juicy ass, kneading and rolling her cheeks slapping my cock into her crack. I shuddered at the memory of her luscious tan cheeks pressed hard around my dick as I spewed copious amount of cum all over her massive bubble.
"You still mad at me?" She'd teased afterwards as I responded by playfully kissing her forehead. I'd been hooked after that fateful night and things had progressively gone downhill from there.
"Mr. Robertson!" I was suddenly jolted back to the present realizing that I was still facing the pool and Debbie Manchellini. I hadn't noticed Ophelia in the patio area and I didn't initially realize that my pants were tented.
"Mrs. Manchellini will see you now."
"Uh, right now? At the pool?" I was flustered and a little disoriented from my lascivious thoughts and I was pretty sure the short Pilipino woman could tell.
"Yes Mr. Robertson and perhaps you should adjust yourself accordingly." She nodded at my erection and I nervously laughed and turned away to adjust myself as best I could. I'm pretty sure Debbie's assistant was more than likely disgusted by me at this point as her cautious demeanor suggested. I was led to the entrance of the pool area which was gated off with a small foot high fence. Ophelia unlatched the gate and led me over to the pool where I was treated to a full view of Debbie's gratuitous backside and bronzed sun kissed skin. She was still lying face down on the lounge chair. I noticed she was wearing a very expensive pair of jewel encrusted sunglasses that were partially obscured by her healthy shock of blonde hair. Debbie appeared to be sleeping.
"Thank you Ophelia and let my staff know that no one is come out to this area until I call for them or they will be terminated." I was shocked the moment she spoke because I was pretty sure she was out like a light.
"Yes Mrs. Manchellini, I will take care of everything." Ophelia quietly left me alone with Debbie who remained face down and motionless. I watched her calmly walk back up the detailed stairwell and into the mansion.
I was left alone with Debbie Manchellini, a half nude bikini clad fantasy right out of some high class porno. Well that was my assessment of the situation at the moment and I was genuinely perplexed at the state of affairs this sunny morning.
"Enjoying the view?" She broke the silence directing my attention back at her and automatically my gaze traveled down her back to her impressive cheeks cut into three perfect potions by the fabric of her white bikini bottoms. My cock jumped around in my pants and precum was running from the fat head of my penis.
"Your assistant tell you I was watching?"
"No, I just know you were Gerald. Don't you remember why I fired you?" There was no emotion in her voice, nothing I could read and that made me nervous.
"So is that it? You wanna gloat or something?" She didn't answer and I was starting to feel anger welling up inside as the prospect of being played by another woman in less than twenty-four hours started to piss me off.
"Do me a favor Gerald."
"What?"
She turned towards me and I noticed her slightly prominent nose and a lazy smile.
"Could you do my back Gerald?" she motioned with a nod of her head and I followed her gaze to a thin tube of suntan lotion on a small glass table next to her lounge chair. I picked up the tube and alternately stared at it and her gauging the request.
"This isn't rocket science Gerald." I didn't have to be told twice and popped the cap on the tube squirting a liberal amount on Debbie's back. I started gingerly rubbing it into her shoulders watching as more of the fluid slowly ran down the contours of her spine and pooled in the small of her back.
I mostly confined my efforts to her shoulders for the first few minutes as she moaned and relaxed under the pressure of my fingers. I was horny as hell, but not so caught up that I would throw caution to the wind.
"Come on Gerald, don't be shy." Debbie cooed moving slightly and settling on her stomach. She rolled her hips from side to side for emphasis. I wasn't gonna be told twice and I squirted a liberal amount of the lotion on her wide derriere. My palms rested in the center of each of her huge ass cheeks as I began rubbing the oil into her skin in circular motions marveling at how small my hands looked in comparison to her huge butt.
"Am I living up to your fantasy Gerald?" She asked breezily after a few moments as I happily kneaded her cheeks. I didn't hear her right away as I pushed her big muscular butt together and jiggled her ass.
"What?"
"Are you enjoying yourself?" She asked again as I pulled the fabric of her bikini upwards into the considerable crack of her ass. She let out a slight giggle while sweat ran profusely down my brow.
"Fuck yeah." Any pretense of civility had left my mind as the Id of lust took up residence infusing me with a single minded fixation on Debbie Manchellini's HUGE ASS.
"Pull em down Gerald."
"Excuse me?" I couldn't believe I had heard her correctly. Debbie was moving her ass in a horizontal motion and I noticed slight motion ripples on the surface of her big butt.
"Pull my bikini bottoms off." It sounded like a command judging from her stern tone and I didn't hesitate hooking my thumbs into the top of the white material that seemed too small for her ass and slowly drew them down revealing the object of my lust.
"Holy shit, fuck me stupid." Just like that, Debbie's magnificent ass was finally in front of me in all its awesome glory. I just couldn't get over how small her actual waist was in comparison to her wide hips. Debbie Manchellini's big butt was a perfect storm of two huge oval cheeks without a sign of cellulite anywhere. I even noticed the small triangle of alabaster skin denoting the spot covered up by her bikini bottoms.
"So I guess you like what you see huh?" She sounded pleased with herself and I answered her by leaning forward and running my tongue over that one tan line reveling in the salty taste of her sweat.
In short I lost control completely breaking down and kissing and rubbing my face all over her big juicy butt getting suntan lotion all over my face. I don't know what came over me as I licked the crack of her ass in long measured strokes as Debbie moaned and squirmed slightly under my touch. I grabbed the outsides of her round hips gently pulling her up to her knees while her torso remained flat on the lounge chair.
"OOOOOOH fuck." Debbie moaned as I stuck my face deep into the crevice between her ass cheeks and started licking for all I was worth. I ran my tongue against the puffy lips of her pussy with a kind of frenzied hunger that was borderline animalistic. She spread her legs apart allowing my tongue to enter her and I eagerly lapped up the juices leaking from her aroused cunt. In short order I grabbed her luscious hips and pressed her cunt and ass into my soaked face.
"Oh fuck Gerald you're so gawd-damn good at this!!" She breathily moaned wiggling and bumping herself against my face.
"Who-Whoever said that black guys don't like to eat pussy didn't know what the fuck they were talking about!! F-FUUUCK!!" She screamed as she squirted into my face and mouth and flopped down on her stomach breathing heavily.
"Shut the fuck up trick!!" I heard myself growl in a monstrous tone.
"Excuse me Gerald?" Debbie was jolted out of her orgasmic stupor while I literally ripped my cock out of my pants and shoved it into her dripping snatch eliciting a loud gasp from my boss.
I don't know what got into me as I just started ramming my dick in and out of Debbie's pussy as hard as I could. I really couldn't help myself as I fucked the dog shit out of Debbie while she moaned and screamed under my body as her cheeks rippled from my thrusts. And that's how it went for nearly thirty minutes before my lust took things a step further when I mashed Debbie's wide hips down onto the lounge chair parted her cheeks and squirted more of the sun-tan lotion onto the slightly darkened ring of her asshole.
"OOH SHIT!! YOU'RE SO FUCKING HARD GERALD!!" My cock sunk suprisingly easy into her anus and I just continued ramming down into her until I felt the familiar fire of a huge impending orgasm. After that I couldn't tell you what she was saying as I put both of my legs up on the lounge chair and pounded Debbie out until I finally came screaming and filling her asshole to capacity with my cum. I was in a stupor and stood up over her jerking out the rest of my cum onto her big monster sized ass cheeks.
After I was done, I just remained standing there like a fucking zombie looking blankly at what I had done as Debbie turned over on her elbow took her glasses off and surveyed the wide expanse of her butt and the mess I had made. She actually reached back scooping some of my ejaculate up and licked her fingers clean.
I suddenly lost it again grabbing her hips, flipping her onto her back and making a meal of her well used snatch. It took her less than a minute to cum again as I sucked hard on her clit. I felt her fingers in my hair rubbing me lovingly as I cleaned her up. I was suddenly afraid and looked up into her green eyes. I was out of breath and breathing heavily as well. I was seriously out of shape and had been for some time now. It was a miracle that I didn't have a heart attack while I was fucking her stupid.
"Uh, you can call the cops now Debbie."
"W-What the fuck are you talking about?"
"You called me up here today to gloat and well, I clearly lost control." I figured she had planned to tease me to distraction and kick me out. I'd lost my shit when I saw that big butt and basically attacked her. I was ready to take my punishment and I knew my cheating bitch of a wife wouldn't be in my corner.
"You are a real fucking idiot, you know that Gerald? I didn't get you up here for some bullshit revenge. I-I wanted to thank you." Her hard features softened considerably.
"Thank me? For what Debbie?"
"If it wasn't for you, I wouldn't know who I really am Gerald." She answered sitting up and motioning for me to sit beside her.
"I've hated myself for so long I didn't remember why and I gave everyone I met a reason to hate me so easily. I sucked as a human being and took my frustrations out on my employees. As you can see, I really don't get out much. My husband Frank likes me to stay close to this rather large cage." I didn't grasp why she was pouring her guts out to me.
"When I caught you talking about my ass like a crazed maniac, it sent me over the edge. My husband you see HATES my fat butt and he has been screwing around on me for quite some time now."
"So I'm just your revenge?"
"No, not at all Gerald. After my uh breakdown, I ended up fucking one of your friends in the break room and it kind of opened my eyes that a lot of people are into my look. I'm not hideous."



"You're fucking hot Debbie Manchellini." I was honest and I saw her weakly smile betraying even more emotion that up until that time was completely uncharacteristic of whom I knew her to be. She also had a really nice set of tits as well.
"Thank you Gerald." She punctuated her words with a soft kiss to my lips and stood removing her bikini top. She stood before me completely nude and allowed my eyes to drink in the beauty of her perfect hourglass figure.
"I'm not all that different from you Gerald. I'm originally from Oklahoma and I was a majorette, volleyball player and runner up in the Ms. Cornhusker pageant. I get my figure from my distant Nordic heritage. I'm basically just a farm girl who was plucked from obscurity by a rich asshole with mafia ties."
"Mafia ties?" I was seriously worried while Debbie laughed at my reaction.
"Gerald you need to learn how to relax." With that she jumped into the pool and started doing a few laps. I just watched until I was allowed the privilege of wrapping a towel around her awesome figure. I was still watching as she walked up to the mansion swaying her hips back and forth for my benefit.
"Damn." I'd settled back into my chair forgetting that I was basically pants-less after ravishing my boss Debbie Manchellini. I dozed off in the afternoon sunlight.
"Mr. Robertson? Mr. Robertson please wake up." I was awakened by Ophelia and immediately realized I was half nude in front of her cupping my hands over my package.
"You fuck her?" Ophelia asked with a slight sense of urgency.
"Uh, what do you think?"
"May I Mr. Robertson?" I found her small hands moving my hands away exposing my slightly hard cock.
"I would like to clean your cock sir. You wouldn't mind would you Mr. Robertson?"
"What?" I was surprised as I felt her fingers enclose around my erect cock.
"I'm gay Mr. Robertson. I've been coveting Debbie for years and I'd do anything to taste her. Even suck her off of your dick." With that Ophelia buried the length of me deep inside her throat and basically sucked on my cock like a Popsicle until she had cleaned all of Debbie's juices from my dick. To show her appreciation, Ophelia cupped my balls and roughly jerked me off until I sprayed my load all over the patio concrete floor.
She wiped me clean with some wipes she'd brought down from the house and sent me on my way with an employee packet.
I noticed Debbie's cell number on the corner of one of the forms and knew that we'd probably hook up again at some point. The minute I was back on the metro on my way home, thoughts of Shaila began to run through my mind. It didn't seem all that bad considering my day, but I didn't want to let her off the hook.
My son Jamie was waiting for me in the doorway as I arrived home later than usual.
"Daddy, mommy's mad at you." He warned me as I stepped on the front porch of my building. I loved him; my eight year old was one of the few joys in my life.
"I want you to go ask your mother a question for me Jamie."
"What's that daddy?"
"Ask your mommy who is Marvin?" My son ran off yelling the question to my wife. The sound of plates dropping and shattering on the kitchen floor followed shortly after.
"Who the fuck is Marvin?!!" I laughed.
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"You wanna do what?!!"
"I want you to lie down on your stomach. I'm gonna rub this vial of baby oil on your ass cheeks and then I'm going to rub my dick in the crack of your ass until I cum. Preferably, I'd like to rub said cum all over your ass cheeks with my dick."
"Man, you crazy... Crazy as fuck."
"But I got money." I pulled a loose wad of cash from my pocket and gestured towards the prostitute. She giggled like an old hag and reached for the money.
"You sure that's all you wanna do right? I mean you ain't gonna slip into the booty hole or nothing' and claim it's some sort of accident or something?!!"
"No".
"You sure?"
"Yes".
"Right, I'll show you were to go." I'd been driving down the street after a late night at the office when I'd spotted her walking along the cracked side walk as I waited at a red light. There was no doubt that she was a hooker. She was a big girl with even bigger hips. Wide flaring hips that moved almost of their own accord. She was wearing a garish loudly colored dress that accentuated her "Coke Bottle" figure and her availability probably on the cheap. There seemed to be no one else at the intersection at this time of night so I just sat watching her move a little further off into the distance. What sold it was the incredibly massive butt that jiggled under her cheap frock.
She looked back at me and began to strut up the street in an enticing display. I watched those meaty cheeks bounce up and down for all of five seconds before gunning it and skidding to a halt next to her.
Her name was Roxy. She claimed that she was "twenty two" (More like thirty two) and claimed to be visiting from New Orleans. She was African American; dark skinned with a gap in her extremely white teeth and was wearing a sandy brown wig. She directed me to a shady looking motel near the freeway. I found myself thinking how convenient it would be to just hop on the freeway after I'd finished chasing my particular dragon.
After being humiliated at the BBW club and the Ms. Stetson debacle, I'd decided to go "underground" with my fetish. It was the safest thing to do considering that I'd become such a pariah at work. So, I'd begun sating myself on the toasted street rumps of black and Latina street walkers not that I didn't wanna squeeze one out on white girls, but usually they came in the Auschwitz emaciated look, were just two damn gross or didn't fuck with black guys on order of their "black" pimp. I'd found some great asses out here on the street, but guilt was getting to me. I'd resolved to do the hooker thing one last time when I saw Roxy.
"This sure is weird."
"What can I say, it's my thing."
"What?!! You scared of Aids or something? I'm clean mister; I done had my test and everything last Saturday."
"No, it's not that, I just wanna do that one thing okay?!!"
"Don't get so sensitive I'm down with it." I was already helping her out of her dress and marveling at the jiggly, black, sponge like rump before me. Roxy politely patted a spot on the bed and I sat down. My cock was throbbing like crazy. It was as if it had a mind of its own as she pulled it gently into the air and buried her mouth on it. Roxy was wearing barely there stark white panties that disappeared into her massive crack. I was impatient and pulled her boobs from her top. They hung loose and pendulous almost touching the floor with large erect nipples.
"Let's just do it now." She stopped slurping on my member and looked at me in mock shock.
"You really love ass don't you?"
"It's; complicated." My craving was getting the better of me as I watched the hooker struggle to pull her underwear down her massive thighs. Her huge ass looked monstrous once it was freed of the offending garment. I began pouring baby oil and simultaneously rubbing my cock into her massive butt cheeks. Roxy giggled like a school girl as my cock smoothly glided up and down the length of her indigo dark butt cheeks. Unfortunately, I came too soon ten minutes into my routine; I was already spraying a monumental load across Roxy's ample cheeks and backside.
I'd barely finished when she stood up and casually strolled into the bathroom. I watched her hike up the rest of her skirt and wash her butt off with a towel way too small for that gargantuan ass.
It was at that moment that I felt like a true degenerate.
"Later baby." She kissed me on the cheek and paused with one last tidbit before she walked out of the motel room humming.
"My daughter has a better ass than mine. Probably drive a freak like you crazy."
"Yeah, I'd like to see that." I responded dryly and dripping with intended sarcasm.
I sat on the bed starring at the closed door pondering my fate. I was no better than a real crack [cocaine] head, out in the wee hours of the night scrounging around, so particular in my tastes searching for that perfect butt. I had to stop, yet didn't know how. I would seek the help of a therapist unlike the one I'd met in the BBW club. I wondered why I just couldn't find a girl that had all of the attributes I currently desired.
It was almost three in the morning and the towels were clean, so I took a shower. I figured that I'd ponder my fate over an original slam at Denny's or something.
I got dressed and opened the door. There was a girl standing in the doorway with her hand raised, frozen in place as if she were going to knock. She smiled and lowered her hand.
"Hi!! My name is Coco and my mom Roxy said you had a thing for big booty."
Coco was a somewhat petite, small dark skinned with a short frizzy hair tied off in a bun. She had a green ribbon tied around her head. She turned and revealed an amazing apple bottom butt that looked like it belonged to a larger woman. She was wearing pocket less jeans and began shaking her gift.
I snatched her into the room and marveled as she peeled off her jeans and let me fondle that lump.
My redemption would, happily have to wait until another day.
She didn't even ask for money up front as I knelt in front of her and started rolling her form fitting jeans down her dusky thighs. She had gone commando and I was treated to the sight of her perfectly proportion sex situated between her luscious thighs and shaved bare. The scent coming from her box was unmistakable and arousing. Coco peeled off the simple pea green t-shirt she was wearing to showcase a nice set of sloping C-Cup breasts in what appeared to be a stark white training bra. I tried to pry her young supple breasts out of the tight fitting garment which flattened her tits against her chest but had my fingers lightly slapped away.
"My titties aren't on the menu mister." She had a slightly stern sound to her soft voice and I chuckled as Coco placed an arm across her chest. A few moments later she snapped the offending garment off flinging it into my face.
Her laughter became moans as I took a salty nipple into my mouth. It was fully engorged and erect little nub and she cradled my head somewhat lovingly.
"Mom said you were into ass and here you are all fucking with my tits." She cooed as I continued to rub them rolling the nipples between my fingers.
"I just appreciate beauty." I replied as my palms lightly caressed her flat tummy while I marveled at how small her waist was in comparison to her wide flaring hips.
"I'd appreciate some money first." She'd remembered and I wasted no time fishing sixty bucks from my pocket to pay the neophyte street walker. I found her adorable and cute as she got on her knees and took me in her mouth. I noticed that she hid the wadded up money under the bed and smiled at her naivety.
Coco may have been knew to the business but she gave head like an old pro gently caressing my cock and running her tongue along its length before taking it into her mouth and sucking real hard. She actually began milking my cock for all she was worth until I softly pushed her away before I blew my load.
"Can't handle it huh old man?" She taunted as I took a few steps back reaching for my trusty bottle of lube. I'd been frequenting the area so much recently that I kept my glove compartment stocked with numerous trial sized lotions and lubricants.
"Like I said, I appreciate beauty." She beamed at my admission as she crawled onto the bed on all fours displaying her beautiful expansive bottom. Coco's big ass was a thing of beauty as each of her hips formed a perfect semi-circle with her huge meaty cheeks dominating my view. A slight tremor ran through my body as I slathered the entire bottle of lube all over her dark chocolate globes. I pushed her cheeks together causing some of the oil to run into the deep crevice of her dark mounds near her brown-eye.
I straddled her body and sandwiched my cock between her cheeks which were cool to the touch initially and began running my length very slowly back and forth until I had a good rhythm built up.
Coco began flexing her cheeks around my cock on my upward thrusts adding to the pleasure as sweat began to run down my forehead and back. In moments I'd picked up the pace and was really giving her big ass a really good humping as the sounds of our sweaty bodies slapping against one another filled the room. Coco for her part kept time with me using her magnificent cheeks to milk my cock until screaming her name I began to shoot an incredible jet of cum which erupted on my upstroke and spurted from the top of Coco's mashed together ass-cheeks into the small of her back. My semen actually reached hallway up her back.
"WOW!! You REALLY LOVE this ASS don't you?!!" She had reached back and run her palm through my spunk coating her hand. She held her gooey palm in front of her face letting my semen run off her fingers while she stared at it incredulously. I almost thought she would sample it but no dice.
"You got the evidence right there on your fingers baby." My cock was still raging hard but I didn't feel like giving the shapely teen any more money.
"Thanks Coco, tell your mom thanks too baby." I didn't bother waiting for her response as I hopped into the shower again to clean up. The nubile indigo teen surprised me by jumping into the shower with me.
"Damn, you really made a mess of my back mister." She noted my shocked expression and smiled while taking the soap from my hand.
"Could you do my back?" Five minutes later I ended up "Getting a Freebie" and happily fucked Coco's big ass doggystyle for fifteen minutes before blowing another wad all over her big dark chocolate ass.
"This is the FUCKING LIFE!!" I was grinning like a Cheshire Cat as I watched Coco slide back into her form fitting jeans.
[KNOCK!! KNOCK!! KNOCK!!]
"OPEN UP IT'S THE POLICE!!"
My heart leaped into my throat as Coco's eyes became as wide as saucers.
... To be continued.
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April walked out of Maplewood High sobbing uncontrollably and shivering with rage. Leslie buzzed by her speeding out of the student parking lot her laughter getting caught in the wind. She noticed the laptop computer on the concrete where they had parked earlier and picked it up. The dark mascara that she used in abundance was running down her swollen cheeks with her tears. She opened the laptop to examine it and found the screen cracked. Somebody had obviously taken a hammer to it before it was returned to the chubby teen.
"Got-Damn Bitches!!" She screamed flinging the destroyed laptop to the concrete in the center of the school parking lot as rain suddenly began to relentlessly pour down upon the weary teens. April looked up into the sky as her round features were pummeled by water and continued screaming hysterically.
"The world fucking HATES me!!" She found herself suddenly illuminated and turned to see a very familiar Camaro barreling towards her full speed. This was it; April knew her time had come as she stared vehicular manslaughter right in the eyes. She had loved him for years since they were kids, looked forward to someday being his wife and having his children ...his children!!
She realized that she was nothing to Bradford Tucker, nothing at all but a pair of humongous tits and bragging rights in the jock's locker room.
The car screeched to a halt a few feet in front of her and the plump teen still collapsed to the ground in anticipation of the impact as she heard the car door open and slam shut. She looked up to see Red looking silently at her, intensity reading across her features.
"WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME?!!"
Red said nothing standing pat in the pouring rain just looking at April struggle to her feet on the wet concrete.
"I ASKED YOU A QUESTION-BITCH!" April screamed not caring anymore, feeling nothing but building rage. She stormed at the redhead and shoved her back with as much strength as she could muster.
"SAY SOMETHING BITCH!! SAY SOMETHING RED!!" It was if there was a raging fire in her chest roaring through her body as she found herself with a handful of Red's shirt while her other palm struck her foe across the face with a broad slap.
Red suddenly punched her in the nose with a closed fist dropping her instantly and causing her to topple over on her back in the rain. All fight suddenly flushed from her body, April lay on her back in the partially flooded lot starring up at Red.
"Why, why do you want to kill me?"
"I don't want to kill you April." Red kneeled in the water soaked lot and cradled the teen in her arms.
Their faces inches apart suddenly merged into an intimate embrace as their lips parted allowing one another access. Tongues ran over teeth and entwined, dueling as the women moaned. April was broken into so many pieces, charred on the inside by a jerk and she found herself nearly swooning in the arms of his evil girlfriend. She had been utterly humiliated threatened and bullied by this bitch and here she was kissing her nemesis full lips hungrily.
Was she losing her mind?
Red had a handful of April's dyed locks in her fist roughly pulling the terrified teen's head back as she kissed her victim passionately, her other hand groping a massive breasts through the girl's soaked t-shirt. Her skilled fingers discovered an erect nipple and began rolling and kneading it mercilessly. After a few moments she felt fingers creeping along her thigh towards her crotch and breathlessly began ripping the collar of April's t-shirt partially exposing one of her large pale breasts. She wanted access to one of those huge knockers and she would not be denied. Red relentlessly tugged at the huge tit until she popped it free from its soaked confines revealing the huge saucer sized areola and the large erect nipple. She began suckling the tit like a woman possessed.
Both girls were oblivious to the pouring rain.
*****
April's mother Betty was just getting off work at her second job working at a retirement home. It was dirty work cleaning up after the elderly and indigent dumping bed pans and changing diapers. She did what she felt was necessary to take care of her daughter. She loved her daughter dearly, but recent events had her wondering if she should send the trouble prone teen to live with relatives on the east coast.
Her only child had been horribly attacked and molested at the local high school recently prompting her to pull her daughter from school. Home schooling was simple enough given her teacher's background and dedication to giving her child a decent education. April had become sullen and secretive staying isolated in her room. She'd taken her daughter's computer not to punish her, but to force the teen to face her problems head on. She'd asked her daughter to consider a breast reduction and the girl had blown up in her face yelling and screaming.
Betty had kept her own considerable breasts which weren't much smaller than her daughter under excessive layers of clothing. In her day many guys had come to blows over her and nearly raped her during moments of severe indiscretion. She'd found religion and a husband later in life with her dedication to the lord being the only thing she could trust. Her husband had left her for "being frigid."
She had turned her marital loss around and dedicated herself to her troubled daughter April.
"What in the blue blazes?" All of the tires on Betty's car had been slashed.
*****
There was a trail of clothing leading all the way from the open front door to her bedroom. The girls had gone into some sort of frenzy in which they couldn't keep their hands off of each other. They tirelessly kissed and groped one another as they undressed. April was nearly swooning and caught up in the moment as she and her nemesis found themselves in a perfect sexual storm from the moment Red had taken her in the parking lot, ripping and shredding her shirt off to expose her huge natural breasts practically devouring them licking and sucking for all she was worth. She'd thought to fight off the intense redhead, but her probing experienced fingers had quickly worked their way into her panties expertly manipulating her clit until April was bucking against her hand.
April was barely able to contain herself as she curled into a fetal position in Red's sports car rubbing herself as she stared incredulously at the woman who had made her life a living hell in recent weeks. She was a mess of emotion stripped raw in the pouring rain and out of control. April had lunged at Red and ripped her top exposing one of the small pert breasts. She'd begun roughly rolling the cheerleader's nipple for moment before taking it into her mouth and sucking so hard that he redhead swerved momentarily into the other lane and nearly crashed into another vehicle.
Red had skidded to a halt on the lawn in front of April's modest home and the girls half fought their way into the home not caring if anyone was there.
It just felt...so inevitable.
Red had shoved the chubby, buxom teen onto her functional bed and pushed her fat thighs and knees into her massive chest while she rolled the large Hello Kitty panties off of her wide butt. She was breathing heavily in as April struggled against her pushing the redhead back off the bed with everything she could muster. Red laughed and stripped off the rest of her tattered clothing until she was standing there in her small white bikini panties.
"Aren't you gonna lose the panties?"
"Why? I know you'd like to rip them off yourself." Red smiled as she crawled onto the bed blanketing April's body under her own. The girl's lips found each other and they continued dueling with their tongues groping and fondling each other bodies.
"So, you just wanted to fuck me?" April moaned as her breasts were mashed together and her small rubbery nipples were pinched and pulled. Red didn't respond, her maniacal intense gaze focused on the huge pale tits under her palms as she kissed, sucked and kneaded with a single minded intensity that was frightening to the chubby girl pinned under her. She alternated between wrapping her fingers around one massive tit and sucking on the nipple for all she was worth followed by the other, April knew that others coveted her breasts but she had never had her tits worshipped in this manner. Red seemed content to focus most of her attention on her chest and she had pushed both of her boobs together and was sucking both blood engorged nipples so hard that April was forced to grab a handful of her red hair and force her lips off nearly damaging Red's scalp.
"OOOooww!!" Red screamed and responded by viciously slapping the chubby teen across the cheek.
"You were hurting me, sorry." April cradled her cheek as she looked deep into Red's green eyes. The athletic redhead quickly straddled her chest pinning her arms down under her knees frightening the girl. She continued to remain silent as she softly ran her fingers across April's soft features rubbing the spot she had slapped only moments ago. It was like being in bed with a wild animal as Red played with her body like it was her own personal toy pursing the girl's lips together while she sucked on her own finger and followed this up by running the saliva covered finger across April's lips.
April opened her mouth and took Red's finger inside sucking and licking it like it was a miniature cock. She made love to that finger with a slow sensual pace as she found another finger added to the mix. Red eventually had three fingers in April's mouth gagging the poor girl as copious amounts of spit ran freely down her chin and her mascara had been smeared and spread across her easy features mixed with tears.
Just when she was beginning to get afraid, the three fingers were snatched from her mouth and as she gasped for air, April felt the wet sloppy fingers enter her snatch. Red began to pump the three fingers between the puffy lips of her lower sex. Red was leaning back towards April's feet and working her cunt with machine-like precision.
April began to feel the beginnings of her own impending climax and she began to tremble slightly, her moans filling the small cramped bedroom with its quaint cheaply furnished interior and posters of garage bands and slasher movies. She didn't know how to feel as she was roughly finger fucked into submission by the most popular girl in Maplewood High and the most evil person she'd ever met. It felt like slivers of electricity running up her spine making her tight cunt drip profusely all over Red's fingers which were now curled slightly upward and touching her G-Spot.
"Fuck." She moaned as her body continued to respond to the redhead's masterful touch. Something about this just rang wrong and April began to squirm against her fingers trying to twist her body away from her antagonist, away from her bully.
"Cum for me bitch." Red huskily ordered as she smiled at the effect her fingers were having on April.
"N-Nuh, no." The tremors had grown in intensity and she tried to move her arms and get the much stronger woman off of her chest.
"Don't fight me, you know you want this and I'm the only one who can give it to you whore." She almost wished Red had remained mute as the fact that her bully knew what she was doing increased her humiliation a hundred fold.
"Nuh, no, no you've got to stop it." Her pussy was making loud squishy noises as it was pumped hard.
"Come on bitch, give up that nut. I want to see you cum on my hand." Red sounded a little more insistent this time as she realized April was trying to fight her efforts.
"You're gonna fight me for trying to make you happy?" Red was almost gasping at this point. April was beginning to experience a hard climax and was struggling to get away from the redhead. It felt so good to the teen, but she just didn't want to cum for Red.
"Don't!!" April gasped as the athletic redhead quickly slid down her body and thrust her remaining fingers into the chubby girl's cunt.
"FUUCK!!" April screamed at the top of her lungs as Red plunged her entire hand into her vagina. Red began shoving her hand as deep as she could get it and balling her hand into a fist on the way out of April's cunt. She closed the fingers of her other hand around the girl's throat and continued as the larger teen began bucking back effectively fucking her fist.
"Y-you can't fight it bitch, you can't fight me, FUCKING CUM FOR ME NOW!!" Red nipped her ear with her teeth and hissed into her ear. Her tongue followed sucking on her earlobe and licking her throat sending April over the edge.
"OOOOOHHH MY GAAAAWD!! YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM SOOOO FUCKING HAAAARD YOU EVIL BITCH!!" April was screaming so loud that she could probably be heard a few doors over in the neighborhood. Her body involuntarily bucked like a beached whale as she creamed and squirted a thick visible jet of cum from her vagina as Red laughed and cat-called continuing to work the chubby girl through a series of lesser orgasms that followed.
April found a burst of strength and shoved the redhead away, her own momentum causing her to fall to the hardwood floor of her bedroom weeping. She'd never thought she could cum so hard and for so long. She'd never had a single lesbian thought in her young life and she'd never thought that she would end up being completely dominated and fucked by Melissa Reed, the alpha predator of Maplewood High. This was the same evil bitch that had beat her ass raw, pissed on her clothing and made her do the walk of shame nude in front of the whole student body of Maplewood High.
Melissa Reed!!
Melissa Reed had shoved a janitor's wet floor cone into her vagina with hot sauce covering it and periodically slapped her around. This evil woman had stalked her at her job and made her paranoid.
This evil woman had just made her cum buckets from being violently fisted. April sat on the floor in a fetal position with her head resting on her bruised knees and cried her eyes out.
She didn't know what was happening to her and her thoughts were erratic running the gambit from hurting herself to proclaiming her undying love for the evil redhead.
"So, what happens now?" She looked as distraught as she sounded staring up at her bed and finding Red laying breezily on her stomach gazing right into her eyes with a contented smile on her face.
"You tell me." Was the redhead's simple response and April sat there for a few minutes more before slowly standing and taking in the teen's partially nude form resting on her bed.
Her attention was immediately drawn to Red's famous ass. She marveled at how small the redhead's waist was and the manner in which her hips dramatically flared outward merging with her cream colored thighs. Red's panties had ridden deep into the substantial crack of her juicy, bubble butt cutting it into three perfect sections and taking on the appearance of a thong. It was the only piece of clothing on her athletic dancer or gymnast's type body. April told herself that she had a promise to keep as she cautiously crawled back onto the bed.
Red sighed as she felt sweaty hands begin to play with her butt cheeks reveling in the fact that the chubby teen was as interested in her ass as she had been with the massive G-Cup tits resting on April's chest. Red moaned and gave herself completely over to April's curious fingers feeling her underwear being pulled to the side and her own puffy vaginal lips being probed and prodded. She wondered if her conquest would have the nerve to finger her knowing full well that at any moment she could be pummeled senseless.
"OOOooh!" April had pushed her index finger into her anus up to the knuckle. She shuddered as the sensation of the finger slowly running in and out of her asshole sent shivers through up her spine. Red loved ass play and sometimes preferred anal over plain intercourse. She'd only let one or two guys fuck her ass before hooking up with Brad and he had a positively huge cock. Sometimes she would fake cry to manipulate him into fucking her harder. She loved how stupid and easy to control he was. April was pumping her finger into Red's ass with an increasing tempo and the redhead was getting ...bored.
"Don't you have any toys?"
"No, my mom won't let me uh, experiment." Red had rose up on her elbows and looked back at the teen still displaying a breezy smile.
"Alright then, go make me a sandwich whore." April was shocked at her dismissive tone slowly taking two steps towards the bedroom door before catching herself.
[SMACK!!]
April smacked Red on her amazing bubble butt watching it jiggle slightly from the impact. Before the cheerleader could say anything, the chubby girl quickly buried her face in the redhead's ass licking the cleft between her perfect alabaster cheeks.
"OOOooooh, now there's some inspiration." Red cooed as her magnificent pale butt was mauled by April's hands and lips. Euphoria was reclaiming the teen as she groped and squeezed the buoyant cheeks of the redhead and licked her way from the girl's tight, puffy lips to her brown eye. Red began to slightly squirm and shift her hips from side to side as beads of sweat began to form on her body.
"OOOOOH!! OOOOOOHHH!!-my but you're so FUCKIN' GOOD!!" Red grabbed a handful of the bed sheets in her fists as the teasing; tantalizing sensation of April's tongue alternately forced her light giggling into moans and finally throaty gasps for air. April's tongue parted her puffy nether lips and softly pushed aside the hood over the redhead's clit. The busty teen began writing the letters of the alphabet on the highly sensitive nub until Red was squealing for mercy and began trying to slither away on her belly.
"Oh no you don't, you evil bitch!! You're gonna cum for me too!!" April taunted before sinking her face back into Red's crotch. Red continued lying on her stomach as her hips were raised off of the bed giving April a direct view of her meaty snatch which at this point was dripping and the chubby teen used her thumbs to pry Red's cunt apart.
Wet slurping sounds filled the bedroom as April sucked and licked Red to a screaming climax. The sweat drenched cheerleader had barely come down when she found herself being turned over on her back as her plus sized lover continued to lick her snatch clean of its inherent moisture.
"Holy shit you fat little bitch! Nobody's made me cum like that in a long fucking time." Red was breathing heavily, her face and chest were flushed crimson from over-exertion.
"The night is young and I've got a lot left in me Red." April was lying on her belly between her spread legs looking into her eyes in awe and utter lust.
"Oh, is that right huh?" Red laughed as April crawled over her body blanketing the athletic teen under her buxom figure. The girls were soon spooning heavily.
"OH SHIT!!" April suddenly cried out.
"What's wrong?" Red was leaning back against the headboard holding a pillow in front of her nude body. She suddenly started laughing as she figured out what was going on with her latest conquest.
"You're worried about your mom huh?"
"Yeah, how did you know?"
"Don't worry; I know where your mom is baby." Red said breezily as April sat in front of her looking puzzled.
"What have you done?" April questioned before she found herself tongue kissing her bully and sudden lover again.
*****
Betty sat on the curb an emotional wreck. She'd got off work to find her tires slashed and had called the tow service only to find herself a little short of cash. The tow truck driver, a complete ape of a man had even crudely offered to fix her tires if she would show him her "huge knockers". She loudly rebuffed him swinging her purse at his head and ended up sitting on the curb alone. The other nurse who took over for her during the graveyard shift didn't drive receiving rides to work and they were at odds due to Betty snitching on her when her husband had come to visit.



She shuddered as she remembered opening the broom closet to find the young nurse bent over being pounded away by her husband and how she had run away making a scene. It was a miracle the nurse hadn't been fired.
She'd tried calling April, but her daughter didn't seem to picking up. In fact she'd called over thirty times and now her phone was dead and the night nurse wouldn't buzz her back into the facility. Betty wondered if perhaps she should have relented and let that jerk of a tow truck driver have a look at her melon sized breasts. Lord knows it had been too long since she'd felt like a woman and she'd dedicated her life to raising her daughter right becoming an integral part of the church and such. But there were those nights when she'd lie awake thinking of April's father and how he used to burst in from work and take her wherever he'd find her in the home they shared.
Betty had tried to do everything she could to please her man, but he seemed to be insatiable to the point of distraction. She remembered one afternoon while April was out to school, he'd marginally forced her to pleasure him with her huge tits and blew his wad all over her face, chest and continued relieving himself until her simple cotton dress had been soiled. An argument had followed and things had escalated until he'd lost control of himself and forced her to bend over the kitchen table taking her in the wrong hole...the dirty hole and defiling her even more. She'd realized at that point what a monster she'd married as she cleaned his disgusting cock after it'd been in her anus. Afterwards she watched him sitting on the couch guzzling a beer and watching one of his silly football games without a care in the world.
The situation got worse and the strife in the household was increased tenfold when she got the shock of her life while doing the laundry. Betty had found a considerable amount of dried up cum in her daughter's brassiere and was worried that she was sexually active. April had argued fiercely with her claiming that she wasn't doing anything nearly getting physical with her mother when she'd threatened to take her to the hospital to get her hymen examined. April had locked herself in her bedroom and she'd taken to a bottle of Christmas brandy from the back of the kitchen cabinet. She'd ended up passing out on the couch and woke up later to find her husband nude in their daughter's room. He'd pulled the teen's nightshirt up and was stroking himself over her massive tits.
She'd wanted to cry out but feared and worry of what would happen if she alerted her daughter as she watched her husband spew a nearly steady stream of cum all over his daughter's tits. She'd nearly fainted when she saw him fondle April's tits and lick a handful of his own cum from his fingers.
"So what, the little bitch is eighteen already." He snarled when she confronted him with a butcher's knife as he'd emerged from April's room. A scuffle followed in which she was struck with a closed fist and he'd bolted their home like a thief in the night never to be seen again.
April would ask again and again about her father, but Betty would hold fast that she didn't know anything more than her daughter. Their relationship remained strained even more so after her daughter found her father on Facebook with his new wife in a few tagged photos.
The other woman had big tits as well and was blonde. At least she had something in common with that slut. April dyed her hair in an attempt to be as unlike her "frigid "mother as possible.
"MOM!!" Betty sometimes hated herself for missing her degenerate husband, but she was glad he was back in Tennessee where he belonged.
"MOM!!" Sometimes she'd wake up in the middle of the night and finger herself to an adequate, muted little orgasm.
"WAKE UP!! FUCK MOM!!" Betty was jolted from her past and realized someone was calling out to her. She turned around to see a sports car parked across the street with some red headed girl behind the wheel.
It took her only moments to realize that her daughter was in the passenger side of the vehicle.
Her daughter was smiling.
April introduced her friend from Maplewood High, her name was Melissa Reed and she was the sheriff's daughter. Betty had heard things about this girl, that she was willful and destructive. She'd heard that her father had used his influence to keep his daughter out of jail. But the smiling well-mannered girl in front of her seemed to be nothing of the sort. She wasn't even aware that April knew the girl. She'd heard that Melissa was dating the Tucker boy, and was shocked to find these two teens were friends. She'd raided her daughter's room and read her diary noting that April always saw herself being married to Brad as her ultimate goal.
"Well, uh hello uh?"
"Call me Red." April lied telling her mother that Red had been driving by and kept her company while she waited to be picked up. The girls told Betty that they'd decided to find her after it was apparent that she was wouldn't be picking her daughter up from work.
"Well aren't you something uh, Red. I think I have a few dollars around the house I can give you." Betty didn't like owing anything to anyone.
"That won't be necessary ma'am. My daddy always says you can't put a price on a good deed and we should be to your house in a few minutes." Red was really putting on a show as April covered her mouth and snickered from the backseat.
"You're such a nice girl and an angel." Red almost laughed in her face wondering how April's mother would react if she knew that her daughter had been getting fucked silly for the last ninety minutes by an "angel" no less.
"Come on mom, you're embarrassing her."
"How? I'm just complimenting this fine young lady."
"Just cut it out mom, for my sake okay?" April was a little annoyed, but Red was living in the irony of the situation. Betty to her uniformed credit ended up inviting Red into their house for a slice of pie. The clueless woman was happy to see that her daughter had what she deemed to be a decent and respectable friend. The stress of the night had taken a toll on Betty and hallway through her portion of her famous apple pie; she excused herself and was soon sleeping soundly in her bedroom. Her snores loudly drifted through the walls while her daughter continued what she had started earlier making out with Red.
"That feels so fuckin' good bitch." April had dipped her fingers into the cheerleader's panties and started rubbing her clit.
"Glad you like it slut." The chubby teen dropped to the carpet and pulled the damp crotch of Red's panties to the side and began lapping at her sex while her dark locks were cradled by well-manicured fingers.
The girls would continue their shenanigans for the rest of the night with Red sneaking out just before dawn. She was more than a little exhausted and had to hold on to the hand rail as she descended the stairs in the early morning light.
Just as she was starting up her engine, April came running out of the house clutching her flower print robe around her nude body and almost falling down the short flight of stairs that made up her front porch.
"What, you wanna fuck some more? Damn bitch you're insatiable!!" Red smiled at her conquest while rolling down her window.
"No, just-It's just something I, like have to tell you."
"Please don't say you love me or some sorry shit like that April, it would be so awkward and stupid." Red regarded the chubby teen and noticed that she was trembling. Her features softened and she leaned partially out of her window.
"Spit it out April."
"I'm pregnant. I'm so fucked right now and I know you probably hate me and I-uh, I don't know right now!! If you're gonna kill me or something I just didn't want to wait you know, right?" April was stuttering and trembling heavily at this point not knowing what to expect from the fiery redhead.
"Bye." Red put on her designer sunglasses and slammed her foot down on the gas speeding into the horizon line and leaving the sobbing girl to her own thoughts.
She pushed her Camaro at top speed for a few blocks skidding to a halt before she nearly broadsided a city bus. She sat in that intersection for a while in a stupor until her buzzing phone brought her back to reality.
"Hey whore, guess what? Pig tits got herself knocked up by your soon to be completely fucked boyfriend." Leslie laughed into the phone waiting for her friend to respond. Red tossed the phone against her passenger side window breaking it into a million pieces.
"Pregnant." She removed her sunglasses to reveal her tear streaked beautiful face.
*****
Maplewood High was bristling with activity and jubilation as the Big Championship Game loomed less than a week away. The local townies were calling the upward trajectory of the Maplewood Cougars destiny and talking about making history. The school hadn't won a single championship since 1974 and as far as most of the quaint populace of this small hamlet were concerned, Brad Tucker was about to end a forty year championship drought.
Some of the townies made it a habit of sauntering over to the high school stadium to watch the star quarterback work out with his team. Brad was beginning to enjoy a little bit of celebrity status as he was the object of much scrutiny by the public and local news.
...yet, Brad Tucker, star quarterback, big man on campus and future NFL Hall of Famer couldn't get laid.
The pussy embargo had held its course with many girls turning him down and the few who were rumored to be considering hooking up with him targets of the Red's cheerleaders. Unknown to Brad some of his own teammates had been ratting him out in return for sexual favors from the most delectable of the squad.
Brad had become sullen and angry in the weeks following the confrontation with his estranged girlfriend and a loaded twenty-two. He was too embarrassed to tell anyone about having a gun shoved into his asshole and being forced to lick his own cum off of Red's leather seats. For her part, she'd continued on with her normal life sometimes giving him a wave or two between classes and keeping to her friends. There were some rumors swirling around the head cheerleader that she was into girls and that he had a small penis. He popped his large cock out of his pants to a group of curious girls who heckled him in the gymnasium and ended up getting paddled by the coach.
The coach had been on his case for the entire latter half of the season pounding him on the training and endless drills. Making him remember plays and pop quizzing the bewildered player into football minutia.
"Get this last BIG ONE in the win column and the world is your fucking oyster Tucker!! Forget about all the school ground drama and a certain redhead!! Get this last BIG ONE!! You've gotta win boy because a lot of people are depending on you!! Get this last BIG ONE TUCKER!! Telling you something kid, you win this game and they're gonna build a fucking statue for you in the town square!!" The coach was almost fanatical and it was wearing thin.
Sometimes Brad didn't know if he was coming or going and he was nearly always sporting a rock hard boner. It had gotten so bad that his own father had mentioned there being no shame in "taking matters into your hands." What nobody knew was that he spent an inordinate amount of time looking at internet porn and jerking off to pictures on his phone of Red's big ass.
He didn't know what to make of it himself but he couldn't help himself.
At school he would sometimes stare at Red's ass while she was occupied with her friends or hanging out in the cafeteria.
"So Bradford, Red wants to know how you're "handling" things." One of the girls from the cheerleading squad had been sent over to his table to gauge his state of mind. He looked past the grinning girl to a table across the cafeteria where Red and Leslie were holding court and saw his girlfriend looking in his direction with a blank expression on her face. He was taken aback at her demeanor as she continued staring until he looked away.
"Tell her if she wants to know what's going on with me, she can come over here and find out for herself." The cheerleader, Patty a blond with a lean frame and an annoying cheerful demeanor hopped back over to her table and whispered his message in Red's ear. Red responded by looking over at him and making a silent toast with her water bottle. He followed suit and then noticed that she was making the sign of the gun pointed at her own head then followed by pointing at him.
Later at the conclusion of the school day, Brad found his car filled with trash. The entire vehicle was filled from top to bottom with paper, soda cans, trash from the cafeteria and he could have sworn he smelled urine as well.
Red suddenly sped past him in her car on the way out of the parking lot. There was laughter in the air that faded with the speeding vehicle as it turned the corner.
"Bitches." He'd muttered under his breath.
His car still smelled hours later after he'd made three attempts at giving it a deep cleaning but whatever was done to it just stuck.
He'd arrived home to find the house full of people as his extended family had come to see the game. He'd momentarily forgotten his situation with Red and all the pressure to deliver a championship to Maplewood. The family had thrown a little party for him and he found a pair of hands over his eyes.
"Guess who?" A familiar voice taunted him.
It was Red who was completely putting on her public face as his family collapsed in on him hugging their rising star relative for all he was worth. Red had slipped into a light colored sundress with a floral print and she was wearing a simple pair of cowboy boots giving off the visual impression of a good ole' country girl.
Nobody watching the couple would have thought there was any strife between the teens as Red rode his arm, got drinks for him and cuddled up against his massive chest in the backyard as the impromptu family get- together continued. Brad looked a little nervous and some of his family members mistook it for pre-game jitters. Some of his uncles had even jeered him telling him to kiss his beautiful girlfriend. Brad continued to play it straight avoiding any real contact with Red that he could manage, but finally all of the jeering and playful insults took effect and he swooped his lady up in his powerful arms and planted a deep kiss on her full lips.
Afterwards Red playfully poured a full can of beer over his head as the others laughed.
"It's time for me to go, sorry but you guys have been really great." She flashed a million dollar smile and excused herself pulling Brad along with her. Once they were alone, all of the emotion drained out of her face as she looked at her boyfriend.
"I didn't want to come, but your mom called me and said it wouldn't be the same without me there." She explained as she fished around in her purse for her car keys.
"You could have just said no Melissa. You didn't have to be phony." He was blue and more than a little put off by her demeanor.
"I like your mom Bradford. I don't want to deal with any drama right now, so I came over here and put my best foot forward."
"I miss you Melissa." He was being honest.
"You miss pussy." He softly grabbed her wrist and pulled her closer to his muscular body.
"Do we have to fight all the time? I would like to put all this behind us Melissa. You know I love you." He smoothly wrapped his hands around her waist drawing her even closer. Red surprised him by laying her head against his chest and cooing softly.
"I want that too Brad. I really wished none of this ever happened. But sometimes things just have to run their course." She gave him a soft hug and looked up into his eyes.
"What are you talking about?"
"Nothing, come with me baby, I'll make you feel real good." She opened the door to her car and looked at him expectantly. A pang of fear shot through his body as he took a few steps back.
"N-nuh, that's okay Melissa. I gotta save myself for the game." He stuttered as she got into her car and rolled down the window on his side.
"See you CAN LEARN asshole." He put his hands in his pockets and quickly shuffled back towards his yard and family.
When he was out of sight, Red reached under her seat and pulled out a large kitchen knife placing it in her glove compartment.
*****
April sat in front of her porch looking out over the neighborhood. She had lost her job due to a missing laptop and had been scolded by her mother for being irresponsible. Betty had even told her that she should try to be more like Red who was a paragon of virtue in the woman's eyes. April rolled her eyes at that last comment knowing full well what kind of person Melissa Reed a.k.a Red was. So, she had lounged around the house having nothing to do and trying to avoid the ever creeping spectre of loneliness. Her mind was still on the incredible sex she'd experienced with the cheerleader and those thoughts would eventually lead her to her current problem ...her pregnancy.
So there she sat on her porch in her old floral print housecoat watching the horizon line. She was shocked when a familiar Camaro pulled up in front of her house.
"So I guess she's here to kill me." April thought but made no move towards her door. She had been through so much in the past few weeks that she was literally burnt out. She just didn't feel like giving Red the satisfaction of running. The redhead got out of her car never taking her luminescent green eyes off of the chubby teen.
"So, how're you doing?" Red asked as she walked around to the passenger side of her sports car. Her face was flushed crimson and her hair a little disheveled.
"Maybe I should be asking you that question."
"Don't!" The warning was clear as she ascended the stairs finally taking a seat next to April. She sat there with the chubby teen another ten minutes before turning and regarding her.
"Do you know why I bullied you?"
"Yeah, cause I got fucked by your boyfriend." April was quick to answer having little to lose given her current situation.
"No, you're wrong about that April. I did what I did because you made me feel like number 2." It was a candid admission.
"That's impossible; you're the most popular girl in school. You're head cheerleader and you're beautiful..." Her words trailed off as she noticed Red's tear soaked cheeks.
"Are you okay Melissa?"
"Shut up...Where's your mom?"
"She's working graveyard tonight. I'm alone if that's what you're asking." April noticed Red's hand on her cloth covered thigh rubbing it slightly. Her fingers pulled at the house coat revealing the chubby teen's naked thigh.
It became immediately apparent that April was nude underneath her modest house coat.
"You wanna come in?" Red smiled through her tears as she cupped one of April's huge breasts.
*****
A week had passed in a whirlwind and the day of the big game had arrived. The school had reached a fever pitch and the whole town was alive with anticipation of the state championship. Brad was publically enjoying his celebrity status, but privately his anxiety over Red had reached a fever pitch. He knew something was coming his way, but couldn't gauge its severity. Red had never stayed angry with him for this long. She continued with her public face sharing events and being cordial at school but giving him the silent treatment outside of the school.
He had decided that he would fight his way out of anything she would try to throw at him. Fuck, he was headed for great things and he'd be damned if some piece of trim was gonna control his life. This was his mantra as he trained extra hard, worked out like a beast and jerked off like a maniac in private.
He'd decided to release all of the nude photos he had of Red if she did something really heinous to him after the game. That'd teach her a lesson for making his life a living hell.



The night of the big game, the local football stadium was filled to capacity with students, fans and scouts as Brad Tucker would go on to lead the Cougars to an awe inspiring win over the Riverdale Razorbacks with a final score of 42-6. Just like that, Brad Tucker had made good on all the good will of the towns people and ended a forty year championship drought. Some of the football players had dumped the Gatorade over the coach's head and left the container on top of his torso as he gave a post-game interview. That spot made it onto television and late night television nationwide.
Brad was being carried around the football field with the game ball waving at all of his fans as he was nearly mobbed. He was looking through the throngs of people for the one person who was ominously missing.
Red.
The locker room was crowded with people and he felt safe in the strictly male environment. What could Red do in a room full of men he thought as he stripped down and headed into the showers.
He was in the showers for all of ten minutes before all the lights were shut off plunging the locker room into complete darkness.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON?!!"
There was no sound or answer from the darkness of the shower and adjoining locker room. He was afraid to move but his body reacted backing into the wet wall and crouching low. Brad was ready for a fight if need be and was prepared to fight his way out of the locker room.
"I'M NOT FUCKING PLAYING WITH YOUR ASSES!!" He screamed into the darkness not getting an answer.
"SOMEBODY BETTER TURN A FUCKING LIGHT ON RIGHT GOT-DAMN NOW OR I'M BEATING SOME ASS!!" He was mentally preparing himself to make a run for it when he finally got a response.
"Okay Brad-Ford" The voice was unmistakable.
"Red?"
A single cigarette lighter lit up the interior of the shower and Brad realized that he was not alone.
"What-the-fuck?" The entire cheerleading squad, the majorettes and even the flag girls were inside the shower with him...and they were all nude. His head nearly exploded as he looked at a veritable platoon of naked nubile teen flesh. All of the girls started giggling in unison at the look of shock on his face. He looked towards the source of the light and found his estranged girlfriend Melissa Reed, nude as well.
"Yeah, I know Brad-Ford. Fucking shocked right?" Before he could answer he found himself being caressed by an untold number of hands as the women began softly chanting his name as Red walked towards him. His guard was up and he involuntarily clenched his fists.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately while the women cheered and applauded.
"W-What's going on here Red?" He was completely befuddled at the turn of events as the slow sensual massage from all of the women present began to increase in intensity.
He recognized Patty who sometimes seemed to be Red's mouthpiece when Leslie wasn't around and she was one annoying bitch. She always seemed to be politicking and glad-handing the head cheerleader. Yeah, she was cute enough with her blond bangs and curled hair resembling a grown-up version of Cindy Brady. Now he was looking at her nude and grinning. She had a long, lean model's body and a nice set of perky upturned C-cup tits capped with light pink areola and very prominent nipples. Her narrow waist and hips merged and he felt a little disappointed at that because Red had definitely turned him into an "Ass Man".
His gaze turned through the throng of giggling teens to another cheerleader he'd had his eye on for quite some time. Her name was Chelsea and she was definitely thick in the back porch. He spent a lot of time checking her out in the biology class they'd shared together. Although average on top with barely there tits, Chelsea had one of the most pronounced waist to hip ratios he'd ever seen outside of Leslie who had a reputation for being the biggest cock tease in the school. Chelsea smiled as she noticed his gaze and turned around displaying her large 42 inch derriere for his enjoyment. His cock jumped when he saw the wide full bountiful cheeks of the cheerleader. Chelsea had a prominent tan area that advertised the granny panties she wore under her jeans most of the time.
"I'm gonna have to tap that." He made a mental note as he looked around at one of the flag girls, a nerdy type with huge tits that reminded him of April. The girl blushed when her eyes met his and looked away. No way in hell was he gonna fuck with that he thought as he turned his gaze towards another more familiar cheerleader.
She was leaning against the wall in all her nude perfection, perfect hour glass figure standing there for the taking as his cock began to surge uncontrollably feeling as if it would burst at any second. Leslie looked like she'd rather be anywhere but here and had a sullen countenance. She seemed to be brooding and gave him an evil look when their eyes finally met.
"Don't even think about it fucker!" She said as the other cheerleaders burst out laughing. He laughed too and his laughter was cut short as he felt hands rubbing him all over and a particularly skilled set of fingers stroking his manhood with slow measured movements. Chelsea moved in for a deep kiss caressing his tongue with her very own and moaning into his mouth. He felt other lips kissing and softly lapping at his muscular frame ass Chelsea passed him off to another girl who continued what had been started running her tongue lightly over his lips until he opened his mouth to allow her inside.
"Can I have some too?" Patty chimed in sounding impatient and instead of kissing him dropped to her knees before his impressive manhood taking him into her mouth. In short order Brad found that her boundless enthusiasm extended to everything she did as she wrapped her hands around the base of his cock and applied her lips and tongue to the head of his cock sucking for all she was worth.
"You like that Brad?" There were loud slurping sounds as she worked his cock over and into a sloppy mess while the other watched and continued taking turns kissing the bewildered stud and rubbing his body all over. Another girl named Kitty (A majorette) had gotten so hot and bothered that she knelt and took his swollen balls into her mouth while she rubbed his inner thighs.
"Shit that feels so-soooo fuckin good." He moaned before another of the girls began making out with him while the others watched the two girls working on his meat. That nerdy girl he'd seen earlier had joined Patty and Kitty on the shower floor. Patty moved back with her tiny hand still on his massive member waving it in front of the girl's face. The nerd opened her mouth in awe of what was right before her eyes and seemed intimidated by the sheer size of his erect penis.
"SUCK THAT COCK SLUT!!" One of the girls had grown impatient while some ones hand shoved the nerdy flag girl's head right into Brad's cock nearly choking the girl. The girl immediately got up and ran out of the shower coughing loudly while others laughed. Another girl bent over sticking her tight ass out as she engulfed the turgid cock and began bobbing her head back and forth on its entire length.
Brad tried to hump the girls face as he felt some one kissing and licking his ass cheeks. He looked around for Leslie who remained leaning against the wall with her arms folded across her chest. Her thoughts were elsewhere with a particular nerd. She wondered what Humbert was doing and imagined herself fucking him with her trusty strap-on and the lanky nerd being totally into it and fucking back against the toy like he had the first time she'd taken his anal cherry.
"What?!! I'm not sucking your horse cock moron!!" She had noticed the jock looking longingly at her and sneered back.
"Then why are you here bitch?" She blinked excessively at his insult and moved back behind some other girls but she didn't leave. He would have said more but a thick blond majorette shoved her tongue into his mouth and started viciously spooning him. Chelsea was sucking on his cock now with both of her arms wrapped around his legs cupping his ass and pushing him into her mouth.
"OOOH FUCK!! I'm gonna bust a nut...FUUUCK!!" He cried out as his length was balls deep in the girl's mouth.
"Come on Brad fuck Chelsea's face with that beautiful fucking cock!!" Patty yelled in a taunting voice.
"FUUCK, I WANNA CUM ON THAT BIG ASS CHELSEA!! PLEASE-FUCKIN' SHIT!! TURN-THE-FUCK AROUND!!" He cried out as the brunette jumped up and turned her big ass towards him while hands belonging to two separate girls slapped his cock all over her buoyant butt cheeks.
"OOOOH SHIT!!" Brad screamed as he shot five huge jets of cum from the purplish head of his cock covering the teen's ass in a thick white glaze of semen. Brad was still coming down from his euphoria when he noticed some of the girls licking the cum from Chelsea's huge ass while she giggled and admonished them for being nasty sluts. He noticed a short girl squatting down and cupping his balls rolling them in her fingers.
"Hello, my name is Alyssa and I'm you biggest fan." She buried his soft cock in her mouth and had him up again in moments. She had a perky set of tits which she used to rub his cock all over eventually titfucking him for a few minutes.
"I wanna fuck." She sheepishly admitted and was savagely slapped in the face by someone who had reached around his body.
"You know the fucking rules bitch!!" It was unmistakably Patty's voice as the teen crawled off humiliated while another continued sucking and stroking his huge cock.
"Shut the fuck up Patty before I kick your stupid ass out too!!" Leslie shut the enthusiastic cheerleader down as Brad looked in her direction again.
"Why do you keep looking at me asshole? All this pussy and you still wanna fuck me, right?!!" He had a shit eating grin on his face and he couldn't figure out if he was smiling because she was nude in front of him or if it was because he was irritating her.
"Tell you what fuck face, I'm gonna make your shitty night!!" Leslie suddenly grabbed Patty by the hair and dragged the girl before him and made her kneel in front of his cock.
"Open your mouth bitch." Leslie yelled and the worried looking teen quickly took the huge cock in her mouth once again. The buxom teen pushed the thin teen's head further down on his cock as she lifted her shapely leg over the girl standing with her back against the shower wall in front of the jock. Leslie pulled the teen's head back against her crotch as Patty struggled to catch her breath.
"Come on Brad, I want you to fuck me bitch boy." He looked down at Patty's gasping wide open mouth and shrugged before shoving his cock into the girl's mouth using her as Leslie's surrogate pussy.
"OH BRAD, YOUR FUCKING DICK IS SOOOO HUGE!! YOU'RE SPLITTING ME IN TWO MOTHERFUCKER!!" Leslie cried out in faux pain as he humped Patty's mouth and considered grabbing her massive tits.
The other girls laughed and cat called as Brad placed his hands on the wall besides Leslie's head and shot another load deep into Patty's mouth.
"AAAAAH FUUUCK!!" He yelled as he painfully ejaculated so much that the thin lanky girl was nearly vomiting up his spunk while he was coating her face simultaneously.
"Was it good for you bitch boy?" Leslie laughed shoving Patty forward with the ball of her foot.
Before he could answer he felt numerous hands pulling and pushing him backward until he was lying on his back. Chelsea squatted over him and lowered her sex onto his face. Brad eagerly lapped at her pussy until she came quietly on his face. Her bountiful butt was followed by others of many shapes and sizes and Brad serviced them all on the damp shower floor.
"Oh that was fucking awesome ladies. I don't' think I could go again because all you sluts have completely drained my balls." He admitted in his weakened state.
A bunch of the girls started sitting on his limbs pinning him to the ground as they took turns playing with his cock until he was forced to shoot a final weak squirt of his semen across his own stomach and the jock was spent as the jovial mood continued while the hottest girls in Maplewood High licked him clean.
"Okay I'm done ladies, no more for me." He managed to laugh but the girls would not release him and continued giggling and laughing. A couple took pictures of his cock with camera phones. He didn't know where those came from figuring the phones were brought in while someone was sitting on his face.
"The party's not over yet stud." Leslie stood over him staring at the spent jock with a disgusted expression on her face. Despite himself he couldn't help but look up at the perfect peach between her legs.
"Are you ready for the main course Bradford Tucker?" He craned his head upward to finally see his girlfriend standing nude looking down at him with a strange impassive expression on her face as she stepped over his worn body and turned to face him.
Red was a picture of sculpted perfection with her athletic figure, flaring hips, defined clean shaven camel toe and her alabaster skin. Few noticed the smattering of light freckles over her nose and cheeks accentuating her nearly lumiscent green eyes and topped off with a corona of wild fiery red hair. She was a sculpted Venus De Milo and she was his perfect girlfriend.
"Make love to me." She sounded almost like she was begging.
"I don't know if I can baby. I'm tapped out."
"Just one more time Brad, please." She was definitely begging and this was something new for Brad, something he'd never seen before.
Vulnerability.
"Please baby, don't you have anything left for me? Don't you love me?" She begged as she started to slowly lower herself down towards his cock.
"Of course I do baby, I'm just worn the fuck out." Brad half pleaded as she rubbed her thin fingers across his chest, tweaking his nipples and making him squirm.
"Ah come on Brad, you're a fucking stud. Fuck her." One of the girls moaned followed by a half dozen similar comments. Red had stopped lowering herself and was hovering right above his soft prick.
The girls all started softly encouraging him to fuck Red. She slowly slid down his body and nuzzled up to his cock taking light licks as some of the other women gave Brad light kisses and continued caressing him while she used her considerable skills to bring him partially back to life. Two of the other girls carefully handled his strained meat holding it aloft as Red began to sink down engulfing him in her barely moist confines.
She placed both of her hands on his chest leaning forward and looking deep into his eyes as she began moving only her hips twerking on top of the jock. He couldn't believe it but he gradually became fully erect and Red increased the pace of her twerking matching the motion by tightening up around him. Red began fucking him cowgirl style extremely slowly while all of the girls gathered around watching, moaning and whispering words of encouragement.
"OOOooh shit, your pussy is so fucking tight it almost hurts."
"You like it baby." Red moaned as she continued fucking him excruciatingly slow while continually rotating her hips. She was pumping back and forth putting pressure on the top of his shaft just below the head and it made him squirm even though his limbs were held secure by four nude women sitting on them.
"Yeah, this is the best pussy in the whole world."
"Really Brad?" She had begun to arch her back as her alabaster skin had taken on a tinted hue signaling an impending orgasm.
"Yeah, Melissa...I wouldn't lie about that."
"You wouldn't?"
"No baby, I love you." His eyes had started watering under the intense workout he'd received from the game and the reverse gangbang and some of the girls mistook this for emotion and sighed filling the shower with a cooing sound that was nearly musical in nature.
"THEN WHY'D YOU FUCKING CHEAT ON ME THEN ASSHOLE!!" He suddenly found her face inches away from his and started screaming as she clamped her fingers around his throat and began driving her pelvis into him with all she had. It was like she was trying to fuck him through the tile floor and the loud slapping noises created by their crotches slamming together filled the room. With every thrust of her hips Brad screamed louder and louder as he could feel a huge painful orgasm begin to approach.
"OOOH FUCKIN FUCK!! I HATE YOU SOOOO FUCKING MUCH!!" Red's body had begun trembling uncontrollably and the vibrations were so violent that some of the nude girls backed away as she lost control and draped her body over Brad's muscular frame.
"FFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCK!!" She screamed as her own vicious climax took her while she bit into his earlobe triggering his own painful orgasm as he blasted jet after jet of what was left of his cum into her tight snapping cunt.
Red appeared to collapse as she lay across his body completely devoid of movement while the other girls looked around unsure of what to do. She'd confided in her boyfriend that she was multi-orgasmic and laughed when he didn't grasp what she was talking about. She'd sometimes experience orgasms so long and extended that she'd sometimes pass out.
"Is she okay?" Patty was the first to speak, her voice trembling with uncertainty.
"Maybe we should call somebody." Chelsea added looking around to the other girls for some sort of support.
"She's fucking alright girls, it just takes her a minute to uh, reboot." Leslie explained taking control of the situation as Red began to stir. All of the girls were relived as Red planted light kisses on her terrified boyfriend.
"So Brad, how'd you like your championship celebration?" She casually asked steadying herself on his chest.
"W-what?"
"Are you serious? All of this, the rest of the cheerleading squad, the majorettes and even these fuckin beast flag girls?"
"Uh, but you said you hated me just now." Knowing Red, he was unsure of how to answer.
"Angry sex is the best fuck you can have. Come on Brad, didn't I teach you anything?" She lightly slapped his cheek and smiled as she sat up and sank her fingers into her twat.
"Come on, we've got a party to get to and I don't want to be late." She tossed a used contraceptive sponge on his chest as she stepped over him and walked over to one of the shower heads switching it on and cleaning herself.
"Party?"
*****
The entire town seemed to be in a festive mood and there was activity on every corner as a few residents of the small town witnessed a truck with monster sized wheels on it doing doughnuts in the town square with half a dozen out of control teenagers on it partying hard. People laughed at a half nude Bradford Tucker duck taped to dolly with his mouth stuffed full of multiple women's underwear attempting to scream for his life. A cheap plastic crown had been affixed to his head and he was surrounded by women in the back of that truck as it sped towards Red's house where the victory party was in full bloom.
Red's house was filled to capacity with students from Maplewood High and more than a few townies as the party had started before she'd even returned home. Todd (Brad's best friend) did a few more doughnuts around the house for the enjoyment of the party goers before the embarrassed Brad Tucker was hauled off the back of the truck by his fellow teammates and carried into the house dolly and all. There was a mini-raffle amongst the girls to see who would rip the duct tape off of Brad's immobilized figure.
Leslie surprisingly won and only yanked one strip from his chest while everyone laughed telling Brad that his chest hair now looked like that guy from that Forty Year Old Virgin movie. His buddies eventually cut him loose.
The star jock was completely drained and spent most of the evening on the living room couch watching the festivities. Red had changed into an outfit that was very familiar to him. The redhead sauntered over to him dressed in her schmoo t-shirt and short shorts bring an open can of beer for him. Instead of handing him the can she placed it in front of him and sat beside the weary teen snuggling into his side and draping one of her long shapely legs over his thigh. He noticed Leslie from the corner of his eye talking with some of the girls from the shower orgy and intermittently glancing in his direction.



"You look dehydrated, why don't you have a drink baby?" Red gestured towards the beer on the coffee table and noticed he was hesitant. She looked over his shoulder seeing what he happened to be looking at and smiled.
"Still don't trust me huh?" She reached over and took a deep swig of the beer and slammed it back on the table as a few people clapped.
"I'm sorry babe." He reached for the beer but was stopped when she grabbed his hand and pulled him in for a deep kiss. Across the room, Leslie had shoved one of the girls into the wall and stormed off to the couch with her own can of beer; she dropped down on the couch fuming and slammed her can next to Brad's.
"Silly cunts!!" Red and Brad looked over at Leslie and noticed her designer shirt was stained with punch.
"Excuse me Brad, I think we need a little girl talk with some bitches who are about to be kicked out of my house." Red jumped up and stormed over to the group of girls while he watched. He couldn't help but stare at Red's luscious derriere in his favorite pair of booty shorts while he ended up downing both cans of beer.
-Darkness-
*****
"AAARRRGHH!!" He slowly regained consciousness as a bucket of ice cold water was thrown on him. His head was throbbing and he was still disoriented as his eyesight began to return.
He was nude...and he was cold. He was shivering profusely as he realized he was somewhere outdoors. It was so cold that he could see the air as it emerged from his mouth. His breath came in long ragged gasps as he looked up seeing a wooden roof and some sort of upper loft filled with sparse bales of hay. It was very dark and there was an ungodly stench running through the place. It was the wet nasty musk of animals and Brad suddenly looked down to find himself standing almost ankle deep in piles of manure.
He looked around and realized there were one or two horses inside the barn with him.
"What in the hell?" He mumbled as he noticed his legs shackled apart with an iron bar running between the ankle cuffs. He soon realized that his wrists were similarly shackled with heavy iron cuffs and lashed to a heavy wooden post in what appeared to be a stable loft. He tried to move his arms finding it impossible to do so and skinning the tender flesh of wrists.
"Holy shit, what's going on here?" His throat was parched from all the alcohol he'd ingested at the party. He began trying to move and break free of his shackles realizing in short order that he was only hurting himself in the process. His mind began to clear up as he realized he'd been drugged by Leslie who'd spiked her drink and sat it down on the table with Red's beer. The girls knew he wouldn't trust Red after all she'd done to him and they were right.
Then he noticed her there in the barn with him in the darkness. She was sitting on a metal folding chair leaning back staring silently in his direction not five feet away. She was still wearing that adorable schmoo t-shirt and daisy dukes, her feet were covered with cowboy boots. And she was wearing a straw cowboy hat.
Red sat looking at him, her features obscured by the darkness.
"Melissa?"
She didn't answer and he noticed that she had a large bottle of champagne with her that she began taking large swigs from. There was something eerie and frightening as he watched her drink spilling some of the wine down the front of her shirt.
"Baby come on, you don't wanna do this. You don't want to hurt me Melissa...Please (Starts sobbing.)...Please baby, don't do this!! I'M SORRY MELISSA!! PLEASE DON'T FUCK ME UP BABY!!" Red just kept drinking from her bottle and saying nothing as the jock struggled with his shackles.
"You're-not, you're not gonna DO SHIT MELISSA!! LET ME GO YOU COLD HEARTED BITCH!!" he struggled more not caring how much his skin was torn by the metal shackles as he watched Red finish downing the bottle of wine. She leaned forward resting her elbows on her knees as she watched him panic and struggle to free himself.
Red got up and motioned to someone else and he craned his head to see Leslie struggling to pull an old saw horse over to his stable. Red casually walked over and helped her friend pull it into the stable.
"What the fuck are you gonna do? Come on Red!! COME ON RED!! WHAT ARE GONNA DO WITH THAT?!!" He renewed his struggling as the cheerleaders pushed the saw horse under his abdomen and kept pushing until he was forced to bend over further. Leslie went out and came back with four bricks which she used to steady and anchor the saw horse.
"PLEASE DON'T MELISSA!! PLEASE!! ...I LOVE YOU BABY!!" Red barely regarded him as she watched her friend complete her work with the saw horse while Brad sobbed loudly not knowing what would happen next.
"Do you love me too Brad?" He realized that there was a third person in the barn and he craned his head over his shoulder to see a third girl in the barn.
The girl was nude except for her own pair of cowboy boots. The chubby girl seemed familiar with medium length blond hair framing her soft round features and a corona of heavy black mascara framing her eyes. Her cherubic smile made him uneasy and she looked like an evil cupie doll with some dark lipstick on her thin lips.
She had a massive set of unreal looking breasts that sat up high on her chest giving her cartoonish proportions.
"April?" He realized her identity as she walked around to the other side of the post and nodded at Red before turning to face him.
"Yeah, it's me Brad. Say, how do you like my new look?" She absent mindedly twirled her wet looking locks as she glared at the jock.
"Uh, it looks real nice April." The fear was evident in his voice as he tried to sound calm.
"Did you know this is my original color Brad? Yeah, I started dyeing my hair after my dad left. Don't you remember Brad? Don't you remember that I had blond hair when we were kids in bible study?"
"Yeah, I remember April." The chubby teen savagely slapped him across the face.
"Liar, liar, your pants are on fire. Hey, you don't have any pants on Brad. You're naked Brad, completely fucking naked. You know, this is the first time I've ever seen you without any clothes on?"
"WHAT'S FUCKING GOING ON?!!" Brad screamed before being struck again.
"Yup, first time asshole. But I do see one thing that I DEFINITELY remember!" April reached down between his legs fondling his hanging flaccid cock roughly. She stroked it for a few moments and despite himself, he felt a reaction as his member started to become erect.
April suddenly slapped his cock violently and he screamed at the top of his lungs as her hand collided repeatedly with his penis due to its tenderness from excessive use.
"BAD DICK!! BAD DICK!! BAD DICK!!" She scolded as she held him by the base of his shaft and continued slapping his worn out cock. He looked over sobbing at Red and Leslie who were viewing the situation silently. Leslie had an incredulous smile on her face.
"Hey don't cry Brad, I brought you a present."
She dropped a small plastic object on the wooden post in front of him. He was puzzled and looked closer finding the pregnancy test staring back at him.
It was positive.
He instantly understood what was going on and tears flowed down his cheeks as he remembered all of the strange blank stares Red had been giving him for the past couple of weeks.
"It's my baby?"
Red and Leslie walked over to him and the buxom brunette took the time to remove some red lipstick from her pocket and apply it liberally over her lips. She gave Brad the biggest, wettest kiss she could manage given her innate disgust and contempt for the dense jock. Lipstick was smeared all over his lips and chin making him look like an obscene clown as he looked at his girlfriend.
Red simply took the cowboy hat off of her head shaking her mane out and placed it on Brad's head. She patted him on the shoulder and she began walking out of the barn with Leslie close behind.
"We're not gonna watch? Are you serious?!!" Leslie was pissed as she followed her friend out of the barn. A few moments later, Red's Camaro could be heard screeching off into the night.
"April?" He called after the chubby teen as he heard her behind him absent mindedly humming a child's tune.
"Y-You're a good person. You're the sweetest, m-most gentle girl I know and you've gotta think April...You've gotta think about what you're gonna do about-things." He had started pleading again figuring he could appeal to her better nature.
"April, you're not like them...you're not Melissa, uh, you're not Red. You're a good person April." He'd noticed a small tote bag on a shelf on the other side of the post and the chubby teen was going through the bag. She pulled a jar from the bag which was transparent plastic and contained some green gel followed by a big, black dildo. His pulse began to race when she pulled some sort of harness out of the bag and he remembered seeing it in Red's dresser drawer a while back. It was a strap-on harness and Red had attempted to talk him into letting her fuck him up the ass with it. He'd bailed on her and only one of her patented sloppy blow jobs had brought him back into the fold.
"We're gonna need plenty of lube." April was talking to herself as he fearfully watched her coat the dildo with the gel. He continued struggling while she screwed the toy into place.
"PLEASE APRIL!! PLEASE!! -Just let me go." He continued trying to get through to her as she smiled at him and he felt her attempting to finger his anus. She had stuck her finger in the jar coating it with the gel and was teasing his brown star with minute circular motions. Brad squirmed trying to move his butt away from the probing fingers of the chubby teen.
"A-April, I'm gonna be making a lot of m-money soon!! A lot of money for uh, our baby!! DON'T DO THIS APRIL!!" She seemed oblivious as she reached under him and coated his penis with some of the gel stroking him to full hardness. He became immediately erect as the gel caused a heated sensation to his shaft and balls. His tumescence soon became too heated and he began cramping as his scrotums felt like they were contracting to a forth of their actual size and his cock burned like it was on fire.
"AAAHHHHH WJHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO?!!" He was wiggling around trying anything to relieve the intense pain shooting through his crotch.
"It's arthritis cream Brad. As you know, my mom works at an old folks home and well, this lovely gel is one of the perks of that dead-end job." She was spreading the rest of the gel onto the huge dildo that dwarfed his huge cock in size.
"NO!! DON'T DO THIS!! NNNOOOOO!! ...April? April?! APRIL!!" He felt the head of the dildo pressing onto his brown eye as her chubby digits pulled his cheeks apart.
"What?" she stopped momentarily to listen.
"What would Jesus do?"
"Fuck you." There was a loud audible "pop" as the plastic cock pierced his asshole.
FFFUUUUUUUUUCK!! HOLY SHIT IT HURTS SOOOOO FUCKING BAD!!" There was no period of adjustment as the chubby teen started fucking his ass in jagged rough strokes not caring whether or not he relaxed his rectum enough to allow her inside. The metal of the shackles cut into his wrist as he did his best to expel the plastic toy from his butt with no success.
Soon the arthritis cream began to take effect burning the insides of his rectum and adding a new octave to his screaming. His prostate was inflamed and he was sobbing loudly.
"UH!! UH!! UH!! UH!! UH!!" April reached up grabbing his shoulders and driving the huge dildo up his ass with unadulterated glee. Both of their bodies were covered in sweat and a light mist of steam was generated by their body heat in the cold night air.
April abruptly pulled her plastic cock out of the crying jock's gaped asshole.
"Say Brad, there's something I've been meaning to ask you."
"UH-Uh-huh huh, w-what?" He was trying to catch his breath and could barely focus through the pain.
"I'm missing a bra, you wouldn't happen to know where it is would you?"
He knew exactly where it was, but he wasn't stupid enough to answer considering his immediate situation.
"Brad-Ford Tucker, I do believe that I asked you a question." She sounded exactly like Red and was actually pronouncing his name in the fucked up way his probably ex-girlfriend would when she was pissed off at him. He still wasn't crazy enough to answer. He could hear April breathing heavily and he looked over his shoulder to see her pulling a six pack of beer out of the tote bag.
"I'm only gonna ask you one more time where the fuck my bra is you fucking douche!" She said as she slammed a beer completely draining the can in two gulps.
"It's in the gym." He sobbed as she opened another can and downed it in similar fashion.
"Where in the gym Brad-Ford?"
"I'm-I'm so fuckin sorry April. I didn't realize-." She reached into her bag and pulled out a thick leather belt which she then proceeded to swat his ass cheeks with as he cried loudly. This continued for what seemed like an eternity before she stopped for another beer break.
"I-It is in the weight room, huh, uh it's hanging on the bulletin board just inside the double doors."
"And why is my fucking 42 G-Cup sized bra hanging from the fucking bulletin board in the got-damn weight room Brad-Ford?"
"One of the guys on the team did it?" The wooden saw horse was chaffing his abdomen as the thick teen lean forward resting her arm across his shoulders. The smell of beer from her throat was nauseating and he was getting the dry heaves.
"Now just where do you think an ignorant mongoloid jock would get my specialized brassiere? The last place that I saw it was on my chest buddy?!!" She sounded drunk and had an uneven demeanor about her person.
"H-He got it from me April." At this point he knew he'd be there until she was done with him.
"You?!!" April cried in mock shock, trolling the terrified teen seconds before she started spanking him again with the rough leather belt.
"That's pretty fucked up Brad. Do you know how fucked up it is to do something like that Brad-Ford?!!" She was soon winded again and downing another beer.
"I'm sorry April, I'm as sorry as sorry can be. Please stop this-This isn't you. You are a good person April. You're a free spirit and a talented artist. You're not some vindictive cunt like Red."
The whippings abruptly stopped and he could feel her palm cupping one of his bruised cheeks. She retrieved what appeared to be the last can of beer and took a seat on the chair in front of him so that he could finally look directly at her face.
"You know, you never did ask me where I was all those years ago when my mom sent me away. Nope, you didn't give a flying fuck that my nut job mother sent me to one of those Christian youth camps for troubled teens. I "REALLY" have to be honest with you about this shit Brad-Ford. It wasn't a fucking cake walk, but I figured at least no one would be pawing my huge tits and harassing me...WRONG!! Let's just say this about my religious experience Brad; I wasn't exactly a virgin when I got back home this year."
"Somebody molested you." The realization was clear as she wiped the running mascara from her face. She leaned forward and popped open the beer while silently sniffling and breathing hard from over exertion.
"Everybody loves big tits right?" She downed the can and leaned back in the chair looking at the ceiling.
"I was so happy to be back in Maplewood. You have no idea how much I was looking forward to seeing you again. And then I find out you're just like everybody else. A fuckin godless pervert." She was running her fingers through her wet looking blonde locks as she sighed loudly.
"It's not like that April. I REALLY do wanna be with you. We can be-We can be together now!! Just get me out of these cuffs baby, then we can work on our future."
"What future asshole?"
"We can be together forever, I've always l-loved you April."
"Love, me?"
"Yeah, yeah April I fucking mean it. Let's just get outta here and take care of our baby...be a family." She finished downing the can and noticed the pregnancy test in a mound of horse feces. She tossed the can and picked up the plastic bar cleaning the shit off of it.
"The baby's dead." She placed the test on the wooden post in front of him.
"WHAT?!!" He screamed as she rammed the strap-on cock back up his ass as rough and violently as she could.
*****
Red sat on the living room couch processing the events of the evening as the rest of the cheerleading squad cleaned her home which was trashed from the huge bash. Some of the girls from the earlier locker room orgy were assisting with the clean-up as well. Leslie was passed out face down on a couch. She'd scored some cocaine from the coach but was hesitant about using it.
She had a picture of her and Brad from happier times and was just staring at it with a forlorn look on her face.
"Uh, Red we would like to talk with you about a little something." It was Patty and Chelsea.
"What the fuck do you want?"
"Well, some of the girls were wondering if you were like, uh well if uhm, you were gonna make Brad "available" for public service?"
"You wanna fuck him?"
"Well, it was just something that, uhm people wanted to know that's all." Patty looked nervous considering what she was asking.
"Now's not a good time bitch." Red calmly warned the lanky teen who took a few steps back.
"You seemed like you were done with 'em Red!" Chelsea blurted out drawing attention to herself. She'd always had her eye on Brad, but knew who unwise it would be to out herself with Red around. After seeing his huge cock, she couldn't stop thinking about what it would feel like to have that monster buried inside her womb.
"You two whores are walking on thin ice; you have ten fucking seconds to get out of my house before I get off this couch." She nodded towards her twenty two sitting on the coffee table and the duo scrambled out of the house just barely making it out of the door as Red stood up. The redhead stared at the other women in the house before kicking them out as well.
She looked down at her best friend passed out on the couch face down and gave her a swift kick in her wide bubble butt.
"STOP FUCKING AROUND!!" Leslie sat up looking at her friend annoyed. She noticed the white powder on the small mirror and took a hit.
"We gotta go pick up April."
"Why?!!" Leslie questioned with a rolled up dollar bill between her fingers.
"Come on bitch!"
*****
The girls rolled up to the barn in the early light of dawn. It was overcast and cloudy as they exited the car and went into the dilapidated barn which served as a stable for a nearby glue factory.
The cheerleaders were not prepared for the sight that greeted them.
April was still fucking Brad's ass as hard as she could. Leslie noticed with disgust that the chubby teen's legs were caked with blood, dirt and manure. April had decided sometime during the night to knock over the saw horse and had the barely conscious jock knee deep in the straw and feces.
"Oh hey guys, you want some of this pussy?" She smiled a crazy woman's smile at the two shocked women. Red and Leslie had decided to stop at the local Dairy Queen and get Brad a breakfast sandwich and a soft serve cone like they had done for Humbert.
The bag containing the food was dropped onto the filthy stable dirt floor.
"April, I think he's had enough." Red finally spoke and the sound of her voice immediately registered with the chubby teen who reached down spreading his blood caked cheeks apart and finally pulled the toy out of his ass.
"Wow girlfriend, I have some newfound respect for you. I love your work." Leslie was grinning profusely at the visual carnage while April slipped out of the strap-on. She slipped on a simple pink t-shirt and old school matching gym shorts from her tote bag.



"Have you been fucking him all night?" Leslie patted the shorter girl on the back as she noticed Brad barely moving.
"He was a little more talkative until right before dawn, but he's quiet as a little mouse now." April had a disturbingly jovial mood. Red just stared at her in silent irreverence.
"Go wait in the car, we're gonna take you home." She told her charge as Leslie beamed.
"Uh, I'm kind of filthy Melissa, I don't mind the walk."
"Do you realize we're just outside of town April." Leslie was bemused with her newfound friend as Red grabbed both of the chubby teen's shoulders.
"Go-get-in the car-NOW!" April simply smiled and slung the now packed tote bag over her shoulder. The cheerleaders watched her walk to Red's Camaro whistling.
"Please."
"Please, I'll be good." It was Brad who looked pale and disheveled from his ordeal. He was sitting on his naked ass with his legs still shackled apart while his arms were forced over his head and to the side. The wooden post he'd been attached to had been broken during the night and was hanging at a forty five degree angle. He looked up at the two cheerleaders with wide saucer sized eyes.
"I'll be good Melissa. I won't ever be bad again. I swear to God that I'll always do what you say and never be-bad again." He sounded morose and his face was wet with tears.
"Brad, you're fucked up man. You look like a fuckin prison bitch sitting there." Leslie was having fun with this new development.
"Y-yeah sure Leslie, sure I'm a prison bitch. Anything you want if-if Red says it's okay. I'll be a prison bitch for you Leslie...and Leslie?"
"What bitch?"
"I'm so sorry for being bad and looking at your tits. It was so wrong and I'm just a godless pervert who wants to play with my bad horse dick all the time. That's what April says and I know that's the truth because she told me."
"Are you for fucking real?" Leslie couldn't believe her ears.
"Yeah, I'm telling the truth I promise Leslie. I just want to be good now. I won't ever touch myself again unless Red says I have to do it. I 'm just a bad person and I need to be punished. Uh, you guys are probably gonna fuck me now right?"
"Hell no, don't be silly you fucking idiot." Leslie leaned forward to get a better look at him and he flinched.
"Okay, okay guys I know it's a trick. I know it's one of your tests to see if I'm still bad. Please don't hurt me anymore; I know what to do when I'm bad. April told me what to do."
He struggled weakly falling over a few times but managed to turn around on his knees and present his filth encrusted ass to the two cheerleaders. The damage to his rectum was apparent from his prolapsed rectum.
"Brad, stop it." Red finally spoke disgusted at what she saw.
"YES RED!!" He quickly jumped as fast as he could back into a seated position facing the cheerleaders. They noticed that he was trembling at the sound of Red's voice.
"Uh Red, uh I'm sorry about calling you Melissa. I know you don't like that and I know you have to punish me for being a faithless, cheating cunt. April told me that...but can I just see my folks one more time. I miss my mommy and I forgot to take out the garbage. That's bad Red. I was bad to my mommy. Do you think she will fuck my ass for being bad?" Leslie started laughing loudly as Red looked away.
"No Brad, she won't fuck you in the ass. I'll take you home okay?" Red finally answered.
"Okay Red, I know mom won't fuck my butt now because you said so and that's the truth. I won't ever be bad again. I promise Red. I REALLY mean it Red, I REALLY MEAN IT!!" The broken jock was becoming nearly hysterical declaring his loyalty to his former girlfriend.
"Uh, Red, uh I gotta ride in the trunk because I'm a pussy and only real men can ride inside the Camaro. I hope I can be a better person some day and sit in a nice car if you say so Red. I want to be GOOD NOW!!" He was trembling and crying as Leslie cupped her hand over her mouth laughing.
"Oh my god." Red whispered as the barn became silent. In the distance April's insane laughter could be heard as she sat in the Red's car waiting to be taken home.
*****To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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Brenda and her two BFF'S Eve and Maricela stood primping in front of the mirror in the girl's bathroom getting ready for an afternoon of fun at the mall. They planned to get dresses for the annual Valentine's Day dance and have a girl's day getting their hair and nails done.
"Does your mom really expect us to take your cousin with us Bren?" Eve was working on her eyelashes while Maricela was applying makeup to Brenda's prominent cheek bones. All three of the girls were of Latin descent with similar petite bodies and very attractive. The girls were used to having everything given to them on a silver platter, used to getting their way without question and full of pride and hubris.
"Angela's just gonna bring us down, nobody's gonna want to hang out with us if you bring her fat dopey looking ass."
"Yeah, you'll put us into immediate wing man status if chunky shows up to the mall with us." Maricela added laughing at the thought.
"She's my cousin guys and my mom says we have to hang out together okay?!!"
"Yeah we know, but doesn't your mom want you to have a social life?" Eve had finished her friend's makeup and was touching up her own face with a compact.
Look, my mom is like that fuckin Mother Teresa or some shit. She's always trying to make my cousin Angela feel better cause her family dumped her chunky ass on our doorstep when she was twelve. So now she tells me that I have to be nice to her and treat her like my sister." Brenda explained as her friends jeered.
"Man, that's gotta suck having that lonely bitch always hanging around."
"You have no idea how bad my friend. She even crowds me and my boyfriend Juan."
"Maybe she's looking for a pity fuck." The girl's all laughed.
"There's no way my man would ever touch that cow." The laughter continued as the girls congregated in the school bathroom.
"Speaking of Jose, you guys still fighting?"
"Fuck yeah, he keeps asking me to suck his dick." Brenda chaffed at the thought.
"EEW GROSS!!" The girls all laughed together knowing full well they were closet sluts. Brenda had played the "good girl" role so well with her straight laced boyfriend that she'd worked herself into a corner. She planned to acquiesce to his wishes after the homecoming dance and give him a night to remember.
"Alright fuck it guys, let's just cut class and hit the mall for the rest of the day."
"What about your cousin?"
"Fuck that pig. She can take the bus home for all I care." Brenda laughed and the girls ran out of the high school restroom into the noisy hallways their chatter lost in the audio blend commonly found in public schools.
Long after the trio had exited the restroom, a single stall door opened at the end of the restroom and one chubby Latina emerged. The girl was cute with a cherubic nature to her round swollen face which was framed by long shoulder length silky hair. She was a little over five foot six and had an exaggerated pear shape similar to a fertility symbol which was tightly packed into a knee length flower print cotton dress that appeared to be something an elderly woman would wear. She wore simple sandals on her small plump feet because she hated the feel of enclosed shoes noting that something about them just didn't feel right.
Angela Delgado
There was a lit joint in her chubby little hand. The nineteen year old had been held back a grade after being sent from Bakersville to live with her aunt. She'd been abandoned by her biker mother and left with her religious zealot grandmother. Angie as she liked to be called had proven to be too much for her grandmother to handle.
So now here she was in Los Angeles living with her aunt and cousin in what was supposed to be a new start for the troubled girl. She wasn't much of a talker preferring her own company and many family members mistook her demeanor as her being extremely shy and withdrawn. She did nothing to show them otherwise feeling that her "act" helped her figure out who was being real with her or not.
She'd copped a joint from a thug in exchange for letting him grope her rather huge ass. Her original clothing had been tossed out and donated to goodwill by her grandmother as punishment for staying out too late on a Friday night. She'd then been outfitted with her grandmother's old dresses, assortments of baby socks and Mary Jane type shoes. This did nothing to obscure her voluptuous figure which was her grandmother's real plan. Having a teen in her home that was bigger than her and built like a woman made the old bitter woman uneasy and in the end she'd shamed her younger daughter into taking the nineteen year old into her home after she'd been held back a year for cutting class.
Angie had actually looked forward to seeing her aunt and cousin having fond memories of a great Christmas holiday with their family from the distant past. Her cousin Brenda was her attractive polar opposite with a slender build, pert tits and a small somewhat flat ass. She'd thought they were cool with each other even sharing a cigarette the teen had filched from her mother's boyfriend Louis. Brenda hated the way Louis looked at her sometimes and had even confided that he'd walked in on her in the past while she was dressing.
She'd noticed the chubby Mexican guy looking in her direction a couple of times and shrugged it off with a laugh. "Let the old guy get his jollies." She knew if he ever went beyond looking she could handle him easily. Her real mom had a succession of really bad biker boyfriends and she'd learned a few things about how to hit a person for maximum effect. Her practiced "shy girl" act and a devastating sucker punch had served her well in her old haunts making her someone to be left alone.
Angie took a few last drags on the joint before putting it out and hitting the crowded hallways of Belmont High. The chubby girl was on a mission and she would not be denied.
She ducked the school cop and bolted out of the school through the cafeteria kitchen while one of the cooks was distracted. In little under thirty minutes Angie was on a bus to a park near Santa Monica Boulevard, a place she knew well. She liked to hang out at the small inner city park when the pressures of her muted existence got to her. The other reason she preferred this park was that it was where she could always find Jose playing a game of football with his friends.
Angie had somewhat of a crush on her cousin's boyfriend from the first moment she'd laid eyes on him but had always kept her distance out of respect. She loved his slender, yet muscular features and boyish features. He usually went bald, but had recently let his hair grow to shoulder length and this new look had been driving her wild recently. It had been a chore not to jump the young heart throb's bones and she'd placated herself with a medium sized dildo she's snuck into her aunt's house while they were at church.
Now all bets were off as she found the object of her desire playing a game with a group of unsavory looking characters. She'd scored a free treat from a street vendor and sat in the nearby bleachers snacking while she watched the game progress. Angie thought about all the times she'd watched Brenda get her man all hot and bothered only to send him home with blue balls which she thought was pretty shitty. Brenda had gone out with other guys behind Jose's back on several occasions and she'd even once walked in on her having anal sex with some Cholo in the living room of their house. Brenda had sworn her to secrecy promising to get her some new clothes to replace her embarrassing wardrobe.
Brenda had met Jose at their local church and had immediately latched on enticing him with her beauty and giving little glimpses of the slut she really was. Jose had fucked everything up by going public in the church with their relationship during a Valentine's Day sermon. She'd been planning to fuck his brains out that very afternoon, but had decided to wait to troll the overzealous teen. Angie chaffed at the memory of Brenda and her cunt friends laughing as she told them how she'd started jacking Jose off only to quit before he came pretending that someone was coming into the house.
"Fuckin tease." Angie thought as she watched the friendly soccer game come to a close and watched the guys separate and go off on their separate ways. She licked her lips as she watched her cousin's boyfriend go into the Fieldhouse to clean up.
*****
Jose had opened his locker and stripped off his shirt preparing to lose his soccer shorts and hit the showers when he heard the locker room door slam shut.
"Jose." He was shocked to hear someone calling his name and jumped as he turned to find his girlfriend's cousin staring at him.
"Angie what the FUCK are you doing in here?!!"
"I came in here to suck your dick Jose." She answered plainly while trying her best not to giggle. She'd heard him begging Brenda to suck his cock on more than one occasion and the frustrated groans as her bitch cousin watched him finish himself lying about how she was a good girl and couldn't do those types of things.
"What are you talking about?"
"Jose, I want to suck your dick." He watched noticing that she was fondling one of her breasts through the material of her simple cotton frock. He always noticed the chubby teen staring in his direction from time to time but thought nothing of it chalking it up to an innocent crush. Jose was looking at the curvy teen in a new light as she stood in front of him rolling what appeared to be a very large nipple.
"But Brenda's your cousin." She didn't answer as she quickly cupped his package and began slowly rolling his balls between her fingers. She was so good that it almost felt like he wasn't wearing pants. He looked down as her short chubby fingers slipped into his shorts and pushed his underwear aside to grasp his cock. He moaned as she slowly and softly began running her fingers lightly along his shaft as he quickly became rock hard. She closed her plump fingers around his engorged cock and began jacking him in long measured strokes which teased the head of his penis as well.
"I said, I want to suck your dick Jose. Do you have a problem with that?" she quickened the pace of her actions against his package as precum flowed freely from the reddened head of his dick.
"No." He was completely shocked only knowing Angie to be the shy, chunky cousin of his girlfriend Brenda, not the self-assured woman before him today. Jose watched with baited breath as she pulled her simple cotton dress up past her thunderous thighs slightly exposing the simple white cotton panties she wore as the chubby teen knelt before him drawing his soccer shorts and underwear down his thighs and completely off of his body.
"But somebody might come in here and catch us." He whispered even as he assisted her by kicking his shorts to the side. She enclosed his manhood with both of her small hands kneading the area very softly as she looked intermittently up into his eyes and back at his strained blood engorged cock.
"You deserve this bonito." Angie leaned forward and took the entire length of his cock into her mouth while she was staring deep into his eyes. His moans became louder as she pursed her lips around his dick and began to suck as hard as she could while moving her head back and forth. She began loudly slurping on his meat and drooling heavily sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body forcing him to grab the sides of her head.
"Oh, fuck baby, you're soooo fucking good." He found himself pumping in and out of her mouth as she lowered her palms to his thighs kneading them in time with the slight movements of her head. He was starting to feel the veins seize up in his thighs and his balls started to contract as he started fucking her mouth marveling at the amount of drool and precum that had bubbled up on her full lips and chin.
"This feels so fucking good Angie!" He was lost in euphoria as he began fully humping her mouth. Angie leaned her head back slightly and opened her mouth wider so that he could see his cock pumping in and out of her throat. Throughout the entire ordeal she never broke eye contact with him sharing in the sensual experience of giving herself to him orally.
"Shit, I think I'm gonna cum." He warned not sure if she would take his seed in her throat. She suddenly pulled his cock out of her mouth and motioned for him to lie down on a nearby bench. Once he was on his back, she pushed his legs up into his chest and slathered saliva and precum all over his balls taking them into her mouth while she continued playing with his cock. Once or twice he'd even felt her tongue licking his asshole before she completely buried him up to the hilt in her throat.
"FUUUUUCCK!! I'M CUMMING!!" His cock exploded in her mouth as he shot three huge bursts of cum directly down her throat. Angie being the expert cock sucker that she was had timed his climax swallowing the first bursts from his reddened cock and continuing to jack him off as he sprayed her face with his cum. The chubby teen continued to jerk his cock until nothing else would come out before simply discarding the limp organ to rest against his thigh.
Jose lay on the bench completely dazed as he watched her clean her face and dab a few drops of his cum off of her cotton dress. She didn't say a word to him as she casually walked towards the door.
"Hey!" He called after her causing her to look over her shoulder at him.
"What?"
"Why'd you, uh give me a blowjob."
"Because you deserve it after all you've been through." She replied.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"I'm just saying, you can't get a blowjob from my cousin and she's fucking some Cholo."
"FUCK YOU TALKING ABOUT?!!" His anger was palpable as he jumped up from the bench forgetting that he was essentially bottomless.
"You don't have to believe me, she's not even at school right now." Angie turned on her heel and walked out of the locker room. He'd attempted to go after her but realized his pants-less situation.
He quickly dressed and ran after Angie, but she was gone. He found the a chain across the entrance to the Fieldhouse with a maintenance sign on it revealing why no one disturbed him while he was getting a toe curling blowjob from his girlfriend's fat cousin. He flipped out his cell phone and dialed up Brenda.
"Hey baby, what's up?" She answered after the maximum number of rings.
"Where are you?!!" He yelled barely able to contain himself.
"What the fuck crawled up your ass and died?!!" She was shocked at his tone of voice.
"WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU BRENDA?!!" He demanded once more scaring his girlfriend solely with the sound of his voice.
"I'm uh, at the mall with my friends."
"Sure you are...BITCH!!" He immediately hung up on her.
*****
Angie was in her small room near the back of the house listening to some music when she heard Brenda come running into the house sobbing. She listened at her door as her cousin told her mother how Jose had dumped her for no reason and called her a bitch. Angie chuckled at the sound of Brenda's bawling letting the warm feeling of vengeance wash over her. She heard her aunt coming back towards her room and she jumped back on her bed pretending that she was still listening to her antiquated radio with the huge headsets attached.
Angie played it off as her aunt recounted the story of Brenda's breakup and asked her to go out and sit with her cousin on the front porch. She'd almost laughed in the older woman's face before going to the kitchen and pouring two glasses of horchata for herself and her broken hearted cousin.
"Auntie told me what happened. I'm sorry Brenda."
"It's none of your business, why'd she tell you?!" Brenda was in full bitch mode, but the chubby teen sat down beside her cousin placing the glass in front of her.
"I didn't mean anything by it, I just thought I'd come out here and sit with my favorite cousin and have a drink." She punctuated her statement by downing her glass of the milky substance and Brenda followed suite. Little did Brenda know that her chubby cousin had hocked a loogie of spit into her glass before coming out on the porch. Angie was happy to take her cousin's glass back to the sink. When Brenda thought she was out of earshot, she flipped out her cellphone and dialed up a certain Cholo.
"Hey, what's up? (Phone chatter)...I think you should come by tonight after my mom goes to work." Angie smiled as she heard Brenda's plans.
*****
The rest of the evening was pretty much a downer for everyone in the house as Brenda's mood and bitchy attitude made her a pain to even be around. Angie sequestered herself inside her room and continued listening to more music from her favorite radio station. She reached under her mattress and brought out a disposable cell phone which she'd acquired from a friend and dialed up Jose.
"Hello?"
"How's it going Jose?"
"Who is this?"
"Angie Delgado, wow you really forgot about me so soon?" She smiled knowing he hadn't.
"How'd you get my number? And why are you calling me?!" He still sounded angry, but she wasn't worried.
"Fine, I won't ever fucking call you again. I just wanted to see how you're dealing after what I just saw Brenda doing."
"What was she doing?" She cupped her hand over her mouth to hide her giggling and knowing she had him hooked.
"She said you dumped her and called you a bunch of names, and then she called that Cholo guy again."
"Oh, is that fucking right?!!" His anger was palpable over the phone.
"Yeah, and by the way I know you don't have a little dick like she said." She added fuel to the fire.
"SHE SAID THAT?!!" Angie couldn't hold it in and openly laughed.
"Don't worry about it man, you almost choked me to death with that thing today."
"Angie, you sound like you're full of shit, lose my fuckin number." He hung up in her face before she could say another word. She wasn't fazed as she went back to her music and thumbed through a novel on the small bookshelf situated under her window. Her room was across from another small room which her aunt used as a laundry room and she had a pile of clothing that needed washing. There was a small narrow mirror on the back of her door for grooming purposes.
Angie peeled off her well-worn cotton dress and tossed it into the pile on her floor. She really didn't have a problem with her body; it just seemed that others did. She was tired of hearing from everyone else about her health and how her weight affected them. She got along just fine at her current size and didn't have trouble picking up a guy or two on the down low. Hearing her cousin's comments had sent her over the edge earlier.
She just stood there starring at her body for minutes. Her tits were probably a large C-Cup with large silver dollar sized areola and blocky nipples that seemed to be perpetually hard. She had a soft almost flat belly with a minor pouch of fat that sat right over her shaved camel toe. Angie was incredibly bottom heavy and it was the thing most people noticed about her when they saw her for the first time.
Her hips had been measure at a whopping fifty-six inches with strangely well-proportioned thighs that visually had very slight cellulite on them sitting over toned muscular calves. Angie's ass was massive forming what some would call a shelf resting far out from the small of her back in dramatic fashion. She turned looking at what she considered her best "asset" taking pride in how smooth and unblemished her tan cinnamon colored cheeks were. Sometimes when she'd walk around her school, guys would run by and smack her on the ass. Most girls would get pissed, but she secretly loved the attention and apparent validation that she was sexy. Her simple white panties had ridden high into the crack of her butt taking on the appearance of a thong.
Yeah, she was cool with her status as a big, beautiful woman.



Brenda and her stuck up emaciated friends could kiss her fat ass. Angie had gathered up her pile of clothing when she heard the distinct generic ringing of her phone from under the mattress.
It was Jose again.
"Speak."
"Look Angie, I just wanted to apologize for being an asshole earlier. I didn't mean to take out my problems on you."
"It's okay; I didn't give a shit anyway. Is that the only reason you called?" There was a long pause from the receiver as she imagined him trying to find the words to talk about the awesome blowjob she'd given him in the park field house.
"About what we, uh did today. Thank you."
"Is that it Jose?"
"Well uh, do you wanna hang out or something tomorrow?" He sounded nervous and she started smiling at his awkward tone.
"No."
"Well, uh okay then, I guess that I'll be going now."
"Jose."
"Yeah."
"I wouldn't mind getting fucked tomorrow, think you could do that for me?" She heard him literally gasp over the phone and chuckled to herself.
"Sure, when do you want to hook up?" He jumped at the chance to hook up with her again and they made plans to meet the following morning after the aunt and cousin had gone on to church. They were volunteers at the church and were scheduled to be at the church in the morning to set up for a youth program. Angie didn't have to go as long as she cleaned the house.
*****
Angie walked half nude except for her panties across the hallway carrying her clothing to the laundry room and noticing that the lights in the house were dimmed. While she'd been talking to Jose, her aunt had obviously gone to work at the hospital. Angie placed her load in the small room and stepped out into the hallway noticing that the darkened living room was illuminated by television light.
Angie tiptoed down the hallway and peered into the living room finding her cousin Brenda entertaining. There was the thuggish Cholo sitting pants less on the couch with the attractive Latina kneeling between his legs with his cock buried deep in her throat. Brenda had the guy's balls and the base of his cock enclosed in her fingers and was sucking just the head of his cock with great vigor. The guy seemed to be trying to hump her mouth and looked more than a little frustrated that the thin girl wouldn't let him. Her brown highlighted hair obscured from sight what Angie judged to be a very mediocre blowjob. She was wearing a pink camisole and matching frilly panties. Angie remembered Brenda telling her how much she like the outfit saying that it accentuated her perky, full bosom.
She could see her cousin's nearly perfect tits sitting high on her chest. Brenda had flipped the helm of the camisole over her head exposing breasts that were rumored to be implants at her high school.
She was one hundred percent natural of course but found it flattering that people thought her family had enough money to afford such a frivolous thing. The young thug was cupped and rolling the nipple on her right breast and painfully so because she quickly slapped his hand away.
"OUCH, WHAT THE FUCK CESAR?!!"
"Calm down." His tone was self-assured and assertive as he caressed her narrow face and lightly tugged at her brown tresses until she resumed the sucking of his cock. She was just so horrible at giving oral and after a few moments he pulled her mouth from his surprisingly lengthy cock.
"What?" She questioned as both of his hands went to her tits again.
"I wanna fuck."
"We can't Cesar, I'm on my period." She was lying as she'd only called him because she was mad at Jose. She hadn't intended on going that far initially, but the young thug had a way with words and had talked her into an impromptu blowjob.
"That's alright, cause I wanna fuck in the ass."
"No Cesar."
"Why not baby?"
"You're too rough, and I bled a lot last time. I'll finish giving you head though." She tried to bargain with him but he would not be dissuaded from his goal of getting into her tight little ass again. The first time he'd been able to fuck her by convincing her that anal sex didn't hurt all that much. She'd screamed and squirmed around on that couch but he wouldn't be denied cumming hard up her busted rectum. He'd had other plans but her fat ass retard of a cousin had walked in on them and screwed everything up.
"I want the ass Brenda. What's the big deal baby, cause we already did it before?"
"But, it hurt so bad Cesar. I don't know if I could go through that again."
"Sorry, I fucked up last time cause I didn't use enough lube. It probably would have been a lot better if I'd used more lube." He explained as he pulled the camisole top over her head exposing her tits. He cupped the undersides of her boobs not telling her that even he thought she was fake upstairs. She began moaning as he lightly rolled both of her minute nipples.
"Baby, let me fuck you in the ass."
"But it's gonna hurt." She whined as he drew her in hugging her close to him and nibbling on her earlobe. He knew how to push her buttons as he dipped his hand into her frilly panties and rubbed her damp slit.
"We'll use a lot of lube...and I mean a lot baby. Please let me get that cute little ass of yours okay?" One of his fingers was already rubbing her clit and she was humping against his hand.
"There's some baby oil in the bathroom." Brenda caved against her better judgment as she partially straddled his fingers.
"I promise it's gonna be different this time."
"Okay." She moaned as he pushed her back on the couch and slowly drew his fingers out of her small snatch.
Angie had watched the whole exchange and had crept back down the hall towards her room. Cesar was stunned as he stepped into the narrow hallway to be confronted by the sight of Brenda's chubby cousin watching him dressed only in a pair of white panties.
Angie simply put a single finger to her lips signaling for him to be quiet as she turned her wide butt towards him giving him quite a show. Cesar was stunned as the chubby girl leaned against the door frame and crooked her finger towards him. He cautiously approached her taking in the sight of her huge, olive colored buttocks.
"When you're through playing at the kiddie table come see a real woman." She nodded towards the back door of the little bungalow style home which was situated between her small room and the laundry room.
He reached down and helped himself to a handful of Angie's rear marveling at how small his hand looked palming her backside.
"Cesar?!!" Brenda suddenly called out distracting the engrossed thug.
"Yeah coming babe!!" He quickly bolted down the hall looking over his shoulder and being even more shocked to find Angie twerking her big butt in his direction. He grabbed the baby oil from the bathroom sink and ran into the living room.
Brenda was lying on her stomach on the couch. She'd removed her panties and was displaying her tight small cheeks. The first thing he noticed after looking at Angie's monstrous butt was how small Brenda's was in comparison. Her hips weren't really wide at all nearly merging with her slender waist and her narrow butt. He poured a copious amount of oil over Brenda's miniature buttocks even while his mind was down the hallway with the badonkadonk in that small room.
He rubbed Brenda down relaxing her even further while he freed his cock from his baggy pants. Cesar straddled the back of the petite girl's thighs and placed his long narrow cock on the crack of her ass. Her ass was so small and narrow that it almost hid the middle section of her little butt with its girth alone. He cupped his hands on the outside of her hips and began grinding his prick along her butt crack. On each upward stoke he brushed her brown-eye more and more while squirting more baby oil directly onto her sphincter until he was able to get the head of his cock partially into her anus.
"Ouch baby, it still kind of hurts." Brenda complained and he responded by moving away from her ass and resuming his grinding of her butt crack. She liked the sensation and began humping back against him doing her best to get him off and keep him out of her tiny asshole. He poured even more oil over his own cock and continued masturbating with her butt cheeks for another few seconds knowing what he was about to do.
"FUUUCK!!" She screamed shrilly as he slid his seven and a half inch cock all the way into her ass stopping only when he was balls deep. Cesar leaned forward blanketing her body with his own and wrapping his arms around her shoulders.
"I-It huh-hurts, please take it out." Tears were starting to run down her cheeks as he lay there on top of her prone.
"Just give it a chance baby." But the thin girl was already starting to move her hips from side to side and trying to expel him from her anus. He felt himself becoming angry and decided to throw caution to the wind and began pumping her ass with hard strokes.
"TAKE IT OUT FUCKER!!" He finally relented yanking his cock out of her gaped asshole.
Angie was in her room laughing as she heard the resulting argument, the slamming of the front door as Cesar stormed out. She wrapped a ratty looking blue robe around herself and went to the living room finding her cousin sitting nude on the couch.
"Are you okay Hermana'?" She asked feigning concern.
"Today is the worst day of my life." Brenda cried as she sat nude on the couch in an upright fetal position.
"Careful cousin, you're leaking." There was some blood on the couch cushion.
*****
Cesar had gone to the corner liquor store and got himself a pack of Magnum condoms and an energy drink. He was not as upset with Brenda as he led her to believe taking the opportunity to extricate himself from the situation and happily leaving the small house at the end of the cul-de-sac. His mind was completely on what he'd seen in that narrow hallway.
He'd never thought of Brenda's cousin in that manner. Word around the hood was that she was sheltered and a little bit retarded. She'd always worn these old lady dresses and been the subject of many jeers and jokes. Seeing her in that hall way in those panties that were too small for thick body had opened his eyes.
He wanted some of that in the worst way.
Cesar made his way back to Brenda's house at the end of the cul-de-sac cutting through the backyard and finding the back door unlocked. The interior of the house was dark, he figured Brenda had probably gone to bed as he tried the door to her cousin's room and found the door open.
He was not prepared for the sight that greeted his eyes.
He'd let himself into Angie's room as silently as he could and turned to find her massive ass nearly level with his face. She'd watched him jump the fence into her backyard and slipped her panties off. The chubby teen hopped up on her day bed on all fours and popped her donk out towards the door just as Cesar was opening the door.
"Damn mami, fucking shit." He was so beside himself with lust that he didn't know what to do as he grabbed her hips.
"Hey help me out with this hon." She motioned towards her hardwood floor and he followed her gaze to the half full bottle of baby oil he'd been using earlier on her much smaller and newly annoying cousin Brenda. He squirted the rest of the bottle all over her wide hips and rubbed the oil across the wide fleshy expanse of her backside. He used his palms to jiggle her cheeks marveling at the motion ripples and buoyant nature of Angie's huge ass. He almost wanted to get a tape measure and get her stats. With her legs spread wide apart, the fleshy of her pussy were plainly visible and enticing in their own right. He pursed her lower lips together watching her moisture leak from within like a ripe piece of fruit.
"Help yourself baby." Angie cooed moments before the thug shoved his face into her snatch and started licking for his life as she wiggled her big bottom on his face.
Cesar didn't know what came over him as pried her thighs apart trying to get his tongue deeper into her snatch. He settled for sticking his tongue out as she bounced softly back into his face until she enjoyed a muted orgasm. He'd dropped his pants and had been steadily playing with himself while he worked to get her off. He usually didn't give a fuck if the chick got off when he got laid, but he just wanted to please Angie. He wanted to make sure that he could keep hitting that.
"Come on baby, we ain't got all night. I gotta get some sleep." He didn't keep her waiting as he slapped his cock deep into her ass crack repeating his earlier action by fucking her voluminous cheeks. It was a different affair this time with his entire seven inch dick being completely hidden by Angie's monster sized ass. He began taking long strokes up her crack from the bottom cleft where her thick cheeks merged with her healthy thighs as far upward as he could go and his dick still disappeared. Angie for her part helped him out by jiggling her cheeks around his meat.
"A little bit better than trying to fuck my cousin's pancake butt huh?"
"Fuckin' A right baby. If I'd known that you were packing all of this I would've never even looked at that skinny biatch down the hall." He admitted feeling waves of pleasure run through his body.
"Come on you little Cholo, fuck this fat ass." She didn't even blink as he roughly drove his cock all the way up her huge ass and started pumping for all he was worth. She didn't even scream once as he pounded into her drenched in sweat and slapping her fat butt with his palms creating all manner of ripples across her olive hued skin.
"Shit baby, I gonna bust a nut." The sweat glazed thug had folded his t-shirt over his head and looked as if he would faint.
"I ain't stopping you." Angie giggled when Cesar pulled out spraying a geyser of cum, glazing her huge butt as she lay prone on her stomach. He continued jerking the remainder of his semen all over her ass in a futile attempt to completely cover it. She propped herself up on her elbows and looked back at the astonished thug.
"Damn baby, you the shit."
"You're not just saying that to make me feel good are you? This wasn't a pity fuck was it?" Her mind was wandering back to earlier in the day when she'd heard what her beloved cousin Brenda had really thought about her. She was going over the jeers and insults that had set her on this current path of retribution.
"Fuck no mami; I want you to be my lady no shit." His cock was already stirring to life again as he admired his handiwork.
"I'll think about it, you've gotta go. I need my sleep." She'd reached under her mattress again for a pack of cigarettes and was lighting up while he dressed.
"Can I at least get those digits?"
"No." The finality of her words stung him. Cesar had never really had to work that hard when it came to scoring with women. He was known as a bonified ladies' man, but that didn't seem to mean shit to the big beautiful Latina lying before him without a care in the world.
"Seriously, you know I wanna see you again." He almost sounded like he was begging as he dressed slower than usual while staring at the mess he'd made of her rump. He silently let himself out of the house after she finally told him to come by in the morning after her aunt and cousin had gone to church.
Brenda was none the wiser passed out down the hall with a pillow under her gaped narrow butt.
Little did the distraught beauty know that her very own cousin had turned her life into a mess in little under twenty-four hours. Little did the phony, petite teen know that her cousin wasn't done humiliating her.
...to be continued.
*****
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The building looked harmless enough as Monet pulled into the carport built into the side of the building. She'd made long enough of a drive from Pacific Palisades that turning back was not an option for the C.E.O of Clearview Productions. Her personal assistant Betty had sworn that she would get the desired results and she was out of options.
The office was on the second floor just like Betty had told her, but she felt a little apprehensive due to the lack of lighting in the enclosed stairwell, but once she rang the doorbell everything seemed to be okay. A rather rotund receptionist answered the door ushering her inside the private office. It was a bit personal considering the rather dowdy office interiors looked like somebody had furnished it from a flea market. She also noticed that the receptionist was dressed rather dowdy in the equivalent of an old nurse's uniform.
However she felt a little more at ease when she saw several other women sitting in the receptionist area. There were three women sitting there and all of them looked or appeared to be middle aged, dowdy homemaker types.
"The doctor will be with you in a moment, please complete this form." It was more of a questionnaire and Monet began completing it until she got to a particularly troubling question.
"Excuse me."
"Yes? Ma'am?"
"Why does this form ask for my measurements?"
"The doctor will answer all of your questions shortly." The nurse replied never missing a beat and never looking up from her computer monitor.
"Well then I won't answer this question until I see him then if you don't mind."
Monet snapped irritated at not receiving an immediate answer. She was used to being respected and obeyed and this situation was a little out of her comfort zone.
"The doctor will see you now." Monet was ushered into a comfortable looking office that was also modestly furnished and she noticed a few antique tribal pieces on the shelves and the desk. There was a striking mask on the wall adjacent to the couch and a few figurines on the desk. The man sitting at his desk talking on the phone was a complete contrast in relation to the décor of his office.
"Doctor-Cheekz?" The man sitting at the desk was the picture of warmth and comfort. There was nothing shady or threatening about the short, plump white haired gentleman who seemed to have a perpetual smile on his face. Monet couldn't put her finger on it, but she instantly felt warm and comfortable the minute she entered the doctor's office.
"My receptionist tells me that you have an issue with one of the questions in our paperwork?"
"Well yes, why do you want to know my measurements?" The doctor laughed as he thumbed through some paperwork on his desk.
"During our screening interview over the phone it became apparent that you may have some issues with your appearance Mrs. Parrott." The doctor had put on a small wire frame pair of glasses as he looked over her paperwork and she inwardly chuckled that he resembled Kris Kringle.
"I don't think I have body issues doctor, I just have a problem speaking in certain forums." She shifted uncomfortably in her seat hoping she'd fooled the doctor.
"Come now Mrs. Parrott, it's just the both of us and no one else. Tell me why you've come to see a hypnotherapist." She felt a little silly being half scolded by this man and more at ease with her situation. It was just strange how this warm feeling was enveloping her body.
"I-I have trouble speaking in front of large gatherings of people."
"And why do you have this problem? You seem like a woman who is used to being respected and obeyed, isn't that the truth Mrs. Parrott?"
"Well yes, I-I just have this problem Doctor Cheekz."
"Come on now Mrs. Parrott, you can verbalize it out loud now can't you?" She shifted in her chair under the fatherly tone of the short, gnome -like individual before her.
"Well okay, I have trouble speaking in front of crowds because I feel like people will be staring at-at my butt." It was hard for the middle aged business woman to finally state her business, but she actually felt better saying her problem out loud.
"Now, do you know why I wanted to know your measurements Mrs. Monet Parrott?"
"Well, yes when you put it that way Doctor Cheekz." Her anxiety was clearing up considerably.
"So, what are your measurements Mrs. Parrott?"
"Uh, well ah 36C-30-47 Doctor."
"Now was that so bad Monet?" The doctor seemed to be scolding and consoling at the same time. In truth she'd felt ashamed of her seemingly too large for her frame butt for most of her life. She was the only one in her family who'd been inflicted with Steatopygia a genetic malady that skipped around her family over the generations in her Louisiana based family.
"It's just been a problem for most of my life and it makes me feel, like-well, like a freak of nature doctor." She found herself tearing up as the doctor offered her a box of tissues.
"Come now, things really aren't that bad are they Monet?" she'd noted that was the second time he used her first name and although she didn't like anyone using her first name without permission, it seemed okay when the doctor said it.
"It is just that it has been a problem for so long now doctor."
"Why not see a cosmetic surgeon instead of a hypnotherapist Monet?"
"I'm afraid of going under the knife and the potential for scarring, and well I uh have this speaking engagement tomorrow evening in front of hundreds at a shareholder's meeting." Her dilemma was clear and the doctor wrote a few notes on a notepad.
"Could you stand up and turn around please."
"WHAT?!!"
"Oh come now Mrs. Parrott, I think we both know I'm only trying to help you with what appears to be some serious psychological issues."
"A HUGE BEHIND is NOT a PSYCHOLOGICAL problem doctor!" In that instant she felt like her old self, but only for a moment as she watched the rotund, smiling gentleman lean back in his chair taking off his glasses.
"Exactly, now stand up and turn around please."
It took a few moments for the middle aged mother of three to slowly stand up and turn her back to the doctor. Monet shivered as she exposed her secret shame (Under layers of clothing.) to the doctor. She tried not to be too visibly rattled and focused on one of the tribal face masks on the wall.
"Doctor Cheekz, you simply have to tell me the story behind these strange looking face masks."
"About two decades before I established my practice, I spent some time in Africa living with a very, interesting tribe of people." That was all he offered and she didn't give it a further thought shrugging his answer off.
"Doctor?"
"Yes Monet?"
"Can I turn back around now?"
"Oh, uh sure Mrs. Parrott." She turned to find him writing more notes on his clipboard. Apparently he hadn't even been looking at her secret shame. The middle aged business woman found herself feeling a little silly as she sat down watching and waiting for some sort of feedback from the stout man in front of her.
"Uh doctor, can you help me?"
"Why of course Monet, that's what I've been doing this entire time my dear." Doctor Cheekz slowly rose and walked in front of his large oak desk standing right in front of Monet with his arms folded.
"Can I ask you a question Mrs. Monet Parrott?"
"Y-Yes Doctor?"
"Do you trust me?" It was a simple question and one that un-expectantly took her for a loop.
"I think so Doctor Cheekz." She watched as the short portly man calmly removed a large pyramid shaped object from a book shelf and placed it on his desk facing her.
"This is a metronome that I use in my work Monet. Notice the work and craftsmanship of this particular item Monet. I purchased it in central Europe from a retired doctor, a hypnotist the same as I and he swear s by it properties. This metronome is going to take you on a journey Monet." She noticed a silver colored hammer affixed to the device and watched as the doctor lightly tapped it with his finger. She watched as the device began to swing back and forth while the doctor reached behind the metronome and flicked on a switch activating a small light that flashed in her eyes causing her to blink profusely.
"No Mrs. Parrott, you must concentrate on the light my dear. Look directly into it unwavering and focused Monet. Become one with the light and forget your petty insecurities Monet. You will attend that seminar you spoke of and you will be radiant Monet."
"Y-Yes Doctor." She was indeed focusing on the swinging hammer as the blinding light of the metronome shined in her eyes as she became drowsy.
The blinding light just seemed to increase in intensity more and more until...darkness.
*****
The seminar went off without a hitch as Clearview Productions C.E.O. Monet Parrott delivered a rousing keynote speech to all of the senior shareholders assembled. She just seemed to flow through the public event charming and engaging all of her guests with a glowing laugh...she was "radiant." That night she made love with her husband of thirty years Bill and slept like a baby. She hadn't been so content in nearly twenty years and she considered the exorbitant sum of money paid to Doctor Cheekz well worth the cost.
And her problem with her butt?
For some reason after her session with Doctor Cheekz, it seemed to be smaller and just right for her size. For most of her life after hitting puberty, Monet's hips had begun growing shockingly wide while her waist stayed tight and cinched in giving her what she believed was a freakish appearance. Now she had a small, tight pert butt and she was just loving being normal for once in her life.
Life was good for Monet Parrott.
She woke up that Saturday morning to find the home she shared with her husband and three children empty. Bill had gone on a fishing trip in the early morning but had enough time for a quickie before he left. She was amazed that since her transformation Bill had been initiating sex more often. Before her session with the good doctor they usually scheduled intercourse once a week. It was always vanilla and missionary with the lights out. She'd always been irritated and ashamed of her body but now willingly banged her husband with authority. He seemed to be enamored of doing it doggystyle and although she never liked the position before because of her shame, now it was no big deal. Monet loved the feel of her husband's cum as it coated her tiny rear end.
She walked over to the full length mirror in her bedroom and slipped the short nightgown over her shoulders admiring her new body in its reflective surface.
Monet had worked out at the local gym on a regular basis and had a tight toned body that defied her actual forty-five year age. Before she'd hated the results of her workout as it made her butt look even larger the, more toned her upper body became and then there were the stairs of some of the gym patrons. Eyes seemed to follow her wherever she went and she couldn't stand it. A particularly perverted male member had been kicked out of the gym for trying to film her working out. One jerk had even approached her about doing some adult films and she'd threatened to have him arrested.
She hated her big butt, but the good Doctor Cheekz had made it go away and now she felt like a more complete person as she stood admiring her reflection and considering growing her short brown bob hair style a little longer. The middle aged housewife was about five seven and just under a hundred and thirty pounds with the slightest bit of paunch due to her three children. Monet cupped her little more than modest 36C breasts and rolled her nipples making them rock hard. She loved her new narrow hips and tight pert butt noting the rather large tan lines that revealed the type of granny panties she had worn from her former life as a freak of nature.
Monet had three children, Tiffany, Charlotte and adopted child Jeremy. Her eldest daughter attended the state college on a volleyball scholarship and spent the weekends at home with her family. Tiffany was spending the weekend with a female friend on a camping trip. The girl took after her mother in the body department and was having a hell of a time in school with unwanted attention from guys of the urban persuasion. She shuddered as recalled her daughter running distraught into the house weeks prior and telling her of how she'd been groped by a group of jocks. Monet considered making an appointment with Doctor Cheekz for her embattled daughter. Charlotte was a different story as she wasn't as advanced in her Steatopygia as Monet or Tiffany. The short, slightly chubby blonde seemed to enjoy her body and the attention it garnered her at the public school she'd begged to attend.
She argued excessively with her eighteen year old daughter who liked to provoke her mother with reckless behavior. It had been brought to her attention that Charlotte had been making whorish videos doing this disgusting "twerking" thing and she'd attempted to send her daughter to a private school before Bill had stepped in and stopped her. Worst of all was Charlottes' current boyfriend, a black guy named Ray Shaun. He seemed clean cut and conservative enough, but he always seemed to be leering whenever he was over to the house and that was a lot. Bill had warned her not to interfere in her daughter's life, but something about that boy made the middle aged housewife uneasy.
Her loving husband had assured her that Charlotte was just going through a phase and that she would be alright. But the way that Ray Shaun stared whenever she or her daughters were around made her uneasy. Charlotte was spending the day at Ray Shaun's family reunion.
Jeremy, her shy withdrawn son was away on a field trip to an amusement park and she was happy to see him get out. He spent way too much time playing video games in his room and surfing the net. She'd suspected that he was watching a lot of porn but was too afraid to find out
Monet dressed in a casual flower print sun dress which hugged her new figure nicely and sat on her bed to do her nails. During the week they had a nice illegal immigrant housekeeper named Rosa, but Monet liked to take care of the house herself over the weekend. One of her rules to success was staying grounded and she figured a little housework wouldn't hurt the C.E.O of a multi-million dollar advertising firm.
She'd only been doing her nails for minutes when her cell phone rang.
"Hello?"
Monet was started when an extremely loud buzzing sound assaulted her ears. It was a sound akin to the one you get when you accidentally dial a fax number. She abruptly slammed the phone down.
"What the heck was that all about?" She thought as she got up and went downstairs to the kitchen to have some breakfast. She was halfway through a bowl of Go Lean and a simple glass of grapefruit juice when her phone rang again.
"Hello?" The loud buzzing noise filled her ears once again and she quickly slammed the phone down again. Suddenly all the phones in the house started ringing jarring her from her seat.
The noise was deafening as she cupped her hands to her ears shutting her eyes tightly and screaming.
"STOP IT!!" Monet screamed and suddenly found herself in a deadly quiet home. She was rattled when her cellphone started ringing from her purse on the kitchen counter where she'd placed it the night before.
"Hello?" Her voice trembled as she answered the phone not knowing what to expect.
"Monet Parrott, there- is a -special gift- under your bed. " The voice on the phone sounded automated and there was an abrupt click from the other end of the line ending the phone call.
"That was strange." She commented before sitting back down at the kitchen table and finishing her breakfast. She'd forgotten all about the strange calls in moments as she cleaned her dishes and made her way to her study to complete some paperwork. As she was walking down the corridor from the kitchen, Monet started to get anxious as she passed the stairway leading up to the second floor of her house and her bedroom.
She reached her office door and was about to turn the handle when she looked back at the stairwell and stood silent for a moment.
"I must be crazy." She told herself as she went back to the stairwell and ascended it towards her bedroom. The voice had said something about a special gift being under her bed and hallway there she was hoping it was some sort of prank by her husband.
Her room looked the same and nothing seemed to be out of place as she entered it finding the bed still half made like she'd left it. She had a weird tingling feeling coursing through her body that she couldn't explain as she approached the bed.
"Well, let's get this little prank over with." She nervously chuckled as she looked under the bed.
There was a small pink box under the bed with a green bow tied around it.
"What the hell?" She tried to reach under the bed to grab the box but her grip fell just inches short. She continued trying to get the box only succeeding in nudging it further away.
"What is that?" She said to herself as she lay down on the floor flat on her stomach and crawled snail like under the bed up to her waist until she was finally able to get her hands on the tiny box and open it from her prone position.
There was a cheap looking cell phone inside the box.
It was definitely a used device and seemed to have a slight film of grease on its surface.
"What the fuck?" The phone suddenly started ringing loudly causing the middle aged housewife to hit her head on the box spring of the bed's underside. She dropped the phone which flipped open emitting a familiar buzzing sound.
Monet suddenly panicked as her body completely slammed against the floor as if she suddenly weighed tons. The housewife was completely unable to move and she began crying out for help and realizing that she was the only person in the large Mc Mansion style home.
"SOMEBODY HELP ME!! I'M STUCK TO THE FLOOR!! HELP ME!!"
She couldn't fathom why she was suddenly stuck to the carpet. It was like somebody had tampered with the gravity in the room as she struggled in a futile attempt to move until her muscles ached and her breathing was the only thing audible in the house.
Suddenly she heard the door open and close and she thought that perhaps her husband Bill had come home early from his fishing trip.
"BILL?!! IS THAT YOU HONEY?!!" She called out and received no response. Monet could hear someone walking around downstairs. She called out the names of her children individually to no response either and began to panic even more as she heard the heavy footfalls climbing the stairs.
Who could it be that was climbing the stairs obviously to her bedroom?
Her mind raced figuring it was some sort of burglar who'd happened upon her home by chance perhaps. Tears streaked her cheeks and she renewed her efforts to move trying to push her body further under the bed so that she could hide from this unknown intruder. Her heart beat like a drum as she continued to struggle with her unresponsive body.
The middle aged housewife didn't know who would open the door to her bedroom but she told herself, she wouldn't go without a fight. She continued to struggle nearly giving herself a stroke in the process until she heard her door creak open.
There was a pair of dirt encrusted work boots in the door frame.
Monet could only make out the intruder from the lower calves down and all she could see were an extremely worn pair of blue jeans and some of the dirtiest work boots she'd ever seen.
"M-My husband will be home any minute, you'd better get going." She tried to sound confident failing miserably as her voice faltered.
The intruder took two steps further into the room as if testing whether or not she was capable of moving. Monet's nostrils were assaulted with the foul smelling stench of dirt and something akin to urine. Her heart thumped loudly in her chest.



"Please sir, just take whatever you want and go!" She was trembling as the intruder walked fully into her bedroom tracking dirt across the expensive plush carpeting.
Whoever this person was, he seemed to disregard the immobilized housewife as he rummaged through all of her things. She could hear him opening and closing a number of drawers on her dresser and knocking some of the items on the floor. She could smell her expensive perfumes wafting through the room intermingled with the pungent musky smell of her intruder. Monet was relieved that he was a burglar after all. After all, things could be replaced but people couldn't.
The intruder tossed a number of things on the floor and Monet watched as some of her makeup rolled past her eyes littering the carpet. She could hear the intruder dumping her numerous jewelry boxes and the sound of the numerous trinkets she'd gathered during her marriage raining down over her furniture.
Then the room went quiet for what seemed like an eternity. She strained her ears trying to listen for the sounds of his breathing but got nothing.
Was he still there in the room with her or had he fled the house with a few precious items? Monet attempted to move but found that her body still stuck to the floor as if magnetized. She didn't know where this strange burglar was and her heart was beating so fast that she could swear that it was audible outside of her body.
The intruder suddenly revealed his presence as she felt two large hands groping her buttocks roughly. She began to panic as her breaths fell in quick succession and found herself nearly hyper ventilating. Monet could even feel the roughhewn fingernails digging into the flesh of her butt as this stranger squeezed and played with her ass like some child with a new toy. The large hands cupped the outside of her thighs pushing inward as she felt the material of her simple cotton sundress slide deep into the crack of her ass. The hands ran softly over the narrow cheeks of her flat butt and she squirmed as his thumbs hooked the cleft where her ass met her thighs and pushed upward causing her some discomfort.
"Please don't do this sir. I'll give you a-any amount of money you want." She pleaded even while her fingers inched towards the disgusting grease covered phone. The middle aged housewife damaged more a few well-manicured nails as she got a single finger on the phone.
She cried out as her dress was yanked up exposing her large white granny panties and the violating fingers returned with a vengeance playing with her butt and squeezing her cheeks individually and pushing them together. The intruder drug his nails across the skin of her ass. She began to panic as she felt a single rough digit rub her anus in a persistent circular motion through the fabric of her underwear.
"PLEASE SIR; I HAVE A LOT OF MONEY!! I CAN PAY WHATEVER YOU WANT!!"
He responded by viciously yanking her large utilitarian panties down to the top of her thighs tearing them and making the terrified woman cry out in pain and shock. Monet could feel the cold air of the air conditioned room on her naked buttocks and she continued to struggle in vain trying to crawl further under the bed.
She heard the intruder smashing through her things seemingly looking for something and was relieved when he walked out of the room. She continued working with the phone under her bed hoping to be able to dial the police when she got her hands fully on it, when she heard the stranger coming back up the stairs.
"Shit, he coming back. I'm in a lot of trouble." She whispered to herself as she managed to get another finger on the phone.
Monet yelped out loud as she felt some oil being poured over her butt followed by the return of eager, hungry hands to her narrow ass.
"YOU DON'T HAVE TO DO THIS? I'LL PAY YOU SIR!! PLEASE DON'T!!" Her cries seemed to fall on deaf ears and she strained to move not comprehending how the ring tone of a phone could have this effect on her. She felt the oil being rubbed across her ass recognizing the smell of the contents of a small bottle of olive oil from her kitchen.
She started sobbing as she heard the unmistakable sound of a belt buckle being unfastened, the intruder removing his pants. The dirty pants were tossed on top of her bed and a pungent musky smell permeated the room.
The hands were back pushing her cheeks together as she felt a warm foreign object pressed into the crevice of her ass. It reached from the bottom of her butt all the way to the small of her back and there was no mistaking what this grooved, veiny object was.
Monet squirmed as the intruder rubbed his huge member along the crack of her ass masturbating himself with her lubed up cheeks as she openly sobbed. She had endured much embarrassment in life from being cursed with a freakishly huge butt and she thought that part of her life had been left behind. The good Doctor Cheekz had somehow abolished her ugly, fat ass making it considerably smaller and giving her a new lease on life.
Now some disgusting pervert was making her relive her trauma all over again and she didn't even have a big butt anymore. Tears flowed down her cheeks as the intruder bucked his hips repeatedly with an aggressive increasing frequency running his hard cock through her ass cleavage. She couldn't figure out how the creep was even able to get enough of her around his cock, but she could feel her own flesh perfectly sandwiching his cock which felt like a small baseball bat.
Worse yet, Monet started to get wet from the constant stimulation and her lust ran freely from the small puffy lips of her vagina. She was embarrassed as sweat glistened across her face in increasing volume until it was dripping on the carpet. It was getting very humid under that bed and she kept working to get the phone in her grasp.
She had to reach that phone; it was her only hope of stopping this perverted assault on her bottom. She could hear her attacker's breath coming in short gasps and knew that he was close to having an orgasm.
She finally got enough of her fingers on the small cell phone to pick it up and flipped it open as she was being ground into the floor by the weight of the intruder.
The phone had a picture of a large brown eye on it and she cried out for a second and pushed 911 but something was wrong with the buttons.
She continued mashing the buttons until a dread realization came over her and her hazel colored eyes widened.
It wasn't REAL; the phone was a cheap plastic toy.
"No...No it can't be. This isn't happening to me. THIS ISN'T FUCKING HAPPENING TO ME!!" She could contain herself no longer and started screaming at the top of her lungs.
The toy phone suddenly emitted that familiar buzzing sound and Monet found herself without a voice as her mouth instantly shut like some unseen force had clamped her lips shut. Her screams for help became muffled groans and whimpers as her assault continued. She kept wishing someone would come to save her from this, this perverted stranger in her home. The embattled housewife felt the pressure on her butt ease up as the individual stood up using the bed to support his weight. Monet knew this guy was far from through with her and tried to brace herself for what was obviously coming next as she felt the powerful grip on her thighs and felt herself being pulled partially from under the bed so that a little more of her back was exposed.
The intruder nails were digging into her waist and pulling back as she felt her knees being pushed forward until she was kneeling with her stomach on the carpet. She continued her silent protest even as she felt the huge head of his cock brush up against her moist lips and move around in minute circular motions. He didn't penetrate her continuing teasing her vagina until a tingling sensation caused her to wiggle about as much as her limited movement would allow.
"OOOOooh!" Whoever this stranger was had penetrated her with his tongue and was licking just inside her creaming walls with a light feather soft motion. Monet's body began to betray her as she tried to hump back at the intruder when he start pressing his tongue on her button and swirling it like a mad man. She wanted to scream in protest and curse this bastard to hell for treating her in this manner. She didn't spend fifteen hard years building a rock solid business career while balancing her life as a mother of three and a fortune 500 C.E.O. to be treated in this manner.
Just who did this fucker think he was?
"OOOOH FUUCK!!" Monet's internal monologue was interrupted by a powerful orgasm that ripped through her body like an electric jolt causing her to tremble and drool on the carpet. Any sound coming from her invisibly pinned shut mouth emerged and gurgles and grunts.
"FUUUUCK ME!!" The stranger had suddenly shoved the entire length of his prick into her well lubricated cave with a ferocity that should have torn the housewife in half. Monet found herself being fucked senseless as the huge cock repeatedly rammed all the way into her body even piercing her cervix. She could feel his vice like grip on her narrow waist as he stuffed himself into her barbarically and the bedroom was permeated with the loud slapping sounds made by their two bodies.
He began rubbing his finger on the bud of her untested virgin butthole and in short order began pressing into it in time with the deep plunging of his considerable manhood into her vaginal bowels. Monet began cursing herself as she felt hew walls tightening around him as she began to cum hard on his cock. She hated this fucker for giving her two mind blowing orgasms and tears ran down her face smearing her mascara and mingling with her saliva on the stained carpet. She couldn't fathom how she would deal with this afterward and felt like she was going to pass out as her cunt continued contracting around the massive member invading her womb.
Monet's sweat glazed body began to shiver and tremble again as another climax was well on its way to taking her again when the intruder suddenly pulled his elongated cock out of her gaped dripping cunt and shoved it into her pert, narrow ass balls deep. The sudden and complete fleshy perforation had an unforeseen effect as her locked down voice was freed and a blood curdling scream rang out through the Mac Mansion and most likely into the adjoining homes on the block.
Monet's primal scream seemed to have an effect on the intruder as well as he pumped load after load of semen deep into her anus.
She could feel his member as it pulsated within her shooting a heated stream of liquid lust into her bowels partially soothing her torn anal walls. He gave her three more hard strokes and quickly yanked his cock out of her butt as she collapsed onto her stomach.
The exhausted woman lie there under her bed as she listened to the stranger pull on his pants and take his time fastening his belt. Indignation coursed through her battered frame as she watched the intruder casually walk out of the bedroom closing the door behind him.
The toy phone just with in eyesight of the woman started to improbably ring again this time with a different shrill sounding alarm and Monet quickly found herself able to move again. Her head slammed against the bottom of the bed as she tried to quickly extricate herself from the bed. She found herself sitting on one cheek as she looked around at her trashed bedroom and began screaming bloody murder.
Monet was wracked with pain and breathing hard as she collected herself looking around the room. There was jewelry and trinkets all over the carpet and the front of her dress was drenched and clinging to her body. She was crying hysterically as she pulled herself up and glanced at the mirror.
"AAIEEEEEE!!" She screamed out loud as shock ran through her body at her reflection.
Her body, something had-happened to Monet. Her body was the same but... Her ass was back and it looked enormous to the hysterical housewife. She was partially leaning on her bed for support and her stained dress was well above her waist with her naked buttocks exposed. The huge familiar panty tanned cheeks were glazed over with a thick sheen of milky cum and some blood. The housewife collapsed to her knees sobbing before she realized she might not be alone.
She crawled over to her door and fastened the lock as she heard a ring coming from under the bed. She found herself compelled towards the bed and inwardly tried to resist but quickly snatched the toy phone from under the bed flipping it open.
The eye on the paper display window blinked and Monet shrieked tossing the toy bolting from the room. She held onto the railing as she took the stairs down to the main floor of her home two at a time. She half staggered to the front door intending on running next door to the neighbors to phone the police.
She threw open the door finding someone standing there and only had time to see two piercing brown eyes burning searing holes into her own hazel eyes.
Monet Parrot collapsed on the hard wood floor in front of her open door. The doorway was empty and dark as evening approached.
*****
Bill Parrott sped home with a cooler full of fish that he intended on having his housekeeper prepare for the family. Part of the impetus for his nearly breaking the speeding limit was the spectacular sex he'd been having with his wife Monet as of late. He loved his wife and children but she had been driving him up the wall with her insecurities about her body. He knew how much she hated her large ass and would never have openly admitted that it was one of the reasons he'd married the somewhat petite brunette.
His wife had seen some sort of hypnotist and returned home a changed woman and he'd benefitted tremendously getting all sorts of sexual favors from his rejuvenated partner of eighteen years. She'd never let him have her doggystyle always preferring missionary and forcing him to step out on her from time to time. Bill loved banging her and watching her huge butt cheeks ripple and shake from his pounding.
He pulled into the house and carried the full cooler inside.
He found his wife toiling over a hot stove preparing dinner and smiling.
"Honey, I'm home." He walked up behind her kissing her on the cheek as she smiled warmly at him.
"What'd you do all day baby?" He wasn't really curious just making small talk as he lightly ground his cock against her wide butt.
"Oh, nothing ...Just-you know I really can't remember Bill." Her mind was a complete blank as she felt her husband palming her small narrow butt.
He couldn't believe his luck and was planning on trying to get his lovely rich wife to try anal tonight.
...to be continued.
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It was a cold Saturday morning as he returned to the one place that made him feel like a man again. It was the one place where he had for the briefest of moment's grasped greatness in all its fleeting glory and the site of his one true triumph as he had brought a championship to the small town of Maplewood. The wind was blowing heavily that day and the teen had wrapped himself in a large windbreaker and pulled the hood over his head in case any of his fellow neighbors saw him.
Brad Tucker had become something of an oddity and a curiosity to the populace of the small town ever since he'd been discovered walking nude down the interstate covered in mud and fecal matter with blood running freely from his anus. Rumors flew like the wind and the narrow minded townies had branded him a closeted homosexual making him a pariah in less than a week. His friends and teammates had all but abandoned him and his father wouldn't even look at him. Sheriff Reed knew something was up and had promised the jock that he would find out who had assaulted him and bring them to justice.
How could he tell the sheriff that his own daughter was the culprit?
He climbed into the bleachers and sat near the very top as he fished around in his pocket for a joint that he'd copped the day of the game. It wasn't easy to sit down even though he was wearing two pairs of corduroys and thermals. The doctors had to stitch up his permanently gaped asshole and he was fitted with a kind of foam plug to secure his butt. Brad took a long drag on the joint remembering how he'd been bombarded with question after question from the authorities and his parents and continuously denied everything. He finally convinced them that he blocked the ordeal out mentally and bought himself some time. His heart dipped when he remembered how his mother had cried openly for what seemed like days.
He'd deserved what he'd got whole heartedly and was content to pay for his crimes in a wall of silence. After a while the football scouts stopped coming around and he was simply labeled damaged goods.
He took a deep drag as some tears rolled across his cheeks. He thought of his girlfriend and that other girl he'd unwittingly impregnated in a fit of steroid induced rage when he'd been denied sex with his childhood friend. There were rumors that both of them were hooking up on the down low and had become full blown lovers.
Brad Tucker didn't care about that. He constantly thought about the baby that had been aborted and the fact that his girlfriend had probably been involved in a very personal situation that was between him and the other woman. He thought of what could have been as he was brutally raped over and over again by the baby's mother while he pleaded for mercy and talked of starting a family with his female rapist. Every time he closed his eyes, all he could see was her horrifying grinning countenance framed by the wet looking stringy blonde hair.
Brad Tucker sat in the small stadium looking out onto the field and noticing how it was overcast and looked like rain. He noticed someone similarly dressed down on the field walking along its perimeter and he immediately realized it was a girl. The huge utilitarian green tinted Eskimo coat she wore hid her features but a pair of thin yet shapely legs gave her away and she wore pink leggings with white tennis shoes. She was carrying a large flimsy garbage bag and one of those pointed sticks used to pick up trash.
She was probably a classmate of his but he couldn't tell because of the thick hoodie and she was definitely being punished for something. He watched the girl stomp across the field collecting errant trash and chuckled when he saw her step into a gopher hole and keel over.
Humor had become unfamiliar to him as he rarely even cracked a smile these days and he found himself grateful to the stranger on the field. He'd taken one long final drag and dropped the used joint through the bleachers as he intended to leave when he'd heard a sudden shout of surprise and looked through the bleachers to find a similarly dressed teen girl with her own pointy stick and garbage bag.
"YOU COULD HAVE PUT MY EYE OUT WITH THAT CIGARETTE ASSHOLE?!!"
He recognized the voice belonging to the second girl under the hood and he'd immediately felt a chill run up his spine. She was one of the cheerleaders that had been present in that post game shower with him and just knowing that brought back memories...awful memories of a time when he'd been blind to just how shitty a person he'd been and how much less of a human being he'd been. Brad shuddered remembering that he would never be that arrogant, entitled jackass again and that if he stepped across the line, "she" would be waiting to punish him.
"Really sorry about that, I'll be going now ma'am." He quickly apologized and got up intending to move down the bleachers before he was recognized.
"Brad, is that you?" She called out as he shook his head profusely denying his own identity and quickening his pace. He started to panic as he looked between the steps and noticed the girl running towards the end of bleachers to intercept him.
"Hey wait, I wanna talk to you!" She called out as she dropped her plastic bag and stick moving even faster to the opening near the park stadium gates.
He didn't want to talk to anybody he didn't have to and the jock was determined to get away before he could be scrutinized by the cheerleader.
"Hey, why are you running away?!!" Her voice was labored as she emerged from under the bleachers and saw the jock moving in the opposite direction. Brad tried to jump the fence near the football field and toppled onto his head nearly knocking himself out. He was still somewhat in recovery from his surgery and hadn't regained his full mobility yet. Even worse, strenuous activity like running cause him intense searing pain in his anus and he bled heavily soiling his underwear the first time he'd attempted to work out by jogging. He was completely dazed as he rolled over on his back holding his throbbing head while a spike of pain shot up his spine nearly paralyzing him.
"What'd this asshole do to you Chelsea?" He heard an annoyingly familiar voice a few feet away from him and shuddered. The two girls were so-called BFF'S and were rarely seen one without the other.
"Nothin, he's just started running when I called his name is all." He heard their footfalls through the leaves and grass as they approached him and he began trembling.
"Who the fuck is he anyways?" Her voice was childish and slightly high pitched making her sound like the dumb blonde everyone already thought she was.
"Don't you know who the fuck that is?!! It's Brad Tucker!"
"Shut-Up, you're not serious are you bitch?" Their chatter was nothing new to him and he'd heard their inane mutterings all the time when he'd been dating their leader.
"Hey Brad, are you okay?" He found himself looking up in to the faces of Patty and Chelsea as they pulled their hoods down to get a better look at him.
"Yeah, I'm just fine ladies." His head was still ringing from the fall as he found both of the girls extending their hands to help him up off of the grass. He looked at the childish features of Patty who resembled a grown up version of Cindy Brady with her blonde hair done up in twin short ponytails with pronounced bangs in the front. She had a really cute oval shaped face and was smiling at him with a sheepish grin that he'd seen time and time again when he was walking around campus. He noted that she had the clearest crystal blue eyes that looked a little too big for her face almost making the eighteen year old senior resemble an anime character. The large coat covered up most of her body, but Patty's thin yet shapely legs could be clearly seen encased in hot pink colored leggings.
The coat didn't matter because he already knew what she looked like naked. He'd seen Patty's slender model like body with the really nice sloping breasts and prominent nipples. He also remembered her clean shaven snatch as well and fought against those memories trying hard to bury them.
"You don't look okay to us Brad. Sure you don't want us to call the paramedics or something." Chelsea had tugged his windbreaker down revealing a good sized lump on his forehead. He flinched a bit as she lightly touched his face brushing aside some of his hair which he was letting grow out.
He couldn't deal with the stares of people around town and couldn't even sit still long enough for a decent haircut from the barber. Someone would inevitably try to question about the sordid details of the night he'd won the big game and Bradford Tucker just wasn't talking.
"No, I'm okay ladies now if you'll excuse me I have to get going." He lightly swept her hand away as he hoped his face didn't betray him and reveal the fear thumping in his chest at that moment.
"Where?" Patty questioned as she made no attempt to hide the fact that her big blue eyes were roaming all over his body. He noticed her body language too as her watched the slightly lanky teen bounce, shifting her weight from foot to foot.
"I uh, gotta do some things for my mom." He offered weakly looking around the field worrying that someone might see him with them. Patty also took note of his body language too and she didn't seem to be able to filter her thoughts.
"Why were you running away from Chelsea?" She blurted out immediately noticing the uncomfortable look on his face as he flushed beat red.
"I -told you I gotta go do something for my mom."
"What Brad? What'd you gotta do for your mamma?" Patty leaned in smiling looking more and more like a beautiful predator watching as he scratched his head looking more and more confused.
"I-I don't gotta tell you nothing Patty."
"Are you okay Brad? You look kind of green around the gills if you know what I mean." Chelsea interjected getting slightly more uncomfortable with her friend's line of questioning. She'd seen Brad once since he'd been found wandering bloody and nude on the interstate. He'd been sitting in the back of his mother's station wagon while she shopped at the market Chelsea worked at. She couldn't forget how sad he looked sitting there in the back seat starring off into space.
He'd actually made eye contact with her briefly and responded immediately by placing a quilt he'd had in the backseat with him over his head.
She watched another few moments as the jock sat there looking like a patchwork ghost unmoving.
"You must have been smoking some bad weed huh?" Chelsea added to her initial question giving him an out which he readily took.
"Uh, yeah I had that joint for a while. Some skater sold it to me over at the mall." Actually he had beaten the kid up for rolling over his foot and received the aforementioned joint as a peace offering before striking a knock-out blow.
"What were you thinking Brad, do you have any idea what that shit could have been laced with?" Patty wagged her finger as she scolded the suddenly relieved looking jock.
"Uh, yeah sorry guys you're absolutely right."
"You know if we saw that you were high, your mom might too Brad. Why don't you hang back for a moment while we finish up here so we can watch out for you okay?" Chelsea had reached grasping his bicep through his coat and slightly kneading it as she looked pleadingly into his eyes.
"Yeah, what kind of assholes would we be if we let you get into trouble with your parents?" Patty had grabbed the other bicep in a similar fashion.
"Well okay guys, but I have to go in a few minutes." He was still nervous but Chelsea had calmed his nerves. He took a seat at the bottom of the bleachers and watched the girls clean the stadium walking hand in hand and talking.
Brad's gaze rested on Chelsea who was dressed in similar fashion to her smaller friend. She had a full mane of soft curly brown hair that framed her soft features, a round pretty face that slightly hinted at a distant Latin heritage. He noticed that Chelsea's coat didn't particularly cover her well known and large derriere. He shuddered as he remembered how plump and juicy it looked sitting at the bottom of her small waist. It was like a big teardrop and he remembered the tan lines on the other wise perfect olive colored butt. He noticed her looking back his way every now and then with a slight smile reading across her plump lips.
He felt a stirring in his crotch and immediately pushed his thoughts elsewhere preferring to stay away from anything sexual. Brad felt a chill run through his body and he pulled his coat tighter around his body.
"Are you cold Brad, this might help." It was Chelsea and reached into her pocket pulling out a small flask of what he assumed was alcohol.
"No thanks, that's okay Chelsea. Thanks anyway, I don't drink anymore." He looked away as she took a swig from the bottle.
"I don't blame you but it takes a little bit of the edge off sometimes." She took another swig as she sat down beside him.
"You know if your mom finds out, it's back to rehab Chelsea." Patty suddenly popped up on the other side of Brad and dropped down next to him.
"Patty, shut up! You REALLY piss me off sometimes." She looked down towards her feet embarrassed by her friend's big mouth. Brad softly took the flask from her hands and took a light swig. He just wanted her to feel better about her obvious drinking habit.
"I thought you didn't drink anymore." Chelsea smiled taking the flask back.
"Well I didn't, so I guess that will have to be our little secret."
"Okay Brad as long as you don't rat on me either, deal?" she offered her small hand and he took it giving her a shake to seal their mutual secret. Patty looked on getting annoyed at what she thought was going on between the two teens in front of her getting annoyed at the situation.
"Can I have a little?" Chelsea tossed her the bottle and watched as her friend took a deep drink from the bottle.
"Don't drink it all bitch, you know how hard it is to get into my dad's liquor cabinet?!"
"Relax whore, I'll get you some more." Patty finished the flask falling back after getting a slight buzz. Brad watched amused at the exchange between the two girls.
"Hey Brad, do you REALLY have to go?" Patty turned her attention back towards him as Chelsea looked away. For some reason he didn't want to leave just yet preferring her company.
"Well, it's not that important, but I do have to take care of it at some point today." He offered an olive branch to the two girls who genuinely seemed only interested in keeping company with him. Rain suddenly started to pour down on the unprotected teens and Brad laughed when the girls started shrieking under the onslaught.
"SHIT!! Come on, my car is over by the gate!!" The trio ran through the pouring rain over to Patty's silver Prius with Brad stopping just short of hopping into the car with them.
"What? Come on Brad!" Patty was ushering him towards her car as the rain pelted all of them. He stood starring at the two girls unsure of how to react. He had a hard time trusting women after his ordeal and his body just seemed to shut down. He just began shaking his head and taking a few steps back.
"You really can't stay out here in the rain." Chelsea had walked up to him and lightly took his arm while staring into his eyes.
"I-I don't know about this." She noticed the fear and apprehension in his eyes as she lightly tugged at his sleeve.
"Couldn't you just hang out a little bit? I- I mean we were having such a great time together weren't we Brad?"
"Yeah, but I really have to get going Chelsea."
"Well then fuck it, let's get outta here biatch." Patty shouted to her friend as she hopped into her car and started up the engine. Chelsea turned back to the frightened jock with pleading eyes.
"Look, I don't know exactly what's going on with you but I know when somebody needs help. We're not gonna hurt you Brad. We just thought you were cool and wanted to get to know you a little better, that's all." He found her beautiful as pellets of water collided with her pretty face.
"Get to know me-better?"
"Talking-Just talking okay? You don't have anything to worry about. We know you're taken and we just thought we could hang out a little and have some-"clean" fun." She was over explaining everything and Patty revved up her car a couple of times to warn her BFF that she might drive off.
He looked from her pleading eyes to the backseat of Patty's car being offered to him.
"I'll just hang out for a little while, but you have to let me go when it's time to leave." Chelsea looked a little perplexed at his curious statement but smiled to herself as she watched the jock cautiously get into the backseat of the car.
He tried to make himself comfortable as Patty sped out of the stadium parking lot making continual chatter about all sorts of inane subject matter and Brad found himself staring out of the window at some of the scattered houses and farm land. In short order the dull droning sound of the two girls and the monotonous view afforded him out of that backseat window caused him to doze.
"HEY BRAD, WAKE UP!!" He awoke to find himself being shaken by Chelsea while an insistent Patty stood just in the distance on a porch still wrapped in her wind breaker.
"How long was I out?" He was just beginning to get his bearings as he righted himself in the backseat of the car.
"Probably a good twenty five minutes, come on out, we're here."
"Where?"
"My house silly! Now come on in I'm cold as fuck." Patty reached under a mat at the front door retrieving a house key and let herself inside as he looked around the front yard of the rustic looking home. He immediately picked up on the fact that he didn't recognize the surroundings and his pulse quickened. He walked the short distance to the gate at the front of the yard and looked out at the rural interstate facing him as the violent pellets of rain cut into his face.
"Brad, come on." He looked back to find Chelsea staring at him from the open door. He didn't answer and trudged into the small cabin-like home.
The interior of the cabin was very small and cozy. Patty bragged that it was her dad's man cave that he used whenever his family got on his nerves and judging from the loud child-like chatter emanating from her mouth, that must have been an awful lot. He took note of the huge flat screen television and the wall length couch facing it, the small partially obscured kitchenette behind a sliding door and of course the bedroom at the end of a small corridor. The door was cracked and he could make out no detail of the interior due to the lights being switched off.
Patty had unzipped her large windbreaker and was shrugging it off to reveal a simple cotton t-shirt underneath. Her entire torso was soaked from the rain and it was immediately apparent that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her bouncy, perky looking boobs were on prominent display and she immediately noticed the trajectory of his gaze. She cupped her hands under her breasts and rolled her nipples laughing when he turned away. Chelsea tugged at his coat zipper trying to draw it down but he stopped her.
"I'm gonna keep it on if you don't mind."
"Are you sure Brad, it's gonna get really hot in here once she turns up the heat."
"I'll be okay Chelsea." She shrugged her shoulders and slipped out of her coat revealing a simple grey and pink striped sweater much to his disappointment. Patty sauntered over to the thermostat and turned it up as high as she could. The thin teen was shivering uncontrollably from exposure. She plopped down in the only chair in the room; a big wicker number kicked off her sneakers and started rolling the pink leggings down her slender well-toned thighs.



"Do you uhm; really have to do that here?" Brad asked nervously.
"It's my fucking house Braaad, and just what is your deal anyway? It ain't like we all haven't seen each other naked before humph!" The way she intentionally distorted his name as she pronounced it reminded him of his ex-girlfriend and made him nervous. He didn't know how to answer the lanky cheerleader.
Patty had stripped off her pants which had fit like a second skin and she happened to be wearing a tiny pair of white panties that clung to her narrow hips. She tossed the leggings carelessly onto the floor near the television.
"What's the matter Brad? Cat got you fucking tongue?" She had leaned back in the large chair scrutinizing the bundled up jock.
"Why don't you leave him alone Patty, he's been through a lot of shit lately." Chelsea punctuated her statement by flinging her coat at her friend and striking the girl directly in the face with considerable impact.
"Whore!! You just got the hots for him anyway!!" Patty teased back angrily before being hit again with one of the coach pillows. Brad noticed that the curvy brunette looked embarrassed and simply shrugged his shoulders.
"Hey, why don't you watch a little television while I make us all some hot chocolate. Come on Patty!" She tossed him the remote and hurried off with her friend to the kitchen pulling the sliding door partially closed behind her. Brad switched on the television finding sports center and watching highlights from a couple of football games.
He could hear the two girls chattering away behind the kitchen door and from the sound of things they appeared to be having an argument. This was confirmed when Patty shoved the sliding door open and stormed down the hall pushing the bedroom door open. His eyes followed the narrow teen who'd left the bedroom door open more than a little bit as she stripped off the soaked t-shirt. Brad got a good look at the side of her nude left breast as she seemed to be looking in a mirror or something. The jock also got a look at the snug fit of her panties which hugged her small curvy butt.
Patty draped an arm across her tits and pushed the bedroom door closed slamming it for effect. It seemed like she wanted her friend to know just how angry she was. Chelsea emerged from the kitchen and sat a steaming mug on the glass coffee table in front of him.
Chelsea wasn't wearing her leggings and her long olive tinted curvy legs were fully exposed. She was wearing a similar pair of white panties although hers were a bit larger and covered the entirely of her crotch like an old school bikini bottom. She retained the sweater for modesty 'sake.
"I really laid into her and I felt bad about her fucking with you after we invited you over. She's my girl and well, I just wanted to show her that everything's cool with us. You don't mind this do you?" She motioned towards her uncovered legs in explanation.
"Uh, well I guess it's okay." He was still nervous as her half-dressed state sent shockwaves directly to his crotch as he recalled the one other time he'd seen her undressed and how beautiful she was nude. He tried to push the thoughts away as Chelsea sat next to him and flipped a few channels on the television.
"So, is it a religious thing or something?" She asked after a few moments.
"What?"
"You know your weird thing about -sex." Chelsea was being completely frank and it made him uncomfortable.
"You know Patty is gonna keep pushing and pushing until she gets some kind of answer out of you Brad. That's just the way she is and please don't get mad because everybody always dumps on her. She's really nice Brad." She took a deep drink from her mug noticing he hadn't touched his noticing him starring into the depths of the steaming cup.
"Something really bad happened to you huh?" The realization came over her face as he looked sadly into her eyes.
"MOVE OVER BITCHES!!" Patty had emerged from her father's bedroom dressed in an extra-large t-shirt and sat down between the two teens interrupting the budding moment. She had a Ziploc bag full of weed and began rolling a rather large joint.
"What the fuck are you doing girlfriend?"
"The mood is too heavy in here; we need to lighten the fuck up." She took a huge drag on the joint and started coughing heavily. Brad and Chelsea started laughing as she shoved the joint towards her friend. The three teens continued passing the weed around until it was nearly gone.
Things had prophetically lightened up as Brad now felt comfortable and had even been persuaded to remove his coat. He was drenched in sweat and Chelsea had jokingly poured a cup of ice water over his head.
"Just giving you a bath stinky." She had hoped he would retaliate and pour his cup over her but he remained passive. The fast friends spent part of the rainy afternoon playing cards and watching television. The girls retreated back to the kitchen to make some quick mac and cheese and whip up some strawberry daiquiris. Brad found himself starring over the back of the couch into the open kitchen as the girls prepared food and admiring their backsides.
The difference between their butts was night and day as Patty had a small roundish tight looking ass that looked like it could cut while her taller friend Chelsea was sporting a teardrop shaped nearly basketball sized butt that flared out from her small waist spectacularly. Part of Chelsea's panty had slid up into the deep crack of her ass leaving a whole cheek exposed. He was treated to the familiar sight of her huge granny panty tan line.
"Some one's peeking Chelsea." Patty sang as she giggled when he suddenly jumped facing the other way.
"Oh no you don't buster, you're straight up getting put on blast." Patty waved her finger while her friend put the food in the oven. The girls ran into the living room with Patty jumping over the back of the couch and landing in his lap.
"Alright you caught me, stop playing okay?" He gently but firmly lifted the disappointed teen from his lap. He didn't notice her finger lightly graze his lap.
"We're not gonna let you off that easy buster." He watched as both girls grabbed the ends of the coffee table and pushed it towards the television. The two cheerleaders followed this up by walking around the respective ends of their sides of the table and bending over placing their palms flat on its surface.
"We thought you should get a closer look Brad." Patty giggled looking back at him and wiggled her tight butt for him.
"What the fuck are you doing biatch?" Chelsea taunted her smaller friend while mimicking the same motion although with minimal movement. Brad was amazed by the manner in which her wide butt moved almost of its own accord.
"Twerking, what does it look like whore?"
"You're supposed to shake it, not break it dumbass." Chelsea continued taunting her friend as she put more effort into her actions actually getting her butt cheeks to loudly clap. Patty responded by standing and loudly slapping her friend's ass. The two girls started wrestling and almost fell on top of Brad who quickly jumped out of the way preferring to watch. Patty was small but quicker than the larger girl and outmaneuvered her to the hardwood floor.
Chelsea found herself pinned to the floor flailing about as her friend pulled her large panties up into the crack of her ass exposing both sides of her famous derriere. The two girls were too caught up in their actions to realize Brad sitting there motionless, a tent in his pants.
"He's fucking zoning out on us again Chelsea." Both of the girls recovered and stared at the silent jock.
"Well at least we got his attention." Both of the girls stared at the huge bulge in his pants. Patty's lip quivered a bit at the memory of being allowed to pleasure the star jock and chaffed simultaneously at being used as a surrogate vagina by a bitch and having that same huge cock shoved roughly down her throat until it spewed a quart of semen down her throat.
She knew what she wanted the moment she realized who was lying sprawled out on the grass in front her earlier that afternoon.
"Are you a fag?" She hardly realized the words had left her lips as he friend gasped loudly and Brad's eyes became as wide as saucers.
"PATRICIA!!" Chelsea was shocked at her friend's sudden aggressive question as she watched the thin girl rise and gesture towards a suddenly ashen looking Brad.
"NO, NO!! I'm just about fucking tired of this weird ass shit Chelsea!! Aren't you? Here we are doing everything under the sun to open this jerk's nose and he's done nothing-NOTHING!! Two of the hottest girls in school in their underwear and ...NOTHNG!!"
"I-I just don't..." He stammered as he felt the blonde's eye ripping into him.
"Yeah, we know BRAAADD!!" Her tone was acidic and he felt his heart beating hard in his chest and his cock straining against his pants. He didn't know what to do as he looked over at Chelsea who immediately stared down at the floor.
"Fuckin Faggot." Patty accused nearly spitting the insult at the startled jock. He couldn't take it anymore and bolted the house for the front yard leaving the door wide open. Patty leaned back against the chair and downed one of her trademark daiquiris.
Chelsea pulled her coat on forgetting her pants as she shot her spiteful friend a look before stepping outside. Patty just grabbed the remote and switched off the television sitting alone and dejected.
Brad stood leaning against the fence looking out at the interstate and silently sobbing. He genuinely like the two girls and cherished his afternoon with them but he'd made a vow to stay out of trouble and went to extraordinary means to keep that promise. It had been weeks since he was assaulted and he was only now comfortable enough to leave his home for short periods of time. He was considering hiking up the interstate when he felt a hand tugging on his arm.
"Sorry- for everything...Patty's a bitch but I know she didn't mean to go off on you like that."
"She's just telling the fucking truth for once this afternoon. I don't begrudge her anything." Chelsea was startled at the harsh tone of his voice as he continued.
"I don't wanna share what happened to me with anyone Chelsea! I just want to be a better person and if that means being called a fag then so be it!!" Even with the rain beating down on them, she could see the tears in his eyes. She just put her arm around him and looked out onto the road with him for a few moments.
"Can I just get my jacket and go?"
They walked back into the cabin hand-in-hand finding Patty squatting in front of the boob tube eating mac and watching some reality television. The lithe blonde looked a wreck running mascara and all. She regarded the couple and quickly shuffled off to the bedroom slamming the door.
"She really, really liked you Brad. She was just hoping against hope that maybe today could be something special."
"I don't have anything against her."
"Well she doesn't know that and I think somebody could at least tell her so before they leave." Chelsea gave him a nudge towards the bedroom door and he knocked lightly feeling a bit guilty for leading the disappointed girl on.
"Patty?" He couldn't hear anything initially knocking again until a heavy object hit the opposite side of the door.
"Patty, I'm sorry... Uh, can I come in and talk to you?"
"Well why the fuck not, come on in BRAAAAD!!" He looked back at her closest friend who waved him on as he turned the doorknob and entered the bedroom.
He found the room in a disheveled state and Patty sitting in the middle of an unmade bed keeping herself busy with a huge bong. The room smelled heavily of weed and he'd figured she had used the rest of her stash in the bong.
"Patty, I'm sorry okay?" He watched her take a big puff on the bong hardly regarding whether he was present or not. The room looked as if a mini-tornado had trashed it and he figured she'd had a tantrum in his absence.
"I didn't mean to hurt you Patty, you've gotta believe that. You're a very pretty girl and well I-uh..." He was fumbling with words as he noticed the crotch of her panties and the outline of her sex.
"Blah, blah, blah ...I can't fuck you because what?" Patty mocked him as she took another hit.
"Alright I don't have to take this shit, I'm out." He grabbed the doorknob when she quickly dropped the bong and cried out.
"I'm fucking sorry okay?" She finally admitted as she leaned forward in the bed on all fours patting a spot on the bed for him to sit down.
"I can't lie Brad; I want your big cock. I want it so bad it hurts. I wanna suck the skin off of your cock and ride that shit until I fuckin bleed." She sat next to him and looked deep into his eyes.
"Did all of us really fuck you so bad that you've sworn off women?"
"What?"
"All of the girls who were there that night think that we kind of "broke" you." He started laughing as he realized none of the other cheerleaders and women who were there that night knew what really happened to him.
"What's so funny?" He gave her a light peck on the cheek in answer to her question. At this moment he found the Cindy Brady clone that was Patricia Clark a.k.a Patty adorable as hell. She immediately flushed red in the cheeks touching the spot where he'd touched her and smiling.
"Come here asshole!" She wrapped her arms around him and wrestled him to the bed trying in vain to stick her tongue into his mouth. He could feel her fingers on his cock attempting to yank his zipper down.
He tried to grab her arm and bat her hands away but the lithe cheerleader had nimble fingers and got his zipper hallway down wrapping one of her toned legs around his torso for leverage as she hovered over his body. Just like that things had gotten out of control as he felt at least two of her fingers running lengthwise across his fast thickening cock as he began to panic. He could use his considerable strength to toss the thin blonde off of him but he couldn't fathom possibly hurting a woman again in any capacity.
"PATTY!!" It was Chelsea standing in the doorway and her voice caused Patty to stop for a minute and regard her best friend before turning back towards Brad.
"Please, please let me get my hands on this amazing cock. It's all I ask Brad, please let me hold it... I'll do whatever you want if you let me touch you." He didn't immediately respond and she took that as permission and began tugging his zipper the rest of the way down as her other small hand breached his extra pair of pants and underwear.
"Fuck you Chelsea; you know you're dying for this cock you bitch." Patty barked at her friend as she finally with great effort managed to pull his turgid erection from his pants revealing it in the dim light coming from a nearby window.
"Damn, it's even better than I fucking remember. Look at this shit Chelsea!!" She had her thin fingers wrapped around the base of his member, her hands making it look larger by comparison. He looked nervously towards the curvy brunette and noticed the shocked look on her face and the way her arms were wrapped tightly around her body as Patty began jerking Brad's pride and joy with strong measured strokes.
"I'm sorry." He blurted out causing the blonde to quickly attempt to kiss him again and succeed in getting her tongue into his mouth. She continued playing with him as he noticed Chelsea discarding her coat and slowly crawling onto the bed.
"Yeah that's right, come and get it." Patty's voice was husky and triumphant as she waved his penis in front of her friend's eyes and open mouth. The thick brunette moving into a kneeling position on the other side of his body looking into her friend's clear blue eyes.
"Don't be shy; come on Chelsea its right here. Look at this fucking dick and tell me you don't want to suck and play with it all day." Both girls looked down at his member which was so hard by this point that veins could be visibly seen on the surface.
"I'm sorry Brad; really sorry but I need this too." He gasped as he felt himself enter her mouth and the intense sensation as she began sucking hard on his cock. She wrapped her hands around the base of his cock and slowly licked the underside of his shaft. Patty continued tugging on the exposed part of his dick.
"I-I don't know about this. I don't know if I can do this." He pleaded as Patty turned her attention towards him. She was staring him down something fierce as she turned towards the bewildered jock.
"You are rock hard Brad. You're so fucking hard; you could hammer nails with this shit." She spoke softly but the taunting lyrical nature of her voice was unmistakable. He felt what he assumed were Chelsea's hands cupping his balls and kneading them as he continued to moan from the stimulation.
"But I can't help it, you're making me hard." He pleaded as Patty pushed his shirt up exposing his six pack and muscled pecks. She cooed as she rolled his erect nipples between her fingers.
"Biology Tucker, fucking body doesn't lie. Don't you know that?" Outside, the rain continued to hammer the house and the pellets of water could be heard hitting the roof.
"Give me some of this big dick too. You're so fucking greedy slut." She chastised Chelsea who reluctantly let his member slip out of her mouth. Precum and saliva flowed from the dazed teen's mouth onto his taunt stomach.
"This isn't a dick, it's a cock. This is the big ass cock of a "REAL" man you whore." Patty ignored her friend and buried him in her throat ball deep in one complete motion and sucked as hard as she could before slowly dragging her lips along his meat until the fat head of his cock popped out of her mouth.
The sensation was so intense that he arched his hips up towards the blonde's face missing the feel of her mouth on him for the few seconds it had been gone.
"You liked that huh baby?" Patty swelled with pride at his reaction while Chelsea looked jealous and quickly took his balls into her mouth while she used two fingers to jerk his shaft.
"Oh, uh that feels so good." He finally admitted as his body continued betraying him. The brunette took him into her mouth again as he watched Patty stand up on the bed sliding her small panties down her slender legs flinging them away with her foot. Loud slurping noises filled the room as Chelsea gave him a very wet and sloppy blowjob. Patty took a step across his body as he noticed her legs on either side of his head and looked up into her virtue.
"Lick me Brad." She squatted hovering right over his face and leaned back across his chest until he had a straight view into her sex. Her lower lips were puffy and swollen with desire and she was clean shaven other than a few wisps of blonde hair. He cautiously stuck his tongue partially out and Patty wasted no time in pushing her throbbing cunt against his mouth. After a few moments he tentatively began lightly licking along her slit.
"Oh fuck Chelsea, he's doing it! He's licking my little pussy." The blonde sounded excited and began pushing her crotch against his face as his tongue slipped between the folds of her vaginal lips. For some reason he found himself wanting to please the athletic blonde and pressed his tongue into her clit making her shiver all over.
Patty leaned forward squatting on her haunches and used her fingers to pry her cunt open to feed him more of her lust. She shuddered and half laughed as she felt his tongue caress the grooves along her inner walls. The nimble cheerleader used her agility to actually fuck his tongue with her pussy and began to tremble with an oncoming orgasm.
"Oh fuck, I think I'm about to-I think I'm about to ...FUUUCKK!!" Brad was surprised to find out that the childish blonde was a squirter as she came on his face with a sustained stream of her lust.
Patty collapsed with both of her knees on either side of his head breathing heavily. Chelsea continued playing with his cock marveling at how he hadn't cum from her continual foreplay. His manhood was completely covered with saliva and precum as she forcefully jerked him.



"What's the matter bitch? Can't do your job? Can't get him off?"
"Shut up!"
"You can't do it can you bitch?" The rivalry between the two teens could be a little off putting at times and he chaffed at Patty's constant taunting of her best friend. He knew that Chelsea was one of the only people at Maplewood High who could tolerate the annoying blonde and the two were usually inseparable. He'd considered the duo the best of friends but Patty was making him angry with her treatment of her best friend.
"Fuck you!" Chelsea suddenly shoved her friend off of the bed and he watched the thin blonde tumble head first onto the floor with a loud thump. The thin cheerleader seemed to be a little addled as her larger friend ran over to see if she was okay.
"Fuck Patty, I'm sorry!" The girls quickly embraced and reconciled as Brad was amazed at how the duo went from one tangent of behavior to the other so quickly.
"I'm sorry too, I was being a little bitch, sorry."
"Is my face fucked up?"
"'You're okay."
"I know you're lying, I'm so like disfigured now!! " Patty was holding her cheeks as her taller friend knelt in front of her trying to comfort her panicking friend.
"Tell her she's okay Brad!" He didn't respond verbally, but reached down and grabbed the light weight teen pulling her into his lap and planting a deep kiss on her lips running his tongue among her teeth until she opened her mouth wider and responded in kind.
His hand naturally traveled upward to her perky breasts as he squeezed and kneaded the buoyant boob through her t-shirt. She moaned in his mouth as he felt the brunette's fingers rubbing up his thighs until his cock was firmly in hand. He continued playing with her breast while his other hand cupped her small, tight butt drawing her in for a deeper more sensual kiss. The lithe blonde gave herself over completely as her slender body relaxed leaning back into his chest while her friend was busy trying to get as much of his cock into her throat as humanly possible.
"That's it right there, ooooh yeah right there Chelsea." Two fingers had been pushed into her snatch as her friend finger fucked her while simultaneously sucking hard on Brad's penis. Both Brad and Patty reached down and pulled Chelsea on top of them as they reclined back on the bed into a mutual make-out session. The trio continued making out trading partners indiscriminately and fondling one another with wild abandon.
Both of the girls jumped off the bed with Patty quickly losing her t-shirt to proudly stand nude before the object of her lust. She was truly a work of athletic art with her slender build which held the promise of curves to come. Her pretty narrow face with its child-like features and big expressive blue eyes, her California tan, perky tits that were just at the threshold of being large, her smooth taunt stomach, narrow waist and thighs were sending shockwaves through his cock. He noticed that she had a piercing in her navel, a small glittering diamond and he wanted to kiss it, make out with it and put hickies all over her belly.
"You like my piercing?"
"Yeah, now turn around and let me get a look at that tight ass."
"I don't have much unlike Chelsea here, but I know how to work it." She turned and placed her hands on the wall in a similar fashion to somebody being arrested. Her narrow hips merged with her small ass which still had perkiness to it, a bouncy little butt that he instantly wanted to have.
"You like ass huh? Let me show you a REAL ASS Brad." Chelsea slid her granny panties down her legs smoothly and followed suit mimicking her friend's stance against the wall. She curiously left her sweater on and it rode up as she placed her palms high on the bedroom wall pushing her big ass out for his inspection.
"Hey, I- I uh well ..." He stammered over his words not knowing if it was okay to ask a question that had been burning in his mind all afternoon.
"What?" Chelsea noticed his confused look as well as Patty.
"What's up with the old lady underwear?" He just had to ask and immediately regretted it afterward as Patty giggled while her friend looked embarrassed and the blonde was quick to answer for her buddy.
"It's her mom, she won't let her wear anything else and I think it's a waste of a great ass don't you agree." He just nodded his head as he stared at Chelsea's luscious backside.
"Mother says she's not raising whores in her house. She treats my little sister the same fucking way." The curvy brunette added.
"One time I bought a thong just to see how it looked and she found it and-." Her voice trailed off.
"Her mom whipped her big ole' butt with her dad's thick leather belt and grounded her for a month!!" Patty completed the sentence.
"SHUT UP PATTY!!" Chelsea yelled.
"Don't get mad bitch. Tell you what; I got a drawer full of thongs over there in the dresser. Why don't you put one on for Brad." She left the wall and found Brad's hand encircling her wrist.
"Why don't you take this sweater off too?" He tugged at the helm of her wool sweater and she resisted him for a few moments before lifting the garment over her head and tossing it.
"I don't have as much as Patty." She sounded apologetic as she stood before him with her hands covering her chest.
He slowly pulled her hands down revealing her barely there chest covered in a brassiere that was nearly ceremonial in nature considering the near absence of defined breasts. She had a small borderline B-Cup that she was clearly ashamed of and he thought that they were perfect.
"See, I told you they were little." He stood up cupping her chin and kissing her softly on the lips deftly slipping his tongue into her mouth silencing the brunette as his palm cupped one of her huge butt cheeks kneading it softly.
"I thought you were going to model a thong for me." He ran his fingers through her curly brown mane of hair tugging on a few locks as she squeezed his cock which was still in a turgid state and pointed at her navel.
"Don't peek Brad." She hopped over to the corner and went through the drawers tossing out a few items. He grabbed her friend and tossed her on the bed burying his face in her crotch and going directly for her clit.
"Oooooh, take your time Chelsea, take your time aaaahhhHH!!" He'd become accustomed to her taste and was thirsty for more. Her fingers dug into his scalp pulling him forward into her most intimate of places.
"Oh you better hurry up bitch cause I'm about to take this cock." Patty warned as her slender thighs were pushed up into her chest while his large hands cupped her butt. He was licking her in wide strokes, feasting on her essence. Her legs flailed about in the air as he lifted her lower half up and licked the girl from her ass to her clit making her moan and giggle at the same time.
"Ready!!" He looked up from his impromptu meal at the same time as his blonde entrée. Chelsea had picked out a yellow Brazilian number that hugged her wide hips accentuating her small waist. She smiled and did a little spin so that he could see all of her bounty. The hot brunette smiled and repeated the spin again before placing her hands back on the wall again and immediately finding fingers rubbing and caressing the growing wet spot between her legs. She jumped a little bit when he unclasped her brassiere and pulled it free from her body rolling a nipple between his fingers.
Patty locked her arms around the jock and began unbuttoning his shirt running her hands all over the washboard abs she had become quite fond of that rainy afternoon. His breathing became heavier as he used his cock to give Chelsea an impromptu spanking constantly kneading the abundant flesh of her hips and thighs. His fingers frantically pulled the back of the thong out of the crack of her big ass as he wrapped some of material just under the head of his member and began spearing the crevice between her cheeks. He continued this motion while raising his arms over his head so that Patty could remove his shirt.
"You're not gonna make me beg are you, cause I will Brad." The brunette moaned as he continued sawing his cock along her crack.
"Yeah, fuck that biatch good, PLEEEASE Brad." Patty chimed in as she ran her tongue up his spine. He became nervous when he felt the blonde getting too close to his ass and reached back grabbing a handful of her hair pulling her around where he could see her. Before she could protest, she found his tongue in her mouth and responded in kind kissing him as passionately as she could while he palmed her tight buns.
"Please Brad; please shove your dick into me. Fuck me hard with that beautiful fat cock Brad." He didn't disappoint shoving a good four inches of himself into her before he met some resistance and making the stacked teen cry out in an intoxicating mixture of pain and pleasure.
"Oh fuck me; he's soooo fucking HARD Patty!!"
"Shit, let me see that awesome cock fuck my friend's pussy." Her tiny fingers pried apart the olive colored cheeks so that she could view her best friend getting what amounted to nearly a coke can of girth stuffed into her vagina.
It was slow going as he began fucking Chelsea pushing a little more of himself into her with each stroke and watching as she stood on her toes every time he entered her body. Soon he was bottoming out in the teen's suprisingly small cunt and was stroking her harder attempting to go balls deep inside her.
"That looks so fucking good, can I have some?" Patty begged and took position next to her friend placing her palms flat against the wall. He didn't waste any time guiding his cock into her cunt and finding it so wet that he slid in without little to no resistance until his balls were slapping against the back of her narrow thighs.
She was high energy in everything she did and the blonde eagerly bounced her tight buns back against his pelvis gleefully fucking the hell out of herself with his junk. He was soon matching her energy slamming into her wildly as she giggled and moaned. Chelsea started to get visibly agitated and cupped his chin planting a sensuous kiss on his lips and drawing his attention to her curvy tan body as she made a show of walking over to the disheveled bed and bending over it as her knees slowly rested on the hard wood floor. She casually continued leaning forward on her bell and looked back at the enthralled jock slowly licking her lips.
"HEY NO FAIR CHELSEA!! I WASN'T THROUGH WITH THAT!!" Brad had yanked his glazed cock out of her honeypot and was already groping the enlarged bubbled cheeks of her lifelong friend.
He had already draped his frame across hers resting on her back and obscuring her form with his muscled body as he was finally able to completely stuff the gasping girl.
"Oh shit, I'm, I-I'm all YOUUUUURS!!" Her moans were matching his strokes as he took control of her body pushing down on her shoulders pinning her to the bed as he continued stuffing everything he had into the thick teen. Patty had jumped onto the bed watching the proceedings and getting more than a little irritated with the lack of attention being paid to her at the moment. She crawled across the bed wiggling her narrow butt in front of Brad's eyes and instantly despairing when he failed to even look up at her while plowing her friend.
She settled down on the mattress with her legs on either side of her friend's head and grabbed a handful of brown hair lifting the girl's head and shoving Chelsea's face into her crotch. Her intent was clear and it didn't take long before all three were sexually connected with Brad taking Chelsea from behind while she lapped at her friend's cunt.
"This is so fucking hot guys!!" Patty arched her back digging her fingers into the brown hair at her crotch and reveling in the feel of a familiar tongue caressing her clit. Brad was busy watching the bounce and sway of a marvelous pair of buttocks as they bounced against the base of his cock. She'd finally conformed and been stretched enough to take all of him and it was pure bliss. She cupped both of her friend's tight cheeks in her hands and lapped freely losing herself in an androgynous sexual coupling that had engulfed all three of them.
"Oh keep doing that baby, I fucking love how you eat me you nasty whore." Tremors were beginning to erupt all over the lithe blonde's body as her friend ground her face deeper into her cunt.
"I'm gonna cum all over your face you greedy bitch." Her nerve endings were on fire and Patty was losing herself in bliss. Her head was hanging off of the bed as she cupped both of her breasts rolling her sore nipples. She began to lose control with her low moans turning quickly into gasping screams as she climaxed squirting her lust all over Chelsea's face. Her eyes rolled up into her head and she nearly passed out squeezing and mashing her breasts together.
He increased his pounding on Chelsea's buoyant cheeks as he felt his thighs tightening up in what was going to be a tremendous orgasm.
"I'M CUUUMING!!" He yelled as he pulled out and began spraying his semen all over the big tan butt in front of him with some of it pooling in the small of the girl's back in three stamina draining bursts. Before she could move, he stepped up on the bed and squatted down over a barely conscious Patty. It only took a moment for her to take him into her mouth and clean his cock.
He straddled her torso and began fucking her mouth as she pushed her tits around his cock which had begun to show signs of life. He cupped his hands over hers pulling and lightly twisting her nipples. Just as they were settling into a rhythm, he suddenly yanked his cock away and grabbed both of her calves pushing them into her chest as she felt his cock at her opening.
"Can't get enough can you, huh baby?" Patty's taunts turned into moans as she felt the fat head of his cock push into her.
"Nope, I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you. I'm gonna make you cry and just SHUT THE FUCK UP!!" Patty did a double take at his sudden aggression and screamed at the top of her lungs as he rammed himself home inside of her with such force that she was sure something had ripped inside of her body. He put all of his weight behind his cock as he continued rammed the now sobbing teen with all of his might filling the room with the brutal sounding pounding of their bodies into each other. He pushed her legs even further apart almost as if he were turning her into a wishbone and got up on his haunches driving his meat deeper than it had ever been as Patty dug her nails into his chest while tears of joy ran down her cheeks.
"You're being too rough with her Brad." Chelsea was begging off for her friend.
"No, this is what she told me she wanted. She's been begging for it all day and now she's gonna fuckin take all of it!!" His hands had hooked on Patty's shoulders as he continued driving himself into her like a Mack truck.
"OOOOOOHHH MY GAAAAAWD!! (Sobbing and weeping loudly.) HE'S FUUUUCKING MY BRAINS OUT CHEL-(Sobbing EVEN LOUDER) CHELSEEEEEEAA!!" She was being mauled on the mattress side to side like a wild animal had gotten ahold of her. He was mesmerized by the sight of her bouncy breasts slapping against her collar bone and ribcage at a blur.
He leaned over cradling the thin teen inn his arms and blanketing her under his muscled frame. His tongue found its way into her mouth easily and the two made out passionately as he ground himself into her chaffing the skin around her vagina with his pelvic bone.
"C-Cum."
"What was that Patty?" He continued grinding into her and making out with her. He ran his tongue from her throat to her cheek creating a sticky film of saliva on her face.
"Cum, I want you to F-FUUUUCKING CUM BRAAAD!!" His next couples of pounds were extra hard making the thin girl underneath him almost sound like she was hiccupping.
"What? I can't hear you so you'll have to speak louder."
"Pl-PLEEEEASSSE CUM D-Daddy!! PLEEAASSE CUM IN MY LITTLE PUSSY!!" He ignored her cries and continued working the sobbing girl over. Chelsea had crawled up onto the bed and was sitting on the back of her calves watching the proceedings while rubbing her pert little breasts.
"Daddy! Daddy! Daddy! Daddy! Daddy! Daddy...PLEEASE CUM!!" He'd placed both of his large hands on the top of her head and was pushing down in cadence with his thrusts up into her soaked vagina. The poor girl had begun gushing jets of her cum as he relentlessly assaulted her with his cock. Every time he would push into her torrents of her cum would splash out.
"You want me to cum you little bitch?"
"Y-Y-YEEEEESSS D-DDDAAAAADY!!" Her face was beet red as he continued pounding into her snatch unabated.
"Can I cum on your pretty little face bitch?"
"YYYYEEEEEESSSS!! CUM ON MY FUCKIN FACE BRAAAD!! DROWN ME IN YOUR FUCKIN' CUUUUUM D-DAAAADY!!"
"Alright Patty, here it CUUUMS!! FUCK ME AAAAARRGHHH!!" He quickly yanked his cock from her gaping hole and squatted over Patty as he began to spray his seed all over her face and sweat drenched blonde hair. The red faced blonde's features were completely glazed over with a thick coat of his jizz as she brought both of her hands up to her chest panting. She looked like a discarded rag doll lying there with her legs still wide apart and motionless other than the subtle rise and fall of her chest.
"Wow Brad, you've completely fucked the living shit out of her man." Chelsea looked worried as she surveyed the damage to her thin friend.
"Are you sure, I could go again if she wants." He sounded subdued and somewhat apologetic. To emphasize his statement, he ran a single finger along the puffy, bloated lips of her gaped vagina.
"NO!! Please no more daddy, I'll be good. I promise." The naked teen rolled on her side facing away from him and curled into a fetal position. Chelsea giggled at her friend's predicament.
"I'm sorry; I didn't mean to hurt her." Brad continued sounding somewhat distraught. Chelsea noticed this time watching as he stuffed his massive member back into his pants.
"Brad, are you okay?"
"I-I just thought that she wanted to be fucked real hard like that. I didn't know I was gonna hurt her Chelsea, I really didn't mean it."
"Don't worry about her, are you okay?" He was fidgeting as he nervously retrieved his shirts from the floor and slipped them over his head.
"I didn't mean it Chelsea; you gotta make her believe that." She noticed that he was breathing heavily.
"Hey, Patty's okay alright, she's just fine Brad." She grabbed both of his arms for emphasis and he looked dead into her eyes. She could see the shock on his face.
"I'll lick her pussy and make it feel better if you guys don't tell." He stammered trembling a little bit. Patty had rolled on her back and was staring at the disheveled looking jock.
"What's wrong Brad; you look sick, you want something to drink?" His eyes were watery as if he were on the verge of tears.
"Yeah, go get him some water Chelsea." Patty managed to speak as he friend half ran out of the room to the kitchen. When her BFF was gone, she directed her gaze towards Brad narrowing her eyes.
"Hey motherfucker, you want me to tell Red?" She half whispered. His silent reaction confirmed her suspicions as he looked as if he would vomit when he heard his ex-girlfriend's name.
"No Patty, please don't tell Red about this." Tears were already running down his face.
"Okay, okay asswipe; but you OWE ME BIG TIME you hear BRAAAD?" The look on her face was as cold as ice and he almost pissed himself right there in the bedroom.
"Yes Patty, I owe you. That's cool if you want me to owe you because I'll do anything you say if you don't tell Red about getting fucked by me. I think you're one of the nicest people in the whole world Patty. Please don't tell Red and hey; I got like a few dollars for you and everything." He fished around in his pocket and found about sixty dollars in crumpled up bills.



"Put that fuckin shit away bitch. All things considered and given what we've done here this afternoon, I ain't a whore." He shoved the money back into his pocket so fast that he skinned a couple of his fingers just as Chelsea walked in with a tumbler of ice water.
"Everything okay in here?" She could immediately feel the tension in the room.
"Five by five booty girl, Brad drink your water." He took the tumbler in trembling hands drinking deeply and never taking his eyes off of Patty who was slowly pulling a sheet across her nude body. Some of the water was spilt on the floor and he continued holding the tumbler until Chelsea gingerly took it from him.
"You don't look so hot; want to lay down for a little bit?" She ran her hand across his chest trying to feel his pecks and noticed that he flinched.
"Leave him alone Chelsea, he's tired. You do have to be somewhere right Brad?" She was leading the conversation and he nodded silently walking past the thick brunette who was perplexed and followed him out.
"Hey you don't have to go; we can have some more fun together." She pleaded as he began to put on his coat barely acknowledging her presence.
"Brad?" He pulled his zipper up as she attempted to tug on his sleeve. He was almost zombie like in his determination to dress himself and leave the cabin.
"Hey, come on don't go away. HEY!! What'd she say to you in there?" She grabbed at his hood as he turned the doorknob forcing him to look back into her eyes.
"Nothing, can I please leave now?" The look on his face was desperate and she didn't want to alienate the damaged jock. She reached around him and opened the door. It was dark out and had started raining again. It was quiet in the living room and the rain could be heard hitting the roof. Chelsea got on her tip toes and gave him a light peck on the cheek.
"Thanks." He paused for a moment looking into the cheerleader's pretty face perhaps searching for something unknown, intangible before pulling his hood over his head and stepping out into the rain.
She watched as the jock walked hunched over out of the yard and across the interstate before closing the door. Patty had weakly stepped out of the bedroom cleaning her face with her t-shirt.
"We could've at least took him home Patty."
"Fuck 'em, we got what we wanted didn't we?" She was still nude and her thin from was testament to the rough sex she'd engaged in for the better part of the afternoon. Chelsea watched from the front window following him with her eyes until he disappeared from sight.
"It's just that; well something could happen to him and-OOOWWW!!" Patty had slapped one of her large butt cheeks.
"Enough with the bullshit, he can't hear you bitch."
"He did have a HUGE FUCKIN' COCK huh?" Chelsea smiled as her friend took her hand.
"Yeah, he nearly killed me with that thing. I told you the good cop, bad cop routine works every time." Both girls laughed.
"Yeah, you're right. Say, what do you think really happened to that poor guy? " The tall brunette was genuinely puzzled.
"Who cares? But it worked out for us didn't it? Red treated us like shit and we got ours anyway girlfriend. "Patty chaffed at the memory of the harsh treatment she'd received during Brad's gangbang and how she'd been chased from the head cheerleader's home at gunpoint.
"You think she'll find out?"
"Whatever they did to him fucked him up REAL good; Brad ain't talking about this EVER! Come on baby, let's get cleaned up." The thin blonde took her friend's hand in hers and they shared a quick passionate kiss before going off to the shower to wash the dried up cum from their bodies.
"You know Chelsea; I could see myself running the squad someday."
"You'd better not let Melissa hear you saying that." The shower was standing room only and the girls were mashed in closely together as Patty reached around her friend and turned on the water.
The girls would spend the rest of the evening cuddling and enjoying one another's company as best friends and lovers.
*****
Brad stood in front of the door knocking and was shocked when Sheriff Reed answered. He was immediately wary of the tall beefy man who shared his daughter's red hair and mean streak. He was in uniform and Brad recalled that he'd never really seen the angry looking man out of uniform.
"Is Red here sir?" He was afraid knowing that the sheriff had never approved of their relationship but chancing a late visit to her house anyway.
"She's not here boy, Melissa's gone to church."
"Thank you sir, could you tell her I came by?" The sheriff had already slammed the door before he'd completed his sentence.
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"ANGIE!!" Her aunt screamed from the living room as she rummaged through her purse for her car keys. She'd only gotten a little under four hours of sleep after stopping by her boyfriend's apartment before going home. Louis had been begging her for sex for about a week and she'd finally relented even though the couple had ending up fighting when he'd asked her to fuck doggystyle. Conception felt that it was unnatural to have sex in that manner even though she had relented a few times in the past and let her boyfriend have her that way a couple of times. Louis was a certified "Ass-Man" and he was always trying to grope and slap her blocky looking butt.
It was the one thing she hated about herself on her otherwise perfect average sized body and she didn't like him drawing attention to it by always slapping and touching it. She'd come home in the wee hours of the morning and had a night cap before passing out on the couch from a combination of exhaustion and emotional weariness.
"ANGIE!!" Her chubby niece finally emerged from her room wrapped in her old hand-me-down flowered house coat.
"Buena's Dias Tia." The cute, cherubic girl wiped the sleep from her eyes as her aunt detailed some extra chores for her to do. She was tasked with doing her Cousin Brenda's laundry and cleaning her room as well. The chubby girl simply nodded in acknowledgement of her aunt's demands and weakly smiled as she watched her exit the house for church half dragging her sad looking cousin along. Angie cracked a smile noticing Brenda's prominent limp.
"She's so fucking pathetic." Thought Angie noting that the petite girl couldn't satisfy either of her men and the fact that in less than twenty-four hours after finding out how little her favorite cousin thought of her, she'd fucked with both of the guys in her cousin's life and had them literally begging for more.
She'd been amused at Jose's weak protests as she deep throated his average sized cock and the shocked look on his face as she worked him expertly into a huge orgasm all over her cute little face. His eyes were as wide as saucers prompting her to simply leave that field house to keep him guessing. It had worked like a charm and although she hadn't planned on it, a few hours later her cousin's other guy had found himself with a wealth of her huge butt fucking away at it like a wild man.
He hadn't even tried to give her any foreplay shoving his long cock deep up her asshole and trying (vainly) to fuck her through the wall into her cousin's room. She liked his enthusiasm as many of the times she'd had sex in the past, men always seemed to be so gentle with her. Angie didn't know if it was because of her soft spoken nature or because they were just lame, dead fucks. The cuddly BBW liked to be taken hard and pounded. Cesar had definitely become "Sprung" begging her for her number and asking her to be his girl within seconds of busting a load all over her massive ass.
She'd keep him guessing too and willing to do whatever she wanted in order to get some more of her donk.
"Fucking lazy bitches." Angie padded around the house and noticed half eaten plates of food on the kitchen table. She immediately noticed there were only two plates on the dining room table. She chalked it up to being an oversight on the part of her aunt who had never been antagonistic to her before. The chubby teen then proceeded to make her a five star breakfast. She had just begun mixing up a few omelets when there was a knock at the door.
Angie peered out of the open window over the kitchen sink and saw Louis standing at the front door holding a bouquet of flowers that he'd obviously picked up from a freeway vendor.
"Must have been some fight." Angie mused knowing that her aunt's boyfriend usually brought gifts to the house whenever he'd had some sort of disagreement. Angie kind of liked Louis because his silly antics with her aunt always made her laugh.
Brenda despised the chubby middle-aged man because she claimed he was always staring at her and trying to catch her undressed. Angie knew her cousin was full of shit and loved to make drama in the house all day. She recalled the time Louis had awoken early after pulling a double shift at the restaurant where he working as a manager to take the family to church and accidentally walked in on Brenda in the bathroom. He was wearing a white t-shirt and boxers and her narcissistic cousin had naturally assumed he was trying to get a peek at her rail thin body.
What had followed was the mother of shit storms that fateful Sunday morning as Conception had come running launching a series of slaps and kicks to the poor befuddled man as Brenda joined in getting a few stiff punches to his prominent nose. Louis ended up a bloody mess before the dust had settled and he was allowed to explain that it was all an accident.
After all was said and done, he still had found himself ejected from the home at knife point and was only allowed back into his girlfriend's good graces after taking them on an all-day shopping spree and busting up two of his credit cards for the spoiled women. She found herself feeling sorry for the put upon man and decided to give him a treat. She discarded her robe and folded it over her arm walking to the door in nothing but a blue pair of panties that originally belonged to her much smaller cousin.
"UNCLE LOUIS!!! Good Morning!!" He was startled to see his girlfriend's niece answering the door figuring that she would have still been asleep.
"Good Morning little flower, is your aunt home?" He'd always been nice to her even going so far as to slip her a few bucks every now and then when her aunt wasn't looking. He'd always called her a little flower telling her that one day she would bloom and be the prettiest flower in the garden (Whatever that meant.).
"Sorry, they went to church already. So what'd you do this time uncle?" He wasn't about to tell his girlfriend's niece about her aunt's sexual hang-ups and their fight over a sexual position.
"Don't worry yourself about that, would you like these flowers?"
"WHY THANK YOU UNCLE LOUIS!!!" She purposely jumped from behind the door dropping the tattered robe and giving her aunt's boyfriend a good look at her breasts.
"DIOS MIO!!!" Louis suddenly found himself looking directly at Angie's big C-Cup sized boobs and in the few seconds they were visible, he took in a surprising amount of detail. The full round olive hued globes topped with slightly larger cinnamon tinted areolas and the harsh manner in which her thick nipples stuck out begging to be taken in mouth. Angie made a show of herself by bending over to pick up her robe and causing the poor put upon man to nearly burst his trousers.
As she bent over her panties rode deep into the crack of her butt giving Louis the full moon of her tanned backside and causing him to slightly tremble and perspire at the sight before him. The globes of her huge ass nearly sent him into a fit and he stumbled back down the stoop.
"Tell your aunt, I'll call her later!!" He was half limping to his car trying not to draw attention to his tented pants. He would speed home and jerk off for thirty minutes. Guilt would force him into the nearest Catholic Church where he would be given a record number of Hail Mary's for his sin.
"THANKS FOR THE FLOWERS!!" Angie called after him laughing as she tied her robe back over her generous curves. She had taken approximately three steps away from the door when the doorbell suddenly rang.
It was Jose this time standing on her front stoop and looking admittedly nervous. He kept looking over his shoulder at the other houses in the neighborhood.
"Yeah, what do you what?" She was annoyed at his demeanor feeling that he didn't want to be seen with her.
"Uh, good morning Angie, remember what we talked about?" He was definitely nervous but not for the reasons she believed. He just couldn't stop thinking about her since she'd first walked into the park locker room and literally blew him away with a toe curling blowjob. His night had been restless as he could hardly wait to lose his cherry to the chubby teen cousin of his ex-girlfriend. He'd mostly kept his inexperience to himself and most of his peers were none the wiser that Jose was an out and out virgin. He'd hoped that Brenda would be his first but things had quickly gone south when they'd gone past second base. The manipulative tease had allowed him to finger her until she came shuddering on his hand, but feigned fear and blabbed at him about not cheating "the lord" or some shit like that. Jose had ended up jacking himself while she watched until he wasted his cum all over her bedroom carpet.
The thin teen had barely shown him any flesh and he'd come close to dumping her until he'd been shown the pleasures of dry humping and "thigh fucking." The supposedly shy rail thin teen would sit on his lap tightly sandwiching his cock between her legs and he would get himself off by fucking her legs. Brenda had only let him satisfy himself two times in this manner before nixing the activity altogether.
"Oh, what did we talk about?"
"You know that thing we uh, talked about Angie." He was uncomfortable saying the word "fuck" but the curvy latina wasn't going to let him off that easy.
"Remind me, I've got a really short fucking memory."
"Uh well, you said you wanted to get ...you know?" He leaned against the door frame and smiled peevishly.
"Geez, no wonder my cousin didn't wanna fuck you. You act like a fuckin kid!" she started to slam the door in his face when he quickly reached out to stop it. She could see the look of desperation in his eyes and walked away from the door as he let himself into the living room.
"You've never done it before have you?" Angie always favored the direct approach saying what others were always hesitant to say out of fear or respect for others feelings. She just didn't see the logic in keeping yourself in check and this attitude had caused her grandmother to whip her butt several times before finally becoming exhausted by her stone attitude and shipping her to her cousins.
"No, I haven't ever FUCKED anybody before OKAY ANGIE?!!!" He was confused when he saw the chubby olive hued girl grinning at him figuring she would laugh in his face.
"So, if we fuck, I'll be taking your cherry right? You're not lying to me are you?"
"Fuck this shit, I always thought you were such a nice person and you just like busting my balls! I knew I was crazy to come over here! Thanks for the fucking awesome blowjob okay?!!" He didn't want to leave but his ego had been insulted and he didn't want her laughing at him because of his inexperience. He was caught off guard as the thick teen grabbed his arm and yanked him up against her lush body. She'd reached around him and grabbed both of his buttocks keeping him locked in her embrace as she gave him a deep soul kiss.
Jose quickly found her tongue in his mouth dueling with his own as he at first tried to keep up with her but soon allowed her to be as aggressive as she wanted. His hands attempted to grab her massive ass cheeks only being able to palm them at the bottom of her spine due to their sheer size. He palmed and rubbed her big ass through the flimsy material starting to pull her robe up so that he could get a look at something he'd only glimpsed when she was walking out of that field house a day earlier. It wasn't the first time he had starred at her backside. He'd remembered taking Brenda and her shy cousin to a street fair.
He remembered buying both girls cotton candy and finding himself watching the easy sway of Angie's extra wide hips. Brenda had momentarily caught him and shoved her elbow into his ribs. He quickly laughed it off when Brenda had asked him if he was a closet chubby chaser telling him to find another girl if he expected her to become a cow like her sloppy pathetic cousin.
That was when Brenda's patented thigh jobs had stopped.
Jose chaffed at the thought that all those times he had begged his girlfriend for sex while she was secretly off fucking some piece of shit gangbanger. His anger spiked causing him to subconsciously dig his nails deeper into the fleshy backside of the curvy fat girl locked in his embrace.
He had her robe pulled high above her waist and generously dug his fingers into the soft pliant excess love handles at her waist. Angie deftly undid his belt and snapped the button on his jeans as she slid down to her knees and slowly drew his boxers down mid-thigh. She quickly engulfed him whole letting his average cock slide to the back of her throat and began humming on his shaft sending waves of pleasure running through his body while she locked her arms around his thighs.
The athletic teen began to work her head along his shaft tickling the underside of his cock with her tongue.
"Shit girl, you're so fucking good." He moaned and looked down to see her looking deeply into his eyes as she worked her pretty cherubic face back and forth on him. He could feel himself tightening up around the thighs, his veins on fire and an almost painful feeling around his balls.
"Fuck, you're going to make me cum Angie." She responded by pushing her face directly into his bush and contracting her throat while digging her nails into his taunt ass cheeks.
"AAAANGIEEEE!!!" Jose grabbed the back of her head and exploded down her throat in three huge bursts which she swallowed without missing a beat. In fact she offered no resistance as he humped her face for a few seconds before remembering himself and quickly releasing the gasping teen.
"I'm so fucking sorry about that."
"Don't apologize for giving a girl a good time you numb nut!!" She undid her robe and let it slide down her arms until it hit the living room carpet. Jose helped the chubby teen to her feet taking advantage of the situation and cupping one of her breasts. He rolled the thick nipple between his fingers watching it grow even fatter than it already was. He brought his lips to that taunt rubbery nipple and took it into his mouth running his tongue over it and the little bumps on her prominent areola.
She let him nurse on her for a few moments before pushing his head away.
"Get naked for me bonito." She watched amused as he kicked off his pants and lost the red t-shirt he'd been wearing to reveal a body that was perfection in her eyes. The boy spent numerous hours working out in the school weight room and running track and other activities. He was a star soccer player for their high school and was sought after by many girls for his smoldering good looks and easy going demeanor.
"Fuck me silly, you look good enough to eat lindo'." She moaned looking at him with unstilted hunger. She softly took him by the hand and led him over to the couch where she parted her thunderous thighs as she sat. She never took her eyes off the teen or his rock hard cock which was sticking out right in her face. Angie flicked her tongue over the fat head of his cock a few times before he clumsily attempted to guide her mouth onto his turgid meat. She pushed his hands away tugging on it and looking up at his well-developed chest.
"Don't you want to get everything right your first time Jose?"
"Yeah."
"Well since I'm going to be your first fuck, I think you should be taught what it is to truly please a woman. Do you want to learn how to "DO IT RIGHT" Jose?" She had been stroking him while she talked causing pre-cum to bubble to the tip of his penis and licked it up to punctuate her words.
"Yeah, please help me Angie." He moaned while she sucked the tip of his cock. She shifted her weight leaning back on the couch and smiling as he drunk in her partial nudity while she raised her large shapely legs in the air.
"Take my panties off." He reached down finding a bit of difficulty as he slid the light blue panties under her massive butt and pulled them free. He noticed the crotch of her underwear was moist and damp with a somewhat sweetly pungent odor emanating from them.
She spread her legs wider than one would think a girl of her size could and crooked her finger at the wide eyed teen in front of her.
"Get on your knees and take a look." He dropped to his knees and took a glance at her snatch. Angie had pronounced puffy looking lips and he curiously ran a single finger along her slit marveling at how wet she was. Some of her fluids leaked along her snatch and before he knew it, his finger had slipped inside. She was so tight on his finger and he pushed further into her exploring, seeking what he did not know. Angie suddenly seized up around him grasping his finger with her sex and he looked up to find her winking at him.
"Push it in and out Jose and be very very careful with your fingernails. You don't want to cut me down there do you?"
"No, I don't ever want to hurt you Angie." She did a double take at his breathless statement before losing her self to his probing finger. He slid his finger slowly in and out of her for a few minutes feeling her rhythmically contracted and releasing his finger to some unknown cadence.
"Add two more fingers, ah fuck... OH SHIT!! Add two more FUCKIN FINGERS lindo'!!" She had begun to slightly move her pelvis in tandem with his intrusion into her tight snatch and he carefully followed her orders taking care with his nails not to hurt her.
"Yeah, good boy Jose. You're a quick learner, you know that papi?"
"Yeah, I guess." He sheepishly grinned at her compliment while he continued to finger her bouncing torso.
"Now I want you to keep being careful and curve just the tips of your two longest fingers up inside me." He followed her direction and hooked his fingers upward barely feeling and touching a strange bumpy ridge which he lightly massaged. This sent the large boned teen into sensual spasms.
"GAAAAWD!! YOU'RE A QUICK LEARNER!!! SHIIIIT!!!" He was surprised when a slight jet of cum shot out of her red, puffy lips and he flinched a little bit making her laugh aloud as she wiped the sweat from her brow.
"Fuck are you doing?!!" He was staring at the oily wetness on his fingers.
"It uh, just caught me off guard okay?"
"No problem, and that's my cum by the way fuck stick. Now you're going to learn how to eat some pussy Jose and before we get started I'm going to do something so don't freak out when you see it okay?"
"What are you gonna do?" He was apprehensive not knowing what to expect when she raised her legs and grasped her ankles. The large five foot eight girl began to pull her massive legs backward until they were folded behind her head.
Angela Delgado was double jointed.
She rarely revealed her hidden talent to guys she hooked up with because a lot of them would freak out when she hooked her muscular calves behind her head. Jose was no exception as he quickly stood up looking down at the strange sight before him.
"Before you fucking ask, being in this position doesn't hurt me and don't fucking freak on me lindo' okay?"
"Alright." He still looked rattled as she motioned for him to get on his knees in his former position. Jose found himself watching intently as she spread the thick lips of her cunt apart so that he could get a look deep inside her snatch. The athletic teen was still slightly jarred by the sight of her reaching over the back of her folded thighs to hold open her delicate flower for his viewing pleasure.
"Lick it Jose."
"What?"
"Lick my got-damn pussy alright?" He looked unsure but found the courage to bring his face close to her splayed open canal. Her odor was not unpleasant being partially sweet smelling yet pungent and musky.
"If you want a girl to REALLY like you Jose, you've got to eat their pussy and do a good fucking job. I pulled my legs back so that I could help you LEARN how to do it right." Her condescending attitude was getting to him a little bit but he was still rock hard as he leaned forward until his nose was nearly touching her cunt.



"Think of it as pulling a Band-Aid off kid, just get in there and commit." She sounded glib even though he was secretly pissing her off with his reluctance to take care of her properly. He quickly ran the flat side of his tongue right over her gaped cunt taking in a large quantity of her juices which he quickly swallowed coughing loudly.
"There you go baby, now that wasn't so bad was it?" He didn't respond choosing to continue licking the puffy lips of her cunt eventually prying it open with his thumbs and sticking his tongue inside. She moaned as he licked along the grooves just inside of her and squirmed a bit. He was heartened at her response and gingerly placed his hands on the undersides of her thick thighs and began sucking on her for all he was worth.
"That's real FUCKING GOOD work you're doing there MI' CORAZON!!" His tongue was scooping deep inside of her and she tapped him on the forehead stopping him for a second as she reached over pulling her lips apart to expose her prominent clit.
"You need to really lick this to PROPERLY make a girl cum." He immediately started swirling his tongue on her button nearly making her scream until she finally squirted her thickest stream yet right onto his tongue and the lower half of his face. He continued working her clit until she was forced to push him away.
"Did I do something wrong?"
"Fuck no papi'." She slowly unclasped her legs from behind her head and sat up giving him a deep kiss. Her hand found his cock and began working it softly until it was so hard veins were visible on its surface.
"Do you have a condom?"
"No." He looked worried that his honest admission might be the end of the most wonderful morning in his young life.
"Don't worry, go into your girlfriend's room and look in the small bedside table. You'll find everything you need." He went to the bedroom he knew so well with its tan walls lined with various stuffed animals and other swag the spoiled Latina had received from various wannabe boyfriends and admirers. He was shocked to find two large boxes of magnum condoms in the bottom dresser drawer. One of the boxes was half empty and he felt a swell of emotion.
"Fuckin puta'...perra trampa!!"He thought about all the times Brenda had talked about abstinence and waiting for the "right time."
A large framed photo of Brenda and Jose as a couple was the centerpiece of her make-up laden dresser and he stopped to momentarily reflect on his actions. He picked up the large framed picture staring intently at it.
"Take the picture out of the frame." Angie was at the doorway looking at the pitiful love sickened teen.
"Why?"
"Just do it asshole." She moved an errant strand of her dark hair behind her ear as she watched him remove the photo to find an exact duplicate of her cousin Brenda and Cesar the Cholo.
"FUCKING BRUJA'!!!" Tears were beginning to well up in his eyes as he looked over at his ex-girlfriend's chubby cousin who was looking at him with a blank expression.
"Now do you see why I gave you that blowjob?"
"What are you getting out of all this-betrayal?" He was starting to realize how cold hearted Angie could be and it gave him pause.
"She betrayed me first nino bonito. That little cunt never loved anybody a day in her fuckin life and you're gonna shit on me for showing you the truth when I'm the only puta that's ever been straight up honest with you? Now ain't that all about a bitch?"
"So I'm just your revenge?"
"What do you care? Don't you want some pussy or not?" She sounded agitated and noticed that he was looking at her nude body transfixed. His cock was standing straight out in front of him ready for action. She entered the bedroom and softly grabbed his wrists dragging him down on top of her in her cousin's bed no less. Jose just let himself go following this angry fat teen to the lush mattress beneath them.
"Grab two of those condoms." He snatched up the yellow foiled squares dropping them into her chubby palm and was surprised when she dropped them onto the bed beside her prone figure.
"Everybody's first time should be bare back." She cooed into his ear following her words with a light flick of her tongue inside his ear. The sensation of her kissing and sucking on his earlobe sent a shock directly to his cock making it even harder and causing it to press against her sex.
"Voy a ser tu primer nino bonito." The very tip of his cockhead had slipped inside becoming saturated with her running juices. Her sex felt almost white hot as he looked down watching more of himself enter her body and stopping just after the top of his penis was completely inside.
"No hay vuelta atras ahora bebe." He felt her hands cupping his buttocks, helping him forward.
"Jose, baby boy...Listen to me now. I want you to shove your cock into me as hard as you can. Shove it in until you hit something inside and then try to push even harder."
"Uh, okay Angie." Her muscular calves locked into the small of his back as she wrapped her arms around his back. He could feel the strength, the power in her body as he was locked in her embrace and he became one with it and her. He clenched his muscular calves and feet into the flowered sheets of his girlfriend's bed edging Angie's large soft bottom partially into the air poised to slam himself down into her body.
"Any day now." No matter how many times he heard her speak in this abrasive manner, he still couldn't get used to it. Jose had always known the cute chubby unassuming girl underneath him to be sweet, innocent and timid around people.
In little under twenty-four hours everything he'd known about his former girlfriend and her shy cousin had been turned on its head.
Brenda wasn't the nice girl who attended church multiple times a week and was saving herself for marriage.
Angie Delgado wasn't some extremely shy, nearly mute, fat girl who always deferred to the wishes of her smaller and nearly rail thin cousin.
They were both whores in his virgin eyes.
Jose slammed his prick home as deep into her cunt as he could go until his balls slapped up against her wide butt. For her part, the curvy fat girl let out a slight gasp as the athletic teen began to pound into her with wild abandon three parts lust and the rest pure rage at having been made to look like a clueless idiot. After a few moments he realized that she was helping him out with her powerful legs pumping him into her accepting body.
"Joder me boy derecha bastante." She cooed into his ear as she slightly tensed her legs into the small of his back building up a rhythm with his invading cock. She felt so hot and tight around his length and the way she seemed to be purposely contracting her soaked box around him was sending jolts of electricity coursing through his lower body.
In short his lips found hers as they fucked in earnest and waves of emotion began to overcome him towards this curvy fat girl who'd turned his life upside down. Their mouths merged in unison as their tongues wrestled energetically while she made sensual breathless sighs which each stroke into her body. He broke the extended kiss to prop himself up on his hands in a push up position and watched intently as his cock pumped into her body. He looked up after a few moments to find her watching too.
"Si' esto esta' sucediendo realmente." She panted reaffirming him that he really was there in his ex-girlfriend's bed losing his virginity as she cupped her hand at the base of his skull drawing him in for a deep sensual kiss.
She reached down and ran three fingers over the part of his veiny shaft massaging it and making him moan as she pulled it free of her cunt. She put a single finger to his lips to silence the surprised jock and began methodically rolling both a condom onto his soaked prick.
Angie smiled up at him as she tore open the second wrapper and placed the condom in her mouth puzzling Jose. She stroked his cock for a few seconds before taking him whole into her mouth while simultaneously rolling the second condom onto him.
He marveled as she nimbly raised a leg over his head and got on both knees with her massive butt on full display. She laid her torso flat on the bed and spread her legs wider giving Jose a visual thrill that would be burned in his mind for the rest of his life.
"Hazme tu perra." She instructed as his trembling hands dug into the tender flesh of her wide hips.
Jose drove his cock deep into her snatch meeting little to no resistance in the dripping tightness of her virtue and began fucking the chubby teen silly. He marveled at the motion ripples across the wide expanse of her olive hued backside and the slight tan lines left by her underwear. His greedy hands pushed her buttocks together creating a lush nearly mountainous rear cleavage.
"F-FFUUUUUCK!!!" Angie screamed as he dug his nails further into her hips. He had no words for her as it was taking everything he had just to keep up with teen.
"PULL MY FUCKING HAIR!!" She yelled and he obliged digging his fingers into her brunette mane.
"Voy Angie!! Ya Voy!!!" His thighs had seized up and it felt like all of the blood in his body was running a sprint to his rock- hard burning cock. He got up on his haunches behind Angie and roughly shoved her onto her belly as he began shooting his load in several strong bursts deep into her tight abused cunt. He gave her three hard pounds to empty his cock before rolling over onto his back breathing heavily.
They laid there for moments gathering their strength and chuckling, both of the teens were truly satisfied.
"How do you feel Jose?" He noticed that she had a kind of glazed over look in her eyes and didn't know how to answer her question. He was truly happy at having lost his virginity but felt that Angie only wanted to gloat.
Suddenly there was loud knocking on the front door jarring both of the teens who quickly scrambled into the living room to retrieve their clothing. Angie pulled the robe around her naked body and looked out of the front room window to find Cesar frantically knocking on her door.
"Who is it Angie?" He had pulled his jeans on forgetting his underwear as she turned to him with a weird smile on her face and one finger at the corner of her mouth.
"Look, I really don't want you to freak, but it's that fuckin Cholo that Brenda's been screwing behind your back."
Before she could react the shirtless athlete had shoved her to the side and snatched the door open to sucker punch his rival. Cesar tumbled down the stoop with Jose jumping after him and attempting to put the boots to the thug. In short order a huge fight began in front of Angie's home as the teens pummeled each other.
She laughed at the sight before her before going back into her living room knocking over the coffee table and a few other things. She smashed a couple of vases before going into her cousin's room and wreaking havoc on the furniture there laughing all the while. Then she haphazardly tied her robe together and ran outside with one of her boobs hanging out and weakly tried to come in between the fighting teens.
"ST-STOP IT!! STOP FUCKING AROUND!!!" She viciously shoved Jose in the chest with both of her hands nearly toppling him onto the ground and elbowed Cesar back in one motion.
"HEY WHAT THE FUCK ANGIE?!!" Jose was shocked and hurt that she would seemingly take the thug's side.
"Look Jose, you don't understand." She explained while holding the thug off.
"FUCK YOU DOING WITH MY WOMAN?!!" Cesar yelled looking at the shirtless bloodied athlete in front of him. Both teens had taken considerable facial damage in their brawl and police cars could be heard approaching in the distance.
"WHAT THE FUCK?!! YOU'RE FUCKING BOTH OF THESE PUTAS EH CHOLO?!!" Jose was instantly blown away by the revelation.
"Usted puede tener la perra flaca uno atras. Me dieron esta gran culo bajo contrato. Lo que, vas a llorar?" Cesar taunted feeling a surge at his rival's apparent confusion. Jose looked at Angie fighting back tears realizing that she had also fucked the thug.
"Fuck you Angie." He walked off shirtless to his car and drove off.
Angie betrayed no emotion stuffing her boob back into her robe and casually taking note of the crowd that had slowly gathered. She walked up the stairs towards her home followed b y a nearly hysterical Cesar before shoving him off her stairs and slamming the door in his face. The thug beat a hasty retreat but not before enduring some questions from an arriving patrol car.
Brenda and her mother would arrive home hours later to find their house trashed and hear Angie's fabricated story about how Jose had come over looking to reconcile with Brenda and ended up fighting Cesar who'd also showed up and how they'd torn up the house with their wild brawl.
Brenda ended up being scolded by her mother for having multiple boyfriends as Angie completed her chores.
Later that night, Brenda would find the full used condom tied up with a knot inside the open box of condoms in her bedside table.
Angie Delgado had struck again and she wasn't finished with her cousin.
...to be continued.
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"What's up?" Leslie was perplexed as she walked through the unlocked door into April's living room and discovered her two friends working on a virginal looking white dress. It was very conservative and floor length with long sleeves ending in a sort of faux feathery looking cuff. The material was sheer and see-through.
"We just wanted your help with this dress." April glibly replied smiling that now familiar unbalanced grin full of teeth at the slightly confused cheerleader.
"I thought we were hanging out tonight Red and you called me over to help with a dress fitting." Red had a sort of detached bored expression on her face. This had become the norm since they had all unwittingly ruined the life of her boyfriend Brad Tucker. Red had seemingly lost her taste for mischief opting out of a number of social activities with the new trio of bitches she had created as a social experiment.
"Just put it on bitch." The red head snarled partially startling her best friend as April gingerly removed the garment from the antique mannequin presenting it to her.
"This is gonna be so awesome Leslie. You're really gonna love this." April had gotten comfortable in her role as the third of the new evil trio enjoying her new blond locks which were braided around her spherical head and wearing a Von Dutch t-shirt and cut-off jean shorts. The bottoms of her partially reddened cheeks were exposed and Leslie had no idea what had occurred before she'd come over.
Earlier that day April had goaded Red into spanking her with a large wooden spoon for an hour and awarding her with a feast on the cheerleader's snatch. April intimately enjoyed fellating the red head that had formerly made her life a living hell and had eventually mastered her body's secrets and knew all the intricacies to give her lover screaming orgasms whenever they hooked up. She liked to continuously work Red over with her mouth and fingers until she received a hard slap to the face. The girls had worked this out beforehand as a form of "safe word" between them whenever they engaged in rough play together.
"Where can I change into this?" Leslie held the garment in front of her body looking at it with a cautious expression.
"Well, what's wrong with right here?" April laughed knowing the conservative nature of the buxom brunette.
"Eeeww, you're nasty bitch. You just wanna check out my tits." Leslie knew of the girl's sexual activities together and hid her disapproval most of the time out of fear of Red. It had been not too long ago that she'd reluctantly "experimented" with her best friend, their actions leading into the eventual assault, rape and humiliation of Humbert Jenkins.
"Stop stalling Leslie, put the fuckin dress on." Red was giving her that patented evil stare and the stacked brunette sucked it up and pulled the loose fitting top over her head and tossed it on the couch to stand before her peers in a specially made minimizer nude-colored brassiere. She started to pull the garment over her head when April sighed loudly and looked over at Red.
"Loose the bra Les, it was made to go without any underwear." Red gave her friend a challenging grin that was intended as a warning and simultaneous dare. The confusion continued to mount in the cheerleader as she slowly removed her bra while keeping the dress in front of her at all times. She had a bit of difficulty getting the sheer frock over her shoulder length highlighted brown hair finally pulling it into place. She was surprised at the snug, almost skin tight feel of the light material and alarmed that her large breasts were plainly visible.
"See, I told you Red!! She looks fucking delicious!!" Red openly groaned at the glee of the chubby blonde before addressing her friend.
"Loose the leggings too."
"What?!!" Leslie was definitely getting all kinds of warning signals even while instantaneously rolling the navy blue tights down her thick thighs and shapely calves. She had gone "commando" never knowing that hours later she would be doffing her pants in front of her best friend and her friend's lover. She kicked the leggings across the living room floor finally on display in the dress. The fabric was indeed sheer enough that she felt a slight breeze from a nearby open window. The embarrassed teen felt truly nude in front of her peers.
"Wow you look so, uh virginal. Like a perfect fucking sacrifice of innocence." April commented absentmindedly cupping one of her massive boobs while she ogled the visibly unnerved teen.
"We can put some flowers in her hair, uh no...a wreath of flowers around her head to make it all complete." The chubby blonde was talking to herself enchanted by a mental picture dancing around in her seemingly addled skull.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON HERE!!" Leslie wanted some answers and God be damned if she wasn't going to get them from her best friend.
Red didn't respond verbally only nodding over at April drawing the beautiful teen's eyes to her overweight lover.
"It's your gangbang dress Leslie." April deadpanned looking the brunette directly in the eyes as smile drained from her face.
"WHAT?!!-WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT?!!" Her anger and intolerance began to bubble to the top as she found herself looking at the palm of April's hand.
"Me and Melissa been talking and we've decided that we're tired of your shit. We're tired of you-RIDING OUR FUCKIN COATTAILS BITCH!!" The rage was palpable in April's voice and it seemed that she could no longer contain herself in the cheerleader's presence.
"FUCK YOU FLABBY ASS CUNT!!" Leslie countered looking back and forth between Red and the chubby girl suddenly yelling at her.
"RED, YOU'RE JUST GONNA LET THIS BITCH TALK TO ME LIKE THIS?!! I THOUGHT YOU WERE MY FUCKIN BFF!!" Red was trembling as she raised her hands to her temple rubbing her throbbing head.
"I thought you were my friend Les...BUT YOU FUCKED UP BIG TIME WHORE!!"
"Is this about Humbert?" Realization had slowly begun to creep up on her as she stared at the agitated women in front of her. April slapped her palms to her head and motioned towards Red with outstretched hands.
"You used my fucking name to blackmail that piece of shit Leslie. Did you think I forgot about that you clueless idiot? I told you to leave him alone so that what we did would go away quietly but NOOOOO!! You just had to go back and RAPE HIM AGAIN DIDN'T YOU?!!"
"HE'S NOT GONNA TALK RED!! I TOLD YOU WE HAVE THIS-!!"
"Connection right, I totally get it bitch. You've been telling me for weeks about how this skinny little geek loves having his corn hole violently stuffed full and I've had the distinct displeasure of listening to your sick fucking obsession with this nobody."
"But Red, you don't understand what Humbert and I have ...its special."
"And we're just asking you to PROVE it BITCH. That's all Leslie. We want to see if it's really true and all you gotta do is get him over here and fuck his ass in front of us. Make us BELIEVE IT Leslie, or you're gonna have to pay the fucking piper whore." Red's tone and intent were crystal clear sending a chill down her spine. Leslie had never been the focal point of her friend's boundless rage and it genuinely frightened her.
"Fuck Leslie, you can end all this right now and call Humbert over here for an epic ass fucking. Would you like to use my phone bitch?" April offered her small pink mobile phone to the petrified brunette.
"Red, we're BEST-FRIENDS!" She cried out in a pleading tone.
"Ask me why we made the dress Leslie. Come on bitch, ask me!!" April seemed to be getting hyper animated.
Leslie didn't respond to April and continued looking into her friend's eyes for anything familiar and finding nothing.
"We wanted you to have something nice when you lose that oh-so fucking precious virginity of yours Leslie." The chubby blonde licked her lips at the thought of watching the haughty brunette being violated.
"You told her?!!" Leslie couldn't believe her secret had been revealed by Red. She had sworn her confidant to complete and utter secrecy during a sleepover one night after being prodded continuously by the redhead about her sexual exploits of which there were none and the compelling reason for her chaste state. The revelation of her physical innocence had led the jaded redhead to push her friend's boundaries repeatedly resulting in Leslie's addiction to a sex toy which led ultimately to her current obsession with pegging Humbert.
It had been a Pandora's Box opened never to be closed again when Leslie had experienced her first screaming orgasm so long ago on Red's bathroom floor during that sleepover. That experience had increased a thousand fold when she'd decided to participate in a sick social experiment and rape one of their male classmates with a strap-on. The intense sensation she'd received had sent her over the edge to the point of no return and she'd convinced herself that the nerd she'd violated felt the same way.
Deep down, she wasn't so sure anymore.
"You have until Friday when the final bell rings." She had begun trembling when she'd realized that she was apparently on the outs with her best friend.
"Red-Melissa, come on now. You can't really be serious about this? We're girls, you and me. Best Friends Forever right?"
"You know Les; I have changed my mind. I really don't want to spend a year doling out portions of your PATHETIC ASS to losers around Maplewood High, so I kind of figured that we could just get it all out of the way at once. Know what I'm talking about bitch." Her blood ran cold when Red flashed her smile.
"WHAT?!!" Leslie felt weak in the knees and backed away from the grinning duo getting their meaning before they were even put into words.
"ONE BIG FUCKING EXTRAVAGANZA!! You should see the mother fucking talent we've got lined up girlfriend. The list is PHENOMINAL!!" April had her arms outstretched symbolizing the number of men that had been lined up to deflower her.
"NO!!"
"Leslie my chaste friend, they're coming out of the woodwork for a slice of your fat ass!! We should sell tickets on the real! I could probably pay for college with that shit." Red started laughing along with April as she nearly pissed herself.
"NOOOOOO!!" Leslie quickly ran from the house nearly falling down the wooden steps in the process.
************************************************************
Maplewood High was abuzz with the revelation of the apparent break-up of Red and Leslie's friendship. The girls as a collective had ruled the school with an iron fist, acted with impunity and routinely got away with murder. It was known that Red had put Leslie in a social "time-out" and forbid any of the other squad members from associating with her for the rest of the week.
The head cheerleader was definitely sending her former friend a message. Leslie had tried to weather the drama for the first two days of the week before the isolation started driving her slowly up the wall.
Some other girls beneath her former social circle had been amiable with the attractive brunette attempting to start a new "sewing circle" but Leslie blew them off chaffing at their pathetic attempts to use her.
"Jackson."
"Here." A teen raised his hand in the back of the class.
"McAllister."
"Here." A chunky brunette raised her hand to answer her teacher.
"Reed." The head cheerleader raised her hand with a smile. She had begun sitting towards the front of the class since her split with Leslie.
"Jenkins." There was no answer. Mr. West looked up after calling Humbert's name two more times before marking him absent. Leslie was worried because only Humbert could get her out of this shit predicament.
But the lanky nerd was missing and hadn't been seen for three weeks since she'd last "had sex" with him at his house. She'd wanted to drop by his place and see if he was okay, but didn't want to chance it after Red's reaction to her second tryst with Humbert. Leslie had kept her secrets to herself, but she had been masturbating a lot more frequently since fucking the nerd a second time.
"Hey Les, what's your deal?" It was Patty and she immediately knew that the politicking blonde was playing both sides of the fence in case Leslie came out on top in the current feud.
"What are you doing talking to me? Isn't that against Red's law or something?"
"Come on Leslie, just throwing you a sympathetic ear is all." Patty tried to look earnest.
"What the fuck do you want?"
"The girls, the squad and I think this "thing" you got going on with Melissa is kind of making us look weak. We just want it to be over is all. Just give her whatever she wants so things can get back to normal."
"You don't have a fucking clue what's going on do you?"
"Look, the girls and I are just trying to help." Leslie almost laughed in the thin teen's face. Her primitive fishing for information was almost adorable.
"Unless you can pull Humbert Jenkins out of your ass, there's nothing you've got that can help me out with Red." She casually turned and walked away.
"Humbert? What do you want with that geek anyway? I've seen him and he just creeps me the fuck out." Leslie's eyes had widened at the mention of his name as she turned smiling to her new subordinate.
"You've seen him?"
"Yeah, he's got a locker near the gymnasium and he's a total freak of nature, all Emo and shit." Patty was genuinely befuddled why Leslie would need to find Humbert.
"Show me." Leslie draped her arm around the petite teen's shoulders and plied her with a few compliments.
*************************************************************
Humbert knew his time was running out. He'd cut U.S. History class for the last three weeks to avoid seeing Leslie. The shapely cheerleader had haunted his nightmares for far too long and he'd been suffering continuously due to his damaged rectum. After the last rape, his anus had not fully recovered and the poor teen had been left with a noticeable gape. He still occasionally spotted blood in his underwear and after a few too many questions from his concerned mother had taken to using the butt plug for practicality.
He didn't know how to come clean to his parents and his polar opposite father would never understand him being forced into anal sex by two girls. After Leslie had taken him that second time, something had died inside of him and begun to fester. He no longer took pleasure in simple things like comics or his X-Box. He started to hate the numerous action figures and toys that adorned his shelves.
Somewhere in the back of his mind, Humbert knew that his beautiful monster would never leave him alone and that he would have to find a way to escape her gaze. He'd started seeing her everywhere he went whether she was there or not.
He'd flung a soft drink at some unfortunate girl at a convenience store and received a sound beating from the frightened girl's cousin after mistaking her for the cheerleader. Luckily the owner of the store had saved him before any serious damage could be done.
Somewhere along the line Humbert had decided to avoid his problems by hiding, but the beating he took that day had made him...angry.
He paid off Casey, one of his friends to switch lockers with him giving the fellow nerd two hundred dollars of money he'd saved up for San Diego Comic Con. Gone were the brightly colored t-shirts and cargo shorts in favor of hoodies and baggy jeans. The nerd kept to himself and ditched the two classes he shared with Leslie. He just kept telling himself that he would find a way to make up all the work he'd missed later when he found a way out of his situation with Leslie.
The nerd packed his own lunch and usually ate under the bleachers in the gymnasium or in study hall.
He'd been called to the office where his counselor Mrs. English had questioned him extensively about cutting class and notified him that his parents would be informed of his activities after he'd been less than responsive.
Humbert had nearly flipped her off when she'd spoke of telling his parents but had quietly trudged off to his locker to retrieve his books.
"Hey sexy, you miss me?" He was suddenly slapped hard on his rear end jolting the butt plug in his ass.
Leslie was suddenly staring him right in the eyes as she ran her fingers through her long brown highlighted locks pushing her hair to the side exposing an ear. It was only moments but his eyes took in every familiar detail of her stunning hourglass figure wrapped in a light blue form fitting dress to her wedge heels and the meticulously painted toenails of her small feet.
"This where you been hiding Hum-Bert? Look, we need to talk." She was excited to see him after weeks of desperate longing and wondering what had happened to her crush. She was not prepared for what happened next.
Humbert hocked and spit a loogie right into the statuesque cheerleader's face.
Before she could react, the nerd bolted into the adjoining gym as several onlookers watched Leslie touching her face in complete shock. Some jocks from the football team were present and took immediate umbrage at the order of events.
"HEY, YOU SEE WHAT THAT FUCKIN NERD DID TO LESLIE?!!" One roided out jock yelled to two of his teammates.
"THAT'S FUCKED UP!! LET'S GET THAT LITTLE SHIT!!" Humbert suddenly found himself being chased by three of the biggest assholes on campus and he didn't miss a beat hitting the fire exit and setting off the alarms as he ran into the parking lot.
"DON'T HURT 'EM!! I NEED THAT FUCKER!!" Leslie yelled after the jocks running behind them as well before tripping and losing one of her shoes.
Humbert was about ten feet in front of the jocks running for his life while dragging a backpack full of heavy literature books which were falling from his pack onto the parking lot asphalt. A few gym teachers had run out of the fire exit and watched Humbert leap into the air onto one of the perimeter fences topped with barbed wire and attempt to flip headfirst to the other side.
One of the jocks had leaped onto the fence and snagged Humbert's hoodie nearly hanging the teen in his own clothing. The other jocks were quickly on the fence struggling to pull him back over when the resourceful nerd yanked his zipper down sliding out of his jacket onto the other side and landing on his feet.
He quickly disappeared into the brush on his side of the fence. None of the jocks followed figuring he was a lost cause. Leslie walked into the parking lot dabbing the spittle from her face with some sycophant's handkerchief and looking down at Humbert's discarded books.
"It ain't gonna be that easy after all." She picked up his U.S. History book while some of the winded jocks gathered around trying to catch her favor figuring chasing Humbert had given them a chance with the stacked brunette.
*************************************************************
Humbert had run through the brush and lost his footing rolling down a hill and nearly into the street. He would continue running for five more blocks before hopping onto the bus. He wouldn't feel safe until he was miles from school and walking up the block to his home at the end of the cul-de-sac.
He'd replayed his actions over and over again from spitting in Leslie's face to his daring escape from the idiot jocks that worshipped the ground she walked on. He felt good for a few moments before realizing that he'd have to return to school the following day.



"YOU'RE LATE BOY!!" His heart nearly jumped out of his mouth until he realized his father Harry was in the open garage working on the family car.
"Uh, really sorry dad. I was taking care of a few things. Didn't mean to be late." Harry was a few inches shorter than his son and stocky. He'd begun balding at an early age and what was left was graying along with the profuse hair covering his body. He almost resembled a Neanderthal with his low brow and thick eyebrows. Humbert was his complete polar opposite and didn't take after him at all.
Harry was hard on the boy feeling that he was too weak sometimes and he secretly wondered if Humbert was even his considering that they were nothing alike.
"Those "things" you're talking about, wouldn't have to do with some pissed off football players chasing you home would it?" He was at a loss for words figuring the school must have called.
"Dad, I can explain everything. It wasn't my fault."
"Don't worry about it sport, we can hash it out later." Humbert was surprised as his father patted his head with one of his large mitt-like hands.
"Really?"
"Yeah, besides your friend already explained everything to your mother and me." His dad flashed him an uncharacteristic grin.
"Friend?!!" Humbert's blood ran cold as he suddenly bolted up the stairs and into his home.
"Well look whose home!! Go upstairs and wash up darling. Dinner will be ready in a few minutes once your friend finishes rolling the crab cakes." He looked beyond his doting mother to the horror currently in his kitchen rolling meat on a cutting board.
"WHAT-ARE YOU DOING HERE?!!" Leslie didn't miss a beat turning and flashing him a million dollar smile while placing the meat in a skillet on the kitchen stove.
"HUMBERT!! Mind your manners!! Your friend brought your books home and this is how you greet her?!!" His mother's words went in one ear and out the other as he stared across the room at Leslie believing her truly insane to have invaded his home.
"It's okay Mrs. Jenkins, Humbert just forgot about that project we're working on together for U.S. History." Leslie was in full charm mode and his parents were buying it hook, line and sinker. His father was probably just happy to get a look at the stacked cheerleader in her form fitting designer clothes which strained to contain her curves.
Humbert felt a twinge of disgust at the site of his father who was nearly drooling over his rapist while she recounted a fabricated story about how he'd saved her from the same jocks that had chased him earlier and how she was grateful enough to return his lost books. His mother had even forced him to apologize to Leslie who continued her "good girl" act.
What could he do? Tell his parents about the multiple times this woman had fucked him up the ass with a strap-on? His parents would never look at him the same way if they believed him and his father would probably chalk it up to him not being manly enough to fight off two girls.
He felt trapped.
"Shouldn't you be getting home Leslie?" He asked after dinner was finished and Leslie was even going so far as to help with the dishes.
"Humbert, watch your tone young man! What's gotten into you tonight?" His mother was starting to piss him off in her ignorance.
"Oh its okay Mrs. Jenkins, we always talk to each other like that and I really should be going after all. Humbert, can I talk to you in private for a few minutes?"
"Nope, sorry I have to uh do my homework and get ready for bed sorry." He had already started ascending the stairway up to his room when his father yelled at him in frustration.
"WATCH YOURSELF BOY!! Your mother and I taught you better than that!! Leslie you can go on up with him." Leslie smiled and flashed a quick wink at his father when his mother wasn't looking of course.
"Just for ten minutes alright? We don't want you to get the wrong idea about our household Leslie." His mother added as she shot her roguish husband an irritated look.
"It's okay Mrs. Jenkins; I'll just need five minutes." Leslie assured her.
She quickly bounded up the stairs and shoved the lanky nerd into his room causing him to slam his shoulder against the door frame. Once they were inside she took a quick glance around noticing the changes made to the room since she had last been there.
"Different, I didn't mind it the way it was before. It had this kind of quaint dorky charm to it."
"What do you want Leslie?"
"I just wanted to repay you in kind." She suddenly slapped him hard across the face rocking his head to one side.
"Tomorrow morning we are going to have a talk. You better be available asshole." Before he could even respond, she had turned on her heel and quickly exited his room.
He reached under his pillow pulling out a large kitchen knife that he'd recently begun sleeping with to ease his nerves. His heart was thumping in his chest as he worried when the next shoe would drop. He heard her exchanging more pleasantries with his parents before she left his house followed by a minor quarrel between his parents.
Moments later his father walked into his room barely giving him enough time to hide the knife back under his pillow.
"Hey son, you tapping that right?" His father's vulgarity offended his sensibilities as his father sat on the bed beside him.
"Dad please."
"Come on boy, give me something! That girl is straight off Sports Illustrated son! Just tell me if her quim is as tight as a vise." The middle aged man was grinning showing yellowed teeth from decades of smoking.
"I wouldn't know, she likes it in the ass." His father started laughing loudly and gave his son a few playful punches to the shoulder before leaving the room to hopefully get a piece from his annoyed wife.
Humbert curled up in a fetal position with his knife and finally dozed at three in the morning dreading what the following day would have to offer.
*************************************************************
The following morning Humbert had to be pried from bed by his mother and even though he initially claimed to be sick, he quickly found himself be chauffeured to school by his father. Along the way he had been nearly interrogated by his disingenuous parent about details of his supposed relationship with Leslie and he had given vague answers to get his prying father off his case. He was heavily annoyed as Harry launched into some of his own high school exploits and talking about how he'd never had anything as fine as Leslie finally admonishing his geeky son for treating Leslie badly.
"Don't drop the ball sport." His father had advised before driving off and Humbert found himself flipping off the Oldsmobile as it pulled off. His father had never driven him to school before and he chaffed that he was being shown so much renewed interest because of some bitch that had assaulted him.
Leslie didn't keep him waiting as he found her leaning against his locker thumbing through a comic book he recognized as his own. He noticed his locker was slightly ajar and his belongings on the inside disturbed.
"Oh you're a petty criminal too, WONDERFUL." He stopped just five feet short refusing to even look her in the eye.
"You're so funny now let's get down to business." She crooked her finger beckoning him closer. Humbert hated himself as he involuntarily closed the gap between them. He still couldn't help it as his eyes roamed over her voluptuous body. She smiled noticing his latent interest and was sure he'd go along with her intentions.
"I know we've had our differences in the past and everything, but I need a favor."
"No." His answer was so quick that he nearly cut her off before she finished her sentence.
"What? You haven't even heard what I have to say." She was startled having become used to having guys hang on her every word.
"No Leslie, that's my answer...my final answer." He turned to walk away but she grabbed his arm.
"Don't fucking walk away from me Humbert, who do you think you are douche? I thought we could be cool about this shit but I think me and you NEED to come to an understanding lover." She tried to cup his chin but he jerked his head away.
"I understand you perfectly and my fucking answer is...NO." He felt a jolt shoot across his spine as he defied her. He felt a sliver of exuberance as he watched her reaction before an even more palatable thought entered his mind.
"Hey Leslie, uh I changed my mind. How could I you know, FUCK with you huh?"
"Oh, you're going to hear me out? I'm so glad you're cool with this and I promise that I'll like totally owe you one Humbert." A wave of relief flushed over her pretty face as she managed a nervous smile. She'd be back on the cheerleading squad by the end of the week and then ... She was gonna deal with that fat dyke cunt April for fucking up her friendship.
"Suck my dick." The words just rolled off his tongue with Shakespearean flair.
"WHAT?!!"
"Suck my fuckin dick Leslie. That's the only way I'll even listen to your stupid ass." He started laughing loudly as her face froze in horror. She didn't know how to react to his indifference and started screaming loudly drawing attention to herself in the school hallway.
"Do you understand English biatch? Suck my fuckin dick." Humbert's laughing was cut short by a vicious slap across the face that nearly knocked him on his ass. He continued laughing even as he eyed the easy pronounced sway of her meaty backside.
*******************************************************************
As she was storming away from Humbert the bell rang for first class and a wave of students rushed into the hallway crowding around her. She was flustered as a group of teens pushed against her that she considered too close for comfort.
It soon became apparent that this was by design as Leslie was poked, prodded and groped by a number of hungry hands.
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!! KEEP YOUR FUCKING PAWS OFF OF ME ASSHOLES!!" Her outrage was met with sustained laughter as she felt one particularly large hand cup her right ass cheek and squeeze until she reached back slapping at the hand and digging her nails into it. Another hand roughly squeezed her left breast flicking the nipple and making her cry out in pain and frustration.
"STOP TOUCHING ME FAGS!! YOU'RE ALL GONNA BE FUCKING SORRY!!" She started wind milling her arms striking a number of the teens as more hands mauled her body. In the midst of it all one pair of nimble fingers had flipped the back of her blue jean skirt up exposing her bikini bottom styled panties as catcalls filled the hallway.
"We're gonna enjoy tapping that phat ass you frigid bitch." Someone whispered in her ear so close that she could feel his hot breath on her cheek.
She spun around striking a chubby kid in the face and knocking his glasses across the hall. She noticed that he had a camera phone and others with their phones out catching the moment of her big reveal for prosperity.
"LEAVE ME ALONE!!" She began to sob and that was filmed as well before the boys were chased off by one of the gym teachers. The teacher comforted Leslie and escorted her to home room. Leslie was rattled and looked over her shoulder at her peers.
She noticed Humbert grinning at her. The look on his face was eerily familiar.
******************************************************************
Leslie sat alone in the cafeteria in her own little world. She stared down into her plastic plate of food trying to get a handle on things. She noticed a large group of guys congregating at one of the tables and they were all looking at camera phones and staring in her direction. She had no doubt that video of her wide butt was being shared amongst them.
"Hey girlfriend, I heard what happened and I'm so sorry." It was Patty fishing for information again along with her BFF Chelsea. Chelsea for her part looked completely disinterested.
"Look, I'm not in the mood right now." Leslie looked around noticing more eyes on her from all corners of the cafeteria. She noticed Brad Tucker sitting at a table with the rest of the football team and was heartened when he didn't seem interested in looking at video of her panty clad butt. She felt momentarily sorry for had happened to him in that barn during homecoming week.
"Look Leslie, we just want to help. It's hard seeing a sister out in the cold like this girlfriend." Patty tried to look earnest.
"Yeah sure, like she said." Chelsea added not seeming to care about the proceedings at all as her gaze wandered over to Brad.
"Maybe we can help you out you know? So what's this got to do with that geek Humbert?" Patty leaned against the table clutching a pink notebook to her ample bosom.
"Look little girl, you're way out of your league. Don't play with me slut." Patty did a double-take as she was solidly dismissed.
"Red's gonna FUCK-YOU-UP and you know what else? You will DESERVE EVERY BIT of IT!!" The young cheerleader's words stung as Leslie contemplated her likely fate. Patty flipped her the bird as she walked back to the cheerleader's table while Chelsea simply shrugged in her direction.
Suddenly something hard and small stuck her in the cheek and bounced onto her tray.
It was a piece of candy that she used to eat when she was smaller. It was called a Now & Later and the strawberry cube had stung her cheek producing a reddened mark.
Leslie picked up the candy and looked around the cafeteria as her peers laughed. She locked eyes with Red who raised her plastic cup in a silent toast.
What she didn't know was that Humbert had flung the offending piece of candy at her after dumping his tray.
*******************************************************************
Leslie sat in her car outside of the library hours later watching the building. The day had been a trying one and she found herself driving over to the library as she thought of all the harassment and abuse she'd taken at school. She was determined to somehow convince Humbert to take a plastic cock up his ass for possibly the last time.
"You're gonna give me what I want one way or another." She opened her glove compartment and produced a small bottle of jack which she chugged for courage.
Leslie found the inside of the library much different than she'd remembered. The interior lighting had been changed and as she walked slowly up to the counter she noticed updated security cameras at every corner of the building. She bit her lip slightly as she recalled taking Humbert's anal virginity and the mind staggering orgasm that had nearly caused her to pass out while pegging him. It was his own fault for being stupid enough to let two girls bully him into giving up his ass and now he was acting like a dick and fucking with her. She'd have to be a little bit smarter than him. Whether he liked it or not, Humbert would be giving up some more of his sweet ass soon enough.
"Can I help you?" She found herself looking at a thin, decidedly gothic influenced girl with purple streaked hair. The girl was wearing a Nightmare before Christmas t-shirt over a black & white striped long sleeved shirt. Her face had numerous piercings.
"I-I'm looking for something?" Leslie found herself stammering.
"Yeah ain't we all sister. What can I do for you?" The clerk was irritated as Leslie attempted to look over her shoulder into the back area. There were at least two other clerks on duty and neither were Humbert.
"Uh, is Humbert Jenkins here?" She managed to finally blurt out looking as nervous as she sounded.
"Who wants to know?" The Goth girl's stand-offish attitude was getting to Leslie as the clerk flashed a disingenuous smile.
"Forget it." Leslie turned away from the counter to find Humbert pushing a cart stacked with books up to the counter. She had to catch herself as she nearly ran into his arms remembering his utter contempt for her. The lanky nerd pushed the cart safely behind the counter before he emerged from the office at the side of his co-worker.
"What's up Leslie, did you come to see my friend Dick?"
"No, I want to talk to you."
"I don't know about that baby, you should talk to Dick first." Humbert punctuated his words by draping an arm around his obviously puzzled coworker.
"You wanna play hardball with me fucker?" Leslie hissed as the Goth girl snickered.
"Language Leslie, watch that slutty mouth because there are children here." She looked around and found a few parents with their children staring at her. She silently slung her purse and walked out of the library.
She went back to her car and waited until she saw all of the patrons filing out at closing time. Humbert would emerge moments later with all of his coworkers and pile into a Volkswagen bug that belonged to his Goth associate.
Tears rolled down Leslie's cheeks as she watched the group leave work to some loud indie tunes from the cars stereo.
*******************************************************************
Humbert sat in the bleachers the following day after school smoking a joint one of his coworkers had given him. He'd been living high after continually getting the best of Leslie the previous day, but his father just wouldn't leave him alone about her.
"Hey can I have a hit of that?" He looked up to see a vaguely familiar chubby blonde smiling at him. She had this kind of "Off Look" about her as he took in her cute round face and big expressive blue eyes. She had an excess amount of eye shadow around them that gave her what he called "Tim Burton appeal" and he also noticed her wet looking stringy blonde hair.
"Well that's a first." She commented while taking a long drag on the joint.
"What?"
"One of the few times a guy looks at my face and not my tits." She replied casually as she took another hit and passed the joint back to him.
He immediately looked down and realized that the teen was sporting a humongous pair of breasts in a shredded Hello Kitty" t-shirt. Her stark black bra was visible between the tattered material.
"I've seen big tits before. I can take em or leave 'em." He shrugged and took a last drag on the joint.
"Well call me impressed, what's your name by the way?" She took a seat uncomfortably close to him.
"Why do you wanna know?"
"Call me doubly impressed, got trust issues do we?" She smiled at him and he was uncomfortable scooting a few inches away from her.
"Yeah, well let's just say this ...Every time a pretty girl talks to me, my ASS hurts." She chuckled at his comment knowing full well what he meant as she stood to leave.
"Well, your loss friend." She quickly flashed her massive breasts at him before descending down the bleachers.
"Humbert-Humbert Jenkins." He called after her.
"Smart boy." He watched her leave the bleachers puzzled and a little turned on.
Two teens, Patty and Chelsea happened to be watching the interaction between April and Humbert.
"Hey you see that shit Chel?" Both girls were jogging around the stadium in preparation for a track meet. Red had encouraged the girls of the cheerleading squad to keep in tip-top shape.
"No!" Chelsea was becoming exasperated with her friend's constant meddling and politicking when it came to the affairs of the head cheerleader.
"Come on Chel, you didn't see that Humbert guy talking to Red's new girl-toy?"
"I don't wanna see it Patty, you need to leave that shit alone before something happens."
"You think he's got a big cock?" Her probing tone was alarming and usually was the precursor to one of Patty's hair brained schemes to rack up more popularity'
"I don't care about some dork's cock." She slowed to a stop as her thin associate grasped her arm. The girls leaned against the fence that bordered the football field facing one another and catching their breath.
"Hey girlfriend, let's take him over to the cabin." Patty grinned as her best friend looked away.



"Are you out of your fuckin mind? Aren't you still in trouble for trashing the cabin last time we were there with Brad?" Chelsea popped a finger across her friend's temple and received a loud slap to her gym short covered rear end. There were a few hoots from their peers and classmates. Chelsea ignored the wild comments while Patty encouraged them. The thin blonde noticed some boys with their camera phones out and reached behind her taller friend cupping one of her large ass cheeks and digging her nails into the tender flesh while they were being filmed.
"You are such an attention whore." Chelsea replied as she flipped off the amateur camera men.
"But that's why you love me biatch. Come on Chel, let's take em to the cabin and pull that big cock out for a test drive." She sounded earnest and Chelsea usually ended up going along with her anyway.
"You really think he has a big cock?"
"Why do you think Leslie and Red are fighting? They usually do and share everything but this fuckin guy has somehow drove a wedge between them!! Do the math biatch, he's gotta be packing some serious meat to break up the queens of Maplewood High." Chelsea peered up the bleachers towards Humbert partially hidden in his baggy clothing.
"Doesn't look like much." It was a quick assessment as Patty grabbed her hand and led her up the bleachers to Humbert.
Humbert was casually playing Angry Birds on his phone when he looked up to see two prominent members of the Cheerleading squad approaching him making his heart race. He began involuntarily trembling not knowing what to expect and looked around for an escape route.
"Hey you're Humbert Jenkins right?" Patty yelled flashing him a million dollar smile along with Chelsea. He noticed both girls were dressed similarly in their white track suit jackets and matching gym shorts each with a blue stripe down the side. He also took immediate notice of the taller girl's phenomenally wide hips and her friend's pronounced camel toe.
He didn't answer them waiting for the next shoe to drop. The girls were momentarily stunned at his indifferent silence.
"Hi, my name is Patty and my friend here's name is Chelsea. Checking out the hips right? Huh, yeah they're pretty wide and you should see the rear view of that shit." Chelsea did a quick pirouette with the help of her friend as Humbert chuckled.
"I have my charms too Humbert." The athletic blonde slowly pulled the zipper of her jacket down as her generous cleavage was exposed.
She was wearing a smaller white underwire bra to make her breasts look larger than they were. It was one of the tricks of the trade that she'd actually learned from Red herself.
"You two are cheerleaders right?" He snorted as he lit a cigarette. He'd developed the habit during those sleepless nights when his nightmares of Leslie persisted.
"That's right baby, here to fulfill your wildest dreams." Patty was laying it on a little thicker than Chelsea preferred but both girls were dying to get into his pants and find out why Leslie and Red were fighting. The thin blonde's panties were already damp and she feared that she'd have to take him into one of the mobile classrooms to get a little sample before heading to the cabin.
"Cheerleaders are evil."
"WHAT?!" Both girls were stopped in their tracks by his proclamation.
"Tell that bitch Leslie, nice try but she's still gotta talk to my friend Dick." He smirked at the two girls who were looking at him in disbelief.
"HEY LESLIE DIDN'T SEND US OVER HERE!!" Patty yelled with her arms stretched out from her sides.
"Piss off cunt." He took a drag on his cigarette and looked away refusing to even regard them anymore.
"FUCK YOU, YA FUCKING NERD SHIT!! YOU JUST MISSED OUT BIG TIME MOTHERFUCKER!!" Patty had lost her temper as Chelsea tugged at her jacket secretly relieved that things hadn't gone their way.
"Change your tampon bitch." He laughed without a care in the world as Patty stormed off beginning to loudly sob while Chelsea remained behind.
"You know Leslie really didn't send us over here and now Patty's probably going to get somebody to beat your ass for talking shit." Her looked at the beautiful teen and simply shrugged his shoulders.
"Your funeral, have a nice day schmuck." Chelsea walked down the bleachers to look for her friend.
*******************************************************************
Leslie arrived at school early in the morning tired from a sleepless night plagued with visions of Humbert running away from her while she was being chased by the nude male populace of Maplewood high.
There was a Polaroid stuck face down on her locker. "FRIDAY" was written in felt tip marker on the back of the picture.
She was initially wary of handling the photo but resolved to remove it from her locker if nothing else. There was some kind of sticky residue on the photo as it came away from the locker leaving a web of resin like substance. She however couldn't bring herself to just toss it in the trash without looking at it.
It was the photo of an overly large erect penis.
"SHIT!!" Leslie flung the picture onto the floor and had trouble getting some of the sticky residue off of her fingers. She brought her fingers up to her nose recognizing the smell of semen and began jumping around in a panic as she opened her locker in a panic to get something to clean her hands.
Her lockers was filled with hundreds of similar Polaroids of other penises which spilled to the floor in a small pile as she ran crying down the hall way.
*******************************************************************
Humbert was in the boys' locker room dressing as the other students milled about joking, play fighting and generally hanging out. His mind wandered back to the other day when the two cheerleaders had approached him with the intent of "hooking up". He didn't trust anyone these days especially any of the people considered "cool" and part of the high school elite. He figured that Leslie was just trying to get him alone again so that she could fuck him with her trusty strap-on.
Over night he wondered exactly what he had missed out on considering the possible threesome Patty had offered.
Well, that boat had long gone out to sea. While he was waxing nostalgic, he hadn't noticed the rest of his peers filing out of the locker room.
"COME HERE DORK!!" Humbert was suddenly grabbed from behind toppling over onto the cool tile floor of the locker room as a large fist smashed into his face nearly knocking him unconscious. He found it hard to breathe as a knee was shoved into his chest while more blows rained down on him.
It was Brad Tucker.
Brad Tucker, former BMOC and resident King of Maplewood high, well actually he was more of a consort as the evil redhead had anointed him. He'd enjoyed all the perks of being the alpha-male until recently. Humbert had heard rumors of what'd happened that fateful night of the big game. Some of the jocks had talked about how Brad had been gangbanged by the cheerleading squad, the majorettes and even the lowly flag girls. They were saying that he'd experienced a nervous breakdown from what was clearly "pussy overload".
They were all idiots.
There was a look in his eye that Humbert knew all too well. Something deep down that branded them both brothers of the struggle.
"They fucked you too huh?" More blows rained down onto his ribs.
"They fucked you Brad. Didn't they?" The jock stopped pounding him as quickly as he'd started. Humbert was bloodied and one of the crimson stained lenses was cracked on his glasses.
Brad didn't answer; he just had this faraway look in his eyes that Humbert immediately emphasized with as the crouching jock slowly backed away from him. Humbert's thin body was wracked with pain as he regained his composure.
"I know that's what happened Brad. I fucking know what it's like with them. They kind of lull you into a false sense of security before they pounce. How'd they trick you bro?"
He wanted to answer but the words wouldn't issue from his mouth.
"From the way you've been walking around school lately, they must've used a big fuckin dildo on you huh?"
"Shut up." Brad finally found the words to speak to his intended victim. He'd received a threatening call from Patty late last night demanding that he punish Humbert for being an asshole.
"You're scared shitless and probably because they told you they were gonna fuck you again huh?" Brad quickly shoved him into a row of lockers grabbing his shirt at the collar. He was breathing heavy and on the verge of tears.
"You wearing a butt plug too bro?" Brad quickly launched his large fist into Humbert's stomach causing the nerd to crumple into a ball at his feet.
"I didn't want to do this man. I'm really sorry." Brad stepped over him and walked out of the locker room.
Humbert lay on the floor laughing and feeling surprisingly "strong."
"BROS BEFORE HOES!!" Humbert laughed knowing he would never help Leslie.
*******************************************************************
Leslie sat alone in the gymnasium bleachers as she watched the cheerleading squad go through a few practice drills. She looked around noticing that she was sharing company with the dregs of humanity at Maplewood high whether she liked it or not. She had reluctantly changed into her gym uniform of a white t-shirt and basic rayon navy blue shorts. She used to love how her chest warped the letters on the front of the shirt, but now she was worried that her large breasts made her a target during what was sure to be a forty minute gauntlet to get out of the area without being touched.
It seemed that everywhere she went someone was bumping into her as a cheap excuse to touch her voluptuous body. During lunch hour somebody had actually had the audacity to shoot her in the butt with a pellet gun. The stinging sensation of the small spud hitting her rear end had shocked her making her drop her tray at the cafeteria register spilling its liquid contents all over the counter. Of course when she looked in the direction of the shot all she saw was a sea of poker faced students staring back at her. When she retrieved the remnants of her rattled lunch tray, Leslie found a small flesh colored toy cock amongst her food items.
Leslie simply left the tray at the register and half-ran from the room completely flushed red. She thought to find solace in the bathroom, but a trio of girls had inadvertently shaken her even from the solace of the women's bathroom with a disturbing conversation.
"Hey did you hear about that bitch Leslie?"
"What?"
"She likes nerd cock."
"WHAT?!!-REALLY?!! You've got to be kidding girl. All the guys in school would give their right nut to get a slice of that frozen pussy."
"Well I heard that she let that Humbert guy fuck her in the ass and she liked it so fuckin much that she's stalking him now!"
"GET OUTTA HERE WITH THAT SHIT!! This is fucking Leslie, co-queen of Maplewood High with that uber-skank Red right?"
"Yeah, that's right girlfriend and I heard he fucked Red in the ass too. In FACT I heard that that's what those two cunts are fighting about! Kicked Leslie off the squad and everything girlfriend"
"Who is this uh, Humbert guy?"
"Somme fuckin geek that works over at the library. I heard he's gotta HUGE COCK!!"
"Seriously, how big?"
"Like twelve fucking inches or more girlfriend and I heard that Leslie bitch pervs on him so bad that the family got like a restraining order on her flabby ass!!
"Fuck, you need to stop talking about this before I go get some of that shit. What's that motherfucker's name again?"
"Humbert Jenkins!! Yeah he doesn't look like much, but he must have some serious skills if he's fucking up the cheerleading squad."
"Fuck those whores!! Yeah, I'm gonna stop by the library and get uh, a book!!" The girls started laughing in a cackling manner and it was all Leslie could stand as she snatched the door open and stared down her detractors.
Leslie found herself staring at three rail thin lanky freshmen all pimply and gawky looking. She looked like a grown woman next to them and could have easily throttled the underclassmen. The girls ran out of the restroom as fast as their thin legs would carry them. Leslie was speechless as she reviewed her own flawless looks in the restroom mirror and wondered if this was the gossip that was circulating around the school.
Even if she did find a way to get Humbert to give up his ass again, she was marked for the rest of the year if couldn't get things back the way they were with Red.
Leslie sat in the gym watching her squad working out without her and feeling the spectre of loneliness creeping over her.
"Well, she can't be still mad after all the shit I've taken this week." Leslie looked around and noticed a few geeks staring in her direction. She was used to the extra attention but something was strange about this group of four guys sitting with coats over their laps.
"What the fuck?" Her eyes were drawn to the coats and the movement underneath them as she realized that they were masturbating. Just as she realized what was happening one of the geeks started trembling obviously reaching a climax. The busty cheerleader felt a wave of anger well up in her chest as she stood and ran over snatching one of the coats away revealing the nerd's depleted cock. She nearly retched at the sight of copious amounts of cum staining his ill-fitting jeans.
"Did I do that?" The nerd exclaimed in an annoying voice before bursting out into laughter.
Leslie picked up one of the thick literature books resting beside the teen and spiked it into his crotch. The entire gymnasium laughed and catcalled as she descended the bleachers and approached her cheerleading squad with purpose. The cheerleaders formed a circle around Red keeping her from getting closer than ten feet to the head cheerleader.
"WHAT IS THIS SHIT RED?!!" She tried to push past the other girls but was angrily shoved back.
"EVERYBODY'S LAUGHING AT US!! THEY THINK WE'RE A JOKE!! IS THAT WHAT YOU WANT?!!" That statement got the redhead's attention as she turned her icy stare towards her former best friend. Leslie felt a chill run up her spine as the circle parted and Red stepped up to her face to face. She tried not to be alarmed as Red grabbed her forearm and pulled her over to the wall.
"You started this shit Leslie. I told you to leave that dork alone so that shit like this wouldn't happen but you didn't listen did you, you fucking idiot. Look around you bitch, look at all these little people that walk in my world. I DON'T give a flying FUCK what anybody thinks, you understand?" Red was starring deep into her hazel eyes and scaring the shit out of her.
"Yeah, but Red-!" Leslie found a freckled hand over her mouth as Red interrupted her.
"You've got this supposed connection with Humbert right? I told you to MAKE me BELIEVE IT Leslie. That's all you gotta do bitch, right? But we both know you're going to GET FUCKED this Friday. You're gonna lose this bet and I'm gonna watch you get turned the FUCK OUT by fifty or more cocks!! Think about it Leslie, you're gonna get more experience in one night than most of these sluts around us will get in a LIFETIME!!" Red started laughing in her face as tears rolled across her cheeks smearing her mascara. Red backed away pointing and laughing causing a burst of pride to run through the distraught teen.
"YOU CAN'T MAKE ME DO THAT SICK SHIT!!" Leslie screamed after Red who continued walking away with the rest of the squad trailing behind her.
"I WONT DO IT MELISSA!! I WONT, YOU HEAR ME?!!" Leslie nearly fainted as she slid down the wall into a fetal position. Moments later she looked up to see numerous people watching her some with their camera phones out recording the encounter. She noticed one particular face looking at her with a wide grin.
It was Humbert who had been taking it all in and having the time of his life. He was laughing at her and her heart dropped as tears rolled down her cheeks. She hated herself for being wet at the sight of him. She still dreamed of fucking him with her plastic cock and didn't know how to get rid of the feelings that came with the images.
She noticed that some other geeks were sitting spread out through the bleachers with bouncing coats over their laps.
*******************************************************************
Humbert sat in his room doing something he hadn't done in a long time. He had fished his PlayStation out of the closet and was playing some online games with his coworkers from work. He'd taken an early day at school and come home to happily find the house empty. Both of his parents were at work and he was going to take full advantage of the situation.
He had been playing for thirty minutes when he was disturbed and horrified as Leslie walked into his room.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING IN HERE?!!" He screamed standing up so quick that his console was yanked off the stand in front of the television.
"You uh, forgot to lock the door after you came in I guess." He quickly noticed the distraught look on the cheerleader's face.
"Get out of my fucking house bitch." He was shocked at her sudden appearance.
"Don't you wanna know why I'm here?"
"No, get out of my house before I call the cops." He raised his phone for her to see in a clear threat.
"But I uh, came to see ...your friend Dick." He couldn't help himself as his eyes roamed all over her curvy body.
"Excuse me? You know what you're saying right?" He couldn't believe his ears.
"Yeah, I'll suck your dick Humbert." She was looking down at the floor and breathing heavily. Leslie was wearing a blue one piece dress and he noticed that it fastened up at her side in three clasps near her ribcage, narrow waist and luscious thigh. His cock immediately strained against the modest grey sweats he had changed into.
He cupped one of her large breasts and she immediately slapped his hand away shooting him an angry look of defiance. She quickly remembered herself and slowly drew his hand back up to her chest. He began kneading her breast marveling at how soft yet firm it was. His other hand followed quickly and he continued to massage her breasts while she looked nervously away. He noticed that her face looked flushed.
"You like this don't you bitch." He taunted as his fingers discovered her erect nipples through the fabric.
"NO, I didn't say you could touch me!" She moaned as his hands roughly continued to grope and knead her boobs.
"But you didn't say I couldn't either...bitch." He was pushing her breasts together creating a visible crease in the front of the dress. Sweat started to run down his brow and he began to slightly tremble from the power of his lust.
"Stop calling me that."
"What, stop calling you what?"
"Bitch, I'm not a bitch Humbert and just because I'm here don't give you the right to-!" He quickly snatched his hands away from her breasts and jumped in her face.
"I HAVE EVERY RIGHT GOT-DAMMIT!! YOU AND YOUR FUCKIN FRIEND RAPED ME!!" She flinched as he screamed in her face so loud that spittle hit her flushed cheeks.
"But, that-was just experimenting Humbert. We were just fucking around with you. To be completely honest, I never even thought you'd let us fuck your ass." He did a double take as Leslie made her candid admission.
"FUCK YOU LESLIE!!" He grabbed her arm and began shoving her towards the door. She struggled against his grasp and managed to kick the door shut with her foot.
"PLEASE LET ME SUCK YOUR DICK!! I'M REALLY SORRY ABOUT PISSING YOU OFF HUMBERT!!" He continued trying to grab the door as she repeatedly slapped his hand away from the knob. They struggled against one another for moments until Leslie's fingers found his erect cock. Her attempts to encircle his shaft produced results as he suddenly stopped pushing her against the door. She rubbed the underside of his shaft with the palm of her hand creating an inviting friction as she looked into his eyes batting her long lashes for effect.



"I really am sorry Humbert." She half moaned continuing to use her beauty to manipulate the entranced nerd. Inside, Leslie was nearly at the verge of throwing up but she needed to use every trick she had to get the gullible fool to allow her access to his tight butthole. She'd accepted the disgusting fact that she would have to do some type of sex act in order to even broach the idea of letting her peg him in front of an audience.
He moaned when she rubbed her thumb over the head of his swollen cock still through his pants which were damp with sweat and a bit of precum.
"Take it out, pull my cock out -bitch." She chaffed at his continued insults and hesitated for a few moments before slowly drawing his zipper down.
"Pull it out." He sternly commanded as she looked confused and hesitated. It was gonna be harder than she thought as she gingerly unsnapped his pants and pulled his boxers towards her body to look down at his penis.
"Oh shit, what's wrong with your dick?" Humbert's cock was rock hard and veiny with a wet look about it from sweat and precum. It seemed to be pulsing and the buxom cheerleader was at a loss for words.
"Ain't nothing wrong with it bitch. Pull my fuckin cock out NOW!!" She reached into his underwear touching his manhood with a single finger and drawing her hand back as if she had touched a flame.
"What's wrong now?!"
"Nothing, it's just that it's like sticky. Did you wash it this morning?"
"I'm not gonna dignify that with an answer Leslie!! You gonna pull my dick out or what?"
"Can you wash it first?"
"WHAT?!! Are you fucking kidding me?!!" He quickly grabbed the door and tried to shove her out into the hallway but she slammed it back shut with her butt.
"Sorry, sorry sorry sorry Humbert!!" She cried as she roughly yanked his cock out of his pants so hard that he cried out. Leslie cupped her free palm to her mouth as she nearly retched when her fingers surrounded the wet sticky shaft of his penis. It felt like he had coated it in maple syrup or something.
"You trying to rip my fuckin dick off bitch?"
"No, no I'm not and I'm sorry about hurting you." She had started running her thin fingers along his shaft and in moments he felt as if he were going to cum. He quickly shoved her away cupping his hand over his manhood as he back up sitting on the edge of his bed.
"Strip bitch." Leslie clutched her hand to her chest shaking her edge as a silent scream escaped her lips when she heard his demand.
"Wait-a-minute Humbert, nobody said anything about me getting naked!"
"So fucking what bitch, you want me to listen to you so STRIP!" He was reclining on his bed resting on his elbows and staring at the voluptuous brunette expectantly. She stood there silently looking at the thin, lanky nerd laying there with his cock exposed and standing at full attention. She crinkled up her face in disgust as his erect penis slightly waved around in the air before her eyes.
"Come on Leslie who knows, I might fucking cum the minute you take all those oh so restrictive clothes off. I've already see tight little pussy bitch or did you forget how you tricked me into licking your cunt before raping me?" He had a sly smile on his face that made him uneasy.
"I didn't trick you about that; you did that on your own."
"Yeah, I kind of thought I'd end up getting laid with you too. How stupid was that right? I mean if Red was standing right there she'd probably have fucked my brains out by now. Seriously, she gave me an AWESOME blowjob and let me fuck her juicy ass raw. She's not a frigid tease like you huh?" He started stroking himself at the memory as he looked in her direction.
"Humbert."
"No I get it Leslie, you two sluts probably drew straws or something and she ended up doing the heavy lifting while you road her coat tails as usual. You know it kind of puts things in perspective huh?"
"What are you talking about?"
"You know, the reason Red hates you now." He continued stroking his cock and looking her up and down.
"She doesn't hate me; we've just hit a bumpy patch."
"A bumpy patch, REALLY Leslie, you're obviously on the outs from what I saw in the gym and it's just gonna get worse. We both know that she's not gonna be happy until she's taken you out bitch. So, what is it that's so horrible that you'd come over here begging to suck my dick?" He was really getting off mentally as he watched her processing his words.
"It doesn't matter." She sounded like she was trying to convince herself that her words were true.
"Oh, it doesn't-bitch? Is she going to fuck your corn hole too? Well, I can tell you from my OWN considerable experience that shit HURTS like a MOTHERFUCKER!! Red ALWAYS gets her FUCKIN MAN or WOMAN in your case-bitch!! By the way, thanks for the beat down I received the other day from Brad Tucker. You know him don't you ...your OTHER victim?"
"I didn't do anything to him, it was uh somebody else."
"And now, you're going to be next Leslie." Humbert winked at her while continuing to work himself over. He didn't see any reason why he couldn't a degenerate in front of the stacked cheerleader who was staring intently at his hands sliding up and down his cock. She would never admit that her panties were soaking wet from watching him, but she had to get him to let her fuck him just one more time.
"Leslie how does it feel to be one of us?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know ...a nobody, a blank slate that doesn't even matter. A loser with nothing but an awesome body to offer to the elite of Maplewood High? Red really fucked you up when she tossed you from paradise huh?" He watched tears form in the corners of her eyes as she popped the first of three clasps on her form fitting dress.
She fidgeted around for a few moments before popping the next clasp on the waist of her dress which started to fall away from her perfect body like a second skin.
"Yeah slut, that's what your rape victim wants to see. Come on and pop that last little clasp and make my cock happy." She was clutching her dress to her chest, her throat was dry and the corners of her eyes stung as she fumbled with the remaining button at her thigh.
"Please, do it for me honey." Humbert sighed in a mocking tone as he continued stroking his meat watching the inept striptease being performed by the most unobtainable girl in town. He could feel the humiliation radiating from her body and it was making him even harder than he was before.
"Y-You're not gonna try to fuck me are you? I mean we just agreed to a blowjob right Humbert?" Her hand covered the last button at her thigh as she looked him in the eye slightly trembling.
"Hey, don't worry slut, we got a deal. You wanna shake on it?" He sat up and offered his hand to her but she looked wearily in his direction as she popped the final button on her dress but held it to her body with her fist closed so tight that her knuckles were starting to become white.
"LESLIE!!"
The expensive garment dropped softly to the floor and the girl stood shy in front of him with one arm draped in a futile attempt over her bosom and the other covering a very skimpy pair of canary yellow bikini panties. He noticed that she had a matching lacey brassiere as well. She was breathing very hard and looking everywhere in the room but at his face.
"Everything has to go. I fucking mean it Les and this is your last chance or you can just get out of my dam house."
She reluctantly hooked her thumbs into her panties bending slightly as she slid them down her smooth thighs until they reached her knees and fell to the floor. Humbert took a deep breath as he got a glimpse of her clean shaven snatch. The tan line of the panties was enhanced by her natural olive colored skin.
"Holy shit." Humbert whispered as he took in the sight of her pronounced camel toe which she quickly covered with her hand.
"Please don't fuck me." She begged when she saw his eyes go wide and his nostrils start flaring. He didn't say anything simply shooting her a threatening look and pointing at her chest. The troubled girl took a deep breath which seemed to stretch her bra almost to the breaking point and brought a hand up snapping the clasp in the front. She held the cups in place with the palms of her hands as he noticed the nail polish on her nails had matched her underwear.
"I'm just sucking your dick and nothing else. I-I don't want to fuck you Humbert, I don't wanna fuck anybody." She was in tears as she dropped the brassiere to the floor with the rest of her clothing.
And in that instant, Humbert became the first man to see Leslie Antoinette Kennedy...completely nude.
He sat there nearly in shock as he took it all in and the nerd nearly shot a load of cum all over his hardwood floor.
The girl was a vision.
Leslie was looking down at her discarded clothing on the floor hanging her head in a way that made it cover her pretty face partially. The sunlight filtering into the bedroom and the glare from the muted television screen enhanced her natural tan and hourglass figure. In his estimate, she had a perfect hourglass figure with her full 36 DDD breasts that partially hid her narrow torso, the perfect taunt, bikini belly and tapered waist that led symmetrically to her wide flaring hips and long shapely legs.
The only thing left on her body was the wedge style blue tinted sandals she wore on her perfect feet. He even noticed a toe ring adorning her feet.
"Turn around bitch." His labored breathing permeated the room as she silently turned to face the wall giving him a look at her exaggerated heart shaped bubble butt. The continuation of her tan lines made it look as if she were wearing a built-in thong and Humbert felt himself losing control.
"Humbert?" Her voice faltered giving away her fear as he got up and started palming her ass. It was the same as her tits, soft to the touch, yet muscular and unyielding.
"Yeah?" He was enjoying himself as she trembling and shrank away from his touch wrapping her arms around her chest not attempting to hide her body anymore.
"What happens now?" She was definitely shaking with fear not used to being vulnerable, yet still clinging to hope that he would agree to her terms if she gave a little bit of herself this afternoon.
"Now, you're gonna suck my cock bitch." They shared a moment before Leslie slowly and carefully sank to her knees. She found the stench coming from his manhood almost unbearable and it seemed to be on the verge of bursting. She took the shaft in her right palm and began slowly twisting her hand around it as he encouraged her with his moans. The sticky texture on the surface of his penis made a wet sound that she found personally disgusting and she tried to look away but he used his hand to direct her attention.
"That feels so fucking good baby." He had begun humping her hand increasing the volume of that sticky wet sound that she hated so much. She began to move her hand faster trying to force him to cum quick and end her ordeal but he roughly pried her fingers away from his body.
"Lick it." He held his own cock inches away from her face as she inherently declined shaking her head and refusing to look up at him. He quickly slapped his cock up against her cheek making her cry out in anger.
"Fucking asshole!" He laughed as he dug his fingers into her brown locks and slapped his dick against her face multiple times leaving some residue of precum and sweat on her flawless features.
"Lick my cock or I'm gonna shove it in your got-damn eye bitch. You're gonna be a fucking pirate with an eye patch slut." He tightened his grip on her scalp and she cautiously stuck the very tip of her tongue out. Humbert took full advantage of the situation and ran the head of his cock over it causing the teen to cough profusely.
"There now that wasn't so bad, now was it?" He continued rubbing his cock all over her face as she squeezed her eyes tightly shut.
"STOP DOING THAT!!" She tried to pry his fingers out of her hair but he responded by pinching her nose until she opened her mouth and shoved his cock inside. She instantly spit his cock out digging her nails into his thighs until he let go of her head. She continued coughing and making faces while he laughed and wagged his cock in front of her.
"Come on bitch, don't you want my help or do you like being one of the little people?" She responded by putting her mouth quickly back on his cock and immediately began gagging. The salty sweaty taste of his cock filled her mouth and the smell assailed her nostrils as she promised herself that when she fucked him up the ass again, there would be hell to pay. If he thought she was rough with his ass before, he hadn't seen anything yet. She was gonna fuck him like she meant it. She just had to keep playing vulnerable for a little while longer.
"You are so incredibly BAD at this slut." She was holding her mouth open as he slid his member steadily across her tongue.
"You better thank the man upstairs for your looks because you have ZERO talent when it comes to pleasing anybody...you're FUCKIN HORRIBLE LESLIE!!" He was goading the statuesque cheerleader trying to get a rise out of her and it succeeded. She suddenly closed her plump lips around his shaft and began vacuum sucking half of his cock.
"OOOOH, so you do know a little something huh bitch? Still, Red is sooo much BETTER than YOU at this Les!" He continued taunting her as she grabbed the portion of his member that was left unattended by her small mouth running it through her fist. He tried to pull her hair but she kept slapping his hand away as she pumped her face back and forth on his cock.
"W-Why won't you cum?" She managed to get out between breaths as she alternated licking the underside of his shaft. Little did he know that she was giving him her very first blowjob. The lanky nerd was not going to tell her that she had outclassed her BFF by miles in his opinion.
"Hold on for a minute, I'm going to try something." He grabbed both of her ears and roughly humped her face for a few seconds before letting her go to couch up a web of phlegm and precum.
"ARE YOU TRYING TO KILL ME?!!" She yelled as he shrugged his shoulders. Leslie quickly stood up hocking a web of saliva onto the floor. She was alarmed when he grabbed her wrist and yanked her onto the bed. She scooted back from him towards the headboard afraid of what would come next.
"Don't worry Leslie, I'm not gonna try to fuck you and I already gave you my word so trust me. I just thought we could change positions is all." He did his best to look earnest not caring if he convinced her. He motioned for her to lie on her back and she tentatively followed his direction. He nearly pounced on her when he saw her lying flat on his bed, her large tits barely flowing into her armpits. He looked directly at her camel toe noticing that it seemed to be glistening. He wanted to get a finger in there at least and chuckled when she put a hand over her modesty.
"Turn your head like this." He guided his cock into her mouth and began softly humping as she continued sucking hard on his length. She began to hit her stride sucking as hard as she could on his outward strokes. He began to feed more of himself to her until he was hitting the back of her throat on every other stroke.
She didn't even complain or move when one of his hands cupped a breast and began softly kneading it and rolling the nipple. Humbert wanted so badly to take one of those fat raspberries into his mouth and lick and suck for all he was worth. He noticed that her middle fingers were slightly moving over her crotch as she rubbed her thighs together.
He began to snake his hand across her taunt abs, rubbing her slit-like belly button towards her crotch. He just had to get a hand in her honeypot somehow.
"DON'T FUCKING DO THAT HUMBERT!!" She'd dug her nails into the back of his hand when he'd come too close to her special place.
"OOOUCH!! FUCK LESLIE, I WAS JUST TRYING TO MAKE YOU FEEL GOOD!!" She'd scooted away from him flustered and in panic mode.
"Look asshole, this is just part of a deal we made so don't go thinking you're going to be my prom date or nothing douche!!" Her brown mane was matted to her head with sweat and her features were flush red, but Leslie was still one Class A cunt.
"You are absolutely right bitch so let's wrap this shit up. I got things to do besides teaching you how to give a decent blowjob!" She blinked excessively in anger as he pointed to the floor beside his bed. The statuesque beauty reluctantly climbed onto the floor giving him a decent view of her renowned derriere. Humbert quickly fed his cock back into her mouth refusing to let her touch it before pulling it free of her velvety dental confines quickly. Leslie was amazed at the amount of drool dripping from his cock and secretly yearned to touch it and suck even harder.
"Push your tits together slut." She didn't even protest cupping the outside of her breasts and pushing them tightly together. He beat his cock on the top of her chest splashing some of the saliva and precum on her face but Leslie didn't seem to mind at all.
"I've been wanting to fuck these jugs for a long time, but you know that don't you whore?" She watched as he pointed the tip of his member at her tight cleavage and began pushing into the fleshy canal created by her efforts. The copious saliva was a perfect lubricant as he fucked into her sternum with wild abandon. She marveled at the motion ripples across her massive chest as he fucked her tits and wished she had a free hand to diddle herself.
Moments later he positioned himself length wise along her chest and pumped until he felt a familiar fire building up in his groin.
"Open your mouth." He grunted as he felt a massive load racing up his shaft.
"No Humbert, you're not "GOING" in my mouth that's nasty."
"Open you fucking mouth LEZ-LIEEEEE!!" He was getting so close and she was not helping actually going so far as to roughly bounce her tits against his abdomen in an attempt to make him cum faster.
"YOU BETTER OPEN YOUR FUCKING MOUTH BITCH!!" He grabbed a handful of her brown highlighted locks yanking for all he was worth and making her cry out. Her mouth suddenly open and he wasted no time shoving all of himself into her throat as he began blasting wad after wad of his semen directly into her stomach.
She ground down on his shaft with her teeth and this only made him shoot more cum as she beat on his thighs and dug her nails into his flesh. He finally let go of her head when she tried to make a fist around his balls. He fell back on his bed as he listened to her losing her lunch all over his floor followed by her loud sobbing.
There were teeth prints on his cock and a small bit of blood, but Humbert was unconcerned as he peered over the edge of the bed to see Leslie's wide ass while she was crawling around retrieving her clothing. Her sobbing filled the room intercut with the sounds of her retching as Humbert grinned. He noticed her panties and kicked them under his bed for later use.
"Why'd you DO THAT?!! You're so fucking NASTY!!" She was nearly inconsolable as he was reminded of the night of his first rape when she'd been the exact same way just because he touched her bare butt.
"Oh you'll get over it bitch." He was already starting to get hard again as she snapped her bra around her abdomen rotating it and pulling it up over her chest with some considerable effort. As far as she was concerned the worst was over and now she'd get what she wanted and reclaim her position as one of the elite of Maplewood High.
"Yeah, well I fulfilled my part of the bargain and now you have to hear me out."
"Alright, what the fuck do you want Leslie?" She stopped trying to dress and looked at him with a confused expression as if some realization had just come over her mind.



"Uh, well I uh...I just need a favor really and it's REALLY not that BIG of a DEAL HUMBERT. Red's being fuckin silly about all of this and we just need to get past things is all. If you could just like, uh HELP ME get her off my back I'd really appreciate it." Humbert took note of the stupid expression on her face.
"Are you trying to fuck me in the ass again?" There was a sustained silence in the room as she fumbled for a less offensive way to answer the question.
"Yep, uh yes, BUT IT'S NOT LIKE BEFORE HUMBERT!! I don't wanna DO IT this time HONEST!!" She'd jumped up forgetting that she was bottomless and grabbed his shoulders.
"IT'D ONLY BE LIKE FIVE MINUTES TOPS...I SWEAR HUMBERT, just do me this one favor PLEASE?!!" He didn't know what came over him but he just started laughing.
"Will you do it, will you help me?"
He stopped laughing and looked her dead in the eye for effect.
"Fuck no."
"But you said that if I sucked you dick..." Her face was starting to break as he scratched his head and absentmindedly rubbed his cock.
"...that I would hear you out. Nothing more, nothing less bitch." She cupped her hand to her mouth in horror.
"But you've got to help me." She whispered as he shook his head silently disagreeing with her. She began sobbing loudly and he took it in remembering when she'd enjoyed his despair no so long ago. She realized that he was enjoying her pain and stifled her crying looking pulling her dress loosely around her body as she scanned the floor for her panties. She noticed a bulky object sticking out from under the bed and Humbert was distracted putting his PlayStation back on his dresser.
She pulled out what appeared to be a pistol, but what was in fact a simple pellet gun.
"You shot me."
"What bitch?" He turned seeing the pellet gun in her hand and couldn't help but laugh in her face. She stared at the weapon and him weighing it in her hand as a new feeling welled up in her chest.
"Mother-Fucker..." She pointed the weapon at him and began littering him with the simple pellets as he grabbed some bedding attempting to block the non-lethal shots.
"YOU FUCKING SHOT ME ASSHOLE!! YOU SHOT ME IN THE FUCKING ASS!!" Rage took over as she pounced on him still bottomless and attempted to pistol whip him with the toy actually breaking the handle on the weapon and spilling pellets all over his floor.
"HEY, HEY, HEY WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON UP HERE?!!" Humbert's father suddenly burst into the room un-expectantly getting an eyeful of Leslie's wide butt and perfect peach of a snatch while she was sprawled out on top of his son. He was stunned for a moment before grabbing the girl around the waist and pulling her off of his kid. He ground his own hard cock against her ass under the pretense of separating the fighting teens and received an elbow to the gut as she pointed at a bloodied Humbert.
"Humbert-FUCKING-JENKINS, listen up motherfucker and listen GOOD!! I'm going to DESTROY YOUR ASS BOY!! You HEAR ME faggot?!! I'M GOING TO FUCKING DES-TROY YOU!!" She was breathing heavily and quite a sight with the mascara running down her face.
"Hey you kids need to work things out, a little fighting is normal between couples you know?" Harry couldn't believe what a stud his son had turned out to be.
"Out of my way nimrod!" Leslie elbowed him as she ran down the stairs and out of the house leaving her panties behind. Moments later, her car could be heard speeding off into the dusk of the afternoon.
"You okay son? You wanna talk about it or something?" He was hoping to get some dirty details from his son.
"Nope, I'm cool dad...Everything's cool and I don't think you'll be seeing her around here anymore." Harry felt a pang of regret when he heard that sad news.
He'd secretly jacked off seven times to Leslie since she'd darkened his doorstep nearly a week ago. Humbert could see his father's star falling and leaned over retrieving the panties which he tossed to his parent.
"Damn son, you sure you ain't gonna miss Leslie?" He noticed the crotch of the canary yellow panties was damp and resisted the urge to sniff them in front of his son.
"You know dad, the other day I met this blonde with tits as BIG as your HEAD." Harry's eyes widened as he swelled with pride that his only son Humbert Jenkins was ...a STUD.
To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood and one of the Cheerleaders will Fall as Karma continues to catch up with her.
*****
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There it was in his locker.
The decapitated head of Aquaman or for more clarity his plastic effigy. He recognized the small toy head from a doll Leslie had taken from his room weeks ago after sexually assaulting him for a second time. That particular attack had been so devastating that the lanky nerd had been literally forced to become a refugee in his own school withdrawing into himself until he could barely stand the sight of his own reflection in the mirror.
But things had begun to change recently and the sun seemed to be on the horizon as Humbert walked through the main entrance to the school for the first time in weeks. He hid himself under multiple layers of clothing and large hoodies. He'd worn baggy pants to obscure the fact that he now walked with a slight limp because of Leslie's brutal rape which had left him with a prolapsed rectum. Today he wore an oversized bright colored green t-shirt but kept the baggy jeans. He'd noticed that some of the female populace staring at him in a curious manner.
A couple of people he didn't know had casually greeted him as he made his way to his locker. He was feeling on top of the world and less than twenty four hours prior he'd had his cock stuffed down Leslie's throat as he practically emptied his balls into her stomach. The once popular and untouchable cheerleader had come to him in complete desperation begging for his help and he'd turned the opportunity to his favor finally fulfilling a long held dream of seeing the voluptuous brunette completely nude and nearly stuffing her full of his cock.
Too bad she'd found that damn pellet gun and realized the prank he'd played on her earlier that day. Humbert had planned on finagling and coercing her into full blown intercourse but he'd taken what he could get and openly laughed in her face as the stupid teen had tried in vain to get him to allow her access to his destroyed ass yet again. He'd thought her truly insane as she idiotically tried to work out a deal to rape him a third time.
Now, this morning he found himself looking at the decapitated head of Aquaman.
Perhaps she should have been scared, but the lanky nerd was riding high sure that whatever she would try to get back at him couldn't be all that bad.
She needed him for some reason and he didn't think she would do anything to really harm him. He grabbed a few books and shuffled off to his first class of the day...Gym.
Humbert had made sure that Brad Tucker was nowhere in sight remembering the brief attack he'd endured a few days prior before he'd resorted to mind games correctly guessing that the star jock had also recently endured an assault from the Queens of Maplewood high. He was nowhere to be seen and things looked normal as some of his peers' horse played and bragged about all the pussy they probably weren't getting. Humbert seemed to be an invisible man once more and he was more than happy with that as he played a quick game of Tetris on his phone.
"THNK FAST DORK!!" Humbert found himself in a full nelson with his arms locked over his head as a muscle packed jock he recognized from the baseball team quickly advanced on him with a devastating right hook that nearly knocked him unconscious. More blows followed while he barely realized that he was being assaulted by two people.
"Hey do it Mark! Do it man!!" He heard one of them yelled between blows.
"Nuh uh!! I ain't fuckin gay homes!!"
"I just wanna see if it's true man!! You know you want to find out too!!"
"I'm not pulling his fuckin pants down dude!!"
"PULL HIS FUCKIN PANTS DOWN!!" He felt someone tugging at his pants and immediately intertwined his fingers in his belt loops and started kicking at the massive jock that was assaulting him. The guy, some jerk with a blonde Mohawk grabbed a handful of his shirt and laid him out with another right!!
*DARKNESS*
Humbert found himself starring up at the neon lights in the ceiling of the boy's locker room as he realized that his pants were halfway down his thighs.
A sinking nauseating feeling crept over him as he reached down finding the butt plug missing from his gaped asshole. His pulse began to race as he looked around finding it discarded a few feet away on the concrete floor. A familiar feeling started creeping in wiping away the sunshine and bringing despair to the nerd.
Humbert crawled over to the plug and noticed his phone propped up against it. A weird feeling crept over him as he picked it up and looked at the screen.
"Fuckin bitch ...BURN IN HELL!!"
Humbert found himself looking at a picture of his own gaped asshole.
*****
"Jackson."
"Here." A teen raised his hand in the back of the class.
"McAllister."
"Here." A chunky brunette raised her hand to answer her teacher.
"Kennedy." Leslie watched her former best friend in the front row of the class for any reaction to her name. There was none and she felt a twinge of regret but knew that soon she would be back where she belonged.
"Jenkins."
"Here." The teen walked into the class a bloody mess as a few girls gasped. Some of the students leaned to the side as he took his seat fearing that he would drip blood on them. Humbert was walking with his books in front of his hand obscuring his raised middle finger to everyone but Leslie. The moment he took his seat he was hit in the cheek with a penny. Leslie winked at him when he looked over his shoulder.
He shook his head "NO" and smiled bloodily in response to Leslie still knowing that he could deny her what she needed to get back into Red's good graces.
Later in the day while Humbert sat in the cafeteria with friends, his phone rang and when he looked at it, he found that the screen saver for the unlisted number calling him was the very same picture of his gaped asshole sans the butt plug. He excused himself and walked over near the cafeteria window.
"What do you want Leslie?"
"I'm going to need you at nine for that thing we talked about." He was amazed at how casual she was talking to him about what was a potential third rape.
"Say, how'd you get those guys to beat me the fuck up bitch?" His face and body still ached all over from the brutal assault and it hurt to walk.
"That's not what I'm talking about loser; I just want to make sure that you understand what's going to happen tonight." She did her best to sound threatening but she was put off by his non-pulsed demeanor.
"Did you "DO" something to get those two meatheads to "DO YOUR BIDDING?" He forced some laughter after the sentence sensing that this would infuriate her even more.
"I DIDN'T SUCK THEIR DICKS!!" She blurted out giving herself away and rankling at the laughter that exploded from the phone afterwards. Earlier in the morning she'd loitered near the weight room finding her two potential henchmen working out with heavy weights one spotting the other and decided they both looked dumb enough to trick into beating Humbert. The only problem was that the muscle bound duo weren't as dim as she'd thought and the most attractive girl in Maplewood was obliged once again to work out a trade of sorts.
Leslie had been surprised at how small their cocks were as the two jocks proudly discarded their gym shorts. The smell of their sweat and lust nearly caused her to vomit and in spite of herself, Leslie couldn't help but compare them to Humbert. One of them had cum as she'd barely got her hand around what looked to be five inches trickling weakly over her fist which obscured his entire shaft.
The other guy had endured at least two minutes before shooting his wad on the floor as Leslie gently twisted her fingers around his cock.
She'd shelved her disgust as her breasts were roughly fondled while casually mentioning the incident where Humbert had spit in her face and adding that the reason was because she'd found out that he was a closeted homosexual who'd kept a butt plug in his ass at all times.
"Can't get enough of that taste huh bitch?" Humbert was laughing for real now as he realized the depth of her growing hatred for him in light of the fact that he was continually getting the best of her over the past week.
"SHUT UP ASSHOLE!! You're gonna PAY for that when I FUCK YOU TONIGHT GEEK!!" Leslie was standing in front of her locker and failed to notice that she had an audience.
"Yeah right cunt, get fucking bent whore." He hung up in her face sending Leslie into a blind rage as she slammed her fist into the locker screaming.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU ALL LOOKING AT HUH?" The gathered crowd started laughing, heckling and applauding while she screamed even further. Leslie ran pushing her way through the crowd. She didn't want to be around them further and hit the exit flipping an over vigilant freshman hall monitor the bird.
"Oh how the mighty has fallen." Patty observed in the company of a few friends in the corridor as she watched Leslie bolt from school. The cheerleader had been gossiping in the hall and had observed one side of the exchange between Humbert and Leslie from the buxom cheerleader's side of the phone. The girls had been talking about the rumor that Humbert was a bisexual and had even fucked Brad Tucker in the ass.
The rumor had originally started with the two jocks who'd assaulted Humbert telling people about how Brad Tucker had helped out the unconscious nerd even though they'd found a butt plug. The two heavies had already followed Leslie's instructions talking the photo of Humbert's exposed ass and texting the pic from to her from the geek's phone. They didn't want to fuck with Brad who was till beloved by most of the town.
Humbert would never know that he'd been saved from further humiliation by his former nemesis.
*****
Harry was showing a young couple some of the new stock of mattresses and doing his best to close the deal. He'd worked at the mall apartment store selling various odds and ends for nearly twenty seven years but a new salesman had been getting the best of him lately and his bonus was in jeopardy. The stocky Neanderthal of a man was closing in on a sale when he noticed his perky young rival running in his direction.
"What is it Tom?!" He was annoyed that the young hot shot would have the nerve to interrupt him in the middle of a sale.
"You've got a visitor sir."
"Can't it wait; I'm in the middle of a sale?" He felt like pushing his fist into the face of the smiling twenty something.
"The old man is a little bit hot Harry; you know how he feels about visitors on the job.
"Well, who the hell is it?!! Is it my wife?"
"Harry, if that's your wife, I'd be happy to entertain her until you're through with the sale." His young rival's answer and subsequent smile peaked his curiosity and he looked over his co-worker's shoulder peering into the small office at the entrance to the store.
His pulse instantly quickened when he saw the voluptuous brunette sitting in his office and he began absentmindedly moving in her direction forgetting the young couple he was trying to sale a mattress.
Tom was more than happy to take up the slack making the sell in less than five minutes from the couple who were offended by Harry's behavior.
"Leslie, what are you doing here young lady?" Harry's eyes drunk in the abundant curves of her body which were poured into skin tight beige top with a V-neck that barely contained her tan hued breasts and a matching mini-skirt of the same color.
"I-I just want to apologize for what happened the last time I was over your house. I was out of line sir." He stumbled taking a seat adjacent to the stacked teen noticing how he could see the undersides of her olive colored thighs as she folded her leg over the other.
"Oh, it's alright honey, I forgot about the whole thing."
"But how could you Mr. Jenkins?!! I was completely naked and everything!!" Fake tears rolled down her cheeks and she buried her face in her hands. The middle aged father looked around noticing some of his coworkers and a few customers watching with baited interest and immediately handed the teen a few tissues.
"Stop crying Leslie, everything's gonna be okay." He tried to comfort her and was going to pat her on the back but he was aware of all the eyes on him and relented.
"But Humbert won't forgive me Mr. Jenkins! I tried to talk to him and he just blew me off!!" Her fake hysterics were getting even louder as he gave the teen more tissues trying to calm her down.
"Look Leslie, why don't you just come to the house tonight and I'll sit down with you two and hash things out okay?"
"Oh that sounds great Mr. Jenkins, but now that I know about him ...oh he's never gonna talk to me again!!" She continued crying as he prodded her for more information.
"What? What do you know about him?" She paused for effect looking deep into his eyes and leaning forward giving the sweaty cave man a generous view of her burgeoning cleavage.
"I just wanted my first time to be special and he had to go and ruin it all."
"Your FIRST time? My god what happened Leslie?" Her tone was worrying him and he had to know more as he leaned forward to hear what she had to say.
*****
The rest of Humbert's day had gone surprisingly well considering the beating that he'd taken from Leslie's thugs and his humiliation when he'd woken up from said beating to find the butt plug yanked out of his prolapsed anus. There were no further incidents after his exchange with Leslie over the phone and other than some stupid rumors working their way around the school he seemed to be in the clear.
Once he was on the bus headed home for a quick study session before work Humbert began to feel a little more comfortable in his own skin. He had trouble sleeping the night before due to his dreams centering on fucking Leslie's face. He'd tried to push the thoughts out of his head but it had been all he dreamed about and more. He'd never thought that in a million years he would have ended up with his cock in Leslie's mouth, let alone get her to suck him off. His dreams had been haunted by the awesome sight of her nude body and it was enough to wake him in the middle of the night to finish himself.
But it had all been a ploy to get him to let her rape him again...and in front of an audience as well. Even though she'd only mentioned Red, he knew there had to be some catch to the sick deal she was trying to close. He kept beating himself up about his failure to fuck the snot out of Maplewood high's resident Ice Queen. Well judging from her actions, Leslie was still desperate for his help and perhaps there would be other opportunities.
By the time he'd got off the bus he was sporting a raging hard-on and he intended on taking care of it before jaunting off to work.
"GET YOUR ASS IN HERE BOY!!" He'd barely got his key into the lock when the door was snatched open causing him to fall onto the carpeted floor.
"DAAAD?!!" Humbert found himself looking up at his father who was brandishing a razor strap. The stout middle aged man took a few swipes at his son who scurried about on the floor.
"I CAN'T BELIEVE THIS SHIT!! MY SON IS A GOT-DAMN PERVERT!!" Humbert knocked a few chairs over as he ran into the kitchen nearly upending the table. His father wasn't so inclined shoving the table aside and grabbing his son by the nape of the neck.
"DAD, WHAT THE FUCK MAAAN?!!" His father shoved him forward causing him to fall back into the living room nearly hitting his head on the coffee table and that's when he saw it.
The dildo.
The blood stained dildo that had been shoved up his ass time and time again by one of the most beautiful women in town. He knew he should have thrown it away but for some reason he kept it.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING WITH A FUCKIN DILDO IN YOUR ROOM BOY?!!" His father was livid and nearly foaming at the mouth with rage.
"Look Dad, it's not what you think and I know what this looks like but I can EXPLAIN!!" His father had taken another vicious swipe at him with the strap following this up by grabbing his son's shirt.
"I'm going to ask you a question and you'd better tell me the damn truth son...Did you SHOVE that DILDO UP LESLIE'S ASS?!!"
"WHAT?!!"
"DID YOU FUCK THAT POOR INNOCENT LITTLE CREATURE UP-THE-ASS WITH THIS FUCKING DILDO?!!"
*****
Humbert's coworkers were shocked when he came in looking disheveled and pissed off. He'd only been there for a few moments when his phone predictably rang displaying the now familiar picture of his gaped asshole.
"What the fuck do you want?" He already knew who it was and bristling with anger after taking a beating from his misinformed father.
"You forced me to play hardball, Hum-Bert and that was just my opening act baby."
"Is that right bitch?" Her mispronunciation of his name was sending him down a very familiar path.
"Oh yeah fag, if you think that ass whipping you got from daddy was bad you ain't seen nothing yet." She sounded glib causing him to slam his fist down on the counter disturbing a few of the patrons in the library.
"I hate you." He whispered into the phone hearing the cheerleader giggle.
"Yeah, I know Hum-Bert baby... GET YOUR ASS OUT HERE!!-NOW MOTHERFUCKER!!" The shift in her tome was so sudden that it jarred him momentarily.
"No."
"Oh now really dork? Tell me Hubert, what do you think your parents are gonna think of the photo you sent me huh?"
"What the fuck are you talking about bitch?"
"Look at your screen saver or did you erase the picture all ready?" He realized that she was talking about the photo that had been taken forcibly earlier that morning.
"You wouldn't." A realization had suddenly come over him and he knew that she had closed the walls in around him.
"I'd do anything to get what I want asshole. Haven't you realized that yet fool? I won't have any qualms about telling your parents anything I feel like making up Humbert. Your father is-such an understanding little ape." She seemed to love the sound of her own voice relishing her victory over the indignant nerd.
"You're evil Leslie and even if you get back with Red, nobody is ever going to really want you around." He honestly didn't have anything left to say.
"Whatever loser, are you walking out of the library to my car right now like a good little boy? If you're not that would be a big mistake on your part of course and dear old daddy nerd gets a nice picture of his son's corn hole." She was giddy with power and a little wet downstairs.
"Coming Leslie." Humbert was crest fallen and looked back at his coworkers before leaving the branch.
"Hey, is everything okay?" His Goth coworker called after him.
"Gotta go home, kind of an emergency. Lock up will ya?" He didn't wait for her answer nodding at Ralph, the security guard that had been employed at the library for his protection by his boss.
Exiting the safety of the library he found her waiting in her beat up Chevy Nova across the street out of security camera range. There were no words as he got into Leslie's car. She actually reached across his body and fastened his seatbelt.
The vehicle sped off into the night.
*****
It was already well after dark as the Chevy Nova sped along the highway blasting loud tunes along with the driver's constant joyous honking of their horn.
Leslie was living it up and Humbert was not.
"You like this song? I think its fucking cool and shit!! It's called La La La by naughty boy and it just fuckin rocks Humbert." She was making small talk and grinning like a Cheshire cat.



"Where are you taking me psycho?" He deadpanned looking through the windshield at the horizon line.
"Come on baby, you don't have to be so bitchy now. Everything's gonna be okay once we take care of business." She had pulled out her phone and was dialing up her former BFF. He considered jumping from the car and rolling down the asphalt into oncoming traffic but that wouldn't stop her from texting that picture to his parents.
"HEY BITCH PICK UP YOUR FUCKIN PHONE, I GOT 'EM AND I'M READY TO FUCK!!" Leslie laughed into her I-Phone. Despite himself, Humbert couldn't help but take in the sight of the delectable cheerleader sitting beside him and he hated himself for it.
"You're not fucking me."
She ignored him dialing the phone again to leave exactly the same message with her former partner in crime who for some reason wasn't picking up her phone.
"You ain't gonna fuck me Leslie." He repeated again for emphasis.
"Wha-WHAT?!!"
"You HEARD me BITCH!! Ain't NO GOT-DAMN WAY YOU'RE STICKING A FUCKIN DILDO UP MY ASS EVER AGAIN!!" The rage was welling up in him and he started trembling with mounting rage.
"DON'T YOU FUCK WITH ME ASSWIPE!! I'M AT THE FUCKIN FINISH LINE AND YOU'RE GOING TO TAKE MY COCK AND LIKE IT NERD!!" His resurgent defiance had flown in her face and she didn't like it one bit.
"FUCK YOU!!" He was so angry that he was nearly having a seizure from the emotion radiating within his lanky frame.
"HOW DARE YOU!!" She slapped his face so hard that her nails scrapped his face drawing blood.
He cupped his hand to his face and drew it back looking at the blood running from his fingertips. Leslie delivered another hard slap to his face knocking his head into the passenger side window.
"DON'T FORGET WHO'S IN CHARGE HUM-BERT!! ...fuckin pussy, who do you think you are FUCK FACE?!! OH YOU'RE GOING TO GET FUCKED GOOD TONIGHT BIATCH!! I'M GONNA MAKE YOU RIDE MY PLASTIC COCK COWGIRL!!" He began hyperventilating and gasping. Leslie had her phone out again and was attempting to dial up Red.
"GO TO HELL!!" Humbert quickly snatched the phone from his captor as she screamed like a banshee grabbing at his shirt and ripping it. The car wildly swerved lanes nearly running into a truck before Leslie was able to maneuver out of the way. Humbert tried to roll the window down but the handle broke off and he began pounding the phone against the glass.
Leslie jammed her feet on the brake sending his head into the windshield and making him drop the phone as her car swerved to a stop roadside.
There was nothing surrounding the car for miles on only open field full of tall grass and brush.
"Are-Are you crazy? You could have killed us Humbert...Humbert?" He was slumped face down against the dashboard.
"Humbert? Oh, shit are you okay baby?" He wasn't moving and she was worried that she had killed him. She reached over and gently pulled him back against his seat. There was blood on his temple and running freely from his nose which looked broken.
"Oh please don't be dead Humbert. I'm so fuckin sorry." She'd started to cry when he suddenly coughed.
"Thank heavens you're not dead." She cupped his cheek getting some of his blood on her as he opened a swollen eye looking at her silently.
He quickly slammed her head into the steering wheel disorienting the curvy teen. He popped the clasp on his seat belt snatching the phone up from the floor and pushing the door open.
"HUMBERT!!" She attempted to grab him as he fell head first from the car onto the pavement. Leslie got stuck as she attempted to get out of her seatbelt. He staggered to his feet clutching the phone in both hands and stumbled off towards the roadside field.
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!!" She scrambled across the passenger side seat onto the road as he started off into the field. He was making his way towards a patch of large brush tumbling over repeatedly as he worked towards his goal. She'd managed to get to her feet and began running to intercept him. He barely had time to look over his shoulder and threw the phone high in the air over the brush.
"NNOOOOOOOO!!" Leslie watched her phone fly through the air and into the dense foliage. She shoved him to the ground chasing her phone and he'd struggled mightily to get back on his feet but failed. He watched the frantic cheerleader disappear into the brush.
She emerged moments later...defeated.
"That's it, I'm finished. I'm gonna lose everything and it's all your fault Humbert. Are you happy?" She looked like a feral child with her long brown locks erratically over her head with bits of foliage sticking out of her hair. He was breathing heavily and trying to get his wits about him.
"You have no idea what's gonna happen to me tomorrow and you probably don't care." Her only leverage was now lost and she didn't know what to do. She didn't have anything left to force him with.
"Y-You are without a doubt ...The UGLIEST BITCH I HAVE EVER SEEN LESLIE!!" He began coughing up a bit of blood as he attempted to get to his feet. She just stood there in the field looking at him rise to a standing position saying nothing . The mascara was running down her face and her mouth was agape.
Humbert was suddenly caught off guard as she tackled him raining blows down on him as hard as she could and screaming. He slammed into the ground as she jumped on his torso racking her nails across his face. He tried to grab her wrists and Leslie countered by shoving her knee into his groin repeatedly.
"I'LL KILL YOU MOTHERFUCKER!!" She'd managed to get her hands around his throat and was attempting to throttle the life out of the nerd. He was already weak from the earlier beatings he'd endured and the blow he taken to the head in the car. He dug his nails into her wrists making her cry out and retaliate by leaning over his body and sinking her teeth into his ear drawing more blood. The stacked cheerleader screamed in pain as he grabbed a lock of her hair yanking for all he was worth and causing her to fall away from his body.
Before she could react further he used the leverage to roll over on top of her as she rained punches into his face and chest.
"GET OFF ME!!" She'd wrapped one of her shapely legs around him and began kicking at the base of his spine but he let the dead weight of his body pin her to the grass.
She gasped as his fingers closed around her throat tighter than she could have ever imagined. Leslie quickly found herself being strangled and struggling to breath. She clutched at his shoulders ripping a sleeve from his t-shirt and gasping for air.
"Hey, wait-a-minute...what the fuck am I doing?" He'd stopped himself miraculously as images of his crying mother ran through his mind. He wouldn't become a murderer, a killer and lose his freedom over this cunt. Humbert looked down at his tormentor feeling a flush of regret for what he'd almost done.
Leslie was still gasping for air and he took a good look at her.
Her pretty face had remained unblemished and was partially covered with dirt and her matching beige outfit was partially torn in places. One of her breasts was exposed and covered with dirt.
The nipple was erect.
He was breathing heavily trying to regain his senses and absentmindedly touched the nub with a finger.
A wad of spittle hit him square in the face.
"I hate you Humbert. You've taken it all away. Taken it all away." She began to sob covering her face with her hands and he watched for a few moments before gently pulling her palms away to reveal her beautiful face.
The slap he delivered to her face resounded loudly across the expanse of the open field.
His hand had begun to squeeze her exposed breast as hard as she could and roll the hard nipple. He quickly yanked at the V-neck of her top freeing the other large tit still covered by the nylon brassiere she been wearing.
"W-What are you doing? No- No Humbert ...STOP IT!!" She began to struggle as her pulled her other breast free ripping the flimsy bra and freeing her tits to rest side by side fully revealed. She tried to hit him but nothing seemed able to deter him as he lowered his head to her chest pressing both nipples into his mouth and sucking as hard as he could.
"Don't do that!! PLEASE STOP DOING THAT!!" Her free leg resumed pounding at the small of his back. He didn't react to the painful blows from her muscular legs as he nipped the thick raspberries that topped the huge tanned breasts in front of him. She began to panic as she realized the full length of his cock was grinding against her slit.
"You can't do this to me...DO YOU KNOW WHO THE FUCK I AM?!!" His turgid length was perfectly sandwiched between the fat lips of her sex and she was fast becoming wet as she found herself looking deep into his eyes. There was a crazed look on his face as he pumped his clothed meat into her snatch as hard as he could.
She was silent as he ground into her steamy box sending familiar waves of pleasure through her body. He continued painfully mauling her large breasts and sucking on her nipples.
"Humbert, Hu- Humbert you've got to stop." She half pleaded as her panties became drenched with her lust. She could feel the head of his cock pressing up against her opening. Leslie began breathing heavily and in time with the thrusts against her crotch. He brought his lips up and attempted to kiss hers. She rewarded him by sinking her teeth into his bottom lip.
"LET ME GO!!" She tried to push her torso up against his hoping to dislodge the lanky nerd but he was just heavy enough to keep her pinned down. He continued thrusting, picking up the pace and she hoped he would cum quickly. Humbert's fingers found the damp crotch of her bikini panties and his thumb pressed down on her clit.
"OOOOHHHHHH FUUUCK!!" The orgasm caught her by surprise as she involuntarily humped back against him trying her best to prolong the experience. It was like a jolt of electricity flowing through her body and she'd barely recovered when she felt her underwear being removed.
"NNOOOO!!" She shoved him so quickly that he was knocked over allowing the cheerleader to jump to her feet and started running towards her car. He fumbled around on the ground finding a large rock which he flung at the fleeing teen hitting her dead center in the back.
Leslie went down like a ton of bricks tumbling onto the grass on her stomach. The wind had been knocked out of her and she quickly realized that her panties were being ripped away from her body. She kicked back at him when she felt his tight grip on her small waist and knocked him back. He'd managed to keep a tight grip on one of her calves and quickly pinned his enemy face down under him.
"This is so wrong... YOU CAN'T DO THIS SHIT!!" He'd yanked the beige miniskirt off of her body making her completely bottomless as he looked down at her wide butt with its prominent tan lines and deep crack. She panicked wondering if he was going to fuck her in the ass to finally get his revenge and tears ran down her face.
The sound of his zipper lowering caused tears to run down her face even as her cunt pulsed soaking wet and ready.
He began to run his cock up and down the crack of her ass essentially repeating the grinding motion from earlier. She tensed up every time his steel hard rod ran over her tight brown-eye causing her luscious cheeks to cradle and caress his meat. Sweat had long sense formed on her brow was running down her face as he fucked her cheeks.
"You're so fucking wet bitch." She was surprised to hear him speak and alarmed at the menacing sound of his voice.
"Humbert please, don't fuck me." She begged her voice trembling as the head of his penis found her lower puffed up lips. Her juices ran over his member and she could feel it rubbing the insides of her thighs.
"Oh but I want to fuck you Leslie. I wanna fuck you so fucking bad I can taste it." His cock was gently spearing her opening and he felt like he could cum any second now, but knew that he wouldn't.
"I-I'll suck your dick if you don't fuck me, and you can even CUM in my MOUTH!" The head had slightly penetrated her tight lips and the heat from her opening was incredible.
"I can cum in your mouth?"
"Y-Yeah, you can just cum all down my fuckin throat and shit." Leslie was willing to do anything to preserve her virginity even though her body was screaming for action.
He seemed to acquiesce easing up on her thighs and grabbing her wrist, but quickly rolled her on her back locking his knees into the back of hers. Leslie found her legs splayed wide apart and in the air.
"You can suck me after." He hissed watching the panic in her face. He'd long since morally checked out after all he'd endured over the course of the last nine hours.
"Please...Hu-AAAIIIIEEEEEEE!!"
There was an audible "pop" as her hymen was pierced. At least in his mind anyway.
The nerd had shoved his cock deep inside her birth canal blowing past her hymen and only stopping when it smashed into her cervix. Her blood curdling scream could nearly be heard for miles around followed by her sobbing as he pounded into her body as hard as he could relishing the feel of her extremely tight cunt.
The pain was unbearable as she cried loudly while he fucked her as hard as he could palming her wide butt for extra leverage. Tears, mascara and snot were running down her face and Humbert could have cared less. He stole a kiss from her luscious lips as he tried to push her through the ground to Australia.
"OOHHH YEAH BITCH!! I'M TAKING YOUR STUCK-UP PUSSY YOU SNOOTY BITCH!!" His pelvis continued slamming wildly into hers and her breasts were flopping around on her chest.
"You wanted this Leslie, cause you just wouldn't stop fucking me in the ass!! You're everywhere at school, my job, my face and even in my dreams BITCH!! You WONT STOP FOLLOWING ME AROUND!! So, now I'm taking your tight popular girl pussy YOU FUCKIN RAPIST BITCH!!" He was half laughing and crying as he intermittently licked the filth from her face not caring any more what happened and what would happen once this moment was all over.
"I-I'm sorry." She cried even as he continued his frenzied ramming into her body.
"Too late for that now bitch, know why?"
"W-Why Humbert?" She could feel herself tightening up around his swelling member. A massive orgasm was on the horizon and there was nothing she could do to stop it ad she wasn't sure she wanted to humping back up against the oblivious nerd.
"Because I'm gonna CUM in your PUSSY!!"
"NO, PLEASE DON'T GET ME PREGNANT!! She panicked and began squirming against him but her pushed her legs further into her chest.
"Think about it LES, you're gonna get FUCKIN KNOCKED UP with my GEEK BABY and NONE of YOUR BITCH FRIENDS IS GONNA TAKE YOU BACK!! YOU'RE GONNA
BE STUCK WITH MY BABY DORK SUCKING ON YOUR SAGGING TITS!!" He was laughing crazily and huffing as he prepared to fill her full of cum.
"HUU-HUMBERT AAAIEEEEEEEE-FUUUCK!!" His pelvis pounded into her body and remained there as he started pumping his seed deep into her cervix. Humbert gave her three additional pumps designed to cause as much pain as possible and sat back looking at his handy work.
The beauty queen didn't move lying prone with her legs spread far apart, her face a mask of horror. Humbert looked down handling his blood soaked cock stroking it while she watched. The pain between her legs was unbearable and she didn't even know if she could stand up.
"So tell me bitch, how does it feel to be a full-fledged woman?" She sobbed as he stuck a finger in her swollen cunt and held it up for her to see her blood intermingled with his sperm. This only made her cry louder as she put her fists in front of her face.
"IT HURTS!! IT HURTS SOOOOO BAD!!" She answered with the sound of her voice distorted by her sobbing. Her voluptuous body was covered in grass and dirt.
"Oh that's nothing compared to what you did to my asshole. Here let me show you skank." She'd thought he was finished and spent but he'd found renewal in his depraved state and flipped her onto her stomach positioning himself behind her round, dirt encrusted butt.
"Wait-a-minute Humbert, you came already! Y-You came ALREADY!! NO, YOU FUCKIN CAME!!" She pleaded even as he's entered her from behind not realizing that everything she'd ever done to torment him was fueling his mad lust and rage. His cock was even harder as he slammed himself her creating motion ripples across her big butt.
"FUUUCK, I-I'm F-Fuh, FEEEEELING!!" Waves of pain and pleasure were rippling through her pelvis making her cum against her will. She was breathing heavily and pushing back against the angry thrusts into her backside instinctively. Humbert was a man possessed as he quickly pressed her down onto the dirt.
The buxom teen suddenly felt the now familiar head of his cock making circular motions on her crinkly star and instantly knew what was going to happen. Leslie realized that she was too weak to fight him off and resolved not to cry out when he inevitably pierced her anal ring.
"I-I know what you want Humbert and you're-YOU'RE NOT GOING TO GET IT!! I-I won't SCREAM!! I WON'T!!" She cried out as he began pushing into her bowels.
For the second time that night an audible "pop" was heard as Leslie finally realized what it was to get fucked in the ass...RAW.
"AAAIIIIEEEEEEE!!" Went a familiar teen's scream into the night.
*****
"Would you like some more of my homemade potato salad Melissa?"
"No ma'am, I stuffed to the gills thank you." Betty wrapped the glass container in plastic wrap and placed it inside the fridge. She'd had Red over for dinner with her daughter April and they had enjoyed a nice evening together. There seemed to be something between the girls that was left unsaid and she couldn't yet put her finger on it.
"Nonsense, you could stand a few more pounds on your bones."
"Mom, you're embarrassing me!" April called out in a child-like tone as Red laughed.
"Let you tell it, there's nothing I do that doesn't embarrass you." Everyone around the dining table laughed in unison as Red noticed her phone had several messages all from Leslie.
"I've got to get to work girls, have fun and don't do anything I wouldn't do." Betty waved and left the house. The girls looked at each other and laughed before sharing a passionate kiss. April pushed back from her seat and stood shedding the orange t-shirt that had been given to her by her lover.
"What is it?" April was befuddled as she noticed her girlfriend's reaction listening to her phone messages.
"Leslie says that she's ready to fuck."
"What?" April felt a pang of fear run through her body and worried that all of her machinations were about to go up in smoke. She'd done everything in her power to muck up the works between the two BFF'S.
"She says she's got Humbert."
"You don't believe that shit do you?" Her heart was pounding in her chest as she watched the attractive redhead return the call.
Red noticed April's anxiety and smiled at the topless blonde plumper.
"You worried about something?" Red closed her phone and placed it on the table top.
"Not at all." In moments she was on her knees lapping away at her lover's snatch.
*****
"FUUUCK!!" Humbert came for the third time deep into her rectum. He continued pumping into the thick brunette. Leslie's breath was ragged and she could barely hold her head up as he continued fucking her for all he was worth. She weakly bumped her abused rear back on his semi-erect cock. He pushed her roughly off of him and the teen was more than happy to lie in the dirt.
He continued stroking his member roughly as she lay prone on her belly silently watching. He noticed her looking and grabbed her by the hair pulling her face up to his cock.
"Clean me up slut." She immediately took him into her mouth licking and caressing his member with her tongue sucking as hard as she could on his outward strokes. She didn't care about the taste of her own ass anymore and did whatever she could to appease the delirious nerd.



"Take that fucking top off, I'm tired of looking at that shit." She dropped his cock from her mouth and quickly removed her tattered beige top. Now she was completely nude in that roadside field and watched as he shed the rest of his clothing as well. It seemed like the outside world had ceased to exist.
"Ride it bitch." Leslie carefully climbed into his lap and positioned his member at her entrance before slowly sinking down and taking his full length. She began to grind her hips watching the junction where their bodies connected and looking into his eyes for some sort of approval. She cautiously encircled him with her arms as she began bouncing on his crotch. She moaned looking at him with dead eyes as she felt his fingers cupping her buttocks.
"That feels so good slut." She had learned to use her hips in a way that made him involuntarily react and he responded reclining on the cold earth and let her ride him how ever she liked. Leslie planted her palms flat on his chest and worked her hips back and forth as hard as she could putting as much pressure on his cock as she could muster.
Finally, they both came at the same time.
She sat there on top of him with his member deep inside her body looking at him in a strange troubled manner. He could feel her intentionally tensing up around him milking him for whatever was left in his body.
Shortly she disengaged from his body crawling off his pelvis to sit beside the panting nerd and drawing her knees up into her chest. Her gaze wandered around the field and onto the horizon line as she could see dawn approaching. Gathering himself, Humbert pulled himself up into a sitting position opposite Leslie as he fished around in the disturbed grass for his pants. She silently watched him pull on his pants and sit beside her quietly.
"I was a virgin too." He offered as she scratched her head and pulled some clumps of dirt from her tousled brown locks.
"That night, when you guys asked. I was a virgin."
"Well, Red fixed that didn't she?" Leslie replied.
"She was my first anal experience. You, well you are technically my first actual fuck." He just wanted her to know for some reason. His words were not lost on her and she looked at him with wet eyes.
"I'm sorry."
"Me too Leslie."
"No, I mean for everything. I'm sorry for messing up your life and you know, raping you. I was a piece of shit and you uh, deserved better." She was sincere and reflecting on her actions. Her nude state no longer mattered as she watched him slowly rise.
"Yeah, I know Leslie." There was ringing somewhere in the brush and Humbert walked off into the foliage.
"Humbert?" She was relieved when he returned with her phone. He gingerly offered the phone with its cracked screen to its owner. She looked at the screen seeing that the call was from Red and disconnected the call.
"So what do we do now?" She didn't know what the future held and looked at his body shilloetted against the rising sun.
"Now, I go to jail for a crime I did commit." He sounded melancholy and hadn't noticed her pulling her tattered top back over her torso.
"No, I wouldn't, I won't talk about this-ever." She had found her skirt and was having a little bit of difficulty pulling it up over her hips.
"Pretty humiliating huh?" She'd found her panties but they were too torn to even try putting back on.
"That's not what I mean. I'm just sorry about everything that happened. We had no right Humbert. What we did-What "I" did was evil."
"Well I'm no better than you now." They didn't speak after that for a long while.
"Come on Humbert, I'll take you home." She tried to touch his shoulder but he brushed her hand away.
"I will get myself home if you don't mind." He had found his ripped up t-shirt and subsequently given up on putting the article tossing it.
"Come on, we're probably ten miles away from your house. I don't mind taking you home." She reasoned as he turned to her after retrieving his damaged glasses. He began walking towards the highway with the intent of hitching home.
"Leslie you can do whatever you want but I would like you to forget about me okay? I really don't want anything to do with you anymore and you can take that however you like. Call the cops; tell Red, whatever ...JUST LEAVE ME ALONE!"
He was suddenly clipped by a speeding vehicle and sent flying like a ragdoll to the asphalt a bloody mess.
"HUMBERT!!" Leslie screamed running towards his crumpled up body.
To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood and one of the Cheerleaders will Fall as Karma continues to catch up with her.
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I'd been slumming for a few weeks after getting bailed out of jail by Claudia's dad. He was some high priced lawyer and she'd practically begged him to help me but at the cost of my pride and self-respect after being caught with a prostitute. After grilling me on whether or not I was in a relationship with his daughter, Maury gave me a verbal dress down. He'd asked me where I lived and when told of my Korea town digs, decided drop me off on the nearest street corner after another veiled threat about having anything to do with his daughter.
I assured Maury that his daughter wasn't my type I guess to his satisfaction because moments later I was eating the dust of his Lexus as he sped off into the night. I was pretty sure I'd never see my good friend Claudia again.
Then one Friday six months later, I got a call out of the blue.
"WHAAATS UP!!" She never waited for you to say hello. She thought yelling into the phone was funny for some reason.
"Claudia? Damn, I never thought I'd hear from you again."
"I figured my dad probably said something to piss you off and besides, a phone call goes both ways ya goon."
Turns out that she'd been seeing some accountant son of her mother's best friend or other and that things were getting pretty serious. I was truly happy for my little Jewish princess until she mentioned "returning the favor" she'd done when she'd had her father bail me out of the slammer and get the charges dropped. Seems her mother wanted things to remain rather "chaste" between Claudia and her beau going so far as to assign a chaperone on their outings together.
"So what am I supposed to do? Beat the guy up?" I was surprised when she started laughing and told me that I'd find myself back in the slammer if I beat up her cousin Bernadette.
Claudia explained that her wealthy parents rolled out her dumpy cousin to scare off potential suitors they deemed unworthy of her affections. My good friend was really into her current guy and was determined to fight fire with fire. Hence I received a virtual tap on the shoulder and was off into the night to Claudia's house.
Claudia lived in a two story condo downtown in the arts district and I'd finagled her indoor parking spot in exchange for "keeping her cousin busy" while the happy couple enjoyed the evening. Her condo had this really lived in east coast look with a lot of shelving and books which I later learned belonged to her boyfriend. She'd spent a month on my couch in-between apartments and I knew her to be an unrepentant slob as I viewed the various articles of clothing and half eaten take-out containers littering the hard wood floor.
"Thanks for everything, we've gotta go. Bernadette's entertaining herself in the den." She was dressed to the nines with a shimmering knee length black dress over her lanky frame and her beau a tall guy who somewhat resembled Greg Brady was dressed in a natty wool suit. He was taking her to see Wicked at the Pantages Theater all but yanked her out of the door giving me a slight whiff of jealousy. Whatever, I wondered if my good friend had let him in on my situation, my "Crack Addiction" as it were. I'd been barely going cold turkey the last six months keeping my fetish under wraps and self-medicating with Japanese frottage porn and honestly, Claudia's call had actually stopped me from returning to the hood to search for either Roxy or Coco and their huge, dusky bubble butts. In private, I spent a lot of time masturbating to porn and having mildly successful "dates" with a couple of non-descript women by my standards.
I opened the sliding double doors that led into the den to find Bernadette sitting in front of a large old-school projection television entertaining herself by playing Pong. Yeah, you heard it right ...Pong. There was an old school Atari 2600 jury rigged into the television console as I got my first look at Bernadette.
Viewed from the back as she sat on the couch all I could see was the back of her head and shoulders. She was definitely a larger woman but I couldn't tell if she was an actual BBW or some fat broad.
She had long ethnically curly brown hair that extended far below her shoulders and her upper torso was covered by a dull grey sweater.
"Can you speak or are you just gonna stand there burning holes in the back of my fucking head?" I was taken aback by her husky aggressive tone and felt foolish standing in the door watching the back of her head as she continued playing the primitive video game.
"Well excuse the fuck out of me ma'am; pleased to make your acquaintance."
"Have you?"
"What?"
"Have you made my acquaintance? Have you come in here like a true gentleman, introduced yourself and kissed my hand?" There was a calm, yet pushy tone in her voice and I immediately understood why Claudia wanted to ditch her for an evening alone. I didn't speak as I walked into the den getting a good look at her face for the first time. Under the unkempt mane of hair was a decidedly plain face with a prominent nose denoting her Jewish Heritage holding up really thick horn rimmed glasses. I also took notice of her somewhat thick lips and found myself wondering what they would feel like wrapped around my cock. Bernadette had a narrow elongated looking face that reminded of a female version of the Hansen brothers from an old Paul Newman movie called Slap Shot.
"So, I make the grade or what?"
"What? Oh sorry about that. I tend to zone out from time to time." I apologized as she focused on playing her game.
"You should see a doctor for that. Could be serious, I mean people drop dead all the time never knowing what fucking hit 'em. You could have a got-damn aneurysm for all you know. Hell you probably have high fucking blood pressure you know that? People of your ethnic persuasion have that problem cause of all the fried foods that you eat." She had caught me off guard with her strange rambling half-rant.
"People of my ethnic persuasion?" I was annoyed at her inference.
"You know-the colored folk...oh shit, I said something insensitive didn't I?" She had dropped the bulky controller putting her small hand up to her narrow face.
"Ya think?!!" I walked over to a little half bar in the room and began to pour myself a drink as she sat there pondering her careless words. I wasn't much of a drinker affording myself a taste only on the rarest of occasions. I'd made myself a screwdriver (Orange Juice and Vodka-Absolute with two fingers of juice for coloring and taste enhancement.) and it'd been smooth going down as I pondered whether or not I wanted to remain in the presence of this fast annoying cunt.
"Look brotha, I'm REALLY sorry about what I said. I'm kind of a got-damn spaz at times. I'm not trying to make, like a racial incident here or nothin." For the first time I think I noticed her thick east coast accent. She was staring me down something fierce from her seat on the couch and I noticed that she had a number of blankets draped across her lap. I just chalked it up to the weird nerdy vibe I was getting from Bernadette.
"It's okay SISTA; I agreed to be here didn't I?" I was already working on my third drink.
"I don't want to be a bother, but could you pour me a shot?" I obliged sloppily filling a shot glass and placing it on the counter. Strangely, she didn't move from her post on the couch staring at me expectantly.
"Sorry, no curb side service here." I said as smarmily as I could manage noticing the weird anxious look on her face.
"What a fucking gentleman you are. Oh well, might as well get this over with." I wasn't even looking at her as I poured myself a glass of Heineken. I heard her sigh very loudly and the ruffling of blankets as she stood up and walked across the hardwood floor.
I wasn't prepared for the sight of Bernadette as she cautiously walked towards me.
Bernadette was definitely a sight with what appeared to be a definitive pear shaped figure. I noted in those fleeting moments that from the top of her dorky heads to the furthest points of both of her wide hips formed a perfect triangle and I immediately reacted to the delectable sight in front of me. In seconds I was sporting a massive tent in my slacks and quickly turned away from Bernadette.
"Oh that's just great hon, gawk at the fat girl and turn away to laugh right? Well you don't have to stay partner, you can just go fuck ya-!!" I immediately interrupted her before she could finish cussing me out.
"Chill okay?!! It's not what you think lady!" I was already so hard my cock was touching the underside of the bar.
"Oh yeah, well why don't you tell me what the fuck it's like brotha? Tell me why you've got that stupid ass look on your face!! Even though I was turned on something fierce, this bitch was getting on my nerves to no end. I think it probably had something to do with the abrasive manner in which she spoke and her jersey accent so I decided to just troll Bernadette with the plain truth.
I simply turned by crotch in her direction giving her a good look at what I thought of her appearance. It looked like I had stuck a steel bar in my pants and I could even feel some pre-cum leaking from my shaft. Looking at her outrageously wide hips straining to burst free of the floor length blue jean skirt she was wearing was making my crotch throb.
"What are you-OOOHH MY!! I-uh well...Is that all you down there?" I smirked as her eyes became as wide as saucers and I figured that she'd be running to Claudia's bedroom and locking herself inside in moments. I'd pour myself another drink before heading home and calling it a night.
"Is all that down there, uh is all that because of me?" I just shook my head and continued smirking cock sure that she'd be heading for the hills. I had her pegged as some closet racist.
To my surprise she sided up to the bar and downed her shot taking her eyes off of my crotch only long enough to gesture for me to fill her glass. Bernadette quickly downed this shot as well.
"Look I don't want you to take this the wrong way but, well uh..." She was fumbling all over her words.
"Let me guess, you're flattered but you're not into black guys RIGHT?" I was checking my watch when she softly grabbed my forearm.
"NOOOO!! I just was gonna ask you if I could like-well if could like touch your cock." I did a double take when I heard this looking into her grey eyes.
"Are you serious? Are you fucking for REAL?!" I couldn't believe my ears.
"Listen buddy, I don't get much "action" as you can probably guess and I don't need you jerking me around okay?!!" While she was talking to me her left hand had lightly grazed my crotch sending shivers up my spine and causing me to blink profusely at the stimulation. Bernadette took this as a sign of consent adding more fingers into the fray. She began tugging and playing with me through my slacks as the condo became devoid of all sound except for her heavy breathing. Her dorky features did nothing for me but the woman was a maestro with her fingers rubbing my shaft and pinching the head of my cock sending jolts of sensual pleasure through my body.
"Do you like that brotha? You like how I touch your fat cock for ya huh?" I was nearly at the point of begging her to pull it out when Bernadette made a show of slowly tugging my zipper down revealing the wet mushroom head of my penis which was glistening and sticky with moisture.
"OOOOh yeah, you like that shit don't ya brotha? You want my hands on your big dick don't ya?" She'd wrapped her narrow fingers softly around the base of my shaft and began running them up and down with a very slight motion.
"Uh, you-you're very good at this Bernadette...real good if I say so myself." It was amazing how she knew how much pressure to apply and how little motion to use for maximum effect.
"Yeah, is that right? Well I've had a LOT of PRACTICE brotha! In fact I gave my first hand job to my cousin Harvey at his bat mitzvah when I was twelve and boy you should've seen the look on his fuckin' face. Thought we was gonna go all the damn way until I told 'em I didn't want no fuckin freak babies with em. You know you can get freakin mogoloids and freakin cloverleaf type babies when you cross the same fuckin DNA togetha!! Didn't you know that brotha?-Oh yeah look how hard ya cock is getting brotha!!"
Bernadette had moved closer to my right side and picked up the pace by tightening her grip on the middle of my shaft.
My cock had a lattice of tight veins all along its surface as she worked me hard and I was at a loss for words. I don't know how I managed it with all the stimulus and sweat running down my brow, but I managed to grab one of her butt cheeks and dig my fingers into its considerable girth.
"Imagine the chutzpah of him thinking he was gonna fuck me fuckin stoopid? Talking about letting him just put "IT" in a little and shit!! Freaking dregs of freakin humanity I tell ya!!" Honestly I wanted to tell her to shut the fuck up and jack my meat, but she was handling the old joystick famously. The cool air of the condo's air-conditioning was playing havoc with the neglected head of my cock as I squirmed a bit and attempted to hump her hand.
"OH YEEEAH, you like how I touch this fat cock eh? You like how I jerk your fuckin meat don't ya brotha? Look how you are trying to fuck my freaking palm brotha! Look at how you're trying to fuckin cum all over my soft hand!!" She was right about that. I wanted to blow my load all over her soft palm and the small, thin fingers that she was currently moving independently on my cock while jerking me off. The fucking woman was AMAZING!!
"You know, I could keep you like this all fuckin day if I wanted to brotha. One time I kept this freakin Mexican kid hard for like all of three hours until he was begging me to get him the fuck off! You should've seen the load I got outta him why don't ya brotha!! He was the son of the damn housekeeper!!
She got all bent outta shape just cause I supposedly had the NERVE to ask her to CLEAN the FUCKIN floor!! Well I told her something; I told her that SHE was PAID to CLEAN the fuckin house by my DAD!! I told her to fuckin think of it as fuckin JOB SECURITY!!" I couldn't believe that Bernadette was able to ramble on while still expertly manipulating my junk. I didn't want to be a dick by chalking her near constant yammering up as a trait of her ethnic background, but she was clearly making a case in that regards.
"What a got-damn Putz she was I tell ya!! I made her son fuckin happy and reporting me to the cops is the THANKS I get!! Dad ended up paying that bitch off after I let Carlos "SHTUP" ME and EVERYTHING!! Crazy as the day is long I tell ya!! ...He sure had a nice cock though, wasn't as thick and long as yours though brotha!!"
I'd considered telling her that she should offer complimentary hand jobs to all of her future suitors just for listening to her crazy rants, but didn't know how she would take it. She had removed all but three of her fingers from my shaft and I was wildly fucking her hand at this point while my other hand futilely tried to grope one of her humongous ass cheeks.
My single hand found that a daunting task as I couldn't reach low enough to grasp the bottom of her cheeks. Bernadette appeared to be a little over five seven and she seemed to have an extremely wide butt that was so thick it felt almost like cement. I was puzzled through my sexual haze as I could barely get my fingers into the flesh of Bernadette's hefty ass.
"Uh, huh-yeeeeah, tell me when you wanna cum alright?" This was all I needed to hear as I brought my other hand up tapping the small of her back as she immediately began jacking me as hard as she could. It was so painful and pleasurable at the same time that I began moaning loudly and running my hands through the thick knotted up hair on her head. Precum was flying from the head of my cock as she began twerking her hand in a blur on my cock.
"You gonna cum for me brotha?"
"Y-yeah!"
"You sure you gonna fuckin cum for me?" The wet sounds of her hand running up and down my cock filled the room.
"Ye-Yeah baby, I'm gonna shoot my load!!" Her amazing hand was making me an honest man and my eyes were fluttering from her vicious jacking.
"CUM FOR ME SHVATSA!!" I am ashamed to say that I understood the racial slur that exploded from her lips but was too far gone to care. Bernadette had quickly bent over capping the head of my cock between her lips and twirling her tongue on it while I blasted my seed into her throat. I'm even more embarrassed to say Bernadette had me screaming for my mother as she jerked me empty with the tips of her fingers while maintaining her vacuum seal on the head of my cock. My nerdy companion even opened her mouth to reveal the copious amounts of jizz left on her tongue before swallowing with a smile.
I was left breathing heavily as Bernadette motioned for me to fill her glass which I eagerly and generously did. I watched as she took a quick shot of bourbon as my curiosity peaked about Claudia's weird nerdy cousin.
"Did ya like that huh?"
"Yeah, it was uh, cool." I didn't want her to get a swelled head but any idiot would have known that she had just blown me away.
"Hey can I like, uh ask you another question?"
"Yeah as long as it's not fucked up and racist." I felt like I had to put a disclaimer on our conversation because Bernadette seemed to have no social filter what-so-ever and said practically everything that came to her crass little mind.
"Do you think we could you know, like uh hang out and stuff? You know kind of like in a social setting or some such gathering. I mean it's okay if you don't put yourself out there like that, you know with the other brothas around and stuff."
"What are you talking about Bernadette?"
"I'm just saying that it would be kind of nice if we could see each other on some other night when I'm not covering for my dumb cousin."
"What do you mean "covering for your dumb cousin" Bernadette?" Her statement threw me for a loop.
"Well you know what the fuck I'm talking about. You "know" right? We pull the chaperone bit every time Claudia dates somebody her parents don't approve of...get it?" I REALLY wasn't getting anything at this point.
"Here, she even left you ah note and everything." I watched as she fished a small envelope from her sweater pocket and handed it to me.
The note: Don't say I never did anything for you. Have fun schmuck. LMFAO!!
I face palmed realizing that my good buddy had set me up again. Bernadette was confused at my sudden laughter and drew her own conclusions.
"So, you're not my blind date after all?"
I just shook my head and winked at her. I watched her immediately turn beet red and start fanning herself as I poured her another shot. I have to admit I was a little heady from my own drinking habits that evening.
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!! I am gonna fuckin KILL that SHIKSA!! Oh HELL she's got me over here suckin on some strange guy's BIG, BLACK COCK!! That fucking cunt!! That bony whore done made me look like a damn NAFKA why ya don't!!" She was ranting again and I'd had enough of her mouth. Well, as far as her talking about shit anyway.
Shut up Bernadette. Please shut the fuck up."
"HOW DARE YOU SPEAK TO ME LIKE THAT!!" She was outraged and I decided to go for broke so I grabbed her arm and pulled her to me mashing my lips against hers. I think it was more because I was half drunk than anything else. Bernadette had to at least be as tipsy as I was and offered no resistance whatsoever.
"You like me?" She stammered after we played dueling tongues for moments and I was delighted that she wasn't a bad kisser at all. She had this way of yielding softly opening her mouth as my hungry tongue invaded and suddenly attacking back with her own.
I responded to her question by framing her face with my large hands and kissing her some more as she moaned into my mouth.



"You got some kind of mouth on you brotha." I smothered her mouth again and she wrapped her arms around my torso as I was reminded that I hadn't put my cock away. My crotch was being ground against her fleshy belly and starting to stir. In moments her fingers had begun grazing me once again, bringing me back to life. I had to stop her otherwise she'd have me blowing another load in no time.
"What's wrong? You don't wanna get your rocks off again?"
"Not even, I just wanna see something first." I softly pushed her back a few steps.
"Stay with me Bernadette." I began to slowly twirl her around as you would if were dancing with a partner. What I sought suddenly became apparent as her wide butt came into view. It was spectacular and my body responded accordingly. I felt a familiar stirring in my mind as my fetish started to rise to the surface. Bernadette's big butt was almost shelf-like sticking out from the small of her back in dramatic fashion. The long jean skirt that she wore was stretched to capacity looking like it would burst apart at the seams if she sat down too quick.
"Damn Bernadette." I sighed finally stopping and holding her in place facing away from me.
"Yeah, have a laugh at my personal shame why don't ya. I'm a fuckin freak a nature I tell ya!! Between you and me, it just sucks ass to look like this brotha!! Everyone always razzes me talking about how when the man upstairs was passing out asses, I got in line like ten fuckin times. Yeah, I got like a freakish booty alright?!!" She threw up her hands in exasperation as I chuckled and began to palm that wide, juicy butt.
She immediately stopped talking as I ran my fingers across the expanse of her bottom trying my best to knead the thick flesh of her backside.
I gave her fat ass a few flat handed slaps that startled the nerdy woman a bit. I looked into her grey eyes as she began to breathe heavily and moan in quick successive bursts of lust. I gave her the slightest of physical prompts signaling her to turn her back to me as I dropped to my knees and framed her hips with my arms. The material of her jean shorts was pushed deep into the crevice between her cheeks by my actions and I lost myself rubbing my face into her bottom.
"Really loving that ass huh?" I didn't respond, couldn't with my face buried in her bottom. I was in heaven experiencing complete euphoria as I ran my hands up to her small waist and from there down across her wide hips as I nipped one of her cheeks with a bite.
"Fuck, it's so damn true what they say about you blacks and the ass!" She exclaimed in a nervous half laugh.
"Oh yeah, and what do they say Bernadette?"
"You know, that black guys can't get enough of the ass and some such. They say that the ASS is like fuckin CATNIP for you brothas. Who would.ve known that it was fuckin true and that I'd have some black guy wiping his fuckin face with my big can." She seemed to get lost in her own thoughts as I continued playing with her ass to my heart's content.
I had some serious plans for Bernadette and every one of them ended with me over indulging in my fetish.
"You don't mind do you?" I asked as I grabbed the helm of her skirt.
"Help yourself brotha." Permission received, I began to slowly pull her blue jean skirt up revealing a toned, muscular set of calves that tapered off over unusually small ankles and feet. I couldn't believe how small her feet were. They looked like they belonged to a smaller person in their almost child-like state.
"You've got some fuckin baby feet."
"Oh, are you gonna fuck them too?" I laughed at her flippant attitude and brought the broad side of my right hand down on her ass with a loud slap.
I continued rolling the skirt up revealing her voluptuous thunder thighs which surprisingly had a little to no cellulite on them. Bernadette was a thoroughbred and her legs were powerful and tight to the touch. I ran my hands the length of the backs of her thighs causing her to shiver a little and chuckle nervously. I was just savoring her body as much as I could. I hadn't had the time to fully enjoy a woman's body and form in a long while and Bernadette seemed to be eating up all the attention.
"That feels so fuckin good. You really know how to touch a woman, anybody ever tell you what talented fuckin hands you got on you? Don't answer that brotha, just keep rubbing and caressing me." She was breathing even harder and cupping her breasts through her multitude of shirts and the bulky wool sweater that covered her torso. I rolled the skirt up over her massive butt finally getting a look at Bernadette's bounty.
I wasn't fully prepared for the sight of Bernadette's HUGE; BOULDER-LIKE ASS and I immediately went into a trembling fit just from looking at it. I hadn't been this put out since that afternoon with Mrs. Stetson and her massive donk. I'd been so taken with her that I'd openly drooled and begged for her number. I'd been so devastated after the end of our "arrangement" that I'd gone "dark" and ended up paying for sex.
I admitted to myself as I stared at Bernadette's enormous ass that I was sick. Staring at Bernadette's outrageously wide hips was sending me into a near seizure as I grabbed them and pushed inward mashing her butt together and creating the deepest rear cleavage that I'd ever seen in my life. I repeated this action numerous times upping the friction and sticky moisture between her cheeks. There was this slight wet sound in the room from my actions.
"Hey babe, you fuckin' okay back there?" She sounded concerned but I barely even heard her annoying east flavored voice.
For some insane reason I ran the flat side of my tongue up the deep crack of her huge ass. I honestly can't tell you why I did it, only that it felt oh so fucking right. I'd never done that shit before but on this very evening I found myself licking Bernadette's prehistoric bum like a madman. I began licking up the side of one cheek and planting little kisses on the slightly dimply surface and repeating these actions on the opposite side. I was so enthralled with the bounty that lay before me that I lost it and started stroking myself as I literally became a savant rubbing my face in her backside.
"Mishegas I'm starting to think that maybe you love my fat can a little too much!! I mean I heard of guys having a fetish be-foah, but this is like the fuckin end or something!! Brotha you love this ass too much and I'm thinking that it might have to be taken away from you!! What about the rest of me hon?!!" Bernadette's annoying voice popped me out of my euphoria and I felt a pang of fear well up in me as she talked of taking away my new toy, my treasure.
I jumped up startling her a little and pulled her closer to the bar patting one of the stools for her huge butt to rest on as I knelt between her legs and pushed the skirt up as far as it would go. Unfortunately it wouldn't go past her knees and I seriously considered getting a knife from the kitchen and cutting it off of her body, but I really didn't think that Mickey Roarke-type shit would float with my "Jewish Princess".
"The zipper's in the back for you information." I looked up into her dorky face as she brought a single finger to her lips and looked away knowingly. I had her stand as I roughly rotated her denim frock until the zipper was facing me. Her thighs seemed to get wider as I pulled the stubborn zipper towards the floor and I found myself face with some extremely small pinkish colored panties
"Whoa, now just how in the hell did you get these on?"
"They tie on the side. Gee hon, don't you know anything?" The skirt was draped over the sides of the stool and I easily found the pink ties at her hips made into cute little bows and pulled them free.
"Got a little bit of a forest down there girlfriend." Bernadette had a prominent tuft of curly hair completely covering her sweet spot and I was given momentary pause. I liked my women to shave downstairs.
"You don't like it, ain't my problem brotha. In fact you can shave it your own gawd damn self!!" She sounded agitated and was shifting around a bit on the stool. I was worried the small piece of furniture would break under her weight.
"Maybe I will bitch."
"What?" Before she could launch into another diatribe, I buried my face in her furry muff ignoring the coarse pubic hair to find her clit and began twirling my tongue on her button. Apparently she hadn't received a lot of oral in her life and I found my poor head locked between her legs as she came all over my face. Hearing the strange shrill scream that erupted from Bernadette gave me an innate sense of satisfaction as I used nearly all of my strength to push her thighs apart before I was accidentally decapitated.
"OOOOHHH my GAWD!! That-That was so-FUCKING AMAZING!!" I watched as she wacked her thick legs together and fanned herself breathing heavily.
"Stand up."
"Huh?"
"Stand up Bernadette; I want to see you in all your glory." She just glanced up at me for a few moments before my request sunk in and she stood never taking her eyes away from mine. I watched as she gingerly took a few steps backward wither arms framing her robust form as if she were cold. Even though she was still clothed from the waist up, I drunk in the sight of her accessing her like some work of art. A living fertility symbol come to life but I wanted to see her completely nude and closed the distance between us.
"What're you doing?" I'd snapped a few of the buttons on her top sweater when she timidly tried to stop me. I didn't answer and undid the rest of the buttons pulling the garment away from her and tossing it onto the floor. Under the sweater I'd found a polyester vest covering a long sleeved flannel shirt and laughed before relieving her of these articles of clothing as well.
"Well, well well...who would have thought? Another fucking shirt." She had on a spaghetti strap tank top under the prior garments and I tugged at the helm of that as well.
"Well girls gotta have some support and security. I figure some fuckin perv wouldn't take the time to go through all them fuckin shirts and leave me the fuck alone!! Ah hell, I ain't fooling you at all Brotha!! I hate my ugly tits too!!" She suddenly shoved me back and pulled the garment over her head and flung it on the hardwood floor giving me a look at her bare chest.
Bernadette had a very large C-Cup, well borderline D sized breasts that sloped obscenely out from her chest and were capped with areolas that probably should have been on a pregnant woman that was nursing. Her large areolas nearly covered the tips of her boobs and her erect nipples were rounded and chunky. She instinctively brought her hand up to cover her body when I pulled it away and gave her another deep kiss of reassurance.
Her breasts were very soft to the touch and molded to my fingers. She simply stood there watching as if she were having an out of body experience. I began to squeeze her supple tits until her large nipples spilled between my fingers never taking my eyes away from hers until she began to squirm.
"HEEEY, WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU-?!!" She never got to finish her sentence as my lips locked onto hers causing the curvy, abrasive woman to melt in my arms. My cock was as hard as it was ever gonna get and I needed to feed a burning desire deep within.
"GEE, You REALLY like ME like FOR REALS huh?" She sighed as I ran a finger over her lips.
"Yup." She beamed at my slight admission and dropped to her knees taking the full length of my manhood and enveloping it completely with her mouth. In moments the underside of her tongue was caressing the underside of my shaft as she worked her head in a slow pumping motion. I grabbed a fist full of her curly mane and worked her mouth as she intermittently opened it to show me just how deep my cock was penetrating her throat.
I tightened my grip on her hair making an impromptu ponytail and gave her a few deep strokes nearly choking her poor nerdy woman before drawing my soaked member away from her hungry lips. I started to walk through Claudia's loft taking my "blind date" with me. Bernadette was forced to follow me on all fours and she didn't like it one bit.
"HEY, WHAT'S WITH THE FREAKIN TARZAN BIT BROTHA?!!" I stopped and shoved my cock in her mouth for a few minutes so she could get a taste. I was gonna full on romp tonight and do my best to turn her out. After a few licks of my cock, I led her into the bathroom and directed her to sit on the toilet while I rummaged through Claudia's medicine cabinet.
"What's going on brotha, what're you gonna do? Are you looking for drugs? I'm not judging or nothing, but I got a few vicodin in my purse if you want em." My rock hard cock was the only thing keeping me from walking out on this insensitive cunt as I pulled a women's razor from the cabinet and brandished it menacingly in front of her narrow face.
"What is that foah?" She looked afraid.
"I'm taking your advice Bernadette. I'm gonna shave your fucking bush because it offends me and then you know what I'm gonna do after that baby?" I'd found the shaving cream and pushed her legs as far apart as they would go.
"What?"
"I'm gonna FUCK your BRAINS out and then I'm gonna RUN my COCK up and down your HUMONGOUS ASS until I shoot a liter of JIZZ all over your backside and then you know what? I'd knelt between her legs and started lathering her up.
"What?"
"I gonna FUCK you some more Bernadette." She moaned breathing heavily and clutching her hands to her chest as I softly shaved her bald exposing the fleshy camel toe of her snatch.
She caressed my face as I wiped her down with a warm hand towel and gasped as my cock was immediately inserted into her extremely tight snatch. My member looked almost obscene prying her well pronounced lips apart and her lust was apparent from the very audible sticky, wet sound of my invasion. I'd got half of myself inside when she pushed her nails into my chest trying to halt my progress. I grabbed the undersides of her thunderous thighs and put her muscular calves on my shoulders as I pushed forward.
On every inward stroke I opened a little more of her up until I was able to start fucking her properly. Bernadette was really tight and sticky as her inner walls clung selfishly to my cock. I pushed it in and out of her deliberately slow until she started squirming on the toilet seat so hard that I thought it would be ripped off.
"Harder."
"What?" I wanted her to work for it after all the crap she'd talked during our initial encounter.
"A little harder, I need it uh, banging up against my clit." She moaned and continued wriggling around trying to get more of me inside her.
"Now, now now...Is that how you ask for something?" I teased as she groaned in front of me.
"Mother fuckin...You're fuckin teasing me. That is SO CRUEL."
"Come on Bernadette, how do you ask?" I would not be denied as I continued to push slowly into her stopping all together as she tensed up around me.
"You bastard, you know you can fuck me harder than this!!"
"BERNADETTE!" I drew my member back until it was at the entrance to her love hole. She watched me draw back staring intently at my glistening cock.
"PLEASE FUCK ME!! FUCK ME HARD BROTHA!!" That was all she could get out before my cock rammed into her cervix. I surprised the nerdy BBW by reaching forward and grabbing her waist as I stood. She panicked and locked her arms around my neck as I bounced her on my cock a good ten times before lifting her off of my prick and setting her on the tile floor of the bathroom. Bernadette was breathing hard and quickly took my cock back into her hungry mouth. I have to say that this woman for all of her crude innuendo and abrasive bravado was a fucking artist with her mouth. She knew exactly what she was doing and would have got me off right there if it I hadn't stopped her.
"What now fucker?" She was annoyed when I grabbed a lock of her hair and yanked her off my cock. I was determined to train her and make that monster sized ass mine.
"I want some of that fat cookie." I saw a glint in her eye and a quick smile as she bent over the tub and arched her back putting that huge Jewish ass on display for me. Even though she had a monstrous butt, Bernadette's pussy was fully exposed looking like a big juicy peach as I rubbed my cock on its pronounced lips. She was moist and fluid ran freely from the lips as I sank deeply and slowly into her.
"Please fuck me hard as fuck brotha; I need it really good so sock it to me." Bernadette wasn't shy about what she wanted and I didn't disappoint as I started ramming into her with all I had. She made these grunting noises in time with my invading member almost sounding like somebody was shanking her. My fingers sank into her meaty thighs and her big butt rippled fluidly as a consequence of my actions.
"Y-YEAH, THAT'S WHAT I'M FUCKIN TALKIN ABOUT RIGHT THERE!!-RIGHT MOTHERFUCKIN THERE BROTHA!!" I could feel the head of my cock slightly piercing her womb and she began seizing up on me with her inner muscles. Bernadette was as tight as a vice and I knew she was coming on my cock when she'd started making these gagging type sounds and trembling.
"I'M CUMMING DADDY!! I CUMMING-FUCKIN-CUMMING ON YOUR BIG BLACK COCK DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!!" I'd heard some of the women I'd been with scream this before and knew that she'd be a fan of the old BBC for the rest of her days. Her tight, barely used cunt continually clamped down on me but I was nowhere near my own satisfaction as Bernadette screamed into the face of the tub.
I watched her jiggly ass bounce around on my hard cock until she finally rode out her orgasm and was breathing hard. Bernadette sounded like she had just run a marathon and sighed as I slowly slid out of her snapping confines. It took some effort but she turned and cleaned my cock expertly sucking on the shaft and rubbing its length across her face. I chuckled nervously as she began sucking on my balls being unused to such a sensation. I offered my hand and helped her to her feet giving her a deep soul kiss to reward her efforts.
She nearly swooned pressing her super curvy form against mine and moaning into my mouth. I motioned towards a bottle of baby oil on the sink and she grabbed it without a word following me into the hallway. I took her hand in my own and led her to Claudia's bedroom. Bernadette knew exactly what I wanted and made a show of crawling onto the bed on all fours wiggling that massive ass for my benefit. She actually made it clap loudly eliciting laughter and a round of applause from me. Bernadette was glowing as she grabbed a pillow and lay on her stomach.
"Damn Bernadette, I just gotta lick that pretty ass of yours one more time." She was swaying it side to side in an enticing manner. My lips and tongue quickly took over wetting her creamy cheeks and thighs before dipping into her snatch for five minutes as she squirmed and chuckled nervously under my efforts.
"Now, I'm ready to cum on this monster."
"You gonna cum for me again brotha?"
"Oh fuck yeah Bernadette, I'm gonna paint that ass with my cum bitch." I slathered her massive butt with half of the bottle admiring how it glistened under the overhead lighting of Claudia's bedroom and rubbed it in massaging from Bernadette's tapered waist to her ass and upper thighs. At this point my cock looked like it would explode and I wasted no more time pressing its turgid length in-between her cheeks.
"Damn, that feels sooooo good Bernadette."
"You like that brotha? You like my big, flabby ass do ya brotha?"
"I FUCKIN LOVE your BIG, FAT ASS!!" My palms looked extremely small against her donk and I pushed her wealth of succulent flesh around my cock until the middle portion of my shaft was partially obscured.
I savored the feel of her cheeks enveloping me and Bernadette began flexing her bottom around me and bouncing slightly enhancing the feeling. The wave like ripples across her buttocks was enchanting and soon I was seriously banging away until I began to feel a familiar fire burning in my loins.



"FUCK BABY, I'M ABOUT TO CUM!!" I'd collapsed on her back never ceasing my hard strokes against her meaty ass.
"CUM FOR ME SHVATSA!!" She yelled once more as I stopped stroking and pressed my cock into the cleft of her monster.
I groaned as the first powerful jet of cum shot straight up her back reaching the base of her neck followed closely by the second. A third pooled in the small of her back and I humped out the rest until I was spent. I rolled over on my back seeing stars as I looked at the ceiling. We lay there staring into each other's eyes until I blacked out. I was hooked on Bernadette and definitely not through with her yet, but my body gave out.
*Darkness*
I was groggy and disoriented awaken by the sensation of a tight vagina bouncing on my erect cock. I got the shock of my life as I opened my eyes to find Claudia riding me cowgirl. She had her eyes squeezed shut and I couldn't help but notice the pert little breasts that sat high up on her chest and the obscene appearance as my rod stretched out her small cunt. I wasn't a fan of rail thin women, but she'd already got her prize and was fucking herself stupid on top of my athletic body. I noticed a silver chain adorning her narrow waist and remembered how she told me her man have given it to her as a present.
"Hey Claudia, what gives?"
"You shouldn't have fucked in my got-damn bed so I helped myself to some of this thick cock."
"But you've got a boyfriend."
"We broke up last night when he told me he was fuckin married." She had stopped bouncing and was pushing her pelvis hard against my pubic bone.
"Sorry, I know you really liked that guy."
"Fuck him, FUCK HIM, FUCK THAT LYING SLACK MOUTH CHEATING SON OF A FUCKIN BITCH!!" She screamed as she came hard and collapsed sobbing on my chest. I wrapped my arms around her as she softly cried on my chest. I rubbed and massaged the nape of her neck as she calmed down. Soon, Claudia was fast asleep on my chest despite the fact that my cock was rock hard and wedged in her cunt.
I looked over finding Bernadette standing in the doorway watching us. She was wrapped in a pink robe that did little to hide her shape and was drinking some coffee.
"Poor kid, she was freaking hysterical when she came in last night and she really needed some good dick. You didn't mind did you?"
"No I guess not, but I gonna fuck the shit out of you when I find a way to put her to bed without waking her." I winked at her and watched her narrow face become flushed.
"Promises, promises shvatsa." She laughed opening her robe to flash her rubenesque body at me.
...To be continued.
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Friday, 6:45 PM
I'd had a particularly hard day at work with my boss Martha ragging on me about all manner of nonsense. When I'd originally started working at the telemarketing firm, we'd had an easy going even friendly relationship. Things had changed after she'd caught me checking out a picture of her daughter that was resting on her desk. I was using her office to make a few calls when I'd noticed a photo of Martha and her daughter and immediately zeroed in on her college aged kid's huge knockers. I'd been setting up an evening with a buddy and told him in exquisite detail what I'd been looking at. I'd failed to notice Martha standing in the corner taking in everything said and paid the price later.
My boss Martha is a particularly roughhewn woman of about forty seven who had migrated to the city of angels thirty years prior and had seen all kinds of hard knocks including being a single mother at a very hard age. This urban survivor from the state of Mississippi had weathered a lot of personal shit to get her daughter into the Ivy League school she was currently attending and I guess hearing me talking about her kid's big boobs sent her over the edge resulting in me getting "read".
You know how some people have a shit list? I found myself on Martha's mega-shit list and she did everything she could to make my life suck for the eight hours that I was on the clock. On this particular day she'd waited until I was five minutes from clocking out to call mandatory overtime and I'd been stuck with all the shit accounts. I was constantly told that if I didn't make my quota, I'd be looking for another job. Luckily I had the gift of gab and was always able to come in at well above office statistics.
After I'd clocked out, she informed me that I'd be working the AM-Shift on the following day. This meant that I couldn't engage in any serious partying because I'd have to get up at four in the morning just to make it to the valley and I was always tasked with opening the company doors on weekends. I couldn't afford a car and used public transportation to get around the city. My original vehicle had been trashed in an unfortunate incident involving an Indian Intern and some ill-advised public sex.
I'd decided to hit the corner store for some liquor once I got to my downtown neighborhood and watch some porn before crashing. My neighborhood wasn't the safest in the world and I'd lived in a residence hotel after losing my job at a law firm months earlier. I'd downsized to be able to enjoy the fruits of my labor and had a single room flat for pennies on the dollar. I hit the liquor store for the aforementioned wine spirits and a few odds and ends when I heard a loud commotion outside the store.
Mario, a kid that worked for the Korean owners of the store was running a female hype off. The woman had taken a post in front of the store after I'd entered and had been aggressively panhandling any and everyone who passed or tried to get in. Her voice was rather off-putting and had this angry sounding, liquor cracked quality to it as she cussed the Mexican teen out something fierce. The kid was undaunted as he had made a weapon of his janitor's broom and was swinging it at the woman until she relented and crossed the street.
I placed my items on the counter making small talk with an unresponsive Mr. Soon the owner of the store. His demeanor always pissed me off and I vowed to never use the store again on many occasions, but necessity and laziness always drew me back. In fact after paying for my wares I walked across the street to catch the bus instead of making a walk that was half a block. I was that lazy this Friday evening.
"Excuse me mister."
I was wearing my I-pod rocking out to some electronica when someone tapped me on the shoulder.
"Excuse me mister." It was the hype and I wasn't in the mood for any bullshit tonight so I just waved her off. The hype continued trying to get my attention and I continued trying to annoy her by looking her directly in the eye as I continued listening to my music.
I took this time to give her the once over and I have to say she looked like a fucked up version of got-damn Elmo. The indigo dark-skinned sister was strange looking with short nappy hair almost the consistency of a Styrofoam afro, big expressive brown eyes with a big fucking over-sized nose and wafer thin lips. When she spoke you could see a big pronounced gap.
This broad was actually wearing a brownish t-shirt that had been roughly converted into a wife beater with the sleeves ripped off and a pair of tight form fitting plaid short shorts. This living Muppet of a chick was extremely persistent so much so that I became irritated and removed my headphones and yelled at her.
"Give me TWO REASONS why I should EVEN talk to you ma'am!"
The hype shocked me by pulling her wife beater up exposing two of the most perfect breasts I'd ever seen. Her big boobs actually looked like implants resting high on her chest and capped with big erect nipples. This chick had some awe inspiring tits.
"O-kay, you got my attention." She grinned as she slowly lowered her shirt while I noticed a couple of teens across the street gawking as well. One poor kid had fallen off his bike.
"Look brother man, I'm just trying to make a little change to feed my kids." I could have cared less about her fucking children; my mind was already plotting the quickest route to wrapping her beautiful fun bags around my cock.
"I've heard this shit before, how much lady?"
"Uh, well how about sixty dollars?" Her voice told me that she expected me to balk at giving her that amount of money so I didn't disappoint.
"Nah, fuck that shit lady. I'll give you forty-five."
"Brotherman, I got five kids to feed. You can do better than that right?" The hype didn't miss a beat continuously haggling with me on the corner while I waited for a bus to take me less than a block away.
"I don't know ma'am, you probably trying to scam me anyway."
"What're you talking about? You've seen my tits and they are real!" She seemed insulted when she thought I was inferring that her breasts were fake. I ended up haggling with her for another ten minutes before she convinced me to sign off on her final asking price of thirty-five bucks.
What a bargain!!
It just so happened that her flat was in a building being renovated by the city also less than a block in the opposite direction of my hotel. I thought it was funny that she lived in this building because I'd been trying to get an apartment in that very same building and had been told that women and children were getting first choice. Here I was a hardworking man with an honest job and I couldn't even get an appointment with the managers and some ganked up hype had slid right into a new cheap apartment with little or no effort. The building had obviously been around since the forties judging from the wide expansive size of the lobby and the old fashioned gated elevators.
The hype's apartment was just what I'd expected, a single kitchenette with long walk-in closet. There was garbage and discarded baby toys everywhere and I was even shocked to see a child's big wheel half hanging out of the toilet. The smell of garbage and spoiled food filled the apartment and I considered walking out of there when the hype probably sensing my disgust, quickly pulled her shirt over her head exposing her magnificent tits that were so perfect looking that it looked like they had been stolen from the chest of a better looking woman.
It funny but time seemed to stop every time this bitch's tits came out to play. I took a few steps back to look at her as she leaned forward and slid her form fitting plaid short shorts down her smooth slender thighs and let them fall past her shapely calves to the dirty stained carpet .
It was only seconds but this broad was standing before me completely nude cupping her big boobs in the palms of her hands. I quickly realized that my assessment of this street woman had been wrong. From the neck down she was a perfect anomaly with smooth cocoa skin, the aforementioned big luscious hooters topped off with large areola and knob like nipples. She had a narrow waist that merged into her plump thighs and muscular calves. Her feet were well taken care of and unusually small and my gaze was drawn upward to her unshaven crotch, the one blemish on an otherwise perfect body. There was a disturbing patch of coarse nappy hair covering her sex and it kind of put me off. I prefer my girls clean shaven if you know what I mean.
"I'm clean." She volunteered seemingly anticipating my thoughts but looking around the apartment was an indicator of her true nature and my cock wasn't going anywhere near her untested cunt.
"Yeah, sure darling." I was dripping sarcasm and she didn't seem to care about anything but closing a deal. I brought my hands up cupping her smooth buoyant tits and rolling the nipples with my fingers while she giggled. She had that annoying addict's laugh that sound inspired more by nervousness than actual humor. I couldn't get over how spongy her tits felt to the touch and almost didn't notice her fingers rubbing my crotch.
"Money." She gently pushed and I presented the money I'd already counted out while she wasn't looking. She didn't count it or she would have known I was three dollars short. I'd recently been robbed at an ATM and didn't like carrying a lot of cash around. I watched as she sat it on a nearby dresser tucking it under a modest television. I slid up behind her cupping her breasts again and playing to my heart's content. I jiggled her tits and hung my chin over her left shoulder watching them bounce.
"You guys sure do like my tits." She bumped her narrow plump butt cheeks against my crotch trying to goad me into action.
"How big are these jugs?"
"I'm a 36DD last I checked. It's been a while and I'm probably a little bigger." The hype shuddered as I pulled on her nipples. I wanted to take them into my mouth but the stench of her sweat was nearly overwhelming.
"When did these tits get so fucking big?" I just had to know because you didn't see tits like this every day. I continued mauling her chest as she sighed loudly calling up the memory.
"They started coming in real big when I uh, was like twelve years old." She continued rubbing her squarish butt side to side and this normally would have been enough to send me into beast mode, but like I said before that nappy pussy gave me pause.
"We gonna fuck or are you just asking questions. Your time's almost up."
"I didn't know I was on a meter."
"I wanna take a picture of these big fucking tits before we get started." She shrugged her shoulders as I fished around in my pocket for my phone. This hype actually turned out to be a pretty good model striking all the right poses as I snapped away a total of fifteen pictures only getting annoyed towards the end.
"We gonna fuck now?" She half sang the question and I responded by looking around her apartment and shrugging. The place was a serious dump, so much so that I was reticent about even taking my coat off. The woman seemed to anticipate my thoughts again and kicked some of the trash around at her feet smoothing out a spot of clean carpeting on the floor right in front of us. I watched amazed at her ingenuity as she calmly lay down amongst the trash and opened her legs in invitation for me.
"I just wanna fuck those tits."
"WHAT?!! Well-uh what is UP with GUYS ALWAYS FUCKING MY TITS?!!" I kind of thought she'd be happy not to be having sex for money. Guess this wasn't the first time she'd heard that spiel. I didn't give a fuck how many other penises had been shoved up into her cleavage, I'd paid my dues and I wanted to close the deal.
"I can't fuck those tig ole bitties?" I asked fully prepared to snatch my money and break out of her shitty apartment.
"Just hurry up then." She pouted and laid back cupping and pushing her big bust together creating an inviting valley of cleavage for me. I finally took off my leather jacket and tossed it over her television set. I slipped one leg out of my jeans and underwear so that I could put them on quickly after I was done.
"There's some lube in the top drawer there." I opened the dresser drawer finding a pile of unwashed panties and the lube resting in one corner of the rickety drawer. I bent over and squirted the oily liquid all over her rounded tits and she rubbed it in whispering about how cold the lube was on her skin. There was a wet sticky sound in the air as she rubbed the lube into her cleavage and pulled on her nipples.
"Yeah baby, that shit looks fuckin good." My cock was fully erect and so hard that veins could be plainly seen on the surface as I gingerly pushed it into the sticky mess of her cleavage. This hype was definitely a pro as she cupped the outside of her breasts pushing that succulent tit-flesh around my cock completely enveloping my sex. I squirted more lube into the crevice between her mounds.
I found out in short order that the lube was of the heated variety as I slowly pumped in and out of her cleavage while sticky webs of solidified liquid clung to my cock. The continuous squishy sound added to the experience as I leaned forward humping into her deep cleavage as she moaned and wacked her legs together. I started to smell the musky lust wafting up from her moderately used vagina.
"Oh, that feels so fucking good." She moaned continuously as I reached down and pushed her tits tighter around my cock. Her nipples were squished together and I noted that her areolas were about the same size as Chip Ahoy cookies with little darkened freckly bumps surrounding her raspberry nubs that my thumbs were rolling. I'd snuck my camera out and begun taping the proceedings. She didn't seem to care about being filmed.
I began to feel a familiar fire gathering at the junction between my legs and my thighs tighten up.
"You need to cum." She warned as I increased the pace of my humping into her chest and alternately slapped my cock all over the tops of her breasts. The hype tightened her grip encasing my dick in a steaming vice as I shot load after load all over the tops of her tits and coating her throat in a clear milky sheen of my semen. She really knew her business as she slapped her silky fun bags repeatedly around my junk earning a surprise shot of cum right up her nose. Her lips were covered as well.
She shoved me away from her and jumped up squeezing her nostril and ejecting a gob of my cum from her nose. I leaned in for a closer look and got shoved back hard.
"THAT'S WHY I HATE ALL THIS TITTY FUCKING SHIT!!!" She screamed and stormed off to her too small bathroom. I watched her nude form as she splashed water on her face and tits checking out her small squarish butt and wondering how she felt about anal.
"DID YOU HAVE TO CUM ALL UP IN MY FUCKIN NOSE?!!" Her back was to me as I hastily pulled my other pants leg up forgetting my underwear in the process and grabbed my jacket and the cash. I bolted out of her apartment just as she was turning to face me.
"HEY MOTHERFUCKER!!!"
I ran down the long hallway with my jacket over my head to hide my identity just making it inside the closing elevator doors. Through the elevator gates I could see the hype running topless after me with my semen splattered all across her chest. I was horrified and nearly screamed as the lift began descending just as she reached the elevator doors.
I'd nearly had a heart attack looking around to find a Mexican family staring at me cradling their smiling kid in a huddle. I looked down and turned to the elevator wall zipping up.
******************************************************************
Right before I'd passed out I'd downloaded the footage from my camera phone onto my laptop and been surprised at how good the quality was. I'd gotten everything up to and including the money shot right up that hype's nose. With a little editing you could pass this shit off as an amateur tape and I'd lit up a joint and spent the next hour or so cobbling the footage together into something presentable.
*******************************************************************
05:30 AM-Saturday Morning
I'd almost been late getting to work having been entrusted with opening the building for business and found a small crowd of people waiting outside for me. I'm pretty sure I'd be hearing about this shit from Martha on Monday morning. I was responsible for opening both of the floors that made up our company with the fourth being designated for telemarketing whatever shit contracts they were pushing for the quarter and the fifth floor being solely dedicated to customer service.
It was a shit job but I didn't mind because I worked the weekends with Holly and she was one of the good things about working my dead-end job. We both handled the mail room, partnering up on all the shipping and receiving that went down on weekends. Part of me thinks that Holly was on Martha's shit list too as we'd started out cold towards one another initially because she thought I'd been hitting on her, but had eventually bonded over our mutual hatred of the boss.
Did I mention that Holly had ENORMOUS BOOBS?
Before I get ahead of myself, let me describe Holly a little bit so that you can get the whole picture. Holly was this blonde chick with a lion's man of frizzy blond hair who'd seen her fair share of hard knocks in life and had recently migrated to the city of angels from Tampa Florida with her two kids in tow and her good for nothing husband Derbin or Big D as he liked to be known.
As far as her body was concerned, Holly was what some would call a BBW, short for Big Beautiful Woman in some circles. Some of the other women around the office would joke that she looked like a human sized cabbage patch doll with a ridiculous set of tits. Holly had officially broken the office record for most reports of sexual harassment cases in a six month period with one guy getting so hot and bothered that he'd exposed himself to her near the water cooler. Holly was a pretty even tempered woman, but even she'd lost it and pummeled the nerdy guy until she had to be restrained by security.
I think it'd be a safe bet to say that she had a little bit of a hillbilly inside of her and sometimes it would rear its ugly head at the most inopportune moments. Holly had requested Christmas off to be with her kids because "Big D" was locked up and been denied by Martha. She'd gone on a verbal tirade ripping Martha a new one in the break room and heckling her in front of friends not realizing that our boss was standing behind her. Hence, Holly found herself on the shit list with me and working perpetual weekends.
Funny thing looking at Holly this morning was that I noticed she didn't seem to have eyebrows and I guess this is where most people got that cabbage patch doll comparison from. She liked to pencil her eyebrows in when she was going out. I guess you could describe her shape as an apple-type with seemingly wider shoulders than her narrow hips, but I did notice kind of a chunky butt stuffed into the khaki pants she usually wore to work. Holly usually had some kind of flannel shirt on to compliment her bulky frame and make herself look as blue collar as possible. Upon first viewing her, I'd thought she was a big shapeless mass of flesh and would have kept thinking that way if it hadn't been for a fateful rainy day.
Holly'd got caught in the rain coming in to work and was soaking wet sitting at her station. She'd decided to open her customary flannel shirt while wiping herself down and revealed a line of impossibly deep cleavage that never stopped. She hadn't been wearing a brassiere that day and her large saucer sized areolas were quite visible. Martha had responded by giving her the rest of the day off and an additional one day suspension just for starters.



Holly's work life would never be the same again.
09:30 AM-Saturday Morning
"Hey!! Hello in there!!" I was jolted back to reality by Holly herself actually knocking on my forehead and looking annoyed with me. I looked down and realized I'd been stamping the same parcel for over ten minutes.
"You looking at my tits again?" She laughed.
"Why would I, you never show me anything good." I was quick witted and she just ignored my comment while continuing to work at her station.
"You look kind of tired dude, some little slut keep you up last night?"
"I take the fifth; I don't want you to judge me."
"Oh, so something did happen last night. You've gotta spill man. Lord knows I need the excitement." She was placing some deliveries on a shelf and I couldn't help but notice the subtle sway of her mammoth breasts under her wealth of shirts.
"You should be telling me some stories Holly, and what do you mean you need the excitement?"
"Well, don't laugh, but I haven't been getting any lately from Big D." she casually admitted.
"What?!! Derbin finally turn gay?" I joked knowing that I secretly hated her Florida hick of a boyfriend because he was fucking lucky to have those tits at his disposal and always took Holly for granted.
"Not even asshole, he just lost his job again." She sounded frustrated and I figured Derbin had probably gotten himself fired from his chicken shack job on purpose. Sometimes I would go in there with friends just to gloat and have him take my order at the register.
"I told that fool husband of mine that he isn't getting laid until he gets another job and starts contributing to the household again."
"So how's Derbin dealing with that Holly?"
"Fucker sits around all day playing got-damn X-box and eating me out of house and home! It's like he don't even give a shit and I'm left out in the cold all night!"
"Left out in the cold all night?"
"HORNY!! Big D's so chill about my ultimatum that I'd almost swear he's getting it from somewhere else!!" I just shrugged and gave her a knowing look which she immediately picked up on and began blinking profusely.
"I already told him that if I EVER catch him CHEATING again, I'm gonna cut his fuckin prick off!!" Her face had a red tint to it and I was seriously hoping that her doofus of a husband was cheating. I started laughing and in moments Holly followed suite as I watched her bosom heave with every belly laugh.
"You're a funny motherfucker, you know that?" She had gone back to her workload and my eyes lingered checking out her curves.
"You're staring again." She said after ten minutes and before I could say anything she pointed to a paper towel dispenser near her station with a reflective surface. I could see my own reflection quite clearly.
"Busted, you know you really should let me help you out with your problem Holly."
"What problem is that pray tell?" I shrugged knowingly again and she started laughing.
"You guys are all the same, one track mind."
"So you're a transvestite?"
"WHAT?!!"
"I DO believe YOU were talking about how SEXUALLY frustrated YOU are not less than ten minutes ago and now I'VE got a ONE TRACK MIND? Miss me with that bullshit Holly." I punctuated my terse statement with a wide smile and Holly did me one better with her response. She suddenly reached down to the helm of her oversized shirt and yanked it up revealing her enormous tits encased in a light blue lacey brassiere that was obviously made for her tits. The reveal only lasted a few seconds but was more than enough time for me to take in the expanse of creamy white tit-flesh. My mouth hung open as she smiled with the knowledge that she had knocked my socks off.
"Don't say I never gave you anything." She wagged her finger at me and intended to return to her duties but I had other ideas and stuffed my hand in her back pocket yanking her towards me. She gave me the same look she'd given the perv at the water cooler but the fingers of my other hand began rubbing her crotch finding it excessively warm downstairs. I noticed her fist balled up and poised to strike but it wavered after a few moments weakly dropping to the counter-top to help her balance as her knees buckled.
"But, but I, uh don't wanna cheat on my man." She lurched forward and I could feel her huge breasts envelope my free arm as she rested her heavy frame against my chest.
"Fuck, don't spoil it Holly, I'm trying to make you feel good."
"I-uh I know...but I still don't want to cheat on Big D." She pleaded her already strong voice going husky.
"Well he doesn't care enough about your needs to get a fuckin job." I was already running a middle finger along her well pronounced slit. I alternated this by squeezing her puffy vaginal lips together roughly and alternating this with a hard rubbing motion through her khakis. She was starting to moan and huff as her crotch became so moist I could feel it through her pants.
"Baby, let me make you feel good." I tugged at her zipper but her hand stopped me.
"You're gonna fuck me?"
"If that's what you want Holly. I just want to please you bitch." Her eyes rolled up in her head as she seemed to be having a mini-orgasm right in front of me. I went to her zipper again and got it halfway down before she stopped me again.
"Let's just play for a little while okay." One of my hands instinctively rose cupping the underside of a large, massive boob. I was shocked that it was so huge that it hovered somewhere just above her navel.
"I knew it; I-uh knew you just wanted to get your hands on my tits." She moaned into my ear and I took this as a challenge.
"Holly, everything doesn't have to be about your huge fuckin titties. Let me show you how I work!" I turned her facing the counter and pushed her up against it with back facing me as I finally got her zipper down. She probably figured I was gonna fuck her right there when I slipped my fingers into her panties parting her wet lips and playing with her clit. She immediately went limp against me almost knocking me over from her sheer weight alone as I rolled her pink nub with two fingers while the rest of my hand gently probed her insides.
"Shit that feels fucking good." She moaned as a hand reached up and cradled my head. I was already hard as a rock and began grinding myself against her small chunky butt. Holly didn't miss a beat as she bumped back pushing her ass out at me. After a few moments, I released her kneeling and half yanking her pants down to reveal a really tight pair of pink and white horizontally striped panties. She definitely had a small butt and I noticed that her almost non-existent hips merged with really juicy looking thighs that had a few bruised looking marks on them. I wasn't about to ask about those marks.
"Please let's just play around; I don't wanna cheat on Derbin." She turned towards me attempting to push my hands away from the elastic band of her underwear.
"Fuck Derbin." I reiterated as I pried her underwear to the side exposing a clean shaven muff with some slight razor cuts. The moisture on her snatch was visible and running down the inside of her thighs.
I saw her opening her mouth again to spoil things and quickly ran my tongue across her slit causing her to moan out loud. Luckily the office we were using was at the end of the fourth floor and far away from the sections currently being used by the weekend crew. Holly reached up and closed the top half of the dispatch window while I continued lapping at her pussy like a man possessed.
"Yeah that's right baby, lick mamma's pussy for her. It's been too long since somebody did that to me." She was starting to really get into it and I grabbed the underside of her thigh pushing it upward and allowing me to go deeper into her cunt.
"Oh, you really like doing that huh baby? Suck on mamma's clit baby boy." I almost gagged into her cunt because of the silly shit that was coming out of her mouth. I could see the beginnings of her muffin top with some slightly visible stretch marks and the undersides of that big fuckin bra as her hands lovingly cradled my head.
"Oh, oh fuck, oh fucking shit I'm coming." She whispered as she ground her mound into my mouth. A tremor ran through her body and her fingers formed a death grip around my ears. I had to force her hands away from my head before she ripped the ears from my head.
"Fuuuck Derbin." She gasped as I stood and jammed three more fingers up into her dripping wet snatch. I was determined to make her remember me as she immediately dug her nails into my arm as what I guess was another orgasm ripped through her body. She shoved me back knocking me into an adjacent counter as she tried to compose herself.
There was knocking at the window.
"Shit!"
For some reason I just ducked down to the floor while she nervously fidgeted around before opening the dispatch window to find one of the workers standing there with a parcel in hand.
I couldn't see who it was from my position on the floor but I was given an unobstructed view of Holly's backside compact and chunky as it was. It basically looked like a big butt shrunken small and reattached to her back. I also noticed two cute dimples at the small of her back and some sort of botched tramp stamp on her right buttock. It was a badly drawn broken heart, go figure.
She made less than a minute of small talk snatching the parcel from the employee and damn near slamming the small door in the person's face. I chuckled as I heard whoever it was comment about the odor coming from the mail room. I gave her cute baby donk a light kiss as I rose up behind her and ground my still hard cock into her ass crack. Holly moaned and pushed back against me building up a nice little rhythm as we humped each other silly. I tried to angle my cock up against the entrance to her honey pot and she wiggled from side to side avoiding penetration.
"No, I already said I didn't wanna fuck." She whined as my palm rubbed her chubby belly.
"What the fuck am I supposed to do with this hard ass dick huh?" I speared her butt with it unintentionally poking her brown-eye. She giggled nervously and shoved her butt back into me creating some separation between us.
"Don't cry, I never said I wouldn't take care of you." Her comments seriously annoyed me and I made a silent vow that I would continue playing along with this hillbilly fuck until I got the pussy and then I was really gonna go to town on this bitch.
I watched as she steadied herself using the counter and got on her knees in front of my cock which was sticking directly out in front of me in a straight line. She grabbed my Johnson at the base and looked directly into my eyes.
"Don't be mad baby." I watched as she began tentatively licking my prick and sucking on the head. She had this really weird thing she did with her tongue where she would use it to lick the underside of my shaft and swirl it around while half my cock was in her mouth.
I quickly forgot all my anger and irritation with Holly as she began giving me an extremely sloppy blowjob and kneading my balls with her free hand. She got this really good pumping motion going and I reached into her huge, frizzy shock of hair creating an impromptu ponytail with my fist so that I could watch her suck the shit out of my cock.
"Yeah baby, fuck my face." She cooed and I obliged her shoving my cock into her wide open mouth while her tongue teased the underside of my cock on every inward stroke. I have to admit that I got some really good depth shoving my junk straight down her throat as drool ran down her chin staining her shirt.
"I-I guess you're gonna get your wish today." She said half choking on my precum as she leaned back on her haunches quickly unbuttoning her shirt and actually popping a few buttons.
"Got-damn Shazam." I was not prepared for the unabashed unveiling of Holly's mammoth bosom. The light powdery blue of her brassiere cups contrasted sharply with her pale skin even though I could see that her chest was flushed crimson from all the activity we'd engaged in during the morning. These monster tits hung low on her ribcage just above her cute little navel and I had to admit to being intimidated by the sheer volume of her cleavage which was a single straight line. I'll never know how she walked around most of her life carrying these veritable boulders around.
Her areolas were massive easily approaching the size of saucers and a bit of their circumference peeked over the tops of her bra.
"A little more than you expected huh?" She reached back unclasping the huge underwire and freeing her boobs which surprisingly sat upright on her chest.
"I'm truly at a loss for words Holly." I quickly found my cock inside her mouth again and she was heavily working me drool and all. I decided to get a little payback and dug my fingers into her huge blonde corona of hair, pumping my junk into her face in an action that was almost criminal. She responded by thumping my thigh with her fist until I let go of her hair.
I figured that I might be in trouble until I looked down to see Holly dribbling an almost steady stream of saliva and precum into her cavernous cleavage.
I fuckin almost blew my load right there as she smiled up at me while she wrapped her monster fun bags around my cock and follow this up by dribbling even more saliva between her tits. It felt incredible being sandwiched between her boobs with the "natural lubricant" enhancing everything.
Watching her breasts jiggle as I humped them was surreal. There were motion ripples as my cock worked in and out of her tits in a straight horizontal line into her sternum. There was this squishy wet sound permeating that small mail room as I fucked her tit cocoon. I couldn't believe how good it felt as she whispered words of encouragement and tightened her grip on my engorged dick.
"Come on baby, fuck mommy's huge fuckin titties." She began shoving her chest back and forth in time with me. Sweat was running down my back as I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her close shoving my cock vertical with her sternum as I began to blow an epic load all over the top of her magnificent cleavage, throat and a little on her chin.
"Fuck that was mind blowing." I was literally wasted as Holly buried the rest of me in her mouth and sucked me clean.
"I'm gonna have to have a talk with fuckin Derbin." She laughed as she snapped her brassiere across her stomach and pulled it around and up over her monster boobs. Holly was a certified mess with cum all over her chest and throat.
"Now you know this is gonna have to be our little secret right?" She cautioned as she fustily attempted to clean herself up.
"What's our little secret?"
"You know how we fooled around and everything." She realized she was missing more buttons on her shirt than she originally had much to my amusement.
"Whaaat, we fooled around? You don't say." She laughed as she realized I was bull shitting her and we hugged for a few moments before going back to work.
I made a mental note that the next time I got some of that. I was going all the way into her ass. She had such a tight little plump butt.
"Man, Derbin's gotta be cheating on you Holly." My cock tingled as she shot me a look.
*******************************************************************
2:00 PM-Saturday Afternoon
A few of the people working there had shot us some funny looks after we'd emerged and gone to the break room for some snacks. I chalked it up to the disheveled, unorganized look of my BBW coworker after I'd got through with her. We hadn't actually fucked, but she definitely didn't disappoint with those monster sized fun bags. My only regret was not filming it with my camera phone. Holly and I had decided to Facebook each other next time we wanted to hook up and had finished our work day uneventfully.
The rest of my day was open and I'd scheduled an appointment to view a single furnished apartment near Melrose and Vermont. My building had been sold to settle a court settlement between the owners and the city and I had little time left to find a new apartment.
I'd decided to catch some lunch at my favorite mixed-fusion truck. These are basically lunch trucks that serve the usual latin based cuisine mixed with different types of food not indigenous to that culture. This particular truck was very popular with the college going crowd and was owned by a lady simply known as "Mamma" a kindly old Mexican woman who was a wiz at cooking up tasty items.
That was only one of the reasons people flocked to this truck, the other being a girl named Lizbeth.
Yup, one girl put asses in the plastic seats of the makeshift restaurant situated in the parking lot next to LA City College. To say this girl was hot would be an understatement to say the least. She was this really, really THICK Chicana girl that worked as a waitress / cashier at Mamma's food truck. Her looks definitely exotic made her look nearly asian and that coupled with her cinnamon tanned skin and dyed red hair sent as many pulses racing as her curvy, stacked frame. I'd become somewhat of a fixture at the restaurant and together with Lizbeth a budding comedy act for the general public.
My attempts at getting her to go out with me initially pathetic had become comedy gold to the patrons at Mamma's Truck. Mamma didn't care because we made the place lively with our spirited exchanges.
"No!!" I could hear Liz yelling her answer to my perpetual question from half a block away. I'd been waiting in a very long line to place my order and reading the paper when I heard the Latina bombshell calling out to me. I looked up from my sports section to find Liz half hanging out of the food truck window looking me directly in the eye.
"What?!! You ain't even gonna wait for me to get up to the window?!" I called back eliciting some laughs from a few of the patrons.
"I just don't want you to waste your time el negro lindo, bonito!!" She called out in her signature spicy tone.
"Don't waste my time eating?!!"
"Hey don't fuck around payaso!! You know what it is I'm talking about!! You're always on my got-damn ass!!" Liz suddenly received a loud slap to her well documented, well rounded ass which caused her to jerk her body upward and hit her head on the top of the trailer roof.
Mamma didn't approve of cursing in her restaurant and what followed was a really loud Spanish language argument, some of which I actually picked up on believe it or not.
I had a good laugh with the rest of the crowd and settled into a seat as far away from the truck as possible.
I didn't want to give Liz too big of a head and lump myself in with all of the other gentlemen callers who all too frequently vied for her attention.
"Fuckin' bitch, she act like her shit don't stink." Wasn't exactly what I was thinking at the time as I looked a few feet over to find Conception sweeping up around the other plastic tables. She was Mamma's youngest daughter, a perpetual underachiever that the old woman felt like she always had to keep out of trouble. Conception had heat with Liz after she been on the receiving end of a very public beat down one Friday afternoon.
It was over a boy and the chubby Mexican girl had accused Liz of stalking him. Actually it had been the other way around and things had escalated the sunny afternoon until Conception found herself on her back taking the beating of her twenty-one year old life.
"What crawled up your ass and died baby?"
"Fuuuck you, I see how you and all these other fools drool over that fake biatch." Her sneer was perpetual and I noticed her sweeping a little harder.
"Jealous much?" I couldn't help myself as the words rolled off my tongue stinging her pride.
"What the fuck, I got to be jealous about? Everything on that puta is fake as fuck. Fake ass titties, fake ass butt and all you fuckers are drooling over bags of silicone." She had this self-assured smirk on her face that had me curious as she added more of her personal assessment of Liz.



"Oh you don't believe me then you can check it out for yourself at the Alameda Strip tonight."
"What?"
"Did I stutter? Your little princess shakes her ass for cash at the Alameda Strip comprende'?" She started laughing as a look of realization washed over my features.
"Ah you wish you could strip for a living fuckin' gordita." I lost my appetite and left half a plate of food for her to clean up.
3:47pm-Saturday Afternoon
The building was a modest little two story affair with an enclosed gateway and I even noticed a handyman doing some yard work as I approached the entrance. He gave me a weary look and his expression seemed to change as I got closer to the door.
"Nothing to see here brother." He waved his hand at me in a dismissive manner and I gave him the appropriate angry black man glares as I continued pass him.
"Hey, you hear me? There's no apartment for you here." He seemed a little standoffish and I was apprehensive as the roughly fiftyish year old Latin man approached me.
"You the landlord here or something?" I was ready for him but I wanted to make sure he wasn't management just in case I had to clock him. I didn't want to spend the weekend in jail.
"Look sorry, but she's crazy out of her mind." He had both arms out in front of him trying to look less threatening and I immediately figured out he was trying to deliver some sort of warning.
"What's this all about man?"
"The lady, she is a crazy fucking puta'." He kept looking over his shoulder as he talked and I followed his gaze noticing that the front door was beginning to open.
"MARIO!!" The voice was silky and sounded like someone who'd had a bourbon breakfast. I watched the color literally drain out of the guy's face as the voice spoke to him in his native language beckoning to him. He walked back to the doorway speaking to what I assumed was the land lady and stepped inside momentarily. Moments later, I heard a loud slap and he emerged from the door frame waving me over. I didn't know what to make of it but I was curious to see what he had been talking about.
I was pleasantly surprised to find an attractive older woman starring back at me through the screen door lazily smoking a cigarette.
"You are looking for an apartment I presume?" There was just something about her weathered voice that kind of hooked you in and from what I could see through the screen was somewhat inviting.
English didn't seem to be her native language and I placed her heritage as perhaps Persian of Middle Eastern in some respect. I just nodded and she pushed the somewhat rickety screen door open with her foot. Her name was Ophelia and she was quite the host taking my arm as we me toured the building. I was too much of a gentleman to ask her age but I placed her in late forties to early fifties.
She had a pretty but somewhat drawn, tired looking face with some bags under her eyes which she apparently tried to mask with heavy mascara and her short unkempt brownish hair had obviously been dyed a number of times. She had a slender build and thought nothing of the black flimsy housecoat that appeared hastily tossed on before coming out to greet me.
She showed me into the apartment a one bedroom with a large open living room, one walk-in closet and a smaller cramped looking room that could either serve as a bedroom or den. Throughout the whole tour she never stopped smoking and I found that refreshing to say the least because here in California most people were hypersensitive about that kind of thing. As Ophelia went to show me the newly installed sink in the kitchen her housecoat fell open allowing me a generous view of her large slopping breasts. She simply smiled as she pulled the sash tight around her narrow waist.
"As you can see I have quite a bit to put on the table." I chuckled nervously at her flirtatious humor.
"Oh definitely and I have to say your offer is inviting." I honestly didn't know where all of my charm was coming from as I did my best to seem worldly and sophisticated. She seemed like someone who was used to having a lot more than she currently had and I felt somewhat intimidated by that.
"Would you like something to drink?" I silently acquiesced and she produced a bottle of red wine from the apartment's refrigerator pouring me a glass.
"I sometimes entertain here when it is convenient. You don't mind do you?"
"Hey it's your apartment Ophelia." I offered no judgment as I downed my glass.
"But I want it to be yours so badly." She took my glass and leaned against the fridge allowing her robe to fall open. I took in the sumptuous sight of one of Ophelia's large sloping breasts that had a pronounced tan line and erect elongated nipple.
I couldn't help myself any longer and she watched my hand cup and knead the soft, slightly sagging breast. She moaned and allowed the other side of her robe to fall open revealing the other side of a perfect set of her majestic mature rack. Her breasts had obviously seen a little bit better days and hung somewhat low on her chest but were impressive on the narrow torso none the less. Ophelia's nipples were extremely rigid pressing into my palms as I squeezed the succulent flesh of her boobs mercilessly.
She wasted no time massaging and fondling my cock through my jeans as I pulled her slender frame closer seeking to cup her backside. I'd always found that women with overly large tits usually had nothing to show in the ass department. Again I was pleasantly surprised to find a very soft bubble butt encased in a nice set of French styled underwear. Her face was inches away from mine, but I didn't want to kiss her with that smoker's breath.
Ophelia had other ideas letting the robe fall to the floor to reveal a retired model's figure.
"I think you'll like living here." She moaned as she dropped to her knees pulling my slacks down mid-thigh.
Ophelia inhaled my cock taking its entire length in one slurp and running her lips and teeth lightly over it until I squirmed. She followed this up by running her tongue over the head of my member with a feather soft touch that soon had me trying to hump her face. She tightened her grip around the base of my cock and I found myself humping her hand with increasing intensity.
"You want to fuck me black boy?" She moaned in her signature husky voice.
"Hell yeah, I want some ma'am." She took my length deep in her throat and began humming on it sending a vibrant sensation running along my shaft.
"You sign lease?" I wasn't paying attention and she disengaged creating a web of saliva between her chin and the fat head of my cock.
"You sign lease?" Ophelia was jacking me hard as she reiterated her position.
"Oh, uh I'll definitely consider it." I saw her face frown at my answer and her grasp lightened considerable on my length. She was actually trying to use sex to get me to sign a rental agreement with her.
"Haven't I convinced you enough?"
"Let's just say that you've got my attention." Ophelia began working my meat over again giving me the mother of all sloppy blowjobs. I watched rivulets of spit and drool run onto the linoleum tile floor of that small kitchen as she took me in a sweeping motion from the front of her mouth deep in the back of her throat with increasing fervor. She cupped her soft tits letting her saliva run drip over her cleavage in a slightly disgusting manner until her torso was glistening.
Ophelia mashed her pillow soft tits around my cock and began working my shaft. I pinched and rolled her nipples as she fucked my cock roughly with her breasts.
"So, you sign lease?" She asked again just as I was about to cum all over her big banana tits.
"Yeah, keep it up baby...I'm gonna cum." She gave me a sultry smile and worked her tits harder on my turgid length.
"You pay first and last month, there is fee for cleaning and overdraft fee in case check bounce."
"Yeah whatever." I didn't know what the fuck she was talking about and didn't care as I humped her chest nearing the finish line.
"This is serious business, I don't like bounced check. It would be very bad for you to bounce check black boy." She suddenly stopped leaving my raging boner hanging in the air pointed directly at her tired looking face.
"I ain't ever bounced no rent check in my life lady."
"Good, I would hate to see accident happen to you. You have very nice cock." If I wasn't mistaken, Ophelia had just threatened me and I didn't consider myself the kind of guy you threaten. I decided to put my "nice cock" away and do the smart thing by walking away.
"What are you doing?" Her eyes were glued to my member as I pulled my slacks up around it with some difficulty.
'I'm gonna bounce lady, you seem to have the wrong idea about me."
"Wait, don't go away angry with me. I would like to do more negotiating." She tugged at my arm with a crest fallen look on her face and I couldn't help but ogle her tits while she led me to the couch.
In short, I found myself sitting on the couch humping up into Ophelia's mouth in a messy display of precum and saliva. She applied moderate pressure as she pursed her lips around my cock and hummed. It actually felt like I was fucking an extremely wet pussy as I reached down palming her soft medium sized bubble butt. I had no intention of signing a lease with this shady woman and every intention of shooting a quart of baby batter into her stomach. My right hand had cupped her right butt cheek and two of my fingers had found their way into her snatch. I began massaging the inner grooves of her dripping wet honeypot and this got a hell of a response as she picked up the pace and started sucking as hard as she could.
"Damn you feel good Ophelia." She'd forced a moan out of me with her considerable skill as the wet sounds of her oral manipulations filled the Spartan living room. I had given up the pretense of any civility as I cupped her ears and liberally fucked her mouth with abandon making her retch quite a bit. My naked lap was drenched in saliva, sweat and precum.
"Oh my gawd, you are trying to kill me with that monster!" She'd managed to disengage my member from her throat on a downward stroke and was gasping for air. I was silent and picked up the pace with a third finger stuffed into her vagina which was even now clenching up around my offending digits.
"You ready to sign lease?" She managed to get out even after a fourth finger had joined the others inside her.
"You ready to cum?" Was my response as my thumb pushed into the pliant flesh of her buttock.
"You sign lease?" She asked licking only the head of my cock which was aching for attention from her mouth. I replied with action by roughly rubbing her insides as quick and hard as I could triggering an extremely hard orgasm as she clamped down on my fingers and screamed loudly. Just the sound of her husky voice nearly caused me to cum and she took advantage of the situation to wrap her malleable sun baked tits around my cock and pump for all she was worth.
"OOOH FUCK I'm CUMMING so FUCKIN HARD!!" Thick wads up my cum began squirting upward out of the top of her cleavage splashing against her chin and throat raining down on her breasts. I am proud to say that I made a mess of Ophelia's torso and she continued working my cock with her fingers and squeezing my balls milking everything I had left to give.
Her fingers were completely covered in sticky webs of cum and I watch her lick and suck them clean smiling at me with a toothy grin afterwards.
"You get some of my pussy when you sign lease. I fuck you very hard, better than young bitch you find on the streets." Her words were tinged with a trace of bitterness but I didn't have time to figure out what her deal was as someone was suddenly banging on the front door.
"HEY OPHELIA, YOU IN THERE?!! YOU IN THERE WITH SOMEBODY YOU WHORE?!!" Someone was beating on the door like a maniac and actually shaking the nearby front room window. I panicked when I saw the huge shadow just outside of the window and looked pleadingly at her. She looked as scared as I was and grabbed my hand motioning towards the kitchen.
"YOU ARE THE BIGGEST WHORE IN WORLD!! I'M FUCKING ASHAMED OF YOU BITCH!!" The back door was locked and she'd pulled a small set of keys from the cabinet drawer fumbling with the lock while I nervously paced staring at the progress the guy was making on the front door. Whoever this gargantuan monster was, he was throwing himself into the door with such force that he was making plaster fall from the ceiling.
"You must go, we talk about lease later." She'd managed to get the back door open and I found myself staring out at a narrow paved walkway bordered on both sides by neatly trimmed grass. There was a high picket fence at the end of the walkway and a small garbage can up against it.
"HURRY, I DON'T KNOW HOW MUCH LONGER DOOR WILL HOLD!!" I don't know why but I was suddenly worried about her not knowing what fate had in store for the cougar when that front door burst.
"Ophelia!" I offered my hand not knowing what I would do if she took it.
"GO BLACK MAN, IT IS BROTHER!! I SUCK HIS COCK AND HE FORGETS EVERYTHING!!" I didn't have time to be shocked as the front door suddenly and spectacularly gave way and a brute of a man rushed into the apartment. My minds was slower than my body as I bolted down the short walkway and hopped the fence in a single ,motion with the help of small garbage can.
"People are so fucking weird in this city." I thought after I'd run six blocks away from the building.
6:30pm-Saturday Evening
I was passed out in my bed after my somewhat adventurous afternoon in mid-city when I was jolted awake by my ringing phone. I'd tried to ignore it but whoever was on the phone would not be denied calling repeatedly until I finally snatched my phone up in a groggy rage.
"SPEAK GOT-DAMMIT!!" There was some labored breathing on the phone and then a simple click. I figured it was probably that crazy land lady and I wasn't having any more of that nonsense.
My sleep had been troubled but not by the fate of Ophelia, but the revelation that Liz just might be a stripper. I been inundated with images of the curvy Latin bombshell in my dreams and discovered upon waking that I was sporting the mother of all boners. This was an incredible feat as I'd gotten my rocks off three times over the past twenty-four hours and with three very different women to boot! I flipped out my laptop and reviewed my little movie from the night prior.
I started to jerk one out as I repeatedly watched the footage of my explosive climax all over the hooker's huge tits but couldn't seem to finish. I guess Ophelia really had done a number on me after all.
That image manufactured by my mind of Liz as a stripper continued to be a nagging torment until I'd resolved to do something about it.
10:30pm-Saturday Night
I hoped the metro out to Long Beach Boulevard on a mission to relieve my conscious. I had to prove Conception wrong about Liz and if going to some seedy strip joint was the only way to do it, then so be it. Part of me was hoping it was true and I'd get a chance to finally check out Liz's hot body.
The strip club in question was off on a side street adjacent to an abandoned textile plant. Pretty far out of the way if you were trying to keep a double life secret I told myself. I had second thoughts as I noticed some unsavory characters milling about in front and hovered near a payphone across the street from the dive. I didn't have a problem handling myself, but I wouldn't go out of my way looking for trouble either. There seemed to be something inherently dangerous about the place and I was about to leave when a white van pulled up outside.
Several of the most beautiful Latina women I'd ever seen stepped out of the van and casually walked into the club. They all seemed to be similar in height, weight and appearance and were wearing matching, yet different colored cocktail dresses. When I say these women were beautiful, I REALLY mean they were BEAUTIFUL! At that point my other head was in the driver's seat and I hustled across the street to the club.
The security guard, some lanky Armenian guy that looked like a teen patted me down before opening the club door for me and noticed a huge pistol hanging from his hip as I went inside.
"Fuckin Shangri-La De-Da." I mumbled when I'd got a good look at the inside of the club. The place was almost surreal looking like the set of a hip hop video with all manner of seedy types represented from damn near every ethnic background. And don't let me forget the women, who ranged in looks from "Around Da' Way Girls" to the kind of shit you'd see on KING Magazine. Some of the women here had definitely had work done and it was all to the good. I had a hard time finding a seat and almost gave myself whiplash staring at all the girls. I was even getting evil looking thugs "mad dogging" me as I found the only seat available at the back of the club near some old school arcade games and pool tables. I considered myself lucky because it was near the women's dressing room and every so often the saloon doors would swing open giving me a glimpse of some topless beauties.
Once I'd found a seat this really thick Pilipino waitress walked over to me in a porn version of a stereotypical catholic school girl outfit. This chick was fucking hot and I had a hard time hearing her over the latin-themed electronica that was playing.
"Heineken please." She gave me a disingenuous smile and sauntered off to the bar to get my drink giving me a look at her tiny white bikini panties that were peeking out from under her plaid skirt. I couldn't believe how full her cheeks were because you usually didn't see that in Asian women.
I noticed that the ethnic ratio of the working girls in this joint were overwhelmingly Latin with only a few black and white girls. I noticed that there were only two Asian chicks including my waitress, the other looked like a Korean and had extremely large fake tits. The place was jam packed full of people and I noticed that the roof was kind of low slung creating the illusion of intimacy.
There was a slim and stacked Mexican girl on the small low to the ground stage and boy was she putting on a show. She had a narrow face caked up artistically with heavy mascara and eyeliner and 80's hair, but her body screamed former cheerleader as she made obscene use of the stripper pole. Most of the patrons were entranced by her aerodynamic act but I was just taking it all in and enjoying a brew.
Some of the patrons were getting lap dances right beside me and were taking some considerable liberties with the dancers. One Cholo was openly groping a larger girl and kneading her massive ass cheeks as she humped him with purpose. Another older gentleman was leaning back in his seat and I observed a handkerchief in his lap noticing his mouth was open. A very petite blonde dancer had her hand obscured by his handkerchief as she jerked him off. A wad of cash sat on the table in front of the happy couple.
I was having a pretty good time watching the shows both on the stage and all around me. A very attractive Columbian dancer was twerking her awesome derriere inches from my face as I enjoyed my own sort of private dance when the music suddenly stopped. Everyone in the club looked towards the stage as the DJ announced the next act.
"Ladies, Gentlemen and everything in between ...May I direct your eyes towards the stage for our star attraction Astrid!!" Some people were already clapping and catcalling.
And that's when I saw her and knew the truth of Conception's words.
The lights had been dimmed for a purpose as the sequined curtain parted and I watched her step onto the stage. Her bright red hair contrasted with her olive hued skin making it almost appear to glow along with a crimson feather boa that was casually wrapped around her shoulders. My cock jumped as I beheld the silver sequined mini bikini that caused one elderly gentleman stage side to spit out his beer in shock. Her huge 38DD breasts were impossibly stuffed into their glittery cups which caught the strobe light used during her act along with the skin tight bottoms that hugged her wide hips at their lowest point making it appear that they were painted onto her insanely curvy body.



It was Liz no doubt about it as she wrapped her fingers around the pole and began swaying her wide hips to the tune of Perfect Engine's "A Perfect Lie".
I was completely entranced by her act as she slowly danced with and basically made love to that stripper pole. Her perfect manicured nails sensually ran the length of that gold tinted pole as she used it to support her weight before squatting and simulating oral sex on the cheap painted piece of metal. I looked around finding most of the patrons entranced by Liz / Astrid's act. Some of the guys were even working their cranks if they didn't have a girl to do it for them.
I was seeing Liz in a whole new light and my cock was so hard it was touching the underside of the small table I was sitting at making it hard not to touch myself as well. Her act was so sensual and uninhibited, completely natural in a primal sexual maelstrom that enveloped anyone who was in the audience. There were a lot of moans from the crowd as she sandwiched her wide butt with the pole and began sliding it up and down that metal rod.
She wasn't Liz anymore, she was Astrid... a love goddess and sensual muse that assured that some of the guy's frumpy wives at home were going to be getting some action before the night was over.
Astrid was on her knees with her big ass clapping perfectly around the pole and facing the wall sized mirror at the head of the stage where she'd emerged from.
My eyes followed hers and panicked.
She had spotted me or so I thought because it seemed like she was looking directly at me as she rose to her knees leaning back against the pole standing up with her cheeks riding the steel rod all the way up. No one even noticed her unfasten the clasp between her perfect breasts until her top was flying through the air.
Now, I was finally treated to the sight of Astrid's flawlessly symmetrical tits and immediately noticed that they were enhanced. Her silver dollar sized areolas were a little darker than I expected with the sequined pasties she wore barely covering them.
I'd decided hallway through her act that I didn't want her to see me there because it would've been too awkward afterwards when I went to my favorite lunch truck. She might even ask mama to ban me from eating there if she saw me. I quickly made my way to the men's room trying to keep my head down stealing a last glance as Astrid had climbed to the top of the pole and slowly slid downward into a crouching position cradling the metal bar between her naked breasts.
I could swear that her eyes were burning into me as I retreated to the men's room. The moment I'd turned away from the stage I realized just how entranced I'd been with Astrid's act. My bladder was close to bursting and in need of immediate relief.
The men's room of the fantastic club was another affair entirely looking like something you'd find in a truck stop with its raw, unpainted walls littered with graffiti and phone numbers. The stalls were testament to many a brawl that had occurred in this restroom and the urinals were topped off with piss. I ignored the stench and lined up with the least offensive urinal and started relieving myself which was no easy feat considering how hard my cock still was.
Just as I'd calmed down enough to get a stream going, I suddenly received a very hard slap to my rear.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK MAN?!!" I was ready to knock somebody out as I haphazardly shoved my still-hard cock into my pants and half turned around.
"What the fuck are you doing here payaso?" Astrid had followed me into the men's restroom and I was at a serious loss for words watching her standing there with her hands on her wide hips.
Some of the other guys in the restroom bolted for the door while a few watched amused.
"Trying to use the bathroom here!" I pleaded as she face palmed and some of the guys laughed aloud.
"Oh mi dios me ayudan a no matar a este hijo de puta!!" Whatever she said elicited even more laughter from a fast growing audience or rancheros and thugs. I was eerily reminded of my exchanges with her at the lunch truck she worked at during the day.
"Look, I'm leaving so don't have a fuckin cow or nothing okay?" Even though she was standing in the men's restroom it was me who was completely humiliated by her brazen actions.
"Well you'd better put that thing away before you walk out of here idiota!!" there was a round of applause as Astrid folded her arms across her chest and nodded down at my half exposed cock. Half of it was hanging over the top of my pants adding even more embarrassment to my predicament.
She looked pissed standing there tapping her heel on the partially tiled floor while I tucked myself in to satisfactory standards.
"I'm fuckin out of here "ASTRID"!!! There's one thing in the world that I hate more than anything and that's being publicly humiliated. It sucked that she'd caught me watching her act, but now I felt like some sort of pervert. That lanky security guard had returned mumbling some incoherent words which I can only assume were directing me to leave the club. I walked across the floor with a twinge of regret while my earlier Filipino waitress was going through an awkward routine on the stage to mixed results. Some of those more seedy types seemed to be shooting me threatening looks and I was inwardly crest-fallen knowing that I probably could never return.
"Hey payaso, I want to speak with you idiota!!" She had followed me into the parking lot adjacent to the club after wrapping an overcoat around her stacked body.
"You wanted me gone, I'm gone okay?!!" I was in no mood to put on a public show out in the middle of nowhere.
"She told you didn't she?" We both knew who she was talking about and I watched her face break as I shook my head. She had her arms wrapped tightly around her body as she looked off towards the abandoned plant across the street.
"I'm not gonna say anything and this night never happened as far as I'm concerned." She didn't say anything for a long while as I watched the coat blow in the evening breeze catching quick glimpses of her shapely legs.
"Hey you wanna get something to eat?"
"Huh?"
"I'm gonna call it a night payaso, I'm really fuckin hungry aren't you?"
"Uh, sure Astrid-uh, I mean Liz." I saw her visibly chafe when I said her stage name and she gingerly grabbed my hand and walked me over to her car a beat up yellow Volkswagen bug.
"Just let me pick up my stuff and we can go okay?"
"Sure, whatever you say." Liz retuned a short while later with a clear box-like purse visibly filled to the brim with cash. I noticed a padlock on the clasp.
She tossed it into my lap and started the car immediately causing the radio to turn on blasting some sort of Latin-themed house music. Liz didn't seem to be the best of drivers as she slammed on the gas and jetted onto the freeway. I found myself in a mini-nascar race as she weaved between other cars seemingly on a mission. I had a sinking feeling when she jetted off the freeway near western and began driving towards Vermont.
"Fuck me." I murmured as she pulled into the parking lot hosting Mama's food truck and went to get out of the car but she placed a hand on my thigh.
"Stay here, I'll be right back okay?" She sounded desperate and I just nodded my head taking my hand off of the door handle. Liz slammed the door of her car tying the belt that held her overcoat on tighter around her narrow waist. From my vantage point I could see Conception in the small dispatch window serving a thriving line of customers impatiently waiting for their orders and loudly complaining. Mama usually took Saturday nights off and wasn't present leaving her overwhelmed daughter and a part-time worker alone.
"Usted ha estado pidiendo esto todo el dia puta! Acqui' esta tu recompensa!!" Conception barely had time to register her angry rival as I witnessed Liz deliver a wicked sucker punch that literally knocked the chubby woman off her feet destroying several orders in the process. I could hear Conception wallowing around on the floor as Liz poured a bin of salsa all over the screaming girl while the patrons laughed and cheered.
"Ready to get something nice to eat?" She smiled at me after casually entering the car as if nothing had happened. I was a little leery of her as she chuckled and turned on the engine.
12:57am-Late Saturday Night / Early Sunday Morning
We ended up at a small hole in the wall eatery in Korea town. Liz had a taste for their barbecue and talked up how delicious it was with me. It was like she'd forgotten everything that happened as we took in what seemed to be an impromptu late night date. I was taken aback as she insisted on paying for everything with her tip money. After seeing her act, I wasn't shocked when she pulled a wad of cash from her pocket that could have choked a horse to death.
"So, you never told me what you thought of my act payaso." It was the Spanish word for "clown" and I'd long since given up trying to get her to stop calling me out of my name.
"I really don't know how to answer that."
"Come on baby, don't be weird about it lindo, I wanna know your fuckin opinion." We were doing shots of sake and getting a little faded from the strong drink.
"Honestly, it was the most beautiful and sensual thing I have ever seen and that's completely on the real Liz." I was nervous and horny all at the same time as I watched her silently process my answer.
"No jodas chico guapo negro? " I just nodded and downed another shot hoping she was saying something complimentary. At Liz's insistence our bartender had lined up several small glasses of sake and we were halfway through them before she spoke again.
"So, what do you think of me?"
"You're cool, you've always been cool and I have to admit that I love it when you clown me at the truck." It was my honest answer and I noticed her brow wrinkle at my answer.
"That's not what I'm talking about."
"What?" She cautiously scanned her surrounding before tugging at the collar of her coat to give me and the bartender a quick glimpse of her impressive cleavage. The poor bar keep dropped a glass shattering it into a million pieces and incurring the wrath of the establishment's manager.
"You want me to break a glass too?" I shrugged my shoulders feigning ignorance about what she was hiding under that overcoat. Even hidden away by a layer of beige fabric, Liz was calling attention to herself in the worst way. She chuckled again and pinched my cheek before walking over to the register to pay our bill.
"Would you have tried to get a lap dance from me?" She asked after we were on the road again.
"Well, if things were different, hell yeah." She smiled at my answer and turned up the music.
We ended up in Echo Park, a mid-city hood that was an interesting mixture of hipsters and Latino culture. Liz rented a small guest house that was situated in the back of a larger home owned by a gay couple. I caught a glimpse of one of the gentlemen as I opened the gate on the side of the house so that she could drive into the back area containing her house.
Liz cautioned me to be quiet because her neighbors were really nosey and quickly ushered me into the house. Her place was small and cozy with various articles of clothing strewn everywhere. She had a small love seat facing a large smart television and for some reason I found myself wondering if somebody gave it to her as a gift. I really don't know why I cared all that much we weren't dating or anything. I noticed that had a lot of little toys and collectibles on some shelves. I noticed a family portrait of Liz on her mantle place with three little girls of varying ages. I was going to ask her about the children, but I didn't want to sound phony and disingenuous.
"It's not much but it's all mine."
"Shit, I live in a hotel." I regretted the words as they were coming out but something about Liz told me that she didn't mind. She was still sexy as all get out but having seen her at the club made me feel kind of like I had to walk on eggshells around her.
"So what payaso, everybody got to have a place to live as long as it yours right?" She moved some clothes off of the love seat and patted the cushion for me to have a seat. I noticed a slightly pungent smell of incense and some exotic perfume wafting through the home.
"So, you want that lap dance you're too afraid to ask for?" Just like that she was in front of me fiddling with the sash on her overcoat and I was reminded that she really hadn't changed out of that sequined bikini I'd seen her in hours earlier. The whole evening had been one big blur the, moment I'd revealed Conception had "Outted"her secret life as "Astrid". I was dying to see that outfit up close and didn't know if she was giving me a trick question.
"Please." She grabbed a remote from her mantle and switched on some sensual music.
My attention was focused on her fingers as she undid the sash of her coat letting it fall to the floor. I found myself looking up at her statuesque figure clad only in the sequined bikini I watched her perform in earlier and the change of venue didn't take anything away from "Astrid." She began to sway from side to side using only her rounded hips never taking her eyes off of me while her hands roamed slowly over her taunt stomach and up to her breasts. She stealthily undid the clasp releasing her huge cinnamon tinted tits revealing that she was wearing glittery pasties over her large nipples.
She slowly raised one shapely leg up grasping her calf at the last moment and brought it down just over my shoulder on the back of the love seat with the grace of a ballerina. She had me completely in her power as she leaned forward and graced me with a light peck on the cheek before swinging her leg over my head to face the mantle. I was treated to a marvelous view of her backside discovering that the bikini bottom was of Brazilian style leaving almost nothing to the imagination.
Astrid knelt down parting my thighs and slowly pushed her huge rounded bottom into my lap.
"Come on baby, I know you want to...Touch it." My trembling fingers found her pliant hips and pushed inward creating a tight crease between the deep cheeks that were parted by my raging cock.
"You like that don't you payaso?" She was successfully massaging my erection with her butt and rotating her hips in such a measured manner that I felt in danger of cumming in my pants. I didn't know how much time I had left and just let my hands go free massaging and groping her wide butt.
"I fuckin love it...Astrid." She was twerking with me hot-dogged between her cheeks and it felt like a semi-rough hand job. Astrid leaned back against my chest bringing my hands up to her breasts and I fondled them with wild abandon pinching her prominent nipples until I found the pasties in my palms.
She was moving and undulating, a thing possessed in my lap and both of us were covered in sweat after a while when the song abruptly stopped.
"Song's over payaso." She had suddenly stopped her actions standing as my criminally neglected cock pulsed in my pants. She followed this up by doing something that caught me off guard.
She reached up and removed her red wig revealing her real brown locks secured under a nylon cap. She pulled her hair out to its shoulder length shaking it until it resumed its natural wild shape and offered me her hand. I found myself following her into her bedroom and watching those glorious cheeks slightly jiggle and sway. My tan goddess didn't say one word as she turned to me and began unbuttoning my shirt and flinging it on the carpet which was littered with her clothing and shoes. She gave me a quick smile as she undid the button on my slacks and slowly drew my zipper down followed by my slacks as she kneeled to the floor thick legs spread apart in a squatting position.
Astrid took all of me in one deliberate motion licking and sucking for all she was worth like some sort of starved animal. I felt her hands at my thighs as I watched her luscious lips run along my shaft in an increasing tempo. She cupped one hand under my balls and continued feeding herself while she kneaded my right buttock with the other hand. It was only five minutes in when I began to seize up due to an oncoming and powerful climax.
"Uh, oh shit I gonna you know, cum." I babbled and this seemed to motivate her even more as she pushed her beautiful face directly into my pelvis. This awesome sight caused me to cum in buckets right down her throat and she just took it all swallowing in cadence with my blasts into her mouth. She had me gasping for air as she continued slurping on my cock while I cradled her head. She stood and placed a single finger in the middle of my chest pushing me over into her unmade bed with its abundance of comforters and quilts. There were discarded items of clothing in the bed as well and I found myself holding a large leopard print underwire bra which I tossed on the floor.
"Stroke yourself for me payaso." I looked into her eyes finding her to be serious as she stood their shifting her weight seductively side to side and cupping her big enhanced tits rolling the large nipples. I didn't masturbate all that much in my private life and now here was this sex goddess egging me on clearly wanting me to demonstrate my desire for her.
"Come on....No te gusto? Fuckin DO IT for me baby. Jack tu' polla para mi!!" Her fingers were working her own sex as she sighed and moaned prompting me to full action. It wasn't that hard considering that I was still glistening with cum and her saliva.
"Isn't this what you want payaso? To share a bed with me, eh nino bonito?" She was smiling seductively and passionately rubbing her clit and I followed suit jacking it like a mad man. We never took our eyes off of one another as we continued our mutual "admiration" for one another. Astrid had this frenzied look on her face and I was taken by surprised as she shoved me on my back and straddled my face.
The fragrance of her lust and the exotic smells of perfume and incense were overwhelming adding to the surreal nature of our coupling. I honestly never thought that I would ever hook up with Liz / Astrid and yet here I was lapping the puffy lips of her sex with a cruel hunger.
She was sweet and tasted of pleasures to come as my tongue easily parted her engorged lower lips finding her prominent clit swirling a minute circle on it. She was squatting expertly over my face low enough for me to satisfy her yet barely touching me at all.
"Hacer que me corra para usted nino bonito negro." Her thick accent was driving me mad with passion and my cock was pointing straight at the ceiling. She must have noticed my condition because she swiveled about and leaned towards my feet taking all of me deep in one continuous motion. I found my face engulfed on both sides by her big soft ass and her sex driven directly into my chin and continued making one hell of a meal out of her soaked honey pot.
My nails dug into her luscious tan backside pulling her even closer as she cradled the base of my cock and balls in her fingers and relentlessly drove her face into my crotch stopping only long enough to let copious amounts of drool run down over my shaft. Astrid was a master of the sloppy blowjob and I couldn't resist humping up into her pouty lips to my heart's content while she worked her clit hard onto my tongue. That small bedroom was filled with slurping sounds emanating from two people.
"Oh mi Dios, yo estoy corriendo para usted!! Yo estoy corriendo para ti baby!!" I could feel the signs of her impending orgasm as she trembled and pumped her hips into my mouth and chin while gripping me extremely tight between her tits and fucking the hell out of my cock with those artificial melons. Astrid was screaming and bucking in perfect cadence with the hard jerking motion on my strained shaft as we both started screaming during our mutual orgasms.



"HOLY SHIT!!! FFF-FUUUUCK IT!!! OH DAMN GIRL, YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM SO FUCKING HARD SHIIIT!!! OH FUUUUUCK!!!" I couldn't control myself as my loud rant completely broke down into unintelligible moans and gasps. I could feel my cum shooting out in thick powerful ropes as she wrapped her right hand around me and jerked with lethal intent making me hump her skilled fingers even more while tears started running down my face.
"Oh payaso, you cum so good for me." She had finally started speaking English again and pulled herself forward on my torso. Astrid looked back at me giving me a direct look at the mess my cum had made of her face. Her beautiful features were completely glazed over with my seed. She was breathing heavily and the swell of her huge breasts was visually intoxicating. Her tongue snaked out lapping up the creamy glaze and I watched her clean her face by scooping the rest of my cum into her hungry mouth. Astrid followed this up by kneeling on my side and cleaning out combined lust off my half erect shaft. She looked surprised when my cock became almost instantly hard in her mouth.
"Sorry girl, I got a lot more for ya!" I nervously chuckled surprised by my own stamina.
"Oh is that fucking right payaso?"
"You heard me baby, I gots a whole lot more for ya!" In that instant she'd reverted to Liz and I was filled with innate warmth at our exchange. She pounded me in the thigh and quickly hopped off the bed going into her small bathroom to retrieve a towel which she wiped me down with. I couldn't help but admire her statuesque figure as she bent over and retrieved a bottle of lube from her bedside table.
"Nobody leaves my fuckin house with a hard dick payaso!!" She squirted a liberal amount of the gel onto my crotch massaging it in until the heating effect began to become noticeable. Her athletic nature was apparent as she climbed on top of me spreading her flower and taking me slowly and deliberately descending until she was completely impaled. We locked lips as she slowly began to work me using only her wide hips. Her eyes caught mine and we looked deep into each other's as she ever so slightly increased her tempo.
"Want me to make you cum again?" She moaned into my ear followed by a lick and suck on my earlobe.
"No."
"What, why not?" I locked my arms around her back interlocking my fingers tightly and rolled us over until she was on her back. Her brown eyes went wide as I scooped her up by the thighs and began pounding her as hard as I could. Her greedy snatch felt good around my sore cock as it pistoned in and out of her box. Out lips found each other once more as we matched each other's frenzied motions truly fucking one another. The exotic beauty whimpered and moaned into my mouth as she experienced another intense orgasm. I pushed her legs back even further until she could almost see either one of them on the side of her head and socked it to her even more forcing tears to well up in her eyes.
Before she could finish cumming, I'd yanked my cock from her partially gaped love hole and flipped her onto her stomach so that I could see that pneumatic fat muscular ass one more time before I came.
Astrid's loving confines were receptive of my invading member as I viciously rammed her from behind in a prone position with my palms flat on her expansive cheeks.
"Oh nena, tu sabes lo que necesito! Ya sabes como me la da!! A la mierda me duro!! Hazme sangro bastardo!!" She screamed at the top of her lungs while her big butt fluidly bounced and rippled against my pelvis.
"SHHH-SH-SHIIIIIIT!!!!!" I yanked my cock out of her snapping snatch and hot-dogged it between her cheeks grinding it in the deep cleft as cum started erupting out in wild bursts covering her wide cinnamon hued butt. My hand had found the back off her head pushing it down into the mattress while I jacked the rest of my cum onto her luscious rear porch. Astrid was shaking and twerking her ass silently encouraging and coaxing more of my seed until I collapsed next to her spent.
"You okay baby?" I was lying on my back seeing stars completely drained while she lay on her belly watching my face and smiling.
"Yeah."
"Wanna go again?" She reached down my belly and flicked my flaccid cock with her index finger making me yelp and giggling at my response.
"You touch me and I'll call the police." I play threatened giving her a wink. The exotic beauty gave me a light peck on the lips before rising from the bed and going into her bathroom. I watched the dreamy sway of her big butt still breathing hard from our animalistic romp. She closed the door and moments later, the shower was running.
...I passed out.
5:57 AM-Sunday Morning
"Wake the fuck up payaso!" I was shaken out of a sound sleep to find myself snuggly under the covers of her bed. My dream girl was standing at bedside wrapped in a cheap looking kimono that barely covered her luscious thighs. She had a mug of coffee in her hand.
"How do you like your coffee?" I had a hangover and her thick, sultry voice pounded needles into my head. I looked up smiling noticing the pink rollers in her hair and how she looked like a sexy housewife standing there with that mug.
"I'll take it black, thank you Liz." She sighed somewhat angrily as I spoke roughly handing me the mug. I noticed a familiar troubled look on her face.
"Everything okay Liz, did I uh; do something wrong baby?" My eyes followed her as she walked over to a chair with a small laundry basket on top and pulled folded my clothes out. I was amazed at this woman who had taken me on an impromptu date, fucked my brains out and even washed my clothes while I was asleep.
"So, did it live up to your fantasy?" Her voice sounded hard and bitter.
"Uh, yeah Liz; what's wrong?"
"Everything and nothing; you just can't see what's happened and it hurts me." She placed some clothes in a dresser avoiding my gaze as she continued.
"I'm Lizbeth Santiago from Puerto Rico and I have three beautiful daughters that I love so much!! I moved to LA when I was seventeen and ended up with the wrong guy who gave me these three blessings!! It's hard supporting one kid when you have no education let alone three payaso!! I love working at that lunch truck even in spite of Mamma's fat pig of a daughter and I STRIP to pay my children's bills you UNDERSTAND?!!" She motioned towards another family picture on her vanity table. Liz and her kids at fuckin Disneyland all hugged up and happy looking.
"Look, I'm sorry about going to your job, I already told you that hours ago Liz."
"But you came anyway and you saw what I am." Her voice was breaking.
"I WENT THERE BECAUSE I DIDN'T BELIEVE CONCEPTION LIZ!! I DIDN'T BELIEVE HER BULLSHIT!!"
"Now you know it's true. Everything about me is a lie and I whore myself out for money. You don't understand what it takes to stand in front of all those men and get down to your birthday suit...feel them touching you while their greasy money dirties your hands. It was my secret from my regular world, my life. I became "Astrid" to keep everything nice and separate payaso."
"I'm REALLY SORRY about what happened and I'll never tell anybody."
"I believe you, I really do but you have to know how much I liked you. I loved it when you came to the lunch truck and hit on me all the time. I loved joking with you ...You were the bright part off my day while I slaved over a hot stove and even at night stripping in front of all those perverts."
"We won't ever talk about this again Liz!!" I pleaded figuring out where this was going but not having the heart to stop her.
"I had this stupid little idea in my head that maybe one day I would stop stripping and then FINALLY!! ...FINALLY, I could say "YES" for once when you asked me out payaso. I wanted to have a nice little date with you all to myself without my stupid life intruding for once. I-wanted to "BE" with you like a "REAL WOMAN" not some whore." She was clearly crying now as she poured her heart out to me while picking up her bedroom.
"Liz, PLEASE!!!"
"But you've "SEEN" what I am, what I have to do to make a living!! My kids don't know what I do at night, they'll never know and I have to keep it that way for their safety. I cleaned you up last night, every inch FREE of ME and washed your clothing. You were everything I dreamed of last night, everything I want in a lover....but not in a man." She was looking directly into my eyes now and I felt small under her gaze.
I hated Conception with every fiber of my being for telling me about Liz and it looked like I was going to lose her right at the cusp of finding her.
"You loved that lap dance didn't you?"
"You know I did." My voice was thick with emotion as she cleaned the top of her vanity table.
"It was fun being Astrid for you. I think of my stripper persona as my secret identity; kind of like being a super hero. It's how I do my job payaso and it helps me to compartmentalize everything. But last night there you were in the middle of the crowd, mouth agape like some fucking idiota watching me dance!!" She was arranging her clothing in her closet hiding all of her night wear behind some regular looking clothing. She pulled a small key from her dresser and locked her closet door.
"You are beautiful inside and out; I wish I'd never seen your act but I can't deny how it made me feel."
"Yeah, I saw that big dick hanging out of your pants."
"NO, I was SORRY for INVADING your LIFE!! The minute I saw you up there on that stage, I understood everything and tried to leave but you caught me."
"Astrid gave you a private dance ...but Liz FUCKED YOU last night. Liz MADE LOVE to YOU last night. That's why I took my wig off asshole. I wanted you to see the REAL me; Lizbeth Santiago...but, you still called me Astrid though and I can't compete with myself."
I was raw with emotion as I sat there processing everything she said and it was true. I'd called her by her stripper name a number of times during the night.
"You have to leave." She was curt and unemotional with me and it hurt.
"I'M SORRY!"
"My kids are coming home in an hour and I don't want them to see you here." I quickly pulled my clothes on while she wandered into her living room and began cleaning up all the errant clothing. I wanted to plead my case, make her believe how truly sorry I was for going to her job.
"Can we talk later?" I stopped at the door as she was getting ready to use the vacuum cleaner.
"Look payaso, I don't ever want to see you again." She looked me dead in the eye as her words sliced me up into so many pieces and I bolted out of the small home and down the driveway hoping she hadn't seen my tears. The sounds of the active vacuum cleaner filled my ears as I plodded along until I couldn't hear it anymore.
12:57 PM-Sunday Afternoon
I'd found my way home and lay in bed staring at the bland cracked paint in the ceiling of my hotel room. I was processing everything that had happened to me over the weekend and reveling at how many times I'd gotten lucky over the last forty eight hours. Admittedly part of that time had been spent sobbing over Liz as I reflected how unfair it was for her to judge me based on one incident. She'd had this nice little fantasy of her own where I was this fucking prince charming or sorts and it pissed me off.
I wanted to march down to that lunch truck and have my say about our accidental evening together. She would have to understand that I didn't mean her any harm and we could start over. I just wanted her to know that I didn't mean for any of this shit to happen. I decided to run over to the lunch truck and make some sort of grand gesture even though I didn't know what that would be.
I ended up intentionally loitering in my room for another couple of hours watching some indie piece of shit movie on my laptop.
4:15PM- Sunday Afternoon
Somehow I'd wandered over to the site of the food truck battling internally with myself about what I would do when I got there.
I was shocked to find the truck closed and all of the tables stacked. The area looked abandoned although there was one person working there in the lot sweeping up trash and errant debris. Conception was all alone mumbling to herself and sporting the mother of all shiners. That black eye was classic and I laughed out loud drawing her attention.
"Besar mi' culo negro!!!" The chubby Latina yelled and I just didn't give a fuck. I laughed my ass off still smelling the salsa that had been poured on her last night in the sweltering heat of the afternoon. She looked like she wanted to charge at me with her broom in hand, but thought better of it.
"Shut up gorda, do your fuckin job biatch!" I yelled back enjoying her humiliation.
"I know you're here looking for that FAKE ASS WHORE, but your stupid ASS is too late!!" She had an evil smile on her face and I could tell she had something to say.
"Spit it out!"
"Liz called my mom crying her ass off this morning and tried to quit, but MAMA wasn't having any of that shit!! Get this, she's actually gonna move the truck someplace else just so that SLUT CAN KEEP WORKING FOR HER!!" Sounded like a good business decision to me considering how much money Liz brought to the job. It only took an instant to realize that Liz really didn't want to see me ever again.
"Whatever." I didn't know what to say and was overcome with emotion. This was not lost on Conception.
"You fucked her eh?" I didn't answer pulling one of the plastic chairs down and taking a seat. Conception continued sweeping and chuckling to herself. It looked like her day seemed to get a little brighter while mine turned to shit.
"Yeah you fucked her last night. How lucky were you to get some of that MAGIC PUSSY EH?!!"
"Why don't you just shut up bitch?"
"Did you guys fuck on a cloud or some shit like that? Bet you saw fuckin stars and shit when you hit that used up cono huh? You know she tells that to all of her customers don't you?!!" The hurt must have been apparent in my face as I jumped up and grabbed the material of the simple cotton dress that she wore.
"FUCK YOU!!"
"No, mierda llorar bebe!! Didn't you ever ask yourself how I would even know about her stripping dumbass?!!" She didn't seem afraid even of my rage as she continued taunting me.
"That BITCH got busted for SELLING her STINKING TIRED, OLD TWAT to an UNDERCOVER COP!!" That revelation hit like a ton of bricks as the chubby woman slapped my hand away.
"She's on probation for prostitution asshole. Hope you used a condom buddy!" She started laughing as I sat down and double face palmed. Conception abruptly stopped when she realized how hard I was taking it.
"What are you so upset about, my own mother told me I had one week to find a place to live. She's kicking me out for fucking with Liz, can you believe that shit?!!"
I honestly didn't give a fuck about her situation and was barely even regarding her as I thought about how I'd let Liz slip right through my fingers.
"You really like her eh?"
"What do you think bitch?" I leaned back in the plastic chair watching the traffic on the busy side street.
"Guess I didn't think this one out before I opened my big mouth huh?"
"Ya think?" My sarcasm did little to hide my annoyance with the chubby Latina. She'd grabbed a large dustpan and was sweeping up the trash. I noticed she kept looking in my direction while she worked. The wheels were definitely turning and I knew exactly where this shit was going.
"Hey brotha?" She had a familiar devious smile on her child-like face.
"No."
"Ah come on, you haven't even heard me out for crying out loud."
"No."
"Look, I'm just saying that we could you know, make each other feel better." It was almost comical watching the whimsical look on her face and the way she shrugged her shoulders while pitching some old bullshit to me.
"Like you ain't gonna run off and tell Liz all about it bitch." She leaned against the push broom and smiled a rouge's smile. Her simple flowered dress was drawn tight around her thick frame and I noticed that she was carrying around a pair of really large knockers. I was funny because I hadn't noticed before when my attention had been exclusive to Liz and Liz only. She noticed me checking out and tossed her broom to slowly turn in a pirouette giving a view of her own huge shelf-like butt. She had VPL (Visible Panty Line) and her powerful cheeks were evident. Yeah, she would be good for a pity / revenge fuck.
"Come on, don't you wanna?" She nodded towards the closed lunch truck and dangled the keys in her hands right before my eyes.
"I'm not gonna be nice." I warned smiling.
"Me either."
6:45PM-Sunday Evening
Conception barely had time to unlock the door to the truck getting the door open as my foot shoved her inside. She nearly tripped falling over on her face catching the end of the counter before hitting the floor.
"HEY FUCKER!!" She began to yell before my mouth covered hers kissing her into submission while I palmed one of her hanging melons feeling for and succeeding in finding an erect nipple. Conception wasn't wearing a bra. She squirmed and protested as I ripped the V-neck of her frock exposing a huge tit complete with tan lines from whatever huge brassiere she usually wore.
"ASSHOLE FUCKIN MAYATE!! WHAT THE FUCK!!" I'd yanked the other big floppy tit out to complete the set.
"Mayate; I know what that shit means PUTA GORDA!!" I surprised her by grabbing her shoulders and violently spinning her to face the counter. I quickly reached down and yanked her skirt up over her wide butt exposing it and finding a surprise.
"Bitch, where your panties?" I was shocked to find Conception's bare ass staring back at me.
"I don't like wearing panties!" She snapped back as I took in the sight of her wide butt which seemed to merge with her hips in a way that was unique to most Mexican women and her tan lines followed suit with the matching set on her hanging breasts. She was full of shit and I brought the broad side of my hand against her big ass slapping it loudly.
"OOOOWW, I THOUGHT WE WAS GONNA FUCK!!" She cried as I spanked her bottom without mercy for a few seconds.
"Oh we're gonna fuck baby, we gonna FUCK BITCH!!" I pulled the rayon dress over her head as she lifted her chubby arms helping me undress her. I was overcome with a hateful lust as I kissed the back of her neck. She had long dark hair that began in bangs that covered her brow and stopped just below her shoulders. I noticed a strong unwashed fragrance to her hair that harkened back to the night before stinking of sweat and perhaps salsa from the bin that had been dumped on her. Conception with her baby face and big curvy body was definitely a dirty girl reaching back and groping my erection through my jeans.
"Damn, you gotta a big ass dick!" She'd somehow managed to get my cock in her hands without me noticing and was roughly stroking it while I played with her breasts. I rolled both of her nipples as hard as possible forcing her hands up to mine freeing my member to wedge between her thighs. Her lower lips were parted by my cock and I sawed it back and forth along the tight crevice of her thighs feeling her heat and liquid lust saturating my rod.
I pushed her over the counter and grabbed her hips as my cock speared her mercilessly penetrating deep into her confines hitting her cervix. My fingers dug deep into the flesh of her meaty thighs as I fucked her without mercy in that fucking lunch truck. In hindsight, I guess I was trying to fuck away the memory of that one unbelievable night with Liz. Her screams of agony and pleasure were mute to me as I slammed into her with wild abandon.
"OOOOHH FUCK YOU'RE FUCKING ME SOOOO GOOD!!!" She screamed as we both caused that lunch truck to rock with our unbridled rutting. I didn't want to hear what she thought of me, how I fucked or anything else. I just wanted to fuck all of the hate out of her and myself.



"SHUT UP!!"
"BUT IT FEELS FUCKING GOOD ASSHOLE!!!" Conception had reached back with both of her hands spreading her cheeks allowing me to drive deeper into her snatch than before as I felt her inner muscles clamp down on my shaft. She was about to cum but I didn't want her to just yet. I pulled my glistening cock from her love box as she gasped at the sudden void left between her legs. Before she could say anything I was making out with her as she moaned into my mouth.
"Get it wet slut." She found herself being shoved down onto my cock and took it willingly into her mouth. She was a little more than confident doing her limited best to give me a decent blowjob before I pulled her to her feet once more.
"Hey, what are you doing?" I pressed against her backdoor and she instinctively tried to twist away, but I would not be denied.
"You can't fuck me there! COME ON MAN!!! YOU CAN'T FUCK ME THERE OOOWW!!" Despite her protests, Conception took me suprisingly easy deep into her bowels and bent over resting her head in the sink. I gave her full measured strokes noting that her ass was definitely tighter than her well-used vagina. In moments she had resumed holding her wide tanned cheeks apart giving my cock a straight shot deep into her butt. Her big ass jiggled from the impact of my pelvis slamming into her and was visually enticing. There was a familiar tingling sensation in my thighs as everything seized up signaling an impending orgasm.
"You ready for my cum puta?"
"Y-Yeah cum."
"You want my cum bitch?"
"I SAID YEAH MOTHER FUCKER!!" This outburst earned her a dozen hard strokes from my cock as my hands closed around her throat. She placed her hands on the counter attempting to push back onto me. Her efforts were having an effect and I was on the verge of spilling my seed.
"Damn gorda, your ass is BETTER than your fucking PUSSY!!" I matched her motions for a few more seconds before pulling out and shooting a series of strong bursts of cum all over her big wide butt. Nearly her entire ass was glazed over with my cum. I watched her reach back and scoop my spunk off of her ass and lick it off of her fingers repeatedly until she her backside was clean. I was slightly nauseated by the sight. The chubby, baby faced woman even opened her mouth to show me my cum pooled inside before swallowing. I guess she thought that was some kind of turn-on for me.
She wasted no time getting to her knees and cleaning my cock caring little that it had been deep in her ass only moments before. My penis was hard again in moments as she wrapped her large floppy tits around my meat and bounced them on my cock earning a quick jet of cum to her neck and chin. I continued to fuck her mouth for a while until it became too much to bare. She smiled up at me as I beat my cock against her cheek.
"That was really good Conception, you know your fuckin business with that big ass and those tits." I'd started tucking myself away and she looked alarmed.
"Hey, what about me?" I noticed she was rubbing her clit. Her sex was shaved completely clean the way I liked but I wasn't going down on her.
"What about you?"
"I-didn't cum. I need to cum."
"Oh yeah, sorry about that." I found a wooden spoon on the counter top and tossed it to her.
"What the fuck is this?" She looked puzzled and angry as she caught the spoon.
"Help yourself baby."
"What?" She stood there oblivious of her nudity.
"Exactly." I let myself out and dodged the spoon as she threw it at my head. I had every intention of fucking her ...someday. But she deserved something for screwing me over with Liz intentionally or not.
"Negro hijo de puta, te voy a conseguir a alguien una patada en el culo!!" I heard the door slam and laughed as the sounds of my chubby friend trashing the inside of the lunch truck assaulted my ears.
After all was said and done; Conception helped me remember that I am after all a Dirty Dawg.
...to be continued.
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"Blah, blah, blah blah blah" That's what Mrs. Oderkirk sounded like to me as I sat there watching the clock waiting for summer to begin. My girl Daisy had opted out of attending the last day of school and she could afford to her being a "Straight A" student and all. I could hardly wait to hit the beach and see my lady love in one of her hot little bikinis.
"Shawn, are you listening to me?"
"Huh?" The entire class which was all of fifteen people started laughing as I was caught off guard by a sudden question from Mrs. Oderkirk. She always seemed to be trying to bust my balls in class. I have to admit I wasn't the best student and if it wasn't for Daisy helping me out with some impromptu study sessions, I probably wouldn't have graduated. That was how we'd met when my counselor Mrs. Wiggins had scheduled me for a few tutoring sessions to shore up my grades. I was expecting some nerd to show up at study hall, but imagine my surprise when this perfect beach bunny showed instead. Daisy was a cute pixyish blonde with a toned athletic body topped off with a totally awesome set of pert enhanced C-Cup tits purchased by her equally hot mom as a pre-graduation present.
Somehow Daisy was able to resist my charms telling me that she was taking the job as a favor to my counselor and keeping things strictly business. I'd started thinking of her as some kind of uptight neuter chick, but she caught me by surprise one morning as me and the guys were riding the waves down at the point. She'd shown up with two of her girlfriends and her own customized board. Being from a wealthy family Daisy had been educated abroad and spent a lot of time in Hawaii surfing the best waves in the world. That night we'd only gone to second base but the sight of her athletic, tight body had me in a fit.
"Shawn, are you listening to me?" I gasped out loud earning more laughter as I suddenly found Mrs. Oderkirk staring me right in the face.
"Uh, sorry ma'am guess I drifted off."
"Oh it's quite alright Shawn as we all understand why you have to attend an additional week of makeup classes if you want to graduate."
"WHAT?!!"
*******************************************************************
"Fucking cunt!!" I yelled as I sped down the interstate on my Ducati to hook up with my girl at her house. Mrs. Oderkirk had screwed up my very planned out awesome spring break with Daisy. She sure wasn't gonna like this but maybe things could work out after all. The whole time I'd been studying with Daisy we'd never closed the deal if you know what I mean. She'd promised that we could finally get together after I'd finished finals and Mrs. Oderkirk had just informed me that I'd failed my test and would have to take a makeup test on Friday.
Fuck, I figured that I could charm her into bed. Many a babe had fallen for my sad doe-eyed innocent routine. Not saying I'm a looker or nothing but I'd spent the last three years perfecting my beach bod and letting my blonde hair grow out to a nice shoulder length. I guess I was going for the rocker look and Daisy wouldn't know what hit her. Just the other day we'd been fooling around and nearly been caught by her mom. She was sitting on the sitting on the edge of her bed with her shapely legs spread wide while I was on her carpet munching her carpet. Daisy loved getting oral, but she wasn't that good at it when it was her turn to do me. She would barely lick the head of my cock while she roughly jerked me to an explosive climax all over my stomach.
I guess it was kind of fucked up that she didn't like getting cum on her body and usually made me lay on my back while she jacked my dick onto my own belly. Well all of that shit was going out the window today because I was gonna finally nail her pert little ass.
I'd pulled off the freeway and into the little gated community of Holmewood Heights knowing that I'd have to sneak in because before leaving school several attempts were made to call Daisy with no success. She was probably on the can, taking to one of her girlfriends or studying for some advanced placement classes she'd been babbling about for a while. After parking my bike and up against one of the seven foot walls that bordered this rich folk's community, I used it as a ladder to hop over to the other side. Most of the house here were Mc Mansions with field like back yards with Daisy's home at the end of a cul-de-sac. Her dad Steve didn't seem to like me being around all that much. Said I was an aimless drifter that he didn't wanna see bringing his daughter down.
Steve was a dick and a lucky one at that because he was married to Daisy's mom Diane. Diane was what most guys my age referred to as a M.I.L.F. or "Mother I'd Like To Fuck". She was this stacked blonde with an ass to die for. The thing was just amazing and I couldn't help but stare at it when I was over to their house sometimes. As a matter of fact I knew when Steve started hating me. It had been one month ago when I come over to swim in their pool. He was on some kind of business call and dismissively answered the door waving towards the pool. I walked through the house to the pool.
Diane was lying on her stomach sunning herself while her daughter completed laps. My girl, the consummate athlete didn't even seem to notice I was there but her mom did. She was laying there topless with some shades on when I heard her sultry voice call out to me asking me to rub some lotion on her back. I couldn't believe she'd ask me to do something like that in front of her daughter.
Putting lotion on someone's back probably no big deal right?!!
Wrong, let me describe Diane for you, eh Diane Hartford to be formal. She's a literal platinum blonde bombshell about five seven with beautiful skin, the bluest eyes and a curvy bottom heavy figure. You just had to see her long shapely honey soaked legs that were caused her prominent bottom to bounce almost to its own beat. "Ass to Kill For" was what my friend Barry called it one time when she'd come to parents night at school. I don't think she was flaunting it so much as everything she wore especially skirts seemed to be super tight.
Now that afternoon I found myself rubbing Mrs. Hartford's back down with baby oil and just admiring the hell out of her figure. Daisy was oblivious to the whole thing doing her laps around the pool. She's such a jock and her dad had her working out like a beast trying to get an athletic scholarship at an Ivy League school. In hindsight she seemed completely unconcerned always laughing off my little jokes and occasionally slapping me on the back of the neck.
There I was rubbing oil on her mom's back and admiring the way her hips flared out from her waist and her perfectly round butt that was covered in a really small bikini bottom. Mrs. Hartford must have known I was looking because she surprised me by asking me to rub some oil on her backside. My cock almost jumped out of my pants when she said that but I knew better than to even go there. But that ass was oh so inviting, plump and thick. Mrs. Hartford told me I was being silly and pulled the ties at the sides of her hips freeing the material and in a motherly tone told me to pull her bottoms off and massage her butt.
What could I do? Mrs. Hartford had ordered me to do it and I'd always obeyed by elders. She'd already removed her top and I could see the sides of her moderately sized breasts as she lay on her stomach. The view was oh so tantalizing amigos and I poured a good handful of baby oil in my palm intending to shine Mrs. Hartford real nice.
"DIANE!!" Mr. Hartford had been sitting on the balcony of his second floor den watching while taking a business call and felt that things had progressed far enough as far as he was concerned.
"MOM, EEEEWWW GROSS!!" Daisy had finally stopped doing laps and noticed what was going on with a frown on her pretty face that almost made me piss myself.
"I'm so high on fucking vodka and Xanax." Mrs. Hartford had laughed the whole thing off as I was shown the door with a weight bar wedged up against my neck by my enraged girlfriend.
I was back over there two weeks later studying with Daisy and we'd ended up making out and dry humping until I'd splooged the crap out of my cargo shorts.
Daisy kept asking me if she was hotter than her mom and I thought that was a little strange but knew the right answer. She'd been delighted at my affirmation and gave me an extremely wet hand job using lotion of course. It was kind of puzzling how Daisy was kind of a prude while her hot mom was so uninhibited. My friend Kathy the nerd always said that kids usually turn out the opposite of their parents. She's studying psychology so I guess she's right about that shit.
Well here I was in front of her door and even though I didn't pass my final, I knew I'd be able to score with sweet Daisy Hartford. I teased up my wild mane of blonde hair, undid a few buttons on the old Hawaiian shirt and rang the doorbell. I was so gonna nail the fuck out of her cute bubble butt and I was already rock hard thinking about her juicy fake tits. I decided it would be funny to adjust my cock in my cargo shorts so that a tent would be apparent.
"Well hello Shawn, what brings you here this afternoon?"
"SHIT!!" I found myself staring at Mrs. Hartford looking hotter than ever in a white button down 50's style housedress. It was kind of thing you saw on that old television show "Leave it to Beaver" but sizzled on Mrs. Hartford's curvy body. I guess she wore something like that to hide her big butt, but I didn't mind checking it out every time I was over.
"Well Shawn you're certainly welcome to use the facilities if that's what you came ten miles for." She was smiling and looking at me like I was a special needs person.
"No!! No, eh Mrs. H, I came to see Daisy." I quickly corrected myself feeling like a total asshole.
"I'm sorry Shawn; my daughter is out hiking with her father for the rest of the day." She was leaning against the door watching me as one of her perfect gams was on full display ending in her tiny little foot which was adorned with white heels.
"REALLY?!! But we were gonna-uh, study yeah study for a test and all Mrs. H." I was so freaking bummed as it seemed Daisy had faked me out again.
"Oh I really hate to see you look so disappointed darling but you know Daisy has a big track meet coming up." Mrs. Hartford sounded sympathetic and reached out caressing my shoulder. I noticed she had a beauty mark near her pouty lips and my cock stirred further in my pants.
"Thanks Mrs. H its cool and all. I- I thought we had plans but I must have been wrong."
"I'm sorry my daughter disappointed you Shawn but why don't you come inside for a moment. I'd like to talk to you about something."
"Okay Mrs. H."
"Before you come in don't you think you should adjust yourself accordingly?" I'd been checking her out and failed to notice her looking down at my package.
"Oh Shit, sorry Mrs. Hartford!"
"Language young man!" She corrected me and I was completely embarrassed as she stepped to the side inviting me into her home.
I couldn't help but be amazed every time I came over at the palatial spread that was Daisy's house. Everything from room to room was color coordinated and Mrs. Hartford had done all of the decorating. She had some formal education and a short career in interior design before meeting her husband. The living room was a vision in white offset with silver. It looked, well heavenly to say the least and I was directed to a love seat and glass table set that looked made up for a guest. Mrs. Hartford already had a tray set up with immaculate silverware and dishes. A separate tray had some finger foods neatly displayed.
"Are you expecting company Mrs. H?"
"Well, it certainly is always nice to be prepared don't you think?" Her answer was a little strange to me as she sat down and patted a spot beside her for me.
"Look Shawn I have something to ask you and I'm afraid I'm going to have to be very, very frank." Mrs. Hartford looked concerned and I was uneasy for some reason.
"Uh, okay Mrs. Hartford shoot."
"Are you having sex with my daughter?" Mrs. Hartford was looking me dead in the eye with her big blue ones and I was frozen in place for a moment.
"Nuh, no Mrs. Hartford I'm not fu-having sex with Daisy." Not that I hadn't come over today with the intention of railing the snot out of her kid, but I didn't have to admit that.
"You're not lying to me are you Shawn."
"Mrs. Hartford, I could never lie to you." I was honest because whenever she talked to me in an authoritative manner I always did what she said.
"Are you sure you're telling the truth, we both remember your indiscretion at the pool a while back and you're sitting here in front of me with a massive hard-on." She underlined her words by pointing directly at the tent in my pants. I'd been hard as steel the entire time I was in her house and had snuck a look at her butt while we walked over to the love seat.
"OOOOH Sorry Mrs. Hartford!!" I quickly grabbed a couch pillow and put it over my crotch.
"Now Shawn, when I brought these lovely pillows I really didn't intend on having you over to grind your big cock on them and I would appreciate it if you ceased the molestation of my furniture." She reached over tugging at the pillow, but I held fast completely mortified at the chain of events so far.
"Shawn, you will release this pillow NOW!" I immediately dropped the pillow when she raised her voice. She took the pillow and dropped it beside her chair on the white rug that covered the area containing all of the furniture.
"Yes Mrs. Hartford."
"There is really nothing to be embarrassed about Shawn. There is no shame in admitting that you have been rutting around with my daughter. Daisy is very attractive and wanting to have intercourse all the time is natural for you young men."
She leaned back in her French chair as she helped herself to a carrot stick from one of the trays.
"I would like you to admit that you came over her today looking for sex with my daughter. We BOTH know you wouldn't have been so HARD looking at my tired old figure right Shawn?"
"Oh no Mrs. Hartford, you one of the hottest babes I've ever-uh no, I just came over to study honest engine Mrs. Hartford."
"Oh you don't like my body then young man?"
"No!"
"No?" She had one eyebrow raised and a wry smile on her face.
"No, that's not what I meant Mrs. Hartford; all the guys think you're a M.I.L.F!! AAAH forget I said that please!! I'm humiliated enough as it is Mrs. Hartford!" I was stumbling all over my words and this was virgin territory for me.
"M.I.L.F; what is that Shawn?"
"Uh, please Mrs. Hartford please don't make me explain." I begged off red faced at this point.
"Shawn you WILL EXPLAIN this term to me young man!" Her eyes became narrow slits as she leveled her eyes in my direction.
"Well uh it's kind of like an acro-uh,acro..What's that word?"
"Acronym Shawn and just what does that stand for young man?" I was twisting in the wind and she seemed to be eating it up.
"Mother I'd like to Fuh-eh nothing Mrs. Hartford."
"Come on Shawn you can be forthright with me. This conversation will stay between us I promise and you know that you can trust me right?"
"Yes Mrs. Hartford." I dead panned knowing there was no way I was getting out of this conversation without telling her what she wanted to hear.
"Well then Shawn, I do believe I asked you one simple question. What is a M.I.L.F?"
"Mother I'd like to Fuck, Mrs. Hartford sorry." I was devastated sitting on that love seat trying to look at anything but Daisy's hot mom. She leaned back in her chair after pouring herself a cup of coffee and sipped it slowly watching me over the edge of the small tea cup.
"Do you want to fuck me Shawn?" She casually responded as gently sat the cup down.
I started coughing heavily nearly choking on my own spit while she laughed sounding girlish and playful.
"NO Mrs. Hartford, I uh ... Mrs. Hartford I'm sorry, NOOOO!!" I was trying hard to regain my composure as she delighted in my awkwardness.
"So what's wrong with me Shawn?"
"Nothing it's just that you caught me off guard with your question. I thought you were serious for a moment."
"I was being serious; do you want to FUCK me?" Mrs. Hartford was looking me directly in the eye now with a steadfast determination and I have to admit to being a little taken aback and frightened.
"Come on Mrs. Hartford, you can't be serious." I reasoned as she folded one shapely leg over the other tapping her tiny foot against the ornate coffee table.
Diane slowly stood silently smirking at me and undid the large belt that helped taper her dress inwards to her narrow waist tossing it in my lap. I watched as she undid the large buttons down the front of her white house dress and counted six large buttons colored the same as her frock. I found myself biting my nails as the light cotton garment floated to the white carpet nearly light as a feather.
"Holy Shit Mrs. Hartford."
She stood before me dressed only in her underwear which consisted of a strapless white bra and matching high waist styled panties. Her tight, toned body took my breath away from the top of her platinum blonde head to her smallish feet which I noticed had silver painted toenails. Mrs. Hartford was a dream come true with her curvy body and exaggerated wide hips.
"What do you think now Shawn?"
I was speechless as she closed the distance between us while I watched as she lifted her heel up and placed it lightly on my shoulder.
"Undo the clasp on my heel Shawn." I silently nodded following her direction while my trembling fingers undid the small clasp. She followed this up by repeating her action with the other foot. I looked up into her eyes as she gave em a wink and turned to return to her seat. I was given a glorious view of her awesome wide bubble butt cut into three different sections by the tight fit of her panties. A good portion of her cheeks hung below her heart shaped undies and I thought that I cum right there but I didn't.
"Come here Shawn." She'd resumed her seat starring as I rose from the love seat fully obeying her and not knowing why.
"No Shawn, on your knees. I want you to take my shoes off." I was trembling as I fell to my knees on the carpet wondering if this was really happening to me. Mrs. Hartford was leaning back in her French chair and brought one of her feet up resting the point of her heel in the center of my chest.
"Remove my heel young man." I gingerly slid the shoe off of her tiny foot repeated the action moments later with the other foot. She was sitting there like a queen on her throne and I felt completely entranced by her. Diane presented her foot to me and I cradled it in both hands like a valued treasure. I kissed the top of her foot as gently as I could causing Mrs. Hartford to moan and move about in her chair.
I kissed the bottom of her foot light running my tongue across the bottom of her foot and making her giggle in a sensual tone that sent shivers to my crotch. I lost myself kissing and running my tongue over the skin of her dainty foot rubbing it against my face.
"You're very good at that Shawn, now lick this." I looked up finding that she had pulled the crotch of her panties to the side exposing her sex to me. Mrs. Hartford had a beautiful tight looking pussy that had wisps of blond hair on her mound. Heck, I always knew she was a natural blonde and now here was the proof right in my face.
"But Mrs. Hartford, this isn't right. I date your daughter. We could get caught and then bad stuff would happen like you getting a divorce and shit. Daisy-uh she could be hurt." It was like I wasn't even talking as she spread the lips of her pussy showing me just how wet she actually was.
"Lick my pussy Shawn, NOW!!" I was startled by the harsh tone of her voice and instantly brought the flat side of my tongue against her moist lips fully taking in the flavor of her cunt. Her moans became louder as I did my best to please her not knowing how I'd ended up in this situation and desperate to please a woman who was old enough to be my mother.



"OOOOHHH SSSHAWN, YOU'RE SOOOOO FUCKING GOOD AT THIS!!" Mrs. Hartford had a death grip on my right ear and her other fist balled up around a good portion of my hair as she pulled me deeper into her sex. I was amazed by how rough she was with me as she humped my tongue and chin. I knew I would have to take control in some capacity when she pulled at my scalp hurting me so I reached under her juicy thighs and pushed them towards her chest. Mrs. Hartford wasn't going to let go of my head until she came and I made one hell of a go at it licking and slurping on her prominent clit. I started sucking real hard on her button and this set her off.
"FFUUUUUUUCK SHAAAAWN, YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM SO FUCKIN-SOOOOO HAAAARD SHAAWN!!"
Mrs. Hartford started rocking violently and before I know it she was actually squirting all over my face. I did my best to keep pace with her and was afraid she' topple from her chair and rip half of the hair from my scalp. As her climax subsided, she suddenly released my head pushing me back into a squatting position on the back of my muscular calves. My face, neck and shirt were actually drenched with her cum as Mrs. Hartford fanned herself breathing heavily.
"Oh my who knew you were so talented baby. I haven't squirted since I was in college and it definitely wasn't with Dave (Mr. Hartford). You're a real natural at giving head darling." She motioned to her tea cup and I leaned over filling it and handing her the drink. Diane was drenched in sweat and took her time downing the beverage.
"Mrs. Hartford what if Daisy finds out about this? It could get ugly and I really don't understand everything that just happened at all."
"Shut up Shawn." She was quickly authoritative again silencing me and handing me the cup back. I gingerly returned it to its place on the glass table.
"Now I'll tell you what happened and how you're supposed to feel about it. A thoroughly attractive older woman just allowed you the absolute pleasure of servicing her needs and you did one hell of a job Shawn. I find that I have need of a young aimless wonder like you to take care of me from time to time." She leaned forward in her chair, her arms tightly gripping the arms of the French piece.
"Uh, thanks Mrs. Hartford?" I was puzzled and a little concerned at her tone.
"Shawn, I want you to remove my panties." She brought her shapely legs together and brought then up towards her torso with a dancer's grace. I reached under her round butt and pulled the lacy white undergarment free of her full cheeks watching as the material got slightly caught in the cleft between her thighs and the bottom of her big ass. At this point my cock was hard as stone as she opened her legs against her chest forming a perfect V and looking into my eyes.
"I want to see your cock."
"Yes ma'am." I replied nearly monotone like a robot. I wasn't wearing any underwear opting to go "commando" that afternoon and pulled my Johnson out for her inspection.
"My but you have such a nice fat cock. Not so much long as it is nice and wide."
"Uh, thank you I think."
"Shawn you're wasting time, I want you to place it inside." Her cunt was still visibly wet as I scooted forward on my knees and pressed the head of my unit against her snatch. Her lips opened just a small fraction and I could feel the intense heat coming from her snatch. I began to push softly into her finding some resistance because of my fat cock. Diane opened the V wider and grabbed my arms while simultaneously wrapping her legs around me slamming me into her body hard.
"FFFFUUUUUCK!!" I felt myself hit something in the back of her snatch and figured I was pressing against her cervix. I attempted to push into her but she held me tight as she trembled against my sweat soaked chest trying to get used to my cock. Mrs. Hartford's cunt was retracting around my meat massaging it in a vice like grip.
She pushed against my chest quickly dislodging my member from her body and I began to panic at being deprived so quickly of the sensation.
"Did I do something wrong Mrs. Hartford, I'm so fuckin sorry." I watched as she quickly got up from the chair and positioned herself on all fours on the glass coffee table. She placed her head low to the table as her luscious derriere was on display for me in all its glory. Mrs. Hartford's pussy looked like a perfect peach between her legs meaty lips and prominent clit.
"I want you to take me like this and FUCK me HARD Shawn." She didn't have to tell me twice as I shoved all of my cock into her snatch and started rutting her like a beast in heat. Mrs. Hartford had started moaning but those sensuous sounds quickly deteriorated into grunts and whimpering sounds. At this point she was literally dripping onto her own coffee table.
"Pull my fuckin hair SHAAAAAWWWN!!" I guess I was making her scream with my efforts to push her across that glass table. I grabbed a good handful of her platinum blonde hair and wrapped it around my fist while I dug my nails into the soft flesh of her ass. There were very slight ripples flowing across her butt as I pounded her tight snatch with wild abandon. I inadvertently pulled back on her hair forcing her head towards me as I rammed the attitude form her curvy frame.
"C-CUMMMMM!" I guess she'd had enough or so I thought when her walls seized up around me and she started into a screaming fit as she orgasmed around my rod. If Mrs. Hartford hadn't lived in a small mansion, I'm sure one of the neighbors would have called the cops.
"CUUUM FOR MMMEEEEEEEE SHHHHAAAAWN!!" She begged fueling a burning sensation that began traveling up from my taut scrotum and along my shaft.
"OH SHIT; Mrs. Hartford I think I'm about to cum." She quickly shoved me back causing me to fall onto her chair and buried all of me in her mouth up to my balls.
"SHIIIIIT DIANE, I'M CUMMING IN YOUR FUCKIN MOUTH AND IT FEEELS SOOOO GOOD!!" I'd begun almost painfully shooting thick ropes of cum into her eager mouth and she swallowed in time with my bursts until there was nothing left.
I was wasted.
"Oh my, that was some session young man. I really needed that fuck." Once again the M.I.L.F was reverting to her motherly tone as she composed herself.
"Mrs. Hartford, we have to talk about this." I was concerned.
"No, you don't talk after a really good fuck Shawn. You just enjoy it." She wagged her finger at me as she retrieved her panties from the carpet.
"But what about Daisy mmmfffgh!!" She shoved her panties into my mouth roughly giving me a look that made me think she would take me to the woodshed if I kept talking. Suddenly there was the sound of a car pulling into the driveway and Mrs. Hartford immediately panicked running to the front room window bottomless. I couldn't help but take another glance at her naked bottom.
"OH SHIT IT'S DAVE AND MY DAUGHTER!!" She quickly snatched her discarded house dress from the floor and grabbed me digging her nails into my forearm.
"YOU'VE GOT TO GO SHAWN!!"
"But Mrs. Hartford!!" She was forcibly pulling me across the room to the patio doors that led out to the pool.
"IF DAVE FINDS US LIKE THIS HE'LL KILL YOU SHAWN!! YOU DON'T WANT THAT DO YOU?!!" I just shook my head as she pulled the screen door back ushering me into the early night. She had it locked and closed before I could even react running into the nearby back hallway as I watched her big butt bounce while she scrambled. The door opened and I immediately hoped up on the brick wall adjacent to the house. Daisy and her dad walked into the house in matching track Adidas work out gear. Her father looked around seemingly puzzled as Daisy sat on the couch. He entered the hallway presumably to look for his wife while my girlfriend helped herself to what looked like caviar. She got this weird look on her face and moments later I saw her reach down coming up with a can of glade which she sprayed liberally around the area.
I suddenly lost my balance and toppled over the wall to the other side landing on my back. That shit hurt like a motherfucker and I found myself looking into the eyes of a frightened purse dog. There was some old lady walking it as I realized my cock was still exposed. It didn't take long to escape the screaming woman who'd produced a whistle and started blowing it. I'd hopped the outer wall with the use of a tree and found my Ducati right where I left it.
My mind was a mixture of jumbled emotions as I rode home in the heated night air.
I'd just lost my virginity.
...to be continued.
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HOT SHOTS: BIG ASS M.I.L.F Spring Break 2
Perpetual slacker Shawn had been promised sex by his rich girlfriend Daisy if he could pass his final exam...Well, he failed and went over her house in an attempt to coerce her into sex anyway and ended up sleeping with her mother Mrs. Diane Hartford, a SMOKING HOT M.I.L.F!! Mrs. Hartford took his virginity and the couple was nearly caught by his girlfriend and her father!!
What will happen next?!!
*************
I was a mess of mixed emotion and confusion as I hit the off ramp on my Ducati and pulled down my block to the home I shared with my Uncle Bud. It had been less than an hour ago that I'd fucked my girlfriend's mom and lost my virginity. Mrs. Hartford had kind of bullied me into it but I wasn't complaining. She was one of the hottest women I'd ever seen and I'd be the envy of all my friends. But shit; I couldn't tell anyone about what happened without my girlfriend Daisy finding out and what about her dad?! He already had a problem with me and finding out that I'd railed the snot out of his gorgeous wife might send him over the edge!!
I'd secretly lusted over Mrs. Hartford ever since she'd had me rub oil into her back while she sunned herself at her pool and my mind kept replaying the image of her nude body. My tumescence had returned with a vengeance and I was intent on rubbing one out even though my cock was still sore from Mrs. Hartford's tight cunt.
"Shit!" My girlfriend's car was parked outside of my Uncle's trailer and I could see her leaned up against it waiting with her arms folded across her chest. I was scared that I'd already been exposed for fucking her mom when I noticed she was smiling as I pulled up. She looked kind of nervous standing there in her track suit. I noticed she was wearing a pair of form fitting athletic shorts instead of the workout pants she'd had on earlier.
"Hey Shawn." Daisy sounded nervous, she was looking at the pavement and pivoting on each foot.
"What's up babe?" I would have kissed her but I'd hadn't even washed her mom's scent from my face. It would have been so wrong to go there with her as I tried not to sound guilty.
"Look, I know I promised we would "get together" and everything but dad wanted me in tip top shape for my uh, track meet on Saturday. Don't be mad Shaw, you know I really want to excel this year and get into an Ivy League school." She was here to back out of having sex with me and I was relieved. I didn't want to get everything twisted so soon after I'd fucked the crap out of Mrs. Hartford; her hot mom.
"So you drove over here just to tell me that?"
"Well; since I know I promised you something for passing your exams, I thought I would give you a little treat." She smiled as she turned around facing my house looking around to make sure none of my neighbors was watching. Daisy covertly slid the small cotton shorts down revealing her tight toned little bubble butt.
"What's up with this babe?" While her little perky ass was inviting, I found myself comparing it to the big, wide heart shaped derriere of her mother. I wondered if she would end up with a similar big butt later in life like her mom after a few kids.
"I know how much you like my ass so I thought that maybe you'd like to feel it against your big cock."
"You-mean?"
"No Shawn not that; I want my first time to be really special and I just thought that you'd like to fuck my ass cheeks. I want to reward you for studying so hard." She leaned forward against the back of her car pushing her thong clad butt out at me. I couldn't help myself taking a liberal handful of both of her cheeks kneading them and pulling them apart to partially expose her cute little brown eye. Daisy bounced and twerked her hips.
"Come on Shawn, hurry up and fuck my crack before someone sees us or is that what you really want? Isn't it fun to sneak a thrill?" Her tone was playful but it had an immediate effect as I reluctantly let go of buoyant little cheeks.
"Look babe, I'm sorry but I failed my test."
"WH-WHAT; but we spent all that time studying Shawn!! How could this happen?" She quickly yanked her pants back up and gave me a shove in the chest.
"I don't know babe, it seemed like I passed but I just didn't." Daisy did a double take at my answer.
"What kind of fucking answer is that Shawn?! Do you realize how much time I WASTED tutoring your ASS?!! Do you have any idea what I'm trying to accomplish in my life? Do you have any idea what a SACRIFICE I made taking you under my wing only for you to FAIL AGAIN?!!" She was yelling at me but looking elsewhere and I felt three feet tall.
"Daisy, I'm REALLY sorry. I just have a week of makeup classes and a quiz baby. We can win this time; just one more week honest."
"Oh no Shawn, no no no buddy cause you're on your own with this shit." She shoved me aside as she fished around in her jacket pocket for her car keys.
"What am I gonna do without your help Daisy?" She was yanking open her car door completely aggravated with me.
"You'd better pass that quiz or we're FUCKING OVER!!" I watched her beamer pull off burning rubber into the hot night air.
*************
I'd had trouble sleeping all night finally passing out just before dawn and I was lucky I wasn't late for my first day of makeup class. I was completely bummed after being chewed out by my girl Daisy and was worried she wouldn't be mine for long. I rode into the parking lot to find the school nearly deserted except for the hired cleaning company.
I noticed a Range Rover parked near the building where I normally took Mrs. Oderkirk's class and rolled up right beside it figuring it had to be long to my teacher. I have to admit I wasn't as focused as I should be considering that I'd fucked my girlfriend's mom in the last twenty four hours. I couldn't get the images of Mrs. Hartford out of my mind. I couldn't believe how forceful she was and how she'd got me to go down on her. There was just something about Daisy's mom that I couldn't resist and the sight of that big juicy butt bouncing back and forth on my cock had me nearly in a fit. I was craving another slice of that M.I.L.F pie and didn't know what to do with myself and the memory of Diane had me sporting a tremendous morning wood even now.
I walked down the deserted hallway to class noticing a few janitors cleaning the floors with a large buffer and waved to some of them. A couple waved back and I knew most didn't speak English but I'd shared a joint or two with the homies on occasion.
Mrs. Oderkirk was sitting at her desk in the empty classroom working on her tablet.
"Good Morning Mrs. Oderkirk." She responded with a dismissive wave of her hand and I found myself a seat near the back of her classroom. I sat there for over twenty minutes while she continued working on her computer silently.
"Uh Mrs. Oderkirk, aren't we supposed to be doing some kind of school work?" I couldn't believe I was saying that. Time was passing at a crawl and I was just sitting there watching the paint dry and being tormented by the memories of banging Mrs. Hartford on her coffee table the night before.
"Well Shawn we could do a few exercises but what would be the use?" she continued typing as the computer screen lit up her thick horn rimmed glasses obscuring her green eyes. She had her dark brunette hair up in a bun over her heart shaped face.
"What do you mean Mrs. Oderkirk?"
"Don't strain your little brain Shawn. Do be a doll and fetch me a soda from the vending machine in the hall." She fished a small jeweled coin purse from her Gucci bag and pointedly placed the change on the end of her desk facing me. I trudged to the front of the class and begrudgingly snapped up the change. Who the hell did Mrs. Oderkirk think she was ordering me around like this?
"Wrong." She replied when I sat the soda down on her desk.
"What?"
"Wrong type of soda Shawn." She fished around in her coin purse and once again placed the coins on the desk with an exasperated sigh.
"Wrong." I'd once again brought her the wrong soda and she actually sounded frustrated as she issued me a dollar this time.
"Wrong again." I ended up going to the vending machine three more times and Mrs. Oderkirk ended up with six sodas on her desk as she leaned back in her chair and pushed her glasses up on her nose.
"Why can't you walk down the hall and bring back the right soda young man?"
"Well, uh I don't know ma'am."
"I figured that out ten minutes ago, come with me." She got up from her desk grabbing me by the forearm and led me down the hall to the vending machine. Mrs. Oderkirk was probably about five foot four in height, but I felt like a little kid in her company. We both stood in front of the vending machine looking at all the selections.
"Well?"
"Well what ma'am?"
"What kind of soda do I want young man?" Her question was as plain as day but for my concerns she could have been asking me about Chinese arithmetic. I was completely intimidated as she stood next to me with her arms folded across her chest waiting for my answer.
She had this sort of arrogant smirk on her face like she knew something I didn't. Mrs. Oderkirk had always seemed to be in my business during the regular school year here and there giving me a hard time. I never understood it because I'm such a cool guy and all. The chicks really dig me and I'd never done anything to her at all.
"You know standing here with you like this Shawn; I could swear that I can almost hear you thinking. The only thing I asked you was what kind of soda do you think I want?" She sounded really irritated now.
"Gee Mrs. Oderkirk, I don't really know. What kind of soda do you want ma'am?" she pointed at a diet soda with a single finger. I noticed the red nail polish on her well-manicured nail matched the bright red lipstick on her rather plump lips. She clapped as I retrieved the "right" soda from the vending machine.
"Now my little brain surgeon, I want you to hold that can in both hands and march back to class." I felt like a complete idiot as I cradled the can between all ten fingers and slowly walked to class a few feet ahead of Mrs. Oderkirk. She was walking about a foot behind me. I could feel her eyes on me and it made me nervous for some reason. All of the other classrooms were completely dark and I could see my reflection in the darkened glass that framed the doorways. I could've sworn that Mrs. Oderkirk was checking me out.
I sat the can down on her desk with all the others and watched as she fished around in her larger bag and produced a simple paper lunch bag. Mrs. Oderkirk pulled a plastic bottle of water from her bag as well. I couldn't believe my eyes! Mrs. Oderkirk was straight up fucking with me!! She even took a deep drink from the bottle looking directly into my eyes.
"Can I ask you a question ma'am?"
"I don't know Shawn, can you dear lad?" She was eating from a small container of cottage cheese and looking at her laptop.
"Well; yeah Mrs. Oderkirk I can ask a question." I felt really stupid as she kept typing away and eating.
"I'll answer but only on one condition."
"What's that Mrs. Oderkirk?" I noticed a slight smirk before she answered.
"There will be consequences for the indignity of having to answer to a inconsiderate spend thrift like yourself. You will have to do the next thing that I tell you Shawn, is that understood?"
"Uh, I guess so ma'am." I watched her actually smile for the first time that day and lean back in her chair as she ate from another small container while prodding me on with her plastic spoon.
"I've been here all morning just sitting and then you uhm, made me go get you a soda and kept making me go back again and again. Now you're kind of just blowing me off. What gives Mrs. Oderkirk?" She was already chuckling as she stood and walked around her desk eyeing me the whole time.
"What gives? Well Shawn I've been asking myself that for quite some time every time you walked into my class late, every time you failed to turn in your homework even going so far as to say your dog ate it...and I always thought that if I could just get through to you everything would be alright. But I recently gave up on you Shawn and do you know why that is young man?"
"No Mrs. Oderkirk; why did you give up on me?"
"Exactly two weeks ago I was sitting right here at this desk grading some papers and as you can see the class is here on the first floor facing the parking lot. Don't think too hard about that one Shawn. Well imagine my surprise when I heard one of my most troubled students right outside my window bragging to his equally inept stoner friends about how he was going to quote, unquote "BONE" Daisy Hartford. Complete shocker right Shawn; I was absolutely flabbergasted by the language this, this cave man was using to describe one of the bright spots here at this school. Daisy Hartford is going on to BIG THINGS and you..."
"Mrs. Oderkirk, I didn't mean ..." My heart caught in my throat as she continued reading me the riot act.
"I know Shawn, believe me I know you didn't mean for any one of consequence to hear you acting like a complete, what do you kids call it? ...an ASSS CLOWN!" She took her thick horn rimmed glasses off to emphasize her point. I don't know why but I was hyper sensitive noticing everything about her. I gazed at the wealth of darker hued mascara which brought her incandescent green eyes, her small button nose and the full juicy rose colored lips. She made me sound like some kind of jerk, but I would do anything to change her mind. I'm really a nice guy.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Oderkirk."
"Sure you are Shawn; are you ready for your consequence?"
"Yeah, sure."
"Drink." She motioned towards the seven cans currently resting on her desk.
"Which one?"
"All of them." She pulled the tab on one of them and roughly handed it to me spilling some of the soda within. I downed the soda in three huge gulps as she pulled the tap on a second and then a third.
"Mrs. Oderkirk, why do I have to drink all of these sodas?"
"Because you made a stupid decision and now you have to pay the consequences." I reluctantly downed the other four sodas under her watchful gaze as she returned to her laptop.
"Uhm, Mrs. Oderkirk?"
"Yes Shawn?"
"May I go to the restroom...It's the sodas you made me drink." My bladder was on the verge of exploding.
"No; you will sit there and contemplate your future young man." She was typing away at her laptop and I was dying to take a piss but I didn't want to disappoint Mrs. Oderkirk.
"Uhm please let me go Mrs. Oderkirk."
"No Shawn."
"P-PLUH-PLEASE MRS. ODERKIRK!!" I was just about to piss myself when she closed her laptop with a huff.
"I-will allow you to relieve your pathetic bladder Shawn, come along now." She surprised me by getting up and taking my hand like I was a kid or something and walked me down the hall to the boy's restroom. I was shocked when she entered the restroom alongside me like it was the most normal thing in the world.
"Y-you probably shouldn't be here ma'am."
"Do you want to relieve yourself or go back to class and sit silently for the rest of the day?" I didn't have time to answer her and ran to the nearest urinal nearly ripping my cargo shorts to get my cock out in time. I moaned loudly as I finally relieved myself.
"MRS. ODERKIRK!!" I found her watching me intently as I was urinating standing there with her arms folded across her chest and quickly zipped up. I was about to bolt from the bathroom when she grabbed me by the collar.
"You are truly of the lower classes, you didn't even shake."
"WHAT?!"
"Shake, you know wiggle your cock to make sure all of the piss has been drained from it?"
"It's been drained ma'am we can go back to class now."
"I'll be the judge of that Shawn, now go to the urinal and pull your cock out." She'd barked the order so casually that I nearly obeyed her without question.
"You know that's wrong ma'am and you probably shouldn't be in here watching me take a piss either." She had walked over to the urinal and was looking at what was left from my frenzied deposit.
"What's wrong is wasting good tax payer dollars trying and failing horribly to educate unenlightened cretins like you. Really shouldn't waste my time coming to class for the rest of the week Shawn. I think a failing grade is the order of the day for you my good and contentious boy. Maybe you can get it together in summer school while all of your stoner associates are "BONING" unfortunate young women with bad judgment skills."
She'd threatened me so quick that it took me a few moments to process what she'd said.
"But you said I had a week of makeup classes and a quiz Mrs. Oderkirk."
"We both know you're not going to pass that test. Why deny what's right in front of your face Shawn. You are a person of little consequence. Think Daisy Hartman is going to want to be with a guy who FLUNKED OUT of high school?"
"O-Okay Mrs. Oderkirk, you win." I knew when I was defeated and walked back to the stall pulling my cock out in plain view of my teacher.
"Good boy Shawn, now shake that rather thick cock of yours until all the piss is drained out of that rod." I really didn't know what see meant and resolved to just wiggle my dick until she'd seen enough.
"No, you're doing it all wrong!" She had walked up behind me placing her hands on my hip with her body pressed against my back. I could feel the contours of her figure and she seemed to have some really big tits. They were pressing against my spine and I could feel how solid each one of them was.
"Allow me young man." I shuddered and became instantly erect as the cool fingers of her right hand closed around my shaft while she cupped my balls. Mrs. Oderkirk roughly jerked me about ten or twelve times before her hand started gliding up and down my shaft.
It felt so good and disorienting to have my teacher playing with my cock. She was lightly pumping on my balls while she jacked me and one of her fingers rubbed the head of my joint.
"M-Miss, uhm fuh-FUCK... Mrs. Oderkirk, you're jerking me; you're gonna make something happen." I tried to warn her as she increased her actions and tightened her grip on me.
I could hear her breathing heavily and slightly moaning. She seemed to be getting some perverse pleasure from playing with my cock. The head of my penis was glistening with precum and she'd started covering the head softly with the palm of her hand in a spinning motion that felt heavenly.
"F-FUH FUUUUUCCK MRS. ODERKIRK!!" Her hand was a blur jacking my meat as I shot a thick rope of cum into the urinal followed by many more of varying degrees. My thighs had seized up something fierce and I was in a little bit of pain as I leaned forward placing the palms of my hands on the wall. She'd done such a good job jacking me off that saliva was running from my mouth onto the floor.
'W-Well th-that was the RIGHT WAY to SHAKE all of the piss out of your big cock Shawn. Did you miss anything; do I need to show you anything else?" I didn't know how to answer, I couldn't. I don't know why but I felt embarrassed and ashamed of what had happened when I should have been stoked to find out that my teacher actually had the hots for me.
She looked flustered and disheveled in her black business suit. The knee length skirt was form fitting and I could see the contours of her sex and her sexy but shapely thin legs appeared to be shaking.
"Nuh, No Mrs. Oderkirk."
"Now fibbing is inherently wrong and I know when you're lying young man. Is everything okay?"
"Yeah, I'm fine ma'am."
"I beg to differ; so you put your manhood away, wash your hands and march back to that classroom mister." I just felt like a kid again as I followed her orders and walked solemnly back to the classroom. She was standing slightly behind me with a firm grip on my arm.



"Shawn are you okay?"
"Uhm, sure ma'am I'm fine." I walked into the classroom and found my seat near the door but she stood there staring at me. Mrs. Oderkirk looked a little worried as she closed the door.
"I know I'm your teacher, but I'm also completing my thesis for a master degree in psychology. You don't sound well Shawn. Is it because of what happened in the boy's restroom?" I didn't want to look her in the face and she reached down cupping my chin forcing me to look into her eyes.
"Was it your first time doing anything with a woman?"
"Uhm no, there was one other." Her eyes widened a bit at my answer.
"You didn't "BONE" Daisy did you?"
"No, she's mad at me for failing your class. It was somebody else Mrs. Oderkirk." I was totally honest with her not knowing why and noticed she seemed to be smiling to herself.
"You cheated on your girlfriend Shawn?"
"I didn't mean to Mrs. Oderkirk, it just kind of happened. One moment I was sitting there, the next we were fucking on top of her glass coffee table." I noticed that my teacher's nostrils flared slightly as I partially recounted my infidelity making sure to leave out the fact that I'd lost my virginity to my girlfriend's mom.
"This could be REALLY BAD for you if Daisy finds out about all of this. I'm really glad you confided in me, that you TRUST me with your SECRET. I think we could HELP each other out with both of our secrets don't you agree?" She had walked behind me and was massaging my shoulders making me feel increasingly uncomfortable.
"Our secrets Mrs. Oderkirk?"
"Come now Shawn, we both know what I'm talking about and there's no need to be coy with me now is there young man?"
"No ma'am."
"Good answer and it shows me that you DO have some UPPER BRAIN ACTIVITY in that pretty little head of yours. I-mean you obviously understand how DEVASTATING it would be for Daisy to find out about your indiscretions. Think about what her father Mr. Hartford would do if he found out you cheated on his daughter Shawn. He's one of the powerful men in town and everyone knows how much he LOVES his daughter Shawn." Her intent was clear at this moment and I felt my face break.
"Please don't tell Daisy Mrs. Oderkirk."
"I will tell you one thing young man. It's a secret I've been harboring for three years."
"What's that ma'am?"
"I have what you would call-a bit of a taste. It's been a problem in the past unless I somewhat self-medicate. Shawn, I have what some would call a rather unusual oral fixation."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that I want to suck you fat cock very badly my boy." Mrs. Oderkirk was probably about thirty-eight years old despite her slightly youthful appearance. She was absentmindedly fondling one of her large tits while staring at my crotch. Mrs. Oderkirk tugged her skirt up a bit revealing the crotch of her panties. The undergarments were purple and lacy. Her fingers were circling her clit hidden away behind the satin material.
"I want to see that cock again. Please show it to me Shawn." She seemed almost feverish as I fished out my cock before her eyes.
"Pull those fuckin stupid ass cargo shorts off!" The aggressive tone of her voice shocked me and I began to timidly slide my shorts off. She got flustered and quickly reached down yanking at my clothing and nearly pulling me off of the seat.
"Oh you don't know how long I've been waiting to get a taste of this fuckin tube you've got down here!" Her educated tone seemed to go right out the window as she filled her mouth full of my cock.
Mrs. Oderkirk let me stay buried deep in her throat pushing her head forward until her button nose was hidden by the hair surrounding the base of my penis. I could feel her purposely swallowing on my shaft and the sensation was incredible. My cock was coated in a thick sheen of spit and precum as she slowly drew her head back until only her mouth was covering the head of my cock.
"I wanted to take this lovely dick in my mouth over there in the rest room and clean it properly but I didn't know how you would take it." She continued running her tongue over my cock-head making me squirm before sinking her head and taking it to the hilt. Mrs. Oderkirk wrapped all ten of her fingers around the base of my shaft massaging and coaxing the cum out of me. The classroom was filled with the slurping sounds made by her efforts as she dribbled saliva down my cock making it a wet sloppy mess.
"OOOH SUCJ A WONDERFUL TASTY DICK ALL FOR ME!!" I was shocked as she rubbed her pretty face with my penis smearing my precum and her saliva all over her face. I couldn't take it anymore and had begun humping her mouth. Mrs. Oderkirk took it like a trooper intermittently opening her lush lips so that I could see my joint sliding over her tongue deep into her throat.
She didn't seem to have a gag reflex.
"OOOHHH FUUCK!!" She gasped quickly standing while I watched her work her panties to the floor in a quirky wiggle of her hips. She pushed my thighs far apart making me cry out in pain as she turned her back to me and hiked up her skirt. Mrs. Oderkirk's butt was kind of long with two prominent dimples at the base of her spine. It seemed just fleshy enough at the bottom of her cheeks which spread out creating a small triangular space between her slender thighs.
"SHIT; THAT'S ONE REALLY GOOD PIECE OF MEAT SHAAAWN!!" She slammed her dripping wet snatch down on me so rough I was sure I'd torn something.
I watched as she reached back opening her cheeks wide enough to see her brown-eye as she leaned forward happily bouncing to her heart's content.
"OOOOH FUCK YEAH SHAAAAWN!! THIS FEELS SOOOO FUCKIN GOOD BABY!!" She was a veritable mad woman sitting in my lap stuffed full of cock. I reached up fumbling with a few buttons on her white blouse trying to get at her tits before she slapped my hands away. I heard buttons popping and the cotton material of her shirt ripping as she popped out her large tits for me to cup. I couldn't see them but I sure could feel how large they were. Mrs. Oderkirk's tits were probably about as big as grapefruits and I rolled her prominent nipples between my finger s making her gasp even more.
"OH SHIT MA'AM; YOU GOT SOME REALLY NICE FUCKIN' TITS!!" She quickly stood grabbing a handful of my long blonde hair and yanked me over to her desk. She'd shoved me on my back while yanking on her shirt and further exposing her melons which had silver dollar sized areolas and big stubbly erect nipples. Before I could react, Mrs. Oderkirk had wrapped her boobs around my cock and began wildly jerking my cock.
"I WANT YOU TO CUM FOR ME OKAY?!!"
"Y-YE-YEAH, FU-FUH-FUUUUCKIN FUCKS MRS. ODERKIRK!!" A thick wad of cum exploded from my cock hitting her square in the face and splashing across her glasses. Two more thick wads followed completing the job before she capped it with her mouth and began sucking for all she was worth. I was momentarily reminded of Daisy's mom, Mrs. Hartford.
My teacher had licked me clean and was actually scooping the goo off of her face and slurping it up lie it was fucking yogurt or something. I was a little put off by actually how nasty Mrs. Oderkirk really was. It must have been really hard for her to keep this part of herself locked away.
"MMmmnn that was so fucking good Shawn; you get a passing grade for today alright?" I was just silently surveying the mess I'd made of her torso and checking out her tits. They sure were nice.
"Stop gawking Shawn, we've got a whole week to get further acquainted and you will definitely be privy to my 34DD'S during that time."
"Uh, sure Mrs. Oderkirk ...what's next?"
"Nothing; class dismissed Shawn." She was dismissive as she fished around in her purse pulling a few wipes out to clean her naked chest with.
"Mrs. Oderkirk?"
"Yes Shawn?"
"What's the uhm, homework for tonight ma'am?" Covered in spit, sweat and stringy cum, she did a double take at my question before grinning.
"Get the fuck out of here."
*************
Twenty minutes later I was speeding along the freeway to my house confused as all get out. In little under twenty-four hours I'd got laid with two hot older women without even trying and all because I wanted to get into my girlfriend Daisy's pants. I really didn't know what to make of it as I pulled into my driveway. I sat on my bike looking at the approaching sunset wondering what would happen next when a white Bentley pulled up adjacent to my driveway.
"Shit." The window slowly rolled down to reveal Mrs. Hartford sitting at the driver's seat.
"My little girl's quite upset with you young man." She was wearing a pink sheer chemise type robe and a matching teddy was visible underneath.
"Yeah, I guess you came to tell me she's done with me right?"
"Not at all Shawn; I don't give a fuck about that lover, it stays between you and Daisy. I want some action." She tugged at the sash on her robe opening it to reveal her lingerie and drawing my eyes directly to her rounded thighs.
"Oh fuck me."
...to be continued.
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Perpetual slacker Shawn had been promised sex by his rich girlfriend Daisy if he could pass his final exam...Well, he failed and went over her house in an attempt to coerce her into sex anyway and ended up sleeping with her mother Mrs. Diane Hartford, a SMOKING HOT M.I.L.F!! Mrs. Hartford took his virginity and the couple was nearly caught by his girlfriend and her father!! Now Shawn has been coerced/ seduced by his teacher Mrs. Oderkirk as well!!
What will happen next?!!
***********
The heated wind was cutting through my hair as she sped along the coast. I didn't have any idea where she was taking me and I really didn't care. Looking out of the window I could see some of the little clubs and eateries that dotted the shore line and they were all full of teens and college age students making the most of spring break.
But none of them had a thing on me cause ninety percent of those guys were doing their best to get some stank from the ladies and I'd gotten laid twice in less than twenty-four hours.
"Penny for your thoughts lover?" Mrs. Hartford looked just amazing sitting there dressed as she was with the wind blowing her platinum blonde hair wildly about. Her smile sent shivers up my spine and made me forget everything Mrs. Oderkirk had put me through earlier that day.
"Oh nothing, just watching the other kids out there having fun I guess."
"Would you rather be with your peers instead of an old woman Shawn?" I could hear that she already knew the answer to that question in her voice.
I just looked her in the eye and snapped my seat belt on leaning back against the plush leather. We sped along in the night until we came along to a series of bungalows at the end of the wharf. These were gated off and property of the elite of our community. I'd seen them sometimes when I was out for a ride. Daisy mentioned that her family owned one and hinted that we'd use it someday but the possibility of that was getting further and further away because of my grades.
What the hell was I gonna do about Mrs. Oderkirk? She had totally ravaged me and we never even talked about my school work. The whole sex thing seemed well, so premeditated in hindsight. I still kind of felt uncomfortable about it.
"Shawn be a dear and get the gate for me." She handed me a set of keys and I unlocked the gate and held it open while she drove inside.
Mrs. Hartford's bungalow was a nice cozy affair and I was a little bit overwhelmed that she brought me here for a late night tryst. Well technically it was only about eleven.
"I take it you like what you see?" She said after we'd just got into the door.
"I think this place is awesome Mrs. Hartford."
"That's not what I was talking about Shawn darling." She leaned back into my chest and pulled my arms around her narrow waist placing my hands on the sash that held her chemise together. I tugged on the silky belt as she walked forward leaving the garment in my hands.
I was treated to the sight of Mrs. Hartford in all her splendor as she took a few steps forward moving in a manner that put emphasis on her sexy rounded hips and curvaceous backside. That pink teddy she was wearing looked really great and the back of it was cut real high drawing the attention to the sizable globes of her smooth prominent backside.
"Holy shit." I had fallen to my knees and started crawling over to Mrs. Hartford. She had grabbed the back of the plush lavender colored couch in the small living room area leaning forward and pushing that luscious derriere out for my viewing pleasure.
"Oh Shawn you really do love my ass." I'd buried my face in her bountiful rear and cupped the outsides of her cheeks. I could feel her shudder as my tongue ran up the deep crack of her ass. She softly moaned and chuckled as I kissed and rubbed my face all over her soft flesh.
"Oh my you're really getting into it something fierce. OOOOHHHH SSSHAAAAWWWN...you're making me so fucking wet."
I'd found a tiny clasp at the junction between her legs and unfastened it causing the tightly bound material to snap apart from the stress of holding the silky material together. Finally I had access to Mrs. Hartford's clean shaven and of so wet snatch. I was determined to make a meal out of her honeypot. I found her taste so fucking addictive and lapped at the puffy lips of her cunt like a man possessed.
"Oh my gawd; you are FUH-FUUUUUCKING INCREDIBLE SHHAAAAWN!!" I roughly wrapped my biceps around her thick thighs forcing her legs together and causing her perfect peach to be prominently displayed between her cheeks for my enjoyment. Mrs. Hartford trembled with the oncoming signs of a huge orgasm as I flattened my tongue against her slit and licked all the way up to her pink, puckered second hole. She began to breathe heavily and in moments she was gasping as a powerful jolt of pleasure shot through her body.
"Shit, you're oh so fucking good at eating my pussy darling." She was already sweating and breathing hard when I began pulling her to the floor. She was wearing a pair of pink spike heels and half slid across the hard wood floor. I cradled her head and lowered her to the floor burying my face deep into her crotch and sucking on her button and twirling my tongue on it. In moments she was screaming at the top of her lungs and spraying me with a jet of her essence dousing my face with her wetness.
I was gonna go in for more of her tasty snatch but she got a handful of my hair and pulled me sadly away from her crotch.
"You taste so good Mrs. Hartford, please let me suck on you some more."
"Now we must practice some restraint Shawn, keep this up and I won't be able to drive you home. My knees are all wobbly right now." She was working hard to catch her breath and I wanted some more of her. Mrs. Hartford was caught off guard when I cupped her soft cheek and gave her a deep kiss. Moments later she was returning my affection in kind and we were completely spooning and moaning into each other's mouths. She multi-tasked frantically pulling my shirt over my head and flinging it aside while I pushed my cargo shorts down freeing my cock right at her velvet entrance.
"Mrs. Hartford."
"Call me Diane darling; you've definitely earned it tonight-OOOOOHH!!" My member had slid effortlessly inside her not stopping until it was wedged up against her cervix. I just let my rock hard cock rest inside her pussy basking in her heat and wetness. Her cunt seemed tailor made for my member and I could feel her tensing up around my rod.
"Are you going to fuck me or not?"
"No ma'am."
"You're not, why Shawn?" Her beautiful face was glistening with sweat and she was flush from my obsessive attention to her snatch. I'd slowly reached down taking the undersides of her thighs into my palms and pushing her long shapely legs up until her knees were nearly adjacent to her hips.
"I'm going to take you Diane." I didn't know here the words were coming from, they just seemed natural.
"AAAAHHHH SSHHAAAAWN!!" She cried as my rod began pistoning myself in and out of her steaming pot as hard as I could. Visible jets of her cum were forced out in minute jets by my invading member.
We were both moaning and tearing up rutting like rabid animals. Diane was bouncing and rotating her hips up into my powerful downward strokes. It felt amazing how her sex bore down around me while my cock powered through banging into and penetrating her cervix.
"OOOOOWWW BABY, FFFUUUCK ME HARD AND MAKE ME YOURS SHHHAAAAWN!! I'M GONNA CUUUMMM SOOO FUCKIN HARD YOU MOTHERFUCKER!!" I felt her clamp down on my cock just below the head and it was painful forcing me to scream.
"OOOHHHH SHIT DIANE I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING IN YOUR PUSSY MA-MA FUUUUUCK!!" I began shivering and jerking like I was having a seizure as I shot load after load deep into her womb. Diane locked her arms around my sweaty torso and locked her muscular legs into the small of her back squeezing me as hard as she could.
We locked lips as I sank onto her body exhausted while she nipped and sucked on my earlobe. I could feel her tensing up on my softening member while we made out like lovers who'd been together for years.
"Mrs. Hartfo-uhm, I mean Diane?"
"Yes Shawn?"
"Can we just-stay like this for a while?" Her face was still flushed and her long platinum tresses were spread out across the hardwood floor framing her perfect face.
"No."
"Why not Diane?"
"Because I have to hurry up and get the Morning After pill." She started laughing as she rubbed her sore vagina and I followed suite moments later.
***********
I made it home a little after two in the morning and I found my Uncle Frank sitting up waiting for me. He looked pissed and probably thought that I was out partying. Frank had taken me in after a car accident had taken my parents from em and he was an easy going parent with his own slacker-like foibles.
"Keeping some late nights are we?"
"It's not what you think; I've been uh, "Made" Frank." He perked up at this bit of news knowing I'd been faking it for three years and had most of the student body fooled with my experienced cool guy shtick.
"That snooty little rich girl finally let you into her pants?"
"Not even it was uh, somebody else." I could almost see his ears perk up under the mane of wild hair that covered his head. We looked enough alike that most people around these parts thought Frank really my dad. My Uncle had lived in Hawaii most of his young adult life until I'd been dropped on his doorstep and we led a pretty easygoing lifestyle of live and let live. I could tell him anything, but for some reason I didn't want him to know about Mrs. Hartford, uh Diane.
"Oh this definitely sounds interesting, spit it out Shawn." He was sitting on the couch in front of our smart television watching a hockey game.
"It's still in the developmental phase Uncle."
"Meaning?"
"I need a little bit of time to kind of sort things out." Diane was gonna have to remain my little secret for now. She'd dropped me off a few blocks away from home before speeding off to the drug store.
"You're no fun Shawn; old guy like me needs a little excitement in his life."
"Bullshit Uncle Frank, just last week I found three hotties passed out naked in the living room." My uncle had a way with the ladies and sometimes I'd have to catch a few z's in his truck when he'd been entertaining if you know what I mean.
"It was a slow night boy." We both laughed as he down the remainder of a tall can of beer.
***********
The following morning I'd woke up bright and early with a surprising amount of energy considering I'd been fucked senseless by Mrs. Oderkirk and returned the favor to my girlfriend's mom Diane Hartford. I guess I could chalk it up to youth or a shitload of red bull. I checked my phone and discovered some texts from an unknown number.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Last night was incredible, you were incredible and I want more!! XOXO!! =).
It was Diane but I didn't remember giving her my number and I didn't care as I texted back happily.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Feeling you too babe, I can't wait to eat you again!! Next time I'm gonna feast all night till you can't walk anymore!!
I was surprised when I immediately got a quick message back.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Promise? =)
Just as I was writing her back, Mrs. Oderkirk pulled into the space next to me and she appeared to be on her phone. She looked angry arguing with somebody on the other end of the line.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Scout's honor babe, I can hardly wait to see you. Got to get to class now; wish me luck.
TEXT MESSAGE:
=(
I had this warm feeling all over when I thought of Diane and I couldn't help but smile.
"Shawn, stop day dreaming and get over here." Mrs. Oderkirk was waving me over and she looked extremely angry. I noticed a baby seat in the back of her vehicle and felt queasy remembering how she had given me a super nasty blowjob before titfucking me until I'd practically buried her in jizz. I'd heard she was married to some guy who worked at a grocery store.
"Yes ma'am?"
"My husband Jerome has utterly failed me again and I have some matters to attend to that prevent me from starting class on time. I'd like you to go over to the gymnasium and see Mr. Bryant.
"Why do I have to go over to there Mrs. Oderkirk? I'm not failing any gym classes."
"Don't argue with me young man; go over to the gymnasium and do whatever is asked of you." I shrugged my shoulders and walked over to the gym which was in a separate building. Coach Bryant worked with his wife Wendy and you could say that they had somewhat of a contentious relationship. Both always seemed to be in some sort of competition with one another and both coached teams. He was your typical football coach and she coached the girl's track team. My girl Daisy was her star athlete.
"Can I help you kid?" I found myself looking into the big barrel chest of Coach Bryant.
"Uh Mrs. Oderkirk sent me over here to do something I think?" He took his red baseball cap off revealing his bald head and started grinning in a way that made me feel uncomfortable.
"Oh yeah, you're the discipline problem right?"
"Uh, I guess so sir...wait-a-minute discipline problem?!!" I was nearly knocked three feet forward as he clapped his giant mitt to my back.
"You look a little scrawny, but I think I have just what the doctor ordered for punks with an attitude problem."
"I don't have an attitude problem sir!!" I begged off as he put his whistle to his lips and blew it right in my face causing me to nearly go deaf.
"GIVE ME FIFTY PUNK!!" Next thing I knew I was doing hundreds of pushups, running laps around the basketball court while he followed me blowing his trusty whistle and countless other calisthenics. Coach hadn't even given me time to remove my windbreaker and my jean shorts were nearly falling off my body as I did more laps around the court.
"THAT'S ENOUGH!!" Coach and I followed the sound of the voice to his wife Stella who was suddenly standing off to the side blowing a whistle of her own.
"HONEY; HOW MANY TIMES HAVE I TOLD YOU NOT TO INTERRUPT MY WORK?!!" He looked pissed off as he stormed over to his wife and for a moment I was worried about her welfare.
"Are you trying to hurt that scrawny little punk?!!" I chaffed at her apparent first impression of me and coach's body language told me that she wore the pants in the family.
"Sophie said I could do whatever it took to teach this punk some respect."
"Well as you well know Derrick; Sophie's a fucking nut job and I'm not gonna let you lose your job trying to impress that little slut." I do believe they were talking about Mrs. Oderkirk.
"But Sophie said this kid was trouble and needed to be whipped into shape." He almost sounded like he was whining as she suddenly slapped him in the face effectively putting an end to his child-like protests.
"I'll whip 'em into shape Derrick and you can take our son Howard to ballet practice." I did a double-take when I heard that shit and had to stifle a laugh.
"But Honey, Sophie said-!" She tossed what looked like car keys and pointed towards the gymnasium exit. I couldn't stifle a complete chuckle as Coach stomped out of the building like some temperamental child slamming the double doors behind him.
"You'd better not be laughing at my husband boy or you're gonna wish he was in here smoking your dumb ass. As a matter of fact, give me fifty diamonds kid."
Diamonds were this really painful form of push up where you pressed your pointer fingers and thumbs together to create a diamond shape while doing the standard pushup. Thirty minutes later I did find myself wishing Coach would come back as his wife proved just how dominant she could be.
"Hey kid?"
"Yeah?"
"You're Shawn and you date one of my star athletes right?" I was literally dripping sweat on the gym floor in a big puddle beneath me and I just wanted to get out of there with
"Yes Miss, uh Coach Bryant, I'm dating Daisy Hartford ma'am." I continued doing the pushups and could only see her legs from the knees down. She was wearing some knee high socks and a simple pair of white sneakers.
"Tell me something kid; why would an academic prodigy and my star athlete date a shit bird like you?"
"I don't know ma'am, maybe because she likes me?"
"Is that right; well get up and let me take a good look at you kid." I didn't waste the opportunity getting to my feet as fast as I could and finally getting a good up close look at Wendt Bryant.
She was a little bit shorter than myself at five foot eight inches and had a solid build. Coach was definitely thick with a good sized rack, her hips and legs signaled somebody who worked out an awful lot. It looked like she could kill with those gams the way her muscles were so prominent. Coach was a redhead with really pale skin and a smattering of freckles across her thin nose.
"Do I make the grade?" She surprised me putting her hands on her hips.
"Excuse me ma'am?"
"It's coach to you nimrod and I asked you if I made the grade because you were checking me out just now." She was really, really confident and I felt intimidated as she walked around me doing some kind of silent evaluation.
"I-I wasted checking you out Coach."
"And you're a liar too Shawn; how disappointing." She was standing behind me and I looked over my shoulder to find her apparently looking at my ass.
"Eyes forward son; maybe Sophie was right. You do need discipline!" She suddenly brought the flat of her hand across my butt and it hurt like hell.
"Follow me kid." She started walking towards the equipment room and I had this weird sense of deja vu as I followed her. My eyes were drawn downward resting on her red form fitting gym shorts and I'll be damned if she didn't have the nicest and tightest ass I'd ever seen on an older woman besides my girl Diane. Uh, my girlfriend's mom Mrs. Diane Hartford. I don't know why I was suddenly thinking like that and it disturbed me greatly.
There were a bunch of foam wrestling matts lying on the floor and coach had me stand at the end of one while she removed her track sneakers and baby socks.
"Do you know why you're here Shawn?" I shook my head that I didn't.
"I've been really successful at coaching the track and volleyball teams here so the principal is giving me the boy's wrestling team next year." She walked onto the foam matt and I noticed a tribal tattoo of some sort on top of her small foot.
"Uhm coach; what does that have to do with me?"
"Well Sophie, that's Mrs. Oderkirk to you has informed me that you may be repeating your senior year if things don't pan out. I thought I'd give you an early tryout for the wrestling team." She got down on all fours and looked at me expectantly.
"I don't know about this coach."
"Get the fuck over here Shawn." She had this intense look on her face that actually scared me. She motioned for me to remove my flip flops and get onto the mat with her while she discarded her collared white t-shirt. I found myself looking at her in an Adidas sports bra and immediately noticed that her tits were a lot bigger than I thought they were.
"Now I want you to get on your knees behind me and-...are you FUCKING listening to me or looking at my DAMN TITS?!!"
"Sorry coach; uhm I uh got kind of distracted sorry."
"Daisy really DATES a HEAD CHEESE like you?" She had this incredulous look on her face as I realized I'd been too honest in admitting to looking at those big hooters stuffed into her top.
"Uhm, yeah."
"I'm really gonna have to talk to that girl." She sighed and for the next thirty minutes Coach Bryant put me through wrestling hell as I was tossed around like a rag doll and had the displeasure of being put in several really painful wrestling holds while she instructed me on everything I was doing wrong and tossing in a few casual insults as well.



"Don't you have any pride at all Shawn?" She asked wiping sweat from her brow and I found my eyes dipping into her cleavage once again noticing the freckled mounds bulging from the spandex top.
"Of course I do coach; but you're a girl, uhm woman and it's wrong to fight with chicks."
"Oh so you've been letting me pin you all morning; is that right?" She had a ragged smile on her freckled face that I couldn't understand as she got back down on all fours.
"I just didn't try as hard is all coach." I was lying through my teeth to save face.
"Tell you what kid; I'm going to make you an offer you can't refuse and if you do...The rest of your day is gonna be REAL SHITTY!!"
"Okay coach."
"All you have to do He-Man; is simply pin ,my shoulders to this matt and hold me down for three seconds. If you do that I'll let you go back to that empty classroom and wait for Mrs. Oderkirk."
"Really?"
"Yeah kid; Girl Scout's honor." She wiggled her tight muscular butt at me to emphasize her words and I got down on my knees already thinking of the "sexting" I would be doing with Diane after I pinned coach to the matt. I locked my arms around her waist.
"Are you ready Shawn?"
"Yeah." My cock was rock hard and I'm pretty sure she could feel it pressing against her thigh.
"AAAARRRGHHHHH FUCK!!" Before I could even think about what I wanted to do she had tossed me onto the foam matt so hard my head bounced. Even when I tried to force her off of me she quickly grabbed my wrists and forced them down beside my ears as I strained with all of my might against her efforts.
Coach straddled my chest closing her knees on my ribcage and knocking the wind out of me with her weight.
"What's the matter Shawn? Can't get it up little boy? Can't get me off?" Her long red hair partially obscured her face as she taunted me.
"Okay coach you made your point, I totally get it and I'm sorry for what I said-okay?" At this point I was basically squirming under her body.
"Well now that I have you where I want you Shawn, it's just not going to be that easy."
"WHAT?!"
"I want to get something off my chest kid, something that's been bothering me since I laid eyes on you. I've been told that you intend to what was it?-Yeah uh, "BONE" Daisy Hartford. Well I take personal exception to ANYONE fucking with one of my girls Shawn. And just what the fuck is "BONE" supposed to mean any way asshole?!! Fucking is fucking right, boy?!!"
"Look I already apologized to Mrs. Oderkirk about that shit ma'am." I continued trying to free myself and she just redoubled her efforts tightening her grip on me and damn near cutting off circulation to my wrists.
"But you DIDN'T apologize to ME Shawn."
"I'm sorry Coach Bryant; would you please let me up now?"
"That's NOT how I want you to apologize Shawn."
"What do you mean coach?" I groaned as she shifted her weight even more pinning my shoulders under her knees enough to allow her to release my arms. She grinned at me and reached down pulling the crotch of her gym shorts aside to reveal her bushy crimson mound. I struggled to get free and quickly realized I wasn't going anywhere.
"Apologize." There was a pungent smell coming from her box and I didn't really want to go there.
"Coach I can't do that, come on!" I pleaded as she shifted her weight on top of me to emphasize her position of power even further.
"Why not?"
"Uh, I'm totally and completely GAY!! I uh, I was gonna come outta the closet and shit to Daisy!!" I was completely shitting her and hoping to high hell that she'd be convinced.
"Really, you don't say Shawn? So you like getting your corn hole stuffed right?"
"Yeah, just LOVE it to DEATH coach!! Loving the D, COACH BRYANT!!"
"So you probably wouldn't mind it if I shoved a few fingers into your asshole right?" She was half laughing as she reached back quickly undoing my belt buckle.
"WHAT THE FUCK COACH?!!" She got up on her haunches trying to yank my zipper down and I saw the chance for flight pushing her over and trying to scurry away but she caught my ankle in her iron grasp. I was yanked back across the mat and lost my pants registering them flying through the air to land on the floor. Before I knew it my boxers followed and coach had me on my back with my legs up in the air.
"So Shawn, looks like you might be "BI" judging from this thick cock you've got down here. Oh you're gay right? So are you going to eat my pussy or are we going to share an interesting life experience together?" She began to press her finger against my brown eye and I knew she had me dead to rights.
"OKAY, I'LL DO IT COACH; PLEASE DON'T FUCK WITH MY ASS!!" I was relieved when she relented and resumed her position on my chest moving forward until her thighs were on either side of my head.
"Apologize."
I tentatively ran my tongue along her slit and she immediately shook and quivered on top of me. I followed this up with a few more strokes along her crease gradually starting to penetrate her sex as she quickly started breathing heavily.
"Give me some more S-Shaaawn." Once I heard her voice go husky and quiver telling me that I'd found her one true weakness as I flattened my tongue against her prominent camel toe. A low moan escaped her lips and she moved forward placing her palms on the floor. I darted my tongue up barely touching her clit and she shrieked.
"More Shawn, lick it a little bit more and get the clit. Oh don't neglect my happy button." I continued to barely touch her clit and this was having an effect as she reluctantly eased up on my shoulders freeing my arms.
"Suck my pussy baby; that feels so fuckin good." She was taking on a different demeanor and I rewarded her for freeing my arms by scooping my tongue deep inside her crevice but intentionally avoided her clit just to torture her.
"That's so much better Shawn and you're a revelation." I brought my hands up and cupped her tight athletic butt digging under her form fitting shorts. I tilted my head a little and pressed down directly on her clit swirling my tongue on it while my hands spread her cheeks. I was still kind of pissed about the whole thing and took a chance pressing both of my pointer fingers against her brown eye.
"OOOOOOHHHHHH MY GAWD; I'M CUMMING S-SSSHHHAAAWN!!" Coach Bryant began convulsing and shaking as my tongue received a torrent of her liquid lust. I continued licking and sucking on her button until she sounded like she was sobbing and lurched forward falling onto the foam mat sated.
I was finally able to sit up and took a few moments to compose myself while she laid on her stomach breathing heavily sounding like she'd just run a marathon. Her gym shorts had been wedged up into the crack of her ass exposing one oval-shaped alabaster butt cheek and I couldn't help but knead it. The lower portion of her cheek was very soft and pliant to the touch. I pulled the other side up getting a nice view of her toned cheeks.
"I do about sixty squats twice a day...I guess it's worth it judging from your reaction Shawn." I'd straddled the back of her thighs while playing with her ass gripping both ass cheeks in each hand pushing them apart until her tight puckered anus was looking back at me.
"Oh it feels so fucking good to have someone handle me like a REAL MAN." I picked up on the subtle dig at her husband and gripped the sides of her shorts yanking them down quickly to expose her pale ass. I continued pulling her shorts down until they were independent of her body. I took a deep whiff of the crotch having become accustomed to her smell.
"I'll have some more of that angry pussy of yours coach." I tossed her shorts to the side and pulled her meaty hips into my waiting face. My large thumbs pried the slippery lips of her cunt apart exposing the hot pink inside walls of her peach. I could see deep into her snatch and she was clenching her walls in anticipation.
"OOOOOOHHH SHIT!!" She cried when I buried my tongue deep inside her box letting the lips close around me as I slurped and twirled my probing unit against the groves of her vagina. In mere seconds she was gasping and half giggling; sighing loudly in disappointment when I withdrew my mouth.
"AAAAAHHHH SSHHHAAAAAWNNN!!" I replaced my tongue with two fingers curving them downward feeling this strange lump in her snatch. I guess I'd accidentally found the so-called G-Spot of hers. Coach yelled out loud as she squirted all over my fingers and cried as I massaged her clit with my thumb.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK COACH?!!" I'd been caught by surprise while watching her squirm around at the end of my fingers when I quickly found myself on the receiving end of a kick to the sternum. The room seemed to spin as I toppled over onto my back clutching my chest.
She was on me in a minute like a wild cat bulldozing into me and pushing my legs up into my chest. I didn't know what the hell was going on panicking when I felt her grab ahold of my manhood. I was afraid she would rip it off for a moment until I felt a familiar sensation.
"Sorry kid, I just had to get some of this juicy cock and I haven't let someone take me the way you have in a long fucking time. Just lay back and relax Shawn." She'd grabbed my ankles and was pushing my legs far apart nearly turning me into a wishbone.
"HEY, I DON'T BEND THAT WAY COACH!!" She'd begun bouncing up and down on my cock with her eyes shut tightly. I had never felt so dominated in my life as she basically fucked me in a modified cowgirl position. It would have been completely humiliating if didn't oddly feel ...so good.
"This is called the Amazon position; you like kid?"
"Uh, I guess so."
"I- met my husband when we were marines stationed in Germany and on our honeymoon night the brute hopped up on top of me and gave me the best three and a half minutes of my life! So now I FUCK him like this and that bitch just LOVES IT!!"
I was watching the junction where our bodies connected and marveling at how obscenely my thick cock looked stretching out the lips of her cunt. She was squatting on her haunches and leaving a milky sheen on the surface of my dick on her upward strokes. Her large tits were glistening in sweat still encased in her sports bra and I tried to cup them but she held my hands down to the matt fucking me even harder.
"Geez Shawn; stop mauling my ugly tits!! I thought you were into my ASS anyway!!"
"But they look so nice, I wanted to see them is all coach."
"But you can't because I fucking hate 'em and they've stopped me from winning several body competitions!!"
"Still it would be nice to see them."
"No." She pushed my legs even further towards my chest forcing my cock downward between my legs uncomfortably against my balls. She began huffing loudly signaling an oncoming orgasm and there was nothing I could do about it but take her rather masculine pounding.
"Well I think you h-have some amazing tits!!"
"I SAID NO SH-SHAAAAAWWNNNN FUUUUCK!!" The effects of her climax ripped right through her body causing her to shake and shudder eventually shoving me away to the mat like a discarded toy. My back was killing me and she remained there ion her haunches breathing heavily. I noticed a phone ringing in the background and looked at the clock hanging on the wall.
We'd been at it for a good forty-five minutes and it was lunch time.
"Hit the showers kid, I've got to take that call." She collected herself and hopped up walking out of the room towards the teacher's office. I could help but admire the muscular sway of her meaty squarish butt.
Moments later, I could hear the sounds of an argument coming from the office as I padded off to the boy's locker room with a raging boner. I was irritated that I hadn't been able to get off and pissed at coach for being a selfish cunt. The shower bay in the locker room consisted of a row of six shower heads against the wall. I rarely used it during school hours because I didn't like my business being on display in front of other guys.
The hot water felt good against my athletic frame and helped sooth some of the aches and pain I'd go from wrestling with the coach. I'd just finished lathering up when I turned towards the entrance of the shower to find her standing there watching with vested interest. She was smiling at me as she pulled the spandex top over her wild mane of red hair and tossed it over her shoulder. I watched as she put her hair up thinking she looked really beautiful like that.
"Wow, they DO look REALLY NICE." Her large tits sloped out from her chest resting on her rib cage and looking nearly like implants. Her areolas were nonexistent leaving only her prominent erect nipples. They had a reddish tint to them and I ached to take them between my lips.
She stepped under the shower head and took the soap from me lathering up her torso.
"Do my back Shawn." She handed me the soap and I lathered up her back running my soapy hands over her cheeks and bringing them to her shoulders for an impromptu massage.
"May I coach?" She moaned and grabbed the nearest hand bringing it up to her right breast. Her tits were heavy to the touch and had some considerable weight to them. The soap dropped to the tiled floor as I cupped the remaining globe of flesh rolling both of her erect nipples.
"That feels so fucking good kid; anybody ever tell you that you've got great hands?"
"Maybe one or two people."
"Don't get all modest on me Shawn." We both laughed and I was a bit confused by her personality and how she could mix masculinity with a kind of feminine demureness. I wrapped my arms around her hugging her from behind as my turgid cock rested between her taunt ass cheeks. I began to run my member along the length of her crack hoping to rub one out before she finished showering.
"We'd better do something about that kid, wouldn't want you walking around for the rest of the day with a case of blue balls." She reached behind her with a palm full of lather and pressed my cock against her ass while I humped like a madman.
"Push it in Shawn." She was pressing me against the puckered entrance of her asshole and I gulped knowing nervously that I'd never had anal sex with anyone before.
What if I hurt her; would she retaliate by bending me into a pretzel?
"Just be REALLY CAREFUL and I won't have to RETURN the FAVOR okay?" She must have felt how nervous I was somehow and reached back holding her cheeks apart. It was slow going at first, but I finally slid into her anal ring with a lot of help from the soapy film on my cock.
"Now, just take it slow and we can both enjoy it." She moaned as I continued sliding forward. It was tighter than anything I'd felt before and we built up a nice rhythm until I was fucking her properly. She was pressed against the wall and her hair had fallen draping her shoulders.
"This feels great coach." I was griping her hips and pushing up into her while she held the shower nozzles.
"UUUUUOOOOHHHHH, C-Call ME... OOOOHHH, CALL ME ...Wendy; th-that's my name Shawn." She was really getting into it as I grabbed a handful of her red hair and began pumping her harder.
"OOOHHHH SSSHHHAAAAAAWWWN!!" She screamed tightening her grip on my cock as she tensed up her tight buns.
"I-I'M CUMMMMING WENDY!!" I shot a powerful stream of semen deep into her rectum as we screamed together. She tensed up around me as I drew my length slowly from her taunt muscular cheeks. Wendy slid down the damp wall staring up at me with a satisfied look on her pretty face.
"Thank you." She murmured softly; hand over her heaving chest while the other was pressed between her legs. She looked like she was masturbating.
***********
We barely said a word to each other as we cleaned up and she sent me on my way back to Mrs.Oderkirks's classroom. I sat there for the rest of the day playing angry birds on my phone and texting Diane.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Missing you ...XOXO.
She never responded back and I felt a little anxiety knowing that I had spent half the day fucking my gym teacher's wife. At one point I'd even picked up my U.S. History book and read the first few chapters. Mrs. Oderkirk never reported back to class and I just went home when time was up. She seemed really angry this morning and I hoped everything was okay with her and her husband.
I began to get a feeling of anxiety as I rode home that evening wondering why Diane hadn't returned any of my texts and even considered rolling over to her home. Common sense had prevailed just as I rolled into my driveway. I was starting to feel a little crazy as I realized that I hadn't thought about Daisy all day and that I'd even forgot about hooking up with her coach. Right at that moment I'd decided a good round with my custom bong was the right call to make while I sorted this whole thing out.
"Hello Shawn; miss me much?" My heart leaped into my throat when I found my girlfriend sitting on my living room couch. As usual she was dressed in work-out clothes showing off her sexy athletic body.
"Uh, well ah sure Daisy."
"You don't sound happy to see me and why do you have that funny look on your face?" She had got up on her knees facing me and I could see her perky boobs straining against her cotton pull over.
"I don't have a funny look on my face."
"You've got that look you always get when you've done something probably stupid that I won't like." She had no fucking idea how right she was.
"I smoked a little urb before I got here." It was probably the most believable lie I could tell my girlfriend."
"Oh well that figures; I should have known. I just came over here to let you know that I still care about you and support you. I mean- I still want you to pass your make-up quiz on Friday and everything." She sounded like she had something more to say.
"Wanna hang out tomorrow night? Maybe I could come by and pick you up for a ride along the coast." I just wanted to kind of reconnect with her somehow and get close to her.
"Sorry, coming by the house would be a very bad idea. You know how dad feels about you and all. Besides him and mom have been fucking like animals all day and he even called off work so that they could keep it up. Looks; like I might get a little brother or sister the way they're going at it." She chuckled as I smiled weakly and put my books on the makeshift coffee table in my living room. It was actually a door that had been ripped from the hinges by one of my Uncle's crazy girlfriends enraged at being dumped post coitus.
"Hey what's wrong Shawn?"
"What?"
"You're doing that thing with your face again." I secretly cursed myself for being such an open book.
"Nothing, you gonna hang out a while?"
"Nah, I just wanted to see how you were doing and give you a little something."
"Oh yeah, what's that?" Daisy suddenly yanked her shirt up exposing her pert enhanced breasts for a few seconds.
"I just wanted to give you a little incentive to pass your exam on Friday. I've gotta go meet up with my coach for a quick work-out in the gym." Little did she know I'd received quite a workout from her coach earlier in the day.
"You're such a tease baby."
"But you love me for it Shawn. Pass that test and we'll see how much of a tease I am." She giggled and bounced off to her appointment leaving me alone in my home. I lit up my bong and took some big ass hits trying to get as high as humanly possible. I was tearing up thinking about her mother Diane Hartford banging the shit out of her husband and feeling neglected when my phone signaled an incoming text message.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Missing you 2 ...LOVE YOUR TONGUE
C U Soon =)
I took another big ass hit off of my bong and picked up my history book flinging it across the room.
...to be continued.
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Perpetual slacker Shawn had been promised sex by his rich girlfriend Daisy if he could pass his final exam...Well, he failed and went over her house in an attempt to coerce her into sex anyway and ended up sleeping with her mother Mrs. Diane Hartford, a SMOKING HOT M.I.L.F!! Mrs. Hartford took his virginity and the couple was nearly caught by his girlfriend and her father!! Shawn found himself in a situation where he had been coerced/ seduced by his teacher Mrs. Oderkirk and now has added his girlfriend's coach Mrs. Bryant to the mix!!
What will happen next?!!
***********
"EARTH to SHAWN!!" I woke up on my couch with one hell of a headache to see the close gnarled features of my uncle standing over me. I'd fallen asleep on the couch with the bong in my lap after an utter waste of a night toking it and smoking it.
"Wow, somebody had a rough fucking night; wanna talk about it?" Frank looked concerned and started picking up some of the mess littering the floor around the couch. I'd gotten the munchies and went all packman on some industrial sized bags of chips that were lying around, two packs of pecan sandies, six microwave burritos, ten sticks of beef jerky and a single cube of starburst candy.
"Well, guess I'm not all that special after all." I sat up leaving my brain resting on the pillow. I was in the throes of one hell of a hangover and felt like retching. Frank placed a large pot he reserved for the cooking of his specialty gumbo on the floor and kicked it over at my feet. I waved him off sincerely grateful before bolting from the couch to pray to the porcelain goddess if you know what I mean.
"This is about that girl that took your virginity isn't it?" He was amused at the sight of me emptying my guts out into the toilet and even gave me a sympathy flush.
"Bingo Uncle Frank; but it's totally cool and everything. There's always other uh, fish in the sea right? BBLLLLLUUUUUAAARGGHH!!" I tried to sound glib, but the second wave of vomit took its toll ripping through my body.
"Well I would agree with you Shawn but any idiot can see that you still haven't gotten this thing out of your system. Tell you what; I don't wanna hear about it until you're ready son okay?" I weakly nodded as he pulled the door up behind him as he left. Uncle Frank must have been psychic or something because the next wave of nausea included...diarrhea.
***********
By the time I'd emerged from the bathroom, I found my uncle passed out face down in his bed. He worked the night shift at a local factory three nights a week welding and was usually slammed when he got home in the morning. He'd taken the time to clean the house before passing out and I felt like a sack of shit because of it. I decided to restock the kitchen and grabbed his keys to his jeep. Images of Mrs. Hartford still plagued my mind and I was full of confusion and anxiety continually playing out scenarios involving the smoking hot older woman shagging the hell out of her husband. I pulled into the local grocery store slamming my fist against the steering wheel.
I was so pissed that I sat in the jeep for several minutes just stewing until I finally got it together enough to go shopping. It was a Sunday morning and luckily I didn't have to go to school because I really couldn't have dealt with Mrs. Oderkirk's manipulation or Coach Bryant's wrestling matt.
I have to admit that I didn't mind the second half of my day with Wendy (Coach Bryant). The sex we'd had was pretty fucking amazing and I'd left her sitting in the shower staring after me as I walked back to class. Three different women in three different days and all I could think about was Diane Hartford. Maybe I was confused because she was my first, maybe because she was so much hotter than her daughter... Daisy had unknowingly revealed to me exactly what her mom really thought of me. My phone suddenly chirped signaling a text and causing simultaneous dread.
TEXT MESSAGE:
MISSING YOU SO MUCH!!
It was her and my heart jumped a few beats for a few seconds. I was indecisive not knowing how to respond and just looked at the message blankly.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Wanna hook up?
I started typing a reply that would have demonstrated how I currently felt about Diane, but I quickly deleted it and sat there staring holes into the phone screen.
TEXT MESSAGE:
=(
I tossed the phone on the seat and entered the store to do my shopping and pay my uncle back for his good will this morning. I really didn't know what to write back to Diane. I wanted her to know I was pissed, but I didn't want to run her off either. A few seconds after tossing my phone in the front seat of the jeep, I was aching to get it back and call her. I was mad as hell at her for fucking her husband and that was crazy; but I wanted to fuck her brains out as well.
"You WILL BE HOME AT SIX and YOU WILL BE TAKING CARE of OUR BABY tonight Jerome!!" My inner turmoil was interrupted by the familiar sound of a voice that made my blood run cold.
"Baby, why you gotta come to my job all the time with this drama; can't you see I'm trying to work?" It was Mrs. Oderkirk, there was no mistaking that haughty sounding voice and I peered around a display of cans to her talking to a really tall black guy that for all intents and purposes appeared to be "a little slow". She was wearing this dashiki-type black top that perfectly hid her huge tits, some matching black leggings and black rider boots.
My eyes kept traveling back to her husband who appeared to be a couple of years older than Mrs. Oderkirk with slightly salt and pepper hair and a hang dog face. He probably could have been some sort of athlete in his day and had his share of women' but how did he score a hot babe like my teacher.
"OOOOWW!!" I was suddenly struck in the back of the head with an object and was propelled forward toppling the display of cans and drawing attention to myself. It wasn't so much that it hurt as the sudden surprise of being touched that had caused the accident.
The culprit turned out to be a two year old sitting in a shopping cart and wielding a small plastic baseball bat. It was the kind of bat they gave out at baseball games for souvenirs. His mother, some cutie who looked a few years older than me apologized profusely as I waved her off. There were cans everywhere and I tried to get up a few times falling back down on the floor when I'd accidentally placed my hand on an errant can.
"HELP HIM UP JEROME BEFORE HE SUES THE STORE!!" The big black guy reached down without a word to his wife and effortlessly helped me up off of the floor. I felt like a ragdoll or a small child realizing just how strong this guy was. I swallowed loudly as I found myself looking directly into Mrs. Oderkirk's pretty face. Her eyes widened a little bit when she saw me and she immediately had that trademark smirk on her lips as she folded her arms across her chest.
"OH SIR, I'M SOOOO SORRY ABOUT THAT!! MY STUPID ASS HUSBAND STACKED THOSE CANS!!" Both of my wrists were immediately in her grasp as she apologized loudly in front of her husband and a few sparse onlookers. Jerome was looking at the mess and absentmindedly scratching his head.
"CLEAN THIS MESS UP JEROME BEFORE SOMEBODY ELSE GETS HURT!! I'm gonna help this poor guy to the restroom to get cleaned up...WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR JEROME!!"
"Yes dear." The giant was already stooped over grabbing as many cans as he could hold. He seemed to be mumbling to himself.
"Right this way sir, I'll have you cleaned up in no time!!"
"Mrs. Oder-MMMPPHHHH!!" She'd pressed her hands over my mouth effectively silencing me and pushed me into a small bathroom. It happened so fast that I barely had time to register it.
"What a stroke of luck running into you here. You have absolutely no idea how glad I am to see you Shawn." Her Cheshire Cat grin had me sweating and her fingers immediately grasped my cock.
"MRS. ODERKIRK!" She quickly pressed her hand against my mouth and used her fingers to purse my lips shut.
"Be quiet asshole; do you have any idea what my husband would do to you if he found us like this?" She whispered in my ear as she frantically worked at undoing my fly.
"But you pushed me in here ma'am, WHAT DO MEAN FOUND US LIKE THIS?!!"
She quickly tugged the deep V-neck front of her dashiki style top apart popping her bare breasts out.
"Look motherfucker; I need a mouth full of cock or I'm going to walk out of here just like this and we'll see who Jerome believes bitch!" She grabbed the doorknob but I quickly covered her hand with my own. She seemed to calm down as I silently fished out my cock which was already hard from the sight of her big breasts.
"Oh yeah, just what the doctor ordered." She seemed so different away from school and the petite teacher dropped to her knees quickly taking me into her mouth. It took her mere seconds to get me fully hard.
She had this way of applying just the right pressure on my shaft combined with a very sloppy and wet technique that was to die for. Her mouth soon felt almost like a surrogate pussy and against my will had me humping her face hard.
"Fuck Sophie, you're about to make me cum." I moaned five minutes into her routine.
Mrs. Oderkirk never broke eye contact with me even when I started to cum right on her extended tongue creating a thick, white trail of semen that slowly flowed directly down her throat. She even let some of my cum dribble down over her big breasts.
"Oh that was great Shawn; but I'm afraid I'm gonna need a little more than that today young man." She was surveying the mess I'd made of her chest which was glazed over with my seed and her saliva.
"But Mrs. Oderkirk, I've got some errands to run and today's not a school day." I tried to reason with her but she wasn't gonna be moved by plain simple common sense.
"You do remember how we talked earlier Shawn; about how CRAZY my HUSBAND is about me and he loves my fuckin tits!! Now I have to admit that he has somewhat of a vacancy between the ears, but he more than makes up for it with twelve inches of charm." I sometimes wasn't the brightest myself, but her intent was clear.
"Where Mrs. Oderkirk?"
"Just follow my car Shawn; think you can do that right?" Her attitude was putting me off but I knew I didn't have any choice.
"Yes ma'am."
"Cut it out with that "ma'am shit"; do I look like a fuckin old lady to you Shawn?" I didn't answer remembering that question being the catalyst in me losing my virginity recently.
I ended up following Mrs. Oderkirk's car to her place. She lived surprisingly close to me in a duplex not far from the beach. My phone had seen ringing while I drove and one look at the screen had confirmed my suspicions. Mr. Hartford must have gone to work today instead of banging the crap out of his smoking hot wife. I tried to ignore my cellphone resting on the passenger's seat beside me but snatched it up anyway and finding a hundred and twenty-two text messages from Mrs. Hartford.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Hello?!!
TEXT MESSAGE:
So, what crawled up your ass and died?
TEXT MESSAGE:
Shawn, answer me!!
TEXT MESSAGE:
=(
I felt a great swell of something like pride as I scrolled through the numerous messages. Diane seemed to be getting more hysterical as the texts continued and I couldn't help but grin. It's just that I wanted her to feel what I went through last night while over medicating with my uncle's stash. The bulk of these messages had been sent while I'd been getting my cock sucked in a public restaurant.
"Hello earth to Shawn; are we doing this in your car or are you coming inside?" Mrs. Oderkirk was tapping at my window with her car keys looking irritated and I just ignored her staring at some more messages on my phone while I stepped out of my uncle's jeep.
"Now I must caution you that before we go into my place that more than one person resides there and that it is not an accurate representation of me as your instructor or a person." She seemed to be worried about something as she walked ahead of me with her house keys. My gaze was split between the messages on my phone and her curvy little butt. I really couldn't tell if she was wearing and underwear but I knew I was about to find out and for some reason I'd developed a raging hard-on following her up to the large oak door.
"Now remember Shawn, no judgments." Her interior of the condo living room was a mess of clothing, discarded dishes and some children's toys mixed strewn about. She explained that he husband usually cleaned the house but that he'd been working earlier due to one of his coworkers taking a vacation. She led me down a similarly cluttered hallway to a room near the back of her house which was quite clean and well organized with a futon centered in the center of the sparsely furnished bed room and stacks upon stacks of books lining the walls. They appeared to be school books.
"Welcome to my inner sanctum Shawn. This is where I sleep and live for the most part. My husband and the kids use the rest of the house but this room is off limits. So what do you think of my little oasis Shawn?"
"Maybe if you could like help your husband clean, the whole house could uhm; be an oasis?"
"You don't understand how things work Shawn. In my home everything has its function and place. This is my personal space due to the fact that I am the primary bread winner in this family. I deserve my space; I earned this by being focused and keeping my nose in the books instead of having fun with friends. I gave up my youthful years to focus on a career and my husband... well; he loved to have fun and fucked off his basketball career." She had this kind of angry aura about her that was off-putting and I never realized this about Mrs. Oderkirk when she was simply my teacher.
"So what about your husband; what's his uhm, place Mrs. Oderkirk?" I just wanted to hear her say it even though I already knew the answer.
"Well, like I said before; he has a particular twelve inches of charm and I already told you about my rather peculiar tastes Shawn. In fact you two have a lot in common young man." She had reverted to using her teacher-like tone with me.
I wasn't gonna fall for that shit again. She seemed like some entitled shrew and I knew I wasn't going to get out of that condo without banging the shit out of my teacher.
"Well, these "two" have a lot in common." I reached into the plunging neckline of her dashiki and brought her large tits out into the open making the petite brunette gasp.
"OOOHH SHAWN!!" I'd started rolling her prominent nipples roughly and squeezing her boobs really hard. I was treating her tits like one of the little stress balls people use when they have a lot of anxiety. Her eyes lit up as my right hand smacked her tight curvy ass.
"Y-You're soooo fucking f-forceful all of a sudden S-Shawn." Both of my hands were kneading and rolling her cheeks pulling them apart for a shot at her sex. Three of my fingers ran along her slit finding her crotch obscenely wet. She was getting off on being manhandled and squirming against my body panting.
"SSSS-SSSHHAAAAAAWWWNN F-FFFUUUCK!!" Eight of my fingers were working the grooves of her lower lips and my fingertips were drenched with her lust. It was almost like she'd pissed her pants. She was so horny at this point that I was essentially holding her up as she bent her knees trying to push my digit harder into her sex.
"W-WHAT THE FUCK?!" I shoved her on the futon watching as her big tits slightly bounced freely on her chest. She had this incredulous look on her face as I quickly got my cock out and started stroking it in front of her while string deep into her eyes.
"What are you gonna do with that fat cock young man?" I didn't respond and continued stroking my meat with long measured strokes knowing that the sight was driving my teacher wild.
"Come on Shawn; let me play with it too!" Mrs. Oderkirk got on her hands and knees reaching for my cock but I slapped her seeking fingers away from my unit.
"SSHHHAAAAAWN UUURRRRKKK!!" My fingers intertwined with her dark mane as my engorged cock found a home at the back of her throat.
"GAK!!GAK!!GAK!!GAK!!GAK!!" I had my way with her mouth fucking it wildly like it was her pussy and causing webs of saliva to run from her mouth onto her bed. Mrs. Oderkirk started getting into my rough treatment and wagging her cute little butt as she bobbed her head on my shaft but I didn't want this so I shoved her away by pushing against her forehead. She hardly knew what to do when I caught one of her ankles and pulled the boot free quickly followed by the other boot.
"YOU'RE BEING SOOOOOOOO MEAN SHAAAWWN!!...but I like it!!" My hands were already under her bottom yanking down her leggings and pulling them free of her body.
Mrs. Oderkirk wasn't wearing any panties.
Her feminine musk permeated the room and I could see that her bare snatch was visibly wet. I grabbed both of her ankles and yanked her violently towards the edge of the futon as she giggled excitedly. Her laughter was cut short as I shoved a finger inside her wet snatch and quickly brought it out for a taste. I replaced that single digit with three watching as her juices pooled around me while I finger fucked her.
"OOOHH FUUUCK, FEELS GOOOD!!" Was all she could get out of her mouth while I was frigging her cunt as roughly as possible. Mrs. Oderkirk tried to hump up against my hand causing me to immediately stop.
"Wh-what; why did you stop Shawn?" I barely let her finish her sentence before shoving my cock back into her mouth and fucking her throat some more.
"GAK!!GAK!!GAK!!GAK!!GAK!!" I continued pumping her mouth shoving my hard cock down her throat as she dug her nails into my thighs trying in vain to push back against the forward motion nearly choking her.
"OOOHH MY GAAAWD SSSHAAWN-What's going on with GAK!!GAK!!GAK!!GAK!!GAK!!" I'd shoved more of my member into her throat until I noticed her furiously rubbing her clit.
I continued my pattern of yanking my dick away when she'd get into it and focusing on another body part. This time I pushed four fingers into her dripping snatch and rubbed the grooves of her inner walls mercilessly while she squirmed. Mrs. Oderkirk tried to lock her legs around my arm to keep it in place but no dice as I pushed her thighs apart and buried my face in her honeypot.
"Baby-Fucking fuck ShhhaaaaWWWWWNNNN!!" She instantly began trembling beneath me as a massive orgasm approached and I made sure to keep an iron grip on her ankles while I lapped up all of her moisture.
"SSSHAAAWN I'M GONNA CUM SO HAAAARD FFFFUUUUUCCC-huh?" I quickly stopped and stood my ground a few feet back form the bed looking at her with a blank expression and stroking my hard cock. Mrs. Oderkirk looked pissed as she gathered her wits on the futon. Her mascara was ruined looking like oily tears and her lipstick was smeared along with my precum. She clutched her hand to her chest and in one swift motion yanked her top over her head throwing it at me.
"What is your motherfucking problem asshole? I brought you here to FUCK ME RIGHT and all you wanna do is PLAY FUCKING GAMES WITH ME ALL GOT-DAMN DAY!! I WANNA GET FUCKED OR DO YOU NEED A MAKEUP CLASS FOR THAT TOO YOU FUCKING NIMROD!!" Mrs. Oderkirk was clearly enraged and I didn't help matters by continuing to remain silent and playing with my rock hard cock in front of her eyes.
"SAY SOMETHING SHAWN; SAY SOMETHING ASSHOLE!!" She was livid at this point kneeling nude in her bed staring a hole right through me. Mrs. Oderkirk had a very impressive body and she was glistening with sweat giving off this reddish hue.
"I'm cumming." Powerful jets of semen began shooting out of my cock all over her floor as she screamed bloody murder.
I jerked out a big bubble out on the fat head of my dick flicking it in her direction before cleaning the puddle on her floor with her discarded top under the ball of my foot while she looked on in disbelief.



"Why Shawn; why did you do that to me; do you have any fucking idea how frustrated I am right now?" She was openly crying at this point and I felt a twinge of pity.
"Gee I'm sorry Mrs. Oderkirk but I just wanted you to know what it feels like ma'am."
"What are you talking about?"
"Well ever since I saw you today; you been acting like a complete bitch and I just couldn't take it anymore so I just said to myself ...Yeah she's one of the hottest women I've ever seen but FUCK IT!" It was the most honest explanation I could give and she sat back on her futon staring at me completely bewildered.
"Mrs. Oderkirk?" She was just sitting there seemingly staring off into space.
"Mrs. Oderkirk?" She finally blinked and began to move crawling across her bed to a small dresser next to the paneled walls and pulling out a large black dildo. I watched as she pulled a big tube of lube out and began coating the dildo until it was shining catching the light in the room. Mrs. Oderkirk reclined back on her pillows and began to insert the toy into her vagina until it was almost completely obscured by her sex.
"Mrs. Oderkirk?" She had begun to masturbate with the toy while I watched twirling and poking her tight lips with the dildo. In moments she was humping herself to climax and gasping as she came hard around the heavy plastic toy. I watched my teacher sit up removing the plastic cock from her snatch only to suck her cum off of its surface. I found the view enticing and my cock was already completely hard.
"I'll see you in class tomorrow Shawn; feel free to let yourself out." She was doing her best to sound disinterested.
"Mrs. Oderkirk?"
"Yes Shawn?" She had reached for her glasses and was about to return the dildo to its hiding place.
"Was it good for you?" I was being earnest shrugging my shoulders.
"GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY HOUSE YOU BASTARD!!" I'd barely cleared the door narrowly being hit by the sex toy she'd aimed at my head.
***********
The warm afternoon breeze felt good on my face as I drove home from Mrs. Oderkirk's condo. I was blasting some Pharrell (Song-"Happy") and living it up after making a stop at my favorite medical marijuana depot. Legalized weed was great but I preferred the more exotic strains grown along the coast by some of my uncle's associates. My phone suddenly chirped with an incoming message.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Having a quick meet down at the track, wish me luck.
XOXO-Daisy
Shit, it was my girl Daisy and I suddenly realized what an accidental jerk I'd become. Mrs. Hartford had some kind of hold over me and I'd ended up fucking her. I didn't want to cheat on my girlfriend, but her mom was so fucking hot and then I'd fucked Mrs. Oderkirk as well but she'd manipulated me into it and well... I was a victim. Come to think of it, Coach had literally forced me to eat her pussy and you can't blame a guy for taking something that's right out in the open like that. Coach Bryant had one tight asshole and it was so good fucking her in it after being pounded all morning. Fuck, she'd badly damaged my ego, so she OWED me her tight butt-hole as fair and equal compensation.
Why the fuck did I feel so guilty about everything? These women had come on to me and I'd been in no position to refuse; and the sex was great. But I was overwhelmed with guilt.
I figured I'd drive over to the track meet and cheer Daisy on like a good, supportive boyfriend should. It was the least I could do and I really wanted to see my beautiful girlfriend. One of the things that made her happy was competing and she excelled at three sports. Daisy was a star track, volleyball and softball player. I'd been to a couple of her meets, but she'd gotten pissed the last time I attended due to the fact that I'd taken a few tokes of the pipe in plain view of some of the other attendees.
Yeah, I know it was wrong, but I was uncomfortable around large groups of people and toking a little weed helped me out with that. She wouldn't even come near me after the meet claiming that I could ruin her chances of getting into a good college if she was seen with a stoner. We'd briefly parted ways for all of two days before I darkened her doorstep with a card and some flowers I'd gotten from the Mexican guy by the freeway near her house. Daisy was appeased and I received an awesome hand job blasting cum all over my abs as I lay across her lap playing with her nice enhanced tits.
Funny, she'd spent a couple of thousand on her boobs, but didn't like me to suck on them. She had this list of "DO'S" and "DON'TS" regarding her chest. I'd tried on several occasions to get a titfuck from her only to be sent home with blue balls. It seems like every time we had a disagreement, I'd get put on "time-out" status until she got over whatever she was mad at me about.
Diane, uh Mrs. Hartford was a whole other creature with her husky voice, killer curves and that juicy bubble butt that she like to flaunt. My cock instantly jumped in my pants at the thought of her on all fours as I gave it to her hard. She was so tight that every time my cock pushed into her, I could feel myself forcing her walls to stretch around me. I hit the back of her cunt every time I pounded her and she would twerk her hips in time with me thrust for thrust.
By this time I was sitting in the parking lot of the high school stadium with a raging boner that I probably would have taken care of if it weren't for the numerous families and small children hanging around the area. I readjusted myself hiding my tumescence as I climbed the bleachers to watch the meet already in progress.
Daisy was clearly in the lead leaving all of the other competitors in the dust as she easily sprinted across the finish line. I noticed that her parents were present and my cock jumped at the sight of Mrs. Hartford sitting nonchalantly at her husband's side intermittently staring at her black berry. It seemed like she didn't really care about her daughter's athletic side and they'd had a number of arguments in the past about it.
Daisy had tearfully confided in me that her mother wanted her to be some "High Class Homemaker" instead of a "Simple Jock" and had frowned upon her numerous accomplishments in sports. This made my girl even more determined to become the opposite of her mother, pushing herself even harder than normal much to the approval of her father. She told me he considered her the son he'd never had and I don't really know how she felt about that.
I walked down the bleachers to surprise her noticing that she was talking with her coach and some teammates. I smiled knowing she would be happy to see me supporting her at one of her meets when her parents approached her along with some guy. I slowed down watching the proceedings and knowing that her dad kind of hated my guts. Daisy was all smiles and I loved the way her face lit up when she was excited by something that caught her fancy.
Then I noticed it right there before my very eyes.
The guy that had walked over to my girl with her folks had his arm around Daisy. Correction; had his hand resting at the small of her back like they were some kind of ...couple.
I started down the bleachers with purpose hopping the fence onto the track and walking over pumping myself up. Some of the other girls on the team noticed me and gasped. Daisy, coach and her parents all regarded me at the same time. I noticed that Daisy looked completely shocked while that guy just had this kind of smarmy smirk on his face.
"SHAWN, WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?!!" She blurted out wide eyed and gaped mouth.
"YES, WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING HERE BOY?!!" Her dad looked ready for action and in my mood, I felt like obliging him. The guy was some Rob Lowe looking blonde fuck pretty boy wearing a white collared t-shirt and tan slacks. This motherfucker looked like he did six hours on a fucking Blow-Flex every damn day but that wasn't gonna deter me from breaking his perfect fuck nose.
"I CAME TO SEE THE MEET AND SUPPORT DAISY, MY GIRLFRIEND FOR YOUR INFORMATION!!" I was full of piss and vinegar and pretty boy was just eating it up while my supposed girlfriend was hiding behind his muscled frame.
"HOW DARE YOU TALK TO ME LIKE THAT PUNK!!? I HAVE A MIND TO TEACH YOU SOME MANNERS!!" Daisy's dad looked like he was ready for a fight but I was burning a hole in the face of Brad Pitt's stunt double with one of his arms around my girlfriend.
"DAD PLEASE STOP IT?!!" Daisy yelled from her human shelter. Coach quickly grabbed me by the arm and started pulling me away from the family. My eyes quickly shot over to Mrs. Hartford who was standing there silent, her eyes covered by some expensive sunglasses, arms folded across her chest looking genuinely amused. Coach Bryant yanked me over to the fence and forced me to turn away from my girls and her family. I knew better than to fuck with my girl's coach recalled the many ways she bent me into a pretzel a day ago.
"Who the fuck is that fucker with his hands on my girl?" I wanted some answers and the middle aged woman just looked at me with a somewhat sympathetic expression on her face.
"You're making an asshole out of yourself Einstein."
"WHO-THE-FUUUUCK-IS THAT GUY WITH MY GIRL?!!" She yanked violently on my arm nearly pulling it out of the socket as she brought her mouth to my ear with an explanation I would regret hearing.
"He's a scout from one of the most prominent universities in the country asswipe. Daisy's wanted this opportunity for as long as I've coached her and you're fucking it up for her Shawn. You're fucking up her future dick weed and I should bend you over my knee for that bitch." I swallowed heavily as I realized what an ass I'd made of myself.
"Shit, I'm sorry coach." I mumbled back noticing that she didn't really look all that mad. I'd momentarily forgot that we'd fucked the day before and felt like an even bigger whore than I already was.
"Well you don't owe me an apology kid; but you did embarrass the hell out of Daisy and her folks." She was right and I was gonna have to suck it up and apologize to them and that guy. I turned to find the scout walking over towards me despite Daisy who was tugging at his arm. He stopped for an instant to reassure her with a hand on the shoulder.
"I'm sorry uh, Shawn is it? Well I think we got off on the wrong foot and I felt like I should extend an olive branch before things went any further." He offered his large hand and I was blown away by his easy going attitude.
"It's my fault man; I should've trusted my girlfriend and I'm sorry about the whole thing eh?"
"Chad-Chad Bostwick is my name Shawn." I noticed his large hand made mine look like a child's as we shook. Daisy was hugging her father with her face buried in his chest and my heart just sank.
"Look, please don't judge them by what I did sir. I was a complete a-hole today and I'm sorry. Daisy really wants to go to your school sir."
"Don't worry about it guy, Daisy's one hell of a prospect for our athletic program and I'm not leaving here until I find out all there is to know about Daisy Hartford." He sounded earnest and I really felt like an asshole at that point.
"Dude, we're having lunch at the Cove Restaurant and you should come. It's my treat Shawn, what do you say sport." His hand was on my shoulder and I felt like a little kid.
"Thanks, but I don't think that would be cool after everything and I'm gonna just head out."
"Well sorry you feel that way Shawn, but don't say I didn't invite you sport." He gave me a pat on the back before walking back to Daisy and her family and waving at some of her teammates. I watched them leave and Daisy never made eye contact with me. Her mother looked over her shoulder as they left lowering her glasses enough to give me a wink. I didn't know what to make of that.
"You okay kid?" Coach asked sounding a little less "butch" than usual.
"I think I seriously fucked up coach, think Daisy will ever forgive me?" I kept staring towards the parking lot like she was gonna magically appear running back into my arms. The look of horror and embarrassment on her face was palpable and I immediately felt a creeping sense of grief.
"Nope, sorry kid but you're a shit bird."
"COACH!!" She didn't seem to have any filter when it came to speaking her mind and I definitely felt the burn.
"Don't all fucking emo on me kid; make yourself useful and help me lug some of these supplies into the gym." She had me carry the large cooler into the gym where I found her assistant conducting an inventory of sports equipment. I recognized her as one of the substitute teachers employed part time by the school. Her name was Jaime Kim and she was Korean American.
"Hey where'd you get this hunk from?" She wasn't even looking at me and that was kind of offensive.
"Cool it with that shit Jaime; I don't have time for your crap. I got tryouts for the wrestling team in less than a week and I want to be ready next year." Coach was all business as she walked in with a box of equipment. I couldn't help but check out her toned muscular form in spite of myself.
"Fuck Wendy, I thought he was one of your "boys" girlfriend; you don't have to bite my head off." If you were listening to her over the phone there was absolutely no way you'd know she was Asian. Coach Bryant was known for being a hard ass and somewhat of a ball buster so the way they spoke to one another suggested some type of friendship.
"We fucked the other day, but I'm not claiming this one because he's dating Daisy Hartford."
"Oh shit, this is the guy you were telling me about? You let this "kid" fuck you up the ass?" She was definitely ignoring my presence and it was a little grating.
"You've had your share of "chicken" girlfriend and don't give me shit all about fucking this guy. He's got really good hands and a thick fucking cock." Their conversation made me feel cheap and I loudly coughed to get the women's attention.
"Uhm excuse me ladies, I-uh mean coach and eh ma'am; but I'm standing right here is all." Both of the teachers did a double-take and Jaime started giggling cupping her hand to her mouth.
"Do I look fucking blind kid; you should know that one of my pet peeves is being interrupted when I'm speaking." Coach had this really extreme way of verbal bitching that just kind of made you feel a foot tall. I was reminded that my uncle never dated redheaded women swearing that they were all bat-shit crazy.
"Sorry coach."
"Sorry is right motherfucker; wait in the gymnasium for me. We're gonna get you straightened out today because you're way out of control!" She was so pissed I could see her nostrils flaring and I felt sorry for her husband because she was such a control freak.
I trudged off to the gym as they continued talking about me like I wasn't even there.
"That little shit nearly caused Daisy her work out today and for the life of me I don't know why she puts up with that fucking Putz."
"Maybe it's that big dick you were talking about." Jaime added as both women burst into laughter.
"Nope, I'm pretty sure it's the way that idiot eats the pussy. That kid made me cum in less than five fucking minutes no shit."
"No shit!!" The woman bumped fists and continued cackling.
I sat on the bleachers not knowing even why I was doing what the coach said. It wasn't even a school day and I was getting punked. I chalked it up to karma remembering my little episode with Mrs. Oderkirk earlier today.
I was just so annoyed by her entitled attitude and everything that I took it upon myself to get a little payback for that poor bastard Jerome. Why the fuck would you marry somebody like that? Maybe it was because she was one hot looking M.I.L.F. Who the fuck knows why he married her; but it wasn't my call to treat her that way.
"Who the fuck did I think I was?" That question hung on the edge of my mind as I sat there feeling like the world's biggest loser.
"HEY KID, GET THE FUCK IN HERE!!" I quickly jumped up and went to the coach's office finding her waiting expectantly. The first thing I noticed was the absence of her assistant Jaime.
The second thing I noticed with growing alarm was a weight belt folded over in her fist and hanging from her hip as she shook her head in my direction. Coach had her head cocked to one side with a lazy smile reading across her face.
"Now come on kid you gotta be a man and take your medicine. This shit hurts me more than it's gonna hurt you alright? Fuck it, both of us know I'm lying, but this is going down anyway. Drop your pants."
"But Coach, please."
"Don't make me ask again Shawn, and don't forget the underwear." I reluctantly did as she asked still not knowing why but somehow feeling that I deserved to be punished. I placed my hands on her desktop as she motioned with the weight belt.
"OOOOOWWWW SHIT!!" The first blow from the belt sent shockwaves through my pelvis nearly causing me to piss myself.
"OOOOFF FUCKING FUCK!!" The second blow had somehow managed to tag one of my partially exposed balls. My knees buckled and I nearly hit my head on her desk. "Sorry kid, that was an accident, you know how much I love the family jewels." Before I could answer again she swung the belt on an upward strike hitting my right thigh. I leaned to one side as a single tear ran down my cheek.
"FFFUUUCK COACH!!" The last blow hit me square across both cheeks finally forcing me to my knees. My ass was burning and I still couldn't tell you why I even let coach hit me.
"Buck up kid and pull your pants up because I want to talk to you for a few minutes before you go." She simply tossed the weight belt on the desk and sat behind it like we were having a meeting or something. I reluctantly had a seat even though my butt was still stinging from the four licks I'd taken from coach.
"I didn't want to do that but you've been out of control all day and somebody had to step in Shawn. Now I want you to think about the consequences of your-AH WHAT THE FUCK JAIME!!" she was looking right over my shoulder at something and I turned to find her assistant...bottomless.
"What; we're not fucking him?" I found myself looking directly at her bald snatch and noticed she had a tattoo of some Korean letters right above her quim.
"NO BITCH!!" Coach face-palmed at her half nude assistant and I was given the impression that maybe they'd both banged a student or two in the past. Jaime Kim was just standing there in only what amounted to a white sports bra and some Reeboks. She had a cute round face with heavy mascara around her almond shaped eyes and some full lips covered in light pink lipstick. She had a small piercing in her button nose and shoulder length brunette hair.
The glib Asian had what you'd probably call a swimmers build with small almost nonexistent tits on a somewhat meaty frame. Her medium width waist and thick hips seemed to merge with prominent thighs that definitely belonged to an athlete of some type.
"Are you serious Wendy; this kid looks like he definitely wants some pussy."
"GOT-DAMMIT JAIME!!"
"Well, I'm all naked and shit Wendy and you guys fucked before so I was just hoping to get some." She was actually rubbing her crotch and I could even hear how wet she was from the squishy sounds coming from between her legs.
"I-uh really wouldn't mind coach." I volunteered quickly eliciting another face -palm from the gym teacher.
"You see Jaime, that's why I don't let you in on things, because you're just a natural fuck up and you kid..." Jaime slapped the back of my neck and hopped up on the desk obscuring my view of the coach. She leaned back a little as she used her fingers to hold her twat open for my viewing pleasure. The Asian substitute teacher and part-time assistant was already rubbing her prominent clit. The moisture on her sex was glistening and I fell forward burying my face in her snatch.



"Oh wow Wendy; you weren't kidding about this guy's tongue were you?" I had her gasping and breathing heavily in moments. She was lying on her back and I looked up to find coach making out with Jaime and groping her small mounds. Jaime had what appeared to be some really large nipples and Wendy was rolling them roughly between her fingers making her squirm in my grasp.
"OOOH YEAH, LICK MY TINY PUSS!!" She moaned as I flattened my tongue against her slit and lapped along its length. Wendy slowly pulled her assistant's top up revealing Jaime's flat breasts and some really big nipples. I just had to try one of them as I slipped a huge nip into my mouth and worked it over much to her delight. Wendy cupped her chin roughly making out with plenty of tongue. The way they both moaned in unison had my cock jumping around in my pants.
Jaime was trying to fondle the redhead's large tits but continually got her hand slapped away. I palmed one of Wendy's boobs and found less resistance giving Jaime the opening she needed to yank her friend's top up exposing the bottom half of her breasts.
"Everybody loves my fucking tits." She cupped both of our heads as we nursed on her erect nipples and simultaneously kneaded her crotch. Coach finally pulled her spandex top over her head and tossed it to the floor. We both grabbed a handful of Wendy's form fitting shorts yanking them off of her body before tag teaming her furry mound with our dueling tongues. Coach had started sweating profusely and running her fingers through both of our hair.
Jaime found the time to slide her tongue into my mouth and I discovered her piercing. She was one hell of a kisser and I couldn't help but fondle her slightly meaty bottom. She gasped when two of my fingers entered her extremely tight cunt. The pressure on my digits was incredible as she humped back against me with fervor while her tongue did NASCAR laps in my mouth. Three of her fingers were inside Wendy and attempting to plow the hell out of her cunt eliciting a quick climax from the toned gym teacher.
"OOOHH FUCK I HATE WHEN YOU MAKE ME CUM LIKE THIS YOU LITTLE BITCH!!" She lost it forcefully holding Jaime's digits inside her snatch and grinding hard on Jaime's fingers.
OOOWWW BITCH, WHY YOU GOTTA BE SOOOO FUCKING ROUGH ALL THE TIME?!! She was finally allowed control of her fingers again as Wendy came down slightly from the surprising orgasm.
"Who the fuck are you talking to like that Jaime?" Her red locks were matted to her forehead with perspiration as she leveled her green eyes at her assistant.
"Sorry babe; you just hurt my little fingers is all. You don't know how strong you are sometimes."
"Well, you're all into Shawn and there's nothing left for me." Coach's tone was suprisingly apologetic and loving towards her assistant sending all kinds of girl-girl scenarios running through my mind. I watched as both women began to make out heavily and wondered how I could get back into the action when coach grabbed one of my ears bringing my face back down into her juicy snatch.
I used my thumbs to pry her lips apart and attacked her clit with glee twirling my tongue around on it like a madman until she suddenly started screaming like a banshee and shoved Jaime away to grab both of my ears nearly ripping them off.
"OOOH FUUUCK YOU LITTLE-OOOOOOHHHHH FFFUUUUUUUCK YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM YOU AAAAAAHHHHHHHH FUUUUCK!!" She was squirting all over my face and humping her mound against my chin. I started to panic as she basically fucked my face with her stubbly mound.
"STOP IT WENDY; YOU'RE GONNA KILL HIM!!" I heard Jaime shouting and quickly realized I was free of her grasp when I fell onto my back. I was staring up at the lumiscent lighting on the ceiling of the coach's office and panting heavily.
"Whew, for a minute there I thought we were back at Lake Havasu all over again."
"DON'T BRING THAT SHIT UP!!"
"BUT YOU COULD HAVE KILLED THAT GUY WENDY!!" I didn't know what they were talking about and I didn't wanna find out. It wasn't a stretch to me whether or no coach had some sort of aggression problem.
"But I didn't ...I stopped myself, you know that." For a moment coach looked confused and even though I was currently in a smoking hot threesome, I thought it might be a good time to get the fuck out of there. I started scooting away when Jaime caught me with a devious smirk.
"And just where the fuck do you think you're going fuck boy?"
She slipped her top off tossing it in my face and crawling over to yank my zipper down. My rock hard member was happy to be free and emerged pointing directly at her plump lips.
"Now that's just what the fuck I'm talking about; cute white boy with a thick fuckin cock." She took the whole thing in one fluid motion sucking and running her tongue on the underside of my member. Jaime pursed her lips creating a wonderful sheath that she used as a surrogate vagina. Man, this Asian chick really had some skills and didn't seem to mind when I began lightly pushing into her throat.
"Can I have some of that Shawn?" Coach had suddenly crawled over watching the action with a passive look on her face.
"Uh sure coach, I guess it would be alright." Jaime reluctantly relinquished my dripping wet cock giving it a few strokes as her boss wrapped her hand around the base of my member. I shuddered as I felt her tighten her grasp reminding me of her power and how she could manhandle me any time she wanted.
"Shit Coach Bryant, that feels so fucking great." She was twirling her tongue on the head of my cock teasing the tip and lightly jerking me. Jaime leaned across her muscular back and reached under the gym teacher fondling her breasts. I didn't know what she was doing with her other hand but it definitely had something to do with my redheaded coach's quim because she suddenly took the upper half of me in her mouth sucking for all she was worth. The wet sounds of her slurping on my shaft filled the office.
"Don't be a bitch Wendy, save some for me!" I was treated to a session of dueling tongues as both women took turns going down on me. At one point Jaime's head was held in place by her somewhat masculine boss as I pumped up into her throat causing a torrent of saliva to fall onto my abs.
"Think you're ready for some tight Asian pussy Shawn?" She asked after about ten minutes of being gagged.
"Yeah."
"Think you can handle all of this golden boy toy?" She did this slight motion towards her casually thick body as she positioned herself over my cock. Coach was holding my member upright even though it probably would have stood up by itself given half the chance.
"OOOOOHHHH THAT'S A TIGHT FUCKING FIT!!" Her lower lips were obscenely stretched wide by my invading unit as she lowered herself onto me a slowly as possible.
"How's it feel you horny slut?" Coach seemed amused by the wide-eyed look on her friend's face.
"Shut up, let me get used to it bitch." Jaime had me completely sheathed inside her tight confines and I could feel her purposely tensing up on my shaft. Slowly and surely she began to rock her meaty hips back and forward increasing the tempo until she was fucking me in these quick herky, jerky movements. She pressed her hands into my chest rising up a bit and twerking her hips and arching her back until her thick nipples were pointed at the ceiling.
I suddenly found a huge pair of breasts hanging over my face as coach leaned over me and started spooning with Jaime. She gasped when I began licking her nipples. It actually became a game to see if I could catch one of the thick nubs in my mouth until coach became flustered dropping her mams and enveloping my face completely. What a way to go as she mashed her big boobs on either side of my head.
"Fuckin Brad Pitt, fuckin Greg Kinnear, Zack fucking Efron, fuckin white big dick motherfucker!!" Jaime was riding me home and yelling out all the names of her fantasy lovers in the process.
"Ride that cock baby; fuck that shit you smarmy little bitch!!" Coach was encouraging her and I was close to cumming deep inside her. I was a little worried because I didn't have a condom. Suddenly I could see the ceiling lights again and found myself looking up into the upside down face of my girlfriend's coach.
"Hey this guy looks like he's gonna blow Jaime!!"
"FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, AND FUUUUCKIN FUCK!!" She was too far gone to care and I shot coach a look of worry.
"You cum yet kid?" I nodded in desperation and she turned her attention back to her friend.
"YOU'RE GONNA GET KNOCKED UP AGAIN BITCH!! I'M NOT TAKING YOU TO FAMILY PLANNING AGAIN SLUT!!" The Asian teacher's narrow eyes popped open and she shared an expression of understanding quickly unsheathing her tiny cunt from my junk.
"OOOOOOHHHH SHIT THANKS COACH!!" I literally couldn't hold it in anymore and began blasting my load all over my abs, her inner thighs and the plump lips of her sex.
Both women pounced on my spurting cock licking and sucking me completely clean while I squirmed. Coach even licked Jaime's inner thighs and lower lips clean of my cum.
"You're so damn selfish Jaime; you could have at least let me have a little."
"Wendy."
"Shut up Jaime, you always gotta hog the fuckin dick every time we do this shit and I'm just tired of it." Coach sounded really annoyed this time and I knew from personal experience that shit wasn't a good thing.
"Well you already fucked him, so what I jacked that big dick bitch?" Jaime could apparently give as good as she got.
"You gonna mouth off at me now slut?"
"You're talking shit like you're starving for dick when you've got a perfectly good husband begging for it at home!! I don't have anybody and - AH FUCK IT WENDY OKAY?!!" Tears had started running down her face and she quickly shoved my cock into her mouth sucking for all she was worth making me hard in seconds.
"Happy now?!" She pointed my cock at her friend for emphasis. Coach didn't say anything as she swung her leg over me and impaled herself on my junk. I found myself looking at the smooth globes of her pale ass as she roughly bounced up and down on my cock. I could hear Jaime walking around and one of the desk drawers opening up. I looked over to find her watching and smoking a cigarette. The only thing she was wearing was her sneakers and her swimmer's body looked awesome.
"Look bitch, I know I can be a first class cunt sometimes but we're still girls right?"
"Yeah Wendy, you know I'm totally gay for you bitch."
"It's just that you know how shitty I get when I don't get to cum right?"
"Yeah, I was so out of line bitch; but you know how I get around dumb blondes right?" They were talking about me like I wasn't even there again and I found this shit annoying. They were treating me like some kind of sex toy and I started pumping my hips up into her as hard as I could.
"Oh, I think somebody is feeling a little underappreciated here." Coach looked back at me with her red hair partially obscuring her face and smirked. I chaffed at her nonchalant demeanor and grabbed a butt cheek in each hand spreading them until I could see her brown-eye. She gasped and moaned when I started making little circular motions on her back door.
"I think he wants to get in your ass again." Jaime said glibly as her friend rocked her thick meaty butt back into my cock.
"Think you can handle that ass again kid?"
"Uhm, yes coach I would like that very much ma'am." At this point she was really riding me and I felt her hands on my knees as she leaned forward riding me home.
"Call me Wendy when we're hooking up and you'd better do a good fucking job or I'm gonna use my strap on you again." She leaned forward and crouched on her hands and knees crossing her calves over one another waiting.
"Let me help you lube that up baby boy." Jaime quickly went to work and had my member glistening in no time. She pried apart Wendy's tight buns presenting me with an enticing target.
"FUUUUUCK, HIS DICK IS SOOOOO HAAARD JAIME!!" I slid right into her tight back door stopping only when I reached the end of that narrow tunnel. Wendy looked back at me with wide eyes as I slowly fucked her ass again for the second time in less than twenty-four hours. She did these slight twerking type movements which put a lot of pressure on my shaft and felt REALLY good on my cock. I suspected that they were involuntary, her body's way of reacting to my offending member.
"Yeah, you look so hot with some hung idiot's cock up your tight ass baby. Tell Shawn about all those fuckin squats you do every day to keep that butt nice and toned." Jaime was really into the show being put on for her today and was nearly drooling at the mouth. She'd gotten down on all fours in the doggy position nose to nose with Wendy and was masturbating furiously.
"OOOOOOHHHH SHIT JAIME; YOU GOTTA GET SOME OF THIS COCK IN YOUR FUCKING ASS BITCH!!" I'd decided to just say "fuck it" and started railing the crap out of Wendy's big toned butt. I was intent on giving her a gape whether she liked it or not.
"STAY STRONG GIRL, HE'S FUCKIN YOU SO DAMN HARD!! OOOOHHH FUCK, I WANT SOME TOOOO BITCH!!" Jaime had rubbed herself to a quick orgasm and was squirming around on her own fingers. She followed this up by gagging herself with four fingers. Her animalistic groans and moans were turning me on something fierce and the office was filled with the sound of my pelvis slapping against Wendy's ass and her screams of pleasure.
"AAAAAAGGHHHHHH FUUUUCK JAIME; HE'S MAKING ME CUM!! THIS MOTHERFUCKER IS MAKING ME CUUUUMMMM!!" Her poop shoot began tightening up to an almost insane degree as she started screaming hysterically until Jaime clamped quickly started spooning with her friend in an exciting duel of tongues. Wendy collapsed on her belly taking me with her as she laid there breathing heavily.
"Come on Kid; get it out of there." She flexed her ass around my meat a little more with clear intent.
"Wendy, are you sure that's what you want?" I pushed into her ass a little more making her gasp and wiggle beneath me.
"You really wanna go there with me...kid?" I spread her cheeks wide as I slowly withdrew my cock. She had a minor gape and I was satisfied with that but frustrated that I still hadn't cum yet.
"He looks mad Wendy cause you didn't let him cum all up in your butt. Hey kid, you wanna go a round with me?" She bounced into place and offered her own medium sized ass to me with a slight wiggle of her hips.
"YEAH SURE!!" My fingers dug into her thick thighs and I quickly got a bit of the head of my cock into her back door before she twisted her hips and rolled forward in a tumble landing on top of her butt. She looked at me and giggled.
"Damn you're a little asshole Shawn, I was just kidding. Fuck Wendy, this motherfucker had the head of his fat cock already up my asshole before I even finished my sentence." She was squatting and rubbing her semi-wide bottom. Wendy just laughed at her friend casually running her hand through her red locks and ignoring me.
"FUCK IS THIS SHIT, I JUST WANNA CUM OKAY?!! " I'd lost my temper shocking both of the women who looked frightened. It was only a moment but I instantly regretted losing it as Jaime snatched up her top holding it in front of her sex. Wendy, uh coach didn't seem to care that she was nude standing up and giving me the evil eye.
"I think it's time for you to hit the showers stud."
"Wendy, uh coach...I'm so fucking sorry." Jaime was actually cowering behind the tough gym teacher.
"Get the fuck out of here kid." Her tone was cold and from the way she was standing, I knew she meant business.
***********
It was well into the evening as I drove home playing a little Bun B (Song-Get Throwed) to calm my nerves. My mind was a mess of jumbled images and my cock didn't seem to want to go down even after fooling around with and fucking three women today. I regretted not fucking the shit out of Mrs. Oderkirk when I had the chance. I didn't know what to make of that asshole college scout who had his arm around my girl, but was too embarrassed to call her and apologize. She'd behaved strangely when I ran up and this was puzzling me to no end.
I'd checked my phone finding another twenty messages from Diane, but still didn't know what to do about it. It kind of hurt every time I thought about her but I yearned for her company even more. Maybe my uncle could help me out with this problem.
***********
"Oh yeah Frank; fuck me harder!! Fuck my ass Frank, fuck me like you mean it!!" My uncle was not alone and I was sure I knew who he was banging. I set the grocery bag on the coffee table and cautiously tip toed over to his room. The door wasn't closed all the way and I could make out one of my uncle's lady friends hopping and bucking wildly on top of his prone body. Her name was Zoë and she was my uncle's on again off again fuck buddy. She was this rail thin chick with dirty blonde hair and a really nice set of boobs.
"FRANK YOU'RE TAKING ME TO THE OTHER FUCKIN SIDE BABY!!" I felt like an asshole for peeping at my uncle getting his dick wet and silently pulled the door up. I retreated outside to my bike and lit up a joint to relax when a familiar chirping sound came from my phone.
TEXT MESSAGE:
I'm so sorry about today. I should have told you about the scout Shawn. Will you ever forgive me?
Holy shit the message was from my girlfriend Daisy and I couldn't believe she was asking me for forgiveness.
TEXT MESSAGE:
No it's my fault for not trusting you, I was a jerk and I'm gonna be sorry for the rest of my life for fucking up today. I love you baby and I want what's best for you.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Wanna hook up?
I did a double-take at the message on my phone. Was she asking me to come over?
TEXT MESSAGE:
Hook up?
TEXT MESSAGE:
Yeah, come on Shawn; I'll make it worth your while...Promise.
TEXT MESSAGE:
Be there in fifteen minutes babe. XOXO!! =)
TEXT MESSAGE:
Hurry up; I'm so wet for you Shawn.
OMG; Daisy Hartford was asking me to come over and I'm pretty sure it was for sex!! My cock had already surged back to life as I fired up my Ducati and hit the freeway to Daisy's house like a man possessed. I even snagged a small bouquet of flowers from the Mexican guy standing by the freeway before arriving at Daisy's gated community. Just under a week ago I'd been a virgin pining away for a piece of her cute little bubble butt, but things had taken a turn for the better ...or the worse if you considered that I'd been with four women up until this point.
I didn't know how to justify my actions in my mind and I wasn't sure I wanted to. Mrs. Hartford, Mrs. Oderkirk, Coach Bryant and Jaime Lee all seemed to know how to push my buttons and get me going. It was kind of like being on autopilot once I got going and there was only one way things would end once I got my cock inside them.
Daisy didn't deserve a fucking cheater for a boyfriend. In-between all of my hook-ups, I'd been consumed with guilt over my actions and didn't know what I would do when I saw my girlfriend face to face.
I'd resolved to work it out later as I hopped over the outer wall into her gated community like I'd done on many other occasions. It didn't take me long to reach Daisy's house at the end of the cul-de-sac.
The lights were out and this only got me even more charged up as I headed around the back and jumped up onto the wall finding the back yard illuminated only by the lights from the pool. I could also see that the living room was slightly illuminated. Somebody was sitting on Mrs. Hartford's coach and even though I could only see the back of his head I immediately recognized Chad Bostwick. He was leaning back looking at the ceiling and I could hear him moaning. The fact that he was bare backed told me that he was probably nude and I quickly deduced that Diane Harford had found another lover if only for the night. Music was wafting softly through the screen doors of the patio leading out to the pool. I recognized the song "Bittersweet Symphony" by The Verve.



"Yeah baby, yeah suck that cock...You're so fuckin good at that shit." She was giving him head and Chad looked blown away (pardon the pun.) by her skill.
"Suck those balls baby ...YEAH, BABY JUST LIKE THAT!!... I love the way you give head. The way you've been sucking me off all weekend is FUCKING INCREDIBLE!!" I could see him humping on the couch and figured Diane was going to town on him. I felt a little jealous remembering losing my virginity to Mrs. Hartford in that very same room.
"AAAAWWW FUCK BABY; I'VE GOTTA FUCK YOU ONE MORE TIME BEFORE I LEAVE!!" She was really going to town on Chad making him cry out and I thought this was kind of funny because he was this big jacked up looking douche.
I heard a noise and looked away to find one of the security patrol cars passing by. Luckily for me, the rent-a-cops couldn't see anything because I was partially obscured by a tree on the outside of the Hartford home residence.
"OOOHH FUCK YEAH BABY, I LOVE THAT CUTE FUCKING LITTLE ASS OF YOURS!!" Hey what the fuck was he talking about? Diane had a cute ass, but I definitely wouldn't refer to it as "small" or "little" by any stretch. Was Chad Bostwick a chubby chaser or something?
He had Diane bent over "our coffee table" and I could see that this motherfucker was hung like a fucking horse and was railing the shit out of Daisy's mom. He was draped over her and the only thing I could see of Diane was the backs of her thighs and her obscenely parted cunt as this guy's hose repeatedly slammed into her so hard it was almost criminal.
"FUCK YOUR PUSSY IS SOOOO FUCKIN TIGHT DAISY!!"
Excuse me, what the fuck did this douche just say? Tell me I did not hear this asshole call out my girl's name while going H.A.M (Hard as a Motherfucker) on her mom. That shit was just -well fucking sick and twisted.
"OOOOOHHHHH AAAWWWWNNNGGGHH, I'M GONNA CUM ON YOUR BIG COCK CHAD!! " That voice didn't sound like Mrs. Hartford and my heart began thumping heavily in my chest and I felt a stinging sensation in my eyes as the truth suddenly reared its ugly head for the entire world to see.
There she was so beautiful and angelic with her tight, toned athletic figure. There was no mistaking her taunt stomach as his muscular arms encircled her gently pulling he into a kneeling position and no way to deny those perfect enhanced breasts resting high on her chest. Her crystal blue eyes were closed tightly, her mouth open in a mask of ecstasy.
Tears were running down my face and my chest felt like it was on fire.
"FFFUUUUUUUUCK DAISY, I'M GONNA CUM ON YOUR PRETTY FACE AAAARRGGHHH!!" Chad had grabbed a fistful of her short blonde hair and was jerking cum all over the face of my girlfriend...Daisy Harford.
I was openly crying and sitting on top of the Hartford's wall watching my girlfriend take a facial with her mouth wide open. Chad was beet red as he wiping his huge dork all over her face smearing cum everywhere.
"Yeah you like it when I cum on your fuckin face, don't you bitch?"
"You know it Chad, you know what I like baby. I LOVE eating your cum!!" I just lost it and began sobbing loudly not caring who saw me any longer.
Bittersweet Symphony softly serenaded my shattered heart as I cried watching the couple through tear glazed eyes.
"OH MY GAWD SHAAAAWN!!" I suddenly found myself looking directly into the eyes of Daisy Hartford. She looked like a dear that had been caught in the headlights and I watched her face break as she slowly stood up revealing her glorious nude body in its entirety. I noticed she had a very thin gold chain around her narrow waist and something that looked like a key was hanging from it.
"Shawn, I'm ...sorry." She buried her face in her hands as Chad displayed his male nudity with a satisfied smirk on his face. There was blood on his considerable manhood.
"Hey there sport, did you enjoy the show?" He actually waved at me while draping his arm around his girl Daisy.
I tossed the slightly wilted bouquet into her pool and jumped back down onto the outside street to find myself suddenly illuminated by the headlights of a security patrol car.
The guards ended up driving me to the gate and letting me go when I wouldn't stop crying. I didn't have to say a thing, but it seemed like they knew what had happened and didn't want to give me any more shit to deal with.
The hot spring breeze cut into my face as I somberly drove into the night.
***********
It was bright and sunny the next day as a Bentley pulled up to the Cove Restaurant at noon. Chad Bostwick being the educated gentleman that he was got out of his rental and opened the back door for Diane Hartford. The sultry blonde had wrapped her curvy figure in a white flower printed sundress and was wearing a matching scarf with shades as she gave him a peck on the cheek. He couldn't help but watch the easy sway of her big butt as she entered the restaurant
Sometimes he wondered what it would be like to take the mature blonde to bed.
"Can we go now Chad?" Daisy was annoyed having noticed his eyes on her mother's ass.
"Anything you want babe; ready for an entire day of sailing?" Mr. Hartford had given them permission to use his yacht for the day. Diane had waked him in the middle of the night informing him that Daisy had "broken up" with Shawn. She'd followed this up by giving him one of her patented incredible blow jobs. The following morning he'd been oblivious to his miserable daughter and was elated that his daughter wouldn't be dating that "pot smoking loser" any longer.
"Whatever."
"You're so cute when you're trying to be nonchalant babe. We've got a whole day to fuck and enjoy the ocean."
"You're so romantic...Hey, I don't have my phone!" she had been digging around in her purse looking for her I-Phone and hoping to find a message from Shawn. She was broken up and humiliated after being exposed last night. She couldn't get him out of her head and wanted to make sure he was okay.
"Don't worry about it sugar tits, we can stop at the mall and I'll buy you any phone you want babe." Chad was fawning all over her and it made her sick to her stomach. She wanted to slap the taste out of his mouth for being such an asshole to Shawn last night.
"That's sweet; I'm going to pop into the cove and see if my mom knows anything about my phone."
"But what about our day honey; we really should be going don't you think." The buff college scout almost sounded like he was whining and she sighed loudly exiting the car slamming the door behind her. She was wearing a white one-piece swim suit that opened up in the front and was only held together by a gold link just under her breasts. She had a white windbreaker on over her suit and sporty sandals on her feet. Chad surveyed every curve on the tall leggy blonde and smiled to himself as he thought about how he was gonna fuck her every which way but loose.
She elicited stares from the bus boys, patrons and others as she was shown to the private room her mother used to hold court with her friends. She cracked the door open and heard her mother talking to her two best friends.
"Little son of a bitch had the absolute NERVE to tell me that I was acting like -how did the little shit say it; a complete bitch?!! No one has ever spoken to me in such a disrespectful manner."
"Why don't you fuckin relax Sophie; I told you I paddled the kid yesterday for fucking screwing up Daisy's work out. I got you covered and by the way Sophie; you are a complete bitch." There was laughter from multiple women in the room.
"I wish I could have seen that; he's got such nice buns." More laughter followed as Daisy peered into the room to see her mother and Mrs. Oderkirk laughing. Coach Bryant was sitting there making a squeezing motion with her hands.
"He's got a really good pair of hands too." More cackling followed as the hens gave each other high fives.
"Well in any case I think we've seen the last of Shawn; and he won't be "boning" my lovely, upwardly mobile daughter any time soon. However I would have liked to have gotten a little more use out of him before putting the sorry boy down like I did last night." Diane leaned forward on the table taking a sip of her Mimosa and staring out the window across the ocean.
"How'd you do it Diane; enquiring minds REALLY want to know?" Sophie was cleaning her glasses with a napkin and beaming.
"I just made sure things were real convenient for Chad Bostwick last night after that fool boy showed up at Daisy's silly little try-out. I mean look at the guy, he's a veritable sex machine and up to par for Daisy's lineage. I gave her one of those "mother knows best" talks about Shawn and had Chad over for a dip in the pool." She took another drink as she paused for effect.
"I snuck down stairs and caught Daisy blowing that stallion-and what a HUGE DICK he's been blessed with...she never even noticed that her phone was missing. I'd picked it up while they were swimming. Well I-uh, I sent Shawn a little message pretending to be my clueless daughter and sat back to watch the fireworks. Daisy put on quite a show for poor dumb fuck Shawn; AAAAAWWWW POOOOOR WIDDLE SHAWN HAHAHAHA!!" All of the women busted up in uproarious laughter.
Daisy's nostrils were flaring and her eyes stung with tears as she leaned into the door listening.
"So you're telling me that you're NOT gonna miss FUCKING that fat cock of his Diane?" Wendy sounded like she was skeptical of her friend's story.
"I don't have a problem getting a piece of cock when I have need of it Wendy. Ask your husband how much he likes licking my asshole before coming home to you harlot!"
"Why don't you tell me how my ass tastes; because that's where his tongue's been right before he kisses you slut." Things quickly got ice cold in the room and Sophie Oderkirk was quick to patch things up between the trio of friends.
"Now, now ladies no need to go all catty because we've been friends and sorority sisters for decades. We always look out for each other and we NEVER break the circle of TRUST. Why do you think I FAILED Shawn even though he actually PASSED that exam Diane?"
"Because I asked you to of course darling Sophie." Daisy watched as he mother leaned back in the booth seemingly in deep thought.
"Wendy, why did you paddle Shawn's tight ass yesterday?"
"Because you called me all hysterical and crying because he teased you and wouldn't fuck. I felt really bad for you and seeing that little shit threatening to fuck up the future we've all planned for Diane's daughter was just too much." She looked up from her plate across the table at her best friends.
"Circle of Trust ladies, it's what we've always had over the outside world and one day Daisy is going to be sitting here right beside us." Sophie grasped both of her friend's hands in her own.
"But that boy sure is a good fuck." Wendy admitted looking around the table at her associates.
"Amen to that; I loved the taste of his cum and that little rough play was somewhat of a turn-on even though he didn't give me the fuck I assuredly deserved ...prick." Sophie waxed nostalgic at the memory.
"I-I was his first." Diane offered emptying her champagne glass.
"It was you all this time? I never would have guessed Shawn was talking about you when we fucked. How does it fee l to take a young man's cherry Diane?" Sophie and Wendy leaned forward eager to her their de-facto leader's assessment
"It was funny at first, but then it was intense and utterly primal. He made me cum so hard I squirted ...and oh what a talented mouth the kid has as well." The room fell silent as the women reflected on what they'd heard or been told.
They burst out laughing again like cackling witches.
"Where's that server, I need my drink refreshed." Diane called out and Daisy looked down the hallway to see a teen waiter approaching. She fished a hundred dollar bill out of her purse and handed it to the waiter.
"You never saw me, alright?" He shook his head as he took the tip and watched the hot blonde half run out of the restaurant flushed red.
***********
"Hey handsome, wanna have some fun?" He had been checking his text messages and looking at a few photos he'd snapped of her giving him head to show to his frat brothers back at college when she popped into the window looking directly at the phone screen.
"Uh, ah sure Daisy; what do you have in mind babe?" He played off the photos on his phone.
"I want to get fucked in a public place." She flashed the most genuine smile she could fake.
"Look Daisy, I don't know about that. I could get in trouble with my school for breaking the code of ethics and conduct." He gulped as she turned her back to him revealing her tight, curvy little butt encased in the skintight material of her swim suit.
"Anal is worth a little risk Chad?"
"Well, uh I -think well...FUCK YEAH LET'S DO IT BABE!!" He was so easy to manipulate and she chaffed inward realizing that he was different from Shawn other than he credentials.
"Get inside and wait five minutes in the men's rest room. Jerk that big ass dick for me and we're gonna where no boy has gone handsome." She almost laughed as he ran inside in a frenzy.
Once he was gone, she took off in his car.
***********
Twenty minutes later, Daisy nearly ran over the mailbox in front of Shawn's home before jumping out of the car and running up to the door. It was only when she stood there before the oak door did she realize how awkward it would be seeing him after last night. She swallowed up her fear and apprehension banging on the door until his Uncle Frank answered the door wearing a red kimono-type robe oddly enough.
"Oh, it's you Daisy. Come on inside before you wake my girl up with your knocking." She found the apartment in its usual messy state.
"Frank, I REALLY need to see SHAWN, I've got to talk to him. It's really important sir!!" She clutched at his arm and he firmly pushed her hand away as he reached down on the makeshift coffee table and handed her a crumpled up piece of paper.
It was a note obviously written by Shawn and it said...
"Things are getting way too complicated around here. Taking a break."
Her tears started staining the piece of paper as she sat down next to Frank who was already lighting up his custom bong taking a few puffs.
"May I sir?" He handed her the bong and Daisy took a long drag leaning back on the couch.
...to be continued.
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Shaila's Cousin Deana
I was getting a divorce.
A huge fight had ensued that night after I'd sent my son into the house to ask my cheating bitch of a wife about her boyfriend. At first she tried to deny it like all cheaters do when they get busted, then she tried to turn the argument around talking about me taking advantage of her and leaving her face down in her own vomit the prior night. She'd stopped short of calling my anal assault on her monstrous flabby ass rape or some shit like that but kept trying to deflect the fight away from her apparent cheating.
I'd moved out of the house in the short term until I could get things settled in the divorce and was staying on a buddy's couch. I was working full time and stocking away some money for my impending divorce.
Shaila wasn't making things any easier and was refusing to let me see my kids. I'd heard through the grapevine that she'd started seeing Marvin out in the open and that he looked like some motherfucking male model. My curiosity had gotten the better of me and I'd found myself on an impromptu stakeout across the street from my house after a neighborhood homie had informed me that Shaila was out on the town with this "Marvin" guy.
The description of Marvin had been on the money as I was treated to some big roided out light skinned brother with that "good hair" sisters always be talking about. Shaila appeared to be drunk as usual and I was pissed when I saw her wearing an orange mini-dress that was nearly shorter than a t-shirt. Her stark white panties were quite visible and Marvin's large mitts were all over her massive flabby butt. I'd considered "bum rushing" the duo but that asshole was built like a tank and probably would have destroyed my chubby ass.
I just went back to my friend's apartment and got wasted on a forty ounce before signing the divorce papers. Everything was in order even down to letting me see my kids twice weekly and every other weekend. I figured I could just sue her later when I was in a better financial position. I didn't want to put my children through that shit. I watched some Kung-Fu flicks on the El REY network before passing out half dressed.
My friend's girl Claudia inadvertently woke me up with the sounds of the shower running caused me to angrily stir. I felt like death warmed over and my taste buds felt like they'd been sucking on a Raid flavored lollipop.
Word to the wise; don't mix Red Bull and Yak; that shit will fucking kill you Dawg.
Claudia was my buddy's smoking hot girlfriend and he'd lucked into the big time because she had just become a partner at an up and coming law firm. Pardon the expression but Claudia was the kind of bitch you mark as fucking unobtainable as shit. She was the kind of chick that you usually only saw in men's magazines. Claudia was the kind of woman that men killed for. In fact my buddy had only started dating her after taking a bullet to the head and laying in a coma for nearly six months.
"Sounds fucking crazy right?"
I figured that after he took a bullet from her crazy ex, Claudia was kind of guilted into a relationship and the love thing had blossomed from there. She was this Latin brunette that had this toned athletic body this crazy ass bubble butt that I'd been secretly drooling over since I'd seen her in these lime green yoga pants the first night I'd started catting out at their place. She didn't seem to be wearing any underwear and her cheeks were driving me to distraction along with her pronounced camel toe.
Here it was probably four in the morning and she was showering. I was rock hard imagining her nude and running a loofa sponge over her flawless body. I considered taking my problem in hand but that would have been disrespectful to my buddy especially after all he'd experienced. Then I happened to notice that the door to the bathroom was slightly ajar.
My curiosity and my cock were killing me and I knew she'd more than likely only be there for a few more minutes.
"So a brief glimpse wouldn't hurt; right guys?"
Surprisingly it didn't take as many steps as I thought to make it to the bathroom door. Through the crack in the door, I could make out the silhouette of my friend's girl as she stood under the steamy spray. She was using a Loofa sponge indeed as she bathed and even though the clear shower curtain was fogged I could see the erect nipples of her perky breasts which were quite large and appetizing. Her pretty face was little more than a blur as I noticed her rubbing the sponge between her legs and moaning.
OMG!!-She's masturbating!!
My cock at this point was tenting my shorts while I watched Claudia cup her own breast rolling the nipple between her fingers and closing her thighs around the cylindrical sponge. After a few moments she discarded the sponge and grabbed the detachable shower head going to town on herself. I felt like kicking the door open and whipping my junk out so and jerking off in front of her. Seriously, Claudia Escobar was that fucking hot.
Suddenly I realized that the shower had been turned off and despite my feelings, I found myself half-running back to be bed on the couch and hoping that I hadn't made enough noise to alert her attention to my peeping. I was so hard that my cock was poking between the couch cushions. I considered humping the tight space for a minute.
"Hope you enjoyed the show cabron." She suddenly whispered in my ear close enough for me to feel the heat from her breath. I shuddered under my wealth of blankets silently snickering at being caught and worrying that she would tell my buddy. I heard her padding away and snuck a look only to see her watching me outside the door to her bed room. It was still dark but I could make out a smirk on her face as she slipped her robe off revealing her flawless nude body.
"Fuck me stupid, that's no fair." I hoarsely whispered as she entered the bedroom.
Moments later I heard the telltale squeaking of a mattress and the creaking of the head board as she fucked my buddy silly.
Five minutes later, I jerked myself to a slightly satisfying orgasm in my boxers before passing out again.
*******************************************************************
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK?!!" I yelled surprised as a cup of ice cold water was poured on my head. I turned over to see Claudia coming to a rest as she sat on one of her expensive dining room chairs facing me. She was holding an empty tumbler which she sat on the coffee table keeping her piercing exotic eyes on me the whole time.
"Good morning sleepy head." She motioned towards the coffee table and I noticed a steaming hot cup of Joe staring me in the face. I was befuddled because earlier in the AM she had caught me perving on her and even bared her picture perfect body to me. I was beginning to think it was all a dream until I felt telltale wetness in the crotch of my boxers.
"Come on drink it before it gets cold Gerald." I simply nodded noting the elephant that was tap dancing around inside my skull sitting up and failing to realize that I was exposed until the first gulp of her expensive coffee brand was halfway down my throat.
"You do have a fat one down there cabron and I'm very flattered but perhaps you should put it away." I pulled a comforter around my shoulders obscuring my soiled cock from her view. I had made quite a mess of myself and hoped her glimpse of my junk wasn't long enough for her to notice that I'd jizzed all over myself while she was schooling her boyfriend earlier this morning.
"Six weeks Gerald."
"What?"
"You've been here six weeks, ten hours, seven minutes and thirty seconds Gerald. Ask me why I know that Gerald." My eyes followed her shapely legs as she folded one over the other.
"Why do you know that Claudia?" I didn't see any way out of an impending dress down by my friend's smoking hot girlfriend and just decided to go with it.
"Because that how long you have been getting on my fucking nerves Gerald and after this morning, I've definitely reached my limit with you." She punctuated her statement by pushing her thick horn rimmed glasses up on her thin nose.
"Look I'm sorry about that fucked up shit this morning. I really didn't mean anything by it but I just-uh, I couldn't help it Claudia." I was nervous as she sat there staring at me with no reaction what-so-ever.
"I know what I look like Gerald and I realize the effect that I have on both sexes for your information. Now before you get the idea that I'm some kind of arrogant bitch, I'd like you to know that I'm currently dodging two of the partners at my firm and a number of casual acquaintances including a Victoria secrets model."
"Yeah I get it, you got a full calendar huh? Well I already apologized so what do you want me to do?" She did sound a little arrogant for my tastes and I realized she usually didn't speak much when my friend was around.
"Have you ever heard of the Smith & Wesson Model 500 series of handgun Gerald?"
"Uh maybe; but why are you bringing up a weapon?"
"I just wanted to know if you were familiar with the weapon because your good friend, my fiancé is always trying to get me to go to the range with him to fire it. Did you know he sprained his wrist the first time he fired the fucking thing Gerald?"
"Are you threatening me Claudia?" I already knew the answer to that question but she had just blown away all of my assumptions about her up until this time.
"No Gerald, I know you realize how fond of me your friend is and how UPSET he would be if HE found out or was told how you were peeping into the bathroom this morning while I was washing." She was definitely threatening me.
"Look, I'll move out-TODAY OKAY CLAUDIA?!!" I was the kind of guy that didn't appreciate being threatened but I knew when I was in a losing situation. Having my homie's girl trick on me for perving on her would be-well it could look kind of BAD.
"That's not all you're going to do today Gerald."
"What?"
"Pull out your cock Gerald." She said it so plainly that I almost didn't catch it considering her thick accent and all.
"Excuse me?"
"I SAID pull out your fucking DICK cabron." She leaned forward in her seat resting her elbows on her knees as she looked deep into my eyes.
"Uh, why Claudia?"
"Because I want you to jerk off in front of me right fucking now motherfucker; I want to see how much cum shoots out of your black cock before I kick your fat ass out on the street." My jaw nearly dropped to the hardwood floor of her living room.
"Seriously?"
"What do you think Gerald; do I look like I'm playing?" I have to admit that she appear to be deadly serious. I decided to play along and troll her arrogant ass partially because I didn't know what her next move would be if I refused. I slowly let the comforter wrapped around my shoulders slide down revealing my unfettered length for her to see. She didn't have a reaction right away.
"Come on puto, play with yourself." Claudia sounded irritated and I cautiously wrapped my fingers around my cock slowly robotically stroking it in front of her expressive eyes.
"Eh don't fuck around Gerald; I want you to REALLY do it motherfucker!"
I really can't tell you what got into me whether it was her thick accent or the fact that she was one of the hottest women I'd ever seen, but I managed to work up a steady rhythm alternating between one and two hands on my junk for her viewing pleasure.
"Yeah that's right fat ass; jerk your chubby dick to me until you cum and then get the fuck out of my house!!" Her voice has gone all husky and she was slightly squirming around on the seat.
"That what does it for you Claudia?"
"No idiot; getting FUCKED HARD is what DOES IT for me as you say. I like to walk around my fucking house naked and available for your friend to take me whenever he pleases. But you're here and I can't do that now; can I Gerald?!" She was definitely getting hot and bothered, arching her back against the chair she was resting her bubble butt on.
"You don't have to tell me what a hot bitch you are, I saw you rubbing one out this morning!" She started laughing in a manner that made me feel even more uncomfortable.
"I saw your pathetic ass perving on me so I decided to give you a little show. Did you jerk your cock to me while you were peeking fucker?"
"No, but I thought about coming in and jacking it right in front of you bitch."
"Why didn't you Gerald?" I noticed that she was cupping one of her tits right through her blouse and that her other hand was working its way towards her crotch.
"I don't know Claudia; maybe because you're my friend's girl?"
"Really?" She was drawing her skirt up revealing her toned thighs as her shapely legs parted.
"Yeah, even though you're hot I can't fuck over my friend like that." I was honest even as I increased the pace on my length. My heart rate picked up when she finished pulling her form fitting skirt up to show my her bounty.
Claudia Escobar didn't wear panties.
"Is that right Gordo; you mean to tell me you don't want some of my poosy?" I don't know if it was the sight of her bald pussy or the way she pronounced "pussy" that got to me, but I just lost it.
"AAAHHHH FUUUCK!!" Thick jets of cum shot straight out of my cock followed by at least three other spurts in diminished degrees as I soiled my slacks as Claudia quickly leaned forward in her seat visibly excited.
"COME ON GERALD; DON'T STOP JERKING YOUR CHUBBY PITO UNTIL IT IS EMPTY MOTHERFUCKER!! JERK THAT COCK BABY!! JERK IT THE FUCK OFF MIATE!!" She egged me on and I continued working myself until I was hurting.
"I-I'm done." I finally admitted too weak to continue.
"No; you're not done fat ass."
"W-What?"
"Get over here and lick my wet fucking poosy Gerald." She took her glasses off and leaned back in her seat with one hand delicately holding her flower open.
"Well ain't this about a bitch?" She didn't have to tell me twice as I crawled over and shamelessly buried my face in her dripping wet snatch.
For the next twenty minutes I licked, slurped and nibbled on her cunt while she continued to berate me as she experienced at least two orgasms. She was so aggressive and fucking sexy; I found myself completely intimidated by her. She probably was one hell of an attorney. When she was done with me, she planted her heel in my chest and used her shapely leg to shove me back.
"Now GET-THE-FUCK out of MY HOUSE GERALD!!" I scrambled to my feet and gathered some things and as I turned the door knob I heard her call out to me.
"Dinner's at eight; don't be late." I did a double take and peered over my shoulder to find her winking at me.
*******************************************************************
I was finally able to get myself properly cleaned up at a nearby gas station before I caught a bus halfway across town to my storage unit. I checked in and opened small enclave sitting on a folding chair and reading the morning paper. I was still unnerved by Claudia's behavior and figured it'd be best if I found another place to live. I checked the email on my phone finding a reminder that I had to get my divorce papers to Shaila today. We'd ironed things out in regards to our limited assets and visitation for the children, but I just couldn't stand looking at that fat bitch. Ever since we went public with our split, it was like she was attached at the hip with that Marvin guy.
Man. I'd love to split that jacked up fucker's wig, but going to jail ain't a good look for me and besides; I had my kids to think about. I knew my son was staying with his aunt Deana for the weekend, so I decided that I'd drop the signed divorce papers there. Besides I hadn't seen Deana in about a year and I loved perving on her huge tits. We'd kind of hooked up before I started dating my wife and I'd never really got the chance to close the deal if you know what I mean.
Back in the day I'd been reeling from a break-up with a particularly THICK Latin chick when I'd met Deana at a local mall. She was working at a photo booth and I was instantly smitten when I'd caught a glance of her impressive rack. Man I tell you, this girl's chest had a chest if you get my meaning. My eyes laser-locked onto the busty profile of this dark mocha colored beauty. Unfortunately I'd been so focused on Deana's rack that I hadn't paid attention to where I was going and ended up taking a header into the mall's indoor fountain.
She'd been a good sport about the whole ordeal and even brought me a towel to dry off with. It had taken nearly two weeks of constant visits to the mall before he'd scored her number and another week of continuous extended phone conversations before she'd even let him into her home. It had all been worth it one afternoon as she had allowed him to peel off her camisole top for a somewhat brief look at her 44DD'S. Deana was so dark skinned that her areola were barely visible, but she had these really thick nipples that you could just suck on all day.
I'd nearly nursed her to an orgasm when she pushed me away telling me that she was a virgin and some shit about waiting until she was married to do the deed. I'd always had a way with words and talked her into a hand job. She did her best but it wasn't anything to write home about and I would have eighty-sixed her if it weren't for the huge fun bags sitting on her chest. I figured that if I was patient with her, I'd be in her pants in less than two weeks and things seemed to be on track until we were nearly busted by her mother.
I'd talked my dark chocolate beauty into a dry hump session and weaseled my way into getting her topless when her mother tried the door just as I was pushing her glistening naked breasts around my cock. There was barely enough time for me to scramble under the bed before her mom walked in and things kind of soured between us after that.
It was around that time that I met her cousin Shaila after finagling my way into an acquaintance's birthday party.
...and we'd been together ever since until now.
*******************************************************************
It was a little over two hours later when I found myself standing on the stoop in front of Deana's modest three bedroom home. I was more than a little worried after walking a few blocks through the blighted Oakland neighborhood.
There were more than enough unsavory types giving me the eye and were threatening enough that I made the last couple of blocks in a taxi-cab. My sweat had permeated the large manila envelope staining its surface as I rang the doorbell and alternately knocked in frenzied fashion.
"SHIT; HOLD YOUR HORSES!!" She called out and I could hear her approaching the front door.
"Gerald; what are you doing here?" Deana had cut her hair into a short bob giving her face a more rounded appearance and her gap toothed smile sent a sliver of warmth running through my body. She had cracked the door and was looking cautiously at me.
"Didn't Shaila tell you that I was coming by to drop off the divorce papers?"
"You know she don't tell nobody shit; all she care about now is running around with that Marvin guy." Just hearing the sound of the guy's name that was currently stuffing my wife was enough to send me into a silent rage.
"It's okay, where's my son? I want to talk to him."
"Uh, I hate to tell you this but Shaila came by this morning with Marvin and took all of the kids to Magic Mountain. They're all staying at his mother's place in Los Angeles for the weekend."
"Motherfucker...SHE KNEW I WAS COMING BY TO SEE MY KID TODAY!! We talked about this two nights ago and FUCK THAT MARVIN GUY!!" It was as plain as day what they were doing. Marvin was trying to supplant me by presenting himself as the bigger, better deal to my kids and I was two seconds away from pulling an OJ on Shaila.
"Sorry Gerald, you wanna come in and talk about it?" She tried to sound concerned but I couldn't help but remember how she stared daggers at me during my wedding reception to her cousin. A week or so later she popped up married to this geek named Howard.



"Why?" I figured that she just wanted to gloat over r the failure of my marriage.
"I just thought you might wanna come in and talk about it but I guess I was wrong. Don't worry I'll pass this envelope on to Shaila." She closed the door in a huff and I didn't give a shit until I checked my cell. I was gonna call a cab to pick me up but the battery was all but dead. I certainly didn't want to try walking out of this fucked up neighborhood.
"Oh, you wanted something?" She replied answering the door after I'd knocked for a few minutes.
"I hate to have to ask, but could I charge my phone real quick?" Once again I saw that wide gap toothed grin as Deana opened the door letting me into her modest home. Inside I found out that she was pretty much a shitty homemaker as I stared at the second hand furniture and the dirty carpet in the living room. It looked like she'd been watching Maury Povich when I'd interrupted her as the loud television program filled the air with the sounds of a booing studio audience from the large flat screen television which was the centerpiece of the room.
I plugged my phone into an available wall socket and placed it on her coffee table which I noticed had only three legs. A fourth leg had been fashioned out of what looked like a broom handle. That Howard was quite the handyman.
"My kids are bad, no matter how much I whip their little behinds." She offered this as some sort of explanation for the condition of her furniture and I was remise to tell her that I didn't give a fuck, but I was looking at her body.
Deana had indeed gained a lot of weight and whereas she had sort of a medium built body topped with these huge tits before; time had intervened giving her a thicker frame with even bigger albeit sagging melons. She definitely wasn't expecting company wearing an extra-large wife beater sweat shirt that did very little to hide her udders. The shirt was turned inside out and I could even see the sides of her chocolate tits through the wide open spaces where the sleeves would be on dingy white shirt. I detected a few stretch marks on one boob and noticed a few on her thick, slightly flabby arms.
Deana's waist had expanded considerably nearly merging into her thighs and her formerly medium sized butt was now larger and chunkier. It was the same butt with the telltale signs of cellulite on the lower part of her indigo cheeks. She was wearing a pair of cut off jean shorts that were so small; they nearly qualified as surrogate underwear. The shorts were most likely a Do-It Yourself job as I noticed that her pockets were hanging down below the hem of the material.
"Can you do me a favor Gerald?" She seemed to notice that I was checking her out and didn't seem to mind folding her arms under her breasts.
"Oh, what kind of favor D?" That was my pet name for her during the brief period that we dated.
"Could you help me with these bags?" she motioned towards a number of garbage bags in the hallway filled to the brim with dirty clothing. The smell emanating from the plastic bags was palpable.
"You want me to do your laundry?"
"No stupid, I want you to carry the bags back there into the laundry room." She motioned towards a narrow corridor that lead back to a single door which I presumed was her laundry room. She was barefoot and I noticed a ring on one of her toes.
She reached down and picked up two smaller bags moving ahead of me and giving me a great view of her chunky backside as it swallowed up her tiny jean shorts. I noticed that she put a little dip in her hip because I was watching as I followed her into the small, cramped room.
She'd dumped the contents into her cheap washer for all of five seconds before she noticed my hands on her buoyant breasts. Deana didn't say anything as my fingers found and started to roll her pronounced rubbery nipples. The room was so small that I found the dryer pushing into my buttocks as I slipped further behind her grinding my cock into her wide, chunky butt.
"Did I say you c-could t-touch me?" She moaned as my hands gained entrance and subsequent access to her breasts through the sleeve holes of her wife beater.
"No." I palmed the undersides of her tits marveling at how heavy they were and kneaded them with my fingers. My lips found the nape of her neck and I gave her tiny licks with the tip of my tongue that made her knees buckle. She would have slipped to the hardwood floor had I not been pressed tightly against her back. I had begun rubbing my clothed cock on her jean covered cheeks and I could feel it parting her crack as our labored breathing filled the air.
"Did I say you could grind your fat dick on my ass?" She breathed huskily as my fingers unsnapped the clasp that tightly held her shorts in place. I didn't pull them down, but I could look down and see the small of her back with the telltale stretch marks of mother hood and I could see the beginnings of her ass crack.
Deana raised her hands high over her head like someone had a gun to her back as I yanked the wife beater over her head and tossed it to the floor. I noticed that the garment was a butchered Raider's jersey once it was inside out. My lips and teeth were making short work of her left earlobe.
"Who told you to make love to me Gerald?" I squeezed her big melons as hard as I could while pumping my hard cock repeatedly against her butt as her shorts slid down from the action.
"Nobody, but I'm not making love to you."
"Y-you're not Gerald?"
"No."
"Then what are you doing right now?"
"I'm going to fuck the shit out of you bitch." Her discarded shorts rested in a corona around her small pretty feet and she gasped slightly as my fingers found her wet cunt and my index finger lightly pressed against her button. My other hand was busy undoing my belt and pushing my slacks down mid-thigh.
Her ass felt slightly muscular when my cock slapped up against it and she flexed her cheeks massaging my aching member. I started to moan heavily under her subtle silent prodding and manipulation. She shuddered as the flat side of my tongue ran from the nape of her neck to the base of her skull. In an instant my fingers were each cupping a soft, juicy butt cheek with my thumbs pushing them in opposite directions.
Deana was dripping wet and I could feel her moist liquid lust dampening the head of my cock and the top part of my shaft in anticipation.
My hands firmly gripped her doughy waist as I gingerly parted the lips of her cunt. The heat on the head of my member was intense and nearly white hot as she leaned forward as much as she could to accommodate my girth. This was not going to be easy no matter how much she wanted it.
"AAAAAAAWWWWWWNNN!!" Deana shrieked as I completely stuffed her in one swift violent motion and began fucking her as hard as my portly belly would allow. The inside of her cunt clamped down on me in a vise-like grip fighting back with a strangling, snapping motion. Her hands were holding onto the back of the washing machine and the machine started up; loudly. She had accidentally switched it on as her head dipped forward.
"GGG-Gera-AAAALLLDDD IT FEELS SOOOOOO GOOOOD!!" She stuttered as I continued plowing her tight confines with my overly thick cock. Deana attempted to push back against me but found she was barely unable to move against my wide chubby frame. I'd found the right combination of motion that allowed me to experience all that she had to offer as I cupped her large breasts and squeezed for all I was worth.
She was a married woman and I didn't give a fuck because as far as I was concerned we were making up for lost time. This was my "get back" after wasting years of my life on her bitch cousin Shaila. Deana was gonna take everything I could give her short of a heart attack and she was going to love every bit of it. Deana worked hard to spread her legs a bit allowing me to go even deeper inside her body and adding an extra bit of depth for my cock to explore.
The dark chocolate beauty was soon glistening with sweat as I continued railing the snot out of her with little to no mercy. Her cunt was extremely tight seemingly grasping, clinging and in a perpetual sucking motion as I plowed her depths without limit. Deana was making these crying, whimpering type sounds and had leaned over far enough that her pendulous breasts were resting on top of the washer. My finger found her protruding nipples and gave them a tweak causing her to tense up around my cock with viselike precision.
"Damn, why is your pussy so tight bitch?" I couldn't help myself as I was getting close to giving her another child.
"UUHHH-UH FUUUUUCK, I-I HAD ALL MY K-KID'S C-SECTION-FUUUUCKKK!!" I really hadn't expected her to answer me and I found her reaction slightly comical as my thighs suddenly seized up as I reached my threshold.
"I'M GONNA FILL THIS TIGHT PUSSY FULL OF CUM D; YOU WANT ANOTTHER FUCKIN KID BITCH?!!" I didn't really mean it but I liked saying that shit to get women to squirm a little more and put increase the pressure on my cock.
"YEAH G-GIVE ME YOUR FAT FUCKING PIGMY KIDS AAAAAHH-ASSHOLE;I WANNA HAVE YOUR FUCKING BABIES MOTHERFUCKER!!"
"What?"
"CUM ALL DEEP UP IN MY FUCKIN PUSSY AND GIVE ME YOUR BABY YOU FAT ASSHOLE!! I WANT SOME MORE FUCKIN CHILD SUPPORT!!"
"Excuse me?"
She realized she had surprised me and looked over her shoulder giving me a quick wink to let me know she was pulling my chain while twerking lightly on my still engorged member. This dark skinned beauty had been wise to me the whole time and was playing along. I felt like a clueless moron.
"FUCKIN TRICK; YOU WANNA PLAY WITH ME BIATCH?!!" Deana began to scream as I furiously pounded out the last of my lust yanking my glistening cock out of her tight snatch and spraying her backside with a considerable amount of cum. Actually most of it hit the small of her back and began drizzling down over her big squarish ass cheeks as Deana giggled uncontrollably.
"You know you REALLY had me fooled for a minute there." It was an honest admission.
"Only for a minute Gerald?" She snorted before my mouth covered her own as we spooned. Deana had reached down and was giving me an expert no-look hand job milking the rest of my seed onto her glazed buns. We made out like lovers who'd never been apart my hand cupping a soft pendulous tit while the other rubbed and kneaded the small pouch over her sex. Her tongue was hungry exploring every corner of my mouth and wrestling with my own. I was beginning to think I'd seriously made a mistake when I chose Shaila over Deana.
We were suddenly jarred from our bliss by a loud pounding on her front door and I began to go into panic mode while she put a single digit over my mouth silencing me. She snatched what appeared to be a plaid cotton housecoat from the top of the washer and cracked the door stepping out into the hallway.
The impatient pounding seemed to be getting louder and I was worried that Deana might be walking into some sort of Home Invasion or something. I ain't ashamed to say that I trembled quite a bit as I heard her unlocking the door.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING HERE; I THOUGHT YOU WERE IN LOS ANGELES?!!" Deana sounded surprised and angry at the intrusion and I quickly stuffed myself back into my pants.
"I TOLD MARVIN TO TAKE THOSE BAD ASS KIDS BECAUSE I HAD A HEADACHE!!" The voice that responded was unmistakably that of my soon to be ex-wife Shaila and a wave of mixed emotion ran through my body.
"You left my fucking children with your BOYFRIEND?!!"
"Yeah biatch, don't worry about a thing, he's already got them spoiled rotten and I just couldn't deal with Marvin's shit today. Don't worry I have a copy of his driver's license in my purse and he knows that Deana." Shaila sounded exasperated and at her wits end.
"I ain't worried cause I got my thirty-eight in the bedroom and the lord knows that pretty boy don't want none of me! Look girl, you gotta get because well, I got me some company and shit."
"I figured that out when I got in the door hoe; is it that cable guy again?"
"Nope biatch; that was just because the bill was due and I'm good for another month. He does have a HUGE FUCKING DICK though." Both women laughed and I continued to struggle with my anger at discovering that my wife's boyfriend was watching the kids. I also realized what an utter slut Deana was and wondered if she had been from the moment I'd met her so long ago.
"So who is it this time; you've never been secretive before when you were scoring a side piece."
"Look who's talking, at least I didn't pop up with some male model shocking the hell out of the family and shit." Both women continued laughing as I fought back my pride. It was the kind of laughter I'd heard many times before on the other side of the gender line, a locker room kind of laugh that you heard when some guy talked about scoring big with an unattainable chick or something.
"Well, I ain't apologizing because Marvin just loves this big phat ass!!" I could actually hear the bitch slapping her flabby rump and I continued the good fight not to go H.A.M and spit her smug wig.
"How do you handle all that cock cousin?" Deana was really getting into this kind of pissing contest with my ex.
"VERY...carefully." Both women exploded in uproarious laughter and my tolerance dam just about broke on that last round of jokes causing me to snatch the door open.
"HEY FUCK BOTH OF YOU SIZE QUEENS CAN EAT A MOTHERFUCKIN DICK-AND ANOTHER THING IS...eh?!!" Both of the women were standing in the hallway staring at me with their arms crossed over their chests. Shaila had this sarcastic look on her face that she always had when she was right about something. Deana stood there covering her grinning mouth with a single hand.
"Ah shit; you motherfuckers knew I was here the whole time huh?" Both women just shook their heads.
"Well I ain't gonna stick around to hear you two fucks bitch me out cause I got things to do! I signed all the motherfucking divorce papers and you can just send that shit C.O.D for all I care!!" I pushed past them into Deana's crappy living room to retrieve my charging phone and make for the hills.
"Where is my phone?"
It was not where I'd left it and even the cord was missing. I looked over my shoulder at the two smirking women staring in my direction and noticed a cord sticking out of Deana's cleavage.
"Knew I was here the whole time didn't you?"
"The minute I saw your phone on the table in the living room nukka." I immediately felt like an idiot and was probably blushing in shame if anyone could see it through my brown skin. My soon to be ex loved calling me "nukka" as if saying that instead of the actual derogatory term was better and I'd heard it a lot through the years whenever she scolded me and unfortunately that was too many times to count.
"So you too decided to just bust my balls huh?" Deana burst out into a half-stifled giggle drawing my wide-eyed attention to her. I couldn't help it as my eyes dipped into her wide cleavage that advertised her massive bust a single line deep twelve inches in length. The cord was lightly swinging suspended in mid-air and I felt like grabbing it and swinging from it like Tarzan.
"Gerald, you always were a little slow." The dark skinned beauty taunted as I was suddenly shocked to find my wife's narrow fingers dipping into that generous cleavage cupping a breast and bringing it forward into the open. Shaila rolled the large rubbery nipple between her fingers making her cousin gasp and cover that hand with her own. My mouth was agape as the two women passionately kissed in front of me with plenty of tongue.
Shaila was wearing what appeared to be an extra-large Laker's jersey that barely extended mid-thigh and some open toed clogs that showed off the orange painted toenails on her small feet. She loved that particular sherbert hue and her nails matched as she yanked aside her cousin's robe causing the other pendulous breast to fall free. Deana's palm was pressed up against her cousin's sex rubbing that area as fast as she could while they continued to make out in front of me.
"What-the-fuck?" Was all I could manage as my cock was beating a turgid path down the front of my slacks.
"Yup he's always been a little slow; but then I always did like his chubby cock D." Shaila reached down to the hem of her jersey dress thingy and pulled it up over her head in one fluid motion dropping it to the hard wood floor.
"Fuck." She had definitely been working out since hooking up with fucking Marvin and it shown in her now toned legs and budding abs that betrayed just the slightest hint of her former motherly pouch. She was wearing a small flower print bra that I noticed also happened to be her favorite color mixed with white. Her large areolas were peeking out over the top of the brassiere recalling so many memories of taking her bumpy nips between my teeth which always caused her to squirm and buck. I just stood there taking it all in and realizing that I'd never seen her in such good shape. For her part Shaila seemed aware of the effect her new toned figure was having on me and decided to go for the TKO turning her back to me and displaying her massive tanned butt nearly causing me to cum in my pants.
"Uh-oh you better watch yourself girlfriend, I think you've got 'em hooked!" Deana taunted.
"I know I've got 'em hooked!" Shaila laughed back as she slightly twerked causing her massive wide ass cheeks to loudly clap making me weak in the knees. She definitely knew how to get my attention and I hated myself for it. I liked to call her huge butt "Black Man's Kryptonite" and Shaila was making the case right here in this hallway as I valiantly fought the urge to throw dollar bills at that huge monkey.
"You know you love this phat monster Gerald." She laughed picking up the pace and bending at the hips. The stereo clapping took me back to a time earlier in our marriage when I'd become addicted to fucking her luscious cheeks and had to wedge my cock into her deep crack every chance I got. It had started innocently enough (In my mind anyway.) one morning when I'd woken before Shaila on New Year's Day.
We'd both been drinking and had passed out when I noticed she'd hogged all the covers that cold morning. Trying to get the sheets away from her had proven so futile that I'd stormed into our bathroom to brush my teeth and shower. Upon my return I discovered my wife lying on her belly snoring loudly with her enormous ass exposed in this particularly tiny pair of light blue panties that had ridden deep into her crack.
"What was a brother to do?"
Let's just say that Shaila's monster sized rump ended up completely glazed in cum and I was damn near sterile for a week. You can't imagine the feel of those cheeks hot-dogged around my cock as I deep stroked those pillows until I came famously creaming her back porch. She began to bitch about it after a few months and I'd even resorted to getting her drunk on occasion just to feed my "Crack Addiction".
"So you just gonna stare at it Gerald?" My ex-wife's silky voice had jolted me back to the present and her "New and IMPROVED" body. She was still shaking her blessing for me and I felt my fly being pulled down by Deana. Her prominent lips closed around my cock as she began slurping on my girth as hard as she could. In short order the dark ghetto beauty had cupped the underside of my balls as she bobbed her head on my length with authority and I was rock hard.
"Trying to steal my thunder bitch?" Shaila took two steps over and squatted down roughly snatching my wet cock from her cousin and deep throating it in one fell swoop.
"AAAAAHHH SHIT BITCH!!" Shaila knew how to get a response out of me as she bobbed and continually buried me all the way to the back of her throat as her cousin watched wide eyed and grinning like a jackal.



"DAMN SHAILA, I f-fuh-fucking forgot about your TOP NOTCH HEAD GAME BIATCH!!" I'd cupped the back of her head burying my fingers in her sandy brown locks and fucking into her mouth. She just took it like a champ looking directly into my eyes with her own light green ones. Rivulets of saliva began to drip and flow from her juicy lips and Deana actually licked her face clean.
"Damn you bitches are fuckin nasty as shit." I snatched up a handful of Deana's short bob and shoved my cock into her waiting mouth. She didn't even blink when I gave her the same treatment as Shaila. I noticed that she held her mouth wide open like she was visiting the dentist; giving me an unobstructed view of my cock's route into her mouth. Shaila's tongue found my balls and I shivered as she licked the underside of my sack finding that weird place between them and my ass.
"H-HERE'S A REWARD FOR YOU WHORE!!" My cock was fed back into my wife's throat as he sucked as hard as she could nearly making me cum while Deane tugged my pants down. I yelped as my wife's cousin snatched my member away from Shaila and continued the two person sloppy top I was getting.
"YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE; TRYING TO STEAL THE DICK HUH?!! I'VE GOT SOMETHING REAL FOR YOUR ASS BITCH!!" Shaila hated being interrupted and for as long as I could remember the cousins had this sort of intense sibling rivalry.
In moments I found myself staring at the tanned peanut butter hued expanse of Shaila's rear end as she knelt on the dirty hardwood floor with her cheeks raised higher than her shoulders. I trembled a little watching that fifty-six inch ass popped out in my direction legs spread wide apart.
"OH YEAH SHAILA; WELL I GOT SOME BIG GUNS TOO!!" Deana wrapped her huge pendulous fun bags around my cock and started pumping furiously. With all of the sweat and saliva on my shaft, I was in pure heaven while the dark chocolate mams massaged me in a steamy cavernous ravine of tit flesh.
"Wh-WHAT IN THE FUCK D; THAT'S NOT FAIR!! YOU KNOW HOW MUCH I HATE MY LITTLE TITS!!" She really did hate her boobs feeling that her size made her look bigger than she really was and I had eagerly pointed out that her humongous ass made her look bigger than she already was. I'd spent a week sleeping on the couch for making that comment and had to do a lot of ass kissing to get back into Shaila's good graces afterwards.
"You know Gerald, I wanted to get my fucking tits done but you said "OOOOH NOOO HONEY, I LIKE YOU JUST THE WAY YOU ARE!!" I hated when she tried to imitate my voice and considering the situation I was currently in, this was kind of embarrassing.
"I MEANT WHAT I SAID-SHIT; YOU GONNA ARGUE WITH ME NOW?!!" Before she could answer I half shoved Deana back on her ass and quickly rammed my cock as deep as it could go inside my ex-wife's cunt. The motion ripple across her wide ass was incredible as my chubby belly slammed against her. I just held it there not moving as I looked over at Deana.
"FFF-FFUUUUUCK YOUR DICK IS SOOOOO FUCKING FAT GERAAAALD!!" Shaila's shrill scream filled the house as she surprised me by instantly cumming on my cock. Her inner walls had seized up on me in a vise like grip and massaged my offending member as she came down from her natural high panting like the bitch she was.
"Did you cum too?" Deana sounded upset and crest fallen as she sat watching her cousin squirm and rock her hips on my cock. I didn't answer only crooking a finger and beckoning her over. Her tits rubbed against the dirty floor as she crawled over watching the junction where my cock was attached to Shaila.
"You couldn't save a little for me Gerald? I wanted to get fucked all day and Shaila just barged in on my little situation.
"Shut up Deana, just shut the fuck up." I slid my rock hard cock out of Shaila and held it at the base for her to see every vein running across its surface. It glistened in the afternoon light filtering into the house as I cupped her cheek and began spooning with my wife's cousin.
"Oh Gerald it's been too long since I felt your steel hard dick. Fuck man, you haven't been that hard since we first started dating!" She wiggled her butt at me for emphasis but I was already pushing my unit into Deana's hot box and finding it tighter than I would have expected.
"FFFF-FFFUUUUUUCK!!" The head of my cock had breached her cervix and I was shocked because I was only seven inches. Deana locked her legs in the small of my back nearly snapping me in two as I pushed into repeatedly. Every time my member pierced her small cunt she would let out these little gasps that sounded like she was sighing and her hands had worked themselves under my shirt. I yelped as she dug her nails into my back and raked my flesh.
"OOOOHHHH GERALD; TAKE HER!!" Shaila was sitting in the hallway leaning back on one elbow and furiously rubbing herself while watching her cousin giving everything to me. She was so wet, I could hear it. Deana had adjusted to my girth and was working her hips into my pelvis in time with my thrusts. We settled into a pretty good rhythm fucking each other like my ex-wife wasn't even there. Deana's soft features and glassed brown eyes had me entranced as I buried my tongue inside her open mouth. She began moaning and trembling signaling that she was close and I picked up the pace roughly taking her there.
"OH!! OH!! OH!! OH!! OH!! OH!! OH!! I'M CUUUUMING SO FUCKING HARD!!" Deana cried out as she climaxed squirting all over my cock and crotch so much that I almost thought she was taking a fucking whiz on me. There was a visible puddle under Deana's butt and I found my slacks completely soiled.
"I'm so sorry about that shit Gerald; I haven't been satisfied in a long time." I still didn't give a fuck climbing up her torso and placing my member in the deep cleft between her large breasts. She abruptly stopped talking as she pushed her tits around my cock.
I fucked the shit out of her luscious breasts for the next ten minutes finally "rewarding" her with a "Pearl Necklace" of cum all over her chest and throat. I stroked out the rest of my seed onto her pretty face as she giggled and laughed.
"OOOOH shit, I've been waiting for that for a long fucking time." She admitted and I was silent yet the same thoughts were running through my head. It had been an eternity since I'd first spotted her in that mall and I'd finally got to indulge my long held fantasy of fucking her tits. It was everything I'd hoped and more as I fed my cock back into her mouth while staring my cheating ex-wife directly in the eyes.
I was startled as I watched Shaila sitting there with her legs parted desperately rubbing herself in what appeared to be a futile attempt to reach her own climax. Deana's hair was intertwined in my fingers as I fed her my cock to clean. She was softly providing enough suction to keep me aroused.
"I know you probably hate me Gerald, but I need you to fuck me right." She sounded like she was begging and I chaffed a little bit at her verbiage. Was I fucking her wrong all those years she was being an absolute cunt to me?
"I don't know how you can even look at me after all this Marvin shit." I finally admitted my jealousy in my own way and it was liberating in a way.
"Look we broke up a couple of weeks after you found out about us; I'm sorry about the whole fucking thing." Shaila continued rubbing herself with this troubled look on her face.
"I don't even wanna know what happened; turn around and let me see that big donkey you got biatch!!"
"You'll never change." She sounded blue as she gave me what I wanted while her cousin lay in the hallway looking up at the cracked ceiling and exposed lighting that Deana's husband had promised to fix too many times to count.
"FFF-FUUUUUCK G-GERALD!!" Shaila cried out as I buried the entire length and somewhat abnormal girth of my cock deep into her ass. I guess the bitch thought I was gonna fuck her vanilla but she had another thing coming. I grabbed her wide hips and pounded the snot out of her shitter like it was going out of style. My wife was a true "Butt Slut" as evidenced by the manner in which she tensed up on my cock in time with my thrusts into her big pillow ass. I hated it but watching the motion ripples move diagonally across her ass made harder than I was when I fucked Deana. I was conflicted with all of the cheating that had been going on between us over the last few weeks.
"OOOOOOHHH SHIT GERALD; TEACH MY FAT AAAAASSSSSSSS!!" Shaila was really throwing her hips back into me threatening to bowl me over with the power of her donkey butt. Deana wrapped her arms around me and started kissing me passionately as I tightened my grip even further on Shaila's hips finally beginning to pierce her cervix and bottoming out. My ex-wife let out this strange yelp and collapsed on her stomach taking me with her.
I found myself straddling her thighs as I leaned over her back pushing up into her luscious derriere and feeling her cheeks bouncing beneath me.
"You gonna cum?" Deana moaned into my mouth as she stole a handful of Shaila's big ass for herself.
"Y-yeah; I'm gonna fuckin blow so HHHAAAAAAARD!!" I could barely contain myself ass the wet smack of my pelvis hitting her buoyant cheeks filled the hallway.
"C-CCUUUUUM Gerald!" Shaila began to plead and wiggle her butt from side to side nearly taking me with her. It was almost like riding a bucking bronco as I did my best to hold onto the thick redbone. Both women began whining and pleading for me to cum in unison. I was drenched in sweat and Shaila's back was glistening from my efforts.
"C-CUUUUMING UP THIS FAT ASS DONK BIATCH!! OOOH SHIT I'M GOING H.A.M ON YOU BITCH ASS SHAILA!!" I shot what had to be a litter's worth of semen into her bowels as she and Deana moaned loudly.
There was cum leaking from her crack as I stroked out an additional three ropes of cum on her huge butt. Deana momentarily shocked me by licking her cousin's butt cheeks clean and displaying her handiwork on the flat of her tongue. I pulled her head on my cock and she cleaned that as well.
We all just sat in the dirty floor of the corridor staring at one another before I felt stupid and retrieved my phone checking my messages. I didn't know what had happened in that hallway but I wasn't gonna question it either. We were all trashed from fucking the shit out of each other and I was at a loss for words.
"Gerald?" Shaila had this stupid look on her face like she wanted to talk, but I didn't feel like dealing with that shit at the moment.
"Do you think like maybe we can meet up and talk some time?" She followed me to the kitchen where I helped myself to one of Howard's (Deana's Husband) brews.
"You tell me Shaila." I took in the arousing sight of her nude body feeling a little bitter that another man had been able to drag her into the gym when she wouldn't even bring me something to drink from the fucking fridge.
I heard the shower in the distance and realized Deana was missing. I guess she had got what she wanted from unrequited lust all those years ago. Part of me wanted to join her as I texted up a ride from the pink mustache car service.
"I just want you to know how REALLY sorry I am for all the shit that's been going on between us Gerald. I really do care about you." I gave her a sarcastic smirk as downed my drink and collected myself. There were two texts on my phone from Claudia and another from Debbie Manchellini and things suddenly looked a little brighter.
I was definitely interested in finding out if there was a chance for me to get into Claudia's panties and Debbie?
Well, baby got back and a tiny, tiny waist unlike my "work in progress" ex-wife and bitch.
"Gerald?" Shaila sounded sincere and crest fallen standing before me in her birthday suit.
"What?"
"So you wanna hook up again sometime or something? I think my cousin D might like that too baby." She was standing in front of me offering another threesome and I realized she would do anything to get me back into her clutches.
Even hook me up with her cousin who she was apparently too jealous to let fuck me on her own.
"Tell Marvin, I said ..."HI!" I brought the palm of my hand down on her naked ass loudly as I hit the door letting myself out.
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"Hey man, you ever see that movie "She's All that?"
"You are talking about that fucking piece of shit with Freddie Prinze Junior right?"
"Yeah."
"What are you talking about man, you going all metro on me or something?"
"Fuck you; check out Malaya over there." My gaze wandered over to a lunch table near the window where the resident class nerd sat with her face buried in a thick text book with a bag lunch at her side on the bench. Usually someone would snatch the bag and fling it out the window if she didn't watch it closely.
"Yeah so?"
"You think that she could be trained to be, you know-like hot?"
"WHAT?!!"
"You think you could like do the "My Fair Lady Thing" with Malaya Padilla?" John seemed to be on some dumb shit this afternoon and I was a little intrigued.
"What's up with you man; you seem really intrigued by this girl so what the fuck are you on about?" John didn't get much action because he had the unfortunate luck of looking too much like his scrub of a father. Some of our classmates often remarked that he resembled a middle aged man with his off kilter posture. He didn't get much action other than an odd incident with a cousin a year ago.
"Man the other day when everybody was filing out of the front door to get to the homecoming game, I was caught in the crowd and mashed up against Malaya and well, she had this really nice ass." He shrugged his shoulders to emphasize his point. I prodded him to continue by shrugging my shoulders as well.
"I'm not saying that I groped her, I'm just saying that she has a really nice bubble back there." I responded by laughing in his face so much so that he was rattled and stalked off before I could apologize. I checked my phone messages and boned up on my cramming for exams, but my eyes wandered across the cafeteria to Malaya. She was a midyear transfer and had quickly shot to the head of the class with her laser-like focus on studying. At first glance she really didn't look like much with her thick horn-rimmed glasses and button nose. She had really large plump lips for a Filipina and she always kept her hair in two ponytails with pronounced bangs in the front. Yeah, she seemed kind of cute in her own way. She always wore baggy clothing and a lot of vests over long sleeved men's shirts. There was legitimacy to John's story because you would have to probably grope her to get any sense of her body. She was completely bundled up and I found myself intrigued as well.
"Hey, how's it going Malaya?" I felt like I had an inside track with the girls being on the baseball team and all. Everybody knows that girls love jocks and I was pretty popular around the school. I stood there in front of her table wearing my letterman jacket and my award winning smile. She didn't even look up and sat there reading a thick text book and eating a plastic container of something that looked like humus. I waited a good five minutes before coughing to let her know I was standing in front of her waiting to talk.
"Yeah, what do you want?" She spoke in a strange monotone voice that was nearly robotic in nature.
"I just wanted to know how it's going." I reiterated underlining my statement with my award winning smile once more. She didn't respond turning her attention back to her text book and thrusting me into virgin territory. I wasn't used to being treated so dismissively.
"Are you always this rude?"
"Pretty much monkey boy; especially since I don't' know you from Cain and you've never even looked at me sideways before." She thumbed through a few pages taking a sip from a container of water. I noticed that she only ate her own food from home and figured it was an ethnic thing.
"Well I'm looking at you now and what's the harm in a friendly greeting?" Upon hearing this, Malaya closed her book looking up at me and pushing her thick glasses up on her nose.
"Friendly huh?" She quickly packed her things into her backpack and stood offering her hand. It was an odd business like gesture that through me socially off balance. I was used to having an easy time with girls and Malaya was starting to become work.
"Hey uh, I heard you offer tutoring for calculus. Think you could help me out?" I was actually quite good at the subject, but I wanted to crack her icy shell and decided to appeal to her intelligence.
"You-want my help?" She sounded like she didn't believe me as I shrugged wordlessly answering her question.
"That's gonna cost you and I don't come cheap jock boy." She slung her backpack over her shoulder and walked away without another word. My eyes were drawn to her but completely covered in a knee length grey skirt. I could make out the subtle sway of her cheeks which prompted me to follow her. Malaya was a quick walker and I found myself working to keep her in sight and look inconspicuous to my fellow classmates. I was stopped a couple of times by a few associates and this skinny blonde chick named Angela. She had the hots for me, but I wasn't interested in the anorexic Miley Cyrus type. I liked some meat on my women preferring big tits or curvy butts. It was even better if the chick I was hooking up with had both.
I noticed Malaya ducking into the library and chuckled to myself that I shouldn't have been surprised by her destination. She was presenting me with quite a challenge even if I didn't know what the nature of said challenge was at the moment. As I entered the two story building I didn't see her right away and barely caught a glimpse of her heading upstairs to the stacks. By the time I'd half run upstairs she'd lost herself amongst the identical rows of books. I felt my pulse quicken not fully understanding why as I traversed the narrow walkway between the library walls.
"Stalking me already?" I found Malaya leaning against a shelf near the back of the library staring at me as I outed myself looking for her. She had me dead to rights because there was no way I could deny that I was looking for her.
"You forgot to tell me how much?" I hated myself but I sounded nervous and my words sounded like the lie they were.
"What are you talking about?"
"Tutoring, you mentioned that your services don't come cheap. So I'm just trying to get the price straight Malaya." Try as I might, I couldn't stop sounding like a babbling idiot and I felt awkward under her gaze. It felt like she was evaluating me somehow.
"Shut up and follow me monkey boy." She nodded towards the back of the aisle she was standing in and I followed her watching the easy sway as my heart beat raced. There was a large window at the end of the aisle that was frosted over with paint and two sets of bars adorning the window frame. She grabbed my forearm and positioned me in front of the window this sort of sly half-smile.
"Turn around." She actually twirled her finger motioning for me to face the frosted window. The aisle was partially lit by sunlight filtering in through the window and I could barely hear some of the other students milling about one story below in the courtyard. I looked over my shoulder to find her obviously looking at my butt while she chewed on one of the arms of her horn-rimmed glasses.
"Alright, let's see it monkey boy." She actually was kind of cute with a roundish face that complemented her exotic features. From the way she intermittently squinted you could kind of tell that she wore glasses for most of her life.
"See what?" She giggled at my apparent ignorance and gestured with her glasses towards my crotch.
"Are you really that dense?" Her little insults were starting to rub me the wrong way and I figure I'd get a point for the boy's side when I didn't hesitate as I freed my nine inch cock from my jeans. Most girls freaked when they saw it fully erect and a couple had even tapped out on me during intercourse. Yeah Malaya would be blown away by my impressive meat.
As I stood there with a twitching snake between my legs hovering mid-thigh, Malaya simply smirked.
"Do I measure up or what?" I was irritated at her continued indifference and she was definitely starting t bruise my ego quite a bit. She ignored me and reached down handling my member which rested in the palm of her small hand. My pulse raced as she softly closed her fingers around me and began stroking.
"Length and girth, mildly impressive and partially interesting; I wonder if you have stamina as well? She punctuated this assessment by sticking two fingers in her mouth and applied them to the head of my cock. Malaya began to use both hands on me while looking over her shoulder every so often to make sure we were alone. She had her fingers locked tightly around the base of my cock just above my balls while her other hand slid quickly up and down the length of my shaft.
"Fuck that feels incredible Malaya."
"Really; I see that you're easily impressed meat jockey. Let's see if I can raise my rating even further." She suddenly began stroking for all she was worth and I could feel the cum churning in my balls ready to explode. She seemed to sense what was happening and immediately snatched her hands away from my cock. My dick was sticking straight out from my body as she folded her arms across her chest and smirked.
"Come on." I prodded almost pleaded with her to finish what she started as she cleaned her glasses with the helm of her shirt. She was unnaturally calm and collected as she eyeballed me giving no indication of what she would do next. I started to lose my erection a little bit when she took her glasses off and placed them on my face. She was extremely near sighted judging from my view through her specks. In a moment she'd engulfed the head of my cock between her plump lips rolling her tongue over the tip and collecting my precum. I gasped as one of her hands cupped my balls and began kneading them.
"That feels REAL GOOD Malaya." I tried to sound encouraging but my voice began to crack under her experienced blowjob. My words seemed to be rewarded as she began to bury the rest of me in her mouth until she was nose to my hairy crotch. I looked down through her lenses to find Malaya staring deep into my eyes as she slowly drew her head back disengaging my cock from her mouth and leaving a sticky web of saliva hanging between the head of my member and her lips. She wiped her mouth with her sleeve and rolled my jeans down mid-thigh. She snapped her fingers at me indicating without word that she wanted me to lie on my back. I watched as she shimmed and worked her panties down her thighs until I saw her underwear in a corona around her Birkenstock shoes. She stepped out of the underwear and quickly walked down to the end of the aisle to check if the coast was clear sticking her head out into the main walkway.
"I can't believe this is happening." Less than thirty minutes ago I was listening to my friend crush on this nerdy girl and now I was about to get laid with this very same person.
"Shut up idiot." She half-whispered as she walked back hiking up her skirt and revealing very shapely tan legs encased in knee high socks. The skirt still covered her sex as she positioned herself over my crotch looking down at me with the same partially disinterested expression. At the last moment she turned facing the narrow walkway and lowered herself towards my cock. She roughly handled my member pressing it against her sex causing me to gasp as the heat from her cunt engulfed me. She slowly buried my large cock deep into her cunt and I noticed that she was in a squatting position.
Malaya began bouncing on my member really hard and the slapping sound f her ass on my pelvis was the only noise in the library. She would bounce for a few minutes and then grind and twerk her hips manipulating my joint inside her extremely tight cunt. The skirt still obscured her much talked about ass and I lifted the back of it up getting a view that my nerdy friend John would have killed for. She did have a really beautiful butt with prominent tan lines from her panties that seemed to enhance the experience I was currently having. Each oval shaped cheek seemed to be independent of the other and her brown eye was clearly visible. She reached back slapping my hands away and lowering her dress.
"What gives; I can't see nothing on you but you get to check out my package?" I couldn't help but complain.
"You're getting some pussy; isn't that enough bitch boy?" She was sweating a little bit and I could feel her walls tightening up on me so much it was nearly painful. Malaya was going to cum soon and she would be mine. Girls had always fallen hard for me after getting a taste of the cock. She would be no different and I would probably fuck her until I got tired of her shit or someone else caught my eye.
"I know but it would be kind of nice to see some flesh don't you think?" She suddenly seized up around me and began trembling and breathing very hard as she experienced an orgasm. I noticed that she was mauling one of her boobs as she came hard on my dick.
"FFFFF-FUCK I, AAAAWWWW Shit!!" Malaya shuddered and jerked around on top of me for a few moments until she regained her composure. She quickly stood and started pulling her panties up her thighs under her skirt and readjusting her clothing.
I still hadn't cum yet.
"Hey, what's going on Malaya?" She shushed me with a single finger to her juicy lips as she picked up her backpack. I watched her take a few steps backward with her finger still on her lips.
"I heard something; I'm gonna go check it out monkey boy. You-STAY H-E-R-E understand? STAY!!" She was gone in an instant and like some doofus, I lay there bare assed on the carpet with my junk out until I realized she'd ditched me.
"Fucking bitch." I face palmed and fell backward cursing this nerdy girl who'd just got away with using me like a sex toy. Not wanting to be left out completely in the cold, I began stroking my cock. I'll be damned if I wasn't going to cum today. My self-manipulation didn't last long as I was interrupted by a screaming female student.
I ended up in the principal's office until my coach came to pick me up and paddled my ass raw in front of my other teammates for in his words "Not being a team player."
"Malaya Padilla is a got-damn bitch." Ran through my mind the whole time I was being paddled and I knew it wasn't over because I'll be damned, but I was gonna fuck the hell out of that self-absorbed, arrogant nerdy cunt.
...to be continued.
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Surprisingly she was in her usual spot the next day studying profusely without a care in the world, eating her pre-made lunch of what appeared to be a cucumber sandwich and some kind of soup in a small plastic container. Malaya Padilla always seemed to be wearing some sort of prep school uniform and I chalked it up to lack of style and personal preference.
"Hey that was some fucked up shit you did Malaya?" I didn't even feel like playing any games with her after she'd caused me to be branded as a pervert and got me paddled by my coach. She didn't respond and never shifted her gaze from her book. It was like she couldn't hear me and I was fast getting pissed at her attitude.
"Yeah, that's real cute; so you're just going to ignore me and hope I go away?" She put her book down and turned her gaze towards me while pushing her glasses up on her cute button nose. She seemed to be looking me up and down finally removing her thick glasses and asking "So, where exactly do I know you from?" I chuckled face palming myself and put my hands on my hips staring her down.
"Really; you gonna pull that shit with me?"
"You say that like it's supposed to mean something to me. I simply asked where I know you from after you've had the audacity to interrupt my studies." Her tone was even and measured making me even angrier.
"The library where you left me high and dry with my cock out Malaya." I saw the beginning of what was becoming her trademark smirk. For some reason my manhood twitched in my jeans becoming aroused by the monotone sound of her voice.
"Really? That does sound quite humiliating but I do keep quite a busy schedule and I'm preparing for an academic triathlon uh, sir. Please take your unchecked emotion to some other young impressionable girl elsewhere." She had pushed her glasses up on her nose and was packing up.
"Are you really gonna pull that shit with me?!!" I was livid as she stood up and began to walk out. I noticed her smirking as she fished around in bag finally pulling a small thin periodical from its confines.
"What then have I done What, except yield to a natural feeling, inspired by beauty, sanctioned by virtue and kept at all times within the bounds of respect. It's innocent expression prompted not by hope but by trust." She tossed me a book as she made her exit with no further regards to me whatsoever. I looked at the book -its title was "Valmont". I chuckled angrily knowing full well what she meant by giving me the book.
Later in the day I was hanging out in the gym with my good friend John and of course I knew it would be wise not to mention my episode with Malaya. I didn't want to give him the wrong idea, more importantly I didn't want to hurt him. He seemed to think that he had some sort of chance with her due to her status as a uber' nerd.
"What are we doing here man; I thought we were gaming today." John had the new Madden and I really wanted to play because my parents frowned on video games not allowing me to own a console.
"I'm just checking something out man; chill for a minute." His gaze was glued to the gym floor and I followed it to the girl's class filing out of the locker room. In moments true to form, Malaya emerged in a gym uniform that fit snuggly around her surprisingly curvy body. To be more accurate, I'd describe her figure as having similarities to that of a swimmer. Her torso looked a little stunted but she made up for that with very prominent hips and powerful looking legs. The gymnasium had numbers on the floor that students were supposed to stand on in order to be counted present. Malaya ended up standing at the far end of the gym behind two rows of students.
"Aw fuck; screwed again." John looked disappointed and I was even more curious.
"What?"
"I was trying to get a good look at that ass." He explained that Malaya was known to hate her butt and went to great lengths to hide it. I looked over as the girl's class ran out on to the gym floor for volleyball and noticed Malaya immediately sit down on the bottom bleacher. One of the female gym teachers approached her and it appeared they were having words when Malaya produced what appeared to be a note and handed it to the gym teacher. The teacher read the note and waved her off looking irritated at her student. I watched Malaya meekly bow her head and stalk off back towards the girl's locker room. True to John's words she strategically had her trusty backpack placed in front of her butt obscuring it from view of anyone who would even care to stare.
"Fuck I missed it again; we should have been sitting on the other side but we got here too late." I felt a tiny sliver of guilt knowing what had occurred twenty four hours earlier I'd seen that ass that he desired so much. I'd seen Malaya's oval shaped bubble butt and been with her if only for a little while; but I still yearned to finish what we'd started in the library twenty four hours prior. Before I could reminisce further John was called out by one of the gym teachers for cutting class and taken to the office. Watching the teacher drag him off to a chorus of student laughter freed me up and I hopped down the bleachers making sure no one was paying attention as I cautiously moved towards the girl's locker room.
I found Malaya standing just outside of the girl's locker room conversing with some fat girl and seemingly giving her some advice. She still had her butt covered up with only the backs of her muscular thighs exposed. The sight had my cock stirring in my jeans and I was feeling a little more excited than usual. After about five minutes of incomprehensive chatter, the fat chick left and I watched Malaya slip into the girl's locker room. I really can't explain the charge I got from slipping into the girl's locker room after checking that the coast was clear.
"Are you serious?" She didn't even seem surprised to see me as she dug around in her bag and produced an air horn?!!
"Do you know what I'm holding in my hand?" She held the medium sized horn in her hand pointing it at me like a weapon.
"Yeah, look I know how this looks but I really just wanted to talk about what happened yesterday." I tried to appear non-threatening but I knew that I'd fucked up the minute I followed her into the girl's restroom.
"SHUT UP; you KNOW what it is I'm holding in my hand right?!!" She questioned me again and I simply nodded like the idiot I was.
"Good you're slightly smarter than I thought you were and you know that if I push the button on this air horn, everybody's gonna run into this locker room. You don't want that do you monkey boy?" Malaya seemed to relax slightly when I nodded my head in agreement.
"Take your pants off." She suddenly ordered shocking me with her aggressive demeanor.
"WHAT?!"
"You heard me asshole; lose the pants and your fucking underwear. You did all this shit because you wanted some pussy and now you're gonna get it. HURRY UP!!" Her aggression was turning me on for some reason and I quickly got out of my pants and boxers becoming nude from the waist down. My cock stood out in front of me like a flag pole.
"Toss everything on the floor over here monkey boy." I complied tossing her my clothes and she kicked them five feet across the floor behind her before straddling on of the locker room benches facing me. She had an evil sneer on her face that gave me pause. Malaya slowly squatted down on the bench leaning back as she opened her legs.
"Get on your hands and knees and crawl over here to me." Her voice went all husky as I knelt and crawled across the cold concrete floor until I was eye level with the bench she was sitting on. I could look directly at the crotch of her gym shorts and they appeared to be damp. I considered making a play for the horn but was more intrigued by what she had in mind.
"Lick my pussy." She reached down and hooked her fingers into the damp cotton of her shorts drawing them to one side and exposing her slit to me. Malaya had a pronounced camel toe and barely any hair on her sex. She was visibly wet and her pungent smell assailed my nostrils. Things were getting kind of heady and I couldn't believe that I was in this situation and decided to make the best of it and give the lady what she wanted. I ran the flat side of my tongue over her puffy lips and she instantly shuddered. I could see the slight tremor run through her body and an audible gasp escaped her juicy lips. I lapped at her entrance for a few minutes before she let out an exasperated sigh of frustration and thumped my temple with her pointer finger.
"Wow, you are so incredibly inept at pleasuring a woman and I must say that this is rather disappointing to say the very least. Must I teach you everything monkey boy?" Malaya spread her virtue open with her fingers giving me a really good view of her womanhood. I stared at the visibly moist confines of her sex and looked up at her exotic nerdy face finding her brow furrowed in anger.
"Okay listen to me very carefully, I'm going to talk you through this so that I can get off. Pay attention goon and follow my directions explicitly. You see the nub at the top of my cunt? [I nodded with my tongue at the bottom of her slit.] That's called a clitoris; now don't try to think too hard. Idiot like you might go into a fucking coma from the exertion. Now I want you to softly put your tongue on it okay?" I touched her clit as lightly so I could elicit another moan from her. I can't explain it, I couldn't tell you why but I wanted her approval for some unknown reason. The way she talked to me was so fucking monotone and demeaning.
"Use that tongue to right the letters of the alphabet on my clit." I deftly began inscribing the twenty six letters on the surface of her button causing her to respond cupping the back of my head lovingly. Her almond shaped eyes were shut tightly and she was biting her lower lips as I worked on her sex like a madman. I alternated my efforts by dipping my tongue into her vagina and licking her inner walls. I could have sworn that I heard a slight chuckle as she scooted forward a bit driving my head further into her crotch.
"OOOH YEAH; you're such a fast fuckin learner asshole. Snack on that pussy boy; get me off loser." She had mashed my face into her sex and I could barely breathe at this point knowing that she was close to climax. Malaya's eyes were still closed and she was licking her lips making them glisten and shine. I had visions dancing in my mind of going balls deep in this haughty Asian bitch. Visions of railing the snot out of her small cunt until she was begging me to stop fueled my actions. I tried to lightly take the air horn from her.
"WATCH IT ASSHOLE!!" She quickly held it out of my reach brandishing it in a threatening manner and tightening her grip painfully on my hair. I dove back into her crotch licking and slurping on her outer lips. I made sweet love to her pussy while my unattended cock leaked copious amounts of precum on the locker room floor. Malaya began humping her muff against my mouth actually face fucking me as she tightened her grip on my scalp. I could feel the tremors starting up again signaling an impending orgasm and redoubled my efforts to get her off.
"Uh-oh YEAH SUCK THAT CUNT MONKEY BOY!!" She started gasping and seemed on the verge of screaming as I pulled on her outer lips and nibbled at her clit working hard to get her over the apex of her oncoming climax. Hey thick hips were pumping hard on my lips while I tongue fucked her and her gym shorts were completely drenched.
"C-CU-CUUMMING; AAAAWWWW SHIT!!" I suddenly found myself with a mouth full of her cum as she squirted a thick jet of her liquid lust into the back of my throat. She brought her muscular calves up around my face locking my head into place and I had no choice but to ride it out and hope for the best.
"Oh yeah, that was-uh, rather adequate." She was lying on her back staring up at the ceiling while I knelt beside the bench looking at her flushed face. She was nearly beet red in complexion as she wiped the sweat from her brow.
"Malaya?" I was going to ask her if "IT" was good for her but she bolted up into a sitting position straddling the bench and pointed the air horn inches away from my face pressing the button and the resounding blare from the small horn could be heard for miles.
I was shocked as she jumped up snatching my pants and underwear with a wide grin on her face. I was confused and started yelling "WHY?!!" as Malaya backed away blowing the air horn a number of times. I barely had time to scramble into a janitor's closet before the locker room was filled with students, teachers and our resident security guard, this big ass black guy known as Stone. My naked ass was wedged into the small cubby hole and I watched as Malaya explained how she had "accidentally" blown the horn. The girls remained behind dressing and cementing my predicament. Malaya went into one of the stalls and emerged a short time later fully dressed. I noticed my pants folded neatly under her arm as she winked at me through the grate and slung her backpack over her shoulder leaving the locker room.
A large sink cut into my butt and my still erect cock poked against the metal door knob. I was fucking stuck for the time being and had no way of getting out without my pants.
She'd done it again; Malaya had played me for a fool.
...to be continued.
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The ice cold lip of the industrial sized sink was cutting into my naked ass just as the tip of my cock was stuck to the door knob due to copious amounts of precum. Malaya Padilla had struck again and it was all my own fault. I felt like a complete asshole and things weren't getting any better as I found myself stuck in a janitor's closet in the girl's locker room nude from the waist down. There was grating in the door that allowed me somewhat of a view from my wedged in position. Luckily, I'd managed to keep my shoes and socks intact as I looked down at the numerous bottles of cleaners and other chemicals. An industrial mop bucket situated under the sink was chaffing my calves. The really sad thing about my situation was that I could barely see any of the other girls currently dressing in the locker room and was afforded the antagonizing audio of near constant girl chatter and the occasional glimpse of a boob.
I was pissed that Malaya had made me look utterly stupid tricking me into giving up my pants and forcing me to fellate her wile my own desperate needs went unattended. I remembered the short time I'd actually been inside her in the library and just how tight her steamy, moist cunt was. I could feel every groove inside her as she roughly raked her love box back and forth along my cock with little regard for my pleasure using me as a sex toy and nothing more. She'd walked out of the library leaving me high and dry and had the nerve to pretend like she didn't even know me afterwards. I found myself trying to win her over and failing miserably as I was driven to try and talk to her. Well thanks to a stupid ass air horn; I was now stuck in this fucking janitor's closet.
I was jolted from my recollection of the humiliating facts of my predicament by the flushing of a toilet and peered through the grate to find Angela exiting a stall pulling her gym shorts up with one hand while texting with the other. The rail thin blonde had never hid her crush on me always making innuendos about various sexual acts she would perform if I did take her up on her offer. I loathed her desperation but right now fate had thrown me a bone and I knew better than to look a gift horse in the mouth especially this one who was possessed of a toothy grin that gave her skeletal features a slightly ghoulish appearance. I softly whistled to Angela barely catching her attention.
"W-Who's there?" She retreated a few steps towards the exit afraid and uncertain of the boy's voice calling out to her yet perhaps recognizing something familiar.
"It's me Darren; come on I need your help Angela."
"What the fuck are you doing in there Darren; what the fuck are you doing in the girl's locker room?!!
"Some of the guys are screwing around and, COME ON ANGELA its A LONG FUCKING STORY!!" I was losing my cool being stuck in the closet and didn't feel like making up an elaborate lie to explain my presence. I don't think Angela would have appreciated finding out about Malaya.
"Well, what do you want me to do?"
"Well you've got your regular clothes in a locker in here right?"
"Yeah?"
"Let me BORROW your gym shorts okay?" Angela did a double-take at my request. She made a point of telling me that I owed her a date as she revealed that she went commando and was possessed of a disturbing amount of pubic hair on her unshaven crotch.
Turns out my public humiliation wasn't over as I force marched through the school to my locker to get my sweats; Angela's gym bottoms unfortunately fit me like a pair of booty shorts and I had to endure the uncontrolled revelry and laughter of half the student body on my way to my locker. A couple of cheerleaders actually pinched and slapped my exposed ass cheeks as I passed through a group of them on my way to the locker. Coach was waiting for me by my locker with his trusty paddle.
"WHAT HAS GOTTEN INTO YOU BOY?!!" He snatched the workout pants and marched me back to the gym. He followed this up by making me run fifty laps around the filled gym with his paddle waiting at the finish line. Oh yeah, on my way back to the gym, I discovered what had happened to my pants.
Malaya Padilla had run them up the flag pole and they were quite visible from every window in the school.
"Bitch must pay." Played in a loop in my minds while my sadomasochistic baseball coach went to town on my poor abused ass. I was given a "Shape up or ship out" style speech and told that he didn't have room for clowns on his team. I just kept seeing that Filipina witch in my mind and getting angrier and angrier.
I don't recall seeing anything but red as I stormed through the school on a mission. No one seemed to know that Malaya culprit and I aimed to keep it that way. I was so pissed I was nearly trembling with pent up rage finding the library even more quickly than my mind would register. It was late in the day and not many students remained. The visual of my pants flapping in the wind on that flag pole had my heart racing as I power walked up and down all of the aisles in the stacks looking for Malaya and not finding her. Strangely enough my search ended at the aisle with the frosted out window where my first humiliation had occurred. I knocked a few books off of the shelves in frustration and generally didn't know what to do with myself. I felt charged up and I wanted to punch something or someone!! This had to be the worst day of my life and it was all because of...John?!! Yeah, if he hadn't opened my fucking nose to Malaya none of this would've happened. I would've never given that snooty, egghead cunt the time of day.
Completely frustrated I'd begun to head out of the library when I noticed a light coming from the very end of the stacks at the end of the second floor corridor. I'd figured they were storage rooms. There was a light emanating from the window in one of three doors in the darkened area. The doors were large and super thick with a small square window at the top of the door high enough for someone to peer in and observe what was going on inside. There were signs etched on the doors that read "Private Study". I peered inside finding the contents of the room to consist of a few extra shelves containing more library books a rudimentary wooden table and chair ...and Malaya Padilla!!
There she was just sitting there listening to an I-pod and typing away on her notebook. There were an inordinate amount of text books on the table along with her trusty back pack. I can't describe the emotion that welled up inside me as I watched her going about her day business as usual without a care in the world. She'd humiliated me twice and tricked into gratifying her needs without reciprocation and here she was simply studying like I meant little more to her than the passing breeze. It was almost like I was having an out of body experience as I watched my hand turn the door knob.
I burst into the room and grabbed the nearest stack of books flinging them at the wall. I swiped the second pile off of the wooden table and followed this up by kicking and stomping the shit out of the books on the floor before turning my attention back to Malaya.
"Are you finished acting out?" I realized she had never stopped typing on her tablet during my outburst. I was breathing heavily and she wasn't even looking up at me. My chest was ragged, I was breathing hard and she hadn't even batted an eye.
"YOU-ARE-A-MAJOR LEAUGE CUNT!!" I grabbed the top of her tablet and she immediately stood up and delivered a vicious slap to face that was so hard it rocked my head to one side. Before I could even react her fist collided with my nose smashing it flat against my face. I responded by hocking a glob of spittle right on her cheek and she appeared shocked while I took the opportunity to shove her tablet onto the floor. I wanted to make her pay attention to me; Malaya froze for a second staring at her computer on the dull grey carpet.
"You gonna cry?" I taunted as best I could while blood ran from both nostrils. She ignored me stooping over to pick up her tablet and I reached down grabbing the back of her skirt and hearing some of the fabric tear as she bent forward. The waist band was torn and I glimpsed the top of her panties. Malaya tried to throw an elbow at me as she retrieved her computer and my free arm went around her chest pulling her back to me while I quickly snatched the tablet and spiked it on the carpet breaking it in two. I screamed as she hit me in the balls with her fist in a downward clubbing motion and staggered into the wall nearly knocking myself unconscious.
"You gonna cry?" She taunted back in an annoying imitation of my voice before launching a kick at my chin and partially connecting while I put my arm up to stop her from getting a clean strike and probably knocking me clean out. I got lucky snagging her foot as she attempted to yank her leg back causing the bitch to topple over on her side facing away from me. She kicked back hitting my hands and thigh as she attempted to scurry forward. I don't know what got into us as an animal-like frenzy engulfed the room. I grabbed the backs of her knees trying to pull her across the carpet as she shrieked continuing to kick back at me and somehow came away with her shredded panties in my hands. I caught a glimpse of her juicy looking butt tan lines and all as she got on her haunches attempting to reach the door. Malaya Padilla.
Malaya barely got her fingers on the doorknob when I yanked her back with all my might accidentally sprawling her out on top of the table. We ended up struggling as she dug her nails into my forearms and my fingers found their way around her throat. At some level I realized what I was doing and my hands slid from her neck down her chest to her breasts fondling them. They were just a little more than a handful and I began kneading them while she pounded on my arms until my fingers closed on her nipples. I detected two hard objects capping the top of her breasts and ripped her shirt open exposing a sheer nylon bra and two piercings were plainly visible. Two minute spheres could be seen on either side of her rather prominent nipples.
"You are a fucking witless, pathetic piece of shit monkey boy! How dare you have the audacity to even touch me loser jock!!"This was the, most emotion I'd seen from her since I had the misfortune of meeting this cunt.
"YOU RAN MY FUCKING PANTS UP THE FLAG POLE-UMMMPPHHH!!" She'd thrust both of her feet into my abdomen knocking me back against the wall and I found myself holding her glasses. She bolted up into a sitting position squinting her eyes and looking in my direction. I flung her glasses to the back of one of the short aisles and she flipped me off and got off the table going robotically to the aisle to retrieve her glasses. I was on her in a minute overcome with emotion snagging one of her ponytails and yanking her head back. She went for my crotch again with a closed fist.
"OOOOOWWW; IS THAT ALL YOU KNOW HOW TO DO BITCH?!!" I held fast to her ponytails as she pounded my thighs nearly making my legs go numb.
"Wouldn't you like to know asshole?!!"
"FUCK YOU MALAYA!!"
"You wish you could FUCK ME; but you're NOT MAN ENOUGH!!"
"OH YEEEEAH?!!" I closed my finger around her ears and humped her face against my crotch relatedly as roughly as I could. Her angry cries were muffled as her face slammed into my crotch and erect cock. Yeah, I was as hard as diamond and my cock was straining against my pants. She looked up at me sneering and started laughing in a maniacal manner. I slammed her face in a blind rage against my cock again several more times and she just kept laughing like it was nothing.
"OKAY BITCH; I'LL GIVE YOU SOMETHING BETTER TO DO WITH YOUR SHITTY MOUTH!!" I got my hard cock out and tried to shove it into her mouth but she closed her plump lips tight and wouldn't let me enter so I rubbed my cock all over her face making her squirm and fight even more against me.
"TAKE MY COCK IN YOUR DORKY MOUTH SLUT!!" I was half trembling in rage and pinched her nose forcing her to open her mouth to breathe. She gagged on my cock for half a second before adjusting faster than I would have thought as I roughly fucked her mouth. I giggled crazily as my engorged member slammed into the back of her throat repeatedly and copious amounts of saliva drooled from her lips. It took me a few moments to realize that she was throating me of her own accord.
"U-Uh F-FUUUUCK YEAH; you l-like that cocks don't you Malaya? You like my big cock in your slutty mouth don't you bitch?!!" She couldn't answer shaking her head from side to side denying my accusation. I humped her mouth like a madman caring little about her welfare until her nails dug into my balls making me cry out in pain. She started laughing again and I just lost it and paint brushed her with a hard slap to the cheek. She suddenly tried to run into me attempting to spear me to the floor but I was too powerful and thumped her back on the carpet.
"YOU WANNA PLAY; I'LL SHOW YOU HOW TO PLAY CUNT!!" Malaya's bare pussy was exposed and I pounced on top of her shoving my entire length into her in one fell swoop impaling her to the carpet hitting her cervix. I suddenly paused for a minute on top of her looking into her eyes which had momentarily gone as wide as saucers. I could feel her tensing up around me squeezing my shaft with her inner walls. We were both breathing heavily and panting loudly. She had drawn her knees up and her feet were planted flat on the floor. Malaya was sopping wet and I could feel her natural lubrication running freely from her cunt.
"I can't even feel it." She suddenly said in the monotone cadence I was used to in the short time I'd come to know of her.
"W-Whut?"
"I can't FEEL IT baby dick." That was total bullshit and I knew it. She was so full of shit lying about my cock and I got more pissed when she started snickering. I grabbed her legs and put them on my shoulders pushing even further until I knew I was at the end of her tunnel and Malaya just started laughing even more.
"I HATE YOU MALAYA!!" A wad of spit hit me dead in the face and I started ramming her as hard as I could. Every rough pump hit the back of her small tight pussy and she didn't make a sound other that slight grunts. The room was filled with the wet, sloppy sound of my pelvis slapping up against her crotch and she never made a sound. I wanted her to cry out or do something but she just smiled like some sort of deranged cupie doll. My hands cupped her tits which looked to be a small C-cup and rolled her pierced nipples. Malaya rolled her eyes and yawned.
"Are you done yet because I'm tired of looking at your stupid face." She casually asked sighing loudly to signal her boredom.
"Well bitch; as a matter of fact I'm not." I shoved her legs away from me nearly causing her to do an impromptu tumble and grabbed her narrow waist. I yanked her across the carpet until my cock impaled her from behind. Her thick ass cheeks bounced against my pelvis in an obscene display. I slowly withdrew my cock from her steaming sex and pressed it against her brown-eye. Malaya immediately tried to scurry away but I grabbed the nape of her neck and rammed myself home deep in her ass fucking away like a maniac.
"Bet you can feel it now BITCH!!" I whispered in her ear running my tongue across her cheek and causing her to turn her head the other way towards the bottom of the book shelf.
"What's your name again?" She responded casually...robotically. I draped my body over hers and ground my cock into her in deep circular motions trying to give her a gaped asshole.
"You're like a little boy; I can barely feel anything at all. Is that your finger in my ass?" She punctuated this by laughing loudly and I snapped striking her in the back of the head with a donkey punch just as I blew a monumental load of cum deep into her stretched out asshole. The warm glow of my orgasm soon subsided as I came to my senses.
"Malaya?" She didn't answer. She was lying very still on the stained carpet.
"Malaya; come on girl you gotta answer me." She didn't look well as I stood up pulling my pants up. I nudged her with my foot turning her over and finding her unconscious. Her chest was moving ever so slightly and her button nose was bloodied.
"Oh shit." I looked around at the mess I made of the study room and panicked. I switched off the lights and quietly left the room. Malaya looked like a discarded rag doll lying on the floor.
I was fucked.
...to be continued.
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The water battered her curvy body mercilessly and assaulted her beautiful features in scalding hot torrents as she remained under the shower with her thin hands gripping the shower nozzle. She was weak and her body was wracked with pain. She had been crying for what seemed like hours until the tears wouldn't flow anymore and her mouth hung open of its own accord.
Leslie's big expressive hazel eyes had gone dead.
The water began to run ice cold and the beauty remained under the spray for another thirty minutes before reluctantly turning the blocky knobs of her shower.
The bottom of her shower was still slightly tinted with her blood as she stepped out onto the plush Hello Kitty matt at her feet. She looked at her reflection in the mirror noticing the markings on her torso. She slowly grabbed a towel and dried her still flawless figure.
She wasn't special anymore; the buxom beauty was a slut.
*************
April could hardly contain herself as she watched the buxom brunette strip off her form fitting t-shirt to reveal her huge tanned breasts. Leslie had dispensed with wearing a brassiere and she silently unsnapped the clasp on her form fitting jeans sliding them down her shapely thighs and calves to reveal that she had also decided not to wear any panties. Her muff was clean shaven exposing the puffy lips of her sex.
"Damn, you look good enough to eat myself biatch." April was nearly watering at the mouth at the sight of the statuesque teen. She tried on many occasions to get Red to talk her friend into a lesbian threesome only to get rebuffed repeatedly with an open handed slap to the mouth. Now the chubby blonde was beside herself as she got her first complete look at uber' frigid Leslie Antoinette Kennedy in the buff. April didn't notice the nearly blank stare on the beauty's face as she removed her open toe sandals tossing them into the corner of the locker room's tiled floor.
"Where is it fat ass?" Leslie's monotone question did not go unnoticed by her former best friend Red who at the moment had been nonchalantly occupying her time with a game of Candy Crush on her I-phone. She glanced in the direction of the two females and tossed a paper grocery bag in the direction of her chubby lover.
"Hey; I spent a lot of time on this dress Melissa!!" She was irritated that the light sheer garment had been so carelessly stored and at her lover's apparent disdain for the proceedings.
"You're finally getting what you want so shut the fuck up." The coldness in the redhead's voice struck a chord with April who immediately went silent.
Leslie slipped the sheer form fitting garment over her brown hair and slid along the sharp curves of her body until it reached the bottom of her calves. She stood quiet as well looking at both of her antagonists, one former BFF and one former victim who had found a way out of her troubles by burying her face in her bully's snatch.
Leslie's disdain for the creature that was April was as palpable as the damp humidity of the locker room.
She was led through a maintenance door and adjacent corridor that few knew connected the boys and girls locker rooms. Leslie followed her chubby would be captor through the narrow walkway followed by Red who had her face buried inside her phone screen preoccupied with her game.
Leslie found herself in a very familiar place looking on at a sight that should have made her run screaming from the room.
The Boys Shower...
Filled with a veritable crowd of teens in various states of undress, some of the boys were wearing cheap disguises like store brought Halloween masks and one apparently middle aged hopeful was wearing a crumpled, greasy bag over his head. The humidity and horny musk of the men was stifling hitting the stacked brunette's nostrils like a whiff of ammonia.
"Oh fuck yeah Leslie; you're about to be cracked open bitch." April whispered in her ear hoping to rattle her nemesis. Instead, Leslie turned her attention to Red who continued to play games on her phone.
"Happy now that you're about to get what you've wanted for so long Melissa? I'm going to become a bigger slut than you ever were you redheaded cunt." Red looked up from the small screen of her phone apparently shocked at the venom that her former BFF just spit at her.
Red suddenly slapped Leslie across the face with a vicious slap that resounded across the locker room in a faint echo.
Leslie didn't react, didn't flinch as she continued staring Red deep in the eyes. For an instant it seemed as if the two teens would come to blows and April didn't know what to make of the whole scene. Leslie started taking some tentative steps backward until she was surrounded by some of the men in the shower. She found herself looking around at the heavy breathing nude men staring at her partially shrouded body before her hazel eyes came to rest on a particularly short pimply nerd standing directly in front of her. His eyes were locked on her heaving bosom.
She recognized this imp of a teen as the guy she had hit in the groin with an English lit book days earlier. He'd been shamelessly masturbating under his jacket while perving on her and she'd made him pay by spiking the heavy book into his crotch and causing him to piss himself. For his part, the geek couldn't believe his luck after hearing the rumors that Maplewood High's most unobtainable girl was going to be involved in a gangbang. Hours before, he'd been wrangled by Red herself and personally invited to fuck Leslie along with a few of his friends. He didn't believe her but curiosity had gotten the better of him.
He waited patiently for school to let out and quietly walked over to the gymnasium noticing a few others quickly trotting over there as well. He was finally going to use a condom a drunken uncle had given him at a cousin's bar mitzvah. He couldn't believe what was going on as he watched guys from all walks of life stripping down around him.
It was true ...Leslie Kennedy was REALLY doing a GANGBANG!!
"FUCK'S GOING ON HERE; DO I GOTTA SHOOT A GUN OFF OR SOMETHING?!!"April was standing on one of the benches near the shower entrance looking over the heads of the guys and she didn't like what she was seeing.
"Are you sure this shit is cool; I mean I don't want to go to jail for fucking this cold bitch." One jock admitted nervously as he looked at the stacked beauty. Some of the other guys grumbled their agreement as April face palmed and looked over at Red. Before she could answer the short, slightly chubby geek ripped the plunging neckline of Leslie's sheer garment down the front in a trembling fit slightly bruising her skin and leaving fingernail marks on the tops of her breasts. The tattered garment hung just below her flat stomach.
"FUCKER!!" Leslie pie faced the geek with the palm of her hand bloodying his nose and quickly snatched his ear roughly in her fingers drawing his head forward into her bosom. She began rubbing one of her large breasts against his lip until he realized what she was doing and took the large tit into his hungry mouth. The pimply face teen nursed on the olive colored flesh rolling the nipple with his tongue and teeth looking up to find her staring daggers at him.
Another tall, thin awkward looking fellow reached over cupping her free breasts pinching her nipple and drawing her attention.
"What are you doing baby balls; I'm fucking clean doofus!" Her words were particularly brutal to the teen's ego and he looked around nervously before locking lips onto the large free tit sucking for all he was worth. She felt a group of hands groping and pinching her wide bubble butt as others crowded in on her breathing heavier.
"FUCK IT; I'VE WANTED SOME OF THIS PUSSY SINCE I WAS A FUCKING FRESHIE!!" A morbidly obese blonde jock she recognized from the wrestling team had grabbed her head like it was a Christmas ham and shoved his tongue into her mouth nearly causing her to retch. She tried to bite down on his tongue but he was too quick for her sinking to his knees and digging his nails into her womanly thighs. She gasped as the portly jock known affectionately as "Belly" ripped the sheer garment apart exposing her clean shaven sex. The jock was known for his slightly abnormal strength having won most of his matches by overwhelming his opponents and this situation was no different as he cupped the undersides of the beauty's thighs taking her shakily off her feet and spreading her legs. Leslie gasped loudly and half screamed as she felt his tongue probing around inside her until he found her clit. Belly began writing the letters of the alphabet on the small button sending shivers up her spine and making her involuntarily twitch and convulse. His prominent tongue deeply probed her insides functioning as a surrogate penis.
"OOOOOOOHHH FUUUCK!!" Her sex attempted to tighten around the invading unit with no success as she squirted against her will crying out.
"YEAH THAT'S RIGHT BITCH; CUM ON THE FAT FUCK'S UGLY FACE YOU CUNT!!" April yelled and cat-called barely able to contain her glee at watching her rival humiliated as tears ran down her cheek mixed with mascara.
"FUCK YOU APRIL; YOU WANNA BE ME BUT YOU'LL NEVER BE ANY THING MORE THAN A SEAT CUSHION FOR RED'S FLABBY ASS!!" Leslie screamed back fighting the effects of the orgasm as Belly's talented mouth discovered her puckered and damaged rose bud between her juicy butt cheeks. Some of the guys laughed and commented on the interplay between the two girls while Red looked on impassively. More hands began to roughly grab and tear at the remains on Leslie's sheer garment leaving her completely nude as fingers invaded her cunt painfully. The guys were starting to get rough as numerous hands pulled at her limbs and fondled body parts most of them had only dreamed of touching for the longest time. She began screaming loudly and doing her best to flail about and quickly found herself dropped to the tiled floor of the shower. She collected herself looking around at some of the men present who seemed to be reticent to continue. Red had a smirk on her face that spread into a wide smile as April continued taunting the beauty. Their eyes met with Leslie's hazel gems burning into Red's own nearly lumiscent jewels as the redhead smirked at her former partner-in-crime finally showing a glimmer of emotion towards her embittered friend.
"I've never seen so many limp dick faggots in my life!!" Leslie yelled at some of the guys standing around hesitating to do anything with her after her outburst. She rose on her knees and buried her face on the nearest cock she could get her hands on sucking as hard as she could. Her mouth was instantly filled with cum as the teen immediately exploded nearly a liter down her throat. She gagged coughing up a small puddle of semen as one of the boys grabbed a handful of her brown mane and rubbed his large cock against her cheek.
She shrieked as this teen also came immediately arching his spunk across her pretty face and her hair. Another smelly uncircumcised cock found its way into her mouth as she coughed and Leslie continued sucking bringing a hand up around the hair covered base squeezing this guy's package. A curtain of men surrounded her and someone guided her hand to their cock covering it with their own and forcing her to jerk them off. Leslie angrily tightened her grip on the offending unit working in quick short bursts making the average looking teen blow his load prematurely.
"YOU FUCKING BITCH!!" The kid screamed robbed of his moment before he was shoved away by a larger teen. At this point Leslie's face and mouth were obscured by the number of cocks touching her and working her jaw sore. Watching was nearly becoming too much for April and the chunky teen was visibly rubbing her cunt on the bench. She had gone commando and didn't care if anyone watched while she worked up a quick orgasm.
"Hey look, that fat chick wants some cock too!!" Another guy yelled drawing some of the attention to April who was laying on her back with her pink t-shirt half up exposing her huge monster tits.
"Touch her and you're fucking out of here pussy!!" Red threatened pushing her finger into the scrawny kid's bird chest. Some of the other teens booed Red while Leslie received two more blasts of cum to her face and tits. The guys were rudely shoved out of the way by one of the football players wearing his gear from the waist up. He pushed Leslie back up against the wall shoving his cock down her throat and forcing her to pound at his naked thighs as he rough fucked her throat. She raked her nails on the underside of his balls making the disguised player cry out in a shrill falsetto sounding scream of pain. The angered jock quickly grabbed the top of her head ignoring the protests of the other teens and spun her around facing the wall. She tried to throw some elbows but it was like an infant fighting an adult as she was raised by her full hips as she tried to get her bearings.
"AAAAAAAAAWWWWWGGHH!!" Leslie was shocked back to the reality of the situation as a huge member rammed into her only stopping when it penetrated her cervix. The disguised player began fucking into her tight cunt for all he was worth making her ass cheeks bounced off of his six pack abs. Leslie was making a grunting and crying noise as he snatched up a fist full of her hair and yanked it into a ponytail. He was so powerful that it almost felt like he could rip the hair from her scalp. She felt some hands at her back and a few sneaking underneath her body cupping her tits. Some managed to get their medium sized cock near enough to her face for her to suck it.
"Oh yeah Leslie, you got some really GOOD FUCKING PUSSY!!" She tried to recognize the voice but it was hard keeping her concentration as spasms of pain danced about her body. She'd had a game plan as she walked into the locker room figuring that if she was aggressive enough, she could control the situation. Whoever this asshole was; he'd shown her the error of her thoughts as he rammed into her with beast-like abandon.
"I've been watching you for a long time slut. Watching you walk around this school like your shit don't stink, watching this sweet ass of yours drive the boys wild bitch!! You act like you're fucking royalty cunt, but you're just another little girl playing fucking princess. YOU HEAR ME LESLIE?!!" His words were stinging and she fought hard to keep her tears at bay.
"I wanna hear you confess bitch! I want you to tell all of us here what a frigid little uptight, over-privileged cunt you are Leslie!!" It felt like he was getting a charge out of telling the buxom brunette what he truly thought of her even more than fucking her senseless. The thrusts behind his massive member seemed designed to cause her as much pain as him pleasure. She'd begun to rest her head on the tiled floor of the shower while someone had grabbed her left hand and wrapped it around his cock.
"When I get through with this pussy you ain't gonna walk right for a FUCKING YEAR LESLIE!!" She didn't think it was possible but whoever this guy was pounded her even harder finally making her sob loudly. She could hear her nemesis April chiding her and laughing loudly at her predicament.
"HAHAHAHAHA; CRACK THAT BIATCH OPEN!! YEEEAHHH FUCK THAT DUMB WHORE UNTIL SHE VOMITS UP ALL THE CUM SHE SWALLOWED TODAY!!" The chubby blonde had removed her shirt and was sitting on the bench topless laughing uncontrollably. Leslie's chest was on fire as she was yanked back into a sitting position still impaled on the massive member of her unknown assailant. She figured she could get him to relent by screaming but another teen quickly jumped in front of her spraying his load on her face and chest as she sputtered trying to yell.
"RIDE THAT FUCKING COCK BIATCH!!" April laughed while she struggled on top of what felt like the girth of a baton as it rammed up into her body. She tried to work her hips back and forth but it caused too much pain and another teen pushed into her mouth. She was trying to regain her composure knowing that Red was watching and enjoying her degradation. She slumped forward weakly as the small cock fucked her mouth like a surrogate vagina. She coughed and hacked as a slight squirt of semen shot partially into her mouth and across her cheek.
"Sir, could you please turn her around?" One of the gawky kids asked peering directly over Leslie's shoulder at the guy that was railing the snot out of her battered cunt.
"CAN'T YOU SEE I'M BUSY OVER HERE KID?!!" He had his mitt like hands clasped tightly around her narrow waist.
"PLEEEAAASE SIR!!" The gawky kid begged as other shoved the nude teen around trying to get him to move out of the way. A slight shove fest erupted amongst the over anxious teenagers prompting her unknown assailant to address the situation.
"YOU GUYS ARE GONNA BE RUNNING A HUNDRED FUCKING LAPS AND DOING DIAMONDS EVERY FIFTH LAP IF YOU DON'T GET THE SHIT FIXED!!" The commotion immediately ceased. Leslie tried to process what she'd heard in a mad attempt to discern the identity of the man who was currently ravaging her body and everything had become crystal clear.
"Coach Hamblen?" She attempted to look back over her shoulder when she realized that the football coach was the asshole that had been trying to fuck her to death. He held her arms fast behind her hourglass figure as he increased the pace of his humping. Leslie could feel him trembling underneath her as he speared into her an additional three times blowing his load inside her body and deep in her cervix. Before she could react the stacked brunette was tossed aside like a ragdoll as the disguised coach attempted to beat a hasty retreat through the gathering of horny and confused young men. Out of the corner of her eye the hard breathing beauty caught sight of her antics being recorded on an I-phone for prosperity by Red. April was flipping her the bird and visibly euphoric. The portly blonde was counting a thick handful of cash.
"Thanks for helping me get a new laptop to replace the one that you broke slut."
She punctuated her sentence with more cackling designed more to antagonize her rival than anything born of actual humor. Leslie's face became a twisted mask of rage and grief as she realized that her utter humiliation was a paid event.
"FFFUUUUUUUUCKKK YOU, I HATE YOUR GUTS MELISSA!!" She lost her composure and began openly crying, breaking down in front of all present. She collapsed in a fetal position surround by the crowd of nude teens and others sobbing with a grief that gave anyone with even a sliver of emotion pause. As she lay there trembling with her face twisted into a reflection of her shame, there was one thought running through her mind...a memory actually of an earlier time when she had no soul. Her mind was its own movie theatre playing and replaying the scene of one rail thin, socially awkward teen on his knees begging her for mercy as she grinned down at him. He was nothing to her at that time but a pathetic plaything, someone of little consequence that no one would care about. She'd let herself be convinced by her own personal devil's advocate that she could get away with sexually assaulting him because he was simply a geek. She had scarcely believed that the teen allowed her to force a plastic cock into his sphincter. Scarcely believed that she was able to rape a boy and get away with it. The sense of power had been overwhelming and immediately intoxicating haunting her days with the enticing memory. Before she'd known it, she'd lost control and forced the scared boy into a second rape even worse than the first. Afterwards watching him lying on his bed nude from the waist down and sobbing had pricked her conscious for the first time. She had lied to herself telling her reflection in the mirror that she was only playing around with him and that he probably liked the attention from one of Maplewood High's most popular students. Who was he after all but a scrawny punching bag for the elite and best society had to offer?!! At the height of her insanity she'd attempted a third assault on him, but had the tables turned on her due to her sheer arrogance. She found herself stripped nude in some field in the middle of nowhere while he mauled her like an animal stealing away her virtue. Her virtue...She didn't remember how long she'd been there but it was at that time that she'd had an epiphany. After he'd taken her in every conceivable way he was still filled with rage and despair over what had been done to him. She had finally come to understand the damage she'd done to him and was sincerely remorseful. She apologized meaning every word of it and he'd rejected her. Leslie Antoinette Kennedy shunned and tossed aside like trash. How come he wouldn't accept her apology? She'd probably never know because he'd been hit by a speeding car. His body rolled limply to the side of the freeway over and over again in her mind's eye. The sight haunted her and seared her insides leaving her with an indescribable pain.



It was in this minute moment that Leslie understood everything.
"HUMBERT!!" She suddenly cried out startling some of the teens in the shower as she rose up on all fours shaking and trembling. She looked up into the faces of the teens there finding some of them to be just as frightened as she was. Her dusky hazel eyes were surrounded with a corona of dark mascara, her full lips quivering as she attempted to grasp the nearest cock she could reach.
"Wow, you haven't had enough have you slut?" April actually looked shocked as she watched the embattled girl take a willing teen into her mouth and wantonly fellate him with what appeared to be renewed vigor. Leslie buried the most of the kid's length in her throat while twisting her hands softly around the base of her member making him groan and cum directly in her mouth. She was on to the next erect penis she could get her hands on before the sated teenager could even react.
"How does it feel to be behind the eight ball for a change Leslie?" April continued not realizing that her target was no longer listening at this point. Leslie's face had become beet-red as she managed to completely deep throat a member of the baseball team while he high-fived some of his teammates. He couldn't believe it as she held him perfect imbedded in her throat while staring into his blue eyes. No one present registered the dead look on the cheerleader's beautiful face. She stood and shoved her tongue into his mouth while continuing to jerk him off until he was spewing copious amounts of jizz nearly hitting some of the others present as they jumped out of the way. Belly trembling with the excited energy permeating the shower grabbed her arm and was immediately surprised when she turned to him and began sloppily spooning with the obese jock. She bent at the wait feeling hands grasping her waist and licked her way down the fat teen's hairy chest to accommodate the grinning nerd mounting her from behind. She thrust her wide hips back into his cock bouncing her bubble butt making him cum in less than five minutes. Another quickly mounted her while she continued to fellate the large sweaty teen in front of her.
"B-Baby, you gotta ride my fuckin dick." The rotund teen looked as if he was on the verge of having a heart attack as she squatted down sheathing his length inside her confines. She began to ride him twerking her hips in a similar manner to the way she had finally satisfied Humbert nearly ten hours earlier. She felt someone pushing on her shoulders and found the geek from earlier with an anxious look on his face. She instantly knew what he wanted and leaned forward across Belly's chest. She was surprised when she felt his cock pushing against her back door while he huffed in her ear wheezing and gasping. He'd dreamt and masturbated to Leslie on many occasions imagining fucking her big butt and now he was in heaven. No one present registered the dead look on the cheerleader's beautiful face; no one realized that the beauty was barely holding onto her sanity by a thread. She had no idea Red was standing directly over her directing traffic. With a simple flick of her wrist, she summoned one of the teens over to shove his cock into Leslie's mouth making sure to get a good angle with her I-phone. The proceedings and sweaty, musky atmosphere were affecting her as well but she would never admit her own considerable arousal as she gloated over the punishment being dished out to Leslie. She'd secretly hated Leslie for years because she felt that the brunette was more attractive than she was and had resolved to find a way to cut her rival down to size. Once it became apparent that the girl had an innate aversion to physical intimacy, Red took as her personal mission to somehow corrupt the statuesque beauty. She had tried to hook her friend up with several "viable prospects" and Leslie had turned away each of them earning the title of Ice Queen of Maplewood High" and her clandestine enmity. Refocused Red had introduced her to the finer side of life; namely lording it over the other students, a prime spot at her side on the cheerleading squad and the bullying. She'd taken to it like a fish to water becoming her close second in the narrow halls where they plied their antisocial trade. Accidentally during a sleepover, the redhead had discovered a weakness in the ice queen when she'd introduced the repressed teen to one of her sex toys. She laughed when Leslie had begged her for the small rabbit and couldn't seem to put it down. Red was planning to continue her fast friend's carnal education which would eventually lead to her deflowering the stacked beauty herself with a strap-on she'd purchased herself. Leslie would have none of it though becoming unnerved when her supposed best friend began touching her like a lover and trying to kiss her. Red laughed it off and both of the girls ended up doing lines of coke and joking about using the strap-on on a guy. The more drugs they consumed the more the idea became plausible and no less than a week later ...they found Humbert.
How could she know that her friend would find her evil niche by raping the weak, skinny nerd?
Who could have foreseen the sick, unnatural attraction Leslie would develop that drove her to assault their chosen victim again? The redhead chaffed at the mental image remembering how Leslie had lied using her name to gain leverage into that geek's asshole once again. She had put them both in jeopardy and Red had so much more to lose than this privileged entitled cunt. She'd forced Leslie into a corner with an insane bet that she couldn't possibly hope to win. Leslie Antoinette Kennedy simply had to convince her that Humbert liked being pegged. Leslie had been tasked with taking him a third time while she watched and of course the clueless girl had failed miserably. Now she found herself being fucked relentlessly in all of her holes as Red and her new protégé watched. Leslie had been fucked countless times over the past couple of hours and Red sensed that something had finally broken inside of the voluptuous brunette. She seemed...insatiable.
"Oh fuck baby, I'm gonna cum all up in this pussy again." A husky teen with an alarming page boy haircut was wallowing around on top of Leslie who was lying still staring up at the neon lighting on the ceiling. Red looked around at some of the few guys who remained waiting for another turn to fuck the girl of their dreams. Red glanced over at her part-time lover April finding that the insanely bubbly had passed out sometime during the proceedings. The doughy blonde had even forgotten to put her top back on caring little that her massive breasts were exposed as she snored loudly.
"TIMES UP FAGGOTS!!" Red buried her heel in the small of the guy's hairy back causing him to cry out in pain. Some of the teens grumbled but none said a word as they silently filed out of the boy's shower. Red had been filming the proceedings the entire time with her I-Phone and a smaller digital camera. She wanted to watch the footage later while April went down on her.
"Wake up bitch." Red nudged April in the head and the chubby, addled girl crawled about retrieving her top and slowly putting it back on. She had worked herself into a frenzy watching Leslie's fall from grace and the emotional backlash had taken a toll on her physically. She rubbed the sleep out of her eyes noticing the prone figure of Leslie lying on the shower floor like a discarded rag doll.
"Wow, is she like uhm; fuckin dead?" April gestured towards the nearly lifeless brunette.
"No, get out of here." Red's monotone answer put April ill at ease and she felt oddly uncomfortable.
"Why; you gonna do something else to that stupid bitch?" she was tugging at the helm of her t-shirt and barely had time to look up before being the recipient of an exceptionally hard slap to the cheek.
"I told you to get the fuck out of here and I don't like repeating myself April. UNDERSTAND ME-FUCK OFF!!" April staggered back holding her cheek and quickly followed the rest of the departing guys out of the locker room. Red's eyes burned deeply into her own until the double doors closed.
She turned her attention to Leslie who had managed to scoot up against the tiled wall in a sitting position. Her body was wracked with pain and she was a mess with running mascara creating tiny tendrils across her reddened cheeks and her brown locks were matted to her head with semen and perspiration. A couple of the guys had spit on her as they left referring to her as a cum- dumpster. Her arms were folded across her chest as she drew her knees up trembling all the while. Her hazel eyes never left her former best friend as the redhead sat on the bench facing the shower and stared at the aftermath of the gangbang. Leslie was drawing huge breaths and her mouth was perpetually open.
"It's over Leslie; you can come home now."
"No, I still h-have more-work to do." He eyes trailed off across the shower like she was looking at something.
"It's finished Leslie; there are no more guys here. You can come home now-back to the squad. Everything is forgiven and we're cool again." Red watched as the trembling girl began crying.
"Be one of you again?!!"
"Yeah, I'd never let anybody REALLY take your place at my side. Everything can be like it was before Leslie." Red sounded contrite and unsure of herself.
She would never admit that the comforting words were more for her benefit than anything else.
"B-but all the guys I have to fuck Red. There's a lot more fucking to be done right?!!" Leslie was choking on her tears and breathing hard.
"No baby, there's nobody left."
"No you're wrong; there's one more bitch." Leslie's chest was inflamed and it was hard for her to form words as she stared daggers at her former best friend. She finally lost it and began screaming at the top of her lungs. Red quickly stood and launched a heel kick to the side of Leslie's head silencing her. She surveyed her unconscious friend lying on her side on the shower for a few moments before tossing a set of car keys on the tile beside her.
"See you Monday; bright and early darling. Don't make me wait." Red turned and quietly left the locker room as she weakly grabbed the keys.
**********
Humbert's eyes fluttered as he awoke in his hospital bed to find his mother sitting at his bedside and from the look on her face he knew that his secret had been uncovered. He was immediately distraught and agitated like a raw nerve. His mother took one of his hands in hers comforting her son. She had been crying for most of the evening while her husband sought solace in the bottom of a shot glass at the local watering hole. She was beating herself up for not realizing that her son was in trouble and vowed that he would never be in harm's way again.
"Mom I'm sorry; I wanted to tell somebody...but I just couldn't." He tried to look away but she cupped his chin.
*************
"We can watch it later." Red had stripped nude and was lying under the covers as April put the camera away. The chubby girl crawled into bed under the comforters with her lover determined to make her forget her former best friend any way she could. Red channel surfed through numerous stations on April's small television before settling on an old horror movie.
"Good pick baby." April stole a kiss on her freckled cheek and snuggled up close watching a pivotal scene from Frankenstein. The monster has shambled up to a small child tossing flowers onto the still waters of a pond. The child not realizing the danger had begun to play with the monster showing him how to toss the flowers onto the pond's surface until they ran out of flowers. The creature then picked up the child and tossed her into the water inadvertently drowning her.
"That's tragic; he thought she would float like the flowers." Red commented.
"Yeah that was pretty much the point of no return for him."
"How do you figure?" Red partially turned her nude body drawing her lover in closer. "Well he's such a tragic character being created, being an instant abomination and cursed to always seek acceptance from those who would ultimately kill him. When he tosses that kid into the water; it's the point of no return ... he's TRULY a MONSTER at that point." April softly rubbed her thumb across Red's erect nipple as she explained her theory. Her hand slipped down between Red's shapely legs fingering her clit.
"I'M SORRY!!" Red suddenly broke into tears crying hard into April's massive chest as the girl looked on at the movie with a blank expression.
To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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I was scared shitless and worried that I was going to go to jail for assaulting Malaya. I'd lost it after she'd outwitted me, stealing my pants and running them up the flag pole in front of the school. I hadn't thought things out before finding and confronting her in a private study room in the school's library and assaulting her. Luckily I'd made it out of the library and hit the back stairs with barely anybody noticing me and driven straight home. My parents weren't there and I showered scrubbing every inch of my body as if I could wipe my crime away. There was a noticeable scratch on my chin and I covered that with a Band-Aid. I figured it was only a matter of time before the police arrived at my door and was so rattled that I hid under my bed when a patrol car sped down the street.
I managed to fool my parents faking a bout with the flu and staying away from school for the next three days. During that time, I managed to avoid all contact with my friends via phone or email. I was scared shitless and it didn't matter anyway because the only person that tried to call me repeatedly was my buddy John. I figured he was trying to tell me about Malaya's assault and I didn't feel like lying to him. Back at school I continued staying away from ant place where I was likely to run into Malaya. This also kept me from seeing my best friend John and that was a bummer.
"Darrel; could you come down here? Your friend John is here to see you!!" I was in my room watching a game when my mom summoned me downstairs and my heart leapt into my throat when I laid eyes on my chubby friend...more specifically the person who was standing at his side.
Malaya Padilla.
"Uh, hey Darrel man, you know Malaya right? She's my girl." I did a double take as I stood there staring at my supposed victim who was holding hands with my best friend.
"What are you doing here?" It was a Freudian slip, but John figured I was talking to him.
"Well I haven't seen you in a minute bud; this isn't a bad time is it? I figured we could hang for a second because I wanted you to meet my girlfriend Malaya." He sounded like a fucking idiot and I wondered what he would think if he knew I'd been balls deep in her fat butt nearly a week earlier.
"I've heard so much about you Don and it's really nice to meet you. You have a lovely home." She actually sounded like a regular teen, not the robotic cunt I'd come to loathe recently. Malaya offered her hand to me and I reluctantly shook it not knowing what she was plotting. She was wearing a white flower print dress that looked like something out of the forties and had a single braid running down her back. Her exotic features were accentuated and there was the hint of cleavage without the reveal of her nipple piercings underneath.
"Why don't you two stay for dinner; I have a roast in the oven." My mom was enamored of the couple and my brow was damp and sweaty with apprehension at what Malaya might be planning. John usually never came to my house unless I invited him and this had Malaya written all over it. For the next hour and a half I listened to the story of how she had finally worked up the courage to ask John out and how they were "soul mates" with that last bit catching me by surprise and causing me to spit a cup of milk all over the table.
"JOHN!!"
"Sorry mom; guess something went down the wrong pipe." I had to cover my ass as my dad and everyone else at the table had a hearty laugh at my expense. Malaya actually got up and retrieved a towel from the kitchen feigning an attempt at cleaning the table. By this time my parents were practically smitten with her telling me I should find a girl like Malaya Padilla and asking her if she had a sister for me. Thankfully she admitted that she was an only child and blushed at their compliments. She had the "Girl next Door" shtick down pat.
"Hey man, I really hate to ask for a favor but we rode the bus over here. Do you think we could bum a ride home."
"I don't know man, I gotta lot of things to do early in the morning." I wanted no part of this new budding "power couple" and was eager to get them out of my home but my mother was having none of that and ordered me to ferry the "lovers" home. I was gracious enough to let John and his squeeze sit in the back seat while I drove. I have to admit that I peeked in my rear view mirror a couple of times watching as they spooned while she openly cupped his package. Her moans were very audible and I was sporting wood in seconds.
"Hey get a room guys; respect the car okay?!!" I know I sounded irritated but I just couldn't help myself watching as she became even more hot and bothered.
"Sorry!" They both said in unison annoying me even further. I don't know what Malaya's game was but I just wanted to be rid of her and John at this point. She lived in an exclusive gated community and I was instructed to stop at the street entrance. John actually got out of the car and escorted her to the entrance while I watched pensively recalling my episode with Malaya in the study room. I was still extremely hard from watching and listening to the bitch make up with my friend John and was intent on rubbing one out as soon as I got home. I still had to drive John home and watched him half skip back to my car on cloud nine. I just kept thinking about how wet her pussy was when I'd fucked the shit out of her in that private study room. There were actual jets of cum squirting out of her cunt every time my thick cock pounded into her. Malaya had some really good pussy and now my friend was gonna be getting that. This weird irritated feeling washed over me as he jumped in the seat shot gun beside me.
"Hey man, I ain't got all night. I got shit to do alright?!!" I can't explain it, I just felt really hostile towards John and he was totally oblivious to my behavior.
"Dude, I'm so fucking sorry about all this; I can't even think straight when I'm with her." He was still looking out of the open window of my Dodge Charger towards the direction she'd gone in after opening the gate with her access key. I felt bad for giving him attitude.
"You've got it bad man; she really must have knocked your socks off huh?" I was fishing for information and he didn't have a clue.
"No, nothing like that Darren; she's just everything I want in a girl. There's just something about her that makes me feel ALIVE. My friends in the computer club were razzing me about confessing my feelings to her and I just decided to shit or get off the pot; know what I mean?" He was waxing nostalgic and it was making me sick.
"Geez man, you can't go to pieces every time you get a little taste of the pussy." I was pessimistic and didn't feel like sharing John's rosy evaluation of Malaya.
"We haven't done anything really physical other than some heavy petting and a whole lot of necking. Malaya sure knows her business when it comes to kissing but says she's too scared to do anything else and I'm man enough to wait for her." He didn't notice me rolling my eyes in remembrance of the incredible blow job she'd given me the first day we'd met.
"She's a virgin and I don't want to scare her away. When she's ready to fully give herself to me, I want to make her first time very gentle and special." He continued as I lost it and started laughing.
"Man you REALLY BELIVE that Malaya Padilla is a fucking VIRGIN?!!" I exclaimed in a humorous tone as he looked at first confused then angry.
"You know SOMETHING I don't KNOW?!!" His sudden shift startled me a little and I was quick to remember myself and the incident that had to remain hidden from my friend.
"Not at all man; just fucking with you John." The rest of the evening was unnaturally quiet as I dropped him home. He slammed my car door without a word and half ran into his modest home. I felt bad because I hadn't taken his feelings into consideration. Later that night I couldn't help jerking off at least three times to the memory of Malaya's hot body before falling into a deep sleep. The following week there was nowhere that I could go without bumping into John and Malaya. They were pretty much inseparable and couldn't seem to keep their hands off one another.
"Hey man, I'm sorry about the last time we talked." I apologized deep down not knowing why I was even doing it. There was just this need in me to get my friend back and images of Malaya bouncing on my cock tortured me nightly.
"It's cool, guess I just overreacted and shit. You're my best friend Darren and you don't have anything to worry about."
"What?"
"I understand bro; you're not used to seeing too people in love and it can be a little jarring when you have to see your best bud namely myself in such a loving and caring relationship."
I didn't know how to react. His hubris was amazing and before I could Malaya showed up carrying a large bag containing their lunch. She punked the bag down on the table and planted her curvy rear in John's lap starting a torrid make-out session oblivious to my presence a few feet away.
"Oh sorry Dan; I didn't see you there." Malaya greeted me after a few moments acting like she was surprised I was there.
"The name's Darren."
"Oh right Doug; how's your day going?" She was intentionally mispronouncing my name as she turned her attention back to John cupping his cheek and sliding her tongue into his mouth. People were starting to stare and a few students clapped and whistled.
"The name's Darren."
"Whatever Dean; so what are you guys talking about because my ears are ringing." Inside I was reeling at the complete one eighty she'd turned sounding like a glib, jovial teen in love. She usually talked in a monotone, robotic cadence whenever I'd tried to speak to her and now she sat in my friend's lap with an arm draped around him grinning at me.
"The name's Darren." She didn't register my words as her plump lips were locked in a death grip with John's own. Things were getting so hot and heavy in front of me that finally a teacher actually walked over and tapped Malaya on the shoulder. She smiled and apologized while more students' cat called and clapped.
"Oh uh right Donald; sorry about that alright?" Before I could even respond she turned her attention to John with a wiggle of her hips and whispered something in his ear.
"SORRY BUD; MALAYA AND ME GOT UH, SOME STUDYING TO DO!!" They half ran out of the cafeteria and I felt her pop me in the back of my head as she passed. I palmed the base of my skull and turned in time to see John's large hand groping Malaya's butt through her skirt. I rubbed the back of my skull as my mind raced a mile a minute processing the slap to the back of my head and the fact that it proved that she was just fucking with me. In moments I realized where they were going and found myself exiting the cafeteria with my hands in my pockets.
"HEY DARREN, WHERE YA GOING?!!" Angela ha popped up in front of me the minute I entered the hallway. I'd been dodging her for the past couple of days because I knew she wanted to collect on her favor of loaning me her gym shorts to get out of the girl's locker room. The rail thin blonde had made it quite clear what she wanted from me and I wasn't having any of that anorexic tail.
"I gotta take care of something Angie."
"Well uh, that's nice and all but I was thinking maybe we could you know, hook up after school and do a few little things." It was like I wasn't even talking as she followed me down the hall trying to keep pace with my force march to the library.
"I don't think so."
"Come on Darren; you uh forget about our little deal huh?" she nudged me with her elbow.
"Don't even think about it!!" I was short with her and flipped her the bird. She looked hurt as she stood there in the middle of the corridor. I really didn't want to be rude but I couldn't risk her following me into the library. I didn't have anything against Angela but she could be kind of a pest at times and I didn't need that shit right now.
I barely even registered entering the library and heading up to the now familiar area beyond the stacks were I'd gotten my first taste of Malaya's tight cunt when I'd lost it after being humiliated. My heart was beating a mile a minute and my cock was easily tenting my pants and throbbing so much that it hurt. Everything in my mind told me that my buddy John was probably railing the living shit out of her steaming Filipina box and I was shaking like an addict. I found a light from the same room where I'd taken that nerdy bitch's perfect bubble butt in a fit of animal rage and fucked her as hard as I could. She'd refused to even react even when I shoved my girth roughly into her back door and mocked me with her annoying laughter.
I peered in the little square window in the thick door and found them together just as I expected. My chubby, shrubby friend John was in the midst of a hot and heavy make-out session with Malaya. I mean they weren't just kissing; they were REALLY going at it like wild animals. His large mitt-like hands were all over her clothed tits and he tried to yank her blouse and sweater combo up to get at her tits earning himself a stiff slap to the face for his efforts. Before he could even put his hand to his cheek in response to the strike Malaya had shoved him so hard that he fell back on the wooden table with his legs dangling from the edge. She wasn't finished unbuckling his belt feverishly and yanking his pants and underwear completely off. His fucking cock was at least half an inch longer than mine and I noticed her eyes widen at the sight of his junk. She roughly wrapped her fingers around the base of his member. Her fingers could barely enclose his shaft as she took her glasses off looking him directly in the eye.
"You want me to suck this thing?" Even though the door was thick, I could slightly hear what she was saying to John. Malaya was softly running her fingers along his engorged member as he shook his head.
"I asked you a question; you want me to suck your big, fat cock?" She asked emphasizing her meaning by raking her nails across his sizable ball sack.
"Oh hell yes Malaya!!" John gasped as she roughly jerked and tugged on his cock. The Asian teen slammed her face down on his crotch so hard that I could hear the slapping noise of her forehead hitting his big roundish belly. John's knees rose with the impact as she drew her lips up from his brush to the bulbous head of his cock leaving a visible trail of saliva on his meat. My own cock was pulsing at the nasty blowjob Malaya was giving my friend while I watched. She pushed his flabby legs apart as she slathered his balls with the flat of her tongue lathering them up with her frothy spit and sucked as hard as she could on one of his unshaven balls. John was gasping and whimpering almost sounding as if he sobbing and I watched him bite in his nails and wipe the sweat from his brow as he lay prone on his back.
Malaya continued fucking his cock with her plump lips while she had this kind of pumping motion going with the hand that was cupping his balls.
"Don't you wish you could put it inside me John?" She asked while twisting her other hand around his veined shaft and running her palm over the head of his cock.
"Y-Yes Malaya; th-that would b-be soooo fucking awesome." He cried in a whimpering annoying voice. If that was me, she'd be on her knees getting royally stuffed. I couldn't believe how she was mastering his body as she jerked her head back and forth on his cock and my fingers were already rubbing my crotch at the steamy sight before my eyes.
"But you can't fuck me John and why is that?"
"B-Because y-yuh-your parents made y-you promise to stay a virgin UN-until you get married." He stammered completely lost in a state of exquisite euphoria. I knew she was full of shit but was kind of relieved to find out that my friend hadn't gotten a taste of what I'd taken some time ago.
"That's right baby; you can't fuck my tiny, wet little pussy. Oh but don't you just wanna shove me on the floor and take me hard...Make me yours with this BIG ASS DICK you've been adequately compensated with?" She had closed her lips around the tip of his member and her cheeks were vacuuming around it making my chubby friend cry out almost in pain.
"I-I wouldn't do t-th-that b-because I-RESPECT YOU MALAYAAAA!!" I could see tears running down his face as he tried to cup the back of her head only to have his hand slapped away.
"Too bad for you John; you're just going to have to wait for my cunt. You're going to be jacking this monster every night thinking, wondering what it would feel like to violate my itty bitty hole." She punctuated her statement by repeatedly fucking her round face down on his abused cock several times in rapid succession. At this point I was so hot and bothered that I was fumbling to get my cock out and jerk a wad out of my own neglected member.
"John, you can't have to have my moist cunt but I can give you another hole to use; would you like that?" She was rubbing some of his spunk across his naked, hairy pot belly as she continued sucking on his cock like it was a huge piece of candy.
"U-Uh F-FUUUCK; you're doing it so fucking -OH SHIT Malaya!!" He was a quivering, whining pile of crap under her masterful touch and his dangling legs were jerking involuntarily while she applied the very tip of her tongue to the slit on the head of his cock snaking it back and forth.
"You don't want to fuck my ass John? I thought you liked it; you've had your hand on it more times than I can count and I just figured that maybe you'd like to be the first-there." She purred before completely burying him in her throat until her nose was lost in the thick thatch of hair surrounding his cock.
"You'd let me Malaya?" He managed to blurt out before gasping and involuntarily pumping his hips into her exotic features essentially using her mouth as a surrogate vagina. Her gagging as he slammed into the back of her mouth was loud and brutal. His face was glistening with sweat and his shirt was sticking to his back. I could tell he was going to cum soon. I scratched myself fumbling to get my cock out and was tugging on the exposed part trying to free it as I watched my friend getting turned out. Malaya was raking her nails across his inner thighs while he was fully sheathed in her throat. She was looking him right in the eyes and this was too much for my chubby friend.
"OOOOHHH BAA-BBBBBY!! He began flopping around on top of the desk knocking over a few books as he came explosively in Malaya's mouth. From the looks of things, John had been "backed up" for quite some time as his load poured from the seal Malaya had on his cock. She pulled her lips off of his member ass it continued spurting out and completely slathering her face in milky white semen.
"Shit!" I had started cumming as well, filling my boxers with a considerable amount of cum and causing a wet stain to appear on my pants. Malaya continued roughly jerking my friend's cock while he squirmed and wiggled about on the table like a beached whale. I'd finally got my nearly spent member out only to wet the door to the private study room with a few blasts from my cock. I felt immediately ashamed of myself for having spied on John and Malaya. I backed away from the door for a few seconds before deciding to have one more look inside.
"Did you like that John?" She had resumed her practiced humanistic tone and I watched them embrace tightly and make-out oblivious to the fact that Malaya's entire face was covered with his spunk.
"Yeah baby that was life changing, fucking awesome." He looked disgusting with part of his face covered in his own spunk.
"You don't think I'm a slut do you?" She looked at him batting her almond shaped eyes before looking away demurely. I couldn't believe she was still gonna try that "good girl act" after sucking all of the DNA out of his body.



"Of course not Malaya; my girl's not slut and I'll fight anyone who says different." He cupped her chin and they embraced and that's when I noticed that she was looking directly at me. My heart leaped into my throat as she wrapped her arms around John and stealthily flipped me the bird.
She knew I was there watching at the door. Everything she'd done had been for my eyes as a rip to get my goat. I was confused not knowing how to feel and backed away from the window. What was going on between us and what was she planning next?
Malaya with her face glazed in cum; winked at me.
...to be continued.
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I was compromised and Malaya had me by the balls. I had been caught watching her hook up with my friend John and she definitely knew my nose was open. I also felt like a shameless degenerate for watching the couple in the midst of a sexual romp. I managed to silently leave the library afraid to take another look in the private study room even though there was something inside me that wanted...more. I managed to make it through the rest of my day without incident but what I'd seen haunted my thoughts without end. I'd awoken in the middle of the night jerking off at least five times to the mental image of Malaya going to town on my friend's cock. I felt like a complete asshole and I realized that during my encounters with the Filipina nerd, she had actually given me...nothing.
I decided to avoid my friend John and Malaya until I could find a way to deal with the shame of having spied on them. My buddy made it easy by being scarce the last few days of the week and I began to get a yearning to find out what was going on calling his house a couple of times after getting no response from his cell phone. Whenever someone did answer at his house all I would get was "He's out on a date with his girlfriend Malaya" and that shit got tired after a while. I had practice for a game on Saturday and my play suffered a bit. Coach had been all over me and told me that I'd end up on the second string if I didn't get it together.
Later that night while I was cramming for finals, I finally got that phone call from John.
"Hey buddy; how you doing?" He sounded like he had just woken up or was intoxicated. John even added a yawn for emphasis.
"I'm good; dude you've been ghost on me lately. What's up with that bro?" I was annoyed when he yawned again and I heard some sheets ruffling signaling that he was actually in bed.
"Sorry man; but it finally happened."
"What are you talking about?"
"Malaya... it finally happened man." I knew exactly what he was talking about and a mixed feeling of dread and curiosity overtook me. I had been kind of thirsting lately for anything on my friend's girlfriend and John didn't disappoint. "Congratulations John; how's it feel to be legitimate bro?"
"Fucking awesome; it's like everything's new again Darren. I can't believe it even happened after we had that fight."
"What fight?"
"Oh yeah I never told you about how we kind of broke up for a day. Last week Malaya gave me this super sloppy blowjob in one of those private study rooms in the library and just knocked my fucking socks off." He hadn't known that I'd peaked inside the room and was privy to the entire sordid scene. After watching Malaya handle his body, I'd been hard for an hour afterward and she'd haunted all of my masturbatory fantasies. Even though I'd already fucked the crap out of her; I was still feigning for more. I wanted Malaya naked and all to myself in the worst way.
"I have to admit that I was kind of being a douche after she went down on me and kept trying to get her to do it again. But she's so innocent about sex and I didn't really understand that at first."
"But, you just said she gave you a sloppy blowjob John so how the fuck is that "innocent?"
"She started crying when I tried to get her to suck me off again and told me that she had watched some porn to learn how to please me. Malaya said she was scared that I was going to hook up with some other girl and knew she had to do something sexual with me or lose me. I told her that she meant more to me than just sex and that we didn't have to do anything, but fuck that blowjob was fucking hot!" He was talking so fast that he sounded like he would pass out and I chaffed inwardly at his naiveté.
"So what happened dude; how did you get her to "Do the Deed?" I was burning with curiosity at this point and felt obliged to push the narrative regardless of how I would feel when he finished.
"Well it was just kind of weird for the next day or so and I was going crazy with worry that we were breaking up so I just went to her and was REALLY SORRY and APOLOGETIC-Man, I fucking cried Darren." My respect for John went right out the window when I heard this bullshit.
"We ended up crying together and decided to just "Be Friends" and shit. I went over to her house to study and..." I was growing impatient reliving this pathetic situation with him.
"YOU FUCKED; RIGHT?!!"
"Come on man; it wasn't that simple but we went to her room to study and we were lying across the bed-SHIT, you should see the ASS on Malaya!! We're just being all quiet and studying and I kind of start playing with her butt, kneading it and rubbing it right? Malaya kind of gives me this look like I'm in trouble but then starts kissing me and you've seen me kissing her Darren. She really knows how to get you going with her tongue and how she moves her head and stuff. Any we start like dry humping and I start giving it to her REALLY HARD like I'm trying to fuck her through my clothes right? We were going at it for like thirty minutes when she just up and asks me if I want to put my dick inside her real quick." I was completely engrossed in the story at this point and struggling not to take my cock in my hand.
"So what happened next man?!!"
"Malaya makes me pull the curtains and turn out the light so that it was pitch black in the room because she's all embarrassed about her body. I'm a little pissed about that because like it's my first time too; but beggars can't be choosers right?!! Anyway I lose my pants and boxers and climb in bed with the woman of my dreams and she's all getting ready to cry so I tell her that we can stop right?!!"
"Get on with it man!!"
"Sorry, well anyway Malaya's like telling me that she wants it but she's scared. Asks me to be really GENTLE with her and I'm all like "I promise I won't hurt you babe." She's all trembling and shit and I'm considering not like, you know-DOING IT and shit. But then I felt how wet her tight little pussy was. I mean like the lips of her cunt were just dripping wet and I went ape shit and just shoved it in there Darren."
"What'd it feel like?"
"TIGHT as FUCK man; I mean I only got like half of it inside her when she screamed at the top of her lungs like somebody had stabbed her and shoved me off of her. She ran into her bathroom and locked herself inside crying and I was scared that she was going to call the cops or something." That last part made my cock so hard that I nearly came in my jeans. I didn't know what was happening to me but John's recount of losing his virginity was driving me to distraction.
"So what happened next?"
"I put my clothes back on and was going to leave but she opened the bathroom door and I saw her sitting there on the toilet wiping her pussy with a bloody towel. Man, I felt really bad about what I did and started crying again like a mamma's boy, but Malaya said she would be okay. Funny thing is that we started talking, just talking Darren and everything kind of got -cool. Malaya said she wanted to try again before her parents got home and we ended up fucking for an hour and you know what Darren?"
"What?"
"I only came ONE TIME dude!! It was just so intense finally getting to be with her and she has this way of capturing you with her eyes and not letting go. Man, her pussy was so tight that it felt like a hand was inside that shit!! Malaya started fucking me back just using her hips and if I didn't know for sure that she was a straight up virgin, well ...let's just say I was pleasantly surprised. The only thing that would have made it even better would have been if she let me get it doggy style right Darren?"
"Y-Yeah, that'd be fucking awesome." I'd cum in my pants particularly hard and a massive wet stain was forming on the front of my jeans.
"Darren, you okay man?" John sounded worried and I snapped back to my senses quickly.
"Yuh-Yeah, I was dozing off dude; sorry. So where'd you cum?"
"Excuse me?"
"You know; where'd you cum on Malaya dude?" I tried to sound casual about the whole thing.
"I don't know Darren; just that seems kind of personal bro. I never ask you where you cum on girls that you 've fucked." John had flipped switches on me and I was truly irritated and embarrassed at the mess that I'd made of my jeans.
"Look forget about it John, I've gotta go to bed." I just wanted to get away from him and get cleaned up.
"Her stomach, talk to you later bro." He abruptly hung up on me making me feel that much cheaper for having asked the question. I sat there processing the whole story and pretty much feeling like a degenerate. I tried to imagine Malaya with a pool of cum on her taunt belly. I'd really made a mess in my jeans and got up to clean up in my personal bathroom when my phone rang again. I figured John was calling back to apologize.
"Hello loser." The voice on the other end of the line was unmistakable and my pulse quickened at her monotone delivery.
"What do you want?"
"I just wanted to know if you liked what you saw." I didn't know how to answer and I didn't want to give her the satisfaction of trying. I just kind of stood there with the phone against my ear while my own fast cooling spunk running down my thigh.
"Yeah, you fucking loved watching me suck John's HUGE COCK! It was easy you know; he's so much BIGGER than you monkey boy. I LOVE sucking BIG THICK COCK, but then again you know that don't you asshole?" Malaya was definitely taunting me and I still couldn't find the words to form even the hint of a retort.
"We're FUCKING now Darren and I've never been so full in my life. John could really be something with a little bit of help; and did I mention how absolutely HUGE his dick is when compared to someone like yourself with that ITTY BITTY pinky between your legs?" She punctuated this statement by giggling in an annoying tone that eventually became full blown laughter.
"Shut up." The laughter continued on for several moments as I began to lose it walking around my room in a fit until I slammed my fist against the wall.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP OR I'LL...!" I really had no idea what to threaten Malaya with. She seemed to be holding all of the cards.
"You'll do what loser?" The challenge was definitely there in her tone and I was pretty much cornered with nowhere to go in the conversation.
"I-I'LL TEACH YOU WHAT REAL COCK IS SLUT!! I'LL TURN YOUTHE F-FUCK OUT BITCH!!" I screamed into the phone stammering as she started laughing even louder with this cackling cadence that made me even angrier.
"Bring it on loser."
"What?" Her end of the phone grew quiet after she acknowledged the challenge and for a moment I thought she'd hung up on me.
"Alright monkey boy I've had enough amusement tonight and I have to get up bright and early tomorrow. I'm going to be studying in the library so I don't have time to listen to you embarrass yourself jerking it for me pussy." She slammed the phone in my face causing me to hit my wall again in frustration and anger. I nearly woke my parents up and ended up shouting an apology to my dad across the hall. I stripped and got into my shower and didn't turn it on opting to scrub my nasty crotch with a hand towel. One thought was running through my mind... Malaya had inadvertently revealed that she would be studying in that private room again. My cock throbbed at the thought and I finished myself with a warm hand towel.
I could barely sleep and hopped up at the first sign of dawn speeding off towards my school getting more excited by the minute. I was so hyped up by the time I'd parked my car that I dispensed with any attempt at subtlety. I went straight to what seemed to be Malaya's private room and found her sitting there alone with her face buried in a thick text book.
"You are so predictable Derbin." I was in no mood for her bullshit locking the door behind me feeling like I was about to about to have a seizure and completely hyped up with anticipation. Before I could say anything she threw the thick book at me hitting my bicep. I barely registered the pain in my arm grabbing her immaculately ironed white shirt at the collar while she launched a barrage of punches into my chest.
"YOU'RE FUCKING PATHETIC MONKEY BOY; YOU WANT ME DON'T YOU JERK?!!"She was absolutely right about me; I'd been literally going into fits thinking about her fucking my friend stupid while pretending like she was a delicate little flower. It had been driving me crazy and now I had this Filipina cunt right where I wanted her.
"You DO WANT ME don't you asshole? You want me to SUCK YOU don't you loser?" She began to laugh in my face and I responded with a slap to her cheek and received an even harder one in return. My other hand cupped her breast squeezing as hard as I could before she dug her nails into my hand. I yanked my zipper down and my cock sprang free ready for action crisscrossed with a thick lattice of visible veins across its surface that looked on the verge of bursting.
"Oh, it looks like a baby's cock only so much smaller." She hocked a wad of spittle on my face and giggled. I locked my fingers on the back of her neck forcing her to her knees and attempted to shove my cock into her mouth. She held her plump lips tightly shut fighting off my invading member as it was rubbed all over her face marring her exotic features and knocking her thick glasses to the floor. It was my turn to laugh as she groaned and shook her head trying to escape my grasp while my rock hard cock tapped her forehead. I pinched her nose causing her to gasp and shoved a good third of my cock into her mouth.
Malaya instantly pursed her thick lips around my meat creating a vacuum seal and a perfect channel for me to take advantage of. I didn't hesitate and started fucking her mouth like nobody's business. It never crossed my mind that she could have bit down on me even when the Asian nerd raked her teeth across the surface of my member.
"Oh yeah bitch; you like cock don't you? It's the only way to shut your smart mouth Malaya." She nodded her head in the negative to my statement looking directly in my eyes while furrowing her brow in anger.
"Yeah suck my fucking dick you arrogant cunt! I want to fill your belly with my cum!" She was using her tongue on the underside of my shaft and the sensation was sending shockwaves through my body. The wet smacking and slurping noises she was making only added to the excitement I was feeling at the moment.
"OOOOHH FUCK THAT SHIT FEELS GOOD!!" I lost my composure and began humping her mouth; penetrating her throat with surgical precision. Saliva was running from her mouth across my shaft and hanging in a disgusting web that dipped low before dropping to the floor with a splash.
"OOOOOWWW FUCK!!" Malaya had taken advantage of my inattentiveness and punched my balls. I fell to the floor cradling my package as someone began simultaneously working the locked doorknob.
"Hey somebody in there; Malaya, baby?" it was John and my heart leapt into my throat as I realized I was about to be caught with his girlfriend. Malaya smiled at me as she rubbed her sleeve across her face cleaning up my mess. She was grinning from ear to ear like a Cheshire cat as she picked up her text book and stood with her hand on the door knob. I shoved my cock back into my pants and jumped up expecting my word to come to an end the moment she turned that door knob.
"HEY MALAYA; YOU OKAY?!!" John already sounded like he was panicking and she winked at me before yanking the door open and throwing herself into his arms.
"BABY; YOU'RE HERE!! WHAT TOOK YOU SO LONG?!!" The "happy couple" was making out in an instant and John was regarding me suspiciously. I did my best to look innocent considering I didn't know what the fuck was going on at the moment.
"Well you said you'd be tutoring Darren so I dropped by his house for a ride to school but his parents said he'd already left."
"Sorry bro; I uh, wanted to get started early before ..." I knew I sounded like an idiot and they knew it as well.
"Why was the door fucking locked." John looked pissed as he wrapped his chubby arm around Malaya. She kind of molded her body against his looking at me with a sly wink and subtle smirk.
"Oh baby I did that and I'm so sorry; force of habit you know." She cupped his chin and they began making out again oblivious to my immediate presence.
"Uh, I'm gonna go and I'll catch up with you guys later." I offered barely getting a response as I stepped out into the hallway.
"I'm so horny; think you could fuck me before we go to class?" I heard Malaya say with a chuckle as I pulled the door up behind me not wanting to hear John's response. I was surprisingly still hard as a rock and fit to be tied after being denied the chance to finish what I started with Malaya. Now John would be railing the snot out of that heifer while I would invariably have to jerk out a wad in the boy's bathroom. As I walked down the hall playing pocket pool with myself I noticed Angela at her locker retrieving her books. She was wearing her cheerleading uniform and my eyes wandered to her slender legs.
"Hey Angie." I greeted her looking around nervously as she turned to me with a frown.
"OOOOOH, what the hell do you want meanie?!!" She hadn't forgotten how rude I was to her on that fateful day when I'd been rampaging through the school looking for Malaya Padilla.
"Look I know I was a jerk to you and I'm REALLY SORRY about that shit alright?" she looked shocked at my sudden admission of wrong doing.
"Wow, I never thought I'd hear you say that."
"Look Angie; I had a lot of shit going on that day and I had no right to take it out on you. Think maybe we could, like go somewhere and hash things out?" She actually started blushing as I offered my hand to her. Five minutes later I was railing the snot out of her tiny cunt in an equipment room over at the gym. Images of Malaya haunted me as my engorged cock rammed Angie's lithe body while I hooked a long spindly leg over my shoulder. I had stuffed her flower print panties into her mouth to quiet her and there they remained even when I finished by cumming on her standard looking face. I zipped up and was halfway down the hall before she could even collect herself.
"Darren!" She called after me as I half ran out of the equipment room.
My mind was solely on Malaya and the fact that John was probably still fucking her in the library.
...to be continued.
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I'd gotten the monkey off of my back self-medicating by sticking it to my bony ass not so secret crush Angela and two hours later I sat in the cafeteria with a raging boner. The reason you might ask?
Malaya Padilla.
Less than ten feet away from me sat Malaya and my "friend" John making out like there was no tomorrow and I sat watching intently. He was sitting with his back to the table and his vision completely obscured by her bobbing head while they necked. Malaya shot me a look topped off with her trademark smirk and reached down onto her lunch tray grabbing a long narrow Popsicle. My pulse raced as she engulfed the cylindrical frozen orange shaft between her lips. Malaya pursed her lips around that popsicle while John had his way with her oft-mentioned bubble butt kneading and groping it through her calve length plaid skirt.
The manner in which he cupped the outsides of her hips pushing inward caused the material on her skirt to sink deep into the cleft between her cheeks creating a visual that tortured me to no end. Malaya continued fellating the cold treat using her tongue to caress the underside of the Popsicle while her eyes rolled up in her head as my hand rubbed my crotch. The bitch knew she had me in her thrall and she was going to have her way with me for however long it suited her. I'd deduced that she knew that I would come to the gym after casually mentioning her whereabouts and had called her boyfriend knowing he would interrupt us in that private study room. I really couldn't help myself at this point knowing that I had to have her at some point.
Plain and simply put; I want to fuck the living shit out of Malaya Padilla. I've got to have her-I must have her once more. I had an itch I had to scratch and somehow I'd bury my cock deep inside her velvety confines again.
"You've got to be the biggest JERK I've ever known Darren!" My view was suddenly obscured by Angela's narrow features as the lanky cheerleader plopped down in front of me with her lunch tray.
"Oh hi Angela; what's up?" I tried to lean to the side to get a view of Malaya's obscene display with my friend John. I wanted my cock to be that Popsicle so fucking badly.
"What's up; did you FORGET that WE had SEX today?!"
"Of course not; it was uh, good." She did a double take at my assessment of our recent hook-up and slammed her hands on the table top leaning forward.
"Oh so it's like that huh? You gonna sit here and act all phony and shit after you just FUCKED ME right Darren?!!" She was starting to get loud and more than a few eyes were drawn to our conversation. I actually didn't give a fuck about how she felt having used her as a substitution for my fucking right hand. Angela had come along at a time when I'd been so horny that I would have fucked anything moving with a pulse. Malaya had me all tied up in fits and so hot and bothered I didn't know what to do with myself. I'd used Angela's thin frame to get off plain and simple. Nothing more, nothing less and that's was the truth of the matter.
"Sorry."
"Sorry, you're totally shitting me right; what's wrong Darren; my twat not GOOD ENOUGH for you?!!" The lanky cheerleaders sounded like she was going to hyper ventilate and she appeared to be spazzing out as I continued trying to look at Malaya and John. I really didn't have time for Angela's fucking hang-ups and especially didn't to be linked to her in any way, but I quickly thought of a way to get rid of the heat I had with John from earlier this morning.
"Motherfucker, I don't care how BIG your DICK is ass clown; you don't leave me hanging like that and another thing-..!!" I'd reached across the table grabbing her cheer sweater and yanked her forward kissing her softly on the lips. I let the kiss last long enough to silence her and leave her wide eyed.
"I'm sorry baby."
"Okay." She sat there stunned in front of me stoking my ego for a moment as I took her hands in my own. I noticed that Angela had the most expressive blue eyes. During our tryst I only really looked at the back of her head barely taking the time to snatch her panties off before ramming my cock home without even giving her time to adjust to its girth. I'd built up a pretty good rhythm slamming up against her flat butt cheeks while I rolled her unusually thick nipples between my fingers. Angela had this small clingy type of cunt that was barely able to handle me as some of her vaginal sleeve was pulled outward on every back stroke. I really couldn't account for my actions as I pulled out and blasted her face with several thick ropes of my ejaculate. Angela had her uses and her marginal attractiveness wouldn't be questioned by my peers.
"Look after I uh came; something just happened and I spazzed out for a minute. I didn't mean to leave you hanging and I'm sorry for taking advantage of you Angela." I used my pointer finger to massage the palm of her hand.
"Oh it's okay Darren; we all have some kind of baggage you know. Just talk to me next time baby, I'm a great listener and I'd like to be more than friends with benefits." She was completely gushing all over me and I wasn't even listening watching Malaya damn near gag John with the Popsicle. All around the campus people kept talking about what a great couple they made and it annoyed me to no end. She was only dating him to irritate me and poor John was just her patsy.
"Darren?"
"Yeah?" Angela raked her fake nails across the top of my hand drawing my attention.
"Are you ignoring me again?" She sounded worried and slightly angry.
"Uh sorry; I guess I was just day dreaming about what we did in that equipment room." Even though I was lying through my teeth, my words had the desired effect bringing a smile to her face.
"Well it looks like somebody is trying to give me a swelled head. If you liked what we did in that equipment room' you haven't seen anything yet." I felt like laughing in her face wondering what she'd do if she found out that she was just a surrogate for my nerdy Asian nemesis.
"Are you saying that you wanna hook up again?" She just batted her long lashes at me in response and I think I threw up in my mouth a little bit. "After school?" She took a drink from her milk carton and folded one leg over the other.
"No, my house baby; I want you to see "All of This" in all its glory." She motioned towards her body before snatching up her books and walking out of the cafeteria. I noticed that she did her best to roll her narrow hips inciting chants of "Shake It, Don't Break It".
Ten minutes later I was at my locker while mulling an afternoon of plowing the snot out of Angela when I was painfully pinched on the ass.
"Take me home monkey boy." Malaya was standing there looking at me with a blank expression on her face. I looked around but didn't see John anywhere.
"Where's John?"
"What do you care; don't you want to fuck me?" The casual manner in which she spoke and the content nearly went right over my head before I caught the tail end of her monotone proposition.
"Uh, I don't know what -?" I was caught off guard as she reached down stealthily rubbing my crotch but obscuring her actions from the view of anybody that might be watching.
"Don't you want to finish what you started idiot; or do you REALLY want to fuck your cheer leader? She does make a poor substitute for me don't you think?" That familiar smile worked its way onto her face as she slung her backpack across a shoulder and moving towards the exit. I followed watching the sway of her meaty buttocks hidden behind the material of her plaid skirt. She had this way of moving that caught the eye. Malaya was always in control and always seemed to be the focal point of any room she entered. I momentarily wondered why I ever considered her a nerd in the first place.
Before I knew it, we were standing at my car and she was staring me down expectantly. I fumbled with my keys opening the door for her and completely forgetting my friend John. She handed me her backpack and I placed it on the backseat before running around to the driver's side. Our drive over to her home inside the gated community was uneventful. She sat quietly texting on her phone the entire time. I took silent stock of all the elaborate condos and mansions that made up her private neighborhood and wondered why Malaya went to public school. Her home was situated in the corner of a cul-de-sac and it was opulent to say the least. Her home was a two story ART Deco type affair surrounded by a huge gate.
"Are you sure it's okay for me to be here Malaya?"
"Don't fear the money Darren." She pulled a small remote out of her bag and opened the gate to her home. There didn't appear to be anyone at home and I thought it strange because a home this big looked like it needed a few laborers to keep the grounds up.
"I don't know about this." I was rightfully apprehensive wondering if John had been here and wondering if he'd met her parents.
"Wow, I'm truly shocked that you'd be intimidated by my status.' She had absentmindedly drawn her shapely legs up onto the seat and pulled her skirt up revealing her bare snatch. Malaya had gone "commando" wearing nothing under her frock. She began rubbing on her sex in a circular motion.
"What are you doing Malaya?"
"What the fuck does it look like I'm doing fuck boy? I'm rubbing one out, now be a good little knuckle dragger and watch." She turned in my direction leaning back against the window and began to masturbate right in front of me. She ran her fingers along the grooves of her plump mound eventually using two to open up her cunt while a third rolled her prominent clit. She was so wet I could see webs of her cum on her sex in a web-like lattice. It didn't bother me as much because I'd seen women like this sometimes in porn I watched online.
"Aaaaahhh Darren tell me something; do you like to participate or watch exclusively?" She was really working herself into a frenzy and her smell was starting to permeate the car.
"What?!"
"You looked like you were getting off watching me suck your fat friend's huge cock. I want to know what you did while watching Darren." She had me dead to rights and there was no denying that I'd been caught.
"Nothing, I just went home."
"Lying doesn't read well on you monkey boy. Tell me what it was like watching me suck cock. Come on Darren; you can be honest with me asshole. There's no one here but us perverts." She was squirming around in her seat as she worked herself what appeared to be a huge climax.
"I-uh; well I took care of myself." I sheepishly admitted.
"You're saying that you jerked off right?" I just shook my head in agreement with her as she licked the tip of her fingers and continued rubbing one out.
"Yeah."
"I knew you were jacking your fucking dick asshole. I saw your cum on the door when we left and that's when I knew..." She gasped working her clit even harder as a small jet of cum squirted from her box.
"Knew what Malaya?" I was like a deer caught in the headlights watching the Filipina pleasure herself IL regardless of my presence.
"That you wanted to FUCK me-UH, OOOOHHH FUUCK; CUMMING-CUMMING HARD!!" Malaya began trembling and rocked on her fingers as more jizz erupted all over my seats. My cock was rock hard and I was rubbing my shaft through my pants. She was still after a few moments lying with her head against the window facing me. Her skirt was still hiked up and her sex exposed.
"Pull it out Darren; get that cock out and jerk one out for me." Her tone was different more of the variety she used when she was in the company of my friend John. I didn't hesitate fumbling with my pants trying to get my member out which was stuck in my zipper. Malaya suddenly reached over and yanked my keys out of the ignition. Before I could react, she'd jumped out of the car and run into her house. I noticed she'd left the door open. Not knowing what to make of the situation, I sat there for another ten minutes before exiting the car and walking towards her door. I left my hard cock hang outside of my jeans figuring that one way or another, Malaya was getting laid today.
Figuring it would be safe to enter I cautiously stepped inside her home and found myself staring at three growling Doberman pinschers.
"Warten sie!! " Malaya quickly yelled silencing the animals with what sounded like the German language. She was standing between two of the guard dogs while a third had posted near the door leading back outside.
"If you move without my permission, they will tear you apart Darren." She casually rubbed the head of dog closest to her. I remained silent not knowing what to make of the predicament I found myself in at the moment. I attempted to put my cock away but one of the dogs growled menacingly so I just froze in place with my hands up.
"Take all of your clothing off; even your socks." Her voice was old and threatening and she stood there emotionless while I stripped down to my birthday suit. After I was completely nude, Malaya and her dogs walked me upstairs to her bedroom which was a Spartan affair with a medium sized bed, shelves upon shelves of books and computer related accessories. It didn't resemble any girl's room I'd ever been in during my young life.
"Lay down on the bed asshole." I hesitated for a moment and one of the dogs snapped at me prompting me to quicken my pace. When I'd laid flat on her bed, Malaya reached into her bedside table and pulled out a pair of handcuffs quickly snapping them around the bars that made up her bedpost. Next she used a similar yet larger set of cuffs to secure my legs to the bottom post of her bed stretching my body to the point where I was only able to move my head slightly.
"Gehen." She said sending the guard dogs away while I panicked not knowing what would come next. Malaya walked over to her desk and had a seat checking what appeared to be emails on her computer. She also thumbed through a few books before walking out of her room. I tested my bonds and found that I would be unable to move until she was through with me. I was scared shitless by this point figuring that I'd played myself into the hands of a psychopath and that I'd never see my parents again. I fought back tears as she entered the room drinking from a clear plastic container and found it strange that I noticed it contained boba.
"So tell me Darren, what do you think is going to happen now?" She asked as she finished her drink.
"Look Malaya; I-I'm REALLY SORRY about everything. Please let me go and I'll NEVER BOTHER you again, I SWEAR IT!!"My voice was faltering and I figured I throw myself at her mercy.
"Shut up." Her monotone response immediately silenced me and I started trembling as she slowly stood up never taking her eyes off of me. I didn't know what was coming and turned my head away towards the shelves on the other side of her bed.
"Look at me Darren."
"Nuh-No."
"LOOK AT ME MOTHERFUCKER!!" I jerked my head back watching as she undid her customary ponytails freeing and shaking out her jet black hair. It was a little longer than I expected falling just below her shoulders. She used both of her hands cradling her thick glasses and slowly removed them setting them on the desk. She brought her hands up to the first button on her long sleeved shirt undoing it and the rest and discarding the garment to reveal her chest. Her breasts sat high on her chest encased in a nylon bra which she snapped off using a Velcro tab located in the cleft between her tits. Freed, Malaya's breasts were even more impressive with cinnamon tinted areola the size of a dime and really prominent thick nipples.
She didn't say a word as she undid the clasp on her skirt stopping only long enough to make sure I was watching before turning her back to me. Malaya had a small pair of wings tattooed on her back that went from the center of her taunt back to just behind her shoulder blades. It took me a moment to realize that other than a pair of black thigh high socks; Malaya was completely nude. I found myself staring at her perfect bubble butt with its slight tan lines; each butt cheek forming a perfect oval while her thighs and calves signaled the physique of a competitive runner or swimmer. No, perhaps gymnast would be a closer description of the dangerously sexual creature unfurling itself before my eyes.
"This is who I really am Darren; what do you think?" She turned looking at me with predatory eyes and a devilish smile on her thick lips. This was not the seemingly bookish, self-absorbed arrogant nerd I'd ravished in the library.
"You are beautiful." Malaya Padilla was a completely sexual being and even though I hadn't said a word, my completely rock hard prick stood at attention painfully. She walked across the hard wood floor of her bedroom staring at me like prey and took my erect cock in her hand giving it a stroke or two as she knelt on the side of the bed. She leaned over my body bringing her face level with my member as her hand cupped and rolled my balls. Malaya began to stroke and fondle me with a single mindedness that was amazing.
"No; not yet Darren." She got up and walked out of the room totally nude and my eyes followed and caressed every curve and contour of her body. Five minutes later she returned with a bowl kneeling beside the bed to place it on the floor. She stood and I watched her step up onto the bed finding myself staring up directly at her clean shaven snatch. In moments she had squatted over my face and I began lapping at her moist lips. Her legs were spread wide apart and she reached down holding her delicate little flower open for me. She managed to lower herself until my tongue could find her clit and hold her balance while I did my best to service her.
"No Darren; you're doing it all fucking wrong bitch. EAT ME ASS CLOWN!!" She dropped down on my face with her full weight nearly smothering me. I struggled against my bonds as she rocked her hips back and forth on my face. My nose was mashed against my face and it felt like she broke it. Her pussy rubbed against my cheek and mouth not slowing down until I stuck my tongue up into her vagina.
"Yeah baby, lick that fucking cunt bitch!!" My face was roughly drenched in her juices while I listened to her gasp and shout more obscenities at me. She allowed me to breathe after what seemed like an eternity. I was allowed a relatively short time to gasp for breath before she plunked down on my face again. I nearly choked on her cunt this time before receiving relief as she scooted back on my chest resting her arms on the outsides of my thighs. Malaya was gasping with a wide grin on her face and I'd hoped she'd cum so that my ordeal would be over.
"M-Muh- Malaya; please..." I weakly begged trying my bonds again to no avail. My chest was on fire as she pushed her hips towards my face again.
"Lick my asshole Darren." My nose was buried in her snatch while my mouth was not so formally introduced to Malaya's brown-eye. Once again she ground her crotch against my face forcing me to lick her until she was satisfied. She grabbed the top of my head pushing her mound against it before relenting and staring down at me.
"In case you hadn't noticed, I'm trying to fucking cum Darren. You're going to have to do a better job bitch because I got all night to get what I want." The athletic nerd flipped over on her stomach facing my feet and pushed her luscious ass against my face. I felt her hands rough handle my erect cock.
"AAAARRGGHHHHH!!" Malaya brought her hand down on my balls with a loud slap and continued to spank them until tears were running down my face.
"No one told you to talk; YOU NEVER FUCKING LISTEN DARREN!!-Tell you what monkey boy; I'm going to get some proper use out of you yet." She hopped off the bed and reached into her nightstand pulling out what looked to be a dildo. I immediately started squirming not wanting to know what use she would employ a sex toy for. It was a pink color with a similar colored strap connected to it. Malaya pinched my nose and shoved one end of the toy into my mouth while placing the strap around the back of my head. Once she'd finished, Malaya squatted over my head and inserted the dildo into her twat leaning forward towards my feet.



I'm ashamed to say but Malaya fucked herself silly with that plastic sex toy and I was forced to just lay there and take it like a fucking champ. She actually bounced her juicy butt on my face making me struggle even further against my bonds. I wanted to kill her for making me feel completely helpless yet at the same time my erection had never subsided. I screamed into the toy as drool bubbled over from the nearly airtight seal the dildo had on my mouth. Malaya began squeezing my balls as hard as she could and slapping them mercilessly as she face-fucked me by twerking her wide hips. Tears ran freely from the corners of my eyes and mucus had pooled under my nostrils from the abuse. Then as suddenly as she had started; Malaya sat up on my body and climbed down to the floor. She reached back and removed the sex toy from my mouth.
"Unfortunately you still haven't made me cum yet so I'll have to make use of this." I felt her hand roughly grab the base of my cock and cried out in pain.
"A little tender are we? I have something for that little boy." She reached down to the floor and brought up the bowl. It was full of some type of clear gel which she poured all over my sex. It was wet and sticky as her fingers wrapped around my shaft and began slowly jacking me off. It may sound impossible but I got even harder and it was not the best of sensations at this time. She quickly pulled small leather band from the floor and tied it tightly around the base of my cock just below my balls.
"Now I'm going to fuck you." She said in a tone that sent shivers of fear running down my spine.
Malaya climbed onto my body cowgirl style and carefully inserted me into her sopping wet box. I could feel just how wet she was as I slid deep into her body until I bottomed out. She began to rock her hips back and forth as roughly as she could giving me both pain and pleasure simultaneously.
"P-PLEASE M-MA-LAYA!! UH!! UH!! MA-MALAYA!!" This seemed to fuel her actions and I felt her finger close tightly around my throat. It felt like she could throttle me to death if she wanted. The sounds of her hips bouncing on my wet crotch filled the room along with my sobs.
"M-MALAYA PL-PLEASE L-LET ME GOOO!!" I begged off even as I felt a climax fast approaching. She had her almond shaped eyes tightly closed and seemed in the zone while she continued fucking the living hell out of me.
"Whose cock is this?" She finally asked while propping herself up on my chest with the palms of her hands.
"AAAARRGGHHHHH!!" I screamed because the binding around the base of my cock was blocking my jizz from spewing out. Malaya was pinching my nipples and rolling her hips as she started trembling with the signs of an impending orgasm.
"Whose cock is this bitch?"
"Y-Yuh- YOURS MALAYA; IT'S YOUR FUCKING COCK!!" I screamed finally broken by this sexual juggernaut who'd grabbed a fist full of my hair while nearly humping me through the bed. My cock had become a purplish color from the restraint and I was loudly crying.
"PLEASE CUM MALAYA; PLEASE CUM AND LET ME GO!!" She just let go screaming at the top of her lungs and I felt her squirting all over my cock and abdomen. Then all felt silent as she sat on top of me coming down from her orgasm. She slowly rose up on her haunches never taking her eyes off of me as my abused cock finally saw the light of day.
"That's right you fucking loser; this dick belongs to me from now on and you'd better not forget it cry baby." She flicked her index finger on my member making me cry out in pain. She grinned and giggled like a school girl at my discomfort while climbing down to the floor beside the bed.
"You want me to take this cock ring off?" She had my cock in her fist waving it around with a bored look on her face.
"Yes." She frowned and roughly jerked my cock several times making me scream in agony.
"I'm pretty sure you've figured out what the deal is Darren. Address me accordingly pussy." I knew exactly what she was talking about and nodded my understanding.
"You want me to take this cock ring off?"
"Yes Mistress." She smiled and undid the cock ring freeing my prick. Ropes of ejaculate began spewing from my cock and Malaya jerked the rest out as I cried tears of joy. My crotch and abdomen were a mess of cum, blood and what I believe was a little urine. She shocked me by licking and slurping up all of the cum on my body. I was horrified as she leaned forward and made out with me shoving her tongue deep into my mouth forcing me to taste my own spunk.
"Was it all you'd dreamt of bitch?"
"Yes Mistress." She was smiling brightly and walked out of the room leaving me alone. I wondered if she would ever let me go and what else she had in store for me. Malaya walked into the room with what appeared to be my clothing folded neatly in her arms and a glass of water. The Filipina beauty placed the clothing on the floor and gingerly poured the cup of ice cold water into my mouth with care. I can't tell you how grateful I was for that cup of water as she walked over to her desk to retrieve her thick glasses.
"Herkommen!! " She called out in german and the dogs returned growling in my general direction and I feared my end had come. Malaya walked over to the bed and finally freed me with a set of keys from her bedside table. I was slow to sit up never taking my eyes off of her as she crawled onto her bed and reclined in the spot where I bee recently imprisoned. She place one of her pillows in the small of her back as she reclined watching me silently. I slowly got dressed trembling and leery of the guard dogs watching me waiting for our Mistress's next orders.
"Darren' you never thanked me."
"Thank you Mistress-Thank you very much." She didn't visually register my comment as she reached for her phone and began scrolling through her messages.
"The dogs will escort you out and I wouldn't make any sudden moves if I were you Darren."
"Yes Mistress."
"Oh yeah monkey boy, that water I gave you was my fucking back wash." She giggled before motioning to her trained dogs.
"Nehmen Sie ihn zur Haustür. " One of the dogs actually grabbed my wrist with its mouth and led me away from her through the mansion. I looked back seeing her dialing up a number on her phone. I could partially hear Malaya talking on her phone and earned a threatening growl from one of the Dobermans.
"Hey John; I'm so sorry about leaving school early. I was feeling sick and I didn't want you to worry about me. [Phone Chatter]-Yeah, we're definitely gonna make love tomorrow in our spot. [Phone Chatter]-Love you too John." Inwardly I was happy to be alive, but I chaffed at the phone conversation between her and my friend. The dogs escorted me to the door and didn't follow me out into the courtyard. I marveled at how well trained they were.
Once I was safely in my car; it only took a few seconds before I broke down crying into my steering wheel. My heart was beating raggedly in my chest and I really didn't have any kind of rational answer for what I'd just endured.
I didn't know what would happen next but I'm 'sure Malaya Padilla wasn't done with me.
...to be continued.
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It had been a week since Malaya had literally fucked my brains out and I was still suffering the effects. I'd damn near made it a habit of using an ice pack to soothe my aching balls and wondered if she'd left me sterile after our encounter. I thought about John afterwards and was genuinely remorseful that I'd lusted for his girlfriend. Fate has a way of giving you what you want if only to teach one an abstract lesson about life. Malaya still haunted my dreams and sometimes I was motivated to masturbate in order to get a good night's sleep. I couldn't get over how beautiful she actually was and wondered if the whole "nerd persona" was some sort of disguise that she used for reasons unknown. I hated even thinking about her sometimes because of how hard my cock would get and resolved to stay away from her completely.
The day after I'd been sexually "punked" by Malaya, Angela had walked into the cafeteria while I'd been eating with some of the other members of the baseball team and poured a carton of milk over my head for standing her up. It was the last time I'd seen Malaya through a crowd of onlookers. She was staring at me with this blank expression while her boyfriend laughed at my predicament along with everybody else. Later that day after school Angela had apologized after arguing with me for a good thirty minutes. I can't really say that it was much of an argument as I tended to just sit and brood while she went through her manic drama waving her bony arms around. Somehow Angela decided that we "made up" and I'm ashamed to say that I ended up pounding her into the back seat of my car or "making love" as this clueless twit called it.
Angela had what was known as a model's body being long and lean with barely there tits and she was easy to please. I usually made her lay face down mounting her from behind while she had her legs closed. She never complained and as far as I was concerned; I was just taking what was there for the offering. We had an understanding that we were as you say "Friends with Benefits".
"Hello stranger, been awhile since we hung out." I was annoyed and a little anxious when John approached me in the cafeteria. I'd been doing my honest best to stay away from him as long as he was dating Malaya and this didn't bode well for me at all.
"Been kind of busy with life and shit."
"Darren; we're still friends aren't we? I was just wondering how you're doing but if you want to be left alone; so be it bro." He couldn't have known how much off a douche he sounded like and I was in no mood to enlighten him. John had let his hair grow out a little and I noticed a piercing in one of his ears. It really didn't make him look all that different. He still looked like some middle aged guy trying to recapture his youth and that was a shame considering John was only eighteen years old.
"We're cool man; coach has been coming down really hard on me for not focusing lately." Lying came so easy these days even though I didn't actually know why I continued being false with my buddy. Malaya never seemed to care whether or not I'd tell John.
"Are you sure that's the reason I haven't seen you as of late?" he'd pulled a chair out and propped one foot up on it leaning forward with a slight smile on his face. He seemed so confident and cock sure of himself that I was tempted to get up and paste him one across the lips for good measure.
"What are you getting at?"
"Malaya told me Darren; she told me about the whole thing bro." My heart leaped into my throat with a little vomit and I struggled to choke them both back down.
"WHAT?!!" I tensed expecting a fight of some sort and was surprised when John started laughing.
"Yeah she said you two had a fight because she was pushing you too hard during your tutoring sessions. Malaya can be a little intense sometimes Darren and I'm sure she didn't mean anything by it bro." I just shrugged my shoulders knowing that somewhere my "Mistress" was having a good laugh at my expense. I didn't have long to wait as she suddenly appeared carrying a basket which she sat down on the table and hugged me.
"Hey Darren; I hope we can be friends and put the "little situation" behind us okay?" Before I could react she gave me a deep hug and flicked the inside of my ear with her tongue while obscured from John's view.
"Uh it's okay guys REALLY; I've got to be going to a uh, meeting with coach." I had this weird kind of sensation that pooled in the corner of my eyes as I stared at Malaya looking beyond her thick horn-rimmed glasses and seeing the wild creature that lurked behind them.
"You're not going to have lunch with us?" She actually sounded disappointed.
"Sorry, I've really got to keep that appointment with coach; nothing personal guys." I don't know if I sounded convincing but I just wanted to put some distance between me and Malaya because just looking at her made my dick as hard as a steel bar.
"Bro, she made all this food and you're just gonna walk away?" John sounded angry and looked it as she began unpacking the contents of her basket.
"Relax baby; Darren didn't know that we were going to spring this upon him and you should understand that." He seemed to calm down as she put reassuring hand on his shoulder.
"Sorry man." They began making out and I found myself watching tentatively as his big hairy mitts seemed to instinctively cup the cheeks of her bubble butt.
"Yeah whatever; don't you have a meeting with coach to attend?" I nodded and began shuffling off when Malaya quickly ran up behind snagging my wrist in her grasp.
"Here Darren; have something sweet to eat." She held a rather large chocolate chip cookie in her hand wrapped in a napkin and I was reluctant to take it. She made a pouty face and dug her nails into my wrist. The sudden and sharp pain made me wince.
"Have something SWEET-TO-EAT Darren." She whispered in a monotone measured tone I was used to since meeting her.
"Yes mistress." I replied like the trained savant I'd been trying to suppress since she'd turned me out before taking a huge bite out of the cookie and chewing until she looked pleased. Malaya grinned pinching my cheeks and walked back to her boyfriend making sure to move in such a way that my eyes were drawn to the subtle sway of her buttocks.
Forty five minutes later I was sitting in the back of my English class taking notes when a strange feeling began to slowly engulf me. It started off as an invisible sheath of warmth that slowly and steadily grew in intensity until I was sweating profusely all over my desk. Some of my classmates began to take notice of it as well as my teacher Mrs. Oderkirk who stormed to the back of the class to take a closer look at me before sending me off to the school nurse. By that time my clothing was drenched in perspiration and my nerve endings felt like they were on fire. The sensation was incredible as I alternately felt cold and hot at the same time. A classmate this guy named Shawn silently warned me not to go to the nurse because a mandatory drug test would be given to me. He also asked if I still had some of the acid I was quite obviously "tipping balls" from.
I half staggered into the hallway as my jeans became extremely tight from the massive erection I was suddenly sporting. I addition to the heat and growing anxiety, I was being cursed with a painfully throbbing boner. I needed to get my cock into my hand or fuck somebody. I fished out my cell phone and made a call to Angela but got her voicemail time and time again. At this point I was openly groping and kneading my cock while I staggered along the hallway. I heard my name repeatedly on the P.A. System and began working my way towards the exit. I had become extremely paranoid at this point and hit the exit barely making it to my car.
It was a miracle I didn't have an accident as I sped home in my car after fishing out my cock. I had to resist pulling over and jerking off several times before I reached my house thanking the stars that both of my parents were still at work. It was an overcast day and rain had already started pouring down as I pulled up to my home.
"What the fuck are you doing here?!!" Malaya was sitting on my porch with her laptop resting on her knees. I covered myself with my hands but I know she caught a glimpse of my raging erection.
"Exactly."
"What are you talking about?!!" I was anxious to get inside and she was blocking my way.
"I came to get fucked Darren." She replied casually while still tapping away at her laptop. No matter what was happening to me, I didn't trust myself or her enough to go down that road again.
"Where's John; your boyfriend?!!" Whatever she'd put in that cookie had me nearly going into hysterics.
"I ditched him of course stupid; now you appear to be in serious need of release Darren. I can help you out with that." She was closing her laptop and I saw an opening pushing past her and letting myself into my house. My heart was racing as I locked the door and flicked the deadbolt.
"WHAT 'D YOU DO TO ME?!!" I was nearly hyperventilating and had roughly taken to stroking my cock to relieve the pressure.
"I drugged you obviously; a special recipe of my own creation and I thought you might be a little more receptive at this point. Your body must be on fire at this point and you're probably wondering about that strange itching pulsing sensation running through your cock." She was just outside the door and I was struggling not to turn the door knob.
"YOU'RE FUCKING CRAZY!!" I screamed as I came on the hard wood floor in front of the thick oak door. You'd think my erection would have abated by now, but it pulsed even more and I stroked harder.
"Open the door Darren."
"NO!!"
"Darren I assure you that things are not going to get any better until you stick your burning cock inside of something. There's really no other way and why fight me when you could just impale the living fuck out of me instead?" Her sociopathic reasoning was astounding.
"LOOK; JUST GO-THE-FUCK-AWAY MALAYA!!" It was quiet for a few moments as I violently jerked off and stared at the closed door.
"Darren, I'm going to ignore your misplaced hostility because I am not unsympathetic to your plight. Here; this may help." The mail slot in the door opened and some sort of cloth bundle softly hit the floor. I nervously picked it up and unfurled it.
It was Malaya's panties.
I found myself holding a pair of light blue bikini junior panties that must have looked spectacular on her unusually plump butt and rubbed the crotch with my fingers finding it damp to the touch. My fingers kneaded the spot for moments as I was overcome bringing the soft pungent smelling cotton up to my nose and inhaling deeply.
"Yes Darren luxuriate in the aroma of my dirty panties you idiot; let the smell of my sopping wet cunt excite you!! I'm so fucking wet for you monkey boy and all you have to do is open this door and take what you want. Come on; FUCK ME Darren-FUCK ME HARD!!" She was right because I regretted it the moment the damp crotch of her underwear touched my nose. Malaya had this strange sweet smelling musk that speared the senses with a slight hint of bitterness.
"Go on Darren; you know you want to...DO IT; DO IT!!" She sounded out of breath on the other side of the door and I imagined that she was masturbating. My eyes were drawn back to the mail slot noticing a single almond shaped eye staring in my direction. I was breathing hard from the effects of whatever it was that she put inside that cookie. The panties were quickly wrapped around my cock and I began jacking like a madman quickly climaxing and shooting a thick wad of cum across the hardwood floor along with my earlier efforts. My cock remained hard and I began to wonder if the effects of the drug would ever wear off.
"You're burning up Darren; you need to push that cock into something! What are you gonna do' jerk off all day when I'm right here? Darren...I REALLY want to HELP YOU. Come on baby; FUCK ME!!" My heart was beating really hard and I was trembling feeling as if I would lose it any second. My penis was pulsing in time with my heart and everything just made sense as I stared a hole into the doorknob.
"Darren." Her voice sounded almost like a child's whine through the door. I didn't want to let her in because I knew that she'd dominate me in some way, humiliate me as was her habit of late.
"DAAA-REN." Her voice sent shivers up my spine and was grating in a manner similar to running one's nails over a chalk board. I cupped my hands over my engorged member and considered running upstairs and locking myself in my room.
"FUCK ME YOU GOT-DAMN FAGGOT!!" Something snapped inside my mind and I nearly ripped the knob off of the front door forgetting the latch while she started laughing on the opposite side of it. A white hot sensation shot through my mind as I beheld Malaya standing there looking especially small and petite from my stilted point of view. It was like having an out of body experience as I watched my hand grab the front of her immaculately ironed shirt in a single fist yanking her towards me and being surprised how light her body was. My hands found the smooth globes of her ass spreading her cheeks apart while the tips of my fingers dipped into her honey pot. My ears were caught in her grasp as her tongue invaded my mouth twirling around like a wild thing as I half collapsed onto the hard wood floor.
"OOOOOHHHH SHIT!!" She gasped as my rod impaled her to the floor and I started pounding into her soaking box like a man possessed. I hadn't even bothered to close the front door leaving it wide open while I fucked Malaya as hard as I could for anybody that happened by. After a few moments plunging deep into her juicy snatch I was aware of the draft wafting in from the open door and just didn't give a fuck. I grabbed the underside of her thighs and hooked her legs over my shoulders as I slammed repeatedly into her curvy body.
"OOOOH DAA-REN; OH SHIT...you're FUUUCKING SOOO HAAARD!!" Malaya sounded like she was on the verge and was matching my speed bucking her rounded hips up into my thrusts just as hard.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP!!" I snatched her glasses off and tossed them across the floor into the dining room and she didn't miss a beat locking an arm around my neck and forcing my head down enough to lock lips. In short we became this mass of entangled limbs and a mess of bodily fluids as we literally fucked each other silly. Malaya locked her legs in the small of my back prodding me with heels to fuck her even harder while she chuckled and gasped. I was a mix of emotions conflicted as fuck partaking of her boundless lust. Just making out with her while she instinctively tightened her cunt on each of my out strokes had me reeling. She liked to use her plump lips, teeth and tongue in tandem biting and pulling on my thin lips while her tongue swirled around in my mouth. I suspected it was more to leave a bit of herself inside me than anything else.
I cupped her round face with my hands pushing down on the top of her head as if that would help me get deeper inside of her while her nails dug painfully into my buttocks. Every time I sunk into her honeypot she would clench up around my shaft as tightly as she could until I could feel my crotch seizing up and from the look on her face; Malaya could too.
"Cum with me." She whispered into my ear following this up with a tantalizing lick of my earlobe. She was moving in complete synch with me at this point and we were fast approaching complete nirvana.
"Uh- Fuck; yeah okay." It only took three more pumps into her saturated box as we came together in complete unison with Malaya arching her mound up against me just as I was pushing down as hard as I could. Our mouths were locked together as we trembled and shook through a perfect tandem orgasm. Moments later I realized it was over and I was completely exhausted lying on top of Malaya like a dead weight. She was lying flat staring up at the ceiling and breathing heavily. Her shapely body was pinned under me and her remaining clothing was drenched in sweat.
"Can I please have a cup of water Darren?" I weakly nodded and managed to make it to my feet noticing that the door was still wide open. It was dark out, raining heavily and the street was plainly visible from the street lights. I was light headed and moved on rubber legs past the dining room into the kitchen. Whatever Malaya had drugged me with had worn off and I didn't know how to feel about all that happened. The light from the refrigerator hurt my eyes and I was barely able to pour a glass of ice water when I looked up getting the shock of my young life.
My mother was standing in the darkened dining room staring at me with this wild-eyed expression. I was completely shocked and caught off guard figuring that I was on my way to foster care and expulsion from the family for being a sex maniac. All of the color drained completely out of my face and I was thankful that the refrigerator was obscuring her view of my hanging flaccid cock. I stealthily pulled my jeans up over my tumescence never taking my eyes off of my parent.
"Darren I've put up with a lot of crap from you this year with your grades, getting you to keep your room clean and your recent troubles at school. You're a good enough kid and I know you mean well but, YOU COULDN'T EVEN CLOSE THE FRONT DOOR BEFORE GETTING A SNACK?!!" I almost laughed in her face realizing that she was clueless too what had happened.
"Uhm; sorry mom?" I was relieved but still slightly addled as my mom switched on the light in the dining room placing her purse on the table.
"Sorry is not going to cut it mister; you're in deep trouble mister. As much as it pains me to say this; you're grounded in your room without dinner tonight Darren! I hope whatever was good enough in that fridge was enough for dinner tonight; now get up to your room!!" I was just happy she hadn't walked in on a wrecked Malaya splayed out across the floor and was happy to go to my room. Malaya's glasses were on the floor in one corner of the dining room and I quickly snapped them up. I guessed that Malaya had rushed out right before my mother came in from work.
"Is your mom always so fucking clueless?" I found Malaya reclining nude in my bed propped up against my headboard with a couple of pillows. She was a sight with her hair down and that familiar mischievous smile reading across her lips.
"Don't worry; I'll sneak you out when she goes to bed."
"Why?"
"You can't be serious' my mother's down stairs; get your clothes on; HEY where's your clothes?"
"Now isn't that the question of the day." She sat up never losing my gaze and knelt in front of me taking my cock into her mouth. My body betrayed me as my cock became instantly erect. She climbed up onto my bed and got on all fours facing my window. I didn't waste any time shucking off the rest of my clothing and climbing on the bed with her. In moments I was taking her doggystyle and luxuriating in her body. Malaya rested her stomach on my bed and raised her round butt in the air twerking it around my cock. I came again rather painfully coating her tan bubble butt in a thick glaze of cum before passing out from exhaustion.
I awoke in the middle of the night to find her sleeping softly curled into a fetal position beside me. I spooned up against her pulling my bedding over us and draping an arm over her body. She snuggled pushing back against my body and gave my forearm a few light kisses before dropping off to sleep again. My cock swelled and surged against her supple butt cheeks.
"I love you." I whispered into her ear before dropping off again to blissful happiness.
"DARREN!!" I was jarred awake by my mom and panicked for a moment realizing that Malaya had long since left in the middle of the night. I'd overslept and she was pissed as I happily jumped in the shower and got dressed. On the way to school my heart was leaping in my chest in anticipation of seeing Malaya and she didn't keep me waiting. I spotted her standing with some of her friends near the school entrance. I half ran to greet her not caring if anybody was watching.



"Good morning Ms. Padilla!" I practically sang as she regarded me from her small group of friends.
"Excuse me; but where do I know you from?" She replied in her robotic monotone as my face broke and I nearly teared up in front of her. Malaya didn't wait for me to answer as she and her group of equally nerdy friends walked into the school giggling and chatting.
"Nowhere." I finally choked out the words realizing that she didn't feel the same way I did after the previous day. She'd used me as a sex toy again and I was lost in a sea of emotion unfamiliar to me up until this point. I trudged off into school and the first of my classes.
I had practice later that day.
...to be continued.
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I wasn't myself anymore and I didn't know what I'd become. I used to be on top of the world and now I didn't know what I was becoming...
It had started out when I'd received a text from Malaya telling that if I met her after school, I would get something -nice. I hadn't really been in contact with her since the day after she'd spent the night at my house and she'd made me feel foolish tricking me, giving me the impression that she REALLY liked me. Whenever we hooked up it was fucking epic. I'd begun to realize that I was hooked from the first moment she'd knelt on my cock. My curiosity and desire was starting to get the better of me as I found myself wanting to know more and more about Malaya Padilla. That's why after a week of enduring her lack of attention and practiced in familiarity; I'd been somewhat overjoyed to receive the simple text from my friend John's girlfriend.
That morning after following the simple directions texted to me, I'd found myself sitting in my car behind the school cafeteria. I was sure that Malaya was going to pull some kind of stunt but decided to show anyway as long as some pussy was in the offering. She didn't keep me waiting long as she suddenly appeared from the far end of the building smiling waving in my direction. She was wearing a white collared shirt sleeved shirt and a knee length light blue skirt that had these sewn in suspenders that fit snuggly over her narrow shoulders. I noticed that her hair was combed with bangs in the front and a large ponytail in the back. My cock started twitching at the sight of her and I fumbled with the door lock on the passenger side as she bent over grinning at me through the window.
"Somebody is happy to see me." She chirped as she jumped in beside me not even giving me a chance to respond before engaging in a torrid make out session and rubbing my crotch. My own fingers were under her skirt breaching a very tight pair of panties to find her damp mound underneath. I'd just started running my finger along her slit when she grew restless and gingerly pulled my hand out of her panties.
"Not here Darren, I want to do it someplace else." She'd leaned back in the passenger seat drawing her skirt down and continued rubbing my cock through my jeans.
"Where; my mom is taking a sick day so are we going to your house?" Malaya smiled nodding in the negative.
"You want to go to the library?" She nodded again as she leaned forward and drew me in for a deep kiss. She had this way of kissing that sent shivers down your spine and jolts of electricity to your cock.
"Darren; I want you to be completely open minded about what I going to suggest and there is no need to be apprehensive or guarded." My pulse instantly quickened knowing that she was possibly going to pull some sort of swerve and screw me over.
"Hey we don't have to go anywhere Malaya; we can do it right here baby. I'd love to eat your pussy right now alright?" She started chuckling and I was immediately nervous figuring that I was screwed one way or the other because we both knew that I was going along with whatever she wanted regardless of how fucked up it probably was.
"Would you relax monkey boy; I just want to do over there behind the cafeteria." She pointed towards the back of the building and the first thing I noticed was all of the filled dumpsters in the area near the school parking lot.
I don't know about that Malaya." She responded by leaning forward and slowly drawing my zipper down until my cock sprang forth like a jack no' lantern palming teasing and caressing the head of my member eventually giving it a few sensual tugs before drawing her hand back to her own crotch and pulling her panties to the side.
"I thought you wanted to fuck me Darren."
"I do Malaya; I want you so fucking bad right now. Don't you want to make love in a bed?" She started laughing and leaned forward taking me into her mouth. She swirled her tongue on the very tip of my urethra while sucking as hard as she could for a few seconds and nearly making me blow a load in her pretty mouth right on the spot. I watched as she released my glistening cock and started sliding her panties down her shapely thighs and calves. Malaya hopped out of my car leaving her underwear on the seat.
"You know John would have never turned me down even if I wanted to fuck on the principal's desk." She turned and started making her way over to the back of the cafeteria putting extra emphasis in her swaying hips. She bunched up her skirt raising it and giving me a view of her round bubble butt tan lines and all. Each cheek was well-formed fleshy ovals that had a slight bit of jiggle to them. It took less than a minute for me to jump out of the car.
"Anybody ever tell you how easy you are Darren?"
"I figured I'd give you the privilege of being first Malaya." She took my arm in hers as we walked over to the back of the school cafeteria and I found myself wishing she'd dump John for me. I couldn't deny that I'd been missing her something fierce since our night together and I was seriously yearning to have her all to myself.
"What-the-fuck?" The minute we rounded the corner I found myself looking at a small group of girls some of which I recognized. There was Gertrude this flabby band member that played the clarinet. I remembered always seeing her smiling at me with these thick braces on her perpetually yellow teeth. Everyone called her Pikachu and I could see why. She was a frumpy chick with too wide shoulders and a fucked up inverted looking ass. I also noticed Karee a waif-thin blonde with the most horrible case of acne I'd ever seen. In fact most of the girls assembled behind the school cafeteria were social outcasts and pariahs in our school.
"Remember what I said about being open minded Darren?"
"No; what's going on Malaya?"
Look it's really no big deal so you should probably take chill pill, calm down and listen to me for a minute." She had a death grip on my arm and was leaning in obscuring my view of the girls gathered in the dirty alley. Some of those freaks were smiling and grinning in my direction and I immediately started sweating bullets.
"Ah-uh I'm not-I'm not FUCKING THEM!!" She quickly put her hand over my mouth silencing me and leaned in pinching my earlobe as she whispered.
"Shut the fuck up Darren nobody said you had to fuck anybody shithead; you're so full of yourself and I-uh just wanted them to see you because none of them believed me, but you can go if you want to monkey boy." She shoved me back standing there with her hands on her hips. I paused for a minute looking back towards my car and back at her round face.
"Darren I'm going to make you a promise okay?"
"Uh, what is that Malaya?"
"I promise that after today; I will NEVER talk to you, NEVER SUCK YOU and definitely NEVER FUCK YOU AGAIN alright?" There was such venom in her voice as she folded her arms across her chest that I knew she meant every word of what she was saying.
"Can't we talk about this a little bit?"
"Why; you're ashamed to be seen with me and I honestly don't know what I even saw in you in the first place Darren." She sounded kind of hurt and it tugged at my heart strings.
"I'm not afraid to be seen with you Malaya; I want you to be my girlfriend." I noticed this weird look cloud her face and she pulled her glasses off revealing the exotic creature hidden behind those thick horn-rimmed frames.
"Are you serious Darren?"
"Yeah, can't you tell how I feel about you?"
"You're just saying that to get into my pants monkey boy. You'd never take me around your jock friends; face it we're from two completely different world's asshole."
"Let me prove it; I'll take you out tonight after my game." The team had a big game this afternoon and coach was counting on me to have my shit together.
"You can prove it right now Darren." She took my hand and led me over to her fellow nerds. I tried to grin and bear it but one of the girls was staring holes in my crotch and she looked a little like she had Down's syndrome. They were all tickled to death and then Malaya dropped a bomb.
"He's going to eat my pussy right now girls." She'd pulled her skirt up exposing her clean shave snatch to all present and I was floored knowing that if I refused we'd be over. Technically speaking we weren't actually an item but the few times I'd been with Malaya had blown my mind. She was quite possibly the greatest fuck I'd ever had and I wasn't willing to lose her.
"Come on doofus; suck my pussy in front of my friends." She winked at me and I was confused as I slowly dropped to my knees facing her mound. I looked up at the other girls and back at her snatch feeling trapped. It felt like I had something caught in my throat and my eyes were watery.
"It's okay Darren; you don't have to do this or EVER SEE ME AGAIN alright?"
All of the Malaya's nerdy associates gasped nearly in unison as my tongue caressed her puffy mound finding her clit. She made these cooing sounds as I licked her lower lips like a pet lapping up water and cradled my head with one of her hands. She quickly became moist and her flavor dotted the tip of my tongue as I brought my hands up spreading her flower. I can't really say what got into me but I wished the others weren't there so that I could pull my cock out and stroke it while I pleasured her.
"Oh baby; you suck my pussy so fucking good. Guess that's why I keep you around bitch." Her words did not shock me but some of her friends chuckled and laughed out loud. Malaya gasped as two of my fingers entered her and grabbed the back of my head with both of her hands.
"OOOOHHHH FUCK MONKEY BOY!!" My face glistened with her juices as Malaya came squirting all over my face and making me gag. She pulled my head back with one of her hands so that could look at my face and I noticed that her face was flush with pleasure.
"Tha-that was so fucking cool Malaya! Is he gonna eat our pussies now?" It was Gertrude and just hearing her mentioning such a thing made me throw up in my mouth a little bit. I looked around to see the chick with Down's syndrome with her flowered dress up exposing her own furry pelt.
"THE FUCK I AM!!" I jumped up backing away from the group as Malaya lowered her skirt barely regarding me as her friends crowded around her laughing and giggling. I immediately felt like the whore that I was and stomped off back to my car vowing to really lay into her the next time we fucked. She looked partially euphoric as she gossiped with her geeky friends and I began to wonder if it was such a good idea to eat her out in front of so many witnesses.
"I'll call you Derbin!!" She yelled after me intentionally getting my name wrong and making me feel so stupid that I felt like putting a bag on my head. For the rest of the day, I felt like all eyes were on me and that my peers knew what had happened behind the school cafeteria. I resolved to stay to myself for the most part and my day was going well when I noticed that weird chick from behind the cafeteria more times than I would have liked.
"Can I help you with something?" I tried to sound as annoyed as possible hoping my tone was threatening enough to run her off. I tried to remember what her name was recalling that she'd been called "Mary the Mongoloid" by some of my peers in the popular crowd. I had never teased the poor girl because my parents would have skinned me alive for doing something so insensitive; but it hadn't stopped me from laughing at her expense on a few occasions.
"I'd like a word with you Darren." She had that slightly weird voice that some deaf people have and I noticed that she sounded irritable.
"Well get in line "Mary"; I've got things to do!" Her brow furrowed and she closed the distance between us quickly so0 much so that I jumped.
"Well, I beg to differ. Before you get any ideas, I already emailed the footage to my laptop at home." She was holding her books close to her chest and rotated them until I was staring at her I-Phone. The image on the screen made me want to immediately take a dive out of the nearest window head first. She had captured some really good angles of me servicing Malaya. Some of the other geeky girls were visible in the background as well.
"You fuckin bitch; you want money or something huh?"
"Follow me if you don't want everybody to find out about your fetish." She started off and didn't look back. I didn't know if I should just blow her off or take her seriously. How smart could Mary be after all? She was basically a mongoloid. Minutes later Mary had led me into a small room bordering the gym used by the drama club as a dressing room. I was apprehensive walking into that room as she closed and locked it behind me.
"Can I let you in on a little secret Darren?"
"What's that "Mary"; you want me to eat your pussy right?" I was in no mood for games and even I could see where this was going.
"Well fuck Darren, that's no secret at all. I've been dreaming about your sweet little mouth down on my pussy for three years now. No, that's not what I'm talking about asshole." My pulse quickened as she started methodically undoing the buttons on her flowered dress which looked like something from a second hand store. Mary was really short and had this kind of stunted looking torso along with a thick neck and I was surprised when she opened the front of her cotton frock revealing a set of tits which were the size of grapefruits. I simultaneously nearly laughed and retched at the sight of her overly large sheer flesh colored granny panties.
"As you well know the insensitive fucks of which you figure as one of their number like to refer to me affectionately as "Mary the Mongoloid" and Darren this really, really upsets me. I'd like you to know that while I do appear to be afflicted with Down's fucking Syndrome; I'm more lucid and perhaps even more intelligent than most of you pretty people. I have a rather "rare" genetic disorder that has resulted in my appearance asshole and do you know what that means Darren?"
"What?" Mary pushed her granny panties down her thick pasty looking thighs and kicked the across the floor. For a second time I nearly retched as she stood there in front of me wearing only a plain utilitarian looking brassiere nude from the waist down. She had a large tuft of hair over her crotch and her legs were unshaven.
"I-AM NOT-A -FUCKING MONGLOID!!" The sudden outburst shocked and surprised me and she looked like she would attack me if I made a sudden move.
"Sorry Mary." She was spreading her dress across the floor as a makeshift sheet and planted her meaty squarish butt nearly taking her weird eyes off me the whole time.
"My name's not Mary asshole; get down here and eat my pussy bitch." She folded her chunky hairy arms behind her head and reclined with her legs wide open. I could see that despite her anger and irritation, Mary or whatever her name was appeared to be soaking wet downstairs. There was this musky smell waftingnthrough the air and it only reinforced the fact that I didn't want anything to do with this chick's vagina. She worked herself with a few of her stubby looking fingers and moaned softly. She became even wetter dousing the small room further in her pungent odor. I knew I didn't really have a choice and I got down between her legs cautiously digging my fingers into the copious fur there to find her tiny little hole.
"Hurry up Darren I gotta be home at a certain time or my mom will come looking and you don't wanna be found in here with me like this do you?" Her taunts were getting to me along with the fact that I wouldn't be in this situation if it weren't for Malaya Padilla. I really was just saying hello when we'd initially met and I'd come to regret nearly everything that'd happened to me since then, all the embarrassment and humiliation and this latest fucking indignity.
"COME ON EAT IT DARREN!!" My tormentor was getting impatient and I gingerly stuck my tongue onto her little button making her shiver all over. I ran the flat of my tongue over her nerdy slit and she attempted to grab my head but I shoved her hands away.
"B-Be nice to me' I just want you to be nuh-NICE to ME Darren." She moaned as I circled her prominent clit not paying attention to what I was doing. I used a hand to open her small cunt and lick her walls while my other hand stealthily slid my zipper down.
"AAAAIIIEEEEEEEE!!" I shoved my entire eight inch cock into her tight snatch in one vicious thrust letting it rest there as her weird roundish eyes widened and her mouth became an O signaling the deep violent penetration of her chubby body. Her inner walls immediately seized up around me with vise-like suction.
"Uh I wuh-I was ...I was a virgin." Her chubby hands had grabbed fistfuls of my letterman jacket and shirt as he flabby legs jerked and trembled. The look of surprise and pain shook me to my core and came to my senses abruptly.
"Oh shit; I'm sooooo FUCKING SORRY MARY!!" I attempted to pull my cock out of her box noticing that some serious blood seeping out as I pulled back.
"LEAVE IT IN DARREN!!"Her fingers were like a death grip on my shirt as gasping, she scooted forward trying to get more of me into her snatch. In seconds she was weakly humping up against my pelvis. I don't know what came over me but I started pushing back into her until we'd built up this rhythm fucking each other very slowly. My hands crept up to her full breasts and started kneading them through her bra finding and rolling her thick rubbery nipples while her legs locked in the small of my back. She hooked her thumbs under the sides of her brassiere and pulled the garment up over her tits with some effort and I could see how swollen and fat her nipples were now that they were exposed to the open air. Her brassiere had been on so tight that its outline framed her full rack with impressions in her doughy skin.
I roughly pulled and twisted her nipples making her squirm under me while I picked up the pace slapping my pelvis against hers just a little bit harder. Her cunt was so tight that I noticed a fleshy sleeve emerging every time my cock was pulled back before plunging into her pussy over and over again. Her face was twisted up with this sick lustful look and pangs of guilt washed over me but I knew I wouldn't stop until I was finished. Her weird looking face was giving me pause and I withdrew my cock from her abused cunt noting the sheen of blood coating half of its length.
"Please put it back in me; I want you to finish." I grabbed both of her arms pulling her into a sitting position so that I could pull her bra over her head and toss it aside. She didn't utter a word of protest when I put her on all fours and buried my cock all the way up to her cervix making her cry out. She had a square flabby looking butt with hints of stretch marks and my cock looked obscene plowing between her jiggling ass cheeks. I fucked her doggy for several minutes increasing the pace until I was slamming into her as hard as I could. What was going through my mind as I fucked the hell out of "Mary the Mongoloid; I really can't say but she was definitely getting her money's worth.
"Fuck, your pussy is so damn tight." I grunted spreading her cheeks further apart until I could see how much she was getting stuffed with.
"I'm sorry it's so tight; you don't like it?"
"No, it's just fine Mary and I like it a lot." I had nothing to lose by being honest and she began to push back against me until I felt a familiar fire in my tightening loins.
"Are you gonna cum now Darren?"
"Hold on Mary; give me a minute." I pulled my cock out of her snatch and rolled her over on her back. I wanted access to her big tits and intended to finish there on her chest. She looked puzzled as I straddled her torso until I put my member in the valley of her cleavage.
"Oh, titty fucking; I can do that real good Darren. My cousin Zack always tit fucks me when he comes over." True to her word Mary's chubby little hands pushed her suprisingly supple breasts tightly around my cock and held it there firmly while I humped her chest like a madman until finally, I shot a thick rope of cum straight up her pug nose and all over her tits. She coughed and wiped her face before taking me into her mouth.



"Hey uh, you don't have to do that." She'd surprised me again expertly cleaning my cock until it was pink again.
"It's the least I could do after you made me a woman." She continued sucking and I let her until she succeeded in coaxing another round of jizz into her hungry mouth.
"Look I have to go uh "Mary"; I've got a game today." I was worried she would freak out as she fished her bra off of the rough carpeting. My knees would be sore for weeks after deflowering Malaya's friend.
"I know I follow all of your games Darren." She smiled up at me and I was overcome with emotion as tears gathered in my eyes. I couldn't believe what I'd done.
"I know it's too much to ask, but can I at least have a kiss goodbye." I rewarded her with a light kiss on the fore head before stepping out into the hall. She was pulling her large panties up over her thighs as the door closed.
My phone had started ringing and it was that unfamiliar, yet familiar disposable cell phone Malaya used.
"Yeah bitch?" I was in no mood for any of her taunting after all I'd been put through and all I'd done.
"Is that how you answer your mistress Darren? I think congratulations are in order after you granted your fist wish and mad my little friend a full-fledged woman." I was blown away. How could she have known about my little hook-up with Mary the Mongoloid?
"Your silence is appreciated and obviously you were unaware of the webcam set up in that dressing room before you arrived monkey boy.
"Webcam?"
"Yeah, me and a few of my tech-savvy friends you met earlier set up the room for a little show and I've just gotta say Darren ...you did not disappoint." She started laughing and I tossed the phone turning to the door and finding it locked.
"YOU WERE REAL GOOD DARREN AND YOU'RE GONNA LOVE EATING AND FUCKING ALL OF OUR FRIENDS!!" Mary sounded like she was panicking and laughing at the same time. I backed away from the door fearing what I would do if I actually broke it down and picked up my phone.
"WHY ARE YOU DOING THIS TO ME?!!"
"You belong to me Darren and when you defy me; I will terrorize your cock." She hung up in my face as I slid down the wall into a fetal position. Moments later, Mary the Mongoloid casually walked out of the dressing room and stepped over me on her way to class without even a backward glance.
...to be continued.
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My name is Poindexter Snodgrass, Dexter for short and I am what most people would call a nerd. I am unfortunately a stereotype in a sea of stereotypes as I sit in the cafeteria this morning people watching. There's the weird girl in the corner bundled up in a series of clothing that no doubt comprises the entirety of her strange little wardrobe, her pasty face and excessive eye makeup identifying her as some type of EMO or GOTH. To my right are the mid-level nondescript guys who make up the majority of my high school peers and inadvertently help decide the pecking order in the cut throat world of middle American high school here in the good ole USA.
As you might guess, I occupy the lower echelon while my extreme opposite would be what most of you would call the "Beautiful People" ...you know the jocks, the cheerleaders and the rest of their ilk in ever increasing volumes that I frankly find rather disturbing. Although given my aversion to the knuckle dragging set, there is one of their kind I would love to get close to...Kelsey Taylor!! I've had a crush on this slender and stacked blonde since the eighth grade and it has only got worse with time as she has truly blossomed into one of the hottest women on the planet at only eighteen years of age.
"Think fast snot boy!!" My inner monologue was interrupted by the impact of a milk carton smashing rather painfully into my bird chest and before I could even register the culprit, I was struck by several other assorted beverages from a nearby table holding most of the football team and the aforementioned Ms. Kelsey Taylor. I was drenched in fluids as most of the student body in the cafeteria began laughing hysterically at my predicament. But for my utter humiliation, my gaze found only one person of interest and that was my blonde crush looking like a young Goldie Hawn with the breasts of Christie Canyon and a tight round ass that my eyes were perpetually drawn to whenever she walked past me. It had gotten so bad that I had begun drawing doodles of her on my notebooks.
"Caught you looking...Ass clown!!" Before I could move Kelsey had flung an entire slushy at me hitting me dead in the face and knocking me clean over. Not to be outdone her BFF Tiffany St. Claire (Equally Hot-Redhead) emptied her smoothie on me as she stepped over my prone drenched body giving me an excellent view of her panty covered crotch. I looked up finding Kelsey's boyfriend Tad Remington staring down into my face stoically.
"Bro, she's hot as fuck and we all know that; but you gotta quit the non-stop perving on my girl." And with that helpful bit of advice he stepped on my chest as he exited the cafeteria with his cohorts and left me trying to figure out the best way to get out of the cafeteria without looking anyone directly in the eye. Well I have to admit that I took that little bit of advice to heart as I made no less than three attempts to stand before being successful and pushing way through the laughing crowd and scores of debris being tossed my way.
My humiliation had been standard M.O. for Kelsey Taylor who had a habit of chiding her muscle head boyfriend into beating up an almost endless number of my peers around campus under the pretense that in one way or another they'd somehow besmirched her honor. Well that was all bullshit and even though she was the hottest girl I'd ever seen I decided to cut science class because she would be there with Tad.
What was I thinking when it came to Kelsey? She had never acknowledged my presence when we were in middle school and there had been that one brief week during our freshman year where she'd struck up a minor acquaintance with me because she was nervous during the first days of high school. We'd nervously exchanged pleasantries and numbers right before she joined the cheerleading squad. After she'd found her niche, I was history but never was fully able to say goodbye until now. I looked like someone had tie dyed my entire torso as I did the best to clean myself up all things considered and settled in one of the rest room stalls scrolling through a few web sites on my phone. I was disturbed minutes into my web surfing by the loud knock of the school's security guard on the stall door with his mag-light.
"I should have known you were the culprit behind my capture." My good friend and colleague Agnes Newton was waiting on the other side of the double doors that led to the boy's bathroom with my backpack.
"Guilty as charged Dexter; you know I'm not going to let you cut class especially when so much is at stake." She was referring to the upcoming science fair and the students were being paired up today for projects that would account for half of our overall grade. Agnes and I had been partners in crime for as long as I'd known Kelsey with her being my next door neighbor. She was a short brunette with a decidedly chunky build which she kept hidden under layers of clothing which obscured any hint of her actual figure. Our parents always thought that we'd end up as a couple and tried on several occasions to push us together but I just didn't see Agnes in that light.
Her face was cute enough hidden behind an overly large pair of dorky librarian glasses and framed by her mane of curly brown hair but except for a minor incident when we were sophomores we seemed destined to be just friends. We'd been studying together at her house and ended up spooning when I'd made the mistake of trying to cop a feel on her tits. I'd found my hands snagged before I could get them under her three sweaters and was soundly ejected from her home. We didn't speak for weeks afterward until she awkwardly approached me in the cafeteria asking if she could see some notes for class. We made up and decided to be "only friends" after that and Agnes had been my BFF since then.
"Stop it Dexter; you know I can hear you thinking about her." Of course she was referring to Kelsey and I cracked a wry smile at her furrowed brow and slight scowl.
"Jealous much Agnes?"
"Get real Dexter; she despises you or perhaps you're a closet submissive." She poked her finger in my thin chest drawing attention to my stained rainbow hued shirt. We both laughed and headed off to the science lab. I shuddered inwardly knowing Kelsey and her entourage would be there. I sat behind her and cherished the fact that whenever she stood up I was always treated to a view of her tight curvy ass usually covered (barely) in homemade daisy dukes. The bottoms of her cheeks always seemed to be exposed and this had given me many masturbatory fantasies when I was alone at home.
I'd fucked up and been caught trying to take a quick up skirt pic when she'd caught me and proceeded to throttle me until a concerned student had intervened looking at me in disgust when my indiscretion had been revealed.
That was yesterday.
Today I'd come to school and everything seemed fine until I went to lunch where I'd been soundly humiliated and outed in public as a pervert. I probably would have cut class for the rest of the day if it hadn't been for Agnes.
"You're probably still working on that stupid pheromone experiment huh?"
"You just wish you'd thought of it first." I was one of the school's academic celebrities along with Agnes and a few others and we'd been afforded our own section of the lab where we were allowed to pursue scientific interests. Our little enclave had yielded science awards from all parts of the country and the principal was more than happy to foster our efforts. I'd been working on isolating what I felt was the chemical essence, that illusive intangible that fuels attraction between the sexes. Androstenone-X was sitting in a few small beakers at my station and I intended to conduct a few tests after class with some mice.
"I have better things to do with my time and so do you; if you can get your nose out of Kelsey Taylor's ass."
"I wish." That remark earned me a wicked smirk from Agnes and for a moment it felt like legitimate jealousy. She was unavailable in a current webcam relationship with some guy in France and talked of meeting him right after graduation. I always joked that she was going to end up like those "Hostel" torture porn movies.
"Today I'm going to have to apologize to some of my students for disappointing them and probably ruining quite a few plans." Mr. Finkle was my favorite teacher and we had a lot in common, so much so that some of the students teased me asking if he was my dad. People always laughed at his checked slacks and ill-colored shirts along with his perpetual preference for wearing lab coats. But we had a friendly association and he was my mentor of sorts.
"I'm going to be pairing students together using a random yet simplistic method so that means that some of you won't be paired up with your friends." This earned Mr. Finkle some groans and loud student chatter of protest from the class. He followed this up by having everybody in the class gather their belongings and line the walls of the classroom.
"It's set in stone and that's the gist of it class! Now I want you to come up here one by one and pick a name out of this hat." Funny as we lined the walls I noticed that most of the students had lined up according to their peer groups and I remembered the utter humiliation I'd endured as I watched Kelsey standing there hand in hand with Tad Remington so visibly put out and entitled looking at something inside me just bristled. Agnes had gathered her things standing next to me and I felt her finger rub against my hand as one of the students read the first name out loud.
"Tad Remington!" Joey one of my peers on the undercard of high school society had the misfortune of calling his bully as his lab partner for the rest of the year and was forced to take a seat at the two person desk at the front of the classroom next to the visibly annoyed jock. There was doubt in the room that Joey was gonna be doing all of the work and earning his "lab partner" a diploma.
"Agnes Newton." She looked just as shocked as Tad when her name was called by some guy I had gym class with. She shot me a worried look as she slowly gathered her things and took her seat next to Mr. No-Name who had a smirk on his face. For the next twenty minutes we were paired off randomly and I found myself wondering if me name was even inside Mr. Finkle's ratty looking hat. I noticed some of the worried looks on the faces of the other students reminded that word had got around about my unfortunate attempt at perving. Right now being seen with me could seriously bring down someone's social stock. It was weird and karmic in a strange once a while in the universe type deal but it came down to four students me, Tiffany St. Claire, some downer guy named Wes and of all people ...Kelsey Taylor!
You could hear a pin drop in the science lab as Tiffany slowly walked to the front of the room after bumping fists with her BFF. Neither of the girls wanted anything to do with me or the other guy. The best they could hope for was Tiffany pulling Kelsey's name from Mr. Finkle's hat. The tall stacked redhead looked into the dark recess of the hat for longer than she should prompting a response from the teacher.
"We don't have all day Ms. St. Claire; pick a name and grab a seat." Everyone in the class seemed to lean forward their gaze following her thin hand into the hat and emerging with the folded piece of paper.
"I'm so sorry Kelsey." Her apologetic tone told everybody in the room that I was her lab partner.
"FUCK NO, I'M NOT SITTING NEXT TO THIS FUCKING GEEK FOR THE REST OF THE YEAR!!" The rest of the class burst into uproarious laughter at her outburst as she completely freaked out.
"You will Taylor or you will repeat your senior year." His tone was nearly robotic and direct with promise of threat. Once again there was a palpable, pregnant silence in the air as Kelsey made her way over to the last available seat shooting a glare at her friend along the way. She didn't sit just standing there looking at her proposed seat like a death sentence. I was just as embarrassed and busied myself with my project which was kept in a beaker at my personal station. I could see my reflection in the beaker of liquid extract. It had a slight golden hue to it that caught the eye when you looked at it just right.
"Sit down Kelsey!!" she looked over at her boyfriend for support but Tad shrugged his shoulders finding the scene somewhat amusing.
"This is your entire fucking fault!!" I nervously looked over my shoulder finding her bright green eyes glaring at me. If looks could kill ...well, you know the rest.
"Look Kelsey, I'm really sorry..." I tried to apologize but the beautiful blonde was having none of it as she closed the distance between us with purpose.
"Save the sorry for yourself...ASSHOLE!!" Kelsey snatched the beaker of Androstenone-X from my hand and doused me full in the face and chest with it. My face was covered with the oily substance which had a metallic taste and smell to it. It felt like all of the pores on my face opened up at exactly the same time as I doubled over grabbing my face.
"DEXTER!!" Agnes and a few other students ran to my aid as Kelsey looked shocked at her own actions. Mr. Finkle helped me over to a wash station and cleaned my eyes. There was this kind of humidity that wafted through my body as I protested telling everyone that I was okay and shrugged off the weird feeling that was coming over me. Mr. Finkle escorted Kelsey to the principal's office and I'm told she was summarily expelled from the school. I ended up with no partner at all and in a strange way karma had come full circle. Agnes went with me to the hospital and waited even after my Uncle Joe had arrived.
"That cunt should be sitting in a jail cell for assaulting you Dexter." Agnes seemed overly agitated even though I tried my best to assure her that I was okay.
"Relax it's no big deal Agnes; just chill out okay?" The room seemed excessively humid and there was some sweat running down my brow. The doctor had decided to keep me overnight for observation.
"But she ruined your project Dexter and we don't know what effect the Androstenone-X could have on you!! " That kind of got my attention but I didn't want her to know just how anxious she'd I was.
"Look I'm really tired, why don't you just go home and I'll call you tomorrow." She still looked worried but nodded in agreement. She gave me a light kiss on the lips which kind of surprised me before silently leaving. I noticed that she lingered at the door a little longer than I had anticipated before leaving. Other than a mild fever I hadn't felt any different after being doused and I soon drifted off to sleep finding myself dreaming of Kelsey Taylor and those fabulous daisy dukes of hers. The sight of that apple-bottom even in my dreams had me aroused and her denim shorts were so tight that they eventually burst causing me to burst as well. In my dream a veritable geyser of ejaculate erupted from the head of my cock completely drenching her ass with my biological glaze.
"Can you go again stud?" Dream-Kelsey taunted as she pulled the spaghetti straps of her striped top aside drawing out her tits and causing another explosion of cum to drench her chest and neck.
"Go Again baby!" I responded with a thick jet of cum right to her lovely face and turned her into a creamy glazed masterpiece. We'd repeat this cycle several more times before I noticed it beginning to turn sinister.
"GO-AGAIN DEXTER!!" Her voice sounded demonic and she reached out with a talon like claw grabbed a hold of my cock and ripping it free of my body.
"AAAAAARRRGGGHHH!!" I was jolted screaming out of my sleep and the night nurse came running to see what all of the commotion was about.
"Hey hey hey, you're gonna wake up all the patients on the floor." Her name tag said her name was Rosalie and she seemed sympathetic to my plight. She was this tan colored black lady with light brown curly hair drawn back into a ponytail.
"Jus-Just a nightmare ma'am; I sorry about screaming and all that."
"It's okay darling, just try to get some sleep." I had this weird wet feeling under my bedding and my crotch was wet and sticky. I'd had plenty of wet dreams before but nothing like this. There was a visible wet stain on the top of my covers and Rosalie immediately noticed.
"Wet the bed huh?"
"Uh no, it was an accident ma'am. I uh-well yeah I HAD AN ACCIDENT ALL RIGHT!!" I was about to cop to having a wet dream and panicked when Rosalie suddenly yanked the covers down exposing my crotch area.
"Good Gaaawd boy!" My entire crotch was a mess with a huge stain on my hospital gown. My right hand was still placed flat against my cock which was rock hard and pulsing. I lifted my palm up slightly and noticed a web of cum extending from my palm to my crotch before slapping it back down again with a loud audible wet sound. Once again I found myself utterly humiliated especially at the wide eyed expression on Rosalie's face.
"Relax kid; these things happen when you're young. Don't worry about a thing and we can keep this between us okay?" She gave me a reassuring look and I relaxed and tried to pull the covers up but she stopped me.
"You can't go back to sleep like that; let me get you cleaned up kid." She pulled the blankets off the bed and tossed them onto a nearby chair before retrieving some alternate bedding from an in-room cabinet. I couldn't help but notice her huge sloping tits even though she was a little on the chunky side. My cock noticed too and I felt uncomfortable watching her make the bed especially when she held the bed sheet up marveling at the huge stain left by my cum. It had to be the circumference of a basketball at least. I was puzzled by this as one of my avid pastimes involved excessive masturbation. My collection of internet porn was truly epic but lately I'd been getting off on Kelsey's ass like it was going out of style.
"Just about finished kid." She motioned for me to lie down on the bed while she had my top blanket under her arm.
"What about my hospital gown?"
"Well we've got to get you cleaned up before you can get some new clothing." Her meaning was clear and I was speechless as I watched her fill a small plastic bowl with some water in the bathroom sink. Things were getting a little weird but she kept me calm with her rather earthy smile.
"Come on kid lay on the bed so that I can get you cleaned up." I sheepishly laid on the bed as Rosalie sat the bowl on my adjoining bedside table and pulled up a seat. I noticed that she had a pretty youthful looking tan roundish kind of face but her voice betrayed her age with its inherently husky tone. I suppose it was the motherly tone that got to me as her chubby fingers gingerly rolled the bottom of my gown up revealing just how excessive I'd cum. I was caked up with copious webs of semen from the middle of my thighs to my abs.
"Damn, that's a lot of cum...how many times you jerk off tonight?"
"None, I-uh mean that I had like sort of a wet dream ma'am." She didn't look like she believed me as she dipped a sponge into the warm water in the bowl and started cleaning me rather thoroughly.
"You don't have to lie kid, nobody cums this much from a wet dream."
"I'm not lying ma'am; I woke up like this when you came in just now." I was irritated and still felt a little strange from earlier. Rosalie was washing down my stomach and had reached my groin. She strangely seemed to be kneading it with the sponge and I noticed her fingers grazing my balls ever so lightly. She seemed to think I didn't notice but the slightest touch sent jolts through my body causing me to shiver ever so slightly.
"Are you cold?" She asked without looking directly at my face. Three of her fingers were brushing against my glans and I could feel my stomach tighten up in response.




"No its uh, your fingers Rosalie; they're rubbing my thing." I squirmed a little bit as fingers from her other hand kneaded one of my balls. She seemed to be laser focused on my cock and I noticed the wet sponge on the hospital room floor. My mind was racing as it became apparent that I was going to be molested by the night nurse. I wondered how many other guys had met the same fate here at general hospital.
"You've got some really huge balls kid; I guess you might have nutted like a fire hose after all."
"Nutted?!!"...What kind of word was that and I noticed her voice was hoarse and raspy. Her big tits were heaving inside her shirt and Rosalie was breathing heavily.
"Excuse me ma'am; are you okay?" Her chubby palm completely covered the head of my erect cock while her thumb rubbed the sensitive head even more.
"I wanna see it." Precum was leaking from my cock in amounts that would have appeared to be ejaculate to the untrained eye. It ran freely from the engorged purplish head of my dick down over her big ham fist coating it evenly. I was amazed at the way the light caught the sticky glaze on her fingers.
"What?"
"I wanna see you fucking cum all over the place. Can I kid; can I make you cum?" She finally looked into my face and I noticed that her chubby kid's face was covered in sweat and her nostrils were flaring. She had one hand around the base of my cock and the other cupping my balls. I involuntarily humped against her hand when I felt her roll my testicles in her hand.
"Oh fuck, uh okay Rosalie." She didn't ease into it at all violently jerking my cock like a madwoman. I felt lucky that my thick shaft was already lubricated as she gave me long hard strokes. The wet sound of her fingers on my member were filling the room and making me even harder. There was a visible lattice of veins covering my shaft and my toes curled up every time she ran her fingers over them.
"Come on kid; bust a big ass nut for me. I want you to fucking cum all over my hand. Show me what you're working with boyfriend." Her voice had fully gone from authoritative to street in the moments she was working my manhood." I noticed she was fondling one of her huge tits and rolling the nipple through the light cotton fabric of her flower print scrubs.
"C-Can I uh, can I see one of your tits-uh I mean breasts?" She looked at me with a wide smile and pulled her top up revealing one of her huge tan colored boobs encased in a simple white bra. There was a little lace on top near her cleavage. She had some noticeable freckles on her boob and her nipple was really hard pressing against the satiny material of her underwear.
"That's a REALLY NICE BREAST ma'am." I was humping up into her hand essentially fucking her fist in measured strokes. She roughly, impatiently tugged at the top of the bra cup that was facing me loudly ripping it to get show me her bounty. I didn't know what to make of her actions as her large areolas came in view. Her nipple was a revelation short and stubby almost looking like a pebble or raspberry. I could make out little bumps all over the surface of her cookie sized areolas and weakly reached for her boob. She noticed what I was trying to do and stood up quickly reluctantly releasing my cock which remained standing up pointing at the dull light in the room.
"You want some fucking titties; I got more than enough baby." Her energy was kind of frenetic as she yanked the scrub top over her head tossing it to the floor. Rosalie's tits were bigger than I thought and hung pendulously low near her navel which I noticed had a piercing. She was all smiles quickly taking me back into her hand and working me good. I was surprised I hadn't cum yet. Usually it took me a good five minutes from start to finish but tonight I had endurance like no other even though every few seconds I felt like I was going to explode. Every nerve in my cock was on fire and a light sheen of sweat soon coated my entire body matting the stained gown to my chest.
"I want you to give me that fucking cum! You wanna give me some fucking cum don't you baby; I-need to see you cum all over me, all over this fucking bed...everywhere kid!" She was going to town on me with both hands now and stood up moving close enough for me to palm the underside of the closest breast to me. She shuddered and dipped at the knees when I rolled her nipple and doubled her rough jerking speed while a pinched the big rubbery nipple distending it probably painfully but she didn't notice.
"AAAAHHH-AAHMMM-trying sooooo HARD to CUM Rosalie." She had both of her fists vertically adjacent creating an impromptu fleshy tunnel for me to fuck and I covered her hands with my own doing my best to finally cum as beads of sweat ran down my face. I'd had my eyes closed and opened to see her staring at me with an almost pleading expression in her eyes before she did something that shocked me even further.
"I'm so sorry, I tried not to do this kid; but I need your cum." She slammed her face down into my crotch burying me to the hilt in her throat and began sucking and slurping for all she was worth making me moan and recklessly hump her face. I couldn't fathom why she'd been so apologetic until I felt a distinctly foreign object roughly plow into my ass and press down on my prostrate.
"AAAAAWWWWW FUUUCK!!" My balls had about enough as I started cumming hard right down her throat in a legendary display while Rosalie swallowed continuously pumping me until she could take no more. I don't know what was wrong with me but I continued to cum until some my semen flooded her hungry mouth spurting from the nearly airtight seal of her juicy lips. The sensation was so great that I sat up on the bed while she worked feverishly to drain me spraying her face and huge tits until she was a nasty glazed mess. Rosalie was kneeling at the bedside with her arms raised still working my cock while jizz rained down into her curly brown short hair. I reached down cupping her humongous tits and wrapped them around my cock with her help. She covered my hands with her own and I fucked her tits for a good five minutes before my orgasm slowly began to reside.
"I can't-I can't believe this happened. Thank you so much Rosalie." I fell back on the hospital bed with my legs dangling over the edge and she leaned forward and actually licked up the cum from my belly and thighs. She even licked my balls clean before sucking everything off of her fingers. I was wasted but noticed that my cock felt kind of heavy.
Rosalie was licking the left over cum off of her giant tits as I sat up on my elbows looking at her.
"Wow that was just great; I never thought I'd have my first sexual experience in a hospital of all places." I was seriously feeling the afterglow of my experience.
"Shit."
"Huh?" She was touching her face and blinking profusely and one of her hands went up to her naked chest like she'd experienced pain in her chest. Rosalie looked over at me and slowly knelt snatching up her top and covering herself.
"Look I really didn't mean for that to happen. I-uh I don't know what came over me kid. I'M REALLY SORRY!!" She was breathing heavily visibly panicked at the realization that she'd manhandled me and milked me dry. I wasn't complaining and wanted to tell her ass much but she half ran from the room leaving me standing there with my cock at half-mast.
"I came all over you." I was alone with nobody to appreciate my little pun and I dropped off into a very deep sleep after reviewing the whole evening in my head. I figured she probably was acting to get out of any police-related activity from her actions. There really was no telling how many people she'd probably molested during her rounds but I wasn't telling.
**********************************************************
I was allowed to check out early in the morning and my uncle drove me home asking how my night was. I decided to keep my episode with Rosalie to myself because I didn't want her to get into trouble and it really did make a crappy day that much better. I still had this kind of strange feeling running through my body and I remembered Agnes' concern about the effects from the Androstenone-X. I had awoken in the hospital during the morning to find my sheets similarly stained and barely cleaned up before my Uncle arrived. I'd stoked one quick one out unfortunately imagining Kelsey's ass again and noticed the steady if diminished flow of cum from my cock.
"I need a sample, got to run some tests." I mumbled looking out of the window at the sparse sights of our small town.
"What's that Dexter?" My Uncle Joe had taken me in after I'd lost both of my parents in a plane crash and although he was more of the blue collar variety, he supported me whole heartedly in almost everything I did.
"You think we could run by the school, I want to pick up a sample of my experiment...you know the Androstenone-X?"
"No can do buddy, you're on bed rest at least for another day. That's doctor's orders. Besides I thought we'd catch a game on the tube and fry up some steaks."
"Alright Uncle Joe, anything you say." I sounded crestfallen and in moments we were pulling up into the rear parking lot near the science lab. The park was across the street and the football teams were going through drills. I assured my uncle that I wouldn't be long and headed off towards the science lab to retrieve a sample of Androstenone-X. As luck would have it I bumped into the entire cheerleading squad and of course...Kelsey Taylor.
The former apple of my eye was dressed as was the norm for her in a striped tank-top and some form fitting volleyball shorts. My cock jumped in my pants against my will and I tried to push past the girls into the school.
"Hey I wanna talk to you asshole!! You got me fucking kicked off cheerleading!!" Some of the girls grabbed her arm and she struggled against them until her best friend Tiffany intervened.
"You better leave that geek alone or you're going to be expelled permanently. I DON'T HAVE TIME FOR THIS SHIT OKAY?!!" I don't know how the rest of their conversation went because I bolted to the classroom and slipped inside the darkened area. I kept at least two more vials of my experiment in a lab fridge snagging one as I heard the door slam behind me.
"I'm not finished with you Poindexter; you've fucked up my senior year!" She was standing in front of the door with her hands on her hips and I was slightly offended that she seemed to think she posed a physical threat to me.
"Excuse me Kelsey but "YOU" fucked up your own senior year. I didn't make you toss a chemical into my face." Even though I despised her at this point, my cock was straining hard against my pants. She looked so delectable standing there trying to threaten me.
"You might as well have; all I ever see when I walk around this school is your pathetic fucking face. All you do is stare at me like some sad little puppy who wants to be petted. Do you want to be petted Poindexter?" She took a few steps towards me intending to literally pet me on the head when she looked down noticing my tumescence.
"WHAT-THE-FUCK I CAN'T BELIEVE THIS SHIT; YOU'RE HARD RIGHT NOW!!" It was true and my cock was sticking painfully out in front of my body in a perfect horizontal line. Her eyes widened so much at the sight of my erect cock that I could see the detail in her sky-blue corneas. She folded her arms around her thin torso unintentionally causing her own considerable breasts to be forced against her chest and pushed up nearly out of her top. She noticed I was looking at her chest and immediately dropped her hands with a loud gasp.
"Look Poindexter, I probably shouldn't have tossed that chemical shit on you but you need to get it through your retarded head that we are -NEVER GOING TO HOOK UP!!" She was so close that I could feel her breath in my face.
...she grabbed me by the shoulder and shoved her tongue roughly into my mouth as her nails dug into my right ass cheek. I didn't have time to react as she quickly grabbed my cock closing her fingers tightly around it as she began visibly trembling.
"Get this fucking little pinkie dick out asshole!!" She was violently ripping at my pants and I tried to help her but she slapped my hands away as she finally got my cock out in the darkened room. I didn't know what to make of it but Kelsey Taylor had dropped to her knees and began sucking my dick as hard as she could. She wrapped both of her hands around my shaft in this twisting motion as she licked the fat head of my penis soaking up the precum like it was maple syrup or something.
"OOOOHH FUCK KELSEY!!" her nails were digging into my ass as she completely throated me despite gagging and drooling copious amounts of spit onto the tiled floor of the lab. She leaned back on her calves with one hand twirling around my shaft as she freed her breasts. A minor spurt of cum shot out of my cock hitting her cheek when her luscious breasts were freed and they were much better than I'd imagined with prominent tan lines that told me that Kelsey spent a lot of time at the local tanning salon. Her free hand dropped between her thighs which she closed tightly and I could tell she was playing with herself. I tried to cup the back of her head and she warded me off with her arm and shoved me back into a desk.
"DON'T YOU FUCKING TOUCH ME LOSER!!" Her actions betrayed her words as she turned around on her knees and slid her volleyball shorts down. My mouth was agape at the sight of the untouchable Kelsey Taylor masturbating with three fingers in her trimmed snatch. She had her chest resting on the floor and her bubble butt tan lines and all raised high in the air. She was working herself into a shivering frenzy before turning to me with a desperate look on her face.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU WAITING FOR GEEK?!!" I didn't have to be told twice and wasted no time shoving the entire length of my cock deep into her snatch until I hit her cervix.
"AAAAAAAWWWWWW FFUUUCK!!" Her tight snatch immediately seized up around my girth and Kelsey jerked back against me sounding like she was in agony as she came hard on my cock. Her inner walls were continually contracting around me in a painful rhythm.
"C-Come on-FUUUCK ME!!" I started pumping into her noticing jets of her cum squirting out on nearly every stroke and a kind of fleshy sleeve that emerged whenever I pulled my cock back. I could see the goose bumps on her back and she did her best to work with me while gasping and moaning.
"Hu-Huh Harder."
"What?" I had my fingers locked around her thin waist and pushed into her making her squeal.
"Fuck me harder-push it in HARD PLEEEASE!!"I dug my fingers into her blonde mane and grabbed one of her perfect buoyant tits and started giving it to her with all I had and she instantly started cumming again and making these weird yelping sounds that quickly turning into another screaming orgasm. She collapsed on the floor taking me with her still buried balls deep in her cunt. I didn't know if I should move or not as I looked at the back of her head. Her breathing was loud and labored permeating the darkened classroom.
"D-Did you cum?" Her voice was nearly inaudible barely above a whisper.
"No, sorry." Kelsey weakly squirmed trying to get up and I slowly pulled my cock out of her honey pot.
"NOOOOO, YOU AIN'T!!" She pushed me back and quickly took me into her mouth again sucking for all she was worth. I began shoving my cock in time with her creating an enticing suction as I used her mouth like a surrogate vagina. Kelsey truly had no gag reflex. This time she didn't swipe my hand away when I cupped the back of her head and pumped her mouth. She was rubbing her cunt with a vigorous motion and humming on my cock. Her perfect breasts were glazed over with saliva and precum.
"You really want my fucking tits don't you ass clown?!" She pressed my cock deep into her cleavage interlocking her fingers and began bouncing her boobs along my turgid meat. We were both drenched in sweat and I could feel my inner thighs tightening up.
"Uh, uh fuck me...I'm gonna go!"
"You gonna cum faggot?!!" She had arched her back allowing more of my length to run the full length of her soft pillowy Double D's. Her cleavage was completely drenched in precum and sweat glistening in what little light was left in the classroom.
"YEEEAAAAAH BITCH!!" A huge blast of cum suddenly erupted from my cock hitting her dead in the face as she screamed in surprise. At least five more strong bursts followed completely drenching Kelsey who continued twirling her hands around my cock; pointing it at her luscious tits. She finally buried capped the geyser with her mouth sucking as hard as she could until I was drained. My whole body had this weird feeling like every nerve was on fire and I felt dazed as the room seemed to spin a little bit. A striking note of familiarity took over as I wearily watched her lick up all of my semen going so far as to stick four fingers into her mouth after scooping most of my residue off her breasts and eating it.
"That was fucking awesome Kelsey." I extended my hand to help her up but she slapped it away and jumped up looking nervous and panicked.
"Wuh-What the Fuh-FUUUCK?!!" She was standing in this weird hunched manner as she stuffed her tits haphazardly back into her top. She had this crazed, disoriented look on her face as she quickly pulled her spandex shorts up over that famous bubble butt I'd been plowing moments earlier.
"He-HEEEY MAN; JUST STAY THE FUCK AWAY FROM ME!!" There were tears in her eyes tinted by her running mascara and her mouth was hanging open in disbelief as she backed cautiously out of the classroom.
"IF YOU TELL ANYONE ABOUT THIS, I HAVE TAD KILL YOUR SCRAWNY ASS!!" With that final threat she was gone. I stood there for a few moments with this silly grin on my face as I realized how humiliated she must have felt. I couldn't fathom why we'd ended up fucking chalking it up to some unrealized sexual tension but that just didn't seem right to me. I knew for a fact that Kelsey Taylor was truly disgusted by me and would rather die than be seen with me and then it dawned on me as I leaned against a desk staring across the room at the single vial of Androstenone-X on the counter top. The slight golden hue of the liquid inside caught the eye just right.
*****
Later that night in my attic room, I examined a drop of the extract under the microscope. I had a group of white and grey, mice in a large cage. I picked up my favorite who I'd named Lester and dropped a tiny bit of the Androstenone-X just behind his ear and placed him in a smaller enclosure within the larger cage. I sat there watching and finally dozed off.
Dreams of Kelsey and her amazing ass jolted me awake with another rock hard boner. My cock was just throbbing and I began masturbating feeling a familiar jolt of pleasure run up my spine. I glanced over at the cage and noticed that all of the mice were clamoring over the smaller cage containing Lester. I ran over to the cage and pulled one of the mice out that was trying to get at Lester.
It was a female.
"Holy Shit."
...to be continued.
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Perpetual slacker Shawn had been promised sex by his rich girlfriend Daisy if he could pass his final exam....Well, he failed and went over her house in an attempt to coerce her into sex anyway and ended up sleeping with her mother Mrs. Diane Hartford, a SMOKING HOT M.I.L.F!! Mrs. Hartford took his virginity and the couple was nearly caught by his girlfriend and her father!! Shawn found himself in a situation where he has been coerced/ seduced by three teachers!! Shawn discovered that his girlfriend was also cheating on him as well and has disappeared!!
Daisy Hartford has discovered that her mother and the teachers are old friends and sorority sisters who made a game out of messing up dim bulb Shawn's life.
What will happen next?!!
"Fucking bitch." Chad Bostwick was pissed when he'd finally figured out that he'd been played for a fool by Daisy Hartford. She'd gotten him so worked up with the promise of pounding the hell out of her tight bubble butt that he'd taken to jerking himself in anticipation. He'd sat in the bathroom stall playing with himself until he been interrupted by a kindly old gentleman who'd offered to suck him off going so far as to flash him a few hundred dollar bills. It had been all Chad could do to keep from clocking the guy as he ran out of the rest room to find his car missing.
"That cunt must pay; anal or no scholarship for her!!" He was already working an angle for leverage against the promising young jock and was preparing to play his trump card. Mrs. Hartford would not be pleased with her daughter when she found out about her shenanigans. The hot platinum blonde had all but served her daughter up to him on a silver platter the night before and things had gone off without a hitch as he played the concerned friend while Daisy talked about Shawn for half the night before they'd ended up sealing the deal. She'd been so nervous at first, but wine was the key to unlocking the invisible chastity belt she'd worn for nearly six months. She'd said that she was merely leading that fucking loser on but couldn't seem to stop talking about him.
Chad had listened until he could endure no more and initiated a light argument with the seemingly confused girl while continuously plying her with alcohol. He used an old wolf's technique of challenging Daisy to admit that she was in love with the "Shawn Guy" and counting on her stubbornness to get him into her panties. She'd vehemently denied being enthralled with the listless pot head even going so far as kissing him to prove it. That drunken kissing led to groping of her enhanced tits and several attempts at getting his hand into her panties. By this time Daisy was nearly a drunken mess not even protesting when he wrapped her fingers around his thick cock using them to masturbate himself. The athletic blonde continued giggling jerking him of her own accord after twenty minutes while he constantly chided and challenged her to prove she didn't love Shawn.
He had to slightly force her face near his cock but it was worth it as the intoxicated blonde took his entire length in her mouth giving him a blowjob for the ages. She even swallowed his precum and drunkenly handled his package until he'd become so caught up that he'd bent her over and rammed his cock home easily smashing into her cervix. Daisy's tight cunt had been a revelation clinging to his meat and seizing up at just the right moments. Chad enjoyed the fresh wares the premiere athlete had to offer and just as he was getting into it; he happened to notice Shawn peeping at them. In a second he'd decided to wreak havoc with the insecure teen by verbally prodding drunken Daisy to talk nasty all in order to give his rival a show. He'd never thought in a million years that the pussy would actually cry like a little girl. It was worth it to see the hurt in that stoner's face as he jerked thick wads of cum all over Daisy's pretty face.
"Chad, what are you doing and where is my daughter?" He turned to find Daisy's hot mother addressing him along with two other women that appeared to be her friends.
"Ma'am, your lovely daughter has apparently decided against sailing with me today. She's also taken the car to only God knows where." He masked his anger for the benefit of completely fooling her mother and the platinum blonde smiled at him.
"Well Daisy always did have a short attention span Chad darling." The women giggled knowing that he'd been fooled and he found himself staring at the trio admiring their charms.
"I must say that your daughter's actions are rather perplexing to say the least and at the very least my initial assessment shall have to be reevaluated Mrs. Hartford." Chad had learned to hide his boorishness behind a practiced façade of intelligence. He figured that issuing a threat even veiled as it was would prompt the M.I.L.F into action retrieving her comely daughter for his enjoyment. The Hartford's had treated him like royalty since his arrival allowing him to stay in their home and continually talking up their daughter's academic and athletic attributes.
"Well my husband won't be pleased with that at all Chad darling; perhaps we could discuss the matter further back at my home. Mr. Hartford is off on one of his silly golf games the next county over." He was amazed at how the platinum blonde M.I.L.F didn't miss a beat rolling right through his threat and inviting him back to her home. Chad had been burning a hole in her luscious derriere the entire weekend marveling at how round and plump Diane's heart-shaped ass was. His mind had wondered off while he was railing Daisy wondering what it would be like to have a go at the smoking hot trophy wife.
"Well if you think it would enlighten the situation Mrs. Hartford; perhaps you could convince me to issue Daisy another opportunity with our prestigious school." She simply smiled as she put on a pair of white designer shades while Sophie Oderkirk eyes zeroed in on the well-built college scout's visible package and Wendy Bryant appeared to be annoyed that Chad would threaten her star athlete's future.
"You don't mind if my associates tag along; they're very helpful with "negotiations" Mr. Bostwick. He couldn't believe his ears knowing full well what she was implying and things were cemented further when Mrs. Oderkirk offered her hand cupping his package with her other while he shook. He felt the blood rush to his face when Mrs. Hartford winked at him while her friend fondled him. Coach Hartford gave him pause with her predatory stare as she folded her arms under her large breasts inadvertently lifting them up for his consideration.
"Uh, I have no problem at all with spending an afternoon with three lovely ladies." He practically stammered as Wendy grabbed Sophie yanking her away from openly groping him.
"I'm sure we'll all have a marvelous time this afternoon." She underlined her statement by running a single finger briefly along his cheek. Mrs. Hartford had called up a limo service to squire the quartet back to her home and the driver was instructed to raise his partition because she knew her friends all too well. Chad found himself sitting in-between Diane and Sophie who was running her nails along his thigh sending jolts directly to her hardening member.
"Chad, you seem like a well-rounded intelligent sort and I'd really hate to be forward with you but I must make you aware of a certain need that I have; so I hope you're not the judgmental type." He was looking at the beautiful brunette and barely even hearing a word she said. Wendy Bryant sat facing the trio with a slight scowl reading across her features. She didn't really care for the college scout.
"What is it uh; Mrs. Oderkirk?" He fidgeted slightly in his seat as her thin fingers began kneading his package. He loved her look and the thick glasses on her round face that gave off this kind of sexy librarian vibe.
"I have somewhat of an acquired taste and I would like to indulge myself with your assistance young man." Her skilled and nimble fingers had drawn his zipper down and he felt her quickly grasp his burgeoning cock yanking it free of his slacks. At that moment he noticed all of the women's eyes widen at the sight of his exposed package and smirked.
"WHAT A LOVELY THICK COCK YOU HAVE CHAD; I-uh I simply have to have it!!" Sophie quickly got on her knees between his legs burying him completely in her throat in one fell swoop. The speed with which she accomplished the maneuver took him by surprise as she began to give him one of the sloppiest blow jobs he'd ever received in his young life. Her hands simultaneously cradled his balls while the other was positioned tightly around the base of his shaft. Mrs. Sophie Oderkirk was pulling out all the stops sucking on the fat head of his cock as hard as she could forcing him to cup her head in nervous excitement.
"OOOOH SHIT MRS. ODERKIRK; FUUUUUCK-FUCK ME BABY!!" He yowled in delight humping towards her face and realizing that the busty brunette had no gag reflex. She was laser focused on his cock working her tongue up and down his shaft never breaking eye contact with him as he looked over finding Diane Hartford watching the proceedings with a sly grin of her own. Wendy had removed a bottle of wine from the limo's cooler and was pouring herself a drink.
"Get these FUCKING PANTS OFF Chad baby!!" Sophie had begun yanking on his slacks and he lifted his butt allowing the attractive brunette to completely undress him from the waist down. Her face was flush and she removed her glasses as she pushed his thighs apart and buried her face in his crotch again. He'd had a lot of women go down on him but Chad had never had someone who was as completely into giving head as the M.I.L.F Sophie Oderkirk. The nasty oral complete with copious webs of saliva dripping down onto the leather seats of the limo had his head swimming. Her attention to detail came complete with loud slurping and sucking sounds that heightened the experience as he humped her face with increasing abandon.
"F-FUUUCK; I'M GOING TO FUCKING CUM IN YOUR MOUTH!!" She found her head locked between his huge mitt-like hands as he fucked her pretty face until he shot a copious amount of cum directly into her stomach. Not to be outdone, Sophie pushed her head forward until her nose was buried in his pubic hair to finish taking his load and never broke eye contact with him. She slowly drew her head back disengaging his member with an audible pop and showing him what little cum was left on the flat of her tongue before swallowing that as well.
"She does leave quite the impression doesn't she young man?" Diane was sipping from her glass as Sophie scooted over next to Wendy taking a glass that was offered and downing it completely. Chad was breathing heavily trying to compose himself as Wendy poured a glass and offered it to him only to down it herself when the exhausted scout reached for it.
"Now Wendy; be nice to the young man." Diane scolded wagging a finger in the redhead's direction.
"Why; I think he's a shmuck." Wendy was known for her blunt demeanor and heavens be damned attitude and today was no different. Diane leaned forward taking the bottle and pouring what remained into her glass before offering it to her afternoon suitor.
"Boy, you'd better be damned good at eating pussy or I'm going to give you a Vegas experience." Diane and Sophie shuddered remembering the ill-fated girl's night out in the tinsel city and the way it ended. They'd shunned their sorority sister for months afterward forcing her into counseling to control her rampant temper. The thick redhead chalked her behavior up to being an Aries and her stilted sense of judgment.
"I don't eat pussy." Chad casually replied as her drained the thin glass drawing the attention of the women to him.
"Eating pussy is for guys with small dicks." He added for effect truly believing his words as he handed the glass back to a visibly put-off Diane Hartford.
"My Chad; you can't really be serious about that rather stilted assertion?" She was instantly repulsed and intrigued by his flippant attitude.
"Come on ladies; you've seen what I'm working with; why would I have to eat pussy?" His own utter arrogance wouldn't allow him to realize that he'd offended the women in the limo. The car had cleared the gate and was pulling and you could feel the atmosphere cool down considerably as Diane and Sophie shot a knowing look to Wendy Bryant. Chad was on cloud nine wondering how he'd lucked into an impending threesome with three of the hottest older women in the county.
"So tell me again about why you don't eat pussy." He was jolted from his inner revelry when he realized that Wendy Bryant, Daisy Hartford's coach was speaking to him. His eyes had roamed over her slightly stocky and muscular build during the ride in the limo and she appeared to have an awesome set of huge breasts that strained against her blouse. The look on her face was altogether more off-putting than her innate physical charms. She looked like she was spoiling for a fight in short and her body language suggested that perhaps she wouldn't be participating in the planned afternoon tryst after all. He's been led through the Hartford residence to one of the many bedrooms off on one wing of the home. Diane had the room immaculately furnished using it as a love den for her husband and others she'd taken over the years as a high society wife with a secret hedonistic life.
"I've never needed to eat the clam; girls usually cum five minutes after I start working them. Come on ladies; you can trust that I'll definitely see to your needs this afternoon." He was smiling as he found a seat on a love seat looking at three hot women standing in front of him. He watched as the stacked redhead discarded her jacket revealing that she was indeed possessed of an impressive set of top shelf spirits. She began slowly undoing each button for his benefit until her slightly freckled cleavage came into view.
"You certainly are well blessed if I say so myself ma'am." He was amazed as her cleavage line seemed to be composed of a single line revealing Wendy Bryant's personal shame her 44E-Cup breasts sloping outward from her chest encased in a French-styled brassiere. Chad literally had to catch the drool running down his chin with his forearm as the thick coach stepped directly in front of him. He reached out to cup one of the red head's tits but she grabbed his wrist and followed this up by snagging the other when he tried again.
"A little help please; you don't mind do you?" Wendy roughly placed his hands at her hips and he nervously unsnapped the buttons pulling the tight pencil skirt down to reveal some crotch less leggings and no panties. Chad found himself staring at her naked muff red peach fuzz and all. She ran two fingers over her mound as he gasped adding a finger of his own before running it under his nose.
"Fuck ma'am you're so sexy; uh-I find myself at a loss for words." She responded with a simple condescending sigh as her fingers found the front clasp at the front of her brassiere unhooking the tabs tightly held together in the cleft of her cleavage. She smiled as she watched his eyes widen when her breasts were released sagging only a bit before she covered her reddened nipples with her fore arm when he reached for them rewarding him with a stiff slap.
"OWWW; THAT WAS TOTALLY UNCALLED FOR MA'AM!!" Chad rubbed his cheek but his ego was bruised as the women began laughing and snickering. He stared over towards Sophie realizing that she'd gotten undressed while his eyes were on Wendy standing there with only a pair of white bikini panties. Her own 34DD's stood proudly on her chest. Diane had taken a seat on one of the expensive French chairs masturbating while she watched the proceedings. Chad couldn't believe his luck as Sophie wrapped her arms around his neck and began kissing him like a woman possessed. One of his hands palmed the lusty brunette's right tit rolling the erect nipple. Wendy placed her heel on the seat scraping his thigh and draped her massive brassiere over his head like some sort of strange dunce's cap.
"Suck my tits stud; show me you can do more with that mouth than offend people you lovely ignoramus!" Before he could retort Sophie drew his lips to her sweaty bosom running her fingers through his hair while Wendy crawled onto a large bed in one corner of the room. Diane was already moaning in one corner of the room and shamelessly rubbing and smacking her shaven mound with her palm. He was squeezing both of Sophie's breasts roughly and pinching her nipples as his platinum blonde benefactor stood and shimmied out of her frock revealing her well-developed curves and long legs. Diane knelt and crawled over burying his thick straining cock in her mouth and running her tongue softly on the underside of his member while Wendy began running a single finger over her prominent clit.
"OOOOOOHH SHIT; YOU'RE SOOOO FUCKING GOOD MRS. HARTFORD!!"The platinum blonde bombshell and trophy wife had honed her skills of seduction over the years and was bringing them to bear on Chad's prick using all ten of her fingers to massage him while she lightly licked the head. He did his best to thrust towards her plump lips but found himself continually entangled with Sophie Oderkirk who seemed to be going into some sort of frenzy. She was tightly wrapping her arms around his head forcing his lapping tongue away from the soft undersides of her full globes and against her abs. Before he knew it his head was being forced down towards her crotch.
"Chad darling you're going to eat my pussy RIGHT NOW!!" She attempted to push her sex up against his mouth and he barely dodged her clean shaven pate.
"You're hot as fuck but I already said that I don't eat pussy." Sophie couldn't believe her ears while Diane discontinued her service to his cock sitting on the back of her calves.
"YOUNG MAN HOW DARE YOU COME INTO OUR BOUDOIR WITH YOUR IGNORANT KNUCKLE DRAGGING WAYS!! YOU ARE A CRETIN OF THE LOWEST CLASS YOUNG MAN AND I WILL NOT LOWER MYSELF TO LAY WITH AN IGNORANT FUCKING ASSHOLE LIKE YOURSELF!!" Sophie had grabbed a lock of his hair in her rage and inadvertently yanked out a small miniscule plug.
"Shut up Sophie." The English teacher's attention was quickly directed at Wendy who was calmly reclining on the bed in the corner of the room. She had been rubbing herself the entire time Sophie had been yelling at the college scout and she looked amused.
"Hey kid; come over here." Wendy directed her attention at the befuddled looking Chad Bostwick while she absentmindedly fondled one of her breasts and continued playing with herself.
"Ma'am?" Sophie had fallen quite silently brooding while Diane stood and walked over to the small bar on the other side of the room. Chad momentarily followed the easy sway and bounce of her perfect heart shaped ass as she sauntered in search of a drink.
"Eyes on the prize chump; come on over here and explain why you're too good to go down on a woman." Wendy licked her lips and spread her flower as he walked over to the foot of the bed. He looked down at her virtue at what was being offered before taking his cock in hand stroking it.
"You see ma'am; I've never had to use my mouth on any of the bitch-I mean I've always been able to please them quite well with my cock. I mean eh; nobody's complained yet." Sophie scoffed as she squatted retrieving her brassiere.
"Well I must admit that you do have a pretty decent cock and if what you say is true; I've just got to have a sample or demonstration of your prowess as it were asshole." Chad knew deep down that he didn't really believe the bullshit he'd been spewing and he knew that if he told the women that one of his frat pledges included never eating pussy; the afternoon would be a complete bust. The buff senior college student was cocksure that he could please three older women especially stuffy society hags like these three appeared to be.



"You're REALLY gonna FUCK this guy Wendy?" Sophie was fumbling with the buttons on her blouse trying to get it back on as fast as possible. She was humiliated that she'd given the boorish prick Chad Bostwick a five star blowjob and enraged that he wouldn't reciprocate in the slightest.
"Of course I am Sophie; this well-built young man claims to have something akin to a magic penis and I'm quite the skeptic as you well know. Think you're up to it Chad?" Her tone was challenging and he was already enthralled by her voluptuous frame and large freckled breasts. She looked like a wild fuck to the frat boy, something he couldn't pass up even if it meant he wouldn't get laid with the other two women.
"You'll find that I'm more than up to the challenge ma'am. My stamina is legendary on the campus and I'm All-American track, swim team and wrestling Coach Bryant." He had undressed while talking himself up to the three women giving them ample opportunity to view his well-toned physique. He spent an inordinate amount of time working out in the gym weekly and he was ripped. His thick cock quivered slightly at the sight of the buxom redhead cupping her huge tits together in an obvious invitation as he crawled onto the bed right between her legs reaching for those enticing globes with their nonexistent areola and pencil thick reddish nipples. Wendy took a lick of one of her buds with the flat of her tongue which looked thicker and longer than it should.
"So; tell me about why you don't eat pussy again?" Before he could react, the thick gym teacher had grabbed his wrist while simultaneously locking her muscular thighs around his neck. He immediately began panicking and trying to draw his arm back finding the choke complete as Wendy's iron grip tightened his wrist
"It's a modified triangle choke just in case you were wondering "CHAD" and I'd say that you have about five to ten minutes of consciousness before you pass out!! Now-NOW IF I WERE YOU-CHAD [grunting]-IF-I-WERE YOU BOY!! I'd rethink my POSITION about EATING FUCKING-PUSSY!!" He was being strangled and his strength could do nothing to help him locked in her steely grasp.
"You'd better hurry Chad-YOU'D BETTER GIVE ME AN ANSWER FUCK STICK!! I – [grunting] do tend to get a little more CREATIVE when I have an unconscious FRAT BOY at my disposal!!" He helpless choking cries were enhanced by giggling from Sophie Oderkirk. He averted his eyes over to Diane who was having another drink at her bar. The stunning platinum blonde gave him a wink before downing her drink.
"You'd better give her an answer Chad; Wendy's been known to play particularly rough with inconsiderate pricks like yourself." She'd known that her volatile friend was going to choke out the hapless rouge the moment she'd invited the clueless buffoon into the bed with her. Wendy Bryant was not known to be passive in anything she did and the few who called her friend were privy to her secret frustration at being a high school coach instead of an Olympic competitor. There had been tragedy during her college years when all of the women had been young adults and Diane along with Sophie agreed to keep the fiery redhead's secrets.
"Make him cry Wendy; CRY YOU FUCKING JACKASS!!" Sophie was getting a little bit of visceral pleasure from watching the muscle bound college scout struggle to free himself while she laughed loudly. She'd been on a tear since her student and the trio's victim Shawn had teased her mercilessly after roughly handling her, bringing her to the brink of orgasm only to walk away. She'd been left high and dry with only her own well used sex toys to complete the fatal link between her incessant need and orgasmic completion. His humiliation had been so complete that she'd lost it binge drinking and hysterically calling her friend Wendy for moral support. Her rage had been abated after learning that Shawn had received a proper punishment for his offense against their sisterhood; but she still yearned to fuck the stoner to her heart's content before they'd discarded him back to his sorry existence. She held somewhat of a secret grudge against Diane for pulling the trigger too soon on Shawn.
"GIVE ME A FUCKING ANSWER CHAD!!" His face was beet-red as he began tapping the outside of her naked thigh signaling his defeat and simultaneous acquiescence to oral sex. She instantly released the choke hold causing the weakened stud to fall to the floor with a loud thud. He was wheezing and breathing heavily struggling for life giving air as his redheaded tormentor stood over him with a satisfied look on her face. Sophie walked into view resisting the urge to plant her heel in his testicles for humiliating her.
"Right answer dick boy; now come on up here and have a snack." Sophie and Diane watched as he crawled over between Wendy's thick legs tentatively placing his face within proximity of her sex.
"Since you've supposedly NEVER done this before' I'll be a sport and walk you through all the hard parts Chad." He jumped slightly as she cupped the back of his head pulling his lips against her opening and in moments he was running his tongue against her puffy lips. She reached down spreading her flower open cooing and inviting his tongue inside. He followed her every gesture as she pointed out her clit and shuddered as he nuzzled it lightly.
"Nothing to write home about but I'll give you an A for effort dim bulb." He felt a pang of anger and pushed further running his tongue over her prominent button.
"OOOOOHHHHH FUCK; YOU'RE A FAST LEARNER!!" Chad took to his work making a meal out of her crotch as Diane and Sophie looked on amused. Slurping sounds filled the room as his large hands cupped the globes of her pale butt working her from her brown-eye to the clit.
"SUCK THAT PUSSY CHAD; SUCK ME THE FUCK OFF BITCH BOY!!" The middle aged redhead was losing her composure as something akin to pride welled up in his chest. She was bucking her hips up into his chin as waves of pleasure washed over her.
"AAAAAAAWWWWWNNN FUUUCK ME FUCKING STOOPID; GOOD JOB FUCKING CHAAAAD!!" Wendy was like a wild woman as she got caught up in the throes of her rising orgasm. Some of her liquid lust seeped into his mouth and he gulped it down. She lay on her back staring up at the ceiling seeing stars as he continued licking and sucking on her thick muff.
"Uh Mrs. Bryant?" He looked up from her crotch after a few moments finding her rolling one of her nipples.
"If you ask me whether or not "IT was good for ME"-I'm gonna get up and break your ankle kid." She smiled at his concerned expression as Sophie pulled up her skirt and shimmied out of her panties. He looked up at the angry looking brunette and crawled on all fours to her crotch as she put a leg up on an adjacent love seat. Her taste was slightly different and her musky smell assailed his nostrils tinged with a slight scent of perfume. He flicked his tongue against her slit earning no reaction from the annoyed teacher and reached up slowly inserting a finger while teasing her clit. He noticed a slight tremor run through her body and paid more attention to her meaty nub earning more contented sighs of pleasure. Sophie began running her fingers through his hair as he added an additional finger to her drenched box. Chad couldn't believe how wet she was and watched as her juices run freely down her shapely leg. Sophie knelt down aggressively shoving her tongue into his mouth tasting her own flavor. Her hand had returned to his cock jerking and tugging with a vengeance.
"Mr. Bostwick I do believe it is customary for the lady of the house to receive preferential treatment from the help and make no mistake about it "Chad" you are the "HELP". He watched as she removed the remaining articles of clothing from her impressive form and followed her shapely ass until she bent over the back of the love seat waiting patiently. His hands were trembling as he cupped her hips burying his face in her snatch from the back and making a meal out of Diane's virtue. Her luscious derriere was a revelation as he grabbed her rounded hips pushing her soft cheeks into a cradle around his reddened features.
Diane moaned and wiggled her extraordinary butt into his face hugging the back of the love seat as waves of pleasure shot through her body. His tongue even brushed against her back door a few times before plunging into her ring making her gasp with delight.
"OOOOOH MY Wendy, you are ....OOOOOHHHH FUUCK; YOU ARE A GREAT TEACHER!!" Her plump lips had formed an O and a bit of saliva ran from her lips.
"What is he doing to her for heaven's sake?" Sophie Oderkirk wasn't used to seeing her friend lose control but the college scout was giving her all he had in an attempt to get back into the blonde's good graces and this was driving the high school teacher wild.
"HE'S LICKING MY AAAASSS!!" She answered as she spasmed of pleasure rocked her body. His tongue was circling and plunging into her brown-eye with more and more frequency and Sophie reached under him grasping his cock at the base and working her hand in downward twirling motions literally milking the stud and inadvertently enhancing Diane's pleasure.
"AAAAWWWW GAWD, I'M CUMMING SO HARD!!" The rest of her words came out as unintelligible gibberish as Chad took the initiative and quickly rammed his entire girth into her tight cunt. He continued fucking her right through her orgasm and into an even larger one as Sophie began spooning with the trio's chosen boy toy. His mitt-like hands were locked around the blonde M.I.L.F'S narrow waist and he marveled at the obscene sight of his thick endowment spreading her lower lips. Sophie added a finger of her own pressing it onto Diane's rear entrance and sinking it in up to the knuckle.
"FUH-FUUUUUCK!!!" Sophie had begun pushing her finger in and out of her BFF'S heart shaped ass in a counter rhythm to Chad's monster sized prick and it sent her over the edge as she came with a shrill high pitched scream. Torrents of her cum squirted out bathing his pelvis and abs. The platinum blonde went limp and slumped over the back of the couch.
"Now I want you to FUCK ME TOO YOU BASTARD!!" In a few moments she hiked up her skirt presenting her smaller but still curvy rear to him and he didn't waste any time shoving himself into her box and fucking away. He reached around grabbing her arms and pulled them back towards his torso as he rammed himself up into her frame as hard as he could. Sophie's tits bounced free of her blouse and he eventually locked his muscular arms around her chest finding her erect nipples and rolling them between his fingers. Her cunt tightened up on him like a vise in response and he could feel himself nearing the edge.
"I-I think I'm gonna cum." He warned as the luscious brunette ground her tight butt down on his cock.
"You'd BETTER NOT CUM CHAD!! At least not until I've had some!" Wendy warned as she stormed over and literally yanked him out of her friend.
"HEY, I'M NOT FINISHED YET!!" Sophie pouted as she watched her friend take the visibly nervous stud and lay him prone on the bed. She reached into the bedside table and brought out a small leather strap. Her green eyes never left his face as she fastened the small strap tightly under the base of his cock.
"This is a cock ring Chad and it's going to help you fulfill your obligation to fuck the three of us."
"What's this for?" She grinned at his apprehension and crawled on top of him while eyeing her frustrated friend.
"I thought we could share Sophie; now you don't have a problem with that do you?" The toned muscular gym teacher winced as mounted him stretching her virtue with his thick member. She squatted over him moving her hips painfully slow along his shaft lingering with just the head inside her body for minutes before repeating the process five more times making him squirm for more.
"You want some pussy bitch boy?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Call me Coach you STUPID MOTHERFUCKER!!" One never could get used to her explosive temper and she always got this knowing look in her eyes when asked why she was so angry. In truth she'd always been perpetually agitated and attributed her demeanor to her mother and grandmother before her. She hooked her toned arms under his thighs raising his legs until they were placed against his chest. Chad felt her fist pulling his cock until it cleared the bottom of his thighs followed by the unmistakable sensation of her drenched honey pot as she stuffed him inside.
"T-This is awfully painful ma-Uh I mean Coach!" She locked her arms around his thighs as she got on her haunches and began humping roughly against his body. In moments she was achieving deep penetration and stepped up her game.
"I-It hurts."
"Shut the fuck up CHA-AAAD!" Wendy was arching her back as she slammed against the back of his thighs putting extra pressure on the cock ring tightly bound under his balls and causing tears to stream down his face. This seemed to turn her on more as she pushed his legs wide apart and buried her tongue in his mouth. He wasn't used to being the submissive partner when he had sex and the reality that he'd been humbled by a middle-aged high school coach was sticking it to his ego. Wendy' tongue twirled around his and she began sucking on it like a surrogate penis as she pushed her cunt harder into his crotch.
"I thought you said we could share!"
"GET over here and stop whining; you know how much I hate it when you fucking cry!!" Wendy motioned towards Chad's face and raised an eyebrow at Sophie who hopped up on the bed and straddled his face. Wendy reached back and pinched his balls prompting the stud to start licking Sophie's puffy lips. In moments both women were rocking their hips back and forth towards each other in unison. They began to make out caressing each other's breasts somewhat oblivious to the man under them. His arms were flailing about and Sophie leaned back revealing his panting features.
"You wanna cum Chad?" He nodded vigorously wanting to end the experience more for escape than personal pleasure. He nearly screamed when Wendy grabbed his cock and pulled him over to the love seat as Sophie hopped there beside Diane pointing her curvy rear towards him. Wendy obscured his view giving his huge cock a quick tug. His member had taken on a weird purplish hue and he was squirming and bouncing from foot to foot as she ran her thumb softly over the head of his penis. Diane looked over her shoulder taking stock of the situation.
"I thought you were like this uber' stud or something; well this is rather disappointing Chad." Diane's assessment hurt but not as much as being submitted by a middle aged gym teacher and a woman to boot. Even though he would never tell anybody what had happened to him; Chad knew he'd never live it down.
"Uh-I am so sorry to uh, have offended you Mrs. Hartford...and your friends too ma'am." Wendy led him over to the love seat taking her place next to her friends on her knees. She popped the head of his cock once more laughing as he yelped.
"So what do you think about Daisy's chances of attending your school now?" Her meaning was clear.
"REAL GOOD, REAL FUCKING GOOD COACH!!!" The thick redhead flipped the latch on the cocking freeing his cock as he gasped before turning her own shapely butt towards him.
"FUUUUUUCK!!!" A veritable deluge of spunk was released and he exploded first on Sophie, then Diane and finally Wendy as the women cooed and made out with each other. His cock was still leaking as he collapsed on the floor looking up at the ceiling. A soft breeze was going through the room as he breathed heavily. Diane retrieved a simple bottle of water from the small fridge behind the bar and walked over unscrewing it and pouring a portion of its contents on the prone body of Chad Bostwick.
"Sir I would like you to know that even though you attempted to leverage admission to your supposed school for sexual favors and came off like the biggest limp dick I've seen in over twenty years; all three of us were still willing to fuck you quite literally stupid Mr. Bostwick!!" He was leaning on one elbow with water dripping off of his reddened face.
"I-would be willing to make it up to you in any way ma'am, make amends as it were." At this point he was afraid that she would tell her husband, make up some story or worse; let Wendy have another round with him.
"Quite frankly my lovely but misguided daughter has this strange notion that she has to EARN everything in life and I really can't wrap my head around it at all Mr. Bostwick. I personally don't give a FUCK whether or not she attends your blue blood piss pot of a school. NOW GET YOUR FUCKING ASS OUT OF MY HOUSE!!" Everyone in the room was startled; her closest friends usually knew their defacto leader to be a cool calculating and always one step ahead of everyone else. She had let this silent brooding boil over showing a side rarely seen by anyone other than her closest family members. Chad scrambled for his clothing never really taking his eyes off of the women.
"Now Diane, why kick the poor boy out on his heels after I've just spent a considerable amount of time breaking the sorry fuck in?"
"I don't give a fuck, get 'em out of my house I need a fucking shower." She walked out of the room while Wendy sat on the couch pulling her underwear up over her muscular legs.
"Looks like it's the Day's Inn for us lover." Sophie smiled at the defeated jerk and rubbed his head as he gathered his clothing.
He looked up shocked that she still obviously had plans for him.
"I didn't cum yet." He face palmed.
*******************************************************************
It was late when Daisy finally walked into her living room to find her coach and mother having drinks. She immediately noticed the disheveled state of Wendy's clothing and the fact that her mother was wearing a silk housecoat over her nude body.
"Welcome home darling come have a seat while we discuss your future at the university." Daisy noticed that her mother sounded slightly tipsy. There was a half drained decanter of her father's favorite brandy on the glass coffee table.
"What do you need me for; you've obviously got everything covered."
"See just that's just what I'm talking about Wendy; nothing satisfies this little bitch." Daisy and her coach did a double take at Diane's candor. Diane Hartford usually maintained a cool, calculating demeanor but her sudden acid statement was way off base from what they knew her to be as a woman and a mother.
"Maybe you need to slow down on the drinks Diane." She ignored Wendy filling her glass again and casually taking a sip while looking her daughter dead in the eye. There was some unspoken challenge festering in the air and everyone in the living room could feel it.
"I know all about you and SHAWN mother!!" Daisy's heart was beating a mile a minute feeling as if it would burst from her chest at any minute. She had this sort of irritation at the corner of her wet eyes and did her failing best not to cry.
"What do you know Daisy darling?" The fact that she seemed unconcerned about her daughter's state was alarming Wendy but she knew better than to get between a mother and her child. She started to get up and run to her best athlete feeling the teen's pain but her prize student held up her hand stopping her.
"You, Shawn- YOU KNOW WHAT I'M TALKING ABOUT MOM; YOU FUCKED MY BOYFRIEND!!" The tears were already running down her pretty face as her mother took another sip from her glass sitting perfectly still. She was trembling as Wendy drew her in close hugging the daughter she'd always wanted but would never truly have.
"Boyfriend?!! Oh he's your boyfriend now because I-FUCKED-HIM FIRST...is that right you silly little bitch?!" she half giggled into her glass as Daisy pushed her coach back wanting to confront her mother on her own.



"You're supposed to be my mother, supposed to be giving me advice and guiding me through the hard parts of growing up...supposed to be my best friend. But all you do is sit around here spending daddy's money and pretending to be some HIGH SOCIETY QUEEN when you're nothing but a FUCKING WHORE!!" The remaining wine in Diane's glass spilled to the floor followed by the expensive crystal glass which shattered into a million fragments. Her mascara or what was left of it began to streak down her face intermingled with her own tears.
"Come on Daisy, you can sleep over at my house and we can talk about it in the morning." Wendy Bryant found herself in the awkward position of playing peacemaker.
"WHY COACH, WHY WOULD I WANT TO DO THAT HUH?!! Nothing is going to change the fact that my mother is a FUCKING SKANK with NO GOT-DAMN IMPULSE CONTROL; NOTHINGS GOING TO CHANGE THE FACT THAT I'M ASHAMED OF HER!!" The teen had completely lost her composure sobbing loudly when Diane suddenly pushed Wendy aside and viscously slapped her daughter across the face dropping her to the carpet.
"HOW DARE YOU!!" Wendy tried to grab her friend getting a handful of her house coat and inadvertently exposing one of Diane's breasts. The platinum blonde shoved her friend back becoming nude from the waist up. Daisy raised her fist as if to strike back but stopped herself. Both mother and daughter stood there looking each other in the face silently.
"Everything I've ever done has been for you Daisy. Is it so wrong to want what's best for you ...want you to be safe and secure? We have EVERYTHING HERE and NOTHING MAKES YOU HAPPY!! Where I grew up I didn't have a fucking pot to piss in and I had to do WHATEVER it TOOK to escape that shit hole!!" Diane was breathing hard and her voice was ragged with raw emotion.
"So you fucked your way into money, big deal." Daisy had a small cut on her cheek and was wiping her tears away with the arm of her windbreaker. Looking into her mother's pleading face was stirring something deep inside her and causing her to tremble.
"I FUCKED OUR WAY INTO MONEY CAN'T YOU SEE?!!" Diane's thumped herself in the chest and the knuckles on her balled up fists were turning white. Her platinum blonde hair was splayed across her beautiful face.
"I telling daddy everything and he's gonna get rid of you." Diane was shaking her head in denial as more dark tears streamed down her face. Her pretty daughter was nearly a mirror image of herself and the two had always competed whether they liked it or not. Daisy would never know that her mother had fooled around with at least two other boyfriends of hers and that she'd even had to get an abortion to avoid being detected by her husband. She had gathered up her two best friends and sorority sisters and made a girl's weekend out of the whole affair and now her own daughter was threatening her safety and security...her lifestyle.
"Whose daddy are you gonna tell darling?"
"What?"
"It was some fucking wild times back in the day and I remember back then that I'd had a lovely weekend with this contractor that was remodeling the pool. My, he had a lovely curved cock. It was so fucking weird how that banana could get all up in the right spots if you know what I mean Daisy-uh Hartford?" She could barely get her story over the constant sobbing and gasping from the mental strain of disclosing her "true self" to her only daughter.
"Mom?"
Wendy was a mess wishing that she was anywhere but in the home of her best friend. Diane had sworn her friends to secrecy many years before praying that her child would look enough like her husband not to arouse any suspicion.
"Do what you like Daisy; I love you and I guess I'm not cut out for all this mommy shit. I'm going to bed." She cupped her daughter's cheeks and gave the wide-eyed girl a kiss on the forehead before silently leaving the room still nude from the waist up.
Daisy collapsed on the floor as Wendy ran over to comfort her. Both women knelt on the carpet sobbing.
*******************************************************************
The morning sun rolled over the ocean and the beach was sparsely populated with a few surfers and a couple jogging with their dog. A nude little toddler was busy packing some sand into a small pail and when the toy bucket was full he picked up waddling down the beach. He was a cute little blonde haired scamp and shakily walked five feet and dumped the contents out onto a man lying asleep on his back in the sand.
"HEY, WHAT THE FU-?!!" Shawn was jolted from his sleep and caught himself as he saw the smiling little kid. He couldn't be angry with the playful little boy who followed up his action by swing his toy pail into Shawn's temple.
"Give me that bucket little man." He gingerly took the pail from the small kid as he sat up and looked ten feet over relieved to find his bike was still in the sand where he'd last seen it. He noticed that his Ducati was partially buried and wondered if the kid had something to do with it. The little tike had his arms outstretched silently indicating that he wanted his bucket back.
"Next time you should get some water and pour it onto my face little dude." He handed the pail back and watched as the toddler ran towards the surf and dipped his bucket in the water. The emerging sun's effect on the rippling water was amazing. He noticed something emerging from the ocean obscured by the sun's rays and little more than a silhouette.
It was a woman.
She slowly waded in towards the beach revealing more and more of herself as she reached the shore. Her skin shown like honey gold and she walked from the surf with a pronounced regal gait to her step. She was without a shadow of a doubt the most beautiful woman Shawn had ever seen. This vision of beauty was a goddess born of the sunlight and sea foam with clear blue eyes and long flowing blond hair braided in Ghanaian style braids replete with multicolored beads at the tips. This revelation was possessed of a perfect symmetrical face with crystal blue eyes over a thin nose and perfect lips. She was tall and possessed of womanly curves with pneumatic ample teardrop-shaped breasts, a beautiful flat tummy. Her arching hips created a sort of semi-circle on either side of her body and her sex was devoid of any hair.
She was nude.
"I'm sorry; is my son bothering you?" His mouth was agape at the sight of her and she was grinning showing a perfect set of pearly whites. The toddler ran up and flung his little bucket of water in Shawn's face drenching him and accidentally striking him in the face with the toy pail.
"Uhm, no..."
TO BE CONTINUED.
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I awoke hunched over at my desk and disoriented. It was somewhat of a struggle to recall what had happened the night before as I looked at the darkened screen of my laptop. I'd tried to transcribe what had happened the night before when I'd discovered the facts of an experimental chemical that I'd come up with called Androstenone-X. As I tapped on my keyboard I'd accidentally called up some porn that I'd been looking at twenty-four hours earlier before I'd gone to school that fateful day. One thing had led to another and I ended up wanking the hell out of my cock and ruining the mat under my desk chair with a liter of jizz.
"Dexter come on down for breakfast!! You're going to make me late for work!!" Uncle Joe worked the early morning shift at a local sheet metal factory and usually dropped me off at school early in the morning.
"I'm going to hop in the shower for a few minutes; sorry Uncle Joe!!" I heard him grumble something but it wouldn't take me long to get cleaned up and toss on some clothes.
"It's alright I guess, Hurry up kid." I felt a little guilty for waking up so late after spending most of the night masturbating but the Androstenone-X had me feeling, I don't know ...a little extra virile than I normally was and the erections I'd had since being doused with the chemical made me feel like I could bend a steel bar around my cock. Overall I was feeling a little bit different and I didn't know if should even be mad any more that Kelsey had thrown an entire beaker of the stuff in my face. It had to be the reason that we'd ended up hooking up in the first place. My cock twitched at the memory of her tanned buns wrapped around my meat as I railed the living hell out of her tight box.
"DEXTER I DON"T HAVE ALL MORNING; TIE A KNOT IN IT AND LET'S HIT THE ROAD!!" I hadn't realized that I'd been stroking my cock in tandem with the vision of Kelsey's desperate, frenzied deep throat technique. I had to endure one of my Uncle Joe's lectures about being responsible and some other stuff I honestly didn't hear as he dropped me off in front of the school. I hated disappointing my Uncle because he was doing his best to raise me and had even been taking some extra shifts down at the plant to make ends meet. My first class of the day was gym and there was nothing I hated more because it meant that I would have to spend forty-five minutes with most of the guys who bullied me on a daily basis.
"Man, that's fucked up dude...so you just bailed on her?" While I was dressing in one of the bays in the boy's locker room I was privy to a conversation that I probably shouldn't have heard between Tad and one of his associates.
"Man I fucked her three times bro, two in the snatch once in the ass which she fucking asked for and she said she wasn't satisfied!!" There was some laughter from some of the guys standing around as Tad recounted his tryst with Kelsey. They'd been dating for two years and having sex regularly so the muscle bound jock was reasonably perplexed the evening prior when he'd engaged in a particularly nasty tryst with Kelsey with "everything was on the table" only to find out that his hot girlfriend was less than enthused with his performance. He went on to tell his friends that Kelsey had even broken out a large vibrator caring little whether he stayed or not. He'd never admit that he actually stayed and watched the athletic blonde impale herself with the sex toy in a variety of positions with an increasing amount of intensity until he become embarrassed.
"Hey you need some help, you can call me bro! We can do that whole fucking Chinese finger cuffs thing!"
"What's that?"
"Seriously bro, that's two guys stuffing her at both ends. Guarantee Kelsey will get enough of the dick!!" There was more laughter followed by the sound of scuffling before one of the gym teachers came in and cleared the locker room. I was somewhat pumped up and prideful as I exited the locker room reveling in the fact that I had apparently ruined Kelsey for her asshole boyfriend...and maybe all other men as well?
I found a seat on the bleachers and as usual no one even noticed. I checked my phone noticing a few texts from Agnes. We weren't allowed to use our cell phones during class so I slipped outside into the hallway. I hadn't even thought about my best friend since the night of my encounter with Rosalie and then I'd gotten caught up with my experiment after fucking Kelsey. He began typing out an apologetic text when his phone was quickly snatched from his grasp.
"HEY GIVE ME THAT BACK!" Tiffany St. Claire walked briskly ahead of me and I followed at a quick pace not trying to draw attention to myself feeling that it would be interpreted not in my favor considering that I'd recently been exposed trying to get an up skirt pic on Kelsey. That one mistake already had most of the female populace looking at me sideways as I passed them in the hallways.
"I WANT TO TALK TO YOU, YOU SKINNY LITTLE SHIT!" Tiffany cleared some double doors into a rear stairwell at the back of the school. She was somewhat imposing in that she stood a head taller than me and was known to be hyper-protective of Kelsey. My eyes had been drawn to her bouncing bottom which was tightly covered by a mini-skirt. Tiffany pretty much had an ass that wouldn't quit.
"What do you wanna talk about?" I knew the answer before I even uttered the question.
"Don't give me that bullshit Poindexter; I wanna know what you doused Kelsey with!!" She shoved me with enough force to make me trip backward nearly falling over and rolling down the stairs.
"What are you talking about Tiffany?"
"You know exactly what I'm talking about asshole; she called me last night talking about how you "did something" to her and wouldn't stop crying. Now you'd better spill it or I'm going to get Tad to turn you into a fucking pretzel!" She had backed me into a corner and despite myself I found my gaze wondering to the redhead's own formidable tits bulging under her sleeveless sweater. My cock was beginning to stir and pulse under my loose fitting jeans.
"I-It kind of just happened out of the blue Tiffany. I don't really know how but we just hooked up you know?" She rolled her eyes and started laughing evilly and I felt like Tad's shoe would be in my ass before the day was over.
"Are you for real nerd boy? Kelsey wouldn't FUCK YOU even if she had a gun to her head; you're a nasty little pervert who's always creeping on her and its just pathetic and sick!" I was worried that I wouldn't make it past the day but my cock was as hard as a steel bar in my pants. In the past I admit to a certain level of stalking on my part. I felt like I could at least enjoy the sight of Kelsey if nothing else but she'd caught me looking one too many times.
"But we did-FUCK Tiffany...Kelsey liked it too." Her assessment of me stuck in my craw and I just wanted to have the last word.
"Is that right nerd boy?"
"Yeah, she was a good fuck." My words surprised even me and I turned to leave when she grabbed me by the arm.
"Who do you think you are?!"
"Ask Kelsey...she LOVED it Tiffany." I tried to disengage her arm and she tightened her grip looking like she would paste me one for good measure.
"Oh so you're supposed to be some kind of HOT FUCK now? That's what you're trying to tell me huh Poindexter?!" I suddenly felt an intense pain shoot through my crotch and realized she'd swung the back of her fist up into my balls. This had an unintended effect as I slumped forward holding my package and falling into her. She brought her hand across my face in a wide arching pancake slap that had my ears ringing and precum dripping from my cock.
"Watch your mouth asshole; I'm a lady and you don't talk to me like that! I can't believe this shit; you get lucky one time and now you're talking all kinds of shit." The next instant surprised both of us as her hand cupped my package tightly.
"So you're supposed to be some kind of fucking stud now because you roofied my girl? Yeah that's rich nerd boy like Kelsey would get bent out of shape because of this-Hey, you're fucking hard aren't you?" She was rolling my balls and squeezing my cock at the base and it felt heavenly. I decided not to say anything and see where this would lead although I had a pretty good idea.
"So this is the reason Kelsey said she couldn't stop masturbating last night. You are so FUCKING HARD and it almost feels like this cock is vibrating." Her hand dipped into my gym shorts and encircled my member between her fingers. She gave it a few strokes before pulling my shorts down mid-thigh.
"Look at all the veins on your dick; you must think you're hot shit with this thick fucking cock." She was stroking the entire length of my shaft now and her pistoning hand was coated with precum. She dabbed a bit off the head of my unit and brought her finger up to her face smelling and tasting it with the tip of her tongue.
"Shit that tastes kind of sweet." She pulled me down to the bottom of the stairs looking around nervously. I fought off the urge to gloat and followed her under the stairwell as she got on her knees on the dirty unfinished floor and began blowing me. Tiffany's technique was definitely different than Kelsey's as she cupped the underside of my balls while rubbing her fingers and thumb on the underside of my glans. The wanton caress of her tongue on my shaft and head sent shivers through my body and I coated her tongue with a quick spurt of jizz which she greedily lapped up.
Tiffany didn't even mind when my fist grabbed a handful of her red hair as I fucked her mouth with slow deliberate strokes. She actually lowered her arms to her sides and hummed on my erection. I wanted more pulling back on her hair that was wrapped around my fist and rubbed my cock all over her beautiful face. She let her tongue hang out and I took advantage of the opportunity to slap my cock on it before plunging into her mouth again.
"Y-you want to get fucked?" I asked timidly still trying to process the mechanics of my gift.
"You're a fucking pervert and a damn loser-with a nice fucking cock." She tried to bury her face on my member but I held it out of reach of the kneeling cheerleader. Tiffany had both of her hands underneath her skirt working her cunt vigorously and I could smell her womanly scent with extreme clarity.
"Do you want me to FUCK you Tiffany?" She just started nodding in frenzy and pulled her top over her head in a manner which reminded me of my former night nurse Rosalie. Her big tits were encased in a pale green brassiere which accentuated her considerable bosom. She cupped the undersides of her breasts creating a shelf which I beat and rubbed my cock on smearing even more copious precum into her cleavage. I pulled the underside of her bra out and slid my member up into the valley between her soft tits. Tiffany definitely wasn't a novice at titfucking pushing her boobs around my cock and working me hard. I interlaced my fingers together behind her head and fucked her breasts as hard as I could.
"I thought you said you were gonna fuck me." She sounded irritated and I didn't really give two shits at that point because I felt like I could cum at any minute.
"You're so selfish Poindexter; you said you were gonna fuck me." Her tongue flickered out catching the head of my cock each time it emerged from her cleavage.
"I asked you if-uh I ASKED YOU if you wanted me to FUCK YOU Tiffany!"
"Y-yeah fuck me Dexter; I wanna get FUCKED real hard!" My fingers found the clasp at the front of her bra and snapped it releasing her glorious tits. Tiffany quickly stood and placed her palms on the filthy wall under the stairwell pushing her derriere out at me. I flipped her skirt up finding a pair of skimpy black boy shorts staring back at me. A shiver ran through her body as I ran two fingers along the crease of her sex.
"C-Come on Dexter; FUCK ME QUICK and HARD!!" She was completely drenched and the crotch of her underwear was sopping wet. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of her panties and tugged them down watching as her bubble butt popped into view with its own prominent tan line. I hated myself for comparing her to a pornstar but I formerly had no other point of reference and found that her ass resembled Nina Hartley's in her prime. Tiffany squirmed and went weak in the knees as I pushed against her sex and slid inside her more easily that I would have figured. I got a real good handful of each of her cheeks and rammed the rest of myself into her fleshy channel with an intense sense of urgency hitting and piercing into her cervix.
"OOOOOOOHHHHH GAAAAAAWD!!" Her tight honeypot immediately closed painfully around me like a vise as she came hard on my cock. Tiffany squirmed and contorted making her body rigid while a literal stream of drool ran in a disgusting web from her lips to the floor.
It was quite a sight.
"OOOOOOOH FUUUUUCK; SOOOOO GOOOOD!!" The strength in her knees gave way with a second powerful orgasm and she nearly drug me to the dirt encrusted floor with her. She seemed to swoon simply from being penetrated. I was not to be denied holding her body pressed tightly against my crotch until she got her bearings and slid her hands up the wall again. I began to pound her from behind watching as jets of cum was forced from her cunt every time my cock bottomed out inside her. Tiffany had this way of gasping that sounded almost like someone was stabbing her and it turned me on even more making my already solid bar go even harder and stretching her walls to the max.
"UUURRRGHHHH, AAAAAAHHHHHHH FUUUCK!!" She leaned to one side creating a twisting motion on my member as she rocked and shook trough two more orgasms.
"You like my cock don't you Tiffany St. Claire?" She shook her head denying my question.
"Oh you don't bitch?" I emphasized my words with several extremely hard thrusts that had her openly crying and sobbing. I moved forward pushing her closer to the unfinished wall and grabbed her right breast rolling the nipple and feeling her walls spasm against me. She seemed to be trying to work her hips against me but I didn't give her much room to move.
"Want me to stop; want me to take my dick out of you?" She started nodding her head in the negative as my other hand cupped the underside of her left tit.
"Nuh-No, I-I uh OOOOOOOHHH GAAAAWD; I LOVE YOUR FUCKING DICK!!" An unexpected climax ripped through her voluptuous body and she went limp against my torso. Tiffany was nearly a head taller than my five foot seven inches and kind of heavy so I gently lowered her to her knees and crouched over her raised butt. I noticed how thick my cock looked stretching the lips of her cunt obscenely wide. She started slowly rocking back against building up speed until she was fucking herself silly and gasping for her life.
"Tell me what it feels like Tiffany." She had her naked torso lying on the tiled floor and her legs were spread wider apart in a futile attempt to take me deeper even though I was bottoming out on every inward stroke.
"I-It feels so fucking good-FUCKING HOT AND FUCKING FULL!! GAAAAWD DEXTER' YOU'RE FUCLKING ME SOOOO FUCKING GOOD-AAAAARGGHHH FUUUUCKING GOOD!!"
She suddenly lurched forward and crashed to the floor panting heavily from her latest climax. I was worried and checked her pulse as my cock remained wedged against her ass cheeks. Tiffany weakly rolled over on her back facing me and her face was a mixture of rapture and confusion. She closed her fist around my shaft and didn't move it squeezing it softly. I had the impression that all of her strength was gone and gently disengaged her grasp crawling up her chest until my cock was nestled in her cleavage. I was intent on fucking her tits until I covered them in my cum.
"I-I can't believe I'm fucking a got-damn nerd; what the fuck is wrong with me?" She finally blurted out even as she pushed her fists against the outside of her breasts enveloping my cock with them in an enticing display.
"But you are fucking me Tiffany St. Claire; you're getting railed by my nerd cock and loving every minute of it." Her words stung a bit but I found solace knowing that she'd made the decision to fuck me not seemingly the Androstenone-X. Her lush cleavage was completely drenched in precum and sweat and I slid easily along her ribcage and chest until a familiar feeling welled up tightening the muscles of my inner thighs.
"Fuh-Fuck Tiffany; I'm gonna cum." She pursed her lips around the head of my cock and at this point I was fucking her mouth with a vengeance and gagging the poor girl.
"OOOOOHHHH SHIT TIFFANY!!" She locked her lips around the head of my cock twirling her tongue on it until a thick rope of cum exploded from me hitting the back of her throat and immediately filling her mouth to capacity. So much cum filled her mouth that it spilled out running from her lips across her cheeks as she struggled to swallow it all. I pulled out of her mouth and directed six equally strong bursts at her large tits until she was a glazed mess from the abs up to her hairline. My eyes rolled up into my head as the intense orgasm wreaked havoc with my body feeling like a billion tiny needles of pleasure throughout my lower half. Tiffany began lapping up all of the cum on her face using both of her hands to suck my DNA from her fingers. She even cleaned the cum from her chest and stomach sucking it up like it some decadent treat.
"What'd you do to me Dexter?" She was staring up at the bottom of the stairs and I was struck by how covered in filth she was from her surroundings. She looked wasted and depleted lying there with her crotch completely exposed and her legs still splayed obscenely open. One of her shoes had come off and was on the floor near her hip.
"I fucked you; I fucked you like you asked Tiffany." She turned on one side and curled into a fetal position softly sobbing.
"Yeah, I REALLY didn't intend on doing that Dexter. I-I don't know what came over me." I felt a pang of guilt as I pulled my gym shorts up over my sated cock.
"Are you gonna be okay Tiffany?"
"I don't know; could you fucking get lost?" I noticed my phone on the floor and snagged it walking back up the stairs to the gym.
"DEXTER!!" I looked back to find her at the bottom of the stairs looking up at me with a desperate expression on her pretty face.
"Yeah?"
"I'm sorry I talked to you like that and I'm REALLY sorry for taking your phone. I-I mean I'm cool with talking to you and stuff; I don't want you to get like uh, get the wrong idea." She used the rail to reach me and gave me an uncomfortable deep hug and light kiss on the lips.
"I'm cool Tiffany; uh we're cool alright?" She actually blushed and cracked a shy smile as I continued on up the stairs. By the time I reached the door I could hear her lightly sobbing and talking to herself.
"I-I didn't want that; I DIDN'T!!" She sounded like she was trying to convince herself.
**********************************************************
Unfortunately the gym teacher caught me sneaking back into the gymnasium and made me do several laps around the floor followed by a hundred diamond pushups. For some reason it wasn't as hard as it should have been and I was puzzled. I should have been exhausted from rutting with Tiffany but I was oddly energized. I noticed Tiffany in the bleachers still looking disheveled and distraught as she talked with some of the other cheerleaders obviously telling them what happened. Their eyes turned to me in unison and some of them looked like they wanted to shoot me on the spot.
I should have been worried but I was oddly stoked feeling that I could easily bang the entire cheerleading team. The effect of my exposure seemed somewhat stronger today and I made a mental note to conduct some more experimentation with the Androstenone-X. I needed to find out the complete properties of this chemical. I couldn't believe I had Kelsey Taylor to thank for my good fortune. I walked to class in a daze replaying the blow by blow I'd given Tiffany earlier that day and I couldn't believe how my fortunes had changed. I noticed Kelsey standing at the end of the corridor talking with some friends and my eyes caressed every delectable detail of her body which I was now biblically familiar with. The moment she noticed me she seemed visibly disturbed and I wondered if I should skip class because she'd probably told her boyfriend and that meant I was dead meat.



Agnes appeared at the doorway to the science lab and waved me in. I was apprehensive walking past Kelsey and a few of her girlfriends. I noticed that Tiffany St. Claire was not among their number.
"Well hello stranger." Agnes showed up to remind me that I still had one friend left. She plopped down in the chair Kelsey was assigned to and it was not lost on me that things would have been the same old same if not for Tiffany St. Claire's fateful choice that day.
"Look I'm sorry about not returning your calls but something's happened."
"Whatever, you've isolated the asshole gene. You know I called you at least ten times Dexter?" I wasn't insensitive to her feelings but my mind was bursting with the revelation that I'd created something incredible.
"Look I'm really sorry about that Agnes but there's something amazing that I've gotta tell you!" I kind of cut her off but immediately noticed her looking over my shoulder. I stopped short and turned around to find Kelsey looking at me with this sort of strange expression on her face.
"I know you probably don't want to see me right now but can we uh, like talk-just talk?" She was standing carefully measuring her words and I noticed that her arms were wrapped around her body like she was cold or something. I could make out some slight nervousness and trembling on her part.
"Uh NOOOO; I DON'T THINK SO KELSEY!!" Agnes was quick to respond for me and I raised my hand silencing her.
"Be cool I want to hear her out." I noticed a faint smile on Kelsey's face even as my eyes wandered all over her body which was clad in a form fitting grey track suit.
"Are you serious; she doused you with an unknown chemical!" Agnes had a point but she didn't know the effect it'd had on me. Didn't know what the effects were and I was just trying to gauge its properties as it related to Kelsey Taylor and the fact that we'd hooked up the night before.
"You heard him bitch; and I believe you're sitting in my chair." There was a threat in her words that was not lost on Agnes or me. I watched as my friend silently and cautiously got up and slid into her seat next to her own nondescript lab partner. Kelsey slowly sat down never taking her eyes off of me as she used her finger to move a stray blonde hair behind her ear. Tiffany was ominous by her absence and I shrugged my shoulders when my gaze rested on Agnes. She had to be embarrassed and sunk her attention into our thick science textbook.
"Dexter?" Kelsey tapped me on the shoulder and casually recoiled when I turned facing her.
"What do you want to say to me?"
"Well, I'm just like, uh well you know about "that thing" we did the other day...I'm just trying to figure it all out and stuff. I mean, I really didn't want to do what "we did" and it's fucking with me hard." She was really fumbling her words as she did her best to address the rough nasty encounter between us.
"Look you don't have to threaten me anymore; I won't tell anyone and as far as I'm concerned it never happened." She put her index finger in her mouth as her green eyes darted back and forth.
"No that's not what I was gonna-well; I just thought we could like try to be friends and stuff."
"Why, you hate me don't you?" She fidgeted around in her chair like she was searching for an answer as our teacher Mr. Finkle entered the room slamming the door and silencing all of the ambient noise from teen chatter inside the class.
"Nice to have you back Mr. Snodgrass; Kelsey you'd watch yourself because if we have another outburst like the previous one even your well connected father won't be able to write a check big enough to get you back into school.
"Yes Mr. Finkle and uhm, I'm sorry about before-Dexter." There was some laughter in the class as our teacher began writing his lesson out on the chalkboard. I felt this tickling sensation at my ankle and looked down finding that Kelsey had slipped a foot out of her wedge sandals.
She was playing footsie with me and shot me a quick wink as she scooted close to me right in front of her boyfriend. She ran a single finger along my crotch while pretending to pay attention to what Mr. Finkle was talking about.
...To Be Continued.
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Mr. Finkle had no idea what was going on right in front of his face as he forged ahead with his lesson plan oblivious to the fact that I was being felt up right under the lab desk that I shared with Kelsey Taylor. She'd begun running a finger tentatively along the zipper on my jeans and steadily progressed from there to full on groping as no one else in the class seemed the wiser. I honestly didn't know how to react being in extreme virgin territory as the most popular girl in school got her perv on while the rest of the class droned on through Mr. Finkle's monotone delivery. At one point I reached down under the desk and tried to move her hand away from my crotch only to have her tickle my palm with her finger.
"Dexter, are you feeling okay?!!" The teacher suddenly asked surprising Kelsey enough to make her yank her hand back.
"Uh, I'm okay sir."
"Are you sure because your face is reddened and you look like you're running a fever." I was probably blushing from my lab partner's attention. My engorged cock was already straining against my pants and sitting next to a girl that I thought was the epitome of hot wasn't helping either.
"I'm okay Mr. Finkle, there's nothing to worry about; I feel alright." I tried to sound reassuring but was surprised when Kelsey suddenly spoke up.
"He's right Dexter; you are looking kind of green around the gills. Sir may I take him to the school nurse?" Mr. Finkle gave her a strange look as some of the other class members grumbled and started talking amongst themselves.
"I just want Dexter to know how sorry I am for tossing that crap in his face the other day. I want to make amends for being a total bitch Mr. Finkle." She sounded sincere but the laughter from the back of the classroom distracted him and I was afraid to look over my shoulder not wanting to see what Agnes thought of the proceedings. She sat directly behind me with her lab partner and we hadn't made actual eye contact since Kelsey had outright challenged her.
"I'm pretty sure that Dexter can find his own way to the nurse's office." I watched as she frowned thinking the whole situation surreal and wondering what would happen next. I'd spent so much time lusting after Kelsey that having her barely keeping it together as she fawned over me a little intoxicating. Truth be told I did feel somewhat hot and bothered as slight beads of sweat ran down my brow and swayed a bit as I stood up to take my leave. I'd been having these sort of hot flashes since coming home from the hospital and I probably would have been concerned if it hadn't been for hooking up with two of the hottest girls in school.
"Mr. Finkle; I promise I'll take him there and come right back. We're supposed to be partners aren't we, I mean that's what you said didn't you?" Kelsey was working all angles of this situation and it seemed to be getting on the teacher's nerves as he waved her off acquiescing to her near constant bartering. She didn't even wait until we were halfway down the hall before shoving me into a storage closet. The force that she used was alarming and before I could react, she'd grabbed my hand and shoved it down into the crotch of her track suit.
"I'm so fucking wet for you Dexter; can you feel it?" She seemed a little nervous and shaky now that we were alone and I could see her nipples poking the fabric of her top.
"We're at school Kelsey and you said you wanted to forget about what happened." I wanted her to twist in the wind a little before giving in to her obvious need.
"Can't stop thinking about how hard you made me cum Dexter; I've been thinking about you and fucking playing with myself all night. You did "something" to me and I'm not sure what it was but I just can't forget how good you made me feel." She was extremely wet and hadn't mentioned the lack of underwear. My fingers were soaked with her essence which seemed to be running down her thighs.
"We could get caught Kelsey; what about Tad? He's your boyfriend."
"Fuck him; I just-need something!" She was trembling even more and working at my zipper until she finally got it down enough to slip her fingers inside and grab my member. She looked over her shoulder towards the entrance to the restroom and led me inside the last stall furthest from the door before dropping to her knees. She quickly started going to town on my junk in a sloppy display with a hunger that was startling to see. She played and licked with wild abandon running her fingers over the lattice of veins on the surface of my cock sending slivers of pleasure racing up my spine.
"Look, I know we don't really have any time but could you just shove your big ass dick into me real quick?" I nodded and she quickly shoved her track pants down and bent over grabbing the seat of the toilet treating me to the sight of her round posterior thong tan lines and all. I wasn't about to turn down another chance to get a piece of Kelsey Taylor and fumbled trying to work my pants down mid-thigh.
"Please hurry Dexter, PLEEEEASE FUCK ME QUICK!" She sounded like she was whining and I noticed her legs were shaking in anticipation. I positioned myself at her entrance and easily slid all the way to the end of her love tunnel.
"FFFUUUUHHH-FUCK I'M CUMMING SOOOOOO HARD!!" She whimpered as her walls tightened up painfully along my length and she buckled over nearly hitting her head against the wall. I could feel every muscle inside her tense up reflexively against my cock as she gasped and struggled to compose herself.
"Kelsey are you okay?"
"I'M FFFFFFUUUUUCKING CUMMING AGAIN-SHIT!" I actually felt her squirt and wet my thighs and pants. I hadn't even started moving yet and she was nearly spent. In moments she'd gone from visibly anxious and twitchy to completely wasted and it was amazing. I could feel every contour and muscle in her sex simultaneously gripping and massaging my cock. She tensed up as my fingers dug into the fleshy semicircles that made up her thighs and grunted as I pushed slowly into her until I hit the end of her tunnel. I began to work myself in and out of her in an increasing tempo until I was fucking her properly. At this point she was clearly sobbing while I railed her doing my best to cum quickly but my cock wasn't cooperating. I grabbed a single shapely leg forcing her to partially face me as I draped it over my shoulder and started plowing the beautiful blonde with authority watching as she continued to squirt her own copious amounts of liquid lust all over the stall floor. Kelsey was watching my pump into her thin athletic frame with precision and she had a single finger in her mouth as she cooed and gasped her approval. My gaze was drawn to her big expressive eyes and the way they darted horizontally as she appeared somewhat conflicted and entranced at what was happening to her.
"You want me to stop?"
She was caught up in the moment as a look of panic read across her features and shook her head vigorously denying that she wanted me to cease me attention to her tight snatch. Kelsey guided one of my hands to her breast and I kneaded her nipple which was hard and rubbery to the touch. In moments she pulled her top up giving me a good look at her naked tits glistening with sweat. I reached down and snagged her other leg hooking it on my shoulder as she moved perfectly with me never touching the floor.
"OOOOOH FUUUCK; you're going to make me cum again." She was attempting to control the tone of her voice and it appeared to be a herculean effort as her normally chirpy pitch became husky. I was reminded of her cheerleader roots as she locked her hands around the back of my neck and pulled her body even closer to me. Kelsey gingerly leaned in and kissed me on the lips snaking her tongue into my mouth and giving me a charge. My mind wandered briefly when I realized that I was holding her aloft with little to no effort. This was a revelation as I barely worked out and pretty much led a sedentary lifestyle so there was no way I should have been able to lift Kelsey off of the floor much less support her weight.
"UUUGGGGHH GAAAAAWWDD!!" She arched her back in a futile attempt to get more of me inside her and went limp from the effort. I sat her down on the toilet seat and she quickly grabbed my cock pointing it at her face and jerking vigorously until she was rewarded with five thick ropes of spunk that hit her square in the face and chest. She capped my spewing meat with her plump lips sucking for all she was worth and twirling her tongue on the mushroom head of my cock. She continued sucking on me until I was clean before turning her attention to the thick white filmy cum on her bountiful chest.
"I-I was hoping that maybe it was like a fluke or something; but it's all fucking true." She sounded disoriented and upset as she continued cleaning herself of my DNA.
"I like nerd cock." I watched as her faced dropped at what she felt was the reason we'd hooked up and felt irritated but heartened that I really hadn't been taking advantage of Kelsey at all. She'd made the decision all on her own to be with me and it was weighing heavily on her mind as she absent mindedly rubbed her mound.
"I couldn't believe it at first and I just knew you'd somehow drugged me or something Dexter; but nothing could have made that dick fill me up like it did. No one has ever made me cum so hard in my life and then when it finally happens; it's you of all people...a fucking nerd. I don't really know what to do now that I know how good you can make me feel." Her assessment of herself and me as a person was more than a little off-putting so I fed her my renewed cock to shut her up and she took to it like a fish to water sucking and jerking on it until I shot another thick rope across her nose for good measure. Before she could react I shoved my cock roughly into her mouth and hit her with another couple of hits of my ejaculate. I took mental note of the way in which she lapped up everything like a starved animal.
"DEXTER!!" I backed out of the stall as she called after me and hit the hallway more than a little pissed at her personal take on things. Part of me actually wished that I could control her mind, but the Androstenone-X only seemed to effect the pleasure centers of her mind and I knew I had to figure out how to trigger the effect. I'd taken a few steps when I noticed Kelsey coming out of the restroom behind me and decided it would be safer to actually go to the school nurse.
"What can I do for you young man?" I ducked into the small office and found Nurse Kim looking in my general direction.
"I got sent here because I was feeling a little uh, faint." She was this slightly chubby Korean woman with a medium build and I didn't feel like she was any immediate threat considering my condition but I needed to find out how to trigger or control my gift and she was as good a candidate as any.
"Are you under the influence of drugs or alcohol?" She had a thick accent and was all business at the moment.
"It really hurts Nurse Kim."
"What hurts?" She seemed generally curious and I didn't mind that she hadn't asked for my name before beginning to examine me.
"This ma'am." Before she could react I'd fished my erect cock out still glazed and stained with Kelsey's lipstick and glistening with precum.
"You put that away right now!!" She looked angry and I was worried that she'd alert security as she staggered back towards the office door at the sight of my tumescence pointing straight up at the ceiling.
"Oh alright nurse; but it really does hurt. I'm sorry but I thought you were a professional like a doctor or something. I didn't think showing this to you would be a problem and it really took a lot of courage for me to do that ma'am." She seemed to soften a bit at my somewhat suspect admission.
"I assure you I am professional and I was just caught a little off guard by that thick cock." I did a double take as she walked over and immediately took me in the palm of her hand tightening her grip on my tumescence. I didn't wait reaching out and cupping one of her moderately sized breasts. She'd already began stroking my cock and quickly added her other hand taking moments to lick some of the glaze from her fingers.
"Could you take your pants off nurse?" Her nostrils flared and she hooked her thumbs into the elastic waistband of her bottoms drawing them down and revealing a plain pare of women's briefs.
"Why don't you take your top off too." My suggestion was taken into consideration as she quickly lost her nurse's smock. She had a really nice lacy brassiere underneath that accentuated her tits which looked to be small C-Cups. I watched as she popped the clasp on her bra letting it fall to the floor with a breathless sigh as her bare chest came into view. Nurse Kim's roundish face was flushed red as she stared silently back at me rolling her nipples and gasped in delight as I discarded my pants and laid flat on the gurney. I didn't give her any further direction and relaxed running my fist up and down my glistening cock as a steady stream of precum ran freely down my length. It only took a few seconds before she slid her form fitting panties down her somewhat plump thighs and robotically walked over to lock the door.
"I'm going to fuck you dry eh?"
"Dexter." Nurse Kim hadn't even known my name in the moments before she'd completely undressed before me and I took mental note of the time between entering the office and her demeanor at the moment. She grasped the head of my cock with her thin fingers and the shaft with the fist of her other hand working them in unison barely paying any attention to my face. She worked her hands in unison on the sticky surface of me shaft and the room was filled with the wet sounds of her attempts to milk me.
"I want to suck this big fat cock, but I don't want to lose my job." She sounded conflicted but never stopped working her twirling fingers on my member. I wanted it to be her decision and simply shrugged my shoulders when she looked over at me seemingly for approval.
"Fuck it." She buried the top half of me in her mouth spinning her tongue on my urethra and making me squirm at the sensation before running her tongue along my cock and sucking on the thick shaft as hard as she could. I was a little disappointed that she couldn't take all of me in her mouth when I realized that something had changed about me.
My dick was ...well, it had grown somehow and from the looks of things I could give the late John Holmes a run for his money. It was thicker as well and my veins were plainly visible just under the stretched out skin of my circumcised unit. Nurse Kim had both of her hands at the base of my cock roughly playing with me while resting the purplish head of my cock on the flat of her tongue lapping up more precum and getting visibly hotter and bothered as seconds passed.
"You taste so-sweet Dexter; I have to have this big fucking cock." She quickly climbed up on the gurney and squatted over my crotch. I watched as she carefully pushed the head of my cock against her entrance and noticed visible jets of cum being forced out of her cunt as she brought her weight down until I was completely sheathed inside. I wasn't surprised when I felt her walls contract painfully around me but I was shocked as she bit her bottom lip so hard the she drew a little blood. She shuddered and trembled riding out her first climax painfully slow barely moving her squarish hips.
"OOOOOOOOHHHHH shit." She finally spoke arching her back extremely and adding a twist on the sensations provided by her tight box. She leaned forward and began kissing me pumping her hips back and forth working herself into a frenzy. Nurse Kim was a sloppy kisser ever going so far as to lick the outside of my lips and chin. My hands found their way to her mildly flat butt cupping each cheek with one of my fingers nearly penetrating her brown-eye.
"Stick your finger in there Dexter; I love ass play." I was taken aback by her admission and obliged rubbing her crinkly star and eventually sinking into her backdoor up to the knuckle. At her urging I began fingering her butt as she placed the palms of her hands on my chest and worked her hips faster seemingly trying to bring herself to climax. Her face was glistening with sweat as she began to shake violently signaling her orgasm.
"Fuck me hard Nurse!!" I barked and she gave it her best shot intermittently stopping every few seconds to gasp and clutch at her chest.
"Didn't you hear me bitch; I said FUCK ME HARD!!" I hadn't meant to be suck a dick but she was proving to be less than stellar as she continued her failing cadence of trying to get me off.
"I'm sorry but I suffer from heart murmurs; fuck my chest hurts!!" I felt like a complete jerk when I realized that she was in pain and wrapped my arms around her stopping her from moving.
"I didn't know and I'm really sorry Nurse Kim." I managed to get my cock out of her soaked box and rolled her over onto the gurney as I got up to dress. She motioned towards a water cooler and I got her a paper cup feeding it to her gently. I was wracked with guilt but my cock remained rock hard and I tried to ignore it tending to the nurse.
"It's okay, really Dexter and I want you to cum." She weakly wrapped her fist around my still exposed cock softly tugging at its length.
"I don't know Nurse Kim; I don't want to hurt you."
"I want to taste your cum; don't deny me that. I'm married to a nice little Jewish girl and you're only the second man I've ever been with Dexter." I was shocked to find out that I'd been trying to fuck the hell out of a lesbian and felt even more like shit. She just laid there on her back looking up at me with this kind of pleading expression on her face and I figured that she probably wouldn't go back to normal until I gave her what she wanted.
"Alright ma'am; I'll give it to you but it has to be my way okay?" She nodded as I cupped her thighs and pulled her hips towards me hooking her legs on my shoulders. I positioned my new larger cock between her legs and rested it on top of her moderately furry mound finding that I reached up a little past her navel. She looked puzzled as I grabbed the undersides of her thighs and pushed her legs tightly together until my member was tightly wedged between her plump thighs. I began running the underside of my cock along her mound sandwiched between her thighs until I came in several huge bursts that completely soiled her mound reaching past her abs to her small tits. I spread her legs and jerked a final painful rope that traveled up her body pooling at her throat.
"Thank you Dexter; I really needed this I guess." She looked crestfallen and confused as a phone began ringing on the counter top of the small medical office.
"It's your phone nurse."
"Yeah I know but I'm not going to answer it because it's probably my wife. I don't want to end our marriage until I see her face to face. I owe her at least that much." She was licking my cum from her body and I felt even crappier knowing that I'd ruined a marriage. In hindsight it explained why she was a crappy lay in the first place.
"You don't have to tell her about this."
"We had a really great marriage and I don't want to end it with a fucking lie because I found out that I'm bisexual. I loved her since we first met and I never thought I'd betray her like this." She was starting to tear up and there was nothing more that I could say as I pulled my pants up over my semi-erect cock. Her phone continued ringing on the silent office and she got up finally answering it as I reached the door.
"Hello baby; there's something we need to talk about when I get home tonight...yeah, it's serious." I could hear her voice starting to crack as I closed the door behind me. Luckily Nurse Kim's office was separated from the hallway by a narrow corridor and nobody seemed to notice as I stepped into the crowded hall which were bustling with teen activity. I stuffed my hands in my pockets and walked towards my locker.



Kelsey was standing at my locker talking to a few of her friends on the cheerleading squad. She still looked somewhat disheveled from our tryst in the girl's bathroom and I really wasn't in any mood to see her right now. I ducked down and attempted to scurry off only to find myself looking directly into the angry face of my best friend Agnes.
"You've got some explaining to do Dexter." She sounded pissed and I grabbed her hand leading her away from the hallway out to the front of the school. I was heartened at the sight of my best friend and felt like she could help me get back on track.
"What the heck is going on between you and Kelsey; are you two "doing it" Dexter?" she'd snatched her hand back and was rubbing it in a manner that suggested I'd inadvertently hurt her. She recounted how Kelsey had returned to class alone and on the verge of tears looking disheveled in her ruffled clothing and noticeably smelling of sex.
"Look it's not like that Agnes; I was trying to tell you something happened earlier when we were interrupted."
"So you didn't fuck her?"
"Look I don't want to talk about that right now; I need to tell you about the Androstenone-X!! It did something to me Agnes!!" My heart was racing and I was feeling light headed when my friend was shoved aside and I found Tad Remington's fist in my face as he sucker punched me in the nose. It should have hurt a little more than it did but I was bowled over onto the pavement as the enraged jock lost his jersey preparing to afflict serious bodily harm on me and I definitely knew the reason why.
"GET UP DINKLEBERRY; YOU FUCK MY GIRL, I FUCK YOU UP!!" My heart leaped into my throat at the sight of the roided out football player as a large crowd of students encircled us whooping and excited for the pending brawl about to happen.
"LEAVE HIM ALONE TAD; I'M SO CALLING THE COPS!!" Agnes held up her cellphone putting her arm up trying to stop him and found herself ignored and shoved aside as he completed a running superman style punch that knocked me face first on the pavement.
"YOU'RE AN ASSHOLE TAD!!" My best friend was on his back clawing and pounding his massive chest with her tiny fist as I struggled to my hands and knees. Tad reached behind himself and tossed Agnes from his back with little effort as a few bystanders ran to her rescue. I noticed a few drops of blood dripping to the concrete from my busted nose and something welled up inside me. It was an emotion that I'd rarely felt or given in to during my high school life.
It was anger.
Tad was all pumped up as most of our peers booed him and his fellow jocks egged him as he paced back and forth and swinging his arms aggressively like some country hick. He really intended to destroy me on that fateful afternoon as I gathered myself and stood facing him fists clenched.
"OH SHIT TAD; HE'S GONNA FIGHT!! HE'S GONNA FUCKIN FIGHT BRO!!" One of the football players seemed to fancy himself a sports commentator and I was tempted for a moment to paste him one as Kelsey's boyfriend rushed me with a big ham sized fist poised to blast me into unconsciousness. I closed my eyes tightly and swung wildly connecting with his chin as everyone loudly reacted in a loud droning monotonous mess of multiple voices that was nearly deafening.
Suddenly everything was quiet and I opened my eyes to find Tad lying flat on the pavement with his arms splayed over his head. Everyone's gaze traveled back and forth from his prone body to me standing there looking at my own fist incredulously. The sports commentator guy was kneeling and trying to help Tad sit up as he regained his senses and punctuated this by spitting out a tooth. I didn't know what to do and began backing away from everyone looked at me quietly before breaking out into a raucous applause. There was this weird feeling coursing through my body and I was breathing heavily as things intermittently went blurry in second long intervals.
"Come on Dexter, we've got to get out of here." Someone had snagged my arm and I figured it was Agnes turning to find myself looking into the face of Tiffany St. Claire.
"W-What?" I was feeling increasingly dazed and slightly addled as she tugged at my sleeve with urgency as two school security guards arrived surveying Tad's situation. The next few moments were a blur as I found myself inside Tiffany's Camaro speeding out of the school parking lot. I vaguely recall seeing the shocked face of Agnes in the side mirror as I leaned up against the passenger side window.
"What-what the fuck is going on Tiffany?" I was beginning to get my bearings jarred into lucidity by the incessant ringing of her I-phone.
"We're going to my house Dexter; got to get you cleaned up. Man, FUCK TAD REMMINGTON; that guy's a total psycho!!" She smiled at the shocked look on my face as loud music filled the car along with the continued ringing of her phone.
"Thanks, but could you just drop me at home?"
"Don't be a douche man; I just want to make sure you're okay first and uhm talk a little if you don't mind." She looked at her phone and made a face tossing it into the cup holder like it was a piece of junk. The phone continued ringing as I stared out the window finding myself in some residential area.
"Don't you think you should answer that?!"
"It's just fucking Kelsey and we don't want to talk to her; do we?" She sounded glib and care free and I was more than a little alarmed as we pulled into the driveway of a nice home which I could only conclude was where she lived.
"Well here we are Dexter; got you all to myself now." She chuckled and shot me a million dollar smile actually getting out of her car and opening my door for me in a complete gender reversal. She seemed positively upbeat as she helped me out of her vehicle and I noticed she was wearing different clothing than I'd seen her in earlier that when we hooked up under the stairs.
"My mom's at fucking work so we can like "talk" for hours." There was a sort of joyous nervous sound to the manner in which she spoke as she opened her front door after retrieving the key from under the mat.
"Could you put this back for me?" She handed me the key and goosed me when I bent over to put it back under the mat. I was led to her dining room table while she went under her kitchen sink and retrieved a plastic bowl before walking out of the room. My eyes followed her luscious derriere as she walked out of the room before my concentrationwas interrupted by Tiffany's ringing phone. I picked it up and found Kelsey's number staring back at me.
"Give me that!" Tiffany entered the dining room with the bowl and a few towels. She set the things down and half-grabbed the phone finally answering it.
"YEAH, WELL WOULDN'T YOU LIKE TO KNOW-BITCH!!" I was surprised that she'd talk to her BFF like that and watched as she hung up in Kelsey's face while she had still been chattering on about whatever it was they were talking about.
"What's up with that Tiffany, wasn't that Kelsey; and "ISN'T" your best friend?"
"You know she told Tad about hooking up with you right?" She dipped the towel into the warm water in the bowl and dabbed at my face which was only now starting to hurt.
"Well I pretty much figured it out when his fist slammed into my face." I saw her flash an irritated look when I mentioned the jock and she scooted closer in her chair working on my face.
"Yeah that bitch called me all crying and shit talking about how you used her and left her in the girl's bathroom with your jizz all over her face. She's started talking shit about getting Tad to fuck you up so that she could save you and get back into you good graces...STUPID CUNT!!" I was slightly alarmed by the venom in her voice when it came to her best friend. These girls were normally inseparable and now the redhead in front of me seemed like she could barely tolerate Kelsey.
"Did you do that to her Dexter?" She stopped what she was doing and leaned back in her seat waiting for my answer.
"Uh, yeah I guess I did." I still felt pangs of guilt about Nurse Kim and Kelsey by association. She was after all the first girl I'd ever had sex with. It was a perfect culmination of so much longing and fantasizing about the beautiful blonde that my virginity had slid away in her honeypot.
"She probably deserved every bit of it."
"WHAT?!!" I was shocked at her uneven reasoning as it sounded like she was trying to make herself believe what she was saying.
"Yeah, uh she deserved that shit and more Dexter baby; when I think about all of the fucked up things she's said about you over the years. She's one Grade A cunt and I hope you left her hanging. You know she told me she hates herself for fucking the shit out of you and thinks she has a mental problem? I hope you used protection cause she's been around if you know what I mean!" My mouth was agape as Tiffany sat in front of me running her best friend down something fierce.
"So you're not mad at me for doing that to your best friend?"
"Why should I; she fucked you over first and the only reason she's not in juvenile hall is cause her daddy made one of his big donations to the school. Don't rule out a big check coming your way either cause her dad likes to be so fucking thorough when it comes to his little fucking princess." If you didn't know her, Tiffany came off as someone who absolutely despised her best friend. Her phone started ringing again on cue and she looked annoyed when she peered at the screen.
"Dexter can I show you something?"
"What is it?"
"Just follow me." She casually got up and I followed her down a long hallway to her room watching the slight jiggle of her rounded rear in the shortest daisy dukes I've ever seen. Seriously her pale rounded cheeks were displayed in a manner that made it appear as if she were wearing a pair of denim panties. Her room was a pink nightmare with pictures of boy bands prominently displayed.
"So what do you think?"
"It's uh, pink very pink." I felt like retching at the sight of this consummate girl's room and wondered why she wanted me to see it.
"Not that silly, this." I turned around to find her standing there with her hands on her hips...topless. Tiffany's chest was even more impressive at a second viewing in lit by the afternoon sun filtering in through the venetian blinds in her bedroom. She was grinning like a Cheshire cat at my expression and smoothly slid out of her shorts standing before me in her birthday suit. She looked like every guys fantasy standing there tan lines and all. I noticed a tiny heart shaped tattoo near the top of her bikini line and her navel was pierced.
"Yeah, that's what I thought." She locked her arms around my neck drawing me closer and gave me a sensual kiss that lingered as she drew her pretty face back looking down at my suddenly active crotch. She ran the palm of her hand over m pressing my cock flat against my belly as I cupped an ass cheek noticing how damp and humid her skin felt. Tiffany sighed into my mouth as I cupped the other buoyant cheek and ground against her mound pulling her tighter against my body. Just touching her sent shivers up my spine and my skin felt like it was on fire. I was getting a literal charge out of making out with Tiffany as she pulled my shirt over my head and ran her tongue over my nipple. I quickly dropped my pants while she continued sucking on my nipples and felt her hands carefully cupping my balls and tugging at the base of my cock. She had a canopy bed sealing the perception of her as an entitled princess and shoved me backward making me fall on my back with a bounce. This nude goddess knelt and quickly removed my shoes and pants. I guess she didn't care about my socks as she began kneading my inner thighs while she ran her tongue on the underside of my balls making me squirm.
"Can I have a treat?" She was looking at my cock and talking in the sexy little girl's voice which was sexy as fuck. I nodded and she made me gasp as she slowly engulfed my entire cock in her throat and held it there looking into my eyes. She just held it there breathing through her nose until I nodded prompting her into action as she started working her lips and tongue on me with animalistic abandon.
"UUUGHHHH FUCK TIFFANY!! FFUUUUUCCCCK!!" Kelsey Taylor and Nurse Kim became a distant memory as Tiffany St. Claire made a meal of my cock putting on a fucking show that had me considering marriage. I involuntarily began humping up into her mouth as my thigh tightened up and in seconds I was exploding into her mouth nearly choking the poor girl with my excessive cum.
"HOLY SHIT!!" Tremors rocked my body as I humped up into her mouth and was nearly brought to tears by her exceptional oral skills. She was busy licking up my spunk which ran from her chin down her reddened chest and running a finger along my soiled thighs. Tiffany was savoring the taste of my cum and rubbing her mound in frenzied circular motions.
"I don't know what it is about you but your fucking cum is GOOD...Can I have more Dex baby?!!" Before I could even answer she had trapped my throbbing member between her breasts fucking my cock with purpose stopping for only brief moments to suck on my poor cockhead.
"OH NO YOU DON'T TIFFANY!!" I buried my fingers in her thick auburn hair and sat up bringing her forward into a deep kiss. I was going to rail the stuffing out of this sexy minx and there wasn't a force on earth that was going to stop me from fucking her into unconsciousness. She giggled playfully as I did a little shoving of my own pushing her on her back and watching as her considerable tits barely flattened against her chest.
"You gonna "FUCK" your bad little girl daddy?" The sexy kid's voice she was using was sending jolts of energy to my straining cock as I realized Tiffany St. Claire was the total package.
"OOOOOHH DAAAAADDY!!" She gasped as I pushed into her tight cunt which instantly contracted around my girth causing her to climax with a loud shrill scream. Torrents of her cum began running from her sex as I plowed into her like my life depended on it making her large breasts bounce up and down on her chest nearly hitting herself in the face. I was holding the back of her knees spreading her legs apart and doing my best to force my cock up into her stomach.
"FFFUUUUCK DAAAADDDY, FUCK ME GOOOD; OH SHIT I CAN FEEL IT SO FUCKING DEEP!! OOOOH GAAAAWD DAAADDY!!" Tiffany was clawing at the air and screaming so loud that I knew if her neighbors heard the commotion police were already on the way. I pushed her thighs together and rolled her onto her side never stopping and we made out like bandits. Tears were rolling down her cheeks smearing her mascara and she began crying loudly between gasps prompting me to slow down a bit.
"Why're you crying Tiffany?"
"B-Because I-uh I never felt so good before; never liked sex. I just did it to keep boys around Dex-OOOOHHH FUCK I'M CUMMING AGAIN!!" Her sheets were completely drenched and I withdrew from her gaped cunt and stood next to the bed. She rubbed her crotch and looked up at me with a question in her eyes. I motioned towards the garish pink rug and she crawled off of the bed with some effort and knelt in front of me eagerly taking my cock in her mouth. She started running her tongue on the underside of my cock slurping on the head of my joint before taking me whole. Five minutes later Tiffany was being completely soiled as I defiled her beauty with repeated ropes of thick white cum glazing her over.
Her phone was ringing again and she couldn't care less while I reclined watching as she cleaned herself like a cat taking mental notes. I picked up her phone and found Kelsey's number staring back at me before Tiffany quickly snatched it out of my hand answering it.
"WHAT, WHAT?!!-SPEAK...yeah we did and you know what bitch; IT WAS FUCKING AMAZING!!" She hung up on her best friend once more and climbed into bed cuddling with me as we both stared at the wall sharing the afterglow together. She intertwined one shapely leg with mine as her phone started ringing again and she shrieked and tossed it at the wall shattering it into component parts.
"Was that really necessary?"
"I'm just tired of talking to her stupid ass, I mean all she wants to do is bitch and moan about how you messed her up for other guys and really who wants to hear that shit?! Kelsey is just going to have to live with the fact that you picked the better girl."
"Excuse me?" This was news to me considering we'd only just hooked up this morning although my cock twitched at the thought of her going down on me again. The way she talked made it seem like we'd been dating or hooking up for months. I knew the chemical I'd been doused with had changed me on many levels and it would be a challenge trying to find out everything about my new condition. My heart dipped as Agnes came to mind and I remembered leaving her on the sidewalk by the school as Tiffany spirited me away from the scene of my first and only fight. I had to talk to her and explain myself; make everything right between us.
"Penny for your thoughts?" Tiffany had already stroked me to full hardness again and I found it strange getting used to my new stamina.
"Just thinking about a friend I left behind when you picked me up. Everything was so crazy when you picked me up this afternoon and I didn't even think about her until now."
"Excuse me, we just fucked each other's brains out and YOU'RE ALREADY THINKING ABOUT SOME OTHER BITCH?!!" She sat up quickly scratching her wild mane of red hair clearly processing what I'd said.
"No Agnes is just a friend Tiffany."
"I DON'T GIVE A FUCK DEXTER; YOU CAN'T JUST BE FRIENDS WITH SOME FUCKING GIRL...oh you're fucking her too right-RIGHT DEXTER?!!" She was pacing the room nude and working herself into a frenzy and I decided it was time for me to make my exit.
"You're leaving?"
"Look I'm sorry but she's my friend and you don't seem to understand that Tiffany; AGNES IS MY BEST FRIEND AND THAT'S ALL!!" She just stood there with her hands clutched to her chest staring at me wide eyed as I reached for the doorknob before running over and snatching my hand away grasping it with both of hers.
"Look baby I just uh, overreacted and I want you to know just how sorry I am okay; I REALLY didn't mean to misbehave Dexter and I-uh like totally believe you alright? Everything's COOL between us right?" There was this underlying sense of panic in her voice as she brought my captured hands up to her breasts.
"Yeah no worries."
"OOOHH WOW; I -mean I was so worried that you'd be mad and I don't want to give you the wrong impression like I'm some CRAZY BITCH or something. I mean I KNOW I don't own you or anything Dexter. You can uh, be with anybody you want alright. I'm REALLY not JEALOUS at all." I noticed more tears running down her face as she looked extremely nervous at the prospect of me leaving her home.
"Agnes Newton is my best friend and has been for three years. There is nothing going on between us Tiffany." I felt like I had to spell it out for her as I turned to leave. Things were getting uncomfortable and I just wanted to extricate myself from the situation.
"DEXTER!!" She suddenly shouted when my hand touched the doorknob jarring me at her outburst.
"What?"
"Do you really have to go? I mean I'd have no problem taking you home and all; but I was just hoping that we could you know, DO a little MORE and uhm, well we haven't done anal yet. I've never done anal with anybody Dex...you could be my first." She smiled nervously as she crawled onto her bed and turned her luscious backside in my direction before sitting up on her haunches. My renewed cock nearly exploded from my pants at the sight of her resting on the back of her calves in that bed. Before I could answer there was loud knocking at the door jarring both of us back to reality.



"Wait here; I'll go see who it is Dex. Don't worry because I'd NEVER let ANYTHING happen to you baby." She retrieved a light housecoat from her closet and stepped out of the room as I searched for my shirt. I was grateful for the interruption because it allowed me to regain my focus and I intended on leaving when she got back. I didn't know where I was and that presented a bit of a problem because I was out of it when she brought me to her house. Tiffany St. Claire probably wasn't going to be forthcoming with her address in relation to my house so I figured we were pretty much going to be fucking for the rest of the afternoon.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING HERE BITCH?!!" There was the sounds of a slight scuffle in the other room and I was nervous hoping it wasn't a boyfriend or relative. Tiffany St. Claire had been known to date only college guys and older men so I definitely didn't want any of that nonsense.
"I KNOW HE'S IN HERE CUNT; I WANNA TALK TO HIM!!" The door to the bed room burst open and Kelsey appeared with a partially nude Tiffany tugging at her arm. She tried to kiss me but her friend yanked her painfully back nearly pulling her arm out of the socket. Kelsey grabbed a handful of Tiffany's red mane giving it a vicious yank and in moments the girls were rolling on the floor in a desperate struggle.
"CUT IT OUT; FUCKING STOP IT!!" Both of the girls immediately stopped attacking one another and regarded me with desperate eyes.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Kelsey Taylor was kneeling before me looking somewhat worse the wear after scuffling with her best friend Tiffany St. Claire and I was legitimately perplexed. She looked like she'd been stressed out and a little worn but she was still outwardly the same beautiful girl I'd been sitting behind in class for years; the same beautiful girl that had made no secret of her contempt for me as a human being and here was the same girl that had assaulted me by tossing an unknown chemical into my face a little over forty-eight hours ago. My gaze wandered over to Tiffany who was kneeling and looking silently pensive with her housecoat nearly ripped to shreds after rolling on her own hardwood floor in a desperate struggle to expel her closest friend from her bedroom and ultimately her home.
They had been fighting over me-Poindexter Snodgrass or Dexter for short. I was considered a nobody; a pathetic deviant who'd gotten so hot and bothered being in proximity to one of the hottest girls in school that I'd attempted to get an up-skirt picture of Kelsey's crotch failing miserably and being punished accordingly. I shuddered and bristled inwardly at the memory of being pelted with a torrent of soft drinks and other items in the cafeteria not so long ago; recalled lying on the cafeteria floor as these girls stepped over my prone body painfully reminding me of my place in the pecking order. I was supposed to be the lonely nerd pathetically lusting after them while fading into obscurity.
I'd been with both of them recently and engaged in some particularly hot and nasty sex with each. Almost experienced everything both girls had to offer and both had been practically begging for more afterwards. So much so that I'd considered letting them have at it when both girls had come to blows like two hellcats right in front of me. I like to think that I was raised better than that; like to think that even after all I'd been through...I was still basically a good person.
"Dexter I just wanted you to know that I realize how hurtful and damaging my words must have been and I just couldn't do anything else until I apologized. I know I can be a heinous cunt sometimes but I didn't mean what I said earlier. You've changed me and shown me...OOOOH GAAAWD I'M SO SORRY!!" Kelsey broke down into tears bawling and I just looked at her with a blank expression on my face.
"Yeah that's pretty fucked up girlfriend; what about Tad huh? Tell Dex how you sic'd your knuckle dragging boyfriend on him; SPEAK UP BITCH!!" I found Tiffany to be a bit on the opportunistic side and it rankled me a bit.
"Shut up and let her talk."
"OOOOOH SORRY DEX, uh I was just getting her to admit that she tried to hurt you and you know I didn't mean to annoy you in any way baby. We're friends and unlike this slut; I'D NEVER DO ANYTHING TO HARM YOU BABY!!" She was stammering and speaking in an uneven tone that gave me pause.
"She's right I fucked up and I'm sorry Dexter." Kelsey's tears were staining the carpet as she averted her gaze away from me appearing to be contrite and ashamed of her actions. This touched me because I knew that her behavioral shift emerged from her exposure to the Androstenone-X.
"You SHOULD be SORRY Kelsey because Dexter NEVER did ANYTHING but LOVE you and you fucked him over when you could have been having the BEST SEX of your LIFE!! Well I'm here to tell you that I won't make that mistake bitch because what we have is fucking REAL!!" Tiffany continued stammering and inching closer to the Kelsey and I was given the distinct impression that she was going to strike my favorite blonde. She spoke in a frenetic uneven tone speaking as if we'd been dating but I'd only screwed her today. I wondered about the duration of the effect I was having on these girls and the specter of guilt reared its ugly head once more.
"Look it's okay Kelsey; I'm over it already okay?"
"Really?" Her bright green eyes lit up a bit as she rubbed her runny nose with the sleeve of her track suit and coughed a bit. She had been steadily sobbing the entire time that Tiffany had gone on her rant.
"Yeah he's cool like that but you wouldn't know shit about that because you never even gave him a chance!" I offered my hand to help Kelsey up but the redhead got between us placing her hands on both of the distraught teen's shoulders.
"Look it's been real uh fun but you need to go buh-bye girlfriend. Me and Dexter are gonna make love and just who needs some sad bitch crying while we're fucking like rabbits right?" Tiffany was trying to control everything that was going on and Kelsey weakly shook her head in agreement with her manipulative best friend. She still hadn't even bothered to pull the tattered housecoat up over her torso caring little that her breasts were exposed.
"Alright I'll go; I hope you too will be very happy together." It was enough to pull on your heartstrings and I'd had about enough.
"Hey you think you can give me a ride home?"
"YEAH; SURE DEXTER!!" Her eyes lit up and she was beaming in an instant. I helped her up noticing that she got up as close to me as possible. We were nearly touching and Tiffany seemed to panic.
"B-But what about us? You said that you were going to you know-fuck my ass Dexter! You were gonna do it right before SHE BROKE INTO MY FUCKING HOUSE!!"
"Oh come on Tiffany; cut that shit out! You know I have to get home."
"Yeah but you don't have to leave with her; I'd be glad to take you home baby." Yup, she was definitely panicking and she quickly attempted to grab my forearm inadvertently scratching me.
"OOOOWWWWW WHAT THE FUCK TIFFANY?!!" She'd actually drawn blood and both girls moved in on me concerned. Tiffany was gingerly handling my arm when Kelsey quickly leaned in and locked her lips over the scratch licking it clean. She lingered on the wound a little longer than I would have expected as she stared Tiffany in the eyes while she treated me to an impromptu tongue bath.
"Really bitch; you're really gonna lick on my man and dare me not to FUCK YOU UP?!!" She instantly became quiet again when I shot her a look as Kelsey's fingers grazed my crotch.
"I'm sorry Tiffany, I really am girlfriend and I didn't mean anything but Dexter is probably gonna be my last man." The palm of her hand was caressing my balls and the underside of my shaft. Beads of sweat were beginning to run down my brow and I felt somewhat addled.
"What are you talking about now?!!" Tiffany sounded irritated and was slightly tugging on my other arm.
"Honestly I really can't see myself with some other guy after what happened with Dexter; I mean he made me cum so hard that it was painful. I've never felt so vulnerable and alive in my life, never felt like a real woman Tiffany. He gave me something that can't be replaced with another dick and well; I guess I'm going to be into girls from here on out." She had deftly slipped my fly down and a few of her fingers were running along my bare cock.
"Bullshit."
"It won't be easy knowing what I'm leaving behind but how do you follow something like this?" She'd managed to get my fully erect cock out in the open and resting in the palm of her hand.
"But you're playing with his dick right in front of me bitch."
"You don't play with something like this Tiffany; you stroke it." She was working her hand palm along my member as my fingers dug into her right ass cheek. It was like someone had flipped a switch inside me as I dug my nails into the soft buoyant flesh of Kelsey's juicy bottom. I felt a sort of humidity engulfing my body from head to toe with my cock as the focal point as I became painfully hard.
"Look at how the veins are sprouting up on this cock." Her palm and fingers had become a mess as moisture intermingled with the clear fluid precum that ran from the head of my member. Tiffany's face had become flushed red and she dropped her housecoat revealing her flawless nude body to her best friend.
"Come on Tiffany, don't you want to stroke this bone?" She offered my cock to Tiffany who immediately began stroking me harder as the bedroom became silent with only the sounds of our combined labored breathing and one smoking hot redhead's fist jacking me as hard as she could.
"Don't make him cum so quick; just play with him for a while bitch." Kelsey's voice was husky and demanding as she chided Tiffany into slowing down.
"But he can "GO" and just stay hard like forever Kelsey." The redhead sounded disappointed and looked to her friend as she lightened her grip considerably.
"Yeah but that's not what you want right now slut; you want him to enjoy the sensation, the visual and communication. Ask him what he wants cunt." Kelsey was slowly and surely taking over the situation as Tiffany continued playing with me by running the tips of her fingers along my shaft.
"What do you want Dexter?"
"Your mouth on my cock bitch." For an instant it looked like she took exception at being called a bitch but knelt anyway and began fellating me with purpose.
"Take your time Tiffany; you want to keep him don't you?" She nodded in muffled agreement adjusting accordingly while I watched as Kelsey fingered herself though the soft cotton of her track suit. Watching her get off while directing traffic in her friend's bedroom was turning me on something fierce. Tiffany was making out with my cock and teasing my urethra with her darting tongue. She had slathered saliva all over my inner thighs as well and was massaging my prick and taking me as deep as she could in her throat ever so often.
"Yeah, that's it whore...now you're learning how to please a man. Let him fuck your mouth as hard as he likes and make sure you don't break eye contact. He's gonna fuck your virgin shitter with that big ass cock and you'd better make sure he's lubed up." I had a fistful of her red hair and was reaming her mouth harder than I had when we'd hooked up earlier. Kelsey joined her friend on the floor watching intently and monitoring her progress as she throated me. I noticed her licking her lips as she watched with baited breath until she could take it no longer and wrapped her fingers around my cock twirling and massaging me adding to the sensation. Kelsey was jerking me into her friend's mouth as precum and webs of saliva dripped to the floor in a sticky puddle.
"You're not gonna share bitch?" Kelsey softly begged as Tiffany rubbed our combined fluids all over her large pale breasts making them glisten and shine. Kelsey softly pulled my cock away from best friend and completely sheathed my length all to the way to the back of her throat while looking up at me and batting her long eye lashes at me. I was moaning as she began humming on my cock sending pleasurable vibrations throughout my lower half.
"Hey no fair Kelsey, you were supposed to be watching."
"I never said anything about watching you suck this awesome dick; besides its more fun to share don't you think?" Kelsey punctuated her statement by letting my length slide slowly out of her mouth with a loud audible pop. She wrapped her fist around the base of my cock while she palmed the back of Tiffany's head drawing her lips onto my cock. In some unspoken competition; Tiffany engulfed me pursing her lips and sucking hard on the upper half of my prong. She wasn't paying attention as Kelsey stood and stripped off her track suit top revealing her own perfect breasts sloping from her chest. The blonde beauty made a show of sliding the bottoms down her thighs and stepping out of them to showcase her nudity in all its glory. Kelsey Taylor had a slender hour glass figure that she kept up by meticulously working out three days a week in a local gym followed by the aforementioned sessions at the tanning salon. Her skin had a honey soaked quality to it that was only offset by her generous mane of blonde hair which she kept in a shaggy look which partially obscured her luminescent green eyes. She cupped the undersides of her large breasts raising them for my approval as she kicked her bottoms out of the way.
"OOOOOOHH FUCK; AAAAAWWW SHIT!!" It was my first time seeing Kelsey Taylor fully nude and the effect was devastating as I came instantly filling Tiffany's overworked throat with several ropes of ejaculate and nearly choking the poor girl to death.
"Is it better than you dreamed Dexter?" My mouth was agape as her best friend jerked out more of my seemingly endless supply of cum onto her luscious form. Kelsey never lost my eye as she got down on all fours and crawled over to her friend and began lapping my seed from Tiffany's face. The whole thing was surreal and I was afraid I'd wake up to find myself in my bed with a glazed right hand. My heart skipped a beat as the two girls began to make out in front of me like seasoned lovers.
"W-What are you doing?" Tiffany moaned breathlessly as the nipples on her breasts were pinched.
"You obviously don't want me to fuck Dexter and I really need to get off slut. I'm gonna fuck you right on this stupid ass rug and make you cum...for him." She flashed me a knowing wink of the eye as her hand cupped Tiffany's muff.
"But I don't know if I'm ready for something like this."
"Dexter likes it bitch and you want him to "LIKE YOU" right?" Tiffany looked up at me for approval and saw the incredulous smile on my face before returning Kelsey's attention in kind. The girls became a intermingle mass of limbs moaning into each other's mouths and embracing one another recalling the scuffling that set these events in motion. Kelsey was decidedly the aggressor covering her friend's body with her own as she viciously rubbed her mound in hard circular motions slipping a finger into her folds to find her prize. Tiffany humped her friend's hand and continued looking over at me with a sort of desperation silently seeking approval.
"You're so fucking selfish Tiffany and look what I'm doing for you whore. You really won't share your boyfriend's cock with me? I thought we were friends?"
"But I already have to share him with Agnes." Kelsey's face twisted into a mask of confusion and she quickly stopped fingering Tiffany.
"Who the fuck is Agnes?"
"She's his best friend Kelsey; but nothing's going on like, they're not doing it." My blood ran cold for a moment as she turned towards me with an angry look reading across her features.
"Is this true Dexter; you've already got some other bitch on the side?" Before I could answer Tiffany tugged on a lock of Kelsey's hair drawing her gaze back to her nude best friend.
"They're really not doing it and he gets mad when you talk about her and stuff cause its different than what we "DO TOGETHER" Kelsey. I'm his friend uh, friend with benefits but she means a lot to him and uh, that's why they probably don't do it or nothing." Her head rolled to the side staring at me with pleading eyes as Kelsey pondered her over simplified explanation of things.
"UH OOOOOKAY; yeah I got it... isn't she that dumb bitch that was sitting in my chair today? I like totally "GET IT" Tiffany." You could almost see the light bulb flicker on over her blonde head. She looked at me with a slight smirk on her face before turning her amorous attention back to her friend with a deep kiss wrapping her arms around the girl's back. Kelsey grabbed one of the shapely legs in front of her raising it in the air as she brought her opposite leg under the Tiffany's ass cheek. She pressed her sex against Tiffany's mound and arched her back grinding and rubbing against. Both girls began pressing against one another and moaning. They were kneading each other's tits pinching and rolling their nipples in unison as they worked towards a mutual climax.
"OOOOOHHH YEAH BABY; DEXTER JUST WANTS TO FUCK US BUT AGNES IS HIS REAL BEST FRIEND!!" Kelsey paused again for a moment before disengaging her body from the girl under her and turning her renown derriere towards me as she laid on her stomach. She parted her friend's legs and began lapping at her kitty like a seasoned pro spreading her puffy lips part and twirling her tongue on Tiffany's clit. The abandon and intensity in the way she made love to her friend's sex was startling and had me with my hand on my cock. The view of her curvy rounded butt with its tan lines was sending jolts to my steel hard member. Each cheek was almost a large perfect oval in shape fanning out at a near forty five degree angle creating an inviting fleshy crevice inches away from her narrow waist at their closest and providing an inviting view of her shaved cunt at the very widest angle. I'd had enough of both girl's banter and neurotic behavior and intended to communicate as much as I got behind Kelsey and quickly stuffed her completely full in one swift motion. Just as I hit the back of her tunnel she attempted to tighten up on me but I withdrew all the way back to her entrance until I was about to exit her sopping wet snatch.
"OOOOOOWWWWW SHIT!!" My cock was speared back inside pushing into her cervix and slamming into the wall at the end of her love canal with authority. Spasms shot through Kelsey as she cried out in lust and a web of saliva ran from her mouth onto her friend's cheek. Tiffany looked startled as she looked up into the story being told on her friend's face while I began rutting into her snatch like I was trying to tear her apart. The ripples forming on her ass cheeks were incredible and she was rendered nearly mute from my frenzied attention gasping, whining and ultimately sobbing loudly as Tiffany propped herself up to watch what was going on between her shapely legs.
"IT FUCKING HUUUUUURTS SO GOOOOOD; OOOOH MY GAAAWD!!" She was clawing and digging her nails into the garish pink rug on Tiffany's hardwood floor and pushing up on the balls of her feet like she was trying to crawl away from me but I'd locked my greedy fingers into her narrow waist furrowing into her deepest recesses. I was intent on making her mine in the most spectacular fashion possible.
"FFUUUUUUUCKING FUCK TIFFANY; I'M CUUUUUUMING!!" Jets of her cum started squirting out of her snatch soiling the pink rug as the fleshy sleeve extended further from her body selfishly gripping my cock in an obscene display. I used my weight to push her taunt belly onto the soaked rug and ground myself into her even more while running my tongue along her cheek and sucking on her earlobe. I was doing my best not to let the proceedings go to my head and continually told myself that it was the Androstenone-X making everything possible. It was hard trying to focus as I continued taking everything I ever wanted from this blonde beauty who'd denied me for so long and I could feel a warm invisible sheath enveloping my body completely fogging my mind.
"KELSEY FFUUUUCK!!" I pulled out and blasted her bubble butt with so much cum that it was running off of her backside in a near steady oily stream. She'd sunk three digits into her cunt and was working herself through another climax. Before Tiffany could react I was already pushing into her mouth and she had no qualms about sucking me after I'd been inside her best friend. I'd never gone soft and I was elated at the properties of my newfound stamina. It seemed that I could have sex repeatedly with nearly no down time between encounters along with other gifts as Tiffany turned offering up own derriere. I began rubbing it against her back door in small circles looking for entrance.
"OOOOWWW!!" She suddenly scooted away when the very tip of my cock began to push into her. I realized that she was telling the truth when she mentioned that it would be her first time taking someone into her ass.
"I'm gonna do it; I'm gonna do it baby...just give me a minute." She definitely sounded frightened as she backed up on all fours presenting her bottom to me once more only to scurry away the moment I touched her rounded hips.



"Just let me uh, get more used to it Dex." Kelsey was already giggling at her friend's predicament as she awkwardly scooped my seed from her butt and lapped it from the palm of her hand.
"Look it's okay Tiffany; I really need to get home."
"NN-NUH NOOOO I'LL DO IT, I WILL DEXTER!!" She quickly returned to the edge of her bed and raised her delectable rear higher than she had before and I momentarily recalled looking up at the crotch of her panties when I'd been laid out on the cafeteria floor days ago. The distance between us had seemed insurmountable and as wide as the Grand Canyon. I'd never thought that I'd end up with Tiffany in this extremely compromising position obviously scared to death but willing to do anything to keep me from leaving her bedroom.
"Look it's okay, they'll be other times."
"Will there Tiff, will there be other times babe? What's gonna happen when some other slut gets a taste of what he's offering huh?" Kelsey was looking at the embattled teen shaking her head as she took it upon herself to crawl into bed next to her friend with a kind of serpentine grace.
"Don't start anything okay Kelsey?"
"I'm just trying to help that's all Dex; can't you see how inexperienced she is? Sure she probably has the basics down but it takes a REAL WOMAN to you know; GO that EXTRA STEP for her man." To emphasize her point Kelsey rolled over on her stomach presenting her own curvy rear to me while kissing her best friend on the lips and getting an immediate response when the redhead reacted slipping her own tongue between her friend's lips. My eyes were glued to Kelsey's wagging heart shaped butt. I slapped my cock into the cleft between her cheeks sandwiching and fucking along her crack while palming Tiffany's juicy bottom.
"Put it inside baby; fuck that ass." The head of my cock slipped slowly into her back porch with velvety ease and the heat coming from her rear was a new thrill; a sensation that swallowed my cock with precision and deliberate pulses of her tightness. She seemed to know exactly when to clench up giving me slight jolts of pleasure as her O-ring clenched. I kept going until I touched the back of her anus weirdly tickling my glans and causing me to yelp in nervous chuckling.
"Come on Dexter; fill me up with cum." That was all I needed as I began stroking her while Tiffany watched wide eyed. She got up on her knees and leaned over Kelsey's back looking intently at the junction where we connected and how I was giving her friend an intense measured rutting. Tiffany dug her nails into the buoyant cheeks in front of her spreading them apart to get a better look and alternated between this and looking at the expression on my face.
"Does it hurt?"
"Of course it does bitch; but it also feels like, uh REAAAALLY GOOD!" Kelsey had started tentatively twerking her hips in time with my thrusts with only my fountain of precum lubing her up every step of the way.
"Pull my fucking hair PLEEEASE!!" She sounded like she was in the beginning stages of an orgasm five minutes into it and I got a good handful of her blonde mane right at her scalp. Kelsey began gasping and pushing back as I picked up the tempo doing my best to meet her halfway. Her cheeks bounced wildly against my pelvis as a very familiar feeling welled up inside me. I was glistening with sweat and sliding around her rear end held in place solely by the vise like grip of her ass.
"OOOOHHH FUCK; FUCK ME RIGHT DEXTER!! THIS FEELS FUCKING AWESOME TIFF-TIFFF-TIFFANNNNY!!" She lost it at that point screaming at the top of her lungs and seizing up around me as I reached the point of no return and exploded inside her back door with a torrent of cum screaming in unison with this hot blonde before flopping down on top of her nearly spent. I was seeing stars as my eyes rolled up in my head and the room seemed to be spinning. Kelsey's breath was hot on my cheek as she lay there pinned under my dead weight.
"That was so intense; you simply have to try it Tiffany." She panted encouragingly to her best friend. I couldn't see anything because I was facing the other way unfortunately looking at one of Tiffany's boy band posters on an adjacent wall and trying to recover. I have to admit that I was on cloud 9 at this point and nothing really seemed to matter outside of this bedroom. I realized that Kelsey was just as amazing as Tiffany in her own right and apparently more experienced. At some point I managed to roll over on my back and made the mistake of discovering that Tiffany had a poster of a boy band right above her bed. I started laughing startling both girls until they followed my gaze.
"Don't laugh at me!" Tiffany stood up in my lush bedding and jumped up tearing the poster diagonally and nearly falling onto the floor.
"Come on; it's ONE DIRECTION (name of the band) Tiffany!!" I continued laughing until she grabbed a pillow and tossed it into my face. Kelsey was laughing as well and received her own pillow shot from the embarrassed redhead.
"Well, you're leaking all over my fucking bed bitch." She retorted trying to shift her awkward moment onto her best friend.
"Yeah I guess I am huh slut? Help me into the bathroom; Dexter I hope you're happy because I ain't gonna be able to sit right for a week." This candid admission earned even more laughter until both girls walloped me in the face with a double pillow shot. I was nodding off as I watched Kelsey being helped into her friend's bathroom. Her luscious butt appeared to be gaped and I noticed a slight trail of cum leading into the bathroom before I passed out.
*DARKNESS*
I was awakened by the muffled ringing of a cell phone and struggled to open my eyes finding myself face to face with Kelsey was laying prone on top of me and inches away from my face. She had this strange sort of smile on her face and I craned my head trying to find the source of the ringing sound. I caught a glimpse of Tiffany's naked back and she sensed me looking and half turned towards me before my view was obscured by Kelsey again. She ran her tongue along my lips and pushed it inside to wrestle lustily with my own.
"You're amazing; you know that Dexter?"
"Huh?"
"Did you know that you can get rock hard even when you're asleep?" Her skin was damp to the touch and she had this flowery scent suggesting that she'd recently showered.
"You didn't; did you?"
"Sorry babe but we had us a good ole time riding this fat cock all up the head board." I'd been taken advantage of in my sleep by both of them as Tiffany leaned in dripping wet and planted a kiss on my forehead.
"You're not gonna hold it against us are you Dexter?" Her long red hair was hanging loosely framing her face and inadvertently dripping water onto my face.
"Fuck you Tiff; I hope he does "HOLD IT" against me." Both girls giggled and took turns making out with me and I thought I'd died and gone to heaven but there was a prevailing image in my mind preventing me from completely giving in to the euphoria.
Agnes Newton.
She'd been there trying to help me avoid a serious case of murder from Kelsey's boyfriend and even got physically involved when he pummeled me. Everything happened really quickly as I was spirited away leaving her behind. I had no idea what happened after I left and what was going on in my absence. But I wanted, needed to talk to her about what'd happened to me. My head was a little clearer now and I attempted to get up finding the room completely dark. Both girls buried me in kisses and tried to press me back into the sheets. I had been stripped nude and placed snuggly under the bedding. Tiffany and Kelsey were laying on top of the covers effectively pinning me to the mattress.
"What's going on; what time is it?" I felt a hand on my cock attempting to stroke it back to life but fortunately I had been affectively drained for the time being.
"Cut it out; what time is it and where the fuck are my clothes?" I quickly found myself staring at Tiffany's snatch as she straddled my chest.
"Don't you want to play some more?"
"No get off of me; and what fucking time is it?" I was fast getting annoyed at being restrained. She jumped off of my chest and I found Kelsey sitting on my knees grinning nervously at me.
"You too Kelsey." She shook her head denying my freedom and rubbed on my cock some more rolling and playing with my balls while looking up at me with a hungry look in her eyes.
"You said you'd fuck Tiffany in the ass Dexter; are you gonna back out now?" She yanked the covers down exposing my crotch and began working me with two hands but I was having none of that sitting up and pushing her away with surprising ease. I cared little as she rolled onto the floor and I quickly realized that my clothing was missing.
"Where's my clothes?" Both girls looked at each other and giggled mischievously and this made me even more annoyed as I looked around the room while they watched. I didn't find anything in her closet and even tossed a few items out of her dresser before noticing part of my phone on the floor.
"What the fuck are you guys doing?" I looked under the bed and found a battery along with the back of my modest android phone.
"What's going on here?!!" Tiffany had already turned around popping her curvy rear out in my direction.
"Keep your promise and we "might" give the rest of your stuff back." Kelsey blew me a kiss while Tiffany twerked her butt making it wave at me with this slight clapping sound. It appeared that while I was out cold the two girls had found common ground renewing their friendship while molesting me in my sleep.
"So you're telling me that if I fuck her in the ass, you'll give me my stuff back?" Kelsey blew one of her blonde bang out of the way of her eyes as her lips curled into a smile.
"Well it couldn't hurt your chances Dexter baby." Her hand was already rubbing her sex and I didn't believe her one bit but decided to have at it anyway.
"AAAAAARRRRGGGGHHHHH FFUUUUCK!!" The redhead's shrill scream resounded through the house as a third of my cock pierced her bottom and I grabbed both of her shoulders while looking Kelsey in the eye. I watched as she did her best to disengage me from her ass, her back arching and trembling uncontrollably.
"Is it all you dreamed of Tiffany?" I held her in place pushing very slowly into her reddened butt cheeks.
"NUH-NOOOOOOOOOOO DAAAADDY!" She managed to squeal out as I started reaming her poop chute while staring at Kelsey who was already masturbating and leaning against the head board. Tiffany had done her best to scurry away and found little success do it appeared that she decided to close the gap between us backing onto me and completing sheathing my cock in her virgin shitter.
"Puh-PLEEASE TAKE IT OUT DAAADY; IT HURST SO BAD!!" She begged her torso crashed on the bedding. She'd started calling me "Daddy" again and even though it was sexy 'I wasn't about to be deterred.
"Will you give me back my clothes?"
"YEEEEAAAHH!!" Both of my hands covered her large breasts kneading them mercilessly.
"Go bring my stuff here bitch." I barked at Kelsey who smiled and shrugged her shoulders.
"You ain't fucking me in the ass Dexter; go ahead and tear that bitch's ass apart for all I care. She thought she could handle it but now she knows what it's like...FEEL GOOD TIFFANY!!" Her coldness struck me and reminded me of her before I'd been changed. I yanked my cock out of Tiffany's gaped ass and she didn't disappoint scurrying into the bathroom on her hands and knees to chuck my clothing into the room before slamming the door. Running water and sobbing could be heard from the other side of the door moments later as I turned my attention to Kelsey.
"Talked her into it didn't you?" She looked away before cupping her mouth and laughing into her palm.
"Guilty as charged; stupid bitch was talking all that shit on the phone. She actually tried to stop me from getting what's rightfully mine." She was dressing slowly while her eyes roamed all over my body.
"I don't belong to you Kelsey."
"Well the way I see it, you were into me first or did I imagine that we fucked each other's brains out on Mr. Finkle's floor?" She was already drawing the zipper up her chest leaving enough of her cleavage exposed to make my cock twitch.
"You don't understand."
"No I think I understand perfectly Dexter; she just wanted some because I stupidly told her how motherfucking good you made me feel. You know how rare that is for most women? We-me and you have something REAL and you don't have to REBOUND with my best friend because I'm all yours baby." She seemed to have everything figured out in her pea brain except of course the fact that her hormones had been affected by an experimental chemical I'd created.
"You're Tad's girlfriend."
"Fuck that loser we're totally done; I can't be with someone who can't even make me cum. Come on baby I'll take you home." She had taken my hand softly in her own and was running her tongue across her lips after glazing the with some lip gloss. Tiffany could still be heard crying in the bathroom.
"Where's my phone?"
"In my car... somewhere." While I was sleeping Kelsey Taylor conniving bitch that she was had planned retribution against her best friend and the acquisition of my cock for herself. I knew that If I got inside her car I probably wasn't going to make it home without fucking her at least one more time and that was the last thing I wanted to do considering the circumstances. Both of these women who initially would've rather cut off their arm than look at me had become enamored with me and progressively jealous. So as it was, I found myself in Kelsey's jeep being driven the short ten minute trip to my home.
"STOP THE CAR!!" Kelsey was surprised slamming on the breaks and nearly making me go head first into the dash board. We were a few blocks away from my home and there was no way I wanted her to know where I lived.
"I want the rest of my phone right now."
"I said that I'd give it to you when we got to your house; are we there yet?" Her creeper vibe was rattling me but I didn't want her to know that.
"If you don't give me my fucking phone, I'll never fucking talk to you again...I'll never DO anything with YOU AGAIN KELSEY!!" This statement seemed to rattle her like never before as she fumbled around on the driver's side door and produced the rest of my phone.
"Dexter you don't have to get mad; I'm just trying to look out for you. Tiffany's kind of clingy and shit; you don't want to be with a fucking ginger of all people do you? Come on we're friends and we have to do what's right for each other...DON'T SHUT ME OUT DEXTER!!" She looked like she was panicking and I slowly opened the door and stepped out of the car as she started crying and shaking her head.
"Go home Kelsey-RIGHT FUCKING NOW or ELSE!!" She screamed like a petulant child before burning rubber and cutting down the street into the night. It was about three in the morning and I decided not to walk directly back home in case Kelsey showed up again. I assembled my phone and switched it on to find over fifty messages from Tiffany which I instantly deleted. I found a test from Agnes on my phone and quickly read it.
"Don't ever speak to me again." That's all it said plain and simple. I panicked dialing up her number and letting it ring until she finally picked up.
"What?"
"Look I know how it looked today but you don't understand Agnes!!...it's the Androstenone-X!!"
"Did you get my text?"
Yes Agnes; that's why I called. You are my best friend." She was silent on her end of the phone for a few moments.
"I'm getting a new number, don't ever speak to me again Dexter."
"Please Agnes; just give me a chance. Just tell me why after all we've been through. I'm sorry about leaving you today." I could hear her breathing into the phone and she abruptly hung up in my face. A few moments later I received a video text. It took a few minutes but the short video finally started playing and my whole world went to hell in a hand basket.
It was a video of Kelsey deep throating my cock in a nasty display replete with copious amounts of saliva mixed in with my precum. I watched there on the sidewalk as I apparently climaxed in my sleep spraying enough cum to completely wax her face. Both girls could be heard laughing in the background and cat calling. My heart sank when I realized the scope of Kelsey and Tiffany's actions during my prolonged nap.
"Agnes."
...To Be Continued.
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I'd lost my best friend due to the scheming of two girls who'd formerly hated my guts, formerly despised me and were once legitimately disgusted by me. Well that was all in the past now as I'd been snatched from the sidewalk during a fight by Tiffany St. Claire and ended banging her and Kelsey Taylor well into the night until my body couldn't take it anymore and slipped into unconsciousness. Unknown to me the girls had decided to eliminate a rival by sending her video from my phone of Kelsey blowing me. Agnes was understandably pissed off and upset cutting all ties with me.
"You know you could have called." My uncle had waited up for me as I came in and he looked like he'd been drinking. I immediately felt even worse when I realized that he hadn't seen me in over twenty-four hours.
"I'm sorry I didn't mean to stay out like this; everything happened in a blur and I'm really sorry."
"You know if I pulled a stunt like what you did back in the day, my dad would have tanned my hide real good with his razor strap. But I love you boy and I just want you to act like a responsible adult; do you realize how worried you had me?" I could hear the emotion behind his words and my heart pounded in my chest when I weighed all that he probably went through worrying about me. He'd taken me in after my parents had died when none of my other relatives wanted me.
"What can I do to make this right?"
"Don't worry about it kid; just wake me up in an hour so I can go to work." I felt even worse knowing that he'd have to go a whole shift on little sleep. I noticed the bottle of Gin on the coffee table was half full.
"You know the doctor told you to cut down on the drinking. It's not good for you uncle."
"I'd have drunk the whole thing if I hadn't known you were coming home; lucky Agnes called or you'd be visiting your uncle in the E.R." My heart jumped a beat when he mentioned her name and I was hopeful that I'd be able to patch things up with my best friend. I helped him to the bed and he was snoring loudly in seconds. I put the bottle in the kitchen and washed the few remaining dished in the sink. I usually did most of the housework feeling that it was fair trade for having a roof over my head. I found my room pretty much as I'd left it down to my clothes strewn across the hard wood floor and I checked on the other beneficiary of Androstenone-X: Lester the mouse. I found all of the female mice pressed together around his cage in a furry corona sleeping snuggly and he was none the worse for wear squeaking up at me when I looked into his cage.
"You don't know how good you've got it little buddy." I removed the vial of Androstenone-X from the small fridge I kept in my bedroom and weighed it in the palm of my hand as the golden hue illuminated my face.
The next day after I'd been dropped off at school I went looking for Agnes and found her in the cafeteria sitting with her lab partner, some guy whose name escaped me at that moment. She looked over in my direction pushing her oversized glasses up on her nose and visibly panicking as I approached the table. She awkwardly got up grabbing her books and stumbled off in the other direction. I found myself staring into the face of her lab partner and the palm of his hand against my chest.
"Poindexter right?"
"Yeah what's it to you uh-?"
"Brian; my name is Brian Lewis for your information and I don't think Agnes really wants to see you anymore." The aggressive tone in his voice told me that he was spoiling for some sort of confrontation and I didn't particularly object either. I'd never had a fight in my life other than the previous day when I'd been sucker punched by Tad Remington but here was this guy standing in my way all of a sudden acting like he was Agnes Newton's best friend or something else...something more.
"Look I know you mean well but I've known her a lot longer than you have buddy."
"The name's Brian Lewis and I think you should leave her alone Poindexter Snodgrass." The way he emphasized my last name had me instinctively clenching my fist.
"Why should I care what you think "Brian Lewis" huh?"
"Because I saw that disgusting video you texted to her yesterday and you're one sick puppy; now if you'll excuse me I have things to do. Have to say it wasn't nice meeting you at all Poindexter." He snatched up his books and walked off in the same direction as Agnes. I watched him go noticing the two trays at the table where they'd been sitting realizing they'd been having breakfast together.
"Who the fuck does this guy think he is anyway?"
"Dex?" I turned to find Tiffany standing behind me with a nervous, pensive look on her face. She was wearing this sleeveless turtleneck dress which struck me kind of weird and some expensive looking shades. She didn't seem to want to meet my gaze and looked down at her own animal print wedges.
"What do you want?" It was as civil as I intended to get with the shapely redhead considering what she'd done along with Kelsey.
"You don't have to be so mean Dex; I uh-I just wanted to apologize for what happened yesterday." The way she stood before me with her arms cradling her bosom indicated that she was uncomfortable and nervous.
"Don't you think it's a little too late for that; Agnes won't even speak to me after you two sent her that video from my phone." I watched her green eyes widen at the realization of what I was talking about and she chuckled.
"OOOOH, you're talking about that; I was talking about how I fucked up trying to do anal with you! I felt really awful about teasing you and not finishing what I started Dexter...but I-I'm ready to try it again if we can keep that bitch Kelsey out of it." I face palmed annoyed at the fact that she thought my friendship with Agnes was trivial enough to just laugh off.
"Look Tiffany; I don't have time for this shit right now. I have to get to class alright?"
"Well maybe I could uhm; like go with you-to your class if you don't mind?" She was twirling a lock of her red hair waiting for an answer. I just turned and started walking away without a word to a girl most guys would have given their right testicle to share air space with.
"DEXTER!!"
"What is it now?" I wanted to find my best friend and tell her everything; make her understand that things really were beyond my control yesterday. Agnes and I had always talked of going to the same college together and continuing our scientific association well into adulthood. I'd never thought of her in romantic terms...well, that wasn't true one bit. I remembered studying in my room with her and how we'd ended up awkwardly making out before she'd panicked and run from my home. I didn't know what to make of it then and hadn't bothered to really follow up with her once we renewed our platonic friendship. I guess I was so happy to have my friend back at that time that I hadn't bothered to see if there was the possibility for more between us.
"DEXTER!!" I returned from my distant pass to see Tiffany holding something in her hand which was outstretched in my general direction.
"You dropped this and I found it right here on the floor." It was a driver's license, but it wasn't mine. It belonged to Brian Lewis my newly minted nemesis. I probably should have tossed it in the nearest garbage can but for some reason I pocketed his identification. Tiffany walked alongside me chattering constantly about how we were good friends and constantly hinting that she wanted me to visit her house again after school. There was absolutely no chance of that happening; I only wanted to make things right with Agnes. My troubles were only made two fold when I reached science class and Kelsey Taylor sitting at the lab desk we shared with the skimpiest top I'd ever seen her in since we started high school. She looked over at me and quickly averted her gaze back towards the front of the classroom. I also noticed Agnes glaring at me while Brian Lewis stared at her face. He followed her gaze to my face and turned in his chair to obscure my view of Agnes by opening a text book and apparently asking her something. She shot him a warm smile and he turned in his chair partially obscuring my view of her.
"They make a nice couple." Tiffany whispered into my ear and earning my immediate disdain as I noticed Kelsey's eyes were on me. I still couldn't help but notice the extremely generous cleavage nearly spilling from her top and most of the male contingent of the class as well.
"Don't get mad Dex, besides it was all Kelsey's idea anyway." I ignored her and slowly walked to my seat as Mr. Finkle entered the class. Kelsey scooted closer to me as I sat down and I made it obvious I didn't want to be near her by moving my chair into the aisle while Mr. Finkle did a double take at Kelsey's generous front porch. I looked back towards Agnes' desk finding that Brian had made a fort with his class book to continue denying me visual access to my best friend.
"Hey I want to talk to you after class." Kelsey whispered getting no response from me. She followed my gaze back towards Agnes.
"Why don't you forget about her; I'll be your friend now." I glared at her remaining silent noticing that her face glistened a little from sweat. Kelsey looked a little flushed and her chest seemed to be heaving.
"I'm sorry about everything; maybe you could give me a chance-a chance to prove how sorry I am baby. Everything is on the table-Dex? Just like uhm, tell me you accept my apology." She sounded desperate and her hands were digging into her crotch. She looked just so slightly like a drug addict and was probably feeling the effects of my condition. My curiosity was peaked but I didn't want anything to do with her. Whatever she was feeling her actions were her own and she made a decision to come between Agnes and me.
"Fuck Off." I whispered venomously watching her face crack with emotion. She hunched over in her seat looking down at her open notebook. Tears started staining the paper and I noticed that her hands never left her crotch. After that I made a concerted effort to look straight ahead as class continued on even when she got up and stormed out of the classroom slamming the door behind her. Mr. Finkle asked me to stay behind after class as everybody droned out thirty minutes later. I noticed Agnes holding Brian's hand and he looked like he was walking on fucking sunshine.
"Dexter I've been concerned about you as of late and that is not a good sign?" Mr. Finkle had been a mentor of mine since my second year in high school and had championed my inclusion in the school's academic and scientific team. We had won the scientific triathlon three years in a row under his tutelage and he was going for a four title in as many years. Part of the perks had been a relaxed schedule and my own work station in the science lab. A number of trophies from earlier contests and endeavors littered the shelves in my room.
"I've been a little distracted sir." In fact I was distracted right now and wanted nothing more than to find Agnes and talk some sense into her. I was sure once she learned that I'd been accidentally changed by Kelsey Taylor things would be alright.
"No duh Mr. Snodgrass; care to enlighten me regarding this situation between you and Kelsey?"
"Uh well, there's nothing to talk about sir. I've got it under control." I didn't know how to tell him about what had happened to me since being doused with Androstenone-X and I still didn't know the effects of the chemical not having had a chance to properly gauge the results of my exposure.
"Look Dexter I never thought I'd have to lecture you about keeping your focus but I'm worried that Kelsey Taylor is not the best girl to be dating. I'm sure she's just trying to get you to do all of her homework and is probably laughing behind your back. Look at what she's done so far tossing a chemical in your face, getting her boyfriend suspended for fighting not to mention her blatant disregard for this class." He'd obviously had been thinking about her for a while and just had to get it off his chest.
"You sat me next to her in the first place sir and -HEY, I'M NOT DATING KELSEY TAYLOR!!"
"Mr. Snodgrass I usually like to stay clear of student interactions but it would seem that you have become the subject of considerable gossip. Ms. Taylor parted ways with her boyfriend of two years and from all accounts it was particularly messy. Your name has been mentioned in several student exchanges I've had the misfortune of inadvertently being in earshot of recently."
"She dumped Tad Remington?"
"That's not important Dexter; I hope you're taking me serious because you're the gem of our little scientific collective and I'd hate to see you "distracted" by some cheerleader." He continued on for another twenty minutes before finally releasing me and considering what I'd learned I thought it best if I make myself scarce. I'm was sure that Kelsey had made me even more of a target than the day before.
"Shit." Kelsey was leaning against my locker waiting and I would have left for my next class right away if she hadn't turned at that instant and caught sight of me. There was no doubt she would follow me if I attempted to walk away so I decided to just deal with it face to pretty face.
"What the fuck do you want bitch?"
"Look I don't want you mad at me Dexter; I'm really sorry about what I did. I just really want us to be cool you know?" Kelsey looked like she hadn't stopped crying since she stormed out of class and there were some balled-up tissues in her fist.
"Well you should have thought about that before you fucked me over with my best friend."
"Look I'm sorry about that REALLY; can't we work things out Dexter? I just want to be your-WATCH OUT!!" She suddenly grabbed my t-shirt yanking me out of the way and I watched in horror as a large fist traveled past my head into my locker nearly hitting Kelsey in the process.
"THIS AINT OVER DORK; WE GONNA SETTLE UP FUCKING NERD!!" Some concerned students had already got in front of the angry jock as security swiftly snagged the enraged jock.
"WHAT THE FUCK TAD-SERIOUSLY?!!" Kelsey had this enraged look on her face as she looked at the fist sized indentation in my locker door.
"YOU DUMPED ME FOR THIS LOSER; YOU'RE OFF YOUR FUCKING NUT BITCH!!" He sounded desperate and raw with anger. Apparently she really had dispensed with his services and the break up had been somewhat life altering for him. In short his mind couldn't process the change in his relationship status especially as it related to me replacing him.
"YOU CAN'T EVEN FUCK RIGHT; FIVE MINUTES IS NOT GOOD ENOUGH ASSCLOWN!!" I watched his eyes widen as she decimated his high school rep as an all-around stud. The hallway was filled with laughter and peer commentary as a security guard grabbed my arm and dragged me to the vice principal's office.
I pleaded my case but found myself sitting beside Tad in Vice Principal Holland's office while she talked on the phone. I looked round the narrow office which seemed smaller due to the full stocked shelves and found myself wondering if Vice Principal Holland actually read all of the tomes gathered in her office of if they were for show to make her seem like some great educator. I looked over at Tad appeared to be a mess, more so an emotional disaster who sat rigidly barely containing his anger. My mind wondered back to all of the times I'd been bullied by this Cro-Magnon and by proxy Kelsey Taylor. He was used to having his way and exulting in the privileges of his place atop high school society but now he was in unfamiliar territory. It didn't look as if he could deal with being dismissed by his hot former girlfriend. I would find out later how Kelsey had brutally given him the blow by blow about our tryst on the classroom floor and how she couldn't stop thinking about me and masturbating.
"Okay so let me think because I'm pretty sure I've got this all figured out boys. He's trying to force you to do his homework and you said no, right?" She was looking at me when she made her statement and I couldn't be more offended about her conclusion. Ms. Holland was completely off the mark but I wasn't going to say anything. Tad remained silent too looking like he would explode at any minute.
"Nobody has anything to say? I'd better start getting some answers right now!!" She was known for being somewhat of a battle axe and spoke in a whiskey soaked raspy voice that gave away her east coast origins. Rebecca Holland had married and divorced long before taking a position at our school and was embittered by her marital status and inability to keep a man. She had an okay looking face that was easy on the eyes framed by a messy shock of dirty blonde hair. Over the years she had let her body go only managing to get into the gym two or three times a month. The lazy result of her lax routine left her with a rather doughy mid-section and long lean muscular legs which she liked to show off with a multitude of pencil skirts. She'd become insecure about her body and had her chest augmented from a saggy B-Cup to a small C-Cup although her breasts appeared somewhat larger. Unfortunately she still found herself alone more than she would have liked spending too many evenings with a bottle of her favorite vino and her well used vibrator.
"I don't want to be here with this guy." Tad finally spoke revealing more of his mental state.
"Oh and why is that Tad?"
"I-I just don't want to be in here with this fucking guy alright?!! Just call my dad, suspend me again... I don't care anymore!!" I could have sworn that his face was wet with tears but I didn't dare look at him directly as I felt that the principal wouldn't be able to stop him if he "hulked out" again.
"You can go wait outside in the main office." He immediately got up and stormed out making sure to painfully bump my knee with his own as he passed me.
"So what's your story Mr. Snodgrass?"
"Look I didn't want to say this in front of Tad; but he's upset that his girlfriend dumped him for me." She didn't respond, didn't react looking like she had been frozen in her seat as she processed what she'd just heard.
"You're talking about Kelsey-Kelsey Taylor the head cheerleader right?"
"Yes ma'am, uhm yes Ms. Holland." A smirk formed on her face and in moments she was laughing in my face.
"Seriously; she left him...for you?!!"
"Yeah." She continued laughing at the apparent improbability that high school heart throb and big man on campus Tad Remington had been dumped in favor of me, a quote unquote nerd. Ms. Holland had found herself checking out Tad on more than one occasion and had fantasized about being with the hunky football player regularly while pleasuring herself on lonely evenings.
"Thanks for the laugh kid but I'd appreciate it if you'd tell me the real reason Tad was trying to take your head off."
"I already told you Ms. Holland; I fucked his girlfriend and turned her out."
"WATCH YOUR MOUTH MR. SNODGRASS!!" She was shocked that he would use such language in her presence and noticed his nonchalant demeanor.
"Ask her yourself Ms. Holland; ask Kelsey Taylor." She leaned forward on her desk resting her chin the palm of her hand as she regarded my with an evil looking smirk.
"I'll tell you what; I'll call your bluff and if Kelsey Taylor says any different you're going to be in detention for the rest of the year. She then sat there for an additional two minutes staring me down expecting me to cave and say I was lying or something.
"Norma page Kelsey Taylor and have her sent to my office." She kept her grey eyes laser focused on me while she made the call and I leaned back in the chair trying to look as relaxed as possible. Kelsey soon appeared looking apprehensive and as slutty as ever in her aforementioned attire. She took her boyfriend's former seat next to me and faced the vice principal silently.



"Young lady just looking at you today is making my reconsider the dress code I relaxed last year but that's not why you're here today. I'm sure you're vaguely familiar with Poindexter Snodgrass here; I'm told he's a lab partner of yours?"
"Yes Ms. Holland." Her eyes were doe-like so big and expressive almost making her look like an anime character. The cropped pink tank-top could barely contain her bounty and she was wearing an extra small pair of matching bottoms with the word "WOW" inscribed on the butt. I noticed simple pink sports sandals on her feet along with a toe ring. I'd never noticed that before but then again I didn't have a reason to considering all we'd shared in the past two days.
"Well I don't want you to overreact but Poindexter here has been telling me that the reason your boyfriend Tad has been trying to take his head off is because you broke up with him...to well uh, date Mr. Snodgrass here." The vice principal expected Kelsey Taylor to react explosively but she sat there calmly.
"Yeah, that's right Ms. Holland."
"Excuse me?"
"Yeah, I dumped him." She was so passive and serene that Ms. Holland was taken for a loop doing a visible double take in front of us. I was past offended by this point and wanted to dial things up a notch.
"For uh, Poindexter?"
"Yes ma'am." Kelsey sounded like she was answering standard questions on a survey and sat on the edge of her seat with her calves locked around the front legs of the chair. She leaned forward in a manner that accentuated the arch in her narrow back and pushed her curvy rear towards the back of the chair in a display that she was probably sure I was watching. Watching the material of her shorts ride up on her hips caused some moisture on my brow and a stirring in my crotch.
"You're serious aren't you?" She leaned back in her chair silently weighing what she had been told as I took advantage of her momentary indecision to lower my zipper. Only Kelsey noticed looking over at me out of the corner of her big expressive eyes that were outlined with dark corona of smoky eye shadow and biting her lower lip.
"Dexter is the greatest fuck I've ever had." Ms. Holland gasped loudly at the blonde teen's matter of fact endorsement.
"Show her." I suddenly spoke in a slightly authoritative tone drawing Kelsey's attention to me as Ms. Holland leaned forward looking down to find my exposed cock free of my fly and rock hard. I looked up at her as she panicked and started to say something. I put my finger up to my lips signaling for her to be quiet as Kelsey looked nervously from my prick to Ms. Holland's shocked face nibbling on her index finger. I slowly moved my hand along my prick while still looking my vice principal in the face.
"I-I'm sorry Ms. Holland." She slowly slid off the edge of the wooden chair to her knees and took me completely down her throat in one deliberate motion cupping her hands around my balls. Kelsey began giving me a wet, sloppy blowjob right there in front of the vice principal never taking her eyes off of me while she made love to my cock. She had her technique down as she throated me drawing her lips agonizingly slowly back leaving a thick sheen of saliva and precum which ended in a thick gooey web that hung from her plump lips connected to the fat head of my cock.
"YOUNG MAN; HOW DARE YOU!!" I silenced her again by putting my fingers to my lips while Kelsey looked up from my cock worried about what would happen next.
"You won't learn anything if you shout Ms. Holland; now I want to ask you a question okay?"
"W-What is it?"
"What do you think would make a student get on her knees and blow somebody right in front of the vice principal of all people?" I could barely focus as Kelsey continued slurping and kneading the base of my member with increasing intensity. Ms. Holland didn't respond to the question and sat there watching us intermittently looking away and fumbling with things on her desk before her gaze returned. Kelsey stealthily pushed her shorts down and looked up at me in desperation before I nodded my permission. She stood revealing her tanned bottom to our vice principal and looked back nervously.
"Uhm, sorry but it's so good Ms. Holland; watch how fast he makes me cum." She straddled my lap carefully placing my cock at the entrance to her sex and began to slowly impale herself until my cock was completely hidden from view. She leaned forward wrapping her arms around me and twerking her hips against my pelvis with intense movements.
"AAAAAAWWWWW, AAAAHH FUCK!" I felt her tighten up around me like a vise as she came hard within seconds. She panted and chuckled into my ear before sucking on it as he did her best to regain her composure. Kelsey looked over her shoulder at Ms. Holland with sensual gasp as she started to push against me once more.
"See, I told you-Dexter is the greatest fuck I've ever had Ms. Holland." The vice principal sat there staring as if in shock her face glistening with sweat. As a matter of fact she appeared generally disheveled and uncomfortable. I noticed her hands weren't visible behind the desk and imagined she'd already started masturbating. I grabbed Kelsey's hips and gently raised her up digging my fingers into her generous backside. She turned to face the flustered principal losing her top and quickly impaled herself on my length. Her tight buoyant ass felt heavenly nestled into my lap as she began a grinding motion on my crotch.
"OOOOHH Ms. Holland it's fucking AAAWESOME; uh OOOOOOHHH SO FULL-you can even FEEEEL IT VIBRATING in your PUUUUSSY!!" She lurched forward and would have fallen face first onto the floor if I didn't have my arms locked around her taut belly. I hooked my hands under her knees bringing Kelsey's long legs up on either side of her slender toned body. The underside and most of the length of my cock was visible to the principal as I began railing her mercilessly and bouncing her on my member as Kelsey bit into her hand in an attempt to keep avoid screaming. Giving the principal a sex show was exhilarating and it seemed that every fiber of my body was alive. I cupped and rolled her soft breasts rolling her hard little nipples. Kelsey suddenly squirted wetting my jeans in a thick burst of liquid lust. She started trembling and lightly sobbing as her tensed up around me in quick grasping motions. I ran my tongue over the goose bumps forming on her spine making her shudder and shiver.
"Tell her again Kelsey." The mascara had run along her face leaving some streaks as she weakly looked up at Ms. Holland.
"Dexter is the love of my life Ms. Holland and I'd do anything to be with him, be his bitch, his booty call...his fucking cum dumpster. Do you get it ma'am?" Ms. Holland sat there slack jawed as I released Kelsey from my lap and walked over to confirm my suspicions. She'd hiked her skirt up and sat there spread eagle with her panties pulled to the side rubbing herself in a circular motion.
"So tell me Ms. Holland; what's going to happen now?" She answered by leaning forward and ravenously burying my cock in her throat. She engulfed most of my length leaving a good third of it exposed and she wrapped her thin fingers around the base. Ms. Holland's cheeks imploded as she sucked hard on my member and twirled her tongue on my urethra. Keeping the suction intact she began pumping her face back and forth on me creating a spine tingling sensation. My own fingers intertwined with her dirty blonde hair while my other hand cupped her chin as I began roughly copulating with her mouth until she was literally gagging on my cock. Kelsey draped her arms around my neck as she leaned against my back. She hadn't bothered to put her clothing back on and seemed comfortable in her birthday suit despite the fact that she was in the principal's office.
"I would ask you if you still think it's funny that fucking Tad Remington got dumped for me but it would be absolutely rude to make you talk with your mouth full." Despite that I still took my junk out of her mouth and slapped her cheek with it mercilessly until she stuck her tongue out again. I thumped her extended tongue with it as well as Kelsey watched wide eyed hardly believing the surreal moment unfolding before her lovely green eyes.
"F-Fuh Fuck Tad Remington." She suddenly blurted out in an exhausted gasp before being throated once more with my unit thumping the back of her mouth. I held it there for a few minutes until she loudly gagged coughing up a wad of precum and phlegm. I remained silent watching the conflicted look on her face as he slowly picked up her phone leaving her own hazel eyes level with my throbbing member.
"Norma hold all of my calls and cancel the rest of my appointments for the day." Her hands were shaking as she put the receiver down rattling the base of her phone. I could feel Kelsey's eyes on me and noticed a wild grin on her face as the vice principal grabbed the arms of the chair and slowly lowered herself to the rough carpet. She opened her mouth wide enough for me to notice a few fillings in her teeth as my member returned and my hand grabbed as much of her hair as possible while the other cupped her left ear and I continued rutting her plain looking face.
"Who's laughing now bitch?" She mumbled something unintelligible but pleasurable to my member due to the humming vibrations. Kelsey had seen enough and leaned in giving me a wet kiss while her hand palmed my butt. My entire body was drenched in perspiration and the small office had suddenly become a veritable hot house. Kelsey appeared to be experiencing some sort of sensual overload as she wantonly made out with me molding her shapely figure to mine and hooked her leg around my thigh. She humped against me and sucked on my neck probably giving me one hell of a hickey. I pulled my thick member away from the vice principal and focused on Kelsey returning her fervor with equal intensity. I couldn't believe what my life was becoming in the short time since I'd been changed into some sort of sexual juggernaut. It was hard to keep things in perspective as a hot blonde got so hot and bothered that she ran the flat of her tongue along my cheek licking up the sweat on my face. Kelsey wiped her mouth with her forearm and looked like a crazed woman. She shocked me by suddenly cupping Ms. Holland's cheeks in her hands and making out with the older woman like the two had been lovers for years. My instinct had told me that the vice principal experienced frustration on a regular basis and that she most likely had a ton of baggage that ran most men away. I'd drawn her out and exposed her desperation in her office that afternoon.
"You're so fucking lucky Ms. Holland; Dexter is going to crack your ass open." Kelsey's nimble fingers relieved the vice principal of her blazer and worked quickly unbuttoning her shirt to expose her augmented breasts pushed together in one of her old b-cup brassieres. The effect of the smaller bra trying to contain her larger boobs had the desired effect making my member twitch and throb noticeably.
"Oh wow what cute fake tits; these feel nice like little water balloons." Kelsey's own natural gifts dwarfed Ms. Holland's and my blonde associate cupped her breasts squeezing and playing with her large darkened nipples as the older woman shuddered and cupped one of the teen's sloping tits. Kelsey's comments had been obviously designed to make the older woman feel intimidated and it worked as she looked away unwilling to look either of us in the face.
"Suck my tits you old perverted cunt." Ms. Holland obeyed cupping her large breasts and began nursing on them and using her thin lips to pull on the young nymph's nipples. She serviced them individually and together until Kelsey grabbed a plug of her hair and held fast as she stood up and planted her tight round ass in the principal's chair.
"Lick my fucking kitty Ms. Holland." She ordered in a playful voice using two handfuls of the older woman's mane to pull her face first into her snatch. In moments Kelsey was moaning and lovingly caressing the woman's head as she flushed red from Ms. Holland's efforts. I reached down and drew the vice principal's tight skirt up until it rested in a cloth corona around her thick waist. She had a rather large doughy looking butt with two prominent dimples on each pale cheek. Her utilitarian granny panties had ridden up unevenly into the crack of her big ass which jiggled slightly as she continued eating Kelsey.
"Damn you've got a fat ass ma'am."
"I-I'm sorry; I work out a little-UUURRGHH!!" Kelsey had yanked her head violently back into her crotch irritated that she'd stopped to apologize to me about the condition of her middle aged body. Kelsey's demeanor and aggressive behavior didn't go unnoticed by me revealing thee blonde's natural aggressive streak. Kelsey Taylor was used to getting her way by any means necessary and that even extended to her sexual activities as I recalled her dominant role during my threesome with her and her best friend Tiffany St. Claire.
"Eat my fucking pussy and shut the fuck up grandma!" Ms. Holland mumbled something into the teen's snatch and brought her hands up to knead Kelsey's inner thighs. The nubile teen started gasping and nimbly brought both of her legs up simultaneously hooking both of them over Ms. Holland's shoulders.
"YEEAAAHHH, NOW THAT'S WHAT THE FUCK I'M TALKING ABOUT SLUT!!" Kelsey had begun humping against the vice principal's face working out her own impending climax until finally she came gasping, giggling and wetting the older woman's face with a torrent of her own liquid lust. She leaned back in the principal's chair wiping the sweat from her borrow, her chest and face flushed beat red as she softly worked her mound in a circular motion with four fingers while the bewildered mature woman sat watching. I snagged a lock of dirty blonde hair and fed my cock to her noticing how her face had contorted into a conflicted mask of uncertainty. She worked sucking hard on a third of my member and this seemed to irritate Kelsey.
"You're fucking hopeless Ms. Holland; he's never gonna FUCK YOU unless you take the whole thing down your pathetic throat bitch." I don't know where that came from but I wasn't gonna stop my partner in crime as our mutual conquest of the vice principal continued.
"But it's so big and thick; it HURTS Kelsey." She whined causing Kelsey to smirk and face palm.
"So fucking what; you are supposed to make him feel good enough to wanna fuck you loser. Geez no wonder you can't keep a man bitch." It was kind of sad to see this accomplished women just shy of fifty years of age getting dressed down by an eighteen year old trust fund baby.
"How did you know that?"
"The way you look at Tad; don't think I didn't notice you at all those fucking games perving on him either. You know what Ms. Holland; you can have that bum. He's got a big enough cock and you both can like frustrate each other while Dex and I find somebody "GOOD" to play with cunt."
"No I'll play with you two; I want to get fucked right Kelsey. It's been so long since I got decently laid." All of her self-respect had gone out of the window completing her subjugation and solidifying her role in the pecking order of all things sexual between the three off us at the moment.
"Well you'd better show me something Ms. Holland; take all of his cock right now!"
She turned on her knees and started tentatively engulfing my cock as she held onto my thighs. Halfway along my length she stopped to cough and gag frustrating Kelsey even more.
"Okay grandma you obviously are a dead fuck; let me help you out with this shit or we're going to be here all day." She joined the older woman on her knees cupping the base of her skull and raising her chin. Ms. Holland had to spread her thick thighs apart a bit and I heard a distinct tearing of fabric and figured it was her slip or skirt. Kelsey was nodding at me and grinning like a jackal as I slipped between her teeth and kept going until I actually got past her throat. The indent of my thick member could be plainly seen along her slender neck and I methodically fucked her face with several deep strokes until she started to go pale. The moment I cleared her mouth she retched and coughed up a puddle of phlegm and saliva. She kept coughing trying vainly to regain her composure as Kelsey crossed her arms and looked on disparagingly.
"So tell me Ms. Holland; what do you think is going to happen now?"
"Are you going to fuck me?"
"Is that a question?"
"Uh, no I know you're going to fuck me." She nervously stood and placed her palms flat on her desk pushing her doughy butt in my direction. It was definitely different than Kelsey's tight, round ass that you could bounce a quarter off of and I guess that was kind of the appeal as my fingers sunk into the pillowy flesh. She was dripping wet between the legs and three of my fingers slipped easily inside of her with little to no resistance. I slapped my cock on her cheeks before wedging it deep into her crack as Kelsey cupped the outside of Ms. Holland's wide hips pushing her humid sweaty cheeks around me.
"It's like tit fucking; yeah that looks nice Dex." She leaned forward and drooled a stream of saliva into the meaty ass cleavage and I rubbed my cock in the valley of her rear cleft lubricating it into a glistening steel bar.
"Fuck those flabby butt cheeks Dex and promise me you'll fuck my cheeks later baby."
"Shut up." The sensation of her big thick cheeks on my dick was incredible and I continued sawing my member along her crack. Kelsey had gagged the vice principal with three fingers using them in a pumping motion to continually gag the older woman. She didn't seem to want her to enjoy the experience.
"Don't be mad baby; here let me help you out." The blonde deviant dug her nails into both of Ms. Holland's cheeks pulling them apart until her gaping cunt was plainly visible lined with a thick furry bush. She cursed herself for not getting waxed like she'd planned earlier in the week and was embarrassed to seen in this manner. I didn't give a fuck shoving my throbbing cock deep into her and finding little to no resistance until I hit the back of her box with a barely audible thud.
"OOOOOOHHH MY GAAAAAWD!!" Ms. Holland managed to blurt out before Kelsey clamped her hands over the woman's mouth effectively muffling her cries of ecstasy. Her moderately tight cunt was sopping wet and slimy as I pounded her like a maniac wetly smacking up against her shuddering trembling cheeks. Her fluids were freely running down her shaking legs wetting the cheap carpet with her essence as Kelsey kept a hand clamped tightly over her mouth. I pushed her skirt up further exposing the small of her back and a surprising tramp stamp in the form of a tacky looking butterfly. Her knees began to buckle and I yanked back on her hair pulling her away from Kelsey who pouted.
"UUUGGGHHH; OOOHH FUUUCK MR. SNOD-GRAAAAASSSS!!" She managed once more to gasp before Kelsey could silence her.
"You need to keep it down grandma; it's your fucking career on the line bitch." Ms. Holland managed to nod her head in agreement as I snatched my cock out of her sex and pointed at her desk chair. She looked confused at my request biting on the end of her pointer finger.
"Straddle the chair; GEEZ YOU'RE SO DUMB!!" At this point I knew there was no shutting Kelsey down. If you dealt with her you got the full package attitude and all. I watched as Ms. Holland carefully straddled the chair facing away from me and pushed her big butt out at me while Kelsey got down on her knees and bobbed her beautiful head on me for a few moments before using her tiny little hand to press me against the vice principal's brown-eye. Ms. Holland looked over her shoulder in panic as the head of my cock breached her O-Ring and Kelsey quickly shut her up by pressing her lips against her immediate rival's and making out furiously. I took this as a green light and steadily pushed the rest of myself into her back door.



"Fuck her ass is tighter than her loose pussy." I commented in a Freudian slip as I framed my member by pushing her shuddering cheeks together into a fleshy, bouncing mess. I continued on in this manner before flipping her over onto the chair and hooking one of her thin legs over my shoulder and grabbing her other by the ankle. I pinned her to the chair with my body and pounded her into an incoherent mess. She actually bit into her own palm drawing a little bit of blood before I cradled her in my arms and moved her to the floor pushing her knees into her chest.
"I've got to get in on this Dex; you don't mind do you baby?" Before I could even answer Kelsey straddled Ms. Holland's face and stuck her tongue into my mouth. We both stereo humped our vice principal with little regard for her feelings or comfort with Kelsey cumming before me and spraying the exhausted woman's face with her lust. I continued pounding into Ms. Holland until I was sure I was gonna cum and quickly withdrew from her backdoor finally shooting several ropes of cum onto her exposed abdomen and enhanced breasts. Kelsey reached over and twisted her fist at the base of my cock milking me even further into three additional ropes which hit the vice principal directly in the face.
"It's like I told you Ms. Holland and now he's the greatest fuck of your life too." I didn't care if the principal felt that way or not. I knew that she wouldn't ever take me for granted again as she cleaned my cock even though it had been planted squarely in her shitter only a few moments ago. Kelsey was already dressing without a care in the world humming to herself and running her fingers through her hair as both Ms. Holland and I watched slightly entranced.
"I can't believe I-uh had a threesome with two students; I-uh I didn't want to do this. Something just -happened and it..." The vice principal was trying to make sense of the situation even as she unconsciously lapped my seed form her fingers.
"Yeah girlfriend, been there done that and it gets old much like yourself real quick. Yeah, you're going to be crying yourself to sleep tonight when you realize you can't get any more of his awesome dick. Can we go now bitch?" Ms. Holland was attempting to get herself together but she looked like she'd been to hell and back. She simply nodded and weakly waved her hand at the two of us.
"Excuse me ma'am, can I ask a favor of you?" I'd had a moment of clarity about today's events.
"W-What is it Dexter?"
"Would you let Tad Remington off the hook? "Both women looked at me confused by my actions and I chuckled inwardly at their cluelessness.
"Alright just this one time and uh, don't be a stranger Dexter. You can come see me any time even if you just want to talk." She sounded nervous and Kelsey flipped her the bird and took my arm as we left her sitting on her stained carpet and the office reeking of nasty sex. Tad and Norma the principal's assistant were just outside the door with eyes as wide as saucers and I made sure to cup a good handful of Kelsey's juicy ass right in front of the bewildered jock. He was sitting on a bench and happened to be eye level with my hand groping his ex-girlfriend's butt and looked like his head would explode.
"Bro, she's hot as fuck and we all know that; but you gotta quit the non-stop perving on my girl." I did my best to imitate his voice as I held the office door open while Kelsey stole a quick kiss on my cheek before leaving. The phone was ringing and Norma the office assistant answered it telling Tad he could return to class after hanging up.
"So what's next Dexter?" I'd hit the nearest door and found myself sitting near the library in the school courtyard. Kelsey had followed me glibly like a puppy dog constantly chattering on but I heard nothing. I wasn't listening to my sexy partner in crime. Something had caught my attention and she followed my gaze into the nearest library window where my best friend Agnes Newton could be plainly seen making out with her lab partner, resident asshole and my new nemesis Brian fucking Lewis.
"You're not really upset with her after what we just did to Vice Principal Holland?" In fact I was and I'd been telling myself all day that I had a chance to get my best friend back. Secretly believed in the back of my mind that she was just hanging out with him to get my goat and upset me. Well right in front of me were two people kissing honestly and earnestly and it hurt like hell.
"Dexter we can fuck your nerdy bitch friend too if you want." I knew that she trying to cheer me up in her own devious manner but I didn't feel like talking to her at that point.
"Look I'll talk to you later Kelsey."
"I'M SORRY DEXTER; I'LL GET HER BACK FOR YOU OKAY?!!" She yelled back as I briskly walked off hands in my pockets. Kelsey sat there slumped over on the stone bench looking after me as I went into the school to retrieve my books from my damaged locker. Even though I was blue my body felt "different" kind of "charged up" and full of energy. I'd had this same type of experience after sleeping with Kelsey and Tiffany a day earlier.
I stuffed my backpack with a few books before sauntering off to a vending machine in the hallway. I found Brian Lewis's driver's license amongst in my pocket while looking for some change to get a candy bar. I was chewing on the mostly stale chocolate bar when Agnes and Brian emerged from the adjacent library doors giggling at some joke only they were privy to and I had the misfortune of seeing them share a torrid goodbye kiss as a horn sounded off in the distance.
"I've got to go Agnes my mom is here; are you coming to my lacrosse game tomorrow?" He had this disgusting puppy dog look in his eyes as she seemed to intentionally leave him hanging.
"Well I might be persuaded if we can get your dad's den to ourselves again." She gave him a million dollar smile and the punk looked like he would swoon.
"It's a date then!" He stole another kiss and ran off to a station wagon parked near the curb. I looked out of the window to see a person, presumably his mother chastising him as he got into the car.
"I LOVE YOU!" He yelled from the car window before being yanked back inside by his mother making me retch a bit inside my mouth. I turned to find Agnes looking at me in a peculiar manner.
"Uhm, there's a test tomorrow." She blurted out before rushing off.
"Yeah right." I looked back out of the window towards the station wagon and pulled Brian's driver's license from my pocket.
I was going to do a good deed.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Mr. Finkle was understandably upset about all of the disturbances and drama currently going on in his class and he'd resolved to change the seating once more to restore peace to his science class. The thin blading fortyish man was working on his lesson plan when the door slammed startling him. He'd just let his students out and it was the lunch hour. He'd bought a bagged lunch of his own preparation and sat eating a sloppy looking egg salad sandwich when he looked up finding Tiffany St. Claire staring wildly at him.
"MR.FINKLE I NEED TO TALK TO YOU!"
"Tiffany according to my watch it is my lunch hour and you will have to wait until school is out due to my busy schedule." She was a just passable as far as her studies with an entitled attitude that was only second to his number one trouble maker: Kelsey Taylor.
"But you can fix everything right now Mr. Finkle!" She was wearing her cheerleading uniform and he recalled with intellectual hubris that a football game was scheduled this afternoon. He didn't know what to make of the anxious tone of her voice and his curiosity got the better of him.
"What is it Ms. St. Claire?"
"Well I just wanted you to switch my seat with another student's is all sir." She walked over and sat on a chair that he was using for a few extra books caring little that she was also crumpling up some student homework he had yet to grade. The tall redhead cut an imposing figure even though she was sitting down and was still taller than the spindly science teacher.
"Oh what student Tiffany?"
"Kelsey Taylor; she's making a joke out of the class and I can't stand it. You're an awesome teacher and everyone thinks you're really cool and shit-uhm, like excuse me sir because I didn't mean to cuss or nothing. Anyway you should probably move that dumb bitch to the back of the class. She's gonna fail anyway and why should a cute older kickass teacher like your self have to put up with some bimbo who can barely even write her own fucking name?!" Tiffany didn't realize that her disjointed tirade was bordering on the manic as she raved on and he put his elbows on the desktop resting his chin.
"Tell me more Tiffany; what's got you so upset?"
"Well uh, Kelsey's always talking about how dumb your class is and how you're a loser who couldn't make it in the real world and that's like why you're a teacher and stuff. I mean we're all trying to learn and she's disrupting the class and like fucking it up for everybody Mr. Finkle sir." He was amused that she didn't realize that she had peppered her monologue with a liberal amount of blue words as she ranted against a person who was known to be her best friend. His curiosity was peaked as her uneven tone and manic gestures reminded him of Kelsey.
"Oh you don't have to worry about me Tiffany; I'm a big boy and I can take care of myself."
"MR. FINKLE!!" She pounded her fists on her shapely thighs and gritted her teeth in frustration that she wasn't getting what she wanted causing him to laugh at her openly.
"I'm afraid I'm going to have to be blunt Tiffany but cut the bullshit and tell me what you really want young lady." She did a double-take realizing that he was on to her ruse the whole time and she immediately felt like an idiot.
"Look Mr. Finkle I'm sorry about lying to you but I figured you wouldn't let me trade seats with her any other way and I really had no choice." The way she quickly answered told him she was speaking the truth and he didn't know what to make of her story but he had ideas as to the reason.
"You want to sit next to Poindexter Snodgrass?"
"YES-Uhm, yeah I'd be uh okay with it even though I'm REALLY NOT into him or anything." He noted the quick movement of her eyes and the way she fidgeted around on the chair.
"Anything for the class right Tiffany?"
"Yeah that's just what I was thinking sir; ain't it amazing how we think alike and shit?" She started beaming showing her perfect teeth and twirling her auburn hair as she looked away demurely.
"You're absolutely right young lady and Poindexter Snodgrass deserves the best possible partner he can get. I mean I'd be depriving an academic superstar by pairing him up with an uh, cheerleader don't you think Tiffany?" He could barely disguise the amusement in his voice as she continued smiling and vigorously nodding her head until he got to the last part of that sentence.
"Mr. Finkle?"
"I was considering changing the seating arrangement because of all of the unabashed shenanigans going on in the class as of late so you'll be happy to know that I'll be moving Agnes Newton into the chair next to Mr. Snodgrass Tiffany." She shrieked at his announcement and slammed her small fist on his desktop. Making him laugh again.
"OKAY I GET IT; YOU THINK I'M STUPID!!"
"Well Ms. St. Claire I'm not going to argue the point with you but I think I made a little bit of a mistake when I moved everyone around. I want to share a secret with you Tiffany; one that I haven't admitted to any of the parties involved."
"What's that Mr. Finkle?" She looked distraught and annoyed at the same time presenting a rather interesting visual study to the science teacher.
"I saw what you and the others did to Poindexter; saw Kelsey toss a smoothie at that embattled kid who's only sin was being inept and perhaps socially awkward. Yeah I saw Tad teasing him about who he was and I decided to level the playing field a little bit. It was all very random but it couldn't have worked out better. I do have to admit that I never imagined Kelsey would toss some chemicals into his face when confronted with the prospect of sitting next to him for the rest of the semester."
"THAT'S WHY WE HAVE TO PROTECT HIM MR. FINKLE; KELSEY'S DANGEROUS...and Agnes, uh might get hurt too." She suddenly snagged his arm in his grasp yanking on it forcing him to pull back as she tore a bit of the cuff on his immaculately ironed long sleeved shirt.
"Tiffany I think it's time for you to run along."
"Uhm, sorry about ripping your shirt Mr. Finkle but I haven't told you my secret yet." He noticed a strange look on her face and was reluctant to inquire further but his curiosity got the better of him.
"Oh and what secret is that?"
"That you "ARE" going to let me sit next to Dexter and that I'm not going to tell Mr. Finkle." She had a small purse slung across her pneumatic chest and she removed a tube of garish cherry red lipstick from it and coated her lips as he chuckled completely befuddled by her statement.
"What aren't you going to tell TIF-WHAT ARE YOU AAAARRRUGHHHH!!" The statuesque cheerleader quickly pounced on the frail man locking her lips onto his and shocking him with a deep kiss forcing her tongue into his mouth. She shoved him back nearly knocking him from his chair causing it to slide into
the chalk board.
"TIFFANY ST.CLAIRE WHAT ARE Y-YOU DOING?!!" His thick glasses were hanging diagonally across his face as he sputtered and tried to gather himself finally realizing that he was in a fast evolving situation when he finally noticed Tiffany ripping the letter on the front of her cheerleader top half off before yanking it off to reveal a skimpy, demi-cup bra that failed miserably to contain her large breasts.
"YOU SHOULDN'T TAKE ADVANTAGE OF YOUR STUDENTS MR. FINKLE!!" The crazed redhead began violently yanking at her own bra strap until it ripped leaving a red mark on the delicate skin of her shoulder.
"PLEASE STOP TIFFANY; YOU DON'T NEED TO DO THIS?!" He jumped up with his arms outstretched in front of him as things went from bad to worse when she tugged her cheer bottoms down to reveal her bald snatch and shapely hips. Despite himself the science teacher popped wood at the sight of the shapely student kicking her clothing in his direction.
"I-I don't Mr. Finkle?" She froze mid-movement looking wildly at him like a deer that had been caught in the headlights.
"N-NUH NOOOOO TIFFANY!! PLEASE-Please put your clothes back on!"
"So you'll let me sit next to Dexter?" Her eyes were glistening with moisture from the possibility that her fondest wish would be fufilled.
"Anything; just stop this alright?" His career, reputation and freedom were flashing right in front of his eyes as the tall redhead scratched her auburn mane while cupping one of her breasts.
"Well alright but we have a deal okay?"
"Sure whatever you say Tiffany just get dressed and I'll put you next to Dexter." His heart was thumping so hard in his chest that he felt like he would have a stroke at a moment's notice. His cock was as hard as it had been in years as she ran a few fingers over her mound.
"Say it-Say we have a deal Mr. Finkle."
"We have a deal Tiffany; I'll seat you next to Dexter." His face was shining from a nervous sweat as she walked towards him still nude from the waist down.
"Okay, okay now pull out your dick." He jumped back a bit clutching his shirt as she attempted to cup his package. He used his hand to swat hers away numerous times as she grabbed at his sex.
"We have to SEAL the DEAL Mr. Finkle; you'd better hurry up because that door isn't locked and I wouldn't have any qualms about running out into the hall naked!" She pointed and took a few steps backward towards the classroom door to emphasize her point halting only when he quickly undid his fly and started fumbling for his cock.
"It's okay I've seen little cocks before Mr. Finkle." She shoved him back onto his chair and undid his belt never taking her eyes off of the nervous teacher who stared over at the unlocked door. Tiffany handled his cock which fit into the palm of her hand giving it a few tugs and drooling some spit onto the oversized head. She used the palm of her hand to spread the saliva around before running the flat of her tongue over it making the middle-aged teacher moan and shiver.
"OOOHHH TIFFANY!" She forced a moan out of him as she got down on a fours and began fellating him in a slow steady cadence. She kept eye contact s she bobbed back and forth. It had been a year since he'd gotten lucky owing that one time to a fifth of gin he'd plied a grandmother of three with during a deceased acquaintance's wake. He'd felt ashamed of himself for turning out the lights and having his way with the passed out woman who had the misfortune of passing out in her granddaughter's room face down. Her ass was so humongous that he lost hope of having normal intercourse and rubbed his cock on her jiggly crack eventually slipping the head of his cock into her ass and cumming instantly from the pure heat. He finished the bottle of gin after wiping up his mess with some of the granddaughter's baby wipes. The old woman hadn't remembered anything in the aftermath and Arnie Finkle had developed a taste for mature porn afterwards.
"Your dick is little but it's kind of fat like uhm; a chubby little mushroom." He pulled on a few strands of her red hair drawing her lips back to his cock and moaning as she twirled her lips on the head of his cock tickling it and making him squirm in his seat. She seemed encouraged and pulled his pants along his thighs until she was able to caress his abnormally large balls between her fingers. She wanted to leave her mark on the teacher and lifted up his scrotum sucking on the area just under the sack and making him cry out.
"OOOOOOHHH FUCK THAT SHIT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD!!" He nervously laughed and patted the top of the neurotic student's head as she pursed her lips sucking even harder until he pushed her away.
"Oh so you like it now huh old man?" He nodded so hard that his head hurt and she pushed one of his legs to the side sucking on the joint where his pelvis and inner thigh met giving him a purplish hickey following this up on the opposite side as well. She voraciously took him balls deep and sucked as hard as she could for an entire minute nearly making him scream before releasing his member with a loud popping sound.
"Geez you're taking longer than I would have expected Mr. Finkle; usually when I do that guys just cum all over me and you're still so hard. I would titfuck you but there's not much to work with." She was rolling his cock in the sweaty palm of her hand and kneading his balls mercilessly. To emphasize her point, Tiffany pushed her large breasts together with her forearm and drew his cock as close to her cleavage as possible.
"FUUUCK THAT LOOKS SO DAMN GOOD NEXT TO THOSE TITTIES!!" The redhead knew she had him under control as she slapped his member against her right breast wetting it with his precum. She rolled him against her erect nipple and used said nipple on his urethra. She squeezed her tit roughly into a nearly cylindrical shape and started fucking his pee slit with her thick nipple. He involuntarily clenched his butt cheeks from the sensation until he could stand it no more.
"OOOOHHHH YOU-FUCKING OOOOOHHH!!" She'd leaned forward allowing as much of him as possible to rub against the deep crevice of her compacted cleavage. He needed just a little more to push him over the edge and her actions were keeping him on the verge of cumming.
"You like this huh Mr. Finkle; bet you wish you could FUCK ME don't you?" The slightly frail science teacher looked as if her were about to have a heart attack as she trailed a line of spit along his short cock stopping to twirl her tongue on the head of his penis.
"But you CAN'T FUCK ME Mr. Finkle; not like Dexter can and I'd do ANYTHING to get next to him even SUCK your chubby BABY COCK every day! You WANT THAT don't YOU?!!"
"YEEEAHH!!"
"Good then you're GONNA GIVE ME EVERYTHING I WANT...RIGHT ASSHOLE?!!" He couldn't agree enough nearly whipping himself into a frenzy as she closed her fist completely obscuring his cock from view and slurped loudly on it. She suddenly stood towering over the seated teacher and turned revealing her curvy rear hard tan lines and all planting it into his lap. She leaned back allowing him to cup and knead her breasts as she twerked rubbing her butt and crotch into his pelvis. She had spent hours in front of her mirror perfecting her skills undulating her pelvis and popping her plump bottom sometimes sending short videos of herself to guy friends. Tiffany loved having eyes on her when she walked around campus and secretly got off to the thought of hoards of teenage boys jerking off to her under their covers in the middle of the night.
"YEEESSSS!!" He was close to exploding from the sensation of her soft cheeks bouncing on him and he knew time was of the essence as classes would be in session momentarily. His fingers dug greedily into her fleshy hips as she leaned forward pushing her cunt against his crotch and pinning the appendage to his abdomen. He could hardly believe what was happening to him as he pushed her juicy cheeks around his reddish hued cock and pumped up into her ass cleavage for all he was worth.
"OOOOHHH SWEEET GEEZUS; I'M GONNA BLOOOOOW!!" She bounced as hard as she could in his lap as a surprising amount of jizz squirted up from her butt cleavage eventually covering her lower back. A few drops had found their way into her hair but Mr. Finkle wouldn't be talking because he was on Cloud 9.
"EEEEEEEWWWW MR. FINKLE; you really haven't had any in a while huh? Hey wait-a-minute; you weren't a virgin were you sir?" She stood and nudged his spent cock with the ball of her foot smiling.
"Fuh-Fuck you Tiffany." He could barely breathe from the exertion and he was checking his pulse as the class bell suddenly rang surprising both of them. Both of them scrambled back into their clothing.
"Don't forget your promise Mr. Finkle because this shirt sticking to my back tells me that I've got a lot of evidence that you "molested me" if I'm not sitting next to Dexter instead of that blond cunt." She winked at him as if they had just had tea and bounced crazily out into the hallway. He face-palmed noticing her discarded brassiere on the floor. He would have just a few moments to take in the aroma before students started wandering in for his afternoon session.
**********
The steaming water cascaded over her flawless body as she worked hard to get herself squeaky clean still drunk with power from the events of the afternoon. She grabbed the shower head with both hands blasting her pretty face with a torrent of hard water. Kelsey Taylor felt peculiar and she couldn't place when it had started but her body felt lie it was on fire. Every fiber of her being was alive with some sort of energy which she couldn't place and it just felt good. It was a shade lighter than the afterglow after she'd been with Dexter and it made her vibrant and exhilarated from the top of her blonde mane to the tips of her tiny perfect toes. She recalled how less than a week ago she'd discovered him pathetically trying to get an up-skirt picture of her sex and how much it infuriated her. She'd told her boyfriend at the time: Tad Remington and true to his nature the first thought that came into his head was pummeling the nerd senseless but she'd had a better idea. An idea that became a public edification as the defenseless teen was bombarded with several soft drinks in front of his peers in the cafeteria. She shuddered at the memory of him laying on the floor a multicolored mess. Kelsey rewarded her thick skulled boyfriend with a sloppy blowjob before going to class only to be horrified that she would be sitting next to her victim for the rest of the semester.
...then her whole world came crashing down.
She'd gotten so caught up in her rage at being assigned a seat beside that she lost control and tossed a beaker full of some chemical shit into his face afterwards being expelled and kicked off of the cheerleading squad. Her father had "donated" a large sum to the school's development allowing her a second chance after he'd threatened to take away her trust. The spoiled teen had been so angry at Dexter that she'd vowed revenge eventually catching him sneaking into the school after hours and confronted him. The moment she laid eyes on him all she could think about was pushing his face in and bashing his brains out.
...then they'd hooked up.
Nothing could have prepared the nubile young teen for what would be a mind altering experience as she found herself inundated by this sort of sweet smell coming from his body that had enveloped her making her hot and wet in the most intimate of places. It increased in volumes assailing her nostrils and body with a sensual warmth that had her nipples harder than they'd ever been as her essence ran freely down her shapely legs. Whatever it was hung in the corners of her mouth making it water and excessively drool with a kind of hunger that stuck in the back of her throat. Kelsey couldn't fight the throbbing pulsing feeling coming from her sex; a feeling that steadily increased until she couldn't take it anymore. Dexter the nerd who'd followed her around leering incessantly at her and monitoring her every move became something more. Something she hungered for, something that invaded her body making her want his sex.
She'd found herself trembling and doing everything in her power to please him; working for a prize that was hidden inside him. Even though it was against her nature, Kelsey had taken him into her mouth and used every trick she knew along with some new ones to make him cum. The "taste" of his spunk was a revelation almost sickly sweet with a slight tinge of bitterness. It was an unexpected treat so rich that she could have spent all night sucking him dry for more of it. There had been a raw, sticky irritation in her cunt that increased in intensity until the haughty girl begged him to penetrate her in the most urgent manner possible by offering her curvy backside to him. Nothing could have prepared Kelsey for the violent intrusion into her blessing as his thick member forced her walls aside with more girth than she was used to; smashing into the back of her canal forcing a volcanic orgasm from her depths that was legendary.



"Oh my gaud Dexter; I want to die on your fucking prick." The hazy film receded from her eyes as realized that she'd been masturbating with the removable shower head for the last twenty minutes. She slowly slid into a sitting position spreading her flower and blasting her exposed clit with the powerful stream of water until she finally came with a loud sigh. The blonde sat on the floor of her shower staring across her spacious bathroom foe a few moments before looking down at the discarded shower head snaking on the tile floor thumping against her thigh. Her face was slightly drawn in a sad scowl because of the emptiness she now felt whenever she was without him.
"It's not the same; nothing's the same." She slowly stood and opened the glass doors to the rest of her bathroom not daring to look in the mirror as she toweled herself off. She was silent as she blew out her blonde locks with her designer hairdryer. She looked herself over in the mirrored walls that comprised her private bath before walking nude into her large bedroom and laying on her huge plush bed. She looked around at everything there knowing it was of her own design a gift from her absent father who was away on business. She reached under her pillow for a treasure she'd coveted intensely since winning it earlier that day.
"I need you." She was looking at Dexter's identification card. She'd snagged it from his pants while he was banging the vice principal's flabby ass. Kelsey shuddered at the thought that she now knew where he lived and the thought of being alone with him in his bed was intoxicating. She wanted to make love to him for hours and drain him completely dry. Kelsey Taylor didn't realize that she'd started rubbing her mound once more.
**********
There was a rawness that was gnawing away at him and this stinging sensation in the corner of his eyes as he exited the bus making the longest walk of his life. Poindexter Snodgrass or Dexter for short was on a mission. He'd actively used his "condition" to initiate a threesome with his vice principal Ms. Holland and along with Kelsey had humiliated and fucked the desperate mature into submission. It was something that just seemed to come out of nowhere and he was disturbed at the visceral animalistic nature of the coupling with the principal and Kelsey. It had been the second time in as many days that the nubile blonde had wantonly participated and it disturbed him that she appeared ready for even more. He couldn't deny the thrill he'd felt as he plowed the vice principal's meaty backside into mush getting some sort of "rush" as every fiber in his being seemed to explode with energy.
His joy had been cut short only moments after the whole affair as he walked into the school courtyard facing the library and had his world come crashing down. Dexter found himself looking into the window by complete coincidence at his former best friend Agnes Newton and a person that he would have to reluctantly admit was her boyfriend. They were making out and it had only been a few seconds but to the startled nerd it felt like an eternity as he watched with extreme clarity. They were sharing a soft sensual kiss and her eyes had been closed as she leaned in close to his face. Her hand had cupped his cheek in a loving manner as they made out and his blood ran cold at the sight. It felt like his worst nightmare come to life and in moments he was filled with a rage and spite he could barely control as he watched "Brian Lewis" ushered into his mother's car smiling ear to ear like he'd just won the lottery as he called out to Agnes. Dexter had been close enough to hear them planning to hook up after Brian's lacrosse game the following day. It also became apparent that they'd "been together" recently and this revelation had hit him like a blow to the stomach.
"They've done it; that fucking Brian Lewis has fucked my girl." He'd watched as Brian got into the car with his mother and found his gaze settling on her as a vengeful haze took him captive. Dexter planned something completely devious and unsettling intending to pay his rival back for what he had taken and corrupted. He would repay that clean cut bastard in kind by directing his "talent" towards the woman who'd given birth to him. Yes it was an evil intent and spiteful in retrospect but Dexter had never felt such a strong wave of emotion wash over him.
"You're not really upset with her after what we just did to Vice Principal Holland?" Those were Kelsey's words that haunted him and reminded him in a taunting manner about just what a degenerate he'd become. These words from a former enemy and unintentional confidant had given him pause momentarily freeing him from selfish thoughts.
"She's right and it hurts to hell; I think I hate her even more for that bit of clarity." Kelsey Taylor had provided some moral sanity to the jumble of images and spiked raw intensity that inundated every fiber of his psyche.
"Fuck I'm here already." Dexter found himself standing in front of the two story colonial where Agnes lived. His mind wandered back to an earlier time not even a month ago during his first visit to his best friend's home to cram for an upcoming test. He recalled the innocence of that time and the slight playful rivalry between them as they studied but seemed to distract one another with slight movements and quick probing glances that were more about discovery than anything else. He found her appealing in an intellectual, thoughtful way. She had a cute roundish face that was hidden behind oversized glasses that seemed to enlarge her eyes and the two had traded their respective pairs delighting in the fact that both had the same prescription. One thing had led to another with the pair making out; exploring and touching one another. Agnes's fingers had squeezed his member nearly making him soil his underwear as the palm of his hand nervously came to rest on what felt like a soft pliant rear cheek. He recalled the way she'd squeezed her eyes tightly shut and sighed a bit while he palmed and pinched the crease where her cheek met her thigh making her chuckle nervously and roll over on her back.
"I thought we were going to cram for Mr. Finkle's test?" The flushed anxious look on her face betrayed her words as he mounted her and continued making out grinding into her sex. Even though they were fully clothed, Dexter found himself on the verge several times while her fingers dug into his denim covered butt encouraging him to push even harder into her sweet spot. Her surprisingly strong legs locked into the small of his back tensing up every so often as her tongue danced around in his mouth.
"No." His hand had sought entry under her multitude of shirts and sweaters thirsting for that first naughty touch of sinful skin to skin. Agnes had always worn way too many layers and he chalked it up to an awkward nerdy quirk but her hand had locked around his wrist like a handcuff preventing any further movement.
"Agnes?" She didn't seem to want to release his hand as she used the other to push against his chest while she scooted across her bed in a weird panic. His wrist actually hurt as she tugged at her ruffled clothing refusing to even look him in the face.
"Dexter would you please leave?" Her voice was raw with emotion as she gathered her books to her chest kneeling at the headboard.
"Agnes I'm sorry; can't we talk about this?"
"GET OUT!!" Her anguished scream had shocked him so much that he fell from the bed slamming head first into the hardwood floor and ran from the house choked with confusion and sadness. She'd been crying and looking at the wall unable to face him. They'd made up awkwardly a few weeks later deciding to remain friends but Agnes had never offered an explanation for her behavior that day and he'd never asked for fear of losing her again. In the back of his mind there had been the slight possibility that maybe something more could happen one day when Agnes Newton was truly ready. The playful banter and the slight competition continued but a sliver of intimacy had been irreparably lost. A week later Kelsey Taylor changed his life by throwing his own experimental chemical into his face and turning him into a sexual deviant by default.
It had been a grey overcast day and he remembered the pellets of rain that stung his face as he walked to the bus stop continually questioning everything he'd done that afternoon and mentally replaying the series of events in a vain attempt to figure out where he'd gone wrong. Today much like that one some time ago was similarly overcast and the strong breeze carried the promise of rain to come. He walked up the creaky old stairs that led to her front porch like a man condemned wondering if she would even give him a chance to apologize for his behavior over the past few days and his heart pounded raw in his chest as he became even more internally desperate to patch things up with her and somehow get her away from Brian Lewis.
"What are you doing here Dexter?" She opened the large front door taking care to remain behind the screen door. Agnes Newton stood before him partially hidden behind the grey hued oak of the door peering at him without any visible emotion.
"I-I just wanted to talk." The palms of his hands were sweaty in his pockets and he suddenly found it hard to look her in the eye.
"But I told you that I never wanted to talk to you again Dexter."
"Uh I know; but could I just uhm; like talk to you one more time please?" He would have begged if she demanded it and he wanted desperately to fix their relationship. He wanted at least a friendship with this interesting girl and he was willing to acquiesce to her terms if she'd but simply voice them.
"Why should I talk to you after you treated me like garbage?"
"I know Agnes; I know how bad things look and I uhm, I just wanted to clear up a few things. Please just let me talk to you this once and if you don't want me to bother you...I'll leave you alone alright?" He had no pride to speak of and sounded as if he were on the verge of tears. She just stared at him silently taking it all in motionless giving him nothing to go on and making him unbelievably anxious.
"Agnes?"
The door creaked as it opened and he noticed that her feet were bare as she stepped out on the porch with her arms folded around her torso. There was an old porch swing on one end of the house and she cautiously sat on it as he walked behind her. I'd intended to sit beside her only to have her reach out with a single foot placing against my left calf and halting my progress. So I just stood there in front of her feeling awkward and nervous under her gaze.
"I've been going through some changes recently and uh, well you know that I had gone to the hospital that time when Kelsey did "that thing" to me. Ag-Agnes, I've been uh, altered and..."
"Yeah I know about the Androstenone-X Dexter."
She just cut him off mid-sentence and blew his mind with the revelation that she was aware of his situation perhaps the entire time it had been going on. This was unexpected and he was unsure of how to proceed.
"Kelsey Taylor and Tiffany St. Claire couldn't give two shits about you even a week ago and suddenly they're practically fighting over you?!! I hope you don't think I'm an idiot Dexter because I REALLY kind of LIKED YOU and you; well you just SHIT all over me!!"
"I didn't mean for these things to happen Agnes; I REALLY DIDN'T and I wish I could take it all back. I wish it was just the two of us like it was before." She leaned back on the swing with one foot touching the floor and slightly rocked back and forth pondering his words.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"I wish that I'd never been changed Agnes; I wish that we were-you know "together" like before." His pulse was running a mile a minute and he was hanging on her every word.
"But you fucked those cheerleaders right?" The question turned in his gut like a knife and he was reluctant to answer her. She sat there waiting wearing a sundress with a thick sweater over it and he noticed little Christmas trees embroidered into the natty material. Agnes Newton was light years apart from Kelsey Taylor in every respect and infinitely more intelligent.
"Yeah."
"Then what makes you think anything could be like it was before Dexter?" The matter of fact logic stung and taunted him with the simplicity of it all. She was right and he hated that realization that her reasoning was sound to make him look like even more of an asshole.
"I didn't think that far ahead Agnes; can't you give me another chance?" She looked away weighing his words and rocking ever so slightly making the swing creak. A few pellets of rain cut into his cheek with the strong breeze as he studied her every movement.
"Just couldn't help yourself when that drug kicked in Dexter; I mean who wouldn't take advantage of an opportunity to fuck the girl of their dreams right? I can understand that at least and I really can't fault you for that unfortunate quirk of your gender. But knowing about it is not the same as seeing it Dexter." She swallowed hard at the memory and rubbed her temple. There was no mistaking the emotion in her voice.
"Agnes."
"Did you even stop to think about the fact that these women probably didn't have a choice in the matter? Do you realize what that says about you as a fucking person Dexter?" The truth was there staring both of us in the face and I realized we'd come to an impasse. I turned and started walking down the stairs as the rain began to drench my body.
"DEXTER!" I turned to find her at the edge of the porch looking down at me with this conflicted look on her face and for a moment I believed my power had kicked in. The prospect of this truly worried me and I didn't know whether or not I would give in to my base nature and take her to bed.
"I've been with Brian; I FUCKED him Dexter and you know what? It was GOOD feeling somebody inside me that wanted ME; somebody that I was GOOD ENOUGH for Dexter. YOU HEAR ME?!!"
I was already halfway down the street but I'd heard every word and was determined not to give her the satisfaction of seeing me lose it. By the time I'd made it to the bus stop I had degenerated into a blubbering mess completely inconsolable. I'd lost my best friend and possible lover in the worst way possible. Tormented and inundated by the memory of Agnes and Brian openly displaying their affection for one another and suddenly filled with a nearly murderous rage. It was raining really hard that afternoon but I can honestly say that I didn't feel a thing as the bus pulled up to collect me. I stomped back to the last seat on the sparsely occupied transit finding a window seat. It was one of those emergency windows with the red tag on the sill and it had been broken. I pushed the window open with my arm leaning as far out of the window as possible.
"I love you so much." There was a young couple making out a few seats in front of him and it nearly made him retch.
**********
Uncle Joe had recently arrived home from work fishing a beer out of his refrigerator as the doorbell rang.
"Hello; is Dexter home sir?" He was shocked to see the beautiful blonde standing in his doorstep slightly drenched from the rain standing on his porch in a white flower print sundress and sandals. Despite himself he couldn't help but notice every curve and was embarrassed when he felt a stirring in his pants.
"Sorry he hasn't made it in yet and it could be a while before he gets home." She looked somewhat puzzled like she didn't know what to do next.
"Do you know he where is?"
"I think that if Dexter wanted you to know, he would have told you." She appeared to take exception to his comment but continued smiling.
"Uhm, I'll wait sir." Almost robotically she went to the edge of the porch staring out at the rain soaked pavement. His eyes lingered on her bottom noticing that the rain had made the cotton material of her dress taut and somewhat transparent. Kelsey's flesh colored thong was partially visible riding high on her wide hips and He wondered where in hell his nephew was and why he hadn't talked about this lovely creature before. The fact that she seemed to be content to wait out in the element had him intrigued and curious.
"Miss it really could be a while before he gets home; are you sure you want to wait for him?" She looked back at him with a serene smile and simply nodded before turning her attention back to the street. He watched the wind catch her blonde hair and play with it as she was soaked from the rain.
"Would you like to come inside and have a seat eh?"
"My name is Kelsey Mr. Snodgrass; Kelsey Taylor." He blinked at the revelation that this was the girl who'd thrown a chemical in his nephew's face and put up a hand stopping her in her tracks.
"My name's not Snodgrass; Dexter is my nephew and I'm really not sure you should be here Kelsey; I mean you did try to hurt him didn't you?"
"I've already told Dexter how truly sorry I am and I'm committed to making it up to him sir; I-I just want..." Her voice trailed off as she struggled to put into words how she felt. She didn't want to admit that she was there to fuck his nephew's brains out.
"I think you should go on home Kelsey." Before she could answer he slowly closed the door in her face.
**********
"Hey, wake up." I awoke to find a girl's hand on my thigh and immediately recognized her from earlier when I'd boarded the bus. Shaking the sleep from my eyes, I looked out the window realizing that I was long past my stop. Apparently I'd fallen into a deep slumber as I sat there in the back of the bus silently crying and for some reason this girl had taken upon herself to awaken me.
"You looked like you were having a nightmare; you were all sweating and I got worried." She leaned closer and ran her hand over my temple wiping some sweat from the skin there. She was a thin teen who appeared to be Latin and I noticed that she was wearing a school uniform of some sort.
"What's it to you?" I was decidedly surly and tortured still replaying Agnes's words on a continual loop in my head. I truly felt the vastness of the world around me and it staggered me.
"Sorry my name's Adrienne and I think you're kind of cute." She had a narrow face framed by a slightly off kilter brunette bob and I noticed a piercing in her prominent nose.
"Weren't you here with somebody earlier?" I'd distinctly recalled seeing her making out with some guy and figured he was her boyfriend.
"Oh he got off a long time ago; so uh-are you wearing some kind of cologne because it smells really sweet." She was kind of thin and frail looking and I didn't know what to make of her.
"Excuse me, I have to go." I went to get up but she didn't move even as I tried to edge past her. She pushed back with her knees trying to stop me.
"Can't you just spend a little bit of time with me; I waited so long for you to wake up that I had to do it myself." She brought her arm up locking her fingers around the seat in front of us. Adrienne had this crooked smile on her face and I knew where things were headed already and I needed a distraction from my own sorry state of affairs. I sat down and looked around the bus noticing a few fellow passengers paying no attention to us whatsoever.
"Don't you have a boyfriend?" I already knew that she did but I wanted to hear her answer anyway to see how creative it would be.
"What's that got to do with what's going on right here?" She pointed with a bony finger between us implying some preconceived connection.
"What's going on between us, eh, Adrienne?" Her narrow face flushed with color turning crimson as her hand came to rest on my crotch. I leaned to the side placing my elbow on the broken window pushing it out a bit and feeling the rain invade the bus. My jacket sleeve was drenched from the elements and I looked towards the front of the bus at the back of the driver's head while my zipper slid down enough for Adrienne's fingers to find access. Adrienne's palm was pillow soft and sweaty to the touch as her fist squeezed making my unfurling member pulse.



"Nice; I knew it would be worth the wait." She continued making sure to check for any errant glances from the remaining passengers adding her other hand to help fish me out in the open. I wasn't going to do anything to help her and continued looking out of the window at the washed out scenery. Adrienne was quite skilled using her palm to cup my balls and tugging the middle of the shaft roughly with three fingers. It was different but pleasurable all the same and I figured she didn't have much experience when I observed the intense focus on her face while she worked her arm in a rigid jerking manner.
"Wow I think it's like vibrating; shit I can feel your fucking heartbeat through this thing." The head of my member had taken on a purplish hue and her fist was glazed with my essence. She switched hands using her free one to diddle herself as her heavy panting became more audible. The hand working me was turned at an unnatural angle completing long repetitive strokes as my breath began to pick up pace.
"Are you gonna do it baby; you gonna go in my hand?" That apparently was all she wrote as an extremely thick rope of jizz erupted from the head of my member splashing against the back of the plastic chair followed by at least five others in lessening degrees. Her brown eyes widened at the bounty she'd worked so hard to achieve and she continued jerking until it was painful forcing me to swat her hand away.
"Looks like you were backed up; man, I never seen so much in my life." She was staring at her jizz webbed hand astonished and absentmindedly brought it up to her prominent hooked nose sniffing. Her tongue immediately snaked out lapping up my cum and causing a blood curdling scream to ring out through the interior of the bus as we realized an elderly woman had been watching the entire exchange.
**********
Uncle Joe had downed three beers before he realized noticed his phone on the coffee table and the blinking light on its surface.
"Hello?"
"Hello sir its Agnes Newton and I'd like to apologize for calling at such a late hour but might I be able to speak with Dexter?" He noticed that she always used her complete name whenever she referred called the house like it was their first meeting and he'd been sure that romance was in the cards for his nephew and his supposed best friend. She was a far cry in appearance from the teen queen that had appeared on his porch earlier in the evening.
"Sure if he were here; but something seems to be keeping him and I've been waiting for at least a text."
"I saw him earlier this evening when he came by my home and I'm afraid we had words sir. "There was undeniable emotion in the sound of her voice and he became worried scratching his head.
"What kind of words?" His mind immediately replayed an episode days earlier when he'd received a call form Agnes and been informed of his nephew's completely out of character antics at school. The forty seven year old bachelor had been tempted to follow some outdated parenting skills and take a strap to Dexter's hide. After talking to his contrite nephew, Joe had decided to forgo corporal punishment provided Dexter didn't get into any more trouble.
"I told him our friendship was over; I was very angry with Dexter and I'm afraid some of the things I said were "damaging" to him on the whole. I-I wanted to apologize for what I said sir." He was irritated at the slightly robotic tone in which she sometimes spoke and was even more anxious after hearing her explanation.
"Thanks for the call but I need to get a hold of my boy!" He hung up and snagged his car keys running to the door and opening it to find an unexpected sight on his front porch. Kelsey was sitting on the top step completely soaked in the pouring rain huddled up in a fetal position. Her sundress clung to her body like a second skin and her long blonde hair was matted to her head.
"Kelsey, what are you still doing here?!"
"I'm okay; I'm just waiting for Dexter!" He voice was quaking from the cold and she looked pathetic shivering, drenched to the bone as he helped her up and into the house. He left her by the front door as he ran to the bathroom and retrieved a towel. In was in for a surprise when he rushed back into the room with the large towel to find Kelsey in nothing but her flesh colored thong. She was still shivering but the invitation was clear and concise giving him pause.
"C-Can I stay with you until Dexter gets back?" Her large expressive eyes were trained on him as she stood there shivering. He'd never seen a girl as beautiful as Kelsey, never had the chance to even be near someone as attractive as this teen. She had her arms wrapped around her body slowly dropping them to reveal herself completely to the middle aged man looking intently at her. He cautiously took a few steps as she managed a sad smile and covered her up with the large towel. He held it there in front of her until she grasped it to her body.
"I'll get you something hot to drink." He bent down and retrieved her soaked sundress from the hard wood floor. He led her to the couch and had her sit down never taking his eyes off of her secretly conflicted that he hadn't taken her up on her offer.
"Thank you." They both knew why she was thanking him but left reason and motive unsaid for each of their sakes. She was grateful that he hadn't taken her up on her offer and he was thankful that he had enough moral fortitude to resist her charms. He noticed something clutched tightly in her hand and realized she was holding his nephew's identification card. He sat a mug of steaming cocoa down in front of her and his eyes couldn't help but travel over to her considerable cleavage.
"I'll take this if you don't mind Kelsey." He tugged at it but she held fast looking panicked as if he were trying to steal some treasure away from her.
"Can I give it back to Dexter?" Uncle Joe didn't respond but signaled his acquiescence by simply letting go and sitting opposite her on a love seat. He told himself that Dexter would have to explain all of this to him once he got home. Things seemed to have changed so much for Dexter over the last few days as he unintentionally stared at Kelsey sitting across from him wrapped in only a blanket.
"Drink up young lady; then I'll take you home." The doe eyed blonde drained the mug cupping it in both of her hands. She'd intentionally left her car at home planning to play the "stranded" card.
**********
"OOOOOOHHHHHH FFUCK!!" My cock had slammed repeatedly into the back of Adrienne's small cunt for over twenty minutes as she knelt on top of the dirty toilet in a precarious balancing act. She had followed me as I ran from the bus and dared to ape my steps into a Dairy Queen rest room. She wasted no time at all ripping a big enough hole in her black stockings for my cock to have access to her twat. Her hips were just wide enough for her boyish body to be considered womanly and the eighteen year old student had no tits at all but I still devoted attention to her nonexistent mounds sucking on the thick roundish, cinnamon hued nubs until a hickey emerged. I captured a fistful of her shaggy bob and my other hand was balled up into a fist around her plaid skirt as I railed the snot out of her lithe frame. Adrienne had been a virgin before she half chased me into a bathroom stall and clumsily fellated me like the novice she was before I took her ankles spreading them far apart and filled her completely with my thick member. There was an even coat of crimson shading my rod and shaming me even further at the same time.
"Kiss me." She'd begged but I wouldn't because the entire time we were rutting in that filthy restroom the only thing on my mind was Agnes Newton. Her admission that she'd fucked her lab partner had sent me to a dark place and Adrienne was unknowingly receiving the brunt of my anger and despair. Images of my former best friend and that jerk Brain Lewis dance and flickered in my mind's eyes like an open flame.
"What?" My hand had grabbed the back of her scrawny neck as I pushed even further into her womb making her knees buckle under me.
"I want a kiss; and what's your name?" Adrienne hadn't even bothered to get my name before surrendering her virginity to me. I yanked my cock out of her hole as she turned trying to hook one of her arms around my neck for a kiss but I guided her down to her knees and rubbed my cock on her cheek reveling in the softness of her face and shooting a thick wad of cum diagonally across the bridge of her prominent nose before pushing past her narrow lips into her mouth.
"My name is Brian Lewis." I was truly ready to be the monster Agnes thought I was
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Mrs. Janice Lewis sat in her kitchen having her customary cup of coffee and looking for deals on her laptop. The dirty dishes from the morning's breakfast had already been placed in the washer by her son Brian as part of his morning chores and simply needed to be cleaned. Her husband of twenty two years had been deployed on a tour of the middle-east and wasn't due to return for another six months so it was up to her to support their son as a sports mom whenever he played his Lacrosse games. He was a good enough kid who rarely caused problems in the household unlike her older daughter Rachel who thankfully was attending a local college and living with roommates. Rachel was her daughter by marriage who'd been abandoned by her biological mother at age twelve. She'd tried to take the obnoxious girl under her wing only to have it blow up in her face on several occasions. She scrolled over the usual websites and read a few news articles online before bringing up a few porn sites that she habitually visited.
She scrolled through a tumblr site that specialized in huge cocks and sat there for the next twenty minutes looking at hundreds of photos and memes. It had been a long time since Janice had felt the touch of a man and lately she'd been getting more and more into porn. Admittedly she had packed on a little extra padding since her husband's absence but still maintained her slightly voluptuous frame topped with a short cropped brown locks. She finally settled on the photo of a huge veined thick cock and began rubbing the crotch of her tan Capri pants.
"Just what mamma ordered." She carried the laptop into her bedroom and plunked it down in the center of her queen sized bed before struggling to remove the mom pants reveling her thick thighs and small white bikini panties. Janice had always been in a slight state of denial about her weight gain and felt that getting a larger pair of underwear would be admitting defeat to her mirror. The house wife drew the curtains darkening the bedroom before pulling a large metallic dildo from her bedside table. It always had to be dark whenever she did anything sexual. The slightly stocky brunette reclined on her bed staring at the image as she switched on the toy and applied it to her clit. She had a meaty mound which perfectly hid her clit that had to be spread with some effort and in moments she was pleasuring herself. Janice always started in a seated position before laying on her back to insert the metal cock halfway into her neglected cunt. She rarely pleasured herself completely nude hating her sagging tits and prominent belly. The middle aged housewife had been told by her husband that she had an "exaggerated pear shape" and that she needed to do something about her big, fat ass. He'd spent the next two weeks sleeping on the couch. It was during this time that she'd purchased the toy after telling him that his four inch cock wasn't good enough for her.
"Yeah, that's it right there; that's what I need." It didn't take long for her to get into the act and she was suddenly surprised by loud knocking on her front door.
"Shit; probably those damn Jehovah witness people!" She left the dildo on the bed and wrapped a housecoat around her body running to the front door with the intent of quickly dispensing with the solicitor who'd interrupted her "me" time. She looked through the peep hole and was surprised to see this slightly nerdy looking teen standing on her front porch.
"Yes, can I help you?!!" He stood there pensively for a few moments with his hands in his pockets before producing a small plastic card that appeared to be an I.D. and showing it to the peep hole in the door.
"Brian lost his I.D. and I found it so I brought it here ma'am." He seemed like a nice enough kid and her son had a lot of friends at school but had been spending most of his time with this dowdy looking girl, Agnes Newton. She thought her son could do better but he was seemed to be infatuated with the plain Jane. She was slightly relieved to find out that he had other friends and opened the door inviting the teen inside.
"That's a very nice thing to do young man; so you know my son? She had forgotten that she was wearing a housecoat over a large safari-type shirt and the top of the robe was baggy looking. He seemed to be taking stock of his surroundings and checking her out.
"More than I would like to ma'am." His answer struck her as kind of odd given the fact that he was returning Brian's property.
"Excuse me?" He just smiled and handed the I.D. to her. There seemed to be some sort of odor emanating from the teen; it was a sweet sort of smell that had just a tinge of bitterness to it that seemed to be increasing the closer she got to him.
"Oh I'm sorry ma'am its just that Brian is one heck of a guy and he's very popular with the ladies; but lately he's been hanging around with this Agnes person. I always rib him about doing "charity cases" but he's all into her." He realized that he was rambling and quickly stopped talking. He'd figured out that his scent had something to do with distributing the Androstenone-X in his system.
"Yes I do find that kind of odd but I believe he really loves this girl; can't seem to stop talking about her and that's kind of annoying."
"Right; I was telling myself the same thing the other day." Both of them laughed as his eyes took stock of her body descending down to her bare mound which was exposed as her robe parted. The wool robe had been tied at her slightly cinched in waist and her thick thighs cause the material to spread out in a triangular pattern of exposure that the housewife was unaware of.
"Thank you for bringing his property back eh?"
"Poindexter." She did a double take at his nerdy name before smiling warmly as she internally tried her best to place the smell that seemed to be engulfing the living room.
"Well let me get you a something for being such a nice young man." She suddenly noticed that her sex was exposed and quickly closed the two halves of her robe with her fist.
"OOOH MY; I'M SO SORRY ABOUT THAT!!" Poindexter simply smiled at the embarrassed woman who'd hid her lower half behind the door.
"It's okay Mrs. Lewis; do you think I could perhaps use your bathroom though?" Her eyes were drawn to a considerable bulge in his jeans and she shook her head leading him to the guest bathroom in the hallway.
"Let me get that reward for you Poindexter." She hurried to her room fishing a few dollars from her purse. The sooner the he was gone she could get back to her morning fun.
"OOOOH MY!!" She was shocked to find him relieving himself with the door to the restroom wide open and her eyes were immediately drawn to the huge member between his legs. She couldn't believe such a thin guy could possess what appeared to be a horse sized cock. She took mental stock of its girth and length doing her best to calculate the size of that monster. Janice's inner thighs immediately became wet as he looked at her with a knowing smile while purposely urinating on top of her toilet seat. She didn't notice or didn't care as she watched the lanky teen stroke his cock.
"Sorry ma'am but I was about to burst; you don't have a problem with this do you?" He gave his member a long slow stroke purposely causing some precum to bubble at the top of his cock head. Her inner walls were flexing in response to the visual before her at that moment and her wetness was running down her leg.
"Uh no I-uh do not Poindexter; don't you think you should put that away?" She intended to get him out of the house and fuck herself silly for the rest of the day with her dildo. He was a fantasy come true right in front of her hazel colored eyes but he was still a teen.
"I didn't say that right; DO-YOU WANT ME-TO PUT THIS COCK...away ma'am?" There was no mistaking the wet moist sounds that were the result of his actions. He was giving her a show masturbating in front of the confused, entranced housewife.
"Fuck." She moaned softly as she unconsciously moved to the door of the bathroom to get a closer look. In moments she'd run a single finger along the length of his cock judging it to be a little over twelve inches. Janice had absent mindedly tasted his essence as she sucked on the tip of her finger discovering the source of the strange scent emanating from her son's alleged friend.
"Come on bitch; you can do better than that." Janice didn't notice the change in his demeanor as she palmed his cock marveling at the apparent weight and thickness of it. She rubbed the bulging veins on its surface with her thumb as the scent made her mouth water. Her hand quickly became a blur as she roughly jacked the teen working for the prize contained in his oversized balls. She chirped in surprise as he grabbed a handful of her wide butt and pinched with considerable force.
"It's so thick and heavy Poindexter; this is an amazing cock." Her heart had begun thumping hard in her chest and the wetness in her mouth ran freely from her lips drooling to the tiled floor. She pinched the spongy tip drawing out more precum which she quickly lapped up finding that she couldn't fight the urge to take him into her mouth. The housewife was clumsy getting to her knees and hungrily taking him into her mouth.
"AAAAAHHH SHIT MA'AM!!" Janice pushed him all the way to the back of her throat until his pubic hair tickled her nose. She learned to deep throat from a boyfriend in college finding that she had a peculiar talent which her current husband didn't mind at all. During the early days of her marriage; Janice would wake him every morning with a blowjob making him addicted to her touch. The couple enjoyed a healthy sex life up until he'd been deployed.
"FUHH-FUUUCK MA'AM; YOU'RE SOOOOO GOOD!" She worked in tandem with his pumping hips never letting him fully exit her pursed lips. His hands cupped the sides of her head as he fucked her face with criminal intent while her hands covered his knees. He rubbed his huge cock all over her face and beat it on her tongue thoroughly enjoying himself with his enemy's mother. She sucked cock like a seasoned whore never gagging or flinching even when he went balls deep into her throat.
"OOOOH FUCK MA'AM; I COULD FUCK YOUR FACE ALL DAY BITCH!!" He pulled his dripping member from her mouth holding a handful of her hair and stared at her face for a few seconds before giving her mouth a few more hard strokes. Janice didn't dare admit how sore the back of her throat really was as he pulled on her brown tresses and led her down the hallway forcing the housewife to crawl alongside him like some pet. Her robe had ridden up and she panicked knowing that her ass was completely exposed hoping he wouldn't see it.
"What do we have here; did I interrupt something Ms. Lewis?" He was grinning at the dildo and the laptop which still displayed the image of a huge cock which was not much different than his own.
"DON'T LOOK AT THAT!!" Janice was utterly humiliated that someone suddenly knew her secret shame.
"It's okay Ms. Lewis; I understand having needs that are unfulfilled." He sounded so understanding and she felt oddly at ease considering the situation.
"You do?"
"Yeah and as a matter of fact why don't you lay on this bed and show me how you please yourself when no one's around?" She looked up at him feeling a little embarrassed and worried about what kind of people her son was hanging out with.
"It's okay Ms. Lewis; why don't you take that stupid robe off too." The dominant tone in his voice caught her off guard and she slowly undid the sash at her waist dropping the robe from her shoulders. She tugged on the end of the shirt trying to hide her pudgy belly as he laughed.
"So you were jerking off when I knocked on your door huh?" She nodded and the nerdy teen started laughing at her embarrassment. Before she could protest he cupped her chin and slipped his tongue into her mouth. In moments they were making out as she molded her body into his reveling in the sensation of a man's touch. True he was a teen aged high school student but his thick rod made him a man in her eyes.
"Don't worry Ms. Lewis; I think that's sexy."
"You do?"
"Yeah I want you to show me how you get off when you're all alone; it will be our little secret." Her eyes searched his even though she didn't know what she was looking for. He's already started undoing the buttons on her shirt opening it to reveal a simple beige brassiere. Her sagging breasts were testament to her status as a mother and she draped her forearm across them.
"Don't hide these from me." He pulled her arm away and fished one of her udders out of its confinement rolling the thick nipple between his fingers. Her areola were barely visible and cookie sized. She moaned from his attention as he deftly undid the hooks on her bra feeing it from her chest to fall onto the floor. His hands were warm to the touch as he cupped the undersides of her tits taking them into his mouth. Waves of pleasure ran through her body as her licked and suckled her nubs making her sigh and gasp.
"My name's Janice."
"Huh?" He was busy using his lips on her swollen nips while massing her sagging breasts which comfortably fit into his hands taking on a cylindrical shape.
"I-uh, I just thought you should know my name considering what's going on." Her own hands were cradling him like some overgrown infant. He abruptly stopped what he was doing and took a few steps back as she silently discarded her shirt to the grey carpet. Color flushed into her cheeks as the teen inspected her nude body. He twirled his finger signaling for her to turn around so that he could get a good look at her big jiggly butt.
"Yeah, sure whatever." Janice Lewis had never considered cheating the entire time her husband had been deployed, not even for a moment but in the last ten minutes she'd become a harlot. She couldn't explain laying on her back and pleasuring herself as some nerdy teen watched. She couldn't explain the rush she felt from wantonly rotating the vibrating shaft as she nearly brought herself to climax. He'd surprised her by walking around the bed where he head was resting to continue fucking her mouth. She wanted to know how her son could hang out with such a deviant and intended to find some way of questioning him about it as her belly jiggled from her actions. Somehow he'd lost his pants while her eyes had been shut in ecstasy from her toy propping a foot on the bed to take better advantage of her mouth. It was definitely the hottest sexual experience she'd ever had even though she knew it was wrong on so many levels.
"DAMN JANICE; WERE YOU ALWAYS SUCH A SLUT?!!" Of course she couldn't answer with her throat stuffed full of his thick cock as she braced her head for the steady onslaught while still fucking herself with the dildo. She was humming on his shaft and he was close to filling her full of his jizz. He slowly pulled his glazed cock from her gasping mouth and she rolled to the side coughing up a wad of cum mixed phlegm onto her carpet. She was reeling from the rough treatment as the nerdy stepped up onto her marital bed and knelt between her legs grasping both of her ankles. The manner in which he spread her thighs frightened her because it seemed like he wanted to treat her like a wishbone but this lasted only a few seconds as she felt the thick, spongy head of his member resting against her entrance.
"Janice, I need to know if this is what you really want okay?" He was rubbing himself along her wet slit and every so often part of the fat mushroom tip of his member would push against her causing some of her essence to leak out. She couldn't believe this scrawny bastard actually had the nerve to fucking tease her trying to force her to admit that she wanted to be impaled on his huge cock.
"Wh-What; why?!!" She wiggled her wide hips trying to get a little more than part of the head inside.
"Because I'd never force such a beautiful woman to be with me; Brian's not going to like finding out that I fucked his mom." A pang of guilt washed over her but she couldn't deny what was between them, namely his huge throbbing member.
"Well uh, we don't really need to tell my son do we?"
"NOPE!" Before she could say anything else her body was wracked with an exquisite mixture of pain and pleasure as his thick cock rammed inside her forcing her inner walls wider than they'd ever been. A shrill whining scream echoed through the house as he began fucking her as hard as he could making her shout a line of obscenities that would make a sailor blush.
"OOOOOHHHH MY FUH-FUUUUUCKING GAAAAWD; IT'S SO FUCKING HARD!!" The moment his head penetrated her cervix Janice lost it as she'd experienced the strongest orgasm of her life. The angry head of his cock repeatedly bottomed out and assaulted the end of her fleshy tunnel making her squirt repeatedly in huge bursts.
"OOOOOOWWW SHIT; YOU'RE FUCKING ME SO FUUUUCKING HARD DADDY!!" He raised an eyebrow at this but continued railing the chubby housewife thinking of Brian the entire time as his mother's thick calves locked at the small of his back. She was crying tears of joy as he owned her and her nails dug into his back scratching and tearing at his t-shirt. She felt every inch of him brashly pushing into her as mucus and drool ran from her nostrils and mouth respectively.
"AAAAAAWWWWWWWW FUUUUCK; I'M CUMMING AGAIN DADDY!! DADDY!! FUH-FUH-FUUUUUCK!! Janice Lewis mother of two screamed shrilly violently bucking upwards and nearly tossing him from the bed but the teen was stronger than he appeared gathering her thick thighs up in his arms pushing her knees into her chest. Dexter wasn't finished with his enemy's mother and began pile driving himself deep into the mature woman forcing jets of cum to splash from her abused hole like a geyser.
"DON'T STOP FUUUUCKING ME; NEVER STOP FUCKING ME BABY!! OOOOOOHHH FUUUCK I'M GONNA PASS OUT FROM THIS HUGE COCK DADDY!!" He wondered how Brian would feel to come home from school and find him sitting at the head of the table as his new father. He chuckled to himself while his enemy's mother wallowed around under him like a beached whale.
"W-Why'd you stop?" He'd leaned back on his haunches staring down at her with a knowing smile.
"Make me a sandwich."
"What?"
"I'm hungry so make me a fucking sandwich." She looked at him in disbelief before scooting off the end of the bed and half running to the kitchen. It was hard for her to walk with the pain she was experiencing from her gaped cunt and she had to use the wall for support. He enjoyed the sight of her fat, jiggling butt running to do his bidding and hopped off the bed following her and stroking his cock. She'd clumsily removed all of the ingredients from the fridge and had slapped together a messy looking ham sandwich in seconds. Janice gasped when she felt his cock pressed against the crack of her meaty backside.
"I MADE THE SANDWICH!!" She dropped the messy creation on the table splashing mayonnaise across the oak surface as he bent her over the table and drove his thick member back into her snatch with authority and continued pounding her. His hands dug into the pliant flesh at her hips while he repeatedly slammed into her cervix making her squirt even more.
"I'M GONNA CUM; DON'T FUCKING MOVE!!" Dexter gave her a few more strokes before pulling out and glazing her big ass with a nearly steady stream of cum that completely covered the wide expanse of her pale posterior. He wedged his cock between her cheeks roughly humping even more jizz onto her middle aged butt. Janice was spent; barely able to stand as his semen reached halfway up her back and she tried to dab some of his spunk but was stopped when he grabbed her wrist. The housewife couldn't believe how completely dominated she'd been since the time the lanky teen had entered her home.



"I'm not finished yet; we're not finished yet Janice." She began to panic when she felt him pushing against her backdoor but was afraid to say something as he struggled to penetrate her O-Ring. His nails dug into her rounded hips as he continued pushing against her with his rod and she began to cry out in pain.
"UUUUHHHH FUUUCK, THERE'S SOME OLIVE OIL ON THE COUNTER!!" She considered running for her life when he momentarily let go of her hips but knew she was too weak. He managed to force a third of himself into her rectum before letting it rest there soaking up her innate heat. She tried to straighten her body up into a standing position finding his scrawny arm around her chest while the rest of him sunk slowly into her up to the hilt.
"SHIT I'M SOOOO FUCKING FULL DADDY!!" Janice collapsed back on the table and endured a fifteen minute rutting before getting a second cum shower to add to the mess on her back and ass.
"Make me another sandwich bitch." The housewife froze unsure of whether or not his request was another trick and slowly started making another sandwich.
"STOP LOOKING AT ME AND MAKE ME A FUCKING SANDWICH!!"She nervously turned her back to him trembling and prepared another sandwich. When she turned around to give it to him he had left the kitchen. She panicked when she saw the door to her son's room open and even more when she found him in Brian's room staring at his trophy case and other belongings.
"I-I have your sandwich Poindexter; we can uh-go back to my room if you want." Brian Lewis took pride in his room and kept everything in meticulous order; it was a trait he'd picked up from his dad long ago. Her son was known to throw tantrums if he even thought someone had went into his room. Dexter snatched the sandwich off the plate biting into it like a beast and dropping crumbs and mustard onto her son's bedding. When he had taken two large bites he tossed the sandwich against the wall staining a poster. Janice ran to the poster and attempted to clean it off when he grabbed the startled woman and tossed her onto her son's bed.
"I like it here just fine ma'am." Her body had been ravaged so thoroughly that she instantly locked her legs in the small of his back when his cock found asylum in her battered cunt. She did her best to match his cadence bucking her hips up into him but it was no use as she instantly seized up around his cock screaming loudly as she came hard. Her heart was thumping in her chest and she was seeing stars on the ceiling of her son's bedroom. Dexter hooked her legs on his shoulders and slammed into the underside of her thighs gaping her even more and she thought she'd never get enough of this strange teen who'd claimed to be a friend of her son's. Just as she was pondering running away with her newfound lover Janice was distracted by the sound of a car pulling into the driveway. He noticed horror on the woman's face as she began squirming under him and trying to disengage his thick cock from her embattled confines.
"YOU HAVE TO LET ME GET UP IT'S MY DAUGH-OOOOHHHHH FUCK!!" He hunched over her body and began pounding her pussy into raw meat making the woman lose train of thought. She'd remembered that her step-daughter usually came home during the day to get her laundry done for free and didn't want to be discovered cheating. Rachel had always given her trouble and tried to drive her out of the marriage because she thought her father could do better. Now the moody, obnoxious girl would be proven right when she entered the house.
"Don't worry about a thing; I got this covered Janice." He never stopped pistoning into her as the sound of a key could be heard turning the lock on the front door. She'd cupped both of her hands over her mouth panicking and cursing herself for not somehow closing Brian's bedroom door. The chubby housewife was nearly hyperventilating as things continued to spiral out of control.
"Hey bitch, I mean "Mom" are you fucking home?!!" She could hear Rachel entering the house speaking in her usual angry sounding tone and struggled even further under her afternoon lover.
"HEY WE'RE BACK HERE!!" Dexter yelled while still sheathed inside the housewife's box and she squealed in panic and tried to hide her face as her step daughter came into view from her son's door.
"Holy mother of-WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS SORRY SHIT MOM?!!" He found himself looking at a moderately attractive college age woman with pink hair tied off into two girlish ponytails. There were a smattering of freckles across her cheeks and the bridge of her thin nose which had a piercing. Rachel Lewis possessed an athletic build from years of running track before being abandoned by her birth mother. The girl had become quickly disenchanted with her situation and decided to take it out on everyone around her much to her step-mother's dismay. The women had repeatedly clashed in the household with things nearly escalating to the point of violence. Rachel had cooled down after her father threatened to send her to Kentucky to live with her grandparents and she'd blamed her step mother ever since.
"DON'T LOOK AT ME RACHEL; I-I CAN'T EXPLAIN THIS!!" The housewife was bawling uncontrollably as Dexter continued smashing into her relentlessly. Despite herself, Janice Lewis was caught up in the throes of an impending climax.
"I can explain everything." He offered smiling as Rachel did a double take when she realized that he'd never stopped banging her stepmom.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP ASSHOLE; WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU SUPPOSED TO BE ANYWAY?!!"
"Your Daddy."
"WHAT?!!"
"Ask Janice; that's what she told me bitch." He was getting off on all of the chaos he was causing to Brian Lewis's family and could barely contain his glee.
"SON-OF A BITCH!!" Rachel lost it and delivered a vicious slap to his right cheek finally halting his actions as he sat up on his haunches staring into her face. She was momentarily afraid he'd retaliate but her shock continued as he nonchalantly flipped her step mother onto her stomach and went right back to railing the hell out of her. The sight of Janice's huge jiggling ass was sending shockwaves to his member making it harder than ever.
"STOP IT!!" Rachel couldn't believe her eyes as he continued fucking her step-mom caring little that she was standing at the edge of the bed.
"Why?"
"HEEELLO; I'M STANDING RIGHT HERE!!" Dexter looked at her indifferently while his fingertips dug deeper into the gasping M.I.L.F.'S spongy backside.
"Who the fuck are you supposed to be-The Queen of England?" He grabbed a lock of Janice's hair pulling her head back and forcing her to grind harder against his crotch.
"WHAT?!!"
"Do you mind, I'm getting some pussy so why don't you go cry to your fucking daddy and leave us alone bitch!!" She'd never been treated so callously in her life and Dexter's attitude was getting to her.
"I can't; my daddy is deployed to the Middle East!"
"Boo Hoo, well cry me a fucking river baby!! He was slamming even harder into Janice's cervix as she buried her face in her son's bedding trembling from another fast approaching orgasm. Her honeypot had enclosed him in a vice-like grip but he continued banging away with little to no resistance.
"FUCK YOU MOTHER FUCKER!!"
"You've got that right." The way he had mastered her body was incomprehensible as continued tightening up around his thick shaft until cum was leaking and squirting from her swollen snatch in torrents.
"BOTH OF YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP; I'M CUUUUUMING!!" Was all the beleaguered housewife could manage before screaming bloody murder and passing out from the constant attention of the nerdy teen who by this point was definitely the greatest fuck of her life.
*DARKNESS*
She awoke completely drained and exhausted lying face down in her son's bed seeing little more than stars. Her sex felt like somebody had taken a bat to her lower region and there was a wetness permeating her skin from her ass to the area just below her shoulders. She propped herself up using her elbows and noticed that from looking at a bedside clock that an entire hour had passed since she blacked out.
"OOOOHHH MY GAAAAWD DEXTER!!" It was Rachel's voice and she instantly knew what had occurred while she was knocked out from over exertion. She managed to crawl onto the floor and make it to the door noticing that Brian's room had been trashed and caring little. She found her step-daughter bent over the kitchen table facing her wearing nothing more than a tattered pink t-shirt as Dexter fucked her roughly from the back. Rachel's blue eyes were as wide as saucers and she was holding an I-Phone pointed at herself while being ravished by the lanky teen.
"IT'S IN MY FUUUCKING AAAAAASSSS!!" Rachel cried as her gaze fixated on her stepmother with an utter look of panic on her face. Her narrow hips did little to hint at her own plump compact behind. He loved the view of his cock between her tight cheeks as she did her best to accommodate him. One of her ponytails had been undone giving her hot pink hair a half clownish look. He looked up noticing Janice and gave her a thumbs up.
"OOOOHHHH MOMMY; IT FEELS SOOOOO FUUUCKING GOOOD HAVING A FAT COCK IN MY AAAASSS!!" Her face was wet with sweat and tears as she cupped one of her smallish tits under her shirt. Janice was a wreck and tried to prop herself up using the wall but ultimately decided against it opting to just sit on the floor and watch her daughter being ravished while playing with her own sagging udders.
"I'm tired slut, you can ride it now." He pulled Rachel to the floor on top of his prone body and watched as she carefully inserted his member back into her ass. She hovered over him for a few seconds before letting her body weight and gravity take over slowly sheathing him.
"Uhm mom; can you help me out with this and get some good angles?" She was holding Dexter's I-Phone in the palm of her hand. Janis Lewis realized that she was being referred to as "mother" for the first time and a bit of emotion welled up in her chest. For the next fifteen minutes she recorded her step-daughter being sodomized every which way but loose until their common lover filled her bowels full of semen.
"AAAAWWW Shit-feels so good to get some really good dick; where'd you find this fucking guy mom?" She reached up undoing her remaining ponytail letting her garish pink tresses fall to her shoulders.
"He knows Brian and came over to bring back his I.D.-you uh; can figure out the rest." She sighed at the memory of being taken and dominated sexually for the first time in her life filing warm all over. She'd done her best to lap up the milky residue left behind on her sore body finding it oddly tasty and somewhat habit forming.
"I'm sorry for being such a cunt to you all these years mom; think we could work it out?" Unknown to the broken, turned out housewife; after Dexter screwed her to the point of exhaustion he'd proceeded to relieve himself on the floor of her son's bedroom while continuing a rolling argument with her step-daughter until she'd finally become so hot and bothered that she stripped off her jean miniskirt and begun fellating him like her life depended on it. Rachel cared little that he'd been having sex with her step-mother for over an hour before she'd arrived expertly cleaning his thick pulsing member until she'd been awarded with a nearly sustained stream of his jizz that completely covered her face. She hadn't been even been given a chance to react to the devastating facial before she'd been pushed on her back and nailed to the mattress beside her unconscious mother. She'd experienced a mind blowing orgasm in less than five minutes that made her sob uncontrollably and sent tremors throughout her athletic figure making her toes curl. Afterwards he'd asked her to make him a sandwich falling for the trick and finding herself bent over the kitchen table unknowingly in the same spot as Janice Lewis. Dexter worked her small box hard making her admit how wet she was upon catching him with her mother and reducing her to a slobbering mess.
"M-MY NAME IS AAAAAWWWW FUCK-MY NAME IS FUH-FUH-FUUUUCK...AAAAWWW SHIT!! MY NAME IS RACHEL LEWIS AND I AM A FUH-FUCKING ENTITLED CUNT!! OOOOOWWW SHIT, I'M FUH-FUCKING GONNA CUM ON THIS BIG FUUH-FUCKING COCK!!" He'd pulled out his phone and made her film a sex fueled confession as he continually bottomed out in her poop shoot. He was a man on a mission to completely defile this family's women and wished he could rail their grandmother too. He never gave either woman a thought as he exacted his vengeance for the hurt and pain of knowing that he'd never have Agnes Newton in his corner again. He'd never know what could have been and would always be tormented by the image of Brian Lewis doing Agnes in the worst way.
"Dexter, can I have some more?" Ms. Lewis was willing to beg if it meant having more mind boggling sex with this improbable stud. He pulled out and pushed the woman on the linoleum floor straddling her chest. She pushed her pendulous breasts around his cock as Rachel drooled saliva onto his cock and caressed the top of his penis with her index finger.
"You gonna fuck my mom's titties?" Both women stunk of sweat and sex and were willing to keep up the romp for as long as he was able to continue, but he was at the end of his rope. Janice's soft pliant tits felt good on his member and he rolled her hard nipples while Rachel wantonly made out with him and alternately ran her tongue on top of her mother's cleavage taking him into her mouth creating a vibrant new sensation. Things got even more heated when the women began making out with one another.
"OOOOOOHHHHHH FUUUCK, CUMMING!!" A thick rope of cum created a vertical stripe right up the middle of Janice Lewis face. Three others joined it as she gasped from exertion and her joints seized up.
"Oh fuck, you look so fucking pretty like that mom." Rachel leaned in over her step mother and began lapping the milky glaze from her features and making out with her. Both women had reached euphoria and were lost in each other's embrace. He took it all in feeling a tinge of revulsion at what he had done and snatched his phone from the kitchen floor. He looked around the house at his handiwork noting that it looked like a mini-tornado had rampaged through Brian Lewis's house.
"Fuck; what have I done?" Poindexter Snodgrass felt like a piece of shit as he surveyed his handiwork and felt like he was coming out of some sort of a haze. Everything was becoming a little clearer as a sort of fog lifted from his mind.
"What haven't you done dick boy; you've single handedly reunited me with my step daughter and I can't thank you enough." Ms. Lewis remained on the floor with her daughter partially draped over her body working on his spunk with the flat of her tongue. Rachel had three fingers inside the housewife's reddened snatch and despite himself, he felt a further stirring in his loins.
"This wasn't supposed to happen; I-I mean not like this." Both women froze in their tracks turning their attention towards him.
"You mean there's a BETTER WAY to FUCK somebody's BRAINS OUT?!!" They both said in unison no doubt pondering his words as he dressed. It was weird seeing the two women function in concert with one another seeming to discover some new layer once hidden inn their subconscious; a magnetic attraction that both would eagerly explore on later occasions. Rachel would happily take the blame for destroying her brother's room and blame it on drugs. Janice would allow the girl to move back home for sexual convenience as her step-daughter would become her new best friend.
"Uh, I'm going now." There was an emptiness that assailed his senses, this forlorn grey area of emotion that engulfed his psyche.
"What about us; will we see you again?" There were over anxious looks in each of the women's eyes that he know recognized. He knew he'd have to leave at this point or they might never let him go remembering his time with Tiffany St. Claire.
"Uh, I'll call you." He quickly let himself out hitting the streets as a swell of emotion washed over him...or was it regret? He walked two blocks before collapsing and vomiting on the sidewalk.
...To Be Continued.
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I'd been feeling rather surly and a little sick as I sat in the cafeteria early in the morning before my classes were to begin. Bummed and ill at ease since I'd decided to invade the home of my hated enemy Brian Lewis and use my gift to have my way with his mother and later his college age sister. It had struck me that it wasn't Brian's fault Agnes wasn't talking to me and he appeared to be acting on a long standing crush. If only Agnes hadn't told me that they'd been together; I don't know that I would have taken things to such an extreme level. The image of Ms. Lewis helplessly bouncing on my cock inundated my mind along with memories of the animalistic manner in which her daughter Rachel was taken on their kitchen table. Both of the women had begged for more afterwards but the gravity of the situation had taken effect causing me to bolt from the modest home.
"Can we talk Dexter?" My heart nearly leapt from my throat as I looked up to see Agnes standing on the opposite side of the lunch room table.
"Haven't we talked enough Ms. Newton?" I couldn't stomach speaking her name much less looking her in the face. I was afraid I'd see Brian banging her in my mind's eye.
"Oh it's Ms. Newton now?"
"Yeah what do you want?" I really wasn't in the mood to trade words with her and it was apparent from my demeanor. I honestly didn't want to be around her because she instantly reminded me of what I'd done the day prior.
"Well I wanted to apologize for what I said to you the other day but it looks like you've still got a lot of asshole left in you." She started to storm off and I wanted her to keep walking forever but my ego got the better of me.
"Well you would know all about that wouldn't you Ms. Newton!" She froze in her tracks and turned an arched eyebrow in my direction.
"Well since you want to go "THERE" with me MR. SNOD-GRASS; my BOYFRIEND loves EVERYTHING about me-ASSHOLE INCLUDED!!" I was surprised not expecting such a vulgar exchange to emerge from her mouth. Agnes always made it a point to be in control of herself and took mental stock of everything she did caring a bit too much about appearances and the like.
"Have a nice day AG-NES!!" I was at a lost for words as she stomped off holding her books to her chest and felt a sliver of panic as my former friend met a very irate looking Brian at the cafeteria doors. In moments they were fiercely making out. I couldn't deny my own jealousy and secretly wondered if I was attracted to her because someone else had shown interest. My earlier adventures with Kelsey and Tiffany had sort of sprung out of the situation and kind of overwhelmed me but I couldn't deny my culpability with Nurse Kim, Rachel, Ms. Holland, Ms. Lewis and others. It had been undeniably wrong but felt so right when I was caught up in the moment with the moral consequence rearing its ugly head the instant I'd climaxed.
"Hey Dexter how's it going?" I was lost in thought and hadn't noticed Tiffany St. Claire approach.
"What in the hell are you wearing?" Tiffany was wearing a large pair of nerdy glasses that I recognized as the same brand Agnes wore. She was wearing a white long sleeved shirt along with a plaid suspendered miniskirt, knee highs and Maryjane's on her feet. Tiffany looked like she wearing some kind of nerdy girl cosplay and a few student spectators were laughing figuring she was ribbing me.
"Nice huh, I just thought I'd change my look a little bit Dex; you like this don't you?" The tall redhead looked a little apprehensive as she waited for my answer.
"What are you doing Tiffany; are you making fun of me?" She quickly snatched the glasses off looking worried.
"NO; I-know you like smart types; I uh just wanted to be more appealing to you. Believe me you're the last person I'd make fun of baby; It's just that you make me feel so fucking good Dex." One of her hands was constantly squeezing my thigh and moving upward as she babbled. In all the time I'd known of Tiffany St. Claire I'd never known her to be so needy and it was a little off putting.
"Are you making fun of Agnes?"
"Of course not baby, she's your best friend and well-I respect that non-sexual relationship although it's fucking weird as fuck." I didn't believe one word of the shit that was falling out of her mouth but I didn't feel like raking her over the coals because after arguing with Agnes I needed a little positive reinforcement. I kneaded one of her thick thighs giving her an accepting easy smile that had her freckled cheeks flushed crimson in seconds.
"Uhm, can I walk to class with you Dexter?" I didn't want to talk anymore and considered taking her somewhere and fucking her brains out on general principal alone. When it was all said and done Tiffany St. Claire was definitely a bucket moment in my short sex life. Her style was so much different than Kelsey's being more about catering to her partner than anything else. She seemed to know when to be dominant and the right moment to surrender herself whole. Her BFF and I use that term loosely was all about taking control and over powering her lovers. I wondered if I was forced to choose between the two girls which would be best. Why even have to take one when I could have anyone I chose and what of Agnes? What kind of lover was she and what made her lab partner so enamored of her less than stellar social persona?
"Why don't you just suck my dick?" She looked around to see if anyone heard what I said to her and scooted in close removing the silly looking glasses from her face and whispered in my ear while palming my crotch.
"Please don't make me suck your big fat cock in front of everybody in this cafeteria daddy." She was using that childish voice I'd become familiar with during the nearly twelve hour romp with her and Kelsey days prior. There was just something about her that made me want to screw her silly and I ran a finger or two along her panty covered slit finding the cloth damp to the touch.
"Oh you won't do it here in front of all your friends?"
"I'd uh, I don't have a problem with sucking on you-But don't you want to go someplace a little more private?" She looked uneasy with what I'd been suggesting and fidgeted around in her seat.
"So you really won't do it right here like I asked you?" Tiffany was twisting in the wind and I was power tripping to the max as she nervously began to draw my zipper down until I stopped her.
"I'm just fucking with you bitch; I'm gonna walk over to our spot and you can suck dick until jizz is coming out of your fucking ears alright?"
"Our spot?" She looked befuddled as I got up and walked away with my hands in my pockets and slightly tented jeans.
"Think about it." I was halfway across the cafeteria by the time she figured out that I was referring to the abandoned stairwell where she'd been for lack of a better word-"converted." My cock was already out as she half-ran down the stairs nearly losing her footing and quickly deep throated me. Tiffany pursed her plump lips hard on my shaft as I rhythmically took her mouth burying my member deep. She twirled and used her tongue making love to my cock in a sloppy display that was too much for me after a good twenty minutes.
"OOOOHHHHH FUCK; GET READY FOR SOME FUCKING COCK!!" I was perspiring heavily and precum was continuously running from the head of my sex as placed her hands against the wall and pushed her juicy tight ass in my direction. Tiffany's round ass was covered in a pair of jockey brand panties that had a smiley face on the back and I just about lost it as I stared at the bottoms of her cheeks sticking out. I roughly yanked at her underwear tearing it half off and frightening her before my pulsing cock found a home in her dripping snatch.
"CUMMING DAAAAADDY!!" It had taken five strokes to elicit a response from the over-sexed cheerleader and she tightened up harder than I ever felt before as I locked my fingers around her narrow waist. She shuddered and bucked as I held her tight while she came for nearly five minutes. Her face had become a mess with a nasty web of drool running from her mouth. Tiffany's nose was reddened and wet as she hung limply supported by my efforts.
"UUURGGGH; UH FUCK ...you make me feel SOOOOO FUCKING GOOOOOD!!" She had started sobbing and I just stared back with a straight face betraying no hint of emotion. She hung limply bent at the waist as I fucked her steadily until I felt a tightening sensation that was almost painful and a familiar fire in my loins.
"Tiffany rub that big ass on my cock and make me cum slut." I drew my vein covered member from her gaped snatch and began rubbing it in the crack of her ass. She began dutifully rubbing her glistening cheeks up and down in a twerking motion until I exploded a thick wad of cum across her juicy butt hard tan lines and all. I immediately stuffed my cock back into her mouth and she sucked me dry while twirling her hand at the base of my cock until she got more jolts of my stringy semen. I'd been holding Tiffany by her red mane of hair and let her fall to the dirty tiled floor under the stairwell. She was breathing hard and smiling before startling me with a candid observation.
"Why won't you fuck her?"
"What?" She was busy lapping up what was left of my cum and diddling herself before noticing that I was actually paying attention.
"You know-that Agnes bitch; why don't you just fuck the shit out of her?" I really hadn't given it any thought in that manner. I'd been thinking of how we'd fallen out and initially trying to fix things between us when she dropped that bombshell about being aware of the Androstenone-X. She'd thrown all of my illicit trysts up in my face basically calling me a monster and I'd lived up to her words.
"All I'm saying is that it would make things easier; you keep talking about her like she's the shit or something Dex. I mean look at me for heaven's sake; I'm not chopped liver or nothing am I?" I took a good look at Tiffany weakly adjusting her clothing and reeking of sex.
"I don't think about her like that."
"Why not Dexter; wouldn't it be simple to just give her some of that awesome dick she's just begging for huh? I mean I've never seen such an uptight cunt in my life and all that dumb shit with that Brian guy!!" The stacked redhead was busy adjusting her large breasts back into her brassiere.
"You don't think their relationship is real?"
"Are you serious man, she's just using him to make you jealous; can't you see that?" Her words were biting, stinging of plausibility as I helped her to her feet and gave her a kiss before running off to gym class.
"SEE YOU IN LAB-DADDY!!" Tiffany stood there scratching her head as I hit the exit. I had an extra burst of energy as I ran across the school parking lot in a hurry to get to finish my next class so that I could see Agnes and judge for myself whether Tiffany's words were true or not.
*****
My mind was afloat in possibilities as I tossed my backpack in a vacant gym locker and fished out my sweats. I really hadn't figured that Agnes was simply trying to get my goat by dating Brian Lewis and things were starting to look clearer as I stripped down for gym. Ever since I'd been changed things had been shit for my best friend and potential (At the time.) love interest. Agnes' out of character candor and tasteless remark about Brian "loving her ass" made everything all the more plausible. Knowing Agnes the way I did I figured she'd lied about sleeping with fucking Brian Lewis just to piss me off.
"Man she's got the tightest pussy I've ever had and she can really work her hips. I mean the whole CFNM thing is kind of weird but the girl can really fuck."
"But she won't let you look at the goods or at least squeeze a tit; sounds a little shitty to me bro." Two guys were talking up some girl in an adjacent aisle and their inane banter caught my attention.
"Yeah but she kind of grows on you after a while and I admit that I was just trying to use her to do all my homework but her head game is fucking solid. Greg I wish you could see the intense way she sucks a dick bro; fucking tongue bath nuts and all. Fuck, Agnes even licked my dirty corn-hole dude."
"Gotta love the dorky chicks bro!" Both of the unseen guys started cracking up as I realized my rival was on the other side of the lockers talking about my friend.
"So when's the wedding?"
"Don't be a fucking douche Greg; besides you know I ain't buying any cow that won't get fucking naked bro!!" There was a third guy in the aisle as well and I figured Brian was talking with some of his buddies on the Lacrosse team.
"Yeah well if you were ever lucky enough to fuck Agnes Newton, you'd be saying the exact same shit I'm sprouting off about the girl." Some of the other students were filing into the locker room making noise and it was hard for me to hear what those assholes were talking about.
"Well I've seen her ass and it's infinitely fuckable; that shit bounces real nice when I'm tapping that."
"She got that Bootyliscious butt." Sounded like some black guy and I momentarily considered making myself known and pushing my fist into his face but my more rationale side prevailed keeping me safe from bodily harm. Even as they talked my mind observed Agnes taking stock of her unassuming appearance wrapped in so many layers of clothing with plain unremarkable features hidden behind thick, nerdy glasses. I found myself comparing her to Kelsey Taylor and Tiffany St. Claire women who were at the absolute peak of their beauty and sexuality. Girls that men fought and died over who were most likely destined to become models and trophy wives. I was pretty sure that Kelsey could have a stellar career as a porn star if she went that route remembering how she'd sexually dominated Tiffany and our vice principal during two torrid threesomes.
"HEY THAT'S MY GIRL YOU'RE TALKING ABOUT MISTER!!" Brian suddenly blurted out and from the next few moments of silence it seemed as if he might come to blows over Agnes's honor. All of the guys burst into laughter seconds later and I could hear them making up.
"Damn bro, that's got to be some prime stank if you're ready to throw it down like that!"
"Man shut your mouth; I really like this girl alright?!!" More laughter followed along with the sounds of some horseplay as I bristled in silence. My heart sank as I realized how stupid it had been to listen to the ditz that was Tiffany St. Claire. My more reckless side demanded satisfaction as I flipped out my phone and looked up the number I'd received from Rachel Lewis after bottoming out in her "corn-hole" for over an hour. Seconds later Brain's phone could be heard ringing in the next aisle as he received a present from me.
"Hold up guys somebody's calling me; looks like a snap chat."
"M-MY NAME IS AAAAAWWWW FUCK-MY NAME IS FUH-FUH-FUUUCK...AAAWWW SHIT!! MY NAME IS RACHEL LEWIS AND I AM A FUH-FUCKING ENTITLED CUNT!!" Brian was treated to a video of me railing the living hell out of his older sister and he didn't have time to hide it as his friends presumably crowded around to see my cinematic masterpiece.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?!!" He sounded mortified and I would have considered my mission done if he hadn't pissed me off so much. Sounds of scuffling followed as his teammates presumably tried to take the phone for further study. One of the gym teachers eventually came in and broke up the horseplay lecturing the jocks as I casually walked past catching Brian's eye long enough to shoot him a knowing wink. The confused look on his face was worth the price of admission alone as I headed out onto the gym floor and stood on my attendance number. I stood sort of in the last row obscured in view from the main floor and found myself looking at the back of some of my classmates. My eyes eventually rested on a pair of delectable looking cheeks covered in the navy blue of our school colors. I'd never really paid much attention to the girl due to my infatuation with Kelsey but always found her heart shaped butt cock inspiring.
Her name was Savanah and she was a flag girl; the only decent looking teen on that squad which was full of the big and large variety. I didn't mind a generous helping of junk in the trunk but some of those females had geometric shapes that were unflattering to say the least. Savanah had light brown hair that she kept in a kind of feathered, seventies inspired look and her body told the tale of her status as a track star and athlete. It was funny but her torso seemed somewhat truncated and smaller than normal in comparison to her huge, muscular legs. Some of the jocks teased her about this and made horse sounds whenever she walked by. Savanah was also teased about her rather abnormal looking heart shaped butt which got a number of disparaging comments from her female peers but the slightly flighty girl took everything in stride and marched to the beat of her own drum. It was almost like Savanah could hear me thinking as she turned looking directly at me with a slight smile reading on her soft features.
"Hello there." In spite of all my recent successes with the opposite sex I still felt anxious under her gaze as the rest of the class ran out onto the gym floor. She bounced from foot to foot looking as nervous as I felt before she closed the distance between us and extended her hand.
"Hi there uh, Poindexter right?" She shook my hand profusely and giggled nervously while my eyes darted between her round face and her wide hips.
"Yeah, nice to meet you too Savanah." Her boobs were bouncing in a manner that told me she was currently braless and I started to feel a tingling below the belt.
"So you know my name already, I'm flattered." She just giggled more and seemed reluctant to let go of my hand.
"Oh come on Poindexter; everybody knows about you-uh everybody knows you." She caught herself in a slip of the tongue as she liberally squeezed my bicep and rubbed my shoulder. I reached out attempting to grab her hand but she pulled away giggling even more like some sort of tickled child.
"What does everybody know about me?" I mimicked her playful tone as she doubled over laughing even more to the point of annoyance. I walked towards her and she took a step back for every step made in her direction until she was against the wall at the end of the bleachers.
"Everybody's been talking about you and Kelsey; saying these things about how you turned her out." My eyes were trained on her bouncing tits and I was determined to get at least one hand on that big butt of hers.
"What else have they been saying Savanah?"
"Well uh, the girls have been talking about how big your "thing" is and saying that you must be some kind of animal to turn her onto "geek meat" oops; sorry Poindexter." Her behavior was decidedly childish and was slightly taxing to deal with. I almost felt like I was interrogating the antsy girl figuring that her laughter and demeanor were a defense mechanism. I pulled back a little to make her feel comfortable and feigned disinterest looking out onto the gym floor.
"Do you believe everything you hear?"
"Sometimes and a lot of people have been saying that you even fucked the vice principal too. Now I KNOW that's a LIE because who'd fuck that old battle axe?" She seemed to relax a bit more as I slowly regarded her curvy frame.
"So what's your interest in who I've fucked?" She was caught off guard when I turned the conversation back in her direction.
"I'm not uh-INTERESTED in that stuff; I'm born again Poindexter!!" That statement answered the question why Savanah didn't date too regularly and I chuckled remembering seeing this brother named Derrick (A black guy) hanging around her until he'd gotten frustrated and hooked up with some rail thin Goth chick as a rebound. That guy's pride kept him from admitting that he'd struck out and now Savanah was standing here in front of me trying to find out why I was the buzz around school.



"Pardon the expression but I've got to be honest and call bullshit."
"Excuse me?"
"I'm talking about all this "born again" crap when you're over here trying to work yourself into asking for a look at my cock. Don't you think its suspect that we've never talked before today and all I'm hearing from you is how I fucked this girl and that girl; how I even turned the vice principal into my bitch. Can't you be honest about what you're looking for even once Savanah?" My stern words caught her by surprise and she took a few steps back.
"Well I uh; don't know if talking to you was such a good idea after all. Have a nice day Poindexter." She was going to walk away flustered but I snagged her wrist and pulled her into my body. She struggled a bit trying to snatch her arm back until I let it go seconds later.
"Look I'm sorry but I kind of like to speak my mind and you seemed like a nice person. Don't go away mad before you learn my secret Savanah." I maneuvered her back up against the wall away from general view of the teachers and students inside the gym. We were standing at the far end of the bleachers.
"What secret?" I motioned towards my tented gym shorts and she gasped in protest pushing her palms against my chest in an effort to run off.
"Come on Savanah don't be that way because we both know you want to take a peek at what's inside. Look baby all I'm saying is take a little peek and if you like what's down there meet me in the equipment room in five minutes. It's just a little itty bitty peek Savanah, no harm no foul baby." I smiled a snake's smile as she pondered my words.
"Well uh, don't get any funny ideas Poindexter."
"Call me Dexter." She carefully hooked her pointer finger into the helm of my slightly oversized gym shorts drawing the material out towards her body and took a look at my thick pulsing cock which was nearly touching my hip in length alone.
"Good lord, that's the devil's penis." She let the material of my shorts go like she'd been burned by a white hot flame and backed away looking into my face like she'd seen a monster. In a few steps she'd turned and ran off the gym floor as I watched and approved of the way her butt cheeks were exposed by the slightest movement of her thick legs. I adjusted myself laughing and turned my attention back towards the gym floor catching sight of Brian Lewis.
Agnes's boyfriend was talking on his cell and obviously arguing with someone on the other end of the line which was probably his older sister Rachel. I climbed up on the bleachers and enjoyed the show for a few minutes before sending him another "gift." He stopped arguing to check his messages grimacing at the video of his prized little league trophies being urinated on by me between sex sessions at his house the other day. He appeared to be truly mortified at what was on the screen sitting down and rubbing his head profusely. Some of his friends noticed and attempted to question him about it before he stormed out of the gym in a visible rage. I checked the time on my phone before climbing off of the bleachers and casually walking over to the equipment room making sure no one was watching as I turned the handle.
"Will wonders never cease?" I found Savanah sitting on an upturned wastebasket with a bewildered look on her face. I chuckled at the fact that her posture made it look like she was sitting on the toilet as I put a finger to my lips for her to be silent. It took all of a minute for her to gingerly pull my shorts down freeing my cock which sprung up hitting her in the chin and making her recoil in fear. She calmed down a bit as I rubbed her chubby cheek while sticking a thumb into her mouth for her to suck on. Savanah handled my thumb with some enthusiasm and transitioned nicely to my thick cock. She could only take a third of it into her mouth without coughing and gagging so I settled allowing her to work in her comfort zone. I only fucked her mouth for a few minutes before going after my goal.
"Let me see it Savanah." She looked up at me with her mouth stuffed and I made a twirling gesture with my finger motioning for her to stand up and turn around. Savanah was sweating and her flushed countenance told me that she was mine for the plundering. I found myself staring at her back looking down at the wide expanse of material that it took to cover her big heart shaped butt. Her gym shorts fit like a second skin with the very bottoms of her cheeks peeking out at me. I groaned as she hooked her thumbs into her bottoms and drew those overworked shorts down exposing her juicy ass to me. Savanah's posture and the manner in which she bent perfectly at the waist in a nearly ninety degree angle had my cock throbbing. My fingers sunk into her soft fleshy thighs playfully mashing the thick globes together and pushing them far apart with my greedy fingers exposing her plush lower lips. I pried them apart noticing the moisture and musk emanating from her cunt.
"OOOOOOWWWW IT HUUURTS!!" I could contain myself no longer pushing into her tight snatch until I bottomed out quicker than I would have liked. Even though only two thirds of my member could fit into her box I was undeterred as I began fucking her with measured strokes. Savanah only took six strokes before she seized up and came on my cock with a loud gasp. I cupped a hand over her mouth lest some student passing by the equipment room would be alerted by her sensual mutterings. I reached under her t-shirt to find an uncovered tit and squeezed lustily rolling the stubby nipple while her big ass cheeks bounced hard on my pelvis. She had no choice but to place her hands on the dingy lime green brick wall to balance herself while I did my absolute best to utterly impale her tight cunt. I eventually yanked the shirt off of her body to be pleasantly surprised by a set of perky baseball sized tits. The equipment room became steaming hot in short order with the musk of our union as I pulled out and exploded five thick ropes of cum across her reddened butt.
"I-I uh don't know...it hurt a whole lot but it felt kind of good." She was leaning forward with one hand on the dirty wall while she ran her free hand through the thick milky glaze on her backside. She'd lapped it up in moments and slid down onto the floor with her legs spread wide apart examining her abused cunt.
"I-I was a virgin." Her words were true as I noticed a crimson coat on the surface of my penis. I quickly pulled my shorts up and considered bolting from the equipment room so that I didn't have to address the elephant in the room.
"Yeah, you were baby." I just leaned against the wall silent while she carefully pulled her pants up and walked by me exiting the equipment room without another word. A week later Savanah would make up with Derrick closing the deal with him finally in dramatic fashion. Unfortunately she'd be four months pregnant at the time of her graduation. Derrick for your information wasn't the father and before you go there neither was I. He wouldn't stick around, but Savanah would still manage to complete college while raising her baby girl.
*****
Mr. Finkle shot me a look as I filed into class and I noticed a couple of the female students looking at me with a strange curious expression. I took my seat noticing in silent joy that "Brian Lewis was still reeling from the videos I'd sent him and I decided then and there that I'd have a little more fun with him before the day was over. No sooner than I took my seat Kelsey walked into the classroom wearing an over-sized long sleeved man's business shirt and a pair of cowboy boots. I had to give it to the beautiful blonde for having the ability to turn any rag into high fashion around the high school. She rubbed my thigh as she slid into her seat beside me with a warm smile.
"Before I begin class, I'd like Kelsey Taylor to stand and switch places with Tiffany St. Claire." If looks could kill the nerdy science teacher would have been stone dead on the spot.
"What; why Mr. Finkle?"
"I need to get control of this class and you've been causing too much trouble as of late Kelsey; Tiffany shouldn't have a problem sitting next to Dexter right?" I looked over my shoulder to see the lovely redhead barely stifling a wide grin.
"NO SIR MR. FINKLE SIR!!" She quickly stood and gathered her things approaching Kelsey who remained seated. The girls shot death glares at each other and no one in the class knew what would happen next. Agnes was busy staring at the side of Brian's head as he continued looking at his phone. She quickly shot me an evil look of her own as she took his arm finally getting his attention and a kiss.
"Now Kelsey you HEARD what Mr. Finkle said so that means you should probably get out of my fucking seat." Tiffany's voice carried a hint of the jealous aggression she'd been dealing with for days now. Kelsey remained silent as she took her time gathering her things before standing face to face with her former best friend.
"We'll talk about this later; that's a promise." There was some low rumbling ambient noise in the class as Mr. Finkle silenced the other students with a wave of his hand. I looked over at a beaming Tiffany feeling irritated by her apparent machinations and turned to give Kelsey a half smile making the blonde blush and look away.
"Dexter can you help me with this problem?" Tiffany grabbed my arm pointing at the interior of our mutual text book. I followed her pointing finger to the problem in question finding the equation somewhat challenging. I stared at the page for a few more moments before looking up into Tiffany's green eyes confused. My vision blurred a bit and I blinked profusely as my head throbbed.
"Hey, are you okay baby?"
"Yeah, I'm fine alright?" I shook it off taking a look back at the page as things came into focus. The answer finally dawned on me and I gave Tiffany her token answer. She actually clapped telling me that I was so smart and sexy earning an audible groan from the rest of the class. I really wasn't used to having my ass kissed in this manner and was concerned about my problem with what was basically a simple science problem.
"Tiffany we know you're fired up about science, but I'm going to need you to focus on the study plan for Friday's quiz." Mr. Finkle walked over to the dry erase board and began writing out an equation.
"I'm surprised she could learn anything with her face up Dexter's ass." Kelsey's snark was on point earning a few muffled laughs from a section of appreciative classmates.
"Hate and blatant jealousy can prematurely age you Kelsey; oops too late biatch. Better make that Botox appointment stat before those creases in your forehead get even deeper!" There was more laughter as the girls ramped up their rivalry.
"Somebody needs a fucking overdose of Midol but I'm not pointing fingers girlfriend; maybe you should stock up on Vagisil while you're at the drug store Tiff. Lord knows I can smell your nasty fire crotch even from back here." The class bust up into uproarious laughter until Mr. Finkle dropped a thick text book on the desk to silence everyone. He turned his attention back to the board and began writing out half of an equation before pointing his marker at Kelsey.
2 HCl + 2 Na →
"You know something Ms. Taylor, I like to laugh too; so I'm going to make you a deal. You solve the simple equation or go to Ms. Holland's office with my blessing." He'd had about enough of the blonde disturbance in his class room deciding to embarrass her by making her reveal how stupid she was to her peers.
"Uh Tiffany was talking too Mr. Finkle; this isn't fair." She looked like a deer caught in the headlights when she realized that her intelligence was being questioned.
"So you're admitting that you don't understand the "simple equation" written on the board here?"
"I'm not saying that Mr. Finkle, I'm saying that Tiffany should have to answer a question too." He had no intention of putting the stacked redhead on the spot. Unknown to Kelsey he'd received at least two mind numbing blowjobs from the obsessed cheerleader and had become somewhat addicted to her attentions whatever the reason.
"Well I'm the teacher and I make the rules here Kelsey; so either you come up here and finish the rest of this equation or you pack your things up and march on down to the principal's office." She almost looked as if she would cry as she slowly stood and walked the condemned walk of a death row inmate to the dry erase board.
"Good luck Ms. Taylor." He felt a pang of guilt as she hesitantly took the felt tip marker from him and stared at the white board for over five minutes appearing to zone out. Her big expressive blue eyes widened and narrowed for several seconds while a majority of the students mumbled about her chances.
"Stupid bitch." Tiffany's loud comment made her eyes water a bit as she pushed the marker against the sterile white surface of the dry erase board.
"ANY TIME NOW MS. TAYLOR!" She jumped at the harsh sound of his voice dropping the marker on the floor and quickly stooping down to retrieve it as the class burst into uproarious laughter.
2 HCl + 2 Na → 2 NaCl + H2
The answer just seemed to pop right into her head as she closed her eyes and scribbled the first thing that came into her mind sure that she was on her way to Ms. Holland's office not that it would be much of a problem considering that she and Dexter now owned the desperate mature. Kelsey hated being considered stupid and had earnestly did her best to study and stay on top of her grades. The problem was the demands of being one of the beautiful people, one of the most popular students on campus. Sometimes she had pretended to be just a little bit dumber than she actually was and after a while the fiction had become the truth. But Kelsey Taylor had never had the aptitude for science and it was a persistent Achilles heel for the former cheerleader. It was literally a foreign language to her and she worried that she wouldn't be able to pass Mr. Finkle's class without cheating.
"Who told you the answer?" He stammered clearly shocked that she had correctly written in the rest of the equation.
"What?" She opened her eyes looking around at the surprised faces on her peers before it dawned on her that she'd accurately figured out the answer.
"Dexter?!!"
"I didn't say or do anything sir." Kelsey looked as shocked as anyone as the science teacher turned to her in another attempt to catch her in some wrong doing.
"Alright Kelsey if you didn't somehow cheat, tell me the literal meaning of the equation on the board." She shivered a little bit feeling threatened by his aggressive stance as she screwed her eyes shut thinking as hard as she could.
"I WANT THE ANSWER YOUNG LADY-NOW!!"
"Uhm, the answer is...I-uh think the answer is that equation thingy is the reaction of uhm, hydrochloric acid with ah, sodium?" She was visibly nervous as she rocked back and forth on the heels of her feet.
"HOW IN THE HELL DID YOU KNOW THAT?!!" He stammered as his world became just a bit more bizarre.
"Well if you don't know that Mr. Finkle; then I guess you're not as good of a teacher as you think you are." She was insulted that he apparently thought of her as some idiot who had the misfortune of being seated in his holier-than-thou class for thirty minutes a day throughout the week. The class exploded into laughter as she walked to her desk and gathered her belongings heading for the door.
"And just where are you going Kelsey?" He was scratching his head in confusion at how his little ploy to embarrass her had been turned on its head.
"I'm going to the principal's office anyway because Ms. Holland should know just how stupid you think I really am." There was a tinge of hurt in her voice as she stomped out of the class followed by a slow arching smile across her beautiful face.
*****
Ms. Holland was talking to the school superintendent about some budgeting problems when she noticed a certain hot blonde entering her office. Her mouth ran a little dry as she licked her lips while watching Kelsey Taylor sit her denim backpack on the floor and take a familiar seat. She put a single finger to her lips as she undid the buttons on the bottom of the long sleeved shirt she was wearing as a dress revealing a skimpy pair of Hello Kitty panties.
"Keep talking bitch." Kelsey whispered to the vice principal as she pulled the cotton material to the side exposing her clean shaven snatch. The mature educator formerly known for her stern demeanor flushed crimson at the sight of the student licking her fingers and rubbing the puffy lips of her sex. Rebecca Holland thought constantly about the threesome she'd engaged in with two of her students and it kept her up at night masturbating until she passed out from exhaustion.
"Yes sir I understand times are tough and the shaky economy effects our budget but we really need those afterschool programs!! Uhm, well I'm just saying that perhaps you could give us a bit of consideration regarding these budget cuts." She had started to sweat as her own neglected sex became sopping wet as Kelsey put on a private sex show for the principal. The athletic blonde used her fingers to pry her delicate flower open while her she caressed her button.
"Uh, uhm sir-I -uh beg to differ on that point...OF COURSE I'M LISTENING TO YOU!!" Kelsey worked herself into a frenzy leaning forward on the damp bottom of the wooden seat as the odor from her sex filled the office. Rebecca stammered a bit as she watched her teen mistress undo the rest of the buttons on the shirt revealing a translucent nylon brassiere. Her luscious breasts sat majestically on her chest visible to the naked eye and her nipples were erect. The matures fingers rubbed her crotch through her skirt and she longed to hang up on her superior who was going through some long winded explanation about why he couldn't give her the budget she'd requested.
"My pussy is so fucking wet Ms. Holland and you're gonna eat me." She was initiating an encounter on her own and it felt good to be in control. Kelsey had a natural mean streak and an alpha female aura that let her overcome and dominate most situations. Getting fucked by Poindexter Snodgrass a.k.a Dexter the Stud as he was jokingly becoming known around the school had been the first time someone else had caught her off guard. She had let herself be fucked nearly unconscious by the nerd and it puzzled and bewitched the young teen. She remembered him from earlier days as this irritating creeper that stayed in her shadow; remembered how he'd tried to get an up skirt of her underwear only to be caught and dealt with in humiliating fashion.
Things had changed drastically since then.
She stood up from the chair letting the shirt-dress fall to the floor and walked over to a woman over twenty years her senior planting her curvy rear in the principal's lap. Moments later she was giving the startled principal a lap dance while kneading her thighs. This only lasted five minutes before Kelsey sat on the desk facing the sweating woman and lightly snatched the phone from her hanging up on the superintendent.
"That was my boss." Rebecca offered wide eyed as she pulled Kelsey's panties free of her body.
"So what bitch." The teen's thin fingers grabbed a handful of the dirty blonde hair on the vice principal's head pulling her face first into her wet snatch. The vice principal went into auto pilot licking and sucking hard on the cute little clit of her young lover.
"OOOOHHHH Yeah Ms. Holland, you love my tight little hole don't you?" Kelsey groaned as the woman tried to answer humming into her narrow canal while she hooked her legs over Rebecca's shoulders. The mature's greedy fingers dug into the undersides of her fleshy thighs as she made a meal of Kelsey's snatch sucking and pulling on her meaty lower lips before penetrating as deep as she could go with her tongue.



"I fucking love it so much; I could eat you all day!" She finally muttered with the lower half of her face glistening with saliva and Kelsey's feminine moisture.
"Who told you to fucking talk?" Kelsey dug her fingers into Rebecca's scalp roughly yanking the middle aged woman's face back into her snatch and the principal responded by viciously twirling her tongue on the girl's engorged clit and brushing it with her teeth.
"OOOOHHH YEAH RIGHT THERE MS. HOLLAND; RIGHT THERE BITCH!! YOU'RE PUNISHING MY SWEET LITTLE BUTTON!!" Kelsey's head hit the desktop as she arched her back pushing her pelvis up into her afternoon lover's hungry mouth and finding her designated subordinate more than up to the challenge. The bucking girl bounced on the desk as three fingers pumped in and out of her snatch up to the knuckle until she could take no more. Rebecca found herself sucking Kelsey's essence off of her fingers and making out heavily.
"Oh my gawd."
Both of the women found themselves looking at Ms. Holland's student assistant Norma. The wide eyed Goth stood in the doorway and the frightened vice principal beat herself up internally for not making sure that the door was locked.
"UH NORMA THIS ISN'T REALLY WHAT IT LOOKS LIKE!!" She was sure that her career was over and already willing to bribe or pay off her assistant. Kelsey didn't seem bothered in the least leaning back on her elbows with a lazy smile. She been flustered as she walked out of the science class not sure why she'd even left but once her big blue eyes caught sight of her M.I.L.F conquest; Kelsey knew she had to have another go at the closeted submissive even if Dexter wasn't around to satisfy her.
"It looks like you're having an affair with Kelsey Taylor one of the head cheerleaders."
"Affair; we're just hooking up right bitch?" Rebecca burst into tears and buried her head into her desktop between the blonde's shapely legs.
"PLEASE DON'T TELL ANYBODY ABOUT THIS NORMA; I'LL DO ANYTHING PAY YOU ANYTHING TO KEEP THIS SECRET!!" The once stern vice principal had degenerated into a blubbering mess.
"Look I don't really give a fuck what you do but is this gonna be some sort of like, thing?" Kelsey cared little that she was basically reclined on a vice principal's desk in the buff. Her life had been altered after being taken to nirvana on the floor of the science lab some days ago and she found a new aspect to her sexual identity. She found that she loved giving sexual pleasure to others when the opportunity presented itself. Kelsey was definitely in her "element" and cared little what others thought of her.
"I don't speak "cheerleader" all too well but this is the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen." Kelsey had recognized a familiar look on the office assistant's pierced pretty face.
"I want some too." Kelsey got up on all fours facing the Goth student and crooked her finger beckoning her closer. Norma didn't really have many opportunities for satisfaction given the fact that she was currently closeted figuring correctly that her family wouldn't be able to deal with her orientation. Now she found herself moving robotically towards one of the hottest girls in her school and was seconds away from fulfilling a private fantasy. She'd always checked out the girls while they showered in the locker room making sure to remain discreet about it but watching Kelsey Taylor going through her paces at games with the rest of the cheerleading squad had routinely made her horny enough to play with herself even in public. She usually did so in the girl's bathroom or the back of the school library where she wouldn't be disturbed. Lately there had appeared to be something different about the smoldering blonde; something that made her seem even hotter and dare she admit...obtainable.
Norma had been curious days prior when Kelsey had been summoned to the principal's office for reason's unknown. Her panties had become soaked when she'd got a good look at the skimpy clothing barely covering her most intimate of places and she'd nearly begged the blonde to let her go down on her in the worst way. Apparently the uptight vice principal felt the same way and this had led up to her being caught in a compromising position.
"Kelsey, you're so fucking hot."
"Yeah I know." The casual way in which she took a compliment as if it was most natural thing in the world would normally irritated the insecure teen but the object of her affection appeared to have a way of dominating her space. Norma was more than willing to give up her will and independence to Kelsey nearly swooning as her cheek was cupped drawing her blissfully into a deep kiss with the popular blonde. She opened her mouth slightly when the other girl's tongue began tracing the crease where her thin lips met allowing her entrance. The purple haired teen had never been kissed sensually as Kelsey's tongue intertwined with her own making her even wetter than she was before and drawing her closer.
"I-I want to fuck you." She sheepishly admitted as her face flushed crimson and an errant hand softly kneaded one of the blonde's sloping breasts. Kelsey's and the other to women's labored breathing were the only ambient sound inside the office as the flustered teen began squeezing and nursing on one of Kelsey's perfect tits. In moments she was groping both breasts roughly and sucking her nipples enthusiastically. Kelsey gasped when she felt a few fingers enter her sex while a thumb rolled her clit. She found Rebecca Holland at her back already tracing a sticky wet line up her spine with her tongue.
"I want to fuck you too." The smoldering hot blonde found herself overwhelmed as Rebecca cupped the free breast kneading it hard while kissing the spot just behind her ear making her tingle all over. Norma marveled at the firm yet pliant nature of the perfect breasts in front of her as she made out with the head cheerleader almost believing herself asleep and dreaming of her perfect hookup. The nipples on her own pert B-Cups were painfully hard feeling inflamed and she was relieved when Kelsey palmed her small tit. She hated her tits because she was still able at eighteen years of age to fit comfortably into her training bra and had bitterly figured out that she wasn't getting any bigger in that department. Kelsey's D's were glistening with saliva and catching the light from the small window behind the principal's chair. The venetian blinds created a strange moiré pattern on the blonde's camera ready body. She felt a lustful surge travel through her body each time the skilled nimble fingers touched and tweaked her sensitive parts.
"Lick me bitch." Norma was more than happy to comply as she pried open Kelsey's sex with her thumbs and began hungrily lapping on her engorged clit to her heart's content. She loved the slightly salty yet somehow vaguely sweet scent that filled every corner of her mouth and hungered for more. She started to push her face into the blonde goddess's virtue lapping not only at her clit but also teasing the walls of her cunt making her squirm and gasp. Kelsey rhythmically kneaded her fingers through Norma's purple locks as Rebecca Holland sucked on her neck and continued mashing her breasts together. Middle aged and desperate nearly to the point of distraction, Rebecca had nearly cried out in joy when Kelsey walked in to her office looking for action. There was no hesitation on any one's part as the mature grabbed handfuls of her blonde locks and buried her tongue in the teen queen's hungry mouth while Norma did her best to lick the same girl dry.
"OOOOOOHHHH FUCK I'M CUMMING!!" Kelsey cried out as she was licked to hard pulsing orgasm while the vice principal muffled the rest of her cries with her own mouth. Rebecca reached down between Kelsey's long shapely legs and began fingering her hard eliciting multiple bursts of cum that drenched her student assistant's face. The intensity of the burst surprised Norma who stood up cupping her face with her hands and observing her own glistening palms while Rebecca practically pounced on Kelsey's snatch seeking her own reward. The sensations from the mature's probing tongue proved even more spine tingling as she sprawled out on her back knocking everything off of the vice principal's desk as her thighs were kneaded and pushed up to her chest.
"OOOHHHHH MY FUCKING GAAAAWD!!" Another orgasm rocked the blonde's athletic body forcing more of her liquid lust into the vice principal's mouth. She suddenly found some unexpected competition as her purple haired assistant's face came into view snaking her tongue across the barely there peach fuzz. Both women ended up making out over Kelsey's snatch and tearing at one another's clothing until Norma's skin tight black jeans had been pulled down mid-thigh exposing a tiny pair of prison striped Hot Topic panties which accentuated the shape of her tight bubble butt. The older woman didn't waste any time pulling her assistant's panties to the side and wantonly licking her unshaven snatch and finding a piercing down below. She actually dug her teeth into the plump little bottom making the girl cry out with lust before drawing the flimsy material down and penetrating her with two fingers. Norma began pushing back against the invading digits essentially fucking her herself into a frenzy as she continued servicing Kelsey.
"I can't believe this is fucking happening." Norma licked her way up from Kelsey's overworked snatch up her taunt abs through the deep valley between her luscious breasts to finally the blonde's lips. Rebecca followed while completely pulling the pants free of her assistant's body and prying her ass cheeks apart to lick the girl's brown-eye. She felt sexually voracious and couldn't figure why but it was the most action she'd gotten in months outside of the threesome she'd been coerced into with Kelsey and Dexter. The phone began ringing and Norma ever the dutiful assistant finally answered it.
"Principal Holland's office? No, superintendent I'm afraid she's uh, occupied for the rest of the day." He barely had time to respond before she hung up on him as she looked into the big expressive eyes of Kelsey and continued making out with her. Rebecca Holland former strict disciplinarian, career oriented and all around uptight cunt was stripping the clothing from her body in a frenzy.
"Ms. Holland I'd hate to ask for a favor but..." Kelsey was smiling with her pointer finger in-between her lips as she looked at both of the women.
*****
Tiffany was all over me so much so that I literally had to push her away at one point just to get a notebook out of my backpack. It seemed like Mr. Finkle was going out of his way to ignore every little thing she did and I began to wonder what was going on when I heard my name over the P.A. System. I didn't even wait for his permission as I casually got up and left the class room. As I walked down the hall I experienced a complete moment of clarity as I recalled how difficult it was for me to solve a simple equation that Tiffany had pointed out to me in out text book. What should have been child's play turned into a nearly ten minute struggle before I was able to recall the correct answer. I decided to placate myself by sending Brian Lewis another video. I wondered how he'd feel to see me railing his mom's fat butt while she was passed out in his bed. With his sister Rachel's help I'd been able to get some really good "porn movie" type angles. I sent the video with a happy smile and opened the door to the principal's office.
"Holy shit what in the heck is going on in here?!" I was treated to the sight of three women on all fours facing away from me and presenting me with a delectable view of their nude posteriors.
"Orgy." Kelsey glib one word response had me grinning from ear to ear as I walked over to have a better look at what was being offered. My eyes zeroed in on the peachy butt that was unfamiliar to me and I recognized Ms. Holland's assistant from one of my classes. Her apple of an ass was so pale it was nearly luminescent and she shot me an evil look when I poked it with my finger.
"Be cool bitch or you don't get to play." Kelsey warned as I shot her an incredulous look realizing what mischief she'd been up to in my absence. Tiffany had worked out some deal to be my lab partner in a bid to one up her chief rival and Kelsey being the "alpha female" that she had always been had instantly trumped her with a move of her own. Mr. Finkle was in complete control of his class but he answered to Ms. Holland. Norma settled down as the other two women worked my pants down mid-thigh and teamed up together in a sizzling double blow job with Kelsey twirling her tongue on the purplish head of my cock while Ms. Holland sucked on the thick shaft from one end to the other. Norma sat back on her haunches nude watching the proceedings with varied interest. It was all I could do to keep from screaming in pleasure as the women pulled out their best moves. Kelsey was up on her knees with her arms wrapped around one of my legs while Ms. Holland remained on all fours taking my heavy sack in her mouth.
"What about me Kelsey; I thought we were going to fuck?" The Goth looked crestfallen as Kelsey turned to her with a sneer.
"You want to fuck me but you won't even take care of my man; so you're dismissed alright?" Kelsey turned away from her completely ignoring her conquest and slid her lips back and forth on my member in a counter rhythm to what Ms. Holland was doing. I watched the purple haired girl's face break as she realized the price of admission and slowly moved closer on all fours.
"Okay I'll play nice Kelsey."
"I don't think so uh Norma is that right?" I still couldn't fathom even the hint of coercion and held a hand up stopping her from coming any closer.
"I'll do it; I'll suck on your cock too if it means getting some more of her." She nodded towards Kelsey who failed to regard her presence snatching my cock away from Ms. Holland and completely sheathing me in her throat.
"You don't really want to be with me and I don't like playing second fiddle." I couldn't help but think back to all of the lonely nights I'd spent watching internet porn and damn near giving myself hairy palms. I never thought in a million years that anything this remotely insane would be happening to me and it was disturbing on so many levels but I was along for the ride.
"Well he does have a point Norma; why do something you obviously don't want to do just for a reward? You're obviously uncomfortable with him and I don't mind this thick fucking cock; so just be the true to yourself little girl." Kelsey had released my cock reluctantly from her mouth to breathe and Ms. Holland roughly jerked my cock causing precum and saliva to fly everywhere. A few specks of my spunk even dotted Norma's cheek.
"OOOOHHHH FUUUCK ME!!" The sensation of her fist violently tugging on my engorged meat had me ready to spew and Kelsey quickly capped my cock head with her mouth sucking as hard as she could. After a few moments she leaned back on her haunches wiping her mouth looking a little disappointed. "You tricked me; I thought you were gonna cum!" I laughed nervously while she pouted and the vice principal took over.
"What's so fucking funny Dex; I want some of your cum!" To emphasize her point, Kelsey cupped the back of Ms. Holland's head and her chin pushing her face down on my rock hard cock. Norma looked on slightly frightened as she witness the vice principal being roughly used like a living fleshlight to masturbate me. After watching for a few moments she grabbed Kelsey's wrist.
"YOU'RE HURTING HER KELSEY!!" I noticed a familiar angry look pass over the blonde's beautiful face and momentarily thought the original Kelsey was back as she yanked her arm free of Norma's grasp.
"Shut the fuck up bitch; you don't know anything about REAL SEX and I don't have time to teach your scared little ass!" Kelsey was breathing hard and ragged and I thought that Norma would run from the small office but she stayed put. Norma appeared more than a little intimidated as Kelsey's features softened.
"Look I'm not trying to screw with you but this is how we "FUCK" Norma; maybe you should go at your own pace and stay at the kiddie table okay babe?" I watched as Kelsey had the nerve to actually pet the Goth on the head.
"Yeah that's a good idea Norma; take the rest of the day off-with pay of course." Ms. Holland added while assaulting my cock with both hands like she attempted to tug it right off my body.
"I'M NOT SCARED OF HIS FUCKING DICK!!" Before anyone could react Norma leaned forward and buried half of my member between her plump lips. I didn't miss a beat nearly pushing the last third of cock into her throat as Kelsey cupped the back of her head and shoved her mouth all the way to my pubes making her gag and punch at my thighs. I instantly released her watching as she retched and gagged noticing Kelsey and Ms. Holland winking at one another.
"Oh wow I knew you were an awesome fucking slut when I saw you babe; take that big ass cock girlfriend." Norma had become comfortable enough in seconds to bring a hand up cupping my balls which looked considerably larger bulging out from between her thin fingers. Kelsey and Ms. Holland cooed and rubbing her back as she began to succumb to the pheromone running through my system now using two hands on me like a flute.
"It tastes kind of sweet like candy but I can't exactly place this flavor." She was taking more than half of me and rubbing her bald snatch. I noticed some weird wiccan-type tattoo between her small breasts which were capped with cute dime sized areolas. She gasped as I barely touched and hardened nipple with the tip of my pointer finger and looked longingly into my eyes.
"It's so fucking sweet Kelsey, this cock is really good." She was half babbling between slurps on my cock while Ms. Holland sucked on one of my nipples while pinching the other.
"It feels good too bitch; you should have a little to see what you're missing." Kelsey was completely at home with the situation stealing a kiss from her new convert.
"Oh I have a boyfriend, but we don't go too far. He doesn't know that I'm into girls and is too much of a nice guy to ask for sex." Her gaze never left my cock and I rubbed it across her cheeks before letting her have her way with it once more.
"Like I said, you should try some bitch." Kelsey sounded a bit more forceful as Ms. Holland leaned in and took a few slurps on my member.
"Well somebody is getting fucked!" I looked over at Ms. Holland and she quickly turned her big, doughy ass in my direction. She had been getting sexual scraps out of this impromptu threesome and was ready for some real action as I easily slid into her narrow cunt making her tremble with lust. No sooner than I hit the back of her tunnel did she seize up around my girth.
"OOOOHHHH GAAWD; I'M CUMMING SO HARD UUURRRRGHH!!" It only took moments before she was spent collapsing on the rough carpeting face down while I pushed into her until I realized the situation. I was a little disturbed at how quickly she'd flamed out. Norma looked positively terrified as Kelsey nudged her in my direction.
"I thought you said you weren't scared; are you a fucking virgin bitch?" Norma nodded in the negative before slowly turning on all fours facing a bookcase. I stared at her peachy butt for a few moments wondering if I should have sex with her. I knew exactly what she was feeling noticing the goosebumps on her back and reveling in her musky scent.
"I don't know about this."
"You could have fooled me Dexter and what's up with having a conscience all of a sudden huh?" Kelsey sounded angry and bitter.
"What are you talking about?!"
"You fucked the shit out of me on the floor of the science lab and came all over my fucking face; less than twenty four hours later you fucked my best friend!!" Norma and Ms. Holland looked on pensively not knowing what would occur next.



"WE'RE NOT DATING KELSEY-IT'S CALLED FUCKING; DEAL WITH IT!!" I was in a haze and my emotions seemed beyond my ability to control as I pulled my pants up backing away from the three women. Kelsey had a slightly crazed look in her eye as she continued ranting.
"I'D DO ANYTHING FOR YOU DEXTER; GIVE YOU ANYTHING I HAVE-(sobbing)-WHY WON'T YOU LOVE ME?!!" The beautiful blonde degenerated into a blubbering mess of emotion kneeling and resting her head on the carpet as Ms. Holland and Norma crawled over to her.
"I CAN'T HELP IT IF I'M NOT SOME GEEK LIKE THAT FUCKING AGNES CUNT!!-What's so special about her anyway?!! What makes her nerdy pussy better than mine huh?!!" Ms. Holland cradled the distraught teen in her arms and I wanted to make my escape but was unsure if it was the best thing to do.
"Look I'm sorry Kelsey; about everything and I'll understand if you don't want anything to do with me anymore." When she heard this she looked up at me wild eyed with mascara running down her face.
"You don't want me any more Dexter?" Before I could answer she started bawling again and I found myself shoved out of the office by Norma who didn't seem to care that she was nude. Se backed me up to the larger outside office door looking over her shoulder.
"Just get the fuck pout of here alright; you're just making things worse."
"Look I just want to talk to her and apologize." Norma dug her nails into my arm and yanked me towards the office door as things quieted down on the other side of the door.
"Don't worry about her we can hook up later." I jumped when her hand brushed up against my crotch and I slapped at her increasingly probing fingers.
"Hey I'll pull your address from your student file and meet you later; I'm not finished with that thick cock Dexter." I backed out of the door as she stared back wide eyed and crazy failing to realize that she was fingering herself. The office had been like a sauna overheated by the combined body heat of three people and the effects of the Androstenone-X had likely been amplified. I was drenched in sweat, smelling of sex and this was not good. I needed to get cleaned up before anything else crazy happened. I noticed a few stares from some of my classmates takin g note of the similar wild eyed stares of some of my female peers and hit an exit adjacent to the student parking lot. I needed a cold shower to drop my temperature back to normal and knew I could get a cold shower in the gymnasium.
*****
Uncle Joe was having a cup of coffee in his kitchen and pondering a remodel of the cheap tile on the floor when he was alerted by a strange sound coming from upstairs. He slowly made his way up the stairs following the sound to his nephew's room. He figured that the kid had left his television or one of his six laptops on. Dexter could be a little absent minded at times and he tended to pick up after the troubled kid a lot. Something had changed about his usually reliable charge lately and he was determined to get to the bottom of things. One of his friends at work had suggested that Dexter might be experimenting with drugs and Joe had come home on his lunch hour to do a little snooping.
"Holy Shit!"
The mouse cage kept inside his nephew's room was completely filled with enough vermin to make the interior appear to be one grey undulating mass.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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I was drenched in sweat and breathing hard with a tremor building in my body. I'd run thinking to get away from an uncomfortable situation unfulfilled and still sporting epic wood as I sought a simple cold shower hoping against all hope that things would return to normal once my temperature went back to normal. It was lunch hour and there would be a few sporadic gym classes present making it safe for me to slip in basically unnoticed. There were than a few errant stares in my direction from some of my female peers and even a few teachers as I beat a hasty retreat to the nearest exit. Undoubtedly the experimental pheromone flowing through my system was working overtime and I couldn't risk any accidents.
"HEY WATCH IT DINKLEBERRY!!"I pushed against the double doors in a mad dash to the boy's locker room and found myself shoved back with such force that I hit the ground skinning one of my elbows. I quickly found myself looking up into the face of one Heidi Lansford captain of the girls' volleyball team. She was six foot three inches of attitude cursed with a Paige boy haircut by her mother for returning home late from a date.
"Look I'm so sorry, I didn't even see you there Heidi; I was just trying to get to the showers." There were a few of her teammates there from the volleyball team and most of them towered over me.
"You didn't see me; is that right geek meat?" She looked pissed even though I'd taken responsibility for the incident hoping to be on my way and shoved me back with a single finger to my bird chest.
"Look I already said I was sorry Heidi; do you mind?" I tried to push past her and the others but she caught my arm.
"Yeah I fucking mind ass wipe; you don't have to be so fucking dismissive after you basically got a freebie you little perv!" I was worried recalling an earlier incident where Heidi had taken on some guy and beat him senseless after comments were made about her new hairdo.
"I said I was sorr-WHAT FREEBIE?!"
"You rubbed your fucking dick all over me just now doofus and I hope it was all you could have dreamed of because I'm looking at a virgin for life!!" I almost laughed in her face but common sense prevailed and I needed that shower. Unfortunately she caught the beginning of a smirk on my unassuming face.
"Something funny?"
"Uh no; and for the last time I'm REALLY, REALLY SORRY Heidi now if you'll excuse me." I noticed another girl whisper something in her ear that seemed to spark her interest before she turned back to me.
"So you're the geek that Kelsey Taylor flipped her nut over?" I knew where this could lead and didn't want any part of that big heifer. A couple of her teammates snickered as she poked her finger in my chest becoming even more aggressive.
"So you're supposed to have like this big fucking dick huh?" At this point I'm not ashamed to say that I felt like pasting her one right in the face and the revelation of this latent mean streak worried me.
"Yeah she dumped Tad Remington for this motherfucker; word is he's got that uh, magic stick." Another teammate chimed in barely stifling a laugh as her cohorts snickered. In seconds all of the volleyball team were laughing in my face and I'd had enough making another futile attempt to push past her before being stopped cold as Heidi grabbed a handful of my shirt. The rumors that she was stronger than she looked were with founded as I found myself being shoved with enough force to clear the double doors to the girl's locker room. I had been feeling disoriented and weak with a sheen of sweat covering my body and was no match for the girls' volleyball team. Heidi and her friends stood over me laughing like hyenas.
"WHAT THE FUCK HEIDI?!!"
"Well you said you wanted to take a shower right? Help yourself pencil dick." All of the girls burst into uproarious laughter while a few that were already inside bolted from the locker room. I'd found out that I had become the subject of varied rumors earlier in the day and now I was faced with a group of skeptics who were bent on taking me back to the old days of victimization one way or another. Well I wasn't ready to give up my new burgeoning status just yet.
"This ought to be good for a laugh." I heard one of the girls comment as I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it to the floor eliciting more laughter. I took my time untying my sneakers opting to leave my socks on as I stood up and began undoing my belt buckle.
"COME ON POINDEXTER; LET'S SEE THAT LITTLE WORM!!" My pants hit the tiled floor and the room went instantly silent as all eyes immediately zeroed in on my erect penis which stood straight out in front of my body. I stood there for effect looking at my detractors silently noticing that a few of their mouths hung open in frozen shock at my tumescence.
"OMG-That's a freakish donkey dick." Said the girl who had informed Heidi of my identity. A few girls mumbled their agreement and I noticed one with her camera phone out taking a few shots. I casually turned and walked to the back of the locker room into the showers. I didn't need to look back as I turned the knob feeling a refreshing blast of hot water hit my thin frame.
"Where's the soap?"
"Huh?" Heidi looked dumbfounded standing there with her hand touching her cheek.
"Where's the fucking soap bitch?" She blinked profusely at my insult but seemed unable or unwilling to take her eyes off of my package. I put my hands on my hips and shot the group an annoyed look before one of the teens finally grabbed a small orange bar and tossed it to me in an underhanded pitch.
"Thanks baby." I turned my back to them and began lathering up until I was nearly covered in suds before looking over my shoulder at Heidi.
"Could you do my back?" She did a double take as some of the other members of the volleyball team gasped and mumbled amongst themselves. Heidi just stood there apprehensive shaking her head and declining my offer.
"What's wrong bitch; you not woman enough or did you lose your brains when you got that stupid ass haircut?"
"Fuh-Fuck you nerd!" She managed to stammer not used to being challenged.
"Un-huh that's what I thought; all talk and bullshit. You got no uh, pardon the expression-"BALLS" and that's probably why the girls' volley ball team sucks ass." I was rubbing the soap on my chest and stroking my thick cock with the other hand giving them a show. I noticed another camera phone being trained on my junk. A slightly chubby redhead was snapping away to her heart's content.
"Make yourself useful and wash my fucking back Heidi!!" I tossed her the soap and she instinctively caught it as some of the girls jumped back like I'd tossed a grenade shrieking and giggling at the same time.
"What's the matter bitch; are you scared?" I taunted before turning my back to clean the suds off of my body. In moments I felt the light touch of the bar of soap on my back and knew my challenge had worked. My time as a virtual nobody had left me all but invisible to the general populace of the high school and I'd spent a lot of time people watching during those rather lonely days. My short observation and interaction with Heidi Lansford told me she was likely a poser from the overblown way she overcompensated every situation and seemed deeply self-conscious. I didn't want to get into it with her but she kept prodding and poking me and now I was determined to humiliate her.
"Come on baby; wipe me down!" I looked over my shoulder to find her staring at my back as she used both hands to run the bar over my skin. She was still clothed in her gym uniform and soaking wet from the shower.
"Are you fucking serious?" I was incredulous at the sight of the tall slender girl who was too self-conscious to undress standing under the spray with me getting soaked to the bone by the hot water. I turned around regarding her and my joint poked her in one of her thick thighs. She backed up a little bit as some of her associates started laughing at her instead of me.
"I don't have to take my clothes off ass wipe." She sounded shaky and I knew I had her on the ropes mentally.
"Yeah you must be a real mess naked; I'd be ashamed of my body too if I was built like Paul Gasol." More laughter followed my comments as her friends and teammates partially turned on her. As predicted moments later she began slowly pulling her drenched t-shirt up and off of her body revealing a small pair of teardrop shaped boobs in what looked like a training bra. I'd folded my arms across my chest and leaned against the shower wall while the other girls giggled and commented on my manhood. She popped the basic brassiere revealing that she had puffy, inverted nipples over a taunt stomach. Heidi hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her form fitting but stopped short of pulling them down in front of me and her friends.
"Did you shave?"
She decided to go the "Ripping the Band-Aid off mode" and yanked the water logged shorts down her muscular thighs becoming completely nude except for her sneakers and socks. Her snatch was as clean as the day she was born and didn't appear to be shaved at all. She finally stood somewhat demurely in front of me looking back and forth between my face and her teammates. She looked truly embarrassed with her arms folded in a futile attempt to hide her small breasts.
"Now do my back like I told you bitch." I tossed the soap bar in her direction and it hit her square in the cleft between her boobs and bounced to the floor. We both looked down at the bar on the wet tiled floor of the shower. The corner of the orange bar had crumbled away on impact and we both stared up into each other's eyes at the exact same moment.
"I uh, dropped the soap dear." I was amused as her long features twisted into a mask of terror pondering the probability of what would happen if she acquiesced to my suggestion.
"PICK UP THAT SOAP HEIDI!!" The chubby redhead was impatient still holding her camera phone on me and Heidi. The girls were all laughing at her and mumbling amongst themselves fully interested in the proceedings. Heidi squatted down into a crouching position turning slightly to pick up the damaged orange bar and giving me a nice view of her long lean buttocks before thinking better of her positioning and turning to face me. She found my erect cock bobbing a half inch from her face and looked up at me wide eyed and afraid. All of the chatter in the girl's locker room ceased as her teammates watched to see what would happen.
"Don't make me ask bitch." She opened her mouth slightly and touched the tip of my cock with her tongue quickly recoiling as the other girls laughed uncontrollably and cat called. She took a third of me inside sucking extremely hard and barely moving her head at all before I grew impatient and pulled away.
"You know for someone who talks so much shit; you are FUCKING HORRIBLE at sucking COCK!!" I thumped my cock on her cheek and forehead for emphasis while she mumbled some sort of comeback that was incoherent. Heidi brought her right hand up encircling the base of my cock and began going at it in earnest tugging away while blowing me.
"That's a little bit better big mouth; I'll talk you through the rough parts okay?" She nodded with her mouth stuffed eliciting more laughter.
"Now bitch; I want you to kind of twist your hand around the base while you suck. Try to get a kind of counter rhythm going because that shit feels fucking good and will get you seriously railed. I hope you girls are taking notes because I'm talking to all of you sluts." That insult got a mixed reaction from the others as some chortled and flipped me the bird while the rest continued watching the proceedings. Heidi gagged at first on my excessive precum before acclimating to its reported sweet taste and working a little harder for more.
"Wow, look how she's sucking on that fucking rod!" One girl, a blonde with noticeable tits that strained against her t-shirt commented. Heidi's narrow chin was sticky and glistening with my precum and she was focused on pleasuring me incorporating her tongue on the underside of my glans. I tried grabbing a handful of her bowl cut but found it futile and cupping the back of her head was problematic at best. Every part of me tingled, every nerve felt on fire like it was my first time. Such was the effect of the Androstenone-X and it had enhanced every one of my sexual escapades since I'd been changed. Even though I was under a steady stream of water I could feel my body heating up in an unimaginably pleasurable sensation.
"Yeah I knew you just needed a little cock huh bitch? Too bad you met me Heidi because now I'm going to fuck the shit out of you in front of all your supposed friends." She stopped briefly to gasp for air taking me back into her mouth when I thumped her cheek with my heavy member. I grabbed her ears like handles and humped her mouth until a web of saliva drizzled down glazing her modest chest.
"Y-YOU'RE GONNA FUH-FUCK ME?!!" She gasped between facial rutting and had taken on a slightly crimson hue. I didn't answer twirling my pointer finger in silent command ordering her to turn around on all fours with her narrow ass on display. She had the lean muscled physique of an athlete who spent an inordinate amount of time in the weight room and trained constantly. Her hips were very narrow by her ass was tight and compact with slightly prominent buttocks flared outward enough where her sex was revealed along with her virgin brown-eye.
"Yeah." I slapped my cock in the cleft between her cheeks repeatedly watching goose bumps rise along her spine and teased her opening with the puffy head of my sex. Her slit was moist and the heat from her cunt was enticing. She trembled and shook as I used the head to simply part her lips.
"Bu-But it's gonna HURRRRT!!" She shrieked at the top of her lungs and collapsed on her belly taking the full brunt of my weight. The other girls looked shocked and a few were clutching their hands to their chests as Heidi squirmed under me clawing at the floor. A couple of the girls were wide eyed and appeared hot and bothered as they watched their team captain experience an instant orgasm tightening up painfully around me.
"Yeah, it's gonna hurt bitch." I finished my sentence while beginning to pump into her hard and relentless making her moan and yelp like a wounded animal. My member worked expertly against her inner walls resizing them and pounding the end of her fleshy tunnel. She pushed her narrow butt back at me in a feeble attempt to accommodate my frenzied movements. I rotated my hips teasing the entrance to her womb a bit before withdrawing to her entrance and pulling back on her hips. Heidi followed my movements getting her knees under her body in a semi-faux doggy style that resembled a kneeling fetal position.
"Look at you friends and tell them what it feels like to be fucked by my "little worm" Heidi." I started long stroking her box as she squirted on every inwards thrust. She was so thin that I could see her spine pressing against the skin of her back. Heidi had this weird sort of manner in which she arched her back every time I thrust into her eventually building up a rhythm as slapping noises filled the girl's locker room.
"FUH-FUUUUHH-FUCKING HURTS; BUT IT-FEEEELS...!!" Her words trailed off as she tensed up in the throes of another powerful orgasm. Her friends and teammates looked completely shocked at the rough treatment their leader was receiving from me. Heidi had brought one hand up to maul and pinch the nipple of her left breast.
"OOOOHHHHH FUUUCK IT FEELS SOOOO FUCKING-FEELS SO-FAAAAWWWKKING GOOD!!" She'd started shaking so bad that I was afraid the tall athlete was going into a seizure and quickly pulled out concerned for her well-being. She looked back over her shoulder worried that our tryst had come to an end and attempted to reach for my cock.
"Puh-Please put it back inside; I want some more of that magic stick." She was flushed grinning back at me with this stupid, blissful smile on her face. I rolled her over on her back and plunged back inside as her impossibly long legs locked into the small of my back trying to help me get even deeper inside her steaming sheath. She had her eyes closed tightly as she humped up to meet every aggressive thrust while her nails dug bloody trenches in my back. My tongue licked the outside of her lips for a few seconds until it found acceptance and merged with her own. We just seemed to forget that there were over twelve girls watching the entire thing in a state of shock and soaking wet. My balls slapped loudly against the bottom of her ass cheeks as I rode her to another climax while some of the girls moved in closer for a better view of the proceedings.
"FUUUH-FAAAAAAWKING FUCK; I know why Kelsey dumped Tad!! How could you follow something like this?" She continued rambling on while I worked her cunt over like an escaped prisoner. He legs eventually unlocked from my back and rested on the tiled floor like so much dead weight and she seemed unable to even move them. I however, wasn't even close to climaxing and worked her snatch like a madman. I gathered her slender thighs up in my arms until her ankles were level with my ears and repeatedly bottomed out in her gaped hole as her blue eyes rolled up into her head and her tongue hung out. Some of her friends were freaking out at the situation but none of them left or tried to help Heidi. Saliva ran freely from the corner of her mouth as she ran the palms of her hands over my chest. I stuck a finger in her mouth which she sucked on like a surrogate cock. All of the feistiness and anger had been worked out of her tall frame.
"Don't you owe me an apology Heidi?" I never stopped rutting and pounding her maintaining a calm demeanor while she flushed completely red from head to toe.
"I'm sorry; so fucking sorry for being a cunt. Thank YOOUUUUUAAAAHHH FAWWK!!" She arched her back in a shrill scream and passed out on the floor still being pelted by the luke- warm water running from the shower. My audience didn't know what to expect as I slowly disengaged from Heidi's slit and stood up stroking my cock over her prone figure. There were loud gasps and excited shrieks as I covered the volleyball team's captain in a thick sheen of cum with most of it concentrated on Heidi's face. The heavy breathing of the other girls could be heard throughout the locker room.
"Fuck it, I've got to try him out too." The nameless redhead had stopped filming to quickly shed her clothing revealing a humongous set of knockers that offset her flabby, pear shaped body. She quickly crawled over on all fours and presented her gelatinous ass to me and I didn't waste any time shoving my cock into her snatch and getting similar results to Heidi less than five minutes later. Her big porous pale butt jiggled and bounced like a thing alive as I easily hit the back of her cunt. This girl was definitely a slut judging from how easily my cock was able to glide into her box and I twisted her dyed red hair around my fist and fucked her like I meant it while staring at the group of girls watching in a silent challenge. My red headed fan didn't even flinch when I pressed against her backdoor and worked with me for over ten minutes until she clamped down on my prick as I shot a quart of cum into her gaped hole.
"Who's next?" My cock was still rock hard as I sat on my nude ass leaning against the shower wall. Energy seemed to be practically crackling across every nerve ending firing up my synapses. I felt like I could run several marathons without breaking a sweat. The smart ass volleyball player who'd been whispering in Heidi's ear was working feverishly to strip down to the buff while some of her associates looked on in obvious shock.
"All of you better keep your fucking mouths shut because you know you all want to sit on that donkey dick too!!" This girl had an impressive figure too and could have been one of the hottest girls in school if Kelsey Taylor and Tiffany St. Claire didn't already hold those titles. She ended up taking me reverse cowgirl managing to cum multiple times in rapid succession. The atmosphere took on a surreal almost carnival quality as I screwed at least six of my female classmates while two others failed miserably at deep throating me until a reinvigorated Heidi managed to interject herself and jerk me with precision until I came hard all over three of their faces.



"You are a fucking legend Poindexter." My phone started ringing seemingly on queue and I had one of the girls retrieve it. The display told me it was my uncle and I found it kind of odd that he would call during my school day.
"What's up Uncle Joe?" I watched three girls licking my cum off of each other's faces feeling a tinge of revulsion.
"Where are you Dexter?" He sounded angry and that worried me because he was not known to be a rational man when pissed.
"At school; where are you?"
"I'm sitting right in front of the school and have been sitting here for at least forty-five minutes waiting for you to come out." My blood ran cold as I checked my phone and realized that I'd been banging half of the volleyball team missing my last two classes. I was in deep shit and looked around realizing that more girls had gathered and probably watched the whole affair take place. I noticed goofy smiles on more than one of their faces. I began pulling on my clothing much to the dismay of some hopefuls that were in a state of half dress and began working my way through the crowd.
"Hey you don't have to run off; the party's just getting started." Some skinny brunette was trying to grab at my shirt as I batted her hand away and someone roughly grabbed at waist of my pants scratching me a bit in the process. Things were starting to get out of hand as a mob of teenage girls crowded in on me pulling and tugging at my clothing. Someone had reached in clawing at my cock and ended up tearing my pocket opening up the pants seam at my thigh.
"We want some of that fucking dick too motherfucker!!" One of the cheerleaders was standing on top of a locker room bench looking over the crowd while steadying herself by holding a light fixture. Another set of well-manicured nails cut into my cheek drawing blood and I began screaming at the top of my lungs. Everywhere I turned there was a female face or body part advancing on me with the force of a battering ram. My heart was pounding a mile a minute in my chest and my body was shaking with fear of the possibility that I might be torn apart by the women. I considered myself to be in a fight or flight scenario and shoved the first girl in front of me sending her and a number of others behind her sprawling. The locker room suddenly became quiet as the women there slowly backed away looking at me in a strange manner.
"I-I'm sorry about that; didn't mean to hurt anybody." One of the teens who'd been directly behind the girl I pushed had a bloody nose and a weird smile on her face. Another teen with skinned knees from her fall was visibly masturbating and groping one of her breasts through her blouse. Heidi was still nude and stood silently staring at me while two of her friends were licking the remaining cum from her body. Some Asian girl joined them licking along her abdomen as she cradled her friend's heads.
"Suh-Sorry about all-of this..." I was overwhelmed and bolted from the locker room hitting the double doors of the gymnasium. I was weaving in between all of the cars in the school parking lot when I was suddenly struck in the back of the head by something hard cold and metallic. I slammed into the pavement and figured that Tad Remington was on the rampage again when I rolled over to find myself looking into the face of some middle-aged woman and down the barrel of a thirty-eight.
"P-PUH POINDEXTER SNOGRASS-RIGHT?!!" She was a crazy mixture of anger and grief as she stood there shakily pointing a pistol at my face. I was frozen in fear and afraid to move not wanting to be blown away by an apparent psycho.
"THAT'S YOUR FUCKING NAME ISN'T IT? ANSWER ME YOU BASTARD!!" I had no clue who the fuck was standing before me as I nervously shook my head while squinting not wanting to see the moment when my life would end.
"Huh, well it's so nice to actually meet the little shit who stole my fucking life away!" I had no clue who she was and didn't see any way out of my situation.
"Sorry." The crazy woman chuckled at my apology and jerked the gun in my direction nearly firing it.
"YOU DON'T EVEN KNOW WHO I AM DO YOU BOY?!!" I nervously shook my head agreeing with her that I didn't know who my apparent executioner was.
"I-I'm Deborah Kim...you fucked my wife asshole." Nurse Kim's face immediately popped into my head as I recalled fucking her in the school infirmary and inadvertently messing up her marriage. She was a lesbian and my condition had caused her to deny her basic nature making her excited enough to have sex with me.
"Sorry."
"Is that all you can say with your pathetic little mouth after you ruined my marriage you witless fucking twit? You're the supposed stud that made my wife forsake her FUCKING VOWS FOR A PIECE OF COCK?!! I should blow your fucking head off for that you bastard...as a matter of fact that's a great idea!!" She got this crazed smile as she took two authoritative steps in my direction and pressed the gun to my temple. I wanted to cry out but was afraid she'd blow my brains all over the crowded parking lot.
"Pull it out." She motioned wildly towards my pants with the weapon.
"L-Look ma'am you really don't want to do this." I was on my knees with both of my hands raised trying to look as non-threatening as possible.
"DON'T TELL ME WHAT I WANT ASSHOLE; GET YOUR FUCKING COCK OUT!!" I quickly fumbled with my pants fishing out my cock unsure of what would happen next. I didn't know if my ability would work on a lesbian and really wasn't keen on finding out. For all intents and purposes I believed Deborah was going to shoot my penis off.
"Puh-Please don't shoot me ma'am, it really was an accident sleeping with your wife and all. I didn't mean it at all and I'm REALLY SORRY!!" I knew what I had to lose but I begged anyway.
"You don't accidentally fall on a fucking dick Poindexter; my wife didn't tell me it was an accident boy!! All she does is cry and apologize for wanting more of-THAT FUCKING THING between your legs!! Well I'm going to help you get it under control when I BLOW IT OFF!!" She immediately clicked the hammer back on the pistol.
"PLEASE DON'T SHOOT ME; I'LL DO ANYTHING!!" My thin frame was quaking with fear as I tearfully pleaded with Deborah Kim.
"Play with it."
"WHAT?!!"
"You heard me asshole; jerk your fuck stick or take a bullet in the scrotum." The icy demand sent chills down my spine as I began tugging on my surprisingly erect cock like my life depended on it. My cock was wet and sticky with precum actively leaking from the engorged reddened mushroom head. In moments thick veins could be seen on the surface of my joint as Deborah's eyes widened in disbelief that I could even get it up considering what was at stake.
"You're a sick fucking degenerate Poindexter; you know that?!" She was wearing a business suit which looked slightly disheveled as if she'd worn it for days and her face was a twisted mask of emotion.
"Yes ma'am I'm sick, I can't help want happens when women get around me." I kept jerking and trying to talk to her. I recalled reading somewhere that it was harder for people to hurt you if they perceived some sort of personal connection.
"Is that right huh?"
"Yes ma'am I have a problem and I-I was just trying to get Nurse Kim to help me out with it when..." I didn't want to finish that sentence figuring that it would put the angry lesbian over the edge. Even under the threat of violence I couldn't help but check her out and this made me feel even more ashamed and upset that I couldn't control myself. Deborah Kim appeared to be in her mid-forties with a medium build offset by her stern looking features and a spiky brownish pixie-style haircut. I was pretty sure she was the "man" in the relationship.
"HELP YOU OUT WITH WHAT?!!"
"This ma'am." I shrugged my shoulders and motioned towards my cock closing my eyes tightly waiting to be killed or at least castrated by handgun but instead she'd started laughing maniacally.
"Oh is that right you little bitch? Well I've got something you can help me out with!!" she grabbed a fistful of my hair and jerked me painfully forward into the material of her pencil skirt. My senses seemed to be particularly heightened and I could distinctly make out a womanly smell I'd become all too familiar with over the past few days.
"What's that ma'am?" I knew full well what was about to happen but didn't want to push my luck deciding to let Deborah take the lead. She didn't speak so much as she used her free hand to pull her skirt up exposing her panties which were at eye level with my face.
"PUT YOUR DAMN HANDS BEHIND YOUR BACK!!" I quickly interlocked my hands behind my back as she pulled the grey cotton material to the side exposing her visibly wet snatch. I looked up at her in disbelief that I was going to be made to go down on her out in the open in the middle of a parking lot and instantly recalled what I'd threatened to do to Tiffany earlier in the day. She was dripping wet and that was no surprise as I lightly touched her engorged clit with the tip of my tongue. I repeated this action two more times before I felt her nails digging into the back of my skull drawing me up into her furry snatch.
"Suck me like you made my wife suck your freakish cock; lick me good enough and I might only shoot off one of your fucking balls." Panic returned in full force as Deborah began to hump my face doing her best to hold the weapon steady. I was worried that the weapon would go off and tears started to run down my face.
"Don't cry Poindexter; it's like bobbing for apples fucker; snack on that pussy like a man you little bitch." She was getting off on the power of being behind the trigger and I didn't know what would happen if or after she came. Deborah Kim seemed intent on physically hurting me in some way to make up for the grief of finding out that her wife had sex with a high school student. I began to run my palm along my cock hoping against odds that she would be overcome by the effects of the Androstenone-X in my system before she could pull the trigger.
"Fuck you're not bad at giving head you fucking geek; too bad you're a degenerate low life." Her essence was permeating the air mixing with my own enhanced scent and I noticed her face beginning to glisten with sweat and starting to flush crimson.
"I'm sorry I'm such a degenerate ma'am and you're right to be mad at me but this is kind of fucked up." She was getting into the sensations provided by my probing tongue and I continued stroking trying to ramp up the pheromones that would eventually spike the pleasure centers in her brain.
"What's fucked up is seducing an innocent little flower like my Grace and leaving her addicted to your cock with no relief." I nodded in agreement continuing to do my best to make her cum. Deborah was sweating profusely and I could see that her blouse was nearly transparent from perspiration.
"Oh shit you might just come out of this alive geek; although you're probably going to be a fucking eunuch when I'm done with you." She sounded crazed and delirious as she tapped the weapon against my skull.
"PLEASE DON"T SHOOT MY BALLS OFF!!" I continued begging wondering if I should make a run for it before deciding against it because she would've clipped me before I'd even got three feet.
"But I'm only trying to help you Poindexter and you should be thanking me because I'm doing you a fucking favor!! Little boys shouldn't have such HUGE FUCKING COCKS and that's the problem Poindexter because you can't CONTROL IT, CAN'T KEEP IT IN YOUR PANTS! So I say we do a little whittling on that cucumber of yours and get it down to a manageable size right kid?" I leaned back as she shoved the weapon into my face again nearly breaking my nose.
"WHO TOLD YOU TO STOP?!!" Even though there was a gun pointed in my face I'd had enough and stood up with my hands raised high above my head.
"I'm going to walk away Mrs. Kim."
"I'VE GOT THE FUCKING GUN AND I'LL KILL YOU ASSHOLE!!" I took a tentative step backwards never averting my gaze from hers.
"I said I was sorry ma'am and nothing else is going to make you feel any better. Nothing's going to change what happened and I honestly believe you're a good person who won't shoot someone in cold blood." I took a few more steps back getting a little more space between us.
"I'LL DO IT, I'LL BLOW YOUR FUCKING HEAD OFF!!" I was edging near an SUV with the intention of when I heard the hammer click on the weapon and just went for it with my junk hanging out and all.
"MOTHERFUCKER!!" The next sound that filled my ears was the deafening report of the weapon as it was discharged and then everything went black.
*************************************************************************************
Kelsey Taylor sat on a bench outside the principal's office with a handful of tissues in her fist struggling to get her emotions under control. She'd been so inconsolable after fighting with Dexter that Ms. Holland and Norma had delicately asked her out of the office so that they could continue exploring their burgeoning desire for one another. The beautiful blonde had been set upon by many potential suitors but had turned them all away as her mind began to wander. She thought of her short lived triumph in science lab and wondered how she was able to come up with the answer to the equation Mr. Finkle had put up on the board in an obvious attempt to embarrass her. Kelsey couldn't fathom how the answer had popped right into her head and it almost hurt to think about it. She slowly got up from the bench playing back the events of the day including her blow up with Dexter chaffing at how he'd made her feel insignificant. Less than a month before he'd been caught trying to get an up-skirt pic of her panties and been thoroughly humiliated.
That was before he'd fucked her harder and more intensely than anyone in her young life making her addicted to the feel of his thick organ and the sweet, syrupy taste of his cum. Kelsey honestly couldn't get enough of the stuff and it was what was fueling her feud with her former best friend Tiffany St. Claire. The girls had become fast friends after the blonde made the cheerleading squad and formed a perfect tandem in the hallways of their high school becoming the most sought after women on campus. Unfortunately after hooking up with Dexter she'd been so confused and distraught that she'd unwittingly revealed too much about the nasty tryst with the geek capturing her friend's interest. Once Tiffany had a taste of what Dexter was offering she'd become hooked as well and instantly belligerent towards her best friend. Kelsey chaffed at the memory of Tiffany's false words recalling how she tried to comfort her with assurances that the geek had probably dosed her with something before all but disappearing the following day. Kelsey had blown her friend's phone up only to find out that Dexter had been snatched and sequestered in Tiffany's home for the afternoon.
"Yeah I've GOT'EM and you LOST HIM bitch; I gonna FUCK him so HARD he'll never look at your STUPID FACE ever again!! We've been fucking all day and you know what- I didn't even use protection!!" Tiffany's words echoed in her memory making her shiver with rage and anger. She'd made her way to the house and bested her best friend mentally and physically proving herself to be the true "Alpha-Female" and deserving of Dexter's magnificent cock. The threesome that followed had awakened something primal in the core of her being; something that she was eager to explore. Days later she'd had another opportunity to tap into that wildness taking the school's vice principal and transforming her into a slobbering, pathetic gimp. It was at this time that she believed a deeper connection had been formed between Dexter and herself.
"Boy was I wrong." She leaned back on the bench as more tears ran along her cheeks. She noticed a few guys staring in her direction and flipped them the bird before getting up and shambling off down the hall. Kelsey found herself standing in front of the school library.
"Can I uhm, like get a book?" The student clerk shot her a snarky look.
*************************************************************************************
I awoke in a hospital bed looking directly at my Uncle and feeling disoriented with a pounding headache. The last thing I remembered was the loud report of gunfire and everything going black thinking that I was dead. What had started out as a shitty day with me in the dumps over Agnes and my ill-conceived continued revenge against Brian had ended horrifically. I was drenched in perspiration and thirsty looking around to see that I had the room all to myself.
"How are you doing Dexter?" He sounded concerned but had a strained look on his face that gave me pause. My mind instantly shot back to Deborah Kim firing a weapon at me realizing that an explosion of some sort followed the report of the weapon. I found a few cuts on the right side of my face and broken down for a few moments realizing how lucky I'd been.
"She's in jail; that crazy woman that tried to shoot you." Uncle Joe seemed to know what I was thinking filling in the blanks about how Deborah's single fired shot had hit the side mirror on an SUV contributing to the slight cuts on the side of my face. Apparently the same mob of girls that had nearly torn me apart in the locker room happened to be my saviors as well. Deborah had taken the worst of it as the throng of teen girls attacked and beat her senseless before security intervened.
"Am I okay?" I felt like I'd run a marathon and was barely able to move in contrast to the way I'd felt earlier after multiple hook ups with several different women throughout the day.
"I don't know anymore, you tell me." He was being evasive and putting me on edge.
"I've been having some problems and things have kind of gotten out of hand." It was the understatement of the year and we both knew it.
"You know, the paramedics had a hell of a time getting you into their wagon what with all of the concerned girls interfering and all. You'd think they were transporting fucking Elvis. Cops even had to cuff a few of 'em before things got settled Dexter. What in the hell is going on with you and all of these women Dexter?" I was a mixture of emotion as I struggled to explain things to my Uncle hoping against all hope that he wouldn't be disappointed in me but I just couldn't find the words to explain my actions.
"Doctors say there's something kind of weird about your blood; this all happening because of the chemical shit that Kelsey girl tossed in your face?" He seemed to have a grasp of the situation and I felt like an even bigger asshole than before for underestimating him.
"It stimulates the pleasure centers of the female brain making me uhm; making me...fuck."
"It makes you fuck?" He ignored the fact that I'd cursed and scratched his head not realizing that I'd just drawn a blank. Everything just sort of stopped and my rational mind was going white as I struggled to form rational coherent speech slurring my words and drooling while tremors rocked my body. My uncle ran to the door shouting for the doctors as I passed out again.
*Darkness*
I awoke in what appeared to be a different room as a group of doctors stood around my bed taking to one another. I couldn't understand what they were saying and became immediately alarmed attempting to sit up and discovering that my wrists had been secured with heavy restraints. My uncle was there at my bedside sporting a severe five o'clock shadow letting me know that I'd likely been out for over twenty-four hours. He was arguing with one of the doctors before noticing that I was awake and alerting them. His words came out as complete gibberish and I began yanking at the restraints trying to free myself before being injected with a sedative. It was like being trapped in your own body and screaming for help but nobody could hear. I began to silently cry realizing that I was probably going to be stuck in this condition for the rest of my life. There were some charts nearby that appeared to be showing an x-ray of my brain noticing some of the grooves missing. There were never more than three doctors attending me at all times and all male.



"RR-WWWHHAT WROOONG?" I'd been struggling for days to form a simple sentence and one of the doctors noticed amazed. I was quickly inundated with a room full of lab coats.
"Mr. Snodgrass, we all have to admit that the fact that you're even able to form a coherent sentence is nothing short of miraculous and bodes well for your treatment." I could barely understand what the head doctor was attempting to explain already forming my next question.
"The effects of this uh, Androstenone-X as you call it-has left you altered biochemically. Every fiber of your being appears to have been undergoing some sort of change at the cellular level with some incredible side effects...You're somehow able to directly tap into the pleasure center of a woman's brain!!" He sounded like a mad scientist and I looked around noticing that my uncle wasn't present.
"Unfortunately because of your "inconvenient effect" on the female staff and the populace in general, we've had to sequester you."
"WHER-WHEEEERE AM ME?" I finally managed to blurt out.
"Someplace safe from harm; please don't try to speak. It's probably a little early for that Mr. Snodgrass." He had a phony smile that alarmed me and made me apprehensive.
"Unfortunately the chemical that caused your rather startling transformation had some uh; side effects of a disturbing nature." I didn't know what to make of what this and wondered what else happened to me. He directed my gaze over to a monitor display of a brain which had to be mine.
"Your brain has regressed to that of a small infant as you'll notice here that quite a number of your neurons are non-existent, uh have been wiped clean. You should have the functional intelligence of a newborn but the fact that you've been able to speak is a positive development Mr. Snodgrass." Tears began to run down my face and a bleating sort of cry emerged from deep within my being knowing that I was probably locked away behind a mental wall for the rest of my life.
"Please calm yourself Mr. Snodgrass; you have the best of care and will have for the foreseeable future. Your uncle has been well compensated in light of the extenuating legal issues and can see you whenever he wants. However we do have one question for you if you are up to it uh Dexter right?" Even though I'd been flailing about pulling at my restraints the balding doctor never stopped talking.
"WRRRAARR-WHHH-WHAT?!!"
"We've conducted quite a strenuous search for remnants of the chemical you called Androstenone-X and unfortunately can't find any of it. The foundation would like to know if you have more or perhaps the written formula should be quite sufficient Mr. Snodgrass." It took me a few moments to realize what they wanted and I was befuddled knowing that two more vials existed. I'd taken one home the day after I'd been in the hospital and another existed in a small fridge at the school's science lab. The fact that a room full of doctors were willing to question an apparent mental invalid told me that I shouldn't trust them. I had no concept of time and didn't know how long I'd been "sequestered" in what appeared to be a medical research facility. There had to be a reason my uncle hadn't turned over the sample I had at the house...yeah, these guys were douche bags.
"Please sir; any information you have on this Androstenone-X would be helpful in finding a cure to your uh, issues." I doubted whether or not I could tell them even if I wanted to and it actually hurt to form words into sentences. Think of the worst case of strep-throat you ever had and multiply that by ten to get the feeling I'm talking about.
"Ah he's fucking head cheese at this point." One of the doctors finally admitted earning a stern look from the guy that was bull shitting me.
"Not in front of the patient Jenson; this is a very delicate situation!"
"Cut the shit Pierce; the kid's a mongoloid at this point and I doubt we'll be able to get anything of use out of him anyway. We're just going to have to pull a Hail Mary with his blood samples and even that's not guaranteed." Jenson was reading some information from my chart.
"Well if this shit head doesn't work out, there's always the other one." My eyes widened when I heard their conversation and my head ached as I did my best to form one last sentence for the day but I failed miserably and would have to rest up and build my strength.
"Drinks at O'Brian's later?" Jenson cradled the small of Pierce's back demonstrating his interest in his superior.
"Rain check, I've got a phone conference with Mr. Taylor and the rest of the board before I go through the kid's latest blood work and semen samples." Pierce didn't bat an eye letting me know that the two doctors were in a relationship of sorts.
"Yeah right; you're probably going to milk him again. I wish you'd play with my dick sometimes." Jenson's feminine tone told me who the dominant one in their relationship was.
"All in the name of science honey." I watched the two guys make out wondering how many times I'd been "handled" while I was doped up and unconscious.
*************************************************************************************
"You didn't get anything out of him?"
"No sir, Poindexter Snodgrass can barely form a complete sentence let alone give us the composition of the pheromone. He was able to ask three simple questions today sir and I'm sure with months of speech therapy and the right combination of drugs..."
"Why are we talking Pierce? Do I even have to mention what this kid's formula would do for my company? My legal team paid his uncle a shitload of money and coerced him into signing a stack of legal briefs so the little fucker practically belongs to me. Don't call me until you have something concrete."
"Sir a moment please; uh perhaps we could have another sample from the other?"
"WHAT THE FUCK DID I JUST TELL YOU PIERCE!!" Donovan Taylor was a big, burly mountain of a man who had worked hard early in life to enjoy the fruits of his labor at the ripe age of fifty-three. His grandfather had owned a number of industrial plants treating the legion of workers just humane enough to turn a profit. His own father had nearly bankrupted the company and practically exhausted the family fortune before he'd graduated with a degree in law and business from an Ivy League school. Donovan had taken what was left of his legacy and flourished earning himself a golden lifestyle of privilege and leisure that was lost on his only daughter Kelsey Taylor. His beautiful daughter had everything in terms of looks from her beauty queen mother but nothing from her stern workaholic father. He'd spared no expense acquiescing to all of his daughter's wishes and spoiling her miserably.
Kelsey had shown some academic promise early on in her tween years only to finally succumb to her mother's corruption becoming just another entitled princess. Donovan had long since given up hope that his daughter would attend any kind of prestigious college and settled for marrying her off to her idiot boyfriend Tad Remington. Every ethic and sense of enterprise he'd tried to instill in his daughter had gone in one lovely ear and out the other. He'd considered disowning her after the incident in which she'd committed a criminal act by tossing a chemical in a boy's face and sending him to the hospital but Donovan was sterile and had no hope of having other children. Kelsey had become an utter disappointment to him and he resolved to spend only as much time around his beautiful daughter as he could stand finding her somewhat unbearable.
"Honey it's time for you to hit the sheets; don't you think." He pushed open the double doors that led to his study finding his daughter lounging on a love seat with her face buried in a thick tome. There were stacks of other books laying around the floor in small stacks. All of them had been read by the beautiful blonde.
"I'm almost done father; only three hundred pages to go." He smiled warmly at his daughter silently pulling the up to his private domain which had been coopted by his daughter as of late. Her studies seemed to be child's play and the girl practically thirsted for new things to learn. The future once again seemed bright for Donovan Taylor.
...and Kelsey Taylor's future seemed even brighter.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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It was a hard day at work and I just wanted to go home to my overstuffed home and watch some ball while lounging around in my underwear. I wearily turned the key in my front door and walked into the living room of my one -bedroom dropping the backpack containing my soiled uniform and quickly unbuckling my pants letting them drop to the dirty carpet. My half erect cock was peeking through the front of my jeans and I didn't bother to tuck it back in considering I was home alone and the wife was out buying boxes to put most of the miscellaneous stuff collected in our home into storage. We were borderline hoarders and she'd been watching some show that gave her some half-hearted epiphany about the sorry state of our shared existence. I of course didn't give a fuck if it meant getting her to clean the house even though most of the stuff going into storage belonged to me. They were relics of my days as a free man before getting caught and promptly married off by a rather convenient set of circumstances.
"Uhm; excuse me Andy." I nearly jumped out of my skin at the sound of another voice in my supposedly empty home and turned to find my wife's best friend looking me in the eye with her mouth agape. "WHAT-What are you doing here Dakota?"
"I came over to help pack up some of this stuff and Christine said I could snag a few of her old clothes for the good will." Dakota was my wife's on again-off again best friend and I generally didn't give a fuck about their state of affairs because it meant that she wasn't home most of the time preferring to hang out with old acquaintances. Dakota was easy going enough and didn't really have any appreciable bad habits that rubbed off on my wife. She was this tall, thin blonde who squandered away a teen modeling career in her youth due to some serious partying which left her with a coke habit so bad that her family had forcibly sequestered her away in rehab during her second semester of college.
"You seriously scared the shit out of me just now Dakota."
"Touché you did the same to me when you came in a few minutes ago; Christine said she was going to pick you up from work." A coworker had been kind enough to drive me home after noticing how burnt out I was during my shift.
"Somebody brought me home; I was really fucked up today and couldn't keep it together. It's a miracle I didn't go on a work related rampage today." I went to fish my phone out of my pocket and noticed that my jeans were in a corona around my ankles. I also realized that my cock was hanging out right before her big blue eyes.
"SHIT!!" I quickly yanked my pants back up struggling to zip up and nipping some of the tender flesh around my junk.
"It's cool don't sweat it Andy; it's not like I haven't seen it before." She started laughing as I remembered that my wife had taken a nude photo of me years ago as I lay asleep and texted it to a group of friends. I'd been livid and kicked her out of my apartment before we'd reconciled later over dinner.
"That shit never goes away Dakota; I would have taken a photo of Christine but she don't care who sees her nude." It was true and my redheaded wife never let me forget how comfortable she was going around in revealing and Ill-fitting clothing. I'd met Christine at the San Diego Comic—Con when some acquaintances of mine had pointed her out in a form fitting silver space suit that looked painted on her thick voluptuous frame. In a weird circumstance I'd run into her while taking a few DVD's back to a local video store. We'd ended up having some drinks at a nearby bar and have been together ever since.
"Yeah she used to get kicked out of school all the time when were young; everybody was always calling her a slut because she wore daisy dukes all the fucking time." My cock lurched a bit as I pictured my wife's huge pale butt cheeks hanging from some torn up jean shorts.
"So she just left you here in our dirty house?"
"Take it easy Andy; it was my idea to help out and I figured that we could kill two birds with one stone. Besides Elvin is getting to be too much lately." Elvin was Dakota's dick of a husband and the low level dealer had a police record as long as my arm.
"Fuck's he been doing now?"
"We just had a little fight because he thought I got into his stash; I swear I'm gonna leave his stupid ass someday." Her words just trailed off as I walked towards her with a raised eyebrow knowing she was full of shit and simply seeking a beer from my fridge. She seemed hesitant to move from my path as I passed her going into my kitchenette and once I was at my destination the reason became clear.
"So Dakota; Elvin "thought" you got into his stash?" There were a few lines of coke on a vanity mirror my wife no longer used since she had me locked down.
"Don't judge, I just needed something to take the edge off Andy. Elvin got kind of rough with me today and she picked me up so the least I could do is clean up around here for her." That sounded more like the truth to me knowing my wife's true nature and the fact that she tended to use people more than she should.
"I don't give a fuck what you do as long as my wife isn't involved; she's not doing this shit with you is she?"
"No she's been trying to get me back into rehab, but I'm still trying to make up my mind." I just nodded and fished a tall can from my fridge downing half of it and looking at my wife's buddy visibly squirming in front of me. After a few moments her easy smile returned as she leaned back against the counter and lit a cigarette from a pack next to her husband's stash.
"So uhm; you're really cool with me doing coke?"
"Of course not Dakota but you aren't my responsibility and I'm not really a big fan of fucking Elvin. You're an adult and I'm not generally inclined or qualified to judge anyone." She happily turned back to the counter and did a bump with a rolled up dollar bill. She was wearing a simple red t-shirt and some khaki shorts that seemed a little shorter than normal. Her long lean slightly shapely legs ended at a small pair of feet covered by simple flip flops.
"Thanks I don't think I could take some body judging me right now." She was wiping the residue from her nose.
"Just don't tell my wife about seeing my junk earlier alright?" She started giggling and I immediately took offense.
"What's so damn funny?" She started laughing even more and I figured that it was from the line of coke up her nose when she produced a small cheap looking phone.
"Well you're all bent out of shape about people seeing your dick but I found this earlier." Dakota flipped open the phone and in moments I could hear what sounded like people fucking emanating from the small cheap phone. I face palmed as I realized the phone was my own, another relic from my single days. I'd just gotten the phone and was having quite a time with the camera feature on it when I'd hooked up with this Goth chick at an after-hours club who possessed one hell of a wide partially tattooed butt. I'd spent the better part of that night stoned to high hell while hitting it doggy for a good three hours before clumsily cumming on the back of her half shaved head and getting into a fight with the freak.
"Well that was for my own ahem, pleasure; what are you doing looking at it?"
"Your wife said I could have dibs on whatever I found here and I figured I could sell it for some cash. Used cell phones are all the rage for quick cash Andy; although I'm sure you probably don't anybody seeing any of your movies." I gingerly snatched the phone from her and took a walk down memory lane staring at the grainy footage clearly showing my disembodied cock slamming wetly and repeatedly into "Fantasia's" huge jiggly butt without mercy. The wet smacking sound from the video filled the kitchen and I looked up to see Dakota smiling while taking a few puffs from her cigarette.
"Don't take this the wrong way but you do "good work" Andy." I noticed a tinge of red in her round youthful looking face made all the more so by the slight gap between her front teeth. She had her usually long strawberry blonde hair cut just below the ears giving her an even more youthful appearance than she normally had.
"Excuse me but how else would somebody take a compliment like that after someone's been foraging around through their personal belongings?"
"Well I found it in the back of the silverware drawer and maybe you should have kept it somewhere secure from my prying eyes."
"For your information I haven't seen that phone since I had a fight with my wife (Then girlfriend) about it; she wanted me to delete all the pictures of other girls and that video." I realized that Christine had hid my phone away in the back of the silverware drawer and subtly replaced it a week later with the gift of a new phone. I hadn't even thought about it up since I'd been confronted with it after begging off sex after pulling a double shift at work. Christine was sure I was having an affair with one of my coworkers and I'd refused to delete the phone's content telling her that I'd dump her if she did.
"Oh it looks like I'm gonna have you two fighting before the night is over."
"I'm not going to tell her about this and neither are you; right Dakota?" She nodded before doing another line. I'd seen my wife's friend from time to time throughout our seven year relationship and it was usually when she was in trouble or some other such matter like when she'd been arrested for prostitution in Japan and deported back to the states with little or nothing to show for her time in the land of the rising sun other than the clothes on her back. She claimed that some shady character confiscated her passport when she arrived at her hotel for a "model shoot" forcing her into a situation where she had to "Do Things" to get back to the states. Of course Dakota had no idea that I was even vaguely aware of her past with the origin of my knowledge arising from pillow talk.
"Yeah sure; but I don't see what the big deal is Andy. Christine's no angel herself and I don't know why she'd get bent over something that happened before she was even in the picture."
"Are you sure you're married?" We both laughed as I fished two beers out of my fridge tossing her one which she chugged confirming her past status as a party girl.
"It's big." She commented when the laughter had died down cupping the can with both of her thin hands and drinking from it like a mug of coffee.
"Come again?"
"Your dick; it's a good size is all I'm saying." The next few seconds were uncomfortably quiet as she did another bump and put her cigarette out in my sink while I opened the window to let the smell out. I found her staring at me with a mischievous smirk when I turned back from the window.
"Did I say something wrong Andy?"
"It's cool I know you're just fucking around and I'm not even going there." I did feel a twinge of uncomfortable guilt knowing that since I found her in my home I'd been checking her out here and there. I usually didn't go for the long and lean type but she just had this kind of easy going laid back nature that kind of snuck up on you. That and the fact that my wife had dragged me out on Friday night to miss a perfectly good basketball game to a gallery showing of some photos that had been taken of Dakota during an outing at Burning Man some years during her prime. I had found enough drink and sports talk during the excursion to hold me over until I reached home. While I was walking around buzzed to the tunes of La Roux's "Going in for the Kill". I'd found a large photo of Dakota sitting in an inflatable pool topless. She was partially obscured in the long narrow photo which was eight feet high but there was no mistaking that her right breast was exposed and I focused on the puffy erect nipple longer than I should have. My wife had been watching and drunkenly offered to buy the picture for our living room. I laughed it off with a comment about some detail in the picture other than her best friend's boob and we moved on never to discuss it again.
"Come on don't shit me Andy; you're weirding out because I saw your thing and because of what I said."
"You're tripping out girlfriend; it take a lot more than that to freak me out." I tried to sound casual but I knew she wasn't fooled.
Dakota reached down grabbing the helm of her t-shirt raising it up over her chest hooking it behind her neck. It was known that she didn't like wearing brassieres and I found myself staring at her bare chest with a nice round pair of baseball sized tits staring back at me. She had really puffy areola and slightly inverted nipples which got an immediate reaction out of my cock.
"Oh FUCK no Dakota." I half whispered trying to step out of the kitchen only to have her grab one of my forearms.
"It's only nudity Andy; this is our natural state the way God made us and intended for us to be. You were put off because I saw your thing and I'm just paying it forward." This was sound new age reasoning coming from the cute worn out blonde but she'd never done something like this before and I didn't know how to react.
"Besides I already know you like my tits and I thought I'd give you a little closure."
"What are you talking about?" Before she even began to explain I already knew that she was talking about the gallery incident. Dakota explained that she and my wife had a few laughs about it the following day while they were out having a ladies day together.
"Come on Andy; there's nothing to be ashamed of about liking my tits. They're my best feature over all anyway and was really flattered when I found out how much you wanted them; Christine said you practically railed her that night and I'd like to think I had a little something to do with that display of carnality." It was true that I fucked the hell out of my old lady that night but I was simply performing to divert suspicion away from my earlier actions.
"Here why don't you touch one and close the circle." She brought my right hand up to cup her bare slightly sweaty tit and held it there when I tried to pull away. Her smile was so infectious and calming as I relaxed a bit feeling the nipple harden in my palm while I watched the other harden and elongate into an impressive thickness which I longed to take into my mouth. I squeezed and kneaded the available breast marveling at the frim buoyant feel of it that was so much like a young high school age tit. My fingers started rolling the nipple making her moan and lurch forward towards me and it seemed that she would have fallen to the floor if it weren't for my body being in her direct path. Her hand came up cupping my cheek as her thin lips found my own and we were making out in earnest before either of us realized what we were doing.
Her tongue darted into my mouth quickly enticing a reaction from my own as I invaded the recesses of her small mouth only to regret also picking up the taste of nicotine and recoiled from her embrace. Dakota effortless slid down to her knees taking my pants and underwear with her as my cock sprung out hitting her on the cheek. Her thin fingers dug into my pelvis as she leaned forward on the back of her calves to take me whole in her mouth. I shuddered feeling the underside of her tongue run along my glans tickling and teasing me while she pumped her head back and forth. She spread all ten of her fingers running them under my shirt and over my abs before coming to rest encircling the base of my cock. My own fingers were grabbing handfuls of her dirty blonde hair as I began to push into her mouth with urgency forcing thick webs of cum from her lips that ran down her thin chest over those nice little tits.
Dakota was very good at sucking cock making me weak in the knees forcing me to hold onto the counter top to keep from falling to the floor. It felt strange to be suddenly cheating on my wife right there in the kitchen with my rock hard penis embedded in her best friend's mouth. As quickly as it began it was over as Dakota pushed off of my cock gasping for air and standing up to do another line of coke from the counter top. She had this way of bending over that reminded me that she'd been sent to ballet classes early in her childhood before other interests (drugs) took over. Dakota was bent at a perfect ninety degree angle pushing her small narrow behind grazing my erect cock. The khaki shorts had ridden down a bit because of her narrow hips exposing a bit of her ass crack and my fingers dug into the back pockets drawing them the rest of the way down falling to the dirty tiled linoleum of our kitchen floor.
Her butt was small and plump with tight cheeks and dimples where her back met her hips. I lined my cock up along her crack and began sawing myself there feeling heat rising from the area. She indulged me placing her elbows on the counter and resting her head whimsically in her palms looking over her shoulder at my progress. My cock was harder than it had been in months and I "accidentally" poked her sweet spot a few times before sinking half of my length inside her finding a surprisingly tight fit. In about five attempts I finally hit the end of her tunnel and let it rest there as I reached forward cupping both of her tis and rolling her thick nipples. She pushed back on her thin legs bring my pelvis into contact with her tight ass while our lips met again.
"Fuck me hard." She moaned after we'd kissing for a few minutes and I started pounding her roughly from behind making her moan and whine with forbidden pleasure. Her pussy had been slightly wet at the start and instantly became sopping wet a few moments into our coupling. A loud wet smacking noise could be heard throughout the small kitchen as we fucked like animals. I reached down cupping the underside of her thigh and hooked one of her legs over my shoulder while her other remained perfectly balanced on the floor giving testament to her ballet training as I pushed deeper into her body slamming into the end of her love canal repeatedly while her face took on a reddish hue. She threw her arm around my neck and turned in mid-air hooking her other leg over my available shoulder balancing herself with her arms behind her back at a forty five degree angle.
"FUUUCK!!" This position felt heavenly and I royally pounded her into a sobbing mess as tears began to roll down her face until I relented lowering her to the floor with my cock still deep inside her thin body while we made out like long lost lovers. My hands were already spreading her cheeks apart and diddling her backdoor when she shuddered and sucked on my earlobe before sticking her tongue in my ear for a strange toe curling sensation. Dakota placed the palms of her hands on the countertop and sink and pushed her lithe frame up until my cock was free of her snatch quickly dropping to her knees and sucking my cock like her life depended on it. She pursed her lips painfully around me and I took advantage grabbing most of the hair on her scalp and using her mouth like a fleshlight until I finally came in several huge thigh tightening bursts down her throat. She didn't lose one drop as my hands cupped the back of her head and my cock hit the back of her throat spewing straight into her gullet. I looked down to find her looking directly up into my face eliciting a final burst from my abused member.
Dakota remained on her knees as I drew my cock from her mouth catching her breath and coughing a little bit as I slowly zipped up wondering if I'd just made the biggest mistake of my life. She stood up looking a little disappointed to find that she'd run through her pilfered supply of coke and decided to light another cigarette as I found one last remaining can of beer.
"Can I have some of that Andy?" She casually asked when I'd downed half of my drink and I obliged watching every little detail of movement from the laid back blonde for any sign of post coital craziness.



"Uh, that was fucking intense huh?" She snickered after finishing the can and began running water in the sink washing her hands.
"Yeah uhm; you're not gonna tell Christine?" I just had to know and didn't feel like beating around the bush with her. Dakota could be flaky as all get out and this had been the basis for the on again-off again friendship my wife Christine had experienced with her over the years.
"No are you?" She begun washing a pile of dirty dishes in our sink as if nothing had ever happened between us and it was sort of peculiar.
"Well uh; no I don't think that would be cool."
"Me neither." She turned with a wide smile and pinched my nose walking out of the kitchen and into our living room where a box of various odds and ends was sitting on my coffee table. I chugged half of a carton of orange juice before following her. I'd noticed that her shorts were still on the floor and hurried into the living room to find her fishing around in her purse finally producing a joint which she lit up.
"I think you forgot something." I held up her shorts with her panties plainly visible lining the khaki material.
"My hero."
Dakota ended up with several boxes of second hand swag for the good will and we watched some show on Net-Flix until my wife finally reared her red head with a pizza and some more beers. Neither one of us betrayed the other and I breathed a sigh of relief when my wife finally drove her blonde friend home a little after midnight. I caught up on my missed game with some Sports Center coverage while I fished through a few left over boxes. I found a few pairs of panties that Christine didn't wear anymore and they were all coincidentally pairs that I liked. Our sex life had kind of tapered off over the years and we were sporadically having intercourse with no set schedule. She blamed it on my lack of interest but in truth I felt that she'd become rather lackluster between the sheets preferring everything to be done in the missionary style.
I set aside the pairs of underwear fishing around in the purse and finding some old tattered letters that seemed to have Polaroid's inside. My curiosity got the better of me as I opened when yellowed envelope to find a picture some guy had sent my wife of his penis. I was jarred out of complicity as I looked through other offerings from my wife's unknown admirer with most of the pictures being of his huge black cock after it was spent. My first instinct was to trash the letters and photos but I started reading the letters figuring that they were from an old boyfriend.
"Christy, you got a brother sprung on that big back porch and I'm jonesing for another slice of that ass. Girl your head game is off the track and I think we can get my boy Jamal to get it like you wanted even though I don't get down like that. I'd do anything to hit it doggy even let my cousin hook it up too."
I was incensed with rage wanting to meet my wife at the door with a pistol and force the truth out of her when she came home. I thumbed through some of the other thing in the discarded purse finding a few Polaroid's my wife had shot of herself in an interesting state of undress. She was facing away from the camera with her huge panty clad ass on display. Further reading revealed that Christine was taking the photographs for a male acquaintance who gotten himself in trouble with the law and was serving time in prison.
"That fucking bitch." I murmured to myself going to a dark place before cooler heads and my memory of her best friend's wet cooch calmed me. I found myself wanting to know how far the rabbit hole went and opened her laptop logging in with her password and going through her history to find a number of dating and hookup sites catering to lovers of large women along with some nude photos my wife had been sending out to potential "friends." I almost ripped her laptop in two but cooler heads prevailed and I put everything back the way I found it moments before she returned home. I'd cheated and there was no telling if Dakota would keep quiet if I divorced her friend.
"Hey honey sorry about being late but you know how it is when I get with Dakota; that girl can really talk your head off when she wants too." She kissed me on the cheek before heading off to our bedroom oblivious to the fact that I'd been glaring at her the entire time. In moments she was snoring as I sat quietly in the living room staring at the old purse that containing secrets I was never meant to know. I would have several glasses of J&B before passing out on the couch.
*****
The divorce was ugly, very ugly indeed and in the end I had to give up a little more than I was willing to but everything turned out fiscally okay. I really did love my wife Christine and it hurt me to part with her but I couldn't reconcile the parts of her that I didn't know with what she showed me on a daily basis. I often lay awake at night wondering if anything in our lives was real and silently blowing up at the thought of some other guy banging her while she talked to me on the phone. At our divorce proceedings I was finally able to see the other guy-Reggie Simpkins, a brother that worked security in the building where Christine worked. My lawyer and good friend Walter had employed a private investigator turning up three more of my wife's indiscretions that included another ex-con, the manager in our old apartment building and a police officer who'd stopped her for speeding. I was absolutely humiliated beyond words and beside myself with shame for not seeing it sooner.
I'd recently received a promotion at work that I'd worked to long and too hard for leaving me with a nice bit of change and I'd rented a loft. I'd bought a few things but left it mostly unfurnished. I kept busy with movies, internet and gym workouts but my life was kind of vanilla. My friends were of the general opinion that I was in need of a good fuck to get on with my life and I agreed but couldn't bring myself to venture out into the dating scene again.
"Andy; is that you?" It was a Saturday morning and I found myself at the park in the early hours jogging along a wooded path when my eyes were drawn to a woman running fifteen feet ahead of me. She was kind of short and a bit stocky; but her curves were infinitely distracting drawing my eyes to the fuchsia colored work-out clothing she was wearing. She had long flowing brown hair that stopped just below her shoulders that obscured her face as my eyes traveled a path down her spine to an oversized rear haphazardly stuffed into a modicum of material giving her bottoms the appearance of booty shorts. Her rounded cheeks were hanging lower from the shorts than it appeared she was comfortable with judging from the way she continually pulled down on them as she ran. Her only companion was a border collie that jogged alongside of her connected by its leash. After a mile or two of jogging behind her my heart had other ideas as I found myself resting on a bench in the park when she walked her dog over to an animal fountain rewarding her pet with a drink.
"Andy; is that you?" I looked up finding out that she was definitely of Asian descent and cute as a button but I didn't initially have a clue to her identity.
"Oh wow you don't remember me; my name's Kailani and 'I used to work in the coffee shop at the building where you worked." The fog gradually lifted from my head as I recalled an introverted bespectacled student with her nose constantly in a text book. We'd struck up a fast friendship when I'd mentioned to another coworker an anime that I'd been watching spiking her interest. Kailani was probably a few pounds heavier back then and her dress was a little more eighties era with big baggy looking clothing and wide brimmed hats covering her dark hair. The person in front of me was an entirely different creature as I face-palmed upon realizing who she was.
"Damn I'm so sorry; it's been a while uh, Kailani right?" Her face lit up when I said her name and I remembered how much I liked to see her smile. Our talks had been the highlight of my day due to the fact that I hated my job and the people that worked there with a vengeance.
"So you do remember me after all; I was getting all butt hurt for a moment there."
"Come on girl; you'd really get twisted because a customer didn't remember you?" She had this roundish cherubic sort of face with a button nose and a wide grin that almost appeared too big for her face. My eyes couldn't help but wander over her body with her sort of truncated torso that was offset by her overly wide hips that stretched the material of her gym shorts to the max drawing my attention to her pronounced camel toe. Her powerful legs were a testament to her dedication to running that had initially netted her an athletic scholarship before an ill-advised biking accident took that opportunity away forcing her into a menial job at a coffee shop.
"Maybe if he was a fellow Otaku like myself." It was a Japanese term that described our interests and we both owned it like a badge of honor. After a while I'd made it a habit of going to the coffee shop simply to see Kailani and it was like a shot in the arm that helped me get through my day. She'd disappeared one day replaced by some waif without one tenth of the people skills and I'd crossed the coffee shop off my list of regular haunts before finding a job elsewhere.
"What happened to you Kailani; I came in one day and you were gone."
"Well uh, I got an opportunity to make a little more money and I had to do what I had-well, I'm going to school now and I'll be a full-fledged pharmacist in no time." I was genuinely happy to see that she was fulfilling dream.
"I'm happy for you; glad to see that somebody got out of the rat race."
So what happened to you Andy; still working for that shitty company?" She bent down rubbing her dog's head and splashed a little water on his fur giving me a generous view of her shapely bottom and the way her shorts rode up revealing a definitive gap between her legs.
"Eh I just traded one shit job for another...well, with a little bit more money." She continued smiling and rubbing the border collie whose name was Shelby.
"Well at least it's different and that's a start don't you think?" She was fishing around for something to say and trying to sound positive and I truly appreciated that.
"Thanks for the charity Otaku; I knew there was a reason I missed you so much when you were gone." She broke into a wide grin and walked over intending to give me a hug but Shelby started barking loudly perceiving me as a threat.
"Say Andy; do you live around here?"
"I have a loft a few blocks away, why?" She caressed Shelby's head calming the animal who jumped up placing his front legs on her chest and licking her face.
"I just thought that maybe we could catch up on old times is all; think we can go to your place and do that?" Her question was dripping with innuendo and I was more than game if it meant having more time with her. I'd never told her that I was married feeling that it would dampen our friendship. I'd never even entertained the thought of cheating on my wife in those days but I currently found myself in new times and what appeared like a second chance was rearing its pretty Laotian head.
"Follow me and don't forget Shelby." We talked of many things pop culture and eclectic flight of fantasy from the original Transformers cartoons to the pure robotic bliss created by Go Nagai in his prime. Shelby even managed to warm to me by the time we reached my front stoop and Kailani seemed genuinely enchanted with my new digs telling me how her apartment was even a fraction of the size of my loft. I jokingly told her she could move in any time she wanted and we both laughed it off as she put Shelby out on my small enclosed patio and pulled the screen door up causing a truce between me and the animal who began barking profusely while we continued our tour ending at my laundry room.
"Man you seem to have everything here; you don't even have to do laundry outside?"
"Laundromats can be a little weird and off putting; besides you don't know what was in those machines before you used them." I was speaking from the heart and experienced some anxiety stemming from an incident where I'd found a dead rodent in one of the dryers of a laundromat I'd been using. The place came with a combination washer-dryer and that was the selling point for me.
"Think I could use your washing machine?"
"Sure, you can come over anytime you want and wash to your heart's content." I punctuated my statement with a smile unprepared for what would happen next. Kailani discarded her top to stand topless before me. She playfully tossed her sports bra to me instantly reminding me of my afternoon tryst with my wife's best friend Dakota some months earlier as Kailani took it one step further placing a hand on my shoulder and peeling her skin tight shorts off. She giggled a little as she turned and bent over picking up the rest of her sparse clothing from my floor.
"You don't mind do you?" She gingerly took the garments from my hands and placed them in the washer turning it on as I admired the view. After a few moments she turned and drew my zipper down deftly pulling my erect cock free on my pants. I was at a loss for words not knowing what to say and completely blown away by her bold demeanor. She used her other hand to tug my sweat pants down mid-thigh handling my balls as well. Her touch was electric sending shivers running through my body as she kneaded me with skilled precision. Kailani took one of her hands away only long enough to drool a line of saliva into her own palm and adding it back to my tumescence.
"You know I want you to do with this Andy?" The wet, sticky sound of her fist roughing jacking my cock was all but drowned out by Shelby's con tenuous barking and Kailani led me by my member to the screen door in full view of her pet.
"We've been together so long that he doesn't know who's the boss; so every now and then I have to remind him." She gave my cock a few more strokes before letting go and getting down on all fours facing the window. She had her palms placed directly under her torso and her legs spread as wide as she could manage creating an inviting view of her rounded cheeks and exposed snatch. She had well defined tan lines that revealed that some of the old Kailani was still present judging from the width and expanse of the full back panty shape against her tan skin.
"Come on Andy; help me show Shelby who's in charge." Her voice was husky and labored making me rip my t-shirt as I snatched it off and kicked off my shorts becoming nude like Kailani who only wore some knee highs and her running shoes. I couldn't believe how big her butt was noting that it was wider than protruding and was probably why I hadn't noticed it in the old days. Then again she did have a habit of wearing baggy clothing. Moisture was practically dripping from her cunt as I pressed the head of my cock against her opening and slid partially in finding her confines a little tighter than I expected. I noticed that her brown-eye looked like she'd experimented before and a mental note that I'd try to get some anal the next time we fucked.
"That feels really good but you're going to have to shove the rest of it in there Andy." I completely sheathed myself inside her with three violent shoves making her cry out and try to work with me as Shelby lost it probably thinking I was hurting her. My fingers dug into the pliant flesh at her hips and we began fucking with her matching my pace shoving her ass back at me matching my cadence. Her sexy voice and childish moans enhanced the experience as she pressed her face against the glass of my patio screen door while her dog whimpered and pawed at the door. She looked over her shoulder at me with this pleading look that made me push into her tight cunt even harder. My balls were slapping up against the underside of her sex and soon she sounding like she was crying from the rough rutting she'd asked me for.
"Fuck me hard Andy." She was speaking in a labored monotone voice and her body was almost glistening with sweat. It had been a while since I'd gotten laid preferring internet porn over actual interactions with the opposite sex due to the pain I was still experiencing and it was this fact that accounted for my longevity. Kailani's head was pressed up against the glass and Shelby was whimpering and licking the screen door where her face was. She actually stuck her tongue out and licked the spot where her dog was giving me a strange vibe as my ball s tightened up signaling a pending climax.
"Fuh-Fuck I'm gonna cum Kailani!!" For some reason I felt like I should warn her and I didn't know why but she looked back at me with her mouth agape before squinting her eyes and somehow tightening her cunt up around me in an incredible display of body control.
"Where are you gonna cum Andy?" She managed to ask as my climax fast approached.
"I-I'M GONNA CUM ALL OVER THIS FUH-FUCKING BEAUTIFUL ASS-SHIT!!" I had reached my zenith and yanked my cock from her grasping sex to nearly coat all of her wide tanned butt with an epic amount of cum. After the first three bursts of milky semen covered her butt, I pressed my cock against the crack of her ass shooting a string of cum half way up her back. The haze and afterglow washed over me as I used my hand to evenly coat her ass with my spunk. I noticed that Shelby had calmed down and was sitting on the patio silently watching both of us.
"Thanks Andy; I really needed that and I've been wanting to fuck you for over a year now." She confessed her thoughts with a sheepish grin as she laid on her side wiping some of my jizz from her butt and staring at it webbed between her fingers.
"Really?"
"Yeah; there were times when we were talking in the past that I was soaking wet just from talking to you. It kind of seemed like you were never gonna ask me out and then I figured out your secret." Her post coital confession was going into uncomfortable territory.
"What secret?" She responded by grabbing my ring finger and giving it a little tug.
"One day I noticed that you were wearing what had to be a wedding ring and I was a little disappointed figuring that you were playing the "friend role" to get into my panties. But after a while it turned out that you were really genuinely my friend and then things got interesting."
"Oh?"
"Yeah one day it just hit me that I didn't care that you were married because I had these feelings; I just wanted you to say something-something to show me that you were feeling the exact same way I was. But Andy you never did and it drove me crazy." I was reeling internally from her confession.
"I-WANTED TO FUCK YOU SO BAD ANDY...but you turned out to be faithful and then I met your wife." Her voice was cracked as she continued getting everything off of her chest.
"You met Christine?!!"
"So that's her name; she walked into the shop and bought a two cups of coffee. I noticed a pregnancy test in her purse and we ended up talking about babies and shit. When she left I looked out of the window and saw her handing you the other cup of coffee. You guys were all hugged up and I was devastated."
"Devastated?" My wife had never told me that she might be pregnant during that time and it must have been a scare from "hooking up" with one of her boy toys. I shuddered at the thought of all the deception that I was unaware of during that time.
"Yeah; enough to quit my job and get my life back on track; you don't mind if I use your shower do you?" I didn't have to answer as she gently pushed me to the side and stood treated me to a view of her short curvy body in particular the slight sway of her buttocks as she walked towards my bathroom. She stopped turning to give me an enticing view of her profile and crooked her finger at me.



"Coming?"
I had a stand up shower in my rectangular bathroom and Kailani and I made the best of our situation squeezing into my narrow shower to enjoy one another's bodies. In minutes both of us had become soapy messes rubbing and grinding against one another with glee. She moved behind me wrapping her arms around my abdomen and grabbed my package like she owned it jerking my soapy cock with authority and milking to a powerful ejaculation quicker than I would have preferred. Kailani was nice enough to oblige me in this way two more times finishing me with her skilled mouth on the third round. I couldn't get over how much of a sensual being she was only remembering the interesting bookworm I talked with at the coffee shop as opposed to the woman passionately washing my body in the shower.
"Go to your bed and wait for me." We spooned for a few moments before I padded off to my bed still wet from the shower and laid on my back following her instructions to the letter. We'd obviously lost track of time due to my darkened home and she didn't keep me waiting long as she appeared in silhouette in my doorway staring intently before stepping up on my bed and placing a foot on either side of my head. Her breathing was labored and seemed to be deep in thought looking down intently at my face before squatting down using her hands as leverage against my wall. I knew what she wanted and eagerly partook of her taste lapping and sucking on her pronounced lower lips. She was silent at first watching my progress before my inspired efforts broke her façade making her moan and gasp sharply.
"Oh yeah Andy; now I'm going to FUCK you." The way she put emphasis on the word "fuck" sent tremors through my engorged member as Kailani lowered herself onto my chest sliding down to align her sex with my crotch. I was so hard that she didn't need her hands to insert me into her wet box as her plump lips sought my own in a blistering display of passion. Somewhere in the distance I heard Shelby yelping for her while her arms were wrapped around my neck. Her knees were locked on either side of my thighs as she slowly undulated her rounded hips against me while swirling her tongue in my mouth. She began picking up pace until I could plainly hear her wide butt slapping down on my pelvis. Kailani wasn't lying when she said that she was going to fuck me making good on her declaration while pounding me into the memory foam of my mattress. I couldn't help myself as I grabbed a tan cheek in each hand pulling her hard against my sex and making her repeatedly cry out arching her back and pushing her flat chest into mine.
"Andy; we're going to cum now-TOGETHER!!" The way Kailani had taken charge had my thighs painfully tightening up as she planted her palms flat on my chest and continued fucking the dog shit out of me. The manner in which she arched her back look almost painful as her long brown hair brushed fleetingly against my calves while her the small cups that were her breasts pointed towards the ceiling.
"OOOOOOHHH FAAAAAWWWK AAAANDDY!!" She screamed and sobbed as I exploded inside her with little regards for the consequences afterwards. Kailani had gone from being the slightly shy Otaku to being the greatest fuck of my life. She collapsed on my chest planting numerous pecks and strange darts of her tongue on my sweaty skin sending tingles of pleasure running through my body. I was well and truly spent barely able to move and Kailani seemed to be in similar straits lying prone across my body as complete dead weight.
"Thank you." She whispered after what seemed like an eternity of listening to each other's heartbeats basking in the moment.
"For what?"
"This; uh today Andy. I never thought I'd see you again, never thought I'd get to really "have you" like I always dreamed and yet there you were sitting on that park bench like you were waiting for me all this time."
"I doubt you'll be able to get rid of me from now on Kailani." She buried her round face in my chest and chuckled.
"You always were funny Andy and I really liked that about you."
"I don't suppose I could a number?" She laughed out loud and darted her tongue around one of my nipples. I could feel some wetness on my pecks and brought her face level with mine finding the source and kissing her full lips before I began drifting off to sleep to the sound of Shelby yelping on my patio. I watched her slide to the side of the bed and walk with a pigeon toed stance to my bathroom. Her curves were simply breath taking. The shower started running but I was fast asleep by then.
"KAILANI?!!" I awoke in complete darkness and looked over at the trendy clock on my bedside table to find that it was three in the morning. My bedroom was cold and there was a draft wafting in from the open bedroom door as I pulled on a robe and walked out into the main room. I found the patio door open and a file piles of brown joy on the concrete left as a parting gift from Shelby. My heart sank as I realized Kailani had left while I was sleeping. I didn't have a problem cleaning up the poop left by the angry border collie. I got hard thinking about the sex fueled afternoon I'd spent with Kailani and tented the robe I was wearing in short order. There was nothing to do without her presence except take things well into hand and I went back into my bedroom finding a slip of paper on my bedside table.
562-725-2879
A swell of happiness engulfed me when I realized that she'd left her number and I would have called her right away if it weren't late in the evening. I figured I'd wait until I got off work the following day and found dealing with my decision harder than I would have liked. I ended up calling her on my lunch break getting "Christmas excited" when her line started ringing. She didn't answer and I was anxious calling two more times before my shift was over. Later that evening I finally got an answer on my third try.
"Hello?!!" The voice on the other end of the call was deep and rough. I figured I had the wrong number and apologized immediately.
"Sorry sir; I guess I dialed the wrong number. I was trying to call my friend Kailani."
"Kailani? HOLD ON-WAIT A MINUTE!! Man, you talking about this thick little Asian cutie with a phat ass right?" Whoever he was, he didn't sound angry with his deep tone being more inquisitive than aggressive.
"Uh yeah."
"AAAWW MAN; YOU FUCKED HER TOO?!! That little bitch is OFF THE FUCKING CHAIN!! Licked my ass hole and everything homie. Kailani was the BEST PIECE OF PUSSY I EVER BOUGHT!!-She kind of expensive but I ain't complaining!!" He sounded happy and nostalgic recalling the memory like it was yesterday and it probably could have been for all I knew.
"Fuck you motherfucker." I slammed the phone down with enough force to break the receiver in two pieces and cut my hand in the process. I kept it together just long enough to clean my wound before sitting on my bathroom floor and staring at the wall for an hour.
Kailani's scent lingered in the air.
*****
"No."
"Come on buddy; you really need to get out of the house; you're starting to act like fucking Howard Hughes."
"I don't give a fuck, I hate that David guy and he's the world's biggest douche." Mike a friend had scored a number of tickets to a midnight screening of a new Star Wars movie and was trying to convince me to go so that a ticket wouldn't be wasted. Never mind that everyone else was paired off with their respective girlfriends and wives making me literally stick out like a sore thumb. One of the people in the group was this chump I'd run afoul of over the past five years named David Carell and I had nearly gotten into a fight with him on three different occasions.
"There's going to be eleven of us and you don't even need to speak to him Andy." I'd become friends with Mike while working a temp job filing papers for a law firm and we'd sporadically hung out over the years until he got married to his high school sweetheart Nadia. She was a sweet girl of mixed racial heritage who seemed to have no vices or flaws prompting some of her friends to call her a "Disney Terminator" for her dedication to old school values and the nuclear family aesthetic.
"Dude; I really need you to run interference for me with Nadia so I'm going to have to invoke the "Bro-Code" and remind you of the "San Gabriel Incident". Mike had taken a bullet and a few fists for me and that was all we were going to say about that.
"What's going on that you'd pull that shit out of your hat?" There was a long pause on the line before he finally answered and I figured the answer would be pretty terrible.
"I fucked up-cheated on Nadia." I never expected to hear that come out of his mouth as mine hung agape that their perfect relationship was nothing of the sort. These two had been together since high school and lost their virginity to one another so this was monumental. Nadia was part Indian and Czech appearing like a virtual wet dream and had been raised on a very short leash by her strict parents. Mike first slept with her on their wedding night and if it were anyone else I don't think I would have been shocked.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?"
"LOOK ANDY; I LOVE NADIA WITH ALL MY HEART but...this "THING" just sort of got out of control and I regretted fucking her!!"
"Fucking who?"
"A stripper at David's bachelor party; I was getting this lap dance and well-I FUCKED UP BIG TIME and Nadia's been giving me these weird fucking looks like she knows something! You know I can't keep anything from her once she thinks something's going on Andy!" Yeah he was pretty much fucked because his wife owned his ass when it came to marital politics and she could play him like a violin whenever she wanted.
"How many people know?"
"David and a couple of the guys from the party; they said they wouldn't tell anybody though." I face-palmed knowing the douche nature of David Carell meant that everybody but Mike likely knew of his indiscretion.
"You my friend need to bite the bullet and confess to your wife before somebody tells her Mike." I listened to his irrational reasoning for the next twenty minutes before deciding to give in and found myself approaching the theater a little while later. I didn't know anyone present other than Mike and Nadia and she was a vision dressed in a form fitting cocktail dress with some ornate heels that harkened back to her Rockabilly roots during high school. I noticed more than a few people staring in her direction checking out her dark exotic looks and perfect hourglass figure. This kind of made me regard my buddy Mike as even more of an idiot and I wondered what the stripper looked like for him to put his marriage in jeopardy.
"Andy it's so nice to see you; it's been too long." She gave me a deep hug while her husband looked off with an uneasy expression on his face that puzzled me. She informed me that she'd recently begun working from home after her homemaker's blog had attracted the attention of the local weekly and that she and Mike were finally going to start a family.
"Hasn't been long enough." David quipped before being elbowed by his fiancé, some homely redhead with a doughy midsection.
"Excuse me?" I said begging him to open his mouth again so that I could shove my fist into it. Our contentious association had begun when Mike had convinced me to come along to a house party at an associate's palatial home. David had sensed early on that I didn't belong and repeatedly asked who I was and inquired about my connection to the home owner in the loudest, attention grabbing manner possible until I was finally asked to leave. I had forgotten about the encounter when I happened upon David in a similar situation at a swanky restaurant where he'd brought up the previous incident at a table full of people eliciting copious amounts of laughter.
"Don't mind him; he's so full of shit and that's why we love the guy." Some guy shook my hand without giving his name trying to be a peacemaker, but I wasn't buying it. We were waiting in a long line that extended around the block and the wait was going to be excruciating. I stood there while Mike lost himself in garbage talk with his buddies doing his best not to look directly at his wife. He even seemed to move a few feet away from her leaving the beautiful brunette in my company.
"He's been pushing me away for a week now." Nadia finally admitted in a low tone that only we could hear.
"What?" My gaze was laser focused on David and I was trying to meet his gaze in a silent challenge.
"Mike's done something stupid again and he thinks he can use his friends to hide from me." Mike had quit his job once to start a business and failed miserably; but Nadia bailed him out and took care of the household costs until he found another (lesser paying) job. She'd made him get a deduction on his paycheck that went directly into her bank account to pay her back for his stupidity and recklessness.
"Why don't you ask him what's going on then?" I noticed that she squinted slightly looking directly into my eyes and immediately felt uncomfortable.
"So he's told you huh?"
"Told me what?" I knew that I sounded irritated but tried to avoid looking directly at her pretty face. Mike had gotten a little further in the line and was horse playing with David the douche. Nadia tugged at my jacket sleeve drawing my attention back to her.
"Come on Andy; you've always been so nice to me and I'd hate to think you'd lie right to my face." Her words caught me off guard and I knew I was busted. I really did value Mike's friendship and was pissed that he'd got me involved and that I'd become his unintentional surrogate.
"Hey don't worry; you're a good person Andy and we're always going to friends. Could you do me a favor?" She smiled putting me at ease for the moment and gave my arm a slight squeeze.
"Sure Nadia; what's do you want me to do?" She handed me her car keys and wrapped her arms around her chest rubbing her biceps giving me the impression that she was cold.
"I left my wrap in the car; would you be a dear and retrieve it for me?" I was more than happy to oblige taking the opportunity to get away from the probing questions and strange looks jaunting off across the expansive parking lot to our immediate right.
"It's a black Lexus Andy; check under the passenger side seat." I found the car nearly a mile away from the theatre at the back of the parking lot. Mike drove a modest Prius but Nadia refused to sit in the car or allow him to drive her own because she'd been put in a position to support them when he'd quit his job. So the couple always drove separate vehicles. I'd found her matching shawl easy enough when I was surprised when the driver's side opened. Nadia casually slid behind the wheel looking at me expectantly.
"Get in Andy; I'll drive you back up to the theatre." It appeared she'd followed me across the parking lot to her vehicle.
"What about the movie?"
"Not really my cup of tea; so I'm going to take a pass. Besides if I'm not around maybe Mike can enjoy the movie without looking over his shoulder." I reluctantly hopped inside figuring that her explanation sounded reasonable and feeling that I'd fulfilled my responsibility to the "Bro-Code" leaving me free to enjoy the movie. Nadia pulled out of the crowded parking lot and drove around the block stopping and automatically rolling my window down while honking the horn at her husband and his friends. I tried to open the door and let myself out but she locked it from the driver's side. I found myself in the direct visual path of Mike as Nadia leaned across my body and waved at him before punching the gas and speeding away.
"Hey Nadia what the fuck?" I was looking back over my shoulder as the theatre disappeared from view and her phone began ringing with a tone that could have only belonged to Mike judging from the quirky sounding tune that was a staple of his music collection.
"You didn't really want to go see a movie with those assholes Andy; so hit the radio and find yourself a tune." She spoke with a measured even tone that reminded me of her status as the "Alpha" in her marriage.
"Where are we going?"
"I'm hungry; I want something to eat and I don't generally like to eat alone so pick a tune and enjoy the ride Andy." Her phone continued ringing and she picked it up staring at the display for a moment before putting it back down. The phone continued ringing as she turned on her radio to a local station and blasted some loud techno sounding music. Nadia didn't seem to have any attention of answering her phone and in moments it abruptly ceased ringing only as my phone sounded off. I had every attention of answering my phone when Nadia snatched it with nimble fingers.
"Michael I'm going out for a bite at a decent restaurant of my choosing with no entourage in tow and I'll be taking your friend Andy with me as your surrogate. Please enjoy the movie and I want to hear all about it whenever I get home Michael; we can talk whenever you please." Her tone was cold and emotionless giving even me pause as she closed my phone and dropped it into her purse. Her phone began ringing seconds later and she didn't bother to regard it.
I found myself in some trendy late night eatery occupying a much sought after table overlooking the city view from our location atop some skyscraper. I liked to think I was in control of my life and the things I did but this exotic beauty who'd married my friend was showing me a few tricks pulling out my chair and even ordering my drink. Nadia was a sight drawing the attention of numerous men and women making me wonder how he could even entertain the notion of cheating.
"Are you going to be honest with me and tell me about Mike cheating on me with some fucking stripper?" The look on my face as well as my gaped mouth told her all she wanted to know as she motioned for another her glass to be filled.
"I'm acquainted with David Carell's fiancé and I knew the moment that douche blew his load and engaged in some ill-advised pillow talk with one of my girls. Did you know I fixed them up Andy? The only reason she's marrying him is because her biological clock is ticking and she figured he'd give her a reasonably good looking baby." I was taken aback at her cold, methodical tone wondering if part of it was due to the number of drinks she'd consumed.
"So what about Mike?"
"What about Mike; did you really just ask me that question? Well, I'll tell you "What about Mike Andy"...he's going to get a fucking Divorce Andy and he's going to lose a WHOLE LOT OF MOTHERFUCKING MONEY ANDY!! Yeah, that's not all either because I'm going to ignore and marginalize him giving him little slivers of hope that we just might get back together only to slam him with papers that have already been written up since yesterday when he least FUCKING expects it Andy. I might even give him a little pussy before I slap those fucking papers in his lap." The short bursts of emotion in her monologue told me that she was struggling with the revelation that her husband had cheated on her with a stripper and this was the worst thing you could do to really beautiful women because it invariably made them wonder what was wrong with them whether they liked it or not. I didn't know or have anything to say and ordered another drink.
"Andy can I ask you a question?"
"Uh, sure Nadia."
"What did you do when your wife cheated on you?" Her question hit me like a blow to the ribs and I felt a bit or emotion well up inside of me at the memory of Christine.
"Well, I kept quiet about it and investigated her until I knew everything going on behind my back. A lawyer friend of mine helped me out with that part and the subsequent divorce. It wasn't pretty or clean by any stretch, but it could have been a lot dirtier. In the end I gave her most of what she wanted so that I could start a new life and find out who I was after all the lies and bullshit." I looked across the table to find her intently listening to my backstory.



"You never considered getting back together with her?"
"No."
"Did you find out who you are?"
"Working on it Nadia; but I still have trouble picking a good woman because I'm a horrible judge or character. I ran into an old friend a while after I got divorced; someone I really had a thing for and never acted on Nadia. I was married and trying to do the "right thing" by my wife who was already driving me up the wall and let her slip through my fingers." I guess the liquor was having an effect on me too giving me a stage to work out some of my own deep seated issues.
"Did you guys get together?" MY eyes lingered on Nadia's tanned cleavage that seemed to be threatening to explode from the confines of her black cocktail dress and I mentally apologized to Mike looking up into her hazel eyes.
"Yeah that afternoon we made love; excuse me that's a lie...we fucked like animals for hours while Kailani bared her soul confessing her past love for me and admitted knowing I was married. She even confided in me that she would've still fucked me even if I told her and that's the shit that gets to me every day that I get up and look into the mirror Nadia." I took a deep drink from my glass letting the wine swish around in my mouth doing my best to get things under control behind my face and trying to betray the emotion radiating from within.
"What happened Andy?"
"I woke up later that night to find her gone and a number at my bedside table. I was so happy and giddy Nadia; feeling things I hadn't experienced since my high school days. I called the number and got some asshole who admitted he'd had one of those "afternoons" with Kailani as well. This-fucking-guy had PAID HER for sex Nadia; my Kailani became a prostitute after finding out I was FUCKING married and it was my fault for not being HONEST about my feelings!" She reached across the table taking the glass from my hand and covering it with her own.
"You can't take responsibility for her stupid decision any more than you can blame yourself for respecting your wife enough to remain faithful." Her words were not as soothing as they sounded and there seemed to be something going on with her beautiful face; some emotion picking at her as well.
"Can I tell you a secret?" A single tear ran along my cheek as I realized how lost I'd been since my divorce.
"Yes Andy."
"I only found out all of this because I cheated on Christine Nadia; I fucked her best friend in our kitchen one afternoon after I'd come home from work. She was there helping with our household and doing blow she'd stole from her shitty husband. We ended up being selfish and fucking the shit out of each other. Later karma reared its ugly fucking head when I found this old purse of Christine's that held all of her dirty little secrets. I found out that she was a bigger slut than I ever could have imagined; that she didn't give a fuck about our vows to each other." More tears were starting to role across my cheek and a few patrons were beginning to stare as Nadia handed me a napkin.
"I could have been with Kailani and probably been happy Nadia."
"Yeah, well that didn't happen Andy and I'd hate to rain on your moment but that's not why you're here and I want to tell you a secret now." I felt like an idiot baring my soul mistaking the napkin she'd pressed into my hand for some sort of sympathy and now I saw her in a different light. Nadia didn't so much listen to people as she waited to speak feeling what she had to say was infinitely more important.
"Yeah sure; spill Nadia." She seemed to vaguely notice my acidic tone as I continued to drink caring little about what I was about to hear.
"Mike wasn't my first."
"Wasn't your first what?"
"My first anything Andy; I lost my virginity unfortunately to an older cousin a year before I met Mike and while it wasn't idea at the time I found that I rather liked the feel of his cock and we had somewhat of a fling. We must have fucked thirty times within three days; Saanjh really loved my body Andy. I was bent over every piece of furniture in that house and in the end I was obliged to leave him with a pair of my panties to calm him." She paused lingering on the memory while I sat silently processing her candid admission shocked to the core of my being.
"Of course daddy promptly found out after my physician tipped him off and put an end to the whole fucking thing; Saanjh walks with a limp now and I can't say I'm sorry about that but he did turn me on to the joys of coitus. So much so that I fucked two guys the following week Andy; it was easy because they were like best friends. They started fighting over me right there in the bedroom because one guy, his name was Bendy was taking too long to cum and Prakash got fucking hot!! Well I solved that problem I tell you; my first DP Andy; you know what that means right?"
"Of course I know what fucking double penetration is Nadia; why are you telling me about all of this shit?"
"I should think it would be obvious at this point; we're going to fuck one another Andy." She said it so plainly that I almost overlooked it and her face remained cold and impassive.
"Why would I fuck my friend's wife?"
"Why wouldn't you Andy? You obviously are in need of companionship and release and I'm your best possible option. I'm going to fuck you every which way but loose and then I'm going to tell Mike everything so that I can watch him cry."
"And what if I say no?"
"No worries; I'll simply walk over to the bar and pick up the first five men that are okay with a group sex experience and have them bukake me after they're done using all of my openings. Then I'm going to have one of the lucky fucks take pictures of me with my new I-Phone which Mike got me for Christmas and send his parents the photos." She twirled her finger in her glass and licked the residue from her pointer finger.
"That is pretty fucked up Nadia; I had no clue who you really were underneath and frankly it scares the shit out of me."
"But that's the point of this whole conversation Andy; you have to know that you only see what people are willing to show you. Once you accept that then your life gets infinitely better. Mike thought he could get some cheap, easy pussy without me finding out and look where that got him. I bet you didn't know Mike had some fun at your expense after your divorce; heard him joking about how you were stupid for marrying a "FAT ASS GINGER" as he put it."
"That supposed to make me fuck you?"
"Well fuck me or fuck yourself; I have a really nice room here in this building and I'm going to go wait there for you to come and fuck me Andy. Make no mistake about it; you're going to have sex with me tonight-not make love. We're going to FUCK and that's all Andy; see you in five minutes lover." She pressed a key card into my hand while giving me a light kiss on the forehead and walked out of the restaurant. I stared out of the window at the city lights and finished my drink.
There was a number on the key card...22B.
The suite was larger than I expected almost resembling a small apartment as I stepped inside under a single light illuminating a small alcove between the entrance and the rest of the room. I noticed Nadia's purse and a matching keycard on top of an adjacent table. She was sitting at the end of the short corridor on the bed reclining on the palms of her hands with one shapely leg folded over the other. She'd turned on a radio and "This Love by the Cocteau Twins" was drifting through the room. Nadia had this expectant, lazy look on her face as she regarded me. I undid my belt and opened my jeans before pulling my shirt over my head and dropping it to the floor.
She didn't say one word as I approached the bed and stood silently before her waiting. Nadia took her time sitting up and drew my zipper down slowly until my erect cock made itself known popping out of the top of my pants. Only her torso moved forward as she leaned in and took me into her mouth. She began fellating me very softly increasing in pressure and tempo gradually until she was sucking me harder than I'd ever experienced. I was conflicted remembering her arrogant words and grabbed a handful of her silky black hair and fucking into her mouth roughly. Her hazel eyes pierced into me as she looked up while my cock savaged her throat and copious amounts of saliva bubbled up and hung in a nasty web from her full lips finally soiling her tanned cleavage.
The sight of her pneumatic décolletage was too much and my trembling hands attempted to slip the tiny straps from her narrow shoulders clumsily snapping them and fumbling the whole affair. Even with the slight spaghetti straps now ripped from her dress, her chest held the silky fabric in place and I tried again putting a finger in her deep cleavage and pulling the garment towards me hearing a tear occur somewhere and not caring one lick. Nadia cupped the outsides of her breasts hooking thumbs into the top of the dress drawing it down to reveal a strapless black lacey undergarment that barely hid what appeared to be 36 DDD breasts with a prominent tan lines that stood in contrast to her olive colored skin. She'd never stopped sucking on my cock which was completely glazed over with a mixture of her saliva and my fluids.
Nadia finally reared back disengaging my cock from her wet lips holding her breasts tightly together and drooled a sustained fountain of spit and precum into her cleavage before looking up into my eyes. I pressed my cock length wise into the slippery valley between her breasts feeling the warm sticky mixture coat and gulf me as she pushed her luscious tits hard against my member. A wet syrupy sound and our combined breathing filled the room as I fucked her cleavage slow and deliberately until I was on the verge of cumming stopping myself abruptly. Nadia took my member in her right hand softly running her fist along it sticky length until I grabbed a fist full of her dark locks and pulled her into a deep, soulful kiss. My palms found her tapered waist sliding down to her well rounded hips as her wine soaked tongue invaded my mouth with equal fervor wrestling with my own.
I felt as if I would cum and shoved her roughly back turning her to face the bed and pushed her with enough force that she had to stop herself with both hands to keep from going face first into the mattress. I followed her onto the bed on my knees pulling her short, cocktail dress up marveling at her large, heart shaped rear that seemed to spread wider when she bent over. Her musky, exotic tinged scent engulfed my nostrils as my fingers dug into the pliant flesh of her backside with its equally prominent tan lines. The manner in which her narrow waist sloped out into her wide arching his sent me into a pinching and groping frenzy as Nadia arched and undulated her back and hips in time to the music coming from the radio. I doubt if I even realized that she hadn't worn panties as I rubbed my cock along her moist slit luxuriating in the spine tingling sensation.
My thick cock parted her lips finding her sex tighter than I would have imagined as I filled her completely and just let it rest there inside her perfect body. I cupped the outside of her cheeks pushing them together to create an inviting view pushing into her shapely body. Nadia was already bouncing her hips creating slight ripples across her succulent flesh when I let my weight pin her to the bed and ground into her cunt as hard as I could. Once I touched the back of her tunnel I let it sit there enjoying the sensation of her body tensing up on me while she lay face down and still. I resumed pumping into her hen my cock's pulsing slowed enough for me to enjoy her again making her cheeks bounce until I couldn't take it anymore and assumed draped my larger figure over her petite own. I suckled one of Nadia's ears savoring the taste of her sweat and perfume treating her as a plaything and disregarding her as a human being.
"Oh Andy; I'm going to cum." She finally moaned with a tinge of desperation and a sliver of pure lust. I felt a somewhat smug sense of achievement and rolled her over on her back facing me. She didn't say a word or betray and emotion as I kneeled over her chest feeding my member to her. This beauty who I'd formally pictured as a straight laced, conservative housewife was burning away everything I'd ever thought I knew about her as she took more than half my length twirling and teasing me almost to orgasm. I'd half figured most of the things she told me at the table were some elaborate lie to get me wrapped up in her plan of revenge yet here she was laying under me proving every hateful word that had come out of her mouth tonight. Her partially tattered dress served as a seat cushion while she created a tight seal around my cock with her breasts.
I fucked her taunt natural endowments with no mercy eventually feeding the top portion of my cock back into her throat. She didn't miss a beat sucking and slurping despite the angry thrusting motion that had to be somewhat painful. I was hitting the back of her throat on every other stroke finally fully fucking her mouth to a satisfying finish. Nadia remained prone lying on her back taking everything I had to give without word or complaint.
"OOOOOOHHHHH FUCK; I'M CUMMMING BITCH!!" I shamefully humped her head hearing the wet, smacking sound that fueled my impending nasty finish. I actually crouched over her face in a modified fetal position as the semen boiled in my balls and my breathing and utterings dire and pushed to the point of no return.
"FAAAAWWWK NAAAAADIAAAAA!!" She gagged and coughed as a huge burst of cum shot straight into her throat nearly choking her. I felt her nails dig into one of my thighs and an opposite buttock as I coated her face caring little for the gasping woman under me. She wriggled out from under me and bolted into the bathroom to pray to the porcelain goddess. I looked down towards the immaculate marble floor of the suite noticing her damaged dress laying where it had fallen as she ran to the bathroom and her heels a few feet away from the cracked bathroom door. The shower started running a few minutes later. I got up and walked into the large bathroom finding Nadia inside the shower under the spray leaning against the wall with her palms placed flat. I slid the glass door open stepping inside as she silently regarded me and we began kissing once more.
My fingers pried her large cheeks apart and I circled her ring pushing a finger inside finding that it had been used before just as she said. I reached down turning the faucet off and carefully stepped out onto the bath mat bringing her along with me to the large mirror over the sink. I wanted her to see herself as I fucked her wide ass raw. She struggled a little against me bending at the waist and lubing me up with her mouth before placing her palms flat on the counter staring at her own reflection in the mirror. Her stoic demeanor suffered a little as the head of my cock found the intense heat inside her back door and yearned for more. In moments I'd sheathed myself inside her as she bent over resting her chest on top of the sink. I noticed her large breasts perfectly fit inside the oval basin as she reached back spreading her pliant cheeks.
She emitted a single gasp as I began fucking her ass with deliberate strokes; her labored breathing the only ambient sound inside the room. Her long shapely legs trembled and seemed rubbery after a while causing her to balance herself with hands against the reflective glass as I reached forward cupping one huge tit and rolling the nipple. My other hand found her flat tummy and descended down touching her clit. Nadia rocked back in time with my strokes until sweat covered both of our bodies once more as she whimpered and shook from my attention. Her lovely mouth hung open and I stuck a single finger inside for her to suck on and she didn't disappoint. When my digit was sufficiently lubricated I placed it inside her sex teasing her button even further until she was loudly gasping and twerking her hips against me.
"AAAAAAWWWW FAAAAWKK!!" She cried out clenching her forbidden tunnel around me causing my abused cock to explode inside her back door and I parted her big cheeks withdrawing my cock to cover her tan butt with several bursts of cum. I pushed my cock along the deep crack of her ass sawing it until I was spent. I looked up into the mirror finding her staring at herself with a conflicted expression and rested my head on her shoulder staring into her beautiful face as well. I gave her tit a healthy squeeze and led her back into the shower watching her slide down into a sitting position. She was looking up at my face with a sort of desperation and I fed my cock to her waiting lips. After she'd cleaned her essence from it, I completed my shower and left her sitting there under the spray. I was completely spent and too exhausted to go home for the night. I got under the sheets and was soon sound asleep. Nadia woke me in the middle of the night shaking me back to consciousness.
"I'M NOT A WHORE; I'M A GOOD WOMAN!!" She screamed into my face crying uncontrollably. She was wrapped in one of the terry cloth robes that came with the suite and her long dark hair was ripping wet.
"Of course you are; come to bed."
I lifted up my side of the bedding and she got in with me in a fetal position with her big butt pressed up against my crotch. I through my arm around her drawing her in closer and nurturing her into sleep. We "made love" right before the dawn without a care in the world as her legs locked into the small of my back working with me until I came hard inside her. I was completely sated at this point and dropped into a deep slumber. When I awoke Nadia was nowhere to be found and I wasn't worried because I didn't expect her to remain after her revenge against Mike was completed. We'd both gotten what we wanted in some form or another and I felt refreshed as I noticed over a hundred messages on my phone. They were all from Mike; mostly threats and manipulative attempts to appeal to my better nature. I simply deleted the messages and blocked his number before going to the lobby for an adequate breakfast in the day room of the hotel.
*****
Nine Months later Nadia gave me a baby girl. Her name is Nalini and she is the most beautiful girl in the world. I get her on two days out of the week and every other weekend but I keep her when Nadia and Mike want to go out for an evening.
...yeah they got back together after she fucked me and that's all I have to say about that.
My wife Christine loves cooking for Nalini and reading her stories.
...yeah we found our way back to each other; but that is another story for another time.
THE END
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Angie Delgado was sleeping better than she had in the last few days since she'd gone on a tear through her cousin's life when she was awakened from a deep slumber by loud pounding on her bedroom door.
"WAKE UP BITCH!!" She rubbed the sleep from her eyes as she realized that her cousin Brenda was beating on her door loud enough to wake everyone in the neighborhood. She sat up in the small bed afforded to her and watched her door vibrate under the repeated pounding realizing that her thin cousin had finally come across the gift left in her bedroom.
"Wh-Who's there?" Angie feigned a sleepy sounding voice as she sat up in the bed and rolled her neck. Habit and some hazards in her life had left its imprint on the chubby teen resulting in her habitually locking her door when she went to bed.
"OPEN THE DOOR ANGIE!!" Her voice seemed to rile up her cousin even more and she noticed that Brenda was jerking on the door knob making it shake and loosen.
"But you sound mad." She continued feigning a submissive sounding voice as she looked over at her cheap clock finding that it was three in the morning.
"HAVE YOU BEEN IN MY FUCKING ROOM?!!"
"W-What?" The large chubby girl cupped her hand over her mouth and stifled a giggle while her enraged cousin shrieked in frustration.
"YOU HEARD ME PUTA; HAVE YOU BEEN IN MY FUCKING ROOM TODAY?!!"
"Well I did your laundry and I uhm; vacuumed the carpet Brenda." Angie leaned over and snatched a black wife beater off of the floor to cover her bare breasts.
"DON'T FUCK WITH ME ANGIE; YOU KNOW WHAT I'M TALKING ABOUT BITCH!!"
"B-Brenda you're scaring me." She was actually leaning back against the wall as she pulled a knee length jean skirt up over her ample hips. Brenda was unaware that her larger cousin had been taught to fight by some of her mother's biker friends. The rail thin teen was ignorant of the many street fights Angie had won while she lived with their grandmother. When it came to fighting Angie Delgado had the taught mentality of a caged animal and the prowess of a seasoned boxer that always threw her opponents off balance due to her smiling, cuddly appearance.
"OPEN THIS FUCKING DOOR BIATCH; WE GOTTA HANDLE OUR BUSINESS PERRA!!" Angie calmly stepped into her flip flops while keeping an eye on the door which seemed like it could splinter at any moment.
"Why do you want to hurt me Brenda?" She knew that her cousin was upset about the condom full of her boyfriend's semen that she'd left in her room figuring it would be days before she found it. Angie had planned a physical altercation but Brenda's actions meant she would have to finish up days before she was ready to complete her revenge on her insensitive cousin.
"Estas jodiendo mi hombre perra?!!" Brenda had become so angry that she'd gone into Spanish feigning a calming demeanor with the intention of getting her scared cousin to open the door so that she could assault her. She'd spent hours cleaning her trashed room and talking to friends about the two guys she believed were fighting over her when she'd found the used condom in her bedside table. It had been purposely placed in with the rest of her condom stash and this had sent the lithe Latin teen into a rage.
"Which one?" Angie answered stretching her arms over her head and cracking her knuckles while her cousin shrieked and began kicking the door with all of her might.
"FUCKING SLUT; OPEN THIS GOT-DAMN DOOR PUTA!! I'M GONNA WHIP YOUR FUCKING ASS!!" Angie stood on the other side of the door yawning before folding her arms across her chest.
By this time Brenda had lost all reason as she went to the kitchen and retrieved a knife which began using to pick the lock on her cousin's small room. She was further emboldened by the frightened pleading of her much larger cousin from her side of the door as she was rewarded by the sound of the lock's release. However as she grabbed the doorknob, the thin teen suddenly found herself being propelled forward as the door was snatched open. Nothing could have prepared the five foot four, one hundred and fifteen pound girl for what lay ahead on the opposite side of the door as the ham like fist of Angela Delgado smashed into her pretty face. Brenda was sent to the tiled floor of the kitchen adjacent and actually slid into the cabinets below the kitchen sink. She lay motionless on the floor as her larger, formerly timid cousin nursed her sore fist.
"Yeah, I fucked them." Angie glibly answered her barely conscious relative who was staring up at the kitchen ceiling in a fist induced haze. It took Angie a few seconds to realize the extent of the damage her punch had caused and the chubby teen casually walked over to the sink and filled a plastic tumbler full of water. She took a light sip of water before pouring the rest of the contents on her cousin's prone figure. The cold water jolted Brenda back into consciousness and she wallowed around on the floor trying to get her bearings before scurrying off to her bedroom and locking the door. Angie opened the fridge and helped herself to a can of beer she found in the doorway.
After she'd emptied the can, she walked down the hallway and calmly knocked on her cousin's door.
"Oh you don't want to talk any more Brenda?" There was no response from the side of the door other than muted sobbing. Angie shrugged her shoulders and padded off to her room to resume a peaceful slumber behind her locked door.
There would be no more disturbances for the rest of the night...or so she thought.
*************************************************************************************
Conception was doing something that she absolutely hated and that was fucking her boyfriend doggy style. To the middle aged mother of two, it was demeaning and forced her into a subservient posture but she was on a mission. Income tax time was coming up and she had plans for her clueless boyfriend's tax refund.
"Oh baby te sientes tan bien que voy a accabar." Louis was onto his girlfriend's plan and he was going to make the most of it. Moments before they hooked up he'd taken a blue pill and Conception had no idea what hit her as he seemed able to go on forever. She was pretty enough with just a hint of grey but there was nothing that he loved more than his current view. The motion ripples across that wide squarish butt fueled his lust as his fingers dug into the almost too soft flesh of her hips and her brown-eye was plainly visible, but anal was definitely off the table. He'd talked her into trying it during a moment of mutual intoxication and the disaster that followed was somewhat comedic with Conception going on an epic rant in Spanish while he pulled the soiled sheets from the bed.
"Aren't you finished yet pervitido?!" Her words were labored and shaky as his chubby torso slammed into her backside.
"Almost there dulce, I could cum any minute now." That was as far from the truth as you could get and he chaffed a little at her impatience figuring that she might enjoy things a little bit more if she would quit complaining.
"You've been saying that for an hour now Estupido; better finish in five minutes!!" She figured that her dues were paid and made mental plans to use up his entire refund. He was such a freak that she hadn't even had time to fully undress before she found herself on her hands and knees in his bed. It had become a little humid in the cramped bedroom and she'd finally gotten her blouse off while keeping her utilitarian beige bra on. Louis had never seemed especially interested in her tits and that was just fine with her. He did his best to facilitate a quicker orgasm using his weight to push her prone on the mattress as her phone began ringing.
"Hold on my phone's ringing Louis." She knew he thought he was really giving it to her but laughed inwardly knowing that she'd had better lovers and only tolerated him because of the money he was bringing to the table. The frugal woman socked away most off her money in accounts and used most of his paycheck for her bills. She considered it fair trade for her sexual attention and also because she'd allowed him back into her life after he'd been caught peeping at her daughter. In reality nothing could have been farther from the truth. The only thing that ran through his mind whenever his gaze rested on Brenda was how emaciated she looked in his opinion.
"AH COME ON; I'M ALMOST THERE!" His face was reddened and the poor man appeared ready for a heart attack as he felt himself about to peak. Her wide, overly soft backside molded to his pelvis felt slightly watery in mature way that meant it was only had a few more years before her ass would be visibly sagging. He felt his balls begin to tighten up as she involuntarily jiggled against his sweaty flesh.
"CUT IT OUT LOUIS!!" She began wriggling against him trying to get to her phone and earned a messy cum shot to her wide butt for her efforts.
"MOMMY ANIGIE'S GONE CRAZY!!" Brenda's hysterical voice greeted Conception as she swatted back at Louis who was intent on jerking the rest of his load onto her back. His weak knees gave way and he collapsed on her back easily sated as she groaned into the phone from his weight.
"What's going on Mami?" Her fingers accidentally pressed the speaker button on her phone and Louis' bedroom was flooded with the sounds of a crying hysterical teenager.
"ANGIE PUNCHED ME IN THE FACE FOR NO REASON MOMMY!!"
"WHAT?!!" Conception began throwing a few elbows until her flustered boyfriend finally rolled off of her back leaving a considerable mess behind. He leaned on his side surveying the glazed sight of his girlfriend's tanned butt.
"ANGIE CAME INTO MY ROOM AND BEAT ME UP; COME HOME MOMMY I'M SCARED!!" Louis chuckled to himself out of view of his girlfriend knowing full well that the spoiled teen probably got what she deserved. Brenda was severely spoiled and an absolute choir to be around at times. She had accused him of staring at her on multiple occasions even going so far as to say he'd burst into the bathroom while she was showering. The portly man had considered dumping Conception after that incident in which he been physically assaulted. Brenda had sucked punched him and given him a classic black eye that he had to explain away at his job as a restaurant manager.
"I'M COMING BABY, MOMMY'S COMING!!" Conception jumped out of the bed searching for her panties and skirt but not before wiping her lower back and ass with her boyfriend's silk dress shirt. She put on her clothing in a frenzy falling over a few times before finally getting dressed and realizing that Louis had been lying in bed the whole time watching her with a lazy smile on his face.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU LOOKING AT ASSHOLE?!! GET YOUR FUCKING CLOTHES ON!!"
*************************************************************************************
Brenda called several more times before her mother reached home and by the time Conception reached the front steps she was fit to be tied. Louis of course had tried to filter the building situation as best he could but none of his words would calm the panicked mother.
"BRENDA WHERE ARE YOU BABY?!!" She entered her home brandishing a tiny canister of pepper spray as Brenda emerged from her room looking completely disheveled. Louis switched on a lamp in the living room and was shocked to see his girlfriend's daughter with a huge nose that looked several sizes bigger than her face. The poor girl also seemed to have large dark circles around her eyes that he realized were two newly minter black eyes.
"MOMMY!!" The women embraced as tears ran down Conception's face when she saw what had been done to her daughter and turned to her boyfriend who shrugged his shoulders.
"I want that FAT BITCH out of here understand?!" The wretched look on her face told him that she wanted him to do more than escort her niece out of the house but there was no way he was going to tangle with her after looking at the damage done to Brenda.
He cautiously made his down the hallway to the kitchen noticing a few toppled chairs and the wet floor where Angie had poured a tumbler of water onto the prone body of her cousin. He turned his attention to the chubby teen's closed door and knocked lightly.
"Yeah?" Angie's tired response floated through the thin wooden door after a few moments.
"It's Louis Angie; your friend."
"Well I'm trying to sleep; what the fuck do you want?" Her response was so relaxed and casual that he almost didn't realize that she'd cursed at him.
"Uh things are somewhat stressed around here little flower; I think maybe you should come with me for the night." He heard the small bed creak from her weight and tensed up not knowing what to expect but heeding the chubby girl's potential.
"Alright give me a minute." He was relieved as he heard her yawn followed by some movement inside the room. Moments later she opened the door holding a small suitcase that contained the bulk of her meager belongings.
"I guess they don't want me any more huh Louis?" The gravity of her cousin's recent actions and her explosive response read on her round face.
"It'll be okay little flower, you can stay at my place for a few nights." She allowed him to take her suitcase and he cradled her with one of his arms as they made their way to the front door. Conception and her daughter were waiting in the living room and Angie chaffed inwardly at the sight of her cousin playing the victim.
"Cerdo De Mierda!!" Brenda lunched at her large cousin grabbing a handful of her hair and used her other hand in a weak attempt at a sucker punch. Louis never would have imagined the strength of the chubby teen as he found himself shoved into a wall. In seconds Angie had grabbed one of her cousin's thin arms yanking her to the floor and purposely falling on top of her with the brunt of her full weight. The thin girl was painfully squashed crying out as Conception's fingers dug into her niece's hair and the back of her shirt ripping it a bit. In short order the middle aged mother learned the same lesson as her daughter when she was quickly shoved with enough force to send her sprawling over the coffee table.
"PARRA ESTA MIERDA!!" Louis managed to entrap Angie's wrists pulling her off of her smaller cousin who was cowering in a fetal position on the carpet. Brenda hocked a thick wad of spittle on her cousin's cheek and scurried on all fours into the hall nursing her bruised arm.
"GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY HOUSE BITCH!!" Conception was having a little trouble getting back to her feet; her lower back was wracked with pain. Angie stood there flushed looking back and forth between her aunt and her cousin with a section of her hair pointing at the ceiling and three small scratches on her cheek. Her lips trembled a bit as she looked to Louis watching as he gathered up her suitcase.
"You never wanted me anyway." Angie finally commented and walked out of her aunt's home.
Once he was outside Louis discovered Angie already sitting in the passenger side of his car staring out into space. The look on her face tugged at his heart strings as he turned the engine on and pulled out of f of the street the chubby teen had called home. He reached over and switched on his radio hoping to calm Angie but she switched it off taking the knob in the process. How was he to know that she wasn't a fan of Banda music preferring oldies and hip hop along with an eclectic selection of electronica. She liked the fact that no one seemed able to accurately classify her personality even though it also seemed to keep her from making friends most of the time.
"I'm not bad." She muttered to no one in particular catching his attention.
"What was that little flower?"
She didn't reply or repeat her minor statement as this was a learned habit the chubby Latina had picked up while living with her grandmother. During an intense exchange between them over some household issue a verbal argument had quickly deteriorated into a berating with an ironing cord and Angie had been forbidden to socialize with any of the local boys. Of course she didn't listen and went out with some guy she met at a quickie mart which resulted in her clothing being taken away. Many things ran through her mind as she looked at the darkened streets but the troubled girl was drawn back to the secondary confrontation with her cousin Brenda and her aunt's participation. Angie ran a few fingers along her scalp finding some blood there and her chest tightened up.
"Don't worry, things will blow over in a few days." The silence in the car was getting to Louis and he was more than a little disturbed at the savagery displayed by the chubby girl sitting beside him.
"I'm hungry." It sounded like an order and he didn't know how to react but found himself pulling into a drive through less than twenty minutes later. He attempted to make small talk after buying two bags full of junk food but his attempts at breaking the ice were futile.
"What do you see in my aunt?" She finally asked between bites of a triple decker burger.
"Uh, well she's a little spirited and all but I think there's a lot to your aunt. I-I mean she can be hard to get along with at times but we uh, work things out." He felt like he was on the offensive as he answered her simple yet probing question that came out of the blue.
"She must REALLY know how to FUCK."
"Oh Dios mio, mira la boca pequena flor!!" Louis always reverted to Spanish when he was caught off guard and only her laughter put him at ease. Most of his children were adults many years removed from the house and he was a little rusty dealing with an angry teenager. He hadn't even thought about the sleeping arrangements as he let her into his modest one bedroom apartment.
"Well I know it's not much but I have a nice pull out bed here in the couch and there's a little bit of food in the kitchen...and I got that PlayStation over there on the television." He watched the large girl look around his apartment before kneeling and looking at a few of the games he'd received when he picked up the second hand console from a yard sale with the intention of giving it to her spoiled cousin. Brenda had scoffed at the gift emptying his wallet instead without much of a thank you. The teen girl apparently wasn't a big fan of Grand Theft Auto and Mortal Kombat.
"So you're going to be my daddy now Louis?" Angie asked looking up from floor where she was examining the backs of the video games boxes.
"WHAT?!!-UH, NOOOO!! Look little flower; I'm gonna hit the head. Make yourself comfortable Angie and we'll figure something out tomorrow." He stumbled into his bathroom leaving her alone in the living room to stare at the dirty plates on his coffee table and discarded underwear on the floor. She retched a little bit as she noticed a pair of her aunt's panties on the carpet where she'd discarded them hours earlier when she'd come over to screw her witless boyfriend. The couch was somewhat ratty and beat up and the cushions were stained from spilt food over the years. Louis was a true bachelor in every sense of the word and it seemed that her aunt paid little attention to his needs. She walked down the hallway and took a look into his bedroom finding this room even more of a mess. She yawned and turned up her nose at the latent odor left behind by the coupling of her aunt and was yanking the sheets from the bed before she even knew it.
Louis emerged from the bathroom and removed a few blankets from a hallway closet. He walked back to the living room finding it empty and nervously swallowed as he looked back towards his bedroom.
"Flor pequena?" He pushed cautiously pushed open the door to find the chubby girl laying face down on his stripped bed fast asleep. Her loud snoring permeated the room and Louis chuckled to himself before letting her have the room. Louis reached down to pull a blanket over her prone body when he noticed that her skirt had ridden up exposing the lower portion of her huge butt.



"Mierda!!"Her panties had ridden up into the deep crack of her tanned posterior providing an inviting view for the man with a severe ass fetish that caused him to put up with bitch of an aunt. He burned a hole in her bottom with his eyes hardly believing how wide her hips were in relation to her waist. She mumbled a little in her sleep and moved about a bit making her massive butt jiggle and slightly bounce. He was sporting serious wood in seconds and it was all he could do to leave the room turning off the lights as he went.
He didn't hear the teen snickering into the mattress in the darkness.
*************************************************************************************
Louis woke abruptly to some loud music and the smell of breakfast. He'd had a rough night drinking several beers and trying unsuccessfully to draw his thoughts away from his girlfriend's niece. The portly middle aged man ended up taking matters well into hand jerking himself into the toilet before crossing himself. He cursed himself knowing that he could never "un-see" what had been revealed to him the night prior and worried that it would affect his relationship with Angie. He'd always see her in a sexual manner even though he legitimately had her best interests at heart. He checked his phone noticing a large number of texts from Conception. The living room was immaculately cleaned and everything had been wiped down and put away.
"BREAKFAST UNCLE LOUIS!!" He jumped as she called out to him from the kitchen. He found that her self-imposed chores extended to his kitchen which was as clean as the first day he'd moved into the small one bedroom. Angie had prepared a veritable feast from the meager offerings in his fridge and was sitting at the small table smiling at him.
"Thank you for cleaning the house little flower; but you didn't have to do all of this Angie." He grabbed a seat and filled a plate with some eggs and chorizo. She'd set the table buffet style with everything needed on the picnic style tablecloth which covered the second hand piece of furniture.
"I always earn my keep Uncle Louis and I just wanted you to know how grateful I am. If it wasn't for you I'd probably be sleeping on a park bench somewhere." She poured him a large glass of milk from a decanter she'd found under the sink and cleaned.
"Oh I'd never let that happen; you're like a daughter to me." Even as he spoke the memory of her lying prone on his bed stung at his conscious.
"So you are going to be the daddy huh?" He coughed up some milk onto the table making her laugh aloud.
"AH COME ON ANGIE; WHY DO SAY SUCH THINGS?!!" She casually handed him a paper towel while taking a drink from her plastic cup. He would never know that Angie was actually drinking a screwdriver having found some vodka to mix with her orange juice.
"I'm just having a little fun with you payaso; lighten the fuck up alright?"
"You're just so different than what I first thought and you act like a grown woman. I guess you had us all fooled little flower." She didn't answer as he found himself trying to figure her out.
"So you never answered my question; what do you see in my aunt?" Her features softened a bit as she leaned back in her chair feeling him out. She already knew that he was infatuated with her aunt's big flat butt having seen him taking every opportunity to palm and grope Conception's behind. Angie was interested in finding out if he would be honest with her because she really wanted to like him. The chubby girl had only known disappointment and indifference from the adults in her life. She had little use for the petty selfishness of her aunt and cousin preferring her own company over her family.
"Me gusta su' gran trasero...Alright Angie?!" He always answered in Spanish when he was uncomfortable with something asked of him and this question had him sweating bullets. He figured the shock value of actually admitting his fetish would throw the teen off balance.
"Wow Uncle Louis; doesn't it feel good to get that shit off your chest?" She handed him a glass of her specially prepared orange juice and laughed as he choked on the rough alcohol.
"MIERDA ERES NINA LOCA!!"
"Sorry about that Uncle, I thought you could use something to take the edge off."
"Look Angie I'm pretty sure that things are going to work themselves out but I want you to know that while you're staying here there will be some uh, house rules. You still have to go to school and eh-no drinking alright?" She just nodded noting the pleading tone in his voice and felt a bit of remorse for teasing him.
"I was just playing with you man; don't be so serious. I'll clean the dishes if you're finished." He nodded just as is phone chimed signaling a text message which turned out to be Angie's aunt. She stood and gathered the plates on the table while he texted back. Conception wanted to go shopping with his money no doubt and there was no mention of her ousted niece. He worried not knowing if he would be stuck with raising a troubled teen in his small one bedroom apartment. Angie's mother was serving time in the prison on some drug related charges and her grandmother definitely wasn't going to welcome the girl back into her home. He knew that he couldn't abandon her and it made him angry that Conception wasn't the least bit concerned about Angie. He poured himself another glass of Angie's specially prepared "orange juice" and stared over at the teen placing the dishes in the sink.
"MIERDA!!" Louis found himself staring at her humongous ass clad only in lime tinted panties. The thin rayon material had rode up into the crack of her butt leaving one cheek completely exposed. He was compromised again as his cock nearly burst in his pants.
"What?" Angie looked over her shoulder while casually washing the dishes.
"Maybe you should go to the bedroom and put something on little flower." She was getting a kick out of pulling his chain for his reaction to her if nothing else.
"But it's more comfortable doing my chores like this; besides my skirt is dirty and I need to wash it." He was puzzled that this large pear shaped girl seemed unaware of the effect she was having on him. There was so much that seemed innocent about Angie Delgado even after everything he'd witnessed.
"Please Angie I can't take it."
"Geez Uncle Louis you act like I'm torturing you or something. It's just some fucking panties payaso; what's wrong with that?" Even facing was no better because now he was looking at her pronounced camel toe. The large full back underwear was so tight on her body that the garment almost looked painted on.
"It's just not right little flower." He pleaded as she threw up her hands in exasperation.
"Alright I have some jean shorts in my bag; if that's okay with you Louis." He nodded his approval waving her off and his eyes followed the sway of her tremendous backside as she left the room. He went to the living room checking a new series of texts from his girlfriend asking how long it would take for him to get to her house. She was also talking about taking her spoiled daughter to a plastic surgeon and this made him chuckle. He wished he'd been there to see Angie paste Brenda in the face. The stuck up beauty had been writing that check for over a year now and Angie had inadvertently avenged him. He held a grudge after being unfairly accused of peeping at the thin teen.
"Uncle Louis, can I play with your video game system?"
"You don't have to ask me; it's yours from now on okay?" She walked into the living room and gave him a peck on the forehead before kneeling down and pulling the controller from under the television stand. He chaffed inwardly when he noticed her wearing a pair of jeans that had been cut into an obscene pair of homemade booty shorts. Angie made a show of herself by bending over further causing the frayed material to ride further into the deep cavernous crack of her ass and puffy lower lips while she pretended to look for a video game box. She was intent on driving him wild with her greatest asset besides her devious mind and deceptive cuddly appearance.
"Do you mind if I get comfortable?"
"WHAT?!!" His heart was thumping so loud that he wondered if she could hear it and his boxers were already soaked in precum. He was sticky between the legs and his cock was painfully thumping. She surprised him by moving his coffee table aside and laying on her stomach with her legs spread wide. Her ankles straddled the outside of his feet as she began playing Mortal Kombat. She was actually quite good at the game and quickly got into what she was doing forgetting about her little game with him. The view from where he was sitting was incredible as he took stock of her wide arching hips that formed a perfect semi-circle on each side. It was all he could do to keep from crawling down on the floor and prying her thick mounds to get a taste of her virtue.
Louis was already acting on his lust by absentmindedly rubbing his crotch as he noticed the slightest hint of a tan line at the borderline of her short bottoms. He was sweaty and flushed red as he increased the cadence of his finger's path along his cock.
"Like what you see?" She suddenly asked.
"HUH, WH-WHAAAT?!!" He quickly pulled his hand away and crossed a leg over the other to hide his tumescence.
"I have the perfect score-on the game silly. Bet you didn't think a girl could be so good at playing video games huh Uncle Louis?" He coughed and tried to covertly adjust himself in his pants.
"I thought nothing of the sort; don't you think you should be getting ready for school?" The smile and subsequent pout she gave him in return for his compliment tugged at his heartstrings.
"I thought maybe we could hang out for the rest of the day."
"Now you remember what we talked about Angie, you have to go to school." He tried to sound stern but doubted that she took him seriously. She turned off the system and turned to him with a smile and a kiss on the cheek.
"Is that for me?" Angie ran a finger over the bulge in his pants and bounced off to the bathroom before he could react. His eyes were glued to her massive butt and she put a little extra in her step making it jiggle a little bit for his enjoyment. Angie was confident that she had his undivided attention and was intent on driving him wild with the one thing her aunt had used to keep him locked in a shitty relationship. Louis was at the end of his rope from all of the teasing when he heard the shower running. He figured he could run back to his bedroom and rub one out before he did something he regretted. He was halfway down the hall when he heard a blood curdling scream from the bathroom that caused him to stumble into the wall.
"MIERDA!!" He burst into the bathroom to find her standing in his shower wild eyed and nude under the running shower. Her arms were draped across her plump breasts leaving her clean shaven snatch visible.
"WHAT HAPPENED?!!"
"I-uhm, I saw a roach." He face-palmed and half considered tossing her out of his apartment when he realized that he was looking at her thick, voluptuous body completely nude. She slowly dropped her arms away from her breasts and ran her hand through her dark hair placing an errant silky lock behind her ear. It was all too much for the stubby, portly man who immediately came in his pants. An oily spot became visible on the crotch of his pants but he didn't move. He appeared to be frozen at the sight of her zaftig proportions. Angie was breathing hard in the narrow standup shower as she slowly lowered her gaze until it rested on the growing stain. He didn't know what to do next as he watched her flush red and a mischievous grin appear on her child-like face.
"Uhm, could you hand me a towel please?" Only his hand moved as he pulled the large towel from the fixture and handed it to her like a zombie. She half chuckled as she covered the front of her body and stepped out of the shower.
"Are you going to be okay Uncle?" He couldn't bring himself to speak simply nodding his head while continuing to stare at the wall.
"Uh, I think you should come with me Louis." She grabbed one of his fingers and gently led him out of the bathroom. She had only covered her front with the large towel and he was given a royal view of her back and enormous, meaty backside. Her tan, olive colored body glistened with beads of water and perspiration as he followed in a bit of a lust induced haze.
She looked back over her shoulder already knowing what he was looking at and gave him a reassuring smile. Louis was so taken with the young, rubenesque nymph that he didn't even realize that she'd led him into the bedroom until she turned and lowered her towel. She was a few inches taller than him which gave him a view of her full breasts. Her nipples were like stubbly raspberries begging to be suckled and the often teased girl had a soft inverted belly with a slight pouch of fat just over her meaty sex. He noticed very slight stretch marks at her hips and yearned to run his fingers over them. Angie had the powerful legs of a thoroughbred that were offset by her tiny looking feet.
"Wipe me off." She handed him the towel while staring him directly in the eyes. There was a smirk on her pretty face that lent itself to her self-taught confidence as he rubbed down the front of her body never averting his eyes from her until she turned around to let him wipe down her back. His hands trembled as he wiped her back clean of moisture before letting his efforts center on her butt. He pushed the towel down across the wide expanse of her bottom and brought it back up again spreading her cheeks. She shivered a bit as the rough texture of the towel brushed along her puffy slit. Louis draped the towel over her butt almost covering it completely placing his hands at her waist and massaging her slight love handles. She reached back slightly yanking the towel from his grasp leaving him no excuse for touching her body. She was breathing hard as his greedy fingers dug into her meaty hips squeezing hard and finding her soft flesh unyielding. Angie leaned forward slightly pushing her ass into his crotch. She tossed the towel on the bed spreading it out before turning to Louis. She reached on his bedside table amongst the clutter of empty beer cans, bills and prescription medication to find a greasy bottle of baby oil. His heart was thumping in his chest as she pushed the large plastic bottle into his hand.
"You know what you want, now take it." She crawled onto the bed on all fours lying face down and leaving him to wrestle with his conscious.
"But this is wrong little flower." Angie simply sighed and closed her eyes with a yawn. He would have to make up his mind on his own.
She was lying spread eagle with her legs spread wide apart and her scent started to slowly permeate the room as he looked at her naked prone figure resting comfortably on the mattress.
"Dios perdoname!" Before he knew it he had already squirted nearly half of the bottle onto the girl's massive ass and he watched as the oil slowly covered and slid down her olive hued cheeks. He placed his large hands flat on each cheek noticing how small they looked in comparison to the soft pliant flesh underneath. His fingers actually sunk deeply into her pillowy ass and he began the spread the oil around until she was shining in the morning light of the room. He cupped her waist and slid his hands down to the deep cuff where her butt met her thighs continuing down towards her thick muscular calves. He continued this motion for several minutes before settling on her cheeks and squeezing as hard as he could. He trembled crawling onto the bed to pry her mounds apart to get a look at her brown-eye and puffy slit as his cock strained in his pants trying to breach the top of his slacks.
He was covered in sweat and his hands slid around all over his girlfriend's niece. Louis managed to lay on his belly between her legs glaring directly at her snatch. She didn't move or respond even as he opened her sex wide hooking his thumbs inside her juicy snatch. He was overwhelmed by her musky scent and the sopping wet moisture visible inside. He had to get up on his knees to get closer to her sex placing both of his hands around a single cheek and squeezing like his life depended on it. He couldn't resist running his tongue along her skin caring little about the oil he was slurping up as well. He licked and nibbled on both of her buttocks not noticing that Angie was breathing hard from his attention. She began slightly swinging her hips side to side as he sucked on her cheeks and used his pointer finger to trace a circle around her crinkly star. She gasped aloud when she felt his tongue twirl on her asshole and involuntarily pushed back against the older man's face. Angie could feel Louis's prominent nose right between her cheeks as his tongue teased her opening. He liked her taste and lapped hungrily at her entrance pushing her mountainous cheeks apart to shove his tongue directly inside.
Angie loudly moaned twerking her hips in a circular motion completely obscuring his face. Usually she was quiet and lethargic during sex but Louis was making a case as he licked the inside of her dripping walls sending jolts up her spine and forcing moans from the stubborn bbw. She gasped when his tongue sank into her backdoor and started twirling around.
"OOOOOHHHHH YOU'RE SOOOO FUCKING NASTY UNCLE!!" She giggled as the strange sensation made her buck back against him even rougher. He responded by sinking his teeth into the nearest ass cheek making her shriek in delight. Unknown to her he'd exploded a second time on his pants and was a visual mess looking disheveled and zoned out. He slapped her fat ass making it jiggle and wobble uncontrollably. She was ready for his cock and attempted to signal him with a bounce of her huge butt.
"Give it to me." She begged needing to be filled and practically dripping. He seemed clueless to the effect of his actions on her voluptuous frame. She reached back snagging the greying hair on his scalp as she bent forward pushing her rear into his face. He found his head engulfed by her thick cheeks smothering him for seconds that seemed an eternity.
"Give it to me...please." She asked a second time before realizing that he was shoving his head forward apparently trying to asphyxiate himself with her ass.
"JODER E ASSHOLE!!" Angie had reverted to the Spanish language in her frustration releasing his head and accidentally causing Louis to tumble off of the bed. She rolled on her side as he stood ripping the bottom three buttons on his shirt and partially exposing his hirsute pot belly. Her own heart thumped in her chest in expectation of what her Aunt's boyfriend would do next. He was a definite "ASS MAN" and she'd unknowingly given him an overdose of his not so secret fetish. Even with her considerable experience between the sheets, Angie had never had her big wide butt worshipped before. The chubby teen found it oddly empowering.
"What; you're not pussing out on me are you Uncle?" He'd stopped at the large belt buckle on his slacks realizing that he'd soiled himself with a torrent of cum.
"Let me help you with that." Angie was on him in a minute deftly undoing his belt and snapping the clasp on his slacks. She was not prepared for the nasty mess she would find inside as he rolled his eyes towards the ceiling of his bedroom embarrassed.
"Wow es todo eso por mi?" She quickly took him whole into her mouth licking, slurping and rolling her tongue along his girth cleaning him completely. He didn't know what to do with himself as she continually throated his thick, stubby looking cock. Her nails dug into his hairy butt as she pushed down hard on his crotch with her plump lips. Louis quickly realized that the teen was helping him out pulling him rhythmically into her mouth. He grabbed a lock of her hair and fucked her mouth while she looked up into his heavily lidded eyes. Saliva and precum began to bubble around her lips and run down her chin. A wet slurping sound filled the room along with his belabored gasps as he fucked her face with abandon. His cock hit the back of her throat on several occasions and dipped even deeper forcing her to recoil and cough up some mixed phlegm. She cupped her hands under her chin and caught the gooey substance letting it pool in her palms before applying it to his cock. She coated it evenly leaving him glistening and wet before climbing onto the bed turning her massive ass in his direction. Louis watched intently as she spread her thick legs as far apart as possible making the rear view even more enticing. He followed her onto the bed grabbing one of her pillowy ass cheeks and pressed himself against her brown-eye. The bulbous head of his member slipped effortlessly into her as he dug his nails into the matching cheek.



"Hazme tu papa zorra." He mashed her cheeks around his cock luxuriating in the feeling of her soft bottom against his pelvis. His sweaty hands spread her cheeks so that he could see his thick cock wedged just inside her back door. He continued spreading her cheeks until her lower lips parted before releasing them and watching as they bounced back into place. He repeated this motion three more times before pushing into her. Louis wanted to start out slow but found himself pounding into the precocious teen with all he had. The wet sweaty sound of his crotch slamming into her ass filled the steamy bedroom and Angie locked her knees in place. He noticed the change watching motion ripples form on surface of her tanned butt. She actually tightened up around him limiting his movements as she leaned down further resting her head on the mattress.
He grabbed handfuls of her pliant hips and pushed forward hitting the back of her rear tunnel and making the girl cry out in what he thought was pain.
"PUH-PULL MY HAIR!!" She suddenly gasped and he snatched her head back wrapping her hair around his stubby fist. He didn't realize he was pulling her painfully back and arching her spine unnaturally; Louis was lost in his own depraved lust. He was determined to fuck the teen's brains out on a primal level. His heart was thumping so hard that he thought it would burst. Angie started sobbing loudly and mauling one of her own breasts. She pinched and twisted her thick nipple rolling it as her eyes rolled up into her head.
"FUH-FAAAWKK-VENGO PAPA' ...AAAWWWW SHIT!! VENGO PAPA!!" A shrill scream erupted from deep within her as she clamped down on him and came hard. He pushed her ass cheeks together creating a mountainous cleavage as he pulled out of her backdoor and sandwiched himself.
"YO TE VOY A PEQUENA PERRA!!" A thick wad of cum shoot straight up the tight crack of her ass followed by two more bursts as tears ran down his face. He couldn't remember a time when he'd been happier in his adult life as he sawed his blood encrusted cock between her cheeks draining the rest of his cum. He'd managed to cover her fifty-six inch expanse with his cum leaving her a glazed mess. Louis was seeing stars and he felt incredibly light headed as he sat back on his haunches. He hadn't even fully undressed and his pants were bunched up around his knees causing him to fall head first into the head board.
"UNCLE LOUIS!!" Angie rolled over cradled his head as he blinked profusely at the cracked paint on the ceiling of his bedroom.
"Oh fuck Angie; just let me die happy now." He managed to gasp before dropping off into a deep slumber right in her arms.
"Estas loco como anciano mierda." She gave him a light kiss on the lips and pulled a pillow under his head before tip toeing off to the rest room to clean up. He was out like a light laying partially on his bed at an angle snoring loudly. Angie hadn't bothered to pull his pants off and left the exhausted man laying completely knocked out.
The sound of the shower soon accompanied his loud snores.
*************************************************************************************
Conception was beside herself as she sat in the plastic surgeon's office with her daughter. She'd been calling her idiot boyfriend all day and getting no response. She had plans to go shopping with his tax return money but found herself dealing with her spoiled daughter all day. Brenda had been an emotional wreck feeling that she'd been disfigured at the hands of her fat cousin. She'd been inconsolable and talked of dropping out of school so that no one would ever see her bruised features. Conception had gotten things under control by promising to get her daughter some plastic surgery with the very same money she'd earmarked for a little touch up of her own.
"What about this one mommy?" Brenda sat next to her mother with large pair of purple butterfly shades and a scarf wrapped around her hair. A couple of bandages adorned her own prominent nose and there was a slight cut on her upper lip.
"I don't know honey; you want to look chica blanca?" The thin girl pouted figuring that her mother would endorse her choice. She secretly had issued with elements of her appearance while dreaming of a career as a model after high school.
"Well no but I thought it would help my chances of getting a modeling career off the ground real fast." Brenda had everything mapped out before discovering that her cousin was secretly out to get her and she had no idea why. Brenda felt betrayed by her seemingly meek cousin and it had caught her completely off guard when Angie's true nature was discovered. Sure she used the portly girl as her personal maid but it was a fair trade for allowing her to live in Conception's house. Brenda seethed with anger and had plotted with her two best friends to pay her cousin back in full.
"Well you have to graduate first hija." Brenda's grades were barely passable while her larger cousin seemed to thrive due to her quiet demeanor and somber nature. Brenda sometimes bullied Angie into doing her homework in exchange for allowance into her social circle.
"MOM YOU DON'T GOTTA BE SO FUCKING NEGATIVE!!" Conception gasped and quickly smacked her daughter in the back of the head drawing the attention of other potential clients.
"YOU DON'T TALK TO ME LIKE THAT; I'LL SLAP YOUR FACE OFF!!" Brenda responded by whimpering and looking down at the floor eliciting some quick sympathy from her mother.
"Look baby you can't be making mamma mad like this; you know I love you so much Brenda. I hate that your cousin did this to you and I promise that we're going to make that little puta pay for what she did."
"Yeah that bitch is gonna pay alright." Conception didn't like the tone her daughter was using because it usually meant trouble. Brenda preferred using others to do her dirty work and she was planning on making Angie's life a living hell if she decided to show up to school. Conception's phone rang at that exact moment and she saw that it was a text message from Louis. She clicked on what appeared to be a picture message and suddenly shrieked dropping the phone on the carpet.
"What is it mom?" Brenda snatched the phone up and looked at the photo that had been sent to her mother. It was a picture of Louis' reddened partially flaccid penis glazed over with a copious amount of semen. Brenda's face cracked in anger as the receptionist brought her distraught mother a cup of water.
Angie Delgado had struck again...and now Conception was on her hit list.
...to be continued.



        Mean Girls of Maplewood Ch. 09

        Bitch Queen of Maplewood High begins to lose her sanity!!

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mean-girls-of-maplewood-ch-09

Title: Mean Girls of Maplewood Ch. 09

Author: mondotoken

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Bitch Queen of Maplewood High begins to lose her sanity!!

Tags: deep throat, blackmail, handjob, face fuck, public sex, tribbing, bubble butt, lesbian sex, redhead

Series: Mean Girls of Maplewood


Note: All characters in this story are of legal age. All of the characters are well over eighteen years of age.
I neither judge nor condone any of the heinous actions detailed in this chapter of MEAN GIRLS of MAPLEWOOD. That being said, I appreciate all comments on this story good and bad. Feedback feeds this tale of GIRLS GONE WILD and I would love to continue hearing from my audience.
*****
Mean Girls of Maplewood Ch. 09
*All characters in this story are of legal age.*
Their lips merged together softly as tongues intertwined and fingers touched locking together squeezing one another in a show of deep intimacy. Fingers cupped a pliant tight round cheek kneading and groping with a desperate urgency. Theirs breasts mashed up against each other a contrast in size as one girl's small sloping tits pressed into the other's massive breasts that elicited double takes wherever she went.
But something was wrong tonight...Red was passive and yielding letting her pudgy lover be more assertive and following her carnal instincts in a manner that was alarming during the time since they'd first hooked up and became an unofficial duo in and out of the bed. April didn't really know what to do at the start of their interlude opting simply to follow her instincts. Earlier in the night the girls had vanquished the third of their number forcing Red's former best friend Leslie Kennedy into a horrific gangbang that nearly encompassed a third of Maplewood High's male student populace. April had been on a tear in the days leading up to the event working hard to complete her lover's plan to finally humiliate and chop her arrogant former number two down to a manageable size. Everything had culminated beautifully as she watched the stunning brunette's spirit fissure, crack and finally implode leaving Leslie Anne Kennedy laid bare to the world.
April had what she wanted finally and felt that her relationship with Red could finally move beyond the mentor-student phase, but Red had begun to show cracks in her "Apex-Predator" façade breaking down and sobbing into her massive chest. She could barely be consoled until April had lovingly pressed her lips against the redhead's plump ones quieting her as their passion bloomed. The girls had made it a regular habit of hooking up but April had always been treated as a submissive partner in their couplings with Red taking the lead always and never showing any hint of softness. Lying in her small bed now was someone she was unfamiliar with; a distraught and guilt ridden teen willing to be taken.
The chubby girl encircled the small perky nipple with her tongue lightly teasing and suckling Red's small tit. Red was the picture of athletic perfection and some good genetics arching her back up towards her much larger lover as two fingers found their way just inside her tight snatch. April rubbed a finger on her little button making the redhead squirm and cup her cheek lovingly. There was a look of urgent need and desperation in Red's eyes and April began to lick her way down the taunt abs over the perfect innie belly button to her clean shaven virtue. April was surprised when she was stopped from giving oral pleasure as Red's hands pushed her away. She was even more surprised when the scourge of Maplewood High rolled her on her back as gently as she could before pushing her legs apart to feast on her virtue.
April had never known her lover to be so generous as the redhead kissed and licked her mound prying her open with delicate fingers to expose her engorged clit. Her body spasmed and twisted involuntarily as the sensation or Red's tongue sent shivers through her making her sopping wet. The pudgy, large breasted teen gasped and whispered sweet nothings finding out that there was more to be learned from her mentor. She'd always tried to overwhelm and bring Red to climax as quick and efficiently as possible. It was part of her method to keep herself from being seen as a victim and she thought that she'd mastered Red's body taking foolish pride in her desperate efforts. Now April was learning just how much of a novice she actually was as Red brought her to a screaming climax with the tip of her tongue.
"Oh fuck; I don't think I've ever cum that hard before." She admitted between gasps while the hard rain pounded her bedroom window.
"You really liked it; I mean if you didn't I can do it again?" April wiped the sweat and hair from her brow to find Red's face inches from hers. The look of desperation and loneliness had not abated as three fingers penetrated her sex.
"Yeah." It was the only answer she could manage as fingers slowly pumped in and out of her with a steady cadence. She grabbed a handful of the cheerleader's auburn hair and thee girls engaged in a deep soul kiss while Red continued fingering her.
"Yeah, you want some more baby? I want you to feel good April." Red curved a finger upward and began massaging a bumpy ridge inside her making her cum hard a second time creaming the busy digits inside her body.
"OOOOOOHHHH MELISSA-oh, sorry Red; I didn't mean to say your name!" She quickly panicked when she realized that she'd inadvertently said her lover's given name. April fully expected to be pummeled in her own bed. Red had not given her permission to use her actual name and usually responded severely when angered. She raised her arm in a defensive manner as Red as sat up looking at her with a hunt of the seething rage that lived within.
"IT'S OKAY; BABY DON'T GET SCARED...I don't want to hurt you." She quickly cupped the wild eyed blonde's cheeks drawing her into a deep hug as she lay prone across her body.
"You-You don't?" Red softly pulled her arm away from her face as she ran a finger across her lips giving her a taste of her own sex.
"No April, please don't be afraid of me-I'm not bad. I just want you to feel good. I know how much I've put you through and I'm sorry. I'm sorry that I'm such a bitch-don't be... DON'T FEAR ME!!" Tears ran freely down her freckled cheeks as the girl seemed to be staving off a full mental breakdown. April was a bag of mixed emotion herself as she cradled the sobbing girl to her bosom unsure of what to do next. Part of her conscious was reawakened deep within as she looked towards the window watching the streaks of rain obscure everything outside it.
"Everything's going to be okay Melissa; I'm here." The teen bully never heard a word as she sobbed into the massive breasts that obscured her face. Her mind's theatre remained on the image of her former best friend lying on her side much like a corpse. A trail of blood had run from Leslie's head towards the drain scaring the redhead who ran off in denial at what she'd done. She was afraid that she might have murdered her best friend and what that would mean to the rest of her life. Her father would be devastated before at what she'd done' but he'd slap the cuffs on her anyway. She'd never get a chance to live the life that she deserved and everyone would know.
They would know what she was...a monster.
"You're really my friend right?" She asked through tears not knowing what her future would hold in the morning.
"Yeah; yeah Red...I got your back."
"You really mean that; I mean you aren't saying that because you're afraid of me right?" April was leery as she found Red's green eyes burning a hole in her own. She knew that Red would know the truth if she lied but had answered anyway. She'd always kept a small part of her true self locked away since she'd become Red's lover and protégé of sorts. April had taken herself in directions that frightened even her on some level going dark and developing a fanatical lust for her bully. She didn't want to be that pudgy, sad victim who's only redeeming quality were her unnaturally huge breasts. She wanted more going so far as to return to her original blonde hair color and trying to lose weight. Of course Red realized what was going on and teased her mercilessly even chiding April while the poor girl fellated her. Red had forbade her to lose weight threatening to anoint her with the nickname "Chubb" while telling her that she would never be Leslie.
Those words had burned into her soul and she grew to hate the icy brunette considered to be one of the co-queens of Maplewood High. So began a burning desire to oust the chaste bitch and assume her place at Red's side to prove her innate worth if nothing else. April took every opportunity to verbally run Leslie down and point out flaws in their friendship. She wanted Red all to herself and now she had achieved her dream of breaking their relationship apart in spectacular fashion. The sight of the stuck up brunette being gang banged was nearly orgasmic driving her into a feeding frenzy that was unfortunately not reciprocated by Red. She'd been unceremoniously ejected from the men's locker room along with the guys that had shown up to fuck Leslie's virgin cunt into oblivion. The manner in which she'd been shoved into the hallway had worried her and she waited by Red's car in a panic until her mentor had run from the school. There was something troubling about her demeanor on the way home but April had ignored it.
"When you look at me what do you see?" It was an honest enough question for two girls who shared so much in recent times and April wanted something in return for her fealty.
"What?"
"I want to know what you "see" when you look at me?" Red got up facing her lover and April followed her movements until both sat with their legs intertwined in an Indian sitting position. Red noticed the thirst and hunger for acceptance in April's voice. It mirrored her own as she took her hands in her own.
"I-see... A beautiful woman in front of me. I see a talented artist who has so much to give the world. Somebody with a voice that needs to be heard-somebody I-love." Aprils face broke as Red spoke and tears smeared the thick dark hued mascara around her eyes darkening the streaks across that ran down her round cheeks.
"I'm beautiful?"
"Yeah."
"You-LOVE me?" Her heart was thumping powerfully in her chest and her breath came in short gasps. The inside of her mouth was dry and her skin tingled with a kind of electric jolt and resonance. She was completely oblivious to the fact that the auburn haired beauty was reciting some lines from an obscure chick flick she's seen a while ago.
Melissa Reed a.k.a Red was well versed in the art of telling people what they wanted to hear when the situation demanded it and this was a necessary coercion to draw her protégé in closer to make herself feel better.
"Yeah bitch; I love you." April started sobbing loudly and shaking as Red cupped her round face and kissed the hysterically jubilant girl silent. Red pushed the girl back on the bed as their tongues dueled fiercely and the larger girl's thick calves locked in the small of her back. In moments they were tribbing fiercely and had built up an intense rhythm. Both girls were completely drenched downstairs and the extra lubrication added to the pleasurable sensation of grinding one another. Red locked her arms around April's neck humping even harder and found that her cadence was matched by April arching her back up against her sex. Both of the desperate girls were in synch breathing hard and on the verge of a monumental orgasm.
"OH MY GOD; WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING TO MY DAUGHTER?!!" Both girls froze mid-motion looking over to find April's mother standing in the doorway staring at them wild eyed with her mouth agape in shock. The few seconds that she'd seen were enough to make her wish she hadn't left work early. Betty had been experiencing a horrible migraine throughout her shift and had to resort to bribery of her younger co-worker in order to get home to her bed.
"MOM; WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?!!" Red hopped out of the bed crouching down on the opposite side facing April's mother while the chubby teen pulled the bedding up over her nude body.
"FILTHY, FUCKING SODOMITE!! I-I let you into my house, into my daughter's life and this is how you repay me?!! TURNING MY DAUGHTER INTO A FUCKING PERVERT!!" Betty didn't seem to hear her pleading, distraught daughter as she stared daggers at the nude redhead trying to retrieve her clothing.
"MOM PLEASE DON'T DO THIS; WE'RE IN LOVE!!"
"Ye-yeah we-we have this connection and..." Red trembled under the disgusted gaze of April's mother while she did her best to get dressed.
"THIS ISN'T LOVE-IT'S A SICKNESS!! BOTH OF YOU ARE SICK...oh my god; please heal my poor naïve little girl and bring your wrath down upon this EVIL WHORE OF BABYLON!!" Betty was in tears as she half prayed bringing her hands to her gaped mouth in grief.
"NO MOTHER; DON'T!!" It was too late as the woman lunged at Red grabbing and yanking a handful of her auburn hair. Red instinctively shoved the palm of her hand into the older woman's nose mashing it against her face as the women became a mass of tangled limbs on the floor amidst her daughter's hysterical screaming.
"NOOOOO; PLEASE STOP IT!! STOP FIGHTING!!" Red had managed to force the crazed woman on her back driving her forearm under her chin until while she locked her legs on either side of Betty's torso. The older woman had a death grip on half of red's hair and wouldn't stop yanking and pulling until a barrage of hard rights connected with her face in rapid succession. The inner demons that plagued the troubled teen were on full display as she continued punching her girlfriend's mother in the face using both fists until April locked her arm around Red's neck in a choke. She'd only wanted to stop the fighting screaming as Red's teeth sank into the doughy flesh of her forearm. April tried to scurry across her bed only to have her ankle snagged finding herself yanked back across the bed onto the floor.
In seconds Red's knee collided with the girl's round face several times nearly knocking her unconscious. April was defenseless laying in a seated position up against her bedside table with her head hanging weakly at a dangerous angle. A thick trail of blood ran from her nose down between her huge breasts and pooled below her crotch.
"Fuck...oh shit; what have I done?" Seeing the damage done to her nude lover had jolted Red out of her unbridled rage and she looked at her own blood soaked fists. Betty was lying on her side on the hardwood floor moaning in pain and whimpering. Red knelt and cradled April's head righting it into a normal position as her lover opened her heavily lidded eyes.
"I-I thought you loved me." She managed to speak and her voice crackled with agony and pain.
"I'M SORRY APRIL; I DIDN'T MEAN FOR THIS TO HAPPEN!!"
"Are you going to kill us Melissa? It's okay because I really LOVE YOU and at least-at least I got to have you all to myself." Red choked up and hugged the girl to her chest bloodying her shirt in the process.
"NO I'M SORRY APRIL; I DIDN'T KNOW WHAT I WAS DOING!! I'M SORRY FOR HURTING YOU BABY!!" Both girls were sobbing now and Red felt April's hand rubbing her back in an attempt to calm her.
"You're a monster." Betty whispered with a hand over her face.
"NO I'M NOT A MONSTER; I HAVE- I have problems!" Red turned her attention to the woman lying on the floor cowering in a fetal position.
"You're evil and the lord will deal with you like he does with all of your kind. Y-You want to use my baby girl to run away from your pain...You're incapable of love because..." She trembled as Red gingerly laid April on the floor making sure not to bump her head. Red was crouching and moved towards Betty on all fours.
"I'm not evil; I'm not a monster." She inched closer to the frightened woman.
"You're as evil as Satan; I suppose that's why you call yourself "Red" and even if you kill me...you won't escape the wrath of the lord. YOU'RE GOING TO BURN IN HELL BITCH AAARRGHHH!!" Red lost it and knocked the woman unconscious with a clubbing blow to the head. She quickly stood up grabbing the rest of her clothing bolting from the house into the storm.
"Don't go." April moaned from the floor.
*************************************************************************************
The Camaro sped down the highway swerving erratically and dipping into the opposite lane as a torrents of rain and wind battered the vehicle. Inside Red was crying and screaming at the top of her lungs. The girl had given up not caring anymore whether she lived or died. She thought of all of the evil things she'd done as every deed played repeatedly in the theatre of her mind. She was truly remorseful over what she'd done to Brad Tucker, Leslie and finally Humbert.
"I'M SO FUCKING SORRY; PLEASE PUNISH ME GOD!!" She suddenly lurched forward as the car swerved into the opposite lane right in to the oncoming path of a semi. Red found herself illuminated by the large headlights of the oncoming truck as she shielded her eyes from the glare.
-DARKNESS-
*************************************************************************************
Two deputies were questioning Betty while her daughter sat on the living room couch wrapped in a comforter. Paramedics were tending to the bruised girl who sat quietly barely responding to medical questions.
Sheriff Reed was worried.
He'd been called in the middle of the night and notified that his daughter was in trouble again. Melissa had been a soured of pain in his life lately and he was beside himself with parental angst. He recalled her mother and shuddered at the thought of the shrewish, intense woman that had born him a single child before disappearing one afternoon leaving a screaming toddler behind. He was devastated and more than a little over his head with the responsibility of raising a child alone. In the earlier days of his marriage he struggled with feeling of inadequacy feeling that his own wife was too good for him. Her name was Wendy and they were both athletes in school. He was good but she was so much better than him at everything and never let him forget it.
In fact all of his peers never let him forget how much better his wife was until it became a point of contention between the couple. The shapely redhead had been his first love and the two were inseparable early on with a teammate joking that the two gingers would have albino babies whenever they had kids. Wendy responded to the innocent ribbing by placing their peer into a triangle choke. They were both on the wrestling team and the hapless guy promptly apologized receiving a warning from the angry woman. Wendy's competitive nature extended to everything, even the bedroom as she preferred to mount him causing feelings of intimate emasculation. Finally when all of the ribbing, constant competitiveness and bickering was too much; the embittered jealous man poked a hole in a condom one night.
Nine months later Red was born.
He'd figured that motherhood would slow her down and make the fierce woman more manageable. Wendy never really took to motherhood and constantly left the child with him or others to work out and pursue her own interests. They fought constantly and she'd resolved to make a last attempt at saving the marriage. The couple moved across country to Maplewood where he'd found employment as a sheriff's deputy. Less than a month after moving to the small town they gotten onto a physical altercation over dinner or a lack thereof. Wendy was determined to fight her way out of life as a mundane housewife. She'd nearly beaten him before he was able to wrestle her to the floor of the kitchen and cuff her.
A week later she was gone and he was a single dad.
Melissa cried constantly in those days and the put upon deputy responded by treating harshly and raising her in a militaristic manner chiding his daughter and calling her a "pussy" for being weak. He told her there was no room in the world for weak people and that she had to decide what kind of person she was going to be. Red could never know that her father routinely cried himself to sleep and took to the bottle regularly to relieve his tensions. His little girl Melissa would never know that the reason her mother wasn't around was because he'd physically taken her after cuffing the woman in a vain attempt to get her pregnant again and finally kill her dreams. He would never know of the abortion Wendy had undergone a month after leaving him. The stern woman reluctantly cut ties with her own daughter because she couldn't stomach the idea of eighteen years tied to a loser. He'd fallen far making the girl toss out her mother's belongings and burning all photos of Wendy. Reed secretly used the services of a local prostitute or so he thought. His daughter uncovered his failings as a parent relatively easy and confronted him one morning over breakfast.



"Pussy." Red was all of fourteen years of age at the time and he was shocked. He'd flown into a rage and was intent on whipping the equally angry girl when she surprised him with his own mantra.
"You always tell me that there's no room in the world for weak people; but you are the weak dad. You won't admit that you miss mom and you waste yourself fucking nasty whores. You can beat my ass blue but it doesn't change the fact that you are the biggest PUSSY I've ever seen." She stared back at him unflinching and he felt his face break as he knelt and began crying. She cradled his head after what seemed like an eternity. They made a pact with each other, father and daughter to be strong and ruthless like the world around them with his journey culminating in his appointment to the position of Sheriff of Maplewood and her ascension to head cheerleader of the high school.
But this never seemed to be enough for his daughter as demonstrated that her mean streak and inherent vicious nature were unparalleled. He loved his daughter dearly and attempted to keep all of her brushes with the law under wraps. But in recent weeks the girl had become even more agitated and angry unconsciously pushing him away. Even though her best friend Leslie had denied his daughter's involvement in her pending legal problems; the sheriff knew better. Melissa Reed was the Apex-Predator of Maplewood High and everybody in town knew it. Now she was missing after assaulting another of her friends and the poor girl's mother. He rung her phone several times getting only her glib voice recorded message prompt.
Sheriff Reed was worried.
*************************************************************************************
"Ma'am?" She barely registered a voice and some muffled talking. Everything was dark and things were slowly coming into focus.
"Ma'am are you okay?" Her vision began to clear and things began to come into focus.
"Yeah." The light hurt her eyes as she realized she was looking up at the clear blue sky. Melissa Reed found herself looking up at an angel. She noticed his piercing blue eyes and his chiseled features. He was blonde of course and had perfect teeth.
"Are you in some kind of trouble ma'am?"
"I-I really don't know."
"Do you need help ma'am; I-uh mean you look like you could use some help."
"Yeah; can I ask you a question?"
"Sure."
"Are you an angel?" He smiled at her question and offered his hand which she gingerly took. He was manly and strong easily lifting Red to her feet. She took another curious look at him still slightly disoriented from the sunlight. He was a little taller than her and well-built with thick muscular arms that revealed the man was no stranger to work. She usually sized up everybody that she met in case she had to take them down but this guy was different. There was something about him that gave him this kind of serene aura. She didn't know him but felt that he was no threat to her at all.
"My name is Robert; Robert Lane ma'am and you are?" She kept playing his name in her head as turned and noticed a fair ground off in the distance.
"What is this place?"
"Plainfield Fair Grounds, I kind of work here." He kept a respectable distance back as she surveyed her surroundings.
"What are you a security guard?"
"If need be; I run a Christian youth group and ministry on the grounds and it looks like I'm running a little bit late." He turned and started walking off towards the fair grounds and she followed not knowing why but being overcome with curiosity about the handsome stranger who'd awakened her. He stopped after a few feet offering his hand a second time which she took. As they got closer to the fair she noticed part of the metal partition which surrounded the grounds was missing. Her car was fifteen feet from the damage looking no worse the wear. The door on the driver's side was ajar and the seats looked soaked from the storm the night before.
"What is it?" He noticed her reluctance as she stopped dead in her tracks.
"I should probably go, I-I mean you don't need me around Robert." She started to walk off but realized he hadn't let go of her hand. It took everything inside her not to strike him and the look on his face was disarming and warm.
"I know that we really don't know each other but I feel like you're in some kind of trouble and I want to help you." He noticed her looking at his hand on her arm and released her.
"Why?"
"Because it's the right thing to do when somebody is in need and I don't know how or why you went barreling through that guard rail like you did but if that isn't cry for help I don't know is ma'am." She instinctively gave him her patented soul piercing glare and he looked back with a kind of anxious look on his face.
"Are you sure you're not an angel?" She asked with a wry smile.
"No ma'am; I'm just a guy." She took his hand again and he led her towards a small tent where other patrons were entering. Red didn't know what to expect and followed only because what was behind her was too painful.
*************************************************************************************
She sat staring at the steaming cup of coffee zoning out into space as her mind played back the images of the past twenty-four hours. She wanted to drink it but something was missing...something vital to her getting through the rest of her day. What she needed was in the back of the kitchen cabinet and she quickly retrieved the long bottle of bourbon from its hiding place. She poured more than a liberal amount into her coffee caring little that it spilled over and taking a deep swig.
"Mom we need to talk." April was standing at the door looking a mess with two black eyes and a taped up nose. Her battered appearance was a testament to Red's innate savagery and Betty found herself unable to look up at her daughter's face.
"No, I don't want to talk; go back to your room and rest." A business card lay on the table partially soaked from the slight stream of alcohol that had run into it. The Sheriff had "talked" to her after dismissing his deputies and made her an offer of restitution to atone for his daughter's actions.
"No mother; we need to hash this out right now. I want you to know that no matter what you say or try to do...I'm going to be with Melissa." April's words were like a blow to the stomach and she took another deep drink emptying her cup. Betty didn't know what to say to her daughter and her mind wouldn't let her forget that she'd walked in on her only child having sex with another girl.
"You will not be with that evil girl; you will never see her again April."
"Oh yes I will mom; don't you understand that we love each other?" Betty poured herself another cup full of bourbon as tears began to run across her cheeks.
"No."
"Yes mom; she loves me and I want to be with her. Your petty bigotry can't stop us from being happy and I stand by Melissa no matter what. We-We're soulmates mom." April took a few tentative steps into the room carefully watching for a reaction from her mother.
"You're delusional April and this is just a phase you're going through. Nothing more than a confused little girl acting out against her mother is all." Betty was trying to convince herself more than her daughter.
"You're wrong, it's REAL LOVE mom." The bruised, disheveled girl was sure of herself as she spoke of her lover and her heart thumped in her massive chest. She'd just taken a shower to wash the blood from her body and was wearing only her old housecoat. Betty glanced over with a look of disgust as her daughter's boundless cleavage came into view.
"GO PUT SOME CLOTHES ON!!" Betty turned away in her seat towards the kitchen sink failing to notice the ragged emotion on her daughter's face.
"Look at me mom."
"No." She undid the frayed sash on her robe allowing her huge breasts to push it open and letting the garment fall to the floor. Free of the garment the trembled girl covered her breasts and sex for a few seconds before nervously allowing her hands to fall to her sides.
"LOOK-AT-ME MOTHER!!" Betty tried to bury her face in the polished surface of the kitchen table but regarded her daughter out of the corner of her eye and shrieked. She knocked over the chair as she snatched the garment from the floor and attempted to cover April with it. The chubby teen swiped at the robe a few times before snatching it and tossing it over her shoulder.
"MY GOD WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU; ARE YOU LOSING YOUR MIND APRIL?!!" Betty attempted to push pass April but the girl grabbed at her blouse partially tearing it in desperation.
"THIS IS WHO I AM MOTHER; YOUR DAUGHTER LOVES A GIRL WHO LOVES HER BACK!! Can't you be happy for me mom?" She was sobbing and desperate for acceptance from her only parent whose response was to deliver a loud slap to her face which rocked her head to one side. Betty quickly walked bolted down the hall to her bedroom and locked herself inside. April shuffled down the hall nude and pressed her body against her mother's bedroom door.
"MOM!!" There was no answer and the only sound in the house was April's bawling. She noticed the sheriff's business card on the linoleum floor of the kitchen and picked up the rectangle of laminated paper as if it were some sort of treasure. She traced the numbers on its surface with a finger.
*************************************************************************************
They were all staring at her and for the first time in her life Melissa Reed was uncomfortable with the attention. She'd been okay with the sermon that preceded and found herself out on a limb when youth pastor Robert Lane called out to her in the small crowded tent to stand up and tell everyone about herself. She'd been angry for an instant figuring it was some cheap way to find out her name which she'd managed not to give over half a day. Truth of the matter was that she didn't want to be "Red" anymore. She didn't want to be Melissa Reed; the sheriff's daughter and Queen Bitch of Maplewood High any longer. It was all just a bit too much for her and she had opted to leave it all behind. The night before she'd swerved into the opposite lane hitting the gas in an attempt to end herself by driving head first into a truck. The large vehicle had narrowly avoid destroying her as she hit the railing driving down a ridge and crashing through a steel railing. She was completely broken as she ran from her car into the raging storm finally fainting from over exertion in the weeds.
When she'd regained consciousness there was a beautiful angel standing watch over her. His name was Robert Lane and he'd found a way to soothe the savagery raging in her soul. Melissa never had any use for religion before and it wasn't a priority to her father during her upbringing. But this handsome stranger had somehow coerced her into sitting through his sermon and she actually found herself tapping her foot through the musical selections. Being invisible appealed to her and she was just starting to get comfortable in her own skin when he called out to her.
"My name-uh my name..." She struggled to speak swallowing hard under the scrutiny of the crowd's eyes.
"Is it a secret or something lady?" Some kid loudly asked earning a swat from his mother as everyone laughed. There were other muffled comments most of a comedic nature as Melissa blushed and fidgeted not knowing what to do with her hands.
"Settle down everyone; I'm sorry for putting you on the spot ma'am. You can sit down now and I hope you'll join us in a fellowship after the service."
"My name...My name is WENDY!!" She suddenly blurted out the first name that came to her mind barely realizing that she'd used her mother's name.
"Well it's very nice to meet you Wendy; isn't it everybody?" His smile was warm and infectious and she felt an unnatural warmth engulf her as Robert's congregation greeted her in unison.
She found herself sitting at a few picnic tables at the edge of the fairgrounds with Robert and a few children. One small child seemed to be drawn to her and she'd reluctantly agreed to look after the little girl while her parents took a ride on the Ferris wheel. She ended up braiding the child's hair as Robert tossed a football around with some of the boys. More than once she caught him looking in her direction with a slight smile on his face. Her troubles seemed to drift somewhere in the back of her mind as she smiled back and looked away demurely.
She excused herself while the choir was singing their last song of the service and sought out the women's restrooms situated across the grounds near a wooded area.
"WELL I'LL BE; LOOK WHAT BUBBLED UP FROM FUCKING MAPLEWOOD!!" Her heart leapt into her throat as she turned to see a thin, homely looking male ginger staring in her direction. He had a sinister smile on his heavily freckled face.
"I-I'm not from Maplewood."
"Yes you are bitch; you're the famous cheerleader cunt that run roughshod all over that piss bucket high school. Uh-wait a minute it's a coming to me right now where I've seen that nice looking ass of yours before. Uh, huh you're ah called Red aren't you?" she didn't answer and stood frozen in her tracks.
"My name's Derrick, remember me baby?"
"I've never seen you before in my life." She tensed up as her took a few steps towards her placing his hands in his pockets. He was wearing a long sleeved lumberjack shirt and some skinny jeans with a pair of hiking boots. The demented glare on his face made him resemble a demonic Howdy Dowdy.
"Now you couldn't ah been all that drunk when you split my wig with a beer bottle. Don't you remember that "Red?" She flinched as he leaned against the side of the ladies restroom. They were all alone with the nearest people ten feet away.
"I don't remember doing anything like that." Her throat was dry as she recalled the day she'd met her boyfriend Brad Tucker.
"Well it seems one of us got a little something wrong in the belfry. Maybe my cousin Robert can help both of us out with sorting this thang out. You know Robert REAL GOOD at that sort of thang being a man of the lord and all."
"He's your cousin?"
"Yeah, yeah girl we like first cousins and everything. We REAL CLOSE like and talk about all kinds of things. You know "Red" we got this bond of truth and I'd never lie to him about something like this." Derrick had her by the proverbial and metaphorical balls and he knew it.
"L-Look I'm sorry about things eh Derrick." His grin grew wider displaying his yellowed teeth as he drew closer.
"So you DO KNOW WHO I AM right little cheerleader girl?"
"I'm sorry about hitting you with the bottle OKAY?!!" He attempted to grab her hand but she drew back raising her fist and making him snicker.
"Calm down there little cheerleader girl; aint no need to be getting all bent out of shape; besides we just talking right?" Melissa wanted to punch him in his prominent Adam's apple and stomp his balls until they were jelly in his pants but then everyone would know what she was.
"Yeah Derrick; we're talking." He seemed emboldened by her shaky words moving closer and draping an arm around her slender waist. She offered no resistance to his advances as he slowly pulled her closer to the wooded area.
"You like my cousin and I really don't blame you because he gets all the girls coming around here pretending. He probably thinking they really want to hear all that religious bullshit he be spouting and all but I don't rightly give a fuck. You know what ah mean bitch?"
"Yeah sure."
"You don't have to act like such a cunt "Red" I mean we're "friends" aint we?" He punctuated his statement by palming her butt and making him shove him roughly. She considered breaking three of his fingers and took a few steps in his direction.
"Relax "Wendy"...we just talking about truths and I'm trying to understand why you're here lying to my cousin. Why are you so fucking fake "Red?"
"What do you want Derrick?"
"I want to be friends with you like you want to be "friends" with my cousin Robert. Understand what I'm talking about "Wendy?" He already had his zipper down revealing his pale uncut penis grinning at her. He stroked his member a few times pulling the thick foreskin back as tears ran down her cheeks.
"Do we have to do this here?"
"What kind of person do you take me for baby; get that fat ass inside those restrooms." She moved towards the women's bathroom but he yanked her over into the men's side. In short order the beautiful cheerleader found herself in the last stall facing a guy she rather set aflame than even look at him.
"Look I'll suck your dick but if you fuck me over there will be hell to pay shit head."
"Suck the fuck up and suck my dick slut." The stench from his dirty member made her gag and retch but this wasn't the cheerleader's first rodeo. She began hocking and spitting as much saliva as she could produce on his cock while running her fist roughly over the rubbery little extension. It wasn't hard to completely throat the evil ginger but he quickly cupped the back of her head and fucked her mouth with little regard for her safety. He was oblivious as she raked her nails across his thighs and slightly closed her teeth on his cock.
"WATCH THOSE FUCKING TEETH BITCH!!" He slapped his cock on her face while cupping the underside of her chin intermittently shoving himself in her mouth. She slapped at his member while he grabbed a handful of her hair.
"MOTHERFUCKER!!"
"Do your fucking job whore; I-I don't give a FLYING FUCK if somebody comes in here and sees what we're doing. CAN YOU SAY THE SAME "WENDY?!!" This settled her down as she throated him again and allowed him to continue fucking her mouth.
"Y-you know that cop daddy of yours ran me and my boys out of town when I tried to press charges against his little slut daughter. YEAH, SUCK THAT FUCKING DICK RED!! Suck me the fuck off cunt!!" She began working her head back and forth in an attempt to finish him quickly as a web of saliva hung from her chin. It was quiet near the restrooms and she contemplated beating him to death but didn't know enough about the area to hide his body. She panicked as she heard some leaves crackling nearby.
"Wendy?" She panicked as she heard the little girl she'd been taking care of wandering near the restrooms.
"Wendy; are you here?" She tried to dislodge the cock from her mouth but Derrick held fast to her hair until she scraped his balls. Red held a single finger over her lips as she backed away and looked outside to see the small kid standing in the middle of the walkway.
"WENDY?!!" The little girl sounded panicked having no idea that she was nearer than anyone suspected.
"Hey; everything's going to be okay. I'm just using the ladies room." She quickly ran out of the restroom and grabbed the scared little girl.
"But you were taking so long Wendy and I got worried that a monster got you." Her heart thumped hard in her chest as she hugged the little girl and made her promise to go back to the picnic tables. She promised to bring the girl a treat. When she returned to the abandoned restroom she found Derrick still waiting with his cock in hand.
"Yeah that's a good little bitch; I got a treat for you too." The scumbag had been listening.
"Motherfucker." She felt his fingers pinching her butt and slapped him but he simply smiled.
"Yeah I remember those little shorts you were wearing bitch; that fat white ass looked so fucking good that I had to cop a fucking feel!! You didn't have to hit me with a FUCKING BOTTLE!!" Red remembered the look of shock on his face right before the bottle exploded against his scalp.
"FUUUUCK YOU'RE GOOD!!" He quickly grabbed the back of her head forcing her face into his crotch as he came directly down her throat even humping her a few times before she was able to push him away. She retched and hocked a stream of cum onto the dirty piss soaked concrete floor of the rest room stall.



"You won't tell; you'd better not tell on me." She warned wiping her lips with her forearm and began to stand up when he roughly turned her around and yanked her pants and panties down mid-thigh.
"I just wanted to see what got me ten stitches bitch; I should fuck you in the ass for that alone." She shot one of her hands out to avoid falling on the floor and threw an elbow at him.
"You'd better not tell on me asshole." She warned again as she turned to the satisfied jerk pulling her pants up slowly while looking him in the eye. The threat was clear as day as he finally looked away uncomfortable under her gaze.
"Next time I see you I'm going to have a slice of that fat ass!"
"In your dreams you ginger fuck." He flipped her the bird as he backed out of the bathroom. Derrick was gone a few moments before she left the stall washing her face and mouth as best she could before running back to the picnic tables. She managed a fake smile as she joined Robert and the little girl with ice cream cones for both of them.
"Do you mind if we talk alone Wendy?" He finally asked as the little girl's parents returned to collect their daughter. The child had gifted her with a bouquet of dandelions and she carried them like a wedding bouquet as she took his arm and walked off to catcalls from some of the group members and a few preteens. They walked to the other end of the fairgrounds facing a dense wooded area. It was a long while before he spoke.
"So how are things going?" It wasn't the question she was expecting and if it were some other guy they'd already be trying to get into her pants.
"Uh, I'm doing better I guess." She found herself looking away when his piercing blue eyes focused on her own flawless green jewels.
"Are you?"
"What's that supposed to mean?" He'd caught her off guard and saw the spark just behind her eyes.
"There's no double meaning to my words Wendy; you seem to be running from something and I just wanted to give you some advice before you run even further." He watched the conflict in her face and put a reassuring hand on her shoulder.
"Oh yeah; and what's that Robert?"
"Stop-Stop running and deal with it Wendy; I want to see you embrace your responsibility for your situation. You're so tortured and full of doubt that it called out to me. I know it's hard when you've done something wrong to admit to it and accept the consequences, but I just wanted you to know that you can always call on the ministry. God really does love you Wendy." She'd started breaking down as he spoke and swiped his hand from her shoulder.
"Fuck you." He actually looked shocked as she started walking away getting five feet before collapsing into a sobbing mess. The young pastor ran over and gathered her up in his muscular arms as she bawled into his chest. He cradled her for a while running his fingers through her auburn hair.
"I-I'm sorry Robert; I'm a piece of shit." She confessed willing to do anything to stay in his arms and feel his comforting embrace.
"Look I'll make you a deal Wendy; but you have to do exactly as I say alright?"
"Okay."
"Deal with whatever it is you've done and I'll show you a new way." Red didn't know exactly what he was talking about but it intrigued her. She wanted to learn more about this paragon of virtue. Her encounter with Derrick had left her drained and depressed but this new guy that was coming into her life represented so much more.
"I want to ask you a question Robert; are you okay with that?" The caring expression on his handsome features made her knees buckle and she dipped finding him there to catch her. Part of her was torn wanting to kiss and make love to a man she'd barely known for half a day. She was sure that if she returned home that it would be the end for her. There was no way her father would front for her now that she'd committed a felony assault.
"What do you want to know?"
"Are you uh-are you married?" The resulting smile on his face made her insides warm and there was no denying that she wanted him. He took a few steps back putting his hands on his hips staring her down as his smile became a wide grin.
"Wendy come with me." He took her hand and began leading her off towards the wooded area she'd just come from.
"Where are we going?"
"I'm going to show you a new way; have faith Wendy." His answer was good enough for the troubled teen. They walked and talked mostly about religion as they traversed a wooded path stopping as approached a creek. He stood there silently talking in the ambient noises of the forest and the sound of the running water. Before she could question their purpose for visiting the area Robert began unbuttoning his shirt and quickly tossed it onto the grass. He followed this up by kicking off the cowboy boots he'd been wearing.
"Wh-What are you doing?" She couldn't help but stare at his well-defined pecks and covered her mouth as he undid his belt. He had a physique of a professional athlete looking much like he'd been cut from the finest marble as he got out of his pants and underwear. He stood nude in front of her for a few moments still smiling like it was the most natural thing in the world.
"Come on Wendy." He suddenly ran and jumped into the creek splashing around to get used to the temperature. She couldn't believe her eyes and moments later she lost her own clothing standing timidly there for his inspection. He simply stood waist deep in the water staring at her taking in her own perfect figure which appeared sculpted and womanly. His deep blue eyes bored into her own green jewels. His gaze descended down past her torso and arms to her clean shaven sex and flaring hips. She had shapely toned legs and beautiful small feet; this girl was perfection incarnate.
"Well I-uh usually don't do things like this when I meet people Robert." She secretly knew that she'd done a lot worse in the past even sucking off a cute guy she'd met at the mall who worked at the photo mat. Melissa Reed a.k.a Red a.k.a Wendy was known for being a slut of the highest order amongst the social set at Maplewood High. Robert had no clue what kind of person she really was and the troubled girl with a past wasn't about to be forthcoming.
"Trust me." He said as she waded out to meet him only to be surprised as he splashed water all over her. She shrieked slapping water back onto him as he took her into his powerful arms. Everything about him made her feel like pretending to be the woman he thought she was and Red worried that he would find the truth.
"It's my turn to ask you a question Wendy."
"What is it you want to know?" He cupped her chin with one hand and the back of her head with the other as she looked up her mouth agape hoping for a kiss.
"Do you accept Christ as your lord and personal savior?" She blinked profusely feeling foolish as she instinctively responded with the answer she thought he wanted to hear.
"Yes."
Right there in that creek Melissa Reed was baptized. She was expecting more from him and beat herself up inside for thinking he was like other boys. He backed off and began swimming as they frolicked together innocently in their birthday suits.
"I'm sorry Robert."
"For what?"
"Well I thought that we were going to "do other things" when we came down here; I feel like such an idiot." It was an honest admission of her pettiness and guilt for her own impure thoughts.
"Don't." He cupped her chin and kissed her softly on the lips nearly making her swoon as she pressed her body into his and felt his hand at the small of her back.
"We really should be getting back Wendy." He finally uttered after breaking their embrace and she was so enamored at this point that she simply nodded. They both dressed never taking their eyes off one another and he draped his arm around her as they walked back up the trail. Her thoughts went off to April and she wondered how she would take it when they broke up. There really was no place for the chubby lesbian now that she'd found a man that could change her life for the better. She pondered never returning to Maplewood again. Robert was an angel; her guardian angel appearing at a time when she needed him most.
"What took you two bitches so long?" Derrick flanked by two other guys she'd never seen before suddenly appeared standing in the wooded path blocking their way.
"I thought you guys chickened out and you know how we do it Bro!!" Robert replied glibly before shoving her roughly into Derrick's arms. She immediately attempted to shove him back but he snagged one of her arms.
"You think I'd lie to my cousin because you gave me a blow job slut?" He was already giggling as she looked around at their faces in shock.
"Robert what's-?!!" He was still smiling like he had when he met her earlier that morning.
"Pump it and Dump it Wendy or is that REALLY YOUR FUCKING NAME?!!" Something in his voice suddenly changed and the skin crawled on her arm where Derrick held her. She shrieked and snatched her hand back as the other two guys closed around her.
"This really the cunt that hit you in the head with that bottle man?" A slightly chubby looking teen asked as his friend roughly slapped Red on the ass. She quickly backhanded him before being grabbed by Robert.
"You're not very nice "Wendy" and that means we don't have to be nice to you either!! You're so fucking stupid coming down here looking for forgiveness!!" There was such hatred in his eyes and it threw her off.
"Robert?!!"
"RO-BERT [He mimicked her voice]?!!" Derrick and his associates started laughing as she looked around realizing she was trapped in the wooded area away from prying eyes the way they'd planned it.
To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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"SUCK THAT COCK SLUT!!" Wild gurgling sounds and rough coughing filled the wooded glen along with laughter and moans. Red was on her knees surrounded by four men with her mouth stretched to capacity by the thick heavily veined cock of a man she had initially thought was her savior. His ham like fist held most of the hair on her scalp in a tight ponytail as two of the others beat and rubbed their cocks on her face splashing bits of precum across the bridge of her nose. She had her eyes closed tightly as the column of meat repeatedly slammed into the back of her throat.
"OOOOOHHHH FAWK, THIS BITCH HAS SOME GOOD MOUTH PUSSY!!" Halfway through her ordeal Red had briefly considered biting Robert's cock clean off and making a run for it; but it seemed that the men had figured her out. Red had been stripped nude and forced into a kneeling position when Derrick unceremoniously punched her in the gut. She resolved to endure the onslaught of these pissed off Hicks refusing them the satisfaction of any visible signs of fear.
"Come on Rob; it's my turn with the pussy man." The whining guy's name was Pete and he'd mostly kept back content to watch the action but had become increasingly hot and bothered.
"Stop crying you little puss; there's more than one hole on this cum dumpster!!" The portly teen followed his friend's advice grabbing her rounded hips and shoving himself inside. It was likely that it was Pete's first time was he painfully collided with her urethra making her cry out around Robert's cock. She tried to wriggle her hips away to no avail as he continued pounding the hell out of her.
"Fuck man, I'm gonna cum already." He grunted trying to push even harder into the screaming girl. Derrick quickly shoved Pete back just as he was climaxing as the other guys laughed.
"HEY MAN WHAT THE FUCK?!!" The angry teen's ejaculate was all over his pants.
"Pete bro, you should be thanking me for doing you a solid; you want a baby with this skank?" The others continued laughing hysterically as Red quickly found herself with another mouthful of semen which she spit out onto the youth pastor's pants leg. He responded with a heavy slap across her right cheek and she reeled from the power of his muscular arms falling backward onto the grass.
*****
The sheriff's home was surrounded by police cars and what appeared to be a C.S.I. mobile lab as Red pulled into the driveway. She slowly stepped out of her vehicle ignoring the deputies rushing up to greet her and walked into her home as easily as if she'd just returned home from school. Her living room was full of people who all froze at the sight of the slightly disheveled looking teen. Her father stood at the center of the room wide eyed with concern only for the slightest of moments before reverting back to the familiar snarl she knew all too well.
"Daddy; uh what's going on here?" She looked around nervously from one deputy face to the next clutching her hand to her chest.
"WHERE IN THE HELL HAVE YOU BEEN MELISSA?!!" There was raw ragged emotion in his voice and she instantly recognized the sound of worry and anxiousness from her father. In all the world these two, father and daughter knew each other all too well. He was steel hard and barrel chested with an attitude that extended to the next county and she was his only child who eclipsed him in every way that mattered. Melissa Reed had been raised to be a winner since day one and groomed to be a leader amongst her peers and today would be no different.
"Things were getting a little serious so I stayed the night at an Inn across the state line." Her explanation came so plain and matter of fact simple that most of the people in the room looked dumbfounded.
"Last night you were accused of battery and assault by the mother of that fat girl you like to uh, hang out with Red. What do you have to say to that?" He was at his wits end after a night of drinking and worry.
"It's true that we got into a scuffle and I had to defend myself daddy; so I understand that you probably have to take me to jail now." She offered her wrists waiting for cuffs to be snapped on and shocking everyone even more. Red was not known to be the most cooperative of people usually flaunting her father's status as the town sheriff when faced with situations where she would have faced imminent incarceration.
"You feeling okay?"
"Yeah I'm fine daddy; I just want to get this over with so that I can get on with my life." She had a non-committal demeanor and blank expression on her pretty face. There was something a little off about her in the sheriff's eyes and he wanted to get to the bottom of things but not in front of an audience.
"Everybody head on back to the station; I'll be along shortly." There was some grumbling as the other deputies filed out and he had to sign a few forms regarding overtime and personnel used in the immediate search for his daughter.
"What in the hell is wrong with you Melissa; don't give me any of that bullshit you spread around with the folks outside this house either." She looked into his eyes for a few seconds before her façade melted away and tears ran down her cheeks. He knew that he should go to her and support his only child but that's not the way things worked in their family. They were both made out of stone and as tough as steel. Weakness was not an option in their lives and right at that moment she was betraying that mantra.
"Just give me a moment, I'll be fine in no time." Seconds later her face resumed its stoic appearance as she sat on the couch.
"You could've called."
"Yeah I know but I just didn't daddy; shit got real and I needed some time to think things out. How bad is it anyway?" He felt more comfortable with his daughter behaving as he'd already known her.
"Well maybe not as bad as you obviously thought Red; you sure beat the holy hell out of that girl's mother and even though that makes everything look bad we still got some options and a little wiggle room if we get out in front of this." He scratched his red hair as he recalled the legal advice he'd received from the family lawyer.
"Sure, but I understand if I have to go to jail daddy."
"Stop talking like that Red; now the lawyer says that we could probably get a little something going with the "gay" angle to this whole thing. Says that painting that fat girl's mom as some kind of bigot might help our case if it gets that far. I offered her some compensation for her troubles and payment of her hospital bills but she hasn't got back to me yet on that." He watched as his daughter sat silently processing everything he'd told her.
"The "gay" angle daddy; what the fuck is that all about?"
"Well I uh, know about what you were doing at that house and I ain't judging right now and all. Maybe we can use your mistake to help us out of a situation is all I'm saying Melissa." He usually used her name when he was proposing something that he knew she would hate.
"But I'm not gay."
"What the fuck are you talking about Melissa; it is my intimate understanding that you were caught FUCKING THE SNOT OUT OF THAT FAT ASS BLONDE KID!!"
"Yeah, but I'm not gay daddy."
"FUCKING ANOTHER GIRL IS FUCKING GAY MELISSA!!"
"We were experimenting daddy; I can assure you that I'm not a homosexual. That's against the bible and shit right daddy?" The big, bury sheriff of Maplewood face-palmed as his daughter sat there casually explaining away her apparent meltdown over the last twenty-four hours.
"WELL YOUR "EXPERIMENT" COULD COST US THE FUCKING HOUSE MELISSA!! THE LAWYER SAYS YOU'RE GAY THEN THAT MEANS YOU ARE FUCKING GAY FOR AS LONG AS IT TAKES FOR THIS TO GO AWAY!!"
"Sure whatever you say daddy, don't have a fucking cow alright?" Her casual demeanor was throwing him for a loop as he undid his belt yanking it from his slacks.
"Yeah I got it little girl; you know I gotta give you something for all the trouble you've been causing so assume the position." Red didn't move knowing full well what punishment was about to be meted out and sat staring straight ahead hoping he would just go away.
"Don't make me ask again." He watched unfazed as his daughter sneered and slammed her fist into the arm of the couch before standing and bending over. Red stared off towards the kitchen as she heard his belt being unbuckled and clenched her teeth.
"Dad, I uh-AAAARRRGHHHH FAAAWK!!" The thick heavy belt sliced into the wide expanse of her bubble butt. He followed up his initial strike with several others knowing full well that his tough daughter would not cry out. The leggings she'd been wearing offered no protection from her father's corporal punishment as the belt continually cut the air with a slight whistle as it collided with her rear. The ringing of the house phone cut her whipping short as he went to answer it. Red knelt facing the back of the couch as she gathered herself emotionally. There was no way her father could have known of the pain she was already suffering and she would have it no other way.
"I have to get a move on Melissa; work's piling up at the station. I'll probably be back near morning and you're grounded of course." That was as much of an apology as she was going to get from her stern, emotionally distant father.
"Sure what ever you say daddy." She replied without a hint of emotion as she fought back tears.
Sheriff Reed didn't know what to make of his daughters' behavior as he quietly left the house intent on using his clout to quell any inquiries as to why Red wouldn't be spending a night in jail right away. He sat in his patrol car weighing his actions and wondering if he should have dug further into her actions over the last twenty-four hours instead of beating the troubled girl. His mind wandered back to a time when he had faltered and how his young daughter had given him tough love on that singular occasion. As he pulled off he pushed his actions out of his mind sure that everything would work out somehow.
Back in the house, Red gently pushed open the door to her spacious bathroom and began running water into the partially swallow tub. She began wearily removing the form fitting shirt she'd been wearing revealing a chest that had been reddened and marked up with scratches, slight bruises and a handprint on one of her breasts. The steaming water began filling up the tub as she struggled through the pain to pull the leggings she'd been wearing down her shapely legs. The crotch of the faux pants was stained with dirt, semen and blood. She tossed the filthy clothing in a heap against the wall and stepped into the tub staring at the adjacent wall for a long while before kneeling. The steaming water was hot enough to damage her flawless alabaster skin but she had no reaction to it as she remained lost in thought. The water soon became discolored as blood, semen and other fluids seeped out of her sex. Red rubbed a goose egg of a lump near the base of her skull. She counted her blessings that her long auburn hair hid the bruise from her father.
*****
"FUCKING BITCH AAAAAWWWRRGHHH!!" She'd punched him in the balls with a solid closed fist just like her father had trained her in her youth and began running toward the fair grounds completely nude when she was taken down. The blow had been powerful enough to rob her of consciousness as everything went black. Searing pain had returned clarity and vision to her eyes along with a stabbing pain in her backdoor as she awoke screaming.
Derrick was fucking her in the ass...raw.
"WHAT I TELL YOU CUNT; COME ON SLUT TELL ME WHAT I DONE TOLD YOU LAST TIME I SAW YOU?!!" She remembered his words about fucking her in the ass and chafed at the fact that they were unfortunately prophetic. Red could feel every inch of him in her bowels and knew she was bleeding profusely. She could hear the heavy breathing and constant chatter of the others as well as a wet squelching sound she knew was emanating from her ass.
"Fuck you."
"WHAT WAS THAT WENDY; I DID NOT HEAR YOU RIGHT!!" He emphasized his words with several extremely hard strokes that made her scream in spite of herself.
"I'm going to kill you." She'd muttered the threat barely louder than a whisper and received a heavy kick to the side of her head for her efforts. Her dirt encrusted hair obscured her face as she looked out of the corner of her eye finding the culprit to be none other than Robert.
Robert the handsome youth pastor and her own personal savior. He'd found her and convinced her to follow him based on his soft words and angelic features. Melissa Reed weary of her own evil actions and responsibility had been ready to die; but he'd saved her from herself. Robert's silver tongue and fatherly manner of speaking convinced her that there might be a little bit of redemption for somebody like her in the world. She was ready to give herself to him but he declined her wares asking her to believe in something greater; something bigger than herself. Melissa Reed a.k.a Red a.k.a Wendy really wanted to believe that there was something out there for her.
"I DO BELIEVE THAT I TOLD YOU I WAS GOING TO HAVE ME A SLICE OF THIS FAT BUBBLE ASS OF YOURS THE VERY NEXT TIME WE MET...guess what bitch; it's that next time!!" Derrick snorted and continued fucking the prone girl in the wooded area while his cousin and friends watched. She noticed that Robert was watching with more than a vested interest as he masturbated furiously.
*****
Red sat in the living room with an open bottle of gin on the table and a bag of weed. She wrapped her battered figure in a plush terry cloth robe and was channel surfing looking for nothing in particular. Her face was wet from crying as she rolled a joint and popped a morning after pill. She washed it down with a swig of alcohol and lit her blunt. Red had taken two long drags on the joint when her doorbell rang. The girl froze in place staring at the door not knowing what would lie in wait on the other side. Two more ringing's of the bell occurred followed by some frenzied knocking. Her gaze immediately shot to a cabinet at the end of the corridor adjacent to the home's bedrooms. She quickly ran down the hallway as the knocking continued and increased in frequency. Red snagged the spare keys hidden behind the cabinet and unlocked her father's weapons cache. Sheriff Reed had enough fire power inside the house to hold off a swat team and Red was no stranger to these weapons as she pulled down a double barreled shot gun.
She trembled slightly as she loaded rounds into the barrels and cocked the weapon. With the gun tucked snuggly into her shoulder Red cautiously approached her front door and leveled the barrel at the peep hole.
"WHO WANTS TO FUCKING DIE?!!" Her Valkyrie cry rendered the knocking void and there was silence for a few seconds.
"Melissa? It's me; April." The chubby girl's simple heartfelt answer caused a surge of emotion to well up in Red's chest as she quickly opened the door. April stood outside the screen door breathing heavily taking immediate notice of her lover's appearance.
"What happened to you baby; did your dad do this to you?" The shot gun dropped from her fingers with a heavy thud to the hard wood floor. April clasped her hands to her bosom unsure of what to say or do next.
"What kind of a man would beat his daughter like this? I don't understand Melissa; please make me understand." She was disturbed as her lover stood in the door way staring at her like she was a ghost.
"Baby, open the screen door." Red didn't move or utter a word.
"Baby?" April could see that her lover was in some sort of shock and began trying the latch on the screen door finding it locked. April noticed that Red flinched when she tugged at the handle and this fueled her anxiety and propelled her into a panic attack.
*****
She screamed as her long legs were forcibly pulled nearly adjacent with her ears by the two teens that had accompanied Derrick and Robert into the woods to assault her. Her body was pinned under the self-proclaimed youth pastor who had his hands around her throat while he fucked her ass roughly. He was another person, some kind of deranged lunatic who got off on her pain. He'd made some excuses blaming his actions on her previous encounter with his cousin Derrick; but she recognized the excited look in his eyes. She could feel the steel hard length of his cock invading her bowels relentlessly spurred on by her apparent helplessness. Red had no doubt that she could take either of the four men one on one but they'd overwhelmed her with their sheer numbers making her their plaything for however long they wanted her.
"DUDE YOU ARE WRECKING HER SOMETHING FIERCE; THEY AINT GONNA BE NOTHING LEFT!!" One of the teens was complaining.
"I DIDN'T USE HER DISGUSTING COOTER; YOU CAN HAVE THAT BOYS!!" The sound of his voice and his inert rage caused tremors to run through her body.
"LOOK DERRICK; SHE'S CUMMING-THE BITCH IS CUMMING ON ROBERT'S COCK MAN!!" Pete was jumping around excited by what he witnessed before Derrick kicked him square in the ass. The boys tumbled a little freeing her left leg which she used to kick Robert in the back. At first he seemed impervious to the blows to the small of his back before snagging her leg and sinking his teeth into her calve.
"I hate you motherfucker." Her body squirmed and twisted under him as her cunt tightened up into a vice around his member.
"OOOOHHHH FUCK DERRICK; I'M CUMMING!!" Robert yelled and collapsed on top of Red. His thick arms were wrapped around her torso pinning her own arms to her sides as he exploded inside her. The sweaty, disheveled youth pastor ran the flat of his tongue along her cheek as he humped out the rest of his orgasm. All of the strength seemed to leave his body as his dead weight nearly suffocated her.
"Awww aint that just about the cutest thing you ever saw Pete; hey Rob when's the wedding huh?" Derrick teased his spent cousin as the others laughed. Red did her best to push the muscular man off of her body succeeding only in rousing him.
"Cunt." He raised himself into a push-up position and spit in her face.
"Fuh-FUUUCK YOU!!" Red heard herself scream before everything went black for a few seconds. Somebody had struck her but it didn't matter at this point because Red knew there was little chance she was leaving that wooded area alive. Somewhere in the back of her mind there was a darkness and in that void a face. There was somebody there with her that she was all too familiar with. She recalled the vacant look in her former best friend's face as she sat leaning against the dirty shower walls of the boy's restroom. The attractive brunette was unable to move after being ravished in a violent, relentless gangbang.
She didn't have anything left having been reduced to a hollow shell and simply looked up at her friend seeing nothing until she was kicked in the face. Leslie lay flat on her back potentially dead to the world for all she knew. Red hadn't bothered to check whether she was breathing or not.
"Gather round boys; we need to do this thing right." Through the haze of her mind she could here Robert talking.
"I'm not doing her Rob; this is just wrong." The fourth guy spoke up finally sounding disgusted at what had occurred.
"Yeah but you've done plenty to other girls so don't get any ideas about flapping your gums." The heat in Derrick's voice was clear and there were a few moments of silence that followed. There was some muffled talking as she fought her way back to consciousness.



"Dear lord we humbly ask that you take this harlot; this whore of Babylon under your righteous wing and deliver unto her a just judgment for her willful, evil ways. Lord this pitiful woman has been tenderized and run through the gauntlet of holy punishment. Take this filthy slut and do unto her as you will Lord." Her breaths came in short gasps as two of the men picked her up by the arms and started dragging her deeper into the woods. She could just make out the sound of Robert humming some hymnal.
He was truly insane; this beautiful man with his handsome face and blonde hair. He was a monster for all intents and purposes. Red felt herself being stood up on her feet and two hands cupping her cheeks.
"Go find your forgiveness on the other side Wendy." His voice cracked and sounded contrite.
Suddenly she found herself flying through the air in a tumble as gravity all but disappeared. Her body impacted the cold water of the creek as she lay face down slowly sinking under the surface. She was going to drown out there in the middle of the woods. No one would ever know what happened to her and no one would care.
*****
"Come on Melissa; just talk to me baby. I love you so much and I just want to come inside." April let go of the door raising her hands in a non-threatening stance. Red stood in front of her starring out into space on the other side of the screen door.
"Do you want me to call your father baby?" The auburn haired teen responded by shaking her head vigorously in the negative.
"Okay, okay Melissa...do you want to talk about it?" Red continued shaking her head and visibly panting.
There was something knotted up inside the girl and April had no clue what it was. She'd quickly dressed and run into the night figuring that her lover had gone home. The short, chubby blonde had taken her own safety into her hands by hitchhiking to the stop near Red's ranch style home. She'd used her huge breasts as payment letting an elderly truck driver fondle her unto she was able to extricate herself from him and run off. April hadn't expected to find Red in such a state and it shocked her to the core of her being. The world truly seemed to be turning on its head.
"Baby you know that I'm not going to hurt you; Melissa you're one of the strongest people I know and whatever happen, whoever hurt you is going to be real fucking sorry baby. You're one mean bitch Melissa, remember when you made me get naked and sit on that fucking janitor's cone?" April didn't know what she was doing but decided to gamble on reminding her lover of her identity.
"Yeah you were so fucking mad that day; you scared me so much that I thought I was dead baby. You beat my ass so many times I can't even count but I'm still here Melissa. I still want you so much and I know I can help you!"
"Help-me?" She blinked and appeared to be looking directly at April.
"Yeah, I'll help you through this shit...you know how we do it Melissa. You've just-just got to let me inside baby. I'm going to have to call your daddy if you don't let me inside and then he's going to see -EVVERYTHING!!" April never intended to coerce the traumatized woman but she was getting antsy. Red began visibly gasping and backed away from the door stumbling down the corridor.
"RED, DON'T BE A FUCKING PUSSY!!"
Her words struck a chord inside Red's mind sending her back to her own words used to jolt her father back from a dark place. She remembered herself finally and knew what she was...something nasty and mean, something unmistakably undeniably "Alpha".
*****
Derrick took a long drag on the joint he'd been smoking as he leaned against the railing overlooking the wooded area where he'd finally gained a measure of revenge. The sense of closure and triumph was like a drug taking him on a natural high. The homely ginger had fucked Red several times in all three of her openings degrading her beyond belief before he'd kicked the struggling teen in the back of the head with his hiking boot. His buddy Pete along with his cousin Robert had formed a circle around the half conscious girl and relieved themselves on her prone body. He remembered watching her flirting and dancing with Brad Tucker bouncing and twerking her bubble butt all over the clueless jock's crotch. The newly minted couple had disappeared with Red returning alone a short while later.
The clueless teen had taken this as a sign from above sauntering over while Red laughed with friends about leaving Brad stranded in the woods. Chalk it up to bad judgment but the cocky ginger lost his composure as he approached Red and found himself palming her rounded butt. The sight of her milky cheeks laughably contained in the denim material had him ready to jizz his pants. He'd cupped the underside of her right cheek kneading it softly as she looked over her shoulder smiling. What followed plagued him night after night as her smiling features darkened while her fist grabbed a handful of his t-shirt. It seemed like slow motion as the beer bottle collided with his scalp shattering into thousands of fragments. Fortunately some guys had snared the wild redhead before she could put her cowboy boots to him as he rolled on the floor in agony. Sometime later Derrick would find that his hearing in one ear was irreparably damaged. Quite simply speaking he'd never be the same again.
But it had worked out quite nicely as he realized a dream of vengeance from that time and no one would be the wiser because they'd dumped the body. Robert told him that even if she was found it would probably be chalked up to a suicide. He talked about how disturbed she seemed and that she was in trouble with the law. They'd assaulted and fucked every hole, every orifice in her body that you could get a cock into with feral abandon. Nobody had really thought things through before trapping the disturbed redhead in the woods, but Derrick was sated and content.
"Robert was so right when he said the lord does work in mysterious ways." He finished the last of the joint and tossed the roach over the railing. He stuffed his hands into his pockets and strolled over to the tent to pack up. The youth ministry run by his cousin was relocating to the next town over. Robert seemed a little shaky after the assault and wanted to pull up stakes as soon as possible. He was walking across the parking lot when he noticed Robert sitting on the adjacent picnic tables facing away from him. He appeared to be taking to someone and a smile crossed his thin lips knowing that his cousin was probably talking to a female. Derrick altered his path to get a better look at his cousin's new victim knowing full well that if he screwed things up he would pummeled. His eyes nearly popped out of his head when he caught sight of the massive breasts on this chubby little blonde that the youth minister appeared to be lecturing.
Derrick usually didn't go for the chubby type but this girl appeared to be one in a million with absolutely huge tits that made her tubby body an afterthought. She had this weird childish looking round face that was framed by oily looking blonde hair that made her appear as some type of demented cabbage patch doll. She was wearing a sort of white tube top dress with this flower print on it and the spaghetti straps at her thick shoulders did nothing to contain her bounty. He couldn't take his eyes off of her cleavage a single straight line that ran deep into the elastic band of her frock. There was entirely too much meat on display for him not to make his presence known.
"Oh look who's here Robert; friend of yours?" Her voice was slightly grating and she appeared to be intoxicated. He noticed that she was in possession of a filled paper bag wondering what she was drinking.
"Well actually he's my cousin Derrick and he has some chores to do." Robert was attempting to lead the conversation before it started shooting his cousin a threatening glance. He had been known to lose his temper with explosive results and Derrick wanted nothing to do with that.
"Aaaaawww, that's so sad because we're having a party; you sure you have to go Derrick?" She was definitely three sheets to the wind and it looked like Robert was going to be having a good time once Derrick was gone. The lanky ginger was pissed knowing that his good looking cousin would throw Red in his face if he tried to horn in on his action.
"Yeah well Rob's right, I have to go get things packed up."
"YOU GOING ON A TRIP DERRICK?!!" She suddenly blurted out as his eyes dipped into her jiggly cleavage openly.
"Yeah well we're going on to the next town so I have a lot of work to do."
"I'LL DRIVE YOU DERRICK!!" She seemed interested in him as well as his cousin and he was reluctant to leave.
"Now you know it's against the law to drive under the influence of alcohol." Robert gave her his trademark easy smile designed to put the girl at ease. She wouldn't know what hit her until he was pounding her into submission with his cock and fists.
"So what who's gonna tell Robert?"
"I think you know what I'm saying is right; now we don't want to hurt anybody do we? It's just that you seem so-"troubled" and I want to help you out of what could be a bad decision. Pardon my candor please but it seems like you're running away-Is that what's going on with you ma'am?" Derrick couldn't help but admire his cousin's silver tongue when it came to talking to women. He watched as the voluptuous fat girl began to tear up and finally sob. Robert cautiously slipped an arm around her shoulders consoling the distraught girl.
"I-I'm sorry Robert; I don't want to hurt anybody." She sounded like a kid and buried her chin in her chest as her mascara ran down her chin.
"Look why don't you let me have those keys and we can get you some coffee. I'll drive you home if you want alright?" He knew that once he got his hands on her keys she would be under his complete control.
"Can Derrick come too Robert?"
"No because he has a lot of work to do; isn't that right Derrick?" Robert's threat was clear, he hid his violent tendencies from the public.
"Yeah sorry gotta go." He began reluctantly trudging off across the parking lot when the chubby little blonde quickly ran up to him snaring his arm.
"Nuh-oooooohh Derrick; you have to come too so that we can all be friends together okaaay?" He did a double take looking down at the massive cleavage that was sandwiching his bicep. His cock immediately sprang to attention at the amazing site and he looked over finding his cousin smirking.
"Well uh, okay."
"YAAAAY YOU GUYS ARE AWESOME!!" Once again he did a double take feeling that the situation was all too easy. The short, bubbly blonde led him back to his cousin snagging his muscular bicep in the process.
"Holy shit man; where'd you find this one man?" It was clear that the intoxicated teen was looking for a little more from both of the guys and Derrick felt no need to continue with pretenses.
"She was just sitting here like she was fucking waiting for me man!" Robert laughed as his cousin helped himself to a handful of her huge right tit. Derrick could tell that she wasn't wearing a bra under the rayon material and her nipple was hard.
"I can't believe this fucking shit man!!" Derrick was glib as he watched Robert completely abandon his "good guy" routine and actually fish out her left breast. Both guy's eyes widened at the sight of her nude tit with its large cookie sized areola and small strawberry colored nipple. She continued smiling and looking from Derrick to Robert's faces with a weird crooked smile on her face.
"WAIT, WAIT GUYS!!" She suddenly slapped their hands away from her chest and began stuffing her breasts back into her dress.
"Shit; I knew she was a fucking tease!" Derrick immediately lost it and started to rage as Robert quickly grabbed her plump bicep.
"NOOOOO; WAIT UP JUST A MINUTE-we haven't had a drink yet!!" She raised her bottle showing it to the cousins.
"Huh?"
"Well yeah, don't you boys wanna have a good fucking time huh?" She poured some of the liquor onto the wide expanse of her cleavage once again capturing their attention as she turned and walked back towards the picnic tables adjacent to the parking lot. She actually raised her dress a bit revealing that she wasn't wearing any panties. Her chunky butt stared back at the excited cousins' hard tan lines and all.
"Cheers boys." She sat on top of the wooden table with her feet resting on the seat portion of the picnic table. She slowly spread her legs tugging at her frock exposing her shaved sex. Derrick placed a hand under her dress on her naked thigh as she leaned forward kissing Robert with a kind of sexual savagery. Derrick yanked her dress down snapping the spaghetti straps at her shoulders and taking a nipple into his mouth. She cupped the underside of his chin and poured some of the liquor from her bottle along her breast in to his hungry mouth and making him cough out loud. Before he could react she pinched his nose making him gasp and pouring more liquor down his throat.
"FUCK MAN!!" Derrick doubled over coughing up some of the harsh liquor as Robert laughed before making out with the chubby blonde in a torrid display. This kind of warmth seemed to engulf his body as he gathered himself angrily turning to find Robert fondling her breasts while taking a deep drink from the bottle. She snatched the bottle from him setting it on the table as she went to work on his fly drawing it down.
"Buh-Bro...some-thing's wrong; I feel fuh-fucking funny." His vision was becoming blurred and he was having troubled standing. A slight vibration was building just under his skin and he was nauseous as he collapsed to one knee.
"Can't handle your liquor huh?" She taunted in a monotone voice as Robert obliviously laughed at his cousin for being drunk.
"Hey you uh; never told me your name babe." He was beginning to feel the effects of the spiked liquor as his vision blurred. She leaned forward watching; resting her elbows on her knees observing him as he lost control of his bodily functions wetting himself. He began retching violently as vomit spewed from his mouth. He forced himself towards her intent on beating the half nude enchantress to death before he lost consciousness.
"My name is Wendy motherfucker."
April snatched the bottle up and smashed it spectacularly over his head. Blood began to flow from his scalp altering the color of his natural blonde hair as he tumbled onto the concrete in a heap.
Darkness took Robert Lane, youth pastor and serial rapist. His cousin Derrick heard the sound of the baseball bat slicing through the air reacting too slowly to stop it from impacting against his head.
******
To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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The room was dark and I'd been in a prolonged slumber when the lights suddenly blared to life wakening me from a deep sleep. I looked around the room at all of the medical equipment that was monitoring my condition to find that it had been switched off.
"Who are you; what do you want?!!" Two men in white hazmat suits were approaching me and I didn't know what had happened but the face plates on their helmets were made of reflective material and I found myself looking at my own reflection in the surface of their masks.
"DON'T TOUCH ME; HELP!! SOMEBODY HELP ME!!" One of the men quickly injected me with something that made me a little bit less combative and the duo worked in tandem strapping me down to the medical bed and began wheeling me towards the door. I looked up through heavily lidded eyes finding one of them staring down at me continuously while my gaze fixated on the ceiling. In moments I was out cold from whatever they injected me with.
*Darkness*
I awoke in a smaller room noticing that I had a barred window to my immediate right and the room felt somewhat uncomfortable and heated. I looked over to find one of the strange men filling a hypodermic needle while the other simply stared at me.
"Who are you fucking people?" I noticed the large needle being placed methodically on a tray at my bedside and watched another plastic sheathed syringe being opened.
"What do you want from me...WHAT?!! SPE-SPEAK GOT-DAMMIT?!!" I was completely panicked and began shouting loudly giving both individuals pause.
"I thought you said he couldn't talk?" I was surprised to find that the heavily modulated voice sounded distinctly female.
"He couldn't a few days ago when we tried first contact; our data indicated that his mind had been wiped clean from the trauma to his system. This is a completely new development."
"Well you'd better not be fucking with me about this kid; you know how unforgiving my employers can be Dr. Jenson." I'd recognized the doctor's voice wondering why he was wearing a disguise and wondering who the woman was in relation to him.
"You've seen the fucking data; what reason would I have to lie?" The pronounced feminine sounding tone was annoying enough under normal circumstances but even more excruciating doped up as I was.
"Maybe you're trying to swindle us out of enough money for an early retirement so you and your little boyfriend can "live happily ever after" in a same sex fairy tale. But what would your employers do if they knew you were selling company secrets on the down low; what would your wife do if she knew you were in the closet in that very same "down low" Jenson." The threat in her voice was as clear as possible while I tested the bonds holding me down.
"You don't have to threaten me "fish"; I've given you good data in the past and keep David out of this. He doesn't know a thing about my side job." She just stared at him for a few moments before turning her attention back to me.
"Be honest kid; how much is he paying you to con my employers out of hundreds of thousands of dollars?" It felt like I'd woke up to find myself inside some kind of weird movie and I continued struggling against my bonds trying to free myself.
"FUCK YOU LADY!!" Was all I could get out as a strange ringing disrupted my hearing all of a sudden partnering up with a shocking jolt to my fore head. The suited up woman started laughing and turned back to Jenson.
"You know you're real fucking funny Jenson; sorry but we're just going to have to give this one a "pass" and maybe next time you'll get a kid that's a better actor." She started to break the seal on her helmet beginning with clasps at her neck.
"HEY WAIT, DON'T DO THAT!!" It was too late as she pulled the helmet free of her head revealing herself to be a marginally attractive brunette in her early forties. The cynical expression on her face was not lost on me as she set her helmet on the table connected to my hospital bed while running a finger through her shoulder length dark locks.
"What's your probl-HEY; what's that smell? Its fuh-fucking sweet and-it's so hot in here." Her voice trailed off as she turned her wide eyed gaze back towards me as my pheromones hit her full blast. Her face was already glazed over with perspiration as her hand began roughly digging into the crotch of her containment suit with a vengeance.
"It's you isn't it kid; you-it's true what Jenson's been on about isn't it?" She'd continued groping herself and the other hand was running over the area where I imagined her tits to be. I didn't say anything because I was unsure how she'd take my answer but she'd begun rubbing my crotch only to yank my hospital gown aside in seconds to check out my tumescence. Her hand went to handle my engorged cock but Jenson quickly and roughly snagged her wrist.
"Where's my fucking money cunt?!!"
"SERIOUSLY?!!" He shook his head as his thin lips curled into a wide smile at her stupidity for opening a veritable Pandora's Box. He slowly brought his I-phone up revealing some information on its screen that was probably his bank account balance.
"No pay, no play bitch." He was grinning like a jack o lantern as she snatched her hand back and fished out her own phone appearing to be texting. His phone chimed an annoying show tune as he looked at the screen and nodded his permission while she visibly squirmed. Her greedy fingers were locked around me in an instant groping and kneading me into a granite state of affairs.
"What is that fucking smell kid; it's so sweet and enticing filling me-making me...WANT-PLEASE TELL ME WHAT IT IS?!!" Two thirds of my length quickly found its way between her lips in an almost painful display of lust as she attempted to suck all of the sticky glaze from my member. I gasped feeling a churning sensation in my sack as she worked her trembling head along my cock while pumping my testicles. I looked over finding Jenson amazed at the turn of events and pleased with himself. I wanted to push my fist into his face and make him leave the small room but this woman whoever she was-was taking me to task with considerable enthusiasm. I'd quickly gone from passive participant to willing companion humping as much as I could into her hungry mouth. There was no way I could measure the length of time I'd been in captivity but it had been a while since I'd had a woman and my body was on autopilot reacting involuntarily to her frenzied touch. My senses seemed amplified and every nerve ending in my member was inflamed or electrified with powerful surges of tingling pleasure. She was taking me whole on every stroke breathing through her nose and her thumping heart beat filled the small room with this sort of biological jazz in tandem with my cadence until the inevitable happened.
"FFFFUH-FUUUUCK!!" She was caught completely off guard as a thick white stream of jizz erupted from the purplish head of my cock striking her in the face and making her cry out. Her hands never left my package as she endured five more similar blasts before cupping her mouth over the head in a vain attempt to control the surge. Slivers of thick elastic cum flowed from the seal between her lips and my member running along my length and drenching my crotch.
"WH-WHAT THE FUCK JUST HAPPENED?!!" The look of shock on her face as she regained control of her senses morphed into one of rage as she turned towards Jenson.
"Told ya bitch; believe me now?" The unnamed woman had quickly run over to an in-room sink looking at her own visage in the narrow mirror. She coughed and gasped at her glazed visage running her fingers over her face and staring at the thick gooey substance as it webbed up between her fingers before instinctively licking herself clean.
"HUH-HOW IS THIS SHIT...WHAT HAVE YOU FUCKS DONE TO THIS KID?!!" She glanced over in my direction and did a double take when she noticed that my rod was still pointing at the ceiling. Jenson's effeminate laughter filled the room drawing her attention away from me for a moment.
"Stupid shit did it to himself with some sort of chemical; now he can't even control it. What's the matter honey bunch; still can't get that taste out of your mouth?" Whoever she was, the woman appeared to be processing his smarmy explanation of my condition and it didn't appear to sit too well with her.
"I couldn't control myself; I just needed his jizz and I would have done anything in that moment to get it-I wasn't being controlled...I DID WHAT I WANTED!! THE SMELL- THE FUCKING TASTE of him!! You people want to mass produce this FUCKING SHIT?!!" She sounded horrified at the prospect and Jenson couldn't be more arrogant if he wanted to.
"That's why I thought your employers would want to get in on the ground level before the money starts raining in Carol."
You'll never get this shit past the FDA; are you all insane?" She'd begun absentmindedly rubbing on her chest and appeared to be uncomfortable.
"Look Carol; we're going to be putting out a pill with one-tenth of this kid's power and Mr. Taylor has some pretty deep pockets and friends in the right places if you get my drift. Besides there's always the underground markets-FUCK ROOFIES; wait until college boys get a hold of our product." Even I retched at the evil reasoning from the demented scientist.
"But this-is WRONG on so many LEVELS!!" Carol's face was shiny with sweat and slight tremors seemed to be running through her body. She appeared for all intents and purposes to be going through a drug fit.
"This is business darling; mountains and mountains of cash for the taking and I'd prefer to take mine off the top before the sharks smell the blood. Who the fuck cares about morality? Look at yourself Carol; you'd gladly fuck this kid's brains out if I allowed it. Imagine millions of women experiencing what you're feeling-IMAGINE ALL THAT FUCKING MONEY CAROL ARRRGHHH!!" Jenson's maniacal tirade was cut short as Carol's shoved her fist into his throat causing him to double over into her rising knee. I watched in horror as she laid in a few kicks for good measure before turning her attention towards me.
"Look ma'am I didn't want any of this to happen, it's NOT MY FAULT!!" She looked like she wanted to kill me right on the spot but instead began undoing the bonds holding me to my hospital bed.
"I don't know if his containment suit will be an exact fit but it is the only way you're getting out of here kid." She was still breathing kind of heavy as she nudged the unconscious Jenson with her foot. I didn't think twice as I lost my hospital gown and pulled on the hazmat suit.
"Stay close to me and we'll be out of here in no time; eh I didn't get your name kid."
"Poindexter; uh just call me Dexter." She did a double-take when she heard my name but I was used to that reaction after four years of ribbing in my lackluster high school life.
"It figures...Geez kid; your parents really did a number on you." We slipped out of what appeared to be an examination room into a long corridor. The interior of the corridor was all white with a few large windows that faced a wooded area. I could see the lights from the downtown area in the distance and wondered how far away from home I really was.
"Where am I anyway; nobody has told me anything since I was brought to this place."
"Research facility." Her answer was short and curt with more than a hint of aggression as she pulled me along with a steely grip on my forearm.
"Where are you taking me?"
"Someplace safe so shut the fuck up already before we get caught."
"Could you at least tell me your name?"
"Carly." I didn't actually believe her and her voice was trembling which meant that she was struggling to control herself. Even though she'd resealed the helmet portion of her hazmat suit.
We actually passed through two checkpoints at the end of the extraordinary long corridor. None of the armed security there questioned us leading me to believe that a few palms had been greased.
"Carly, I want you to take me home."
"WHAT? That's the first place they'll look for you Dexter; I have a secure uh, location. You'll love it and we won't be disturbed." The manic, shaky cadence in her voice told me she was minutes away from losing it and I knew it that it was time to push my agenda.
"If you don't take me home I'm not going to FUCK you Carly." I said it with purpose and yanked my arm away.
"Don't screw around kid; you want to end up back in a hamster cage getting jerked off by fucking Jenson be my guest!!" Before I could call her bluff an alarm sounded and a phalanx of security guards rounded the corner in our direction.
"SHIT!!" Carly's arm shot out ensnaring me in a choke hold as she pulled me back against her body. Out the corner of my eye I could see a pistol in her hand and I realized that she was taking me hostage. The wall of security guards halted their advance and one guy in the front had his arms raised.
"GIVE IT UP LADY; YOU'RE SURROUNDED!! LET THE BOY GO AND DROP YOUR WEAPON!!" I craned my head finding his words to be true as what appeared to be sixty or more guards surrounded us Tasers and firearms drawn.
"I'M TAKING DEXTER OUT OF HERE OR YOU'RE ALL GOING TO WATCH ME PUT A BULLET IN HIS FUCKING HEAD!!" She quickly knocked the hazmat helmet from my head pressing the weapon to my temple for emphasis.
"RELAX LADY, YOU DON'T WANT TO DO THAT!!" She quickly pulled us back against a wall as the alarms seemed to get louder. The head guard was talking into his radio but I couldn't make out what he was saying. The others were closing into a semicircle around us as I distinctly heard the hammer on Carly's weapon draw back. My heart was pounding in my chest and sweat was coating my body in a thick sheen under my hazmat suit.
"I-I DON'T; BUT IF I GIVE HIM BACK YOU WON'T LET ME FUCK HIM!!" There was a pleading tone in her voice as she began to fully succumb to the Androstenone-X in my system. The head guard and a few others did a double-take at her words.
"DROP YOUR WEAPON LADY; YOU'RE INFECTED!!"
"FUCK YOU!!" One of the guards had got a little too close for her comfort reaching out in a misguided attempt to snatch the weapon from her hand. Carly responded with lightning quickness firing two rounds directly into his chest. I began screaming as the body of the big burly security guard slid across the pristine white floor of the corridor. Blood began to pool under his corpse.
"FUCK IT; TAKE 'EM DOWN!!" Everything seemed to go into slow motion as the first bullet tore into my chest creating an arching explosion of my blood. My screams froze in my throat even as several more rounds pierced my body destroying Carly.
...destroying us both.
*DARKNESS*
*****
Concrete?...Asphalt to be exact; stained with my mucus and saliva. My head felt like someone had taken a mallet to it and beat out Beethoven's fifth symphony. My heart was doing Nascar laps in my chests and it felt like I'd wet my pants.
"What the fuck?" I was lying face down in the school parking lot drenched in sweat and alone. I could hear the ambient related noises associated with high school life and a few cars on the adjacent street. I tried to stand finding it difficult at first but managed to get my rubbery legs underneath me. I didn't know what was going on and I was on the verge of tears as I came to the conclusion that I'd been experiencing one hell of a hallucination. It all seemed so surreal and frightening as I looked around expecting Nurse Kim's wife to appear wanting to finish me off. I could have sworn that I'd been locked away for weeks in some weird research facility pierced with umpteen millions needles and tubes attempting to siphon the Androstenone-X from my body.
...could have sworn that I'd been killed because of some crazed woman; shot to death execution style by a platoon of fucking security guards. I began to laugh at the absurdity of it all before losing my composure and sitting down to get my bearings. There was a ringing phone a few feet away on the concrete that I recognized as my own.
"Hey are you going to make me wait all day or what?!" It was my uncle and he sounded pissed.
"Sir I hate to ask you this but how long have you been waiting?" My sense of time was way off balance as I stared around the parking lot feeling completely disheveled.
"I BEEN SITTING OUT HERE FOR AN HOUR DEXTER!" His outburst caught me off guard making me nearly drop the phone.
"Sorry, uh something kind of happened to me sir and I really don't know what to make of it."
"Hey you okay boy; are you having some kind of episode?" The sudden concern in his voice made me feel even worse.
"I'll be right there just let me get a bottle of water from the vending machine." I was a visual mess resembling something of a crackhead as I trudged into courtyard and scored a bottle from the vending machines there. I have to admit that was the best bottle of ice cold water that I'd had in my life as I began to gather my wits about me. I had this strange lingering feeling standing there in the courtyard as I downed my second bottle that somebody was watching me. I looked over my shoulder towards the library to find a familiar face burning a hole in my body with a nasty glare.
Agnes Newton.
There was something strange about the way she was looking at me and the manner in which she was positioned in the window. Both of her hands were pressed against the glass along with her roundish face.
"Feel better asshole." She addressed me in this strange monotone voice that was tinged with what sounded like genuine hatred. Agnes had this sort of smug smile reading on her face that gave me pause.
"Uh yeah; okay." I was more than a little freaked out as I turned and exited the yard to finally meet my waiting uncle. It took some doing but Uncle Joe was finally convinced not to take me back to the hospital. I didn't want any part of medical types until I was sure about what had happened to me. My uncle informed me that he'd been obliged to call pest control due to an overabundance of rodents in my room. It had been reported to him that something had attracted the horde to my room.
"Lester?"
"Sorry but he's going to have to stay in the garage until we find out what's wrong with him." I went into the garage to find Lester suspended from a bird cage. He seemed okay squeaking as I removed him from confinement.
"I know what you're thinking little buddy; this is another fine mess you've gotten me into." I felt bad about the minute bit of the chemical that altered the mouse's physiology and fed him a bit of kibble from my hand.
"Is this a private conversation or can anybody join in?" I looked up to find the vice principal's assistant Norma standing in the driveway and I cursed myself for not letting the garage doors down.
"Look I don't want any; uh trouble alright?"
"What the fuck are you talking about; I heard about what happened to you at school and came to see how you were doing. You're okay right; good to go-RIGHT?" Norma seemed apprehensive as I recalled my episode with her earlier in the day. She managed a nervous smile for my benefit.
"Go home."
"So that means you're drained right? FUCK I always miss out on the cool shit! I should have been in that fucking locker room too. I-I mean it's all my fault for sending you out of the office but that Kelsey bitch wouldn't stop fucking crying." The purple haired Goth seemed to be talking to herself more than me.
"How's she doing Norma; is she okay?"
"WHO GIVES A FUCK ABOUT HER HUH?!! I'm here ready to switch fucking teams and play "STRAIGHT" for once in my shitty life and I can't even GET LAID!!" Norma didn't seem to realize that she was ranting.
"Look I'm sorry." She was the second lesbian that my ability had affected and I recalled the vivid hallucination I'd experienced feeling a twinge of fear at the residual images in my mind.



"FUCK YOUR SORRY!!" She was gone in an instant still ranting to herself in the night air. I'd put Lester back in his suspended cage and dropped a little extra kibble in his feeder when I received a call.
"Yeah?"
"How're you doing asshole? I know what you did to Brian; what you were doing to him all day and that is sick even for a loser like you Dexter."
"Agnes?"
She hung up as quickly as she called leaving me to wonder if Brian Lewis had been made privy to my identity as his tormentor over the last eight hours. This could present obvious health problems for me when I returned to class. He'd been bragging to his friends about sleeping with her when I'd sent him the first of the phone videos featuring his sister and mother.
Uncle Joe ended up grounding me for the rest of the month with the stipulation that I come directly home after school whenever he wasn't able to pick me up from class. Unknown to him I was completely cool with that considering my adventures as of late. Later that night in my room I pulled out one of my vials of Androstenone-X and examined a slide of it under the microscope. I noticed some strange activity in the chemical that I hadn't noticed before that gave me pause. From my observation it seemed to be increasing in activity even in its inert state. Figured correctly that my scent, sweat and saliva were altered but the results of my analysis were incomplete owing to a sudden inability on my part to connect the dots mentally. I definitely needed some help to complete a comprehensive evaluation but my usual partner-in-crime currently hated my guts. Before I'd been altered the only thing I'd been looking forward to was sharing a desk with my best friend and perhaps more. She'd been against my project from the beginning but acquiesced to mend our frayed friendship after we'd nearly hooked up. Agnes had been somewhat combative trying to force my project in directions that I didn't feel were correct. Now weeks later I wished with all my heart that I'd listened.
"Dexter get in here and get something to eat; I left a chop on the stove." Uncle Joe went to bed early because he had an early shift and I followed suit an hour later. My sleep was a replay of the vivid scenario that had accosted me in the school parking lot right up to my supposed death by gunfire. I woke up soaked in sweat gasping for air. It was so real that I actually checked my body for bullet wounds. I was too scared to return to bed and settled for some late night television. My phone's screen was blinking and I noticed a few messages that I'd received while passed out.
Tiffany St. Claire had found out about my episode in the girl's locker room sending me a rambling explicative laden message admonishing me for "cheating on her" followed by a few more desperate texts declaring her willingness to do anything necessary to get back to the top of my list. I noticed an unknown number connected to a video message and clicked on it wondering what she was going to show me. My cock started throbbing as the video began playing and I was treated to a point of view of her back which ended at her well rounded derriere. In moments it became clear that she wasn't alone and upon further inspection she wasn't Tiffany. I figured that Norma was sending me this movie to show me what I was missing as a disembodied cock savagely railed her cunt from behind.
The lack of tan lines had given away the fact that I wasn't looking at Tiffany and I had to admit a little regret at sending Norma away. She had a perfect heart shaped ass that was being perforated right at the triangular valley where her luscious cheeks met and the view was enticing. I realized the sound on my phone was muted and turned it up to hear some guy whining in cuckholded ecstasy barely holding it together.
"OOOOHHHHH FUCK BAAAABY; YOU'RE SOOOO FUCKING TIGHT!!" He wasn't lying as his moderate looking cock appeared to be tightly wedged into Norma's box pumping with slow measured precision. The hand that wasn't holding the phone was kneading one of her pliant, supple cheeks. There was a distinctly wet sound accompanying the consistent boyish compliments being heaped on Norma that added to the experience.
"OOOHHHHH FUCK; I'M GOING TO CUM AGAIN B-BUH BBAAAABY!! FUH-FEEEEELS SO FUCKING GOOD CUMMING IN THIS TIGHT PUSSY!!" Shamelessly my cock was already in hand as the video came to an abrupt end.
There were two others from the same number and I quickly clicked on a link wanting to finish myself off as copious amounts of precum flowed freely from the purplish head of my cock glazing my fist. The second clip was from Norma's point of view as the lucky bastard continued railing the snot out of her tight box while she lay on her back.
"AAAAHHHH SHIT; FEELS LIKE THERE'S A FUCKING HAND IN THIS CUNT IT'S SO TIGHT!! Y-YUH-YOUR LITTLE KITTY IS JERKING MY FUCKING COCK BAAAABY!!" At points in the clip it actually looked like he was having trouble pushing into her box. I could hear the guy grunting and gasping from the effort before he would finally sink into her body agonizingly slowly. This guy whoever he was sounded like the biggest pussy in the world as he was taken to task by Norma. I was jerking hard at this point planning to find her first thing in the morning and give her something to live for.
"You want to cum?" Norma was barely audible over his unmanly mewling repeatedly asking him if he was ready to cum inside her. At this point I was planning to rage fuck her with my pulsing cock which was a white hot steel bar interlaced with pulsing veins.
"AAAAAWWWWWW FAAAAWWWKKK; I WAAAANNNA CUM SO BAD!!" I almost felt sorry for the poor sap as the wet smacking sound from Norma's cunt seemed to grow louder as the clip progressed. I was stroking hard with the intention of timing my own considerable climax with the surrogate cock on the screen.
"You sure you wanna cum?" She could be heard asking again.
"PLEEEEAAASE!!" The guy sounded almost like he was in pain as he sobbed uncontrollably on top of her prone body.
"Then cum for me right now." Her voice droned out in a robotic monotone as my surrogate began screaming in a high falsetto pitch no doubt filling her insides full of his semen. I was on the verge when the P.O.V suddenly tilted upward revealing the orgasming face of the video's stunt cock.
Brian Lewis.
Brian Lewis my nemesis and boyfriend of...Agnes Newton.
I dropped the phone tumbling from my bed even as my engorged cock began spewing and epic amount of cum all over the hardwood floor. I was shaking uncontrollably as huge bursts of cum continued erupting from my cock. I felt violated and fucked up to the core of my being as I remained on all fours.
"I-I love you Agnes...OOOOHHHH FAWK!!" Brian was still climaxing and I couldn't face my phone scurrying into my bathroom to shower. A thick milky glaze of cum covered part of my right thigh and calve. There was no relief to be found in the shower as nearly hot scalding water blasted my body with the deafening sound covering my loud sobbing. I ended up sitting in my shower staring at the wall regretting all I had just witnessed. Up until this point I'd only had the theatre of my mind to mimic the supposed coupling of Agnes and Brian.
Actually seeing them fuck was a whole other world of hurt.
"Okay Agnes; you got me real good. Fixed me up real fucking nice for fucking with your boyfriend and I totally get it now. I know how you felt when Kelsey and Tiffany sent you that video; yeah I REALLY KNOW NOW YOU BITCH!! I'm making myself a fucking promise to erase you; hear me Agnes...ERASE YOU FOREVER!! I don't ever want to see you again and I won't...even if you're standing right in front of me." I just had to get the words out to make myself believe them not knowing if I would be able to hold up my end of the bargain.
I collected myself as best I could returning to my bedroom wrapped in my flannel robe staring at my phone on the floor. The blinking light on its surface reminded me of the remaining video and I clicked on the link despite myself. Agnes' face was visible sans her thick glasses and I could see that she was still dressed from the wool sleeve covering her wrist as she lined Brian's cock along her cheek. She seemed to be looking directly at me and laughing in sinister fashion. I was creeped out as she playfully tapped his semi-erect cock on her cheek before downing his entire length in one motion. Her lips formed a thick seal on his meat as she buried her face in his pubic hair while her cheeks vacuumed inward. Brian almost sounded like a sheep as his helpless yelping continued. Her fingers locked around the base of his cock and the nerdy teen jerked and tugged in tandem with her pumping lips.
"OOOOOOWWWWWWHHHHH SHIT!!" Agnes suddenly snatched her lips away from his cock as his jizz plastered her face completely. Brian's cock was visibly flaccid and spent spilling weakly over her small fist. My mouth was gaped open as she continued girlishly laughing and shaking his member for signs of life. It was surreal as she turned to the camera blowing a cum flavored kiss. Some of Brian's semen hit the camera slightly obscuring the video.
"Hope you enjoyed the show." She snickered and grinned this wide Cheshire cat smile as she licked Brian's cock clean.
I sat alone in the dark with only the light from my phone to keep me company until it blinked out from loss of power.
...To Be Continued.



        The Cupid Effect Ch. 11

        ..somebody is watching him FUCK a girl senseless!!

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-cupid-effect-ch-11

Title: The Cupid Effect Ch. 11

Author: mondotoken

Category: Mind Control

Description: ..somebody is watching him FUCK a girl senseless!!

Tags: goth, virgin, huge cock, nerd, public sex, tease, virginity, bubble butt, high school, exhibitionist and voyeur

Series: The Cupid Effect


All characters in this story are of legal age.
*****
"You seem a little distracted this morning; something bothering you Dexter?" I had reluctantly dragged myself out of bed during the morning hours preparing ninety minutes earlier than usual and busying myself by cleaning my bedroom. I just wanted to do anything to take my mind off of things before I had to go to school that morning. I didn't want to see Agnes Newton or Brian Lewis; I just wanted to have a regular day at all costs.
"Just a little anxious is all Uncle Joe."
"Girl troubles; so who is it this week, your friend Agnes or that Kelsey girl?" Unknown to my uncle, his words pricked my heart and conscious simultaneously. Everything could be traced back to Kelsey but I felt like things had escalated because of my indecision and inability to control my primitive urges. Other than Norma, I hadn't turned down one piece of snatch offered and had went out of my way to hurt a perceived rival for Agnes' affections. I couldn't deny my feelings one way or the other about my former best friend and had gone out of my way to reveal myself to her. Unfortunately the mistakes I'd made along the way had left a huge rift as wide as the Grand Canyon between us.
"Funny, I don't even know how to answer that question Uncle Joe."
"Look boy I know I don't say much when it comes to your affairs but if you want to be a man sometimes you just got to look shit luck dead in the eye."
His words were simplistically profound and we shared a chuckle before bumping fists and parting ways. As I watched him drive off to work I felt a number of eyes looking in my direction and turned to find a good portion of the student body staring. Obviously word of my locker room antics had flowed through the hallowed halls of the school affecting my immediate social status. A number of guys I didn't know from Cain greeted me all smiles and pats to the back as I made my way to my locker. There was still a huge fist sized dent in the door from Tad Hamilton's fist and I shuddered knowing full well that I'd avoided a hospital stay that fateful day.
"Good Morning Dexter!!" I reluctantly looked over my shoulder to find Heidi looking wide eyed with a silly grin on her face. She'd changed her horrid hair cut with an obvious hair extension along with her clothing.
"Yeah; uh morning Heidi." I didn't even want to hear what she had to say trudging off to the cafeteria to study before my first class which was gym. It was my morning ritual to have a snack before starting my day and I figured I'd follow routine.
"Duh-Dexter I just want to uh apologize for what happened the other day. I-I mean I never thought things would get out of hand like that." She'd followed me down the hall with two of her associates in tow.
"What do you want Heidi?"
"Well uh, I was hoping that maybe we could like; hook up again Dexter. I'm really sorry about talking all that shit the other day. Oh and everything's on the table if you know what I mean sir." Heidi was pensive and anxious sounding but I'd gone down that road before on several occasions.
"I'll consider it." It seemed like she'd keep following me if I didn't at least give her some inclination that we might hook up at some point.
"YOU'RE SO FUCKING HOT DEXTER!!" Before I could respond her arms had encircled me and I felt someone pinch my butt. Her two friends were giggling and whispering amongst themselves as I gingerly pushed the hyperactive athlete away.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS HAPPY HORSESHIT?!!" Tiffany St. Claire suddenly appeared shoving Heidi's associates aside. She had this incredulous look as her eyes wandered from me to the taller, lean and muscular volley ball captain.
"Look we were just talking Tiffany."
"Yeah; talking about another fucking orgy in the girl's locker room huh?" She looked like she wanted to take my head off and I flinched a little bit as she poked a finger in my chest.
"Like I said; we were just talking alright?" I parried her accusatory finger with my own intending to be on my way when she responded by grabbing my arm roughly.
"Now I want to "TALK" to you Dexter; as a matter of fact I'd like to "TALK the SHIT" out of you right now daddy." Tiffany's aggressive stance turned me on a little bit sending tremors to my cock but I was determined to carry out my mission of just having a normal day. The luscious redhead was wearing a form fitting baseball shirt that had been cut to expose her abs. The jean print jeggings and clogs completed her smoldering look as she leaned close and lightly nipped my earlobe.
"EXCUSE ME WE WERE HAVING A CONVERSATION!" Heidi panicked reverting to a version of her older self and snagging my other arm.
"Well allow me to finish that conversation for you bitch; NO unfortunately for you Dexter's not into TRANNYS!!" A crowd seemed to be gathering and this made me nervous because I wasn't trying to go the main office were Vice Principal Holland would be waiting with baited breath.
"I KNOW YOU DIDN'T GINGER SLUT BAG!!" Heidi looked like she wanted to pound Tiffany but held back probably because it would have meant the end of her athletic career.
"AND I KNOW YOU AINT!!-Better get some batteries bitch!" Tiffany had a sharp tongue as the corridor filled with loud student laughter and social commentary. Heidi looked at a loss for words as Tiffany smirked and shrugged her shoulders waiting for some sort of response. The head cheerleader didn't get the response she anticipated as two of Heidi's equally tall teammates stepped from the gathering crowd. Before they could close on the non-pulsed redhead three cheerleaders emerged from the crowd to flank Tiffany. Fortunately before anything could happen, school security showed up putting a stop to the building situation and dispersing the grumbling crowd. I took this opportunity to make my escape to the cafeteria in desperate need of a muffin and a liter of orange juice.
"Hey bro; what's good?" I found myself looking at a few pimply faced underclassmen.
"What can I do for you?" The hope of the rest of my day remaining dull and uneventful still seemed to remain a possibility.
"Well we just want to know if it's true that you railed the whole volleyball team and half of the cheerleading squad." I resisted the urge to be rude noting that the kid was a geek like myself or like I used to be at one point before my transformation.
"Why?"
"Are you kidding; don't you know what you mean to all of the geeks and nerds of this fine institution of higher learning?" There were smiles and grins abroad in the group of my peers.
"No."
"Come on man; you've obviously bagged Tiffany St, Claire and I heard you did Kelsey Taylor too!! Everybody's talking about how you're this fucking 'uber stud and we figured you could at least confirm it for us nobodies." I looked out the corner of my eye noticing a familiar blonde looking in my direction as the geek triumvirate paused waiting for my answer and I honestly didn't know what to tell them. Kelsey had to be within earshot and I didn't want her pissed off at me anymore than she had been the last time we saw one another.
"Sorry kid I can't answer that."
"Yeah we figured you'd punk out on us once you got to sit at the big kid's table. Thanks for nothing bro!!" Before I could think of anything to say, the head geek flipped me off before the group walked away. Kelsey was as beautiful as ever wearing a pink hoodie and a jean miniskirt that showcased her perfect legs.
"Good morning." I managed a half smile as she walked up to me coyly clutching her books to her chest.
"Yeah baby; see you in class." She gave me a light peck on the cheek before walking off to her first class alone. She still seemed upset with me after our fight the previous day looking pensively over her shoulder at me as she cleared the double doors of the cafeteria. I noticed more eyes trained on me from the student body and decided to take my breakfast over to the gymnasium.
This turned out to be another mistake as I found myself looking across the gym floor at another disturbing sight. I'd vowed not to see her or her wretched boyfriend but here they were making out on the bleachers caring little about the audience watching intently. Agnes Newton was sitting in his lap with her bottom planted directly over his crotch as they went at it completely engrossed in one another. I took a seat across the gym floor on the adjacent bleachers and busied myself with a game on my phone.
"GOOD MORNING DEXTER!!" Ten minutes into my game I heard her calling out to me and didn't want to meet her eyes. There was a playfulness in her voice that stabbed at me and I refused to look up. Agnes seemed to linger as if waiting for me to respond but I was determined not to give her any reason to escalate our burgeoning animosity. I snuck a peek as they cleared the gym doors noticing his hand palming the pronounced curve of her newly discovered butt. I couldn't finish my breakfast and gym seemed to drag on longer than it should have. My mind had never stopped replaying the images from last night's sex tape and I was legitimately haunted.
I deflected a few more questions as I progressed through my day dreading science class because of the inevitability that another public display of affection would be put on for my benefit. I was surprised to find Agnes and Brian's seats vacant as opposed to the rest of the class. I noticed Kelsey facing away from the door with her pretty face uncharacteristically buried inside her text book. She noticed me and gave me a noncommittal wink to acknowledge my presence. My lab partner Tiffany apparently decided she'd had enough and got up to walk me to my seat.
"I've waited long enough; think you could spare me a little bit of your fucking attention?" She was still pissed about her confrontation with Heidi earlier that day as she pulled out my chair.
"What's your problem?"
"Oh funny you should ask Dexter; maybe it has something to do with my fucking property babe." She actually palmed my crotch for emphasis as some of the students snickered.
"Funny; cut it out."
"I'm not joking; you need to take better care of this and stop giving PITY FUCKS to every COW that walks up to you. Don't think I forgot about that big ass fucking ostrich you banged the other day!!" She was really getting out of hand and I knew I needed to top her before she went further.
"Look we can talk about this later Tiffany."
"WE CAN TALK ABOUT IT NOW MOTHERFUCKER!!" The luscious redhead had turned in her seat leaning in menacingly as laughter erupted in the class.
"Tiffany-shut up."
"WHAT; I DON'T THINK I HEARD YOU CORRECTLY?!!" Her arm was at the back of my chair and all bets were that she was going to strike me. She didn't seem to care about outing herself and the rest of the class was getting a front row seat to the action.
"Tiffany-shut the fuck up right now." I tilted my head in her direction looking her directly in the eyes and we had a short stare down before she relented turning to her attention her side of the desk. I could hear her breathing hard and her impressive chest rose and fell majestically. Some tears hit the top of her mead notebook.
"I'm sorry." She whispered softly as Mr. Finkle entered the class with his briefcase. He seemed to do a double take when he noticed Tiffany's state but continued on with his class issuing a surprise quiz that had me a little more worried than I should have been. My eyes were continually drawn to the empty desk behind me and my mind wondered what Agnes and Brian were doing. I just couldn't get her out of my head as conflicted feelings washed over me. She'd seemed like such a prude and had shot down most of the overtures I'd made towards dating her initially. There was no hint of the sexual being that was revealed to me in those phone clip last night and I was genuinely put off thinking of what had really been behind those glasses all this time.
"You're still thinking about her aren't you? You're thinking about anybody but me huh?" Tiffany's demeanor seemed to change on a dime and I knew something had to be done about my condition because of the effect it was starting to have on her and others. She had followed me out into the courtyard as I tried to avoid giving my peers another impromptu soap opera.
"Don't worry about that, I'm thinking about all the shit that happened this morning with Heidi and what you pulled in class today. Look what you're feeling isn't real Tiffany." Tiffany had ventured way out of her comfort zone and didn't seem to care who knew about her infatuation.
"What are you talking about?"
"Look what you're feeling is just a chemical reaction that has no basis in real emotion and I'm sorry about what it's done to you. It's not real; you don't REALLY give a SHIT about me Tiffany." She appeared legitimately confused as she listened to my roundabout explanation of the Androstenone -X.
"You're trying to dump me aren't you?" I face palmed when I realized what I'd said had gone in one ear and out the other.
"No just listen to me Tiffany; it's a chemical reaction and..."She suddenly grabbed my hand shoving it between her shapely legs.
"THIS is a CHEMICAL REACTION DEXTER! Fuck I'm so WET for you; ALL THE FUCKING TIME and I need some COCK ASSHOLE!! Just fuck me; do whatever you want...FUCK whoever, but just don't leave me out in the cold baby." I could feel the dampness in her crotch and yanked my hand away as a teacher approached. The teacher looked as nervous as we were opting to simply pass by after shooting us a disparaging glance.
"Look I'm really just trying to get through my day so I'll make you a deal Tiffany; cut me some slack for the rest of the day and I'll fuck you til your damn head pops off -deal?" I offered my hand to seal the deal but she locked me into a deep hug sucking hard on my earlobe.
"I'm going to WRECK you daddy." The fact that she was using her pet name for me revealed that everything seemed rosy for the stacked redhead. Despite myself I found my gaze focusing on her tight round butt as she wandered off to the rest of her classes. I turned to find Agnes standing in my path and immediately looked down at the ground. I'd only seen her for an instant but noted the glib look on her face.
"Hi Dexter; how's it going?" I shrugged and pushed past her noticing a slight chuckle. My skin prickled for the few seconds we made contact and a sort of jolt went straight to my crotch. My member pulsed in my jeans simply at the thought of her. In seconds I was sporting some serious wood and had to hide it with my books. I quickly opened my locker pressing my body tightly against and feigned a search for some pretend homework. My boxers became damp and sticky in seconds as I cursed myself for being so weak. I looked around waiting for the corridor to clear and noticed Norma strolling into the library. Ignoring a few new "friends" who shouted greetings to me in the hallway, I made a slight sprint into the library finding it partially empty other than a few students. I quickly found her squatting in a rear aisle looking at her phone. I picked up on the fact that this area was her little sanctuary, off limits to others in her likely opinion but I was in serious need.
"Oh it's you; wanna fuck now?" She was still bitter about being denied a day earlier. I opted not to answer right away and simply stared taking in everything about her visually.
"So are you going to say something or what?" My body was charged with lust and radiating heat as my member pulsed rhythmically in my pants. Norma appeared to get nervous at my silence and stood up looking around most likely for another exit.
"Dude, you are seriously creeping me out. So what's fucking up; we just gonna look at each other or what?!" She had a tinge of an east coast accent and tried to sound tough.
"What did you tell me the last time I saw you Norma?"
"Huh?" She didn't expect that question and looked confused for half a second before laughing nervously.
"Tell me; what did you say the last time we saw each other?"
"I-I said uhm; "Fuck your Sorry" right?" I shook my head slowly confirming her answer to my query as she stuck a single digit in her mouth looking nervous.
"You know what I'm going to do Norma?"
"What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to FUCK you SORRY."
Norma gasped and tried to rush past me only to be caught in my embrace as I encircled her waist drawing the girl in for a kiss. The moment our lips touched she melted into my body giving herself to me completely. The warm fuzzy feeling that had been lingering since I'd brushed against Agnes began to expand and engulf me in a haze of lust. My lips traced the seam of hers until my tongue found entrance into her mouth. Norma struck back with her own probing tongue wrestling with mine before darting furtively into my hungry mouth. A hand cupped one of her small, pert breasts squeezing and kneading it softly while the other hand cupped the curve of her tight little ass. I ran the length of tongue across her cheek to nuzzle and suck on her earlobe making her moan softly. The palm of her hand laid flat against my covered tumescence caressing and rubbing my length. She deftly drew my zipper down freeing my cock to fall into her waiting grasp.
I traced the contours of her ear dipping my tongue inside and sucking on its form voraciously before drawing her closer as my hand slid under her black wife beater. Norma's breathing intensified as I drew the shirt up exposing her chest. Her breasts were very small making the purple mini-bra almost ceremonial in nature. She looked crestfallen from her meager offerings to the nearly blank expression on my face. My fingers undid the clasp between her forced cleavage freeing the garment and revealing the girl's unnaturally thick nipples. She winced and whimpered as I rolled the pink nubs between my thumb and forefinger. Three of the fingers on my other hand applied pressure to her sex from the back. I could feel the manner in which her rounded cheeks met above her denim covered slit.
Norma began moaning into my mouth as I increased the circular motions on her crotch. She'd been slowly and steadily stroking my shaft spreading the copious amount of precum leaking from the head of my cock evenly. The slightest touch of her hand every fiber of my being on fire as I cupped her cheeks forcing her mouth open. Something had taken hold of me; some intangible directing my movements and actions making me want to dominate this purple haired teen. I leaned forward and drooled a steady stream of saliva into her mouth which she swallowed in a very audible gulp. Norma was obliged to release my cock as I rotated her body to face a wall of books. She didn't fight as I grasped her wrists and placed her hands flat on the book case. The only noise in the aisle was quick labored breaths of the excited teen and the metallic sound of her studded belt being undone followed by her zipper. I obscured her thin body with my own as eight fingers dug into her black bikini panties covering her sweet spot. The humidity and moisture between her legs was amazing as her inherent wetness dampened my probing digits.
"Don't make a sound." I whispered into her ear and the girl readily shook her head. I knelt drawing her jeans down with me revealing her tight roundish butt encased in black low rise panties. There was a skull and crossbones staring back at me from the back of her rounded buttocks. My lips, tongue and teeth worked the gasping girl over as I rose until my member was wedged between her legs. Her snatch was dripping all over the head of my cock as she waited with baited breath.
"Puh-Pleeeease." She whispered back before my hand covered her mouth.
Her lower lips were slightly parted as my extension pushed methodically into her tight, wet confines. I winced on pain as her teeth dug into my hand as fair and equal compensation for the pain I momentarily caused as her virginity slid away. I continued traveling into her vice-like tunnel until I finally bottomed out.



"Oh gawd; ooooh shit." She whispered into my palm as her body tensed up. I caressed her hips taking a half step back and pulling her into a forty-five degree angle. Her back dipped and undulated as she struggled to compensate my girth. Slowly and surely, Norma began to fuck back against me at her own pace. The sight of her tight buns around my cock spurred me forward causing me to begin battering her cunt mercilessly. Norma covered her own mouth in compliance with my edict that she remain quiet while I fucked her senseless. The slapping sound of my pelvis against her butt filled the remote aisle with our combined scent. She whimpered and moaned endeavoring mightily not to scream outright as she was owned and dominated sexually.
"OOOOH FUUUUCK!" Norma felt her control slipping away obviously as I grabbed her arms quickly spinning her around to face me.
"WHAT THE FUCK DID I TELL YOU?!" I growled at point blank range into her face.
"Y-Yuh; You told muh-me to be quiet. You s-said don't make a sound." She was frightened and wide eyed as I gave her a deep soul kiss quieting the shocked Goth. She was completely submissive giving herself to me as she was laid on the rough carpet of the library floor. I draped my body prone over her thin frame spreading her kitty wide. Tears ran down her cheeks smearing the heavy, dusky eyeliner that she habitually wore. Jets of her cum flowed freely onto the carpet as I rutted the lithe teen to my heart's content. There was this weird feeling in the air and I was quickly becoming uneasy.
It was as if someone was there with us...watching.
Even though I'd thought to silence her; Norma's muffled cries did resonate at the back of the library. Her sex contracted painfully around me as she instantly came wriggling under my body.
Her contracting box felt incredible and I gave her three more thrusts eliciting another intense orgasm from the enraptured girl. A tingling, anxious sensation overtook me as I bucked hard against her prone figure. It was an unfamiliar feeling of lust and need that engulfed me as I turned Norma over into the doggie position. In short order our frenetic rutting continued as the enraptured Goth rhythmically seized up around my girth climaxing continuously. My fingers dug into her scalp finding a shock of her purple hair as I began to pound her even harder. Norma's tight butt cheeks were reddened as I abused her cunt finding the merits of her interior had a natural curve that enhanced our coupling.
"Shit!"
I was suddenly shoved back and disengaged as she yanked her pants up bolting down the long aisle. My chest was raw; my heart beating at the speed of sound. Precum was literally running from the head of my thick cock and puddling on the frayed, greying carpet. I needed to finish and taking things into my own hands was not going to cut it. That's when I noticed her standing there watching with a bemused looked on her face.
"Did I interrupt something?"
My tumescence was sticking straight out in front of my body giving my former best friend a grand view of my recently enhanced endowment. Agnes Newton stood at the end of the aisle leaning against the shelf as it dawned on me why Norma had suddenly run off. How long had she been standing there watching me use the hapless Goth as a sexual toilet? Agnes didn't look angry or shocked at the situation and if I had to name it...she looked smug and arrogant.
"Come here."
I figured enough was enough and it was about time she got properly railed. She'd just been begging for it through her actions and those videos wouldn't leave my head. Agnes Newton was finally going to get her much deserved "EPIC HATE FUCK" and much more on this fine afternoon.
"No."
"Come here Agnes."
"No Dexter." The smirk on her face became a wide smile followed by a giggle of defiance.
"AGNES!"
"Bye."
She casually pulled a tome from an adjacent shelf before walking slowly away. Agnes Newton looked over her shoulder with a wink as she rounded the corner and disappeared.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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She had overslept after staying up late into the night gaming with her online friends and now she would be late if she didn't do her best to catch the last train out of the station. Her father would be livid and confiscate her phone and other comforts like he'd warned many other times when he felt that she'd failed him in one way or another. He was a very slight man who lived a very big life running the Fukiyama Corporation and several smaller adjoined endeavors with a number of partners. That was all she knew because she was kept away from his affairs and heavily sheltered. Her own mother had disappeared many years earlier when she was a small child going to America after the dissolution of her marriage leaving her only child alone with an overbearing father.
Nana Matsushita was continually in a high state of anxiety retreating into herself and becoming a severe introvert. Her only parent had little or nothing to do with her preferring to keep her out of public sight due to a strange deformity that had begun to manifest over the last two years of her life. She'd been a slightly chubby child annoying her father who immediately assigned a persona trainer to his daughter. The extra weight had melted away from her body under the military regimen of physical calisthenics leaving one area severely unaffected.
Steatopygia-That what the doctor's called her condition. Nana was an otherwise normal looking Japanese girl cursed with a huge posterior. Her narrow waist was offset by her wide hips and powerful calves over small feet. Her monstrous butt was heart shaped and sloped out dramatically from the small of her back giving it a shelf like effect. Sometimes she would stand nude in the privacy of her large bedroom and stare at herself in the mirror wondering why she was so afflicted.
Her wealthy father kept the girl hidden from public view so no one would see his shame always referring to her body as lewd and obscene. She wore traditional geisha-type clothing around her home and was given a pass on gym activities at her posh private school due to a rather huge donation from her father's company. Instead she took an extra course in computer science as her personal privilege failed to escape the notice of her peers who bullied her mercilessly. Nana kept to herself after finding no one sympathetic to her victimization by the other rich girls who attended the academy. She'd recently reached eighteen years of age dreaming of a life abroad once she graduated.
Nana's heart leapt into her throat as she arrived in time to see the last of the female only trains stuffed to capacity. Her anxiety at being late turned to full blown panic as she noticed some room for more passengers on the male oriented cars. Before she could make up her mind a surge of frenzied passengers rushed up behind her inadvertently sweeping the scared girl into the subway car. Standing a little over five foot five inches made it seem that the girl was standing amongst human redwoods as she could barely see past the sea of business suits and opened newspapers. No one was looking at each other in the jam packed train which began speeding along the track. She edged through the crowd snagging one of the metal posts to steady herself for the long journey to school looking around to make sure no one was watching and would have turned her butt towards the wall if a passenger hadn't already beat her to that particular spot.
Two station stops later Nana began to feel a little better about her situation and fished her phone from her uniform sweater. Public groping was an escalating problem in her country so bad that men and women were segregated by gender these days to alleviate civilian outrage. She began playing some games on her phone when she felt someone lightly brush against her backpack. She looked over her shoulder finding the immediate passengers in her vicinity lost in their own endeavors. No one seemed to be paying attention to the short seemingly stocky student. Her uniform compacted her unfortunate curves making her indistinguishable from any of the other students using the metro on a daily basis. Her gaze continued scanning the car and the bland emotionless expressions of the other passengers engaged in one activity or another. She noticed a tall slender commuter looking in her direction for a moment before turning his head. This made her nervous because his eyes were covered in some wrap around shades and he was wearing a fedora. The morning sun lit the interior of the subway car and the stranger appeared to be wearing a long overcoat. He was sitting on seats adjacent to the subway car door and appeared to be staring straight across the car at the passenger adjacent to him. Nana began to feel that perhaps she was imagining things when he shot her a quick glance before looking away.
After about five minutes the strange passenger slowly craned his head in her direction looking directly at her. She could even see her own reflection in his wrap around shades feeling anxious yet afraid to look away. He had a long narrow face with hard cheek bones, a prominent nose and a dense five o'clock shadow which gave the stranger a sinister appearance. He didn't avert his gaze after a few moments like he'd done earlier appearing so still that he looked frozen in place. The shy girl became introverted and quickly looked away hugging the metal post closer to her torso. She shuddered from the sensation of the metal rod pressed hard against her small pert breasts as she steeled herself to take another look at the strange individual watching her from across the train. She nervously looked over her shoulder to find a different man dressed in a beige business suit sitting there staring at his phone.
Where had he gone and was it all her imagination?
The train rocked a bit as it sped along the track and some passengers slightly bumped into Nana forcing her to tighten her grip on the metal support rod. Her back pack shifted a bit and she rolled her shoulders to move it back into place before glancing around the train once more. She found the same man still sitting quietly reading and wondered if maybe she'd imagined the weird guy. She scrolled through a few games on her phone before finding one she wanted to play. Her father had been pressuring her to have corrective surgery to remove what he called excess fat. Nana was reluctant fearing going under the knife so much so that she'd actively avoided her parent's overtures about the procedure. She had no friends to talk out her problems with in person and used social media to talk to a couple of fellow outcasts online. One on her friends a kid named Jay had suggested that she stand up to her dad and assert herself. He was a teen living somewhere in south Los Angeles with his mother and a cousin. She talked more with him than her other chat buddies finding that they had so much in common from the games that they both played to identical tastes in anime.
He was such a shy kid that he never exposed his face online preferring to use a screen saver of a funky looking mech instead. Nana had been worried because they hadn't talked in a few weeks and she had her huge butt to blame for the apparent riff. The withdrawn girl had scored an advance copy of the live action version of Fall of Titan and picked up a copy for her unseen friend. Nana chatted with her friend that night surprising him with his own copy of the movie that she intended to mail to the states. She revealed the blue ray to her webcam surprising Jay who immediately began teasing her about having access to the movie just because she lived in Japan. Laughing Nana stood up on front of her webcam and ran over to the shelf behind her to grab Jay's copy revealing more of herself than she intended. Upon arriving home the girl had shimmied out of the constricting school skirt which had the unfortunate job of covering her thick thighs and huge butt. As she reached for the movie she realized that her monstrous butt clad only in white fullback panties was exposed prompting her to quickly duck out of camera range.
"Wow that's really you?" Was the only response she received before the feed was cut and she'd spent the better part of two days trying to get in contact with her friend before giving up. She figured that he'd been horrified by what he saw and ended their friendship. She ended up staying up way past her usual bedtime gaming and oversleeping which led into her current predicament.
"Huh?" Something jolted Nana back to reality as she felt a very slight sensation on her right buttock. The train jumped a bit on the track jolting the passengers as she realized something was pressed against her backside. The heat emanating from the object told the school girl that someone's hand was flattened on her expansive cheek. Somebody was feeling her up and the demure student didn't know what to do about it. The hand began to move slowly downward as she became even more anxious looking around to find that no one was paying her any attention. She could feel the tips of the person's nails digging into the crease where her thick butt met her fat thighs. Nana swatted backwards at the probing fingers glancing over what felt like hard bony fingers. She would repeat this action two more times before the person feeling her up seemed to get the message.
Some of the other patrons shifted around changing the dynamic of the personal space in the train and forcing the girl to slightly move away from the spot she'd picked out. She could feel someone pushing in behind her nearly flattening her backpack against the small of her back. The hand suddenly returned on her left flank resting for less than a second before moving in slight circular motions. No, there were two hands touching her bottom rubbing and caressing with increasing intensity. Nana wanted to cry out but found that she was frozen with fear and anxiety. Her finger tightened on the steel rod as the prying fingers dug into the crease between where her thighs met her huge ass. Whoever was groping her was pulling her cheeks apart somewhat painfully and she reached back raking her nails across a knuckle. The scratched hand quickly flew away as the other flew up to her pelvis making her slightly gasp.
Nana looked up noticing that there seemed to be more people around her obscuring her view of the other side of the car. Some of the closer patrons seemed to be pressing in on her giving her a view of their suit jackets and other clothing. The hand on her pelvis slid down to her sex sending an uncomfortable jolt through her body. No one had ever touched her there and the shy girl didn't know how to deal with the intrusion or the sensation of these invading fingers. She quickly began to get wet and sticky between her plump thighs as her nipples hardened. Three fingers were resting directly on her mound curving up against her moist opening. The fingers began pushing up into her with an alternating cadence only changing direction as her clit was stimulated mercilessly. The stranger's other hand covered her right breast over her clothing as the fingers began pushing forcefully against her cunt.
Her right nipple was pinched painfully drawing her hand up to yank at two of the fingers of the pale talon like digits cupping her breast. Nana quickly found that this was a diversion as she was stealthily pulled back into someone's body. She glanced over her shoulder finding only the dark material of an overcoat starring back. Both hands were at her breasts now pulling and twisting her painfully hard nipples as the wetness between her legs spread soaking her panties. Nana had very small breasts with extra sensitive nipples that brought her nearly to orgasm as they were molested by the stranger. She became aware of something pressing against the crack of her butt. It was increasing and decreasing in pressure as she realized that he was humping her. His movements had been so subtle that it was minute before she noticed his actions.
Both of his hands quickly returned to her cunt rubbing and kneading profusely as sweat began to bead up on her brow. She reached down grasping at the person's thumbs but only snagging one and twisting hard. This had the unintended effect of drawing the matching hand to the helm of her school sweater pulling it and her shirt out of her waist band. She panicked trying to snatch his hand away only to have the freed hand snake under her shirt cupping her left breast through her small training brassiere and squeezing hard. The stranger's other hand sunk back into her snatch as she struggled against the pervert trying to free herself from his grasp. She nearly cried out when she realized that the hand at her snatch was gathering up a length of her skirt balling it up in his fist. She covered the hand with her own trying in vain to pull it away and gritting her teeth as the whistle sounded signaling the arrival of the train at one of its designated stops. The doors opened and she suddenly found herself released from the persistent grasp of the unknown stranger that had been accosting her.
Before she could react several more passengers rushed into the car pushing her away from her chosen spot and forcing her towards the other side of the car. She jockeyed for position amongst the taller people who seemed as oblivious to her presence as the former passengers. She looked around towards the spot she'd been standing in finding a business man reading a folded paper. He was wearing a light colored suit that didn't match the coat her molester had been wearing and she wondered if the pervert had run when the double doors of the car opened. She was breathing hard and began to stuff her shirt back into her waist band when she felt something brush up against her butt once more. It was just a glancing touch that alarmed her as she looked over her shoulder to find a rather overweight gentleman in a track suit. The piggish man looked innocent enough and she figured it was an accident turning her attention back and finding herself looking into the dark material of her original molester's overcoat.
She looked up to find a folded magazine in front of his narrow face with it becoming apparent that he did not want to be identified. He moved in a manner that made it seem like he was floating as he pressed forward causing her to back into the chubby individual behind her. Nana attempted to move to her right but found the passenger unyielding when she edged into him and received the same response when she turned left. Her heart thumped heavily in her chest as two meaty hands covered her breasts and began kneading them. She looked upward noticing the piggish man staring straight ahead silently as if he were doing nothing. This individual handled her small pert breasts like a barbarian ignoring her nails digging into his flesh. Her shirt was suddenly yanked out of her waist band losing a few buttons in the process as her flat tummy came into view. She tried in vain to button up with the remaining buttons as the oaf behind her quickly undid the rest. Nana began trembling heavily as her brassiere was exposed.
The huge hands completely covered her tits with stubby fingers finding and rolling her nipples mercilessly. Another set of hands replaced his tugging at the white material of her brassiere until her bare tits popped out. Nana was utterly humiliated that her nipples were fully erect and pulsing violently. The manner in which the lean stranger fondled and groped her made it seem as if it were his first time touching a woman's breasts. His accomplice had wedged his fingers between her legs trying to rub the curvy Japanese girl into submission but the apish man was being too rough. She grabbed a few of his thick fingers with both of her small hands attempting to pull them in opposite directions when she felt his tongue at the nape of her neck. Her hand shot up attempting searching for hair to pull only to have her wrist snagged in the piggish guy's iron grip. Nana began to cry out but the tall thin stranger in front of her lurched forward covering her mouth with his own stifling her fledgling cry. She clamped her lips shut as his serpentine tongue traced the contours of her thin little mouth trying to pry its way inside.
His long fingers had returned to work their magic on her little button making the inexperienced teen weak in the knees. Her swollen lower lips were pursed together and caressed while a finger lightly pressed down on her clit eliciting moan that allowed his tongue entrance into her mouth. She would have clamped down on his invading tongue if not for the probing fingers that were giving her pleasure. Her mind became clouded with conflicting emotion as she fought to regain her composure. Nana felt a sudden draft of mildly cold air on the back of her thighs which told her that the piggish individual at her rear had raised her knee length skirt. She panicked knowing that her secret shame was on full display for anyone who cared to look. Nana trembled as an audible gasp filled her ears followed by a rough hand on her huge butt.
Even the large fingers of the chubby pervert weren't enough to contain her thick backside as he kneaded and fondled one of her cheeks like a man possessed. His breath came in short snorts and gasps as his foul breath heated the back of her neck. She realized that the two men at either side of her body were moving closer towards her forcing her to step backwards into the chunky body. She looked up finding the nondescript business men continuing to sell the fiction that they weren't involved in her degradation. Nana noticed that the newspaper one of the pedestrians happened to be reading was upside down before turning her head to observe the sweaty features of the other individual at her side. The four men were working in tandem to herd her to the back of the train. Her beliefs were confirmed when she felt the cold clammy hand of a third individual palm her neglected cheek. Whoever this person was seemed to be marveling at the abnormal size of her butt pinching and groping with a vengeance.
In short order there were two sets of hands on her butt and a third set squeezing her breasts in unison and the extremely shy and introverted girl reeled from their touch wondering why no one intervened or cried out. The short girl was completely obscured from view in a human cage that was funneling her slowly and steadily to the back of the car and it seemed no one was the wiser. It was common knowledge that public groping had become a problem of epic proportions in Japan and the metro had responded finally to public outcry by separating the cars by gender. Nana had heard of similar situations where some women had been repeatedly assaulted by faceless perpetrators over the course of a commute but it never dawned on her that she could end up as a victim. Part of the reason she felt this way was because she'd always been shunned in public by her peers and referred to as "fat" and "dumpy" by the male students who attended her school.
Now the short unnaturally curvy girl found herself trapped on a subway train partially stripped nude by a group of perverts. She wanted to cry out but found that she had no voice and things were only getting worse as she heard a clicking sound every so often. Nana realized that she had heard the sound of somebody's camera phone obviously snapping pictures of her large butt. She squirmed in her human cage trying to pull the back of her skirt down but the larger chubby guy had a vise like grip on the material. Fingers were pulling her prodigious cheeks apart causing the white fullback underwear she was wearing to sink deeper into the deep crack of her ass. She attempted to rotate her wide hips away from her attacker intentionally inciting more intensity to his actions. Someone grabbed Nana's thin arms at the biceps and gave her a slight, yet authoritative shake that let her know they meant business. This was as much of a threat as she wanted complying by standing completely still. Her underwear had been painfully yanked up creating a makeshift thong and causing her thick cheeks to bounce. There were more clicks of the camera and some muted conversation between two of the men.



A single tear ran along her round face as her embarrassingly large butt was fondled and jiggled by the perverts. Somewhere along the way another pair of hands had joined in her degradation by pushing a single finger into her left butt cheek. It almost seemed like this person was checking the buoyancy of her bottom as the finger pushed against her flesh several times in an intrusive poking manner. Nana tried to move away from the finger but unintentionally moved towards another sweaty feeling hand which palmed her right cheek.
"Oshiri ga ookii." [Translated: The butt is big.]
That single comment came out of nowhere as the human cage shrank in even more on the poor girl. A torrent of concentrated groping followed as her butt was fondled and slapped repeatedly with two different sets of hands working in tandem to pull her monstrous cheeks apart and finally succeeding. Nana shuddered as a single digit circled her anal ring and intentionally lurched forward into the chest of her original stalker. This was followed by a weird tingling wetness as someone pressed their tongue against her backdoor. Her virgin cunt immediately spasmed from the sensation making her soak her panties. A deep shudder ran through her body as she gasped into the chest of the man in front of her. Her ponderous cheeks were pried apart and someone was lapping at her slit soaking up all of her natural wetness. Nana could feel someone's face wedged into her deep gluteal cleft and this person was close to making her cum.
Her hands began to flail about before being snagged by the wrist. Something strange and soft was being rubbed along the top of her hand. The shy girl realized that one of her attackers was attempting to get her fingers around his cock and balled up her fist. None of this mattered as he rubbed his hard member over the top of her wrist tapping it against her sweaty skin intermittently. The guy seemed desperate for any kind of contact with her body as her nipples came under fire again. There was no way to describe the multiple sensations that assailed the short curvy student. Nana could feel a finger working her clit in tandem with the person licking the entrance to her backdoor and it was driving her crazy. She could feel something cresting inside her body as this sort of warmth engulfed her entire body. A single whine escaped her lips before they were covered with the lips of the main assailant effectively muffling her stunted orgasm.
She would have collapsed onto the floor of the train car if she weren't being held up by the group of perverts currently assaulting her body with no end in sight. His tongue was in her mouth and she met its invasion with an equal fervor of her own kissing him back passionately. Her tits were covered by a sweaty palm which slid around from one breast to the other. Somehow her fingers had been unlocked and wrapped around a hard cock that fit snuggly into her palm. Her wrist was being manipulated into jerking this unknown individual off. She didn't fight it and added her own little circular twist to the proceedings. In moments her palm was filled with a copious amount of ejaculate that seemed to flow freely for minutes as she continued jerking and tugging. This guy would snatch her hand away due to oversensitivity and turn partially away to adjust his fly.
Before she could even wonder what to do with her soiled palm another cock was begging her other hand for attention and she quickly coated her clean palm with spunk applying it to the dry member. The unconventional lubricant worked wonders getting this guy off even faster. The tall stranger in front of her drew her in closer wrapping his arms around her narrow torso in a stifling bear hug. Nana could feel his talon like fingers digging deeply into the flesh of her bountiful backside. The weakened Japanese student was actually lifted vertically from the floor of the train as his nails arched into the cleft where the bottom of her butt met her thick thighs. She continued making out with him while her meaty cheeks were pulled apart and squeezed like so much dough. Nana was amazed at the reaction to her body and the focus and attention paid to her big ass. Other hands joined the love fest going on with her butt and she could hear the almost continuous clicks of camera phones. From the moment her butt had become noticeable her father had chided and shamed her into hiding it and now a train full of perverts were fascinated with her "deformity" as her father normally classified it. He couldn't stand the sight of her body and had even whipped her big butt once when she been walking around the house in her school's gym uniform. Nana chaffed at the thought that she wasn't even safe in the sanctity of her own home after being bent over a table and paddled by her father.
The shy eighteen year old would never forget the blood curdling scream that had erupted from her father when she'd been caught looking at her reflection in the mirror. The navy blue bloomers failed miserably to contain her sloping tear shaped ass making it look as if she were wearing panties. Weeks later she'd been taken to see a plastic surgeon in regards to getting some liposuction. She'd even been told that her father would love her more once she resembled a normal Japanese girl. This verbal spear had proved too much for Nana making her angry enough to run from the doctor's office crying. Normal communication had pretty much ceased from that moment on and she'd retreated even further into herself. School had been an everyday choir navigating the halls of the elite academy trying to avoid her bullies and other distractions. She would clock watch the entire day in-between acing her numerous exams and non-stop studying. Some of her peers would refer to her as a pig making hog like noises as she passed them.
She thought of her online friend Jay and how he'd shut off his feed after her wide butt was accidentally exposed to him and how much she'd cried. He'd cut all ties with her like she was some sort of freak and it made her miserable. He'd become something of a living oasis to the shut in girl and she'd cherished every moment they spent together talking and chatting all through the night. He hadn't even given her a chance to explain her situation before shutting her completely out and that made her angry. Nana felt as if she'd been left all alone with no one to turn to for help or comfort. Now a train full of men were attacking her like wild animals and paying severe attention to her massive butt. She gasped as something pressed against the opening of her sex. It had been bumping and brushing against her continuously making the crotch of her panties wet. In fact she was drenched as she realized the head of his cock was pressing against her opening with increasing force.
"I-uh I don't want it." She finally found her voice which emerged from her thin lips in a barely audible whisper and the tall thin man responded by pressing his lips to hers. Nana kissed the pervert like a long lost lover even as she felt another running a tongue lightly over the nape of her neck. Fingers tugged at her damp panties pulling them to the side quickly. His rock hard cock attempted entrance but found the top of her hand covering her opening.
"No-please." She softly begged not wanting to have her first time occur on a crowded train. Nana looked up into the emotionless face of her apparent captor finding no reaction. She found herself staring back at her own reflection in his wrap around shades as fear engulfed her trembling body. The impassive stone expression on the face of this man told her that he was intent on having her by any means available. He suddenly surprised her releasing his grip so quickly that she sank to her knees bruising them a bit. Nana found herself staring at his cock which was inches away from her face and it was clear what he wanted her to do.
She had never seen a man's cock outside of a few adult videos on the net and ran her fingers lightly over the veins on his shaft. He didn't make a sound as her fingers closed around his member and began stroking softly. She touched the tip of his member with her tongue finding a drop of precum on the head of his cock and recoiling from the bitter taste. He ultimately proved impatient shoving a third of his cock into her face where it rammed into the roof of her mouth. She gagged loudly coughing out his cock but it returned bumping into her tightly shut lips but finding no entrance. His steely fingers pinched her nose shut blocking her airway until she was obliged to open her mouth to breathe. The stranger's cock was increasingly hard weighing the flat of her tongue down as it fucked her mouth. Nana was a mixture of fear, confusion and lust as her body betrayed her.
She created a soft fleshy tunnel for his cock pursing her lips together giving him just enough friction as his fingers dug into her dark hair. She winced as her created a makeshift ponytail with his fist and fucked her mouth harder. The wet, mushy sound that accompanied her face fucking was loud enough as he gave her slight intermissions allowing her to catch her breath. Webs of precum and saliva ran freely down her flat chest staining the floor of the train. Another cock somewhat smaller slapped against her cheek and she would have ignored if not for a sudden yank on her makeshift ponytail. The second penis was a bit flaccid until she twirled her tongue on it. She worked her head on it for a few minutes before another cock rubbed against her face prompting her to service it as well. The confused girl lost track of how many fleshy columns invaded her mouth as her face glistened with sweat. One guy had lost it and shot a thick wad of cum across the bridge of her nose onto the sleeve of another passenger's business suit and another violently forced her face down on his small cock as he exploded down her throat.
Nana noticed that the original cock that had forced its way into her mouth hovered just in front of her face as it owner seemed to be waiting. He was stroking his cock and watching the proceedings as she became accustomed to sucking off anything placed in front of her. Her mind was clouded by a lustful haze and some of her fingers rubbed her snatch paying extra special attention to her clit. She'd played with herself before but always felt dirty and ashamed afterwards. Nana suffered self-loathing on a massive level not that anyone in her home would have noticed. Suddenly all eyes were on her and she didn't see the train anymore or even the faces belonging to the many cocks she was servicing. Someone had stripped away the clothing covering her chest, her backpack had been snatched and tossed to the back of the train. She was lifted up by her biceps as someone unseen worked on the clasp holding her skirt to her body.
"Wait, y-you can't undress me here." Her rational mind returned for a second before three fingers were shoved into her open mouth effectively gagging her. Someone was tugging harshly at the skirt unable to get it pass her wide hips while she mindlessly fellated the fingers in her mouth until they were snatched away. His soaked finger rubbed and caressed her entrance finding her more willing and ready for what was to come. A humid, sticky sensational tickled and tantalized her gluteal cleft down the deep valley between her cheeks in long broad strokes. Nana realized that someone was licking up and down the crack of her ass while her rounded cheeks were mashed inward nearly enveloping a stranger's head. It was an oddly ticklish feeling that she quickly became accustomed to sighing when it abruptly ended. A new sensation replaced that one when some hot and fleshy wedged itself in-between her butt cheeks. The massaging cadence of some unknown's cock sent tremors to her small cunt as her large pale cheeks were manically fucked. Nana realized that the stranger had been lubricating her before and was working hard to cum.
She could hear the man at her back breathing heavily; his excitement palpable in the puffs of heat at the nape of her neck. Giving her little time to think, the tall stranger in front of her pushed his somewhat sizable member into the tight, triangular gap between her legs. His cock was sandwiched on either side by the soaked lips of her plush cunt giving the head pervert ample inspiration to go further. Nana moaned as he began sawing himself along her slit while a similar reaction occurred at her rear. The dueling sensations proved too intense for the teen as she uncontrollably moaned loud enough for uninvolved patrons to hear. Lips touched her willing ones as the man in front of her discreetly arched his back trying to angle the head of his cock towards her opening.
The curvy student began to panic when several futile thrusts were made in a desperate attempt to enter her virgin snatch.
"No, not here." She pleaded again as he sought to pierce her virtue and make her a woman in the most public of places. He would not be deterred bumping against her moist lips again and again.
"Y-you can't have my first time." She moaned even as her body begged for more. She could feel beads of perspiration dotting her back and precum lubricating the valley between her cheeks even more as the pervert behind her neared climax. She winced in pain as the thick cock in front of her pushed just inside her cunt but not enough to break her maiden head. Nana panicked picturing the shame that would be heaped upon her family should this indiscretion come to light. The stubborn man in front of her was beginning to lose his composure as he attempted to fuck her and an idea came to her in that instant. Nana used her thick, powerful thighs trapping his cock between them in a tight, vice-like grip. This had the added effect of clenching her massive butt cheeks much to the delight of the pervert desperately humping her wide ass.
"Bitch." He finally spoke in a serpentine hiss, distinctly voicing his displeasure at being thwarted.
His thin steely fingers dug into the slight baby fat at her waist as he used the friction to violently fuck her inner thighs. Nana gasped as two hands cupped her small breasts rolling her painfully sore nipples. The counter sensation and forceful thrusts of the two men working her body had the curvy Japanese girl on the crest of a powerful orgasm.
"If you continue like this; I'm going to...cum!" Her body began trembling as she neared the edge while one of the perverts let out a slight yelp followed by the distinct wetness that accompanied his climax. It was wet and sticky gushing out of the tight crease that held his moderately sized cock. In the moments before he exploded all over the large, pale butt this stranger had used the sum of his strength to force her cheeks as tight as possible around his cock. This method had paid dividends as he coated the top of pushed together cheeks with his seed with quite a bit reaching up her back.
"FUUUCK!!" His arms locked around her torso pressing her tight to his chest as his lips locked on her exposed shoulder. The head pervert sunk his teeth into her shoulder as he came hard between her thighs. His ejaculate considerable enough to make her slime coated thighs slide around beneath her partially raised skirt. She could feel his hands joining the others on her huge ass as his pelvis pumped out the rest of his cum. Her snatch was dripping wet and pulsing but she hadn't cum yet. It would take a few more seconds for her to join her antagonists. Nana Matsushita was so very close to cumming harder than she ever had before.
"OOOHHH MY GAWD HARRY; WHAT ARE THEY DOING TO THAT GIRL?!!" A jolt ran through her body as the orgasm was suddenly aborted. A rush of cold air his her exposed torso as she fell to the floor where she had been tossed like a rag doll. She tried to move but found it difficult as a large number of people stumbled and tripped over her body. The distinct whistle of the train could be heard in the car as the car pulled into the last station. Nana clutched her shirt to her body hiding her breasts as she rolled on her side to find a group of foreigners staring incredulously at her half-nude figure.
"ARE YOU OKAY MISS?!! SOMEBODY GET THE POLICE FOR HEAVEN'S SAKE!!" The women appeared to be in her fifties, her face adorned in garishly applied makeup. Her hair a mess of fabricated blonde curls along with a scarf to hide the obvious wig she was wearing. Nana looked around finding and securing her backpack as her face flushed from the embarrassment of being seen. She noticed the woman's even older husband staring at her with perverted eyes while a teen tourist snapped a few photos with his phone. She realized that her huge butt was still exposed and quickly yanked down her skirt.
"HELP HER UP HARRY; DON'T BE SUCH A FUCKING IDIOT HARRY!!" The woman's accent placed her as an American probably from the East coast.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP ETHEL; WE'RE ON VACATION SO DON'T BE A BITCH!!" Harry was less than willing to assist the embittered schoolgirl while his wife hit their son with her handbag. Nana gathered her things in a bundle close to her chest and tried to hide her face with her other hand.
"I-am fine." She mumbled swatting Harry's hand away and scurrying from the train as fast as she could.
"WHERE ARE YOU GOING-YOU NEED SOME FUCKING HELP!!" Ethel yelled after the girl as two police officers approached. The middle aged tourist from Jersey swatted at her son a second time as the teen ogled the one good picture he'd taken of Nana Matsushita's huge ass. His cock twitched at the sight of her wide cum soaked derriere.
"Man; I'd buy that for a dollar." He quipped before his mother's thick palm collided with his face slapping him senseless.
Nana found quick solace in a public toilet gathering herself and taking stock of her cum soiled clothing when her phone chirped with a message. She glanced at her phone and panicked when she realized she was looking at a picture of herself. The obscene photo depicted her full face with a thick cock more than halfway down her throat. Other disembodied cocks could be seen in the picture close to her face. She tossed the phone into the sink nearly swooning from the shock as it rang again. She watched the phone ring several times with an unknown number on its face before answering.
"Nana Matsushita?" She immediately recognized the evil sounding hiss of his voice.
"Yes?"
"You are being texted an address to which you will have twenty minutes to appear if you do not want your father to find out about this." The call abruptly cut off leaving her to stare at her disheveled appearance in the rest room's mirror. The distraught girl looked once more at the degrading photo as a new text appeared with an address.
"Father; forgive me." She mumbled as she turned the door handle.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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David woke early that Saturday morning to find his cupboards bare and his refrigerator stocked with some spoiled milk and a stale bowl of instant mac and cheese. It had been about six weeks since he last worked and the portly writer had been supporting himself by working temp jobs for a local agency. The portly twenty something had recently moved to the city of angels looking to reinvent himself. He'd formerly lived a life of relative obscurity in the sticks helping his father out as a farm hand during the day and yearning for more during the night. His girlfriend Daisy Mae had provided extra emphasis by dumping him a month earlier for being boring. He'd found out later that his buck toothed paramour had been seeing her own cousin behind his back. Disgusted he'd even informed her mother of the incestuous affair and been run off by the offended woman taking several blows to the head from her broom.
Daisy Mae had been the only woman he'd ever known and his first. She was a rail thin blonde with abnormally wide hips. He'd formed a casual acquaintance with the addled young woman at a church picnic after complimenting her on the flowered secondhand dress she'd been wearing. Their parents were acquainted and several simple walking dates later David received his first blow job. He'd been lucky enough to have been blessed with an above average prick that fascinated the mildly retarded girl. Daisy Mae was a certified oral specialist who would jerk and suck on his cock for hours on end leaving him exhausted and too spent to assist his father with the farm work. Of course his exhaustion had been mistaken for laziness by his parents who put a temporary end to his relationship with Daisy Mae.
"His dick is just so much bigger than yours sorry." Was the addled girl's explanation a week later after he'd got himself out of trouble with his parents and found out that she'd been cheating on him. His heart was broken and the small town where he resided afforded him very few opportunity to meet other women. He was gone a month later catching a train halfway across the country. Sure it had been a culture shock but he wouldn't have it any other way. A little shopping would be just what the doctor ordered for his ailing cupboards.
"Hey man; can you get me a pack of cigarettes?" She was somewhat chubby and her clothes appeared a little bit too small for her size. His eyes were drawn to her extremely large breasts which stretched the cotton fabric of her tattered wife beater. Her belly protruded a bit over the top of the beige khakis she was wearing and it struck him kind of odd because the pants looked like something a guy would wear. They also seemed kind of odd in that the pants only reached just below the knees. The girl had this sort of roundish face and loud garish makeup that made her look like a cupie doll.
"Hey stop looking at my fucking tits cerdo!" He remembered himself and looked up into her eyes noticing the dark corona of long black hair that framed her cute face. She was wearing a red bandana that accentuated her rather thuggish look and he noticed a beauty mark on her cheek.
"Uh, sorry what do you want ma'am?"
"I want you to get me some fucking cigarettes okay?" She managed a disingenuous smile as he found himself blushing for some reason or another feeling awkward under her hawk like gaze.
"Gee ma'am are you old enough to smoke?" He couldn't tell her age due to the garish makeup and worried that he would be contributing to the delinquency of a minor.
"Anybody ever tell you that you ain't supposed to ask no lady her age?" She sounded like a kid and her tone was rude and abrasive.
"Well I want to make sure that you're old enough to have a smoke."
"Are you serious; what do you care if I smoke or not mister?" There was a slight smirk on her face and she leaned forward from the wall she'd been leaning against as he approached the convenience store.
"Smoking is a nasty habit eh, I didn't get your name ma'am?"
"That's right you didn't; so you gone buy the smokes or what?" There was something in her eyes that intimidated him and she seemed to exude a kind of innate sexuality. He had been living a Spartan lifestyle and failed miserably at every attempted interaction with the opposite sex. This was in his opinion definitely an opportunity if nothing else.
"Sure where's the money?" He held out his hand expecting her to drop some money into his palm but she scoffed and looked away.
"Aw man I'll pay you after you score the smokes for me alright? Hey I'm good for it no shit man." English was definitely her second language as she spoke so fast it took me a little time to figure out what she was saying. David simply shrugged and did his shopping while she waited outside in front of the store. He picked a six pack out of the freezer and noticed another girl talking to the cute beggar just outside the door. Whatever was being said didn't sit too well with the cute Latina.
"Those girls are nothing but trouble." The storekeeper commented as he rung up my items.
"Come gain sir?"
"Those girls are nothing but trouble; I saw you talking to her a little while ago. Be careful with that little bitch." His tone spoke of past incidents and the old Korean shop keeper shot the girl an angry glance or two as he related a prior incident in which he'd caught the girl in question shop lifting and ended up in a scuffle with the angry woman. David had some reservations as he placed the cigarettes on the counter ultimately figuring that it was only a favor if nothing else.
"Hey that fat old fuck was talking shit about me wasn't he?" He tossed her the cigarettes without a word and started back home.
"Come on man; what'd he say about me?" David was surprised to find her following closely behind him and stopped to regard her.
"He said you were trouble."
"And you believed that perverted fuck?" She looked irritated as she actually waited for an answer.
"Look it's cool, I don't want any trouble." He would have continued on but she grabbed his arm rather roughly unintentionally digging her fingers into the flesh of his forearm.
"Bet that fucking slope didn't tell you that he tried to rape me did he?" The inquisitive look on his face told her that her words had some latent effect. The desperate look on her face said much about what may have happened between herself and the store keeper.
"He said that you tried to steal from his store and that you two got in a fight."
"AH COME ON THAT'S SOME OLD BULLSHIT!! ...well he did catch me trying to lift some chips; but that asshole told me he'd let me off if I showed him my tits." His eyes went instinctively to her expansive chest which had the appearance of down turned torpedoes. There was just the slightest hint of a tan line that contrasted mightily with her olive colored skin. Her brassiere was showing through her top which was so thin that he could see the lace overlay on the surface of the cups.
"You wanna see 'em too don't you?" He coughed and quickly looked back up at her pretty face embarrassed at being caught ogling her a second time. He attempted to walk away but she held fast to his arm with a surprisingly toothy grin.
"Don't be that way man; I know what big fucking tits I got cabron. Everybody loves these hooters and you look like you'd appreciate them too chico blanco." He noticed that she was massaging his bicep and looking deep into his eyes.
"I'm sorry about that; have a nice day ma'am."
"Come on don't run away like a little bitch; we're talking aint we?" David was apprehensive as she leaned into his body looking over her shoulder every few seconds. She seemed nervous and a bit jumpy making him ponder what was going on behind her brown eyes.
"I have some things to do; it's been nice meeting you uh?"
"COME ON JUST HANG ON A MINUTE PAYASO!" She began yanking on his arm until he acquiesced allowing her to pull him into a small parking lot. Her anxious nature only increased as he nervously followed her past and SUV and an El Camino until they were obscured from any view of the street. She quickly snagged his hand pressing it against one of her breasts.
"Hey you like that don't you man; feel that big ass tit homey." David couldn't help himself and began kneading the massive, spongy boob like a man possessed. He'd never seen anything as big as this girl's chest anywhere outside of internet porn. Her nipple thickened pressing into the center of his palm as she leaned against him breathing hard. He wanted to grab the other breast but didn't know how she would react. Her other nipple was visibly poking through the material of her top.
"See I knew you liked my tits; bet you wanna take 'em out and suck my nipples don't you chico blanco? I got milk baby, some sweet ass milk in these big fucking titties. Makes a good lubricant for titty fucking payaso." He was shocked at her emerging offer worrying that she was a prostitute.
"What's your name?" She gasped and slapped David's hand away from her chest but his eyes remained glued to her tits as she adjusted them inside her shirt.
"Look you know you wanna fuck some big titties; why you gotta be all hung up on fucking names and shit?" She seemed really annoyed and flustered never taking her eyes completely off the street traffic.
"Sorry but its normal to ask somebody what their name is when you meet them ma'am." The pudgy Latina seemed to ponder his words before quickly looking at her phone.
"Show me your dick." The request was harsh and sudden giving him pause.
"What?!"
"Show me you fucking dick; I want to see what it looks like!" She was suddenly animated and aggressive waving her hands around as if she might strike him. Much to his own surprise the slightly pudgy man fished his semi-erect penis out before her eyes. Under her gaze he tightened up and became fully hard.
"Hey you alright in the dick; pretty big for a white boy payaso." She gave him a few strokes making him wince as the numerous rings on her fingers pinched the sensitive skin on his penis. He couldn't believe that some girl was jerking him off in a parking lot where anybody might happen along and see them. His hands found her tits fondling and roughly squeezing them.
"Your dick wants my tits; still think names are important?" They'd built up a decent rhythm as she continued stroking his cock while he groped her breasts rolling the thick nipples between his fingers.
"Uh-I guess not ma'am."
"I aint no old lady, why you keep calling me that shit?"
"Just trying to be polite is all and I don't know what else to call you."
"Cheekz; call me that alright?" Her pistoning hand was working miracles on his reddened cock and he knew that if she continued he would cum. Cheekz seemed to realize what was coming snatching her hands away at the crucial moment and nearly making him cry out in frustration.
"Come on man, don't you want to go someplace private for some tit fucking goodness huh?" she pushed her pendulous breasts together for emphasis elongating her cleavage into a single line that nearly reached her throat. He wanted to see more of her dusky bounty and nurse on her prominent nipples.
"Sure whatever you say Cheekz." He happily went after her breasts again to have his hands slapped away as she motioned towards some pedestrians on the street.
"Hey can you call a taxi?"
"I only live two blocks away; we can walk it." David attempted to grab her hand but she yanked it back shaking her head. There was an anxious look on her round face but his cock was definitely making the decisions at this moment.
"No I want a fucking taxi or no deal."
"My name is David."
"So what." Her response startled him but didn't dissuade him from dialing up a taxi. Twenty minutes later they were standing in his living room sharing an awkward silence. He'd been nervous and beside himself with apprehension at what would happen once they were alone in his apartment. David wondered if it were appropriate to make the first move or should he remain passive and allow Cheekz to guide the experience. The first thing she did when she entered his apartment was look out of his window which faced the street and draw the curtains. He found himself looking at a tramp stamp at the base of her spine. There seemed to be some large writing there and the tattoo was partially hidden from view by the helm of her khakis and what appeared to be a boxers. Her hips were definitely wider than her doughy waist but the pants made her butt look as flat as a pancake. He slipped behind her and cupped the underside of her breasts.
"Did I say you could touch me?" She growled pushing his hands away from her body.
"But isn't that why we came to my place Cheekz?" She looked at him rolling her eyes as she fished out her phone seemingly checking her messages and continued looking out of the window for a few moments completely ignoring him.
"Look just chill out for a while, I got some messages and shit to deal with." She rolled her eyes at him before turning back to the window as she began texting. Her sudden change of personality caught him by surprise as he sat on his ratty couch staring at her back. Cheekz had really long curly black hair that went just below her shoulders in a silky triangle and he longed to run his fingers through her tresses but it seemed that he was just being used by the girl for some dubious reason. He knew he needed to get her out of his apartment and went into his narrow kitchen to figure something out. He fished a beer out of his fridge in an attempt to work up enough courage to kick the troublesome girl out of his apartment.
"Got one for me?" She was suddenly standing on the other side of his open refrigerator door with her elbows resting on top of it. Cheekz was smiling again and he didn't know what to make of her shift in attitude.
"Well uh, I don't know."
"Baby don't get all sour because I didn't let you jump me the minute we stepped into your place; I just needed a little time to-adjust and shit." She lowered her arms and gave the refrigerator door a tap with her knee closing it.
"Fuck."
Cheekz was standing there topless with her large pendulous breasts on full display and he found himself treated to a full unobstructed view of her bounty stretch marks and all. Her olive hued skin was sectioned off by hard tan lines and she had really puffy dark areola topped with huge stubbly nipples. Torpedo shaped indeed and hovering a bit over her circular navel, Cheekz was a sight that sent shockwaves to his cock. David hadn't realized that his mouth was open until she closed it with a single finger before grabbing his hands placing them palm down on her tits.
"We friends now cabron?"
He was already breathing hard as he groped and squeezed her full breasts to his heart's content finding a wetness streaming between his fingers. He fondled and mashed the big spongy tits watching as jets of milk squirted in varying volumes and dribbled down over his knuckles. In seconds his palms were sliding around on her globes as he chuckled nervously and flushed beat red.
"You're lactating; you're full of milk?! This is freaking amazing ma'am uh I mean Cheekz." Her fingers closed around his ears bringing him to his knees and giving him a direct view of her glistening nips. David looked up to find her gaze burning into him, her breath coming in short hard gasps. There was something in her face that seemed to give him permission to sample her wares and in short order he began sucking on the nearest nipple.
"Chupe mi maldito culo tetas!" She groaned as he nursed on one and then the other being rewarded with a mouthful of her natural sweetness. He had no idea what she was saying and finding out was the furthest thing from his mind as he wetly suckled the thick raspberry treats that topped her pendulous sloping teats. His cock was so hard that it was practically curving back in on itself in his jeans as Cheekz lurched forward wrapping her arms around his head. His tumescence had become painful and he managed to free it tugging his zipper down trembling as the head of his cock touched the linoleum tiled floor. Her huge tits seemed to envelope his head as she ran her fingers through his hair assaulting mashing repeatedly into his face until she relented leaning back against the counter. David would not be denied as he cupped the outside of her breasts pushing them together and feeding. Cheekz noticed his erect cock touching the floor and nudged it gently with the tip of her Chuck Taylor. It took him a few moments to register what she was doing but the Latina had his head in a death grip. The tip of her sneaker brushed the head of his cock as light as a feather and he responded to this new sensation covering her shoe with a precum glaze.
"Yo quiero que me lames payaso." She moaned as he used a single finger pressing it into the junction between her legs and stimulating her pronounced camel toe. The hot and bothered girl didn't waste any time drawing her zipper down. David undid the clasp on her khakis drawing them down her plump thighs along with boxer shorts mid-thigh before burying his face in her lightly furred snatch. He noticed a tattoo written in cursive right over her sex that simply said "Chauncey."
"Lick that shit white boy." She moaned as his fingers dug into her fleshy thighs.
Her slightly pungent odor assailed his nostrils as he dove in feet first licking and sucking on her mound. Cheekz parted her thighs allowing him better access to her sweet spot. David made the most of the experience using his fingers to part her lips and twirling his tongue on her button. He could feel the slight tremors coursing through her body as her moans grew louder until she was obliged to push him away. Cheekz tugged at his t-shirt signaling that she wanted him to stand and passed him on the way down as she knelt before his throbbing member. He could feel his cock parting her lips slowly and squirmed when her tongue teased his the tiny slit on the head of his cock. Cheekz was definitely skilled at the art of fellatio as she continued throating him until her prominent slightly hooked nose was buried in his public hair.
One of her hands cupped the underside of his large balls as she worked her plump lips on his cock while rotating her other at the base of his shaft. The Latina worked her mouth and both hands in a tantalizing counter rhythm that had him loudly moaning. She worked sloppy and wet with her attention resonating loudly in the small kitchenette part of his one bedroom apartment. Cheekz was efficient if nothing else making sure to slather saliva and precum all over his balls. He had to prop himself against the counter top and one of his hands naturally sought out her dark tresses only to be quickly slapped away.
"Don't fuck with my hair." This was warning enough as he folded his free arm behind his back while she increased her actions bringing him to the brink.
"Oh- Oh shit I think I'm going to cum Cheekz." He gasped wanting to bury his fingers in her hair and shove his cock deep.
"Oh yeah?" She suddenly stopped what she was doing standing as he moaned in frustration.
"WHAT I DO NOW?!"
"Relax motherfucker I just have to check something okay?" She turned and walked out of the kitchen as he followed discovering her checking her phone for messages. His neglected cock stood straight out in front of his body quivering and bobbing.
"Look I obviously got some shit going on and you need to understand that if you wanna keep having fun with me David. This aint nothing personal for you but don't crowd me alright?" She'd looked out the corner of her eye noticing the panicked look on his face and felt the need to set some ground rules.
"Uh okay." He would have agreed to anything to get her mouth back on his cock as his former girl troubles became a thing of the past.
"Good answer fool, now take your pants off and have a seat on your shitty couch." He followed her orders shucking off his jeans and leaving them in the doorway of his kitchen. He sat on the couch facing her back once more and getting a little bit more of an earlier puzzle piece as more of the tattoo on her back was revealed. Her street name was tattooed on the small of her back in large blocky graphitti type lettering. She'd pulled her pants up halfway leaving a little more of her wide butt exposed also giving a tan line hint that she didn't always wear men's boxer shorts. Whatever was in her messages seemed to worry her even more as she produced a charger from her pocket and made use of a wall socket before turning her attention back to David.



"You think you ready for this chico blanco?" She motioned towards her own body in a grand sweeping gesture and hooked her thumbs into her khakis drawing them down enough for them to fall to the thin grey carpet on his living room floor. Her curvy silhouette framed against the window was awe inspiring as she stood there with her hands on her hips letting him drink in every bit of her inner city beauty. You could only really appreciate Cheekz when she was fully nude as everything about her physicality suddenly became clear. Her roundish face with its sharp features, thin neck resting perfectly over narrow shoulders that flowed into the olive skinned Latinas huge pendulous breasts over a rounded belly. One couldn't help but notice the dark fur over her pronounced mound, that perfect inverted triangle of her sex a junction between two large yet shapely legs. Her thin feet remained covered by her sneakers and calve length athletic socks.
"Oh fuck yes." He moaned as the sheer sight of her nearly made him explode all over himself. She squatted in front of him pushing his thighs apart and keeping them apart with her own powerful thighs raking her cherry red nails across his abdomen. Her musky scent filled the room overtaking and assailing his senses as her palms framed his sex. Her thumb and forefinger encircled him while her other hand cupped his furred sack kneading and stroking agonizingly slow.
"Do you want me to take care of this chico blanco?" She hissed already knowing the answer.
"Please." He weakly moaned, his voice dry and cracking from anticipation as she lowered her cupie doll face to his sex and ran the flat of her tongue from the sensitive area just above his backdoor up to his urethra.
"You sure baby?"
"PLEEEASE!!" He cried out in desperation tired of her constant teasing touch and tone. Her thin fingers tightened around the base of his shaft as a stream of saliva ran from her plump lips coating his member while she slowly stroked him. David twitched and jerked involuntarily under her care doing his best to pump into her fist. The tight and sticky sensation had him on the verge when she yanked her hand away at the last second with a slight giggle.
"FAAAWK!!" He almost was on the verge of tears in desperation wanting to cum so badly that he considered finishing the job himself. She put all of his doubts to rest cupping her hands under her large breasts pumping and squeezing until minute jets of her sweetness began to wet his shaft and abdomen. His cock was nearly glowing red and covered with a thick lattice of veins that were quickly smothered by her breast meat. Cheekz buried him inside her deep cleavage bouncing her soft mams in a heated vice against his crotch and sending the long suffering man into seventh heaven. He pumped his hips working his cock into her slippery canyon adding copious amounts of his precum to the equation.
"AAAHHHH SHIT; THIS FEELS SO GOOOOD!!" She didn't respond appearing laser focused on making him blow his load. Little bursts of her lactation squirted out on every downward stroke.
"Ah want you to PUSH as HARD as you CAN chico blanco!!" Her Spanish accent was thick and sultry adding to the experience. She pushed her fists against the outside of her breasts as he fucked her sticky, sweaty crevice as hard as he could trying to get off. Their labored breathing permeated the quiet of the living room as he felt the cum boiling in his sack as he increased his pace. Cheekz quickly back off just as he was nearing the point of no return.
"SHIT; WHAT THE FUCK CHEEKZ??!!" David's frustration was palpable as she leaned back on her calves.
"Well uhm, could you like do me a little favor?"
"WHAT?!!"
"Could you do something for me persona blanco?" She batted her long lashes for effect and placed a single finger between her plump lips looking like a mischievous kid.
"Anything Cheekz, just let me CUM for crying out loud okay?!!" He noticed the wetness of her large cookie sized areolas and the moisture on their bumpy surface. He could make out the minute droplets of her milk running from her engorged nipples.
"So uhm, you got sixty dollars right?" He did a double take as disappointment set realizing that her services came at a price. The Latina had worked him good bringing him to the edge only to deny him release several times before stating her price. David felt like an idiot for allowing himself to get played like the country bumpkin she obviously thought he was.
"Look in my back pocket ma'am." He had come too close to just chuck it all and kick her out of his apartment. He wanted her lips and tits back on his cock once more. The visibly crest-fallen man needed release badly.
"Don't be mad homie; my mom always said that if you good at something never do it for free." She fished the wallet out of his discarded jeans and helped herself to a hundred dollars instead of the sixty she'd asked for curling the five twenty dollar bills around one of her fingers. Her pendulous breasts hung low as she crawled between his legs and took him whole slurping and sucking like a woman possessed. Deep throating him was child's play as she used her face as a surrogate cunt giving him an extremely sloppy blowjob that made the money he'd paid a distant memory.
"OOOHHH FAWK; I'M ABOUT TO CUM!!"
"Yeah?" At this point he was full on humping her mouth and Cheekz took it in stride letting her mouth remain slightly open as he fucked it towards what was going to be a huge climax.
"OOOOHHHHH YEAH I'M CUMMING-FAAWK!!" A thick jet of cum hit the back of her throat followed by several other bursts which coated her lips and rounded chin. She quickly pulled back trapping his cock between her huge tits and letting him ride the powerful orgasm out as his toes curled from the mind blowing sensation. The base of his spine had actually knotted up while he was shooting his load and he was exhausted from her expert attention.
"You like that papi?" He was too spent to reply nodding his head as he caught his breath.
"Yeah you loved it because I made it good for you chico blanco." The top of her cleavage was glazed over with a thick sheen of cum as well as her neck and the lower part of her chin. Cheekz ran a finger along her chin gathering up a bit of his seed and slurping it noisily up. She began fondling her breasts and spraying more of her milk onto his crotch as she displayed her toothy grin. The voluptuous Latina continued cleaning herself in an almost feline nature before handling his semi-erect cock once more.
"Say, you want some more?"
"Huh?"
"You heard me motherfucker; you wanna find out why they call me Cheekz?" David stared wide-eyed at her before nodding his head slowly. He winced as her nails dug into his thighs as she slowly pushed herself up revealing the triangular patch over her sex. Cheekz spun around slowly and planted her wide butt directly into his lap. His cock sprang to attention at the sight of her sloping hips and expansive derriere. Even though her butt was slightly flat, there was enough there for his fingers to dig into. Her hips gave the illusion of a larger size and he could clearly see the entrance to her backdoor as his member was sandwiched between the lips of her sex. She was dripping wet around his length and her inner heat was incredible.
"Check this out payaso."She leaned forward planting her hands on his knees as she began to twerk her hips back and forth along his cock. His cock became even wetter as the friction increased until she was rocking against him with all her might.
"THAT FEELS FUCKING GREAT!!" Tremors were exploding all across his body as his fingers dug deeper into her soft fleshy hips.
"Y-you like my pussy-job motherfucker?!!" Her voice was hoarse from effort and lust while she altered her cadence with slight circular motions.
"Y-YE-YEEEAH!!" She suddenly leaned back filling his gaped mouth with a shock of her curly brunette hair and a little of her bandana. His hands found her pendulous breasts squeezing for all he was worth spraying her milk onto her soft rounded tummy. She buried four fingers in her mouth wetting them before applying them to the head of his penis. She repeated the process three more times before gently kneading the head of his cock in tandem with her own movements. In moments his cock was as hard as it had ever been while she increased her tempo.
"Can-I uh put it in Cheekz?" He gasped after great effort while fucking along her sopping wet slit.
"Fuck no idiota, estas loco de mierda?!" The sensation of her serpentine movements was getting to him and he would have done anything to bury his cock balls deep inside her snatch but the Latina had all the leverage as she arched her back into his torso. Her hand covered her entrance forcing his thrusting cock between her sticky fingers which only served to add another wave of pleasure to their coupling. He wanted to fuck her senseless until his balls were empty but she'd have none of it. He thought of his ex-girlfriend Daisy Mae comparing the two girls who were as different as night and day.
"OOOOHH FAAWK; I uh-Just wanna fuck you so bad!" He confessed spurred on by her expert touch.
"You so fucking stupid; I'm not doing it raw estupido!"
"I-uh, I could get a condom?"
"You really want me to stop carbon; cause I aint got time to be all stuck on stupid with some doofus and I aint trying to be having no more babies and shit with no chico de campo?!!" It took a while to figure out what she was saying and her hands were already gone from his member. Cheekz quickly stood up giving him a view of wide olive colored backside. David knew that he couldn't let this experience slip through his fingers without getting to cum at least one more time and was prepared to give her the world.
"SU-SORRY, I JUST THOUGHT WE COULD UH-WORK SOMETHING OUT!!" She half turned looking at him in a manner that worried the recent Los Angeles transplant.
"Oh so we're negotiating right?"
"Well, yeah-Cheekz; we can do that." He could have sworn that he saw the beginning of a smirk on her plump lips as she lifted one shapely leg and planted her foot next to his hip. He noticed that she had a small tattoo on her left hip and it appeared to be two hands clasped together in prayer with some slight script written on a disembodied sleeve that was part of the drawing.
"Well I don't know man cause you kind of fucked up my style and shit; it'd be hard to get back into the mood carbon." She sounded slightly apologetic as her breasts hung right in front of his sweaty face which did nothing to diminish his hard on.
"I'm sorry Cheekz; can't we just work it out?"
"Well uh-three hundred." She said plainly like it was pocket change as he gulped in shock.
"UH-OOOOH OKAAAY?" He couldn't believe he was agreeing to give her three hundred dollars to fuck him instinctively sensing that he'd sunk to a new low. His hands went to her plush thighs attempting to draw her into his lap to impale her on his cock.
"Money first asshole." She shoved him back getting into a slight struggle for a few seconds before he relinquished his grip on her body.
"Well I have to go to an ATM for that kind of money; I'll get it for you after we finish okay?"
"That's REAL FUNNY carbon; how stupid do you think I am?!! I should have known you were a punk bitch trying to get something for free!!" She moved quicker than he would have suspected she could and snatched her khakis from the living room floor.
"No; I just don't have that kind of money lying around my house Cheekz but I can get it for you right now if you want!!" The desperation in his voice was palpable and she knew that he was in the palm of her hand.
"You serious-you mean getting the money like RIGHT FUCKING NOW?!!" She had stepped into her pants and pulled them halfway up her succulent thighs. He hadn't noticed her underwear still on his living room floor.
"Yeah there's an ATM about a block away in this liquor store."
"Well I aint walking back down there home boy; so I guess we're like done alright?" He began to panic shaking his head profusely as he absentmindedly fondled himself. She almost laughed in his face at the sight of the slightly pudgy man losing his composure. She'd intended to keep teasing him all afternoon until he was ready to explode before hitting him up for more money.
"Look you can uh, stay here and I'll be right back-Just don't go leaving until I can get you that money Cheekz!"
"Well you'd better hurry it the fuck up carbon-I GOT THINGS TO DO ALRIGHT?!!" Her aggressive tone and off putting demeanor along with her thick accent were grating on his nerves. David comforted himself with the notion that once she paid him; Cheekz would be getting seriously pounded like there was no tomorrow. He was going to fuck her senseless and there wouldn't be a thing she could do about it once that money was in her hands. He lucked out finding a portable ATM outside of a thrift store and nearly lost in when he found out the machine had a two hundred dollar limit. His cock was partially tenting his pants as he had to run an additional four blocks and wait in line at a local bank ATM to get the rest of the money.
He walked slowly back home winded and exhausted from completing his quest for money to pay the female thug that'd wandered into his life hours earlier.
"Ah shit, ah should have known it...AAAWWWW FAWK I'M STUPID!!" The apartment was empty with no sign of the buxom troublesome teen. Except for the lingering fragrance of her cheap perfume and musk, there was no sign that anyone had ever been inside his apartment. He felt like a horse's ass as he strolled over to the window hoping to see her below on the street.
"Fucking stupid!" At that moment he noticed them on the carpet. Cheekz had left her boxers behind in the mad dash to escape his apartment. He picked them up and despite himself, examined the damp crotch even going so far as taking a whiff of her scent.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS SHIT?!!" David looked up in shock as two burly, muscular thugs entered his apartment. He'd forgotten to lock his apartment door and now it looked like he was going to get assaulted and worse. Both of them were bald with the bigger of the two sporting a facial tattoo on one side of his face. The shorter thug was somewhat pudgy but had the massive muscular arms of a body builder. This guy somehow seemed more intimidating because a perpetual smile on his rather large head.
Before he could even react, David found himself flying painfully into a wall as the larger brute-type individual stormed into his kitchen. He could hear plates and other items being tossed around in short order as he struggle to stand and regain his composure.
"Uhm, this is probably the wrong apartment uh guys. I-uh, I mean you obviously never seen me before and all so like uhm, everything is-cool, alright?"
"So tell me home boy; where's that little bitch hiding eh, I'd like a word with her?!" David found himself partially mesmerized by the overly toothy grin of the short thug in front of him. The menace posed by the urban intruders was palpable and he wanted no part of it.
"She left, that's all I know sir." He answered quickly hoping they would run put after her.
"Oh I think you know a little more than you're telling us eh homes? We gone find out the truth payaso!" The mitt-like hand of the larger thug snagged his collar pulling him to his feet. In the blink of an eye the smaller thug buried his fist in David's gut.
"Oh yeah man; we REAL FUCKING COOL BRO!!" David nearly puked as he fell to his knees cradling his stomach as some of his lunch spewed from his mouth in liquid form.
"YOU SMELLING MY GIRL'S FUCKING PANTIES AND GOT THE NERVE TO FUCKING LIE TO ME DAWG!!"
"Puh-Please sir; don't hurt me."
"I AINT GONNA HURT YOU BRO; I'M GOING TO KILL YOUR ASS MAN!!"
"PLEASE DON'T KILL MY ASS SIR!!"
"Name's Chauncey biatch; let's see what you're working with little homie." The other guy's hands were already in his pockets searching and finding the wadded up cash. David watched as his hard earned cash was handed to Chauncey who looked slightly pleased as he thumbed through the bills.
"Now this is what we're gonna call equal and adequate compensation for all parties involved white boy." He pocketed the cash as David ate another blow to the stomach. He rolled around on the carpet as both of the men ran from his apartment thieves in the night.
The panties remained on the carpet.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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The locker room was partially empty during the first gym classes of the early morning and Agnes was grateful. There was something about being amongst others that put the natural loner ill at ease. It was her first year at the school and in all the time that had passed the only friend she'd managed to make was a fellow nerd oddly enough named Poindexter Snodgrass. The lanky somewhat personable teen preferred Dexter and the two had struck an academic rivalry that had eventually blossomed into friendship with what seemed the possibility for more. It had begun with her chiding him over a perpetual crush on a fellow classmate; the severely unobtainable Kelsey Taylor who absolutely detested him in every form and fashion. Dexter joked in return about her lack of paramours and her almost offensive state of chastity eventually asking her which nunnery she would be joining upon graduation. She responded with a prolonged kiss that got his attention and laughed at the reddened expression that followed.
She hadn't initially realized the fires stoked inside her friend until he'd made his attentions clear one afternoon while they were studying. They were studying hard for an upcoming academic decathlon when she noticed that he was a little less than focused. Up until that point she had written off the prolonged glances and awkward horseplay when they got together.
"What's going on with you Dexter?"
"Huh, what are you talking about Agnes?"
"You know what I'm talking about; lately you seem-a little "bothered" to say the least." She almost laughed in his reddened face as he struggled to formulate some plausible explanation for his behavior.
"Sorry." She was surprised at the sudden apology as he meekly buried his face in his thick textbook.
"That's it?"
"Yeah I guess; you're not uh, interested and I know when to cut my losses."
"Wow, you give up way too easily. No wonder you're still a virgin." It was meant as a sarcastic aside but he took minor exception.
"You should be happy, we can crochet together and churn butter and shit. Could you hook me up with a promise ring Agnes?" He deadpanned but she could hear the hurt in his voice.
"You want a hug?"
"Yeah."
"Seriously?" She smiled sweetly sitting with her arms spread widely in open invitation. This was a big step for the awkward teen who wasn't going to look a gift horse in the eye. Other than perving non-stop on Kelsey Taylor; he'd harbored some hope that romance could be had with his intellectual rival and best friend. What followed was a comedy of errors as the two "nerds" embraced nervously for mere seconds before quickly retreating back to their books. Agnes was deep in her studies when she felt his palm lightly graze her thigh. She decided to ignore it even when it lingered. His breathing had grown audible and somewhat labored as his hand began to slide upward until it rested just under the crease where her butt met her thighs. Agnes couldn't deny her own pent up desire as he cupped the nearest cheek letting it rest there.
"What are you doing?" She asked in faux irritation at his nervous efforts.
"It's called a massage; just thought you could use one Agnes-You know take the edge off?" His hand had drifted over to the other heavily covered cheek slightly kneading it.
"Is that right Dexter?"
"Uhm, yeah, sure." In moments their bodies had become entangled as they worked at creating a communal friction that was pleasurable to both. The surprising supple roundness of her buttocks fueled his increasingly manic movements while she accommodated him by bumping against his crotch. She didn't seem to have anything against dry humping rolling her hips into his hardness. Strangely enough, Agnes fidgeted nervously when he attempted to raise the pleated material for a look at her backside. He was frustrated as she rolled over onto her back denying him. He was already on the verge sitting on his haunches as he did his best to control his breathing while she lay prone looking up at him expectantly.
"I-I'm going to kiss you now." He sounded as nervous and scared as she was leaning in and finding her seeking lips an open invitation for more. Her lips were extraordinarily soft to the touch and she parted them ever so slightly using her tongue to outline the crease between his own gaining entrance. She could feel his erection throbbing on her thigh and reached down palming it through his slacks. The khaki material was more than a little damp with precum as his nails dug into the abundant flesh of her bottom. Her other hand found and dug into the cleft between his own clothed cheeks as she worked him between her thighs with her shapely legs.
She gasped as the inexperienced nerd lay prone atop her feeling all of his dead weight pressing her into the mattress. Agnes locked her legs into the small of his back as he pushed up with his hands grinding into her body. She could feel his modest length pressing against her mound; pushing and pounding her increasingly wet slit. Her hands cupped his cheeks drawing him in for more kissing as he ground into her as if he would breach her sex at any moment. Before she knew it her calve length skirt was pooled at her hips while his fingers rubbed her slit rougher than she would have liked.
"So fucking wet Agnes." A finger or two had suddenly found the wetness between her thighs as she spasmed and shook under her best friend. She hadn't wanted his fingers inside but was hesitant to stop him preferring things progress further.
"Can I fuck you?" Even as he spoke she could hear him undoing his belt already anticipating her consent while his other hand pried her tight, fullback panties to the side exposing her puffy mound. The wetness was visibly present on her slit running down the crack of her ass. Agnes couldn't deny what she craved at that moment but knew that she must.
"No." She didn't sound very convincing and the wide eyed sadness on his face tugged at her heartstrings.
"Please Agnes; please fuck me." He desperately wanted her so bad he could taste it and his erect five inch cock was only inches away from her bounty. Dexter knew he could just shove it inside but that would make him a criminal and destroy their relationship. That was the last thing he wanted but his need was so great that he was beside himself.
"No, I'm not ready for that yet...sorry." His bottom lip was quivering and it looked as if he would cry when she reached down softly taking him into the palm of her hand. He leaned forward putting the weight on his left arm as she stroked his cock with agonizingly slow strokes. Agnes wanted to take responsibility for letting things get out of hand and at least get the disheveled nerd off.
"I-I'm really sorry for asking; uhm you just felt so good." She didn't respond as her gaze remained focused on the ministrations of her pumping fist. He could feel the fire boiling in his loins and knew release wasn't far off. Agnes suddenly drew her hand back leaving his reddened cock bouncing in the sir.
"AGNES!" He screamed as she look inquisitively up at his face.
"Trust me Dexter; I'm not going to leave you in this state." They rested for a few more minutes as his lust began to subside when she quickly took him again jerking a little harder this time. In seconds he was about to burst all over her when she snatched her hand away again with a little giggle.
"You'll understand in a moment." Five minutes later, Agnes was stroking him for all she was worth as he teared up and fucked back against her hand when she yanked her hand away again.
"FUCK AGNES-SHIT!!" He nearly lost himself almost shoving his tortured cock into her virginal confines and gathered himself in seconds when she pulled him in for a deep soulful kiss.
"You want to cum?" She asked plainly.
"Y-Yeah?" Agnes was already jerking him as hard as she could this time slapping his cock on top of her lightly furred mound.
"You sure Dexter?"
"YEAH!"
"I don't know; maybe we should just stop and get back to our studies...What do you think?"
"PLEASE AGNES!!" Her fingers were locked tightly around the base of his cock preventing him from climaxing but the determined nerd was already roughly fucking her hand.
"Why don't you fucking cum then Dexter; I'M NOT STOPPING YOU!!" Her husky, aggressive tone coupled with his own impending need was too much as he climaxed loudly. For her part, Agnes pressed his length into her vaginal cleft holding it there as he sawed her sopping wet lips mixing his cum with her own.
"You appeared to have been backed up quite a bit." Agnes Newton was every bit the budding scientist as she took stock of her soiled sweater and skirt. Her right hand was a webbed mess and she seemed fascinated by the thick rivulets of cum on her fingers. Dexter was wiping his brow trying to get the sweat out of his eyes. A thick string of cum connected the purplish head of his cock to the stained sheets of his best friend's bed.
"Sorry."
"Really; that's all you have to say after fucking up my bed with your gooey cum?" She sounded annoyed but smiled up into his face as she continued playing with the aftermath of their coupling.
"Well I am willing to make full restitution up to and including manual labor Ms. Newton." She giggled at his faux professional tone. She wanted to taste his essence but wouldn't while he was looking.
"Oh yeah?"
"Sure Agnes; in fact I'm willing to wash these sheets and those oh so badly soiled clothes you're wearing. In fact-I'LL TAKE THOSE CLOTHES RIGHT NOW!!" He pounced on her so quick that she barely had time to react. The budding couple rolled around on the bed as Agnes yanked some the comforter over her semi-prone body. Dexter was quicker however snagging her wrist with one hand and closing his finger around the hem of her thick sweater and accompanying under garments as well.
"Nuh; No Dex-NOOOOOOO!! STOP IT!! DON'T-DEXTER STOP!!" He hadn't registered to horror and panic in her voice as she tugged with all his might getting the slightest of glimpses at the bottom of her tummy. It seemed perfectly flat and he couldn't fathom why she wore so many sweaters and undergarments. He continued tugging as her other hand quickly joined the struggle to keep him from raising her sweater up over her chest.
"ST-STOP IT DEXTER; FUCKING QUIT IT ASSHOLE!!" He'd managed to push it up a little further to reveal a little more of what appeared to be the beginning of a muffin top. The skin looked a little discolored and blotchy as he finally snatched his hands back.
Agnes was crying.
"I'm really sorry." He apologized as she continued sobbing silently for a few moments before composing herself and sniffling a little bit.
"Get out."
"Agnes?"
"Get the fuck out of my house Dexter."
"Please Agnes; can't we just talk about this?"
"FUCK YOU; GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY HOUSE AND NEVER COME BACK!!" She punctuated her declaration with a hard slap that sent him off of the bed onto her floor. He rubbed his cheek realizing that she was crying loudly again.
"Agnes; I said I was sorry." He was stuffing himself back into his slacks hoping against hope that she would relent. She'd turned away from him and was on her knees facing her headboard. Her face and body were tightly pressed against the wall completely obscuring her face.
"PLEASE DEXTER; JUST LEAVE!!" Her sobbing intensified as the door to her bedroom slammed moments later. She could hear him running down the stairs and perhaps some crying on his part as well.
They would make up some time later but things would never be the same after Dexter was hit in the face with a beaker full of Androstenone-X. What could have been would be lost forever and Agnes Newton would have to face that future...alone.
***********************************************
She sat there in the early morning hours staring out into space as her mind wandered. It was always this way when it was time for her to attend gym class and the most humiliating part of her day. The girl's locker room was partially full at this time of the day and Agnes Newton sat...waiting. The nerdy bespectacled teen loitered nearly motionless waiting for the room to clear so that she could change into her gym uniform. She absolutely hated her body and kept herself hid under many layers of clothing. The other girls sometimes chided and bullied her but the teen remained steadfast in her determination to go her own way.
"Hey it's just the bitch I've been looking for." She found Tiffany St. Claire staring her down. Everything about her appearance read menace but Agnes didn't budge.
"Why?"
"I want you to stop fucking around with my man; I'm tired of the mind games and other stupid shit you've been on lately."
"Excuse me but where exactly do I know you from?" Agnes smiled warmly at the cheerleader who stood over her.
"Oh I'm sorry babe, my name is Tiffany St. Claire and I'm everything you're not...beautiful, popular desired by many and currently riding the cock you're just dying for. I'm fucking tired of hearing about you and how you disapprove of everything Dexter does; how you're shitting all over him and I'm personally tired of looking at your fucking face!" The tall redhead had little sleep over the night hardly being able to wait for this confrontation. She wanted to pummel her perceived rival and gain a measure of vengeance for the bookish girl's perceived slight. Tiffany St. Claire was looking for a fight and she was going to get it no matter what was said between the two women in this locker room on this fateful morning.
"Uhm, Tiffany right; where do I know you from again?" Agnes completely blew her off with a slight smirk on her features embarrassing the flustered cheerleader.
"CUNT!!" Agnes' thick glasses flew from her face hitting an adjacent locker to slide across the locker room's concrete floor. Tiffany nursed her hand breathing heavily as both of their eyes followed the trajectory of the glasses to their final resting place on the floor. Agnes cupped her cheek for a moment before silently looking back towards her assailant. Her eyes widened so much so that Tiffany could see her hazel coronas as the smaller girl stood. The wild redhead was spoiling for a fight and her muscles tensed up expecting some retaliation.
Agnes was visibly breathing hard and her nostrils were flaring as she lowered her arm to her side. Both girls went into a sort of fugue state watching one another in some sort of slow burn. Tiffany didn't register her own fast thumping heart nor her own flaring nostrils as she slid into cinque with her intended victim. Her green eyes focused on the roundish, plain face in front of her and the minute intricacies of Agnes Newton descending down over the bulky sweater that covered most of her torso almost appearing a dress in and of itself. A calve length brownish colored skirt covered her legs but did little the disguise the subtle curve of her hips as Tiffany noticed the stress on the corduroy material at the area near her crotch. Some nerdy text book penny loafers covered feet that took two small steps in her direction. Tiffany found Agnes closer than she intended; close enough to feel her breath against her pale features. The fluttering of her heart increased exponentially as a familiar moisture and heated sensation radiated between her legs becoming nearly unbearable in seconds. The stacked redhead's nipples had become painfully erect as her stomach tightened up making her gasp and pant. Her panties soaked through as sex pulsed and contracted. She couldn't comprehend the strange emotion swelling up inside her, forcing her close to climax.
Tiffany's body betrayed her as she found herself softy cupping Agnes' cheeks as her lips sought the nerdy girl's slightly plump ones. Agnes' tongue pushed into her mouth sensually caressing and massaging the compromised redhead's own. Tiffany had never felt so aroused before Dexter but this was something more-powerful and primal born of incredible need. Her body molded to the smaller girl's own as finger dug into and cupped one of her round cheeks. Another found her other as she was drawn ever closer by fingers kneading and softly groping. The probing fingers began to pry her apart touching her sex through her clothing. Touching her in a way that made it feel as if there were clothing to obscure their flesh.
The pulsing in her sex had increased forcing a loud moan from the confused redhead who became frightened backing away from her intended victim only to have her wrist snagged roughly. Agnes Newton was definitely stronger than she appeared drawing her antagonist back into her body. Tiffany St. Claire was a full head taller than this "Plain Jane" who forcefully pushed her face first against a row of lockers. Tears intermingled with her mascara as her bottoms and panties were drawn to her shapely thighs while expertly skilled fingers slowly traced a line along her slit becoming soaked in the process.
"AAAAAAWWWWWW FAWK!" A single digit touched the engorged surface of her clit ever so slightly drawing her out in dramatic fashion as she loudly came. Her entire body was wracked with pleasure as she moaned losing control slumping into the locker. Tiffany soon realized much to her mutual delight and dismay that Agnes continued working her most private of places. Her body shivered and jerked uncontrollably while a hand found its way under her top to maul one of her large breasts rolling and pinching her nipple. Tiffany's thighs clamped down on the invading hand as she involuntarily panted and licked the dirty locker door. Agnes tugged hard on her brassiere ripping the material freeing her sloping, reddened teat.
"AWWWW-FUH-FUUUH-FAAAAWK!!" She could never have known as she awoke earlier that morning that she would be taken to task so completely. All that she could think of while driving to school that morning was pummeling her nerdy rival senseless. Tiffany St. Claire already knew that she was going to have some sort of physical confrontation when she entered the girl's locker room.
She didn't expect this... couldn't have seen it coming from a mile away.
He knees buckled and she fell forward bumping her head against the locker door. Tiffany was physically taxed to her limits in under five minutes. Her body felt vibrant and alive with slight tingly bursts of bliss emanating from the most private of places. She was breathing hard from her ordeal clutching her hand to her chest as she looked up into the indifferent face staring down at her. Agnes actually smirked running her hands through Tiffany's auburn locks until she'd gathered it up into a thick ponytail.
The slap that followed resounded loudly across the empty girl's locker room only to be followed by the ambient sound of students in the adjacent gymnasium. Tiffany cupped her hand to her reddened cheek before scrambling on all fours to retrieve the glasses she'd slapped from her intended victim's face. Agnes snatched the glasses from her hand putting them gingerly back on her face. The cheerleader didn't know what to do next as her eyes followed Agnes to a locker watching her lose her chaste skirt to reveal a pair of well-developed legs. The nerdy girl pulled a baggy pair of sweats over her gams turning away to as she worked her way out of her bulky sweater. Tiffany watched Agnes switch into a thick sweatshirt without ever showing any skin.
"Where do I know you from again bitch?" Agnes looked over her shoulder amused that the cheerleader sat bare assed on the locker room floor looking completely befuddled.
"Uh we have like, uhm science and English together."
"Is that right?" Agnes closed the locker and wandered out of the locker room leaving Tiffany sitting there alone with her jeggings down at her ankles.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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It had been nearly a month since that fateful afternoon and still my eyes followed Melody wherever she went during my eight hour gauntlet or what most of you call...work. It had been weeks since I'd been blackmailed into an afternoon tryst with my boss and the images of her massive frame nude haunted me. She for her part went about business as usual never taking the time to talk to me off the cuff like she'd done in the days leading up to the event. I found myself dying to talk to her on a more personal level but Melody kept things strictly business. No one was the wiser regarding our "hook-up" but I still felt somewhat compromised and aloof from my coworkers. My evening were little different with images of her humongous ass taunting me in surprising wet dreams that ended with me talking matters into my own hands if you know what I mean.
"We need to talk; I want you to stay after work." She had walked up to my station completely catching me off guard (I was day dreaming about her if my reddened face was any indication.).
"Yes ma'am."
"Cut it out with that ma'am shit; I'm not that old." In truth she was thirty-two years of age and rumored to be in a rather turbulent marriage to a younger guy. There were numerous photos of children on her desk but no one ever bothered or cared to ask about their relationship to the widely disliked employer. I'd taken up people watching due to the fact that my job as a teller involved an inordinate amount of standing and I could tell that she seemed to be troubled even on her best day.
"I've called you in today to discuss some issues I have with your work; the quality of which as dropped considerably. You seem less than focused as of late." Her childish voice still rankled me a bit and I didn't know how to answer her. Every time I looked in her direction my mind was drawn back to the cheap, dirty motel room we'd shared.
"Uhm; yeah Mrs. Santos." Was all I could manage and it frustrated me because I didn't like the power she had over me due to my indiscretion with a high school student and the resultant blackmail that led to that afternoon romp.
"Is that really all you have to say; I'm sure you can give me a little more to go on than that!" Melody was definitely irritated by the monosyllabic answer shed received.
"Sorry Mrs. Santos; I'll do better." I stole a quick glance at her roundish face which scowled in my direction. Her granny glasses sat on the end of her thin nose and they made her eyes appear small and beady. Her thin lips assisted the rest of her face in looking tragically cartoonish. She usually kept her hair up in manner that made her look older than she actually preferring to wear it down during social gatherings. I knew firsthand how much she liked having her back length hair pulled while being taken from behind and the memory caused a slight stirring downstairs.
"That's really all you have to say; not even questioning me?" She leaned forward peering into my face for some understanding and making me momentarily uncomfortable.
"Ma'am, I mean Mrs. Santos-I'm just admitting that I'm going to do better and uhm, well I don't want to disappoint you!" I didn't realize how much I was stammering as she leaned back in her chair taking stock of what was in front of her.
"I get it; you're still bent out of shape about that little favor I did for you a couple of weeks ago. It's fucking with you huh?"
"Excuse me?" I knew exactly what she was talking about but didn't want to give her the satisfaction of acknowledging our past.
"Don't bullshit me; you're bummed that you had to fuck a fat girl and every time you see me it gets to you. What's the matter; can't get it up anymore?" Melody was looking at everything in the room but my face. She kind of swiveled in her chair a bit resting her interlocked fingers on top of her prodigious belly.
"Hey that's not it ma'am." I disagreed in a confused tone trying to figure out how to convey some unsaid attraction between.
"Whatever; don't you have something to do?"
"Wait."
"GET OUT OF MY OFFICE ASSWIPE!!" There was more than a little emotion in her outburst as I hit the narrow corridor back to the floor. I'd wanted to follow up on our one-time thing but she just shattered that train of thought by kicking me out of her office. The building was all but deserted as I closed out my station and began counting my cash. From the moment I'd taken the job, Melody had haunted my shadow with leering glances, inappropriate touching and comments. I'd successfully marginalized her or so I thought until I'd made the mistake hooking up with a young criminal. The resultant blackmail had left me in the most compromising of positions under her Jurassic ass. Surprise, surprise I'd ended up liking it way more than I'd anticipated. Part of me hated her for taking advantage of a situation but deep down what Melody had done was no different than what any morally challenged frat boy would have done when presented with an unconscious coed. An opportunity had presented itself and Melody Santos had taken full advantage of it.
I just didn't like her smug "I GOT YOU" attitude or her entitled, sarcastic demeanor.
"FAT BITCH!!" I suddenly blurted out to no one in particular my rage so palpable that it forced its way out of my subconscious. I realized that I'd been avoiding the crappy reason we'd hooked 'up and my shame for the wild thoughts that followed. I'd stopped counting my cash staring in panic across the room as I realized my boss was looking directly at me from across the lobby. She looked frozen in place with this sort of incredulous expression on her face. There was a folder hanging from one of her chubby hands the contents of which lie scattered on the carpet.
"Fuck you." She whispered back before lumbering to the back with a shrill, childish whine. My heart had leapt into my throat at the sight of her and I knew my job was toast. I quietly began packing up my things figuring that I would rather have the authorities pick me up at home when Melody exposed me. I rolled to the back where the breakroom was situated to pick up some Tupperware when I heard a loud crash.
"What the-?" Something extremely heavy had impacted the floor and I had a hard time pushing the door open as my ears were assailed with an excruciating scraping sound. There was no way of preparing for the sight waiting on the other side of the door as I was treated to the "Full Monty" of Melody Santos' humongous ass as she appeared to be hunched over the remains of our vending machine. It was one of those old rectangular models that sat on very thin metal legs. I guess she'd put too much weight on the machine reaching into the slot for some candy. There were snicker bars, Red Vines and M&M's all over the break room floor.
"Go ahead and laugh; I don't care anymore-FUCKING LAUGH ASSHOLE!!" She attempted to push herself up only to lose balance thudding against the tiled floor and taking out on of the metal legs on the destroyed vending machine. Her skirt had ripped up the middle affording me a view of her panties that I ogled despite myself. I should have been laughing my ass off at the bully who'd made my life a living hell for over a month; she looked like a beached whale.
"Let me help you up."
"I DON'T NEED YOUR HELP; I CAN DO IT MYSELF!!" She tried and failed again due to one of her heels being caught at a weird angle. Her face was reddened as she rolled on her side in another failed attempt due to the downed vending machine.
"Stop fucking around Melody; I got you!" I was annoyed and subsequently surprised as she allowed me to assist her up to the love seat in the small room. My coworkers sometimes crashed on the ratty sofa and I noticed that more than half of it disappeared when she sat on it. Her pear shape was absolute and her massive hips obliterated the couch cushions.
"I am a piece of shit." It was more an admission to herself than to me and that candid self-evaluation hung heavy in the air.
"Well uh, I'm going to leave now Melody."
"Whatever." She seemed in a daze as she absentmindedly pulled forth a candy bar that had become entangled in her blouse. The large, bulky Latin woman had no shame as she peeled the paper from the chocolate bar and downed half of it in one bite. She was one gigantic lump of self-pity as her chubby digit ensnared a bag of Skittles ripping it asunder and pouring the contents directly into her gullet. Something stopped me from crossing the threshold into the parking lot outside the nearby door. I watched her devour whatever was in her reach until there was nothing left before her gaze rested upon me.
Chocolate was smeared across her thin lips and I noticed a few peanuts and mints in her disheveled cleavage. Her breathing was heavy and labored giving me the impression that she was in danger of having a stroke.
"Having fun shit head?" Her small mouth hung open doing its best to stabilize her breathes which came in short, deep increments. That round face was reddened and slightly glistening with perspiration making her a depressing parody of herself. Her insults didn't bother me anymore and I didn't believe she would turn me in for cashing inked checks either. I for all intents and purposes was looking at someone hitting rock bottom...and it was somehow fascinating.
"HEY ASSHOLE; YOU GOT SOMETHING FOR ME?!" She sounded as if she were on the verge of breaking down and what I did next shocked both of us.
I unzipped my fly and got my erect cock out right in front of her face. She was wild eyed and open mouthed at the sight of me shambling towards her with my salacious intent bobbing before me level with her face. Melody's surprised expression added fuel to my inner fire as my throbbing member found entrance between her thin lips. My fingers dug into the wild shock of curly hair done up in a functional bun to comply with the shitty workplace grooming standards. Her big expressive brown eyes stared up into mine conveying the disbelief of what was happening between us at that precise moment. My other hand cupped her cheek as I pushed in further causing the fat, dumpy misanthrope to gag and retch profusely. Her tonsils tickled the head of my member as I forced her head further until her nose was buried in my pubic hair.
Melody looked as if she would explode from being stuffed completely full before I relented giving her a burst of life sustaining air. I continued fucking her mouth with measured strokes as rivulets of saliva and precum slowly ebbed down her chin eventually soiling her blouse. Melody Santos, my immediate supervisor and principal tormentor for months let me use her face in a torrid display of malfeasance that was positively criminal.
"Bitch."
It was little more than a whisper but I noticed a single tear run along her cheek most likely elicited by my insult as I prodded her into action from her perch on the ratty love seat. Somehow Melody was able to shift her weight apparently painfully squatting on her knees and pushing her massive backside out at me. I have to give Lane Bryant credit because the plus sized skirt she was wearing looked stressed, stretched out to the max like it would shred at any minute but held its shape. My knuckles lightly touched the cool flesh at the back of her thighs as I pulled up on the garment finding some considerable resistance. Melody had put on a few extra pounds since we'd hooked up as her jiggly thighs came into view. Her tanned flesh continued to quiver and shake as the material reached the crest of her rounded backside. The unnatural sheen of the fullback panties she was wearing caught my eye causing me to blink profusely from their lewd brilliance.
Things were decidedly hot and heavy as I pried the satin material to one side exposing the way too deep and extended rear cleavage of Melody's mountainous ass. Her rasping and wheezing gasps filled the small break room as I roughly pushed into her from behind completely burying my length between her boulder sized cheeks. It was almost an impossible mission when I realized that the head and a few inches of my cock were barely inside due to her prodigious back porch. The heated, sweaty tightness appealed to me as I sawed my length inside piercing her confines in random fashion. Her immature voice added to the experience in slightly comical squeaks and childish sounding gibberish which I barely registered as I continued fucking her.
"H-Here." Her chin collided with the back of the love seat as her forehead thumped the adjacent wall when she reached back palming both of her monstrous cheeks with tiny hands that looked like they belonged to some child. Melody accomplished what she'd sought out to do providing me a more detailed view of her great expanse. Her frenzied actions and the intimate view of her "chub rub" suggested a desire for some backdoor action. It was an invitation gregariously taken as I pounded into her with little regard for her well-being working towards an elusive, teasing climax.
Her massive butt which had enthralled me during the blackmail fueled tryst of our first encounter was so considerable that my abs and lower chest were hidden from view every time I pounded into it. Melody was extraordinarily tight around my cock providing an addictive sensation as she pushed back against my inbound strokes. My hands greedily clamped down into her porous meaty hips with my fingers sinking deep into her pillowy flesh to give the troubled woman a severe plunging as she broke letting go of her cheeks. The resultant thunderous clapping of her humongous cheeks on either side of my cock had the desired effect as I came hard up her backdoor while wedging myself against her in a desperate attempt to go...deeper.
Then it was over and both of us were faced with the uncomfortable reality of what we'd done.
Suddenly we were aware of a ringing phone inside the room with us as we struggled not to look directly at one another. I noticed a white I-Phone on the floor with a partially cracked screen. The device was somewhat obscured by a pile of vending machine product. Melody stared at me with this sort of anxious expression and motioned for her phone.
"Hello honey; sorry I'm running a little late." She's snatched the phone from my outstretched fingers answering the call in a frenzy.
"Yea-Yeah I'm really sorry baby; I know you worry but I'm okay so you can put the kids to bed alright? Uhm; sure Raul I love you too." It was almost like I wasn't even there as I watched my supervisor absentmindedly rub her abused mound.
Uhm yeah; I'll pick something up on the way home-OH YOU MADE DINNER?!! That's great honey and I'll talk to you when I-yeah baby gotta go!" She hung up quickly to sit there silent for a few moments under my gaze before looking up at my face.
"So look; I really don't feel like talking about this shit right now; maybe in the morning?" Melody's makeup was a mess smeared across her circular face and her hair was all over the place. One of her small breasts was exposed hanging free from a gap in her blouse. It was partially covered by a lacy brassiere with the large puffy areola visible...the thick nipple was erect.
"We good?" She had fished her wire frame granny style glasses from between the couch cushions. I had my cock in hand stroking it just inches from her face when she turned back in my direction.
"Oh uhm; okay."
I pinched her cheek and brought her open mouth close until her thin lips touched the reddened head of my cock. She remained quiet as I jerked myself to completion filling her pie hole full of my semen. I zipped up and gathered up a handful of discarded candy flinging it at her before leaving that breakroom and the building.
...to be continued.
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It had taken almost two months to recover from the home invasion and all things considered David was doing pretty well. He had graduated from a temp job to an administrative position in the office of a local college and had secured a second part time job managing an Arby's three nights a week. Laying on the floor of his single apartment after being punched in the gut had provided a sort of clarion call to the pudgy transplant from the Midwest who'd turned things around. He was still single and a little gun shy after the incident with the Latina street tough affectionately known as "Cheekz" maintaining a rising collection of internet porn to take the edge off on lonely nights.
He sat at the table in his kitchenette taking matters into his own hands as he watched some ethnic themed porn on his laptop. An unfortunate side effect of the incident had left him with a definitive taste for Latin women. He couldn't explain it as he scrolled through an epic number of downloaded videos featuring thick or chubby ethnic looking models. David couldn't get into the plastic looking stick thin performers with bolted on tits preferring to spend hours on the net looking for just the right scene to get off on. Tonight he happened to be looking at cam footage of a particularly chubby local girl as she squatted on a rather large black dildo bouncing to her heart's content.
He finished in five minutes no less with the use of his trusty flesh light and quickly closed the laptop to abate the shame he felt for having to masturbate. Girls; women were a foreign language to him and he'd given up as of late. Still he wished he'd been able to finish up with Cheekz and the uncompleted tryst left him cold and sullen with a twist of misogyny mixed in for good measure. He had vowed never to let his guard down again limiting himself to two default friends he'd made at work. David packed up his laptop placing it on the floor of his closet else he'd be inclined to look up more J.O. Material. Porn was becoming somewhat of a habit and a few internet articles he'd read had him worried that he was becoming an addict. David had been scheduled to open the restaurant so he had to meet up with one other employee assigned to the opening shift. Her name was Maricela and they'd never met before due to conflicting shifts but he'd been told that she was something of a troublemaker.
Reportedly the franchise owner felt sorry for her because she had a small child, but she still remained habitually late and sullen. Whenever he'd heard about this Maricela it always seemed as if no one much cared for her company. There were rumors that she was doing some "favors" but nothing have ever been proven. His mind drifted off as he stared up at the cracked paint on his ceiling watching it morph into a very familiar pair of huge cinnamon tipped breasts. There was no way he would ever forget the sight of his cock wedged in-between them pumping away as he coated them with his jizz. She'd been full of milk squirting her precious moisture all over his pudgy belly while the pungent smell of her sex filled the four walls that made up his apartment. More than once he'd chided himself for failing to just shove it inside her and fuck that bitch stupid before common sense prevailed. Five minutes later, the nagging visions were responsible for soiling his sheets and underwear but he was too exhausted to care. Sleep invaded and took him easily.
David awoke to heavy rain beating on his window and found it a bit of a chore getting out of bed at four in the morning. He was running late and only had time for a Spartan go at washing before hitting the wet streets in a yellow poncho he secured from a local 99 cent store. He trudged through the ever increasing rainfall three blocks to the partially lit restaurant. He could see a car pulling off from the drive through window as he fished his keys from his pocket. He was looking forward to meeting the young troubled mother who'd been the subject of most of the workplace gossip he'd heard lately. A pot of coffee was brewing on a hot plate in the small break room as he hung up his poncho and some Spanish music was playing on the P.A. System. That was against company policy but he figured he let it slide so early in the morning.
"Oh shit; fuck me man." David opened the bathroom door intent on reliving himself when he discovered a teen sitting on the toilet obviously shocked at the intrusion. He was rail thin and wearing an oversized white t-shirt.
The kid was getting head from Maricela as David found himself staring down at the back of her bobbing head and noticing the long thick braid that extended to her mid-back. The rest of her brunette shock of hair was hidden under the company ball cap employees were required to wear on duty. She didn't seem to want to stop even though her male suitor was tapping her on the head and frantically trying to zip up.
"HEY JUST WAIT YOUR TURN MOTHERFUCKER!!" She barked in a surprisingly familiar voice.
"Cheekz?"
She slowly craned her head upward at the pudgy mark she'd played not so long ago as a look of horror encroached on her exotic features. It was the look of someone trapped like a rat, wide eyed and bushy tailed in the headlights of a patrol car more or less. Despite himself he couldn't help but briefly notice her pendulous breasts partially exposed from her unzipped work top. He had no doubt that the young punk had made good use of her jugs mashing them around his prick.
"FUCK I'M OUT OF HERE BIATCH!!" The thin teen proved to be extraordinarily nimble jumping over her and shoving me out of his way as he bolted from the back door of the restaurant.
"YOU OWE ME A NICKEL BAG CABRON!!" Maricela a.k.a Cheekz yelled after him as she stuffed an errant boob back inside her uniform top. She flashed a toothy, angry looking grimace at me appearing to size me up before she spoke.
"So you're the fucking manger eh?" She continued fumbling with her top anxiously jerking at the material trying her best to push a bare tit into its bra cup. David stared at her wide eyed and incredulous at the sudden turn of events. Even if he were to reply nothing would have come out of his mouth due to the mind blowing surprise of finding her nearer than he would have thought.
"You gonna tell Rob aint you; get your fucking revenge just because I didn't wanna fuck you bareback eh?" He slowly and reluctantly shook his head even as he popped serious wood at the sight of her rebellious cleavage peering out from a space between the zipper on the front of her shirt. Apparently she'd zipped up damaging the metal closure on the rayon material and was left with a window that put her charms on display.
"SO YOU JUST GOING TO PUT ME OUT OF WORK KNOWING THAT I HAVE A KID TO TAKE CARE OF EH' CABRON?!!" Maricela was close to exploding and it appeared that she might even attack her doughy supervisor when she noticed the trajectory of his gaze.
"THEY'RE CALLED TITTIES ASSHOLE; TAKE A FUCKING LOOK!!" She lunged at him scaring the middle aged dough boy ripping her top apart like Hulk Hogan exposing her deep sweaty looking cleavage.
"HELP YOURSELF BLANCO!!" She pulled his hands up to her breasts with a primal scream that frightened him. David's fingers automatically dipped into the cups of her cheap bra freeing her pendulous mams and revealing her huge cookie sized areola replete with thick erect nipples. The mid-western hick lost control of himself kneading and groping her breasts in a manner which would make think her boobs functioned independently of her body. He could see the milk forming on the surface of her rubbery looking nipples and gave her soft breasts a hard enough squeeze to get a quick squirt of milk to his face.
"FUCK OFF ME!!" She slapped both of his hands off of her breasts and gave him a violent shove in his undeveloped chest. His attention had been painful and she couldn't stand it any longer shoving her tits back into her work top. He could tell by the look on her face that she was truly disgusted by him and he momentarily regretted his actions.
"Cheekz, we have to talk."
"We aint got to talk about shit; I already know how it's going to go. So I guess it's your lucky FUCKING DAY ASSHOLE!!" The angry Latina had already begun drawing her workpants and pink fullback undies down her thick thighs. Her thick pungent odor was omnipresent in the small area and he was thematically taken back in time to her visit to his apartment some months ago.
"Chee-uh, Maricela right; that's your name right?" He was fumbling his words as he watched the angry Latina turn her back to him and kneel on the toilet seat facing away from him.
"Look senor fucking David; can you see my pussy?
"Well yeah but Maricela..."
"Do I have to draw you a diagram or something eh puto?" Her wide angular hips and olive colored cheeks stared back at him along with her unshaven snatch. She reached back spreading her cheeks to give him a show. Her labia lips were especially puffy and thick with her clit partially visible. He knew what she was attempting to trade for his silence was ethically wrong but he'd desired the knowledge of what she felt like for longer than he was willing to tread any further. David had routine found himself jacking off again and again to this entitled little cunt for far too long and now an opportunity was literally staring him right in the face. His hands had already unclasped his belt buckle enroute to fishing out his throbbing cock.
"You whiteboys are all the fucking same just wanting to get a piece of this cookie when you don't deserve nothing with your little ass dicks and shit! You was crying like a little bitch begging for some of this raw, top-notch panocha-FUCKER probably get me PREGNANT if I let you eh chico blanco motherfucker?!!" She was ranting mostly to herself in some strange urban ritual to prepare herself for the imminent assault on her fleeting dignity.
"OOOWWW FAAAWK; WATCH THAT SHIT MAAAAANN!!" His invading cock had entered her with the force of a battering ram accidentally hitting her urethra and sending waves of pain throughout her pelvis. David was oblivious to her complaints and insults as he pounded her wide butt sending ripples across the surface. Her motherly cunt was tighter than he would have expected going from partially dry to sopping wet in seconds.
"FAAAWWK MAAAAAAN; WHAT'RE DOING TO MY PUSSY FAGGOT?!!" The angry latina's head had bumped the smut encrusted wall of the filthy employee restroom when her supervisor pounded into her with authority. He fucked like an inexperienced teenager intent on doing his best to reach the end of her fleshy tunnel. Cheekz figured that he'd get a few pumps and blow his load in under a minute or so but the dumpy looking white boy was taking her to task with an inspired performance.
"C-CCUUUUUMMM ONNNNN ASSHOLE; FINISH ALREADY!!" She tried to shake him loose by twerking her body in the opposite direction but only succeeded in causing herself more pain when his cockhead awkwardly thumped her walls. The curvy teen twisted her hips in a powerful motion and bounced on the creaking toilet seat trying her best to force an orgasm out of David. The fact that he hadn't used a condom was the last thing on her mind as she fought off an offending hand that was squeezing her left breast through the rayon material of her top. Despite her efforts, Cheekz was leaving traces of her involuntary arousal on the surface of his reddened cock. A thick milky glaze coated his member and ran down her leg onto the cracked toilet seat.
"WHAT THE FUUUUCK-WHAT'RE YOU DOING BACK THERE?!!" Her nails dug into the top of his hand but he managed to free one of her long pendulous breasts rolling the nipple hard. Cheekz managed to snag a few of his fingers forcing them away from her boob and making him yelp in pain. He lost it when he heard a nasty, mean giggle coming from the thuggish teen and reached under her for the second tit. She punched and pinched on the second hand until it regretfully retreated. She hunched her back in a futile attempt to buck him off and quickly found her available space limited as he surged forward. The teen mom was force to plant her hands flat on the wall in order not to collide with it.
"SHIT MAN; YOU'RE FUCKING LOCO'!!" Cheekz found herself compromised at a kneeling forty-five degree angle that benefitted her partner forcing her dead weight down on his plunging shaft. The jiggly nature of her lower ass cheeks had David in complete nirvana.
"FUH-FUUUCCCKING CUM ALREADY PUTO BLANCO'!!" His hands and fingers were greedy digging into her meaty, doughy waist getting traction as he ramped up the thudding impacts to her dripping box.
"PUH-PLEEEASE BUST A NUT MAAAANN!!" Her loud protests quickly degenerated into labored gasps and grunts as he finally began to feel the beginnings of a long delayed climax. The wet smacking sounds of two uglies bumping together had filled the room along with the dewy smells of their coupling. A bolt of erotic energy shot up his spine weakening him and causing his body to drape over her back.
"Oh shit; I think I'm going to cum Cheekz." He finally slobbered into her ear with accompanying spittle as her big, expressive brown eyes went wide with panic.
"WAIT-A-MINUTE YOU CAN'T "GO INSIDE" ME; I'M NOT ON THE FUCKING PILL!!" She began fighting and twerking her hips in a mad dash to dislodge him before he could blow his load deep in her confines. For his blissfully ignorant part David managed to keep pace with the frantic teen matching every twist and turn and increasing the pleasurable sensation. In a flash of quick thinking, Cheekz drew down the zipper on her top freeing her huge breasts.
"YOU-YOU LIKE MY TITS DON'T YOU DA-DAVID!!" His hands shot up covering her breasts, squeezing and pinching with little regard for the person they were attached to as her finger sought his penis.
"OOOOOOOWWWW!!" Her grip was vice like on his shaft as she twisted and jerked him out of her snatch. His hands shot to the thick shock of curly hair on her head yanking and pulling while her elbow went into his sternum forcing a wizened labored cough from his bowels. David crashed to the floor so much dead weight as she grabbed the hem of her work pants yanking them partially up.
"YOU'RE CRAZY LOCO CABRON; TRYING TO GET ME PREGGERS-REALLY ASSHOLE?!!" He couldn't hear her over his own insane laughter and the honking of multiple cars in the restaurant's drive through. She gave him a short kick to the thigh for good measure noticing semen residue all over the head of his cock and his slacks.
"Man, you're fucking crazy; you better not have cum inside me bitch." He watched feeling a twinge of disgust as she parted her legs slipping a few fingers inside to check. David had realized a dream and he didn't particularly give a damn about the world around him. For the first time in a while he actually felt like he had won. Fate had conspired to fulfill a long held desire to stuff the little criminal that had fleeced him for money ultimately costing him his dignity in the process.
"You lit me up real good payaso; even fucked up the back of my shirt. How am I supposed to work like this?" The honking of multiple car horns increased bringing him back to reality and close to a heart attack. He checked his watch realizing that he'd been fucking her for little under an hour, more than enough rime for a caravan of cars to form in the driveway. He watched in amazement as Maricela patched herself up and ran to the drive through window. It took about an hour to get things under control before the other employees started showing up and things were back in order in short order.
There were errant comments about the lingering smell inside the breakroom and adjoining employee restroom.
Maricela a.k.a Cheekz skipped out just as the other employees were getting into the groove but not before shooting David a decidedly evil look. I found out that this court-assigned job had been a last ditch effort for her to retain custody of her kid. The desperate teen had obviously been taken advantage of being well versed in "Quid Pro Quo" and the like. He was looking over her information when one of his employees Jovan came to his office.
"Hey David, there's some guys out here asking for you." The androgynous teen was clueless as David cracked the door peering down the hallway.
His heart leapt into his throat at the sight before him...
There were at least eight gangbangers loitering at the counter and the small lobby area of the restaurant. Just outside the window he could see Cheekz talking to a very familiar face. His name was Chauncey and the last time they'd met David ended up lying on the floor of his apartment...broke.
"Sir, these guys are scaring away the customers; what are we going to do?" Jovan had been teased and rattled by some of the thugs because of his appearance and orientation. David steeled himself and grabbed the effeminate teen by the shoulders looking deep into his eyes.
"Listen to me very carefully Jovan because I have nothing but the utmost confidence in you. I want you to go back out there and give all of those thugs sixty-four ounce cups. Tell them that soft drinks are on the house."
"But sir!"
"Trust me Jovan; everybody wants something for free." The frightened teen reluctantly returned to the front counter following orders as planned while David locked his office door and phone his other employee from a house phone near the drive through window.
"What's up David; you know Jovan out here getting slapped around by these Cholos." Gabby was a thirty-four year old mother of four with no upward mobility what-so-ever and a dead pan demeanor to match her prospects. The large rotund black woman could care less what was going on around her even in the current climate.
"Gabby you are the BEST EMPLOYEE I have and the only one I trust to push that little white button under your register."
"You talking about that panic button right?"
"Absolutely Ms. Jackson." The anxiety in his voice was palpable and she picked up on it instantly.
"Well that's kind of like snitching boss and I aint no snitch. I got kids to take care of and I don't want no trouble with these fucking thugs." He panicked remembering his charging mobile plugged in behind the counter.
"You've wanted weekends off for some time and I can REALLY see that HAPPENING Ms. Jackson." His offer was on the table.
"And don't forget about that hundred you OWE ME either David." She was as sharp as a tack but it was a minor inconvenience considering the possibility of spending the rest of the week in the E.R.
"Money's in the bank."
"Better be in my purse before the cops get here white boy." Her words rankled him with their racist undertones but he persevered removing a hundred dollar bill from his wallet and stuffing it under the door.
Five minutes later the takeout joint had been cleared of the troublesome thugs while David's newly appointed assistant manager explained the situation to the L.A.P.D. The pudgy manager scored his phone from an ambitious Ms. Jackson for an additional twenty-five dollars allowing him the opportunity to get a car via 'Uber. David remembered well the lesson he'd learned when he'd been robbed in his own home months ago and called up the franchise owner to quit. There was no way he was going to put up with that bullshit day in and day out. He still retained his day job at the local community college so he was more than willing to give up a potential headache. He leaned back in the car pleased with himself that he was finally able to fuck the snot out of the little gangbanger that had brought nothing but trouble into his life.
"It was fucking worth it; every bit of it to see the look on that cunt's face." He was truly riding high as he paid the driver and half skipped up the walk to his apartment door.



"Welcome home bitch."
Cheekz was sitting on his doorstep.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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He sat alone staring at the cold blue walls of the study hall waiting for possibly the only person that could help out of his current situation. He'd been pulled from practice and suspended because his grades were slipping. The coach had given him a vicious tongue lashing chiding him for letting his teammates down because of a piece of tail. Tad Remington had watched his stock steadily slide down the high school pecking order and there was nothing he could do about it. His girlfriend had dumped him for a nerd and everything that happened afterward turned his world on its head. The popular jock chaffed at the glib manner in which Kelsey Taylor had dispensed with his "services" as she put it even going so far as to graphically describe his rival's sexual prowess. His knuckles whitened as he gripped the ends of the small wooden desk recalling the numerous times he'd tried to get revenge on the scrawny geek that head begun to plague his existence and failed miserably.
"Well I must admit that this was-unexpected." His heart sank as he looked up from his worries to find Agnes Newton standing before him.
"Fuck."
"What was that Tad; I didn't hear you?" She was holding a binder containing the makeup quiz he'd been scheduled to take in order to get back on the active roster of his football team.
"Nuh-Nothing."
"I believe I heard you utter an explicative when I entered the room; am I correct?" She placed her folder on a single desk that had been situated in front of him.
"Uhm, sorry."
"My name is Agnes Newton Tad; I've been tasked with giving you this makeup test because Mrs. Fowler had a department meeting. I'm her T.A.-Do you know what that means huh?" She spoke in an even measured tone that was all shades of condescending.
"Yeah, you're the teacher's assistant."
"WOW....you actually knew." He knew that she was being condescending and part of the entitled jock wanted to fling a desk in her direction.
"Look uh Aggie; I know that I'm toast so let's stop wasting each other's time and I'm out of here alright?" Tad Remington wasn't used to being on the bottom of the pecking order and he didn't intend to stand for it any longer.
"No, sit down." Her tone and the accompanying demand stopped him in his tracks. Tad returned to his seat silently bristling.
"It's not going to be that fucking easy Tad, but I'm going to give you an opportunity to walk out of here with a passing grade on this quiz without even taking it. So what do you have to say to that?" She seemed to be cutting a deal even when she was holding all of the winning cards.
"So what do I have to do?"
"Be honest."
Her answer was confusing and he wondered what would happen next when the bookish brunette stepped behind his seat. He was startled by the light thud of an object on his desktop and realizing he'd never taken his eyes off of her the moment she'd begun moving. There was a phone in front of his eyes.
"What's this?"
"My gift to you Tad; don't forget to be honest with me or you're done with football." His gaze was drawn to the phone and he noticed a video file on the dark screen. His fingers nervously clicked on the file activating the clip.
"WOOOOOOOWWW; look at that SHIT!! Damn girlfriend; he's SOOOO fucking HARD and he's not even awake...[Gasping Sound]-SUCK THAT FUCKING COCK biatch!!" Tiffany's voice filled the study hall along with the wet, slurping sounds of his ex-girlfriend putting on an absolute clinic servicing Dexter's meat. Both girls appeared to be having the time of their lives as Tiffany occasionally dipped into frame for a few errant licks on his rival's thick shaft.
"OOOOHHHH SHIT Tiff!! I think he's about to cum-AAAAAWWW FUCK!!" The nerd's massive cock spewed geyser-like covering Kelsey's face as she squinted hard and laughed like a jackal. In mere seconds her beautiful features were completely glazed over in a milky, translucent ooze.
"Fuck, can you believe this shit? He straight fucked me up girlfriend...Look it's still FUCKING HARD as a ROCK!! SHIT-Tiff, let's get some more of that sweet shit out of this fucking magic stick." Both girls were giggling in a childish playful manner as Kelsey could be seen viciously jerking Dexter's cock like a woman possessed. She could absentmindedly be seen licking her fingers as she worked eventually receiving a second blast as Tiffany cackled like a witch.
Agnes watched Tad's features cloud and twist into a mask of emotional pain quickly snatching her phone up before it could be smashed under the enraged jock's fist. Finding out a partner is unfaithful is hard enough but seeing it was a whole other thing altogether. He was breathing hard and she could see the wetness forming at the corner of his eyes.
"Here?" She offered the disturbed jock a napkin from her purse which he batted away with a little more aggression than was necessary. She watched him squirm in his chair not knowing which way to turn in order to mask his emotions. He eventually settled on turning his entire body towards an adjacent brick wall hunching over.
"Pretty fucked up huh Tad?" His tortured mannerisms seemed to fascinate her and the nerdy brunette inched closer seeking a glimpse of his face.
"WHATEVER!!" He blurted out in an uneven, gurgled tone.
"Come on Tad; moment of truth motherfucker." She leaned in just as a few tears streaked across his cheek. She dabbed her finger in his errant wetness and brought her finger to her mouth as if she could taste his sorrow.
"YOU'RE A BITCH AGNES!!" Her hand touched his shoulder only to be shrugged off as he stormed towards the study hall exit.
"Yeah, I know....SAY GOODBYE TO FOOTBALL TAD!!" His hand paused on the bar that would have opened the door as he considered being ejected from the team for bad grades. This short, pudgy geek had him by the balls and they both knew it. Agnes leaned against his desk with the TA Binder tucked under her arm watching as the muscular jock seemed frozen in place facing the door.
"What's wrong with you?" He mumbled barely more than a whisper as she continued studying his every move and anxious tick for some intangible prize that only she was aware of at the moment.
"I believe we made a deal predicated upon your honest response to the video that I just showed you Tad; are you backing out?" She had the large syllabus resting in her lap and opened it with a felt tip marker at the ready.
"Nuh; No..." He reluctantly replied regretting the deal he'd made in the first place.
"Moment of Truth."
He slowly turned wiping his face with the sleeve of his letterman's jacket to find her peering quizzically into his face. She had kind of a slouched posture as her head leaned to one side taking in everything. He'd barely recalled flinging her to the concrete as he sought to take Dexter's head off on the fateful afternoon that led to the recording he'd just viewed.
"It's uhm; I feel-LIKE FUCKING SHIT THE FUCK UP!! I WANT TO KILL THAT LITTLE SHIT-Fuck man!! Everything's so-It's SO FUCKED and...I don't know what's going on any more. I feel like a BIG PIECE OF SHIT!!" He found her shaking her head as she graded the test he'd never took.
"Really now Mr. Remington; I'd though you would have commanded a better range of the English language than the sorry display I've just witnessed. From what I observed, you're barely above the simplest primate Tad." She punctuated her statement by slammed the open halves of the binder loudly together.
"I-I told the truth Agnes; we had a deal." He was sweating profusely and there was a dryness in his throat that he couldn't account for.
"I've honored it and you have a passing grade for being-absolutely pathetic Mr. Remington." There was a distinct smugness in the smirk on her face.
"What did you expect?"
"Something perhaps a bit more eloquent; emotionally moving and heart felt but I guess it was simply out of range for the Piltdown Man before me." She had already begun checking messages on her phone as the jock processed the elaborate insult directed towards him.
"YEAH; WELL YOU NEED A GOOD FUCK!!" Rivulets of perspiration ran down his body and his clothing was slightly damp. The humidity in the room had apparently increased tenfold as he waited for a retort from his geeky tormentor. Instead she quietly placed the syllabus on the desktop before slowly approaching him. He tensed up expecting a slap to the face but received a shock when she cupped his package. Her touch sent jolts of energy throughout his body that had him breathing harder than he realized. He shivered a bit as his zipper was drawn down freeing his engorged cock from its humid confinement. The jock gasped and trembled as she stroked his turgid length with a feather soft touch. Agnes knew how to touch a man for maximum effect pinching the reddened mushroom head of his member and tickling the glans until he yelped. Copious amounts of precum covered her pumping fist as he neared climax.
"Agnes." He managed to speak her name but found her palm over his mouth as she slid down to her knees and took him whole in one motion. Three pumping repetitions later was all that it took to draw a powerful orgasm from him that made his legs go all rubbery. Tad could barely stand leaning back against the study hall door as she undid his belt buckle drawing open his jeans and tugging down on his boxers. She didn't stop as simply exposing his package and continued tugging his jeans until they were below his knees. Things escalated quickly as all ten of her fingers massaged him while she licked and nipped at the tiny space between his balls and his backdoor until he was rock hard with seconds.
Half of his length was buried in her throat as she leaned back on her haunches dropping her hands to her sides. Agnes managed to retain her smug expression even with half of his considerable length nearly reaching her tonsils. She remained motionless for a few seconds using only her tongue in a swabbing, swirling motion and letting her saliva mix with his precum. In short order the nerdy brunette became a sloppy mess as webs of thick saliva ran from her mouth onto her sweater creating an irresistible sensation and suction.
"FAAAWWK!!" His pelvis began uncontrollably slamming into her mouth full force as his hands cupped her rounded face. Even the slurping wet sticky sounds of their coupling served as an aphrodisiac for the sweat drenched athlete. He couldn't believe he was receiving the greatest blowjob of his life from some dorky teacher's assistant. Surprise continued as he realized that Agnes was slamming her face in tandem with his thrusts essentially fucking him back in perfect rhythm. She'd interlocked her fingers behind her back taking all he had to offer with no resistance whatsoever.
"OOOOOOHHHH SHIT; OOOOOHH FAAAWK!!" Kelsey Taylor was becoming a distant memory as his thighs tightened up with the surge of an impending climax. Tears were running down his cheeks, a few of them landing in his gaped mouth as he roughly ground his pelvis into her face. Agnes had completely relaxed her body allowing the over sexed jock to do whatever he wanted to her without a word of protest.
"I-I'M CUMMING!!" The moment the words left his lips Agnes snapped into action digging her nails into his right buttock while her other hand pinched, caressed and rolled his sack causing the muscular jock to whine and yelp in a bleating goat-like sound. He could feel a thick wad of cum surging through his penis that was nearly painful. Agnes had buried his length in her throat until her nose was buried in his pubic mound. His legs gave way and he would have collapsed if it weren't for her arms locked around his thighs as she swallowed everything he had to offer hungering for even more. She finally let him sink slowly to the floor as she cracked the study hall door and peered down the hallway finding no one there.
He watched her checking the outside corridor like she had just committed some crime before turning her attention back towards him with a single finger in her mouth. Agnes had this sort of desperate, forlorn look on her face for an instant. Tad was drenched in sweat and completely drained. He couldn't move even if he wanted to and wasn't even cognizant enough to speak at that moment. His heart began pounding harder in his chest as she knelt spreading his legs wide apart. He muttered incoherently and sobered profusely sending spittle flying everywhere as her finger delicately handled his depleted member. The jock had never experienced some one as skilled and proficient as Agnes Newton.
"AAAAARRRGHHHH!!" Her finger breached his backdoor making his thick, muscular body go stiff for an instant before another sensation overwhelmed the pain. He watched in amazement as his cock became extremely hard. She was rotating her finger on his prostate gland with a feathery touch and he could feel himself about to explode. His distressed muttering and yelping turned into gasping mewling cries for help as precum began to leak for the head of his cock. Agnes had moved into a prone position alongside him. Her tongue invaded his mouth twirling and battling with his own before she sucked on it in earnest. Tad was completely submissive at this point as she turned and straddled his body facing his feet. Her round ass covered his face completely and he could smell the sickly sweet honeysuckle smell emanating from her sex. Her mouth voraciously gobbled down his cock and one of his balls while she fondled and caressed the exposed testicle.
"AAAAAAWWWWWW MMMYYY FAAAAAWKING GAAAAWDD!!" The jock's voice was unlocked as she pressed down on his prostate as hard as she could making him shoot a liter of cum into her eager waiting mouth. He could feel her painfully sucking on his noodle-like cock making sure to clean up everything that emerged. She was playing him like an instrument and he was in her power until the nerdy girl had enough. His vision blurred and his throat was completely dry.
"Shit; what just happened?"
The stone tiled floor was cold on his naked buttocks; the neon lighting flickered a little bit. Tad Remington was on Cloud 9 and it didn't seem that he would be coming back any time soon. He watched Agnes sitting on her haunches licking the remnants of his seed from her fingers before adjusting her disheveled sweater dabbing at it with the same napkin she'd offered him earlier. She groaned loudly realizing what a lost cause it was and stood holding the syllabus pressed tightly against her chest.
"You haven't thanked me yet Tad."
"Thank you." He was looking at her in a different light going over myriad possibilities in an endless loop of syrupy, clingy emotion that made everything around him seem meaningless.
"Bet you want to know what it's like to fuck me huh Tad?" She stared down at him laying spread eagle as cold and calculating as ever.
"Yeah." She chaffed at his girlish sounding tone realizing that the jock had become infatuated with her. He was laying on the study hall floor with his junk exposed and he wouldn't have cared who walked into the room.
"Well maybe if you take me home after school, I'll let you lick me. Now if you'll excuse me, I have a class to attend asshole. " She could see his cock twitching to life at even the promise of another hook-up.
"Agnes?" She was halfway out down the hallway never to hear his clumsy lust-induced declaration.
*************************
Tiffany was a jumbled mess of emotion barely gathering herself before a class of her peers entered the locker room to change back into their street clothes. The effect of Agnes' attention lingered as she remained sopping wet soaking her underwear uncontrollably. In fact it was so bad that she required a tampon to staunch the flow of her lust. She had minute tremors and felt cold for over twenty minutes as she struggled through two classes before realizing in horror that English would be next. She'd thought of Dexter as her ultimate fuck being blown away by how completely he'd mastered her body; but this was so distinctly different that Tiffany was literally enchanted. She kept thinking of the nearly blank expression on Agnes' face as she basically molested the person intent on beating her up.
She lingered at her locker longer than usual before some of her friends approached necessitating a façade of normalcy that she could barely maintain. When questioned about her somewhat withdrawn demeanor, Tiffany lied blaming her condition on a troublesome period. She'd gone to the restroom several times during the day slave to a persistent compulsion to diddle herself that didn't seem to want to go away. She'd succumbed to her baser urges rubbing one out on each of those restroom breaks and still she squirmed on her seat. It seemed every time she thought of the nerdy girl, she would start to get wet. She just wanted to fight and humiliate the bookish, mousy looking girl but things had come undone in short order and her world was now on its head.
Tiffany managed to slide into class without making eye contact with any of her peers. The weird, cold trembling sensation lingered and got stronger minutes later when she noticed Agnes at the door taking to her boyfriend. The couple seemed to be having words with Brian Lewis appearing particularly troubled until she gave him a lingering kiss. Tiffany would have bet anything that only she noticed Agnes lightly graze his crotch with the back of her hand. She nervously jerked her head in the opposite direction when she noticed Agnes stepping inside. The teacher was five minutes into the lesson and the anxious cheerleader had this uneasy feeling in her gut. It unshakably felt as if she was being watched; it made the small hairs on her forearm stand up and her thighs quiver. She looked over her shoulder finding Agnes looking directly at her while everyone was oblivious going about their routines. She looked amused as she rested her chin on top of her fists. Tiffany's heart began pounding and her cunt contracted tightly bringing her to the cusp of another powerful orgasm. Agnes winked at her before making a V-sign with her hand and sticking her tongue provocatively through the gap between her fingers.
"SORRY MA'AM, I NEED THE BATHROOM!" Tiffany hurried out of the classroom before her teacher could even respond. Laughter followed the nervous girl out into the corridor as she half-limped to a rest room before the orgasm could take her.
*************************
I had been left kneeling with my cock in my hand as she walked away and strangely enough all I could think about was how much I wanted to fuck Agnes Newton. I nearly screamed after her before remembering myself and tucking my erect member away. I'd watched as Agnes checked out the book and exited the library with a waiting Brian Lewis. I was indignant and green with jealousy as my body continued tingling. Seconds later my pants were soiled as I involuntarily came volumes. The experience left me more than a little rattled and violated. Maybe it was ego or something more primal but I felt like running after her and pummeling her boyfriend senseless.
Agnes Newton had stood directly within range of my "power" and resisted its influence. I began to worry that perhaps its effects were starting to wear off and that course of thinking led me to rethink Tiffany's behavior this morning. But there was no accounting the strange tingling sensation I'd felt when I was in proximity to Agnes and the "new attitude" she'd been displaying since my blackout in the school parking lot a day ago. I flipped out my phone popping in my earbuds and played one of the clips almost solely for the audio. The mewling, whining verbal declarations from Brian took on a whole new meaning as an explanation formed in my mind.
"Well I'll be damned if the answer wasn't right in front of my face the whole time." I bolted off to the science lab which was empty at this time of day. I just had to know if my hypothesis about Agnes was true. She'd worked on the chemical with me in its early stages fighting and trying her best to get me to make changes to it and she'd recently revealed her knowledge of Androstenone X as it related to me. Guess she figured she'd even the playing field.



"Well fuck me stupid." The vial was missing.
...To Be Continued.
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"Could I get six of those glazed cake doughnuts?" The tired looking Korean gentleman placed the items in the bag along with the scores of other sweets I'd purchased during the early morning jaunt to work. I stared out at the wet streets being pounded by a storm that been raging since the midnight hour. I'd un-expectantly had a difficult time sleeping tossing and turning until approximately three in the morning. I'd ended up once again in a compromising position with my supervisor Melody Santos and it was all my own doing. We'd rutted like animals and afterwards I'd been left with some unintended collateral damage when I discovered that she was married. My resultant deviant behavior had been classic as I made use of her deceptive mouth to sate my imminent need and demonstrate my disgust.
Of course I'd heard rumors of a difficult marriage but had always doubted it due to the vigor with which she'd pursued me since the first day of work in the small branch. At first it seemed friendly and somewhat of a mentor-student nature. But her intent had become clear in short order as I could not seem to find anywhere in the building to look where her cartoonish countenance did not cross my gaze. She would insinuate herself into conversations with other employees and appear in the breakroom whenever I was there. I tried to work with her appearing friendly even when my flesh crawled at the numerous remarks aimed at whoever I was dating and my manhood in general. Most of my coworkers found humor in my travails as my daily existence at work turned into a nightmare. I'd made the unfortunate mistake of accepting a ride home from her on a rainy day which ended with her demanding a kiss as payment for her "good deed".
"Look it's not like that Melody; we just work together...that's all." I had been firm with Melody and I'll never forget the look on her face as her eyes followed me to my door. Life after that had become even more difficult with her piling on extra work and making snide remarks in front of other employees. She clocked my bathroom breaks waiting for me with stereo write-ups for multiple offenses. Most of my coworkers were convinced that we'd had a fling and broke up despite my protestations. That probably pissed me off more than anything else. Everybody around me believing something that wasn't true and it wore on me over time. Melody even began isolating me by bullying anybody that showed me the slightest ounce of friendship until I was considered "nuclear" by my coworkers.
"Yeah, add a couple of those citrus cake donuts to the tally." Soon I was on my way with the pink box containing breakfast for my coworkers and bait for one chubby bitch. The rain had thoroughly drenched me even through my poncho as I noticed Mrs. Santos Honda Civic near the building.
"Good Morning." She was standing by the cabinets having a cup of joe and her wardrobe was the first thing that caught my eye. A cheap looking cream colored dress struggled to cover her figure; there were tiny roses on the thin, cheap looking material. Melody had draped a fuzzy peach colored sweater over her bulky form and stared apprehensively as I sat the pink box on the table. I poured myself a cup as she mumbled another greeting and casually walked over to the cracked back door to shake out my wet poncho. I'd looked away for a moment when she'd took the opportunity to snag a pastry from the pink box.
"Hey; what are you doing?!" I barked startling her as she held the large pastry between her tiny fingers.
"What? I was just getting something to eat." She froze in place as if my words had the effect of a weapon looking doe eyed and apprehensive.
"But that one belongs to me." I sounded dead serious giving her a death glare and closing the distance between us. I was tightly pressed up against her expansive backside in moments and I'm sure she could feel my breath on her neck.
"Sorry uhm; I didn't know." Melody was all kinds of apologetic as I reached over her shoulder and snatched the treat from her hand as hard as I could. I punctuated my displeasure with her actions by spiking the cherry Danish into a nearby wastebasket. As quickly as the treat left my hand, Melody's had set upon an orange cake doughnut. I snagged her wrist forcing the donut away from her mouth and into my own taking a third of it into my mouth.
"So I can't have one of your fucking donuts?!!"
"You didn't ask."
"Can I have a donut?"
"No." Melody looked flabbergasted and more than likely shocked that I denied her even after she'd asked nicely. Her thin fingers snatched up another confectionary treat despite being denied permission and the chucky supervisor would have down the entire thing in one bite if I hadn't caught her tiny wrist in a steel hard grip.
"OOOOOWWW YOU'RE HURTING ME!" She cried in that annoying, sweet child's voice doing her best to snatch her wrist from my small grasp. Melody was definitely stronger than she looked grunting while pushing her colossal rear end into my pelvis as my other hand snaked around her body to her jiggly tummy. My cock responded to the scuffle becoming a beacon of lust that lanced the junction between her mammoth ass cheeks. Her other hand slapped and pinched the flesh on top of the fist that held her fast while my free probing fingers wedged into her thick camel toe. Melody gasped at the intrusion and comically wiggled her tabled width hips as I dug deep between her thick legs searching for her slit.
"Motherfucker!" She hissed right before I found my prize digging into her crotch roughly pushing the thin material into the minute space between her thighs. I pressed my thumb against her covered clit causing her to gasp and breathe heavily through her mouth. She lurched forward nearly taking me with her as the pasty fell to the table splattering its delicious contents across the laminated tabletop. I forced her hand up until it was level with her round face. Melody didn't protest when her jelly soiled fingers were pushed between her thin lips taking my cue and sucking them clean. I began yanking at the neckline of her cheap frock until I was able to free one of her small tits. The large, puffy areola was topped with a thick almost rectangular nipple that made her spasm even more when it was pinched.
"F-Fuh Fuck you." I could feel the heated, pungent wetness between her thighs as I attacked her nipple in tandem. Melody was bouncing her butt against my cock and I obliged her by humping in an upward motion sawing my member along her clothed crack. I'd given her a deep wedgie forcing the material into her huge ass cheeks and into the prominent cleft where her thighs met the bottom of her butt.
"You like that fat ass don't you?" She almost sounded as if she were taunting me with that irritating saccharine sweet voice that betrayed her age.
"Shut up." I grew my hand back yanking on the hem of her dress until her huge backside was exposed replete with "Hello Kitty" style granny panties that perplexed me for an instant. I didn't know they made panties that huge and inwardly chuckled at my Melody.
"You gonna fuck that ass?-OOOOOWWWWWW!!" My palm collided lightning swift with her gelatinous backside making it jiggle and ripple from the impact. Ten more vicious slaps followed the first until Melody was a whimpering mess making the table strain under her weight as she leant across it facing the pink donut box.
"Now you be a good little girl and shut up while I cum on your fucking ass." I did my best to imitate her voice leaning over her compromised body to snag a large jelly donut. She was still whimpering when I shoved the entire thing inside her mouth. It would be the sweetest gag she'd ever know as I drew her panties down far enough completing the action with my shoe until the undergarment touched the floor. The sight of that monstrous ass nude was nearly enough to send me over the edge dwarfing the large hands that pushed inward on her doughy hips. Melody Santos was fucking right about me.
Despite myself I did "LOVE" that "HUGE, MONSTER-SIZED BUTT" of hers and I'd been continually awash in self-loathing ever since she'd forced me into a motel room and sat on my face. I was conflicted beyond belief wanting more of her fertility symbol shape but not knowing how to broach the subject with her. In the back of my mind I'd always figured that Melody was driven to blackmail me into sex because she was desperately lonely. Twenty-four hours earlier I'd discovered that she was actually happily married.
"FAAAWWWK!!" I came sooner than I wanted but quickly remembered myself pulling her dress down tight across her naked bottom and jerking a nearly sustained stream of cum all over the back of her dress. Melody trembled and twitched a little while I soiled her dress but didn't utter a word. Her brown eyes followed me to the adjacent countertop as I poured myself a cup of coffee while my cock hung free from my slacks. I looked directly at her after a few moments noticing that the lower portion of her face was smeared with raspberry jam from the donut that had been shoved into her mouth. Melody Santos looked truly pathetic and I wanted to fuck her brains out for it.
"Have a donut." I slowly put my penis away zipping up slowly to make sure her eyes never left me as I knelt snatching up her panties.
"I'll take these as fair trade."
"But I have a meeting today with the territory manager; I need my panties." She was tearing a stuffed croissant apart with her finger while she complained.
"You'll think of something Mrs. Santos." I pocketed them and quickly walked out onto the floor to begin my work day.
Melody was something of a trooper and she spent the rest of the day with her sweater wrapped around her ponderous backside. I betrayed no hint of the sordid interactions between Melody and myself working through the day with minimal interaction between us. Later in the day I noticed her talking with some big money clients in her cubicle and decided to dial her up on the in-house phone. She ignored the first call but was obliged to answer after my third try.
"What is it?"
"Don't you know why I took your panties?" I watched from my teller window noticing the branch president looking on disapprovingly. Melody was not supposed to take calls while servicing high end bank clients and I knew that.
"I'm busy, we can talk about that later."
"I asked you a question Mrs. Santos." I expected her to hang up in my face but she didn't and appeared to making apologies to the millionaire sitting in front of her clutching the receiver to her chest.
"Look; we'll schedule a "meeting" for this afternoon." She was pretending like I was some huge client and I looked across the floor directly into her wyes with a knowing wink.
"I took them because I wasn't finished with you bitch; Melody you are going to be in that break room after work with that shitty looking dress up around your pudgy belly while I go to town on your dripping pussy. I'm going to bite those puffy lower lips and suck on your clit like it's my last fucking meal slut." Her round face immediately flushed red and I chuckled into the phone cupping my hand over the receiver so that my coworkers wouldn't know what I was saying.
"Uh; well okay sir-Uhm; talk after work." I'd already hung up in her face chuckling as she poured herself a cup of water from a decanter that she kept near her desk. I purposely took a late lunch waiting for her scheduled meeting to start opting to go across the street to a food truck. When I returned to work I was privy to gossip concerning a verbal dress down Melody received from the bank president. Apparently she was told to remove the sweater from around her waist and reluctantly did as she was told revealing that she was going "commando". I wished I'd been there to see the big reveal as it were and felt Melody's cold glare from across the room the minute I returned to my work station. My phone rang a couple of times but I ignored it placing the base on mute as the branch picked up business that afternoon. An hour later I noticed Melody hard at work focusing on her computer and decided to call her up again.
"You got me in fucking trouble asshole." She hissed into the phone completely serious.
"What, no hello?" She snarled and slammed the phone down catching the attention of the bank president once more. I dialed her up again watching as she glared daggers at me across the bank floor.
"So, that's a "NO" about getting your pussy licked until you cry, right?" I was having fun watching her squirm in her seat.
"Why're you so playful today anyway?"
"Because I want to lick your fat, juicy pussy for two fucking hours Melody. So, you're not down with having your clit sucked like a tiny cock huh?" I made sure to check for errant employees in the vicinity as I cupped my hand over the receiver.
"Listen asshole-." I hung up before she could respond not realizing her boss was standing within five feet. I watched Melody get a second dress down and my phone was ringing seconds later.
"It's time for my break; you're okay with that Mrs. Santos?"
"Sure."
There was no doubt in my mind that she would appear in the break room to give me a piece of her mind the minute I left the teller line so I walked out of the front door and had a drink from a juice vendor across the street. Melody didn't even try to play it off appearing behind the glass doors at the entrance to the bank peering across the street at me. I stared back with a lazy smile and raised my drink in a silent toast to my bitchy boss. I could see her tense up before she disappeared from the doors.
"You'd better stop fucking with me or else." She sounded completely flustered and agitated to the max.
"So, that's a "NO" right?" I wanted an answer from her, any answer.
"Did you hear what I said motherfucker?" She looked larger than the desk as she swelled up in anger. I'd been making her day a living hell and she appeared to be at wits end.
"Okay, sorry Mrs. Santos-I guess I should bring these back huh?" I held up her large panties in my teller window watching amused as she turned three shades of white. It was no small feat considering that she had olive colored skin.
"Please!" She begged as I lowered the panties below the window looking around amazed that no one noticed what I had done.
"Do you mind if I take a little ten minute break Mrs. Santos?"
"Knock yourself out, alright?!" I walked to the back and took a leak. On my way to the floor I noticed that some donuts and pastries still remained in the pink box I'd brought during the morning. I was munching on a lemon flavored jell donut when Melody burst in shoving me in the chest with both hands.
"WHERE ARE MY FUCKING PANTIES?!" She yelled in a shrill cry as I held a finger in front of my mouth trying to silence her before somebody found out. Melody would not be denied as she thrust her hands in my pockets finding only my erection.
"Geez boss; I think I left them in my cash drawer." Her eyes widened and her head looked as if it would explode. Tears began to streak cross her face marring her mascara as she sniffled trying and failing to control her emotions.
"Wh-Why are you doing this to me; you must really HATE me?!" Was all she could get out before she degenerated into a bawling mess. Her big body drooped as she cast her gaze down towards the floor. I would have left the breakroom but she was blocking the doorway.
"I don't hate you Melody."
"Then why were you fucking with me all day? I got in a lot of trouble because of you."
"Really?"
"Well yeah." She sniveled wiping her cheek with her sleeve and looking completely distraught. I cupped both sides of her head in my hands and suddenly buried my tongue deep in her mouth. In moments we were making out like old lovers as my hands dropped down grabbing handfuls of her mountainous butt. Melody really knew how to kiss swirling and sucking on my tongue with feral abandon until she realized that her dress was being drawn up over her bare ass.
"Hey you can't do that, the door is still open." She swatted my hands away and pushed the door closed behind her. I had reached up and got her small tits out in the open. Melody looked completely flustered and confused draping an arm across her chest. She winced as my nails dug into her right ass cheek.
"Show me your pussy."
"WHAT?!!"
"Don't make me fucking beg slut." She was sweating bullets; fidgeting while trying to make a decision as I drew my erect cock out and took it upon myself to actually hump her exposed thigh. I thumped my member on her damp thigh getting a spine tingling sensation.
"But we can't fuck right now." Melody had pulled dress hem up exposing her puffy camel toe even as she protested. I assisted her until her prominent belly was completely exposed. Her sex appeared as a clean shaven perfect inverted triangle as her pungent scent began to become noticeable.
I tapped my cock against her mound wetting it with my precum making the large woman shudder and shake from the sensation. I found her sopping wet below and this was a big help as I wedged my cock length wise along her slit up the hilt. My hands snaked around grabbing and lifting her fleshy, pliant ass cheeks.
"We can't fuck." She lustily whispered into my ear following it up with a dart of her tongue.
I was already pushing against her mound as her thick labia sandwiched my cock glazing it over with her essence. The sensation of her massive thighs and pussy lips on my dick was amazing. I reeled from the tight, heated grip of her sex and buried my tongue down her throat. She moaned into my mouth completely surrendering herself to me.
"Hold your pussy open bitch." After five minutes of severe rutting I couldn't take anymore as I backed away. Melody managed to lean against the door and spread her legs far enough apart that she could actually open her flower for me to view. The sight of her dripping wet snatch was all I need as I violently jerked several ropes of jizz right onto her cunt and lower belly. She looked on in awe picking at the sticky webs on her belly and rolling my gooey cum between her thin fingers.
"Fuck, look what you did to my little pussy." I was wiping my cock with the hem of her dress making sure to get it clean before she even realized. Melody was still dabbing at her soiled clothing as I found my way back onto the floor.
"Where have you been?" I found the bank president at the end of the corridor looking even more agitated than usual.
"Break."
"You've been gone for thirty minutes." There were suspicions on his face that I did nothing to dispel.
"Ask Mrs. Santos; I was on my break when she told me I was due for an impromptu employee evaluation." His face clouded with anger as he looked towards the break room.
"MELODY!!" I almost skipped back to my station knowing that my boss was going to get screwed one more time and not in any manner that pleased her. I removed her underwear from my cash drawer and stuffed it back into my pocket knowing it would come in handy later.
It was the end of the day and I completed counting my cash drawer when I noticed Melody looking dejected at her desk and decided to give her a call.
"I was worried; are you okay?"
"Yeah I'm good, what do you want now?" She sounded emotionally drained at the prospect of holding another conversation with me.
"Still want your panties back Mrs. Santos?"
"Is that even a question?"
"I have another one Melody; so you don't want your pussy licked?" I smirked as I watched her face palm and absentmindedly cup her right boob.
"I want to suck that chubby clit of yours Melody; I want you to fucking scream for me bitch." I watched her place the receiver on the desk and sit there for a few moments before answering my question.
"You'd better be good."
The remaining thirty minutes probably seemed to drag by for Melody as I noticed her watching me with a predator's glare more than once. I took my time counting my cash as my coworkers filed out and just like clockwork my phone started ringing.



"I'm heading back to the breakroom baby, I'll be waiting for that tongue completely wet." Her breathy tone was more than a little overwhelming and I was given the distinct impression that she would rip my clothes off the moment I walked into the breakroom.
"I'll be there in a minute; just got one more thing to take care of."
"Don't keep me waiting."
"Sure Mrs. Santos; don't forget to let me see it on your way out." She got up from her desk and slowly walked to the back. Halfway there she picked up the hem of her oft-soiled dress drawing it up level with her hips and giving me a good luck at more than half of her humongous bare ass. I marveled at the tan lines on that much ass putting a lot on anal on my bucket list for Melody Santos. She disappeared to the back to wait for another torrid tryst as I put my cash drawer inside the vault and sealed it. I walked to the window looking out at the wet streets and passing traffic. It had been raining continuously all day in varying degrees and the sound of the liquid pellets hitting the branch roof provided a lonely symphony as I walked to the back and gathered my poncho from a hall closet where I'd hidden it during my afternoon break.
I silently opened the back door and stepped out into the rain getting instantly drenched in the deluge. I wiggled into the poncho as I ran three blocks to a waiting taxi.
"Arclight Theatre please." While I was on lunch I'd read that the theatre was showing the first two Captain America movies along with some kind of sneak peek at the third movie. That was too much to pass up and considering I had a friend on the inside, everything would be gravy. I'm a sucker for those Marvel movies and I didn't have anything better to do.
**********
My phone had been ringing non-stop on my taxi ride to the theatre, so much so that I was obliged to switch it off until the movies were over. My friend Tom had suggested that I hang out with him and a few friends after the movies and since I didn't have anything better to do...
"Dude that was a total cash grab."
"Fuck are you talking about, you didn't have to pay for anything."
"Yeah so what, did you know that Phil Coulson guy was going to come out on stage and talk about how "AWESOME" the upcoming Cap movie was gonna be? I mean how come that guy didn't come out beforehand and that wasn't advertised beforehand. That fucking guy looks like Bob Newhart." I realized I was ranting and quickly silenced myself.
"Well you didn't pay for nothing." Tom was starting to get a little pissed so I paid for our dinner and all was well between us. Tom was a self-proclaimed film geek and token black by his own definition. We'd met in college striking up a friendship based on a mutual love of the movie Robocop. I had a pretty good evening but begged off some bar hopping suggested by my buddy due to an early work day looming in front of me the following day. On my cab ride home I remembered to switch my phone back on finding a wealth of missed calls and text messages from my boss Melody Santos.
"FUCKING ASS CLOWN-YOU THINK YOU'RE FUNNY FUCK FACE!! PENCIL DICK MOTHERFUCKER!!" She was using all caps in her texts and I knew she was livid at being stood up.
"GOT THESE FUCKIN-PLAYING FUCKING GAMES and SHIT!! FUCK YOU FAGGOT LIMP DICK!!" I have to admit as I scrolled through the texts, the content became sort of comical. I rifled through a few more before it got tired just as I reached my door.
I was sitting at my table going through my bills and snail mail when another text came through.
"It's really not funny how you played games all day; I'm sorry for whatever I did to make you HATE ME this fucking much. I don't know how you did it but I NEED your COCK. Whenever you need me I'll be there-I MEAN IT!" She sounded contrite and this was too good to pass up so I texted her my address along with a single word message.
"NOW."
No less than five minutes later my doorbell rung and I apprehensively stared out my peep hole to find Melody Santos standing on the other side visibly nervous. She was wearing a raincoat and I could see that her huge shock of curly hair was wet. I walked back to my kitchen and looked in my fridge for nothing in particular and snacked on a box of cheese nips. I turned on the television watching the latest sports news when there was a knock ever so slight at my front door. The knocking returned in short bursts that increased in intensity until I returned to my door and peered out to find Melody sobbing. Her childish weeping could be plainly heard through my thick oak door and I didn't particularly care to peak my neighbors curiosity.
"What do you want?" I cracked the door and stared robotically out at my boss.
"Well you said you said...NOW." Instead of answering I roughly snagged her arm drawing her into my house and stood in front of her so that her field of vision was solely on me.
I looked down at the beige men's raincoat covering her body and the flip flops on her chubby little feet. She was soaked from head to toe and felt cold to the touch. Melody was breathing hard and there was this desperate pleading look on her face.
"I know what you want." My fingers dug in the wet matted hair at her scalp as I fished out my erect cock. She instinctively sank to her knees in one smooth motion that was astonishing given her size and took me deep into her mouth. Melody Santos was exceptionally skilled at fellatio and out to make the case as one of the best blowjobs I'd ever had. She was absolutely voracious pursing her lips hard as she snaked her head back and forth while one of her hands loving cupped and kneaded my balls. She was master of the "Sloppy Top" loudly slurping and sucking on my cock as a disgusting web of saliva ran from her thin lips to the surface of her raincoat.
I pushed hard into her mouth up to the base of my cock and she did her best to accommodate me. Her eyes widened and her hastily applied makeup began to run down her chubby cheeks. Melody seemed to know when to be submissive dropping her hands to her sides while I fucked her face to my heart's content. I grabbed most of her wild mane in my fist as she yanked my slacks the rest of the way down and rubbed my cock all over her face before plunging back into her mouth mating with it like a surrogate vagina.
"Hold your fucking mouth open slut." She complied revealing her pearly whites and tongue as my cock rammed into her throat three times before I held it there as I silently came hard deep inside.
She was breathing hard through her nose which had started to run a little bit before I relented. My gaze went to her soiled raincoat where I noticed her flesh peeking out at me. I pulled her to her feet undoing the belt at her expanded waist with an animalistic intensity. Melody was wearing a baby doll chemise nightgown and nothing else. Her massive exaggerated pear shape was clearly visible through the sheer lace material. I tossed the coat angrily on my hardwood floor as she stood before me demurely.
"Shit." My mouth sought and found her willing own to make out in a torrid display of hungry lust. The chubby woman found herself held fast in my strong arms and she molded to my body. I gave her round cheeks a long lap of my tongue wetting her face and tasting her makeup. My hand cupped her small breast feeling the erect nipple pressing against my palm. It was hard to believe that the slight spaghetti straps at her meaty shoulders was holding the flimsy garment to her body. Before I even knew what I was doing my fingers had snapped one of the straps causing her breast to come into view. She gasped loudly when my tongue slowly circled her puffy areola before I sucked hard on her nipple.
Melody stood frozen in place apparently afraid to move without permission as I made a meal of her nipples alternately kissing her in admittedly sloppy fashion. I grabbed her hair licking her throat as she moaned and nearly swooned in my arms. I sank to my knees licked a straight line down her chest and over her sloping, pudgy belly to her mound. She was dripping wet and her scent assailed my nostrils violating my senses. Her thin fingers involuntarily grasped my ears when I sucked hard on the puffy flesh of her mound. I licked at her slit enjoying her salty taste before forcing her legs apart for more. I greedily dug in licking and slurping on her sex while she trembled volcanically under my touch.
"OOOOOOOWWWW FAAAWK!!" I'd discovered her engorged clit and intensely focused my actions on it sucking and nibbling with unparalleled abandon. I wedged my head between her legs as far as I could force it to get access to her clit determined to fulfill a promise teased earlier that day.
"GAWD DAMN SHAZAM!!" She cried squirting into my mouth so much that I coughed from the sexual deluge. Her arms cradled my head lovingly as she did her best to remain on her feet. I slowly stood taking her chemise with me until it cleared her head. I buried my nose in the garment taking a deep whiff of her perfumed scent. Melody stared incredulously at my actions breathing heavily unsure it seemed of what to do next.
I reached down gingerly taking her tiny hand in mine raising it above her head encouraging a pirouette until Melody was facing the wall. Her thunderous backside hindered the view of her large shapely legs. There were slight dimples of cellulite in the soft olive colored flesh before me.
"Let me see the back of your neck Melody." She reached back pulling her hair demurely over her shoulder in front of her torso. My lust got the better of me as I nipped and sucked at the nape of her neck making sure to leave my mark on her lush body. The big woman cooed and leaned back into me pushing her rear into my pelvis earning a loud resounding spank for her efforts. Melody was completely in the zone looking cautiously over her shoulder with a finger between her lips waiting for what would come next.
I nodded in the direction of my bedroom and she followed my silent direction walking slowly down the hall as the hallway lighting accentuated every nuisance of her over exaggerated rubenesque figure. This was my second time looking at my boss in the nude and her hyper-zaftig proportions were a revelation of my budding status as an emerging "Chubby Chaser". Looking at her under the light, I found myself wondering what she would look like without the big sloping belly. Melody had taken a few steps towards my bedroom stopping short probably unaware if I wanted her to go inside. The nervous BBW finally moved forward when both of my hands touched her shoulders. It was humorous watching her crawl onto my bed awkwardly due to her weight. She would have turned on her side but I stopped her preferring that she remain on her hands and knees.
She appeared ungainly in this position jiggling in all the suspected places as I crawled up behind her to get a look at my bounty. The expansive view of her posterior was amazing and wide enough to line two more people on either side without clearing the perfect curve of her hips.
"Fuck me; look at all of this." I punctuated my declaration by grabbing a good handful of her ass and marveling at how my fingers sank into the soft flesh. My other hand mimicked the action shaking and jiggling her massive rear with child-like glee. There was a slight murmur of appreciation as she relaxed into being my plaything. The images of her oppressive tyranny at our mutual place of work along with her inspired stalking contrasted with what I was experiencing at the moment. I stripped out of the rest of my clothing while she continued the slight movements that made her massive butt quiver and ripple. The bedding was a little rough on my abs and crotch as I slithered up between her legs. It didn't take much to get her to part her legs wider exposing her peach.
My thumbs pried aside her labia exposing her sex in all of its pungent glory and revealing how much she wanted my cock. Melody was soaked to the core and three of my probing fingers were covered with her sticky, slick essence. I fingered her mercilessly making sure to curve my digits upwards to tease her "G-Spot". I'd read some articles that revealed the location of this nearly mythical area and used that information successfully on at least one other occasion.
"Oh fuck; I'm going to explode." She finally allowed herself to whisper before seizing up around my fingers. My arm was locked around her massive right ass cheek selfishly while I drove four fingers in and out of her until she was sobbing uncontrollably. My hand was drenched with gooey fluid webs between my fingers. Fueled by her heated, chubby frame and her breathless encouragements, I made it a mission to drive her over the edge pressing down on her secret place until she yowled wetting my sheets in a sustained spray.
"FAAAAAWK MEEEEE OWWWWWW FAAAWK!!" Melody collapsed face down on my bed appearing dead to the world other than her labored breathing.
"Roll over, I want to look at your face slut." It took her awhile but Melody managed to roll over on her back looking completely disheveled. I stared down at her prone figure lying there nearly taking up most of the bed focusing on her clean shaven pate. Two of my fingers traced her slit causing the large woman to twitch and jerk involuntarily.
"Don't I'm really sensitive and sore down there." She was pleading and begging off with this exhausted open mouthed weakness that made me even hornier.
"No." My hands had already snagged her ankles raising them level with her small breasts before driving them as far apart as humanly possible. Melody's surprised shriek as I dove into her snatch face first was cut short by her moans as I continued attacking her weak spot. My thumbs held her flower open while I sucked and teased her clit until she began convulsing and bucking so hard that she threatened the structural integrity of my bed. She was close to exploding and attempted to grab my head several times in a mad attempt to grasp my ears. Melody was becoming so unmanageable that I was obliged finally to shove my long neglected cock deep inside her.
"OOOOOOOHHHHH B-BBBAAABY, IT HURTS SOOOOOO GOOD!" She was sopping wet seizing up around me as I slammed into her with all my might. The wet, sticky sounds of our coupling filled the room as we rutted like there was no tomorrow. Her legs hooked over my shoulders as I leaned forward giving her everything I had.
"DAAAAAADY-DADDDY FUCK ME DADDY!!" I did an inner double take as she went completely limp under me wondering why she'd begun uttering that particular encouragement. There was a story to be told and I didn't know if I would find out what it was because I was intent on fucking this big woman through my bed. I lowered one of her legs hooking my own over it and adding a new dimension to our love making that had Melody's eyes rolling up into her head.
"Y-YOU'RE MAKING ME-FAAAAWWK; YOU'RE MAKING ME LUH-LOOOOOVVE YOUR COCK!!" I'd pushed the other thick leg up into her chest squatting on the back of her thighs pounding away.
"Shut up."
"BUH-BUT I LOOOOVE IT SOOOOO MUCH!!" I didn't care how she felt; I just wanted to cum. She'd been so willing, so pliant and accommodating to my unreasonable demands despite the fact that she was married to a devoted husband. I'd never let that fact slip my mind as I played mind game after mind game throughout the day. This woman had used her authority and power to get what she wanted from me and I'd stupidly felt sorry for her at the outset of the incident. I'd misjudged Melody Santos on an epic scale because she was overweight attributing her actions to desperation.
Finding out she was actually married had thrown me for a loop tossing my own hypocritical nature back into my face. I wanted to take back some of my dignity from Melody; demonstrate how stupid she made me feel from the moment she'd blackmailed me into that motel room. Avenge the fact that I'd developed a "taste" for the "Big and Large" variety that most people ignore every day. She'd let go halfway through our torrid tryst giving me everything I demanded and asking for nothing in return. I was burning with curiosity as to the reason but that was second place in my mind as I finally began to reach my zenith.
"You ready for this shit bitch?" I managed to grunt more than feeling the effects of abusing my member with her zaftig body. I'd spent the better part of an hour going at her fueled by lust and an unfathomable rage that consumed me whenever I was too close to her. My innate hatred had done the talking this evening as I rage-fucked Melody into a strange euphoric stupor. Maybe it was the knowledge that this fat woman would let me do anything I wanted. I was long stroking her clenching honeypot letting myself almost slide out of her opening only to roughly slam into seconds later. I leaned forward making out with my embittered boss as her huge calves locked into the small of my back prodding me forward to my own form of bliss.
"Give it to me." She breathily intoned begging for the results of my efforts.
"Why are you fucking talking?"
"Sorry; I just thought..." Before she could say another word my mouth clamped over her own licking and sucking on her thin lips with abandon as Melody jiggled and shook with her another pending climax of her own.
"FUCK IT; AAAAAAAWWWW SHIT BITCH!!" I shoved her legs far apart scrambling over her sloping belly and small boobs pointing my reddened cock directly at her round face as I came. The first burst of my cum hit dead center in the middle of her face followed by several others until she was a glazed mess from the shoulders up. Melody had opened her mouth letting her long tongue hang out in a mad attempt to catch my milky chum. I betrayed no emotion as she coughed and spit up my seed. I continued jerking whatever was left into her open mouth knowing that we weren't through yet. Melody Santos made a stomach churning spectacle of herself by licking and lapping up my cum while she noisily completed her own climax with three fingers noisily buried in her snatch.
"What are you doing?"
"You know; finishing?" Melody had begun to really pick up speed visibly squirting all over my sheets. My fingers dug into the pliant flesh of her meaty hip rolling her onto her belly. She squealed in delight as my fingers entered her spasming cunt curling down to find her g-spot.
"W-WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!!"
"Helping." I began rubbing and pressing her secret area while adding two finger to her back door resulting in a loud piercing shriek that my neighbors had to have heard. Melody collapsed into a heap face down. Her heavy breathing was the only ambient sound in the bedroom as I admired my handiwork.
"Take a break."
I wearily walked down the hall to my bathroom taking some time to go through her discarded overcoat for her phone. It was nearly three in the morning and there were over sixty text messages from her cuckolded husband. I read a few noticing how they went from angry sounding to more of a pleading tone. Melody Santos was a piece of work and I envisioned her worried husband reporting her sudden disappearance to the police all the while knowing that she'd probably stepped out on him. I dialed him up while I was taking a piss.
"Hello?" I didn't say anything placing the phone receiver up on my toilet while I loudly urinated. I'm pretty sure he could hear the stream hitting the toilet.
"Melody; is that you? Why won't you say anything honey?" He sounded like the world's biggest pussy.
"Look is this about that guy you like; I-I mean I understand that you have some issues about-about how things turned out during high school." This was getting interesting...
"Melody, why won't you talk to me; you know I love you no matter what and we can get through this honey. You're with "him" aren't you?!!-SPEAK GOT DAMMIT!! SPEAK!!" Mr. Santos' voice was raw with emotion as I finished with the customary shake.



"Well...YOU'D BETTER BE HOME WHEN I GET OFF WORK TOMMOROW!!" I could hear the phone abruptly go dead as I looked at the reflection in my bathroom mirror.
"You're scum." I informed my reflection before opening the cabinet and removing a large bottle of lube left by my last overnight visitor.
I returned the phone to her coat pocket where I'd found it before returning to my bedroom to find Melody snoring loudly still face down. The lamp on my bedside table did wonders for her olive colored skin highlighting every dimple and pore on her massive backside. The lube had a pointed nozzle which I used to squeeze a thick stream of the clear gel onto my shaft. I glared down at her prone figure recalling how she'd berated me in that dirty motel room where we'd first hooked up. Remembered how she'd instructed me to oil her monstrous butt until I'd become engrossed with the sheer girth of it. I'd become enchanted with it never forgetting the feel of her cheeks and the promise of tightness within.
The sticky concoction did wonders for my cock adding a heated sensation to my actions as I ogled Melody's rear focusing on the deep tanned crack of her ass. There was no way she was leaving my apartment without taking some serious back shots. I was well aware that she like being taken anally from our second encounter in the breakroom at work. She was completely wasted not registering my actions as I climbed over her body in a prone position. The gel sheath on my member sank deep into the crack of her ass coming to rest against her brown-eye quickly awakening the sleeping giant.
"Wuh-What are you-oh, haven't you had enough?" Any protestation was cut short as I shivered from the sensation pushing into her completely. I just let myself rest in her backdoor enjoying the tightness of her confines as Melody voluntarily flexed around my length perhaps begging for more.
"GET UP!"
"HUH?!!" She looked over her shoulder at me startled that I'd disengaged from her backside.
"GET YOUR FAT ASS OVER THERE AND ASSUME THE POSITION!!" I nodded towards the wall and she did her best to quickly reach the area half falling from the bed in a loud thump.
Melody was breathing heavily as she struggled to her feet placing her palms flat against the wall and pushing her huge butt out towards me. I pointed the canister of lube at her monstrous ass squirting almost the entire contents across her great expanse. Her head hung low facing the carpet and her thick legs were wide apart as my greedy fingers dug into the soft, ample fleshy love handles at her waist. My excited cock slid deep into the darkened crevice of her rear cheeks and I enjoyed a five minute assjob fucking her crack until I coincidentally pierced her O-Ring.
"Fuck my fat, sloppy ass daddy." Melody begging doing her best to use a husky tone and failing miserably with her adolescent voice. I grabbed a handful of her muffin top while my other hand cupped the cleft between her cheek and thigh. She took all of me with little to no effort once more while my abdomen slid around as her big cheeks bounced against me. We managed to build up a decent communal rhythm as my hands slid down to her rounded hips.
"POUND MY FUCKING HOLE DAAAAADDY!!" Her hands slid down the wall as she lost it taking me to the floor with her. We ended up continuing froggy-style with me squatting over her body plunging her anally.
"FUCK ME UP; MAKE ME HURT!!" Melody was almost pleading at this point with her thick legs spread wide apart on my carpet. Her knees were reddened and skinned from the force of my weight on her back and monstrous ass.
"FUCK THAT SLOPPY ASSHOLE DAAADDY!!" Her forehead collided with my floor as she whipped her wild mane frantically about and began pounding back into me with everything she had. The wet, slapping sounds got louder as we fucked like rabid animals.
"OOOOOOHHHH FAWK YEAH; FUCK ME UNTIL I BLEED!!" Melody seemed to be losing her composure as something more than an orgasm welled up inside of her.
"I'M JUST A SELFISH WHORE; A FAAAWKING PIECE OF SHIT!!" Her voice finally began to crack and waver as she began trembling uncontrollably. It was becoming painful as she tightened up on my cock. Her ass seemed almost liquid slamming into me so hard that its shape altered slightly with each slap against my pelvis.
"I'M A CHEATING, SELFISH FAWWKING CUNT!!" After that everything deteriorated into honest crying and sniffles as she broke down. I yanked back on her curly hair with two fistfuls making her gasp and cough as I slammed into her as far as I could and hell my position.
"Mrs. Santos, I'm going to cum in your worthless asshole." I said plainly before I shot three pulsing hot streams of jizz straight up her rectum. We both groaned in unison as I pulled out in a mad dash to spray a little cum on the surface of her wide arching butt. I was disappointed at only being able to get a light depleted line across her deep crack. Melody continued to sob uncontrollably collapsing face down on my carpet. I managed enough strength to pass out on my bed fading out staring up at my ceiling fan.
**********
The continued annoying tone I'd programmed into my alarm clock finally woke me. I looked around at the collateral damage to my bedroom still able to detect Melody' scent. It took me awhile to shake the cobwebs out of my head as I walked around my apartment in a comical attempt to get ready for work. I sat on my couch and passed out a second time. I was completely trashed from fucking the shit out of Melody Santos, my boss and a married woman. I thought about her candid confession as I fucked her ass leaving the large pear shaped woman with a visible gape. It just seemed like something had dawned on her as she cheated on her husband. I'd ultimately wanted to humiliate her but somewhere along the line things had become complicated. I knew that the moment out eyes met we would most likely end up fucking the hell out of each other. After I woke up from my third exhausted nap, I called off with a flimsy sickness excuse. I needed to sort things out but spent the rest of the day rehabbing my body and getting random erections from the memories of my troubled boss.
I figured we could just work it out the following morning and resolved to talk things over with Melody that morning. It was raining again and I stopped short of the door remembering that I'd emotionally tortured her husband. Something in me just wanted him to know what a heinous slut his wife was and now I was regretting that decision as my cock twitched at the memory of his wife's nude body.
"I'll just apologize." It sounded flat and disingenuous even when I said it to myself.
I found another supervisor sitting in the break room sipping some green tea. Her name was Helen and she had come in to help supervise the branch after Melody took an extended leave. I found out that she'd hadn't returned to the bank the morning after. Word around the campfire is that she was assaulted by her husband and sent to the emergency room. I found out that the couple had come to some sort of agreement that included her transferring to another branch if they were to stay married. One of my coworkers had inadvertently revealed that she was running a small branch in the suburbs and had become a devout Evangelical Christian. There were rumors she was pregnant but my mind refused to entertain the possibilities.
I had mixed feelings about it all knowing we would never see each other again. I'd been irreparably changed by the whole affair and would be a "Chubby Chaser" for the rest of my days.
...six months later I was training a new employee named Ankine Kazarian, a blonde from Armenia. She's got at least two hundred pounds on her five foot four frame with most of it in her tits and one hell of a thick heart shaped butt.
So what if she has a little bit of a gut?
THE END?
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I looked worse than I felt but the stairs of everyone else in the diner made me feel like a leper. The Korean shop owner was nice enough to give me a large cup of ice for the bruised parts of my face.
I had got my ass whipped and it was all my fault.
Never had any problem taking responsibility for my mistakes but this one stung deep in my psyche. I realized that I had a problem that led to me going where no friend should ever go. There was no place in that bedroom for my intrusion but I just couldn't help myself. I'd been watching her for some years now and an opportunity presented itself. I was afflicted with Partialism and my fetish for a certain body part had led me here to this dingy donut shop by the nose.
I like BIG BUTTS-seriously...There is this loss of control that grips me whenever I'm within viewing distance of a woman that fits that esthetic. My mind wandered back and forth in my personal history counting all of the times that I'd paid dearly for my predilection for women who more or less fit the bill.
*****
I remember it like it was yesterday, July 12 1983... the day my troubles started. I'd been adamant about staying home and catching a few games on the television, but my mom and a her big, black belt had other ideas. So much like the familial hostage I was; forced to accompany her to my aunt's house. Aunt Fanny was working on her second divorce from a violent alcoholic who'd abused her and her two daughters. My mom was going by with a cake for their Sunday school repast and my designated job was to stand around hat in hand and I don't know...do nothing I guess. They were living on the west side of town in a duplex. I hated going over there because most of the neighborhood kids behaved like entitled snobs. There was an accredited Catholic academy in the vicinity that my cousin Yvette attended. She usually ignored me when I was around and it really didn't bother me one bit.
Yvette was poised to graduate at the top of her class and had an academic scholarship waiting. She was a very attractive caramel colored teen with naturally long sandy brown hair. She had this exaggerated pear shape that she constantly complained about. She favored the rail-thin model look but her ethnic pallet dictated red beans and rice along with other southern delights that keep her pleasantly plump. Fanny had spoiled her children rotten and as such, it was a literal chore to be around them. My mom like to say that the children talked "proper English" but we all knew they were simply snobs putting on airs. Yvette would sometimes comment on things that she felt were imperfect about me and like to bully me sometimes.
I never cared much for my cousin but my mom always instilled in me an innate responsibility to family sometimes with the aid of my late father's belt. So it became second nature to me to get involved where I was not wanted from time to time...the result being considerably disastrous due to my awkward nature and inexperience with unsheltered life.
"That girl is something else, she's acting out something fierce! She been carrying on since she broke up with that college boy!!" I was a proverbial fly on the wall as my mom and aunt talked about my cousin Yvette who was apparently in a deep depression after being dumped by her beau. He was some football player at state that was going to be one of the top picks in the NFL Draft. My cousin had been riding high figuring that she was destined for a life as a trophy wife. Alas my cousin was in for a rude awakening being dumped for a stacked blonde cheerleader.
"Hey boy; don't stand around with your nose in our business, go cheer up your cousin!" My aunt had finally noticed me standing in the door frame and I figured she wanted to talk about some personal shit without an audience.
"I don't know about that auntie; we don't really get along."
"Nonsense you're Yvette's favorite cousin!"
"Yeah right; auntie."
"GET OUT OF HERE!!" My mom had heard enough dispatching me to the long adjacent corridor that led to the bedrooms. I always found the layout of Aunt Fanny's apartment to be strange with the living room separated by a long corridor. It had a barbell shape to it with the bathrooms in the corridor. My cousin had her own bathroom because she was a hellacious diva. I cautiously approached the other side of apartment noticing her door was cracked. Yvette's room was always kept dark, well it was usually found that way when I was over and today I saw television light in her room. As I got closer I could make out a prone figure lying face down on the bed.
Yvette appeared to be in deep slumber as a rerun of "What's Happening" played on her set. I instinctively focused on the infamous "Doobie Brothers" episode which had that fat fuck actor Fred Berry dancing to their music in the aisle of a concert. After a few moments of watching a man behave like a total fucking attention whore, my gaze naturally drifted downward to my dozing cousin. I found myself looking at her in her underwear. She was wearing one of those cut off sweat shirts that girls liked to wear off one shoulder and what appeared to be an extremely small pair of fullback nylon panties. I just couldn't draw my eyes away from those sheer panties. Yvette's wide bubble butt seemed to be calling out to me in a sickening siren's song of burgeoning lust.
I took immediate notice of the contrast in skin tone of her circumstantial tan as a result of her utilitarian choice of underwear. The very deep cleft that separated the oval shaped halves of her thick, meaty backside sent tremors running to my virgin cock. I'd always been an "ASS MAN" but during this time and girls like Yvette seemed few and far between for someone as inexperienced as myself.
Oh yeah did I mention I was a virgin?
I was extremely shy around the opposite sex during this time and just plain awkward and sort of gawky. So happening upon this visual treat was a boon to me and one I intended to enjoy however slight. A good portion of her tan skin was exposed as the silky material had ridden up into her crack. I was so hard that it was painful. She shifted suddenly in the bed causing me to nervously retreat a few feet away from the door but I returned moments later when she didn't rouse. Yvette was lying a bit more spread eagle revealing more of the bounty that lie between her thick shapely legs.
She was my cousin but what was the harm in simply looking? It felt a little creepy even to me but my legs would move, wouldn't carry me away from this awesome sight. Her ass was way bigger than it looked in the pocket less Guess jeans that Yvette favored. In the past I'd noticed that she had a prominent camel toe and part of me wanted to get closer so that I could get a look at that too. My dick was so hard it felt like it would explode at any moment. I didn't realize that I was on the verge of an orgasm as my cock pulsed and throbbed uncontrollably. Before I'd even realized it, I was standing at her bedside realizing that it was lower than I'd initially thought.
Yvette was deep in slumber and I noticed a bottle of E&J toppled on the floor spilling out under her television. There was a smoldering blunt in an ashtray at her bedside table next to a half used packet of birth control pills. She didn't seem to be an especially clean tenant judging from all of the discarded clothing on her carpet. For some weird reason I sat the bottle upright as my gaze traveled around the room past her posters back to her big prone butt. It looked so much better up close taking on even more of an exaggerated heart shape that made precum dribble from the head of my cock. My heavy breathing was palpable while my anxiety manifested tenfold in the loud thumping of my heart. She was lying face down with her shock of sandy hair obscuring any detail of her head.
Yvette had definitely been partying hard most likely doing her best to forget her former beau. She'd had flamed out in dramatic fashion much to her despair and my opportunistic delight. Her barely audible breathing matched my own she shifted to one side making on tanned cheek stand out over the other. This was a once in a lifetime (At that time anyway.) opportunity and I was sweating profusely at the prospect of something. I hadn't really thought things out following my baser instincts into her bedroom. Now I found myself staring directly downward at her bounty. Yvette had a distinctly small waist that added to the impact of her wide sloping hips. The hard tan lines were probably the most striking feature besides the sheer size of her backside.
A single finger nervously poked the heated fleshy right cheek quickly recoiling before she'd noticed the contact. The sheer thrill of actually touching her sent an electric jolt straight to my manhood that made my balls tighten. It was more solid than I'd imagined and lukewarm in the instant contact was achieved. Two more fingers followed tracing the cleft where her thick met the underside of her right buttock reveling in the illicit nature of my growing curiosity. I decided to go for broke letting my palm rest on top of her bare ass cheek and marveling at how small my hand looked in comparison. It was sweaty and warm to the touch feeling soft yet firm. My hand slid around on her cheek before sliding over her prominent crack to the other neglected half of her incredible backside. Yvette suddenly mumbled something in her sleep and wriggled a bit making my heart jump into my throat.
I carefully backed out of her room walking back towards the living room hands in pocket. My mother and Aunt Fanny were none the wiser laughing and gossiping wildly as I leaned against the door frame. It was another fifteen minutes before I found myself creeping down the hall again when it became apparent that I was invisible to adults. Yvette had shifted a bit since with her face pointed towards her private bathroom. Her pretty face was contorted into a saddened mask of despair as I took in the details of her facial profile noticing the slight curved aspect to her thin nose.
She'd never been one to fully claim her African American heritage always talking up the fact that her late grandmother was of Cherokee Indian descent like it made her that much better that the rest of us. She'd always smoked as long as I'd known her feeling that it made her that more sophisticated and worldly. Yvette had always talked about becoming a model, actress and traveling the world, but her she just appeared lost. Funny how I could glean that much from just staring at her in deep slumber. Then again I'd been drawn back down that long hallway to her room at the back of the apartment ...because of Yvette's big ass. It was the one thing she hated most about her mixed heritage and she'd taken to wearing some baggy clothing taking full advantage of the "House Music" fashion that was prevalent at the time. But now I'd lucked into seeing her not-so secret shame and I was positively enchanted.
I didn't waste any time palming her ass giving it a little squeeze. It was so buoyant and firm. There was a softness at the lower bottom and cleft where her butt merged with her thighs. I managed to cup a whole cheek and give it a healthy jiggle. It almost felt as if I would have a heart attack from the pressure of being inside that room engaging in some decidedly taboo behavior. She suddenly twisted a bit under the pressure of my probing fingers sending me into retreat. I watched from the doorway until she settled down seeming to return to her deep slumber. Once she was lightly snoring, I returned to her bedside determined to get both of my hands on her ass at the same time. Those decently rounded hips and hard tan lines were calling me in a perverse siren's song. I happened to notice some shredded photos circling her bed. They were all pictures of her ex-boyfriend during happier times.
His face was cut out of all of the photos.
I could just imagine her sitting here in her underwear earlier drinking heavily and cutting up all of these pictures that reminded her of an asshole that dumped her like yesterday's garbage. It had to be especially humiliating to be dumped for a white girl, something which she aspired peripherally to be. One of the larger photos had become stuck on the front of my shell-toe Adidas and I attempted to kick it off accidentally kicking the bed and disturbing Yvette. Somehow I managed to silently bolt back towards the living room and our parents. I was surprised to find my mother and aunt at the door preparing to leave without me.
"I need to help Fanny out with something, stay here with your cousin." My mother sounded stern but I could smell alcohol on her breath. My aunt looked okay even though she was the heavy drinker in the family.
"But Mom-?" She snagged my ear before I could complete my sentence making me yelp in pain.
"STAY HERE; WE'LL BE RIGHT BACK!" She always got a little edgy when she drank and I was a little pissed when I heard my aunt's girlish giggle.
"We just gotta catch my no-good husband in the act; hang out with Yvette."
I didn't try to convince her that me and Yvette failed epically to get along. Both women were out the door and il-advisedly driving off before even registered the possibilities of being along with Fanny's unconscious daughter.
I sat in the living room on the plastic covered furniture staring at all of the family photos on the faux-fireplace. Before long my mind drifted back to multiple images of the juicy ass waiting for me in the back room. Even though I had some reservations about what I'd done, nothing could keep me away from another chance to get my hands on that big ass of Yvette's. To my delight I found her still sleeping with a surprise of her own. Somehow Yvette's constant shifting with on the bed had caused her sheer fullback panties to ride up further into the deep cleft between her buttocks. I was in heaven and my cock lurched wildly in my jeans.
A rerun of "MASH" was playing on the television and I was slightly annoyed at a comedy routine being played out on the screen between Alan Alda's Hawkeye character and some guy in a dress. I don't want to seem pessimistic, but I'd seen the original Robert Altman film finding it to be a revelation of black comedy. Yvette apparently had stirred because I noticed the bottle of E&J was lying on its side again. The obsessive compulsive side of me had to right the bottle once more and I leaned over her prone figure correcting the problem. The knuckles of my right hand brushed up against the center of her magnificent ass sending more lustful jolts to my penis. In those days a slight breeze would cause me to sport significant wood. It felt so good that I left my hand there soaking up the feeling and knowing that it was fast becoming an out of control situation.
Bent over her body like I was left my lower half adjacent to her magnificent hips and I began to get this insane idea that perhaps I could go further. My right hand was having a field day roaming all over the expanse of her big butt even dipping under the silky material of her panties. My cock felt like it could burst from my jeans at any moment. Now I had no intention of trying to fuck my unconscious cousin but if I could just touch her huge ass with my cock-everything would be gravy. I longed to press my rock hard joint into the crack of Yvette's heart shaped posterior and saw myself to a huge climax. Yeah, I'd always loved my cousin's big butt ever since one fateful afternoon at an Easter service being held by our mutual church. Fanny and her daughter had shown up in matching yellow sun dresses that complimented both of their considerable backsides.
Years and bad eating habits had robbed my aunt of her curves leaving her with a comical cylindrical body while her daughter had flourished perhaps a little too much. I recalled one Saturday afternoon where she'd nearly incited a riot by standing in front of my house in some cutoff shorts. Yvette had to be spirited away by her angry stepfather when some local thugs decided they we were "related" and attempted to crash my mom's memorial day barbecue. Yvette ended up getting humiliated when she was slapped across the face for waving at the gang bangers as the car pulled off. Three of my finger had dipped between her thighs accidentally grazing her slit a number of times before I realized what it was.
"She's wet." I mumbled under my breath not sure why as my cousin dripped all over my fingers. There was definitely some type of musty odor wafting up from her inner thighs. In short order Yvette's inner thighs became extraordinarily slippery. My fingertips inadvertently traced the opening to her sex slipping inside. Her cunt was drenched and I did my best to pull my hand free without waking her. I really wasn't interested in sleeping with her preferring only the opportunity to rub and grope her big butt. Yvette was so hot that the rest of my hand was covered in what I guessed was some type of female precum.
I'd worked my fingers out of her cunt awkwardly grazing the grooved walls inside when Yvette surprised me by clamping her thick thighs down on my hand trapping it between her legs. I looked towards her head and the television stand finding my reflection staring back from a makeshift mirror situated adjacent to her bed. I spit up a little in my mouth as I zeroed in on Yvette's reflection staring angrily at me. Angry perhaps isn't a correct description of the predator like glare that immediately validated her many claims of partial Indian heritage.
"You little shit."
She turned on her side obliging me to move towards her in order to keep my arm attached to my body. There was nothing I could say after being caught with my hand in the proverbial cookie jar. My mouth hung open and I imagined how stupid creepy I looked to my cousin. Yvette stood a head taller than me and looked much older than she actually was. Until a year or so ago, her parents had purposely dressed her like a little girl in a weak attempt to deter the droves of older guys that routinely pursued their blossoming daughter.
"Don't you say one fucking word or I'm going to trash your sorry ass." Yvette kept my hand trapped between her thighs as she looked around shaking the alcohol induced cobwebs out of her sandy hair. She robotically craned her head downward looking at my trapped arm finally releasing me. Her peach was exposed and I noted that she was shaved clean downstairs.
"You some kind of pervert; you wanna fuck your own cousin bitch?" Her speech was slightly slurred and raspy from alcohol consumption. I didn't answer her out of abject fear of what she might do to me. When we were younger she like to play rough and wrestle me most of the times that we met. She was especially rough usually trying to get me to scream before she would relent. I shuddered to think of what she might do to me now. Then there was the realization of what my mother would do when she found out about my deviant actions. Her idea of understanding was an ironing cord to the back.
"ANSWER ME!!" She yelled suddenly scaring my erection away and eliciting a slight squirt of urine to further my embarrassment.
"Uhm, yeah...OH I MEAN-uhm, NO!" I shut my eyes tightly expecting a vicious beating followed by some crude form of castration.
Yvette stood up shoving me roughly to the side to look down the hall towards the vacant living room. She kind of leaned against the door with this kind of forlorn expression before closing and locking it. Yvette surprised the hell out of me by hooking her thumbs into her panties and drawing them down her shapely legs until they rested in a corona around her manicured feet. I was treated to a full view of her wide ass and perfect peach before the selfishly curvy mulatto crawled back into her unmade bed.



"Come here." She crooked her finger beckoning me into her bed as she spread her legs wide. I put a knee onto her mattress before she stopped me with her foot.
"Aren't you going to take your pants off?" I hadn't thought about it and slowly undid my belt worrying that I might look stupid with no pants. I didn't know if I had a big enough cock for my cousin; it was at least two handfuls by my estimate. I rarely pleasured myself due to a strict upbringing in my household that reinforced how bad premarital sex and unwanted children were. Funny though whenever I looked at family albums I noticed my mom and dad wedding pictures included me as a child.
"Hurry up." Yvette sounded annoyed as she rested on her elbows. Her eyes betrayed some unregistered typed of reaction when I was nude from the waist down. I have to admit to being scared as I crawled on my hands and knees right between her legs.
"Calm down little boy!" I'd grabbed the underside of her left leg behind the knee with the intent of pushing it up towards her chest. My hand was roughly slapped away before she snagged the collar of my t-shirt in her fist. Yvette tugged at my shirt finally getting me to realize that she wanted to be eaten.
"You got a problem with this?" She was used to guys going down on her willingly and I was drawing her into new territory.
"Uhm; well I guess not." She gestured towards the puffy lips of her sex waiting.
"This your first time; isn't it?" I just shook my head silently admitting what we both knew. She face-palmed looking up at the ceiling before turning to me with a condescending smile.
"Look I'll show you the basics; but if you fuck up I'll whip your ass. I do not want to have your retarded kids so don't cum inside me under any circumstance. I don't care how good it feels-DON'T FUCKING CUM INSIDE ASSHOLE!!" I sat there on my knees nodding like some village gimp at her crude instructions. It was common knowledge in my gossip heavy family that she'd been on the pill since her first year of high school.
Yvette opened her flower with two fingers exposing how wet she still was from my shameful actions. Her clit was visible and I decided to start there timidly touching it with the tip of my tongue. She shuddered from my inexperienced touch giving me a clue to her likes. A slight line was traced on her button until she roughly palmed the back of my head shoving my face into her cunt. I went into survival mode licking and slurping in a mad attempt to please my beautiful, abrasive cousin until she finally came. I was unprepared little realizing that she would squirt directly into my mouth. She was lying flat on her back staring at the ceiling for a few minutes before she regarded me.
"You're pretty good at that; if you happen to ever get a girl outside of your family...start with the head game. It's probably your best bet." Her musky scent was all over my face and t-shirt. She wasted no time at all rolling onto her stomach giving me a view I'd been coveting all night.
It was different seeing her magnificent ass fully nude. The hard tan lines I mentioned before gave testament to the rather large full back panties she wore and provided extra incentive to my throbbing cock. Yvette grabbed one of her pillows resting her head on it as she turned towards the television. It was a little insulting realizing that she was going to watch old sitcoms as I lost my virginity. She still had her legs closed together and I took advantage of the opportunity to straddle the back of her thighs.
My cock was harder than it had ever been before and I slid it into the cleft between her huge cheeks which took on kind of an oval shape when she was in the prone position. Realizing a long held perverted dream, I let my cock rest in her ass crack like some nerdy flag of honor. I cupped the outsides of her cheeks pushing the warm, pliant flesh around my cock. Yvette's considerable ass completely engulfed my cock leaving only the head peering out at the small of her back. I began pushing my cock in and out of her rear cleavage with surgical precision. It started to get hot in Yvette's room forcing me to fold my shirt over to the back of my neck. She was breathing heavily remaining noncommittal while watching a rerun episode of the Jeffersons.
The atmosphere took on a surreal quality as I fucked her cheeks to weird polka music coming from the television. George Jefferson was dancing with Helen Willis doing some sort of embarrassing funky chicken dance while her whale of a husband watched clueless. I realized that the cadence I was fucking her cheeks with matched the music. Yvette got into it too rolling her hips up against me as I mashed down against her soft behind. I looked up at the back of her head hearing her labored breathing and soft moans.
"Come on-fuck me." She finally admitted never realizing that I was content to play with her big ass for the rest of the evening.
"Fuh-Feels good like this...Fuck." I wanted her to know that she didn't have to go all the way with me.
"It's gonna feel a whole lot better if you stick it inside."
"Yeah?"
"Trust me; you will never be the same again." Yvette bounced her hips for emphasis unintentionally causing a stream of precum to leak from my cock. The sensation proved to be too much for me as pushed her cheeks hard around my straining penis as thick milky rivulets of cum exploded all over her juicy ass and back. In a matter of seconds Yvette's wide butt was completely glazed. I knew she would be angry so I quickly jerked more cum onto her body.
"Are you serious? You are so fucking selfish; you couldn't even keep it together long enough to get the fucking pussy! You-are such a CHILD!"
She reached back gathering some of my spunk looking truly disgusted at the sight of the thick mess dripping from her fingers. My cousin demonstrated her frustration by wiping my spunk on my t-shirt before hopping out of the bed to her bathroom. I watched dumbfounded as she clicked on the light added some illumination to the darkened room checking her appearance in the mirror over her sink. She wadded up some toilet paper and began wiping her back clean of my spunk. I sat there marveling at her body looking like some dear caught in the headlights. I noticed that the cutoff sweatshirt she was wearing bore a Flash Dance logo and my cousin appeared to be a lot more deserving of that shirt than bony Jennifer Beals.
Yvette slipped the shirt casually over her shoulders tossing it on the floor of her bathroom for her mother to launder no doubt. She turned to me cupping her breasts and stared for what seemed like forever. I could have sat there all night looking at her hour glass figure. The hard tan lines motif carried over to her modest chest as well. Her nipples were thick and erect leading me to ponder what it would be like to take one in my mouth. My gaze descended down to her clean shaven pate as she rubbed it every now and then. Yvette seemed to be staring at me almost in a contemplative state before she turned to her bathtub drawing the shower curtain back. Looking around at her domain told me that she'd been on some sort of emotional bender that culminated in her drunken binge. An uncle once told me that the worst thing you could do to a very attractive woman was make her feel "ordinary". Yvette's actions seemed to be bearing this train of thought out. Running water jolted me out of my deep contemplation rewarding me with a view of my cousin's meaty backside. She was bending over her tub testing the temperature of the water.
Instinctively I closed the distance between us taking her rounded thighs in my hands. Her flesh yielded to my touch as she leaned back into my pelvis. There was this sort of intense heat that seared the head of my cock as it breached her entrance followed by this extremely pleasurable engulfing warmth on the rest of my shaft eliciting an audible gasp from me. Yvette was really tight and seemed to get tighter as I pushed inside until skin touched skin. I could see the muscles in her back flex as she did her best to accommodate me. She seemed to pulse around my cock massaging it with her insides bringing me close.
"Are you going to cum?" She sounded concerned as she steadied herself on the outer rim of the tub.
"Uhm; I might...it feels so-GOOD!" My inner thighs were pulsing almost painfully and I didn't know if I could stave off another powerful climax.
"DON'T MOVE-Just stay still; get used to me-feeling me. If you're still gonna cum, just pull out and do it on my ass." I didn't trust myself so I reluctantly withdrew resting my cock on the cleft between her cheeks.
"Just try to relax enough for the feeling to kind of go away." Yvette was actually tutoring me and it felt kind of weird because she was usually very distant. I ran a single finger along her spine making the curvy girl shiver. I settled down a little dipping back inside for more of that incredible sensation finding her dripping wet with anticipation.
"I can't wait anymore, just fuck me."
My cock was as hard as a steel bar and interlaced with a lattice of veins with precum dribbling out of the reddened head. I was so hard that it was painful and only Yvette's tight snatch could make this intense sensation go away. She cried out instinctively pushing one of her palms into my bird chest to halt further pushing on my part. I grabbed her thin wrist as my other hand dug into her fleshy thigh pulling her back further until flesh touched flesh.
"Okay?" I cautioned as her flailing hand returned to steady herself on the tub rim. My lust had reached a fever pitch and I couldn't have stopped myself even if wanted. There was this wet, squelching sound that filled the bathroom provided an audible testimony of her own need, Yvette was actually leaking her own brand of precum which ran profusely down her inner thighs to the tiled floor of her bathroom.
"Hard."
"Wh-What?"
"Do it-Harder; fuck me like you mean it."
"But that will make me cum really quick." I continued managing my strokes feeling little shards of pleasure here and there.
"You can FUCK me AGAIN; I-I just need it REALLY HARD!!" Yvette sounded really desperate at this point having reached down between her legs to diddle her clit. Her voice came in short gasps and slight mumblings increasing in volume until she was yelping like a wounded animal. I'd managed to last fucking her hard enough to make her double over placing her palms in the shallow water of the tub's bottom. The view of her luscious tanned cheeks deforming as they slammed into my pelvis was sexually intoxicating.
"I'm gonna cum." I could feel the now familiar straining in my inner thighs and my balls tightened up drastically. She was babbling some incoherent nonsense and arching her wide hips back towards me in a loud slapping motion.
"I'm serious; I'm about to cum Yvette!" My nerves were on fire and every part of me felt alive in the moment.
"JUST DO IT; CUM ALL OVER ME!!" She responded in something akin to a shrill scream. I picked up even more speed filling the small bathroom with the loud slapping sounds of two sweaty bodies coming together in brilliant unison. Yvette was matching me move for move slamming violently back into my crotch a woman possessed. Her snatch tightened up so much that I could barely move as she ensnared my palm sinking her teeth hungrily into it. I could feel her entire body vibrating and trembling uncontrollably.
"AAAAWWWW SHIT!!" I don't know how I managed to do it but I snatched my cock out of her steaming cunt with seconds to lose. Screams of pleasure erupted from us both as several thick jets of cum shot from the head of my cock glazing her big ass and turning it into a glistening mess. I could hardly believe so much semen had come from my body as I watched some of it pool on the surface of her caramel colored butt before dripping to the tiled floor. She slumped over the rim of the tub wheezing and breathing heavily.
"Are you okay?"
"Yeah give me a minute; I get these heart murmurs sometimes." I reluctantly let go of her as we both realized the phone in her bedroom was ringing off the hook.
"SHIT!!" She shoved me to the side bolting into her room leaping onto her bed and snatching up the phone while I stood there dumbfounded. My beautiful cousin was quite the vision kneeling on the bed and causing another instantaneous erection.
"They're not going to be back until late, we're supposed to order a pizza or something-their words not mine." She lit up another joint staring at the television for a few minutes before looking down at my erection.
"Come here." She smiled knowingly sitting on the edge of the bed and taking my cock in the palm of her hand stroking it. Her palm and fingers felt pillow soft and heavy as she stroked me to full hardness.
"Hey, you like this...like how it feels?"
"Yeah, feels really great." She chuckled at my evaluation pulling me onto the bed beside her and gesturing for me to recline. Yvette dropped down to her knees beside the bed spreading my legs before taking me into her mouth. I immediately humped up into her mouth uncontrollably before being pushed back down as Yvette took control licking and slurping me into euphoria. I could feel her tongue tickling and teasing my glans. She buried my length slowly until my pelvis was almost touching her nose holding it there for what seemed like an eternity before releasing me with an audible "pop" of her lips. My dick was pointing directly at the ceiling catching the light from the television with her saliva coating it.
Before I knew it she was straddling me in a squatting position handling my cock. I felt her rubbing and pushing my unit against her slit until the head finally slid inside. Her palms were flat on my chest making it hard for me to breathe under her weight. Yvette sheathed the rest of me taking care to let herself get used to my girth. I'd always thought my rather "chubby" looking penis looked freakish but she seemed to love it resting on top of me and luxuriating in the feeling.
"This is a good dick." The slivers of pleasure coursing through her body forced honesty from her thin lips.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah, now don't fucking move; I want to do all the work and it's okay if you cum. Just stay-still alright?" I don't know how I was able to keep from smiling but I was overjoyed at the prospect of blowing a load inside her tight snatch.
"Okay." I agreed sounding more like an awkward, clueless teen than I would have liked. Yvette sat on top of me arching her back and pushing her modest breasts out from her chest. Her nipples were fully erect looking the bullet tips that they were. I wanted to touch and tweak them, roll them between my fingertips. She seemed to sense my need grabbing my hands and placing them over her tits which were a perfect handful. They were very firm a little like oversized lemons topped with soft dime sized nipples that rose proudly from her breasts proclaiming her lust. My fingers hungrily squeezed and kneaded her tits with wild abandon. Yvette cupped my hands with her own goading me into groping her harder as her hips began to move back and forth in an ever increasing tempo.
My cousin was fucking me harder and harder leaning down over my chest so that I could reach back and grab that big, juicy ass of hers as much as I wanted. I don't know what she was doing but Yvette managed to put pressure just under the head of my cock and it felt glorious. She raised up on her haunches doing it a few times before slamming back down onto me.
"I don't know what you were doing, but it felt great!"
"You liked that?"
"Yeah." She repeated the motion several more times until I reached up grabbing her small waist pulling her roughly down onto my cock. I could feel the fire building in my loins egging me onward as I did my best to fuck her hard to no avail.
"You ready to cum?"
"Ye-Yeah...FAAAWK!!" My balls were killing me as they tightened up for the impending explosion. Yvette wrapped her arms around my neck and rolled us over until I was on top of her.
"FUCK ME RIGHT!!" She growled as I mimicked her actions wrapping my arms around her neck while her thick shapely legs locked into the small of my back. It was okay to cum inside so I pounded her harder that I'd ever done before making her whimper and cry. Her calves pumped with me as our lips merged. Her tongue darted into my mouth swirling around in fiery passion. The bed shook violently as we both whimpered and moaned into one another merging into a single passionate entity.
"YYYYYYVETTE!!" I screamed into her mouth as I exploded inside her clenching honeypot again and again. She matched my cadence perfectly arching her back upward as I humped into her mashing uglies like nobody's business. I'd never felt something so intimately primal and doubted I ever would again.
...then I was spent.
Helpless atop my cousin who was cooing and softly raking her nails across my back until I kissed her once more. My face was buried in her bedding hiding the tears streaking down my cheeks. I could still feel her trying to clench up around me.
"Hey, you okay?" I just nodded my head unable to speak from the weight of sheer emotion engulfing me. Everything suddenly felt "different" and I didn't know why. Couldn't put my finger on it or reason it out. Yvette tapped my side and I rolled off of her feeling the loss as we disengaged. I rolled over onto my stomach trying to hide my conflicted features from my beautiful cousin.
"Come on; let's clean up." She leaned over my back kissing the nape of my neck. It was more reassurance than anything else as I took her hand and went into the bathroom. It was strange and surreal showering with her. She still stood almost a head taller than me looking to all of the outside world like a woman older than her eighteen years. We soaped and played with each other's bodies like a new toy reveling in our blossoming rapport. I fingered her into another climax and she returned the favor jerking me off onto the shower's green tinted walls.
"Come on, put your clothes back on. You don't want your mom to find out do you?" Before I could answer there was some noise down the hall. We cracked the door realizing that someone was unlocking the front door. I frantically dressed while Yvette simply wrapped herself in a housecoat and shoved me out of her room.
She pressed something into my hand which I pocketed bolting down the hallway as our parent entered the apartment.
"Ready to go?" My mother looked weary and perhaps a little buzzed while Aunt Fanny stared at me quizzically.
"What'd you guys do while we were out?" My face flushed as red as somebody with my brown skin tone could. I scratched my nappy hair and shrugged searching for an answer unknowing giving Yvette's mother the truth.
"Talked, we just talked Aunt Fanny."
"Talked huh?" Aunt Fanny was old school with Louisiana origins. She'd grown up in a house with two sets of brothers and sisters on either side of her. Her light brown eyes narrowed as a smirk formed on her rounded face. I could see a bit of Yvette in her at this point.
"GET YOUR ASS IN THE CAR!" My mother bellowed clueless as ever to the fact that my childhood had now been stripped away. I got into the car lying down on the backseat. I looked up at the second floor apartment to find my cousin staring from her front room window. It made my heart skip and butterflies fluttered in my stomach. I pretended to be asleep on the backseat and my mother was just fine with that driving off into the night. Once we were on the road I dug into my pockets to find out what Yvette had given me.
...it was her panties. The same ones she'd been wearing when I happened across her in a time of need. We'd exchanged something in the process, her sorrow and my innocence more or less.
...to be continued.
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Summer had been particularly brutal in the days since I'd lost my virginity to Yvette and every fiber of my being yearned for another chance to fuck her again. Our mothers had some type of drama going on and weren't speaking. It wasn't the first time they had a disagreement and I figured they'd be talking before long and all would be well again. But in the meantime I was forbidden from associating with that part of the family and anybody sympathetic to them. I honestly thought the whole thing was rather silly, but it seemed to holding strong for many weeks now and I was worried that I wouldn't get a chance to even talk to my cousin let alone do anything else. Our parent's disagreement had stemmed from the very night that I'd been with Yvette and nobody was talking. I'd even tried to play peacemaker until my mom threatened me with the belt for meddling in adult business.
"GET YOUR LAZY ASS UP, IT'S ELEVEN!!" I was roused from a particularly steamy dream that recounted my tryst with Yvette blow for blow even subconsciously embellishing a few details. I was lying face down in my room facing the television and some old horror movie.
For the next thirty minutes I endured one of my mother's standard "shape up or ship out" tirades as she walked about my room casually cleaning and picking up my things. She reminded me of a barbecue / slash birthday party for another of my cousins. We didn't visit them often but I would be attending alone because my mom wanted some alone time with her boyfriend. I was all for it because watching her with someone who wasn't dad was rather excruciating to say the least.
"Now your cousin Yvette is going to be at that party and I don't even want to hear about you talking to her."
Her tone told me she meant business and I simply nodded knowing it would be futile to try to convince her otherwise. I know this doesn't seem "manly" but I have to admit that I actually had butterflies in my stomach at the prospect of seeing my sexy cousin. The last images that I had were of her wrapped in a robe shoving me out of her room lest we be discovered. That probably would've went over real well with our parents. It had taken all of forty-eight hours before I ended up using Yvette's panties on my cock. I was sure we were going to hook up again and my heart and other parts jumped at the thought of seeing that huge ass bouncing off my pelvis once or twice more.
Something intangible kept me quiet about losing my virginity and keeping that secret was driving me a little batty. I couldn't wait to get my hands on that huge butt of hers again and it was hard keeping my enthusiasm in check under the watchful eye of my mother. I buried my nose in a comic and did my best to look bored as we pulled up to my cousin's home. There were already a large number of relatives hanging out in front of the house but I was only interested in finding one person. I made polite talk with some of my elderly relatives and horse played with a few younger kids as I searched the house and crowded backyard for Yvette. I'm embarrassed to say that I'd had a "boner" from the moment my mother's car drove off.
I didn't want to look suspicious so I pulled one of the smaller kids (A cute little ten-year old named Louisa) to the side asking her if she saw Yvette.
"Oh she's down the street hanging out with some other kids; smoking cigarettes too."
Louisa was cute as a button in her long, frilly dress reminding me that she considered herself a little princess and was spoiled to death by her parents. I rewarded her with a dollar which she happily ran off with to show some of the other small children before making my escape. I didn't usually like to walk around the block where my cousin lived because there just seemed to be a proliferation of street thugs and other unsavory characters. There were many neighborhood watch signs posted around this block but everyone knew no one would rat out any gangbangers. I got more than my fair share of aggressive stares from the locals as I nervously walked the half block to my cousin's reported location.
Emotion I can barely explain welled up inside of me and those aforementioned butterflies returned as my cousin Yvette came into view on the opposite side of the street. She was facing a group of local teens and a couple of thuggish looking guys that were probably in their twenties. My eyes roamed all over her body from the dashiki shirt that tapered off at her narrow waist to the "Daisy Duke" shorts that failed miserably to contain her wide, extravagant sloping ass. My cock instantly became a steel rod in my pants as I realized that a good portion of her butt cheeks were peeking out from under the denim. Her long shapely legs caught the sunlight looking as if they had been rubbed down with baby oil. I couldn't stop the wide smile that turned into a Cheshire cat grin as I crept up behind my cousin and lightly tugged on her shirt much to the consternation of the group already assembled. There were three unsavory looking guys and two girls of varying age.
"Hey." I greeted her wide eyed and all teeth wearing my heart on my sleeve. My eyes danced over the African styled shoulder length cornrows on her head as she turned almost in slow motion to see who had been tugging at her shirt.
...and slapped me hard across the face with an open palm that was so vicious I saw a sudden flash.
Laughter from the older kids in her group filled my ears as I tightly shut my eyes stumbling awkwardly back losing my balance on the curb. I completely my utter humiliation by falling roughly into the street. I collected myself looking up at my cousin with wet eyes. She was staring back at me surrounded by her peers as one of them handed her a joint. Our eyes met for a moment and I didn't recognize the person in front of me at all. Yvette turned back around to her friends continuing her interrupted conversation without a care in the world. I realized how stupid I looked as I stumbled away with my ears still ringing from the slap. I walked past my cousin's house and kept walking for several blocks until I reached a liquor store.
The owners were Arab or something and I didn't sweat the suspicious eyes that regarded me as I walked the aisle in a zombie like trance. I found myself staring into a cooler wishing I was old enough to buy a beer when I was suddenly disturbed by loud, meaningless chatter. Another group of teens had entered the store running wildly up and down the aisles as one of the store owners followed cautiously. I have to admit to being a little pissed at these foreigners for maintaining a business in a place they obviously didn't feel safe working. I took note of the cage surrounding the front counter and considered walking out.
"Is there anything good in there?" I looked up to find a vision of beauty staring at me. She was a little bit shorted than me and all curves.
"I don't know."
"Well you were staring long enough; let me have a look." She edged past me nudging me with her elbow to open the glass door to the cooler. She was wearing this collared red and white long sleeved racing shirt that clung to her ample chest leaving just a hint of her tapered waist bare. Whoever she was, this girl was a little on the chubby side with an absolutely humongous butt barely contained in some white calve length Capri-style pants. She was just "THICK" and it was the only real way to describe this girl who appeared to be my age. I looked down getting a thrill at the generous view of her ass cleavage peering back at me from her waist line.
"See something you like?" She was smiling at me with this mischievous expression letting me know that I was busted.
"Uhm, sorry."
"You can make it up to me by buying this drink." She removed two bottled sodas from the cooler and walked me to the counter arm-in-arm. I just kind of went with the flow as one of her group, a little boy waked over and placed a candy bar on the counter.
"I uh, didn't get your name."
"Yeah, I know and if you want to find out you'll come to the museum of natural history tomorrow. I'll be waiting in the dinosaur exhibit at two."
I stared at her rounded face noticing more details in her smiling visage. She had a very slight gap in her teeth and a beauty mark on her left cheek. Her dark curly hair looked natural hanging to her shoulders. Her eyes were very narrow and almond shaped with a visible hazel color. A red hair band caught my attention as she poked me in the chest with a single finger.
"You're staring again; find out tomorrow at the museum-bye."
She turned and led the little boy in her company out of the store where the rest of her group all kids of varying ages cat called and giggled. I gathered the rest of the group were family members. Once again I was treated to a view of her expansive white washed backside. Her pants were form fitting but I didn't seem to notice any panty lines. I looked over at the shopkeeper to find that he'd placed a box of condoms on the countertop.
I opted for a pack of Starburst instead finding my way out of the store and looking in the direction of the mysterious beauty who'd taken my mind off of Yvette. A voice in my head chiding me for being stupid enough to let her get away with a free drink. She was even now probably laughing with her friends and I felt like a world class shmuck. Losing my virginity to Yvette hadn't made me any smarter and I just chalked up the brief interlude as a life lesson. My mind kept wandering back to the exciting view of the girl's extraordinarily wide butt and how there was no visible panty lines. I wanted to peel that second skin down that big ass and bury my face in her big, fat ass. I didn't run from the deviant urges opting to let my fantasy continue until I was sporting an epic tent in my pants. Something was picking at me making me want to take a chance that perhaps she wasn't lying about being at the museum tomorrow.
"Shit." I'd walked almost back down towards my cousin's home and was immediately reminded of my status as shit bird in the pecking order of things.
My cousin Yvette was leaning against a car adjacent to the house and as I got closer it became apparent that she was leaning into somebody. My gaze lowered to her big, juicy ass and the hand that was squeezing, pinching and slapping it in a blatant display of ownership. The guy was tall and thin with a muscular frame. She was making out torridly with him as if they were the only two people in the world. I hadn't noticed him in the Yvette's group earlier when I'd been assaulted. I knew I was looking at Yvette's new boyfriend. I didn't want any part of that bullshit so I crossed the street and walked around the corner completely circumventing the hot and heavy couple.
**********
I spent the night tortured by my experience with Yvette barely able to sleep. There was just something so final about her actions that sent a disturbing message. I didn't know if my bruised ego would survive and I ran the gambit of emotions from rage to utter despair. Her actions had left me raw and unnerved with a part of me screaming for some sort of retaliation because of the savage manner in which she'd rejected me. Upon arriving home I discovered a slight cut on my left cheek left by the multiple rings she'd been wearing on her fingers. As my mind wandered near frustrated madness, I found myself coming up with all manner of complicated scenarios in which I'd would exact glorious vengeance for the slight by my cousin. In the end sleep wasn't an issue with me avoiding my problems by watching an old favorite on television. I thumbed through a few magazines that were lined up against the wall of my small room and doodled before sleep took me just as the early morning sunlight filtered through the venetian blinds on my window.
I awoke a little after eleven thirty feeling as though I had a hangover and jumped into the shower. My cousin's betrayal still stung my heart and despite myself, images of her big naked butt enchanted me resulting in a raging erection. Conflicted I did everything in my power to avoid touching myself but the memories were too strong compelling me into my room for a little methadone to ease my tensions. I dug under my mattress for a men's magazine and thumbed through some of the pages looking for something to help me get off. It was no use because most of the models were rail thin with no decent tits or ass to speak of. I was extremely anal about everything even my more prurient proclivities and like it or not, Yvette had marked me for life.
I dug in the back of my closet pulling out the shoebox where her panties were kept. I'd masturbated so much with them that I scared myself into a sort of self-intervention burying them under piles of sneakers I rarely wore. My need however was great and my hands trembled a bit as I drew them out of the box. I tended to hold them in both hands stretching the silky material out to its full width to get a sense of Yvette's massive butt. My cock pulsed as I stared intently at the sheer fabric before wrapping it around my girth and jerking away like a madman. No matter what I did, there was no escape from the memory of her big, heart shaped ass bouncing on my cock. Sometimes I wondered what it would have been like if I lost my virtue to a plain looking girl who was on my social level. Would I still be here playing with myself with a different pair of panties around my junk or would I be doing something more productive?
The staggering guilt and shame set in immediately after I'd filled the sheer material full of my jizz. I sat on my bed collecting myself while my heartbeat slowed to a manageable rate. I'd cum so much that every fiber of her panties were drenched with semen. I felt like a pervert, a disgusting degenerate so pathetic that I needed a girl's panties to get off. I remembered Yvette making similar comments right before fatefully taking my virtue. I cleaned up and sat at the table staring into a large bowl of cornflakes. My mother had already gone off to work and wouldn't return until after midnight. I sat there feeling the emptiness of the house when my mind settled on the lovely creature I'd met in the convenience store a day earlier. She provided a mental distraction with her soft curvy frame and pretty face. Yet, I hadn't been able to obtain her name getting only a challenge to meet her at some museum...today. My head robotically craned upward towards the clock on the kitchen wall.
"Shit."
**********
I'd barely made it to the museum right before the two o'clock deadline imposed by the beautiful stranger. It had taken me two excruciatingly long bus rides through some really dangerous parts of town to reach my destination. I paid the fair and bolted over to the dinosaur exhibit to find it crowded. I was befuddled at what appeared to be at least six classrooms worth of children milling about noisily screaming and running everywhere. There were more than a few errant stares in my direction by melanin free bystanders which I struggled to ignore. I settled into a corner near the tyrannosaurus rex skeleton and tried to calm myself. That negative little voice in my head returned teasing me for being stupid enough to believe some girl who wouldn't even give me her name.
I found myself caught in the "Doofus Stalemate" which is when you do something really, REALLY STUPID and you continue on that path until it becomes completely, thoroughly EMBARRASSING just to get out of the fucking situation. My gaze drifted around to different couples enjoying one another's company with my familiar voyeuristic take. Right about the time Yvette began creeping into my thoughts I stuffed my hands into my pockets and exited the exhibit fuming at myself for being so stupid.
"So, you actually showed up." A wave of relief flushed over me as I turned to find my beautiful stranger and her diminutive companion from the other day. I watched as the kid stomped his foot in anger before giving her a dollar bill.
"That's more than I can say for you miss; name please."
"All in due time, I'm hungry." I found myself following her short voluptuous frame over to the food court. She looked over at me expectantly and I plunked down some cash for pizza slices and soda.
"So is this part of your evil plan to get the guys to pay for things you want?" That negative little voice returned prompting me to speak up.
"How did you know?" She responded cannily with a toothy smile while her companion giggled.
"My name is Georgie!" The kid offered his hand and we shook. I felt a little bad because my gaze never left his beautiful guardian and she seemed to revel in the attention. Georgie seemed like a nice enough kid so I took a dollar from my pocket waving it under his nose.
"You know her name Georgie?" He reached for the bill stopping at the last second to look over at his guardian.
"Sorry, she's not gonna let me tell you mister."
"Bribing a little kid; have you no shame?" She was finishing her soda with a loud slurp as I smiled back nervously. We seemed to have this flirtatious comradery going on that I was reluctant to give up just yet.
"Okay princess we'll do it your way; what's next?" For the better part of two hours we walked from exhibit to exhibit casually talking about everything under the sun while Georgie had the time of his life. She was wearing this sundress that went to just above her knees. My eyes got lost in the paisley print and her unyielding curves. She seemed to be this free spirit and something about her had me hooked.
"Well, I guess I should be getting this little guy home." She noticed the crestfallen look on my face and softly grabbed my hand. I felt a slight almost electric jolt when she touched me and wondered if it was slightly the same for her.
"You can take us."
"Uhm, sorry but I don't have a car." I was dead in the water because women this beautiful usually expected to be chauffeured around by their suitors. It was just something I believed at the time based on some preconceived notion the origin of which I couldn't tell you at the moment. This girl was very beautiful and enchanting with her long, dark locks and deep olive hued skin.
"Good; then we can spend some more time together." I was relieved and a little blown away by her relaxed demeanor. The walk from the museum complex to the bus stop wasn't some short jaunt but I never heard a word of complaint from my companions. Georgie was playing with a plastic brontosaurus I'd bought him. We sat in the bus alcove for a good thirty minutes just watching the cars speed by and the surrounding landscape. She talked about attending a catholic girl's school and her interest in traveling abroad at the end of the year. My post-graduation plans including working all summer at a restaurant down town before shuffling off to community college. I'd dreamed of moving out to the west coast to pursue opportunities in tinsel town but money was tight and I had no scholarship.
One of those extra-long accordion buses arrived filled to the brim with pedestrians and all three of us struggled to the back finding a single seat. I offered her the seat and she planted Georgie. He was out in seconds cradling the toy under his arm. It was wall to wall people and we were pressed closer and closer together as more riders entered the bus. She tapped me on the back signaling that she wanted me to stand behind her while she held onto one of the posts in the rear of the bus. This goofy feeling enveloped me as I found her pressed against me. As more people boarded the bus took on the feel of a can of sardines, I found my gaze traveling down to her pronounced backside once more.
"See something you like?"
"I think you would be the first to know princess." She flashed her pearly whites and subtly ground back into my crotch. I could feel her thick satin covered cheeks parting because of my tumescence.



"Oh; so you do LIKE me!" She emphasized her words by humping back onto me with a little more force than I was expecting. The feeling of her thick butt was heaven and my cock responded with a steady pulse.
My mysterious beauty pulled one of my arms down across her pronounced chest and covertly tickled my forearm with the tip of her tongue. I buried my compromised face in her curly hair taking in the aroma of her shampoo. The dusky beauty began tracing the letters of the alphabet on my forearm with her tongue and before I knew it our bodies were that much closer together. The fact that we were humping one another in a sea of people was sexually intoxicating. I peered around and nobody seemed the wiser. Georgie was still sound asleep adorably cradling his toy. Maybe I couldn't see her big ass directly, but I could feel the sheer volume of it and it was amazing. My hand slid down her chest to her tummy drawing her in closer. Her earlobe became trapped between my lips and I hungrily suckled it tasting a bit of her. If things kept up in this manner we'd be doing it in front of all of the riders surrounding us.
"Ex-EXCUSE ME MISS!!" Someone's arm suddenly appeared tapping my princess on the shoulder. I was immediately incensed but kept my emotions in check. There was an elderly man leaning forward on his haunches from his seat adjacent to Georgie.
"Would you like a seat?" His eyes darted back and forth between us indicating that he was privy to our actions. This embarrassed me a little and I looked away.
"Thank you so much; you're a nice old man." The insult in her glib sounding voice was not lost on me as she tugged at my arm prompting me to sit in the offered seat. She planted her big, round ass directly over my crotch never breaking eye contact with the nosy senior.
"Wow mister you are such a gentleman; I really can't thank you enough for your generosity!" As she spoke I benefitted from her rotating hips bearing down on me. I was at full mast between her cheeks and it felt heavenly. She leaned forward continuing her meaningless chatter with the old man while grinding hard against my crotch. I timidly traced a few fingers lightly across her hip making a startling revelation.
This girl wasn't wearing any panties...
Greedy fingers dug into her round hips making sure I wasn't imagining things. Her hands covered mine pulling them forward into her lap as she continued talking with my unfortunate benefactor. My cock which had been wedged into her crack slid directly against her sex with a counter clockwise roll of her hips. I was sweating bullets peering around to see if anybody was the wiser for our actions. I noticed more than a few errant stares in our direction and a group of male students were snickering. Even though we were compromised, there was no way I was going to give up this sensation.
"Young woman you should cease this shameful display immediately!" The old man had seen enough and made no pretense of his distaste.
"What are you talking about sir?" She didn't miss a beat Folding her arms over my hands and obscuring his view with her purse. I could feel the undersides of her large breasts although I was disappointed that she was wearing a bra. The elderly man mumbled some incoherent curses as he pushed through a few people towards the middle of the bus. In moments another good Samaritan had offered him a seat.
"What are you doing?" She looked over her right shoulder at me with a smirk.
"Nothing."
"Yeah right; doesn't feel like nothing." She chuckled rolling her hips for emphasis and letting her full weight mash into my pelvis. I was so horny that I would have fucked her right there on that bus if it were possible. Her narrow eyes squinted as I was scrutinized further. At this point I was fully feeling her up cupping the undersides of her breasts with authority.
"Want me to stop?" I challenged with a smile of my own. She responded by grasping my thumbs and drawing my hands into her crotch. I could feel the heat between her thick thighs as she flexed her cheeks around my length. This was almost too much for me as I began to go into the throws of an impending climax. I panicked not wanting to soil my jeans in front of so many witnesses who were actively watching our antics with vested interest. I tried to draw my hands away several times but she held fast.
"What's the matter; why are you trying to get away?" She knew full well what was about to occur.
"Ah come on princess!" I begged.
"What-you gotta problem baby boy?" She began rolling her hips in a wide arc making me squirm in my seat. Laughter filled the back of the bus as I attempted to move in either direction failing miserably.
"You aren't going anywhere until I let you!" She knew I was close quickly bending over to touch her sandaled feet. I found her huge rear end buried in my chest as she completed three huge bouncing repetitions.
"AWWWW COME ON!!" It was too late as the thick halves of her voluptuous cheeks perfectly sandwiched my tortured member in a delectable friction. My jeans became soiled in spectacular fashion as three huge bursts of cum exploded out of me. I could feel the cum pooling in my underwear initially before beginning a slow descent down my left pants leg. The only thing I could see for seconds was stars and little bursts of light as my eyes rolled up into my head. The simultaneous laughter was almost deafening as I realized all eyes were on me in the worst way. Even my curvy angel was laughing uncontrollably while her big butt continued to jiggle in my lap. I leaned forward hiding my face in the back of her sundress.
"Did "something" happen?" She yelled out eliciting more laughter from a majority of the patrons. I closed my eyes tightly and shook my head afraid to look.
"Too much for you honey; I'm sorry." She half turned and cupped the underside of my chin rewarding me with a light kiss while everyone staring applauded. Little Georgie was awakened by all of the ruckus looking around with wide, curious eyes.
"Why is everyone clapping?" He innocently asked.
"Don't worry about that; get your things because our stop is next." The kid obeyed without a word as I pondered asking if Georgie was her child. It was hard because even after spending a day together I still was unaware of what subjects were off limits and still didn't have her actual name. Luckily the t-shirt I was wearing was long enough to hide my crotch.
"What are you doing?"
"I'm going to walk you home."
I attempted to stand but she placed a hand on my chest. She gathered Georgie up in her arms with a smile and moved to the rear exit. I couldn't tell you what I was thinking at that moment. My eyes naturally shifted to her bottom noticing the deep wedgie in the material of her sun dress. It was perfectly molded to her backside affording me the briefest of glances at just how big her ass was before she reached back straightening the material.
"We'll be okay; thanks for showing us a good time. I really need to get Georgie home because its his bed time and I could get in a lot of trouble for keeping him out so late. I know you're a gentleman; it's a hunch I have that you will stay here and not try follow me." Georgie waved as he was ushered to the rear exit.
"Still not going to give me your name huh?"
"I already have."
She blew a kiss and waved clearing the door as I sat flabbergasted. It appeared that the wondrous day I'd shared with her was about to be a bust. I started to stand but attention was drawn to the obvious wet spot on my crotch. Some old lady shrieked and I noticed some older looking guys staring me down forcing me back into my seat. I looked out the window finding my unnamed angel standing hand-in-hand with Georgie waving in my direction. I waved back never taking my eyes from them as the bus pulled off. Hours later I was walking home frustrated with soiled underwear beating myself up over what I should have done instead of sitting there like some sort of clueless gimp. My mother was still out probably for the night. A found something as I fished around in my pocket looking for my door keys.
...it was a note wrapped around a little piece of hard candy.
NOTE: (xxx)-xxx-xxxx
"Don't make me wait."-Latisha XOXO
**********
Sept. 10, 1983
"Come on, watch the movie."
"I'd rather watch you...undress." She giggled as I inadvertently tickled her neck with the tip of my tongue.
"I really want to see this movie." My fingers pinched at the abundant baby fat on her waist and she squirmed under my touch. It had taken me almost a week to see Latisha again and the other times that we'd met, her young chaperone Georgie always shadowed her. I hadn't waited one moment immediately calling her less than five minutes after I'd arrived home and getting a busy signal for the following hour before I went to bed frustrated. We were talking twenty-four hours later and seemed to be hitting it off, but Latisha played dumb whenever I tried to follow up on that fateful bus ride. The promise of more to come lingered but she always danced just out of my reach.
"You can take the video tape home; come on baby...please?" I was frustrated and she appeared perpetually glib snagging my hand before it could rest on the crotch of her faded jeans.
"So you just wanted me to come over here so that you could jump me huh?" There was an underlying edge to her question that I immediately picked up. She was affectionate enough this evening but sort of distant at the same time.
"Well, I really don't know how to answer that question." I replied making it sound like a joke unwilling to rock the boat.
"Yeah, right."
Her narrow eyes returned to the screen on our floor model television. I got her to visit when I mentioned a video cassette of Close Encounters of the Third Kind. She seemed genuinely excited to see the movie and I felt sorry about my behavior. It was the first time she was visiting my house and my mother was pulling a double shift Closing the deal had been all that permeated my thoughts for hours before she showed up on my doorstep dressed to kill in a long flowery peasant blouse and some extremely tight faded jeans. My gaze lingered on her pretty feet noticing a toe ring catching the light of the television.
Latisha's profile told the tale of her looks with her honey-dipped olive skin and slanted eyes enhanced by heavy eyeliner. There was a subtle roundness to her face framed by her shoulder length brunette locks and bangs. Admittedly it was hard for me to even believe this attractive woman was sitting in my living room. She noticed me looking and flashed her pearly whites.
"Are you just gonna stare at me all night long?"
"Yeah." I answered stupidly without thinking clapping my hand over my mouth a bit too late.
"You're cute." She snatched up the remote pausing the movie and turned towards me. My heart instantly started thumping hard in my chest as she leaned in cupping my chin. It was our first kiss after so much build up and longing particularly on my part. It was a simple peck on the lips but just touching her sent a powerful jolt coursing through me. One of my hands instinctively shot up cupping the underside of her breast. It was heavy to the touch, soft and firm with just the right amount of bounce. Latisha's eyes rested on the probing actions of my fingers. Her nipple became erect against my palm and I focused my attention on it pinching and rolling it with a child's curiosity.
I shifted over to her other breast repeating my actions under her silent gaze. I didn't know what to make of the wistful expression on face. The beauty had one hell of a poker face often confusing me in matters of etiquette and conversation. Latisha seemed to delight in the fact that I was often wrong about her motivations, but I'd decided to just let things kind of flow and she what transpired. My hand massaged and rolled her large breast dancing around the top of her off the shoulder garment.
"Took you long enough." She replied as one of my fingers dipped into her deep cleavage reveling in humidity and moisture found there. The rest of my hand followed at an uncomfortable angle finding dancing across the lacy material covering her bosom. I shifted onto my knees facing the back of the love seat in order to get a better handle on things.
"You're weird."
"What; why are you saying that?"
"I'm just watching and noticing how you always seem to find the most awkward way of doing things. Why don't you just get down here between my legs?" Again I felt like a jackass as Latisha motioned for me to get down on the carpet.
"Sorry." She face-palmed with a silly smile before gesturing towards her chest with her eyes. We both watched my hands draw her peasant's blouse down until her large breasts popped into view. Her deep cleavage presented itself as a single line down the center of her chest. Latisha was wearing a white strapless brassiere that had me wondering how it kept her large boobs covered considering their sheer size. The honey colored beauty deftly slipped the cups down without me realizing it revealing herself to me with a self-aware half smile.
"Shit, I mean fuck, uhm-WOW!!" She looked away chuckling into her hand. Her impressive cleavage emerged from her torso in spectacular mind-blowing fashion appearing better than all of the wet dreams that taunted me in the prelude to this historic moment in my youth. Her sloping torpedoes pointed down and outward capped with medium sized areolas. Her nipples were erect and perfect little nubs surrounded by a smattering of slight bumps.
She looked on approvingly as I reveled in their spongy nature lightly pinching the nipples before taking them into my mouth. I could taste the sweet scent of her perfume mixed with the light saltiness of her sweat. Latisha Cupped the back of my head lovingly as I nursed on her tits opening her legs to accommodate my other probing hand. She pressed both of her breasts together so that I could suck hard on both of her nipples.
"That feels so good; I like the way you touch me." I was stroking the crotch of her jeans pressing against the area where I thought her slit might be as she arched up against palm.
I varied my movements becoming fascinated by her facial reactions and the jiggle of her meaty breasts. She was breathing heavy and I could see the sweat beading up on her forehead. I pushed four of my fingers directly into her jean covered slit making her cry out and scoot to the edge of the couch cushion.
"COME HERE!!" She yanked on my t-shirt pulling me between her thick, curvy legs. I tried to tug my zipper down but Latisha locked her powerful calves into the small of my back. I found myself wedged against her sex with my pants half opened.
"Fuck-Come on baby-DO IT!!" She huskily demanded apparently wanting me to dry hump her luscious body. She had me trapped and there really wasn't much I could do but go with the flow so I pushed hard against her sex. She responded lustily matching my cadence with her own frenzied movements. I reached down grabbing at her rounded hips searching for top of her pants and sinking my fingers inside for a luxurious feel of her pillow soft flesh. Latisha responded by increasing the undulations of her hips.
"Wait; what are you doing?!!" I'd managed to snap the clasp on her jeans and pull the opposing sides apart only to have my hand roughly grabbed.
"I-I was trying to get these off."
"We're just fooling around; not FUCKING alright?!!" She sat up on her elbows visibly agitated.
"I'm sorry, I just thought-."
"Look I think things are getting a little out of control; maybe I should go home." She pushed against my chest sitting up and putting away her breasts. I mumbled more apologies worried that she wouldn't see me again.
"I'll take you home if that's what you want, but I'm really sorry about what happened." She had reached into her purse and was combing her dark locks barely acknowledging my existence.
"No, I'll call a cab." I was beating myself up for misreading her intentions when I should have just gone with the flow. Silence fell over the darkened living room and I sat looking at the paused movie with dead eyes. Latisha was touching up her makeup facing the opposite direction. There was nothing else for me to do but switch the movie back on.
She was gone before the film ended...I wish I could say that I didn't jerk off that night but that would be lying.
**********
Sept. 24, 1983
I was still beside myself with grief at the fact that my relationship with Latisha had ended so abruptly. She taken my phone calls twice and we'd spoke about everything but that night. Things had kind of fallen into a lull between us and before I knew it we hadn't interacted in weeks. Ironically I found myself back at my cousin's house where the whole thing had begun more or less. His mother had taken ill and we (My mother and I) were conducting a house call. My cousin was on vacation with his father in the south so I found myself stuck amongst adults once more. More relatives started to show up at the house turning the affair into an impromptu get together. I was happy when one of my uncles sent to the liquor store for some soda and a little alcohol if I could wing it.
I'd copped booze for my friends before and didn't feel it would be a problem so I picked up a bottle of Canadian Mist and some J&B for good measure. My uncle Jerry had given my permission to get a snack so I grabbed a huge bag of nacho cheese flavored Cheetos. The temporary brand was all the rage during that time and I was smitten with the tangy flavor. It was very hot that day and there was a bit of a line at the counter. One of the middle eastern storekeepers sat off to the side on this kind of high chair that gave him a view over the four aisles that made up the store's interior. It was offensive and insulting but I had my walking orders from the expectant adults back at the house.
"You always play games to get free stuff?"
"Only when its somebody that I like; you have a problem paying for a can of pop?"
"Of course not baby, you know how I roll." The exchange sounded familiar and I looked finding my view obscured by other patrons. There was a couple three people in front of me and I leaned to the side finding an unintended karmic shock as Georgie ran up some pretty boy with a shoulder length jerry-curl with a large bag of candy.
"You can't have all that candy." A familiar voice scolded making my stomach drop. I leaned over to the other side gaze downward as a queasy feeling overcame me. The guy had way more than a handful of Latisha's big, round bottom. He didn't seem to have any qualms about feeling her up in public and I felt like a world class shmuck. My heart thumped uncontrollably in my chest as I inadvertently compared myself to the other guy with failing results.
"It's cool, I got you little man." He took the bag from the kid and placed on the counter. I watched the happy couple share a light peck on the lips while Georgie rummaged through the bottom shelf looking for something else to beg for. I'd already started rationalizing the time I'd spent with Latisha guessing that I was little more than an amusement for the attractive sister. My eyes traveled back down to the hand that continually groped and slapped her big, fat ass letting the spectre of bitterness overtake me. Not gonna lie, I felt like planting my foot squarely in that guy's ass. I was mad that I wasn't good enough for this girl who'd invaded my life on a day when I'd been pining for the girl that took my virginity.
"Cut it out." She finally reached back gingerly grabbing his wrist and pulling his hand away.
Georgie ran up to the counter placing a rubber batman doll on the counter. Pretty boy pulled a thick wad of cash from his pocket without pause never taking his eyes off of Latisha. I was livid as the little group walked towards the door with her never realizing how close I'd been.



"BYE MISTER!!" I was jolted out of my internal misery when Georgie noticed my presence and waved happily. There was no way I could be mad at the kid so I meekly waved back at the innocent. I found Latisha staring pointedly at me with a look of severe anxiety reading across her face. My face contorted uncontrollably and silently communicating my opinion of her a person. She winced and turned away bolting from the store with Georgie in hand as her handsome companion called after her. He left his items on the counter pursuing the beauty.
"You should have taken the condoms." The storekeeper recognized me and I resisted the urge to plant my fist in his face.
I walked out into the blinding sun with my heart still thumping hard in my chest and a little wetness around my eyes. I heard some type of commotion as I walked across the street looking back to find Latisha on the adjacent street. She was sitting on the sidewalk in an upright fetal position sobbing uncontrollably as Georgie tried to comfort her with a hug. The guy stood watching the entire affair understandably befuddled. I returned to my cousin's home managing to snag a beer which I chugged in the alley.
**********
Sept. 27, 1983
My days seemed to drag on as I found myself lying in bed playing my Atari 2600 using it to work on relationship withdrawal. That last image of Latisha sitting in the street was working on my mind as I tried to make sense of it all. I could still see her wet face and open mouth as her little companion Georgie tried to make sense of the situation. I figured she'd been upset at being "caught" by me but that didn't add up considering we didn't have a formal relationship. Every time I thought about the other guy feeling her up in public, I felt a rage well up inside. The way he was groping her big butt made me want to seriously fuck him up. I guess I was just sore because of what happened between Latisha and I. She acted like I'd tried to assault her or something and that shit chaffed my sensibilities. I kept telling myself that she was playing me all along and that she was ultimately some kind of tease.
Halfway through my umpteenth game of Berzerk, someone began knocking incessantly on my door. At first I thought it was a Jehovah Witness or some type of door-to-door salesman but the frenzied manner had me convinced otherwise. My neighborhood wasn't exactly crime free so I erred on the side of caution peeking out from behind the living room curtains. Latisha was standing on my stoop knocking frantically on my door. I couldn't believe my eyes and I froze in place as she tried the doorknob a few times. Luckily my mother wasn't home or she would probably be eating a knuckle sandwich. The thick, curvy girl was wearing a light blue Adidas track windbreaker with some matching gym shorts. From the side view I could see that she was practically spilling out of her bottoms. I'm not ashamed to say that my cock did the thinking for me as I sidled up to the front door peep hole.
The view through the peep hole was even more enticing as I was treated to a direct view of my crush. I hadn't initially noticed the light blue headband she was wearing because my eyes were trained on her burgeoning cleavage. Latisha looked pensive and pushed the doorbell a number of times before beating on the door with her fist yelling my name.
"WHAT DO YOU WANT?!!"
"I-I want to talk to you; could you let me inside?" She pleaded trying the doorknob and yanking on it like she intended to rip my screen door off the hinges.
"WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?!!" I was worried because it was about ten in the morning and some of my neighbors were the "nosey type" that would report back to my mother the minute they saw her.
"I just REALLY need to talk to you, please let me come inside." She tried to get a glimpse of me through my own peep hole.
"I don't think we have anything to talk about Latisha; where's your fucking boyfriend?"
"He's not my boyfriend, come on just open the door." She shook the doorknob harder than before going into a frenzy as tears began to roll down her cheeks.
"PLEEEEASE!!" Her sobbing was loud enough where I noticed one of my neighbors looking out of the window. Latisha's strange frenetic behavior had given me pause reminding me of that moment when I'd witness her loose it around the liquor store. In seconds she was crying loudly caring little that anyone was watching or that she was becoming a public nuisance.
"Hold on, I'm opening the door." She managed to fiddle with the door knob a few more times before I got the doors open. The thick girl rushed into my living room wrapping her arms around me in a deep hug sobbing uncontrollably. I cupped her cheeks trying to calm her down and she responded with a forced kiss shoving her tongue into my mouth. Her behavior was alarming enough that I pushed away from her wiping my mouth with my forearm.
"I don't want you to hate me; please don't hate me." She was still crying and trembling quickly dropping to her knees taking my pajama bottoms with her. The disturbed girl took my entire length in one motion pursing her juicy lips and chubby cheeks hard around my member. Latisha began blowing me with purpose making any concerns I had about her behavior fly right out the window.
"You like this don't you?" There was an urgency in her words that matched the sloppy blowjob I was currently enjoying. She encircled the base of my cock with one hand and cupped my balls with the other. Copious amounts of saliva dribbled down her chin ending up on my carpet as she scooted forward on her knees taking me all the way to the base. This girl knew what she was doing jerking and sucking on me so hard that I almost couldn't remember why I was mad at her. My eyes were shut tight as the sensations swept through my body. The wet slurping sounds that filled the quiet living room added immeasurably to the experience. Latisha even licked and slurped on my balls continually working her hands on me until my thighs tightened up.
"Oh shit watch out; I'm gonna cum." I experienced a sliver of Deja Vu from losing my virginity to my cousin Yvette.
"Yeah?" Her hand became a glistening blur on my poor abused cock as she looked back and forth from my cock to deep in my eyes.
"Yuh-Yeaaaah." I moaned twitching and jerking uncontrollably in her grasp.
"You gonna bust a nut?" She was using both hands on my jerking my cock with an upward motion towards her big chest. This wet, sticky, soapy sound filled the living room. We still hadn't even moved from the area by the front door.
"Yeah baby, I'm gonna fucking blow." My balls tightened up and my stomach clenched in the throes of an impending climax.
"Right now?" She asked switching to one tight fist grasp on my shaft. I humped against her hand fucking it with purpose while she pumped and twisted my cock with this sort of screwing motion.
"YES, BABY YEEEEEASSSSSSS!!" Latisha quickly took my cock deep not missing a single drop as I blew what felt like an epic load of cum down her throat. I could feel tears curtain jerking at the corner of my eyes as I grabbed her head shamelessly with both hands. There was no resistance as I humped her face with chills and tremors rocking my body.
She leaned back squatting on the back of her calves rubbing my thighs with the sticky palms of her hands.
"You like that?" She asked breathlessly as I vigorously nodded my approval.
Latisha leaned forward licking my inner thighs and rolled my balls between her fingers until a drop of cum appeared on the head of my cock. She massaged my sticky shaft as she slurped up the goo on my purplish cockhead. Latisha led me over to my living room couch helping me sit never letting go of my cock planting herself squarely between my knees.
"Do you still hate me?" Her narrow eyes were darting back and forth waiting for my answer. The zipper on her windbreaker had descended a little revealing her deep, creamy chocolate cleavage. She followed my gaze to her bountiful chest drawing the zipper the rest of the way. Her large breasts pushed the water resistant material aside displaying the single line that made up her cleavage. She looked down into her own breasts slowly pulling the opposing halves of the jacket apart.
... Latisha wasn't wearing anything under her windbreaker.
Her melons sat high up on her chest topped with thick erect nipples. My erection returned with a vengeance as she playfully tossed her top aside cupping her breasts. She squeezed and groped her tits never taking her eyes off of me until I pushed her breasts together with trembling hands. Latisha's narrow eyes rolled up into her head as I thumbed her nipples.
"Wanna see a trick?" Her right fist was stroking me painfully slow while her other traced a single finger across my abs.
"What kind of trick?"
"A good trick; one you'll like." She leaned forward kissing me sensually this time and I responded in kind. This morning had come as a complete shock to me having had no other plans than to rifle through my video game collection; I hadn't even showered yet.
Latisha pushed my cock tightly into her cleavage drooling a steady stream of saliva into the tight crevice. She began bouncing my captured prick along her chest doing something I's seen once or twice in some adult movies a friend had shown me. I can't describe the feeling of having two spongy melons rubbing against my steel hard cock. Her huge tits completely hid my dick from view allowing the head to pop up every now and then from the top of her cleavage.
"You can move too." She moaned encouraging me to pump my hips adding to the erotic sensation. She matched me thrust for thrust interlocking her fingers together.
"Usually I use baby oil for this; makes it feel even better." I momentarily wondered if that other guy I'd seen her with got the same treatment but pushed those thoughts out of my mind.
"Uhm, I got some in the bathroom."
"Yeah?" She lurched forward massaging my cock even harder as precum dribbled out of the strained mushroom head.
"Well, you said it would make it feel better Latisha." She released my engorged cock letting it flop against my belly as she chuckled and slowly stood up hooking her thumbs into her gym short bottoms. Latisha left the shorts in a cotton halo around her feet. It was the first time I noticed the calve length socks and blue Adidas track shoes on her feet. I quickly realized that the decadently curvy teen wasn't wearing underwear. She'd definitely planned this out before appearing on my doorstep and it appeared that she was ready for business. Her snatch was shaved bald unlike some of the women I'd seen in porn mags and oddly inviting. She stood looking down at me with a single finger in her mouth letting me have my fill of her visually. I twirled my finger and she happily spun around giving me my first real look at her huge, decidedly chunky butt.
It was thick and meaty flaring out dramatically from her angular hips. Latisha had this sort of hourglass shaped figure that made my jaw drop and my cock throb almost painfully. The sheer volume of her elongated cheeks sent me into fits as her side view revealed the fact that Latisha's big ass stood out almost shelf-like from her body. Her massive backside gave the illusion that her shapely legs were shorter than they looked. She bent over at the waist placing her palms flat on my coffee table spreading her legs to give me a look at her peach. I did her one better cupping the outside of her soft hips and shoving my face between her legs. Latisha yelped for joy as I pried her thunderous cheeks aside licking on her juicy lower lips until I was inside. She gasped and jiggled a bit under my frenzied attention almost collapsing on my coffee table.
Not to be denied I pulled her into a sitting position on the table praying that her weight wouldn't destroy it and continued focusing almost exclusively on Latisha's clit. I was surprised moments later when she pushed me away and began pulling me towards the bathroom. The sight of her huge oval shaped cheeks bobbing and jiggling had me fit to be tied. We stepped into the bathroom where Latisha found the large bottle on top of the toilet. She stared its oily contents before looking at me with a coy expression.
"Wanna see another magic trick?" I nodded quickly making her giggle as she popped her big butt partially out towards me. She looked at my reflection in the mirror with a girlish smile as she unscrewed the cap from the bottle and poured it over her shoulder. The oil slid slowly down her back glazing her thunderous rump.
"A little help?" I was more than happy to rub that immense pillowy ass of hers.
"Now put your thing in-between my butt cheeks." My cock slid deep into her steamy rear cleavage and she flexed making it pop out a number of times before I held it in place with my thumbs.
"Don't move, you're gonna love this." She leaned forward into the sink looking up at my reflection in the mirror and I was struck with how much this scenario reminded me of Yvette. I'd lost my virginity to her in a bathroom. Karma was something else as Latisha began flexing and bouncing her juicy butt around the length of my cock essentially making it clap. I leaned back against the wall at a forty-five-degree angle enjoying the sensation and the view.
"See, I knew you'd like this magic trick; its tit fucking with my fat butt."
"Fuck Latisha, I love this ass of yours. This feels so fucking good on my dick." I humped up into her cleavage reaching up to cup her hips and mash her butt around my cock.
"I call it "Hot-Dogging" for your information." I barely heard a word she said as I began to fuck her buoyant cheeks as hard as I could. I wanted to cum all over her big ass like I'd done with my cousin Yvette a month ago. She'd taken my virginity and I'd stupidly thought there would be more sex in our future only to find out that it was a one-time thing in the worst way possible.
"Stick it in."
"What?"
"You know, the back door." She jiggled her humongous ass for emphasis stroking my cock flawlessly. Her lower back and ass were practically glowing in the filtered light seeping in threw the blinds in my bathroom. I tapped my cock on her left cheek a few times before she reached back pressing me against her rear entrance. Latisha was a big, shapely girl that knew how to use her weight and she demonstrated that by bending completely over so that her head was level with the sink. I felt myself slowly sink into her backdoor. The tightness of her ass caught me by surprise as well as the intense heat. She gasped as I sunk deep until my pelvis was cradled against her butt.
...to be continued.
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I'd been irreparably changed by the whole affair and would be a "Chubby Chaser" for the rest of my days.
...six months later I was training a new employee named Ankine Kazarian, a blonde from Armenia. She's got at least two hundred pounds on her five foot four frame with most of it in her tits and one hell of a thick heart shaped butt.
So what if she has a little bit of a gut?
*****
I sat in my window watching the sparse activity on the bank floor before my eyes wandered over to her desk. She looked awkward and a little anxious in her first week as a loan agent and most of our coworkers held her in acidic content for her leap from teller to loan agent-in-training. Me, I wanted in on that huge, squarish butt. Ankine Kazarian however seemed to be oblivious to my overtures however and this only made me try harder. We maintained a friendly enough relationship since my days training her but there was always this sort of disconnect. I couldn't put my finger on it but she had some sort of barrier up whenever I was near. I made sure to keep my "creeper vibe" to a minimum only faltering once at a company party.
Ankine wore this form fitting red dress that put her charms on display and I just couldn't get enough of her exaggerated hourglass shape. It was pretty obvious that the dirty blonde had some pendulous boobs through the material of her dress. She was wearing a strapless bra and what appeared to be a thong plainly visible through the tight material. Ankine had an innate love of the drink that came back to haunt her in a mishap on the dance floor with a coworker who wasn't me. She lost her footing in some too high heels sprawling out on her belly and inadvertently causing her dress to ride up on her wide hips. For a minute I was treated to the sight of a peach colored thong buried between her pillow sized ass cheeks. She squirmed about on top of one of the lucky guy that had been dancing with her making me green with envy. Most of my drunken coworkers had a good laugh at her expense while I was stuck at my table with a raging boner for a good twenty minutes.
The image of her wide, squarish butt haunted my nights for a few weeks prompting me to make a number of overtures towards Ankine that went nowhere. It almost felt like someone was sabotaging my efforts to bag this hefty honey. Every time I closed my eyes I seemed to get closer and closer to that big fucking ass and new minute details would be revealed. Sometimes I noticed the deep cleavage Ankine possessed due to her habit of leaving one button too many undone on the blouses she wore to work. Sometimes it felt almost like she was trying to tease me on purpose. I imagined burying my cock in-between her fun bags and giving her the mother of all pearl necklaces when my phone rang.
"Don't you have anything better to do than gawking at Ms. Kazarian?!" It was the bank president who'd been watching me the entire time and I quickly mumbled my compliance awkwardly returning to work.
I'd been irreparably altered after my experiences months ago with my former supervisor finding myself looking sideways at any plus sized women I encountered. I definitely had a type preferring my women to have what apparently were rare body types for larger women. The pear shape and what amounted to an exaggerated hour glass figures. Kind of made sense seeing as how I was somewhat of an "Ass Man" before my experience with Melanie Santos. It seemed as if my coworkers were cock-blocking due to the fact that I rarely found myself alone with Ankine. One evening I decided to blow off some steam finding myself in a local pub near my job during happy hour.
"So tell me something true my friend; you prefer the fat girls?" I'd been sitting at the bar working on my fifth Heineken when I heard a familiar voice call out to me. I was more than a little surprised to find Ankine sitting at the end of the bar working on a very large glass of wine. She was Armenian and spoke with a thick accent that was hard on the ears initially. She still found a way to look uncomfortable in her own skin sitting there on that stool with a too tight skirt. Today she happened to be wearing what looked like a billowy peasant's blouse with a mismatched, rough looking sports coat covering her prominent chest.
"Pardon me?"
"Your friends there at work; they say you have a preference for the fatties." She was a little off putting but direct and I guess she'd worked up some liquid courage.
"Who the fuck said that shit?" I guess I was a little bit liquored up as well.
"Most of the people who work with us; they have been telling me of the fucking pig Melanie Santos that you stuffed before she got "moved" to a little itty bitty bank." She punctuated her explanation by emptying her glass.
"Oh is that right?"
I decided discretion was the better part of valor and continued drinking while Ankine stared a hole in the side of my head waiting for an answer.
"So it must be true since you refuse to answer; I was right about you after all." Her thick, alcohol soaked voice stirred something nasty inside of me.
"Oh and what's that Ankine?"
"You do like fucking the fatties and that means I could never make fuck with you because that would mean I was a pig too." She fished around in her purse for a wad of bills which she waved at the bartender who was none too pleased with the blue language she was using.
"You're not a pig?" Her big blue eyes widened at my insult and I laughed inside as her mouth became this gaping maw of outrage.
"Listen up mother fuck; you could never hope in your deepest dreams to have some of me. I know that you watch my ass all the time and that's all you get fuck face." The bartender was tapping my drunken coworker on the shoulder to abate the attention she was drawing.
"I love bacon." I raised my glass and smiled at Ankine.
She swatted at the bartender hopping down from the stool on rubbery legs to confront me. She surprisingly made it over to me in three strides pouring her drink over my head. I was drenched from the top of my head to my crotch from her drink of choice.
"Oink, oink." The fire flashed in her eyes as she swung an open palm at my right cheek. I caught her wrist at the last moment before I was struck.
"Asshole!" We struggled a bit before she calmed down a bit as the bartender threatened to cut both of us off. She looked over her shoulder glaring at the tattooed and pierced gentleman as if he were scum of the earth.
"Relax, we're just talking aren't we?" My hand was already resting flat on her right ass cheek luxuriating in the subtle curve of her backside.
"Fuck you." Ankine practically spat the words in my face before shoving me in the chest and hitting the exit.
"Bartender, a bottle of your best please." Moments later I found Ankine half a block down sitting in one of those covered bus shelters. I watched her staring out at the street wondering what had got her so riled up that she spent over two hours drinking after work. When I'd been assigned to train her months earlier, Ankine had been overly kind measuring her words and going out of her way to be helpful. Apparently version one of this suddenly abrasive blonde had been some sort of unnecessary ruse to perhaps secure my undivided attention. Once she'd been tapped for an early promotion it was like all knowledge of me had slipped her mind. She was actually a conniving cunt for all intents and purposes and I intended on having some more fun with her.
"Have you no shame fuck face?" I simply nodded finding a seat next to her and offering her one of two glasses I held. Ankine seemed content to drink with me as I filled her full of cheap wine. At about the fifth glass she leaned into me snuggling and staring deep into my eyes.
"Do you think I am fat?"
*****
The darkened cove just inside her apartment door and adjacent glass table afforded me just enough room to bend Ankine over it as my frantic hands yanked that form fitting skirt past her wide hips. Her smooth pale skin shown bright in the darkened alcove as I got my first look at Ankine's rather wide butt. She had this longish looking ass with these wide hips that flared out dramatically before unconventionally cheating what would have been a natural curve into a straight line that merged with her jiggly, plump thighs. The was no curve in the back giving her butt the illusion of deflation and that was a bit disappointing. She was wearing a lilac colored thong that rode high on her hips. The flimsy garment helped to make her ass look rounder than it actually was.
"Is my ass fat enough for you?" She drunkenly slobbered doing her best to hold onto the glass table behind her door where a pile of unopened mail rested.
"Nope; but it'll do." I'd already fished my cock out using my other hand to pry her doughy cheek aside to reveal her visibly wet snatch. I liked the way her flesh conformed to my probing fingers and took a minute to enjoy touching her.
"You are real jerk." She commented in a half grunt looking down at her hard wood floor. All I could see was the back of her head covered in a mane of dirty blonde hair. I used my legs to spread hers a little wider as I took the time to slip on a condom.
"Yeah, but you're still gonna fuck me anyway bitch." A little jolt of electricity shot through me as I dug my fingers into her pliant hips shoving my cock into her sloppy cunt as hard as I could. I didn't care how long I lasted or if she came or not. I was stoked that I was fucking Ankine Kazarian from the back even though others had conspired to stop me from bagging this heifer. I dropped my pants to my ankles bending at the knees to enjoy her flabby ass from the subtle curve at the bottom to the dimpled top of her lower back. The clapping sound of her butt hitting my pelvis added to our drunken tryst as I pounded her mercilessly caring little for her needs. I felt like talking a little more shit because of her actions earlier but I didn't want to do anything that could potentially stop me from cumming all over her big ass. Ankine continued mumbled something in her native language while I pushed herder into her from behind. She was obliged to press her hands flat against the wall behind her door as her gasps and grunts grew louder. I pried her cheeks apart with little effort and rubbed a thumb on her brown-eye making her toss an elbow back at me.
"Don't you try it; I'll castrate you gay bastard!!" She threatened adding fuel to the fire.
Her ass jiggled and changed shape as I pounded it; I wondered just how old she was because of the watery nature of her back porch. Ankine was doing her best to move with me but I worked in a counter rhythm to any movement she made frustrating her on purpose. She snarled dropping to her knees and taking me right along with her.
"If you move a little bit over I can perhaps enjoy-!!" I did the exact opposite colliding with her pee hole on a few instances.
"It hurts fucker man!!" She complained twisting her hips from side to side before lying flat on her stomach. I really couldn't tell you how I did it but I never disengaged ending up sprawled across her back in a prone position.
"Perhaps you'd like the bed; I can be naked for you?" Ankine was trying to bargain with me but I was too far gone to care. Ankine Kazarian was getting fucked hard and it was the only way I was going to stop was by blowing a load all over her big, pale ass. I could feel my inner thighs and balls tightening up in advance to an impending climax as she continued awkwardly wiggling her hips in a vain attempt to shake me off. It was elementary that as soon as I pulled out to remove the condom she would find a way to fuck up my orgasm so I had to be smarter than her.
"Ankine, you want to go to the bed and fuck?" I panted into her ear almost losing my lunch from the rancid stench of her breath.
"Yeaaaah, I-I make fuh-fuck good for you asshole!!" She was tightening up around me in spite of all her complaints.
"Yeah?"
"I-I promise fuck man!!" She was close to exploding but I didn't want that. I rolled the exposed part of the rubber down until it was touching her ass cheeks.
"OKAY!!" I yanked my cock out of her cunt resting it between her cheeks as several loads of jizz spewed across the buoyant surface of her wide butt. Ankine squirmed and tried to turn over but my weight held her in place until the last bit of my lust dribbled out into her rear cleft.
I basked in the glory of my conquest for a few seconds before quickly standing and pulling my pants up before Ankine's eyes. She was still lying on her belly shaking the drunken cobwebs from her head. I admired my mess as I reached for the door knob.
"That's it?" She questioned in a husky, accented voice dripping with indignation.
"What?"
"What do you mean "what"; I haven't cum yet or did you not notice?" Ankine was definitely frustrated as I buckled my belt noticing the wine I'd bought on her small glass table.
"Tell you what Ankine, you can keep the bottle." I quickly stepped over her prone body letting myself out as she shrieked in rage.
*********
It was a Friday night when I'd hooked up with Ankine so I had two days between the last time I'd seen that soft, big, curvy ass and the Monday morning of the beginning of my work week. I'd decided to go
John Malkovich on Ankine acting like nothing had happened. So I made it a point to subtly avoid any real interaction with Ankine at work. The moment she arrived I could feel her eyes burrowing into me but I held fast to my resolve to ignore her abrasive ass. I noticed she was wearing a form fitting grey dress with some calve length boots probably trying to get my attention. It accentuated her large breasts and longish, wide derriere but did her no favorites in the midsection calling attention to her muffin top. She accentuated her ensemble with some beads around her neck but my gaze wandered to her backside which was shamefully displaying her VPL (Visible Panty Line) and the fact that she was wearing the skimpiest thong she could find.
She kept shooting glances my way trying to catch me looking but I was too slick for the angry loan officer. I noticed that she made it a point to walk within five feet of my teller window every time she escorted one of her clients out. When this didn't work, she feigned assisting a customer using the hapless retiree as an excuse to approach my teller window.
"Yes Ms. Kazarian." I responded robotically to all of her questions draining any hint of emotion or recognition from my voice. It was fun seeing my new foil bristle and seethe with feminine rage. By mid-day Ankine was making some serious rounds in the workplace gossip circles. A few female employees were already tickled to death over my antics and the bank president was shooting daggers at me with his eyes. I think he may have had a thing for Ankine but I really didn't want to find out. I knew I was going to fuck her at least one more time but I was determined to show her how bland she was by doing absolutely nothing after railing the living hell out of her the prior evening. It had been everything I wanted and more, completely animalistic and disposable.
"YOU ARE A PLAYER OF THE FUCKING GAMES!!" I'd been hailing a cab when she stormed towards me livid and raw with emotion.
"Hello uhm, Ka-Kazarian right?"
"You know who I am; you've been playing with me all FUCKING day and you are ASSHOLE!!" Ankine was wrapped in a thigh length white overcoat that looked quite stylish against her dirty blonde locks. Her nails dug into my arm as she shook it trying to get some reaction from me.
"Uhm; okay I'm going now." I slid into the back of the cab and she followed me squeezing in tight with a crazed look in her eye.
"WHAT IS THE PROBLEM WITH YOU FUCKING MY ASS HARD LAST NIGHT AND PLAYING GAME THIS MORNING?!!" I noticed the cab driver looking in his rear view mirror and winked with a smirk on my face. Ankine followed my gaze to the driver and rapped on the bullet proof glass with her fist.
"MIND YOUR OWN AFFAIRS INDIAN FUCK!!" He flipped her the bird and I had to literally stop her from punching my driver in the ear.
"Chill out Ms. Kazarian; get something to eat with me?" She snarled something in her own language and turned towards her passenger side window in a huff. Her heavy breathing was audible as my eyes rested on her exposed creamy looking thigh.
Twenty minutes later we found ourselves in a basement eatery that I'd become enamored with six months earlier while hanging out with friends. The Italian restaurant had an excellent lasagna and cheesy garlic bread combination that was my guilty pleasure food. I'd snagged a paper from a nearby rack reading it while Ankine stared at me from the other side of our shared booth. I had read my horoscope and was halfway through the crossword puzzle when she reached across the table snatching the paper. I watched non-pulsed as Ankine ripped the paper to shreds before tossing it back across the table at me.
"You know Ankine; you might want to see someone about that mean streak."
"I did not come here to look at you read the fucking paper!!" She had this piercing glare that kind of bore down on you. This woman was used to getting her way in no uncertain terms and she didn't care what anybody thought of her. I'd managed to get under her skin enough to force her to out herself at the office.
"Oh and what did you come here for?" Ankine paused surprised by the question.
"Y-You ask me to dinner."
"But you were so angry with me before about all kinds of things, real or imagined Ankine. I just want to be clear that about why you're here sitting in front of me." Her blue eyes narrowed
"You are real piece of work asshole; you play a lot of fucking games like you are the king or something motherfucker." She was doing a slow burn realizing I was having a little fun at her expense. There were more than enough eyes on us due to her thick, raspy voice and accent.
"So we're not fucking after this dinner right?"
"Whu-WHAT?!!" She clutched at her blouse inadvertently shaking her large breasts for my enjoyment. Ankine surprised me by flushing red apparently worried that some of the other patrons were privy to my rather blue question.
"It's a simple question; are we or are we not-FUCKING right after this dinner?"
"How can you say such fucking things to me; don't you know how to treat a lady asshole?!!"
"Sure."
"Then how can you talk to me like some fucking WHORE?!!"
"Exactly."
"I DON'T UNDERSTAND FUCKER MAN?!!" Ankine looked legitimately confused leaning forward and tantalizingly resting her breasts on the tabletop.
"Look honey we both know what you are; I'm just trying to establish the price." I have to give our waiter Jerry kudos for rolling through the proceedings as he filled Ankine's glass with a pitcher or ice cold water which she then proceeded to fling right into my face. My eyes followed her wide hips and longish looking ass as Ankine stormed out of the restaurant.
"I guess I'll have the lasagna to go." I said non-pulsed reaching for my wallet.
*****
The moment Ankine turned her key in the lock my hand shot up between her thick thighs cupping her sex from the back. I gave her the mother of all wedgies driving the material deep into her crack. Her butt was softer than it should have been as I squeezed one of her pendulous breasts rolling the thick nipple and accompanying material between three fingers. It was like she had been waiting for me to make a move pushing her ass hard into my crotch. She was already sweaty in anticipation as we clumsily made out way into the now familiar alcove behind her front door. I drew the front of her skin tight dress up to find a wafer thin patch of intricately detailed material between her legs. The tiny lime green crotch of her thong was sewn with a leaf-like pattern and I found myself admiring the handiwork.



Ankine was so wet that her inner thighs were drenched and her knees buckled when her clit was rolled. I had to literally hold her up as I diddled her magic button watching comically as the plastic bag containing my tin of lasagna dangled from her wrist where I'd tied it. I was licking and nibbling on her ear making the curvy blonde gasp and swoon. Grinning I began working on her doughy waist attempting to bend her over onto that glass table again when she began struggling against my efforts.
"YOU WOULD TRY TO FUCK ME AND RUN AWAY AGAIN?!!" Ankine had turned partially facing me with a snarl on her pretty face. We struggled for a few moments before she succeeded in facing me with this angry, desperate look on her face. Her nails dug into my cheek while my hands greedily groped her great white expanse. Her long pillow soft butt jiggled and bounced with help from my fingertips. My cock had been freed from my pants as she looked in her purse in anticipation of repeating my actions from a night earlier but she was having none of that as we kissed passionately like hungry lovers. I dug my nails into her supple ass cheeks while she held fast to the hair on my head in the most intimate of deadlocks. My throbbing cock had found a home between her thighs parting the puffy lips of her sex. Ankine tightened her thighs around my girth as we both humped into each other building up an enticing friction. The head of my cock bumped into her entrance more than a few times before she raised one of her shapely legs to allow me entrance.
"Fuck me." She hissed into my ear slowly lowering her leg trapping my cock inside her steaming honeypot.
"Fuck you." I parted her thick, meaty cheeks sinking deeper and making my Armenian friend gasp into my mouth. She was brighter than I thought wrapping both of her legs around my waist trusting me enough to support her weight aloft.
The tine of lasagna tapped my back in a counter rhythm as I bounced the curvy woman on my cock like a man possessed. Ankine moaned and whispered foreign curses in my ear tightened her grip around my neck.
"You don't like to fuck in bed?" I didn't answer preferring the slapping sound of her big, pale butt to the throaty, sharp tongue of her dialect. She continued with breathless protestations riding me in that alcove until her weight started to be a factor. I looked around her apartment finding it cluttered with all manner of shopping bags, gift boxes and the like. It appeared that Ankine was some sort of hoarder as I navigated a short corridor to find her bedroom making sure to keep us otherwise connected.
"Too heavy for you my friend?" She noted of her weight as collapsed on top of her pushing my cock up to the hilt inside. Her butt was at the edge of the bed and I didn't bother to remove my pants fucking Ankine with long strokes into her tightening cunt.
I hooked her legs onto my shoulders rutting her with renewed savagery. Ankine met my thrusts blow for blow with a strained smile on her face. Her huge breasts bounced and rolled all over her chest as I continued ravaging her.
"Take this off; there is more than enough time to enjoy ourselves." She tugged at the helm of my shirt scraping her nails across my abs before cupping my ass urging me onward. I began rolling the tight grey dress up over her slightly doughy stomach with a slight hint of stretch marks until the undersides of her breasts were revealed. Ankine was not wearing a brassiere and I noted that she possessed puffy areola topped with thick erect nipples. Their subtle pinkish color and the soft texture of her skin sent jolts of pleasure to my cock. Rolling the dress up even further I could appreciate just how large Ankine was as kneaded and sucked on her nipples.
Her tits were almost too soft to the touch conforming to my kneading groping fingers. Ankine shuddered and tightened up around me whenever I rolled her nipples.
"You like my titties, don't you?"
"They're a little flabby; but I guess it works for you."
"You really know how to make woman feel loved fucker man." She'd called me that name so many times during the evening that I considered changing it legally. Ankine continued pushing her cunt against my member in perfect unison flushing red with an impending orgasm.
"Yea-just like that; make fuck just like this and I cum hard." She wrapped her arms around my torso with the plastic bag still attached to her wrist where I'd tied it outside the restaurant. After she'd embarrassed both of us in the restaurant; I found her waiting for me on the sidewalk outside.
"Alright what the hell do you want; play time is over Ankine." I was legitimately pissed because I like the restaurant and wanted to return there at some point in the future.
"We take cab, right?" I waved her off and walked over to a nearby taxi port. From my backseat I could see her looking directly at me with this forlorn expression on her face. She was just standing there with her arms wrapped around her torso like she was cold or something.
"Ankine." I waved her over scooting to the far side of the back seat. She timidly got in beside me smiling nervously at the driver.
"I-I'm not familiar with this area."
"So." I couldn't have cared less that she was within two feet of me peering out at the scenery from my window. She fumbled around in her bag checking her phone for messages.
"I'm very sorry for my behavior."
"Whatever." She had this kind of desperate look on her face the origin of which, I couldn't read. I watched as Ankine touched up her makeup with a compact. She caught me looking out the corner of her eye as she redid the heavy eye shadow around her big, expressive blue eyes. Next came a golden cylinder of bright red lipstick which she applied slowly and sensually to her lips making my manhood throb and lengthen. Before I knew it her palm was lightly grazing my crotch taking the time to pinch and stroke my shaft with a few fingers. It was very quiet in the backseat of the taxi with the only ambient noise being some talk radio the driver was listening to as we were chauffeured to Ankine's apartment. Ankine drew my zipper slowly down smiling as my thick cock popped up like a jack-in-the box to greet her.
"I show you I'm sorry." She slid out of her coat and rolled onto the rough floor taking the head of my cock between her thin lips. She began by swirling her tongue on the mushroom tip tickling and teasing my slit. Ankine initially used her left hand to stroke me in a counter cadence to her head movements. Her technique was something else as I found myself involuntarily stroking her dirty blonde mane like she was some feral creature that needed to be tamed. Her other hand gently dipped into my slacks to cup my balls while she vacuumed her cheeks inward creating an awesome suction that made me gasp.
"Fuck Ankine, you're going to make me-." She lurched forward burying her face in my pubic mound as I silently exploded straight down her throat. Ankine rode it out continually jerking and tugging on my cock while vacuum sucking me dry.
"Shit." She neatly tucked my cock back into my pants and zipped me up with a smug look on her face.
"I told you I am sorry." Ankine sort of slithered back onto the seat pressing her body against mine and resting a hand on my inner thigh. She noticed the cabbie staring at us in his rear view mirror and sneered at the older gentleman.
"KEEP YOUR EYES ON THE FUCKING ROAD PERVERT!!"
*****
Her thick shapely legs were splayed obscenely apart as I pounded her into the lush memory foam of her mattress. Neither one of us had bothered to get completely undressed caught up in the heat of the moment. We wrapped our arms around one another making out like seasoned lovers. Ankine's heels locked into the small of my back bucking and urging me onward. I pushed her pendulous breasts together sucking on both of her nipples at the same time. Ankine seemed to like the rough treatment of her tits even more so when I sunk my teeth into them and distended the rubbery nipples.
"You like titties so much, then FUCK them for me." Hearing her refer to her large pendulous breasts as "titties" in that husky, European accent was innately laughable and extraordinarily sexy at the same time.
"You don't have to tell me twice baby." I gave her three more rough pumps of my cock before climbing up her soft, milky colored body to rest my member in her elongated cleavage. Ankine pushed her tits tight around me completely hiding my cock in her warm, sweaty embrace. Her boobs were a little bit watery moving when they shouldn't so I covered her hands with my own. The best part of her tit fuck was the friction on the underside of my penis as it rubbed against her breast bone. She moaned and slapped her tits on my cock compensating for their lack of sponginess. Ankine began taking my cock into her waiting lips as I moved further up until I was practically straddling her mouth. She was one hell of a woman reaching up and locking her arms around my waist. I fucked her mouth like it was going out of style and she never flinched once taking everything I had to offer as slurping, gagging sounds filled the room.
"FUUUUCK ANNNNKINEEEE!!" I actually tried to pull away from her mouth but Ankine was having none of it digging her nails into my ass cheeks pulling me forward into her mouth. The room suddenly weaved and shook as my eyesight became blurry while my inner thighs tightened up causing me to scream her name shrilly as I came hard in her mouth. She took three shot s of my thick, gooey cum before releasing my cock and getting the mother of all facials. The first shot went straight across her lips and partially up her nose making her cry out and turn her head to the right. More cum spurted out covering her cheek and pooling in her left ear. At this point I went for broke grabbing my shaft and jerking the rest of my load evenly across her face as she gasped and stuck her tongue out for more.
Ankine didn't even complain when I shoved my cock back into her mouth leaning wearily against her headboard until she slapped my inner thigh as hard as she could. I rolled over on my back looking at the ceiling and waiting for her to start talking shit again but the curvy Armenian woman sauntered into her bathroom without a word. She had done a number on me leaving me lying with my pants around my knees. Moments later I could hear the shower running as she cleaned up and washed my spunk off of her face. Ankine emerged from her bathroom moments later wrapped in a white terrycloth robe with freshly done makeup.
"Can you help me with something?" She extended her wrist showing me that the dangling plastic bag was still tied there.
"Shit, sorry Ankine."
"It was hard to shower with one arm outside curtain." It was hard not to laugh at her antics as I did my best to get the bag of food loose from her wrist. I ended up tearing it off with my teeth. She removed my shoes, socks taking care to carefully pull my slacks off and toss them onto the floor.
"Play with me some more?" She ran her tongue over her lips invitingly fondling one of her breasts through the fluffy material of her robe. Ankine stood and undid the sash on her robe letting it fall to the floor giving me my first look at her completely nude.
Ankine Kazarian was a revelation of soft curves taken to the extreme. Voluptuous and statuesque...borderline rubenesque portions with a somewhat cinched in waist that kept her from being considered simply "fat" or "chubby". I was at a complete loss for words sitting there bare assed on her bed with my mouth gaped open struck dumb at the sight before me. She did have some slight love handles at her waist to go along with a moderate muffin top but there was just so much to feast the eyes on if all you were going to do was stare. Ankine was definitely a natural blonde if you know what I mean.
"Do you think I am pig now?" I noticed a flush of color on her cheeks along with a wide eyed look of happiness. She knew that I was smitten with the lush visual feast before me.
"Don't get a swelled head baby; I surrender." I could swear that I heard a little giggle of girlish joy as she pounced on me smothering my face with kisses.
Finally admitting defeat seemed to unlock another level of sensuality as Ankine made out with me and stroked my poor abused cock until I yelped like a pup. She nipped each of my nipples with her teeth before licking a wet trail across my abs to my half erect cock. Ankine cupped both hands around my balls and the base of my cock massaging it as she buried her face on it. Surrender never felt so sweet as she drooled precum and saliva all over my crotch making it a sloppy mess. She was showing me new tricks as she made a meal out of my tumescence.
"Damn baby you got me; you fuckin got me-GOOOODDD!!" Ankine made this kind of gurgling noise that was probably a giggle but I couldn't tell because her mouth was full. She came out for air moments later leaving a gooey trail of saliva connected to my cock.
"I will ride your fucking cock now until it breaks." She was a little clumsy straddling me and managing her hanging breasts and other out of control body parts. She used three fingers to spread her flower open pressing the thick head of my cock against her entrance.
"Watch me eat your dick with this." She instructed in a husky tone.
Ankine slid slowly down my length until we touched completely merged together. She straightened her back surprising me further as I slid in even deeper.
"Don't move; I want you to feel it."
"Feel what?"
The answer became apparent as she tensed up around my length massaging my cock with her inner walls. Ankine began rocking her hips back and forth picking up speed until she was riding me hard. She leaned forward placing her hands flat on my chest ass her sloping breasts rocked to and fro slapping against my face. She crouched over my body offering one of her tits to my hungry lips while she steadied herself by grabbing the top of her headboard. My fingers dug into the soft flesh of her wide hips pulling her cunt against me as hard as I could. Her mascara was running down her cheeks mixed with tears and her mouth was open with a hoarse mounting howl from the depths of her desire.
"ANNNNN-KKKINNNNE!!" She screamed something in her language as both came together. She went limp on my torso staring deep into my eyes with a satisfied smile on her face. We shared an exhausted kiss after I gently blew the blond hair away from her pretty face.
"It is broken." Her hand was weakly shaking my limp penis completely devoid of life.
"Yeah; you fixed me "REAL GOOD" Ankine...now shut that pretty mouth." We both passed out in a mass of entangled limbs. The odor of her exotic smelling perfume lingered as the darkness took me.
*****
I awoke under a number of blankets filling well rested and horny. Apparently she had got up in the middle of the night and tucked me in without waking me. The shower was running and I sat up with the intent of catching Ankine bathing for a morning quickie. I pushed the bathroom door open finding it cluttered with all manner of accessories and beauty magazines. There was an open makeup kit balanced precariously on the narrow sink. Like everything else its interior was stuffed with what looked to be the contents of several makeup counters.
"Good morning beautiful." She was facing away from me with her hair lathered up. My eyes drunk in her hourglass figure and big, wide longish looking butt.
"I am showering friend; I have not put the makeup back on yet."
"I could do your back?"
"No I want you to always see me at my best friend; right now I am not prepared." I barely heard a word instead admiring her incredible profile. Everything looks so much better wet and shiny.
"Baby, I'm looking at your best right now." I stepped into the shower wrapping my arms around her lush body and cupping the undersides of her tits. For her part, Ankine let me have my way with her body as she finished rinsing her hair under the shower head. I sunk to my knees in the slippery tub lapping at her snatch. She responded heartily hooking a leg over my shoulder for better access. It didn't take long for her to cum as she opted to return the favor by lathering me up until my cock was a soapy mess before giving me a toe curling rough handjob.
"FF-FFUUUUUCK!!" Several ropes of jizz hit her squarely in the face before she pointed my cock down at her deep cleavage taking the rest. Ankine seemed silently amused with me before turning back to the stream and cleaning her face.
She stepped out onto a too fluffy bathroom matt and examined herself in the mirror. Without the makeup I noticed some slight age lines around her eyes and the corners of her mouth. It didn't really take anything away from her looks but told me that Ankine had a story yet to tell. She frowned a bit as she dried her hair with a very expensive looking silver hairdryer. I found my eyes wandering down to her butt and creeped down on my knees looking directly at it.
"So which do you prefer more; my big, droopy titties or my fallen butt?" Her self-assessment was a little hard in my opinion, so I opted for the only answer that would make sense by kissing her softly on the lips.
"You my friend are incorrigible." My erect cock was sandwiched in-between her cheeks.
"Quickie?" Ankine shoved me out of the bathroom with a girlish chuckle slamming the door in my face. I had started dressing when she walked into the bedroom with some towels and a clear bottle with some sort of gel inside it. She handed me the bottle and unfolded a few of the towels on the edge of the bed.
"It seems you will not be finished until you have had everything."
My heart skipped a beat as she leaned over on the towels spreading her cheeks with both hands inviting me into her ass. Her own hands looked small in comparison to her huge oval shaped cheeks.
"Now didn't you get mad at me for touching your backdoor the last time I was here Ankine?"
"I never said I hadn't done it before; you don't want to make fuck with my ass?" I squirted a nearly steady stream of lube on her crack rubbing it into her backdoor and inserting two fingers. Ankine cooed as another finger was added working her backdoor.
"You will be five minutes back there my friend."
The moment I was fully sheathed in her rear end, Ankine tightened up around me beginning her skilled flexing cadence and demonstrating the amazing amount of inner body control she possessed. Her word proved prophetic as I shot my last round of cum into her rectum at four minutes, fifty seconds.
"I told you." She taunted yelping as I slapped her ass making it jiggle and bounce.
*****
We had a playful breakfast with tons of PDA and touching before sharing our third cab in as many days. Ankine seemed happy and upbeat as we rode to work together caring little what our coworkers would think when we were seen together.
"Look." She fished a small photo out of her purse sheepishly sharing it with me. It was a picture of Ankine in younger days most likely in her native country. She and a man whose identity was unknown due to his head being scratched out were standing in front of a wooded area with a small child. All three were wearing matching white sweaters and orange ski vests.
"She is my treasure." Before I could ask she quickly snatched the photo returning it to her purse. We sat silently enjoying one another's company as the bank came into view. There appeared to be some police cars in the parking lot.
"I-I like a lot of nice things and will do whatever is necessary to that end. I lost my little girl to her pig of a father many years ago my friend. Sometimes you have to make hard decisions in life; sometimes you may have to be inconvenient to others for the sake of your own security." I was beginning to get nervous because she sounded like she was trying to confess something.



"What's going on Ankine?"
"When I first started working at bank you were so nice to me never asking too much or overstepping boundaries. I wanted to try you but everyone else kept talking about how much you like the fat pigs and how very bad a person you are my friend." Tears were starting to run down her face as the cab turned into the parking lot. I noticed with rising anxiety that police officers were looking in our direction and some of them seemed to be pointing at Ankine with one hand while handling their weapons with the others.
"Ankine?!!"
"I just wanted-I just wanted you to know that I am glad I had the opportunity to find the truth for myself." Before we could say anything else to one another Ankine was snatched from the cab and cuffed. I watched as the bank president walked up behind me tapping me on the shoulder.
"The authorities have some questions son."
Ankine Kazarian turned out to be a criminal embezzling money from her clients and running a number of turn-key scams on the side. As I suspected the bank president had a soft spot for her and gave her forty-eight hours to turn herself in to the cops. One of Ankine's awesome blowjobs could make even a crusty old bastard like him look the other way but time was up for the Armenian beauty. It all made sense after all with the excessive drinking and swearing not to mention the hot and heavy sex. I wasn't involved in anything and the cops figured that out in minutes but word around the camp fire was that I would be getting a relocation much like Melanie Santos before me. Turned out I wouldn't be giving that little worm the pleasure as I found a new job at a rival bank before the week was over. My nights were a little hard to get through for over a month and a half while I got used to the new work environment. There were so many questions that were left unanswered and a lawyer friend advised against visiting her in the lockup.
"Glad I got to meet you too Ankine." She was soon lost in my thoughts as I drifted off to sleep months later.
*****
My new branch at the rival is a much stricter environment but mostly it's the same old same with me occupying a teller window for most of the day and covertly checking out most of the female clientele on the side. As far as the female percentage here at this new bank; none of them fit the bill if you know what I mean.
"Hey you; I've been looking for you for a minute." I was roused from my inner musings by a rapping on my window.
Standing there looking at me was this youthful looking dark skinned Asian woman. She had shoulder length wet looking curly hair that partially obscured her roundish face.
"Have we met before?"
"Nope."
"Well, who are you?" I was burning with curiosity at this smiling teen from all appearances. She was tall enough to look me in the eye and appeared to be overweight to say the least.
"I'm the next girl you're going to fuck." Her answer blindsided me as she back away from my window and went to have a seat in the customer waiting area of the branch. Despite myself my eyes took stock of this bold teen finding that she had an acute pear shape and one of the biggest asses I'd ever seen in my life.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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My new branch at the rival is a much stricter environment but mostly it's the same old same with me occupying a teller window for most of the day and covertly checking out most of the female clientele on the side. As far as the female percentage here at this new bank; none of them fit the bill if you know what I mean.
"Hey you; I've been looking for you for a minute." I was roused from my inner musings by a rapping on my window.
Standing there looking at me was this youthful looking dark skinned Asian woman. She had shoulder length wet looking curly hair that partially obscured her roundish face.
"Have we met before?"
"Nope."
"Well, who are you?" I was burning with curiosity at this smiling teen from all appearances. She was tall enough to look me in the eye and appeared to be overweight to say the least.
"I'm the next girl you're going to fuck."
Her answer blindsided me as she back away from my window and went to have a seat in the customer waiting area of the branch. Despite myself my eyes took stock of this bold teen finding that she had an acute pear shape and one of the biggest asses I'd ever seen in my life. I'd definitely seen monster sized butts before but this one was simply intimidating and attached to an Asian woman. This girl seemed like a kid and that gave me pause because it seemed like things had gone full circle. I'd originally been fooled by a con artist at my previous job and forced to cash a bunch of fraudulent checks before being caught by my supervisor Melanie Santos. That one incident had changed my life leaving me with a predilection for women of the big and tall variety for better or worse depending on your perspective.
The girl sat in the lobby apparently waiting for me to get off work and I became a little nervous because my private life was somehow intruding on my professional once again. She behaved like she knew me or someone connected to me on some way and I honestly didn't have a clue who that person could be. The girl comically seemed to have trouble sitting in the lobby chairs which somehow lost the battle as she forced her massive butt down into it. She seemed taller than the other patrons sitting beside her and possessed of a carefree demeanor as she played on her phone. She was definitely on the young side from her long greasy looking unkempt hair, the make-shift Hello Kitty t-shirt, jean capris to the floral print sandals on her feet.
"Excuse me uhm?"
"Fanny." She never looked up continuing to text in nonstop movements that made her fingers blur with speed of which only a teenage girl was capable.
"Fanny?"
"Yeah I know how it sounds considering all this ass I'm hauling around; name's Fanny Budiman if you're interested in last names and all." She looked up for a second flashing me a kid's smile and making me worry even more that I was going to be in trouble later.
"Look I don't think we know each other and you look a little young." I squirmed inside at my choice of words which implied that there was a chance of hooking up if she was of legal age.
"Don't worry I'm legal; but you're not going to be thinking about shit when you're doing me doggie." There was an old Mexican woman sitting within earshot that shot us both disgusted looks. Fanny simply stuck her tongue out at the woman who quickly got up and sat in another section.
"Look you've got to go Fanny; you're going to get me in trouble." Other patrons were shooting us looks as well.
"Well I see your point; but I'm not going to leave unless you let me get a selfie with you."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah baby; I think we're totally cute together." It took her a moment to get out of the narrow seat and I obliged her before noticing my supervisor glaring from a corner of the floor. Fanny snapped a few shots before bouncing out of the branch leaving me to face the wrath of my supervisor. Thanks to that chubby little Asian girl, I received my first reprimand not even a week into my new job. I finished my day feeling like big brother was looking right over my shoulder and finally escaped my employment to find that my plus sized admirer had never left opting to wait in the parking lot adjacent to the employee entrance.
"Hey baby; ready to go fuck?" Fanny Budiman's childishly crude nature gave me pause once more as I noticed a security guard lurking nearby. He was looking at me but the expression on his face was infinitely familiar. The brother definitely wanted a slice of Fanny but her focus was directed solely on me.
"Look I don't really mess with youngsters Fanny so why don't you..."
"CHECK IT OUT!!" She pressed her driver's license into my hand before I could say another word as I noticed the security guard doing his best to take a covert shot of her monster sized donk. The ID indicated that she was twenty-one years of age but I was still unsure of its validity.
"Okay you're legal I guess; but wouldn't you like to be with someone your own age? That guard looks like he's interested."
"Ah he don't want no fat chick." She never seemed to stop smiling pinching my bicep and giggling like a school girl.
"Well for the last five minutes that guy has been trying to take a picture of that ass." I offered up as the guard looked shocked at having being outed and alternately pissed at me for snitching.
"WHAT; REALLY?!!" Before I could answer; Fanny was running at the hapless guy with the speed of a freight train. It looked like he'd considered running at the last moment but it was too late as she caught hold of his bicep.
"Suh-SORRY MA'AM!!" He blurted out a nervous apology as she moved the hair from her eyes and began rubbing his chest.
"It's cool brother; I just wanted you to get a good picture is all." I watched the lucky guy's eyes go wide as Fanny unsnapped her jean capris and begin comically peeling them down her unnaturally wide hips. My curiosity was peaked and I wanted a look at that ass too. We were partially obscured by a short brick wall and a few errant cars that were illegally parked there but I don't think Fanny gave a shit.
"Holy shit; I can't fucking believe this man!" We were both caught off guard by how immense, meaty and actually huge Fanny's butt was as she revealed the hot pink, sheer panties that failed to cover her completely. Hypnotic is the only real word you could use for such a massive booty as it seemed to go on forever vertically speaking. It was perhaps a slight shade darker than the rest of Fanny and I noticed some dimples on those cheeks but I was definitely reconsidering my position.
"Sixty-five inches in case you're wondering boys." Fanny Budiman seemed to be a mind reader as well bending at the waist making her butt appear even wider than it already was. The security guard's hand was trembling as he snapped more than enough pictures with his phone.
"How about these thirty-eight D's fellas?" Fanny rolled her t-shirt up revealing a sloping belly and some nice looking tits in a sports bra. Fanny's large areolas were peeking from her bra cleavage. The security guard looked as if he would faint snapping a few more pics. She squeezed and massaged her tits for our viewing pleasure content without a care in the world.
"Shit-Fuh-FUCK IT MAN!!" The guard whose name was Jerry started cursing as his phone ran out of battery power. He stomped his foot looking as if he would start sobbing any minute now.
"What's your problem bro?" I realized that we had somewhat of an audience noticing some skater kids with their camera phones out as well. Fanny pointed her nude chest in their direction as well laughing at one of the kids who toppled from his bike at the sight.
"It's okay I got a tumblr account; just look up Mt. Fuji cause that's my screen name."
"Mt. Fuji?" I thought it was silly and a little ethnically clichéd for a screen name.
"Do I really gotta explain all this?" Fanny demonstrated her point by grabbing the top of the wall and twerking. She was able to get her enormous ass cheeks to clap loudly as the security guard and the skater kids applauded. Fanny was really getting into the whole exhibition thing when a police siren interrupted everyone's fun. I started running off towards a taxi port across the street and looked back to notice that Fanny was following me with her new fan base in tow.
"ST-STOP FOLLOWING ME!!" I yelled back at her not wanting to be corralled by the cops.
"COME ON; THE FUN'S JUST BEGINNING!!" She yelled back as I noticed Jerry running behind us as well.
"Hey man; aren't you supposed to be working back there?!!" We'd reached a befuddled looking taxi driver.
"DON'T WORRY ABOUT IT-AAAAARRGGGHH!!" Poor Jerry lost his footing and was sent rolling in the street. Unfortunately for the us the Indian driver of the only cab available perceived Fanny and myself as threats driving off before we could reach his vehicle.
"What are we going to do now?" She was breathing hard and her round face was glistening with sweat.
"I don't know about you but I could use a drink Fanny." I eyeballed the small group of guys that had followed us from the employee parking lot finding most of them to be pimply faced kids. I didn't blame them for their actions; shit I would have done the same thing when I was their age. That was as far as my sympathy extended as I walked into a dive bar knowing they couldn't follow. It was also a covert way to find out if Fanny's I.D. was legit.
"Did you really think you'd shake me that easy?" I manufactured a look of surprise at her glib accusation.
"You probably thought you'd shake me when they checked my I.D. at the door huh?" She grabbed a stool uncomfortably close to me making a play for my beer.
"Guilty as charged Fanny; what do you want from me anyway?"
"Dick." I choked on a gulp of beer while some drunkards within earshot laughed. The large girlish woman went so far as to rotate on the barstool so that her massive butt was facing me eliciting even more laughs and catcalls. I couldn't help but notice that she was taller than me in a seated position because of her monstrous backside and wondered if I could even handle this wild flower.
"So are you gonna buy me a drink at least?"
"I don't know Fanny; you still seem so young and I really don't want to get in trouble by purchasing alcohol for a youngster."
"Come on baby; I got past the door didn't I?" I waved the bartender over and Fanny ended up with a straw in a bottle of Heineken.
"You know I didn't have to show you my ID to get in here; the security guy just wanted to get a handful of this." She slapped her own rear loudly before laughing at my reaction with some of the other patrons. I'd gone through much of the same semi-humiliation with Ankine weeks before and was in no mood to continue with this very familiar comedy routine. But staring down at her backside with the top of her pink undies prominently on display made me think otherwise.
"So what's the catch?" I dead panned completely serious.
"Me quite naturally; geez how many time do I have to explain this shit to you? Trust this gift horse, the grass is GREENER on the OTHER SIDE of the ROAD and I'm literally the NEXT GIRL you're going to FUCK! Man; I've been looking for you for a minute and you're acting all sheepish!!"
"Why were you looking for me?"
"Uhm; well you come recommended so to speak." I was intrigued at Fanny's curious answer.
"By whom?" Her eyes widened for a moment telling me that I'd caught her off guard. The big girl leaned forward looking solely at her drink apparently trying to come up with an answer to my query.
"Come over to my place and I'll explain it to you in detail." Fanny placed her elbows on the bar batting her lashes at me seductively. I noticed that she had a button nose in the center of her face that almost made her look cartoonish.
"Sorry you're a stranger and I don't trust strangers; that shit tends to be dangerous." I briefly recalled the circumstances of the last time I'd gone after a big but and a smile and the resultant trouble with my former supervisor Melanie Santos. It had been a minute since I'd been laid but I was going to look this gift horse in the mouth and everywhere else. It was true that being blackmailed had resulted in my current predilection for larger women but Fanny was being a little bit too mysterious.
"You're scared of me?!!" She was back to securing laughs from the other bar patrons and making a general nuisance of herself. I could see how this was going and became determined to take control of the situation. Fanny if that was her real name had burst onto the scene seemingly determined to take me on some adventure whether I liked it or not.
"Oh you got jokes huh?" She shrugged her shoulders with an impish smile on her face. I was still amazed at how her huge butt made her almost a head taller than me when we were sitting. She seemed slightly mesmerized by everything around her failing to notice me scrutinizing her every move.
"ID please."
"What?!!" Her almond eyes widened as I held my hand out with a stoic expression on my face. She cautiously placed the card in my palm and watched as I rolled over to door security and had him read her identification with his card reader. Surprise of surprises, Fanny Budiman was barely legal and now a target for my raging libido.
"I can't believe you did that."
"So does that mean you don't want to fuck?"
"Well I didn't say that."
Fanny had been clowning so much that we actually received some applause and catcalls as we left the bar. She was a ball of energy constantly chattering and waving at some male pedestrians that got a good enough look at her huge backdoor. She attempted to give the cabbie instructions to her home only for me to veto them. I wasn't taking her to my home either directing the ride to a nearby motel. I attempted to place my hand over her own but she quickly withdrew her hand.
"So you really don't trust me huh?"
"I trust you enough to fuck...with a condom."
"My house is a better than some motel."
"Is it better than "The Standard" Fanny?" I had a friend at the front desk who worked as a Night Manager for the expensive hotel franchise. I was guaranteed a laughable rate to get into one of their themed rooms. Fanny looked a little apprehensive at the prospect of going to a hotel with me to hook up. She seemed to have something up her sleeve and I was mischievously curious about the whole affair.
"Something wrong Fanny?"
"Uhm, it's just that I feel kind of bad having you spend that kind of money for a one-night stand."
"What do you care; aren't you here for some dick Fanny?"
"Yeah, uhm sure." She sat silently looking out of the window and texting without a word until we pulled up in front of the hotel. The cabbie was already turning off his meter but I held up a hand stopping him.
"Can we be honest with one another Fanny?"
"Sur-uhm; yeah."
"The plan was just to get me to the house right? There's somebody waiting there who I probably want nothing to do with and you, you're the sacrificial lamb. Those INCONSIDERTE ASSHOLES don't even care enough about you to even come with you to the bank...FUCKING LOSERS!!"
She looked a little shaken by my outburst and I noticed her hand on the doorknob which wasn't what I wanted at all. Fanny randomly stared own at her phone but continued nervously smiling in my direction.
"You don't really wanna fuck me do you?" She nodded looking even more nervous which told me to dial it back a little bit. The cabbie was going to say something but was held at bay by the fifty-dollar bill I was waving under his nose.
"We just met and you seem like a really nice girl, but I had the whole thing figured out the minute we started talking. You should probably go back and tell those idiots to fuck off. I-I mean they sent you to a bank to mess with some guy you don't even know." My words seemed to take effect because II noticed Fanny's lower lip trembling a little bit.
"Yeah." She solemnly replied.
"Hey you good girlfriend?" She was deep in thought shaking her head a bit. I put my hand on the door handle feigning an imminent departure.
"Hey can I ask you a question before I go Fanny?"
"What?"
"Do you really have a tumblr under the name Mt. Fuji?" I manufactured an earnest expression on my face.
"Yeah; you gonna take a look at it?" Her demeanor seemed to lighten up a bit after being busted and verbally skewered.
"Shit girl; are you kidding? Even though things turned out the way they did; that's still one hell of a monster you're working with Ms. Budiman." She was all teeth again with a goofy smile all her own.
"I got Instagram too; there's some good beach pictures there too." She offered seemingly reestablishing the semblance of a rapport between us. She brought up the website on her phone showing me some pictures of her frolicking on some beach in a wholly inappropriate bikini. The picture was cut short as Fanny's phone went dead. We both almost forgot the cabbie who alerted both of us by turning his meter back on.
"Shit gotta go Fanny; have a nice night!" I turned the door handle as she grabbed my arm.
"Uhm; I don't got no money."
"Well I already paid for my room on the way over; think you feel comfortable with me long enough to call someone from my room?" The hefty Asian girl stared blankly at me for a few moments before sliding out of the taxi.
"Maybe you could loan me some change for a payphone?"
"I would but...I only carry plastic Fanny, sorry." I opened my wallet to show her there was no cash present. Little did she know that there was about three hundred bucks in one of my socks. I had taken to stashing my money there after being mugged one too many times.
"Shit!" She looked anxious and afraid.
"Well I can see that you really don't trust me at all; I'm gonna get my room and call it a night. It was nice meeting you Fanny Budiman." I began walking away from the curb leaving the big girl there looking wild eyed at the prospect of finding her way back home.
"HEY; I'M COMING TO YOUR ROOM SO DON'T TRY ANY FUNNY STUFF!!" She yelled as she ran after me clutching her phone to her chest.
*******************************************
Half of my thick cock naturally found its way deep into Fanny's throat as she sat on her huge ass with her back against the wall. We'd entered the darkened finding a single light on over the doorway when my arm encircled her waist touching her pudgy tummy with the flat of my hand. She melted into me with an exasperated sigh craning her head up touching my lips with her plump ones. "Secretly" by that band Skunk Anansie was playing lightly in the room on the clock radio. I guess the housekeeper had probably left it on while cleaning but it set the mood perfectly. I was almost a head taller than Fanny leaning into her body forcing it between the wall and my flesh. I cupped her cheek as her tongue invaded my mouth twirling and probing wildly. The girl had no technique seemingly going on fueled by lust alone.
My hand found and cupped the supple curve of her breast through her t-shirt. It was large and spongy to the touch with an extremely hard nipple pressing into my palm.
"Thirty-eight D's huh?" Fanny watched my hand squeezing her tit like it was attached to someone else intermittently looking up at my face like she wanted approval.
"Yeah." She sheepishly replied drawing the cotton material up over her head and tossing it to the floor. Her cleavage was impressive pushed tightly together by her bra. I noticed some slight but noticeable stretch marks near her armpit that told more of her story. Apparently she'd been a lot bigger at some point dropping a lot of weight and becoming the creature standing before me. Her dark tinted skin added to the allure of the thick Asian. I helped her unclasp the Velcro strap at her back pulling the garment away from her chest. Her tits were meaty and inviting with dark areola and thick, stubbly nipples just the way I currently liked them. Fanny cupped the undersides of her breasts and rolled her nipples with a girlish giggle.



"Time to see if the rumors are true." Her fingers nimbly undid my belt buckle and drew my zipper down causing my thick, curved cock to pop out before her almond shaped eyes.
"Fuck that's uhm; that is a nice one." She probably would have said more but I couldn't resist making out with her some more. I loved her tongue and thick, juicy lips. Fanny was stroking my cock holding it in place pointed at her belly with one hand while the other roughly jerked the length in slow, dry repetitions. I put both of my palms flat on the wall facing her in a standing pushup position and began fucking her hand with deep strokes. She was getting hot and bothered twisting and bending my cock as her knees buckled.
"Want me to suck it?" I nodded running the flat of my tongue over her right cheek before taking her earlobe between my teeth.
"Love Me Like You Do" by Ellie Goulding started playing by the time my cock was pumping in and out of Fanny's mouth turning it into a surrogate cunt. The big girl had started out with one fist around the base of my cock before surrendering herself to my mounting lust. Her thick lips glistened with saliva and precum which dribbled down her chest in a nasty web that sent jolts of pleasure along my length. Fanny had drawn my pants down past my ankles and shoes making it that much easier for me to straddle her face. Her moans were mixed her a half choking sound as I took deviant liberties with her mouth. I knew it wouldn't be enough to simply fuck her mouth so I forced myself to disengage backing away to sit on the bed.
"Let me see it bitch." I groaned stroking my glistening cock as Fanny wiped her lips with her forearm.
She comically had difficulty getting back to her feet kicking off the floral print sandals on her feet before turning to face the wall. My breathing became heavier, more labored as she unsnapped the clasp under her muffin top before digging her thumbs into the top of her jeans.
"Slowly." I begged like a demented savant and she complied taking more than enough time to reveal the massive, meaty dimpled ass that had caught my attention upon our first meeting. It extended out from her lower back in a nearly perfect triangle almost glowing from her olive complexion. My cock strained and wobbled at the enticing sight. Fanny bent forward balancing herself with one hand on the wall to step out of her jeans.
"DON'T FUCKING MOVE!" I was on her in an instant grabbing huge helpings of the doughy flesh that made up her abnormally wide thighs. She placed both of her palms against the wall gasping a little bit from the exertion. The poor girl was carrying around a lot of weight but I didn't give a shit only wanting to further indulge my lust for her generous body. Fanny Budiman was a living fertility symbol wordlessly begging to be fucked into submission and I was going to be the executioner carrying out the silent order given by her thick, voluptuous body.
My cock throbbed and pulsed as it was pressed into the deep crack of her monster-sized butt. Fanny's saliva and my precum made for more than enough lubricant to fuck her butt cheeks to my heart's content. She had a case of the "chub rub" that strangely added to her allure as I fucked in upward strokes against her tanned butt. I felt a sliver of pain as my ball were accidentally pinched by Fanny. The girl was working her clit and moaning loudly.
"FUCKING FUCK!!" A thick spurt of cum shot from the head of my cock over the expansive curve of Fanny's monster leaving a milky trail. To her credit, that ass was so huge that that first blast of cum never reached the small of her back. More spurts followed in decreasing degrees until I was left watching the rest of the cum bubble up between the deep crack of her thick ass cheeks.
I softly took her hand leading her to the bed and directed her to sit on the edge facing me. I wasn't done enjoying Fanny Budiman by a long shot crawling between her legs to kiss her puffy, sparsely haired mound. She was salty and sweet at the same time as I lapped and sucked on her thick, juicy lower lips. My greedy fingers kneaded her tummy and breasts indiscriminately pushing her onto her back. I hungrily pried her sopping wet lips apart claiming her engorged clit as my prize. Fanny squirmed and gasped bathing my face in her essence as she came multiple times. English was definitely her second language as she babbled something incoherent and throaty.
"Anda membuat saya datang begitu keras! Aku akan gila!!" Sounded like Indonesian was my best bet as she humped up against my face gasping and pawing at my head. I decided to turn it up a notch pushing her thick, muscular legs up into her pudgy belly. Fanny was yelping in moments as I licked her from her backdoor to her front focusing intensely on each. I was caught off guard as she locked her legs around my head almost snapping my neck. It took a concerted effort to push her thighs apart before I slinked back down towards the floor.
"Oh baby I'm sorry but you really know how to eat that pussy." Her round face was covered with sweat and she looked giddy with sexual joy. I crawled forward on all fours kissing her mound one last time as she cradled my head lovingly.
"Fanny I'm going to fuck you." I declared pointedly looking her in the eye with a predator's glare.
"Please be gentle; I have a very small pussy." She was rubbing her mound and fingering herself as I gathered her legs on my shoulders.
"No."
"No; what do you mean "NO"?"
"I'm going to FUCK-YOU-HARD; you need to be properly FUCKED!! You have so much body here and it needs to be PLOWED RELENTLESSLY FANNY; FUCKING DESTROYED BY MY COCK!!" She screamed as I plunged deep into her instantly bottoming out. Her muscular thighs locked around my waist nearly breaking me in two as she came hard on my cock. I let it rest there enjoying the feeling of her inner walls tensing up around my girth.
"Shit motherfucker; that hurt so good." She finally admitted.
"Fanny?"
"Yes?"
"Can I FUCK YOU now?" I was pounding into her before she could answer as hard as I could. She shivered and convulsed under me taking the intense rutting and gritting her teeth to endure my attention. It took a good twenty minutes to get all of my cock into her tight, narrow pussy before we built up a decent rhythm. Her crescent shaped eyes were tightly shut as I made out with her forcing her nails out of my back pushing her meaty arms against the mattress. Her legs remained locked around my waist as I ground into her with wild abandon.
"Bareng aku akan memiliki bayi Anda!!" She moaned locking her arms around my neck and humping harder than she had before. Her pussy was snapping down on me as my balls tightened up signaling an impending explosive climax. I managed to force her legs apart snagging her ankles and pushing them into her chest.
"Apa-apaan yang Anda lakukan?!!" Fanny began kicking trying to free her ankles when she felt my cock against her backdoor. Despite her efforts, I managed to bury half of my length inside just as I began to cum hard. Her bucking only added to the sensation as she cried and tried to twist her hips to dislodge me.
"Oh you don't fuck in the ass?" I feigned concern knowing full well that I'd intended to bust a load in her ass before we'd even come into the room.
"I did it a few times; but you didn't even FUCKING ASK!!" I stifled a grin as I watched her roll over facing the window rubbing her giant butt.
"I'm really sorry about that Fanny; the way you talked before made me think otherwise...sorry."
"You should still ask." She scolded pulling the bed spread over the lower half of her naked body.
"Did you cum?"
"WHAT?!!"
"Did you cum; it's a simple enough question Fanny." She looked completed annoyed and agitated at my question.
"Well yeah; but you should have asked anyway."
"You would have let me?" She sat there pondering my question and scratching her shoulder length oily locks. Her nipples were erect and I had to take one between my lips suckling like a starving child. Her angry features melted revealing the childish woman I'd met hours earlier.
"You're so bad; you know that?" I was too busy sucking on her nipples to respond running my hand under the comforter to cup her sex. My cock was already grazing the top of the bed in its steely hardness.
"Come on Fanny; you know what I want bitch." She wordlessly rolled over onto her hands and knees raising her titanic ass in the air higher than her shoulders.
"Damn; look at all this fucking ass you got back here baby."
"Can you handle it?" she challenged.
"You already know I can slut." I punctuated my statement by ramming my cock into her sopping wet cunt and making her thick cheeks ripple. The meaty, unyielding nature of her backside threatened to take me along for the ride as she bounced and twerked her wide hips into my crotch. Our room and the accompanying music were nearly drowned out by the loud clapping of her thunderous cheeks.
"Baby?"
"What?"
"Please?" Fanny's legs were as far apart as they could go in the doggy position. I'd defeated her tight puss conforming it to the shape of my cock over the course of the evening. Now I was ready to go into her backdoor once again.
"Are you serious?"
"Baby?"
"Alright but don't cum in my asshole; do it on my butt alright?" Fanny took a few moments to maneuver herself into a face down prone position that was comfortable to her. I stood at the edge of the bed admiring the view for a few moments before straddling her huge ass. My hands appeared so small compared to her smooth, slightly dimply cheeks. Her brown-eye was reddened and slightly gaped from my intrusion earlier. She winced in pain from the sensation of my thick cock-head rubbing her crinkly star.
"Don't just fucking shove it in there; be careful motherfucker!!" Anal sex was definitely not Fanny's cup of tea judging from her involuntary attempts to shake me off. I sunk slowly into her as requested letting her get used to the filling of having her backdoor full. I personally didn't make it a habit to engage in anal with just anybody but I hadn't forgot how she'd invaded my space. She was sent there by someone trying to fuck with me and I hadn't found out who that was just yet.
"O-Okay hurry up and bust a nut; this shit hurts." She'd buried her face in a pillow as I ground into her tight hole combined with the buoyant sensation of her mountainous cheeks on my crotch. I bounced on top of her fat ass for over fifteen minutes before pulling my cock out to glaze her mountainous booty. The view of her wide olive colored butt crisscrossed with my semen was incredible. I couldn't resist the urge humping her dep crack until there was nothing left. Fanny was resting her chin on her fist as she looked over her shoulder waiting for me to finish with a bored look on her face. I was given the distinct impression that she'd been privy to this exact situation more time than I wanted to know.
"You really love that ass don't you?"
I collapsed next to Fanny watching as she gathered herself. The girl was a vision of rubenesque glory as she walked pigeon-toed to the bathroom with a tiny hand over her backdoor. I put a pillow over my face laughing at her predicament. She'd removed a charger cord from her pocket taking it along with her phone into the bathroom. I could hear her talking to someone on the phone and it sounded like a heated argument.
"Apa-apaan yang Anda lakukan? Saya di rumah seorang teman mengunjungi untuk malam!! Saya tidak perlu mengatakan apa-apa. Kami belum menikah!!" She was definitely having an argument with someone and it sounded pretty bad.
"DON'T YOU DARE CALL MY FATHER; YOU ARE SUCH A FUCKING TOOL!!" This didn't sound promising at all. Moments later she sounded like she was sobbing.
"Look-LOOK SHE'S MY FRIEND!! I was just trying to HELP HER OUT WITTH SOMETHING?!!"
"Anda seorang ass bitch lubang sialan!! Anda selalu menangis seperti anak sialan kecil!!" Fanny was definitely talking to some guy in her native language. I started getting dressed as the situation escalated.
"I'M AT THE FUCKING STANDARD HOTEL!!-The one downtown by the freeway...yeah; whatever." I was already halfway out the door while my idiotic conquest was giving directions to some guy on the other end of the line. I wasn't having any of that drama and made it a point to run to the other side of the floor taking a rear elevator to an underground parking garage. There was a taxi port there out of view of the public eye and I got home just after three in the morning.
I'd failed at finding out who sent Fanny Budiman to my job; but being safe and sound took priority over that drama.
Man, that was one HUGE FUCKING ASS for an Asian girl though...
***************************************
The following day had begun with a slightly heated exchange between me and my new boss regarding the events of the prior day. I'd been notified and warned that my employers were aware of my antics at my former branch and that shenanigans would not be tolerated at my new bank. The rest of the day proved to be a busy one because it was the first of the month and I allowed myself to slip into the mindless routine of the day. There was a line halfway out the door for most of the day and I was grateful to be busy.
"Welcome to our branch; how may I help you?"
"Yeah; give me your driver's license motherfucker."
"Excuse me?"
I looked up from some paperwork I had at my window noticing some extraordinary cleavage staring back across the thick bullet proof glass in my teller window. I was tan and creamy looking as my gaze wandered upward to find an angry looking biracial girl staring daggers at me. She had a round face with a large, nappy looking afro of sandy brown hair. Its curly nature resembled a Geri-curl of some sort and she was wearing an apple cap pointed backwards. She was probably as tall as I was wearing a tye dye sundress that was a mixture of bright hued pink and tan colors. She was a very big girl that appeared to be all tits from the waist up as the dipping cleavage line of her frock suggested.
"Uhm; excuse me ma'am?"
"Look you were supposed to be delivered to me last night; but the stupid bitch fucked up. So now I had to take matters into my own hands."
"What's this about; who are you?"
"Hope...the next girl you are going to fuck." I was flabbergasted looking around to see if anybody noticed what was going on at my window. Everybody seemed frozen in time doing their own thing.
"I want a word with you before you get the pussy and you will-not be ducking out on me like that dumb bitch last night. I.D please or do I will have to take drastic measures?"
"Drastic measures?"
"Yeah; you see I noticed your eyes on my tits and from what I've heard you like us "larger types" so let me inform you that I'm five feet ten inches measuring a very full and packed 40L-44-56 inches of nineteen-year-old pussy." I flushed red at her frank self-assessment while Hope took a few steps back from the window so that I could see the rest of her body. Her legs were exposed from the knee down revealing thinner calves than one would have thought a girl her size possessed.
"Ma'am."
"Shut up and pass me your I.D. along with your number; if you don't I'm going to pop by big ass titties out and identify you as my baby's daddy. I know you haven't been here long asshole and you'd probably get shit-canned even if they didn't believe me." She sounded like a black woman with a voice eerily similar to fucking Oprah's. The sharp familiar predatory look on her face spoke volumes as I passed my identification and number to Hope.
"See you later dick boy." My eyes followed her large frame out of the building. Trouble had come back to my neighborhood with a problem I was going to have to solve.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Yeah; you see I noticed your eyes on my tits and from what I've heard you like us "larger types" so let me inform you that I'm five feet ten inches measuring a very full and packed 40L-44-56 inches of nineteen-year-old pussy." I flushed red at her frank self-assessment while Hope took a few steps back from the window so that I could see the rest of her body. Her legs were exposed from the knee down revealing thinner calves than one would have thought a girl her size possessed.
PART 3
She said her name was Hope and she acted like I owed her something. The girl had this strange air of self-entitlement that seemed to radiate from her body. I kept going back to the strained look on her face and her angry tone. Hope told me that we were going to fuck in no uncertain terms but I couldn't understand why she would even bother with that stick up her ass. I'm embarrassed to say that I couldn't keep the sight of her enormous breasts out of my mind as I trudged through the remainder of my days wondering if I really would get a chance to pummel the snot out of her box. Hope sent the airhead Faith Budiman to lure me to her home for some sort of confrontation and I made up my mind that I wouldn't end up wherever that was. She truly was a beautiful mixed woman but I didn't know what she had planned. Turns out I wasn't kept waiting as I received a text informing me that she was sitting down the street at a lunch counter.
"So you actually showed up; I'm not surprised considering we haven't slept together yet." She patted a spot on a stool next to her as I wondered how she was able to squeeze in between a number of thinner people already in place.
"Look; what's this all about?" I leaned against the counter instead of sitting there feeling it would be safer on my feet if she made a scene.
"I just wanted to find out what you're like before we sleep together."
"Well geez I seem to have a wealth of riches lately; so whom should I make the check out to Holly?" The lunch counter was one of those trendy fusion places owned by a couple of trust fund babies to those in the know. I was grateful to get a beer although I didn't recognize the label. Holly was picking at a small platter containing some fried rice with large noticeable chunks of pineapple accompanied by some thick looking fried wings covered in sweet & sour sauce.
"You'll find out after we have sex."
"What if we don't have sex; I'm getting tired of the games and I don't know if I want to put up with this shit anymore." She took a sip from her own domestic beer staring at me; sizing me up for the kill. Her beautiful features and honey soaked complexion called out to me in the worst way but I had to know who had it in for me.
"Aw come on man; you didn't have a problem fucking my friend. Matter of fact she told me that you went into her backdoor without even asking." I chuckled involuntarily recalling the angry expression on Fanny's face after I'd buried half of myself inside her monstrous ass.
"I asked...later." She finally cracked a smile giving me a glimpse of the cute girl hiding behind the dead serious scowl from earlier.
"Bitch probably deserved it." Holly's chuckle broke into laughter that we both shared. It was raw and spontaneous with a completely infectious nature that erupted several times over the next couple of minutes. I couldn't help but notice that her massive chest rest partially on top of the counter where she sat. Her breasts were pushed back against her chest causing them to rise up to her neck. A number of the male patrons including the Thai barkeep ogled Holly's bounty shamelessly. There was enough top cleavage on display to supply three women's chests.
"Can I have my ID back Holly?" She'd noticed the trajectory of my gaze and I looked away embarrassed.
"Oh you mean this?" She pulled my identification from her purse holding it in front of her face like she was in a commercial of something. Before I could react, Holly stuffed the plastic card into her deep cleavage.
"That's not fair."
"Really, all it takes is a pair of huge fucking tits to beat you; that your kryptonite or something?" I was honestly at a loss for words unable to unglue my eyes from her all-encompassing cleavage. Holly used her forearms to push her mountainous cleavage together eliciting a chorus of laughter and sending me in to dejavu for the second time in many nights.
"Come on Holly; you've had your fun."
"Fun? I've only just started fucking with you buddy; you know you're my enemy right?" More confusing words as she finished her drink.
"Sure kid; so when's the big reveal?" I was getting tired of the cat and mouse bullshit and had been tired of it since the evening prior with her associate Fanny Budiman.
"You're so impatient; I just wanted a dinner out of you first...I-mean you must be used to this sort of thing with all of the fat girls that you fuck."
"Who told you that shit?"
"A good friend of yours; off the cuff; I mean I really shouldn't be here but the buildup and excitement of meeting a class A villain like yourself was too good not to ignore." The barkeep plunked a small bowl of multi-colored yogurt down in front of Holly apparently as payment for a night entertainment.
"Just spit it out; this shit's getting tired already and I need to go to bed."
"I'm gonna play my game darling; I've waited too long for this and I want to savor it a bit." I just stared at her blankly as she began to eat her dessert.
"Give me back my ID."
"Well you know where to find it boyfriend." She jiggled her boobs right under my nose creating an ocean-like ripple effect. Some of the other patrons chided me desperately wanting to see my hand in her cavernous cleavage.
"Unfortunately because of unknown factors I'm forced to be more gentlemanly than I would prefer at this instant." I reluctantly admitted defeat even as I popped serious wood just looking at this mixed chick with an attitude.
"These REALLY are you KRYPTONITE huh?"
"You wish." I quickly snatched the apple cap from her sandy mane where it sat like a crown placing it on my own head and began walking away.
"HEY MY HAT; GIVE THAT BACK!!"
"Yeah so sue me; you've got my address baby. See you at my place; if you're serious about getting your brains fucked out." I walked briskly across the street luckily hailing a cab traveling in my direction. I could see her staring pointedly at me for spoiling her game. Holly sat there simply finishing her treat as I observed some guy trying to chat her up.
*****************
Twenty minutes later I was sitting in my living room watching sports center when I realized that Holly's apple cap was still on my head. I was sifting through my mail trying to make sense of the disjointed conversation we'd had when my phone rang with an unknown number.
"Can I come inside?"
"Hold that thought."
I gathered up a six pack of brews and walked down the hall peering through my peephole. I was treated to the sight of Holly's pretty face and mountainous front porch. I wondered how she would feel sitting in front of my door having a few beers because I wasn't sure I wanted to let her into my home.
"Hmmm great minds do think alike." I opened my front door to find her with a six pack of her own. Despite myself we both shared a laugh.
"Peace offering?"
"Not even. I figured I'd be kind of like a bring your own beer situation so I geared up with the price of admission here." She held up the six pack of Heineken which was of course dwarfed by her own chest.
"You got the price of admission right in front of you girlfriend and I'm definitely not talking about the fucking beer." Holly gingerly handed her offering to me with a knowing smirk before hooking her thumbs into the plunging neckline of her sundress. I wasn't expecting her to draw the cotton material in opposite directions revealing her breasts.
"Oh shit." Holly literally pulled out her big guns smashing all of my inhibitions and qualms about letting her into my home in seconds.
Her breasts were massive if that was even a word for what was in front of me with big, thick pendulous udders capped with large dark areola. Even her own small hands weren't up to the task of wrangling them as she cupped the undersides of her tits seemingly offering them up to me.
"So I make the grade or what?" Sadly, Holly quickly stuffed her tits back into her frock as one of my neighbors walked by wide-eyed at the sight of the super-sized BBW.
"Well I'm more of an "Ass Man" to tell the truth Holly."
"I know that; why do you think I sent Fanny? FUCK MAN, you aint gonna get me to pull my fucking dress up in front of your door so that your neighbors can get another show!!" She sounded a little bit irritated and I was heartened to know that I was having some sort of effect on this upstart.
"Relax." I moved to the side allowing into my house and tossing away my reservations. I noticed that she was just about height as she passed while I tried to figure out the best way to fuck her senseless.
My eyes wandered down to her rear finding that it did stick out a bit and I considered yanking her multi-colored frock up for a good look. Holly had a very thick, rectangular kind of shape if you discounted her huge breasts that appeared to rival the size of a man's head. I found the large, shaggy mane of sandy brown hair to be a turn-on as well accentuating her honey soaked complexion. Her youthful features were done up with a professional level of makeup that I noted in minute detail from Hope's sharp outline black eyebrows to the frosted lipstick on juicy lips that I longed to see around my cock.
"Taking it all in are we?" she sounded glib but the expression on her face was strained.
"What else am I supposed to do?"
"Take me to your bedroom and FUCK the SHIT out of me...or at least die trying."
She slid effortlessly out of her flats closing the distance between us to softly reclaim her six pack substituting it for her own hand. Her tits pressed into my chest as she looked into my eyes and giving me more to look at. Her round eyes were light brown and piercing with heavy eyeshadow that accentuated them all the more and I wanted to kiss her right there on the spot while squeezing her huge tits. Both of my hands were occupied at the moment with one of her hands and my own six pack. Holly tugged at my arm expectantly prodding me into action. I led her to my unkempt bedroom where she once again handed me her six pack before reaching down to the helm of her dress to pull the flimsy garment over her head.
I was surprised to find out that she was wearing a bra after all and it was probably the largest shelf-type of its kind. Part of me wanted to ask if it was specially made for her frame but I didn't think that would help the mood any and then there was the matter of her declaration of hostility towards me. Holly's hips matched the width of her stomach merging perfectly with her slightly thick thighs and contrasting with her uncharacteristically thin calves. I noticed a tattoo on her right calf that looked like a bunch of flowers or something. It was the kind of thing that you got when you broke up with a person after getting their name or some shit. She'd easily squeezed her narrow hips into a really small pair of sheer panties and her lightly furred muff was plainly visible.
"Kind of scaring me here." Holly admitted after a few moments under my scrutiny.
"What?"
"The way you're checking me out; like an animal eyeballs raw meat. I mean it's cool and shit because I came here, but dude...your nostrils are flaring and shit."
"Like you said, it's your decision to be here baby; now lose the panties."
"Oh so you want a show, is that it lover? I'll give you a show alright."
Holly gave me a light push on the bed as she walked over to the wall facing it with her palms flat on its surface. I was reminded of Melanie Santos, my ex-boss and strained lover who'd done the exact same pose when prompted. I didn't realize it yet, but Melanie was at the end of her rope and suffering from some inner demons that eventually engulfed her. Now here I was again with some big, thick female in my apartment ready and willing to fuck me for reasons unknown and I had Meanie to thank for it. Ever since she'd blackmailed me into a sexual encounter; my sexual compass had been altered leaving with a distinct proclivity for the BIG and TALL ...sometimes I wondered if deep down I'd always been a quote, unquote "Chubby Chaser".
Holly ran both of her hands through her shaggy mane shaking it out further with a snarl. She was really pretty with a juxtaposition of hard and soft elements that made her face unique in its own right. Her hands slid down over her massive chest and under her bounty cupping them. I could see her saucer sized areola with their cinnamon tinged hue and the tiny little bumps surrounding her thick nipples. She slid her palms outward pushing tits together and revealing even more of her areolas as they were forced upward. Holly leaned forward jiggling her breasts for my viewing pleasure. I was enchanted as she deftly snapped the multiple hooks that held her brassiere in place. Holly laughed when I suddenly jumped as her huge brassiere hit me in the face. I held the garment up like discarded butterfly wings getting an idea just how massive her tits actually were.
"Eyes forward baby; I'm not done yet." I watched as she bent at the waist and allowed her heavy breasts to swing back and forth. Holly arched her back leaning against my wall repeatedly mashing her tits together creating a clapping sound before running her hands sensually across her sloping belly. The large woman hooked a thumb into the relatively small panties that falsely covered her modesty. She pulled the silky garment outward staring down at her own sex before looking up at me with a single finger hungrily in her mouth as if to say "What do we have here?"
This girl big body or not... was fucking sexy and she knew it. Was unapologetic about it and certainly didn't give a fuck whether you cared or not.
Strains of "Haunted by Beyoncé" drifted through my bedroom emanating from the clock radio on my bedside table. Holly had my attention as she swiveled her narrow hips side to side in a very controlled manner. She was a literal brick shithouse, powerful and womanly on a different level than I was used to and yet she was so young. Holly hooked both thumbs in the helm of her panties drawing the material halfway down and revealing her lightly furred muff. I noticed a very small tattoo over her sex that looked like a signature. She grinned and turned towards the wall bending at the waist pushing her butt out at me. Her torso, hips and thighs were a straight line neither diminishing her thickness or sex appeal. The panties under the cuff of her meaty butt enhanced what she had to offer.
"Ready?"
With a grace that belied her thick, curvy form, Holly bent at the waist losing the underwear and giving me a direct look at her perfect peach. Her lips were puffy and visibly wet with arousal driving me nearly to action. She began rubbing two fingers along her slit with a measured intensity before spreading her flower for my viewing pleasure.
"Ready?" She asked again as I sat gawking in amazement at the sensual display before me.
"Hey asshole?"
"Yeah?" I'd snapped out of my lustful stupor noticing that Holly had paused from her routine waiting for an answer.
"Are you fucking ready for this or are you going to sit there like a pathetic mouth breather?" I blinked staring at her pointedly before fishing out my erect cock in silent response. Holly gasped and chuckled nervously watching me slowly stroke my length. We were staring into each other's eyes as she dabbed a few fingers in her mouth before applying them to her clit.
Three fingers...the outer ones to hold her prominent lips open and the middle to work her button. Holly's attention to detail and her intense focus on pleasuring herself had me nearly on the edge jerking my own cock. Her thick, pendulous breasts hung low partially obscuring her soft, jiggly belly as the digits slipped inside and began viciously jerking her cunt until she lost it and visibly squirted on my carpet with a strained, breathy gasp.
"Oh shit Holly; I'm fucking close!!" I felt like an idiot loudly calling out my imminent climax; something about this girl, some intangible element was just so damn sexy that I wanted her to see me blow a load.
"Yeah; you gonna fucking cum?"
"Yeaaaah!!" The large nineteen-year old had caught my eye with her own mashing her huge tits together while she pulled roughly on her own nipples. Holly's intensity was something to behold and I was taken aback watching the big girl maul her breasts.
"You jerking that cum?"
"YEAAAHHHHH!!" My hand was a blur on my rod as precum leaked freely from the reddened head of my cock glazing my fist.
"Want some help?"
"HUH?!!!"
In an instant the kid yanked my pistoning hand away from my cock with one hand while cupping my balls and cock base with the other. Holly balled her fist up around my junk while covering the head of my cock with her palm. She started rolling her palm all over the head while jerking extremely hard with three finger from her other hand. The counter motion and movement had me closer to the brink.
"Beg."
"Huh; what?!!" Two fingers now encircled my length teasing my length excruciatingly slowly.
"Beg motherfucker." I face-palmed as her intent became as clear as the mean smirk on her pretty face.
"FUCK-SHIT!!!" Holly quickly drew her hands away from my cock letting it flop on my belly sliding around in its own juices. She was sitting on her haunches on the floor at the end of my bed with her arms at her sides.
"PLEEEEEASE HOOOOLLY!!" Her eyes widened with as an excited girlish giggle escaped her plump lips. She lurched forward with a speed that frightened me taking more than half of me between her pursed lips and sucking for all she was worth.
"AAAAAWWWWW SSSSSHHHHHAAAAAATT!!!!!!" Several thick ropes of creamy jizz instantly hit the roof of her mouth and throat. Holly never stopped sucking even as I squirmed and humped her mouth like there was no tomorrow. Before I could react, Holly slapped her massive tits on my cock several times trapping it between her mountains extracting even more cum.
"You liked that baby?" She sounded like a young girl unsure of herself and seeking approval for her actions as she glared at a web of cum between her thin fingers. She rubbed the mess on my exposed abs before flicking my cock painfully with a finger.
"I don't know how to answer that; but you got me fucking good alright?" Her sandy hair was all over her face partially obscuring her features.
"You done old man; fucking gassed huh, already used up bitch?" She cupped her udders and jiggled them in a playful manner.
"Old man?!!" I was all of thirty-two years of age at the time.
"Talking all that shit; flapping your gums about how "you were gonna FUCK MY BRAINS OUT" and you can't even handle a little foreplay-PATHETIC!!" This girl was a piece of work insulting me and rubbing her cunt as she laughed out more insults.
"Fuck you."
"Fuck me? FUCK ME; EH MOTHERFUCKER?!!" Holly's wild mane slapped down on my pelvis as she engulfed my cock slurping and sucking hard making me yelp. I tried to buck her off of my crotch but she moved faster than I would have suspected of someone of her size hopping up on top of my thighs. Holly allowed her dead weight to hold me down looking amused at my attempts to dislodge her.
"I'm not going anywhere until I'm finished with you." She warned twerking her squarish chunky butt on my sex before leaning forward across the rest of my body. Her weight was becoming an issue along with her massive tits that completely covered my face. It felt like she was going to force my body through the bed, literally flatten me and pulverize every bone in my body. I was truly experiencing the dark side of fucking BBW'S and my head felt like it would explode from the pressure.



"What's wrong baby; I thought you like fucking us big girls right?" She sounded like she was talking to a child bruising my ego as life sustaining air rushed into my lungs. Holly had lifted her body with her thick arms enough to give me a moment's relief.
"Buh-Bitch." She slammed down on me again even harder knocking the wind right out of me.
"Manners bitch boy; I'm a fucking lady no matter how massive and I will be treated like one! I got all night to get what I want old man; all night to turn you into a fucking pretzel if I feel like it!!" She found a way to press down even harder as I screamed into her body. She was fucking primal and frightening with the knowledge of using her size as a weapon. This biracial girl all of nineteen years of age and blessed with a pair of humongous knockers was dominating me with her sheer bulk. There was no way I was getting out of this situation of my own making without at least appearing to capitulate. She had a man's ego and I felt that was the way out of her control.
"Got something you wanna say to a lady?"
"Look Holly; I'm very sorry and I'd like to apologize for offending you in any way." There was an incredulous smile on her pretty face telling me that she hadn't expected me to fold so soon.
"Fuck man; you're easy."
"Really fucking sorry; do you mind?" I motioned towards my legs but she didn't budge supporting her considerable weight on both of her hands. Her palms were facing down on either side of my head leaving no leverage or escape route other than planting my fist in her gut and that wasn't an option.
"Relax you'll feel it in a second." My cock was rock hard pressed against my abdomen underneath her sopping wet cunt. Her thick labia perfectly sandwiched my rod as she sat up on my crotch. The heat from her young snatch as intense as the woman sitting on top of me flexing her cunt with precision.
"Feel that?" I nodded as she shifted her weight pressing down further making my cock-head nudge her clit. Holly reached down with both hands handling her pronounced muffin top so that I could see what she was doing. Her big, narrow hips rocked back and forth coating my length with her slick wetness bumping her little button every now and then.
"You didn't even realize what I was doing; but you still managed to pass the test homey. Congratulations you're a true Chubby Chaser if ever I saw one. You're so fucking hard from being smothered and you didn't even try to punch your way out of this shit." Her back was straight even while she rocked her slit against me with laser precision. Holly was wet and sticky with lust and sweat grinding against me in short circular movements. The wet, nasty friction filled my bedroom with sounds of our mutual lust driving the big, thick girl over the edge. Her torso length breasts swung back and forth in front of my face adding to the power of her weight slowly pushing me inside.
"Somebody's inside the kitty; but not all the way." Holly was breathing hard as a tremor ran through her body. I could feel myself inside a little more than her opening and she was incredibly tight. She pressed her palms flat against my chest making me gasp under her considerable girth while managing to support the rest of her weight on her shapely, thin looking legs. Her snatch was so tight that my cock was taken along for the ride sitting vertical under her.
"Don't move or somebody's gonna have an "L" shaped cock." I remained still being rewarded with the unnaturally tight fit of Holly's cunt as it slid down my lubricated shaft to the hilt.
"FFFUHHH-FUCK; let's just stay...still for a moment." The tightness was amazing coupled with the pulsing wetness inside. My hands sought out her tits, fingers sinking into the soft pillowy flesh as her nipples became even harder against my palms.
"Pinch my nipples and slap my fucking tits!!" Her eyes were tightly shut as she started riding my cock hard moving only her hips. I obliged her as much as I could wedged under her body and being fucked like the town whore. The more I pull and rolled her nipples, the tighter her cunt seemed to become. I usually like to be in control but Holly was making a case for passive participation as I laid there and took it like a champ. I cupped her heavy tits bouncing and jiggling them with hard broad smacks every now and then.
"FUUUUCK-BITE MY NIPPLES MOTHERFUCKER!!" Her right breast was suddenly enveloping my entire face. The large woman howled in delight at the abuse of her sensitive breasts while lurching forward pressing more weight into my chest. She must have spread her legs wide on either side of me because I felt somewhat of a draft followed by the distinct feeling of her chunky butt crashing down on me. Holly's face was inches away from mine and I couldn't help but seek out her thick, luscious lips.
"No, no, no, no; watch yourself!" Her right hand covered my nose and lips forcing my head to the side and reminding me that I was just being used. Instead, Holly took my earlobe between her lips nibbling and sucking on it like some sort of treat.
"OOOOOOOHHHHHH FFUH-FAAAAWKKKK; GONNA CUM!!" Her breath reeked of alcohol and Thai food; her shuddering gasps wet and hot on my cheek. I could feel her pending, selfish climax knowing that I had no part in it other than my cock which was lodged inside her tight snatch. Holly was bouncing on me like there was no tomorrow and there was nothing I could do about it but ride it out. This girl was a wild stallion, a runaway freight train, an irresistible force that I was determined to endure.
"AAAAAAWWWWWW GGGAAAAAAWWWWDD!!" Her voice exploded out of nowhere as she came hard drenching my crotch and abdomen in a burst of liquid lust. Holly's fists were full of handfuls of her own hair, her round face a mask of painful ecstasy as her mouth hung open. She undulated her hips working my still erect member before losing all energy and collapsing beside me with an impact that should have took out my bed.
"Of shit; haven't cum that hard in like...forever." She was panting and fanning herself in the jumble of bedding and discarded clothing while my cock remained pointing at the damn ceiling. I rolled on my side facing my sexual bully cupping her mound in a weak display of ownership.
"Truth time; spill it bitch." Holly was still coming down but arched one of her sharp eyebrows in my direction most likely noting my defiance. Her light brown eyes rolled up into her head as she picked at her sandy mane dragging things out further.
"No, uh afterglow or nothing huh?" Her fingers closed roughly around my wrist pointedly pulling the hand it was attached to away from her puffy mound and placing it flat on my chest.
She rolled to her side treating me to a view of her large back and chunky, squarish looking butt. I considered rolling her onto her stomach and fucking her in the ass for a measure of revenge but there were just too many questions that needed answering. Holly rolled over hooking one of her legs over mine as a small plastic card dropped onto my chest.
"What the fuck is this?"
"The answer to that question you've been asking me all night." It was a driver's license; hers.
"Holly Anne Santos?"
"Yeah, that's me." She cupped my chin surprising me with a deep soulful kiss as the truth of her identity hit me like a stack of bricks. There had been something surprisingly familiar about Holly the entire time; something that I never would have put my finger on without the small piece of plastic in my hand. She was half black and Latina blessed with a humongous rack that her mother definitely lacked but more than made up for with her thunderous butt.
"You're Melanie's daughter?"
"In DNA only; we're lifetimes apart in everything else you know? They say kids are always different from their parents and well; most people say I take after my father and shit but I say different. He's a pussy who can't even control his fat wife. Motherfucker let my mom cheat on him over and over...for fucking years!!" She was looking up at my ceiling fan reliving everything she was saying.
"Fucking bitch ruined my life because she hungry for dick; me I'm just trying to make it to fucking graduation so that I can get the fuck out of there with what's left of my dignity. Dad always told me not to get involved because it was his life and he had to live it...Then one-night mom just up and disappears in the middle of the night. She's at your place getting that hot-fucking beef injection and the shit was so good that she went out in fucking lingerie...Yeah; didn't give a fuck about the family." Her voice was already cracking and I didn't know if I wanted to hear any more of this shit.
"My dad's all kinds of fucked up especially after getting this call in the middle of the night. Don't really know who it was but it really screwed my father up something fierce. Tore the fucking house apart scaring the shit out of all his children and earning a night in the lock-up because nosey neighbors called the cops!! Dad's a reasonable guy but not that night; lost it and got hurt. The police let me stay home but snagged my siblings and where is mom?"
"Holly..."
"FUCKING YOUR SORRY ASS!!" The tears were mingling with her mascara and her breath coming and going in short gasps.
"Look you don't have to talk about it anymore; it's alright Holly."
"You know I sat up all night cleaning that empty house, waiting for my sorry ass mother to come home and she just walks in like a fucking zombie. She thinks she's going to sleep for an hour before going to work and shit!! DIDN'T EVEN ASK ABOUT DAD, HER OTHER KIDS OR THE BOMBED OUT HOUSE!! ...there was so much broken glass and furniture. Dining room set-GONE!! Love seat shredded with a butcher's knife; fucking cotton and shit all over the floors. Mom said she was uhm, TIRED and just wanted some sleep-FUCKING WHORE!!"
"Holly!!"
"I beat her fat, disgusting ass black and blue you know...FUCKED HER UP-fucked her up like Dad would have done if he were home...guess what?" She wiped her running mascara with her arm.
"What?"
"MY FUCKING PARENTS ARE STILL TOGETHER!! Holly broke down sobbing uncontrollably swatting away my attempts to console her. I settled for handing her a box of tissues.
"I had her down on the floor just punching her in the face and feeling good for the first time in my life...just wanted to know if it was worth it; fucking up our family and that bitch had the nerve to say that it was!! YOUR FUCKING COCK WAS WORTH MORE THAN OUR FAMILY!! Shit stopped me cold in my tracks and it was then that I just wanted to meet you...Wanted to find out all about this magic fucking cock that makes a woman forget her family-her kids and her husband." I'd scooted out of the bed facing the wall as she got her drama out. I couldn't look her in the eye and not recall dialing up her father that night from Melanie's phone just to hear what he sounded like.
Couldn't admit that I did it just to get Melanie in trouble because she'd turned my life upside down. I'd ended up with a severe proclivity for the BIG and TALL with no end in sight and now here I was sleeping with her daughter.
"Alright; fuck I get it Holly...you want some kind of apology for shit I didn't know?"
"No." Her answer was simplicity followed by quiet. It seemed to go on forever before I looked over my shoulder finding her asleep. Apparently she just needed to cry it out but I was faced with the looming task of getting her out of my home.
I felt bad about my part in her family drama but most of that shit honestly rested on the head of Melanie Santos, the direct result of her incessant stalking. I'd just wanted some revenge for everything she'd put me through but Holly's confession gave me pause. I stared down at her sleeping body taking it all inward, wondering what my next move should be. My eyes came to rest on her snatch and despite myself I popped serious wood. My cock was so hard that it actually hurt and I didn't want to jerk off so I was faced with a serious dilemma. My gaze wandered up to one of her huge tits with its saucer sized areola covered with little goosebumps and a thick erect nipple.
She was a little bitter to the taste as my tongue ran along her slit tasting her sweat and left over juices. I can't really explain my behavior but I found myself licking her pussy. Holly stirred a bit when my tongue went inside drawing her knees up and spreading her legs. I was on my knees at the edge of the bed and began sliding along my belly until my lips were Frenching her labia.
"Fuck me; please." She sounded sad and forlorn but I didn't want to listen to the voices in my head that were screaming for me to back off and send Holly away. I wanted to be selfish; needed her body to sate my burgeoning manhood. The head of my cock slipped inside her sticky opening wet with my saliva and her own need. Holly spread her legs wider as I slowly reached up grabbing the mattress above her head to plunge into her steamy depths. I paced myself wanting to savor what she had to offer working her slow and deliberate. Holly was just so tight and hot around my length that I had to pick up pace.
The large nineteen-year old matched my thrusts stroke for stroke humping up against me until I collapsed on top of her in a reversal of roles. She whispered something in my ear but I couldn't hear a word she said concentrating on stuffing her box to my heart's content. Her thin calves found a home on my shoulders as I pounded her cunt mercilessly. Holly's massive breasts bounced watery all over her chest even slapping her in the face on a couple of occasions. I pushed them together nibbling on both nipples in unison as her box became sopping wet. She was muttering something incoherent as my balls tightened up and I couldn't help myself locking lips with her.
"MOVE!!" Holly suddenly shoved me back running into my bathroom to pray to the porcelain goddess. I didn't know if it was from her meal earlier that night or disgust with my behavior. Strangely enough I realized I was stroking my cock as I watched her chunky, cinnamon colored butt as she was hurling in my bathroom.
"Sorry Holly." Her fleshy bottom was supple and unyielding to the touch. She never looked up as I bounced off of her meaty ass. Unfortunately, Holly only proved to have ten minutes of tolerance complaining about her knees managing to sit on my toilet in a slouched posture. My neglected cock was covered in a thick lattice of veins and sticking straight out from my body. She motioned towards her chest and I slapped my cock in the deep valley of her cleavage. It turned out to be futile with no lube and Holly shoved me back when she saw me take some lube out of the cabinet. Coincidentally I'd used the same bottle of lubricant on her mother. I found lying prone on my bed and decided to continue listening to my cock spraying the oily substance all over her butt until it shined.
"You want this because I'm her daughter; don't you?"
"No; I've wanted to fuck you since the first moment I laid eyes on you." Even though her butt was squarish, meaty and large; her crack barely reached half its length. My cock looked larger than it actually was resting in her rear cleavage. Her ass felt good against me and I was close to climax when she spoke.
"Fuck me from behind; I know you like doing that." The resultant rutting left me barely able to pull out and cum all over her backside in what was fast becoming my signature finish with BBW'S. We spooned with my cock resting between her cheeks and a hand playing with one of her large breasts rolling the nipple.
The warmth of her body was tantalizing as my hand found a resting place on her sloping belly. She still wouldn't kiss me though as we passed out in this position.
*****************
I awoke right before five in the morning not surprised to find Holly Anne Santos gone. I jumped into the shower knowing I had a limited window of opportunity to make it to work on time. I'd just lathered up when I was alerted by knocking that quickly became loud, intrusive banging on my door.
"FUCK IS THIS SHIT?!!" I figured Holly was back running to my door to give her a piece of my mind and warn her not to come to my place of employment looking for trouble.
"WHAT THE FU-!!" I opened my door and was instantly thrown back as some guy put his weight on the door. I lost my towel along with consciousness as two punks pummeled me. Holly's face became a distinct memory fading away into the darkness.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Tad Remington was beside himself as he tried to process what had happened to him in study hall. He'd shown up to take a make-up exam only to be blackmailed by Agnes Newton; the Class TA and subsequently humiliated and molested by the normally unassuming student. She'd taken exception to an insult about her perceived "chaste" state and proceeded to prove him wrong by dominating the buff jock with the greatest blowjob he'd ever received. She was overpowering and dominant taking him places he'd never been sensually...and that was only a blowjob.
"Bet you want to know what it's like to fuck me, huh Tad?" She'd smugly teased him knowing that he was completely drained after she'd finished with him. He was left wondering about what it really would be like to have sex with the dowdy, chubby looking teen. He still had a little trouble walking later in the day due to his sore balls and perpetually hard cock. He wanted to pin the nerdy girl to a wall and rail her until she tapped out; if only to reclaim some of his lost manhood. Tad's high school experience had taken a turn for the surreal since his girlfriend Kelsey Taylor cheated on him with the class nerd Poindexter Snodgrass or Dexter as he was more commonly known. He'd been thwarted in every attempt to exact revenge on the scrawny individual watching in increasing levels of horror as the status quo was reversed placing him on the bottom of the pecking order.
Agnes had taken things to another level forcing him to watch video of his ex-girlfriend and her BFF Tiffany St. Claire going down on the hapless geek (Who happened to be unconscious at the time.) and demanded that he disclose his feelings about the whole affair.
How the fuck was he supposed to feel?!!
His girlfriend; the hottest girl in the school and probably the county was turned out by a fucking geek not even good enough to lick her boots. Their situation had the side effect of making him a laughing stock at school and amongst his teammates on the football team. He was genuinely mortified and struck dumb watching Kelsey and several other girls gush over Dexter. Meeting Agnes had changed his perspective on the word "geek" as it applied to the smug teacher's assistant. His cock was still throbbing and going through various states of arousal even at the thought of her. He wanted more from her; wanted to find out what else she was capable of and seriously fuck the snot out of her. Tad had two classes with her; more than enough time to set something up. Somehow before the day was over, Agnes Newton was getting railed.
He rushed to his English class feeling more excited than he normally would have been at the prospect of seeing his sudden crush. No matter how hard he tried; Tad could barely control the anxious feeling that washed over him at the prospect of seeing Agnes. The embattled jock was already sporting serous wood by the time he crashed into his seat. She didn't keep him waiting standing at the entrance to the classroom talking with her boyfriend Brian Lewis. He noticed that Brian looked distraught about something while Agnes appeared dismissive of her guy's situation. His cock almost leapt out of his pants when she glanced in his direction with a slight smirk on her face. She took the long way around the class to her seat as Tad found himself staring at the back of her head. He fidgeted a bit trying to get her attention before scribbling his number on a piece of paper and attempting to toss it onto her desk. It landed on the very edge of her desk and she immediately using her pen to push the note onto the floor.
"Fuckin..." He whispered to himself completely frustrated with Agnes Newton. He decided to give her another chance writing two more copies of his number that received the same response from the uninterested teen. The jock had drawn a bit of comedic attention to himself eliciting a few giggles and chuckles from his classmates. Tad Remington wasn't used to having to work this hard for a girl's attention finding himself in unfamiliar territory again. Finally, he rose on shaky legs trying to hide his apparent tumescence drawing some gasps and laughter from the female contingent in the English class.
"TAD REMINGTON!!" The portly English teacher always used her student's full names when she intended to scold them.
"Uh, uhm; yeah ma'am?"
"RETURN TO YOUR SEAT-NOW!" He stumbled back to his chair nearly tripping over his own feet to get another glance at Agnes Newton. Laughter assailed his ears before the class was silenced by the teacher rapping a yard stick on her desktop. The entitled teen hated being laughed at because he was accustomed to being on the other side of humor. He was supposed to be living large with the hottest girl in school on his arm and now he was becoming a walking joke. The rest of class was a blur other than Tiffany St. Claire momentarily taking the heat off of him as she bolted from class in a flustered state. He told himself that he would get things under control by forgetting about Agnes Newton.
"She had a lot of time on her hands anyway being such an uptight cunt; probably practices all the time!" He thought to himself trying to justify his apparent failure. At the precise moment that thought was running through his head Agnes closed her text book and turned looking directly at his face. Despite himself; Tad flushed red under her gaze feeling strangely shy and awkward. His cock was so hard that it was pulsing and dripping precum making his pant leg sticky. A wadded up ball of paper hit him directly between the eyes falling to his desk.
"Okay Tad; you'll get your chance to get up close and personal with my uptight cunt. Science Lab...see you in ten minutes." She'd turned back around in her seat before he could even react to the note.
"I'm definitely gonna crack that ass open." He thought, pumped up and stoked at the imminent encounter with the smug TA who'd taunted and teased him to distraction. My mind was afloat with images of Agnes Newton sobbing and begging off as he mercilessly pounded her until she passed out. He had been known for having a roughish charm and animalistic tendencies in the bedroom gaining his street cred from a few unprepared underclassmen. He pumped himself up even further planning to raid the dork's backdoor for good measure. The images accompanying his inner monologue had him on the verge of climaxing.
"MR. REMINGTON!!"
"Yes ma'am?"
"Class has been over for ten minutes now; you can go now." He hadn't realized what was going on around him lost in his own fantasy scenario.
"Shit; I'm late!" He sped from class knocking a few desks asunder with his muscled frame. He bolted down the hallway shoving a few students aside. He was so anxious that he fumbled with the doorknob to the lab scraping his hand. The science lab was vacant during lunch hours and all the lights had been turned down. Agnes Newton didn't seem to be there and he figured she was playing games with him.
Tad looked around a few of the stations before nervously rubbing his hands together. There was something in the air; something tinged with a kind of honeysuckle sweetness that lingered in his nostrils and eyes. It hung at the corners of his mouth bringing with it this sort of heated sensation that took over his body.
"Back here asshole." He was alerted to her voice walking towards the back of the classroom to find a cracked door. It looked like an equipment room but turned out to be a very small office. Tad found Agnes sitting there on her small desk...waiting.
"Ag-nes?" He suddenly felt unusually shy and nervous like it was his first time with a girl. He was sweating bullets and his clothing felt uncomfortable. He noticed the provocative manner in which she sat with her legs apart and the fact that her feet were bare.
"Uhm; I'm uh-Agnes?" His voice was dry and cracked as he attempted to speak.
"It is my understanding that you intend to "pound my uptight cunt" and "crack my ass open" for good measure; is that my correct assumption Tad?" It had been his one prevailing thought for the duration of class. He swallowed hard wondering how she knew averting his eyes out of embarrassment. He just nodded nervously fidgeting one either leg. He looked pale and ashen finding his mind hazed with sexual static as his cock tented his pants. It was quiet enough in the small office that Agnes' heavy breathing could be heard.
"So here I am asshole."
There was a slight change in her voice that he couldn't figure out. Agnes spread her legs wider revealing her well-developed calves before nimbly leaning forward scrutinizing Tad further. She reached down to the helm of her long skirt and leaned aback in a reclining position on the desk taking the dress along. Tad Remington found himself looking directly at her bald snatch as she held the dress up revealing herself while coyly looking away.
"Look at my uptight cunt." Her mound was pronounced with prominent lips tightly shut. He could make out a sliver of pink between the slit and the sickly sweet odor was ever present. Agnes licked a few of her fingers before running them methodically along her crease. She was looking down at her own progress before her gaze returned to Tad with a sly smile.
"This is what you wanted; look at it Tad. I'm really wet." She spread her flower open giving him a look at the visibly drenched sex. Moisture and liquid lust ran freely from her cunt dripping to the tiled floor. Agnes held her lips pried open with both hands looking up at the astonished jock. Her clit was engorged and her strange pungent smell overpowered him. She began rubbing her sex in a precise circular motion alternating with three fingers rhythmically plunging inside. The wet squelching sound became louder and juicier sounding under the intense self-rutting. Agnes cooed spreading her lower lips painfully apart slapping the palm of her other hand against her breached pussy. Her wetness splashed against her muscular inner thighs spectacularly as she looked up at the bewildered jock dipping a finger in her mouth tasting her own essence.
"It's sooooo good Tad; won't you fuck me?" She sensually taunted continuing to abuse her sopping wet cunt like a woman possessed.
"Uhm; I uh fucking... uhm; shit." He was stammering and blowing sweat and saliva with every labored breath.
"T-TAAAAADDDDD!!" The squelching sounds were reverberating louder accosting his hearing as she called out in a pleading, desperately husky voice. Agnes used four fingers pumping her cunt in a manic frenzy.
"Ag-Ag-neh...AGNESS?!!" He was trembling with a building vibration coursing through his veins that he couldn't control or explain.
"Get that cock out boy; fuck my pussy." Her uncharacteristic dirty talk jolted him into action as he fumbled with his belt never taking his eyes from the prize. His cock was literally pulsing in his pants feeling as if it would burst from his zipper. He tore some of the material going into a near panic as she watched expectantly.
"FFF-FAAAAWK!!" He came hard partially soiling his underwear and his pants leg. The powerful sensation nearly staggered him as three more bursts exploded from the head of his purplish member. Tad bit into one of his knuckles to keep himself from crying out in ecstasy. He pounded a ham sized fist into the door frame realizing that a slight stream of urine followed the epic amount of semen that had erupted from his body.
"Well Tad; I can't say that I'm surprised at this turn of events." Suddenly she was the Agnes Newton he recognized again sitting there resting her elbows on her knees. She was staring at the massive wet spot on his jeans and slowly shaking her head in mock disbelief.
"Th-This wasn't supposed to happen?" He managed to blurt out in shame and confusion.
"Tell me about it; the dick is supposed to go inside idiot." She cupped her hand over her mouth with a girlish giggle. He could feel the thick gooey cum running freely down his leg to his calves.
"Don't-!!" He didn't know what to do with himself as the nerdy TA continued giggling. Agnes leaned back resting on the palms of her hands laughing openly. This enraged the embarrassed jock who slammed his fist repeatedly into the door frame before giving into the pain and relenting.
"Don't laugh; don't-tell anyone about this Agnes...PLEASE! I'll do ANYTHING!!" He slid down the doorframe into a sitting position as she rose from her small desk silently contemplating his words.
"That won't be necessary Tad; I don't care about you." He buried his face in his hands as she calmly put her glasses back on regarding him with a condescending expression. She had begun to put her stark white panties back on when she noticed the tears in his eyes and stopped.
"Oh don't be such a little boy; don't say I never gave you anything." She stood over him and pushed her underwear onto his head making sure the crotch was right over his nose.
"I'm sorry to leave you with the stark truth of the matter Tad Remington; but you're just not a real man." Agnes collected herself and walked into the adjoining lab making sure to open a few windows before leaving without another word.
*************************************************************************************
She was accustomed to having all eyes on her as she walked into the school hallways. As early as she could remember, Kelsey Taylor had always been the center of attention owing much of this to her "California Look" with her classic beauty along with a slightly exaggerated slim and curvy figure. Today was no different as all eyes followed the blonde marveling at the excited little bounce of her bubble butt. Her big, expressive green eyes were covered by a pair of cream bumblebee shades and partially hidden by her long bangs. Today the popular teen had decided to cover her body in a long men's shirt accentuated with a black vest and simple wedge sandals.
"Bitch just cuts classes at will and nobody ever says shit; I'd be kicked out of school if I tried half the shit she pulled."
"Yeah right; she even tossed some fucking chemical shit in a guy's face right?"
"I was there she fucked Dexter up; crap all down his throat and everything. Then she's just back at school all of a sudden."
"Heard daddy "Big Bucks" paid off the school and Dexter's family too; see that new gym there building right off the quad?"
"Whatever; heard she gave it up to Dexter and now's she all sprung on "Geek Meat" fucking any pimply nerd she can get her hands on."
"Get the fuck outta here with that bullshit."
"She fucked that fat kid Herschel last week dude; made him cry and everything."
"Sounds like bullshit to me; calling bullshit on that bro."
"ASK HIM; I AINT LYING!"
Kelsey wasn't disturbed by all the rumors realizing that the truth was infinitely more scandalous. Today she would have to prove to herself and others that she was much more than she appeared. It had been a week since the letter accusing her of cheating on numerous exams had arrived at her home. Her father wasn't pleased demanding that she confess and turn over her co-conspirators before he had to shell out more money to avoid having his daughter expelled a second time. Outraged the teen had demanded a chance to prove herself and received a day of exams to be given in an empty classroom.
Mr. Finkle, Mrs. Henning and a few of her other teachers were on hand to check her purse and ask for her cell phone. Kelsey obliged them all knowing and acknowledging all of the haters looking on in the hallway with a simple wink before reaching down and grabbing the bottom of the men's shirt she was wearing pulling it up until it cleared her head.
"OOOOOHHHH MY GAAAAWDD!!" One pimply face spectator screamed at the top of his lungs followed by a similar chorus of surprised students and teachers.
Kelsey Taylor was standing there in front of the teachers, janitors and her fellow students in a tiny, yellow bikini.
"MS. TAYLOR!!" Mr. Finkle and Ms. Holland yelled at the same time for different reasons. A number of students had their camera phones out already snapping pictures and video.
"Now you'll all know that I'm not cheating." She stood there defiant as one teacher quickly snagged her dress placing it in front of the popular blonde's figure and earning a collective groan from the student populace as security cleared the hallway. Ms. Holland could barely believe the free spirited nature of this blonde princess. Her sexual nature was like an aura surrounding her being that was magnetic. It was extremely hard for the embattle vice principal to control her rampant urges. Kelsey was out to make a statement refusing to put the shirt back on and going so far as to chuck it into Mr. Finkle's face.
"Kelsey you don't have to do this; put your clothes back on!" Ms. Holland was fretting and anxious knowing deep down that if she reached out to even touch the girl her true nature would be exposed.
"Wrong; I'm tired of people thinking I'm fucking stupid and I'm going to prove you all wrong today. People look at me and well; all they see is a dumb blonde. It's my fault a little bit for playing into the whole thing just to be popular; but I'm allowed to change aren't I?" She was deadly serious but the majority of onlookers were staring at her gorgeous body.
"You don't have to take your clothes off to do that Kelsey." Ms. Henning chimed in disturbed at what she was hearing.
"You guys do things your own way; I guess then...this is my way to show you that I'm honest. I-I mean it's just a bikini after all and what harm could that do anyway? Please just let me have this one concession and if I fail any of those tests, I'll never come back here again." She sounded desperate to prove herself as all of the teachers looked to Vice Principal Holland who nodded her acquiescence to the girl's wish.
There were two desks inside the room and Kelsey walked inside taking a seat to wait for someone to give her the first test. She fidgeted a little bit with nothing to do wondering if she should have left her phone outside the room as well. The glamorous blonde wasn't kept waiting long alerted by the closing of the heavy classroom door.
"Well aren't you a little overdressed for class bimbo?" Kelsey found herself looking into the bespectacled eyes of Agnes Newton.
"What are you doing here?!!" Agnes had a thick syllabus under her arm and a number of booklets which she held in front of her chest for Kelsey to see. She slammed them down on her desk and took her time having a seat.
"I've been tasked with giving you these series of exams in what has to be one of the strangest cases of dejavu I've ever experienced. You know; I tested your boyfriend Tad earlier and he just barely managed to squeak by...Think you'll do any better?"
"Tad's not my boyfriend."
"Oh yeah right; so who is your boyfriend these days?"
"DEX..." She caught herself before saying his name remembering the malicious video that had been sent to Agnes by Tiffany and herself.
"Say his name."
Kelsey didn't respond realizing what a delicate position she was trapped inside and wondered if she had a chance.
"You shouldn't be here; you're against me." Kelsey decided to partially address the elephant in the room as Agnes placed the exams in order barely acknowledging her presence.
"Your word against mine bitch; although you could go out there and tell everyone about that disgusting video sent to my phone in the middle of the night." Agnes took her time sharpening a couple of pencils with a plastic sharpener.
"You want an apology Agnes?"
"I want you to say his name; his REAL NAME, not that bullshit you FUCKS call him these days. Status quo rebranding is so passé." The TA's gaze was steely and direct looking right through the bikini clad blonde in front of her.



"Poindexter; Poindexter Snodgrass." Kelsey imitated Agnes' monotone delivery resisting the urge to pummel the dorky TA.
"That's right Kelsey Taylor; his fucking name is Poindexter Snodgrass and he is a geek, a dork, a STALKER, a friggin' PERVERT...he's a NERD!! But you don't care about that shit no do you? No-No you just want him to FUCK your SLUTTY HOLE don't you Kelsey?" There was emotion in her words that was not lost on the trapped blonde.
"I'm sorry about what we did to you Agnes; I mean it." The TA sat staring at her for what seemed like an eternity, her face impassive other than her flaring nostrils.
"The first test will be fifteen minutes; no more no less or you fail." She placed the booklet in front of Kelsey along with the pencil and stepped out of the room without a word. Kelsey followed Agnes with her eyes until she was gone realizing that her fate rested in the hands of an enemy.
The classroom was deadly quiet as Kelsey opened the booklet and began...
*************************************************************************************
Something was wrong.
It had started the moment she was touched; beginning as a slight tingling sensation deep down in her nether regions gradually radiating outward until she could barely stand it anymore. Her insides seemed to be pulsing and contracting steadily in varying degrees bringing with it a deluge of oily wetness that seemed to know no end. Her clit was engorged and incredibly sensitive forcing her to caress and rub it as often as she could manage. The first few orgasms had been incredible and intense taking her repeatedly to a place that only one man had been able to so far and that was the problem. She'd thirsted for his cock endlessly and sought to monopolize him all to herself. She had to have it and he was the only one who could give it to her...until now.
Tiffany St. Claire was horny.
Incredibly horny and in need of attention as she struggled to make it to the girl's restroom to play with herself. Her condition had been worsening for a few hours now since she'd made the fatal mistake of confronting her perceived enemy Agnes Newton. It started with her rage a hearing the dorky girl's name one too many times for her liking. Tiffany had come to school that morning looking for a fight and got way more than she bargained for. Nothing could have prepared her for Agnes' reaction after being slapped across the face. The shorter girl proved to be stronger than she appeared manhandling the much taller redhead and literally molesting her into submission. The beautiful, stacked redhead had been fingered before but this was different as every fiber of her sexual being had been lit on fire. Her inner thighs were tightening up making the cheerleader feel as if she would scream. Tiffany was on the verge finally making it to the girl's restroom caring little about who was inside.
She limped to the first stall shoving the door open with an elbow and finding an obese, short haired girl sitting there with a shocked look on her pudgy face.
"Rude!" The girl cried out as Tiffany flipped her the bird limping to the next stall.
Her face was a mask of sweat and desperation as she struggled mightily to get her jeggings down tearing them a little in the process. Her round, shapely ass smashed into the toilet seat which still had a used paper cover on it from the prior occupant. She was already rubbing her ginger mound sinking three fingers deep inside while she shoving all of the finger of her other hand into her mouth effectively gagging herself. Her large, perfect breasts were aflame topped with painfully erect, reddened nipples that ached to be sucked presenting the shapely cheerleader with a problem. The pulsing, burning sensation continued increasing in volumes as she neared the crest of what was going to be an amazing climax.
"OOOOOH, OH, OH, OH, OH, OH, OH, OOOOOOHHH FUH-FUCKIN...FAAAAAWWWKK!!" Tiffany went into a screaming fit humping her own hand to exhaustion as she continually flexed her fingers inside her narrow, fleshy canal adding as much as she could to the sensation and squirting a steady stream powerful enough to hit the back of the stall door. Another orgasm quickly followed as Tiffany realized that nothing had changed. The sensations returned seconds later forcing a guttural scream from the agonized teen as her mascara ran freely down her face.
"Is that Tiffany St. Claire?"
"I-I think so; don't know what the fucks wrong with her though."
"Wait-a-minute, is she like "DOING" herself?!!"
"I don't fucking know, I guess; and she's going at it like a pig!!"
"Seriously?!!" She didn't recognize either of the girl's voices figuring that they were probably underclassmen who'd walked in on her indiscretion. She wanted to scream at them to get out but her own need was overtaking her to the point of exhaustion. Her fingers continued digging into her crotch creating a loud, wet squelching sound. Suddenly the door handle to the stall started jiggling furiously as someone attempted to open the door sending her into a panic.
"NO-DON'T!!" She screamed as the loose handle gave way and the door was snatched open revealing two underclassmen criminally under-developed who looked like they should be in middle school and...Agnes Newton.
"As you can plainly see, she is a "disgusting pig"; now run along to your classes and be sure to pass this little tidbit along to everyone you see." Tiffany tried to cover her face with her hand but it had been too late as the girls ran off giggling.
"WHY?!!" Tiffany cried out even as her hands continued rubbing her mound feverishly.
"Because it's fun Tiffany; and you "ARE a PIG" for your information." There was no emotion on Agnes' face as her victim sobbed openly. Agnes stood there watching impassively with her arms folded across her chest for the next five minutes before she decided to speak.
"Want it to stop?" It was a plain and simple question.
"Y-YUH; YEEEEEESSSSSS!!"
"Tiffany St. Claire I'm afraid that you'll just have to realize what an absolute whore you are and...reflect, now is that how you ask me for-a favor?" Tiffany was nearly hyperventilating as things quickly ramped up along with this strangely familiar, sickly sweet odor that seemed to be emanating from her tormentor.
"PLEEEASE!!"
Agnes quickly looked over her shoulder towards the doors of the girl's restroom before stepping into the stall and pulling up the door behind her. Her heavy breathing filled the stall almost mimicking Tiffany's own as she knelt pushing the cheerleader's long shapely legs up into her bust making her dripping snatch available. Tiffany struggled a bit not knowing what exactly would happen next as Agnes came with inches of her cunt. The impassive TA seemed to be savoring the sight before her very eyes as her nostrils flared.
"Agnes?" Her thick glasses hit the floor as she lurched forward covering the redhead's snatch with her plump lips. Before she could say another word, the nerdy girl's tongues began darting inside slurping and licking with could only be described as a voracious hunger. Tiffany involuntarily arched her back driving her cunt forward as she trembled uncontrollably. Agnes used her thumbs to pry her open further continuing the feast. The redhead humped her face as all of her precum, sweat and moisture was loudly slurped away.
"Oh it's so fucking good; fuck it's-I-I'M CUUUUUMMMING AG-NESSSSSS!!" Her shapely thighs would have locked around Agnes' head if she hadn't dug her nails into the back of Tiffany's knees as she leaned forward whipping her head back and forth applying her teeth roughly to the girl's clit. Tiffany was seeing stars, squirting continuously into Agnes' mouth as her vision started to blur. She was completely spent looking with half-dead eyes as Agnes licked her lips and nervously retrieved her glasses shakily putting them back on her round face. The nerdy girl sat there between Tiffany's legs silently reflecting and sucking on a finger after dipping it inside the abused snatch in front of her. Wiping her sleeve across her mouth, Agnes stood and opened the stall door.
"You should be good for a couple of hours, my advice to you is to put a lot of cock in that slutty hole until the feeling goes away-temporarily." The cheerleader barely registered her words because as she was semi-conscious from complete exhaustion. Agnes knew she had to get back to the other person on her shit list, Kelsey Taylor. She made sure no one was around as she moved down the semi-crowded hallways with the invisibility only a social outcast knows.
"Agnes!" She found Brian Lewis at her back looking a little unshaven and unkempt.
"Oh hey." Agnes would have continued on her way but Brian put a hand on her bicep stopping her as softly as he could. He took a few steps back when she shot him a disparaging look as if he were a complete stranger walking up to her on the street.
"What's that supposed to mean; we have talked since we "Did It" and I've been worried sick that I did something wrong. Was it some kind of test that I didn't pick up on or something?" His voice reeked of desperation and heartache as he rubbed the spot on her arm he'd touched only to have his hand brushed away.
"Look uhm; I have something I need to do and we'll talk-okay?" She was looking everywhere but at his face and this was driving him insane.
"But you said that yesterday and the day before Agnes." He was almost whining at this point.
"I've been really quite busy you see and I assure you it's nothing personal Brian Lewis; I'm giving some exams for Mrs. Henning and Mr. Finkle. I have to get back and we'll sort it all out later; why don't you run along and play that sports thing you like." She was being completely dismissive.
"WAIT-A-MINUTE!!" He shouted more out of anxiety than anything else.
"SHUT-YOUR-MOUTH Brian...Don't say another fucking word about your feelings; I don't want to hear that shit right now. I-have work to do and unfortunately that precludes this discussion. Now I will call you-later...DO YOU UNDERSTAND BRIAN LEWIS?!!" She grabbed his arm for emphasis staring daggers.
"Yes-Yeah, we can talk...later."
He watched her collect herself and continue on her way without even the slightest acknowledgement. Looking at her was becoming more panful with every moment as he watched the easy sway of her round butt despite himself. His cock felt like it would burst just from looking at her. Moments later, Brian Lewis came hard in his pants.
*************************************************************************************
The booklet had been completed and rested with the unfinished exams yet to be given. Kelsey sat patiently waiting for the next exam to be given as Agnes walked into the classroom slightly flustered.
"Well I'm pleasantly surprised to see that you're still here; perhaps you'd like to fail all of the tests Kelsey." Kelsey had decided to take the higher road for once in her life and deny herself the quick bit of satisfaction that pummeling the short, chubby teacher's assistant would provide.
Agnes placed the second exam in front of her and sat down at the only other desk checking her phone messages. Her gaze drifted over towards Kelsey's cleavage a few times before she settled on looking at her openly.
"Something on your mind?" Kelsey could almost feel Agnes glaring in her direction.
"What do you really hope to prove by coming here and stripping down into that bikini; I mean-no one is ever going to see you as anything other than a piece of ass no matter how things turn out Kelsey."
"It's uhm; my trial by fire I guess and kind of like...symbolic in a way." The pretty blonde didn't see any reason why she shouldn't answer her nemesis' question.
"I'm amazed you could string three words together." Kelsey chaffed at the backhanded insult hurled her way clenching her fists to contain her anger.
"Is there a point to all this Agnes; I get it girlfriend-you hate me and I'm cool with that. I fucked him first and it kind of screwed your plans. No happy ever after and shit Agnes; no pitter patter of little nerd babies around the lab and shit, right bitch?" Kelsey could be as snarky and cruel as the next girl but she had the ability to ramp it up a thousand levels when desired.
"Yeah; pretty much it more or less sans the children whore."
"So you're probably going to fail me no matter how I do on these exams?" She never stopped working penciling in her answers with the single pencil afforded to her by her nemesis.
"So why take them Kelsey; enquiring minds want to know?"
"Well I can't give you the satisfaction of knowing that you made me quit; you won't be able to juice up while playing with your neglected cooter under your five million blankets tonight. Not gonna make it easy for you geek." Kelsey was on her last set of questions continuing to roll with everything that was said.
"I don't need a test to deal with you." There was just the slightest hint of emotion kept hidden behind her monotone delivery; something hidden just behind the eyes and slight flaring of nostrils.
"We can do it the other way if you want; I'm self-service for your punk ass. Just walk up and I'll gladly slap those fucking glasses across the hall if that's what you want Agnes. You've just been "BEGGING" for it for so long bitch." Kelsey's casual tone never changed through the entire threat but she found herself listening to her rival chuckle.
This piqued her curiosity as she finally looked over finding her rival breaking into laughter for the briefest of moments.
"Well let's both hope it doesn't come to that Kelsey; it would be particularly "BAD" for you little girl. By the way; time is up for this exam." Agnes gave no hint that she felt threatened in the least as she got up and retrieved the booklet. Kelsey leaned back in her seat unintentionally displaying her charms and drawing the TA's attention.
"See something you like?" Agnes responded to the blonde with a simple, knowing smirk.
Her gaze travelled across the slender, athletic shape soaking up every detail as he breathing increased audibly reverberating off of the walls. Kelsey's beautiful face with its classic features focusing on her full lips that appeared moist under the artificial lighting of the classroom. Her feathered blonde hair resembled a regal mane of some lioness and her overabundance of tanned, creamy cleavage. Agnes placed the booklet methodically in front of her rival sliding it across the desktop until it nearly touched her bare abs.
"Ten minutes to completion." Both women locked eyes silently in some mute challenge as Agnes backed away and resumed her seat. There seemed to be some sort of scent permeating the room that grew stronger with every passing second. It was at once bitter and sickly sweet lingering and hanging at the corners of the mouth. A kind of warmth flowed along with this odor covering the blonde in a sheath of heat and causing sweat to bead up on her forehead. In seconds the room almost seemed like a sauna as her nipples became painfully erect while her moisture accumulated in her sweet spot. Her breath was short and labored while her inner thighs began to seize up. This invasive, intrusive feeling was not unfamiliar to the flustered blonde. She'd felt something akin to it the first night she'd been with Dexter and it had changed her life. Kelsey Taylor struggled to complete the exam in front of her involuntarily pushing her thighs together to address the wetness between them as a realization dawned upon the hapless coed.
Something was attacking her; trying to get inside and stir up a nearly unquenchable desire that lingered since she'd screwed Dexter. Initially these sensations had been so powerful that she'd been unable to stop masturbating the first night going at it until she'd thankfully passed out from sheer exhaustion. Dexter had been her sole focus in the following days as she sought to feel him inside her unquenchable box again and again. When it was discovered that her own best friend Tiffany was attempting to monopolize the nerd to herself; Kelsey was so enraged that she almost assaulted her friend. Luckily both girls were able to come to an accord sharing his huge cock and copious, sweet tasting semen. Both girls were able to form an alliance of convenience based on their mutual hate for the one girl who had Dexter's heart...Agnes Newton.
Kelsey clasped her hand over one of her breasts feeling the steel hard nipple against her palm as she looked across the room at her enemy. Agnes was staring back intently with one arm draped over the top of her desk gripping the edge so hard that her knuckles were white. Her breaths quickly degenerated into gasps as a climax was cresting between her legs. Kelsey's sex was flexing and tightening up in quick bursts causing her to squirm on the wooden seat. The girl was on the verge of a massive orgasm and she didn't know why; the only thing crossing her mind was an image of Dexter. She focused on it as she dropped her pencil on the desktop trembling heavily. She was going to cum hard right in front of a girl she despised more than anyone on earth. The chair seat was wet under her tight, round bottom and she would have slid around on it if not for her rigid posture.
...and then suddenly, it was over. Nothing at all happened for the embattled blonde who was so flustered that her bikini was matted to her body. The air was suddenly cooler as the oppressive sensation receded back into nothingness. Kelsey lurched forward breathing harder than she ever had before.
"Need a break?" Agnes was animated again appearing to emerge from her fugue state satisfied.
"Nuh-No, I'm done." Kelsey's response was more descriptive than anything.
Agnes collected the last booklet and began grading it while Kelsey struggled to contain herself internally. She was anxious and confused at the sudden invisible intrusion as slight tears formed at the corners of her eyes.
"Well what do you know; you actually passed Kelsey." There was something about the short, pudgy girl that made her uneasy and angry. Kelsey wanted to push a fist into the other girl's face because she didn't want to admit what they both knew about the last ten minutes.
"Problem bimbo?" Agnes removed her glasses sucking on one of the handles and reclining in her seat.
"Fuck you Agnes." Kelsey gasped still reeling from exhaustion as she came down hard from the unknown violation. Her skin was wet and somewhat sticky with perspiration.
"Get out of here."
Agnes didn't bother to look up as Kelsey labored to get to her feet finding her dress on a seat outside the classroom door. She still elicited a few stares slipping the large men's shirt over her blonde locks drawing the garment down across her sweat drenched body. She took a drink from a nearby water fountain ignoring a few underclassmen standing nearby with their camera phones at the ready. The dress was stuck higher on her back from the perspiration leaving her luscious round cheeks exposed for anybody interested in looking. Her mouth had been left dry in complete contrast with her snatch which soaked her skimpy bikini bottoms. Kelsey reeked of sex and her appearance caused some grumblings and accusations amongst her gathering peers. She slowly began to notice the eyes peering at her for various reasons and it made her uncomfortable.
"FUCK YOU ALL!!" She clutched her clothing tighter to her body and pushed through the crowd seeking the gymnasium and a shower. A few nerds followed behind continuously filming with their phones and a few comments could be heard assuming that her apparent condition was drug related.
"GET AWAY FROM ME; YOU HAVE NO RIGHT!!" She noticed the dazed expressions on their faces and the glazed over blank eyes. More than a few of the pimply students were openly fondling themselves.



"I-I HATE YOU FUCKERS!!" She was nearly hyperventilating as her cunt seized up and continuously contracted sending huge waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Kelsey wondered why no teachers or security came to her aid as wave after wave of students crowded in on her. She turned and pressed herself against the cold wall sliding down to her knees. She was sobbing even as her fingers rubbed her sex trying to reach that plateau. She could her all of them breathing hard; boy and girl alike watching with vested interest. Kelsey didn't know how but she could even taste their sweat in the air and smell the pungent musk of some of the girls in the crowd. Everyone in the corridor was synched up on a primal, sexual level that was incredible to behold.
"AAAAWWW GAAAAWDDD NOOOOO!!" Kelsey turned planting her bare feet on the floor noticing one student licking the sole of her pilfered wedge sandal. She was trembling on the verge as she spread her long, shapely legs pulling her bikini bottoms to the side. There was a collective groan as her wet snatch was revealed causing some of the students to fish out their cocks masturbating hard. Kelsey spread her flower open fingering herself madly before the student body.
"FFFAAAAAWWWKING FUCK; I DON'T WANNNAAA-OWW-OOHHHHH FAAWK!!" Her denials degenerated into a loud wretched, pleading howl as Kelsey climaxed in one massive, sexually painful explosion that caused her to momentarily black out. She fell to her side in a fetal position as a few enchanted students lurched forward roughly jerking their cocks over her prone figure. Kelsey rolled over on her back breathing hard with a hand to her bosom as more than a few blasts of cum hit her figure. No one seemed to care that she was crying and in obvious need of help. Some of her peers simply appeared to want to cum somewhere near her body squirting on the tiled floor near her body. The geek she'd noticed earlier was lying near her with his pants around his ankles fucking her shoe like a desperate madman. Semen was partially covering her body as she zoned out staring up at the lighting fixtures in the corridor.
"That's enough." The students robotically ceased their actions taking the time to zip up and dress without a word. Kelsey didn't move and didn't know even if she wanted; the cum drenched blonde was completely demoralized barely registering the person speaking to her.
"They'll be cleaning for months; the place is a fucking mess." Kelsey found herself staring up into the face of her greatest enemy as their relationship took on a new meaning. Agnes nudged Kelsey with the tip of her loafer getting a little cum on the tip of her shoe in the process.
"None of them will recall what happened Kelsey; all they will know is that they're hungry and some might want a smoke. But one thing will remain whore and you know what that is don't you Ms. Taylor?" Kelsey turned away not wanting to look into the face of her tormentor.
"Look at me bitch."
Kelsey wanted to roll towards the wall but her body wouldn't obey.
"LOOK-AT-ME!!" She fearfully turned back finally finding that familiar face seething with rage.
"Don't come here trying to make some silly statement about how you're a human being with fucking FEELINGS because I know what you are and NOW...Everyone else does too." Agnes was standing against a wall of entranced students with her arms outstretched in dramatic fashion. Kelsey lost it in the silent hallway sobbing in front of Agnes Newton.
Her labored crying was the only ambient sound in the corridor as she rolled over on her belly with the intent to crawl away.
"When you see Poindexter; ask him Kelsey." Agnes glibly called after her before disappearing into the sea of students slowly emerging from their trances and returning to their normal behavior.
No one seemed to notice Kelsey Taylor; it was like she was invisible...a nerd.
*************************************************************************************
"FUCK MY ASSHOLE!!" Her large, jiggly pale cheeks bounced off his pelvis while his fingers dug into the porous, doughy flesh of her large butt. Vice Principal, Rebecca Holland was nowhere near an orgasm but Mr. Finkle's meager offering would have to do until she could find a certain student. The mild science teacher was pounding away at her backdoor in stilted, jerky movements and his thick glasses were completely fogged up.
"Shut up and EAT ME!!" Ms. Henning's finger dug into her dirty blonde locks forcefully pulling the woman's weathered face back into her furry snatch. Rebecca licked and slurped with wild abandon spreading the middle-aged mother of four open with both hands to get to the good parts flicking her tongue on the exposed clit.
"That's it right there; Bill never goes down on me anymore!" The overweight brunette mauled her huge breasts. She'd managed to pull one tit free of her custom brassiere rolling the large nipple. She began slapping her breast loudly together giving Mr. Finkle more than enough visual inspiration as he pulled out spraying his employer's big ass with a conservative amount of cum.
"You are so fucking disappointing; this is definitely going to affect your quarterly review!!"
"FUCK YOUR REVIEW!!" He was sexually charged and worked up feeling like an oversexed teen. Since his "indiscretion" with Tiffany St. Claire, the science teacher had been having more sex than he'd ever experienced in his youth. Things sort of happened organically as the three educators spoke inside the teacher's lounge about the probable fate of Kelsey Taylor should she fail the exams. Neither of them could offer a reason why the former cheerleader was running through her schoolwork like it was child's play. Ms. Henning was worried that a master syllabus containing all of the exams and answers had been pilfered but Principal Holland put those concerns to rest. Everything'd been accounted for and Kelsey seemed to be the only one benefitting. Finkle and Henning noticed that Ms. Holland appeared a little protective of the attractive blonde.
Kelsey coming in and stripping down to a tiny, yellow bikini had blown their collective minds along with most of the student body and faculty. Security had to step in to get some of the male students off to class when Agnes Newton appeared to question them about the proceedings. None of them could explain why they answered all of her questions deferring to her after she volunteered to give her enemy the test. Mr. Finkle uncharacteristically began rubbing his crotch in full view of the three women who were speechless. He couldn't help himself finally fishing out his cock under Agnes' gaze. Ms. Henning had sought escape from the lounge only to have her hand covered by Agnes' own as a strange, enticing odor filled her nostrils.
No one who knew the stern, uptight English Teacher would have believed their eyes as she took Finkle's cock in her mouth sucking and tickling the head with a twirl of her tongue. Agnes looked on approvingly before turning her attention to a completely flustered Rebecca Holland. The middle-aged woman was already ripping at her black skirt in a frenzied attempt to remove the offending garment. In moments all three of the adults were a wriggling mass of intertwined limbs on the lounge floor.
"Have fun idiots; I'll take care of Kelsey Taylor." She snagged some keys from Ms. Hollands skirt locking the lounge door behind her. None of the educators even noticed.
*************************************************************************************
I was running across the courtyard when I suddenly found Brian Lewis standing in my path. Something was definitely wrong with this guy judging from the pronounced five o'clock shadow and filthy looking clothing, but I didn't have time to mess around. He was standing in the door to the main building barring my way and appeared ready for a fight.
"Get out of my way Brian; I don't want a fight."
"Then you shouldn't have come to school asshole!!" He took a sloppy swing at me that missed by half a mile and I just shoved him sending the jock into some shrubbery bordering the courtyard entrance to the school. Brian went over like a sack of bricks looking like he was in serious pain unintentionally tugging at my heartstrings.
"Sorry man; let me help you up." I went to help him up but Brian kicked at me wallowing in the dirt wanting nothing to do with me. He truly looked like a man that had hit rock bottom.
"I fucking hate you Dexter." He admitted out loud revealing something we both already knew and making me remorseful about everything I'd done to make his life shit in the name of unreasonable jealousy.
"Well I don't hate you Brian; I'm really sorry about everything that happened and I hope you'll forgive me." The collateral damage had never gone through my mind as I sought vengeance for the perceived slight against me.
"Are you kidding; it's because of you that she doesn't respect me."
"You talking about Agnes aren't you?"
"She won't even look at me anymore; won't fucking call me back no matter how much I beg and you know what?!!...she just FUCKED ME to GET BACK at YOU for that video you sent her on the phone and now I'm just fucked up because I can't deal."
"Come on man; get up off the fucking ground."
"Why; for what Dexter? You've won and now you're gonna fuck Agnes just like you fucked my mom and sister...and you're going to live happily ever after in a big castle in the sky!!"
At this point he was just talking gibberish as he lay there blubbering for anybody to see. His disheveled look and behavior recalled Kelsey's meltdown during out second threesome with Ms. Holland. The blonde had become irrational and emotionally distraught out of nowhere. I'd seen less of her in days past and it hadn't really dawned before now. I'd been so distracted with everything from a weird, realistic hallucination that still felt real and the fact that my lab partner apparently used my formula. Everything had been pointing in one direction as I looked at my former rival laid low.
"I'm sorry Brian; I really am but you have to decide to get the fuck up out of that dirt." I left him there still mumbling to himself before security finally showed up to take him to the school nurse. I watched as they actually carried him off like a sack of potatoes.
Ever since my accident and subsequent carnal adventures there had been one constant in my life keeping me grounded and her name was Agnes Newton. My former best friend and intellectual colleague had been on the receiving end of some unintentionally heinous behavior on my part. Now it appeared that at some point in my recent past she'd weaponized my Androstenone-X formula dosing herself with it for some sort of vengeance. I knew I had to confront her and even as I approached the science lab were she'd been afforded a student office...I was anxious and a little afraid of what she would say once I confronted her. I found a sign on the door saying that classes had been cancelled which was perplexing since I couldn't remember the last time Mr. Finkle had cancelled a class out of the blue like this.
The classroom seemed oddly dead as I negotiated the stations in the center of the room noticing that Agnes' door was cracked. I was struck with the impression that something of consequence had occurred inside the room but couldn't pinpoint the origin of this notion. I noticed a wisp of fragrance that seemed familiar for reasons unknown. It was sweet; sickly sugary and slightly bitter lingering at the corners of your eyes and mouth. I was able to acutely detect the odor as an almost corporeal object allowing it to lead me further along towards the TA office. There was a faint melody in the air that I couldn't make out initially because it was muffled by another object.
"Agnes."
She was reclining behind her desk with her glasses off and feet crossed on the desktop. Her eyes were closed but I knew she wasn't sleeping because her heartbeat which was strangely audible, sped up when I softly pushed the door open. She was wearing earbuds listening to something on her phone. I checked the relaxed smile on her round face and something about it made my blood run cold.
"Poindexter."
My name slid off of her tongue in an extremely smarmy and smug manner; the girl never opened her eyes or regarded me in any way. Agnes was in her own little world tapping an errant foot to her own tune. Something about her was intimidating me and I hesitated for a few more moments before deciding to pull the Band-Aid off by snatching the buds from her ears.
"I know Agnes." I waited for a response but she just sat there in silence glaring up at me. There was something in her eyes that made me uneasy.
"I know what you've done with the Androstenone-X."
"Oh and what is that Poindexter Snodgrass; that is your name isn't it?" Sweat was beading up on my brow as the humidity rose inside the science lab.
"Agnes?"
"That's your name isn't it; boy?" The challenge in her voice was clear as the omnipresent traces of the Androstenone-X in our systems.
"You know it is; you're out of control and you need help." I could feel her creeping up on me invisibly through her ability and it nearly made me swoon. My shirt was matted to my back with perspiration and my cock was straining against my pants.
"I seem to recall telling you the same fucking thing and I believe you ignored me Poindexter. You just wanted your whores; wanted as much pussy as you could stuff with that enhanced cock of yours. Lucked out didn't you Poindexter; got to lose your fucking virginity to the blonde of your dreams didn't you?" she wasn't looking directly at me; choosing instead to look at a chart hanging on her wall.
"You had the opportunity first." I countered having grown weary of the excessive brow beatings I'd taken from her in weeks prior.
"Yeah I know, but things are different now; say buddy, how much do you think that Kelsey bimbo would like your original cock if she knew? Kind of resembled a cute little pinkie if I remember right Poindexter? Think she'd sit on your dork if all you were packing was five inches?" Her words were biting because perhaps we both knew the answer to that question.
"I didn't come here to talk about that."
"But enquiring minds want to know Poindexter; think you'd have two cheerleaders licking something as big as my index finger?" She smiled as she wriggled the finger in question at me.
"STOP IT!!"
"Think maybe they'd let you stick the tip in Poindexter; oops that's all you had was a tip, remember?" Agnes' giggling turned into full blown laughter at my expense and I'd had about enough of this new, evil attitude she'd been displaying as of late.
"Well at least I'm not a disgusting freak." She abruptly stopped laughing and craned her head in my direction.
"I know about you bitch- I know why you hate gym, why you rarely go outside during summer and I know what's under all of those shirts and sweaters Agnes." Her eyes widened as I spoke and her feet hit the tiled floor with a loud thud.
"Don't say another word; shut your damn mouth."
"Think I didn't see it Agnes Newton; that time when we almost-well, you know...FUCKED? You seemed pretty happy with my "meager offering" when we were humping on your bed; your pussy was so wet that it was leaking. Really fucked up my pants; my uncle thought I'd pissed myself later that day after "IT" almost happened." My heart had begun to thump in my chest and I was shiny with sweat as precum steadily flowed down my pant leg. That smell at the corners of my eyes and lips began to move inward and every nerve in my body felt aflame. It was like I could feel every vein in my cock pulsing and vibrating, a thing alive. She was attacking me-using her enhanced pheromones to push me towards the edge and I had to admit that I'd never felt something so powerful before. Whatever it was had me on the brink of soiling my pants with an epic amount of semen.
"Rethink your words Dexter; I mean it." She'd started rubbing her temples appearing to be suffering from a migraine as my own unique scent mingled with her own.
"All I wanted to do was kiss you, fuck you and tell you how I felt that day Agnes. I thought you would be my first love. I saw "IT" and I didn't care but you didn't give me a chance to show you how much I LOVED you Agnes."
"STOP-TALKING!!" Her emotionless façade was beginning to crack and fall apart spurring me onward towards someplace neither of us were comfortable.
"I-I just wanted to plant some little kisses on your belly; I wasn't really going to pull your shirt off but that's when I saw it Agnes. Your dirty, little secret and it revealed so much about you baby."
"SHUT UP!!" It felt like we were both standing in a furnace in her small office; my cock was harder than it had ever been before.
"You always have to be the smartest person in the room, always have the correct answer for any question at any given time; overcompensating for the problem under your shirt instead of just dealing with it Agnes. I would have helped you get through it and we could have been something." She'd buried her wet face in her hands. I could feel my own "unique flavor" roused to the surface by her "attack" and it began to mingle with her feminine musk. I watched her twitch and jerk about in her seat reacting to me involuntarily. I took a step forward earning an animalistic glare along with her gritted teeth.
"Dexter I'm warning you; stop fucking talking-NOW!!" It was taking every bit of my willpower not to toss her onto the desk and shove my cock inside her cunt. Her musky scent was unmistakable and she was hiding her face in her hands.
"Look I'm sorry; we don't have to fight each other Agnes." She looked up from her hands at me puzzled, almost trying to stare a hole right through me.
"You wanna fuck?"
"Don't." I didn't want to argue, trade quips or fight with her in any way. I just wanted to appeal to her better nature. She closed the distance between us in an instant, her hand raised as if to claw at my face.
"Hey; if you wanna fuck, then let's fuck." The playful way in which she spoke threw me for another loop as another layer of her personality was revealed. There was something infuriating about the way she went from one mood into another seamlessly.
"I mean it." She reached up pinching my cheeks with a lazy smile on her face.
"Don't be shy about what you want; don't be scared Poindexter." A girlish giggle followed her words as she backed away taunting me further.
"What in the hell is wrong with you?!!"
"You gonna cry if you can't stick your thing inside little boy; cry for me because you can't handle this, right?" I was getting worked up and angry taking a few steps towards Agnes unsure of what I might do if I got my hands on her.
"Yeah, you'd love to pin me down with your big, roided out cock and make me cry with it, right Poindexter?" Her laugh taunted and infuriated me enough to lunge in her direction but she nimbly evaded my grasp. I could feel her scent invading my body; seeping into every pore and crack but I didn't care. I just wanted to get my hands on her and make her stop. She was entirely maleficent pushing the lab door open with her foot and standing in the frame arms outstretched. It was like she was blocking my way as I staggered under the effects of her version of the Androstenone-X.
"Agnes; Ag-nes!" I muttered with some drool running from my lips.
"You wanna fuck me Poindexter; yeah you want to push your big, nasty fake dick into my hole, FUCK ME HARD and ROUGH with that thing struggling in your pants."
Her words were laced with laughter as I found myself staggering around on drunken boxer's legs vainly attempting to catch her. I was focused solely on her round face and its laughing, taunting countenance as Agnes expertly weaved between the desks and workstations. Things took on this sort of surreal quality as we spilt out into the hallway. Everything seemed to be frozen in place, students' teachers and faculty. I feared that I was having another attack; another one of the intricate detailed hallucinations that blurred the lines between dream and reality. Gravity finally gave up on me as the floor rushed up to give me a big, wet kiss.



"Come on Dexter; don't you wanna fuck?" I could see her out the corner of my eye that wasn't mashed into the tiled floor of the corridor. There were people milling about as if nothing were happening. Everyone seemed oblivious and blind to the situation in the hallway.
"You just can't get it up, can you Poindexter?"
It was the taunting manner in which kept using my full name and giggling that fueled my resolve. I found myself looking up at her as she quickly disappeared behind some double doors. I mustered all the strength in my body managing to rise into a crouch and threw myself forward through the double doors face planting on the cold floor. I didn't have a clue where I was and my heart felt as if it would burst. For the longest time all I could hear was the sound of my own breathing and the desperate beating of my own thumping heart. My vision blurred going in and out as I managed to get on my knees.
Agnes was sitting on a bench staring at me expressionless...we weren't alone.
My senses heightened as they were registered a multitude of others breathing heavily while hearts thumped wildly inside their bosoms. Some of their mouth hung open taking in what amounted to an overdose of the Androstenone-X flowing from the pores of the only two people currently effected on the planet. Sweat was running off my body and dripping to the floor in a puddle as I noticed dozens of legs standing around. I looked between my own legs finding even more people standing behind me as I slowly rose to my feet to face everyone.
"Heidi." She was the first person I noticed that I recognized taking point in front of a full girl's locker room. There were teenage girls as far as the eye could see and I gauged my chances of making it to the door realizing that I might have to get rough with some of the women gathered here. Some of them were in various stages of undress while others were completely nude.
"Hi Dexter; you know I've been looking all over for you. Uhm; we never got to finish our talk about "things" before that Tiffany cunt interrupted." I could see that her pupils were dilated while her nostrils flared taking in more of my oppressive sexual aura.
"Yeah Heidi; sorry about that. Why don't we go anywhere you want and "talk" as much as you like." I took her arm at the bicep softly squeezing it for emphasis. I was using prison logic figuring that Heidi had to be the toughest woman in the locker room.
"No, Dexter...No way." She roughly peeled my fingers away from her arm breathing hard.
"Heidi what gives; I thought you wanted to hang?"
"Kiss me first."
"Huh?"
"I want a kiss Dexter; kiss me on the fucking mouth and make it real motherfucker." Seems Heidi was keen to my intent and was going to squeeze as much out of me as possible. I looked around at some of the other crazed faces around me. One nude, bespectacled teen was already masturbating furiously slouched against a locker.
"Just one kiss Dexter; how hard could that be; I-I mean we all KNOW how HARD it IS and what IT can DO, right girls?!!" There was a mixture of ambient noise and some anxious laughter at the back of the locker room. Agnes sat watching silently with vested interest at the proceedings and Heidi immediately noticed.
"WHAT the FUCK-are you LOOKING at her for DEXTTER; I'm right here in front of you and YOU STILL CAN'T SEE ME!! FUCK I GOTTA DO FOR SOME of YOUR PRECIOUS ATTENTION-DEX-TER!!" She sounded truly enraged and I quickly lurched forward cupping her narrow cheeks pressing my lips to hers in a chaste affair that elicited a few lustful gasps. Heidi was having none of that pushing her tongue into my mouth and molding her tall, lanky body to mine. I felt her nails digging into my ass cheeks and she roughly fondled me. It was weird and embarrassing as Heidi humped and ground up into my erect cock. My response was physically automatic as my member surged against my jeans. Finally, I pushed back almost five minutes into it as she nearly rubbed one out. I noticed another girl standing nearby who I recognized as one of Heidi's teammates on the volleyball team. Her name was Francine and I'd already banged her during my earlier days ago.
"What about me; I'm Heidi's best friend; won't you kiss me too?"
"Uhm; yeah I guess that's right Dexter. She's like one of my best friends too." Both of the girls exchanged glares as Francine wrapped an arm around my neck drawing me in for a deep kiss. She didn't waste any time immediately cupping my package. The front of my slacks immediately soiled as precum ran down my leg. I tried to find Agnes in the sea of women but Francine brought her other hand up pulling me back in her direction.
"Fuck Heidi; what am I, chopped liver? I don't get no fucking love bitch." Some short haired, thin brunette interjected herself roughly between me and Francine stealing a hard kiss and shoving her tongue into my mouth. Francine silently watched wiping her mouth with her forearm. This girl humped against my leg as somebody quickly pinched me drawing my attention. It was some dorky, looking girl I didn't recognize trying in vain to disappear into the crowd of horny teenage girls. She was giggling in a manner that made me feel as if she were a special needs person when another girl roughly squeezed my cock.
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!" I jumped back a few steps as some people behind me helped themselves cupping my butt until I swatted their hands away.
"That guy has a huge dick." I hear someone comment to nervous laughter. There was some other ambient female related conversation that escaped me at the moment as I busied myself fending off errant hands grabbing at my anatomy. There was a sudden flash of pain as Heidi slapped me across the face as hard as she could. The low was powerful enough to send me reeling into a wall of girls who quickly ensnared my limbs. One particularly chubby teen managed to get her arm across my neck in what amounted to a chokehold as Heidi nursed and wrung out her bruised hand.
"Hang; is that what you called it?!!" She yelled covered in a thick sheen of sweat like most of the other women who were inside.
"HEIDI!!" Her volleyball jersey was stained from perspiration making the outline of her small, pert breasts and erect nipples visible. Her makeup was already starting to run and she appeared near the point of exhaustion despite her actions.
"M-Me and the girls have been talking; uhm, talking about how we're tired of your BULLSHIT!! Think I'm FUCKING STUPID HUH?!! You're just gonna run away and FUCK THAT STUPID TIFANY COW!!" She was getting hyped up pulling at her jersey and tearing it a bit.
"Heidi, please help me." She paused for a moment looking like she was trying to process what I was saying as craned my head around looking for any sign of Agnes Newton and finding none. Her distinctive scent remained intermingled with my own and I knew it was driving the women inside this enclosed area wild with lust. I'd never dealt with this many women at one time remembering how I'd had to run away the last time this situation happened.
"HEIDI-PLEASE?!!" Most of the women in the locker room looked towards the only apparent "Alpha-Female" for some sign. She looked conflicted probably realizing what they were going to do was wrong but unable to deny what was going on between her legs.
"Get his cock out."
Three girls pounced on me tearing and ripping at my pants almost fighting one another for my erect member. This led into a shoving match between a few girls that quickly became a scratching, hair pulling brawl even as some more volunteers drew my jeans and underwear away from my body. Wild excited screams and catcalls erupted in the locker room the moment my cock came into view. I managed to yank one of my hands free covering it only for it to be snatched away and held in custody by two girls. One of the girls locked her arms around my bicep pushing it into her deep cleavage inadvertently causing my cock to squirt a slight jet of precum. Wild, harpy's cackling filled the locker room while a number of camera phone zeroed in on my junk.
"OH MY GAAAWWD; LOOK AT THE SIZE OF THAT FUCKING DICK!!" A surreal carnival atmosphere was emerging along with a somewhat familiar state of mind that hadn't reared its ugly head since the day I was doused with Androstenone-X. It was debilitating and all encompassing; taking me back to days long since passed.
"Man, that shit will split you in two, but way a way to go!"
"This fucking guy has a HORSE COCK; nuh, nuh girlfriend-it's like BIG AS A FAAAWKING HORSE!! Some blonde was reporting what she saw to an unknown person on her phone before snapping a picture to be sent to that unknown person.
"Imagine the LOAD that CUMS out of that fucking hose; too bad its connected to a geek."
"Yeah; he's not much to look at when you get down to it."
"Too bad you can't take that BIG FAT COCK off of this LOSER and put it on the guy you'd REALLY want to FUCK."
"Who'd need a guy?" Both girls started giggling profusely as another stubby looking female poked at my crotch with a pointer wand." I tried to force my hands free but more girls would run over and help to keep me restrained. Heidi was already in a state of undress tossing her jersey to the floor. I managed to get one of my arms free whaling about and scattering a few crazed, giggling girls when something struck me in the back of the head with considerable force. I crashed to the floor with at least five girls on top of me as someone repeatedly struck me on the side of the face.
Whoever it was seemed intent on beating me senseless before I felt her weight lifted away from my body along with the sounds of a scuffle. My assailant turned out to be some obese girl I'd seen hanging around the school with some stoners. A group of Heidi's friends were restraining her against the wall as the team captain ran over and delivered a resounding sucker punch that floored the girl.
"HE AINT GONNA FUCK ME; I AINT GETTING NOTHING!!" The fat chick was lying face down on the floor sobbing as she admitted the insane reason why she'd been pummeling me. Francine nudged the beaten girl with the tip of her sneaker as Heidi turned her attention back to me.
"See what you made me do Dexter, you know this is your fault right?!!" I didn't know what to expect as I scooted around on the floor trying to hide my cock from plain view. Some of the other girls were still tugging and grabbing at my t-shirt rearing bits of material from it as I tried in vain to free myself.
"Come on dick boy; jerk that fat fucking rod." One girl ordered before quickly going silent as Heidi glared in her direction. Some of the other teens were already using their hands in a jerking motion trying to prod me into action.
"LEAVE ME THE FUCK ALONE; I DON'T OWE ANY OF YOU A DAMN THING!!" My sudden outburst shocked a group of them into backing off. I found myself still surrounded as Heidi turned towards me with a crazed expression on her face.
"Well Dexter; me and the girls here have a difference of fucking opinion." Her blue eyes bore into me with predatory fire and wild, unbridled emotion.
I was suddenly seized from behind and pushed painfully onto one of the long rectangular benches. My eyes were still locked on Heidi as she lost her volleyball shorts. My cock was pointing directly at the neon lighting above as the tall, lanky girl fingered herself a little before straddling me with one foot on either side of the bench planted flat on the concrete floor. Heidi parted her lips with a few fingers while holding my cock just below the thick, purplish head.
"OOOOOOHHHH MY FUUUUUUUCKING GAAAAAWWDD!!" Her walls seized up around me as she came seconds after impaling herself on my member. Her cunt tightened and ground into my pelvis as she nearly toppled off of me unprepared for the intense orgasm. Some of the other girls actually looked afraid whispering amongst themselves as Heidi drooled onto my tattered t-shirt. Her eyes rolled up into her head as I felt her tighten up around me again resulting in a shrill, satisfied cry as she collapsed to the floor in a fetal position. The other girls pushed inward looking down at her as she rubbed her crotch gasping and fanning herself.
Francine didn't hesitate as she lost her bottoms and roughly pushed me inside her cunt. She'd barely begun to move when she seized up clutching her hands to her large breasts shuddering. The athletic brunette completed a quick set of stilted undulations before losing control of herself and digging her nails into my chest. Another girl, completely nude approached me earing an animalistic swipe from Francine as she continued weakly working her hips to another orgasm.
"Are you okay; uhm, is it okay girl?"
"Yeah, it's-just better when he does most of the work, then you can enjoy it more. I-fuck, FAAAAWK I'M CUMMING NOW!!" Some of the girls gingerly grabbed her shoulders pretending to help her up before letting her fall into a heap on the concrete. I was distraught and helpless as four more girls rode my cock and conflicted from all of the pleasure I was experiencing. Every fiber of my being was aflame with minute slivers and prickly points of pleasure were exploding along the length of my cock. But these feelings, this pleasure was involuntary. All of these girls were being influenced by a chemical mixed into my DNA and thus none of it seemed real. I couldn't tell or be sure of who was assaulting who in this locker room.
"GET OFF ME!!" I yelled and continued screaming until someone cupped a hand over my mouth. My eyes rolled up to find one of the female gym teachers cooing at me while roughly pressing both of her hands down on me. Her name was Ms. Collins and her large, doughy looking tits were touching my forehead as she motioned for another girl to take her place. She had a saggy, rough looking body with a thick, patch of graying pubic hair covering her sex that made me wretch and gag. I continued screaming through the jacket covered arm over my mouth as a woman old enough to be my grandmother struggled to mount my cock. Dirty jokes and insensitive comments filled the locker room when Ms. Collins failed being shoved off as two girls decided to fellate me. I twisted and squirmed under their attention as one girl used her tongue to tickle my vein covered shaft while the other sucked on the head like she was drinking a milkshake.
"WATCH OUT BIAAAAATCH!!" I erupted in a sustained stream plastering the face of the closest teen with thick gooey glaze. My victim's chin and long sleeved shirt was completely drenched in my enhanced semen. I just wanted to get one of my hands free but none of the women would relent. Another student I recognized from an earlier rendezvous forced me to cry out as she pinched and sucked hard on my nipple. I could feel someone's nails raking along my abdomen as a homely teen with a face full of acne pinched my nose until I opened my mouth accepting her invading tongue. She didn't seem to care that I was doing my best to spit up at her face; lapping up all of my saliva like an animal.
"FUCK OUT MY WAY; I'M NEXT!!" I found myself looking at a girl known as "Big Bertha"; a girl so morbidly obese and thuggish that no one batted an eye when she was allowed on the football team (Although the coach made sure to keep her benched.). "Bertha" was morbidly obese with a Michelin Tire-Man body devoid of any discernable tits and a disgusting flabby looking inverted ass. Apparently Bertha somehow shaved her muff leaving the area with this kind of horse shoe look that made me throw up in my mouth a little bit.
"PLEEEEEASSSE NO; GAAAAWWD NOOOOO!!" It was too late as she came crashing down on me with her full three hundred and eighty-pound weight nearly breaking the bench I was pinned to single handedly. She looked like some kind of gigantic, humanoid grizzly as she worked her cheesy hips grinding into me with the force of a Mack truck. Her childish looking face was obscured by her shoulder length blonde hair leaving only her thin lips available. The noise inside the locker room was nearly deafening and I just lay there wondering why no one had come to save me from this situation.
Surely someone heard the noise and ruckus to call security?
Where were the teachers?
Anybody?
"FUCK; I'M GONNA CUM DUH-DUH-DEXTER...kiss me." She lurched forward creating this ripple effect on her oppressive belly.
"NO!"
"I'm so close and I just want a kiss from the boy who took my virginity." My eyes went wide with horror and I started shaking my head back and forth in denial as Bertha did her best to lock lips with me. Her massive belly kept her from reaching her goal as some of the other girls began to hurl insults and small items at my immobilized body.
"KISS HER DEXTER; SHE GAVE UP HER VIRGINITY ASSHOLE!!"
"Boys are all the same; the least he could do is fucking kiss that pathetic sow." I recognized the nude multi-colored hair and horn rimmed glasses as a member of the chess club. She was talking to another female geek and both of them were holding condoms waiting for an opening.
"AAAAAAWWW KISS BIG FUCKIN BERTHA SO SHE CAN GET THE FUCK OFFA MY DICK!!" I also recognized this big mouth as the exact same girl that had attempted to direct traffic the first time I'd fucked Heidi. She was short and curvy with an annoying pixyish demeanor and appeared to be wearing an elongated sweater as a dress.
"All of you are so mean; Dexter is so mean." Bertha's tears rained down on my abdomen as the big mouth pushed and slapped at her naked back. Another girl slapped the hell out of the big, obese blonde who refused to budge. More debris hit both of us even as my cock luxuriated in the tight embrace of her contracting cunt. Bertha looked pathetic with her mouth hanging open and tears running down her face. I struggled with myself not to feel bad for her. The smaller girl had taken to hitting her with a shoe when I could stand no more.
"GET-THE FUCK OFF OF ME YOU FATASS!!" A chorus of laughter and catcalls greeted my desperate show of aggression.
"But, the kiss?"
"Bertha I'm sorry I know you're "special" but you do realize that this is a FUCKING RAPE?!!" She placed both of her hands over her face sobbing.
"ALL OF YOU ARE FUCKING RAPING ME!!" The locker room suddenly grew silent except for Bertha's crying. I didn't know what to make of it figuring that maybe they were all coming to their senses.
"My name is Gretchen; fuck you Dexter. I just wanted one little kiss and I couldn't even get that." I grunted as she pushed down on my chest with all of her weight to get up. My cock was covered with a coat of blood confirming Gretchen's claim. I stared daggers at the girls holding my arms and legs until they relented. The smell of sweat, sex and other bodily fluids gave the locker room the atmosphere of a zoo.
"Where are my pants?" I found my wrinkled slacks in Heidi's grasp and quickly snatched them.
"Dexter?" The big mouth girl was attempting to get my attention but I simply wanted to put my pants on and get out of there. Some of the other girls were looking around in a daze, appearing crest-fallen and upset. Out the corner of my eye, the big mouth was shedding her sweater dress to reveal an impressive figure.
"LOOK AT ME ASSHOLE!!" Before I could regard her, someone shoved a plastic garbage can over my head and torso knocking me to the floor. The noise started up again as I flailed about in the garbage can.
"DO IT-DO IT FATASS; FUCK'EM UP!!" I could hear the girls egging Gretchen into action and the shuffling of many feet as the big mouth had her way with me.
"FUH-FUCK YOU DEXTER!!" The fat girl bellowed before everything went to hell as her body crashed down on the plastic garbage can containing my head, arms and torso. She'd actually got a running start before leaping into the air and crashing down on me ass first.



**DARKNESS**
I emerged from unconsciousness with a loud gasp finding myself still inside the destroyed garbage can. It was completely deformed in shape with slight cracks in its material that let the overhead lighting inside. Before I could think about anything, the can was removed from my body and I found myself looking up into the face of Agnes Newton.
"It's okay, don't even try to talk Poindexter; man they really did a number on you. Just look at the place; I assure you they'll be cleaning for months." My body was wracked with pain, my throat dry and cracked from what could have been hours of screaming. Agnes took a seat on the bench where I been assaulted earlier.
"Part of your plan?" It honestly hurt to talk.
"Yup; had to whittle you down to size although it was more fun when you were lying here screaming like a bitch. After "Bertha" butt bombed you, it got so lame in here Poindexter. Kind of a sexual buffet if you will and do you know what I was thinking as I watched over a third of the female populace fuck you into oblivion?"
"I-I didn't want this."
"Eh no; quite wrong Poindexter Snodgrass. I was thinking that I'd watched the booking of the Maury Povich show for the next decade." Agnes erupted into laughter pleased with her quip as I pushed myself up on my elbows to face her.
"I'm going to stop you."
"You're so clueless Poindexter; that's what I always used to like about you in the good ole' nerd days." She was incredibly sure of herself as I noticed her eyes roaming all over my nude body.
"It kind of starts a little above your abdomen, jiggly in a weird way with these kind of blotches on the skin and some blue veins visible through the pasty, untanned skin...IT'S FUCKING GROSS AGNES!!" She closed the distance between us in an instant, her hand raised to claw at my face. Agnes caught herself regaining her composure as she pushed her glasses up on her nose.
"Now that I think of it; there's one last girl you forgot to fuck." There was nothing I could do to stop Agnes as she knelt down handling my cock. Her long chaste skirt hid everything and I realized that her panties were missing.
"I'm going to give you three strokes; you're going to cum on the first and second but the third..." My length was sandwiched between the thick lips of her labia. Agnes was sopping wet and the heat coming from her opening was incredible. I could feel the tip of cockhead poised to breach her insides. She simply rotated her hips with the slightest of motions taking me whole in one smooth fluid movement.
"OOOOHHHHH!!" I'd never felt anything like her before and the powerful sensation coupled with her rising scent completely overtook me in seconds.
"One." Agnes arched her back grinding her mound against the base of my cock forcing me to explode several thick ropes inside her snapping cunt. Her inner walls felt "alive" as she easily flexed on my girth creating this exquisite massaging sensation. I was being milked; squirting more cum into her pulsing slit despite my disgust at the person on top of me.
"Two." My stomach turned painfully as a tortured scream escaped my lips. I'd cum so hard that I was sure my balls were empty. Agnes used only her hips pushing back as she surged forward to look into my eyes. There were slight hints of emotion in her eyes that harkened back to friendlier days.
"I'm not going be done with you after this; we're going to finish this later. I will call and you'll come for that "THIRD STROKE" Poindexter Snodgrass. You're going to remember the pleasure and obviously the pain I just inflicted. You going to think about me until you lose it and then maybe; just maybe I'll give you that third stroke you'll want so much...You're going to BEG ME to sit on your COCK." Her cunt was tight around me continually flexing in a way that was inhuman. It slowly loosened up as she stood leaving behind my semi-erect member.
"Monster." It was the only word that came to mind.
"How's your uncle; we haven't talked lately." The threat in her voice was icy cold and full of promise as I recalled the disheveled appearance of Brian Lewis.
I was depleted and my body decided it could fight consciousness no longer.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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*****
The two deputies considered themselves battle soaked veterans who'd pretty much seen it all but even they weren't prepared for the sight that accosted them as they drove down the interstate. There were two of them standing there in the middle of the road staring off into space. Both of the guys appeared to be in their early twenties and in an extreme state of shock. Neither one of them would speak when addressed appearing oblivious to even their surroundings.
Both of the young men were covered in bruises and caked in blood from the waist down.
...they were holding hands.
******
The hallways of Maplewood High were abuzz with rumors and gossip of the fall of one of their elite. Leslie Kennedy one half of the most popular BFF's on campus had been destroyed in spectacular fashion and most of the campus was abuzz with the fragmented details of her forced tryst with over a third of the male populace. There were numerous videos featuring the stunning brunette in various entanglements with guys from all walks of life. Some people were actually sharing the videos with one aspiring "adult" filmmaker declaring that he would cobble the footage together into a complete movie.
"How's she going to deal?" Was the question on nearly everyone's lips as most believed that she would never return to Maplewood High after being humiliated to the core of her being. There would be no way she could retrieve her reputation as an untouchable "Ice Queen" with the war stories being swapped in the congested halls. There was even a rumor going around that she'd been slipped an overdose of "Spanish Fly" going on a sexual rampage in the boy's locker room. Coach Hamblen was conspicuous by his absence after taking his wife and three kids on an extended vacation in Yosemite. Everybody not directly involved wondered what would happen when Leslie returned.
Red appeared to be going about her day as usual holding court at her locker and advising anyone in the know to keep their mouths shut. She had to reiterate her "advice" to Patty several times before outright threatening the thin cheerleader. Red was intent on getting things back to normal after the drama of the past few weeks.
"Tom Duggard?"
"Here."
"Jennie Hampson?"
"Here."
"Melissa Reed?"
"Here." She sat in her usual position at the front of the classroom looking none the worse for wear sporting a little more makeup than to hide some apparent bruising on her otherwise perfect, alabaster skin. A pair of shades covered her green eyes hiding a shiner from her episode with Robert and Derrick.
"Leslie Kennedy?"
"..."
"Kennedy?" Her seat had been reserved next to her former BFF and remained empty as everyone in class seemed to focus on it. There was a long dead pause in the room before the teacher continued roll call.
"Humbert Jenkins?"
******
Sheriff Reed pulled up to his home genuinely perplexed after having been alerted that his home alarm system had been activated. He'd received the call from his alarm company becoming irritated at what he believed was probably his daughter playing hooky from school again. She'd been more than a handful recently and he'd even considered pulling her from school considering all of her recent troubles were threatening his livelihood. His mind kept wondering back to the morning after she'd disappeared only to suddenly return behaving distant and weird. Something kept bringing him back to the strange expression on her face and troubling him more every time. Parenting had always been a mixed bag to the sheriff leaving him only able to deal with the most basic of issues at best. He really couldn't figure out how he'd raised such a headstrong, fierce young woman. There just seemed to be this fire burning inside of Melissa since the day she was born. It reminded him of her mother at rimes but was oddly familiar whenever he got up in the morning and started in the mirror.
"What are you doing here?" He was surprised to find her sitting on the wooden fence that sectioned off his property as he drove up.
"Waiting."
"What's going on Leslie?" She appeared somewhat aloof and troubled sitting on his fence. She was wearing a simple flannel wife beater that was tied up under her impressive chest exposing her taunt abs. Leslie was wearing a pair of obscenely cut off jean shorts that drew his eye to the unbuttoned clasp in the front. Her wide arching hips had made it impossible to fasten the single button on the front of the shorts leaving her curvy hips more than up to the task of keeping the material from sliding down her shapely legs.
"I-I wanna talk to you about something really important sheriff."
"Well; okay spill it Leslie." She held her arms out looking like a small child wanting to be held and said nothing. Even though her behavior was making him apprehensive, he reached up helping her ro her feet noticing that Leslie was barefooted.
"In there; inside." She looked up into his eyes pleadingly as her body pressed against his own eliciting a purely physical response. Deep inside her hazel corneas was a strange piercing intensity that took hold of him even as her hand softly clasped his own.
"Please take me inside."
The sheriff didn't know what to make of his daughter's best friend. There was something fragile and needy in her every movement; something that caught and held his eye as they walked up the porch to his front door. He paused just inside the door to turn off the silent alarm before looking over his shoulder to find her staring intently.
"Leslie?"
She just looked so delectable and vulnerable standing there as if she were waiting for some sort of sign. He felt guilty for his harsh words towards her in days past as her troubles threatened to engulf his own child. Her brown locks framed a perfect face other than a slight blemish on her cheek that he suspected was caused by his daughter.
"Want something to drink; like a soda or some iced tea?" He wasn't used to being nervous in front of a woman even though Leslie was a teen. Her body made her all woman and was hard to ignore particularly today. Sheriff Reed shuffled into the kitchen pouring them both large tumblers of homemade tea. He returned to the living room to find the teen missing.
"Leslie?" After checking the diamond shaped peephole in his front door; Sheriff Reed wandered down the hall to find his bedroom door ajar. The buxom brunette was reclining in his bed staring at the ceiling fan a few moments before regarding her best friend's dad.
"Oh; is that for me Sheriff Reed?" The question stated rather flatly caught him by surprise as his mind tried to come up with a response of the teen's intrusion inside his bedroom.
"Maybe we should have these drinks in the living room Leslie." He sounded as uncomfortable as he looked watching every inch of her delectable body. She took her time sitting up and sliding her gorgeous legs over the side of the bed finally leaning forward with her elbows resting on her knees. She reached forward and he made a motion to hand her the tumbler when Leslie's fingers deftly unsnapped his gun belt causing it to drop to the floor with a loud dead thud. Before he could react; she'd taken the cold drink from his hand down it in one continuous motion. Her hazel eyes bore into his until she lowered the plastic cup allowing it to hit the floor. There was an awkward silence between them as he numbly tried to figure his way out of an increasingly compromising position.
"Mmmmn; that was really good Sheriff Reed." She was staring intently at his bulging crotch transfixed.
"Please Leslie."
Her hand snaked forward nimbly drawing down his zipper exposing his underwear. There was no way to hide his apparent interest as his tumescence made itself apparent. She looked up at him from the bed with a single finger between her plump lips questioning before continuing onward. Leslie hesitantly pinched the top of his briefs pulling them outward from his abdomen before slipping her hand inside to cup his package. He shuddered from her touch as she squeezed and fondled his shaft and balls. It had been too long since he felt the willing touch of a woman and he was almost ready to burst from her attention. She abruptly pulled her hand back as if burnt only to stick her pointer finger between her lips sucking his essence from the offending digit. The reddened head of his prick was peeking over the waistband of his underwear.
This caught the attention of the attractive teen who moved forward bending only at the hips until he could feel her labored breathes on the head of his cock. Before he could react; Leslie quickly yanked his pants and underwear down mid-thigh exposing everything. It was like he was petrified stuck in place watching his daughter's best friend gaze longingly at his erect cock. He couldn't help staring at how small her waist looked in comparison to her hips even while sitting. Looking downward afforded him a glimpse of the inviting crack of her juicy ass. The jean shorts were little more than panties stretched to the limit across her backside.
Her tongue suddenly snaked outward lightly touching the sticky head of his penis. His tumbler crashed to the floor spilling its contents everywhere as his eyes widened from the continuing stimulation. Leslie wrote the letters of the alphabet on his crown before allowing a third of it to slip deep into her mouth. She pursed her lips sucking hard on his length before releasing him with an audible pop of her plump lips.
"Uhm; sorry Sheriff I should have asked first. Is it okay if I suck on your big, fat dick?" Her lips were glistening and her chest heaving in anticipation. His cock was as hard as it had ever been appearing as if it would explode cum at any second. Leslie's beautiful mouth was open and he could see her running her tongue over her teeth in anticipation. She reached up freeing her impressive rack with a hard tug at the knot that kept the two halves of the garment covering her breasts. Her large spongy, full breasts burst free of the confining cotton destroying what little morality was left in the embittered lawmaker.
"Oh God." His voice was husky as the temptress discarded her top on the hard wood floor shaking her brown locks out for effect. Control was out the window as he gathered up a fistful of her hair feeding his cock into her waiting mouth. She looked lovingly into his eyes strengthening her lustful hold on the confused father. He'd intended to be more gentle but found that he couldn't help himself pumping harder and harder as the cum boiled in his sack. Leslie seemed to find the right kind of pressure for the forty-something relaxing her jaw as he entered only to suck extremely hard as his cock withdrew from her lips.
"Shit; I'm gonna cum Leslie." He was frustrated at not being able to last longer but she was so good that he couldn't deny what she'd already earned. The manner in which she never broke eye contact was as enticing as it was unsettling.
His thighs tightened up as his member turned a nearly purplish color signaling his impending climax. For her part, Leslie sensed what was about to happen and shocked him by pushing the rest of his girth into her throat as she cupped his balls pumping.
His frame thick with sinewy muscle from hard work and frequent gym visits began to tremble uncontrollably as his cock pulsed painfully under the teen's efforts. Both of his fists were full of Leslie's silken hair as he viciously fucked her mouth seeking relief that had eluded him far too long. The shapely brunette appeared to anticipate his every reaction bobbing and twisting her head in time with his thrusts.
"OOOHHH I'M CUMMING LESLIE; OOOOOHHHHH!!" The first spurt of his cum was almost painful with a wincing sensation that almost made him cry out in joy. More followed as the brunette expertly slurped in tandem with his bursts taking everything he had to offer until he slumped back inadvertently causing the bedroom door to shut. There was this awkwardness lingering in the air as he slid down on his bedroom floor facing the teen seductress. She'd been mostly silent since invading his bedroom allowing her actions to speak volumes. Leslie wasn't done rising from the bed and closing the distance between them until he was staring directly at her crotch. His cock was already twitching back to life as he looked up at the underside of her large breasts. There was something expectant in her body language as he took hold of her jean shorts at her arching hips. Leslie was breathing hard as she cupped and rolled her nipples. With some effort, the shorts ended up in a corona around her well-manicured feet.
"Sweetest pussy." He half mumbled feeling stupid for even saying it as her clean shaven snatch came into view. She had some hard tan lines that matched ones on her breasts. Her olive tinted skin was a sight to behold with the aforementioned tan lines almost making it look like she had a bikini tattoo. Her ran his tongue over her mound taking her feminine musk bringing his hands up to cup her rounded buttocks. They were thick and meaty with just the tight amount of buoyancy. His greedy fingers dug deep into the flesh as he hungrily sought her divide slipping between her puffy lower lips. He pulled her cheeks apart running the tips of his fingers along her slit and finding the girl soaking downstairs.
******
Brad Tucker wasn't happy and attending school wasn't going to lift his mood anytime soon. After winning the "Big Game" and bringing glory to a campus that hadn't know it in over several decades; he was little more than a footnote. After the "Incident" in which he'd been sexually assaulted became public knowledge; Brad Tucker had become something of a pariah with his teammates avoiding being seen with him otherwise their social statuses would be negatively affected. He'd become used to the silence in recent weeks secretly happy that no one would be asking him how it was possible for such a physical specimen such as himself to be raped. Everyone assumed that his assailants were male with a select few privy to the fact that one of the culprits was his very own girlfriend Melissa Reed. No one would ever know of the horrifying night that left him a shell of his former self. He'd only recently found a way to return to school and kept regular visits with a therapist. Every time his mind wandered to that night he would hyperventilate and retreat into himself.
"Hey stranger?" Brad was retrieving some books from his locker between classes when a familiar voice greeted him. The voice filled him with dread and he didn't want to turn around and face her. The jock rummaged around in his locker looking for noting in particular.
"Uhm; hey what's up?" He mumbled feeling increasingly anxious.
"Wow Red that's cold; you guys got something going on because I'll bounce." He recognized the second voice which filled him with equal dread knowing that she put him in imminent danger and he considered running for it.
"Shut up Patty; Brad aren't you even gonna look me in the face?"
"Uhm yeah Red; I'm just trying to like find this book cause I got a makeup test and all." His voice faltered and he knew in an instant that Red would seize upon it and go for the kill. She always seemed to instinctively know when someone was vulnerable.
"Bradford?" He could already hear the edge in her voice and it made him nervous. His heart was beginning to thump hard in his barrel chest.
"Definitely looks like a thing to me Red." The athletic blonde always sounded annoying glib even when pointing out the obvious. He knew that he'd been unfaithful once more even after being personally escorted to hell by his girlfriend. Patty had been one of the two girls on that rainy afternoon some weeks ago and there was no telling if Red knew. Maybe they were together with the intent of taking him back to that dark place once more. Maybe they were gonna hurt him once more...or even castrate him.
"BRAAADFORD TUCKER YOU TURN AROUND AND FACE ME RIGHT FUCKING NOW!!" She reached out grabbing the muscular jock who nearly wet himself instantly spinning about to face her.
"YES RED!!" He screamed not realizing how loud he'd responded and drawing more than a few stares. There she was in front of him as beautiful as the first day they'd met. Patty was standing at her side in a pink and white tennis dress that complimented her slender athletic figure. The irritated look on Red's freckled face automatically sent chills down his spine.
"Brad; you okay?" Patty was equally confused and a little irritated at his behavior.
"Hey I-uhm, I'm really good and I'm sorry for not turning around the exact moment I heard your voice Red. I'm REALLY SORRY for doing anything that makes you mad. I'm so sorry about looking for that STUPID FUCKING BOOK!! Uhm; you want me to do something for you because I don't have NOTHING important to do than help out my-uhm...Help you Red." Brad didn't realize how much he'd been stammering as he became rigid with his back against the locker. A tremor was running through his body and his teeth started to chatter.
"Are you okay; you look kind of nasty dude." Patty leaned in examining his ashen countenance.
"I'm just fine Patty; nothing's wrong at all Red." He seemed unsure of how to stand when the girls while the girls were watching folding and unfolding his arms a number of times.
"What the fucks wrong with you Brad?"
"Sorry."
"Why do you keep apologizing every time she says something to you?" Patty leaned against the locker uncomfortably close. He shifted in the opposite direction becoming even more anxious as Red cocked her head to one side examining his face.
"I-I was looking for that stupid ass book and just FUCKED UP when Red was talking to me. There's just no excuse for that kind of shit Red; uhm I'm just a dumb fucking jock after all." There was a wetness at the corner of his eyes as his voice cracked with emotion which was not lost on the redhead.
"Which book were you looking for Brad?" She did her best to soften her expression and put him at ease.
"U.S. History?"
"Here you can use my book alright?" She unslung her backpack removing the thick tome holding it out for him to take. He was hesitant to take it from her figuring that the gesture would have some hidden meaning. Red wriggled the book for emphasis until he took it trembling with a fake smile on his face.
"Thank you so much Mel-I-I mean Red; you're so nice to me when I'm just a fucking dumbass who doesn't deserve your kindness." A single tear ran across his cheek with others on the way as the redhead cautiously backed away finally realizing the damage done to his psyche.
"I'll get that book back later; uh take of yourself." His face was already wet with tears as he responded shaking his head furiously still smiling weakly.
"Y-yeah I'll do that because you know what's best and I'm just a retard." He was still shaking his head as the girls cautiously went on their way looking over their shoulder. His shirt was stuck to his back from the immediate perspiration that accompanied the borderline panic attack.
"Geez what crawled up his ass and died?" Patty asked when they were a good distance down the corridor.
"Shut up." Red's reply was simple and to the point but the cheerleader's thirst for information was greater than her fear.
"No seriously Red; something's fucking off about that guy." Patty was ever the consummate high school doing everything possible to add to her popularity. She'd been trying to get closer to the head cheerleader since the rift between Red and Leslie became public knowledge. She was already part of a known duo with her real BFF Chelsea but lately the girls had been drifting apart. Patty hadn't even stopped to consider Red's reaction should she discover that the girl in front of her had "hooked up" with Brad.



"You don't know him; you don't know a fucking thing about him."
"I know enough!" She regretted the words almost as soon as they left her lips as Red violently snagged her wrist. Patty never realized just how strong the head cheerleader actually was before being yanked into a girl's restroom. The redheaded undisputed queen of Maplewood High could be a terror to behold when directed towards a supposed ally or squad member.
"Look I didn't mean anything by what I said." Patty was apologetic realizing she was boxed in between Red's arms. Her bottom was pressed up against the edge of a sink while Red gripped the outer rim of that fixture.
"Let me school you bitch; turn around and face the mirror."
"Okay." She slowly turned doing her best not to overtly bump into the head cheerleader until she was looking at her own reflection in the scratched up restroom mirror.
"I like you Patty; I like you a whole lot and I think you have a bright future ahead of yourself. I mean-just look at your pretty, childish looking face and this great little prepubescent body of yours. What nice tits to offset your complete lack of hips." She winced as her nipples were pinched hard by Red. She remained silent as her breasts were mauled in the most nonsexual brutal manner. Red dug the tips of her nails into the soft flesh until she yelped.
"Red?"
"Be quiet when grown people are talking and mind your own fucking business Patricia; I know what you want little girl. You want to be popular; everybody does right?"
"Yeah." She didn't realize that she was being asked a rhetorical question until Red reached up cupping her chin from behind harshly digging her nails into tender flesh while her own perfect face framed the blonde's. Both girls stared at one another's reflections silently for a few moments.
"You are so fucking cute bitch; wouldn't you like to stay that way?"
******
He was caught up in the moment confused and light headed from the steamy sex he'd been having since the morning hours when his daughter's best friend appeared sitting at the edge of his property. His fingers dug deeply into the lush flesh of her rounded bottom while he continually speared her sex. Leslie was lying on the bed with her back arched and generous butt raised high in the air taking whatever Sheriff Reed had to offer and childishly begging for even more. She coaxed and encouraged visually and otherwise before finally sticking three fingers between her lips fellating her own digits. The middle aged lawman was two years south of fifty but prided himself on his physical conditioning honed from an active life and regular exercise but Leslie was proving up to the task. She was absolutely insatiable already making him climax four times since invading his home. A number of images ran through his mind during the tryst some of which he fought off along with the impending shame and guilt of this act.
"LEEEESSSLIE!!" Even before he'd weakly begun to cry out his impending orgasm, the curvy brunette anticipated his actions arching her back further and slamming into his pelvis. The loud slapping noise that accompanied their frenzied rutting seemed almost deafening. His vision blurred; eyesight whitened to the vanishing point as he reached the apex emptying everything across her tanned backside. He was completely winded as his fingers spread his milky glaze on her soft skin tracing the lighter areas in a lust drunk stupor.
"It's so warm and sticky; give me some more." She seemed determined to milk him dry rolling away from his syrupy grasp to envelope him in her mouth cleaning his cock like shed already done a number of times already.
"Fuck, you're going to give me a damn stroke if you keep going on like this."
"Perish the thought sheriff; we can't have that now can we daddy?" The beauty wrapped her arms around his neck slipping her tongue into his mouth. He was hard in seconds and completely euphoric luxuriating in the feel of her large tan breasts pressing into the graying hair on his chest.
"Don't call me that."
"What?"
"The daddy thing's not for me; sick fucks get off on that kind of shit."
"Anything you say daddy; you're the boss." Her fist twisted and stroked the base of his cock making him even more stiff that he already was.
"I mean it; cut it out Leslie."
"Sure daddy dearest." Her eyes narrowed as she studied his granite looking features finding some similarities with his only daughter.
"DON'T FUCK WITH ME BITCH!!" His hands were suddenly around her throat squeezing the air from her lungs for what seemed like an eternity before he relented. The strange accepting look on her face had perhaps saved the attractive teen as he realized her hands never left his cock.
"Oh god what's wrong with me?" She was breathing heavily with a wild eyed expression on her face as her heels locked in the small of his back. In moments they were one again and Leslie licked and sucked on his earlobe while slightly prodded his thrusts with the back of her heels.
"That feels so good; just fuck it until you've had enough daddy. I'm your little girl you know; sometimes I need fixing. FIX my PUSSY with your BIG, HARD COCK!!"
They continued like this for the next five minutes until he weakly came inside her before rolling over on his back. Leslie lay on her side with an arm draped across his chest as if in ownership. She planted a light kiss on his lips before snickering as she wriggled his flaccid cock in her fist. She sat up in the bed stretching her arms above her head before standing and taking stock of his bedroom. Her gaze rested on his gun belt were it had fallen when it was stripped from his waist. Leslie's features went blank for a few seconds as if in silent contemplation.
"You bastard; I hate you." Leslie snatched his weapon from its holster weighing it in her hand. She pressed the barrel against the sleeping man's skull slowly pulling the hammer back on the pistol.
******
The cousins were separated now and placed in rooms with large mirrors. Neither would speak or react to any exterior influences other than rudimentary instructions. Some people in white lab coats along with the police came in from time to time speaking with them in an official capacity. Both men had been savagely beaten a blunt object while under the influence of some drug approximation of GHB. One of the traumatized men had been coaxed into giving his name and Derrick had taken the lion's share of damage. He became inconsolable during his initial examination and it was revealed that he had a prolapsed rectum with slivers of wood and semen intermingled within.
"Now Derrick; you know we only want what's best for you so that means you need to tell us what happened to you." A doctor was using the kid gloves in an attempt to reach the wild eyed man.
"Sorry doctor but I- I can't."
"Why not Derrick?" He looked out of the corner of his eye at the deputy that was taking notes in the corner.
"Th-That would be uhm; being really bad." The doctors and the deputy exchanged glances at his curious answer.
"We won't tell anybody Derrick; uh, honest engine." Deputy Mooney added his inexperienced two cents earning glares from the medical professionals in the room.
"I-I can't help you officer; I'm just a godless pervert and I just want to be good now. I wanna be good now...WANNA BE GOOD NOW!!" Derrick broke into hysterics sobbing and violently trembling before he was mercifully sedated. Another deputy entered the room with a similar confused expression on his face.
"They found metal residue in the other guy's butthole Mooney; I'm thinking lover's spat gone way off the fucking rails."
"Well aren't you the detective Jimmy; didn't know we found your guy's semen in this chump's corn hole did you?" Both deputies shared a moment as another doctor waved them over in the hospital corridor.
"Excuse me officers; you're both gonna want to see this." He was holding some results that changed the dynamic off the budding case. Samples of both men's DNA had been run in an effort to identify them and popped up on the criminal database. Both of the cousin's genetic material had been matched to a large number of sexual assaults across three states.
"Vigilante justice?" Deputy Jimmy asked.
"I don't know and I don't give a crap; just more paperwork on the desk of Sheriff Reed." Mooney cuffed the sleeping Derrick to his hospital bed.
"You know Sheriff Reed was supposed to meet us out here; isn't like him to take a day off."
"It's just grunt work Jimmy; call it in."
Robert Lane sat in a padded room after attempting to fight off doctors trying to examine him. One orderly ended up with a broken ankle before the buff youth pastor was subdued and locked away for psychiatric evaluation. Sitting alone his damaged mind wandered back to a place he now considered hell on earth and its resident queen.
-DARKNESS-MEMORY
There was this sound; this weird disturbing sound that seemed to increase in intensity as everything came into focus. It felt like somebody had hit him with a bag of hammers; his head throbbing as that strange bleating sound increased in volume. A decrepit, foul odor assailed his nostrils so offensive that he had trouble breathing initially. He realized what the sound was as he tried to open his mouth to speak.
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRGGGGHHH!!"
Someone was screaming in agony and he could make out some sort of heavy labored breathing along creaking, crackling wood working in tandem with initial sounds. His own breathe came in short ragged gasps and this thick muscular frame was wracked with intense pain. It almost felt as if someone had been beating him while he was unconscious. He'd been stripped nude and appeared to be sitting inside some kind of stall. There was hay and copious amounts of manure everywhere. He quickly realized that his wrists were bound with some heavy metal shackles and struggled to simply turn his head.
Robert Lane found himself looking down the double barrel of a shotgun.
"Hello asshole; I'd like to reintroduce myself. My name is Red." The last time he laid eyes on her she was floating face down in a creek.
"Wendy?" Without warning the weapon discharged with a thunderous blast and Robert thought he was dead screaming and voiding his bowels at the same time. He quickly realized that a sizable hole had been blasted into the wooden wall adjacent to his head. There was a wooded area outside the hole that he wasn't aware of as he heard the spent rounds being discharged from the shot gun.
"That took a surprising amount of restraint Robert." She'd already reloaded before he could even consider any kind of action.
"PLUH-PLEEEEASE DON'T KILL ME WENDY; PLEASE DON'T SHOOT MY ASS DEAD!!" She rammed the barrel into his nose smashing it against his face.
"What did I tell you my fucking name was Robert?" Red put her weight behind the double barreled shotgun.
"Red?" He'd started crying and shaking profusely as he stared up at her beautiful face with its stone expression.
"That's right asshole, my fucking name is Red and I want to thank you for everything you've done for me." He was testing the bonds that were cutting into his wrists and noticed that legs were shackled as well. Robert was unprepared for the second round which exploded on the other side of his head. Robert could feel cold air rushing in from the second hole as he stared down at his exposed sex and began sobbing even louder.
"Hey shut the hell up buddy; there's something I want you to see." She motioned to his immediate right and he nervously turned his head staring at the greying, decrepit wood of the stall. There were spaces between the wood and he could make out some movement in the next cubicle. Robert realized that the strange bleating sounds were coming from this stall as he nervously placed his face closer to the wood.
"Oh no; oh fuck no..." Derrick was facing him; nude and shackled as he was half sobbing and crying.
"Yeah your eyes aren't deceiving you Robert; stand up and introduce yourself bitch." She poked him with the shotgun prompting him to stand and the true nature of his cousin's situation was revealed as he cleared the top of the stall. Derrick's face was a bloody crimson mess and he was screaming at the top of his lungs. He recognized the smiling chubby blonde that assaulted him with a bottle standing nude behind his cousin. Her massive jiggling breasts were swinging back and forth as she humped Derrick hard.
"HE-HEEEELP M-MEEEEEEE!!" Derrick reached out pleading for help from his cousin as he continued being violently pegged. There was an insane glee and laughter in April's voice as she pounded into his backdoor with wild manic abandon. Hours earlier while they were preparing for vengeance April had actually inserted a long metal screw into the end of the large dildo. She'd never really thought that it would ever be used again after Brad and stored it as a keepsake.
"OOOOHHHHH GAAAAWDDD PLEASE GET THAT FUCKING THING OUT OF MEEEEEE!!" Derrick's voice continually broke into this shrill bleating wail.
"DEEERICK; I'm trying to cum!" April pushed into him up to the hilt of her strap-on and ground her hips into his narrow backside.
"PLEEEASE STOP!!"
"Oh you want me to stop; okay Derick okay I'll stop but you know the cost right?" She'd been abusing him for hours and he knew exactly what she was talking about as he nodded his head. April shoved him forward painfully disengaging the huge black dildo from his gaped rectum. He landed face first in the dirty hay and filth turning on his side as April walked over to a wooden shelf where over a dozen beer bottles rested. There were shards and fragments of broken bottles littering the debris on the dirt floor of the stable from prior failed apology attempts.
"I-I'M RREAALLY FUCKING SORRY MUH-MA'AAAAM; PLEASE JUS-JUST...take us to the cops. Please take us-TAKE US TO JAIL!!" He was too afraid to look at her until he heard himself being interrupted by a loud burp. April quickly downed the bottle and stared at it with a disparaging look.
"You know; no matter how many of these Rolling Rock beers I drink I can't get a buzz and you still look UGLY AS FUCK!!" She immediately flung the bottle at the frightened ginger smashing it partially against the back of the stall. She followed this up with two more bottles which hit him in the shoulder and his damaged ear.
"You're doing it all wrong bitch; you need a full bottle." Red advised as she winked at the scared youth pastor in front of her. Robert tried with all of his might to wrench himself free of the shackles only succeeding in cutting up his wrists even more. Red responded by shoving the butt of the weapon into his heroic squared jawline flooring him.
"Now we talked this extensively Derrick didn't we bitch? I believe that I told you that if you were REALLY, REALLY SORRY about fucking up my girlfriend; you'd take another bottle to the head or make me cum right?" He shook his head fearfully afraid even to speak without her permission.
"Well so far we've gone through seven fucking bottles and I haven't cum once boyfriend; guess that asshole needs a little more work huh Derrick?" He shook his head crying even more cursing himself for taking the chubby blonde for granted. He believed that April would be an easy lay as did his cousin and now they were trapped.
"Speak bitch." There was no mistaking the anger in her childish sounding voice.
"Puh-Please just hit me with the bottle." Her blue eyes widened at his request along the sly smile reading on her lips.
"Really; are you serious Derrick; I mean I don't want you running up on me in the fucking woods or nothing alright bitch boy?" She'd lost it once Red had let her into the house and finally admitted to being attacked. April had repeatedly shoved her lover's baseball bat into Derrick's crotch as they drove out to the secluded spot.
"It's okay; it's what I have to do to get things square between us all; right?"
"Yeah sure baby; fucking four corners square." She tested the weight of the bottle in her hands before swinging at the top of his head and missing. The bottle struck him on the shoulder as he doubled over screaming in agony.
"Shit Derrick; missed again. Man I'm sorry about that boy; I really am but you know what that means don't you?" April could barely disguise her glee as she fingered the sex toy mounted over her cunt. In the next stall over, Robert covered his eyes as his cousin was pegged by a maniac.
"OH SHIT DERRICK; I'M CUMMING!!" April crazily laughed as the plastic nub on the inside of her strap-on brought her to climax.
"Look at me Robert; we've got some things to work out." He was trembling so hard it looked as if he were on the verge of a full blown panic attack. He found himself looking deep into Red's nearly luminescent green eyes that almost appeared to be glowing in the darkness. She slowly brought the weapon level with his face cocking the hammer back.
"Lord take me into your grace." He stammered as his cousin wailed in the next stall.
******
"Who are these bitches?"
"Prospects." Patty was nervous after her bathroom confrontation with the head cheerleader forgetting that she'd lined up some fellow students to vie for Leslie's spot on the squad until they showed up during practice.
"Your idea Patty?"
"Well we are down one person so I just thought a look at some hew meat wouldn't hurt." The athletic blonde was relentless in her social climbing and it irritated Red who hooked an arm around the smaller girl's neck. Patty rolled with the aggressive action walking away from the hopefuls.
"I'm going to tell you this one time and one time only; Leslie is coming back. Do you understand me bitch?"
"Ye-Yeah Red."
"Good girl." Red slapped Patty's cheek roughly a few times before flipping the hopefuls the bird as she hit the exit.
She didn't particularly care for the company of her peers as she sat on the steps facing the student parking lot. Red ran her fingers through her auburn mane as she stared down at a few tell-tale marks on her shapely legs. Makeup had been applied to her face and legs to hide some of the bruising from her ordeal suffered and rectified over the weekend. A few students greeted her as the entered the gymnasium and she responded automatically even though her mind was elsewhere with vivid recollection of her actions.
Derrick had been broken over and over again as her "girlfriend" April relentlessly pegged the lanky teen in one of the stalls adjacent to the one in which her ex-boyfriend Brad Tucker had met his fate. Robert was receiving the same treatment when Red suddenly had an epiphany. She leveled the shotgun at both of the frightened men offering one the opportunity to keep his life. The conditions were simple and both men wound up fighting each other for their anus.
Derrick was the smaller of the two losing quickly; immediately being taken by his stronger cousin. Red assisted with the business end of her twelve gauge demanding that the coupling continue until Robert climaxed. April almost swooned at the "pure evil" aspect of making two men "do it" all the while insisting that she made no promises about the safety of the rapists.
"I'll never be weak again Pastor Robert; thank you for showing me who I truly am."
It was a promise she intended to keep until her dying days. The beautiful misanthrope hadn't realized that she was sobbing until she was handed a tissue by a concerned underclassman.
"Thank you." The pimply nerd flushed crimson and tripped over his own feet running to class. Red bent over wrapping her arms around her knees otherwise someone else would spot her crying. Her phone began ringing and she noticed it was April calling before declining the call.
"I'm a monster." Red admitted to herself wiping her forearm across her wet cheek before returning to the gym floor.
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I'd spent some days in the hospital after being ambushed and beaten unconscious after a late night tryst with the daughter of a former supervisor. I didn't know if she had anything to do with it but I vowed that we'd settle up one day. I was lucky to be alive and started looking for another place to live while I was still bed ridden. I'd like to say that the experience sobered me up and that I would only date women of a reasonable BMI, but my body said otherwise convincing me one early Sunday morning. I'd been on some serious pain killers awaking to some light music amid the drug induced haze swirling around my head to one huge bobbing butt. It appeared to have a life of its own bobbing and jiggling comically inches away from my face. It was covered in some light blue scrubs with an extremely visible panty line that almost looked drawn onto the material. I unconsciously reached out palming one of the meaty cheeks finding it soft to the touch.
"GOOD LORDY JEEESSUUSS!!" The owner of this miraculous butt nearly jumped out of her skin turning wide eyed as if pinched by the devil himself.
I found myself looking at an equally cartoony stereotype of a big, black woman. Her visage unequivocally reminded me of old Hollywood actress Hattie McDaniel from this movie called "Gone with the Wind" and I resisted the urge to laugh in her face as she palmed her butt like I'd lit a match under it.
"I'm sorry ma'am, but I really can't apologize even though it's the right thing to do."
"ARE YOU SERIOUS; ARE YOU FOR-REEEAALLL!!" This time she earned the laughter that followed from several beds as other patients found the proceedings humorous.
"Mamma you can't put all of that in my face and expect me not to get a piece. Don't get mad baby, just keep shaking that ass." The nurse did a double take as I swatted in her direction making the large bubbly woman jump backward.
"WATCH YOURSELF; YOU ALREADY GOT A FREEBIE!!" Her nametag read Gladys.
"Can I have another sample please?" More laughter filled the six bed room as Gladys turned and shushed the other male patients in the most comical, overblown way.
"BABY YOU CAN'T HANDLE ALL OF THIS!!" She emphasized her statement by pushing her large breasts together revealing some serious cleavage through the taut material of her nurse's smock.
"Oh you didn't know; nobody told you Gladys?"
"What?"
"I got a license to operate heavy equipment baby; now get over here!" Laughter erupted in the room creating a surreal almost circus kind of environment. Gladys reached down and gave my foot a tug before proceeding to the door.
"Now you stray out of trouble." She wagged a finger at me.
"Next time you come back; tug a little higher baby." I patted my crotch over the thick blanket covering my body causing even more laughter. My funny nurse giggled along with everyone else before slapping her large rump for my enjoyment and exiting the room. The somber mood returned slightly after she was gone as I thought angrily of my assault and plotted revenge for the slight. Melanie Santos had started everything by blackmailing me into a sexual tryst months earlier and I would be damned if her kid was going to get off easy for fucking with me. A good friend of mine with some relevant skills received a call and would meet up with me when I was discharged later in the week. I perused some ads looking for a new place to live before dropping into a drug induced slumber.
**********************
My room was dark and everyone was asleep as I was awakened by vigorous shaking of my arm. It took a moment for me to get the cobwebs out of my head as I found myself looking up into Gladys' face with a knowing smirk. Her indigo, dark chocolate complexion rendered her nearly invisible in the darkness of my room but her light blue clothing could be seen quite plainly as well as the wheel chair by my bed.
"Uhm; I-I'm here to take you for some uhm, tests." Her big meaty hand covered my mouth stifling a joyous giggle.
The large rotund woman seemed to be unnaturally strong practically lifting me from my bed into the reclining medical wheelchair. She motioned for me to be quiet as she peered out of the big wooden door to see if the coast was clear. Gladys appeared to be about five eight in height with a wide body defined by a squarish looking torso over a humongous, meaty looking butt that threatened to ride up from the waist band of her scrubs. I could make out a funny looking flowered print on her underwear which seemed to be on kind of crooked.
"My this is exciting." She glared back towards me with an angry expression and a finger to her big, juicy lips. Her face was situated on a head that appeared to be a perfect circle with no neck visible underneath and I wondered if it was a good idea to follow through with what was probably going to happen.
I found myself being whisked down the hospital corridor at two in the morning with Gladys looking for all intents and purposes like she was stealing the crown jewels as we made it into an elevator at the far end of the corridor. She was sweating profusely wiping her face with the end of her smock.
"Y-You'd better be worth it." I simply shrugged my shoulders at her bit of momentary reflection. It was her idea and hers alone to "lift" me from my room. I would assume none off the blame after simply flirting with her but I intended to "break myself off a piece" of her humongous donk. I'd awoken from a deep slumber over the last few days sporting wood that was almost painful in its hardness and didn't give a fuck who was going to be on the business end of my schlong at that point.
We traveled three floors down to the basement where most of the oncology offices were with Gladys making it a point to push me down another few corridors before settling on a bathroom near a darkened lab. Pushing all two hundred and twenty-five pounds of me down the hall had taken a slight toll on Gladys now sporting a sweat glistened countenance and breathing hard.
"READY FOR ME LITTLE BOY?!!" I smirked at her humorous reference to me shifting the hospital gown aside to reveal my neglected tumescence. I wasn't a small guy but this big woman's figure provided a valid argument for her assessment of me as she tumbled to her knees in a falling motion that appeared somewhat painful. She struggled to right herself using my knees as leverage before taking my entire girth completely sheathing it between her lips. Even with all of my experience it was a sort of new experience as Gladys got right down to business bobbing her head with machine like precision. Her chubby palms rested on my inner thighs providing an unexpected enhancement to the proceedings. The big, roly poly woman didn't even mind when my hips arched up into her mouth roughly. Gladys you could say "took it like a champ" never faltering once before stopping to toss her nurse's smock aside to reveal her immense bust.
In short order I found myself looking at her charcoal complexion offset by an ornate and expensive looking stark white brassiere. It was one of those low dipping French cut numbers that opened in the front that made my erection all that much harder.
"You like these baby boy?" She obviously knew the answer to her own question as veins appeared on the surface of my cock denoting my carnal approval. Gladys used her forearms to push her deep cleavage together causing her massive tits to burst free of their meager confinement. Her areola if they were present were invisible blending into her dark chocolate skin tone. Her thick rubbery nipples were partially visible looking to all the world like little pencil thick eraser heads. I was speechless simply wagging my cock in the nurse's direction until she took me back into her hungry mouth. Her open maw would sink down to the base and remain there for seconds before she'd vacuum her lips slowly drawing back until only the fat head of my cock remained between her lips. This large rotund black woman definitely had her technique down as she went to work on my throbbing member.
"Everybody love these big ass titties baby; can't fucking resist 'em." She sounded proud of herself as she released my cock with an audible pop of her glistening lips.
"You know, I got me a doctor obsessed with these tits; he pays my rent and car note just to fuck them baby boy; you wanna fuck these BIG BLACK FUCKING TITTIES?!!" She'd cupped her hands under her boobs presenting an enticing shelf of tit flesh for my inspection. I remained silent as she pooled the saliva and precum in her mouth letting it run down into the valley between her tits.
As awkward and ungainly as she was, Gladys managed to scoot between my legs pushing them as far apart as human possible to accommodate her considerable size. I moaned loudly as her large pendulous breasts trapped my cock in a heated, slimy vise of tit flesh. She held my cock hostage rubbing each individual breast softly along my length until I was obliged to buck my hips up into her cleavage. Gladys began bouncing and mashing her tits roughly on my length building a decent counter rhythm until I was beyond the point of no return.
"FUCK IT; SHIT MUH-MUH-MUTHERFUCKIN GLADYS!!" A veritable geyser of cum shot out of the top of her cleavage glazing the tops of her huge charcoal breasts and covering her from her throat to her plump bottom lip. Lesser blasts of jizz followed adding to the oily mess of white on her burgeoning cleavage as I continued humping her chest to my heart's delight. This nurse proved to be one nasty customer letting her tongue hang out to catch the head of my cock with teasing flickers of delight until I was fucking her mouth again. I was solid again in less than three minutes as she silently wooed my tumescence back into play.
This large woman never stopped, never faltered continuing on until a thick rod once again filled her mouth. This time her attention resulted in a wet and visibly sloppy blowjob that had my toes curling as she serviced me on all fours. I lurched forward copulating intensely with her mouth finding just the right amount of resistance between her plump lips. The wheel chair was pushed aside as I half squatted taking full advantage of Gladys with measured pistoning strokes that picked up in intensity. She shifted her weight from time to time probably growing uncomfortable on her hands and knees but I could have cared less. She'd made her bed and would have to lie in it until I was finished with her. My eyes wandered along her back to her massive jiggling backside and remained there until I was prodded into action by my own considerable lust.
I greedily lurched over her wide back sliding a hand into her panties and running a few fingers along her crack. My actions made her butt which was devoid of any real firmness, jiggle and bounce uncontrollably. Gladys twitched as my fingers slid deeper between her cheeks questing for her virtue and finding her dripping wet. My other hand joined the fray working in tandem with its twin to cup the rounded curve of the upper part of her buttocks. Something about the playful, trampoline bounce of her huge ass was making me decidedly crazy as I mounted her lower back for more access. Gladys began arching and wiggling her massive butt making me even crazier at the sight of the motion ripples running across the exposed flesh. I slid back up her back mounting her face while leaning forward to play with her huge ass creating in my estimate, a new sexual position.
There was something to be said about this woman's level of accommodation that had be pondering for the briefest of moments the exchange of contact information while four of my fingers were knuckle deep inside her. I humped her face while simultaneously examining the grooves inside her cunt which seemed tighter than I would have expected. Finally wanting more, I dismounted her circular head hearing the chubby woman gasp for air as I swung a leg over her back. My hospital gown was hanging from my body like some makeshift cloak as I drew down her scrubs taking her panties with them to her knees. For some reason I found myself staring at her underwear wondering how people her size found the right size. I focused on the white panties noticing minute details such as the cream color and red waist band along with the tiny rose colored flower print.
Gladys was a juggernaut of perpetual movement continuously bobbing and twerking her massive backside for my amusement. From my vantage point at her rear, things looked remarkably daunting with her boulder-like cheeks all but hiding her sex. There was a peach shaped alcove at the junction between her thick legs that displayed her puffy lower lips perfectly. Her dark chocolate skin was smooth to my touch causing the large woman to shudder and coo approvingly.
"Got too much back porch for you little boy; can't handle it can you?"
"You know how many times I've heard that shit?" I probably sounded a little more irritated than I actually was partially ignoring her words as I pried apart her prodigious labia lips with two thumbs.
"It's okay to tap -OOOOUUUTTTTT!!!!" I'd manage to shove half of my cock roughly into her snatch before the thickness of her inner walls slowed my progress to a crawl. I had two handfuls of her buoyant, mountainous backside rutting and screwing into her pungent hole like an escaped convict. Gladys howled and attempted to use her donk to create some space between us.
"This aint my first rodeo bitch; you wanted to fuck-fuck-KNOW WE GONNA FUCK BABY!!" I was surprised at the aggressive words pouring haphazardly from my own mouth as I screwed the large, rotund woman.
She was astoundingly tight and wet unintentionally filling the restroom with the wet, squelching sounds of our late night tryst. Her butt comically continued bouncing and jiggling all over the place as she tried to fight back using her considerable weight in an attempt to rattle me. I countered by pushing her legs together assuming a squatting position over her large body to sink deeper. Her wetness ran freely down her legs giving silent testimony to my efforts. Gladys blubbered, wailed and moaned uncontrollably before collapsing under her own weight taking me with her to the tiled floor. Her chocolate massive ass cheeks pressed against my crotch as my balls became trapped between her huge thighs. I luxuriated in the slightly painful sensation before rising up on my knees to push my cock as far as it would go into her sopping wet opening.
Gladys seemed to be tensing up on every inward stroke as I found myself bottoming out in her cunt despite myself. My hands seemed so small in comparison to her massive butt cheeks which I'd spread apart spying her backdoor and teasing it with two fingers. The nurse sounded a little panicked at my actions but did not react physically even when I fingered her ass in a counter motion to my pumping member. I could feel her tensing up around my girth in spite of herself eventually matching me stroke for stroke. Yes, this large bubbly caricature of a fat black woman definitely had some skills which I attributed oddly enough to her appearance. It just made sense to me jaded or not that this woman made the absolute most of any hookup whenever the opportunity presented itself. She was squirting profusely wetting both of our lower extremities as I pounded her with authority and pumped three fingers into her anus pushing down on her g-spot.
"Much-My knees...hurt." She finally admitted after enduring much frenzied rutting.
"Oh REALLY; yo' knees hurting baby?" I imitated her voice as she began shifting her weight under me to rise.
"Yeah." I let go of her bouncy, jiggling cheeks standing and offering her my arm for support.
"Oh sorry honey; let me help you up then." I feigned concern until she was level with the nearby toilet before bending her over it and pounding her some more.
"OOOOOHHHH YOU DEVIL-YOU DEVIL DICK MOTHER-FUCKERRRR!!!" The image of her taunting me and slapping her huge butt danced in my mind as I pushed into her invading her squelching cunt. Just inside her puffy outer lips her walls were slimy and thick pushing against my length almost as if she were trying to force me out. I was rock hard penetrating and invading until it seemed that I'd broken through some internal defense in her body hitting the back of her cunt repeatedly.
"But you like this dick don't you Gladys?"
"OOOOOOWWWWW FUH-FUH-FUUUUUUCKKK!!!" She was shifting her weight from leg to leg and arching her back putting pressure on my shaft that was indescribably pleasurable. Even though she had a monstrous butt, each cheek moved of its own accord in a heavy circular motion adding even more to the experience.
"You like it-right Gladys?"
"YOU MUST HAVE JUST GOT OUT OF FUCKING JAIL OOOOOOWWWWW FAAAWCKKK!!" She was trembling with the signs of a pending orgasm and it looked for all intents and purposes like it was going to be huge.
"DO-YOU-LIKE THIS DICK-BITCH!!!" The insult sent her right over the edge as she began sobbing and blubbering at the exact instant a torrent of female ejaculate hit my cock, inner thighs and swollen balls. Her entire body quaked and vibrated setting off my orgasm as well. I pulled out spraying a huge amount of cum across the middle third of her mountainous cheeks before slipping the head of my cock into her asshole to drain the rest.
"OOOOOOOOHHHHH NO YOU DIDN'T; TELL ME YOU DIDN'T JUST STICK YOUR BIG ASS DICK IN MY ASSHOLE?!!" She looked back at me wild eyed and dangerously comedic earning a deep belly laugh and about five strokes before I pulled out.
"You couldn't feel it?" She stood giving me a shove with one swipe of her powerful forearm while the palm of her other hand rubbed her deep ass crack. Gladys looked like she wanted to pummel me and I was reminded of a certain thick Indonesian chubby I'd fucked recently. My first BBW Melody Santos had left me with this fetish for big women and a penchant for a little rough stuff. My eyes were glued to Gladys' huge, pendulous breasts as I longed to take an erect nipple into my mouth.
"LET ME TELL YOU SOMETHING ABOUT THAT SIDE WAYS SHIT YOU JUST PULLED; I AINT THE ONE MOTHERFUCKE-...MMMMNNNN?!!" I quickly stole a kiss from this nurse working my tongue into her mouth and wrestling with hers until she accommodated me. It was a purely psychological ploy on my part to avoid any potential unpleasantness.
"Shit-you're REAL GOOD boy." She was breathing heavily while I cupped the undersides of her breasts taking both nipples into my mouth.
Five minutes later, Gladys was lying on her back with me draped over her wide body slowly fucking her to a climax that covered her body from her clean shaven cunt to her huge, watery tits that had pooled on her sides adjacent to her armpits. I loved the contrast between my milky cum and her chocolate, indigo complexion. Her expensive brassiere hung tightly around her torso pointing downward as she balked when I asked for it as a souvenir of our time together. Gladys didn't even mind taking my cock into her mouth and cleaning it while I assumed a pushup position over her rounded face.
It was already daylight before I was returned to my room wearily by the exhausted nurse and I slept like a baby. We wouldn't see each other again before I checked out of the hospital. I retained her number for a hookup at a later date.
Nurse Gladys may have been a big, cartoonish stereotype of large black women but she had some damn good pussy.
**********************
I found new digs on the west side of town in a nice, family oriented looking neighborhood and resolved to stay out of trouble as I moved into a nice cottage style home in the back of a larger similar looking home. There were two bedrooms and I found myself with a home full of unpacked parcels and boxes. I was still recovering from the brutal beating I'd endured and there still wasn't much I could do. My landlord was a retired engineer named Oscar who lived in the larger home with an extended family of kids, grandkids and their significant others. We found that we shared a few interests striking up a fast friendship as I took the remainder of my sick days off to recover. Oscar had arranged for his girlfriend's niece to come over and unpack the rest of my things disregarding my protests. I appreciated the friendly gesture but I had scheduled my "Intelligent Retribution" against Melody and her estranged daughter and wanted little possible witnesses. During the early part of my stay in the hospital I'd held out hope that the assault was a random act of violence. Over time my optimistic demeanor quickly dissolved into a cynical realization that everything had been planned. Perhaps she was supposed to get me naked and ready for action before having her henchmen ambush me in the buff for ultimate vulnerability. I regretted listening to her bullshit sob story and regretted the limited tryst we'd engaged in afterward. I wished more than anything that I'd really given her the business in the sack sending her home unable to shit right for a week.



Early the next day there was a knock on my door at seven in the morning like clockwork and I opened my door to find two associates on the side of my home just inside the gate. They two pimply faced youths still seemed to be teens despite a quoted age of twenty-two. These guys came highly recommended by a friend of a friend more or less putting me at ease. I passed them the envelope containing information and money I'd definitely miss with their only request being two chairs to sit on. I did the strange duo one better directing them to an umbrella covered table in the backyard I shared with my landlord.
"We'll text you when we have something." The taller of the two, a ginger Caucasian with some serious acne replied.
I left them alone entering my home to more knocking at my front door and I was a little cautious considering my recent troubles. I looked through the peephole finding a rather lazy looking disheveled Latina standing on my doorstep. Her face was decidedly plain with a prominent arching nose that seemed a little too big offset with low cast eyes that made her appear a little addled. I was apprehensive realizing that this was the niece of my land lord's girlfriend. Her long hair was pulled back into a bun on her narrow head exposing multiple piercings on ears that appeared overly large. From my vantage point peering through the peephole I could see that she had a very slender neck leading to narrow shoulders.
"¿Hola? El arrendador Oscar me ha enviado para ayudar a recoger su casa!" She knocked more insistently this time grabbing my attention and speeding my unlocking of the front door.
The rest of her figure on the other side off the door was a surprise and I was treated to a view of this woman who appeared a living contrast. From the top of her head to the widest point of each hip, a perfect triangle could be traced. From the ribs upwards was the normal body of young girl who appeared to be in her early twenties; but just above her waist her body sloped outward dramatically into freakish territory creating the effect of a perfect semi-circle on either side of her body. Her thighs were beyond thick mashing together tightly over dome relatively normal looking and shapely calves. This girl from the top of her head to the prominent camel toe bulging between her legs was a perfect pear shape. Her clothing indicated that she was not held in the highest of regards in her own circle. A grey, homemade wife beater converted from what appeared to a work shirt complete with a faux nametag that read "Bob" while her lower half didn't fare much better covered in some rayon or polyester looking black, dress pants scissor cut into capris. Some cheap 99 cent store flip flops covered her somewhat ashy looking feet.
"Sr. Oscar me envió a recoger a su casa para usted señor?" The girl shrugged her shoulders not realizing that she was being oggled at point blank range.
"Oh, sorry about that-Uhm; por favor venga señora en el interior." I'd taken some spanish in highschool many years before but still only knew enough to have a pedestrian conversation. I stood to the side of the door barely allowing her enough room to pass and failing to realice the creeper vibe I was probably giving off. I helped myself to a look at her butt as she slid by me finding it equally awe inspiring in its size and roundness. It reminded me of a certain BBW I'd been with in weeks prior, but only in size and mass. Honestly it looked like she had two large pillows stuffed vertically in her pants; fucking ridiculous on a girl all of five foot five in height.
"You speak english; I-I just talk a little bit of Spanish-sorry."
"I can speak the english enough." Her voice was dull and muted like she was stoned or something. She moved slowly with a stoner's cadence.
"Uhm; what's your name?"
"Daniela." My living room full of unpacked boxes seemed a daunting task to the young lady. She seemed to be reticent of her given task and more than a little leery of me. I couldn't help but continue taking visual stock of her figure. She wore no belt but the cheap material of her pants was skin tight looking as if it would burst apart at the seams.
"I-clean now?"
"Yeah; sure."
Daniela was a slow starter but soon had built up quite a working rhythm doing her best to ignore my uncontrollable leering. I realized how I must have looked but her big, juicy mutant butt was calling out to me in the worst way. I wanted a slice of that ass or at least a good look at it in the buff and I was willing to do whatever it took. Judging from her reactions, this wasn't the first time something like this happened to Marina. I loved the less than subtle sway of each of her huge cheeks in contrast with the skin tight material covering them.
"You watch?"
"Huh?"
"You like to watch-me?" Daniela was apparently addressing the elephant in the room catching me off guard with her frankness. She was placing a few things in a closet near my bedroom standing on her tip toes as I silently admired the incredible volume of her wide hips and curvy butt. It appeared to me that she lingered in that pose a little bit longer for my benefit.
"Everybody look at it; everybody." She'd stacked most of the boxes inside one another as my new apartment took shape and only a few remained.
"Excuse me?" I was playing stupid as Daniela continued addressing the elephant in the room. She bent at the waist placing dome trash in a pile again lingering a little longer.
"I been-this way since I was ten years; it just got really big and I was fat at that time. My mom put me on diet and it was bad. I just lost the fat on my top half. They take me to the doctor and he say that I have a dis-disease that make me this way." There was a method to her madness as the girl simultaneously worked multiple projects in my home explaining her situation in broken English.
"Disease?" The dull sound of her voice remained off-putting as well as the strange, bored expression on her face. My eyes were drawn to the exposed parts of her back while she washed my dishes drifting down to her backside again.
"Uh, disorder-gen-net-tick is what doctor says about me and then he says that I get my butt reduced. It too much money for my father who tell me to deal with it. But everybody still bothers me about it and bad things happen from time to time because of it." Every now and then our eyes met as she cleaned my kitchen.
"Genetic disorder; that what you're trying to tell me Daniela?"
"Uhm, yes that is what I believe doctor called me; there is a name for my problem but it is too hard to say, uhm...stat-steto-piggie-ah." What she was talking about piqued my curiosity enough to whip out my cell and hit Wikipedia for the answer.
"Steatopygia; that what the doctor called it Daniela?"
"Yeah; well uhm, I'm finished for now. You have money for me?" The conversation changed so quickly that I had given her the agreed upon amount almost before I'd even realized it. I was bummed realizing that I had nothing to keep the conversation going when she turned to me staring intently for a few seconds.
"You have money for loan?" Her weird expression never changed and I wondered again if maybe she were a little special before noticing her running a single finger on my forearm.
"Loan?"
"You maybe have-sixty for me?" Daniela's hand softly grasped my own as I felt a few fingers tickling my palm explaining the current situation without words.
"Yeah; sure." Her brown eyes never left mine even as the twenties were pressed into her palm. We stared at one another almost trance-like as she pushed the money into her tight pockets and backed away from me with an almost scared look on her face.
"I leave something in room-help me find it?" She nodded towards my bedroom moving there in front of me as my eyes never left her butt. She left her flip flops behind one after the other before unsnapping her pants and digging her thumbs into the waist band of the cheap material. Daniela shimmied and jiggled quite a bit as more of her sloping hips came into view sending the blood running directly to my cock. She had a deep olive tone to her skin that I preferred when it came to Latin women. The view of her widening back and the appearance of the beginnings of what was likely a deep ass crack had me feeling like a sixteen-year-old again.
"You like to help?" Her invitation was as clear as day.
Daniela's suggestion turned out to be a little more problematic as I found it difficult to get the capris past the widest point of her hips. I noticed that Daniela seemed amused at my predicament content to let me struggle until she relented forcing the material clear of her upper hips. My eyes widened as it seemed that her butt went on forever before the bottom of her cheeks finally jiggled into view. She had some surprisingly hard tan lines at the very top of her gluteal cleft that added to her feminine mystique. I have to admit that her huge butt almost didn't look real.
There was a slight continuous jiggle to her olive colored flesh; her bottom looked as big as my torso and about as wide. I knelt in front of it staring wild eyed at this magnificent rump giving it a light tap becoming giddy at the resultant rubbery bounce and bounce. Daniela's hips shot out at a perfect forty-five-degree angle from the point where they emerged just above her waist. The crack of her thick, meaty ass was almost as long as my forearm. I instinctively flipped out my camera before remembering myself and tossing it on my bed.
"Pictures are okay." I literally looked like the cat that caught the canary as I snapped a variety of pics while she waited patiently. It looked like someone had taken two different girls and swapped out their lower halves. Daniela's body was really average, way too thin top with this mismatched bottom half.
"The men all want pictures of this butt; I make some good money like that." Perhaps she was just a little too candid about her other activities but I knew this kind of ass was very rare. She was wiggling her thighs slightly making her huge cheeks clap together. Got to admit the girl knew how to put on a show. Daniela never bothered to remove her top, perhaps not eager to put what looked like an average chest on display.
"A lot of times, boys wet themselves early when they look at it. Did you wet yourself already?" I took silent exception to her query whether or not I'd prematurely ejaculated at the sight of her massive butt. I'd been wearing a t-shirt and some sweatpants quickly losing both as she placed her palms flat on my bed. My cock was so hard at this point that it hurt and I began slapping and rubbing it against her right ass cheek. Her tan skin was hot to the touch sending waves of pleasurable heat through my body. I cupped a cheek with both hands rubbing my length along it. I built up a good rhythm humping that one massive cheek before pushing my cock into her deep rear cleavage and nearly cumming the moment I was sandwiched in her cleft. Daniela dipped her hips as I pushed up for what seemed like an eternity
before she finally spoke.
"You have condom?"
There was a pack on my dresser in one of the boxes that Daniela had forgot to touch and I tossed a few on the bedding in front of her. She didn't miss a beat tearing open a packet with her teeth and placing the rubber in her mouth. Regretfully for me of course, Daniela turned that huge butt away as she got on her knees taking me whole in one fluid motion. The girl had a very graceful fellatio style cupping her palm under my sack lovingly as her head moved back and forth with smooth precision. Only the dull, dead stare of her brown eyes took away from the moment letting me know at all times this situation was all business. Before I knew it, my penis was covered in latex as she jerked roughly on my cock for a few minutes before adding another condom for good measure.
She resumed her bent over posture on the bed arching her back and actually making her huge butt look even bigger than it was before in an open invitation. I took a moment to enjoy the view observing that her flat palms were level adjacent to the bed. For all of her talent and flexibility Daniela's laconic expression subtracted from the proceedings. Even bent over as she was, her ponderous cheeks partially obscured her peach. My fingers pried apart her lips to find that she was indeed wet in anticipation for what was about to occur. Her pungent scent was prevalent and webs of her lust were visible just inside her opening. Her breathing was hard and ragged even before my cock pushed inside a cunt tighter than I would have expected.
The proceedings remained comically awkward in the opening moments as I managed to make it to the halfway mark opting to let her thunderous cheeks slap against my exposed length. It definitely felt like I'd bottomed out as I admired the view bouncing her lady lumps on my exposed girth.
"You are very-thick; hurts a little." Daniela admitted seemingly content to let my cock sit motionless between her fat cheeks.
"It's cool; I'll work with you Daniela." I began gently nudging my member against her watching as the slightest motion caused her butt to jiggle and bounce all over the place. She worked with me pushing backwards on my inwards strokes until frustration took over as I captured her narrow waist between my fingers and pushed the rest of myself inside. She blurted something in Spanish doing her best to accommodate me. My bedroom was filled with loud, wet slapping noises that increased in tempo until it was all I could hear. The bun in her hair came undone revealing that this dull, looking girl had a silky mane that extended just below her shoulders. Her moans joined the sounds of her big, fat ass being pounded as she looked over her shoulder silently pleading with me to finish.
"Cum?" I nodded my head in the negative as she let out an exasperated sigh. I put one foot up on the bed and began adding more force behind my strokes until she was almost crying. My other foot landed on the bedding seconds later as I assumed a position crouching over her back. The nature and teardrop shape of her cheeks was a boon for me as my cock pounded more consistently until she was literally squirting on every other stroke. Her gasps matched every stroke. I was happy finding my niche as my balls roughly slapped into her mound.
"You-You cum now?"
"No; I've still got a lot more left in me Daniela." Daniela's sloped forehead hit the bed as she steeled herself under my plunging cock.
"This hurt; you need to cum now mister." Her impassive, stoic demeanor was starting to crack under the repeated pounding as I beat up on her tiny little cunt.
"You want me to cum Daniela?"
"Yeah, it kind of hurts; hurry up and cum." She was more than a little desperate at this point. I noticed that she was drifting off to the side in an apparent attempt to dislodge me with of course was fucking futile.
"You-You want me to c-cum?" Her efforts and restless twerking were starting to take effect as my balls tightened up preparing to release what was sure to be an epic load.
"YUH-YEAAAASSSHHH PLEASE MISTER!!" Daniela had cracked under the pressure as put the box spring under us through the gambit of its limits. My balls were slapping against her mound in a blur while her huge jiggly ass bounced all over the place. One of the condoms had already been yanked away from my member by her small, snapping cunt and I was hell bent on spraying my churning load all over her wide, cinnamon tinted hide.
"Y-You have got to help me with that Daniela." I panted digging my nails into her fleshy thighs and hitting it straight on. Her thin arms were trembling and her dull, disinterested face was flush red. This thick Latina was sopping wet and her cunt continually contracted around my tortured girth.
"HOW?!!" She pleaded, desperate to close the hastily thought out deal she'd worked out with me regretting every bit of it at this point. The way she'd talked up her big, donkey butt on the sly had me believing that most of the guys who'd been lucky enough to get a piece only lasted seconds. I was definitely out to give her something to remember.
"Just-lay on your stomach baby; that'll make me cum like-like REEEEALLY FUCKING QUICK!!" I was almost there losing control and drooling onto her flexing back. Daniela dropped suddenly taking both of us with her as an epic orgasm overtook her working its way through her body in shivering fits. Her prone position allowed me to get right under the lower cuff of her huge ass and push into her directly. My pelvis pounded into her cheeks as her eyes rolled up into her head while her mouth hung open making her look all of a village idiot.
"THERE-YOU-GO DAN-DAN-EEEELLLAAAAA!!" On my last outward stroke, I'd encircled the base of my cock sliding the condom off just as a painful burst of cum shot straight up her deep ass crack pooling on the shelf of her lower back. Several more bursts completed our deal leaving her with a glazed, milky sheen that somehow managed to cover one cheek and very little of the other. I was kind of disappointed as I sat on the side of the bed rubbing and patting her freakish butt.
"Man, you fuck REALLY HARD; you just get out of the prison or something?" Daniela didn't have to work hard to remind me that she was a dim bulb.
"That was all you baby; all you." I stood pointing my cock at her face and she wasted no time cleaning me up. Now that was Class A service if you ask me.
"Uhm; there's somebody watching us mister."
Daniela had abruptly stopped blowing me staring past me at the window in my bedroom. I followed her gaze finding my other two hired associates blatantly staring into my home from their perch on the side of my home. The sweaty, strained expressions on their faces told the tale that these guys didn't get out much. For her part, Daniela didn't seem too fazed by the intrusion simply asking to use my shower. The taller ginger nerd's name was "Pete" and his partner "Steve" was the shorter of the duo who couldn't seem to take his eyes off of Daniela.
"It's all there if you care to have a look at our work sir." These guys were hackers of the highest order and two of the biggest geeks I'd ever seen. I pulled on a robe walking out to my yard to have a look at their progress.
"You guys were well worth the money." Holly (a.k.a Hope) Santos Facebook page, I-Cloud, along with her Linked-In and bank account pages had been breached. There was much to do in very little time. I browsed her social media finding the two punks who'd assaulted me and some rather compromising selfies I'm sure were meant for somebody she actually liked. It took less than thirty minutes for the experienced hackers to get into my attacker's accounts and even one-night stand Fanny Budiman. My two digital hitmen were extremely proficient. Holly had applied for a number of grants and was currently enrolled in a nursing program at her local college. I decided to reward all of her potential business contacts with topless photos.
Hell I enjoyed her huge tits; why shouldn't everyone else who had to deal with her miserable ass?
Her college funds were used to buy a surprising number of dildos and vibrators along with a months' worth of Midol for her shitty attitude. I closed out her bank accounts placing the money in random accounts. Her Facebook and other social media accounts received a record number of friend requests after more nude selfies were posted there. Most of her regular pics revealed how much of a tight ass, phony she really was so it probably blew more than a few minds when pics of her cupping her humongous knockers appeared. My favorite was a spicy little number with her feeding her huge nipples to Fanny and another decidedly "butch" associate at some club. The large number of hard looking woman in the picture brought a sarcastic smile to my face.



Fanny Budiman who was sent to "pick me up" for Holly's revenge apparently lived a double life as well. Her strict and very religious parents were not happy receiving her nude pics and some vids of her making things disappear into the wrong holes during a drunken binge at a mutual friend's apartment. They were given links to her very popular "Twerk" videos most of which had been shot in her bedroom.
Fanny sill lived at home while attending college but not for long.
I discovered that one of my attackers was her older brother Amatt shuddering at the memory of the stocky gent's fist crashing into my face repeatedly as I lay nude on my hardwood floor. I'd nearly choked on my own blood before a concerned neighbor found me. The other fellow seemed content sucker punching my groin as he knelt on my legs pinning me to the floor. The two goons trashed my place afterwards going do far as to take a "constitutional" on my living room floor. The cops took the shit to the lab probably for forensics or something. I found the other punk, some asshole named Phillip on his page along with some pics indicating that they were way more than friends. My favorite photo revealed the "loving couple" in matching tightie-whities and athletic socks sharing a deep sensual smooch.
Fanny and Amatt's parents received these pics as well; along with the cops. These photos were sent to several precincts in a wide spread. All the involved parties were registered for all the spam sites I could find being left afterwards for any internet vultures to descend upon. All of the laptops used were immediately disassembled and trashed for disposal at the nearest dump.
"Are you done sir?" Pete informed me that I'd sufficiently placed my antagonists in the internet equivalent of nuclear winter.
"For now; you guys available if I need you again?" I'd relented when it came to the hacked account of Melody Santos, my former supervisor.
"The price would be adjusted significantly; but I don't see why not, right Pete?" His business partner's eyes were distracted by my open bedroom door.
Daniela hadn't bothered to close the door standing there in the buff drying herself off with a towel. All three of us took it all in before she sensed our eyes caressing her nude form. She truly was nonplused turning towards us while drying off her torso and flat stomach. I finally got a look at her small undeveloped looking breasts. She could make do with a training bra quite easily even though she had large areolas and erect, chubby nipples that appeared mismatched in comparison to their mount. The pear shaped young woman was shaved completely with a nice looking mound but I wouldn't have known because I was only interested in her massive butt. Daniela was quite a sight.
"You like I should turn around for pictures?"
I shrugged as she turned around revealing her "gift" to my associates. Steve completely lost his shit nearly breaking his phone in the process which was not lost on Daniela. She placed a hand on her hip demurely looking over her shoulder at all of three of us. The young woman put on a show slowly patting herself down with the towel before dropping it to the carpet. Knowing her strengths, Daniela bent over my bed going into a mesmerizing twerking routine. Three fingers were visible in the minute gap between her legs rubbing and caressing herself into visible wetness. Even after my best efforts; she still appeared to have a petite cunt dipping her fingers in cadence for our viewing pleasure. Other than heavy breathing, you could hear a pin drop in my home.
Daniela crawled onto the bed making her heavy cheeks clap. It seriously sounded like someone was clapping their hands. The lazy eyed nymph knew her audience dipping her torso level with the bed while she continued frigging herself something fierce. You could audibly hear just how wet she was and I noticed she had a little bit of a "chub rub" between those heavy cheeks. She rolled over on her back continuing her weird mating game finally rubbing one out in a prolonged sigh before letting her thick legs hang over the side of the bed. Daniela was spread eagle on the bed casually rolling on of her sizable nipples before sitting up on her elbows regarding all three of us with a knowing smile.
"Maybe you like to help me?" Steve threw caution to the wind running into the bedroom sporting some serious wood. Daniela didn't miss a beat knowing good business when she saw it. Calling a spade, a spade; she had to be the most casual prostitute I'd ever seen. Even with a man's head between her legs she kept her composure long enough to make her pitch.
"You have money for loan; maybe two hundred dollars?" Steve was a pudgy looking gent with thick glasses looking to all the outlying world the uber nerd that he was. I'd gotten one hell of a discount as Steve frantically fished out a few c-notes tossing them on top of her body before frantically diving between her legs to lap at her cunt. Steve was definitely thirsty looking like he hadn't had pussy dine it had him.
"He's got kind of a thing for girls with really huge butts ever since we went to Tijuana last year to get his cherry busted." Pete's robotic explanation was a bit off putting as I watched Daniela count the money while her thick legs were hooked over the nerd's shoulders. Steve had fished out his small cock stroking it while he slurped on her pussy. Both of his thumbs pried open her flower allowing him to lick and suck on her clit in a loud, nasty display. The money in her hands was soon all over the bed as she humped up into his mouth orgasming loudly. Daniela's face was flushed with color as Steve got his money's worth laboriously rolling her onto her stomach burying his face between her thick, ponderous cheeks. His face was completely hidden in her deep crack rimming the poor girl's backdoor making her squirm. Daniela tried to crawl away towards my headboard but Steve would not be denied following that big ass and locking his arms around her shapely thighs. Things degenerated into a giggling, childish wrestling match of sorts between the two as Steve struggled to mount the wriggling girl.
"OH NO YOU DON'T; GIVE ME THAT BIG ASS!!" Both of the playful combatants had become all sweaty while the chubby Greek did his best to mount her doggy. Daniela used one of her thick legs to shove the nerd backward over the edge off the bed hard. It looked painful.
"You have condom to fuck me?" Steve looked as if his head would explode realizing that his paid hookup might be over if her didn't have some sort of protection. He dug his fingers into his oily hair looking as if he would yank bits of it out by the root looking in his friend Pete's direction. Pete shrugged his shoulders innocently followed by a similar action by Daniela when his attention returned wantonly to her extraordinary form. She sadistically rolled over arching her back and twerking in an open dare.
"AH COME ON!!" He looked over at me; I considered fucking with him too and shrugging my shoulders before pulling a condom from my dresser stash. I dangled the prized item in front of his eyes wagging a finger.
"You're not fucking in my bed." He looked as if he would attack me for the condom but Daniela was already sucking him off. His five-inch cock looked as if it would explode before she stood leading Steve out of my bedroom slyly taking the rubber as she passed. The couple only took a few steps into my living room with Daniela sliding the condom onto Steve's penis smoothly before taking her last step. She planted both of her knees on the cushions of my love seat offering her huge butt to a true fan.
"Wrong hole."
"Is that a problem?"
"No; not really." Steve looked severely nervous as he pushed into her for all of five minutes before filling his condom. He probably should have been upset that she didn't care that he went into her backdoor.
Daniela's huge butt looked like it could break his ribs if she pushed back with any amount of force. I just couldn't get over how freakish Daniela's ass to waist ratio was and that coupled with the strange lazy stare on her face had me rock hard watching her antics. Steve cupped the outside of her hips pushing her cheeks together around his deflating cock. He looked dejected at his performance; Daniela was already cupping the trembling nerd's package and I noticed that Pete seemed keen on a potential threesome as well. We exchanged knowing glances as I handed him a condom. I could have gone with the flow and probably joined in but I was a bit weathered from my earlier tryst with the young phenom. I left the budding threesome closing my bedroom door for a much needed nap while Steve searched for the "right" hole. A fistful of money ensured Daniela's compliance as Pete fed her his member in a wet, sloppy display.
My mind drifted to Melody Santos and that motel room we'd shared long ago. She'd awakened something inside of me that had apparently always been there. The plan had been to humiliate me that time for failing to return her affections but things changed. I found out something about my sexual being on that fateful afternoon. Something that led me to pursue my supervisor in successive nasty encounters that ended with Melody burning out and ultimately destroying her family. Her daughter had been compelled to seek me out for some sort of revenge which led me to a taste of her wares. I cared little that she hated me only interested in wrapping her huge breasts around my cock a day after I'd already fucked her friend in her mountainous, chunky ass.
As I 'd laid in my hospital bed recuperating from the hellacious beating I'd received, it never once crossed my mind to stop pursuing larger sized and curvy women. Things actually became even more amplified going to new heights as I'd even taken the opportunity to ravish a huge, black nurse working there. Her mind was probably blown when I'd sent her my version of an "Edible Arrangement" stacked to the gills with all manner of junk food along with my number. Gladys had responded days later texting me her number and the times her husband was away from home. I'd planned to set up a meeting at a motel near her job to fuck her ass properly and be done with it in one big blow off.
Finding out Melody Santos was married to someone who seemed to love and cherish her had set me ablaze mentally. I was incensed that she'd waste another person's life by going after a simple crush; being so ego-centric that she'd convinced herself that she was really into me. In short, I just wanted to fuck her shit up for all of the trouble she'd caused me and maybe there was a little bit of jealousy mixed in there as well. Funny I'd never thought about the original teen that got me into all this trouble in the first place. Her name was Angie Delgado...I guess she was technically my first thick and curvy BBW.
"Fuck, I really passed out." My bedroom was darkened considerably. My head was fuzzy; I was disoriented and sweaty from sleeping fully clothed. My phone's alarm was the culprit and I noticed a few unread messages from my lawyer. I reached for some ibuprofen to alleviate the buzzing in my cranium noticing a puzzling stack of money on my bedside table. There was some soft snoring wafting through the room; I was not alone.
Daniela was asleep next to me under the covers; she was facing the opposite wall in a fetal position. Despite myself, I lifted the comforter taking a peek at her huge naked ass before trudging off to my bathroom to take my pills. Pete and Steve were passed out on my living room floor in their respective birthday suits. It appeared these three goofs had got into my beer stash from the numerous empty cans on the carpet. I was angry for a few seconds before my throbbing head reminded me why I was up in the first place. I took a lazy piss by sitting on the toilet with my cock pointed down between my legs while rifling through my messages. The police wanted to talk to me about my assault case and look at a lineup of potential suspects. I chuckled at how quick the cops pounced on that helpful evidence sent to them in the form of a pic that depicted my battered features. It had been sent to Holly by Fanny's brother as proof of my payback.
My lawyer set up a viewing for later in the morning and that meant I still had some time to get things in order. I wouldn't feel better until those assholes were behind bars. Part of me felt dirty psychologically finding myself standing under my showerhead taking a full blast of steaming hot water. It hid the tears of joy funning down my face. I lathered up making my activity honest before I noticed Daniela sitting on my toilet relieving herself. Her hips were spilling off the side of the seat making me wonder if the wood would break under her thick butt. We shared a couple of glances while she wiped before pragmatically joining me in the shower. This girl was something else stepping in beside me silently taking the soap and lathering up.
"Looks like you guys had a really good time." Her torso was white and frothy with soap; her mound looked a little more puffy than usual.
"My friends make a lot of loans; I do the favors and try to leave but they still keep fucking me. I have most of their money now so I make loan to you." Her sense of fair play was astounding.
"Haven't been doing the uhm, "loan thing" for a long time have you Daniela?" I just had to know more than she was giving me because she honestly seemed a little addled at times. She handed me the soap placing her palms flat against the tiled wall of the shower. I really tried too lather up her back as she demurely pulled her dark, shoulder length hair aside. There was some liquid body wash on the rim of the tub that I squirted into a large bath sponge. It created a thick oily lather when held under the blaring shower water that looked awesome running down her back all over her thick backside.
"Mr. Oscar was the first to pay me for doing a favor; he gave me three hundred dollars; Mr. Oscar say I have a special gift...then he fucks my culo." My elderly landlord seemed a little sly and we discovered that we shared matching proclivities after an afternoon of shared drinking.
"Sorry I asked."
"It was no problem, he polla pequena and doesn't take a lot of time."
"That's not what I meant Daniela."
"The one nerd; Steve had his first time with me today and the other one two. He couldn't fuck girl in TJ because he cum when he sees her ass; he got kicked out and lied to friends. Uhm, Pete say that he waiting for the right girl; guess that was me." I was rubbing her back with the sponge while my tumescence was wedged tight between her slippery cheeks. I assumed she'd learned a bit about them after both guys were thoroughly drunk. I squeezed the sponge on her shoulder letting the soapy water run over her small breasts. My fingers found her puffy slit tracing the outline teasing her clit.
"Want your money back Daniela?" Her face was flush from my attention.
"I never get back home if you keep fucking me." Her body betrayed her words as she pushed that magnificent butt out at me. We worked together as she rolled her hips in a downward motion while I dipped upward into paradise. I poured my oily, body wash into her deep crack hoping to sneak into her back door.
"You are very bad; I help you." She reached back working my cock into her cunt which somehow still seemed tight even after being with three men. The relentless water, heat and thick steam added to our impromptu rutting. The shower wasn't very large at all but Daniela leaned forward at a forty-five-degree angle wedging her butt against my pelvis sensually twerking her hips. The feel of her huge butt massaging my abs and crotch had me close to cumming. My hands completely covered her small, watery breasts rolling the hard nipples. She brought one of my hands up to her lips to suck on my index finger.
"I want my cock in your big, fucking ass!" I was very close to losing my composure as she pushed harder against me working desperately for her own climax.
"We'll have to make a loan alright?" I leaned forward over her narrow back running my tongue along her cheek before taking her ear between my teeth. She gasped and clenched around my length responding to my fingers on her engorged clit. Our lips improbably found one another as I kissed her against my better judgement.
"Take it all bitch." I whispered in her ear before sucking on her neck.
Daniela straightened her back for a moment pulling her cheeks apart with considerable effort to reveal her brown eye. I lubed her up further making sure to get a liberal amount of the impromptu lube on my member. Her skittish fingers encircled the base of my cock attempting to control my entry into her backdoor until I was completely sheathed. Daniela continued undulating her backside until I took matters into my own trembling hands.
"OH-OOOOHHHHH SHIT; OOOOHHHH FUUUCKKK!!" she clenched up at the right moment taking three strong bursts of cum to the rectum before I slid out rubbing the rest on her glistening cheeks.
"That's enough for today; I'm REALLY tired okay?"
We made out another five minutes before I managed to leave her alone to clean up with groping hands everywhere. I got dressed before stepping over the prone bodies of Pete and Steve to make coffee in the kitchenette section of my new apartment. I filled a pitcher full of cold ice water and stood over both nude men passed out on my carpet.
"Eenie, meanie, miny-MOE!!" Steve was the lucky recipient of a sustained stream of artic cold water on his naked crotch.
"HEY-WHAT THE FUCK MAAAANN!!!" He looked as if he had been electrocuted wriggling around on my floor as his buddy sat up in shock before both men realized they were nude.
"Sorry about your place." I shrugged it off chalking it up to an added bonus for helping me to get even with a bunch of assholes who believed they got away with fucking my shit up. They both seemed remorseful about their behavior even going so far as to pick up my place. I made sure to give some of the money back that Daniela had left for me although Steve begged off after having his fondest dream realized.
"Maybe you like to take me home?" Daniela had finally dressed standing in the doorway to my bedroom staring at us with those lazy eyes. Steve looked genuinely smitten cementing his status as a former virgin. Daniela gave both men deep, soulful kisses on the lips demonstrating to me that everything that had occurred in my home over the last twenty-four hours was strictly business.
"I left my number on your phone." She offered while Steve fondled her butt with things beginning to heat up again.
"FUCK IT-NO BOYS AND GIRLS; NOT IN MY HOUSE KIDS!!" The curvy girl simply shrugged with a knowing smirk on her face.
All three were out the door in moments off to have a little fun. Daniela would be making more serious cash today because the hackers were well paid.
I guess I wasn't done with Daniela either.
**********************
I took in an early breakfast before meeting my lawyer at the precinct where a sobbing Amatt Budiman and stoic Phillip Hansen were officially identified as my assailants. The douche cops were patting themselves on the back even though "friends" had done all the work. About a week later my lawyer called to let me know that Amatt's parents wanted to settle out of court if I dropped the charges. That Phillip guy was some sort of trust fund baby offering to pay up if I dropped the charges as well. I didn't want to deal with him but my lawyer convinced me otherwise to the tune of nearly seventy grand from Phillip's trust alone. The Budiman family chipped in another forty-five plus legal fees to make me one smug bastard. Part of the legal documents included an ironclad restraining order that made it legally and financially unwise to cross paths with me ever again.



I found out that Fanny had been shipped off to her native Indonesia to be repackaged under her strict Muslim grandparents while Holly found her way into the nursing program of a local community college after her parents finally divorced. Her long suffering father retained sole custody of the children. While she moved in with her too understanding and equally long suffering boyfriend Stuart. Their first child of three would be born a year later. Amatt made himself useful as a pizza delivery man after breaking up with Phillip. He'd ironically spend six months in the lockup after discovering that his "friend" had hooked up with his sister and assaulting him. Fanny's tumbler page was left untouched in the midst of all the turmoil gathering a substantial following even as she rediscovered her Muslim faith under the watchful strap of her grandfather.
The hackers Steve and Pete went into business with their new partner Daniela setting up a porn site where the strange girl has developed a cult following in the millions. I have a free membership as a token of the guy's appreciation. Steve remains hopelessly in love with Daniela after losing his virginity to the bored phenom. The trio have even moved in together in a polygamous mess.
Melody Santos?
Well nobody really knows what happened after the divorce; her alimony and child support checks arrive regularly with no return address.
Me?
Six months after all of the bullshit, I found myself working at a small investment firm securing this lucrative job in coincidental fashion. There's this woman Bernadette that I've got my eye on; she's Jewish, loud and abrasive with a severely underappreciated pear shape.
I've started being a little more selective with the women I meet but all in all...I'm a Chubby Chaser.
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The alarm had been beeping for over forty-five minutes but she couldn't bring herself to hit the button on top of the small rectangular box. Instead she lay on her back looking up at the ceiling simply bored by the routine nature of her current existence. She'd been through so much in recent weeks and the enormity of it all seemed to rear its very ugly head in the somber, quieter moments when she was alone. It came in the darkness as these sort of withering, many limbed things that restricted her movements pinning her to the memory foam of her mattress. Her father simply attributed her condition to night terrors exhorting his only daughter to find the solution to her problem in a pill bottle. Her dad had never been even remotely paternal adopting a decidedly militaristic approach to parenting that left much to be desired. But lately he'd seemed a little preoccupied.
"TURN THAT FUCKING ALARM CLOCK OFF; I GOT ME A GOOD HOUR OF SLEEP LEFT!!" She almost welcomed that early morning outburst as it harkened back to familiar times. The emptiness that filled her soul yearned for any kind of interaction, even negative from her strict parent.
"GOT IT DAD!!" He didn't respond and she found herself waiting for several minutes afterward with baited breath for anything outside of her bedroom door. After tapping the small button, the silence filling the room was almost deafening to her as she realized that she'd fallen asleep on top of her comforter once again. Other than a very tiny pair of striped green panties; the auburn haired beauty was nude.
The markings that formerly covered her small, pert breasts were almost gone along with the other blemishes sustained in a brutal backwoods gang rape that was as ironic as it was tragic. Two ring leaders had been dealt with appropriately enough while the remaining miscreants were in the wind. Her "girlfriend" April had vowed to find and "fix" the unpunished rednecks for their parts in the attack. Nothing would dissuade her chubby, blonde co-conspirator who seemed willing to do anything to prove her love and fealty to the alpha predator of Maplewood High. She'd been feeling somewhat smothered as of late by her secret lover taking to distancing herself from the troubled girl with a series of well-crafted lies.
"When will you appear?" She stared back at her own classically beauty with its nearly luminescent green eyes that appeared a little narrow on the oval shape of her head. Her long fiery colored hair was an unkempt mane that she had little use for at the moment. Red pulled on a black, cut-off t-shirt that stopped at her perfect abs. "CUTE but PSYCHO" was emblazoned on the chest as she emerged from her room walking down the corridor to the kitchen. She tossed two frozen breakfast croissants in the microwave when her father walked into the kitchen looking for his morning coffee.
"GEEZ Melissa; did you forget your fucking pants this morning?!!" Sheriff Reed's agitated tone brought a slight smile to her face. He'd already showered and dressed for work hoping to get a backlog of cases done before the lunch hour. The last thing he'd expected to see was his teenage daughter's wide, heart shaped butt in a pair of panties that looked like they belonged to a smaller girl. The material looked almost like it was painted onto her perfect body reminding him of her long gone, but not forgotten mother.
"What's the big deal; we don't have company-do we dad?" She'd poured his favorite mug full of coffee turning to hand it to her father as the microwave chimed its completed task.
"What are you talking about?" Red was staring into his face or at least it appeared that way.
"What do you think I'm talking about daddy." She reached up parting his collar to reveal a large hickey on his neck along with several others. Her winced as her thumb grazed the love marks.
"WATCH YOUSELF!" He appeared uncomfortable swiping her hand away and turning to button his collar. The big, reddish purple mark was still visible unbeknownst to the lawman.
"You're allowed to have a life outside of that badge daddy; I'm just saying that you don't have to hide your little hook-up from me. I'm a big girl now and it's okay for my daddy to get himself laid every now and then."
"I don't need your permission to sleep with a woman; last I checked Melissa, I'm the fucking daddy here." His terse retort stung a bit slightly stirring the sleeping beast within her bosom, but she was determined to avoid any drama this morning.
"You must really like her; daddy looks whipped." She giggled snatching a bottle of juice from the fridge along with her croissant as he swatted her butt with the back of his hand. The big, burly man appeared really off his game adding to her suspicions as he awkwardly followed her into the corridor to say something.
"MELISSA REED; NOW YOU JUST WAIT A DAMN MINUTE LITTLE-?!" His ringing cell interrupted a potential exchange. She watched as he stared down at his phone before silently returning to the kitchen like some sort of entranced zombie.
"Yeah; he's totally whipped." She took a bite of her sandwich before returning to her bedroom to prepare for school.
*********
"Tom Duggard?"
"Here."
"Jennie Hampson?"
"Here."
"Melissa Reed?"
"Here."
"Leslie Kennedy?"
"Here."
All eyes in the classroom shot in the direction of the door as she casually walked to her seat beside Red. To look at the statuesque beauty one would never guess at the soul crushing series of trials that would have destroyed a lesser person. She'd been missing for a few days leading many in the know to speculate that the buxom brunette would never be seen in the halls of Maplewood High again. It was a prevailing belief that was shared by the majority being refuted in spectacular fashion by her mere presence. Some would remark that she seemed even more attractive than before.
"Uhm; how're you doing babe?" Leslie didn't respond or look in her former BFF'S direction as she methodically removed her textbook and other materials from her bag. Red found herself looking at the simple golden earring on Leslie's exposed ear. Her brown locks were immaculately layered with side swept bangs to the right side of her head. Leslie was dressed for effect in a light blue, cotton wife beater stretched across her legendary breasts and a jean miniskirt working hard to keep her arching hips in check. Some of her affected male peers in the class noted the classic trans am phoenix logo on the chest of her shirt. Designer Gucci sandals completed Leslie's comeback ensemble.
"We're cool now; you're back on the squad for reals Les." Red sounded almost apologetic as the thick brunette silently copied notes from the black board in her notepad.
"Oh it's like that huh; well I'll see you right after class darling." There was some grumbling amongst the other students with most expecting a fight at the conclusion of U.S. History.
Leslie continued being the perfect student ignoring the hole being stared right through her by her former BFF igniting the flame deep within the redhead's spirit. Red couldn't stand being ignored, made to feel inferior by anything or anyone. Near the conclusion of class, it was all she could do to contain herself. The redhead placated herself with the realization that she would be out to mess up the hot brunette's pretty face.
At the conclusion of class Leslie took her time putting away her belongings before casually slinging her bag across her shoulder and robotically leaving class under Red's acid glare. Leslie seemed oblivious to the gathering crowd following her to her locker in baited anticipation of the fight to come. Half of the eyes on her were decidedly lustful owing to the one time nearly all of the male populace of Maplewood High sampled her wares. It had been gossiped about until it was nearly the stuff of urban legends with most of the uninvolved believing it fictional. Red had cajoled, threatened and intimidated those in the know to silent partnership dangling potential jail time over their heads should Leslie change her mind about the proceedings.
"Leslie' turn around and face me." The auburn haired beauty's knuckles were white from clenching her fists so hard.
"Sure babe." Leslie slowly turned around looking down at her phone texting profusely.
"I do believe I asked you a question bitch."
"Yeah you did; you asked me how I was doing if I'm correct." She never stopped tapping away at her phone taking only a rudimentary interest in her possible assault.
"That's right Les; I want an answer right now."
"How am I doing Red; can't you give a bitch time to adjust or nothing huh?!!"
Leslie rolled her hazel eyes up looking Red directly in the face as she stopped texting. There was a slow burn as the taller brunette measured three steps up to the school firebrand until they were chest to chest. The large gathering of students waited for a first punch to be thrown ultimately being disappointed as both girls suddenly embraced.
"Still can't take a joke slut." Leslie flashed her million-dollar smile planting a big kiss on her friend's forehead that left a smudge.
*********
The U.S. History book sat on top of all his other belongings in the locker strategically positioned to emphasize its importance. He'd used the book to legitimize the lie he'd told his former girlfriend making sure nothing happened to it until he could find a way to safely return it to the resident queen of Maplewood High. He'd even cleaned it several times checking and double checking hard cover with attention to detail that only a crackhead would appreciate. He continually stared at the thick tome wondering what it meant; wondering when some trap would be sprung that would inevitably end with him back in that dark place where April would be waiting to punish him.
Brad Tucker was scared for his life.
He beat himself up for lying when he should have told her the simple truth. Even looking at her terrified him beyond reasoning and it was all he could do to get through the day. She'd cornered him at his locker unknowingly starting a chain reaction of escalating paranoia that had the jock working overtime to keep a low profile, eating a packed lunch in the weight room, paying an underclassman to retrieve books from his locker and even trashing his own text book. Brad told himself that he'd buy another copy after he managed to get Red's book returned. Fear dictated his actions as he cautiously walked the hall to the next class.
"Hey Brad." He looked back over his shoulder panicking at the sight of Patty closing the distance between them.
"I-I uh got to go to calculus; I'm running late!" His faltering voice gave away his fear sending purpose to his legs but the teen moppet would not be dissuaded so easily.
"We need to talk."
"Nuh-No!"
He was a second from sprinting down the corridor but remembered himself. Brad was doing everything in his power to keep it together in public remembering a crass pep talk given by his father. After the attack Brad had sunk into a deep depression that paralyzed him to the point of hospitalization. His father balked at therapy chiding his son for making "bad decisions" that put him in a position to be assaulted in the first place. Brad never disclosed the identity of his attackers owing to a promise made in that dark place long ago. He'd been taken to the limits of his sanity as a childhood friend and his first crush raped him relentlessly. April took away his manhood, broke him over and over again stopping only to chug beers while drunkenly berating the muscular jock.
Brad Tucker had always been a perfect physical specimen looking like he was cut from granite. Working out like a beast and constant practice had turned the teen into a physical anomaly making his eventual fate all the more crushing. He would never be the same again...
"Red's not here; I just want to talk about some really important stuff." Patty was almost pleading as she continued her pursuit.
"Everything's cool; just going to class so nothing's happening that needs talking about alright Patty?!!"
"What are you so fucking scared of?!!" He was already down the hall little realizing that the lithe, athletic teen was in a state of panic herself.
"Was that Brad?"
"Yeah."
"What you want from him?" Chelsea had observed the entire interaction from her locker shaking her head at her social climbing friend.
"I wanted to make sure he wasn't talking; you know about that "afternoon" we spent together."
"Sure you weren't looking for something else?" Brad Tucker had worked hard to distance himself from the duo finding other places to haunt instead of the stadium that was the sight of his former glory. It had been wholly therapeutic for him to return remembering the night he'd brought a championship to the small town which hadn't seen one in over a decade. The cheerleaders had coerced him into Patty's cabin for an afternoon of drugs and nasty sex that left both girls reeling. Both of the cheerleaders told themselves that the whole thing initially came about because Red had chased them from her home at gunpoint the night Brad got assaulted.
"Shut up."
"Yeah that's what I thought you'd say."
"Ah don't crowd me; you still thinking about him too, all lovey dovey. I know how you feel about him Chelsea but we need to bury that shit girlfriend."
"Why you chasing him down the hall then?"
"Just-wanted to talk; make sure his memories ain't that good too." Her run in with the head cheerleader had left her with an emphatic need to bury the past. Telling her usual co-conspirator would only alarm her and cause more strife between the two.
"So I guess that means you haven't heard that Leslie is back."
"What?!!"
*********
"WHAT?!!"
"Yeah, she came back this morning and she's back in the "Red Queen's" good graces coach."
"Well I-I guess that's good for her then; Leslie was just dying when she was expelled from the squad. Don't guess much will change if they're friends again."
"You mean you ain't worried about Leslie snitching on all of us for banging the fuck out of her coach?" Both coach and football player exchanged knowing glances.
"Give me fifty laps around the gym; MOVE IT OUT BOY!!" In all honesty, Coach Hamblen felt sick to the stomach at this news remembering that Leslie identified him by name. He'd had some reservations about taking part in her public humiliation but couldn't pass up the opportunity to get a piece of the hottest girl on campus. Red had personally invited him as an open dare citing all the times she'd caught him BFF from afar. His disguise was perfect or so he thought until he made the mistake of yelling at students fighting for the chance to bang the unobtainable cheerleader next. He shuddered remembering the animalistic lust engulfing his thick, muscular frame during their time together. The entire time he'd been pounding the voluptuous brunette one singular memory had been running through his mind fueling his actions.
One morning in the not so distant past Coach Hamblen had found his gaze fixated on the cheerleaders as they went through a series of routines on the gym floor. Red was putting the girls through hell with some question acrobatics and getting results. The middle aged teacher found Leslie doing some stretching and never stopped watching. He couldn't believe that she was only eighteen with the exaggerated body of a beauty queen. Her curves and hard beauty took effect as a visual inventory commenced culminating in his right hand "experimenting" in his pocket. She'd bent over touching her toes a number of times as the material of her cheer shorts rode up further and further each time until the tan lines from the fullback panties she wore was visible to any who looked. She stood with balletic grace and looked pointedly over her shoulder directly at him while pulling the material from her crack.
"MADE YOU LOOK!!" He realized that he'd been had as Red jokingly yelled in his direction while making a jerking off motion with her fist. He noticed some of the cheerleaders staring at him in disgust with Leslie looking on ultimately smug and self-assured to the ninth degree as Red handed her a fistful of cash. The voluptuous brunette made a show of slowly stuffing the money into her deep cleavage never breaking eye contact with him. The disgusted expression on the teen's face never left him stinging its conscious making him feel like a disgusting degenerate. It was at that exact moment Coach Hamblen came to hate Leslie Kennedy with a passion.
He'd balked when Red darkened his door personally inviting the coach to partake in Leslie's mass deflowering. He'd believed it a joke doing his best to put the scenario out of his mind until he'd personally observed escalating animosity between the two Maplewood queens. Lust had its way as he finally got to give a little back to the ice queen sexually venting until fate reared its ugly head. She'd recognized his voice and he'd been shaken enough to immediately file for an extended vacation hiding away in Yosemite. Upon his return, Coach Hamblen made a concerted effort to distance himself from others involved in the event. The middle aged father of three had too much to lose if things came to light and a wife guaranteed to clean out his savings if the slightest hint of betrayal came to light.
What would he do now that Leslie was back? That seemed to be the question on the minds of a majority of the male populace of Maplewood High.
*********
The girl's locker room was stuffed full of teens in various stages of undress as one class filed out replaced by another. Red controlled one corner of the locker room where no one dared tread unless given permission. Most of the cheerleaders had assembled to continue the informal induction of Leslie back to their ranks. Red was finally starting to feel at ease as her peers horsed around and gossiped with the auburn haired beauty at the epicenter of their clique. Things could finally return to normal after so much drama and strife between their ranks. Leslie sat off to one side of the group silently texting. She appeared oblivious to everything going on around her looking up from time to time casually acknowledging anyone that addressed her before zoning out with her eyes glued to her phone screen.
"So, you gonna tell us who the lucky guy is Les?" Her cheerleading uniform sat untouched on the wooden bench beside her.
"Huh?"
"Enquiring minds want to know who's on the other end of those texts." Red leaned in trying to steal a glance at her screen only to have Leslie quickly switch it off. She smiled sweetly up into the face of her BFF before placing the phone back in her purse.
"So it's a secret then?" Leslie continued smiling in a friendly manner as she placed her purse inside a locker.
"What; I don't have any secrets Red."
"Who are you texting Leslie; like I said before-Enquiring minds want to know?" The tone in her voice was edgy and borderline raw.
"Look it's just some guy I've been hooking up with Melissa; there ain't no fucking conspiracy here okay?" Leslie's voice was equally raw and tinged with wisps of emotion. Both girls stared one another down in silent challenge. Some of the other squad members looked on wondering what would happen next.
"What's his name?" Red's monotone delivery was not lost on the spectators as Leslie cracked a nervous smirk.
"You're going to keep pushing aren't you?"



"Yes."
"Why do you have to know everything; why can't you just leave things the way they are Melissa? I thought we were cool but I guess strings are still attached huh babe? Got some more dicks for me to sit on huh; we not fucking "square" after all darling? Make up your mind Melissa and let me know what the fucks up with us?" Leslie shocked the rest of her teammates with her acid response snatching her purse from the locker with every intention of walking out. Red quickly grabbed her bicep making the other girls jump.
"Is it Humbert; are you fucking that nerd Leslie?"
There were a few moments of silence as Red waited for an answer from her visibly troubled friend.
"No; I'm fucking your daddy." There was a loud gasp in the girl's locker room as Red shoved Leslie into a wall of lockers knocking the wind out of the curvy brunette.
"Still can't take a joke Melissa; you'll never change."
"You're fucking Humbert." The statement was declarative but probing as Red tried to figure out her friend by looking deep into her eyes. She was usually able to unnerve anybody lying to her with a glance. Leslie looked directly into the redhead's green eyes with her own dead, hazel colored jewels.
"I-I uh should have listened to you when you told me to stay away from him Melissa; but we both know I didn't and look what it got me. I ain't nothing no more Melissa; nothing but a used up slut with a face. You had a lot to do with what I became-hell, you have a whole fucking lot to do with what I am now bitch. I have no one to REALLY blame but MYSELF for all that I am these days; so let me let you in on a little secret." Leslie's face was strangely blank as she spoke.
"What's that?" Red found herself looking away from the contrite girl sitting on the concrete floor where she'd been shoved.
"I-FUCKING HATE-HUMBERT-FUCKING-JENKINS!!" Her outburst caught Red by surprise making her flinch.
She remained in a seated fetal positon staring straight at the wall of lockers in front of her caring little about who was watching.
"You don't believe me and I'm okay with that too Melissa; I just want the drama to be over even if it means I can't come home after all. I'm not going to try to convince you that I'm not hooking up with that guy; I'm just going to return your uniform and go back to texting my comfort dick." Leslie slowly rose gathering up her uniform in both hands. She stared at it for a few moments before offering it to Red.
"Take it." Red didn't react prompting Leslie to hang it on the locker's open door before slinging her purse.
"Excuse me." Red stood in her path as the others watched with baited breath.
"No."
"You wanted me gone, so I'm going." Leslie attempted to push past Red when the auburn haired beauty suddenly wrapped her arms around her resolute friend. The other cheerleaders were stunned as both girls embraced are a few moments.
"I'm sorry." Red whispered into her ear sure no one could hear her bending before her best friend. The two queens of Maplewood High shared some tears as they continued reconciling while the rest of the squad rushed in encircling them.
"So, this secret guy is your "comfort dick" Leslie?"
"Yeah; helps me take the edge off."
"Com-fort Dick?" Some of the other girls shred a laugh at the new phrase with Leslie joining them moments later. She pulled her top over her head with some effort revealing a chest dotted with hickeys. Some of her teammates were wide eyed at the sight of her bountiful bosom marked up as Leslie noticed.
"He really LOVES my TITS; but not as much as this BIG ASS!!" She punctuated her words by slapping her own rear. Most of her friends and associates were immediately thrown into culture shock at her new attitude which didn't jibe with the Ice Queen they formerly knew. The girls were further shocked when she pulled out her phone to take a selfie of her nude breasts. Red simply stared silently cursing herself for being weak in front of her squad.
"It's Humbert." She thought as she watched the stacked brunette text the photo.
*********
A mountain of paperwork was waiting for Sheriff Reed as he stepped into the small station. He'd been occupied as of late with "personal matters" that troubled his conscience. He failed to notice Deputies Mooney and Jimmy trading a handful of cash. He failed to notice a handful of other eyes on him as he continually checked his phone for new texts. His eyes widened as he opened a new message to find a picture of some very familiar breasts staring back at him. The numerous hickeys covering the smooth olive colored skin contrasted with the hard tan lines left by her brassiere and were a testament of his unyielding lust for the teenager. His member was already rock hard straining at the khaki pants of his tan uniform. Sheriff Reed was beside himself nearly taking matters into right hand before common sense prevailed quieted him somewhat.
The girl was definitely troubled appearing some days ago sitting plainly on his fence waiting to ravish him. The sheriff had never acted on the dark thoughts that sat in the corners of his mind when he'd been first introduced to his daughter's best friend. She was blessed with undeniable beauty and built like a brick shithouse who'd make an excellent trophy wife for some millionaire someday. The stacked teen initially seemed sullen and cold taking months to warm up to him but the lawman couldn't allow himself to reciprocate out of fear of discovery. There was no other course but the one already familiar to him maintaining a stern demeanor lest his own daughter be alerted to his secret. But that morning she'd been found sitting on his fence seemed the stuff of dreams as he was finally drawn out by her carnal talents.
He'd been taken and literally ravished in a carnal onslaught that left him so drained that he was unable to go to work that day. It had been too long since he'd known the touch of a woman and the voluptuous brunette was just the heaven medicine he needed. It was like being in bed with a wild animal as she continuously milked his balls until he could barely walk. There was of course the odd, dead expression on her beautiful face every now and then coupled with the silence that accompanied her actions. Her hourglass figure was all his and nothing was off the table as she didn't appear to care where he put his cock. Every time she sensed some reservation in his action or any doubt, the girl would respond with even more carnality until he was completely overwhelmed. Sheriff Reed passed out while she was riding atop his thick, muscular frame and there she remained until he awoke.
"Daddy." She moaned over and over into his ear followed by her probing tongue.
He prided himself on being the sharpest tack in a room considering some alternative motive behind her actions. Sheriff Reed sought her plump lips seeking some confirmation in any rebuff only to quickly find her tongue swirling in his mouth. This girl seemed to get off even from kissing and he was truly compromised. When he could rise to the occasion no more, she simply dressed and left his home without incident or explanation. It was at least an hour before he realized that he'd never completely removed his pants. Within hours he was beginning to yearn for her touch again; but perplexed about contacting her and showing his hand. She had truly invigorated the burly lawman taking him back to the awkward days of his youth. He waited on baited breath for some contact from the luscious girl with the body of a woman for forty-eight hours to no avail. Today he'd received that long waited text with a photo of her large breasts covered in hickeys. He knew his handiwork all too well.
"Lunch at 1130; bring me some daddy."
There was barely a double entendre in her message. His pulse was already racing as he hit the door under the pretense of investigating some unnamed case. Of course no one was fooled as more bets were called in with Deputy Mooney being the recipient of much good fortune. The mood around the station was somewhat jovial with everyone happy that mean Sheriff Reed was finally "getting some".
*********
Most of the eyes in the gymnasium were trained on the cheerleading squad as they went through a number of routines before a basketball game scheduled for the end of the week. Leslie fit in like a glove showing not even a hint of rust as she hit all her marks perfectly. Patty didn't fare so well making a number of mistakes out of sheer anxiety and fear of the head cheerleader. Red eventually became so flustered that she switched off the music before addressing her failing protégé.
"Face time!!" Red waved her hand in front of her own features signaling Patty over for a private conversation against the wall.
"What's your deal?"
"Just having one of those days; you know the days where nothing goes your way?" Patty reasoned becoming more anxious than she already was when Red closed the distance between them.
"Look is this about me slapping you up in the bathroom; because if it is I'm kind of sorry about that shit. I felt like you were encroaching on my territory when you popped off at the mouth about Brad. I mean he is my fucking man after all Patricia." The redhead spoke so frankly that Patty was actually lulled into a sense of security.
"I-I was out of line, sorry." The words issued forth robotically in a token apology of sorts.
"Relax Patty; it's not like you fucked him or something. You just need to learn how to filter that annoyingly chirpy attitude. I know what you want and we'll talk about that later. You leave Brad to me; that's my business bitch. You will recall what happened to April; I mean you were there when we "talked" about her bothering Brad Tucker right?"
"Uhm, yeah."
"Tell me what happened Patricia; verbatim." Red was so close that the athletic blonde could feel her breath against her cheek.
"You beat her ass and-uhm, you made her get naked. Then you shoved a janitor's cone up her ass and made her do the walk of shame in front of everybody."
"That's right I did make her do that; pretty fucked up shit huh Patty?"
"She had it coming?" Patty offered taking a step back only to find that Red still held on to her forearm.
"Do you really believe that or are you telling me what I want to hear?" Patty could feel the hairs standing up on the back of her neck as she looked into Red's green eyes which didn't seem to blink. It felt like she was looking right through her body directly at her soul.
"I guess a little bit of both."
"Yeah I figured little girl and that's what I like about you Patty; you know just how to get out in front of things. You know with a little bit of grooming; you could be one hell of a leader." She barely registered the condescending attitude in which Red spoke.
"Really?"
"Of course not bitch." Red suddenly grabbed her chin cupping it in her right hand causing the blonde to flinch and whimper slightly in fear.
"Puh-Please Red."
"Stop fucking up or I'm gonna bounce your flat butt out of here bitch; understand bitch?" Red had the appearance and figure of a woman providing a stark contrast to Patty's still developing figure. Red looked like she could throttle the thin girl if she wanted.
"Yuh-Yes; I got it Red." There was no hiding her fear at this point.
Both girls were suddenly distracted as Patty's best friend and teammate Chelsea approached sensing a threat between the girls.
"Everything okay over here?" Her terse delivery and the strained but the intent behind it was clear.
"What if it ain't?" Red didn't take kindly to even the slightest hint of a challenge but Patty hopped in-between the girls.
"Everything cool Chel; we're just talking about stuff. Red was helping me out with the hard love because I missed a few steps that's all." Patty roughly shoved her friend back towards the other girls on the squad. Chelsea and Red exchanged challenging glares from across the gym floor before the redhead's attention was averted.
Leslie was stretching and drawing quite an audience. What started out as simple calisthenics had become a spectator sport of the highest order. It began with one pimply faced geek intently watching the curvy girl quickly grew like wildfire ballooning up to fifteen underclassmen some sporting cellphones recording the event for prosperity. Leslie noticed what was going on early opting to play to her captive audience by sexualizing every move to emphasize her curves. She dropped down on all fours into the female version of the pushup intentionally letting her bottoms ride up into the deep crack of her heart shaped butt eliciting a round of applause that drew even further attention her way until Red intervened.
"Fuck Leslie; what are you doing?"
"Stretching."
"Stripping is more like it girlfriend; are you getting off on this perverted shit or something."
"What?" Leslie feigned ignorance drawing an errant lock of brown hair behind her ear as one geek continued recording her every action.
"Maybe you should dial it down a bit hon."
"Why?" Leslie stared back at her friend with dead eyes and a serene smile on her beautiful face.
"Dial-it-down Leslie; that's an order."
"Sure Melissa." Red appeared flustered with Leslie's behavior before throwing her hands up as she walked back over to the rest of the squad. Leslie noticed some movement from the corner of her eye turning her attention towards the top of the bleachers and three frail looking geeks sitting with their coats draped over their laps. She recognized them from an incident that occurred a week before her ultimate degradation and it stirred something deep inside her. Before any of them could react, Leslie was already standing in front of them. She recognized one short, acne covered nerd as the individual who'd ripped the sheer garment from her body igniting her eventual gangbang. All three of the students appeared frightened not knowing how to react as she put her hands on her wide hips.
"So what are we doing boys?"
"UH-UHM, HI LESLIE!!" One guy nervously replied while his two associates shook their heads profusely.
"That's not what I asked you three shits; I-said-WHAT ARE WE DOING?!!" Leslie punctuated her statement by snatching the coat from his lap revealing his exposed cock. The kid scrambled to cover himself while his friends bolted.
"SUH-SORRY!!" The crazed expression on her face had him quivering in anticipation of some kind of blow to his manhood.
"Yeah, I've seen your itty bitty cock." Leslie smiled sweetly down at him using her thumb and forefinger to simulate his length.
"Yeah." He didn't know what to say or how to respond as this teen with a woman's body stood towering over him smiling as if they were the best of friends.
"Suh-Sorry." He stammered his words drifting off in a low mumble.
"Yeah we heard that before baby balls; you definitely have a sorry little cock that needs some love and attention. So what's your name asshole?"
"Milton."
"How unfortunate." A large crowd of students along with some of her teammates had begun to gather as laughter and audible gasps filled the bleachers. Milton tried to pull his ill-fitting jeans up only to be stopped when Leslie put her foot down between his legs directly over the crotch of the material.
"No you don't Milton; I believe you have some unfinished business don't you?"
"Whu-WHAT?!!"
"Cut the bullshit Milton, finish it." She mimicked jerking off with her right hand eliciting more laughter from the crowd now encircling them.
"NOOOOOO!!"
"Fuck's wrong with you baby balls; you need some incentive or something?!!" Leslie suddenly yanked up on her top revealing the undersides of her large olive colored breasts. The buxom brunette had purposely left her sports bra in her locker. A number of camera phones snapped up the free pics.
"JERK YOUR COCK BITCH!!"
"STOP!!" Milton was beginning to hyperventilate from all of the unwanted attention. Some of the girls were already snapping pics of his flaccid cock as he struggled to pull his pants up.
"YOU NEED SOME HELP OR SOMETHING?!!" The embattled geek shrieked as Leslie snatched at his penis, slapping away at her hands.
"HEEELP!!" Red suddenly intervened striking the nerd with a vicious pancake style slap before yanking Leslie back down the bleachers as applause rang out in the gymnasium. Milton half yanked up his pants scurrying away and unfortunately catching his sneakers on the bleacher step. There was still applause as he tumbled down the bleachers in a ball nearly knocking himself unconscious.
"What's up with you today Leslie; are you like going for "Slut of the Year" or what biatch?" Red wanted answers but the girls were interrupted by Coach Hamblen.
"KENNEDY; MY OFFICE-NOW!!" Leslie raised her hands like a triumphant boxer as she was escorted to the gym teacher's office. She put a little extra in her walk knowing that the coach's eyes were trained on her ass. Red watched arms folded across her chest as the student body chanted Leslie's name.
The gym teacher's office was a large shared space overlooked the gym floor where most of the students were engaged in various activities. Coach Hamblen's space was adorned with many trophies from bygone days' decades' past. His coworkers jokingly referred to his desk as a football museum. Leslie found herself surrounded by foot tall trophies as she sat in front of the football coach she'd become "familiar" with in recent weeks.
"Well, what do you have to say for yourself Ms. Kennedy?" She sat there for a few moments absentmindedly rubbing her inner thigh taking stock of her surroundings before leveling dead eyes at the coach.
"I'm a frigid little uptight over privileged cunt who walks around this school like her shit don't stink; that about right Coach Hamblen?" His face immediately flushed red at being confronted by his own words. He removed his trademark ball cap wiping the sweat from his brow.
"That right coach?" He noticed that she was rubbing her crotch intently continuing to stare.
"Nobody feels that way about you Leslie; don't blow things out of proportion and I- I uhm was meaning to talk to you about some unfinished business that needs to be wrapped up." He sounded as nervous as he looked.
"Unfinished business?" He seemed to fidget around behind his desk before reaching down into one of its metal drawers. A thick envelope was tossed on the desktop in front of Leslie as the two exchanged looks before he nudged his head in her direction. She opened the envelope finding it stuffed full of hundred dollar bills.
"Twenty-five hundred cash all for you."
"Why; what do you want me to do for it coach?" Her fingers rubbed the crotch of her cheer bottoms more intently drawing his eye and causing rivulets of sweat to run down his brow. Leslie was undeniably in control of the situation at hand leaving him anxious and a little bit aroused.
"You want me all to yourself this time so you can beat my pussy up some more like you did-that other time coach. You gonna wear your football player disguise this time because I can wear this uniform too coach...gonna rip my cheer bottoms off and shove that big, curved cock up in my impressionable cunt coach?" Leslie seemed to be getting worked up as she talked up the images in her mind.
"Nuh-No that moneys' kind of an apology."
"Really coach; you're so nice and considerate giving money to somebody you REALLY hate. You were just WRECKING ME in the boy's locker room that time weren't you? You want me to "DO SOMETHING" right coach?" Her fingers traced a circular pattern over the cottony material teasing her button as she lurched forward in the plastic chair.
"I-I just wanted you to have this money...for your troubles?!!"
"Ain't no trouble getting POUNDED by a BIG, CURVY PRETZEL, DONKEY DICK MOTHERFUCKER!!" Coach Hamblen jumped in his seat startled by her outburst leaning forward in a futile attempt to quiet her down.



"Please take the money; there's more where that came from alright?" He begged off as she enjoyed the level of anxiety he was experiencing.
"Sure coach and I think I like this trophy too, you don't mind?" She'd snatched one of the larger trophies in her reach as she collected the bribe.
"It's yours." Coach Hamblen spoke through gritted teeth as she haphazardly banged one of his prized possessions against his desk on her way out.
Leslie found her teammates gone and figured Red was fed up with her antics. She found some fans lingering in the corridor adjacent to the gym and obliged them by posing for some pics with her newfound trophy. Her phone chirped with a text that brought a smile to her face.
********
Brad Tucker was on the verge of having a nervous meltdown worrying that he was being set up again. Patty had chased him down the hall earlier obviously trying to draw him away to some private area where others were waiting to assault him once again. The muscular jock had begun sweating so profusely that a girl sitting behind him had scooted her desk over into the aisle. He began looking around at some of the female classmates wondering which were in league with Red. The paperwork on his desk was drenched with perspiration tearing when he handled it. Brad's mind wandered back to the night he was defiled remembering what was done to him relentlessly by his former childhood friend April. He screamed, cried and begged being sincerely sorry for all the wrongs he'd done to her. The chubby blonde continued abusing him while admonishing him for assaulting her, an unwanted pregnancy and cheating on his girlfriend. April twisted and stroked his large cock continually releasing it before he could cum. She promised to let him go if he ejaculated pounding him viciously. April jerked Brad mercilessly relenting when he was near and ramping up the pounding until he exploded all over the blood soaked hay. April relented for a moment looking at her handiwork incredulously before telling Brad that he was a closet fag.
He'd wanted to murder her doing his best to free himself as she laughed and told him she would prove her assertion taking him again. Despite the excruciating pain, Brad found himself finally shattering as came hard again. April laughed maniacally telling him that he enjoyed being a bottom while attempting to get him to "clean" the dildo. He'd lost track of the many objects she'd used to beat him until he'd started screaming for Red to save him. It was only then that April revealed her fondest wish to be captured and tried for her crime. April couldn't keep her insane joy bottled up telling him that she was going to enjoy telling everyone about how a short, chubby misfit raped the town hero and made him cum two times. She admitted that she'd orgasmed just thinking about how he was now going to be a loser just like her.
Something snapped loose in his spirit at that point bringing Brad Tucker to his current "damaged" state as he vomited all over himself before begging her not to tell anybody what was done to him. He managed to get on his knees before the crazed teen hands clasped together as she led him in mock prayer to "cleanse his soul" of evil. Brad Tucker sincerely repeated her made-up words calling himself a "godless pervert" and admitting to whatever else April wanted. Adding insult to injury, April stuck the attached dildo in his face asking him to clean it to prove his sincerity laughing as he relented taking it into his mouth. Brad was then told to ride her "cock" reverse cowgirl until he came a third time to "cleanse" the evil from his body forever. The world turned inside out as he bounced on the toy believing that he would never see the light of day. Red and Leslie would return as dawn approached to find him a changed man.
"I-I want to be good; I want to be good...I-WANT UURRRGHHH!!" Brad suddenly projectile vomited all over his desk. Some of the other students in the class were so startled that more than a few desks were upturned. Brad was quickly given permission to go to the school nurse as the teacher contacted janitorial services and struggled to get the class under control. He staggered to the bathroom cleaning himself up avoiding looking at his own reflection in the mirror. He was still the handsome, sculpted, perfect physical specimen that people knew outwardly but internally it felt as if everyone knew just how fractured he actually was. Brad Tucker had a hard time dealing with people, jostling with his former teammates who were
The broken football hero had taken to loitering on the bleachers facing the field where he'd found his glory remaining daily until he could stand no more. The afterhours solitude was comforting in a way he couldn't explain. He'd enjoy a cigarette or a joint every now and then listening to the wind whistle across the field. Brad Tucker had been disturbed during a moment of silent reflection by two girls who lulled him into a false sense of security before whisking him off to a remote location. The afternoon shared by the trio had been pleasurable enough until it became obvious what they were looking for partially shaming him into a threesome and playing on his emotions. Visually Brad had nothing to complain about with the slender, sexy yet too talkative Patty and ridiculous rounded hips of her BFF Chelsea. That rainy afternoon had ended with him experiencing some sort of mental break as he pounded the living snot out of Patty pushing the athletic blonde to her limits while her friend watched horrified. At that moment he surfaced realizing what he'd done and half-run from the cabin into the biting rain. Brad Tucker hid for several days finally returning to school to avoid concerned family members. Patty seemed to always be in the company of his estranged girlfriend which kept him in a near constant state of anxiety.
"What's she want with me; why won't she just go away?" He managed to glance at his own appearance finding that he'd done a shitty job of cleaning up. Brad ended up discarding the flannel shirt altogether settling for the white tank top underneath.
"Shit just suck it up; you-you GOTTA MAKE THINGS RIGHT!!" The jock paced back and forth in the bathroom scaring a few underclassmen into leaving.
He finally decided in his mind that Red figured out his lie about the text book and was after him. Brad decided that he'd confess and trust in her mercy; put himself out there in good faith and hope that April wouldn't find out. The distressed jock had gone through the five stages of grief in a matter of moments.
Patty and Chelsea were chatting in the corridor; Brad took a deep breath before walking up to the girls doing his best smile. Chelsea was the first to catch sight of him shrieking and alerting her friend.
"Hey guys uhm; how's it going?" His voice was trembling as he did his best to continue.
"Oh my lord; you're totally fucked up Brad. What the fuck happened to you?" Chelsea was concerned worried that he'd started doing some hard drugs. There were rumors of his troubles and she couldn't forget what had transpired during their threesome.
"I DON'T CARE WHAT HAPPENED; GET-THE-FUCK-OUT OF HERE!!" Patty was still shaken from her encounters with Red.
"But you said..."
"FUCK OFF MAN!!" Patty didn't want to be seen talking to him.
"I'm sorry about running away earlier Patty; I-I'm ready now." He was doing his best to keep it together and failing miserably.
"What's he talking about Patty; you trying to hook up with him again?!!" patty quickly yanked on her friend's arm to silence her.
"Shut up doofus; I-I don't need this shit right now."
"You were trying to get a piece weren't you? Well I'll be damned slut; you're so fucking sneaky!!" Chelsea coveted Brad more than anyone knew harboring a crush on the star football player for over a year now.
"I'm sorry Patty; please forgive me." The cracks in his psyche were starting to show.
"What-the-fuck is he on Patty; you better start talking bitch!"
"Probably crack; LOOK MORON TAKE A POWDER OR SOMETHING!! GET OUTTA HERE-NOW!!" She was looking around nervously as she spoke praying that Red wasn't around the nearest corner.
"Brad, what's going on?" Chelsea placed a hand softly on his shoulder but he still seemed focused on her best friend.
'Yuh-You're right Patty because I should be telling this stuff to Red anyway, sorry again." He was completely sincere in his conviction turning to leave as the youthful looking blonde's eyes widened realizing what he meant to do and what it would mean for her immediate health.
"BRAD WAIT!!" She quickly snagged his arm yanking on it until he moved with her into a vacant study hall. Chelsea was perplexed by the events unfolding in front of her following suite and discovering her friend cradling Brad's head between her hands.
"What are you going to tell Red?!!"
"Everything; just confess it all like you wanted Patty." She gave him a quick smack on the cheek.
"No, no, no you've got the wrong idea buddy; get that stupid shit out of your head."
"But I'm tired of playing the game and I just want it to be over now Patty; I want to do the right thing-be good now." He sounded like he was in a trance as Chelsea looked on concerned.
"Why is he acting like that Pat?"
"SHUT UP AND WATCH THE FUCKING DOOR!!" It was common knowledge that Patty was the alpha amongst the duo and Chelsea followed her orders with barely a thought.
"Look I need to go find Red and tell her the truth; she hates lies; we can go together so that she can see I'm cooperating Patty."
"You're not cooperating-YOU'RE FUCKING UP BIG TIME!!" She'd caught his gaze with her own bearing down on him with her big, expressive blue eyes.
"I am?"
"Yeah Brad because now is not the time; only I know when it's okay to tell-understand? You need to keep your mouth shut or something-REALLY BAD is going to happen." Patty began yanking on his arms trying to hold him in place.
"REALLY BAD?!!" His heartrate began to pick up while he trembled.
"PATTY LET HIM GO!!" Chelsea screamed jarring the traumatized football player further. Brad began to pull away but the athletic blonde would not be denied digging her nails into the tender flesh of his forearm.
"Mark my words asshole because if you screw up and start blabbing we're all gonna get FUCKED UP THE ASS!!"
"NOOOOO!!" The jock collapsed in a heap planting himself on the floor in an upright fetal position. He was openly weeping as Chelsea managed to get her smaller friend to release the shaken jock. The girls tussled for a few moments abruptly stopping when they realized what they were doing. There was no way Patty could have known the effect of her words beforehand but she was starting to put things in perspective. Both girls silently observed Brad Tucker taking stock of everything.
"Patty, something happened to this guy-something worse than the rumors going around. We didn't break this guy that night after the big game; something else really happened to him." Patty didn't respond still concerned about covering up their involvement with Brad before his psychotic girlfriend could find out.
"Brad; I'm sorry you're upset but if you tell Red it's only gonna cause you more pain-like before; like that night you won the game. You don't WANT that to HAPPEN AGAIN do you?" Patty tried to find a middle tone in an attempt to hide the threat from Chelsea in plain sight. She wanted more than anything to get her friend out of the room so that she could really lay into Brad.
"No, please."
"So we're cool right now but you don't want a REALLY BAD THING to happen; in fact, you REALLY don't want to hang with us either because that's fucked up too." She was leading him watching as he shook his head in time with her words.
"What are you doing to him; why are you talking to him like a child?" Chelsea wanted some answers as Patty glared back angrily making a chopping motion with one of her hands.
"It's okay Chelsea, Patty knows that I'm just a fucking dumbass. I need people to help me "stay on track" because I just always fuck it all up. Patty is real smart and that's why Red has her watching me all the time." The tall, curvy brunette couldn't believe her ears as her secret crush debased himself in front of them.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS HE TALKING ABOUT?!!"
"Chelsea didn't know about the secret; so you need to keep shutting up Brad unless you-unless you wanna get it up the ass again. That would be REALLY BAD right?" He nodded in agreement staring at the floor unwilling to look her in the eye until she cupped his chin mimicking the actions of his girlfriend; Red.
"That would be REALLY BAD right?"
"Y-Yeah?"
"Alright Brad, let's not have this fucking talk again; you feel like blabbing about anything just remember I KNOW all about IT so keep your trap shut."
"Yeah-Yes ma'am."
"Good boy; that's real good as a matter of fact I'll see you around so you don't get any stupid ass ideas unless you let me know first Brad."
"Sure Patty; anything you say cause I'm nothing but a fucking loser and you know what's best." Brad's eyes were glazed over and he seemed to be looking right through the thin, athletic blonde. There was no way Patty could know that he was seeing April superimposed over her figure.
"Get out of here...and clean yourself up!!" Brad Tucker, big muscular jock, star quarterback for the Maplewood High Football Team, scurried out of the room like a rat. There was a visible sweat stain on his back. Chelsea was nauseated at the scene that unfolded before her eyes and this was not lost on Patty who appeared embarrassed as well.
"What the hell is wrong with you?"
"Don't." Chelsea noticed that Patty was unable to look her in the face which added to the acidic atmosphere in the room.
"DON'T; FUCK ARE YOU DOING PATRICIA?!!" Chelsea snagged her smaller friend's arm and the girls tussled for a few moments.
"Look, I'm just looking out for the BOTH of US; he was getting ready to tell Red about that little afternoon we spent together and believe me Chel, you don't want NONE of that shit! I'm just making the hard choices so get off your fucking high horse and fall in line!!" Patty tried in vain to dislodge her friend's grasp.
"Fall in line; are you fucking HIGH BITCH?!! That some shit you learn from Melissa because we both know you're not gonna be happy until you become just like that slut; you wanna be popular so fucking bad, always chasing that shit and mark my words Patty, it's going to be the END of YOU!!"
"But Red..."
"FUCK RED!!"
"I was just looking out for both of us; we could get kicked off the squad and probably fucked up. We're girls and we look out for each other like we always have. Don't let some swinging dick get in the way of all we have. Brad don't matter; you need to let that go Chel." Her tone was desperate and her cute, childish face seemed as if it would break as she searched her friend's hazel eyes for any sign of support.
"What you did to him was wrong and that shit is gonna come back around to hit you in the face Pat; I don't know if I wanna be around when that happens."
"I-I was just trying to protect us."
"I ain't scared of Red; she can come get some anytime."
Chelsea meant what she said secretly being pretty good with her fists unknown to most. She'd been a tomboy in her youth until her curves started becoming more apparent. Only Patty knew of an incident where a number of guys were forcibly groping her wide butt only to have two of their number pummeled senseless scaring the rest off. Her uncle had tried his hand at professional boxing in his youth failing spectacularly but retaining enough acumen to teach his favorite niece the ropes. As she grew in stature the bottom heavy beauty had become decidedly girly seemingly leaving that rough side submerged in her consciousness.
"So, we cool or what?"
"Yeah; but you don't need to worry about me anymore." Before Patty could respond she'd already left the room slamming the door loudly behind herself. The study hall seemed quieter than usual as the bell rang in the distance. Patty fished out her phone tearfully checking her messages.
*********
It was her lunch period and she had less than thirty minutes to return to school but Leslie didn't really care all that much about maintaining her perfect grade point average anymore. She'd somehow managed to sneak away from Red and the rest of the cheerleaders for an impromptu hook-up and she chuckled thinking of the vapid, inane conversation most of those girls were having while she was on her way to get some satisfaction. She had plans to literally fuck the stuffing out of Red's father laughing at the thought of making him walk funny again. The sheriff complained that she was too wild in the sack and he was right. Leslie intended to make sure his balls were empty every time they met and today would be no different. If her calculus teacher had a problem with it, maybe she'd suck him off to square things. Everybody wanted a piece of her and she didn't care to fight it anymore. Nearly a third of the male population had shown up to deflower her because of Red and now Leslie was reveling in her newfound power.
"Aw he's so cute." She pulled up behind a roadside sign that law enforcement used to catch motorists speeding viewing the sheriff standing at the trunk of his patrol car looking every bit as nervous as the pimply faced underclassmen that regularly gawked at her. There was a bouquet of flowers on the top of his trunk. Sheriff Reed awkwardly purchased the flowers from a roadside vendor feeling anxious like he needed something to reciprocate unsaid feeling between them.
"We got time Leslie; before you have to go back to class?" He still tried to talk tough as she stepped out of the car holding the trophy she'd received from Coach Hamblen.
She didn't respond making the most of her looks capturing his attention above all else in the world until their lips met and parted in a torrid display. The moment she touched him set his collective synapses aflame electrifying every fiber in his being. Her tongue entered his mouth smoothly making a consistent state of erection almost painful as his living fantasy became flesh.
"What's this for?"
"Having an awesome dick." She always kept conversation minimal preferring to speak through her actions. She chuckled noticing that he flushed crimson and pushed the large trophy into his chest. Sheriff Reed could have cared less tossing it on the grass beside his patrol car so that his hands would be free.
"You have a dirty mouth young lady." She'd already undone the first few buttons on his shirt raking her nails across his barrel chest. Leslie was fast developing her erotic craft using her best friend's father as a test subject. He shuddered as she lightly tickled his adam's apple with the tip of her tongue. The flat side of her right hand was rubbing his burgeoning bulge that was his crotch as his hands found themselves full of her thick, heart shaped ass. She was a girl with a ridiculous traffic stopping figure that he couldn't get enough of. She moaned into his mouth reacting to his rough mitt-like hands before undoing more buttons to take a nipple into her mouth. Sheriff Reed could feel the precum staining his slacks as she cupped his package sucking as hard as she could on the matching nipple.
"Where'd you learn this stuff?" He was flustered and entranced by the brunette beauty as she finished unbuttoning his shirt before kissing with a feral passion. Leslie reached down pulling up her jean skirt up revealing an extremely small pair of bikini panties that matched her skin in color. His trembling hands were cupping her pneumatic breasts trying to find her nipples. Leslie's hazel eyes took stock of all of his reactions noticing that he seemed to behave like a nervous teen than the terror most of Maplewood knew as their sheriff. She grabbed his wrists pulling his sweaty palms back to her exposed cheeks.



"Fuh-Fuck." He whispered to no one in particular as her fingers released his tumescence to the outside world. Neither one of them cared that only a large billboard hid the tryst from view of anyone driving down the interstate.
He continued groping and squeezing her juicy butt for all he was worth trembling from the machinations of her pistoning fist. His cock was slick with precum and sticky to the touch nearly on the verge of exploding.
"Yeah?" Leslie moaned the question into his mouth jerking him harder and harder.
"Oh shit; that-feels..." His breath was ragged as he involuntarily twitched under her touch. She could feel his heartbeat becoming erratic as he began to go into the throes of an impending orgasm.
"Yeah daddy; you gonna bust a nut for me?" Her voice was husky as her fist became a blur on his cock. He was struggling just to last savoring every second of the erotic stimulation finally admitting defeat nodding vigorously.
"AAAWWWWWW SHIT!!" Leslie dropped down on her haunches taking his entire length in one fluid motion as he came in torrents. She worked him hard cupping and pumping his balls jerking his shaft with the other hand as he filled her mouth with jizz. Her fingers slid around to his backside as she pushed forward until her nose was nearly resting in his pubes. The labored shrill scream that erupted from his mouth was distinctly primal as his toes curled in his patented leather steel toe boots. Sheriff Reed was obliged to force her beautiful face away from his tortured cock just to catch his breath. He looked down weakly to find her staring up at him with her mouth agape. There was a thick trail of semen on the flat of her exposed tongue which she swallowed for his enjoyment. Leslie wasn't finished turning her attention to his balls teasing them with her flicking tongue.
"Uh, fuck you're good; you got something about you that I...?" He was at a loss for words.
"Daddy?" Sheriff Reed had cautioned her against calling him by what seemed to be an incestuous moniker. It reminded him of the staggering age difference between them but he just didn't give a shit at this point.
"Yeah Leslie?"
"Would you eat my pussy for me please?" She batted her long lashes for effect.
*********
"So how are things going coach?" Coach Hamblen had decided to take an early day nearly jumping out of his skin when he found Red waiting near his car.
"Out of my way Red, I have a family emergency!" Leslie had unnerved him and he just wanted to put some distance between himself and the school. He was worried that his involvement with Leslie would come to light marking him for life. He had too much to lose and didn't know how he would explain things to his family. The coach had retraced all of the actions that led him to that boy's locker room over and over again with no easy answers in sight. He done the math and there was no way he could keep Leslie bribed without his wife finding out. He shuddered at the memory of her dead eyes staring a hole through him across his desk. Strangely enough he'd been sporting some serious wood the entire time.
"You're running away from me motherfucker and that's a really stupid idea coach." She stood in his path with no intention of moving.
"I said that I have a family emergency."
"I'm calling bullshit on your fucking family emergency pussy; like running home with your "tail" between your legs." He stood a full head taller than her built solid head to toe but she had him dead to rights.
"Look; I took care of it alright."
"How's that; enlighten me?" Red reached out tracing her fingers across his barrel chest.
"I gave her twenty-five large; she took the money."
"You really are as stupid as you look; asshole you just dug yourself a big fucking hole my friend. Did you know she's a fucking trust fund baby?"
"What?"
"Her mom's a high priced lawyer for some corporation and her dad left her money that kicks in after high school."
"But she drives a beat up piece of shit car?"
"Yeah, her mom said it would give her some character if she experienced a little adversity so that's why the cunt ended up here with that shit car. So you done fucked up Coach dumbass and now you're thinking that you gone throw my ass under the bus right?"
"Get out of my way." He shoved her to the side roughly before quickly unlocking his door.
"Don't walk away from me; we're not done here!!" Red walked up to the driver side door trying the handle and finding it locked. He looked shocked as she began yanking on the doorknob while he started his engine.
"WE'RE NOT FINISHED!!" Coach Hamblen steeled himself hitting the gas and pulling out of the parking lot.
"You're done." Red glared at the car speeding away. *********
Her shapely legs were hooked over his broad shoulders dangling from the knees down as she supported the rest of her weight by placing her palms flat on the trunk of the patrol car. He was beat-red from the pressure applied to each side of his head by her silken thighs. His large hands were cupping both of her cheeks lifting her rounded bottom into his face. Sheriff Reed was happily servicing his daughter's best friend licking, nibbling and sucking on her peach with wild abandon. Her thin fingers ran through his reddish hair in brief intervals while she cooed her support. Leslie was wearing his cowboy hat on her head as a sign of dominance. Sheriff Reed never knew that his subordinates found his choice of headwear particularly humorous. He was putting everything he had into pleasuring her wanting nothing more than to return the countless orgasms she'd wrung from his body since they'd started a clandestine taboo affair. Her flesh colored thong had been placed around his neck by the appreciative brunette. Three fingers were plunging repeatedly in her snatch and Leslie was close.
"OOOHHH Daddy; I'm SOOOOOO CLOSE!!" He couldn't respond because his face was wedged tightly against her cunt. She humped his face as hard as she liked knowing he wouldn't complain.
"UNNNNGGHH CUMMMING DADDY; CUMMING SO FUUCKING HARD!!" She exploded all over his face with her wetness. Her hand frantically worked her clit as she arched her back against the trunk of the patrol car.
Sheriff Reed could wait no longer shoving all of himself inside her frantically in need of his own climax. Leslie gasped at the violent intrusion rolling with it by locking her arms around his neck. Red was truly descended from strong stock as her father proved lifting her aloft and repeatedly ramming her voluptuous body on his member. Her large exposed breasts obscured his face as his fingers dug deep into the pliant, yet sturdy flesh of her bottom. He was nearly euphoric at the recent turn of events. This eighteen-year-old bombshell was a revelation, a veritable fountain of youth that was changing everything around him. He knew that he wouldn't give her up for anything or anyone. He kept replaying their initial meeting in his mind watching Leslie sitting on the wooden fence that bordered his property in an endless loop. Every minute detail of her magnificent body on display for his scrutiny.
There was something definitely wrong with the teen and Sheriff Reed had every intention of earnestly helping the troubled girl but "best wishes" were no match for the unbridled lust he'd ceaselessly experienced since hooking up with Leslie. Sheriff Reed found himself fantasizing about what he'd "do with her" given enough time. Leslie had her arms locked around his neck as she suckled and fellated his earlobe. The weird sensation of her tongue twirling around in his ear was too much prompting him to set her butt on the trunk wish boning her shapely legs. Her exposed pneumatic breasts bounced on her chest as the lust drunk man pounded her with everything he had.
"DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!!" Leslie screamed taking everything he could give and begging for more. His hands left her calves traveling up to her impossibly tiny waist for more force. His pronounced reddened ball sack actually slapped against the trunk. Sheriff Reed had realized that he'd climbed partially on the trunk even as she violently shoved her tongue in his mouth.
"DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! I-IFUCKING WANT IT DADDY!!" He was close but felt like he could keep going forever as her lips locked on his neck for an enticing suction. Leslie was adding to the hickey collection she'd started.
"BUH-BUH-BAAAABY UHHHHH FUH-FUCK!!" She was forcing the normally stone faced, stoic sheriff to speak out almost against his will.
"GIVE IT TO ME DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! FUCK MY TEEN PUSSY!! MAKE ME YOURS DADDY!!" Nothing made him feel more ashamed and dirty than his daughter's best friend referring to him in parental tones while they were fucking. He nearly lost it the first time Leslie taunted him almost resorting to violence. It wasn't her saying it so much as it served as a reminder of darker days when he'd sought the affections of a prostitute out of sheer desperation. His daughter had discovered his shame and scolded him into abandoning the financial arrangement with a chunky barmaid. He ended up "fixing" a number of parking tickets and forking out a grand to keep things quiet. Sheriff Reed considered that moment a personal defeat and dark moment in a series of dark moments that he preferred remained secret. Leslie was a different kind of beast altogether caring little about his preferences other than making him cum repeatedly until he was exhausted.
"GIVE ME WHAT I WANT!! GIVE MEN WHAT I NEED!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!!" Her large breasts were almost a blur on her chest; her magnificent body was glistening with sweat from their coupling. His chest was on fire as his thighs tightened up and his breath grew ragged.
"Les-Leslie...FAAAAWKKKKK I'M GONNA GOOOOO!!" He was trembling uncontrollably and his strength waned. Leslie locked her legs in the small of his back encouraging him and tightened her thighs on his sides.
"LESSSSS-LEEEEEEE!!" He exploded inside her in three powerful bursts as drool poured from his dried lips onto her flush red chest. He yanked his reddened cock out finishing up on her abdomen and inner thighs. The sheriff kept working his member until it was flaccid in his fist as a familiar shame permeated his being. He looked up finding himself under her whimsical scrutiny noticing a smirk on her lips and his hat on her head.
"You good?" She surveyed the mess he'd made between her legs and her glazed abs in a manner that somehow made him feel anxious.
"You're on the pill right?"
"You're so romantic Sheriff." He leaned against the car trying to gain his bearings as his head swam while his knees buckled. Without a second word Leslie walked to her vehicle reaching inside for some wipes that were on her dashboard. He watched intently as she cleaned up best she could before tossing the soiled napkins onto the grass and jumping behind the wheel.
"Hey I didn't mean that." He called after her earning a knowing wink. Leslie blew him a kiss before driving off blasting some loud music.
Her panties were still hanging from his neck.
*********
Pete was nervous because he was putting everything on faith that it would work out. He'd been raised in a strict religious home where any sort of sexual expression or activity was heavily frowned on and as a result he was socially awkward to the ninth degree. He told himself that he could overcome expectations with his personality. He used old "women" tricks cropping photos of himself to excise his less than perfect body. Pete had outright lied using altered photos of a male model's on his profile. He was desperate for some sort of companionship after distancing himself from the only friends he'd ever known out of fear. He was a little hurt that no one seemed to care that he wasn't coming around anymore.
"Pete-uh; Peter Cramden?" He nearly squeaked with excitement as she appeared in front of him in a tight black peasant top that did almost nothing to hide her huge breasts. They'd been talking for little under a month when she'd surprised him with a selfie revealing her "secret shame". Most of the pics on her profile where shots of wildlife and other nature pics. She had alluded to being sort of unattractive and freakish relenting under his pressure to elaborate on her "condition" and being shocked at what he received in a private message. The simple photo of her massive cleavage had him shocked and horny but not stupid. Instead of telling her what he actually thought of the single pic, Pete used words of encouragement without actually talking about the elephant in the room and it had worked like a charm. She'd set up a meet and greet at a diner just outside of Maplewood. It was a little out of the way but he couldn't pass up the chance at her massive knockers.
"Wendy-Wendy Lane?" She smiled nodding as she took a seat in the other side of the booth saying nothing about the inconsistencies in the pics he'd sent her. Pete was wearing a thick, wool sweater to hide his pudgy body and too tight skinny jeans with his favorite purple sketchers.
"Uhm; you look great." He found himself mumbling despite rehearsing the conversation in the mirror hours earlier.
Wendy Lane was beautiful with long brown hair and expressive blue eyes that were hidden behind large butterfly shades. He found her face decidedly child-like was made up almost professionally was topped off with a grey beret. She appeared to be a little more "full figured" than he preferred but her chest kept him interested as he noted the tightness of her jean capris.
"So, I measure up?"
"UHM; I-I UH WASN'T LOOKING AT YOU!" He stammered worrying that something about him had given away his intentions.
"You gonna make me cry Pete?" She batted her eyelashes flirting with him.
"Sorry."
"I hope not Pete, then what's the point of us meeting up like this if you aren't gonna look at these?" She folded her arms under her breasts making her cleavage surge in her top. There were laces at the top that actually started to come undone giving him an idea of what she was hiding.
"You're different than I thought you'd be Wendy; you said you were a born again Christian and you wear a promise ring."
"Yeah, I'm right there with you Pete and I want to apologize for all of this." She motioned towards her jiggly cleavage looking a little crestfallen making him regret his words. He panicked worrying that he may have run her off before he'd even had a chance to get at her boobs.
"You don't have to apologize; I think you're real pretty and all."
"But I think it's appropriate because I got you to come here under false pretense; truth of the matter is that I'm having a crisis of faith Pete. Sometimes I feel like there's nobody up there watching out for us. I just thought that maybe you'd understand."
"I do understand Wendy."
"But you're such a good Christian man and all; you'd never take advantage of a confused girl who was looking to seduce you into her boudoir. I should be ashamed of myself for thinking that I could use my body to make you sin with me; I'll be going now." She began shifting her weight towards the end of the seat when he covered her hand with his own.
"Please don't go, yuh-you're obviously troubled and I think you should talk about it Wendy. I-I think it was meant for us to meet so that we could help each other." Pete didn't realize that he was already sweating profusely.
"How can we help each other Pete?" He coughed realizing what he'd said taking a large drink of water from a tumbler on the table.
"I mean that I can "help you" with whatever is bothering you." The chubby brunette didn't look all that convinced at his explanation.
"Well I don't know if it's something you'd want to share with another person."
"You just have to learn to trust Wendy; I want you to just let it go. Get it out of your system so you can heal." He found himself using words and phrases that a friend of his used to bed a number or women.
"I'm hungry; can we eat something first Pete?" She looked out the window at the Trailways bus stop across the highway from the remote diner. Pete took the opportunity to check out her boobs noticing that they looked like they would burst from her top at any point. He knew that one way or another he was going to get at her breasts.
"Order anything you want; I got to hit the head."
"You're coming back aren't you?!!" She sounded worried and her child-like features tugged at his heartstrings.
"Don't worry Wendy, I'm just taking a piss."
"Too much information." The chubby girl was already looking through the menu. Pete was ecstatic shuffling off to the bathroom bumping into a few patrons along the way. He could barely contain himself as he entered the last stall. Once inside the pudgy miscreant fumbled around in his pockets before producing a napkin full of tablets that were supposed to help a guy "get some" along with a few cheap 99 cent store condoms. His former friend Robert Lane had given him the drug explaining that it made things simpler for a boy and girl to get together. Pete could hardly wait until she was lying in his room with her pants around her ankles. His mother would be at work all day and it was a two-hour drive for her to get home. Six hours should be enough to fulfill a long held fantasy of his since he'd seen some adult movies left behind by his absent father.
"I thought we should go to my place." There were several takeout bags on the tabletop.
"Uhm; I got video games at my house."
"I got these." The chubby brunette pushed her cleavage together with the palms of her hands causing the laces at the top of her peasant blouse to come undone forcing her cleavage up into her neck in an obscene display.
"Okay."
"Pay the bill idiot." The busty girl gathered up an overly large handbag she'd been carrying walking quickly to the exit. Pete was more than a little put off due to the fact that she'd used up most of his allowance on her order and left him to carry out the bags. The dumpy looking guy checked the napkin in his pocket more than once making plans to drug his date as soon as they were alone. He found her waiting at his car expectantly immediately noticing that her massive breasts still bulged obscenely from her top.
"Fuck me." Pete muttered under his breath.
He barely noticed the change in her demeanor as she took his keys before directing him into the passenger seat of his own car. Pete found himself mesmerized by her every action registering little outside the car window until he found himself in the parking lot of a rundown motel somewhere off the freeway.
"Get my food Pete." She pocketed the keys exiting the car as he noted the slightly harsh tone in her voice. He followed the forced sway of her chunky bottom impossibly squeezed into skin tight jean capris. This girl Wendy seemed to sense his eyes roaming over her body turning and snapping her fingers at him with a sense of urgency.
He recalled the instant message in his inbox commenting on his "cuteness" along with subsequent messages leading to that aforementioned selfie revealing the fact that she was blessed with a pair of the biggest tits he'd ever seen in his life. Pete fapped to that pic regularly getting so hot and bothered he'd printed out the photo and taped it to a pillow for some late night humping action. That pillow was sullied and soiled until it was mercifully tossed out by his disgusted mother one afternoon. She'd decided against talking to her son about it because he honestly creeped her out.
"Pete come on!!" His internet hookup was calling to him from the darkened doorway of her motel room. Something was making him apprehensive about the whole situation as he noticed one other vehicle in the parking lot, a rust covered El Camino. The rental office window was darkened with one way blackened glass that gave no clue who was behind it.



"WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR PEEEEETE!!" She seemed somewhat desperate but he couldn't shake the strange feeling seeping into his conscious. Pete moved in slow motion gathering the bags of food from the backseat of his Oldsmobile.
"PEETEY!!" She taunted flashing her huge breasts repeatedly giving him enough courage to close the distance between them. Her behavior was decidedly more sexual than he expected as his eyes shot to the miniscule brassiere barely covering her nipples. It almost looked like some sort of hammock struggling to contain her bounty. One of the bags ripped as he bolted towards Wendy who'd already disappeared into the darkness of the open doorway. There was a trail of fries leading from his car into the room.
-DARKNESS-
There was something heavy on his chest almost crushing his sternum. His arms were secured above his head on the bed post. His vision slowly cleared revealing her smiling face looking down at him with quiet glee. She was still wearing that cute little beret on her head as strands of her long brown hair hung down framing her round face. He realized in short that his chest was on fire because all of her considerable weight was resting on it. His eyes and nose still stung with the aroma of the chloroform used to take him down.
Wendy was still fully clothed as he noticed her eating a cobb salad she'd ordered along with a multitude of other items haphazardly scattered around his body. The remnants of two large burgers were within view along with other bags from local takeout. The room was lit solely with battery powered lanterns illuminating the disheveled state of the hotel room. There was tagging and strange drawings on the walls.
"Whu-What's going on?" He was barely able to speak from her deadweight on his chest. The girl suddenly reached up removing her beret taking her faux brown mane with it. She tossed the wig on top of his chest shaking out her wet looking blonde locks. Her actual true hair color coupled with the dark eye liner and bright red lipstick added a sinister edge to her look. For some reason the crazed blonde discarded her top giving him a good look at her breasts which spilled out of the small by comparison D-Cup brassiere. She hooked her fingers along the shoulder straps running them downward until her tits spilled out in a spectacular display. She gave him a moment to take it all in before resuming consumption of her cobb salad.
"You are my victim Pete but that's not important right now; don't you have something you want to get off your chest?"
"What?" Pete was dumbfounded at the sudden turn of events. She took time to set the container of food aside showing him a picture of Red on her phone. He struggled against his bonds finding that his hands couldn't move with two sets of cuffs attached. His terror escalated realizing he was pants-less with both legs secured on either side of the small bed.
"Come on, you know her asshole."
*********
He was there sitting in the bleachers staring out onto the field again like he was expecting something to happen. Chelsea was anxious about approaching him out of fear of setting him off again. It was probably better just to leave him alone but she wanted to make things right. She'd been left genuinely disgusted watching Patty mentally abuse him to the point of wetting himself. Chelsea nearly throttled her friend before running off to find the object of her unrequited love. She remembered the afternoon when his supposed girlfriend Red had floated the idea of "pranking" Brad Tucker after the big game where he'd proved his mettle and became the town hero. She'd been dying to get her hands on him finding opportunity in the boy's locker room when things got out of control. Most of the girls involved had balked at stripping down to the buff but silently followed suite as Red and Leslie stripped. Chelsea told herself she'd been raised better and resolved to walk away until Patty had chided her into joining the group.
"It's just a joke Chel; it'll be funny you'll see." The lithe, athletic blonde made everything sound so plausible as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Red had already cleared out the rest of the football team so she found herself in the buff as well.
The tall somewhat statuesque brunette endured more than her share of glares and comments about her rounded hips and pronounced butt that were a genetic gift from her distant latin heritage. Some of the mean spirited jabs at her physique almost made the self-conscious teen run from the boy's locker room but Patty held fast begging not to be abandoned.
She'd shuddered at her first look at his sculpted nude figure which exceeded her expectations. Many of her peers seemed to feel the same way as the situation became surreal with several girls actually going too far with the supposed "joke" as Brad ended up receiving several blowjobs and other sexual favors short of actually doing the deed. Red had been deadly adamant that no one but her would actually fuck Brad Tucker making him even more attractive to some of the women involved. Chelsea found herself caught up in the carnival atmosphere fellating her long time crush in front of an audience willing to follow in her footsteps. She'd received a charge when Brad lost his composure begging to climax on her large backside. Many of the other teens present commented on the large amount of semen that coated most of her right cheek. Afterwards in the privacy of her bedroom, the curvy bottom heavy beauty examined her rear in a full body mirror that was a present from her grandmother.
The women of Chelsea's family were a mixture of Nordic and Spanish stock which resulted in her powerful yet feminine look. Her afterschool activities included volleyball, softball along with her cheerleading duties which left her with thick shapely legs and a pronounced hip to waist ratio. She'd hated her big butt until he'd begged for the opportunity to blow his load all over it. Chelsea found herself fantasizing about the handsome jock wondering what it would be like one on one but Patty and ultimately Red put a dent in her dreams. Patty was abrasive and overbearing more and more these days boldly asking Red if she was done with Brad Tucker in the head cheerleader's home no less. Both girls ended up being chased from the home after being threatened with gun play by their redheaded leader. Patty was angry at being shunned from what she believed was some sort of inner circle while she considered Brad a lost cause.
Weeks later fate reared its ugly head when the girls were assigned a punishment by Red for the incident at her home. Both of the cheerleaders were "volunteered" for trash pickup at the stadium stumbling across a slumming Brad Tucker. Somehow they'd coerced him into Patty's family cabin for an afternoon of unadulterated teen debauchery. Patty nearly spoiled the entire affair with a tantrum of epic proportions upset at being rejected by the star athlete. Despite themselves all three ended up an entanglement of limbs with Brad proving himself well capable of taking care of both women's needs. Something seemed off about the damaged jock but Patty succeeded in running him off before she could find out what it was. Watching her friend take advantage of him left Chelsea with a rock in the pit of her stomach. Patty was unaware of how much she wanted him too herself and she hated herself for playing along initially.
"Penny for your thoughts Brad?" She'd made a small white flag out of a tissue and a pen waving it while cautiously approaching him. He looked like he wanted to run so she stopped several feet away holding both of her hands up in front of body.
"Wait, I'm not going to stay; I wanted to apologize for Patty's shit. I know you don't want any company and I respect that Brad; I'm really sorry about what happened back there."
"It's alright Chelsea, you don't have to apologize to a dumbass idiot like me; I'll listen to Patty I promise ma'am."
"I'm not with Patty; you don't have to be afraid of me."
"Of course not ma'am, anything you say and I'll listen to Patty I promise ma'am." She recognized the familiar tone of fear emanating from his strained voice.
"Well...okay I'm going to go now, got class."
"CHELSEA!!" He suddenly stood up rigidly scaring her a little bit.
"Yeah?"
"Tell Red that I'm cooperating and I'm following Patty's orders ma'am."
"Uhm, sure." He forced a smile that made her heart sink eliciting a lingering painful reality that slapped her in the face. She stared back at him for a few moments before walking off. He'd never stopped smiling.
*********
The gigantic mech and its disembodied pilot were frozen on the large flat screen in mid jump with a massive explosion behind them. The mission had been completed along with a few others adding to the linger malaise that had become Humbert Jenkins life. He'd finished the homework farmed out to him while he recovered from surgery. His mother would bring him two or three brand new video games a week overcompensating for his recent troubles. He sifted through the stack looking for a new challenge as an alarm rang on his cell reminding him to take his medicine. He noticed several missing calls from his mother and quickly texted her back otherwise she'd show up worried about his safety.
His father was hitting the bottle a bit too much and sleeping on the sofa courtesy of Mrs. Jenkins. He'd barely spoken to his only son since he returned home from the hospital even taking his meals away from the dining room table. This lack of interaction left him cold and bitter that his dad almost idolized him when he believed that Humbert was some sort of stud banging the hottest girl in school. During those days, he'd loiter around his son's room chiding him for playing video games and trying to get him outside to toss around a football. The few times Humbert relented had proved comical with him inventing new ways to fumble the incoming rock that made his father face palm.
"What?" Humbert was alerted by something small and hard hitting his window.
Another tiny object hit his window as he apprehensively approached the closed window pulling the curtain back to look down from the second floor. There were two pennies on the sill outside his bedroom window. His heart skipped a beat as Leslie looked up at him from the street in front of his house. Her beautiful face was a mess of unrestrained emotion, her fists clasped over her heaving bosom. Her mouth was agape and her face wet with tears at the sight of him. It was the first time she was seeing him since his accident. Humbert felt his face crashing and his breath coming in short, hard bursts while his heart pounded in his chest. He didn't know what would happen next as her hands covered the lower portion of her face. She looked like she was hyperventilating before collecting herself and pointing at his mailbox. He looked down at the mailbox for an instant allowing her to run back to the driver's side of her car. Leslie gingerly raised a hand meekly waving before jumping into her car and speeding off. He crashed to his knees looking at his own hardwood floor as a bit of spittle drooled from his mouth.
Hours later Humbert Jenkins was surprised to find twenty-five hundred dollars' cash stuffed inside a crumpled envelope in his mailbox.
TO BE CONTINUED...
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Fifteen years ago, I happened to find myself at one of those uncomfortable pseudo liberal parties in the hills of Hollywood where people usually went to get not-so-quietly drunk, abuse prescription meds and talk about endless unfiltered politics. I was there but for the good graces of my clique, a ragtag group of pirate Nixon's if I ever saw one. It was a view into a world I had little use for but could not pull away from. I had somehow come to take up the "token Black guy" position in this group and the cost of my vicarious entertainment at this party was the endless sermonizing and apologizing for slavery. The righteous indignation at the audacity of blacks for wanting reparations for said slavery. As usual I just smiled and nodded at these displays of inept buffoonery and social awkwardness that emanated from "Not Knowing". Hell, I even admit culpability by my very presence. Anyway, you're reading this for a juicy sex story, so let's get on with it. The host of the party "Bill" had unknown to me, promised to hook up one of these "Arty Farty" types with a big black guy. Never mind that I was of medium height and build, my bespectacled demeanor far from the Mandingo she was probably looking for.
Yep, there's a saying in Hollywood ... "They either wanna fuck you or they wanna FUCK YOU" (Think about it.). This was unknown to me at the time, my plight as it were; Leslie had starred in a couple of C movie pics, was blond, frighteningly thin and had one of those fucked up page boy, Ellen De Generes haircuts. I spent the evening alighting from one social group to the next, most of the guests talking about local indie music and bands. A lot of them were talking about the latest Wienerdog video [local performance artist]. Leslie spent her evening spot chasing me from clique to clique. You just got to love Los Angeles social politics. Go to a party to a party just to hang out with the friends you came with and if you're lucky, you snowball into someone else's group of friends. I always tried to tell myself that this wasn't me, that I was so much better than the social climbers around me.
I was wrong.
Leslie was becoming increasingly frustrated to the point of heated distraction and had decided to lay it all on the line most bluntly.
"What's a girl got to do to get a little cock out of you?!!" I was unwilling to answer, perhaps due to the initial shock factor or perhaps that my answer would have elevated the threat level to red.
"Do you want some white pussy or not bra?"
"Uhm-I guess not." At this point Leslie "accidentally spilt her drink on my windbreaker and stormed off. Leaving me relieved and very, very wet. I fought my way through the crowd only to find the restroom full of people having that "Scarface moment" with a pile of coke. Recreational drugs are only recreational if you can take the shit and avoid fucking with the clean people in the room. People usually take that shit and start getting pissed at the square which was usually me. Anyway, I found my way to Bill's personal restroom which was off limits to everybody but Bill. Fuck him, he had placed me in the fire with that dried-up twat any way. I would quietly enjoy using his meticulously monogrammed towels and gleefully pissing all over his oak toilet seat [Bill sat down to piss, because he didn't want to damage the material.]. Those towels were fucking sweet and repressed twit that he is ... Bill even had fiber optics running through the towel rack that heated the material.
After cleaning my windbreaker to the best of my ability, I turned to find a woman seated on the toilet quietly pissing and nonchalantly staring at me. I'd seen her in clique number seven that some of my people knew, but I hadn't caught her name.
"Hey, how's it going? Were you sitting there the whole time?"
"Yup."
"Not saying anything, cool with it?"
"Yeah, so I'm not having a cow or nothing' besides, I saw that old chick dump her drink on you, totally fucked up".
"Excuse me, but you are using the bathroom, aren't you?"
She flushed.
"I was." I was still reeling from the fact that she was sitting there as she stood pulling her flowered granny panties up over surprisingly voluptuous thighs. She smiled and said her name was Diana. She was wearing what looked to be a catholic school girl's uniform, knee high socks and all. She looked like a white girl, but her voice branded her something else entirely. Kind of sounded a little street but not in the fucked-up show "bizzness" way you usually find at these parties.
"Aren't you gonna use the john?" I didn't answer.
"Oh- Okay." She turned her back to me.
"You might wanna step outside Diana."
"Fuck no, I was here first. Besides, what do you think I'm gonna do anyway?"
"It's just that uhm, screw it." I took that nagging piss. Forgot to piss on Bill's seat though. Diana explained that she had been squatting in the bathroom to get away from a particularly annoying roommate who was trying to get into her pants. I told her my story. We talked and talked about everything. Leslie was from South LA and was half Russian and half Latina. She always downplayed her mixed heritage because people made a big deal out of it and constantly questioned her.
I told her I was just black using the N-Word. Diana laughed, I was relieved because usually people got upset when I said the N word in Un-African American company. It's okay to think it, but you just can't say it.
"Wanna kick it?" Diana blinked her heavily shaded eyes and tapped me on the shoulder.
"Huh?"
"You wanna go with me and vibe; just hang in a car talking shit." I nodded and followed Diana out into the party. She had tied a sweater around her waist, but it did little to conceal her curvy bottom. I was nervous and a little anxious. Unfamiliar territory for me these days. We ended up chilling in somebody's Honda Civic listening to the local college stations. She'd recently graduated from the Art Institute to bounce around from one freelance art direction job to the next. She managed to make pretty good money but found it annoying working for other people. I didn't want to share which seemed to be no problem for my companion who liked talking about herself. Diana shared her continual annoyance regarding her ethnicity admitting that her Russian mother had always pressured her daughter to solely acknowledge a single heritage while her black father could care less. Her mother worked two jobs to keep her in private school while her father balked at the idea of "passing" just to get ahead.
"When it was all said and done, people at those snooty schools still asked me "what I was" daily. I stopped lying at sixteen and stopped talking to classmates altogether a year later. Honestly I was relieved when everyone started saying I was a stuck-up bitch."
"I feel you."
"You feeling me?" Diana's gaze trailed off towards a thick bit of wooded foliage just outside her window.
"Yeah, I'm there." It was honest. It was as real as I liked to get with unfamiliar people. The way she spoke reminded me of the inherent disconnect I felt daily at work and abroad. Even though I'd been living in the city of angels for a little under five years, I still struggled to make any sort of connection with another human being.
She leaned in pressing her lips against mine pushing her tongue inside as her palm caressed my cheek. I responded in kind caressing her offending appendage with my own leaning in her direction cupping a breast through her clothing. Diana's hand dropped down into my lap outlining my tumescence. I fumbled with a few of the buttons on her blouse losing one or two in the process while she deftly slid my zipper down. We continued making out as she stroked my cock methodically. She was wearing a sheer nylon bra that let nothing to the imagination. I could only see one breast having gave up on getting at her tits to enjoy the impromptu handjob I was receiving.
Her slow measured cadence was pleasurable putting pressure on my shaft as the head of my cock played a game of hide and seek.
"Feel good?" I nodded secretly wishing I could drop my pants to my knees to give her better access to Diana better access to everything I had to offer. She leaned forward as much as she could drooling a stream of saliva on the thick head of my member before ramping up her actions; her right hand a blur. I was on the verge of exploding all over her hand when she abruptly stopped.
"Relax, you're gonna cum soon enough so don't be a child." Diana sounded condescending but I wasn't going to allow righteous indignation to stop me from getting a piece. The available space in the backseat was limited enough but Diana managed to wedge her torso between the front seats. Her plaid covered backside obstructed my field of vision letting nothing else distract me as I nervously cupped the outsides of her thighs pushing inward. This had the added effect of creating a deep crease in the center of her rounded bottom.
"Come on now, I'm giving you permission to do what you want; surely you can do better than that." That condescending tone drifted in stinging me a little making me feel as if I was supposed to consider myself lucky to get some. There was something inside beating in my chest and stirring up something primal.
"Yes ma'am." I muttered under my breath.
I flipped the back of her skirt up finding myself looking at a big pale butt that was bigger than I expected. Diana covered her huge ass with a pair of fullback black panties adorned with a pattern of tiny broken hearts. Her cheeks bubbled up out of the bottoms of the silky material. My hand descended in a broad loud slap to her rear making her expectantly groan in pleasure. I slapped her right cheek several times before ending it with an exceptionally hard strike on her left side that made her butt jiggle.
"What else you got?" She whimsically demanded sounding nonplused.
I yanked up on the material wedging her panties into her crack with all my might while she bounced her butt in my face. Two fingers from my left hand pushed into her curving upward touched a bumpy ridge inside, massaging it. Diana gasped and buckled under her own weight. My tongue traced a path from the crease at the back of her thick thigh across most of the reddened expanse of her right cheek. She shivered a little and gasped when I circled her backdoor before pushing my finger inside.
"Fuck yeah; do that nasty shit." Diana moaned her approval as I pushed against her prostate and G-Spot at the same time. I couldn't see her face but her voice sounded labored and gurgled with some occasional gasps of pleasure. She carefully bounced on my hands while her pungent smell filled the car. My cock was hard as diamond and coated with precum crying out for attention.
"Fuck me." The entitled princess finally ordered shivering and dripping profusely from her most private of places.
Her thick, ponderous cheeks were a chore to part but my cock hit home dead center sinking wetly into her snatch up to the hilt.
"Don't move, let me get used to it." Diana leaned back resting her full weight on my lap revealing that she was heavier than I thought. She reached down grabbing both of my hands raising them to her exposed breasts. A solid handful, her tits were just enough to fill my eager palms. I kneaded and squeezed them rolling her erect nipples between my fingers.
"Can you feel it?"
"What?" I was puzzled.
"Stop moving for a moment." It took a few seconds before I realized that her cunt was steadily pulsing and retracting on my cock. I thought it was probably involuntary but Diana was responsible giving me an exquisite internal massage.
"That feels incredible."
"You like that; feel good?" She glanced back smiling at my flustered expression.
"Yeah."
"Good because it cost me a lot of money to learn this shit." I was in the throes of her undeniable skill; Diana was using her cunt to work me with only the slightest movement of her hips. Her pace was so slow and methodical that I was completely entranced by it allowing my head to roll back on the seat. I reached around her tapered waist to find her snatch shaved clean with prominent lips. Her thighs were soft and a little muscular barely yielding to my fingers. My two middle fingers teased and pinched her clit eliciting a reaction as she clamped her thighs around my wrist.
"You've got really good hands." I didn't respond opting to simply nip at her ear tasting the last vestiges of her hairspray. It was bitter on my tongue but I would not be denied taking her lobe between my teeth pearl earring and all. This seemed to be her trigger as her thick butt wedged into my groin burying my cock deeper than it had been before. Diana began roughly twerking her hips back and forth taking me for a ride and causing the entire car to rock. Trying to get control of the situation was out of the question so I yanked her skirt up her back rewarding myself with an unobstructed view of her wide butt as it stood in relation to her waist. She leaned forward between the front seats giving me a brief opportunity to push my cock up into her before crashing back into me like a freight train.
"Gonna cum." I warned, thighs tightened up beyond the point of no return.
"Fuck man; blow your load already!!" She admonished me caring little that I was inside.
"But-?!!" I pushed up on her butt while she worked it back down completely sheathing me in her swirling snatch.
"BUST THAT NUT; CUM ALL UP IN MY HALF BREED PUSSY MOTHERFUCKER!!" Her harsh words triggered a spasming, powerful orgasm forcing me to cry out in an embarrassing yelp of pain and pleasure. Diana continued rocking her hips back and forth milking every last drop before leaning back exhausted with little care that I was under her. I could still feel her tensing up around my depleted member. We were both gassed from the experience breathing hard while "Life in Mono" drifted throughout the car from the radio. I wondered if it had been playing the whole time we were dogging one another.
"Excuse me." She leaned forward disengaging us and earning a bonus squirt of semen that soiled those fucking broken hearts that decorated her underwear. She seemed lingered for moments allowing me to push my cock between her bun for a brief assjob before she settled next to me checking her watch. Things were decidedly awkward as she touched up her makeup and hair silently. I sat there watching dumbfounded with my semi-erect cock draped across my leg. My orgasm had been epic and there was a small pool of cum in my lap. Diana dabbed some makeup on around her eyes. I noticed some slight wrinkles there which took nothing away from her allure.
"Good looking out."
She offered her fist for me to bump and I robotically completed the action as she bounded out of the car at a quick pace. It was obvious she didn't want me to follow. I ended up cleaning myself off to the best of my ability with some leaves from a nearby tree. The path leading back up to my friend's house was a long narrow one bordered on one side by a wooded slope leading down into the Hollywood area with an overly large fenced in section on the other side. A breeze caressed the base of my skull while crickets chirped from the shadows. I made my way quietly back into the house reintegrating with my clique. Later, I was introduced to some guy named Steve.
... and his girlfriend Diana.
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I was intent on spending the holiday alone with my PlayStation 4 and some fellow online shut-ins but my roommate Dillon was having none of it insisting that I tag along to dinner with him and girlfriend Amelia. I'd been dumped by my girlfriend Jessie. She'd delivered the coup de 'grace by telling me that she was in love with Barry. When I think back on it all I really wasn't that surprised considering Barry Ellsworth was the non-stop subject of most of our post-work conversation. Jessie bonded with Barry during the many after work excursions at the local gym. She chided me for never supporting her weight loss. Jessie had the surgery after her company insurance came online following her ninety-day training period at the job. I'd always told her that I loved her just the way she was but that wasn't entirely true.
In reality I'd preferred my former girlfriend in her original form as a somewhat frumpy looking brunette with an exaggerated pronounced pear-shape. Since the days of my early teens I'd nursed a mostly hidden fetish for thick, pear shaped women probably due to my first time being with a friend of my older sisters. Her name was Renee and she was this large, boisterous light-skinned black chick with a positively gigantic ass. Renee and I had a friendly, jokey association peppered with plenty of horse play and frank talk. She'd shown up at my house one Sunday afternoon right after my eighteenth birthday looking for my sister who was out with friends. Unknown to Renee was the fact that she was on the "outs" with her circle who'd purposely left her behind attending a college party. Renee was the kind of woman that kept her true feelings close to the chest. Upon realizing what had happened she asked for one of my dad's beers from the fridge. Feeling responsible for my sister's bad behavior, I'd struck up a conversation with the large woman about her humongous butt spilling off the kitchen chair that degenerated into an impromptu wrestling match. We were both nude in under ten minutes. It was a real weird situation for me made all the stranger by the fact that she had three years on me and was quote-unquote...a fat chick.
Renee had drunkenly collapsed in the hallway leading to the front room door after making slobbering good-byes that led to awkward deep kissing. I found myself looking at her gigantic ass which was big as my torso and twice as wide barely hidden away under some surprisingly loose fitting khaki pants with an elastic band at her wide waist. I couldn't help myself as trembling hands drew the beige pants down to the bottom of her ass cheeks finding a pair of extra-large panties adorned with multi-colored hearts. Renee giggled and burped as her massive butt was slapped and fondled. Just one of her butt cheeks required two hands to knead and grope. I ended up drawing her underwear deep into her crack exposing her wide expanse dropping my pants at her suggestion. Renee Simpson got fucked hard for over forty-five minutes on the floor of that hallway. Something about the wild jiggle of her huge butt stirred a wild side deep inside me as I repeatedly shot multiple ropes of cum all over her gigantic, quivering ass. I was crazed mounting her prone form humping myself to another round of toe curling climaxes until the large woman managed to buck me off. I'll never forget how her jellied backside bounced around as she pulled her pants up. She didn't realize that there was a very large wet stain on her ass concerned only with escaping my lustful advances.
Later when my normal senses returned I was worried that I'd gone too far. I was worried that maybe the cops would be coming after me. My older sister didn't help matters any reuniting with Renee who seemed to always be around my home. Renee had a wise, weathered kind of beauty that grew on you over time and I must admit jerking it to her during a lot of lonely nights. She always kind of gave me a knowing wink whenever she was around driving me nuts. Things finally came to a head when I found myself cornered in her garage after delivering a box of her belongings due to another flare up with my sister. I found out that she was only pissed a t the mess I'd made of her pants which put her in dire straits with her overly religious mother. She also chided me for not taking advantage of her other body parts namely an equally huge pair of tits I'd missed out on while pounded the snot out of her mountainous ass. Renee underlined her statement by yanking up the dashiki-like shirt covering her pendulous breasts giving me instant raging wood. I found it kind of funny that she found a strapless bra to wear at her size.
Looking back on it, Renee's tits were probably a little too pendulous but tell that to a newly minted eighteen-year old with a jackknife cock. She moaned a little bit too loud when I nibbled her prominent nipples licking the circumference of her saucer like areolas. I managed to push both of her sagging tits into my mouth sucking for all I was worth until Renee lost control returning the favor with a scintillating, sloppy blowjob. My sister's friend was a nasty bit of business taking two blasts of thick gooey cum to the face before wrapping her tits around my cock and wringing out even more cum. Renee even joked that she had worn my "little virgin ass out" flaming my desire and laughing as her knee length shorts were snatched to her thick ankles. She stopped playing as I fingered her dripping cunt with inexperienced but spirited fingers while she bent over the trunk of her parked car. I got down on my knees trying in vain to spread her giant tan cheeks doing my best to lick her snatch. It was a lost cause because of the girth of her trunk-like thighs so I was obliged to shove my cock inside.
It was like I hadn't missed a beat as Renee accommodated my frenzied thrusts be spreading her legs further than I thought capable for someone of her size. The sensation of pounding her deeper than I had before overtook my good sense causing me to yank off the rest of her clothing until she was completely nude bouncing on the end of my cock. Can't lie I liked what I saw in front of me considering Renee a vision of Rubenesque beauty dying to be ravaged. Renee had become uncharacteristically passive allowing me to take everything while lying on her back. Her huge, thick cellulite covered legs locked around the small of my back while I savaged her tits to my heart's content. We both managed to cum simultaneously as I stupidly emptied by balls inside her snapping cunt. Even though she was a large pear shaped woman, Renee could work her hips like nobody else. We worked together until I mounted her body allowing her to roughly jerk my cock until I came all over her bulging belly in a messy display of unbridled lust.
"You don't think I'm gross?"
"Fuck no; you're beautiful Renee."
We shared our only true romantic kiss at that moment realizing that we could hear some giggling coming from the other end of the garage. Some punks were peeking through the barred doors having viewed the entire tryst between Renee and myself. We scrambled going our separate ways only to talk on the phone a few times before Renee revealed that she'd joined the marines. She was gone in little under a week never to be seen again. There were rumors that she lost her life during the first gulf war but years later I found that she was living happily married in a suburb near Baltimore. I had to contend with the other "rumors" regarding my hookup with Renee. My sister angrily confronted me asking if it was true but I denied everything.
I don't think my sister believed me but she never brought it up again.
Months later circumstances would confirm my nascent proclivities during a house party thrown by an associate of a friend. Her name was Tasia Simpson, a visiting cousin of this girl known to be something of a troublemaker. Steven the host of the party did his best to oust the Tasia and her entourage to little effect finally giving up leaving them to their own devices. She immediately popped up on my radar or rather her defining attribute. Her skin was almost indigo dark but her beauty was apparent in her shiny countenance. I was hesitant to make a move because of the proximity of many frolicking children in attendance coming off as antisocial and sullen by default. The party of course continued around me as I took in her enticing curves wrapped in a denim dress that hugged her thick body. My luck picked up later when Tasia literally landed in my lap after some spirited horseplay with her much larger cousin. Her meaty, squarish backside literally knocked the wind out of me spilling my Heineken everywhere.
Tasia immediately made amends apologizing profusely before replacing my beer giving me an inspiring look at the back of her muscular thighs. Her dress had ridden up during the scuffle giving me added incentive to go for broke. There was this zipper at the back of her dress that had been undone revealing the bottom of her meaty cheeks. She obliged me with the pleasure of zipping her up silently daring me to go further. Mixed company gave me pause along with her thuggish looking associates. I was surprised when she planted her substantial rear in my lap for most of the evening making bland conversation. My hand had somehow found its way onto her right ass cheek but Tasia never faltered speaking of her recent enrollment in a nursing program and some as yet unseen boyfriend. I ignored her relationship talk as my fingers kneaded her special place underneath. He party continued onward oblivious to the covert petting occurring in front of everyone. She proved she was game pushing her ass into my crotch and wriggling. We engaged in this stilted dry hump for an hour finally being disturbed by her cousin Cynthia a thin, bucktoothed nightmare of cock-block proficiency.
Cynthia wasted no time annoying everyone in the vicinity with her shrill harpy's voice and disdain for personal space. She even tried to dislodge Tasia from my lap several times before I got irritated enough to hit the bathroom. Cynthia was definitely what you would call a "Hater" waging an endless campaign against my libido and seemingly succeeding. I'd entered the bathroom pissed with the intent of blowing off some steam in a mini-tantrum when Tasia pushed into the bathroom lips first. We made out like beasts my hands pinching her thick cheeks maniacally. She turned her back to me allowing me to finally unzip that jean dress finding out that she was indeed a very bad girl. The nineteen-year old was nude underneath drawing my attention to her large elongated thick cheeks. Unfortunately, Cynthia came knocking hard at the bathroom door drawing my ire. Surprisingly Tasia let her into the rectangular bathroom against my wishes explaining that the cousins did everything together. In short order, I found myself stuffing the skinny bucktooth sister with a mouthful of cock while making out with Tasia.
The cock block specialist had some oral skill throating me continually before getting so hot and bothered that she stripped down to the buff almost killing my erection. Luckily Tasia followed suite losing her dress completely to reveal a powerful pear shaped body completely devoid of breasts. She demurely covered her flat chest with it pencil thick nipples until I cupped the back of her head kissing her deeply while Cynthia went down on me again. Tasia had this short bob-style haircut that seemed to work with her soft dark features while her homely cousin had the mother of all weaves. The ugly girl was sucking me like she was getting paid and rubbing her sex. My hand dug deep into the under cuff of her ass finding her flesh unyielding and tough with a hint of suppleness. Cynthia began making noise about getting fucked first because she'd gone down on me. She seemed to be the brains of the operation speaking like some street hawker until I shoved myself into her from behind making her gasp loudly. Her small rounded ass was not to my liking making my cock look obscene protruding from her cheeks. Both of my thumbs touched easily as I pumped her tight cunt annoyed at the hoop I was being made to jump through. Tasia helped me out by turning her ass in my direction making her cheeks clap. Cynthia was sporting a D-Cup that offset her thin boyish frame.
It was like fucking a blender as the homely girl twisted and twerked her rail thin body against me until she finally came narrating the entire tryst with her annoying voice. I half-tossed her aside with the intent of getting my reward for the charity act when Tasia placed her hand roughly against my chest.
"Whoa pump the breaks John Wayne; you fucked my cousin and now you want to fuck me too?"
"You told me to Tasia."
"No, I said we do everything together but you fucked her first." I looked over at a nude, grinning Cynthia before looking back at Tasia shrugging her shoulders with a smirk.
"Night ladies." I was not going to acknowledge the bullshit I'd just experienced silently determined to find someone before the night was over.
There were a few rounds of applause from some bystanders waiting for the restroom as I exited. I lost myself in the party for the next twenty minutes. I noticed Cynthia, Tasia and some of their friends pointing at me and laughing. I raised my cup in a mock toast before pouring it into a planter. At about two in the morning I found myself the odd man out as my friends made out with two girls they'd picked up at the party. We'd escorted them home on foot while I hung back pissed about Tasia's con game to get her mongoloid cousin laid. It was like I was invisible watching my friends at second base while I sat there with a rock-hard boner. Moments later I was sitting on the porch of the house inadvertently listening to the phone conversation of one girl's sister. I was tired nearly dozing off when the short, chubby sister nudged be back to consciousness with her foot.
"Don't you think you should be getting home sweetie?"
"My friends drove." I offered simply as the chunky sister scratched her jerry curled mane. She had thick horn-rimmed glasses and a rounded head with plain features. She spoke with a woman's voice that betrayed her age. She took a few steps back opening the screen door and looking into the house.
"OOOHHH looks like you might be here until morning cutie, better come with me." I took her hand and blankly followed her into the house stepping over my friends who were busy screwing their dates in the muted darkness of the living room.
I followed her down a long dark corridor to her room adjacent to the back door. I found it a little strange because she didn't have a conventional door. A large vertical shutter served as her door squeaking and scraping the floor when it was opened to allow me entrance. The room inside was very narrow allowing only a dresser and bed while I noticed a closet. I stumbled and sat on the bed facing the girl.
"My name's Lucy Anne; you lonely?" I nodded prompting her to open her housecoat revealing her nude body underneath. She had some tits about the size of grapefruits resting on top of her belly and chunky frame. Suffice it to say Lucy Anne got the hell screwed out of her that night every which way before I skipped out just before dawn.
Incidentally I did see Tasia sometime down the road months later while having a bite at a local Burger King. She walked up awkwardly striking a conversation before hitting me up for my number.
She was six months pregnant.
I would like to say that I spurned her advances but I'm only human. We ended up back at her parent's home and she ended up bent over her bed taking some serious back shots. Her ass remained firm and was now wider than it had originally been. I came inside her used snatch several times before waxing her indigo blackened ass. The desperate girl even cleaned me up if you know what I mean. I dropped her some phony digits before breaking out finally completing that sensual circuit left unfulfilled some time ago. Somebody told me she had a little girl and was now living in the south with her grandparents.
There had been other girls between that time and my last girlfriend Jessie, initially discovered working the counter at a diner. My parents had finagled a summer job for me across the street doing temp work and the diner became a haunt of mine along with a local comic book shop. I'm a creature of habit being partial to the steak dinner that was probably the best in the city along with unlimited drink refills. Jessie worked the counter exclusively with the blessing of the owner Sal for good reason. We were friendly enough at the beginning before bonding over a few mutual comics. We became fast friends and it never occurred to me that she rarely left the counter until one fateful afternoon.
The diner had become a hub of activity due to a construction site two blocks over that left Sal with more customers than he could handle. Two of the waitresses had called off for various reasons forcing Jessie out of her comfort zone. I remember sitting at the end of the counter engrossed in a vintage issue of Vampirella when something clumsily bumped into me with enough force to jar one of my arms ripping the magazine. My anger only lasted a moment as I realized that Jessie was the culprit. Moreover, Jessie's hips were the culprit as I got my first full body look at the demure waitress.
"Sorry." It sounded more like an apology for her appearance than ripping my magazine because from the waist up Jessie was a normal albeit frumpy looking brunette. Just below her waist her hips sloped out in severe extremes that made the waitress resemble a living photoshopped individual. Unknown to me at the time Jessie was afflicted with an extreme genetic disorder that caused her lower half to balloon outward giving her an exaggerated pear shape starting at age fourteen. Growing up had been hard on her with most people treating her like some sort of freak. By the time we'd met, Jessie was a withdrawn shut-in afraid to look me in the eye.
I admit being taken back by her physical appearance and her subsequent treatment by some of the construction workers didn't help. Jessie endured a cacophony of jeers and hard slaps to her huge rear before I stepped in along with her boss Sal. She subsequently called off for the next two weeks before returning to work under threat of losing her job. It took even longer for her to start talking to me having to work herself into feeling comfortable again. The ice was broken over conversation about my aforementioned rare issue of Vampirella and the influence of Jose Gonzalez on the medium. Somehow I managed to finagle a date with her to a screening of Elysium. An admitted otaku, Jessie was bawling by the time Matt Damon sacrificed his life for a sick kid. We found ourselves at a Baskin & Robbins afterward when Jessie asked me a surprising question.
"My sister said I probably shouldn't go out with you because you just want my body."
"Why because I'm black?"
"No, she said I shouldn't go out with you because I have a huge butt."
"...and because I'm black." Jessie looked uncomfortable and probably thought I was playing the race card.
"Well, she said something about black guys being into big butts and all."
"What are you trying to ask me Jessie?"
"You like me don't you; like REALLY like ME, right?" I could feel her twisting in the wind waiting on baited breath for my answer not realizing just how offended I was.
"Your sister's right; I want your body." Her blue eyes went wide for a few seconds proceeding the open-handed slap to my cheek before she got up to storm off.
"Hey Jessie; did I know anything about your body when you were hiding behind that counter at work? What did we talk about most of the time? Food for thought baby." I turned back to my strawberry malted searching sites on my phone as she stormed out in a huff.



A week later I felt bad about how things turned out deciding to send her an Edible Arrangement with a note of apology. I'd already made up my mind that I wouldn't dine at Jessie's place of employment any more. There was a new temp at the office who had my eye; this curvy redhead with a playful nature. She was just good enough to take my mind off Jessie and I wasn't looking for anything serious. We'd shared a few lunches together only having friction when my new redheaded friend wanted to eat at the diner. We had a slight dust up in front of the diner before settling on a Panda Express the next block over. Jessie visited me at work two days later with a homemade apology basket of her very own. The outrageously curvy brunette did some finagling of her own getting me to join her at the same movie theatre we'd had our first date for a screening of Escape from New York & Savage Streets.
"I wasn't sure I should go out with you tonight Jessie."
"Why?"
"Somebody said you were doing it out of guilt." Actually, it was my redheaded friend who angrily revealed a hidden boyfriend after I purposely cooled down on our budding connection.
"No, I just want your body."
An hour later we checked into a Hampton's Inn nervously holding hands ignoring the shocked and bothered looks we were attracting from some of the attending guests. She was embarrassed at having to walk into our hotel room at an angle but I egged her on with light kisses to the nape of her neck. I followed her in pressed against her massive derriere arms wrapped around her narrow torso. Jessie was already breathing hard while we were walking to the room with things ramping up once we were alone. She was a surprisingly good kisser knowing just how to use her tongue in tandem with her lips to heighten my arousal. I was hesitant to touch her in places I was dying to experience.
"Undress me." Her voice faltered a bit but I took the window of opportunity slowly undoing the buttons on her sweater until her blouse was revealed. I stripped her from the waist up hesitating at her brassiere which she obliged me by removing herself. The sense of discovery about one another created a heightened reality in that narrow room as her pert breasts with their inverted nipples were revealed. Jessie cupped her hands demurely over her chest looking up at me for approval and receiving a deep soulful kiss.
"What about the rest?" We looked down at the ankle length billowy skirt covering her lower body denoting her secret shame.
"Get on the bed and lay on your stomach."
I was painfully hard by this time and Jessie didn't help slowly crawling on the bed revealing a bouncing, jiggling motion emanating under her frock as she moved. I wanted to see all her massiveness at the same time. Even laying on her belly did nothing to diminish the shelf that appeared to rise nearly two feet off the bed's surface. I kicked off my shoes straddling Jessie's back facing her feet. I grabbed the center of the skirt at the base of her spine slowly and deliberately drawing it up her legs towards me. I was surprised to find a pair of well-developed calves from the knees down to her smallish feet. From the knees, upward, her thighs were as massive as they looked with some visible cellulite but nothing too extreme beyond the size. I palmed one of her thighs making Jessie giggle nervously before I continued. The bottom of her cheeks came into view eliciting a moan of visual pleasure from me as I drank in the rest of her secret bounty.
That ass...what can I say about it other than it was perfection.
Jessie was indeed "HUGE" just below the waistline in what amounted to an incredibly disproportionate set of creamy buttocks that took up almost half of the bed. The slight fleshy tone of her soft skin was offset by the stark cut tan lines made by her underwear. Her silky plain undergarment had been drawn up into the too deep gluteal cleft leaving everything exposed. I pushed her cheeks together bouncing them watching the muted ripples for my own lewd enjoyment. My fingers disappeared up to the knuckle when dug into the undershelf where her thighs met her cheeks. Jessie for her part let me enjoy myself as much as I wanted. She was beyond wet in the heated moist confines between her thighs which caused my hand to awkwardly slide between her legs accidentally touching her backdoor. Her snatch was tighter than I'd ever known making it difficult to even slide a finger inside. Carefully as humanly possible I began to finger her snatch slowly managing to loosen her up a bit for my waiting tongue. Jessie trembled moving involuntarily when I began kissing and licking her snatch. I was simply enchanted with her gigantic backside licking, kissing and nibbling on each cheek.
"I-I'm going to cum if you keep doing that." Two slimy fingers were slowly pumping into her extremely tight snatch. I wanted her to get off in dramatic fashion as her Rubenesque body continued shivering and vibrating so much that I could hear her teeth chattering.
"It's-I-It's happening!" Jessie sounded like she was crying as the orgasm took hold of her body. I sped up my finger movements working her through the entire cycle until she was begging me to stop. Her blue eyes went wide as I prompted her to lay on her back before going back to work on her cunt sucking and slurping her quickly into another thigh quaking climax. I'd spread her labia tickling the inner walls and paying extra attention to her clit when she managed to speak.
"Make love to me." The innocence in her voice sent shockwaves to my already hard cock making it quiver and leak precum. I stood at the end of the bed stripping off my clothing while she watched rubbing her sex in anticipation. Her eyes widened as my tumescence came into view worrying me because of the apprehensive expression on her face. I resolved to put her at ease licking my way up to her snatch tracing an invisible line over her sloping belly up between her breasts and throat to her lips. We made out sensually while my glans was pressed at her opening. She was so wet between the legs that my crotch was slippery with her juices. Her hips began to shake and hump upward signaling her readiness prompting me to gently push against her slit. The heat was incredible on the tip of my cock as it parted her thick, meaty cunt.
"Wait!!-Uhm, you're my first." I stopped peering into Jessie's eyes knowing the truth.
"Are you sure about this Jessie; you want me to be your first?"
"Yeah; make love to me. Make me a woman; your woman." I almost teared up burying my tongue in her mouth wrestling with her own. At the height of our deep, soulful kiss I took her maiden head stifling her pained gasp with my thick lips covering her thin ones. Her legs quivered and shook as I gave her two soft strokes barely able to get a third of myself inside. Tears were running from the corners of her eyes as some of my own hit her cheek.
"Are you okay; want to stop?"
"I'll be okay; don't stop. I'm all yours baby." She cupped my cheeks sinking her tongue into my mouth as I worked more and more of my girth inside. Jessie did her best to accommodate me working her hips up into my pelvis as much as she could before begging off.
"I just need a minute." I backed off as she rolled to her side off the bed which was no easy feat considering her massive hips and butt. My eyes followed her pigeon-toed walk to the bathroom half worried that our romantic evening might be over. The bed sheets were drenched with blood from my activities worrying me even more that perhaps I'd hurt Jessie. The shower and sink were running while I busied myself pulling the sheets and tossing them to the floor on the far side of the bed. I pulled the other bedding and comforter back into place as the bathroom door opened revealing Jessie wrapped in a towel. Her hips were so wide that the towel covered her narrow torso exclusively.
"I want you to take me like this." Jessie straddled one corner of the bed resting her tummy on the bed while her massive ass was nearly level with my pecks. The second round went a bit more smoothly as I finally managed to get everything inside allowing her thick cheeks to close around me. I let my cock rest inside doing my best to get used to her tense, snapping confines.
"Fuck me." I quickly began pounding her like a madman lasting just under twenty minutes before my tightening thighs prompted me to pull out. Wild gusts of cum exploded from my cock glazing her huge butt primarily her right cheek. My cock remained hard as diamond taking both of us on a lustful journey through the night climaxing again deep in her gluteal crevice just after three in the morning. We'd fucked on the edge of the bed, standing with her palms flat on the wall and doggie styled on the carpeted floor before finding our way back under the sheets. Jessie curled into a fetal position pushing her butt against me silently asking for more as we simultaneously passed out from exhaustion. Two hours later I was on top of her giving her everything with the threat of being snapped in two by her huge muscular legs which were locked in the small of my back. Her thin neck and adequate breasts were a mess of hickeys. We were unable to keep our hands off one another having sex three more times amongst other activities. Jessie proved adept at using her fist jerking me off until I was nearly raw and even then, I needed more. The date ended at four in the afternoon with me rubbing one out between her voluminous ass cheeks before we managed to check out.
"I guess this means you like me huh?" She nudged me with her elbow as I paid the bill.
"I fucking love you." I noticed a strange look on her face after I said that which piqued my curiosity. I pushed it out of my mind for the rest of the day as I caught up with my life.
Jessie managed to keep it together for the rest of the day finally calling me in the wee hours of the night a nervous wreck.
"Yeah?"
"I don't want to be some slut that you call up for a booty call; I want to be treated like a REAL PERSON with feelings and stuff!! What we had was beautiful and everything but I don't want to be just a BIG ASS for you to use like a toilet. I-I care about you so much but I don't want to get played and used as a fucking SEX TOY!!" Her rant disintegrated into a blubbering, incomprehensible mess of sobbing and weird hiccupping sounds. I took a moment to digest everything I'd heard.
"Jessie."
"What?"
"I'm going to call Uber to pick you up; pack some pajamas and an overnight bag." I could hear her breathing heavily into the phone.
"You want me to come over so we can fuck?"
"Jessie, I want you to pack some pajamas and an overnight bag. I'm gonna call Uber right now so be ready alright?"
"..." I could hear her moving about in her apartment and it seemed that she was pacing about trying to make up her mind.
"JESSIE!"
"Oh-okay, I'm getting my bag right now." I was mad but realized the reason for her anxiety and my responsibility to quell her fears.
I'd dozed off again while watching some anime when Jessie came knocking at my door about three in the morning. I sat on my couch listening to her knock a few more times before I answered my door. Jessie was on the other side off my door wrapped in a large beige raincoat designed to hide her outrageous proportions. I took her bag without a word placing it in my bedroom. I returned to find her still standing in the same place in front of my door waiting. I folded my arms across my chest as she undid the sash holding the coat to her cinched in waist. Jessie was wearing a beige baby doll nighty under the rain coat that nearly made me jump her. Her exaggerated pear shape caused the silky material to ride up on her hips a bit. A matching pair of sheer fullback panties covered her clean-shaven sex.
"Do you like it?" Jessie's anxiety was palpable and I noticed that she couldn't look me in the eye.
"Yeah, but I think it needs a little something extra."
"Like what?"
I went into the bathroom retrieving a flannel robe that I used sometimes when I lounged around my place in my underwear. She was shocked when I wrapped the robe around her figure covering her body up. I sat on my couch in front of my flat screen patting the seat next to me. Jessie hesitantly sat down beside me waiting for an explanation.
"I've been watching this anime called "The World God only Knows"; are you familiar with it Jessie?"
"What's going on?"
"Television, you are familiar with the invention, aren't you?"
"Of course I am dummy; what about "US"-I mean aren't we "DOING IT"?" I pointed the remote at the television starting the program.
"Would you like a drink or something?" Jessie sat there wide eyed, mouth agape prompting me to take a quick detour into my kitchen to set up a snack tray. I loaded it with various chips, crackers, cheeses, some left over Ms. Field's cookies and an assortment of bottled drinks.
"What's going on with you; I-I mean you don't have to prove anything to me." She was sitting on the edge of the couch cushion running her fingers through her raven hued locks. I noticed the hastily applied makeup on her face almost chuckling at her pedestrian effort.
I handed her a drink with a wry smile and we watched several episodes before passing out on the couch. All throughout the shows Jess kept looking over perhaps expecting me to make a move or something but I remained noncommittal. She was lying on the couch with her head at a weird angle and I picked her up cradling her large curvy body in my arms. Jessie was heavier than she looked and her attire wasn't helping matters either. The epic curve of her massive butt grazed the tip of my erect cock several times before I managed to lay her on my bed. Jessie mumbled something once her body rested on the mattress turning on her side causing the nightie to ride up giving me a "full moon" as it were. Even laying sideways on her hip left her large butt rising proudly in the air. I don't know how long I was standing there before common sense prevailed with me taking the couch as my temporary bed.
It was the weekend and I slept like a rock with visions of Jessie's huge rump bouncing and twerking in my face until a geyser of money and my bodily fluids washed out the entire dream. I was awakened from my fugue state by a curious sensation.
Jessie was blowing me.
She was kneeling facing my feet as I was treated to a generous view of her huge lightly jiggling butt. I could feel one of her hands palming the underside of my sack while the other slowly stroked my shaft until it reached steel hardness. I moaned running fingers over the damp crotch of the sheer beige panties stuck between her massive cheeks. I palmed one pale cheek admiring its buoyancy. Jessie's head kept bobbing over my cock while all ten of her fingers brought me to nirvana. She began sucking as hard at she could the moment the first drop of jizz hit her tongue. Jessie wouldn't relent taking me over the edge with a virtuoso performance that forced a labored gasp from me. Three of my fingers were pumping her drenched honeypot. She humped back against my fingers experiencing a muted climax of her own before regarding me with a lazy smile.
"Good Morning."
My living room was a mess of discarded items from the snack tray of the previous night along with some DVD'S and other assorted ends from my upturned coffee table. We rutted like wild animals in heat enjoying one another's bodies to our heart's content. Jessie was out to make sure that I got my fair share of her gigantic ass and anything else I wanted. We worked together finding some symbiotic, unsaid acceptance of each other with our mashing body parts. She didn't wince or get upset when her brunette locks were gathered in my fist while she was rode face first into the couch cushions. Jessie managed to bump her ass up into me from a prone position on the carpet. The sight of her lying face down bouncing and twerking her enormous butt was more than I could take. Jessie coaxed so much cum out of me that I was sure I was sterile.
"Sorry for what I said yesterday; I was an asshole." Her apology was simple and to the point. She probably would have said more if I hadn't started making love to her all over. My satisfied grin lasted a week.
It seems like yesterday never getting old in my mind that we had an extraordinary amount of sex in those early days before we bit the bullet moving in together. I was truly smitten and in puppy love with Jessie but somewhere in the back of my mind, I wondered if it was truly love or just a fetish. I felt inward guilt at not being sure which and I think Jessie sensed it on some level.
"I've been feeling something lately." She said one rainy day while we were having dinner.
"What is it Jess?"
"You've been kind of distant and its scaring me; are you seeing someone else?"
"No."
"Then what is it; why am I feeling this way?"
"I don't deny it's my fault Jessie; I'm just reluctant to speak about it because you will get upset." She stopped eating looking up from her bowl of clam chowder.
"Is it something I did?"
"No, it's something I have to work out for myself."
"You're fucking around; just admit it." She stood poised to run from the room waiting for me to confirm her suspicions.
"Remember when you said that you didn't want to be some SEX TOY? Remember that night you called me crying and ranting about that shit? Well I was just fucking worried that maybe just maybe you might be right because I can't reconcile how much I love you with my undying lust for your beautiful body. I think you're fucking perfect in every way imaginable and I love you...but I must admit that I want to make love to you all the time. No; I wanna fuck your brains out every time I see you Jess. It's this blatant honesty that's eating me up on the inside so now you can run out of here crying!!" The thought of possibly losing her had triggered some sort of psychotic break manifesting itself in a rambling monologue.
"You love me?"
"Yeah."
Jessie quietly left the room leaving me to my thoughts. I wondered if she was packing her things to leave me getting more anxious by the minute until I was compelled to action. I didn't know what I was going to say to her but I had to stop her from leaving my life. My heart was thumping a mile a minute even though I'd never admit it. Even as I half ran towards the bedroom I still was unsure if a fetish motivated my actions. Instead of a packing distraught girl, I found Jessie lying nude on our bed in a prone position. She looked asleep but I wasn't buying it as a bottle of baby oil was placed close to her curvy body.
Standing there at the end of the bed gave you this appreciation of the waring halves of her figure. Her figure was completely normal until you reached her extraordinarily wide hips. They didn't slope outward so much as jut out horizontally matched with her thick thighs. Her calves were decidedly muscular looking with barely there ankles and insignificant feet. Jesse was continually anxious about her shape going to great lengths to hide it from the public under layers of clothing so this was a new experience for me. The low light from a bedside table lent a golden hue to her figure that was visually tantalizing. I sheepishly stripped before palming the bottle of oil spraying in liberally across her back focusing almost exclusively on her huge butt. It felt like every fiber of my being was electrically charged with the energy collecting at the head of my pulsing member. I straddled her legs at the calves leaning forward in a pushup position running my hands towards her shoulders. I love the way her meaty cheeks jiggled in their own distinctly ponderous manner when my hands slid over them. There was no way I could resist making them clap together for a few moments.
My fingers dug into her synched in waist rubbing and caressing her ribs and lower back. Jesse shivered a bit as I traveled up her body feeling the sides of her soft, adequate breasts. My body followed right up her center until my member got caught in the deep cleft of her butt. It felt too good to relinquish so I left it snuggled there while my palms covered her tits feeling her nipples go erect in a ticklish sensation. Soon both of us were covered in baby oil as our lips merged soulfully. Jessie moan and gasped into my mouth as my cock sawed the valley between her cheeks. She had learned much in a short time working her waist and hips bringing me to the brink. Jessie managed to reach back spreading her mounds while I humped into her causing the head of my cock to partially pierce her backdoor.



"It's all right; do it." She gasped her consent silently throwing me for a loop.
Both of our hearts were thumping loud in our chests as I cover her prone figure with my own. I nearly finished as my entire length wedged in her warmth. My sack rested against her under cuff where her thighs met her butt adding to the sensation. Slowly precisely I began to gain entrance reveling in the tightness and heat of her forbidden area. Exercising a delicate degree of care still resulted in some labored yelps of pain from Jessie that gave me pause.
"Come on, finish it." She struggled with her consent sobbing prompting me begin pulling out. Jessie quickly bounced her pelvis taking me whole and intentionally tightening up. For the rest of that rainy afternoon we worked together finding a rhythm that worked. I managed to climax in short order filling her backside with an epic amount of my semen. We cuddled and spooned against one another after that listening to the sound of the raindrops hitting the bedroom window.
"I love you too." Jessie whispered into my ear right before sleep claimed me.
After that episode in our lives, Jessie was more open and sexual in private and public heaping generous amounts of PDA on me whenever we went out. She started to bundle up her figure less finding happy mediums in fashion for larger women that consisted of extra-large baby doll tops over jean capris and flip flops. Jessie never forgot to cover her butt with and varied assortment of oversized flannel shirts and jackets. I'd never tell her that it did nothing to hide her butt, actually drawing attention to it because of the not so subtle bounce and sway whenever she moved. Jessie surprised me by relating a story of bullying during her freshman year of high school when being accosted by some offended classmates in the girl's locker room during gym class.
Jessie's parents perhaps foreseeing the dangers of allowing their young overdeveloped daughter to enter public school had pooled their resources to send her to an all-girls academy. It made perfect sense that she would be safe in a single gender school. Jessie's body was noticed by some girls from the volleyball team who promptly relieved her of her skirt in dramatic fashion. She endured torturous hazing by the girls that included being stripped from the waist down and tossed out onto the gym floor in front of her peers. It had proved devastating to her fragile psyche as some of the bullies started even referring to her using the N-word. Jessie was often told to go to school in the ghetto with the blacks because of her lower body and tossed around in the halls. She kept it from her parents long enough before finishing up her senior year home schooled. When I met her, Jessie was taking some online college courses. I hadn't really given it much thought until I was told that story one night after we were together.
That story probably should have stuck in my head one summer afternoon when I found myself at a crowded summer festival in the park. I'd taken the day off work while Jessie completed a half day at her waitressing job. We were going to enjoy a nice summer date at the park before heading home for a week of love making. Both of us timed our vacations perfectly to coincide with one another for maximum enjoyment. The morning of the festival Jessie had gone to work in a sundress I'd picked up for her off the net. I'd bought the cream-colored number because I thought it would look nice on her around the house. Jessie was more than comfortable with me and took to wearing a lot of skimpier clothing for my enjoyment. Imagine my surprise when she bid me farewell that morning in what had to be an incredible stepping stone in becoming comfortable with her body. Hours later I'd already set up our spot under a tree facing a stage where some musical acts were about to occur. The park had filled quickly to capacity with droves of visitors obscuring my vision of the adjacent street where Jessie would most likely arrive.
There were all manner of jumpers, rides and playground areas set up for kids. There was even a petting zoo adjacent to some basketball and tennis courts. A version of Deee-Lite's "Bittersweet Loving" filled the air adding to the festivities. I sprawled out on the blanket stretching and enjoying the atmosphere checking my phone for messages. The night before Jessie had put on an inspired sexual performance that left me addled in a happy slumber. I'm not ashamed to admit jerking it after she flashed her fullback panties at me before bouncing out the front door with a girlish giggle. Unknown to Jessie I'd purchased a ring to make things official between us. I'd stared at the sparkling diamond that was the center piece of its flower petal design repeatedly growing more impatient by the moment. There was nothing more that I wanted to see than Jessie's face when I popped that small box open.
"HEY MAN YOU SEE THAT SHIT?!!"
"WHAT-THE-FAAAWK MAN; THAT'S AH MOTHERFUCKING ASS SON!!"
I was jolted out of my internal revelry by the budding conversation between two teens walking by and a growing amount of noise and chaos at my back. Horrified already suspecting the cause of the commotion I turned to find a huge mob of pedestrians congealing in a pulsating corona near the edge of the park. Even more people were running towards the source of the disturbance some bumping into me as I was carried along with the crowd.
At the center of the ruckus my worst nightmare was confirmed as I found Jessie on her hands and knees, her dress a tattered mess. Many police officers had already surrounded her night sticks at the ready doing their best to keep the surging crowd at bay. I was clipped more than a few times trying to fight my way through the mob to my girlfriend. Her face had been dirtied on one side caked with dirt from an awkward fall and her underwear was exposed. She was clutching what was left of her dress to her breasts wild eyed and crying. I was screaming her name finally making some progress by crawling below some of the scuffling people. There was a sea of camera phones recording the proceedings as I jumped up in front of a female officer who promptly gave me a taste of her nightstick on my forearm. The pain was excruciating and the uniformed attention relentless. I was cuffed and tossed in a pile with assholes who probably responsible for assaulting my girlfriend. Luckily, I'd already caught Jessie's eye and was uncuffed with an unprovoked warning to watch my step from the rookie that assaulted me.
"They wouldn't leave me alone; I was just trying to walk across the park."
The police officers left it up to the paramedics to get both of us out of there. Jessie was wrapped in a large blanket that one female police officer tossed over her body to dissuade the mob pushing in on them. The blanket was grass, leftover food, and other filth but Jessie would not part with it almost causing the attending physician to place her on a 5150 hold (mental illness). It was hard going after that with Jessie retreating further into herself than I'd ever seen. Local and social media didn't help matters either when assorted videos began popping up on the web. Jessie even made the local news the following evening under the "classy" heading: GIRL'S MONSTER BUTT CAUSES RIOT!! I bristled as the news anchors showed bought footage of Jessie being mobbed. There was the moment when she tripped trying to run from what looked like some teens near the basketball courts. I had to piece everything together using my laptop to reconstruct the terrible events of that day.
She had arrived using Uber which dropped her off too close to the basketball courts where she attracted the wrong kind of attention from some knuckleheads. Some overzealous thug tried to make time with her eventually becoming so frustrated that he snagged her arm. Jessie panicked as other guys began running from the courts with various intentions. Some kid in the crowd grabbed a handful of her butt prompting frightening her into slapping the thug across the face. The guy one Truman Brown with a record as long as I am tall didn't take too kindly to being struck. Jessie used one of her thick legs to kick his shin earning momentary freedom as more perverts reached in grabbing her body. Jessie began to run losing her footing toppling over. Truman unfortunately had a handful of the back of Jessie's dress which came away in his hand. The poor girl fell face first on the gravel sliding forward on her belly. The crowd had increased exponentially filming the entire event.
The multitude of clips were filled with loud ambient, vulgar chatter as Jessie's underwear had ridden up into the crack of her massive butt. No one tried to help her up initially and one jerk even reached down palming a massive ass cheek. My girlfriend wallowed on the ground trying to cover herself as best she could while some women verbally abused her. One of her breasts was exposed with a visible cut on it that she covered with a hand. The authorities rushed in quickly but it was an eternity for Jessie screaming for me. I even saw some posted footage that included my assault by the police and eventual reuniting with Jessie.
"I hate it." She finally spoke three days later in the middle of the night. We hadn't used our bed since the incident opting instead for the loveseat facing the television in the living room. Jessie remained bundled up showing little more than her face. I was at a loss doing everything to reach her and failing miserably.
"Huh?"
"This fucking body; I hate my body because it stops me from being normal. I just want to be able to walk down the street without someone shouting obscenities at me. I can't because I have this BIG, UGLY FUCKING ASS AND I HATE IT! I hate it." Tears were already running down her face.
"Baby."
"I don't want you to tell me how much you love me just the way I am; I already know how much you like FUCKING ME! That's really all we do around here when you think about it. You just want me to shut up and bend over when it's all said and done." She was ranting little realizing the insults she was hurling my way. Most of the people attacking her were black so I unconsciously served as a proxy for the recipient of her rage.
"That's not fair."
"Oh, it's not true; you don't want to FUCK ME right now?!! Be honest, you want some pussy even after what happened and would gladly take it if I pushed my DEFORMED ASS in your fucking FACE right now WOULDN'T YOU?!!"
"I didn't do anything to you Jessie; don't do this?"
"EVERYBODY WANTS TO FUCK ME; THAT'S ALL THEY WANT TO DO!! YOU'RE NO DIFFERENT FROM THE REST OF THE WORLD!!" She leaned forward letting the thick comforter around her body open revealing her nude figure. Jessie hadn't bathed since the day of the incident, there was a distinct odor wafting through the house from her body.
"Yeah, well fuck that nonsense Jessie, call me when you get this shit out of your system." I tossed the box containing the ring in her lap and slammed the door on my way out.
I found sanctuary over at my friend Dillon's apartment. We'd been friends since my second to last year of college. He offered me his couch for a few nights before he and girlfriend Amelia talked me into patching things up with Jessie. I was disturbed that I hadn't received a call from her in nearly a week since stepping out of the apartment two weeks earlier. Dillon didn't care punctuating his statement by pointing at his new age girlfriend watching us from her bedroom door. Amelia was nude and proud of her pedestrian figure. My eyes were drawn to her somewhat large boobs before Dillon reached out directing my attention back to his face.
"Man, go home and fuck your girlfriend." His crude advice resonated with me in a way and I was dying without Jessie. I worked up the courage to visit her at the diner and was surprised to find out that she'd quit. Jessie couldn't bring herself to leave our apartment and I panicked running home to find her out. Everything was in its proper place and the apartment had been cleaned. Jessie returned just as I was dialing her number.
"Oh, you're back." She looked nonplused at my presence as I noticed the large poncho style wrap hiding her body from view. My heart began thumping the moment I laid eyes on her.
"I'm sorry for leaving; that was wrong Jessie. I was wrong for walking out." I was sincere feeling the emotion welling up in my face. She wrapped her arms around me with a light kiss to the lips.
"It's okay I was being a bitch."
"Jessie."
"Let's just leave it behind; go wash up while I make dinner."
I felt kind of weird washing my hands and joining my girlfriend for dinner like it was just another day after the scathing attack she'd leveled my way. I didn't know what to do reacting badly and leaving her alone at her time of dire need. Jessie proceeded to act as if nothing happened explaining that she'd quit her job after landing a new one working customer service during the night which meant that our time together would be impacted. Her upbeat tone sounded manufactured and she appeared to work hard at looking okay. I didn't want to rock the boat so I just went along with it uneasy.
"I've joined a gym to get ready."
"Ready for what?"
"Oh, some changes I intend to make; I've decided not to let the world push me around anymore."
"Uhm, you're taking some self-defense classes?" Her laughter made me feel oddly stupid for assuming what her activities were. I swallowed my growing apprehension at her demeanor.
"No, I've decided to do something proactive for once in my life. You can't go through life bemoaning your fate and burying your head in the sand. I've made a decision to make a change for the better."
"Did you get a prize out the bottom of the box you read that shit from?" My response was spontaneous causing Jessie to get up from the table and sequester herself to our bedroom for the rest of the evening.
Returning home did nothing to change my sleeping arrangement as I made a bed of the couch. I lay there in the darkness looking at my ceiling wondering if I should even have returned. Lauryn Hills' "Nothing Even Matters" emanated from the bedroom as I began to drift off into the dream world where Jesse and I were still madly in love. Something felt different and I knew whatever it was had the potential to wash out anything left of us. I wondered if she even cared that I came back at all.
"Hey, wake up." Jessie was kneeling next to the couch wearing a white t-shirt with her hand pressed to her heart.
"What is it; everything okay Jess?"
"I want to ask you about this ring." There was some light filtering into the living room from the bedroom. Jessie was wearing the ring on a little silver chain around her neck. She was breathing hard, looking familiarly desperate. I tried to sit up as she leaned forward looking dep into my eyes. The extra-large cotton t-shirt stopped at the top of her inviting thighs. She was nude underneath and clean shaven with the pervasive smell of shampoo filling my nostrils from her wet hair.
"Y-you were going to give this to me-the day I was "assaulted" weren't you?"
"Yes."
"What does this mean?"
"That I love you and I can't imagine my life without you in it Jess; It means..." She placed a single finger over my mouth silencing me with a deep, soulful kiss. Minnie Riperton's "Inside My Love" seemed to play almost on cue as we continued making out. Jessie broke the kiss abruptly standing to lose the shirt revealing her nude body to me for the first time in weeks. She stood there in the darkness staring for a few moments seeming unsure of what to do next.
"It's okay if you don't want to Jess."
"I-I want to so badly." She slowly pulled the comforter away from my body exposing my embarrassing tumescence.
"You do too from the look of things." Jessie knelt taking me whole in her mouth in one fluid motion giving me a sloppy blowjob that had made my toes curl. My fingers dug into her wet mane directing her actions until I couldn't take it anymore. Trembling hands took care to avoid touching her butt instead locking at her narrow waist drawing her into my lap. The inside of her womanhood was especially tight and wet drenching my cock in her juices. Jessie began rocking steadily in my lap making love to me while her tongue worked wonders in my mouth. Unsure of what to do with my hands, I cupped her breasts taking her prominent nipples between my teeth.
She gasped wrapping her arms around my neck rocking her extraordinary hips against me with building urgency. I instinctively went to grab her huge butt catching myself at the last moment. I let my hands hover in the air while she continued working her hips against me. Jessie suddenly reached up roughly grabbing my wrists forcing my hands onto her ass.
"Don't deny yourself; I know what you want." I detected a slight harshness in her voice while my fingers acted automatically kneading and rubbing. My manhood became harder than it had ever been as I pushed her mammoth ass cheeks together humping wildly up into her contracting sex. I felt ashamed of myself pushing my face into her chest gasping erratically mashing our pelvis' closer together. Jessie planted her feet on either side of me bouncing hard on my cock until the slapping sound of her ass hitting my crotch filled the living room. She was being more sexually aggressive than ever before putting me off my rhythm. I had to do something to take control so I stood up taking her with me never breaking the connection between us. Jessie relaxed in what seemed like a silent challenge for some reason that alluded me. I managed to bounce her on my cock for ten reps before laying her on the carpet. I pushed deeper into her while softly caressing her cheek going in for a kiss with my lips touching her palm. She began lightly pushing at my chest until I reared back on my haunches.
"Hold on give me a minute; I know how to make it better. Just let me get over like this so you'll be happy."
Jessie rolled over on her stomach facing the floor with her arms at her sides. I couldn't help but stare at her huge rounded butt that rose high over her back. Jessie didn't move or say anything just waiting. Her waist just appeared small with her hips curving dramatically far from her body merging into her thick gams. Jess had some visible tan lines on her body from her standard underwear. Just looking at her had me ready to cum.
"Come on fuck me; use any hole you want." Her voice sounded plain, so uninvolved and pedestrian.
"Jess?"
"It's fine, you have my consent."
"Why're you saying it like that Jess?"
"You love my giant butt, you always have and I want you to have it as much as you want." She used her fingers to make her butt jiggle and bounce. I sat beside her drawing my knees up into my chest as she regarded me.
"Fuck me like this; you want to, you know you want me this way." She was pleading, her voice cracking with emotion.
"No."
"WHY?!!"
"Look at me Jess." She rolled on one side, her face wet with tears. I pulled my legs closer together in a weak attempt to hide my erection. There was something wrong and I was willing to put my libido aside to find out. My eyes danced across the perfect curve of her hip. Some of her wet brunette locks obscured her face.
"I love you Jessica Eliana Antoni; I LOVE all of you every bit of you always and forever." I rarely used her first name when we spoke limiting it to times when I wanted her to know how serious the situation was.
"Then why won't you fuck me?"
"I've never fucked you since we've been together; we have always made love." I pushed her down kissing her softly while I entered her body. She struggled a little bit before melting into me locking her powerful legs into the small of my back. Jessie was dripping wet and incredibly tight moving now in perfect synch with me until I was lost in her voluptuous figure and dewy eyes. She always seemed as if she never stopped despairing about one thing or another. It made me try that much harder to make her smile. I wanted my girlfriend to know that I would always be there for her in any way she required. Her calves dug painfully into my back nearly snapping me in two as the first throws of an orgasm hit her. I wanted to cum with her speeding up my actions to catch up with her. A wet, squelching sound filled the living room as we rutted with wild abandon.



"JESSIE!!" My thighs tightened up as I exploded inside her in several white hot bursts of liquid satisfaction that had me seeing double. We kissed swirling our tongues around inside each other's mouths as I whimpered and squirmed around on top of her body. I could feel her rubbing my back and cupping one of my cheeks in encouragement. I wanted to stay inside her forever and never let the outside world in again. I was sorry that I wasn't there for her when she needed me and the guilt had caused me to walk out on her when she simply wanted to vent. I was saddened at the time I'd lost because of my selfishness knowing I would never be able to get it back.
"Jess, I'm sorry." I blubbered into her ear as my tears dotted her cheek.
"I'm sorry too; get some sleep. You have work in the morning." There was something missing in her voice but I was too tired to address it drifting off.
"Why don't you wear the ring?" I asked.
"Not yet; we both have to see how it all turns out first." Her answer was peculiar but I fell into a deep sleep before I could inquire further.
I awoke on the living room floor under a quilt Jessie had laid over my body. The white t-shirt she'd been wearing was discarded on the carpet within reach. I pressed the cotton material against my face taking in her scent and feeling rejuvenated. The shower was running in the bathroom making my morning wood point at the ceiling with thoughts of Jess' nude body covered in suds. However I was disappointed to find her rummaging in the closet wrapped in a flannel robe. I tried to give her a kiss but she begged off citing my morning breath. I obliged her cleaning my teeth and hopping into the shower. During my shower I ended up rubbing one out to thoughts of her magnificent body. I noticed a contraceptive sponge in the toilet as I wrapped a towel around my waist.
"Come here and make it quick; I'm going to the gym." She'd lost her robe assuming a bent over posture on the corner of the bed facing me.
"Wow; what brought this on?"
"I peeked; saw what you were doing naughty boy. Let's hurry this up." Everything seemed okay and I ended up glazing her massive butt with cum at least three times before she managed to peel me off of her body. She left the bathroom door open for me allowing open viewing of her second shower of the morning. I relaxed on our bed absentmindedly stroking my manhood not stopping until I shot a weak squirt of jizz just as my girlfriend pulled her full back panties over those full, voluptuous cheeks. Jessie finished dressing leaving without a word.
We barely saw one another after that with Jessie working nights while I labored during the day. She seemed upbeat spending more time at the gym as time passed. Whenever both of us had time we managed to have some sort of sexual contact. I noticed that Jessie seemed intent on having sex doggy style more and while this should have been a boon to me; something felt off about the whole affair. Finally one afternoon I spoke up while we laying under the covers watching the news lie about the state of the country.
"Do you REALLY love me or just the way I look; I wonder sometimes if you'd still feel the same way if I was-different."
"Yes, I love YOU Jess!! Are we really having this conversation again?" Jess suddenly surprised me by hopping out of the bed revealing her nude body in all its glory.
"Take a good look because this is my farewell tour of being a freak."
"What?"
"Well a few weeks ago I saw this doctor because my health insurance got activated and I wanted a checkup. She uhm, diagnosed me with a condition and it's actually treatable." She clasped her hands looking down at the carpet before looking back up into my confused features.
"Jessie?"
"Lipedema-uhm, that's what it's called and a lot of women have it to varying degrees. Dr. Bernard thinks she can "FIX ME", make me normal like other people." She half mumbled the last part as this strange feeling overcame me.
"There's nothing wrong with you."
"I want to do this treatment; you say it doesn't matter what I look like right? If that's true then you'll support my decision." There was a familiar look of terror on her face that reminded me of that incident at the park. I knew there was no way I could let her down.
Jessie had been working out like a beast trying to drop weight even taking a self-defense class. I found myself internally conflicted knowing that I loved her but confused at shat the future held. I looked up the disease myself noticing that Jess didn't resemble any of the extreme cases I saw on my laptop. I asked her to get a second opinion and we ended up arguing for about a week before she caved in an attempt to prove me wrong. A second doctor agreed with me advising her that her condition was an extreme case of steatopygia. He still opinioned that some liposuction could adjust her appearance advising her on some plastic surgeons.
"I'm still having the surgery whether you like it or not."
"I support you, I just thought you should get a second opinion and I was right."
"You just wanted to save your fucking sex toy; you don't care about how I feel. I'm tired of being bothered by legions of perverts everywhere I go! You don't know what it's like to worry about somebody raping you every time you step outside the door!! I DO-I LIVE WITH THIS SHIT EVERY FUCKING DAY AND I DON'T NEED YOU AROUND IF YOU CAN'T SUPPORT MY DECISION!!" She punctuated her statement by rolling over in the bed taking most of the blankets with her. Her magnificent body was soon hidden under all of the bedding.
"Jess?"
"Leave me alone, I need some sleep for tomorrow's surgery."
"I support you; I'll go with you alright?"
"That's okay I'll get Barry to take me."
"Who the fuck is Barry?"
"A friend from work."
"...?!!" She drifted off to sleep without another word leaving me to my own devices. Barry Ellsworth turned out to be her immediate supervisor from her job. He was this rail thin guy that kind of reminded me of a fucked up version of Harry Connick Jr. He'd become fast friends with Jessie during the graveyard shift in which they worked with her sharing a plethora of personal information about our personal lives. He'd also been working out with her at the gym unknown to me until a slip of the lip from my girlfriend. The ensuing argument ravaged our sex lives exiling me to the couch and strengthening her bond with Barry. I did my best to be supportive of Jessie but her friendship wasn't making it any easier on our relationship. Worrying that maybe I was in the wrong I sought the counsel of my friend Dillon who responded in my favor.
"Sounds like this thing might be a done deal." His words echoed in my ears many days afterwards.
Jessie's surgery went well reducing her lower half to manageable proportions but it was hard going as she recovered from the procedure. It felt wrong to me but I did my best to hide my feelings and ignore Barry who was dropping by the house almost regularly. There was a scare of blood clots and some allergic reactions to medication but Jessie pulled through fine. Over a third of her lower body had been reduced retaining her general shape but in a more manageable form. That humongous butt was gone forever leaving me with some sexual grief which I wisely kept to myself. I didn't know what to do with myself in the days that followed as she continued working out. On one occasion I joined her at the gym only to find that Barry would be joining us. I got pissed and stormed off for a dinner out alone. Oddly enough I found myself at Jessie's old job in the hours before it closed.
"She's driving you crazy, isn't she?" Jessie's old boss Sal was quite perceptive.
"It's that obvious"
"That girl hasn't been the same since that incident at the park; you shouldn't have to suffer because of it."
"We're both suffering, Jessie and I." I corrected wanting the old Italian gent to know where I stood with my estranged girlfriend.
"Not from where I'm sitting; girl's in here twice a week eating lunch with this "Barry" guy. What's up with that I tell you; that guy's a bum. I seen many people across this counter the last thirty years and I always know a bum when I see one.
I felt a sharp pain in my chest at this revelation realizing there was much I hadn't noticed about my girlfriend as of late.
"Maybe you two should go your own way; seems like she's keeping something from you. That Barry guy always seems kind of over anxious when he's with her and I can't blame him. Jessie's a completely different girl than she was before when she had that huge can holding her back."
"Thanks for making me feel better." My snarky comment didn't go unnoticed by Sal who promptly served up a slice of his famous apple pie alamode. It was a favorite menu item and the people's choice but every bite felt like a rock going down my throat. I was embarrassed and humiliated because of things that had been hidden from me.
"Hey pal, didn't mean to rain on your parade or nothing but did you ever stop to consider that the girl in your life right now is the real Jess?" The old man wasn't done doling out sage advice much to my chagrin.
"How do you mean?
"She always hated that big, fat keister of hers something fierce, felt it kept her from having the life she always wanted and now...What's stopping her buddy?! She's finally got the freaking body she's always wanted and maybe, just maybe you don't figure into the equation."
"You really think that Sal?"
"I'm just saying; what do you think?" His answer was terse and to the point chaffing my ego even more and eliciting a little fear of possibilities. I slapped some money from the counter and bolted over to my apartment finding it empty. My heart was thumping a mile a minute as I searched the house making sure Jessie was still living there. Her clothing and laptop were present relieving me for a bit before I noticed it was on and flipped it up. I found myself looking at her Facebook page. It was filled to the brim with pictures of her new figure. There were more pictures than I cared for that revealed her with Barry outside of work. They appeared the best of friends in more selfies than I cared to count. A wave of anger swept through me directed at the asshole who was spending more time with Jessie than her boyfriend. I slammed my hand on the keyboard accidentally bringing up a Instagram account in Jessie's name. The pictures here were more suggestive than I'd ever known my shy girlfriend to be. It was shocking as my eyes kept going back to a photo of Jessie peering into the full length mirror on the back of our bedroom door. She was wearing some skimpy, bikini style panties made of sheer material.
"The Me Underneath." Was written under the photo.
There was another photo in which she was professionally made up at what looked like the makeup counter of some department store. Jessie was simply starring at her own reflection in the countertop mirror wide eyed with a look of wonder. Barry was reflected in the background with a Cheshire Cat grin that I wanted to mess up with my fist. Another picture was from the same mall excursion with Jessie in a plain white blouse and a pencil skirt trying on a pair of heels. She was posed showing off a curvy leg with one finger pressed to her lips as if silencing the viewer of the picture.
I was torn viewing these revealing pictures that were obviously not meant for my eyes. I was looking at part of jessie that was hidden away and never mentioned. I didn't know how to handle the revelation looking through scores of pics; most of my girlfriend unveiling an alluring quality that was never present during better times. Maybe Sal was right and she was just settling for me because her options were limited at the time. I remembered the light argument we'd had when she mentioned that I was probably only attracted to her because of her abnormally wide hips and huge butt. Well Jessie eradicated that version of herself leaving me with...what exactly?!!
I closed the laptop and went to the fridge pulling a six pack from its icy confines. Sports center was the only light in the darkness of the living room as I downed beer after beer until sleep or something passing for it took me.
"Wake up." The first thing I saw was her face looking somewhat angelic surrounded by her now brown tinted locks; I hadn't recalled the change in hair color.
"Huh?"
"Looks like you had a hell of a night; want to tell me about it?" Jesse was hovering over me sounding glib and upbeat despite the visual I was presenting. My head felt like someone had driven a spike in it while I was sleeping and I was more than a little irritated that Jessie didn't pick up on my despair right away. I wanted to ask her about the social media and all those photos. I wanted to know just what was her relationship with Barry. Something was holding me back, restraining me against my nature from acting. I was afraid of where such protestations and accusations would lead. Did I really want to lose Jessie or had I already lost her and didn't realize it yet?
"No, not particularly; how was work?"
"Business as usual, nothing really to talk about. I'm thinking about burning some calories at the gym; had some pizza last night. I should have brought you some; Barry knows the best places to eat."
"No thanks."
"Still jealous; haven't I told you there's nothing to worry about?" I felt like I was talking to another person other than the girl I'd moved in with.
"I know what I feel."
"I know what I'd like to feel." Her hand cupped my package while she looked into my worried face with what amounted to a plastic smile on her face. Jessie was wearing makeup and some earrings while her hair had been done. I hadn't noticed before taking it all in with anxious hunger. We hadn't been intimate since the night before her surgery.
"You know what I'm talking about."
"Yeah." She got up and casually walked into our bedroom with me not far behind. I found Jessie staring at her reflection in the mirror on the back of the closet door. It was eerily reminiscent of the phot I'd seen on her Instagram page. She looked over her shoulder at me with somewhat of an inquisitive expression before turning back to her own image.
"There's something I never told you." The cold manner in which she said it caught me off guard.
"What is that?"
"36C-38-68." She said it in a girlish giggle while moving an errant hair away from her pretty face.
"Your old measurements huh?"
"I never told you before, I just thought you'd like to know what I was working with before. I was measured by the doctor before my surgery. Never had the courage to find out before and it just seemed appropriate that I tell you right here and now. Do you miss it; do you miss my huge, flabby ass?" I didn't know how to answer even though we both knew I did.
"You really want to know?"
"I think I already know." I got up and stood behind her staring at her reflection in the mirror. My tumescence pressed into the crack of her ass. Jessie was wearing yoga pants without any panties underneath.
"Do you now?" I cupped her mound rubbing her slit with my middle fingers. She tried to turn away but I roughly cupped her chin directing her gaze back towards the mirror. Her hair smelled sweet and somewhat intoxicating with this fruity tinge. I luxuriated in the smell as my hand slid down cupping one of her breasts through the thin, cotton hoodie she wore. She squirmed against me as her nipple became hard in the palm of my hand. Jessie pushed back into my length dipping at the waist sawing my cock with her crack. I could feel her wetness seeping through the crotch of her leggings, the grey material was flimsy under my fingertips.
"Do you wanna fuck me?"
"Yes."
"Then take me; fuck my brains out!" Her voice was husky and nearly unrecognizable. It was almost like I was with another woman as I ripped the drenched crotch of her leggings finally touching flesh to hungry flesh. Her lips were puffy and soft and I diddled her clit until her knees became weak. She lurched forward placing her palms flat on the mirror as I continued ripping the leggings until her bare ass was exposed. Even though her ass was less than a third of its original size, it was full and inviting. I slid effortlessly inside her up to the hilt forcing her to stand on her toes.
"I-I can feel it hitting the back of my little hole; you gonna fuck me hard?" Jessie continued her dirty talk making me pulse inside her snatch.
Jessie gasped as I took her hard and relentless with forceful strokes. Her round butt bounced loudly against my pelvis but it just wasn't the same as before. She was pounding back into me with equal force rolling and twerking her hips. I drew the hoodie over her long, brown mane finding her nude underneath. Some alarms were going off in my head but I had to have Jessie after being denied for so long. We hadn't been together in months with Jessie repeatedly citing how tired she was and talking about Barry all the time didn't help matters. Now here she was in front of me acting like she was in heat and I intended to enjoy myself even if only for a little while. Twenty minutes later I was glazing her backside with a torrent of cum as she bounced and twerked exciting me even more. Her entire ass was left completely shiny with some of her lower back. It struck me odd because before I could barely get one cheek covered. Her diminished size allowed me to handle her in ways not possible before as I picked her up placing her on the bed belly first before nearly fucking her into the mattress.
"It's okay; you can look at my face now."
"Huh?" My cock pushed into her from behind meeting a little resistance at the entrance to her narrow passage before sinking deeper that it had when we initially started. Her cheeks while smaller than before were still substantial. Jessie looked to have at the very least, a 44 Inch butt that looked cum-inducing parted by my girth. Her wetness and the squelching sound had me nearly there.
"I'm just saying that-I'd like to know that you care about the rest of me besides my ass."
"Whu-What are you talking about?" Her rounded cheeks jiggled from my actions.
"What's wrong with my face huh; doesn't it look better than my fucking ass?!! All you ever do is fuck me from behind; I'd like to lay on my back for a change if you don't mind!!"
"I don't mind, all you have to do is say so Jessie!"
"WHY?!! Shouldn't you know what I WANT after ALL this TIME?!! You're supposed to make love to me, but all you wanna do is shove it in my butt!!"
"I never did that!!"
"And you're not going to; GET OFF MY BACK, YOU'RE HURTING ME!!" Jessie began squirming under me until I let her up. She paced around in the darkness of our bedroom looking agitated and disturbed.
"Jessie what the fuck wrong with you?" I was through dancing around the subject; I had to address the obvious.
"YOU-You don't care about me; you just wanna fuck your WHITE BITCH!! I want to be romanced and treated right for a change!! I want something to fucking change for once in a while and maybe you could have sex with me like a NORMAL PERSON DOES!!"
"I don't want to fight but you've been "different" lately and I'm worried about us."
"Really, from where I'm standing it looks like you're just worried about GETTING OFF!" My cock betrayed my words still at maximum hardness pointing directly up at the ceiling. I resisted the urge to finish the job myself, but her words gave me pause. It was like some switch flipped inside her leaving me with some angry bitch.
"I'm going to keep going."
"What?"
"I'm going to keep working out and seeing the doctor until I get rid of anything left of this fat butt. Apparently it's still too big and I need to be safe." She seemed to be talking to herself more than me.
"Safe, what are you talking about?!!"



"I just want to be a normal looking woman and I won't let you stop me. I WANT it GONE; and I'm going to make it FLAT as a FUCKING PANCAKE!!" She stomped into the bathroom slamming the door loudly behind her. She made me sound like some kind of asshole and that pissed me off. I was tired of her weird mood swings and strange behavior. Sal was right about her driving me crazy and I wanted to let her know as much when I angrily pushed the bathroom door open with both hands. I found Jessie on the other side turning on the shower with a towel draped over her front. She looked like a deer caught in the headlights dropping the towel to the floor shivering.
"OKAY, OKAY I DIDN'T MEAN IT, I-I KNOW WHAT YOU WANT!!" She bent over the tub offering her butt to me. After a few moments, she spread her legs a little wider revealing her perfect peach. She looked horrified at the sight of me visibly shaking so much that I could hear her teeth chattering.
"Fuck you Jessie."
"Nuh-No it's fine you can fuck me from behind as much as you want; just SQUIRT YOUR CUM ALL OVER MY UGLY, FAT ASS!! I-I WON'T FIGHT YOU!!" She was sobbing at this point as I snatched a towel off the rack wrapping it around my lower half. I was still rock hard dressing as quickly as I could avoiding eye contact with her.
"Do what you want Jessie, I've never done anything but treat you as a lady. I'll be back in a couple of days to pick up my stuff." While I solemnly spoke, torrents of jizz started running down my leg apparently from the constricted and rough nature of my jeans on my cock. I tossed some clothing in a backpack and grabbed my laptop.
"DON'T!!" She yelled after me eliciting a glance backwards in her direction. Jessie was sitting on the cold tile of the bathroom floor in a fetal position with tears running down her face. My heart was thumping in my chest and it was everything I could do not to run in there and comfort her.
"When you know what you want, let me know Jessie. I won't do anything until you decide if you want me or not. I love you."
Dillon was not happy to see me on his couch again but five hundred dollars softened his heart and earned me a lot of unsolicited advice. I didn't hear anything for over a week before I decided to act returning home despite my last words to Jessie. I'd texted her that I was coming over to pick up a few things receiving nothing in return. I found my belongings outside the door in two garbage bags in what was probably the most definitive statement on our relationship sine the park incident. The locks had been changed so I discarded my key sliding it under her door. I tossed my bags in the backseat of my car before heading over to Sal's diner for a bite to eat. He seemed to know the deal opting not to give me any shit about Jessie. I just wanted to have a quiet bite to eat and figure out what to do with my life post Jessie. I'd noticed an old briefcase in one of the bags and decided to rifle through while I waited for my order of chicken parmesan. I found a large envelope amongst my belongings which contained a letter and some other paperwork from a local hospital.
The Letter:
I'm sorry but I couldn't be there when you came for your stuff; but I just want to move on because it hurts too much when we're together lately. I don't hate you but unfortunately you remind me of a life I want to forget. This is no reflection on you at all and I want you to be happy so I'll tell you something that will make you understand why I hated myself the way I was. That day at the park I was nearly raped and humiliated. I know that it was unfair but I blamed you. With you I felt like what I looked like didn't matter, that you loved me for who I was. Well after all that shit at the park you were still more than happy to roll me over on my stomach and screw my deformed ass to your heart's content. That's when I knew things would never change and started giving you shit.
You walked out when I needed you most and I'll have you know that I tried to run after you; apologize and make things right. But you were long gone...On the way back to our apartment some guys, probably teens snatched me into the alley and well, you can guess what happened. They kept me there until nearly morning before someone chased them away. Those guys loved my ass too and kept saying how it wasn't their fault and that it was a once in a lifetime chance. You would have loved what they did to my giant, fucking ass. Cum fucking everywhere all up my back even. The doctors said that I don't have anything; I'm clean so you don't have to worry.
You were supposed to be there for me and you weren't. Those guys kept fucking me repeatedly but still couldn't get enough. That's all they did was grope and fuck both of my holes while making vulgar comments about how they'd be glad to go to jail. Those fucking monkeys said my huge, disgusting ass was public property. I knew that I would get rid of it at that moment, knew that I'd take my life back no matter the cost. I lied about my condition because I wanted you to support me but you didn't; you didn't want to lose my huge fucking ass no matter how miserable it made me. Even after I went through with the operation you still just wanted me to bend over. You proved that you don't love "ME" at all; you just want a sex toy to fuck.
So, I can't wear your ring after all and I'm going to move in with Barry. He loves me for "ME" and is one of the best friends I've ever had. By the way he's gay and in a strong relationship with a caterer. I don't want you to think ill of him, he's a really cool guy. You're free to go find yourself another big, freakish butt to fuck as much as you want.
This is goodbye.
My eyes went salty and my mouth hung open; the ring was in the bottom of the envelope. The medical one sheet detailed pelvic trauma, bruising and advised police involvement. The date corresponded with the night I'd walked out on Jessie; my world collided in on me as I tossed money on the table before heading back over to our apartment. I found a janitor cleaning the vacated apartment. Jessie had moved out earlier in the day with help from Barry and a few of his friends. I collected up a few extra things before leaving to sit in my car staring out at the street as snow began to fall.
"Yeah, this is goodbye Jessie." I leaned into my steering wheel making the horn go blaring into the night.
Weeks later, Dillon and Amelia were berating me for being a shut-in deciding that I would accompany them to a holiday dinner. I wasn't much in the mood for festivities and told them as much but my friends weren't having it packing me into the back of Amelia's SAAB. I settled into the backseat self-absorbed and miserable hating the world. All my efforts to find Jessie and hash things out had failed and deep down I was glad. It was true that her former gigantic ass had ensnared me but she didn't consider that I'd genuinely fell in love with her over time and that was unfair. Some of her comments and mannerisms after our relationship were suspect. I was hurt and bruised emotionally feeling like I'd failed her in so many ways.
"Stop It, I can hear you self-flagellating all the way up here." Dillon interrupted my inner monologue giving his lovely redheaded girlfriend something to snicker about.
"I think I'm allowed."
"Look buddy it's all over and only one thing counts when you look at it at the end of the day pal."
"What's that?"
"Did you do your best?"
"Yes, yes I did."
"Well give yourself a pat on the back and just say "FUCK IT!!" Even when he was trying to be helpful, Dillon came off a little abrasive. He always chalked it up to being a rough kid from the wrong side of the tracks. Amelia's soft spoken nature and New Age ideology was a perfect counter balance to his tough guy attitude. I thought they'd be happy to have an afternoon away from me during the holiday weekend so it surprised me that I was going along with them to Amelia's parent's house. There been an epic snowfall over the last couple of hours and we were in it for the long haul.
"Watch it, you're going to miss the turnoff!!"
"I know where I'm going Ameel-lia!!" Dillon always mispronounced her name when she irritated him in some way or another. He earned himself a slap to the back of the neck and a quick smooch to smooth things over. We went up hill turning into a little cul-de-sac before both of my friends turned to me in unison.
"Hey man; go over to that house and go upstairs to the first door you see. Amelia's roommate is waiting for us."
"What?" I thought we'd reached our destination; this caught me completely by surprise. The house in question didn't look inviting in the least and I felt out of my element. I was worried some affluent neighbor would look out their panoramic window, see the black guy out of place and call the cops.
"I don't know about this guys."
"GET OUT THIS CAR AND STOP ACTING STUPID!!" I was shocked at Amelia's tone following her orders like some scared kid. The first thing that struck me was the biting cold that cut into my cheeks as I made my way up the freshly shoveled patch leading to the house. There were some wicker reindeer interlaced with blinking Christmas lights and a nativity scene at the foot of a rose bush near the front room window. A snow shovel was leaning against the stone steps that led up to the house.
"Hey sad sack; give this to her when you get up there." Amelia flung something out of the car window which turned out to be a palm sized gift box wrapped neatly in gold and silver. Some laughter assaulted my ears as I walked up to the door finding it ajar. Apprehensive, I pulled the screen open knocking on the hard-oak door. Something was amiss and I didn't know what to expect.
"Come on in, make sure you close the door; its fucking cold out there." I followed the sound of the female voice inside pulling the door closed behind me.
"Hello, have a seat while I get ready." I found myself looking at an Asian female in a thick parka with a ski cap on her head. The first thing that struck me about her was the overly large glasses on her round face. Two long ponytails protruded from under the cap encrusted with snow. It looked as if she'd just finished shoveling the snow right before I arrived.
"Dillon and Amelia are waiting."
"No, they're not."
"They're right outside in the car." I pointed over my shoulder for emphasis.
"Look again." The car was gone and I had egg all over my face.
"You really didn't see this coming, did you? Amelia told me you were cute but she didn't say anything about your mental capacity. Not to be insulting or anything but I think it's cool that you actually trusted your friends enough to let them drive you out in the middle of nowhere."
"Excuse me?!"
"Fanny, I'm going to be your blind date for the weekend if you don't mind; you don't mind, do you?" She removed her cap with one hand offering the other in a stilted handshake. Fanny had this roundish looking head with large brown eyes hidden behind her thick glasses. A cute button nose held them up above some plump, juicy looking lips. Her aforementioned ponytails hung from the side of her head giving this woman a decidedly addled appearance. I made my introduction formally although I was fuming at Dillon and Amelia for stranding me with a stranger.
"So, those guys just thought it'd be a god idea to leave us here together like this?"
"Pretty much, They said you were in danger of becoming a troll and they didn't want you living under a bridge and shit. I've had some issues recently that led to me uhm, distancing myself from my former fiancé a rather handsome orthodontist. Have a seat, I need to get out of this coat." Fanny's matter-of-fact delivery was strangely amusing as I lost my coat sitting on a love seat in her living room. I found the small gift Amelia had tossed after me placing it on her coffee table.
"Amelia left something for you!" I shouted after her sure that she could hear me from wherever she was.
"I'll get to it in a minute; you hungry?" I could hear some ruffling of clothes in the other room. The home was a cozy affair with generous Christmas decorations. I even noticed a menorah in the front room window. There was a heavily decorated tree in the corner replete with presents underneath.
"Yeah; a little I guess."
"That's not good because I'm one hell of a good cook if I don't say so myself; you making yourself comfortable? Lose the coat!!" It was almost like she was watching me from some unseen perch as I awkwardly followed her instruction. I was wearing a long-sleeved business shirt accessorized with a suit vest and some simple slacks.
"I approve; you do clean up nicely for someone slumming it."
Suddenly the strains of Donny Hathaway's "This Christmas" filled the house and I got a good look at my blind date. Fanny stood in front of me wearing a two toned, Mod-Styled dress that stopped mid-thigh on her and oh what thick thighs they were. She was all of five foot, four blessed with a generous curvy pear shape. Fanny's legs were covered in some black leggings with the tops representing a cat's head that emphasized the plumpness of her thighs. Fanny completed her ensemble replete with extra shiny pair of Maryjane's adorned with miniature red bows.
"Do, you approve?" I took a long lingering glance up and down her body nodding vigorously. She was holding two small tea cups of what appeared to be eggnog presenting me with one. Fanny lifted one of my arms snuggling in close pushing what looked to be a sizable butt into my hip. We toasted one another drinking from our respective cups with me coughing from the spiked concoction.
"What's in this?"
"Crown Royal; I thought you needed to loosen up."
"Oh, I'm loose alright; any more of this and you can just pour me into one of these cups." Fanny laughed like a mischievous girl taking my cup and placing it on the table beside hers.
"A real man can hold his liquor."
"A real man knows his limits." I replied with fake sarcasm. Fanny had my complete attention making me forget my recent troubles and the trick that led me to her living room.
"Where's the fun in that?"
"Your kind of naughty; aren't you?" She replied with a kiss that was meant to be a peck on the cheek but became something else altogether. I cupped her cheek running my fingers through her shoulder length hair. The curvy Asian lass broke our kiss sooner than I would have liked standing with a breezy sigh.
"I need to check on dinner."
She laid out the table in an equally inviting spread that had a very large honey baked ham as its centerpiece. Fanny had been cooking all day preparing a veritable feast just for the two of us. I watched as she made sure everything was in its proper place. Her attention to detail told me that this curvy girl had a story to tell.
"Like Christmas much?" I asked after she'd prepared my plate before sitting down at the opposite end of the table.
"I've just had too many shitty holidays."
"Want to talk about it?"
"Not even, in fact I vote for a reset; how about a random question?" She didn't look up from her meal for a few seconds.
"Shoot."
"Superman or Batman?" It caught me off guard for a few seconds before I answered.
"Batman."
"Why?"
"Superman's all powerful and shit but he can't fuck; Batman's got the training, money and looks but at the end of the day he can take that suit off and be a man. Superman's basically a eunuch because nothing hurts him, can't even feel it so how can he feel a woman when it counts most." That loaded eggnog probably had more to do with my answer than anything else. Fanny found my answer extremely funny laughing for an extended amount of time before composing herself.
"Cute and Funny; favorite anime?"
"The world God only Knows; the theme song is oddly catchy but the show just sneaks up on you with its saccharine sweetness." She took some time pondering my answer for a moment.
"I can see it; you are interesting after all." The table spread demonstrated her culinary skills with the main plate featuring thinly sliced slivers of ham with a side of mashed potatoes. Smaller saucers contained helpings of stuffing and mac and cheese. She'd even gone the extra mile with a pan of yams and two freshly made pies. Fanny explained that she'd learned her kitchen skills from a housekeeper employed by her affluent parents.
"Who's your favorite actor?" I asked over more spiked eggnog.
"Lexington Steel." She replied without missing a beat chuckling under her breath after mentioning the black porn star known for his huge member.
"I "KNOW" who "THAT IS" Fanny."
"You like him too? My favorite thing is when he overexaggerates the money shot by yelling like someone's sticking a hot poker in his anus." She started emulating the male porn star with a yell that sounded part yawning, two parts screaming. I laughed harder than I had in months since being with Jessie and was grateful for this break from my own psychotic minutia. We talked about a range of different subjects varying from politics to favorite flavor of Pez. Fanny admitted being interested after Annie told her about my anime watching habits and other choice tidbits of which she wasn't forthcoming. I noticed that she didn't talk too much about herself only alluding to owning the flat and renting a room out to Amelia since the beginning of last year. I enjoyed stealing glances at her while we washed and put away leftovers. Fanny had this wry smile of someone who possessed an old soul seemingly enjoying the attention. We sat on her love seat looking at video of a fireplace on her large flat screen television. Strains of Chante Moore's "Candlelight and You" help set a decidedly romantic mood.
"Hey I forgot about Amelia's gift; I have it right here." The gleaming box was big enough to hold a baseball. I wondered what sort of gift you'd get someone as eclectic as Fanny considering her interests were all over the place.
"Let's open it together." We both pulled on a bow each a different color of gold and silver watching intently as the lid popped up from the pressure of being held down.
The box was stuffed to the gills with various condoms and other contraceptive devices. I facepalmed noticing a rabbit vibrator or two amongst the embarrassing contents.
"Shit." Fanny snorted before bursting into a deep guffawing belly laugh as I hunched over burying my face in my hands. She nudged me with her elbow until I looked up to find her waving a magnum in my face with an excited smile on her face. She continued grinning before swapping it out for a condom that would only fit on my pinkie finger happily nodding her head for approval. I tossed the offending object on the plush white rug under her glass coffee table. Fanny stealthily leaned in cupping my chin for a deep, soulful kiss.
"You haven't unwrapped your gift yet."
"You-got me something?" I was happy just being in her presence and enjoying an evening together. I hadn't thought about Jessie nearly the entire time I was with her and I was grateful.
Fanny stood pulling her dress over her head and discarding it on the rug. The only thing under the dress were panties, leggings, and shoes. My eyes dropped to the "Barely There" panties that hugged her wide hips accentuating her shape decadently. The dark material contrasted with her smooth tanned skin as I took in more of her figure. Her breasts were breathtaking sloping perfectly from her chest topped with light barely visible areolas. They were comparable to the size of soft balls sitting high on her chest over a barely sloping stomach. Fanny had a sparkling piercing in her navel that caught the low light of the room perfectly. Her long, shoulder length hair complimented her youthful face with the thick glasses adding a bit of naughty, librarian vibe to complete the overall effect of her look.



Fanny placed a thick, shapely leg between both of my own kneeling and running her palm the bulge in my crotch in one fluid motion. Her right knee pushed into the loveseat cushions beside me as her breasts obscured my view. I took one of her thick nipples into my mouth savoring the taste of her body. My zipper slid down with barely a sound above her heavy breathing as deft, skilled fingers gently revealed my tumescence. My cock was allowed to rest sitting free with the head touching the cushions as Fanny ran a single finger along the top of it providing a scintillating point of sensation. She cupped the underside of the breast I was using squeezing and pushing more of it into my mouth. I swirled my tongues on her nipple before she quickly pushed her other breast against my lips.
Fanny slid down onto her knees rubbing her breasts against my face and continuing along my chest, abs and crotch until she was kneeling between my legs. She removed my shoes and socks before undoing my belt to slide my pants off along with my underwear. Even the way she lazily tossed my clothing on the floor was sexy. She found my throbbing cock directly in front of her face swollen and pointing at the ceiling.
I shivered as she ran her tongue up the underside of my length before closing her plump lips around the head of my member tickling the slit on top of the head. The sensation made me arch my back towards her involuntarily just as she engulfed the entire thing. Fanny let it rest in her throat for a few moments before drawing her head away letting me slip from her lips with an audible pop. Her thin fingers handled the base of my shaft rubbing and massaging as she pumped her head in quick succession making me squirm. Fanny would continue these motions in quick repetitions until her eyes became watery. She pushed her face down in my crotch looking up at me with a wink that made me smile from ear to ear. The thick, shapely beauty climbed on top of the love seat planting her palms flat against the wall straddling my face offering her sex. My hands reached up cupping her butt as my tongue traced a delicate line along her slit. She was salty sweet and dripping wet to the touch. Her cheeks were thick and meaty, almost muscular to the touch. I slowly drew the form fitting panties down revealing her lightly furred muff.
I never let go of her underwear; Fanny reached down opening her flower for my pleasure. Fanny shuddered when I touched her inner walls feeling the grooves just inside her juicy lips. I did my best to write the letters of the alphabet on her button receiving moans of encouragement. She palmed the back of my head urging me closer as she lightly humped against my face. Her actions became more erratic telling me she was close. I ratcheted up my actions causing Fanny to gasp and close a fist around my ear until she cried out filling my mouth with her liquid lust. I continued working on her extra sensitive clit helping her work out two additional orgasms. My hands were all over her big, rounded ass caressing and groping. She some sexy little love handles at her sides and a slight muffin top that dipped inward at her sex. Fanny squatted perfectly keeping her back straight taking the head of my cock inside her entrance. The heat was incredible as she slowly used her weight to completely sheath my girth inside her tight confines.
Her knees rested on either side of me as her big, thick butt settled in my lap. She just sat there impaled looking at my face with wanton lust. My eyes were resting on her meaty, sloping breasts until she raised my chin with a single finger. Fanny cupped my cheeks pressing her lips against making out with me and slowly rocking her hips against me.
"Hold my hands." She moaned leaning back using me as an anchor.
Fanny rolled and rocked into me picking up speed becoming consumed with lust. She was incredibly tight and wet working her hips giving me something to think about as she essentially fucked me nearly senseless.
"FUCK THIS SHIT!!" My fingers dug into the bottom of her cheeks palming them in a death grip as I stood up taking her with me. She locked her thick calves in the small of my back holding on for dear life as I bounced her on my cock like a madman. I guess that I lasted all of five minutes before the laws of physics forced me to lay her on the rug. We never disengaged and I managed to drive my cock deeper into her cunt than it had been before. Torrents of her cum was pushed out each time I pounded into her. Her nails dug into my ass cheeks painfully as she began to go into the throes of a major orgasm. I locked my limbs behind her head giving her a pillow made of my forearms as she arched her back up against me creating this wet, smacking sound. Fanny was beet red with her big, expressive almond eyes closed tightly and her mouth agape.
"Kiss me, Kiss me, Kiss me, Kiss me, Kiss me, Kiss me, Kiss me, Kiss me, Kiss me, Kiss me, KISS ME MOTHERFUCKER!!" Spasms ripped through her body causing her to buck like a wild animal as I mashed my lips into hers. She screamed into my mouth a few times jerking her arms up clawing into the air. I grabbed her wrists forcing the back of her hands down on the rug. Fanny struggled until I figured out she wanted to interlock fingers. This exotic, voluptuous woman began speaking in her native language as my thighs tightened up so much that my cock felt like it would explode.
"Puh-PLEASE CUM WITH ME; LIKE-LIKE FAAAAWKING RIGHT NNNOOOOWWS THE FUCKING TIME!!" Her voice degenerated into a shrill girlish squeal that triggered my climax simultaneously. I reared up arching my back as Fanny did the same from the floor merging our bodies as one. The powerful sensation was mind altering as I saw white spots before my eyes not realizing that I was screaming as well.
"Oh Diyos, ako darating!! Ako pagdating kaya fucking hard ngayon!!" she screamed at the top of her lungs with the meaning escaping me. Fanny gasped as if someone had shanked her and squirted all over my pelvis and the plush rug we were lying on before going completely limp. I'd exploded inside of her snapping confines tightened to the ninth degree trapping my cock inside until she was done. Her shapely legs were splayed apart giving her the appearance of a human wishbone. The tortured head of my cock was still embedded inside her snatch and I could feel her tensing up around it as more of her essence soaked it. The heat was incredible as I inadvertently pulled out scratching my head when I noticed a condom on my penis.
"Where you going lover man?"
"Nowhere, I don't remember putting that on." She giggled and coughed a little on the floor.
"I'm that good."
"That you are beautiful." My hands were kneading her breasts rolling and pinching the erect nipples. I felt the coolness of the air as the condom was removed.
"Straddle my face." The moment my knees touched the rug on either side of her head, Fanny dug her nails into my ass completely throating me. I ended up humping and outright fucking her face wildly until she thumped on my abdomen. I filled her mouth full soiling her face from the lips down to her neck. I pushed her tits around my cock working out a little more cum as she looked up into my eyes licking her lips.
"My turn." We switched places with her sitting directly on my face pushing her reddened snatch directly into my mouth. I stuck my tongue as far as it would go inside her making sure to take care of every sensitive spot I'd discovered on her body.
"Oh, you're so good at giving head; I-I might have to pull some fucking SAW shit and chain you up in the fucking bathroom. You have no idea how hard it is to get a guy to willingly go down on you; I mean they always say black guys don't give head but you're exceptional-Fucking amazing as it were!! FUCK MAN- Ito ay nangyayari muli!! Ako pagpunta sa dumating ang lahat ng higit sa iyong fucking mukha!!" She'd reverted to her native language again nearly asphyxiating me in the process. I reached up giving her wide ass a few rough slaps but this only served to encourage her even further.
"SHIT, FUCKING OOOOHHHH; I'M GONNA DO IT, I-I'M GONNA COMMIT A HATE CRIME ON YOUR FUCKING FACE!!" Her words proved prophetic as she squirted all over me in a torrent that had me coughing and laughing hard at the same time. Fanny seemed to say whatever was on her mind when she was compromised and I found it funny.
"SORRY, Uhm, I'm sorry about all that shit I just said. You're not angry, are you?" I gave her a Fanny flavored kiss to show there were no hard feelings.
"I'm so glad but I did mean what I said about getting head; that's why I did you first because I knew I just had to sit on your face."
"What a lady." I replied coughing some more.
"You're still wearing your shirt and vest; I'll get us something to drink while you get naked." She took her time getting up commenting that I'd have her walking funny for the rest of the week. She walked towards the kitchen stopping short of the doorway because she knew my eyes were on her thick, meaty butt. Her shape Rubenesque as it were left me wanting even more. She was just naturally thick and muscular with somewhat defined abs and legs that were powerful looking like she did some running at one point in her life. It was almost as if she'd been sculpted out of some rare form of marble.
"Hurry up and take the rest of your clothes off; I'll let you play with it as much as you want when I get back."
Fanny took a little extra time to clean her face and redo her makeup before returning in a sheer one piece bodysuit and a pair of black bunny heels. She carried a tray with two dessert glasses that were filled with a colorful, frothy concoction. I'd never moved from the spot where she'd left me wiling the time away staring up at the sparkling finish on her ceiling.
"I hope you like this."
"You must be kidding." I derped realizing that she was talking about the desserts on the tray she was carrying.
"You are so funny even when you're being a meat head." She placed a foot on my chest keeping me on my back; I wondered if she wanted me to lick her shoe or something.
"Don't get up; I got you covered." She knelt beside me in a pose so seductive that it had to be practiced. Fanny began spoon feeding me this incredible fruit cocktail containing an assortment of minced and sliced fruit along with some sort of whipped cream that was topped with minute bits of chocolate. She was silent never saying a word and dabbing at the bits that spilled onto my chin with a napkin. Fanny was intent on spoiling me to death as her hand handled me in a slow three fingered massage of my shaft.
"Hey can I ask you a favor?"
"Yes." Her entire hand was stroking me to full hardness at this point. The generous view of her thick butt was definitely helping.
"Can I make you cum?"
"Is that even a question?" She had this impish smile that made me want to kiss her some more. Fanny could hardly keep her eyes off my renewed tumescence.
"I'll take that as a yes then." She placed the glass on the coffee table before reaching for a bottle of olive oil which she liberally squirted all over my crotch.
"Try to hold it in; endure this as long as possible." Her hand became a blur on my cock making me hump into it after a few seconds. I was ready to cum in less than three minutes.
"You ready; gonna bust a nut huh?" I tried to reach down and stop her hand but she would have none of it jacking me even harder.
"Squirt that cum; fuck my fist like you mean it!!" She leaned forward over my body bringing her cantaloupe sized breasts within inches from my face.
"WHAT-THE FUCK?!!" I blurted out as the orgasm began to crest.
"Stop teasing me and FUCKING CUM BITCH!! Cuh-Come on baby; GIVE ME A FUCKING LOAD!!" Her dirty talk sent me right over the edge.
"AAAWWW YES; FUCK IT-SHIT!!" My eyes went white for the second time in a row rolling up into my head.
Fanny quickly throated the entire length of my cock in her throat as I shot several loads directly into her stomach, I think. She cupped my balls and the base of my cock rubbing and massaging until I was doing my best to roll away from her into a fetal position.
"You running bitch?" She laughed grabbing and poking me until we ended up in an impromptu wrestling match with me winning by way of excessive tickling. We both lay on the floor staring up at her ceiling for a long while before she spoke.
"There's a method to my madness you know; how's you dick?"
"Raw as fuck."
"Good." She reached over my body snagging the olive oil which she pushed against my chest before rolling onto her stomach.
"Play with my big ass as much as you like."
She reached back tugging at the material on her bodysuit pulling into the crack of her wide butt. I squirted some oil in the palm of my hand taking my time to evenly coat one cheek. I ran my palms over the expanse of her wide rear until it was shining in the light coming from the artificial fireplace on her television.
"Push a finger inside." I slowly worked an index finger inside her back door slowly working it in and out taking care not to hurt the Asian beauty. I was able to get it inside up to the knuckle before she moaned for another getting her wish with my middle finger. Fanny's head was lying flat to one side and her mouth was gaped open making these cooing noises.
"Another please." My ring finger joined the other two currently pleasuring Fanny as she shoved a few of her own between her plump lips. I managed to work three fingers into her getting an energetic reaction as she humped and twerked on my pumping fingers.
"Rub your cock on my ass; get it right up in the crack." Her voice was hard and ragged with lust. The thick, muscular nature of her wide, meaty butt made for an enticing target as my length sunk deep between her olive colored cheeks. I lost it once I was sandwiched between her globes fucking the length of her crack until precum was running directly onto her brown-eye.
"When you're ready to cum, shove your big dick inside and fuck me hard, I'm not FUCKING PLAYING, YOU'D BETTER WRECK MY ASSHOLE!!" Fanny's dirty talked stoked the fires once more as I sank inside up to the hilt screaming from her tightness. My cock was already incredibly raw and her insides and tensing motion had me drooling from the mouth as I filled her backdoor full of jizz.
"DO YOUR FUCKING JOB LIKE I TOLD YOU!!" I pounded into her as hard as I could sobbing all the way until I could take no more collapsing on her back exhausted. Moments later I realized she was giggling manically gasping for dear life. Her butt was covered with cum shining in the darkness. My cock felt like it had been through a blender as I swatted away her attempts to handle it.
"What's wrong, don't you want to go another round?" Fanny teased.
"Shit, I need to go to the gym to keep up with you."
"Don't get it twisted boy toy; I jerked you off hard because I wanted both of us to really feel it when you went into my ass. Come on, you know you liked it, right?" She was leaning on her elbow facing me.
"Fuck, I'm about to put a ring on it." She rewarded me with a kiss.
"Good answer because I ain't gonna be walking right for a week at the very least."
"That makes two of us baby." We shared another kiss with her nipping my bottom lip.
"COME ON!!" Fanny managed to get up and bolt out of her front door before I even realized what she was doing. She was running around the front yard frolicking in the snow in her birthday suit. It was already dark with the only illumination coming from her Christmas decorations. She kept waving for me to join her and against my best judgement I found myself outside in the cold with her. We chased each other round that front yard tossing snow on one another and falling into the huge banks at the corners of her yard. It was surreal and comical only ending when we noticed an elderly neighbor looking out of her window with a cellphone to her ear.
"THINK FAST!!" Fanny was suddenly tearing ass back towards the house as I looked on stupefied.
"DON'T GET YOUR ASS LOCKED OUT!!" I barely caught up with Fanny stopping her from laughingly closing the door on me in the nude.
The old lady in the window seemed to be running trying to get a better view as I pushed inside finding Fanny laughing hysterically at my predicament. She jumped into my arms wrapping her legs around my waist as we fell onto her couch nearly flattening it in the process. We continued horse playing which soon turned into an inspired make out session before she broke off pulling me into the shower with her. We lathered each other up enjoying one another's bodies to the fullest.
"So, did I make a good first impression on you?"
"Hell yeah, I don't think you need to ask at this point Fanny." My hand was already between her legs rubbing her puffy mound. It was refreshing being able to let myself go after so long. I'd been dying of guilt for what I perceived as my failure to recognize that my former girlfriend was troubled. It had been a while since I was out socially and I was extremely grateful to Dillion and Amelia for tricking me into the best day of my life. I felt myself tearing up a little thankful that the shower water and steam were there to provide cover.
"Thinking about her?" Fanny suddenly asked looking up into my brown eyes for the answer.
"No, not really; I was thinking about how this is the best day of my life Fanny. Hope I'm not weirding you out by being this "real" but it's so fucking true." She leant her head against the wall looking around before meeting my gaze.
"I appreciate your honesty." She was lazily stroking my cock to full hardness.
"I appreciate everything about you; thanks for everything beautiful. I'm so taken I'm scared to say anything else because I'm afraid this might be some awesome fucking dream that I never want to wake up from. Sound like a pussy, right?" I scratched my head looking away nervously.
"Sounds like you're getting some pussy." Five minutes later I was filling her mouth as her right hand twisted sensually around the base of my cock. The entire bathroom was filled with steam and we sat in the tub luxuriating in the heat. She was sitting in front of me sponging her curvy frame as I absentmindedly kneaded her full breasts.
"I'm scared." She admitted.
"Of what?"
"What happens when this is all over; do we just go back to our respective lives and just-suck? Do we try to make something more out of this than what it is or do we just chuck it?"
"I don't know but there are a lot more condoms in that gift box Fanny; don't you think we should use them all before we decide anything?"
"I like the way you think; but aren't you scared too?"
"I'm frightened to death but I can't think about that right now because I want to enjoy every minute I have left with you whatever it ends up being. I don't want to overthink anything, just know that you've made me happier than I've been in a long time." She leaned back into me and we shared a quiet moment knowing we'd placed all of our cards on the table.
Oddly enough at that moment Louis Armstrong's "All the Time in the World" echoed through the house as we dried one another off. Fanny instructed me to go into her bedroom where she'd set up an incredible number of candles around her plush modern bed which looked like some kind of modernistic futon. I noticed that every bit of furniture was ultra-modern and with a few girlie touches here and there. Fanny had an extensive collection of anime and fantasy films that had to be seen to be believed. I noticed a few of my favorites there as well. A picture was the centerpiece between the two large shelves and it had been turned down. I was curious but too apprehensive about looking at something she'd obviously wanted hidden. There was no way I was going to mess up this incredible date and I backed off wanting nothing to do with her secrets.



"Turn it over." She'd been standing in her bathroom doorway watching me the whole time.
"It's okay; I don't need to."
"Go ahead; it's not what you think."
I cautiously turned the photo over finding a picture of Fanny as a small child sitting on some department store Santa's lap. Her parents were in the photo smiling while she was bawling her eyes out.
"I was such a snot nose brat; my parents wanted a Christmas picture so we took that one at Macy's in New York. It was the last time I saw them alive." She leaned against the door remembering and I didn't probe further lighting the rest of the candles creating somewhat of an ethereal scene.
"Let's go to bed." I softly took her hand.
"Will you hold me until I fall asleep?"
"Yes."
We slept holding each other as she curled into a fetal position finding some peace in sleep. There were a few tears streaking her cheeks that I wiped away. My mind drifted all over the place as I pulled Fanny tight worried what tomorrow would bring. Little did I know at that time that we would be spending New Year's Eve together and many holidays after that.
THE END-Happy Holidays Everybody
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I'd been dating Chrystal McIntyre for about three months when she decided that I should come over and meet her parents. I was a little nervous because I didn't know how they would like their daughter dating a black guy but Chrystal laughed off my concerns with a "They voted for Obama" that didn't make me feel any better. It kind of annoyed me a little because most people always assumed I voted for the sitting president because we sort of shared an ethnicity.
"Please, do it for me?" She begged batting her long lashes pursing her juicy lips to sway my decision. Chrystal was somewhat of a free spirit never seeming to let anything really bother her with a flirtatious nature that just threw you off guard enough so that you didn't realize you were doing her bidding until it was too late.
"Don't I do "ENOUGH" for you McIntyre?" I'd run into the curvaceous blonde while ironically running from a blind date set up by my friend Jeff at a house party. That thin brunette was a walking mess in sharp contrast to Chrystal's happy go lucky attitude. We'd found much to talk about ending up in bed latter that night and spending the following weekend together.
Chrystal joked that we were uniquely suited for one another because of my big cock and her big ass. It was related to me that she'd grown up surrounded by three picture perfect sisters on either side of the age range making her the whipping girl for their deep-seated neuroses. She was the biggest of them height and weight wise with an exaggerated pear shape and small almost nonexistent boobs. Chrystal joked about being referred to as "Fat Amanda Bynes" by some of her classmates and taking it in stride before learning to appreciate her shape. I didn't care about any of that nonsense because I to my deep personal shame was an out and out "ASS MAN" with a hidden collection of porn that would make any well-adjusted young woman run away in abject terror.
"Quid Pro Quo baby?" Her hand was already blanketing my cock as we sat in her beamer staring across the large meticulous lawn at the two-story colonial McMansion her parents called home.
"What are you doing?"
"Hand magic; haven't you ever seen Borat?" I knew the movie well because it was her favorite comedy that we'd watched several times since the beginning of our relationship months ago.
"Come on Chrystal, we're sitting in front of your parent's house in broad daylight."
"So what, man you need to learn how to live a little." Her fingers had drawn my zipper down revealing the bulge of my tumescence.
"But-Your parents...!!" Despite my words, she was already palming my cock weighing it in her hand for her own amusement. Chrystal spit in her palm reapplying it to my length jerking it profusely. She loved playing with my cock almost making it a habit to get me off with her hand once a day. Chrystal lovingly referred to my member as her joystick twisting and stroking it with wild abandon. In fact, we'd ended up together that fateful night as a result of her daring me to bare my member. I'd returned her dare to reveal her won huge posterior before showing her my endowment. Chrystal immediately lost it going down on me on her dorm steps no less until some passing students yelled their approval of our public display moments later. I thought that was the end of it until I was pulled into her room realizing the curvy blonde never pulled up her pants.
"There now, be a good boy and give me a quick load." I had to admit that she knew her business bringing me to the edge in less than ten minutes.
"Boy?"
"Really, you're going to get offended while I'm jerking on this fucking rod? You're so uptight dude, you probably take a crap and a square block falls out of your ass. It's a shame because you've got this fucking weight bar in your pants and all I'm asking you to do is have a little fun every now and then brother." Her hand was a blur pumping my meat lubricated by precum.
"Buh-buh-Brother?" She had me stuttering and trembling pushing me close to the edge as she licked her lips waiting for me to cum. Her thick horn rimmed glasses sat on the tip of her thin nose a little fogged up from her actions.
"You're almost there, I can feel you pulsing through this thing; I want to see you cum all over the place."
"Uh-Ooooohhh; shit girl you got me-!!" The head of my cock was swollen and I was at the precipice of an tremendous orgasm when she snatched her hand away.
"Hey I have this awesome fucking canopy bed in my old room, why don't you fuck me doggy and save that load for my fat ass kay?"
"Hey, wait a minute; I was about to cum." She was already halfway out of the car leaving my cock throbbing with a visible amount of precum pouring from the head.
"Yeah sure, it's cool man; you're gonna love my old room and shit." I watched that wide, chunky butt bounce and jiggle as Chrystal jumped up on the raised lawn running off towards her front door. She was wearing a faux mechanic's shirt and jean print leggings that seemed to clash with her pink Chuck Taylors.
"Chrystal!!" She bent over taking a key from under a mat at the front door and let herself into the house. She left the door cracked as I sat watching unsure if it was wise to follow her when my phone rang.
"Nobody's home moron, come on upstairs and get some of this before I do it myself!"
I sat there for another two minutes before giving into my basic instincts and running into Chrystal's home finding the interior to be much like the set of the Cosby Show. It was easy to find Chrystal because she'd left her door slightly ajar at the end of the hallway. The first thing I saw when I opened the door was her huge round ass staring me right in the face. Chrystal had rolled her skintight leggings down her thighs to the knees assuming a kneeling position on the edge of her aforementioned canopy bed. I walked over to the edge of the bed cupping the outsides of her rounded cheeks pushing inward until a mountain of rear cleavage presented itself to me. I placed my member inside her luscious crevice sawing deep along her soft, jiggly expanse.
"Better hurry up, my parents will probably be home before you know it." I took Chrystal at her word plunging deep inside giving her something to live for with an inspired rutting.
My girlfriend liked to brag about being genetically predisposed to the doggy style position and I wasn't going to argue with her considering the sight right before my eyes. Chrystal proudly sported a 34C-38-58 figure that she was more than happy to share in any manner necessary to keep her man and I wasn't complaining. We'd both admitted our dominant fetishes to one another freeing ourselves from any nascent guilt which would have hindered the relationship. I loved the sight of her big, thick ass jiggling whenever I slapped it and she spent a lot of time walking around my apartment wearing the smallest volleyball shorts humanly possible making sure that more than enough cheek cleavage was visible to drive me wild. I'd fucked her every way humanly possible and invented a few new ways taking advantage of the little known fact that my large girlfriend was double jointed able to fold her legs behind her head with almost no effort. We called this her "Ultimate Combo" as it allowed me access to every available sexual orifice on her body.
Chrystal was a dream come true for me with her easy-going manner that kept me enchanted as well as some solid cooking skills. She was studying to be a Cordon Bleu chef and I was reaping the rewards with the tradeoff being extra hours in the gym to keep my waistline in check. She was currently on break between classes and decided that we should visit her parents to kind of break the ice if our relationship got any more serious. It was something I hadn't thought about because I'd been caught up in our mutual love affair.
"Fuh-Fuck man; you know I love it when you put in work but you'd better hurry it up before my parents get home." That would make for an interesting visual of her parents walking in on some brother stuffing the crap out of their daughter.
"I'm trying; you could help me out you know."
My words prodded the competitive blonde into action twerking and bouncing her huge butt into my abdomen and pelvis making this loud, wet clapping sound. Chrystal spread her legs wider dipping low to create the ultimate big butt arch stoking my pending climax. I became lust crazed spearing her honeypot, grunting loudly, sweating from the exertion.
"You ready to give it to me baby?"
"Yeah." I was close to exploding; she was moving her entire lower half into me with the force of a wrecking ball.
"Yeah?" Her voice trembled from her own impending climax.
"FUCK YEAH BITCH!!" I fished my raw cock out in time to make a spectacular mess all over her mountainous backside. Chrystal knew how I liked it twerking hard as I worked my spunk evenly across her pinkish backside. She pushed her thick thighs together allowing me to rub my cock deep in the crack of her ass for the next five minutes cooing encouragingly.
"Maybe we should have stayed home after all."
"We could still bounce out of here before your parents come back."
"Rude much?" She faux-frowned at me resting on her stomach inspecting the glazed mess that was her big, chunky butt. I appreciated the tan lines on her ass feeling they added much to the proceedings. Chrystal had a wide assortment of panties and thongs all purchased one size too small to make her butt look even bigger than it was. She preferred a thong tan line jokingly referring to it as a "Real Whale Tail".
"I love it when you mess me up with your big ass dick." I felt slightly embarrassed at her penchant for frank dirty talk. Her girl next door features and happy demeanor made her dirty words sound a little fake.
"Sure, right Chrystal." I fed my cock between her plump lips and she went right to work sucking hard on my girth for a few moments suddenly stopping.
"You're so bad, I need a shower quick before you know."
"The parents, yadda, yadda yadda." I was disappointed as my cock pointed straight up at the ceiling. I watched Chrystal lose her top revealing a Rubenesque figure that didn't help my condition. Chrystal playfully swatted at my tumescence making me curl up into a ball.
"Play your cards right, maybe I'll come back and sit on that nightstick." Her nude body had me aching to toss her back onto her bed for a serious pounding.
"Nightstick?"
"Shut up fool." Chrystal went into her closet retrieving an Indian print muu muus-type dress covering her body with it before slipping out into the corridor. I watched mesmerized as she walked down the hall disappearing around a corner. Her thick backside made the material of her frock dance and bounce. I pondered my luck at ending up with such a complete woman realizing there was a bathroom inside her room. Puzzled, I got up wandering to the end of the hallway searching for my girlfriend failing to find her upstairs. I slowly descended the stairs to the large living room that was nearly as big as the home I'd grown up in during my childhood. I noticed a large number of antiques and in the open door of the study before being drawn further down the corridor by some noise in what appeared to be the kitchen. This home had some deep, rich history permeating every corner and I was struck by the origins of my plump, carefree girlfriend.
I found Chrystal in the kitchen near the back of the house facing the countertop, her actions obscured from view. I stood in the doorway admiring her lush, pear shaped body covered by what amounted to an ornate embroidered poncho. It was large and billowy barely managing its purpose and failing to hide the huge, boulder like cheeks under her frock. I thought about how I'd waxed her butt minutes earlier cursing this coerced trip to meet her parents. Everything about the woman was just too sexy as my tented slacks immediately proved. I decided to give Chrystal a surprise for leaving me hanging with my junk fully erect silently creeping up behind her.
"READY FOR SOME MORE OF THIS MAGIC STICK BIATCH?!! I'M GONNA BEAT THIS FAT ASS UP RIGHT HERE; NOW ASSUME THE POSIITION TRICK!!" I never actually talked like that in real life but wanted to up the shock factor of my aggressive actions. My hand roughly slapped her huge cheeks with my middle fingers ending up along her slit. Her massive butt jiggled uncontrollably as she turned to regard me.
I found myself looking at an older woman who was apparently Chrystal's mother. She was wearing a matching muu muu dress with the same Indian-styled print.
"Shit."
She just stood there in front of me staring a hole right through my chest. Time seemed to halt in those few moments I stood in front of her. It's funny how you can take in so much about a person in the first few seconds you meet them. My girlfriend definitely got the majority of her looks from her mother as both women could have been twins. This attractive woman had a few crow's feet at the corner of her blue eyes and plump lips; there were a few strands of grey in her blonde hair. Her body was also eerily similar to Chrystal's except for a prominent set of large breasts that strained against the fabric of her muu muu. There was a bottle of J&B on the counter next to a half-filled glass.
"Oh god, I am so sorry ma'am; I-I thought you were Chrystal and uhm-SHIT MA'AM, I-I mean not that I treat your daughter like that and uhm, well sorry." I was stammering drowning in embarrassment while she stood there taking light sips from her glass looking me up and down.
"Relax." She was serenely calm.
"Sorry again; I'm so sorry for that ma'am. I can assure you that I was just joking around; I-I uhm, respect women and your daughter is a great woman...Sorry."
"It's okay young man, get a hold of yourself." Her voice had a calming effect as she took another sip from her glass.
"I'm so glad you understand ma'am."
"Sure, now top me off."
"Excuse me?"
"Top me off; that's what they call eating pussy nowadays right?" I did a double take at her calm, measured demeanor noticing a familiar scent from my teens. There was a lit joint in an ashtray next to the bottle.
"Uhm, excuse me ma'am but did you just say you wanted me to eat you?"
"Yes, I want you to lick my pussy young man and make it quick. I don't think my daughter would understand you groping her mother and my husband...well, let's just say that he has a full arsenal of weapons as a card-carrying member of the NRA. He's been a little pissed the last eight years and don't you think he wouldn't appreciate someone calling his little girl a uhm, trick? Kind of like calling my daughter a fucking whore, right? That's not cool at all sir. So, I think you should lick my pussy." She hopped up planting her own equally huge butt on the counter.
"Mrs. McIntyre?"
"Don't worry, I shaved and make sure to pay attention to the clit." She pulled up her frock revealing a pair of thick, muscular legs. I noticed a henna tattoo on her left ankle. Her bald crotch was staring me right in the face.
"You're serious?"
"Fuck yeah, now hurry up before I start screaming my ass off young man."
"But Chrystal?"
"Would dump your ass but I'd be more worried about the elephant gun hanging over my husband's weapons case if I were you." She took a hit of the joint before putting it out in the glass.
"You're blackmailing me?"
"Yes, because I want you to go downtown and take care of this." She used her fingers opening her flower for me. She was visibly wet going so far as to finger herself. She diddled herself for a few moments before looking up at me with a familiar easygoing smile. I was like a dear caught in the headlights.
"Decisions, decisions." Chrystal's mother sat casually waving her big legs in an imaginary breeze. I felt completely helpless in front of the otherwise glib woman. She was still massaging and caressing her mound staring back at me impassively. She was done talking shooting me a stern look full of malicious intent.
I leant forward placing my face close to her sex feeling completely humiliated as she spread her lips open revealing just how wet she was. She shuddered as I lightly touched her clit making circles before taking it between my lips. Her hand cupped the back of my head prodding me into action. Her muscular thighs began moving together as she hunched over watching my progress.
"Lick that pussy, make me feel good you little shit." Her tone sounded friendly but the intent was clear.
She palmed my head pulling my face forward into her crotch. She was dripping wet and her womanly scent assailed my nostrils ass I trembled worrying that Chrystal could appear at any moment.
"MOM, ARE YOU DOWN HERE?!!" I gasped hiccupping into this woman's sex as she shoved me back with a powerful push of her foot. Before I could react, the woman began shoving a multitude of boxes and cans onto the floor around me. She snapped her fingers at me motioning towards the mess on the floor as she hopped down from the counter covering herself.
"MOM!!" My heart leapt into my throat as Chrystal approached. I was on all fours gathering up the mess of pasta boxes, and canned foods as her mother stepped over me obscuring Chrystal's view.
"Oh, dear your handsome boyfriend startled me a little bit and I made this mess."
"REALLY, THAT'S SO JUVENILE!!" I was relieved to be scolded.
"Now now dear, he just thought I was you and I'm sure such a fine young man wouldn't intentionally startle an old lady. We had quite a laugh about it after all." My girlfriend seemed to calm down as her mother spoke in a motherly tone.
"Well okay; want some help?"
"I-I got it Chrystal, just spend some time with your mom." I gulped on some residual essence from her mother's sex.
"Don't worry, I'll help him out darling; I feel so guilty for causing you two to quarrel."
"Well, I don't know." The women were almost picture perfect twins standing there with matching muu muus and nearly identical hairstyles.
"Honey your father is closing a deal in his study, go let him know you're home." My girl bounced off to roust her father as I continued cleaning the floor. Her mother leaned over me looking at my progress.
"I'm Carry Anne; nice to meet you stud." I could feel her breath on the back of my neck and her fingers palming my package from the back. The manner in which she was groping me was disturbing in that it was designed to get a sense of my endowment.
"Uh-okay, nice to meet you too." I yelped.
"We're not done yet, see you around." Carry Anne delivered an exceptionally hard slap to my rear that had me seeing stars.
Fifteen minutes later I found myself at the end of the dining room table looking directly at my girlfriend's father. He was not happy to see me. He reminded me of an evil version of Stephen Collins from 7th Heaven. He was wearing a suit even though he'd been in his den on calls all day.
"So, you're Chrystal's gay friend?" He said after staring me down for so many minutes.
"No." I could only manage a single word answer before my girlfriend spoke up completely flustered and reddened.
"HE'S MY BOYFRIEND DADDY!!" He raised an eyebrow turning to regard his daughter.
"Why?" Carry Anne delivered a hard slap to his shoulder while smiling at me.
"Dad's always joking around; he's just playing with you, kind of like me joking around about his penis size." The resulting look of worry on his face nearly made me laugh aloud.
The rest of the evening was a non-event spent listening to Mr. Robert McIntyre converse alternately with his daughter and wife while doing his best to ignore me. Every now and then he would shoot me a challenging look. I considered walking out but remembered that I'd rode here in my girlfriend's car. I felt trapped and it was pissing me off. Carry Anne would slip me a few looks of a salacious nature that worried me considering her last words. In front of her family members Carry Anne was every bit the perfect, stereotypical nuclear mom. In private, there seemed to be something cynical and pent up waiting to escape.



"So, I'm sure you'll like sleeping in the servants' room; Rosa is on vacation so there shouldn't be any problems." Chrystal looked like she would explode at his suggestion.
"REALLY DADDY; YOU'RE MAKING HIM SLEEP DOWNSTAIRS!!"
"What are you so upset about, I just assumed you two had a loving, respectful and chaste relationship. I know this fine gentleman RESPECTS my DAUGHTER enough not to have relations with her outside of marriage the way things are supposed to be. It would upset me greatly to find out someone is sullying my baby girl's good name." I remembered that he had a great many weapons and didn't want to test my luck. His actions were designed to make me leave the house in righteous indignation.
"I'M A GROWN WOMAN AND I-I!!" Chrystal was stammering caught off guard by a parent's rational explanation.
"Settle down honey; I think it's a little too late to pull up stakes just yet. Robert we're going to have a talk about this later; you've really outdone yourself tonight!!"
"Look no disrespect intended but somebody's got to think of our little girl and what's one little night anyway?" He sounded as smug as he looked.
"I can't believe you don't trust me daddy; you never do this with your other kids." I'd noticed some photos on the mantel of their fireplace showing the other sisters gathered in family gatherings. Chrystal had two older sisters and one younger eighteen-year-old off on a weekend snowboarding.
"Checks and balances honey, sometimes kids get a little frisky that's all. So, the house alarm will be activated down here and its connected to my cell. Never can be too careful about intruders you know." I felt like pushing my fist into his smug face but he would have expected that too. No, I'd sleep the night and leave in the morning whether Chrystal left with me or not.
"Good night "sir", thanks for having me this evening. Think I'll turn in early if you don't mind."
"Not at all." He held up his cell showing me the alarm display. Chrystal's mother was whispering in her daughter's ear for a few seconds before she bolted upstairs sobbing.
The servants room was at a corridor down the hall from the kitchen and laundry room furnished with a decent television and a day bed. There were some comforters folded on top of the bed that I made use of feeling every bit humiliated as Robert McIntyre intended. I didn't know if my ego and sense of self-respect would allow my relationship with Crystal to survive. Then my mind drifted to her mother Carry Anne blackmailing me into going down on her. I'd never seen two women so similar and it'd cost me falling into her thrall. Well, thankfully it was over and I'd never tell anyone about being owned by some M.I.L.F. But she had such a thick, plush butt that mirrored her daughter's. I wondered what was under her clothing remembering that she differed only in bust size dwarfing her daughter by at least three cup sizes. I drifted off pondering something unthinkable and deviant.
"Wake up."
"Eh?"
"Wake up beautiful." I figured that Chrystal snuck downstairs to my bedroom becoming increasing anxious when Carry Anne's face came into view as the darkness cleared from my eyes. She seemed to be studying my face with a sort of curiosity backlit by the night light plugged in at the doorway. The illumination gave her sort of an ethereal glow that was ultimately ruined when I realized that she was fondling me. I would have called out but she placed her free palm over my mouth. She was methodically stroking me to full hardness never breaking eye contact.
"I told you that I'd see you later; tell me you're not surprised."
"But Mrs. McIntyre, your husband!"
"Don't worry about him; you know why I'm here, right?" There was a predatory glint in her eyes that gave me pause.
"You're serious?!"
"You know why I'm here, right?!!" There was edginess in her voice.
"Mrs., McIntyre?"
"Don't fuck me around brother; you know why I'm here, right?!!"
She held up what appeared to be her husband's cell showing me the app that controlled the security system that was currently on down stairs. Her eyes were piercing with single minded intent averting only to glance at my tortured erection. She maneuvered me into a sitting position before straddling my face with a sense of urgency. Once again, I found myself staring at her snatch.
"Eat it." Carry Anne demanded pressing herself against my face. I can't explain what came over me but I lost myself in her loins licking and nipping at her clit, using my tongue on her walls. Her hands roughly palmed the sides of my head as she moaned and gasped. In moments, it became apparent that Carry Anne was humping my face. I didn't know what to do feeling flustered and confused at what was occurring.
"Shit." Carry Anne stepped down on the floor snapping her fingers for me to place the comforter on the floor. She was wearing a sheer slip that stopped at her thighs which she slipped over her head revealing her nude body. I couldn't lie that what I saw didn't impress me, a Rubenesque vision of womanhood backlit by the soft blue of the night light. She mirrored her daughter in every way except for an impressive set of large breasts still sitting high on her chest. Her pink dimpled areolas were cookie sized with thick erect nipples poking out at me. She had a well-defined pear shape with a slight muffin top from child birth. Her waist led wildly into wide arching hips that merged with these shapely oversized legs that looked like they could do severe damage. My body reacted instantly embarrassing me as precum bubbled to the top of my member. Carry Anne let me take it all in tossing the cell on the floor before cupping the undersides of her breasts.
"Lay-the-fuck-down." Her voice still sounded sweet and motherly but with an acidic tone that prodded me down on my back. I found her feet on either side of my head before she squatted down pushing her muff into my face.
She gradually leaned forward until she was supporting her weight with her fingertips and the ball of her feet feeding her thick snatch to me carefully bouncing every now and then. Her heavy breathing permeated the small bedroom interwoven with girlish whimpers of pleasure and the wetness of her cunt. My hands hovered in the air reacting to the innate fear that her huge butt would come crashing down on me the minute she came.
"Stop fucking around and grab it." She demanded attention as my hands reached up cupping each of her spongy cheeks. My fingers sunk delectably into her flesh squeezing and groping, luxuriating in the feel of her skin against mine.
"That's right; play with that shit, you know you want to, you know it's impossible not to!!" Carry Anne's voice was labored reminding me a little of her daughter's less impressive dirty talk. I didn't know how I would look Crystal in the eye after it was all said and done. Carry Anne was so much more knowing what she wanted done to her and demanding satisfaction.
"EAT-IT!!" Her knees came crashing to the floor on either side of my head with a loud thump that made me flinch. Her big, bouncy ass was resting over my pecks forcing her dripping snatch directly into my face. Carry Anne shivered all over sucking in huge gasps of air, whimpering and moaning. She reared up arching her backing driving her cunt against my lips.
"IT'S CUMMING, CUMMING, OH-I'M GONNA GO-ALL OVER!!" She suddenly shrieked covering her own hand with her mouth while exploding into mine. My face was drenched suddenly as my girlfriend's mom squirted hard, coming with stilted moans sounding almost as if she were in pain. Carry Anne let her weight rest on my body until it became an issue with me slapping her right ass cheek repeatedly.
Carry Anne rolled off to the side clutching her chest as she worked to regain her composure. Her face was reddened and glistening with sweat; I was about to sit up when she placed a hand on my chest.
"Hey wait a minute, don't spoil it."
"What?" I moved a little bit more before she quickly straddled me effectively pinning me to the floor.
"You think a little foreplay is going to satisfy me? No, no it ain't when you've got such an impressive "display" here. It's big with a little bit of curve at the end; I've got to tell you how rare and desirable that is young man." Carry Anne slid subtly down my body until she was hovering over my package. Her fingers gingerly massaged and caressed the sensitive head of my member running it along her slit until it slipped inside. She was drenched making it easy for her to completely sheath me inside up to the hilt. She stared pointedly at my face silent as she tensed up around my length in brief intervals. There was this sense of self-satisfaction about Carry Anne that was a bit grating to my sensibilities. There was no question that I was being objectified.
"There it is, so thick and hard reaching all the way to the fuckin back; FUCKING OOOOHH-OHHH it's happening RIGHT NOW-RIGHT NOW!!" A violent tremor ripped through her body making the middle-aged woman arch her back pushing her mound against me hard. Her hands were claws covering her own breasts as she struggled to regain her composure leveling her gaze at me. Carry Anne planted her palms flat on my pecks working her hips into my crotch with long measured strokes. I could feel her thick, meaty butt over my thighs as she aggressively rode me building up speed until she was basically twerking on my junk.
"Muh-Ma'am-Miss? Muuuhhh, fuh-I'm, gonna cu-I'm gonna CUM if you-STOP IT!!" She planted her feet on either side of my hips rocking her pelvis into my crotch with the force of a wrecking ball repeatedly before resting on her knees resuming her undulating body motion atop my prone body.
"I-I'M NOT WEARING A CONDOM!!"
"So, I went into menopause last fucking year." Her breasts were rubbing my abdomen as she dipped low.
"BUH-BUT I'LL CUM INSIDE IF YUH-YOU DON'T STOP MRS. McINTYRE-FUH-SHIT, CUH-CARRY ANNE!!" She continued rolling her hips giving me the ride of my life looking at the floor above my head. Her face was reddened framed by her blonde hair as she huffed and labored.
"SO, DO IT BLACK; MESS MY PUSSY UP!!" Some spittle hit my face intermingling with the remnants of her essence. Carry Anne was oblivious to the world around her as she basically treated me like a two-dollar whore. Her fingers interlocked at the top of my head not so much to caress, but to push down on it as she drove her forward in a rowing motion.
"MRS. MCINTYRE!!" She clamped her mouth over mine triggering some internal switch as my hands shot to the bountiful curve of her buttocks squeezing wildly. She bucked wildly under my rough treatment swirling her tongue in a daring duel with my own. I exploded inside her as the third orgasm rocked her body sending the middle-aged woman into a frenzy. Our movements became disjointed with Carry Anne wriggling and squirming on top of me while I held fast to her waist trying to force her down harder into my junction until she gasped loudly slapping my cheek in a fit of unbridled passion before collapsing into my chest.
"You're not supposed to take control, that's not how it works. You protest too much but we both knew it was bullshit." Her slurred mumblings were pointed considering my hands were still tightly gripping her voluptuous cheeks at the cuff where the bottom of her butt met her thick thighs. I silently admitted to myself that Carry Anne was right kneading and mashing her large pale rear instinctively. She moved lightly still filled with my half erect penis.
"I came inside, are you sure it's okay?"
"Shut up, you talk about the wrong shit and it's a little annoying. I came down here to get some big, black cock, not go on a self-imposed guilt trip with you. Man, I just fucked you dry and all you want to do is self-flagellate and convince yourself that you were innocent in this little situation. Lucky you've got this fucking night stick in your pants or you'd never get laid buddy." She reared up leaving a web of saliva from my chest to her bottom lip looked the worse for wear.
"Tell me what you really think Carry Anne." She slowly wiped the drool from her upper lip noting my sarcasm and responding my twisting both of my nipples between her fingers making my yelp.
"Well, since you asked; you act like a bitch."
"What?!"
"D-D-Did I-I-I Stu-Stut-Stutter, bitch?" Carry Anne rolled her hips in short jerking motions matching thee cadence of her faux-stuttering arousing my girth still embedded deeply inside her. This older woman was something else staring down at my face pointedly. She pulled my hands away from her butt covering her breasts with them. I could feel her erect nipple in the palm of my hands.
"These need some love too or are you just obsessed with big, white ass?"
I pinched, pulled, and rolled her thick, pinkish nipples managing to shut her mouth as her eyes became slits in response to my actions.
"That shit hurts so good motherfucker, slap my tits!" My large hand smacked the side of her right breasts a couple of times as I squeezed the left so hard that it changed shape under my fingers. Her hips were rocking against me while my cock lengthened inside her clenching snatch.
"Bite my nipples asshole!" I found her ponderous breasts hanging low enough to take a nipple between my teeth making her gasp and bounce her cunt against me. She pushed the other nipple into my mouth as her pelvis wedged against me like the woman was trying to force me through the floor.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah, do that shit right boy!!" Both of her breasts smothered me as all ten of her fingers closed around my scalp roughly pulling down in tandem with her pumping hips. I reached up grabbing her shoulders from behind signaling my need for air. Carry Anne supported her weight with her hands reaching down grabbing the back of my left knee pulling it towards her torso.
"What?!-What are you do-What are you trying to do ma'am?!!"
"Shhhh-Don't spoil it, trust me you'll like it." Things became decidedly comical as we struggled against one another with Carry Anne managing to plant her knee under my left buttock. She continued humping against me reaching over roughly behind my right knee.
"He-Hey what-the... HEY LADY!!" She reached over grabbing the cell showing its face to me as a warning.
"I going to push this fucking button if you don't shut the fuck up right now, RIGHT NOW!! Robert's gonna run in here with his twelve gauge and light your ass up motherfucker!! Ju-Just take it, get fucked and stop fucking fighting me!" She'd already managed to get both legs in the air kneeling over me in a frenzy and bouncing hard. I relented laying my muscular arms on the floor above my head as Carry Anne had her way with me resting her knees on the floor.
"I'm going to teach how to fuck a woman right young man; this is for your own good." The indignities reached an all-time high when this woman probably in her late forties, early fifties hooked both of my legs over her shoulders fucking me in a modified missionary position.
She was sopping wet and still tight as wet, sucking sounds and queefs filled the small servant's room loudly. Her scent was everywhere filling my nostrils as her taste filled my mouth.
"TAKE IT BITCH, YOU'RE GETTING FUCKED HARD!! LEARN HOW TO USE THIS BIG, FUCKING DICK AND KEEP A BITCH AROUND!! OH, FUCK YES (N-WORD), THIS MY DICK NOW (N-WORD)-SHIT YOU GOTS A MAGIC STICK (N-WORD)!!" Carry Anne's face was a twisted mask of sexual fury and release reddened along with her neck and the tops of her large, sloping breasts. Her thrusts were forcing me up and down on the thin carpeting. The position added extra pressure on sections of my cock resulting in two back-to-back orgasms released inside without care for the consequences.
"OH GAWD, OH GAWD, OH GAWD, OH GAWD, OH GAWD, CUMMING- CUM-CUMMING HARD, SO FUCKING HARD, OH GAWD, OH GAWD, OH GAWD!!" Carry Anne lost control going into a massive, shaking fit before rolling away on her back. She looked like she was on the verge of having a heart attack as she stared at the ceiling fanning herself. My dick felt like it had been in a blender. The room reeked of sex.
"Fuck you Mrs. McIntyre." I mumbled.
She rolled on her side giving me a chaste kiss on the cheek before wearily getting to her feet with help from a nearby wall. She simply flung her nightgown over her shoulder before leaving with a satisfied smirk. The phone remained on the carpet. I picked it up looked at the display realizing that I'd been looking at a photograph of the alarm system all this time.
"Bitch." I'd been played snickering at her ingenuity before passing out on the floor in my birthday suit.
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He had been awake for hours staring up at the ceiling beside his sleeping wife worrying what the coming day would bring. Gerald McBride was starting a new job today at a girl's reformatory of all places and he was ambivalent of his chances after hearing the fate of the prior English teacher. He'd recently lost his job at prestigious Wellington Prep due to some downsizing in the budget and his lack of connections on the school board. The almost sudden impact on his finances had an immediate impact on his marriage. His wife Jessica was particularly hard on him refusing to get a job citing that her privileged upbringing made her only suitable for life as a homemaker. Gerald had been banned from their bedroom for weeks before landing the job on the recommendation of an academic associate. The board of directors seemed to trip over themselves getting him into the position with little over a week to prepare. They were also very light on detail denying his request for a look at student files before starting.
He would have reconsidered if not for the reaction of Jessica upon finding out that he'd become employed. She'd welcomed him home wearing nothing but an apron greeting him with a scintillating blowjob followed by a sexual clinic that left him too weak to come to the dinner table for his favorite entrée rack of lamb. Jessica was a southern transplant growing up outside of Memphis in a well-heeled family. The short, curvy blonde had been spoiled and coddled most of her life leaving her with a self-entitled demeanor that made it hard for people to deal with her. They'd been together since his first year of college having met at a party. She was cute as a button blessed with large pendulous breasts and a round ass that wouldn't quit. She routinely plied her feminine wiles to maintain control of the household living as she was accustomed since her youth. Gerald found himself with a visible tent in his boxers as he reminisced early that morning. He looked at the clock finding that it was just after four in the morning.
"Jessica." He whispered hoping against all hope for a little morning action before he started his new job. She was facing the opposite wall of their new home lightly snoring. He called out a few more times getting no answer as he lifted the sheet getting a look at her body. She'd gone to bed wearing one of his pajama shirts paired with panties that looked two sizes small on her round ass. The soft pink hue of her skin made her bed wear look almost luminescent in the early morning darkness.
"Jessica; honey?" He lightly touched her back earning an angry grumble as she shifted in her sleep. This left her with the shirt a little higher exposing the small of her back and a small tattoo on the small of her back.
"Shit."
He called her name a few more times absentmindedly stroking himself lifting the sheets higher for a better view. He reached out tentatively touching her with the tips of his fingers. Goosebumps were visible on her exposed cheek due to the continuous air conditioning kept active at all time in the house. Jessica was always citing how cold it was in the house keeping the proceedings chilly for the most part. Gerald ran a finger or two across her backside luxuriating in the soft skin as his matching hand jerked and tugged wildly on his cock. He just wanted to climax once this week because she'd seemed perpetually uninterested as of late. He wished her could get a hand on one of her pendulous breasts knowing that was out of the question even as he thought it. Sometimes Jessica would let him stick his cock between her breasts but only with a condom firmly capping his member. She hated the feel of cum on her body chastising him for any little bit that managed to soil her figure. Just once he wanted to be able to cut loose with his wife and fuck her the way he wanted but she always won out in any argument involving their sex life primarily because it was her vagina. Those arguments few and far between usually left him on the couch for a few days.
He made sure to keep his member covered with his boxers remembering how Jessica had berated him for soiling the sheets on another occasion. Sometimes he hated how much she used sex to get her way in the household, hated himself for being so weal willed and gullible to her obvious ploys to keep him in check. Gerald recalled the first time she's revealed her physical stats during a colorful conversation late one night over the phone.
"44DDD-30-40; and I'm only 5ft two inches." She would regale him with stories of bra fittings and the desperate lengths other more well-heeled admirers had gone through to secure her affections. It made him feel small and unworthy creating an inferiority complex that had mutated into this sort of passive acceptance of her as the "Alpha" in their relationship going forward. He was working the head of his cock now feeling little jolts of pleasure from the sensation of the cottony material on his skin. Jessica shifted in her sleep inadvertently causing her panties to ride up in her crack exposing both side of her plump apple bottom.
"Fuck; I love it." He whispered slowly scooting downward under the sheets getting a look at the top of her butt cheeks.
Jessica moaned rolled in her sleep moving, bending her short shapely legs at the knees until she was in a fetal position.
"FUCK." His hand was a blur on his tumescence rolling the sheet back so that he could get an unobstructed view of her round butt. He was close to the finish line lamenting the fact that he needed to resort to deviant behavior to get off but he'd been desperately in love with her since the first moment they met but couldn't remember why. She'd just started acting like a complete bitch the moment they were under the same roof. He was so close pulling the crotch of his underwear aside so that he could handle his own meat directly. Jolts of pleasure shot through his body as precum began to ooze from the head of his penis.
"What are you doing?" Gerald's eyes had been shut tightly as he went into the throes of an intense orgasm built up over three weeks from denial by his stubborn wife.
"Uhm; you know honey, just a little bit in the morning." She'd been roused angrily from a deep sleep by his movements.
"You're ridiculous; what are you sixteen all over again?"
"No; I-I uhm, needed something."
"I can see that; you are gross and really immature. I'm going to the bathroom and you're going to wash these sheets when you get home from work." She got up from the bed giving him a good look at both of her rounded cheeks straight on hastening his climax.
"HONEY?!!" He was at the brink.
"What is it?" Her tone was salty and ultimately condescending as she looked over her shoulder. She'd always balked when he told her that she looked like a blonde version of Leah Remini but standing there in his pajama top and panties was just enough to trigger a volcanic climax.
"JESS-JESSICCCAAAAAA!!" She gasped in horror as her husband began climaxing soiling his own abdomen, underwear, and the immediate vicinity around him. The bedding was soiled and wet from three weeks' worth of pent up sexual frustration.
"You need professional help; you really do Gerald McBride. I want you to find some time to schedule a session with a therapist for your obvious sexual addiction." She slammed the bedroom door behind her never realizing that he'd only called her name to stall. He just wanted a long enough look at her butt to get off. Jessica never returned to the bed opting to use the daybed in the guest room of their newly acquired home. He was left looking up at the ceiling before realizing that the alarm clock was going off signaling his first day on the job at Havenhurst Academy.
Gerald McBride made his own breakfast that morning between washing the sheets he'd soiled and leaving his wife's portion covered in the microwave. He uncovered the tarp that covered his 1957 Chevy Caprice and was soon on his way to the school.
*****
The academy was surrounded by a huge imposing gate with two guarded entrances that recalled its known status as a youth reformatory. After taking the job I'd researched the school's history finding that it was opened in the fifties by a consortium of wealthy socialites who promptly began to lose money until it was taken over by the state ten years later. The list of professionals and state officials who passed through those gates was epic with a third retiring or disappearing immediately afterward. I was a little weary of taking the job but Jessica left me no choice. I figured at worst that I could put a year or two under my belt before finding work elsewhere. The housing allowance and a generous stipend sweetened the deal and helped me get two days of sexual favors from my otherwise frigid wife. Havenhurst was an internet curiosity that seemed to linger at the corners of Gerald's mind leading up to his very first day.
"Gerald McBride, teacher uhm; it's my first day." The guard was large and burly with a roughhewn look about his person.
"Yeah, follow the road up to the main building; Mrs. Thorndyke will be waiting for you there."
"Well, have a nice day." The guard did a doubletake before opening the gate, but not without a word.
"Don't let anyone into the car with you under any circumstances." Gerald pushed through the gate peering into his rear-view mirror. He noticed the guard brandishing a shotgun as he returned to the guard shack. He looked over his shoulder worried before turning back towards the road before him in time to find someone bolting out in front of his vehicle.
"SHIT!!" He barely had time to serve out of the way running onto the green barely avoiding a collision with a tree.
"Hey lady you okay?!" He'd noticed the woman stumbling to the pavement as he jerked the steering wheel. He jumped out of his car looking in the direction of the woman he'd nearly hit to find no one there. Gerald surveyed the area for a few moments before turning back towards his car.
"Huh?" There was a girl sitting inside his car in the passenger seat. She seemed to be looking right at him somewhat stoically and motionless.
"Ma'am, you okay?" He walked towards his car scratching his head wondering how the girl was able to hop inside his vehicle unnoticed. She was wearing a school uniform with consisted of a navy-blue blazer over a white shirt over a plaid skirt. She was wearing some dark colored stockings with Birkenstocks on her feet. The unknown girl's gaze was cast downward towards, her features hidden by her long strawberry blonde locks.
"Miss, you okay?" Gerald asked a second time worried that she might be traumatized from the near accident.
"Late for class." The girl mumbled in a low monotone.
"Okay, I'll run you up to the main building and you can make it to class from there, right?"
"Music please." He leaned over switched on the radio finding some retro music from the 60's and attempted to change the channel before she spoke again.
"Strawberry Alarm Clock, I like this song."
"Oh, you like oldies huh?"
"Rainy Day Mushroom Pillow just came out, 1967 is their year and I am in love with this song."
"1967?" Gerald looked over at the girl still unable to see her face do to her long hair. She was sitting there pulling on a handful of her blonde locks rocking slightly to the somnambulistic tune. He wanted to put her at ease figuring he'd find out her story once he checked into the property. He allowed himself time to listen to the song properly and found himself enjoying it as well.
"Hey, I like it too; it has this kind of dreamy quality to it that just feels right."
"Really, you like it too."
"Yes, I might download it when I get home."
"Download?"
"You're funny; so, what's your name?" The girl was rubbing her hands in front of her face and shivering a bit.
"Mary Jane; what is ah, uhm download?" Gerald facepalmed hearing the question regretting it even as it let her lips. He remembered himself knowing that the academy held several girls from different backgrounds. Mary Jane could have come from parents that frowned on technology based on religion of other ideologies. He felt embarrassed for finding humor in her question and resolved to make amends.
"It's when you ah, when you purchase something permanently. It's kept on a computer or phone for you anytime you want to hear it Mary Jane."
"It's like a record?"
"Well, kind of Mary Jane; I guess could say it's like having the record without the record." He wondered what kind of environment this strange girl grew up in where common knowledge of simple electronics eluded her.
"That's possible?"
"Sure, I'll bring my laptop by sometime and let you listen to the song as much as you want."
"You'd do something like that, for me?"
"Yes, I'll let you even have the song since you like it so much; my name's Gerald McBride and I'm going to be a teacher here at the academy." He felt like he'd reached some common ground with the strange mute girl.
"Quit." He looked over at her getting a quick glimpse of her face before turning back towards the upcoming main building. She had an easy-going beauty with a smattering of freckles across her cheeks but he couldn't make out her eyes because of her bangs.
"Excuse me?" She didn't answer as he pulled up at the main entrance. Mrs. Thorndyke appeared to be waiting for me on the steps leading up to her office. She was a rather large, full figured woman dressed in a black knee length dress and a school blazer. She had a wealth of auburn hair arranged high on her head in a high French bun. She was standing beside one of the students wearing a uniform like Mary Jane and stood a full head taller than the girl. Gerald peered over towards his passenger for some sort of visual cue finding her gone from the seat. His feet slammed down on the brakes making my car skid to a stop at the top of the driveway. I peered wild eyed around the vehicle finding none there. There was a strangeness that lingered about the vehicle before he remembered himself pushing onward to the bottom of the stoop.
"Mr. McBride I presume; having trouble with your vehicle?" He was still looking intermittently at his car as the large woman offered her hand.
"Apparently; nice to meet you, Mrs. Thorndyke?"
"Yes, although I haven't been an actual missus for quite some time; guess I like the title and such as it gives me a veneer of respectability." Gerald had a strange, anxious feeling that lingered as a slight breeze caressed his ear.
"Please ma'am it's very nice to meet you finally; I'd like to thank you for the opportunity."
"We here at Havenhurst think of ourselves as one big family and are honored to have you as the latest member." Gerald could barely keep his eyes away from the administrator's huge bosom feeling somewhat ashamed at his actions. Mrs. Thorndyke seemed to notice giving his palm a little pinch accompanied with a quick wink.
"HI MY NAME IS PENNY!!" The student accompanying Mrs. Thorndyke enthusiastically offered her hand shaking his vigorously. Gerald was caught by surprise by the strength of the handshake clasping his other hand over Penny's in a subversive effort to retrieve it.
"Nice to meet you Penny; how are you doing?"
"Great sir; I'm going to be one of your students you know; I'm glad I got the opportunity to meet you first. You're very handsome and sharp looking too; your girlfriend's probably really jealous huh?" He considered the exchange a little bit inappropriate but acquiesced seeking to bond with Penny encouraged by her eagerness.
"Well thank you Penny; but I'm happily married."
"Oh, is that so Mr. McBride? Well where's your wife; I'd love to meet her?" The nerdy looking teen was beaming revealing a wide grin.
"Penny, that's enough." Thorndyke's response did not go unnoticed as he took visual stock of the young women at her side. Penny was a slender brunette decidedly long and lean keeping her hair in twin braids at either side of her head that were long enough to reach just past her shoulders. She had an awkward look about her person with big expressive blue eyes hidden behind thick, horn rimmed glasses. The teen had a bit of an overbite hidden behind thick lips.
"Sorry Mrs. Thorndyke; Mr. McBride, didn't mean nothing about it."
"It's okay I'm glad you're happy to see me; sure, you don't miss your old teacher?"
"No, I'm glad he's gone." Her answer seemed to hang in the air lingering for a few moments before Thorndyke intervened.
"Run along Penny, Mr. McBride will along in a bit."
"OKAY, SEE YOU SOON MR. McBride!!" She skipped off down the hall looking back with a giggle before disappearing behind a corner.
Mrs. Thorndyke followed the girl's awkward gaze with the concern of a parent as he realized that she stood a full head taller than him.
"Yours?"
"Penny? Oh no Mr. McBride; she's just so unbalanced and awkward in social settings that we try to look out for her here at Havenhurst. She has a bit of a hard time making friends, but I know a butterfly in the making when I see one. It's a skill I have you see; perceive the potential and make good on it." The headmistress dedication was inspiring.
"She is one of my students?"
"Yes, and you will have seven total for your inaugural semester; they are all very, very special girls in their own right Mr. McBride. It's up to you to bring out that butterfly in each." She seemed to swell with pride talking about his students.
"Mrs. Thorndyke, it is my understanding that this academy is something of a reformatory." She was already pushing open the doors to a very impressive office. The interior walls were lined from floor to high roof with books of all shapes and sizes. It had the appearance of a library complete with an extra-large floor model globe. There were some other odds and ends around the office that completed the "old world" esthetic. A large window was at her back that seemed to be off kilter and warped. Her desk was huge with a pronounced natural oak texture sitting in front of a large high backed occasional chair.
"Well it's true that we have some, rather unique students here but I would stop short of referring to this institution in the same circles as most prisons. I admit these young ladies have some issues, but it is our job to assist them in working through them so that they can blossom beyond our borders."
"You have my vote Mrs. Thorndyke; say you have a great career in politics if you ever decide to leave Havenhurst." The large woman responded with a throaty laugh that seemed uncharacteristic as he noticed a peculiar item under glass near her desk. It was a frayed burned object that upon initial contact appeared to be spade shaped.
"My thesis; unfortunately, the victim of an accidental fire in my quarters in the late fifties." There was a tinge of emotion in her voice at the memory.
"Late fifties, that's hard to believe Mrs. Thorndyke." She had a sort of elevated beauty to her rounded features with slight streaks of grey in her wealth of auburn hair.
"You're going to make me keep you here forever with that silver tongue Mr. McBride." His eyes slipped down to her enormous bosom once again involuntarily. Rings of pearls hung low from her neck obscured at their lowest point by her deep cleavage. He found himself wondering what her breasts looked like bared and becoming embarrassed immediately.
"Penny for your thoughts." Her smile was warm and inviting.
"UH-OH UHM, nothing at all...really ma'am!" He coughed feeling that he'd been caught looking.
"Mr. McBride I want to impress upon you that your charges while technically adults at eighteen years of age are still impressionable young girls. We must never cross that line that separates adult from unformed youthful expression. Some if not all will attempt to stray across that line, push your buttons so to speak. I need you to maintain your authority at all times; you do, understand what I'm getting at good sir?" Her roundabout way of explaining things was slightly offensive to his sensibilities but he desperately needed the job.



"I understand Mrs. Thorndyke; you can count on me to maintain the utmost professionalism."
"I sincerely hope so; these girls need some one that is going to be a steadying presence in their lives." She reclined in her chair regarding him silently prompting a question that had been on his mind since he arrived on campus.
"Excuse me, but what exactly happened to the teacher who proceeded me?"
"We never talk about someone once they're gone." Her words were final hanging in the air raising even more questions.
"Well let's get you started shall we; follow the same path as Penny to arrive at your home room. The other girls will be very excited to meet you."
"Yes ma'am."
"If you have any problems, whatsoever; don't hesitate to inform me as quickly as possible. Steel yourself Mr. McBride."
The corridor was sparsely lit even though it was daytime and he noticed the classrooms were closed with a thick oak door that had a small window in each that were made to be opened from the outside. He remembered reading about the buildings being part of a sanatorium during its initial days before being converted into a school during the late forties. There was some sort of fire reported across the campus that ravaged most of the land before the property was purchased person, persons unknown. Researching Havenhurst had raised more questions than answers.
"Quit." He remembered the words of the strange student that had stumbled across his path earlier that morning and how she'd disappeared from his vehicle after he'd given her a ride up to the main building. Gerald wanted to know what it was that her tick; wanted to find out more about this student who'd been raised in some closed community. There were a ton of questions he'd meant to ask Mrs. Thorndyke but forgot to ask. Now he was standing in front of the door to his classroom with seven students waiting and he couldn't reconcile this strange queasy feeling in his gut. Something told Gerald McBride that once he crossed the threshold into that classroom all bets were off.
"GOOD MORNING Mr. MC BRIDE!!" The first voice he heard stepping into the truncated alcove leading to the classroom was Penny's and he quickly realized it was her voice alone.
Six girls sat facing the blackboard, Penny was turned around in her seat waving excitedly with a wide smile on her face. He noticed another student sitting apart from the others wearing a burka wondering what was her story. It was the first day and he was concerned with making a good first impression on the road to gaining their trust. As he walked along the furthest aisle, he noticed another girl looking directly at him with a smirk on her face. She had a huge shock of red hair over a rounded freckled face. Her figure was decidedly chubby discernable even through her school uniform. She leaned over whispering into the ear of another girl who appeared Asian but had a deep tan with an umber hair color. Both girls chuckled to themselves as he met their gaze.
"Good morning Penny; morning everyone else." His eyes settled on a girl sitting in the center of the small group. She was extremely pale with very fine features under straight, black hair that reached appeared to the center of her back. It dawned on him that she was dressed differently than the others with a fashion sense he'd recognized from the net as "Gothic Lolita". He come across it one desperate afternoon while searching for porn on his laptop during another sexual drought courtesy of his wife.
"GOOD MORNING FOR EVERYBODY SIR!!" Penny piped up after watching everyone else's lack of a response.
"Penny, thanks but you're going to have to give some else a chance to speak, no offense." She cast her gaze downward at even the slightest admonishment. Gerald mad a mental note to talk with her later and smooth things over. His gaze wondered around the classroom which was overly furnished with enough desks for at least twenty students. He noticed Mary Jane also sitting apart from the class.
"Mary Jane, would you and the other student like to join us over here?"
The other students immediately craned their heads in the direction of Mary Jane except for the strange girl seated in the center of class. The girls turned back leaning in towards each other whispering excitedly.
"MR. Mc BRIDE SHE'S-!!"
"Shut up Penny." The chubby redhead cut her off earning immediate silence as the bespectacled nerd peered down into her desktop wrapping her arms around her narrow frame.
"That was uncalled for and won't be tolerated in my class again uhm?" He spoke in a measured tone doing his best to walk the line between sternness and tact. He didn't know the social dynamic between the girls yet and wanted to get a feel for them before stepping in.
"Chloe Joy Tobias."
"Pleasure to meet you, Chloe Joy Tobias; I'm Gerald McBride and I've been assigned to teach this class. Please give me an opportunity to do my job." He stepped forward taking her hand daintily giving it a slight shake.
"Pleasure's yours; I don't need your kind of teaching anyway but here we are hon." Her accent was thick and southern sounding. She winked at him drawing a hand up to her chest inadvertently cupping her left breast revealing how large it was. Her green eyes seemed to look right through him while a fuzziness tickled the interior of his cranium.
"That doesn't sound very positive Chloe."
"It's all in the way you look at things Gerald; like when I just told Penny over there to shut the fuck up. I know things, I read people and such; even though you find her annoying, you were never going to take-the-initiative. That's where I come in Gerald." Her voice had a playful hardness to it that spoke of someone rich with negative world experience.
"I did mention that I'm the teacher, right Chloe?" He was met with a chorus of giggles from the girls. The strange girl didn't register anything going on in class piquing his curiosity further.
"And who might you be young lady." The class immediately went silent as what appeared to be their de facto leader looked up directly at Gerald.
"She won't talk to you-until she has something to say; seriously uhm, "Mr. McBride." The Asian student spoke punctuating his name in a condescending manner.
"And you are?"
"My formal name is Mai Tora, but you should just call me Shoko; I like that better than my slave name." Chloe and Shoko giggled at her self-referential pun making him feel like an outsider.
"I am Champa Nagarani; I am very pleased to meet you sir." The girl hidden under the burka spoke gaining his attention. He noticed a dark mesh over the eye area which was usually exposed in pictures he'd seen. Gerald stood and bowed to the student who had a British sounding accent.
"You all sorts of Prince Charming aren't you, Gerald?" Chloe leaned back in her seat knowing on the end of a pencil.
"You read people Chloe; why don't you tell me?"
"You don't want me to do something like that; that'd be just about too much for you to handle." She licked her lips at the prospect.
"Is that a challenge?"
"It's whatever you want it to be pretty boy?" He definitely felt the challenge in the air wondering what he should do lest his class room authority be lost in a single day. He'd taken a large number of psychology courses on his path to becoming an accredited teacher and knew the challenge presented must be answered.
"All right, give it your best shot Chloe." The chubby redhead leaned over whispering into the ear of Shoko before beginning.
"You a real good two shoes, size thirteen to be exact and you stay in good shape but not so much lately. Done all the right things all your life; studied hard as fuck and sacrificed to get where you are. You one of those annoying self-hating liberals that hug fucking trees and wanna make the world a better place. Even worked the peace corps and habitat for humanity before bringing it all together at one of them choice "Ivy League" schools before you got your ass cut from the team." He was startled as she rattled off his entire resume before the class.
"How'd you know all that?"
"I'm not finished Gerald Alexander McBride; you got that job and it helped you get a woman who was unobtainable under any other circumstance. But now, years later you're having what they call "Buyer's Remorse" because she's a real cunt who won't even put out unless you buy her something nice and fucking pretty." The thirty-six-year-old educator was stunned at the angry words being directed at him by someone he'd never met before. Everything the redhead said was true and he wanted to strangle the life out of her for saying it as tears started to form at the corner of his eyes. Before he knew it, he was moving towards the door.
"How did it feel to have to JACK OFF this morning to some ENTITLED COW who doesn't even have the COMMON DECENCY to perform her WIFELY DUTIES honey?!!" He noticed Shoko handing Chloe a wad of bills before the door slammed behind him.
"MRS. THORNDYKE; THOSE STUDENTS HACKED INTO YOUR COMPUTER OR SOMETHING!!" He was drenched in perspiration bursting into the office finding her thumbing through a thick tome.
"Pardon me Mr. McBride?" Thorndyke seemed oddly casual by his sudden appearance in her office.
"They-They know everything about me somehow; how's that possible if they didn't somehow have access to my resume or files?" It was all he could do to compose himself resisting the urge to run back down the hall and confront the troubled eighteen-year-olds.
"Ah sounds like Chloe pushing her luck again; remember yourself Mr. McBride. These girls are testing you and I believe you have a responsibility to meet the challenge head on. Show them that you're in charge; believe in yourself and they will too." Thorndyke's words seemed to have a calming effect on him as he settled into one of the plush antique chairs in front of her desk.
"She knew-She knew I was married and said-things that no one should know."
"It's a trick that runs in her family I'm afraid; they weren't the most reputable of people sending their daughter to us. Didn't want her around you see; too much for anybody to handle but us Mr. McBride."
"It would help if I could look at her student file."
"Afraid not good sir, remember the conditions of your employment and rise to the occasion Mr. McBride. I have faith that you will be able to reach these young ladies and put them on the right path." She reassured him leaning forward placing a hand on top of his for support.
"Mrs. Thorndyke?"
"Think of it as a little bit of a setback and take the rest of the day off for your troubles. I understand intimately how jarring something like that can be and rest assured, I will be speaking with Chloe about her aberrant behavior." Somehow the large woman managed to get him invested in continuing at Havenhurst. The sting of Chloe's words stuck with him as he began driving the wooded path leading out to the main gate. Her demeanor and southern twang caused raw emotion to well up inside causing him to tighten his grip on the steering wheel. He switched on his radio hoping to calm his nerves finding the same song on the radio he'd been listening to with Mary Jane.
"What?" He noticed Mary Jane standing at the side of the road as he rounded the bend where he'd initially had his accident and pulled over.
"Shouldn't you be in class Mary Jane?" She knelt by his open window peering inside with a sad expression.
"Did you quit Mr. McBride?"
"Taking the rest of the day off; I'll be back bright and early tomorrow." Gerald managed a smile in a vain attempt to reassure the worried teen.
"You should quit; they are mean."
"Don't you worry, I'll be back and nobody's going to run me off. Besides we're friends and I still haven't forgotten about that download of Rainy Day Mushroom Pillow. I keep my promises young lady." Her expression lightened at the mention of her favorite song.
"Sir, I don't want to make you mad but is it true what they said about your wife?" He did a doubletake at her question not knowing how to answer.
"Well, let's not talk about my personal life Mary Jane; see you tomorrow?"
"I'm very sorry Mr. McBride, I won't bring it up again sir." He wanted to kick himself for acting like a jackass in the face of this earnest student's naive question.
"No hard feelings; I'll see you tomorrow Mary Jane."
"Bye." He turned up the song waving before driving along the rest of the path to the main gate. Gerald looked in the rear-view mirror noticing the roadside empty where she'd been standing.
*****
"You're so gullible Gerald; little bitch got it from that other girl you talked about." Jessica had been engaged in some internet shopping when he suddenly popped up unexpectantly rattling her from her daily routine. She was afraid that he'd lost his job scolding him before he could even get his coat off. Her fears were abated when he explained in part his encounter with Chloe Joy Tobias.
"It just caught me off guard; I don't believe Penny would do that."
"You don't know her and aren't these kids supposed to be problem students anyway?"
"Well yes but-?"
"Sometimes I don't know what you would do without me Gerald; you're an open book and that's not a good thing. Take stock of yourself and do better or you could end up losing everything even me."
Jessica never looked up from the meal he's prepared shortly after returning home. The short, curvy homemaker added a few choice words about his culinary skills before Gerald retired to his home office searching through his belongings until he found an old I-Pod Nano received from a secret Santa at a long-ago office party. He hooked the small device up to his laptop perusing several songs by Mary Jane's favorite band loading them onto the gift. He added a few more he thought she would enjoy.
"What are you listening to Gerald?" Jessica had been wearing one of his long sleeve shirts as it was her custom to do around the house along with a form fitting pair of tan Capri pants. The sound of the music attracted her curious to find out the origin of the song she was hearing.
"Some music a student turned me onto; it's actually pretty good too."
"Sounds like some old hippie shit, put your ear buds in." Jessica rolled her eyes before turning giving him a view of her luscious derriere as Chloe's words echoed in his mind. Jessica really did have a perfect bubble butt that she absolutely despised. She often talked about being afraid of going under the knife as the only reason she was still afflicted with the two perfect circles residing at the end of her back. Gerald kicked off his shoes and tossed his shirt aside before taking out a pair of large Bose Headphones and zoning out. He reclined back in his office chair closing his eyes letting the mellow music take him elsewhere.
Jessica was feeling uncharacteristically cold this evening checking the thermostat a few times disappointed to find it reading a comfortable seventy-seven degrees. There seemed to be a slight breeze tickling her ear every now and then. She sat in the living room watching a reality show when the screen flickered a number of times causing her to push the buttons on her remote frantically. She was forced to turn off her program just as the lights in the living room blinked several times worrying her a bit. She'd found Gerald uploading music and figured she'd just take a hot shower before turning in early. There was something in the air that was making her anxious and she couldn't put her finger on it despite herself. Jessica found herself locking the bathroom door unsure why stripping down to the buff as she waited for the shower water to heat up. She was sitting on the toilet relieving herself when she noticed the doorknob being tried from the opposite side of the door.
"Hey cut it out; GERALD!!" The doorknob suddenly stopped jiggling stoking her anger. The short, curvy blonde knew that she had her husband on a short leash continually using his unwavering attraction to control things in the house. She figured that he thought he would catch her in the shower hoping for a quickie and this made her bristle.
"You know Gerald it really doesn't look good; this whole pervert thing you've got going on lately. I'm really fucking disturbed living with a degenerate who can barely keep a job and I think your actions as of late require a little down time-don't you think? YOU CAN SLEEP ON THE COUCH TONIGHT BUDDY!!" The doorknob suddenly started shaking violently on its own with enough force to rattle the fragile bathroom door.
"HEY WHAT THE HELL?!!" It stopped before she'd even finished her sentence. Her heart was pounding loudly in her chest, she was breathing hard.
"Gerald?" There was no answer.
"Are you there Gerald?" She was starting to get a little queasy before she heard it. There was a slight scratching sound on the other side of the door. From where she was sitting it was easy to pinpoint being level with her head. The hair on the back of her neck was standing on end and that strange queasy feeling ratcheted up.
"Gerald?" The scratching stopped.
Jessica was legitimately afraid now oblivious to the steam building up in the bathroom as she wrapped a towel around her generous curves. She placed both palms flat on the door finding it cold to the touch. Against her better judgement, she cracked the door peering down the hallway at her bedroom door. The house was dark and she didn't remember leaving it that way. The hallway felt ice cold and she could swear that her breathe was visible for an instant. The music from her husband's laptop echoed through the house. There was a sudden flickering of light as Jessica noticed a shadow in the hallway and slammed the door. She quickly realized the bathroom was filled with steam turning to find someone there standing inches away from her face.
"GER-RALD!!" His wife's bloodcurdling scream shook Gerald from a tired slumber making him nearly knock the laptop from his desk. He bolted down the hallway without thinking finding the bathroom door locked and shaking it profusely until it swung open. Jessica was found in a fetal position on the floor with her hands over her face sobbing.
"Whu-What happened honey?!!" She continued sobbing, trembling uncontrollably as he wrapped took her in his arms.
"I'm scared." She uttered barely above a whisper.
"It's okay; come to bed, you need some rest." There was something in her demeanor that called out to Gerald. He had never seen his wife rattled the way she was tonight.
"I'm sorry." She half whispered.
"For what?"
Jessica responded with a timid kiss to the lips that surprised him. It lasted less than a few seconds but was undeniably sensual and full of promise. Her arms locked around his abdomen as she sought and received another kiss slowly working her tongue into his mouth. Jessica pulled him tighter against her body still trembling as her tongue swirled in his mouth prompting him to invade hers as well. She began sucking on his tongue while her nails dug into his buttocks. The much shorter woman had to stand on her toes to keep the kiss going.
"What brought this on?"
"You-don't like it?" He paused for a few seconds as she appeared to be waiting for an answer.
"Of course, I love it Jessica." She pouted looking down at the carpet petulantly before he raised her face giving her another deep kiss.
Her hands were already undoing the buttons on his shirt pulling up on his undershirt until her fingers danced across his abs. He assisted her losing both shirts as she took a nipple in her mouth teasing and tickling it until it was erect. Gerald was confused and pleasantly surprised at his wife's sexually aggressive behavior but didn't want to spoil it by talking. Jessica began undoing the belt on his slacks with a kind of hungry fervor snapping the buckle lose so that she could dig her hands inside. He nervously gasped when his naked buttocks were cupped.



"Did I do something wrong?" She asked concerned.
"NO, IT'S JUST-DIFFERENT!" His tumescence was painfully erect and pulsing from her attention. Jessica pulled out the front of his boxers staring at his erection with wide eyes. It was almost like she was seeing it for the first time.
"I'll do whatever you like; I want to make you feel good." He watched her slowly crouch down taking his pants and underwear with her until his member was pointed directly at her face. Her mouth hung open at the sight of his slightly above average blessing.
"It's kind of-I guess it's pretty." Jessica commented on his member taking it all in from different angles like a woman entranced.
"Huh?"
Attentively, the shapely blonde took the head between her plump lips swirling her tongue on his slit. The feeling was heavenly for Gerald who hadn't been fellated by his wife since the night he'd proposed. She took a little more teasing and sucking lightly on the head before taking half of the rest. She pulled back stroking it while wiping her mouth with her forearm.
"It's a little salty, tastes weird."
"Uh, you want me to shower Jess?" Her soft palm was stroking his length with purpose.
"Why?" She quickly buried the rest of his erection in her throat up to the hilt. Jessica leant forward bobbing her head back and forth until copious amount of saliva ran down her chin glazing her chest and falling into her lap. Her right fist twisted around his girth creating a counterbalance to her actions. Gerald didn't know what set her off but he found himself falling in love all over again with this short, curvy blonde.
"Uhm, can you like sit on that chair over there sir?" Jessica asked after what seemed like hours of foreplay.
"Sir?" She pulled him over to his chair patting the seat for him to sit down. Jessica dropped to all fours pushing his thighs apart and burying her face in his crotch for more foreplay than he thought possible. The wet syrupy sound that accompanied her actions had him close.
"You REALLY like it when I do it like this; don't you Mr. McBride?" He decided that he would get into her obvious role playing nodding his head enthusiastically as she continued sucking him off in an inspired performance.
"Oh, Jess I'm just about there!" He knew how much his wife hated the feel of semen on her skin knowing that she'd probably ban his sexual activities altogether if she received a mouthful. She continued even ratcheting up her actions.
"OOOOOHHHH JEEESSSSSS!!" She began massaging the base of his crotch completing throating him on every other stroke. Her fingers tightened and twisted his member while her other hand cupped his balls. There were stars before his eyes as he climaxed directly in her mouth arching his back towards her face involuntarily. He'd never been so thoroughly attended to by his wife in all the time they'd been together. Feelings of pure bliss began in the small of his back and inner thighs pulsing all the way up to his shaft exploding between her plump lips into her continuously suctioning mouth forcing an awkward sounding yelp. His hands roughly cupped the sides of her head as he humped the rest out.
"Y-YOU SHOULD HAVE SEEN YOUR FACE MR. MCBRIDE!!" She was wetly laughing as his seed spilled from her mouth into her hand cupped under her chin. It was a youthful girlish laughter that was full of spoilt innocence.
"Mr. McBride?"
She continued laughing uncharacteristically rising on her knees pushing forward until she was between his legs. Jessica poured his essence onto his member drooling a good bit more until he was lubed up as her hand slowly stroked him back to full hardness.
"I bet you want to put your thing between these, right?" She cupped the undersides of her pendulous breasts wrapping them around his length until it was obscured from view.
"Jess?" He wanted her to stop the act; just wanted her to be herself but she was making the case wedging her breasts tightly around him as she bounced against his pelvis. He lost himself in her frenzied, glib behavior until he came again covering the top of her cleavage with his cum. Some of it pooled around the head of his cock still trapped in her tight cleavage.
"Watch this sir." She buried him completely cleaning his member until he was obliged to push her head away.
"Oh fuck."
"It felt good, right? You liked it, didn't you?" Jessica was looking up into face waiting for an answer on baited breath.
"Of-course Jess; you know how much I love you. Tonight, has honestly been a revelation but I just have to say that you had me at hello." He noticed that she was blushing at his compliment yelping as she quickly grabbed his cock jerking on it.
"Come on Jess, I know another way you can make me feel good."
"What's that?" Gerald reached down cupping her mound running a few fingers along her slit. She responded by violently shoving his hand away.
"I'm not ready for that, sorry." She backed off on her knees attempting to hide her sex with a hand while the other covered her breasts.
"Are you kidding; we've been together for years Jess."
"I wouldn't be comfortable with "doing it" Mr. McBride; can't we keep fooling around?" Her voice was earnest confusing him even further. The music he'd been downloading had been playing on a continual loop throughout the whole tryst and he leaned over to switch it off.
"What are you doing?!"
"Turning it off; I know how much you hate it Jess."
"What are you talking about Mr. McBride; that's my favorite song and I told you that." She was visibly getting agitated at his actions.
"You don't have to be mean just because I won't "DO IT" with you sir, I-I mean just give me a little time to work it out. Don't take away the only thing that I have left; please leave it on Gerald. I-I want to do it but I'm scared right now." She sounded distraught as he closed the distance between them with the intention of taking his wife in his arms.
"Jess, what's going on with you?"
"Look it's cool, I'm gonna go clean your stuff off my face all right?" She shied away visibly upset looking at him with the irritated eyes of teenage girls that he recognized from years of teaching. It was strange and oddly honest from his vantage point so much so that the thirty-four-year-old was compelled to speak.
"Sorry."
"It's all right I guess, let me get cleaned up Mr. McBride."
"Jessica?"
"Why do you keep calling me that?" Before he could inquire further she was already walking towards the bathroom giving him a view of her well-rounded derriere. Gerald was worried and confused wondering if his wife was having a breakdown when he noticed her standing in the bathroom staring at her own reflection. The lights in the hall flickered a bit drawing his attention as the music from his laptop faded.
"Jess-baby?" From his vantage point she was staring into the bathroom mirror motionless.
She appeared manikin-like standing there in the dark at her reflection. It was almost as if time had ceased in the small rectangular room. Gerald cautiously approached and placed a hand on his wife's shoulder.
"Jessica, are you okay?" Jessica's head craned robotically towards him making Gerald gasp when her eyes were revealed to be opaque almost glowing in the dark. This only lasted an instant as the short, curvy blonde blinked suddenly screaming at the top of her lungs. Jessica's blood curdling shriek echoed throughout the darkened house.
...and then all was quiet.
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He had driven the entire trip with the windows down letting the morning breeze flow through the car. Gerald McBride was wired and a little disheveled from a night of weirdness that began with sexual strangeness from his wife Jessica ending with her screaming at the top of her lungs for nearly an hour before locking herself in their bathroom. The teacher hadn't slept a wink sitting outside the bathroom door pleading with his wife before reluctantly trudging off to work. There was nothing else he could do knowing that he had no other financial options realizing that he could still be replaced. It wouldn't look good calling off a day after he'd been given half a day due to one troubled student. His head was throbbing and the corners of his eyes stung from lack of sleep. He couldn't get over his wife's demeanor during their encounter reminding him of an inexperienced teenager.
He couldn't reconcile the look on her face after she'd stopped screaming when she realized they were both nude. Gerald watched in horror as Jessica slowly took stock of her body clutching a hand to her chest only to find it dripping with his semen. She'd silently closed the door to the bathroom locking it before weeping on the carpet. He'd already passed the gate noticing the main building was getting closer realizing that he would be attempting to deal with problem students and a full day of work on no sleep. Most pressing on his mind was setting some sort of dominant tone after he'd been humiliated by one Chloe Joy Tobias who'd set the tone upon their initial meeting.
"Oh, you came back Mr. McBride!!" Penny was sitting on the steps leading up to the building and the first thing he noticed were tears in her eyes. Her nose and cheeks were also reddened from some sort of distress.
"Good morning Penny; you didn't really think I'd come back did you?"
"Chloe is just bad to everybody and it takes a lot to deal with her sometimes." That was an understatement if ever he'd heard one. The thought of the student still gave her him violent urges. The redhead seemed to know exactly what buttons to push and it brought a question raised by his wife to the forefront.
"Penny, there's something I need to know and I want you to be honest with me."
"Yes sir, but why would I lie?"
"Did you somehow give my information to Chloe; it seemed like she read my resume and you help Mrs. Thorndyke out, right?"
"You think I helped her Mr. McBride?" The nerdy girl looked offended by his comments quickly looking away while folding her arms across her chest.
"Look Penny; I'm just asking a question."
"Well what do I get out of answering it sir; you are accusing me of doing something bad and I don't appreciate it one bit." She turned to walk away but he reached out grabbing her arm before remembering himself and releasing her.
"Forget I asked Penny, sorry." She hopped up a few stairs before returning with a finger in her mouth.
"It's okay Mr. McBride, I know you're a really nice guy. Could I see a picture of your wife?" He thought it was an odd request but reached into a wallet producing a small photo taken during an ill-advised vacation in the Hamptons. Jessica was standing against the sunset wearing this billowy sundress. She'd been irritated at the tight fit above the waist vowing never to wear it again. He'd kept the picture because her breasts were bulging out of the top; sometimes he used it during alone time. Penny held the tiny picture in both hands like it was a treasure staring intently at it.
"Penny?"
"Sorry, here you go Mr. McBride; she's very pretty sir; what's her name?"
"Jessica, shouldn't you be getting to class?" The nerdy girl flashed a smile that was all teeth before snatching up a satchel bag at her feet.
"Chloe just "knows things" and she likes to play with people all the time. Just act like it never happened because she will keep pushing if you don't. I did not give her anything sir and can we still be friends anyway?" She slung the bag across her shoulder waiting for an answer.
"Sure Penny, run along." It was hard to believe she was eighteen watching her half-skip off to class but he felt her advice was sound.
The corridor leading back to his classroom seemed somewhat darker than before and he noticed similar classrooms with shut doors wondering what was going on behind them with other students. It dawned on Gerald that he hadn't met any of the other faculty or students during his first day at Havenhurst. He stopped in front of one of the other classrooms with the intent of peering into the small window kept shut.
"Not a good idea!" He found an older man staring at him with a disparaging expression noticing that he was pushing a cart full of books.
"Just curious, sorry."
"Well it's rude to disturb another teacher's class and a shade disrespectful if you ask me." He was a thin frail man who appeared to be in his early sixties with a smattering of grey hair on his balding head and thick glasses on his somewhat crooked nose. He was wearing a drab, long sleeved shirt, and some skinny jeans with some penny loafers on his feet. Gerald noticed a slight tremble running through his body which suggested frailty and wondered why he was still working.
"Gerald McBride, nice to meet you." He offered his hand but it went unshaken by the other man.
"Must be new here, what class are you teaching?" The older man rubbed a finger under his nose before scratching the thinning hair at the back of his head.
"General studies, I've been given seven homeroom students although one seemed to be missing the other day."
"Is there a fat redhead in your class?" The image of Chloe instantly popped into his head making him wonder what this rude curmudgeon thought of the problem student.
"Why yes, I wouldn't exactly call her "fat" sir, kind of rude don't you think?"
"She's a bitch and you know you wanted to slap the taste outta her mouth the moment she opened her trap; don't shit me buddy. Still though, she's got some huge titties with these like, fatty nipples." His hands were in front of his body as if he were cupping the undersides of breasts.
"Excuse me sir." Gerald hurried away from the man intent on reporting him later.
"Fuck you." He stopped in his tracks looking back at the older man who continued on his way mumbling to himself.
He stared until the man pushed his cart around the corner at the end of the hallway before a commotion in his class drew his attention. Penny's thick glasses slid across the floor stopping at his feet as he looked up to find Chloe and Shoko standing in front of the weeping girl. The other girls remained in their seats.
"WHAT'S GOING ON IN HERE?!"
"Nothing, I-I need to go to the bathroom Mr. McBride, excuse me." Penny pushed past him running from the classroom. Her sobbing could still be heard a few moments after she was gone. He turned his attention to the two smiling girls standing before him unaffected by his presence. He noted Chloe's huge bust size shamefully reflecting back on the words he'd heard before walking into the room.
"Yes, my tits are impressive honey so don't you worry none about staring; I won't hold it against you unless you ask me nice." Her thick southern accent and arrogant tone irritated him as he looked over at her partner in crime who looked away with a smirk.
"What were you two doing to Penny?"
"Nothing." Shoko removed a cellphone from her blazer checking her messages in a subtle dig at her opinion of his authority.
"Gerald honey, you really shouldn't be listening to that freak of nature about shit that is beyond her feeble little mind. Penny ain't exactly a goodie two shoes herself cutie." When he looked directly at her rounded face he felt a slight numbness at his brow.
"There's no bullying in my class, not now, not ever." He decided to take a hard stand to establish authority and gain ground lost since he'd left class yesterday.
"Sure, whatever you say darling; you've got some really nice eyes. Anybody ever tell you that honey?" Her own green eyes seemed a shade lighter than normal and were surrounded by an exorbitant amount of eyeshadow that gave them the illusion of being deeply set.
"That's Mr. McBride." Shoko loudly snickered at his terse statement while Chloe stuck a finger between her plump lips letting it rest at the corner of her mouth while she looked him over.
"Relax, we'll play nice with you Mr. McBride."
Both girls took their seats as he looked over the rest of the students noticing that Mary Jane was missing from her desk.
"Anybody know where Mary Jane is?" He fingered the I-Pod he'd loaded in his pocket recalling that the second prevailing thought this morning had been how happy the student would be once he gave her the gift.
"She's uhm, having some girl problems Mr. McBride honey, I mean sir." A lot of ambient chatter followed his question as he turned to write his lesson plan on the board.
"Nice ass." It sounded like Shoko but he decided to ignore her comment figuring that the girls would continue trying to test him. He knew that it was imperative that he complete an entire day of teaching otherwise he would be unfit to teach at the academy.
"Mr. McBride, you seem a little more relaxed today; did you mash it up real good last night?" He knew what she was asking but found himself at a loss for a proper response that wouldn't put him back in the same situation as yesterday.
"Chloe you're so bad." Shoko added.
"I think it is quite inappropriate to ask such a thing of our teacher; you must show the proper respect." Champa spoke up found her segregated spot in the classroom in support of Gerald. She was a mystery cover head to toe in a thick burka.
"Well why don't shut your hole baby; otherwise maybe we'll have us a time." Chloe was frustrating seemingly always out to maintain her "alpha female" status.
"I do not fear you Chloe."
"WANT ME TO SNATCH THAT FUCKING BLANKET OFFIN YOUR ASS FREAK?!!" Chloe quickly spun around in her seat looking pointedly at her classmate. The girls stared each other down for a few moments before Shoko spoke.
"Don't do that Chloe, it would really ruin class for everybody and Mr. McBride especially. You know no one wants to see her disgusting face." Champa's gloved fingers dug into the edge of the desk as she visibly trembled more out of rage than anything else. Gerald could hear a distinct rattling sound for a few moments before it quickly dissipated. He figured that it must be part of some garment the student wore under the burka.
"What did I tell you two; didn't I say there would be no bullying in my class?" He didn't know what he was doing but he walked over and wrote both girls names on the black board.
"Look, he knows our names Chloe." Shoko gamely commented.
"You two remain after class is over." Gerald tried his best to sound stern not knowing if he was succeeding. Chloe rested her head on her fist regarding him with a lazy smile.
"Are you actually giving "US" detention Mr. McBride honey?"
"Take out your English literature books and go over chapters five through seven; I'm going to go get Penny back in here." Actually, he needed a break from the two predominant bullies.
He walked down the corridor noticing the unnatural quiet and wondering if perhaps Penny fled the school. The hall was immaculately clean with simple benches placed along the walls. He found himself at a stairwell that led downward a few flights. There seemed to be something foreboding about the stairwell that made his skin crawl a little bit. Something seemed to be calling out to him that he couldn't put his finger on. Gerald put his foot down on the first step not sure if he wanted to continue.
"Don't." He turned to find Mary Jane staring at him a few feet back down the corridor.
"Aren't you supposed to be in class young lady?" He was relieved to see her after the rough start to class.
"I-I just needed a break after what happened between us; sorry Mr. McBride."
"What are you talking about Mary Jane, we talked after class yesterday."
"Talked huh, TALKED?!!" She turned running down the hall quicker than he could've have imagined turning the corner out of sight.
"MARY JANE!!" Gerald gave chase rounding the corner to find the hallway empty. He looked around considering visiting a few of the classes in the corridor but remembered the words of the other teachers.
"Mr. McBride?" Penny was emerging from a girl's bathroom looking puzzled at his presence.
"Did you see Mary Jane, Penny?"
"Uhm, she's not here sir, were you looking for her. That's not a good idea Mr. McBride, this is not a good place to be." It sounded ominous coming from the lanky, brunette who took his arm in an attempt to draw him back down the hall. He pulled against her grasp finding her surprising stronger than she appeared.
"Penny!"
"Sorry sir, I was just concerned because we should be getting back to class. Were you looking for Mary Jane down here because she just isn't over here." The nerdy girl was stammering as she reluctantly released his arm. He rubbed his bicep noting that it stung a bit from the teenager's firm grasp.
"Forget about it, Mary Jane was just here, did you see her?"
"She's not here sir, I assure you that she wouldn't be over here anyway. Wanna go back to class sir, I'm sure she will turn up when she's ready to be seen." Penny seemed anxious and jumpy puzzling him further.
"Maybe you're right, I was looking for you originally Penny."
"REALLY?!!" She perked up grinning as he noticed a slight overbite and a slight case of acne on her narrow face.
"I was worried about you; Chloe and Shoko were bullying you so I gave them detention." Her eyes went wide when she heard while her jaw dropped.
"NO, I-IT WAS ALL MUH-ALL MY FAULT FOR BEING A ROT-MOUTH BITCH AND CHLOE JUST POINTED THAT OUT TO ME!!" She was panicking unknowingly steeling his resolve to let things stand as they were.
"Rot-Mouth bitch; what's that?"
"CHLOE DIDN'T SAY THAT TO ME, HONEST MR. MCBRIDE!!" Penny reached out as if she were going to grab him again before remembering herself folding her arms across her chest. He placed a hand at her back to calm the troubled teen.
"Don't worry about a thing Penny, I'm running things and from now on you won't have to worry about being bullied anymore." She didn't say another word as she walked with him back to the classroom where Chloe and her sycophant were waiting. He immediately noticed Champa's absence and her burka in a pile on the floor.
"Detention for the rest of the week girls, where's Champa?"
"She decided to take the rest of the day off Mr. McBride." The curvy redhead was unfazed by his declaration of further detention as Shoko whispered in her ear. He noticed the other silent student reading from her English book with no regard for what was going on in class and Mary Jane was still missing.
"I'M SORRY CHLOE, I'LL DO THE DETENTION FOR YOU!!" Penny suddenly blurted out.
"What-did-I-tell you about being a rot mouth bitch, freak?"
"I'M REALLY SORRY CHLOE, YOU TOO SHOKO!!" Both antagonistic girls snickered at some unknown thing that eluded the teacher.
"Don't worry, we'll work it all out laters baby girl." The threat in her voice was clear as daylight.
"Well the both of you won't have any time to "work things out" because you still owe me at least a week of detention." He motioned for Penny to return to her desk and she cautiously moved past her bullies looking green at the gills with fear.
"And we do intend to pay that debt in full Mr. McBride honey." Chloe seemed to be looking at his crotch and it made him wary of her glance. His glance shifted over to the strangely mute girl sitting at the center of the class as he noted her lack of uniform and preference for dark, Victorian era clothing.
"Eh miss, would you like to introduce yourself. I don't think we've been formally introduced?" The pale girl glanced in his direction for a few moments before returning her gaze to the printed page of her English text. There was something about her that made him uneasy and he didn't push further remembering Penny's words about this unusual girl speaking when she had something to say and not before.
"So, Mr. McBride, you and Penny get to "know each other better" while you were out honey?"
"I'd like to see that; be fucking funny, right?" Shoko added as both girls snickered at the idea while Penny looked away towards an adjacent window.
"There will be a pop quiz in the next few days so go over the materials outlined on the board." He sat behind his desk looking over some notes for the next class. Again, and again his eyes returned to the strange girl sitting in front of him silently reading. Chloe created a fort out of her text book hiding her face away from him while Shoko followed suite.
His mind wandered as he sat writing to his wife's behavior the prior night and how much he enjoyed being seduced. She seemed like another person going out of her way to pleasure him until he'd ruined her game by trying to initiate intercourse. There seemed to be something foreign in the atmosphere of his home that he couldn't place. It had been with him the moment he walked out of class lingering in his car and finally in his home last night. The scintillating, wet oral pleasure he'd received had been inspiring changing his secretly cold view of the curvy blonde. He loved her generous curves and was happy to get a chance to enjoy her body even for a moment but he longed for more.
"Why do you keep calling me that?" Her words before everything went awry in the worst way as she became unglued hiding in the bathroom until he was forced to go to work mostly in order to keep up appearances.
Some perspiration beaded up on his brow running into his right eye causing him to blink profusely and wipe it away. Gerald looked around finding the girls silently studying resisting the urge to walk over and look behind the book forts. He loathed another encounter with the prominent bullies preferring to keep his distance until their detention began. Something slowly dawned on the teacher as rivulets of sweat ran across his cheek. There seemed to be a rising humidity in the classroom. His underarms and back had quickly become drenched with visible sweat stains. He looked up again noticing nothing out of the ordinary instinctively looking towards Mary Jane's desk which remained empty. Gerald heard a slight snicker as he stood and walked across the room to check the thermostat. The temperature read normal on the antiquated display puzzling him. He noticed Champa's burka littering the floor where it had presumably been snatched from her body as a soft sigh caressed his ear.
"Huh?" He looked around finding nothing changed in the classroom.
His entire body suddenly shuddered and trembled for an instant as this sort of fuzziness engulfed his being. The hair on the back of his neck and forearms stood up with a kind of electricity coupled with the increasing humidity. There was an initial dryness in his mouth that contrasted with the perspiration running down his spine making his underwear wet. Gerald loosened his tie undoing a few buttons on his shirt as he returned to his desk. His palms were sweaty as well as his crotch making him nervous and twitchy.
"Mr. McBride, you okay?" Penny asked from her corner. Chloe and Shoko lowered their text books staring pointedly at the nerdy looking girl who lowered her eyes out of fear.
"My Gerald honey, you looking all hot and bothered right now; you in need darling?" Chloe's gaze seemed to penetrate him in some unknown fashion.
"He need something Chloe." Shoko added.
"Oh yeah girlfriend, I know that look anywhere." Gerald's face was glistening with sweat and he was almost sliding around on the chair in front of his students.



"What does it all mean?" Shoko leaned on her desk resting her head on her fist whimsically.
"Gerald needs some "loving attention" if you ask me girlfriend." Her southern accent was nearly unbearable somehow resonating inside his skull with this sort of mounting buzz.
"What is that?" Shoko feigned ignorance.
"You don't know what that is Shoko girl?" Chloe licked her plump lips glancing in Gerald's direction bringing her hand up to her chest slowly undoing a few buttons. His gaze uncontrollably traveled to the teen's exposed flesh. Even from his desk Gerald could see what appeared to be a single deep line that informed the redhead's cleavage. He hated his body for responding as his tumescence swelled to maximum hardness tenting his slacks.
"No, pray tell Ms. Chloe Joy Tobias." Shoko imitated her friend's southern drawl accurately earning a soft slap to the cheek as both girls giggled.
"Well darling, when a nice sturdy man like Mr. McBride gets uhm, what you would call "physical urges" he needs to fulfill them desperately. That's where an obliging young lady like yourself can be of some use to him darling."
"Use?" Precum stained the crotch of his slacks.
"Well yes, something a woman can provide Shoko...something NASTY." Chloe let the last word slowly drag off her tongue for emphasis. The Asian student intentionally crossed her almond shaped eyes as if to look addled as Chloe feigned giving head jerking an invisible member.
The moment the chubby redhead started her little game of pretend fellatio Gerald was besieged with an intense sensation in his crotch. It felt as if an invisible hand was stroking his length in slow intense repetitions that made him gasp aloud. Shoko leaned forward resting her chin on her desk as Chloe continued working the invisible cock flicking her tongue outward a few times. He responded to every one of her motions unsure of what to do as he came close to climaxing. Gerald felt as if he'd been dropped into some huge envelope of humidity.
"MR. MCBRIDE?!!" Penny blurted out earning him a second of relief as Chloe's massive mane of red hair whipped in her direction.
"FREAK!!" Chloe snarled causing Penny to roughly topple from her desk onto the floor.
"GIRLS-I-UH, PENNY?!!" The sensation intensified to include his testes as well with Chloe matching what he was feeling with her hand movements.
"Oh she gone be okay Mr. McBride; she heals really easy sir." Shoko was almost crouching behind her desk with her hands and head visible.
"I-I NEED AH, I'M TAKING A BRE-BREAK!!" He blurted out struggling to stand as he was molested intensely. Gerald half ran losing his footing colliding with the wall leading to the classroom door. He shuddered realizing that the force never stop tugging and twisting his cock horrified to find a new sensation at his backdoor.
"UURRGH FAAAWK; GIRLS I-I UH-FUCKING FUH-FAAAWK!!" He came harder than he'd ever cum before yelping and moaning as he realized that his students witnessed the entire affair. His chest was on fire and he was breathing hard as he allowed himself to rest with his back against the wall.
"Are you all right sensei?"
"You done took a terrible fall sir, anything we can do to HELP YOU OUT, boy?" Their shadows cloaked him in darkness as he looked up finding the girl's smiling faces. Both girls had quickly converged on him bending at the waist so their backs were to the rest of the class.
"Sure Mr. McBride, we'll "DO ANYTHING" to "HELP YOU" sir!!" Shoko exclaimed barely stifling a giggle.
Both girls had unbuttoned their shirts and he found himself looking at the tanned Asian's golden hued breasts barely hidden by a sheer bra. Chloe's mountainous cleavage was partially visible; a smattering of freckles dotting the creamy flesh.
"NO!!" He staggered to his feet pushing past the girls revealing the highly visible stain on his crotch. He grabbed the doorknob finding it searing hot to the touch quickly drawing his hand back.
"A little too hot for you, honey?" Both girls were smiling, Chloe had her arms around her friend's shoulder. His eyes were on their cleavage as a horrific realization dawned on him.
"You two?"
"Not me Sensei; oh look, he hurt himself Chloe." Shoko gingerly took his hand in both of her own leaning to lick the burn with a surprisingly large spade-like tongue.
"WHAT-THE HELL?!!" Gerald stumbled back into the door never taking his eyes away from Shoko. He noticed that her own heavily mascaraed eyes seemed to catch the light in a weird way before Chloe stepped in front of her placing a hand on his forehead.
"Oh dear, he's just a burning up with fever."
"You sure are Mr. McBride; maybe you should have a seat." He looked at both girls not knowing what to do, petrified at the realization that they were something more than they appeared.
"Have a seat-Gerald." The redhead's voice resonated through his skull like so many needles painfully poking him into action as he began returning to his desk.
"YOU DON'T HAVE TO MR. MCBRIDE!!" Penny suddenly offered rising from her seat in challenge to what was going on in the classroom.
"Hey bitch; you want me to rip that skirt off so that we can get us a good fucking look at your problem, huh?" Chloe had enough of the interference on Penny's part.
"Nuh-no."
"Then why you keep fucking talking when I'm a talking Penny dear? I do believe I told you that no one cares about your pathetic ass, but you keep blabbing bitch."
"Sorry."
"Yeah, you are sorry as fuck and just about ugly as sin." Both girls turned their attention to Penny staring her down fierce.
"STU-STOP IT!!" He managed to blurt out drawing attention back to him. The buzzing in his skull seemed to intensify when the redhead faced him. An uncontrollable urge to return to his seat caused his movements to become stiff and painful. He managed to push himself into his chair as Chloe approached almost stalking her teacher. He found himself looking directly into her face, peering deep into her eyes which held an unnatural glare. This mean, unruly girl was looking directly into his deepest, darkest places and there was nothing he could do to stop her. His features were distorted in pain and fear as she leaned in closer finding something inside that was truly terrified curled into a fetal position.
"Fuck." Chloe suddenly exclaimed backing off with an incredulous expression on her face. The chubby redhead began buttoning her shirt mumbling to herself.
"What is it, Chloe what happened?"
"Nothing, I'm out of here." Chloe quickly snatched up her belongings and bolted from the class loudly slamming the door behind herself.
Once the door slammed the atmosphere inside the classroom seemed to return. The humidity and strange fuzziness exited with the flustered redhead leaving behind a slight, calming breeze that caressed his ear and the back of his neck. Shoko stared after her missing friend before quietly returning to her desk. The honey soaked girl quietly buttoned up before fishing out her phone and texting.
"Please-Get out, take off Shoko." Gerald noted that she seemed confused and off balance before offering her a way out by pointing at the door. She slung her purse before walking out staring at the hardwood floor.
"Mr. McBride, are you okay?" Penny finally felt safe enough to speak of her own accord.
He looked in her direction and was surprised to see Mary Jane sitting quietly at her desk. The strawberry blonde quickly turned her head towards the window avoiding his gaze. Gerald's heart was pounding in his chest as he took stock of himself. His slacks were completely soiled and he could feel semen and urine running down his leg. There was a puddle under his chair completely humiliating the teacher who quickly removed his jacket tying it around his waist.
"You're quitting aren't you; you're going to go away and never come back Mr. McBride!!" Penny was fretting with tears in her eyes.
"Penny, I-I uh don't think I'm...qualified for this job!!" He wanted to scream and run from the classroom back to his home but there was something inside him that didn't want to hurt the concerned girl who seemed desperate for attention.
"DON'T GO MR. MCBRIDE!!" Penny sobbed as he noticed the corner of her desk was damaged. The heavy wood had a wide fissure crack in it with some of the contents completely visible. Penny's knuckles were bloody.
"Penny, you're bleeding." His breath was coming in starts and stops.
"I DON'T CARE MR. MCBRIDE; TELL ME YOU'RE NOT QUITTING!!" The nausea he was experiencing was mounting as he stood on rubbery legs in an attempt to quiet the distraught student. The bespectacled student was throwing a full-blown tantrum banging her head on the desk.
"Penny?" His vision blurred as the hard wood floor rushed in to smack the side of his head.
-DARKNESS-
The light coming through the windshield was intense piercing the fading darkness as he awoke. Gerald McBride found himself sitting behind the wheel of his car disoriented. He looked around finding his briefcase on the passenger seat. A wave of nausea caused him to lurch forward accidentally hitting the horn which blared loudly making him inadvertently slam his head against the driver side window. Gerald found himself sitting in front of his modest home failing to recall driving back to the gated community. His head throbbed and nothing came to the fore when he tried to remember. He pushed the door open nearly falling onto the pavement of the driveway. Gerald pulled the briefcase after him staggering up to his doorway searching his pockets for housekeys.
"Welcome home." The door opened as he was working through his blurred vision to find the right house key. His wife was standing in the doorway with a serene look on her face that struck him odd. For some reason, he couldn't recall, Jessica had been angry with him. Gerald couldn't find the memory or focus when it came to the rest of the day before he'd found himself inside his vehicle.
She left the door open returning to her love seat where she'd been watching television of most of the day. He noticed a large stack of supermarket tabloids on the coffee table knowing his wife's predilection for disposal news with disdain. She was watching some show featuring the arguing girlfriends of professional basketball players.
"I know this is going to sound a little off, but did we have some sort of disagreement this morning?"
"What-no?" She looked irritated as her husband interrupted her favorite reality show.
"It's weird but I feel like we had some sort of fight this morning, are you sure?" He kept drawing a blank and was hoping that she could help him fill in what was missing.
"Look, I'm trying to watch television Gerald, why don't you go make some dinner?" He bristled at her suggestion walking off without a retort. He ended up frying a couple of chops to go along with a hastily slapped together salad. Jessica being the diva that she'd always been ate alone in front of their flat screen while he retired to his home office. The missing segment of his mind continued to bother the teacher so much that he retired early hoping a full night of sleep would jog his memories.
"Wake up." He could hear her voice plain as day.
"Come on, wake up." Her palm was wet and slippery on his manhood, she was working her hand in a measured stroke form the sensitive head to the base. Her thumb teased the tip and underside of his glans.
"Sir, don't you like what I'm doing?"
Something warm and oily engulfed him causing him to move involuntarily in his sleep. He quickly realized that she was sucking him off. Wet, slurping sounds filled the darkness behind his closed eyes as he struggled to wake up. Her hands caressed his abs reverently, lovingly as her head bobbed on his crotch as she took him all the way to the base. He could himself bumping against her tonsils.
"Mr. McBride, come on and wake up; I want you to make love to me." Gerald could feel he weight of her body on his calves. Her hand was pumping his balls as she roughly jerked on his length breathing heavily.
"Cum for me Mr. McBride; I want to see you cum splash everywhere." She was now taking him into her mouth intermittently working hard for his climax.
"I'm going to keep sucking on your thing until there's nothing left; give me some cum." Her weight shifted on the bed telling him that she was lying on her belly now sucking as hard as possible. He tried his best to open his eyes but it was like there was something impeding him.
"Come on sir; give it to me. I'm begging for it and I want you to give it to me." Her attention intensified as his thighs tightened up signaling an impending climax.
Her bobbing head increased as his crotch became drenched in her saliva as the sound of her attention increased. Gerald began spasming as he filled her mouth with his cum. Her nails dug into his hips as she pushed forward capping his entire member. He could hear her gulping down his seed while she continually massaged his stomach and inner thighs.
"That was great, but I need some more Mr. Mc Bride." She began licking and teasing him, massaging him with both hands until he was hard as steel within minutes.
"You-not, you're not wife." It took all his might to form a simple sentence; he felt as if he were having a seizure just trying to speak.
"So, I want your cum." She quickly started working him again.
"Not-Jess."
"She's a bitch; you don't need her anymore Mr. McBride, let me show you." The weight shifted on the bed as the woman stood and took a few steps forward until she was standing over his pelvis.
"NOT-WIFE, NOT JESS!!" He moaned in terror as he realized he couldn't move. It felt as if he weighed a metric ton unable to even move his fingers.
His length was handled as the person knelt over him pushing down until all his girth was inside. Her insides were extremely wet and tighter than normal on his member. She rested atop him letting herself get used to the penetration.
"Yeah, that's fucking good; this is a good dick." Whoever she was began to tighten up around him until a loud gasp was forced from the depths of his throat. She began working her hips back and forth in an increasing tempo until he was whimpering from the exquisite mixture of pain and pleasure. He climaxed quickly inside her with explosive results as his throat cracked from dryness. Even though he was spent, she kept working her hips coaxing him to hardness repeatedly until tears were streaming from his eyes.
"AAAAAWWWWWRRRGGGHHHH, SHTOOOOOPPPP!!" He finally screamed just as his female assailant relented.
"You were really good Gerald, a lot better than the last asshole; yeah, think I might come back for a little more if you're done with dead fucks. Yeah, I'm going to get some more of that shit so I'll leave you a little something to remember me." She leaned over him causing this itchy feeling across his chest as her hair brushed across his torso. Her lips felt plump and a little strange as her hand cupped his chin forcing his head to recline while she pinched his nose with her other hand.
"In a day or two you're going to be begging for it." His mouth gaped open desperate for air receiving a steady stream of her saliva until he gagged and choked.
Then as suddenly as she appeared, the mysterious woman was gone.
Gerald eventually regained the use of his limbs opening his eyes to find the darkness of his bedroom and some curious movement on the ceiling. Just for an instant, he detected several swirling tendril-like objects of varying widths undulating above him retracting quickly into nothingness. Gerald toppled from the bed switching on the lamp. There was nothing out of the ordinary on the ceiling; the ceiling fan was quietly spinning. Gerald looked around his bedroom finding nothing out of the ordinary. His pants and underwear were discarded on the carpet a few feet away. His abdomen and pelvis were reddened and slathered with his semen mixed with an unknown pungent wetness. He managed to stand with some difficulty as his thighs and testes were extremely sore. He pulled on a robe staggering down the hall in search of his wife.
"Jess?" She was still watching television unaware of his ordeal. There was a large bowl of popcorn in her lap.
"What?!" Jessica sounded annoyed never looking away from her television program.
He continued to stare up at his ceiling even going as far as to stand on his bed touching the spot where he'd seen the strange movements in the darkness.
"Gerald, what's going on?" Jessica was standing in the doorway watching his movements bewildered.
"There was something here." He continued pressing the spot in silent curiosity.
"Have you been drinking Gerald; you know that you have a weak composition. Have some coffee and get to bed." He bristled at her dismissive tone.
"I haven't been drinking Jess, something happened in here tonight!"
"I can see that; you really should get some help." Her snarky attitude directed his attention towards his exposed crotch and the resultant mess.
"I didn't do this, something happened in here!!"
"Sure."
************************************************************************************
Gerald awoke with a start silently screaming in the darkness. He found himself staring up at an intricate pattern carved into the ceiling of the room he was in realizing it was Mrs. Thorndyke's office. He was lying on a lounge chair covered with a blanket. Every fiber of his being ached, Gerald felt as though he run several marathons.
"Oh, you're finally with us Mr. McBride; how are you feeling?" He realized how large the office was as she addressed him from her desk at the other end of the rectangular space.
"How did I get here?" There was still a slight buzz in his skull.
"I'm afraid I took the initiative after you collapsed in class; are you well?"
"I'm not sure."
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I awoke the following Saturday morning feeling like a complete wreck not knowing what would happen next. There was a blanket covering my nude body making me wonder if Chrystal had wondered in finding me passed out on the floor where her mother left me after having her fun the night before. I felt ashamed and used not knowing how I would be able to look my girlfriend in the eye after everything that occurred. There was dried semen all over my abdomen and crotch, my face felt bruised and sticky to the touch. Carry Anne McIntyre mother of four and homemaker came to play last night and I was feeling it everywhere. I hobbled into the shower staying a little longer than usual. I know how cliché this sounds, but I felt "dirty" and her smell seemed to linger on my person. I figured we both just get out and I would officially end it with Chrystal when we got home. There was no way that she was going to believe her mother "assaulted" me when I barely believed it myself.
I tossed on a basketball jersey and some sweat pants avoiding my own reflection as the smell of breakfast filled my nostrils. I stepped into some sandals before hitting the corridor leading to the kitchen where I'd made the mistake that ruined my relationship.
"You look hungry; sit down and have a bite." Carry Anne was sitting at the far end of the table in a plush housecoat. I noticed that she wasn't wearing any makeup which had the unintended effect of making her look even more like her daughter. Her blonde tresses were worn up in a bun and a partially smoked cigarette was in an ashtray near her half-finished plate.
"Where's Chrystal?"
"Gone."
I faltered internally wondering if my girlfriend found me after all. The blanket covering my nude body was proof that my infidelity had been uncovered.
"Not like that; I sent her off with her father to work out their differences over a game of golf. Robert was out of line last night treating you like some kind of criminal; we both "agreed" that he would try a little harder to get to know you today." She took a sip of orange juice from her glass. Its frothy nature identified the drink as a mimosa.
"Like you got to "know" me last night?"
"Uhm, not exactly." She took a deep sip from her glass before taking a deep drag on the still lit cigarette.
"Then what Carry Anne?"
"Look, you don't have to get all salty on me; it was just a fuck." She looked at me for a few seconds before mashing out the cigarette and walking over to me. Her robe was partially open providing a look at her abundant cleavage.
"I want to apologize for all of that unpleasantness yesterday and last night. It's just that it's been so long since I had a fucking orgasm. Robert's not the man he once was, fuck it he never was and it's just been so long for me." Her blue eyes were wet with emerging tears.
"Look, I don't need to hear this."
"I admit my pathetic intention yesterday was to have a bottle and a blunt with the grand finale in my bedroom upstairs. See uh, just got this new dildo with the vibrating tip." She pulled her robe tight around her curvy body.
"Don't do this ma'am." She was working me taking a few more timid steps with this sort of rocking gait.
"Don't apologize; but I have to young man. I was absolutely horrible to you last night and you probably want to break it off with my daughter because of it, don't you? I was just standing there in the kitchen and you appeared out of nowhere; the way you grabbed me from behind. You're so beautiful and I-I just wanted a little bit." She was angling towards me with tears running down her face.
"CUT IT OUT!!" Carry Anne looked surprised raising her hands as if I were pointing a weapon. She looked vulnerable in sharp contrast to the sexual creature that invaded my bedroom the night prior.
"I'm sorry." The sash on her robe came undone revealing her nudity underneath.
"Close your robe ma'am, this isn't necessary." She lowered her hands looking remorseful before staring at the floor.
"You don't want to see my old, flabby body; I'm sorry about what I did last night. It's not my fault I'm multi-orgasmic. It just felt so good that I had to have a little more; I'm really sorry. Wont you forgive me?" I tried to edge past her but she placed a single hand on my chest.
"Look it's okay, I-I'm all right." She pressed her head into my chest.
"Can't I at least get a hug?" Carry Anne timidly wrapped her arms around my torso rubbing her face into my pecs.
"That's enough." She looked up at my face, her own red and puffy from crying. Her rounded features and ocean blue eyes were fetching.
"It was so good." She'd already slipped her hand inside my sweats handling me from the base stroking and twirling her fingers around me. She moderated this with quick jerky movements that worked wonders on my foreskin. I didn't stop her, didn't know why and I doubted that I wanted to at this point. I could feel her breath against my chest as her other hand cupped and kneaded my sack mercilessly. Carry Anne began tugging my member in a wringing motion bringing copious amounts of precum bubbling out of the tip of my cock.
Her actions were inspired and frenetic as she took second intervals to rub her clit. Carry Anne was laser focused on my tumescence gasping and licking her lips until she lost control dropping to her knees taking my sweats to my ankles. She used both hands prostrate before me stroking in an upward motion form her position on the floor. Carry Anne rose on her knees licking and tickling the spot under my balls with her tongue. I nervously yelped, my heart racing as she completely throated me in a single motion. I could feel the back of her throat and a little beyond as she stared unblinkingly into my eyes. Her face reddened as tears ran freely from her eyes until I pushed back on her head freeing the middle-aged mother to breathe. Saliva and precum drooled down her chin into her cleavage with some of it pooling on the kitchen floor. Carry Anne throated me once more using her face to stroke my cock voraciously until I pushed back on her head again.
She lunged forward taking a testicle in her mouth savoring the taste before sapling the other. Both of her hands twirling counter clockwise making me melt in her palms. Carry Anne was dominating me, bending me to her will again as she continued throating me with a hunger that had to be seen to be believed. Her manicured nails dug into my tensed buttocks as she pushed even further until her nose was buried in my pubes.
"OHHHH FUCK, FUH-FAAAWK I'M CUMMING BITCH!!" Carry Anne reared back on her haunches while her hand became a glistening blur as torrents of my jizz exploded all over her face and cleavage. She intensified the pressure leaning forward to bury my trembling meat between her plump lips until I hunched over her bobbing head.
"Oh shit, that was fucking amazing."
Butterflies were dancing around my head as I held onto the countertop to balance on rubbery legs. Carry Anne remained on her knees cupping her breasts looking at the gooey mess I'd made. She mashed them together creating a milky web in her cleavage before looking up at me. The was cum all over her lips and chin which she collected and slurped with a single finger. The elder blonde rolled her wide hips looking down at her torso continuing to playfully bounce her large breasts.
"Miss...Carry Anne?" My cock slowly thickened becoming so hard that it was pointing at her face.
She slowly stood up backing into the corridor adjacent to the kitchen never breaking her gaze. Her robe hung off one shoulder revealing everything. I noticed the slight tan lines from her underwear which added to her Rubenesque allure. Some of my semen was running down her abdomen to her light, blonde muff. Carry Anne slowly let the robe drift down to her elbows before tossing over her shoulder as she turned giving me a rear view. My eyes caressed her overly large heart shaped derriere, tan lines indicated her preferred underwear was fullback panties. Her thick pear shape made my cock twitch in anticipation as she demurely looked over her shoulder before walking out of view.
"Fuck."
Indecision claimed me as I wondered what would happen next. I'd been taken by this older woman and used as her play thing the night before. I'd been determined to reclaim my independence at the cost of my relationship and been used again in short order. Carry Anne was an enigma behaving like a perfect homemaker in front of her husband only to reveal a wanton sexual creature when we were alone. I wondered how her husband could be married for so many years and be seemingly clueless to her true nature.
I found her in the living room kneeling on one of the love seats facing away from me. Her robe was draped over an arm of the nearby couch. Both of her elbows were resting on the top of the loveseat as she arched her back presenting an inviting invitation. I reached down squeezing her left cheek finding it thick and slightly spongy to the touch. I walked over to her right side repeating the same action with the other cheek before sinking my pointer finger inside her snatch. There was a wet, sticky sound and her wetness was visible on my finger as I slowly drew it out of her silky confines. Carry Anne was silent not even bothering to look back at me as I fingered her adding another digit. She was drenched inside, tight, and slimy. The wetness was sticky and audible in the cool air of the living room. I was beside myself with mounting lust dipping low to run my tongue along her slit before shoving it inside up to the hilt.
I cupped the outsides of her hips pushing inward until her thick cheeks were mashed together taking on a pale oval shape. I pistoned Carry Anne's creamy snatch watching her cum coat my length in a milky sheen accompanied by a syrupy, sticky sound. It was sexually intoxicating fucking her hard watching her cheeks vibrating from the pounding. She locked her thighs together turning partially to lean on an elbow regarding me with a knowing half smile. For some reason, it infuriated me causing me to slam into her wide backside even harder. Carry Anne responded with a condescending sigh as if I wasn't having any effect on her what so ever. I placed a foot flat on the loveseat adjacent to her knee managing to go deeper inside finally making her flush red.
"Y-You trying to fuck me?" She gasped finally.
"Yuh-Yeah."
"Do it right." There was a whimsical tone in her voice that add steam to the proceedings.
"Whu-What?"
"D0-IT-RIGHT!!" Carry Anne punctuated her statement by turning away resting both of her elbows on the back of the loveseat. Sweat covered my body making the proceedings oily as I did my best to push her thick ass through the furniture. I wanted to say something but my mind was blank. She decided to add her own two cents suddenly popping her hips powerfully bringing to the precipice. Indecision filled me with dread at the choice of pulling out and waxing her backside or going inside her tight confines like the night before. A tremor was working its way through her body gathering momentum as my thighs tightened up painfully. She started to drift off to the side as my hands slid up to her cinched in waist above floating over to the roundness of the tops of her hips.
Carry Anne began to whimper and moan creaming on my girth while wet, smacking sounds filled the living room. Her back was a crimson hue while goosebumps appeared on her flesh.
"PUH-PULL MY HAIR!!" She screamed sounding on the verge of exploding. Carry Anne's gasped as I yanked her hair back into an impromptu ponytail with my fist.
"YES-THAT'S WHAT THE FUCK I'M TALKING ABOUT!!" Her spine dipped and undulated mashing her huge, meaty butt against me in a circular arch. Carry Anne sobbed and whined loudly pounding backwards as saliva drooled from her mouth.
"It-Its here."
Her crystal blue eyes rolled up into her head as the curvy, mother went into a screaming fit clamping down tightly around me as she came in multiple bursts spurring my own climax. I found myself climbing up onto the loveseat hovering over her back with both feet planted firmly by her knees. I exploded inside her for the second time in twenty-four hours finally managing to work my cock out to add a few additional strings of cum across her reddened backside. It looked beautiful, a perfect tandem to the cream pie Carry Anne was sporting between her muscular legs. I found her looking at me with a bemused expression.
"Get my cigarettes from the kitchen table." I robotically followed her instructions as she placed her robe under her naked bottom.
"...and make me a sandwich too." She added running her finger through her blonde tresses.
"What?"
"Two pieces of bread, preferably a croissant, some meat and a little mayo; be a dear and add a tomato with a bit of spring lettuce. I have to watch my health dear heart." We stared at one another silently for a few moments before I left. She was still smiling serenely on the love seat as I trudged into the kitchen confused and a little annoyed. I cobbled the sandwich together as ordered returning it to Carry Anne on a saucer.
"Where's the cigarettes?"
"Huh?"
"My fucking cigarettes, on the table in the kitchen?" I'd forgotten to pick them up because I was concentrating on making Carry Anne's sandwich. I felt like an idiot turning to retrieve them when she snapped her fingers wanting the sandwich. She snatched it from the saucer waving me off and making me feel awkward. Resentment quickly followed as I stood in the kitchen holding the pack of cigarettes wondering how she'd "tricked me" again. I had this weird feeling creeping up my spine failing to place it until it was too late. I looked over at one of the windows horrifically finding myself in the gaze of some woman looking at me. All I registered was her thick Horn-rimmed glasses resting atop a curved nose and thin lips frozen in a crooked scowl. I was nude from the waist down and my partially erect manhood was visible from her viewpoint.
"HEY, WHERE'S MY FUCKING CIGARETTES?!!" The woman could hear Carry Anne screaming from the other room clutching her hands to her bosom. She backed away slowly a few paces before running with an awkward motion that made it appear that she could fall over at any minute. I hurried into the living room finding Carry Anne irritated.
"I hope you're not all dick and no brain; all I wanted was my fucking cigarettes young man."
"I'm going to ignore that shit; some lady was peaking in your kitchen window just now. She saw me; she saw everything if you know what I mean."
"Sounds like my fucking neighbor Tammy; you say she saw your junk?"
Before I could answer, there was a loud knock at the front door. Several knocks followed increasing in volume. Some muffled talking could be heard down the corridor which I assumed was coming from the other side of the front door.
"SHIT!!" I panicked instinctively running scenarios through my head of a platoon of police officers smashing down the front door with one of those battering rams before taking me down in a hail of gun fire.
"Relax honey, be a dear and get my cigarettes like I asked you in the first place; oh and by the way I think maybe you should find your pants before I open that door. I really don't mind the visual but the security officers probably might get too excited if you know what I mean." I looked down at my cock hanging at half-mast remembering my pants still on the kitchen floor. I peeked into the kitchen noticing a large, burly security officer staring into the window. He looked like a rent-a-cop with a full accompaniment of weapons on his belt. For some reason, I noticed that the gent had a prominent monobrow.
I got low on my belly and retrieved my sweat pants as the knocking down the hall grew louder. I snagged her cigarettes and lighter when the security officer got distracted by the noise from the front of the house.
"Maybe you should hang back dear heart, I'll deal with this nonsense." Carry Anne was standing in the hallway wrapped in her robe. She pulled a square from the pack and motioned for me to light her cigarette. There was a sizable stain on the back of the robe where her bottom was which was testament to the steamy tryst we'd just experienced.
"Excuse me officers, what brings you to my doorstep this fine morning." I hung back at the end of the corridor as my girlfriend's mother opened her front door wide. There were two security officers standing in the doorway attempting to peer into the house.
"We received some reports, uhm are you free to speak ma'am?"
"Of course, I am, what is the meaning of this disturbance this morning." I could make out the silhouette of the woman caught peering into the kitchen window earlier.
"Are you-alone?"
"What business is it of yours officer; I'm afraid I don't understand your line of questioning?"
"Is there a bla-uh, African American male inside and are you in a state of distress?!!" The second security officer spoke up visibly annoying his older partner.
"There is a house guest here, an associate of my daughter and I'd like all of you to get the fuck off my property." Carry Anne slammed the door in the officer's faces stomping back to the living room in a huff. She immediately picked up her phone ignoring me completely.
"Hello, is this the main office of Westridge security? Yes, you are contracted to my gated community-Oakdale Plains. My name is Carry Anne McIntyre and I sit on the board of regents at several of your properties, look me up. I had the misfortune of meeting two of your lower echelon employees, Officers Burk, and Degras. Yes, I want to report some questionable behavior on their parts." She'd opened her robe casually rubbing her muff as she reported the officers.
"Those "men" peered into my window while I was in a state of undress and had the nerve to knock on my door and question me!" She pointed at an ashtray on the coffee table which I provided.
"Yes sure, I'll remember this when your contract comes up for review next month." Carry Anne hung up while the person on the other end was still talking.
I watched her dial up another unknown person feeling like some kid watching a parent on the phone as she reclined on the loveseat revealing her body. She put the phone on speaker rubbing her mound acknowledging me with a sly smile.
"Hello?"
"Hey bitch, you don't have to look in the window; that was some inspired fuckery on your part whore."
"Look, I thought you were in trouble Carry Anne; we both know how reckless you are when it comes to that Mr. Goodbar honey! Don't give me shit because you're fucking around under Robert's nose again!!" There was a distinct nasal quality and inflection to the woman's voice that struck me distinctly East Coast.
"Threatening me Tammy; fucking threatening me dumb wop bitch?!!"
"HEY NOW, YOU THE ONE'S FUCKING A MOOLIE TALKING TO ME LIKE THE HIRED HELP?!! WE HAVING PROBLEMS CARRY BABY?!!" I placed the annoying voice as Italian which paid off dividends as Carry Anne leaned forward in silent rage.
"Alright, I admit my fondness and well documented love for soul food; we both know how much you like Mexican darling."
"FUCK IS THAT SUPPOSED TO MEAN?" Carry Anne didn't respond choosing to text something instead. It was quiet for a few minutes as I watched my girlfriend's mother motion for another cigarette which I supplied wondering what would happen next as two women squared off.
"Ugh, that's pretty low even for somebody like you Carry Anne; so, this is like some kind of fucking standoff I gather?"
"You are completely clueless Tammy Drysdale, if that is your real fucking name. I had my reservations about letting you into the community when your housing application came across the committee desk. That fucking Guido you're married to doesn't particularly strike me as someone named Drysdale."



"We're friends, don't go there."
"I wouldn't dream of it darling." I must admit at being amazed at how quickly Carry Anne dealt with adversity. Tammy Drysdale sounded crestfallen on the other end of the line.
"You're so lucky; that moolie's got one huge, fucking cock."
"Manners dear heart; you are on speaker and he just heard every word you said."
'I'M ON SPEAKER, THAT'S SO LOW-FUCKING FUH-!!" Carry Anne cut off the speaker feature laughing as she passed me heading upstairs to her bedroom. Her conversation was lost with distance as I stood there processing everything that happened. It dawned on me that she's just ignored me after we'd fucked each other's brains out.
She come to me in the night having her way with me under her terms challenging me this morning as I stood before her prepared to end my relationship with her daughter. Somehow or another Carry Anne and I ended up in another sexual encounter that was even more steamy than the first. This woman likely in her late forties, early fifties blew past my protestations taking me on a whim with the best blow job I'd ever had. I couldn't forget how self-assured and smug Carry Anne was silently daring me to join her in the living room. Shame enveloped me after taking her doggy style in that very living room and cumming hard inside her repeatedly before falling back on my old standby as a "Certified ASS Man" waxing her huge butt. I thought of her daughter, a woman I'd been happily dating before falling into this social trap and allowing myself to be used.
My mind drifted back to the first night I'd hooked up with Crystal her daughter after a failed attempt by a friend at hooking me up with another girl. We'd found much in common with one another mentally and physically. Crystal made no bones about her love and infatuation of a particular part of my anatomy. I was allowed to use her big, meaty butt to my heart's content which ended with us leaving one another's company forty-eight hours later. Since that weekend, there was little time spent outside of each other's company. This weekend saw us apart for the first time since getting together as I'd been left alone with her mother Carry Anne.
"Excuse me young man but could you stop wallowing in self-pity and come up to my bedroom?" I'd been so wrapped up in my thoughts that I hadn't noticed her standing at the top of the stairs.
"That's probably not a good idea ma'am."
"Don't dawdle, hurry up." Once again, she ignored my reservations walking out of sight leaving me curious enough to follow her moments later.
Carry Anne left her bedroom door ajar and I found the interior spacious and immaculately arranged. White with oak trim with a bed and ottoman at it center, the smell of jasmine and vanilla bean filled the air. The carpeting on the floor was cream colored and plush massaging my feet as I stepped inside.
"In here, stop dragging your feet." I entered the equally large bathroom finding a standup shower and a large jacuzzi style tub sharing space in what looked like a mini spa. Crystal's parents were living their dreams with wild abandon. Carry Anne was standing inside the shower letting the water cascade over her curvy, pear shaped figure. She stared through the fogged glass door lightly running a hand over her muff and abdomen. I hated that she knew that I liked what was in front of me; but that wasn't going to stop me from acting on my lust. I lost my clothing and opened the shower door walking right into her waiting lips. Our tongues duels while my hands caressed from her cinched in waist down to the arch of her wide hips. Her butt was as big as her daughter's if not bigger. My palms covered the upper part of her wide, meaty butt failing to reach the cuff as Carry Anne broke our kiss.
"Do my back." She pushed a tiny bar of pink soap into my hand experiencing a bit of difficulty turning to face the tiled wall. Her butt brushed up against my erect cock which got caught in her crack for a few seconds of pure bliss. Carry Anne gave her hips a little shake to dislodge me ending up with her cheeks sandwiching my erection.
I did my best working the soap along her back stopping short at the swell of her immense backside. The foamy suds had run down into her gluteal cleft creating the perfect lube which we both took advantage of mashing and bumping together into a wet, sudsy mess. I used the soap on her abdomen and the underside of her right breast somehow losing the diminished pink bar as my fingers rolled a nipple. Carry Anne shuddered as I licked the space behind her ear before taking the lobe between my teeth lightly nibbling.
"That feels real, good; I like how you touch me. You touch my Crystal like this young man?" I felt her grip around my left wrist pulling my hand down to her freshly shaved muff. She pushed back into me rhythmically ever time her clit was tickled and swayed her hips tugged my cock back and forth.
"Yeah."
"Does my daughter touch you like I do?"
"Sometimes."
Carry Anne rolled her hips increasing the sensation as my lower head brushed up against her back door. I leaned forward using my weight to push her against the wall letting my member sink deeper in-between. Carry Anne dipped her hips when her lower lips were pursed together roughly before my middle finger caressed her button. She giggled and shivered a bit as her ear was molested mercilessly by my tongue.
"You're doing marvelously, I'm almost there." She was moaning bouncing on the ball of her feet jerking my cock with her butt. I was intent on getting her to cum reveling from the steam and heat. Her husband and daughter were a distant memory in this moment of mutual enjoyment. I worked my hips in a countermotion reaping the benefits.
"FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, I'M CUMMING!!" She whined shivering and rocking under me nearly losing her footing. Three of my fingers roughly pumped her through her climax until she faltered sinking to her knees to find my erection pointing directly at her face. Carry Anne ran her hand through her wet hair looking up at me before teasing the tip of my cock with her tongue. She used it in a paintbrush fashion until I was fit to be tied. I gently prodded her lips with the head piercing them to be rewarded with a swirling motion for a few seconds.
"What?" I was puzzled at her hesitation.
She looked amused sticking a finger in her mouth encircling the base of my cock with three fingers stroking noncommittedly. I guess I looked as irritated as I felt because Carry Anne suddenly yanked on my cock like she wanted to rip it off before tossing it aside to bump into my thigh.
"Help me up." She ordered.
"Huh, is everything okay?"
"I-said, help me up." The sound of her voice let me know that she meant what she said in no uncertain terms. It took no effort on my part to pull Carry Anne to her feet; I stood a head and a half taller than my girlfriend's mother which meant my erection was poking her stomach. She thumped it with her pointer finger before opening the glass door of the shower for a towel. She stepped out on the plush, white rug drying her voluptuous body with no regard for me or my condition. I stood there silent as she went into her adjacent bedroom pulling a pair of white jockey briefs from a dresser.
Carry Anne had a bit of trouble drawing the briefs up her shapely, thick legs managing to pull the cotton material into place and giving herself a wedgie in the process. The briefs rode deep into her crack leaving a wealth of rear cleavage on display. She looked over her shoulder at me before slapping her left butt cheek and letting it jiggle for me. Carry Anne knew how to put on a show reaching back to bounce both juicy cheeks for my viewing pleasure. She stopped as quickly as she began giving me a disparaging look because I was stroking my meat. I raised my hands placing them against the inside of the shower door. She reached up rolling her nipples until they were visibly erect then cupping the undersides of her breasts bouncing them as well. Her blue eyes bore into me as she bounced them one at a time before using her forearms to mash them together. Her nipples were completely erect capping cookie sized areola. I wanted to take the prominent nubs into my mouth and suck as hard as I could. Carry Anne finally let them hang grabbing a large sports bra that she had to work to get her large breasts inside. Her tits bulged out of the top in a visually obscene display that prompted me to exit the shower lecherously seeking her company as she walked over to a full body mirror adjacent to her closet.
She pulled a white Adidas tennis dress as I closed the distance between us reaching up and cupping the undersides of her breasts luxuriating in the feel of the material. Her nipples were tenting the bra prompting me to roll her nipples. A throaty gasp escaped her lips before she reached up grabbing both of my wrists to draw my hands forcefully away from her tits.
"WHAT?!!" I was getting angry as she picked up her I-Phone and got behind me planting a few light kisses on my back. Her left hand reached around encircling the base of my cock stroking with rough precision. I noticed she had the phone adjacent to my cock filming the handjob.
"I don't think you should be doing that."
"Shut the fuck up." She hissed going harder and immediately getting results as several thick ropes of stringy cum spurted from the head of my cock soiling her carpet. It felt heavenly and embarrassing at the same time knowing that Carry Anne could seemingly make me cum any time she felt like it. Her skill set put her daughter to shame. The mature blonde held my penis in place filming the aftermath for a few extra seconds before letting my member drop again as she checked the footage.
"Ma'am, I don't think you should have filmed that."
"I'll take that under advisement; here, put this on." She reached in the closet grabbing a white collared t-shirt casually tossing it to me.
"This your husband's shirt?"
"Yep, hurry it up baby we have to get going." Carry Anne shimmied into the tennis dress. It fit like a body sleeve on her decadent figure.
"I don't think he's going to like this ma'am."
"So fucking what, put it on and stop giving me lip brother. We've got to get going to the country club before my family gets suspicious." I tossed it on finding it a little tight across the chest and underarms while she sat on the ottoman pulling on a pair of tennis socks along some white and blue Adidas tennis shoes.
"Come here, you've got a little something." Carry Anne leaned forward on the ottoman taking me into her mouth and cleaning my cock before pushing me aside and placing the final part of her ensemble (Adidas white sun visor) on her head. I stood there flabbergasted as she pulled a tennis racket from the closet leaving me in the bedroom.
"HURRY IT UP FOR FUCK'S SAKE!!" She yelled from down the corridor.
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Carry Anne drove a Bentley past the same security guards who'd come to her front door looking for me earlier. She slowed the car to a crawl as she cleared the gate honking the horn at them several times as she flipped them the bird. They looked miserable sitting in the guard shack probably clock watching. She drove with her right hand at the bottom of the steering wheel while running her hands through her blonde hair. She switched on some music surprising me yet again with her choice of music.
"Baby, I really didn't mean to turn you on!!" Carry Anne was singing along word for word with the oldie from the nineties. The group as I recall was known as 2nd II None and the song was from an old Tupac movie "Above the Rim".
"Never should of tripped with a girl in a woman's place, but it was all in her thighs and her cute face
Now, see baby, kind of sexy, yeah, she got it goin' on-But damn, did he have to go and get sprung!" She was following the gangster rap lyrics word for word changing it when appropriate as it related to me.
I involuntarily double took and face-palmed denying that it was becoming apparent that I was in over my head. This woman was wild at heart and fierce when it came to getting whatever she wanted. Her daughter was only a shade different as I recalled several instances where I'd been made to do things I wouldn't have done under normal circumstances.
"Bitch, come down take a ride with me I'll show you how things are suppose to be Like killin' that cat from the back, brake it down to the floor With a 20 sack of love you don't hear me though..." She was rolling her shoulders and bobbing in time with the music as she continued serenading me.
"Stop it."
"What is it darling?" She turned down the music.
"I get it, please stop trolling me Carry Anne."
"What are you talking about?"
"The music, punking me out back at the house by having me make you a sandwich and just treating me like a fucking object. I feel like an idiot for putting up with this shit for going along with it up until now."
"You ain't' putting up with nothing honey; I believe we've been fucking all morning or am I delusional?"
"No, it's just how things went down; I-I feel stupid."
"Stop acting like you didn't want this pussy; I never in all my years met such a whiny, little shit locked in the body of a god. I mean you look so fucking good black, that I'm fighting the urge to pull over and ride that chocolate banana. You cry too much baby; what does my daughter see in you anyway?" I could see my face mirrored in her shades.
"That's what I'm talking about ma'am; listen how you talk to me."
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
"You talk to me like I'm your bitch or something."
"Well?" Carry Anne shrugged her shoulders in answer to my statement.
"I'M NOT A BITCH!!"
"If you say so dick boy; so, tell me how I'm supposed to talk to you?" The arrogance in her voice sent me reeling.
"You know, talk more like a mother I guess."
"Like fucking June Cleaver, like fucking Carol Brady or some other shit you probably saw on television growing up, right?"
"Well, yes."
"That's pretty fucked up if you ask me and a double standard too honey. Don't you get mad when people have preconceived notions about you? All black guys are mad all the time, thugs, good at basketball, runaway fathers with huge dicks!! Man, you must love my husband then; I didn't know you were such a misogynist."
"HOW AM I A MISOGYNIST!!"
"Well according to you I'm supposed to be back at home cleaning, knitting and baking cookies on some old grandma type shit. Should I be pregnant and barefoot too?"
"That's not what I meant and you know it."
"I know you were about to cry ten minutes ago when I left you in the shower with a hard dick; I jerked your cock to shut you up; tell me it didn't feel good motherfucker." She spoke so casually that most of the insults went over my head taking me seconds to realize what was being said. I looked away at the surrounding countryside unwilling to answer her.
"I am not going to apologize for enjoying your cock when that shit feels so good. Seriously, how do you and my daughter get anything done when you're packing a rod like that? You guys definitely fuck all the time; am I right brother?"
"..." I didn't want to answer her but everything she said was true.
"I like that curve just below the tip; that shit hits my g-spot every time. Fuck, if you were my man, I'd keep you home and you wouldn't have to do shit but fuck me all day. Pay all those bills and your car note babe; loving those tight buns too." The way she spoke made me feel like I was sitting there in the nude.
"Look these are the good years and you should be enjoying yourself. Are you really this uptight or are you putting on a show because there's no need to be fake on my account. How many girls have you fucked before; a lot huh?"
"I've had my share."
"I bet." She licked her lips probably imagining me railing some other girls. Carry Anne noticed responding with a soft smile before pinching my cheek and turning up the music. Jay Z and Beyonce's "Upgrade You" serenaded me as we entered a large sprawling country club.
Carry Anne drove casually through the entire compound giving me a look at everything it had to offer. I noticed more than a few disparaging glances from some of the well to do members as we passed. She finally pulled into a large parking lot driving to the far side away from the main club house. I was puzzled knowing she could have used valet services instead. We sat for ten minutes as she checked her appearance in the rear-view mirror and touched up her makeup. Despite our dust up minutes earlier, I couldn't help but check out her generous curves wishing we'd screwed one more time before leaving the house.
"Shouldn't we be going inside ma'am?"
"First things, first young man; so, we good?" She took her shades off looking me directly in the eye.
"Yeah."
"I'm serious, you're not going to spaz out when we see my daughter? You're not going to "Do the Right Thing" and fucking blab on me are you darling?"
"I-I don't think so."
"How come that answer's not making me feel good?" She looked serious.
"What do you want me to say?"
"It's not that I want you to say anything; I just want to know that you are okay. I think you should reflect on things before you make any rash decisions that could be disadvantageous to both of us darling. We've had a lot of fun and I'd like to think that we could have a little more; we're friends, aren't we?" Her face took on the motherly expression I'd seen earlier entering the kitchen.
"Yes, what do you want me to say Cary Anne?" She ran a single finger over my crotch tracing the shape of my cock.
"Don't tell."
We sat there in the car listening to music staring blankly out at the surrounding cars and wooded area. Cary Anne's phone rang with an incoming message and I saw her text back probably talking with her husband or daughter.
"Are we good, I just want to know that we can walk into the club without a scene; just keep it together long enough for us to get home before you fuck everything up, all right?" She leaned back in her seat adjusting her visor.
"Okay ma'am." She didn't say anything after that only moving when her phone chimed once more.
"Be a dear and get my racket out of the trunk." She popped the trunk and I dutifully retrieved the racket. I looked over the side of the raised door noticing that Carry Anne appeared to be texting.
"Come over here." She noticed me watching through her side mirror.
"Huh?"
"Let me see it." She motioned towards my crotch when I was level with her head. I couldn't believe the audacity of this woman going from practically begging me to be quiet to wanting me to pop my cock out for her lewd amusement.
"Don't think, just whip it out real quick." I peeled the top of my pants outward until my cock appeared as Cary Anne snapped a quick picture.
"HEY!"
"Come on darling, we're running a little bit late." Cary Anne quickly dragged away from the direction of the main clubhouse down a side wooded path that was bordered on one side by a waist high fence. At the end of the winding path we found ourselves in a waiting area that provided passenger golf carts. I was apprehensive sitting in silence while my girlfriend's mother texted next to me. Cary Anne seemed to be in deep conversation with someone piquing my curiosity. I wondered how Chrystal was doing with her father and whether she was thinking of me.
"Hey can I ask you a question?" Cary Anne finally spoke as we neared a row of bungalows.
"Sure, why not."
"Hey uh, does it always have to be an "ASS THING" for you to get off?"
"Really, that what you want to ask me?" She looked serious about her question waiting for my answer.
"It's a question, answer me babe."
"No, in fact before I hooked up with your daughter I had a bit of a breast fetish in my early days. It always seemed to be hard to get with girls I liked and I ended up hooking up with a friend who had these really big tits; we didn't fuck right away but she would let me uh, use her tits to get off." I hadn't meant to open up so much but some part of me wanted her to know that I'd been with other kinds of women.
"Titty fucking; you like that huh, like to do that?" The serious expression on her face hadn't changed much.
"Sometimes."
"You must be frustrated with my daughter's mosquito bites, huh?"
"She's a 34 C, I'd hardly call that mosquito bites ma'am." I felt like I had to take up for Chrystal in her absence.
"So that means you like fucking her tits, right?" She sounded like she was conducting a survey.
"Look Mrs. McIntyre, I love all of your daughter, every bit of her, every hair on her head for your information." She looked hurt by my words but she was being offensive.
"You don't have to get self-righteous with me, she's my fucking daughter. We're here driver, bungalow seven please." The red-faced driver of the golf cart stopped at a row of bungalows receiving a generous tip from Cary Anne for his silence. She walked ahead of me at a brisk pace requiring me to put in a little effort to keep up with her. My eyes dipped low to the pronounced sway of her thick, meaty buttocks admiring the perfect semi-circles that made up the curve of her extra wide hips.
"Looking at my ass, aren't you?" Cary Anne seemed to have eyes in the back of her head.
"I'm sorry about what I said back there, I just wanted to convey that Crystal is more than the sum of her body parts to me is all. I love her for who she is ma'am."
"That doesn't mean you're not looking at my ass."
She tried the doorknob to the bungalow finding it unlocked and ushered me inside while looking around suspiciously. I sighed figuring that she just couldn't get enough and resolved to screw her as hard as I could. She'd been physically dominating me since we met and I wanted a measure of payback before it was all said and done.
"What the hell?"
We were not alone in the bungalow as I found myself looking at the back of some woman sitting on a love seat in the living room. The woman was a brunette with long highlighted brownish hair down up in one of those librarian style buns. She appeared to be wearing a large men's long sleeved shirt. She was very familiar turning around with an arm over the back of the couch to regard me.
It was Tammy Drysdale. She had a nervous smile on her face trembling slightly at the sight of me. Tammy was wearing the men's shirt over a beige nightie.
"No." Carry Anne face palmed and giggled at my expression.
"It's very nice to meet your-I mean it's nice to make your acquaintance Brotha." I looked over at Carry Anne who smiled trying to grab my wrist and pull me in towards her. I raised the arm above her head spinning around.
"Are you kidding with this shit; you're REALLY gonna try to pass me to your friend here?!!"
"Chill out; let's talk about this for a minute baby."
"TALK ABOUT WHAT; HUH BITCH?!!" Tammy made this sort of gulping noise and bolted into the next room. The sound of the bathroom door slamming and locking followed as Carry Anne giggled.
"Give me a minute."
"I'm going to walk back up to the club house." I started for the door but she grabbed my arm.
"Come have a seat with me for a while; you don't have to do anything you don't wanna do. I know how this must look and I apologize if I gave you the wrong impression. Besides, no one knows you up there and it'd take about five minutes for police officers to get here." She was talking like it was just another day and it was irritating me.
There was a bottle of wine on the table and it appeared that Tammy had taken a few courage shots. There was also a small mirror on the table and I noticed residue presumably from lines of coke. Tammy dabbed a finger on the mirror before tasting it.
"Great, this broad you wanted to fix me up with is a coke head?"
"You can't get high from sticking your cock inside her; judging is so passé. Who said I was fixing you up with Tammy anyway?"
"What's she doing here then?"
"It's her bungalow." Carry Anne was looking around the coffee table and side of the love seat for something.
"Oh."
"She "genuinely" felt bad about calling security earlier and I gave her the chance to apologize to you personally. Nothing's going on darling; you just have a knack for sticking your own head up your ass." She fished a small purse from the side of the couch and began going through it while I watched. She turned in her seat obscuring my view as she took something from the purse.
"Can you blame me?"
"Shut up, I have to get my friend out of the bathroom; why don't you fix yourself a drink?"
"I don't think so."
"There's soda in the fridge, excuse me sweetness." She disappeared into the adjacent bedroom as I found a two litter of fruit punch in the kitchenette fridge. Everything else was some type of alcoholic beverage so my choice was clear. I downed two cups before Carry Anne reappeared with her phone on speaker.
"Tell this silly woman you're not mad at her; she thinks you're going to throttle her if she comes out of the bathroom."
"I am going to throttle her if she comes out here Carry Anne; she called those racist security guards on me." The phone was on speaker and I could hear Tammy fretting in the bathroom. I'd spoke robotically meaning none of what was said. I wanted to have a little fun with Tammy because I felt her reaction to me was racially skewered.
"He's playing Tammy; tell her you're just fucking with her."
"I'm-just fucking with her." I repeated verbatim with no emotion whatsoever as Carry Anne laughed bringing hand down with a resounding slap to my rear.
"Look, I don't want no kinds of trouble with the blacks; I just thought it was okay because you told-!" Carry Anne switched off the phone sitting on the couch motioning for me to come sit beside her. I didn't have any reason not to taking my place on the lush cushions.
"So, I can keep the shit, right?" She'd reached into my pants the minute my butt touched the seat handling my manhood like it was her own personal property. My cock became rock hard the instant she touched it. Carry Anne began stroking and twirling her hand on it until it was pointing at the frosted ceiling.
"Well, enjoy your little bathroom stay Tammy; I'm going to suck the chocolate off this thick rod." She sat the phone on the coffee table and leaned in kissing me with fervor. Her tongue invaded my mouth fighting with my own as she used a screwing motion on my cock. I reached up squeezing her breast through her tennis dress. She moaned into my mouth getting up on her knees beside me as she pushed her thick, curvy body against me.
"Want me to suck your dick?" Precum had bubbled to the top of my cock; Carry Anne used her thumb to smear it around teasing the head and making me squirm in my seat.
"Oh, hell yes." I was ready to rip her clothes off and fuck her through the love seat we were sitting on. Carry Anne arched her back taking me into her mouth slurping loudly. She throated me a few times taking the time to let her saliva run down the length of my cock until it drizzled over my balls. She was giving me one of the nastiest blow jobs I'd ever received. In fact, it was even better than the one I'd received earlier that morning.
"Sounds like you're having a lotta fun out there, you two." The phone was still on speaker and Tammy's east coast accent was still grating to the ear.
Carry Anne didn't answer holding my cock up so that she could lick and suck on my balls twirling her tongue on both before spitting on my package several times until it was a sticky mess before deep throating me again. She leaned over pushing the collared t-shirt I was wearing up exposing my six-pack abs. She purposely drooled on my stomach letting her saliva pool in my navel before loudly slurping it up.
"Wow, it sounds like she's really going to town on you huh, Brotha?" I didn't answer either as Carry Anne yanked at my pants until she freed one legs. She pulled on my leg pushing it uncomfortably up on the couch so that she could get directly between my legs. Her lips found the exact spot where my thighs connected with my pelvis sucking and nibbling in an inspired effort to give me a hickey. It forced a noise out of me akin to a falsetto turkey gobble followed by labored gasps as she sucked and bobbed on the mushroom tip alone.
"What was that- What are you doing to that poor son-of a bitch?! Sounds like you eating him alive or' something, why don't ya?!! Sucking that big piece of meat totally dry and you ain't leaving nothin for nobody!!" Tammy Drysdale's commentary would have made me laugh if I weren't close to giving my girlfriend's mother a serious facial.
"Stupid Bitch." Carry Anne had apparently had enough of the running commentary taking a second to hang up in her friend's face before straddling the love seat on her stomach to nurse on my cock. I yanked up her tennis dress exposing her huge, meaty backside. Her fullback briefs were half eaten up by the dep crack of her ass leaving one pale cheek fully exposed. I remedied that by yanking up in the middle of the material turning the panties into a makeshift thong. The rubbery bounce of her cheeks sent a jolt to my cock adding to the sensation of her vacuum seal on my cock.
"Would you two, like mind if I kind of watched the proceedings?" Tammy's head appeared in the doorway of the bedroom watching our coupling.
"I don't give a fuck lady." Carry Anne stopped fellating me rising on her hands and knees looking over her shoulder at the desperate woman in the doorway.
"You don't want to watch; get in here you fucking moron. Stop acting like it's your first time, I don't have all day." Tammy cautiously stepped into the room focusing only on my cock being jerked in Carry Anne's fist.
"You uhm, you like tits don't ya Brotha?" I was fit to be tied as Carry Anne continued putting on the ultimate head clinic in my lap. Tammy looked on anxiously as she tore a few buttons opening the oversized men's shirt partially covering the beige nightie to reveal an impossibly deep cleavage that was informed by a single line that started below her throat. Almost on que, Carry Anne buried me deep in her throat before coming up for air with a message.
"If he blows, we're out of here bitch." Tammy stumbled over herself half falling to her knees next to Carry Anne. She had a narrow bird-like face with a prominent hook nose and thin lips. Her skin was a deep olive hue looking almost like a spray tan as she leaned in mouth agape over my cock. Carry Anne relented pointing my member at her face.
"I don't know; you don't mind; do ya, Brotha?" Before I could answer, half of my length was embedded in her throat in a shacking display of carnal savagery.



Tammy's technique was different as she didn't close her mouth completely letting the flat of her tongue caress and massage the underside of my glans before clamp down and vacuuming her cheeks. She only seemed able to get half of me inside before I hit the back of her throat. Her approach was more methodical than anything else. Carry Anne rolled and softly squeezed my balls until I cupped the back of her head bringing her lips back to my cock.
"I'm not doing a good job?" I pushed my pointer finger into her mouth and she began fellating it. In successive moments, I had three fingers gagging Tammy as Carry Anne came up for air. Tammy didn't complain when her head was pushed back down on my cock.
"Your head sucks; you've always got by on your tits." Carry Anne commented.
"They're bigger than yours whore." Tammy responded prompting Carry Anne to lean forward and shove her head completely down until my entire length was in her throat. Tammy flailed about as her teeth nipped me before Carry Anne released her head.
"Watch your mouth; You're the lousy cunt sneaking around looking in my windows. I do you a fucking favor and this is how you act, bitch please."
"Sorry." Tammy wiped the excess spittle off her chin with her forearm. Carry Anne got up and straddled my right thigh motioning for Tammy to get between my legs.
"Show him your specialty Tammy."
Tammy was on her knees bringing her huge chest level with my member as she used a single finger to push the spaghetti strap off her shoulder. The flimsy material peeled away revealing part of her left breast as she followed the same pattern with the other strap. The satiny material drifted down to the very top of her cleavage remaining in place by the sheer volume of Tammy's chest. She stealthily reached up drawing the nightie down until her immense breasts were revealed. I not lying when I say that these things were big as watermelons. They were pendulous capped with large, saucer sized areolas that were dark hued along with thick nipples completing everything. She lifted them up from the undersides wrapping them around my cock. My length was hidden from view by her warm, spongy breasts.
"Looks like that weight bar in your pants met its match." Carry Anne commented after leaning forward and letting the contents of her mouth drool into the top of Tammy's cleavage.
Tammy interlocked her fingers tightly pushing her boobs around me. I could feel the precum and saliva lubricating my length as she massaged using a counter motion of each breasts to fully coat me. I still wanted to laugh at the semi-serious look on her face until she started bouncing her tits in my lap. Carry Anne leaned in making out with me as I palmed an exposed butt cheek. The slapping sound of Tammy's boobs hitting my crotch filled the room.
"Open up." Tammy parted her breasts revealing my cock slathered in saliva and precum as Carry Anne added more reaching down and jerking me roughly just below the head. Carry Anne followed this up by standing behind her friend leaning over to push Tammy's tits tighter around me than before.
"Now fuck those big ass titties like you mean it darling!!"
I grabbed the edge of the couch cushions arching my back as I rhythmically pumped up into the massive cleavage in front of me eliciting a sticky, wet smacking sound that went in tandem with the pillow soft, heated sensation that her breasts were providing.
"Oh my, his dick is like so fucking hard right now, Carry Anne; you gonna cum in my fucking tits Brotha? You like how these giant boobies feel on your cock, huh Brotha? OH MY, HE'S FUCKING 'EM SO FUCKING HARD CARRY ANNE!!" I hated to admit it but her trashy accent was helping bring me to the edge as my cock started peeking through the top bubbly, jiggling top of her cleavage.
"FUCK THOSE TITS; FUCK 'EM UNTIL YOU CUM, FUCK 'EM UNTIL YOU SQUIRT CUM ALL OVER THEM!!" Carry Anne's voice was hoarse and labored as she got off from the sight of Tammy's bouncing, vibrating cleavage. I could feel my rock-hard cock running along her breast bone as my thighs tightened up.
"OOOOOHHHH SHIT, IT'S CUMMING OUT; I'M CUMMING!!" The first toe curling blast shot up in a straight line hitting the underside of her chin and throat followed by successive eruptions that covered the top of her immense cleavage creating a thick, gooey lattice of milky semen. Tammy pushed the outside of her breasts against my cock massaging out the rest of the cum. She parted her huge tits revealing a nasty mess of saliva and sticky, web-like cum that coated junction between her breasts. The olive colored M.I.L.F handled me at the base rubbing and beating my dick against her puffy areolas managing to get me to weakly squirt a line of semen over the erect nipple soiling it completely.
"His fucking dick is still so hard; guys are usually done when I give 'em my tits to play with; are all black guys like this? I-I mean this just isn't normal Carry Anne; this fucking Brotha is still ready to go and all!!" She sounded amazed at my tumescence which was amazingly still pointing at the ceiling.
"Shut the fuck up and clean his cock to show your appreciation." Carry Anne ordered rubbing her crotch. Her beautiful face was flushed red as Tammy got down lower on all fours lovingly sucking and licking me clean while she watched. Carry Anne went to the kitchen and poured me another cup of soda. I welcomed it feeling dehydrated.
"Nail her right here on this fucking coffee table." Carry Anne sounded on the verge of soiling her panties.
Tammy nervously stood up looking like she wanted to run back into the bathroom while I found myself looking directly at her furred muff. Her torso was bulky enabling her to carry around those massive boobs which dipped low enough to nearly touch her navel. Her hips were thick but devoid of shape making her top half appear as if it merged with her plump thighs. Tammy was wearing some thigh high stockings and open toed pumps. She'd really thought out her ensemble going with her strengths and hiding her weaknesses.
If it weren't for her huge breasts, the woman would doubtless sport the figure of a bar of soap. Carry Anne was so much more proud of her curves willing to flaunt them. It gave her a kind of sensual power which wasn't lost on me.
"Coffee table, I don't know about all of that; it can't hold my big ole' ass, can it?" I stood up inadvertently brushing against her muff with my member. My hand reached around cupping a handful of her chunky bottom. Tammy's butt was no match for my girlfriend Crystal's monster and obliterated by mother Carry Anne.
"I ain't got too much back there hon, sorry." She didn't notice or realized that my hand remained until the other cupped the remaining, doughy cheek. Tammy shrieked as she was lifted into the air and prodded by my member. She was dripping wet allowing easy entrance as my head breached her lower lips while she locked her arms around my neck holding on for dear life.
"WHU-WHU-WHUT- WHAAAAAT ARE YOU DOING BROTHA?!!" Tammy shrieked as more of me slid inside until a good third was buried. The middle-aged olive hued woman panicked locking her arms around my neck as my large hands slid over to the back of her knees.
"AAAAAAAWWWWW JEEEZUSSSS; NO YOU DID NOT; NO YOU DIDN'T!!" Tammy's body weight caused her to sink down completely taking my girth as she tightened up in a vise-like grip. A tremor erupted through the gasping woman who sounded like she was choking to death as she came hard. Her legs locked around my waist as I leaned over placed her flat on the surface of the table. Tammy's legs trembled as I pushed her knees into her abdomen pressing against her entrance and sliding deep into her sticky confines. I went slow on purpose savoring the sticky, wet sounds of our coupling. Tammy Drysdale became a blubbering mess in seconds as I plowed into her with purpose.
"I CAN FEEL IT ALL UP IN MY STOMACH; FAAAAWK IT IS THE FUCKING END HERE, SHIT I'M GETTING MY POOR LITTLE KITTY RE-FUCKING-SIZED!!" Carry Anne clamped a hand over her mouth until she took the hint before mauling her breasts pinching and rolling her thick nipples.
"No one wants to hear your play by play Tammy; shut up and take your pity fuck." Carry Anne's face was glistening with sweat and she'd removed her visor placing it on the carpet next to her shades. The way she was mauling Tammy's huge breasts made me even harder bringing me close to another climax. Carry Anne took one of her friend's breasts between her teeth nibbling and sucking as hard as possible. This set the stacked brunette off as she went into the throws of another orgasm when Carry Anne suddenly reached down snatching my cock out of her sopping wet hole.
"SHOOT YOUR FUCKING JIZZ ALL OVER HER FAT BELLY!!" Her hand was a blur on my cock milking several thick, white hot ropes of cum instantly. The first blast shot out in a powerful straight line that was only stopped by the underside of Tammy's boobs. Carry Anne directed each successive spurt until her neighbor's tummy was a glazed mess. Tammy finished with three fingers in her snatch while Carry Anne twisted and jerked on my cock until I pried her fingers off.
"Hey, what gives? I think I had it covered; I didn't need no assist Carry Anne." Tammy sounded disappointed as my girlfriend's mother ignored her peeling her bottoms off.
"Eat it." She ordered and I began spreading her legs to get at her snatch when she pushed me back with a swipe of one of her powerful legs.
"I wasn't talking to you." Her gaze fell on a shocked Tammy Drysdale.
"Wait a minute here; I know things are a little hot and heavy right now but I-I just don't go to the same places that you're going if you get my drift doll." Tammy sat up on the coffee table looking at both of our faces. I was as shocked as she was feeling like things had veered a little off course.
"EAT-MY-PUSSY RIGHT FUCKING NOW!!" Carry Anne screamed desperate to get off. I shook my head in astonishment as Tammy began fellating my girlfriend's mother. She didn't even protest when a handful of her hair was grabbed into a makeshift ponytail. Tammy brought both hands up to massage Carry Anne's inner thighs receiving little moans and whisperings of encouragement. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen as my own eyes focused on Tammy's swaying butt. It was chunky looking with some visible cellulite and hard tan lines that revealed thongs as her underwear of purpose.
"Get over here and feed me some chocolate." Carry Anne begged.
I lost my shirt literally speaking following her directions to the letter stuffing her mouth full of my tumescence. Carry Anne pursed her lips together mimicking the slight resistance of a vagina as I pushed inside vacuum sucking as I drew my cock back. I was drenched in sweat from head to toe as was the two older women I was currently entangled with. Tammy had really got into giving head sucking and nibbling on Carry Anne's clit until she squirmed. She broke contact using one of her breasts to rub against Carry Anne's slit. My eyes drifted down to Tammy's wiggling ass as lust prompted me to take her from the back.
"Can I have some too, Brotha?" I stuffed my cock between her thin lips before she could finish the question finding her efforts inspiring.
"Fuck her mouth." Carry Anne ordered.
I rutted about dangerously making the middle aged Italian gag and choke until pools of precum and saliva were running from her mouth onto the carpet. Carry Anne rose giving me a deep sensual kiss as I cupped Tammy's head between my hands fucking her face with purpose.
"UUURRRGHHH; I-I NEED A FUCKING BREAK FOR CRYING OUT LOUD!!" Tammy coughed up a wad of phlegm and precum as her mascara ran down her face in blackened tears. Carry Anne would not be dissuaded grabbing a handful of her friend's hair to draw her back into her snatch.
"Go ahead and fuck that pathetic looking ass; I know you want to baby. Your monster is gonna destroy that shit." Her words proved prophetic as I still found a little resistance bottoming out once I was inside her narrow walls. Tammy was so wet that she was leaving a creamy trail on my cock which drew out a fleshy sleeve each time I pumped outward. Tammy was an unintelligible mess in five minutes sobbing into Carry Anne's snatch. She gurgled in shock when Carry Anne's thick, shapely legs locked around her neck in what looked like a choke hold keeping her face wedged into her mound.
"WRECK THAT PUSSY (N-WORD); WRECK THAT FUCKING PUSSY AND MAKE HER RUN HOME TO HER PENCIL DICK HUSBAND!!" My efforts nearly pushed Tammy up onto Carry Anne's abdomen as I hit her with the force of a wrecking ball making her chunky, moderate sized butt jiggle and bounce wildly. My partner in crime was already stereo humping Tammy's face hard matching my cadence as she came screaming like a banshee. I managed to pull out at the same moment spraying jizz all over the olive colored ass in front of me. I leaned forward balancing with a hand on the coffee table and the other on Tammy's back. My cock was wedged between her butt cheeks still hard as a rock.
"Brotha?"
"Yes Tammy; what is it?"
"Could you, like get off a my back; you are really heavy."
"Sorry." I was wasted and completely spent opting to lay on the unsoiled part of the carpet gathering my senses. The women were just as wasted with Carry Anne running a few fingers through her blond hair before looking at her phone. She pulled the tennis dress off ignoring both of us to catch an afternoon shower in the bungalow's bathroom. Tammy Drysdale looked like she'd been mauled by a wild animal with this strange, lazy smile on her face.
"Like, fucking wow man; I ain't never been balled like that in my whole life. I always had an edge on guys because they wanted my tits, but whenever I gave 'em a chance, they shit the bed. Couldn't fuck worth a damn, premature ejaculators that wanted to cuddled after five minutes of huffing and spitting in my face. I never thought I'd meet someone that could fuck me so completely." I had a more grounded opinion of myself deciding to keep quiet to avoid any awkwardness.
"So, are you Jamaican or Nigerian or something Brotha; I gotta know or I'll just burst. Got any like, brothers at home?"
"No."
"You ever, like measure your dick; I think I might if I were you because it'd be nice to know what you're working with, Brotha." I could hear Carry Anne showering longing to join her. Strangely I was still hard as a rock when my gaze fell on Tammy sitting there cupping the undersides of her massive breasts staring off in silent reflection.
"It's big and so thick; I like the slight curve too because it hits my sweet spot every time. You've definitely got that magic stick. Man, it was worth every penny to finally get fucked proper like, Brotha."
"Fuck are you talking about?"
"Huh?"
"What are you talking about Tammy?" She looked out the corner of her eye regarding me with a pronounced sense of caution.
"Nuh-Nothing, I'm just saying that it would be worth paying to get fucked so uhm, professionally."
"How much?"
"Twenty-five hundred."
I got up throwing the adjacent bedroom door open to find Carry Anne in the buff sitting on the plush bed inside. She was counting a thick wad of cash that could have choked a horse to death. Her clothing was laid out on the bedding. Carry Anne looked over in my direction
"Yes, I know you're mad because I tricked you down here to fuck my neighbor. Yes, I took money for your services and yes, I planned the whole thing down to filming your magnificent cock in action. It's all true and I don't feel any remorse for anything I've done because I'm in love with your big ass dick. I know you're probably outraged but I can't take full responsibility for this shit; look at how you grabbed me when we met. You don't love my daughter if that's how you talk to her and well...FUCKING SAY SOMETHING!!" Her face cracked as she ranted, but I was having none of that.
"I put something in that drink I gave you too; might as well get it all out in the open, huh?" My unyielding tumescence explained I grabbed Carry Anne's payment for pimping me out to her friend counting the money silently.
"I-I thought that you'd be more inclined to fuck if you had a raging boner that wouldn't go down, sorry. You think I'm horrible don't you darling?" She continued trying to manipulate me as I looked at her nudity before stuffing the wad of cash in her mouth. Tammy hobbled to the doorway still feeling the effects of our coupling earlier. Carry Anne looked up at me wide eyed and gagged with her arms folded across her chest. I cupped her porous right breast rolling the nipple with my thumb before quickly grabbing her shoulder. Tammy made some weird panicking noise as I whipped Carry Anne around bending her over the bed. My nails dug greedily into her perfectly rounded hips pushing her massive cheeks together around my cock. I used my strength to wedge her butt into a vise-like grip roughly fucking her big ass cheeks making my cock even harder. Tammy's nostrils were flaring as she watched.
Carry Anne's back arched deeply as her head rose in reaction to the sudden intrusion into her backdoor. My hand cupped her gagged mouth as I pushed into her caring little if she enjoyed it or not. I wanted my actions to convey my feelings about her treatment of me since I'd arrived in her home. Her fists were full of the bedding yanking the covers across the bed as she moved awkwardly trying to dislodge me from her rear end. My hands slid up to her cinched in waist pounding her loudly on my meat. Loud slapping noises filled the cozy bedroom as Carry Anne managed to spit the cash out screaming loudly adding fuel to the fire.
"FUCKING HUUUURRRTSSSS; IT'S TOOO DEEP; OOOOOWWWW, PLEEEEASSE NEVER STOP FUCKING ME, MAKE ME BLEED ON YOUR GIANT DICK (N-WORD)!! OOOOHHH FAWWWK, GET YOUR REPARATIONS MOTHER FUCKER!!" Carry Anne was enjoying every fucking minute of it.
I yanked my cock out of her massive, gaped, butt nervously ejaculating all over her trembling, jiggling cheeks. She quickly shoved three fingers in her own snatch getting herself over the ledge as she continued twerking and loudly clapping her cheeks. Carry Anne rolled on her side with a wink.
"Was it good for you, babe?"
"Fuck you." I felt like a complete asshole.
"We're running a little late but I called ahead and gave them some bullshit about running some errands."
"Fuck you." She was already using a towel to wipe my excessive cum off her huge ass. There was money all over the disheveled bedding which she began collecting. I looked over finding Tammy with a hand covering her mouth.
"What are you looking at?"
"You two, you looked so beautiful together and all; I was so fucking turned on that I almost got, you know, "involved" and everything."
"Shut up Tammy."
"Check it out; I'm going on ahead so you shower up and use these keys. My bungalow is next door, number six and hurry it the fuck up, babe." She was putting her clothes on continuously talking as she stuffed the money in her cleavage.
"Wait a minute; you think you're just gonna walk out of here after what you did bitch?" Her back was to me as she shimmied into the tight-fitting dress. Her bottoms were wedged tight and deep into the crack of her humongous ass jiggling a little as she pulled the dress down over it.
"Of course not darling; but you really have to do something about that cock hon." She nodded towards my raging tumescence.
"Where you going?!!"
"Weren't you listening? I'm off to the club house to stall for time babe; be a dear and take care of this before you follow me up." She was so subtle that I didn't notice her hand caressing my cock right away. I slapped it away as she licked her fingers before grabbing her racket and leaving the bungalow. Tammy Drysdale was just inside the room taking it all in before she decided to weigh in on the situation.



"Look Brotha, I been around for a minute and I done seen this shit happen to my cousin Minzty; just walk away. Walk away Brotha because if you don't, she'll have you on a street corner working for her in a New York minute." Tammy shook her head slowly as she pitied me. I sat on the bed cradling my head in my hands.
"You okay, Brotha?"
"No...I'VE BEEN PIMPED!!"
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Carry Anne had gone for twenty minutes and I was still fully erect and hard as a rock. My cock was pulsing with visible veins on the surface. I'd been drugged with something and was feeling the effects becoming a little dizzy in the process.
"Hey, hey, hey Brotha, you don't so good; you okay?"
"Fuck no, I think I need a shower or something." I leaned back rubbing my temple unintentionally putting my much-used endowment on display for Tammy Drysdale.
"Is there something, uhm, something I can do for you hon?" She didn't even attempt to hide the fact that her eyes were all over my crotch.
"She drugged me with something; Viagra or some other shit."
"That's really bad hon, I mean you could be seriously fucked if you don't get that taken care of right away Brotha." Tammy cautiously walked into the room eyeing me and my package leaving no doubt about her intentions.
"I think I should call an ambulance."
"NO, DON'T DO THAT, I-I mean, what about your little girlfriend there Brotha, you don't want her to find out about all of this, I mean it would be like, the fucking end or something." Tammy wasn't fooling anyone as she slid onto the bed sitting on its edge.
"What do you care?"
"I just think a swell guy like yourself shouldn't be caught with your pants down; self-respect and dignity notwithstanding Brotha. You seem like a really stand-up guy and a good fucking egg; no reason to get yourself put out on blast like that, Brotha." Her east coast accent was grating; her right hand was kneading and pinching her erect nipple.
"Well, what the fuck am I supposed to do about this?"
"Uhm, I might be of some assistance; if you don't really mind Brotha." Tammy looked as desperate as she sounded. I cupped the back of her head grabbing a handful of her locks pulling her into my crotch.
She didn't miss a beat slurping my throbbing cock into her mouth and running her tongue over the head teasing it for all she was worth. Tammy ended up lying on her stomach with one hand cupping my balls while the other massaged the base of my cock pinching and kneading the sensitive skin there. There was no doubt that she'd been waiting for a chance to pounce since watching me take Carry Anne earlier. I rubbed her back noticing the deep tan lines from her bra before tracing a finger down her spine until the fat off my hand was resting on her right butt cheek. I pinched her with three fingers making her moan and hum on my length. White, gooey saliva was drizzling down my cock from her inspired actions as I pushed two fingers into her cunt massaging the grooves inside.
"OOOOOOHHHH WOW; that feels REALLY GOOD, Brotha. You've got some fuckin' good, got-damn hands I tell ya, Brotha; anybody ever tell you that?"
"You did."
"YEEEEEAAAHHH, I most certainly did; didn't I?" Tammy sounded like she was tripping balls as my thumb rubbed her backdoor in tandem fingering the enthralled thick, busty cougar. She punctuated her trippy statement with pistoning head motions fucking my cock with her mouth until I slapped her chunky, squarish butt making it jiggled in a watery motion that betrayed her age.
I got up off the bed never letting go of the handful of hair in my fist to mount her face directly. Tammy looked up at me frightened with her mouth agape realizing what was about to happen. Half of my cock slowly invaded her mouth stretching her thin lips wide before I hit the back of her throat. I let it sit there until she eventually gagged before slowly drawing it back out for her to stare at addled. She coughed and drooled a bit before licking the tip and slurping it back inside. More webs of saliva and precum mixed with lipstick coated my cock as it methodically fucked her mouth. I cupped the right side of her head for leverage moving a little bit faster. I could feel the spunk building up in my tightening balls taking me to the edge. Tammy worked to keep her balance planting her palms down on the carpet letting her huge, pendulous breasts hang over the end of the bed. Both of my hands locked around her wealth of long, brownish hair drawing it tight on her head. Her jaw went slack allowing more of me inside. My knees went weak causing me to lean forward nearly choking the poor woman who finally pushed back against my thighs.
"Sorry 'bout all that; I'm fucking done Brotha; you'll break my jaw if we keep going babe." She was gasping and spitting up phlegm and precum in labored bursts.
"But I thought you said you were gonna help me out with this problem Tammy; look how hard it still is ma'am." I waved my cock in front of the clueless woman who seemed to have no idea that I was trolling her.
"Well, yeah but I-UUURRRKK!!" She'd rolled over on her back fanning herself never expecting me to shove my cock back in her mouth.
I kind of dipped it inside with three fingers while kneading the closest breast I could get my fingers on. They were really buoyant and meaty. I ran my length along her lips harmonica style dipping it in at odd intervals pushing her inner cheek outward.
"Yuh, just gotta give me a minute to get myself adjusted to this big fucking cock of yours. Don't just fuck my damn face like it's going out of style, jeez!!" I just wanted to get off any way possible beating my cock on her glistening lips. Tammy clenched her teeth denying more access to her mouth.
"You want to help me right, Tammy?"
"Yeah; but you're being a little rough and shit; man, your cock is like so fucking big that you should be careful with that thing, Brotha!"
"But you paid Carry Anne to fuck me, didn't you?"
"Yeah but you really can't blame me for that Brotha, I mean look what you're working with ovah here!!"
"You don't like it?"
"No, I like it just fine Brotha, but-AAAARRRRGGHHH!!" Tammy shrieked as I suddenly hopped over her body positioning myself between her legs. Her breathing was palpable as I pushed only the head of my cock into her opening. She tensed up around me moving her hips a little trying to engulf more of my length.
"You don't want it?" I began slowly drawing myself out of her a she furiously shook her head locking her legs into the small of my back. I slid in effortlessly as Tammy squirted around my girth drenching my crotch with her lust. There was almost no friction as I rutted furiously filling the room with loud, wet squelching sounds. Her huge breasts melted into her arm pits as I mashed into her with the force of a Mack truck. He gasps and brief, stunted mutterings made it sound like someone was garroting her narrow neck.
"You don't want it Mrs. Drysdale?" I'd stopped screwing her pulling backwards as she dug her nails into my bicep. She scooted down trying to get me back inside her and I obliged with random spearing motions into her oily box.
"GIVE ME THAT FUCKING COCK; I WANT IT BROTHA, PLEASE FUCK ME!!" She gasped in desperation wriggling profusely until her cunt was quickly plugged shut once more. Tammy locked her arms around my neck along with her legs digging into the base of my spine. I let my dead weight flatten her to the bed humping her with long intense strokes that bottomed out on every other thrust. Her lips caught my ear sucking and licking it in a trade off to avoid kissing me directly. The sheets under her chunky, butt was soiled from her near constant squirting. I grabbed her wrists using my strength to force her arms above her head so that I could rise over her torso. We struggled and wrestled a bit until I drew her slightly flabby arms down locking her wrists into my fists right over her navel. This had the effect of pushing her huge breasts together into a masterpiece of cleavage.
"PLEASE DON'T STOP FUCKING ME; NEVER-STOP-FUCKING ME!!" Tammy completely lost it yelling at the top of her lungs while I pistoned in and out of her thick frame making her captured tits bounce all over her chest in a jiggly, enticing display.
"(N-WORD) I'M GONNA CUM-I'M GONNA CUM ALL OVER YOUR BIG ASS DICK (N-WORD)!!" Tremors ripped through her body as she went into a screaming fit. Tammy's sopping wet box tightened in a vise around the base of my cock as she went into a hysterical, crying fit orgasming until she went completely limp. Her limbs fell weakly to the mattress like they were weighted down as she brought a single hand up to her heaving chest. There were stars in her eyes from what I could tell as she looked up at the ceiling.
"I'm forty-eight years old and never in all my long, tortured life have I cum so fucking hard." Three of her fingers were rubbing her mound producing a pronounced wet sound. She looked completely drained and immobile as I surveyed the situation before unceremoniously rolling her over on her stomach.
"Hey, I'm kind of done here Brotha; I got all I need just now-WHUH-WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!!" Tammy panicked when my hands began kneading and groping her cheeks. Like I mentioned before, Mrs. Drysdale didn't have a huge ass, but it was compact and chunky with age. I sawed my cock along her crack pushing her tanning bed colored cheeks around my meat. Tammy balanced her torso on her elbows looking over her shoulder at me in a panic.
"I don't really go for that "backdoor stuff" Brotha; can't you use my tits or something? Nuh-No seriously, I am NOT-ON-BOARD with that there "Hershey Highway" at all; that fucking club you're working with would puncture my damn colon!!" Tammy Drysdale was definitely panicking at the prospect of what she believed were my overtures towards anal copulation. Her frenzied babbling was making me even more hot and bothered.
"I'M TELLING YOU, MY POOR LITTLE ASS CAN'T TAKE IT BROTHA; I'LL SPLIT IN TWO!!" A steady stream of precum was dribbling from the head of my penis lubricating her gluteal cleft. It made for an oily lubricant as my cock slid back and forth along her ass crack. Tammy was trembling and shifting on the bed trying to dislodge me. My fingers dug into her doughy waist locking her in place as I placed a leg up on the bed near her elbow and forearm.
"YOUR COCK'S TOO BIG FOR MY SHITTER; YOU'LL CRIPPPLE ME (N-WORD)!!" I was close to climaxing as she finally made me laugh aloud at her ignorance. Tammy was pushing her palms into the mattress trying to stand in a futile attempt to dislodge me. My cock slid around the crack of her ass occasionally rubbing her right cheek leaving a slimy trail of precum.
"I haven't cum yet Tammy." Her squirming was making me harder while her legs went rubbery and her nails dug into the bed clawing for leverage. She suddenly stopped looking back at me with eyes full of fear.
"Yup."
"Oh-Oh FAAAAAWWWWK MEEEEE!!" My turgid member pierced her honeypot encountering almost no resistance until it hit the back of her tunnel with severe impact. Tammy seized up around me so tight I could barely move.
"That's-my pussy; you didn't go in my ass after all, Brotha." She sounded relieved as she continued offending me.
"What kind of guy do you think I am?"
"Well, I just thought-AAAWWWW FAAAWKKK!!" I didn't wait for her answer spearing her to oblivion yanking her chunky bottom back into my pelvis until the room was filled with loud, watery slapping noises anointing our hasty union of convenience. Mrs. Tammy Drysdale was treated with all the respect of a cheap fleshlight for the following fifteen minutes until I yanked my cock free pressing it against her olive hued ass. My much in demand semen spurted against her butt before running a trail down the back of her trembling left leg to the carpet below. Tammy was completely addled with three fingers in her mouth as she rubbed her aching mound.
"I'm going to take that shower now, you can have it when I'm done."
"Yes Master." Tammy replied dreamily.
"WHAT?!!"
"Oh, nothin' Brotha; I was out of my freaking head for a minute." I slammed the adjacent bathroom door before she was finished talking. I felt every pellet of the water hitting my body realizing that I'd been running a sexual gauntlet of sorts since meeting Carry Anne McIntyre. The hot water was welcome relief as I used to shower head to remain upright. Every sexual interlude seemed to escalate starting with his own lack of discretion when he'd inadvertently groped his girlfriend's mother. Chrystal's soft features came into view bringing with it a wave of crushing guilt.
She'd made me truly happy since we'd met providing a perfect counterbalance to my decidedly stuffy personality. I loved her fun-loving personality and live for the day credo. What can I say about her playfulness and wild child "Go for Broke" attitude? Chrystal had me at hello for lack of a better term and I'd betrayed her. Betrayed her with her own mother no less. I chafed under the steaming hot water realizing that I'd also pounded out Tammy Drysdale. I knew I had no supporting arguments morally after letting myself be used by Carry Anne and Tammy Drysdale. There was no mistaking what I represented to the two women; a sex toy for their enjoyment.
Chrystal's face came into view as I wondered how I would be able to look her in the face. There would be no way I could make sense of my actions or justify them either. How could I explain that her mother had been manipulating me since we'd met using me at will for her sexual gratification? Carry Anne was akin to a sexual force of nature mastering my body over a twenty-four-hour period. I'd tried to tell myself that she was just a lonely older woman seeking company but at this point there was no denying my culpability in the whole affair. I liked the way she touched me; liked her mouth and huge, monstrous ass. It was the same as her daughter's providing this sort of preview of what her daughter had the potential to become.
"HEY; YOU DROWNING IN THERE, BROTHA?!!" Tammy shouted through the door reminding me where I was at the moment.
"Sorry." I mumbled feeling awkward in spite of my aggressive rutting of her body earlier.
"YEEEAAH; WELL HURRY IT UP IN THERE ALRIGHT?!!" It suddenly seemed like I was in an East coast flophouse at that moment. I switched off the shower pulling my clothing on as quickly as possible before opening the door. I didn't want to look at the middle-aged woman's face; didn't want to be reminded that I'd been bought and paid for by Tammy Drysdale. Maybe she didn't feel that way, but I didn't want to find out either. I didn't have anything to worry about as she quickly pushed by me slamming the door shut behind her.
"Well, ain't that about a bitch."
I found two one hundred dollar bills along with a small piece of paper on the disheveled bedding outside. Her number was scribbled on the paper along with a smattering of her lipstick where she'd kissed the note.
"I AM NOT A PROSTITUTE!!" I yelled at the closed bathroom door.
"Yeah, yeah yeah honey, listen don't you like, gots somewhere to be, Brotha?" Tammy blew me off satisfied as the sound of the running shower filled the room. I stormed out to the bedroom and the bungalow fuming. After I'd cleared the doorway, I realized the money was still in my hand. Also, my cell phone was missing leaving me with only the key to the McIntyre bungalow next door. I looked back towards Tammy's bungalow door figuring maybe I could finagle a ride back to the house when I heard the door lock click cutting off that option.
I was left with little choice but to walk over to the adjacent bungalow letting myself into an identically furnished unit. Just like the other it was a one bedroom kitchenette with a single bathroom. I noticed a large gift basket sitting on the coffee table which gave me pause. I quickly checked the rest of the bungalow finding no one there much to my relief. I was trashed after consecutive run-ins with Carry Anne and Tammy Drysdale so I crashed into the plush bedding letting my body finally rest.
*DARKNESS*
"Come on, wake up doofus." My vision was blurred but not enough to realize that the room was bathed in darkness. I could feel her alongside me lying prone. One of her arms was draped across my chest in tandem with an oversized, shapely leg on my thigh.
"What do you want?" I was in no mood for Cary Anne's shenanigans.
"Wow, that how you wanna talk to me?"
"After all I've been through because of you; what'd you expect?" Her face was a pool of darkness with her hair backlit by the window into a blonde corona. The bed shook a bit as she adjusted position looking directly into my face.
"I expect you to be happy to see me; I expect you to rain kisses down on my thighs babe and I FUCKING expect you to tell me how much you LOVE ME!!" My eyes went wider as I forced the sleep from them.
"Chrystal?"
She flipped a switch on a bedside lamp illuminating her pretty face as my heart leapt into my throat. It was a miracle I hadn't called her Carry Anne. Her brow furrowed as she studied my features.
"Who else is going to be here in bed with you? Take care with that answer considering I'm jealous as fuck and what I'm holding. Her right hand was enclosed around the base of my semi-erect cock in a fist. Whatever her mother had dosed me with hadn't completely worn off. Her face was made up with a bit of smoky eye shadow and a bit of lipstick. Chrystal didn't need anything to be attractive in my eyes.
"Guess I just woke up cranky, sorry."
"Is this about how my dad treated you? I really had it out with him today and I didn't expect to come in here tonight and get shitted on by my boyfriend."
"It's not that."
"What is it then; my mom piss you off too?"
"NO!!-I Uhm, feel fucking unworthy, I guess honey; it's been a little-HEY, what are you WEARING?!" Chrystal was wearing a sheer one piece teddy clinging to her outrageous curves like a second skin. It was silky and completely sheer leaving nothing to the imagination.
"A mistake apparently; are we having a "thing" babe?"
"No?"
"NO? That makes me feel real confident here and another thing-Your DICK is so fucking HARD!!" Chrystal was as distracted as I was running her hand along my shaft. It had always been her practice to "Drain my Balls" as she put it since we'd begun dating. Chrystal shamefully admitted to having jealousy issues a month after we started dating. I didn't care because I considered her my perfect girl and getting a scintillating set of handjobs every day left me a little addicted. My overworked cock was sore sending jolts of pain mixed with pleasure across my body. I gasped, moaned, and winced as she worked me with a feather soft touch.
"Fuck you wearing?"
"You like it?" She was using only her thumb and index finger watching the head of my cock intently.
"Yeah, I love it Chrystal."
"Mom got it for me; said it would drive you wild."
"WHAT?!!" I sat up quickly but Chrystal pushed me back down on the mattress leaning further across my chest to reassert her dominance.
"Don't spoil it, we do a lot of things together babe; she's my best friend." A wave of guilt shot across me as I looked away only to have her cup my chin sealing the deal with a kiss.
"Carry Anne buys you lingerie!!" Chrystal shot me a look when I mentioned her mother's name informally ramping up her actions.
"Your cock twitched when you mentioned her name; you got a thing for my mom?" More fingers were added to my length in this gentle twisting motion.
"NUH-NO!"
"There, your cock did it again babe; you wanna fuck mom, don't you?" Chrystal watched as precum bubbled out of the head of my cock.
"That's silly." I'd known Carry Anne in the biblical sense, in every way fashionable in less than forty-eight hours.
"Is it; well she does look a lot like me after all. We'd be twins if it weren't for her big tits; wouldn't you like to put your cock between those puppies?" Her grip seemed to get tighter but I was unsure it wasn't me getting more turned on.
"What's going on; got something you wanna confess honey? You've been looking at my mother's huge ass, haven't you?" Her fist was jerking my tortured cock wreaking havoc with my foreskin.



"Cr-Crazy, you're crazy!!" I was close to confessing as the excess precum made it a slippery affair.
"Am I now; I think you're gonna cum from thinking about my mother; she's the woman who gave birth to me babe. You know how fucked up that is to cum thinking about my hot, steamy M.I.L.F mother while her daughter plays with this big ass dick? You probably wanna bend her over and shove this in her pussy, don't you, babe?"
"TH-THAT'S NOT TRUE!!" My back contorted as I reached the precipice.
"Oh, I think it is; you want my mom's big, fat, juicy ass bouncing against this rod. You wanna pull her fucking hair as you take her like an animal; You wanna make my mommy cum on your thick, black cock!!" He hand was sliding up and down while her thumb teased and tickled the head of my member.
"CRYSTAL-PLEEEEEASSE!!" A thick wad of cum shot out blazing a trail that ended up at the bottom of my right peck.
"Mom's making you cum isn't she; you're cumming all over her big, round ass, aren't you?!!" I tried to snatch her hand away but she swatted it away pistoning her slimy fist as more cum soiled my abdomen.
"ST-STOP IT!!" Chrystal quickly took me into her mouth still working her fist as she sucked on my member drawing everything out before cleaning my stomach and abs with her tongue. I was squirming around on the bed like a wet fish. She cleaned my abdomen and soiled peck slurping everything up.
"Sick fuck." My face was suddenly slapped loud enough that the echo bounced off the walls. She jumped off the bed to lean against the bedroom wall with her hands behind he back. Her face was red with emotion and her nostrils were flaring. The look on her face was a mixture of indignation spliced with outright scorn.
"Chrystal?" She started giggling before bursting into laughter, sounding like some mischievous sprite.
"Ha Ha, very funny; now turn around bitch." Chrystal knew exactly what I wanted to see facing the subtle vertical stripes on the off-color beige walls of the bungalow and popping out her huge, bouncy butt in a scintillating display of voluptuous decadence. The sheer one piece she was wearing turned out to be a thong in the back disappearing between her voluminous cheeks only for the sheer material to emerge from the top of the slight fleshy shelf at the small of her back. Like I mentioned before, nothing was left to the imagination with dark rectangular strips of ornate solid material appearing from the bottom of her armpits down to the high cut on her expansive thighs.
"That what you wanted to see; want me to do a little "Cultural Appropriation", huh?" Chrystal began loudly twerking her hips forcing her huge rounded cheeks to clap together loud enough to sound like someone clapping their hands in applause. It was a talent she'd discovered after entering a twerking contest at my drunken prodding one evening at a local bar. We'd barely made it to the car with the large trophy afterwards as scores of drunken, riotous college students mobbed our small car before being run off by the campus police. We'd fucked like rabid animals for hours afterwards.
"You-You like that babe; better than mom's, huh asshole?" The applause of her huge, meaty cheeks was nearly thunderous at this point.
"Oh god, yes." I admitted rolling on my stomach for a better view of the show she was putting on for my solitary pleasure.
"Bet she can't do that, can she babe; what you gonna do with all this?!!" Chrystal reached back spreading her monstrous cheeks showing me the rest of the material hidden in her rear cleavage letting the massive, fleshy ovals slap together over and over.
"Fuck it."
"Yeah; that's right, huh fucker; you gonna fuck me?" She continued twerking adding a little flare with a roll of her wide hips.
"Yeah, I'm gonna fuck you."
"All I'm hearing is talk; you can't handle this." She taunted knowing full well I'd handled her on several occasions.
"You know I can." The jiggle of her massive rump had me entranced spearing the mattress beneath me. My erection was distinctly painful making me wince and grimace a bit under her gaze. I'd received one hell of a sexual workout in the preceding hours and Chrystal wasn't making it any easier.
"You can talk; can you fuck?"
I'd had enough of her taunts crawling out of the bed to the carpet below to cradle the underside of her voluptuous cheeks jiggling them for myself. Chrystal's skin had a shiny tone that caught the low light in the room which denoted baby oil was probably used to enhance her natural charms. I got a bit of salty flavoring from her skin in a single lick of her right cheek. Her womanly musk was ever present signaling her carnal interest as my lips pressed against her butt. Chrystal shivered a bit under my attention breathing audibly biting her lower lip as my fingers found the clasp between her thick, shapely thighs releasing the material. Her thick backside held the sheer teddy in place easily as I continued kneading and groping her butt. A nervous giggle escaped my girlfriend as I traced a slimy trail up the crack of her huge ass freeing the oppressed silky fabric from her lower cleft with my teeth.
Chrystal was drenched below as I traced a finger along her puffy slit brushing her clit with my knuckle. She'd taught me to be careful with her delicate parts directing me to simply allow her body to adjust to the intrusion of a single digit invasion. We'd explored each other's bodies enough that I was almost able to find her g-spot blindfolded. The tip of my finger teased and tickled the bumpy ridge inside her earning an immediate reaction as her knees buckled.
"No fair; cheating." She gasped, pushing her butt towards my face in a silent bid for more.
I pushed my face into her wide expanse dining voraciously working in tandem with my index finger to push her further to the edge. My finger tip traced a minute circular motion on her g-spot forcing her to gasp and giggle before crying out in ecstasy. The rest of my hand was drenched in short order as she came hard in quick bursts squirting all over the offending digits and their base. I licked and nibbled on the large cheek nearest me indulging my fetish to the fullest.
"Fuck me."
"No."
"Why?" My tongue traced a trail along the cuff where the bottom of her ass cheek met her thick, shapely thigh. I made sure to take care of both legs before savagely nipping her massive, rounded butt with a series of bites that would have made Marv Albert proud.
"I'm not finished playing with you."
"Come on, I'm ready now." She pleaded.
"No, you haven't cum enough." Her blue eyes widened as she realized what I was trying to do. I was tired of all the neo-femdom shit her mother had put me through and she was going to be the unknowing sacrificial lamb for the return of my manhood.
"Please, give me what I want baby."
Two fingers were true to their mark working the grooves of her cunts and tickling her sweet spot mercilessly as Crystal struggled to stand. She dipped at the hip earning more bites and a slap or two until her gasps made it sound as if she were struggling to breathe.
"Come on, FUCK ME now; I WANT IT NOW!!!" Her outrageous pear-shaped figure was wracked with tremors as she struggled to keep it together.
"Shut up bitch."
"FUCK YOU!!" She snarled more out of desperation that actual anger.
"Fuck, me?" The air crackled around us as Crystal's breathing permeated the humid bedroom. There was a distinct wet sound as I pulled my offending digits free.
"Yeah." She sounded nervous as her huge ass swayed back and forth involuntarily. I watched it jiggle and bounce with a slight, fleshy elasticity that was similar to her mother. They were so alike in many ways that it struck me dumb for a second.
"..." Crystal looked over her shoulder trembling a bit as she found my own brown eyes glaring into her blue jewels. Her bottom lip quivered a little as she began to face me only to be snared by the waist and tossed towards the edge of the bed. I didn't realize my strength noting that her thick thighs stopped her from flying across the bed. Her monstrous ass was laid bare appearing even wider in this position. Her hard-tan lines reminded me of all the times she'd referred to them as the "Real Whale's Tail".
"OOOOWWW GAAAWDDD!!" There was a loud, squelching that accompanied my pelvis smacking into her sweat glistened skin as I bottomed out on the first thrust never stopping or giving her a chance to adjust. The bulbous head of my thick member pounded against the end of her tunnel making her cry out in sensual distress. I stopped as quickly as I started standing over Crystal admiring my handiwork far from done.
"Wuh-What?" I waited until she looked back at me puzzled.
"OOOUCHHH; OOOOHHHH SHIT!!" My large hand collided with her right ass cheek making it wobble uncontrollably from the impact. I slapped the shit out of her ass until both cheeks were reddened before burying my face in her cunt. She howled trying to roll on her side but I kept her belly down using my fingers to stimulate her clit until she squirted all over the sheets. The nylon teddy was halfway up her back exposing her cinched waist. The contrast between her waist and wider than normal, arching hips was intoxicating.
"OH, OH, OH, OOOOOOHHHHHH FAAAAWKKKK MEEEE!!" I continued pounding the piss out of my girlfriend for another fifteen minutes before stopping to spank and eat her into oblivion. Her beautiful backside had its share of handprints as I grabbed a handful of her hair while my other grabbed her throat. Crystal was more than willing to make out with me if it meant a reprieve from the intense episode she'd goaded me into this evening. I pinched and rolled her nipple while sawing my cock between the deep crevice between her cheeks. Our natural lubrication made everything wet and nasty.
"Fuck me?" I asked again.
"Yeah, I want it daddy." I was weirded out by her dirty talk more than usual allowing Crystal to lay on her back staring up at me expectantly. She usually went into the "Daddy" thing when we got really hot and heavy but it was just weird now that I'd actually met the man.
"Ultimate Combo."
During our relationship, I'd never asked for her to do that sexual maneuver with Crystal finding much humor in the fact that I was a little creeped out by the fact that she was double-jointed.
"Ultimate Combo?"
She looked down at my fist slowly stroking my glazed cock noting who another handful was still untouched despite my actions. Her gaze traveled between my face and my jerking fist before she reclined on the bed raising her thick right leg into the air to grab her ankle. I'd always marveled at the shapeliness of her legs and the fact that she had ankles where so many others big girls her size had what was known as a "kankle". This along with her shapely legs that tapered off into the aforementioned ankles made her a sight to behold whenever she wore a skirt. Chrystal had been heckled in public a few times over her choice of clothing with many citing her size as a factor. Wearing a dress produced the opposite result which resulted in us being followed on occasion until I'd made my presence known to the offending parties.
Chrystal managed to lock her ankle behind her head which made it easier for her to get the other leg in place. Normally it took less time for her to assume this position, but I'd been working her over by assaulting her G-Spot which left her severely weakened.
"Let me see it." Her shoulders were in front of her calves allowing her to reach down spreading her flower for my viewing pleasure. Chrystal's sex was puffed out from abuse almost glowing with wetness running down the deep crack of her ass soiling the sheets under her butt. She looked worried as I knelt in front of her slapping my cock against her clit. She bit her lip when I slowly pushed inside forcing a torrent of moisture to splash out. Chrystal tightened up around me with vice-like proficiency tensing up on my girth in minute intervals. We shared a look as I let myself remain immobile before I pulled out as slow as humanly possible.
Chrystal looked as if she would cry out as the head of my cock pushed against her brown eye methodically disappearing followed by the rest until I was sheathed to the hilt. She clamped down on me making it nearly impossible for me to move. I leaned over her body pressing my lips against her fucking her gently. My hands pressed against her inner thighs sliding up to her knees as we built up a symbiotic rhythm working together. Her hands cupped my cheeks drawing me in for more as her tongues sought entrance into my mouth.
"I love you." Her words gave me pause.
I stared back at her frozen by her declaration struck indecisive. Her mouth was agape as she tensed up around my length stealing another deep, sensual kiss.
"I-I uh, I..." I stammered barely above a whisper under her bedazzled gaze.
"Do it, fuck my ass." I pushed into her juicy bottom feeling it bounce slightly off my pelvis as I took her body. We shared more light and deep kisses as I crushed Chrystal under my chest allowing her legs to come undone. With the balletic grace of a dancer, Chrystal lowered her legs into the small of my back locking me in place as we evolved from animalistic rutting into real, serious lovemaking. My hands cupped her breasts carefully while she locked her arms around my neck prodding me further into action.
"You make me happy; you make me feel beautiful, I love your big ass dick up my fat ass." She bucked her legs with every declaration taking me deeper inside.
"Shit Crystal I-I'm gonna..." Her lips locked over mine as I painfully climaxed filling her bottom to the max giving my girlfriend everything I had left. My eyes watered as I pumped load after load into her backdoor until my body finally conceded defeat. Chrystal tightened her legs into the small of my back tapping a heel on my spine before spreading her legs allowing me to crash into the mattress on my back. She rolled over on her stomach rewarding me with a light kiss on the lips.
"I love you so much." It didn't matter that I was mute and immobile only able to direct my eyes in her direction as she peeled off the lingerie that had stoked the fire inside a body already taxed to the limit from repeated encounters with her and two other women. I stretched providing me with another impressive view that would have goaded me into action if I wasn't completely drained. My cock was painfully throbbing from the exertion and I didn't know when I would get an erection again.
"I love you too."
My eyes settled on her huge jiggling butt, reddened welts, and hand prints galore as she walked into the bathroom to shower. Guilt washed over me like a wave bringing a hopelessness with it that left me in dire straits. Chrystal left the door open affording me a view of her showering and washing her voluptuous frame.
What was I going to do when Chrystal found out about her mother and me?
Darkness claimed me as I finally passed out.
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She'd only managed five miles before pulling over to regain her composure. Her hazel eyes were wide, her breathing hard and raw from shock. Leslie Kennedy was overcome with emotion leaning forward crying into her steering wheel. It had been her intention to leave some money for Humbert's family as an apology for tormenting him nearly causing his death. It was the reason she'd gone to the boy's locker room that night where a third of the male populace was waiting to deflower her. None of them had been the wiser that Humbert beat them to that end. He was her first and the only one she would ever acknowledge. Leslie believed him dead as she lay on that cold shower floor staring up at the ceiling not knowing or caring what her future held. Uncontrollable emotion welled up inside her bosom adding volume to her sobbing. Leslie was interrupted from her inner monologue by her ringing phone looking at it to find a picture of Sheriff Reed staring up at her from the display window.
"Yeah?"
"Uhm; just calling to see how things are-between us?"
"What?" The emotion in her voice was palpable which he immediately noticed becoming more anxious by the moment.
"Hey, you okay? I-I mean about what I said earlier; I didn't mean it." Sheriff Reed was stammering and awkward sounding but it was lost on Leslie whose mind was elsewhere.
"Yeah sure; whatever." She hung up on him and adjusted her makeup using her rear-view window.
"Humbert." She broke down again crying uncontrollably. Her phone began ringing repeatedly until she answered in a huff.
"Look, we're cool so I'll see you around when I want some dick, laters bitch." She hung up before Sheriff Reed could speak.
Leslie managed to make it back to school missing only one class which she could have cared less about after discovering that her secret crush was okay. She kept thinking back to the look on his face from his bedroom window and trying to figure out what was going through his head when saw her.
She didn't mind the eyes on her and the leering stares from most of the school populace, but the sight of Red standing by her locker waiting made her blood run cold. Leslie instinctively touched the spot on her cheek where Red's boot had collided when she wouldn't stop screaming that night. The redhead panicked worrying that she'd be caught resorting to the only manner in which she knew how to solve problems with a swift kick. Leslie awoke sometime later in the darkness of that locker room, scared and frightened half expecting someone to pounce on her from the inky darkness. The lighting in the locker room was set to a timer shutting off while she lay unconscious. She had to crawl around on all fours completely blind until she managed to find her clothing and get dressed. The one pervasive thought running through her mind was the last guy she would fuck to pay her penance to the resident Queen of Maplewood High. That face suddenly appeared in her mind's eye and wouldn't leave burrowing into her psyche until she'd been forced to act. Leslie was tortured day and night with a hellish restlessness that would not abate, an agitating sensation that caused her loins to seize up until she was obliged to relieve herself manually. Prompted by an improbable lust for vengeance and sexual fulfillment, the beauty finally appeared sitting on the fence just outside his property after purposely setting off his alarm. She wanted him and nothing would stop her sexual overtures leading Red's stern, unflappable parent to falter and bend to her will. The older man probably believed he was fucking his daughter's best friend only to realize in short order that the gorgeous brunette teen was practically raping him. Leslie appeared with the single-minded purpose of emptying his balls and this was her mission statement every time they hooked going forward.
"Comfort Dick?" Red asked as Leslie cautiously approached.
"Well, you know me."
"Do I, Leslie; why don't you tell me what I know." Leslie rolled her hazel eyes internally dismissing her friend's attitude.
"What, you wanna look in my pussy or something, bitch?" Her casual tone caught Red by surprise.
"NO-I want to know what's up with you and Coach Hamblen." Leslie almost laughed in the head cheerleader's face realizing that she didn't have a clue about anything going on and reveling in her inherent deception. Leslie let her friend's question hang in the air as she retrieved a text book from her locker along with a folder.
"He paid me off."
"What?" Red's features quickly flushed as Leslie closed her locker turning to face her friend with her books pressed against her impressive chest.
"Yeah, he's scared I'm going to rat him out."
"Motherfucker." Leslie knew when her friend was worried deciding to stoke the fires even more.
"Twenty-five hundred cash; he said there's more too if I want."
"Do you want it?"
"Ask coach." Leslie leaned forward kissing Red on the cheek before walking off to her next class leaving Red to ponder her words. Red stared after her watching as her second-in-command goosed a shocked geek on her way to class.
*************************************************************************************
Twenty-five hundred dollars...It was inside a crumpled envelope left inside his mailbox. It was a lot of money for the eighteen-year-old to have at one time. She'd left it there before tossing rocks at his window to get his attention. The moment they locked eyes this strange, familiar sensation ran through his body resulting in the momentary loss of his motor functions. The beautiful brunette stared back affected looking shocked before speeding off in her car. He sat replaying the moment processing every detail for some hidden meaning. Every detail of her beautiful face was etched forever in his mind since their initial acquaintance which had changed his life irreparably. The money was there for some reason. Humbert Jenkins felt that he was being bribed by Leslie Kennedy. It made no sense considering that the last time they met, he finally succumbed to all the pressure from her continued stalking and abuse sinking down to her level after a wild brawl out in the middle of nowhere. He managed to push his cock into her virtue taking away her "innocence" losing his own in the process. Her loud, shrill scream as her maidenhead was breached echoed in his ears for many nights afterward. Humbert was haunted by his monstrous actions fully expecting to be arrested at some point for his crime.
He was haunted by the feel of her body, her large supple breasts, the curve of her perfectly rounded hips and full ass. Her cunt was extremely tight even when it was soaking wet during the intense rowe in the middle of that field. Leslie was bigger than him looking mature beyond her years and could have fought him off any other day, but he would not be denied plunging deep inside for hours until he exploded inside her over and over again. This eighteen year old cheerleader repeatedly stalked Humbert claiming him as her own after raping him two times fully intent on doing it a third time until fate had intervened. He shuddered remembering how Leslie and her evil cohort Red, blackmailed him into being pegged after assaulting him. Leslie was so cold and indifferent only displaying emotion when violating him and afterward. The tall, curvy brunette seemed to be everywhere he looked pinching and groping until her unnatural lust prodded her to blackmail him again. She couldn't or wasn't able to contain her true, evil nature violently pegging him so completely that he'd been sick for days afterwards. The pain had been unbearable but all he could remember was the reddish tint of her majestic body as she took him in his own bedroom. Afterwards, Leslie had egregiously tried to make pillow talk with him as he lay in his bed defeated and bleeding. He realized how much of a monster she was and that perhaps she would return.
Humbert Jenkins innocence was lost long before he took Leslie in the middle of that field so long ago. The teens ended up fucking each other into submission with nothing held back. He'd thought of his revenge managing to roll Leslie onto her stomach before shoving himself into her backdoor as roughly as he could manage. She'd cursed squirming under his thin frame telling him that she wouldn't give him the satisfaction of seeing her cry but the tears came in torrents anyway. He'd told himself that he felt nothing as she loudly sobbed going limp under him finally surrendering. Humbert swept the hair away from her face lying prone across her back with his cheek touching hers. He soon realized that she was trying to accommodate him tensing up when he pushed inside. They worked up a symbiotic cadence breathing in perfect sync until he climaxed inside feeling immense shame afterwards. He was confused and angry not knowing what to do next before noticing the strange, desperate look on Leslie's face and responding by shoving his cock in her face. She surprised him by accepting his soiled member between her lips and wantonly fellating him until shame forced him to push her away. Humbert panicked not knowing what to do ultimately deciding to keep up the act of being aggressive. Leslie responded to his commands climbing on top of his prone body and riding until they both came together. He was so spent that she would have been able to kill him if she wanted. Leslie could have reached over for a rock and smashed his skull into mush, but she didn't.
He remembered how she looked sitting nude in that field with dirt encrusting her body. She sat there with her knees drawn up holding them in place with her arms simply watching the sun rise. Humbert remembered how she looked bathed in the golden hue as the day began anew. They both sat nude watching the sun together thinking about nothing else.
"Leslie, what do you want from me?"
The money weighed in his hand and mind troubling the nervous teen. Everything in his life had been changed irreparably, wreaking havoc in his family. His father was sleeping on the couch and motel rooms on most nights. The apish man had difficulty accepting the truth of things regarding his son's recent troubles finding it preferable to think of his kid as little as possible and incurring the wrath of his wife. There was no way he was ever going to admit or address the fact that two cheerleaders raped his only son. He'd become a veritable terror around the house stifling talk of reporting the crime to the police. He was secretly relieved that he could use the excuse of Red's father being the Sheriff to alleviate any parental responsibility.
Humbert shuddered feeling the emptiness of the world around him. He'd been sequestered at home since arriving from the hospital. His mother was intent on keeping it that way making sure to pick up and turn in homework assignments, coddling him with video games and comics while making sure that she knew where he was at all times. Sometimes he would find her staring at him on the verge of tears knowing he could do nothing to take the pain away. When she wasn't fighting with his father, Laura Jenkins was calling around looking for lawyers that weren't going to take an arm and leg. He wondered if finally telling the truth was turning out worse than keeping the secret. He'd become a forced shut-in even receiving a modified life alert should he feel in danger. Humbert weighed the money in each hand before stuffing it in his pocket and walking off to his favorite haunt.
Maplewood was a particularly small town bordered on one side by a large Truckstop / Restaurant called Happy's that was an unofficial hangout for a lot of the town teens. Its greasy spoon was amiable enough with a connected old school arcade and candy store. Humbert had become a fixture there with some pedestrians even mistaking him as an employee on occasion. It was one of the few places he could go without feeling like someone was watching him. He'd mastered several of the old-school arcade games able to reach levels none of the other pedestrian gamers could achieve. His name was the entirety of the best players list in the onscreen cabinets. Humbert walked briskly to the truck stop half expecting Leslie to pop out in front of him not knowing how he'd react.
Happy's was busy this afternoon congested with patrons and visitors; a Trailways bus was parked at the corner of the lot with several sweating visitors congregating inside both the store and the arcade. Humbert was uneasy around large crowds of people but unwilling to return to the monotony of home. He navigated the portion of the stop geared towards visitors snagging a huge bag of chips and an ice tea before happily finding an unattended arcade machine. Sinistar was Humbert's favorite old school game requiring the use of both of his hands to navigate and shoot. It was a sit-down cabinet with two chairs attached for opposing players. No one dared challenge Humbert so he found a resting place for his chips and soda. For the next hour and a half, Humbert lost himself in the game before images of Leslie began to creep back into his mind costing him the game in rapid succession. He kept drifting back to that field and the frenzied coupling that led to this sort of shared fugue state between them. Shame followed as he checked his phone while a slight commotion began behind him.
"What do I want?" He finally uttered to himself in hushed tones noticing some teens from his high school loitering around a sit-down cabinet for some lame video game called Road Riot 4WD. He'd played it a few times but could recall the last time it was popular to garner such a large crowd. Humbert walked up to the front of the store to purchase a Slurpee mixing the four available flavors in a rainbow hued mess.
"Girl problems Humbert?" O'Dell, the large, burly woman behind the counter usually worked during the times Humbert frequented the Happy's. They had an easy-going acquaintance which became more of a friendship over time.
"Well, I don't know how to answer O'Dell." He was confused and anxious as Leslie's face appeared in his head.
"You've got girl problems boy; does she like you too or is it one of these shitty, "Will she or won't she" deals where you watch her like some kind of pervert?" O'Dell was known for her frank, honest talk holding court several times a week with some of her regular adult patrons. She functioned in the same manner a bartender does listening to the drunken ramblings of her customers.
"It's, complicated?"
"Humbert, save yourself some grief and talk to her; tell her how you feel idiot, kiss her, hell fuck the snot out of her if that's what you want but don't let this time pass you by kid." Her well-meaning words stuck with him as he walked away from the counter nursing his soft drink.
"Tell those kids back there to play or get the fuck outta my place Humbert." O'Dell yelled after him.
He found his way through the milling teens, many were social pariahs like himself pimply faced and awkward geeks and nerds. They were huddling around one pudgy redheaded guy watching something on his tablet. Humbert could hear some illicit sounds and hollow jeering emanating from the device. It sounded like they were watching porn. They were snorting and reacting to what they were watching piquing his curiosity further as he worked to get a vantage point to properly view the tablet screen. He found a spot behind a shorter teen finally able to look directly at the screen. Some guy in a football jersey and helmet was savagely railing the snot out of this girl with a pronounced, bubble butt. The unknown stud was built like a linebacker but his hands were still unable to handle the olive colored cheeks of the screaming girl underneath him. Her butt bounced and jiggled uncontrollably from the rough treatment as the other men jeered and cat called. The background looked familiar but he couldn't place it right away.
"HUMBERT!!" He was given pause as the congested crowd on the screen parted revealing Humbert's worse nightmare. Leslie's face was a twisted mask of terror and running mascara as the jock pulled her into an upright position into a reverse cowgirl position. It was surreal watching all guys who were probably his classmates standing around in the nude.
"FUUUUCK, SUCK MY DICK BITCH!!" Some senior he recognized from gym class unceremoniously shoved his cock into Leslie's mouth gagging her. Vulgar laughter and jeers dominated the audio on the tablet as the kid screening the porn noticed Humbert.
"Want a copy?"
The bastard was selling burned DVD copies of Leslie's gangbang and making a killing. Humbert wanted to throttle the pimply faced scumbag but ultimately hid his feelings as he managed a smile. He shoved the five-dollar asking price in the geek's pudgy hand formulating a plan.
"Hey man this, is totally cool; how did you get her to sign a release?"
"Re-lease, what's that?"
"You know, paperwork that gives you the right to use this footage for profit." The kid's brow furrowed as he processed what he was being told.
"You need paperwork for this; I-I mean it's just a sex tape?"
"Naw man; you gotta get permission or else it's pretty fucked for you dude, good luck bro." Humbert stuffed the DVD in the pocket of his cargo pants.
"WHAT?!!" The kid was already panicking.
"You'd better get a good lawyer; you're a pornographer bro."
"IT'S JUST A SEX TAPE!!"
"Tell that to the feds when they come knocking on your door; make sure you let parents know too." The entire group's eyes were on Humbert as he began to walk away before regarding them one last time.
"HEY MAN!!" The pudgy kid was visibly sweating.
"Oh yeah; O'Dell said for all of you to get the FUCK OUTTA HERE!!" The group scattered as O'Dell looked on approvingly. Humbert filled his cup once more before paying the clerk as he exited the store looking in the direction of the group. The pudgy kid was jostling with the other teens who appeared to be fighting for a copy of Leslie's movie. It appeared to be a feeding frenzy leaving Humbert anxious not knowing how to get an "IN" due to the fight. A patrol car suddenly rounded the corner hitting their sirens as the officers noticed the fray. The group looked as if they would run but threats from Deputies Mooney and Jimmy kept the eighteen-year-old teens in their place. All the frightened boys began yelling and chattering at the same time as Humbert walked up casually grabbing the backpack containing the pudgy kid's porn stash.
"Thanks Bro, I forgot about my bag."
"Huh, WHA-WHA-WHAT?!!"
"Thanks man, I got this bag." Humbert pulled lightly on the bag nodding towards the deputies as the pudgy kid realized his predicament and let go.
"Hey, what's going on over here?" Deputy Mooney noticed the slight tug of war between the teens.
"Nothing, he just picked up my bag for me, right Bro?" Humbert gave his peer a dead stare.
"Uhm, sure yeah it's his." The pudgy kid reluctantly admitted defeat in front of the clueless deputy.
"Shouldn't you kids be at home doing your homework or some shit?" Deputy Jimmy was annoyed as the kids dispersed directed in opposite directions by the officers.
"Yes, I got so much home work to do, have a nice day officer." Humbert smiled and waved watching his victim slowly walk off the parking lot. The officers couldn't wait to get back to their patrol car quickly speeding off onto the adjacent highway. The inside of the backpack contained what appeared to be at least fifty copies of the DVD in his pocket. He wondered how many had been sold before he found out chaffing at the thought of the whole of Maplewood High watching the illegal sex tape. Humbert walked to the end of the lot sitting on a short brick wall that held the sign advertising Happy's Truck Stop.



He nervously fumbled with the tablet removing it from the bag unsure if he wanted to watch more of Leslie's recorded degradation. The sudden blaring of a semi-truck's horn startled the lanky teen causing him to topple from his perch causing the tablet to break into two separate pieces. The huge wheel of the truck passed eerily close as it passed pulling into the gas station. Humbert gathered himself upset that the tablet was destroyed because he'd have the movie at home. He was wiping lose gravel and dirt from his clothing
"HUMBERT!!" Someone was yelling his name; he found a slightly familiar face staring at him from fifteen feet away. He barely remembered the chubby blonde from a brief meeting on the school bleachers some time ago. She quickly tossed a small tote bag into a nearby dumpster before regarding him.
"Yes?!!" He was instinctually cautious.
"Stay right there; I'm coming over!!" She was attractive and bubbly with a round childish looking face that he had trouble recalling. Her blonde hair was wet looking ending just above the shoulders of a chunky looking body sporting a pair of humongous breasts barely contained in a spaghetti strap tank top. The cartoonish female cat emblazoned on the front of the hot pink shirt was unintentionally animated from the jiggling cadence of her massive bosom as the blonde ran bouncing into his arms. Humbert had to catch himself almost raising a threatening fist.
"Hey, where we going for lunch?"
"Excuse me?"
"You taking me to lunch, aren't you Humbert? We're just gonna have a spontaneous date right here!!" Humbert's eyes widened as he found himself with a wealth of riches bouncing right in his face and the envious glares from many patrons of Happy's. His eyes drifted down to the ragged, skin tight jean skirt doing very little to hide her legs. She was wearing sandals as his gaze rose finding that she closed the distance uncomfortably between them.
"Do I know you?"
"You're really not that lame, are you Humbert?" The dark, eye shadow around her eyes made them stand out and almost glow. It was the only makeup she wore on her smiling visage. Humbert finally recalled their earlier meeting on the bleachers some time ago.
"Yeah, I remember you." Her smile widened as she offered her hand.
"April."
"Nice to meet you; didn't tell me you my name last time."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah; buy me food now." April pulled on his arm leading him back towards Happy's restaurant.
He couldn't help himself staring down at her butt unfairly comparing it to Leslie's ample derriere. She was over the top bubbly and manic skipping ahead before running back to drag the reluctant nerd into the restaurant. Humbert was glad for the diversion but the contents of the DVD's in his possession were burning a hole in his pocket as they grabbed a booth. The chubby blonde wasted no time ordering a table full of food while he simply watched.
"Man, you're killing me here Humbert." April blurted out staring a hole in his face.
"What?"
"I'm sitting in front of you with tits so big that I have to ACTUALLY put them on the table top and you're probably thinking about some other bitch; color me jealous."
"It's not like that." His pointed statement caught her off guard.
"Wow, I actually believe you, so what's your deal Humbert. You some kind of loner, hate-the-world type or are you a poser?"
"I guess the first; you always hang out at truck stops bumming for food or are you some kind of arty, pseudo-feminist hung up on her own huge tits?" April leaned back in her seat regarding him as she nibbled on a piece of bacon.
"I guess a little bit of both; does that bother you?"
"No, you'd have to work REALLY HARD to bother me April!" Her playful, baiting demeanor had rubbed him the wrong way. Humbert stood and tossed a few twenties on the table top before briskly walking out on April.
"WHERE YOU GOING HUMBERT?!!" Her voice crackled with raw emotion at being outright rejected. She stared for minutes even after he was gone. Her eyes narrowed and her nostrils flared for an instant before her familiar, childish smile returned.
Humbert was running as fast as his legs would carry him the minute he cleared Happy's parking lot. His heart thumped in his chest not from the exertion, but from the interaction he'd just had with this strange new girl that seemed intent on provoking him for. He'd started thinking back to the first time he met Leslie and Red and the ensuing chaos that had all but ruined his life. Remembered the mean-spirited chirpiness that preceded the blackmail and sexual assault that left him shattered. Humbert managed to make it back to his room collapsing on his bed just as his heart felt close to bursting. The shut-in had been living a nearly sedentary lifestyle and he was feeling the effects of his daily inaction. He was reminded of his situation by the lump in his cargo shorts reaching down and pulling Leslie's bribe money from his pocket staring at the crumpled envelope before tossing it aside for the DVD in his other pocket. Humber glared at the disc twirling it on his finger pondering its contents.
"Fuck it." He popped the disc into his PlayStation and waited for the disc to boot up.
*************************************************************************************
Leslie walked into the English class drawing all attention to her with little effort on her part. She had become even more popular than she already was with gossip of her exploits in the gym quickly spreading all corners of the school. Leslie was of course taking it all in spades as she scanned the room finding a familiar face in the class. Milton sat staring back at her wide eyed and nervous after being embarrassed earlier that day. Something about the pimply faced nerd stirred a nasty streak inside her as she recalled the savage manner in which he'd ripped the clothing from her body igniting a feeding frenzy that left her battered and bruised on the shower floor of the boy's locker room. She remembered the creepy expression on his face as he watched her getting fucked over and over again. It was a face she wanted to push her fist into until it was unrecognizable.
"Hey baby balls!" Milton yelped nervously when she planted her ass in his crotch. Leslie had the body of a twenty-five-year-old almost obscuring the pudgy nerd from view. Leslie's dead weight slammed down on the squawking nerd as she rolled her hips into his pelvis. The class erupted in laughter as Leslie excused herself taking a seat behind Milton.
"Uhm, sorry Milton." The laughter and ambient noise continued as he humped over the desk. A couple of the guys in the class gestured to her to come sit on their laps as the popular brunette playfully flipped them the bird. It took the teacher almost fifteen minutes to get her class under control.
Leslie, always the diligent student, took notes and recorded the teacher's lesson but found herself staring at the back of the nerd's head as she made an internal comparison between him and Humbert. A wave of emotion began to overtake Leslie as she focused on the memory of Humbert looking down at her from his window. An overwhelming sense of shame began to engulf the teen as a few of her peers took notice. Leslie quickly shook it off leaning forward in her seat mimicking the stout geek in front of her.
"Hey, Milton?" She whispered quickly becoming frustrated when he didn't answer.
"I know you hear me baby balls." She tossed a pencil on the floor next to his sneaker ratcheting up her actions by poking him in the back with her finger making him flinch as some students snickered.
"Hey Milton, you hard?" Leslie whispered getting even more of a charge out of his mute stance. She scraped a single nail down his spine catching some of the rayon material as he threw a shoulder trying to discourage his tormentor.
"Baby balls got a big ass booty." Leslie reached under the desk digging her nails into his right ass cheek. She wasn't satisfied with simple contact attempting to close her hand into a fist.
"ST-STUH-STOOOOOOOOOPPPP!!" The class exploded into laughter drawing the attention of the teacher writing a lesson plan on the black board.
"LESLIE-WHAT'S GOING ON?!!" The annoyed teacher was a substitute covering for an ailing friend who'd pulled a few strings to get her hired.
"I dropped my pencil and I just wanted Milton to pick it up for me." Some of the male students in class jeered and catcalled before being shushed by the teacher.
"Get your own pencil; STOP DISRUPTING MY CLASS!!" The rail thin thirty-two-year-old looked shaky as Leslie stood glaring in her direction before taking a half step and kneeling with her shapely legs spread apart. Milton wanted to avert his gaze from her face which was level with his thigh but found it difficult as she used his chubby leg to support her weight as she stood up. He was unprepared for her pneumatic breasts mashing into his face as she arched her back while rising. His cock was completely erect throbbing in need of attention.
"Sorry, little Milton." Leslie smiled pinching his cheek as she retook her seat to a round of applause.
A few minutes later, a small wadded up note landed on his desk sitting on the right corner until he opened it to find a crude drawing of a limp, dripping penis.
"Did you cum?" Was written under the drawing.
*************************************************************************************
"I don't feel like talking to you now." Chelsea was gathering books from her locker as Patty desperately tried to find some common ground with her angered friend. Chelsea has purposely avoided her since witnessing her mental abuse of Brad Tucker trying to decide if she wanted to continue associating with the petite blonde.
"Just give me a minute; that's all I'm asking Chel."
"No." Chelsea slammed the door of her locker with the intent of walking away when Patty suddenly snagged her wrist.
"You gonna bitch out on me because of Brad, huh?"
"You-need-to-let go of my arm Patricia!" Both girls did a slow burn before the athletic blonde withdrew her hand.
"It is about Brad, it's about fucking up a friendship and sisterhood over a piece of dick, ain't it Chel?"
"You didn't see what I saw on his face Patty; that was fucked up what you did. Fucked up-Patty and you don't have any remorse, do you?"
"I didn't do nothing to him; Red did that shit."
"Deflecting blame, are we? You're a fast learner, Red would be so proud if she were here babe."
"You were down to fuck back at the cabin bitch; don't get it twisted like you all high and mighty and shit. I can't believe you going to play that role when we're in this mess because of you Chel."
"ME?!!"
"You wanted him and I-GOT-EM for YOU CHEL; you were just dying for some of that dick so don't act like I twisted your fucking arm because you were FUCKING him too!! Shit, all I ever do is try to get us, ME, and YOU up in the game and you're always coming down on me! You're always so fucking negative when you should be getting in formation bitch!! Don't play the role Chelsea because when it comes down to it, you're just as BIG a SLUT as I am, whore!!" Patty's thin oval face was reddened with emotion, raw with indignation and anger.
"Really?" Chelsea's eyes narrowed; her face darkened as she ran her fingers through her thick brown mane of hair. She stood nearly a head taller than her friend but Patty had always been the assertive one seen as the mouthpiece of the duo. Girls have their petty jealousies of one another but this manifested itself in the petite, athletic blonde in the worst of ways. Most of Maplewood High assigned a Steinbeckian allure to their friendship that grated on Chelsea on her best days.
"You know I'm not lying; if it wasn't for me we wouldn't even be cheerleaders. Chel, you don't see the big picture here; it's all about keeping our brand up. You gotta stay in the game at all times so that when that fucking brass ring comes your way; you grab it girlfriend!" Patty sounded desperate barely realizing that she was rambling.
"Hate to bust your bubble Patricia; but we wouldn't be cheerleaders if it wasn't for me, babe. They didn't want you because Red thought you were too scrawny, but I said I wouldn't join unless they took you, too. Nobody wanted your big mouthed ass, honey." Chelsea stared back silently drilling her point into her little friend's crystal blue eyes.
"That's a lie." Patty's throat had tightened up as the corner of her eyes began to sting.
"Move, and lose my number." Chelsea's arm caught her by surprise swiping Patty to the side so that she could get to her next class.
"YOU'RE LYING, BITCH; FUCKING LYING!!" Chelsea never turned around and Patty wouldn't know that tears were streaming down her friend's face as well. She'd never intended for her best friend to learn the truth about something she prized above all else in her small world.
The weight of Chelsea's words stuck with Patty as she walked in the other direction worried to death that she'd lost her best friend. She'd always put up a front acting larger than life to hide her insecurities about a multitude of issues. Sometimes she hated Chelsea for looking the way she did, having a body that she'd yearned for. Patty worked out like a beast hoping against hope that she'd blossom into a show stopping beauty like Red, Leslie or her best friend who been blessed with a pair of hips and an ass to die for. Patty had her own charms but these were always eclipsed by the endowments of the other girls on the squad, so she dedicated herself to becoming an Alpha-female. She'd begun slowly identifying with Red until her singular obsession turned into an obsessive focus that burned itself onto her perceived character. Patty bought into it after being called "Cindy Brady" by the head cheerleader styling her blonde hair into twin ponytails and playing up her perceived Joe Pesci demeanor to the detriment of others in her immediate vicinity.
Red seemed to know what she wanted always keeping acceptance just out of her reach forcing her to try harder. Patty didn't disappoint working hard just to achieve her unofficial status as a go-between and gopher for the entitled "Queens of Maplewood High". Patty continually told herself that the duo would be a trio before long rejoicing when Red seemed to fall out with Leslie leaving a vacant spot open at her side. Leslie Kennedy wasn't her favorite person always thwarting her overtures towards Red with things culminating in the boy's shower on that fateful night of the BIG GAME. Patty had outdone herself managing to wrangle skittish members of the squad, most of the majorettes and even the flag girls into what she initially presented as a prank on Brad Tucker. Red's innate charisma and status as the resident "Apex-Predator" sealed the deal giving her boyfriend the night of his life. It was also unfortunately, the scene of her being outed nonchalantly as Leslie forced her into a submissive position between her legs for Brad Tucker's endowment. Her mouth had been used as a surrogate vagina while the other girls jeered and laughed at her predicament.
Afterwards, she's thought herself owed a turn with the handsome jock more out of spite than anything else. Chelsea had always harbored a crush on Brad so the lithe blonde was careful to frame things in a manner that made it appear that she was getting them together. Chelsea had wanted nothing to do with the prank until she was told about the chance to see Brad in all his rumored glory. Neither girl expected to find Red in a sullen mood becoming angry enough to point a pistol in their direction when asked about her reported ex-boyfriend. Fate intervened oddly enough from a punishment meted out by red herself as the girls found the broken jock sitting in the bleachers one Saturday morning. Patty ended up engineering a one-sided threesome. Brad was paying more attention to Chelsea which brought long submerged demons to the surface in a childish tantrum. Discovering Brad's "broken state" had been accidental resulting in her getting the screwing of a lifetime until he'd snapped into a nearly comatose state. Her run-in with Red convinced her that it was in both of their interests if she remained clueless about that rainy afternoon. Chelsea had initially acquiesced to her plans to lure the prolific jock into their bed only to slowly reveal that she still carried a torch for Brad Tucker later. Patty chafed at being dismissed by her friend; they were supposed to have each other's backs.
"You're lying." Patty whispered to herself.
"Hey bitch." Patty turned to find herself looking at the head cheerleader which made her heart leap into her throat.
"Hey."
"Where you been; I've been looking for you?"
"Whatever, we need to talk." Red had no concept of personal space when it came to getting something she wanted and right now, her eyes were on the athletic teen in front of her. Patty tried to hide her apprehension as Red placed a hand in the small of her back directing her down the corridor.
"We-we can't talk here?" Her voice skipped as Red continued shoving her in the direction she wanted her to go.
"Calm down Patricia; you still tripping about that thing in the bathroom?" Patty shuddered remembering how victimized she'd felt as Red threatened her about Brad Tucker.
"I'm just saying that we can talk right here, Red."
"You really are pissing yourself, aren't you?" The fiery redhead looked amused at the effect she was having on her blonde charge.
"No, I'm good; I'm just saying we can like, uh talk right here is all." Red's beautiful face broke into a wry smile as she leaned forward inches from Patty's face.
"I want to talk in private."
Patty knew it was futile trying to change Red's mind as she turned silently walking beside the taller girl until they were standing in the student parking lot beside the head cheerleader's car. Patty was clutching her books against her chest planning to use the tomes to deflect any punches that might be coming her way. Red took note of her defensive posture before reaching out slowly taking the books away from the scared girl. Patty swallowed hard as she watched Red placed the books under her arm with a predatory smile.
"Why are you so scared, whore?"
"I'm not scared, Red."
"Call me Melissa; and you are scared right now hon. You're probably thinking you could uh, block a punch or two with these fucking books, right?"
"No, Red-I mean uh, Melissa."
"Good, because I'm gonna tell you right now that if I was going to hit you; you wouldn't see it coming. I'd probably kick you in the shin and hit you with a haymaker when you bent over to grab your leg. That would at least break your fucking nose, push it in an unnatural angle; mess up that cute little face of yours, bitch." Red's green eyes pierced into her own as she averted them to other areas of the parking lot.
"Sorry."
"Why are you apologizing?"
"I uhm, I don't know; I just-I'm sorry, Red." She was stammering swallowing hard under scrutiny.
"Don't be sorry; just be honest with me or I'll do something ugly to you, bitch." Red closed the distance between them slamming Patty's book on top of her car.
"You don't have to do that Melissa; it's just that you're making me nervous and you can be, um intense when you're angry."
"Who says I'm angry?"
"I-I was just speaking hypothetically, Red-uhm, Melissa; of course, you're not angry or anything and you just wanted me for something which I'm totally down for because we're teammates, right?" Patty instinctively fell back on her gift of gab as Red processed everything said.
"Calm down."
"Okay."
"That's what I like about you bitch; you really know how to run that mouth. Some of the other girls ask me why we keep your annoying ass around but I REALLY LIKE YOU Patricia. It's pretty obvious what you wanted from the start."



"What I wanted?"
"Yeah, you want to be like me or Leslie; a big fish in this small pond, babe. Well I'm here to tell you that uhm, you can have all that shit and more. Patricia." The fear began to ebb away as she tried to figure out what Red wanted.
"What's this about?"
"I want to know if I can trust you; I mean REALLY TRUST you Patricia."
"You can trust me."
"You sure, because I may pull your player card and I just wanna know you're not gonna fold on me. You're not gonna be a fucking poser like everybody thinks are you, Patricia?" She still didn't know what Red was talking about, but her words hit with the impact of a fist considering what she'd just been told by Chelsea.
"I aint no fucking poser."
"I sincerely hope so, for your sake. I'm gonna come to you and ask you to do something; whether or not you do it is going to impact your spot on the squad."
"What is it; what'd you want me to do cause I'm all in, Melissa!!" She blurted out more from pride than anything else playing right into Red's hands.
"I'm having a little get together at my house tonight to welcome Leslie back into the fold; I think you should be there."
"Oh, okay Melissa."
"Now that I think about it, call me Red, bitch."
"Sure, Red."
"Get your fucking books off my car and uh, get out of here." There was no mistaking her body language as Leslie walked up having observed the exchange from a distance. Patty momentarily regarded her peer before hurrying back into the school relieved.
"Fuck are you up to Red?" Both girls watched Patty stumbling over her own feet hurriedly hitting the glass doors that led to her final class.
"Killing two birds with one stone; playing the long game baby." Leslie recognized the look on her friend's face knowing it meant nothing good was coming.
"She looks shaky to me."
"But she's the one I want; wear something cute to our little pajama party tonight."
"Sure." Leslie was checking the innumerable phone messages left on her phone from Sheriff Reed barely acknowledging his daughter standing at her side.
"You two should get married or something; that your comfort dick or what are we calling Humbert today?" His name being mentioned drew her attention away from her phone as Leslie glared at her best friend.
"It's not Humbert."
"Right, you don't have to get all salty on me."
"It's not Humbert."
"Sure, it's not Leslie; maybe I should get me a comfort dick too, maybe I already have." Red was gauging Leslie's reaction to her words.
"So, why don't you girlfriend? You've been kind of uptight all day and frankly it's a bore; maybe you need to release something." Her acidic retort didn't go unnoticed as Red fought the urge to slap the taste from her friend's mouth.
"Perhaps I could borrow yours; I mean it's not like we don't know each other already." She was surprised when Leslie smiled sweetly.
"That would certainly be-interesting." Leslie surprised Red by kissing her on the cheek before walking over to her car and driving off. She'd already texted Sheriff Reed telling him that she would see him that night.
*****************************************"*******************************************
The pudgy kid and would be porn director had put some time into the disc even going as far as to dub the semiprofessional movie with the imaginative title "Bitch Fuck". A loud obnoxious rap tune, Travis Scott's "Don't Play" blared from his surround sound speakers with Humbert scrambling to turn down the sound on his television. There was a menu selection of the various collected phone clips that had been cobbled together into a single movie with one immediately catching his eye. It was a screen capture of Leslie's face frozen mid-scream. He nervously clicked on the image unsure of what to expect.
"FUCKER!!" Exploded from his speakers making him scramble to turn the volume down further.
A stocky, looking student was seen onscreen violently ripping a sheer garment down the front of Leslie's torso exposing her large olive colored breasts. It was so sudden and jarring that Humbert flinched in his seat looking over his shoulder for second to make sure no one was there. He was further shocked as Leslie half-palmed the nerd's head yanking him onto one of her breasts to suckle it while she glared at his peers. They all crowded in on her blocking their actions from view with sheer numbers. Humbert turned the volume back up a little as a morbidly obese guy he recognized from the wrestling team squashed Leslie under his massive frame. For minutes the only thing visible from the camera view was this guy's weird, narrow ass bouncing wildly in the frame. There was a horrific tuft of hair protruding from the crack of his flexing ass as he worked hard. Humbert switched to another selection on the menu which seemed to be chronologically later.
Some muscular guy wearing a football helmet and jersey was seen fucking Leslie in a visually disturbing manner. It was the first-time Humbert could remember that Leslie actually seemed her true eighteen years of age. The guy was definitely an adult who had enough where with all to disguise himself. It had to be someone she knew who was taking full advantage of the situation. Leslie was jerked around like a chew toy by the huge guy and some of the teens looked uncomfortable watching. This man whoever he was seemed more intent on punishing her with his cock than getting off making Humbert lurch forward on his bed to get an impression of who he might be. The ambient jeering and chatter made it nearly impossible to hear what was being said. Someone was loudly directing traffic and it sounded like a girl.
"RIDE THAT FUCKING COCK BIATCH!!" Whoever this person was remained out of view of the camera. Humbert found himself engulfed with a desire to push his fist into the face of Leslie's unseen tormentor.
Some gawky, rail thin teen rushed forward sticking his small cock in Leslie's face. Humbert reacted to the images throwing a muted punch into the air. These captured moments were not matching up with the girl he believed Leslie to be; she was supposed to be unobtainable and untouchable. Here she was allowing herself to be degraded by a bunch of losers. Humbert was stricken, emotionally compromised at what would make this woman agree to something this horrible. He turned away from the television disgusted by the inhumanity displayed. Why was Leslie allowing herself to be destroyed?
"HUMBERT!!" Suddenly blared from his television speakers. It was shrill, agonized and raw with emotion.
He turned back towards the television finding Leslie on her hands and knees looking up into the faces of her assailants, lost. Leslie's dusky, hazel eyes were surrounded by a corona running mascara looking for something only she could put words to in their shocked faces. Humbert snatched up his remote rewinding the video.
"HUMBERT!!" She screamed his name at the top of her lungs; he rewound it once more.
"HUMBERT!!" He mashed his finger down on the button freezing the image of Leslie's enlarged face in distress. Humbert found himself struck by the frozen image of Leslie feeling that she was calling out to him directly. Humbert stumbled back away from the screen dropping the remote accidentally stepping on it activating another selection which revealed Leslie fellating some pimply faced guy surrounded by others stroking their members. He noticed the dead look in her eyes recognizing it intimately. He'd known that dead, soulless look to stare back at him in the mirror from time to time. Brad Tucker now wore that same expression on his face. Leslie had gone back to the morbidly obese wrestler known as "Belly" kissing him passionately before licking a disgusting trail down his massive beer belly to his hairy crotch. The fat teen was blushing and looked genuinely smitten making Humbert throw up a little in his mouth.
"Bitch." He muttered under his breath unable to watch anymore feeling the urge to punch something. He thought of the pudgy kid selling these DVD's spreading this garbage around and became even angrier as his large flat screen went black. It was dark outside as he realized he'd been watching the movie longer than he realized.
The night air was humid and intrusive surrounded him in a heated cocoon. Humbert trudged back out to towards Happy's Truck Stop desperate to escape the images now emblazoned across his mind. The unseen that accosted him was omnipresent engulfing his person with this sort of itchy, antagonistic invasiveness that served to push him down the street in some vain attempt to turn back the clock. It was futile of course serving to make him regretful of the time lost watching. Humbert felt as if he'd opened a veritable "Pandora's Box" hating himself for his conflicting feelings. This young, disturbed woman had done horrible things to him, made him feel persecuted and unsure of his manhood. Images of her reflection in the mirror as she'd viciously pegged him were juxtaposed with the images of her own pitiful degradation caused him to swoon and regurgitate on the pavement as he reached the outskirts of Happy's Truck Stop.
"I'm so fucked up." He muttered to himself under his breath as he wiped his mouth with his forearm. A couple approached on the sidewalk opting to take to the streets rather than walk past him.
"I-I'm okay; I'm just a little sick." Humbert felt as if he should explain himself to the strangers.
"Nobody cares loser." The female of the duo called back in a raspy tone as her boyfriend cradled her in his pudgy arms.
"Yeah; I know."
Humbert followed the couple with his eyes until they round the bend leading away from the truck stop becoming aware that someone was looking in his direction. It was dark enough outside that the street lights were illuminated but she was still little more than a silhouette sitting on the short brick wall. The signage built into the wall was on the fritz blinking in and out revealing more about her each cycle. She was sitting hunched over in an upright fetal position shivering in the darkness.
"April?"
"So, you came back; probably looking for your change, huh? Well, I didn't need your stinking money in the first place Humbert, here!!" April snatched the three twenties from her cleavage flinging it in his direction. Her mascara was running down her rounded cheeks as he walked over ignoring the money on the ground to sit down beside her.
"I'm sorry about before; I just-had to go. It really had nothing to do with you at all April, it was just me, okay." He didn't know why he was apologizing just feeling obligated in some unknown way as the chubby girl looked in the opposite direction towards the adjacent freeway.
"That's some bullshit; you should just be honest and say you're not feeling me."
"It's not like that."
"You don't like fat girls, huh?"
"I don't think of you as a fat girl; you should just get off of all your bullshit." His words were spontaneous and real taking her by surprise.
"Oh wow, you're supposed to be making me feel better!!" She wiped some of her tears with her forearm half laughing at his words.
"I'm not good at lying."
"I get that; so, what's a girl gotta do to get your attention Humbert?"
April was surprised when he leaned in giving her a simple kiss on the cheek. She touched the spot on her cheek looking in his direction wide eyed. Her posture loosened up as she sat hunched over silently pondering something unsaid.
"Want to try again; we could have dinner together." He motioned back towards the diner at the edge of the lot.
"I'm fat enough as it is; I'll take another kiss." He went to give her another kiss on the cheek finding her waiting lips. It was quick, brief, and full of promise as her hand caressed the back of his head. They broke the embrace sitting quietly for a few moments enjoying their shared moment. His thoughts returned to everything he'd learned about Leslie Kennedy in the last few hours. Humbert did his best to push the images and thoughts from his mind determined to give this new person a chance in his life. Humbert looked over at her profile wondering what was going through her mind as she turned to him with a desperate smile.
"Awkward much, huh?"
"Yeah, I'd say." He realized her hand was resting on his crotch. April could feel his interest in no uncertain terms.
"Sorry."
"It's okay."
"Is it, really Humbert?" April stood turning to him placing both hands on the outside of his thighs. Their lips merged again as her tongue entered his mouth. Humbert found himself caught up in the situation returning her sensual overtures in kind. April's massive breasts were resting on the tops of his thighs, pushing intrusively into his chest and abdomen. He was troubled still thinking of Leslie even as April did her best to earn his attention.
"I-think, so."
He answered awkwardly with a slight falsetto pitch to his voice that made her chuckle. The muffled sound of a phone ringing interrupted the budding moment as Humber realized the origin of the sound was April's massive cleavage. Both of their eyes dipped into April's buzzing, jiggling bounty as she dipped inside retrieving her android. April walked a few paces out of earshot answering the call while Humbert sat watching pondering his next course of action. There was something lingering at the corner of his mind as he sat watching April talk; something troubling that didn't want to go. He thought of Leslie wondering if she knew about the sex tape, wondering how she was doing and hating himself for it. Humbert resolved to let nature take its course with April if that was what she wanted. There were worse ways to rebound he thought only to realize that he wasn't in a relationship.
"Hey, I need to go take care of something, sorry." He was disappointed hoping for more when she returned stuffing the phone into her deep cleavage.
"Need some company?" He captured her pudgy hand hoping against hope that he could change her mind.
"Next time." She had an incredulous look on her face at his apparent disappointment.
"How anticlimactic." Humbert replied dryly.
"Don't be that way; keep up that disinterested loner mode you had before until we meet again. I promise you won't be disappointed Humbert." She knelt down gathering two of the twenties from the asphalt. He found himself looking down into her bounty wishing that he'd never looked at that sex tape.
"You don't mind, do you?" It was Leslie's dirty money, meant to pay him off anyway, Humbert shrugged.
"There you go; next time..." April reached down grabbing his hand drawing it up to her breast so that he could feel her hardened nipple in the palm of his hand. After a few seconds, she let go while his hand remained in place.
"I hate to say this; don't you have something to do, April." She leaned in giving him a peck on the cheek before walking around the other end of the short wall out of view. Humbert found himself looking over his shoulder a few seconds later disappointed to find her gone from view. It was almost as if she had vanished into thin air. He got up staring in the direction of the greasy spoon they'd occupied earlier finding no sign of April. The anxious nerd couldn't understand the strange sense of relief that washed over him in her absence.
*************************************************************************************
"Now, I can officially say for sure that we got us a problem." Deputy Jimmy declared as his partner Mooney face-palmed.
"You don't say Einstein?" Mooney replied dripping with sarcasm.
"Well, this Pete Cramden guy was in on it too, probably Jimmy. We gotta check them, uh D-N-A results and more in likely we gonna find us a match or something." Deputy Jimmy was oblivious to his partner's attitude.
"He ain't talking much; just saying that weird ass shit about being a "Good Person" and going on with these, like weird ass prayer words."
"We called his mom, but she ain't much interested in whatever happened to her boy." Jimmy added rubbing his chin as they peered through the glass door in the medical bay.
"Maybe it has something to do with them Date-Rape pills we found in his jeans?"
"Maybe, yeah might be about it for poor ole Pete Cramden."
"They're still pulling things outta that poor bastards shit-hole; we got us on sick puppy out there." Mooney scratched his head pondering the crime.
"What do you think happened to this guy?"
"Well, he thought he was a big fish in a small pond; found out he was a goldfish-in the ocean." Both deputies stared into the observation window at Pete Cramden in his hospital bed.
TO BE CONTINUED...
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It had been a while since I got laid; too long in fact and I was fit to be tied. Work presented no opportunities as of late with the added enhancement of a nasty rumor circulating about me and Holly, (See: Dirty Dawg: Big Tit Derby) one of my coworkers in the mail room. There was some truth to the rumors however as Holly and I had engaged in some X-rated follies one Saturday afternoon. Her husband Derbin, a perpetual underachiever had lucked into a job at U.P.S bringing stability to their usually turbulent household and an abrupt end to whatever it was we were developing.
I managed to hang onto a tenuous friendship with Holly more out of ego than anything of true substance. I was actually coveting her massive breasts and the fact that she'd denied me the opportunity to pound the living shit out of her using Derbin's employment status as a caveat whether we'd get physical or not. That being said, I didn't seem to have any options around the office. It seemed like Human Resources was intent on hiring the most unfuckable women possible. I know how this sounds, but I'm distinctly particular about where I put my penis.
Friday Evening, 6:58 PM
It was the end of my shift and I was suffering the effects of an eight-hour bout of acute Blue Balls. Holly was parading around the office in a form fitting wife beater that accentuated her gargantuan bust in the most abusive manner possible for all the poor male and lesbian employees. She'd even left a few buttons undone treating only the bravest of us to a view of her cavernous cleavage. Holly put on a few pounds since we'd hooked up with everything appearing to land in her tits and hips. It was all I could do not to cop a feel considering our past. Holly was a true country girl with a solid frame built for power and prone to brawling as one overzealous coworker discovered after exposing himself to her. She was wearing a pair of jean print leggings that added to the visual offense seemingly disappearing into the crack of her chunky, looking butt.
"Checking me out?"
"Uh, I take the fifth Holly." I replied salty after noting the smirk on her round face which still reminded me of a living cabbage patch doll.
"What's the matter; not getting enough on the open market?"
"Like I said before, I'm taking the fifth."
"You're sounding a little put out honey; we still good and all so I don't know why you're copping an attitude." There was a light glibness to her voice that told me she knew the reason behind my attitude. She seemed willing to stock the fires of a pending argument but I wasn't going to let her off that easy.
"It's been a little slow lately but I'm good; sorry about the attitude." She stood there with a half-smile frozen on her face not knowing what to do since I apologized.
"I was there before, it can get a little grating at times but lately Derbin's been beating the wheels off my pussy like it's going out of style." The joyous tone in her voice added to the uncomfortableness of our exchange.
"Yeah, is that right?"
"Sure it is, the other day I woke up after he jerked off all over my titties; I was a little pissed cause of the mess but he fucked me so hard, I forgot about why I was even mad." Holly, how shall I put this? The young lady originally from Tampa Florida proper, lacked a few social graces.
"So, he's on the Viagra now?" She did a double take at my question not realizing I was ribbing her.
"Fuck you talking about; this is all the Viagra he needs!" Holly cupped the undersides of her breasts jiggling them inches away from my face.
"Sure." I replied sarcastically.
"You're just jealous honey; Derbin's taking care of business every day." Her voice faltered a little signaling that I'd managed to throw her a little bit off kilter.
"I didn't ask." I reminded.
"You can't handle this; you're just mad." Her comment doubled my resolve to give her nothing.
"We both know I can; I gotta go Holly. Tell Derbin to jerk one off on those big ass titties for me too." I took the liberty of slapping her right butt cheek on the way out of the office as she gasped.
It was a gamble considering Holly had already pummeled two guys in our office and miraculously still retained a job. I ducked into the bathroom just in case Holly changed her mind for a piss break before stepping out in the corridor to find her clocking out. My gaze travelled down to her expanded rear as I noticed that Holly was wearing a thong.
"You clock out yet?!" I found my boss Martha, standing uncomfortably close behind me looking like she wanted to take me out.
"I'm about to."
"Not yet, I need you for a little overtime; come with me."
"Not even gonna ask are you ma'am?" I'd had enough of Martha raking me over the coals for the past few months ever since I'd made a target of myself after commenting on a photo of her daughter. It was sitting on her desk catching my attention as I made a few ill-advised calls thinking Martha was out to lunch. I was setting up an evening excursion making the mistake of describing the young college age student's prominent breasts. I'd failed to notice Martha standing in the corner taking in everything I'd said. I'd always wondered why I hadn't been fired those six months prior.
"I'll ask you if you'd like to be looking for another job by Monday morning."
"No ma'am."
Her threat was clear and I made a mental note to start looking for another job as soon as possible. I didn't like anyone having something to hold over my head. I was tired of looking at the rough-hewn forty-seven-year-old and fed up with her standoffish attitude which extended to everything she was in charge of in the office. Martha led me down to a sublevel which the company used for storage all the while talking at a mumble which left me clueless. It was her style I guess and it rubbed people the wrong way ninety percent of the time. Martha had this sort of oval shaped face in which the features on it appeared to be distorted giving her the look of a woman aged well beyond her years. Her wide flaring nose and thick lips served to make her eyes look smaller than they were along with what could be described as freckles or black heads dotting her cheeks. She wore her hair in long afro-centric braids drawn up into a jagged ponytail neck of hear the back of her scalp. Her body appeared blocky and masculine obscured under an extra-large collared, short sleeved business shirt and matching loose fitting pants that appeared a size larger than she required. People joked that she looked like she worked for UPS from Hell and the large, bulky work boots on her feet. I sometimes joked that she looked like Morgan Freeman's evil sister or something. It wasn't so much that she was unattractive, it was just that she appeared to be perpetually lost in thought when she wasn't being an absolute bitch to her employees.
Martha directed me to move a large number of boxes around in anticipation of a pending company wide audit. These boxes were not light by any means and a lot had been down there for years leaving my hands and shirt covered with a considerable amount of dirt. I was wearing a white long sleeved Adidas shirt and jeans which ended up soiled and Martha could've cared less as she stood back admiring my handiwork.
"Well, we sure did a good job of getting this place whipped into shape."
"We?" Martha stood back during most of the evening "supervising" the mass reorganizing of the room and hurling verbal barbs that had me wanting to flip her the bird.
"Don't be insubordinate; you're only two write ups away from the street boy. There are some boxes in the hallway; take them to my car parked in front of the building." She never looked at my face as she walked around looking at the room.
"Yes ma'am." I replied acidly.
"I'm driving a burgundy jeep grand Cherokee; there's more than enough room in the back for the boxes. Don't do anything cute, boy." The manner in which she called me "boy" was grating and I found myself gritting my teeth.
"I'll meet you downstairs in about ten minutes, boy." She tossed me the keys like I was some kind of valet directing her attention to a terminal in the corner of the room.
There were seven more heavy boxes in the outside corridor that I struggled to get into the elevator dropping a couple by "accident" on the way to Martha's car.
Friday Evening, 8:50 PM
"Good job." I was stuffing the last of the boxes into the back of her vehicle when she approached me getting angrier by the moment. I was ready to tell her where to shove it when I turned around getting the shock of my life.
Martha was standing before me in an Adidas tank dress that was fitted to her body like a second skin. Her chocolate skin stood in contrast to the dark purple material covering her body. The triple stripes on her sides appeared almost neon in the darkness of the streets. Martha had this most pronounced "Pear Shape" I'd ever seen and the most distinct "Ass to Waist" ratio. Martha had what I termed an exaggerated "Coke Bottle" shape. It was mind boggling stopping time right there on that side street. This woman's head didn't fit the body it was attached to and I was at an immediate disadvantage as Martha fished around in a small purse producing two fifty dollar bills.
"I can't pay you for the overtime; hope this covers the work you did. Thank you young man; I'll take those keys now." Her toned arm hung in the air offering the money as my gaze remained on her flat stomach and wide hips. I probably looked like the village idiot.
"Hello?"
"Uh-Sorry, I got distracted ma'am." She pushed the money into my hand with a sly snicker while gingerly pulling the keys from my grasp.
"Checking me out little boy?"
"UHM; NO!!"
"Really?" Martha flashed me an uncharacteristic smile before gently shoving me aside to close the back door of her car. My gaze was rewarded with a view of her backside which was not only large but thick and voluminous in girth. Not only was it wide, but it seemed vertically elongated and chunky with each huge cheek a muscular looking oval. The fit of her dress left no mistake about the fact that Martha wasn't wearing panties. I was struck dumb at the sight as my cock elongated with the jack knife action and speed of a switchblade.
"You ARE checking me out, aren't you, boy?"
"I'm not blind." My ego wouldn't allow me to simply answer her question.
"Hell, I can see that; I just want to know if you like what you see, boy?" She was starting to get into my ogling raising her arms while doing a pirouette for me to get another view of her dimensions. I marveled at the manner in which her butt stuck out far with a shelf like quality that could have easily supported a mug of beer.
"I fucking love it ma'am; why're you always calling me boy?" The question came out of nowhere without conscious thought on my part.
"Why are you always calling me "ma'am", huh?" She struck back quickly.
"Because you are my boss."
"Well, just call me Martha; you make me feel like an old lady, son."
"You don't look like an old lady to me."
"That's because you're looking at my ass." I facepalmed realizing that I'd never stopped glaring at her lower half even while she was talking to me. Martha didn't sound all that upset about my actions.
"Sorry." She laughed an older woman's throaty, deep belly laugh making me feel like a kid after all.
"It's okay, I'm used to it; why do you think I wear those bulky clothes at work? No one would ever take me seriously if they knew what I was working with." It made perfect sense to me; I was still burning a hole in her dress.
"Yeah; I, can see what you mean, in fact, I'm all messed up right now Martha."
"How so?"
"I don't want to offend you; I feel like I'm really getting to know you right now." She continued laughing as I tried to explain myself.
"I bet you do; I can see how much you want to "know me" boy." She reached out touching the rising tent in my pants with a pointer finger and laughing when I nervously jumped back. Martha really seemed to be getting a kick out of getting my goat with her body.
"Very funny Martha; you gonna hold that against me?"
"Why reward you?" It was my turn to laugh this time as she took it all in with her arms folded across her modest chest.
"Well, I did help you out with those boxes."
"And I paid you." Martha motioned towards the money still visible in my fist.
"I'd be happy to take it out in trade." I offered the money in my outstretched palm as my boss did a doubletake rolling her neck in a stereotypical manner.
"Are you serious; you do realize I'm your boss?"
"Sorry, you had me at hello; seriously though, you caught me off guard and I'm at a loss how to move things along. I'm usually more savvy but your curves are killing me Martha. I-I mean fuck, I know I probably shot myself in the foot right now..." My words trailed off as I crashed verbally.
"You think?" She laughed putting me at ease.
"Big hole in my foot, Martha." I scratched my head feeling like the village idiot. Martha jiggled her car keys in her hands staring me down before turning to enter her car.
"Don't worry about it; besides you couldn't handle this anyway, boy."
"Yeah but who's running?" I blurted out figuring she would dry away no matter what was said. It was a face saving move designed for my failing ego. Martha surprised me by opening the passenger side door of her jeep grand Cherokee. For some reason, I got in to the strains of "Magic Mona" by the Phyliss Hyman playing on her radio. There was a sly look on her face that made me feel like some inexperienced virgin as she cradled the back of my seat backing out of the parking space. The old-school tunes continued through our jaunt down the next few streets until we got onto the freeway. I was worried because she was going in the opposite direction from where I lived but I couldn't find my voice to inquire about our destination. "People Make The World Go Round" by the Stylistics serenaded us as she drove onto Western boulevard humming the words to herself having not regarded or spoke to me since I sat in her vehicle.
I was familiar with the neighborhood having experienced an eventful street breakup with a self-proclaimed hoodrat in the area two years prior. This wasn't exactly a safe place to be caught during the evening hours being on the borderline between two warring gang factions. In the past I always made it a point to keep my trips through the area as brief as possible. Martha was driving with her right hand on the steering wheel while the other was checking messages on her phone." Inside My Love" by Minnie Riperton was drifting through the car as I found myself bathed in a light bluish illumination that emanated from a large rectangular sign hanging from the side of a drive in "hood" motel. Martha was singing along with music doing a surprisingly good job. I wondered about her daily life measuring my place in it minute as it might have been. Part of me wondered, or worried what would occur after she parked.
"Look in that glove compartment and give me that little green coin purse." She casually ordered putting the engine in park. I followed suite watching as she removed and lit a joint taking a few puffs before regarding me with a knowing smirk.
"What?" She removed the cigarette blowing a wisp of cigarette smoke into the air. I noticed her arm cradling the back of my seat again as she leaned forward bringing her weathered features inches from my face.
"Kiss."
Her lips appeared too large for her narrow, weathered face devoid of makeup telling the tale oft heard of strong, black women. Her demeanor left me a little put off with slivers of stereotypical, female masculinity common in our community. During the early days of my youth it had always thrown me off balance leaving me exposed as a nervous teen to throngs of heckling sisters. In fact, I didn't come into my own socially until my early college years. I felt like Martha was challenging me, challenging me to assert my manhood by simply leaning over like some kind of shark. I was determined to prove her wrong if she thought of me as prey.
Friday Evening, 9:57 PM
My own prominent lips pressed against hers in a serious of light bird kisses I hadn't intended before coming together with Martha's mashing wetly together. I could taste the joint mixed with the strawberry flavored chapstick she'd coated her lips with before we'd spoke. Before I knew it, her tongue had found entrance into my mouth swirling around in a sensual manner that had an immediate effect on the tightness of my pants. Her teeth nipped on my bottom lip before Martha began sucking on it before going at it again. My hand cupped her left breast; my thumb rolled a prominent nipple making the older woman shudder. Her own well-manicured nails raked my crotch before her thin fingers pinched my tumescence.
"So, you're getting a room or are we just fooling around?" She asked plainly after we broke our embrace.
"Uh; yeah, right?" I felt even more inexperienced as I fumbled for my wallet.
"Hope you're not expecting me to pay for a room, boy."
"Nuh-No ma'am!"
"Room?" Her fist hung in front of my face as the pointer finger extended towards the check-in window. I nearly tumbled from the car cursing myself all the while for coming off like some nervous cherry boy fucktard. I could hear sirens in the distance as I passed a chubby prostitute and her john heading off to a room to do their business. I was starting to resent my place in this approaching tryst and Martha's "Alpha Female" attitude as I paid the thirty bucks to the window clerk mumbling small talk to the inattentive Korean teen. He was watching some reality show from his country.
"Room Five; three hours!!" His tone made me want to take him to task for his attitude but luckily, I was distracted by the chirping sound of Martha's car alarm being switched on. I could see the light from her joint in the darkness and her outrageous pear shape accompanied by the buzzing of the hotel door. I was struck by her proportions pausing to watch her walk into the room leaving the door cracked. Her silhouette reconfirmed and vitalized the lust that had waned from Martha's initial presentation goading me into a purposeful jaunt over to room five.
As soon as I pushed the door open, Martha was waiting grabbing me by the collar and shoving her tongue into my mouth. Her hands were locked together in the small of my back as my own found the swell of her prodigious backside. My hands drew from the top of her buttocks to her cinched waistline and back again taking stock of the extraordinary disparity. I'd became greedy dipping a bit at the waist to get more of her big butt into my palms when Martha suddenly shoved me onto the bed. I took silent exception at her roughness sitting up on the edge of the bed to find myself peering at her washboard abs and crotch. Martha took another hit from her joint waiting expectantly as I traced the shape and form of her rounded hips. The form fitting dress extended down to the top of her calves. I reached down rolling the material up until it was resting easily on the top of her hips.
"Where are your panties?" Her mound was shaved clean provided a look at her juicy, looking cameltoe.
"Are you serious?" Before I could retort, Martha slowly turned around revealing her thick, meaty elongated buttocks. "Donkey Butt" was what it would be called by those in the know if they were fortunate enough to get the slightest glimpse. I considered my fortune as I ran my fingers over her dark chocolate skin. I cupped the underside of her muscular, oval cheeks weighing and marveling each. Martha's feminine scent was strong, even more when her thick cheeks were parted.
"You really want me to put some underwear on little boy?" She spoke like a woman who knew what she was bringing to the table.



"Well, I was speaking from a connoisseur's point of view; there's always that anticipation of pulling the panties down to find out what's going on down there. It's especially amplified with something like this." I jiggled her thick, meaty butt cheeks for emphasis.
"Well Mr. Connoisseur, what's going on down there?"
"A whole lot of motherfucking ass."
"What're you going to do with it?"
My lips pressed softly against her left cheek parting minutely for my tongue to leave a slight trail of saliva down her rounded butt. Two fingers ran up the crack of her ass teasing her entrance from the back. Martha was wet and a little slimy between her oppressive thighs which touched in a strange manner that left a tiny triangular space defining the gap between her legs. I ran a finger along her slit marveling at the oily wetness that dribbled down over my finger only to be disappointed when Martha turned to face me.
"Don't want you to get lost in this ass; we should be moving things along here." I was struck by her authoritative tone as she rolled the dress up over her head discarding it like a second skin. Her completely nude body was a chiseled testament to many hours spent in the gym. I just couldn't get over how her head didn't seem to fit on her body mentally avoiding referring to her as a "But-Her-Face".
I unconsciously leaned forward burying my face in her crotch running my tongue over her cameltoe taking in her essence making the tough, world weary woman to shudder. I followed this up by kissing her mound loudly several times before her frustration became apparent.
"Get up boy!!" Her knuckled rapped against my temple drawing my silent ire as we switched places.
"Look man, don't get it twisted but I wanna get FUCKED HARD and I don't need no bullshit foreplay or fucking bird kisses on my pussy. I need a good-sized cock shoved up inside me beating all this ass up until I get off; can you do that-BOY?!!" The authoritative tone that I was used to was intermingled with something nasty and street that demanded action on her declared level.
There was nothing I could say verbally that would change her obvious view of me as something to be used like a living dildo so I decided to stoop to her level. I unbuckled, unzipped popping my cock out inches away from her face. Martha was sitting on the edge of the bed with an elbow on top of one thick thigh and a palm on the other giving her a thuggish stature. She inspected my cock for a few seconds before inhaling the entire thing in one silent sucking motion. The intense pressure of her constricted cheeks was countered balanced by the feather soft twirling motion of all ten of her tiny roughhewn fingers. I touched the back of her throat a few times nearly climaxed before being unceremoniously released with a loud pop of her thick lips.
"Now you better FUCK the SHIT out of me or I'm gonna leave your ass here!!" I realized that Martha's oral attentions had a purpose from the dark condom sheathing my cock. It's gold, chintzy packaging was on the floor near her feet.
Martha methodically turned away getting on all fours with her legs spread far apart arching her back in a manner which made her huge butt look even bigger and wider than it already was. Her cunt was visible looking like some indigo colored peach half with a sliver of deep pink denoting the pleasure to be had inside.
"You can't handle this; you're way out of your fucking league kid." She wriggled her back a bit with the slight movements causing a loud clapping sound as the huge oval shaped cheeks mashed together repeatedly.
"Shut up; Bitch." I shoved my girth inside in one swift movement unprepared for how hot and tight her cunt would be instantly bouncing back so hard that I had to grab ahold of her waist or fall on my butt. My cock hurt almost bending when it hit resistance inside at the halfway point. Martha anticipated my aggressive move shoving her monstrous, rubbery posterior backward as I pushed forward in a stabbing motion.
"This my house (N-word), you don't run in on me, fool!!" She looked back over her shoulder with a wink and a nod of her head. The smug half smirk on her wise looking face infuriated me goading me into a series of pumping motions until all my length was buried in her tunnel. Martha grunted with every attempt resting on her elbows as I slid into place. The steamy tightness of her cunt was almost too much to bear as she purposely tensed up around me until it felt like I couldn't move. I tried grabbing the outside of her rounded hips finding minimal success as Martha snickered finding my efforts amusing.
"Problem; lost the key to the door baby?"
"Huh?"
"Need some help; you're obviously in over your head." She was almost laughing in my face as I experienced a flashback consisting of some of my past conquests realizing she was the first woman to openly challenge me sexually. It was surreal and intimidating in a manner I wasn't used to and doubtless would forget in the future. I considered that Martha was getting her jollies at my inept handling of her wealth of curves.
"It's okay if you wanna tap out; I got me a really good dildo at home."
"Yeah?" She had no idea what was going through my mind bouncing her butt roughly against my pelvis as I settled down getting into her taunting and trash talk.
"Oh, yes honey; it's BETTER than the REAL THING obviously-AAARRGGHHHH!!!" Martha squawked as my thumb pushed into her back door up to the knuckle. Her muscular legs tensed up along with her cunt before spreading apart allowing me to punish her sopping, wet cunt as I bottomed out continuously. Her knees locked in place as I pounded into the bottom of her cheeks causing thunderous ripples across her meaty ass. Her huge ass was contorted into a weird position where it appeared to be sitting on top of the small of her back as I got a foot up on the bed for leverage.
"This-THIS WHAT YOU WANT, TRICK?!!" I yelled more to gauge her reaction than anything else. Martha attempted to wrest control of the situation by viciously shoving her ass into my abdomen. The impact nearly knocked me off the bed and would have succeeded if I wasn't using one of my feet as an anchor. I hooked my hands over the back of her shoulders pushing into her until I was at the end of her tunnel.
"Yuh-YOU TRYING TO MOVE IN OR SOMETHING, LITTLE "ASS" BOY?!!" She called out more out of ego as she bucked her hips into my rolling, grinding movements.
"DO YOUR FUCKING JOB BITCH; BOUNCE THIS BIG OLE' ASS!!" I'd mastered her movements matching every buck and bounce smashing up into her cunt whenever she pushed back into me. My cock was coated with the milky evidence of her pleasure while the room resounded loudly with the wet, smacking sound of our sexual duel.
"AAAAWWWW, SHIT; AAAAWWW FUCK, BOY!!" Martha screamed.
"WHU-WHAT I TELL YOU ABOUT THAT "BOY" SHIT, BITCH?!!" I'd added a few fingers to her backdoor curving them into her special area as I pounded in an upward motion practically chasing my boss up the bed.
Martha grumbled and gasped taking everything I had intermittently trying to throw a counter movement into the mix finding little success as my manhood continued to mount in dramatic fashion. We were covered in sweat with my shirt matted to my back necessitating its removal while Martha had become a glistening mass of gym produced perfection. I loved the contrast of my brown skin tone with her much darker, chocolate hued figure.
"MUH-MUTHA FUUUCKKKAAA!!" Martha suddenly seized up around me so tight that I was barely able to push into her without the maximum effort. A shudder passed over her followed by lesser tremors as she suddenly gasped and gritted her teeth twerking hard on the base of my cock.
"Martha, you cumming?"
"AAAAAWWWW FUCK MAN; YUH-YOU ARE FUCKING; OOOOHHHHH SHIT!!" A violent tremor ripped through her impressive figure sapping her strength. Martha crashed on her stomach taking me along with her as she gasped for air. My knees were forced apart wider than I would have liked as I straddled her humongous butt still completely buried inside her tensing confines.
"You cum bitch; you fucking got that shit out of your system, little girl?"
"Shut-up." She gasped trying to regain her composure.
"Yeah, you came hoe; you fucked my shit up too baby. Didn't know you were a squirter, little girl." I made sure to mimic her tone for maximum effect.
"You're heavy, do you mind?" I ignored her admiring the view of her huge, pear-shaped ass with my cock piercing it right up the middle. Our connection took on a spade shape as I pushed into her jiggling cheeks.
"Relax."
"I-said, you're heavy." I leaned in resting on top of her body sliding around on her sweaty back. My jeans were hugging the underside of my butt and I regretted not getting fully nude.
"Open your legs."
"You hear what I said?!!" I raised up supporting my weight on my hands looking down at her sloping hips and luxuriating in the sensation of her thickness cushioning my cock.
"Don't be that way Martha; do your fucking job, hoe." I ground my hips into the underside of her butt bottoming out in her tight cunt. A wet, squelching sound followed as I rotated my hips pumping into her pulsing box as hard as I could. Martha gasped burying her face in the mattress while doing her best to grinding her big, meaty butt into my crotch. I raised up a little more finding that she followed my movements. The loud slapping noises made by our merging bodies increased tenfold as my thighs began to tighten up signaling a long-awaited climax. Martha didn't complain when I draped my body over her back taking her pierced ear between my teeth sucking and nibbling on her lobe. I ran my tongue behind her ear drawing it down her leg as her breathing intensified into bedraggled huffs of hot air.
"You cumin bitch; you cumming on my fucking dick, hoe?" I whispered in her ear as Martha squirmed working her body in tandem with mine seeking another climax as I crested.
"Oh baby, you CAN FUCK; you're making me cry; a light weight motherfucker's making me cum all over this fucking bed!" I'd finally broken Martha in dramatic, animalistic fashion as her tongue darted out begging for my own but finding only the dull orangish bedding. I prodded her muscular legs with one of my knees prompting Martha to quickly spread both eagle increasing the sensation as I sunk in deeper until my balls were slapping against the entrance to her cunt. I never would have been able to get that deep if it weren't for the unique makeup of her large, oval shaped cheeks that readily parted when she was willing.
"You want some cum, bitch?"
"Yeah." She was whimpering and sniffling as drool ran from the corner of her mouth pooling under her face. Her eyes were tightly shut while her mouth was agape with pleasure. I admitted to myself that Martha did have somewhat of a horse's face as I pushed her legs together with my own creating a mountainous view of rear cleavage that sent me over the edge.
"IT'S HERE MARTHA; IT'S FUCKING HERE HOE!!" I shook and trembled yanking my cock out of her steaming box while simultaneously rolling the condom off my penis just as a thick rope of cum exploded from my cock. The gooey strand landed across both cheeks diagonally followed by several others in an epic display soiling her dark, ebony expanse. I watched mesmerized by my own orgasm as cum seeped into the deep crack of her ass. My finger dug into her tenderized flesh pushing her globes apart to find her brown-eye completely glazed over. I was satisfied with my efforts rubbing my member on her right cheek.
"All right, you got yours; now get up off my back." Martha's voice betrayed her attempted authoritative tone as she chuckled to herself. I rolled off her back rising on my knees as I continued fondling her impressive rear end to my heart's content.
"You really like that ass, don't you?"
"Oh, you have NO IDEA, Martha." I responded mashing both of her cheeks together creating a sticky, web of cum between them.
"I should have fucked you sooner; the fun we could've had together, boy." She sounded nostalgic.
"You sound like you're leaving or something."
"Didn't you know, I'm moving on; gonna explore some new opportunities." I was struck realizing the boxes I'd carried to her car were her belongings. I noticed her cubicle seemed spartan and bare bones lately but hadn't given it much thought.
"Don't act like you're going to miss me; you guys down at the office will be partying by Monday." Martha scratched her head yawning looking every bit of her forty-seven years.
"I feel so gypped." I continued kneading the closest dark hued cheek within reach marveling at the elasticity of her skin.
"I'm surprised we ended up here; I had you figured for a "Titty Lover" boy."
"How's that?" She'd caught me off guard.
"You're fucking that Holly girl, aren't you?" I could hear the genuine curiosity in Martha's voice wondering where she was getting her information from.
"No!" Martha rolled on her side regarding me with narrowed eyes as her nose crinkled along with an emerging smirk that enflamed my sensibilities.
"Look, I know about you guys; hell, the shit is all over the office so don't tell me you two aren't fucking."
"Martha, we are-not fucking nor have we ever been fucking." I said pointedly as she grinned unwittingly revealing her large, white teeth which recalled a name she'd been given early in my tenure at the office. Martha was known as "Mrs. Ed" after the talking horse show from fifties television.
"Look, I'm leaving the job so you don't have to lie; I've seen the footage, boy."
"Footage?"
"CCTV Footage; we've had a camera installed in that office for two years now. I review it once a month for checks and balances and guess what I've seen recently." I went three shades lighter than my brown skin tone realizing what Martha was talking about.
"Shit." I face palmed as Martha chuckled.
"It's all right; don't get skittish on me now. No one else has reviewed the tape and let's just say it isn't there anymore." I looked over into her narrow, homely face finding her expression softened.
"You erased it?"
"Not exactly, boy." Martha looked whimsically out the corner of her eye as the smirk on her face took on new meaning.
"Like what you saw?" I matched her smirk.
"We're here, aren't we?"
I mimicked her position on the bedding lying on my side facing her leaning in for a deep, sensual kiss as my hand revisited the exaggerated curve of her hip. Three soft strokes from her fingers renewed my vigor as Martha watched my cock lengthen and curve upward in her grasp wide eyed. There had always been a joke among the women that married into my family regarding the heightened stamina and sexual prowess of its men. Martha appeared enchanted by my tumescence as I cupped one of her small, sloping breasts. The nipple was fully engorged looking like a small eraser tip with undiscernible areola due to her deep, chocolate tone.
"You're just full of surprises aren't you, boy?"
"You have no fucking idea Martha."
"Let me show you one of mine, then." Martha's head dipped low engulfing all my girth in one, single downward motion as she slid between my legs sucking me off with a passion that had to be seen to be believed. Thick wads of saliva and precum dribbled from her juicy lips onto the base of my cock as she kept me inside for what seemed an eternity bringing me close to a religious experience.
"That-That...IS A GOOD FUCKING TRICK, MARTHA!!" I yelled involuntarily humping her face.
"What are you talking about fool? I haven't even got started yet."
"Huh?" Martha straddled my body using her muscular, shapely legs to push mine together as she rose upright with that familiar smirk on her world-weary face. She reached back pushing my cock deep between her cheeks until it was nestled against her tailbone. Martha tensed up, locking my length into a tight, oily grip using only her butt. I could feel myself rigid pointing towards the ceiling as she watched my face gauging my reaction.
"Don't move." Martha rolled her hip in a counter-clock wise motion using her phenomenal ass to play with my cock. She varied her hip movements reversing them when I least expected adding a forward grinding undulation to the proceedings. With the saliva-precum solution added to the mix; it was like getting a wet, slimy handjob. I attempted to reach behind her to claim my prize but Martha held my arms down by the wrists. Her labored breathing permeated the room and her mouth hung open due to the exertion. She was feeling working her hips against my crotch while my cock slid up and down her crack. I reached forward again trying to get a hand on her ass only to be stopped again.
"Come on Martha!" I begged out of frustration.
"What'd I tell you?!!" She pushed down on my shoulders increasing the rolling motion as I fought to get my hands on her thick backside. Something about all the struggling added to the situation making me harder than before.
"MAR-THAAAA!!" She finally relented allowing my fingers to dig into her unyielding flesh, jiggling and bouncing her buns in tandem with her undulating hip rolls until I was obliged to push her cheeks tighter around my pulsing cock.
"You gonna cum for me; you gonna cum all over this ass, little boy?" Martha was definitely getting into it, her face a few inches away from mine. Her breath was hot on my face as she began to wedge her mound into me. Her wetness drenched my pelvis as I reached the crest.
"CU-CUH-CUMMING!!" My inner thighs tightened up as my vision went momentarily white from the pleasurable sensation. My stomach rolled as the first spurt gushed upward with the force of a geyser followed by several equally powerful bursts while I used my hands pushing inward on her cheeks until I was satisfied. Martha was whining and gasping along with me for the duration of my climax.
"You like my trick?" I responded by kissing her sensually taking the time to wrestle and caress her tongue with my own. She finally pushed me away looking deep into my eyes as she resumed lying on her stomach.
"Check it out." Martha nudged her head towards her butt as I rolled over to view my handiwork. Her massive, meaty looking ass cheeks were completely glazed over with my cum. Some of my seed had even pooled in the small of her back. Martha casually wiggle her thighs making her cheeks slap together. She managed to create a gooey web lattice between each huge, oval shaped cheek.
"This is not fair." I commented crestfallen.
"What's wrong?"
"I found the perfect ass and now you're leaving; I want to keep fucking the shit out of this big ass donk. It's just fucking shit luck is all Martha; if only I'd known about this before."
"You didn't know because I didn't want you to know; hell, can you imagine what would've happened if I went around the office with all this on display?"
"Chaos, I guess."
"That's right, I needed to be taken seriously so I covered up and don't give me any shit about it, kid. Besides, look at the bright side; I chose you as my "Good-Bye Fuck" and I didn't fire your friend like I originally intended." Martha picked at her braids as she regained her composure.
"You're talking about Holly?"
"You would've really missed her, right?"
"I already said we're not fucking; we just fooled around a little bit." I went on the defensive not knowing why as Martha chuckled.
"But you want to fuck her don't you, boy?" Once again, her tone made me feel like some inexperienced teen.
"I want to fuck you, Martha."
"You don't say?" Her huge ass cheeks bounced together continuously with the semen drizzling down into the cavernous crack of her huge butt.
"You're right; I don't-I DO!" My palm collided with her butt making it jiggle slightly. I rubbed my spunk into her dark skin like lotion making it glisten.



"Haven't you had enough?" Martha snagged a pillow burying her face in it, gasping as I rubbed a thumb on her backdoor.
Friday Evening, 11:28 PM
Martha barely managed to get a condom on me before she found herself pinned to the mattress with her knees pushed into her chest. Her cunt stayed tighter than I was used to and this position provided an extra incentive with a downward curve every time I pumped into her wet box. Her worldly features were twisted into a mask of painful ecstasy as I grew impatient spreading her thighs to mash my body against hers as our lips merged; tongues intertwined. I was intent on fucking the ever-loving shit out of this older woman and would not be denied. Her abused cunt was so tight around me that it was becoming hard to move. She'd long since given up yakking and talking shit moaning into my ear each time I hit the back of her tunnel. The mattress rocked and shook with each clash of our bodies.
"Yuh-You're fucking me-FUCKING ME SOOOOO HARRRDDD!!" Her insides clung to my girth, pulsing with each pass. Martha's legs drifted to her sides remaining suspended as her muscular arms locked around my back.
"This shit is good; I'm gonna put you in a wheel chair, bitch!" We were both drenched in sweat sliding around on the disheveled bedding. Her braids framed her narrow face as she looked up into my eyes aware of my desperation.
"Cut the bullshit; just keep-keep doing what you're doing, baby."
"FUH-FUCKING YOU LIKE A MOTHER-FUCKING BOSS?!!" Martha responded by locking her thick legs into the small of my back and rolling her hips. My cock instantly spasmed inside her as she squeezed several ropes of cum out of my balls. Her muscular, drumstick-like legs pumped and tensed at the base of my spine while Martha milked my cock dry. She had me whining and mewling like a bitch continuing the motion until I flopped on top of her completely spent.
"Don't you forget who's the "REAL" boss, little boy."
"Yes mommy." I muttered through dry lips as my speech slurred. She pushed me to the side sitting up facing away from me as she reached down to the floor retrieving her phone. I laid on my side like an invalid watching her back and the exaggerated curve of her hips, apparent even when she was sitting. My semi-erect cock was still leaking a sliver of cum as Martha stood and stretched giving me a spectacular view of the huge, tear drop donk that had defeated me. I had to admit that she was more than enough woman for me or any other swinging dick man enough to take the challenge. I wasn't angry at the self-assured smirk on her weathered face which I appreciated for the story it told. Martha was definitely more than she appeared and knew it to the detriment of others most of the time.
"I hope you ain't other there falling in love."
"Give me a break; you got me Martha." It was my way of admitting defeat as she reached back rubbing her butt, giving one of her cheeks a bounce for my satisfaction. She walked into the bathroom opening the sliding door of the shower. She bent over turning on the water making her already huge ass spread out appearing wider than it was before. Her peach was distinctly visible nestle between the under cuff of her huge cheeks.
"Martha."
She didn't answer as the roar of the industrial strength shower filled the room. I wanted her to come back to bed so that I could fuck her some more but my body was uncooperative. I felt like I'd just run a marathon aching all over. I could still make out her showering form through the frosted glass of the shower door as Martha abruptly ended the show. She stepped out glistening with the beads of water mingling beautifully with her dark, chocolate tone. My cock unfurled pointing directly up at the ceiling earning her approval as she walked into the room and started dressing.
"Damn, you just can't get enough of me, can you?" She lazily scratched her braids before producing a scrunchie to retie the ponytail that had come undone during our tryst.
"Get in this bed; I'll show you." Martha chuckled reaching for the sleeve like dress putting it on over her head and rolling it to her waist as I pouted.
"I have to go; my honey will be home in a little while and I really don't need that drama in my life right now." Her candid admission shocked me a bit.
"Shit."
"Hey, don't give me that; tell me you wouldn't have "FUCKED THIS" anyway even if you knew." Martha emphasized her statement by turning her bare ass to me hands on her hips. I couldn't deny that my "Dream Ass" was right in front of my face.
"Martha, get in this bed."
"That's what I thought (N-Word); I'll call you sometime." She shimmied drawing the cottony material over the decadent curve of her hips. I watched as she smoothed thee dress pulling it into place until she was comfortable with the sleeve-like confines.
"Damn, boy." I had been stroking myself watching every move she made.
"You're so cute, like a little puppy dog in heat." Martha walked over leaning down to give me a kiss on the forehead before regarding my erection with a satisfied smile. I thought about how much I'd hated her before I became aware of her secret regretting not getting to know her better.
"Martha." She placed a finger on my lips silencing me as she leaned down further taking me deep until I could feel the back of her throat. Three of her fingers became a blur at the base of my cock as she vacuumed her cheeks in on my tumescence. She pushed a finger into my taint sending me over the edge as she whipped her head back releasing my cock. Martha backed away watching me cum all over my abdomen in a spectacular ruined orgasm.
"YOU BITCH!!" She laughed as I jerked out the rest in an agonizing display before casually opening the motel door.
"I'll call you, little boy." She was gone leaving her last condescending barbs to hang in the air negatively complimenting my deviant actions. I heard her car pulling out of the motel driveway moments later.
There was no way that I could deny being played by this older woman who'd wanted me to know who she was on her last day working for the company. I felt transparent and dirty realizing that I'd met my match in the most unlikely of places. I was so tired that I felt unable to even sit up.
*DARKNESS*
Saturday Morning, 2:30 AM
I was awakened from exhausted slumber by the distant buzzing of my phone across the room. Martha had wrecked me in the worst way as I laid there in my birthday suit staring up at the ceiling. The phone continued ringing from my pants pocket for what seemed forever before it started to annoy me. I began to worry that maybe there was some family-related accident or death. My body protested as I struggled to retrieve my phone finding over fifty missed calls from a blocked number. I wondered if it was related to Martha and her "Honey" some hours ago. I didn't want drama either as I walked over peering out of the motel window. The parking lot was empty and a janitor was sweeping up. Loud mariachi music filled the lot from the open door of the clerk's office. I noticed a housekeeper's cart outside one of the rooms a few doors down.
While I was staring, my phone began ringing again only to stop right before I picked it up. Caught a quick shower after finding another blocked number figuring that it meant something potentially dangerous and hit up a Lyft. After more than a few cancellations from potential drivers, I finally got some brother named Phil to pick me up from the motel. I had no allusions about where I was asking these drivers to pick me up from as continuous sirens sounded in the distance. Phil turned out amiable enough to be a large, rotund brother in his early fifties. He'd started driving to shore up alimony payments to a baby's momma that did too little parenting and placate a court that could have cared less. We enjoyed easy conversation about sports and my tryst with Martha. Phil was in the midst of regaling me with a tale of some BBW he'd nailed with a humongous ass when my phone started ringing again.
"SPEAK!!" I quickly snarled into the receiver expecting the person on the other end of the line to hang up. Instead, all I could hear was crying and sniffling.
"I fucked up." It was a female voice I didn't immediately recognize.
...to be continued.
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Billy Jefferson and Justin Hilliard were excited as the cashier at Hotdog on a Stick handed them the extra-large rainbow Slurpee. Both guys had gone back and forth about going through with the intended prank with Justin finally daring Billy into acting by threatening to tell the rest of their clique that he was the ultimate pussy. They'd searched the mall high and low finally locating a target sitting right below them at a food court. It was a fellow senior student and classmate Holly Michaelson. She fit the bill perfectly at five foot nine, a guessed three hundred pounds of female geek. She had long brown hair that stopped at the middle of her back terminating in the front with overly long bangs that all but obscured her small, deep set eyes. She was sitting directly below them alone with several plates of Pizza in front of her and two 64 ounce cups of soda. a large bag of chips occupied the seat next to her.
"Weird Science Challenge?"
"That's right bro; we're doing this shit, right?" Justin was anxious and excited not believing what was about to happen.
"Hell yeah bro, ain't no pussies around here man!" The mall was bustling with customers and vendors They looked over the banister making sure their intended victim was still there. Holly was sitting quietly by herself reading a copy of Anne Frank for her English Class assignment.
"Wait till I get in place before you go Billy, got to get it all recorded." Justin bolted across the floor sprinting down the escalator to get into place across from Holly. He gave the thumbs up to his pal once his camera phone was recording.
The multicolored stream of the Slurpee landed hitting the large teen dead center in the scalp splashing dramatically from the top of her head across all her food and belongings. There were more gasps than laughter as Holly sat quietly taking stock of the situation. No one rushed to her aid as the empty plastic cup landed bouncing off the table to the floor. Billy bolted as security rushed up to the upper level ineptly overlooking him. He was so scared that he nearly pissed his pants rushing out of the mall to the adjacent parking garage where he would rendezvous with Justin Hilliard fifteen minutes later. Justin already uploaded the phone video to World Star with the act garnering a record number of views thirty minutes after it was uploaded. Billy worried about being discovered was assured that a dummy IPO had been used. Justin claimed that his geeky brother set everything up beforehand for things like bootleg movies and other items illegal through regular channels.
"Shit man, you a "BOSS" my Nig!" Justin liked to emulate stereotypical urban talk which alienated a lot of their friends.
"Bitch shouldn't have been sitting there; it's like she was waiting for us bro!!" Both guys had a good laugh watching the video over and over again. He noticed Holly sitting there with this intense expression on her round, cartoonish face when he paused the video a couple of times. It was frozen in a scowl, stone like and impassive. Her long brown hair was matted to her head hiding part of her features under a sticky multicolored rainbow film. Billy began to feel little more than annoyed and challenged as he looked at the video and the look on her face. He felt like Holly was challenging her unknown antagonist in her own silent way and resolved to break her.
The following day Billy sat at the back of class with his camera phone ready to catch his latest prank on the unsuspecting girl. The class was in the middle of a pop quiz and its teacher Mr. Johnson was known to be almost militaristically strict. He's already paid his money and given strict instructions to the parties involved.
"Holly Michaelson?" The door to the class suddenly burst open revealing a pizza delivery man. Everyone perked up giggling a little bit as Mr. Johnson confronted the pimply faced college student.
"Now what is the meaning of this intrusion!"
"Just delivering an order- Holly Michaelson?!!" Several students pointed in her direction as spontaneous fits of laughter erupted in the room. The large teen had nowhere to go dwarfing her desk so much that portions of her torso bulged out the back of the furniture. She was wearing a flannel lumberjack shirt over jeans and some flower print flip flops. Her smallish round face was crimson as the lanky delivery man walked up to her desk removing three supersized pizzas from his hot bag. He removed two boxes of hot wings before unslinging a bag hanging from his shoulder which contained a two liter of diet coke.
"Just like you ordered, oh, there's a mint in one of the boxes." Holly looked around at her classmates noticing several camera phones filming her predicament. Mr. Johnson looked as if he would explode.
"Bone petit." The delivery man walked out of class happy go lucky with his hands in both back pockets whistling as the entire class laughed and commented on the proceedings. The deliveryman had placed the boxes on top of her test soiling it with grease stains. The two-liter bottle of soda had been haphazardly placed atop the stack falling off to burst open on the floor as several students jumped up dislodging their desks to avoid the splash.
"Holly Michaelson please take your early lunch to the cafeteria and enjoy yourself; you have received an F on the quiz." The large girl silently left class with the food to a chorus of boos and cat calls. Some people even tossed balls of paper at the her while she left. Billy caught the whole thing perfectly on his camera phone.
Later that evening Billy and some of his friends laughed at the video once it was uploaded noting the epic number of views it garnered.
"That shit was funny but lame at the same time bro!" One guy countered after watching the footage.
"How's that shit lame, it's funny as fuck dawg so how's it lame?" The Asian student rolled his eyes at Justin's pseudo urban speak.
"You dicks ripped that shit off from an old movie."
"No we didn't homey, right Billy?" Justin looked to his friend who continued watching the video noticing the same impassive, emotionless expression on his victim's face for the second time in two days.
"Yo Billy, how many times you going to look at that shit man?" Billy glanced over at his friends a moment before looking at the frozen video of Holly's defiant expression once more.
"I'm thinking Mexican Hat Trick fellas; got to finesse this shit." All of the guys looked puzzled as he snatched up his car keys. The group would spend the next two hours making a nuisance of themselves at Costco. They left the store with three carts full of items for the next prank headed out to their high school. The school janitor allowed them to use his master keys for a few bills and a bottle of jack. There was a skeleton key on the ring that allowed access to the student lockers.
Holly Michaelson lumbered up the hallway through the droves of students milling about still angry about the two pranks that had been played on her in the last two days. Someone had it in for her and she didn't have a clue to the identity of the culprit. Holly was in a hurry to get to her algebra class running a little behind schedule. She'd felt as if someone was watching her and was a little apprehensive looking around before she began opening her locker. The large teen was unprepared for what happened when she opened her locker. Torrents of cookies and other treats began raining from her locker littering the hallway floor and pooling around her sandaled feet. Holly looked around as now familiar laughter filled the teen stuffed corridor. Billy was within five feet of her recording the entire thing laughing with everyone else as her face finally broke into tears. He laughed the hardest along with everyone else as she shoved her way through her peers disappearing into the crowd.
Billy skipped his last class to hang out with his friends at the back of the school. The campus was sprawling enough that many skaters used the area. There was this huge wall that separated the campus from a wooded area where students liked to congregate. Billy sat on the wall along with Justin and the rest of his clique.
"So, bro, when's the wedding?" The Asian guy's name was Eddie.
"What are you talking about bro?" Billy and Justin were clueless as their other friends laughed.
"You and Holly; we know you like her Billy." The disgusted look on his face caused even more laughter.
"Fuck you man!!"
"Yeah right, you the one keep fucking with her bro; there's got to be something behind it, right?" He thought back to the defiant look on her face and how it made him feel. He wanted to get to her, push through her strong façade and get at the girl underneath.
"Tell me you're not a chubby chaser dawg." Justin seemed to be turning on him as well sensing the momentum going towards the rest of their clique.
"Listen guys it was just fucking jokes man; I don't fuck with the "Big and Tall" set because that shit's disgusting. I don't want some from a bitch that looks like the Michelin Tire Man; if it don't look remotely like a chick I don't fuck."
"So, you got it in for Holly, why?"
"Fuck, cause that shit is funny and look at the views we got on Worldstar bro!! Bitch was just in the wrong place at the wrong fucking time." Eddie waved him off as Justin took exception to the third degree directed at his friend.
"You got a problem with my homey dawg?"
"No, I don't have a problem with him but that was some fucked up shit he did to Holly."
"Man, you act like she a fucking person instead of a pig."
"We're out of here, Billy man; you and this poser can lose my fucking number." Eddie and the rest of the clique walked off leaving the two best friends alone.
"What crawled up his ass and died?" Justin was genuinely befuddled at the attitude of their friends before posing the question.
"Fuck should I know?"
"You really ain't no chubby chaser, are you Billy?"
"What the fuck is this shit bro; I just played a couple of pranks and now you guys are acting like I'm fucking out here whale watching or some other sorry shit. I don't care about that fat ass wildebeest and I definitely don't want no stank from that Jurassic cow!! Its jokes man, fucking jokes!!" Even as he spoke his mind wandered to the impassive look breaking as Holly ran from the school sobbing.
"Sorry bro, look man, I got to get to baseball practice. Laters, my Nig." Justin bounded off on his skateboard leaving Billy to his own thoughts.
He turned facing out towards the surrounding courtyard trying to process Eddie's reaction to his last prank. He watched the video on his phone wondering what was do wrong about a little joke. She'd get over it and everything would just go back to normal. Holly had been broken and that's all he really cared about. Suddenly he was shoved in the back so forcefully that he nearly toppled over the banister into the grassy incline of the courtyard below.
"What the FUCK man?!!" He pivoted ready for a fight with the asshole that shoved him.
"You owe me an apology." Holly was standing so close there was no room to move. His butt was wedged against the railing while his abdomen was touching her protruding belly. Billy had never realized that she was nearly a head taller than him. Her body was decidedly wider than his obscuring him from anybody that was walking by.
"WHAT?!!"
"I-said-you owe me an apology-ASSHOLE!!" She emphasized her words with an exceptionally hard shove to his chest knocking him off balance. Billy wrapped his arm around the top bar to stop himself from keeling over.
"GET OFF ME!!" He attempted to bump back finding her large mitts full of his football jersey. Holly lurched forward headbutting him rubbing her face against his grinding her teeth.
"Holly, this is not good, stop it." Someone else was there with her but all Billy could see was the reddened, round cherubic face with narrow eyes boring into him.
"This motherfucker is gonna give me what I asked for Kimmy." He could feel the heat from her breath every time she spoke.
"But this is bad, we could get in trouble Holly." The other girl sounded scared.
"I don't care."
"But remember last time; it was so bad you had to go away for six months." Holly relented a bit relaxing her grip as she looked to her left giving Billy enough space to see who was speaking. There was a short, chubby Asian girl standing at her side who seemed vaguely familiar. Holly dwarfed the girl in size making her associate appear a kid next to her mass even though both were eighteen.
"Come on Holly, somebody will see and tell." The large teen seemed to think about it for a few minutes before shoving Billy away and backing off.
"Bitch." Billy's ego spoke before he had time to think.
Holly lurched forward arm poised to deal a blow to the bully's face stopped only by her diminutive associate. She looked down at her friend who shook her head unwilling to endorse her actions.
"Fuck this little pussy; let's go smoke a joint." Billy watched the girls walk off without looking back deep in conversation. His clothing was ruffled leaving him disheveled looking as he stalked off towards the student parking lot.
He continued looking over his shoulder unwilling to believe she would give up so easily wondering what her friend had been talking about. Was Holly Michaelson some kind of delinquent with a record? Was the large, silent plumper a gang member or some type of criminal? Billy could hardly wait to talk it over with his best friend already planning to find a way to expose Holly in retribution for punking him out over some silly pranks. He felt better as his Chevy Malibu came into view at the edge of the parking lot. He quickly noticed that his trunk was open and someone was hunched over rifling through his things.
"HEY WHAT ARE YOU DOING IN MY FUCKING CAR?!!" He instantly regretted it as Holly stood up looking in his direction with a wide smile.
"You got a lot of good shit back here Billy." She brandished a large wrench in her right hand testing its weight as she approached him.
"Oh shit; wait a minute Holly!" He backed up turning to find two other larger girls blocking his path moving like a living wall in his direction. Both women bumped him with their bodies as he noticed the same emotionless expressions on their faces.
"What did I tell you Billy Jefferson?" Holly closed the distance between them as he tried to push past the other two fat teens. He threw caution to the wind raising his fist before the wrench struck him in the back of the head. He would have crashed to the pavement if Holly hadn't ensnared him in a chokehold tightening her grip until his eyes bulged out of his head.
*Darkness*
Water thrown into his face shocked Billy awake to find himself looking at the oval face of the Asian girl he'd seen before. An empty bowl in her hand told him that she was the culprit as she smiled down at him. Her dark hair was short stopping just below her ears and her hair line had two visible combs accentuating it. She held two fingers up in front of his face.
"How many?"
"Two?" She looked up over his head grinning at someone else before showing him all five fingers.
"How many again?"
"Five." Billy answered robotically.
He didn't expect the vicious slap across the right side of his cheek that followed. The girl who'd been stooping over him quickly backed off as he rubbed his cheek realizing they weren't alone. He looked up finding some sort of metallic roof staring back down at him with a glass skylight and some overhead gears that belonged inside ...a garage? The floor was cold, slightly cracked concrete painted grey. The walls facing him were metal on the outside with wood visible around a sliding window in front of him. He rubbed the back of his skull groggily looking over his shoulder.
"HI BILLY JEFFERSON!!" There were twelve standing there including the Asian Girl Kimmy and they were all huge, plus sized girls. They greeted him in unison sounding like some demented choir.
"What's going on here?"
The wall of girls parted and Holly Michaelson emerged staring a hole right through him. All the other teens were laughing and jeering encircling him. He knew she wanted to pummel him and the bully was prepared to fight his way out of the garage if necessary. Holly was big and bulky looking with big, ham sized fists that were balled up ready to beat him senseless. He made sure to keep his eyes on her watching as she undid a few buttons on her flannel lumberjack shirt. He round, childish looking face was reddened and her eyes narrow slits bearing down on him.
"Look, I'm really sorry for everything Holly, okay." His arm was outstretched in her direction trying to calm the large girl. Her nostrils were flaring as she bit into her bottom lip. His eyes involuntarily dipped lower noticing her immense cleavage hidden behind a white tank top and over shirt.
"TOO LATE!!" Kimmy suddenly shoved her hands into his back propelling him forward into a roundhouse right that nearly knocked him unconscious. Holly followed with two more powerful right hooks knocking the stunned bully into two other fat girls who promptly shoved him back into the fray. Holly landed a devastating left smashing his nose against his face. Billy finally threw a right screaming as another of the girls launched her foot into his groin from the rear.
He found Holly's large hands around his neck tightening before she pushed her forehead into his nose again headbutting him. The floor ran up smacking him in the side of the face as he collapsed a battered heap before the mob of large and plus sized teens. There was nothing he could do realizing that he wasn't just fighting Holly but all her friends as well.
"I-I'm so sorry." The large girl walked around his prone figure looking at her handiwork delivering a heavy kick of her combat boot to his face when their eyes met.
"Strip him." Kimmy ordered as the others pounced.
Billy flailed about trying to get away but the group of big and tall girls quickly subdued him removing his clothing and handing it to Kimmy who quickly disappeared.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?!!" Several camera phones were recording his nudity.
"This ain't gonna work; his dick is too big." One flabby blonde commented while her redheaded associate looked on bewildered at her statement.
"You lost me."
"It's too fucking big; he's not going to be humiliated if we put these pics all over his locker." It made sense to some of the girls who nodded in agreement.
"I don't care about that shit; I just want to fuck him up." Holly was still seething with rage at all the humiliation she'd experienced over the last few days. Billy curled up into a ball with his hands covering his junk and backdoor.
"WHY YOU HIDING, LET US SEE IT!!" Another girl he'd seen in the hallways around school was sweating profusely, excited at his nudity. She was this big, burly teen with a pronounced midsection that was impossible to ignore. Billy rolled over on his belly unwilling to reveal himself to them. The noise generated by the constant jeering and shouting women was deafening. Some of the girls started kicking at his thighs and lower back.
"Get your ass up bitch." Holly palmed the back of his head with relative ease forcing him to his knees. Her face was stone, impassive devoid of humanity which scared him even more.
"I-I'm sorry." He mumbled barely above a whisper.
"GET UP!!" Billy managed to rise to his feet as the girls took photos of his crotch. Holly circumvented him seething with rage slapping him in the back of the head on a whim.
"STAND UP STRAIGHT!" Billy snapped up rigid as some of the girls moved closer with their camera phones.
"It's a shame because he's kind of cute." One portly blonde teen commented. She had a rectangular figure devoid of any curves making her small head feel out of place on her body.



"Oh, you didn't hear; this guy thinks fat girls are gross!" Kimmy had returned chuckling at what she'd heard.
"What?"
"Yeah, Billy Butt-Munch here don't fuck with the "Big and Tall" set because that shit's disgusting-quote, unquote. Called Holly a fucking wildebeest and a fat cow; talking shit about how he can't "GET IT UP" with girls like us!!" The noise in the garage became deafening as three girls began pushing him around violently.
"I-I DIDN'T SAY THAT!!" He screamed worried he'd be lynched.
"You didn't Billy? You didn't say that you don't want some from a bitch that looks like the Michelin Tire Man, Billy boy?" Kimmy seemed to have his number. Billy's face felt as if it were thumping and beating from the beating Holly had given him moments ago, he just wanted to get away at all costs even lying through his teeth.
"NUH-NOOOO!!" He cried out hunched over with his hands covering his groin.
"All right you all heard what this lying motherfucker just said; now let's hear the truth!" Kimmy reached into her back pocket producing her I-Phone holding it up for all the girls to see.
"Listen guys it was just fucking jokes man; I don't fuck with the "Big and Tall" set because that shit's disgusting. I don't want some from a bitch that looks like the Michelin Tire Man; if it don't look remotely like a chick I don't fuck...So, you got it in for Holly, why? -Fuck, cause that shit is funny and look at the views we got on Worldstar bro!! Bitch was just in the wrong place at the wrong fucking time." His recorded words condemned him as he remembered Kimmy.
"Somebody pulled a D'Angelo Russell on your ass, bitch." Kimmy sang as Billy's world turned further upside down.
"Give me that fucking thing." Holly snatched the phone from her friend snagging a fistful of Billy's hair with one hand mashing the phone against the right side of his cheek. She replayed the message over and over again.
"What a piece of shit; god's perfect asshole." One girl commented.
"Michelin Tire Man, what the fuck is that?"
"That big smiling thing from that Ghostbuster's movie." Another answered incorrectly.
Billy found his gaze dipping into Holly's cleavage focusing on a tiny beauty mark on the top of her left breast. He couldn't help it as the minute freckle seemed to grow larger before his eyes. The swell of Holly's cleavage was inviting despite his current situation. His view was roughly adjusted when she cupped the underside of his chin yanking his head upward so that he was looking directly at her face.
"You looking at my tits?"
"No-NOOOO!!" Kimmy and some of the others in front of him burning holes in his body with their eyes as Holly looked down placing a mitt-like hand against her chest.
"Oh, my FUCKING GOD; this shit stains got a boner looking at my titties!!" Holly backed away looking like she was hyperventilating as a few others squealed and booed the embattled teen.
"Thought you don't like fatties honey?!!" A large girl who looked Hispanic snatched at his hands trying to pull them away from his crotch. Billy tried to turn away but found himself in a full nelson as more photos were taken of his erection.
"This-is so fucked up; shit man, I'm gonna kill this guy!! I'm gonna wreck this motherfucker!!" Holly was fanning herself as her complexion was beet red at this point. Two of the girls were pulling at an arm apiece with little success until another clubbed him in the back of the head with a donkey punch. His erection stood out in front of his body for all to see.
"That's so FUCKING NASTY; EEEWWWWW!!" Billy started screaming at the top of his lungs completely panicking as most of the girls continued the constant never ending chatter that was driving him mad. One of the larger girls attempted to put a hand over his mouth only to be bitten before Holly finally silenced him with a clubbing blow to the genitals.
"You want to fuck her Billy, don't you?" Kimmy accused.
"No."
"Then why is your dick hard?"
"I-I don't know, it just happened." He cowered covering his bruised and diminished cock.
"You've said that you don't like fat girls and that's all we got here buddy."
"It's not my fault."
"OH, SO IT'S HOLLY'S FAULT?!!"
"NOOOO!!" Holly looked like she was going to go in on him again and he didn't know if he could survive another round worrying that he already had a concussion. Kimmy looked down at his erection which had reared its ugly head again at the most inopportune of times.
"You're a cherry, aren't you?"
"No."
"Yes, you are Billy; you haven't had pussy since it had you, admit it." He wanted to throttle the short, nasty girl for calling him out.
"I-I'M NOT A VIR-VIRGIN!!" He regretted blurting it out knowing how unconvincing it sounded even to himself. Kimmy smiled to herself as Holly's eyes widened a little bit at the revelation.
"Makes perfect since; you really like Holly and those FUCKED UP PRANKS were a way of getting her attention."
"THAT'S A LIE; A FUCKING LIE!!" He noticed Holly looking at him strangely appearing ill at the prospect. The other girls chattered amongst themselves giggling and commenting on Kimmy's theory.
"Billy Jefferson, you stand here in this undisclosed location accused of being a major douche, a pussy and a fucking hypocrite. You harassed my best friend Holly Michaelson for no other reason than to get a laugh out of her misery and you have THE NERVE-to POP WOOD looking at her titties. Man, I wouldn't give a squirt of piss if your ass was on fire. How do you fucking plead, bitch?" Kimmy seemed to be presiding over the proceedings thumping him in the bare chest with her knuckles on each of her talking points. He stood a full head taller than the five foot, chunky Asian teen but feared her cohorts' reaction should he attempt to harm her.
"Sorry."
"That's not good enough bitch boy, I want to hear your honest feelings on the shit you got yourself into." He noticed her eyeballing his tumescence inadvertently causing it to twitch a little bit.
"I done wrong and I understand how much I hurt Holly; I just want you to know that I wouldn't have done it if I knew how bad it'd made you feel. I'll do anything to make this right between us." He did his best to sound earnest already trying to think of a way to get Eddie back for ratting him out.
"Anything?" A wry smile formed on Kimmy's lips while Holly shook her head turning away unwilling to meet his gaze.
"Yeah."
"Even kiss all of our asses like the pathetic creep you are?"
"Yuh-Yes." Kimmy facepalmed grinning to herself before turning around undoing the thick white belt on her jeans. She was wearing what appeared to be a white dress top with some cuffed capris jeans underneath. He was about to be humiliated but it would be worth it if he could leave afterwards. Eddie Lee was dead meat once he was free.
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!!" One girl questioned unnerved by her friend's actions.
"You heard him; he said he'd kiss all our asses!" Billy found himself looking at Kimmy's large, tan, blocky butt. It looked inverted merging into her thighs. Some canary, yellow panties barely covered her backside and those were rolled down revealing her naked ass.
"Kimmy, you're fucking crazy girl." Another nervous looking Latina commented.
"Shut up; all right Billy-KISS MY FUCKING ASS!!" He leaned forward timidly kissing her right butt cheek.
"What the fuck was that Billy?"
"Uhm, I kissed it, like you said." Billy mumbled.
"Oh, no Billy; I said-KISS MY ASS, BITCH!!" Kimmy reached back spreading her cheeks to reveal her brown eye. He recoiled but some girls reacted shoving his face deep inside. He fought back managing to fall on his side as Kimmy faced him with a satisfied smirk.
"Well that's a start but we're not finished at all baby boy." He wanted to pummel the short, bubbly Asian teen noticing that her pants were still down mid-thigh revealing a shaved muff.
"Not finished?" Kimmy motioned and he followed the gesture horrifically finding more of the large, fat and chubby girls baring their naked butts as well.
"Whu-Wait a minute; I never said I'd do-!"
"YES YOU DID, YOU SAID YOU'D KISS ALL OF OUR ASSES BILLY!!" Kimmy sounded manic continuing to shock him with her behavior which was in sharp contrast to the demure, quiet girl he saw earlier.
"But?"
"Do your fucking job asshole." Holly was speaking through gritted teeth as she snagged him by the nape of the neck dragging him up to another massive butt that was as big as his torso. It was wide, lumpy, and misshapen with pimples covering it making him retch. He leaned forward kissing the lower part of the girl's left butt cheek. Holly snarled slapping the back of his head until he relented kissing the middle while the flabby blonde chortled. Pictures were continually taken as Billy crawled down a single file line formed by the women shoving his face into all their butts. He found himself staring at a puffy, bare mound looking up to find Holly smiling at him.
"Kiss it." He froze not knowing what to expect from the girl that had been beating him senseless since kidnapping him earlier in the day.
"Huh?"
"Kiss this Billy." She was still smiling rather sweetly as he paused unsure of what to do next.
"Are you sure?"
"If you keep stalling and fucking around, I'm going to shove my fist into your butthole." She appeared to be grimacing speaking softly to control her temper.
Billy planted both of his lips on her pronounced cameltoe followed this by licking her slit. She trembled a little bit cupping the side of his head with both of her large hands. His head felt like a baseball in her grasp and he was frightened knowing her strength firsthand. Holly locked her hands behind his head drawing him deeper into her crotch.
"Guys, he's really doing it; he's licking my pussy." The girls cooed gathering around recording the proceedings. He could feel some of the over eager girl leaning over watching his progress with baited breath.
"Wow Billy, that feels so good; you're making me tingle inside bitch." Holly had begun rubbing his head in an encouraging manner. Billy pushed against her opening finding the big, burly teen wet and sticky inside. Her engorged clit found a home on his tongue as her essence leaked into his mouth. Her skin was smooth almost alabaster but she didn't seem to be white, Holly was something else and his deferred curiosity began to rise to the surface. That inner query was stifled almost immediately as she humped against his face roughly drawing him even deeper between her thick thighs.
"Fuck, I can't cum like this; lay on your back Billy." He looked around at the other large teens horrifically noticing another more familiar expression on their faces. The flabby blonde he noticed earlier had thrown discretion to the wind shoving her hands into her jeans to diddle herself. Kimmy was watching with a hand over her mouth and another across her chest. Holly had a little bit of trouble rolling the skintight jeans down her thighs along with her panties. Her torso was still covered in an extra-large tank top and flannel lumberjack leaving her nude from the waist down. She had a pronounced muffin top with narrow looking hips that strangely flared outward into thicker thighs than anyone would have expected. Her legs were large, muscular, and shapely.
"LAY DOWN!!" She barked standing with her feet on either side of his head. The others catcalled and jeered when she squatted down over his face in a frog position.
"You know what I want." He followed her lead sticking his tongue into her modest folds only to be rewarded with her entire body weight crashing down on his head seconds later. He was smothered flailing wildly about before Holly leaned forward allowing him a few gasps of air. She slammed down on him in several cycles before leaning back resting her weight on his chest.
"Billy, you need to make me cum before you suffocate." Her crotch slammed down on his face sending the bully into survival mode licking and slurping until she squirted covering his face and mouth. He was relived as the roof of the garage came into view. Holly was on all fours rubbing her mound. She was smiling at him and blushing.
"That was good Billy, sorry there was a little pee in there too." He screamed doing his best to clear the sour taste from his mouth spitting profusely as laughter filled the garage. A huge, misshapen, doughy butt slammed down onto his face humping profusely. He reached up trying to get the fat teen off clawing and scratching a monstrous, watery ass. His limbs were pinned down under the shoes of his other assailants. There was no way he was escaping the situation until all of the teens ground one out on his face. His screams were muffled under the tremendous girth and he nearly lost conscious a couple of times before the ordeal was over. His vision was blurred and his head was pounding was he did his best simply to breathe.
"Billy, we've talked it over and decided that we can't let you leave here a fucking cherry." Kimmy had regained her composure while Holly remained bottomless. He noticed that a few of the other fat girls were already in their birthday suits.
"Th-That's okay, really."
"Come on, I think you ended up in this situation because you don't know how to talk to girls. We just want to help you out; don't you want to be a REAL MAN Billy?"
"Don't!" His gaze was on one nude girl that possessed a slopping triangular body shape with the consistency of an ice cream cone. Everything was pretty much hanging, meaty cellulite. Another box-shaped Latina had breasts that were beyond pendulous hover just above her pot belly. Holly used her foot to direct his attention up at her rounded face.
"I'm conflicted too Billy; I don't want to fuck you if it's just because you're scared. I need to know that you really want some of my pussy." She spoke in a girlish tone that made him uneasy.
"Yes, we've got to be sure." Kimmy added.
He didn't know what they were talking about and didn't want to find out realizing that it could be something even more disgusting than he'd just endured. Kimmy and Holly were the best of friends rarely seen apart at school and here in private the girls seemed to have a symbiotic relationship. They whispered to another girl who quickly ran out of the only exit leaving the door cracked. Sunlight filtered into the room along with some distant sounds of a lawnmower and a sliver of Spanish music. Billy figured that he was in the "bad part" of town that his parents always talked about. He'd grown up in a gated community in five bedroom home never having to ask for anything. Most of his friends lived there including Justin who was even now probably sitting in front of the huge flat screen playing Call of Duty or some other shit.
"Get up Billy." He stood mindlessly obeying Holly's orders doing his best to appear defeated. Billy was already thinking of the epic beat down he was going to put on Eddie when he got back to school.
"AAARRRGGHH!!" It was too late as Holly's foot collided with his genitals.
"We've gotta be sure Billy." He was stopped from rolling around on the concrete as his legs were spread like a wishbone.
"Please!!" He begged but it was too late as her foot mashed his groin until he was a quivering, sobbing mess.
"Don't cry, we're just getting started; here check it out." Holly rolled up her tank top and flannel over shirt exposing the undersides of her breasts which were massive. She squeezed and kneaded her boobs looking between his face and erection.
"You like these big titties don't you Billy, wouldn't you like to squeeze them?" He didn't know how to answer knowing that nothing was going to stop these women until they had their fill of humiliating him.
"Yes."
"I know you do, but I don't think you want your balls crushed before you lose your cherry to a bunch of fat girls. Just think Billy, if you hadn't played those stupid ass pranks on me things might have turned out differently. You probably could have lost it to some skinny chick, instead of me; I don't fit the fucking bill to qualify for your status quo cock huh motherfucker?" Holly inched the shirt up a little higher making sure to keep her nipples covered.
"He's said he hates the fatties; but he's going to lose that fucking cherry." Kimmy reminded looking on pensively. She was standing partially obscured from his vision staring at his flaccid, abused penis.
"We don't like you either but I can't pass up the opportunity to take your virginity asshole. You're going to remember us for the rest of your life." Holly hovered over him, her breasts almost touching his pecks.
"Sorry."
"We know; look Billy, I've got inverted nipples. That's not a problem for you is it baby?" She slowly revealed the slit in the soft alabaster flesh. Her areola was barely there as her finger pinched and twisted until a thick, rubbery nipple popped out of her right breast.
"LOOK AT HIS DICK; IT JUST STOOD STRAIGHT UP!!" Kimmy was excited.
"Tie it off, I don't got all day; my parents will be home soon and we need to finish up with this moron." Someone handled his penis tying what felt like several elastic cords around the base of his penis.
"He's ready." One girl commented.
"No, he's not." Holly replied as the girl who'd left the garage returned with a small tote bag.
"What's in that bag?" The girls fist bumped as he heard Holly speak to her friend in spanish. He relaxed when a forty ounce of cheap beer was lifted from the bag.
"WH-WHAT?!!" He was quickly incapacitated as the entire bottle was poured down his throat followed by three others leaving him three sheets to the wind and in need of a restroom. His cock had been tied off in a strange knot at the base of his cock that required help to remove. He went to remove it but was restrained on the concrete and held down. Holly smiled as she squatted over his erection pressing it carefully against her moist slit.
"GOT-GOTTA PEE-UNGH, PEE BAD!!" His speech was slurred but the terror in his voice was palpable.
"I'm kind of tight Billy; don't fuck around all that much because of douchebags like yourself." She gasped as the head of his tortured cock entered her unnaturally tight canal. She was slightly wet and sticky so it was slow going until their pelvis' touched.
'FUCK IT-TIGHT; GOTTA PEE HOL-HOLLY!!" He begged as her dead weight came to rest on his crotch.
"I'm your first Billy; how's it feel to get your cherry popped?" He squirmed under her huge frame not knowing what to do as the teens holding him down redoubled their efforts pressing down on his limbs.
"PEE HOLLY; PEE!!" All of the girls clapped and cheered as Holly leaned forward resting on his torso.
"I'm going to fuck the shit out of you Billy."
She was incredibly tight on his length working only her narrow hips in a bouncing cadence while her obscene density threatened to press his own athletic form into the cracked, grey concrete. From his perspective, Holly was lying completely still demonstrating a skill that had his head in the clouds. It was as if another woman's lower half had been attached to the large girl twisting and bobbing until he was forced to moan aloud. His entire pelvis was aflame from the sensation and the burning need to urinate.
"Look at how red his balls are; shit I'm taken a snap of this." One girl commented.
Holly's round face was framed by her wealth of brown hair that stopped at the middle of her back with some of it touching his face making it itch. He noted how youthful she looked with her pale skin, narrow brown eyes, button nose and small, plump lips. She was cute as a button when you looked at her directly. Her face became a reddish hue as she crested.
"I'm gonna cum." Her large hands flattened against his chest as she used her arms to push herself up into a cowgirl position offsetting any pleasure he was experiencing by just trying to breathe normally. She rocked her hips putting her strength into the forward strokes into his pelvis. Both of her huge breasts were exposed and the nipples were completely visible. Holly's areolas were puffy swelling giving her tits a mouthwatering appearance. Billy fought against the girls holding down his wrists with renewed vigor finally freeing a trembling hand to squeeze her right breast.



"Look, he's after her tits!!"
His other hand was released instantly groping the matching breast letting his fingers sink into the soft flesh. This seemed to get a reaction from the large girl as her narrow eyes shut tightly while her hips became a blur pounding him into a blubbering mass. Kimmy suddenly kicked him in the temple surprising the other girls.
"He's making too much noise." She offered as a half assed explanation.
Holly lurched forward burying his face in her huge breasts tightening up around him as she silently climaxed in an orgasm that made her eyes roll up into her head. She wedged and ground her mound against him before collapsing and nearly crushing him beneath her.
"Holly-you okay?" One of the girls asked as she regained her composure raising up on her elbows to regard her friends. Her mouth was agape with a thin web of saliva that started from her lower lip ending at Billy's right cheek. His cock was throbbing with pain from the numerous bands stopping him from ejaculating.
"I'm fine; what the fuck are you guys looking at?"
"You two want some time alone or something; I mean we can leave you the fuck alone if you want?" Kimmy was staring Holly down as the other girls looked on pensive.
"It's cool; I'm done here-NEXT!!" Holly casually replied swinging her leg over Billy's prone body ending up on all fours rubbing her sore mound.
"PLEASE-TAKE IT OFF HOLLY!!" He begged as the girl with the formless, saggy body approached ready to mount him until Kimmy intervened.
"I'm fucking next."
"You're so mean Kimmy." The girl mumbled before being silenced with a look.
"MY DICK-IT HURTS; PLEASE TAKE THIS OFF!!" Kimmy's face was blanked emotionally as she pulled her top off revealing her nude body. She was short and thick with a torso and pelvis that merged together in a rectangular, boxy shape. It was this coupled together with her thighs that made her appear slightly overweight. Her breasts were a little over a handful set far apart on her chest with dark dime sized areola and stubby looking nipples.
"No, we're not finished using the only good part about you dickwad." Kimmy took a squatting position over him stopping for a moment to look down at his face before deciding to turn her back to him as she lowered herself on top of his member. She had a little bit of a chub rub between her muscular looking cheeks.
"PLEASE DON'T-TAKE THESE CORDS OFF!!" He cries were falling on deaf ears as she roughly handled his penis pinching just below the head as she pressed him against her back door. He gasped and whined as he found himself deep inside her blocky, flat butt.
"My mom; she uh, checks me down there." Kimmy offered to some of the wide-eyed girls present. Kimmy pushed until her ass was touching the base of his cock starting slowly at first to get used to his thickness before ramping up.
"Look at his balls; that's fucked man!" Some girls commented taking a few photos while Kimmy glared at them. She proved to be less adept, awkwardly bouncing and rolling her hips until he was openly crying from the combination of her tight hole and the cords restraining his orgasm.
"LIKE IT; TELL ME HOW MUCH YOU LIKE MY SHITTER BILLY, TELL ME DICK BOY!!" Two girls intercepted his hands before he could grab his diminutive tormentor. Kimmy took umbrage at his defiance bringing the palm of her hand down on his balls several times making him cry even louder.
"TELL ME BILLY, TELL ME HOW GOOD MY ASS FEELS!!" She was using his knees to balance her weight as she bounced wildly on top of his crotch. The girl had quickly worked up a glistening sheen of sweat which covered her body giving it a slight hue.
"I-I LOVE IT; YOU'RE THE BEST KIMMY; IT'S THE GREATEST-PLEASE STOP!!"
"But you love it; you love being inside my backdoor so why deprive yourself?" Her knees landed on the concrete as she pushed her squarish butt back and forth on his meat.
"HURTS; PLEASE I'M SORRY- I'LL LICK YOUR ASS, PLEASE, JUST STOP!!" Her almond shaped eyes widened for an instant as she looked over her shoulder at him.
"You're going to do that anyway." Kimmy started laughing as she resumed her rough bouncing and rolling putting as much pressure on his cock as she could muster. His cries and mumblings became silent as his head rolled weakly to the side to notice Holly sitting on the floor leaning back against the wall. His face was wet and his nose had started running. She was texting on her phone glancing over at him with a wink.
"Look he's crying; that's so sad. Kimmy, why don't you take those cords off his dick?"
"Probably got some permanent damage too."
His junk is fucking purple; shit looks nasty." The other large girls chattered on with equal parts empathy and nonchalance but Kimmy didn't seem to care arching her back until her forehead touched the floor as she orgasmed loudly.
"Kimmy, we should at least loosen them a little bit." Another cautiously advised earning a death glare from the short Asian.
"Did you guys forget why we're fucking here today?" She rose on her knees as his cock came sliding out of her backdoor.
"We uh, we know but his dick is so fucked up; just take that shit off at least for a minute."
"So, you're not fucking, right; none of you squeamish bitches down?" Kimmy reached down taking his tortured length in her hand while her other pulled at the knot around the base of his cock. She tugged at the knot tightening it until he screamed in pain.
"We didn't know you were going to fuck his dick up like that; it just seems a bit much."
"What he did to Holly; wasn't a bit much?" Kimmy continued playing with the cords while staring down her friends.
"We beat the shit out of him, made him kiss our butts and Holly took his fucking cherry. We took a lot of embarrassing photos of this fucker and everything."
"So." Kimmy deadpanned pulling the cords tighter as the other girls turned to Holly.
Billy was delirious with pain at this point as Holly walked over still bottomless looking down at his face. Kimmy fondled his swollen sack playfully waiting for her friend to speak.
"Billy Jefferson, want me to take it off?"
He was barely able to muster a simple nod of his head.
"Take it off Kimmy." Kimmy stared at her best friend for a few seconds waiting to see if she were joking before slipping her fingers under the cords.
"We should have just cut his dick off; never thought you'd get soft on me. For FUCKS SAKE, get me some scissors!!" Billy didn't like what he was hearing worrying that she would follow through with castrating him.
One of the girls quickly handed Kimmy a pair of scissors as all the teens waited on baited breath to see what would happen once he was released. Kimmy hesitated looking around at all of their faces.
"What if we just cut a little piece off?" She pressed the scissors against the head of his cock as some girls shrieked.
"No."
"It'd be like this really, really late circumcision; it wouldn't be that bad Holly. Or perhaps we should just puncture one of his balls; that'd really teach him a lesson." Billy went into a screaming fit crying and sobbing as tears streamed from his eyes while mucus ran from his nostrils. He was too scared to move with the scissors being pressed against his package.
"Cut it out Kimmy."
"Cut it off?" Kimmy joked as Billy's face became a frozen mask of horror. Some of the large girls present cringed and looked away afraid of what she might do.
"Puh-Please don't cut my balls; please don't do that to me Kimmy. I'm sorry, I mean it for real and I just wanna make it up to you any way possible; I won't do anything unless you tell me, please don't take my balls away...PLEASE KIMMY; JUST LET HOLLY BEAT ME UP SOME MORE BUT LEAVE MY JUNK ALONE!!" He looked was broken, dejected and devoid of hope lying naked on the concrete floor of some garage in some neighborhood he didn't have a clue about.
"Okay, but I think a little snip, snip would kind of get our point across; you still think fat girls are nasty?"
"OOOOOHHHH NO; YOU ARE ALL AWESOME, BEAUTIFUL WOMEN; I REALLY DON'T THINK THAT ANY MORE KIMMY!!" He meant every word.
Holly and the other girls looked around at one another taking in his words before staring down at him.
"You're gonna tell on us, aren't you?"
"WHAT?!! NUH-NOOOO!!" Kimmy brought the flat of her hand down slapping his abused sack several times as he cried out in agony. A few of the girls squealed from the sight turning away as his whimpers filled the garage.
"Don't give me that shit buddy; first chance you get, you're ratting us out."
"NO; I'D NEVER DO THAT KIMMY; I AIN'T GONNA SAY NOTHING!!" She continually tugged at cords tied around the base of his cock giving it a few tugs making him yelp.
"You believe this fucking guy, Holly?"
"I don't believe him, honestly."
"HOLLY, NUH, NOOOO!!" She shrugged her shoulders with a simple smirk on her face as Kimmy glared back at Billy.
"Sorry Billy, you look like a snitch; maybe it's better this way. I mean you started it fucking with me; what'd I ever do to you anyway?"
He'd been sobbing the whole-time Holly was talking not knowing how to answer or apologize in any way that would satisfy the large girl. Every time he'd even attempted it she would respond by pummeling him until someone stopped her.
"Nothing, you didn't do anything to me Holly. It was all my fault and I deserve this. There's nothing I can say to make this right; you're going to do whatever you want no matter what I say." He turned his head towards one of the garage walls waiting.
"That's right Billy; you belong to me bitch meat." Holly reached down snatching the scissors from her best friend's hand.
"I know Holly; I know." He wasn't struggling anymore.
"Look Billy; I want you to see it." She was talking through gritted teeth taking his tumescence in her free hand.
"Please, I don't want to."
"Come on Billy; watch me do it."
"No." His eyes were wedged shut as he trembled expecting the worst.
"LOOK-AT-IT!!" Kimmy was kneeling behind him watching with wild eyed enthusiasm; she cradled his head eventually resting it in her lap. The other girls moved in as the scissors nudged his engorged balls a few times in a threatening manner.
"Oh-Okay, I'll look." His eyes were wide as saucers watching in horror as the scissor accidentally nipped his sack again. Some of the other girls gasped and covered their eyes.
"Sorry, my bad." Holly chirped as Kimmy's accompanying giggle turned into a snort.
His breathe was hard and ragged from the abuse, sex, and excessive alcohol while his heart thumped stereo in his chest. Billy was stretched beyond limits with nothing left in the tank even if he could put up a fight. There were over twelve females in the enclosed garage space, all bigger and stronger than he was.
"You sure you're sorry Billy?" The scissors were now at the base of his cock dipping under the cords. He could feel some of his pubic hairs caught on the metal.
"Yeah." He answered weakly.
[Snip.]
A loud, shrill scream erupted from deep within as his back ached upward close to breaking. Flames erupted in his pelvis and abdomen as Billy came close to voiding his bowels. The shrieks and gasps along with some jeers filled his ears as his vision skewed white from the strain and stress. He had been broken and destroyed, taken beyond reason as tremors exploded throughout his athletic figure. There was an immense, hot, oily wetness spewing all over his taunt stomach and thighs. His hand quickly shot downward only to be repulsed by the searing pain as his fingers were inundated with a slimy mess. His vision returned revealing Holly's reddened face and Kimmy's cherubic grin that bordered on the satanic.
"Was it good for you, baby?" Holly asked half chuckling.
Billy glanced downward finally witnessing the results of the large girl's actions. His abdomen was slathered in an excessive amount of semen along with remnants of other bodily fluids. From the bottom of his peck to the middle of his thighs was a thick layer of off white, oozing cum. He could feel it dripping between his legs, running over his deflated sack along with some urine. Kimmy and a few of the other girls were snapping photos with their phones.
"I asked you a question, Billy."
"Yea-Yes." His throat was dry and parched making it a chore to answer. Holly gingerly placed his head on the concrete taking a few steps back to observe her handiwork along with Kimmy and some of the other girls. He just stared up at the metal ceiling waiting for the next humiliation.
Billy truly believed that he would never leave the place alive. There was no way all the girls gathered were going to let him go considering what'd happened this fateful afternoon.
"Man, that shit stinks something awful; you just gonna leave him like that?" Someone asked as Holly continued studying his weary features.
"Yeah, he smells like-well, he smells like shit."
"Fill the bucket." Billy didn't move a muscle afraid even to breathe at this point. He lay on his back taking air through his mouth unsure of his probable fate.
"He looks crazy; like uhm, rape crazy." Another girl commented before the sound of an open-handed slap followed. Someone nudged his calve with their shoe but he remained mannequin still.
"I think he's broken."
His eyes met Holly's in a silent expression of complete surrender and acceptance. Suddenly he was drenched in ice cold water which acted as a catalyst forcing a loud screeching vocal confirmation of his battered state. Two girls were holding a metal tub as Kimmy smiled and patted Holly on the back. Someone pelted him with a small bar of soap.
"WASH YOUR NASTY ASS!!" Billy kept his gaze cast downward at the concrete as he rose on his knees to scrub his body with the soap. Ten minutes later another tub of water was dumped on him washing away a small percent of the soap on his body. His clothing slammed into his face moments later. The crotch had been removed from his jeans leaving him exposed. Billy Jefferson no longer cared to cover himself but could not bring his gaze to rest upon his tormentors.
"Billy." It was Holly but he didn't answer verbally, preferring only a nod of the head to address her.
"We cool, right?" He simply nodded.
"Look at me and say it Billy; say we're cool." His head trembled like it was mounted on a broken swivel as he regarded the group of large, tall, and morbidly obese teenage girls. He was shivering from the chill left behind by the water and intense...fear.
"We're cool."
He was surprised when Holly began shaking her head profusely denying his claim. Suddenly a garbage bag was placed over his head and torso followed by a blow to the gut that sent him falling forward to the concrete presumably at Holly's feet.
"Get this straight bitch boy; I say when we're cool, I say when we're done and we ain't through by a fucking long shot. You're mine to play with as long as I want, you're bitch meat Billy Jefferson!! I'm not through with you motherfucker; I'M NOT DONE YET, ASSHOLE!!" Holly had locked her thick arms around his neck in a front chancery-type chokehold. The lack of air in the plastic bag coupled with the pressure from her muscular arms robbed him of consciousness in short order.
[DARKNESS]
Billy woke gasping for life giving air in the trunk of his own car clawing his way out of numerous plastic bags placed over his head and torso. Some teens had opened the trunk looking for some loot discovering his prone body and running off in fear when he sat up. His car was in a vacant lot in some residential area that looked like the east side of town. Billy clamored out of the trunk sitting there for some time before noticing a polaroid taped to his naked chest. It was a picture of him lying in his own mess. There was a smiley face drawn on one corner of the photo.
"Holly." She'd taken his pride and his virginity. He suddenly remembered her in his ear telling him that more karma was in his future as he huddled into a fetal position.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Sheriff Reed was troubled having ventured deep into unknown territory. The red flannel shirt did not seem to match the beige corduroys or hiking boots on his feet. He'd changed clothes several times after rushing home. The middle-aged lawman had become a wreck after sending hundreds of texts practically begging Leslie to respond. He'd continued replaying their afternoon tryst over again in his head regretting the crass question that he believed was the cause of the rift between them. He was desperate to patch things up with his daughter's best friend. Ever since her terse response and subsequent hang up in his face; the sheriff had been unable to function. Leslie had changed his bleak daily outlook with her voracious seduction of him capturing his attention almost to the exclusion of all else. He'd been sitting at his desk blankly staring at a ton of paperwork completely befuddled when he'd received the text that made his heart skip a beat.
Red, his daughter was already suspicious leaving the stern, granite law man worried that she'd eventually figure out what was afoot, but he was caught up in the moment only able to think about the next time he'd sleep with Leslie. He'd unbuttoned and buttoned his collar several times before just leaving it open figuring his teen queen would find it attractive. Reed prided himself on his no-nonsense approach to everything citing the tough mantra as the key to his and his daughter's success. They were two of a kind unique to the small town and his daughter seemed poised to take his life lessons even further. He found her iron grip on the cheerleading squad impressive and a little frightening at the same time. Red texted him right after Leslie informing the good Sheriff there would be a lady's night only at the homestead advising him to make himself scarce with his "new girlfriend".
He couldn't help his excitement as each successive encounter with Leslie had become successively addictive. It was like trying to tame a wild animal in bed until he proved unable to continue at which point she would simply leave without question or comment. He wondered if perhaps he should try to be more personable and engage in some sort of pillow talk. Sheriff Reed couldn't help himself knowing the insanity of boyish thoughts about a girl young enough to be his daughter. It harkened back to his own high school days as an angry bully unable to "close the deal" with his female peers. It was chance and a gender rivalry that brought him together with Red's mother, Wendy. She joked about both of them being the only ginger kids at the school at that time. Wendy was initially aloof and indifferent to his overtures before finally acquiescing to a date with the condition that he never darken her door again afterwards. The resultant date was a series of verbal back and forth that left him mentally drained and unprepared when the wildcat decided against her own interests to sleep with him anyway. Sheriff Reed shuddered remembering that the muscular woman mounted him refusing to remove her top after losing her skirt; she rode him the entire time intermittently slapping his hands away from her large breasts.
Leslie was so much different than Red's perpetually angry mother so selfish that she refused to even nurse her infant daughter. He didn't want to rock the boat knowing Wendy's motherhood was the result of a moment of psychotic selfishness and a tampered condom. He'd just wanted to slow his over active wife down enough to realize what they had together. The robust athlete envisioned herself an Olympic athlete and nothing was going to stop that even though she couldn't bring herself to abort the life growing in her stomach. Sheriff Reed wondered if it would be so bad having a second child with someone who could stomach being in the same room with him for over five minutes. She was eighteen, legal in the eyes of the law and he'd be damned what anyone though even his own daughter. Leslie was one awesome fuck and a show stopping beauty with no equal. Any man would be proud to have her as his woman.
"What the fuck's wrong with me?" The question bubbled up from his subconscious as the doorbell rang as if on cue.
Before his mind could answer, the sheriff was suddenly faced with the imminent face to face with his hookup after their terse exchange. He was flush with emotion tightening his belt a few times and checking his appearance in the mirror as the bell continued ringing. He buttoned and unbuttoned his collar before finally acknowledging the doorbell. He slapped on an abundance of cologne before making it to the door only to be disappointed when he found the wrong girl on the other side of the door.
"Hello Sheriff Reed; Red told us to be here when she pulled up." He couldn't recall the teen's name before realizing his daughter never really had her over to the house. She was a platinum blonde he'd seen in the cheerleading during games. Two other girls were walking towards the steps as his face fell realizing Leslie wasn't amongst them.
"Yeah, sure."
"Sheriff?" He noticed the girl was attractive enough but had a pronounced overbite.
"What is it?"
"Didn't Red tell you we were coming over?" He noticed the slight imperfections of the other two smiling girls walking up his steps. Two brunettes, one with a little bit of a double chin and the other a little extra around the waist. Looking at them revealed much about his daughter's strategy in staffing the cheerleading squad. She wanted the girls to be just attractive enough to pass the muster, but with minor imperfections not readily noticeable to accentuate her own beauty. He began to wonder how Leslie managed to get a place on the squad considering his daughter's sensibilities.
"Sheriff?" It was the same girl looking up into his stone features.
"What?"
"Uhm, didn't Red tell you we were coming over?"
"Would you like to wait outside for my fucking daughter or do you want to come in and have a seat, kid?" It was immediately apparent that he was indeed Red's father. The two other teens giggled at the exchange floating past the burly, rough floating past the burly, roughhewn man into the home.
"Sorry, sheriff." The girl mumbled.
He ignored her looking past his stoop at a few cars pulling up to the gate bordering his property. Leslie's car was not amongst them adding to his mounting frustration. Sheriff Reed wondered if perhaps the attractive brunette was playing games with him. He began to chafe at the thought of babysitting a bunch of girls whipping out his phone to dial up his daughter.
"Yes Daddy?"
"Where are you Melissa; your friends are here, shouldn't you be?!!"
"Relax, I ordered a fucking pizza daddy; Leslie should be there to help you anyway." His heart skipped a beat at the sound of her name.
"Leslie?"
"Yeah, she's copiloting this thing with me tonight; want me to call her up?" He could hear that she was driving, piquing his curiosity.
"What are you doing; are you on your way here?" Another girl was let into his home by a member of the cheerleading squad.
"Side mission."
"WHAT?!!" He was puzzled at her answer.
"Laters!!" Red quickly hung up in his face as he did a doubletake at the phone while his ears were inundated with the endless drone of teenage girl chatter. He began to puff up with volcanic anger considering sending all the girls' home when he noticed his front door wide open. Some of the girls appeared alarmed as he stomped over with the intent of slamming his door shut.
"Slamming the door in my face?" Leslie was suddenly standing before him with her arm outstretched palming the thick oak of his front door.
"Uh, Leslie?" His face involuntarily twisted with emotion at the sight of the sight of her.
"That's my name daddy; there's some drinks in my car, Sheriff." He stood there a moment taking her all in before shuffling off to her car where he found several two-liter sodas along with a bottle of gin some awestruck store clerk had probably given her without question. He was reeling from her attire for the impromptu pajama party. Her torso was covered with a skin-tight white t-shirt emblazoned with a logo that read "Gold Dimes" while her lower half was shamelessly half covered with some gold colored "booty shorts" that had the appearance of underwear accentuating her wide hips while calling attention to her camel toe. A pair of matching wedge sandals matching her shorts adorned her feet. Sheriff Reed's ego screamed at him as he lugged the bags of soda back into his home finding that Leslie was already holding court in his living room.
All the girls had brought pillows and some bedding and were herded into a classic semi-circle around Leslie. He paused eyes trained downward on the golden shorts covering her wide, juicy looking butt as he noticed the hard-tan lines from her underwear peeking out for the world to see. His tumescence reacted with a painful steady pulse as the middle-aged father burned a hole in Leslie's backside.
"Oh, let me help you with that Sheriff." His gaze drifted back up finding Leslie glancing at his actions approvingly.
"Uhm, yeah." The other girls giggled at his stupefied behavior with most failing to notice the reason. Sheriff Reed took silent note of the difference between Leslie and the other girls. She appeared older than her years in comparison matched only by his daughter and one other girl he'd seen at the games whose name escaped him at the moment. The doorbell rang again causing some momentary indecision about following his muse or answering the door.
"Get the door, dummy." The cheerleaders laughed again making him feel like an idiot for behaving like an awkward teenager as he begrudgingly threw open the front door finding Patty standing there in a track suit.
"Hello Sir." There was something strange in the thin girl's tone as she walked into his home with her hands stuffed in her pockets.
Leslie was making herself at home in his open kitchen and this took precedence over whatever was going on with this girl in front of him. The stunning brunette was in the process of opening a beer as he carried the bags behind the counter. He took the opportunity to close the distance between them reaching around her to confiscate the brew. Leslie smirked as his crotch bumped against her butt.
"Looks like I may have bought too much; I'm going to put some of these under the counter." She snagged a bottle bending over at the waist to open the under counter. Sheriff Reed's eyes nearly popped out of his head as more of her rounded butt emerged from the bottoms of her shorts. More of her sensuous tan lines was revealed as the shorts became wedged into the crack of her ass.
"Fuh-Fuck." He whispered taking a luscious cheek into his left palm squeezing hard.
"Hand me another bottle." His trembling hand fumbled the bottle into her grasp while his other fondled the gap between her legs finding it moist.
His mitt-like hands dug under the cotton material of her shorts squeezing to his heart's content. He gasped realizing that his lovely muse wasn't wearing any panties as Leslie pivoted backwards bouncing her ass against his pelvis. Sheriff Reed had to dip his knees as he ground his crotch against her mound. Leslie proved her spot on the cheerleading squad by placing her fingertips on the linoleum tile floor. His head was almost on a swivel as he constantly looked back towards the cackling school girls in his living room. Leslie's rounded ass perfectly sandwiched his covered erection as he intensified dry humping her while a bead of sweat ran down his brow. He was contemplating whipping out his cock and impaling Leslie when the bell suddenly rang once more drawing a few stares in his direction.
"Shit." He could've killed the person on the other side of the door.
"Thanks for the help, daddy." Leslie straightened her back covertly giving his crotch a squeeze that gave him the indication that more was in the cards later. She ran her tongue lightly over her lips while his fingers dug into the cuff of her right buttock.
"Pizza's-here." Patty was standing in the kitchenette doorway with an odd look on her face. The lithe, athletic blonde took stock of the general position and closeness of the two people in front of her. She was adept at noticing little inconsistencies like the uncomfortable look on the sheriff's face and the strained material of Leslie's shorts.
"Money?" Patty noticed the relative calm of her student superior as she reached into the pocket of her best friend's father like she owned him. Before she could pontificate further, Leslie snagged her bicep turning her forcibly away from the kitchen while pulling the wedgie from her butt for Sheriff Reed's benefit. Patty looked up into the taller girl's features finding the slightest bit of emotional strain as she was shoved ever forward.
"Keep it moving bitch." Patty complied watching pensively as Leslie paid the flustered delivery boy before shoving the large boxes into her chest. Her mind was running laps trying to piece together everything she'd seen while serving the oblivious chattering magpies that made up the rest of the cheerleading squad.
"Patty."
"Yeah?" She found Leslie looking in her direction with a predator's gaze. There was this knowing, self-assured smirk on her face that made the lithe blonde uneasy.
"A word." Leslie meant for her subordinate to follow her as she walked down the hall stretching, running her fingers through her brown mane. She stopped at Red's room holding the door open for Patty to enter. Patty had never been inside Red's room before taking a few moments to look at the immaculately clean room and her case of trophies and assorted awards.
"What does she want from you?" Leslie reclined on her best friend's bed watching the nervous teen in front of her.
"Huh, what?!!" Leslie snickered when the girl jumped at the sound of her voice.
"It's just a question; do you know what she wants from you Patricia?" The affected teen noticed that Leslie reclined almost animal like on her friend's bed without a care in the world.
"What happened to you, Leslie?" The question seemed to pour from her lips without cautionary thought to the consequences.
"That's not what I asked you, bitch."
"Suh-sorry." Patty didn't know what to expect as Leslie slowly stood up in front of her until she found her gaze affixed to the woman's pneumatic chest. Leslie reached up grasping patty's shoulders turning her towards the mirror on Red's vanity table. Both girls stared at one another's reflections as Leslie rested her chin on patty's shoulder.
"Little girl, you always wanted to sit at the big kid's table and now all I see is your scrawny ass drowning in Red's shadow. You wanna be "The Shit" Patty; that what you think it's gonna be all about, bitch? Red is gonna eat you alive." Patty wanted to cry out and slap the taste out of her rival's mouth. There was this sense of dejavu' that was eating away at her.
"It's a little crowded in here, I'm going back to the living room." Leslie quickly reached up cupping her chin so tight that she could feel the girl's nails digging into the tender flesh.
"You really want to know what happened to me, bitch; I have a feeling you are about to find out." Leslie giggled mischievously as Patty wrenched her hand away bolting from the room. Leslie continued staring at her reflection checking her makeup as her friend's father appeared in the door with two glasses of soda. She glanced over in his direction with only her hazel eyes masking the disdain she felt for his boyish behavior.
"I thought you girls could use a drink; then I saw your friend running down the hallway." She turned making it obvious that she was looking directly at his crotch.
"Thanks daddy; just what I needed." She approached him reaching upwards to spill the contents of both glasses on her shirt drenching it completely.
"Leslie-what are you...?!!" His surprise was multiplied a hundred-fold as she peeled off her shirt revealing her full, spongy breasts. Her hard-tan lines were a factor above her waist as well as the wet shirt hung from her fist while she stared him down rolling the nipple of her other breast.
"I guess I'll just have to find something else to wear, won't I Sheriff?" his trembling hands shot out cupping her breasts only to be thwarted when she placed her wet shirt in them instead.
'Be a dear and throw that in the wash for me." His volcanic anger welled up as he chaffed at being made a plaything for a teenage girl's ego.
"Fucking tease!!" He snarled.
"But you love it, daddy." She'd opened Red's dresser tossing a few errant articles of clothing on her hard wood floor. He was on her in a minute roughly groping her breasts a man possessed before plunging his hand into her bottoms to find her virtue soaked.
"Oh fuck, you're so wet." His large fingers clumsily sought the entrance to her sex, squeezing and pursing her lower lips.
"Don't-you'll make me cum." Leslie arched her back pushing her ass into his burgeoning tumescence. She rolled and ground her wide hips into his crotch bringing the middle-aged man to the brink.
"LES-LET ME FUCK YOU!!" He was no longer able to contain himself tugging at her tight shorts down in an attempt to strip her nude. Leslie gasped and humped his probing fingers reveling in her feminine power.
"We can't."
"I'LL BE QUICK; PROMISE!!"
"There are people here; you want them to find us?" Despite her words, Leslie continued twerking her butt into his pelvis.
"Fuck them."
"Stop-No, we can't." His underwear was sticky with precum as he neared the precipice of his lust breathing hard into her lush, brown mane. His fingers were worked out of her bottoms as the nymph began fellating them wantonly.
"Wanna fuck you." He whimpered in her ear.
"No."
"HEY LESLIE; YOU DOWN HERE?!!" The voice of one of the cheerleaders was a few feet away from the door as the entwined couple quickly separated. Sheriff Reed went into a silent, tantrum pounding his fist into his thigh as Leslie slipped on a familiar t-shirt.
"I'LL BE RIGHT THERE; GO BACK TO THE LIVING ROOM, I'M JUST CHANGING CAUSE I SPILT SODA ON MY SHIRT!!" The cartoon character on the shirt was warped by the sheer size and strain of her large breasts creating minute tears in the fabric.
"You can't wear that; it's Red's favorite shirt." The shmoo had never been larger stretched to the limit by Leslie's bounty.
"So, what."
"It's her favorite shirt and you know that."
"So, what you're saying is that you don't want to eat my pussy later, right Sheriff?" He didn't have a response to her sly threat as she adjusted her bottoms before exiting the room. He wiped the sweat from his brow realizing that she'd been power tripping the entire time. The brunette bombshell had his number and there would be no turning back now. He picked up the errant clothing she'd tossed on his daughter's floor stuffing them back into the dresser. It was apparent moments later that something was occurring in his living room as he hurried there finding Patty pointing an accusatory finger at the rest of her teammates.
"WHO DID IT; WHICH ONE OF YOU ASSHOLES DID IT?!!"
The athletic blonde decided to take Leslie's obscure, roundabout advice and leave only to find two of her tires slashed. It was no secret that none of the cheerleaders liked Patty. One of the girls passed a pair of scissors to Leslie behind her back after being talked into the "prank" by the Co-Queen of Maplewood High.



Sheriff Reed was obliged to be the peacemaker worrying that his potential night with Leslie would be disturbed quickly offering his services by calling up roadside assistance to quiet the rattled girl. There was something in Patty's behavior that spiked something inside him. Something screaming trouble in her body language that was goading him to probe deeper. He felt something at the corner of his eye looking over to find Leslie staring intently at him. Everything about her screamed sex affecting the smitten middle-aged man wiping away his curiosity for the allure of her body. Some of the cheerleaders had taken umbrage at Patty's accusations loudly jeering the agitated girl while pelting her with small items (Pennies, Chapstick & a tampon) until she retreated to the outside porch. Patty was becoming more frightened as each minute passed, not knowing what was in the cards once Red arrived.
"Come on, please pick up." Patty dialed up Chelsea repeatedly getting voicemail. Her anxiety mounted with each unsuccessful call until she was in full panic. Fifty-seven calls later Patty decided to strike out on foot awkwardly walking down the stairs to stop as a strange feeling caused her to look over her shoulder. Leslie stood behind the screen door face pressed against the window. She appeared to be mouthing something undecipherable. Patty rattled by the wild expression on her face turned walking forward until she reached the driveway. For some unknown reason, she stopped making one more call to her best friend letting the phone ring until she finally picked up.
"I thought I told you to LOSE my NUMBER you DUMB BITCH!!" Chelsea hung up before she could even respond. Patty peered out at the winding road that led up to Red's ranch house gauging whether she wanted to traverse it to another waiting side street. She noticed an abandoned home across the street wondering if Red was the reason the people moved. Patty thought about her interactions with Red recently regretting the fact that the redheaded firebrand knew about her fear. Their "talks" had been laced with messages of that "inner circle" she'd been seeking for so long. She bristled at her friend's betrayal figuring that Chelsea could have been at her side tonight instead of holding a grudge over a stupid crush. If it wasn't for her, she would have never hooked up with Brad in the first place. Patty wondered hopefully if this weren't some test by Red to see if she was ready for that elusive brass ring.
"It's a mind fuck; I know it." Patty stuffed her phone into the pocket of her jacket making the decision to complete the night against her own intuition.
The loud sound of thumping music suddenly filled the air as she turned to find Red's Camaro barreling up the drive towards the house. A nervous shiver shot up her back as the car pulled into the driveway continuing onward in a diagonal path cutting her off from the house. Patty found herself facing the passenger side door as the window lowered revealing Red sitting with her hands at the two-ten position on the steering wheel.
"Come on, I don't have all day; get in." She ordered barely audible over the music.
"Uhm, I left my phone inside; I need to-get it." Patty stammered.
"What did I just tell you Patricia?"
"Yeah uhm, okay-okay Red." She was already trembling as she grabbed the handle fumbling with it a few times before managing to open the door. She caught her foot on some turf stumbling to one knee nervously before recovering and sitting beside Red. She threw up a little in her mouth as the redhead leaned over snapping her seatbelt into place.
"Immigrant Song" by Led Zeppelin filled the interior of the vehicle as Red roughly backed out of the driveway gunning it back down the winding road and out onto the freeway. The redheaded enigma pushed the car to its limits until everything seemed to be vibrating prompting the frightened blonde to steady herself. Red's face was impassive, her eyes hidden behind some mirror shades as she shifted gears like she was racing Nascar. The scenery outside her window became a blur as she reconsidered rolling out of the speeding vehicle. Patty's heart was thumping hard in her chest while her joints tightened painfully as she braced herself for whatever came next. She was suddenly thrown against the window as Red made a sharp right turn bumping her temple against it. Her head was throbbing from the impact as the car sped down an off ramp with Red hitting the brakes halfway down skidding onto a side street before slowing down enough for her to pull into a parking space. Patty lurched forward catching her breath and nearly hitting her head on the dashboard.
"Well, we're here." Red finally spoke removing her shades to regard her trembling passenger.
"What-where are we?"
"Get out." It was the first time she'd looked directly at Red since she'd entered the car. There wasn't anything in her beautiful face that was overly alarming. Patty flinched when Red reached over snapping her seatbelt loose causing the girl to jerk forward awkwardly as her cellphone fell to the car floor.
"I thought you left your phone back at my house?!!" The girls exchanged glances for a few seconds before Patty slowly retrieved her phone. Red quickly snatched the phone dropping it into her cup holder.
"Uhm, that's my phone."
"It is, wow bitch, I never would have known if you didn't tell me. I mean it's not like it just fell out of your pocket where it wasn't supposed to be, huh Patty?" Red face palmed trolling the visibly, nervous girl who fidgeted in her seat.
"Can I be honest with you, Red?"
"Shoot."
"I'm really FUCKING SCARED of you and right now it's all I can do to keep from PISSING MYSELF!! You can tell me we're cool all you want, but I just get jumpy and fucking twitchy when I'm close to you like this. It was the thing where you made me look in the mirror and that other shit where you told me like-HOW YOU WOULD TOTALLY BEAT MY ASS all hypothetical-like and...well, I don't know what to do right now!" Red sat wide eyed and motionless watching her charge admit everything. Her mouth was slightly agape as Patty rambled.
"Can I be honest with you, Patty?"
"Uhm, yeah."
"I knew that shit all along and I'm really sorry about that; besides, that's why we're here in the first place."
"Wh-Where are we?"
"Come with me and find out; most importantly, relax all right?" Red placed her hand over Patty's own resting on her thigh with a reassuring smile before stepping out of the car. The athletic blonde followed cautiously as Red stepped up on the curb. Patty followed nervously looking about as if she expected someone to run up on her right there on the street.
"Patricia."
"Yeah?" Red was standing a few feet ahead of her at the steps of a modest home gesturing her forward with an easy-going wave of her hand. Patty found herself at the bottom of a short set of steps looking up at a girl sitting there quietly reclining. The girl was short and chunky with huge breasts that almost appeared to rest on her knees that were drawn up under her torso. She was wearing a pink top that did little to contain her bosomy wealth. Her round face was decidedly adorable and bit edgy owing to the dark eyeshadow surrounding her blue eyes. It had the effect of making them stand out all contrasting with the burgundy lipstick framing a knowing smirk on her face. The girl was reclining at an angle looking okay with being on display for the head cheerleader.
"Recognize her?"
"Well, she looks kind of familiar." Patty lied.
"Don't fuck around, take a closer look." Patty turned giving the girl in front of her a closer look surprised when the chubby teen crooked a finger beckoning her forward. Patty placed a foot on the bottom step leaning forward as the girl in front of her leaned forward stopped only by her huge breasts. Her blonde hair looked wet and styled almost in a nod to 1920's flappers accentuated by a simple child's barrette. Patty had this habit of checking out other girls around her unconsciously comparing herself to them with some internal measuring stick of acceptability. This girl had a strange look cocking her had to the side while continuing the motion urging Patty forward with a single finger until their faces were closer than the blonde would've liked.
"Boo." Patty flinched causing both girls to laugh uproariously at her predicament. Red was flushed bending over holding her taunt stomach. The other girl rolled with the situation flattening a palm against her gargantuan bosom.
"Shit Red, what the fuck have you been doing to this girl?"
"Nothing; a little intimidation maybe." Red continued wiping tears from her eyes making Patty feel like an idiot.
"You'd think you beat her ass worse than me; did you make her get naked and do the "Maplewood Walk of Shame" too?" Patty suddenly realized who she had been staring at for the last few minutes. She recalled slapping this girl's books from her hands and scattering all her belongings to the bottom of a stairwell. She'd been among three other girls rushing up the stairs towards a fat girl wanted by Red. Patty knew it had something to do with Brad Tucker but hadn't pushed forward to find out why. It had been one of the few times she'd listened to her best friend Chelsie. Patty recalled laughing with her friends about how stupid this girl looked tumbling down the stairs.
"You're her; the fat girl that, uhm...oh, sorry." She noticed the girl never stopped smiling down at her from the top of the stoop.
"Her name's April, bitch." Red corrected.
"Sorry." April didn't respond choosing to simply shrug her shoulders as Red turned to Patty.
"Do you know why I brought you here, now?"
April stood walking down the stairs to embrace Red in a deep hug before reaching down taking the cheerleader's hands in her own before looking over her shoulder at Patty.
"We made up; we're cool Patricia and April is uh, very close to me. I guess I just wanted you to see that I'm not the monster everyone thinks I am; right April?"
"Yeah." Patty scratched her head at the scene in front of her feeling that it should be impossible for these girls to be friends considering their history.
"Are you still afraid of me, now?"
"I-guess not."
"She's so fucking cute Red; petite with just the hint of a figure and who's idea was the Cindy Brady hair?" April took stock of the anxious looking teen.
"That's all her, but I kind of like it."
"Everybody keeps calling me Cindy Brady, so I just went with it I guess. Maybe one day somebody will tell that actress that she fucking looks like me." Red and April giggled at her answer and Patty didn't know if they were laughing at the joke or her.
"Ambitious too, huh?"
"Oh, you have no idea; if I didn't keep watch, Patty would be running the squad." The thin blonde gushed on the inside at her perceived superior's evaluation.
"Thanks." Red responded by pinching her cheek.
"So, Patty, can you guess the other reason I brought you here?"
"No, sorry."
"You said you wanted to be let in on things, didn't you?"
"Yes."
"I'm going to do something real shitty to Coach Hamblen; he's been pissing me off lately and I just wanted to know if you were down with my play; are you interested?" Her question hung in the air for a few moments as Patty tried to figure out how to answer.
"I-I guess so, Red."
"Are you sure because it's okay to say no; you can still go back to the kiddie table if you want." There it was, the brass ring she'd been looking for since she joined the cheerleading squad. Red was standing in front of her offering everything on a proverbial silver platter.
"I'm all in Red, whatever you want." Red placed her hands on the smaller girl's shoulders looking at her with pride before drawing her into a deep hug as April cooed.
"April, you got that shit I asked for?"
"Yeah, it's in my room."
"Patty, could you help with the box?" Red was looking directly in the Patty's face as she noticed the girl still felt slightly unsure about things.
"Sure."
April walked up the stairs opening her front door for patty to enter as Red walked up behind her subordinate. Patty took stock of the living room which seemed to be cluttered and noticed the plastic covers still on the couch. It looked like the home of an elderly person with many placards of a religious nature.
"Man, you really are a cutie." April seemed to be checking her out craning her head up and down taking in her modest figure hidden under the track suit.
"I feel like you're checking me out." Patty admitted."
"Would it be a problem if I was?" April's comment hung in the air giving the cheerleader pause. Patty looked over her shoulder to find Red texting someone on her phone.
"No, I uh, don't think so." She answered as April pushed the door to her bedroom open.
"Don't worry, I'm in a committed relationship; at least I'm committed anyway."
"Is it, a girl?"
"Yeah, but I go both ways honey; I like to keep my options open." The interior of April's room was in direct contrast to everything outside it with horror movie posters and strange drawings adorning the walls. The furniture still looked antiquated while her bed seemed to have an extra mattress and more comforters than Patty 'd ever seen. She wasn't the cleanest person either judging from discarded food containers and underwear on the floor. April stopped abruptly, turning to Patty as their chests bumped.
"Do you like my hole?"
"WHU-WHAT?!!" Both girls laughed again making the inept cheerleader feel even more like an idiot.
"My room stupid; geez Red, what is this chick on, man?" April sounded irritated.
"She's just scared; a fucking chicken shit."
"Sorry."
"Here, lighten up bitch." April handed her a bottle of alcohol from her cluttered dresser top. Patty nervously took a swig from the bottle under the gaze of both girls hoping the act of faith would earn their trust.
"There you go, honey." Red patted her on the back encouraging the skittish girl to take another drink.
"Hey Red, check it out; I just picked this up yesterday." April rummaged around in her bedside table producing a selfie stick as Patty took a final drink finishing the bottle.
"It's a fucking selfie stick, so what?"
"Well I never had one before; I figured we could uh, break it in." April explained straight faced as Patty coughed up a little bit of the liquor already feeling slightly nauseous.
"You want to take a picture?"
"Well yeah; I thought it'd be cool since we've got your friend here. You know, kind of a girlie thing with all three of us, Red." The redhead glanced over at Patty while considering her friend's request.
"Where's your mom?"
"She's pulling a double shift; she ain't gonna walk in on us, Red." Patty was rubbing her temples feeling the effects of the alcohol.
"All right, let's do it!" Red acquiesced.
April giggled quickly reaching down to draw the hem of her top up over her voluptuous chest with a bit of difficulty. The large brassiere she wore was no match for her charms which threatened to erupt from their paltry confines. Patty watched the rubbery bounce and sway of her bosom becoming alarmed when the chubby girl began shimmying out of her skirt as well. The chubby girl revealed a body that was built to hold her enormous breasts with a torso that merged into slightly narrow hips over short, shapely legs.
"What are you-doing?" She was already half drunk from the bottle of hooch she downed in good faith to her host. She found Red without a top when she turned to her leader for an explanation. Both teens lost their bottoms in front of Patty. She felt intimidated as Red stood before her perfect figure and all in a tiny pair of bikini panties adorned with a Misfit's logo before noticing April wearing the same. April caught her looking unnerved snapping the hemline of her underwear for effect.
"This is how we do it; scary, right." Red was behaving as if it was the most natural thing in the world snapping her bra strap back into place.
"She's so little, maybe she's intimidated." April added.
"I'M NOT!!" Patty retorted drunkenly drawing the zipper down on her track suit to expose her chest encased in a sports bra. Red and April watched her drunkenly toss her jacket before clumsily shimmying out of her pants and sneakers. After she was done stripping down to her underwear and crew socks, she became aware of April's pointed gaze boring into her athletic frame. April smirked as the blonde attempted to cover her modest breasts and crotch with her hands looking jailhouse nervous.
"OH, LET'S GET THIS OVER WITH!!" Red shouted connecting April's phone to the selfie stick.
She sounded annoyed enough to put her charge at ease with the strange circumstances. The teens crowded in side by side as Red held the stick aloft looking for a good angle with Patty in-between both girls. April made Patty uneasy mashing her thick body against her hip while Red mirrored her actions. Both girls placed a hand on Patty's opposing waist boxing her between them.
"We're a little close, aren't we?" Patty couldn't deny her skin was crawling a little bit as Red began snapping a series of photos. The blonde looked nonplused forcing a wide smile as the girls struck sexy poses with Red clicking away.
"Shut up, I got this." Red nudged her with an elbow quieting the girl as she prepared to take one more photo.
"These look so good; Patty you're so fucking hot, I just wanna eat you-up."
"HUH?!!"
"I'm just fucking with you baby; I already told you that I only have eyes for one girl, okay?" April half snickered mashing her large breasts together knowing the blonde's large, expressive eyes followed their movement involuntarily. April decided to put an end to her teasing wrapping a housecoat around her thick frame as Patty felt relieved. She looked away when their eyes met as Red methodically disconnected the phone from the selfie stick.
"Must be one special girl to make you toss the dick, huh?" Patty burped, coughing up a bit of the alcohol in her system.
"Well, you know her; you can't tell me Red ain't enough woman."
"What?" Patty quickly turned not realizing Red was at her back.
"FUCKING WHORE!!" The selfie stick sliced through the air with a whistle striking the unsuspecting girl across the back leaving a diagonal welt. Red caught her two more times, once on the back with the second swiping a perfect horizontal line across the back of her neck. Patty 's bloodcurdling screams filled the house as she attempted to bolt towards the door colliding into April who shoved her back towards the bed as Red laid in some more shots while grabbing a fist full of the girl's blonde locks. Patty found herself being painfully pulled to the other side of the bed on her belly as Red directed a few shots across the small of the back and her right buttock exposed from the scuffle with her chubby associate. The blonde went into survival mode digging her nails into Red's hand.
"YOU LITTLE, BONY ASS CUNT' I'M GONNA FUCK YOU UP!!" Red howled dropping the selfie stick to lay in some clubbing blows to the side of the blonde's head. April watched everything grinning like a jackal and trembling from the excitement of it all rubbing her sopping wet crotch. It was like watching some wild animal devour screaming prey as Red continued raining clubbing blows down on the girl's head while simultaneously yanking at the hair on her scalp.
"NOOOOOO-PLEASE STOP HITTING ME, I'M SORRY MELSISSA; DON'T KILL ME!!" The unsuspecting girl lost some of her hair which ripped away in Red's fist as she tumbled headfirst onto the floor of April's bedroom. The sudden motion caused Red to tumble backwards into the window knocking a few potted plants to the floor as she caught herself lurching forward. Patty managed to get her left forearm up blocking a punt-style kick aimed at her face. The pain was excruciating as she rolled over facing the bedside table favoring her arm. The head cheerleader would not be denied locking her fingers around the girl's throat squeezing as hard as she could.



"Please don't'-Red, I'm so sorry...don't mommy." Patty gasped looking up into the rage clouded face of her tormentor.
"BRAD TUCKER-TALK!!" Red demanded mounting the prone girl while grabbing more fistfuls of her hair.
"Yuh-Yes." Patty confessed.
"SO, YOU'RE FUCKING HIM, RIGHT?!!" Red slammed her head on the floor demanding more detail as patty's long legs flailed about knocking the multitude of small objects and makeup from the bedside table. April flopped across her bed to stoop her lamp from crashing into the floor.
"No, it was just one time."
"BULLSHIT!!"
"It-was just one time a few weeks ago when-I saw him there smoking." Red relented processing everything she was heard before slapping Patty hard across the cheek.
"You better make me understand or I'm going to make you FUCKING UGLY, BITCH!!"
"He was sitting in the bleachers at the football stadium smoking; I went up to him and he started running away and fell down the steps. I talked him into going to my father's cabin-WE HAD SEX; I'M SORRY RED, HE DIDN'T WANNA DO IT BUT-WE JUST FUCKED!! HE WAS ACTING ALL WEIRD AND RAN AWAY AFTER WE -DID IT!!" Patty left out Chelsea's involvement realizing how wrong she'd been not to have listened to her friend. She was experiencing a moment of extreme clarity.
"What do you mean he ran away?" April butted into the girl's confession, intrigued.
"He started crying and stuff while he was fucking me; then-then, he was gone." Patty continued until Red pressed her palm down over the girl's mouth putting all her weight across the bridge of the nose and lips. Red's face was flushed crimson while her hair was all over her head unkempt from the exertion looking like some lion's mane.
"YOU LIKE BRAD'S COCK, DON'T YOU BITCH?!!" Red was breathing through her mouth as little drops of spittle rained down on her victim's face. April had come around to the side of the bed as she experienced a moment of Deja vu remembering her mother in that same spot the night they were discovered making love.
"It-It hurt really bad."
"But, you liked it; you liked feeling all that power between your legs, didn't you?" April asked.
"Nuh-No!!"
"DON'T LIE TO ME SLUT!!" Red's fist collided with the girl's right eye with a loud, resounding smack as April reached in placing her hands on Red's shoulders earning a threatening glare.
"Yes, I- liked it; liked how it felt." Patty offered figuring these were her last moments on earth.
"OOOHHHHH MY GAAAWD, I FUCKING HATE YOU PATTY!! I HATE YOU BITCH!!" April was shocked to see tears rolling down the redhead's cheeks before she resumed pummeling Patty's temple with clubbing blows along her hair line. She intentionally stayed away from the girl's face. Screams and crying from both girls filled the house making April antsy enough to interfere again.
"Come on Melissa; you know you NEED her, baby. You can't damage her too badly or the shit won't work and I made her such a lovely little dress, too. Red, you've got to chill; remember that FUCKING COACH, MELISSA-RED!!" She was relieved as her lover reared back on her haunches while Patty covered her face sobbing.
"She fucked my boyfriend, April."
"But Coach Hamblen will get away with it if you keep beating her; besides we can always pick up Brad later." Red looked up at her lover's face processing her words.
"Look, just step outside the room and let me talk to her for a few minutes, okay?"
"She's evil Patty; Brad would've never fucked this skinny tramp after what-!!" April pressed a finger to her lips silencing a potential confession and something that could be used as leverage against her later.
"You can stand right outside the door, just five minutes."
Red slowly stood favoring the hand she'd been using to pound her victim looking remorseful as she slowly walked out of the room with April closing the door behind her. Patty curled up into a ball on the floor amongst all of April's personal items. The chubby sycophant tightened the sash on her housecoat before kneeling near Patty's head.
"Are you okay?" The battered girl silently nodded in the negative afraid to look in her direction.
"Look, hear me out uh, Patty; Melissa is really sensitive about Brad Tucker, you know? I should admit they're not good for each other but if I tell her that, she won't let me eat her pussy. I know how this fucking looks and I'm sincerely sorry this shit happened but you need to think about how you're going to make things right or I'm afraid she's going to fucking, kill you. You're not ready to die are you, Patty?"
"No."
"I think I can work something out, but you have to follow my lead." April rubbed the top of the girl's head feeling the various lumps and bruises there along with the missing plug of hair. One of her breasts bore three scratch marks and her back was already turning black and blue from the selfie stick.
"What are you gonna do?" She asked barely above a whisper still addled from the spiked alcohol and stress.
"I'm gonna go out in the hall and talk to her; whatever she asks when that door opens, just say yes."
"Okay."
April stepped out into the hall as Patty considered crawling under the bed finding that a losing thought because of the numerous plastic bins underneath it. Her thin, athletic body was wracked with pain as the door open again.
"Stand up Patty, it's gonna be all right, now." Patty didn't budge covering her head with both hands expecting Red to pounce.
"GET THE FUCK UP!!" Red snarled prompting the girl to stand quickly still unable to look at her captors. April stepped forward hugging the frightened girl in a deep embrace before cradling her cheeks.
"Patty, it's okay; We've talked it over and it's probably Brad's fault this shit happened. I need you to look Red in the face and admit what a slut you are; tell her that you're still her friend because she thinks you hate her." April measured her words stifling laughter at the utter bullshit she was knowingly spewing. Red stood there with a manufactured, hurt expression on her face, pouting.
"I'm sorry, I'm a slut Red; I-I don't hate you." She broke down hiding her face as April cradled her battered frame with an arm around her shoulders.
"Red, do you accept this bitch's apology?"
She didn't respond choosing to review her handiwork present on the surface of the girl's battered figure. There was no discernable emotion on the beautiful girl's face as she pulled on a lock of her own red mane.
"You heard her Red, she apologized."
"Okay Patty, let me take you home." Red snatched at the girl's hand as Patty crouched low to the floor screaming and tearing at April's housecoat. She didn't want to be alone with the psychotic cheerleader.
"NO!! NO, I WANNA STAY HERE WITH YOU APRIL, PLEASE!!" April patted her head drawing the girl back to her feet into an embrace.
"Red said that she'd take you home and I believe you can trust her; it was really nice meeting you honey." April kissed her on the cheek leaving a smudge of her dark colored brand. Patty knew her odds of making it home were futile considering the head cheerleader's rage.
"Please let me stay her with you; I-I mean we just met and I wanna get to know you April, can't I stay here?"
"Are you serious?"
"Yeah."
April tightened her embrace around the thin girl kissing her on the mouth like a lost lover. Patty retched and gagged as the chubby girl's tongue invaded her mouth twirling around. She shoved her palms into April's huge bosom trying to disengage the kiss as a hand cupped her butt.
"WHU-WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!!" Patty gasped.
"You said you wanted to get to know me, didn't you?"
"BUT- I DIDN'T...!!"
"So, you want to go home with Red then?" Patty looked over at the redhead watching the exchange with flaring nostrils.
"No, I-I want to stay here." She realized the trap all too late as the girl's plan all along.
"So, you know what that means right, Patty?" Red's green eyes pierced into her blue ones delivering a mute threat.
"Yuh- I, uhm, yes." Before she could protest further, Aprils lips covered hers with her tongue finding entrance between the girl's thin lips. The thick, chubby miscreant knew what she was doing as both of her hands sunk into the back of Patty's underwear groping and kneading her ass cheeks. Patty didn't know what to do opting to let her arms hang in the air as April ran her tongue across her cheek and suckled her throat. Patty shrieked before muffling her mouth with her hand when her sex was cupped locking her thighs together attempting to expel the probing digits. April let two fingers rub her slit until she started to get wet against her will. Patty never lost eye contact with the emotionless redhead standing a few feet away watching pensively. A finger managed to find its way inside curving up against her G-Spot lightly tracing a minute circular motion. Shockwaves of pleasure exploded throughout her pelvis running up her spine as Patty moaned unlocking her legs to allow more fingers inside.
April was savoring every bit of this new seduction turning the girl to face the bed before dropping down on her haunches taking Patty's underwear along her long slender legs. Despite herself the athletic blonde shuddered as April licked a trail up her calves past her slightly thicker thighs to her peachy toned butt. Red stood motionless watching her lover's progress, her mouth minutely agape while her nostrils flared. A animalistic yelping noise escaped Patty's lips as April buried her face between the girl's cheeks licking her front and back door. It was too much for the slender blonde who reached back trying to grab a handful of April's wet locks only to have her wrist painfully ensnared.
"I do the touching, sweetie." Patty struggled a bit as the chubby girl bent her over the bed pushing three fingers inside. April knew exactly what was doing working Patty's G-Spot until she was literally gushing all over her fingers as she came loudly. The wet, squelching sound filled the room as April continued fingering the girl until she was flopping around like a fish trying to disengage the fingers inside her walls. April managed to get a knee on top of her mattress pinning the closest arm under it.
"THAT HURTS!!"
"Yeah, I know baby girl; pleasure can be so much better with a little pain mixed into the proceedings. Trust me, I know all about it Patty; Red has been quite a revelation girlfriend; keep cumming for me, bitch." Patty squawked as a finger caressed her brown eye until it was able to find entrance stimulating her prostate.
"WHUT-WHAAAAAT ARE YOU DOING?!! THAT FEELS FUCKING WEIRD, OOOHHHHH!!" April's manipulation of all of her weak points resulted in a prolonged, screaming orgasm that exploded from her bowels prompting April to clamp a hand over the girl's mouth. It felt like her chest would explode as April finally relented allowing her to curl into a ball on the soaked mattress. She didn't move when April began licking at welts on her back while fingering herself. Patty was exhausted as April rolled her onto her back for a deep, sensual kiss.
"I'm loving this little bitch; I'm gonna fuck you until you don't know which way is up! Look at these cute, little tits and this tight cunt." Her hand covered Patty's mound while her fingers traced the girl's reddened slit.
"Please, let me rest a little." Patty begged.
"Fuck you." A finger slipped into her cunt sending a shockwave up her spine. Patty reached down grabbing April's hand with both of her own as she shook her head begging off.
"I'm sensitive down there, just give me a few minutes."
"Is that right?"
"Yeah?"
"I have something that can fix that right up, baby." April climbed down from the bed opening her closet door to remove a harness hanging on the hook inside. Red watched as her lover tightened up the harness before reaching into a dresser drawer to remove a large, pink dildo. Patty was facing away towards the bedroom door gasping loudly. She considered making a run for it relenting when she figured there would be no time to grab her clothing. The trembling girl didn't know where in Maplewood she was and Red would most likely kill her on the spot. Patty resolved to ride the situation out; she had no other options. April pounced on top of the smaller girl using her weight to pin her to the bed as the toy breached her tunnel.
"HEY, WHAT-THE -FUCK?!!" Patty's thing legs were forced apart by the sheer size of the girl on top smashing her into the mattress. April pinned her wrists over her head inching up on her knees until Patty's narrow butt left the bed.
"Fuck is right, bitch." April buried the rest of the toy inside bottoming out with a few inches left outside in an obscene display.
"IT'S-IT'S TOO BIG; TAKE IT OUT!!" Patty struggled mightily against April fueling the deviant's desire further as she began bouncing and rolling her hips driving the dildo into her at an angle. Despite herself, the lithe, athletic blonde's body worked against her coating the toy in a milky sheen until it was sliding in and out in a pistoning motion. Every foray inside ended with the dildo bottoming out but April seemed to want to go further grinding her hips in a circular motion completely stuffing the girl until all strength departed her figure. April pulled her wrists downward as she arched her back partially raising Patty off the bed to face her directly. Sweat was marring her cartoonish makeup giving her the appearance of a demented cherub.
"You're going to be begging to come back here by tomorrow." Her trapped wrists were adjacent pushing her breasts together in a restricted manner as they bounced wildly on her chest. The wet, sloshing sound was louder than before as Patty's head rolled backward suddenly like it would fall from her body.
"HEY, DON'T FUCKING PASS OUT ON ME NOW, BITCH!!" April released her hand to cradle the back off the girl's head lowering her to the mattress. Patty lay on her side still straddled and stuffed full taking long, powerful thrusts from the pink toy.
"This bitch said she liked Brad's cock; liked getting it rough and she can't even take me on, Red. She's just about fucking useless. I'm so damn bored with this twit; what should I do next?"
"Be-creative." Red instructed staring impassively down at her victim while April rolled the girl onto her belly never disengaging the fake cock. Patty had long since forgotten Red's presence in the room as she was taken by a girl who'd also been a victim of the head cheerleader. Brad Tucker was the one thing both girls had in common as the catalyst for Red's rage and alibi for letting her monster rise to the surface.
April's fingers pried apart the small, oval shaped cheeks kneading and fondling with purpose. There was a slight discoloration of the pink skin in the shape of this girl's underwear. She managed to get the head of the phony cock inside Patty's backdoor with a modicum of effort.
"Taken it in the ass before, huh bitch?" Patty slowly nodded her head as the rest of its length filled her bowels.
"Then I don't have to feel guilty." The bed rocked and shook as April assumed a prone position over the smaller girl. Her massive breasts pressed down onto Patty's welted up back exceedingly hot to the touch. Her bruises were irritated by the skinship causing the girl to twist and squirm under the heavier teen mounting her.
"WE'VE GOT A RUNNER!!" April quickly pounded into the girl with everything she had getting screams, and gasps she'd been looking for since taking the cheerleader. It was just something to do outside of her own interests and Red exclusively. She took a fistful of Patty's blonde hair pulling back until the girl was forced to look at Red's face. The redhead's face was flushed as she fingered herself to the extreme rutting happening before her green eyes. Her panties were soaked, her nipples painfully erect from watching her "true protégé" fuck the snot out of a scheming social climber she had little use for. Both girls soon became aware of a ringing phone which turned out to be April's. The chubby blonde snatched up the phone staring at the screen with a look of uncharacteristic anxiety.
"Shit." April tossed the thin girl headfirst onto the floor snatching up the phone before bolting out of the room slamming the door behind her.
Patty was crumpled into a ball on the floor taking minutes to rouse only to find herself looking directly at the bald mound of Melissa Reed a.k.a Red. She stared for seconds before looking up into the redhead's face in terror.
***********************************************************************************
"You found it right away, huh?"
"You're very sneaky April; when did you put your number into my phone?" Humbert was amused at finding her number in his contacts.
"Let's just say I have very nimble fingers."
"Do you now; what else do I have to worry about?"
"If I tell you, what's the fun in that Humbert?" she wondered what he would think if he could see that she was currently standing in the hallway of her home in the buff. April smirked wondering what he would think of he saw her and Red fucking the shit out of stereotypical "dumb blonde" goof Patty.
"I don't know how to answer that; will there be a chance to find out more, April?" She chuckled aloud against her wishes at her deception.
"So, you're actually interested."
"You gonna make me twist in the wind?"
"Of course not, you have no idea how this makes me feel; doing wonders for my fragile ego." He was silent on the other end of the line pondering her words, unsure of what to say next.
"Is that it, Humbert or are we just going to listen to each other breathe into the fucking phone?" She was rubbing her puffy mound pondering their future together and what could be.
"OOOHHHH, Uhm, what are you wearing?" April burst out laughing making him feel stupid for asking such a basic question.
"Nothing." She answered.
"What?"
"I'm naked." Her girlish giggles made him laugh as well breaking the ice between them.
"Okay, I get it; now you're fucking with me, right?" April draped an arm across her breasts drawing them tightly together but obscuring her nipples before taking a selfie.
"Wait for it, Humbert."
"HOLY SHIT!!" The photo of her cavernous cleavage caught the geek by surprise letting him know that the strange, eclectic girl meant business.
"Told you so, now would you like pictures of some other body parts?"
"Decorum and good upbringing dictates that I answer in the negative, April. Wow, you uh; had me at hello definitely." There was no way he could hide his reaction to her impressive stats.
"Like I said before, where's the fun in that? Besides uh, I think Quid Pro Quo is in order if you get my drift?"
"Quid Pro Quo?"
"Yeah, send me a picture of your dick."
"WHAT?!! I CAN'T DO THAT!!" She'd already figured his answer out facepalming at the geek's clueless state and wishing he could see what he she was really like.
"Chill, now that was fucking with you Humbert. I gotta go, got things to do and we'll work it out later." There were sounds of a struggle and muffled whimpering coming from her bedroom. April was worried that Red lost control and was strangling the life out of Patty as she spoke to Humbert.
"WAIT!!"
"What is it, speak?"
"Uh, I-I wanted to kind of ask you out; maybe do something with me?"
"Oh, we're gonna do something all right."
"I don't mean that; I mean a real date that's maybe a little out of the norm?" She could hear the anxiety in his voice.
"Sounds-interesting; but I'm tied up tomorrow so can we take a raincheck?"
"UH, IT'S FOR THIS WEEKEND COMING UP!!" He blurted out.
"All right baby, I really have to go now; call me tomorrow night and do me a favor hon?"
"What?"
"Don't hurt yourself jacking it to that picture; save a little for me stud." Humbert made unintelligible noise signaling his surprise that ended up as more of a gurgle. April continued laughing quickly hanging up in his face. She looked down cupping the undersides of her breasts weighing them in her palms and rolling the nipples before taking another selfie of her exposed rack to send to him as a sign of good faith. She whimsically bounced down the corridor pushing the door to her bedroom open. Red was in her birthday suit sitting upright in the lush bed with her shapely derriere planted on Patty face.



"What?" Red shrugged.
"What am I gonna do with you?" The door to the bedroom slammed loudly echoing throughout the otherwise dead house. Patty's whimpering and labored screams soon followed.
*************************************************************************************
Sheriff Reed wasn't used to frustration or compromise but he was getting a clinic in both as Leslie deftly managed to keep one of her teammates with her for the remainder of the evening. She'd covertly flaunted her rising power over him even going so far as to give the other cheerleaders alcohol laced drinks explaining that it wasn't as bad as letting the girls drink from the bottle like she'd originally intended. He noticed that she didn't imbibe, explaining that her body was a temple and she intended to keep it that way. All he wanted was to stuff her full of himself in the worst way figuring that she was teasing him because of his callous comments the last time they hooked up. It was a point of growing apprehension and anxiety between them as his eyes followed her heart shaped derriere until he could take it no more. Then girl's pillowed encampment in the living room presented an obstacle to his desires daring him to reveal himself to a room full of teenagers ripe at the cusp of life about to graduate high school and move on in the world. The cacophony of mounting gossip and girl talk was grating on the lawman's ears as he realized how little time he'd spent with his own daughter. Leslie Kennedy was somehow different in his eyes appearing more self-assured and womanly compared to her contemporaries. He watched as the lesser girls continually commented on the buxom brunette's appearance losing it internally as Leslie got on all fours popping her full ass out to be continually slapped by her drunken teammates. One of the inebriated teens mounted her like a horse while her teammates clapped and cheered loudly.
"Fuck this shit." He mumbled to himself, internally cursing at his daughter who still hadn't returned home. He fidgeted around in his pock et fishing out his phone to call up his absentee little girl. Her phone had been switched off causing him to scratch his auburn hair wondering what sort of trouble she was up to in her absence.
"Uhm, Mr. Sheriff you look kind of lonely; are you lonely sir?" It was the platinum blonde teen he'd met first during the evening. He noticed her uneven gait and bloodshot eyes as she leaned against the kitchen doorframe.
"Young lady, you are drunk and I think you should kick rocks." He dismissed the girl unwittingly noticed her baby t-shirt and flowered pajama bottoms.
"Uhm, why you so mean, Sheriff-I- I winna [Hick] be nice to you Red-Daddy." Her hand slid up her bare abdomen slovenly revealing the creamy undersides of her breasts. She wasn't wearing a brassiere and she was definitely three sheets to the wind.
"Kick fucking rocks-Get out of my face before I run you home to your parents in the back of my patrol car, kid."
"You are so mean." Both of her hands were in her pants rubbing her crotch as he realized she wasn't wearing underwear. She stomped off back to the living room to a chorus of laughter and clapping. He fumed noticing Leslie looking in his direction revealing her misdeed with a wink. Sheriff Reed stormed off to his bedroom slamming the door loudly eliciting even more harpy's laughter from the cheerleaders. He paced for a few minutes concluding that he would just put an end to the party altogether when he was disturbed by knocking at his door. He figured the weird overbite girl had returned for more mischief snatching the door open with the intent of imposing his authority.
"Don't be mad, I was just having a little fun." Leslie stood in front of the doorway staring into his barrel chest.
"You want to have some fun, huh?"
"Yeah, don't you, daddy?" Leslie seemed to do everything for effect running a finger along her bottom lip. Before she could react he'd already snatched her inside his room pushing his body into hers as their lips mashed together. Her tongue darted into his mouth fluttering against his own as her nails dug into his right ass cheek while his thick fingers pinched her supple tit through the cotton material of his daughter's favorite shirt. The sponginess coupled with its volume made it almost feel like a muscle in his palm. She slapped his hand away yanking the shirt up to reveal her right breast hard tan lines and all with the thick nipple making his mouth water enough to take it between his teeth. She pushed back moaning and whimpering but he was determined to get some satisfaction.
"I want it, give it to me!" Leslie hissed shoving her hand down the front of his pants groping with a sense of ownership. Both struggled to get his fly open finally revealing his engorged tumescence which immediately suffered in her pistoning grasp as his strength wavered allowing her to squat on the back of her calves taking him whole in one fluid motion.
"AAAAHHHHH FUCK; OOOOHHH NOOOOO!!" Leslie's teasing had taken its toll as he erupted into her mouth with an epic volume of thick, milky semen. Inconsiderately filling it to capacity and soiling her face from nostril to chin as he leaned forward placing a hand on the back of his bedroom door to steady himself. Leslie lurched forward sucking on his failing member hard as her cheeks pursed inward.
"Come on now; the girls in the other room." He moaned more out of exhausted fulfillment than anything else.
"Oh, so now you care about the girls, huh?" Her fist continued working his cock in a jerking, twisting motion.
"It's not that, I just kind of screamed right now; maybe they heard? Could you go and have a look?"
"Like this?" She motioned towards her soiled face with a glazed smile.
"Shit, girl." He quickly handed her one of his work shirts allowing her to walk to the mirror and clean her beautiful face. His eyes couldn't help but drop to her derriere peeking from the bottoms of her form fitting shorts.
"Fuck." He yanked the offending material down finding trouble when it got caught at the top of her thick thighs. He managed to get half of his cock inside as she reviewed her features in the mirror for any signs of his seed.
"I thought you wanted me to check on the girls?"
"Shut up." Her round ass bounced and rippled against his pelvis for a few seconds before she managed to dislodge it with a twist of her hips.
"Patience, daddy." He almost screamed in frustration as she slowly pulled her shorts up and adjusted her borrowed t-shirt. Leslie was enjoying her effect on the middle-aged man allowing him to gaze at her figure before slowly stepping out into the hall.
"When I get back, I'm gonna sit on your fucking face for going up in me raw, daddy." His face flushed red as a rare smile formed on his usually stoic face. Her face changed as she pulled the door up hiding her dead eyes along with stone features that rivaled his own. Leslie found her teammate sitting in the hallway staring at the adjacent wall. She would've panicked if the buck toothed girl was stoned out of her mind.
"Come on girl; you need to get some sleep." She played mother hen helping her addled teammate to the living room where half of the other girls were sleeping. A few were texting and talking to their boyfriends on their phones. Leslie took it all in reflecting on her earlier days of blissful ignorance amongst their ranks. She noticed a family portrait of Red and her father on the mantle picking it up for a closer look. It was a standard, generic photo that pictured Red sitting in what appeared to be a Catholic School uniform with her father standing behind them in full police uniform even sporting a side arm. Neither parent nor child were smiling.
"Bitch." Her narrowed eyes were burning a hole in Red's part of the photo.
*************************************************************************************
"Smiling Faces Sometimes" by The Undisputed Truth wafted through the room emanating from a clock radio on the floor. Patty sat in front of the mirror at April's makeup table staring blankly at her reflection but seeing nothing. Her blonde hair was all over her head with slivers of it tinted red from the beatings she'd taken all through the night. Her shoulders slumped and her head hung low as April dug around in an adjacent dresser for eyeliner. The chubby misanthrope remained nude from the waist up having tossed on a pair of pink boy shorts. Patty was completely nude other than a blanket that had been draped around her shoulders but slid down to her narrow waist because it wasn't held in place.
"You're gonna love this Patty; it's gonna enhance your plain appearance." April applied the dark eyeliner framing the girl's eyes before layering in eyeshadow to make Patty's big, expressive eyes mirror her own. She smiled at her handiwork going for some dark lipstick in her kit.
"No lipstick." Red starkly ordered sitting in the disheveled bed tapping away at April's laptop in her birthday suit. April's large, black dildo and a host of other sex toys littered the floor around the bed.
"Why?"
"Fuck April, you're gonna have the little bitch looking like your demented ass; that's not what I need."
"I just thought I'd give her a little character, is all."
"What I tell you about thinking, bitch?" April chuckled absentmindedly pinching one of her nipples as Red spoke resisting the urge to bury her face between the redhead's legs.
"I want to go home." Patty managed to speak, forcing the words out from a throat raw with the aftertaste of spiked alcohol and numerous bong hits.
"Yeah, I know slut, but we still have some business to complete before I cut you lose." Red continued typing on the laptop as April walked over staring at the screen with an approving smile.
"Business?"
"Yeah bitch; we were just having fun all this time. Chill, I'm working on your insurance policy right now."
"Please, let me go home; I won't tell anyone about this."
"I know you believe that, but I didn't get where I am by being stupid." Red ignored her lover's doting glance making the dark teen even more aroused.
"I, I-won't tell." Patty begged.
"I know you won't Patricia because I fucking own you bitch. You're my toy and I like to play hard, slut; you're gonna go home, get mad about all this shit and fucking snitch on me, right?"
"NO!"
"No is right Patricia Anne Clark of 4237, Cottonwood Lane; no is right Cutie Pie 317 a.k.a Patricia Anne Clark's Facebook handle, right bitch?"
"How do you know that; who told you that?"
"You did; don't you remember?"
"NO!!"
"Meth is a hell of a drug; probably shouldn't mix that shit with fucking alcohol." April added.
"No, I didn't tell you that." Her head was throbbing and enflamed with the mother of all hangovers. She was shivering and nauseous from her experience.
"Yeah you did; right after that third DP; man Red, you were really laying into her bony ass with my little friend here." April picked up the black dildo savoring the memory before putting it away in her bedside table. The room looked like it had been hit by a tornado.
"I DIDN'T TELL YOU ANYTHING!!" Patty screamed as Red hopped down from the bed placing the laptop on the tabletop in front of her.
"Correction, you're not going to tell anyone, anything." She pressed the enter button on the keyboard.
Patty watched blankly for a few seconds before burying her face in her hands, sobbing. April began combing her hair while humming the oldie playing on the radio. "Smiling Faces Sometimes" by The Undisputed Truth wafted through the room as she looked up into Red's beautiful, smiling face.
*************************************************************************************
"Turn that shit off."
He was lying face down in the bed they'd shared for twenty-five years deftly reached over hitting the snooze button on the clock radio. He unconsciously obeyed his wife's baking order as he slowly awoke looking at the half open door of his bedroom. He rolled over on his back staring at the stark, glittery finish on the ceiling. He was pissed at what he considered a less than manly look to their cluttered bedroom but Rhonda Hamblen always had the last say in their marriage. She was facing the opposite wall, her dirty blonde locks wildly splayed across the pillow as she snored loudly. Their friends jokingly referred to his spouse as the Real Coach of the family. He gingerly lifted the blankets getting a view of her back covered by a simple white tank top and her expansive, flat butt long since lost its youthful bounce fifteen years prior covered in simple briefs. Part of the underwear was wedged in the crack of her butt providing an enticing enough view for the aging gym teacher.
"Rhonda?" He whispered.
"No." She always seemed one step ahead of him knowing what he was about to ask for.
"I'll be quick, promise."
"The kids are right across the hall and they're light sleepers." She shifted in the bed causing more of the material to ride up making her butt look even larger.
"Come on, it's been three weeks since we did it."
"I got a headache."
"That's some bullshit Rhonda; if you don't want to fuck your husband, just say so." He couldn't stand being teased. They were the perfect couple in their high school days with him finding glory on the football field while she cheered him on as his greatest fan. The east coast transplant fresh out of Jersey captured his heart with her curvy figure and strong, Italian features.
"Don't be a child, Larry."
"Fuck are you talking about, Rhonda; who's being a child?"
"There he goes; throwing a tantrum when he can't get what he wants." Her thick accent could be grating at times.
"Is it a crime to want some from your old lady? All you do is fucking tap on that got-damn computer all day while I'm out working all day; some women would be happy their husbands still want to fuck after twenty-five years." Despite his words, he was fondling himself.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Nothing, just saying is all."
"Saying what Larry; you don't find me attractive anymore? I don't look like nothing; that what the fuck you're saying asshole cause you done let yourself go too you know!" She was stirring, building the oncoming argument in her mind.
"I just asked you for some pussy; of course, I find you attractive, geez Rhonda!" She rolled over on her belly draping an arm across his chest.
"You'd better not be fucking anyone behind my back; my cousin Mort is one hell of a fucking attorney!"
"Fuck it; a man just wanted to sleep with his wife and now we're giving out with the fucking threats. You know what Rhonda, forget about it!" He pushed her arm away rolling towards the open door of his bedroom fuming and secretly reliving his one true infidelity week earlier with Leslie. Red had made an offer he couldn't refuse and he'd finally nailed the shunned beauty with savage intent. His erection throbbed at the thought of Maplewood High's ice queen squirming under his sweaty body.
"Sorry hon, don't get all bent; I love you, okay?" Her body pressed into his back as her hand dipped into the fly of his boxers handling his generous endowment. Three of her fingers encircled his cock slowly stroking with mounting vigor recalling the chaste early days of their relationship when he'd been addicted to her right hand. Her strict parents had forced and shamed her into promising no sex before marriage but she was worried he'd stray. So, Rhonda Cappelletti obliged her future husband with continuous twisting handjobs to keep him in check until her own mounting lust got the better of her. It was a shotgun wedding of sorts afterwards with her giving up her dreams to become a textbook housewife.
"Yeah, jerk that cock; you know how I like it Rhonda." She had tightened her grip on his tumescence using her biceps to work his meat.
"Geez, Larry you're really hard."
"Jerk me off baby; I need some really bad." He gasped humping her hand a little.
"You like this; like fucking my hand?" His cock was sticking out of his pants pointing at the ceiling. Rhonda's fist tightly obscured the middle of the shaft providing a surrogate vagina for him to fuck. Every other stroke, she'd pump her fist in the opposite direction enhancing the situation.
"Oh Rhonda; suck my cock." He blurted awkwardly.
"Oh, FUCK YOU Larry!!" She dropped his throbbing, spasming erection letting his glistening member rest on his abdomen as the coach reached the point of no return ejaculating powerfully soiling his own t-shirt and boxers.
"What the fuck Rhonda?"
"You always have to spoil it, asshole."
"Fucking tease." He hissed as she took wild eyed exception to the insult. Suddenly the cries of their toddler daughter in the other room interrupted the moment.
"I don't have time for this shit; I have to go shopping." She got out of bed in a huff peeling off her shirt to reveal her sagging, pendulous breasts made so from breast feeding their little ones over the years. He watched as she shimmied out of her underwear chaffing at the sight of her thick pubic bush. Rhonda long stopped shaving years ago much to his consternation.
"Don't go crazy at the fucking store; we got bills to pay."
"Go get your daughter; hear her crying, don't you?" Her accent was especially grating at this point as she slammed their bathroom door giving him the briefest of looks at her wide, drooping butt.
The rest of the morning was moderately peaceful as Coach Hamblen made breakfast for his family and parented his remaining small children while his wife got dressed. He helped her place the toddlers in their baby seat before forking over additional cash for lunch. Despite herself, Rhonda Hamblen loved her husband dearly unable to see a future without him at her side. The couple shared a passionate kiss while their children looked on happily.
"I'll make it up to you when I get back; you need anything extra from the store?"
"Just bring this back." Coach Hamblen cupped a handful of her ass pinching hard and earning a playful slap. Moments later Rhonda Hamblen was pulling out of the modest home driveway in her SUV. He stared after them for a while until the car disappeared from sight before going back into his home. He sat in his den on his laptop going through his work emails and looking for another coaching job. The coach bristled as he wrote out checks for several bills. He 'd been lauded by the town for bringing a championship home after decades but also blamed for the apparent self-destruction of his star athlete, Brad Tucker. He could never tell the truth without exposing his own misdeeds that the actual culprit was the jock's psychotic girlfriend, Melissa Reed. The coach was intent on putting as much distance between himself and Red as humanly possible. He'd managed to pay Leslie off or so her thought before finding out the teen beauty was a trust fund baby. He'd been actively searching for another job largely due to fear that he would be exposed and jailed. He was disturbed by frenzied knocking at his front door that increased in intensity inflaming the famously short-tempered football coach.
"COMING; HOLD YOUR FUCKING HORSES!!" He snatched up one of his golf clubs figuring it was the Jehovah's Witnesses or some other religious organization. Who else would have the nerve to knock on his door this early in the morning. The knocking continued increasing in volume.
"WHO THE FUCK IS IT!!" He threw open his front door against his intuition with the golf club at the ready to find himself staring at a huge cardboard box. The box filled up his doorway as he realized he'd forgot to lock his screen door.
"SUH-SORRY COACH HAMBLEN!!" The large cardboard box smashed into his torso with enough force to knock the man over to the floor. The lithe, athletic girl used every bit of her weight and momentum to force her way inside his home stepping on his chest as she bolted down the hallway towards the bedrooms.



"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!" The dull, tan carpet was littered with all manner of women's underwear, sex toys and other assorted taboo items. The smell of tobacco and urine assailed his nostrils as the beleaguered coach panicking before grabbing his trusty nine iron.
His eyes went wide as he looked down at the sight of assorted dildos, butt plugs and an uncountable number of bras and panties all used to some capacity. A trail of clothing led him down the hallway towards his children's rooms. He slowly checked each of the rooms becoming angrier every second doubting what he intended to do once her found the teen confederate who'd invaded his home.
"WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU, BITCH?!! I'M GONNA MAKE YOU CLEAN THIS SHIT UP, THEN I'M GONNA KNOCK YOU THE FUCK OUT!!" He pushed open every door in the corridor knowing the kid's room was the obvious choice.
He pushed the slightly ajar door open looking around from the bunk bed in the corner to the haphazardly stuffed dresser before resting on the large toy box which was gift from Rhonda's brother. It was made in the image of a treasure chest because the children were fans of these pirate movies from the Mickey Mouse company. He'd bristled finding it hard to get the oversized storage bin into the room while his wife berated him as some relatives laughed finding their "comedy act" humorous. A large pile of clothes rested on top of the chest but Coach Hamblen's gaze was directed at a tuff of blonde hair visible behind the pile. The large muscular, teacher measured his swing silently preparing to hit a home run using the unfortunate girl's head.
"OKAY, OKAY-PLEASE DON'T KILL ME COACH!!" Patty stood up with her hands raised above her head.
"What's going on?" She was nude.
"Please-just uhm, let me explain." She mumbled as she stood before him trembling. Her hair was wild and loose all over her head with some strands appearing crimson; her big eyes had this dark makeup surrounding them while the rest of her face was a mask of terror.
"Patty, what the fuck are you doing here and where are your clothes?"
"I-I threw them out the window over there." There was a window on the other side of the room. Outside it was his neighbor's yard where two small purse dogs were already tearing away at Patty's track suit.
"WHY?!!" He'd run to the window looking out at the fighting animals, turning back to her as his heart thumped hard in his chest.
"Suh-Sorry coach, but I need you to listen." She was on the verge of retching on the multicolored patterned floor his wife had let their kids choose for the room.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU ON, BITCH; YOU KNOW HOW FUCKED UP THIS IS?!!" The nude blonde squatted involuntarily prepared hide behind the storage bin.
"PUH-PLEASE, JUST LISTEN COACH!!" Her thin arms appeared above the pile of clothing holding a gaudy, rectangular cell phone in both trembling, hands. It took him a few seconds before Coach Hamblen realized he was staring at Red's smiling face on the screen. He was beginning to wonder why Patty wanted him to stare at a picture of the head cheerleader when it suddenly winked at him causing the coach to rear back with the club.
"Better settle down and get that wild hair out of your ass." Red threatened from the face of the phone as he lowered the club confused at the turn of events.
"Sorry coach." Patty apologized as Red's laughter erupted from the phone.
"Shut up slut; hold the fucking phone up so that he can see what I'm working with!" Patty held the phone's face up in front of her own.
Red turned her phone's face towards her location revealing numerous aisles of product and the interior of a large chain grocery store. Coach Hamblen's heart nearly exploded when the view settled on his wife pushing a grocery cart struggling to keep their kids in check as his boy grabbed a package of cookies from a nearby shelf while his twin sister sobbed loudly.
"HOW?!!" He screamed in agony as the golf club hit the floor with a thud.
"It's called "Face Time" bitch; bet you wish you'd answered my calls now, huh coach?" He could see the redhead stalking a few feet behind his wife pushing her own cart.
"No Red, don't do this; I'll do whatever you want." He pleaded.
"I know you will motherfucker; like I said before, we're not finished. I tell you when it's okay for us to be done bitch; I own your stupid, dried up cock, right coach?" There was a twinkle in her eye as she watched him squirm.
"What do you want, Red?"
"What I always want Coach Pussy; I want you under my fucking flag. We've got to get you back in the game fuck boy and there's only one way to do that, right Patty?"
"WHU-WHAT; UHM, YES RED!!" Coach Hamblen realized the nude girl never stopped trembling.
"What are you talking about Melissa; I said I'd do whatever you wanted." He wished he could get his hands around her neck knowing she had him by the balls.
"And I said, you need to get back into the game, bitch. So, what do you think of her coach? Got a great set of legs and a tight, little ass, cool huh?" Patty faltered looking out the corner of her eye towards the bedroom door. The phone was encased in a gaudy looking, glittery case attached to a chain around her thin neck.
"NO, I WON'T!!" He screamed unconvincingly defiant.
"You won't survive the divorce and what about all the teenage girls you've fucked. I really didn't mind when you ate me on your desk last month, but doesn't that make you a disgusting degenerate. I always thought I'd be the one getting some, but I guess it's just fate, huh bitch?" He knew he would kill her when he saw her next.
"Red, I-I didn't know..." Patty turned the phone towards her face panicking at what was being suggested.
"Patricia, are you FUCKING MOUTHING OFF at ME?!!"
"Nuh, No."
"TURN THE FUCKING PHONE AROUND SO THAT HE CAN SEE-ME!!" Red could be seen within a few inches of his wife. Rhonda seemed to feel the cheerleader's presence turning to face her with a scowl.
"Sorry, that's a cute little baby you have there ma'am; what's his name?" She greeted the visibly apprehensive wife whose face softened at the compliment.
"Junior."
"AAAAWWWW, what a cute little guy you are." Red reached out pinching the grinning child's cheek making him blush as his father's heart skipped a beat over five miles away. Rhonda fake smiled pushing her cart further ahead staring back uneasy not knowing why. His daughter was still sobbing until Rhonda stuffed a bottle in the child's cherubic face. Red turned the phone back towards her face with a deadpan expression.
"Think she'll let you see the kids after the divorce; oh, maybe not when she finds out about your habit, huh? Shouldn't share drugs with your students' coach; you're a really bad role model and such a weepy cunt like the one holding the fucking phone." Patty was rigidly holding the phone watching the adult's face break into a mask of agony.
"I HATE YOU!!" He screamed shoving the sweat pants down around his ankles as Red laughed loudly.
"Clock's ticking; you've got probably a good thirty minutes before my other friend makes a call to the Sheriff about this naked, bitch running out of your house; you know, the sheriff of Maplewood is like totally my dad." Red gushed enjoying the sounds of an adult sobbing.
"FUCK!!" His cock was rock hard despite his words perhaps as an instinctual response to the nude girl in front of him.
"WAIT-COACH, I DIDN'T WANT THIS!!" Patty screamed loudly bolting towards the bedroom door inadvertently finding herself snagged by the biceps and tossed on the toy cluttered carpet. She was no match for the larger man as his shaft invaded her sex. It didn't matter that she was dry as he found himself staring into the face of the phone looking directly into the face of a real-life monster.
"Oh yeah, that pussy should be loose enough to accommodate your considerable endowment coach; she's been "tenderized" baby. She got SERIOUSLY FUCKED all night long; use any hole you'd like-OH, SUNNY DELIGHT IS ON SALE!!" Red glibly snagged a few bottles of the orange juice substitute.
Patty's legs were hooked behind the knees as he turned her into a human wishbone rutting viciously. The gaudy, cheap looking burner phone rested between the blonde's modest breasts. Red took a swig from one of the bottles.
"COME ON COACH, YOU CAN DO BETTER THAN THAT; FUCK MY BRAINS OUT COACH!!" His tears and snot were running down his face onto the body of the flailing girl underneath him. He was bottoming out on every other stroke as Red continued egging him onward via phone chat.
"BE A REAL MAN AND BEAT MY LITTLE PUSSY UP; FUCK ME HARD COACH BITCH!!" The maddened teacher began to hallucinate that he was actually fucking Red on the floor of his children's bedroom.
"Fuck you Red." He slobbered, drooling onto the pretty face of the sobbing girl underneath him. Loud slapping noises filled the bedroom as Patty looked up staring at a large toy clown plushie in one corner of the room.
"You make sure to bust a big ass, nut in this whore; I'm gonna need evidence that we're back in business, okay?"
"NOOOOO, DON'T CUM INSIDE!!" Patty redoubled her efforts digging her nails into his cheek marking the teacher with three claw marks. He pinned her arms down as Red's laughter echoed throughout the room.
"FUCK ME COACH; I WANT A CREAMPIE MOTHERFUCKER, AHAHAHAHAHA!!" Red lost her composure reveling in the act of evil feeling more alive than ever. Both Patty and Coach Hamblen were screaming in a deafening cacophony of utter helplessness as he reached the brink. Red blew a kiss to the enraged teacher.
"AAAARRRRRGGGHHHHH, IT'S HERE!!" His eyes were slits, his mouth agape as his back arched grinding into her cunt until his balls were pressed at her opening.
"Oh no." The battered, traumatized blonde could feel him exploding inside her confines in pulsing waves as she blacked out.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Billy made sure to stay in highly populated areas where Holly and her friends wouldn't be able to easily get to him without being seen by teachers and security. Nothing happened in the early parts of his day bolstering his ego a tiny bit bringing a little bit of ease to his day. He shared an afternoon class with Holly finding some considerable anxiety returning as he took his seat. He looked over noticing that her seat next to the wall was empty as the other students filed into the classroom. With every student that entered taking a seat, Billy's anxiety rose until he was fit to be tied. Mr. Johnson walked in with what appeared to be the last of the students closing the door behind himself. Holly's large mitt stopped the door from closing as she pushed her way into class eliciting a small smattering of giggles and jeers. She was uncharacteristically dressed in a white Bohemian sundress that garnered even more snide comments from some of the female contingent in the classroom. Only Billy seemed to notice her massive, jiggling cleavage and the wedge sandals that added to her already imposing height.
The towering female behemoth made it a point of walking up the aisle that contained his desk causing a few grumbling students to accommodate her girth by moving their desks as she walked mutely to her seat. Her thigh brushed against Billy's letterman jacket as she passed leaving a faint scent of honeysuckle in the air. He leaned forward resting his head on his arms doing his best to stealthily look back at the subtle wave of her thick butt. The flow of her dress thwarted his plan but left him with enough visual stimulation to engorge his jeans. Holly silently took her seat moving an errant strand of hair behind her ear revealing a large butterfly earring. Billy just couldn't get over how girly Holly looked demonstrating a level of femininity no one would have ever expected her capable of in their wildest dreams. She single mindedly removed her textbook from her jean backpack flipping the pages until she was in line with everyone else. Billy couldn't deny the physical reaction that throbbed in his jeans as he stared longer than usual.
"Mr. Jefferson, would you like to join us for class or are you going to find everything you need to graduate in the side of Ms. Michaelson's head?" The teacher's verbal jibe caused the class to explode in spontaneous laughter. He jerked his head back but not before noticing Holly looking in his direction with the same expression as Mount. Rushmore.
"Sorry sir, won't happen again."
He managed to make it through the rest of class sneaking quick glances over at her hoping no one would notice. Billy felt a sort of embarrassing shame for his own behavior not knowing how to control his mounting curiosity and lust. Every time he stared, images of her naked body came rushing back confusing him further. "Holly Michaelson is not my type; she a big ass, heifer." He did his best to internally talk himself out of what was right in front of his face but his steel hard erection would not let the situation be.
Billy Jefferson wanted to fuck Holly Michaelson in no uncertain terms.
His brow was covered in sweat and his back was drenched with related perspiration. Billy didn't know what to do about his feelings but he knew that he wanted Holly's tightness at least one more time. He wanted to nurse on her massive tits while plunging deep into her cunt until it was useless to anyone but him. He wondered why she'd taken the time to doll herself up hoping it was to catch his attention. He got excited more as the idea took form in his addled mind. He imagined himself licking her puffy snatch giving her hickeys all over her inner thighs before taking command of the situation pinning her down. Billy told himself how hard he was going to fuck the frightening giant of a teen. He just wanted to have his way with her until he was completely spent. He wanted her screaming his name over and over again until they both passed out from exhaustion.
Billy Jefferson wanted to fuck Holly Michaelson in no uncertain terms; it was that simple.
"Mr. Jefferson, class is over; you can leave now." He realized he'd been zoned out as the class emptied out finding himself alone except for his snarky teacher.
"Maybe, flowers are in order for the lady that has caught your eye, Mr. Jefferson." The balding teacher raised an eyebrow as he exited the room.
Billy was too excited on the verge of exploding in his pants as he navigated the crowded hallway jam packed full of students anxious to get home or elsewhere. He didn't know what he was going to do or say as he bumped and parried his way towards Holly's locker. She'd just wanted to demoralize him before by taking his virginity after pummeling him; now how would she act when he approached her. He nervously paused noticing Kimmy talking to some girls in front of Holly's locker. She was nowhere to be seen as he recognized two of the girls in the group from the garage.
"Shit, time's not right."
He wanted to talk to Holly alone without an audience chaffing at the fact that he would have to wait another day. Besides, Kimmy made him nervous even though she'd claimed that it was acting the whole time she'd been threatening to castrate him. He wanted the large, quiet giant all to himself when the time was right. He noticed that a few of the girls kept raising their cellphones to their ears appearing to be attempting contact with Holly. He could have sworn that he'd walked out after her looking around for the large teen who be hard to miss towering over most of the student body.
"HUH?!!" Something suddenly snagged a handful of his shirt and letterman jacket yanking him sideways into an adjacent study hall.
Billy fell but was not allowed topple over as he found himself flying through the air in an arch slamming painfully against the wall. Holly's round, stone face was suddenly all he could see. Her eyes were dark slits, her nostrils flaring while she bit her thin bottom lip.
"Holly."
Her heavy hand quickly clamped down on his nose and mouth silencing any forthcoming confession planned as she leaned in applying more pressure than he could stand. He reached up trying to dislodge her hands as she reacted violently closing her fingers around his package. Holly snatched her hands away wild eyed taking a step back. She covered her mouth in shock looking down at the visible tent in his pants. Her chest was heaving from the exertion of keeping him quiet. Billy's eyes zeroed in on the birthmark on her chest which appeared ready to burst from her top. She slowly lowered her hands which became big ham sized fists as her face reddened. The bell suddenly disturbed both of them as more students milled about outside the door bumping it randomly.
"Holly-I uhm, I..." Billy struggled to speak feeling strange and self-conscious in her presence. His hand was cupping her right breast through the cotton material. Her thick nipple was erect against his thumb while the other made itself known poking against her dress. He was unprepared for the open-handed slap that rocked his head and torso to the side. Holly wasn't wearing a brassiere.
She didn't waste a second grabbing the back of his shirt dragging him across the chalkboard to the far end of the study hall. This classroom had a long rectangular closet used by the drama club for storage. Holly deftly opened the door with one hand tossing him inside with the other. The door to the classroom burst open filling with students for the next forty minutes. Holly peered out at the room full of her peers silently panicking. Billy's hands suddenly appeared cupping the undersides of her huge tits squeezing as hard as his lust would allow.
"What the fuck are you doing?" She shoved him backwards with a swipe of her arm not believing his nerve.
"Please Holly, let-me."
"No; shut up there's some people out there." She whispered uncomfortable as he approached again trying to take her hand. She palmed his face like a basketball shoving the jock further back through the hanging costumes and other props. He lost his footing toppling over on his side making more noise than she would have liked.
"Holly, I just want-I want..."
"I don't care what you want asshole; be quiet before someone hears us." She grabbed the back of his letterman jacket pulling him to his feet with ease only to have his greedy fingers fondling her breasts again. Holly brought her arms up grabbing his wrists forcing them away from her tits.
"HOLL-AAARGGGHH!" Billy attempted to yell her name in desperation but was stopped short as her fist pinched his adam's apple. She could have throttled him as the ambient noise of twenty or more students filtered through the walls. Holly tightened her grip around his throat losing her grasp on reality as her immense anger took over. He pushed back struggling with her ultimately fueling her efforts before bringing his pointers fingers up hooking them into the spaghetti straps at her shoulders. Holly gasped as he quickly pushed the straps aside making her nude from the waist up. Her massive breasts bounced slightly on her chest as she relinquished her grip on his throat dropping him to the closet floor. His cock throbbed at the sight of her hands covering only her areolas as he put a single finger to his lips.
"Don't want anyone to find us, do you?"
"I hate you." She whispered back continually slapping his hands away from her chest until he settled tugging at the rest of her sundress. Holly dug her nails into his hands momentarily discouraging his advances before her breasts were attacked again. Her knee collided with his chin causing a quick flash of light behind his eyes.
"Let me lick your pussy."
"No."
"Just a little bit Holly; I want to suck it for you." He was delirious with lust and a little bit of anger feeling the tables turned a little bit from the shocked expression on her round face.
"Are you high; I'll hurt you man." She unconvincingly threatened.
"Okay, just let me fuck you first." Billy pleaded fondling his own crotch as he took in the sight of her heaving chest.
"NO!" She quickly clamped her hand over her own mouth as he rose stealing a lick from her right breast. Her hand slapped his cheek as he suckled her left nipple rolling his tongue on the puffy areola. There was an audible pop as Billy was disengaged from suckling her tit reaching down to cup a meaty butt cheek. His fingers dug into the cuff where the bottom of her cheeks met the top of her thighs with a hearty pinch. The duo became a mass of withering limbs fighting for different goals. He slipped a hand inside the back of the dress rubbing the small of her thick back.
"Fucker." She grabbed a handful of his jean covered tumescence realizing how hard he was panicking shoving him into the wall knocking over some costumes hanging nearby. She closed her fist tightly around his package as he dropped his hands to his sides tired of fighting with the large teen.
"Want me to rip this off, huh?" She whispered trying to get her bearings in the closet.
"Yeah."
"WHAT-You know what you're saying dumbass?" Holly whispered blowing an errant strand of brown hair out of her face.
"Okay Holly; tear my cock off."
"WHU-WHAT?!!" He silenced her stealing a kiss which lasted longer than he would have expected. She pushed weakly against his chest as he grabbed her narrow hips drawing her into his body.
"Stop this; you're gross Billy." She sounded exasperated.
He stole another kiss finding entrance in to her mouth personally reeling from the contact before stopping himself fumbling with his zipper. Holly reached down trying to stop Billy from exposing himself. His lips kissed her cherubic face on the cheek as he pressed her hand against his crotch.
"What's wrong with you, fool?"
"I want to fuck you so bad Holly; please let me touch you."
"Why, I'm fat and gross." Her breathing was palpable in the thick humid air of the closet.
"You are beautiful."
Her mouth hung open as he revealed himself fully erect and ready to mate with her in the worst way. Holly timidly took a step cupping his cheek and kissing him freely. Her tongue darted into his mouth wrestling with his own. Billy reached around the large teen grabbing a fistful of her sundress drawing it up until his other hand palmed her right ass cheek. His fingers sank under the tight panties digging into her cunt from the back. Holly's wetness drenched his fingers as well as her inner thighs. She hooked her thumbs into the dress allowing it to fall to the floor along with the other discarded articles of clothing. This girl had pummeled him senseless, beat him mercilessly and even choked him out. He'd been mentally abused and humiliated knowing full well he deserved every bit of it; but Billy Jefferson was stricken at the sight of her body in the low light of that closet. She looked confused as he knelt kissing and licking her thighs. Holly was wearing a small pair of white panties that appeared two sizes too small for her large frame. A paw print adorned one corner of her underwear so tight that he had trouble exposing her juicy cunt. His lips and teeth caught ahold of a thick, lower lip sucking it into his mouth. She hunched over cradling his head as he devoured her virtue with a mounting hunger. Holly didn't stop him when he drew her panties down her muscular thighs or strike him when he suckled her breasts. Billy was gentle taking her large mitt-like hand so that she could kneel on the closet floor with him. The impromptu couple embraced making out like lifelong lovers. Holly stroked his member slow, methodically bringing him to the precipice, forcing him to pull her hands away.
"Please." He whispered into her ear receiving her consent as a simple nod.
"Yeah?" He asked again.
"Yeah Billy, fuck me." She answered again taking lying on her back never breaking eye contact. Billy couldn't believe his eyes as she lay on the floor before him with her legs spread apart in an open invitation. He dove between her legs greedily fellating her in loud slurps as she hooked her long, muscular legs over his shoulders. Holly twitched and arched her back humping up into his face until she came hard. Billy kept working her through a torrent of her feminine spray coughing on her essence.
"Come on Billy, do it; fuck me now."
"Yeah, I'm gonna do it."
"Fuck me Billy." He rose on his knees losing his shirt and jacket in the most frenzied way possible rolling his pants down midthigh. He was finally going to make good and screw his female bully through the floor. He was going to feel that unnatural tightness again. Do his best to reach the end of her tunnel in the most savage manner possible. Billy Jefferson was gonna mark Holly Michaelson, make her his woman on a contract signed with his painfully hard erection. Things were awkward and clumsy as the teens tried to accommodate one another. Her face was shiny with sweat and her chest reddened from mounting lust. Billy licked a slimy trail up her sloping belly cradling her tits and mashing them together with his forearms. He nipped and pulled on her nipples with his teeth distending them slightly. Billy mauled her breasts squeezing heaping handfuls of her alabaster colored mounds. His cock nearly exploded as it pressed against her opening.
"Stop." The school bell suddenly interrupted their tryst ringing loudly.
"What?"
"Move." She pushed against his sweaty pecks rising on her elbows. He instinctually backed off as Holly got on her hands and knees revealing her narrow, chunky butt. Her peach was nestled perfectly between her thighs providing an inviting target as he attempted to push into her from the rear. Her large foot stabbed painfully into his stomach making him spit up in his mouth a little bit. She fished her sundress from the pile on the floor slipping it over her head. He watched in mounting frustration as she adjusted her clothing stuffing her huge breasts back into her top.
"What gives?" He wanted answers as she attempted to pass him and leave the closet. Her fist quickly added to the pain he was already feeling from the mule kick earlier.
"No, means no." Her face was emotionless and shrouded in disgust. She was gone before he could stand. His cock was as hard as steel with a gooey strand of precum hanging from the head. Billy noticed her panties on the floor left behind in a hurry to escape him no doubt. He pocketed them telling himself sadly that she was keeping him occupied until the class outside the closet door was over.
*************************************************************************************
Billy lay in bed playing the image of Holly's nude body and their aborted hookup in his mind. He was so horny that he'd begged off dinner feigning illness to be alone with his thoughts. The confusion and shame at his own feral behavior left him worried that he might be reported to the authorities. Nothing happened right away as Billy considered ditching school the following day. He lay in his bed staring at the ceiling for hours before fishing her panties from his pocket. The crotch was still damp as he recalled just how excessively wet she became when aroused. He'd been denied the opportunity to fuck her a second time left with a strained cock. Billy unconsciously sniffed the seat of her panties quickly realizing what he was doing and tossing them aside.
"Fuck's wrong with me?" He felt like a complete degenerate unable to reconcile the situation internally.
Perhaps Holly left her panties behind on purpose. The large girl left that closet completely nude under her sundress. He imagined her talking with her friends and going about her business with everyone around her oblivious to the fact that she was going commando.
"Sweetest pussy ever." He found himself sniffing her underwear again as he unzipped.
The image of her puffy camel toe appeared to taunt him with promise of the unnatural tightness within. Holly Michaelson could fuck with the energy and athleticism of a much smaller girl able to twerk and arch her back while sitting upright on his prone body. She'd always been jeered and taunted for having a powerful frame, called a shemale at times and chided for being different. Holly didn't seem to care what others said about her keeping her explosive rage hidden away behind an immovable façade of practiced indifference. Holly found a way to shut the world out and was content to remain inside her bubble until he forced her out of it to reveal a raw aching monster. She could have murdered him outright in that garage but decided to let him go anyway. Billy found himself reeling from the memories of her partially nude figure. All of the times he's seen her body were marred by some remaining article of clothing. He wanted to see her in all her glory.
"Tightest pussy ever." His fist remained stationary as he humped up into it as fast as he could.
Billy beat himself up mentally wishing he'd settled for fucking her huge tits instead of just trying to outright bed Holly on that closet floor. His eyes kept going to the birthmark on her chest as he longed to run his tongue over it. She had these puffy, inverted nipples that blossomed into thick, rubbery nubs when you sucked on them just right. He longed to push his cock into her cleavage and fuck her tits until he exploded all over them. No one looking at Holly would ever expect that she had such an awesome chest because she kept it hidden away under layers of flannel shirts and hoodies.
"Biggest tits ever." His jacking fist became a blur in tandem with his humping pelvis. Her panties were wrapped around his cock adding an extra bit of friction to the proceedings.
She'd kissed him with such passion in that closet working her tongue against his in a swirling, defiant manner that left him wanting so much more. He wanted that mouth on his cock. He wanted to fuck her thin lips and glaze her face with his cum. Billy wondered if she had a gag reflex imagining himself fucking her open maw as her head hung from the edge of his bed.



"Oh Holly, I want your mouth."
Billy had pushed his pajama bottoms down to his knees twisting his fist on his member using Holly's mental image to fuel his actions. Her panties were soaked in his precum as he worked towards a climax that had been denied him hours ago when she left him wanting in that study hall closet. He wished that he'd pulled that sundress up so that he could get a look at the only body part not seen. He'd handled her butt finding it compact and thick for her size. It fit her body in perfect alignment with her torso and thick thighs but had enough meat to constitute a little over a handful. Billy wondered if his cock would fit between her cheeks and beyond. Holly would probably beat him to death if he tried to go in her back door, but what a way to go. He wondered if maybe, she'd already done anal with some other guy finding the thought unsettling. He settled on the image of slapping his cock on her thick cheeks until he glazed them.
"I wanna fuck you so bad Holly; I wanna cum on you so fucking bad." He was moaning as his thighs tightened up.
Her face came into view in his mind's eye; not the impassive, stone expression most people saw but the reddened compromised, decidedly feminine look of bliss as she climaxed.
"HOO-LLLEEEEEE" A thick jet of semen shot from the purplish head of his cock as he soiled his exposed abdomen and thighs with his gooey seed. Billy gasped and coughed arching his back up into his pistoning fist until he was completely spent. The panties that belonged to a girl that absolutely despised him were soiled with copious amounts of his semen.
"Fuck's wrong with me?" He sat up on the edge of his bed staring at the results of his depravity. Shame and humiliation crept up covering him in its immense shadow.
*************************************************************************************
Billy sat in his car staring out at the school parking lot unwilling to go inside the school. He didn't want to see her; didn't want to be in the same space as his unlikely crush. He'd never gone back to sleep after defiling Holly Michaelson's panties. He'd stayed up reflecting as he washed the underwear in his bathroom sink. The utter shame wore on him as he dried the cotton material with his mother's hairdryer. He sat staring at them into the early morning hours before stuffing them under his mattress. His drive over to the school was a quiet one as he tried to figure out what he would do when he saw Holly. She had his number and knew it; what would she do with the power she now held over him. A number of students walked by going about their business as Billy hunched down behind the driver's seat. The troubled teen felt like anyone would see his personal shame if they looked directly at his face.
"HEY DAWG; WHAT YOU DOING IN THERE; CHOKING YOUR CHICKEN MY NIG?!!" His best friend had nearly given him a coronary rapping on his car window.
"Fuck man; you almost gave me a heart attack bro!!"
"GET YO ASS OUT THE CAR, FOOL!!" Justin Hilliard was a fool and an unrepentant boob of privileged entitlement. He'd adopted a pseudo-ghetto dialect going so far as to tell anyone unfortunate enough to listen how he was cutting a demo. It was politically incorrect to call him a wigger but the dated term fit like a glove.
"I was just taking a break; you know, getting my mind ready for class."
"Yeah right; something fucking up ya' head fool?" Justin had a habit of being direct and to the point in the most annoying way possible. He was often derided for being a poser, but made up for it with his athletic prowess on the baseball team. Both boys never had any trouble getting dates but the phony rapper noticed his friend drifting away recently.
"I'm good."
"Bullshit dawg; people been flapping their gums about you bro, talking some "WACK" shit about you and the heifer Holly Michaelson, my nig!!" Justin noticed a slight reaction on his troubled friend's face.
"Fuck that noise." Billy stuffed his hands in his pockets wondering if he'd hid the girl's panties good enough.
"It's not true what they're saying, is it fool?"
"What are they saying?"
"Everybody's saying you went to Jurassic Park and you ain't coming back."
"WHAT THE FUCK?!!" Billy stopped in his tracks glaring at his best friend for a few moments before they started laughing simultaneously. Justin noticed a group of cheerleaders walking towards the gym motioning to his friend.
"I'm gonna hang back."
"More for me homie; catch you at lunch, fool!" The cheerleaders screamed running off as Justin gave chase.
Billy entered the school feeling a little apprehensive and noted that a few of his peers seemed to be watching. There was no sign of Holly anywhere in the congested hallway. Billy found himself wondering what she would be wearing. He was almost ready for class on baited breath as he opened his locker. The entire corridor full of students erupted in laughter as a hail of little blue plastic balls poured out of his locker almost nonstop. He looked around the crowd but Holly was nowhere to be seen. A number of people were taking photos and video of the prank on their phones. Billy was heartened feeling that Holly was interested enough to play an elaborate prank on him.
Billy trudged onward to the class he shared with Holly as janitors worked hard to clean up the plastic balls from the corridor. His heart thumped painfully in his chest bringing the teen to the brink of an anxiety attack as he entered the classroom. A good portion of the class was already present as he scanned the room for his crush.
"Fuck out my way." Holly appeared behind him shoving him so hard that he nearly fell face first onto the floor in front of the class.
"Guh-Good Morning Holly." He managed to greet her while stopping himself from falling as she stomped by to her desk.
"Piss off." The class erupted in laughter followed by the ambient chatter of student gossip as Billy took his seat. Holly hunched over in her seat pushing her chest into the top of her desk cradling her school book. She was wearing an extra-large Peasant Blouse and some tight capris with a pair of wedge sandals. Billy never gave much thought to what girls were wearing before and wondered if he was going off the deep end. Holly had her head turned towards the opposite wall after glancing at him for an instant. That instant was all Billy needed to notice that Holly was wearing makeup. The briefest of moments yielded the light frosted lipstick and eye shadow sending a shock wave to his crotch.
"MR. JEFFERSON!!"
"Uhm, sorry sir." More laughter erupted irritating the teacher struggling to gain control of his classroom as Holly buried her head in her text book.
After class Billy found an inflatable pig stuck to his locker. He took it in good humor stuffing the toy inside his locker as he prepared for his next class. He walked down the corridor slowing down as he passed Holly's locker. She was nowhere to be seen disappointing him. He wanted nothing more than to drink in her large, enticing frame. Billy's next couple of classes drug by a snail's pace reaching new heights of monotony. He was heartened to find Holly leaning against his car trunk waiting.
"Need a ride home?" He could barely contain himself.
"Fuck no, you have something that belongs to me." She was doing her best to sound menacing talking through gritted teeth but he didn't care. His heart fluttered at the sight of her drinking a myriad number of intimate details about her look for the day.
"My heart?"
Holly facepalmed mumbling something into her hand before grabbing his shirt collar and slamming him against the side of his vehicle. There was little room between his Chevy Malibu and an adjacent station wagon. Holly was wedged against his body pressed uncomfortably into his own ride.
"I want my panties back."
Her cleavage pressed against his chest rising up from the open top of her blouse for an enchanting view. His eyes dipped into her cleavage and the omnipresent birthmark on her breast making his cock strain against his pants.
"STOP-Looking at my fucking titties, asshole; I want my panties back motherfucker."
"You-sure about that, Holly?" He smiled nervously hoping she wouldn't notice the bulge in his jeans was rubbing against her mound. She did realize looking down at his clothed tumescence before jumping back as if she'd been burnt.
"Look, I left my panties behind in that closet and I "KNOW" you have them Billy; don't be a dick, just give them back, alright?" Holly was reasoning with him folding her arms across her chest in a failed attempt to hide her blessings.
"What's in it for me?"
"Your fucking health, bitch." He stared at him pointedly as he visually recorded the details of her face as it was replete with uncharacteristic makeup. She'd also done something different to her usual wild mane of brown hair going with a feathered look.
"Holly, I like you; I really like you." He gulped nervously receiving little to no response as she shrugged her shoulders. His heart pounded inside his chest threatening to burst free as he went on instinct grabbing her narrow hips. She shoved the flat of her hand into his sternum slamming him against his car.
"Look, I don't have time for this shit; my dad caught me walking around without my panties yesterday and he wants me to bring 'em back home or I'm fucked. That means I'm gonna get grounded and other shit I really don't need right now, Billy. "She sounded desperate and contrite.
"I'm sorry Holly."
"Can I have my panties back, please?"
"Can I have another pair then; preferably used?" All of the emotion drained from her face at his request.
"You, sick fuck; I'm going to take another bullet today but tomorrow I'd better have my underwear in my hands before the end of the day or you're done. I mean it asshole; nobody is going to stop me from ending your ability to walk without a cane." She was dead serious.
"Okay Holly." He responded in a monotone.
Holly took stock of him from head to toe as she backed away hardly able to take her eyes off of his tumescence. He rubbed his crotch staring her directly in the eye until she finally turned walking briskly away. Billy stared after her for ten minutes before driving out of the parking lot. The street leading from the student parking area went by the rear courtyard. Secretly by Skunk Ananise blared from his stereo as he glanced over noticing a few familiar faces. Kimmy was having a spirited exchange with another student looking like some harmless moppet but he knew better. The girl was a fucking psychopath but he could've cared less because he was totally into Holly Michaelson. Some members of the basketball team were horse playing adjacent to the curve. The team was mildly successful owing most of their success to Reggie Thompson III, the sole African American team member. Reggie was a pretty laid back guy and popular around campus. Billy rolled down his window to shout at the popular student before realizing that he was talking to a person familiar to him as of late.
"Fuck me." Holly was leaning against the back-entrance wall talking excitedly with Reggie. Her face was reddened and overly emotional.
She was grinning at him like a Cheshire cat and appeared to be fawning at every word he said. Billy quickly noticed that Reggie was leaning with one hand on the wall as he flirted with Holly. The charismatic jock was holding her hand with his free one going so far as to kiss it eliciting a girlish giggle from the large teen.
"Fuck me; I'm so stupid." His eyes stung at the corners and he felt like he was hyperventilating. Reggie went in for a kiss finding a more than willing participant in Holly Michaelson. Billy's lip quivered uncontrollably as he realized just how much of a fool he'd been. Her large right hand was full of Reggie's ass cheek.
"FUCKING FUCK MAN!!" Another car tailgating him shocked him back to reality forcing him to focus on getting safely out of the parking lot. "I Mean It" by G-Easy serenaded Billy Jefferson on a way too long ride home. He skipped dinner feigning illness preferring his own company as he ruminated on everything he'd learned that afternoon.
Now all of the girlish clothing and makeup made sense. Holly was dressing for him; the star basketball player, Reggie Thompson III. She was probably dating him and that meant he had no chance in hell. Billy wondered if his rival was well endowed and feared that Holly was being impaled at that very moment while some offensive rap song played in his room...or maybe it was her room? He tossed and turned in his bed staring at the ceiling before realizing sleep was not coming any time soon.
"She gets all dolled up for him!" He spoke into the darkness hoping that he was wrong.
"Yeah, he's fucking the shit outta her; no brother's gonna wait for pussy, especially Reggie." Two hours had passed as he checked his phone noticing his best friend Justin sent him a message. There was a video link in the message that led to a Worldstar video of the prank played on him earlier that day. The video was entitled "Blue Balls" and it had garnered over a hundred thousand views since it was posted.
"Blue Balls huh?" He rolled off the edge of his bed quickly retrieving his prize from under the mattress and skinning his forearm in the process.
"I'll show you some fucking blue balls, bitch." Billy snatched up a pillow turning it rectangular on his bed before squeezing Holly's panties around it.
He stripped off his clothing to stand open legged over the makeshift sex toy and started masturbating furiously until he exploded numerous jets of semen all over the material. That didn't stop Billy as he continued working his member to another climax thirty minutes later. The troubled eighteen-year old snagged some baby oil from his bathroom slathering his cock with it before mounting the Holly-pillow missionary riding it into the dawn.
His morning drive was uneventful as he took longer than usual to reach his destination. He didn't know if he could look Holly in the face after finding out about Reggie. He didn't know what he would do if he saw Reggie. Billy pulled into the parking lot finding it crowded but managed to snag a space near the fence. It was already after the first bell but he sat there looking through the windshield out into space.
"She's poison; nothing but a big ass heifer." He said to no one in particular turning up his radio filling the car with "Sledgehammer" by Rihanna. His face was wet with tears in moments. He turned up the music to drown out his sobbing leaning forward into the steering wheel.
"Billy?"
He looked up finding Kimmy standing outside his car window. The short, chunky Asian teen appeared startled at his countenance. He leaned back in the seat silent, brooding.
"Hey, that music was-so loud and uhm, you okay?" He rolled his eyes before leaning in her direction as more tears ran down his cheek.
"Get the fuck outta here, you little bitch."
WH-WHAT?!!" Her jaw dropped.
"BEAT IT CUNT!!" He knew she'd run to Holly with the news of his condition secretly hoping that she would somehow be effected emotionally.
"Fuck you loser." She looked as if she would cry turning to briskly walk towards the main building.
"TELL YOUR BROTHER I'M GONNA FUCK HIM UP WHEN I SEE HIS PUNK ASS!!" He didn't care about her older brother but wanted to make sure that she'd talk to Holly about his actions. Billy wanted, thirsted for some sort of confrontation caring little who it would eventually be.
He was checking his watch forty minutes later realizing that the class he shared with Holly had just started. Billy took his time exiting his car and making sure it was locked before making the slow walk into the building. The halls were empty and eerily silent as he walked up to the second floor pausing at the door to look inside at the class. Mr. Johnson had given everyone a pop quiz. The students were deep in concentration as his field of vision centered on Holly Michaelson. The plus sized girl wore an extra-large white summer dress adorned with a flower print and matching sandals. He chaffed at the sight of her zeroing in on a scarf she was wearing to accentuate her look hating himself for noticing. Billy Jefferson slowly turned the handle walking into the silent classroom.
"Mr. Jefferson, you're late for class, have a seat." He ignored her walking up the aisle to Holly's desk with a singular purpose in mind.
"Mr. Jefferson...find your seat!!" Some of the girls in the class looked alarmed as he reached into the pocket of his letterman jacket.
"MR. JEFFERSON!!" He removed the visibly soiled panties from his pocket holding them out towards Holly. There were loud gasps in the room as Mr. Johnson stood alarmed.
"Here, you can have your panties back Holly; I don't want them anymore." She reared back in her desk, her face frozen in the terror as she was exposed. Holly looked around nervously at her peers. Billy tossed them on her desk before turning and exiting the class robotically.
"MR. JEFFERSON, MR. JEFFERSON, MR. JEFFERSON!!" Followed him down the stairs to the exit along with the increasing volume of student gossiping. He walked feeling charged up more and more as his Malibu came into view. He was already pulling out of the parking lot as three security guards ran towards his vehicle. "Heathens" by Twenty One Pilots blared from his car speakers as he zipped past security throwing a peace sign to one burly gentleman already on his walkie talkie.
Billy Jefferson didn't give a fuck.
Surprisingly he received a week suspension and nothing else outside of his parent's impounding his vehicle. His mother was angrily tasked with ferrying him to school upon his return with his father administering a heaping helping of good ole corporal punishment before making his son write a letter of apology to Mr. Johnson for disturbing his class. The school principal and his coach agreed that anything else might be detrimental to his future or any potential athletic scholarship. Someone posted another video online of him driving out of the parking lot while the security guards chased his car. It had a quarter of the views his previous video garnered. His nights were still plagued by images of Holly Michaelson in various couplings with Reggie Thompson III.
"Hey man, how they hanging my Nig?" Justin had come over after receiving his call one afternoon.
"Not well; I-I have something I wanna tell you Justin."
"I don't know homie; you been real fucking weird lately man. You ain't a fag or nothin are you; cause you can keep that shit wrapped the fuck up my Nig." Justin looked a little afraid staring over at the bedroom door making sure it was open.
"Shut the fuck up-I went to Jurassic Park, man."
"WHAT?"
"You know, I did "IT" with Holly bro; I just want to confess that shit." It took a while for his confession to dawn on the young pseudo wannabe rapper.
"Aw no dawg; tell me you haven't been to the dark side of the fucking moon." Billy looked away for effect to get his point across. There was a long awkward silence as his best friend waited for him to claim he was joking about Holly Michaelson.
"Her pussy is so tight; it gets so wet and hot as fuck."
"Shut up homie; this is majorly fucked up dawg. I mean I probably should have guessed because you've been all "Bizzaro" on me and shit. I-I mean what were you thinking? You're not supposed to fuck the fatties homie; that's for nerds and losers man. You're not supposed to go public with it anyway, my Nig." Justin looked like his head would explode.
"Holly's got these REALLY HUGE TITS; she lets me fuck'em and cum all over her chest and face, bro. She loves taking facials and oh man-anal, bro."
"Anal?"
"Yeah man; she likes it in the ass too." Billy watched his best friend sit in silence processing his lies.



"That why you had her panties?"
"Yeah; she left them behind so I could jack off with 'em, homie." Justin rubbed his head like he was experiencing some sort of migraine from the information.
"Her pussy is so tight, man." Billy wanted the information pounded into his friend's skull because Justin was known to be a gossip hound. He would always blab about everything he'd heard in the boy's locker room prompting many to call him "TMZ Justin."
"It's cool; you need to get in formation my Nig. Deny. Deny, deny, and then straight up lie homie. I mean this could seriously bring your approval rating way the fuck down."
"She's FUCKING Reggie now; bitch was fucking him behind my back, bro."
"Well he's Black."
"So?"
"Brothers always fuck the fatties."
"Man, do you know how fucked up that is Justin? That's blatant stereotyping bro; do you know how fucked up that is, bro?"
"Man, everybody knows brothers always fuck the fatties."
"Justin."
"Look, I got shit to do homie; just put a fucking cork in this shit before it blows up in your face. I got your back okay my Nig?"
"Sure, catch you later." Justin snapped his fingers in response quickly exiting the room almost at a half run. Billy knew his friend would have the word out within the hour adding to an already burgeoning rumor mill that was quickly engulfing most of the social circles at school.
Billy spent the rest of the week doing hard labor around the house cleaning out the garage, mowing the lawn and other numerous choirs assigned by his parents. His cellphone and tablet had been confiscated and his television hours limited in favor of homework assigned by his teachers during his suspension. However, he still wondered what was going on at school; wondered what Holly was doing longing to see her again. Invariably his thoughts veered into more lurid areas leaving him extremely frustrated. His parents decided to restrict the use of his vehicle for an extra day but Justin volunteered to ferry his friend to school.
"Man, you like the fucking talk of the town homie; everybody been waiting for you to come back dawg."
"Why?"
"Don't you know; oh, yeah moms and dad took your online shit. You done hit the big-time cause everybody wants to see what happens next with you and that yeti."
"Yeti, isn't that a little harsh?" The Honda civic suddenly skidded to a halt at the end of the street as Justin turned towards his best friend.
"Billy you're not gonna puss out on me, are you? This shit is FUCKING SERIOUS homie and me and you gotta come through for the boys!! I know you all sprung on that fatness but that shit is all in your mind dawg; hold the fucking line and get it together, my Nig!!"
"What do you mean, the boys?"
"The team; you're making us look bad fucking a goddamn fattie, homie. This shit can seriously fuck it up for all of us if everybody thinks we're chubby chasers too; don't get it twisted over a humpback whale my Nig."
"I wish you would speak English."
"Stay away from Holly Michaelson-That English enough for you, homie?"
"Yeah."
The rest of the ride was uneventful and quiet as Billy stared out at the surrounding neighborhood. A familiar thumping in his chest ratcheted up as the high school came into view increasing in tempo until he felt like he would have a coronary. He really hadn't thought out anything beyond giving his best friend just enough phony gossip to spread around campus. Justin Hilliard, clueless idiot that he was, noticed nothing taking time to check his blonde hair in the rearview mirror. He was wearing an oversized t-shirt and sagging khakis over a designer pair of sketchers. He bounced out of the car feeling like the superstar his ego told him he was. Billy reluctantly followed pulling the strap on his backpack tighter than usual as they approached the main building.
"Baby steps homie, baby steps." It was surprisingly sound advice from his friend who jetted off to class leaving him at his locker alone. Billy tentatively opened his locker expecting some sort of prank but finding only his books inside. He stared blankly at the interior of his locker waiting for some unknown prompt to continue his day before noticing a pair of shades.
"Baby steps."
It had been a week since he created controversy by returning Holly Michaelson's panties in public. He honestly hadn't known what he was going to do until he entered the classroom. Seeing holly sitting there all dolled up for someone spiked his emotions causing the spontaneous act. He hadn't seen Holly anywhere during the early parts of his day which had the side-effect of making him hunger for just a glimpse. He was heartened when it was time for Mr. Johnson's class half running there to see Holly at long last. He was sporting a visible tent that he had to duck into the boy's restroom to readjust stopping just before entering the class. He didn't know what to expect once he stepped inside covering his eyes with the shades in his pocket.
The class perked up as he walked in with many students openly watching his actions. Billy could have cared less noticing that Holly's desk was empty. The crestfallen expression on his face was clear as day eliciting hushed speculation and gossip amongst his peers. He took his seat visibly disappointed as Mr. Johnson walked into the classroom. He wasn't alone as a large figure wearing an extra-large Eskimo-type coat with the hood up followed him inside. There was no mistaking the identity of this person even though her face was completely obscured. Billy's head robotically followed Holly Michaelson to her desk. Billy was hopeful that she would drop her hood but the girl took her seat placing her book on the desk leaving her head hidden from general view.
"Mr. Jefferson, are you ready to start class or would you like to cut out the middle man and just report to the vice principal's office?" There were small bursts of laughter and chatter quickly silenced by a wave of the teacher's hand.
"No sir; uhm, sorry about that."
"Remove those sunglasses young man."
"Yes sir." He reached up with both hands gingerly removing his shades noticing a few nosey female students craning their heads to get a look at his face. He felt oddly humiliated looking down directly at his own book.
"Ms. Michaelson, I'd like you to similarly relieve yourself of that hood if you will?" The entire class turned in her direction waiting on baited breathe.
"No." Her simple denial was pointed hanging in the air for everyone in attendance.
"Well I give you the same option as Mr. Jefferson; would you like to pack up your things and head over to the front office to speak with the vice principal?" Some laughter followed Mr. Johnson's threat.
Holly silently packed up her belongings and walked out of the class slamming the door behind her so powerfully that the window pane inside it shook and vibrated. There was a pregnant pause as everyone stared at the thick, oak door.
"Today we will be working towards finals; turn to chapter eleven." Mr. Johnson appeared relieved that one half of the trouble in his class had decided to leave. Billy reluctantly joined the class saddened that Holly Michaelson would rather face detention than reveal her face for him to see.
Billy walked by the vice principal's office disheartened to find no one sitting in the chairs situated outside her office. Students jokingly referred to the row of four plastic chairs as "Death Row" because anyone seen sitting there waiting was usually in deep trouble. Vice Principal Denton was known to be academically ruthless sometimes rescinding student's suspensions in exchange for treasured experiences like homecoming and prom attendance. Billy stared into the office at the educator wondering if Holly had been offered a similar deal.
"Excuse me son; do you need something?!" Vice Principal Denton noticed him while she was on a conference call regretting the fact that her office door had been left open.
"Uh, no ma'am."
"Don't you have somewhere you should be Mr. Jefferson?"
"Gym."
"Well, move out Billy; or I could find a few things for you to do around the school if you like?"
"I'm going."
"Smart kid." He bolted down the hallway taking another detour back towards his locker which was a few feet down the corridor from Holly's.
A clique of about six large girls were congregating in front of Holly's locker some of which he immediately recognized from his kidnapping and concurrent hazing. The back of Holly's head could be seen; she towered over most of her friends still wearing the Eskimo coat. His heart jumped because the hood was down revealing the familiar lioness mane that was her corona of brown hair. His pace quickened fighting hallway traffic to get a glimpse of her face. He wondered what kind of expression she would have as he neared five feet away from her to find him exchanging glances with her best friend Kimmy. The short, chunky Asian girl wasted no time shoving her elbow into Holly's side causing the hood to quickly cover her head from general view. Holly stomped off through the crowd leaving him behind shoving a few unfortunate bystanders in the process.
"Get a clue, loser." Kimmy snarled as she and the rest of her clique made "L" sign with their index finger and thumbs before departing in the opposite direction.
"Bitch." Billy muttered under his breath as he looked in the direction Holly had gone before shuffling off to gym.
Moments later Billy was sitting in the boy's locker room dressing for gym still fuming from Kimmy's comment and Holly's apparent desire never to be seen by him again. The situation irritated him beyond belief making the troubled youth feel embittered. She was already fucking someone else and Billy figured she could at least let him have a glimpse every now and then. It wasn't his fault; she'd taken her revenge along with his virtue and he couldn't be held responsible for his actions-could he?
"Excuse me, you're Billy Jefferson, aren't you?"
"Huh?" Billy found himself looking up from the bench at Reggie Thompson III. He was flanked by some members of the basketball team who appeared apprehensive. Reggie was their golden boy prophesied by many as the chosen one to lead them to championship gold in the state finals. Whether any of the privileged boys actually liked him or not was anybody's guess.
"Billy-Jefferson?" He flinched when the tall African American student offered his hand before nervously shaking it moments later.
"Can we, talk Billy?"
"What?"
"You've just got to love this guy." The other members of the basketball team chuckled nervously at Reggie's joke.
"What do you want?" Billy's eyes darted back and forth between Reggie and his associates not knowing what to expect. Reggie sensed his apprehension waving his friends off who backed up a few feet maintaining eye contact.
"I hate to be blunt; do you have a "thing" with Holly Michaelson?"
"Thing?" He surveyed Reggie's features noting his clean-cut image and "good guy" demeanor feeling small under his gaze. There weren't many blacks on campus and Reggie stood out for his grades, athleticism and looks. He could have any girl he wanted on campus but he seemed interested enough in Holly to seek out her rumored unground lover.
"Are you two fucking; there, is that what you want me to say?" Reggie was definitely interested.
"..."
"Look I'm coming to you like a man; if you have something going on with Holly I won't stand in your way Billy. I happen to be very interested in the woman and I want things to move forward; so, the question posed for the gentleman interested-Are you fucking Holly Michaelson?" The anxiety mounted in his usually easy going voice.
"Uhm, uh well..." Billy was affected by the straight forward approach taken by his perceived rival.
"Come on man, spit it out Billy; yes or no?"
"No." He cursed himself the moment the truth left his lips beating himself up for failing to lie and protect his own interests. There was something innately good and earnest about Reggie Thompson III which was probably the reason he was senior class president.
"Fuck man, you don't know how relieved I am to hear that shit; I was worried Holly was playing games with me; it was affecting my Zen Billy."
"Huh?" Billy was still recoiling from his reluctant truth.
"Maybe you should see a doctor about that; here man, have a soda on me." Reggie Thompson III reached into his pocket pulling a dollar out and sticking it in the collar of Billy's T-shirt. Some of the guys fist bumped with Reggie while one guy whispered in his ear drawing his attention back to Billy.
"So, tell me Billy, how did you come by Holly's panties?" Reggie sounded concerned with the one nagging question posed by his teammate in hushed tones.
"What'd she tell you, Reggie Thompson III?"
"Excuse me?" The six foot five athlete instinctively took an aggressive step in Billy's direction only to be stopped by his teammates. They exchanged looks before Reggie started laughing nervously.
"Enjoy the soda." He withdrew leaving Billy alone in the locker room.
Reggie would never know how much he regretted losing Holly's panties. It was almost like he had a part of her as long as he possessed the large girl's underwear. Billy found solace in the fact that Reggie questioned him which had the unintended effect of giving him some minor bit of hope that maybe he meant something after all. The fact that she'd gone so far as to conceal her identity beneath a hood had to mean something, didn't it?
Billy floated through gym listless with a visual hunger that intensified over time until he thought he would explode. He regretted not planting his fist in Reggie's smug face even it would have meant a probable beatdown by his anxious teammates. He thought about the sound in Reggie's voice realizing how much he'd invested in Holly feeling a creeping sense of dread. If he dated Holly, she'd become out of reach socially and he needed her to remain relegated to the minor leagues as the "fat girl". He walked over towards the main building to meet his friends still fighting his urges when he happened upon a fateful sight. Reggie talking to a still hooded Holly Michaelson and it looked serious. He grabbed at her hand a number of times failing as the large teen appeared to be throwing a mini-tantrum. Reggie attempted to pull her hood down as Billy hid behind a nearby tree. Holly seemed to sense his presence slapping Reggie's hand away before partially relenting pressing her body into his. Billy noted the strained look on Reggie's face hoping against hope that his sly aside had the desired effect.
"REGGIE!!" Holly yelled as the tall, athlete stepped away running faster than needed to join his friends. Billy's heart leapt for joy at the perceived rift he'd caused between the potential lovers. Reggie said that he was interested, not that he was fucking Holly himself. He watched the large teen standing dejected and alone on the corner. Just as she went to pull her hood down he was thumped in the small of the back.
"You happy now, asshole?" Billy found Kimmy standing a few feet behind having watched him the whole time.
"What?"
"You look so fucking happy Billy; think you have a chance now, huh?"
"I didn't do nothing." His words were greeted with a sarcastic smirk from the short, chunky Asian.
"I think you did; you have too much invested not to have interfered."
"Kimmy, I didn't do shit, okay." He went to pass her only to have his arm snagged in her grasp.
"Reggie is good for Holly; he really likes her and I know for a fact that he was going to ask you about that shit move you pulled in class with her panties. He's not a ball-less cunt like you and your friend Justin; he asked you and you probably shit your pants." Billy was uneasy under her smoldering glare.
"You don't know shit."
"I know you're gonna lose dickwad; I know you're gonna be sorrier than you've ever been in your life and I know Holly. You will-NOT-WIN-Billy; you are going to cry yourself to sleep jerking off while Holly's getting stuffed FULL of Reggie Thompson III!!" He could feel his face twisting involuntarily as the short Asian teen took it all in with a self-assured smile. Kimmy knew just how much her words was hurting him.
"So, what." He offered weakly.
"Missing those panties, aren't you?" He pushed past her tearing ass up the walkway as she watched. Kimmy continued staring long after he was gone before running over to meet her best friend.
Billy doubled back around the building intending to catch a glimpse of Holly's face but the girls were gone and he was sure Kimmy was ratting him out at that very moment. The school bell sounded bringing with it a deluge of teenagers washing over him in unrelenting numbers. Billy pushed his way to the school cafeteria were his best friend and a few others were waiting.
"So, you might be off the fishing hook with that whale, homie." Justin mentioned after a few moments.
"What are you talking about?"
"Check it out; she's dating Obama." Billy followed his friend's visual prod looking across the cafeteria as Holly entered making a straight line for Reggie and a few members of his entourage. Kimmy followed her friend inside with both girl's bags slung over her shoulders.
"What's up with that fucking winter coat?" A few of their friends chuckled at the girl's ridiculous look in their opinion while Billy remained oblivious to their other jeers and uninformed gossip. He leaned forward watching as Holly pushed her way through the human traffic finally standing in front of Reggie's table. From his vantage point, Reggie looked pensive and unsure of what to expect when Holly reached up dropping the oversized hood to reveal her face. Billy's heart thumped in his chest and a bit of electricity ran across his spine as she looked as beautiful as ever. She was made up with some smoky eye shadow and frosted lips that accentuated her round face and plump cheeks. He took in every detail unable to hear what she was saying to Reggie.
"Ah, she should have left the hood up; it was a fucking improvement." One guy near him commented.
"Shut up." Billy snarled without realizing it.
His gaze immediately shot to her large hand as she drew the zipper down on her large winter coat. It was the middle of spring and Holly had to be sweltering inside the restricting outer garment. The coat seemed to fall from her body like a second skin shed away. Holly let the coat fall to the cafeteria's tiled floor looking nervously at her own feet for a few seconds before directing her narrow grey eyes at Reggie.
"HOLY SHIT LOOK AT THOSE FUCKING TITS!!" Some kid yelled in complete shock followed by similar comments from most of the teens in attendance surprised at the unexpected sight.
Holly Michaelson stood in front of her intended in a multi-colored dashiki top that had a severe plunging neckline that had to be seen to be believed. Her already massive cleavage looked immense in the simple cotton top pushed up almost to her neck. The heat had done its job leaving the exposed portion of her globes shiny and glistening with sweat catching the sunlight filtering into the cafeteria. The simple frock covered her narrow hips reaching the tops of her thighs. Billy drunk it all in nearly swooning as he noticed the sheer leggings covering her muscular gams. The silky material stopped at her calves one of which sported a tiny tattoo he was unable to decipher from his position in the cafeteria. She seemed to have a thing for the wedge sandals that covered her feet along with a single toe ring.
"You fucked that, homie?"
"She fucked me."
Justin leaned across his back as he and several others watched Holly demurely sit down in front of a visibly shocked Reggie and his equally taken aback faction. She put her elbows on the picnic styled table pushing her chest into it and nearly making her breasts pop free of her top. Holly rested her chin in her palms impishly smiling at Reggie. Several students were snapping phots and videos of Holly watching as Reggie awkwardly stood nearly tripping in the process eliciting a chorus of laughter.



"No, please no." Billy muttered under his breath as Reggie leaned in kissing Holly gently on the lips to a thunderous round of applause from the assembled student body.
The sight of their "Happy Ending" was too much for the emotionally beleaguered teen. The corners of his eyes stung painfully as moisture gathered running down his cheeks in liquid despair. He clumsily rose to his feet walking towards the nearest exit breaking into an aggravated sprint as he pushed through the double doors into the courtyard. His face was wet as his nose decided to get into the act releasing a torrent of mucus. He crossed the adjacent wooded path ironically sitting on a bench in the exact same location he'd first encountered Holly and Reggie as a couple. There were students hanging out there so he removed his letterman's jacket using it to cover his head as he bent over sobbing into it. His head felt like it would explode and his chest was on fire. He became aware of someone gently rubbing his head finally emerging from his sorrow cocoon to find Kimmy sitting next to him. It was confusing as she rubbed his back and squeezed the back of his neck therapeutically.
"Come to gloat?"
"Of course, what did I tell you Billy?" Kimmy was staring out at the street watching cars pass as their peers began the exodus homeward bound.
"You were right, happy?" Billy was dejected feeling as if all the piss had been knocked out of him.
"I told you Billy; I told you what was going to happen and look how it all turned out bitch boy. They're already on their way somewhere to fuck like animals; how does that make you feel?" He swatted her hand away looking in the opposite direction trying to hide his reddened face.
"WHAT DO YOU CARE?!!"
"I don't, I just need something for the camera." His eyes widened as he looked over realizing that he was being filmed. Her pink I-Phone was pointed at his face catching every little bit of hurt and pain; Kimmy was truly sadistic. He stood slowly staring in horror at the smiling Asian girl using everything he had to restrain himself from punching her in the face. Billy crossed the street heading towards the parking lot as her laughter assailed his ears.
"YOU CAN'T RUN AWAY FROM THE TRUTH BILLY!!" Kimmy yelled after him.
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"Wake up sleepy head."
"Huh?" I shook the sleep out of my eyes to find Chrystal hovering over me, her face was framed by her golden hair giving her a sort of ethereal look.
"Come on, you gonna sleep the whole day away?"
"Yeah." I was still trashed from the previous night; hell, I was completely wasted from the last two days after several episodes with her mother, Carry Anne, and the nosey neighbor Tammy Drysdale. Chrystal's appearance in the bungalow last night had completed a sexual TKO that left me laying.
"Baby, don't you wanna have some more fun before we go?" Her palm was covering my crotch casually rubbing my tumescence.
"No more for me, I'm driving-AAARRGGHHH!!" Chrystal had given my sore balls a sudden pinch that made be sit up wide eyed.
"So, you should take a shower." She commented casually as I rubbed my crotch.
"That was seriously FUCKED UP Chrystal; what's your deal?"
"Mom called, she wants us back for brunch and it's almost eleven."
"You can go without me; I'm trashed." I rolled over towards the wall knowing my girlfriend wouldn't give up that easily.
"Lazy much? We've fucked harder than that and you weren't half as tired; come on baby, I want us to spend some time with my parents before we leave." I chaffed inside wondering what would happen when I laid eyes on her mother. We hadn't exactly parted on good terms after an afternoon tryst that left me feeling "dirty". Her mother Carry Anne had treated me as her personal sex toy since we'd met and I was uncomfortable in her presence.
"You go on ahead, I'll catch up." I curled into a fetal position under the bedding but Chrystal wasn't that easy draping her torso over mine.
"I want us to go together; present a united front."
"Why?" Her wording puzzled me.
"Daddy thinks you're just using me for sex; I want him to see how wrong he is about you and well, I just don't want to let you out of my sight. We haven't been together as much as I thought we would, baby." Her actions contrasted with her words as her fingers casually rubbed my abdomen and pecks before dipping low to my crotch.
"Your father doesn't want to see me; I have to be honest and say that I don't care what he thinks."
"I get that, I really do; he was like, a major asshole when you guys met. But you like my mom, right?" My cock involuntarily throbbed at the mention of her mother.
"That's odd."
"Huh?"
"Your dick just twitched in my hand."
"Uhm, you're playing with it Chrystal." Honestly, her loose grip on my endowment seemed more out of ownership than anything sexual.
"No, that's not it." She casually stroked my length to hardness using her patented feather soft touch as she reflected.
"You're jerking me off, Chrystal." I reminded, trying not to sound nervous.
"You think my mom's sexy?" She asked relaxing her grip on my girth.
"Come on, cut it out."
"Don't be that way; I mean everything I got came from her, you know? We're almost the same except that her tits are bigger than mine. I won't hold it against you if it's true, baby." She traced a finger along my shaft making it harden further.
"Stop." I said pointedly.
"You've seen her ass, right? Personally, I think mine's is a little bit bigger, but you'd never know unless we lined up together, huh?" Chrystal whispered in my ear ending the sentence by blowing into it. The visual had caused my cock to become a steel bar in her relaxed grasp.
"Yeah, that's it all right; you like mom's big, juicy ass, don't you?"
"You're playing with my cock!!" I repeated, my voice faltering a bit.
"Uh yeah; you already said that shit, get some new material, honey." Chrystal lurched forward adding her other hand to the proceedings with a palm on the head of my member.
"Come on, stop fucking around." My words seemed to fuel the fire as we jostled in the bedding with Chrystal gaining the upper hand stilling my movements with an incredulous look on her beautiful face as she yanked the covers back revealing my nudity.
"I'm fucking around, really? Why're you acting sketchy and shit; you wanna fuck my mom, don't you?!" My cock became a throbbing steel bar in her fist right under my girlfriend's gaze. Her already, expressive eyes widened to the point of cartoony realization as her gaze went from my penis to my embarrassed face.
"Chrystal."
"It's true, you really do want to fuck my mom, don't you?"
"No."
"No; why 're you so fucking hard, then? Look at all the veins on your fucking dick man, I can't believe this shit. My boyfriend wants my mother; wants to fuck the shit out of my mom?!! WHAT-THE-FUCK, MAN?!!" Despite the situation, precum was liberally pouring from the head of my member coating her fist.
"Look Chrystal, we're just playing around in the bed and you were fucking with my junk. You're so fucking sexy and I guess it was just, stupid and I'm sorry about this." I was babbling with no clear structure to my words.
"Don't fuck with me; we both know you're attracted to my fucking mom."
"That's bullshit." Her fist locked around the base of my erection caused me some concern as her eyes bore down on it obsessively.
"Just tell me the truth; don't I deserve that much at least." Her eyes pleaded with me; bore into my heart deeply routing around until I couldn't stand it any longer.
"Chrystal when we'd arrived at your house a couple of days ago-remember, we did it in your old room?" I choked a bit as I began down the path of no return.
"Yeah?"
"Well uhm, we like fucked and it was so good Chrystal; it was so good that-I wanted more. You went in the shower, right? You went out of the room wearing this Indian print mu muus, remember?" Her fingers were pinching my balls.
"Get on with it."
"Well Chrystal; you were just so good that I thought well, I thought I would sneak into the shower with you but I went downstairs because I couldn't find you! Why'd you leave when you had a shower in your room?"
"What-happened."
"You were in the kitchen and uhm, I-I thought I'd surprise you by acting all aggressive and shit. So, I pushed up on you talking like a thug and..."
"WHAT-HAPPENED?!!"
"It was your mom; I fucking pushed up on your mom with my hands all over her butt. I thought it was you but it wasn't and Carry Anne; she didn't give a fuck, she was like uhm, she said she understood but..." My throat was clogged with saliva casing me to choke a bit before it cleared painfully down my gullet.
"Tell me; please." Chrystal begged, her face breaking at the unvoiced aspects of my confession.
"She made me-GO DOWN on her, Chrystal." My words hung in the air as her hands recoiled from my erection.
"What?"
"She made me go down on her; said you wouldn't understand me groping her mother and that your father had a lot- of guns. She said she would start screaming in like, seconds so I-I didn't know what to do so, I- DID IT!!" Chrystal looked ill cupping her hands over her mouth before hopping out of the bed and backing into a corner.
"You ate my mom's snatch?" She asked timidly. I just nodded looking away from her face unable to bear the brunt of my own guilt.
"You fuck her?" She asked after what seemed like an eternity.
"She came to my room; she had the remote for the alarm and there wasn't anything-I uhm, she wanted-some of...yeah, I had sex with her." I still couldn't look at Chrystal's face.
"You were with her all day yesterday; fucking, right?" You could almost hear her thinking to herself as she spoke barely over a whisper.
"She has this way of talking; it makes you listen and I don't know how to explain it but she's got this "thing"-you can't refuse. I didn't- I don't know why Chrystal, but I just did what she wanted." I confessed as my face broke along with our relationship.
"She's a clinical therapist; retired-you never had a chance, fool. Like fucking my mother; like that big, fat ass of hers better than mine?" Her words were choked with tears.
I didn't answer Chrystal, there was no point in it. I left out how her mother pimped me out to the neighbor figuring it would add insult to proverbial injury. There was a stillness in the room that was palpable and toxic.
"Did you like it?" She asked again after a few minutes.
"Chrystal, I can't answer that question." Honestly, I was refusing to answer because I did like it, loved how her mother made me feel. Loved how she touched me and mastered my body in such a short time.
Chrystal stormed into the bathroom slamming the door so hard that the walls shook. The shower followed accompanied by a muffled diatribe which included a few choice words that were easy to make out as I sat numbly staring at the wall in front of me. I wished several times in that small amount of time that I'd somehow got out of going to her parents over the weekend. My girlfriend would not be dissuaded and I knew we were going the moment she'd started mentioning it. Everything that happened after that was my fault. Carry Anne had taken me on a ride the moment I crossed the line and I willingly followed led around by the nose and that humongous back porch. I told myself how happy I was with Chrystal beforehand, only to mentally flagellate myself when the majority of thoughts of her mother centered on every dirty thing we'd done that weekend. I wanted to be selfish, blame Carry Anne for taking advantage of me even though I'd started it by groping her. The bathroom door opened releasing some trapped steam from the shower along with my now dressed ex-girlfriend. Ironically, Chrystal was wearing a light blue version of her mother's clothing from the day before. Her blonde hair was drawn tight on her head into a single ponytail as she glared in my direction.
"You answer the question by saying-NO; it's that FUCKING SIMPLE!!" She exited the bungalow in similar fashion slamming the door behind her hard enough to shake the adjacent window.
I was left to my own devices still sitting there processing everything that happened, wondering if it was all some part of fate infinitely unavoidable. I found the bathroom a mess of discarded towels along with my clothing showering slowly as the realization of my situation crept slowly into every fiber of my being. I was a cheater of the worst order and deserved everything I got. Everything following that seemed to go in slow motion as I took my time dressing only to sit on the bed staring off into space again before being interrupted by the loud, blaring sound of a car horn. I tried to ignore the blaring, repetitive cacophony before ultimately shuffling over to the door to find that the source of the disturbance. Chrystal sat waiting in the car wearing a pair of sunglasses to hide her eyes. Loud music assaulted my ears as she briefly motioned while shoving the ball of her fist into the car horn repeatedly. I figured accepting a ride out of a prestigious country club was better than explaining my presence to security guards looking to brown nose the elite. Minutes later I was beginning to feel differently as Chrystal pushed our rental to its limits on the open road. I'd barely had time to get my seat belt locked in when we were almost halfway back to her familial home.
"Get in there." Chrystal barked militaristically the moment we pulled up in front of her home.
"I'm good; we can just leave right now. I can buy new shit when I get home." I had no intent on going into what could be a potential death trap with her racist father and his arsenal.
"Oh, I get it; my dad, right?" I didn't answer figuring she was speaking rhetorically. Chrystal switched off the vehicle leaning back in the driver's seat. She took out her phone scrolling through her messages and texting. I figured she was ratting me out to her friends as I checked my own phone trying to decide who I'd break the news of our breakup to first.
"Alright, it's getting old with this bullshit; if you're not man enough to go into the house and get your stuff-I'll do it, babe."
"We're not doing this; you want me to get out and walk, fine."
"Would you really get out and walk all the way home just because you're embarrassed about sleeping with my fucking mom?"
"No; I'd do it because I fucked up and you deserve better. I had everything I could have wanted in a mate and I pissed it away, Chrystal. You were an awesome girlfriend and I don't want to see you like this because I know what kind of person you are. I think it would be a disservice to allow my presence to bring you down to my despicable level." She lurched forward in her seat staring at me from behind her sunglasses surprised.
"You are one silver tongued devil; you trying to backdoor your way back into my good graces, huh?"
"No."
"You really expect me to believe that shit you just told me?"
"No; I believe it, Chrystal." She looked blown away by my answer reaching up to scratch the back of her head puzzled. She sat in silent reflection pondering my words before removing her shades as her hand rested on my thigh.
"You know, I would have been okay if you just said you didn't like fucking my mother. I've always felt second fiddle to her and yeah, you FUCKED MY MOM!!"
"There's no way in hell you would have been okay with me banging your mother, Chrystal; I give you more credit than that!"
"I don't want it; I'm not going to sit on your pedestal, motherfucker."
"Let's just get out of here and then we can go our separate ways; I feel like a fool for what happened the last few days and I'm not taking the easy way out by accepting that your mom used her skills as a therapist to manipulate me. Chrystal, I fucked up, okay?"
"That's why she's retired; she fucked one of her clients and his wife found out. He was still coming around after the smoke cleared; loved that ass too. Couldn't keep her hands off his basketball player cock either. Dad, fucking ignores her BULLSHIT!!" Chrystal jumped out of the car powerwalking across the lawn to the front door. I ignored racial caution bounding out to follow my freshly minted ex up to the front door as she beat on the oak material possessed. Carry Anne didn't keep us waiting casually opening to face her flushed, enraged daughter.
"What, I know my cooking isn't that good?" It was meant to be a joke but was cut short when she looked directly at her daughter's face. She was wrapped in that familiar, fluffy housecoat I'd seen earlier with her hair tied up in a bun. They both still appeared twins from different points in their own personal timeline. The resemblance between the two was still uncanny even now. A half smoked cigarette hung from Carry Anne's lips as she turned towards me wild eyed.
"You snitch; I can't believe you tricked on me, brother; what the fuck?" A sliver of the suburban, thug persona creeped from her lips as Chrystal leaned in blocking Carry Anne's view of me with her face.
"MOTHER?!!" Carry Anne silenced her daughter with a raised finger.
"Obviously we've uh, found ourselves with a bit of morning drama; come inside." Carry Anne spoke with a steely resolve as she tightened the sash on her housecoat never taking her eyes off me.
"MOM!!" Chrystal shouted again as Carry Anne's arm shot out harshly grabbing her bicep.
"Chrystal, you know I do not air personal matters in public; I-DO-NOT! Now as I've said before, we can go inside and deal with this "situation" properly or would you like to keep fucking with me and see what happens next, bitch?" I was blown away at Carry Anne's demeanor while my ex-girlfriend, her daughter cupped a hand over her mouth. I can't say I was surprised when Chrystal hung her head walking inside. Knowing her mother's professional pedigree lent a degree of legitimacy to her actions.
"Coming inside or would you prefer hiding inside the car?" Carry Anne looked like she wanted to take my head off which was ridiculous considering my height and athletic countenance.
"I don't think your husband would like that right about now, Carry Anne."
"It doesn't matter what he likes; this is my fucking house, baby. Besides, he's off doing what rich, sexually lazy white pricks do when they're not disappointing their wives." She took another drag on the cigarette flicking it at my chest.
"That's mature."
"Your things were moved up to my daughter's room last night; we'll be in the den hashing all of this shit out. If you can find the stones; go up there in ten minutes and collect them." She challenged, her tone ice cold.
"That a dare, Carry Anne?"
"It's whatever you like, fuck boy and by the way; call me Mrs. McIntyre." She disappeared from the door leaving it cracked enough to get a sense of the darkened alcove just inside.
I detected some quick movements just inside the door along with frenzied whispering before all went quiet leaving me to my own internal minutiae. Finding out that Chrystal's mother was a seasoned therapist shed light on everything that occurred since we'd met. I figured that if I'd rebuffed Carry Anne initially, none of the following would've happened. I chaffed inside wondering how easy I was to manipulate into being her sex toy. I felt guilty for coveting the voluptuous curves and sexual prowess of the assured mature. Nothing was going to stop me from comparing Chrystal to her mother and she deserved better. Both were nearly identical in appearance but worlds apart mentally. Chrystal's joyful exuberance and love of life contrasted with Carry Anne's world weary, yet self-assured demeanor. Mrs. McIntyre knew what she wanted and didn't hesitate to go after it always thinking two steps ahead of her target. How else could I explain her ruse of using the home alarms to sexually assault me? She'd rolled right through any responsibility for that indiscretion by continuing to take liberties with me until I was drinking the Kool-Aid enough to allow myself to be pimped out to her neighbor.
"It's time." I'd checked my watch a number of times wondering if I should go inside as Carry Anne suggested. A number of scenarios ran through my mind as I walked back to the car unwilling to find out what was waiting inside the McIntyre home.
"Shit." The keys were missing.
I knew I had to stone up as I walked back up the driveway towards the open door. Carry Anne said that her husband wasn't around but I didn't know if it were true or not.
"Chrystal; let's go!!" I shouted into the open receiving no response for the next few minutes. There was no answer as I stared into the home looking for any sign of life. For all I knew Carry Anne was mind fucking her daughter even now. Whatever she was doing, the outcome was inevitable. I was the bad guy no doubt about it. My phone chimed a few minutes later with a text message from Chrystal.
[I'm still talking to my mother; go upstairs and get our bags.]-Chrystal
The language of the text was stiff and it pissed me off a little being relegated to servant status, but she had the car keys. I sent a safety text to my cousin letting him know my whereabouts should I mysteriously disappear. I felt every bit the idiot walking into that home taking time to look around for Chrystal's gun wielding racist father. I bounded up the stairs two at a time determined to grab our bags and exit quickly before any more nonsense could occur.
"Ah, fuck me."
Both of the women were there in front of me nude as the day they were born. They were side by side on Chrystal's French love seat facing away from me with their obvious charms on display. Their huge, ample derrieres were so massive they were lightly touching. Neither woman spoke or regarded me in any way as I noticed the car keys dangling from Chrystal's ring finger. There was a slight whiff of marijuana smoke in the air. Carry Anne was finishing a joint taking one last drag before putting it out on the back of the small couch. Their matching waists were jarring narrow compared to the ridiculously wide hips just below them. I noticed their tan lines were the same as well. I was a deer caught in the headlights as a simple choice was placed before me in real, fucking life. It was a choice that millions of affected "ASS MEN & WOMEN" would have killed for. The unspoken question being asked was simple.



They wanted me to choose; Chrystal and her mother Carry Anne wanted me to select one of them the better over the other.
Everything was the same with Carry Anne's butt probably a tiny bit larger than her collegiate daughter's. Chrystal's extreme back porch was the more, muscular, and smoother of the two, but only by a slight margin. Sweat beaded up on my brow as I considered the choice while my pants tented with a powerful erection straining against my zipper. Neither woman spoke continuing to look away waiting for my choice. I barely realized that I was moving in closer now looking directly downward at both of their huge butts. The humidity in the room ratcheted up several notches as both women arched their backs expertly revealing perfect peaches between their full cheeks. I wiped some sweat from my brow fidgeting a bit as I wondered if it was some kind of setup that would end with me in the lockup. I didn't know how it was possible but I wanted to bury my face in both of their snatches. Before I knew it, I was standing over both women. I could see the barely there stretch marks on Carry Anne's hips making me ache to kiss and lick them. Chrystal had this kind of dimple at the base of her spine that I'd kissed several times since we'd started dating. I loved the way she squirmed and giggled when this secret spot was touched.
Carry Anne's puffy looking snatch was visibly wet as it had been the night she abused me in the servant's quarters. This middle-aged woman was animalistic in her determination to finish what we'd started in the kitchen earlier that day. There was a sort of sensual masculinity in the way she ground her mound against my face with this frustrated urgency that left me wondering if I was a closeted submissive. The woman was on a mission to fuck my brains out or get off spectacularly which ever came first. Carry Anne made sure that I didn't overlook her big, spongy tits as she directed traffic with her version of missionary style. Through it all, she never let down her ruse of sexual blackmail which was quite a feat considering the frightening manner in which she orgasmed that night. Yeah, she was ready to go but always seemed to be in control of any situation and that left a bad taste in my mouth.
I rubbed my crotch absentmindedly continuing to survey both delectable women before me as droplets of sweat splashed against Chrystal's smooth bottom. I was reminded of my own frenzied nature the moment I found myself facing Chrystal's oversized derriere that fateful night and the fact that we both rolled right through the situation along with the weekend. We'd fucked each other silly even earning a visit from the resident advisor of the dorm and some vengeful knocking by neighbors. Carry Anne presented me with a sexual enigma in that her personality and demeanor as a mother and alternately a sexual maelstrom left me feeling that I'd failed to see her as a person. Carry Anne argued that she had every right as a human being to explore her carnal nature. This weekend had proved that much despite her suspect efforts. Which would I choose, the potential or the finished product; lady or the tigress?
"AAAAAAAWWWW FAAAAWKKK; HE'S HITTING THE FAAWWKING BACK!!" I slid in effortlessly gliding along her narrow tunnel until I bumped into the end of it with a heavy thud. Her cunt was incredibly wet with this pulsing tightness that sent shivers up my spine. I'd got my cock out quickly before the women could change their minds. The wet, sticky sounds of her contracting cunt filled the bedroom as I dug my nails into her generous backside. Tremors and motion ripples warped the shape of her humongous ass cheeks driving me even more into a frenzy. Every rough, uneven thrust was rewarded with this sort of yelping gasp of pain and pleasure as my hands slid up grasping her narrow waist. I was "RAW DAWG" and knee deep in her sopping, wet pussy finally throwing caution to the wind. Whatever would happen afterward couldn't stop me from enjoying this one last sexual repast. She was gonna get fucked so hard that she'd never forget the cock that gave her nirvana. She tried to move and twist her hips backwards into me but I wasn't having it. This was gonna be my show all the way and she was in the front row seat of the most savage fuck of her life.
"MUH-MMM-MOMMMMM-MOMMY; HE'S SOOOOO FUCKING HARD; OH, SHIT THIS MOTHERFUCKER'S FOR REEEEEAAAALLL!!" Chrystal's blonde hair was drawn into a ponytail in my fist. The car keys fell from her hand with a metallic thud on the floor.
My foot landed flat on the loveseat cushion allowing me to sink inside further than before as Chrystal held onto the back of the furniture for dear life. One of her hands hovered in the air as if she were considering pushing me away from her delectable body, but I quickly captured it in my steel grasp. I managed to ensnare her other wrist folding both arms behind her back using them for leverage to pound her even harder.
"FAWWWK!! FAWWWK!! FAWWWK!! FAWWWK!! FAWWWK!! FAWWWK!! MUH-MUMMMY; HE'S TRYING TO GET INTO MY TUMMY!! FUH-FUH, FEELINGS- FAAAWK; I FEEL IT THERE; SOOOO FUCKING-GUH-GOOD" Chrystal brought me here and she was paying the piper as I carved my name into her dripping cunt!! A massive orgasm suddenly ripped through her pear-shaped body as she went into a screaming fit which degenerated into happy sobbing. I released her arms drawing my own back to her cinched waist squeezing and massaging the soft flesh there. Chrystal wiped a hand across her mouth cleaning up a web of spittle that dripped from her mouth in a web.
"This is how I fuck your daughter, bitch!"
I turned my attention to her mother letting Chrystal go limp against the back of the seat as I looked Carry Anne dead in the eye. My cock was still sheathed inside Chrystal who was breathing hard and ragged. Carry Anne's face still had the same impassive look with a slight bit of difference. It took me a moment but I noticed her eyes seemed larger than before emphasizing the crow's feet at their corners. Her lips weren't positioned in the smirk I'd come to know over the last two days. They were simply straight leaving her to appear somewhat unaffected by the sight of her daughter being ravaged. Carry Anne's tongue slid out wetting her lips; appearing like some shark's fin before submerging again. I looked down at my ex-girlfriend noticing a satisfied half grin on her face. Her tongue also outward coating her lips with a thick sheen of saliva. I followed my Chrystal's gaze up to her mother's face before looking back at Carry Anne who greeted me with a knowing wink.
"Motherfucking-I'm so stupid."
My palm collided with Chrystal's backside making it wobble and jiggle as I spanked her ass with authority. Once her cheek was reddened, I relented as a bit of humanity crept back into my psyche before I noticed she was bobbing and wagging her monstrous butt while sucking on a thumb.
"Oh, you like that, huh BITCH?!!" Her jiggly left ass cheek received and even harsher treatment as I slapped the shit out of it until my hand was sore. Chrystal has gasping and half giggling at my anger with both of them. Carry Anne's face was resting on her fist as she took it all in with a sense of the whimsical. My nails dug into her juicy cheeks as I pushed inside matching the intrusion with a thumb in her rear.
"Oh, you'll never get her respect if you don't do it right; she is my daughter after all." Carry Anne commented.
Carry Anne leaned over never taking her blue eyes off mine as she reached down spreading her daughter's massive cheeks to reveal Chrystal's backdoor. She drooled a steady stream of saliva onto her brown eye before looking up at me in an open invitation to sodomize her daughter. Her gaze caught mine hypnotically for seconds boring deep inside until I had to look away as I pushed inside Chrystal's bowels unimpeded.
"YEEEEEAAAAHHHHH, FUCK MY AAAAASSSSS!!" Our escapades the night before no doubt primed my duplicitous ex for the focused reaming she received as her mother looked on approvingly.
"She's feeling it now; but you have to keep it up if you want her respect; nothing says loving like a good ass fucking." Carry Anne instructed peering directly at the junction where my body met her daughter's.
"That what you need, "Mrs. McIntyre, huh?" I snapped back taking umbrage at her attitude.
"What do you think?"
"I think- I think I'm fucking your little girl in the ass, baby!! You like that shit, huh?"
"Is it important that I like it; that what you need to get off?" She asked clinically.
"BITCH!!" Chrystal groaned under me as another tremor rocked her body making her tighten up around my length.
"Yeah, I hear that a lot, young man; you talk to your mother like that?"
"NOOOOO!!" Chrystal was shivering as more orgasmic tremors worked their way through her voluptuous frame. Carry Anne was squeezing and groping every bit of her daughter's huge ass while I pounded away.
"Don't you think it's disrespectful to call someone's mother a bitch right in front of them?"
"Don't you think it's weird that you're playing with your daughter's ass in front of her boyfriend?" I shot back inwardly patting myself on the back for the quick turnaround.
"Just admiring my handiwork." Carry Anne seemed nonplused.
"That's fucked up, ma'am."
"About as fucked up as luring some self-important fuck twit up to my house to serve as my dildo for the weekend. Man, you're so easy I didn't need instructions. I kept thinking the whole time we were fucking; "Why don't he just SHUT UP and FUCK?"-What an incredible cock unfortunately attached to a fucking poser!!" Her assessment hit me like a ton of bricks.
"Mom!!" Chrystal gasped.
"He's so fucking beautiful, strong and well-endowed the way a woman dreams about; but he's got this stupid moralistic code that inhibits him from realizing the plain truth about all of this."
"Oh, and what's that, Carry Anne?" I was salty looking back and forth between both women.
"MOM, DON'T!!" Chrystal warned.
"No one gives a fuck homie; you are here for our sexual gratification and nothing else. Chrystal gave you one hell of an endorsement after test driving you for three months, baby. So, I had to see for myself and you didn't disappoint."
"THAT'S NOT TRUE, DON'T LISTEN TO HER!!" I was frozen in place staring at both of them.
"It's not?"
"No, I-I Uhm; wanted you to meet my parents because..." Her words trailed off as she looked away.
"If I taught you one thing, it's taking responsibility for your actions. Man, you're probably the most weepy, emotional dildo I've ever seen in all my years. That last guy, what was his name? Eh, I think it was Phillip if I'm correct; now he was ready from the moment you brought him in last summer!! If only he had this guy's cock, but seven inches wasn't too bad."
"SHUT UP MOM!!"
Chrystal's protestations devolved into a series of ragged, gasps and gurgles as I made short work of her back door while staring her mother in the eye to let her know what I thought of her analysis of my character. I yanked my cock out of her reddened ass pointing it at Carry Anne's face jerking furiously until a thick rope of cum exploded in her face soiling her visage. Two more spurts accompanied the initial one as she reached up wiping her round face coming away with a cum-webbed hand.
"Why young man, how dare you!"
"Fuck you ma'am." I grabbed a handful of her blond hair tapping my cock against her cheek as I noticed Chrystal looking on with this kind of smirking approval. I kept tapping my cock on her mother's face and rubbing it against her lips until she took my inside almost all the way to the base. Carry Anne vacuumed her cheeks around my length twirling her tongue on my urethra and sucking me clean. She reached up a few times to handle my girth but I swatted her hand away.
Chrystal sat beside up watching as she masturbated, rubbing her mound in a circular motion until she noticed me watching. She was different than I'd known her before; perhaps revealing her "true self" after so much subterfuge. She didn't protest even when I gave Carry Anne a few rough pumps of my hips to gauge her response squinting tightly as her fingers worked harder. I relented allowing her mother to breathe before shoving my cock between Chrystal's waiting lips. Her lips were obscenely stretched around my thickness as torrents of saliva and precum ran down her reddened chest. I found Carry Anne mimicking her daughter's actions masturbating furiously at the sight of her younger clone being throated.
"Like that bitch; like watching your kid choke on fucking cock, huh?" Carry Anne nodded profusely copulating herself with three fingers as I fucked her daughter's face mercilessly.
"I FUCKING LOVE IT!!" She blurted out unable to control her mounting lust.
I let my inner demons take over drawing my ex-girlfriend's face forward until her nose was nearly touching her pelvis. Carry Anne appeared excited leaning forward as I released her gasping daughter to cough up a bit torrent of frothy spittle on the carpet.
"Put it back in."
"What?"
"PUT IT BACK IN!!" Chrystal begged still coughing as I shoved myself back inside completely throating her. I didn't know what was happening as things started to take on a familiar feeling. She had lowered her arms acquiescing to my actions as her mother fondled her right breast watching with voyeuristic intensity. I quickly disengaged from Chrystal shoving my member towards Carry Anne who pounced taking me whole as her daughter wiped an arm across her lips.
"Do your fucking job; bitch!!" Carry Anne ramped up her actions following my orders as Chrystal turned her huge butt in my direction assuming her earlier position on the love seat.
"Want some fucking dick, whore?" I asked watching this creature that was formerly my girlfriend wriggle and arch her back making that meaty rear jiggle and loudly clap. She alternated this action by rubbing her puffy cunt.
"Yeah."
"I-I CAN'T HEAR YOU!!" I yelled as she twisted and bounced her hips.
"PLEASE FUCK ME; FUCK THE SHIT OUT OF ME!!" Chrystal sounded desperate as I shoved my cock deep inside her cunt finding it so wet that her liquid lust squirted out displaced by my pounding member. My fingers drunk in her curvy hips yanking her viciously backward into my crotch. I could feel her body tensing up under me as she began to go into the throes of a massive orgasm. I quickly snatched my cock out of her quickly inserting it inside a game Carry Anne who quickly climaxed from the visual stimulus alone. He thick, meaty ass bounced mercilessly as motion ripples moved across its smooth surface. Her rounded hips rolled and trembled as I held her cheeks apart literally spearing her sweet spot.
"I WAS ABOUT TO CUM!!" Chrystal screamed indignant at the interruption.
There was a desperate look on her face as she angrily watched me pounding her mother into oblivion. Carry Anne was game spreading her powerful, shapely legs further apart to accommodate me. The head of my cock thumped the end of her tunnel savagely as she yelped her approval. Chrystal was becoming incorrigibles rising to her knees on the cushions with a hand covering her mound.
"This what you wanted, huh Chrystal? Wuh-Wanted me to show your fucking mom a good time, huh bitch?!!" She bounced on her haunches measuring my words, masturbating furiously. Carry Anne continued rolling and bouncing her hips putting a sort of twisting motion on my shaft that was heavenly. This mature woman knew what she was doing and how to get results, but I didn't want to cum with her.
"Look, I'm sorry but it's just something we do!! I really do care about you but it was my turn this time!!" She confessed watching my actions more than my face.
"How, many-How many guys, huh?" I demanded.
"YOU'LL BE MAD; DON'T ASK!!" Chrystal begged reaching over to lay a palm flat on the curve of her mother's butt.
"I'm a dildo; that right Chrystal?"
"Well, guys do it to women all the time; make us your filthy, little sex toys and what's wrong with us girls taking a little back?" I was equally offended by her answer as well as the fact that she was still masturbating.
"KEEP DOING THAT SHIT; I'M CUMMING SO FUCKING HARD ON YOUR COCK!!" Carry Anne was tightening up around me like a vice but I quickly removed my cock shoving it into her daughter's mouth. I wrapped her blonde hair around my fist releasing my seed into her mouth. Chrystal was definitely her mother's daughter pursing her lips to drain me. I pulled out of her hungry maw soiling her face with copious amounts of jizz. A thick blast of oily, ooze hit the bridge of her nose running down the side of her cheek while a second followed glazing her face. Carry Anne quickly jumped forward sucking desperately on the head of my cock before I snatched it away. Chrystal scooped my jizz from her face wantonly ingesting it while her mother licked a trail on her cheek clean. The sight was too much as I felt somewhat sick and nauseated. The women sat back observing me in silence, waiting.
"Chrystal, I never thought of you as anything but my soulmate; my lover and a future wife."
"Sorry, I thought we could have some fun initially; but you were so cool and easy going with the dick I was looking for all this time. It's just that you were so fucking uptight that I thought mom..." Her words trailed off.
"Could what, train me?"
"You make everything sound so, sinister but don't stand there acting like you didn't enjoy everything that happened between us." Carry Anne sounded a little put off as she came to her daughter's rescue.
"You could have been honest with me from the start." I countered.
"THAT'S BULLSHIT AND YOU KNOW IT!!"
"You never gave me the chance, Chrystal." She looked away at my words.
"You would have labeled her a whore." Carry Anne interjected making me laugh uncharacteristically.
It wasn't just any laugh welling up from the depths of raw conscious truth, realization, blah, blah blah and all that shit. In seconds I was laughing maniacally in both of their faces. Both women looked puzzled sitting side by side, looking like clones. Chrystal appeared about to speak when her mother silently nodded silencing her. Something about this wholly, implausible scenario struck me funny as I took a seat between both of the women reclining backward. I looked over at Chrystal who still appeared confused and probably unsure of my sanity. I managed to cease the manic giggling that rattled her before cupping her chin to kiss her softly on the lips. She flushed red putting a hand up to her cheek as I turned looking her mother in the face. Carry Anne manifested a stoic, hard expression that broke the moment my tongue entered her mouth. She knew how to kiss passionately sucking on my bottom lip as her daughter leaned forward only to have four of my fingers gag her lovely mouth while I was busy.
When my fingers were sufficiently glazed with her saliva, I applied them to my shaft slowly stroking it back to fullness. Carry Anne leaned adding her own glaze to the head of my cock in a sustained stream. Both women were turned partially towards me with their arms draped over the back of the love seat watching my progress intently. My cock was coated with precum and the combined saliva of both women. Chrystal was the first to reach in handling my member which didn't surprise me considering her actions since we'd started dating. Carry Anne took this as a sign of consent adding her hand seconds later as both women worked me softly. I leaned back stretching, placing my arms along the back of the seat letting them have their way. Carry Anne's lips found my own in a torrid entanglement of tongues while her daughter sucked and nibbled on my peck taking a nipple between her teeth. The mother's fingers pinched my other nipple sending a jolt to my cock before she turned her focus to an available ear sinking her tongue inside and making me squirm. Chrystal's began sucking hard on my neck as her mother impaled herself on my lap.



Her hips rolled and ground into me with purpose as she locked her arms around my neck pressing her body against me hard. Chrystal's head appeared over her shoulder as she wantonly shoved her tongue into my mouth. Carry Anne was rubbing and caressing the back of my head as she worked her wide hips into my crotch making her daughter even hot and bothered to suck on an available earlobe. Before I knew it, Chrystal's hands appeared in front of me groping and squeezing her mother's larger breasts. She'd reached under her mother's armpits from behind pinching and distending her thick nipples making her cunt tighten up around me in pulsing spasms. The older woman's round face was flushed as her eyes rolled up in her head from the stimulation. Carry Anne shocked us both as she went into a screaming fit roughly bouncing on my erection until her climax subsided. Chrystal was on a mission dropping to her knees quickly to pull my cock from her mother's snatch throating half of it as her mother moved to the side still shivering.
Chrystal palmed my inner thighs pushing them apart before facing away from me to impale her huge, meaty butt in my crotch. Carry Anne was suddenly behind the love seat capturing my wrists and pulling backwards so that I wouldn't be able to grab her daughter's big butt. Chrystal was lurched over with both palms flat on the carpet bouncing her massive donk on my erection as hard as she could. Her back was beet red from the exertion as her jiggling, rubbery butt hid my cock from view. The sight proved too much as I began to go into the throws of my own mounting climax. Chrystal was yelping and whimpering with delight as my hands were quickly released. She clumsily fell forward landing on her hands and knees with a visible pussy gape. Carry Anne scrambled down on her knees cupping my balls as she jerked my cock hard while Chrystal twerked her ridiculous butt right below me. The older woman's fist moved in a blur adding a twisting motion as I started gasping. Carry Anne inched closer pressing her abs against my thigh intent on getting her reward from my dick. My foreskin was taking a beating as she leaned in slurping hard on my member in three loud, wet, repetitions. She seemed to know the exact moment pointing my raging erection directly at her daughter's bouncing butt.
The first burst exploded out in a powerful spurting stream that hit the broad side of Chrystal's left ass cheek while Carry Anne directed several more ropes dead center on her Rubenesque daughter's gluteal cleft before she pounced sucking out the rest. Chrystal continued shaking and jiggling her butt causing my spunk to run down her crack into her peach. Carry Anne's fingers dug into the pliant flesh of the huge ass cheek kneading it as she licked it clean of semen before digging into her crack and subsequently fellating her in a blatant disregard for society's taboo mores. I watched Carry Anne with two handfuls of her daughter's massive cheeks obscuring the older woman's face.
"OOOOHHHH FUCK; MOMMMMMMYYY WE'RE BEING NASTY IN FRONT OF- AAAAHHH FAAAWK; I'M CUMMING MOMMM!!" Chrystal collapsed on her stomach as Carry Anne rolled through the motion inserting three fingers into her snatch. I watched completely addled as my ex-girlfriend flailed about on the carpet before squirting profusely. Carry Anne sat back on her haunches looking at her handiwork.
"Baby, I'm sorry about everything; we agreed that I'd only have the one night but I got greedy and fucked it all up." Carry Anne ran her unsoiled hand through her blonde locks.
"We both fucked it up mom; I should have just told him."
"Yeah maybe you're right darling; his cock is fucking perfect now and we've lost it because we're such sluts."
"So, we're going back to touring Jamaica and shit, huh mom?" Chrystal had rolled on her side rubbing her mother's thigh lovingly. They both sat there talking l wasn't still in the room, but I wasn't surprised at this point opting to take it all in as they shored up their relationship.
"I don't know; maybe..." Carry Anne cupped the undersides of her breasts deep in thought.
"Hey, you two bitches do realize I'm still sitting here, right?"
"You hate us, don't you? You're probably thinking some shit calling us fucking loser hillbillies because you saw mom do me, right motherfucker?" I arched my back stretching as I pondered her words with a knowing smile.
"You don't care what I think."
Both identical women looked at one another as Chrystal roused rising back up on all fours. Carry Anne leaned forward on all fours as both women faced away from me putting their heads together presenting me with another enticing view of the huge rumps. They were whispering to one another casually waving their butts in my face before rising on their knees in unison. Chrystal and her mother pushed between my legs kissing and sucking on my inner thighs. Chrystal took my balls in her mouth while Carry Anne throated me pushing her nose into my pubic hair. Both women worked wonders on my abused tumescence getting it partially erect. I was beginning to think I really would be sterile after the weekend with these insatiable women was over. One of them was twirling her tongue on my taint and I didn't care to even find out. Carry Anne began rubbing my cock on her breasts smearing my spunk everywhere before offering a tit to her college aged daughter. Chrystal rose pushing my cock into her mother's cleavage before adding her own breasts. I watched as both women leaned in sensually making out. They worked, pumping their tits against my trapped cock in perfect unison until I was ready to pop.
"Come here, you!!" I had other ideas grabbing a fistful of Carry Anne's blonde hair dragging her to the bed caveman style. She looked incredulous at being manhandled and tossed on her daughter's bed. I mounted her bottoming out on the first stroke and rolling my hips into her pelvis. This got a definite reaction as she locked her arms around my torso digging her nails into my back as she began sobbing loudly. I could feel her cunt snapping down on my length letting myself remain immobile until it seemed it tightest before pounding her mercilessly in quick bursts. The middle age woman sounded like someone was gutting her as her nails dug furrows into my back. Her thick legs locked into the small of my back nearly snapping me in two as she began crying in earnest. Chrystal leaned in lying on her belly on the other side of her canopy bed, lovingly cradling her mother's head.
"Mom, you okay; why are you crying?" She looked like she would cry from watching her mother getting railed into an emotional state.
"OOOOHHHHHH, IT'S FEELING SO GOOOOOOODDD; SOOOOO FAWKING GOOD!! HE'S REEEALLY FUCKING MY PUSSY, HUH-HAAAARDDD!!" The rest of her words became meaningless gibberish as Chrystal wiped away her mother's tears before kissing her softly.
"You're so pretty mom; take that fucking cock like the slut you taught me to be." Chrystal encouraged continuing to coddle her mother with light kisses while caressing her cheek. Carry Anne locked her arms around my neck drawing me in for some deep, sensual kissing. Chrystal dipped in getting some affection as well with hungry lips. Carry Anne suddenly convulsed bucking up into me as she orgasmed loudly before her limbs lost strength falling to her sides on the damp bedding. Her cunt pulsed around my still erect member while Chrystal rolled over on her back with her head upside down adjacent to her mother's.
"Bring my cock here; fuck my brains out too." I obliged her wondering how my stamina had gone up a hundredfold. Chrystal stretched on her back raising her hands over her head as her thick, shapely legs parted. I'd done the job on her finding it too easy sinking inside her to the hilt. She was impossibly wet and slimy with wet, sticky queefing sounds filling her bedroom.
"No, I want it in the other hole." She sounded playful and childlike as I used her excess wetness for lubrication. I slid upward until my balls were cradled on either side by her buoyant cheeks. Chrystal's legs hung in the air waiting for me to grasp her ankles. The feeling of her cushiony ass cheeks added another welcome sensation to our coupling.
"Fuck my ass right; fuck it good." Her dirty talk didn't sound forced to me anymore as I realized I was seeing "true self" after so many months of dating. I gathered her calves together lying behind her as she rolled into a fetal position on her side taking everything I had to give. I didn't want her to see my face.
"I love being filled up like this; yeah, baby doing it just the way I like." She cooed as I hooked an arm behind her knee drawing her shapely left leg into the air. Her meaty butt was wedged against my abdomen and crotch as Chrystal reached over caressing her half-conscious mother. Carry Anne rolled over watching our progress with an approving smile.
"I could never get tired of watching that big ass cock; baby, you're gonna be sitting on a pillow for a month." Chrystal whimpered covering her face with both hands.
"What's wrong Chrystal?" Carry Anne caressed her daughter's blonde locks.
"Wuh-What happens when we stop fucking, mom?" Carry Anne scratched her head before looking at me quizzically.
"So, what are you gonna do, stud?" She asked plainly.
I rolled Chrystal on her stomach mounting her in the prone position. Her monstrous, thick cheeks were reddened and bruised cradling my erection perfectly as I pushed methodically into her rear door. Carry Anne rolled over on her stomach inviting me inside as I spent the next twenty minutes alternating between both women.
"FUCK, I'M CUMMING; GET ON THE FLOOR RIGHT NOW AND SLAP THOSE BIG ASSES TOGETHER!!" I growled at both women, mother and daughter followed my directions perfectly getting into doggy position facing opposite sides of the room. They began slapping their huge asses back into one another while I quickly squatted over them pressing my cock between their clashing cheeks. Both women knew where I was going with this shit tightly wedging their asses together around my pumping member. I bounced for a few minutes before spraying both women's donks with my milky glaze. With this, I knew I was finished for the day at least if not the month. Fuck, I was probably done for a few months. Chrystal and Carry Anne continued bouncing their butts against one another creating this kind of sticky web between their bodies as I sat on the battered love seat. The entire room reeked of nasty sex. We were drenched in sweat and everything else.
"So, what now?" Chrystal asked.
I cracked my aching joints a little more looking in the direction of the bathroom. Both women were silent watching my every move as I stood and walked into Chrystal's bath which was not as large as her mother's private domain, but still spacious. There was no doubt in my mind about these two women as I silently reflected while showering. I'd left the door open for their viewing pleasure realizing what I was to them. Chrystal was the first to enter staring oddly at my face as she squeezed in beside me taking the soap and lathering up my chest.
"You hate me; you know-for tricking you and everything?" She asked, her brow furrowed.
"Do my back." I ordered turning to face the tiled wall allowing her to work the soap into my back. I pulled her wrist down to my cock knowing how much she wanted to handle it. She feigned washing my body before closing her fingers around my semi-erect shaft.
"I really did like you." She offered.
"But you love this, don't you?" My hand covered hers, guiding her stroking motions.
"I'm serious; we clicked on so many levels physical and uhm, mental."
"Sure, we clicked so much that you wanted your mom to get in on the action." I replied devoid of emotion.
"Yeah, I know how it sounds, but she really knows how to get a man to like, his full potential-sexually. Bet you never even thought about how much stamina you've had over the last few days, huh?"
"What?"
"Look everything's coming out anyway; so, I just let her do her thing with your dick and before you ask; there was nothing wrong with you before. I guess I wanted a tweak to get you even further up the scale because I'm multi-orgasmic as fuck." I shifted under the hot spray of the shower head turning until I could look at her face. Our lips mashed together in the steamy confines of the shower. It was wholly therapeutic for my body.
"We're done, aren't we?" Chrystal stood under the spray as I grabbed a towel wrapping it around my waist on the way out. I didn't answer her, didn't if I wanted to after all the deception.
"You like mom better than me?" She asked, getting nothing back.
"ANSWER ME!!" She screamed through the deluge of water before crouching down in the shower covering her face.
I found Carry Anne having a cigarette as she reclined on her daughter's bed. I went into my bag pulling out a fresh change of clothing, dressing silently. Carry Anne watched without a word as I finished dressing before turning to her for some moments. I just wanted to take it all in one last time as a lightbulb flashed in my head.
"What?" Carry Anne asked.
"Where is he?" That familiar smile formed on her lips framed by the crow's feet at either side. She mashed her cigarette out unceremoniously on her daughter's bedside table before standing and walking to an adjacent closet. It was one of those narrow closets with venetian blinds that you kept bath towels and other toiletries inside. She looked over her shoulder at me before opening the closet to reveal Mr. McIntyre inside. The man was nude, shrink wrapped and duct taped to a standing dolly with his genitals exposed. The front of the adhesive tape and plastic was covered with his semen. He couldn't respond due to a ball gag in his mouth.
"He likes to watch." Carry Anne casually explained. She reached up removing the gag so that he could speak.
"Uhm, heading out?" He looked embarrassed and humiliated.
"Yeah, I-I uh, think I'm gonna go."
I snatched the keys off the carpet as Carry Anne lit up another cigarette. I grabbed my stuff and walked out of the room. The sound of the shower filled the room and accompanying corridor as I walked to the end of the stairs. I paused for a minute to look at the house from the top of the stairs drinking it all in. I tossed my bag in the backseat and was soon driving up to the gate. My phone rang a couple of times but I didn't answer pulling up to a cross street for a little surprise. Tammy Drysdale was out walking a small purse dog in the dusk hours. She was wearing a track suit that did little to hide her large breasts. Almost on que, our eyes met for the briefest of seconds. Tammy looked like a dear caught in the headlights stopping in front of my vehicle peering at my face. I let her look before mashing my fist on the horn shocking her and the diminutive animal who began barking as she yanked it across the street. The rest of my trip home was uneventful.
*************************************************************************************
The toll taken on my body finally caught up with me as my knees buckled while walking up the stoop to my apartment. Chrystal had left a total of sixty messages on my phone during the long drive home. I was burnt out and in no mood for any additional drama opting to figure something out after a good night's sleep. I was reminded of my ex-girlfriend's disdain for cleaning noticing her discarded clothing on the floor along with some of her panties. I dropped my bags picking up a few of her things before exhaustion forced me to crash on the couch. The lights were on when I came inside and I figured they'd been left on three days prior. I almost melted into the couch before I realized a bundle of Chrystal's clothing was still in my fist. Gray leggings with a thin pink stripe down the side puzzled me as I couldn't recall ever seeing her wearing them. Some lacy, bikini style panties were still in the crotch of the leggings. Her perfume lingered in the air, some unfamiliar sweet smelling fragrance. It was unfamiliar to me at the moment and unimportant as my eyes settled on an open gym bag beside the couch.
I rifled through it finding more clothing along with some personal effects as the road miles faded from my mind. I looked around noticing a phone plugged into a nearby wall outlet. It was wrapped in an annoying Hello Kitty shell charging. My head cleared further as I realized the shower was running at the end of the corridor. I snagged a Louisville slugger from the closet behind the door slowly creeping down the hall until I was outside the door.
I hesitated for a moment weighing the bat in my hands before pushing the door wide open.
"Who are you?" She was all of five foot two with a wealth of curves packed onto a pronounced pear shaped frame that struck me distinctly familiar. The rounded, cherubic face with a slight smattering of freckles across her thin nose was particularly fetching. The wide curve of her hip announced her rather ponderous backside in dramatic fashion. Her shoulder length hair was curiously dyed with the colors of the American flag in strips of red, muted white and blue. Even though she was as naked as the day she was born and the fact that I was holding a baseball didn't seem to deter this smiling nymph. I noticed a gap in her teeth.
"Courtney; Chrystal's little sister? I'm visiting the campus on a tour and she said I could stay here with you two?"
"No."
THE END?
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Santa shoved the last rectangular gift box into the big red bag he carried as the front door to the living room opened.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING HAROLD?!!" Betty Emerson had come home from a long day of fighting the lines at the mall shopping for Christmas gifts for a get together with family and friends. She walked into her modest home to find her husband violently stuffing all the gifts under the tree into a garbage bag.
"ASK YOUR FUCKING SON BETTY; HE GOT SUSPENDED AGAIN!!" Harold had enough of the pudgy, trouble-prone kid sometimes even doubting if the boy was biologically his. The boy had his father's blond hair and that was it with everything else stuffed into an overweight, brooding package.
"WHAT?!!"
"THAT FUCKING KID'S A PERVERT; HE WAS CAUGHT WITH VIDEOS OF UPSKIRTS ON SOME OF HIS CLASSMATES-HE'S BEEN EXPELLED!!" Her heart jumped into her throat as she watched her husband sling the bag over his shoulder. She remembered that he'd been finagled into playing Santa for his company office party.
"What are you doing?"
"I'm getting rid of these fucking toys because he doesn't deserve any of them; maybe I'll take them down to a homeless shelter and give them to some orphans." Betty grabbed his shoulders shaking the portly man like a woman possessed.
"ARE YOU CRAZY; YOU KNOW HOW MUCH MONEY I SPENT ON THAT SHIT?!!" Harry had enough of his wife's coddling of their son and was intent on teaching the spoiled boy a lesson.
"HE DOESN'T DESERVE ANYTHING; HE'S A DICK!"
"BUT I PAID GOOD MONEY FOR THAT STUFF HAROLD!!" He stopped in his tracks to take a good look at his wife of seventeen odd years. Betty Emerson was the visual epitome of a suburban housewife from the top of her blonde pixie cut to the sensible shoes on her manicured feet. She wore a thick pair of wire frame granny glasses on her circular face that made her appear older than her thirty-four years. Over the years Betty had shied away from regular gym visits earning herself a dumpy, slightly pearish shape. He always loved her huge 36 DD's making it a point to fuck and jizz all over them on a regular basis until Betty had threatened him with marriage counseling for his deviant urges. The couple were lucky if they even had sex once a week. Things had tapered off as she'd lost herself in the mundane idiosyncrasies of everyday life as a housewife and mother of two. Their college age daughter had already begged off family activities in favor of a snowboarding vacation with her boyfriend Mike.
"This is not what Christmas is supposed to be Betty; it's supposed to be about love and family. Our son Chris takes everything for granted from the clothes on his back to the food that he eats. What are we teaching him if we let him have these undeserved gifts?" He spoke from the heart for the first time in years not sure where his emotion was stemming from.
"I'll talk to him and maybe; ground him for the weekend; just put the stuff back under the tree. Don't ruin Christmas Harold."
"IT'S NOT CHRISTMAS; IT'S JUST A BUNCH OF SHIT!"
"FUCK YOU HAROLD!!" She really hadn't meant to curse but he was disturbing her image of what the holiday should be. Betty had always made sure that the house looked perfect on Christmas and here was her husband threatening the status quo with some pretentious reason. Betty never told anyone of the "less than perfect" holidays ruined by her alcoholic father. Sometimes he'd get so toasted that he didn't know who or where he was. This had resulted in an unfortunate incident that few outside of her immediate family were aware.
"You know Betty, I wish you'd fuck me sometimes but you're too busy obsessing over meaningless commercial bullshit. I'll see you later."
"Harold if you take those gifts out of this house it'll be a cold day in hell before you get some of this!" She placed her hands under her large breasts bouncing them for emphasis.
"Promises, promises." He slammed the door as he left dragging the large sack down the snow covered steps leaving her to stare at her barren Christmas tree. It looked truly naked with the foot of gifts that circled it formerly. Moments later her troublesome son lumbered down the stairs dragging a large sleigh behind him and ripping up the red carpeting she'd draped along the stairs.
"Mom, I'm going sledding with some of the fellas to clear my head; dad really embarrassed me at school today!" The cumbersome preteen knocked a flower arrangement off of a table at the bottom of the stairs
"CHRISTIAN!!"
"Sorry mom; you shouldn't have put all this shit on the stairs anyhow."
"But that's where we put the milk and saucer of cookies for Santa." Betty had followed her own borderline psychotic protocol for years following some unseen rule book as she over decorated her home.
"Mom, there's no such thing as fucking Santa Claus geez." He face-palmed as she feverishly righted the table arrangement.
"Language mister or you're going into time out!" He chuckled as he peered into the living room.
"HOLY SHIT; WE'VE BEEN ROBBED!!" The pudgy little fellow bolted into the living room staring in horror at the empty space under the tree before bolting down the hall to the kitchen and snatching the phone off the wall. He would have called the police if not for his mother yanking the receiver out of his grasp.
"Your father took all of the gifts Christian."
"WHY?!!"
"Because you got in trouble at school and he wanted to "Teach you a Lesson" about being naughty." Betty always mocked her husband's voice when he wasn't around. She preferred the friend approach to parenting with predictable and disastrous results.
"WHY'D YOU LET HIM DO THAT SHIT MOM?!! IT'S FUCKING CHRISTMAS!!" The bawling teen was already sloppily chomping on a pile of gingerbread men that were cooling on a cookie sheet. The sight of her dumpy, spoiled child's despair tugged at her heartstrings.
"Everything's going to be okay son; don't you worry about a thing." She tried to reassure her child who'd removed a carton of eggnog from the fridge which he chugged until he coughed. He had this sort of annoying, bleating cry that made any sane person want to scratch their eyes out.
"Did he take my Play Station Gold-Special Edition?"
"Well; yeah son..."
"OOOOOOHHHH SHIT THAT'S FUCKED UP MOM; THAT'S A COMPLETE AND TOTAL DICK MOVE!!" Christian punctuated his outcry by spiking the carton on the linoleum floor. He went full blown tantrum knocking some of the cookies and other entrees around on the counter before repeatedly slamming the cabinet doors.
"CALM DOWN BABY; I'LL FIX IT I PROMISE!!" At this point he sounded as if he were hyperventilating and slowly faux-collapsed to the floor into a pathetic whimpering mass.
"MOOOOMMMY, DADDY HATES ME!!" Betty knelt on the cookie littered linoleum floor cradling her son in her arms smashing his circular head between her huge boobs. His entire face was reddened and glistening with tears.
"No he doesn't; he loves you very much." She kissed his cheek and forehead tasting his salty sweat and tears.
"BUT HE TOOK MY STUFF MOMMY; HE WANTS ME TO DIE ON CHRISTMAS!!" Christian had manufactured a distressed, forlorn look on his face designed for maximum emotional manipulation.
"NO BABY; I WON'T LET THAT HAPPEN!!" In a manner contrary to his pudgy stature, the kid quickly stood and stomped off flapping his arms around like a spazzing addict. He marched into his father's den and slammed the double doors locking himself inside and alarming his mother.
"OPEN THE DOOR BABY, MOMMY'S WORRIED!!" She could hear him lumbering about smashing into the furnishings and cursing up a storm. Betty ran back into the kitchen retrieving a kitchen knife to pick the lock.
"CHRISTIAN NOOOO!!" She found him down a pint of his father's best gin noticing that he ripped a door off of the liquor cabinet. They struggled for the pint before she was able to get it away from the spoiled brat spilling quite a bit of it on the carpet.
"I'LL SHOW DAD, I'M GOING TO TAKE DRUGS AND JOIN A GANG!! I'M GOING TO CUT MYSELF AND ROB A FUCKING CONVEINENCE STORE!!" Betty fast snared the troublemaker in her arms doing her best to keep him from scurrying away as he broke down sobbing into her bosom.
"Christian; mommy promises that you will have Christmas like you always had. Come tomorrow you're gonna just find that tree loaded with presents and you have my word on that darling." He finally calmed down looking up into her blue eyes with his bottom lip quivering.
"You promise?"
"Yeah, nobody is gonna ruin my baby's holiday not even mean ole daddy with his stupid morals and sappy talk about the true meaning of Christmas."
"True meaning of Christmas?"
"Daddy says the holiday is supposed to be about love and family, not just gifts and toys."
"Wow dad's so clueless mom; everybody knows it's all about the fucking toys." The boy genuinely scratched his blond scalp perplexed by what he'd been told.
"Language young man."
"Sorry mom but you're so much smarter than dad; did you really mean what you said about there being toys under the tree tomorrow?"
"Of course son and you know mommy never breaks her promises." He was struggling to get back to right himself and had to be assisted by his mother.
"Well uhm; I guess I'll go sledding after all to take my mind off of the disaster that almost happened here and mom?"
"Yes honey?"
"It's a mess in here, you probably should clean it up before dad gets home. I'll be back later after I have some hot cocoa and cookies at my friend Troy's house." She watched her kid drag his sled out of the house knocking over a few more holiday decorations as he went. The pudgy disaster didn't even bother to close the door letting the cold winter air blow in to the house chilling Betty to her core.
The neurotic yet dutiful wife cleaned up her son's mess as best she could and spent the remainder of the morning calling various relatives in a mad attempt to borrow money for some last minute Christmas shopping.
"Sorry Betty you know I love you but your kid is a fucking mess; remember how he set fire to my backyard last summer?" Betty recalled her son explaining it away as horseplay gone wrong.
"WHAT; THAT KID CUT OFF ONE OF MY DAUGHTER'S PONYTAILS!!" Well she wasn't as close to that relative anyway.
"I know you think this is some sort of emergency Betty but if you recall Brian and I babysat Christian. He stole our credit card to join fifty porn internet sites. One of them was called "Tranny Surprise" if I am correct. Can't help you out hon." So went the rest of the morning until Betty exhausted all of her possible contacts.
"HEEEEY SAILOR; if you bring back those FUUUCKIN TOYS I'll totally make it WORTH your while buh-buddy!!" Betty's speech was slurred and uneven as she realized that it was an answering machine she was talking with. She was ready to barter with her own husband using her body to get her son's things back. "
"YOU BETTER HURRY UP YOU BASTARD; THE CLOCK'S TICKING!!" She threatened as the message finished recording with a standard automated beep.
The embattled housewife was at her wits end knowing how upset Christian would be if he didn't get presents. She'd become increasingly intoxicated drinking from the pilfered flask of gin until she was a bright red tint sweating and partially drooling. She helped herself to a fifth of scotch and was working on the cooking sherry when an idea suddenly popped into her drunken melon. What was initially intended as a sprint up to her bedroom became a drunken comedy of errors as Betty stumbled up to her bedroom. The house seemed to be shifting and swaying nearly making the blasted wife drop what little was left in her bottle. Ironically the bottle ended up on the floor when she tried to set it on the dresser to peel off her pale blue blouse laughing at the fact that one of her boobs was free of her brassiere.
She cupped the pendulous breast with its large pinkish areola and squeezed. Betty never told anyone how much she hated her puffy areolas, how she felt weird because of her inverted nipples. Harold on the other hand loved her charms enough to spend hours nursing on them until they revealed their pencil-thick nature. She worried about having kids and having her husband fighting with their offspring over her treasures. Her thighs quivered a bit at the memory of Harold's aggressive love making in the early days of their marriage. Some days Betty wouldn't be able to move freely around their home without being taken repeatedly by her lust crazed husband. She'd always told herself that his behavior was only because they were each other's firsts. She reached back unclasping her plain bra letting the dull garment fall to the floor. She cupped the undersides of both breasts holding them up and rolling the nipples until they popped out.
Harold never hid the fact that he thought she'd turned into a prude and sometimes joked openly about her "lack of fire" amongst his closest friends. It seemed that he liked sleeping on the couch for weeks at a time until she would invariably crack and bring him back to bed with a little oral makeup session. A shiver radiated through her body as Betty continued pulling and manipulating her overly sensitive nipples. Sometimes her roguish husband would suck and nibble on them until she squirted and then make fun of her reddened cheeks before going down on her to clean up the mess. The stresses out drunken matron could feel something familiar on the horizon. Something she hadn't experienced in months and was more than welcome after Betty's insane morning. Her plump thighs were already shaking in anticipation as she sat on her plush bedding drawing her khaki capris down until they rested on her expensive oriental rug. Her husband had given her hell for that thoughtless purchase but she'd won him over with a particularly nasty early morning blowjob.
Betty was rubbing her thick mound trying to increase her drunken pleasure. She'd always had a somewhat pronounced clit that her loyal husband loved to tease and suck until she screamed to the rafters. Betty's inebriated mind wandered further replaying steamy various episodes from her married life as her fingers found their way into her panties. She wondered what it would be like with someone other than her husband. The decidedly frumpy wondered if someone else would enjoy her charms as much as Harold. The climax she was seeking seemed just out of reach nearly cresting enough times to frustrate the housewife into retrieving a very private item from her bedside table. One of her friends had given her the rabbit as a joke during one of Harold's forced couch furloughs. She wondered how her husband would feel if he knew about her little cheat during her "frigid" periods. The buzzing toy worked wonders on her clit but still seemed to bring her no joy.
"Wh-What's going on here?" Her masturbation took on a more feral manic nature as she strived to get herself over that edge but nothing seemed to work as she began spanking her clit with her palm.
"Fucking-I juh-JUST WANNA CUM!!"She screamed in frustration realizing in her heat that there was a vague image forming in her mind. She saw Harold in his Santa Claus suit ransacking the tree of its gifts and the extreme tantrum of her spoiled son Christian. Her flustered state spiked as she cursed her son and husband internally while going to town on herself futilely.
"FUCK; I WANT TO CUM SO BAD; SANTA PLEASE CUM FAAAWWK THE SHIT OUT OF MEEEEEEEE!!"
Suddenly the entire home shook and dipped jolting Betty out of her lustful stupor in dramatic fashion. Some of the photos and framed pictures crashed to the floor along with some bottles of perfume from her dresser as she sat in the middle of her bed quickly pulling her discarded shirt around her figure. There was a defined fissure at one corner of the room that was so deep that plaster dust was issuing forth from it as a slight mist. The bedroom felt unnaturally cold and still as she managed to stand first placing a pile of clothing back on a chair it had fallen from.
"Just my luck; a fucking earthquake on Christmas Eve." Her blond head was still spinning from the epic amount of alcohol consumption as she staggered out into the hallway finding it strangely intact. As she took a few steps into the hall Betty drunkenly noted the eerie quiet and looked over her shoulder at every little creak. A sudden thunderous impact hit the roof of her house starling the partially dressed woman who tumbled to the floor like a marionette with its strings cut. She trembled as she noticed clumps of snow falling past the window.
"What's-?!!" The housewife attempted to shake the cobwebs out of her blonde head as a distinct series of clopping sounds denoted one or more objects of distinct weight on her ceiling. A loud braying sort of sound echoed through her second floor shocking the poor woman so badly that she actually hiccupped out of fear. Another loud sound much like footfalls caused the woman to shriek and run back into her bedroom locking the door. She attempted to call the cops only to find the "Nutcracker" playing from the receiver.
"Holy? Wait-a-minute this isn't..." There was a loud crash that came from the bottom of her stairs as the half-naked woman steeled herself with a long swig from the pilfered alcohol from her own kitchen. Figuring the empty bottle would make a good bludgeon, Betty tightened her grip on the glass neck and stepped back into the hallway finding it surprisingly warm. In fact it was downright toasty and humid as she crept to the top of her stairs peering down into her living room.
"Harold?" There he was lingering in front of the Christmas tree and Betty figured that he'd received her drunken phone message full of the promises of nasty sex. Her heart fluttered a bit knowing how much it must have hurt Harold's pride to go back on his word. He seemed adamant earlier that day about teaching their errant son the error of his ways by confiscating his gifts. The portly, dumpy man apparently had a price after all. Still swaying from all of the booze inside her soft body, Betty held fast to the railing as she half stumbled down the stairs to the living room. It was a miracle she didn't break her neck. She wasn't going to give him a chance to change his mind about things. Christian would have the perfect Holiday after all...and Harold wouldn't care one bit. She'd see to it that he was walking on cloud nine when she was done.
"Couldn't resist huh?!" Her speech was still a little slurred as she stumbled into the living room locking her arms tightly around her husband burying her face in his faux Santa coat. Betty coughed hard burping and gurgling up some of the booze in her stomach as a stench akin to several hundred full ashtrays assaulted her nostrils. It smelled as though Harold had been to a couple of questionable dive bars. Betty rationed that perhaps he'd been overcome with regret after taking off with the presents and resolved to drink up some liquid courage.
She was shocked as his pudgy body shifted violently almost tossing her to the carpet but the sauced up house wife held fast with one hand on her husband's package. In seconds she'd dipped into her Santa's pants grasping his surprising girth in her sweaty palm. The mounting insults about her "Epic Frigidity" and other jokes over the years were swirling in Betty's drunken head and she was determined to make her husband remember the wanton slut she'd been during their college years. She nipped his wide bottom with her teeth and jerked on his meat like it was going out of style. He seemed to dip and go a little weak in knees as she snaked her blonde head forward capturing her prize between her lips. Harold bellowed as she captured mushroom head of his member sucking hard and tickling the underside of his glans with her tongue.
It had been months since she'd been with her husband and his personal taste was decidedly bitter and it smelled as if he hadn't showered in weeks. Betty cupped the underside of his massive unshaved balls with her right palm and tightened her fingers around the base of his cock. Her plump lips barely pursed around his girth and her round cheeks pursed inward from the suction. The drunken housewife's efforts were rewarded as her husband bellowed with delight. His belly was so pronounced and huge that she had to work hard to get a decent rhythm going. The natural jiggle shook and bounced against her working head as she pushed her face deeper into his crotch. His heavy breathing filled the living room intermingling with the carols blaring from her stereo.



Betty dropped one hand down to her bare snatch and diddled herself desperate to retrieve the fire that had danced between her legs earlier. Her bootleg Santa had gathered up her blonde hair in a short ponytail and began taking her with slow measured strokes. Betty felt good about herself feeling that she was blowing her sarcastic husband's mind. She allowed the thick precum in her throat to drool down over his shaft lubricating her pumping fist. Her face was wet with a drunken sweat which ran partially into her eyes blurring her vision.
"HO HO HO!!" Harold seemed to be getting into the spirit of things and Betty couldn't be happier. She was just starting to get rug burn on her knees when the addled housewife was plucked from the floor as if she were weightless. The curvy housewife found herself draped over her love seat facing the living room window. Harold had been a bit rough with her and she would've protested if his greedy fingers hadn't dug generously into her love handles. She was excited that her portly husband was going to ravage her right there in the living room in front of all her chaste family photos and numerous collectibles. His rather large thumbs groped and kneaded her rounded bottom prying apart her flower somewhat painfully.
"Honey, you need to trim those nails." She managed between hiccups as he responded with an uncharacteristic grunt pushing against her sex. Betty was taken by surprise, shocked when she was spread wider than ever before. She gasped and arched her back trying to accommodate the girth oppressively pushing into her tightness.
"C-Could you slow down a little?" She was already starting to beg off realizing that maybe Harold was a little too excited.
"HO HO HO!!" This was getting a little weird for the confused housewife as her head began to clear of its liquor induced fog.
Betty's gasps and grunts morphed into a shrill scream as she was stuffed completely. The first fiery stroke managed to get halfway into her moist cunt before resistance halted its advance. She felt like she was choking as her nails dug into the upholstery. Harold withdrew almost leaving her body only to shove it slamming into the back of her fleshy canal.
"Y-You're being so rough Harold; I don't know-I'm doing my best to...AAAAAWWWW FAAAWK!!" Her honeypot tightened around his cock as she came hard. Betty hadn't felt this good in a while arching her back in an attempt to work with her sex crazed husband. The powerful orgasm ripped through her body forcing Betty to shiver and drool openly. She suddenly realized in a panic that her husband's unnatural girth was simply resting inside her.
"Harold?"
"HO! HO! HO! HO!" Betty screamed shrilly as he began ramming her reddened cooch harder than before using her in a stark barbaric fashion. She could feel the coarse, rough abundant pubic hair scratching ivory bottom as he slammed into her from behind. Betty began to regret fighting with Harold not being able to make sense of his intense demeanor. It had only been three months since the last time they'd had sex and the addled housewife couldn't understand the manic rutting she was receiving.
"Darling, yuh-you've got to calm down a bit." She was doing everything in her power to manage him as a hand shot up painfully squeezing her tit. She spasmed and creamed downstairs as her weak spot was unfairly manipulated. In moments both of Harold's hands were covering her breasts and rolling her distended nipples like knobs on a television. Betty reached up in a vain attempt to pry her husband's hands away from her breasts only to have her wrists captured at the last moment. The bootleg Santa began yanking back on her arms in tandem with his thrusting pelvis. Betty was reeling from the alcohol and rampant lust as she finally realized what it was to be truly "taken" like a woman.
Betty's frantic protestations and weak attempts to talk her husband down from his manic sexual high fell on deaf ears while she went into survival mode taking everything he had to give and much, much more. Her blonde head slumped forward resting at an angle on the back of her couch as the foulest odor assailed her nostrils. She could hear his animalistic breathing rising as he neared his peak and prayed that his climax would come soon. It seemed for the longest time that Harold was doing his best to split her in two and she was frantically sobbing when it quickly ended with a loud, gurgling bellow.
"HO! HO! HOOOOOO!!" His scream was deafening as her insides were filled to overflowing with the reward of their intimate coupling. A second epic burst of steaming lust splattered her plump, reddened cheeks followed by others of lessening degrees as a low guttural growl escaped his lips. The room seemed to spin as she was released falling forward with her torso draped across the back of the love seat. He own labored breaths filled the living room intermingled with the Nutcracker suite on her Pandora. The curvy housewife was wracked with pain from the waist down but determined to have it out with her husband for treating her so roughly. Moving her legs was out of the question as she sobbed from the exquisite pain between her legs so she began swaying and rocking her hips. Betty managed to fall on her bottom eliciting another agonized cry.
"What the-?!!"
The living room seemed empty but only for a moment as her gaze was drawn to the fireplace in time to see a pair of boots dangling inside. She screamed in horror as it appeared that someone had been hung inside the chimney. To her complete and utter shock the boots started moving again in a climbing motion until they disappeared up the fireplace leaving only a few rocks and pebbles to mark their presence. Betty watched in silent horror as a slight grayish mist drifted down into her living room partially soiling the carpet. The liquor had cleared her mind as a realization entered taking form in a single utterance.
"Santa?"
Almost as if on cue, a single gift tumbled noisily down the chimney onto the carpet before her eyes. It was a small golden hued box neatly wrapped with a velvety evergreen bow. It seemed to sparkle and shimmer catching the light and intriguing Betty. She wanted badly to snatch up the gift but something intangible held her interest at bay. Realizing she was nude, Betty managed to crawl down the hallway to the downstairs bathroom. It took every bit of her strength to get to her feet and what she saw in the mirror shocked her to the core of her being. Her chest was beet red along with her large pendulous breasts. There appeared to be a rather large palm print at the right side of her rib cage. On closer inspection it was akin to a claw mark with three distinct shallow cuts into her flesh. She reached back availing herself of the gooey residue left on her backside marveling at the elasticity of it all. It webbed between her thin fingers and was extremely hard to wipe off.
Betty went into denial convincing herself that it was all a hallucination even as she frantically showered scrubbing every inch of her body clean. She wrapped her battered body in a thick terrycloth robe before raiding her husband's liquor cabinet for a quick shot glass of courage.
"The fuck; it was real?" The gift remained on the carpet exactly where she'd left it making her heart leap into her throat. Betty stared at the strange object for a long while before retrieving the vacuum cleaner from the hall closet and taking up all the dirt around the small box. She returned to her kitchen mixing up a batch of her special Christmas cookies for guests that were expected the following day. Nothing would ruin her holiday; least of all a carnal visit from Good ole Saint Nick himself. Her mind returned again and again to the gift sitting at the foot of her tree while she poured candy corn into a dish robotically.
"What would it hurt to take a peek inside?" The gift now sat on her countertop the result of her curiosity finally getting the better of her true nature. Taking one last swig of liquid courage, Betty gingerly tugged at the ribbon which immediately unraveled making the lid pop on the box. She flinched but regained her composure lifting the small lid from the box.
Inside its confines was an opaque orb that seemed to give off a slight frosty mist. A chill quickly engulfed the kitchen making Betty shiver and tremble. She stared at the sphere touching it with a single finger and finding it ice cold to the touch.
"A snowball; that's what I was afraid of? A fucking snowball for Christ's sake!" The relieved housewife chuckled to herself wondering why Santa would leave such a strange gift for her and handled it directly. Her intent was simply to crush the object but an intense jolt of pulsing energy suddenly shot through her body causing it to fall to the countertop. The lights in her home flickered violently as slight bits of eldritch energy crackled around the orb. Betty screamed ultimately swooning to her linoleum floor unconscious.
**DARKNESS**
"Wake up Biatch!" Gabby Emerson was roused from a deep sleep by her frenemy Erica. She'd been sleeping steadily since they left the campus and it had been a revelation. For weeks her mother had been pressuring her to come home for Christmas resulting in a rolling fight encompassing multiple snarky phone calls and text messages. It was her first year away from college and she'd flourished far from the overprotective shadow of Betty Emerson. Thankfully her father Harold championed her cause overruling her mother's crazed edict that she return home for the traditional family Christmas.
"Are we there yet?"
"Is a very stupid movie; Ice Cube totally shredded his street cred when he sold out to make that shit fest." Erica was an authority of multiple casual interests and her friends joked that she would be a natural on Jeopardy. The thin Filipina maintained a friendly rivalry with Gabby culminating in a sponsorship for Erica's sorority. She'd noticed her friend's increasing anxiety at the prospect of returning home for the holidays suggesting an alternative vacation in the mountains with her boyfriend Derrick.
"You know what I mean dumbass."
"To answer your question; NO we have not arrived at our destination and will not for another twenty fucking minutes." Erica was thumbing through a magazine Gabby hadn't seen before.
"Where'd you get that magazine?"
"We stopped at this quaint little country store while you were passed out; it was really tasty if you know what I mean."
"She means it was fucking dilapidated, weird and downright creepy." Derrick added earning a slap to the back of the head from his girlfriend.
"Chauffeurs should not be heard; drive servant." They'd been dating for a little under six months after hitting it off during college orientation. He was attending school on a basketball scholarship but the six foot five jock was surprisingly adept at academics. He chaffed inwardly whenever anyone made blanket judgements about him based on the fact that he was black. Erica seemed to complete him but her insistence on making everything a rivalry frayed their relationship. He got along pretty well with Gabby after meeting her in the nude by accident. He and Erica had been on a marathon sports fucking session when he'd run down the hall of his girlfriend's apartment to use the bathroom. Unfortunately he walked in just as Gabby was stepping out of the shower.
Erica bolted down the hall to calm her friend after hearing a blood curdling scream to make somewhat formal yet awkward introductions going so far as to comically suggest a threesome. Gabby and Derrick both laughed her off burying the hatchet and becoming even faster friends. Sometimes they would study together after finding out they shared a few mutual classes. Neither would ever admit that they liked the view of one another's nude bodies.
"Yeah well just because I lost the whole "Rock, Paper, Scissors thing" doesn't give you license to make with the whole Driving Ms. Daisy thing." Erica had been having a little too much fun teasing her boyfriend.
"Ah come on babe; I'll make it up to you when we get to the cabin."
"You'd better." He was quickly silenced by the skillful touch of his girlfriend's fingers on his crotch. Erica had exceptional skill when it came to foreplay and routinely practiced her craft regularly. Derrick shot her a disapproving look but she continued working his zipper down as she leaned in and nipped his ear.
"Come on baby; you know how good I can make you feel." She whispered in his ear the promise of delights to come. Erica was a little intense in almost everything she did and this included her sex life. "Why make love when you could FUCK someone's brains out?" was this artsy chick's credo and Derrick reaped the benefits of having a full twelve inches that she couldn't get enough of. She made it a point of getting him off at least three times a day usually with her hands and mouth. There was almost nothing she loved more than making her boyfriend blow a wad into her waiting mouth.
"You two need a room?" Gaby sounded irritated remembering how she'd lied to her mother about having a boyfriend.
"Why, it's more fun with an audience don't you think?" Erica seemed to be perpetually glib despite the situation.
"You need help girlfriend."
"Because I have a healthy sexual appetite? Gaby please don't make me go into some feminist credo right here in this fucking rental because I will!!" The petite Filipina counting extreme debating amongst her many useless skill sets and would always take the opportunity to argue anyone down.
"Have at it, what do I care?" Gaby stared out the window at the snow covered countryside wondering what was going on at her house at that very moment.
Derrick did his best to keep his composure as his zipper was deftly drawn down followed by the greedy fingers of his girlfriend tugging his semi-erect cock free. Erica leaned forward between the seats using both hands on his slightly curved member. She tickled the glans while stroking harder on the shaft making him moan and curse under his breath. She always started excruciatingly slow only speeding up when he absolutely begged. Then she would roughly jerk him to completion sadistically continuing even after he'd cum until her tiny hands where forced off of his member. Erica always argued that her actions were simply designed to make him a better lover and he'd proved her correct on more than one occasion fucking the thin Asian college student almost unconscious. She described their relationship as the "Perfect Storm" of clashing ideologies while Derrick simply referred to it as complicated.
"HEY WATCH OUT!!" Gabby suddenly yelled as their vehicle swerved into the opposite lane for a few seconds narrowly missing an oncoming truck. Derrick nervously pulled over onto the side of the road as Erica chuckled.
"SOMETHING FUNNY ABOUT VEHICULAR HOMICIDE?!!" Gabby was livid at her friend's demeanor.
"Chill out; nobody got hurt."
"But we could have been killed because you were jerking Derrick off!! Gawd, you're so fucking reckless bitch!!" Erica was laughing at her friend's anger while Derrick found it difficult to put away his erect member.
"Fuck are you doing? I'm not finished with that!" Erica quickly captured his thick shaft in her palm like she owned it.
"Are you kidding?" He was incredulous at her attitude in face of the accident they'd almost had.
"Gabby take a timeout babe; I need to uh, "talk" to Derrick for a few minutes." Her mature sounding voice was a direct contrast to her youthful appearance. Erica was perpetually carded every time she ventured out to clubs and R-rated movies. The girls stared at one another for a few moments before Gabby relented grabbing her ski vest and disembarking from their rental. She slowly trudged far enough from the rocking car where she couldn't hear the frenzied coupling of her two associates. She lit up a cigarette while dialing her mother to do some last minute damage control.
"Mom?" After a few rings she was treated to a few bars from the nutcracker suite on the other end of the line.
"Mom, are you there; is that you?" The music continued with no word from the individual on the other side of the call. Gabby was given the impression that her mother was standing there in the hallway at the bottom of the stairs glowering and silently listening. No one in the family could understand why Betty Emerson was so single mindedly obsessed with the holiday. She made everyone miserable until she got her way but this year was different. Gabby had outwitted her mother by taking "option two" and spending the holiday with friends.
"Mother, I hope we can get past this okay?!!" The festive music was getting on the young woman's nerves and she ended the call without a word between the two women. The winter breeze had kicked up a bit as she looked over her shoulder at the bouncing car holding her friends. She rolled her big, blue eyes and surveyed the immediate area finding an abandoned farmhouse in the distance. The place looked like it had been devastated by a tornado of some other natural disaster. Gabby noticed something in her field of vision that was a little strange and confusing. A snowman was in what was left of the front yard of that abandoned farmhouse.
Even though she was a good sixty feet away from the yard, Gabby was intrigued enough to brave the deep snow between her and the front yard. There seemed to be something a bit "off" about the snowman and curiosity had spun a strong web around the young woman. The winter chill seemed to cut into her all the way to the bone as she closed in on the snowman. Gabby looked around noticing no other dwelling for miles around as she wondered who would have stopped roadside long enough to build such a decidedly sinister snowman.
"You're ugly." Her words were born out in the figure of the slightly grayish looking construct with five shiny obsidian stones that made up the eyes and smile on the circular head of the icy construct. With a jagged oversized carrot for a nose, the face of this snowman had a decidedly sinister look to it. After a few moments Gabby realized that this snowman had arms. It looked like someone used tree branches as a foundation to give this icy effigy a strange characteristic.
"Fucking ugly as sin." She remarked realized that its manic pose made the snowman look as if it were trying to menace her. There was a strange sweet, honeysuckle type odor wafting in from the plains and she could swear that she'd heard the slightest jingle of bells off in the distance. It was strangely enticing to the young blonde and she soon realized it was coming from the snowman. She sniffed it a few times before removing one of her gloves and pressing her palm against its flat surface. Its cold surface sent jolts through her shivering body.
"OOOOWWWWW!!" Something pricked one of her fingers drawing blood and making her recoil as if burned. Her blood dotted the snow at her feet as she backed away with tears beginning to roll down her cheeks.
"HEY GABBY; COME ON!! WHAT ARE YOU DOING OVER THERE?!!" Erica was leaning against the Prius rolling her skin tight leggings up her naked thighs while Derrick watched.
"COMING!!" She looked back over her shoulder at the menacing snowman finally feeling that innate fear that parties unknown had intended when they built the creepy construct. She flipped the snowman the bird as she half-ran back across the road to the car.
"Sorry." Derrick had this sheepish look on his face as he felt the need to apologize for letting his baser instincts get the better of him. Erica just knew how to push all the right buttons sexually and he would always capitulate when pressed by his slightly overbearing companion.
"What happened to you?" He noticed the slight cut on her hand and examined it before she became uncomfortable and snatched it away.



"Cut it on that snowman over there; some sick fuck probably put some glass inside it." He followed her gaze to the barren farmhouse and the sinister snowman sitting outside in its front yard.
"Man; that's one ugly fucking snowman."
"Tell me about it."
"CAN WE GO NOW, IT'S FUCKING COLD OUT HERE?!!" Erica had grown tired of waiting showing a rare ugliness that lie deep within. The aftermath of sex almost always left her feeling a little empty inside and she'd grown determined to find ways of prolonging the experience but her tantric overtures had come up short this afternoon. Derrick had cum too soon for her needs to be fulfilled.
"What crawled up your ass and died?" Gabby noticed her demeanor.
"Derrick." She deadpanned.
They were on their way soon enough as Gabby helped herself to some of her friend's liquor stash to stave off a creeping chill that seemed to be invading her body. She took one last look at the strange snowman as it disappeared in the horizon line. Throughout the rest of the ride Gabby continued rubbed and caressing the cut on her finger starring at it intently.
"That looks nasty, you should let Derrick look at it; he's pre-med you know." It was true that her athlete boyfriend was using the sports scholarship to his benefit.
"Yeah, sure whatever." She tried to dial up her mother again but received the same holiday music from the other end of the line. It was starting to creep her out.
The rental turned off onto a sloping road that led up to the cabin. Gabby was glad to be at their destination. Her cut had been irritating her for the remainder of the ride and she was doing her best to ignore the pain. As the car ascended up the hill she noticed another snowman on the side of the road. It was eerily similar to the one she'd observed miles away at the deserted farmhouse. She noticed that this snowman also had arms but seemed built in a hunched over menacing position. The cabin was coming into view as she noticed yet another snowman off a distant wooded glen.
Erica became more animated as they pulled into the driveway in front of the cabin. It had been over two years since she'd been at the cabin with family members and a different boyfriend. It was originally her intention to have a drug and sex filled holiday with her well-endowed boyfriend but she couldn't deny her troubled best friend in a time of need.
"Just like I remember it guys, you're going to love this place. There's a Jacuzzi in the backyard and let me remember, there was this old tire swing hanging from a tree there." She hopped from the car running to the backyard as Gabby surveyed the exterior of the cabin. Derrick continued on in his rather subservient role removing the luggage from the trunk and carrying it onto the front porch. Gabby joined him taking custody of her single bag.
"Thanks."
"Yeah well only Erica is really into that whole entitled princess thing." There was a key under the door matt that let them into the darkened cabin. It was a cozy rustic affair with sheet over the furniture which Derrick was only too happy to plunk down on after driving the entire way from their college. He appeared to be asleep in moments as Gabby took in the rest of the cabin finding the kitchen and running some water over the cut on her finger. Erica could be seen from the kitchen window frolicking in the backyard. She'd found the old tire swing from her past and was using it to her heart's content already on her cellphone. Gabby chaffed a bit on the inside knowing that her friend was most likely stalling until everything could be unpacked and dusted off. The girls shared an apartment and it was filthy most of the time due to a concentrated lack of effort on Erica's part. She even joked that Gabby could quit school and become her maid full time.
Luckily the cabin's boiler was working and the hot water soothed the irritating cut on her finger. She placed both hands under the running faucet enjoying the heat, letting it chase away the chill that had spread through the fingertips on the hand with the cut. She had been antsy throughout the drive worrying about her mother's likely vengeance for skipping Christmas with the family. How could she explain that she hated her younger brother with a passion that was fearsome to behold. Her mother had spoiled him beyond rotten and the two siblings could not coexist without some type of physical skirmish ensuing. It all stemmed from her senior years in high school when she'd been secretly dating a guy her parents didn't approve of to the ninth degree. She'd had him over one Sunday morning while her parents were at church losing her virginity in the process.
Her younger brother rat bastard that he was, appeared right after her suitor exited the house. Christian revealed his knowledge of her sexual tryst with the twenty something ne'er-do-well and the fact that he'd recorded the entire thing on his I-phone. Her distress just seemed to energize him as he threatened to reveal all to her parents and some of his geeky associates. He didn't want any of the money she'd offered and there were no chores or homework to be bartered with either. The sociopathic misanthrope played his trump card by horrifically demanding a blowjob right there on the spot. Gabby endured a disgusting episode that went from a promised "one time only" episode to a two month one sided affair. It seemed that her portly brother shared his father's predilection for big breasts and Gabby's 34DDD's made her a consistent victim in the early morning hours before they went to school or whenever they were alone. Things had come to an abrupt end one afternoon as she threatened to kill them both if he didn't leave her alone. The kitchen knife in her trembling hand spoke seriously of her intent as he played the whole thing off with a nervous laugh. Months later she'd escaped to college finding solace in the fact that he was hundreds of miles away...
"WHAT THE FUCK?!!" Gabby shrieked as someone grabbed her from behind in a mock chokehold. She struggled for a second before realizing it was Derrick. She relaxed as his muscular arm rested across her chest. She could feel him pressed tightly against her body, she could feel "all of him" and it didn't bother her one bit.
"No Derrick; Erica's right there in the yard." He looked over her shoulder at his girlfriend playing on the tire swing as she excitedly gossiped into her phone. The thin Asian woman was smoking a joint from her boyfriend's stash. His hand slid down reaching into her ski vest and cupping her right breast. She liked the way he palmed her bounty sighing audibly as her nipple was rolled through the material of her blouse.
"What is it with you guys and my tits?"
"Is that even a question baby?" His large hand fumbled with a few of the buttons snapping some off in a mad quest to touch her skin.
"Come on Derrick, she's right there!"
"So what, bitch been getting on my last nerve all fucking day." She shuddered as his fingers found their way inside the cup of her bra making her shiver from the coldness.
"Yeah well she couldn't have been working your nerves all that bad Derrick; I saw the way you were tapping that bony ass of hers." He chuckled at her jealousy before sucking on an earlobe and dipping into the crotch of her blue leggings. Her wetness drenched his fingers making her inner thighs slick with lust.
"I was thinking of you the whole time Gabby; thinking about this right here." He rolled one of his thick fingers on her clit for emphasis. Her long legs buckled from the sensation and trapped his hand in the sweetest of spots.
"Y-You can't fuck me here!" She didn't sound very convincing as butterflies fluttered in her stomach.
"Why not?" Her sky blue leggings were quickly tugged down mid-thigh as his hardness pressed into the deep cleft between her cheeks. She could feel his breath on the nape of her neck as one of his fingers pressed on her button. He knew her weak spots all too well because they'd been having sex on the down low for over a month. Derrick tugged at the tiny little bikini panties covering her plump little butt with a self-assured grin. Gabby had started buying two sizes small to accentuate her somewhat average butt making it look bigger for him.
"You're bad." She gasped as his tongue twirled in one of her secret spots just behind the left ear. Gabby humped back against him realizing that his naked cock was touching her damp, sweaty skin.
"Come on Gabby, just let me feel you...I need this so fucking bad." His thick meaty prong was already sawing her crack wedging her panties deep. She flexed her spine accommodating him with an impromptu frottage session.
"But, Ericaaaa!!" She cried even as she yielded to his desire realizing that the crotch of her pale blue panties had been tugged to the side. The thick oversized head of his cock was already wedged in her moist opening.
"Look at her out there dodging work thinking only of herself." Through the window Erica could be seen deeply in conversation on her phone. She was breezily playing with the tire swing without a care in the world.
"Five minutes alright?" She gasped as he answered with his throbbing member shoving it deep with authority. She like the way Derrick took her whenever they hooked up and he was becoming something of an addiction for the formerly sheltered girl. Gabby couldn't deny the way her mastered her body and was perplexed that he always played second fiddle to Erica. He made her feel like a complete woman with a good portion of her blonde hair in his fist and his other hand mauling her right breast. She didn't fathom how she kept it together when Erica was around when simply looking at him made her wet.
"You've got to hurry up Derrick; she will be in any minute now." Gabby warned through gritted teeth as she felt herself getting close. Their frenzied breathing and the slapping sound of their bodies mashing together in slippery unison filled the rustic kitchen.
"Fuh; Fuck bitch I'm do-doing the best I can!! Why don't you help me instead of complaining." His voice was hoarse with lust and effort.
"Awww, the big, bad athlete needs my help?" She tried to sound childish but her cadence came off rather flat not deserving of a comment from her best friend's lover. Gabby straightened her spine bending further at the waist and grabbing the double faucet knobs for leverage. He used his leg to spread hers a little wider and causing a slight tear in the fabric of her leggings. She loved the feel of his heavy balls slapping against the bottom of her ass.
"You thought you was gonna get it; now you're gonna get it baby!!" Gabby was reduced to a slobbering mess as Derrick thoroughly railed her senseless. Her long buried needs were spectacularly met as she tightened up around his considerable girth with a helpless yelp of joy. She managed to look up into the backyard just as she was internally cresting.
"CUT IT OUT DERRICK; OH MY GAAAWD!!" The tire swing was empty.
Gabby's heart jumped into her throat as she noticed a snowman at the edge of the fenced off yard. It was similar to the others that she'd seen on the way up to the cabin posed arms and all. She yanked her leggings up as he tried to grab her shoulders. She nodded in the direction of the window just as the door to the kitchen burst open.
"You guys left the food in the trunk; good thing I had the wherewithal to take a look." Erica immediately took note of the tension in the room.
"Wha-Did I just walk in on something?" She eyed both of them suspiciously failing to notice his open fly.
"No." Derrick didn't sound too convincing as she cautiously placed the bags of groceries on the counter.
"WHERE'D THAT SNOWMAN COME FROM!!" Gabby's eyes were trained on the snowman in the backyard and it was doubtful that she even heard what was going on in the room.
"What are you talking about?"
"Look its right there; WHERE'D THAT FUCKING THING COME FROM?!!" She didn't know why but her heart was thumping so hard that Gaby thought her chest would explode. There was something about the repeated sightings of these strange snowmen that left her uneasy.
"Don't try to change the fucking subject, something was going on in here before I walked in Gabby!! I want to know what the fuck it is LIKE RIGHT FUCKING NOW!!" Derrick had taken the time to carefully zip up while his girlfriend's attention was elsewhere.
"Baby, you needs to chill." Derrick tried to wrap his arms around Erica but the thin girl simply ducked out of his embrace. Gabby continued staring out the window at the menacing effigy completely entranced. She could smell the faintest odor of honeysuckle there in the cabin and the familiarity haunted her enough to disregard the meltdown in the room.
"WERE YOU GUYS FUCKING?!!" The heavy mascara that Erica favored was running across her cheeks intermingled with her tears. She bought up all the latest fashion magazines trying to stay ahead of the curve hoping against hope that her boyfriend's eye wouldn't wander.
"NO BABY!!" He grabbed her bicep but let go when she raked her nails across his knuckles.
"I don't believe this shit; you two were actually FUCKING right here in my damn kitchen. I guess it's convenient enough seeing as how you could keep an eye on me!" Her words were slightly distorted because of the salty tears and phlegm in her mouth. It didn't take much to set the slight Filipina off.
"THAT'S REALLY STUPID BABY; BABY?!!-Gaby...Gaby; HELP ME OUT HERE!!" The snowman seemed to be facing the kitchen window. It seemed to be looking directly at her; right into her soul.
"I DON'T WANT ANY MORE LIES DERRICK!!" Erica and Derrick suddenly became an entanglement of limbs that spilled into the adjacent living room. As far as she was concerned the argument could have been taking place in the next county. The snowman sat staring at her in silent challenge and Gaby found herself opening the backdoor to the yard. She never took her eyes from the snowman. Never registered the escalating lover's spat in the adjacent room as she took to the stairs walking across the backyard. Gaby was cognizant of the crunching sound of the snow beneath her feet and the deep chill of the approaching dusk.
She hesitated a bit coming to a stop five feet away from the sinister looking snowman. There seemed to be a shadow over its features and she winced instead of looking at it directly. Her expressive blue eyes surveyed the body finding something unsettling on its surface.
"Shit-Fuck me; FUCK MEEEE!!" There appeared to be some blood on the surface. She stumbled back losing her footing and tumbling into the snow. Gaby rolled over finding a discarded, rust covered metal pole in the snow. The disturbed girl snatched up the shaft brandishing it menacingly.
"Yuh, you MOTHERFUCKER!!" The heavy pole sliced the air with a demented whistle striking the rounded head of the snowman and instantly decapitating it. She followed this up with two extra whacks of her improvised weapon for good measure. Only part of the midsection and the rounded base remained as Gabby surveyed her handiwork. The interior of what was left appeared darkened with some stringy material rising from its surface. She moved closer to take a look realizing that something was bubbling in the left over stump. The smell of honeysuckle was omnipresent intermingled with something decidedly bitter that reminded her of urine.
The substance was darkly hued crimson and gooey looking. There was wisps of steam rising from the surface along with something else. There was the slightest jingle of bells in the adjacent forest.
"Shit!" The rusty pole fell into the snow with a dull thud as she ran back into the house in a panic. On the surface of the stump were worms, maggots and other creepy crawlers. She was locked in a silent panic falling forward on the short stairwell leading back into the cabin scrambling into the back door.
DERRICK!! ERICAAA!! She stumbled into the cabin in a panic bursting into the living room and getting another surprise.
He was sitting on the couch with his pants down to his knees while Erica had her head buried in his crotch. Gabby noticed one of his hands lovingly patting her head as he guided her actions. Derrick looked slightly dumbfounded at the whole affair raising a single finger to his lips.
"Th-There's something going on." She was talking about her experience in the back of the cabin but paused as Erica wearily raised her head regarding her former friend. She was disheveled looking with the heavy mascara standing out against her pale skin. It was immediately apparent that she'd been crying uncontrollably before ending up on her knees between her boyfriend's legs.
"Oh uhm hey Gabby; everything's cool now. Look we're working it out." She'd gone into a screaming fit as he tried to get her to calm down. Erica had trouble reconciling what was right in front of her face getting into a shoving match with her large paramour and demanding that he pull his cock out so that she could inspect it. It was only then that he conceded some type of activity between him and Gabby downplaying everything as she collapsed on the cabin floor.
She felt that she was better looking than her plain jane roommate as far as her face was concerned. It was Gabby's body that she coveted; her inherited model's figure. Her height and subtly curvy figure along with the huge breasts had the slight Asian green with envy.
"Everything's alright, see I'm doing my job Gabby." Her bottom lip was quivering as she sobbed openly. She'd become a mess of emotion conceding defeat to an unnecessary rival. Erica stared up into her face looking like a broken woman. She took everything he had to offer with a desperate voracious hunger that had Derrick involuntarily humping up into her face.
"Look Erica; I'm really sorry about what happened." She felt that she had to offer some sort of apology for the way things had deteriorated.
"It's okay bitch; I guess I wasn't fucking him enough. We're all the way out here now so I guess I'll have to make the best of a shitty situation." She sounded bitter and angry at the world for the way it had shattered her rose colored glasses. She brought her considerable skill to bear on Derrick's manhood making him yelp and cry out.
"This is how a real woman takes care of her man Gabby; yeah sure you got those cow udders but I've trained Derrick. I taught him everything he knows slut; mastered him in ways you couldn't even fathom!" She punctuated her hate by enveloping him whole in a sloppy display of frenzied, desperate fellatio. She locked her fingers around the base of his member and began cranking them in a rough counter clockwise method that had him humping up into her glazed hands. Erica used the tip of her tongue on his urethra adding to the radiating sensations coursing through his muscular body.
She hadn't noticed it but the cabin had slowly begun to smell of the same honeysuckle odor and was increasing in volume. It filled her nostrils and permeated every fiber of her being eliciting something akin to a spiking hot flash to her body. Gabby's fingers sought out the junction between her legs, rubbing and pressing down on her clit. She was so wet that it was running down her inner thighs spurred on by the sight of Erica's intense oral attack on Derrick.
"Fuck, I'm going to cum baby." He was getting close to exploding in her mouth like he'd done countless times before in her dorm room. She tightened her grip painfully on his balls and the base of his cock.
"No you're not; I'm not finished sucking all of the black off of this rod. I'm going to suck you until I get everything out of these fucking balls asshole." Erica seemed to working her way back from despair in her own manner. She considered herself the alpha in all of their sexual encounters and tried to fuck him dry on every occasion.



"Isn't it more fun if you share?"
Gabby had dropped down on all fours crawling up on Derrick's right side. She never took her eyes off of Erica as she knelt placing both of her palms face down on his naked thigh. Both girls stared at one another in this sort of slow burn until Erica relented pointing the head of his cock in Gabby's direction. The demure blonde's big expressive blues eyes darted nervously back and forth between the faces of her friends before she buried every bit of Derricks cock deep in her throat.
"AAAAAAWWWW FAAAAWWKKK!!" A jolt of sensual lightning shot directly up his spine resulting in a shrill falsetto scream being forced from his body. Gabby remained still audibly breathing through her nose with her gaze laser focused from BFF in some sort of silent challenge.
"Oh yeah?" Erica replied with her exotic crescent eyes traveling over to watch the changing expression on her boyfriend's face. His dark, handsome features were covered in a mask of sweaty glaze that caught the light in the cabin.
"Stay with me lover." She cautioned as Gabby relinquished his girth with a loud gasp for air.
Erica ran three fingers in a blur along his slickened length while managing to bury half of his impressive manhood in her throat. It was Gabby's turn to watch as Erica used one of her myriad techniques to sway her lover's attention back where she felt it belonged.
"Like that shit Derrick...Fucking like getting your donkey dick jacked?" He nodded slumping forward from her actions only to be roughly pushed back in place as she took the rest of him to the base. Erica's head bobbed in short aggressive thrusts as her tongue slathered his balls.
"I can't believe he isn't cumming." Gabby admitted after a few moments of watching her friend dominate the buff athlete.
"That's because he's been trained right; but you wouldn't know shit about that slut!" The lithe Asian girl dislodged her thin lips from his member leaving a gooey web of precum that dribbled along his shaft. Erica rolled her wrist tugging his prick in a circular motion as she placed a foot on the couch cushion. She reluctantly let go of his member as she placed her remaining foot on his opposite side straddling his face.
"Do what I taught you motherfucker." His hands dug into the helm of Erica's black leggings drawing them down past her tiny butt. The lace rope thong little more than a strip of lacy fabric, trailed her clothing mid-thigh. Derrick's large fingers pried her tight cheeks apart rubbing her backdoor as his tongue traced her slit. Erica went silent for a moment cradling his head using it for leverage to remain upright. She began humping against his face and moaning taking little intervals to stare pointedly at Gabby.
"COME ON DERRICK; LET ME FUCK YOUR FACE!!" She increased the undulations of her waist rotating and pumping against his probing tongue.
"Bitch."
Gabby slid out of her thick ski-vest and pulled the men's shirt she was wearing over her head to reveal her impressive rack. Her full, sloping breasts were barely contained by the utilitarian sports bra which made her cleavage shamefully explicit. She drew her own blue leggings down her slender shapely legs and kicked them to her clothing pile. Erica's eyes widened as Gabby began to get into the implied competition slowly pulling her bra up allowing her melons to bounce freely on her chest. With feline grace she squatted down making a spectacle of herself as she crawled between Derrick's legs.
"FFF-FAAAAWWKKK MAAAN!!" He cried as she completely sheathed him between her lips in one unbroken motion. She began slowly moving her head back and forth along his member while humming causing his pelvis to jerk about involuntarily. Erica palmed the back of his head taking advantage of the situation to run her slit across his thick lips. All three of them worked up a sort of cadence little realizing the disorienting effect of the thick, pungent odor permeating the entire cabin.
"Lick my flower Derrick, lick that shit clean you cheating fuck so that the real show can begin." She never stopped berating him through the entire ordeal taking moments to look down at the bobbing head of her roommate, sorority sister and former best friend. She shuddered as a silent orgasm electrified her slight frame palming one of her own small breasts through her top. Normally Erica would have cried out during her climax but she didn't want Derrick to know that he'd brought her any measure of satisfaction. Her brow furrowed as she looked down noticing the extremely sloppy blowjob Gabby was giving her man.
"EXCUSE ME!!" Erica used the ball of her foot to viciously shove Gabby to the floor.
"FUCK ERICA!!" She was ready to come to blows with her thin friend, more than ready to beat her into submission and take Derrick's massive cock as her prize. Yet she fought off the violent urges watching intently as Erica's minute opening was obscenely stretched by his thick, dark rod. The exotic looking Filipina shuddered as she instantly creamed from the impalement. She placed her palms on his knees as she leaned forward facing her blonde rival.
"UUUUUGGGHHHH, FU-FUH FAAAWKK!! Yuh-never g-GET USED TO IT...going INSIDE!! But Derrick don't FAAAWKING CARE GA-GABBY!! IT'S ALWAYS ALL ABOUT HIM GET-GET-GETTING OFF!!" Gabby knew that her friend was telling the truth about Derrick's selfishness recalling a number of times when he'd bent her over and fucked her until he got off caring little about her own needs. He would explain it away as a "Free Sample" and laugh it off. He knew what he brought to the table failing to realize that it made him perfectly compatible with his domineering girlfriend.
"I don't care; it just feels good to have all of it stuffed inside."
"So you guys have been going behind my back for a while now?" She continued never breaking her stride grinding into his crotch. Gabby was wild eyed and visibly in heat rubbing her sweet spot incessantly. She reclined on the floor with her legs spread wide in an open invitation to anyone handling herself with three fingers.
"You don't want to know the answer to that question bitch." Gabby moaned working herself into a frenzy as her friend became incensed. After accidentally seeing the plain jane in the buff he'd made slight playful banter and "good guy" overtures to Gabby until she'd fallen into bed with him. Once he'd gotten another look at her above average body, the cad put on a sexual clinic using every trick he knew and even some taught to him by Erica until he was regularly screwing both girls on the fly.
"Tell me."
"No."
"I want to know; I WANT TO HEAR YOU SAY IT!!" The girls burgeoning argument seemed to be furl to the fire as Derrick increased his tempo slamming up into his girlfriend. Her words became unintelligible, little more than gibberish as Derrick gathered her in his arms. Erica's thin legs were hooked over his biceps while she bounced on his impressive manhood. She curled an arm behind his head as bliss took her. Gabby locked her lips on one of the Filipina's thick nipples sucking for all she was worth. Gabby pinched the other nipple sending her over the edge into a screaming fit. Derrick promptly released her lightly to the couch turning to Gabby with an expectant look.
She dropped to her knees freeing him of his pants and placing both palms flat on his washboard abs. The normally demure blonde had never felt so completely sexualized before eagerly throating Derrick. She used her mouth undulating her head in a serpentine manner. He cupped the sides of her head fucking her mouth with wild abandon until he could take no more. Derrick grunted disengaging from her hungry lips and pointed to a spot on the couch next to the semi-coherent Erica. Gabby happily bounced onto the cushions pushing her curvy bottom in his direction.
Un-expectantly Derrick knelt pulling her panties to the side and began lapping away at her snatch a man possessed. She was surprised considering he'd never hid his disdain for giving oral to his female partners. He licked from the hood over her clit all the way up to her backdoor even giving it a bit of attention. His plump lips pressed against her opening as his tongue darted inside scraping her walls. He sucked hard on the puffy lips of her labia until she squirmed under his touch. He noticed that Erica had roused and sat watching him with a sad expression.
"What?"
"Y-You don't ever...go down on me." She whined feeling that she was coming up short in the impromptu competition between her and Gabby.
"FUCK!!" He reached over snagging her wrist directing her onto her knees mirroring Gabby. She similarly gasped as his lips and tongue went to work on her abused sweet spot licking her everywhere. What Derrick really wanted was a good slice of the blonde's charms and to that end had Erica straddle Gabby's back aping her posture. He pushed just the head of his cock inside while burying his face between the Asian's tight buns. Derrick slammed his thick cock into Gabby taking her completely.
"OOOOOHHH MY GAAAWD, I'M CUMMING!!" Her excitement peeked as she came hard from the animalistic rutting. She locked her legs in place bracing herself against his frenzied efforts. Erica was rolling her hips against her boyfriend's face as he made a complete meal of her snatch. The muscular brother reached up grabbing her narrow waist and practically snatched her off of the couch. Before the startled girl could react Derrick cupped her compact cheeks lifting her in the air right above his throbbing cock.
"I'm tired of your bitching and crying for cock; I'm going to fix that shit right now!!" He barely sounded like the well-adjusted athlete she'd been dating for months. The lithe Asian wrapped her arms around his thick neck and her legs around his waist whimpering as he viciously penetrated her. Gabby looked on in amazement as he bounced her on his cock like she weighed nothing. Erica hung limply draped against his form taking all he had to give and more.
"AAAAWWWW FAAAWKK DAAADDDDY!!" She screamed at the top of her lungs, eyes rolling up into her head mouth agape. He let her shrink to the cabin floor holding her wrist to prevent her from hitting the hard wood floor headfirst. She lay on her back staring up at the ceiling and seeing nothing but the stars swirling around in her skull.
"Oh my gawd Derrick; if only I knew that makeup sex was this great I'd let you ball all of my fucking friends. This-holiday has truly been a...ah, a revelation. Derrick...honey I'm-uh Derrick?" She rolled her head towards the couch finding her boyfriend busy railing Gabby in the same manner. Her cunt was aching and throbbing like someone had taken a sledge hammer to it. She dipped her hand down into her abused opening and panicked as she found a copious amount of blood on her fingertips.
"Puh-leeease Ericaaaa...MAKE HIM STOP!!" Gabby's arms were outstretched reaching for help as Erica did her best to stop her head from spinning. She felt sick and queasy, her stomach churning while her nostrils were filled with this sickeningly sweet smell. It was so prevalent that she coughed and gagged a bit because of it.
"IT DOESN'T FEEL GOOD ANYMORE ERICAAAA; HELP MEEEE!!" Gabby's sobs filled the cabin as Erica rolled onto her belly suddenly feeling a paralyzing coldness engulf her body. He'd already pushed Gabby down on her back choking her with his pulsing cock. He'd straightened his body out at an angle pumping her mouth and painfully squeezing her right tit.
"DEEERICK!!" She screamed catching his attention for a split second as he looked over his shoulder at her. Her heart leapt into her throat as she noticed his eyes rolled up into his head. His nostrils were flaring and he appeared to be breathing through his mouth. Erica recoiled on the floor, a scream frozen in her throat clutching, grasping at anything to help her friend.
By chance she managed to get her fingers around one of the fireplace pokers. The bar felt heavier than it should've as Erica reeled from blood loss that pooled under her ass. She used the poker struggling to her knees as Gabby's screams filled the cabin along with Derrick's loud grunts.
"DERRICK WAKE UP; YOU'VE GOT TO WAKE THE FUCK UP!!" Gabby paint brushed him with a hard slap that rocked his head to one side. She was quickly flipped over and impaled from the back with his thrusts reaching an inhuman level. She felt like something inside her would break apart if he wasn't stopped. The embattled blonde prayed that she would make it home to be with her family regretting the lie she'd told her mother. She began to regret every lie she'd ever told...
He was still going even though she was bone dry and she could feel his unnaturally hot breath on the nape of her neck. There were goosebumps along her spine as she tried to go limp and accommodate him.
"RRRR-RRRRRAAAARRRRWWWW!!" He bellowed in a deep, throaty animalistic howl of pain as the fireplace poker struck him diagonally across the neck and back. Erica had put everything she had into one good swing getting more than she expected. She was not prepared for the flash of emerald hued eldritch fire that sparked along his spine where the solid iron poker struck. The lighting in the cabin began flickering with an electrical crackle. The sickening smell of burnt flesh and something else; something sickly sweet permeated the room. Erica was already out on her feet even before his huge arm lashed out savagely sending her to the cabin floor. Gabby was squatting in a fetal position as Derrick crouched low to the floor before bolting up the fireplace on all fours. Soot and debris shot out of the chimney in a blackened dust cloud as Gabby briefly witnessed what appeared to be a fleshy rodent's tail that ended in a spade. The horrifying sight lasted a second but would be etched in the minds of both girls forever.
...then they were alone in the darkened cabin. Gabby could hear the ever so faint sound of bells jiggling in the distance as she gathered her discarded clothing.
"Erica?" The thin girl was lying nude on her side facing away from the couch. Gabby managed to crawl over to her friend fearing the worst.
"I'm-still here." Erica managed to speak knowing that she was slipping away from blood loss. There was some parting empathy remaining deep inside her that wanted her friend to be okay. Gabby surveyed the damage as the wind howled loudly outside. Both girls were terrified of every sound not knowing if and when the thing masquerading as Derrick would return.
"We've got to go Erica; get out of here."
"I-can't even stand...it wouldn't make much difference anyway." She raised a blood soaked hand for her friend to see. Both girls sobbed and held each other as tight as possible. Gabby looked around gathering up her friend's clothing and trying to dress her.
"I'm pretty sure I'm done Gabby; you should go before..."
"Shut up Erica, we're getting out of here together." She rummaged through their luggage in the living room finding some left over pads in her overnight bag. Gabby managed to clean her friend as best she could bundling Erica in some blankets left behind in the living room.
"Stay here, I'm going to get the car." Erica was barely responsive looking extremely pale and disheveled. Gabby snatched up the metal poker steeling herself for the task at hand. She could barely walk after the extreme sexual encounter with Derrick's doppelganger. The wind and snow had intensified to blizzard like proportions battering the outside of the cabin and reducing visibility to a few feet ahead. Outside in the front yard a horrifying sight awaited the battered blonde as she found more snowmen. She counted at least six of them in the wintery deluge posed sporadically in positions that would force her to pass by them if she wanted to get to the car. Her feet sank up to the calf upon taking a first step out onto the porch. It was slow going as Gabby carefully negotiated the steps down into the yard.
The wind seemed to ramp up battering her mercilessly until she lost her footing and crashed at the foot of one of the snowmen. It seemed to be leaning over in a menacing pose appearing as if it would pounce on her prone figure. Gabby lashed out cutting into the rigid surface and being shocked at the sparkling, emerald sparks that erupted. She screamed as some dark liquid sprinkled her face from the destroyed effigy. Plumes of smoke issued forth from the destroyed snowman like there was some sort of heat inside. She rubbed her cheek finding some of the sticky substance there and panicked. The familiar sound of bells resounded in the distance as she struck several more snowmen. Anguished moans filled the night air as the snow figurines exploded into heaps of steaming, bubbling gore.
Gabby reeled from the contrasting sweet, yet putridly bitter odor that accompanied the deteriorating snowmen she destroyed. She fought her way towards the car keys clutched tightly in her fist as the wind and snow seemed to come alive battering her. Gabby finally made her way to the car only to find an even more horrifying sight. The rental car was totaled with all of the windows smashed and the front end completely caved inward. She began screaming as she bolted back to the cabin best she could to discover that even more of the weird snowmen had popped up behind her. Her face and clothing caught on some of the branch-like protrusions which drew blood. She forced her way into the cabin pushing the door closed with both hands and drawing the dead bolt.
"IT'S NO GOOD, THE CAR'S TOTALED-ERICA? ERICAAAA?!!" Gabby discovered her friend lying unnaturally still on the couch staring up at the ceiling with dead eyes. All of the color had drained from her exposed face leaving her a pale bluish color.
"Erica?" She sniffled realizing that she was now alone. She gingerly reached out lightly touching the body only to have it crumble into icy dust instantaneously. Gabby started to sob when something impacted the door nearly splintering it drawing her attention away from the remains of her dead friend. Other heavy blows continued hitting the door and exterior cabin walls. It felt like something was laying siege to the cabin. Something shattered the window in the kitchen raining glass everywhere. It turned out to be a thick tree branch just as the door finally splintered and gave away. Gabby ran back into the living room of the cabin to find a snowman inside the living room.
"YOU CAN'T HAVE ME!!" She yelled defiant to the end as she brought the poker down on the head of the invader.
The snowman tumbled back crashing to the cabin floor and revealing the prone figure of Derrick among its remains. The poker dropped to the hardwood floor with a loud thud as Gabby cupped her hands over her mouth. His eyes suddenly opened revealing pale blue corneas and he began to sit up as Gabby snatched up the poker ready to beat him with it. He seemed disoriented as he stared at his frost bitten hands and touched the frozen skin on his face.
"W-What's going on? I-I was unpacking the car...I was unpacking. Unpacking the car when it...hit me. Stabbed me with something-it HURT!!" He started moving around a bit more trying to stand. He looked like he had been sequestered in a meat locker for months.
"NO!" Gabby yelled with a threatening gesture. His head robotically turned in her direction as she raised the iron poker prepared to strike.
"I'm so cold-Help me...I'm so cold Gabby." His voice crackled with dryness as his frozen hands clutched his throat. He started to rise as she began crying loudly and swinging the poker a few times.
"DON'T FUCKING MOVE!!" The poker was a few inches from his face.
"But Gabby-you can keep me WARM; HEEEEELP ME!!"
The iron fireplace poker sliced through the air impacting his left temple and leaving a fissure. He stopped moving raising his hand to the place where he'd been struck. A chunk of frozen flesh came away in his hand crumbling into icy bits as he looked up at her wordless. She sobbed dropping her weapon and raising her hands in an open invitation. Fear filled his dead eyes before a cracking sound filled the room. They both realized it was one of his legs as he toppled over smashing into a million fragments on the cabin floor. Derrick's remains looked like some arcane jigsaw puzzle.



Gabby Emerson was alone in the cabin as the beating and moans outside grew louder in unison with the sounds of jiggling bells. A massive tremor rocked the cabin for but the slightest of seconds toppling the embattled blonde. She found herself looking up at the decimated fireplace as a few rocks and pebbles rained down the chimney. A small gift wrapped box dropped down the chimney and bounced into place right before her eyes. It was deep crimson in color with a lumiscent golden bow neatly tied at the top.
"What?"
Before she could react the ties on the small box loosened and the lid popped up. There was a pale glow emanating from the box that was somehow calling to her. Inside she found this sort of orb that was cold to the touch. The sudden flash that followed was as bright as day filling the cabin for all of six seconds, then a deathly quiet settled over the cabin and the surrounding wooded area.
The nutcracker suite wafted through the area. It's point of origin was the trashed rental car that sat abandoned at the end of the drive. A snowman sat in the front yard of the cabin.
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The toll taken on my body finally caught up with me as my knees buckled while walking up the stoop to my apartment. Chrystal had left a total of sixty messages on my phone during the long drive home. I was burnt out and in no mood for any additional drama opting to figure something out after a good night's sleep. I was reminded of my ex-girlfriend's disdain for cleaning noticing her discarded clothing on the floor along with some of her panties. I dropped my bags picking up a few of her things before exhaustion forced me to crash on the couch. The lights were on when I came inside, and I figured they'd been left on three days prior. I almost melted into the couch before I realized a bundle of Chrystal's clothing was still in my fist. Gray leggings with a thin pink stripe down the side puzzled me as I couldn't recall ever seeing her wearing them. Some lacy, bikini style panties were still in the crotch of the leggings. Her perfume lingered in the air, some unfamiliar sweet smelling fragrance. It was unfamiliar to me at the moment and unimportant as my eyes settled on an open gym bag beside the couch.
I rifled through it finding more clothing along with some personal effects as the road miles faded from my mind. I looked around noticing a phone plugged into a nearby wall outlet. It was wrapped in an annoying Hello Kitty shell charging. My head cleared further as I realized the shower was running at the end of the corridor. I snagged a Louisville slugger from the closet behind the door slowly creeping down the hall until I was outside the door.
I hesitated for a moment weighing the bat in my hands before pushing the door wide open.
"Who are you?" She was all of five feet two with a wealth of curves packed onto a pronounced pear shaped frame that struck me distinctly familiar. The rounded, cherubic face with a slight smattering of freckles across her thin nose was particularly fetching. The wide curve of her hip announced her rather ponderous backside in dramatic fashion. Her shoulder length hair was curiously dyed with the colors of the American flag in strips of red, muted white and blue. Even though she was as naked as the day she was born and the fact that I was holding a baseball didn't seem to deter this smiling nymph. I noticed a gap in her teeth.
"Courtney; Chrystal's little sister? I'm visiting the campus on a tour and she said I could stay here with you two?"
"No." I turned already walking down the hall as Courtney turned off the shower before scrambling from the tub.
"Hey, can't we talk about this; It's only gonna be for a couple of days and you guys weren't even supposed to be here anyway." She whined quickly following me with a towel wrapped around her body which did little to hide her nudity.
"Put some clothes on miss; and "NO" you can't stay here!" I intended to be firm, but Courtney kept maneuvering around me trying to get me to look at her face. She'd wrapped the large towel around her back leaving her front exposed. Her small, perky breasts were covered by the junction at which the towel was tied into a knot leaving her abdomen and shaved muff on display.
"That's not even fair man; I-I mean Chrystal lives here too, right? Hey, where is she anyway?" She looked around the living room for her absent sister.
"She's not here-and she's not coming back, either."
"Excuse me, dude?" Her manner of speaking was stoner immature and entitled leaving me put off by her demeanor.
"We-uh, broke it off."
My words hung in the air as Courtney took it all in with a hand in her multicolored locks. My eyes drifted down towards her puffy cameltoe for a few seconds before I turned away out of respect for her older sister.
"Wow man, I remember her talking about you like the marriage thing was a total fucking given. I mean, she was REALLY into you, dude. So, like eh, what happened to mess it up?"
"That's kind of a personal question, don't you think Courtney?"
"Well shit, that's my fucking sister bro; don't you think you should declassify that shit?"
"But it's between Chrystal and me; not your business...please put some clothes on ma'am." Courtney stood there blinking profusely like she was having a hard time processing my words.
"REALLY?!! It's just the flesh and that shit is temporary dude; what really matters is finding that higher calling and realizing the meaning of it all in this short jaunt we call life. Now that I look at you, it's right in front of my face the whole time." She moved around the coffee table thinking nothing of her partial nudity as she bent over going through her bag. This gave me a "Full-Monty" of her expansive rear end which matched her older sister and mother perfectly. There were two dog paws tattooed on the back of her thick, meaty thighs. Her butt was massive with a slight difference in that her giant oval cheeks seemed to be on a forty-five degree angle revealing her thick, juicy peach and brown eye plainly. My mind wandered for a moment before common sense prevailed.
"What are you talking about?"
"Your Chakra; it's all fucked up right now, bro. You know, I could fix that for you, man." I barely understood half of her ramblings as she tossed the towel on my living room floor revealing her bare torso. There were a matching pair of dog print tattoos on her small, sloping breasts that looked like they should've belonged to a much younger girl.
"No thank you; can I call you a cab or something?" Courtney pulled on a football jersey turning to me with her hands on her wide hips.
"We're talking right now; don't you think it's rude to push your agenda on someone?"
"WHAT AGENDA; YOU'RE IN MY LIVING ROOM!!"
"Don't you think you should calm down; you have nothing to worry about and it is a fundamental waste of precious life energy. No one's threatening you dude, so just dial it back a little bit. You know, my family has been a friend to the black man for decades." Courtney folded her arms over her chest shrugging off my behavior.
"Friend to the black man? Uhm yeah, that's rich." I'd found out exactly how friendly Courtney's mother and older sister were to the black man over the last few days.
"Your attempt at sarcasm strikes me odd, come here."
"WHAT-NO, CUT IT OUT!!" Courtney half chased me around the living room finally cornering me as she reached out holding her palms on either side of my head. Her blue eyes were tightly shut for a few seconds before opening wide in silent revelation.
"Oh, sorry dude." She took a few steps backward with a finger in her mouth.
"What?"
"It's cool man; I ain't that way brother."
"Huh?"
"Look I respect people's boundaries and it's cool; hand me that phone." I mindlessly followed her order handing her the large, garishly covered phone as she drew her hair into a ponytail with a scrunchie.
"You think you know something, Courtney?"
"Yeah, I know you've been with my mom and that my sister was responsible. Don't laugh, but I'm sensitive if you know what I mean, brother, little bit psychic. Developed that shit last spring at Coachella in this really, really, cool workshop-for the mind. Baba Mustafa is a great teacher and an even more awesome DJ." I facepalmed at her manic explanation.
"You're leaving, right?" She continued rifling through her tote emerging with these really, skimpy jean shorts that were cut bikini style. I watched her work to get the worn, faded material up past her thighs and huge ass leaving the pockets covering her juicy cheeks.
"We're talking, aren't we?"
"So, that means if I shut up; you'll leave, right?" I deadpanned as Courtney shimmied in place trying to get the worn jean material settled on her cinched in waist.
"Ha-ha, you're so funny; now come over here and have a seat. We have to get you squared away, homie." Courtney planted her sizable rear on my couch patting a space beside her.
"I don't think so."
"Don't be that way; can't you see the bigger picture, dude?"
"No, not even a little bit."
"Rude much? I'm going to help you get centered because you can't be walking around fucked up like that homie; all that negativity can open the door for other things. You really need to loosen up and get rid of that bad karma.
"What are you about to do?"
"What does it look like? We're going to smoke a bowl and lighten things up around here." She pulled a smaller bag from her luggage that looked like a shaving kit but actually held a baggie full of weed. Courtney began preparing the bong even as I shook my head profusely denying her permission to light up in my living room.
"No, you're not." I couldn't help but notice the seductive manner in which Courtney sat on my couch leg sat on my couch thick, sexy legs wide apart. If it weren't for the oversized football jersey she wore, her crotch would have been plainly visible. Courtney flicked a lighter finding it troublesome to ignite a flame for a few seconds.
"Man, you are way too uptight for someone who just spent the weekend getting banged out; maybe you'd like a drink?" Courtney produced a fifth of Bacardi from her tote setting it down on the table with a light clink. Two neatly packed shot glasses followed.
"What the fuck; you planning a party while we were away?" She was different than her sister and mother with a loopy, new age demeanor that I wasn't sure was bullshit or not.
"Well, you never know who you'll meet on these little excursions; better to be prepared than come off looking like a loser. I figured if you have the party with you, a good time is always right around the corner." Courtney smiled filling one of the shot glasses before offering it to me.
"You think that's a good attitude to have; a safe one?"
"I can take care of myself, cheers?" She'd filled her glass offering it up for a toast which I was reluctant to make.
"How old are you again?"
"Nineteen, so don't give me any shit about my fucking age or I'm definitely gonna dock you a few cool points, homie."
"Your mom doesn't care; your sister?" Courtney snorted and giggled at my question.
"You've met them; what do you think?" She had this girlish giggle that reminded me of that cartoon character from the Flintstones "Betty Rubble" while making me feel a day late and a dollar short.
We toasted and downed our shots and I did my best not to check out my ex-girlfriend's little sister but there was no doubt that both girls were cut from the same cloth. Chrystal seemed a bit more organized that the beautiful creature before me.
"Another?" We did a couple more shots before I waved her off.
"Come on, have a seat; promise I won't bite." She patted the same spot next to her, but I nodded in the negative.
"So, you have any alternative plans about where to stay?" Courtney continued patting the space beside her until I sat while pouring another round of drinks.
"Look man, I realize the position we find ourselves in with me invading your home after you've just broken up with my older sister after fucking both her and my mom. I consider you family and find it unsetting that you won't at least extend an olive branch to someone that could have been your sister-in-law; we're having drinks and everything, bro... care for a toke?" I nodded as she took a deep hit of the bong coughing profusely for a few seconds.
"You "REALLY" need to lighten "UP" man; take a hit of this shit."
"No."
"What's the worst that could happen." For some reason I felt like I had something to prove. She shrugged handing me the bong; I stared at her for a few moments before taking a deep hit.
...I'm an idiot.
*************************************************************************************
"Come on baby; give it to me...Do that shit again."
"WHU-AAAAT?!!" My vision gradually returned to normal in time to view everything as if I were having an out of body experience. Every cell in my body felt like it was alive and supercharged with electricity as I yelled this sort of primal scream while climaxing in a steady stream of fluid all over Courtney's face. She was glistening in a sheen of reflective sweat that covered her voluptuous body catching the light from a lamp on the table beside my couch.
"WHAATT-the FUCK!!" My head was pounding like it'd been hit with a bag of hammers.
"Yeah, that's it baby; release all of that fucking bad juju. Let that nasty shit go, brother." Her voice reverberated in my head like someone had stuck a microphone in my ear. Yeah, I had a fucking P.A. System in my brain tuned up to the highest levels and my throat felt dry and swollen.
"Wus-What...Going on?"
"Cleansing ritual; we're sucking out all of the bad karma you've built up over the last few days." Courtney's fingers were pinching and tweaking my nipples as my raging cock rubbed against her taunt abdomen leaving a trail of precum. Just the slightest touch against her tummy sent waves of pleasure spiking through my body.
"You-drugged me, bitch."
"No, No, no baby; you took that first hit yourself of your own free will." She wagged a finger in front of my face which at this point felt like it was throbbing.
"Weed don't feel like this!"
"Who said there was only weed in that bong?" I was inundated with the "Betty Rubble" laugh again as my muted hearing returned with a vengeance.
"BITCH!!"
"Well, we've established that babe; just enjoy the fucking ride, man." Courtney went back to fellating me with renewed vigor. I didn't know if I was on cloud nine or the seventh circle of hell as Chrystal's little sister throated me for long intervals sucking vacuum hard as she pulled back along my shaft tickling my urethra with the tip of her tongue. Her fingers were squeezing and pumping my sack methodically until my thighs were tightening up in seizure-like fits.
"Oh shit; what are you doing to me?" I was weakened and rubbery along the spine as Courtney nibbled and slurped at the junction where my right thigh met my pelvis. The sensation was incredible as she dug the nails of her other hand into my left ass cheek making my body twist away from the pain.
"I already told you; we're draining off all that bad karma, dude." She answered before going down on me again.
"WHAT-THE-FUCK DOES THAT EVEN MEAN?!!"
"Paying it forward brother; offering something of myself to make peace between our clans, dude. Basically, what I'm saying is that I'm going to drain your balls, man." Her multicolored mane was all I could see as she throated me down to the base remining there as she contracted her throat around my length.
"AAAAAAWWWWW SHIT!!" My pelvis and back went in opposite directions as Courtney managed to stay with me until she relented with a loud, gurgling gasp as a nasty web of saliva poured from her mouth drenching my crotch. Courtney rubbed and massaged my cock with both fists playing with the curly hair on my crotch intermittently.
"Look at all the veins in this thing; fuck man, you're a fucking big dick wonderland. It's got weight and girth-so fucking hard; no wonder mom lost her shit. Man, I'm so sorry about all that shit; fuck dude, Chrystal's stupid because I'd never let anyone have this beautiful rod." She wasn't even looking at my face while she toyed with my cock.
"So, you're just gonna take it?" I moaned almost at the precipice.
"Huh, you're kidding right; you're gonna go with the narrative that I'm forcing myself on you, homie? I take exception to that shit bro; you seen what I'm working with, haven't you?"
"Did I drug you, bitch?"
"Wow; you are so like, fucking ungrateful." She was using only one hand in a twirling motion that called her mother's technique to mind. Her other hand disappeared between her thick thighs leaving no doubt to what she was doing.
"I come home to find my ex-girlfriend's little sister in my house, she won't FUCKING-LEEEAAVE and AHHHHH-FUUUCK, THAT FEELS GOOD!!" Courtney returned her other hand adding her wetness to the head of my shaft with a particularly, sticky thumb. It was the perfect counter motion in slow methodical movement teasing my urethra while she continued short, rough tugs on the shaft.
"I get you man; I meant it, brother. You're conflicted and uptight as fuck, but it's not your fault. You're so oppressed that you don't know how happy you are, dude." Courtney hocked a wad of spittle on my cock while she talked as my balls tightened up.
"WHUUUT-WHAAAAAAT are you TAAALKING ABOUUUUUUTT?!!" She worked both of her hands in a counterclockwise motion sensually abusing my foreskin.
"It's our fault you know; my people have done so much to your people that you guys are all twisted up on the fucking inside, bro. We've made everything about you guys, suspect to the ultimate degree creating a cultural inversion that we habitually steal from whenever we want; it's fucking wrong dude; I can't have that shit on my conscience!" Her round, youthful face was flushed, her nostrils were flaring as failed to look me in the face. Courtney was strictly talking to my penis, doing her mother proud.
"BULL-SHIT!!" Something I said seemed to get to Courtney as she let my penis go while rearing back on her haunches with her hands folded over her breasts.
"Oh yeah, then tell me why you can't enjoy a good piece of pussy without all this kvetching; you're not fooling anybody, dude."
I stared back at her face still partially stoned as I pondered her question which challenged me to look at myself clinically. Looking at her reminded me of a younger, version of Chrystal. Sure, there were slight differences with Courtney's light smattering of freckles across her nose with a few littering her chest. The three women I'd known were cut from great stock, blessed with thick, curvy bodies meant to drive a lot of men and women to distraction. Rubenesque, voluptuously curvy and sexually weaponized to the ninth degree. I was upset at my girlfriend for deceiving me into sleeping with her mother; but once everything was out of the bag...should I have still been angry?
"You know Courtney, I don't have an answer for you." I admitted making the eighteen year old nymph smile. She lunged forward on all fours blanketing my body under hers as she leaned in inches from my face.
"Then it's okay, right?" She didn't wait for an answer emphatically shoving her tongue in my mouth as one of her hands returned to servicing my cock. My own tongue struck back running the gamut inside her mouth rediscovering the gap in her teeth. Her long bicentennial hued locks served as an impromptu hair curtain making things seem even more intimate. Courtney swung a thick, shapely leg over my side straddling me as she began rubbing me against her mound. She pressed me against her entrance which was dripping with her personal glaze pushing the head inside her furnace. Courtney let the head of my cock rest there as her natural lubrication drizzled down the shaft. I closed my eyes tight doing everything in my power not to cum.
"Hey, look at me." Her voice pierced through the darkness of my closed eyes. She was squeezing the head of my cock with her lower muscles as I slowly open them looking up at her soft, easy going features.
Courtney suddenly slammed her massive butt down into my crotch with the force of a wrecking ball breaking the last vestiges of self-control that remained as I literally exploded inside her with the force of a firehose. Her slimy confines tightened up around me in a vice-like grip as she reared up arching her back wedging her perforated mound against me.
"MUH-MOOOOOMMMMMMYYY; I'M CUMMING SO FUCKING HARD!! HE'S SO HARD ALL UP IN MY PUH-PUSSY!!" Courtney proved more like her mother that I initially expected going into a screaming fit before collapsing atop my prone body. Her weight alone, kept me pinned to the bed as I shot round after round of jizz up into her pulsing cunt. I gave myself over to the situation comforting her with my lips as we made out in post coital bliss.



"That was so fucking awesome."
"I think I'm going to be sick." My nausea spiked as my stomach turned upside down forcing a double cheeseburger and fries up from my depths hours after I'd eaten them while driving home. Courtney's face came into view inches away from mine adding to the irritation as some of her hair touched my nostrils. She quickly rolled me onto my stomach with my head off the edge of the bed. She bounced off the bed positioning a wastebasket under my open maw just in time. I yacked in the small metal can before blacking out again.
-DARKNESS-
I realized that I was looking up at the ceiling of my bedroom along with Courtney's round, cherubic face gap tooth and all. My clothing was missing, having been stripped off during my drug trip as her fist continuously pumped my erection taking me to the precipice. Courtney's small breasts hung inches from my lips with thick, erect nipples that made my mouth water. She seemed to sense that I was going to tell her to stop and get off me placing her palm flat over my mouth as another spoke.
"You don't mind if I have a little of that, do you?" The other person, a female sounded harsh and agitated.
"I don't know, we just met three hours ago; wouldn't be right to let some stranger sit on his cock."
"You already fucked him; who cares if I sit on that log for a few minutes. I mean it's not like I'd rat you out if the cops get you later." The threat in the other person's voice was clear.
"Well we're kind of like, friends and maybe you should ask 'em before you commit a potential crime." Someone else's hand came into view right over my face snapping their fingers so close to my face that I blinked continuously.
"Well, he blinked and that's kind of like saying "Yeah, you can fuck me", right Courtney Anne McIntyre?" Her hand withdrew from my cock leaving it pointing at the ceiling.
"Whatever Mikayla." She sounded defeated as my body shook as the other girl stepped up onto the bed.
"Wait." I tried to move but my limbs had no strength. My bed continued to shake and rock as Mikayla shimmied out of her underwear.
She stepped over my torso facing the doorway to obscure her face from my view as she hiked up what appeared to be a one piece, two toned black and white dress. Her skin was tan, and her lower half revealed made it look as if she were an athlete, gymnast, or figure skater in muscular tone. Mikayla had a tight, rounded muscular butt that was no match for any of the McIntyre women I'd previously been involved with over the last three days. I found myself noticing that she had no tan lines wondering if she went commando most of the time.
"Here, you hold the camera; no filming." Her thin fingers were handling me just below the head of my cock as she took care lowering herself against me.
"Camera?" I panicked as Mikayla managed to get me inside her opening. Her calves were covered with knee length socks and Maryjane's adorned her feet.
"Relax bro; you're coming into your truth, man. It's all part of something bigger than all of us in this fucking room." Courtney's flighty minutia was making me ill as I slid into her associate's unnaturally tight, box.
"Ito ay kaya malaki, ito ay ikahati sa akin sa dalawa!!" Whatever she said sounded like Tagalog or some other Asian language as she went from 0 to 500, bucking her hips wildly against my pelvis. Her back arched as she leaned forward gasping. She had long, silky black hair braided in twin tails on either side of her head as she bounced on her haunches. Her fitness, bubble butt slammed hard into me as she came squirting all over my pelvis. Courtney stood off to the side watching her associate work her hips back and forth until she was satisfied.
"So, we're cool now, right?" Courtney asked as Mikayla slowly gathered herself while pushing painfully against my thigh to roll off the bed.
"It was just a fuck, Courtney." I caught a side view of the bespectacled Asian girl as she shimmied back into her underwear before checking her watch. My unsatisfied tumescence was still pointing at the ceiling as I watched both girls fist bump.
"I'd say we have another forty-five minutes; before we have to go." Mikayla reminded Courtney staring at me over her shoulder.
"I'll be ready." I saw Mikayla stealing quick glances at my cock before being shoved outside into the hallway.
"Look, I didn't mean for that to happen but she's just a necessary evil; a tool for justice. I really don't like making bad karma, but you'll understand what it's all about in the end, brother. Everywhere she goes, trouble follows. I'll make it up to you, okay?" I was still reeling from the effects of that bong hit and whatever else had been done to me as Courtney backed away towards the door never taking her eyes off me until she hit the light switch bathing me in darkness. In the darkness, I could hear what sounded like a loud party in my living room while loud, thumping electronica filled the air before I finally dozed off.
-DARKNESS-
I awoke nude and ragged feeling like a two dollar whore after a night with a room full of horny truckers. My head felt full of broken glass, vibrating and throbbing as the smell of nasty sex and regurgitation assaulted my nostrils. Courtney at least had the decency to cover me up in some comforters and make herself scarce as I reflected on the events of the night prior. It felt like some sort of weird, erotic nightmare as I tried to figure out if the strange, Asian girl who'd also assaulted me was even real. The entire ordeal had taken on some odd, sexual fantasia that didn't seem to want to end with me being its focal point relegated to little more than a living sex toy for these women. I thought about my ex-girlfriend Chrystal's free-spirited nature in tandem with her mother's mature, domineering cougar aura. Both women had manipulated me into several embarrassing situations that any body would've probably killed for given the women's considerable sexual appeal and appetites. Shit, Carry Anne's own husband had been exposed as a willing cuckhold right before I'd escaped the whole insane situation.
I subtly became aware of some light music wafting through my apartment which I recognized as an old eighties song "I'm Falling" by this band called Comsat Angels. It appeared Courtney was foraging around through my music collection as her immeasurable sense of entitlement struck me dumb after all she'd put me through. I slid over to the edge of my bed testing my legs to make sure they could support my weight. I looked around my bedroom finding some warmup pants to slide into along with a white t-shirt to cover my chest feeling a little better covered up. The sight of the soiled wastebasket nearly made me retch as I gathered it up in shame exiting the room to find my apartment in a state of complete disarray. Everything was tossed about as if a hurricane had hit the place. There were signs of a party spiking my clouded memory with half empty glasses of liquor and some discarded pizza boxes. There was no sign of Courtney and I was grateful because I didn't know if I could trust myself alone with her.
I sat the soiled waste basket outside my door because of the smell finding a large red "Anarchy A" spray painted on the oak facing the street. Some students passing by were looking at me sideways and it felt like they knew more than I did. Back inside, I found a strange manifesto written on one of the pizza boxes that had me considering phoning campus police. Courtney's bag was still on my couch indicating the curvy misanthrope was intent on returning to my place from wherever she currently was. I double locked the door before shoving her things into her bag to toss out on the front stoop. The soft music wafting through my home suddenly changed to a selection by "Strawberry Alarm Clock".
"Rainy Day Mushroom Pillow" filled my ears as I realized I was not alone; if it was Courtney, she was gonna fly through the air to the street outside my apartment no matter what her state of dress. This little bitch was on some other shit having the nerve to hang out after vandalizing my place. I put on my best "Angry Black Guy Face" as I entered the kitchen to confront her.
"Who are you?"
I found myself looking at a very large, plus sized woman faced away from me pouring herself a glass of juice from one of Chrystal's expensive decanters. I want to reiterate just how large this woman was in my kitchen; a good portion of the countertop was obscured from view along with my kitchen sink. This was a much older woman with long strawberry blonde, flowing hair interspersed with streaks of silvery grey. She possessed a massive pear shaped figured with possibly, no definitely the biggest ass I'd ever seen in my life including all of the McIntyre women I'd slept with in the last few days. A long-sleeved jean blouse covered her torso straining to contain her huge breasts looking as if it would shred if she made a quick move. A matching floor length denim maxi skirt covered her lower half with a little ruffled portion hiding her feet from view. This woman had been enjoying my eclectic collection of music lightly bouncing her derriere unaware I was standing behind her at the kitchen entrance. Even though her movements were minor, the motion ripple was this awesome, massive jiggle.
"Oh, Excuse me good sir; I guess you've caught me in a candid moment. I'm Catherine; Catherine Brennan." I got a look at her face internally comparing it to the late actress Shirley Jones From this lost show called The Partridge Family that I used to watch when I was a kid. She had a kind, heartwarming smile on her face. There were prominent crows feet at the corners of her blue eyes and lips.
"Catherine-Brennan?"
"My, this is awkward; I'm Chrystal and Courtney's grandmother." She smiled warmly as I face-palmed.
Catherine appeared confused by my reaction handing me the glass of juice she poured for herself. I hesitated peering into the glass at what appeared to be apple juice.
"You put something in this, lady?"
"Of course, not young man, I do realize that we find ourselves in an awkward moment and uh, I am aware that you have parted ways with my granddaughter, but it hasn't come to poisoning one another, I hope." She appeared concerned and taken aback at my demeanor.
"Yeah, well maybe you should tell that to Courtney, lady." I was snarky and rightfully so after my experiences over the past few days.
"Oh no, is she still experimenting with drugs; after all I've done for that little troublemaker. I knew it'd be problematic having her here on campus, but her Chrystal said you'd be out at my daughter's home for a few days."
"Yeah, well plans obviously changed, lady."
"My name is Catherine Brennan, young man and I understand there may have been some mischief afoot with my granddaughter, but can't we find some civil recourse in dealing with one another?" she spoke like an English teacher with this sort of dignified aire, but I was already out on a rail with the McIntyre family.
"Are you kidding; see what she did to my apartment?"
"Oh, it wasn't like this before?"
"NO-despite your other grandkid's best efforts; I keep my place clean and-WHY AM I TELLING YOU THIS?!!"
"Well I would like to formerly apologize for wrong doing on the behalf of my grandchildren and uh, I'll have a cleaning service take care of your place. I was troubled when I learned of Courtney's presence here on campus earlier than I would have expected. It was late when I received the call from Chrystal; obviously I should have come last night." I was half listening to her going into my fridge to retrieve a homemade danish prepared by my former girlfriend. I didn't trust the old woman in front of me pouring a separate glass of milk for myself.
"Sir, you appear quite traumatized from the efforts of Courtney; my apologies again."
"What about the rest of your girls, lady?"
"Well, I believe those problems are "strictly" your affair with my lovely Chrystal."
"You mean Chrystal and Carrie Anne, right Mrs. Brennan?" That statement seemed to get to the older woman whose eyes narrowed as she crossed her arms over her immense chest. I took it all in estimating her height at five-foot-eleven.
"What are you referring to, young man; I'll broker no slander against my family."
"You know what the fuck I'm talking about; your "precious granddaughter" palmed me off on her horndog mother, lady! She mind-fucked me all weekend before I realized your "lovely" Chrystal was in on the whole damn thing!!"
"Watch your step; I will not be disrespected like this!! How dare you infer the fine women of this family are of lower stock!! The McIntyre family is one of the most prestigious on the eastern coast, I tell you and perhaps it was for the better that your association with dear Chrystal was ended!!"
"I dumped her." Catherine's cheeks were flushed with anger as she snatched a matching denim handbag from the countertop.
"I find that very hard to believe."
"You know what kind of daughter you have and for that matter your precious little Chrystal; fucking whores for black cock!!" Catherine gasped loudly, almost manly as her palm collided with my cheek.
"Thank you for doing the McIntyre family a great service; I'll take my leave, now." The large woman walked towards me expecting me to make way, but I stood my ground. My head was swimming with white noise and frustration at the repeated invasions recalling the challenge this woman's granddaughter made the night prior. It was a challenge I failed; perhaps this was another mind game by another warped member of the McIntyre family.
"Oh, so you not hear for this, huh?" I'd fished out my cock holding it in my palm in front of the astonished mature.
"MY WORD; PUT THAT AWAY YOUNG MAN!!" Catherine backed away, her wide blue, eyes never leaving my half-mast tumescence.
"You can't take your eyes off of it; just like your girls, lady." I began to stroke my length slowly in front of her panicked eyes.
"Shut your mouth."
"You're still looking at my dick, Mrs. Brennan." My endowment began to fatten and lengthen right before her eyes.
"You-you are a base degenerate; I'll have you dealt with for this indignity!!"
"Who the fuck talks like that these days? You still haven't taken your eyes off of my junk Mrs. Brennan; your granddaughter sucked me off the first night we met, right outside the front door on the stoop. I gotta be honest, because I fucked her silly that whole night with this." My cock had attained its full length and thick girth veins on the shaft. I felt like I was sticking it to one of the women of the McIntyre family and it was giving me a high.
"You're filth; irredeemable filth!!" She bellowed clutching a hand to her chest.
"Carry Anne like this so much that she blackmailed me into fucking her the night we arrived; of course, I didn't know her daughter was in on the whole thing. She's an animal and somewhat of an entitled snob like yourself, but I gotta admit that she turned me out."
"LIES!!"
"Oh, your daughter didn't lose her practice fucking around with a basketball player, huh? Carry Anne loves this, Mrs. Brennan." I continued stroking myself in front of her as she processed everything I said.
"She-she retired and sold her half of the practice." The doubt in her voice was apparent.
"They paid her off baby; your daughter is a sexual deviant; it's the fucking truth and you know it!! I was happy with Chrystal, but she lied to me the whole time because of this!!" I motioned towards my erection as my heart began to thump in my chest.
"I-I don't want to hear this, fabrication of affairs!!"
"You don't wanna hear the truth?"
"I don't want to hear your lies; you are lying about my girls. They are fine young ladies who've had the best upbringing with everything the world could provide at their fingertips!! PUT THAT AWAY-IT'S NOT FUCKING TRUE!!"
"You're still looking and we both know what that means."
"What-What does it mean?"
"That I'm tired of talking, bitch."
Catherine's face was frozen in surprise as my hands went to her wide hips quickly spinning her to face the counter. My tumescence ground into her denim skirt easily finding the hidden crack of her enormous butt. Catherine Brennan's hands went flat on the countertop as she whimpered under my attention, her breath ushering forth in short gasps. My pulse raced as my fingers dug into her fleshy hips bouncing her massive bottom against my exposed crotch. I dipped at the hip driving my erection in a scooping upward motion into her clothed ass luxuriating in the rough feel of denim. The humidity in the small kitchen rose several notches as one of my hands tore at the front of her blouse trying to free her equally huge breasts. Catherine looked over her shoulder in my direction mouthing something inaudible as the first two buttons popped free of the material landing on the countertop. My left hand suddenly full of her brassiere covered breast was slightly tickled by her thick, prominent nipple.
My hand savaged the reinforced cup hiding its prize ripping and tearing until her flesh melted into my fingers. Catherine sounded distressed and confused arching her back uncontrollably into me when her nipple was pinched. I didn't know what had come over me as my right hand yanked violently at the other side of her blouse until her other breast found freedom. Her large breasts were large enough in that they found rest on the beige countertop. Animalistic intent led the charge as I began yanking and tugging on her skirt until it was halfway up her thighs. I didn't know if it was intent of accident as Catherine rolled her hips against me shivering. She shuddered loudly as I took her left earlobe between my teeth nibbling. My tongue traced the crease behind her ear tasting the tart residue left from her perfume and sweat. The frenzied actions of my fists, full of weathered denim contrasted with the suction from my full lips on her neck. Catherine gasped, breathing irregularly as she braced her hands against the counter pushing back with some strength. I managed to get the skirt up to the bottom of her mature ass cheeks feeling them against my length rather than seeing them. She was sweaty below allowing me to slip into her impossibly deep gluteal cleft.
"No."
I backed off, arms at my sides as if I were repelled with my hard, throbbing erection pointing directly at the embattled matriarch of the McIntyre family. Precum was leaking from the fat head of my cock at the first sight of Catherine Brennan's monstrous ass. The upper half of it was still hidden away by the mangled mess I'd left her skirt in despite my best efforts to rip it from her body. The sight of this gargantuan monstrosity was enough to make me nearly blow my load. Catherine Brennan was most definitely atop the booty hierarchy amongst the women of the family with an ass that dwarfed her daughter and granddaughter's respectively. The sun soaked tan quality of her skin contrasted with parts of her inner thighs that appeared pale form lack of sun. Her big legs were shapely with a slight bit of kankle above her sandaled feet. Little pockets of cellulite only added to the allure of Catherine's cheeks and oak-like thighs. It was easy to see where the lineage of these Irish PAWGS began. She rubbed her hand over her mouth before pushing the hair out of her face as she leant down on an elbow looking back at me with her mouth agape.
"Are you-INSANE?!!" She bellowed as my common sense returned telling me that a jail cell was in my future.
"Muh-Ma'am I'm-uh, I'm sorry." Catherine gnashed her teeth looking as if she would pummel me senseless.
"FUCK ME!!" She screamed so loud that my ears rang.
Her large hands shot down completing my actions pulling the denim skirt up to reveal the shocking fact that she was wearing panties. Her monstrous backside humbled me in that I realized I'd only been looking at the bottom third of her butt. A pair of lacy fullback panties were wedged into the cavernous crack of her bottom making it almost appear as a thong. Catherine Brennan's ass was bigger than my torso looking sexually menacing. She bent over pushing her butt in my direction spreading her legs apart as best she could. I lost my bottoms never taking my eyes off of her.



"Shit."
"FUCK ME RIGHT NOW!!" Catherine shrieked again as her voice bounced off the walls of my kitchen.
The large woman bellowed like some dying behemoth as I shoved my endowment into her well-aged virtue with a resounding wet smack as our bodies collided. Her muscular legs quivered and shook as torrents of moisture ran down her inner thighs and bursts spraying the linoleum tile on my kitchen floor. My fingers sunk deep into her soft, pliant flesh and roundness of her thighs. Catherine seized up at the junction where our bodies connected with a labored cry that almost sounded like a dying animal. It was the most unappealing thing about her as she dipped an impossibly rounded hip nearly taking me to the floor. Her dripping cunt spasmed around my girth as she whimpered loudly before going into full blown sobbing. I knew the McIntyre women well by this time ramping up the pistoning action with a much strength as I could muster to push her over the edge. Catherine bawling would have angered anyone who heard it because she sounded like a woman abused. I captured her left wrist moving closer and bottoming out inside her tightness.
She managed to move a leg further apart allowing my balls to slap up against her entrance unabated for a few seconds before another climax mounted. Her blouse slipped off one shoulder sliding down to the junction where her slightly sagging bicep met her forearm. Her bra strap cut into the doughy, lightly freckled flesh on her shoulder attesting to the sheer weight of her large breasts. My arms were stretched far apart as I struggled to get the humongous ass in front of me under control. Catherine arched her back shoving her butt clumsily against me as her head rose colliding with a small potted plant her granddaughter had hung over my window. If it caused her any pain, I didn't know and couldn't tell as the voluptuous matriarch ripped at her blouse until the rest of it drifted down her right shoulder exposing her thick, womanly back. The stress on her brassiere was apparent from the reddened discolorations created by its tightness. Catherine snatched at my right hand accidentally scratching it as she pulled it to her accompanying tit.
This caught me off balance causing both of our large figures to slam into the bottom of the counter with considerable force. I think some of my unwashed dishes were shattered by the impact. Both of my hands cupped the underside of her luscious breasts rolling, pinching, and distending the rubbery nipples making the large woman howl with unbridled lust. It was as if my former experiences with Chrystal, Carry Anne and even Courtney were preparing me for this very moment. I found myself using variations of techniques I'd learned from each family member I'd fucked over and over. Her incredibly massive bottom hid my torso from the abdomen down to the tops of my thighs. The motion ripples were incredible to see adding much to the proceedings. I was past the point of no return mashing into her jiggling backside as my thighs tightened up painfully. I was at the precipice as my balls tightened up into a knot. I collapsed dipping at both knees blowing the first spurts of my love into Catherine's snapping cunt before managing to disengage with a rough shove of the hand to glaze her right ass cheek with three additional strings of milky, semen as she moaned like a downed animal.
I slapped my length against the nearest ass cheek rubbing some of my cum into the sunbaked skin as she held on for dear life looking over her shoulder at the mess I'd made. Her hair was all over her face giving the entitled matriarch the uncultured appearance of a primitive cave woman. Her hand palmed the cum-soaked ass cheek before rising so that she could inspect my spunk webbed between her fingers. Catherine seemed to lose her strength falling hard onto the tiled floor with a loud, heavy thud. I watched as she continued staring at the spunk adhered to her fingers seemingly lost in some thought about what had just occurred. This afforded me a direct look at her gigantic sloping breasts capped with very large and darkened areolas. Her erect nipples were bullet points pointing downward with age while her large, cream colored bra was suspended across her tummy with the straps trapped at her elbows. Her eyes darted around the kitchen unwillingly to look me in the face and I was grateful. She snuck a glance predictably at my member, breathing hard. This reignited a silent rage as I lost the last vestige of clothing standing nude before her.
Catherine looked away when I shoved my cock towards her face relenting after I'd grabbed a handful of her long grey tinged hair while tapping her cheek with it. She took as much as humanly possible; half in her case. She fellated looking intermittently as if she would regurgitate at any moment. I took exception at this pulling away from her taking a few steps backward. Catherine stuck her pointer finger between her lips while her other hand covered her furred mound. She allowed herself to inspect my body visually for a long silent stretch as I lowered my hand letting my cock hover out in front of me at half-mast. Our eyes met again as she used hers to motion down towards her sex. This older woman pried her flower open with her fingers revealing just how wet she still was before looking back up at me silently. There was no doubt in my mind that I was looking directly at the well spring that had given birth to three awesome pawgs. Blood, flesh, and nearly insatiable sexual appetites undoubtedly linked these women. Catherine laboriously got on all fours to take my cock in her mouth again. This time, she signaled her interest hungrily sucking and rolling her tongue on the head of my cock.
Her ass looked fucking incredible from this vantage point as I curled over her in a standing fetal position trying to get at her panties. Catherine was no help at all trying her best to take more than half of me and gagging when she failed miserably. I pulled on the panties wedging them deeper into her cleft almost turning them into a G-string. She seemed to get the picture reaching back hooking a finger into the wait band of her underwear. It got complicated forcing the grandmother to abandon my cock rising on weathered knees in a clumsy attempt to remove her underwear. I was frustrated beyond description as my fingers dug into the hair on her scalp. Catherine Brennan mother of Carry Anne McIntyre and grandmother of Chrystal McIntyre, was forced to crawl on all fours beside me into the corridor leading to my bedroom.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Catherine Brennan mother of Carry Anne McIntyre and grandmother of Chrystal McIntyre, was forced to crawl on all fours beside me into the corridor leading to my bedroom. It was weird seeing the haughty matriarch of the McIntyre clan crawling down the narrow hallway with an ass so huge that it nearly touched both sides of the walls. We'd started something in my kitchen that I was intent on finishing. I shoved the door open leading her into the room which still partially smelled of nasty sex and other bodily fluids. She reared up supporting her weight on one hand possibly affected by the unclean nature of my bombed-out bedroom covering her nose with her right forearm. I pivoted pulling her arm away from her face pushing inside her mouth. Her thin lips were stretched wide around my cock, her head motionless as her tongue caressed the underside of my glans. It was different, inexperienced, and stiff as Catherine pursed her lips sucking hard in little puffing motions.
It was good for a start, but I needed more, growing impatient enough to cup her chin in tandem with the back of her skull giving a labored forward motion until she gagged. She gasped and coughed taking in life giving air as some frothy spittle dribbled down her chin. I stroked my cock inches away from her face tapping it on her rounded cheek in brief intervals until she took it inside again. Her timid technique irritated me again as I palmed her head like a basketball plunging further into her mouth than I had before. Catherine pushed back against my thighs dislodging my erection as she coughed up more saliva and phlegm earning more slaps to the cheek from my cock. She put her hand up to her cheek attempting to block my offending member and I relented. Neither one of us spoke for moments as I observed Catherine internally processing the situation. I stood motionless with my hands interlocked behind my back waiting to see what she would do next. I guess I was mentally preparing myself for what could come next. There was no doubt I was out of line, my behavior criminally suspect. I'd probably have years to reclaim my masculinity behind bars.
Catherine didn't keep me waiting hesitantly cupping the underside of my balls, squeezing lightly while her other enclosed softly around my girth tugging on the taunt, vein skin of my shaft. She picked up the pace in moments eliciting a low moan from me for her efforts. She added a slight screwing motion to her movements causing a torrent of precum to bubble from the head of my cock. A wet, sticky sound permeated the bedroom as she moved closer with considerable effort. Her head dipped low staring at the underside of my endowment in mute fascination as she went to three fingers encircled on my shaft working them a little harder. Catherine looked like some innocent sidling closer to my crotch examining everything. My cock pulsed and throbbed under her pumping fingers as her eyes widened and her mouth hung agape. My stomach knotted up and my thighs tightened as she straightened back making her face level with my abdomen. My breathing became labored and erratic as she used her left arm to mash her huge, pendulous breasts together into an abomination of cleavage. Catherine dipped in taking her established third of my cock into her mouth sucking hard. She knew what she wanted and was going to have it at any cost.
My thighs began tightening up as her head bobbed leaving a thick, dripping glaze of saliva on my tumescence. All her fingers were brought into play as she held my cock between them like a sandwich, pulling and stroking with mounting intensity. Catherine pushed further trying and failing to take more of my length as wet, slurping sounds filled the bedroom amplifying the atmosphere. She was doing her best to suck me off and it was working as I faltered, dipping on one knee as my hands became unclasped to hover in the air afraid to interfere with her progress. Catherine's massive cleavage became drenched in a sticky mixture of sweat, saliva and precum as she dropped her hands to my thighs digging her nails into the flesh there. The entitled, haughty grandmother had withdrawn into the darkness leaving behind this creature born of lust and sexual desire. I could take it no longer gathering up some of her thick, grey streaked blonde hair in my fist as my hips bucked taking her face. Her hands crept up cupping my butt cheeks as she attempted to push forward again. I hit the back of her throat making the large woman gag and cough profusely before pulling out and beating the tip against her lips.
She didn't seem to mind when my thick member tapped against her rounded cheek as she flushed red. Her tongue flicked up teasing the tip before she pursed her lips peppering my cock head with light rabbit kisses. I pushed against her lips as Catherine opened them partially to create some friction on my mushroom tip as it breached her mouth before her cheeks vacuumed inward with an intense suction. Catherine Brennan had found her technique in dramatic fashion as I erupted inside her mouth with several thick ropes that caught her off guard. She gasped and gurgled coughing up a deluge of cum that ran down her chin onto her sunbaked, freckled bosom. More bursts hit her square in the face covering her nose and a right eyelid as she pumped and twisted her fist around my girth. She managed to coax out another thick rope of semen aiming my cock at her open mouth getting a straight shot that made the matriarch gag and blow some of the milky concoction into her open palms. She stared down into her hands before looking up into my face breathing hard enough to worry me. Her head went back and forth between looking at my face to her cupped hands before she slurped the pooled mess up swallowing it. I'd left her a mess with Catherine looking like she'd been in a train wreck.
She cupped the undersides of her huge breasts taking silent stock of the sticky webbed mess there oozing down her slightly sloped stomach to the carpet. Catherine mashed and rubbed her mams together pushing her cleavage tight to massage the spunk into her skin. She looked up at me with an unreadable expression which prompted me to rub my member on her face again. Her tongue traced a light pattern on my balls as her right hand stroked the back of my calf. She looked up again appearing on the verge of finding words to address the situation between us when my hand cupped the underside of her jaw desperate to keep things going. I offered her my hands finding it a bit difficult to pull her to her feet to face me. Her hair was all over the place giving this woman a wild, untamed appearance. She opened her mouth again but found my finger inside it quickly fellating the offending digit. My hands covered her shoulders gently directing her to sit on the edge of the bed, face level with my crotch. Catherine must've believed I wanted head again, lurching forward before I pushed her onto her back, spread eagle. She clutched her hands to her chest unsure of what would happen next. I admired Catherine's extreme Rubenesque figure for what it was as her thick legs hung over the edge of the bed.
She bellowed sounding like a wounded animal the moment my tongue touched her prominent clit. She wriggled and squirmed almost taking my mattress off the box spring as I wrote the letters of the alphabet in her virtue. Catherine's slit was visibly drenched and puffy lending a dewy wetness to her cunt as I had my way with her button. The large matron howled and trembled, shivering as my pointer finger entered her confines curving upward into her g-spot. I'd learned to find this particular spot from her granddaughter early on during our duplicitous relationship. The tip of my finger caressed the bumpy ridge inside while I slurped on her clit sending Catherine over the edge. I was unnerved when her thick, oversized thighs rose up on either side of my head looking to lock it into place. My palms pushed into the meaty, pliant flesh of her inner thighs leaving little reddened bruises there as Catherine attempted to lock them around me which could've possibly decapitated me considering her size and strength. Her grunts and unintelligible mutterings took on a more guttural quality as I dug in further. Her right hand clawed at my scalp while the other hand snagged a fistful of bedding yanking it from the corners of the mattress in a quick swipe. Her back arched off the bed when three fingers entered working her tunnel in a scooping motion that left them undated with oily evidence of her mounting lust.
When her struggling became too much, I pulled away focusing on putting as many hickeys on her inner thighs as humanly possible. I marveled at the size of her legs, while massive, they retained a womanly shape that appealed to my personal aesthetic. The brief seconds I'd disengaged were too much for Catherine who whimpered and whined like a spoiled child until my tongue traced her elongated slit in an upward motion that ended at her furred mound. The fingers of both of her hands parted her flower allowing a glimpse at the vibrant pink confines awaiting my attention. I got close inhaling her pungent scent, closer even with less than an inch between my full lips and her clit. She shuddered when I simply blew on it, shaking and jiggling all over. Catherine humped up meeting my face with surprising speed as her legs locked around my head trapping it against her cunt. I rolled with the motion licking, slurping, and sucking on her labia making it nasty and sloppy. I wrenched my face back and forth using my chin as a wedge on her taint. My nails dug into the massive, dimply meat of her enormous butt groping, squeezing, and pinching to my delight. Catherine Brennan was certified, the biggest ass I'd ever had in my life including her girls.
Catherine bellowed like a wounded animal going into convulsions as she squirted drenching me in a torrential wave of her lust. It seemed to go on forever only to abruptly end with the loud, thump of her heels as her legs lost their strength slamming on either side of me. More of the moisture poured freely from her honeypot soaking the ruffled bedding under her massive ass. Catherine was completely flushed, breathing hard as I used her knees to pull myself into a standing position. One of her hands clutched at her chest while the other had become entangled in her weathered blonde locks. Her mouth was agape in an unflattering display working hard to supply the large woman with excess air to breathe as she looked up into my stoic face. Standing over her prone body one could really appreciate the exaggerated hourglass nature and shape of this older woman's body. Catherine Brennan's wealth of curves was positively intoxicating. Her age never crossed my mind or the disturbing fact that I was essentially ravishing what could be arguably called a senior citizen.
Catherine lay there clutching both hands over her chest in clasped fists still working through her climax wheezing and gasping for air. She looked somewhat out of it as her eyes met mine gauging the intent in them and coming to a horrific realization when her gaze dipped down to my cock. I stood there hand on hip while my other stroked my length back to complete hardness as Catherine began shaking her head in denial of my virility. The panic on her face contrasted with her own brand of aged beauty. I could see a little bit of Carry Anne's beauty in features left untouched despite her age. Precum was bubbling to the head of my penis just from watching her attempts to gain her bearings. She yelped when my hands grasped the back of her knees draping her giant, shapely legs over my shoulders. I pushed the head of my member against her steaming slit piercing it minutely. The top of my cockhead was hidden by the puffy walls of her cunt as I lurched forward taking her legs with me until we were face to face.
"Look at me." She'd adverted her eyes as I pushed forward up her abdomen and chest afraid to see what was coming. Catherine's own blue eyes narrowed and looked everywhere but my face, but her hands remained motionless fanned out at her sides.
"Look-at-me!" I demanded once more. She was breathing hard through her mouth as her eyes met mine looking deep.
My pelvis came slamming down on her burying my cock to the hilt with a resounding, wet smack that echoed throughout the bedroom walls accompanied by her guttural screams of pleasure. I kept up the pace pulling almost all the way out before jamming it in to the base of my crotch in continuous rough poundings as her arms locked behind my back. She squirted and sprayed every time our bodies smashed together jiggling and trembling uncontrollably under my muscular frame. I kept up the frenetic pace fucking her with severe deviant intent. Catherine spasmed and pulsed around my length putting an exquisite pressure on all the right places. My crotch and inner thighs were drenched in oily wetness as we loudly copulated nearly flattening the bed under our sweaty bodies. The repeated smack of our bodies merging furiously was nearly deafening. My face was lost in the steaming heated passage between her huge breasts. Even though she probably dwarfed my weight, Catherine was being manhandled in a manner I'm sure she never experienced before in her life. I pushed myself up into a pushup position using my inner forearms to mash her tits together.
Her mountainous mammalian mounds jiggled and bounced about presenting two chewy treats atop saucer sized plates shades darker than her sun baked skin. I was easily able to suckle both rolling and plucking with my tongue and lips. Her cunt seized up on me in a vice-like grip as she went over the edge climaxing hard. I could barely work my cock inside her zaftig frame but continued trying anyway. The savagery of our uncoordinated moves added to the sensation on my embattled pike. Her thick, womanly arms locked in place as she undulated and shook nearly taking us off the bed. Her virtue relented allowing me to bottom out again; however, this time I just let it rest inside. I remained propped up on my palms in a pushup position looking down into her face. There were tears streaking her chin and a clear stream of saliva ran from the corner of her mouth. I let my hips sway side to side feeling her palms pressed into my back. The heat emanating from her touch was tantalizing. My hips continued swaying as she began to move with me back and forth. We swayed for a few minutes in cinque with one another as my member dipped inside Catherine in a steady tempo.
My cock pounded down into her bottoming out in punishing fashion causing her legs to spring up like a jack-in-the-box locking heels at the small of my back. I continued unimpeded slapping up against her sopping wet insides while her hands moved to my pecks. Her movements were exploratory caressing and rubbing my chest and abdomen. A finger pressed against my erect left nipple poking and flicking it a little while her other hand squeezed my bicep. Her hands drifted to my rib cage softly tracing the contours while she did her best to endure the pointed thrusts of my hips. Catherine began slowly rolling her all-encompassing hips around on my battered mattress. It caught me off guard for a second as her immense butt came slamming up into my balls from the bottom. I found myself working to match her cadence until we merged in unison. Catherine Brennan was fucking me back locking her fingers behind my neck. I was close to exploding and could tell she was nearly there with me when I realized she'd been pulling on my neck for a bit of time. There was a sense of desperation in her jerky movements, some want and need motivating her actions. I understood her need, her wants and immediate desires but something in me didn't know if I wanted to give in.
Over the past few days, I'd been put through a sexual wringer by this woman's daughter and granddaughter which left me reeling from misdirection, manipulation, and sexual debauchery. I wondered how I was still able to function giving all the sex I'd been having. Even my home was invaded affording me the opportunity to sleep with two more members of this family of thick, BBW P.A.W.G.S. It was a wealth of riches I'd never thought to have; a gift I wasn't sure any man should have. Catherine rocked her calves into my spine desperately trying to pull me in for...more.
"I-I beg of you; come closer." She moaned as her huge breasts pushed back floating free against my chest.
"No."
"Please, just give me this; you've already taken so much, young man." Catherine tugged at my neck urging me downward.
"Why?" Catherine became agitated ramping up her actions tightening her calves around me in constricting fashion.
"NEED IT!!" She was silenced as my tongue entered her mouth to wrestle with her own while her body constricted around me in a fleshy cocoon as Catherine began to climax. My shaft was ground raw between her dueling walls as the matron screamed out her orgasm directly into my mouth. I began shooting rope after rope into her snapping cunt until I was spent. The extreme charms of Catherine Brennan left me drained and pliant as I nuzzled into the soft spot under her chin sucking at her throat. Her sweat and scent was everywhere masking the lingering familial odor of her own granddaughter. She stroked the back of my head lazily while her other arm lay lifeless on the mattress.
I managed to lay on my back staring up at the ceiling fan as my senses returned along with an acute sense of dread. I just stared at the rotations listening to the plastic blades cut the air and trying not to think. It felt surprisingly like the first night I'd spent in Chrystal's parents home after all was done with her mother. I'd been used as a sex toy by her mother, apparently doing such a good job that she wanted more resulting in a weekend of never ending trysts that left me addled probably beyond repair. Courtney had taken up residence in my home refusing to leave ultimately ending up in my bed as well, albeit under totally different circumstances.
"I haven't had sex in ten years." Catherine admitted out of nowhere.
She seemed to have some bit of shame as well facing the opposite wall still partially clothed in her denim blouse and twisted brassiere. I stole a quick glance in her direction before turning towards my side of the bed staring at the mess left by her granddaughter.
"My husband refused to touch me citing my expanding waist line and other negative aspects of our thirty year marriage before running off with a much younger rival of mine. You know, in all those years after he left, I did nothing. I just watched myself get older and "believed everything" he said about me."
"I don't want to hear it." I admitted honestly.
"But I want to tell you anyway; I don't really get to be honest most of the time, duty and all."
"I'm not sorry for fucking you Catherine, don't make me sorry."
No words followed for long stretches of time as I noticed the room was darker than when we entered. She rolled over taking up more than half the bed beside me. Catherine studied my face, searching for some common ground.
"Was it like this with my daughter?"
"Kind of."
"My granddaughter, Chrystal?"
"No, I loved her." My words faltered a bit at the thought of the phony relationship. A wave of emotion washed over me as Catherine placed a hand on my chest gauging my heartbeat.
"I'm sorry about my daughter Carry Anne; she has a problem which I have to admit knowing before we met. It's been with her since her teen years and uh, seems she never found a solution for it."



"For liking black dick?" I covered my face with my hand not wanting her to see my anger and despair at having been lied to for so many months.
"Yes."
"Seems to be some kind of "thing" with the women in your family, huh?"
"Yes, it's true; when she was around eighteen, I discovered her prurient interests made flesh in the form of our groundskeeper. I'd caught her in a rather compromising position and acted harshly sending her away to boarding school. Carry Anne never forgave me, blamed me for her condition and she was right."
"Please don't share."
"I understand your assertion, but haven't we found some common ground, here young man?"
"If you talk after what we just did, it kind of fucks things up; I don't like awkward."
"All right, I'll do as you wish, but I shall demand a caveat."
"What do you want?"
Catherine surged forward bringing a hand up to caress my cheek as she pressed her lips to mine. I could feel her large, porous breasts covering my bicep. Her hand washed over my abdomen in a caressing manner dipping low into my pubic hair before her fingers encircled the base of my cock. She dwarfed me when we were laying prone slowly working three fingers along my foreskin. Her head hovered above mine perhaps looking for another kiss, but I was noncommittal. Instead, Catherine took a nipple in her mouth teasing me with a swirl of her tongue. Her teeth nipped the pointed nub as her left hand tugged at my shaft. The bed rocked and shifted under her weight as she moved closer covering my left leg from the knee down with her juicy thigh. Catherine took to licking my entire peck as her palm brushed over the head of my cock in quick, tantalizing intervals. She began to trace a slimy path along my stomach to my pelvis.
"I want to be with you, again."
The bed rocked and shook with every movement of her Rubenesque figure as she worked her way downward planting her knees on the floor between my legs. Her weathered, thin lips parted taking the head of my cock in-between. I squirmed feeling her ministrations on my urethra as she tightened three fingers at the midway point of my shaft. Catherine suddenly crammed a third of my cock down her throat before relenting when the pressure became too much.
"Tell me about my daughter; tell me what it was like with her?"
"Why?"
Catherine answered by pushing head down in an attempt to take more of my length only to relent once again when the task became too daunting. She tightened her fist around the base of my cock stroking her saliva into my fleshy tube with the other.
"I want to know how she pleased you; the manner in which you speak of Carry Anne leaves me curious about her manners. You were with her multiple times, but you sounded sorely disaffected by the experience." Catherine's gaze seemed to be centered solely on my erection.
"Blackmail, she tricked me into it at first; then I-I uh, don't know what happened but I kept "going along with it" and it felt-wrong."
"What made it wrong, young man?" Her tongue worked the glans flicking the underside of the mushroom tip.
"I was her daughter's boyfriend."
"But Chrystal knew about it; took you there for sex?"
"She told me that we were visiting her parents, nothing else." Catherine covered a good half of my length vacuuming her cheeks inward in a powerful suction. My balls were pumped in tandem with the jerky movements of her head for the next few seconds.
"But, you said you were with both of my girls; how could you be, unaware?"
"Carry Anne separated us, then took what she wanted from me, okay lady?!!"
Her head covered my lap as she experimented taking one of my balls into her mouth sucking for an extended period of time before tracing a line up the shaft to the head of my penis. Half of my cock found sanctuary in her mouth as her wild blonde, grayish mane bobbed in jerky motions. Her fingers jerked and tugged roughly with her saliva providing little lubrication. She looked up revealing her weathered, slightly fatigued features. I noticed a look of quiet contemplation and curiosity as she used both fists in a pulling motion one after the other towards her chest. Catherine focused on my pee slit bringing her head closer until her tongue darted out teasing it.
"Does any of this feel good to you; I'm not very experienced with these things so I'm just trying out a few variations; are you feeling it?" I didn't answer leaving her question hanging in the air. She seemed to be waiting for an answer I wasn't going to give.
"Talking afterwards, remember?" Catherine buried her head on my cock slurping wildly for a few seconds before coming up for air.
She cupped the undersides of her enormous breasts appearing to test the weight of each massive teat before looking at me with an anxious expression. Catherine suddenly slapped her boobs on either side of my member trapping it the sweaty, oily cavernous wealth of cleavage she possessed. The large matronly woman began massaging my erection with her breasts moving each one independently. My cock thickened under the mounting intensity as Catherine observed her handiwork and the reaction on my face in intervals.
"I know you like this; my husband used to make me do this a lot when we first got married, although I wasn't this big originally. Sometimes he'd satiate himself with my breasts and just go to sleep afterwards; I hated him so much for that." Catherine spoke of her husband in the past tense piquing my curiosity.
"Mr. Brennan, gone?"
"You could say that in one sense; doesn't this feel good? I know how to use my breasts if you didn't like anything else."
"You really need to know, huh?"
"I guess, it's just been so long and well, my aforementioned husband didn't really appreciate my breasts that much in the later years; guess they got too big for him."
I managed to get to my feet disrupting Catherine's actions scaring her a little bit reaching down to mash the outsides of her tits tighter than before. She followed my actions pushing her breasts together in tandem with me as I speared her horizontally. A fleshy tunnel was achieved allowing me to roughly fuck her tits directly. Catherine's sternum was thumped in tempo by my intrusion; her breathing hard and labored. I slapped my cock on top of her cleavage seeking to prolong the experience. She was ready every time I plunged into her fleshy crease.
"I want your cum on my breasts." She admitted.
Following her wishes my pelvis pushed against her sternum vertically in the fierce rutting that followed. Her massive breasts were thick and buoyant with a minimum of sag considering her probable age. Loins. The watery sounds of our coupling fueled the fire in my loins. I used her freckled shoulders for leverage ramping up my actions until I climaxed with a thick rope of cum that undated the underside of her chin in a thick, milky glaze while subsequent blasts covered the top of her cleavage with copious splotches of semen.
"Fuck, that was good." I relented, verbally giving Catherine what she desired at long last. She let her breasts drop free revealing a sticky, gooey mess between her huge tits as well as her prominent belly.
"There's so much here, it's like you have an endless supply."
"Catherine?"
"Yes?"
"How did your husband feel about your huge, fucking ass?" The question was rhetorical as she got my meaning turning to present her enormous bum. The plodding methodical movements of her curvy frame ramped up my anticipation.
Catherine on all fours was a sight to behold making me almost want to whip out a camera, making it hard to believe I'd been ravishing a grandmother for the better part of an hour. Mountainous, full, and symmetrically round with a sun baked hue offset by little shades of her true Caucasian complexion between her thighs and the too deep cuff where her butt met her thighs. Her underwear left it mark in the comical outlines on her voluptuous frame. It added to the allure for me as I knelt behind Catherine quickly pushing inside. It was extremely heated and gummy inside her cunt. An off white milky sheen covered my length as I fucked her from behind. Catherine bounced gently back into my cock finally learning how to work with me. Once again, I found myself enchanted by the motion ripples created when her butt was pounded. Catherine arched her back, resting her elbows on the floor and making her ass look even bigger if that was possible.
"You like my dick, don't you Mrs. Brennan?"
"I do, you've opened my eyes so much, young man."
"Yeah, how's that Mrs. Brennan?"
"Before this surprisingly glorious day, I never would believe anyone would be attracted to me. I could never get rid of my problematic figure; it's a family trait amongst the women."
"I know Mrs. Brennan."
"Please call me Catherine; you've more than earned it."
"Catherine, you like my dick?"
"Oh yes, you've made me feel like a maiden again; I "LIKE" your marvelous "dick" young man."
"I want you to love it, bitch."
I drove home my point with a hard thrust that took her to the floor on her belly remaining mounted, completely attached. Catherine's voluminous cheeks were heaven on my erection as I savored the feeling of the bottoms of her meaty, full ass against my tumescence. I was a head taller than Catherine using my legs to push the outsides of hers together around my cock. She whined, moaned, and screamed with every thrust unwittingly pushing me further to what was going to be my final climax before fate took over. She grunted under my weight prompting me to rise up on my knees. The view was incredible as I pushed in on the outsides of her thighs adding to the sensation. Her back and face were flushed crimson as I reached the precipice.
"AAAAHHHH-I'M CUMMING; CUMMING ON YOUR BIG, FAT, FUCKING ASS CATHERINE!!" I spunked right up the center of her gluteal cleft doing my best to let the remaining cum trickle out onto her left ass cheek. I pushed my cock into her crack sawing it into her deep crack, but it was no use. My cock was satiated, I was spent. Still sexually greedy, I tapped my half-flaccid cock against her cheeks using it to rub the cum into her skin.
"I love your dick." Catherine moaned into the floor.
My strength waned as I draped my body lengthwise over Catherine using her as an impromptu mattress. I wanted to fuck her some more before the real world intruded but fate would not be denied.
"What-the-actual-fuck?" Catherine and I looked up finding Courtney standing in the doorway staring wide eyed at us. I was caught dead in the act flopped out on top of her grandmother in my birthday suit.
"Courtney, dear?" Catherine half whispered in shame as the teen with the multicolored mane turned her zombified gaze on me.
"You-fucked my grandma." There was a large bottle of Alize' in her grasp which crashed to the floor along with her body as she fainted.
Courtney McIntyre hit the hallway floor with a loud thud.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Get the fuck out of my room, Andy."
"Come on bro, we just wanna favor; just help us out with one thing and we're out of your hair." I'd been sleeping off a wicked drunk when Andy and his friend Rob invaded my room. I was laying flat on my back when these two idiots had the nerve to pull away the pillow covering my face.
"You're going to get out of my face when I put my foot up your ass." The sunlight from my window.
"Come on brother, I'll owe you one, man."
"You owe me too many, Andy! You clean the fucking house up?" Andy and Rob fancied themselves musicians, going by the colorful moniker "Hell's Dildos" although I had yet to see any of their supposed performances. Death Metal was really my cup of tea after visiting a few dive bars and some alley venue shows. Part of me suspected I'd been invited along was because I was "The Black Guy" and a veritable raisin in the sun at some of these events. I'd been purchasing some beers when a racially disenchanted long hair asked whether I was the guy's bodyguard. Minor as it was, a revelation is a revelation which is what informed my excursions going forward.
"Man, don't worry about it; we got that shit covered." Rob chimed in earning a face full of Cheetos from a bowl at my bedside. The "twins" as the boys were known, had thrown a little get together which ballooned into a full blown kegger before I'd passed out in my bed.
"So that means you didn't do a damn thing, right?"
"Dude, call a service; get with the times! Who cleans their own pace anymore when there's perfectly good indigent labor waiting for the opportunity?"
"Fuck you supposed to be; the Shah of Atwater Village or something?"
"More like the Khan, actually." Andy got a face full of Cheetos for his hubris. Both of his parents were doctors who could've cared less about his musical aspirations. Basically, he was afforded a stipend not to come home and this included holidays, too. He was third generation Korean, more American than anything.
"Get out of my room, bitches."
"So that's a yes, then?" Andy had a telemarketer's resilience when it came to getting his own way.
"NO!"
"Look man, all you gotta do is tell her that I had another engagement and want to reschedule."
"What?"
"Jong Park."
"Who?"
"Jong Park, Andy's bitchy new bride to be; kind of like this arranged marriage shit set up by his mom." Rob explained everything with a stoner's grace earning a slap to the back of the neck from his best friend.
"Shut the fuck up dude; you're telling my business!"
"You have an Arranged Marriage?"
"NO, WE DON'T DO THAT SHIT!! Look bro, moms on this kick about how I need a good woman to straighten me out and some shit, you know? Jong Park is this chick I used to know back when we were kids and mom has put this crap in her head about how I'm waiting for my true love, which is her because...fucking reasons, right?"
"That bitch fuggly too!!" Rob added for good measure earning more debris tossed in his direction.
"Man, why don't you just talk to the girl?"
"FUCK THAT SHIT; SHE'LL TELL MY MOM!!" Andy's mother was known as a "Tiger Mom" and from all accounts she was vicious when provoked. He'd talked me into moving in with him just to get away from her.
"You're a real grownup, you know that?" Flustered, Andy pushed too fifties into my hand.
"THERE, YOU PAID BRO; JUST TELL HER TO PUSH ROCKS, OKAY?!!"
"It's your money, fool." Both rail thin guys quickly bolted from the small bungalow we shared.
Five minutes later I was passed out dead to the world when I was roused from my sleep by loud repetitive knocking. I rolled over in the bed curling into a fetal position as it continued seemingly never ending until I jumped out of bed in a blind rage in just my basket ball shorts. My suspicions were confirmed when I opened the door finding the living room trashed with debris, half eaten food and a veritable sea of beer cans. The knock continued unabated even as I worked my way to the front door staring through the peep hole.
The top of Jong Park's head was plainly visible as the knocking continued. Her light brown hair appeared to be done up in some kind of bun while the rest of her body was obscured by my height and her position wedged up against the door.
"Jong Park?" I called out.
"Yes, I'm Jong Park; I'm her to see Andy. You open the door." It almost sounded like an order, but I figured English was probably her second language.
"He's not here; he had uhm, another engagement."
"What?"
"Andy wants to reschedule."
"I'm Jong Park."
"Yeah, okay."
"I'm Jong Park, open the door." She was definitely issuing an order. I had a pet peeve when it came to someone taking to me like a subordinate.
"Andy's not here; have a nice day Jong Park, buh, bye." I walked away from the door with the intent of catching up on some sleep when I heard a set of keys rattling. I looked over my shoulder just as the door opened revealing the indomitable, Jong Park.
The first thing my eyes caught was the round oval shaped face adorned with passive, crescent shaped eyes, button nose and thin lips devoid of makeup. Her brown hair was done up in a bun with bangs and slivers of hair framing her face. Her build reminded me of a pear shape with clothing that did her no favors, consisting of a white long-sleeved sweater over a collared blouse and shapeless, ankle length, jean skirt. Simple canvas sneakers covered her feet. Her figure reminded me of a weeble wobble making me see why Andy had been keen to escape Jong Park.
"HEY LADY, WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!" I tried to look ethnically menacing but Jong Park stood her ground.
"Andy's mother give me the keys to his house; told me to make home and wait if he was not here. I wait now." My roommate's mother was indeed a tiger mom with her own agenda.
"Look, I live here too and isn't rude to just let yourself into someone's house without permission?"
"No."
"Come on lady, don't you think it would be better if you came back later?"
"No." I chuckled to hide my annoyance at her temperament.
"Look uh, Jong Park; the place is trashed so why don't you, just come back later? I'm really trying to be nice here and Andy's not coming back for a while." Jong Park didn't respond, ignored my overtures tossing the olive branch back in my face. She unslung her purse and began picking up the living room. I towered over the short, chubby looking woman and could've easily tossed her out on the stoop, but I knew that could have potential legal consequences.
"Whatever." I stormed back to my room, fishing out my phone to call Andy but he wasn't picking up. I shot a few text messages his way that also went unanswered. He was deliberately ignoring me, so I figured I'd done everything I could to contact him before hitting the sack again.
-DARKNESS-
"Wake up."
"Huh?"
"You wake up." Something was poking me in the side and I awoke to find that it was a broom handle. Jong Park was standing three feet away from my bed nudging the broom into my abdomen.
"HEY, ANDY AIN'T UP IN HERE, LADY!"
"My name is Jong Park, I know Andy is not here. I want talk to you."
"WHAT?!!"
Jong Park tossed a photo on my chest before sitting in a chair in my doorway. I recognized the chair from the kitchen realizing that she'd planned out waking me up. A glance at the picture explained everything as it revealed Andy and bandmate Rob with two skanky looking blonde groupies.
"Andy like white girl?"
"Look this was taken a long time ago, maybe you should talk to Andy about that, Jong Park."
"Andy like white girl; you tell me."
"Look, I really don't think that's my call to make." Her brow furrowed as she mulled my words sitting there with the broom slung across her lap. She had cleaned my room while I slept.
"He like white girl because they nasty. He like skank with skinny body and ugly, flat ass with big hole in middle." Her monotone sounded angry even in its robotic state. Her round face conveyed the slightest emotion bringing my inner white knight to the fore.
"Hey, I'm sorry about things; it's just a picture with two fans Jong Park; maybe you've got it all wrong."
"Andy fuck white girls; you tell me?"
"I don't put other people's business out on the streets like that, Jong Park." She stared blankly in my direction without movement, appearing almost frozen in place.
"Jong Park?"
"Blowjob?"
"Excuse me, young lady?"
"Blowjob, I suck your cock for you; make Andy cry." Her intent was clear.
"Uhm, no; I don't think that will be necessary." I barely stifled a snort imagining the nearly robotic, young woman struggling with the business end on my ten inches. Jong Park put the broom to the side of the door scratching her head.
"Gay?"
"NO!!"
"You no want blowjob; you gay. You fuck Andy?" She said it so plainly that the insult nearly escaped my notice. Her face remained impassive and emotionless.
"FUCK YOU, THAT'S SOME STRAIGHT BULLSHIT RIGHT THERE!! Oh, okay baby you wanna suck some fucking dick, huh?!! That what you want, huh?!!"
"That what I say; you deaf?"
"MOTHERFUCKER!!" I'd had enough of the strange Asian woman who'd invaded my home deciding to make that fact known in the most insulting manner possible. My semi-erect member was released flopping over the waistband of my basketball shorts for Jong Park to see. I figured she'd run screaming from the house and I'd be done with her.
Jong Park's slanted eyes took in the sights I looked on smugly waiting for her to bolt. She silently rose taking two steps to my bedside to get a better look at my endowment. Her chubby digits methodically enclosed tightly around the base of my penis.
"Cut it out." I had second thoughts, Andy didn't exactly say how he felt about Jong Park, only that he wanted me to send her away when she arrived. I didn't want to cross the line.
"I suck your cock better than Andy; I better than boy who like flat, disgusting white ass."
"Fucking bitch!" I leaned back on the edge of my bed propped up by my palms. She could do whatever she wanted if it meant shutting her the fuck up.
Jong Park definitely had no fucks to give as she took a third of my cock between her thin lips working her right fist slowly along my shaft. I could feel her tongue caressing the underside of my glans as her head slowly bobbed on my meat. It was rapturous and agonizingly torturous simultaneously. Her fist moved in stilted jerky fashion almost machine like. Several times, I had to stop myself from shoving her head down on my cock. Jong Park stood at my bedside bent at the waist moving only the parts servicing my member. She continued methodically working me as a sheen of sweat illuminated my face. There was just something mechanical about this teasing, slow as snail blowjob that finally prompted me to buck my hips up against her face. Jong Park didn't react, didn't acknowledge my aggressive action against her face continuing at her own pace. Soon I was humping her mouth doing my best not to lose control as I neared the crest of a worked orgasm.
"Jong, I-I'm about to cum." She ignored me continuing her steady motion.
"I mean it, I'm gonna fucking cum in your mouth if you don't move." Jong Park looked up at my face never breaking the reliable seal she'd established around my erection. Her fingers tightened as her fist blurred jacking me over the crest.
"I'm telling you; I-I HUH, CUM-CUUUMMMMING JONG!! AAAWWWW FAAAWWWKKK, MAAAANNN!!" Jong Park suddenly buried the rest of my cock down her throat while her pumping fist added a twirling motion that felt heavenly. I felt bad when my pelvis bucked hard against her face as I exploded in her waiting mouth. She stayed with my wildly undulating hips using three fingers of one hand and the other to cup the underside of my balls.
Jong Park vacuum sealed around me taking everything I had to offer riding it out until I was calmed before breaking contact.
"Blowjob?"
"Huh?" I was satisfied beyond measure as Jong Park stared blankly at my face.
"You want blowjob?"
"You just did it, damn girl!"
"That foreplay; I do blowjob now."
"WHAT?!!"
Jong Park lurched forward completely throating the entire ten inches in one fell swoop burying her nose in my pubes. She held it there for what seemed like an eternity before throating it once for an even longer period as her pale, creamy skin flushed red. It felt incredible enough that I was soon lying flat on my back while she continued working my crotch for another twenty minutes.
"Damn, you're killing me baby; you're fucking my shit up, Jong Park!!" I could feel each and every time my cock penetrated her throat as she twisted and massaged her frothy spittle into my shaft and let it dribble down over my balls. The short, chubby girl climbed up on the bed right between my legs never breaking contact with my crotch.
"Look."
"Huh?"
"Stop talk, look at me suck black off your cock." With the work she was doing on my junk, I had no intentions of doing anything that would make her stop. Jong Park lay on her belly between my long legs using her mouth as a surrogate vagina with a near perfect, bobbing motion that had me almost speaking tongues.
"Fuck my face; fuck it hard." She ordered.
I managed to rise up from a lying position supporting my weight on my palms and the balls of my feet. I arched my back as carefully as I could giving Jong Park at least six or seven inches of dark meat.
"Fuck my face, now!!" I did the best I could for another few reps before Jong Park finally disengaged. The lower half of her face was a mess of saliva and precum as she got down on the floor in an angry little huff.
"You virgin?"
"WHAT THE FUCK?!!"
"I say, fuck face; you FAIL! You virgin, I fix."
"Look honey, I've have plenty of women and ain't none of them complained yet!"
"You sound like virgin; I get on floor, you fuck my face like man." She knelt in front of me offering her open mouth once again. Her stilted robo-talk was giving me fits as well as her questioning my manhood in her own distinct way. I pushed my cock between her wide stretched lips until it bumped the back of her throat and started fucking away like it was a shallow cunt. A few seconds in, I realized that she was sitting there with her hands demurely on the tops of her thighs. Andy was a fool to pass this shit up, I thought cupping the back of her head with one hand. I pulled out a few times slapping my thick length against her rounded cheek before throating her again. It's strange but the impassioned expression on her face added to the proceedings. Every time I bottomed out, the bulge of my length could be plainly seen in her throat. Jong Park pushed back stopping me after ten minutes of this, breathing heavily.
"I lay down, you fuck face until white pee cum."
"White pee?"
She was already unbuttoning her soiled blouse revealing a surprising wealth of rich, creamy cleavage that made me do a doubletake. Jong Park simply disregarded my open amazement undoing the rest of the buttons until her chest was exposed with her ample breasts encased in a simple white brassiere. The swell of her full chest sent shockwaves directly to my erection. Jong took the time to fold her discarded blouse into a neat little, square before noticing the trajectory of my gaze.
"34D, you like this?" She pushed her cleavage together with her biceps making it surge.
"Fuck yeah, man." I noticed her slightly doughy belly together underneath her tits and something even more enticing now that Jong Park lost her top. The tops of her hips were seriously thick and meaty extended well out from her waist in an inviting semi-circle.
"My name Jong Park, not man; you want fuck man?"
"NO-SHUT THE FUCK UP!!"
"Jong Park."
"LOOK, JUST CHILL WITH THAT MAN SHIT; I'M NOT GAY!!"
"You prove it to Jong Park, fuck face on floor." It was like talking to a fucking robot as she lay on the carpet pushing her tits together in a clear invitation. My curiosity was spiking as I slapped my cock against her thin lips before humping her face. This girl had no gag reflex to speak of and I was taken wondering what in the hell Jong Park origins were. There was no way Andy knew anything about this girl. I mean this girl was just taking it like a champ. I mounted her belly pushing my cock under her center brassiere strap right into her soft cleavage. My erection pushed against the roof of her mouth, bumping it a few times before she adjusted. I could feel her fingers enclosing over the top of my tumescence as she cushioned it in the valley of her cleavage. I was really giving it to her and it felt heavenly. It was wet and nasty with just the slightest bit of taboo because Jong Park was technically my roommate's girl. There was this kind of squelching sound permeating my bedroom as I took her face like she asked. Jong Park began vacuum sucking my cock ratcheting up the suction on my outward strokes as my thighs tightened.
"Fuck Jong, I'm about to skeet all over your fucking face!" It sounded stupid the moment it left my lips, but I just wanted to warn her out of some sense of responsibility, I guess. Her breasts had been pushed up out of her bra revealing these cute, inverted nipples sunken inside barely there dime sized areolas. They had just the right amount of jiggle.
"You talk too much, sound really gay." Jong managed to insult before a deluge of cum spurted from the top of her cleavage running down towards her neck and glazing the underside of her chin. I took exception to her insult aiming my cock at her face as several bursts of semen covered her lips and rounded flush cheeks. I even managed to get a shot up her nose, continually jerking and beating my cock on her lips until I was spent.
"Take picture." I suddenly found her phone hovering adjacent to my head, her intent clear.
"I'm not doing that shit; take your own fucking picture."
"Okay pussy." Jong Park took several photos of her own soiled face while I watched hoping that Andy wasn't serious about her.
"Fuck you, man."
"You fuck Andy, do Jong Park favor and make large hole in his butt with big, black cock." She didn't miss a beat with her monotone delivery.
"Yeah baby, how about I make a hole in your fucking ass, bitch?"
"GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!!" I pounded her mouth in response in a squatting position over her face, driving my cock into her roughly until she clawed at my outer thighs. Jong coughed loudly clearing her throat.
"You like man now, instead of bitch."
"GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!!" I gave her more rolling my hips while her tits and doughy belly provided a seat cushion.
"GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!!" I wanted to stifle her weird insults and comments in the worse way as her button nose began to run.
"GAKK!! GAKK!!" She slapped and clawed at the back of my calves until rolled off her stomach. Jong Park curled up in a fetal position facing the underside of my bed as her coughed profusely. Her troubles worried me as images of a jail cell floated through my mind. I jumped up running into the kitchen to get her a glass of water. I was in for a shock finding the house immaculately cleaned. It almost looked like a brand new apartment with all the trash missing and everything else sparkling clean. The kitchen looked almost remodeled with everything perfectly organized. I couldn't believe I'd slept through this massive undertaking.
"Here, drink some water Jong." She was sitting on the edge of my bed slumped over staring at the face of her phone. She half snatched the tumbler without a word drinking and texting on her phone. I tried to get a look what she was doing only to have the cup shoved into my stomach.
"More."
I ran to the kitchen filling her cup again as panic began to overtake me. What if she were texting Andy's mother about everything that occurred? Mrs. Kim was an absolute terror in most normal situations, I couldn't imagine her reaction to this situation. Hell, I hadn't even considered the reaction of Jong Park's family. Fear washed over me as I beat myself up internally for giving in to my id.



"Here you go Jong." She'd gone into my bathroom closing the door behind herself as I took her spot on the edge of my bed. I noticed two huge wet spots on my carpet. One had a little bit of organic debris in it while the other... Jong Park had possibly lost control of her body, urinating on the floor while I had my way with her head. I facepalmed as I realized she'd cleaned my room while I slept the previous night off.
"Uhm, we got a little crazy in here, huh Jong Park? I-I mean everything was-consensual, right?" She didn't answer scaring me further as I began going through five stages of grief staring down at the wet spots.
"You said you wanted me to fuck your mouth, consensual right?" I could hear water running in my bathroom. She still didn't answer, sending me into a near coronary.
I lay on the bed staring up at my ceiling pondering what would happen next. Part of me considered running to relatives from the apartment, but that would make me look guilty. I made plans to get an attorney once she was gone or called the cops. Nervous, I quickly jumped out of bed tossing on a basketball jersey. Didn't want to be topless when I was booked at the station. I cursed Andy for getting me into this situation, but ultimately took internal responsibility for my actions. My bathroom door was opened right in the middle of my mental dialogue. I covered my eyes not wanting to look Jong Park in the face. Her hand dipped into my basketball shorts grabbing my weathered cock. I popped up into a sitting position snagging her wrist. Jong Park had a surprise waiting for me as I slowly looked downward realizing her skirt was missing.
"Good job, I like you fuck my face hard; Jong Park fuck you now."
"I-I don't know about that Jong."
"My name Jong Park; you scared to not be a virgin?"
"Look, I just think we should stop here; Andy might not like it. We've been friends for a long time and this shit, it's complicated, now."
"No, I tell you fuck face; you fuck face. I like, I fuck you now."
"I don't think so."
"You lie, I show you."
Without the skirt, even more temptation reared its ugly head as I was given a good look at the actual shape of Jong Park's body. Extreme in its pear shape from her narrow shoulders creating a perfect triangle at the widest point of her hips, while her short legs were shapely gams. She stood there patiently under my scrutiny, silent almost confident to a fault. A pair of black, bikini styled panties covered her sex which also denoted a perfect inverted triangle between lush, juicy looking thighs. I wouldn't have suspected those panties which contrasted with the simplistic, white brassiere she wore. Jong Park reached behind herself unsnapping and tossing the bra onto my floor.
"No fuck?" She asked robotically while cupping the undersides of her breasts.
"Uhm, I-I don't know what to say."
"Jong Park change your mind."
She turned facing the wall behind her deliberately giving me even more to think about as I got my first look at her butt. Now, I must let you guys know that I'm an "ASS MAN" i.e.; my fetish tends to run in the extreme geared towards women with big, meaty butts. The bulk of my porn stash consists of women with these BIG, MONSTROUS, BADONKADUNKS. So, that being said, I'm somewhat of an expert on big butts, embarrassingly enough. Believe me when I say this; Jong Park's butt did not look like it belonged on her body. It was huge, massive for her size and creamy. I was reminded of a retired porn star named Melody Nyte. Her skin tone added to the proceedings as Jong Park reached back jiggling her thick, meaty cheeks for my viewing pleasure. The panties were partially hidden in the deep crack of her ass almost giving the undergarment the appearance of a thong.
"No fuck?"
"Damn Jong, that's uhm, fucking with me big time." I smiled sheepishly, afraid to admit that I was seconds away from jumping her. I was already sweating profusely at the sight before my eyes.
"Take picture."
She tossed her phone on the bed beside me. I watched her methodically right the chair she'd brought into my room before straddling it on her knees with her elbows resting on the back of the chair. Believe it or not, Jong Park's ass looked even more monstrous in this position spread wide enough to obscure part of her torso from my vantage point. The backs of her thighs had surprisingly little cellulite with an inviting, shallow cuff separating her ass from her thick legs. Her panties disappeared between two huge cheeks leaving only the seat visible. The crotch was a perfect diamond shape. My hands trembled as I took several pictures with varying degrees of success. Jong Park shifted her weight on the kitchen chair she'd placed in my doorway to look back at my enraptured face.
"No fuck?" Her huge butt jiggled a bit as she spoke.
I lost my basketball shorts in a frenzy shoving a thumb into the tight seal of her panties, yanking them aside with devious intent. Her butt was a little watery to the touch which only added to the allure of this Korean woman. My cock was a thick, fleshy spear embroidered with veins that poked her ponderous butt several times before Jong Park reached back pulling a thick ass cheek to the side to allow me inside. I was shaking and trembling with lust pulling the other cheek apart to discover her peachy, reddened mound, slit and all. The heat just inside her labia was incredibly intense, nearly making me cum right there on the spot. Jong for her part, let out an audible moan that was one part pain, tow parts steamy lust. The sound was a rather, childish bleating coupled with an audible gasp.
I found her cunt, tight and somewhat shallow bottoming out before I could completely sheath myself. I hit the back of Jong Park's tunnel roughly causing her to cry out in sensual distress. She was extremely wet and sticky leaving a milky sheen on my length. The rest of my cock was caressed by her buoyant cheeks which soon became lubricated by her oily wetness. Her big, fleshy butt bounced oddly taking on weird shapes based on how hard it was pounded. My fingers sunk deeply into the pliant flesh at her hips as I pulled her back into my pelvis in time with my efforts to beat it up.
"OOOHH SHEET, YOU FUCK PUSSY HARDER!!" Jong Park caved under the pressure of my pumping hips.
I ramped up my actions slamming my unit into her big, juicy ass without mercy. Jong Park dipped and arched her back driving her cheeks into my abdomen with enough force that a lesser man would've been sent tumbling backward.
"I FULL OF BLACK COCK; I SO FUCKING FULL!!" At this point, my crotch was drenched with her juices.
"Yuh-You like it Jong?"
"YESSSSS, I LIKE!! I LIKE A LOT!!" A loud rubbery, bouncing sound filled my bedroom as I worked to keep up with her pumping hips. My hands slid up to her waist pulling Jong back further as I wedged my crotch against her cheeks pushing them apart.
"SHIT!! FUCK THAT PUSSY, RIGHT MOTHERFUCKER!!" I was taken aback by her sudden command of the English language.
"Hey, what-the...?!!"
"FRUUUKK MEEEEEE, FRUK ME HARD!!" Jong Park wedged her butt into my cock completely taking my entire length. Her massive ass bounced and jiggled everywhere making it hard to control the pussy.
"JONG PARK, CUMMING!! I CUM!! I CUMMING ON BLACK COCK!!" Her voice sounded like some abused adolescent shaking with every thrust of my hips.
"OOOOOOOHHHH SHIT, I CUM!! 정말 열심히 오고 있어요!!" Jong Park began talking in her native language spurring me on even though I had no clue what she was saying.
"OOOHHHH FUCK, YOU ABOUT TO GET AN ASS FULL OF CUM, BITCH!!" I blurted out as my inner thighs seized up. I'd begun trembling uncontrollably wondering if my load would be enough to cover even one of her pale, ass cheeks.
"CUM ON ASS!! I WANT YOUR CUM!!" I yanked my cock out of her steaming cunt jerking wildly as a milky bubble appeared on the head.
"CUM ON ASS, MESS UP ASS!!" She was like some deranged, robotic cheerleader yelling encouragement in her own stilted way. Her huge ass bounced and jiggled in front of me as Jong looked over her shoulder at my progress.
"GIVE ME CUM!! DO IT ON MY BUTT, NOW!!" My hand was a blur as I focused on the sound of her voice in tandem with her jiggling butt cheeks.
"빌어 먹을 날 위해 온 새끼!" That sent me over the edge as a thick rope of cum hit her dead center on the left cheek. Not to be outdone, Jong Park reached down to the cuff of her ass pulling at it until her brown eye was exposed. Two more ropes splashed against her cheek with the third hitting her gluteal cleft.
"MAKE MESSS, MAKE MESS OF ASS!!" I lost it pushing my cock between her cheeks for a quick assjob to drain the rest of my cum. Her warm, heated cheeks completely hid my length as a tiny pool of semen bubbled up at the crest of her gluteal cleft.
"Fuck baby, you're the shit Jong Park."
"I know."
"No, no; it's okay, you don't have to be so modest, Jong." I managed a sliver of sarcasm reclining back on my bed absentmindedly stroking my failing cock.
"Okay." She'd managed to gather some of the spunk from her left ass cheek examining the webbed substance between her thin fingers.
"That was fucking incredible." I had a post coital glow.
"I know." Jong Park was photographing the cum on her hand, responding in her usual monotone.
"Whu-What are you doing?"
"I tell you already; I make Andy cry."
"WUH, WAIT; YOU'RE SENDING THAT TO ANDY?!!"
"Shut up."
Before I could react, Jong had climbed over my torso facing my bare feet. I found her huge, spunk covered ass covering my abdomen as she let her dead weight pin me to the mattress. I'd really done a number on Jong's butt glazing it so much that webs of semen were slowly running down her massive, pale expanse towards my chest. I squirmed a bit under Jong Park finding that I was effectively immobilized. Jong's phone with its garish "Hello Kitty" cover came into view sliding down her back by its pink cord. I stared at the ornate designed surface and kitten mascot slowly realizing what Jong Park wanted. I grabbed the phone taking a few photos of her monstrous, pale butt, before returning it to Jong. She sat up vertically on her knees sending the photos to my roommate.
"You know that's fucked up, right?" I offered as she continued working her thumbs on her phone.
"Andy fuck white girls; you tell me?" She responded coldly.
"COME ON!!" I was frustrated knowing just how manipulative and calculating Jong Park had been the entire time. I hate to admit this, but I felt used even though I'd had some mind staggering sex with this young, Korean woman.
"Just tell truth." I detected raw emotion in her measured, robotic delivery that wasn't there before and resolved to give Jong Park some closure.
"Yeah, you're right." Jong took a few seconds to process my admission of my roommate's past actions. I'd broken the "Bro Code" and there would no doubt be some karmic payback later. Jong swung her leg over my body towards the was landing on the both feet at far side of my bed. She scurried off to my bathroom slamming the door behind herself. I felt obligated to do something approaching the bathroom door trying to figure out something to say to her. Jong Park yanked the door open just as I was about to knock shoving a bottle of baby oil roughly into my stomach. I barely caught it in time as she bent over the edge of my bed reaching back to spread both of her huge cheeks apart. I found myself looking at her brown eye.
"씨 발 내 큰 엉덩이, 이제!" I got her meaning even if I didn't speak Korean. Her relationship with Andy was over and it was partially my fault. I wouldn't deny myself a last meal before the execution of our friendship. I told myself that it was a "Once in a Lifetime" thing to find an Asian woman with a smallish waist and a butt as huge and meaty as Jong Park's.
I slathered baby oil over the entirety of her massive butt rubbing it in until it was glistening catching the sunlight in my bedroom. Jong Park was mostly silent, breathing hard as she waited for me to enter her back door. I wasn't very small, and it worried me that Jong might have a hard time with my throbbing erection. I slapped and jiggled her luscious cheeks becoming even harder than before as veins appeared on the surface of my cock.
"Do it, FUCK my BIG ASS, HARD!!"
It was the second time she seemed to speak without the thick accent I'd grown accustomed to in the short time since we'd met. I massaged a liberal amount of oil on my tumescence while Jong waited. My fingers sank into her pliant flesh of her gluteal cleft as I pushed against her backdoor sliding inside up to the hilt.
"SHIT!!" Jong Park exclaimed loud enough to be heard two doors over as I softly bumped against her abundant cheeks watching the motion ripples liberally change the shape of her butt. She whimpered struggling to keep her cheeks parted as I began to ramp up my activities. Her long, dark hair had come undone somewhere during our tryst cascading down past her shoulders. Jong sounded distressed, crying in that familiar bleating tone I'd become accustomed to during our frenzied rutting.
"Jong, you okay with this?"
"UH-EH EEEHHHHHH, SHUT OUT!! FUCK ASS!!" She grunted finally letting go of her cheeks to plant her hands flat on the bed adjacent to her head. I could see her flushed profile as she faced the door.
"Okay."
"OOOOOWWWWWWW, OH, OH, OH FAAAAWWWKKK!!" Her meaty butt cheeks cushioned the base of my cock bouncing and jiggling as I fucked her backdoor raw.
"Jong?"
"MORE DEEP, FUCK IT MORE DEEP!!" I'd tried to give her an out, intending to soften my approach to things when she pushed back roughly nearly dislodging us from the impact alone. I filled my fingers with handfuls of her lush hips screwing her shuddering, juicy ass mercilessly. Her mewling and gasps matched every one of my thrusts until we'd built up a sensual rhythm of sorts. I parted my legs pushing her thick, shapely ones together to drive my cock in an upward motion against her body. The feeling of her bouncy cheeks on my pelvis was heaven.
"FUCK MY HOLE, MESS IT UP!!" She demanded trying to wriggle her hips for emphasis. I was already giving her something to live for, but Jong Park wanted more. Her hands were creeping towards the camera on the bed, but I snatched it up before she could get to it. She looked back at me with her mouth agape from the constant plunging of her backdoor. She held up her hand, silently asking for the phone but I shook my head opting to use the camera to film things from my perspective. I managed to frame the short video perfectly capturing the disparity between her waist and the widest arch of Jong's hips. Her massive butt was a perfect spade with my cock as the stem.
"TAKE ASS, FILL HOLE!! FILL HOLE!!" I knew she was using me as revenge on Andy, but I was so very close to the precipice. I was about to have a staggering orgasm as every fiber of my being lit up like a Christmas tree. Both of us were covered in sweat sliding around against each other's bodies. I drew my knees off the floor molding my body against hers like some sort of living gargoyle. My anchored knees cradled her hips while my pelvis cradled the under cuff of Jong's butt reshaping it into a creamy bubble.
"CUM ON BIG ASS, MESS IT UP!! AAAAAAWWWW, FAAAAWWKKK ASSSS!! FILL HOLE!!" My body was draped over hers as I swung into her bottom with a pendulum-like motion.
"PULL MY HAIR AND FUCK THE SHIT OUTTA ME; I WANT YOUR BLACK CUM!!" I began rabbiting her viciously grabbing a fist full of her hair as I nailed her to the bed.
"JUH-JUH-JOOOONNGG, I'M CUMMING, CUMMING SO HARD FOR YOU RIGHT NOW!!" Jong Park began tensing up around my length on every outward stroke, effectively milking me dry as I shot rope after rope into her brown eye. I arched my back one last time wedging my cock deep into her big, meaty butt before collapsing draped across her body.
"Kiss me." She cooed softly. I acquiesced first giving her a peck on flushed cheek before throwing everything to the wind with a soft kiss. Her tongue invaded my mouth wrestling with my own. It was as if we were long time lovers caught up in an embrace. A hand kneaded her large, left breast rolling the prominent nipple while my diminishing tumescence was nestled in the deep valley of her rear cleavage. She moaned into my mouth rocking her hips back and forth against my length.
"What-the-fuck?" We were not alone.
"Oh shit." My roommate Andy was standing in the doorway of my bedroom staring at both of us. I didn't know how long he'd been there, but he'd probably watched me making out with Jong Park.
"Hey man, I-I don't know what to say..." I was caught red handed, a deer in the headlights.
"You're fucking Jong Park my woman." His face was frozen, mouth agape.
"Andy, I-I uhm, don't...shit, man."
"Cry for me bitch."
"WHAT?!!" Her accent had completely disappeared.
"How could you do this?" Andy looked faint, he ran his fingers through his hair as Jong propped herself up on her palms.
"Easy, I told you about FUCKING with ME, ANDY KIM!! I told you asshole, right?! DIDN'T I TELL YOU WHAT WOULD HAPPEN NEXT TIME I CAUGHT YOU FUCKING AROUND ON ME?!!"
"But."
"LIKE THAT WHITE, NASTY PUSSY, HUH ANDY?!! TALK-TO-ME ANDY!! SPEAK, SPEAK BITCH!!" At this point, Andy was facepalming. Jong Park casually pushed back against my abdomen getting enough room to stand up as I bit my nails nervously watching the emerging confrontation.
"But, I was just hanging out with Rob."
"I TOLD YOU ANDY, I TOLD YOU WE WERE GOING TO MEET MY FUCKING PARENTS, BITCH!! DIDN'T I TELL YOU-THAT?!!" She could have cared less that she was in her birthday suit.
"Yeah, but..."
"DON'T FUCK WITH MY SHIT, ANDY!! Oh yeah, and by the way, I HACKED your Facebook account motherfucker; I KNOW WHAT YOU WERE DOING, ASS CLOWN!!" Jong walked around the back of my bed never breaking her gaze with Andy.
"They were just, fans of the music."
"YOU CALL THAT SHIT YOU DO, MUSIC?!! Andy, you play in a fucking, dumbass garage band that's never amounted to shit. You blew me off to hang out with your stoner buddy and FUCK crack whores. Well I got REAL TIRED of your SHIT!! But hey, you left me a nice little present here at your fucking flat and what a nice piece of meat it was." My roommate looked at me as his face broke.
"Hey, you were supposed to be my fucking friend, man."
"I'm sorry." Andy's face began to twist up into something ugly.
"That's right baby, you know what I want bitch. You should've followed the plan asshole; I don't wanna marry a pussy. I came over to give you a pity fuck for the last time before we went to our parents and called this stupid engagement off. But you tried to dodge the inevitable, Andy. I'm through being your FUCKING BEARD for your MOMMY!!" There was visible wetness around his eyes.
"Shut up Jong." He half whispered.
"REALLY, you've got the NERVE to talk to me like that after everything we've been through? Do you GET DOWN with the BROTHER'S too?!!" Tears began to run down my roommate's face as Jong Park looked over her shoulder at me.
"Hey, don't get it twisted, but you were a REALLY good FUCK!! It was so cool having a legitimate orgasm. Oh yeah, you had me at hello brother. Hope you don't mind but I took a little peek while you were sleeping; almost gave you a wake up blowjob." She smiled showing more emotion than I'd seen since I met her. It was surprisingly sickening.
"Who are you, lady?" She was cupping the undersides of her breasts mashing them together absentmindedly.
"Jong Park, how many times have I told you that shit, today?! Sorry about trolling you with that fake, accent but you never caught on. So, I figured you were an idiot like Andy here and decided to get a little cock while I waited. The whole "Role Play" aspect made that shit hot as fuck."
"Fuck." Andy's face was wet with tears streaming down his face as Jong Park took notice with an approving smile. I was disgusted with the whole affair as Jong brazenly cupped his chin raising his face level with her own. He broke in spectacular fashion crying loudly as tears wet his face while mucus ran freely from his nose.



"That's right Andy; cry for me." Andy broke down loudly sobbing as Jong looked on approvingly. I hated myself for unwittingly cuckholding my now, former friend and roommate. I went into my bathroom more out of confusion than anything else leaving them alone. Common sense flushed over me as I tossed on some clothing form my bathroom floor. I opened the door finding Andy sitting on my bed sobbing.
His pants were down around his ankles; Jong Park was blowing him.
She was kneeling between his legs with her huge butt resting on the back of her calves. Jong was giving him a nasty, blowjob. I took a glance at her decadent curves one last time as I packed some essentials before realizing that Andy never took his eyes off me. The look on his face devastated me deep down as I trudged down the hallway to the front door. I found sanctuary on my little sister's couch for the next six weeks until I was able to afford a room. I never went back for my stuff taking the coward's way out after fucking my roommate's girlfriend. I never saw Andy Kim or Jong Park again.
A year later, I found a peculiar video while I was looking at a porn site. It was all phone footage with the participant's faces digitally obscured. I recognized some of the video I'd taken of Jong Park's huge Badonkadunk bouncing on my cock. Someone had cobbled the footage into one ten-minute scene to the accompanying musical musings of 50 Cent's "Magic Stick".
The title of the video was "BIG BUTT KOREA".



        BIG BUTT CHINA - Mei Two Pt. 01

        34B-30-57...nuff said.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/big-butt-china-mei-two-pt-01

Title: BIG BUTT CHINA - Mei Two Pt. 01

Author: mondotoken

Category: Interracial Love

Description: 34B-30-57...nuff said.

Tags: big ass, deep throat, ass worship, badonkadunk, assjob, handjob, chinese, booty, asian, sumata

Series: BIG BUTT CHINA - Mei Two


It was hard living away from home and the university life didn't seem to suit me all too well. I was reeling from a recent long-distance breakup with my girlfriend Mylie. She'd wasted little time "Dear Johning" me three weeks into the semester. My parents were ecstatic having never preferred the short, curvy redhead in the first place. There were sarcastic talks of the black, redheaded kids we'd have and the like, comparing them to Dr. Seuss's "Thing 1 and Thing 2" ultimately earning my ire until I was assured they were kidding. Mylie joined the army right out of high school failing to tell me until it was too late. Somehow, we'd managed not to have sex until we were eighteen finally accomplishing the deed on prom night. I have to admit to being something of an "Ass Man" which probably had a lot to do with the reason I tolerated Mylie's decidedly tense personality.
I always shuddered at the memory of her big, pale ass bouncing on my cock until I waxed it in spectacular fashion. Mylie reacted unexpectedly anger blaming me for messing up her dress. I was at a loss for words probably reeling from my first time with a woman. Two weeks later we revisited our momentous prom night ending after a trip to the beach rutting like animals for nearly a day until I was left lying. It was the first time I can recall seeing her fully nude and what a sight it was. If it weren't for her extraordinarily wide hips, Mylie would have possessed a normal slender figure. But I have to admit that her big, juicy rear set her in a class all by itself. I'd waited so long and finally having it sent me into nirvana.
To be fair, I'd driven my parental units crazy with constant talk of Mylie and repeated playing of "The Beautiful Ones" several times a day didn't help. I was marked as "color struck" by several relatives and metaphorically tossed on the rubbish pile by some female acquaintances. I found this ironic considering none of them had taken me up on any dating offers in the past, almost balking when asked out. I was content with Mylie and her urban curves, looking forward to a future together. Imagine the shock I'd felt when she announced that she'd be shipping out to Fort Jackson at the end of the summer? Mylie's late father had been a staff sergeant in the army, she wanted to follow in his footsteps.
Nothing was going to dissuade her from achieving her dream, but I just wanted to know that I meant something to her. A nasty fight left us apart for a few weeks until second week of August when we hooked up for the third and final time. It was strained and nearly emotionless ending with a whimper as I waxed her forty-inch butt while she lay in a prone position on the rug of her bedroom floor. Mylie shipped out with out a word or call. I'd receive a strange, shaky call from her in the middle of the night halfway through September asking if I was cheating on her. It was fucking ridiculous as we had this kind of half argument before she just hung up in my face.
I wasn't cheating, but I wasn't blind either and let my eyes chase the girls. I felt solid with Mylie and didn't want to ruin it under any circumstances. Left to my own devices, I resolved to work on my somewhat thin frame by running two times a day. I added a little bit of weight training to my regimen starting to make some progress with an athletic figure that began catching the girl's eyes. To show support I'd started writing Mylie real letters asking about her experiences in basic training and telling her how much I loved and missed her. Mylie responded back a few times giving me the impression that she felt obligated in written form with usually one or two paragraphs answering the most basic of questions. There was a photo of her in one of the letters showing a lean, more streamlined version of Mylie than I was used to seeing. It was a group photo with other members of her platoon in their fatigues minus the over shirt. For some reason I found this photo disturbing looking at it a number of times unable to come up with a reason for hating it.
The photo found its way into a picture frame in my dorm room along with another of Mylie and I at a country fair. I'd always laughed at the cowboy hat she wore in that photo because it contrasted with my decidedly urban appearance, baseball cap and all. Ironically, Mylie bought the clothing I wore in that photo citing a lack of style on my part. I admit she had a better time than me that day, but her happiness was my happiness...or so I thought. My roommate at the dorm, Armin, bought me that fateful envelope turning my world upside down. His name was Ralphie Simmons and they'd been dating for a minute before she decided to clue me in on things. Mylie wrote incessantly about this guy disregarding my feelings as she spoke of how compatible they were. Yeah, she was pretty serious about this other guy leaving me angry and barren, cheated out of even a physical confrontation with this intruder. I snatched up the picture finally realizing what I'd been looking at all this time. There it was right in front of my face as I realized Ralphie Simmons was standing there with an arm encircling Mylie's slender waist. Rage engulfed me as I flung the photo against the wall over my bed destroying the frame.
The following weekend was spent kegging it up at some frat party where I unfortunately ended up getting into it with some jerk who continuously questioned my unseen invitation to said party. I was summarily tossed before being allowed back in for a drinking competition which I handily won in dramatic fashion before spewing all over the place. I continuously bitched about losing my girl to some guy who looked like the lost kid of Patton Oswalt until a somewhat rotund sorority chick shoved my head under her sweater between her huge breasts as everyone laughed. Her pendulous boobs slapped the shit out of me until I nearly spewed. Everything that happened after that was a blur until I woke up next to her nude, sleeping body. We'd done the deed sometime during the previous night and I didn't remember a thing. It must have been intense because I awoke in the spooning position with my endowment parting her wide shallow cheeks. She was some oversized blonde named Irma who'd thrown caution in the wind to end up in the bed of some guy who didn't even know her name.
"Name's Irma; Irma Hersh-not Mylie."
"Sorry."
"Whatever, I'm out of here and another thing..."
"What?"
"You see me on campus; don't see me on campus, all right?"
"Uh-okay." I was grateful for the bloodless nature of our awkward, post coital debriefing as I watched Irma dress and leave my dorm room with a loud slam of the door. My roommate Armin talked up my moving on after Mylie but cautioned me about "fucking fatties" saying that a lot of girls were into the "black thing". Armin came from a privileged upbringing that didn't lend itself to any appreciable social mores.
When it was all said and done, I still felt like the world's biggest idiot taking a few days off from classes to get my head together. Against my better judgement, I looked up Mylie's Facebook page noting that it had been heavily updated to reflect her new relationship. Reading everything on the open page let me in on the fact that my ex had always been two steps ahead of me in the relationship. They were dating about two weeks into basic training. I wanted to explode but what good would that have done? There was no one to fight and I hated Mylie for that.
************************************************************************************
Mathematics tutor-Very good!!
(213)-XXX-XXXX
My name is Mei!!
There was a smiley face on the bottom of the index card sized post in the dorm corridor's bulletin board. My days off had resulted in my grades taking a dip, particularly my calculus class. The teacher's aide notified me that a makeup test would be given on Saturday morning of the following week. I searched around for a tutor at his suggestion to help me cram. The small card seemed to call out to me from the middle of the myriad listings on the large corkboard. I called the number leaving a message for Mei before losing myself in my other classes. Later that day I received a text for a meeting in the library at three. I was worried that my personal life would damage my GPA and it was all I had left after drinking the Kool-Aid of a nonexistent relationship. It felt stupid to place my education second after finding out I'd been cheated on from day one. I trudged off to the library unsure of what I'd find in my potential tutor as visions of Mylie lingered in my mind, so much white noise. The school library was crammed full of students at this time. I followed the instructions left by Mei finding her sitting at a table near the back windows facing the courtyard.
"Sorry, I'm using this table for an appointment." She glanced up from her phone as I sat in front of her.
"Yeah, I-I uh, believe I'm your appointment."
"Oh, are you my three o'clock?"
"Yeah." Mei was this Chinese woman with a pretty enough face sitting across from me with a sort of "dear in the headlights" expression. She looked conflicted running her fingers through her long, shoulder length tresses before addressing me.
"I'm not going to be able to tutor you, sorry." She closed some books on the table placing them in her bag.
"Why?"
"I don't have to answer that; you can go now." Her rudeness caught me off guard.
"You're very rude; do this to all your clients?"
"No, just you."
"I don't know what I could have done to offend you, but I'm very sorry, Mei." She was already texting on her phone essentially ignoring me.
"Hurry up and go." She barked spiking my anger.
"No."
"WHU-WHAT?!!" Mei jumped forward in her seat clutching her hands to her chest. She looked panicked at my simple refusal.
"You've wasted my time, so I might as well get something out of this block of time, Mei. You can "GO" all right, baby?"
"I uhm, I was here first." Both of her palms were flat on the table as she stared back. Her reaction was curious but deep down, I was glad I had her attention.
"So." I opened one of my books and began studying. I forced my eyes away from the Chinese beauty which was harder than I thought as I took stock of her symmetrical face and pale skin. Accusations leveled by family members of being color struck swirled about in my consciousness.
"I don't know what you're trying to prove; you should just leave right now because its not going to change anything. You think that sitting there is going to change my mind, but it isn't. I can't help you!!" I noticed the stress in her voice giving me a handle on the situation as I saw it.
"Oh, you're one of those."
"What-No, I'm not a racist." She waved her hands in front of her torso shaking her head profusely.
"Could've fooled me; look, shouldn't you be off waving a Tiki torch somewhere?"
"Look-it's really not like that, okay?"
"Then why don't you tell me what it's really like Mei; what's your deal anyway?" She leaned forward resting her elbows on the table as she regarded me looking conflicted.
"Fuck you." Mei gasped exasperated as she pounded furiously on her phone texting away. The way she rolled her shoulders suggested some sort of internal conflict. I stared back wondering if I should just walk out but a voice told me to hold the course to frustrate her if only to frustrate her some more. Ten minutes later I noticed a phalanx of female students descending on our shared table. They were all Asian women with shitty expressions on their faces.
"Wǒ men shì wéi nǐ jiě jiě ér lái de!" One girl spoke in her native language as the others surrounded Mei.
"Why're bothering her; that's harassment!" Another girl snapped at me.
"Sitting here; studying?"
"Nǐ shì xìng luè duó zhě!!" Two girls chimed in their shared languages pulling phones from their purses aiming them in my direction filming.
"What the fuck is this shit; I'm just sitting here!!" I noticed the librarian picking up the phone as the girls obscured Mei from my view with their bodies. Another student grabbed her things as she stood behind the curtain of women.
"Look, I'm sorry about this, okay?" Mei apologized as she backed away surrounded by her friends. The contingent of female students moved away with Mei obscured from view from the shoulders down. I noticed other students staring at me sideways. I felt like a criminal as security appeared asking me to leave. I felt like a marked man deciding to get off campus for the relative calm of a local coffee house to continue my studying. Three lattes later, my phone began ringing with an unknown number.
"Hello?"
"Hi, uhm, you probably don't want to hear this, but I wanted to apologize for what happened earlier. It wasn't your fault."
"Mei?"
"Well, yeah..." I clicked off, hanging up on her before she could finish her sentence. My phone starting ringing for several moments before I answered.
"Here me out; I know you're mad, but I thought we could hash things out." Mei blurted out desperately.
"Why should I even listen to you?"
"Look, you got a raw deal. I understand that and wanted to try to patch this situation up. Mei was wrong, you deserved better. I thought maybe I could, kind of help you out." I couldn't believe she was referring to herself in the third person.
"No thanks."
"Come on, just give me a chance."
"I don't think there's enough room in my dorm room for all of your friends; piss off."
"Well, if you wanna work it out, I'll be in the study hall at building A. Just give me a chance man, I'm really sorry about Mei."
"Yeah, I'm sorry too, nutcase." I hung up and went back to my studies without giving the arrogant Chinese girl a second thought. It was getting windy and late when Armin called to let me know that he'd be out for the night at female he'd met at a local pub, so I was anticipating a night of HULU with some left over pizza and aside of books to continue my studies. I really wanted to get back on track after the social debacle earlier in the day. I'd just got in removing my jacket when there were a series of loud knocks at my door.
"What the hell?!!" It was Mei dressed in a large Eskimo styled coat.
"Student directory? Come on, I come bearing sustenance." She held up a plastic bag which looked like it originated from some Chinese food place.
"What are you on, Mei?" I went to close the door, but she put her foot in the door.
"Just give me five minutes, please." She was practically groveling, I guess it appealed to my ego, because I allowed her inside. Mei took a second bringing in two drinks in a cardboard cup holder which she sat on the table in my room.
"So, you've got four minutes and fifty five seconds." I checked my phone marking the time.
"Look, that shit that happened today wasn't about you being black; it was all about Mei's fucking hang ups."
"Why do you keep talking like that?" She continued to refer to herself in the third person.
"Stay on topic-Let me explain without explaining."
"WHAT?!!" I was ready to toss Mei out when she began drawing the zipper down on her coat until the jacket fell away from her shoulders like a second skin.
"Oh, shit." Mei was a very slender girl wearing a gray, long sleeved V-neck sweater that accentuated her slender torso and a pair of black form-fitting yoga pants over a pair of white reeboks with pink highlights. I sat there staring at Mei's reason for acting like a complete bitch with my mouth gaped like Macaulay Culkin.
"34B-30-57; this runs in our family, but sometimes it skips certain people; Mei wasn't that lucky." I was blown away as she even turned her back to me placing her hands on the table. Her butt was positively huge composed of two giant but perfect oval shapes sitting under an impossibly small waist. I had to fight the urge to handle it, opting to sit on my hands as things became clearer.
"So, it was a black thing after all; thought I'd freak when I saw it, huh?"
"Well sorry, but can you imagine what it's like to have all of this around here? Motherfuckers be following you taking pictures and shit. I've seen myself on Instagram hundreds of times and don't even get me started on the brothers."
"Please don't."
"34B-30-57, you're sitting on your fucking hands and don't piss on my dick, brother. I'm talking straight truths and you know it." Mei reached back using her fingers to cup the under cuff of her left cheek, jiggling it for me. There was a slight urban tinge to the way she spoke that had me curious to find out more about her.
"So, you thought I was gonna attack you?"
"We're being friendly here; I don't worry about shit like that. You want some help with calculus or not?" We stared each other down for a few moments before I pulled my book from my backpack. Mei turned out to be a big help with my studies as we worked into the night. Mei even took the time to prepare me a plate of food watching as I devoured the Egg Fu Young and rice before touching hers. She added more to my plate and filled my half-drunk ice tea with a portion of her own. I couldn't help but look at her curves, but she didn't seem to mind my stares. There was this palpable tension in my dorm room that I was afraid to address.
"I want to ask you a question, but its kind of fucked up." Mei said out of the blue as my bedside clock signaled the passing of the midnight hour.
"It's not what I think it is, right Mei?" I noticed the trajectory of her gaze.
"I'm afraid it is, do you mind?" Mei motioned towards my crotch visibly blushing. She had this kind of porcelain beauty that captured you when looking at her directly. She didn't look like the kind of person that would ask such a question.
"You're serious?"
"Come on, I'll show you mine if you show me yours."
"I don't know about that."
"Don't tell me you didn't want to peel my yoga pants off the moment my coat hit the floor. Did I uh, happen to mention that I'm a Chinese girl walking around with a 57-Inch booty? You a tit man or something? I got a cousin I can call that would drive you bonkers if that's the case." Mei's easy going smile was relatively disarming.
"No, I'm all about the ass but after that shit that happened earlier."
"Mei's a fucking idiot; look, I'll leave it up to you, okay?" She punctuated her statement by kicking off her shoes and lying in my bed straddling a pillow. She fished around on my bedside table snagging a comic to read. It was an open challenge as she began flipping pages. I turned back to my studies feeling the weight of my own masculine stupidity. Lying on her stomach made her rear curve appear even more spectacular rising well above the dip in her back as my jeans tightened especially in the crotch area. Mei jostled around on my bed until she was comfortable. She sighed and lightly yawned as I forced my face into my books. If my roommate were here, he'd be all over Mei probably ending up arrested by the campus police.
Ten minutes later my chair had miraculously swiveled to find Mei dozing spread eagle across my bed. She appeared to have dozed off facing my bland wall leaving an enticing view of her butt. The thing really was flawless at least through her pants. From Mei's narrow shoulders to the widest point of her rounded hips to the deep cuff where her thighs met her butt; Mei had a perfect teardrop shape accentuated by model length legs. I couldn't get over the sheer volume and smoothness of her large oval cheeks that were comparable in size to my torso. I wanted more than anything to peel the skintight
material covering her buttocks and see what lie beneath with my own two eyes. Mei was so much more interesting than when we'd first met. After experiencing her pointed rudeness, I was sure we were done. I was completely cool with never speaking to this woman again, and now here she was in my bed inviting me to touch her body. Mei moaned softly rolling her hips lightly as my tumescence reacted nearly tenting my jeans.



"Fuck me, sorry." My hand trembled a bit as it came to rest palm down on the wide expanse of her left cheek. It was soft, yet firm to the touch and extremely warm. I wished I'd had more will power but was secretly glad I'd allowed myself some wiggle room. Resting in the center of her cheek my large hand was dwarfed at it's center. "Human Behavior" by Bjork wafted through the dorm from someone's room. My fingers spread still unable to make up for the size on display. I slid down digging the tips of my fingers into the deep cuff giving it a slight pinch. My heart was racing, my skin covered with excited goosebumps from the tactile sensation. My erection was pulsing alive with mounting lust as I slid the tips of my middle and index fingers up the deep cleft of Mei's butt. She moaned even more, squirming a little from my touch as I became aware of a new sensation.
"I like the way you touch me." Mei moaned, her fingers caressing my member through my jeans. I hadn't realized that she'd been touching me also as she squeezed my shaft rolling her thumb over the head while still facing the wall.
"Mei?" She shifted on the bed looking at me with a lazy smile.
"You're really hard." I almost melted under her touch as she continued playing, running a single finger along my length.
"That feels good."
"I know, let me make it feel even better." Her fingers proved quite nimble, drawing my zipper down releasing my erection. I instinctively covered it with my hands but the Chinese, student already had a hand around the base stroking me with long, slow movements. She knew her business working her fist along the shaft with a thumb covering my slit on every other movement. It had been awhile since that drunken tryst with the overweight sorority chick; I was happy to get a chance at erasing that embarrassing memory. Oily precum was running liberally from the head of my penis covering Mei's tiny fist. My gaze went from her jacking fist to her porcelain beauty as she licked her thin lips.
"Yeah, that feels REALLY GOOD, Mei!" I let my last guard down as Mei inched forward on the bed glaring at my cock.
"You like my hand fucking your thick, cock, huh?"
"Yeah."
"Want me to jerk this big dick for you; want me to make it cum?" The youthful playfulness in her voice added to the proceedings as I nodded vigorously. Mei continued moving forward until her elbows were resting on the edge of the bed. Another hand cupped my balls rolling and kneading them much to my delight.
"Fuck, Mei; that shit feels so fucking good."
"I want you to cum for me; I wanna see your load; Cóng wǒ shǒu lǐ chū lái! gěi wǒ yí dà duī tā mā de jì。"Mei dipped into her native tongue as she ramped up her actions sending me to the precipice. I grabbed the edge of the bedside table and the back of my desk chair, arching my back. Mei's mouth hung open as she focused on her task. She glanced up at me a few times with an encouraging smile.
"I-I'm gonna cum, Mei; FUCK that SHIT feels so GOOD!!" My thighs were tightening up.
"Milking this big fucking cock is making me so FUCKING WET; come on brother!! Blow a load for me; show me how you FUCKING CUM when your THICK, DICK is getting MILKED!!" Mei's face was inches from my cock as she used both fists in a twisting motion on my cock.
"MEI!!" A thick rope of semen exploded from the head of my cock hitting her dead in the center of her face followed by numerous others as I turned her classic beauty into an oily, sticky mess. Mei jerked even harder than before getting more cum to dribble down over her pumping fists. My knees went rubbery as I fell away collapsing backward against my desk.
"Oh no you don't!" Mei hopped out of the bed burying my abused erection in her mouth. She knelt in front of me pursing her thin lips around my cock as she pumped her head against my crotch.
"Damn, you fucked my shit up; watch out or we might have to get married." Mei was struck funny by my comments laughing loudly.
"Like I haven't heard that before." Mei began cleaning herself in a feral manner, licking the copious amounts of jizz from her fingers and cheeks. I sat on the edge of the desk watching mesmerized.
"You don't find this gross or anything?"
"No."
"What's your sign?" It was a weird question but considering the incredible evening she was presently giving me, not out of bounds.
"Aries." Mei chuckled at my answer.
"I should have known."
"What's that supposed to mean; what's your fucking sign, Mei?" I was equally playful as she continued cleaning her face with some wipes from her purse.
"Isn't it obvious; I'm a Gemini."
"Huh?"
"Focus- It's your turn to top me off, baby." Mei turned towards my bed placing her hands on its surface pushing her big, dreamy butt in my direction. I was severely affected by the sight of it, almost reduced to a slobbering sycophant. She was assuming the position with her long, shapely legs parted far enough that I could make out her mound. My fingers caressed her slit finding her crotch damp with dewy warmth. Mei glanced back over her shoulder impatiently as my trembling fingers tugged at the elastic waist band of her yoga pants. My pulse quickened as her narrow waist came into view growing even more erratic as the swell of her wide, rounded hips made an appearance.
"Oh God." Mei was wearing a silky G-String thong. The barely there dark cord contrasted sharply with the pale, slight pinkish hue of her skin as the reticent elasticity of her pants was peeled away until I was looking at the whole of her large, rounded butt. I gasped at the sight of a pronounced gap between her legs that sent shockwaves to my crotch.
"I can't believe this shit; how?" I nervously bit my nails just staring at it.
"Runs in the family; I told you that. What're you going to do with this big ass of mine?" Mei whispered.
"Wow, I wanna kiss it, lick it...bite that shit."
"Nobody's stopping you; wǒ zhī dào nǐ xiǎng yào gè dà pì gu!" Mei moaned liking what she heard as I cupped the cuff of her left cheek. She was nearly my height looking to be all of five-foot-seven. I literally fell to my knees before her bounty digging my thumbs into the pliant flesh as her pungent scent filled the room.
"OOOOHHHHHH!!" My tongue dipped into her slit sampling her taste and sweat while my fingers kneaded her cheeks. Mei squirmed as I nibbled on her right cheek, kissing, and running my tongue across it.
"Lick me, make me cum." Mei begged dipping her hips side to side. My head followed with serpentine grace unwilling to part with the warmth of her huge cheeks cradling my face on either side as I made a proper meal out of her snatch. She was exceedingly wet and steaming hot as her essence ran down her inner thighs. My fingers went wild kneading, squeezing, and groping relentlessly until Mei was a whimpering mess going rubbery and pliant from my attention. It was her turn prophetically as her knees buckled causing her torso to hit my mattress with a loud thump. I was so hot and bothered that I'd subconsciously taken to stroking my length. It was a foregone conclusion that her pants were stripped away as I gently directed Mei onto the bed lying on her back. The panties remained as I crawled up the foot of the bed stalking my prize in animalistic fashion. Both of us were breathing heavily, my heart humping so hard it felt like it would burst from my chest as I slid between her legs burying my face in her puffy, furred muff.
"Yes, that's what I wanted; lick me...Yeah, suck it for me, baby. Bǎ wǒ chī diào!! ràng wǒ cóng nǐ liǎn shàng chū lái!" I caressed Mei's thick, silky thighs with loving care as she went into spasms under me.
"That's it right there; you're doing it, you're REALLY DOING IT; YESH, OOOOOHHHHH!!" Mei arched her back as her hands lovingly cradled my head. Despite myself, I was humping my bed as I fellated this Chinese beauty.
"ò, shì de , nǐ ràng wǒ zuò , 讓 wǒ 來寶貝!!" Mei arched her back up off the muff slamming her cunt against my face. She was so wet that the sheets under her huge butt were drenched with her essence.
"YES!! YES!! THAT'S IT RIGHT THERE; YEAH DO THAT SHIT!! OOOOHHHHHHH FUCK, BAAAAABY!!" Mei's thighs locked around my head as she went into the throws of a massive orgasm.
"I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING ALL OVER YOU; FUCK MEEEEEE!!" I was suddenly undated with a burst of moisture as Mei came explosively drenching my face with her moisture. She began shouting and half giggling as her wide arching hips bounced and rolled against my face. I wanted to make an impression, so I did my best to continue attacking her clit.
"Please, no more." She begged off pushing against my head until I relented.
Mei looked like a work of art lying in my bed panting, her face flushed with satisfaction as she rubbed her mound.
"Is that big thing all for me?"
"Fuck yeah!"
"You gonna shove that cock in my tiny, little cunt, huh baby?" Her dirty talk added length to my pulsing erection.
"Yeah." I was stroking my cock as hard as I could entranced by her classic beauty.
"Look at my pretty, little flower." Mei used her fingers to spread her cunt apart revealing the pinkness and gushing wetness inside.
"FUCK!!" The head of my cock was easily engulfed by her puffy labia. I would have shoved my entire length balls deep inside of her if it weren't for her hands pushing against my abdomen.
"Condom?"
We shared a moment of mutual confusion with her awaiting my answer and me knowing I didn't have any condoms feeling just that more idiotic. I stared at her face in silence for a few moments before facepalming. Mei turned on one side with a strange inquisitive look on her face that became a smirk.
"Too bad; I was gonna fuck your brains out."
"Guess I fucked up, huh?" Mei looked at me with a lazy smile all the while rubbing her mound.
"That would probably be a yes, but have faith, dear heart." Three of her fingers were pumping in and out of her snatch. I sat on my haunches watching, wondering if I should just jerk off too.
"Fuck." Her lush, curvy body was too much as I began stroking myself to completion.
"Turn that fucking light off." Mei suddenly ordered. I jumped out of bed switching off the light shrouding the room in this darkness offset by the outside street lamp. The dorm room was bathed in this orangish hue which made Mei appear almost golden.
"I'm about to cum; can I really TRUST you?"
"Yeah."
"Can you follow my directions, my orders without question? This is very important; I don't want to get knocked up!" Her fingers were a blur as she began to convulse with pleasure.
"Yeah, Mei" I wondered if she was going to allow me inside.
"Good, I'm gonna need you on top of me; pushing between my legs with that big ass dick rubbing it on my slit as hard as you can while I cum. If you do just wuh-what I say; I'm gonna drain your FUCKING BALLS!! Oh-SHIT, I'm about to CUM REALLY HARD!!" Mei folded one thick, shapely, long leg over the other hooking it at the ankles. Her legs were wedged, locked tightly together. I stripped down to the buff as she watched in sexual agony.
"Mei?"
"COME ON MOTHERFUCKER; DO WHAT I TOLD YOU, BITCH!!" I pounced on top of the luscious Chinese beauty shoving my cock into her mound, parting her puffy labia with extreme prejudice. Mei was drenched and oily providing an exciting contrast to her tightly wedged thighs. My cock slid and pumped between her lower lips sending Mei into a screaming fit as she went over the edge.
"Wǒ lái le ！！ wǒ lái de zhēn tā mā de xīn kǔ!!" Mei began squirting all over my length as she ground her thighs violently around me.
"OOOHHHHHH FUCK, MEI!! FUCK MEI!!" I collapsed on top of her as I fucked her thighs soiling the sheets beneath her huge, pale but with our mixed juices.
"KISS ME!!" Our lips locked while our tongues wrestled as Mei whimpered into my mouth. It was the first time we kissed.
"TOUCH ME MOOOOORE!!" She demanded pulling my hands under her sweater until I was palming her small breasts. The material was stretched dangerously as the sound of tearing fabric filled the room. Mei was wearing an extra thin sports bra that felt like nylon. I could feel her hard nipples poking into the palms of my hands. She gasped and twisted when her nipples were rolled, sucking hard on my tongue.
"Fuh, fuck, I'm about to cum Mei." I whispered as my thighs tightened painfully.
"FUCK MY PUSSY GAP; FUCKING CREAMPIE THAT SHIT!!" The contrast between the golden hue provided by the outside streetlamp and her dirty talk sent me over the edge. I got up on my knees crouching over Mei and began railing her thigh gap as hard as I could.
"YEAH, YEAH; JUST LIKE THAT-JUST LIKE THAT!!" Mei propped herself up on her elbows watching as my cock pumped into her inner thighs at an unnatural angle. It hurt and felt heavenly at the same time.
"You gonna cum?"
"Yeah."
"Yeah, you got some more cum for me, huh motherfucker?"
"OOOOOOHHHHHH MEI; FUCKING FAWK MEI!!" I screamed embarrassingly falsetto, sounding like I was taking it in the back door. Mei snatched my cock from between her thighs pointing it at her mound as her fist became a jacking, blurred nightmare.
"I'M DOING IT MEI; I'M CUMMING, FAAAAWKK MEEEEEE!!" A deluge of thick semen burst from the tortured head of my penis hitting her mound repeatedly until it was almost hidden under an off white, milky glaze. I collapsed on the side of the bed adjacent to the wall, drained. A calm quiet settled in the small, dark room.
"Damn, you really fucked my shit up." Mei commented out of the blue, before chuckling to herself. I was half out of it, noticing that she was scooping up my jizz staring at how it webbed between her fingers. I was too tired to say anything as she slurped the excessive cum off her fingertips.
"Hǎo de dàn bái zhì , wǒ yào dé dào gèng duō de zhè ge gōng jī!!" Everything was becoming dark as my eyes slowly shut.
*************************************************************************************
I awoke the next day in a wistful haze of post coital bliss with my bedding covering my face and torso. My nude lower half was left exposed with a strange sensation. My text book had been left covering my crotch. Mei had apparently left while I was knocked out from the intense, sexual episode we'd shared. I was sporting some serious morning wood as I realized I wasn't alone.
"Hey bro, what the fuck, man?" Armin sat staring at me, bewildered. It looked like he'd been there for a while trying to figure out how to wake me.
"Oh, hey man; good morning."
"Bro, what is this "Oh, Good Morning" shit; you make fuck last night, man?!!" I sat up covering myself with the blanket.
"I wish."
"You jerk off?"
"Huh, shut the fuck up dude, I-uh, there was somebody here last night." I scratched my head retrieving the book from under the covers to toss it on the bedside table.
"I get home last night; the room smell of pussy my friend; you are naked with book on your dick."
"She was, my calculus tutor." I explained lazily pulling a pair of sweats from the dresser top. Armin seemed to be in a state of shock. I'd pretty much been a prude since I moved into the dorm.
"I-I think I need a tutor."
"No."
"Come on, brothers before the whores."
"It's "Bros before Hoes" and, no." We both noticed the thong panties on the floor left behind by Mei. I went for them, but Armin dived headfirst quickly snatching them from my grasp. He clutched them to his chest looking like some resentful troll.
"Hey man, it's cool; I gotta get ready for class." I gather up some things for a quick shower under his watchful eye. I hoped my little tryst with Mei wouldn't come between us, but people are strange like that sometimes.
Images of Mei and her incredible body tormented me for the next couple of hours as Ii did my best to get on with my day. We still hadn't scheduled a follow up tutoring session and I didn't want to call her right away. Mei was so much different last night than when I'd initially met with her in the school library. She'd actually turned out to be much warmer and fetching in a way that had me hooked. I wondered if her phenomenal body was really the focus of my adoration. She'd reacted badly when we first met assuming that I'd be all over her because of her big, round butt. It felt shitty knowing deep down that I probably would have reacted like a typical wolf. We'd found some common ground when she visited my room revealing her secret when she didn't have to. I beat myself up for not playing with her huge, butt more than I did. Mei was something else, taking care of me despite the fact that we hadn't "closed the deal" so expertly that I'd passed out while she was still there. I wished that I'd got to see her leaving those panties behind. I was equally glad shed gone before my roommate returned. I found a little surprise from Mei as I cracked open my book in Calculus; a simple note written on the last page we were using during the tutoring session.
"Study Hard-Be Successful-Fuck Me Stupid." Was written in lipstick in the upper left hand corner of the page. I smiled to myself, almost giddy with stupid puppy love.
Just looking at her simple message gave me a raging boner; I was stoked she apparently planned on seeing me again. I found myself stopping in the cafeteria to pick up some takeout. I hated eating there because it felt like eating in a drab, third world country. I was scrolling through my text messages erasing at least fifty from Armin when I noticed a message from an unknown number which turned out to be Mei.
"Damn." Mei left me a selfie of her awe inspiring butt likely taken in my room in the early hours of the morning before she left. Enough of her small waist was in the picture in contrast to the bottom of her cheeks which were cut out due to lack of space giving anyone looking at it an idea just how incredible the booty was. I was so hard from glancing at that photo that my erection was visible to the female cashier ringing me up.
"SEVEN DOLLARS-FIFTY CENTS!!" The thin, black girl snarled in my face, finally getting my attention.
"Uhm, sorry ma'am." She waved a dismissive hand in my face as I clumsily grabbed up my food, intentionally not bagged. I noticed that a line had formed behind me and the trajectory of more than a few of my fellow student's gazes.
"Shit." I scurried to the back of the cafeteria grabbing a table intent on adjusting things to hide my burgeoning tumescence. I pretty much had a steel bar wedged in my khakis almost taking on a letter J shape due to the slight curvature when it was fully extended. Part of me considered going somewhere and sending Mei a photo of my endowment for payback. Fate had other ideas as I noticed full table ten feet over containing a group of female Asian students and...Mei.
There she was, my new crush sitting at the center of the group alternately chatting and texting on their cell phones. They were speaking in their native languages leaving me to guess at the content of their conversation. The thought that perhaps she was telling them about our little episode the night prior made my face flush with embarrassment. Thoughts of her telling them about how I'd passed out without actual intercourse followed accompanied by a mounting anxiety. I sat watching Mei happily conversing with her clique taking in every detail. Today she was dressed in a white, flowered sundress with a matching scarf around her slender neck. Her dark hair was up in a narrow bun that gave her this slightly reserved appearance. There were open text books all over the table along with various food items. I wondered what kind of kinky panties she was wearing underneath and whether she had on a brassiere.
"That her; the girl you "didn't fuck" last night." Armin popped up out of nowhere having a seat and snatching a prepackaged hotdog from my tray.
"Chill out, man." Armin wasn't known for his subtlety.



"Wow, you're so sensitive all of a sudden about the pussy; I just ask question."
"Look, okay that's her; don't do anything silly."
"Bro, you're acting like fucking cherry; this is college, bro. There lot of girls horny for dick around here, you don't marry the first fuck you get on campus."
"Yeah, whatever Armin; please don't embarrass me."
"So, what, she got a magic pussy or something, bro?" He snatched some fries from my tray.
"Come on man, I'm just taking it slow."
"Bro, she left her panties on our floor; that what you call "Taking it slow", huh?"
"Hey, don't you have someplace to be, like class?"
"I pay nerds to take care of that stuff; she uh, Japanese or something? Don't look like much from here."
"Please Armin."
"Just saying, the other girl, that ginger bitch who cheat on you have one BIG FUCKING ASS; what you do with skinny Korean whore?" His frank nature went hand in hand with his Cro-Magnon sensibilities. He'd helped himself to some off my luggage while I was moving into the dorm finding the prom picture of Mylie. I was sitting down in the chair provided by the photographer while she turned her best asset towards the camera in her white, form fitting dress in dramatic fashion. I remember the photographer slobbering all over himself flattering Mylie before I stepped in asserting myself.
"She's Chinese; her name is Mei and PLEASE DON'T FUCK THIS SHIT UP FOR ME, ARMIN!" Our conversation was drowned out by other students and music wafting through the cafeteria from the P.A. System. I'm Falling by Comsat Angels provided an unlikely soundtrack to our conversation.
"Don't look like much; just saying, bro." He attempted to snatch a cookie from my tray but got his hand slapped away.
"Armin, we're cool, and I've never asked you anything before, but I'm calling a fucking audible man. Just let me have this and no one ever has to find out how you shit your pants last month after you passed out in front of our door. I mean, maybe one other person knows; the unknown male or female who left a posted on your butt saying simply "Stinky". I raised an eyebrow to emphasize my point.
"I go to AA after that happen."
"Paying someone to go to Alcoholics Anonymous for you, is not going, Armin."
"That's low. Real fucking low, bro; I go to class now." I watched Armin skulk away from the table. His assessment of Mei rubbed me the wrong way. I flipped out my phone looking at the phot Mei sent me earlier. There it was plain as day, right before my eyes currently hidden under the frock of the beautiful girl sitting across the cafeteria from me. I marveled at how her big butt was composed of two perfect oval shapes emerging from an extremely small waist with two model long legs under it. I kicked myself internally for not doing more when I had the chance before looking back over towards Mei and her friends.
"Oh shit; oh, fuck me..." Armin was standing a few feet behind Mei and her friends. I followed the trajectory of his gaze downward realizing that he'd found out what I already knew. He looked up meeting my worried countenance with this thumbs up gesture regarding the size of Mei's backporch. Several of the girls noticed Armin at the same time emitting a series of loud, shrill screams and protestations in their language. One of the girls was staring in my direction tapping Mei on the shoulder alerting her to my presence. I jumped up waving my hands in front of my torso as Armin tried to get a picture of Mei's butt with his phone. The girls swarmed him with their own phones and swatting hands as she stared daggers at me.
"Nǐ zhè ge hún dàn , gāi sǐ de sè láng!! wǒ huì bāng nǐ de , wǒ fā shì zài wǒ de shēng mìng!!" Mei was so angry that she was speaking in her language as her clique turned the phones towards me taking untold number of photos. Armin was pelted with food and items from their table until he bolted out the exit door sounding the fire alarm.
"I'M SORRY MEI; HE'S AN IDIOT!!" I yelled trying to explain things over the loud blare of the fire alarm. Mei just stood there burning a hole in me with her eyes; her pretty face flushed with anger.
"ASSHOLE, HENTAI, PERVERTED ANIMAL!!" Some petite Chinese girl with these thick, horn-rimmed glasses shouted as several other opted to simply give me the middle finger.
"No, it's a misunderstanding, Mei." I whimpered watching her gather up her belongings.
"Nǐ shì gè shī bài zhě!" Whatever she said, definitely wasn't nice. I took a few steps in her direction noticing that Mei looked frightened. Half of her friends cut me off yelling and jeering in a deafening cacophony of blurred shrieking that had my ears ringing. Security was already resetting the blaring alarm as the girls closed around Mei in a roman formation. This was presumably designed to keep me from getting a photo or good look at Mei's big butt as she scurried out of the cafeteria. Some other students were giving me the stink eye, mostly females.
"Fucking Armin." I wanted to pummel him senseless.
After receiving a warning from the security guards, I was on my way to the rest of my classes trying to stifle my anger at my roommate. Thirty minutes after that, I was chafing at the thought of Mei slipping through my fingers. It was almost like the night before didn't happen, but I had the photo on my phone to prove that it wasn't all in my head. My phone suddenly rang interrupting my thoughts; it was Armin.
"Bro, that bitch got one hell of big ass! Damn, man you are the shit!! I would make her wife, put hole in condom!!" He was clueless.
"Where are you Armin?"
"Why, bro?"
"I-I wanna talk to you; you know, talk about Mei." There was a long pause on the other side of the line. Maybe it was my tone or maybe Armin wasn't as dense as he seemed most of the time.
"I go now; we talk later."
"Come on man, don't you wanna hear about that big, big booty, huh motherfucker?!!" I'd lost my patience.
"I drive to city, come back in few days." The phone went dead as I snarled into it like some caged beast.
The day pressed on as I walked across campus towards the dorms content that I could leave my situation behind once I was safely inside my room. As I approached the building I noticed a large number of women congregating there with these pink t-shirts emblazoned with the gender sign. One face was recognizable amongst the throng of angry looking women.
"Irma, uh Irma Hersh, right?" My drunken hookup of many nights before stood in front of me in one of those t-shirts that did little to hide her exaggerated muffin top. Man, I was really drunk that night.
"Hello degenerate."
"What, excuse me?"
"GIRLS, HERE HE IS; THE LOSER THAT DOESN'T UNDERSTAND SIMPLE ENGLISH!!" A potion of the group crowded in on me looking like they intended to pummel me. I didn't want to appear intimidated, so I stood my ground staring all of them in the face. Most of the girls were of the Big and Tall variety, a few I recognized from the party where I'd hooked up with Irma.
"Oh, is that right; what don't I understand?"
"NO MEANS NO!!" They all screamed in my face at point blank range.
"Shit, man."
"We're watching you, asshole." Irma shoulder bumped me as she passed; it actually hurt a little. Mei and her friends had to be behind this sudden development.
"Get some popcorn; light on the butter, bitch." I retorted adding fuel to the fire with this militaristic contingent of campus feminism. Irma looked like she wanted to go a few rounds, but another student yanked on her arm convincing her otherwise.
"Fucking Armin." I thought about my troublesome roommate hoping he'd stay away longer. I was sure we'd end up slugging it out whenever he reared his barely there monobrow. There were a few more pink shirts in the corridor stapling something to the hall bulletin board. I stopped viewing a sheet of construction paper with the words "NO MEANS NO" stenciled on the surface. That was all for me as I got to my door noticing one of Armin's socks covering the doorknob. My body trembled slightly as visions of my roommate fucking up my budding thing with Mei clouded my mind with anger. Apparently, he hadn't taken me seriously at all. He'd picked up some skank and now she was gonna watch me put the beatdown on this fool. I paced in front of the door for a few minutes trying to decide how best to fuck up my idiotic roommate. Ultimately, I decided to just walk in and let violent nature take its course. Images of the primate battle from 2001: A Space Odyssey filled my subconscious as I opened the door walking into the darkened dorm room. Armin had another surprise waiting; the bastard was actually hooking up in my bed. I bit my lower lip grabbing my bedding as my finger flipped the light switch.
"GOT YO ASS NOW, BITCH!!" I yanked the bedding away from the bed with all my strength.
"What, the fuck?"
She was lying in my bed face down in her birthday suit other than a very thin brassiere visible from her back. Her long, shoulder length hair covered her face, but I was taking in the perfection of her nude body. Mei was a work of art, destined to be sculpted in marble at some point. Even now, my eyes were trained on the huge, teardrop shaped butt that looked like it belonged on some other woman's body. Mei roused from a silent slumber regarding me with a lazy smile.
"Oh, guess I dozed off in your bed; you don't mind, do you?"
"Fuck no; Mei, what are you doing here?"
"I made a promise I intend to keep; you do remember, don't you?" Sweat was beading up on my forehead at the sight of her.
"But, after what happened earlier..."
"Look, I'm sorry about that; so, I wanna make it up to you. By the way, did you lose a tooth or something?" The crease lines in her delicate skin presented a sensual outline of the underwear she'd been wearing.
"No, why?"
"Because the tooth fairy left something under your pillow; look at this." Mei reached under the pillow she'd been laying on pulling out a large box of condoms.
"Shit." I facepalmed.
"Oh, there's more, baby." A bottle of lube followed presenting both of us with all types of possibilities. Mei stared at the translucent gel in the cylinder, transfixed at its nature moving it from side to side watching the slow liquid movement before looking up at me licking her lips. This girl knew the power of her sexuality as I lost my shirt going for my pants before she stopped me.
"Don't, please."
"What-why?" I was starting to panic.
"I want to undress you myself; play with my ass first and then I'm going to empty your balls." Internally I did a doubletake at her admission as my senses spiked in a crackling electrical boost of lustful intent. Mei faced the wall at the head of my bed letting the narrow cylinder roll down to the small of her back where it rested in the acute curve just above the impressive swell of her huge, rounded butt. I trembled visibly as I gingerly took the lube in hand. This situation was just so surreal that I felt like I was dreaming.
"I can't believe this is happening." I admitted nervously.
"My either, I've been thinking about sucking your cock all day; I ran over here after my last class to fuck the piss out of you."
"I'm sorry about what happened earlier Mei; my roommate is an asshole." I unscrewed the narrow nozzle on top of the white cylinder aiming it at her big ass.
"Huh?"
"My roommate, Armin; he was staring at your butt like an idiot."
"Honey, everybody stares at my fucking ass; did he take a picture?" I found it still hard to reconcile her self-assured nature with the angry creature flipping me the bird in the school cafeteria earlier.
"I hope not." Mei shuddered as I squirted a thick, oily rope perfectly across the middle of her ass cheeks. I instinctually hesitated a second before bringing my hand down to rub the lube into her left cheek. Just touching her skin made me almost cum as my fingers crossed the deep gluteal cleft working on the right cheek. Her teardrop shaped rear began to catch the light with a shiny glow that had me drooling from the sight alone.
"Think your roommate's jerking off to my ass right now?"
"Shit, don't give me the visual." Mei giggled at my answer, this mischievous sounding half snort that made me want to kiss her thin lips.
"It's okay, I'm sure a lot of guys jerk off to me around campus; you show Armin that picture I sent you?"
"No!" She chortled again making me feel stupid for internally judging her, comparing her to the stereotypical quiet, Chinese girl I'd seen in movies and media for the most part. More lube was squirted on her butt only to be intensely rubbed into her skin as I noticed it heating up.
"You can show him; go ahead, send him that picture of my booty."
"Fuck no; you're all-!" I caught myself thinking out loud.
"I'm flattered."
"Uhm, I know how it sounded, but..." Mei put a finger over my mouth silencing my fumbling attempt to explain my words. My fingers were tracing the under cuff of her left buttock dipping a little close to her virtue.
"Butt? Yeah, that's what I'm talking about right there! Keep playing with that fucking "BUTT" until you're ready to pop." Her ability to turn a phrase kept me on my toes unable to fully sink into my lust. Even though I had a handful, there was way more than I could touch at any given time.
"Luh-Look, I'm just trying to say that Armin is a douche and..."
"He loves my ass, it's okay, I get it. You think he'd like to watch you rub oil all over my big, fat ass, huh? Think he'd like to jerk off watching you get lucky? Perhaps, he'd like to rub one of my fucking cheeks while you rubbed the other, you think? H_HUUUUUHH, YEAAAAHHHH?!!" Mei's body had taken on a serpentine quality as she lay prone on my bed undulating and rolling her hips. My digits were taken along for the sensual ride dipping between the lips of her sex in brief intervals. Mei was steaming hot and sopping wet.
"We'd never get rid of em; you'd have to call the police." I answered absentmindedly.
"REALLY?!! FUH-FUCKER WOULD PROBABLY CUM IN HIS FUCKING PANTS, YOU THINK?!! SOIL HIS JOCK; PREMATURE EJACULATE AS YOU'RE RAILING ME, PUNISHING MY FUCKING PUSSY, HUH?!! THINK HE'D CRY IF I LET HIM JERK OFF ON MY BIG, FUCKING ASS?!!" Three of my fingers had slipped inside her tight, steaming confines as she ground her thighs together trapping me there.
"Mei?"
"BOTH OF YOU COULD TAKE TURNS JERKING OFF ON MY BIG, FIFTY-SEVEN INCH ASS; MAKE A FUCKING MESS UNTIL-OH, OOH, OOOOOOHHHHH SHIT!! CUMMING!!" Mei lost it pumping wide hips violently as she loudly orgasmed burying her face in my pillow, screaming. I had to get one knee up on the bed to keep up with her as Mei basically "fucked" the shit out of my hand.
When it was over she lay still for a few moments with her face buried in my pillow. I was mentally addled with a mangled hand staring down at her amazing figure. I heard Mei mumble something into the pillow that sounded like it was in her native language. Mei was breathing heavily and wheezing as she came up for air.
"Nǐ xiǎng shā le wǒ wǒ hái méi ná dào lǎo èr ne." She blew an errant strand of hair out of her face with a satisfied smile.
"Mei, you okay?"
"No." She shook her head profusely, blowing even more hair away from her round face.
"No?"
"No, I'm tired of talking; I want it so bad, I could scream." Mei slid, half fell from the bed going directly after my zipper, yanking, and pulling until my erection was exposed in all its thick, veined glory. Her almond shaped eyes widened going cross eyed for a few seconds with my member in her face. It was a miracle I hadn't cum in my pants as she ran the flat of her tongue along the underside of my cock before taking the whole thing in her mouth.
Mei took me halfway on the first stroke, following it up by taking me all the way to the base. Three of her fingers tightened around my shaft stroking with purpose as she took me hungrily. I wanted so much to cup the back of Mei's head, but hesitated worried I'd somehow offend her. She lurched forward letting herself throat me for an extended period before relenting with a half giggle of self-satisfaction.
"Like that, huh?"
"Yeah."
"Like that shit, like getting your cock sucked, motherfucker?" Looking at her talking dirty was inspiring' one would never have assumed the uptight creature sitting across from me days earlier was this nasty. Mei buried my cock in her throat longer this time until her gag reflex forced her up for air. A thick web of saliva connected her thin lips to my cock.
"Wǒ yào bǎ tā xī diào!!" She gagged and coughed up a deluge of precum and saliva catching the concoction in her palm before applying it liberally to my shaft. Her hand became a blur on my cock for a few seconds before she went down again.
"OOOOHHHH FUCK, THAT SHIT FEELS SO GOOD!!" Mei did her best to bob her head on my raging tumescence before jerking her head away coughing profusely as she turned towards my bed. She continued coughing and retching prompting some concern on my behalf. She quickly turned back towards me throating my cock completely before quickly withdrawing. I found my member covered with a condom. There was an empty wrapper on my bed. Mei opened another one sliding it onto my cock while still coughing.
"Oh yeah, time's up baby; I'm gonna get some of that fucking dick, now!! I wanna feel that shit, hard. I want you to fuck me until I squirt all over your cock. Don't FUCKING make LOVE to me; just FUCK THE SHIT OUT OF ME, NOW!!" Mei stood placing her palms flat on the bed in a standing doggy position; she spread her legs wide with her feet planted, waiting. Her back was arched making her huge ass look even bigger than before.
"AAAAAAAWWWWWW, YEEEAAAAHHHHH; FUCK MEI, FUCK MEI, FUCK MEI, FUCK MEI, FUCK MEI, FUCK MEI, FUCK MEI, FUCK MEI!!" She was painfully narrow and tight but wet enough that I rammed into the back of her cunt with a pronounced thud. Her body shuddered as she orgasmed seconds after I'd entered her body. Her giant, oval shaped cheeks collided with my pelvis, changing shape with every impact.
Mei whined and gasped sounding like some weeping, distressed girl as I railed her liberally with only the slapping of our bodies providing counter noise in the dorm room. Her spine twisted away from me as she looked over her shoulder at our bodies mashing together. My cock was obscenely stretching the lips of her cunt as she twerked in the opposite direction clamping down on my member locking it into place.
"UUUHHHHH-OOOOHHHH, SHIT; wǒ ài zhè zhǐ gōng jī , tā ràng wǒ ài shàng le nǐ!! zuò wǒ gèng duō , 讓 wǒ nǐ de!!" Mei's head crashed into the top of my mattress as I struggled to hold her in place digging my fingers into the soft roundness of her hips. Her shapely legs quivered and shook taking everything I had to give. Her moans and girlish whimpering added to the moment. Every time I pushed inside, Mei would gasp loudly as if someone were stabbing into her. Her breath was uneven and erratic while wet, squelching sounds filled the room. She was rolling and bouncing her hips in time with me, finally catching my rhythm. I moved forward parting her pliant cheeks further until she barely had space to move. Mei ground her hips backward into my pelvis, snagging one of my hands to suck on three fingers. The suction and pursing of her cheeks on my digits in tandem with the serpentine nature of her rolling hips brought me to the edge. She was fellating my fingers deeply and moaning as we mashed viciously into one another. My heart was pounding, close to bursting while my inner thighs tightened up with the impending climax fast approaching.
"FUCK GIRL; FUUUUCK GIRL, YOU GOT MY FINNA-I'M FINNNAAA CUM MEI! I was overtaken with a full body tremor nearly losing control of myself as Mei bounced on the balls of her feet, rubbing her huge butt on my crotch and abdomen.




"DO IT, DO IT; I WANNA FEEL YOU CUM!! FUCK ME UP, BABY!! Zuò wǒ gèng duō , ràng wǒ nǐ de nǚ rén!! ràng wǒ chéng wéi nǐ de!! bǎ tā 給 wǒ ！！ bǎ suǒ yǒu de dōu gěi wǒ!!" She went into her natural Chinese language sending me over the edge as I exploded inside the condom as our lower regions mashed together, staying wedged together tightly. Her cunt locked around the base of my cock almost at the precise moment I began to cum, squeezing tightly. Her face froze in an ugly mask as her eyes screwed tightly shut with her mouth agape. My hands shot up to her small breasts cupping, squeezing and pinching her erect nipples.
"YEEAHHHH, I'M CUMMMING, I'M CUMMING ON YOUR FUCKING DICK!! AAAAWWWW, SHIT!!" Bursts of liquid lust drenched my crotch, running down my thighs to pool on the carpet beneath us. Mei was a serious squirter even leaving a puddle in the crotch of my jeans. I hadn't taken the time to remove my pants. The tremors and electricity running through her curvy body increased in intensity as Mei went into a full blown melt down with tears running down her face smearing the little bit of mascara around her narrow eyes as she shrieked in a high pitched falsetto whining cry. I was affected wondering if perhaps she had a heart murmur or something resolving to disengage our connection.
"NO, LEAVE IT IN; PLEASE, DON'T TAKE IT OUT!!" Mei sounded panicked.
"Mei?"
"Kiss me." I wrapped my arms around her torso as our mouths merged. We made out as she straightened her spine as much as her posture would allow. The feel of her voluminous cheeks cradling the base of my cock was heavenly. My jeans were completely drenched and uncomfortably positioned around my knees.
"You know, I would like to eventually get my pants off, Mei."
"Sorry." Mei broke into nervous laughter as she looked down between her shapely legs at our situation. I slowly used every bit of agility I possessed to kick off my pants and step out of my soiled underwear. The frayed carpet on my dorm room floor was wet from Mei's orgasm. Somehow my cock managed to stay mostly wedged between her cheeks providing a scintillating sensation for us both.
"Push it back inside." Mei moaned.
We spent the rest of the too short evening finding new kinds of way to merge our bodies together. Mei was insatiable taking the lead whenever I faltered. In the brief intervals between sex, this beautiful Chinese woman continually sucked or jerked on my cock until I cried out for mercy. I couldn't keep my hands off her large ass, squeezing and pinching until my fingers went numb. There were hickeys all over her chest and small boobs. She rode me into the mattress giving credence to an old saying that Asian women were "Bedroom Generals". I talked her into sitting on my face just so that my cock could have a rest, later regretting my words as she ground her cunt into my face. This woman was an out an out animal between the sheets. I literally couldn't tell where I began, and she ended after a while; Mei had made me her bitch in no uncertain terms. I was so grateful when my cock failed to react to her, hanging limply over her small fist. Mei planted a kiss on the depleted shaft before snuggling up next to me in our destroyed bed.
"Hold me." She begged, barely above a whisper.
My body was uncooperative necessitating Mei's involvement as she slung my dead arm around her shoulder draping a leg across my adjacent leg. Her head rest on my chest listening to my heart thump as she traced a finger between my pecks.
"I could get used to this." She admitted in the darkness.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah, you made me cum so many times; I'm all fucked up over you, babe." Mei coughed a little bit as I attempted to move finding the aborted action futile. My body felt like a lead weight, completely immobile. Her sentiment was cute, and I was happy that we'd found some common ground after Armin had nearly trashed our budding relationship. We shared the moment together in the darkness with only the orange glow of the streetlight filtering in through my window.
"What are you thinking?" Mei asked, draping an arm across my torso so that she could look at my face.
"You first." I replied coyly, maneuvering so that I wouldn't have a chance to put my foot in my mouth with a wrong answer.
"I wish my dumb sister could see me, now; you?" It was the first time she'd ever mentioned a family member outside of herself. I was perplexed.
"I was thinking that I need a gym membership to keep up with you." Mei laughed loudly twisting one of my nipples making me yelp. We jostled a little bit before our lips found one another again. I struggled with the sandman, losing this battle as well.
DARKNESS
*************************************************************************************
"OOOUCH!! Hey, what gives?!!" My vision returned finding the dorm RA, Stanley standing five feet away from my bed brandishing a broom. He'd been poking it into my side until I was jostled awake. I noticed a football helmet on his small round head. His thick, glasses fought to stay on his face in the visor of the helmet. A pillow was locked in the grasp of his other hand. Armin was standing directly behind our geeky, resident advisor with a hand on his shoulder.
"Armin?"
"I DON'T WANT FIGHT WITH YOU; YOU ARE FRIEND!!" He looked agitated and stressed out as I looked down finding myself nude save for another text book covering my crotch. Mei had struck again leaving me in a compromising position once more.
"Sir, fighting is not allowed in the dorms; perhaps you gentlemen could board separately to avoid the specter of adversity in this-Wow, that odor is really strong, sir. Also, several other students have complained about the orgy you had here, last night. You must take into consideration others who require a night's sleep if you want to remain in residence here." His name was Stanley Mutheki, although he was known as Mr. Roboto around campus. The robotic monotone delivery had much to do with the near constant heckling he received from peers. The Utah native dressed in flannel shirts and fifties styled cuffed jeans all the time and was strictly religious.
"I did not have an orgy here, last night." I sat up stretching my limbs, loudly cracking my sore joints making sure the book stayed in place.
"BRO, YOU HAD AN ORGY LAST NIGHT?!! YOU DIDN'T CALL YOUR FRIEND, ARMIN?!!" My roommate quickly forgot our mutual animosity the day prior.
"There was no fucking orgy here last night you nimrod."
"You need to calm down sir, I don't want to have security notified. This is an accredited university of the highest order, not the mean streets of the hood or some such. Civilized people solve their problems without the need for fisticuffs." Stanley's bland racism was annoying, but I was thinking only of the person missing from my room at the moment.
"Stanley-Stanley, everything's cool, all right?"
"BRO, YOU'RE SO SELFISH!!" Armin flushed red looking as if he would explode from the imagined images in his thick head.
"THERE WAS NO ORGY HERE LAST NIGHT; FUCK MAN, YOU'RE SO GOD DAMN DENSE!!" I felt like I had a hangover from the excessive sex last night and didn't want him ruining my well-deserved afterglow.
"Settle down gentlemen; I assume everything is okay here, so I'll take my leave. By the way, I run a bible study over the weekend. You two could benefit from the lord's teachings, think about it."
"Fuck off Stanley." I didn't want religious guilt coloring my experience either as Stanley rushed out of the room into the busy hallway leaving me alone with Armin.
"Sorry about yesterday in cafeteria." Armin apologized.
"It's cool, thought you were gonna be gone for a few days?"
"Parents kick me out of house." He shrugged his shoulders looking embarrassed as I chuckled. I found a note from Mei inside the book. She wanted to have lunch near the school pavilion.
"Shit." I grabbed a towel covering myself running to the communal showers, receiving a round of sustained applause from my neighbors. I figured we really were loud enough to wake the dead last night. There were butterflies in my stomach and my head was in the clouds with thoughts of Mei's beautiful face. I was smitten in the worst way and giddy about the whole affair as I pulled on a jersey and sweat pants. I could barely get my sneakers on before running across campus like a mad man to my rendezvous with Mei.
The campus grounds were filed with students and faculty milling about. The sun bore down on me making me wish I'd worn some shades as I rushed to catch up with Mei. I'd made up my mind to ask her out on a proper date. I was nervous and over anxious to move things forward as I made it over to the area near the pavilion. The first thing I noticed were scores of women milling about in now familiar pink t-shirts and one particularly annoying female. Irma Hersh appeared to be leading some sort of rally with a small audience gathering. I wondered if our horrible, drunken hookup had something to do with her current situation. Her legions were handing out flyers to anyone who would take them. I managed to be handed one reading the simple message "NO MEANS NO!!" I started to ball up the flyer when I noticed a familiar set of cheeks ten feet away from me.
She was talking with some of Irma's feminist troops along with a few girls I recognized from her clique days earlier when we'd first met. A chubby blonde with a dated hairstyle was holding court and I noticed some of the girls nodding in agreement with whatever she was spewing. Mei was wearing a large shapeless sundress, covering her torso with a beige sweater. She seemed so demure and lady-like in contrast with the sexual creature who'd visited my room last night. There was no way Mei could hide the swell of her prodigious backside. The pale, yellow pallor of the material caught the sunlight making the thin material see through enough to get a good sense of her shapely legs. From my vantage point, I could make out her exposed calves, taking in her beauty. I'd decided to hang back until she was done talking when my phone rang.
"Where are you?" I noticed Mei was on her phone after looking at the face of my own.
"Close; in fact, I'm right behind you." The butterflies were fluttering in my stomach again. Mei was talking into her phone as I watched the subtle sway of her backside.
"That's impossible."
"Oh yeah, why is that, beautiful?" Mei giggled a girlish chuckle at my compliment. I was smiling ear to ear as she answered.
"I don't feel a hand on my ass."
"Your wish is my command, baby." She said something else, but I had already pocketed my phone closing the distance between us in as few steps as possible. My heart was pounding in my chest something awful while everything other than Mei ceased to exist. My left hand ended up flatly palming the center of her impossibly wide butt. I could feel the crease between her cheeks as Mei turned to me flushed red.
"Hey Sexy." Our lips merged for the briefest of moments...
Everything sudden went sideways as I collapsed on the pavement clutching at my crotch, screaming. The pain was excruciating as I rolled into a fetal position. The world lost its cohesion as everyone in my field of vision twisted right or left like rubbery mannequins. A guttural scream escaped my lips as more of the strange people crowded around phones at the ready taking photo after photo. My eyes were hit with some sort of irritating spray. I thought it was mace at first, but it was perfume as some of the female hooligans pushed inward with feet and fists drowning me in a sea of pink t-shirts. At the center of it all, Mei stood tall staring down at me surrounded by a crimson corona that I'm sure was in my mind. Her face was a mask of pure, intense rage as her finger pointed down at me while the deafening cries of the women sent me into a further screaming fit.
...Mei had kicked me in the balls.
"NO MEANS NO!!" I was inundated with scores of those obnoxious flyers as security fought their way through the crowd to take me into custody. I was pelted by rocks, discarded food and other items as the security guards shoved me into their patrol car. The pink shirts rushed the vehicle just as it was pulling off. I was a mess of emotion realizing the girl I'd spent the night with was a nut case, classifying her as a dissociative identity personality by the time I was placed in front of the Dean Brennan.
"Well, you've had quite the day, haven't you, young man?" Dean Brennan was a large woman in her early fifties who was quite popular with the student body.
"You could say that, ma'am; look, I'm really sorry about everything that happened today. It was a mistake and it'll never happen again. She was crazy, but now I know all about it!" I was stammering and anxious not knowing what would happen next.
"Oh, she was crazy; is that what you're telling me about Mei-Hua? One of our bright shining stars of the mathematics and science department, as well as an academic celebrity, is as you say, crazy?"
"I know how it sounds Dean Brennan, but she on to me, first. Well, she was mean to me when we met but later, it changed."
"Changed?"
"Yeah, she uhm, came over to my dorm and we-studied, but then she started changing and then-then we did it. But not right away, we just fooled around, but last night she fucked the shit out of me!!" I was completely panicked not realizing what I was saying.
"YOUNG MAN, HOW DARE YOU!!"
"Sorry." I lost my voice, realizing I was probably going to be expelled. I wondered what my parents would think. My father warned me repeatedly about getting "distracted" and I knew this wouldn't sit well with him.
"Look, you probably were a little overwhelmed by the curriculum here; it's not the first time something like this has happened. Maybe a small sabbatical is in order; you can come back next semester." Dean Brennan tried to look sympathetic, but I knew it was over for me. I wished I had never met Mei-Hua.
"WAIT A FUCKING MINUTE HERE; HOLD IT UP!!" Mei suddenly shoved the office door open staring at me desperately. She'd taken the time to change into her workout clothes.
"I'm expelling him right now, Mei." Dean Brennan dropped all pretense of fairness.
"YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND, THERE'S BEEN A BIG MISTAKE DEAN!!" She was breathing heavily as if she'd run across campus. She was holding onto the double door frame of the office and gasping for air.
"What's going on here; what is it Mei?"
"THIS!!" Mei suddenly shoved the other side of the double door open.
"What-the-fuck?" I found myself staring at two identical women, similar down to the slightest hair. The other one was dressed as I remembered her from the pavilion albeit a little disheveled and winded as well. Both girls seemed to move in unison glancing over at one another.
"Shuì chǔn lǘ , gào sù tā men nǐ shì shuí , bù rán wǒ jiù tī nǐ de pì gu!! "The Mei in the track suit harshly slapped the other in the back of the head. Both girls argued in their native language for a few seconds before the one in the sundress bowed her head finally speaking in English.
"Dean Brennan, I am Mei-Hua, and this is my sister, Mei-Zhen. She has been visiting me on campus for the past week and a half. There has been, some misunderstanding between myself and the gentleman sitting there." Both Dean Brennan and myself sat there staring at them matching sisters, dumbfounded. Mei-Zhen viciously slapped the back of her sister's head once more prompting her to continue.
"We, are identical twins." Mei-Hua shrugged looking flushed and embarrassed.
END of PART ONE
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"We, are identical twins." Mei-Hua shrugged looking flushed and embarrassed.
My life had taken a turn for the surreal as I found out my crush and simultaneous antagonist were two different people; sisters in fact. I'd been seeking a tutor for calculus when I'd come across an innocuous post on the community bulletin board in my dorm advertising Mei's services. What I didn't know was that the Chinese student, an academic star, and mathematics prodigy, was that she was an uptight shut-in imprisoned by her own body. As it was explained to me, both Mei-Hua, and her sister, Mei-Zhen were blessed or cursed depending on which sister you talked to, with a form of steatopygia that left them sporting natural 34B-30-57 measurements. I surmised this left the more conservative twin, Mei-Hua with severe enough body issues that she went out of her way to hide it with extra large clothing, staying away from anyone (male) she thought would have a negative reaction. She'd judged me based on preexisting stereotypes of black males, figuring that I would lose impulse control if I saw her huge ass. This pissed me off because even though I prided myself on being a well-adjusted fellow with a healthy attitude towards women, she was right. I would have flipped out if I'd seen her monster sized butt and done what others before me had probably done. Namely, try to ask holler at her and at the very least take a picture of her phenomenal ass. This fact had made me easy prey for her identical twin sister, Mei-Zhen, herself looking to sexually experiment with black guys. I quickly pulled out my phone snapping several pictures of the bickering twins before turning to Dean Brennan.
"So, guess this means I'm not getting expelled, right?" The older woman's face clouded with frustration at being foiled in her premade plan to get me off campus.
"Academic probation."
"WHAT, I'M NOT FAILING ANY CLASSES!!"
"There is the question of your grades in calculus, young man. I have been informed that you will be issued a makeup exam and your standing here at the university will be contingent upon you passing the class."
"That's bullshit, Dean Brennan and you know it."
"Academic probation." She replied smugly earning my ire and Mei-Zhen's attention. The beautiful twin's face was flush as she ran up on the desk causing Dean Brennan to flinch in her seat.
"That's not fair; he's not a pervert and you have no right to criminalize him like this. We just told you that he didn't know we were identical twins. I-WAS THE ONE SLEEPING WITH HIM!!" Mei-Zhen slammed her fist on the desktop.
"My decision's final; either he passes the quiz, or he's expelled." Mei-Zhen looked horrified at the dean's proclamation turning to face her sister, Mei-Hua.
"Zhè dōu shì nǐ de cuò , nǐ 毀 le yì qiē!! ARE YOU HAPPY NOW, MEI-HUA?!!"
"I-I am very sorry." Mei-Hua apologized again as I pushed past her sister, exiting the office with little regard to either woman. Mei-Zhen was quick on her feet chasing me down as I reached the elevator.
"Don't worry, I'll be with you until this shit is fucking resolved. We're gonna do some cram sessions and hit those books for the rest of the weekend. Fuck that cunt back there, you're gonna shove the A you get on that exam right up her big, fat ass!"
"Stop, I'm calling an audible on this situation." I held up a hand in front of Mei-Zhen's face.
"What?"
"I, uh-I need to take a break. This shit is getting a little weird Mei, uh?"
"Mei-Zhen."
"Thanks, but I think I need to handle things on my own. My college education is flashing right before my eyes and I can't take a chance on failing my parents and myself." Her narrow eyes widened at my assertion as she snagged my forearm.
"Hey, they know it's two of us; we're twins and that should make everything cool; don't be mad. Come on, we just got together."
"Yeah, but they're still gonna fuck me anyway." I softly removed her arm even though I wanted to hug the beauty as her mirror image looked on a few feet away.
"COME ON, DON'T PUSH ME AWAY!!" She locked arms around my neck, panicking.
"I ain't trying to lose my college education Mei; GET UP OFF ME!!" I pushed her away stepping into the elevator. She looked like I'd stabbed her, her face crestfallen and sad as she turned to her sister Mei-Hua.
"Nǐ xiàn zài gāo xìng le ma ？ wǒ bù néng yǒu rèn hé dōng xī , yīn 為 nǐ!! nǐ huǐ le wǒ de xìng fú!! I-I HATE YOU!!" The doors to the elevator closed just as I witnessed Mei-Hua's reaction to her sister's outburst.
By the time I'd reached the first floor, I was already considering running back to my version of Mei. Instead I forced myself to walk back across campus towards my dorm room. My mind was still awash in memories of our one-night stand twenty-four hours earlier. The Chinese beauty had taken me by storm like a raging fire, leaving my enchanted. A few times, I stopped on my lonely walk looking back in the direction I'd come from. Perhaps I was hoping she'd be running up behind me, but she wasn't there. She'd come along at a time when I needed her most, taking thoughts of Mylie and obliterating them. I could still feel her all over me, chafing inside at the loss of some masculinity. I pushed forward still, prodded by my ego to do what was right; do what was necessary for my future. Yet, still I looked back wondering what was happening between the sisters. Even though the identical twin sisters had become the catalyst for so much chaos in my life, I still felt like a jerk for rejecting Mei-Zhen. I trudged into the dorm finding my door and the adjacent walls covered entirely with "NO MEANS NO" flyers. I shrugged, ripping away a few until my door knob was visible, as my phone chimed with a text message.
TEXT: I will be praying for your success with all my might; I'm sorry about everything from the bottom of my heart. I'm really feeling it and I swear that my bitch sister will pay for what she has done to you. I HATE HER ASS MORE THAN EVER!!
The last part of the text gave me pause because of the virulent nature in which it was written. The emotion was palpable and raw.
MY TEXT: Don't worry, I'll do my best. Hey, you only have one family; maybe you two can work it out.
I stared at the text for a long while before deleting it and pushing into my dorm room. My roommate Armin was nowhere to be found and it appeared the Angry Women's Group for lack of a better term, hadn't stopped at plastering my door with flyers. The room was vandalized with trash and even more flyers. I almost had to wade through the garbage to my bed. Irma Hersh was on a mission, but I'd deal with her later as I retrieved my books and began cramming. Right before midnight, I received another text message.
TEXT: We were so good together; I was robbed because my stupid sister can't accept who she is and now I'm lost. I HATE her FACE, guess that means I hate my face too. Gonna have to do something about that shit.
A picture of Mei-Zhen was attached which gave me pause and tugged at my heartstrings at the same time. It was a selfie of her lying in bed with a loose-fitting tank top just covering her small breasts. I could make out her abdomen wondering if she were wearing anything else. She was holding the phone aloft with this sad expression on her face. A closer look revealed tears streaming down her face. We'd known each other for a relatively short time, so I felt apprehensive wondering if she weren't trying to manipulate me emotionally. Five minutes later I was texting her a message which I also deleted when my inner voice demanded. I had to make sure my educational residency was safe. I continued into the night before passing out at my desk.
DARKNESS
*************************************************************************************
I was awakened the following morning by incessant knocking at my door which soon became loud banging. I checked my phone but found it dead, having been left off the charger all night. The door seemed like it would burst apart if I didn't open it. I had butterflies in my stomach thinking it was a restless Mei-Zhen determined to make amends for her sister's actions and see where our relationship was going.
"Wait; hold on-HOLD YOUR HORSES!!"
I barely got the lock turned when Armin burst into the room toppling me over onto my back. I got a closer look at his face than I'd ever thought possible as I realized it was smeared with women's makeup. He reeked of multiple brands of perfume which made me retch as I struggled to dislodge myself from under his stocky figure. Before I could react, we were suddenly surrounded by at least six sorority girls with more pouring into the room. For some reason they were all armed with cans of shaving cream which they began spraying all over both of us. We were covered in excessive amounts of the shit in what I guess was a tamer version of "Tarring & Feathering" a person as the pissed off women tossed in garbage bags full of more NO MEANS NO flyers before they were satisfied. They filed out as I recognized a few of Mei-Hua's associates amongst their ranks, all wearing the pink shirts of my arch-nemesis, Irma Hersh, for lack of a better term. Several photos were taken of me and Armin flopping about on our dorm room floor.
"DUDE, WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!" I was livid.
"BRO-THE BITCHES ARE CRAZY; I AM MADE FOOL ALL NIGHT!!" Armin was the worse for wear of two of us regaling me with a story of how he'd been lured away by a comely coed only to learn it was a trap when a phalanx of female campus students fell upon him. He'd been duck taped to a dolly, made up and paraded in front of Irma Hersh's jeering, sorority sisters to recite feminist dogma written by the likes of Valerie Solanas and Shulamith Firestone. Someone in the crowd suggested that Armin's profuse body hair be removed in the most humiliating manner resulting in a herculean effort to free himself and our current predicament. I was embarrassed at having not noticed his disappearance.
"Man, I'm calling campus security; this shit is getting out of hand."
"WHY YOU DO THIS HORRIBLE THING TO US-YOU MAKE THIS SHIT!! FUCKING BIG BOTTOM JAP!!" Armin was wiping his face with his bedding.
"She's Chinese Armin, don't go there, man."
"I-I go there, brother; you say you don't fuck with China woman, but room is full of pussy smell and her underwear! You say, it is nothing, but get mad when I try to take picture of that FAT ASS of hers and won't even give me her number. Then you have FUCKING ORGY in our room and DON'T INVITE YOUR BRO-THAT IS SHIT of my FUCKING LIFE RIGHT NOW!!"
"Armin?"
"DON'T TELL ME TO SHUT IT; PEOPLE ALWAYS SAY-ARMIN IS IDIOT!! PEOPLE ALWAYS SAY, SHUT UP FUCKER MAN, DUMB SHIT!! I AM NOT IDIOT, DON'T FUCK ME IN THE ASS, BRO!!" He was ranting looking for a fight after having his manhood stripped away overnight. I managed to get to my feet as he turned to face me with nothing standing in the way of any flying fists if we so chose.
"I'm sorry, Armin." It was a minor gesture on my part, and he was a fucking idiot. But he was right on a minute level because I had brought the Mei sisters into both of our lives. Unexpectedly, I was embraced tightly by Armin who appeared to be dreading a physical altercation as well.
"Whu-What are you people doing in here?" The dorm RA Stanley, was standing in our open door watching us embrace.
"Nothing Stanley, let it go." I was in no mood.
"Let it go; that's the problem around here with you people is that you've "LET IT GO" and mark my words, you're on the fast track to the hot place downstairs if you know what I mean. Forgive me for my candor but you boys need the lord in your lives!"
"STANLEY, GO!!" Armin had enough as well, shaking a huge clump of shaving cream out of his greasy hair.
"Look, just try one bible class; is that too much to ask, boys. What you've got going on here is uh, unnatural." He appeared to be wearing the same clothing I'd last saw him in, making me wonder just how much of a weirdo he really was.
"Why are you here Stanley?" I gathered some unsoiled clothing from a drawer.
"I'm the TA scheduled to give you and a few others the makeup test. From the look of things, you'd better be pretty sharp if you want to pass that test." I'd snagged some towels noticing the disgust on Stanley's face.
"You did see a whole gang of fucking girls running out of our room Stanley, didn't you?" The RA covered his mouth looking away momentarily. The expression on his round, bulbous head read of revulsion.
"You don't have to brag about your pagan lifestyle, geez guy!"
"THOSE BITCHES DID THIS SHIT, STANLEY!!"
"I'm touched by the lord, I don't need to hear this. There are consequences for sins of the flesh." Stanley had the nerve to wag his finger at me.
"FUCK OUTTA HERE!!" Armin standing behind the door rifling through his dresser slammed the door in Stanley's face with a stiff karate kick.
"Thanks, Armin."
"No problem, bro." The corridor outside our dorm room was becoming a crowded affair due to my recent affairs and the Mei-Sisters entrance into my life. Armin and I were extensively photographed and applauded as we strolled to the community showers covered in shaving cream and shredded flyers. I noticed a security guard amongst our admirers laughing along with everyone else. I resisted the urge to go upside his head for not doing his job. We showered in silence, both of us probably imagining stiff retribution for Irma Hersh. I didn't have time for that cow, there were more important matters at hand like my academic safety. I knew that I could probably get an attorney and fight it out in court, but I didn't want my parents involved. I resolved to spend the day studying at the library, partially to keep out of sight of any more distractions. I told Armin I was going off campus to throw him off my trail after spending nearly thirty minutes talking him out of hiring some people to "visit" Irma Hersh and her likeminded associates. I didn't think a blood drenched sorority house would help our cause with Dean Brennan. Armin cut out while I was still talking to him, leaving me worried about what he would do to reclaim his manhood. I gathered my books before yanking my door open.
"Mei, what are you doing here?" I'd caught her mid-knock with her small fist raised.
"I-I thought we could talk." She looked apprehensive and somewhat fearful making me glad Armin was long gone.
"Look, I gotta take care of things; we talked about this, Mei."
"I'm sorry, but we didn't." I took a closer look realizing that Mei-Hua was standing in front of me. It should have been obvious considering the conservative attire she was presently wearing. If the conservative top and billowy poodle skirt didn't tip me off, the large sweater tied around her small waist in a futile attempt to hide her butt was a dead giveaway.
"Mei-Hua?"
"Yes." She nodded her head as she was identified, managing a slight smile.
"No." I slammed the door in her face with impunity, just as she was beginning to speak. Seconds later, Mei-Hua was knocking at my door.
"Please, I would like to come to some accord with you; my sister is very upset and angry with me. I really didn't mean for anything to happen to you, sir. Please allow me to make amends for what I've done; open the door and talk with me."
"Fuck no!" I shouted.
"There really is no need for that blue language; can't we just talk like civilized people? I'm really sorry about assaulting you, yesterday." She was trying the doorknob while she talked causing me some panic.
"LEAVE ME ALONE; JUST KICK FUCKING ROCKS, BABY!!" I shouted at the door surprising myself with the sharp emotion that was welling up inside.
"Please."
"NO!"
"Look, I don't know what more I can do, so call me when you grow up."
It was quiet after that as I reflected on her last words to me. Part of me believed Mei-Hua was waiting outside with more of her militant cohorts in an attempt to assault me a third time. Now that I knew she was an identical twin, it was weird seeing this version of the exciting woman who'd come into my life. I'd been missing her all night and didn't want to torture myself with her chaste copy. I gathered up my books opening the door to find that Mei-Hua had taken a folding chair to sit outside my door, waiting. I ignored her walking around the chair towards the dorm exit. Mei-Hua followed behind me with this kind of pidgeon toed stutter step.
"You just don't give up, do you?"
"Not when I have a job to do; you need my help to study for that test." She asserted.
"Didn't your "help" put me in this situation in the first place?"
"Obviously, you don't listen too well. I'm helping you and there's nothing you can do about it."
"Lucky me." I tried to outpace her, but she managed to keep up as we approached the student library. I couldn't help but stare from time to time, becoming conflicted at her appearance. The sisters really were carbon copies of one another.
"So, you hate me, right?" Mei-Hua noticed my stares.
"I didn't say that."
"But you wish I was my sister, because she slept with you, huh? You got to fulfill your fantasy with her and I'm a bland copy, right?" Her voice faltered a bit as she worked to keep pace with me.
"Issues much?"
"Yeah, I'm right; you're just like other guys. Wanting to fuck us because of our bodies, who cares what's in our heads, right buddy?"
"Ignoring you."
"Story of my life; Mei-Zhen always had it easy with the boys and I had it-different. She could make them eat out of the palm of her hand while I endured "fat jokes" and perverts. In our community, we're freaks of nature."
"I didn't ask, Mei-Hua."
"But you're gonna judge me based on my appearance and that's a crock of fucking shit." I stopped walking turning to face her dead on.
"Are you kidding me? You really gonna stand there and talk to me about being judged by appearance; me, a black man?! I don't know whether to laugh or cry when I hear shit like that because it's a fucking reality I live with every day of my life whether I want to or not, Mei! So, you've got a HUGE BUTT and you're CHINESE, so what, baby? Do me a favor, get liposuction, therapy and cry me a FUCKING RIVER, bitch!!" I backed away and she didn't follow this time.
"Did you even talk to my sister when she revealed her body, or did you FUCK her?" I responded with a middle finger as I walked away. Her words hung in the air leaving a bad taste.
"Wǒ bú huì qiàn nǐ shén me!!" She called out when I was further away.
Ironically, I found myself sitting at the same table where I'd first met Mei-Hua. I sat there fuming as I stared at my open text book trying to figure out what she'd said as I walked away. Internally, I begrudgingly admitted to myself that I would have tripped balls if I saw her huge, round ass. The unapologetic misogynist in me chaffed at being judged based on preconceived notions even as I realized it was hypocritical of me to judge her based on ethnicity as well. A lot of Asian girls I'd seen had sort of smallish, or flat buttocks resulting in the "long back" look. Maybe I was wrong and there were scores of these thick, curvy women with pronounced "black girl butts." Thinking about it boggled the mind as I realized I had more in common with my roommate Armin than I realized. Mei-Zhen had come to my dorm room bearing gifts with us ending up an entanglement of limbs. She was proud of her curves, even flaunting for me as this sort of silent explanation of her twin's belligerence.
"So, are the answers supposed to just drift off the page into your brain?" Mei-Hua appeared with two lattes and a small brown bag that appeared to come from the local coffee shop.
"You again?"
"Yeah, I told you there's nothing you can do about me helping you." She placed one of the large drinks in front of me using her free hand to grab my text book. I was surprised when she slid into a seat next to me, going into my backpack for my notebook. I just sat there staring as she set up the table without a word before removing a brownie from the brown bag. Mei-Hua slapped my hand away when I reached for the brownie.



"You get that if you pass the first mini-test." She forced a smile as she continued tutoring me. It turned out to be three tests before I claimed the brownie. Mei kept everything business, but I noticed her staring at me and quickly averting her eyes intermittently.
"What is it?" I finally asked, tiring of her behavior.
"I want to say something, but you'd probably get mad if you heard it. I'm not as personable as my sister and well, I put my foot in my mouth a lot."
"Well, then you probably shouldn't say that shit, then."
"I know, but then the cycle just continues until I blurt it out anyway, so I thought I'd ask."
"No."
"Come on, please?"
"No, Mei-Hua." She looked away for a few moments before scribbling in my notebook. Part of me wondered if she were going to ask me the same thing her sister had before. My eyes wandered down to her conservative dress designed to keep her bounty hidden from the male populace. I wondered if the twins were truly identical.
"Still trying to look at my ass, huh?"
"Stop it." I redoubled my efforts to focus on my books as she leaned over with that unasked question on her lips.
"Uhm?"
"Don't!" I warned, worried that Mei-Hua was going to ask to see my junk or something. Her posture was a lot more relaxed than before.
"DID YOU USE PROTECTION WHEN YOU SLEPT WITH MY SISTER?!!" She blurted out, embarrassing both of us as the few sparse students using the library turned in our direction.
"Oh, no you didn't."
"Sorry, but all we have are each other and a baby would really complicate our lives right now; I-I mean you would probably be involved in raising him or her, but Mei-Zhen would be in over her head!! After our parents died, we were shuffled around our relatives and she didn't adjust well. You uhm, seem okay so I just wanna know if you wore a condom?" I stared at her silently processing her stammering diatribe.
"Hey uh, thanks for your help Mei-Hua."
"See, I knew you'd be mad." I was putting away my belongings as she facepalmed and squirmed in her seat.
"Gee, am I that fucking transparent; your sister deserves better, but you're too busy finding new ways to shove your head further up your own ass." Mei-Hua snagged my jacket sleeve as I stood up.
"I'm the only one looking out for us; some one has to do the heavy lifting and that's me. Don't worry, we'll let you know about the baby if she's pregnant."
"Wow, you're awesome."
"Look, maybe this uh, truce didn't work out, but I promise you won't fail no matter what. Even though you hate me and think I'm an asshole." I was just thinking how weird it was, hearing this crock of shit spilling from a girl with the face of an angel. The perfect likeness of a woman who'd literally charmed the pants off me. I'd slept with her twin, but also sort of hoped for more and her twin was making me regret that decision.
"For your information, we used a lot of condoms. Have a nice day, bitch." I trudged off noticing a security guard near the librarian's desk.
"Uhm, thanks for putting my mind at ease." She called after me, igniting my fury and indignation.
"Mei-Zhen is comfortable in her own skin, she knows what she wants and how to get it. Unlike her, you could use a GOOD FUCK." I wanted to be savage and leave Mei-Hua shocked. Her almond shaped eyes narrowed as she took a bite of her brownie, sizing me up.
"Yeah, right Mr. Wonderful; but did you ever stop to think about how she even knew you were alive?" she punctuated her words with a knowing, angry looking smirk.
"Bitch."
I hurried out with white noise and static filling my mind as her words became clearer presenting me with a question unasked and unknown until she posed it. I'd only had contact with Mei-Hua after we'd met. My walk back towards the dorm was longer than expected as I pondered her words. I took the time to rest on a bench outside one of the administrative buildings. I checked my phone noticing some calls from an unknown number. There were at least ten of them with no messages attached. I called back getting a never-ending series of rings before I gave up. I still couldn't get the twins off my mind alternately thinking about how arrogant and annoying Mei-Hua was in contrast to her more relaxed and sensual sister, Mei-Zhen. My phone suddenly rang again affording me an opportunity to answer it.
"Hi, how's it going?" It wasn't either sister; it was someone I considered, worse.
"Mylie."
"Don't hang up, I just wanted to see how you were doing. We uhm, didn't end on the best of terms and I've been thinking about you for a minute." My ex-girlfriend hadn't been on my mind during the entire time I'd been dealing with the Mei sisters. I found myself without emotion to spare.
"I'm doing just fine; I'm going to hang up now."
"WAIT!! You don't have to be salty; I just wanted to admit that I was wrong for not telling you about Ralphie. I didn't make the best of decisions, uhm you know how it is when you get caught up in things and Ralphie just kind of swept me off my feet, you know?" I stared at the phone like fecal matter was pouring out of it.
"No, I don't know shit about Ralphie, except what I read in your letter, Mylie."
"I'm trying to apologize for what I did; I want your forgiveness and maybe, friendship. It's hard starting a new chapter in your life when the other person is unsure about things. I-I mean I'm the one that's gonna be doing all the hard work and sometimes you just need some support when shit gets fucking real!! I could always count on you, remember how it used to be?" Mylie was ranting, not really talking to me at all; using me as her sounding board. Hijacking me for an impromptu therapy session with her own tortured consciousness.
"Pregnant, huh?"
"Don't gloat; we're still trying to figure things out. Everybody can't be perfect like you; have the right answers like you and always do the right thing-like YOU!! Ralphie is just-complicated; I mean we fuck like animals all the time and it's unfair to just spring something like this on a good guy like him, right?!!"
"Pregnant and alone; he left your ass after you told 'em, right Mylie?" She broke down, blubbering into her end of the receiver. I hated hearing her cry, not because of any lingering feelings, but because her crying voice sounded so ugly and uncharacteristically masculine.
"WHAT AM I GONNA DO?!! MY LIFE IS RUINED!!" I put the phone on speaker setting it down on the bench beside me as I watched the sun hanging low in the sky. The golden glow of the setting sun left a familiar golden hue over everything. Mylie's sobs serenaded me as a gentle breeze wafted through the semi-wooded area.
"I gotta go Mylie, bye."
"So, you're just gonna leave things like this? We were really good together, before. Will you just forgive me; I don't think I can deal with this all by myself." I reclined on the seat mulling her words as I watched a coed jog by with an amazing set of buns.
"Lose my fucking number." Her caterwauling got louder as I pushed the button on my phone silencing my ex-girlfriend.
Mylie had thought to call me the minute she was in trouble and I was offended at her unsaid assessment of me as a person. I guess I was supposed to be the pushover waiting in the wings for this conniving bitch to come running back to me with a bun in the oven. The remembered anger returned with a vengeance as I realized the sham relationship I'd been apart of for a good portion of my young life. All things considered, I'd only been with three women. Two of them were complete fucking train wrecks and well Mei-Zhen was, still being evaluated. Her sister's words hung in my mind as I pocketed my phone continuing on to my dorm.
I was alarmed as I walked onto my dorm room floor to notice a gathering of some dormmates at my door. I figured Irma Hersh had returned for more havoc and very nearly walked back out. Some of the guy's desperate looks and omnipresent camera phones told me that my initial worries were unfounded. There was only one, or maybe two people that could elicit that reaction from a group of horny, male students in my life at this time. I crept up watching the excited reactions of my peers, thirsty fan boys all of them. No one seemed to notice me standing in the back of the crowd and I was tall enough to peer over their shoulders into my room. There she was on hands and knees grabbing handfuls of the copious amounts of flyers left littering my floor. She'd filled the slightly torn garbage bags left behind by the assholes who'd attacked me and Armin earlier. She was visible from the waist down wearing some shiny, track leggings that did nothing to hide an extremely visible and diminishing panty line. Her small feet were bare as I noticed two extra bags of trash outside the door. A mop and bucket full of dirty water rested beside the garbage bags.
"I can't believe this shit, an Asian chick with all that fucking ASS!!" One guy commented as some others nodded.
"She's gotta be the hottest janitor, I've ever seen." Someone else laughed.
"Man, I wanna eat that shit; you know how them brothers do? Yeah uh, suck a fart out that fat culo." Two shady looking dudes I'd never seen before were running their mouths. One short, hairy looking creep was actively filming Mei-Zhen with his I-Phone.
"Shut up." I didn't want to hear anything else from this tool.
"No seriously, I'd lick that fucking dump clean; probably taste like Chow Mein, huh Mikey boy?" An Indian guy with a severe hair lip thought this clown was the funniest guy he'd ever heard.
"Shut-the fuck-up."
"No, I'm serious dude." I picked up the mop bucket weighing its contents.
"Me too." I doused both idiots with the dirty mop water. The group turned in my direction before scattering like some disparate group of street urchins leaving the smart ass alone to face me. He looked like he wanted to GO, before ultimately backing down. I never broke eye contact with the tough guy who was backing away from me arms outstretched.
"Man, get the FUCK outta HERE!!" I shouted breaking his resolve as he ran around the corner at the end of the corridor. I found Mei standing in the doorway with a hand on her chest looking wild eyed at the turn of events. I shrugged my shoulders as she smiled warmly.
"What are you doing here?"
"Well, I was in the neighborhood and I...uhm, sounds like bullshit, right?" I took the remining bag of garbage from her, nodding my head.
"You're going to make me leave?"
"I should, but I guess not, Mei-Zhen." She was wearing this shimmering lace crop top leaving a bit of her abdomen exposed; her face was made up as well. Her perfume wafted through my room leaving me a little affected.
"You won't even know I'm here."
"I doubt that very much; so, you were in the neighborhood, huh?" I snagged her wrist, shaking it a little.
"Yeah." Her narrow eyes were cast downward as her palm cupped and caressed my crotch. Mei focused her actions using her fingers to pinch and slightly tug on my shaft. I found her touch electric, rising to the occasion immediately as my hands went to her narrow waist. Mei surprised me by pointedly grasping my wrists pulling them back to my sides.
"Relax, let's not go from zero to one thousand right away."
"Huh?"
"Just let me, do this for a little bit." Both of her hands were working wonders on my member, softly stroking and caressing everything. no was already breathing hard; I noticed her nostrils flaring as she played with me.
"Feels so good, Mei." My voice faltered as she squeezed my shaft just below the head of my cock. She kept up this sort of pinching motion, licking her lips, looking up at my face for a reaction.
"It feels so BIG; positively HUGE in fact." Her mouth was open, one of her hands firmly massaging the underside of my balls.
"You know it is, Mei; you tamed it the other night. OOOHHHH, yes Mei that feels so FUCKING GOOD!! You want me to cum in my pants or something?" I wanted her mouth on my cock so bad, I was near tears.
"Would that be so bad?"
"Huh?"
"Cumming in your pants; what if I want you to SOIL your PANTS for me; would you DO it?" I gasped as she squeezed my balls hard through my jeans.
"Yeah, I guess." She licked her lips, enjoying every bit of what she was doing as I tried to reconcile her words with her actions.
"Really?"
"Yuh-Yeah, Mei; that's feels really good."
"I know." She got behind me leaning up against my bed, reaching around to squeeze my package greedily. I just went with it as it became apparent that she wanted us both sitting on the bed. I positioned myself between her voluptuous thighs as she tugged and stroked without mercy. Her breath was hot on my neck.
"Mei." I was close.
"You're really gonna fill your boxers FULL of CUM just because I said so, huh?" Her tongue darted out touching neck, sending slivers of pleasure down my spine.
"I'd do anything for you; AAAHHH, AAAAHHHH BAAABY!!" My thighs tightened up painfully as I went into the beginning throws of an intense orgasm.
"Cum for me, asshole!" Mei quickly drew my zipper down releasing my rock-solid tumescence to her waiting palm. Her finger wrapped tightly around it jacking hard on the underside of the shaft as I exploded on the edge of my bed in several powerful bursts. Her other hand provided an intense twisting motion at the base of cock that had me twisting and aching my back in her grasp. Mei nibbled and sucked at my neck even giving my earlobe a nip or two. She was breathing hard and trembling a little bit as she worked me to completion.
"I-It's so fucking BIG; you got a really THICK COCK, shit." Mei ran her thumb up and down the shaft spreading a bit of my cum over it.
"I wanna touch you, too." I admitted, desperate for her lush curves and exotic beauty."
"No." She gave me a slight push, prompting me to stand as she stared, transfixed at my cum webbed up between her fingers. I zipped up watching her play with the gooey strands, amazed.
"What gives?"
"Uhm, you're supposed to be studying, aren't you?"
"Mei?"
"Well?" She raised an eyebrow, reclining back on her elbow still staring at my splooge on her fingertips.
"I mean-yeah, but we were in the middle of something, weren't we?"
"Maybe, but then again, maybe I wanted to give you something to look forward to after you pass your makeup test." Mei smirked at me scooting forward on the bed with her hand still aloft, covered in the evidence of her tease play.
"That's cold."
"You wanna fail that test? I thought you were cramming all weekend and guess what? You folded as soon as I touched you. That's not a good look for someone who needs to work as hard as fuck to stay in school. You do-wanna STAY enrolled, right?" Mei was suddenly all business throwing me for a loop.
"Sorry to disappoint you; was this all a test, too?" Mei looked away, flustered.
"If you fail; you'll blame me, right?"
"I never blamed you, it was all my fault for screwing up my education. Had ah, a bad breakup and fucked off a week. I just wanted your sister's help and that got everything so fucking complicated. Oddly enough, you explained her situation that first night, just by showing me your body. Maybe if Mei-Hua gave me the chance, things would have been different." Mei smiled warmly at me in a way that made me feel, strange.
"Hey, you crack those books and I'll get us something to eat-AAAAHHH SHIT!!" She looked down realizing that she was sitting in a pool of my cum on the edge of the bed. Mei jumped down running to the small bathroom in the other corner of our room. She washed her hands profusely before peeling off the leggings to her knees. My heart skipped a beat as her immense cheeks came into view, barely covered by what looked like bikini styled boy shorts. The sight had an instant reaction as my cock became painfully erect in seconds.
"Damn, it's all up in the crotch; she's gonna be pissed." Mei was talking to herself as she stuffed the leggings into my very small sink running water over the soiled area. I was given a view of her spectacular figure as she did her best to clean the garment. The slenderness of her back and the smooth transition into her abnormally wide hips were something to behold.
"Maybe some club soda will work; man, you've got some thick cum."
Mei-Zhen appeared to forget I was even there as she emerged from my tiny bathroom laying the leggings across Armin's bed. She had a wad of tissues dabbing at the soiled area bending slightly at the waist. Her perfect peach was exposed in the pronounced gap between her luscious thighs. Her gluteal cleft which started higher than you would normally expect was calling out to me in the worst way as Mei continued fretting over the pants. I wanted to sink my teeth into her rounded hips and kiss her thin lips. Those boy shorts were pretty much a thong at this point, digging impossibly deep into the crack of her massive oval shaped cheeks. Before I even realized it, I was on my knees, filling my hands with her bounty.
"HEY, WHU-WHAT?!! CUT THAT OUT!! Yuh-You're supposed to be studying; we'll have time for that later!! Think-UH, OOOOHHHHHH, OH SHIT; you're licking me down there in a dirty place." My face was buried in her backside as I sought her slit from the back.
"Whu-What about your studies; the test?" One of her hands grabbed at the top of my head as she tried to pivot while I pried her thick, meaty buns apart working my way deeper. Mei gasped and whined sounding like a distressed lamb.
"AAAAAAWWW, OOOOHHH, My but you're nasty; AWWWWWW FAWWK!!" She shifted, finally accommodating my inspired efforts, spreading her long, shapely legs as wide as she could.
Her pungent scent was everywhere as I continued caring little where my tongue licked. Mei folded her left leg forward giving me perfect access to her snatch. I could hear her reacting to my attention as she gasped and moaned finally pushing back against my wet, face. The girl was dripping profusely as some of her moisture seeped into my mouth. My thick lips pressed against her slit sucking and kissing before slipping a tongue inside.
"OOOHHHH, IT'S WRONG, BUT IT FEELS SOOOO FUCKING GOOD!!" Mei wiggled and twerked her big, pale ass against my face as my nails dug into her cheeks until she lurched forward landing on her back on Armin's bed. We stared at one another for a few seconds before spreading her legs presenting her delicate flower to me.
"Come on, finish it." She demanded, crooking her finger.
I dove between her legs with renewed vigor, making an absolute meal out of her snatch. Mei twisted her back involuntarily crying out in pleasure. My thumbs held her cunt open as I began fellating her engorged clit causing the embattled Asian beauty to grab both of my ears in tandem with her rotating hips.
"DO IT, AWWWWW EAT THAT PUSSY!!" My fingers dug into the outsides of her lush thighs feeling the goosebumps on her skin. Mei was close, art the precipice and pinnacle of pleasure.
Mei's shrill cries filled the room as her butt bounced on the bed taking me with her for the ride. Her naturally muscular thighs locked around my head. She sounded like someone was gutting her as I was inundated with her liquid lust as she came hard.
"Wǒ yào qù nǐ mā de liǎn shàng yòng lì!! nǐ zhēn shì tài bàng le!!" Her legs jerked and shook as she pulled them towards her chest. I took the opportunity to crawl up on my roommate's bed planting my knees under her butt. My cock was sandwiched between her labia lips feeling the steaming promise of her slit.
"WHU-WAIT!!" Mei's hand quickly ensnared my shaft. Both of us were breathing hard; her skin glistened with sweat as she looked up into my face, conflicted.
"What, oh-yeah, condoms, right? I still got a few left over from the other night, I'll snag one." I went to snag a rubber from my dresser when Mei tightened her grip on my bicep.



"Can you just-like rub it on my pussy?" She begged.
"Uhm, sure."
"It's just that I like this foreplay thing we've got going on; make me cum like that again. I love- I love the way you touch me!!" I pressed my length against her slit watching as it partially sank lengthwise between her puffy lower lips. Mei supported her weight on her elbows watching my progress with vested interest. Her arm jerked a little as she tensed up seeming poised to reach down and stop my progress.
"I'm gonna stop." I backed off, sitting on my haunches.
"Why, come on; rub my pussy with your cock; don't you want it anymore?" She tugged and twisted, jerking on my member in an effort to convince me.
"I don't wanna fight for it; maybe we should just call it a night, Mei."
"Huh, so you're bitter, so quickly."
"Hey, I'm not bitter; you seem how you say, "reticent" about being with me. Maybe it's because I was hard on you after that shit with your sister." She stared at me for a few moments covering her sex with her hand.
"No, it's not that."
"Right, besides I probably do need to hit the books, huh?"
"You're gonna ace that test; I know it. We kind of took you for a little ride, my sister and me; I'm sorry about that confusion. Uhm, you're a nice guy, a good one that any girl would be lucky to have." Her compliment tugged at my heartstrings.
"You're truly beautiful." She flushed crimson at my compliment.
"I want to try having more than a physical connection with you, Mei. It's been kind of a world wind since we met and someone kind of, opened my mind to how things probably looked to the outside world. I can't lie and say I don't love your beautiful body, but I owe it to your sister to find out if there's more to it than that." She looked genuinely affected by my poetic words, almost on the verge of tears.
Our lips met, tongues dueled as she cupped my cheek leaning into my body. My hand cupped her small breast finding a hard, little nipple too sensitive to the touch. She seemed to be completely enamored of my member stroking it with wild abandon. Somehow, I ended up on top of her pressed up against her cunt. The head of my cock felt like it was seared as it penetrated her just a bit; her wetness was apparent dripping down the length. We both looked down for a few moments before I adjusted it along her slit in a sawing motion. She half ripped off her top revealing her modest breasts. She cradled my head as I suckled an available nipple. Mei worked her hips against me creating an enticing, grinding sensation. We made out hard and passionate caring little about the world around us. I suckled her neck, doing my best to create a hickey there.
"I-I want your cock." She whispered into my ear before taking it between her teeth.
"Co-Condom, I'll get one." I moaned back, almost unwilling to break contact.
I motioned attempting to break contact when Mei quickly reached down using her fingers to press me against her slit.
"Mei?"
"Fuck me." I thrust half of myself inside finding it excessively tight and steaming hot. Mei cried out loudly as if someone had stabbed her, locking her arms around my neck. Her back arched up off the bed in agony as her abdomen touched mine. Her almond eyes widened at the moment of the sexual intrusion as her mouth gaped. Her whimpering filled the room, making the atmosphere take on this weird, tragic feel.
"Mei?"
"Come on; do it. Fuck me like you did the other day." The tears running down her cheek caused me to hesitate until I felt her heels lock into the small of my back. It was hard pushing into her as my cock encountered a lot of resistance. Mei drew me close at every thrust until I'd bottomed out in her tunnel. Her nails dug rivulets into my back as I began slowly fucking her, dabbing at the tears on her pretty face. Her tightness was incredible along with her wetness which made loud, sounds that echoed off the walls. My dorm room had darkened and neither one of us noticed anything outside of ourselves. She was wincing and crying a little bit as I took her.
"You, okay Mei?"
"It's-kind of BIG and THICK, just hurts a little; kiss me." We made out finding an anecdote for her sexual suffering as she started to find a rhythm in time with my thrusts. Her nails had found a new target digging into my buttocks.
"Like that, yeah-it's starting to feel...good." She awkwardly worked her wide hips, making little sounds of encouragement in her language. The distant strains of Jill Scott's "He Loves Me" filtered across the dorm floor probably emanating ironically, from the same room the first night I'd met Mei-Zhen. I was grateful for the help of the unintentional DJ.
"Push it inside; fuck me." I could feel every bit of her love canal tightening and tensing up around me. When my cock pushed wetly into her entrance, Mei's stomach would quiver, and her walls would bear down on the space just below the head of my member in this kind of snapping motion.
"You-you feel so good, Mei." I gasped into her ear as she ground my cock inside her.
"I like-it too; I never knew it could feel so, fucking good. You're taking me places I've never been, before and I-I uhm, don't know how I feel about this."
"You didn't like it, the other night?"
"Uhm, yeah, but this-it's different this time; you're so deep inside me. Fucking me so hard, but I want you to pound me down here, even more." Her nails dug into my ass while her heels bucked at the small of my back wanting more. I did my best working my hips as if I wanted to break her in two. I could sense the head of my cock thumping against the end of her cunt.
"YEAH, YEAH DO IT LIKE THAT; FUCK ME, DO IT HARD AND MAKE ME YOURS!!" Her mouth began to gape and twist as her spine assumed a serpentine motion. The wet, squelching sounds of our unison filled the room in tandem with the soft music.
"I- FEEL IT, THUMPING AT MY DOOR, KNOCKING AT MY ENTRANCE!! FUCK ME MORE, PLEASE FUH-FUCK ME HARDER!!" Her gasps of pleasure were starting to become a factor; I didn't want Stanley paying me a visit while we were in a clutch. I covered her mouth with my own finding Mei wantonly kissing me back.
"Tiān ā , nǐ duì wǒ zuò le shén me ？ nǐ ràng wǒ ài shàng le nǐ!! bù , bù , wǒ ài shàng nǐ de lǎo èr le!!" Mei lost her ability to speak in English under the repeated vicious pounding of my cock.
"Zhè shì cuò wù de , dàn wǒ bù néng zǔ zhǐ zì jǐ!! wǒ bù xiǎng ràng tā tíng zhǐ!! yì zhí cāo wǒ , zhí dào wǒ zài nǐ de bì wān lǐ fēn kāi!! zhè yǒng yuǎn shì nǐ de māo , zhí dào tā mā de shí jiān jié shù!!" I didn't know what she was saying, would probably never know, but I knew she would remember me for the rest of her life.
"Mei, I'm close." She grabbed my pointer finger, fellating it before covering her left breast with it. I watched as she traced a circular motion around her dime sized areola. The nipple was really hard, taking on a nub-like shape.
"Pinch 'em and fuck the SHIT OUT OF ME!!" Mei forcibly snagged my wrists, covering her breasts with my hands. I obliged pinching and rolling her nipples until the tremors in her body began.
"Wǒ kuài dào le, cāo wǒ ba , hēi xiǎo zi!!" Her eyes were shut tightly as her mouth hung open gasping.
"Shit, Mei, I'm gonna cum."
"FAAAWWWKK, DO IT; CREAMPIE MY UPTIGHT, LITTLE PUSSY!! FUCK, FAAWK THAT SHIT UP!!" I reared back even as my balls began tightening up. Mei's hands were suddenly everywhere trying to grab me and pull me down on top of her.
"Mei!!"
"COME ON, I WANT YOU INSIDE; YOU-YOU'VE GOTTA PUT THIS FIRE OUT IN MY PUUUUUSSSSIIEE!!" She begged scratching my forearms a few times.
"I'm not wearing a condom!!"
"I-I DON'T GIVE A FUCK; EXPLODE INSIDE MEEEEE!! Bǎ wǒ zhuàn de dōng xī gěi wǒ!! wǒ yào nǐ chōng mǎn nǐ de jīng huá!!" She was bucking against my back like I was some sort of thoroughbred horse. Images of a particularly cute, biracial kid appeared in my minds eye holding out a bottle while her twin, Mei-Hua looked on disapprovingly.
"I asked if you used condoms when you hooked up with my sister; you obviously lied." There was this smug expression on Mei-Hua's face as she folded her arms across her modest chest before vanishing into thin air.
"Can't go to school and take care of an infant; but I'm not unsympathetic to your plight. I'd like to make you a few job offers here on campus. There's security, janitor work which is little more lucrative, and the cafeteria could always use a good busser." Dean Brennan had appeared before my eyes holding a few of the related uniforms on close hangers.
"FUCK YOU, BITCH!!" I screamed at the top of my lungs.
"YEEEEAHHHHH, FUCK ME UNTIL I DIE ON YOUR COCK; MURDER MY PUSSY WITH THIS BIG FUCKING DICK!!" Mei was completely gone, given over to the throws of passion. Her thick legs were squeezing the stuffing out of me in tandem with her snapping cunt as my thigh tightened up painfully, seconds away from making a mistake both of us would regret.
My hands slid down to the tops of her rounded hips as I reared back before driving my cock home with enough force to sap her muscular legs of their strength. The effect was immediate as her legs fell limply at my sides. I snatched my cock from her slit just as an epic rope of cum exploded from the head of my penis soiling her crotch and abdomen. Several ropes followed as she shivered uncontrollably, her hand shooting down towards her cunt in a desperate effort to prolong her experience. I beat Mei to it, sinking a few fingers inside to tease her inner button while rubbing her clit with a thumb. The wetness and stickiness inside her was amazing. My fingers were covered with her oily, essence.
"You were supposed to cum inside." She finally said, crestfallen.
"You wanted a baby?"
"No."
"Then you didn't want me to cum inside, right?" I was still touching her mound. Mei reached down angrily tossing me hand away from her crotch. She snatched at the sheets on the bed pulling them over her nudity as she backed up against the wall glaring at me. I looked away realizing that much time had passed once we'd started making love. Michael Jackson's "Heaven Can Wait" drifted through the air from our unknown DJ, once again.
"You know I did the right thing, don't you Mei? Imagine if I got you pregnant; what would your sister say?" I reasoned as she sat in an upright fetal position staring at me from the darkness. Mei kind of half-laughed before looking towards the streetlight outside my window as she bit on a knuckle silently thinking.
"You know I'm right."
"We were in the moment and you had to go and just ruin it." She sniffled a bit as she wiped her nose.
"You wanna be pregnant? That what you want, Mei?" I was beginning to think I'd met another nut job beside Irma Hersh. She looked at me silent for a few seconds before beckoning me over with a crook of her finger. I crawled over on all fours to sit beside her.
"Give me your hand."
"Why?"
"Give me your fucking hand." I pensively offered my hand which Mei took focusing on my pointer finger again. She raised her over arm, resting it on her knee as she pushed my finger against the bicep. There was something implanted under the skin like a cord.
"Birth Control." I face palmed feeling like an idiot as we sat idle, side by side staring out of the window.
"Sorry."
"Stop apologizing; you didn't do anything wrong. You were thoughtful and caring when most guys would've knocked me up without a thought. I don't deserve you and I shouldn't have done this." A tear streaked across her cheek.
"Mei?"
"Shut up, I can't take it anymore; can I kiss you?" She sounded like she had the weight of the world on her head.
"You're the only girl who can kiss me." I spoke true in the moment as our lips merged.
It was the sweetest of kisses, even better than out last as her hand cupped my cheek. I wanted her more than I had before covering her hand with my own. The kiss devolved into a series of light, repetitive rabbit pecks before roiling into full blown passion.
"I want you, Mei."
"Yeah." She moved into my lap on her knees wrapping her arms around me in a soft embrace as we continued making out. In short order, we fell over as my cock impaled her once again. Her shapely legs were splayed apart, folded weakly at the knees. Mei raised her arms over her head pressing her palms flat against the wall, fully submitting to me. I pushed slowly inside finding an excessive stickiness and pockets of tantalizing moisture. I covered her body with my own cradling her in my arms, reveling in the closeness.
"Mei, I think I'm falling-."
"No, you're not." She cut me off before I could finish my sentence, covering my mouth with her own as we merged in perfect unison.
We were suddenly bathed in light as someone opened the unlocked door to my room. The door swung hard hitting the wall loudly and knocking some things from Armin's dresser. We found ourselves looking at Mei-Hua. She was holding a few bags of takeout and a carboard cup holder with two large sodas. Everything in her hands hit the floor at her feet with explosive results.
"You're fucking my sister?" She looked as if she were in a state of shock as she turned her attention towards Mei-Zhen.
"Wǒ yǒng yuǎn bú huì yuán liàng nǐ de!!" My Mei covered her face in shame as I jumped out of bed covering myself with some of Armin's bedding.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK'S YOUR PROBLEM MEI-HUA?!!" I was pissed.
"That's not my name."
Her hand collided with my face, a rough, hard slap that nearly took my head off. She was running down the corridor as fast as her legs would carry her before I could react. I turned to face her sister who was sitting on the edge of my Armin's bed with tears streaming down her face. There was something completely wrong with the girl sitting on my bed. A large blood stain was visible on the sheet covering her nudity. I looked down at my fingers realizing they were soaked with this girl's lost virtue.
"I never said I was Mei-Zhen."
END OF PART TWO
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It was a lazy, Friday night and I was without plans, or any business to speak of, which left me in a bummed mood as I gamed online. It had been nearly five months since I'd been laid, and I was getting a bit antsy. At the height of my boredom my phone rang jolting me from a toxic lethargic state as my friend Orlando promised some guaranteed sexual action if I took wingman duty this evening. My short, Salvadorian acquaintance had been trying to get with the apple of his eye, one Guadalupe Recinos for a little over five months finally taking her into a hookup if and only if, he could get a date for her cousin, Maria Lorena Espinosa. Supposedly, she was a little hard to get along with making it hard for Guadalupe who rarely did anything without her cousin. I'd seen Guadalupe who went by the nickname "Dulce" once as Orlando spoke with her at her job bagging groceries at the local supermarket. She was this short, slightly bottom heavy Mexican woman with a prominent nose and harsh features. I admit to staring a little too hard at her chunky looking, squarish butt. She'd glared over her shoulder at me somehow feeling my eyes, quickly turning to face me with her hands on her hips. If looks could kill, you know the rest.
Orlando was a jovial fellow taking my actions as an endorsement of Dulce's attractiveness in the way some guys will, before smoothing things out with his crush. We shared a proclivity for women with a wealth of "Junk in the Trunk". Now, here I was sitting in his truck as we sped along the I-405 to some woman's home who probably didn't like me one bit. He kept assuring me that everything was okay and that she didn't care who came along as long as her cousin got some action. It seemed Maria had become a terror to live with making Dulce's potential suitors bolt from the home by the dozens. The situation in the small track house on the outskirts of the county line had become dire making Dulce readily accept any willing suitor for her cousin. I probably should have asked more questions, but I was just as desperate after my five-month deluge with my last relationship ending when I discovered my "girlfriend" was actually married with four kids. I was completely oblivious because she was regularly letting me tap her 44-Inch butt on the sly. It seemed like she spent an inordinate amount of time at my flat getting fucked doggy style for the majority of it. I'd become accustomed to waxing her big, round butt with cum and losing that access was wearing hard on me. I asked Orlando if Maria had a big butt like her cousin earning a knowing chuckle.
"BIGGEST of the BIG, my friend." His words echoed in my head making me overly anxious to meet this woman.
I looked out at the surrounding neighborhood as my predominantly black area gave way to the adjacent latin area separated by the freeway and the airport. It was a small tight knit working class community of blue collar factory and hotel workers for the most part. The store signs went from English to Spanish in the blink of an eye as we neared our destination, a trailer park called Shady Oaks. Dulce and Maria had small home at the end of the drive that was a little further apart from the other residences. There were more than a few unsavory types loitering around near the entrance as we drove into park. I tried to look tough even while making sure to avoid eye contact with guys that looked like thugs and druggies. I kicked myself realizing that I'd be stuck out here in the boondocks if the trip turned out to be a bust. Orlando was playing his music loud with his windows rolled down as I noticed a few lights going on in some of the trailers as we drive by towards our destination. I began to doubt his words wondering if I was falling into some kind of trap. Maybe he was a serial killer or something? There was a wooded area near by that gave me pause. I nervously asked about Maria again.
"BIGGEST of the BIG, my friend." He replied again with jovial certainty.
Dulce soon appeared through the windshield going from a tiny spec to a larger than life individual standing on her frayed lawn smoking what I thought was a cigarette but was actually a joint. The short, squat Latina was wearing a tight-fitting tank with spaghetti straps that left a little of her baby, muffin top exposed over cut off brown Daisy Dukes that looked more like panties than jean shorts. She wore a pair of cowboy boots at the end of her shapely legs. Dulce was just over five feet in height if even that. Her dark hair was adorned with a large ornate pin that spoke of her heritage. It was just the harsh, abrasive expression on her roundish face that I couldn't get past. For some reason, Dulce looked like she'd be a wild fuck if nothing else; probably only good for doggy style with her chunky, squarish butt. She noticeably took a few steps back from the car as we pulled into her driveway. She had been standing near the passenger side and her actions gave me pause. Orlando shrugged his shoulders waving off my apprehension with a practiced lazy smile.
"Maybe I should just stay in the car."
"Come on, don't be that way; I told you that her cousin..."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah; she got a big ass, right?" My skepticism bubbled to the top.
"No, it's the BIGGEST of the BIG; No me jodas esta mierda, hombre!!" Orlando seemed a little put off, perhaps because he was at the precipice of his quest to bed Dulce.
She certainly didn't make things easy ushering Orlando off to the side for a private conversation never taking a suspicious eye off me while they conversed in spanish. I was completely at their mercy popping out my phone to check a few messages. I sent an insurance text to a few people and updated my Facebook status with my location as I scanned the seedy looking area. I noticed a few disparate people visiting the trailer across the street simply picking up something at the front door only to disappear as quickly as they appeared.
"Hey homie, I need to ask you a little bit of a favor, alright?" Orlando returned looking a little apprehensive.
"You want me to wait in the car?"
"No man, I just owe Dulce a little cash; got dollars?"
"Seriously?" I wanted to pancake his face with an open hand. I wondered if Dulce and her cousin were prostitutes as I forked over the cash.
I resolved to at least find out whether Orlando was lying about Maria or not, if only to put that burning curiosity to rest. He'd never done anything sideways since we'd met, and I resolved to give him a little bit of trust until the proverbial other shoe dropped. Dulce stared at me for a few minutes before walking up the short concrete path to her front door. This afforded both of us a look at her thick, looking chunky butt which was somewhat of an anomaly in and of itself. It was wide enough to be considered big but didn't really stick out. It had a sort of "fat flatness" if that's any indication. Her cheeks were peeking out from the bottoms of her homemade shorts. The under cuff where her butt met her thighs was a perfect straight line from one end of her thighs to the other. I was a little underwhelmed at the sight, preferring meatier fare. Dulce tossed open her screen door walking with this kind of emphasis on her hips that told us that she was aware of our eyes. She seemed to have an arrogance about her that went hand-in-hand with her harsh homegrown beauty. I felt like flipping her the bird as I surveyed her over furnished living room that could best be described as "Latin Urban Chic". There was a wealth of history with multiple photos of family members in color and black and white, ornate old styled furniture and various knickknacks. The place smelled heavily of potpourri intermingled with weed, leaving this kind of sweet bitterness in your nostrils as we moved into a short, hallway. Dulce suddenly turned with this menacing glare regarding me as Orlando stumbled a bit surprised by her quick movement. We stood in front of what was likely her bedroom door.
"No sé si confío en ti, pero mi primo necesita tener sexo. YOU-GO-THERE!" Dulce pointed towards a room at the end of the corridor which was covered by a multi-colored beaded curtain. The corridor was darkened as I stared at the room adjacent to the tiny kitchen. That kitchen simplicity at its best resembling something out of the fifties with basic appliances and a thin card table as its centerpiece. I looked back over my shoulder in time to see Orlando patting Dulce's butt as they entered the room half slamming the door behind themselves. I stared at the beaded curtain noticing that it had the colors of the Mexican flag. The door behind it was sturdy and solid looking like it had been attached at some later date. There was a decal of a BBW Mudflap Girl on the door as some kind of calling card. The decal glowed a little under the low nightlight emanating from a small bulb plugged into a socket on an adjacent kitchen countertop. I could hear a television on the other side of the door. I considered my options wondering if I should just go back and wait in the car.
"Come in." She called out to me from the other side of the door as if she were psychic. I felt a jolt of fear run through my body as I cautiously turned the knob.
The bedroom on the other side was a little bit larger than I would have thought just staring at the door like I was a few seconds earlier. The first thing I noticed was a larger entertainment center with a large flat screen television as its centerpiece. I noticed a surround sound system that was active blaring with sound effects of some sort of space battle depicted on the television. I stepped onto the plush, pink carpeting noticing various discarded articles of clothing strewn about as I stared at the television instantly recognizing the show from my distant childhood.
"Space 1999?"
"Oh, you know this show; I thought I was the only one still watching it after all this time." She sounded like what you'd probably think a chubby girl would sound like as I followed the sound of her voice to a large partition obscuring her from view. Her unkempt, queen sized bed seemed to be elevated almost level with my abdomen. The Art Deco styled room divider was on the far side of the bed leaving room for Maria and whatever she was doing.
"It's not in syndication; I was streaming it until it just dropped from my service without warning."
"There's still social media and I've been burning it off Y-Tube." Maria chortled; I didn't detect the slightest hint of an accent.
"I wouldn't give those internet Nazis my money; so what do you like about the show?"
"Well, it's the "REALEST SCI-FI" you can find these days that doesn't seem homogenized as fuck; I mean, every episode feels like anybody could buy it. When was the last time you thought that about any of those shitty Trek shows or Crap Wars, know what I'm saying?" She'd put some serious thought into her answer.
"Don't even get me started." I chortled, noticing the sound of a sewing machine behind the partition.
"I don't know, I just love the show and its old school effects." I looked around at some boxes of clothing and her vanity table in front of the only window in the room which had shut blinds. There were a number of computer accessories on the table instead of the usual makeup. A large number of unopened envelopes were scattered about the room as well.
"I come at a bad time; you seem kind of busy."
"No, not at all; I'm kind of a procrastinator and I had to take care of something before tomorrow morning. Besides, I'm kind of apprehensive about things even though I liked the way our conversation started just now."
"So, you don't want me to see you?"
"Probably delaying the inevitable, I at least want to get a good conversation out of you before you bolt from the place screaming."
"Really, I'm intrigued. You got, like a third eye or something back there?"
"No, actually I have one huge cyclopean eye like that animated chick on Futurama, big as fuck."
"Sexy." Maria laughed continuing to work on whatever project was in front of her.
"Really, that don't bother you, huh? How about a big, fucking hump in my back too?" I noticed at least six laptop computers around the room, all active.
"Cool with that too; what's up with all the computers?"
"I like to keep busy, got more than a few irons in the fire. Making a living in here; got to pay the bills and shit."
"What do you "DO" for a living?" I wondered if she was a hacker as I noticed all the major gaming systems in her entertainment center along with a few I didn't recognize.
"You first."
"I have the prerequisite cubicle afforded to a customer service representative for one of largest online stores on the west coast. Truly a dead-end job, I assure you, good lady." She chuckled again, amused at my comments.
"No shit, homeboy; well, I'm a designated shopper, online too, and a game tester, seamstress in case you hadn't noticed, some other things in the uhm, grey area of the law and last but definitely not least-an entertainer of sorts." I still had the feeling she was leaving out a few things.
"Entertainer?"
"Yeah, it's my thing you know, what balances me out and pays a lot of the bills around here." Maria responded casually.
"Musician?"
"No."
"Blogger uhm, movie reviewer?"
"I do that for fun, but no."
"Actress?"
"Kind of, like yeah; people pay to see me. It's uh, almost a full time job for most of the week with weekends off because I'm the fucking boss of me. I tried the 9 to 5 thing and it really didn't suit me all that much. Actually, I got fired from my cashier job at fucking Target after I got a little out of control." I could tell she was speaking from the heart.
"I feel you; I want to walk out of my job everyday but who'd pay my bills?"
"Well if you play your cards right, I wouldn't mind keeping you on as a cabana boy. What size shoe you wear by the way, cutie?" Maria's quick wit and were fast winning me over as I pivoted looking back at the show on her television.
"Size thirteen; what'd you do to get canned at Target?"
"Some shithead was taking pictures of me, so I sat on his fucking head. Did I mention that people "Pay to See me" huh?"
"Yeah, what's up with that?"
"First things first, what'd Orlando tell you about me, specifically." I paused remembering the simple description I'd been given that was the truest reason I was standing in that bedroom.
"It's okay, I have thick skin." Maria reassured sounding like she already knew the answer.
"So, I spill and you uh, cut out the Golden Child bit with that room divider?" The sound of the sewing machine suddenly stopped.
"Maybe."
"Well uh, the way it was put to me was that you're... BIGGEST of the BIG." I'd finally gotten it out after a brief struggle in which I considered lying and saying Orlando identified her as a nice girl or some other lame shit.
"Well, can't get any more specific than that, huh?" I didn't know how to respond after getting it out there in the open. I thought maybe Maria would kick me out of her room or blow up. I heard her fumble around a bit behind the room divider realizing that she was looking for a remote when the volume on the television suddenly muted.
"Well, it's showtime I guess." The tone in her voice changed sounding anxious.
"Huh?" A small black bag cleared the top of the partition landing on the bed in front of me. I picked it up examining the velvety texture before realizing it was a hood meant for my head.
"You want me to put this on my head?"
"Well, indulge me just this one last time before we formerly meet face to face. I'd like to come out fully before you bolt from the house screaming. Sit on the floor facing the door; I want you to get the full effect of this shit." The emotion in her voice was palpable making me determined to play it off no matter what I saw when she came out. Our interaction had been pleasant enough before things quickly came to a head. I wondered if perhaps I should've waited a little longer before squatting down as instructed.
"Okay." I sat there with the bag in my hands starring into the darkness of the hood.
"You're not wearing it, no fair."
"How do you know?"
"Webcam, won't you put it on if only for a few seconds?" I noticed a webcam mounted on top of her flat screen television. Maria had been watching me the whole time and I didn't know how I felt about that. I pulled the hood over my head sitting indian style on the carpet facing the door as she'd instructed. I could hear some movement as Maria went to the trouble of putting on some mood music. Missy Elliott's "Beep Me 911" serenaded my ears as I detected more movement that seemed to shake the floor a bit. Maria wasn't a small girl, I'd figured out that much; but how big was she actually going to be when the hood came off?
"Uhm, you can take it off now." Her voice faltered a little revealing a sliver of vulnerability that made me want to keep my eyes shut a few seconds longer if it would make her feel better.
I took the hood off slowly opening my eyes as Maria Lorena Espinoza came into view...
The young woman standing in front of me resembled actress Ariel Winter albeit with a slightly darker olive skin tone, a cute pixie whose face was framed by long curly brunette tresses that appeared to extend beyond her shoulders. She had a cute button nose and prominent dimples at the corners of her mouth which was twisted into an awkward sort of smirk. Her expressive hazel colored eyes darted about afraid to look directly at me for a few seconds as we shared this awkward moment in time.
"Uhm, wow." I mumbled, completely caught off guard.
"Yeah, I get that a lot; too much in fact and that's why I got all the fucking jobs around here; it's kind of hard for me to get around in public."
Maria was indeed a very large girl; freakishly large enough to obscure the door behind her as she stood before me demurely with hands crossed behind her back. She had to outweigh me by at least a hundred and fifty pounds looking to be upwards of five eight in height. I took it all in as she stood there silently waiting to see what my reaction would be. Her comments regarding the reason for losing her job made even sense now that I was looking at her. Whoever that annoying kid was that attempted to photograph her without permission, had paid the price in spades. I wondered if he were still alive after being literally squashed by this cute, big girl.
"Wow."
"Yeah, we kind of did that part, already; you okay?" Maria half chuckled revealing even more of her nervousness as I leaned forward staring at her body. She was wearing this super-sized, XXXL, pink t-shirt and nothing else. From the top of her head to the widest point of her hips to her tiny looking feet, Maria possessed a perfect diamond shape. Abnormally so, she was large enough to obscure parts of the door behind her with hips alone; a gigantic triangular, pear shape informed her figure with something peculiar catching my eye. Maria's body was a gigantic parody of itself with very minimal cellulite on her exposed, uncharacteristically shapely legs which tapered off into perfect ankles and cute, little meaty feet.
"¡ mierda, estás quemando un agujero en mi maldito novio!" It was the first time I heard Maria speak spanish in a nervous hushed tone as she looked everywhere but my face.
"But I haven't seen your ass, yet." I responded in perfect English, watching as her eyes lit up with the knowledge that I was at least, partially bilingual.
"So, you into the Big and Tall, my friend; you a closet fetishist for fatties, huh?"
"I don't know, maybe."
"Should I be scared, you aren't a crazy, stalker psycho or something, are you?"
"No, are you? It is your room in your house and I was invited to meet you. I'll admit to being intrigued because of a peculiar description of a certain body part of yours that I have yet to see. Besides, you're just wearing a t-shirt when its all said and done." My gaze centered on her voluptuous thighs as the humidity in the room seemed to ramp up a bit.



"OH, I'M WEARING SHORTS, SEE?!!" Maria suddenly flashed me lifting up her shirt for a few seconds to reveal what looked like jean print jeggings that had been cut into booty shorts. Those precious seconds were fleeting as she seemed to relax a little.
"Tease." I flashed my own disappointment.
"You really do like fat girls, huh Chico?" I didn't know how to respond as she folded her arms across what appeared to be a heavy chest. Her body was an exaggerated parody of an hourglass figure in the most extreme sense of the word.
"..." I was basically so dumbfounded at the huge girl in front of me, that I lost the ability to speak for a few seconds twirling my finger for her to turn around.
Maria followed my lead turning to face the door behind her assuming a faux position as if she were being arrested pushing her beyond enormous ass out in my direction. I wasn't prepared for the sight that followed as a nervous tremble erupted through my body.
"BIGGEST of the BIG."
Maria's butt was partially exposed as she placed her palms flat on the door causing the shirt to ride up a little bit exposing what looked like a good portion of her ass when in reality I was likely staring at the lower third of her butt which was wider than my torso and then some. Her cheeks were these massive rounded, circular shapes that terminated at a deep than normal cuff at the top of her thighs. I'd seen photos of other larger women over the years with most having a wrinkled mass of jiggly flesh and misshapen backsides. Maria Lorena Espinosa was different in that she had a massive, full ass that was almost cartoonish in its freakish perfection. Her waist while still wide, was dwarfed by the incredible swell of her hips as they ballooned outward into thick, shapely legs. Sensing my amazement, Maria dipped a hip slightly sending a ripple through her jiggly backside. She bounced a little on the bounce of the balls of her feet creating a thunderous clap throughout the room for a few seconds. I found myself clapping as she finished looking back at me with a knowing smile.
"Te gusta esto, ¿no, novio? Amando este gordo y jugoso culo?!!" Maria wanted to know what I thought of her little show.
"You had me at hello, baby." I admitted sheepishly.
"Is that right; want me to take it to the next level, huh?" I nodded as Maria walked over offering both of her hands. Her weight made it easy for me to pull myself to my feet, realizing I was a little bit taller than her. An impish smile had formed on her plump lips as she regarded me feeling comfortable in her own skin, offering her hand.
"Maria Lorena Espinosa; pleased to meet you." We shook hands formerly. I found myself at a loss for words as I stared forgetting my own name.
Maria turned her attention to the bed tossing a few magazines and toys onto the carpet before managing to climb onto the bed on all fours. Her t-shirt rode up even further onto the deep curve at the small of her back. This time, her entire ass was revealed informing me that I'd grossly underestimated its actual size. It was fucking massive to the point that I was intimidated wholly by it while being simultaneously aroused to the point of bursting. She'd been wearing some cut off jeggings giving me more of a direct look at her amazing side view.
"42DDD-40-72, go on have a look cutie; test it out, kick the fucking wheels why don't you?" I stumbled back a few steps looking at her bounty from the back. Another person could have been standing at my side and her enormous butt would still be a few inches wider than us combined.
"42DDD-40-72?!!" I parroted her stats, like some mindless zombie. Maria seemed adept at using the slightest movement to make her gigantic cheeks and inner thighs jiggle and ripple, keeping me in a semi-hypnotic statement. I noticed the "Chub Rub" of darkened tone between her thighs and the deep under cuff of her butt. I'd never been with a woman of her size, never thought about it in the slightest before tonight. She was swaying lightly, resulting in even more heavy, jiggling and clapping of her thunderous cheeks. My hand gingerly shot out with the palm placed flat against her left cheek, finding it dwarfed.
"Check it out." Maria arched her back further than you would believe a girl of her size could accomplish which had the added effect of drawing the jean print jeggings even further into the crack of her voluminous ass. In short order, I found myself looking at the perfect peach between her legs. The material was swallowed up by her puffy, labia lips in an even more enticing display.
"Oh, fuck me."
"Did I mention, people pay to see this?"
"Huh?"
"Web cam? I have a cam show for the freaks that like all this ass; helps pay a lot of bills around here." I barely heard a word as I leaned forward planting a kiss on the cheek in front of me. Maria gasped looking over her shoulder at me, her mouth agape with an incredulous look on her face. Both of my hands were already squeezing and groping as much of the left butt cheek as humanly possible. I found myself kissing it again.
"I can't believe you'd kiss my ass before you'd kiss my face."
I cupped her chin as Maria pivoted on the bed with much effort, managing to face me as our lips met for a deep soulful kiss. She closed her eyes, shutting them tightly as our lips met; my tongue slipped easily inside her mouth finding her own waiting for an impromptu wrestling match. It was sensual and tantalizing with that first kiss becoming many lighter ones before we parted staring into one another's eyes. She was incomparably pretty with youthful features and full round cheeks that I pinched playfully. The second, deep kiss held the promise of more as our mutual lust crested, hungrily. Kissing this beautiful, big woman brought my own unadmitted loneliness to the fore. Maria's heavy breathing permeated the bedroom intermingled with my own.
"Thanks." She gasped as we broke apart.
My tongue was back in her mouth in an instant even more intensely as my fingers cupped a very large breast through the material of her cotton t-shirt. Her unseen nipple was thick and sensitive to the touch sending jolts of shuddering pleasure through Maria's boy.
"Be careful with me; I get turned on really easy but it's hard to flip that switch back once I get going. You could get fucking, hurt playing with all of this."
"Is that a threat or a challenge?"
I cupped her cheeks finding more wanton play with her twirling, undulating tongue. I could've kissed her all night. My fingers continued groping and squeezing her tit, flicking the nipple until she broke our connection with a gasp of pleasure.
"Please, I want you in my bed."
Our eyes were locked on one another as I reluctantly peeled off my shirt revealing a defined torso accidentally sculpted by long hours in the gym as a substitute for physical intimacy after my last breakup. Maria's hazel eyes dilated, her nostrils flared telling me that she approved as I undid the clasp on my jeans peeling them down past my thighs causing my erection to spring out nearly horizontal with the bed in front of me.
"Oh, tienes uno grande, novio!!"
"Me alegro de que te guste esto, porque es todo tuyo, chica guapa; Voy a ponerte a dormir con ella, mamá." She giggled excitedly when I responded in spanish, suddenly reaching out to snag my jeans. Her strength was incredible as I was propelled forward into the bed. We couldn't stop making out, releasing a deluge of pent up sexual frustration on one another. I found myself lying on my back, yanked onto the bed as Maria relived me of the remaining clothing and shoes. She even yanked off my socks, looking hungrily at my body as she fondled my tumescence. A hand cupped the underside of my balls while her fingers slowly stroked my cock sending waves of pleasure through my body. Her breasts pushed against her t-shirt right before my eyes like low hanging fruit. I cupped them finding thick nipples which I pinched and rolled causing her eyes to flutter as she gasped.
"Harder, squeeze them harder quapo!" I tried as hard as I could finding soft, unyielding flesh. Maria's monstrous hips bucked and rolled as her weak spot was exploited. My precum was already leaking over her thin fingers lubricating her pumping fist. Her cute, cherubic face flushed red as she began using a twisting motion on my length.
"Where do you want to do it; where do you want to cum?"
"I would say on that big, motherfucking ass, but this-oh fuck, this is just fine, baby." I was on the verge of exploding all over her hand when she suddenly stopped rising on her knees. Maria motioned for me to move over a bit, lying on her tummy with that humongous ass facing up at me. The sight of those 72 inches staring me in the face was too much as I crested from the sight alone.
"¡ ven a mi gigante, maldito chico negro!! Give me some fucking, cum!!" Her thighs were wriggling hard sending a wealth of ripples across the surface of her massive butt. This was too much for me as a thick rope of semen cut a diagonal swath across her olive colored cheeks and the surface of those cutoff jeggings. The second burst was exclusive to the big, oval cheek closest to me splashing wildly about while the following shot pooled in the deep, crack of her gigantic butt. Maria ramped up her actions, jiggling even more as I shamelessly stroked out the rest liberally across both, rippling cheeks.
"Oh my god."
"What?" Maria looked back puzzled.
"I gave you a big load; I-I mean it's been months since I last got laid...YOUR ASS IS BARELY WAXED!!" Only the lower half of her cheeks were glazed much of the upper portion barely touched.
"72 inches of big, brown girl booty, you gotta work overtime to take care or me!!" Maria taunted with a girlish laugh.
"Challenge accepted." I replied staring at the wealth of riches before me.
I couldn't deny that I'd barely covered her massive butt with an epic amount of cum which was presently covering the lower portion of Maria's star attraction. My hands sunk deeply into the porous flesh of her cheeks mashing them together to create a gooey web between the brown twin globes of the humongous ass. The sight instantly sent jolts of erotic energy to my cock which began fattening and lengthening methodically as I slapped her buns together extending the web of semen. Maria was a big girl but the way her waist conceded to the incredible swell of her wide hips which threatened reach either side of the large elevated bed. I momentarily wondered why Maria had her bed so high off the floor. At this elevation, I was able to see over the top of the room divider noticing a neon sign hanging almost adjacent to my face that read "BIG GIRLS ROCK!!" in pink luminescence. Her t-shirt still covered her upper half as she lay face down buried in a pillow. Her cheeks had this thick, watery jiggle as my cock became a steel hard pillar of flesh poking into the under cuff of her right cheek. I sandwiched my erection in that dark umber cuff reveling in the heated feeling of her thigh and under cheek.
"That's different Chico; I'm gonna have to add that one to my list." I'd built up a good rhythm with my precum lubricating this new crevice before realizing that I'd become lost in my lust again. I reluctantly relinquished my new sex act attempting to straddle the back of Maria's thighs finding it futile as she accommodated me by spreading her thick legs so that my knees rested between them. It was a bit uncomfortable in that position as my own thighs were wedged tightly together forcing my balls and cock out in front. Maria continued jiggling and bouncing her butt mashing the thick, milky semen between her cheeks. I pushed into her butt spreading her cheeks apart to reveal her puffy, looking cunt barely covered by the crotch of the jeggings. She was sopping wet with her inner thighs radiating this steamy burst of heat that nearly set me off again as my erection throbbed. The selfish part of me wanted to shove everything inside and fuck her to death, but the enlightened part of my psyche knew sex was two people sharing themselves. To that end, my thumbs pried inside the juicy labia lips of her sex prying them apart to reveal a rich, pink color. Maria's jegging shorts were swallowed up between those thick lower lips.
The inside of her cunt was just as enticing, her insides full with inverted, glistening thickness offset by an extraordinarily, small inner opening leading to her womb. Barely three fingers were able to penetrate Maria's virtue which seized up around the offending digits in a vise-like grip. She moaned approval shuddering as I dipped inside partaking of her nectar. The longest finger brushed against her button sending shockwaves up her spine reflexively as I worked to rub it more.
"Oh, ese es mi lugar especial chico negro bastante; ¡ hazme sentir bien bebé!" Her thighs locked around my wrist almost snapping it in two as I swirled a single digit against that minute, bumpy ridge.
"Te gusta eso, como hacer que te empujen el botón de juego?!!" I straddled leg, mounting her right ass cheek, also helping myself to that previously discovered crevasse between her thigh and cheek. Maria gasped and wriggled under my probing digits.
"Sigue, estoy casi allí chico negro, sigue así bebé. ¡ sí, ya voy!!" I tugged at the soaked jeggings wedging the elastic material into her slit. Maria yelped, rocking her huge ass back and forth adding more pressure on my own pumping member. I spied her biting on her nails as she began to go into the throws of an impending climax.
"Yuh-YEAH, YEAH THAT'S IT, THAT'S IT RIGHT THERE!!" Maria's rolling hips almost took us both from the top of our perch in her cluttered bedroom as she began loudly climaxing. I'd managed to slip another finger inside her pulsing canal as she humped downward into the mattress pulling me along for the ride.
After nearly three minutes, I was able to remove my slightly mangled hand dripping with Maria's oily glaze as she breathed heavily. Her cheeks found my attention again as I mounted her again placing my member dead center in the crack of her immense butt. Watching her cum so hard had me ready as I wrapped her voluminous cheeks around my member completely hiding it from view. Motions ripples ran the gamut of Maria's huge backdoor as I humped myself towards another climax. My hands slipped under the material of her cutoff jeggings delighting in more volume yet undiscovered.
"¡ Juega con mi enorme culo, me encantan tus manos, nena!" Maria encouraged.
"I LOVE this big, fucking ASS!!" I was embarrassed as a web of spittle drooled from my lips into the small of her back. I don't think she noticed as the bed rocked and rumbled under her movements. Maria reached over the left side of the mattress retrieving something from under the first layer.
"Well, then help yourself." She handed me a pair of scissors surprisingly enough with clear intent. I stared at the large pair of shears figuring that maybe some other less than hospitable person might have made their presence under her mattress a necessity.
"Uhm, okay." Maria watched pensively as I hooked a finger into the crotch of her shorts shearing the elastic material easily. I was ill-prepared as her cheeks poured down further than I expected; the scissors cut a straight vertical line halfway up the crack of her ass. The material finally had it ripping apart at the seams as her monstrous Badonkadunk was revealed in all its glory.
"Biggest of the Big." Her tagline was fast becoming the undisputed truth. Hitherto unknown hard tan lines of panties that looked like they'd belonged on a much smaller girl appeared at the very top of her sloping, enormous ass. Her backside appeared even larger than before lying down as I continued playing with it. It had the effect of making her waist appear smaller than before. My cock while definitely not on the small side, was barely reaching halfway up Maria's gluteal cleft. I felt defeated just staring at the thing while the girl it belonged to watched with a knowing smirk on her youthful face. I didn't know how to respond quickly becoming intimidated at the sight of her prone, body. It was true that I was an out and out "Ass Man" but this was the very definition of gluttony. I wondered about the genealogy of this pretty girl with the oversized figure that made her a physical anomaly. Had she always been like this or gradually become? Her appearance while initially giving me pause, left me with an almost unquenchable desire to know all of it.
"I hope you're not tapping out already; be a real shame if you couldn't go the distance, cutie."
"You like talking shit, don't you?"
"Just stating the obvious; don't be mad."
"Who's mad? I feel like it's fucking Christmas morning and I just got that train set I always wanted."
"What you gonna do with that train set, huh?"
"Play with it until I BREAK it, beautiful!!"
"Promises, promises." Maria taunted before my hand collided with her right ass cheek resounding loudly across the room as she moaned her approval. I slapped that huge, jiggling butt a few more times until she was squirming before pushing her fleshy mounds around my cock and fucking them like it was going out of style. I lasted less than five minutes shooting a wad straight up the cavernous crack of her fat ass with subsequent spurts added to the mess already made on the lower third of her enormous back porch.
"How we doing back there?" Maria continued taunting. My thumb pressed against her anus gently rubbing in a minute sphere before sinking inside up to the knuckle. Her hazel colored eyes widened incredulously as she looked back at me surprised.
"Oh, you know me so well; sure, we haven't met before?" I managed to rotate my hand in a manner to allow some fingers back into her steaming honeypot. Maria buried her face into her mattress as I worked her openings simultaneously.
"Yeah, that's it right there, yuh-yeah; I like being fingered...RIGHT THERE, RIGHT THERE, BAAABY!!" Maria lost it becoming a blubbering mess as she came again. The only thing keeping me from losing a hand was my right knee strategically shoved between her legs. She humped my hand hard, bouncing and grinding her massive, tanned butt until my sore wrist was nearly hamburger. I continued my love affair with her monster sized ass by tracing that hard tan line with my tongue and teasing the tip top of her gluteal cleft.
"Baby?"
"What?" She cooed.
"I'm sorry, but I'm gonna have to let go of this beautiful ass for a minute so I can get down on the floor. Would you sit up on the edge of the bed so that I can snack on that pussy?" Maria burst into anxious, frenzied laughter almost making me feel like a fool before shifting her considerable weight on the mattress. She appeared a little flustered as she worked to sit up, perhaps embarrassed at the effort it took for her to sit upright. The top mattress lurched and tilted forward as Maria righted herself, nervously running a finger through her hair pushing it behind her ear. I cupped her cheek drawing the pretty girl in for a soft kiss. My hands slipped under the shirt cupped the swell and curve of her hips. Our tongues intertwined as I fondled and squeezed to my heart's content.
My questing digits slid around to her torso cupping the undersides of her equally large breasts, thumbs finding her nipples thick and erect. I teased and pinched those raspberries causing the pretty Latina to moan into my mouth covering my hands over the top of her t-shirt with her own. She liked the way I touched her applying pressure that told me she wanted more. I allowed myself to lose control a little more squeezing harder than before. Her breasts were pendulous and heavy feeling.
"Que se siente tan bien, me gustan tus manos en mi cuerpo. ¡ Tócame más!" Maria moaned breathing heavily.
"Muéstrame lo que estás escondiendo aquí abajo; ¡ quiero verlo todo!" Her eyes lit up as I spoke in her language again, a joyous expression read on her features as she pulled the last remaining bit of clothing from her body tossing it over her head with a bit of flair.



"Oh, shit."
Maria's huge tits sloped downward in an inviting manner; pneumatic low hanging fruit topped with large, faint areola and thick, erect nipples begging for attention. Each breast, were easily two handfuls framed by the same hard tan lines I'd found on her phenomenal lower half.
"Get over here." Maria grabbed the back of my head drawing my lips to her breast letting nature take its course. I cupped the closest one with both hands taking the nipple between my teeth suckling and teasing the hard nipple. She reacted cradling my head with both meaty arms, relenting only to let me at the matching teat. It was all a little much playing and sucking until Maria moaned for another passionate kiss. Her body was large, daunting, and sexually challenging. She was this pretty girl with an oversized hourglass figure. The valley between her breasts was deep, almost inverted blossoming out into her smooth, sloping belly which partially covered her sex. I found a bald snatch waiting for me as Maria reclined backward on the bed, waiting.
"¡ Oh Dios, sí!" I teased her puffy slit, really looking directly at it for the first time from the front. It appeared a big, juicy looking peach begging to be devoured. Her prominent clit had to be forced from its hiding place by my thumbs prying open her puffed up labia. I began writing the letters of the alphabet on it. A tremor ran through Maria's body as she began whimpering and gasping. She was extremely wet with more moisture and sweat beading on her body as I sucked on her button. I slipped two fingers back inside curving them up against her secret spot as she went into convulsions. I sucked even harder ramping up my actions inside as the large SSBBW began uncontrollably squirting in rapid bursts as she screamed out her climax. I barely had time to get my arms up as her thighs came smashing into me with incredible force as she tried to lock her legs around my head. Her hand shot down palming the top of my head like a basketball as she glazed my face with her lust.
"YEAAAAAAHHH, RIGHT THERE; YOU-FUUUCKING-OOOHHHHHH, RIGHT THEEEERE!!" Maria bucked and bounced on the bed nearly collapsing it in the process.
"SHIT, MOTHERFUCKER-YOU'RE FUCKING DOING IT; RIGHT THERE, OOOOOHHHHHH!!" She was almost sobbing as I continued working her for all I was worth.
"Puh-Please fuck me." Maria begged playing right into my calculating hands as I peppered her inner thighs with kisses and light bites. I took both of her lower lips into my mouth sucking and tickling until tears were running down her face. It was all I could do to separate myself from this beauty as I rolled a condom onto my raging erection. She was lying sideways across her bed fanning herself as I mounted her pressing the head of my tumescence against her opening. Her large frame was glistening with sweat with the light overhead catching it just right. She was sparkling, almost glowing as I noticed her eyes tightly shut.
"Look at me." I softly demanded as her hazel colored jewels slowly revealed themselves to me. Maria stared up into my face in wonder as I parted her precious peach with a tiny bit of the head.
"OOOOWWWWWHHHH!!" Her eyes nearly popped out of her head when my cock plunged inside her hard enough to thump the back of her canal. I let it rest there as I rotated my hips taking stock of her tightness. She was steaming hot and sopping wet as I stared into her face before stealing a kiss as a prelude to pure sexual chaos. The tightness was incredible almost to the point of being painful as I rutted around trying to resize her cunt. There was this sort of defiant friction pushing inward that gave way to this engulfing, pulsing wetness. I could feel the soft, cushiony touch of her belly and inner thighs all around me as I bottomed out surprisingly. The motion and jiggle of her soft parts sent little jolts of pleasure shooting all over my pelvis and inner thighs. Her arms locked me into her powerful embrace as I began pounding with all my might. I wanted to fuck this woman into submission; take away her knowing snarky demeanor and self-depreciating humor. She would know just how attractive I found her when it was over.
The resistance pushing into her juicy peach was indescribable threatening to peel the taut skin on my penis. Retracting my member presented even more of a challenge from the mind-staggering suction intent on never letting go as both of us gasped and moaned.
"OOOOOHHHHH YEAH, FUCK ME LIKE THAT-FUH-FUCK MEEEEEE RIGHT!!" Maria was flushed red bobbing and jiggling all over the place while the bed rocked under the considerable weight of our coupling.
"Fuck, your pussy is REALLY, REALLY TIGHT!!" I finally admitted under much sexual duress.
"Yuh, your dick is FUCKING HARD, FUCK MEEEEEEE MORE!!" Maria's nails were digging furrows into my back. Her ass was do immense that I could feel it from the front slapping up into my balls.
"YOU'RE SQUEEZING THE FUCK OUT OF ME!! OOOHHH SHIT!!" Maria Lorena Espinosa was intent on making me an honest hookup passively or not. We were both nearing nirvana as multiple tremors ripped through both of our bodies electric. Her eyes were shut tightly as she clinched around the base of my cock in several quick intervals.
"OOOOOOHHHH FUCK DADDDY-DADDY I'M CUMMING!! AAAAAWWWWNNNNNN, I'M FUCKING CUMMING ON YOUR DICK!! Yeah, that's it right there, daddy!! YOU'RE HITTING THAT SPOT!! RIGHT THERE, YEAAAAAAHHHH!!" The mattress seemed like it would be dislodged from the rest of the elevated bed as Maria's calves locked into the small of my back. I was nearly snapped in two as she went into the throws of a massive orgasm. Her tightness narrowed even more triggering my own internal explosion as I filled the condom not realizing that my teeth were sunk into her right shoulder blade. Her cunt pressed down on the spot right before the base of my cock as I blasted the insides of the thin layer of latex keeping Maria from becoming my inaugural baby's mamma. I just sort of molded to her large frame using her as a sort of body pillow as I regained my senses. I couldn't recall cumming that hard in a long while. Guess I just wasn't motivated. We lay there for a few moments before I was made witness to Maria's strength again as she rolled towards the room divider taking my prone body with her. I was deposited on my back looking up at the ceiling of her bedroom.
"¡ Oh Dios, sí; hola Chico, can I ask you a question?"
"What?"
"Did it hurt when you fell from heaven?" We stared at one another before bursting into silly, post-coital laughter as Maria held up the filled condom. She was able to tie it off with a single hand demonstrating another of her myriad skills. Lying on her side facing me, the rest of the room over her shoulder was obscured from my immediate view.
"Hey beautiful, can you do me a favor?"
"Yeah, what's that?"
"Turn the other way." I almost begged as she snickered knowing I wanted to look at her massive ass. The bed shook and bounced under her movements until Maria had resumed same reclining posture resting her head on her fist. The huge, roundness of her arching hips obscured even more of the room from view. I traced the hard tan lines at the top of her enormous butt with a single finger dragging along the deep gluteal cleft. My hands were greedy cupping the generous swell of her lower left cheek and squeezing hard. Maria sighed acknowledging my groping fingers.
"So, you like all that ass, huh?" The playfulness in her voice added to the sensual mood inside the bedroom.
Before I could answer, the door of her bedroom burst open as her cousin Dulce appeared most likely wielding some sort of weapon. I couldn't see anything because of the all-encompassing silhouette presented by Maria's reclining Buddha pose.
"¿Qué haces en mi cuarto con un puto cuchillo?" The large beauty was calm as ever.
"¡ Gritaste tan fuerte, que pensé que ese negro te estaba violando a muerte!" Dulce sounded half crazed completely unaware that I understood her insults.
"Stupid bitch; No seas tan idiota, me estaba jodiendo como un jefe. ¡ su Pito es enorme!" I could see Maria nodding her head slowly as she berated her cousin.
"En serio, ¿qué tan grande es?" Dulce's demeanor changed as I rolled on my side letting my hands roam wherever my lust directed.
"Nada de tu incumbencia; ¿no tienes un hombre esperando?" I was sawing my semi-erect tumescence along her crack, poking it a bit while I jiggled the closest ass cheek available.
"Motherfucker fell asleep after five minutes! Say, what happened, did the black jump out the window when I came inside here?" The revelation of Dulce's bilingual status did not come as a shock as I poked my head up over Maria's bicep waving at the surprised woman with a smirk.
"OH, YOU'RE THERE-I, didn't know you were still; sorry about coming inside here, friend." There was a flush of color and expression of surprise that softened her harsh features a bit. I could have cared less that she was there, demonstrating my disdain by cupping Maria's sex right in front of her eyes.
"Supongo que estaba disfrutando a tu primo al máximo, perdón por molestarte. Es sólo que su coño es tan fuerte, que realmente tienes que golpear esa mierda. ¡ Sé lo que digo, zorra!" Dulce's face turned an even darker shade of red as she realized my bilingual nature.
"Uhm, could you get outta here; we're fucking the shit out of each other and don't need an audience unless you wanna watch? Baby, you mind if she watches?" I was too busy playing with her humongous ass to care.
"Whatever."
Dulce pulled up a chair...
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Something was happening, something strange, weird and a little epic...
No one would realize what had actually happened until weeks, months, many years later. The day had started off normally enough with local meteorologists predicting rain later in the afternoon and into the evening. People got up and went about their daily routines going to work, lost in the milieu of their myriad lives unaware of what was to come for the small town later. Some teens headed off to school using the mediocre metro system installed recently to give the undersized hamlet a veneer of legitimacy as something other than a large suburban hamlet. The one major freeway that ran through the town never really got congested or busy traffic wise. The local businesses along the main road began to open for business as the residents began to get things going. Agnes Newton sat a mile away from school in a local park at the town square watching everything. No one noticed the plain, frumpy looking teen wearing too many sweaters and an overly long skirt. For all intents and purposes, she was invisible to those around her. Only Dexter had ever given her the time of day; he was her only real friend in this small town that ignored her very existence. Tears were streaming down her rounded cheeks.
Four hours later...
The corridor was packed with wild-eyed, enchanted students male and female, all intent on finding it. Something no one could see, but it was there all the time picking and prodding in a way that was intimately intrusive. It was perceived with a slight change in the humidity, growing more prominent until the person was perspiring profusely. From there it evolved tightening the corners of the eyes producing tears and lingering at the corners of mouth while finally being detected in the nostrils with this sickly sweet, honeysuckle kind of smell tinged with an undefinable bitterness. Then suddenly your muscles would seize up as the blood rushed into your loins or made your intimate parts gush with an uncontrollable, unquenchable wetness. The hallway was packed to overflowing with horny teens rubbing against one another until the tactile sensation was unbearable. The need to find the source of the disturbance locked into the more primitive areas of the mind, spiking the pleasure centers of the brain causing the affected to lose almost all reason.
She was pinned against the wall as the unyielding crowd surged forward eager to sate their lust at all costs. The heat was unbearable causing some to throw aside conventions and modesty losing clothing to shamelessly fondle themselves in tribute to the angel trapped in the corridor. Her blonde hair partially obscured her flawless beauty matted to her head by perspiration. The young people were at her mercy pushing in on each other causing panic and anarchy to rule the scene. No one knew who was the first but one student exposed himself masturbating manically with a zealot's intensity until he achieved climax soiling the shrinking violet before him. Before he'd even finished, others had joined him spraying the hysterical beauty with the fruits of their lust. One unfortunate found himself in possession of the girl's shoe unable to resist rubbing his cock against it before losing control fully humping it to a massive climax. No one seemed to register the embattled woman's screams as copious amounts of spunk continued soiling her person. The one prevailing mindset was "getting off" as much and as hard as possible.
A student known for being devastatingly shy and introverted found himself humping against some girl's butt. It took seconds for the similarly bothered girl to yank up her pleated, flannel skirt revealing her panties as his exposed cock pressed into her rear cleavage. Her sweat served as adequate enough lubricant while she fingered her cunt losing herself in the surrounding cacophony of sexual noise. He came hard shooting several ropes across her plump bottom before throwing caution to the wind and shoving himself inside her wet box. Her maidenhead was obliterated causing her to cry out before another male student pushed into her gaped mouth. There was no impulse control to be had as she sucked hard pursing her lips inward. A large, overweight girl cried out witness the scene before her best friend embraced her cradling her head. Both girls immediately began kissing sensually as the larger girl groped and fondled her friend's ass. The chubby girl would go on to rip her taller friend's blouse open exposing her pendulous breasts before taking a thick nipple into her mouth.
The one teen who'd ended up with a shoe as his sex partner was lying on his back near the beleaguered girl fucking it like there was no tomorrow. He cared little as some of the others even turned their tortured members towards him with similar results. The scent emanating from the shoe was enough to mark it as a target with no regard given to its male suitor. The blonde goddess trapped in the corridor was withering around on the floor in a fetal position as several male and female students openly fought one another to a bloody standstill for the honor of simply touching her. A diminutive eighteen year old managed to crawl on his belly taking one of her toes in his mouth for an instant before she yanked her foot away. It was brief, but enough to make him cum buckets in his pants. Before he could consider his next actions, his pants were yanked down as he was violated in a nasty display of gender-blind deviance that left him horrifically gaped. At least twelve others had stripped completely nude, going at it with the ferocity of wild animals in heat. Every type of sexual act was on display in the steamy, sensuously oppressive corridor even as the two school security guards succumb to the unseen agent falling into the mass of undulating bodies.
Kelsey Taylor found herself at the edge of sanity even as more people pushed forward intent on soiling her perfect figure with their seed and other bodily fluids. The sexual phalanx had the wild-eyed appearance of perverted zombies tearing and ripping at the men's shirt covering her body. She swooned pushing and shoving even as her own sex tightened up resulting in a debilitating orgasm that took her to the floor before the oncoming horde. Her beautiful face was splattered repeatedly with the gooey mess intermingling with her makeup turning her into a horrific tribute to some as yet unseen deity. Her back arched pushing her breasts forward parting the material of the men's shirt covering them. Teachers that intended to halt the anarchy were already joining in with the students. It was surreal and nightmarish in a manner that would leave no one present untouched for the rest of their days. As she lay prone on the floor inadvertently rubbing the spunk into her skin, one thought prevailed in Kelsey's mind, one image alone appeared in her mind's eyes.
"Dexter."
Agnes stood over her unseen watching with flaring nostrils, and baited breathe knowing full well what lay hidden in the blonde's mind. Her rounded features were not devoid of emotion displayed with a sheer laconic dissonance.
"That's enough." She didn't yell, choosing to speak barely above a whisper as her simple command was obeyed the moment it left her lips. Kelsey somehow managed to regard her greatest enemy standing over her prone body.
This strange sensation engulfed Kelsey's body sheathing her in an envelope of "pure pleasure" as her nemesis gloated with some likely prepared, evil monologue. She heard none of it as the weird warmth permeated every fiber of her being. Her crystal blue eyes rolled up into her head as Kelsey slipped in and out of consciousness.
*DARKNESS*
Mr. Finkel lay prone atop Ms. Henning's meaty form as his hips pumped frantically into her with a frantic desperation. She had a frumpy, rectangular torso and pelvis accentuated with a set of large breasts and shapely legs that had the thin science teacher enchanted. The fact that the duo despised each other hadn't come into play the entire afternoon as an epic threesome blossomed between the thrilled teacher and his female associates. The fiftyish educator and mother of four had nothing but disdain for the considerably anxious science teacher chaffing at the fact that she'd been creampied several times within the last hour. She fought the urge to dig her nails into his face as he suckled her breasts knowing that he possessed the one male attribute she needed most at this moment. She hated herself as she bucked up against his pelvis locking her legs into the small of his back. Finkel the consummate scientist at heart, analyzed everything feeling and sensation even as he took a married woman who despised him so thoroughly that she'd thrown a textbook at his head during an impromptu faculty meeting. The strange, sweet smelling scent that lingered inside the room had lessened bringing with it a sliver of control over his mental faculty. Vice Principal Holland had long since abandoned the two in search of an exclusive penis for her use only.
"THAT LITTLE SHIT; HE DID IT, FUCKING DID IT!!" His epiphany erupted spontaneously surprising the woman underneath his pumping frame.
It made perfect sense as he replayed the interactions between Kelsey Taylor, Tiffany St. Claire, and Dexter (Formerly Poindexter) Snodgrass over the past few weeks. Everything had turned on its head when Dexter received a face full of his own chemical concoction.
"WHAT?!!" The large woman questioned even as she snagged his wrist forcing him to palm her right breast.
"Don't worry about it cow." He managed to free himself with some effort as the myriad possibilities of Dexter's discovery ran through his mind. He realized that a sample of the chemical was stored inside the fridge in his classroom.
"I-I BEG YOUR PARDON MR. FINKEL!!" Ms. Henning had mixed feelings internally rejoicing at the end of their coupling but unable to come to terms with her own urgent need.
"Look, I'll call you sometime, okay?"
"I'LL CALL MY HUSBAND-ASSHOLE!!" Her labored retort caught both of them by surprise as the prim and proper English teacher wasn't known for blue language.
Mr. Finkel was a mess of emotion angry at one of his star pupils for what he perceived as "holding out" he imagined what he would have done if the discovery were his own. Fantasized about all of the women he'd have conquered with the kind of power afforded by the Androstenone-X. His mind raced calculating Dexter's rate of exposure with the odd behavior of the women surrounding him.
Agnes Newton, his lab partner appeared to be the only woman unaffected until recently. The frumpy, unassuming girl seemed to move on with another of his students until recently. He realized there was the possibility that Agnes Newton had imbibed a portion of the chemical, but she appeared fundamentally unchanged compared to Dexter's now noticeable upgrade in appearance. Finkel became even more excited at imagined possibilities once he took a dose of the miracle chemical. He'd quit his job and become a kept man by some rich, hot celebrity. Dexter's discovery was going to make them rich and change the status quo worldwide. The frail, science teacher was practically salivating as he stepped into the corridor.
"What the-? Holy Mother of ...!!" He covered his own mouth with his hand at the carnal inferno in the hallway before him. It had to be the effects of the Androstenone-X unchecked. The people stuffed throughway was a mass of undulating limbs as everyone involved engaged in unabated debauchery. Finkel told himself that he would have to take charge of any further use of Dexter's formula already formulating a plan to steal away his pupil's discovery and related work. A large, burly nude security guard was suddenly barreling in his direction as the thin teacher yelped for his life. It turned out to be something of a red herring as he was shoved aside in favor of Ms. Henning lying prone on the tiled floor. More students rushed the room completely obscuring the teacher under a humping mass. Finkel had to step over a number of copulating savants on the way to his lab. The door was ajar and some of the furniture had been upended in some unseen struggle, but he could have cared less as he opened the small fridge in a frenzy.
"It's gone." The fridge was empty.
He slammed the door on the fridge nearly dislodging it as thoughts of murderous intent swirled about in his head. He ransacked Dexter's station finally coming across notes concerning the peculiar concoction that had turned the nerdy student into a veritable stud.
"I'll mix up another batch; probably better too." He reasoned, through justifying his criminal intent even internally. He hadn't realized that he'd been stroking his member while he worked to set up the experiment.
*************************************************************************************
Outside, the gray skies began to yield some moisture that soon became a heavy downfall drenching the small town in a sustained torrent. The high school was undated with rain dissipating the lingering effects of the invisible agent that had laid siege to the school. The downpour found its way into some of the classrooms and study halls cutting into the sweet, smelling atmosphere with a sort of metallic ambiance all nature's own. The corridors were silent, littered with the bodies of exhausted students, teachers, and faculty. Ambient noise and the pelting sounds of rain hitting the building began to rouse a few of the students from their haze. One completely nude, portly brunette sat up taking stock of the carnal aftermath before responding with a bloodcurdling scream. More people began to awake with similar reactions and utter confusion. There was rising panic as some people took stock of the area with a few running anywhere that led away. A few teachers sat staring off into space in utter shock. No one noticed a frumpy, nerdy girl silently ascending the stairwell. Agnes paused at a window in the stairwell pressing her face against the glass. She stared upwards at the darkening roiling clouds and subsequent flashes of lightning in the sky before continuing on her way.
*************************************************************************************
"This isn't right; I've followed the notes perfectly but this is simply incorrect." Mr. Finkel had wasted no time duplicating his star pupil's experiment. When all was said and done the science teacher found himself staring at a strange blue concoction. It was thick and oily.
"Maybe it changes over time; fuck I should have squeezed Dexter for more information." He was already kicking himself for his eagerness and sheer giddiness as he mixed up the formula. He'd been busy thinking of all the potential conquests he would have once he was "altered" and visions of future orgies and a successive number of impossibly hot women that drove him nearly insane. The science teacher double checked the notes over and over again wondering where he went wrong becoming more enraged by the moment.
"Maybe that little fucker tricked me; well he'll be sorry for that. Don't want to share the power with me huh? His academic career will be shit when I'm done exposing him as a criminal. It's against the law to drug women for sex Dexter." He was already going into a mad rant, internally panicking as his mind replayed the sordid session involving himself and Tiffany St. Claire. He chaffed at the callous treatment he'd received during the tryst from the redhead who regarded him as little more than a nuisance. She could have cared less who was inside her as she was allowed to voraciously service Dexter doing her best to take his mind off of Agnes Newton. He wanted to know the power that Dexter had, wanted to harness it for his own prurient need. The implied selfishness burned at his psyche as he disposed of the liquid and remixed another batch hoping against hope that he'd made a simple mistake. The second concoction and then a third yielded similar results as he finally gave up in despair. He picked up the beaker and carried it to his desk. His mind was aflame in failure as he sat glaring into the blue tinted container. Mr. Finkel tossed his glasses on the desktop and buried his head in his arms on the verge of tears.
"Sad isn't it; you wanted it so bad, didn't you?" He was shocked to hear a raspy sounding woman's voice in the darkened classroom and looked up at the empty desks before him. One desk near the back of his science lab was occupied. He'd turned off all the lights in the class save for a single lamp attached to his desk.
"Who; how did you get in here? I locked the door." The darkness obscured any detail of the woman sitting there staring in his direction. This woman was leaning back in the cheap wooden seat with one long, shapely leg folded over the other. She appeared to be wearing some heels and his gaze followed the leg folded over as it bounced and swayed sensually.
"You want to fuck some teenage girls; fuck women that don't know you exist; hell, you want to fuck them all, don't you Mr. Finkle?" Her smoker's voice had an edgy serpentine tone to it; something fierce and cynical...sounding world weary and irritable.
"Who are you?" He reached for his glasses finding them missing as he heard the floor boards creak under her weight. He glanced up noticing that she appeared to be wearing a simple men's long-sleeved shirt with only three buttons fastened in the middle. Her cleavage was creamy pale and awe inspiring represented as a single vertical line. She had an exaggerated hourglass figure that appeared almost cartoonish in nature. Her clean-shaven sex was exposed and the musky, oddly sweet scent assailed his nostrils overtaking his senses and traveling directly to his brain. The saccharine sweetness engulfed him with wispy waves of sensate pleasure that wrapped his body in a heated, scented sheath of pulsing arousal.
"I'm your inspiration and your lost brilliance Mr. Finkle." She'd appeared at his rear; her raspy voice hot and wet against his ear. Her tongue flicked his earlobe sending an electrical shockwave directly to his painfully erect cock causing torrents of precum to leak from the reddened head. He wanted to draw his zipper down to relive the strain on his embittered length. Her muscular arm passed his peripheral vision on the right side as she centered the beaker on his desktop. Her long nearly platinum tresses framed his head as she leaned over his shoulder and he could feel her large, full breasts heavy on his back. Just for an instant he spied a lock of pink colored hair intermingled with the rest.
"Kelsey?"
"You're missing a little something." She reached up and plucked a single strand of her hair and dropped it into the bluish chemical. Right before his very eyes the bootleg Androstenone-X began to sparkle and bubble finally taking on a golden hue. The brilliance of the glowing liquid briefly lit the darkened room and he caught a glimpse of her face.
"This is what you wanted right Mr. Finkle; this will help you to be the man you always dreamed of being right?"
"Yes."
His body was awash in perspiration and a strong magnetic pulse had every fiber of his being electrified with lust. She half sighed and took his earlobe between her plump lips with an audible slurp. His body seized up in response as came harder than he had ever cum before. There was something about her touch that made him react involuntarily and spasm in this sort of intense pleasure. A large wet stain formed on his beige slacks.
"You're going to fuck all of those nubile young teenage girls; get them addicted to your cock. You're going to enthrall them; make them your willing sluts...right?" The sound of her voice was unique and there was something about the pitch that pressed on his frontal lobe. In moments, his head was throbbing as she reached down to undo his belt and open his slacks. Her breath was hot on his neck as she dipped a finger in the copious mess covering his crotch. He watched as her long finger scooped up some of his spunk bringing it back to her lips with a loud slurp.



"Just what I need." She hissed in his ear with a serpentine grace that made the hairs stand up on the back of his neck. Mr. Finkle realized that he hadn't moved, more accurately he hadn't been "able" to move since this strange woman made herself known in the darkness of the classroom. Even trying to think about the usage of his limbs was a futile choir. He wanted to cry out; scream for his life but he had been paralyzed.
The frightened science teacher's chair was spun around and he found himself looking directly at her deep cleavage barely contained by the cotton shirt. It was only at this moment did he realize just how tall this strange stood. She had to be at least six feet seven inches as his eyes dipped low to her exposed camel toe. She knelt before him evading the opportunity for another look at her face and took him whole inside her mouth. There was something intoxicating about her touch, something that caused him to immediately ejaculate into her hungry mouth while she continued to lick, suck and nibble on his sex with a rabid fervor. He could only see the top of her head as she reared back revealing his cock pointing at the ceiling. The veins on his cock pulsed and he could almost swear that he heard his own heartbeat.
"What do you want; why are you doing this?" his voice trembled making the question shaky as it spewed forth from his mouth.
"Isn't it obvious?" She rose up from her knees towering over the thin teacher as she ripped her shirt open exposing her incredible figure in all of its nude glory. His belt was snapped in two and tossed away from his body along with his slacks. Greedy fingers tore off his underwear off as the middle-aged educator found himself roughly handled. He tried to use internal reason to get ahold of the situation as she straddled him in a standing position with both feet flat on the tiled classroom floor.
"Kelsey, please." His voice shook and faltered as he managed a look up into her face noticing a faint illumination in her eyes. The hue matched the glare of the Androstenone-X on his desktop. She knelt down on a knee causing further panic and fright as he realized her face was still level with his own. For some reason, he still found it difficult to focus on details of her face. Her full lips were twisted in a knowing smirk as she handled the beaker examining its iridescence. Finkel's heart felt like it would explode as her large hand massaged his right shoulder as she looked over at him with mysterious intent.
"Drink." He began shaking his head profusely as the glowing beaker was placed against his lips.
*************************************************************************************
Her large hand slid from his shoulder to the back of his neck. He could feel the raw strength in her elongated fingers sensing that she could snap his neck with minimal effort. Finkel told himself that Kelsey's condition had to be a side effect of the chemical wondering what would happen to him as the oily substance oozed down his throat. He gagged and coughed up some of the fluid but she never stopped pouring until the beaker was empty. His body was instantly aflame as every nerve lit up sending him into a jerking, trembling seizure. Every pore on his body opened as an agonized scream emerging from his lips was stifled by her own. Her touch was electric, sensual beyond any description as he became her willing savant. Their embrace however brief was abruptly ended as Finkel found his mouth stuffed with his own shredded underwear. Her face was inches away from his lapping up the excess Androstenone-X from his lips and chin like some animal savoring an impending meal.
The frail teacher was undated with intense heat as the giantess rose locking her legs in a sitting position over his pelvis. Suddenly a white, hot arch of searing pain engulfed his spine and pelvis as his cock became harder than it had ever been. His thighs seized up as he screamed into the tattered underwear gagging his throat. His member slid inside the huge woman already spewing several ropes of cum into her sex as she began to tighten around him in a vise-like grip until his profuse pubic hair was the only thing visible wedged into her mound. A strained, dry, gasping series of breathes followed as Finkel began to seize and jerk violently in the chair under her piercing gaze.
"KEL-SEEEEEEYY!!" He cried through the tattered cotton material that was halfway down his throat at this point. Her eyes were shut tightly as the giantess craned her head up towards the ceiling while her massive breasts bobbed and bounced in his face.
"PUH-LEEEAAASSSSEEEE!!" Her weight crashed down on his lap shattering his pelvis and the chair underneath.
Finkel's eyes glazed over as the powerful scent filled him to the brim renewing his vigor as all of the moisture left his lithe frame. There was nothing left to give but she didn't care; her abdomen flexed as her tunnel rubbed and massaged his enslaved length absorbing everything.
*************************************************************************************
The water was steaming hot and relentless almost burning into her tanned skin, perfect body, and beautiful face. Her eyes, big and expressive were tightly shut as she did her best to avoid seeing -anything. Her clothing, a frayed, torn oversized men's shirt she'd borrowed from her father and a yellow bikini littered the floor of her shower were they'd literally peeled away from her figure as she washed herself clean of the caked up semen that covered her athletic form; the result of a fit of mass hysteria caused by her appearance at school in the aforementioned yellow bikini. Kelsey Taylor kept replaying the incident in her head, unable to focus on anything else beyond the face of her tormentor, one Agnes Newton and something else, something very dark residing inside her. Every since she could remember, Kelsey had always received preferential treatment, little to no resistance from the outside world and always found a smiling face pointed wherever she looked. There was little doubt that she rarely heard any actual truth or sincerity in her young life. Kelsey Taylor knew that she'd always be judged based on her appearance which many cited as the stuff of adolescent, hormone fueled fantasy.
From the time she could walk, Kelsey had been constantly told that she was one of the "Beautiful People", spoiled, coddled, and treated differently than everyone else. Even when she did wrong there were no real consequences to her actions due to a concerted effort by her father and the general expectations of others based on her rich girl status and appearance. Her academic achievements were overlooked early on in life with most repeatedly telling her how pretty she was instead of recognizing her hard work. Highschool had galvanized this narrative with her immediate induction into the upper echelon of the student pecking order beside her eventual best friend, Tiffany St. Claire. She'd honestly studied and worked hard until the outside world pressured her into accepting their evaluation of who she was supposed to be. Kelsey threw in her lot with the rest of these "earth bound" gods and goddesses ruling the campus as part of some entitled, millennial faction. Everywhere she went, eyes followed suffering from catty, jealousy, or salacious, self-imagined imagery from both sexes. The pressure started to wear on the beautiful blonde, who allowed the worst parts of herself to surface.
There was one set of eyes that bothered her more than anyone else. He'd watched her constantly or appeared to due to the fact that she always found his face forward in her direction wherever she looked. His pimply, weak looking visage became an undying irritant to her as she recalled a brief, yet pleasant exchange between the two the week before she became a cheerleader. The social tides of their respective echelons were insurmountable, wide as the Grand Canyon; Dexter never stopped looking though. Many times, she'd considered talking to him again to ask why he stared so much. Her boyfriend, Tad Remington would have none of it; she'd talked about the constant staring as a joke post coital which the jock didn't take kindly. She was obliged to patch up his fragile ego with a scintillating blowjob while he ran down Dexter, sounding every bit unnerved. The rough sex that followed secretly made her dislike him even more than she already did. Kelsey had talked with Tiffany St. Claire about dumping Tad only to be "talked down" with her best friend citing the possible social consequences in the negative. Kelsey never admitted to her best friend that she'd known Dexter in the past. Never admitted to exchanging phone numbers only to block his number when the popular set called. She'd always wondered if he ever tried to call.
"Dexter."
Then there was that morning where she'd arrived early to school, purchasing a drink and a danish in the crowded cafeteria. She'd worn this cutoff jean miniskirt along with a sleeveless hoodie because she had practice later that morning, little considering the consequences of her wardrobe. Tiffany had ingrained in her to "Dress the Part" for the adoring masses (The rest of the student body.), a lesson Kelsey took to heart becoming a virgin's fantasy eclipsing the popularity of her own best friend. This would become a factor in the evolution of her storied hatred of the nerd, Poindexter Snodgrass. Waiting there in the crowded deluge of students, she became aware of someone standing a little too close for comfort. Kelsey shuddered as she recalled the frightened look on his face wondering why he looked that way until she peered downward noticing his phone under the hem of her skirt. Her beautiful face twisted into a mask of rage and disgust as she snatched the phone finding a blurred picture of her butt is on its face. His apologies meant nothing as she tossed the cell in his face grabbing a handful of his shirt. Someone had been there to stop her from pummeling him, but a candle had been lit under the embittered beauty.
Poindexter Snodgrass a.k.a Dexter was summarily destroyed in a widely public execution of his character pelted into obscurity by several soft drinks in front of the student body. The various multicolored drinks always seemed to take on this slow motion quality as they exploded against his chest. During this achingly slow recollection, the colors of crimson, powder blue and the vibrant colors of an orange icee marked the exposed nerd. Tiffany poked and shoved at her until she flung a large smoothie striking the shocked geek dead in the face. It was liberating or, so she told herself later until their science teacher decided to seat her next to the pervert. One glance at his face brought much bubbling to the top of her psyche, stuff she didn't want to face about her own foibles. He looked truly pathetic enough to tug at her heartstrings, regretful of the humiliation she'd caused him. But that fact along with his outing as a pervert left her inflamed and conflicted.
Wasn't he just like all the other guys who wanted to get in her pants?
It was a thought she hadn't wanted to face and looking directly at him filled her with an indescribable rage. Things became even more skewed as she tossed a beaker full of some chemicals in his face. Watching him flail about before crashing to the floor shocked her back to reality. Kelsey wanted to apologize but her entitled ego wouldn't allow it, replacing the remorse she briefly felt with more anger. She'd go at Dexter once more only to have the tables turned, ending up on the business end of his large cock. It was lie someone pressed a button inside as she came hard on his member again and again before realizing that he wasn't even satisfied. He cum all over her face, drenching her with a sweetness that she had to have again at any cost. She couldn't imagine going without the empowered geek, initially thinking that she'd snapped mentally.
"Ask him." She'd been prodded by her mortal enemy, but Kelsey Taylor had already surmised the answer to that question. Now she knew different, thanks to Agnes Newton.
"Dexter, I'm so sorry." She whispered to herself taking full blame for he part in the chaos engulfing their lives. The troubled blonde could feel herself becoming wet at the thought of him. She wanted to fight it, but the feeling overtook her quickly as she slid down the wall of her shower floor. There was a pulsing feeling that had remained hours past since her own public humiliation. It lingered making it hard for Kelsey to drive home. She was barely able to park the car sitting there for nearly an hour until the sensation settled down enough for her to stagger into the house. Her nipples were painfully erect as was her clit, demanding attention from greedy fingers. Kelsey was obliged to service herself in complete dismay with the memory of Dexter serving as motivation. Her mind always returned to that first time as he took her from behind, inadvertently treating her like an animal.
"OOOOH Dexter, I want your cock so fucking bad; want you." She spoke to herself softly, petting and rubbing her mound. Her fingers surrounded her clit while a single digit teased her button until she was close.
"Want you!!" Her thighs quivered and tightened as her breathes increased.
"DEXTER; I'M CUMMING FOR YOU!!" Three fingers pumped inside her tunnel, as every nerve in her body lit up enflaming her being. Flashes of white in her big, expressive eyes lingered as she moaned and gasped working herself ever harder.
"DEXXXX!! DEX-TER, CUMMING!!" Her thighs seized up as she began squirting in several short bursts until she was left panting. Her beautiful face twisted as images of Agnes Newton appeared in her mind's eye. Her gaze travelled around the steamy interior of her shower from the discarded clothing to the detachable shower head snaking around on the tiled floor. Sudden loud knocking interrupted Kelsey's inner monologue as she cowered for a few moments afraid that her enemy would appear.
"KELSEY ARE YOU THERE?!!" It was her father; Kelsey was relived as she climbed out of the shower wrapping a towel around her figure. He sounded worried as he continued trying the locked doorknob.
"Dad, It's me; I'm here!"
"Oh, are you okay; I thought I heard you screaming, honey?" Kelsey pulled the large bath towel around herself in shame, embarrassed that her indiscretion was heard. She leaned against the ornate sink facepalming.
"I'm okay, dad."
"Are you sure; we aren't having another episode like the one where you hurt that kid, are we?"
"No."
"Honey, you okay?" Kelsey broke down a bit at the sound of his voice. Her mother was a world away married to some business mogul south of the border, which was saying something since her father was pretty wealthy in his own right. She'd gone to Baja and decided to remain there even though she was leaving behind a daughter. He'd redoubled his efforts as a parent treating his little girl like a princess and spoiling her rotten in the process.
"Look, I'm fine; just give me a minute." The handle stopped moving.
"Kelsey, there's something going on and I've always been a straight shooter with you; so, I want a bit of honesty from you before I have to write another check to that school. Are you doing something, pharmaceutical?"
"No, I'm not on drugs, dad." She sniffled louder than she intended causing the handle to jiggle again.
"ARE YOU ALONE?!!" Her father sounded panicked at the prospect of finding his daughter entertaining someone sexually.
"DAD STOP!!" She jumped up quickly cracking the door so that he could see her face. Kelsey just wanted to put his fears at ease as she used a finger to move some errant strands of blonde hair away from her face.
"Kelsey, honey...what's wrong?" He saw right through her.
"Look, I just need a reset; I've been having some problems lately and it's been a bit much, dad. I-I mean there's really nothing you have to worry about. I really haven't done anything bad, so just let me deal." She was babbling, feeling light headed from playing with herself in a strange, unnatural way that she hoped wasn't visible to her parent.
"It's that boy, you've been talking about lately, isn't it?"
"Yeah."
Mr. Taylor pushed on the door entering to enclose his daughter in a deep hug. She was overwhelmed, hugging him back, thankful for the nonverbal support. Kelsey always harbored doubt that he was particularly proud of her, wondering if she was a disappointment. He'd side-eyed her when her wardrobe changed to match her peers, apparently uncomfortable with confronting her directly. Kelsey played it off as part of her cheerleading aesthetic until he'd finally been forced to confront her as she appeared dressed to impress Dexter. It ended in a stalemate with the athletic teen reaching a compromise in the form of a windbreaker which she promptly deposited in her locker before running to class. She suspected he knew the whole time.
"You smell good." He took a deep whiff of her wet, blonde locks, following it up with another.
"Huh?"
"Nothing, hey uhm, how about dinner at that little café' you like? I-I mean uhm, you could, talk about this stupid guy who doesn't know a good thing when he sees it. I mean you are my girl, after all, Kelsey." There was something a little off about the way he spoke that struck her, odd.
"I'm your daughter."
"Of, course you are; so, no dinner with your old dad?" He laughed nervously looking a little bit, fidgety. She tightened the towel around her body staring pointedly at him.
"Sure, just let me put some clothes on, alright?" She folded her arms, tucking her hands tightly into her arm pits as he scratched his greying, blonde hair seemingly sensing her apprehension.
"Aww, crap I'm being awkward with my little girl; sorry about that Kelsey, I-uhm, gonna go downstairs and call in the reservations, okay?"
"Yeah, sure."
"Hey, dad's sorry for freaking you out, okay?"
"Sure."
"I hope so, honey because you're all I have left after your mother "found herself" and I know I'm a poor substitute and it's her you should be talking about boys with. Sorry, guess I was a little in over my head, huh?" He didn't wait for an answer grabbing the door knob to pull the door up after himself.
"Dad, I'm sorry." She stepped forward wrapping her arms around his torso.
"Yeah, well, gotta call in that reservation." He took care in disengaging her arms stepping out into her bedroom. The fifty something appeared flushed a bit as he regarded his eighteen year old.
"You always say I'm pretty, but never tell me I'm smart." It was a candid admission that emerged from her subconscious.
"Honey, you're the smartest girl I know; a little over emotional though." He knew what she wanted to hear. It was a side of him that he rarely revealed outside of their little Mac Mansion. She managed an embarrassed little smirk and a bit of color to her cheeks as he reached in pulling the door closed.
That little sliver of support put the athletic blonde back on the road to sanity, although she couldn't get Agnes Newton's round face out of her mind. Kelsey kept seeing that face over and over again in her mind's eye as she stared at her reflection in the mirror over her sink. There was something in the air that seemed to envelope her body in a sheath of humidity that was familiar. She turned checking the thermostat only to find it was off. Her heart began to thump in her chest as she began experiencing a pulsing sensation between her legs coupled with an oily wetness. The bath towel fell to the floor as her hands cupped the undersides of her large breasts. Her nipples were painfully erect and uncomfortable as she became even wetter with some of her natural essence running down her inner thighs.
"Shit." Kelsey Taylor's big, expressive eyes widened as she hunched over the sink rubbing her mound. Her nails scraped the porcelain edge of the sink as she put a dip in her hip reacting to her lustful actions.



"AAAWWWW, AWWWWW FAAAWWWK!" Kelsey came hard, squirting all over her groping fingers as she collapsed to her knees holding the sink. Her legs were shaking, her spine aflame as she clutched a hand to her chest looking at her soiled hand. A tremor ran through her body as she wedged her eyes shut trying in vain to stem the flow of tears as the realization of her situation came to light. Her and Dexter shared a common bond that only he could fix. Her body still demanded satisfaction and only he could provide it. Every synapse in her body was electric, her nerves aflame with an incredible sensitivity as she began rubbing her mound again. She thought of the exchange she'd had with Agnes and the power she'd felt emanating from the chubby, geek. It had dwarfed Dexter's special attributes, almost a living thing in and of itself. The students that assaulted her were helpless pawns of the vengeful nerd with the exchange between them "breaking" something inside her. Her own growing aspect had been somehow damaged. Cognitive thought flowed through her mind as naturally as breathing. It had initially been unconsciously accessed, but now the embattled beauty was actively using what she'd "inherited" from Dexter to come to a surprising revelation.
"Dexter."
Her nerves and wanton need had been calmed as Kelsey snatched a large, blue t-shirt from the back of the bathroom door to cover her nudity. She knew Dexter must be found before it was too late. She snatched the door open.
"OH MY GOD, NOOOOOOO!!" He was prostrate before the bathroom door with his pants around his ankles, his fist a blur on his pulsing erection adding to a literal puddle of spunk on the carpet. He'd thought to escape her charms, but succumbed in dramatic fashion, unable to stave off his need. Her lustful cries had sent him over the edge, figuring the sensual mewling as his daughter's way of acquiescing his need. It had taken everything he had not to cross a line that plagued him for days until he was near begging. Her underwear had kept him sane in the previous days before this moment of inconvenient truth.
"DON'T LOOK AT MEEEEE!!" Mr. Taylor scrambled out of the room, pants still down nearly tumbling down the stairs to the living room. The sound of his Lexus speeding away filled the bedroom as Kelsey slid down the wall burying her face in her hands.
************************************************************************************
"My cleric shits on your fucking paladin."
"That's not fair, Irvin."
"You let Gabby use that unicorn card, didn't you?"
"That's different."
"You just let her use it because she's a girl; you ain't gonna get nothing, anyway."
"Hey; fucking Gabby's right here!" The bespectacled female geek raised her hand, sitting amongst her three male friends, yet still uncomfortable in her own skin. The clique had been hanging together for most of the last two high school years as a sort of a safety in numbers collective of the socially and physically challenged. They travelled in a pack as much as possible, creating their own spin on reality with endless quipping, nerd talk and this learned brand of acidic cynicism. Gabby had always been teased for her short, slight stature and the thick, horn rimmed glasses she wore that seemed to magnify her eyes making her almost resemble an anime character.
"Just saying." Chris was unbearably chunky, with a mature looking face covered in pimples under a shock of shaggy, auburn hair. He was teased and called a hobbit by a majority of the school populace.
"You have no, social graces, whatsoever, Chris." Teddy Rosenthal was probably teased more for his rail thin figure than anything else having become a plaything of the football team during his school tenure. The jocks like to sneak up behind the flyweight and toss him into the air as high as possible with his painful landings providing some sort of intangible humor to the modern Neanderthals that was lost on anyone watching.
"You like her too, so shut it, bud."
Irvin ignored his awkward friend as she rolled the dice inside the small cup that was customary of the fantasy game the four had invented. He was an otherwise, normal looking bespectacled guy with casual, wire framed glasses. He was afflicted with Tourette's syndrome, which caused the anxious teen to burst out in fits of nervous laughter on his best days. This sit well with the self-involved kid seen as the uncrowned leader of this clique. Today, he seemed a little more aloof than usual.
"Irvin, what's up with you; been kind of in brood mode since we came down here, man." Teddy noticed.
"Nothing; well, I'm still pissed at that Poindexter guy."
"Don't start that again; one of ours bumped up and forgot about us, accept it." Chris added unintentionally triggering Irvin's manic laughter. The rest of the group watched until he was able to regain control.
"WRONG!!"
"Look, you asked him, and he blew us off; why's it so important that he slept with some slutty cheerleaders anyway? That's his shit, you can't live vicariously through some other guy so why torture yourself?" Gabby sounded irritated as she took her turn with the dice before moving her piece on the game board. The group convened in the boiler room to play games and hang out thinking themselves radical and eclectic in action. Chris' uncle was employed as a janitor which allowed him access to school keys. They sat on the blanket surrounded by machinery and cleaning supplies in the darkness offset by little pools of light from sporadic, overhead fixtures. She'd brought some snacks from a local store for them to dine on as they played.
"He-He, Duh-Dexter cheat-CHEATED!!" Irvin blurted out.
"You keep saying that, but how's banging two hot bitches, cheating? Don't you think living vicariously through another person has its limits? You need to focus on the here and now." Teddy added.
"Yeah man; there's always porn, right?" Chris seconded earning a roll of the eyes from Gabby who pointed at herself as he facepalmed.
"Luh-Look, he used something guys; yuh-you don't understand, shit. Tha-that Dexter guy got bombed out in the lunch room a few, weeks ago by Kelsey Tay-Taylor and the football team, then she tossed chemical shit all up in his face-NOW THEY'RE FUCKING, COME ON!! He's fucking her best friend, too and Norma said he got with Vice Principal Huh-Holland!!" He nodded towards Gabby who counted the student admin amongst her female circle of friends.
"She hooked up with him too." Gabby added, drawing attention to herself nodding in agreement with Irvin.
"See, I told you guys, CHEATED!!"
"Yeah, Norma's been doing girls since forever and she got with him in the school library. Gave up her cherry and everything, but still says she like's the ladies. I thought it was kind of weird too; but she did say he has a huge thing, if you know what I'm saying."
"How huge?" Chris asked earning more groans.
"HEY EVERYBODY, uhm, I did some stuff and found out FUH-FOUND OUT!! Fuh, fucking lied to everybody doing cheating shit and It-It's just not right!" Irwin fumbled with the small backpack that was slung across his shoulder.
"What are you doing?" Teddy grew nervous at the actions of his agitated friend. All of them noticed a slight illumination flickered with Irwin's movements.
"What do you have there?!" Gabby shuffled back expecting the worst.
"I DON'T WANT TO KNOW!!" Chris panicked.
The room went silent as everyone found themselves bathed in this golden luminous glow. Irwin held the vial of Androstenone-X aloft for his friends to see. He handed to Teddy who examined the oily liquid content of the glass vial. Teddy offered the vial to Chris, but Gabby snatched it away looking entranced by the glow.
"What is this?"
"A sample of the chemical Kelsey threw in that guy's face; now instead of fucking Poindexter, he's Dexter." Irwin had calmed himself enough to talk normally.
"So, it's an aphrodisiac?" Gabby pushed her glasses down on the bridge of her nose continuing the examination of the chemical.
"I-I don't know but I figured that we could..." His words trailed off as the group was interrupted by the intense jiggling of the room's doorknob off in the distance. Gabby jumped, scurrying across the board game they were playing upsetting their playing pieces. They could see the handle being tested causing them to panic. The frightened girl shoved the vial back into Irvin's hands, scratching him a little bit in the process. Teddy decided to be the voice of reason standing and approaching the door as his friends cowered. Chris found a thermos, quickly opening it and tossing its contents against a nearby brick wall before shoving the Androstenone-X inside. Gabby snatched the thermos from him, hiding it in her bag.
"Uh, guys; you're not gonna believe this." Teddy's back was to the group as he opened the door finding a surprise.
Tiffany St. Claire emerged from the darkness walking across the darkened boiler room in a sort of haze, before plopping down in front of the group which sat assembled on the other side of the blanket. None of the assembled geeks could believe their eyes as the popular redhead ran her fingers through her matted auburn hair shaking it out before regarding the group.
"So, what are you doing, down here?" Tiffany asked as she stretched, arching her back as her large breasts pushed against her blouse.
"Nuh-Nothing." Irvin stuttered as she cupped her hand over her mouth testing her breath. She looked down at the upended game board and sparse food items all over the flannel blanket.
"Are you guys fucking?" She pulled on a clumped up strand of hair glancing around at each of their faces.
"NO!!" They all shouted in unison.
"Then-what are you doing down here in the dark, huh?" Tiffany cleared her throat, coughing into her fist a bit as she scored an errant snack from the floor chewing on it. Her skin was flushed and glistening with sweat. She scratched absentmindedly at her forearm surveying the blanket for more food before picking a ruffled chip to snack on.
"Excuse me miss, but you are Tiffany St. Claire, aren't you?" Chris asked confused at the cheerleader's behavior.
"Yeah." Tiffany scored a handful of tiny pretzels munching loudly as she watched the geeks huddled in front of her.
"Are you on crack?" Gabby shoved an elbow into the schlub's ribs.
"No." She perked up a bit looking angrily at their faces, fidgeting in place. Tiffany shifted a bit trying to collect herself psychologically averted her green eyes away from the group.
"Can I ask you a question?" Her gaze settled on Chris as he shook his head.
"Uh, yeah."
"Are you a fag?"
"NO!!" Teddy and Gabby stifled some laughter as Chris realized the Tiffany they were aware of from much observation, was in fact still there below the surface.
"You seem, out of it Tiffany; we're uhm, concerned about you. Is there some reason you're here?" Irwin asked breaking up the weird atmosphere inside the boiler room.
"Well, I just had to come here; I can't really say why, but it was almost like something was calling out to me. Does that make sense, or am I going crazy?" The beautiful redhead was sitting on the back of her knees rubbing her hands together nervously.
"You're nuts, fucking crazy as shit." Gabby covered Chris' mouth with her hand almost putting the chubby guy in a chokehold.
"Don't listen to him, what happened to you?"
"You really wanna know?" Tiffany looked at each of their faces, settling on Gabby's face with a light series of little gasps as she wiped her arm across her nose.
"Yeah, whatever you say will stay here, I promise."
"Really?"
"Sure." Gabby shook her head nudging the others in her group to do the same. Tiffany St. Claire was the second most popular girl in school, also second most beautiful girl in school behind her best friend and former protégé, Kelsey Taylor. She'd always hated being ranked behind a girl she'd essentially mentored into surpassing her. But here in this little side area, in the basement boiler room, Tiffany St. Claire could be number one. Her appearance was deceptively mature compared to the other four students in the room who could hardly be called her peers. She shifted until she was on her hands and knees crawling forward onto the blanket caring little about their board game or anything else. The auburn haired beauty crooked a finger at the only other girl in the room beckoning her forward until their lips merged. It only lasted a second a second before the contact was severed by the skittish girl when she tried to push her tongue between the nerdy girl's mouth.
"Whut-HEY!! WAIT-AH-UHM, MINUTE!!" Gabby jumped back frightening Teddy and Irwin who fell backwards into a pile with her. Tiffany's head craned towards Chris with his back to the wall as she rose on her knees moving towards him, popping a few buttons on her ruffled blouse revealing her deep cleavage.
"Uhm, this really is..." Her fingers dug into the thick, matted shock of unkempt hair on the chubby kid's head while her other had cupped his cheek, cold and clammy to the touch. Her tongue entered his mouth swirling about, mixing their saliva until she broke away leaving a web between their lips. She turned looking over at the others before dipping a hand into the cheap, collared, t-shirt Chris was wearing. It had horizontal multi-colored stripes which coupled with the board shorts he habitually wore, made him appear an oversized adolescent. He whimpered as her palm cupped his embarrassing man-boob, tweaking an erect nipple.
"TIFFANY!!" Gabby cried out in the darkness of the boiler room.
She was ignored, watching intently as Tiffany inched closer balling a fist up around the V-neck opening of Chris' collared shirt giving him a deep soulful kiss. No one knew what to do as she began yanking and ripping until his peck was exposed. Chris was breathing hard as sweat beaded up on his forehead. He was silently euphoric and harder than he'd ever been in life. Tiffany was kissing him like they were old lovers, nibbling and sucking on his lower lip with a voracious hunger.
"What the fuck it this man; what's happening?!" Tiffany glared backward at Irwin before resuming her salacious activity, unbuckling Chris' belt tearing away at his pants until his tumescence was revealed. Copious amounts of precum was flowing from the head of his penis; the chubby geek felt the throws of a pending orgasm as Tiffany crouched low taking him into her mouth. She pursed her lips, vacuum sucking as her imploding cheeks received a torrent of semen. She looked almost feline in nature with her abdomen touching the floor while her round ass was eye level with Gabby's face. Chris was leaning weakly against the brick wall, flushed red with his mouth agape. Her skirt rode up revealing the fact that she wasn't wearing underwear.
"Oh shit." The slight girl's face fell forward as she buried her face in Tiffany's snatch.
"GABBY, WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!!" Teddy was shocked as he watched his friend grope and squeeze on the jiggling, undulating bubble butt in front of them. Tiffany encircled Chris' meager erection with two fingers stroking him into full hardness again only to have him explode in her mouth again, seconds later. She almost towered over the chubby teen, even on her knees as they locked lips again. Gabby's hands emerged under her shoulders squeezing and digging her nails into Tiffany's breasts. Irwin had scooted away in the heat of the situation while Teddy found himself unable to look away. The smaller girl's fingers sunk into her snatch rubbing her clit with a thumb as the redhead dipped at the hip, responding to the stimulation.
Gabby couldn't help viciously fingering the beautiful cheerleader as she sucked hard at the nape of Tiffany's neck. It was like trying to ride a wild mare as both girls struggled with one another. Gabby's face was flush, her glasses had fogged over as she ground her body against Tiffany's rear wishing she had a cock to satisfy the larger teen.
"Guh-Gabby!! GUUUUHHH-GAAABBBYYY!!" Irwin broke into manic, uncontrollable half-laughter, half panic attack as Tiffany leaned back placing her palms flat on the blanket affording him a view of his friend's pumping fingers. Teddy sat immobile, watching with his fist pistoning on his exposed cock. Gabby plunged four fingers deep into the redhead's cunt, frigging it as hard as she could as a creamy froth bubbled up around her offending digits. Tiffany's hands quickly locked the girl in place with an ironclad grip on her wrist that could have snapped it in two if she applied more pressure.
"EEHHHHH, EHEHEHEHEH FUCKING MAN; FUH-FUH, FUCK!!" Irwin spazzed out as he watched Tiffany climax explosively humping his only female friend's hand. Tiffany screamed loudly twisting away from the girl as she wiped her forearm across her glistening lips. Gabby's glasses sat crooked on her prominent, arched nose as she breathed through the mouth, gasping for air. Something unseen, intangible prodded her to poke a finger into tiffany's snatch to taste her essence. It was impossibly sweet, necessitating another taste before the frail, looking girl hooked one of Tiffany's shapely legs over her shoulder diving back into her snatch. Gabby's face was hidden from view between the redhead's legs as Teddy finally lost it working his pants down mid-thigh.
Tiffany's fists were full of Gabby's curly, brunette man as she hooked the remaining leg over the girl's other shoulder humping up into her face with abandon. The heat and humidity had risen several notches contributing to a sweltering, sticky environment that made it uncomfortable for the quartet.
Teddy found his fingers nervously tugging and pulling at his friend's black leggings until her smallish, flat butt came into view. A pair of ill-fitting fullback panties stared back at him as the elastic fabric tore a bit from the rigidness of his actions. His heart was thumping so powerfully, he was sure the others could hear it. Gabby didn't react or respond to the awkward intrusion, digging her nails into Tiffany's inner thighs, desperate to get at the sweetness pouring from her virtue. Teddy's movements were frenzied as he planted a foot on the far side of Gabby's thighs, trembling as he reached down cupping her soft cheeks. His engorged cock pushed into the conservative lower half of Gabby's left butt cheek at the junction where her ass met the top of her thighs. Sawing his torrid erection in the shallow crease caused a deluge of precum to bubble from the head of his cock. Tiffany's green eyes came to rest on his face hidden by his bangs as he ground himself against the group's lone female member. Her face twisted with emotion as his hips worked in a frenzy.
"AAAAAHHH-AH, AHHHMMM, CUMMING!!" The rail thin teen almost sounded like he was sobbing as he jerked several thick ropes of jizz across the narrow expanse of Gabby's meager backside.
Tiffany pushed against the top of the girl's head underneath her disengaging as he continued roughly jerking himself with his own spunk as lubricant. The sticky, wet sounds mingled with the heavy breathing of everyone inside the room. Chris suffered from heart murmurs finding the proceedings a bit much as he sat immobile while his exposed member pumped out a few pulses of semen without assistance from his right hand. Just looking at the curvy redhead was enough to make him climax. Irwin was drenched in perspiration tearing at his long sleeved shirt until his torso had been stripped of all fabric. Tiffany propped herself up into a sitting position using a hand to pry her flower apart while Teddy, Gabby and Irwin watched. Teddy's fingers sunk into Gabby's slender thigh while the other cupped the outside of her abdomen as he ground his member along her left butt cheek in a pushup position. Tiffany's wetness and heavy scent permeated the boiler room. Irwin's fist was locked around his member jerking hard enough to cause damage.



"FAAAAAWWWKK!!" Irwin pounced on the statuesque redhead, completely burying himself inside her steaming tightness and instantly climaxing, hard. The strength left him as he collapsed on top of Tiffany.
Irwin was breathing harder than ever before, feeling like he'd run a marathon as she pushed a large breast against his lips until her thick nipple found entrance inside. Irwin suckled as Tiffany's inner walls massaged his flaccid length back into full stiffness. He'd never felt anything like it before with the pulsing tightness contrasted by the extremely drenched wetness as he continued orgasmed until he was a whimpering mess of humanity. Gabby was lying face down as Teddy found entrance into her backdoor using her with wild, animalistic abandon. It was everything he could do not to penetrate her vaginally, almost sending him into a stroke. Memories of the many times, Gabby had talked of her dream wedding and subsequent honeymoon night helped the slight teen focus. His unrequited love went unnoticed as he battled not to steal away her dreams. His hands were flat on the matted, flannel blanket underneath them on either side of Gabby's head. He soon realized that she was tensing up around his girth in time with his thrusts.
"Gah-Gabby?" Her small fists had ensnared the pointer fingers on either side of her head, softly squeezing in affirmation. Her head was lying on its side affording him a view of her profile as her eye strained in his direction.
"Harder." She whispered.
Tiffany rolled over on top of Irwin, never disengaging as he weakly shot a few more loads inside her. Her nails dug into his shoulders as her rounded hips twerked against his crotch until he was irreversibly spent. She shook him a few times in frustration before her eyes rested on Teddy and Gabby's moment. The thin teen was draped over his smaller friend, sensually taking her from behind in the prone position. She had to resist the urge to dig her nails into the face of the other female in the room as her cunt pulsed with urgent need. Any attention directed at someone other than her was a threat as a surge of intense emotion washed over her being, uncontrollably taking her to places dark. There was something calling out to her; beckoning to her before she'd appeared amongst the group of awkward teens.
"Harder, please!!" Gabby gasped as her eyes locked onto Tiffany's own, breath coming in short, stilted desperate gasps. Teddy arched his back, shoving his member into her as she continued flexing around his extension with her inner walls. He was bottoming out against her flat buttocks as his heart pounded loudly in his bird chest.
"Fuck it, harder; FUCK MY ASS!!" Gabby shouted shrilly never taking her eyes away from Tiffany. Her actions seemed designed to garner the redhead's approval. She could've cared less who was using her body.
"I-I'm trying, I'm trying to make you-!!" His words trailed off in a hoarse gasp as he met Tiffany's glare finding it piercing in this strange manner as his inner thighs tightened up. The unseen tether between them grew stronger as he pulled out of his secret crush, his unrequited love focused only on the beautiful woman watching in the darkness. There was no where else to look but her face with its smattering of freckles across her thin nose and her full, pouty lips. He wanted her more than anything, wanted to give her his spunk. Teddy's cock sank deep into her mouth up to his pubic mound, climaxing in several bursts. His hands cupped the back of her head finding no resistance as he humped her face to contentment.
Unexpectantly his knees gave out as his leg became rubbery collapsing before the auburn haired beauty. Tiffany swung a leg over his narrow body, mounting the exhausted teen as his member roared back to life the moment her slit touched his length. He rigidly slid up into her tightening snatch finding the sopping wetness in contrast to the pulsing walls on his girth. He could feel her juicy cheeks cradling his erection as Tiffany popped her rounded hips against him in an increasing tempo. She appeared frustrated after as few moments pausing to collect the back of his knees with her biceps while she shifted until her knees rested under his thighs. His tall, lanky stature made it easier for the larger, girl to mount him as her nails dug into his pecks. He tried to cover his face with his arm, ashamed at being taken in a vulnerable position in front of his friends. Tiffany had assumed a masculine posture covering his body with her own while his thin, spindly legs waved about in the air as she ground into his pelvis. Her grasp was powerful pulling forcefully at his arm until his face was uncovered. Her tongue sank into his mouth in a deep, soulful kiss that almost felt like she was taking something from him. She pushed away from him cupping the underside of his chin forcing it in Gabby's direction. It felt like she could rip his head off if she wanted.
"AAAAAAWWWGGGGHHHH!!" His body could take no more as his eyes met Gabby's own. She looked horrified lying flat on the blanket amongst her friends. She was crying silently as he lost consciousness.
"Come on, fuck me...give me some more, bitch." Tiffany straddled the unconscious teen's prone body angrily shaking him until she realized he was done. She realized that Gabby was the only other conscious person in the small boiler room.
"Wanna fuck?"
"No."
"Wanna fuck?" Tiffany asked, robotically oblivious to the distressed girl in front of her.
"Please, no." Gabby begged, unable to move from the fetal position she'd assumed on the floor. Her limbs felt like lead weights were holding them down. Tiffany crawled forward staring at the smaller girl like a hungry animal.
"WANNA FUCK?!!" Tiffany snarled, reaching out.
"PLEASE GOD, DON'T FUCKING TOUCH ME!!" Gabby screamed rolling up into a ball as Tiffany realized what she'd been doing to the group of awkward, nerdy teens. She looked around at Irwin and Teddy lying unconscious, looking like discarded playthings. Chris was propped up against the brick wall, slumped over in a seated position, his head hung to the side. His eyes were open, but the pupils were rolled up into his head.
"I-I'm sorry; I didn't mean it." Tiffany's gaze rested back on the cowering girl, afraid to look up at her.
"Don't hurt us, anymore."
"I won't, you've gotta believe that, okay? I-I just came down here and uhm, things got all fucked up, what's your name anyway?" Tiffany panicked biting on her nails in a nervous fit.
"Just let us go, we won't say anything; I promise." Gabby was trembling.
"What's your name? Just tell me and uhm, I don't know. What is your name, huh?"
"Please."
"WHAT'S YOUR FUCKING NAME, BITCH?!!" Tiffany suddenly lunged at Gabby.
"GAAAA-BBY, GABBY, GABBY, GABBY, GABBY, GABBY, GABBY, PLEEEEAASE DON'T KILL MEEEEEE!!" Tiffany tumbled backward surprised by her own aggression as the girl sobbed uncontrollably. She considered bolting from the boiler room as her eyes caught sight of the girl's upended bag. A very low glow was emanating from its darkened interior. She snatched the bag eventually discovering the Androstenone-X vial in the unsealed thermos. The hairs on her arm stood up as she handled illuminated glass tube. The golden hue caught her eye, nearly sending the auburn haired cheerleader into a trance before she looked down at Gabby.
"What is this shit? Answer me, geek meat." The prior guilt had washed out of her consciousness as she stared into the brilliance of the oily liquid inside the tube.
"Chemical." Gabby whimpered.
"You know what I mean; tell me what this is, Gabby." A sheath of heat covered Tiffany's body making her feel even more lustful than before.
"Ir-Irwin, he took it from Mr. Finkle's class; he stole it and brought it down here!! He took it from that Poindexter guy's work station!! That guy made it, go ask him what it is!!" Gabby curled tighter into a ball expecting something bad to happen.
"Yeah, I've seen this stuff before..." Tiffany's nostrils were flaring.
"Can I go? You can keep these guys if you want, Tiffany." Gabby begged, caring little for her waylaid friends.
"What does this shit do?"
"Irwin, the guy who took it, says that its some kind of aphrodisiac that Poindexter made!! He thinks it made you and Kelsey, "like him" you know?!!" Tiffany looked down at Irwin's unconscious, pimpled face feeling a twinge of disgust. She stared at the vial recalling her first tryst with Dexter under the stairwell near the gym and the torrid threesome with Kelsey. Gabby watched the redhead's posture relax as her shoulders slumped.
"He used that on you, didn't he?" Tiffany nodded weakly. She looked over at Gabby with wet eyes, vulnerability replacing her rampant aggression. Tiffany face was wet with tears.
"Sorry, but you should probably take that stuff to the police or something. I-I'm going now and uhm, I won't say anything, Tiffany." Gabby gingerly began crawling by on her hands and knees, inching past her antagonist.
"No." Gabby yelped as she was yanked back into Tiffany's chest. The girls struggled against one another with Tiffany gaining the upper hand in seconds as she mounted Gabby pinning her arms under her knees. She leaned forward picking up the vial of Androstenone-X eyeing it and Tiffany as she unscrewed the top. Gabby's eyes widened as she screamed while Tiffany dipped a finger into the oily solution. Tiffany's finger found a home in her mouth spreading the chemical around inside. The smell of honeysuckle filled Gabby's prominent nose in contrast with the twinge of bitterness that clung to the corners of her mouth.
"Wanna fuck?"
************************************************************************************
The rain was falling steadily pelting the earth with elongated pellets of moisture splattering spectacularly on everything beneath the grayed heavens. There were a couple of lighting flashes off in the distance as Uncle Joe pulled into his driveway activating the automatic garage door. There had been this lingering sense of anxiety following him around for most of the afternoon. It was something intangible and yet, all intrusive encroaching on his person. His work suffered a bit as he called it a day hours earlier driving to the local supermarket for some ingredients for his famous beef stew. He still felt kind of weird and uncomfortable as if something was directing his actions just out of peripheral view. The feeling continued to nag at him throughout the entire shopping excursion, making him quick of step in a manner that suggested a form or pursuit by some invisible assailant. He'd looked over his shoulder even while driving home at every red light. The backseat was empty at every stop; he was alone, or was he? He'd turned his radio on and off in fits of paranoia becoming relieved as his home came into view through the windshield.
The garage door raised halfway before stalling, partially revealing the darkened interior. Uncle Joe was obliged to exit the car manually raising the door into the open position. He was undated with rain as the storm ramped up considerably in seconds. The first thing that caught his eye was the cage containing one of his nephew's pet mice. Joe knew that his brilliant nephew was working on something that involved this mouse, partially worrying him as he peered into the cage.
The cage was empty.
Joe figured that Dexter had probably taken the mouse, affectionately known as "Lester" to school with him. The anxiety returned on the sly, creeping all over his person as her entered the house walking down the corridor to his kitchen. The natural loner kept a small television in the kitchen which he switched on to keep him company as he unpacked his meager groceries. The local news had issued a warning regarding a severe weather system fast approaching their town. He watched as a reporter spoke from the town square covered in bright yellow rain gear. The balding man was being battered by the elements as the picture on his screen flickered and warped a bit before he switched it off. Joe dialed up his nephew, worried that he would get caught in the deluge. After getting Dexter's answering machine a few times, Joe resolved to finish cooking his beef stew.
He wondered if his nephew would even be coming home; Dexter seemed to have his hands full with Agnes Newton and Kelsey Taylor. He suspected there were other girls as well, quietly envying his relative. He'd always assumed that Dexter would end up with his lab partner, but after meeting the other girl, a cheerleader entirely smitten with nephew enough to give him pause. He'd believed Kelsey's feelings had stemmed from sincere regret at her violent actions that left Dexter doused with an unknown chemical. She appeared at his doorstep desperate enough to wait in a similar storm for his nephew with little regard to her own health. She'd stolen his I.D. Card to legitimize her reason for stopping by, going further than he would have thought by offering her body to him in exchange for access to his nephew. Joe shuddered at the memory of her perfect figure and beauty that looked like it leapt off some swimsuit calendar. In the nights that followed, Joe wondered how he'd been able to resist taking the eighteen-year-old right there on his living room floor. Quite plain and shamefully put, Kelsey Taylor was a living sex goddess. The girl could have anyone she wanted and was probably destined to marry into money even though she was already considerably wealthy. A check had arrived in the mail from her father likely as a bribe. He'd left it on the mantle place untouched meaning to talk to Dexter about it when all the weirdness had begun to invade their lives. His mind drifted back to Kelsey's semi-nude figure in his living room glistening with rain water. The stew was already bubbling on the stovetop. He was jolted from the memory by a quick series of rapping at his backdoor.
"Agnes?"
She was standing there in front of him just outside the locked, screen door looking in his direction. She was drenched from head to toe with no coat or umbrella to shield her from the elements. The large wool sweater that she habitually wore over her torso was sagging low on her body. Her curly shock of brown hair was matted to her head in a soggy mess. There was no expression on her face as she stared directly at him. She made no sound, other than her own pronounced breathing.
"Come in here; what are you doing walking around outside like that?!!" His paternal instincts kicked in as he opened the screen door allowing her inside.
"What's going on; did something happen, with Dexter?" she almost looked like she was in shock.
"Is this about Dexter; about him and Kelsey Taylor?" Her brown eyes rolled in his direction while her head remained facing forward. The stew bubbled on the stovetop.
"I'm hungry." She said barely above a whisper.
"Uhm, sure Agnes; have some stew. It should just about be ready; probably help you from getting a serious cold, too." He sat her at the small, cluttered kitchen table before scooping up a bowl.
Agnes attacked the bowl as soon as it was placed in front of her, eating like she'd been starving for days. It was disturbing to watch, allowing Uncle Joe time to retrieve a large towel from the bathroom in the corridor.
"More." She asked again as the towel was placed in front of her. She wiped her face hard as he watched while making another bowl which she proceeded to devour like before.
"Agnes, is there somebody you want me to call?" The nerdy, girl was humped over the table focused purely on the meal at hand.
"This is very good, more please." She looked up handing him the empty bowl.
"You know, at some point you're going to have to talk about Dexter. I understand you're upset about him probably being with Kelsey, but its really not the end of the world." He noticed that she'd become a little more animated, wiping her face with the towel again before picking at her hair. She was visibly breathing from her mouth.
"Maybe it is." She replied out of the blue.
"Huh?"
Agnes was at his back leaning slightly forward allowing her forehead to touch the middle of his back. Uncle Joe was jolted by the sudden lack of personal space between them as her arms encircled his abdomen.
"Agnes?"
Her palms were flat against his slightly protruding stomach as her forehead rested in the center of his back. There was this sense of desperation in her actions as a tremor pulsed through her body while the humidity began to increase in the small kitchen. Joe wanted to extract himself from the situation, reestablish his role as adult and parent to the troubled teen. Her palms were extremely sweaty permeating the cheap rayon of his work shirt as she rubbed his abdomen in small, circular motions. His hands rose covering her own with the intent of extricating him from her embrace. He could feel Agnes shaking her head vigorously against his back before relenting for a few more seconds until he realized she was cupping and kneading his genitals. His mind was aflame with this assault on his morality as he struggled to put this intrusion into words. He responded to her touch becoming completely erect in seconds. Agnes' breath was hot against his back and there was something else present in the room; something that was assailing the corners of his eyes, nostrils causing his mouth to go dry. His erection was pulsing and throbbing painfully under her touch.
"We-We can't Ag-AGNESSS!!" Spittle flew everywhere as he slurred his speech tasting honeysuckle with a twinge of bitterness that clung to the back of his throat. His heart was beginning to thump hard in his chest threatening to explode outward. Agnes continued rubbing her temple against his back moaning and gasping audibly exciting him further. Joe realized that he was covered in a sheath of heat and perspiration as this girl's actions sent shivers down his spine.
"This-This isn't right, Agnes-PLEASE, THIS ISN'T RIGHT!!" Her small hands had somehow gained access to his bare crotch. She was touching his member directly, stroking his shaft with a too soft, feathery touch as precum bubbled up from the head of his cock. Veins began to sprout up on the surface of his sex as she rolled his sack while her loud, desperate breathing filled his ears. Joe realized in short order that his breathes matched her own in perfect cadence. His heartbeat matched her own somehow as they went into the pitched throws of a powerful orgasm. She was stroking the middle of his shaft roughly while softly pumping his sack.
"AAAGG-NESSSSS!!" He worked to pry her hands away from his endowment, gasping hard as he partially turned to face his nephew's former best friend. One of her hands had found its way under his shirt caressing his ribcage. There was something about her touch that sent these little jolts of pleasure running through his body. It felt so good that it scared him. She was a head shorter than him affording a view of the top of her head with its wild shock of curly, brown hair.
"Uh, this-it's wrong Agnes; we uhm, can't..." Uncle Joe found himself almost begging, feeling uncharacteristically weak, hardly able to stand as she looked him in the eyes. She looked desperate, and in need with flaring nostrils as she licked her lips. Her thick, glasses were on the linoleum covered floor where she'd thrown them as she rushed him. Her eyes were different with this thin outline of gold encircling her pupils. The gold slowly engulfed her irises as he watched as some intangible irritant forced him to shut his eyes tightly. Her nails were dragging across his buttocks with purpose as his pants slid lower to the tops of thighs.
Her lips parted fully accommodating his erection as he went into the throes of a powerful climax. Several ropes of jizz exploded painfully from him as her button nose became buried in his pubic hair. Agnes continued kneading and caressing his sack as she feverishly drained him. She wanted everything he had to offer licking and tickling his glans until more spurted into her waiting mouth. He was drenched in sweat with tears streaming from his eyes as she continued playing with his cock.



"AGG-NESSSSS!!" He finally managed to scream after a herculean effort to gather his thoughts.
Agnes immediately released him, slowly standing, backing away with a remorseful expression on her face. He averted his gaze, ashamed to look at her face in the moment as she licked his remaining essence from her fingers. He fumbled with his pants finding it difficult to pull them up over his still, throbbing erection glancing over as she retrieved her glasses from the kitchen floor. Instead of putting them on, she folded them, placing the glasses on the countertop. His heart was thumping at the sight of her, his mind conflicted and on fire as she stared pointedly at him.
"No?" She asked, plainly.
His large, calloused hands, roughly cupped the sides of her round face as his tongue forced its way into her mouth. This manic charge of energy surged through his body, making him tremble and shake with unsurmountable lust. He sucked hard on her tongue addicted to the unusual sweetness of her excessive saliva. He couldn't concentrate or focus any coherent thought beyond taking the woman in front of him with even her identity becoming blurred as he violently swiped everything from the kitchen table pushing her flat on her back. The trembling that had started the moment she touched him, became powerful tremors running through his body forcing him to rip and tear art the long skirt hiding her shapely legs until her crotch came into view. Joe cried out, gasping hard as his shaking fingers struggled with her panties finally opting to yank them to the side exposing her puffed, visibly wet mound under the dim kitchen lights.
Her exposed cunt sent the middle-aged man, a few years away from fifty, into a frenzy as a nervous, as a shaking finger awkwardly slid along her slit collecting her slimy essence before finding its way between his lips. It was the sweetest thing he's ever tasted as he fell to his knees prostrate before her, burying his face between her thighs. Her lapped and licked, prying her open for more of the nectar flowing from her sex. Addiction claimed him as Agnes moaned and gasped running her fingers through her hair. She propped herself up on her elbows watching Dexter's uncle service her before cupping the back of his head pulling him even further into her cunt. He sucked hard on her clit, continuously lapping at her inner walls as Agnes licked her own plump, lips. His cock felt like someone had implanted a steel bar inside of it as he jerked on it, horrifically unable to even feel his own touch. The pain and numbness demanded release in the worst possible way as he shoved all of himself inside the frumpy, plain teenaged girl finding it exceedingly hot and painfully tight. She was soaking wet with that same, sweetness that added a pleasurable sensation that slowly turned into searing irritation that forced him to fuck her harder than ever before.
Agnes lay on the table staring up at him, impassive almost in a trance like state, watching as he slammed into with everything he could muster. His back cracked with pain that paled in comparison to the vise like grip of her lower regions as his thighs tightened up until he reacted with a bloodcurdling scream, ejaculating inside her before collapsing on her prone body. His eyes were red and dry in contrast to the mucus running from his nostrils and a thick web of saliva drooling from his mouth onto her sweater.
"I'm hungry, scoop me up another bowl of that stew."
It took everything he had, just to push himself up on his elbows to look down at her face. He found the same emotionless gaze staring deep into his own eyes not even registering the strands of saliva connecting them. She'd ordered him to feed her and Uncle Joe knew that he would do whatever she asked. Every fiber of his being was taxed to the limit in an effort simply to stand with the older man failing as he collapsed to the kitchen floor in a heap. He lay on his side, internally taking stock of the myriad explosions of pain across his battered form. Agnes' shapely calves and small feet hung right in front of his face as he struggled even to speak. His eyes fluttered in horror as he watched the long skirt slid down her legs to the tiled floor. His mouth hung open as her panties followed. The sound of the rain falling, and the low hum of his old icebox were the only ambient noise in the kitchen until the wooden table creaked under her weight. He managed to peer upward at the bottom of the table seeing the back of her thick, voluptuous thighs. Joe forced himself onto his belly, drawing his knees under him until he has able to crawl to the stove facing away from Agnes Newton. He cried out, forcing himself to stand as his trembling hands began scooping out another bowl of the stew. He nervously dropped the spoon inside the pot, opting to retrieve it even though it meant some slight burns on his hands. Uncle Joe was too afraid to waste time getting another spoon which was within arm's reach.
He almost fell over when she suddenly took a deep breathe as she stretched. He could hear the cracking of her bones and other movement as she shook out her mane. He managed to scoop another bowl of the stew despite his shaking hands which resulted in some of it spilling on the stove top. Something hit the floor at the back of his feet prompting him to look down. Her thick, wool sweater was on the floor between his legs with two long, sleeved shirts following seconds later. He froze in place realizing that she'd stripped nude, sitting there on his kitchen table in her birthday suit. Joe didn't know what to do; turning around to face her would take him further than he'd already ventured, forced or not. A small brassiere was the last thing to drop into the pile of clothes at his feet. His breathes began to increase in fits and starts as the familiar scent of honeysuckle permeated his being. The sound of crackling bones and her own increased breathes joined his, a bit different this time. The creaking of the table was followed by the subtle thud of her feet landing on the floor. The girl's breath was hot on his neck as the frightened man turned to face her, looking upwards unprepared for the sight of her nudity.
"Agnes."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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It all started out so innocently as my girl Edna and I were in the midst of some ill- advised sexual experimentation when we'd been caught by one of the church elders and outed to Pastor Grey. We were kissing, no tongue or anything when Sister Jacobs popped up in front of us. You'd think I was assaulting the girl from the older woman's reaction as she grabbed both of our wrists dragging us to the pastor's office while he as in the midst of a business call. Edna, my girlfriend for all of three weeks after much lobbying and begging was mortified wondering if her mother would either beat her to death or send her to foster care for the indiscretion. I was a little more defiant and possessed of a higher tolerance for pain should corporal punishment be introduced. We were supposed to be cleaning the bible study classroom when I'd become a little friskier than intended. I couldn't help myself being a red blooded eighteen years young male. Edna was moderately attractive with a peanut butter complexion and a smattering of freckles across her slightly pug nose and rounded cheeks. She liked to keep her hair tightly wound into two small tapered pig tails. I guess you'd have to say that she was somewhere between fat and skinny with well pronounced hips that screamed for attention. Her wide, semi-flat butt was thick and defiant to the touch. I liked to refer to her defining attribute as a rock booty.
We were cleaning and organizing a small narrow closet when my proximity to said booty got the better of me. I'd bumped into her butt with my slowly inflating tumescence until she balked at my continuous claims that it was all an accident. A mini-fight ensued with me half begging for some attention when Edna groaned loudly turning her rear end in my direction. Like I mentioned before, she had this kind of rock solid ass that defied my attempts to grope it properly. Frustration set in as I desperately grabbed her hips digging my hands into her pockets in this mad attempt to touch her thighs. My hips moved of their own accord slapping up against her rear end with this loud clap. Edna comically protested and roasted me for being "seriously thirsty" but I didn't really hear much of it, focused as I was on grinding against her butt. She acquiesced, perhaps acknowledging her own prurient interest bumping back against my erection which was threatening to peek out of the top of my jeans. Becoming a little more daring, my hands slid under her collared t-shirt cupping the undersides of her small breasts, tightly hidden behind what could have been a training bra. This seemed to be her sensual weak spot as she moaned as her thick nipples were tweaked.
The small brassiere was of the thick, underwire variety, fighting my attempts to breach it and irritating my fingers. I kept at it while Edna rolled her hips against my tumescence until I managed to get my hands under her cups to cover her meager B-Cups. Her nipples were poking against the palms of my hands in a ticklish irritation as we both approached nirvana. I didn't want to soil my pants but the enticing fire and tightening of my inner thighs were not to be denied. Edna had the shittiest timing with an uncoordinated turn that yanked away those glorious, hard buns in an attempt to face me. Selfishness reared its ugly head as she awkwardly yanked my hand to her heated crotch, silently begging me to get her off. I found a compromise humping her rounded thigh as she humped my hand looking haggard and sweaty. My free hand went back to struggling to pinch the nearest available cheek. This made my girl squirm and move even more ungainly until inexperienced teen frustration ran away with my erection. We stared at one another realizing just how close we'd come to "closing the deal". We settled for a series of light pecks on the lips when we were caught by Sister Jacobs. The wide eyed coonish expression on her face made me wonder if the Klan would be knocking on my door later that evening.
"There's nothing in the good book against young people expressing their love for one another." Pastor Grey was barely north of thirty but already had a partially bald head. He was laid back and moderate against the expectations of his older church members and the younger people.
"I seen it with my own two eyes, these youngsters were sinning, plain as day, Pastor Grey!" The older woman sounded like she was hyperventilating as the pastor facepalmed. Sister Jacobs had long been a member of the church attending every function and program without fail. At forty-seven years of age, she'd become one of the youngest church elders before Pastor Grey assumed the position succeeding Pastor Earl after his retirement for medical reasons. This new younger pastor was popular enough that membership increased with a lot of local ladies flocking into the church for a glance. She never strayed far from his shadow considering it her duty to help him out.
"Well, I'll split the difference with you if the young people are willing; you two want to accept my deal or we could just call your parents, what do you say to that, kids?"
"Puh-Please don't call my parents; I'll do anything you want, Pastor Grey!!" I couldn't blame Edna's frenzied answer, but I wasn't so quick to answer earning an elbow from my girlfriend.
"Yeah, sure." I reluctantly answered.
"Well, the sister here seems to think you two are a little bit closer than you should be, so because I know you to be fine, upstanding future members of our community, I say we hone those rough edges down a bit."
"Huh?"
"A week of volunteer work-apart from one another should suffice, right sister?"
"If you ask me, this mannish little boy needs that strap to get his mind outta perdition!!" I didn't follow but I was sure she was talking about whipping me or something.
"Now Sister Jacobs..."
"Look at 'em, even now eyeing this girl like he wanna take her right here in front of us; sully this house of the lord." It was true I wasn't an angel and my presence in the church was designed by my mother to get me some supposed positive direction. I noticed Edna looking at me like some kind of predator and that pissed me off.
"Well I'm sure this young man would like the chance to prove you wrong, wouldn't you?" He winked at me like I was in on something. That rubbed me the wrong way too, but I thought maybe he had a plan to get Sister Jacobs off my back.
"Sure." I answered reluctantly.
"Well then it's decided; the young lady here will work in the church for the rest of the week and this fine, gentleman will help you get everything ready for the goodwill, Sister Jacobs. You'll be going over to her home and preparing the clothing donations for transport. Also, you might change the sister's mind by doing a few chores around her home." I had to catch myself from uttering an explicative as the pastor deftly screwed me over. Today was only supposed to be a one-time thing and it was spring break. Sister Jacobs honestly looked surprised too.
After everything was hashed out, the separation started immediately as Pastor Grey offered to chauffer Edna home leaving me in front of the church standing opposite Sister Jacobs. Edna didn't even look my way as his Mercedes pulled off.
"Messed up your plans, huh little devil?" Sister Jacobs commented staring me down with a spiteful look.
"Not exactly ma'am." The wheels were already turning in my head as I glanced back in her direction with a slight smirk.
*************************************************************************************
It was around ten thirty when Edna's mom walked out of their apartment building headed out for work. Floris Hampton was a single parent owing to a rolling stone husband who'd gone out for diapers one day and never returned. This had the added effect of making the now single mother extremely bitter and her daughter a latch key kid spending most of her evenings alone. Edna Hampton and her mother would find out later in life that her father had been killed by crooked cops. The absence of her father also had the added effect of making the short, slightly chunky girl toughen up exponentially every year until there were rumors pegging her as a lesbian due to her masculine aura. I'd become intrigued by the rumors finding everything to be a decided lark once we'd started dating.
"What're doing here?" She scowled upon seeing me in her doorway.
"You're not happy to see me?"
"I'm not saying that, it's just that we just saw each other at the church." I noticed that Edna had lost her jeans replacing them with some ill-fitting gym shorts. From the front she had this kind of pronounced muffin. The school issued shorts rode up on her hips a bit exposing a bit of stretch marks that made me wonder if she'd recently lost some considerable weight.
"Look how that shit turned out; not going to invite me in?"
"Well, my mom..."
"Left twenty minutes ago, come on Edna."
"You watching my house?" She leaned against the frayed, scratched up interior of her doorway. I'd walked here home a few times, but never been inside.
"I take the fifth; come on Edna, let's watch a few videos then I'll go home if you want."
"I don't know if I trust you." She admitted with an uneven smile.
"Okay, I get that Edna; guess I'll have to take this bag of goodies back to the store." I'd bought a bag of junk food and some condoms smartly, hidden away in my back pocket.
"Just a few videos, then you're out, okay?" She was eyeballing the plastic bag in my grasp, perhaps giving credence to my theory that she'd formerly been a larger girl. She moved to the side flattening her butt against the door denying me a peek at her cheeks which I'm sure were peeking from the bottoms of those gym shorts. She proved even smarter grabbing the back of my arms as she steered me into her living room before bolting out to her bedroom down the hall. I caught a fleeting glimpse of the uneven back of her shorts and thick cheeks despite her efforts. I facepalmed when Edna returned in an old matronly looking housecoat covered with flowers. It was something your grandmother would wear.
"Aw, don't look so disappointed." She pinched my cheek sitting down beside me as she snatched the bag of goodies.
"Whatever you say grandma."
She began snacking in earnest watching some videos on their floor model television as I looked around at the semi-clean, living room with its wealth of family photos and other mementos. Edna's other siblings were out of town with relatives leaving her with the house at night. She's begun taking a few prep classes at the local college owing to her reason for not being shipped off like her younger siblings and I thought it would be a good chance to get to know her better. But she seemed to want to prolong the dance with more teasing and that didn't sit too well with me at all.
"You gonna watch some videos or sit there pouting all night?"
"I got all night?" I raised an eyebrow comedically earning a nudge of her elbow.
"You know what I mean?"
"You know what I mean too; and what's up with the frilly, granny robe?"
"I didn't want you to get any ideas."
"Too late for that, but I'm a gentleman first. So, I'll gloat for a little while before I shuffle on home, Edna." I followed up this terse statement with a sarcastic smile that made her do a doubletake.
"Don't let me keep you; you know where the door is, homeboy." I had too choices, salvage my ambition or hit the streets with blue balls. I was always told I possessed a silver tongue, so I was going to find a way to talk the panties off of Edna one way or another.
"Can I ask you a question?"
"Shoot."
"What he tell you?"
"Who?"
"Pastor Grey; what he'd tell you when he drove you home?" Edna looked caught off guard and surprised by my question.
"Uhm, nothing." I had no idea one way of the other whether or not the pastor had spoken with her but found some leverage in her reaction.
"Yeah, that's what I thought you'd say; so, it's bad to have a boyfriend who actually wants to be with you, right? You got the "Wait until you get married" speech buffered with some religious dogma designed to give you the requisite head job and interfere with our relationship. It's unfortunate that I want to be with my girlfriend; fuck me, an eighteen-year-old with raging hormones common to most guys across the planet. Yeah, I get it Edna; keep those panties tight." I reached down taking a chip directing my attention at Edna's floor model television.
"So, all you want is sex, huh?"
"That's not fair, Edna."
"So, you're saying that you don't want to sleep with me?" I continued snacking as I pondered her question before noticing her waiting with baited breath for an answer.
"Of course, I want to sleep with you; is that a problem?"
"THEN YOU'RE JUST LIKE ALL THE OTHER GUYS OUT THERE, HUH?!!" Edna perked up on her side of the couch we were sitting on turning to face me as she drew the sash on her housecoat tight around her waist.
"You mean to tell me there are other guys coming over here bringing you snacks and watching videos in the middle of the night?!!" My manufactured look of surprise sent her for a loop momentarily before she realized I was screwing around. She snickered and slapped my arm leaning back against her side of the couch.
"You know what I mean, fool." I motioned for her to move closer with a wave of my hand a few times before she slid over. I took Edna's physical caveat standing long enough to situate my body behind hers, placing the curious girl in my lap. My arms wrapped around her abdomen from the back, I stole a kiss on the nape of her neck before speaking.
"Look, I'm gonna promise not to sleep with you unless you change your mind; but I'm not going to lie about wanting to be with you Edna, okay?"
"Sure." One of my hands had drifted up rubbing her small tit through her frock until her nipple poked into my palm. My other hand found a home on her left inner thigh squeezing and kneading until she began to breathe audibly.
"You say that, but you're feeling on me right now." She moaned the accusation.
"Won't you let me have just this little bit of you?" I whispered into her ear, kneading her right breast unopposed.
"But you said, you wouldn't sleep with me."
"Does that mean I can't touch you; does it mean we can't be like we were earlier today before we got caught? You don't wanna feel good anymore?"
"But it could get out of control, is all I'm saying." My other hand drifted up her plump, muscular thigh dangerously close to her virtue.
"I promised, didn't I?"
Edna nodded leaning back into me as my probing digits found entrance into outer covering finding the crotch of her gym shorts. I traced a finger across her slit while Keith Sweat's "Make it last Forever" played out on the television. I struggled not to slide my hand under the cotton shorts settling for a sustained circular motion on her cunt. I could feel her weight bearing down on me as the thick, slightly chubby girl relaxed leaning back into my embrace.
"Maybe we should stop." She moaned unconvincingly.
"Why, you don't like what I'm doing for you?" I blew into her ear before taking it between my lips and suckling it while twirling my tongue. I ground my fingers against her mound noticing her becoming extremely wet through the rayon material. Edna was wearing any panties.
"Nuh, no; I like it." She admitted arching her back as I continued playing with her.
"Do you mind, Edna?" My hand was under her t-shirt lingering at her waist line capable of going in either direction.
"It's cool, go ahead." She moaned breathlessly as my palm slid upward along her stomach until it found her breast. It was kind of pillow soft even in it's smallness and resistant to my touch capped with a prominent nipple which I teased with a similar rubbing motion. Edna gasped loudly revealing a weakness in the sensitivity of her tiny boobs that I never would have caught on otherwise.
Keith Sweat drifted out making way for Ready for the World's "Let me love you Down" as some unseen cupid continued working his magic in the semi darkened living room. The driving beat accompanied by the semi-falsetto vocal stylings added to the sensual atmosphere as I leaned forward into Edna's back directing her to rest her abdomen on the tops of her thighs as the housecoat slid away from her shoulders leaving her pale yellow t-shirt to be rolled up over her chest exposing her perky endowments. She didn't seem to mind as I squeezed and rolled her nipples for what seemed like an eternity until the stimulation became too much. I dropped both hands down into her crotch which was drenched with considerable moisture that left her thick thighs oily to the touch. Her clit was finally noticeable earning my thumb and forefinger against it teasing Edna while my other hand continued roughly tracing a minute circumference of her puffy mound. My chin rested on her shoulder affording me a look downward as she pinched and pulled on her own, juicy nipples. Her thick, rock hard cheeks rested on either side of my burgeoning, youthful erection.
"Oh yeah, keep doing it like that; just like that, baby." Edna gasped close to completion.
"Like, this?"
"Yeah."
"You gonna cum for me, baby?" Her head rolled in an unspoken answer to my question nearly colliding with my own as she began squirming in my lap uncontrollably.
"Cumming." She answered.
"Huh?"
"I'm-I cuh, I'm cumming right now; just keep it up, baby!!" Suddenly her crotch became drenched as Edna revealed that she was a squirter all over my offending digits. I ramped up my actions as she bucked and shivered, half screaming as she climaxed. Edna pried my hands away looking over her shoulder at my unassuming face which was completely manufactured to make it appear that my actions were all for her benefit. Her plump lips were glistening with excess saliva as she struggled to regain her composure.
"You promised not to sleep with me." He half laughed.
"That ain't sex; that's foreplay and we didn't say anything about that, did we?" She giggled like nasty little girl turning to face me with a knee between my thighs as she kissed me wantonly. Ready for the World's "Tonight" followed the previous song perfectly framing our intimate coupling. Edna really got into the mood wrapping her arms around my neck as our tongues explored one another's mouths. She was an extremely sloppy kisser leaving her essence and saliva across my lips and chin. I found myself staring at her breasts noticing that while small, there seemed to be a slight indentation and lightness to her tan skin tone revealing the tightness of her brassiere. I couldn't help myself any longer taking the closet nipple into my mouth suckling hard to her infinite delight. This set the short, curvy girl off something fierce as she humped against my jean covered crotch while cradling my head. She managed to pry my lips from her tit supplanting it with the other much to my delight as I rubbed the back of her thighs unsure if I should slide my hands under her shorts. I was dying to touch her bare butt as she ground against my mound in a rowing motion.
"Go on, I know you want to; do it baby." Edna encouraged.
That was all the prodding I needed as my busied themselves with copious amounts of Edna's unnaturally hard, ass cheeks. There was just no accounting for the hardness of her rear end as my fingers squeezed finding some deep inner resistance that seemed to push back against me. I found a few dimples and a bit of softness at the higher portion of her butt.
"Squeeze it harder."
"I'm trying, this booty is fucking amazing!" I admitted before she dipped in for more sloppy kissing as I traced the deep crack of her prodigious ass.
Edna worked her mound against my tumescence desperately seeking another climax as I began to work the cheap material of her shorts into a makeshift thong. I noticed more prominent stretchmarks on her hips as the sensation of the shorts digging into her slit became a factor.



"Yeah, that feels kind of good; do it a little harder." She reached down squeezing my length with the tips of her fingers making me ache to release it from its self-impose exile.
Edna began sawing her slit along the opposing motion of her stressed gym shorts as I used a counter motion to heighten her pleasure. Her nipples were little engorged nubs that sent shockwaves of pleasure throughout her body as I continued pressing my advantage.
"Edna."
"Yeah?"
"Can I feel good, too?" The look on her face told me that she was sure I wanted to fuck her, somehow living down to her expectations, but that wasn't the case as I considered the long game I'd talked myself into. She grimaced twisting up her pug nose at my request while moving harder against me to induce a quick ejaculation. It was selfish and shitty, but she was nowhere near making me cum.
"You promised." She finally answered as she approached the plateau of her impending climax.
"I'm not talking about that; I just wanna share in the feeling."
"How, then?"
"Take it out; pull my dick out, Edna...please?" I faux-begged watching her reaction to my request. Even though she was getting off using me as a grinding post, Edna still looked anxious. Her puffy mound was visible with her shorts wedged between her lower lips.
"I'm a virgin."
"I know; I just want you to pull it out." I continued half pleading as her hips rocked against me even faster.
"I'm not sucking it!" she said spitefully as the television automatically switched off from lack of use. This made us both silhouettes under the partial light from a table top lamp near the corridor leading back to the other parts of the apartment.
"I don't want you to do that, okay?!!" I'd already made a mental note that she would be sucking my cock before the summer was over.
"What then?"
I relented moving my hands up, digging into the flesh of her rounded thighs, leaving her stretched out gym shorts wedged into her cunt. I saw an angry glint in her brown eyes for a second before Edna spitefully drew my zipper down freeing my cock which had unfurled past the elastic band of my underwear. Her eyes widened at the sight of my erection possibly because it was her first time seeing a man's penis or it's curved, thickness resting against my thigh as it were.
"Shit!" She looked like she was becoming skittish and I didn't want to go home with a severe case of blue balls.
"Relax, I meant what I said; just help me out a little with this because it kind of hurts."
"It does?" She sounded like a complete doofus.
"Yeah, now pull your gym shorts back up like they were before we started fooling around."
"Why?" I rolled my jeans down until they hit my sneakers before deciding to remove everything on my lower half until I was nude from the waist down.
"WHY'RE YOU TAKING YOUR CLOTHES OFF!!" Edna jumped up backing away a few steps as I worked out my answer on the sly.
"I'm not trying to fuck you Edna, I just got rid of the pants and shoes to make it easier for us to grind together kind of like we did at the church today."
"We-didn't do anything like that!" She squawked almost making me flip her the bird, but I had too much invested in the game to toss it all.
"Hear me out; I'm going to lay here on my back and you just lay on top of me with my dick sandwiched between your thighs like really tight. If I'm laying down like that, you'll be able to control everything, Edna." She nibbled on a finger as I explained, pondering my request as I lay lengthwise on the couch, bare assed.
"Well, I don't know..." Edna watched as I stretched out with my manhood pointing up at the ceiling.
"Hey, it's cool but could I ask you a favor, then?"
"What?"
"Could I just see your butt; just stand over there and let me see your naked ass, please?" She stood there watching me for a few moments before slowly turning around and peeling her shorts just below the cuff where the bottom of her ass met her thick, muscular thighs. I figured that her ego got the best of her making her believe that I was just that much enamored of her charms that she'd reward me with a look at her butt.
"Yeah, that's what I wanted to see, thank you Edna." She looked over her shoulder finding my fist sliding along my shaft. Edna looked surprised at my actions, staring for a few minutes before quickly yanking her shorts up as she approached me.
"Better not try anything funny."
While Edna was debating whether or not to acquiesce to my wishes, I was thinking of all the ways I was probably going to rail her ten ways from tomorrow when it was all said and done. In the short time we'd been together this evening, the freckled redbone had proven herself entirely selfish when it came to her carnal needs unwilling to consider mine. I'd already begun thinking of replacements should the annoyance factor with my "girlfriend" rise even further. There was a birthday party I'd been invited to at a female cousin's home during the weekend that had potential for finding new partners. She was this stuck-up majorette with a lot of hot friends from her catholic school.
"I mean it, don't get cute with me or nothing!" She warned making me bristle inside.
I stared up at the cracked paint on her ceiling letting my mind wander to other places continuing to stroke my length regardless of Edna's participation or not. There was the smell of raw incense in the air no doubt used by her mother as I noticed a spent stalk at the corner of the coffee table.
"You ignoring me?" Edna's face came into view.
"No, of course not; I'm just working it to get mine. It's not easy with you here and everything; I mean keeping my promise, but seeing you like that, helps at least." I continued trolling my girlfriend.
"Really?"
"Yeah, are you kidding; you're so pretty and all. I never thought you'd let me see that beautiful ass of yours, Edna."
"Yeah?"
"I know how it sounds, but it was so cool getting you off; I just wanted to see it again and participate. I thought we could both share it-together, Edna." One of her knees was on the edge of the couch next to my thigh as she pondered my words quietly.
"Man, you really know how to talk to a girl; don't know if I should trust you." Her eyes were on my fist slowly stroking my length as she reached back grabbing the remote switching off the television.
"I understand if you don't wanna..." She suddenly leaned down kissing me to renew her own lost passion minutes ago when I'd stop pleasuring her to address my own need. Edna carefully mounted me discarding her t-shirt to reveal her chest. Her pert breasts called out for my attention as she leaned over me allowing my lips to suck and pull on her thick nipple. I wondered if her chest would grow into her prominent nubs. She shifted mutely prompting me to take the neglected nipple between my teeth as she straddled me pushing down against my throbbing erection. I moaned and gasped feeling the tips of her fingers on the head of my cock. Things got a little awkward and clumsy as Edna worked my member between her inner thighs. Our labored breathing added to the dark ambiance of the living room with the only light filtering in from an open window behind the couch.
"Move your leg over a little, so that I can get mine in there..." She gasped more from physical exertion than lust as I shifted under her spreading my thighs apart. I'd seen the position used in some Japanese porn I'd watched weeks prior becoming sexually curious about it as most men didn't like assuming a submissive position during sex.
"How's this?"
"Okay, uhm, yeah that should do it; hope you like this." We were both sweating up a storm as my length slid up between her thighs finding a home between her rigid, hardened butt cheeks.
"All right close your legs really tight around my dick, as hard as you can." She shifted downward a bit pushing my member deeper into her crack. I could feel her slit parting around me separating us by the heated, sweat soaked material of her shorts alone.
"Like this?" Her thighs were tensing up around me with an inviting friction that promised much to come.
"Yeah, that's perfect, now do it." My leg facing the outside of the couch hung over the edge, awkwardly as Edna softly rocked her hips.
"What?"
"Pump your hips into me kind of like you're the guy. You feel really good down there; let's find out more stuff together." I kept my arms above my head where she could see them as a sign of good faith.
"Are you serious; seems kind of gay to me." She commented half gasping as her cunt pressed down on my cock.
"Please, I'm so close."
Edna arched her back rubbing my length with her inner thighs and it felt heavenly. She seemed embarrassed as I faux-moaned in an attempt to keep her in the game while I got off. I found myself staring up at the underside of her chin as she stared at the entertainment center on the other side of the room to avoid looking directly at my face. Her shorts rode up a little in the back teasing the fat head of my cock with direct contact against her cheeks. Her skin was heat and slimy with sweat as I reached the limits of my endurance several times failing to climax as she cradled my head between her arms. She couldn't deny the alluring sensations of teasing herself with my cock, cheating her status as a virgin.
"Do it harder." I gasped into her ear before sucking on her earlobe.
This seemed to send Edna over the edge bucking her thick hips against me creating a pounding, slapping sound throughout the darkened living room as she lost it fucking me into the couch. Her inner thighs were drenched with perspiration and the oily proof of her lust as she continued tensing up around me in uneven intervals as I began legitimately gasping and bucking up into her. My hands rebelled reaching down into the back of those gym shorts filling themselves full of her thick, hardened ass cheeks. Edna seemed to like the rough groping of her butt as she flopped about on top of me like a wet fish.
"Harder!!" I demanded as she bounced against my member, stroking it against her drenched cunt until we were both moaning and gasping in unison. I lost myself raising my legs and locking them into the small of her back.
"Feels so good, REALLY GOOD with-without doing it!!" Edna admitted.
"Keep it up!!" I was close, but Edna didn't care, tiring of doing all the work.
"I'm getting tired, lets switch places." I wanted to scream, I was so close, but my big head was still in control as Edna sat up on her haunches taking my cock with her. It was still wedged between her cheeks as I thought quick.
"Quick, go stand over there against the wall!!" I barked out of nowhere so sudden that she was standing against the wall before she even knew what happened. I jumped up standing in front of the short, slightly chubby girl, a head shorter than me. I quickly kissed her some more rubbing her mound with the palm of my hand before teasing her slit with two fingers. Edna was extremely wet making my intentions easier than they would have been otherwise.
"Fold one leg over the other!!" She crossed her shapely legs as I handled my member poking it against her mound a few times before burying it between her thighs in a standing position.
Her excessive wetness made it easy to quickly build up a good rhythm as I snared her rounded hips pumping hard enough against her mound that I could feel myself clearing the other side cradled by her cheeks. The loud slapping sound of our bodies mashing together was deafening, but I wasn't satisfied yet. I had to have that ass; was compelled to wax that glorious, rock hard butt.
"Let's get back on the couch, my legs are tired." Edna half whined as I continued pounding into her inner thighs.
"Hold on for a few minutes."
"My legs are tired." She reiterated as my hands filled themselves with her cheeks once more.
"Edna?" Her small breasts manage to slightly jiggle from my actions.
"It hurts a little bit like this." She was fucking up the mood, intent on getting me back into the business of servicing her selfish needs without any regard for my sexual being. I tried stifling her with a deep kiss, but she reached down disengaging us albeit a little roughly.
"I'm tired; let's just watch videos."
"Sure, whatever you say." I replied acidly as she looked away somewhat disheveled from my efforts. She scratched her head unwilling to look me in the face as she planted her thick, chunky butt on the couch. She flipped on the television before rifling through the bag I'd brought over as I stared pointedly.
Edna glanced in my direction as I pulled my pants back on; she looked on the verge of tears. I just couldn't sit there after she'd given me a case of acute blue balls.
"I'm heading out, talk to you later." She sat there staring silently in the direction of the television like a zombie as I let myself out. I didn't know if we were done, but I didn't really care at that moment as the hot summer breeze hit my face. It was too in the morning and was apparently going to be a hot one tomorrow. I'd be doing hard labor because of this cock tease calling herself my girlfriend.
************************************************************************************
I turned up at Sister Jacobs craftsman styled home that looked somewhat neglected at around noon the following day. I'd been silently raging out about the Edna situation lying in my bed, ironically watching the same videos on my small television before dozing off sometime near dawn.
"You're late, boy!!" Sister Jacobs answered the door in a dress that looked like something out of the forties making me wonder if the movie "The Color Purple" had a clothing line. The white frock was adorned with tiny flowers covering everything even though it was just above ninety degrees on this summer day.
"Uhm, sorry."
"Sorry; that what you say when you don't follow through on your obligations, little boy?!!" It seemed as if she never stopped being abrasive.
"No, I uhm, mean...sorry ma'am." I was already irritated about Edna and she wasn't helping standing there in her front door with her arms folded across her chest judgmentally.
"Well, come on inside and don't you touch nothing in my house, boy!"
Sister Jacob's home was a cluttered nightmare of old school furniture covered with the plastic they'd arrived in decades earlier when she was still married. She taught piano lessons to some neighborhood children, there was a small, black piano in one corner of the living room with an inordinate amount of family photographs on it almost obscuring the top of the musical instrument. She was also the church organist as well as one of the elders. There were large boxes of clothing haphazardly stuffed around the house as she led me out to her fenced in backyard. The large wooden picket fence which looked in disrepair and was taller than my five feet eleven inches was incompletely painted white. Somewhere off in the distance Rick James's "Mary Jane" was playing in the distance accompanied by the sounds of revelry.
"You got something better to do?!!" Sister Jacobs barked at me.
"Nuh, no; uhm, sorry ma'am."
"Good, now get all these boxes together and set 'em out on the curb. Truck will be here to pick these donations up at two." The backyard was almost completely undated with work for me that looked a bit much for one person.
"Sister Jacobs?"
"What is it?!!"
"This is a lot of work; is somebody else coming to help me out with this?" she was indigo dark chocolate in skin tone but the grimacing smile on her face and toothy grin answered the question beforehand.
"Trust in the lord, little boy; now we ain't got all day!" She made some exaggerated hand gestures towards the boxes before stalking off back into her house. I instinctively looked down noticing a comical jiggling under her frock before the back door leaning into her kitchen slammed behind her. I took stock of the unfinished nature of the fence and un-watered grass wondering if she'd run her husband off before a persistent tapping caught my attention. Sister Jacobs was watching me from her kitchen window angrily tapping on the window. She snapped her fingers he moment she had my attention.
It only got hotter as the afternoon progressed and it was hard work due to the shitty way most of the boxes had been packed, but I was able to get most of them out onto the curb as instructed by my stern overseer. I was still reeling from my colossal crash and burn with Edna from the night prior. She'd been more than willing to let me get her off but unwilling to return the favor in the slightest. I wanted to stuff her in the worst way, partially to assuage my own bruised ego. I tried to figure out how to work the situation to my benefit still haunted by the images of the thick, rock hard ass I coveted. I took out my phone texting a simple "Hey" to my girlfriend that went unanswered.
"Boy, get your head out of the clouds and come in here!!"
"Yes ma'am!" I'd almost dropped my phone when she shouted at me. I was facing away from the door staring at a photo of myself and Edna that she'd made my phone screen saver with the intent of driving off any other girls who had the misfortune of seeing it.
"Get yourself something to eat, boy." Sister Jacobs had prepared lunch while I was working setting a small buffet on her kitchen table that restored my faith in humanity.
"Thank you, ma'am."
"Hurry up and eat, we got a lot more work before the day's over, boy!!" She sat across from me watching as I scarfed down her offering looking almost pleased and a little more human.
"Trying to call that girl, weren't you?"
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me, you were trying to call that girl and she probably didn't answer, didn't she?" I looked across the table at her dark chocolate features finding her chomping at the bit to say something I probably didn't want to hear.
"Checking my messages."
"You're gonna sit here at my table and lie to my face while eating my food, boy? I know you were calling that girl; you can't hide it from good ole' sister Jacobs. Get your head in those books and forget about trying to get in that girl's panties." She wagged a judgmental finger at me.
"She's my girlfriend, ma'am."
"Really, if that's the case, why didn't she answer your calls, huh boy?" I stared across the table at the large dark-skinned woman who looked back with a narrow face devoid of emotion, inviting challenge.
"I'm finished eating ma'am; guess I'll be going back to the backyard."
"After you clean up this table and wash the dishes!!" Sister Jacobs house phone began ringing as I began to gather up the dishes placing them in the sink. Her old-style refrigerator and other items in the kitchen seemed to be from another era telling me the house had probably been in her family for generations. I had to resist the urge to break a dish or two, but my ego was demanding satisfaction. Sister Jacobs got up from the table snagging a piece of chicken from a plate regarding me with that same toothy grin I'd seen earlier. I wanted to yell out my defiance and trash her house, but that would be-wrong.
"There's a couple of boxes in my bedroom back down the hall there, next to the dresser. Take those out to the curb and you can go home for the day, little boy." My face was an open book of emotion most of the time, so I knew Sister Jacobs was aware that she'd humiliated me.
"Yes ma'am." I answered sarcastically.
"Don't get cute; you break one of my dishes, you bought it!" She definitely knew I was irritated.
"All right Sister Jacobs!!" I could barely contain myself letting a little fire slip out of my lips for an instant. Strangely enough, Sister Jacobs tightened the sash on her frilly housecoat waking off down the corridor to answer the still ringing phone. My hands shook as I cleaned up the kitchen, my mind traveling back and forth between Edna and this kill joy, who seemed intent on taunting me until I broke. I decided not to give her the satisfaction managing to calm myself as I finished cleaning.



I checked my phone as I walked down the hallway serenaded by Sister Jacob's gossipy chatter finding her similarly cluttered bedroom easy enough. Her large bed looked larger than it should have been with extra mattress layers hidden under a wealth of mismatched comforters. The room smelled of a combination of incense and bug spray that left much to be desired. The cluttered theme continued as I looked over at her elongated dresser finding a bank of old family photos.
"Hurry up and get outta my room; you'd better not be stealing from me or I'm gonna get the strap!!" Sister Jacobs yelled from the living room before continuing her gossip. I lost it kicking over the two stacked carboard boxes I'd been sent to retrieve before remembering myself. As I bent over stuffing the errant clothing back into the top of the boxes I noticed something sticking from under Sister Jacob's dresser. It was about as big as a postcard appearing face down as curiosity overtook me. I pulled the photo out just as Sister Jacobs popped up in the bedroom doorway.
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!!"
"Nuh-nothing!!" My shoulders popped as I looked over my shoulder at the angry looking woman. I gathered the boxes up half staggering out onto the curb.
"See you tomorrow, nine sharp, little boy!!" Sister Jacobs slammed the thick oak door behind me leaving me alone with the boxes. I realized that I was still in possession of the photo taking a look at it in the afternoon sunlight.
"Holy shit."
I found myself staring at a photo of some woman's panty clad ass; it was one amazing ass specimen too as evidenced by the small waist above it. This person had been lying down on her belly when the photo was snapped focusing on her waist partially obscured by the rising swell of an enormous backside that looked to be well over fifty inches. The darkness, the rich indigo chocolate of this woman's skin tone gave away her identity right away. I stared back towards Sister Jacob's house intrigued with severely tented jeans.
"You are truly blessed, Sister Jacobs." A wry smile formed on my face.
*************************************************************************************
I coveted the photo staring at it several times over the following evening and wondering what else was hidden in the church elder's bedroom. I had a good four days to find out and I was stoked knowing that I held some leverage over the smug adult. She kept herself well covered up when she went out in a series of antiquated frocks that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. The old photo had some writing on the back that was muted over time and probably from handling by the person it was intended for, piquing my curiosity.
"Chocolate Lavender?" Was written in faded scribbling on the back of the picture.
I chuckled at the nickname finding it hard to associate the stern, aggressively chaste Sister Jacobs. I continued looking at the picture figuring it was more than likely a family member run off by the angry church elder. The picture depicted someone completely comfortable, proud even of their body and that didn't jibe with the woman who'd spent the better part of a day baiting me. I bristled remembering the negative glee she'd displayed at cock blocking my overtures to Edna. My ringing phone disturbed my inner thoughts as Edna's photo came into view.
"Yeah?" I answered half failing to keep my irritation at bay.
"What's with the attitude?"
"Well, I called you a few times today if you hadn't noticed." Her defiant tone stoked an already simmering fire inside.
"I was busy with Pastor Grey, and then I had some classes down at community college."
"Yeah, right." Edna didn't talk for a long time after that as I sat in my bed watching some old monster movie on the tube.
"Still mad about last night, huh?" Her words stung, even more letting me know that Edna was aware how much of a selfish ass she was. For the second time in less than twenty-four hours, I was being baited.
"Oh, about that; I'm really sorry."
"WHAT?!!"
"You weren't ready, and I pushed; so, I'm apologizing for that, Edna." I deadpanned leaning over and muting my television before switching on my PlayStation.
"Wow, I never thought you'd say something like that."
"I was wrong, that's the truth, Edna." The God of War logo appeared on my television screen.
"Man, I'm seriously blown away because I was just talking about relationships and stuff with Pastor Grey and this just goes the other way from what we were talking about. He's so positive and just wants us to reach our full potential; do more than just act like other young people that throw their lives away." I took note of her talking points, realizing our pastor was really no different than Sister Jacobs when you boiled everything down.
"Interesting, so tell me about the rest of your day, honey." Edna went on talking for thirty minutes with minimal input from me other than various muted verbal cues that led her to believe I was actually listening instead of playing a video game. I made sure to mute the phone so that she wouldn't be the wiser. I'd always found something a little off about the popular pastor who seemed to thrive on his own popularity at the church.
"Hey, sorry about the other night too, I just got a little scared." She confessed as I paused the game.
"Hey, it's okay; we don't have to talk about that ever again." I wanted to slam in her face, but it was going to take everything I had not to let Edna know how mad I actually was. An uncle of mine who was quite the ladies man, told me that a woman owns you the minute you let her know she's under your skin.
"Damn, you're making me feel so guilty."
"It's okay, Edna."
"But, you made me feel so good last night and I uhm, didn't when it came to yours." I was starting to bristle as she goaded me, somewhat nonchalantly.
"Forget about it."
"Hey uhm, did you like-finish up?" I couldn't believe she had the nerve to ask.
"It-It worked itself out." I managed to answer as she shamelessly giggled on the other side of the line.
"Come on, you can tell me."
"I've gotta get up early; talk to you later, alright?" Her giggling ramped up as I leaned over retrieving the treasured photo I'd found earlier.
"Don't be mad." Edna teased.
"Goodnight." She mercifully hung up as I stared at that photo for the umpteenth time, imagining sawing my cock between those extra-large, indigo cheeks until they were glazed with my seed. There had to be more were that came from and I was intent on finding out as a text message popped up on my phone. Edna let me know that her mother wasn't going to be home in the middle of the day due to a meeting at work. It was an open invitation.
"Bitch." She was going to get the business end of my junk when it was all said and done, but I knew I had to turn this invitation down or she would have all the power. I texted back declining her invitation using Sister Jacobs as an excuse.
"Your loss." She texted back as I stared at the mysterious butt in the photo.
*************************************************************************************It was even hotter the following day as the stern church elder put me to serious work placing more boxes on the curb from her garage. Sister Jacobs seemed to be in a perpetually bad mood for some unknown reason and I was thankful that she wasn't teasing me about Edna.
"Put some zip into your step, no shucking and jiving, today boy!! We are going to get it done today; I don't care how hot it is out here!!" She sounded angry, bristling with rage almost.
"It's eighty-seven degrees ma'am." I added unnecessarily.
"I didn't ask for no weather report; you get to work." Sister Jacobs side eyed me as I noticed that she was dressed in her finest old lady gear which consisted of some shit that looked positively Victorian in nature despite the sweltering weather.
"Were you going somewhere sister?" I asked while lifting a few boxes.
"You know it's rude to inquire about the affairs of grown folk, little boy; I was going out to administer to the needs of a fellow church member."
"So, you're not going out now?"
"What's it to you any how; trying to get out of your duties, boy?!!" She snapped back ruefully.
"Excuse me, I didn't mean to pry, but I figured that it was because I was here that you couldn't go out today. You're dressed up awfully nice, Sister Jacobs."
"Keep your eyes up off me; you focus on taking care of your responsibilities and I'll handle my business, little boy!! The nerve of you kids nowadays! I-I CAN GO OUT IF I WANT!! I don't have to explain nothing to no confused teenager with his head in the wrong direction!!"
"But you just did ma'am; opportunity gone, huh?" I was amused as Sister Jacobs processed my words before snatching up an equally antiquated handbag, slinging across her shoulder much to my delight.
"Just like your opportunity to knock up that little, pig nose girl of yours too, boy. Finish up with the boxes here and I'll see you tomorrow. I'll leave my back door open for you because I don't want no pissing in my yard; lock up after you gone." She stared a hole in my face looking like she wanted to beat me before stalking off angrily as I watched non-pulsed. Moments later her door slammed followed by the engine sound of the old 86 Monte Carlo as she drove off.
"She's easy." I commented with a chuckle. Minnie Riperton's "Inside my Love" wafted through the air likely from the same backyard I'd heard tunes a day earlier.
I stacked the rest of the boxes out on the curb as instructed in short order as my phone rang. The screen saver told me it was my blissfully ignorant girlfriend, Edna. I let it ring until she gave up, half regretting my decision, but I was determined to take my power back after listening to her tease me last night. There was something else on my mind at the moment and this eighteen-year-old amateur sleuth was gonna have a fucking Scooby Doo moment before the afternoon was over. Sister Jacobs home had this sort of stuck in time quality that was sort of tragic and a little weird at the same time. It felt strangely devoid of life and vacant even when its owner was present. I looked at a few family photos that depicted her relatives and family members, mostly women who out numbered the men by an alarming ratio. Unsurprisingly, most of the men in the photos looked like they were on death row with the presiding women looking the role of prison guards.
All of Sister Jacob's pictured relatives were stern looking women with rich, darkened hues that added to some of their allure which stood in contrast to the uniformly pissed expressions on their faces.
"A family tree full of bitches." I scoffed as I noticed a photo on the corner of Sister Jacob's piano. There was a teenage girl with a decidedly toothy grin displaying almost all of her pearly whites with her hair braided up in numerous multi colored barrettes. The kid was wearing a white, frilly old-fashioned dress that looked like something you might see girls wearing back in the 50's. I stared closer at the photo realizing the smile was manufactured.
"Guess some things never change, huh Sister?" I made sure to return the picture to its original place before working up the courage to invade her bedroom.
Part of me wondered if Sister Jacobs wasn't somewhere nearby waiting to pounce on me the minute I entered her bedroom as I parted the curtains in her living room looking out at the street. A couple of middle aged sisters were going through the boxes set out on the curb, removing a few old dresses before walking onward. One woman had a little gaggle of small children she was managing with a switch, intermittently swatting at them to keep her brood in line. They made enough noise that I could hear them from the inside of the house. My phone rang again signaling another call from Edna which I didn't take again on general principal. I'd already started making plans to replace her after last night's insensitive call. I was committed to working her until she got up off the pussy or something better popped up on the horizon.
"Eat a dick." I snarled at her roundish face on my phone screen, noting that she did have kind of a piggish nose.
The ringing died down as I cracked the door to Sister Jacob's bedroom getting a whiff of whatever medicinal smelling shit, the angry woman was covering her body with these days. There were a couple of dresses laid out across her bed telling me that she'd been trying to decide the best one to wear on her excursion to wherever it was, she had gone this afternoon.
"Boyfriend?" I shrugged off the idea figuring maybe women like Sister Jacobs found suitable mates amongst the helplessly incarcerated.
Yet the top of her dresser held a number of half opened jewelry boxes suggesting the stern woman had considered wearing jewelry to her appointment. There were little piles of earrings and bracelets on the dresser that lent credence to the theory staring me in the face. If that was true, I wondered just how desperate a guy could be if he was considering the staunchly religious and chaste, Sister Jacobs.
I shrugged off my random thoughts on the matter getting down on all fours as I noticed what looked like some papers peeking out from nearly the same spot as the photo I'd found a day earlier. I pulled them out finding some unpaid bills disappointed. There was something else brought forward by my actions looking like a binder or the end of some book. I tugged at it finding myself challenged a bit when it wouldn't budge. I realized the bottom drawer of the dresser had fallen out and its content was spilling under the rickety piece of furniture. I pulled the drawer out finding a little rectangular album along with a multitude of old, yellowing papers. There were a large number of polaroid's inside the booklet which was hidden under an old video tape.
"Chocolate Lavender?" The name was written on some faded masking tape as an impromptu label.
"Oh shit, oh man; fuck me!" I opened the album finding another picture similar to the one snagged a day earlier minus the panties. There it was again, that amazingly large butt glazed with some guy's splooge this time. It looked like it was taken the same time as the other as I looked at a third picture finding a disgusting close up of some big lips wrapped around a really large looking penis. Another picture revealed a closeup of the woman's well used vagina similarly defiled.
"Ah shit, this is really fucked up." The next picture revealed the woman's identity as she was shown lying on her bed looking dazed with an arm lazily draped across her modest chest.
"Sister Jacobs." There were more photos shoved into the small album and the video tape to be reviewed as I put everything back like it was before. I looked over at the clock finding that it was getting late before locking everything up and fleeing the house with my bounty.
*************************************************************************************
"Aw shit." I found Edna sitting on my stoop apparently waiting for me to appear. She was wearing a simple t-shirt and jean miniskirt along with some sandals on her feet. I'd placed the stuff taken from Sister Jacob's home into was small plastic bag which she snatched at. I was nimble, managing to keep it out of her reach as she chuckled.
"What are you doing here?" I was annoyed.
"I thought I'd surprise you; don't you wanna see me or are you still mad?" There was a look on her face that I couldn't place. She sounded a little anxious which was unfamiliar to me because Edna always liked to put on airs like she was a know-it-all.
"I told you I wasn't mad."
"Yeah, but you sounded mad anyway and I felt like it was my fault for asking that stupid question last night."
"It's alright, you were just screwing around and I understand that." I was working hard not to flip her the bird. She still sounded smug to me and that was a cardinal offense in my opinion.
"So, we good or what?" She stood on the upper step artificially becoming a head taller than me with her arms outstretched.
"We good, okay?" We hugged, rather reluctantly on my part as I resisted the urge to grab her thick ass.
"So, what's in the bag?"
"Just some stuff for Sister Jacobs." She reached for the bag again, but I stole a kiss, cursing myself for not having seen her before she saw me.
"You her fucking butler or something?"
"That was the deal we made, wasn't it?" I made sure to keep the bag on the far side as I took a seat beside Edna.
"I don't like her, she's always sweating Pastor Grey and shit." Edna complained not noticing my side eye.
"Pastor Grey?"
"Well yeah, she's always inviting him over her house for dinner and shit; everyone knows she's had an eye on him since he took over at the church. Pastor Grey don't need no old, shriveled up bitch hanging all over him embarrassing herself in front of the congregation!!" I sat watching her mini-rant getting a sense of Pastor Grey's fandom.
"Really, you don't say?" I deadpanned wanting nothing more than to get rid of her so that I could pursue my interests in the bag on the other side of my body.
"Uhm, forget about that; how come you haven't invited me inside?"
"Oh, you wanna come in my house?"
"Well, I kind of brought you something and I wanna show you inside." Edna's mischievous vibe piqued my curiosity as I ushered her inside to my bedroom. My mother was out for the day and would be on a date night with her boyfriend later. Edna closed my bedroom door behind us.
"Have a seat and put your hands over your eyes." She giggled pushing me into a sitting position on my bed.
"Aw come on, really Edna?"
"Fuck, I'm trying to be nice to you; just do it, already!" I covered my eyes as she requested drowning myself in self-inflicted darkness for a few seconds.
"Alright you can look now!"
Edna was standing in front of me facing the opposite side of my room door wearing the tiniest pair of panties I'd ever seen. Her butt looked incredibly inviting in the tightly stretched underwear with her cheeks healthily peeking out at me.
"Wow."
"Yeah, I thought you would like this; found 'em in the laundry and figured I'd try them on; makes my ass look huge, right?!" Edna seemed pleased with herself.
"Fucking A, right." I agreed.
"My cousin left them over after we went shopping, she never even wore 'em, so I thought it'd be funny to try them on; she's got a really flat, tiny little ass, too." The material was so stretched across her butt so tightly, that I thought it would explode at any minute.
"So, what now?"
"I don't know, I guess I thought you could finish what you started the other couple nights ago. Maybe you could use this as fap fuel."
"Fap fuel?"
"Yeah, you know, so you can finish jerking your gherkin to me." Her arrogance was incredulous as I continued staring at the bounty in front of me trying to work out a way to seem pedestrian about the whole affair. Edna started bouncing, shaking, and shimmying her butt for me unwittingly making the cotton material ride up into the deep crack of her ass.
"I don't know, needs a little something."
"Huh?" She stopped momentarily looking over her shoulder, puzzled.
"Just hold on a moment while I fix this up; those are some real nice panties, Edna." The top of her crack was visible over the elastic waist band of the tightly wedged panties.
"HEY!!" She cried out when the steady stream of baby oil hit her thick, rocky butt, dead center. I kept a bottle near my bedside for uhm, reasons if you get my drift.
"Don't move or you'll mess up everything baby, I'm just trying to make this work out just right and everything. This uhm, THIS-is a GOOD LOOK, home girl; just need to add a little more and then it's just about perfect." I continued spraying the oily substance on her butt until the panties were nearly translucent. Edna seemed taken off guard by my constant chatter and double talk as I rubbed the closest cheek with the tip of my fingers before palming it altogether.



"Perfect, huh?" She was dripping with sarcasm.
"Yeah, if only you could see how good this looks; hey, give me your camera, babe." She complied without protest surprisingly enough. I nudged Sister Jacob's album under the bed with my foot.
"That's just-about perfect." I snapped a large number of photographs stopping as Edna became restless.
"WHOA-WAIT-A-MINUTE!! You're spoiling it babe, keep doing what you're doing darling!! DON'T SPOIL IT, BABE!! You're beautiful, absolutely beautiful hon!! Take a look at these snaps and tell me they aren't ABSOLUTELY PERFECT!!" Edna was bent over palms flat on my television stand with her hands on either side of my PlayStation. I slid her camera right between her hands placing it on top of my console as I freed my pulsing erection with the other.
"Hey, these are nice." Edna admired as I poured some of the baby oil on my girth.
"Very very perceptive, young lady." Her thick, chunky butt was glistening in the afternoon sunlight filtering in through the venetian blinds covering the only window in my room.
The oil made it hard to get a good grip on her cheeks, but it was fun playing with a butt as she shifted slightly resting her weight on a knee, signaling that she was getting restless. I quickly began tapping my cock on her left butt cheek splashing some of the baby oil around. Edna looked back concerned about my intentions as my member slid around on her ass getting caught on the tight seam where the panties dug into her tender flesh. After a few moments, she dipped a knee in the other direction, continuing to become restless. Edna continued scrolling through the photos as I slowly slid behind her tugging the slippery material up into the crack of her butt.
"That's my favorite one, right there; what you think about that one, Edna." I made the blanket comment to distract her from my actions.
"Yeah, it's cool; hey, my knees are getting tired."
"Yeah, but don't you think that could be, uhm, like in a magazine?" I continued talking quickly as I lined my length along her crack intent on rubbing one out before she stopped me.
"I thought about modeling, but mom said it was shady and full of perverts trying to get in your pants. It sucks because the money would be good, but I have standards and shit. Mom agrees that I should go into the medical profession and nursing would be a good way to pay my way through medical school, later. Yeah, I've got a nice ass, but that could come back to haunt me later." She'd gone on a verbal tangent little realizing that I was steadily humping her thick, defiant ass cheeks. The wet sound filled the room as my sandwiched length sawed in and out of her gluteal cleft.
"Come on, haven't you had enough?" She replied after moments of silence spent watching me grind into her butt. My thighs were already tightening up in internal anticipation of what was going to be a powerful climax.
"Oh, yeah Edna, you're right about that modeling shit, I-mean, like how would you even get hooked up with someone to go into that profession anyway?" I huffed, continuing my grinding motion as one side of her panties slid over revealing an entire cheek. I noticed a few barely there freckles on her lower back.
"I could get into that business if I wanted to; my-my Uncle Joe knows people!!" She fired back defiantly citing a relative I'd met once. The large rotund, fellow had been drunkenly out in a lawn chair in Edna's backyard, his tall can pouring out onto the grass.
"But it's cool how you would toss away millions to help people by becoming a doctor; that's just another side of you that's so understated. I mean your charity and humility."
"Yeah, I know."
"Fuh-Fuck, you feel so damn-GOOOD!!" I'd lost my train of thought as my pending orgasm began to crest. A deluge of precum was seeping out of the head of my member adding to her shiny backside. I was too far gone to continue with the charade of pumping up her head.
"Hey?!!" Edna called out shakily.
"Yeah?" My fingers were locked around her rounded hips with my furrowing erection almost a blur against her shuddering cheeks as more precum began to bubble to the top of my cockhead.
"You gonna cum?"
"What?"
"Are you gonna cum?"
"What?!!" I was trolling Edna, working my hips in a scooping motion as my balls slapped against the underside of her rubbery cheeks. The pounding sound of my pelvis slapping against her ass was almost deafening as my hands slid under her t-shirt covering her small breasts. Her brassiere was so tight that getting my fingers into it was impossible. Her nipples were poking into the rigid triangular cups signaling Edna's arousal despite herself.
"Are-you-going-to-CUM?!!" Edna snarled twisting at the waist against the direction of my gliding cock adding enough pressure to get me over the edge. A few spurts were starting to dribble out as she shook and bounced trying to dislodge me.
"OOOHHH FUCK YEAAAHH!!" A thick rope of cum shot from the head of my cock straight up her rear cleavage soiling the bottom of her t-shirt followed by several bursts of milky cum that intermingled with the sweat and baby oil already covering Edna's backside. She shrieked like a banshee, angry that her planned attempt to tease me to distraction had backfired spectacularly.
"Fuck, get up off me!!" She attempted to stand driving my cock up vertically between her cheeks, adding to the sensation, unwittingly enhancing my orgasm.
"I'm cumming so hard, Edna!!" Her elbow came flying back at me, but I dodged it, sitting on the edge of my bed as she faced me, teeth gritted.
We stared at each other for a few moments before her gaze dipped low to my still erect penis covered in webs of stringy semen flowing from the head of my cock. My heart was pounding in my chest as I happily realized my ambition of orgasming on Edna's thick, rock hard butt. There was semen on my exposed abdomen which dribbled down between my inner thighs. It ended up there when she stood up trying to ruin my well-deserved orgasm. I followed her gaze down to my cock, looking back at her angry countenance while stroking out the rest of my backed-up cum.
"You weren't supposed to do that." She growled.
"You said that you wanted me to finish what we started the other day; use you as uhm, fap fuel." I tried to sound earnest barely stifling a self-satisfied snicker.
"Well, you were just supposed to jerk off, not cum all over me!! Look at my clothes, they're ruined!!" Edna sounded livid as I continued jerking off while she reached back getting a hand glazed with my spunk.
"Sorry."
"Yeah right, you probably planned the whole thing!" She whipped her hand, flinging some of my cum back in my direction.
"Sorry." I apologized as my cock thickened before her eyes. There was a wet sticky sound accompanying my pumping fist. Edna did a doubletake realizing that I continued masturbating in front of her. I figured it would be annoying to do what she'd actually suggested after using her body.
"WHY AERE YOU DOING THAT?!!"
"Because you told me to, Edna; you said you wanted me to jerk off to you." I stared her in the eye, defiant.
"Didn't you just cum? You don't have to do everything I say, you know." She sounded like an idiot.
"But look at you; how can I not want to jack off when you're so beautiful and hot. You said I could do it and I can't get my dick to go down now that I felt your incredible butt. How can any STRAIGHT GUY look at you and not wanna rub one out?!! You SAID I could do it, Edna." I laid it on thick appealing to her fragile ego.
"It's not my fault, I'm hot." She rationed.
"Yeah, could you do me a favor, though?"
"What?"
"Could you turn around, again?" Edna started to turn around before remembering herself putting her hands on her hips like she caught me doing something shady.
"Are you kidding?"
"Please Edna, I need you." She scoffed before turning around pushing her cum soiled butt in my direction for all of three minutes before turning back in my direction with an incredulous expression on her face.
"You're serious, right?"
"Can't you see how serious I am?" I nodded towards my tumescence.
"I-I can't miss it; would you stop doing that. Please?"
"Why?"
"Because it's fucked up."
"I don't get it, you came over to my house and told me to jerk off for you; even squeezed into your little cousin's panties and everything. What happened Edna, did I do something wrong?"
"Yeah, I mean-NO-but, you're taking advantage of the situation."
"How?" I never stopped stroking my member, working the situation verbally as Edna pondered my words looking for an answer that would benefit her outlook. I knew that she probably thought I would end up getting her off somehow and was determined to make her work for it if not outright denying her needs.
"Stop doing that, it's getting on my nerves."
"Sorry." The sticky sound of my fist sliding along my length added to the situation as her light peanut butter complexion flushed red.
"But you're still doing it!" I relented standing up with my hands on my hips glaring as my erection pointed horizontally in my girlfriend's direction.
"Can I be honest with you, Edna?"
"Sure, I guess." She looked a little scared at me, dipping her eyes down towards my member.
"It hurts."
"What?"
"It hurts." I folded my arms across my chest with a sarcastic smirk on my face like she was the stupidest person on the planet. The copious amounts of baby oil I smeared over her thick backside seeped up to the front making her muff visible through the material.
"Excuse me?"
"My dick, it hurts when its like this and I need to take care of it; I know you're really scared, so why don't you just go wait in the living room or something while I take care of this situation. It's not my fault that you're so sexy that it won't go down and I basically, respect your innocence." I was just rambling shit off the top of my head trying to salvage the situation.
"Are you for real?"
"Yeah, come on Edna; I'll just be twenty minutes or more." I nudged her towards the door finding some resistance.
"You're kidding, right?"
"Does this look like I'm kidding; just leave while I take care of it, Edna. I wanted us to share this together but you're really not ready for it; it's okay if you're scared. It-REALLY HURTS like this!!" I figured I go for high comedy lurching over like I was having some abdominal pains or something. I was going to continue trolling her until she called me on it.
"I'm not scared of your dick." She lost her t-shirt revealing her tight, little padded bra.
"Whatever, I need to get off, so you can stay or go." I sounded desperate as Edna glared incredulously feeling herself before timidly attempting to handle my erection.
"How's this?" She applied a feather soft touch as I moaned my appreciation, nodding.
"Feels good." My cock pulsed in her grasp causing her to draw her hand away in surprise before handling it again slowly tugging on it. The mixture of baby oil and precum added a layer of greasy slickness to the proceedings as she tightened her grip on my girth. I noticed her licking her plump lips every now and then, wishing they were on my cock. I couldn't believe how I'd double-talked her into masturbating me, wondering if she secretly wanted to do it but was too embarrassed to ask. Opportunity and childish goading more than likely provided an open window for her to touch my cock after much work on my part.
"It's so warm and sticky." Edna seemed to be getting into it moving closer. I enhanced things reacting to her slow-moving fist by slowly reclining on the bed.
"Yeah feels so good; just one more thing?"
"What?" The wet, sticky sounds increased as I motioned for her to cup my balls with her other hand. Edna appeared happy with her new toy tugging and jerking at different speeds until I was close. She didn't seem to mind when my hand cupped her butt cheek.
"I'm so close...do it faster."
"Like, this?" Her hand sped up remaining close to the base as she massaged my sack, marveling at the way they filled her palm.
"Uh, fuck-Shit, yeah like that; do it just like that but...faster!" Her hand became a blur as she leaned over my body jacking my cock like she meant it. I could almost feel her working the cum up my shaft as I went into the throes of a massive orgasm.
"Hey, want me to add some more oil; would you like that?" Edna was staring intently as a stream of precum flowed from the head of my cock. I nodded feverishly as the torturous handjob continued. Having cum previously made my member unbearably sensitive. Edna picked up the bottle with the intent of slathering my junk with even more lubricant only to have the slippery plastic bottle pop from her grasp in an arching trajectory over her left shoulder onto my television stand. We both shared a playful giggle as she shrugged her shoulders adding a twisting motion to her actions that sent me over the edge.
"ED-NAAAAAA!!" She shrieked as several bursts of cum exploded from the head of my penis soiling my abdomen and her pumping fist. Edna had this wide-eyed, incredulous look, mouth agape as I continued spurting, finally compelled to cover her fist with both of my hands humping up into it manically.
"I take it, you liked that, huh? Edna leaned over my torso giving me a light kiss. She'd continued slowly stroking out residual remnants of my liquid lust with marked vested interest looking like she'd found some new hobby.
"Jane fix Tarzan, REAL good." Her nipples were poking against the close hewn cups of her brassiere.
"Wow, all that and you're still looking at my tiny tits?"
"You don't have a problem with that, do you?"
Edna reached back snapping the clasp on her brassiere which had the comical effect of making it pop away from her chest. She'd been wearing it extra tight and I wondered if that particular article of clothing belonged to her cousin too. The were indentation in her flesh that traced the outline of the offending garment. She placed her hands on her hips giving me a prolonged look at her chest. The short, slightly chunky girl was all but nude except for the ill-fitting underwear covering her sex.
"Does this answer your question?" My cock answered twitching slowly to life.
"Man, you just can't get enough, can you?"
"Nope." The look on her face said much as I validated her sex appeal with my unspoken need. Edna surprised me by rolling the tight-fitting panties down mid-thigh giving me a look at her shaved muff. My surprised expression made her laugh again.
"I'll let you cum one more time, then I gotta get home before my mom shows up."
I watched as she awkwardly kicked off the small panties almost earing them in the process to become nude in front of me for the first time since we'd started dating. She had a pear shape over short, shapely legs; resembled a muted little fertility symbol with manageable proportions.
"Damn, you look great."
"You think?" Edna ran her hands over her abdomen up to her barely there breasts, staring at me with a knowing smirk on her face that said maybe we'd go all the way this afternoon.
"You know what'd look even better?"
"No, what?" She was teasing her own nipples, rolling, and distending them as she rocked and swiveled her wide hips unconsciously.
"More baby oil."
"Oh really, yeah?" Edna smiled with her hands on her hips in faux indignation before walking over towards the bed anticipating my wishes turning around so that I could look at her thick, muscular butt. There were two dimples on each cheek, both wedged tightly together revealing gluteal fault that was strange in that it appear similar to a woman's breast cleavage. Her cheeks appeared to be warring with one another. There were slight stretch marks on her hips and lower back that I traced a finger along.
"What's up with this booty; it's so fucking powerful, you got a rock booty."
"Rock booty, huh?"
"Yeah, it's big and juicy looking, but it feels like a rock." I cupped a cheek feeling the defiant flesh push back against my probing fingers.
"Hundred squats two times a week will do that to you; I worked hard for this body. I used to be a fat ass that everybody called "Muffy the Muffin" and shit. It got a little too real, so mom put me on the physical at the gym. So, here I am, a whole new me." So much about Edna was revealed in that moment as I traced a finger down her spine making her shiver.
"Muffy the Muffin?"
"Don't even go there; I'm warning you." She looked back over her shoulder with a playful smirk.
"But I love muffins."
"Is that right?"
"Yeah." Her light brown eyes widened at my comical suggestion.
"Alright, here's a nice juicy muffin for you." I found myself looking at her shaved muff; Edna mounted my chest with a degree of nimbleness, I didn't know she possessed. There was this kind of lovable roughish expression on her face. She wanted me to reciprocate by going down on her, making me wonder if she'd been planning this when I found her on my steps.
"Uh, oh-kay."
"Please, it's clean; I even shaved for you." She smiled nervously, opening her flower to reveal its pink insides.
"Shaved?"
"Come on, try it out; my friends say it feels really good and I took care of you, so I thought, maybe...?" An unseen conversation flowed into my mind of Edna and probably a few of her friends convening in a sewing circle.
"I'd top you off?"
"Well..." She looked sheepish slightly moving her sex closer to my lips.
I stared pointedly at her for a few seconds conflicted, not knowing what to do given Edna's intent. If I refused we'd be fighting with me being totally in the wrong because she'd already taken care of my needs in the most selfless (For Edna, anyway.) way possible. Thoughts of my friends somehow finding out and roasting me danced about in my head eliciting serious panic.
"You don't wanna help me out?" She was speaking softly, but I could hear the edge in her voice.
A tremor ran shuddering through Edna's body the moment my tongue touched her clit. I tickled it for a few seconds as she reacted stronger than I was expecting scooting closer, bringing her muff to my lips. Her taste was salty, tinged with sweat and her feminine mystique for lack of a better word.
"Oh, fuck it feels good; keep it up." Edna encouraged.
Her middle fingers parted revealing the lush, pink insides of her sex and more of her clit as I continued licking and teasing as her ragged breathes filled the room. After five more minutes of this, Edna moved into a squatting position over my face grunting a little bit out of frustration.
"Could you like, suck on the little button?"
"You mean you clit, right Edna?" My sarcasm was not lost on Edna as the sarcastic teen palmed my scalp trying to nudge me even closer to her sex. It appeared that she wanted to sit on my face.
"Yeah, suck it real good and I'll do something, nice." She promised.
I felt like an idiot thinking that I was working her earlier when she'd come to my house for oral sex in the first place. She'd been working up the courage waiting for me to come home from Sister Jacob's house. Her selfish nature was still intact and the thick, shorty still had something I coveted. I kept telling myself that she was going to get the mother of all hate fucks before I was done with her.
"Thasss-It!! Yeah, just like that, baby." I bristled a bit as she grabbed the rickety headboard of my bed dislodged years ago by rough horseplay with an overweight cousin.
"Keep doing what you're doing; yeah, it's so much BETTER with YOU!!" She gasped forgetting herself.
"Huh?"
"Whu-what?"
"What was that; you said it's better with who?"
"No, I SAID it's FEELS GOOD, keep it up!" Edna corrected.
"No, you didn't; you SAID it FEELS BETTER with YOU!" Edna spread her legs looking down at me with a sigh of exasperation. She bit her plump bottom lip in frustration as her furthest leg hovered past my abdomen so that she could kneel beside me as I lay on my back.



"I didn't say that; you just don't want to lick me. I came over here to make you happy and this is the thanks I get? I-I let you cum all over my ass and even jerked you off, but you can't go down on me without making shit up."
"I ain't making shit up and you know it." One of Edna's trademark pigtails had come undone leaving the barrette somewhere near my left thigh. I couldn't help but stare at her butt as she leaned over to retrieve it.
"I didn't say that." She half whispered.
"So, I'm lying, huh?" I worked hard to control my temper as she retied the undone pigtail. I wanted to snatch her by the arm and shake some answers out of her mouth, but that would have been against everything I'd been taught.
"I'm going home." She said looking as if she would burst into tears at any moment. I remained silent as she dressed, watching intently until she was respectively clothed. Her underwear was soaked with baby oil and my cum, but it didn't seem to matter as she pulled them back on unable to meet my gaze.
"Talk to you, later."
"Whatever." I had turned towards the wall hearing the door close as she let herself out. A similar sound emanated from my living room seconds later.
*************************************************************************************
"Shit, I can't sleep."
It was three in the morning and I'd lain awake staring at the simple bulb illuminating my room for hours after Edna vacated my home in silent shame. My mother was out with her boyfriend and for all intents and purposes, I was home alone. Several posters adorned my walls, but I was staring at one in particular. It was an Italian version of this movie called Point Blank about a disgraced mobster on the rampage after learning that his wife and best friend plotted his downfall. The image of Lee Marvin bursting into his home after many years of incarceration to fire repeatedly into his marital bed in front of his horrified wife, came to mind. I was beyond pissed feeling "played" by Edna. I felt like a doofus after finding out that she had other irons in the fire and was unwilling to admit to it. I sat up on the bed noticing the bottle of baby oil landed dangerously close to my PlayStation. A familiar photo sat near the greasy bottle and it was a miracle my "girlfriend" hadn't seen it.
"Chocolate Lavender."
I rolled over on my stomach remaining that way as I pulled the plastic bag containing my stolen bounty from under the bed where it had been hidden away from Edna's prying eyes. There were a large number of photos stuffed into the small rectangular album with a marker turning out to be some cheap looking flyer for an amateur strip show. The card was gold embossed on one side revealing its cheap nature when you turned it over on its yellowing, frail side. There was a crude drawing of a woman's cartoonishly small waist over extraordinarily wide hips reading "8th wonder of the 5th Ward". The admission was oddly enough five bucks, making me wonder about the size of the venue.
Another picture revealed the subject of the flyer in all her glory facing away from the camera displaying a figure that put the drawing to shame. Except for a stark white brassiere, the dark-skinned woman was nude with the same cartoonishly wide hips and deep, shelf-like butt on full display. It was enough to get a full reaction out of me as I looked through a few other photos, realizing care had been taken to hide the woman's face. In some of the pics, she sported an obvious wig of faux-brunette hair that reached beyond her shoulders, while in another particularly nasty photo, her real head was shown from the back covered in a stocking cap as she was railed doggystyle. I found a disgusting photo of the aptly named "Chocolate Lavender" with her narrow face partially hidden behind some large butterfly shades and a stomach churning deluge of cum. The grimace on her face said that she wasn't enjoying the experience either.
I rummaged through my closet finding an old video cassette recorder left behind by my older brother after he'd moved out for college. It took me a minute to hook it up because it wasn't a normal console; my brother said he used it to transfer old movies to DVD'S at his old part time job. My room was a mess with old clothing and other odds and ends spilling out of my closet as I worked to hook the antiquated machine to my laptop. My phone rang a few times, but I ignored it, focused on finding out what the video tape held. I glanced at it finding Edna's face illuminated in the window. She was still up at this time of night, but I didn't want to talk. I didn't know if I would talk to her again because she'd made me feel stupid, but part of me wanted to know something about the other guy. I'd had my player card pulled in such a subtle way that it would've been awkward to talk with her. She called a few more times before seemingly giving up as my room went silent. Despite myself I checked the phone finding a few messages left behind. Edna sent a few sad face emojis and a simple message in the form of a selfie. The photo on her lying in bed wearing what appeared to be a spaghetti-strap tank and nothing else did nothing for me considering I was onto her manipulation. Her stomach was exposed in the picture with the sheets just low enough to reveal a bit of hip and thigh.
"Should have sent a picture of her ass." I tossed my phone aside preferring the original picture I'd taken from Sister Jacob's home. I stared at it for a few minutes marveling at the phenomenal butt depicted., before switching on the vcr.
It took a while for the machine to boot up as I stared at a white screen full of static snow. It looked like one of the old UHF Channels my older brother had told me about as a slightly warped picture started to focus.
"What the fuck?" For a few seconds, I found myself staring at some guy's nude pelvis replete with a small nappy lower afro and a huge penis. I jumped up to switch it off before realizing the videographer was adjusting the camera. This guy definitely needed a pummeling as he stepped back revealing an environment that looked like somebody's garage. The tall, thin, dark skinned guy posed and handled his manhood for the camera before looked over at an unseen person.
"Bae, you ain't getting skittish on me are you; come on, we talked about this already, huh Bae?" He had a deep baritone voice dripping with intimidation.
"I-I'm scared." A woman responded off camera. The would be stud, scoffed effeminately, slapping his thigh in a manner that left his masculinity suspect.
"You know we got to get this paper, right?"
"But I'm scared, my parents might see."
"Girl, your parents don't watch no porno; this shit is for the fucking fans; you wanna stop dancing for pennies on the dollar, don't you?" His head came into view with his face strategically covered with a half ski-mask and what looked to be a wig under it. This guy looked fucking hilarious as he verbally bullied an offscreen woman.
"Well, yeah..."
"Then you agree that we got to make this movie, your fans will go crazy when they see that big can getting smashed up all proper like and shit. You got me, little girl, huh baby?!! -[pause]-I WANNA SEE YOU SHAKING YOUR HEAD!!" The idiot threatened.
"I-I just don't..." The woman pleaded almost in tears. The masked guy stiffened up his posture, balling up his fists as he stared at the offscreen woman.
"Chocolate-I ain't gonna tell you again." Her suddenly lurched in the direction of the camera yanking the woman (visible from the lower back down.) into view of the camera. The extremely dark-skinned woman was wearing a sort of girdle that ended at the top of her hips and some stark white panties that were partially hidden by her huge rounded cheeks. They struggled for a bit with the aforementioned stud and would be pornographer making some animalistic sounds before her body stilled responding to the intimidation. The panties that I'd become so fond of from the still photo were unceremoniously snatched away from the woman's body.
"Don't move, this shot's gonna sell the whole thing, bitch." His large, fingers dug into what appeared to be the soft pliant flesh of her buttocks, groping, jiggling, and kneading.
"Uhm, check all this PHAT ASS out boys and uhm, girls; this here, this here's CHOCOLATE LAVENDER!! We gonna give you motherfuckers a show today for real!!" The studs evil sounding voice was as disturbing as his callous treatment of the woman.
"Yeah you pussies already jacking off to this certified 54 INCHES of SEXUAL CHOCOLATE, ain't you?!!" He'd dug his fingers into the under cuff of the woman's ass cheeks creating a rippling motion as he taunted the audience.
"STUPID THICK, FAM!!" There was some jostling as he faced the woman towards the camera. The disparity between the width of her waist and the furthest point of her hips was astounding. She twisted in his grasp.
"You didn't say they could see the front."
"Shut up bitch." The woman was only visible from the lower portion of her torso to the top of her thighs as the guy roughly fingered her mound. Three of his fingers disappeared from sight as the idiot played with the unseen woman for a few seconds causing her to dip at the hip in weak attempts to dislodge his digits.
"OH, SHE'S FEELING IT NOW; WE'S ABOUT TO DIG UP IN THAT ASS, FAMS!!" He continued taunting while struggling to hold the woman up.
"Stop, it." Her voice was trembling.
"BEND THE FUCK OVER!!" The "stud" turned her profile towards the camera awkwardly, struggling to bend her over and insert himself simultaneously. After a few seconds I realized this was a vanity angle, so the viewer could see just how well-endowed the idiot was as he pounded into the woman. His almost mutant length was clearly visible as he long stroked the big, huge ass creating these kinds of wet, watery sounds as her dark hued, chocolate butt bounced rubbery against his pelvis.
"Let's stop now, okay?" The distorted audio on the video made her voice sound a few octaves deeper than it was for a few seconds. The stud continued fucking her seeming to forget the presence of the camera as he worked to get a climax from her big, juicy looking ass.
"Reggie!!" He was jolted from euphoria by her loud, pleading whining.
"I know you didn't just say my name, right, bitch?!"
"It was hurting, you just shoved it in without no lube; I don't like doing it that way!" I realized that the outed Reggie had been deep stroking her backdoor.
"Did you-or did you NOT say my FUCKING NAME?!!" He demanded.
"Well, it was hurting...you didn't say we had to use fake names!!" I could only see them from the abdomen down as she turned to him visibly trembling. The video distorted again going to white noise again as a resounding slap reverberated through the laptop speakers.
I was relieved for a few seconds thinking the homemade porn tape was over when a second scene popped up, this time facing a couch as Reggie the Stud had a seat in his birthday suit. He began oiling his body as I leaned forward to fast forward. Chocolate Lavender's legs appeared in the frame giving me view of the back of her shapely gams. Her butt was so big that the extreme lower portion of her cheeks could be seen in frame. She appeared to have a bath towel wrapped around her body doing a piss poor job of hiding her charms as Reggie motioned towards his prominent erection. She seemed hesitant taking a few steps back with Reggie lunging in her direction seconds later as the camera was upended before the picture dissolved into white noise. The picture flipped a bit, distorted, and twisted as another scene appeared from what was likely Reggie the Stud's point of view. At the top of the frame, her tiny cinched waist was visible leading the eye on a journey of her curves as he fucked her doggystyle. A cheap looking patchwork blanket was visible under her body and there was a difference in the lighting that lead me to believe this scene was shot on an entirely different day. The shot seemed to go on forever when it ended abruptly as Reggie blasted a huge, sustained load all over her dark skin. He made sure to jiggle and part her cheeks so that the presumed audience could see the validity of their coupling. The bastard quickly grabbed her hips shoving himself in her backdoor again. Chocolate shrieked dropping low to the floor and crawling out of frame as I'd had enough. The camera jerked upward revealing the woman sitting near the corner of an adjacent, ratty looking sofa. She was looking away from the camera.
"Baby, you good?"
"LEAVE ME ALONE!!" Chocolate ripped the wig from her head tossing it at the camera leaving little doubt to her identity before I switched it off.
"Damn, sister..." It was nearly five in the morning before I passed out again.
*************************************************************************************
I awoke from a troubled sleep to find that I would be late helping sister Jacobs again and knowing that she would probably rip me a new one on sight. That didn't really seem important after watching her sordid past unfold on a video cassette pilfered from her home a day earlier. I wondered how I'd be able to look at her after watching her getting abused by some asshole. My curiosity knew no bounds as I took a Lyft to her place. There was a story to be had and conventional wisdom told me that I'd never get any answers in that regard. I wondered if I'd be able to look at her without trying to figure out what she looked like naked. It occurred to me that I didn't even know her first name among other things; and the image of her extraordinarily wide hips wouldn't leave my mind. Throughout the night, I couldn't get the image of that huge, deep chocolate butt out of my mind's theatre. I kept seeing that last shot of Chocolate Lavender a.k.a Sister Jacobs oversized ass getting waxed. I shamefully popped wood in such a powerful fashion that I was worried I cum in my jeans. My phone rang with Edna's picture in the window and I just ignored it, not knowing what I would say to her. But my "girlfriend" would not be denied calling again and again until I finally picked up.
"WHAT?!!"
"You don't have to be so mean; I just wanted to talk."
"I didn't."
"Look, why don't you come over here to my house so that we can talk about things; I'm sorry about yesterday. I should've stayed and talked it over with you. Look, can't we just talk it out?" The sound of her voice indicated that she'd been crying.
"I'm busy."
"Can't you just give me a chance to make things right; I-I just want you to come over here and TALK to ME!! Come on, just hear me out this one time and we can WORK IT OUT!! I-I don't want you to hate me because it's complicated and stuff, just COME OVER HERE!! I promise it'll be GOOD; please..." Edna panicked, half yelling into the phone.
"Just tell me one thing." I asked unemotionally.
"What?"
"Who is it?"
The was a long, dead pause over the phone before Edna hung up without a word. I stared at my phone in disbelief as the car pulled up in front of Sister Jacob's home. Oddly enough the whole thing had played out to the tunes of "Hit 'Em up Style" by Blu Cantrell, over my driver's radio. I stood on the street for a while taking it all in, plotting my next moves as a single guy. There was just no way I was staying with a cheater. I wondered if she were still a virgin or had ever really been one in the first place. I pulled out my phone finding nearly a hundred text messages she'd sent throughout the night. One of the contained an attached bathroom selfie which revealed Edna standing in her bathroom with her back to the mirror covering her nude front with a towel while her thick, muscular butt was in plain view. There was a strained expression on her pug nosed countenance that screamed desperation. I guess it had been meant to entice me, but it didn't hold a candle to "Chocolate Lavender".
It became a little daunting as I walked up to the house trying to figure out how to make my face look unassuming when sister Jacobs appeared at the door. Sometimes I struggled to hide my emotions when I was upset which sometimes led to others getting an advantage over me. It had been a concerted effort on my part to change the way I operated out in the streets, but Edna's deception had taken me back a few steps. I hesitated at the bottom of her steps scratching my head before taking a "rip the bandage off" approach to things by ringing the bell. Five minutes passed before puzzled, I was obliged to press the doorbell again.
"WHAT DO YOU WANT?!!" Her voice hissed at me out of nowhere as I found Sister Jacob's face glaring from the small window in her thick front door.
"I'm here to work, ma'am."
"Oh, is that right; you alone, boy?" There was something different in her voice.
"Huh?" Her question was strange as I began to make out more of her narrow face pressed against the glass pane of her door window.
"Didn't bring any of your friends, did you?" Her voice was slurred a little, like she was drinking.
"Uhm, nope." My phone started ringing again with Edna's picture on its face. I declined the call turning off the phone altogether. She seemed to be glaring at me for a few moments pondering some action as I tried to recall whether or not I'd left her things in their proper place after stealing that video.
"And you came here to...work?"?
"YEAH!!" I was beyond anoyed as Sister Jacobs swung the door open ushering me inside with a wave of her arm. She was wrapped in a large, fluffy terrycloth robe that seemed a bit much considering it was the middle of the summer. My suspicions were confirmed by the J&B in one of her hands. She was drinking from a wine glass with little regards to my company.
"Sister Jacobs is everything alright?" I already knew the answer to the question figuring I'd bolt for the door the minute her attention was elsewhere. She poured two more glasses, downing them before regarding me.
"Huh, yeah I'm peachy, little boy; you want a taste?" She motioned towards me with the bottle.
"No, I don't think so."
"Suite yourself, kid." She downed another glass before dropping it to her carpet as her arm slumped down by her side.
"Maybe, I should go." I felt like a jerk as Sister Jacobs regarded me, wild eyed.
"Go, you said you came here to WORK; didn't you, boy?"
"Ma'am, you don't seem like you want any company." She scoffed with a sly, half snort that made me feel stupid.
"Company, I thought you said you CAME her to WORK? That's what you SAID, right, boy?" She seemed to be getting unmanageable.
"Maybe it's best if I go, ma'am."
"Oh yeah, sure kid; could you do me a favor and get that last box out of my bedroom before you go?" Sister Jacobs caught me off guard with that question and I paused staring her in the eye for a few seconds. She looked back at me in a pointed, drunken gaze before taking a swig from the bottle.
"Sure ma'am, then I'm gone."
"Whatever." She replied noncommittally.
Internally, I was a nervous wreck wondering why I was going along with this obviously, drunken woman finally telling myself that I needed to keep up appearances. I stiffened up as I passed by sister Jacobs, cautiously walking down the corridor to her bedroom. I figured I'd be able to fight my way out if shit went sideways. Her bedroom was a train wreck with the dresser I'd pilfered her secrets from looking bombed out as if she'd disassembled the thing with its drawers haphazardly jutting out in a desperate jig saw puzzle. Clothing and other knickknacks were spilling from the drawers interiors signaling that I was fucked.
"GET YO' ASS IN THERE!!" I was suddenly shoved in the back with more force than I would have thought she was capable of with her fist at the base of my spine and a hand at the center of my back. I landed face first on her bed quickly rolling over onto my back with my arms up in the defensive position.



"What the fuck, sister?!!" I still feigned ignorance.
"YOU'VE SEEN IT, HAVEN'T YOU; THINK YOU KNOW SOME SHIT, DON'T YOU LITTLE BOY?!! DON'T YOU LIE TO ME, IT WAS ALL OVER YOUR FACE THE MOMENT I OPENED THE DOOR; YOU'VE SEEN ME!! YOU HAD NO FUCKING RIGHT TO TAKE IT AWAY; DON'T LIE TO ME!! YOU-KNOW-WHAT I WAS AND NOW YOU WANT TO RUB MY FUCKING FACE IN IT, MOTHERFUCKER!! YOU-KNOW, DON'T YOU...don't you?!!"
"Yes." Her shoulders slumped as she leaned back against the wall looking downward at her carpet. The bottle of wine was lying near her bare feet, spilling its contents, and soiling everything. I could hear Sister Jacobs sniffling as her emotions welled up.
"Huh, yeah I get it, young man; curiosity is the devil, ain't it boy?"
"Ma'am." I couldn't look her in the eye either realizing the pain I was responsible for.
I was eye level with her waist sitting on the edge of her bed for what seemed like an eternity as my weight sank into the worn mattress. I needed to get out of the house but was afraid to move as it might set her off on another crazy rant or more. Her drunken breathing reverberated throughout the bedroom as I considered laying a fist into her gut and bolting out the door.
"Ah know what you want, boy." Her thin hands undid the knotted sash of her robe while her body shimmied causing the plush robe to slide to the floor in a corona around her feet.
Her heavy gasps of air made it almost sound like she had been running a marathon or something. I'd later figure out that she'd nearly snapped under the pressure of revealing herself for the first time in years. I glanced up finding her shaved muff staring back at me, a perfect inverted triangle cradled deeply by her voluptuous indigo colored thighs. Her abnormal thighs were so thick and powerful they had deep crease lines from the highest point on her hips down to her sex creating this kind od all natural VPL (Visible Panty Line). I couldn't believe my eyes instinctively reclining backward to take in the view of her outstanding hips that curved outward so much that part of the door was obscured behind her body. My gaze started to rise noticing that she was wearing this kind of stark, white girdle-corset thing that covered her abdomen extending to just below her small breasts which sloped out from her chest topped by very visible erect nipples. The heavy darkened hue of her skin and inherent sheen of her indigo skin made it impossible to tell if she had areolas as her strained features came into view. She was looking down at my face with her teeth gritted, light brown eyes widened into a tortured mask of emotion that wasn't lost on me.
"Oh my God." Her thin hand shot out covering my mouth roughly. I could feel the considerable strength in her arm, knowing that Sister Jacobs could've just as easily pummeled me if she wanted.
"Don't blaspheme his name; you just keep quiet while I let Chocolate Lavender out of her cage, boy. That's what you came to see, didn't you?"
Before I could answer, she quickly turned around facing the wall with her hands outstretched as if she'd been arrested placed high above her head as I went into a state of youthful shock. I let out this kind of nervous half gurgle, hiccup sound as I took it all in confirming everything about that horrible sex tape I'd watched the night prior. My pants were tented in seconds with a thick, pulsing erection that I'd never experienced with Edna or at anytime before. Right in front of me, wasn't some sexually awkward girl playing games even when she was unsure of herself. This was a real, live breathing WOMAN blessed and gifted generations down from the very Hottentot Venus herself, Saartje Baartman. In truth she didn't resemble that historic character in the least carving her own niche out in the light of her bedroom. Her rear end presented itself in dramatic fashion, two huge dusky, oval shaped cheeks. It took seconds to realize the amazing girth of each cheek as I stared at the thick, shapely legs supporting this massive butt and the fact that the cuff where her thighs connected was completely hidden. Her waist drew the eye to the fact that it was impossibly cinched in at a width of what appeared to be a 28 or 30" inches.
"Shit."
"Don't curse in my house, just get your fill of this big ole ass; I gotcha dumbass with this right here, little boy!!" She hissed in my face still clinging to some semblance of the person I'd come to be familiar with at the church.
"Sister Jacobs?!!"
"CHOCOLATE LAVENDER!!" She screamed in indignation with a twist of her hips that sent a tremor through her thunderous posterior resulting in the loudest of claps as both of her cheeks came alive mashing together in a semblance to the famed clashing rocks of Greek myth. Saliva welled up inside my mouth finally spilling forth in an uncontrollable froth as Chocolate Lavender a degree off body control that was seriously of the scales. I was mesmerized by the continuous clap of her cheeks with both acting independently moving in a circular arch ending as they smashed into one another until the sound was deafening. Her hands united above her head clasping together as Chocolate added a minute dip of her knees making the sound even louder. The house was airconditioned with a steady arctic breeze, but I was sweating so hard that my t-shirt was stuck to my back.
It was too much to bear as I lost complete control of my motor reflexes becoming an idiot savant laid low by the overpowering sexuality on display before me. I don't think I realized when I'd gotten on my knees nervously grabbing and entire cheek and bringing my trembling lips to kiss the smooth, dusky flesh. The heat emanating from her body was incredible to the touch as I groped and squeezed my newfound toy continuing to run my tongue over it unabated. I caressed her left thigh with a lover's attention brushing against her sex more than once before a single finger breached her steaming cunt. Only a second passed before both of my trembling fingers found the second cheek jiggling and squeezing until an overwhelming urge drove me to push both apart revealing her soaking wet virtue. Chocolate dipped a hip swinging her big ass away from my face rocking it in the opposite direction when I followed its trajectory. This continued for a few seconds before frustration prodded me to dig my fingers into the pillow soft, yet unyielding flesh to bury my face in her rear cleft. A bit of electricity shot through her body as I attacked her cunt feverishly. My hands pushed her immense cheeks against either side of my face wrapping it in a heated, musky cocoon. Her waist moved bending to push against me while her shapely legs were locked in place.
My attention got the better of her as she shuddered experiencing the beginnings of an orgasm while I reared backward for air. Two of my fingers sunk inside her slit careering the grooves there as I crested from the explicit worship alone. Her musky, primal scent was everywhere assailing the senses as I became singularly focused on making this older woman cum. Chocolate began to gasp shrilly losing control so much that her cunt began profusely dripping wetting my pumping fingers. Her body moved in a serpentine manner as little bursts of liquid lust sprayed my probing digits. Her spine arched as her legs trembled, threatening to fail this woman with imminent collapse in tandem with a rising climax. I was completely gone without a care in the world as my erection was freed to a hand covered with her juices. The sensation of her wetness against my tumescence added even more hardness to it as I shakily stood with the intent of driving it all the way up into her stomach and beyond with extreme prejudice. Chocolate seemed to understand my intent once again demonstrating her strength not only of body, but of adult character as her thin fingers enclosed around my length in a frenzied jerking motion.
I was horrified thinking that Sister Jacobs a.k.a Chocolate Lavender sought to ruin my intent, struggling with her a bit before I realized her true objective as her thick, darkened lips encased my erection. Uncontrollably, animalistic grunts fought their way out of my body as she demonstrated another incredible carnal skill sliding her lips to the base of my cock before vacuum sucking my veined girth as her narrow head slid backwards. It took less than five repetitions before I came screaming and whimpering straight into her gullet in several powerful blasts. All motor function control was lost as I palmed her head like a basketball pushing into her mouth as the last bit of cum drained from my balls. In an instant horror claimed me as I panicked thinking my tryst with Chocolate over. She sat back on her calves with her back straight licking her fingers before regarding me. Surprisingly this church elder in title only began to remove my sneakers and roll my pants down my quivering legs until I was bottomless. She moved on her knees inching forward until she was between my legs bending at the waist to drool a steady stream of precum mixed with saliva over my half erect cock.
It quickly became apparent that Chocolate wasn't done astonishing me as she began fellating me again with even more feral passion. Her attentions centered on my balls slathering and sucking along with a curious pressing on the spot just under my balls that caused me some concern before she alleviated that worry burying her face in crotch with a loud suction and slurping noise that filled the room. I watched over my abdomen as her bobbed on my erection with machine like precision as her mouth took on the role of a surrogate sex orifice. She shuffled about working herself into a position on all fours between my outstretched legs. Her technique, slow and methodical took me places Edna had abjectly failed during the few times we'd hooked up and Chocolate was spoiling me for future women as her juicy lips slid down my length completely hiding my cock. A deluge of foamy spunk began to pool around the seal between her darkened, plush lips and the base of my member as she purposely swallowed caressing my length with her throat until I bleated in sexual distress. Her head was covered with a thick darkened matt of hair extended just below her ears that I didn't know whether it was real or not. Her passion for oral copulation and the resultant wet, sticky sounds affected me, tightening the insides of my thighs as another load was about to be coaxed out of me. Sensing my imminent climax, Chocolate brought her hands up on either side of my package caressing the junction where my thighs connected with my pelvis making my back arc upward into her waiting mouth. I didn't even realize that I'd been fucking her mouth until her fingers closer tightly around my cock just above my balls.
I cried out shrilly in a half muted falsetto as I opened my tightly closed eyes finding this woman staring at me with an intense expression. She was silent, tightening her fingers even more denying me the mounting orgasm she'd worked until this pivotal moment. It felt like someone had lit a fire inside my cock as she twisted her fingers until I cried out. Her face remained emotionless and passive apparently studying my own, tortured features resembling the fabled Moai heads of Easter Island. As our gaze met she gave my member a rough series of tugs knowing that I'd been weakened too much to fight her off especially considering the submissive positioning of my body. She lurched forward with a toothy smile displaying pearly whites that almost glowed in brilliant contrast to her smooth, ebony skin. Her light brown eyes bore into my own as another hand rolled and pinched my balls making me whimper for mercy. A scream was being forced out of me with surgical precision. At the height of the tortured cry, Chocolate Lavender buried my cock inside her mouth releasing the pressure on my shaft as I unloaded straight down her throat in repeated blasts of semen that left me almost senseless. Her thin fingers stroked the base of my cock while she softly coaxed and rolled my balls. My cock was pulsing as I continued pouring my seed into her mouth.
"Like that, boy?"
Her voice caught me off guard as I lay with a hand covering my privates staring at the cracked paint on her ceiling along with the dilapidated fan that looked like it would fall down on us at any second. The nature of her bedroom denoted some sort of storied history along with this underlying sense of decay as I began to feel the frosted chill of the air conditioning. My cock was throbbing, and my inner thighs were still inflamed from her machinations as I sunk into the lush top mattress of her bed. It felt like I weighed a tone immobile, unable to move a muscle as the bed shifted under her weight. I glanced over watching this deceptively stacked woman sitting on her haunches looking over my prone figure with some emotion this time. A sense of smug pride was radiating from her so intensely, it went without saying. The corset girdle thing that she'd been wearing helped to keep her middle aged dimensions at bay as she tugged at a few of the tightened strings laced down the front of her abdomen. Those interlaced straps were supposed to be at her back, but she didn't have anyone to help her with the restrictive garment. Her hands were narrow with thin, talon like fingers that cupped the undersides of meager breasts which had a watery appearance betraying her unknown age. I couldn't help but stare unceasingly at the manner in which her hips flared outward from the underside of her corset almost hiding her calves folded under her body. Chocolate caught me looking with that familiar, toothy grin.
"I think you want some more of me; don't you, boy?" She taunted, dragging a nail across my thigh making my cock point straight up at the ceiling.
"Sis-tah Jacobs." I was ready to beg if need be as her hand shot down covering my mouth, harshly.
"WHAT I'D SAY MY FUCKING NAME WAS?!!"
"Chocolate Lavender."
Her smile returned as she crouched over my body bringing her face within inches of mine as the odor of alcohol and some cheap smelling, but long extinguished incense filled my nostrils. It appeared as if she was going to kiss me and I didn't know if that was what I wanted. This woman had gotten the better of me in seconds and all without using her best asset, pun intended. I wasn't a virgin by any means but this mysterious woman who'd been mascaraing as an uptight church elder was making a good argument against my failing ego.
Chocolate didn't kiss me, instead opting to remove my t-shirt tossing it aside as she licked one of my nipples while pinching the other. This made my eighteen year old cock as hard as it had been before putting my errant girlfriend, Edna, and others to shame. She suckled hard on my nipples making my member throb and tighten up. Her nails raked my abs resting on my hips as she swung a thick leg over my body appearing to mount me as my heart pounded in my chest I could feel the weight of her huge ass cheeks on my thighs as she straddled me in ownership. I couldn't tell you how much she weighed but I wasn't going anywhere until she was done with me. My erection rose between her luscious thighs wedged against her mound. We were both covered in sweat, so my thickness was carried along as she slightly rolled her thighs watching my face. I wanted my cock inside her so bad, but she knew her trade a hundred fold.
"You wanna FUCK me, boy; you want some of this right down here, boy?!" Her grin touched me deep stirring some protest from my ego and self-esteem as she tested her considerable feminine charms.
"Yuh-Yeah, please." I was broken and determined to fuck this woman.
Chocolate surprised me again by rolling her other leg over to the other side of the bed resting beside me, silently. The rounded swell of her hip was astounding arching high in the air as she lazily stroked my cock with just enough pressure to retain it's hardness. Her breath was hard on my face as I considered making a bid to fondle a nearby tit. My pointer finger managed to prod her thick nipple, making the older woman shudder. Chocolate shuddered a bit allowing me to cup and squeeze her for a few seconds before pushing my hand away. I reached over only to have her grasp my wrist as she rolled onto her back pulling me with her. It was awkward as one of my knees came to rest on top of her right thigh. We moved around a bit until she slid her other leg over until I was between her plush thighs. She sunk three fingers into her mound creating a wet, slushing sound that revealed just how wet she was.
"You going to dip your fucking cock in this, right here boy?" I shook my head like an absent minded zombie staring at her clean shaven pate before looking up at her face finding this woman amused at my predicament. I could feel the heat coming from her sex as I knelt between her legs unsure of myself.
"Uhm, could you turn over ma'am?" I wanted at that ass after all of the teasing and foreplay, longing to bury myself between those massive, dusky cheeks.
"No!"
"Uhm, why?" I almost sniveled.
"You've got to earn it, boy." Chocolate instructed in a harsh voice I was already used to from working with this stern woman over the past couple of days.
"Huh, how ma'am, uhm Chocolate?" She was oddly, still fingering herself as she answered.
"Make me cum and you can fuck as much as you like, but it ain't gonna be easy." She stretched out on the mattress waiting as I attempted to mount her failing when she wouldn't open her legs. Chocolate lay there defiantly watching my progress as I attempted to open her legs finding them tighter than a vise.
"Stick it in, make me cum, boy." She challenged.
"HOW?!!"
"Over there on the dresser; there's a bottle of olive oil and a little coin purse."
She motioned directing my attention to her furniture top. I found the coin purse full of condoms, wondering what really went on when I wasn't around but thankful enough that she'd thought of protection beforehand. My parent had drilled into me time and again the horrors off teen pregnancy from both genders point of view and I know she didn't want a grandkid from someone in her age group. I took the bottle squirting a sustained stream on her muff as she kept both of her thick legs wedged together. The oil congealed in the perfect inverted triangle of her sex as I drew a finger down one of her thighs leaving slimy traces. Chocolate lay there passively starring up at her own ceiling as I continually tried to part her legs finding her strength almost abnormal. She was truly daring me to find a way to reach her on some primal level as she stared off into space. There was this fixed, intense look on her narrow face with its somewhat, slit-like eyes over a prominent hooked nose and lips. She appeared to be brooding perhaps seeing some long ago event I was unaware of at the time.
My fingers dug into the unyielding flesh of her muscular thighs sliding over to laboriously work themselves into her tight crease between her legs. Chocolate was lying inert, but I could feel her tensing up as her feminine scent began to permeate the bedroom into it was oppressively prevalent. When lying on her back as she was, you had to appreciate the severity of her natural curves. She seemed to silently dare me to get a reaction out of her; seemed to want to continue to belittle me with her raw, powerful sexuality making me feel like a fool for thinking of her as anything other than a pure woman. I placed her age at somewhere around the mid to late forties; her light brown eyes seemed weathered with age. The slight way in which her darkened lips twisted in this sort of smirking scowl said volumes about her outlook on life. Chocolate Lavender a.k.a Sister Jacobs was definitely every bit the fallen woman struggling to keep her past hidden until I'd unwittingly outed her by finding those pictures and that video tape. I sat at her left side taking it all in as my hand covered her puffy mound in an attempt to squeeze her juicy labia. She finally responded with a prolonged, open mouthed gasp with my pointer finger accidentally slid down vertically along her slit.



The offending finger was sandwiched on either side revealing her high level of arousal that prodded me to pump my finger along the entrance to her cunt. A wet, kind of bubbly sound emanated from that valued junction between her legs as she continued moaning and whispering something aggressive under her breathe. It was like sticking my finger in hot, molasses as I pulled my single digit free to find it covered with the sticky, milky looking residue proving her imminent need. Her narrow face turned towards my, eyes squinting and mouth agape as she licked her big lips sensually before accepting the finger that had been teasing her virtue seconds earlier. Her lips pursed around my finger as her cheeks vacuumed inward cleaning and sucking everything with a swirl of her tongue. Her thin, bony fingers had encircled my manhood softly teasing my shaft in brief, tugging intervals. Adding two fingers to her snatch produced similar results this time resulting in a bit of movement from Chocolate that was encouraging. She cleaned her essence from these fingers as I had an epiphany regarding the current sexual puzzle laid before me in the outrageous figure of this woman formerly known only as the stern asexual church elder. I rolled on a condom climbing over her wide hips at full mast pointing my erection downward targeting the triangular junction where her thighs merged with her mound burrowing roughly into sex. Ironically, I'd posed a similar version of the maneuver to Edna days earlier. The slimy tightness was rewarding as Chocolate's eyes widened in surprise when I began plunging between her legs from a squatting position
My hands went to the rounded tops of her thighs but ended up at her cinched in waist anchoring my position as she gasped out loud in some semblance of indignation although I wasn't convinced. The dark recess between her legs became sopping wet in short order creating another scintillating coupling as my balls rubbed against her mound with each downward stroke. I began to subtly change the angle assuming a pushup position over her prone body mashing into her creamed slit until I could feel the searing heat inside. I went down on my elbows capturing her right earlobe between my nibbling teeth with the unexpected result of releasing the vise-like grip between her thighs as the head of my cock penetrated her cunt. Her thick, shapely legs went slack for a second allowing me to drive my fleshy tumescence deep inside her steaming box as she squawked loudly. A deluge of moisture pooled on every inward stroke. Our pelvises slapped together loudly as I went for broke worried that she would push me off, but Chocolate's thighs remained parted far apart as I rutted intensely feeling a pulsing sensation within seconds.
"SHIT!!" I was obliged to withdraw in order to preserve the experience and also because their was something I just had to have before it was over.
This older woman's cunt was extremely wet and tight as I sat back on my haunches catching my breath. Her hand was suddenly pushing into my sternum backing me up towards the end of the bed. Chocolate knew what I wanted, there was no question in her mind why I'd return after finding out her secret. She rolled over on her belly pushing herself until she was on all fours with her remarkable gift before my wide eyes. My nails dug into the expanse of her huge oval cheeks, her peach was slightly opened revealing a deep pinkish color inside the beckoned to my mounting lust. I struggled a bit at her opening due to the considerable amount of wetness. Chocolate dipped low on the mattress, arching her back in a feline nature to push her wide ass up against my pelvis taking half of my erection within her possibly tight confines. The massive rubbery bounce and jiggle of her cheeks was visually intoxicating as each oval shaped half parted in opposite directions when met by my abdomen creating this obscene, giant sized, heart shape. All reason was lost as I worked my hips feverishly fucking this woman as hard as I could intoxicated in the unyielding swell of her dark hued expanse. A thick, pasty sheen covered my shaft splashing about as I plunged her resistant depths. My nails dug even further into her hips as I internally admitted this woman was probably too much for me.
Her face was buried in the disheveled bedding on her mattress, arms stretched out before her clawing into one of the pillows on the bed as my cock pistoned into her without any quarter given. The dipping arch of her back went low into the bed before rising steadily, cat like into my wrecking ball motions. Chocolate Lavender was beginning to respond to my overt, youthful desperation with a steady series of muffled high pitched gasps that sounded like she was being gutted. Tremors and mounting vibrations set in across her sweat glistened body encouraging me to try just that much harder to fuck her into that mattress. She began rolling her cunt around my package adding to the grinding motion as my thighs tightened up while I began shivering as well. I scooted further between her legs until there was no room left to move, letting go of her hips. At this point, her huge, rounded cheeks were moving in a circular, blurred speed as her gasps became desperate, muted screams of pleasure. There was no doubt this woman was beginning to climax hard. Her cheeks parted by my lower half made her rear entrance visible as her butt bounced off my crotch with an extended, wet slapping sound. I arched my back, pushing against her inbounding rear taking everything she had to give.
"Daddy." Her head had turned to the side, giving me some clarity into what she'd been moaning during our tryst.
The sight of her jiggling, bouncing cheeks savagely bouncing against my cock was too much sending me into the final throws of a mounting orgasm of my own. Sweat was running down my face, stinging my eyes as I captured her tiny waist yanking her into my cock creating this deafening series of slaps.
"OOOOOHHHH YEEEEAAHHHHH; FUCK ME LIKE THAT DADDY; FUCK ME LIKE THAT!!" Chocolate twisted a little at the waist looking over her shoulder at me with a few fingers gagging her mouth. She almost sounded like she was crying as I continued taking liberties with her amazing body.
"Oh, daddy; what are you doing to your little girl? You're not supposed to fuck me like this!! It's wrong but you can't help yourself, right?!! AAAAWWWW, AAHHHH, AAAAAAWWWWW FUCK!! -No, daddy it's not right to keep doing things like this!! Yuh-You've gotta stop sneaking in my room every night, daddy!! Daddy?!! OOOOOHHHH, YOU FUCK ME SO HARD ALL THE TIME, DAAADDY!!" Chocolate was creaming all over my length in a sickening display as perhaps more of her secrets were inadvertently revealed.
"But, mom's gonna find out and things will be-bad!! You'll go away daddy!! Daddy?!! OOOOOHHHH FAAAWK, PULL MY HAIR!! PULL MY FUCKING HAIR!!" My fingers dug into her greasy scalp finding the hair there naturally hers as she rose up on all fours grinding hard into my crotch with a sustained, yelping scream that sent us both over the edge. I shot several thick ropes of cum, filling the condom as she collapsed face down on the bed, inert. I pulled the bulged condom free of her slit yanking it off as lesser spurts of cum soiled the lower portion of her indigo, hued cheeks, so much frosting on her cake as her adopted nickname finally made sense. I was lust drunk staring at the mess I'd made that hadn't managed to cover even a third of her big, juicy butt.
"You know, he'd cry if I didn't let him." She admitted softly to no one in particular.
"Huh?"
"I knew it all along, but I tried to ignore it to have a family; that's all I wanted, but he had this sickness that kind of took him over the minute we met. I come from proud, Louisiana stock, boy. Practically royalty in the French Quarter from a long, fucking line of mulatto courtesans; but I was too fucking black. Traced it back, you know? A great, great ancestor of mines with fine, milky white skin, took a liking to this free man and they had them a time. Only he wasn't so free; a convict escaped and shot down by the law. Left her with a baby; fucking darkness in an infant. That ill advised shit started my fucking branch of the family tree and you know what?"
"What?"
"All of us who took on that convict's charcoal skin; all of us been downright PISSED ever since, boy!! But even though I hate that ancestor bitch; she blessed me with this BIG, FUCKING ASS!! Can't be mad about that, now can I, boy?"
I didn't know how to answer realizing I'd never taken my eyes off of that heavenly ass. Couldn't account for its effect on my senses as I cupped the bottom of the nearest cheek squeezing and feeling the impressive volume of it. She would be a moderately built woman without it, but having such a wide, almost fake looking ass at the bottom of such a narrow waist had affected the entirety of her life from words tinged with historical angst. They were words giving away a fractured view of her self-worth that normally wouldn't have set well with me, but I was enthralled.
"Never had a day without someone bothering me about it until I started hiding it under all these frumpy, ugly dresses. Probably thinking why didn't I just get rid of it, huh? Even losing weight didn't change the fucking thing; no, it didn't at all, boy. Made it look fucking bigger and made me more miserable, but I do accept this blessing. Kept me eating when I took to the streets to get away from..." Her words sounded to painful to name the individual who dominated her mind at the end of our coupling.
"Chocolate?" My fingers danced horizontally across the deep cleft between her cheeks, rubbing my spunk into her darkened skin.
"She's sleeping now; back in that painful darkness of the past, boy. The job's been done and I just wanna know if you're still gonna blackmail me?"
"I wasn't gonna blackmail you."
"Sure, you were kid; just didn't know or realize it yet, but you were hooked the minute you saw those pictures and that fucking video tape. A lot of people have fucked with me over the years to get a bit of what you just got, boy. Admit it, you wanted a dance from the famous "Chocolate Lavender" of New Orleans!! People used to come round and pay just to see and jerk their cocks to that freakish butt of hers. Every night the dollars would rain on her naked body until she was splashing around in the money."
"You're Chocolate Lavender." I had to address the fact that she spoke of herself as another person to address her actions this afternoon. My hands were still caressing her dark expanse as she spoke.
"No, I'm Sister Jacobs."
"But ma'am..."
"You want to use me again, don't you? Your hands been all rubbing me this whole time I was talking; can't get enough like all the others, huh? Gots the shakes from going without, and that NEED to CUM on this fucking ass, don't you boy?!!"
I didn't answer, quite ashamed at the truth of her knowing question as her legs closed together under me while I shifted, mounting her glorious backside. I pushed my cock into her gluteal cleft, draping my body prone over hers as my hips ground into her rear. Sister Jacobs accommodated me expertly tensing up on my upward strokes as my girth was enveloped between her cheeks fully.
"Suh-Sorry ma'am, I can't stop fucking with this ass of yours!!" I groaned into her ear slapping my pelvis against her butt feverishly. My fists were on either side of her head as she reached up grabbing my wrists taking her game to the next level. She started rolling and bouncing her hips against me as I rose up in a pushup position watching her work me into a frenzy.
"It's okay, I understand; been doing this years before you were even a thought in your daddy's nutsack. Most of the guys would cum in they fucking pants or just too quick for my liking. I just thought of it as work cause I had to get that money to Reggie."
"Reggie?"
"Yeah, he got me off those dirty streets and showed me how to get money showing myself off at clubs; making a little here and there until that fat, asshole showed up with pockets of cash!! Must have made ten grand in less than an hour letting some rich cracker have his way with my butt while Reggie watched." Her pelvis dipped downward towards the mattress as she tightened her rear grip trapping my cock in her deep crack.
"Uh, that feels really GOOD ma'am; that feels INCREDIBLE Sister Jacobs!!" I confessed as she used her deep, butt crack to masturbate me rolling only her wide hips while the rest of her body remained motionless.
"I know baby, I know my business."
"I-I'M GONNA CUM!!"
"That's right boy; I'm jacking that nice, young cock of yours with this big, mamma booty. I'm jacking all that cum outta that dick and I want you to bless this ass with your baby seed, boy!!"
"SIS-TAH!! SIS-TAH JAAACOBS, I'M GONNA DO- DO IT!!" My voice went falsetto as bursts of cum spewed from the reddened head of my cock lubricating the passage between her pneumatic cheeks.
"That's right baby boy; cum all over mama's big, black ass. Juice all over these big ole cheeks of mine like everyone else!! You like that, don't you boy?!!"
"YEEEAAAH, I-I LUV IT MA'AM!!" Her hips continued rolling with a counter clockwise motion, broken up when pumped her pelvis down at uneven intervals earning even more cum than before.
"You remind me of Reggie." She cackled sounding like some old witch plotting trouble.
"OOOHHHHHH, SHIT I FUCKING LOVE THIS!!" Sister Jacobs tensed up a final time as she twisted her hips away from my invading member in a mind altering, sexual finale. My spent cock slid around on her glazed ass, spreading my spunk everywhere. Then just like that, Sister Jacobs went slack letting her cheeks release my tortured member. I'd finally managed to cover most of her huge, backside leaving the older woman a literal mess from the waist down.
"Yeah, you just like Reggie; all ready to claim me after one little fuck. Difference being; I worked and perfected my craft with him. I loved him, and I always will even though we have to be apart to keep things on the low. I owe that fucking man the world and nothing at all at the same time."
"Shit." She was right, I was sexually smitten as she continued baring her soul.
"Saved my life when things went south at one of his fucking "Meet and Greets" with the fans. I didn't want to do it, but he beat the shit out of me talking about how he'd already taken the money. Half of that shit was in his veins anyway. Damn near started a riot in that motel room, but he took care of it and did a stretch in the pen... What was I supposed to do when he showed up at my door talking about how he found God and everything?!!"
"Sister?" I was scratching my head as she looked off into space, remembering.
"I'd got outta the business and inherited this house after grandma died; here this bastard was standing on my porch with his hat in his hand talking about the lord. We were doing it in less than ten minutes as that silver tongued devil preached in my ear while he fucked my rear!! I-I guess I wanted to believe 'em and that's why I took him into my church."
"Ma'am." I was trying to get her attention.
"He wasn't happen sitting in them pews with everybody else; no, he wanted the POWER-WANTED the CHURCH!! So, I got it for him; used this ASS on Pastor Johnson while he filmed everything!! Old fool didn't know what was happening until he'd signed his livelihood away to good, ole Pastor, Reggie GREY!!"
Just like that it all clicked in my head. It had been the common denominator in recent times since being discovered with Edna back at the church almost a week ago. It dawned on me that I'd been a participant in a game I didn't know the rules to until I accidentally found the answer in sister Jacobs' bedroom. It was the first time since I'd been in her bedroom that I'd felt the stillness and arctic chill of her industrial strength air conditioner. The cold was arresting as I folded my arms across my chest scooting to the end of the bed until I was clear of her legs. Her dark hued body became a silhouette against the exposed white of the sheets under her quilted mattress as she leaned on her side watching me with a hawk's glare. I was jumbled and confused not knowing whether to hate or forgive her weakness for the predator who'd completely groomed his accomplice. Sister Jacobs slowly swung her legs over the edge of the large, mattress with its disheveled bedding to sit on its edge. Her elbows rested on top of her knees as she stared down at the floor for a few minutes before regarding me. The desperation, the absolute need in her weathered features depicted a tortured woman who'd reacted robotically and perhaps a bit out of the need for vengeance against a man who'd turned her into an extension of his own dark sickness of the soul. The air in the room made the hairs on my arm stand up as I dressed with fire welling up in my chest.
"I need that video tape back; it's the only way to make sure he behaves."
"Uh, right."
"You don't understand, we have us kind of like this agreement. Just one instead of 'em all over there so appearances can be kept up. That bastard would go unchecked without that tape." She explained revealing more about her master.
Her narrow features changed reflecting the horror that came with my enlightenment. I'd realized the entire dirty plot, to separate two young people on the cusp of knowing one another biblically. I remembered things differently, now recognizing the smug, predatory expression on his face for what it was. Sister Jacobs reached down pulling her robe from the floor to cover her nudity, holding the frilly material in front of her body. Her naked back and incredible arc of her huge butt were still plainly visible.
"That girl ain't shit; you hear? She was always all ah fawning and ah grinning up in his face. She probably wanted it the whole time, boy. I'd gone to visit him that other day when you stole my property, but he was busy sticking it to your little girlfriend. They never saw me, cause I was at that back window outside his office has like, this broken latch. That window don't lock and all you gotta do is push it open a bit to see inside. Watching him be fucking reckless and stupid with his dick in her mouth!! Girl was squatting down there on her knees, buck naked!!...I never liked her, that Edna girl. Always mouthing off in bible class like she knew the answers to everything, little tramp. All hot in the ass and everything; grinding on you in that closet and such! I never should have told Reggie; probably what got him all hot to fuck her little corn hole!! Serves her right boy; ya hear me talking boy?" The church elder and deviant confidant looked half crazed as she spoke volumes, begging for forgiveness behind the words said.
"I get it; yeah, it took a minute, but I get you Sister Jacobs." ...I couldn't see the forest for the trees, but now I was flying.
*************************************************************************************
There were at least seventy text messages on my phone from Edna filled with messages of apology and desperation. I started reading them finally understanding the situation I'd been sitting in since being taken to the pastor's office by Sister Jacobs. Edna had always had issues with her figure after spending most of her childhood, squat and chunky in a family of attractive women. Weight loss had rewarded her with the figure she felt she deserved and there was no looking back as she frequented the gym working hard to keep her genetics at bay. She'd related to me that most of the women in her family had a good fifteen to twenty years to find a husband because after that, they'd blow up to gargantuan proportions. I'd seen a few of her female relatives at church bearing out her theory of Edna's hidden inadequacies. My girlfriend would continually fish for compliments about her character and appearance to distraction, rewarding me with some sort of sexual overture if I acquiesced to her wishes. Her father had been out of the house since she was five leaving the girl with an embittered mother who made it a point to marginalize her. Edna spent a lot of time with her aunt who'd introduced her to church life when she herself snagged a boyfriend. Edna found herself palmed off on the church, desperate to fit in, unknowingly a beacon for a hidden predator. The eighteen year old teen wouldn't know what hit her when he closed the circle.



Sacred Pastures Baptist Church had a long standing history in the community having been built up from the remains of the original building condemned decades earlier by a corrupt building inspector. It was quite the sight sitting on the corner of Forty fifth and Harvard in the center of what most referred to as an urban center. I'd been coming to the church since I was nine and had a good, respectful relationship with most of the adults assigned to run the place. It was an accepted part of my life growing up although I took most of the fire and brimstone talk with a grain of salt. It was a hallmark and staple of Pastor Earl Johnson's spiritual itinerary to keep his burgeoning congregation in check. Affectionately known as Pastor Earl, many believed it was his last name and accepted him as the moral center of an increasing grey area in the supposed "inner city" as labeled by the majority outsiders. He had presided over and untold number of marriages, baptisms, and spiritual interventions for some of the neighborhoods shadier characters brave enough to darken the church's doors. There was always this sense of power emanating from the classic structure, itself a former catholic church in the early days when the area was predominantly white.
I'd always seen myself getting married behind its hallowed walls although not to Edna; who I'd arrogantly decided would be a sexual conquest and nothing more due to her innate selfishness. I remembered the first time I'd seen Pastor Grey, introduced to the congregation as a guest pastor who never seemed to leave after that first Sunday. He was different, charismatic, and warm with a talent for wrangling misbehaving children with words alone. He'd played ball at the nearby park with some of the neighborhood thugs earning their respect with an uncanny three point shot that never missed. These troubled youths were allowed to attend church in their street clothes as long as they were respectful. I noticed a swell of female church goers all smiles and everything with their bodies shoved into the tightest form, fitting dresses possible abated only by a terse, shaming sermon from Pastor Earl. It only seemed natural when Pastor Grey was announced as his successor with Earl announcing his intention to "Go Fishing" alluding to a long panned retirement. A few of the older members left the building with him only to replaced by more adoring females hopeful off snaring a respectable husband. Of course, that wasn't going to happen. Reggie Grey, self-adorned minister during an extended stay in Louisiana's State Penitentiary on a laundry list of various offenses and accomplished con artist, was just having way too much fun being the kingfish in a small pond.
"Uh, that's it young woman, you are the veritable cradle of life, the beginnings of the universe with the power to change the world and I-I stand in awe of your fearsome SEXUAL AURA!! These are the trials that all women must overcome on that road to the final answer!! YEAAAH, THAT'S IT, THAT'S HOW YOU DO-THAT'S HOW YOU DO IT!!"
"It-hurts, IT HURTS, YOU'RE TOO BIG!!"
"SHUT-Uhm, AWWWWW GIRL, YOU GOTS TO PERSEVERE!! That's what it says in the GOOD BOOK!! We all have trials that we must experience to become what we are meant to be in this sinful world, Edna. I'm just ah training you for that time when it comes, BAAABY!!"
"But you're fucking me in the ass, again...PASTOR?!! You-love me, right?!!"
"THE LORD LOVES ALL HIS CHILDREN!! BOUNCE THAT ASS, WORK IT OFF, BITCH!!" She'd been stripped down to nothing but her small, tiny little bra, finding herself impaled on the lap of the most respected man in the neighborhood. Her thick, muscular legs were spread wide with the back of her knees hooked over his biceps. She looked like a human wishbone sitting there on his lap with his large manhood lancing her bowels.
"You always fuck in the ass; never look at me." Her voice shook as her thick, rocky butt slapped against his crotch. His pants were around his ankles along with his boxers revealing some hairy, legs. She'd been slumped over from the waist up, obscuring her face from my vantage point. Both of them were visibly sweating, glistening in the sunlight of a pending sunset.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP, AHM TRYING TO SAVE YO SOUL, EDNA GIRL!!" Reggie sat on his predecessor's throne like chair having replaced the one on the main hall after Earl Johnson's forced departure. He'd stood holding Edna by the waist continuing to fuck the naïve woman as she submitted letting her body go limp. I suspected she was trying to discourage him, but the asshole held her aloft pumping his hips like the hidden madman he was. She was sobbing with her lamentations drowned out against the sounds of his huge cock pounding her out.
"You don't care about me, Reggie." This seemed to stop him in his tracks as he suddenly whipped her around facing him, his face full of menace.
"Pastor Grey; that's my name, right?" She nodded profusely realizing the danger as he acquiesced pushing her on the table top used for church meetings by the elders and volunteers. Sister Jacobs had been right about the accessibility of the window. I'd crept up on the side of the church, quietly pushing it open to find a nightmare awaiting me. I couldn't take any more, fighting the urge to burst inside and pummel the shit out of the bastard. As I was deciding what to do about the situation, I was alerted by the crunching of gravel underfoot on the cracked pavement leading up to the side off the building. Someone was approaching, and I quickly lost myself in some adjacent shrubbery installed on the path by a grateful landscaper married by Pastor Grey on a discount. A large rotund woman I recognized from church passed by with her adult son carrying a number of bags for a pending weekend function. Pastor Grey was too busy going balls deep inside a confused eighteen year old to notice as I watched the woman fumbling in her purse for keys.
Sister Lanita Henry was big, obese living stereotype, nagging, and berating her befuddled looking kid as I recalled taking bible classes with the boy and the fact that he was mentally disabled. I wanted Reggie exposed and this was the best chance to do it as I managed to scramble away to the corner of the building. The minute she put her key in the door, he'd probably have time to pull his pants up, so I needed a distraction. I'd secured a large stone from the brush, big as a baseball. There was an ornate window at the top of church steeple that hid an attic storage area on the other side. The stone shattered the window perfectly setting off an alarm that ran through the entire building. Pastor Grey didn't know what hit him as he reacted still balls deep inside the teenage girl trapped under him in the center of the conference table when Sister Henry and her son walked in getting an eyeful. It was black comedy of the highest order as I retreated down a few doors watching Edna bound out of the front of the church wearing only that tiny brassiere to crouch down at the gated entrance sobbing. Sister Henry appeared moments later shoving elbowing her son who rightfully covered her with the Puma windbreaker he'd been wearing. I'd done my job anonymously knowing what would follow, walking two blocks away to call a Lyft.
Reggie Grey's downfall was as meteoric as his rise to fame in our small hamlet with several women coming forward to expose his clandestine interactions with them as well. A prolific thug's sister had been among Grey's "Converted Circle" outing the pastor as the father of her impending child. This mad his name mud on the streets and set off a planned hit from a general in the Black Gangster Disciples. It even made local media coverage when it was revealed he'd embezzled church funds and pilfered money from a number of too trusting members of the congregation. He disappeared into the night while the church rebounded with a new, pastor months later. The congregation was damaged beyond repair and the church sullied with a third of its members remaining faithful. No one knows what happened to Reggie Grey after he was bailed out of the local precinct but him and Jimmy Hoffa. Edna moved out of state living with a relative after being kicked out by her embarrassed parent. She till texts me sometimes out of the blue.
...and Sister Jacobs a.k.a Chocolate Lavender?
Every Sunday she still plays piano religiously before the congregation. She's started wearing clothing that reveals more of her hidden charms and no one's complaining, at least the male contingent of the church anyway.
Me?
Well, I'm good and this was only just the beginning of my incredible summer.
END of CHAPTER ONE.
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I sat in silence as the Lyft pulled up in front of my house immediately noticing the activity there. It looked like mom was home and entertaining because it was the only time you'd see my front door open. I was told that in my infancy, there'd been a break-in which my late father thwarted single handedly while my mom watched with her trusty thirty-eight at the ready. Known for his explosive temper, mom allowed dad to pummel the two criminal minded idiots before the police were notified. Weeks later some probable relatives had taken a shot or two at my father from their car before crashing into a telephone pole two blocks away. These numbskulls were apprehended as well, but mom never invited anyone over to our house after that citing and open backyard party that preceded the initial attempted robbery. As a result of that parental mandate, I knew I'd be looking at some of my relatives, most of whom I had this shared antagonistic connection. As I sat looking at my house, my thoughts wandered back to Edna, wondering how she was making out. I was conflicted partially thinking she was in a taboo relationship with Pastor Grey from the start. Sister Jacobs outlined the sordid affair perfectly, but her motives and reliability were in question. I shuddered at the thought of her incredible hips and monstrous buttocks feeling a stirring in my loins that I pushed away.
After exiting my ride, I felt the distinct need to investigate the irritation awaiting me by simply walking along the curb in front of my house until my suspicions were agonizingly realized as I viewed a familiar Escalade parked haphazardly in my mother's parking space. My Aunt Gladys, an insufferable snob who'd married into money, was over visiting and that meant I'd have to suffer the company of cousin Everest Johnson-Sinclair the third, or simply "Ecom" as I liked to refer to the effeminate goof. It was one of the worst kept secrets in the family that my cousin was gay; but Aunt Gladys was offensively clueless to the point of sending him away to boarding school when he attempted to come out to her. I didn't really have a problem with the brother for being fruity, but he had this habit of "borrowing" things and "forgetting" to return them. I'd recalled a missing bicycle recently purchased by my dad, going missing and turning up in his possession during a Sunday visit to my cousin's Mc Mansion abode in the affluent suburbs. I'd began pummeling him before I was restrained and sent to the car for the rest of the visit. Mom scolded me on the way home, tossing in a few cheap shots of her own for embarrassing her in front of family. A week later, Aunt Gladys sent my bike back along with two others and a condescending written apology. I wasn't allowed to ride any of the bikes, including my own. Mom donated the two, new bikes to the church. I watched Pastor Grey award the bikes to two "needy" families that included an asshole that used to bully me in grade school and the daughter of some well endowed (Huge Tits) member angrily rumored to be in the running to become the pastor's wife.
"I SEE YOU LURKING AROUND OUT THERE; GET IN THIS HOUSE!" My mother called to me from the half opened front door. Mom had this kind of cadence to her voice that could emasculate you from a distance and I didn't want any of that shit, hurriedly running into my home and her wagging finger. I was tersely instructed not to cause any disturbances during Glady's visit, because she was rebounding from another failed relationship from the blue blood set. The original Mr. Johnson-Sinclair had long absconded from the relationship with his blonde, personal assistant leaving behind his stuffy wife and long neglected son. He'd done his wife one better with a flippant, "Dear Jane" letter explaining away his relationship and subsequent marriage as an "Interracial Phase". Aunt Gladys reminded me of a frail version of a cheap, rail thin version of Toni Braxton, immaculately dressed in a beige pants suit accentuated with various baubles designed to silently herald her wealth.
"Hey auntie." I mumbled a greeting earning a rough, bicep shake from my mom, who always seemed out of sorts whenever Gladys was around. Gladys was sitting in the living room with a glass of wine from a bottle she'd brought over herself.
"Watch yourself son, your aunt is having a difficult time. Show her a little respect, but I teach it to you." Emasculated, check; mom's did it again spiking my ego as I gritted my teeth, forcing a smile.
"Hope you feel better, Auntie Gladys."
"Whatever." She didn't even look in my direction waving me off with a flick of her hand as she soiled the carpet with the remnants of her wine glass.
"GO HANG OUT WITH YOUR COUSIN, EVEREST!" I was happily shoved on my way, making a mute death curse to Aunt Gladys love life. She was truly, one miserable bitch.
"Whatever." My comment earned me a loud, resounding slap to the back of my head and a threatening finger point as I trudged off to my room.
Muffled, ambient noise and music were coming from my room giving the proceedings some kind of impromptu get together in my absence. My heartrate skyrocketed as I imagined myself pummeling my cousin senseless pushing on my cracked bed room door causing it to swing wildly open. I was unprepared for the sight before my eyes witnessing a lush set of cheeks stuffed into some cutoff shorts.
"My Ecom, how you've changed."
I glanced upward finding myself looking at this sort of eclectic, looking girl that you usually only saw on the North Side of the city. Her face was oval shaped with light green eyes, a distinct narrow nose, and moderately thin lips. Her brown, dewy looking hair was drawn tight on her head ending in two, wavy ponytails. There was a golden, honey dipped hue to her complexion that contrasted with the color of her hair giving the young woman this almost metallic quality. A thick, pair of horn rimmed glasses sat at the end of her nose giving her a demented librarian kind of aura. Her body was that of a cheerleader or athlete's long, shapely, and somewhat lean with curves in the right places. She seemed proud of her figure with an exposed midriff over the aforementioned shorts. A vintage, lumberjack styled halter covered her chest doing little to hide the full, medium sized breasts there. This girl turned to me with a finger in her mouth and this kind of weird, gregarious sounding laugh. I guess you could say she had the stereotypical, nerd laugh.
"My aren't you something; you've made an impression, cutie." The way she turned made her seem a little larger than life for some reason I couldn't pinpoint.
"And you, are?"
"Charmed." She burst into the strange nerdish, giggling as I became aware of the other people in the room, the first of which was this thuggish, looking female, dressed in a hoodie and sagging jeans. She had the kind of face that begged a fist to be launched into it. This woman looked ready for a fight and her first impression left me to believe it the correct one as she stepped in front of the other girl placing her hand flat on my chest.
"Bro-man, you needs to bounce; this a private party, homes." She sounded rough.
"In my fucking room, excuse me, bro." I dismissed the much larger, woman stepping inside my room with purpose turning towards my closet door. The self-appointed bouncer placed a hand on my shoulder as I noticed a couple lying in my bed spooning.
"I don't THINK you HEARD me, HOMES!" The bouncer reiterated.
"I heard you just fine, Zena." I was confident having already got a hand around the Louisville Slugger inside my closet door. Her eyes widened as I slung it against my shoulder, staring her down as the nerdy girl laughed finding the proceedings humorous.
"WHAT YOU GONNA DO WITH THAT?!!" I couldn't believe this, big, bulky looking female was going to face off with me even though I had a weapon. I'd grabbed it to make an immediate impression.
"Evict you, She-Man; get the fucking memo darling, this is my room." I motioned with the end of the bat drawing her attention to it. I intended to feint with it and clock her with my free hand to create enough space between us to swing the bat if need be.
"Chill man; why're you so belligerent to guests in your house. Your mother said we could use the space." I glanced over noticing Ecom in front of my television.
"The space is taken; you didn't ask me shit cousin...and you two had better get the FUCK off my bed." The couple looked mixed as well, probably a little Spanish or something with an almost incestuous vibe in the matching, shoulder length hair and clothing. Thankfully the guy had a thin mustache to differentiate himself from his female counterpart. The self-appointed bouncer edged a little in my direction.
"Hey darling, you'd better cool it with that shit or I'll treat you like the man you want to be."
"Geez man, we cum in peace; thought I'd catch up with you and introduce you to my girlfriend, Mel and some of her friends." His declaration caught me off guard.
"Girlfriend, you?"
"Mom's idea of course; but it works out that we get along famously, dear cousin." The mood in the room lightened, but I kept a weary eye on the bulky female in front of me. Thankfully, Mel stepped in front of her giving me a deep hug that I thought was a little too personal. I almost reached down for one of her cute, cheeks stopping myself at the last minute.
"Hi, I'm Everest's beard and what is it called uh, down on the low? Oh, his personal fag hag as it were and he's my gay bestie, for a perfect rom-com tandem, fabulous right?" The smile never seemed to leave her face making me wonder about her mental state.
"Ecom, where'd you get this girl?" Mel didn't miss a beat encircling an arm around my waist as she faced him. This seemed to agitate the larger girl, my emerging foil who took a step pulling Mel's arm away from my body.
"Stop playing with him; don't get his head gassed up, babe." Mel softly pulled back finding no resistance as she pulled away returning to my side.
"Don't be familiar darling; I'm the architect of my own destiny." I noticed the flowering emotion as the big girl flushed crimson.
"Hey, I'm not trying to get between you and your girlfriend, here."
"Don't get it twisted darling; Latonya here, has Hopes and Aspirations and nothing more if decide to cut her loose. She's decided that we have "potential" if you know what I mean?" Mel's purring, vocal style of speaking reminded me of the late Eartha Kitt.
"Don't fall off that pedestal, could be fatal." I remarked acknowledging how highly she thought of herself. Mel giggled again tightening her grip as Latonya reacted facially, turning away from the offending sight provided by her crush.
"I LOVE it, I simply must HAVE you, darling." I glanced around noticing that my room was basically trashed.
"I've had enough of this nonsense; you people need to bounce up outta here."
"Your mother will be substantially upset by this turn of events. We were directed back here as I mentioned earlier and perhaps made ourselves a little too much at home, sorry." Ecom was still tapping away at my laptop while he spoke making me a little antsy due to the fact that I didn't recall giving him my password. His light skin tone and sandy brown hair were the only giveaways to his mixed heritage. Despite his pseudo, eloquent speech, he was a contrast of sorts with a pugilistic face full of character, hidden behind the ugly, brownish frames of his glasses.
"Sorry is right; I don't go to your house and trash your room!"
"I would be glad to accommodate you; there are at least three in our current home not mentioning a Vegas timeshare, but you have to take care of your own airfare." The room erupted in laughter from his gathered associates.
"Fuck you, Ecom."
"Everest Johnson-Sinclair, that is my name."
"Ecom."
"EVEREST-JOHNSON-SINCLAIR!!" He reiterated tersely half turning from my laptop. I began to flip him the bird when Mel got between us grabbing my hips bringing her face close to my own.
"Now, while it is awesome watching dear Everest get in touch with his long absent masculinity, let's try to keep it civil for the time being. We're all friends here, aren't we, darling?"
"You have a problem with personal space, don't you?"
"...and wearing panties, too." I realized she'd grabbed my wrist pulling it forward around her body until my palm was flat against her left butt cheek. The tips of my fingers could feel the warmth from her exposed flesh. I found myself looking into her light, green eyes almost lulled into a trance. I wanted to kiss her even though I thought she was a little loopy. Mel's sex appeal was intrusive, informing my comments.
"You guys are so entertaining, better than reality television; perhaps we should arrange something?" The female of the androgynous duo on my bed commented.
"Perhaps you could arrange getting your ass off my bed." Both slowly complied seeming a little wary of me since I was still in possession of a baseball bat. Latonya had taken to checking messages on her phone, but still side eyed me.
"See what I've been talking about this whole time about the plight of the proletariat and how they're only recourse is to resort to the physical when challenged. Absolute lack of social grace and total regression into a primitive state." Ecom commented.
"Sweet man, you're rich Ecom."
"Yes, I am, cousin and suddenly I find myself with a distinct need to exit this small, shabby abode if you don't mind." He closed the laptop standing up revealing that he was little over a head taller than me.
"Yeah, I got you Ecom; and didn't you flunk out of that private school your mamma sent you to because you like getting them ass shots, huh cuz?" I watched Ecom bristle at my comments.
"I'm attending academy in the city, this semester."
"Whatever." He was dressed like a north side snob wearing a collared white, polo t-shirt over a pair of beige slacks and sandals. The guy had a sweater tied around his waist much in the fashion I'd seen used by soccer moms trying to hide their expanding backsides.
"People, we're leaving for greener pastures." Ecom announced to his clique.
"About fucking time." Latonya commented. The group slowly filed out while we stared one another down in silent challenge.
Truth be told, I did have the slightest bit of sympathy for Ecom, knowing he'd received a raw deal for trying to be honest with his mother. She hadn't reacted well telling anyone who was in the know that he was going through a phase while plotting to send him to a camp for troubled youth like himself. Ecom relented at the ninth hour telling his mother that he was joking in the most unconvincing manner, but still ended up being sent off to an out of state private school to assuage Aunt Gladys secret shame. The only reason I knew about this is because she'd called my mom in the wee hours of the night, distraught that her only son was a homosexual. Mom had no filter and no in-house decorum coming to me after talking her sister down to ask if I had any of these "supposed" urges and assuring me that I'd be accepted if I wanted to come out of the closet. The forced parental talk had offended me so much that I'd produced an adult magazine from between the mattress off my bed for her viewing pleasure. A model names Tiffany Days' absolutely, humongous ass was quite visible on the slick cover. My mother shrieked in horror before slapping me silly and absconding with said magazine. This was followed up with a THX-Level rant that reverberated off the walls as she tore the magazine to shreds, going to far as to whip up a small pot of oatmeal which she poured on the remnants of the book in the kitchen garbage can. If nothing else, she knew my orientation in no uncertain terms as I was grounded for three weeks for being "mannish" with her.
"Sorry for the use of your bed; I'm Rolando and this is my girlfriend, Kirsten. It's been a pleasure making your acquaintance. We honestly haven't been this entertained in months." Both of them were rail thin, racially, and sexually ambiguous with similar, shoulder length hair. The female, Kirsten smiled revealing smoker's teeth.
"Girlfriend; is that what we're calling our siblings, now?" My snarkiness bubbled to the surface uncontrollably. Rolando paused for a moment before laughing my insult off as he pulled his girlfriend from the room. She peered back with a smile and a slight wave of her hand, dismissing me most likely to save face. There were used cigarette butts on the floor of my bedroom.
"Mel, we're leaving." Latonya called after her crush who stood staring at her clique, noncommittedly.
"All four of my eyes can see that, darling; be a dear and close the door behind yourself." I did a doubletake as Mel stood there with her arms folded across her chest. The larger girl stepped forward grabbing Mel's bicep tugging at it gently.
"Stop playing Mel, let's go."
"What did I tell you about unsanctioned touching; did I give you permission to handle me, dear heart?"
"I-I didn't mean nothing by it." Latonya's face dropped as she awkwardly apologized.
"Fuck off." Mel suddenly hissed in a serpentine manner that was not lost on Ecom and me. Latonya's large hand covered the center of her face as she darted out of the room.
"Melyne Montgomery-Lowell; you are absolutely horrible to that girl. Perhaps you should cut her loose and dispense with the endless cunt teasing. It's unseemly and we must keep up appearances; the Latonya person is not of our ilk, anyway." Ecom scolded while I wondered if all rich assholes had standard hyphenated last names.
"I'll call you babe; tell mommy dear we're still having brunch on Friday." Mel deftly ignored my cousin's admonition turning her back to him facing me.
"Snore." Ecom disappeared from my doorway into the darkness of the corridor following his friends.
"Whore." Mel called back.
I found myself immediately alone with this strange, entitled nymph unsure of what to make of the young woman. Looking at her without the ambient chatter and distractions from her clique left me feeling decidedly anxious. Mel possessed a unique sort of sophisticated beauty that was disarming even though I'd just witnessed her innate insensitivity to the point of emotional brutality to a girl I owed no favors to in the least. My humanity called for me to shun this bronzed vision to rebalance karma, but I wasn't sure if I wanted to for the moment.
"Want me to disrobe?"
"HUH?!!" My heart thumped in my chest as my loins seized up at her suggestion. Mel laughed at my surprise in that strange, nerdy half giggle.
"You seemed to be taking stock of it all; I just thought you might like to a more comprehensive assessment of my charms. I'm not shy in the least, you lovely idiot."
"I figured that out; so, what's the deal, huh?"
"I want you." She answered plainly.
"Excuse me?"
"I find you terrifyingly interesting, darling; so much in fact that I'm starved for more. Would you really deny yourself the experience?" She stood in front of me entirely familiar playfully tugging at the hem of my shirt as she looked directly into my eyes. Her lips were coated with a glistening balm that made me want to lose it and kiss her, passionately. Those enticing lips parted as she rolled her tongue over her pearly whites, before crawling onto my bed in a serpentine motion resting on her abdomen. She tucked a pillow under her belly making herself comfortable before snagging a magazine to read from my bedside table. Suddenly my phone started ringing thankfully interrupting the spell Mel was weaving.
"Uhm, excuse me."
"You're actually going to take a call while I'm here for your delight?" I stared at the face of my phone finding that my ex-girlfriend's face staring back up at me. I declined the call taking the time to change the screen saver. Edna called a few more times before the message icon appeared in the upper left corner of its face. I didn't want to talk to her right now, I knew that she'd been exposed but she didn't know I was responsible. After setting events in motion, I'd waited around long enough to make sure Edna was safe before running off.



"Shit." Mel glanced up at me from the magazine she'd been thumbing through. Her cheeks were plump, ripely peeking out the bottoms of her shorts.
"The girlfriend?" She asked.
"Not anymore." My phone rang on cue almost as if in protest to my declaration as Mel leaned on her side regarding me.
"Whatever happened was deep; don't feel the need to share, dear heart. I'm not that kind of rebound." She casually replied stretching as she sat up.
"Right, home girl; maybe you should call fucking Alfred the Butler and kick rocks back to your castle or wherever the fuck you came from, dear heart!" Emotion welled up in me, perhaps a bit of guilt for not going to Edna in her time of need. But she'd been complicit for a time at least with Pastor Grey behind my back.
"Don't be difficult; I actually like you. You have no idea how rare that is these days. I wasn't trying to be insensitive, it's just that I felt it was an unknown situation between you and the other person. I apologize whole heartedly for any offense on my part, darling."
"Okay, apology accepted, so what's your deal?"
Before she could answer both of our attentions were drawn to my bedroom door where my mother stood watching the exchange between us. It was one of those moments where you wish it was possible to turn invisible or cease to exist in some manner or another. The partially horrified expression on mom's face said that she was reading the situation all wrong.
"Melyne, what are you still doing here? Everest and his friends took his mother home already; is everything okay back here. My son isn't...?!!"
"No, he's a perfect gentleman; I'm afraid we got a little caught up in our conversation is all." Mel was unfazed in the face of my mother's silent accusation. I was beyond offended at her inference.
"Well, come wait in the living room. I'll get my keys and drive you home." Mom cautiously grabbed her arm pulling her towards the door.
"No need Ms. Johnson; I'll phone a Lyft to ferry me home. Please don't get the wrong idea, I'm completely loyal to Everest; he's my bestie, you know." She told the truth and lied to my mother's face in the dame instant before rushing back to me for a deep hug. He hands were hidden from my mother's vantage point digging into my back pocket retrieving my phone. Mel lightly kissed me on the cheek pushing the phone into my palm.
"We'll talk again some time, darling." She turned leaving my room with a model's runway gait. My mother's eyes dipped low noticing the decadent cut of her shorts.
The threatening look I got from my parent had me livid at the turn of events throughout the course of the day. I was probably grounded for the rest of the summer and maybe it was karma I'd been experiencing since the Pastor Grey incident. My mind wandered back to the deviant's confederate, Sister Jacobs wondering if her seduction of me was planned from the start. I decided against that train of thought remembering her evil, witchy demeanor a couple of years prior to Pastor Grey's appearance in our church. I guess I'd thought of her skewing older than she really was, accepting it as my own social prejudice. Now that I knew of "Chocolate Lavender" everything was irrevocably different now that I'd seen her past and experienced one of her "shows". My pants were tented from the thought of her, incredibly huge butt, the mere sight of it and how it bounced against my pelvis while we were rutting. It had a kind of siren effect on me that had been momentarily shunted away by the presence of one Melyne Montgomery-Lowell, affectionately known as simply, Mel.
"What's her deal anyway?"
My room was trashed from my disheveled bedding to the scores of magazines, comics and other miscellaneous items littering my floors. The blatant disregard for my belongings left me with a severe desire to pummel Ecom, Rolando and that big butch bitch who'd tried to bar me from entering my own room. He had this habit of taking over any location he happened to be inhabiting at any given moment, usually with disastrous results. During my grade school years, I'd been dragged to his home by my mother finding his almost apartment sized bedrooms in a similar state. I'd inherited a compulsive need for order from my father which necessitated an emergency cleaning of my room. It rankled my nerves that I would likely be grounded the following day for being caught with his "girlfriend" and the way my mother's kryptonite-like weakness for wealthy folk naturally transferred to Mel upon her discovery in my room. If it were Edna, mom would've exploded at both of us about acting like adults under her roof or some other such crap. The double standard was glaring and corrosive to my opinion of my parent. Part of me wished I'd been in the act of destroying that rich snob's box when my mother barged in on us.
"Huh?" The vibration of my phone interrupted my inner monologue about the injustices of being raised in a matriarchal household.
"SPEAK!" I yelled into my phone not bothering to look at the face. Sustained nerdy, giggling now familiar to me, poured from the speaker.
"How'd you get my number?"
"I've had it since the phone was given to me, darling." I noticed that I was holding an expensive phone instead of my practical android. Mel switched the phones obviously during the deep hug she's given me after we were discovered by my mother.
"Man, you REALLY are something, girl." I felt like a fool for allowing myself to be distracted by her appearance.
"Look out your window." My bedroom window faced the backyard and a side street where I found Mel standing outside a luxury vehicle waving at me with the phone to her ear.
"Come on down."
"What?"
"Hurry now, we don't have all night. I need you to make haste while we still have the night ahead of us."
"Why?" She pulled the phone away from her ear from my vantage point behind the bedroom window before tugging at her top until her breasts popped out. I watched as she cupped them together for a few seconds before tucking them away again, shrugging her shoulders as I pressed my face against the window.
"Hurry up and get down here."
"But, my mother..."
"Gone for the last twenty minutes; got a call from a suitor for some hot and heavy action, babe. She did stick around to watch me leave but I just had the driver circle back around your block; paid him a hundred so don't waste the money, darling."
"You've got plenty of money."
Ten minutes later I was sitting inside a luxury vehicle headed down the freeway sitting beside an acquaintance of my cousin, who I'd barely met hours earlier. I just needed the distraction as my phone rang again with Edna's ringtone and photo. I was none too happy that my mother had gone off to meet her boyfriend, feeling second fiddle to someone even when I was in trouble. Mel had the driver ramp up the music in the vehicle as she continuously chattered in her weird rich people speak. I couldn't help but glance at her figure taking in everything from her full breasts bounced freely behind the cottony material of her top to the tightness of her shorts around her crotch and inner thighs. Those jean shorts were homemade with the jagged edges folded upward creating a cuff that revealed the rough insides. I doubted that she'd done the work herself taking stock of the slight way her honey soaked flesh bulged outward against the natural pull of the material. I had to admit to myself that she was a great distraction from my recent problems with my ex-girlfriend, Edna, Sister Grey and Pastor Grey.
"You're doing it again."
"What?"
"Thinking of someone other than me; it's quite offensive when I've gone through the bother to have you."
"Have me?" Mel leaned on her side facing me as she traced a finger along the crotch of my jeans. I looked down as she outlined my growing tumescence, glancing over to find her face closer than expected. I glanced down as her palm covered my bulge, squeezing and kneading before looking up, finding Mel still absorbed in what she was doing.
"Of course, darling, what did you think we're going to do when we arrive at my flat?" I was disappointed when she took her skillful fingers away drawing my attention upward to her cleavage as Mel deftly drew her top outward revealing part of her breast topped with an erect nipple. My mouth was agape at the sight, which she of course found humorous, drawing the material back over the exposed flesh as she leaned in the opposite direction laughing.
"I have to admit that you might be a tease."
"To some people, or are you referring to the poor, unfortunate Latonya who is dying to lap away at my snatch?"
"Maybe."
Mel didn't answer as we pulled up to a large gate outside of what I would call a McMansion style home. We were on the north side of the city, a place I didn't frequent too often except when I was visiting Aunt Gladys or on some kind of errand. People where I'm from usually just stuck to their boroughs, probably still conditioned from the less than hospitable conditions of the pre-civil rights movement when the city was heavily segregated. The same conditions still exist to this day, it's just that no one talks about it much, preferring to leave things unsaid for whatever reason. I never gave it much thought myself. To inhabitants from my southern side of town, this would make Mel a rarified creature or someone to scorn from her looks alone. I still couldn't tell if she was mixed or not and didn't know if I should ask. We stepped outside the vehicle as Mel fished around in her pocket producing her phone which she used to open the large gates.
"It's the latest app; perhaps you should try it." There was an elongated paved path behind the open gates leading up to the large home. I checked my phone seeing that it was after one thirty in the morning, hoping my mom was spending the night with her boyfriend.
"Yeah, right." I commented behind false snarkiness, hiding my awe of her surroundings. It was like walking into Camelot for me as Mel took my arm. It was weird walking with her up that driveway because it felt like we'd just had a date. She was leaning into my arm using me for support as her sandals created a clopping echo walking up the drive. Mel tugged at my arm when I moved towards the house directing me towards a separate gated area containing some bungalows and a good sized pool. There was mist rising from the heated water and the surrounding bungalows gave the area a kind of Greek feeling as Mel stepped to the edge squatting down to test the water with a finger.
"Feels good, strip." She glanced up at me, but I shook my head making her smirk.
"You're so shy, perhaps a lack of confidence in your endowment?"
"You first baby." I was sure that I was calling her bluff as Mel stood up in front of me with a shimmering reflection of the water interacting with her honey dipped complexion. She looked in my eyes with a smile on her face as she undid the knot at the front of her halter top freeing her breasts. The garment slid smoothly from her shoulders falling to the pool edge. Mel stood there with her hands on her hips giving me a close up view of her full breasts that appeared to be a large C-Cup. Her areolas were a little larger than I would've thought, a shade darker than the surrounding skin providing this sort of outline with her partially erect nipples as the centerpiece. It was inspiring causing me to become extremely hard in an instant. Mel had a perfectly flat abs with this sort of line or indentation in the center that reminded me of the models you'd see on the cover of Sports Illustrated or some fitness magazine.
"Hold my phone, please." I took her phone while she used my shoulder for balance kicking off her simple wedge sandals one by one.
Mel's thumbs dipped into the front of her shorts unclasping the button there and nothing else as she looked up at me smiling. It seemed like forever but was probably only seconds as the sound of the parting zipper filled the air. Her lightly furred muff was sandy brown in color as the opposite sides of her cutoff shorts peeled apart like the leaves of an artichoke. Everything was done for effect as I was allowed an equal amount of time to stare at her sex before she shimmied out of the last article of clothing, nude except for her horn rimmed glasses. I hadn't even realized how much I was trembling from lust just staring at her perfect bikini body. The girl was built like a woman, naturally honey dipped, bronzed and normally way out of my league. Taking it all in, I would definitely put Mel in the classic "Bond Girl" category.
"Do I have your undivided attention, now darling?" Melyne Montgomery-Lowell was a fucking knockout.
"Yes."
She smiled brightly at my compliance stepping forward to place her glasses on my face before turning her back to me. She had a luscious well shaped derriere, not too big or small that reminded me of this porn star one of my friends incessantly talked about named Kelsi Monroe. My vision was warped a bit from staring though Mel's thick glasses. She had to have been distinctly near sighted, necessitating the removal of her temporary gift as she dove into the pool. I was splashed with some of the warm water peering down into the pool as she swam effortlessly to the far side in all her nude glory. The beauty was a veritable water nymph rising from the heated pool amidst the rising vapor glancing back in an open dare. I hesitated totally out of my element, succumbing to the peer pressure under her self-assured glare. I pocketed both of our phones, losing my t-shirt as Mel stepped up on the concrete at the opposing side to disappear behind the curtains of an adjacent bungalow.
"This is another fine mess you've gotten me into." I told myself as I stripped down to the buff, awkwardly hopping into the heated waters of the pool. I managed a doggy paddle stroke making it to the other side longer than it took Mel. It was the deep end as I worked in a floating frenzied movement getting an arm up on the poolside managing to balance myself.
"Trouble with water." Mel called out from behind the cream colored curtains of the bungalow.
"Eh, it's not my element."
"It's like I was practically born in it myself, natural athletics notwithstanding and all. Member in high standing on the swim team at my school before I quit."
"Quit?" Soft music began wafting outward from the bungalow; I recognized it as a Janet Jackson tune (Funny how time flies, when you're having fun). She was setting the mood.
"Wasn't really a priority and all considering more pressing matters; had to refocus on other things of merit in the immediate scheme of things, darling. Besides, I'm quite well off as you can see. Not a bit of bother, dear heart."
"Swim team, check; what else would you like to tell me?" I kept a steady sway with my legs working not to sink under the water as Mel emerged from the curtained bungalow.
The white 70's style bikini was a perfect choice enhancing her look with triangular patches of material covering her naughty bits, much to my disappointment. Everything she'd done since we met hours ago had been to effect with surgical precision. It seemed that she was going out of her way to impress and something didn't really add up in my mind. I kept feeling like some sort of string was attached, wondering what that unseen factor would be when the check was due. Her hair was down, extending just above her shoulders in wet, shiny, metallic looking tresses.
"Careful, I think you're actually getting to know me." She was carrying a bottle and two wine glasses. I noticed a small fridge in the bungalow as the night breeze caught the curtain making it billow.
"Would that be so bad?" She winked at me sitting down on the edge of the pool.
"A little juxtaposition of reality and what we're building here doesn't lend itself to soul bearing, dear. I want the moment I've worked so hard to achieve since I laid my emerald eyes on your big, brown puppy dog ones. I don't want much, just go with it, baby." I detected a tinge of emotion in her voice.
"Okay."
Mel filled the glasses handing me one as we toasted some unknown event. Surprisingly, the beverage was some sort of chilled fruit juice that went down easy. I nearly capsized downing the drink as Mel looked on amused. There was this kind of serene look on her face as she sat watching me right myself with the glass as a casualty of the pool. I found my way back to the edge as my phone rang in the distance with my ex-girlfriend's ringtone. Mel rolled her eyes staring off towards my pile of clothing at the far end of the pool.
"The girlfriend, again?" She looked flustered staring at her empty glass while it continued ringing off the hook.
"Sorry." I floated away with the intent of getting back to my clothing and silencing the phone. Halfway across I heard a splash looking back to find Mel gone, the glass left alone on the poolside. I looked down finding her gliding effortlessly towards me like some sexy guided missile.
"HEY!!"
I was snatched underwater with considerable force by Mel, causing me to panic, flailing about wildly. The water truly was her element as she yanked on my right ankle while kicking her shapely legs in a counter motion drawing me away from the water surface. Water filled my throat and insides as she released me choosing to lock her arms around my waist as I desperately swam upward for my life. Her athletic acumen proved she floated away only to speed forward rising up behind me with her arms locked around my neck as I broke the surface coughing profusely.
"WHAT THE FUCK?!! YOU'RE CRAZY!!" I gasped realizing that she was pulling me away from the nearest poolside towards the center as the water roiled up from our splashing about.
"Relax."
"YOU'RE TRYING TO KILL ME!!" I was frightened at the situation realizing she could do whatever she wanted in the water.
"Shhhh, relax your body and float with me, darling." Her arm was around my neck as she swam us to the center of the pool.
"Whu-What are you doing?"
"I won't let you give up on me, I won't let her have you just yet, because you're mine at least for tonight. She won't intrude on our private little Eden and make you forget about her, lover." Mel's face was pressed against the side of my head allowing her to whisper into my ear. The desperation in her voice was palpable.
"Mel?"
"Nothing lasts forever, won't you just spend a little time with me; please, just give me some of your time and uhm, just stay here for this moment? Life is fleeting and brief, we live not understanding just how quick it passes us by and before you know it, we shrivel up and die like wilting flowers."
"Melyne, what's...?" She'd swum around facing me looking uncharacteristically anxious. My phone, which had been ringing the whole time, stopped. I didn't know if Edna gave up or my battery died.
"Kiss me."
Her lip, glistening lips parted merging with my own with her tongue slipping inside to twirl with my own. We continued for what seemed an eternity as the world around us blurred. She had no trouble staying afloat appearing to transfer that ability to me as we continued making out the calming surface of the pool. My arms encircled her chest locked behind her back as her tongue darted around my mouth in serpentine fashion as my endowment lengthened to near diamond hardness rising up to find a home between her supple thighs. Mel moaned acknowledging the head of my member, parting her legs smoothly allowing me inside. She gasped glancing up at the night sky as I felt her sheath me completely. She was so extraordinarily heated internally with a pulsing tightness to caused me to betray my masculinity with a whimper. For an instant, I started to sink only to have her recover our mutual weightlessness by fluttering her legs. The pressure on my length was incredible but fleeting as I sank despite her best efforts. Our brief romantic coupling fueled my actions as I looked upward finding Mel swimming away quickly as the tiny bits of cloth that made up her bikini floated away in her wake. I managed to snag her bottoms as I worked my way back to the pool surface. Precious air filled my lungs as I coughed up more water.



Mel was already at poolside submerged in the water with only her head and neck visible above the water. She was staring with this inviting smile on her honey soaked complexion giving her the appearance of the sea born Aphrodite. I glided over to this vision of beauty giving myself over to this moment that would define my summer and remain with me into old age. My other issues including Edna, Sister Jacobs and Pastor Grey were stripped away as proof of the golden ratio that was Mel's face came into view. She rose from the pool to sit on the edge of the water as I glided between her thighs and her flower. Mel reached forward palming the back of my head guiding me to her slit. I didn't hesitate tracing the vertical length of her opening finding that my tongue slid inside easily. I kissed and made out with her sex alternating with a darting motion of my tongue while she gasped, scooting more to the edge of the pool. My erection was almost painful at this point, pressed against my abdomen as I licked and slurped, finding that Mel reacted in more animated fashion when her clit was teased. It was complete experimentation on my part as Mel was the second girl I'd gone down on.
She scooted forward a little more pressing her sex against my face arching her back and lovingly rubbing my head. My lips were pressed hard against her opening as I plunged deep inside tasting her essence, nothing withheld or left behind as I surrendered to the moment. For a fleeting second, I flashbacked to my ex Edna, and how she'd took the initiative to mount my face for her own selfish pleasure. I'd been accommodating trying to please her when she'd let the news of her implied infidelity free with a slip of the lip. I'd been humiliated to learn that someone else was "experimenting "on my girlfriend's body not knowing that it was the very pastor who'd set things in motion in order to prey upon Edna. Despite that I hadn't forgotten Edna's selfish overtures whenever we became carnal. She was always about "getting hers first" and the memory frustrated me to no end. Despite myself, there was an emotionally activated tightness at the corner of my eyes. I pushed forward in the water burying my face in Mel's snatch, attacking her peach with renewed fervor. Mel reacted to my sexual overture with a twisting of the spine and collapse onto her back as I crawled out of the pool between her shapely, legs.
"Oh mon dieu, tu me fais venir si fort. Continuez à le faire bébé, continuez et faites de moi votre femme. sinon pour toujours, juste ce soir, ma chérie." Mel moaned in a what I believed to be the French language.
We were there on the wet concrete framing the pool for anyone to see and I didn't give a fuck. There were other surrounding homes on the hills overlooking Mel's, but we were lost together as I filled my hands with this young woman's luscious, tight derriere. I was literally kneeling between her spread legs as she lay on her back with her hips arching up into my face. A shudder began in her flawless figure blossoming into frenzied tremors going further until Mel's began loudly gasping and sobbing as she reached the crest. She became a whimpering mess as I continued attacking her clit until she involuntarily, locked her thighs around my head.
I couldn't take it anymore grabbing her ankles, pushing them apart to bury my burgeoning erection deep inside her walls. Her walls were so slippery and dripping wet that I quickly bottomed out with a thunderous thud that made her cry out. For some reason I didn't move opening eyes that had been tightly shut when I intruded on her sopping wet virtue to look directly into her green eyes. Mel looked euphoric having claimed the prize she'd sought since we'd met hours ago. She was breathing through her mouth as she purposely squeezed my length embedded in her tunnel in several brief intervals.
"Kiss me more, darling."
I happily obliged her mashing my lips into hers and I ground myself into her with sexual savagery. Her shapely legs locked in the small of my back, spurring me onward. Mel arched up into my downward thrusts just as animalistic, matching my cadence perfectly until I didn't know where she began, and I ended. "Lose Control" by Silk serenaded up from the sound system in one of the bungalows as we made love. We were working together in total symbiosis, enjoying one another to the fullest, when Mel took the initiative rolling me onto my back so quick I barely realized it. Her slightly muscular arms honed from continuous physical activity and swimming, locked around my neck as her full, bottom bounced and pounded onto my girth in the most unforgiving manner.
"Je vais te faire oublier ta copine stupide, ma chérie. Vous serez à moi maintenant et pour toujours, même si je suis parti depuis longtemps. Je veux que tu m'aimes pour toujours plus et que tu me plains jusqu'à ce que tu veuilles finir avec tout ça pour être à nouveau avec moi." She whispered in my ear as she ground into my pelvis as hard as she could.
"I'm about to ..." I was close to the edge as her round butt, twerked and ground into me enough to make me call out a warning.
Mel suddenly rolled off of my erection beginning a brisk walk back over to the original bunker she'd disappeared into when we arrived. I was treated to the sight of her perfect bubble, butt looking up to see her looking over her shoulder at me with a smirk. The low light and reflection from the pool played on her skin creating a surreal vision of beauty. My tumescence was throbbing, hard as a steel bar as I followed her with my joint pointing in her direction. Mel broke into a brisk run into the bungalow with me quick on her heels as her mischievous nerdy, giggle rang out across the enclosed area. I felt a mixture of intense lust and frustration as I entered the bungalow. Mel snagged my arm pushing me onto what looked like a glorified daybed before getting down between my knees.
I cried out as she took me whole between her lips almost to the base. Mel scooted up cupping a hand under my balls as she methodically began fellating me. She encircled the base of my cock with three fingers slowly stroking and twisting on my shaft. I couldn't help but compare her to my ex-girlfriend again who became smaller and smaller in my mind as Mel continued demonstrating what a willing partner was with a scintillating performance as I gasped, moaned, and whispered in an almost feminine manner. She was the fifth woman to go down on me, making me wish she was my first. I mentally wandered to Sister Jacobs a.k.a Chocolate Lavender who'd dominated me to make a sexual point. That woman wanted me to know how inexperienced and outclassed I was sexually and nothing more. The sexual clinic she'd put on was more to humiliate and humble me from her jaded, point of view than anything else. Now, this beautiful honey dipped snob as here between my legs wantonly sucking me off. My erection was almost as hard as it had ever been, paling just slightly to the first time I'd seen the awe inspiring ass cheeks of Chocolate Lavender. Mel released me with a prolonged gasp coming up for air with a gooey web of precum connecting the head of my cock to her bottom lip.
"Je veux que tu me caches et que tu me prennes comme un animal!! Faites-moi savoir ce que c'est que d'être votre femme!! baise moi comme je suis une chienne en chaleur!!"
I was taken aback as she wiped her forearm across her mouth looking up at me like some wild, feral creature before hungrily devouring my pike whole. She let her mouth remain stationary allowing saliva and precum to pool at the junction where our bodies connected. A powerful suction followed as her cheeks imploded while she drew her lips along my shaft until her mouth audibly popped off. My eyes were watering while my heart pounded loudly in my chest as I nearly screamed from the stimulation. Gibberish and saliva ran from my lips as she used my knees to right herself vertically giving me the slightest bit of reprieve from her salacious attention to detail.
"Oh my god; where did you come from, girl?" I was breathing hard as she glared smugly at me placing an arm around my shoulder. She leaned in examining my sexually stressed features with a sense of self-satisfaction moving closer until she was wedged between my legs.
"Shut up and fuck me, darling." Mel whispered into my ear turning her perfect butt in my direction until my erection was parting her golden cheeks. I was nestled in her cleft as she leaned forward, hands on knees rotating hips giving me even more stimulation.
"If you keep doing that, I'm gonna cum so fucking hard."
"Is that the case?" Mel glanced back raising an eyebrow with her trademark smirk.
"Yeah."
"Oh, is that what you think, lover?" She rose up vertically, her arm around my shoulder as she raised a shapely leg onto the daybed displaying a dancer's agility. Her nimble fingers pushed me into her entrance before she brought her leg down again trapped my cock inside her virtue. The feeling of Mel's steamy, wet tunnel was indescribable as she flexed on my girth internally.
"You like that?"
"Yes." Mel was grinning from ear to ear, parting my thighs as far apart as she could manage. The athletic beauty squatted down in that vertical stance until my cock was hidden from view between her cheeks.
"Then you'll positively love this."
Mel quickly began bouncing as hard as she could on my lap while remaining upright continuously as I struggled to hold on with little success. Her golden hued cheeks slapped mercilessly into my crotch obliterating the last bits of self-control with it as I began exploding inside her with each successive squat. It was like she was playing me like an accordion as I came over and over again until I was nearly reduced to a blubbering mess. Mel seemed to tire, resting her buns on my lap but taking care not to put any weight down on the tops of my thigh as she glanced over her shoulder at me with a satisfied smile.
"Still thinking about your little girlfriend, now?" She gloated.
"Huh, what?" I was almost completely addled.
"Yeah, that's what I thought you'd say, darling." This time she used the top of my thighs to right herself as I slid out of her honeypot. I was crumpled up in an upright fetal position, drained of wit and strength, completely exhausted. I was beginning to nod off realizing Mel was glaring silently at me with this sort of brooding, smug expression on her face.
"Melyne?"
She seemed to be surveying her handiwork, slowly running a hand through her wet tresses as I took in her perfect figure. Mel was rubbing her mound with the other hand and for a moment, I thought she was masturbating until she raised it rubbing the essence of our coupling between her fingers. She didn't seem to care that I was watching as she examined her mound for a few more seconds before regarding me.
"When you come to, you can leave the way you came in, darling."
"What?" She reached over for a light robe I hadn't noticed before hiding her glorious figure behind it as she tied off the sash at her waist.
"Thanks for the fuck."
I was trashed, my limbs felt weighted down as I watched her turn and walk off without a glance back. I was entirely cold of this honey, soaked beauty and there was nothing I could do about it recalling her ardent admirer, LaTonya. I chaffed inside realizing I now shared something in common with the gruff, affected lesbian. Mel's perfect cheeks could still be detected behind the satin like material of her robe as she strolled towards the big house disappearing into the darkness. It was a bit too much as I dropped off into the darkness of slumber.
-DARKNESS-
The sound of a lawn blower jolted me from slumber with a start as I discovered some guy inside the bungalow cleaning errant leaves from a nearby row of trees that lined the area. The guy seemed indifferent to my nudity as I huddled in a fetal position motioning for the spanish gentleman to exit the bungalow. The squat, heavily mustached fellow seemed suspect to me, slowly leaving me alone in the bungalow. The curtain billowed outward with his exit revealing an entire crew tending to the area. all of the men were of latin origin wearing similar uniforms that visually indicated that a professional cleaning crew. I saw the same fellow I'd encountered earlier taking to some guy that appeared to be a supervisor, gesturing in my direction. This supervisor looked agitated worrying me that private security was in my immediate future as he shoved a garbage bag roughly into his subordinate's chest. I retreated behind the curtains considering using the cushions of the daybed to hide my "natural" state when that same guy appeared again briefly tossing the garbage bag onto the floor before me. My clothing and other belongings were inside along with some leaves and loose trash.
"Son of a bitch."
I shook the grass and leaves out of my clothing, dressing quickly as the cleaning crew continued on with their business. My mind was awash in the previous evening and the imagery of Mel's full butt bouncing unforgivingly in my lap as I exploded inside her several times. The visual seemed to be on a loop as I gathered myself, luckily finding my phone still amongst my possessions. It was hard doing the walk of shame out of the bungalow once I'd mustered the courage and I wondered if my mother would be waiting to discipline me when I got home. The coldness of our post-coital exchange stayed with me as well and the fact that she'd nearly drowned me when it appeared I was choosing Edna over her. I figured maybe that was what offended Mel as I found the gate open and the contractor's trucks parked in the driveway outside her huge McMansion home. I thought about calling Mel but thought better of it. I found that the battery on my phone was drained delaying the option for a period of time anyway. The disgusted expression on a few of the contractor's faces stayed with me after I'd cleared the home moving halfway down the block. Predictably, a private security patrol car appeared the moment I'd cleared the block.
"What's up brotha; going somewhere home boy?" There were two crewcut sporting security guards sitting behind the wheel of the Caucasian variety.
"I'm leaving." I didn't make eye contact, continuing to go on my way.
"We "ASKED" you a question!" The younger guy behind the wheel sounded like he was looking for trouble as I paused staring at the patrol car.
"Excuse me officer, I was leaving my aunt's home; my aunt the high powered lawyer and partner in one of the largest law firms in the Midwest, car 2547. I mean it seemed like such a nice day that I didn't feel like having a car take me home. My mother doesn't worry when I'm over here because its safe; I mean, what could happen, right?" I made a point of pulling out my dead phone in front of their eyes.
"Uhm, you have a nice day, sir." The older officer in the passenger's seat tapped his younger cohort on the shoulder as the car began to pull away.
"Hey, don't leave so soon, I was just about to live stream." The patrol car burnt a modicum of rubber speeding off down the street.
I found the guard at the entrance to the gated community to be a little more accommodating as I found my way onto the street. Righteous indignation washed over me morphing into a solid nugget of anger directed at Mel for bringing me there in the first place. Three blocks away from the elite gated community, I found the beginnings of recognizable, semi-proletariat civilization and a decent coffee shop with a few charger bays for my phone. I found over sixty messages from my former girlfriend Edna, but none from Mel and it worked on my nerves. She wanted me to know I was a jump off no different than her burly, lesbian admirer I'd met the previous day. I found her number in my phone history and texted a simple message before blocking her number.
[Text: Thanks for the good time Melody.]
My father and uncles had always said to give as little attention to drama queens as humanly possible. The theory was it drove them batty due to the fact that narcissists always saw themselves as the center of attention. I misspelled her name on purpose, blocking the number because it shouldn't matter whether I was successful of not. I couldn't deny that I would've liked another round with the snob so that I could give her the business. I was a little more than pissed as I sat nursing a small cup of joe and an overpriced danish. As far as I was concerned, I was two out of three this summer with Edna and Mel getting the better of me, but then again, I hadn't figured in Sister Jacobs a.k.a Chocolate Lavender. I'd gotten laid two out of three times, but each scenario had a personal cost that left me feeling slighted.
"Bitch." I mumbled heading out to resume my day, still reeling from the situation. I have this tendency to get unto my own head when I'm angry, thus I wasn't watching where I was going as I exited the shop bumping into a couple on the way out.
"Excuse me."
"Well isn't this a coincidence?" I found myself looking at my cousin Ecom and what I assumed was his significant other, some blonde guy identified by the matching cardigan sweaters they were wearing.
"Just act like you didn't see me."
"Oh, she got you, huh?" Ecom seemed to see right through my façade with a glint in his eye, while his boyfriend looked like he'd rather be anywhere else.
"Piss off." I pushed past the couple, but Ecom followed seeking more information.
"Don't be sour; you really have no idea how things are cousin." He grabbed my arm unaware that I was in a mood to push my fist into his smug face.
"Maybe you should follow his suggestion, he appears put out." The blonde guy suggested.
"He's been playing with Melyne."
"Oh." The knowing look on his face said volumes.
"Oh; What the fuck's that supposed to mean?" Both of the them exchanged knowing looks that made me feel like an even bigger fool than I already thought I was.
"Nothing at all; you're good, right? You're not going to go all stalker on my beard are you; I still need her you know, with mother and all."
"Seriously, Ecom?"
"Don't be that way cousin, it's just that you were just a temporary repast. She's really not that bad at all if you look at things the right way, peeling away at the layers and such."
"Huh?" Both guys laughed at my cluelessness.
"Look I'm glad you two goofs have something to laugh about this morning; I'll be getting on down to the part of the city where the people still speak plain English. Fuck, what is it about you rich snobs that makes you can just play with people like toys and shit? You must have really been bored at my little hovel the other day, Ecom; trashed my room for kicks, huh cousin? Fuck it, shouldn't you boys be driving down fucking Hershey highway to Brokeback Mountain or some shit?" I was verbally grasping at straws inn a desperate attempt to offend these guys by attacking their sexuality. Honestly, I felt like they'd all gotten the best of me with the exception of Ecom's boyfriend who looked affected by me insult.
"Hey, I'm sorry guys; I didn't mean that shit." I offered the apology not expecting them to capitulate because of the severity of the insult.
"What kind of queers would we be if we let shit like that get under our skin?" Blonde guy replied.
"Well, I'm sorry anyhow." I offered.
"You don't have to be a dick about it; just keep it moving, cousin." Ecom didn't sound as forgiving and I didn't blame him. It didn't change the dynamic of our antagonistic relationship, but I knew I'd been out of line.
"For some reason I don't comprehend; I like him lover; let's provide an assist." Ecom looked stilted and pissed as his boyfriend whispered something into his ear. I began backing away when the blonde guy ran over snagging my arm. I ain't gonna lie, I almost pasted him one in the face. Ecom shot me a look as he went back into the coffee shop securing three drinks and some pastries.



"We've decided to be charitable, extend an olive branch as it were by offering you a ride."
"I don't know." He gestured towards a range rover which I instantly recognized from several late night commercials I'd recently seen.
"I'm Barry; nice to meet you." We shook hands as Ecom walked over.
I found myself in the backseat as the guys chattered incessantly about a number of things while my mind wandered back to the incredible sex I'd had with Melyne. She was vastly different from Edna physically, but I found myself comparing the women's behavior finding definite similarities ranging from their self-absorbed and acutely selfish demeanors. I would have judged Edna as the weaker of the two personalities if it weren't for Mel nearly drowning me inn her pool last night. There was this palpable desperation radiating from her because she thought I was choosing someone else over her. More than likely, it motivated her to conduct a sexual clinic on me. The image and physical memory of her butt bouncing in my lap continued to haunt my consciousness until I made a mental effort to substitute it with Edna's hard, rock booty as I fucked her unforgiving butt cheeks. This didn't work at all, making me feel like an idiot because I hadn't actually closed the deal.
Edna had instead been found getting savagely impaled on the lap of our pastor, splayed apart like a living wishbone on his huge member. Hours after the incident, I'd started internally compensating by telling myself she was being taken against her will. Guilt washed over me for not bursting inside even as I recalled the fight we'd had before I'd been privy to the sight of her being utterly pounded into submission. She'd already been with the pastor beforehand, selfishly seeking me out in order to compare us. I fidgeted around in the backseat remembering her words as the church leader ground into her backdoor. She'd been having anal sex while admonishing me for grinding against her butt and soiling her underwear. I had no love for Edna as I whipped out my phone noticing more text messages from her which I promptly deleted. I pulled up the photo she'd sent me the night I'd discovered her infidelity staring at the decidedly chaste image of her lying in bed with a blanket covering her sex. I guess the sight of her exposed thigh was supposed to send me into a frenzy or something.
"She really did a number on you, huh?" Barry peered into his rear view mirror as tunes from this group called Snow Patrol filled the vehicle.
"Yeah, she fucked me good."
"Your first time?"
"Nope, not even."
"Well there will be other girls after Melyne; I'm sure a handsome fellow like you will be back in the saddle again in no time at all." His words were meant to comfort me.
"I wasn't thin king about "Mandy", it was someone else." I snarled at no one in particular.
"He's acting just like Latonya; right lover?"
"Don't even get me started on that bitch; had to put her out my car last night because she wouldn't stop blubbering and blowing fluids all over my upholstery. She "butched out" on me and almost punched a hole in my passenger side window." Ecom and Barry acted like I wasn't even inside the car with them.
"I'm not tripping out over "Mendel" boys; don't get it twisted."
"We don't believe you." Barry answered back in perfect tandem with Ecom almost sounding like they were humming some melody.
I didn't have a snappy comeback or retort knowing that I was still replaying the whole fantasy night thing in the theatre of my skull. I didn't like having anything held over me and I absolutely hated looking weak. I wondered if it were some game that Mel liked to play with potential suitors or was I a special case. The memory of Latonya taunted me as well, making me wonder if I really was enroute to being "pussy whipped" like some friends I knew. That never ended well for guys leaving them jaded and ambivalent about future couplings. I didn't want to give some one night stand the pleasure of gifting that sort of experience to me, and I knew that I would deny her until my lies were true. I pushed my thoughts towards the hookup with Sister Jacobs, plastering her huge, dusky butt all over the vision of Mel's tight and toned perfection. Even that was a futile endeavor as the memories meshed together.
"Hey, where the fuck are we?" I noticed the neighborhood we were driving in didn't look like anything I was familiar with. We'd been driving for over fifteen minutes and the surrounding area should have stated looking more like my habitat with a proliferation of storefront churches, liquor stores and urban foot traffic.
"Making a pit stop." Ecom answered back as my blood boiled at the thought of being taken along on their errands.
"STOP IT; my GAWD, I can hear your endless kvetching in my fucking brain, cousin. We're stopping at the hospital for a minute, alright?!! Maybe you might want to do one of those DNA tests while we're there because I could swear you're part Jewish!" I stared down at my feet as he went in on me, sounding every bit as gay as his clueless mother liked to ignore.
"Watch it Everest, I'm Jewish."
"You know what I mean; besides I'll make it up to you later, promises lover."
"You'd better." The loving couple kissed as I looked away still uncomfortable in my own skin. We pulled into a large parking garage which I noticed was adjacent to the aforementioned hospital. Ecom and Barry got out continuing the continuous, falsetto chatter as I opted to stay inside the car. Barry glanced back motioning for me to accompany them, but I waived him off. They began walking away arm in arm as the car alarm suddenly went off making my heart skip a beat. I panicked glancing in the direction of the gay couple noticing the keychain in Barry's hand held over his head. They weren't taking no for an answer as I begrudgingly joined them.
"No sulking." Barry chimed.
The interior of the hospital and its surrounding grounds were decadent on a scale I can't even subscribe, decidedly a place for the well to do as we traversed the well-kept grounds. Good health had been a blessing that I took for granted and I didn't really like hospitals after seeing a relative expire right before my eyes during my youth. Ecom and Barry got the side eye as I wondered which one of them was sick in need of medication. For some reason I figured it was Barry and didn't know why as we entered the elevator.
"So, what's up; where are we going?" I asked to break the monotony between floors.
"Just making a quick stop, bridle your impatience." Ecom was glancing at his phone while Barry stared a hole into the side of his face.
We got on a floor that held what appeared to be a number of private rooms. It felt more like a hotel than a hospital as we walked to the end of the corridor. Halfway down the long hallway, Barry turned to Ecom with a knowing wink before sauntering off down an adjacent corridor to what looked like a gift shop at the end of it.
"Don't embarrass yourself." Ecom warned as we reached the room at the end of the corridor. There was this semi-serious look on his face that gave me pause like never before. Most of the time whenever we were together, I wanted to pummel him senseless for being an insufferable snob but watching him and Barry had given me a little insight into his privileged life. After coming out, he'd been shipped off in less than a week to a private school and I thought that was just plain fucked up. Yeah, he got on my nerves, but his mother should have been more understanding, I guess.
"You son of a bitch."
There she was sitting in front of us with a look that said she was as surprised as I was in the moment. Her green eyes appeared dilated with shock and her mouth was agape at the sight of us. Just as I remembered her hours earlier, a honey dipped snob named Melyne Montgomery-Lowell a.k.a Mel. She was reclining in a lazy boy near a window facing out towards the city skyline.
Mel was attached to an IV drip; she appeared to be undergoing chemo.
"Don't be angry babe; Barry and I decided to fuck your shitty little plan up because well, you're stupid. There's going to be no last hurrah for your stuck up ass. So, here's your latest victim in the raw honey and don't hate on him, either. He's family and I do have a certain responsibility to him, unlike Latonya." He tried to sound tough, but the emotion was evident in his voice.
"Get on in there, cousin." He shoved me inside, slamming the heavy door behind me with a loud thud. I almost ran back into the corridor for a second before turning to look at the helpless girl sitting before me.
"I had an early morning appointment; things really couldn't be helped, darling." Mel offered in lieu of an apology.
"The landscaping, cleaner guys woke me up; put my clothes in a garbage bag with some leaves."
"I'll have them dealt with."
"Don't worry about it, I'm a big boy. Take care of myself and all that shit." We didn't say anything after that for an extended period of time just looking at one another in what felt like dead air. I glanced out the panoramic window at her immediate left. It faced a wooded area that I realized was completely fabricated inside the hospital grounds to make everything look more naturalistic. There were some crappy magazines on a table I supposed were to help pass the time. She was wearing these mittens and her feet were similarly covered. Mel sat looking almost like a mannequin facing my direction until I was forced to speak.
"You okay?" I asked.
"Of course, not darling, I have a tumor." She replied flatly.
"Sorry."
"I'm going to be here for a while and things could get kind of uh, uncomfortable if you get my drift. There is no obligation holding you here if you want to leave. I've only recently started the treatments and there's the possibility that I may become somewhat, emotional."
"Yeah, okay Mel." I pulled up a seat beside Mel staring out into space in the same direction. I could hear her breathing ramping up as she fidgeted a bit in her chair, before removing her glasses and setting them down on the little table at her side. It felt like the right thing to do, sitting beside her in that room. There was no one else there to keep her company.
"Get the FUCK out of HERE!" She snarled breaking into an extended cough.
I rose methodically walking to the door but stopped short, glancing back at Melyne. She sat immobile looking like she would break at any second. The expression on her face ripped and tore at my heartstrings. Her honey soaked complexion and intelligent beauty coupled with the frightened expression on her face washed over me as I turned the door knob to leave. I backed out into the hallway still watching her face as it glistened with her tears. Ecom and Barry were waiting in the corridor watching as I softly pulled the door closed. Barry had an armful of stuffed animals and other things from the gift shop. There was an understanding look on his face as well.
"I'm going to take these things inside, now." Ecom and I watched him go into the room loudly greeting Mel with his arms outstretched.
"Come on, he's going to sit with her while I drive you home."
"Thanks."
It seemed longer walking back across the courtyard with Ecom. I didn't know how I felt about being privy to Mel's secret, preferring my previous thoughts of her as a cold hearted shrew. I wondered if Latonya was aware, deciding that it was possible given her treatment of Mel at my house. I understood the concern in her voice and protective demeanor now. Her delicate treatment of the girl she'd had a crush on and the hurt at being rejected.
"She's really not that bad; Melyne is okay normally. I-I mean she's just out of sorts about that shitty tumor. It forced her off the swim team and she's convinced that she's going to shrivel up into nothing from the chemotherapy. Don't be mad at her, she didn't mean it when she yelled is all I'm saying." It felt like Ecom was taking responsibility for her behavior.
"It's alright." He spent the rest of the drive talking about how he was getting into filmmaking, showing me an expensive minicam in the glove compartment.
We got to my house quicker than expected. My mother was out at work thankfully freeing me of some potential drama. Ecom came inside for a moment looking for a drink as I found a letter on the refrigerator. The incidents of recent days came back to haunt me as I was assigned to go over to the church and put some remaining boxes inside an adjacent shed. Pastor Grey had been deposed and was missing, leaving the church with a leadership vacuum. One of the church elders had pressed my mother into service which meant that I was pressed into service. There were a set of keys hanging on the wall near the front door that I snagged.
"I'll take over you over there." Ecom volunteered.
*************************************************************************************
I was happy to have something to do after the last couple of days of drama, I gathered and placed the remaining boxes in front of the shed at the back of the church driveway. It was odd being back in the place I'd caused so much chaos in before. Ecom predictably, hung back while I packed the stuff near the shed door. When I went to open the double doors to the shed, I found that I had the wrong key which left me pissed because it meant I'd have to return home for the correct one making it a necessity that I repack the boxes. Ecom popped into my mind, specifically his recent change of heart and desire to make things right with me about all of the trouble he'd caused. It wouldn't be a simple matter to get him to make an additional trip back to the church. I wasn't sure he would capitulate as I walked up the stone walkway leading back out onto the street.
"Huh?" I found my cousin staring into the back window outside of the pastor's office remembering the broken latch which always kept it partially cracked open. Ecom's trusty minicam was pointed into the office making my stomach turn at the prospect of some new episode. He seemed to feel my eyes watching his activities hushing me with a finger over his lips. I didn't know if I wanted to find out what he was staring at, but my body moved robotically towards the window. The demented smile on his face let me know that he was still the same douche, he'd always been as I peered into the window.
"AAAAALLLLL FAAAWKKK SISSSSSSTAAAAAA, AHMA-FEEELING IT SOOOO GOOD RIGHT-CHHHH NOOOW!!" A deep, baritone voice erupted from the open window along with sounds akin to furniture being upturned. Anyone would have been privy to the situation from the racket emanating from the window as Ecom giggled like a mischievous kid, filming the coupling in the partially darkened pastor's office.
The humongous, indigo-darkened ass cheeks were bouncing with the force of a sledge hammer in the lap of some as yet, unseen man. His trembling knees were barely visible between the ebon hued globes that were pounding him into submission. There was no mistaking the woman perched up on Pastor Grey's old throne-like chair, like some perverted gargoyle. The slapping sound of her massive buttocks went in tandem with the torturous moaning of this decidedly older gentleman. There was a glistening sheen on her exposed skin contrasted with the angelic whiteness of the frilly, looking dress that was covering the uppermost portions of her torso. The guy's large mitts appeared from the raised sides of the pulpit chair desperately grabbing handfuls of her incredible butt cheeks and failing miserably as she ground down into his crotch in a rotating motion that made him squeal.
"AAAAHHHH CAN FEEL IT TICKLING DAAAAAA' TIP OF MAAAA DICK!! IT'S TICKLING MAAAAA DICK-HEAD; OOOOOHHHHH FAAAWWWKK!! AH'MMMMAAAA LOVING THIS!! AHM' FEELING THE POOOWEERR!" Ecom nearly dropped his camera, giggling at the defilement of the church after so much related drama in the recent past.
"You like how I'm doing ya; like this big, black ass, don't ya?!! Getting some of this CHOCOLATE LAVENDER, huh you old bastard?!!"
"OOOOOHHHH, AAAHHH, AWWW YEEEAHHHH, SISSSSSTAAAA!!" The guy cried out as she locked her knees rolling her abdomen against him. Even in the stilted hue of the setting sun, her huge cheeks could be observed flexing inward creating these kind of dimpled ripples on the surface of her butt.
"This is incredibly fascinating, cousin; thank you for inviting me down here."
"Shut up." I whispered, transfixed by the scene in front of us. Inside the office, she'd resumed the pile driving motion on his lap while making some demands.
"Pay my car note, pay my house note...PAY THIS ASS, MOTHERFUCKER!!" There was a deluge of wetness splashing from the junction where their bodies connected. It almost looked as if she was urinating in his lap as the oily liquid ran down off the seat of the chair soiling the carpet.
"YEEAAAHHH, I'LL PAY THAT SHIT, I'LL DO WHAT-EVEEEEER YOU WANT!!" The unseen guy was broken as she flopped down in his lap completely hiding his engorged tumescence from view. This was no easy feat considering her folded legs were resting on the arms of the chair. Both of them were breathing heavily, but I still couldn't see his face.
"Damn right, you will; every one of these marks pay their tithes and you're gonna pay me because I own your ass now, right Pastor Bentley?" Her voice was different from what I remembered, something darker and artic cold.
"Yeah, I-I mean yes, Sister Jacobs."
"Tell me what you're feeling right now, pastor?" Her cheeks had been doing that flexing motion for the duration of their short conversation.
"You're squeezing me down here, just tightening up something fierce! It feels really good and everything sister; never felt anything like this before."
"Wanna cum?"
"Yes sister, I'd like that very much." Pastor Bentley was stammering, sounding like he was on the verge of a coronary.
"TWO HUNDRED DOLLARS!!" She yelled in his face. Ecom looked over at me with this incredulous grin as we watched her fish around obscured from view only to emerge with a handful of cash. Pastor Bentley's hands were roaming around all over the dusky hued globes that were her massive butt cheeks.
"Hundred, seventy five pastor; I'm gonna let you off this time, but you OWE ME, pervert!!" She displayed incredible agility as she rose from his lap leaving his erection flopped to the side in his lap. I got my first look at Pastor Bentley, who at first glance could have been someone's grandfather with a countenance that reminded me of a walrus with his full beard and distasteful, handlebar moustache. She used the top of his permed scalp to balance as she stepped down onto the floor, managing to keep her dress suspended above her abdomen. Ecom nudged me with an elbow, excited as Chocolate Lavender bent low over Pastor Bentley's desk, pushing her rear in his direction in animalistic fashion.
"Her bottom is positively, enormous!" Ecom commented earning a shove from me as we continued watching.
Her stomach was level with the table with the swell of her hips and buttocks rising high into the air over the small of her back. Pastor Bentley looked dumbfounded at the sight before him, almost entranced by Chocolate Lavender's gift. I knew how he felt remember how he felt, emphasized with the experience comparing it with my own. She twisted at the hip glancing back at the intimidated gentleman.
"You gots five minutes!" Chocolate sneered.
Pastor Bentley pounced on the thick butt, impaling it and rutting in a panicked frenzy of stilted movements. His face was flushed, mouth agape as he struggled mightily to reach the finish line while she casually watched. His portly belly was prominent, resting on top of the curve of her thick, ass. This guy was a senior citizen way in over his head. I'd been with her and found my efforts wanting as she dominated me sexually almost turning me into an idiot savant. Chocolate began sighing and snickering at his tired efforts.



"Come on, get yourself off old man." She taunted.
"I'M TRYING; AWWWWW IT'S COMING BAAABEEEE!! IT'S A CUMMING!!" Pastor Bentley hunched over her back digging his nails into her hips pushing up on the balls of his feet. He looked like an upright fish flopping around behind a sex goddess.
"Alright, I've had enough of this shit."
She pushed up on her palms beginning another lesson in sexual dominance with a continuous twerk that reverberated throughout the compromised office. Pastor Bentley was taken to nirvana in seconds, barely pulling out in a half failed attempt to glaze her buns with his seed. It was truly embarrassing watching this old guy frantically jerking his deflated cock against her cheeks. Chocolate Lavender could be heard laughing at him in condescending fashion before shoving the pastor roughly away. He stumbled back into his chair as she pulled the frilly, old woman's dress over her head standing there in nothing but a brassiere. Chocolate Lavender had apparently gone commando this afternoon.
"Nobody told you to cum on me."
"Sorry, uh Lavender; you're just so-." She reached out pursing Pastor Bentley's lips together silencing his words of adoration.
"I want sixty dollars for that shit, asshole. Sixty bucks or you're cut off and fucking exposed." His eyes widened at the threat.
"I-I think there's a little bit of money over in the collection box that we forgot from the service last night." Her back was to us, unwittingly displaying her extraordinary small waist in contrast with the extreme curve of her pronounced hips and buttocks. Pastor Bentley had managed to barely soil one cheek with his best efforts. She draped her discarded dress over her shoulder staring the disheveled, church leader down.
"GO GET IT!!" She snapped her fingers dismissively at him. He still looked entranced exiting the room slowly while continuously looking over his shoulder at her. There was something wrong with the whole thing in my mind as she snatched up the pastor's discarded suit jacket wiping her butt with it. I glanced over at Ecom who had stepped back from the window inspecting his work on the minicam.
"Simply amazing." He commented.
"What are you going to do with that?" He glanced up at me with a snobbish grin.
"Are you mad; I'm going to get paid, of course." I was supporting my weight against the window with both hands as he turned off the minicam.
"You can't blackmail her."
"My god man, you simply must find a way to see the forest for the trees or the whole picture as it were; there are two acquaintances of mine who would pay handsomely for this footage. You do understand, porn, don't you cousin?"
"You can't do that shit; it will ruin people's lives." I was leant over a rock bed under the window.
"I knew you'd say that." He was bouncing a stone in his hand.
"Don't!" The stone flew by my head shattering one of the small squares that made up the multi-planed window. I lost my footing tumbling into the rock bed as Ecom bolted off like he was on fire. My knees were skinned and there was a cut on my palm. Ecom was nowhere to be seen, having become ghost in seconds.
"Enjoy the show?"
I glanced up at the source of the raspy, angry voice that was all too familiar finding Sister Jacobs glaring down at me from the window. It was at that moment I fully understood her relationship with the "retired" Pastor Grey. The photos and video had been a method of control, checks and balances for each of the two criminal grifters. Now that the only person she feared was gone, the protégé of a monster had become the monster.
TO BE CONTINUED.
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The ceiling of his bedroom came into view as the middle aged man regained consciousness feeling refreshed and a little strange all over. There was an artificial breeze flowing through the room as he tried to move feeling an acute ache in his lower back. Louis realized in short order that he wasn't wearing pants...or underwear. It was at that moment that he was thrust backward in time as memories of a wish fulfilled flooded his mind bringing with it a joyful haze that he hadn't felt since he was a kid on Christmas morning. The portly, most put upon gentleman found himself lying diagonally across the bed with his head facing the foot. Something felt kind of off about things as he tried to gather his wits lowering his hands to his sides with great effort to his exposed crotch which was now shaved clean. He winced as his fingers traced a few shallow cuts in the puffy area just below his protruding tummy. The ceiling fan was going full blast, shaking a bit as his legs stirred trying hard to bend at the knees. His hands went up to his face finding that he'd been shaved as well. His pulse ratcheted up along with his heartbeat for a brief, few seconds as he found his hair untouched.
"That shit was out of control; something had to done to get those pubes under control."
"¡Dios mío, estás loca, Angie!"
"Come on, you had a fucking afro down there Uncle; don't be that way." The innate innocence in the sound of her voice contrasted with her actions as he glanced over in the direction of her voice finding the large teen's back facing him. She'd put on a brassiere in the time before he'd passed out but otherwise remained nude sitting on the edge of the bed. Her hair was down contrasting with the olive hued tint of her skin. The straps of her brassiere cut into the soft flesh at her shoulders probably more from her weight than her relatively modest breasts.
"It's just that you should ask before doing such a thing." She glanced over her shoulder at him with a mischievous smile before dropping something to the floor as she rolled handling his package.
"¿Debería preguntar antes de hacer esto, tío?" The large, curvy girl applied a light, feathery touch stroking him to full hardness in moments.
"Well?" The middle aged man flushed crimson.
"¿Y cómo te sentirías si hiciera este tío?" Her round face looked truly innocent and button cute as she leaned down lapping at an exposed nipple before outright sucking on it. Louis chuckled nervously as she leaned in further, jerking harder on his tumescence.
"Oh, that feel so good, little flower; I am a lucky man." He was unable to stifle the wide smile on his face, feeling even more embarrassed. Her chubby fist was large enough to hide most of his pulsing erection as the teen kissed him softly.
"¿Te gusta cómo se siente este tío Louis?" The voluptuous girl traced a path down his pudgy belly to his clean shaven crotch, twirling her tongue for effect.
"Oh, FUCK me..." Her plump lips caressed and plucked at the sensitive skin making him squirm, while her meaty arm found a home across his abdomen. Her tongue darted out in quick, little intervals until the area round his erection was drenched in her saliva.
"Sí, voy a hacer ese tío; pero primero tienes que hacer un poco de leche para mí. Me vas a dar ese Louis cum. Voy a tomar toda esa mierda para que no te quede nada para mi tía de mierda!" She punctuated her statement with a lick on the underside of his glans that nearly sent him over the edge.
"OOOOHHHHH IT'S GOING TO LEAK OUT!!" Louis whimpered as she jerked exceptionally hard on his shaft while sucking hard at the junction where his right thigh met his balls. A loud, wet slurping sound filled the trashed looking bedroom.
Her hands and experienced lips quickly drew away from his member as the Rubenesque teen leaned on her side regarding him with a knowing smile. The curve of her fifty-six inch hips was omnipresent and sexually imposing as she took a reclining thinker pose beside his prone body.
"Angie?"
"Do I have to go to school?" Louis realized he'd been suckered into her web as she casually checked the cleanliness of her nails.
"Ah, come on little flower."
"I asked you a question uncle; do I have to go to school or not?"
"I-think you are supposed to go to school, right?" His erection was pointed directly at the ceiling with both of their eyes focused on it for different reasons. The portly, middle aged man could hardly believe how completely she'd seduced him and know the eighteen year old was making a power play.
"That's NOT what I asked you."
"Uhm, we talked about this little flower; you have to go to school, okay?" Louis was gritting his teeth as he spoke knowing what he would be giving not acquiescing to the teen's wishes.
"AAAAHHHIEEEE!!" Angie thumped his turgid erection with a rough flick of her pointer finger. Her cute, childish looking features clouded over as she slammed his bathroom door behind herself with enough force to nearly splinter the cheap material. Angie Delgado's anger was still a force to be reckoned with whenever she didn't get her way.
"Dios mío, ¿qué voy a hacer con esta chica?" He didn't know if he could control the willful, girl especially after sleeping with her. He was embarrassed that he was still rock hard as the sound of his shower going full blast filled the bedroom. The there was the specter of her Aunt Conception and her bratty daughter, Brenda. Louis shuddered at the thought of his girlfriend's actions should it be revealed that he slept with her niece.
"Hey, little flower?"
"WHAT?!" His erection was still pointed at the ceiling as he cautiously called out to Angie. Part of him wanted to placate her so that he could sample her wares once more, but Louis knew better.
"Hey, let's keep what happened here in the house, alright?" He half whined at the closed door. She didn't respond right away giving the older man pause and sparking a bit of panic. No matter what, she was still legal at eighteen years of age, but Conception didn't need a lot to make trouble. If things got out, he'd be most certainly framed as a degenerate. He chaffed a bit more at the fact that his girlfriend knew where he worked and would probably do her best to get him fired. This train of thought nearly gave Louis a coronary as the door to his bathroom opened.
"What, you ashamed of me or something?" His hand covered his thumping heart as he peered up at the ceiling fan.
"No, off course not; but your Tia Conception could make trouble is all I am saying." He was honest.
"Don't worry about her, she ain't gonna do shit Uncle." The emotion in her voice was palpable and raw enough that it gave him pause. Angie sounded self-assure, years beyond her age as he came to realize just how complex this girl actually was right under everyone's nose. He recalled the shocked expressions on her relative's faces when Angie had been forced to reveal part of herself when threatened by her cousin Brenda.
"How can you be so sure, little flower?"
"Because the fucking cops ain't here right now and that puta knows everything, Louis."
"WHAT?!!" His android phone landed on his exposed chest startling the fifty something. He quickly took a look at the activity on his screen realizing that something had been sent to his girlfriend a couple of hours ago while he was soundly asleep. He found the picture of his flaccid, spent penis that had been tested to his girlfriend. That photo left no doubt about what had gone on in the twenty-four hours since Angie Delgado was kicked out of her home.
"¡¡OH MI DIOS, LO QUE LA ANGUSTIA MIERDA!! ¿POR QUÉ USTED HARÍA ALGUNA MIERDA COMO ESTA DESPUÉS DE TODO LO QUE HICE POR USTED? ¡PENSÉ QUE ERAMOS AMIGOS!" He exploded sitting up in the bed enraged.
"Calm the fuck down man; I know that bitch and she's probably somewhere crying me a river." Her round, cherubic face was affixed with a look that hinted at the considerable violence she was capable of inflicting when prompted, her teeth were gritted in anticipation of his next move.
"Ah, I'm fucked up Angie; I'm gonna end up in the jailhouse." His voice faltered draining away any hints of aggression as she softened into a self-assured smirk.
"I'm legal, eighteen and shit so there's nothing that she can do about it anyways, Uncle."
"Conception can make a lot of trouble if she wants!"
"I wont let her mess with you; if she tries it, I'll take care of her, so don't worry at all, okay?" The glib, threat in her voice was clear and it gave him pause.
"Don't talk like that, you'll get into trouble with the police and everything!!" He was agitated at the criminal sounding intention in her childish sounding voice.
"A la mierda con la policía."
"HUH?!!" He face palmed before slowly looking over at the nude teenager standing in the bathroom doorway grinning at him. Angie Delgado was truly a thick, curvy vision with a pronounced pear shape that made him want to ravish her in the worst way. From the top of her head to her heels, Angie had a perfect diamond shape that sent pulses of powerful sensual waves directly to his tumescence until it felt like it would explode. Her cinnamon hued skin was glistening with the remnants of water from the shower which the Rubenesque Mexican girl hadn't bothered to towel off.
"¿Eso es para mí, tío Louis?" He was breathing hard and ragged, unable to answer as she climbed up into the messy bed with him. She sat upright on her haunches, resting her humongous butt on the back of her calves as she leaned in with a soft kiss. The of her tongue teased his lips, drawing away when he opened his mouth expecting more.
"Pobre tío, su cosa es tan dura y desesperada; Sé lo que necesita." Angie purred, gently shoving the older man onto his back as she brought her thick, shapely leg across his pelvis, straddling him. His member slid easily inside her without assistance. She gasped letting her weight do the work until she could feel the base of his prickly, shaved mound against her opening.
He couldn't believe how intensely; hot and tight she was around his girth with the large girl going so far as to intentionally flex on his length. Her cheeks were so immense that he couldn't see anything else and didn't care as she let her full dead weight nearly push him through his mattress. Louis gasped and wheezed feeling himself about to climax hard just from the sensation of her inner walls. Her legs were adjacent with his arms on the outside of their coupling, locking them at his sides.
"If I move, will you cum?" She asked.
"Yeah."
"Good." Before he could respond in any manner, her massive butt rose into the air until only the tip of his unit remained inside, quickly slamming downward into his crotch to thunderous effect. Louis mewled feeling almost like her would become incontinent as her meaty, jiggling cheeks rose again with methodical grace before smashing down with enough force nearly causing the portly man to jackknife into a sitting position. The tightening in his reddened sack and inner thighs was acute and painful as she rose again before pounding him harder than the first two repetitions as he exploded deep inside her cunt with an agonized, bleating cry. She was done, rotating her hips mashing and grinding his cock into hamburger inside her honey pot.
"Entonces, ¿quieres casarte conmigo o algo así?" He spoke without thinking making the amused teen laugh out loud at his proposal of marriage.
Angie dipped and rolled her hips with a level of athleticism and agility uncommon for a girl of her size as the poor man under her whimpered and screamed. Even though he'd gone limp, she continued working her hips until he rose to the occasion once more. Louis never noticed that she never made a sound while she got into reverse cowgirl position to pound him even harder for over fifteen minutes until her body was glistening with sweat. His hands were dwarfed by the sheer size of her butt groping pinching and jiggling her cheeks to his heart's content. Every wet dream he'd ever had in his youth had come home to bear with the presence of Angie Delgado in his modest apartment. Louis doubted it would be easy to give her up after sleeping with skilled teen. Angie abruptly ended the tryst rolling to the side as he panicked worrying that it was over.
"Ven aquí estúpido." Angie half laughed crooking a finger at him as she bent over the edge of the bed signaling that she wanted him to join her. He was trashed and worn to the bone from attempting to keep up with an eighteen year old rolling onto the floor with a loud thud. It was worth it as his hands dug into her wide hips, luxuriating in the feel of her pliant flesh against his fingertips. She suddenly pushed back against Louis with enough force that he had to catch himself from toppling over.
"¿Qué?!!"
"Do I have to go to school?" His brown eyes widened as his manhood took a direct hit, realizing that she'd been toying with him the entire time. Her actions were simply a way of redoubling her efforts to get her way with the clueless adult.
"Uhm, no." Louis knew he was defeated.
He was rewarded with a passionate kiss before she straddled the edge of his bed with her prodigious backside pointed in his direction. His hand slapped the right cheek making it bounce and ripple in a slight, rubbery manner. Angie responded unexpectantly with a loud sigh as his hands collided again and again into both huge cheeks as she dipped at the hip. A handprint faintly appeared in the olive colored flesh contrasting with the distinct tan lines on her backside. Angie seemed to like being spanked spiking his lust until he managed to shove his cock into her with roguish glee. His girlfriend barely registered as he continually rutted into her expanse seeking another glorious climax.
"Quiero tu leche; dame un montón de crema en mi gran tío Louis. Lo quiero tan mal; ¡Necesito que me cubras con tu leche de hombre! Fóllame duro y encera este culo gordo!" Her dirty talk added much to the proceedings providing just the right catalyst to send him over the precipice.
"¡ESTOY CUMMANDO, ESTOY HACIENDO LECHE PARA TI PEQUEÑA FLOR! ¡¡¡VENGO, VENGO CON MUCHA LECHE PARA TI ANGIE!! ¡¡¡CÁMAME!! ¡SEA MI ESPOSA!" He'd shattered into so many pieces proclaiming his loyalty to the teen misfit and meaning every word of it.
Herculean effort lent impetus to his actions pulling out of her snapping confines as his seed erupted all over her butt in repeated bursts. Several ropes hit her massive butt square on the right cheek as he jerked his semen like a madman in an effort to get both cheeks. Angie began jiggling and twerking her huge butt driving the older man wild enough to go back inside even though he was fast becoming limp. Angie glanced over her shoulder into the mirror on his dresser surveying the glazed mess left behind with a knowing smirk. Louis was a mess visually with his hair all over his head and a crimson hue to his skin as he stood to the side absentmindedly fondling himself. He was holding out hope that he would be able to fuck her some more before he collapsed. She continued bouncing and jiggling her butt, splashing his oily seed everywhere as Louis finally hit the wall psychologically.
"Uncle Louis; are you okay?" Angie noticed his condition afraid the exhausted man was on the verge of a heart attack. He simply nodded, sliding down the wall as she slowly tuned in his direction looking like the proverbial cat that caught the canary.
"Creo que estoy enamorado de ti, pequeña flor." He admitted barely above a whisper.
"Uhm yeah, right uncle; can you give me some money?" Louis found her hand in his face as she looked up into her smiling features knowing she meant business.
*************************************************************************************
Two hours later Angie was walking the short inner city strip with a pocket full of cash, enjoying her day. She'd tucked Louis into his bedding, leaving him with a pair of her panties before showering and exiting the apartment on a day trip. Angie would never admit that she was a little bit sore between the legs from repeatedly pulling out all the stops to enthrall her aunt's boyfriend. She was sure that he wouldn't turn on her after being allowed to indulge in his fetish after being sexually embargoed for the duration of his relationship with Conception. From her estimation, her aunt bartered sexual attention for things like bill payments and spending money while offering very little in return. This didn't sit right with Angie, but she never interfered due to their familial relationship. Now that she was on the outs with her estranged aunt, all bets were off, and she had no qualms about screwing the selfish shrew's boyfriend in exchange for a place to lay her head. Louis seemed starved for attention sexually and she wanted to fill that gap so that perhaps he would be able to stand up to Conception and her spoiled daughter, Brenda.
She was wearing her customary flower print dress noticing the material was a little frayed from heavy use. Angie thumbed through her cash finding enough perhaps to purchase another clothing item as a nearby, second hand boutique she was aware of in the area. The chubby beauty ducked into the Korean owned establishment which was made up of two converted storefronts. The walls separating the adjacent stores had been torn down creating an expansive interior which was frequented by the mostly latin locals. The front countertop was situated on a raised platform so that its Asian store keeps would be able to monitor customer activity amongst the aisles. Angie smiled up at the stern looking woman behind the counter as she walked in eating some corn on a stick. She'd slathered sauce and spice all over the snack with some of it dripping onto the thin, frayed carpeting.
"No eating in the store." The woman barked in a harsh, cold tone.
"No hables ingles." Angie replied still biting into the snack as she browsed some blouses on a nearby rack.
"Hurry up and buy!" Angie took exception at the store keep's aggressive tone.
"Fuck you."
The woman blinked profusely at her simplistic retort, panicking as she picked up the phone dialing instore as Angie continued up the aisle, shopping without a care in the world.
"이리 와서이 뚱뚱한 암소를 가게에서 버려라!!" There was a doorbell sound as the older woman barked into the phone's P.A, system in her native language as Angie looked up towards the wall mounted speaker furrowing her brow. Her shoulders tightened up as she craned her head looking across the aisles. In moments she found herself looking at a Korean boy probably about her own age, wielding a push broom. Angie glared at the anxious looking kid realizing he was probably following the woman's orders noticing that he was hesitant to act. She leaned against the closest clothing rack looking back over her shoulder at the main shop keep maintaining her outward mask of accessibility. Her back was to the front counter obscuring the older woman's view as she glanced back at the kid in her path.
"We got a problem?" Angie hooked a finger into the cleavage of her dress popping one of her breast out for him to see. He immediately flushed crimson at the sight of her erect nipple, looking flustered and shaky.
"Uhm, just hurry up because we're gonna be closing real soon. Sorry about disturbing you ma'am." His head hung low as he peered down at the floor, nervously looking up at her exposed boob again.
"Sure baby." He silently gasped as she covered her breast again turning to go through the clothing rack once more. The flustered teen ignored the fact that she put her half eaten corn on top of the rack leaving it there as she moved to another clothing rack.
"맙소사, 에디,이 빈민굴 여성들을위한 그런 표!" The sort keep scolded from her perch at the front counter. The teen scratched his head using the push broom to sweep up some imaginary dirt in the aisle covertly staring at Angie's pronounced backside as she glided between the racks. Little did he know how close he'd come to having his nose smashed into his face when he'd initially confronted the larger, streetwise girl. Her brown eyes settled on a particular dress that seemed to be calling out to her as she drew it from the rack realizing eyes still followed her about the store. Angie turned to the kid who was still sweeping in the aisle.



"Do you have panties here; I'm looking for something in a thong, chico." The nervous teen responded with a half-hiccup before pointing to the other side of the store. Angie put a little extra in her step walking to the other side of the store. She knew he was looking after her letting her cheeks bounce for his enjoyment.
"Well, what do we have here; fat little bitch out shopping, eh?" Angie found herself looking five feet away at Maricela, one of her cousin's best friends.
"Don't." Angie put her hand up in the thin girl's face in a silencing motion as she looked through some adjacent racks containing underwear.
"Yeah, that's right slut; you walk it off-BITCH!"
"Excuse me but I thought I asked you not to do that Maricela; mind your own fucking business and step off while you still can." Angie underlined her statement with a smile as she continued shopping. Some Asian pop music played lightly over the P.A. system.
"Oh, ¿se supone que eres una gran mierda o algo así? ¡Esa fue una mierda jodida que le hiciste a Brenda y a su madre y ahora estás aquí de compras con la perra del dinero de un viejo! Sí, ¡también sé cómo te follaste al novio de Conception, puta! ¡¡Vas a recibir toda esa mierda pagada muy pronto!! Maricela wasn't used to being casually dismissed responding to the girl she remembered as the slightly mute, indentured servant of her cousin, Brenda.
"Hey cutie?" Angie ignored the spanish language rant looking over at the Korean kid still sweeping up imaginary dust.
"What's your name?"
"Eddie." He answered sheepishly under her gaze, still uncontrollably staring at her voluptuous, pear shaped figure. A bit of her prominent areola was still visible in her cleavage; he could've sworn both of her nipples were erect.
"Eddie, can you take these things and ring them up while I talk to my friend here?" Eddie found the chubby latina so cute that he couldn't deny wanting to kiss her right on the spot. Instead, he meekly smiled taking the dress and two pairs of underwear from Angie to ring up at the register. She noticed the way his hands trembled as he took the clothing from her. He paused like a deer in headlights as Angie blew him a kiss before turning her attention back to Maricela.
"You don't know what you're talking about; so, like I said before, mind your business and maybe, you should shut the fuck up." Angie leaned against the top of nearest rack looking over the girl's shoulder at a row of three changing booths.
"Ain't nobody scared of you-FOLLANDO CERDO!! No sabes a quién monto con puta; mejor mire su maldito paso!!" Maricela yelled back unfazed by Angie's muted warning, but the kid at his own raised countertop noticed everything.
"Hey, don't start any trouble in here or you'll be banned from the store." His tone with Maricela was stern, and decidedly harsh.
"Nobody talking to you, Jackie Chan!!" Maricela's English speaking voice always had this valley girl sounding twang to it that Angie hated.
"Jackie Chan's Chinese." He continued ringing up the items.
"So, FUCKING what!!" Angie's temperature was starting to rise as she glanced back towards the other side of the store noticing the other shop keeper was engrossed in some foreign soap opera playing on a wall mounted television.
"You're banned." Eddie responded still looking down at the counter as he put Angie's belongings inside a plastic bag. He glanced at the panties she'd chosen, wishing she would model them for him.
"UUUURRRKKK!!" The sound was as brief as it was loud, suddenly gone as his head whipped up finding Angie and Maricela gone from his immediate countertop view. Eddie stared at the empty space for a few seconds before running down from the counter towards the area. he could hear a partially muted voice that had to belong to Angie Delgado.
"Tú tampoco me conoces niñita; sí, soy grande y jodidamente gordo, pero eres tan flaco que podría estrangularte y nadie podría detenerme ni gilipollas!! ¡Te mataré si escucho otra palabra de tu perra! ¡TE LES MATARÉ AHORA MISMO SI HAS ALGUNA VEZ RESPIRANDO EN MI PUTA! Entonces, hazte una pregunta ...Do you wanna die?" Eddie found one of the curtains to one of the trio of dressing booths closed. Both girls were obviously inside from the visible legs. He squatted down noticing that Maricela appeared to be sitting on the floor, wondering what was going on inside. There was some muffled whimpering emanating from behind the curtain. He was confused and a bit frightened; something was telling him not to open the curtain. The other shopkeeper had been alerted by the sudden outburst and was standing at the far end of the aisle containing the dressing booths. He waived her off as he summoned the courage to speak as sounds of heavy, labored breathing emanated from the booth.
"Uhm, ma'am; your stuff is ready." His voice faltered.
"Great, Eddie!!" Angie opened the curtain blocking his view of the other girl with her body as she reached out pinching his cheek. She closed the space between them giving him a closeup view of her cleavage as her body pressed against his. Angie began walking using her size to heard Eddie back towards the counter without letting him see what she'd been doing.
"You kind of cute, Eddie." She touched the tip of his nose with her pointer finger while the other storekeeper threw open the curtain reacting with a loud shriek that jolted both Angie and Eddie. He managed to see the distressed girl scurry out of the both on all fours like some kind of rat, accidentally bumping into the legs of the older woman just outside the curtain. Maricela quickly got to her feet, her face a mess of running mascara, tears and visible snot running from her reddened nose. Her chin and neck were a deep shade of crimson as the other shopkeeper attempted to help her.
"Oh my god; you want police here?"
Maricela looked as if she would scream, her face frozen in terror as she stared over at Angie's smiling face. The traumatized teen shook her head in the negative before half stumbling out of the store, nearly falling through the glass door in her panic.
"How much?" Angie wistfully asked going into her small purse.
Eddie's hands trembled a little as he completed the purchase, stealing glances at this really cute, Latina with an outrageously thick, body. She had this kind of look that made you think she was the nicest person in the world, but what he'd just witnessed said otherwise. This girl was somebody you wouldn't want to be on the wrong side of when she was pissed. Her actions were savage and frightening to the meek teen, who only knew a privileged existence and was about to graduate from a private boy's academy. He was a virgin in the worst way, finding solace in a heavy stockpile of internet porn. There was no way he could look or muster the courage to even talk to a girl. Angie had been a chance to correct this social flaw and get out of a never ending cycle of jerking off into his trusty gym sock.
"Twenty three, fifty."
Angie put the money on the counter with an inviting smile, taking her wares as he watched helplessly silent. The pronounced bounce and sway of her huge butt was killing the eighteen year old virgin.
"Maybe next time." Eddie mused before going back to tagging merchandise.
*************************************************************************************
Angie continued on with her afternoon like nothing happened, scoring some food from a curbside food truck as she tried to figure out what she would do next. There were some plastic tables set up in front of the food truck as she sat down to have her lunch. Her phone buzzed deep in her cleavage were she usually kept it hidden away from her cousin and aunt. She thought about the front she'd been putting up with since moving in with her abusive relatives and faulted them both for never taking the time to get to know her as a person. It wasn't like she was necessarily hiding anything; it was just that Brenda and Conception couldn't so much as see her, rendering the large, chubby girl effectively invisible. Now maybe things were changing for the better as she sat munching on a stacked plate and drinking a large Styrofoam cup of vanilla soda. Louis definitely wouldn't be a problem; she knew his kryptonite intimately smug in the fact that all it took was a dip in her hip and he'd fall to his knees before her. She felt a sliver of regret at manipulating and seducing the clueless man, but the troubled teen had experienced enough adversity in her life and was willing to work thing out in her own way. Sleeping with an older man was no big deal. In fact, she was getting more action in the last few days than she had in a while. It had been particularly hard pretending to be a good girl before she'd gone rouge.
She took it all in feeling the lightness of no responsibility for once. Most of her days had been spent doing housework and menial chores from the moment she got home from school to bedtime. It seemed that her relatives wanted a servant more than a cousin. Even then, she'd excused their treatment because of her own situation. Her mother was currently serving time behind bars with no guarantee they would be a family when she was paroled. Angie felt things would change over time, but it never did which left her feeling empty most days and exceedingly angry the rest. She still couldn't reconcile the fact that she still felt hurt at being put out of her aunt's home and it bothered the teen. It was a miracle she hadn't harmed them up until that point considering all she had endured under Conception's watch. The large girl sat slumped over at the plastic table looking out at the street traffic wondering what would come next. Part of her considered taking her chances on the streets knowing that her real upbringing made her suited for the hard knocks. Her thoughts returned to Louis and the probability that Conception would make his life a living hell. She'd probably even lie to the cops and get him locked up. Angie knew she couldn't allow this to happen, resolving to return to his apartment after all.
"Fucking payaso." Angie muttered as she gathered up the last remaining plate containing her desert, some large waffle type cone full of whipped cream and assorted diced fruit. It was a desert she recalled from happier times in her youth during a trip to the zoo with her mother, Conception and Brenda. She just wanted to keep things moving as she gathered up the garbage throwing it into a nearby public trashcan. Angie's thoughts unexpectedly drifted to her cousin Brenda, attractive, thin, and popular amongst her peers while she, was barely acknowledged. It was a problem she had taken in stride until fate stepped in letting her know Brenda's true feelings. That revelation had hurt more than it should, igniting something deep inside that bubbled to the top with explosive results. Her phone which was tucked deep into the cleavage of her dress began buzzing with an incoming call.
"Speak."
"Uhm, this Jose..." She smiled to herself listening to the awkward sound of his voice, knowing she still had Brenda's ex-boyfriend in her thrall after taking his cherry.
"So, what?"
"I-I was just checking up on you, see if you're okay."
"Yeah, right."
"No seriously, Brenda put some shit on Facebook about kicking you out of the house. Said she beat your ass, posted some pictures of her face. Did you do THAT to her nose, Angie?" She bristled at the false news apparently posed on her cousin's social media.
"Don't you worry about that homeboy; family business." She was already imagining herself pummeling the petite Latina senseless.
"So, you're really out of the house?"
"WHAT DO YOU CAAAARRRREEEEEE-UUURRKK!!" Angie suddenly found herself in a tight chokehold dropping everything as she noticed someone running up on her out the corner of her eye. A larger, doughy looking woman with a big hook nose laid a powerful sucker punch to the right side of her face. Her weight worked against her as the person, another female used it against her, dragging the chubby girl to the pavement. The attacking woman was some rough looking female, likely of Mexican descent with noticed pock marks on her chubby looking cheeks. The enraged look on her homely face indicated she meant business as her feet stomped at Angie's torso repeatedly. Angie managed to glance over finding Maricela standing off to the side holding a baby looking horrified.
"¡MIRÁNTE A TI EN LA TIERRA, LEVANTATE Y LUCHA PERRA! FAT, STINKY COW BITCH, ¡¡NO ME ENGAÑAS CON MI PEQUEÑO COUSIN!!" The stomping girl yelled as Angie struggled to breathe while throwing elbows that glanced off skin and pavement. The unseen girl at her breathing hard and ragged trying to keep her in a vulnerable position. She seemed to be about Angie's height at half the size, finally locking a long leg around her stomach. There was tearing and ripping of the already stressed fabric of her simple dress.
"MARICELA VIAJA CON NOSOTROS, BITCH Y VAS A OBTENER EL ASUNTO DE LA FAT DE NEGOCIOS!!" The ugly girl stood over Angie dotting the other side of her face with a series of rapid punches that mostly glanced off the side of her face as she planted her feet on the pavement.
"I'm going to kill your cousin, bitch." Angie hissed as she pushed up on the heels of her feet bringing her considerable weight down on the girl under her.
"¡¡OH DIOS MÍO!! ¡OH DIOS MÍO, ESTA VACA QUIERE PULVERRAR SU CULO DERECHO AQUÍ EN LA FUCKING STREET! ¡¡NO TENDRÉ QUE MATAR ESTA PUTA!!" The homely girl became hysterical with outrage, stomping away with little regard to where her foot was landing. The other girl lost it loosening her grip around Angie's neck trying to get in a few shots as well. The distressed crying of the child contrasted with the loud commotion from the scuffle as Angie pressed down on the girl even further until she screamed outright from being squished.
Finally getting the opening she'd been working on, Angie rolled backward right over the girl under her, mashing her into the rugged concrete of the sidewalk to end up on her knees. She was surprised to find this Caucasian, blonde chick had been attempting to choke her out and rewarded her with a big, ham fisted blow to the center of her face. None of her assailants had a clue they were attacking a seasoned street fighter with a high tolerance for pain and an explosive temper. The talkative homely girl and primary antagonist's mouth hung open in a loud shriek as Angie's fist collided with the side of her knee. The girl staggered off the sidewalk losing her footing in a neglected patch of grass as Angie regained her footing with murderous intent. Maricela had a death grip on the traumatized, baby looking as if she was on the verge of pissing herself. Before Angie could get her hands around the homely girl's face, her blonde sidekick locked her arms around one of her thick legs. This momentary window of opportunity was all that was needed as her partner got her fingers around a discarded bottle on the ground. The bottle shattered into thousands of fragments as it collided with Angie's scalp sending her to the ground with a huge thud.
"COME ON, LET'S GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE!!" The homely girl screamed as her blonde cohort gathered herself pushing Angie onto her side and getting in a few punches of her own. All three girls ran into oncoming traffic as Angie grabbed her bloody scalp. She watched the get into a weathered Honda civic and speed off, burning rubber.
"GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE BITCHES!!" Angie's vision was slightly blurred as she craned her head in the direction of the voice finding Eddie running in her direction with his trusty broom. Of course, the girls were long gone by the time he arrived.
"DON'T WORRY, I CALLED THE COPS!" He went to help her up, but she swatted at his attempt, righting herself into a sitting position on the sidewalk. Everything she had was all over the sidewalk along with some noticeable strands of her hair.
"What, why?"
"You got beat up ma'am; oh, I forgot to push the call button." She thought he looked like a lovable idiot as she reached out stopping him from completing the call.
"Don't do that; it's cool Eddie."
"But, you're hurt." Angie rubbed the top of her head finding a few little fragments of glass there as he looked on with sad eyes. Her dress was in tatters with one of her breasts fully exposed and her underwear visible for all to see. She drew her fingers back finding some blood on the tips.
"Oh Eddie, where's my phone; did they take my phone?" Eddie quickly found her phone halfway down the sidewalk, quickly running it back to her. His eyes zeroed in on her exposed breast, making the virgin flush crimson. She was bigger and more massive than him, impossible to move on his own. Eddie stared as she sat on the sidewalk gathering her wits and the errant things she'd brought in his store. He found her still, impossibly cute even with a cut on her cheek and a little puffiness to her eye. Her hair was erratic and crazy looking form the scuffle with the female thugs as he assisted her in gathering her belongings.
"You should go to the hospital."
"I'm so thirsty, I could use a drink of water, Eddie." He was already in full white knight mode quickly securing two bottles of water from the food truck Angie had been eating at earlier. A few people were staring at her but keeping their distance.
"Here you go."
"Thanks, I don't know what I'd do without you, Eddie." She leaned forward pouring the remnants of her water bottle over her head flushing out some blood. Eddie glanced around at some of the people watching the unfazed, battered girl sitting on the side walk feeling the embarrassment he thought Angie should feel.
"You really should go the hospital, I could take you." He offered sheepishly as Angie glanced at the partially cracked screen of her phone, scrolling through her social media accounts.
"You have a car?" She glanced over at the smitten teen.
*************************************************************************************
Norma Esquivel Garcia knew she wasn't attractive cursed with a non-descript body and perpetually slouched posture, she'd nevertheless decided long ago that looks wouldn't hold her back like it had during her early days of high school where her peers affectionately christened her with the cruel nickname "Gargamel". An infection of mumps had left her with a pockmarked complexion and a bad attitude ripe for trouble. The local homegirls didn't want anything to do with her, branding her a Chola wannabe but letting her work as a gofer anyway. This gave her a sense of street entitlement and false bravado which landed her on the losing end of a record number of street fights. Her losing record was lost on her younger cousin Maricela who inexplicably looked up to her. Maricela was her best friend, standing by the homely, Guatemalan girl through an unwanted pregnancy and godmother to her tiny daughter, Anna. Her cousin stuck by her while at least three child support claims had been filed against potential suitors who were possibly the baby's paternal father. She'd withdrawn a fourth claim when that individual's family asked for full custody of Ana. So, Norman felt indebted to her cousin beyond what even words could describe. Her anger and sense of righteous indignation had been spiked uncontrollably at the sight of her distraught cousin.
Maricela was hysterically crying as she stumbled down the street in a frenzied panic looking as if someone had roughed her up. The teen had been out with Norma and her friend from community college, one Erin Myers had been visiting a secondhand furniture store on the block. Erin, a recent transplant from Nebraska had become fast friends with Norma three weeks in the city. The young, impressionable blonde believed every fabricated thing told to her about the "streets" by her new friend, a "certified" gangster. Erin thought baby Anna was cute, but worried that she would be brought up in a cycle of violence. The morally grey blonde nevertheless fell in line upon sight of the battered looking teen protégé of her friend and subsequent description of her assailant as "some fat chick" with a shitty attitude. Neither girl knew of Maricela's prior knowledge and connection to Angie Delgado. Everything had happened so suddenly as both older girls hopped into Erin's squarish, burgundy colored Scion managing to intercept the fat girl a block up the street. It had been Erin's idea to attack from two different directions with her running up on Angie from behind while she was talking on the phone. The former Nebraska native had been on the boy's wrestling team back in her hometown finding little difficulty subduing the larger girl with a chokehold.



The hastily hatched plan had worked to perfection as the older women managed to catch Angie unaware and beat her senseless or, so they thought. The large girl proved to be a harder target than initially thought using her weight to nearly squash Erin, nearly turning to tide before Norma managed to put her down with a hastily secured bottle. It was so primal and surreal sending the blonde into an adrenaline high she'd rarely experienced competing against boys back in her wrestling days. Before she knew it, all of the girls were running back to her car like thieves in the night, their chests thumping incredibly hard. Maricela was still shaken while it took a minute for baby Anna to calm down. Norma was completely animated and excited from having finally got a win, laughing and talking shit in spanish from Erin's backseat. Maricela even discovered that she'd accidentally taken a photo of Angie lying prone on the street with the remnants of the smashed bottle on the sidewalk around her body, tattered clothing, and all. Norma immediately snatched her cousins phone posting it on Maricela's social media page with a caption that read "Sleeping Beauty" underneath.
Erin had been reticent about a picture of a crime being posted but Norma assured her that's how things were done on the street and that nothing would happen, even going so far as to take another picture which included the trio. All three girls were pictured smiling and making some hand signs with "Lo que da la vuelta, ¡tres perras malas!" underneath. The girls snagged some takeout before heading over to Maricela's house and backyard where they took more photos to post online. Maricela was still shaken by her ordeal recalling how quickly Angie had grabbed her throat, snatching her into the changing booth and the subsequent nightmare of being throttled. She couldn't forget the threat issued against her person or the accompanying smile on her face as she talked like they were old friends. She'd always thought of Brenda's cousin as some meek, little loser. Always laughed along with her friends at Angie's appearance and her status as an inhouse servant for Conception. Maricela never knew what kind of visceral wildness lurked behind that unassuming, childish face. Terror had permeated every fiber of her being in that small narrow booth as the chubby girl stood over her casting doubt that she would even see another day. She recalled the time Brenda arrived at her house for impromptu get together and how everyone there kind of ordered Angie around. It was a gathering much like this one, except Angie knew her place that time.
"Shit."
There was an acute whistling sound cutting the air near the backyard picnic table she was standing near while Erin and Brenda talked and gossiped about some cute guy she'd met at school. Time seemed to freeze as the blonde fell over onto the grass with a pronounced thud. The whistle came again taking a slice out of Norma's meager chest with a pronounced impact as time started up again with Marcela's loud shriek. She was still holding her baby cousin as she realized what was happening.
"¡Dios mío, eres una bruja!" Maricela mouthed as Norma rolled in a defunct, unkempt flower bed trying to regain her composure receiving some additional strikes across the back. After a few seconds the weapon was dropped down onto the grass within arm's reach. It was a car club, covered with blood.
"Pick it up; go ahead bitch." Angie stood in the backyard looking down at Norma; she wasn't smiling
Norma found herself on her hands and knees staring at Angie's legs from the knees down to her sandaled feet. The red colored steel bar was right before her eyes as she looked up into her former victim's face realizing just how lucky she'd been earlier. Her chest was on fire with a large slash dripping blood inside her t-shirt. She was already gassed but saw salvation in the metal bar in front of her doughy pocked up face. Rage began to boil upward as she saw the chance to retain her only "win" in a street fight.
"Go on, we both know you need it." Angie chided her opponent, still dressed in her tattered dress and sporting bruises from the earlier scuffle.
Norma was breathing hard in the prone position under the larger teen glancing back and forth between the steel bar and Angie's knees. A well placed blow could bring the chubby girl down where she'd be easily subdued if she could manage it. Erin was lying in the grass unconscious but seemed to be breathing. Her blonde tresses were streaked crimson, her baby was sobbing in the backyard while oddly enough, strains of "Religious Man" by Mr. Loco flowed through the air from some neighbor's television no doubt. Both girls stared one another in the eyes as Norma Esquivel Garcia realized she posed no threat to Angie Delgado.
"FOLLANDO VACA!!" Norma threw everything to chance as she lunged forward for the club right into the upward arching swing of Angie's fist. The power of the uppercut was staggering and visually devasting taking the girl backwards head over heels. A loud, meaty impact reverberated through the backyard as Norma rolled against an adjacent brick wall. She was already half gone as Angie grabbed a fist full of her hair, pummeling the girl's face into hamburger. All the while she maintained steady eye contact with Maricela who was still holding baby Anna. It was all over very quickly as Angie stomped her cousin into a quivering mess. She held the baby facing her chest as Angie regarded her and the child.
"Who's baby is that?" Angie slowly picked up the club as Maricela gestured towards Norma.
"You out here fighting and bum rushing people...with your fucking baby?" Norma gargled something incomprehensible with a mouth full of blood and two loose teeth. She quieted herself as Angie placed the steel bar under her chin forcing her to look up into her face again.
"Want me to shove this club up your ass in front of your baby?" Norma gasped, trying to scream as she quickly shook her head in the negative.
"PLEASE DON'T HURT MY COUSIN ANYMORE!!" Maricela begged off, earning Angie's attention.
"You guys broke my phone; don't you think that was fucked up?"
"Sorry." Maricela offered weakly as Angie glared in her direction.
"Maricela, I wanna shove this club up your fucking narrow ass; did Brenda put you up to this shit, huh?"
"No."
"Put that baby down."
"I really sorry, I didn't know my cousin was gonna do that shit to you and I didn't mean for your phone to get smashed up, Angie. I'm so fucking SORRY, PLEASE DON'T HURT ME!" Angie noticed the death grip Maricela had on her baby cousin.
"Come on, I'm not heartless bitch; you've got a baby there. But you assholes posted a picture of me lying on the street on fucking Facebook. You know that's stupid posting a crime you committed for everyone to see, right?"
"Yeah, I guess."
"Maricela, I told you to stay out of family business, but you made this personal. I'm gonna give you a way out of this shit without having a car club shoved in your culo. You want that right; wanna fix things, right?"
"I'll do anything, Angie."
Angie surprised the girl by taking a selfie with Maricela's phone. She posed with her arm around Maricela and Norma, facial bruises, tattered clothing, and all. Norma's face was a swollen mess with a half closed right eye, broken nose and fat, torn lip. Angie was standing in the middle with her arms around each girl, grinning. Baby Ana giggled when the camera flash alerted her attention away from her mother's face. Erin Myers wisely kept pretending to be knocked out having woken a minute later while Norma was getting pummeled. Their friendship was over, and the Nebraska transplant would be moving to another school within the week. Angie took Maricela's I-Phone posting the picture on all of the girl's social media accounts. The caption under the photo read "No False Flagging "in regards to Norma's fake street cred. Angie kept the phone exiting the backyard from at the back alley where Eddie was waiting in his Mercedes.
"Is it, done?" He asked cryptically.
"Fuck man, I didn't kill nobody; we just hugged it out." Angie snickered sliding in beside her appropriated driver and clueless accomplice.
"Seriously?" Angie winked with a smile as she tossed Maricela's sim card out the open window. She leaned over cupping his modest package. He almost came in his pants when she gave him a peck on the cheek.
"Next time I see you; I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you, Eddie." She sighed leaning back over on her side of the vehicle.
"Yeah?"
"It's a promise; you did me a solid today and I never forget a friend." He flushed red at the thought of sleeping with the voluptuous, dangerous girl beside him as he drove her home. Eddie didn't believe her but considered it nice that she thought enough to lie to him. Angie's breast was exposed, the nipple hard enough to make his erection throb. He barely noticed that she'd dozed off.
*************************************************************************************
Luis was still sound asleep when the weary, battle worn teenager entered the bedroom they were now sharing. Her panties were still covering his face as Angie stripped down to the buff and took a quick shower. She slid into bed beside him as his cell began ringing. Angie leaned over his body grabbing the phone from the bedside table. It was her aunt, Conception making her consider not answering it at all.
"Yeah?"
"Who the FUCK is THIS?!!" The middle aged woman screamed.
"You know who I am, tia; what the fuck you want?" Angie yawned into the phone, looking down at the man happily asleep nestled in her armpit.
"I-I wanna talk to Louis."
"He sleep right now; I'll tell him to call you when he wake up, bitch."
"¡OH MI DIOS ANGIE, HABLAS CON TU TÍA COMO ESO! USTED DEMORA AL NIÑO!!" Conception lost it as Angie half yawned, half snickered before hanging up in her face and turning the phone off for good measure. The nude, voluptuous girl looked down at Louis before waking him with a kiss. He smiled up at her sweetly as his eyes opened.
"I was having the most beautiful dream, little flower."
"Yeah, that sounds nice, but can I sit on your face, uncle?" Louis shook his head grinning happily, realizing that dreams did come true. Seconds later her humongous cheeks were cradling his face.
Angie Delgado had struck again; her aunt's iron grip on her boyfriend was slipping away and it was all her fault for kicking her niece out of the house.
...to be continued.
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"I thought I told you to LOSE my NUMBER you DUMB BITCH!!" Chelsea hung up before Patty could even respond.
Those last words from her friend before her world crumbled reverberated in Patty's addled brain continuously as the cold, morning breeze filtered through the window of the Camaro hitting her battered body. She stared out at the oncoming freeway not knowing if she would ever be seen or heard from again. There were no more tears, only a fleeting acceptance and small satisfaction that her true best friend would be spared her fate. She'd repeatedly gone through the five stages of grief since her capture the previous evening.
"You need to find your Zen, girlfriend; I can hear you self-flagellating and honestly, it's pathetic as fuck. I-I mean, it was just a fuck Patty; you use that hole for all kinds of shit and I really don't understand your deal, bitch. You really need to suck it up and like, fucking deal." Red sounded noncommittal as she sped down the road sporting a pair or mirror shades.
"Deal; how am I supposed to do that?"
"You're a smart girl, figure it out; so, how'd you like Coach Hamblen? His cock is fucking incredible; too bad I couldn't get a little before it all went to shit."
"It hurt, a lot." A shudder ran through the lithe blonde's athletic frame at the memory.
"But you like that kind of thing, don't you, Patricia?" The trembling increased becoming visible as Red glanced over at her victim with a wistful smile.
"You made him cum inside me; what if I'm pregnant?" Her words were strained and heavy with emotion.
"That'd be fucked up; you're Pro-life, right? I guess after the initial shock, your folks would be cool with being grandparents, huh? I don't know if you'd get child support from coach on account of him probably being in jail and all; plus, the money that would go to his stupid wife too. Geez Patricia, maybe you should just get an abortion, huh?"
"Why Melissa; what's wrong with you?"
"I'm just fucking evil; besides, you fucked my boyfriend." Red stretched running a few fingers through her flowing auburn locks as Patty sobbed beside her.
"He was crying the whole time; Coach didn't want it either, but you blackmailed him into it and now I'm fucked up."
"Well, what are you gonna do, Patricia?"
"Do you even care?"
"No, it's just fun watching you squirm; maybe you shouldn't have bullied me. What did I ever do to you anyway, Patricia?"
"WHAT?!!" Patty covered her face with her hands crying loudly as Red took it all in with a shrug of her shoulders.
"You were having a great time laughing at me with that dumbass Chelsea; pretending to be my friend knowing you fucked my man. You're so cruel Patricia, so I had to FIX-YOU for picking on me. God hates the wicked and you're about as wicked as they come, bitch. I think, you should reflect on today's lesson in karma and reevaluate your life before something bad happens." Red's rationalization took a surreal turn as she depicted herself the victim.
"YOU FUCKED ME UP; YOU FED ME TO THAT FAT PIECE OF SHIT, APRIL AND MADE -MADE ME FUCK COACH!! I MIGHT BE FUCKING PREGNANT; PREGNANT MELISSA!!" Red suddenly slapped her hard across the cheek nearly sending her head out the open window.
"Only my real friends can call me by my first name."
******
Happy's was always busy, even in the early morning hours filled to capacity with truckers, bikers, and casual visitors. It was the way point between Maplewood and the rest of the world for many townies looking to escape the small town and this morning would be no different for two people in need of a break. Humbert sat in a booth with two menus in front of him, but he wasn't hungry, preferring to wait. There were butterflies in his stomach as he thought about calling the whole thing off before it even began. Things had been getting too complicated and intense at home with his mother becoming almost overbearingly protective of him to the point of near psychosis. He'd discovered her trying to go through his laptop and confronted her about it which led to an argument. Laura Jenkins cited some story about predators on the internet before trying to get him to press charges against his abuser. Humbert had been lethargic and numb weeks after finally explaining things to his mother, preferring to avoid the issue of Leslie Anne Kennedy altogether. He'd held fast to the identity of his rapist and was chaffing under the pressure of constant badgering from his mother. He'd allowed himself to become a prisoner in his own home as Laura sought to home school him in order to keep him safe.
"My, you sure do look intense this morning." He'd been staring down into a glass of soda pontificating his life when she managed to approach him unnoticed.
"Uhm, Good Morning; it's uhm, nice to see you."
"You're gonna have to do better than that Humbert." His eyes were level with her huge chest barely contained behind by the "Bad Kitty" t-shirt stretched to capacity by her breasts. The cotton shirt was black with the logo and a pair of cat eyes drawn onto the material that seemed to be staring into his own.
"Huh?"
April leaned in giving him a peck on the lips as her chest pushed against his bicep. She was wearing the aforementioned t-shirt with a pair of loose fitting, cotton shorts with a lumberjack pattern and sandals. Her wet looking, blonde hair let some oily residue on his chin as she squeezed into the other side of the booth facing him. April placed a large tote bag on the seat next to the window facing the parking lot.
"That's better, you didn't order yet?"
"Not really hungry, but you can have whatever you want April."
"Oh, I like that; a man willing to give a woman whatever she wants to keep her happy." He barely heard a word she said as he sat staring at her round, cherubic face which was made up with her smoky eyeshadow and dark hued crimson lipstick. He always thought is made her look a little edgy and slightly sinister, nut it just seemed to work for her.
"Uncomfortable silence."
"Sorry, I've been going through some shit at home." She was still glancing at the menu as he felt a sensation between his legs directly on his crotch. Humbert found her bare foot between his legs noticing her black toenail polish.
"Mommy or Daddy?"
"Daddy don't give a fuck." Despite himself, Humbert picked up a menu.
"Mommy it is, then." He noticed that April seemed different, a little distant and distracted as she ordered breakfast from the waitress. Humbert had struck out right before dawn bolstered by the fact that he would be seeing her and now she was just occupying space. He wondered if he was just being hypersensitive considering calling it a day before he'd even made his proposal.
"It's nice to see you."
"Yeah, kinda."
"What?"
"You're just a little bit hard and I think I rate higher on the Richter scale with the boys if you know what I mean, Humbert. You've seen my boobs and everything and I just get morning wood from you?" He almost apologized being cut short by her muffled giggling from behind the menu.
"Ha-ha, very funny; next time you stick your foot in my lap, I'll be sure to whip it out and tickle your sole, April." Humbert tried to sound like a smartass but felt stupid after saying the first thing that popped into his head.
"You promise?" He swatted at her with his menu and she laughingly responded in kind before the waitress returned snatching away the laminated booklets.
"So, we're really doing this; you know, the date thing?"
"I'm here aren't I; geez you're acting really weird and shit Humbert. Is there something you want to tell me?"
"I guess I didn't really expect you to say yes when I asked you. I mean, I spent so much time being a nerd that you just kind of expect things not to go your way." He was stammering and fidgety under her gaze struggling to keep his anxiety in check. April sat there staring with her head slightly tilted to the side taking stock of everything.
"Humbert."
"Yeah?"
"I'm, here aren't I?" She held up her tote bag to underline her statement. He'd never know that her mother could've cared less that she would be missing for hours or days. Could've cared less if she came home or not. Their relationship had been reduced to a series of muted, silent encounters due to their proximity living in the same house. Her mother had been all but silent since the incident with Red the night Leslie has been summarily destroyed. It was a perfect storm of emotion as her girlfriend lost control finally capitulating her desperate "love" as both teens made love voraciously. April hated her mother for intruding in her room that night and disturbing something beautiful. The innate evil in Melissa Reed had bubbled to the surface in dramatic fashion with both explosive results as both she and her mother were left lying on the bedroom floor. Her mother had taken to the bottle in the following weeks, locking herself in her bedroom whenever she was home. April continued onward with her relationship needing human contact and refusing to press charges against Red.
"Sorry, I guess I just have a habit of sabotaging myself, sometimes." Humbert answered back nervously.
April squeezed out of her side of the booth, taking a seat beside him, and interlacing his fingers with her own. They stared silently at one another before kissing for an extended period of time as some patron looked onward. His heart thumped in his chest like it would burst free at any moment as a shiver ran up his spine. Her lipstick had a cheery flavor to it that remained after they stopped making out.
"Me too, me too Humbert." She caressed his knuckle on their interlocked hands with her thumb sending a jolt to his crotch.
"Uhm, can I kiss you again?"
April parted her lips on the second kiss, invading his mouth with her tongue in a slow, sensual manner. Humbert awkwardly went with it, nervously placing his arm around the chubby girl and the back of the booth. The loud chatter and thundering foot traffic of the patrons ceased to exist as the teens continued making out. Humbert broke the kiss abruptly, turning away to face the window.
"What?"
"Sorry, I guess I was being too uhm, forward."
"I don't mind."
Strains of "A Summer Place" by Percy Faith ironically wafted through the truck stop / restaurant as the teens sorted things out amongst themselves. The waitress arrived bearing their order aloft on a tray as he welcomed the interruption. Two small children ran up and down the aisle near their booth loudly chasing one another as their mother yelled after them from a table full of assorted family members. More noise emanated from the arcade and a thick crowd of preteens holding court in the area. Humbert was grateful for the gathered humanity as he worked the confusion from his mind.
Leslie Anne Kennedy had intruded on his mind when their lips touched. She was there standing in the darkness silent, apparently waiting there for something. There could be no mistaking the unnatural beauty the cheerleader possessed which haunted his sleeping hours. The image returned over and over again since that afternoon when he'd discovered her looking up at his window from the street below. It had struck him like a blow to the stomach as he shrunk away from the window, trembling at the sight of her. Humbert found that he wasn't so much afraid of her, cowering at the memory of their shared history which culminated in him finally stooping to her level. He'd been dragged back to that field adjacent to the freeway leading out of Maplewood in the still dark, early morning hours. It was cold and misty as he rutted in the frayed, grass and dirt with one of the most sought after women in Maplewood High and by proxy, the small town itself.
"At least tell me you're thinking about me." April seemed to know his mind wandered giving the girl this sort of otherworldly quality.
"It's not like that."
April stared silently at him giving no indication that she was bristling with jealousy inside. The first time she'd happed upon the hapless nerd had completely coincidental. Once she learned of his identity and connection to Red and Leslie; Humbert had become sort of a fascination of hers and a side project. She recognized his strained, angry demeanor that moment in the school bleachers, empathizing with the victim's struggle to regain a semblance of normality in the aftermath of horrible circumstances. Leslie had nearly broken the nerd, but she knew the cheerleader ultimately failed. Leslie never produced the affected nerd that night she'd phoned Red claiming to have him. Her hated rival never showed up at the house and didn't offer an explanation before submitting to the inhuman gauntlet of her male peers. She'd watched the whole ordeal with morbid glee as the formerly unobtainable cheerleader was ravished by guys from all walks of high school life. In the middle of the sexual chaos, Leslie had snapped calling out to Humbert inexplicably and piquing April's curiosity. She knew there was more to the story and was determined to find out what the missing pieces were.
"It's not me."
He didn't answer confirming her suspicions that her hated rival clouded his thoughts. She ate in silence as he peered out at the various travelers coming and going from the gas pumps. April devoured the two breakfast plates with gluttonous focus as Humbert watched feeling helpless. He didn't want to lie and that meant not answering her. To him, April seemed like one of those people that dealt with adversity by eating and he couldn't blame her. He'd retreated into a shell to deal with Red and Leslie's assault of him only finally breaking free when the gorgeous brunette refused to allow the incident to fade into obscurity. He'd worked hard to put things behind him against the advice of his parents but happening across a makeshift DVD of Leslie's fall from grace haunted him in the day following his viewing of it.
"Changing your mind?"
"Not even; you won't get rid of me that easily, boy." April gave Humbert a reassuring kiss on the cheek while she bristled red hot on the inside. In her warped mind, his actions constituted a basic and distinct lack of respect and to April, that was a capitol offense. She gave Humbert a phony smile squeezing his forearm for reassurance. He was thin, moderately passable in the looks department and physically weak if Leslie was able to subdue and rape him with a strap on two separate occasions. April wished she could've watched Leslie fuck him for a laugh as her thoughts went darker in regard to the clueless mark in front of her.
"The bus is here."
Humbert grabbed her tote being the perfect gentleman as they boarded the bus on the first part of their journey. He glanced backward as he walked noticing the chubby, blonde hung back and could've swore that she was staring at his butt. She made no effort to dissuade him licking her lips and winking at the clueless nerd. Her eyes were afloat in twin pools of darkness that was her heavy use of mascara.
******
"Oh, good lord, I have sinned for a fortnight and you have seen fit to punish me for forsaking my religious chastity and natural pious nature with the plague of alcohol sickness. Please stay your righteous hand and I swear I'll never imbibe again." The man upstairs imagined or not did not reciprocate as the homely cheerleader faceplanted on the open toilet viciously regurgitating up a night's worth of vodka, cheap beer, and pizza. Her teammates seemed to care little for her predicament other than angrily helping her into the hall bathroom when the dry heaves hit earlier in the morning while they were lying in their sleeping bags in Red's living room.
"Betty Joe, you've got to get it together." She routinely addressed herself when she was alone. Betty knew she didn't belong amongst the otherwise, attractive girls of the cheerleading squad. The homely, slightly bucktoothed girl was self-conscious and anxious around the other teens but considered what she thought was a budding relationship with Leslie Kennedy, a saving grace. The co-captain of the squad clung to Betty appearing intent on taking the homely cheerleader under her wing.
Betty was unaware that she was being used as a "cock block" by the stunning brunette to frustrate her best friend's dad, the sheriff of Maplewood. Leslie made sure Betty was always within reach as she taunted and flaunted her body before the leering, sheriff. Leslie had purchased her clothing one size too small for the evening with the intent to drive him to distraction during Red's absence.
"Urgh, uh it's coming out again!!" She barely looked up from the toilet before another round of vomit exploded from her lips coating the toilet seat. The slightly homely girl wished someone cared enough to at least hold her hair. She took stock of her soiled cotton jersey that had been used as a night dress and frilly bloomers equally soiled with her thin, legs also sporting some residual splotches of vomit worrying that she'd be heckled by the other cheerleaders. Trying to fit in with the other girls had ended with the girl embarrassing herself. She pulled herself to a kneeling position to splash some water on her face at the sink. By her estimate, the girl had been inside the bathroom for at least ninety minutes. Shame washed over her as she wiped her face with a large bath towel, tucking it under her arm for support should the dry heaves return. It was hard to stand, let alone walk as the nauseous cheerleader used the wall for support on her way back to the living room.
"Come on, do it right, daddy." The other girls weren't there as she half staggered towards the living room, hearing voices.
"Yeah, I like it there; make me juice daddy; be good and maybe I'll let you-cum." The cheerleader flushed red, quickly stopping to cover her mouth with the towel as Leslie's head came into view from her vantage point. The corridor, kitchen and living room flowed in order with the kitchen best described as sort of a large kitchenette type design. The student could see Leslie's head above the countertop as she approached. She appeared to be sitting in the middle of the living room, facing the wall hunched over. The gorgeous brunette's eyes were tightly shut and her mouth agape as she shuddered and moaned. For all intents and purposes, the homely cheerleader was invisible as she shakily rounded the corner at the edge of the living room.
"You like that, don't you daddy?"
The nauseas teen was unprepared for the sight before her eyes as she found Leslie straddling an ottoman atop Sheriff Reed. Leslie was bottomless from the waist down, her ample cheeks cradling his face. The surprised cheerleader covered her mouth with the towel. She ducked down peering into the living room realizing the sheriff was bottomless as well. Leslie's fist was locked around his erection, roughly jerking away as the middle aged man cries were muffled by her voluptuous butt. Things took a surreal turn as the shocked cheerleader watched Leslie grind and twerk on the father's face. This was Sheriff Reed, known for being rough and badass-take-no-prisoners; father to Melissa Reed a.k.a Red, their leader and undisputed queen of Maplewood High.
"You like getting jerked off with a mouth full of pussy, huh daddy?!!" Both of Leslie's hands were savagely working the burly, middle aged man over as his muffled cries filled the living room.
"I can't hear you!!" Leslie was pinching one of his balls in a painful display making the man flop around under her body.



"Yeah, snack on that fucking pussy, motherfucker!! "His fingers dug into the pliant flesh of her rear end.
The accidental voyeur found that it was all but impossible to look away as Leslie's secret was revealed in dramatic fashion. Everything before her eyes was surreal in nature as her preconceived notion were destroyed by a single glance. Leslie Kennedy had long been considered the resident ice queen of Maplewood High with Red as her distinct fiery opposite. There were equal amounts of the male populace that hated her with a passion for that aura of unobtainability in tandem with an equal portion feverishly lusting after the brunette beauty. The homely girl had always wondered why Leslie sponsored her for the cheerleading squad during tryouts when she clearly didn't belong. Sometimes she acted as a gopher for the elite student in order to be near the popular inner circle. Red was innately mean spirited and threatening while Leslie had always seemed oddly detached and bored. Now she was here witnessing something that couldn't be rightly classified. This person for all intents and purposes bore no resemblance to the Leslie Anne Kennedy that she knew. Maybe the rumors were true that she'd done "IT" with half of the guys in school after being roofied. Supposedly there was a DVD of the hookup that some guy was selling, but she didn't know anyone who'd seen it.
"You wanna cum, don't you daddy; wanna cum for your little girl, huh asshole?!! KEEP EATING MY PUSSY!!" Leslie's outburst caused the homely cheerleader to flinch as she leaned against the entrance to the kitchenette portion to the kitchen, watching the debauched physical and verbal abuse of the town sheriff.
"Yeah, like that; just like that you dirty old, bastard. I'm gonna cum if you keep doing that shit!!" Leslie's head dipped below the counter as a shudder ran through her body. Sheriff Reed's muffled, wet sounding fellatio was easily audible from where the cheerleader was hidden.
"AAAAWWWWW, DAAAADDDY, I'M CUMMING NOW; I'M CUMMING ON YOUR FUCKING FACE!! YOU'RE MAKING MY KITTY WET ITSELF, DADDDY; OHHHHH FUCK DADDY!!" Her luscious cheeks bounced on his face with little regard for his wellbeing. Leslie sounded like she was being gutted with a knife as the muffled sounds ramped up shaking the hidden voyeur into raising her head to see what was happening out of view.
The homely cheerleader was still shaky, but her curiosity got the better of her as she peered over the countertop in time to see, the co-captain of the cheerleading squad jerking on the sheriff's sizable endowment like she wanted to rip it from his body. An incredible rope of semen exploded from the head of his reddened penis soiling the plush carpet covering the hardwood floor in that portion of the living room. Several other bursts of cum followed as the man twisted in agony while Leslie hunched over his lower half twisting and pulling until his legs flailed about on the ottoman uncontrollably. The buxom brunette was prone facing his feet with her head hovering between this much larger man's thighs. The muffled utterings almost sounded like sobbing which Leslie silenced by burying her head on his crotch.
She leaned forward looking directly down at the left side of Leslie's head as guttural, choking sounds filled the living room. Her lips were obscenely stretched around the sheriff's tumescence in a shocking display that horrified the inexperienced teen watching. This was definitely not the Leslie Anne Kennedy she knew but some sort of sexual creature that appeared intent on wringing the virility from her chosen victim. After a few seconds, she heard Leslie gasping for air along with the wet, sticky sounds of her hands sliding along his member. Curiosity reared its ugly head as the unseen cheerleader peered over the counter top in time to see several more bursts of watery ejaculate dripping from his cock with what appeared to be a bit of urine. There was no doubt that the gorgeous teen was too much for this middle aged law man, playfully shaking his failing erection with a whimsical expression on her beautiful face.
"Shit." The gawky looking teen realized Leslie was glancing in her direction, putting a single finger over her lips to silence any potential outburst. Her heart leapt into her throat as Leslie athletically pushed up on the clueless sheriff's abdomen regarding her peer with a mischievous smile. The sheriff could be heard gasping for air as her round buttocks ended up on his pecks. There was this sort of predatory look on Leslie's face that scared the shocked teen witness.
"LESLIE, WHAT THE HELL'S WRONG WITH YOU?!!" Sheriff Reed coughed and wheezed trying to get his bearings only to be quickly silenced when his eighteen year old lover pressed her lips to his. The sheriff remained on his back letting the vixen have her way with him.
"Sorry, I just lost it because we were finally alone, and I had you all to myself; I've been wanting to sit on your face since yesterday, daddy. I want to do so much more to you before we have to pretend again; don't you wanna FUCK me?!!"
"Quit it with that daddy shit."
"So, that's a No, huh Sheriff Reed?" Leslie taunted.
"..." His silence was incriminating as the brunette gloated internally at her hold over the father of her best friend and worst enemy.
"Yeah, just give me a moment to get myself together and then we can fuck all day. I'll bend over in front of that window, so we can look out for your fucking kid." The gawky cheerleader was amazed at how callously Leslie spoke of her supposed best friend.
"Cut the shit; and uhm, hurry back." His voice drifted off, perhaps as a byproduct of his inner shame.
Before she could react, Leslie was standing in front of her, a full head taller than the slightly thin, teen who'd formerly looked up to her. The only bit of clothing she was wearing was the borrowed shirt pilfered from Red's room sporting the Shmoo character. It was recognized as the head cheerleader's favorite t-shirt which was presently stretched to capacity with the front rolled up and hidden behind Leslie's brunette mane leaving her breasts exposed. Despite herself, the teen gawked at her perfect figure with hard tan lines over her naughty bits. Leslie was physically superior making her feel prepubescent in contrast. Leslie grabbed her bicep, covering her mouth as she quickly ushered the girl back into the bathroom.
The homely blonde couldn't help the intimidation that crept through her at the sight of Leslie. She was quickly ushered back down the corridor into the same restroom she originated from. A hand was clamped over her mouth and she was forced into a crouching position as they half ran down the hall. The smell of sex was stifling on the cheerleader's person. Betty's gaze rested on the brunette's pneumatic chest dotted with numerous hickeys. The shower was turned on to obscure their conversation.
"Pretty fucked up shit, huh?" Her gaze was level with Leslie's large, sloping breasts. The shapely brunette didn't seem to care about her nudity as she boxed the smaller teen up against the bathroom sink.
"I-I won't tell anybody; I swear." The gawky teen whispered.
"I don't care." Leslie snickered at the clueless girl's question, stepping into the shower.
"Uhm, I wouldn't do something like that; you're Sheriff's girlfriend, huh?" Leslie snickered at the clueless girl's question, stepping into the shower.
"Fuck no, he's got a big ass dick though, I love making that shit cum all over the place. Man, I got a lot out of him today, girl. I'm gonna make that asshole walk funny for the rest of the week." Betty couldn't reconcile the sexually overconfident girl with the "ice queen" she formerly knew.
"What about Red?"
"What about her; geez don't you know it's just fucking. Now what's Red gotta do with my pussy, huh bitch?" Betty did a doubletake at Leslie's flippant attitude, knowing how violent the head cheerleader could be when angered.
"But, Red..." Betty was concerned as Leslie lathered up, rinsing under the steamy spray while she sat on the toilet watching.
"Hey, you want in on this dick, uhm, what's your name again?"
"Betty Joe."
"I-don't give a fuck what you do; tell whoever you like for all I care, bitch." Leslie looked like a much older woman than she actually was and there was no doubt that she could harm the girl in front of her if she wanted.
"But, I won't tell; this a test, right?"
"No, you actually caught me getting topped off by Red's fucking daddy." Leslie replied glibly.
"Red know?" The girl felt like an idiot as Leslie stifled a muffled giggle.
"He's got a big, fucking dick; you saw that shit, right? I like making that old motherfucker cum all over the place; it's funny. Hey, you wanna fuck 'em too?"
"NO!" She blurted out before Leslie clamped a hand over her mouth.
"Oh, you're a cherry, huh?" The smaller teen chaffed inside as she was correctly called out. Her status as a cheerleader hadn't yielded any viable male partners. She envied the luscious brunette's freedom of choice and status, secretly living vicariously through her antics.
"Well, you better keep it quiet; I'll distract him, just give me a few minutes and come out when you hear him slapping up against me."
"Huh?"
"Just listen, bitch and I'll talk to you laters, okay hoe?"
"Uhm, okay Leslie." She found herself looking down at Leslie's bare feet before the taller teen cupped her chin bringing her gaze back up to her face.
"Ten minutes, no less." She watched as Leslie casually bounded back down the hallway, stopping to peer back at her charge before walking into the living room cupping her large breasts. The fact that she was unaffected at being discovered and more than a little charged was disturbing. She displayed an almost hedonistic enthusiasm that left the cheerleader reeling. Her clothing was strewn about on the bathroom floor, thrown there by some of her less than sympathetic teammates. She cursed them for obviously leaving her behind knowing that she would have to hike down the long expansive block before reaching a bus stop. After dressing the anxious teen cracked the door listening.
"What the fuck?" True to her word, there was a loud slapping noise permeating the corridor outside the bathroom door.
The nervous teen found her way down the corridor as the peculiar sound amped up until she stuck her head around the wall finding out in graphic detail what the co-captain of the cheerleading squad had been talking about. Both of them were completely nude with Leslie lying on her back partially hidden under the big, burly sheriff. Leslie's shapely legs were deadlocked around his lower back with her heels intertwined. Sheriff Reed was using every bit of his weight to pound his gorgeous concubine, a man possessed. Her nails dug rivulets into his reddened back leaving these puffy claw-like welts. Her primal screams were partially muffled as they made out in a sloppy display. His middle aged form wasn't devoid of muscle owing much to regular workouts and a semi-healthy diet. There was a crimson tint to his figure as he struggled to satisfy the uncommon beauty, unaware that she thought their coupling little more than a game. Leslie's arms were locked around the older man's back almost as if she were trying to squeeze the life out of him. The muscles in her calves rippled a little as she used everything she had to tighten her grip every time he plunged into her peach.
"FUCK ME HARDER DADDY; DAAAA-DDDY!!" Leslie managed to look over his shoulder at the teen with a wide, grin on her face like she was engaging in some harmless prank.
The flushed teen managed to open the front door and slip out of the yard for the long walk down the winding sidewalk that led down to the nearest bus stop. As she walked along the path, she remained haunted by what she'd witness. She concluded Sheriff Reed probably wouldn't have cared even if he knew she were there. He was fucking Leslie Anne Kennedy, the hottest girl in the small town of Maplewood.
******
"Oh my god, what the fuck's wrong with you." Patty's sobbing filled the vehicle as she looked away not wanting to give Red the satisfaction, but it was too late. Her foot mashed down on the gas as she sped down the interstate. She weaved shakily in and out of traffic between various vehicles eliciting a series of angry horns from other cars and trucks before coming to a dangerous stop nearly rear ending a semi-truck.
"It's not too late Patricia, don't be a problem bitch, okay? We're halfway down the road but it doesn't have to end badly if you don't want it too. I want you to understand something Patricia, I want you to REALLY GET IT and KEEP THAT SHIT in your FUCKING HEART!!"
"What?"
"I-OWN-you; you're fucking mine until I say different or you take your shit sandwich right now, bitch."
"No, please don't." Patty knew full well what her tormentor was referring to as her mind wandered back to April's bedroom the morning after a night of pure hell. Under the influence of a laundry list of recreational drugs and copious amounts of alcohol, she'd given them access to all of the passwords on her numerous social media accounts and phone. The last holdout had been the password to her cloud account, but Red had literally screwed the access out of the lithe, blonde on the business end of an extremely girthy dildo. The girls had the nerve to sit in the bathroom with her going through her personal information as she voided her bowels from the abuse.
"What will your poor old granny think of her "favorite" grandchild?"
"Please, just stop Red."
"Your dad will probably be in trouble at work, too. I mean, it's all good and shit to think we live in a progressive world, but this is America baby; it's still way uptight about sex. What would Mr. Woodman, his boss thinks about his daughter doing that whole "Chinese Finger Cuff" thing, spit roasted on each end with two big, black cocks?"
"Red?"
"Hell, maybe he'll get a promotion, huh bitch?" Red snickered to herself as Patty hunched over in the seat on the verge of vomiting.
"Fuck, I'm pretty sure your stupid mom's gonna get kicked out the PTA for reals." Patty was breathing heavily on the verge of hyperventilating from the stress and strain radiating from the monster sitting behind the driver's wheel. For all she knew, April was somewhere tapping away at a keyboard already destroying everything she had left. She broke down exploding into loud, sustained sobbing mixed with these sort of hiccupping sounds, shaking, and shivering in her seat. Tears wet her features as rivulets of snot flowed from both nostrils. All she could see in her mind's eye was all of her family members staring in silent condemnation before turning pulled over on the side of the road beside the "Welcome to Maplewood" sign.
"Shut up now." Red calmly instructed, watching the thin girl struggle to get herself together. Patty peered out the window immediately noticing their location. The door unlocked as Red removed her shades hanging them in her modest cleavage.
"What's going on?"
"Get out Patricia." Patty slowly opened the door, her blue eyes never leaving the apex predator staring back in her direction. Red switched off her vehicle following the anxious blonde out of the vehicle. The thin, athletic girl was wearing nothing more than a modified burlap sack hastily fashioned into a makeshift dress by Red's partner in crime, April.
"Check it out." Both of the teens stared out at a wooded incline, silently. There was a damaged side bar in the area where someone had probably driven down into the wooded area. Patty didn't know what to make off the situation as she glanced over at Red. She found the head cheerleader strangely focused on a particular area noticing a creek in that area.
"Red?" Patty watched her captured cell phone fly over the railing tumbling down the wooded path into the brush. She immediately scrambled after it, chasing her only life line. The redhead broke down running back into her vehicle slamming the door loudly before speeding off leaving the cheerleader stranded just outside of town.
******
"I thought I told you to LOSE my NUMBER you DUMB BITCH!!" Chelsea hung up before Patty could even respond. She'd been sitting in her bed for a few hours after an uneventful dinner with her parents and two sisters. The following morning was no different. Chelsea was intent on forging some new direction that didn't include Patty. This train of thought had the unintended effect of leaving her unexpectedly perplexed. For so long, the dynamic of their friendship kept both girls centered allowing them to play off one another. Now, she had decided to find some new way of dealing and Patty was out. She sat on her bed going through her phone browsing a few of her social media accounts before stopping at Patty's photograph. Chelsea noted that she was prominent in the photo. The lithe, athletic blonde was riding piggyback on her taller friend flashing the peace sign. Something in the picture disturbed Chelsea, something intangible that left a mounting sense of dread deep in her gut.
"Fuck." Chelsea hopped off the bed snatching up her windbreaker but forgetting the bottoms as she bolted into the hallway outside her bedroom door. Her sister Antoinette was standing in the corridor talking in hushed tones on her cell. The shorter girl quickly ended the call upon sight of her older sibling.
"Where are you going; see some boy, huh?"
"None of your business."
"It is a boy, isn't it; Brad Tucker, finally?" Antoinette was almost a clone of her older sister only lacking in height and pushing a little extra poundage. She idolized her older sister but shared more in common with her former best friend, Patty.
"No; now shut up."
"Take me with you."
"No."
"Come on; I won't tell." Their mother was a strict disciplinarian who wouldn't think twice about taking the strap to either girl. Chelsea looked down at her sister's face understanding the need broadcast from it before patting her on the head.
"You stay in the car or I'll kick your butt." Antoinette smiled happily reaching up to the wooden plank on the hallway wall that held the house keys.
"Where's your pants, Hermana?" Her sister embraced the Spanish side of their heritage more than the rest of the siblings earning herself a favored spot with the girl's mother.
"These are volleyball shorts." Chelsea's well-endowed posterior stretched the material almost to breaking point leaving just a bit of cheek cleavage exposed. She always instinctively covered her less impressive torso taking to heart a talk she'd had with Patty about embracing her "Badonkadunk". It had become second nature to go on her way with it on display much to the consternation of her aforementioned mother. Her portly father did his best to ignore his budding daughter as best he could.
"Mom hates those shorts."
"You wanna stay here?"
"No."
******
It was his second beer as he sat in the family room watching two of his favorite college football teams squaring off. His family was out for the day visiting an elderly relative two counties over and he couldn't be happier. He was ill at ease whenever they were around feeling that he was being perpetually scrutinized. Shame walked hand in hand with the fallen athlete along with his surgically repaired anus. Doctors had prescribed several drugs, but it wasn't enough to alleviate his pain and the never-ending nightmares. As a result, he spent a lot of sleepless nights watching television and working out doing simple calisthenics. The jock sometimes studied when nothing else caught his attention, reading several text books over and over again. Yet, nightmares of his vicious pegging and spirit destroying humiliation continued nightly with visions of a laughing April haunting him even after waking during the morning hours. Moments after he closed his eyes, April would be there assaulting him again and laughingly begging him to report her to the police. She kept gleefully telling him that she would be happy to go to jail for raping him if only to tell her story of breaking him in court. Those nightmares were sometimes just her crazed voice, thanking him for "freeing her" while accusing him of being gay because she made him cum with his ass. Most of his restless nights ended bent over the toilet vomiting; but now he was ready to try a new solution. It was going to be his first time shooting up, but the shady dealer swore the drug would help him relax and it was all he wanted. He just wanted to have a moment to himself, even if it was artificially induced. Yet, Brad Tucker was still hesitant to shoot up, working his way up to it while sitting behind the wood paneled walls of the den.



"Shit." Knocking at his door interrupted his inner demons.
Brad stared in the direction of the knocking growing increasingly twitchy and anxious. He quickly stuffed his stash inside the lazy boy, backing up facing the thumping sound, even more shaky. The shivering jock felt persecuted like a caged animal as he wondered if it were an acquaintance of his father's, Mr. Hobbs. An elderly neighborhood, Hobbs would usually pop up at odd hours looking for some conversation with his game father more than willing on a number of topics. Sometimes the old codger didn't know when to go back across the street to his home and had to be gently prodded.
"Uhm, fuck man, shit." He shuddered at the continued knocking running out of the den towards his front door only to stop short. Brad began shivering uncontrollably for a few seconds, managing to overcome his trauma by repeatedly punching his own thigh. He spent most of his time afraid and withdrawn with only his mother's understanding. His father chose to remain oblivious to his son's need while his wife patiently waited for her son to confide in her. Brad Tucker as a result, remained in a constant state of flux afraid to admit his assault and conflicted by his own emotions. The unnerved jock suddenly ran, hiding under his bed as the knocking faded.
Five minutes later, he managed to make it to the front door peering out onto his front stoop through the curtain over the doors' triangular peep hole. He found Chelsea and another girl walking away from his door as his eyes lowered taking in the decadent curve of the cheerleader's generous backside. Chelsea was wearing some volleyball shorts that she continually pulled down because they kept riding up into the crack of her butt. The other girl looked a bit like a shorter, chubbier version of Chelsea; he figured her to be a relative or sister. He shuddered unable to find his voice as the two got back into their car. He turned away crestfallen at his inability to open the door and call out to them. A blue mood settled over the jock as he returned to the den and his stash, ready to take his first shot. Brad paused, sitting in the lazy boy again staring blankly at the football game on his television. The knocking returned again with much fervor as Brad snapped out of it.
"Chelsea?" He tossed the drugs on the side of the chair half running to the front door. Brad was almost euphoric at the idea of entertaining Chelsea and her sister. He'd do anything not to be alone with his thoughts and memories. Anything to stave off the horrific visions of April and the horse stall where he'd been stripped of everything. Brad Tucker almost ripped the door off the hinges opening it.
"...oh."
"You're not happy to see me?"
"OOOOOHHHH YEAH, sure I am Red; it's damn fine to see you. I'm so glad you came by to see my big, dumb ass cause you know I'm a fucking loser without you. I wasn't doing nothing at all but watching those dumb, idiot football games, anyway!!" He'd nearly vomited at the sight of his estranged girlfriend, if you could even call her that. His posture quickly went into a curved, slouching stance of deference to the beautiful redhead.
"Can I come inside?"
"Uhm, yeah sure Red, you just come on in here while I get you something to drink. You do, want something to drink, right; I wouldn't want to disrespect you by getting you something you don't want because I'm a piece of shit." His face twisted into a weird half grin that spoke to his burgeoning fear of the Red.
"Maybe later, I want to talk." Brad nearly pissed himself as every hair on his body stood on end. Red unslung her purse placing it on a nearby table as she looked around his living room.
"You, alone?"
"Well eh, my folks just went to the store real quick and they probably should be back any minute now.
"Which one, I was probably there this morning; there's only two at either side of town. I might have just missed them as I was checking out." Red glanced into his kitchen finding a sink full of dishes left behind. His parents had left chores for Brad to do after he opted out of their planned family excursion.
"OOOOHHH YEAH, RED-Uhm, I got it all just FUCKED UP, you see? MUH-My parents are going to the store after they finish visiting my great aunt Eugenie. I'm REALLY SORRY about getting mixed up like that; you know how fucking stupid I am, right Red?" Brad continued stammering and nervously twitching.
"I haven't seen your aunt since that backyard party right before the big game; always like her, you know Brad? So uhm, your parents aren't going to be back for a while, huh?"
"I really don't how long they're visiting for; probably could be on their way back right now, Red." She tried the knob to his bedroom door, finding the room uncharacteristically clean.
"Brad stop lying to me."
"Sorry." She glanced around his room before leveling her piercing glaze in his direction. He'd been with her so long that he was usually able to read her emotions, but the look on her face puzzled him. Her expression was strange and nondescript.
Before he even realized what was happening, they were kissing albeit chastely, but she was hungry for more locking her arms around her trembling boyfriend as her tongue sought entrance between his lips. Brad instinctively tensed up, tightening up from the shoulders around to his stilted spine as the auburn-haired beauty rubbed her face into his barrel chest luxuriating in his scent. Whether she was aware of the icy fear running through his body was anybody's guess. Red's arms locked around the small of his back as her tongue continued swirling in his mouth. Moments later she pushed away from him when she realized that he was standing still, frozen in place. Red looked him over as she stripped nude, revealing a flawless body he was well acquainted with from happier times. He remained motionless, almost a mannequin staring at her natural beauty, fearing for his life. Her hands roamed over her small breasts and abdomen down to her shaved muff. Completely nude, Red was a vision of symmetrical perfection coated in alabaster, contrasted with the wild, flowing auburn mane that was her namesake and calling card. So stunning in fact that even her traumatized boyfriend was taken aback, sitting on the edge of his bed, transfixed.
"Make love to me; I need you Brad."
There was this huge knotted feeling in his throat that didn't seem to want to go away as he struggled to swallow. He bent robotically forward at the waist as his hands filled themselves with the lower portion of her full, oval shaped cheeks, gently squeezing the pliant flesh. It was one of his girlfriend's strengths, an asset that led many down the road to disaster and mayhem seemingly larger as of late, perhaps because they hadn't been intimate in a while. She stepped forward into his reach as he took her rounded hips in greedy fingers. Red gasped lightly cradling his head when his tongue lapped her mound, Red parted her long, shapely legs allowing him inside to service her desire. He eventually fell from the bed kneeling before her, working her clit. She looked down finding Brad looking up at her face with a familiar expression on his face...fear.
"Brad?"
"Yeah?"
"Make love to me; do it now." Red did her best to soften her features, hoping to reassure him that nothing bad was going to happen to him. Forty-eight hours earlier she'd received a hysterical call from him in the middle of the night, confessing to everything amid manic crying. She'd been given pause when he begged her to make April stop hiding under his bed. He'd been hallucinating of course as it took her nearly the whole night to calm him over the phone.
"O-Okay, Red." Instead of doing what she wanted, Brad redoubled his efforts lapping wildly at her snatch until she grabbed a handful of his hair.
"Brad, I want you to FUCK ME, RIGHT NOW!!" She lost control for an instant, long enough to make him recoil from her.
"YES RED, I'M SORRY ABOUT BEING SO FUCKING STUPID!! I'LL FUCK YOU, REALLY GOOD!! I-I'll fuck you, so just forgive me and... uhm, don't leave her under my bed." He was visibly sweating and breathing hard.
"Just do it; I want you inside me." Red crawled onto the patchwork quilt that served as his bedspread on all fours, arching her back and presenting her perfect ass to him. He'd always lost it when she'd assumed his favorite position which usually resulted in hours of nasty, rough sex until they both were happily sated. It was she could do in the early days to keep his hands off her famous butt.
"Yeah, gonna fuck you..." He fumbled with his belt, slowly undoing it as she glared over her shoulder at his stilted progress. Becoming frustrated with his hesitation, Red flipped over into a sitting position tearing at his fly until his large, flaccid cock came into view. She tugged and pulled at his jeans until they were drawn mid-thigh. They stared at one another before he stripped out of his shirt tossing it lethargically onto the floor near her feet revealing a chiseled torso. Red's green eyes dilated, and her nose flared at the sight of his body honed to perfection by a wealth of down time. Once again, Red turned, popping her luscious derriere in his direction. The auburn beauty was sopping wet she felt his cock being rubbed against her alabaster hued backside. She shook and twered her ass making it lightly clap as he placed his length in her gluteal cleft. After a few minutes, she realized something was wrong. Brad Tucker was still flaccid, limp as his impressive length flopped over the end of his fist. Her wealth of red hair whipped around as she glared at him, frustrated.
"Sorry, it's just gonna take a minute...sorry, Red." He mumbled barely above a whisper.
Red turned back over into a sitting position taking him between her lips for an inspired, sloppy blowjob. She was renowned for her oral proficiency for those who'd actually slept with her, able to take guys to the finish line in five minutes or less if she desired. Red turned his crotch into a mess of saliva and precum, but ten minutes later he remained lifeless. She leaned back supporting her weight with the palms of her hands, staring at his inactive tumescence, breathing hard. Brad kept mumbling and shrugging his shoulders, unable to look at her face. He was afraid to move, wondering what would happen next as she slowly stood and dressed.
"Fuck you, Brad."
Red walked slowly to the door grabbing her purse from the small table door side and peering inside at the Beretta in her purse. She slowly clicked the safety back on, noticing that Brad hadn't followed her out into the living room. Her plan thwarted, Red let herself out.
******
Humbert made himself a makeshift sleeping area out of the extra bedding, feeling acutely anxious and apprehensive of the developing situation. The sound of running water was the only noise in the room as he considered what he'd actually gotten himself into. The small motel room seemed even smaller as he removed his windbreaker and put it back on again three times before leaving it off as he did his best to make himself comfortable next to the window. He unbuckled his pants for a few seconds, before reversing his decision worrying that April might get the wrong idea. His laptop was playing a loud action movie, but the headsets were plugged in making it virtually silent. Humbert couldn't help staring at the door wondering what April looked like fully nude. She'd sent him some selfies showing off her massive, natural breasts week s ago. This was different because now April would be right in front of him offering a new challenge he hadn't counted on beforehand. This teenage girl would be the third girl he'd ever been with behind Red and eventually Leslie. She was strange, free spirited and somewhat edgy with a softer side he'd glimpsed earlier that day. Humbert had this strange sensation that was telling him to run away while something else deep inside was daring him to stay.
His mind drifted back to the first time he'd seen Red nude. The evil cheerleader was the first woman he'd ever seen in the buff, flawless figure and all. She was leagues beyond the chubby blonde in the bathroom a few feet away. He regretted the experience, remembering how the cheerleader and her confederate tricked him into a compromising position that was nearly destroying his life. Leslie's incredible figure followed and their sordid history which culminated in a barren field many weeks earlier. Humbert shuddered doing his best to push the vision from his mind snatching up his backpack to thumb through the myriad comics stored inside, but nothing could staunch the overwhelming sense of self-loathing washing over him as he did his best to figure himself out. The date had been about making some healthy memories with a normal girl for once. It didn't matter if they slept together or not; he just wanted to put some of the recent craziness behind him for once. His thoughts drifted to the surgery he'd recently recovered from; surgery to repair damage done to him by Leslie Anne Kennedy. She'd raped him two times using coercion and threats to peg the hapless nerd. It was her repeated stalking that had brought him to this point in the first place. Fate had intervened in serendipitous fashion gifting or cursing him with the gorgeous brunette's maidenhead.
"It's yours if you want the shower, I'm through." Humbert hadn't realized April opened the door as he stared blankly towards the window. He was afraid to look, expecting to find her in some lingerie but instead found her wearing a black Hello Kitty t-shirt and some simple white similarly themed pajama bottoms. Her makeup had been touched up almost at a professional level as his eyes dipped low to her impressive bust which jiggled uncontrollably under the cotton of her shirt.
"What a letdown, right?" April commented noticing the trajectory of his gaze.
"Uhm, no, not art all." He actually felt relieved as she stood in the doorway gauging his reaction.
"Not what you were expecting, huh?"
"No really, it's cool April."
"Right." April walked over to the counter going through her own stash from the convention floor, picking out a series of comics she'd been looking for since she was a sophomore. She noticed Humbert stealing looks at her while pretending to read his own comics. She chuckled inside knowing he wouldn't have the courage to make a move on her first. April saw him as a challenge, some elaborate puzzle waiting to be solved; but first she knew it was necessary to peel back the layers. April climbed into the bed sitting Indian style as she perused a magazine entitled Love & Rockets.
"So, what's up with the shit on the floor; afraid I'm going to bite or something?" April asked ten minutes later.
"Well, no; I was trying to be chivalrous."
"Sure, you were Humbert; you know its okay to sit on the bed with me." April stated flatly looking over her comic watching him flush crimson.
"Uhm, I got all my comics out, so it's cool I'll stay down here." His voice faltered.
"Mind if I come down there?" Before he could answer, April was already squatting down in the narrow space beside him dragging her stash with her. She flashed him a grin as his throat went dry while his crotch tightened up. Humbert attempted to hide his situation with a tote bag.
"Geez, could you just lighten the fuck up already? You act like I'm gonna jump your bones or something; considering my past, that's a fucking laugh!! Look, it's okay if you're like, in the closet; I won't be mad, alright?!!"
"I like girls just fine." April noticed his hardened tone figuring this was her chance to draw him out.
"So, what is it; think I'm a slut?"
"I didn't say that!!"
"Didn't deny it either; I get I get that shit all the time since I left school, but I didn't think you were like everyone else. News flash Humbert, I'm not a whore, I just play one on fucking TV!! I just want to know why you asked me out; why Humbert?!!" She managed to force out some tears, making the confused nerd feel trapped beside her.
"I wanted to go out with you; just have something nice for a change April. I just wanted to have something-normal, okay?!! I'm sorry about hurting your fucking feelings!!" His voice betrayed the emotion he was trying to hide.
"What do you mean-normal?"
"Nothing just go on a date and nothing bad happen, I guess." He admitted confirming what she already knew.
"Humbert, what the fuck's gonna happen, huh?"
"I don't know." Her manufactured tears and somber demeanor were having an effect on him as he looked at her face. April was breathing hard, doing her best to keep the darkness inside at bay. She wanted more than anything to make his nightmares come true, but she had to get him to reveal himself to her. Something in his eyes, his face was intriguing and familiar leaving her emotionally thirsty.
"Do you want something to happen?"
"Give me your hand April." The chubby teen offered her hand somewhat pensively to Humbert who pressed it against his flat, bird chest. Her eyes widened as she felt his thumping heartbeat realizing just how nervous he was being alone with her. Humbert leaned in giving her a light kiss that soon turned into full on necking. She was caught by surprise, responding in kind as their tongues wrestled. She ended things with a few extra pecks before rearing back cupping her hand to her cheek. Humbert sat before her with his hands at his side, content to do nothing further.
"Wow."
Minutes later the budding couple were kissing again with even more passion making Humbert nearly swoon from the situation alone. He realized April was his first real kiss, if nothing else as she cupped his chin. Her breasts kept her from fully leaning forward obliging Humbert to crawl forward on hand and knee. April mover her head to the side when he tried to kiss her once more.
"Let's just stop for a minute."
"Uhm, okay." He awkwardly returned to his place on the floor unsure of what would happen next.
"Look, sorry for all that shit I said before; it's just that when we were kissing just now I realized we really didn't know each other before coming on this date together. I know how I look to people and uhm, I'm more than just some tits. I-I mean it must be stupid to be such a poser when I'm kind of scared all the time. I-I mean that most of the time, people are just trying to jump me because of my fucking boobs and it sucks, you know?"
"I'm sorry."
"For what, it's not your fault and I've been giving you shit, Humbert."
"No, it's okay; I'm not judging and it's cool if we just watch some movies and read comics. I don't need to sleep with you April; I'm happy just being here with you."
"Why; everybody else loses it when they're alone with me. Fuck, did you know my mother sent me away because of my boobs?"
"Huh?"
"Yeah, sounds really stupid, right? But it's true, I've always had these fucking watermelons and it was just the wrong time, wrong place when she came home. Mom didn't understand and the guy, well he got a pass while I was sent to one of those camps for troubled teens. All about repenting and fucking religion and shit." April got this far way look in her expressive eyes as more tears rolled across her rounded cheeks as he processed what was told.
"I-didn't know."
"How would you? I never gave you the chance to know me, because I figured at the end of the day you'd just be like everyone else trying to fuck my tits."
"That's not fair."
"DON'T YOU THINK I KNOW THAT?!!" Her outburst came out of nowhere, making him rear backward.
"April?"
"I'm sorry, its just my little box of crazy; kind of hard keeping that thing locked, you know? Now you really don't want me, huh? They say don't put your dick in crazy, but nobody told me to watch out for the perv counselor and his fucking nature walks. Yeah, kind of wished it was a straight fuck instead of all the religious doubletalk." April wiped an errant tear from her face.



"You don't have to talk about this."
"Can you REALLY call it RAPE when someone just keeps fucking your titties, nonstop? I always wondered about that shit; mom didn't give a fuck, she just hated having me back. Said I "tempted" that sicko with my "lewd body"-bitch, her tits are almost as big as mine." He wanted to comfort her but her candid confession was hitting too close to home.
"Hey, April..."
"I wish that fucking guy wasn't dead already; feel so gyped that he fell off that cliff Humbert; fucker thought he was about to get caught!! Everybody was just like- "Well, he's dead and you can't charge a dead perv!! If there was really somebody, upstairs like the almighty, I would've got my chance to get all biblical and shit with him, know what I'm saying, Humbert?" A continuous shiver was running through his thin frame as she continued.
"Uhm, I-don't..." He barely managed to whisper.
"Oh, you do know; don't you?" The comic book in his hands was being torn as he struggled to keep the hurt behind the dark curtains in his mind. He was glistening from sweat that coated his face in a nervous glaze. April wiped her flowing tears, watching him work t collect himself as her gambit seemed to be paying off.
"HUMBERT!!" April crawled over cradling head tightly against her enormous bosom, looking away to obscure the toothy grin on her warped face. In moments he was sobbing into her chest for a few seconds.
"Let's just be normal people, okay?"
"How?" She answered honestly for once; the notion of any normality was as far beyond her reach as the moon. Unexpectedly, both of the teens chuckled nervously for a few seconds before sitting quietly staring at one another. April's dark hued eye shadow still gave the impression of depth sunken in pools of darkness that made him uneasy and a little queasy. Her dark lipstick contrasted with the slight pale nature of her soft skin. Her blonde tresses always appeared somewhat wet and a bit stringy as he studied her face intently. He looked at her as a whole wondering to himself why he hadn't been like the other guys coming up with the only possible answer. Another face that haunted him since they'd met, the second most beautiful girl in their school but in reality, the prettiest girl in Maplewood. The girl with the body of a woman formerly an ice queen, but now publicly fallen with himself serving as the catalyst. Humbert began to zone off when April suddenly spoke.
"Hey, turn out the light." Humbert knew what she intended following her orders robotically walking to the other side of the room as April began to pull her t-shirt off.
"Don't, leave it on." He blurted out stopping her.
"Okay." She pulled the t-shirt down as the room went dark with the only sources of light coming from the window and Humbert's computer screen. He still faced the wall breathing hard before turning as April rolled her pajama bottoms down her thighs from a kneeling position. The chubby girl half toppled onto her chunky butt continuing the motion until she was able to kick them free of her legs. She glanced up at Humbert expectantly. Speculation ran rampant in her mind about whether he would get fully undressed considering his situation. Excitement crackled across her body lie eldritch energy as he stripped off his own t-shirt revealing his slightly thin, athletic frame. The war torn nerd had begun a mild exercise regimen in his parent imposed exile from Maplewood High. She was already gasping at the prospect of sleeping with him, her mouth agape as he kicked off his sketchers.
The light flickered across the room as he went to the end of the bed never taking his eyes from the girl on the bed. It created a weird kaleidoscope pattern on her figure as April sat upright at the head of the bed waiting. The black t-shirt covered her torso and part of her crotch with the darkness strategically hiding the rest. Her pajama bottoms were on the floor along with her panties which were embroidered with a Misfits logo. The anxiety ramped up several notches as he snapped the metal button on his cargo pants, unsure if her should go through with it. April scooted down a little bit as he placed a knee on the foot of the bed pausing for a moment. There was a sense of desperation on her part as his fingers pulled apart the warring half of his slacks causing his erection to flop out in front of her haunting, blue eyes. Apprehension washed over Humber as her crawled between her legs finding her hungry and willing. Their lips met and parted as the two teens let the passion wash over them. Her skin was hot to the touch as she reclined taking him into a prone position atop her chubby form.
"Ahhh, uhm Humbert, you've got to be more, gentle." April twitched and twisted a bit as he poked clumsily against her slit.
"Are you okay?" They were little more than silhouettes in the darkness.
"Yeah, it's just that you're kind of big down there." She winced a few more times as he fumbled around between her legs.
"I'm trying."
"Here, just be careful with me."
April almost sounded frightened as she gingerly pressed him against her opening. He could just how wet and hot she was at the junction between her legs as the head of his member pressed into her body. It felt incredible, igniting primal instincts deep inside his mind as he slammed the rest of himself home. April's bloodcurdling shriek frightened the shaky geek as she locked her arms around his torso holding him in place with considerable strength.
"I'M SORRY!!" Humbert blurted out as the chubby girl twisted under him in staged pain.
"It's okay; keep going." He was nervous feeling like he'd stabbed her, or something as evidenced by her heavy, labored panting, but her hands caressed the back of his head in encouragement. He kissed her some more as he pushed into her extremely tight canal. The pressure around his length was incredible and extremely wet with loud, audible testimony to his labored plunging of her depths. Her pelvis flexed and undulated adding more to the heavenly sensation. April gasped and bit her lower lips as some tears flowed down her cheeks only to by wiped away by his fingers.
"You're crying; does it hurt a lot?"
"Yeah, but it feels, kind of good a little." She half shrieked as the head of his cock fought its way back into her. April almost sounded as if she were in labor during the coupling. Humbert was doing his best to be gentle but found it difficult working with the tortured girl.
"Want me to stop?" He asked reluctantly.
"No, you haven't finished yet and I want you to-feel good." April bit into the side of her right hand feigning that she was in an incredible amount of pain.
"I think I should stop; it's the right thing to do."
"NO, DON'T!!" The chubby, blonde quickly locked her calves into the small of his back causing Humbert to automatically pull in the other direction increasing the squeezing sensation on his cock. The awkward wrestling gave way to some deep, soulful rutting as both teens began screwing each other earnestly.
"Oh, April you feel so good, I just want to keep doing this forever." It was an awkward admission of some emotion on his part.
"Keep it up, Humbert; keep it up until the end. I want you to have this; it was always going to be you from the first moment we met." She whispered into his ear passionately.
Her covered breasts were still a factor mashing and rubbing against his bare chest fueling his desperate, frenzied pumping into her soaked virtue. April remained curled up into a ball under him, arms powerfully locked around him as her nails dug furrows into his back. Humbert Jenkins for once in his recent life, finally felt like he was in control. Finally felt like a man as he curved his body into hers with his knees under her thick, chunky butt.
"Yeah, just like that baby; fuck me just like that." April encouraged staring at the ceiling with a Cheshire Cat grin on her face.
"Like-this?" The thump of his pelvis against her mound was loud and sticky wet.
"YEEAAH, KISS MUH-KISS ME!!" She couldn't deny his attentions any longer as she began to go into the throws of an authentic orgasm that sent shockwaves through her chubby figure. His thighs had tightened up beyond the point of no return as April began humping up into his downward strokes raw and rough. Their lips met again as both of their eyes were screwed tight in blissful, teen embarrassment. His arms locked around her back in a vise grip as he pushed up on his toes, orgasming violently. April felt the explosion deep inside as her own climax arrived, driving her to bite into his bottom lip. The sexual tryst ended as quickly as it began with Humbert rolling over onto his scratched up back. April continued lying on her back clutching a hand to her chest as she gathered her wits. Both teens had goofy, post coital smiles on their faces.
"Thanks for making me a woman." April spoke in a breathy tone.
"Shit, I don't know about that."
"No love for my cherry, huh?"
"What?"
"Check it out, Humbert." Humbert sat up in the bed blinking profusely as April switched on the flashlight on her cell revealing her crimson soaked muff. His head felt like something exploded inside it as he processed the fact that he'd just taken her virginity.
"I-I didn't know."
"Told you, everybody just fucks my tits." Her hand covered her mound almost demurely.
"...April."
"Before we have a moment; could you get my bag off the floor for a moment?" Humbert quickly retrieved her bag watching as she dug around inside the tote producing a circular, pink case of birth control pills.
"Huh?!!" He scratched his head.
"Mom put me on these after I got back from camp; just thought you should know after cumming inside me; I'm clean and safe okay? The one pity fuck that won't pathetically come back to haunt you, Humbert."
"Come on, don't say that." He rolled over on his side finding her eager lips waiting. She seemed to get off from sheer physical contact and he happily obliged.
"Let me get cleaned up; then we can do it some more if you don't mind?" April took her time getting off the bed as he noticed a stain on the sheets. April weakly smiled before closing the door as he worried that he'd done some serious damage.
Once inside the bathroom, she grabbed a towel down from the rack covering her mouth as she laughed hard into it muffling the sound. After five minutes, April found the strength to turn on the water sitting on the edge of the tub. She looked over her shoulder at the door before turning back as her fingers worked meticulously pulling a torn condom from her sex. It was shredded from Humbert's frenzied actions but still contained residue of the fake blood that had been placed inside. April licked her lips as she held the condom up inspecting it, before flushing it down the toilet.
...To be continued.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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"AAAAHHHH-I'M CUMMING; CUMMING ON YOUR BIG, FAT, FUCKING ASS CATHERINE!!" I spunked right up the center of her gluteal cleft doing my best to let the remaining cum trickle out onto her left ass cheek. I pushed my cock into her crack sawing it into her deep crack, but it was no use. My cock was satiated, I was spent. Still sexually greedy, I tapped my half-flaccid cock against her cheeks using it to rub the cum into her skin.
"I love your dick." Catherine moaned into the floor.
My strength waned as I draped my body lengthwise over Catherine using her as an impromptu mattress. I wanted to fuck her some more before the real world intruded but fate would not be denied.
"What-the-actual-fuck?" Catherine and I looked up finding Courtney standing in the doorway staring wide eyed at us. I was caught dead in the act flopped out on top of her grandmother in my birthday suit.
"Courtney, dear?" Catherine half whispered in shame as the teen with the multicolored mane turned her zombified gaze on me.
"You-fucked my grandma." There was a large bottle of Alize' in her grasp which crashed to the floor along with her body as she fainted.
Courtney McIntyre hit the hallway floor with a loud thud.
BAD M.I.L.F Volume 2-The New Batch Ch. 3
Courtney McIntyre lay passed out in my hallway looking like she'd been knocked out while her grandmother Catherine Brennan and I looked on, wide eyed. Her wild chock of hair was splayed out around her chubby face as the bottle she'd been holding emptied its contents wetting her meager clothing.
"OH DEAR, WHAT HAVE I DONE?!!" Catherine instinctively went to aid her granddaughter but was softly restrained by my hand at her forearm. For the slightest of seconds, I noticed a little sliver of fear and apprehension before they were laid to rest as I knelt in my birthday suit picking the unconscious girl up into my arms. I carried her into the living room placing her on the couch.
"She's more passed out from being drunk." I advised as we both looked down at her lying on the couch. The curvy, pear shaped teen was wearing a football jersey from the school and little else, seeming to have lost her daisy dukes somewhere between the time she'd assaulted me before catching me digging out her respected, authoritarian grandparent. After all I'd been through, being made a fool of by her older sister and mother Carrie Anne, I could've cared less.
"Maybe we should call an ambulance."
"That won't be necessary, let her sleep it off. She's three sheets to the wind." The odor of alcohol was pervasive on Courtney's person.
"But she was so upset with me; what am I going to do about this? Things will never be the same again, dear Courtney will be lost to me!" She looked as if she would start bawling any minute and I wasn't having any of that.
"Your precious grandkid broke into my home, drugged me and then let one of her friends sexually assault me before doing so herself Catherine. She trashed my fucking place and probably had a kegger in here to boot with her little asian friend...and just where is that bitch? "My brain was still a little fuzzy from that loaded bong hit that had continued my downward spiral after that fateful weekend.
"Oh dear, I've always had reservations about Malaya Padilla; ever since I met her at Courtney's graduation. Bad influence personified."
"Why because she's a minority?"
"Heavens no, I've always embraced diversity and have no tolerance for that ignorant mindset." The elder stateswoman of the McIntyre clan looked flushed, her brow furrowing at my suggestion.
"You're probably just saying that because I've been railing your big, fat ass all day."
"YOU BAS-BASTARD!" Her meaty arm raised in defiance, her large hand poised to slap me across the cheek.
Instead I leaned in kissing her soulfully, my tongue slipped effortlessly between her thin lips to wrestle with her own. I remembered daughter Carrie Anne's obsession with my penis, an almost fanatical interest that wouldn't allow her to keep her hands off me even though I was dating her daughter. I figured Chrystal and I were perfectly happy with one another, little suspecting that I was just some fetish for her and the women of the McIntyre family. Now, I'd been passed around and had sex with four women in their family in just under three days. Catherine was a decidedly sloppy kisser now that she'd been broken in and screwed silly. I let my baser instincts rule my actions fondling the closest pendulous breast as my other hand drew her closer before sinking the upper swell of her enormous backside. There was no way I'd be able to cup it without bending at the hip. She truly had the biggest ass out of all the women in her family and I was going to make use of it as long as possible.
"We can't; what about Courtney?" Despite her words, the older woman molded to my body.
"Let her watch."
I locked both of my hands around her torso pressing my chest against hers as we made out feverishly not caring about her prone granddaughter beneath us. I was truly beyond giving any kind of fuck finding a willing accomplice in Catherine Brennan. Despite her age, this mature woman had a powerful looking hourglass figure that was a cartoonish version of itself putting all three of the other women to shame in spectacular fashion. She was all tits and ass on an immeasurable scale and I knew at least twenty guys that would kill for the chance to be with her. Unfortunately, Catherine had been bullied and beaten down by a horrible marriage and time which left her with a less than stellar opinion of her looks. Admittedly it had been some time since she was intimate with a man which left her primed for the encounter, we'd shared that afternoon.
The top of my length was rubbing the bottom of her muff in a bumping, sawing motion as my fingers sunk in the pliant, pillowy flesh at the base of her spine. I began pulling on her waist, lightly humping into her sex making the older woman gasp and moan into my mouth. By her own admission, Catherine had been without the touch of a man for too long making her judgment susceptible when presented with an opportunity. The women of this family seemed to have an ingrained weakness when it came to black men, but I wasn't about to let it go to my head...or was I?
"Suck this."
"Whu-Here?" The abnormally curvy mature clutched a hand to her massive bosom, visibly fretting.
"Yeah."
"But shouldn't we go back into the bedroom?" She wasn't saying "NO" and she appeared conflicted which pretty much told me what I wanted to know. I cupped the mature's chin kissing her soulfully as she melted away under my grasp, yielding fully. I broke the kiss staring deep into her eyes for a few moments leaning back against the wall as she struggled getting on her knees. Catherine Brennan was making good on her opportunity for sex after so many years cupping a hand on the underside of my sack as her lips took me almost all the way to the base. She had a soothing, steady cadence this time working methodically on my aching member. After all the sex I'd had over the past few days, I was sure I was sterile. Courtney McIntyre had invaded my home and bed, so on some level it was pleasing to see her flop out upon discovering me balls deep inside her voluptuous grandmother.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!GAK!!GAK!!" Catherine didn't resist as I wrapped her graying mane around my fist.
I used the matriarch's mouth like a plaything, fucking at will and unrepentantly gagging her at uneven intervals. Her coughing and retching providing the only breaks in the action before taking more and more of my length until she was throated. There was this look of desperation and deep sexual desire on her face as I imagined she was a woman used to being treated a certain way over time. The matriarch of a powerful family was taking it like a champ. Her progeny of thick, attractive blondes had taken advantage of me, turned me into a living sex toy. Now, Catherine was paying back that debt in kind.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! "She pounded on my thigh finding release as she cupped a hand under her chin before looking up into my eyes, mouth agape.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! "Her breathing was ragged suggesting exhaustion as she began coughing loudly.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! "My fists were full of her gray hair.
"Pluh, please let's just go into the bedroom; I'll let you fuck my mouth as much as you like." Her fist slid along my well lubricated shaft ass she cupped the underside of a pendulous breast with her free hand.
"I can't do that out here?"
"I-I think it would be better if we got more comfortable-and there's Courtney."
"I can see her Catherine."
"She's my granddaughter; it's not right to do things like this in front of her, even if she is passed out."
"GAK!! GAK!! Catherine, she fucked me while I was stoned and incoherent. I don't think she gives a fuck about anything but herself. I did mention that she let her friend fuck me too, right?!!"
"I'll speak with her about it very harshly; just do me this one favor, please sir!" My cock smeared precum and saliva across her chubby cheek. Despite herself, Catherine ran her tongue along the underside of my glans. I reached down taking both of her hands in my own leaning back to pull her into a standing position which wasn't easy considering her weight. She was a big woman, tall and powerful looking with an overly long mane draped about her shoulders. She looked like some obscenely, curvy version of Eve in the buff. It was entirely possible that she'd given birth of a generation of thick, Rubenesque women with insatiable sexual urges. Yet there was something a bit frail and demure in her stance as she nervously regarded me, slightly trembling. Catherine reached up removing an few strands of hair from her face. Her eyes were locked nervously onto mine as she inched towards the corridor with a half step. My cock was so hard, it was standing straight out in front of my body. The large, stacked matron was bent over the edge of the couch facing her granddaughter before she even knew what was happening. My nails dug into her impossibly deep gluteal cleft spreading her cheeks apart as I shoved everything inside up to the hilt with a loud thumping as our bodies mashed together.
"OOOOOOHHHHHHHHH FAAAAWWWK; IT'S HITTING THE BACK!!" Catherine instantly climaxed dipping both knees driving her enormous ass into my abdomen. I rode her out as she clawed at the arm of the couch.
"Take it; take this FUCKING COCK, bitch!!" I growled feeling a surge of power.
"IT'S THUMPING ME; IT'S POUNDING MY WOMB!! I-I'VE NEVER FELT THIS FUCKING GOOD, BE-FOOOORE!!" My forearms boxed in her huge, watery butt which was bouncing all over the place like a separate entity.
The couch was rocked, as Catherine's huge frame was slammed into it in a rough, violent cadence while I continued slamming my cock into her cunt. A deluge of her own liquid lust ran down her inner thighs wetting the floor as she squirted on every other thrust. I was memorized by the sight of her massive ass getting deformed and pounded out with extreme prejudice. I didn't give a fuck how long I lasted just wanting to fuck her like this for the rest of my life. Catherine looked back over her freckled shoulder, completely flushed.
"KEEP DOING THAT; NEVER STOP YOU BLACK BASTARD!! NEVER-STOP-FUCKING ME!!" Her head dipping down like a balloon that had a pin shoved into it as I rode her through another, electrically charged orgasm.
"OOOOOOHHH SHIT, OH SHIT-YOU, YOU MOTHER-FUCKER!!" I'd managed to bring the matriarch of the McIntyre clan done to my level as she rocked and twisted her hips trying to make me cum. My actions remained relentless as I noticed Courtney stirring on the couch. Her cherubic features twisted as her brow furrowed. I tried to go even harder grinding her grandmother's ass into my crotch experiencing an even more heavenly depth of pleasure.
"OOOOOOOHHHHHH FUCK!! OH GAWD, I-I LOVE YOU; LOVE THIS FUCKING COCK!! DON'T EVER TAKE IT AWAY FROM MEEEEEEE!!" Catherine's voice was hoarse, cracking with emotion that sent me over the edge. Courtney twisted on the couch, struggling to regain consciousness. Her grandmother was bawling and speaking unintelligibly in fits and starts. I arched my back trying to match the curve of Catherine's torso-sized backside driving my erection at an upward angle inside her. Courtney rolled to the side, her face hidden by the multi-colored mane on her head.
"OOOOOHHHHH YEEESSSSS, JUST LIKE THAT; DO IT JUST LIKE THAAAAT!!" Catherine bellowed.
Courtney's eyes flashed opened blinking profusely as she gathered her wits by wiping her forearm across her face. She drew her knees up into her small chest stretching as she worked her way back into consciousness. Her own considerable posterior was visible from the exposed bottoms of her daisy dukes bulging outward with a well-defined crease where her thighs met her butt. Her cherubic features twisted as her ears adjusted to the loud, stereo quality slapping noises made by my pelvis colliding with Catherine's rear. The teens back arched up off the sofa cushions in a narcoleptic display of her pear-shaped figure. Her matriarch was already continuously squirting wetting her inner thighs and the tops of my feet. Her face was a mask of agonized ecstasy with a gaping maw as she bawled loudly shivering and struggling to stay on her feet. The past three days sleeping with her daughter and older granddaughter had served to condition me well for extended, intense sex. I was giving everything to this older woman with nothing held back and it was telling in the reactions I was receiving from the large mature.
"OOOOHHHH GAAAAWWDDD, PLEASE CUM-CUM ON ME; I WAAAAANNTT YOUR FUCKING JIZZ ALL OVER ME!!" Catherine lost control as the floodgates of respectability finally came crashing down with her monstrous bobbing, jiggling rear end.
"OOOOOHHHHHKAY TRICK, TAKE YOUR REWARRRRD; GET THIS FUCKING CUUUUMMM!!" I pushed away violently disengaging with one hand while still gripping a decadently rounded hip with the other as thick ropes of cum splashed against her mountainous hide like the incoming tide. Catherine continuously bounced and twerked, pushing her ass into me with the force of a wrecking ball. The visual was too much for me as I sandwiched her rear cleavage around my length sawing and lubricating her canyon like cleft. Catherine had cooed and moaned throughout my climax looking over her as best she could regarding the mess left across her thunderous cheeks. I noticed her chin glistening with visible saliva and drool. The expression on her face was almost animal-like as she loudly breathed through her mouth. My chest was aflame as I came down from this sensual high.
"Fucker man."
"Huh?"
"You're a fucker man, asshole." Catherine and I were both drawn back to the couch finding Courtney sitting in an upright fetal position regarding us with wide saucer eyes. Both of her fists were covering her mouth.
"Whatever." I motioned towards Catherine who immediately got down on her knees cleaning my cock as her granddaughter watched horrified.
"You FUCKED my Gramps; you dirty dick fucker man." She sounded like an idiot while Catherine continued dutifully fellating me.
"Yeah, so?"
"She's an OLD LADY; you don't do something like that to OLD PEOPLE, fucker man!!" Courtney sounded like she's lost a few marbles.
"COURTNEY!!" Catherine Brennan took exception at her granddaughter's description, but I pushed my cock inside her mouth before she could respond. The chubby teen's eyes widened as her mouth hung agape at the sight of her relative being used like a sex toy. Catherine pursed her lips creating an outstanding suction on my girth. There was this wet, popping sound every time I penetrated her thin lips. The mature woman's hands were partially supporting her weight by holding onto my knees from a kneeling position.
"OMFG, GRAMS STOP THAT!!" Courtney yelled.
"Rude as fuck; can't you see how happy she is, Courtney? Before you came in, she told me how she hadn't been FUCKED in a decade; don't you want your granny to be happy? I mean she looks pretty fucking happy right now, doesn't she, Courtney? Taking dick like a fucking champ and everything, girl!!" I was getting a charge out of screwing around with the teen as she buried her face in her hands, shaking out her multi-colored mane.
"SHUT-UP!!"
"Courtney dear, he's REALLY a NICE, YOUNG MAN; you should try to get along, dear." Catherine added before going back down on me.
"ARE YOU FOR REALS, GRAMS?!! He's got his FUCKING, BIG ASS DICK in your MOUTH!!" Courtney shouted back as Catherine went continued sucking me off.
"You should listen to your grandmother; stop being so disrespectful." I added.
"YOU'RE FUCKING MY GRANDMA!!"
"No, I'm uh, adjusting her chakra, just like you taught me earlier, Courtney. Except without drugging her like you did when you gave me that loaded bong hit."
"Courtney, you didn't?" Catherine looked up from my erection appearing shocked.
"Yeah, she pressured me into doing DRUGS with her and when I did, COURTNEY spiked it with something. That's why I was out of it, when I woke up after she'd TAKEN what she WANTED, Catherine!"
"COURTNEY, YOU DIDN'T?!!" Catherine stopped going down on me, looking at her granddaughter in outrage.
"It wasn't like that Grams; I was trying to help him!"
"Yeah, she was, after PASSING ME AROUND to HER FRIENDS!! Did I ask you to strip my clothes off and PLAY WITH MY DICK?!" I accused finding high internal hilarity in the budding situation as Catherine peered at her grandkid over the arm of my couch from a kneeling position.
"COURTNEY!!" She bellowed.
"IT WASN'T LIKE THAT; HE LIKED IT!!" Courtney Anne McIntyre was defending herself, caught completely off guard.
"Liked getting MOLESTED?!!" I accused.
"IS THIS TRUE, COURTNEY?!!" Catherine straightened her back, looking directly at her frightened granddaughter.
"Grams." The teen's lip quivered as I fought back the urge to laugh out loud. I couldn't believe what was happening right in front of my eyes as the women began arguing with Catherine scolding the befuddled eighteen-year-old. The couch shook and seemed like it would topple over as Catherine Brennan stood up seeming to tower over her granddaughter. I looked away for a moment cupping my hand over my mouth.
"Courtney Anne McIntyre, I stand here ashamed of your bestial behavior and criminal actions; when I think of all the advantages you've had growing up, all of the private schooling, professional tutors and the such, it makes me unwell to find that you've become a drug addled deviant!! You weren't raised this way, young lady and there will be stiff consequences for your actions, mark my words!!"
"BUT GRAMS!!"
"You were such a beautiful little girl; WHAT-THE-FUCK-HAPPENED, COURTNEY?!!"
"Oh man, I-I think those drugs probably messed me up Catherine, maybe that's why we ended up like this in the first place, huh? She never told me what I was smoking. Oh shit, I'm so sorry about everything ma'am; you're so beautiful and everything. If only we'd met first before all of this shit happened, maybe..."
"GRAAAMMMMMSSSS!!" I struggled not to succumb to the high comedy unfurling before me as Catherine dressed down her granddaughter.
"YOUNG LADY- WE ARE GOING TO HAVE A SIT DOWN ABOUT YOUR DEVIANT BEHAVIOR AND HORRIBLE LIFE CHOICES!! WHAT AM I GOING TO DO WITH YOU COURTNEY ANNE MCINTYREEEEEE-OOOHHHH?!!" The thick mature gasped aloud as I grabbed a handful of her massive right buttock, digging my nails into the sunbaked skin. My hand drifted up and down the available cheek ending up in the deep under cuff above her thigh. I couldn't help groping her as she glanced over her shoulder at me surprised. I tried to close my fingers around her thickness knowing that I could fuck her right there if I wanted.



"Grams?"
"Uhm, you-YOU GET YOUR THINGS TOGETHER YOUNG LADY!! We're leaving-YOU WILL BE LEAVING WHILE I, uhm, TAKE CARE OF THE FINE MESS YOU'VE MADE OF THINGS AROUND HERE!!" There was no way Courtney could see my hands all over her grandmother's big ass. Catherine was Hyper-Rubenesque and the outstanding curve of her hips. Catherine draped an arm across her massive bust hiding little more than her areolas.
"You're making me leave; but you're staying?" The matriarch's eyes widened as she absentmindedly ignored her granddaughter for a few seconds.
"DON'T QUESTION ME!!" Catherine snapped, making the young girl jump.
"But you're gonna stay here with...HIM?!!"
"Well, you've left quite a mess and represented the family quite uhm, horribly Courtney. Someone needs to clean things up around here young lady."
"Yeah, she's HELPING ME OUT, so you beat it little girl." I manufactured the sleaziest look possible standing behind Catherine. There was no way she could know that I was tapping my lengthening erection between her heavy cheeks.
"SHUT UP!!" Courtney screamed unevenly, losing control of the herself.
"WATCH YOUR TONE, YOUNG LADY!!" Catherine yelled in defense of me making her granddaughter's face break. Her lower lip quivered as her hands rose cradling the side of her head in shock.
"Oh Catherine, I don't know about this...something's not right."
"What is it, darling?" She glanced over her freckled, sun baked shoulder concerned.
"Well, I don't want to talk about this in front of little Courtney, so can we just go into my bedroom for a second?" I continued trolling both women with a solemn look on my face that puzzled the older woman and probably enraged my young, eighteen-year-old, home invader.
"Of course, dear. "I reached down tugging at her hand finding no resistance at all as she began waking away with me like she wasn't even speaking to Courtney in the first place.
"Grandma?" Courtney looked like a was stealing something from her, wild eyed at the level of guile I was displaying. She of course, was given the back view of my hand dead center in her grandmothers huge, incredibly meaty butt. I wanted her to feel like an asshole for screwing with me after my epic weekend at her mother's home. I felt in control of the situation, felt like the one doing dirt. It helped that the young, pear shaped girl was still addled from god knows what.
"Pack your bags, we'll be leaving shortly; uhm, why don't you phone up a car using that Uber service you kids are so fond of Courtney."
"But Grams?!!" I could see her panicking as I led Catherine away.
"We'll catch up, do a brunch or something; I promise dear." The grandmother stammered obviously lying.
"GRAMS?!!"
The minute we got inside my bedroom door, I pulled the shapely matriarch close kissing her savagely. Catherine was ready for action letting her tongue slip into my mouth as her hand encircled the base of my cock stroking hard. I cupped the undersides of her extra-large pendulous breasts rolling the nipples with my thumbs. She gasped into my mouth tapping my glans against her mound in a thumping motion. I locked my arms around her back with my hands interlocked at the base of her spine pushing against the triangle that made up her crotch. Her long, gray tinged mane was unkempt and wild all over her head as she tilted her chin upward allowing my tongue to trace a minute slimy trail under her chin.
"You're so hard; you want me that bad?" She gasped needing some confirmation.
"You're so beautiful, I want to, but I don't know if its right. Maybe it's just that stuff your grandkid drugged me with; if you say it's okay, I'd like to FUCK you REALLY HARD, Catherine." There was no doubt I was going to fuck this woman, but I was interested in driving the narrative of myself as a victim home no matter how unbelievable it was.
"Why uhm, I-I wouldn't mind that at all, dear." She looked incredulous at the suggestion even after we'd been screwing around for most of the day.
Catherine Brennan, matriarch of the McIntyre family women found herself laid on her back at the edge of my bed once more as I hooked her legs over my shoulders leaning forward until I thumped the back of her tunnel. I began rutting savagely in her honeypot treating the woman like a two-dollar whore as she covered her mouth trying to hide her actions from her granddaughter in my living room.ps
"TAKE THIS DICK, BITCH!!" My hips ground even harder into her soft places as I gathered her thighs up, bundling them in my arms. Catherine held on for dear life as a loud, wet sounding repetitive smacking sound filled the bedroom. I was getting high off the perceived power I was wielding over a woman deprived of sex for over a decade. Both of her chubby hands were clamped over her mouth as muffled gasps and squeals accompanied the symphony of my actions. Not do deep in my mind, I imagined my ex-girlfriend Chrystal and her mother Carrie Anne watching destroy their voluptuous matriarch with the same level of horror as Courtney. I reached around the large woman's thighs cupping her breasts from the outside. Catherine Brennan's massive butt was raised off the mattress hovering slightly as she took a pounding. Her hands fell away from her mouth as she became a sobbing mess.
"Please."
"Huh?"
"Please stop doing that to my Grams." Courtney had pushed my bedroom door open standing there watching me ravage Catherine.
"COURTNEY-DON'T LOOK!! WE'RE JUST-!!" Catherine looked embarrassed and shocked, her addicted carnal nature exposed. I froze in place staring blankly at the lost, dazed expression on her face.
"Fucking."
"You don't understand dear, it's been so long since I've had..."
"A good fucking, yeah, grams I get it. But you want me to go away so you can keep doing this sick shit with this asshole fucker man. That's creating a lot of dark karma that could really fuck pour family over and shit; this dildo fuck is just trying to get back at mom and Chrystal." The multi-colored mane was all over Cortney's head with some strands in her round face.
"I know what I'm doing."
"Yeah, she's a grown woman not some little snot, like you." I added still embedded deep inside Catherine. To emphasize my point and apparent villainy, I began long stroking the Rubenesque senior getting an immediate reaction while staring Courtney right in the face.
"Fucker man." The eighteen-year-old insulted watching intently, while I cupped Catherine's chin giving her a kiss before turning her head in her granddaughter's direction.
"What the hell is that "fucker man" shit; don't you want your granny to be happy, Courtney? Look at her face while I make her happier than she's been in a long time, bitch. Besides, none of this would've happened if you'd just left my apartment when I asked you to, honey! But no, you had to go and drug my ass and now you're jealous because I'm with Catherine, now!! Tell her how HAPPY you ARE Catherine!"
"FEELS SO GUH, GOOOOD; IT'S THUMPING ALL THE WAY IN THE BACK!!" Catherine lustily admitted.
"You want her to go, don't you Catherine?"
"I DON'T CARE ANYMORE, SHE CAN WATCH!!" I smirked at Courtney letting my pelvis collide loudly with her grandmother's mound. I knew she could hear the watery, brutal smacks as we copulated putting on a show. She abruptly ran away from the open door leaving us alone as I reared back allowing Catherine to get on all fours. At this point she was fully trained, instinctively knowing that I preferred finishing by doing her from the back. She glanced back at me full of lust draping her long, brownish, grey locks over one shoulder for me to grab. She turned facing the door bobbing and bouncing her humongous backside against my erection until I slipped inside. Catherine kept it up until a little over half of me was inside her contracting tunnel.
"Pull my hair."
I reached over wrapping her long graying mane around my fist until there was no slack. When she felt it tightening up on her scalp, Catherine tucked her chin inward completing her requested strangle hold while mashing her gigantic butt into my pelvis, fully impaling herself on my schlong. She arched her back downward driving her butt up into my crotch. The sight of her huge, sun baked ass cheeks hiding my endowment while cradling each side of my member like two pillows was astounding. I started driving my girth into her wet, oily confines making motion ripples erupt all over the surface of her butt. I climbed up mounting her almost like a horse buried balls deep inside her. My sack slapped against her puffed out slit relentlessly as she bawled and cursed, losing herself fully in the moment. Her back took on a flushed, reddened hue while her husky, mewling filled the bedroom and no doubt the rest of my apartment. Despite all the conditioning I'd received over the past few days, I barely lasted ten minutes before pulling out to make a nasty mess of her butt. Most of my spunk hit just below the base of her spine drizzling down the expanse of her left cheek.
"Shake it for me, bitch." Catherine silently obeyed shaking and jiggling her enormous butt while appearing sated for the moment. She had this kind of last smile on her face as I cupped the unsoiled cheek causing her to collapse on her stomach in this kind of heavy, playfulness. I managed to control myself leaning forward to steal a kiss as we noticed Courtney's head peering into the room from just outside the doorway. I was just about beyond annoyed with the further intrusion, forgetting the game I'd been playing with both women.
"What do you want?" She stared back blinking profusely, looking indecisive and unsure of how to respond. I was in a pushup position over Catherine while the mature casually caressed the underside of my forearms with her fingertips.
Courtney stepped into the doorway demurely with her arms in front of her pear-shaped bod, fingers interlaced as she glanced nervously at the floor before looking up into our faces. She was nude.
"Are you for real?"
"Yeah, as real as they come; don't put me out. I don't wanna be alone; wanna know what you guys have because it's so beautiful. I uhm, have never seen my grams so happy before, so fucking like-FREE and shit. Sorry about all the crap and uhm, like trashing your place, sir."
"Sure, whatever."
"It seems you've experienced some form of an epiphany; I don't know what to say about all of this either, but I'm elated. I've needed this for a long time and look, it just happened out of nowhere." Catherine sounded a little punch drunk watching her granddaughter timidly approach the edge of my bed. When neither of us said anything, she placed a single dainty foot on top of the mattress. Courtney stared back for a few moments before climbing into the bed with us, her intent clear as day. My eyes dipped from her face to the two paw tattoos on each of her small breasts. The roundness of her hips appeared beyond her narrow, slightly freckled shoulders. She hesitated before pacing the flat of her palm on my peck, while her multi-colored mane hung in front of my face.
"I'm not fucking you." I had other ideas.
"Why?"
"I'm exhausted; I'm gonna crash any second now but don't let that stop you babe; Catherine and I both know how you get down."
"No, I won't do that again; just wanna be close with you two. Please let me cuddle with you and Grams.".
"Well, whatever and don't think you two got anything over on me, I know the drill." Courtney sounded overly contrite, but I was too exhausted to care as we made a joint effort to get under the tussled bedding falling into a deep slumber seconds later. I was partially hidden on both sides by either woman who snuggled resting a free hand on my pecks while draping a shapely leg over each of mine. The energy was fast leaving my body as the reality of the marathon sex sessions over the past few days took its toll ebbing away my consciousness.
"You really are a beautiful man." Catherine commented lovingly caressing my chest. Her weathered, tamed beauty was framed by her own substantial brownish, gray locks. There was this appreciative expression reading satisfaction and complacency was the last thing I saw before I finally faded away into thankful darkness.
-DARKNESS-HEAVY KNOCKING-
I woke finding myself alone, the bedroom immaculately cleaned. A window was opened letting the morning breeze into the house as I sat up scratching my head. I looked over the edge of my bed noticing that even the soiled wastebasket was missing. I was trashed physically feeling every bit used up as I'd been over the last few days. I just wanted to catch a shower and just soak up the steaming hot water for the next few hours, but the knocking persisted rousing me further from my waking slumber. I pulled on some pajama pants that had been placed on my dresser top stepping into some house shoes. There was no sign of Courtney or Catherine as I made the short jaunt to the front door noticing the rest of my apartment had been cleaned as well. Mrs. Brennan had made good on her promise to have my apartment restored to pre-Courtney levels. I paused at the door peering through the peephole in case one of the McIntyre women was on the other side. I was really feeling it as I creaked and popped all over the place like some neo-tin man. I kept looking over my shoulder nervously for a few seconds before finding three security guards on my stoop.
"Uhm, can I help you officers?" Considering my situation over the past few days, I decided against opening the door.
"Sir, can you open the door."
"No." I tried to sound defiant but calm, internally I was on the verge of pissing myself, wondering if Courtney had alerted campus police because I wouldn't screw her before I passed out. I began regretting everything that had occurred since I'd arrived home wishing I'd never encountered the freckle face cherub or her voluptuous grandmother. From the looks of things, someone had alerted campus police who held jurisdiction over a six-block perimeter outside of the university grounds. The three rent-a-cops on my stoop didn't appear to have my best interests at heart looking every bit the buzzcut wearing jerks I perceived them to be. The head guy seemed to sense me peering at him through the peephole.
"Sir, we need you to open the door, please."
"No, I don't think so; what is this all about?" I tried not to sound anxious knowing it would be blood in the water to these types.
"Do-you-KNOW one Chrystal McIntyre? Young lady reported to our office this morning verbally indicating that she resided in this apartment."
"Yeah, so?"
"She purportedly indicated you two were in some sort of relationship and that things went south. Ms. McIntyre simply wants to retrieve her belongings unmolested."
"Excuse me; what the fuck is that supposed to mean, huh?" The three guys looked affected by my outburst. I noticed one guard handle his still holstered weapon only to be nudged by his partner.
"Wrong choice of words, my apologies sir; listen, all we're trying to do is make a happy ending here. My boss sent us over here with her to collect her stuff, personally I didn't want to do it, but she was talking about getting the cops involved, sorry." He looked put out by the situation shocking me with his simple explanation of affairs.
"It's cool man, where is she?"
"Sitting in a Bentley, two doors over; what do you want do sir; dispatch could have a car over here in about two hours if you want?"
"Two hours?!"
"Yeah, some little shits vandalized the campus last night; we're still looking for the founder's statue."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah buddy, dean's questioning a few suspects right now from some visitors to campus over the weekend." He seemed genuine enough that I let my guard down feeling that he was telling me too much about campus cop business. A weird feeling crept up my spine as he explained his situation.
"Wow, that's insane, man." I commented as the other two guards looked confused at the unfurling, likely uncharacteristic communication. They probably inspected me to act differently after listening to my ex-girlfriend.
"So, you want we should call a cop or something for Ms. McIntyre?"
"Hold up, I got a better idea; give me a few minutes." The head guard nodded acquiescing to my wishes as I went back to my bedroom tossing on some clothes and a light, denim jacket. In short, I heard some frenzied knocking and shaking of the front door again wondering if the guards had given up diplomacy.
"OPEN THE FUCKING DOOR!!" I rushed out in to the hallway outside my bedroom recognizing Chrystal's voice. Whenever she was irritated or angry this roided out sense of entitlement that was something to behold. I wasn't shocked in the least that she'd grown impatient.
"Ma'am, he just asked for a few minutes." I heard the guard trying to explain things amid the sound of jiggling keys.
"DO YOUR FUCKING JOB, BROWN BAGGER!!" Chrystal snarled revealing her blue blood status and opinion of the men on the doorstop.
"There's no need for that ma'am."
"PISS OFF, TIN BADGE!!" I hurried to the door as she unlocked it catching her just as she got the door cracked stopped only by the chain across the door.
"Oh, what is this sorry shit now, HUH?!!" Chrystal seemed in a frenzy jerking on the door incessantly as the guards looked around befuddled.
"Chill Chrystal, I'm..."
"OPEN THIS DOOR, RIGHT NOW!!" She demanded in a rage as I peered over her shoulder towards the head security guard who been trying to mediate the situation.
"HOLD ON!!" I struggled with the chain as Chrystal pushed against the thick door while the neutered campus guards looked on unsure of what to do.
"I-I live here too, and you locked me out, motherfucker!! What I'd ever do to you anyway?!!"
"ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?!!" I stepped back from the door leaving the chain where it was as the head guard placed a hand on her shoulder.
"DON'T YOU TOUCH ME!! YOU'LL GET FUCKING FIRED ASSHAT!!" She threw an elbow as the startled guard stumbled down the stoop. His partners had to reach out to save the guy from tumbling to the pavement.
"Ms. McIntyre, you need to calm down; this isn't helping." He reasoned, regaining his footing.
"You're not HELPING; DO YOUR JOB and...KICK THAT DOOR DOWN!!"
"Come on, you don't want us to do that ma'am; you know how wrong it would be and that's why we're here. You were smart enough to visit our office because you knew that you wouldn't be able to hold it together, right? You just needed some help and that's all I'm trying to do here." I had a newfound respect for the guy who'd walked into a sticky situation.
"Uhm, sorry." Chrystal half whispered somberly looking at the faces of the other two guards.
I'd had enough of the drama watching as Chrystal stopped short of explaining exactly why we'd broken up. One of the other two guards, some stocky Latin guy handed her a handkerchief. I unlocked the door watching the pensive campus employees tense up as I stepped out onto the stoop. She turned to me, flushed with redness in her eyes as her bottom lip quivered. Chrystal looked decidedly fragile and unpredictable as the guards visibly tensed up expecting the worst. It felt like an eternity since we'd been together in her childhood bedroom with her mother. I'd found out she thought of me as a sex toy, careless with my feelings as I passed around over the weekend. I'd refused to answer her in the closing minutes of a fatal threesome as her parents looked on, uninterested in the disintegration of our relationship. Their interests were strictly prurient and nothing more.
"It's all yours, do what you like Chrystal; text me when you're done." We stared at one another without words for a few more seconds before she turned away looking at the strained features of the head guard who simply nodded. She was wrapped in a grey, coat that struggled to hide her figure and I was grateful for that small sign of mercy. I continued down the stoop, stuffing my hands into my pockets as I walked along the sidewalk.



I forced myself not to look back finding it harder than I thought as I cleared a block of row houses. I thought of all the time we'd spent together, cohabiting and getting to know one another or so I thought. Some would call me a fool for not going with the flow, but I confided in myself that I wasn't that thirsty, or was I? My mind drifted to the frenzied, animalistic manner in which her mother, Carrie Anne had come to me in the middle of the night. The woman had mounted and rode me like some prized bull. The woman had continued tightening her grip around me the following day shredding my innate inhibitions until I was practically coerced into sleeping with her neighbor, Tammy Drysdale. Finding out that Chrystal knew how things were going to go down beforehand was the ultimate betrayal. Yeah, after it was all said and done, she wanted to know if she were better than her mother and I'd denied her that.
"Hey bright eyes!" A familiar voice called out to me, but I kept walking staring at my own feet.
"Come on, I just want to talk, honest engine; don't be such a wet blanket." Carrie Anne was behind the wheel of the Bentley driving at a snail's pace adjacent to my position on the sidewalk. I could feel her eyes on me which made me feel anxious and weird.
"Go back to your daughter."
"Shouldn't I be telling you that; is it really necessary to engage in all this nonsense? You're angry about things and I understand that; but why throw away something that you don't even understand the value of, darling?"
"Leave me alone, Carrie Anne."
"Give me a few minutes of your time and I'll never bother you again." I glanced over at the luxury car as she put the vehicle in park, caring little that it was in the center of a residential street. My pulse quickened as she opened the door stepping out onto the pavement. A sliver of uncontrollable intimidation crept over me as she appeared before me wrapped in a long white, overcoat. The breeze caught some strands of her blonde hair as I remarked for the umpteenth time, how much she looked like Chrystal. Carrie Anne offered a hand waiting patiently for me to take it as I looked over her shoulder at the Bentley with its light flashing.
"You can't leave that car there."
"Stop deflecting; are you going to take my hand?" She was insistent letting her hand stay there until I reluctantly grasped it. The warmth coming from it seemed infectious.
"Happy?"
"That's irrelevant; what is relevant is my daughter's happiness and by proxy yours."
"That's out of your control, don't you think?"
"What do you think?" Carrie Anne answered with a question of her own as we walked along the sidewalk leaving her vehicle blocks away.
"Honestly, I think you're a control freak."
"Never going to stop playing the victim, are we? You remind me so much of Chrystal's father; I tried so hard to do what was expected off me in the early days of our marriage, but eventually as you probably guessed, I cheated. Bus driver, really fat guy with this incredibly thick cock name of Ernie. He truly loved every inch of me, just screwing me blue for hours on end and such in those early days. Robert found out and put an end to it, or so he thought."
"What happened?"
"It wasn't called domestic violence in those days, just marriage; through it all I was already plotting. Ernie would meet me anywhere just to get at my ass, even offered to leave his wife. Wouldn't be denied, didn't care about his two kids or job. I packed a bag waiting for him to arrive, but he never did, so I put the suitcase in the closet right before Robert got home from work."
"Changed his mind, huh?"
"Hardly, his wife gutted him with a kitchen knife."
"Carry Anne, what's this got to do with Chrystal and me?" She stopped in her tracks squeezing my forearm for emphasis. We faced one another for a few seconds taking in the flowing breeze surrounding us.
"I toughed it out for a few weeks, coercing Robert into letting me enroll here on campus. Fate intervened like it always does when I met Abdul at an underground party. He was something, telling me all this shit about perpetuating the 400-year struggle of blacks and how I was some white devil. Two hours later, I'd sucked the rhetoric out of his impressive shlong. Had a downlow relationship for a while until I broke it off for a football player, Dewey."
"Abdul probably dumped you."
"Yeah, sure kid; that motherfucker was down on his knees crying into my pussy as I lied telling him there'd be other times; and by the way, he wanted me to lie about my ethnicity at some pro-black, garden party thrown by one of his colleagues. Wanted me to say I was mixed black and fucking Chicano or something; said my huge butt would get me a pass with his people. So, I started fucking the shit out of Dewey while failing to maintain my marriage."
"What about Dewey?"
"He was a nice guy and reliable; just not much in the way of a brain. But he had what I wanted taking care of my needs expertly. Sexual methadone for me in the days when I would have been called a "Coal Burner" or some other derogatory shit."
"What happened?"
"Got pregnant; Dewey fucking bailed and I panicked. Got Robert drunk, sucked him off and confessed my indiscretion. Figured the blowjob would ease the pain, but he left for a month. I was so scared, didn't want to tell mom, but she'd already sent me away when I was a teen. I couldn't lose my freedom again or take the shame for soiling the "good" Brennan name!! I have to admit that I considered checking out if you know what I mean."
"Are you trying to tell me that Chrystal is Dewey's kid?" She roughly grabbed my lips pursing them shut. I gingerly pulled her hand away feeling stupid because my ex-girlfriend was Carry Anne's third child.
"Robert's, get that into your head and don't presume to understand me. After that, I was gun shy for several years but just couldn't get that itch out of my system. Even after three more children, that yearning kept growing and growing, but I still ignored it...even starting a practice with two colleagues from school. You'd think after all this that time, my husband would've upped his game in the bedroom, but no, he did not. I found out about some Asian coed he'd been seeing and ignored it; but found myself riding one of my clients into my psychiatric couch. Yeah, things got pretty wild after that because this guy wanted me to leave Robert even though I was old enough to be his mother." She paused in remembrance of that unseen tryst.
"Carry Anne?"
"I was seriously considering it, he had the money and fame; could take care of my girls. I was tired of faking it, so I was a little less discrete. Didn't give a fuck, ignoring my husband and by proxy, my children for that scintillating feeling he could give me. It was what I'd been searching for my entire life and now I had it. Robert nearly lost his company trying to keep up with me, finally bursting into my boudoir while I was screwing my boyfriend brandishing a pistol. We were scared thinking it our final moment and that's when I figured it all out."
"What?"
"Well, he was standing there all disheveled looking to all the world, a raving madman when I saw that tiny little crack in his psyche. I could see it clear as day and exploit it; use it in any way I wanted. I began stroking my lover's huge cock knowing the possibility that I could be murdered at any second, kissing his plump lips before going down on him while eyeing my distraught husband. My lover saw an opening shoving me into my husband running into the hotel corridor finding himself in front of the paparazzi. Robert was mute, fucked up in the head so he couldn't stop me from unzipping his pants. Know what? He'd cum buckets soiling his boxers. I calmly told my husband that he should kill me at that moment because I would never stop cheating."
"You came to an agreement, huh?"
"I guess you could say it worked out; you did find him in that closet." I was thoroughly disgusted with her after hearing that story. We found ourselves in front of a small outdoor coffee stand with a few patrons and students congregating around it.
"Buy me a coffee." We shared a drink despite my feelings.
"Hell, of a story." I commented awkwardly.
"Chrystal's a lot like me as you know; with you she had everything she could've wanted in a man. No sneaking around, no deception and definitely no cheating; but she messed up by telling me about you. Should've kept you hidden away, but she didn't and that's when the old feelings started coming to the fore. That old itch started eating away at me until I knew what I had to do. I started in on her with some psychobabble about "tuning you up" convincing her that I could make you even better in bed than you were before, make it perfect. Reminded her about the other guys ever since I took her to the Caribbean to lose her virginity. I knew everything about her, how to push the right buttons so that I would end up riding your cock whether she really wanted me to or not." I involuntarily crushed the small paper cup holding my coffee.
"This a fucking confession or something?"
"More an admission of guilt, lover." She tried to cup my chin, but I slapped her hand away.
"Bitch."
"So, you taught my mother what I taught you; I'd have loved to see you turning her big, uptight, condescending ass out. Sent me to fucking boarding school for screwing our handyman when I was eighteen. Don't be shocked, Courtney confided in me; she's a lot like her big sister, you know. I'm not overly concerned where you put your lovely cock, darling." Carry Anne had this sort of serene smirk on her face like she'd got one over on me again.
"Go to hell." I shoved my hands in my pockets leaving her on the sidewalk alone. I was driven, eventually running back to my apartment to find some boxes left on the stoop. I stopped in my tracks regretting not having taken the time to close the circle with Chrystal. Instead, I'd wasted the last few moments of our time with her mother. I looked around not even finding the Bentley that had been left behind as Carry Anne pursued me up the street. The boxes were mostly empty with a few odds and ends from the kitchen inside.
"Hey." I found Chrystal standing in the living room waiting for me.
TO BE CONTINUED...
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Carry Anne had this sort of serene smirk on her face like she'd got one over on me again.
"Go to hell." I shoved my hands in my pockets leaving her on the sidewalk alone. I was driven, eventually running back to my apartment to find some boxes left on the stoop. I stopped in my tracks regretting not having taken the time to close the circle with Chrystal. Instead, I'd wasted the last few moments of our time with her mother. I looked around not even finding the Bentley that had been left behind as Carry Anne pursued me up the street. The boxes were mostly empty with a few odds and ends from the kitchen inside.
BAD M.I.L.F Volume 2-The New Batch Ch. 4
"Hey."
I found Chrystal standing in the living room waiting for me. Chrystal was caught reaching for her coat on our couch. She was wearing this black turtleneck and some jean print leggings over a pair of leather boots. I always noticed everything about a person, it was an involuntarily character tick I'd learned during my formative years. Chrystal turned awkwardly facing me. The way in which she moved made me feel crestfallen, like she considered me a threat or something. After all we'd been through, I didn't want my last memory to be some shitty nonverbal exchange.
"Look, I can go out again, so you don't have to see me; no need to go there."
"Uhm, it's okay; you should stay, it's your place." Chrystal interlocked her hands in front of her body still standing rigidly before me.
"No, I think I'll just go to a movie or something." I was fighting the stillness of a dying relationship backing away towards the door.
"NO! Don't leave-please!!" Chrystal lurched forward, remembering herself stopping in her tracks. I just froze still facing the door.
"Chrystal."
"Look. I'll leave right now; you don't have to run away. I'll be gone and you won't ever have to see my face again! I-I'm just gonna get the fuck out of your life and you can find somebody else who'll treat you better than I did! Find somebody who's not such a FUCKING SLUT!!" She was full on ranting at this point as my fist tightened around the door handle.
"Chrystal."
"Yeah, I'm REAL SCUM for treating you like a FUCKING SEX TOY!! I just fucked it all up listening to mom and shit; she's got this way of just making people do whatever the FUCK she wants!! It was just supposed to be that one night, but she kept CHANGING THE RULES!! I'M SO FUCKING STUPID!!"
"Chrystal, please."
"Honestly, I was REALLY MAD that she was apparently never gonna stop FUCKING you!! Mom's all like "LET HIM CHOOSE BETWEEN US!!" and shit; just challenging me!! She SO FUCKING ARROGANT!! So, like a moron, I listened to her BULLSHIT!! We all did it together; fucked the shit outta each other!! And now I'm going into the TRASH!!" I could hear her breaking into so many pieces, sniffling and sobbing a foot away from me as I worked up the courage to face her.
"I don't need this; don't want an explanation, Chrystal. I'm just going to take another walk, alright?" I started to turn the doorknob making her panic.
"Yeah that's what you do, running away when shit goes sideways!! JUST-LOOK AT ME, ASSHOLE!!" I couldn't deny her as our eyes met. She was breathing hard, her hair wild all over her head as she wedged herself between me and the door. I tried to reach for the knob, but she quickly locked it glaring back at me, a mad woman.
"Come on, stop it."
"You like fucking my little sister, huh?" The color was drained from her strained, roundish features. I tried to look away, but she cupped my chin roughly.
"Answer me; you liked sticking your thing inside her, eh fucker?"
"No." I peeled her fingers away from my chin.
"WHAT ABOUT MY GRANDMOTHER, HUH?!!" She'd pancaked me with a series of fluttering open handed slaps before I roughly snagged her wrist. We struggled for a few seconds, glaring into one another's eyes. Chrystal shrieked twisting in my ironclad grasp dipping low as she tried to free herself. I released her arm abruptly finding that she immediately closed her fingers in a fist around my package. Our lips mashed together in unison, her tongue invading my mouth as my own fingers dug into the pliant flesh of her narrow waist. Chrystal deftly breached the interior of my pants wildly tugging like she wanted to pull it free of my body.
We were both gasping, breathing hard struggling for control as she palmed my ass squeezing harder than she'd ever had before as a bit of saliva drooled from her lips. Her fist locked around my tumescence jerking in a stiff, brutally muted version that was sexually painful. Chrystal's right ear found a place, locked between my teeth as I sucked on her earlobe before settling on the secret spot behind it that never failed to make her panties wet. Not to be outdone, she got a hand under my shirt twisting a nipple. I cried out pulling her into my body slapping her huge ass with extreme force making it bounce and jiggle, a thing possessed. Chrystal got under my shirt sucking hard on my nipples until I got all ten of my fingers slid under the hem of her jean print leggings luxuriating in the upper swell of her prodigious backside. I glanced at her features, finding them a window into her fractured psych. Chrystal was the picture of frenzied, desperation mixed with self-loathing. I started to withdraw my hands, but Chrystal was having none of it trapping one of my hands between her thighs. The heat and moisture between her shapely, thick legs was incredible.
Her hands were working almost independently of the rest of her body cupping the underside of my sack while the other caressed the head of my member against her muff in these small, circular repetitions. We'd come to know one another biblically, every hidden spot and nuance of sensuality during our time together. Chrystal knew exactly how to touch me for maximum effect. My hands slid up her abdomen taking the sweater upward until the undersides of her breasts were exposed. She was wearing this demi shell-type brassiere made out of some flimsy material that came away in my hands exposing her tortured looking reddened nipples. Chrystal's hand shot up cupping the back of my head pulling me into her right breast. It was almost like we were possessed of a single, sensuous entity between us as she molded her body to my own. Our hips mashed and slapped wetly together as we made out wantonly. Before I even realized it, Chrystal was on her knees sucking hard on my cock with this kind of vacuum sealed motion. Her attentions were excessively wet and nasty as copious amounts of drool and saliva bubbled up around her lips. I was lost to the pleasure in that moment, taking her orally with extreme prejudice. Chrystal let her mouth hang agape as I fucked it like a surrogate vagina losing myself. She snatched at my girth slapping her lips and cheeks with it as her skin flushed crimson. I was gasping uncontrollably at the precipice of pleasure, almost at the point of no return. Chrystal's face was a glazed over, sloppy mess accepting my member rubbed across it with no regard for dignity or self-respect. I couldn't take it anymore as the remaining vestiges of my innate humanity were stripped bare. My fingers were entangled with her blonde locks as she crawled beside me mounting our couch with her, enormous, rounded ass high in the air. Chrystal continued demonstrating how much she knew almost every fiber of my being arching her back and rolling her hips. I was sweating, drenched from head to toe as I gathered fistfuls of the hem of those leggings almost ripping them down to the junction where her plump thighs met her muscular calves. Chrystal had gone "commando" with nothing else impeding her huge ass from emerging like some kind of gigantic, flesh colored peach.
My cock found almost no resistance using her sopping, wet canal as a throughway until I thudded against the end of her tunnel. Chrystal was exceedingly hot inside, tightening up around me in a vise-like grip as we smashed against one another as hard as we could manage. I wedged myself against the couch giving newly minted ex-girlfriend nowhere to go. Whether she pushed forward or slammed backward, Chrystal was stuffed fed full of my cock. In seconds she was reduced to a blubbering mess of wild, unyielding emotion as I drove my member deep, grinding and rolling my hips against her monstrous ass. She sounded like she was being beaten crying loudly as I got one then the other foot up onto the cushions effectively straddling her like a horse. My cock was driven downward at a forty five degree into her sex with this relentless piledriving motion. I didn't know where we would be after today; all I knew was that I wanted her to remember me for the rest of her life. Wanted to carve myself into her for all eternity. One of my arms hooked around her neck in a faux chokehold as her tears splashed on my skin. Each droplet held a little bit of the molten lust inside Chrystal's virtue.
Experience informed her actions as Chrystal locked her legs in place as I took a few steps backward cupping the swell of her abundant hips. The voluptuous, bottom heavy blonde was savagely railed with a series of long strokes that hit her deepest parts ultimately triggering a massive, screaming orgasm that seemed to go on for an eternity. A lattice of goosebumps on her undulating, arching back followed by this mounting series of internal tremors leaving Chrystal a sobbing mess. I wasn't done yet, stripping the leggings and boots away from her body leaving only her top half clothed as I impulsively got behind her, right between he legs, spreading them as far apart as humanly possible. I hadn't cum yet and I was intent on fucking all of the drama of the past few days out of the both of us. Chrystal's enormous cheeks cradled my pelvis as I thumped against the back of her cunt once more. Every time I hit the back of her tunnel, I lingered longer grinding against her in a circular motion. Chrystal matched my every motion in a counter motion adding a slight bounce to her actions. When it became too much for me, I started in on her with powerful stabbing thrusts that made her cry even more.
"Stop-Get off...GET OFF ME!!" Chrystal threw an elbow back at me, violently separating us as she jumped up shoving me in the chest. She covered her mouth with both hands in a cupping motion glaring at me wild eyed. I froze not knowing what to make of her actions.
"Chrystal?"
"You-You just CAN'T FUCK ME like that and expect me to be okay with ENDING IT!! Do you know how that makes ME FEEL, HUH?!!" She was shaking her head looking like she was losing it.
"Hey come over here." I beckoned.
"NOOOOO, NAAAAAHHH YOU'LL-AWWWWWW GAAAWD!!" Chrystal shook her head profusely backing into the hallway that led to our kitchen and bedrooms. Her body looked incredible in the low light of the corridor as she turned away from me. The sweater still rode high leaving her nude from the underside of her breasts to her smallish feet.
I was on her in an instant, animalistically catching Chrystal while scrambling towards her on all fours. I locked my hands around the back of her thighs pressing my face against her huge left ass cheek. I bit and nibbled at the under cuff of that cheek as she fell forward supporting herself by pressing her palms flat against the wall. Chrystal shuddered fighting to face me as she hooked a leg over my shoulder allowing me direct access to her snatch. I went after her clit like a madman sending her right over the edge as her shrieks echoed across the corridor. I slowly stood taking advantage of her doubled jointed nature as her leg remained hooked over my shoulder, fully impaling the thick blonde. Her shapely leg was trapped between us as I stole another deep, soul kiss from Chrystal. Our bodies fit together in perfect symmetry as I positioned myself to get maximum penetration grabbing her right breast with one hand and a monstrous, juicy ass cheek with the other. This had the effect of trapping Chrystal between my arms as I played her delicious body like a sexual cello. We went at it like this until her weight became a factor necessitating a dip of both knees on my part so that Chrystal could hook the other leg over my shoulder as I stood entering her honeypot from the bottom.
The symbiotic energy between us was incredible as I held her aloft pinned to the wall almost solely by my member. Chrystal locked her arms around my neck allowing me to do the same to her abdomen as her legs locked in the small of my back. Her expansive derriere was supported by my fingers imbedded in her succulent flesh. She slid along my length with her butt wetly smacking into my pelvis at uneven intervals. After five minutes of this, it became apparent that she was using her weight to force me down to the floor. Once I was on my back and her feet planted on either side of my hips, Chrystal squatted over me driving her huge ass down onto me in a piledriving motion. The sound of her butt slamming against me was all I could hear. Chrystal took me from stem to base, planting her dead weight into my crotch. Seems she was as intent on fucking my brains out as I was, perhaps trying to change her fate. Her eyes were shut tightly while she gritted her teeth rolling her hips against me. I drew my legs up getting my knees under her buttocks. I bucked up into her sex with wild abandon changing the equation again.
This had the effect of negating Chrystal's movements, muting her momentum and visibly frustrating her. She dismounted storming into our kitchen upending some errant boxes left behind at the end of the corridor. I found her rummaging through the cabinets over the kitchen sink, inadvertently knocking some bottles of spices and other odds and ends. Her erratic behavior soon made sense as she turned pushing a bottle of olive oil into my hands. I stared at the narrow bottle quizzically for a few seconds as Chrystal pushed roughly past me, half staggering towards the bedroom. She stopped for a second leaning in the doorframe watching me pensively before disappearing inside. It was at that point I realized the innate, almost inhuman stamina I'd been displaying up until this moment. Her mother Carry Anne had supposedly duped Chrystal into allowing her to sleep with me under the pretense of making me better in bed then I'd ever been before. I stood there holding that bottle of olive oil wondering if perhaps it wasn't true. Wondering where I'd end up after Chrystal was gone from my life, after that fateful weekend.
Chrystal was there on our bed waiting with her enormous butt pointed in my direction. Her positioning on the bed with her chest and abdomen riding low to the sheets with her hips raised high, shapely legs splayed apart. Her remaining pieces of clothing rested at the foot of the bed. My ex-girlfriend didn't bother looking back at me knowing what was on display was all that was needed to prompt me into action. Didn't move when the oil was slathered all over her slightly jiggling backside, drizzling down between her ponderous cheeks soiling the sheets below. Finally, Chrystal quietly reached back pulling at her left cheek revealing her backdoor. In this single solitary second, Chrystal McIntyre reminded me wholly of her mother, Carry Anne McIntyre. Self-assured, confident to a fault in regards to her sexual prowess. I was reminded of all the conversations we'd had about being ideally suited to one another physically. It all seemed so prophetic in these seconds as her nails dug into the bedding as I bottomed out. The base of my endowment rested against the supple, pronounced curve of her rear end.
"Please...do it."
My hands covered Chrystal's shoulders from the back while my body draped over her own, digging deep. A guttural whine escaped her lips as I locked my legs in place, taking her from behind as she mutely requested. That bleating cry became loud, distressed sounding cries of pain and pleasure as I recalled not engaging in much anal sex prior to the weekend at her parent's home. I wondered if perhaps it was something else kept hidden away by Chrystal. The view of her massive heart shaped rear was intoxicating to the eye. She was positioned for maximum impact as I pounded and drove my tumescence home with authority. Chrystal pulled and clawed at the bedding drawing the blankets and sheets into a lump along with one of the pillows. My inner thighs had long since tightened up, almost painfully so as the beginnings of another monumental orgasm mounted. She appeared to sense this raising up on all fours pushing back into my forward motion.
"Oh yeah, you're pushing my button, fucking me so fucking hard, making me cum on your thick cock like you always have, motherfucker! Letting my mommy FUCK, YOU was the WORST DECISION I've EVER MADE!! Oh please, keep fucking me like this! OOOOHHHH, IT'S COMING!! Give it to me; cum for me this one LAST time. Just one more time before it's-AAAAWWWWW FUCK!!" Chrystal exploded spraying our sheets and my crotch as she came hard. She flushed crimson going into a screaming fit that triggered me to the ninth degree as I began erupting several molten bursts inside her backdoor before I pulled out completely glazing the junction between her monstrous cheeks. Chrystal clapped her two huge, halves together creating a web-like lattice between her gluteal cleft. We collapsed onto our disheveled bed with Chrystal caring little that she was covered by me. My tortured member was cradled happily in her rear cleft. I was thoroughly trashed, mouth breathing; Chrystal was sobbing into the sheets, her face hidden from view.
"Baby, you okay?"
"Tell me." She mumbled face down in a pillow.
"Huh?" I was still reeling from post coital bliss as my eyes roamed over her prone figure lying among the ruffled blankets and sheets on our bed. I'd only meant to comfort Chrystal. She rolled over staring at my face looking as distressed as she had before we'd fell into bed together.
"I'm better than her."
"Chrystal?"
"I'm better than my mother, right?" Her features were strained and crazed looking. I was thrust back days earlier to the conclusion of a threesome with her mother, Carry Anne. It was then, she'd first asked the question of me. I'd refused to answer out of spite, enraging Chrystal. I'd refused out of anger after finding out she'd known what was going to happen the entire time.
"..." Now, I was refusing to answer because I just didn't want to. She sat up pulling some sheets over her nudity waiting for an answer.
"I'M BETTER THAN HER!!" Chrystal screamed in my face.
I glared back remaining silent, watching as Chrystal ran her fingers through her hair doing a slow burn. Her knuckles went white as she balled up fists striking the bed in a muted tantrum. I could swear that I heard her growling through gritted teeth as she sat on the edge of the bed facing the wall. She got up without a word exiting the room. Moments later the shower was running as I took stock of the situation. She wanted that validation and I wasn't keen on giving it to her at any cost. Maybe the scintillating tryst we'd just experienced was her last ditch effort to get what she wanted from me days earlier. She was dying for that justification and it was my duty as I saw it to keep that from her. Chrystal was used to getting her way even in the best of times, so this had to be excruciating. Part of me wanted to run into that bathroom and tell her what she wanted to hear, but it would invalidate my own humanity. I sat there against the back of the headboard, frozen inactive. She appeared dressed, profile first in my open doorway stomping by for a few seconds followed by the loud slamming of the apartment door. The loud impact of the heavy door hung in the air after she was gone.
"Fuck you Carry Anne." I got up making sure the door was locked, staring out at the darkened streets feeling every bit as lonely as I was physically alone. I thought about the matriarch of the McIntyre family wondering if even now Chrystal was arguing with her about their faux rivalry. I was a jumble of emotion regretting my decision not to give her what she wanted. Her mother Carry Anne never would have asked me that question. I sat on my couch noticing a familiar sight on my coffee table. The large bong had remained from my earlier indiscretions with two other members of Chrystal's family. I wondered what happened while I was sleeping that made Catherine Brennan leave with her screwball granddaughter in tow. I couldn't help but feel like some jumpoff for all of these women. Images of Carry Anne, Chrystal, Courtney and Catherine Brennan flowed through my mind; moreover, their massive derrieres and other attributes. Whatever the case, I didn't feel as if I'd seen the last of these women.



"Huh?" I'd gone to pick up the bong from my coffee table, noticing a folded piece of paper instead. It was a note from Chrystal.
"I'm leaving but I'm so sad. I fucked it all up between us by letting my mother inside what we had. I don't want it to end like this; I want to feel you inside me one last time. I'm taking an internship on the west coast for six weeks. Maybe we can talk when I get back." She was in the process of leaving when I came back suddenly. I guess she'd forgotten the note on the table as she left in a huff.
I found a few of Courtney's personal effects gathering them up on the table. I retrieved a box from the outside stoop placing the things inside along with her bong. My practical side took over as I continued picking up my place before catching a shower. Multiple images, memories of these thick women continued to haunt my thoughts. Carry Anne's own account of her personal history while detailed still left some questions to be answered. She'd supposedly coerced her daughter, bullied her way into our bed and chided me for not going along with her plans in the long run. I resolved to put things behind me somehow even as juxtaposed images of multiple women of the McIntyre in the buff plagued my consciousness. The sound of my phone ringing interrupted my inner dialogue as I emerged from the shower. I can't lie, I half hoped it was Chrystal so that we could properly hash things out.
"Hello?"
"COME ON DOWN AND PICK YOUR GIRL UP!!" Loud, blaring tunes, some of what people called mumble rap assailed my ears making me pull the phone away from my ears.
"HELLO-WHO IS THIS?!!"
"Mike, look I'm a bouncer down at the Indigo Room, and you need to come pick your girl up, bro!! She been drinking like a fish and making trouble!! I was about to call the cops when I found her phone on the floor!!"
"WHAT? WHAT'S THIS ALL ABOUT, MIKE?!!" I'd barely made out his name.
"Blonde, BIG OLE' BOOTY with a SHITTY, PRINCESS ATTITUDE!!"
"Chrystal?"
"WHATEVER, YOU COMING TO GET THIS FEMALE OR WHAT?!!" Even though he was yelling, there was this sense of desperation in his voice.
"Yeah man, what's the address?"
I got dressed dialing up an Uber to the outskirts of the downtown area and the Indigo Lounge. It was situated in the lobby of a skyscraper, packed to the gills with undulating bodies of the young, pretty and affluent. I figured Chrystal decided to drink her worries away before leaving on her internship. The lounge was this separate lower area of the building lobby that looked like somewhat of an afterthought. There were people everywhere mashed together in a living mess that had to be seen to be believed. The floor was littered with a multitude of flyers for other parties. There was still a line of people waiting almost a block long to get into the place. Mike had instructed me to circumvent the line by traveling to a side door off the alley. I noticed a group of people doing some blow near a dumpster as the rear door opened revealing bouncer Mike. The brother was a living tower of muscle stuffed into a simple black t-shirt reading "SECURITY" holding a Maglite in one hand. We traversed a stark, narrow corridor filled with random people as I grew anxious. Bouncer Mike explained that he and his team intervened because my ex-girlfriend caused a disturbance when she drunkenly decided to give lap dances to a group of professional football players nearly causing a riot when security got involved. After securing her phone, she'd pointed at my number. I wasn't sure Chrystal would even go home with me, but I felt responsible for her situation.
"Oh, fuck me." I found Carry Anne lying on a small couch in the manager's office.
"Not what you expected obviously; so, close your fucking mouth and take me to my hotel, darling." Carry Anne demanded slurring her words.
She was wearing a loose fitting up of a silky pajama top and matching bottoms. Carry Anne's body was partially hidden under a light, satiny overcoat. Bouncer Mike just shrugged his shoulders wanting her gone to end his moral responsibility. He also mentioned Carry Anne grabbing his penis. I endured a suspicious look from my driver as Mike help prop Carry Anne up in the back seat.
"I'm just dropping you off at your hotel, that's all." I mentioned five minutes after we'd pulled off.
"You smell good."
"Cut it out ma'am!!" I tried to be rude, but Carry Anne drunkenly laughed it off, sliding down in her seat. She was mostly quiet as we continued on serenaded by the driver's music. Harvest for the World by Jewell flowed through the Prius as we pulled into the valet area of Carry Anne's hotel.
"So, what are we doing now, bright eyes?" She still seemed out of it lying at a forty-five-degree angle which made her head look painfully awkward sitting up vertically.
"We're here, you just go on up to your room and sleep it off."
"Great concept buddy; needs a little work like how I'm gonna get into that lobby."
"Just walk the fuck in, Carry Anne, how's that?" I stared at her slightly flushed countenance noticing her features shiny with sweat. She blew lazily at a few of the blonde strands drifting down into her face.
"No prince charming; not going to carry me across the threshold of my hotel suite."
"No."
"No, that's it?" She perked up a little bit, surprised at my stern answer.
"No, Carry Anne."
"Well, ain't this some shit?" I didn't say anything looking away from her drunken countenance, weary of her games.
Carry Anne stared pointedly at me for a few seconds, then over at our driver, some older looking gentleman of middle eastern descent. The driver didn't seem to want to get involved peering down at his phone. Carry Anne scoffed slowly righting herself into a full sitting position before pushing the door open glaring daggers back at both of us. The thick curvaceous, mature fumbled with the satiny material of the pajama styled top and her thin, overcoat. I couldn't help but notice the muted, rubbery jiggle of her breasts as she worked to place a foot on the curb.
"Bitch boy." She muttered under her breath leaning out of the Prius suddenly toppling out of the car in a heap on her side. It looked painful as her feet followed her head leaving one of her heels in the bottom of the back seat.
"CARRY ANNE!!" I jumped out of the car running to her aid without thought as our driver took the opportunity to peel out taking her shoe with him.
She lay on the pavement looking like a homicide victim, unmoving and silently passive as if waiting for someone to draw a chalk line around her body. I paused for a second before gathering her up in my arms. Carry Anne was conscious but limp in my grasp worrying me for a second before her blue eyes regarded me. Some bellhops emerged from the hotel along with a diminutive manager, all side eyeing me with suspicion. I felt slighted for an instant before mentally gathering myself.
"The key is in my pocket, number 1535." She gasped.
"Ma'am are you okay; would you like medical attention or an ambulance?" The manager asked trying her best not to appear inappropriate in regards to my race. I cursed myself for being uneasy, but it was a reflective instinct passed down from generations. The other thing nagging at me that I couldn't get out of my mind was how much she looked like the little old psychic lady from that Poltergeist movie.
"No, my daughter's fiance will take me to my room; now be a dear and piss off." Carry Anne's head rolled on a swivel as she insulted the other hotel employees, raising a weak middle finger.
"Cut it out." I whispered into her ear as two security guards appeared.
"Take me to my room; take me to bed, darling." I noticed people's ears perk up as she spoke responding with a nervous smirk and dismissive shrug of the shoulders.
"You're drunk, Carry Anne."
"Don't deflect, you have nothing to fear from them; these people are insignificant hourly mouth breathers."
"Don't be mean."
"Why not, you and my daughter have no doubt, labeled me the bad guy in our little drama, haven't you?"
Despite the insults hurled their way, the guards flanked us as I carried Carry Anne across the lobby to the elevator bay. Her hand drifted up caressing the base of my scalp despite my silent protestations. I felt embarrassed, felt like people would assume I was some sort of "cabana boy" for the wealthy mature. Something inside was goading me to explain myself to the people watching this public display. Carry Anne seemed to find the proceedings humorous cupping the underside of my chin lovingly.
"Stop!"
"But you're so beautiful, darling."
"Please ma'am; just stop fucking with me, alright?" She shifted in my grasp locking both of her arms around my neck. Carry Anne peered over my back at the security guards and the manager.
"Tell me you are aren't following me? Tell me you three "employees" aren't treating me like a fucking teenager even after I said everything was okay here? Do I really have to place a call to Sam Smidt, your general manager or maybe I should make a call to Mr. Fujiyama of MTH Corp in Japan. He's one of the senior members of a company that employs the firm that runs this hotel. I've entertained both of those gentlemen in my home. Don't believe me, check the corner of your fucking paychecks." I could feel her threats ripping through the hotel staff as the double doors to the elevators opened. I stepped inside turning to face the wilting staff in the lobby. They were already creeping away from Carry Anne unwilling to look her in the face.
"Hurts so good, walk it off, bitch." She had to get in a last barb as the elevator doors closed.
"You didn't have to do that." I scolded.
"They deserved it for acting like cunts; I can't stand their brand of unmitigated "group think" and I'm even thinking about doing an economic drive by on their asses in the morning. They acted like you were a criminal."
We didn't talk as the doors opened. I carried her down the corridor stopping as she fished the card out of her coat unlocking the door with a swipe. The interior of her suite was luxurious and spacious, reserved for V.I.P and celebrity guests. It was a presidential suite, a house within the building ultra-modern in design trimmed in gold. She nodded in the direction of her bedroom giving me pause, but quickly began tapping my chest to let her down. Carry Anne began retching loudly, cupping both hands over her mouth. I was physically savvy locking my arms around her waist dragging her into the closest restroom. She barely made it to the toilet regurgitating in spectacular fashion all over the top of the commode before she managed to pry the top up still spewing vomit everywhere. Carry Anne was miserable as she prayed to the "Porcelain Goddess". It was weird watching her in this vulnerable position prostrate with her huge ass raised in the air. The overcoat drifted to the side revealing the matching satiny material of her pajama bottoms. The kneeling fetal position caused them to ride down until the top of her deep gluteal cleft and hard tan lines were starring me in the face.
"DON'T LOOK AT ME!!" Carry Anne blurted out before another deluge started. Her karma for throwing her weight around had returned in dramatic fashion. She was miserable, bellowing into the toilet like some dying animal. I reached under a shelf in the large bathroom placing a few towels on the sink beside her. It was my intent to take my leave, mission accomplished.
"Don't leave me, please; just stay a little while longer." She begged under her breath, contrite to a fault.
"I have to go."
"I-I promise I won't do anything; just stay a little while and watch over me." She'd reached up grabbing a towel from the adjacent sink, wiping her lips.
"I don't know, Carry Anne."
"I might vomit in my sleep and choke to death on it; you want to explain that to Chrystal? Please stay until I go to sleep; then you can leave."
"Okay."
We were in that bathroom for close to thirty minutes as Carry Anne continued getting the worst of it lending credence to the theory that one of her many suitors had managed to dose her with something. It seemed the voluptuous mature wanted some company while getting through the worst of it. I was even coerced into holding her hair as she continued vomiting before carrying her to her bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed staring down at her feet lost in thought. I peeled the thin coat away from her shoulders like some second skin, draping it over a desk chair near the panoramic window facing out towards the city nightline. The other wall adjacent was one massive mirror from the ceiling to the plush carpeting covering the floor. My gaze wandered back to the beautiful misanthrope as she ran a few fingers through her hair looking lost. One of her shoulders was exposed revealing that she hadn't been wearing a brassiere while out on the town. Her lack of underwear attributed much to the theory that Carry Anne had been out on the town looking for action.
"Do you really hate me, for what I did?" She asked out of nowhere as I pulled a terrycloth robe from the closet.
"You're tired, you need sleep ma'am." I ignored the question wrapping the robe around her shoulders.
"I can't apologize; I'm sorry for being weak, but I wanted you so much after that first time."
"It's okay; let it go."
"I shouldn't have pushed my daughter into sharing the man she loved with me; that was wrong, but I can't say I'm sorry for it. You don't know how it felt to have what I'd been missing for so long. Not since Grant, not since that time I'd fucked his brains out on my psychiatric couch. It was just like the first time that handyman pushed his thing inside of me when I was eighteen; sorry, but I came the second you penetrated me, darling."
"Carry Anne!"
"I'm not trying anything, I swear; just say you don't hate me." She looked up into my eyes, pleading without word for some measure of forgiveness.
"I don't hate you."
"But you'll never love me either."
Her face eerily like her daughter's seemed to crack under the pressure of her internal demons as crows' feet appeared at the corners of her eyes and lips. She grimaced turning away from me rolling into a ball. I glanced over at the door finding it hard to leave. I knew that I was playing into her hands, but my white knight dictated my actions as I reached down pulling the comforter over her body. She was already crying to herself offering nothing more for me to think about. I stood over her dimming the lights in the luxury bedroom until only the city lights were prevalent. Carry Anne ensnared a pillow cuddling with it between her legs as I found a seat on the floor with my back against the mirrored wall. I don't know which of us was asleep first.
************************************************************************************
"Wake the fuck up."
I found myself still in a sitting position wrapped in the same comforter I'd placed around Carry Anne. I fumbled about for a few seconds realizing gratefully that I was still clothed under the thick blanket. My body felt like it had been shoved in a box with slivers of aches and pain everywhere. The sound of a running shower filled the room as sunlight shown across my face making me shield my eyes. Carry Anne was standing over me wrapped in the same terrycloth robe. She seemed to be glaring down at me, impassive and almost brooding.
"What time is it?"
"Ten thirty, you've uh, napped long enough." I noticed her skin was glistening from a shower taken right before I'd been roused.
"Shit, it's late; I have to..."
"Have brunch with me." She finished my sentence taking a few steps away from me. Some music was wafting through the hotel room as I stared at my phone.
"It's late."
"It's mid-morning and you must be famished; have a bite and kick rocks. No conspiracy here, darling; it's poolside and wholly decadent. I'm going to have a swim myself before I partake; still got a few cobwebs swirling about in my head, you know."
"You okay?" I was still concerned.
"Two Bloody Mary's already this morning, part of the process along with a few laps to get it together."
"That's not what I mean."
Carry Anne let her robe slide to the carpet revealing the nudity underneath. I was severely affected by the sight of the pear-shaped figure sending jolts to my figure. Her large breasts were capped with thick, erect nipples, the torso two dueling sharp contrasts of tan line color. Carry Anne's hips were wider giving her a striking profile as she glanced noncommittally at me for a few seconds before turning to the bed pulling on a light blue bikini top that had this sort of metallic sheen to the material. She took her time adjusting her breasts inside the top that appeared a size smaller than she needed. Carry Anne's breasts were mashed together in a mouth-watering display with her tan lines visible inches above her cleavage. Her nipples were visible poking against the material of the top. She followed up casually pulling the matching bottoms up her thick, shapely legs, struggling a bit to get bikini into her crotch area. The bikini bottom rode high on her rounded hips as she turned revealing the back to me. Her huge, shapely ass made the bikini look like a thong. Her thumbs hooked into the seam of the bottoms adjusting them into place with a pronounced, rubbery jiggle. Carry Anne faced me again adjusting the hemline without giving me a second look before pulling on a short, sheer robe that stopped just below her crotch.
"I'll be downstairs, come have brunch with me; if you go home, that's okay too. I'm going to get those laps in before the pool gets crowded." Carry Anne stepped into some designer sandals before slinging a large bag over her shoulder as she walked to her bedroom door.
"I left you something on the bed here; be a dear and take care of yourself before coming down to the pool. That could be embarrassing, if you know what I mean, darling." With that, she left me alone in her bedroom, rock hard. My pants were tented in the worst way.
"Fuck me." I admitted defeat to myself finding a pair of board shorts with the tag still attached. The large tan colored shorts were apparently purchased from the hotel's gift shop.
I cursed myself for being weak stripping off my shirt, standing there weighing the options for a few minutes before sliding out of my pants and underwear as I realized the shower was still running. My erection remained a steel bar protruding from my body in a straight line. I facepalmed internally acknowledging the effect of the McIntyre women on me physically. I'd fucked and literally been fucked silly by Carry Anne on several occasions knowing her biblically in very sense of the word. Yet despite this, she was still able to get a strong reaction from me simply by displaying her figure. My fingers encircled the base of my cock as I considered Carry Anne's parting words.
"Tasty, what do we have here?" The shower had stopped without me being aware as I found Courtney standing in the doorway wrapped in a towel.
"What the fuck?" I snatched the board shorts hiding my tumescence by placing them in front of my crotch.
"Don't stop on my account; I hope you don't mind if I watch though, fucker man." Courtney shook the excess water out of her multi-colored mane walking glibly by me to the mirrored wall. Her own inherited butt was fully exposed hanging low under the hem of the towel. My eyes zeroed in on the large rubbery sway of her cheeks noticing some reddened goose bumps. All things considered, Courtney's own pear shape had nothing on her mother and older sister. She opened the sliding door slightly reaching inside to remove a one piece bikini. It matched the color and metallic sheen of Carry Anne's bikini.
"What's going on here; you and Carry Anne ain't gonna be starting with me today!"



"Relax fucker man, I was in the jacuzzi, okay dude? Don't call the pigs on me, man; don't get it twisted or nothing, homie. Me and mom were chilling in there; it's the only jacuzzi in this room. Don't spaz out on me fucker man; no conspiracy here brother!! Take a chill pill and come on down for a swim." Her expression was almost indecipherable along with her stoner talk.
"Miss me with that fucker man shit!"
"Whatever you say, calm the fuck down already, geez fucker man." She stepped into the swim suit pulling it over her curves.
"Why do you keep calling me that?!"
"Ask my grandma; look, there's an extra key on the bedside table here. I'm ghost before you start criminalizing my big ass like you did my mom."
"What bitch?"
"I'm outta here man; do us both a favor and fuck off back to your dinky, little apartment." Courtney was checking herself out in the mirror, finally deciding to pull the one piece higher on her hips before exiting the room behind Carry Anne. Her own big, meaty cheeks jiggling in the forced thong as she slammed the door behind herself.
I was left behind with the board shorts in my hand feeling stupid and insulted Courtney got the last word in getting the best of me. I stood there in my birthday suit bristling at the eighteen year old's words. I felt exposed, embarrassed and in the mood to give a little back. I slid into the shorts tossing my clothing on the mattress. I stared real hard at the room key on the bedside table, before snatching it up to leave the room. Carry Anne had thought ahead leaving some flip flops at the foot of her bed. I wondered if I were playing into her hands as the suite door closed behind me. There were a few people in the corridor along with some occupied housekeeping carts. I checked my phone as I strolled to the elevators finding the battery had died during the night. The hotel was immense, almost a world unto itself as I traversed the lobby to the poolside area. I was struck by visual of the large rectangular, outdoor pool in relation to the surrounding skyscrapers. Kind of an urban canyon for the affluent visitors to this five star hotel. The pool was sparsely populated none the less with a few guests, but more were arriving even as I found Carry Anne sitting at the far end of the pool in one of the cabañas. She appeared to have a full table to herself, sitting there reading a magazine. This weird feeling crept over me the moment she came into view.
I felt like creeping away, escaping back to my life unwilling to concede the unspeakable in the morning sunlight. I was overly anxious struggling to contain myself as a familiar jolt danced about my loins involuntarily. Carry Anne's blue eyes were hidden behind some vintage Horn-Rimmed shades as she reclined in the seat resting her chin on her fist. My heart was thumping like crazy filling like it would burst from my chest as I walked towards her. The table before her was its own mini-buffet, stocked with possibly everything you could want for breakfast. I fumbled with my inert phone as I approached the beautiful mature, wholly intimidated.
"Have a seat darling." Carry Anne said without looking up from her magazine. The lingering odor of marijuana hung around the table. There was a half smoked joint in an ashtray on the table as I noted numerous "Do Not Smoke" signs within view of the cabana as I sat across from her. I expected her to say something, be her usual snarky self, but she continued reading.
"Part of the process-I uhm, mean about the joint?" I felt like I had to break the ice.
"Sure."
"Feeling better; I uhm, I mean after last night? You were out of it, just concerned is all ma'am." Carry Anne closed the magazine rolling it into a tube as she regarded me. The stark look on her face gave me pause as she slowly removed her shades placing them on the table.
"Thanks for helping me out last night, I really appreciated it darling. I'm hitting the pool, you can do whatever you like."
Carry Anne stood undoing the sash on the sheer robe covering her bikini. I watched her casually fold and place the garment over the back of her chair without regarding me at all. There were other patrons at the pool caught up in the decadent reveal as Carry Anne walked to the pool edge dipping a foot in testing the water temperature. She cut an impressive figure in the form fitting bikini which caught the sunlight. Her back was to me giving me an unobstructed view of her spectacular butt as she waded into the glistening water which worked wonders in tandem with the metallic sheen of her suit. She submerged as a few male onlookers seemed to edge closer for a better look. Carry Anne did several laps back and forth with athletic grace that spoke to a past on her school's swim team before her more prurient interests took hold. I was as entranced as the other spectators noticing one large, rotund woman leading her teenage son away from the pool in a headlock. At the adjacent side of the pool, this hulking, roided out brother was shedding his t-shirt in anticipation of joining Carry Anne. The dreadlocked monstrosity gave me pause as I involuntarily shifted in my seat.
"Looks like you missed your chance; how does it feel to be outclassed." Courtney's head dipped into my field of vision blocking my view.
"Excuse you?!" I feigned ignorance watching the buff lothario wade over to Carry Anne with this shit eating grin on his face. The guy looked familiar, but I couldn't place him. Courtney was standing a little closer than I was comfortable with as the stud took Carry Anne's hand gingerly shaking it.
"Yeah, looks like you're forgotten fucker man; Mom's gonna tear that guy's cock off for sure. Guess you go in the bargain bin, homie." Her stoner like speaking voice was grating as she stole a piece of toast off my plate.
"You're talking to me, right?"
"Yeah, I think you OWE ME an apology babe; you need to be REALLY SINCERE too. I'm in a MOOD and you don't want to take me there."
"Huh, what?" I feigned ignorance looking away from her as Courtney's irritating half giggle snort filled the air. Carry Anne and the guy were floating in the center of the pool getting along famously. She was floating in place kicking her legs while he held onto her midsection pretending to give her pointers on swimming. Anyone watching could see the way he was hungrily eyeing the swell of her huge ass.
"I'm TALKING to YOU fucker man." Courtney interjected, angrily obscuring my view again.
"Uhm, where do I know you from again, hon?" I punctuated my disrespect by making it a point to look everywhere but her face. I was hit in the face with a handful of home fries from one of the plates on the table. Courtney scurried away quickly with a sort of shuffling gait before I'd even recovered. Her own, prominently huge backside getting its fair share of attention as she went. I was glad she was gone turning my attention back to the pool. Carry Anne and her admirer were on the far side. She was sitting on the edge with her shapely legs in the water. He was floating in the pool between her outstretched thighs. I was filled with the urge to walk over and stomp on his head while he was still in the water, but common sense prevailed. The stud could probably take me down with ease and there was no way I was adding to Carry Anne's inflated ego. I noticed his hands on her inner thighs and she didn't seem to mind one bit. I figured I'd seen enough when she leaned in giving him a light peck on the lips.
"Fuck it."
"Huh?" My phone was missing from the table, the culprit obvious by her absence.
There was no way Courtney could get into my phone, but I was compelled to attempt to stop her from reaching the elevator. I found familiar faces in the crowded lobby in the form of a couple of the security guards from last night. A guest services agent was already picking up a phone at the front desk. I instinctively slowed my power walking pursuit to a crawl panicking as I caught sight of Courtney in front of the opening elevator double doors. Our eyes met for a second as she entered the car turning to face me with a middle finger extended. She waved goodbye with an annoying cutesy smile as the doors closed in my face. My panic increased tenfold as I realized Courtney would have access to my clothing and wallet. I glanced across the lobby spotting Courtney's mother already being led away to another elevator by her own prince charming. The shit eating grin on his face would almost make you think he'd won the lottery. The manager at the front desk and some subordinates were also watching Carry Anne's progress. The security guards' eyes were also glued to Carry Anne, who'd left her robe poolside.
"Bro, you see the fucking ass on that lady?" One asked the other who nodded in silent agreement as the elevator doors closed. I was familiar with the wishful expressions on their faces.
The elevator ride seemed to take forever as I worried, wondering what Courtney was trying to accomplish by taking my phone. The last time I'd seen her, the nineteen-year-old seemed contrite about trashing my home among other things, begging to be allowed into my bed alongside her grandmother, Catherine Brennan. I hurried along the corridor to the presidential suite fumbling for access card in my pocket. A few guests walked by giving me the side eye as I dropped the card a few times before I managed to press it against the door lock.
"Shit." I was greeted with a red light trying it over and over realizing I was locked out of the room containing my clothes.
"Who is it?!" Courtney's voice sung from the opposite side of the door.
"YOU-You know who it is; let me in!!"
The sound of shifting locks greeted my ears as Courtney cracked the door smiling up at me with this impish aura about her person. She looked me over with a mischievous grin revealing the gap in her teeth. I jerked at the door, but she had a deadbolt in place. Again, I was undated with her weird stoner's laugh as she thoroughly enjoyed herself. I lost it trying to reach into the narrow space between the door, but Courtney was too nimble jumping back from the door.
"What the fuck you want?" She taunted.
"MY STUFF!" I futilely tried the door again.
"Is that right? Well, you gotta pay the cost to be the boss, fucker man."
"Whu-What?!"
"Boardshorts please."
"Excuse me?"
"Lose the shorts, fucker man." My heart leapt into my throat at the thought of her suggestion. I pounced on the door shaking it with more force than before as Courtney giggled uncontrollably half snorting. The curvy teen figured she had me right where she wanted me, and she was correct in that assumption as an elderly woman peered out into the hallway a few seconds later. We exchanged glances for a few minutes. The elderly woman's mouth was agape in silent horror before she dipped back inside her room slamming her door loudly. I was sure a call was being placed to security.
"Courtney!" I whispered into the slight space between the door.
"Get NAKED or KICK ROCKS, fucker man!!" She shouted with authority, her words reverberating into the corridor. I could hear the elevator approaching and Carry Anne was even now, somewhere getting stuffed. There would be no one to stop me from being tossed on the street by security. Getting home miles away would be a daunting task in only boardshorts and flipflops with no money or identification.
"You heinous, bitch." I mumbled, defeated.
Her tone-deaf zombie giggled assailed my ears as I dug my thumbs into the elastic waistband of my shorts slipping them down slowly. I stopped quickly as a family suddenly appeared walking by with a muted greeting. My heart was pounding in my chest so hard, it felt like I would have a coronary. Courtney kept laughing through it all as I reacted yanking at the door knob to no avail as she wisely kept out of arm's reach. I looked around gritting my teeth as I went into a squatting position shedding my board shorts. Through the narrow space in the door, Courtney motioned for me to stand up snapping her fingers in quick succession until I complied standing up with my hands over my junk. She motioned for me to toss my shorts inside the suite using this hand gesture like she was going to catch a football with this incredulous smile on her face. I nodded in the negative vigorously.
"I'll call security."
"FUCKING BITCH!" I tossed her the shorts in total defeat, desperately pressing my covered groin against the suite door. Courtney was definitely taking the victory lap in this situation.
"What?" Courtney kicked the door shut in my face without warning, leaving me high and dry in the corridor with my ass exposed to the world. I tried the door panicking as I heard an adjacent door at my back opening. I bolted to the opposite end of the corridor losing a flipflop in the process. An east Indian couple emerged from their room in heated conversation before entering the elevator. Something was poking me in the back which turned out to be a housekeeping cart. In short order, I found myself staring into the shocked face of a room attendant.
"Uhm, sorry about this ma'am." The short, pimply faced young woman had her radio up to her lips speaking in Spanish. I didn't speak the language but made out the word security. I retreated back to the suite, scared I was seconds from being arrested. I was a fool for tossing my shorts to Courtney in the first place.
"Courtney, please-COURTNEY?!!" The elevator bell sounding in the distance signaled the arrival of security. I tried the door knob, shaking it in a mad frenzy as the double doors of the elevator opened. The suite door opened unexpectedly causing me to topple onto my face as I fell inside the suite. The heavy door closed behind me with a loud thud as I looked up finding Courtney's one piece swimsuit on the plush carpeting. I stood up gathering myself realizing I was holding the nineteen year old's suit before flinging it away in disgust. I power walked to Carry Anne's bedroom finding Courtney waiting there for me. She was nude.
She was lying prone on her belly spread eagle like some mythical sphinx with this lazy smile on her face. There was a bit of the whimsical in her demeanor as she regarded me resting her chin on her fists. My clothing that had been left on the bed was missing. My phone was resting directly in front of her facing me. I snatched it up finding it out of service even though I'd been charging it when she stole it.
"Where's my clothes?" Courtney shrugged without a word. I ignored her opening the closet finding only women's clothing inside while she barely stifled her stoner's giggle.
"Okay you've had your fun, where are my clothes?"
"How should I know, fucker man?"
"BECAUSE YOU TOOK THEM, COURTNEY!" She was unfazed at my outburst, casually regarding me.
"Oh yeah, I did, didn't I fucker man; sorry, but I'm having some trouble with my short term memory lately." I walked over to the dresser tossing clothing from the drawers, finding nothing. My phone felt lighter than it should, so I peeled off the back finding the battery missing.
"Where's my fucking battery?"
"Where's your sim card; oops?" Courtney facepalmed at her little joke as I figured it was time for her to make her play.
"What the fuck are you on, Courtney? What's going on bitch; mad I didn't fuck you the last time we saw each other? Sorry but your grandma wore me out, babe." I laid it out on the table, tired of games and intent on sticking it to her once again. I noticed a quick flush of emotion when I mentioned Catherine.
"See, that mouth is what got you into trouble fucker man; you should have been humble and apologized for what you did to Grams, but NOOOOO; you just keep making it worse!!" There was this sarcastic smile on her face, but she was talking through gritted teeth.
"I fucked your grandmother, your mother and your older sister; you think you're next, huh? In case you forgot, I had your weak ass, too Courtney."
"Weak?!" She rolled on her side giving me a glimpse of her naked torso, semi-flat abdomen and puffy looking muff. I noticed some tiny tattooed writing etched above her womanhood.
"WEAK!!"
"Motherfucker..." She grinned through gritted teeth averting her yes elsewhere unwilling to further acknowledge the blow to her ego. I remembered myself looking around the floor of the bedroom.
"Where's those boardshorts?"
Courtney nodded towards a half opened, sliding window. I followed her gaze peering out of the window already knowing the outcome of my query. The swim shorts were some stories down on the lawn in front of the hotel. There was a landscaper mowing the lush grass with one of those tractor like lawnmowers. He was wearing some large headset failing to realize that his mower was ripping my boardshorts to shreds and littering the lawn.
"That is really FUCKED UP Courtney; you throw the rest of my clothes down there too?"
"If I did something like that, there would be nothing to barter with; now would there, fucker man?"
"Stop calling me that."
"But that's ALL YOU DO; all you've EVER DONE TO MY FAMILY...you just FUCK US!! Well, I'm done waiting in line asshole; I want what's COMING TO ME, RIGHT FUCKING NOW!! I want that same shit you did to Grams, and I want it NOW!! That's right asshat; pay the COST to be the BOSS; do me right, FUCKER MAN!!"
"Fuck you."
"That's right, or would you rather leave without shit?"
"Fuck you, Courtney; I'll tell your mother. I'll tell Carry Anne." She was sitting in the bed on her haunches running a hand through her bicentennial hued locks. Courtney guffawed at my threat loud and unevenly with the weird, decidedly sinister meaning behind it clear as day.
"Mom don't give a fuck; she hates you now, or hadn't you picked up on that? Right now, she's somewhere screwing that jock guy's brains out or did you miss that memo too, dumbass?!"
"Bitch." Courtney shook her head mouthing something to herself in anger as she leaned over picking up the room phone.
"Want security to come up and get this "crazy black guy" out of my room? You're NAKED as FUCK and probably under the influence of DRUGS or something, too. Those armed rent-a-cops will understand things, right fucker man?"
"Okay, Courtney."
"Okay?"
"O-kay." Her expression softened as the curvy sociopath hung up the receiver. It was always about getting what she wanted at all costs as I witnessed another slice of the McIntyre women psyche. They had all been raised spoiled to the max and entitled. My alleged defiance and the stark revelation of her grandmother as a sexual being had sent her over the edge. Courtney was almost chanting as she crawled about on the bed. She was still facing away from me on all fours, slightly shaking her own huge butt in my face. I glared at the dog print tattoos on the back of her thighs. It seemed all of the women of the Brennan / McIntyre had a basic, pear shaped body type, but you just had to look really close to find the minute physical differences in each one. Courtney was the youngest and possessed more of a doughy, youthful quality to her figure, distinctly flat-chested over a slightly, sloping abdomen which terminated abruptly at her rounded hips. She was only slightly smaller than Chrystal and her mother Carry Anne with matching cheeks that seemed to drift at a forty-five degree angle allowing her prominent peach to appear unfettered. She seemed to be getting off on some perceived power over me, arching her back low to the bed raising her thick ass even higher. There were visible goosebumps from her shoulders down her freckled back to the immense swell of her huge, rubbery looking buttocks.
Courtney's resultant gasp was low initially turning into a shrill whine of shock and surprise as I slowly slid inside up to the hilt until my crotch was wedged against the curve of her rear end. Her nails dug into the bedding while her knees went rubbery as she collapsed on her stomach taking the full brunt of my weight with her. I remained embedded there inside her as she cried out, mostly breathing through the mouth. I raised up assuming a kneeling position with my knees planted firmly on either side of her wide arching hips. Her soft, fleshy thighs were mashed against my knees due to her inherent thickness. I planted my palms on the back of her shoulders unmoving as Courtney tensed up around my girth instinctively adjusting to the intrusion. Her narrow waist twisted a bit causing the deep channel cradling my girth to shift a bit, sliding a little deeper. She was breathing hoarsely, ratcheting up the gasping and whining exhaling through her mouth. Courtney's head was resting on its side, hair hiding her features. I uncovered her round, juvenile looking face noting its flushed, crimson hue. Her own charms, that inherited overly large rear had been forced together by my positioning assuming an oddly erotic shape. The entirety of my endowment was completely hidden by her cheeks. I looked back up at her face zeroing in on her left eye as it rotated looked up into my face, dilated pupil and all.



"Wrong hole."
I began rotating my hips, driving myself into her with this intense grinding motion. I thumped and bottomed out repeatedly, pumping my hips as hard as possible against Courtney. Her thick, meaty ass cheeks bobbed and jiggled against my pelvis changing into a new shape with each thunderous pop of my hips. I concentrated on this new game with her thick ass making it a plaything for my amusement as Courtney cried out as the sound of my crotch smacking her huge butt filled the bedroom. The bed under us dipped inward along with every stroke as I fucked her into the mattress. The curvy, pear shaped teen would drift to the left of the mattress every so often, but I wouldn't follow. I moved in the opposite direction knowing a good portion of myself was intact. Courtney would try to quickly bank in the opposite direction getting the same treatment. Sometimes I'd just roll around on her pale butt which had become extremely sweaty along with her reddened back.
"FUH-FFFAAAAWWWKKK MAAAN, YOU'RE ALL UP IN MA' GUUUH-GUTTTS!!" She groaned after some time.
"Yeah, so?"
"WWWUH-WRONG HOLE, MAN; WROOONG FUCKIN' HOLE, DUUUDE!!" Courtney yelped.
"You stole my clothes and took the battery out of my phone so you could get some dick, didn't you? Now you got a front row seat and you wanna complain about shit. You're like so immature and ungrateful, little bitch! Nothing like your mother and sister, definitely not like granny, Courtney! What a dead fuck!!" All of my words were measured and timed to effect; I'd deliberately decided against speaking after she'd started her blackmail scheme. I doubt she even picked up on the fact that I'd imitated the way she spoke. I took my time getting up finding a seat in the corner adjacent to the bed. I sat there blankly staring everywhere but her face.
"Hey, man?" Courtney sounded confused.
"Dead fuck."
I was tired of the Courtney McIntyre playing mind games with me after invading my home and personal space. She spaced out for a second deep in thought, before standing before me looking dejected. It seemed that she was also haunted by a particular trait shared with her older sister. Courtney wanted to be seen as their equal. I recognized as much, recalling now how she'd made sure to obscure my view of her mother at poolside. This nineteen year old was plain and simply jealous. I spread my thighs apart glancing up at Courtney expectantly. She wasted no time getting down on all fours to fellate me. Timidly at first, Courtney began to work herself into it caring little that I was just in her backdoor. The view added to the excitement with her big ass higher than her shoulders. Her eyes were locked on my face looking for some reaction that I was unwilling to give. I reclined pushing my hips forward into Courtney's face, taking her orally. She locked her limbs in place working her neck and shoulders in tandem with my thrusts. A deluge of precum and saliva bubbled up around her lips drizzling down my shaft onto the plush carpet. My crotch was a mess as Courtney tried to encircle the base of my cock with her fingers.
The girl almost tumbled over appearing afraid as I stood up suddenly, my member still level with her face. Courtney hesitated for seconds before doing her anxious best to throat me. Both of her hands encircled the base of my cock as she lurched forward finding the task daunting. I gathered up her bicentennial hued locks in my fist, rutting about with her gaped mouth unrestricted. It was a litmus test to see how much she would take. I thought about how easily her mother Carry Anne had "trained me" deciding to use that knowledge on her annoying daughter. Courtney's hands squeezed my thighs in panic before going limp, dropping to her sides. Her flat chest and those two matching paw tattoos were covered in oily saliva and precum. I thought about Chrystal's selfishness, willing to pull out all the stops just to get one up on her domineering mother. I slapped my member on both of Courtney's chubby cheeks and her lips smearing my essence on her gap toothed countenance. I remembered trying to fuck Carry Anne into submission after being "pimped out" to one of her friends, only to play into her hands. I'd only amused the mature trophy wife. Now, here I was with her daughter trying to do the same thing. Maybe I was playing into Courtney's hands? I relented releasing her hair to fall all about her head like some red, white and blue curtain.
"What, why'd you stop? I-I can take it; I don't want to be a dead fuck." She nervously pleaded looking shaky. I offered my hand to Courtney who stared at it silently panicking that I was ending things. Her expression read of the fear that perhaps my words were all too true.
I pulled her to her feet with relative ease grabbing her narrow waist, lifting the shorter woman into the air for a deep, soulful kiss. Courtney locked her arms around my neck, molding to my upper torso as hands slid over the swell of her huge butt with all ten of my fingers finding a home in the cuff where the top of her thighs met the bottom of her ass. She tried to lock her legs into the small of my back thinking she'd figured me out, but I had other ideas. Courtney crashed into the mattress under my full dead weight, stuffed with my pulsing girth. She dipped and shook trying to work her hips against me, but I withdrew leaving only the head inside.
"Come on, I-I want it, please...give it to me." She pleaded looking as if she would break into tears.
Gone was the irritating stoner speak I'd come to know from the young, voluptuous ingenue, stripped away this afternoon revealing it as a personal fabrication designed to differentiate Courtney from her familial peers. My hands found the rounded curve of her hips, forcefully pulling her butt off the edge of the bed simultaneously pushing inside Courtney until she was full. I worked the rest of her lower back off the bed capturing both of her ankles spreading her legs apart. Courtney grabbed at the sheets trying to balance herself, doing her best not to tumble onto the carpet. I started pounding her steadily, smashing her muff with thudding, definitive blows. Courtney gasped crying out as her mouth hung open, her face a picture of distress. I turned the nineteen-year-old into a human wishbone swinging my hips into her snatch with the force of a wrecking ball.
She bit into her bottom lip arching her back as I held her lower half aloft. Courtney worked to sit partially up watching my cock sliding in and out of her cunt steadily. She kept staring at my face and my pistoning member as it continuously ravaged her. The muscles in her abdomen flexed as she fell back on the ruffled mattress covering her face with both hands.
"OOOHHHHH GGGAAAWWDD; IT'S SO-SOOOOO MUCCCHH!! I'M FUH-FEEELING, OOOAAAHHHH!!" It seemed I was prodding a verbal response out of her. The bottom of her cushiony cheeks was cradling the base of my cock. Courtney began to glisten with a sheen of sweat catching the sunlight across her body. My balls slapped against the bottom of her butt as I ground into her rotating my hips.
"Oh damn, oh shit you're making it; making muh-me..." Courtney gasped through her fingers as goosebumps appeared on the whole of her body. Her powerful legs flailed, thrashing about out of my grasp as I grabbed her narrow hips driving my cock home with impunity.
"CUMMING, CUMMMMING, CUMMMMMING!! OH, FAAAAWWK ME; KEEP FAWKKKING MY PUSSY LIKE THAT!! SHIT, YOU FUH-FUH-FAAAWKER MAN!!" Her hands dropped clawing at her small, flat breasts while her face twisted into a mask of sensual agony. I hooked Courtney's legs over my shoulders, slamming her down even harder on my cock.
"I told you to stop calling me that."
"SUH-SUH-SOOORRRRRY, OOOOHHHH FAAAWWKKK MAHHHNN!! OH SHIT, I'M CUMMING, CUMMING, CUMMING!!" I didn't say anything wedging myself even further into her snatch. Courtney went into a screaming fit, trembling all over like she was having some sort of seizure. I felt a deluge of wetness inundate my crotch and thighs thinking Courtney was squirting, but quickly realized that she was actually urinating from the stress of my relentless rutting.
"What the fuck, Courtney?!!" I jumped back as she curled into a fetal position, gasping loudly. She sounded like she was hyperventilating as I was reminded once more of the similar fits her mother went into when she orgasmed.
"Sorry, it felt so good that I couldn't hold it in anymore; shit, you're really, REALLY INCREDIBLE!!" Both of her hands were visible between her folded legs massaging her abused snatch.
"You need a diaper or something, bitch?"
"Sorry; fuck man, you really wrecked my pussy. I ain't ever felt nothing like that before."
"No shit?"
Before she could answer, I'd slid my cock along the crack of her huge ass finding entrance anew inside her rear. Courtney looked up at me in shock before facepalming as I took her while she was lying on her side in a fetal position.
Courtney didn't say anything, just cupping a hand over her mouth as I slapped against the hyper-pronounced curve of her giant butt. It was a little different in this position with her ponderous cheeks sandwiching my invading member. Her arm shot out shakily as she softly caressed my forearm in some silent overture seeking mercy. Her mouth was wide open, so much so that I could see her tonsils and the fillings I her wisdom teeth. Courtney clasped her fists in front of her round face almost appearing to be praying. I wondered if her mother were somewhere else getting the same treatment from that roided out jock. I still felt uneven imagining someone banging Carry Anne, uncomfortable that I hadn't thought of Chrystal once since she'd stormed out of my apartment.
Courtney shuddered beneath me succumbing to the repeated thrusts as her huge butt jiggled and shook assuming a variety of stress shapes. The smacking sounds were deafening across the luxury hotel suite. She was already shuddering and shivering as tears streamed across her cheeks.
"Courtney, wanna stop?"
"NUH-NUH, NOOOOOO!! IT'S AAAAAWWWWNNNN, FUCKING GAAAAWWDDD!!" Another climax crept upon the young, zaftig ingenue validating another shared trait with her mother and older sister. All three were multi-orgasmic.
"I-I LIKE IT; FUH-FUCKING LOVE IT!!"
"Like it in the ass?"
"YUH-YEAAAAHHH!!" I didn't know if I believed her knowing I was taking advantage of her apparent desire to be seen on even footing with her older sister and a mother whose shadow loomed large over this family. It was similar manipulation in the same vein as the methods Courtney used after invading my apartment a day earlier. I'd been much easier to manage after she'd duped me into a spiked bong hit. Courtney behaved as if she'd been cheated out of something and I wanted her to know she'd opened a veritable Pandora's box.
Courtney abruptly rolled on her belly dislodging both of us, but I quickly caught her by the nape of her neck sawing my length along her cavernous gluteal cleft as my thighs tightened up. Several ropes of thick ejaculate covered her reddened, slightly pimpled cheeks in varying degrees of intensity. This was always my preferred way of finishing off the McIntyre women. There was just no other way to pay tribute to a big, jiggly, soft ass as big as my torso itself. Courtney was nibbling on her fingertips lying still as I enjoyed the sight of the mess I'd made on her huge butt. She mused with a satisfied smile on her flushed face looking somewhat addled. There was no movement as I fondled and groped her cheeks as much as I wanted.
"It was-good, right?" Courtney asked out of nowhere.
"Huh?"
"Me, you like it with me-doing it with me; I mean I've never made love like that before." Courtney was candid, more than I was comfortable with at the moment. Another Chrystal reminder as she shifted slightly starring at me with an anxious smile showing the gap in her teeth.
"I didn't make love to you; I fucked you."
"Oh?" I got up slowly from the bed as she watched, still maintaining a "deer in the headlights" expression.
"Yeah."
"Well, what if I'd asked you to make love to me?" I walked over to her leaning down to give Courtney a deep, soulful kiss that lasted longer than it should've. She looked like she was on cloud nine as I walked to the bathroom door looking back at her with a burning question.
"Courtney, where are my fucking clothes?" She immediately went into a fit of girlish laughter resuming her fake stoner's laugh.
"Oh, don't worry about that, I uhm-." We were both interrupted as the door to the bedroom opened revealing her mother Carry Anne.
"Courtney, why did you send these clothes to the cleaners?" She walked in with my plastic covered clothing on some hangers. For those few seconds she wasn't paying attention, Carry Anne seemed like you normal, average, run of the mill, mother. She still cut an impressive figure in her bikini and sheer robe looking up at both of us in the nude. Carry Anne's expression dropped as she leveled her gaze at her nude daughter before glaring at me. Courtney jumped out of her mother's bed standing in front of me with her arms outstretched.
"MOMMY, WAIT A MINUTE!!" The teen panicked as Carry Anne looked past her into my face.
"Having fun, lover?" Her tone was acidic, her face stark and devoid of emotion signaling her anger.
"IT'S NOT HIS FAULT MOMMY, I-!!" Carry Anne's palm collided with her youngest daughter's face in a loud, resounding pancake slap. The room fell silent as she looked her cowering daughter in the face examining every facet of features nearly identical to her own.
"Go to your fucking room; I'll be by to talk about this shit with you later."
"But mom, I stole his phone and clothes..." Courtney confessed, receiving an even harder slap to her other cheek in response. She seemed to shrink in front of her mother, her shoulders slumping as she quickly removed my missing phone battery and sim card from a coffee mug on the dresser. She half ran from the room, her sobs echoing outside the door before the other bedroom door slammed.
"You gonna slap me too?"
"Of course, not darling; you didn't need to act out. I'd have taken care of you if you asked; Instead you engaged in some childish display of revenge by fucking my idiot daughter." She laid my clothes on the ruffled bed before removing a cigarette from her bag.
"Revenge?"
"You needn't have worried; that buffoon had already cum in his pants the minute my bikini bottoms came off. So, your jealousy was rather misplaced and highly unwarranted." She lit up blowing a cloud of smoke into my face.
"I wasn't jealous."
"Right." Carry Anne thumped my cock with her pointer finger making it slightly bounce. I was as hard as diamond with a pulsing erection covered in visible veins. I'd become erect, the moment she walked into the room.
"I-wasn't-jealous." I reiterated.
"Have a wash darling; I'm going downstairs to finish this smoke and uh, keep your fucking hands off my daughter." She tightened the sash on her robe intentionally looking away from my face.
"You're the only one who gets to have a taste, huh Carry Anne?" She glanced back at me for a few seconds.
"I'm impartial; you remind me in this instant of a delightful young man I hired in Jamaica to deflower Chrystal on her eighteenth birthday. Pretty little cabana boy with this phenomenal thirteen-inch penis. Chrystal took to it like a fish to water on the third day; girl got attached and twisted because he preferred me over her."
"So, what are you trying to say?"
"Well, Chrystal was so put off by what I'd done that she'd developed this little quirk; asking the men we'd fucked whether or not she was the better between us. She NEVER got the answer she was looking for darling."
"Don't."
"I can hardly wait to find out what the next "boyfriend" tells her."
Carry Anne slammed the door as she left me alone with much to ponder. I took that shower for an extended period of time, still not feeling clean enough afterwards. The luxury suite was empty, I was afraid to check on Courtney as I let myself out reassembling my phone. I didn't know how I felt about the information I'd received wondering if my ex-girlfriend professed her love for those other men as well. Part of me wondered if Carry Anne was just using her therapist powers on me or something. She wanted me to feel marginalized and it was working. I sat in the Uber looking out at the cityscape lost in my thoughts. I was pretty sure it was over now as I told myself that things would get back to normal. Resolved to find a way to put things behind me, focus on my studies and sort it out. I thought about the night I'd met Chrystal and how up until this point it'd seemed special, like fate had stepped in bringing us together. Now I felt that it happened because I was the first black man she ran into. It was all a lark as my phone rang.
"Hello?" It turned out to be an administrative assistant for the dean of students.
"Hi, I'm following up to inform you that an appointment with the dean has been arranged regarding the incident that occurred on campus this past weekend."
"What is this about?"
"Someone, or parties unknown, vandalized the statue of our college founder and committed a number of other pranks across the campus."
"I was off campus for your information."
"Sir, I am just relaying a message, no need to get excited; security has reported visiting your campus apartment over the weekend. The dean of students will speak with you tomorrow regarding the incident at two in the afternoon."
"Sure, okay." Her patronizing tone stabbed at me letting me know there was no point in trying to reason with here. I'd just have to take my chances with the dean of students. I wondered if Carry Anne was already using her influence to stick it to me for screwing her youngest daughter. There were several unanswered messages on my phone.
"Dean Brennan will see you tomorrow at two, don't forget."
"Wait a minute; you're talking about Catherine Brennan, right?" I got this sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.
"Yes, she is the current dean of students and a member of our board of regents." The assistant abruptly hung up in my face as I nearly pissed myself in the back of that taxi. I'd never met her in any capacity before that afternoon in my kitchen and she probably would have introduced herself formally if I hadn't already been strung out and stressed from my situation with her daughter Carry Anne and two of her grandchildren. Fear washed over me along with the memories of exposing myself to this powerful woman who could destroy my future and freedom at the same time. I'd pounced on her partly as payback to my ex-girlfriend and anger at the crazed antics of her granddaughter, Courtney McIntyre. Every bone in my body seized up as I saw my college education flash before my eyes.
END of VOLUME 2
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"Dean Brennan will see you tomorrow at two, don't forget."
"Wait a minute; you're talking about Catherine Brennan, right?" I got this sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.
"Yes, she is the current dean of students and a member of our board of regents." The assistant abruptly hung up in my face as I nearly pissed myself in the back of that taxi. I'd never met her in any capacity before that afternoon in my kitchen and she probably would have introduced herself formally if I hadn't already been strung out and stressed from my situation with her daughter Carry Anne and two of her grandchildren. Fear washed over me along with the memories of exposing myself to this powerful woman who could destroy my future and freedom at the same time. I'd pounced on her partly as payback to my ex-girlfriend and anger at the crazed antics of her granddaughter, Courtney McIntyre. Every bone in my body seized up as I saw my college education flash before my eyes.
BEGINNING of VOLUME 3
BAD M.I.L.F Volume 3-The New Batch Ch. 1
I'd been up most of the night worrying about my collegiate future dosing off three hours before sunrise. I awoke midday with a migraine wondering if security would be waiting to place the cuffs on me after everything, I'd done to the matriarch days prior had me considering a jaunt to the airport and my parent's home. The thought of explaining my predicament was daunting enough that I nixed the idea altogether as I showered. I cursed myself as I got ready, putting on a casual suit afterwards for a meeting that was still an hour away. She had introduced herself cordially enough after being found inside my kitchen, but I was having none of it. Her granddaughter had already done a number on me, so I wasn't having it, thinking the woman was a part of some conspiracy. I pressed the matter for lack of a better term, ending up screwing the older woman to distraction until Courtney appeared interrupting what probably would've lasted well into the night. I hadn't thought much about it after because of back to back episodes with Chrystal and Carry Anne. I packed the items left behind by Courtney into a bag before catching a ride over to the Dean's offices. I was determined to find some inner clarity before the meeting with Catherine but found it awkward shaking my apprehension. There were already people there, even a guy with his attorney. Two security officers were speaking heatedly with a group of students in a huddle making me wonder just how crazy things had gotten outside my campus apartment.
"Hey cutie, what's up?" I looked up from my inner thoughts finding a woman standing there I'd doubted existed until that moment.
"You?" She looked familiar.
"Malaya Padilla, nice to meet you, brother." She was Filipina, still appearing like some nerdy, librarian chick with a thick pair of horn-rimmed glasses. Malaya was wearing a business suit and some Mary Jane-type shoes at the bottom of shapely legs.
"We know each other, right?"
"Depends, are you litigious?" Malaya scooted into a seat beside me, a little closer than I would have preferred, but I wasn't intimidated.
"No more than anyone else; so, I feel like I know you from somewhere, what's up with that?"
"We know one another in the most biblical of terms; ten minutes of which I spent distinctly riding your impressive cock."
"Well, for your information Malaya, I was stoned."
"Oh yes, a potent designer mixture of my own design; its great for parties, but then you already knew that, huh?"
"Bitch." Her casual attitude was striking.
"Relax, I'm not sloppy enough to fuck with somebody without insurance; check it out." Malaya produced her I-phone leaning forward showing me a video file of Courtney sucking me off. My face was in frame as I climaxed hard in the nineteen-year-old's mouth.
"What do you want?!"
"Alibi."
"Huh?"
"Somebody asks, we were fucking that night; plain and simple narrative."
"Seriously?"
"I have some other stuff you might not like; just say we were fucking if anybody asks. Don't think about it, just say we were doing it."
"Whatever."
"So, that is a yes, right? I don't have to go public with this shit and you can keep everything you've got. I'm just trying to keep things under the hat, brother and you really don't want this shit going public, right?"
"Okay, just leave me alone, please."
"So, that's a yes, right?"
"Y-E-S." I phonetically spelled it out, just wanting Malaya to go away. She was a non-entity as far as I was concerned.
"Thanks cutie; you're so nice. Maybe we can get together some time when I'm free." She was all smiles, giving me a kiss on the cheek before walking down the hall towards the dean's office before returning minutes later.
"Dean Brennan will see you now."
"HUH?!!"
"Dean-Brennan will see-you NOW." She emphasized as I recognized her voice from the call, I'd received on the phone earlier as we traversed the short corridor together.
"So, you were supposed to be watching Courtney during her weekend campus visit and you just plain fucked it up, huh Malaya?"
"Hardly, the girl is an entitled poser; but we share an appetite for unmitigated chaos. Imagine my surprise when I arrived at your flat to find the clueless nitwit playing with your oh so manly cock? Can't lose a prime position here on campus because of Dean Brennan's gullible granddaughter."
"I get it."
"Of course, you do, cutie." Malaya pinched me as I stepped into the office.
It was the first time I'd ever been to the dean's office as I generally kept a low profile on campus. I was pretty much an amended shut-in owing that behavior to a single-minded educational focus. My peers had me pegged into the bookworm slot when I'd was halfheartedly kidnapped friends determined to get me laid. My subsequent meeting with Chrystal had led to this moment as I was about to meet some kind of judgment at the hands of her grandmother, Catherine Brennan. This office was deep, rectangular and furnished with comfortable, yet dated pieces that spoke to her storied tenure on the college. I was surrounded on either side by huge, stocked bookshelves.
"Yes, I understand your feelings on the matter perfectly and will take that under consideration." Catherine was sitting behind this large oak desk covered with a large number of student files that presumably belonged to other suspected students. She was facing away from me peering from an antique chair out of the window at the campus proper.
"A vendor is being vetted for the restoration, but I must register my reservations about the matter if some members of the student body felt strongly enough about the issue to take to defacing the monument." I could hear someone yelling on the other end of her receiver.
"Wednesday then, eighteen holes over the matter and the tarp stays over the statue. We will make our best efforts to find those responsible and expel them from this institution." My heat leapt into my throat as I wondered if the "fix" was in. Malaya's actions would seem to dictate that course of action by a powerful woman embarrassed at being turned out. Carry Anne had probably placed that bug in her ear after finding me with her teenage daughter. In that instant, I was determined not to make it easy for Catherine to dispense with me.
"Oh." She looked genuinely surprised finding me there as she turned in her chair.
"Yeah, I'm there too, Catherine." I reclined in the seat trying to appear unfazed by my situation. I also wondered how the chair she was sitting on supported her massive ass.
"Yes, this is awkward indeed."
"Tell me about it."
"My office handles these matters in tandem with our security staff; there was no way I could avoid it even if I wanted to young man."
"So, what are the other big wigs going to say when they find out Courtney is responsible for this mess?"
"Uhm, we can't be certain of that for sure; there's going to have to be a long, protracted investigation of the matter at hand. My granddaughter isn't even on the list of suspects."
"But I am, Catherine?!"
"It was unfortunate, but your apartment door bore a spray-painted mark that was found at several other vandalized locations around the campus."
"That was put there by your granddaughter, Courtney; but then again, you already know that, huh Catherine?"
"It seems there is some unmitigated hostility in the air."
"More big words, but it's all plain black and white when you look at it from the outside. Guess that's why you scooped Courtney up and bounced while I was asleep, huh?"
"THAT IS NOT TRUE!"
"Calm down grandma, don't want anybody finding out about us, do you?" I watched her fidget about in her seat looking for some way to explain me away. Catherine wanted to cheapen me as a person even though she'd also been with me.
"That is not an accurate assessment of the situation at all, sir."
"Right; how'd you look in the mirror after getting ten years of neglect washed away in a single day? This my reward for handling your big monster ass, Catherine?!"
"You don't understand the gravity of this matter; it's complicated!" I rolled my eyes as Catherine spoke feeling emboldened.
"Man, never thought I'd hear this shit; what a progressive world we live in these days. Surprised you didn't leave a pair of C-Notes on the bedside table, Catherine."
"Stop it; you must allow me to explain." I'd had enough of her crap standing up as she flinched. I glared at her for a few moments before walking over placing my right palm flat on her desk. I leaned in close looking Catherine directly in the eyes.
"You're not pinning this shit on me, bitch." Her thin bottom lip quivered and shook a bit as minute crows feet appeared at their corners.
"How dare you!" Catherine gasped.
"Yeah, right." I'd already started walking out of the office, trembling hands shoved inside my pockets.
"WAIT!" Her movements were ungainly as a number of files toppled onto the thin, gray carpet when she rose to her feet. Her fingers were interlocked in front of her zaftig figure as she cautiously approached me. Catherine had this sort of crestfallen countenance as she softly approached putting a hand on my bicep. I carefully peeled her fingers away never taking my eyes off hers. There was some hurt on her weathered features, but you could tell that she was particularly attractive in her day. Catherine Brennan had her hair pinned up leaving a rounded face open to scrutiny.
Her cheeks sagged a bit offset by the high collar of her blouse. Catherine was visibly fretting, placing a hand on my peck as if to stop me from leaving. She appeared at a loss for words, drawing her hand backward finding the lower rung of some beads hanging from her neck. I could see some effort on her part to speak, unable to find the right words. Before she could utter a sound, I leaned in pressing my lips to hers finding the inside of her mouth easily. Her left breast hung heavy in my palm finding no resistance from the Rubenesque matriarch. I abruptly drew away backing towards the door, unwilling to let nature take its course.
"By the way, I fucked your granddaughter yesterday." Catherine for her part, looked shocked rubbing her jowly cheek, her mouth agape. I left her alone in the large office pondering my next move if Catherine came after me. Unsurprisingly, I found Malaya behind the door in the corridor staring wide eyed with this incredulous grin on her face.
"What, I didn't say your name?"
"Man, you are my fucking hero! Dinner's on me babe, you game or what?" Malaya locked her arms around the closest bicep, smiling up at me. I stared at her for a few seconds feeling the swell of her modest chest against my arm. Malaya nodded profusely wanting an answer before I simply shrugged. She would serve as a fitting last meal if my world turned upside down.
"Hey, do I have to pay for dinner, first?" Malaya asked sweetly.
It was completely comical for me, Malaya and anyone within watching distance as I walked up the short steps to my front door carrying the petite, twenty something like a baby. Her arms and legs were locked around my chest as the sexy Filipina made out with me as I fumbled for my keys. Once inside the apartment our impromptu acrobatics continued as I turned the athletic student upside down holding her aloft as she went after my zipper. Her plump, muscular thighs ended up locked around my neck.
"Where are your panties?"
"I took'em off in the car; didn't you see that shit?"
"NO!" I'd been looking at my phone finding a ton of messages I ignored while Malaya chattered with our driver about some band they liked.
"More eating, less talking." She ordered yanking my erection out in the open.
Malaya Padilla turned out a revelation of physicality taking my endowment in all ten fingers nearly taking half of me between thick lips, all while upside down. Her taste was unique and distinctly exotic as my arms locked around her abdomen completing the maneuver. Her technique was decidedly intense, vacuum sucking and stroking hard. Her grip on me was vice like as her moans filled the living room. Malaya's actions had me involuntarily working my hips against her chin.
"Come on meat, lets get over there on the couch." Malaya wanted to move things along as I lowered her to the floor. She made it to the couch in three paces yanking up her skirt, revealing a fuller butt then I would have imagined. Malaya tossed her thick horn-rimmed glasses on the coffee table mounting the couch with a pronounced arch in her back. Her posture spoke to her sexual experience as I stuffed her tight cunt full.
"Hey, lets get down on the floor so you can REALLY give it to ME!!" She suggested ten minutes into our coupling.
"Uhm, sure." Her enthusiasm threw me off as she scrambled down onto the floor.
Malaya got down on my living room floor demonstrating more of her gymnastic prowess in a prone position with her lower back arched up off the floor supported solely by her knees. Her legs were spread nearly adjacent to her pelvis as she rode low to the floor. The Asian beauty formed a perfect "Y-Shape" from my vantage point. Even despite my particular proclivity, Malaya had an incredible looking bubble butt.
"Loose the rags, GET DOWN HERE and FUCK ME UP, dick boy!!" She rolled her hips impatient to get started.
The Asian student went from 0 to 1000 in seconds rolling and bouncing her bubble butt against me. It was almost like getting a massage as she used her hips to stroke my girth with surgical precision, leaving only the bottom third of my member exposed. I couldn't believe how wet Malaya's syrupy insides were. Her needs were locked in place providing a stationary target for my thrusting overtures. Her skirt had ridden up onto the small of her back, still proving to be somewhat of a hindrance until I drew the zipper down tossing it away. Malaya was ahead of me pulling her blazer over her shoulders, discarding it like a t-shirt with this manic sense of urgency. This had the added effect of ruffling her brunette, shoulder length locks as she propped herself up on both palms.
"Pagod na ako ng paghihintay, ngayon ako ay may lakas ng loob ngayon!!" Malaya screamed so excited that she spoke in her native language.
"Oo, iyan! Nararamdaman ko ang lahat ng ito sa aking tiyan!! Fuck yes, gawin ito tulad na!!" It was futile getting Malaya under control as she got into our negotiated hookup. I was taken aback as she rocked her hips, essentially masturbating me with her sex.
"CALM THE FUCK DOWN!!"
"Oh, it's like that, huh?" She glanced back over her shoulder with this self-assured smirk on her face.
"What?"
"You're a little young to be going the mid-life crisis route, so I'm guessing your control issues are reactionary. You seem a little put off by my style and I know you stuffed Dean Brennan who's about as uptight as a woman can get. So, you got it first, huh?"
"What?"
"Somebody showed you the way; turned you out and you're ashamed of it, huh?" Her hips never stopped undulating as she tensed up around my girth. Malaya had a predatory look on her face even running her tongue over her plump lips.
"Bullshit."
"Yeah, sure it is cutie; so, it was Crystal maybe, but I'm thinking someone else, perhaps? Definitely not Dean Brenan even though you boinked that monster booty, huh? Oh yeah, you've got a nice fucking cock, dawg...So, uhm I'm guessing it wasn't Courtney because I saw what she did with the dick and it was oh, so fucking lame."
"We fucking or what, Malaya?" I was growing weary of her line of questioning.
"Both." She gasped open mouthed, breathing heavy and hard arching her back upward until her apple butt was wedged against the base of my erection.
"Stop talking." She smirked pulling on of my hands up to her covered breasts. I could feel these piercings in her modest chest.
"Getting, close am I, cutie?" Malaya mouthed as I tweaked the piercings in her boobs, before covering them with my hands outright.
"Shut up." The buttons on her shirt popped coming apart as I felt this sheer material under my fingertips. Malaya was wearing a nylon bra that was more ceremonial in nature than anything else.
"Not the ex-girlfriend, lame sauce Courtney McIntyre or granny tight britches, eh? OOOOHHHH, so uhm, you went for the complete set huh? Don't try to hide it; I'm a psychology major, you know."
I mashed and shoved my unit against her slit with strong, yet short thrusts putting my back and everything I had into giving Malaya Padilla the business. The resultant shriek was ear splitting as she began squirting all over the carpet beneath her. The sound of my pelvis slapping up against her butt was deafening. I yanked the shirt away from her back finding some angel wing tattoos there, while her thick nipples were pierced with black and red beads on either side. The only articles of clothing on her body were white knee-high stockings and the aforementioned Mary Jane-type shoes which were had a heel built into the sole. Malaya's figure was comparable to that of a swimmer or Olympic level gymnast, enhanced visually with a lightened olive complexion. I used my strength moving forward up on my knees until I could plant my hands flat on the carpet on either side of her body. Malaya followed my movements expertly lowering herself onto the floor with barely any change in posture. I'd wanted her to shut up, putting an excessive amount of force behind my actions, but found myself outclassed when I she began licking the space between my thumb and pointer finger, signaling her approval.
"Oh yeah baby; this how you fucked your girlfriend's mommy, huh?"
"Bitch."
"Yeah sure, I'm not judging, or anything dick boy; just keep it up cause I'm about to fucking explode all over your thick cock, baby!!"
"Just SHUT UP, already!" This seemed to set her off as Malaya worked her hips hard in this circular motion that took us both over the edge. The verbal aggression seemed to fuel her sexual nature. I was suspended over her in a sort of prone, pushup position giving it everything I had. Both of us were glistening with perspiration.
"OH SHIT, NAKAKUHAY AKO ANG MALUSOG SA MALALAKING KITANG IBA PANG!! NAGPAPATAKBO NITO AKO SA AKING SARILI!! OH FUCK, OH SHIT!!" True to her word, Malaya climaxed explosively underneath me for nearly five minutes as I took advantage of the situation capturing her athletic legs between my thighs. It only took three thrusts before I pulled out coating her peachy cheeks in milky glaze. I tapped my semi-spent cock on her left cheek before dismounting.
"You don't know anything about me." I found a seat on the arm of my couch staring at the mess I'd made. Malaya rolled over on her side cupping one of her pert, breasts with this lazy smirk still on her face.
"Help me up, babe." I reached down pulling her up to her feet easily enough. Malaya rewarded me with this deep kiss encircling my neck with her arms. Her tongue wrestled sensually with my own, making me grow hard again. We both stared down at my tumescence while she softly stroked it to full hardness. She grinned at me before kneeling and taking me between her plump lips again. Her technique was different this time, more calculated with attention to detail to the crown and underside of the shaft. She managed to throat me in several toe-curling intervals before standing to rub my cock against her mound. It was a different sensation than I was used to combined with her pillow soft hand gestures. I shot several thick ropes of cum onto her pubic mound while she cooed in my ear.



"Chinese okay?"
I nodded as she retrieved her glasses and phone, dialing up some takeout. Malaya casually walked down the corridor to my bathroom. Seconds later, she was showering and playing music on her I-phone while cleaning my spunk off her athletic body. I was serenaded sitting in the buff by strains of Heathens by Twenty-One Pilots. I was sexually buzzed from the experience which had this odd, familiarity to it that left me somewhat crestfallen. There was this knocking at the door which went unanswered until Malaya appeared in one of my t-shirts which looked like a small dress on her petite frame. She paid for the food carrying it to the kitchen where she prepared plates for both of us. We didn't talk or anything opting to just share a space.
"Hey, can I give you some unsolicited advice?" She asked, munching on an eggroll.
"I don't know, sure lady."
"Just enjoy it; let it happen man and take the ride. You only live once and why fuck it up by thinking too much? Don't think about them, it will lessen you if you compare them; don't be their fuck boy. It's the only sane thing in an insane world and if one of them puts that fat ass in front of you; DIG IT THE FUCK OUT!! Yeah, you've got some potential, alright; and the cutest brown eyes."
"Psychology major, huh?"
"First session's free babe." Malaya went back to her meal scooping the remaining rice into her mouth before snatching the eggroll off my plate. I swatted at her butt as she walked by to my living room. I slowly finished my meal hearing her letting herself out minutes later. I felt lonely without her or anyone to share my bed. My thoughts centered on Chrystal, wondering what she was doing but dreading the answer.
*************************************************************************************
Life returned to normal over the next couple of days as I resumed classes and tried to mingle with friends. The days began to drag on as I wondered if I'd heard the last of the McIntyre women. My thoughts would still occasionally turn to a random member of their family in all their nude glory as I sat people watching in the cafeteria or other school areas. I pondered the advice of Malaya Padilla as I went about my business oddly dissatisfied with a female classmate who'd attempted to strike up a conversation with me. She was this moderately built brunette who did nothing for me visually. I ended up comparing her to Chrystal comically in my mind. I had to admit that I'd been spoiled because of my experiences, wondering if I'd ever find another woman I was "compatible" with after all my experiences after a friend suggested I stick solely to black women. I'd never thought of Chrystal in racial terms until that weekend reveal that she'd loaned me out to her mother and the accompanying reason. I felt like some prized horse most of the time I'd been around the McIntyre women. Not so much their matriarch, Catherine Brennan. The skills I'd learned from her daughter Cary Anne had been brought to bare on the Rubenesque matriarch to great effect. Later that evening, I was sitting in kitchen reading a text book when my phone rang.
"Hello?" Whoever was on the other side hung up the minute I spoke. I shrugged it off returning to my reading when my doorbell sounded out of the blue.
"The fuck?" I opened my front door surprised to find Catherine Brennan standing there. She looked uncomfortable and anxious, wrapped in an extra-large overcoat with her hair covered by a flowered print scarf. Shades covered her eyes as she looked half panicked standing out on my stoop.
"Please allow me inside, good sir." I shrugged moving aside as she rushed inside making sure to close the door behind herself. She peered out of my peephole as I took it all in.
"What are you doing here, Dean Brennan?" She clutched a hand to the collar of the rain coat looking apprehensive before removing her sunglasses.
"I feel absolutely horrible about the way things ended between us, when last we met!" Catherine stammered still looking around as if someone might jump out of the shadows.
"I'm sorry about that too."
"I did not take your feelings into consideration, and I felt compelled to make amends!"
"Hey, it's okay."
"I beg to differ good sir, I should have awoken you before leaving, but I erred in judgement leaving you with an absolutely false impression of me! I didn't mean to treat you so callously and I sincerely beg your forgiveness!!"
"I'm alright ma'am; it's okay."
"NO IT ISN'T!!" Catherine snatched the scarf from her head, letting her grey streaked locks fall just below her shoulders.
"Catherine?" Her hands were shaking so hard that I had to grab them. We exchanged glances before her intent became clear. I undid the sash and buckle before undoing three remaining buttons letting the over coat fall open.
Catherine Brennan stood before me wearing a one-piece, lilac colored chemise that did very little to hide her abundant, Rubenesque figure. The silken material was sheer leaving nothing to the imagination as Catherine stood awkwardly in front of me trying to hide her enormous, sloping breasts by draping an arm across her areolas while the other hand covered her sex. Catherine wasn't looking at me directly with this sort of stiff posture, shoulders hunched. Her face was made up professionally as I noticed she'd done something with her hair. A pair of matching heels covered her feet. She looked severely embarrassed by the situation. Catherine eventually lowered her hands robotically to her sides allowing me to look her over.
"What's going on?"
Her strange awkwardness continued as she robotically took two measured steps in my direction involuntarily rolling her freckled shoulders. Catherine slowly peered up into my face, her mouth agape before looking down into her own cavernous cleavage. Her eyes quickly jolted back in my direction as her thumbs hooked into the straps of her chemise, drawing them down as her massive breasts flopped out with this rubbery jiggle. The thick tan lines formed this perfect outline of the maternal brassiere she usually wore. This stood in direct contrast to the lingerie she was presently wearing which spoke to the fortitude needed to come over to my apartment. Catherine looked away appearing distressed as I cupped the undersides of her luscious breasts, rolling her nipples with my thumbs. Catherine gasped from the stimulation finally relaxing her posture as I kneaded her mams. Her fingers closed around my wrists drawing them up to her jowly, cheeks as the somber look on her face prompted me to kiss her lightly on the lips. Catherine gasped audibly as if some huge weight had been lifted from her shoulders.
The thick matriarch's tongue gently entered my mouth, softly wrestling with my own as pure animal instinct overcame rational thought. Our lips mashed together harder as we made up in earnest, hungrily kissing. One of her hands was already cupping the underside of my manhood in a massaging manner as I slipped the dress shirt over my shoulders. My exchanged stares for a moment before I nodded giving her permission to undo my buckle. Catherine's hard breathing was seemingly all encompassing as she methodically undid my belt drawing my zipper down. My full erection parted the halves of my slacks pointing directly at Catherine who drew her hands back as if suddenly burned. Despite her actions, Catherine glared at my endowment with a single finger in her mouth unsure of what to do next. She stumbled backward into the wall a bit frightened, perhaps. I took a half step towards Catherine noticing a flinch as I lost my shoes. I dropped into a crouch, quickly standing up without my pants. I completed another step allowing her to take in my nudity. Her nipples were painfully erect with little bumps appearing on her sizable areolas. She almost looked like she was about to hyperventilate running her tongue across her teeth. I lunged forward kissing her hard again with my palms flat on the wall on either side of her.
There was a bit of saliva running from her glistening, bottom lip as I drew back looking down at the one-piece hanging from the highest arch of her extraordinarily wide hips. Catherine followed my gaze tugging at the material until it dropped midpoint, tearing a bit as I assisted, requiring her to open her monstrously thick thigh to let it drop to the floor. This left us both nude other than my socks and Catherine's lilac colored heels. Her back straightened up as I trapped her between my biceps, kissing her again for assurance. An audible moan escaped her thin lips as I pushed my length between her tightly wedged thighs. Her mound was damp and noticeably shaved as I drove my girth forward parting her labia over the top of my length. The slit between her powerful legs was white hot as I filled my fingers with her rounded hips, sliding deep in the triangular gap between her legs. She became sopping wet, lubricating my member as she cradled it between powerful legs. Our mounds slapped together wetly as I fucked her thighs earnestly. Catherine drew me forward, wrapping her meaty arms around my torso. Her chin hung over my left shoulder affording access to my earlobe which she greedily sucked. We found a sexual accord with one another as I drew back reluctantly. The McIntyre matriarch pressed a hand to her bosom, gasping while rubbing her drenched mound.
Catherine took my hand following my lead down the short corridor to my bedroom, taking the moment to walk by me into the room I'd formally shared with her granddaughter. It was an insane situation when you looked at things straight forward. The low light in the corridor added to the mounting intensity as I gawked at the 'uber hourglass figure that spawned two generations of these thick, voluptuous women society was now dubbing "P.A.W.G.S". Even as I watched Catherine mount the edge of my bed on all fours, the slightest bit of apprehension crept into my mind. I followed slowly as she managed her weight as her massive rose spreading slightly revealing her peach. She had the biggest ass I'd ever seen in my life, sun baked offset with her original, skin tone. My bed creaked under Catherine's weight as I took ahold of the junction where her hips met her ponderous thighs.
"GGG-GGGGAAAAWWWWWDDD!!" Catherine bellowed at the top of her lungs, sounding like she'd been gutted as I thumped the back of her tunnel.
Her flower seized up around my girth instantaneously as she went into the throws of a huge orgasm. I continued thrusting as her massive butt jiggled and rippled with my efforts. Catherine cried out in time with every powerful intrusion making it almost sound as if she were being flogged. Whether she'd realized it or not, the zaftig matron had already begun rocking back against my pelvis. I abruptly stopped what I was doing.
"What, why did you stop; did I do something, wrong?" She stammered.
Catherine Brennan cried out when she was roughly shoved on her, stifling her own mewling's with her forearm as I buried my face in her snatch. It was like going down on a mountain during an earthquake. I managed to keep her gigantic thighs from smashing my head by using my forearms to keep them apart.
"OOOOOHHHHH MUH-MYYYY, YOU'RREEE LICKING IT!! LICKING MY PUSSSSYY!!" The blue word at the end of her cries signaled that Catherine's stiff outer shell was dissolving. I made a meal of her clit with spectacular results.
She was palming my head like a basketball, humping up into my face like it was the most natural thing in the world. I wondered what her wealthy, uptight contemporaries would say if they could see Catherine in this manner. It was a strange thought pushed out of my head as quickly as it entered. I reached up taking her fists pulling the large, voluptuous woman into a sitting position.
Catherine took half of me in a sloppy, drooling effort that was distinctly inspired, never taking her eyes from mine. A syrupy mess was left along my shaft as she got a bit creative wrapping her huge, sloping breasts around my cock.
"FUH-FUUUUUHHHKKK MY TITTTIES!!" She bellowed in a loud, authoritarian tone that caught me by surprise. Her breasts were so massive that I was able to pump my hips vertically into her freckled cleavage. Catherine managed to scoot forward, allowing me to wedge my member against her breastbone. It was a wet, sticky coupling that felt heavenly to the touch until she relented taking me into her mouth once again. She inspected my member taking the time to lick some of the veiny surface before throating it for half a second before releasing me, coughing heavily. I'd had enough covering Catherine burying my shaft to the hilt, deep inside of her tight virtue. I could feel her spasming around me in uneven intervals. She was exceedingly wet, soaking the sheets beneath us as the bed groaned under our combined weight.
Both of us were locked in a death grip of sorts with her arms locked around my back while her heels dug into my back. My arms were hooked under her own with my hands cradling the back of her gray streaked mane. The bottom of Catherine's ass provided a cushion for my thrusts, cradling my entire package. My face was hidden by her enormous breasts providing a buffer for all of the caterwauling in my bedroom.
"OOOOHHHHH, OH FUCK, OH FUCK, OOOOOOWWWWW FAAAAAWWWKKK!!" Her grip tightened nearly squeezing the life out of me. I wasn't going anywhere knowing I would have to ride it out. A powerful tremor ran through Catherine with this sort of electricity about it that engulfed us as a collective. She put pressure intentionally or not on the area just under the head of my penis sending me right over the edge with her. My thighs tightened up almost making me cry out as I shot several thick, milky ropes deep into her virtue. Her limbs gradually lost their strength as she lay flat staring up at the ceiling. I rolled onto my back looking up probably seeing the same stars as Catherine Brennan.
"Please forgive me for this; it was impulsive."
"Don't."
"I-uhm, I just wanted to tell you how much it meant to me that we were together, that other time. It was never my intention to treat you horribly."
"That why you came over here, like this tonight?"
"NO!" She was rubbing her muff, absentmindedly.
"Then why, Catherine?"
"Because I wanted you to uhm, FUCK ME like you did that other time; I know how it sounds, yes; I afforded myself a bit of selfishness this evening."
"That was incredibly long winded, Catherine." I tried sarcasm, but it didn't come out that way.
"Sorry."
"Stop apologizing." She rolled over on her side placing a hand on my peck. Catherine still had this contrite look on her face.
"I'm not apologizing for that; I'm "sorry" because you didn't get to cum on my uhm, big butt. I know you like that about me." I glanced over at her still lying on my back.
"Well, you're still here." This finally made Catherine laugh aloud as she rolled over on her belly. Her mountainous ass rose high into the air over my pone body beside it. She leaned in stealing a kiss, a strange look followed as I shifted rolling towards the voluptuous matriarch.
We spent the night exploring one another's bodies and true to my word, I did manage to coat her enormous ass with several coats of my own organic glaze. I found Catherine still there when I awoke passed out from the frenzied rutting that followed her awkward apology. She looked especially serene in her sleep prompting me to kiss her forehead playfully. I noticed it was five in the morning slipping a robe on over my nudity with the intent to make some coffee. Common decency prevailed as I drew blankets over Catherine's body.
"What is this?" I found my cell still plugged in on the kitchen counter, blinking in the darkness. I began the coffee checking my messages.
"Shit." I recognized Chrystal's number on fifty calls that I'd received while I was busy screwing her grandmother. There were at least ten from her younger sister, Courtney and I knew those were going to be fucked up as well. I poured myself a mug having a seat at my kitchen table.
"Hey, it's uhm, Chrystal...SO, YOU'RE FUCKING AROUND WITH MY LITTLE SISTER NOW?!!" The message ended abruptly. Carry Anne had started her campaign of character assassination revealing her own jealousy by involving Chrystal. I scrolled through a number of messages that were just innumerable shit emojis before finding a selfie depicting my ex-girlfriend sitting down on the floor in what looked like a public restroom. Her face was wet with tears and she had this look on her face that should have killed me.
"Hey, this is Courtney, I really took one for the team today, buddy. Uhm, we really upset mom by hooking up and it was my fault. She says I can't se you anymore which is really shitty when you think about it, huh? Mom whupped me; can you believe that, huh? She got this big, black belt from the Gift Shop talking about teaching me what else she learned from the black community!! She neve did that before!! She's been crying a lot lately..." The call abruptly ended. Oddly enough, Courtney attached a selfie of her own. It was one of those over the shoulder bathroom backshots of the nineteen-year-old nude other than a black thong.
"So, am I better than my little sister, or do you like her big, fat ass better than mine, huh? I want you to call me when you get this message you-BLACK MOTHERFUCKER!!" Chrystal screamed a banshee's cry before ending the recorded message.
"Please...I didn't mean what I said; you know I'm not racist. You know that, right? I-I love you so much it hurts and I'm fucking dying over this shit. You know me, right? I'm good, not bad-Just call me, okay? Please don't throw me in the trash alright? I'll do anything you want, just call me." Chrystal saw fit to add some selfies of her bare breasts and another of her pubic mound. I uploaded all of the messages to my cloud for legal purposes considering her outburst.
"Hey, its Chrystal, just letting you know that I'm okay now. I know that Courtney tricked you into fucking her stupid ass. Mom told me about it and how you stayed with her overnight when she was sick. It's cool and no foul, baby. Courtney's a fucking idiot and she made mom whip that ass!! So, maybe we can uhm, have some coffee or dinner when I get back." She wasn't convincing in the least due to the fact that she was crying through the entire message.
"So, I was thinking I could uhm, prepare a gourmet meal to celebrate our friendship when I get back; so, call me, okay?"
"Fucker man; you got a REALLY BIG, DICK!!" Courtney had resumed her faux stoner's dialect. I shrugged at the attached booty photo writing it off as the musings of an infatuated teen.
I sat at my kitchen table processing everything when Catherine appeared wearing the ill-fitting remnants of her lingerie.
"Want some coffee?"
"Oh god yes, my head is pounding something fierce; I'd thought to make breakfast for both of us, but then I recalled with horrifying clarity that I can't cook." Catherine retrieved the mug pouring herself a cup as I admired the visual. Her sense of humor seemed earthy, more relaxed in a way that made her more accessible.
"It's not that hard, come here, I'll show you." Catherine was caught by surprise as I yanked the stretched-out remnants of the lacy one piece away from her body. I got up retrieving and tying an old apron around her waist. It was still amazing that a woman her size had such a cinched waist.
"Oh, I don't know about this."
"Trust me." She'd probably never been in front of a stove in her life, Catherine looked apprehensive as I got behind her reaching up to grab her wrists. Her lush curves proved difficult to manage in the small space as my robe parted allowing my member rest between her cheeks.
"Okay, what is the first step?" I took a skillet out of the cabinet placing it on the stove.



"Now, just follow my lead."
She was still wet as I pushed into her from behind making her massive ass jiggle and bounce taking advantage of the limited space between us. Catherine parted her legs, doing her best to accommodate me as I fucked her hard wedged against that stove. The loud slapping sounds in the air were music to my ears as I focused on taking her savagely. Her loud, moaning cries still sounded hoarse like some sort of dying animal as I thumped the back of her wet, sticky confines with impunity. Her immense, jiggling butt slammed into me from my abdomen to midthigh with ripples all over its surface. It was animalistic and quick as I pulled out jerking several ropes across the expanse of her sunbaked backside.
"See, told you it was easy to cook."
"Yes, that lesson was an extraordinary cooking lesson." Catherine cupped my cheek, kissing me sensually while stroking my glazed member.
"Watch it or we're going to have another cooking lesson."
"Promise?" Before we could get into it my phone started ringing again, disturbing the flow of things. I noticed Chrystal's photo on the face. We both stared before I switched it off ignoring the call.
"You didn't have to do that; it was perfectly fine to answer that call."
"I didn't want to take it; that's the only reason, okay?"
"Well, I didn't want to unduly influence your decision; I feel just horrible about this situation between you and my granddaughter. Perhaps it was something of a mistake doing-this."
"You really believe that Catherine?" She looked away towards the corridor.
"I'm her grandmother."
"Carry Anne was her mother; Courtney was her sister." I countered as my phone rang off the hook again. Catherine stared a hole in my phone as it continued ringing before looking at me, conflicted. She surprised me snatching the phone answering it before pushing it into my chest. Catherine half ran from the kitchen barreling down the hall like some out of control sherman tank. I slowly raised the phone to my ear dreading the pending conversation.
"Hello?"
"Uhm, hey it's Chrystal. Hi, were you sleeping?" The tone of her voice let me know she hadn't expected me to pick up.
"No, what's up?"
"You don't have to be so cold; did you get my messages, I called you a few times, you got those messages right? I just wanted to uhm, work on that thing, the gourmet dinner I'm making for you when I get back. Do you have a preference for what you wanna eat?" Chrystal was stammering as I looked after her grandmother, staring in the direction she'd run. I felt like scum as she kept rambling.
"I got the messages Chrystal; let me call you back."
"Don't be mean, I'm sorry about leaving that angry message!! I didn't mean it that way and you know that!! PLEASE-JUST LET ME SEE YOU AGAIN!! Just wanna talk to you, okay? It's like, important to me. I know how I sound, but just let tell me you'll see me again. One last time, that's all I'm asking!!"
"We can talk about this later; I'll call you back later."
"Is she there?"
"What?"
"Mom."
"Huh, excuse me?"
"My mom; don't play dumb, she hasn't come home, and I know she's probably over there with you. You're fucking her again, aren't you? Where you doing her when I called, huh? Did I mess up your little fuck session, motherfucker?!! Hell, dad is probably happy about this sorry shit! Didn't give a fuck when we left so you two can get real fucking cozy...YOU'RE FUCKING MOM AGAIN, AREN'T YOU?!!"
"I AIN'T FUCKING-HER!!" I lost it, caught up in her verbal insanity.
"Oh, then who are you doing it with; that little bitch Courtney?!! Man, you just can't stop screwing my family members, can you? Well I've got two more sisters you can add to your fucking list-ASSHOLE!!" I was grateful when she slammed the phone in my face. There was no way I was outing her grandmother.
"Are you two, back together?" Catherine was sitting on my bed staring out into space when I appeared in the doorway holding her discarded lingerie.
"You shouldn't have done that."
"It was the right thing to do." She didn't sound like she believed her own words as I scratched my head trying to figure things out.
"No, it wasn't."
"Very well then, I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask for a caveat; I need you to sign a non-disclosure agreement." I was floored, caught, taken back for a loop believing our coupling was premeditated. Catherine still sat on the edge of my bed looking away unable to meet my gaze.
"I'm going to go take a shower, let yourself out." I tossed her lingerie on the bed without looking.
TO BE CONTINUED...
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"Mom."
"Huh, excuse me?"
"My mom; don't play dumb, she hasn't come home, and I know she's probably over there with you. You're fucking her again, aren't you? Where you doing her when I called, huh? Did I mess up your little fuck session, motherfucker?!! Hell, dad is probably happy about this sorry shit! Didn't give a fuck when we left so you two can get real fucking cozy...YOU'RE FUCKING MOM AGAIN, AREN'T YOU?!!"
"I AIN'T FUCKING-HER!!" I lost it, caught up in her verbal insanity.
"Oh, then who are you doing it with; that little bitch Courtney?!! Man, you just can't stop screwing my family members, can you? Well I've got two more sisters you can add to your fucking list-ASSHOLE!!" I was grateful when she slammed the phone in my face. There was no way I was outing her grandmother.
"Are you two, back together?" Catherine was sitting on my bed staring out into space when I appeared in the doorway holding her discarded lingerie.
"You shouldn't have done that."
"It was the right thing to do." She didn't sound like she believed her own words as I scratched my head trying to figure things out.
"No, it wasn't."
"Very well then, I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask for a caveat; I need you to sign a non-disclosure agreement." I was floored, caught, taken back for a loop believing our coupling was premeditated. Catherine still sat on the edge of my bed looking away unable to meet my gaze.
"I'm going to go take a shower, let yourself out." I tossed her lingerie on the bed without looking.
BAD M.I.L.F Volume 3-The New Batch Ch. 2
Those damn McIntyre women had done it again and I was left reeling yet again as their matriarch, Catherine Brennan asked me to sign a nondisclosure agreement. This after we'd just spent hours screwing the hell out of one another. I hit the showers, Catherine let herself out. Two days later I was lounging in one of the study halls when I was approached by a familiar face.
"Hey, thought that was you; what it do, cutie?"
"Oh, hey what's up?"
"Wow, you really know how to make a girl feel welcome." Malaya Padilla was standing over me wearing this form fitting black dress that looked like a throwback to the sixties. I noticed she still preferred a mary jane type shoe wondering if she were into mod fashion. The dress had a shiny quality to its surface hugging Malaya's sleek curves perfectly. That coupled with her thick horn-rimmed glasses and dark hair which clung tightly to her oval shaped head in a side bang contributed to a smoldering quality about her person.
"Excuse you, I was studying."
"Studying Netflix, yeah right; so, why're you moping publicly?" She unslung her purse placing it on the floor as she took a seat.
"Personal." I was supposed to be studying but ended up looking at an online show on my phone.
"Don't shoot me; wild guess would be Catherine Brennan, eh?" I perked up at the sound of her name immediately side eyeing Malaya. She stared back with a fake smile on her face as I thought back to my tryst with the voluptuous mature.
"You bitch."
"Finding our inner drama queen, are we? Guilty as charged; tell me you didn't like the way I dolled her up for you and I'll call you a fucking liar. Dean Brennan has an awesome figure for her age; all tits and that big ole booty. What's not to love?"
"What's in it for you?"
"My job, I'm her personal fucking assistant, ass wipe; besides I like that stuffy old bag and it was nice seeing her getting some for a change."
"She tell you about it?"
"Well I admit pushing a few buttons; you know how hard it was finding the right look for her, getting her properly shaved and made up?!! Fuck man, you could make one hell of a documentary out of that shit alone."
"Thanks."
"Look I told her not to do the nondisclosure thing; but her daughter was pulling all kinds of lame shit, getting into her fucking head." Malaya reached down pulling some lipstick from her purse, reapplying it to her prominent lips.
"Carry Anne?"
"That her name? Golden bitch all full of herself and entitled as fuck. She's so fucking dismissive, a true sociopath if you ask me; sent me out to get lunch and everything so I wouldn't hear what they were talking about! She had me triggered the moment we laid eyes on one another!"
"Yeah, she's like that." Malaya had unknowingly opened a window I wasn't privy to regarding Catherine's motives. I straitened up wondering what Carry Anne would do next.
"So, you signed it; the nondisclosure agreement?"
"No!"
"What, they didn't offer you enough?"
"Huh?"
"Did you even look at it; geez man, you're so incredibly dense. You know you can make some good coin with those, man. You don't even know what they're offering, dude. Dean come from "old money" if you get my drift, cutie." Malaya was looking at her phone while running me down.
"You know, you sound like a pimp." She looked up from her phone with a sly smirk on her face that made me uneasy. Malaya slapped a hand down on my inner thigh, rubbing it slightly as she regarded me still looking down at her phone in intervals.
"You would totally know, babe." She stood up slinging her purse.
"Yeah?!!"
"Gotta go hon, missing my bar crawl with the girls; mind if I call you later, could get interesting?" Malaya was already walking out of the study hall as my gaze dropped to the subtle sway of her derriere. She was gone before I even knew if I wanted to answer. Her perfume lingered in the air after she was gone.
Restless after that conversation learning that Carry Anne McIntyre was somewhere still pulling the strings; I decided to go for a run around the campus pavilion to work on some of my issues. Left wondering when the next shoe would drop, my mind wandered back to the exact second, Carry Anne walked in on me postcoital kissing her eighteen year-old-daughter. Her facial features were stark, stone faced looking more like a mother than at any time I'd ever known since meeting her in kitchen. Her daughter had received two slaps to the cheeks for stepping out of line. Carry Anne left me with a barb meant to demoralize, but that nugget had been debunked when her older daughter blew up my phone. Now I'd learned that she was pulling strings even with her own mother, apparently gaslighting the Dean of Students into offering me paperwork to ensure my silence. I pushed my body to the limit, stopping only when my phone started ringing.
"Hey!"
"Yeah, what's up?" Chrystal still sounded shaky after two days, my shoulders tensed up instantly. I looked around the pavilion noticing a few people hanging around.
"It's been a while since we talked."
"Yeah, I been busy with classes and stuff." I'd been with Chrystal long enough to realize when she was trying to lead a conversation.
"What kind of stuff?"
"Life."
"That's not an answer; look, you don't have to be so distant with me. Don't I have any credit left with you; no feelings or anything?" Desperation was already seeping into her speech.
"Depends."
"Yeah, and what?"
"Whether you still want to know if you're a better FUCK than your MOTHER!!" Chrystal hung up leaving me alone with the stillness and evening breeze. I took it all in looking up at the downtown skyline in the distance.
Later that evening I was sitting in my living room, my phone chimed with another selfie from Chrystal. She was lying on a bed presumably in her dorm or what passed as living quarters there. It had the appearance of a hotel room making me wonder the circumstances. This pic was different being a perspective shot using a selfie stick. Chrystal was lying prone on her belly as her huge cheeks were apparent just over her shoulders from the camera vantage point. She was wearing this lime colored thong that was little more than an outline on her skin. There was an inordinate amount of care taken in the lighting of what turned out to be a series of pictures designed to get my attention. The second of these photos had Chrystal kneeling upright in her bed with a hand covering her breasts while the other held the selfie stick aloft. She looked more like the woman I'd come to know, the woman who exuded confidence along with a staggering sexuality. I think I missed her at this point but attributed the nostalgia wave to fond memories of better times during our past relationship. The third gift sent my way was a short video clip. I knew what it would be even before it was opened.
"Shit." Chrystal fell back on an old standby using my Achilles Heel against me with the clip expertly focused on her enormous, monstrous butt. Fifty-eight inches of twerking, jiggling flesh lit up the window of my phone as I sat watching entranced over and over again. Chrystal had dispensed with the thong leaving only hard tan lines. Fifteen minutes later, my phone was ringing, and I knew I shouldn't answer it.
"Chrystal, thanks for the photos and the videos."
"Wrong girl." It was Malaya, knocking me squarely out of my romantic past.
"What do you want?"
"Wow, rude much? Never mind, I'll be at your place in five minutes so don't flake on me, brother." I could hear some loud music in the background as she spoke.
"It's one in the morning; what's going on, Malaya."
"Stop being an ass and open the fucking door; you're probably jerking it anyway!!"
"Fuck you."
"That's right, baby; you know you want some company so quit being coy with me." I could hear the music outside of my phone as the car pulled up to the curb in front of my apartment. I couldn't lie about being excited that Malaya had decided to pay me a visit. Chrystal's photos and that video had me had enough to cut diamond.
"OPEN SEZ ME!!" I ran over to the door as she loudly rapped on the heavy oak loud enough to wake my neighbors.
"CUT THAT SHIT OUT...uhm oh, hello?" Malaya was three sheets to the wind from her bar crawl, and not alone. I found myself looking at another asian girl holding her up. She looked all of five four in height with some noticeable weight on her short frame. Her light brown hair was done up in a bun and she was wearing a business suit with a skirt.
"A little help please." She motioned towards Malaya limply hanging from her side, held aloft only by this woman's arm around her back. I stepped out snatching drunk Filipina up in my arms carrying her over the threshold like a newlywed.
"Sorry about that, uhm?" I laid Malaya on the couch as her friend retrieved a coat and a plastic bag full of liquor placing it on my coffee table.
"Jong Park." She made herself at home sitting on the edge of my adjacent love seat before going into her own small purse, retrieving an expensive looking phone. Malaya was out the moment she hit the couch cushions leaving me with a dilemma.
"Why didn't she just go home instead of coming here?"
"It was a foregone conclusion that we were going to end up here tonight; Malaya was really talking you up so much we were gonna find out." Jong Pak sounded irritated.
"We?"
"Oh yeah, our friend Gen hoped out of the cab five miles back, chicken shit."
"You don't say? Looks like Malaya here is gonna need a lot of coffee, you want a cup?" I propped her sleeping friend's feet up on the couch opting not to remove her shoes les Jong Park become alarmed. She was still a strange to me and I didn't know Malaya that well.
"Depends, are you weird?" She was also scrolling through her messages.
"Hey, you came in my house lady; the door's right behind you, just don't forget your friend here."
"Jong Park."
"What?"
"it's my thing, I hate being called out of my name; its right up there with people referring to us as Orientals or thinking me and Malaya here, are the same fucking race."
"Man, you got issues; want coffee or not?"
"Sure, lots of cream and sugar; I have to make a call real quick. Be a dear and stay quiet until I'm done." The authoritative tone in her voice left much to be desired as I head her talking to what I assumed to be a boyfriend.
"Uhm, yeah I'm okay Andy...yeah, Malaya Padilla. We're still hanging out alright? Don't Andy; what I tell you about thinking, huh? That's right baby, you go to sleep. I might sleep over her place tonight so don't feel the need to wait up. Uhm yeah; love you too. Two-hour blowjob tomorrow for being a good little boy and trusting your fiancé."
I felt queasy listening to the way she spoke to her boyfriend. It seemed like all of the women I was meeting lately were cucking their partners. Minutes later we were in the kitchen having coffee as the awkwardness of the situation washed over us.
"He cheated on me, okay?"
"Huh?"
"I saw the way you were looking at me; just wanted to fill in some blanks."
"I didn't ask."
"Sure, you did; I know that look." Jong Park was right about me as I grew uncomfortable under her gaze. She'd left her suit jacket in the living room, revealing a surprisingly robust looking chest hidden behind a cream-colored long-sleeved shirt. I glanced a couple of times trying not to be obvious. She wasn't Filipino, something else and surprisingly thick, carrying the weight well.
"34 D, big enough for you?" I coughed, spitting some coffee on the countertop. Jong Park didn't react, staring a hole in me over the edge of the mug as she continued drinking.
"Sure."
"Aren't you gonna ask me why we're here, tonight?"
"I don't know if I want to."
"Well I understand, and you have to understand the great personal risk on my part, lying to my fiancé and all. Me and Malaya are two of a kind, very direct; agents of chaos if you will. I'm not gonna lie, she said you are very well endowed."
"I'm not surprised, you want to see my dick?" Her almond shaped eyes darted away for a second before glaring downward at my bulge. She didn't avert her gaze as I unzipped fishing out my member for her inspection. Being objectified was nothing new at this point.
"Man, I want to SUCK your DICK!" Jong Park replied not missing a beat.
Jong Park hiked up her skirt, quickly squatting down below the counter taking me whole proving her assertion of being a quote, unquote size queen, with a sloppy, nasty effort. Thoughts of the unseen boyfriend she'd been talking to faded quick as Jong made a meal of my manhood. Her technique was something else as she vacuumed sucked going fast as she went down only to draw back agonizingly slow leaving a slimy trail of presume and spit. Jong alternated this with quick, jerky rough movements that felt incredible to the touch. Just when I got used to this, Jong revealed another trick running the flat of her tongue on the underside of my glans, sucking hard at the spot where the bottom of my shaft connected to my balls. I whimpered uncontrollably, crying out as she completely throated me down to the base almost making me scream. Jong would repeat this series of seasoned, precise movements slurping loudly on my cock like it was some obscene popsicle. Jong rolled out one more skill wrapping all ten of her fingers around my shaft jerking hard wetly splashing spunk everywhere. Jong Park forced a loud, distressed yelp out of me as I grabbed her head in both hands fucking her mouth like it was going out of style. The front of blouse quickly became stained with copious webs of frothy saliva.
"Help me with this." She stood up turning her back to me. The pencil skirt Jong was wearing appeared stretched to the max only relieved when I drew the zipper down. Jong Park was fully packed, so much so the material almost seemed to part of its own accord as she shook her hips losing it to the tiled floor below.
"WHUUUUAAATT?!!"
"Surprised, huh?" Shocked wasn't the word for my reaction to the thick, monstrosity sitting at the bottom of a mildly tapered waist. It was ponderous and huge especially for an asian woman. These dimensions gave Jong Park that pear shape that was my distinct weakness. That wide, arching butt reminded me of this long since retired model named Melody Nyte. I'd had a bit of a porn collection that all but become obsolete since dating Chrystal who hadn't felt the need to relieve me of it when we'd started living together. I remember her bringing home this plus sized version of a dirty magazine called something like "BOD" that featured Nyte. I ended up looking at her spread with the book atop Chrystal's wide ass while doing my girlfriend doggystyle. Now I was witnessing the asian equivalent in Jong Park.
"Yeah, that's just about a little over 47 inches of Korean junk, baby; now close your mouth and follow me. I'm not finished with this fucking rod you've got down here."
"Yes, Jong Park." Her fist held my erection like some fleshy leash as she led me out of the kitchen finding her way into my bedroom. I felt like an absolute savant watching her chunky butt barely sway as she pushed open the door to my bedroom.
My shirt was stripped away between kisses to my peck with attention paid to my nipple as her fist worked my shaft in a kind of twisting motion. Jong used her heel stepping into the crotch of my pants which were hovering above my knees, deftly drawing them to the floor. Jong bit her bottom lip, playfully shoving me onto the bed with a bit of force. Jong stripped off her own stained blouse revealing an expensive looking brassiere and these matching high waist panties that enhanced her full figure.
"Relax, enjoy the show; I got a treat for you." Jong slid the panties down methodically revealing the light, well-trimmed tuft of hair covering her mound. Her short, yet shapely legs were covered in thigh high stockings as she began removing her heels never taking her eyes off me
"Fuck, leave them on, baby."
Jong Park and Malaya Padilla were definitely cut from the same cloth as this curvy asian straddled my body facing my feet. Her weight mashed me into the mattress as the thick Korean woman pushed her huge butt into my face.
"Snack down on that pussy for me!" Her butt was already mashing against my face in a bobbing motion regardless of consent. This woman was sexually aggressive, motivated going to town on my cock using her leverage to palm and roll my package as she resumed sucking me off. The bed shook and creaked loudly as Jong's head bobbed wildly on my member. It was all I could do to keep up with her bouncing ass which threatened to bludgeon me to death.
"DAMN, WHAT THE FUUUUHHH!!" Jong Park had enough smothering me with her cheeks in a blow so hard that it felt like a punch to the nose.
"EAT MY PUSSY; I AIN'T GONNA TELL YOU AGAIN!! Shit, Malaya was talking all this crap about how you fucked her ass off and made her piss all over your carpet; I'M FROM MISSOURI, SHOW ME SOMETHING REAL, MOTHERFUCKER!!" Her chunky butt continuously smashed into my face as she amped up the intimidation factor.
"CALM THE FUCK DOWN; MMAAAARRGGGHHH!!" Jong Park's butt came to a sudden stop as she shifted her weight on my torso. It felt like more pressure was mashing my head down as I started to scream unavoidably sticking my tongue into her snatch.
"OOOWWWWW YAAAHHHH, THAS WHUT I WANTED!! LICK ME, LICK MY LITTLE KITTY!!" I could feel her changing position, shifting up on a knee rising vertically above me. Two of her nails scratched my bottom lip as Jong diddled herself enhancing my efforts to please her.
"Oh yeah, choke on my pussy, lick it clean baby; I'll make you feel good too, promise." I could feel her reacting as shivers reverberated through her body. Her hands returned, jerking my cock with both hands. A wet, sticky sound accompanied Jong's seasoned masturbation as my inner thighs tightened up.
"I feel it twitching in my hands; you gonna cum? You gonna cum for me aren't you, baby; blow your fucking load all over my hands, huh? Can you hear that nasty sound, eh? That's what it sounds like when Jong Park plays with a big, black cock!! BLOW YOUR FUCKING LOAD!!" A powerful jet of cum exploded from the head of my penis so hard that I felt a tweak in my abdomen. It was painful enough that my hips twisted away trying to escape her clutches, but Jong held on for dear life trying to milk me dry.



"ME LOVE YOU LONG TIME, HEUG-IN!!" I was seeing stars as Jong had her way with me unimpeded. My legs were flailing about on the bed before she was satisfied. I got some relief as she rolled off my chest, kneeling at my side rubbing my abs.
"Damn, that was intense."
"This is foreplay." Before I could react, Jong buried her face in my crotch using an altogether different technique as her tongue swirled about the head of my member eventually caressing the underside of my shaft. Jong traced a slimy trail down to my balls taking care to nuzzle each before going further than I would have thought even at this point by sucking hard against my taint. Despite her fuller figure, Jong Park slid along my prone figure with serpentine grace. This thick Korean woman was literally making love to my penis, sack and inner thighs licking, slurping, nipping and sucking like there was no tomorrow.
"Damn baby, I get it; you're the fucking super head!" I had to stop her, or I'd blow another monumental load and probably be left unable to perform.
"I thought we were getting along; no need to be crass." She reared up still working her drool and my precum all over my crotch. It almost seemed like she was shampooing my endowment.
"I'm definitely gonna show you how much we're getting along." Her resultant snarky, looking half smile was an open challenge.
"Promises, promises; you'll be my second black guy."
"Oh, and how did that turn out?"
"I'm here aren't I, pretty boy? So, Malaya tells me you're color struck all up on white bitches; is that true?"
"It's not like that; besides I blew her fucking back out. Don't start talking shit while you're playing with my dick."
"Who's playing with it; I'm getting it ready motherfucker. I just wanna be clear that its true you've been feeding this snake to what I'm told are some uhm, so-called P.A.W.G.S, right? Even fucked Dean Brennan or is it all bullshit?" Her hands were working me exquisitely as my inner thighs tightened up.
"True...WHAS IT TO YOU ANYWAY!!" The minute I confirmed her suspicions, Jong's fist became a blur on my cock for the briefest of seconds before she drew her hand back. She sat on her haunches glaring down at my face.
"Problem?"
Jong seemed to be bristling as her almond shaped eyes narrowed in mute contemplation. I noticed that she dug a thumb into the hem of her brassiere pulling a string of three condom packets out. She methodically rolled two of the magnums onto my penis before ripping the third out placing it inside her mouth. Jong positioned my erection vertically sheathing it using only her lips all the way down to the base. She reared back on her haunches staring at her handiwork intermittently looking down at me before carefully mounting my endowment. Jong Park took a squatting position on top of me drawing her knees forward until she was comfortable. The long, extended glare returned as she balanced, lightly mumbling to herself.
"Hey, we good?"
"Why do you ask?"
"Uh, you're mad dogging me something fierce; did I "Do Something" to put you off, Jong?"
"Jong Park; I'm sitting on your cock, aren't I?" She answered full of salt.
Her hips rolled and ground against me mixed as Jong Park worked her thick butt forward essentially "fucking me" into the mattress. In seconds, her upper half came crashing down on me as a guttural moan escaped her lips. Jong's ass bounced in a fluttering motion atop my cock seemingly taking me deeper inside. Her cheeks were cradling the base of my member as my hands shot up grabbing her ponderous backside. It was different under my fingers, more like a muscle than the enormous, juicy butts than ran in the McIntyre / Brennan family's women. Jong bucked, twisted moving in a jerky, counter clockwise motion away from my efforts. She sat upright pulling my hands away from her ass, staring pointedly at me.
"This-was a mistake." She quickly dismounted.
"I couldn't agree more; will you be taking Malaya with you?" She began dressing pulling her panties up her, short shapely legs quickly. I was flustered, deciding it was in my best interests not to let that aspect appear externally.
"She's a big girl; Malaya can take care of herself." Jong answered tersely, buttoning up her stained blouse.
"A true friend." I commented.
"Thanks for the coffee." Jong replied in a snarky tone before leaving my bedroom for the kitchen to retrieve her skirt.
I hung back retrieving my clothing from the floor pushing my door up as Jong walked by to the living room. There was some muffled movement and what sounded like brief conversation followed by the loud slamming of my front door as I pulled on some pajama bottoms. Predictably, my living room was empty except for the plastic bag filled with hooch from the nearest Bevmo. Another pair of Malaya Padilla's panties were found amongst the bottles making me facepalm. There was no doubt that she'd been planning a threesome before liquid courage took her down for the count. I tossed my phone on the charger back in my bedroom before taking a cold shower.
It took me over an hour to get to sleep only to have my phone ring incessantly in the middle of the night until I snatched it from the nightstand.
"SPEAK!!"
"What, who the FUCK is THIS?!!" Some nervous sounding guy answered back as I looked at the face of the phone realizing it wasn't mine. An Asian couple was pictured in its face happily cuddling. Jong Park's smile looked fake, even in the photo.
"Oh, wrong number; sorry." I tried to rescue the situation, despite my last interaction with his girlfriend.
"THIS AIN'T NO WRONG NUMBER, IT'S MY GIRLFRIEND'S NUMBER!!
"Look, it's the wrong number."
"YOU'RE BLACK, AREN'T YOU?!!" Andy as I recalled his name, sounded already at the verge of tears. Jong Park did say I was the second black guy she'd been with.
"Fuck you." I hung up in his face; It was like vicariously walking into somebody else's situation. I had enough trouble as it was with the McIntyre women. I tried dialing up Malaya, but the phone was already locked. It was three in the morning and I was ruffled enough to get up for coffee and a bit of studying. I was cleaning the coffee make when Jong's phone rang again with Malaya's photo this time.
"Yeah?!!"
"Uhm, it's me Jong Park, I uh..."
"You left your phone over here and you got mine, right?!!"
"Well, yeah and..."
"I'll be up, just ring the bell and I'll hand your phone back, bye!" I was short with her on purpose unwilling to listen to anything she had to say. I figured I'd tell her about Andy after my phone was safely back in my hands.
My bell started ringing thirty minutes later as I snatched up Jong's phone wrapping my robe tightly around my body. The bell rang a couple more times alarming me enough to peer through the peep hole. Jong Park was alone as I flipped on the outside light on my porch. I looked beyond her making sure no one was at the bottom of the stoop before opening the door.
"Here you go; got my phone?" I cracked my screen door, pressing my frame into negative space blocking her view of my apartment interior.
"Here you go, thanks." I noticed some puffiness on her bottom lip which looked cut.
"Uhm, Andy called, and I thought it was my phone at first; told him it was the wrong number, sorry." I offered in the way of an apology. Jong was wearing different clothing, a short sleeved red flannel shirt and some capri pants. She was wearing a pair of red Chuck Taylors.
"Yeah, I know; this is nothing at all, man. I'm gaslighting the holy shit out of him right now about the whole situation. I'm a psychology major you know."
"No shit?"
"Yeah, look I'm sorry about how I acted earlier." It was cold enough that Jong's breath was visible when she spoke.
"You don't need to apologize."
"We both know that's not true, he cheated on me; Andy Kim, my boyfriend used to be in this stupid garage band. Cheated on me with some bony ass white bitch, probably a couple of white bitches for all I know. So, I PAID him BACK in FULL." Jong admitted folding her arms across her chest to adjust to the cold.
"The other black guy?"
"His roommate, his friend; see, I hacked Andy's Facebook after he stood me up and found out about the cheating. So, I went HAM all over his friend's BIG, ASS DICK! I fucked him dry and texted "my man" while I was doing it, just to add insult to injury. Wanted that weaselly fucker to cry for me!"
"Shit."
"Andy Kim, my cuck fiancé; know what? That other black guy didn't even know I spoke fucking English; asshole probably thought I was from Korea. Yeah Korea by way of fucking Alhambra, California, bitch."
"That's intense; look, its getting kind of late."
"Yeah sorry." I withdrew intending to close the door when Jong grabbed the handle.
"What?"
"Uhm, I know this is fucked up, but can I have some coffee, please?"
Jong Park wasn't referring to actual coffee pulling me into a deep kiss the minute I allowed her back into my apartment. Recalling advice given one of her running buddies, I let myself go with the proverbial flow kissing the pear-shaped woman back with considerable passion. Jong broke the kiss undoing her belt to roll her jeans down to her knees as she knelt on my love seat.
"Play with my big ass; I want you to rub your cock all over it until you cum. Don't put it inside; I kind of denied sleeping with you earlier and told Andy that I would take a lie detector test. If you have some lube, I can make it feel really good for you, though." I ignored her reprehensible nature ending up using some remaining olive oil to shine her backside until it was glistening in the darkness of my living room.
That third of a bottle of olive oil bridged the gap between us as Jong and I worked up a sensual rhythm sliding my cock along her deep cleft. My thumbs were interlocked, sandwiching my length in her crack. Jong worked with me driving her butt in a downward motion against my upward strokes. She crossed a leg over the other wedging her thighs together giving me another place to use my member. Jong reached down handling my cock wedging it up along her slit until it was sandwiched between her lower lips. I couldn't help myself at this point, fucking her thighs like it was going out of style. The view of her thickness slapping back against me was intoxicating.
"Ah fuck; get that-SHIT, GET THAT CONDOM!!" Jong yelled after twenty-five minutes of rutting. She was already removing her pants in a frenzied manner as I ran to my bedroom retrieving a condom. Jong rolled the condom onto my length using her plump lips to fellate me for a few minutes.
"BEAT IT UP, FUCK MY PUSSY, HARD!!" She had already started rolling and bucking her rounded hips taking me on a ride. Jong whimpered, whined pushing back against me in deep, stabbing motions as we slapped together. Her thickness wild and uncontrollable as she moved in a counter clockwise motion. She had a pronounced arch in her back as slapping noises filled the living room.
Her shapely legs slid far apart allowing both of my knees rest on the cushions between her thighs and enough room to push the base of my cock into her opening like that iceberg that hit the Titanic. Once I thumped into the back of her tunnel, I started in on Jong with these short stabbing motions making he yelp in time with each one. For her part, Jong Park managed to meet me halfway on each thrust. A lattice of goosebumps appeared on her back and shoulders which were quickly becoming flushed. I shifted pushing her thick thighs together so that I could mount her from the top. She looked back at me, distressed mouth agape with noticeable drool running down her chin. Once my feet were planted flat on the outside of her folded knees; I started swinging my pelvis in a wrecking ball arch, deep into her tight box.
"AAAWWWW, AAAAWWWW, FAAAAWWWK MEEEE IT HURTS SOOOOO GUUUHHDDD, OOOOHHH SHIT, I'M CUMMING, CUMMING, CUMMING!!" Bursts of liquid lust flushed out of her kitty drenching the cushions beneath us in torrents as I went to town on Jong Park, making the most of this second round with the plus sized Korean woman.
"FUUUHHH-FUCK BAAAABBY, HERE IT COMES, TAKE THESE FUCKING BACKSHOTS!!" I barely managed to pull out leaving the used condom stuck in her slit as a thick, gluey rope shot diagonally across her wriggling, twerking backside. Several concurrent blasts of cum made a gooey mess of her cheeks, drizzling down her gluteal cleft to the wet cushions below us. Jong continued shaking and bouncing her chunky butt cheeks for minutes afterwards, gagging a weird perverted giggle with four fingers between her juicy lips.
"Please stop doing that."
"Yes daddy." Jong was still coming down off her post-orgasmic high breaking into frenzied, girlish laughter.
The living room was bathed in early morning light giving silent testimony that we'd been screwing for hours. Jong had this permanent smile on her face that was a little disconcerting making me wonder if I would have trouble getting her out of my apartment. She held her position long enough for me to get a rag and wipe her down. The couch cushion was placed out on the stoop to dry off.
"Sorry about that; want me to have it cleaned?" She was finally coming to her senses as I peered out my front room window watching the street.
"I'll take care of it; what are you going to do about Andy?"
"Shit, I don't know; we still have so much shit to do before we get married."
"Huh?" Jong had removed the rest of her clothes giving me a first look at her completely in the buff. She hung her flannel top over her shoulder exuding an arrogant confidence that had become her calling card.
"It's complicated daddy; but you can call me any time. Mind if I use your shower?"
"Help yourself." My tone was not lost on Jong who was looking me up and down rubbing her mound.
"You never met him before, so why should you care if he throws his life away by marrying me? His own mother already signed off on this deal a while ago. This baby, this is like really complicated Asian people shit so don't get it twisted. You knew I was taken, and we still fucked; friends with benefits out of the question, daddy?"
"Don't call me that."
"Sorry, you don't fuck somebody the way you did and not expect to be called daddy. Man, you got my shit sore as fuck; gonna be sitting on an inflatable donut for a week and you didn't even get the back door!" Jong sucked on her bottom lip regarding me with lustful eyes.
"That on the table?"
"What about Andy, huh?" Jong Park taunted back solidifying my opinion of her as a stone-cold bitch worthy of running with Malaya Padilla.
"Don't you have a shower to take?" I couldn't help but smile back at Jong.
"I'll leave the door cracked, if you want to "come inside" daddy." My phone started ringing as her expression suddenly went serious. Jong bolted over snatching my phone off the table quickly declining the call before I could stop her.
"Excuse you!" I took the phone from Jong wondering what her deal was.
"Fuck man, it's uhm, just that I left something out last night before I gave your phone back. Your white girlfriend may-have called. Did-call and we kind of said shit to one another."
"What?" The hair on the back of my neck stood up.
"Look, I tried to finesse the shit just like you did with Andy, but she wasn't having it. Started in on me like I was the help or something; nobody talks to me like that, but she was something else! Asked me if I was enjoying all her hard work!! Acted like she owned you or something!!" I facepalmed doing a slow burn.
"Chrystal." I was talking to myself.
"No, Carry Anne."
"Huh?"
"Sorry again, guess I fucked up the mood, huh? I thought we could both have kind of a last meal if you know what I mean? That door is still gonna be open if you change your mind." Minutes later she was showering as I sat starring at my phone waiting for inevitable call. Jong had no clue that she was talking to my ex-girlfriend's mother. She didn't keep me waiting long.
"Good morning darling."
"Yeah, good morning." I was already uneasy given our last conversation.
"Talked to your little friend, she's a real cunt; probably call her a reverse racist if there were any validity to the term. So, are we having Chinese these days?"
"She's Korean."
"Oh my, never would have guessed from that stupid, faux white girl dialect; little bitch more than likely grew up in the burbs hanging out with the same girls she claims to despise. Fucking fake cunt who wouldn't dare spout any of that nonsense to my face." I could tell Carry Anne was seething.
"We're not dating."
"I didn't ask, darling." She was definitely seething.
"Why did you call, then?"
"I thought it pertinent since I discovered your hands in my fucking cookie jar again."
"What are you talking about?"
"Oh God really; you were told to keep your fucking hands off my daughter, but I should have amended that referendum to include my mother as well. I've been made aware of your callous treatment of her, putting her out of your shitty apartment after screwing her brains out!!"
"That's not how it went!"
"You liked that monstrosity sitting at the bottom of her waist, didn't you bright eyes? Liked fucking that big, white ass until she cried because you wanted to feel like a man again after I TURNED YOU OUT!! You can FUCK my DAUGHTERS, MY MOTHER and EVERYONE ELSE, BUT I'M THE BAD GUY, RIGHT?!!"
"Look, I didn't kick Catherine out, she chose to leave!" I couldn't believe I was explaining myself.
"Oh, so it's Catherine now?!!"
"Dean Brennan."
"THAT'S RIGHT, SHE'S FUCKING DEAN OF STUDENTS; HAVING AN AFFAIR WITH A STUDENT!!" I'd never heard Carry Anne so emotional and enraged, my heart was pounding in my chest.
"Yeah that's right, you put her up to that non-disclosure agreement shit, didn't you?"
"I don't have to answer to you; I'm old enough to be your mother!"
"But you aint; and you need to mind your own fucking business." The anger was welling up inside me as well.
"Listen to me, you need to sign that paperwork. This is non-negotiable little man; you are forbidden from dipping your fucking wick in any of my family members, asshole." I didn't like being threatened.
"Jealous?"
"I can get any swinging cock I want, bitch boy."
"Why're you calling me, then?" I heard some sort of movement from her side of the phone followed by what sounded like mumbling mixed with this extended half coughing.
"You feel good, do you? Feeling like a million bucks using what I taught you on some college tramps, fucking my daughters and my mother of all people. That old biddy gets what I FUCKING MADE, and you have the nerve to BUCK UP to ME?!! This was the BEST PUSSY YOU EVER HAD!!"
"You know in this instant; you do remind me of Chrystal; want to know whose pussy is best amongst all of you? Is that it baby; looking for an endorsement?" I taunted high with emotion.
"Don't fuck with me."
"What?"
"You heard me; take the smart way out and do what I told you to do. Don't let those particularly huge balls of yours get you in over your fucking head; don't make me DEAL with YOU."
"Don't call this phone again, fuck you."
"You have twenty-four hours to apologize to me or I will FUCK YOU."
"Bye Felicia." I hung up in her face. Carry Anne's words hung in the air long after she was gone as I sat in my living room processing the threat I'd received. She was a powerful woman, wealthy and entitled with everyone in her immediate circle under her thumb. She didn't even flinch after being accused of bullying her own mother. I'd watched Carry Anne slap her own daughter around and throw her weight around fucking with everyone in her path. There was no way I was apologizing after all the shit she'd put me through. I'd probably still be with Chrystal if she hadn't interfered. I wasn't a virgin when I met her, but Carry Anne had the nerve to act like she'd broken me in or something.



"Oh, so we're doing this, huh?" Jong smiled as I stepped inside the shower, handing me the soap. I lathered up looking over her impressive nudity.
"Back door's open aint it?" She giggled as my cock found a home between her thick cheeks. Jong was already leaning back into me pulling my hand up to her right breast. The bar of soap dropped to the tub bottom diminishing over the drain as my other hand covered the free breast. I rolled both of her thick nipples between my fingers.
"What about my boyfriend, Andy Kim?" Jong Park gasped as I teased her backdoor.
"Andy who?"
I just wanted a sexual repast to take my mind off of the argument and pending threat issued by Carry Anne McIntyre. Wanted to lose myself in Jong's willing flesh and think of nothing else right away. She was already reaching down stroking and lathering up my cock. We kissed and made out like star crossed lovers, groping and fondling one another. Jong ran the flat of her tongue over my nipple sucking hard as I dug my nails into her thick butt squeezing for all I was worth. She assumed the position under the shower head pushing her chest against the tiled shower walls. Jong parted her cheeks exposing her back door.
"Give it to me, daddy."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Oh, so we're doing this, huh?" Jong smiled as I stepped inside the shower, handing me the soap. I lathered up looking over her impressive nudity.
"Back door's open aint it?" She giggled as my cock found a home between her thick cheeks. Jong was already leaning back into me pulling my hand up to her right breast. The bar of soap dropped to the tub bottom diminishing over the drain as my other hand covered the free breast. I rolled both of her thick nipples between my fingers.
"What about my boyfriend, Andy Kim?" Jong Park gasped as I teased her backdoor.
"Andy who?"
I just wanted a sexual repast to take my mind off of the argument and pending threat issued by Carry Anne McIntyre. Wanted to lose myself in Jong's willing flesh and think of nothing else right away. She was already reaching down stroking and lathering up my cock. We kissed and made out like star crossed lovers, groping and fondling one another. Jong ran the flat of her tongue over my nipple sucking hard as I dug my nails into her thick butt squeezing for all I was worth. She assumed the position under the shower head pushing her chest against the tiled shower walls. Jong parted her cheeks exposing her back door.
"Give it to me, daddy."
BAD M.I.L.F Volume 3-The New Batch Ch. 3
Jong groaned loudly as I slowly impaled her up to the hilt, her breathes coming in quick huffs as I began working her tightness. Her body language was different as she yielded to my movements, carefully following my lead. We eventually worked out this sort of delicate cadence of mutual give and take which left me struggling to avoid pounding her through the showers tiled walls. I resolved to allow myself the pleasure of squeezing her breasts as roughly as I liked. Jong seemed to enjoy my hands involuntarily pushing into my member somewhat faster than before. The steady flow of the hot water and rising steam took us places, carried us somewhere decidedly more erotic than my small bathroom. Her wide hips were there for the taking and I couldn't get enough, kneading them to my delight. Jong bounced and ground her thick ass against my abdomen and pelvis until we were fucking as hard as humanly possible. She would glance back over her shoulder every now and then, mouth agape as she endeavored to keep her palms flat on the wet tile. This proved problematic on a random powerful thrust, accidentally causing Jong's head to bump into the shower wall.
"OW, FUCK!!"
"Sorry, you okay?"
"This is getting a little complicated; change of venue?" Jong Park stepped out of the shower holding a palm to her forehead as she snatched a towel from the rack behind the door. Instead of wrapping it around her shoulders, I was hit in the face with the towel as I was stepping out of the shower. Snatching it away from my face, I was rewarded with the "Full Monty" of Jong Park's water glistened body as she strolled into my bedroom with purpose. I found her straddling the edge of my bed, thick shapely legs spread wide apart as if she were humping the corner. She reached back spreading her cheeks apart in time with my invading unit taking me expertly. As soon as I was buried to the hilt, Jong let her ponderous cheeks clap and cradle my member. Jong Park was definitely no novice taking an inspired gouging of her nether regions as I slapped wetly against her big, pale butt to my heart's content. I ended up mimicking her posture, draping my body over hers as I continuously speared the stuffing out of the plus-sized Korean coed. Her nails dug trenches in the bedding as she gasped and whined loudly in time with my thrusts. My balls were slapping against her slit as I committed to the hearty ground and pound mashing her backdoor into raw meat.
"FUCK, I'M CUMMING, BITCH!!" Jong Park's wide butt received a well-deserved deluge of thick, milky semen in the form of several rope-like threads that made her buns resemble a glazed pastry.
"Sorry." I realized as I ramped down from my post-coital haze that one of my hands was palming her head like a ball, almost mashing it into the mattress. I relented raising my hand away from her head receiving a slap across the face.
"Don't apologize for showing a girl a good time!!"
"Damn, you're so intense!" I rubbed my bruised cheek as she reached back rubbing my semi-erect cock on her left ass cheek. She smeared my spunk on her cheek in a massaging, circular motion.
"Yeah, you love it daddy; can this fucking club go again or are we done here?"
"What do you think?" My cock was already starting to lengthen and push into her plush butt.
"I think you're about to fuck my big tits and jizz all over my fucking face before I go home and kiss Andy with dirty lips. That jackass had the nerve to slap me in the mouth but was too scared to do the right thing and fuck me into submission."
"That's your thing, huh Jong?"
"What do you think?" She taunted pushing her breasts around my member.
"I think you're nasty." Her interlocked fingers held me tight between her big breasts as I did my best to screw the shit out of them while she teased me sticking her tongue out. This girl really knew her business taking everything I had to give in a scintillating display of carnality that had me beginning to compare her to Malaya Padilla and Carry Anne in terms of sheer smoldering, sensuality.
"Hey?"
"What?"
"I've got an idea; you game?" It took me a while to register her words as my cock poked the inside of her mouth making her cheek bulge from the intrusion.
"Game for what?"
"Get my phone." Jong bit into her bottom lip making that familiar smirk that I was all too well versed in at this point. Andy Kim, her boyfriend had unwittingly opened a veritable Pandora's box when he cheated on her, doomed to keep repeating the humiliation reaped on him until Jong Park was sated. I didn't have dog in their fight with my mind fluttering back and forth between the lively exchange I'd just had with my ex-girlfriend's mother. Jong stroked my cock mercilessly with her right hand using it to tease the head of my penis before sucking hard in second long intervals. I wasn't gonna lie, she would always be able to get some action from me whenever she wanted. She had an unassuming face that could fool you into thinking she were a normal, run of the mill girl and not this fully formed sexual being. She was twirling her tongue on my urethra almost playing me like a flute, alternating this with a double fisted, rough handjob that had me whimpering in painful pleasure. Her I-Phone was on the bed at the ready as she worked the chum up my shaft. Precum bubbled up in copious amounts as I nearly yanked her hands away, opting not to at the last minute unwilling to interfere with her actions.
"Oh yeah, that's right baby; you close, you ready?"
"Yeah."
"Yeah, you gonna cum for me, huh daddy? Gonna make me some fucking cock milk, huh? Shit, baby I need this big, black cock to FUCKING JIZZ all-ALL OVER MY FUCKING FACE!!" Jong was using three fingers on my shaft in quick, jerking motions as she reached for her phone with a free hand.
"I'm close." I whispered, eyes shut tightly.
"I'm jacking the shit out of this chocolate, motherfucker; pulling your pud, baby! Cum for me daddy, let that fucking cum bubble up bitch; look at the pee hole opening up!! It's opening the fuck up because I'm milking your dick!! Cum for me baby, bust a nut all over me!!"
"Jong, I'm...!!"
"Yeah that's right, bust that nut! Come on, I want your nasty, cum to splash all over me!! Like getting this rod jacked, huh bitch?!! Want me to suck the black off this shit, huh motherfucker?!!" The shapely Asian coed punctuated her statements by sucking the top third of my cock with these quick, popping, vacuum sucking intervals that took me right over the edge.
"OOOOHHHHH JOOONG; I-I LUUUUBBBBB YOOOUUUUHH!!" I lost my composure, embarrassed and sensually elated at the same time.
"YAAAHHHHHH CREAMPIE MY FUCKING FACE!!" Her phone appeared aimed at her own roundish features.
"JUH-JUH-JJ=JUWOOOOONNNGG!!" An impossibly thick rope of semen shot straight up the center of Jong's face followed by several bursts that absolutely destroyed her features so much that she was literally blowing bubbles of cum as she started narrating to the phone.
"I'M SORRY ANDY, SORRY I CAME HOME LATE ENOUGH TO MAKE YOU THINK IT WAS OKAY TO BEAT-ME!! Look-at-me Andy...LOOK AT ME ANDY!! There's just so much FUCKING CUM!! HE SAYS I'M GONNA BE HIS BOTTOM BITCH!! Oh Andy, there's just so much; all over me-IN EVERY HOLE!! Oh Andy, I-I'm so sorry, baby; you know how much I LOVE YOU, Andy. Why'd you BEAT ME; WHY ANDY KIM?!!" She was a mess inside and out as I snatched my cock away from her still reeling from nirvana. Jong stop recording sitting on the edge of the bed coughing up some of my spunk.
"Oh shit, that was as sick as it was amazing."
"Yeah, can you get me a towel?" She was staring into her phone with this slumped over posture holding the device with both hands. I handed her the towel she'd thrown in my face watching as she cleaned her features taking the rest of her makeup with it. She had a strangely bland looking countenance after it was cleaned. Her little button nose was a shade crimson along with her cheeks.
"Jong, you good?"
"Yeah sure; I'm A-Okay, right? I'm not some unrepentant THOT with severe narcissistic tendencies that wrecks everything in her path whether she wants to or not. I'm really not a whore, you know? It's just that I want him to know what it felt like when he cheated on me with those bitches!! When we little, we were friends first, each other's firsts as teens and Andy didn't seem to care that I was fat, even when my parents were constantly fucking with me about my weight."
"So, you went overboard with you revenge?"
"Yeah, you know why?" She looked up from her phone with tears running across her cheeks.
"Jong."
"One of those girls in the picture; one of those little groupie bitches that I know he FUCKED; used to BULLY ME when we were all kids in school. Blonde bitch used to beat my ass and do borderline gay shit to me while her friends laughed like fucking jackals!!"
"I get it, I really do Jong Park."
"There was this one time uhm; they like were keeping me in the girl's locker room and uh, Heather; that was her name, Heather McNabb. Well, they were like just slapping me around and screaming for me to pull my gym shorts down, so they could...they said I had a nigger booty. Yeah, I know how fucked up it sounds but that bitch made me drop my shorts so that she could act like she was fucking me from behind. SICK LITTLE BITCH!! She was pumping up against me with her imaginary cock while the others were just laughing!! It was sick and fucked up, but nobody would help me!!"
"Hey, let's just rest a little here, okay Jong?" I was feeling it as she poured out the darkness locked inside.
"When she had enough, I noticed that she'd pulled her shorts down too... I was like, "This is some fucked up shit" and I looked around at the other girls who weren't saying anything. I was like "WHAT THE FUCKS WRONG WITH ALL OF YOU?!!" and uhm, so Heather and her friends shoved my head in a used toilet full of piss."
"FUCK!!"
"Andy's the only other person I told that story to because he was my boyfriend. He CRIED with ME about it before we made love that day. Five years later, he's FUCKING HEATHER MCNABB!!" I sat with my arm around Jong as she cried the memories away.
"Why're you intent on marrying him?"
"Guess I'm fucked up." We were silent after that just looking at each other before she took it upon herself to start getting dressed. I watched with varying degrees of interest measuring my own past experiences with Chrystal McIntyre and her family. I was definitely in no position to toss stones in a glass house. Jong Park began reapplying her makeup as I helplessly watched, coveting her curves and nothing else before she regarded me as the collected person I'd met twenty four hours earlier.
"Still checking me out; did I turn you away from uh, PAWGS, huh beautiful?"
"Everybody wants an endorsement." I sighed as she took it in stride with some healthy laughter. She turned, walking over to me putting a little pep in her step drawing my eyes to her curves before bending down to give me a friendly kiss on the forehead.
"You keep your endorsement, but do me a little favor, cutie?"
"What?"
"Keep Malaya Padilla at arm's length."
"Why?"
"She's an agent of chaos; little bitch likes to stir the pot if you get my drift. I say this even though she is one of my best friends, so take that shit to heart. Malaya has a way of getting what she wants no matter what, so keep it casual with her."
"Thanks." I didn't know what to make of the impromptu warning that seemed to come out of nowhere.
"Alright, got to uhm, get back to my shitty life; slap it on the way out." With that, Jong Park turned her thick rear in my direction receiving the hearty slap she'd requested. I watched her leave my bedroom before collapsing into a deep slumber.
The ringing of my phone two hours later had me fit to be tied as I found an unfamiliar number on its face. I figured it was probably trouble placing the phone on silent before falling back to sleep. My body was trashed so much that I felt like I was sinking into the mattress. I invariably drifted back to the many escalating encounters with Carry Anne over that fateful weekend and her subsequent patronizing attitude towards me that bordered on wholesale disrespect. More ringing disturbed my sleep, ripping me from a deep sleep.
"Hello?"
"Hey, its Courtney, you really need to apologize to mom; she's really MAD at YOU right now and that's not where you want to be!! I-I'm not supposed to be talking to you, but she's just so hard to deal with and there's this really dark aura around her!! Just apologize even if you really mean it, okay?"
"Fuck no."
"Don't do this; apologize to her, please?"
"Bye Courtney." I hung up while she was still talking getting up for a shower and to take in some afternoon classes.
Halfway through the day, I checked my phone finding several more messages from Courtney McIntyre. There were some photos attached, but I didn't look wanting to have a normal day without any drama as I cut across campus taking lunch in a small, eatery that was regularly filled to the brim with students. I was particularly fond of a potent sandwich, soup combo that appealed to my limited finances. It was of those restaurants with an open patio on the street filled with tables of students, customers and assorted faculty. I had a paper but in actuality I was just happy to be out in public amongst people. It was kind of like hiding in plain sight as my phone rang again.
"Malaya?"
"You don't sound happy to hear me after I brought you a midnight snack, what's up with that?"
"No hangover?"
"The worst; so, did you enjoy my little friend?"
"I think you know the answer to that; what's up today Malaya?"
"Favor."
"What are you talking about?"
"I'm doing a favor that requires your participation; you game or not?" I recalled Jong Park's warning taking a minute to think it out.
"Think I'll stay on the bench."
"Come on man, don't be that way; its not even what you think. Just say yes so that I can move the needle. Look, I just want a little company, that's all."
"Maybe you should stay at home too and sleep it off."
"Maybe you should show some gratitude and help me out; it's just a trip to the mall. Geez, you act like somebody trying to shake you down or something. I got some errands to run and I need your muscles."
"That's what this is about; a trip to the mall?"
"Well yeah; hold on, I'm coming over."
"Huh?!" I looked up from my meal noticing Malaya walking over from the opposite side of the patio railing. She was not alone, in the company of some thin brunette dressed conservatively in a bombers jacket and jeans. I didn't know what to make of the situation as Malaya stood opposite me on the street with this snarky look on her face. I wanted to get out of the situation before it even got started.
"This is my friend, Gen."
"Hello." The first thing I noticed about her was the uncommon beauty and thin nose that denoted features usually found on women from Europe or eastern bloc countries like Poland or Czech. Her eyes were vibrant, large and expressive, almost cartoonish in nature. Gen flushed crimson looking away instead of speaking.
"She's like, really shy." Malaya explained.
"Then what's she doing hanging out with you?"
"I told you about her last night; she's the idiot who jumped out of the car before we got to your flat."
"So." I was chastely rude not wanting anything to do with one of her friends, even though she was so beautiful. I figured I was the victim of much girl talk, chaffing at being conversation over a sewing circle.
"Don't be that way; let's hang out."
"I don't know; your friend doesn't look like she wants me too hang out with you guys. I like to think of myself as somewhat of a gentleman in these matters."
"On je naozaj krásny človek, rovnako ako ste povedal. Váš priateľ bol veľmi šťastný včera v noci, nie je pochýb." Gen spoke in a foreign dialect that was hard to place.
"Škoda, že ste boli príliš bojí, alebo by ste sa peši legrační, rovnako ako môj priateľ. Má obrovský péro, ktorý vám bude kričať celú noc." Malaya didn't miss a beat speaking with Gen in her friend's native dialect with no effort whatsoever sounding completely natural doing it as well. I felt like an idiot raising my hand while they were conversing.
"Uh, no universal translator here, what's up?" Both girls giggled at my acknowledgment of the language barrier between us. Malaya shoved an elbow into her friend's side.
"I am Gen, nice to meet you."
"Oh, hello there Gen." I spoke acting surprised that she knew the English language as both girls burst into laughter.
"So, you hanging or what?" Gen seemed to be staring a hole through me with this warm smile on her face as she blinked profusely.
*************************************************************************************
Gen Novak was indeed an exchange student befriended my Malaya shortly after she'd stated attending university with the opportunistic Filipina's fluency in her native Slovak language serving as a bridge. She was studying economics and marketing and supplementing an allowance with part time work as a print model. Her voice and accent were highly pronounced and a little deep in contrast to a beauty that put me off in that I hadn't felt that intimidated in a long while. Gen seemed equally curious about me which made me wonder what had been said in my absence as I recalled my tryst with Jong Park. The thick, earthy brown jacket seemed a size or two larger than it should be leaving her head and slender legs exposed. I mused looking down at the Ugg styled boots she wore with their little tuffs of fur on the seams with a light smile on my face.
"Something is funny to you?" Gen asked catching me by surprise.
"No, not uhm, really; just admiring your boots." I almost stammered under her gaze as she faux-pouted.
"What is wrong with them that you would laugh? They are very expensive, more than your shoes."
"Sorry, I didn't mean it like that; didn't mean to offend you Ms. Novak."
"Pozor, myslím, že sa snaží flirtovať s vami. On je zastrašovaní vašej kráse." Malaya added speaking in Gen's language as the model did a sort of double take at whatever she's said.
"Myslel som, že ste povedal, že je veľkým milencom žien. Prečo by som mal zastrašiť ho?" Gen replied as both coeds shared a look that left me feeling the odd man out until I resolved to raise my hand again.
"Odd man out, here." I reminded.
"I think perhaps, you should purchase coffee for us." Gen nodded towards a Coffee Bean outlet that had a line waiting outside the door.



"Uhm, sure ladies." I stuffed my hands in my pockets as both giggled at my predicament. I glanced over my shoulder at them conversing. They were holding court at a series of standup tables just outside the outlet. The mall was crowded with wall to wall people as my phone began ringing inside my pocket.
"Courtney, you've got to stop calling; your mom was real clear about us not contacting one another." I wanted to be rude, but I was out in public with my gaze occupied by a staggering beauty.
"Yeah, I know what mom said, but you really need to call her up and apologize."
"Why, what's she gonna do; beat me up, shoot me or something, huh?" I was irritated at the assertion that I should be afraid of Carry Anne.
"I don't know, but she's been oddly serene today and keeps watching her watch."
"So, this is like fucking high noon or something."
"I just wouldn't want her mad at me like that; you don't understand that when she's getting ready to do something crazy, she gets real quiet."
"Maybe you should follow her lead; I'm a big boy, I can handle myself just fine."
"But..."
"What, Courtney what exactly do you think is going to happen? Carry Anne gone drive all the way from her house in the sticks to do what, exactly?"
"We're still at the hotel; we haven't checked out yet and-MMMRGGGHHH!!" I pulled the phone away from my ear staring at it with the realization that someone had muffled her midsentence.
"Courtney?" There was no answer.
"Courtney, you there?" I put the phone back to my ear hearing nothing but dead air for a few seconds.
"Carry Anne?" A heard some sort of frenzied movement and a pronounced thud.
"It's-IT'S OKAY, I DROPPED MY PHONE ON THE FLOOR; I'M FINE, SO BYE, OKAY?!!" Courtney's voice suddenly boomed through the receiver of my phone nearly blowing out my eardrums.
"Hey, is everything okay?"
"YUUH-YEEAHHHH, I'M GONNA HANG UP NOOOWWW!!" She sounded distressed as the call ended abruptly leaving me affected by the tone. I was legitimately worried about Courtney, wondering if I should phone the authorities. A few seconds, later I received a photo message opening it to find a photo of Courtney's huge ass staring me in the face. Her panties were cradling the under cuff of her enormous butt with the double paw print tattoos on full display.
"What the fuck?" I glanced over finding a couple looking at the face of my phone before quickly pocketing it.
"WOULD YOU LIKE TO ORDER, SIR; WE GOTTA LINE OUT THE DOOR IF YOU DON'T MIND?!!" The server, this morbidly obese, bespectacled grease ball was mad dogging me at the counter while some teen redheaded girl glared also. The couple behind me were already spreading gossip as I secured three overpriced drinks making sure to keep my eye on them while my order was being prepared. Malaya walked over intercepting me only to snag her latté.
"Hey, I've got cut out real quick; hang out with Gen for a minute; I think she likes you."
"Shenanigans again, Malaya?"
"Get over yourself; I have a few errands to run for your Sexagenarian jump off if you don't mind. I thought you might like to spend some time with a bonified runway model. Besides even though you're good looking, when would you ever get this chance again?"
"Oh, tell me how you really feel."
"Butthurt much? Watch yourself cutie; Gen's not that easy, so don't go trying to get her into your bed, alright stud?"
"Ah, whatever."
"You owe me one big boy." Malaya covertly closed the distance between us giving me a kiss on the cheek while covertly cupping my package. My eyes followed her curvy butt as Malaya strolled, casually window shopping before disappearing into the crowd. Gen was looking at her phone as I sat her drink on the table, smiling nervously.
"So uhm, this is a little awkward, right?"
"For who?" She answered taking a light sip of her macchiato, never taking her eyes off me. Though big and expressive, her dark eyes never left mine.
"Me; I'm trying to make small talk but falling flat on my face. Maybe you could help me out a little, Gen."
"Why, I like watch you squirm."
"Thanks." Her smile was warm and reassuring as I wondered if I should try to initiate something in earnest. Maybe get her number or try to get her to commit to another coffee date. I was starting to feel like I was attending one of those mass dating events almost wondering if a timer was going to go off in the next few seconds.
"What is in your mind?"
"I don't know how to answer that, Gen."
"Are you nasty in the mind?"
"HUH, NOOO! I mean, no nastier than anyone else." Her resultant laughter put me at ease for a few seconds as she took another sip watching me like a hawk. A question was right on the tip of my tongue, but I struggled for some way to properly phrase it.
"It's okay, say it."
"Did uh, Malaya say "something" about me or like uhm, anything else?" I was twisting in the wind and this European woman was enjoying every bit of it sitting quietly for a few minutes afterwards, simply sipping her drink.
"She tell, everything." Gen relayed to great effect as I glanced away feeling exposed. There was a light swath of perspiration on my forehead which I carefully wiped away with a hand looking over to find Gen bemused at my predicament.
"Yeah, I know; awkward much, right?"
"Walk together with me." She got up tossing her empty cup before handing the untouched one that had been sitting there during our conversation. I hated myself for feeling like a lovestruck high schooler as Gen took my arm walking beside me as if we were a couple. I actually felt this sort of electric charge as she snuggled up beside me. I looked around noticing a few stares from some of the other patrons and bystanders giving testament to her uncommon beauty. This beauty had some very expensive tastes as we visited a few jewelry stores and some boutiques before Gen decided to speak again.
"I am told you are a man of the women."
"Huh?"
"Excuse me, you have lots of women; is this right?"
"No!"
"So, it is lie that you sleep with Malaya?" Her casual question felt like a knife twisting in my back.
"Not exactly."
"You sleep with her then; make fuck on the floor, is right, yes?" Hearing this model use a blue word sent a resultant jolt to my crotch. The way she stared made me feel as if she could see my rising tumescence.
"Yeah."
"You make fuck with chubby friend as well?" The way Gen asked said she already knew the answer.
"Okay, yeah I did, Gen." It was like she was pulling teeth as I saw an opportunity being snatched away with the revelation of my status as a resident man-whore.
"So you tell me something, yes?"
"What, anything you want, okay?" I was shriveling up inside as she stopped walking turning on her heel directly in front of me as we slightly touched chests.
"How would you fuck me?" I was bowled over by the aggressive nature and the sharp, womanly tone in her question.
"Uhm, yeah okay Gen; I usually kind of just go with the flow, if you know what I mean."
"That's is no answer, but I gift you anyway."
"Huh?" Gen Novak took my arm leading me further down the corridor to this large women's boutique that was sparsely populated with patrons due to the expensive nature of the clothing sold there. There were a few decidedly well-established couples there amongst them, one senior pair engaged in perpetual bickering. The loud argument between the two was exacerbated when the elderly husband glanced at Gen longer than his wife was comfortable with resulting in a purse strike to his back. I watched amused as the old woman shoved the poor put upon gentleman out of the store. Gen directed me to a bench adjacent to the vacant women's changing rooms making me a little nervous as well.
"I have contract with store; I work, model sometimes for them." Gen explained before disappearing behind the curtains of the changing booth.
My phone began ringing in several extended intervals until I was compelled to look at its face finding more messages and unanswered calls from Courtney McIntyre. I found an inordinate number of photos focused exclusively on her huge butt from various angles and at least two videos of her twerking and jiggling her cheeks. She seemed desperate for attention, so much that I was wierded out accidentally clicking on one of the abundant phone messages.
"I uhm, I-want your...BIG, BLACK COCK!! Yeah, eh uhm, WANNA FUCK YOU-GAIN!! FUH-FUH-FAAAWK MY MOM!!" Her voice was distressed mixed with muted sobbing as I discontinued the message wondering what would happen next.
"You are taking calls the minute my back is turned." Gen's voice surprised me as I glanced up at her face sticking outside of the dressing booth curtains.
"It was an accident; not uh, intentional, sorry."
"Relax." She suddenly drew the curtains back.
An audible gasp escaped my lips and a few other bystanders as Gen stepped out of the dressing room in a light blue bra and panty lingerie set revealing a slim and stacked figure that was a revelation. She was long, lean and elegantly built with a small, compact set of breasts and prominent hips over legs that seemed to go on forever. Time seemed to stop for her as my troubles drifted away with her appearance.
"Yes, you like it, no?" I shook my head like the village idiot almost brought to savant like clapping as I peered around at some of the other onlookers similarly affected.
"You like this, but you will also love this as well."
Gen turned around earning more gasps as she revealed a tight, compact bubble butt that was amazing with only the light blue material of her thong panties covering the tiniest portion of it. That butt wasn't large by any means, just two perfect handfuls.
"I love it; I REALLY LOVE it, Gen." She smiled genuinely at the comment doing a full runway walk towards me only to turn back inches from my grasp striding back into the changing booth.
Gen modeled two more outfits giving me a semi-private show as more bystanders appeared just outside the glass walls of the boutique. Two of the retail clerks were busy trying to shoo away the gathering crowd as Gen appeared in a beige one-piece teddy that clung to her body like a second skin. Another boutique employee even went so far as to provide matching shoes for the outfit. I looked around noticing more people as Gen emerged in a glittery, intricate set of French styled underwear that blew everyone's socks off in the immediate vicinity. I was smitten with the celebrity aura that surrounded this beautifully slender woman.
"Your mouth is being open for last twenty minutes." She bent perfectly at the waist as a number of camera phones snapped photos using a single finger to close my gaping maw.
"SHOW'S OVER!!" Six security guards appeared clearing the boutique as Gen provided one last tantalizing look at her perfect looking peach of a butt. I would've been ejected from the store if not for a timely finger snap by my lovely friend. All of them just seemed to react to her almost magically with the spell being broken once she disappeared behind the curtain.
I didn't know what was going to happen next as images of her thighs wrapped around my face danced about in my mind like so many sugar plums. I had my fingers crossed that we were going to get it on in the worst way vowing to screw her pretty, little head off and then some as she reappeared in her civilian gear wrapped in her bomber's jacket. She stood in front of me for effect taking it all in as I wondered what she was thinking.
"You okay or you fried in brain?"
"I think I'm a little fried Gen; I'm two fucking eggs over easy." Her smile was infectious leading me to smile like some overexuberant puppy dog.
"You are funny." She took my hand leading me to a fire exit that had been deactivated by one of the aforementioned friendly security guards. We walked down to an outdoor exit at the rear of the mall as Gen took a moment to have a cigarette.
"You mind I smoke?"
"I'm good." It was the first really normal thing she'd done humanly relatable since we'd met that afternoon. Gen still watched me closely to effect as I felt a sense of anxiety creeping through my being as took a few puffs.
"It's okay to admit you don't like smoking."
"I won't." She took another puff before putting out the butt on a planter she was leaning against. I figured it was my chance to make a play sink or swim.
"Hey, you wanna; uhm, would you like something to eat?"
"No." Gen replied harshly still smiling at me as she fished some Listerine packets from her purse taking several to counteract her smoker's breath. She followed this up with a vial of Chapstick as I looked away from her face embarrassed.
"You did not purchase anything for me inside, did not offer and we had a coffee. I am not so easy to fuck, my friend. You are very handsome, I like your face; but I must be careful." With those words, she became even more human in my eyes as she listed the manner in which I categorically struck out.
"Well thanks for the 411; I'll be sure to get my credit checked before we meet again."
"Don't make it bad; I don't like that way." Her arms locked around my neck drawing me in for a kiss that was full of promise. It was decidedly middle of the road as an Uber pulled up to the curb.
"Sure, whatever you say." Gen cupped my cheek for a moment before leaving in her cab. I was left with only my intentions to keep me company as I watched the car disappear into the city streets.
Disappointed I sat there for another twenty minutes weighing my options before pulling out my phone finding even more messages. It was ringing even as I palmed it staring at it's face.
"Look, I know you don't want to talk to me, but I really need you to just listen to me even if it's just for a minute. Don't hang up on me, I don't know what I'll do." Courtney had been talking even before I picked up.
"Courtney?"
"Oh, its really you; I can't believe you actually picked up. Wow, I was just talking to your answering service because I don't have anything left. Gee, it's really kind of windy out here."
"What's going on; what happened?"
"Hey, it's okay, I'm okay alright? Just do me a favor and apologize to mother, will you?" Gone were all traces of her faux-stoner accent.
"Is it really that important to you?"
"Yeah, just trying to even out my karma, you know? I just want things to get back to the way they're supposed to be, but mom doesn't and now she's focused on you. It's not fair that I get treated like shit when her and Chrystal do whatever they want." I could hear the streets in the ambient noise as she spoke in a tone that touched my heartstrings despite our past differences.
"Where are you, Courtney?"
"Sitting down."
"Where?"
"Outside-the lobby where shuttles pick up." I was already committed to finding out what was going on with the McIntyre women but resolved to stay somewhat off her radar.
"That same hotel?"
"Pretty much living here for the last few days; called dad but he's on one of his business trips outside the country."
"Courtney, are you okay?"
"I'm hanging up now; apologize to mom." I hopped into a car taking it over to the hotel but jumped out a block before the property. I walked over to the outskirts of the property glancing over at the shuttle bay finding a single woman sitting there with a scarf tied around her head. She was wearing a white, V-neck long sleeved shirt and some powder blue Capri jeans and white sneakers. Upon closer inspection, I realized I was looking at Courtney McIntyre. There was a small pink suitcase and tote bag on either side of her on the ground. She looked truly discarded and alone steeling my resolve to approach her.
"Hey Courtney, how are you doing?" She looked up at me wide eyed.
"What are you doing here; you shouldn't be here." Her words were heavy with emotion as she nervously tugged at the scarf hiding her hair.
"Carry Anne put you out, huh?"
"She was a little pissed off when she found me talking to you."
"What happened?"
"Stuff." She lazily untied the knot under her skin pulling the scarf away from her head to reveal a short-cropped pixie cut that had been dyed brown. I was startled at the sudden change in her appearance. Courtney noticed my reaction looking down at the cracked pavement.
"She said I looked like an asshole; said she was making me presentable as someone who could possibly be her daughter. Then she told me that if anyone ever asked to say I was adopted."
"That why you're out here." She looked away towards the city streets silently bristling.
"Seemed like the only way to get away from the crazy; she made me take all those booty pictures and sat around with my phone going through it and texting them to you when she felt angry."
"That's fucked up, what are you going to do now?"
"Well, they say a shuttle pulls up here in ten minutes; I'll just tell the driver to take me to my grandma's house."
"That's not how it works; you have to take a cab."
"She took my black card and all of my money; told me to find employment on the streets like the harlot I am; look, you need to get out of here before mom see's you; seems like she is losing her fucking marbles or something."
"Why didn't you call Catherine?"
"Phone died, right after I got through talking to you. Mom took my charger too." Truthfully, I considered storming up to Carry Anne's room, but that would have been playing into her hands.
"Hey, I'll make sure you get to Catherine's house."
"But mom..."
"I'll worry about that, you have the address?" Courtney just nodded looking like she'd been taken to hell and back again. I gathered up her things looking around for anything odd. Even though I didn't see anything, a feeling of uneasiness passed through my body as if I were being hawked.
Courtney sat in the cab quietly alone in her thoughts still absentmindedly rubbing the back of her head were her hair had been sheared off. She looked defeated sitting there immersed in her own thoughts so much so that I could sense this sort of invisible barrier.
"Hey, everything's going to be okay."
"How do you know that and why would you even care?"
I didn't have an answer for Courtney, instead pulling my phone out noticing a few calls from some friends and Malaya. I glanced over at Courtney dialing up my recent hookup and her temporary handler.
"Hey, you called, what's up?"
"Heard you struck out with Gen; wanted to see how badly your ego was damaged. You crying into your pillow or jerking it to her cute, little bubble butt?"
"Ha ha, very funny; you left me with her, and what was that all about?"
"I told you she wasn't easy; girl gets a marriage proposal almost twice a month from ugly guys with more money then you'll ever see and don't get me started about Dubai." Malaya glibly made me feel one inch tall and out of my league.
"I got a kiss at least."
"You know how many people she kisses? And that's just talking about the modeling business, my friend. I hope you weren't expecting some action because I left you alone with her."
"I was a perfect gentleman, but I'm sure she told that after she did her little runway show at the mall, huh?"
"Don't be petulant, Gen said she likes you."
"REALLY?!" Malaya started laughing loudly into the phone unwittingly attracting Courtney's attention.
"Who's that?"
"Ah, a friend of yours."
"Who?"
"Malaya, Malaya Padilla." She suddenly snatched the phone away from me, yelling into it startling me and the driver.
"HEY BITCH, WHAT'S UP WITH THAT SHIT YOU PULLED, HUH?!!" Courtney was holding the phone with both hands yelling into its face like she was talking directly to the woman in question. I quickly snatched my phone back, glaring at Courtney.
"Sorry, what's up with you two?"
"You're hanging out with Courtney McIntyre? Is that what you're doing, man?" Malaya's voice went tonally ice cold. I found my nineteen-year-old passenger angrily glaring in my direction as well.



"Yes, mommy; I'm dropping her over at Dean Brennan's place."
"What-Excuse me, but you aren't fucking her again are you? You really had to get some "consolation pussy" because you struck out with Gen, huh brotha?"
"No, I'm just helping..." Courtney snatched my phone once more.
"HE DOESN'T HAVE TO EXPLAIN ANYTHING TO YOU!!" The driver looked in his rear-view mirror shooting us both looks as I shrugged it off motioning towards Courtney and hunching my shoulders.
"Excuse me, Courtney." I struggled with her slightly before getting my phone back.
"Let me talk to her for a minute." Malaya said in an emotionless tone.
"What's going on, Malaya?"
"I'm talking to Courtney McIntyre; please-return-the-phone to her for a good minute; then we'll get back to our regularly scheduled programming." I found Courtney glaring back looking a little pale in the face before handing her my phone. She slowly placed it to her ear, listening.
"Kayo ay maglalagay ako at iniwan sa akin upang dalhin ang sisihin para sa lahat ng na bandalismo na ginawa namin sa campus!!" Both the driver and I did a doubletake as Courtney started speaking full blown Tagalog with no problem at all.
"Hindi mo talaga naiintindihan kung ano ito ay tungkol sa mga batang babae, kaya huwag ayusin ng iyong bibig na nagsasabi ng mga bagay tungkol sa akin na maaaring magkaroon ng malubhang kahihinatnan. Tandaan ang video ni Courtney!!" I could hear Malaya speaking noting the harsh, even tone even in her native language.
"Uhm, right okay Malaya." Courtney slumped in her seat handing the phone back to me.
"What the fuck was that all about?"
"Nothing, are we there yet?!!" Courtney leaned forward sounding agitated as the driver pointed to the GPS mounted on his dashboard.
"How about you Malaya?"
"Don't trip, it was just girl talk, baby. So, how'd you like to hang out for a few minutes, handsome?"
"I don't know about that, you got me a little weirded out, Malaya." I was honest.
"You gonna fuck Courtney? That's the last thing you wanna get into, my friend. She's a fucking goofy and a poser, but you just want some fat ass when you could be sitting with me and some of my sewing circle. Low hanging fruit or are you gonna "man up" to some real pussy?"
"Wow." It almost felt like I was talking to a telemarketer as Malaya simultaneously ran down Courtney while talking herself up in the process.
"Don't even go there, you might see Gen if you take option A."
"Who the fuck is Gen?" Courtney blurted out, becoming a little more animated after being deflated by Malaya.
"Chill."
"You already fucking somebody else; really dude?! I'm getting my ass kicked by mom all day while you poking some other bitch, huh man?"
"We're not dating Courtney."
"OOOOHHH WELL, uhm so what man; still fucked up how I had to take all that shit for nothing when it didn't even mean anything to you."
"I came to pick you up, didn't I?" She was already pouting looking out her passenger side window as Malaya's laughter resonated from the face of my phone.
"Shut up."
"So, you gonna be babysitting all night or are you coming downtown to hang with me; besides, I don't have a problem sharing." Malaya was still half giggling at my exchange with Courtney while I tried to figure out how to answer her without further agitating the teen. The mention of Gen already had me wondering if there was still some way of bedding the beautiful model.
"I'll call you back." I hung up before she could tease me further as the Uber pulled into a gated community. Courtney had to verbally vouch for me and the driver before the security gate opened allowing us inside the elite community.
"You going out with Malaya, aren't you?"
"Stop it, she just invited me to a lounge, that's all and for the umpteenth time, we're not dating Courtney."
"So, that's a yes, huh fucker man?"
"Don't start that "fucker man" shit again with me, Courtney." We pulled up in front of a big, strange looking McMansion that was a testament to modern architecture. The massive wood and glass structure was bordered at its entrance by huge hedges taller than me which left me intrigued enough to almost want a tour of the place.
Suddenly Courtney's tote bag came flying at me prompting me to think fast catching it as she jumped out of the car with more energy than I seen since picking her up. Courtney slammed her suitcase on the guy's trunk as he half fell from the driver's seat in response.
"HEY LADY, WHAT'RE YOU DOING?!!" Courtney popped her suitcase open tossing some of her clothing onto the pavement in front of her grandmother's home as I looked on dropping her tote to the sidewalk.
"Yeah, yeah, here it is!" She began yanking on some pink flimsy looking material until she managed to pull it free, nearly falling backward to the street from the momentum alone.
"WHAT IS THIS, YOU CRAZY BROAD!!" Courtney ignored him kicking off her white sneakers leaving them where they fell as she frenetically fumbled with the button at the cinched in waist of her Capris. We were both momentarily entranced as the thick, curvy teen struggled and shimmied out of her jeans like a second skin placing a hand on the driver's trunk until she managed to kick the pants into the street.
"OHHHH SHIT LADY; YOU CAN'T AH DO THAT OUT HERE!!" Our eyes immediately dropped down to the stark white panties failing miserably to cover her huge butt. They were of the high waisted variety emerging from the top of Courtney's deep gluteal cleft, as she stripped off the long-sleeved V-neck shirt, she'd been wearing revealing her bare breasts to anyone who happened to be in the area. She just tossed the shirt over her shoulder onto the street behind her.
"What, you don't like titties; this is like a sort of tip, dude." Courtney stopped momentarily regarding the Uber driver, an elderly man of either Spanish or Italian descent.
"Courtney, what the hell are you doing?!!"
"Shut it, you're buying me a fucking drink buddy; I think I deserve it after today!" She worked the pink material over her head pulling it carefully along her pear-shaped figure until it was revealed to be a sheathe like cocktail dress that barely managed to hide the paw print tattoos on the back of her thighs.
"Wait a minute, I just said I'd drop you off; nobody said anything about going out!"
"Yeah, but look at me; I DESERVE a NIGHT OUT; you can't at least buy me one beer, huh?" Courtney snapped her fingers at the tote bag on the sidewalk prompting me to pick it up as the Uber Driver fretted whether to toss her suitcase from his trunk.
"HEY LADY, I GOTTA GET OUTTA HERE!!" He was holding his phone in one of his outstretched hands as Courtney rummaged through her bag using me as a stand-in for her dresser. She removed a pair of wedge sandals from her bag tossing them to the ground quickly stepping into them one at a time.
"Yeah, I'm really, fucking grateful to you for waiting, old dude; we need to go! "She'd also removed what looked like a small, greenish purse with a gold zipper and chain strap.
"WHAT ABOUT THIS SUTCASE?!!" Courtney responded shimmying over to the trunk grabbing the suitcase in her arms only to toss it into the hedges leaving a visible hole that would be noticed come daybreak. Her panties were plainly visible through the material almost appearing as lingerie. She had this kind of quick stutter step as she walked by me slapping her own tote bag to the ground causing a portion of its contents to spill out onto the pavement.
"Come on guys, we ain't got all night!" She hopped right back into the back seat leaving the door open so that the overhead light of the driver's Prius would illuminate the car as she began doing her makeup. I exchanged glances with the driver as he grumpily resumed his seat behind the wheel.
Courtney was doing her lips with a kind of dayglow looking lipstick after finishing her smoky eyeshadow as the driver looked on. She even blew a kiss in the old man's direction making him facepalm. I had to admit being amazed as Courtney McIntyre showed just how much she'd inherited from her mother's lineage taking over a situation at a moment's notice.
"Where's the bitch?"
"Yeah." I instinctively looked at my phone finding a text from Malaya with her location. Courtney took liberties snagging my wrist looking at the information on the face of my phone.
We ended up in the downtown area at some hole in the wall, pub that was stuffed to the gills with students and other patrons of various ages. I was leery of the place worrying that it would play havoc with my finances. I maintained a paying internship at an office while my parents picked up the tab for my apartment and some utilities. Courtney eyes lit up at the scene before her almost leaping from the car before it had come to a complete stop. I had to grab her, directing the excited young woman to a side entrance off the alley where security would allow us inside with a password Malaya detailed in her text. The interior of the club was low lit with wall lamps, built at an angular L-Shaped floorplan that terminated at a small raised stage for the DJ. It was wall to wall people, Courtney could've cared less pushing and shoving her way towards the bar leaving me behind.
I found myself feeling strange looking over my shoulder finding Malaya a few feet away up against one of the club's brick walls holding her phone in front of her face appearing to be talking to someone even though the loud, electronica styled music and chatter was deafening. She wore the same collared dress we'd been formally introduced to one another while I lay stoned in my bedroom. The exotic Filipina had taken the opportunity helping herself, apparently liking me enough for a second encounter on my apartment floor. Malaya Padilla was a bit of a mixed bag, tough to figure out with several agendas going simultaneously as she lowered the phone glaring at me across the dance floor. She was on me before I even had a chance to react.
"Naughty, you've brought an uninvited guest." Malaya hissed not making eye contact as she watched Courtney talking with a trio of overly interested suitors near the bar.
"I didn't have a choice."
"Save it for when I'm sitting on your face later." She left me gliding effortlessly between the surging throngs appearing at Courtney's back. Before I even realized what was going on, both girls disappeared into the ladies' room. One of Courtney's hopefuls was left holding the Heineken he'd purchased for the thick teen. I got a quick glimpse of Courtney's worried face as she was half shoved through the thick wooden door.
Without either of the women I felt out of place looking around at the multitude of unfamiliar faces, left to navigate the surging crowds. Even back in the day when I was dating Chrystal, we rarely went out to clubs like this one. Even when we did, she would always take the lead, guiding me around venues while playfully berating me for being what she called a stuffed shirt. The animosity displayed earlier on my phone between the two women left me wondering if I shouldn't somehow intervene. I didn't know if they were talking or slugging it out. I felt heartened that no security guards were running back into the area. Someone tapped me on the shoulder turning out to be some strange purple haired guy dressed in all black.
"Excuse me, you've been summoned." I half flinched when he leaned in speaking directly to my available ear.
"What?" He motioned with a nod to a table surrounded by several circular cliques of chattering people. This guy, some sort of valet by his own actions led me over to a table where I found several people congregating at a booth, all of whom seemed to posses some sort of celebrity. There were a lot of sycophants milling about doing their best to speak with some guy who was the center of attention. This man was a dark haired pretty boy who wore a lethargic mask presented to the outside world. There were a few attractive, model types sitting with the rest of his associates. Gen was amongst them leaning against the edge of a booth looking similarly bored to distraction. I was that distraction and damn happy about it.
"So, I invite, and you bring date." I seemed able to hear her above all else around me. Malaya left that detail out of her texted invitation.
"No."
"I see the stupid girl with big, big ass; you still deny it?"
"Her name's Courtney; I was just helping her out." Gen was leaning against the exposed red brick of the club's walls with her arms crossed in front of her slender figure looking demure. She was wearing this one piece sort of dress that looked like a miniature muumuu adorned with some sort of Versace-like designs. It looked like a high end poncho being so short that it terminated just below her crotch. I could barely take my eyes away from her long slender, yet shapely legs. Her feet were covered in spike heels that left her nearly a head taller than me which was no small feet given my height. She was a vison trimmed in gold that took my breath away.
"The way you help Malaya and her fat friend?"
"Gen, I haven't had sex with Courtney, today. I admit that I've been with her two times, but you can ask Malaya about that if she hasn't told you already, because she was there when it happened the first time." I chaffed feeling like I had to go on the offensive.
"'You are mad?"
"Well, yeah I'm a little hot." Gen motioned towards the purpled haired guy who immediately poured me a drink from one of the bottles on the table, before doing the same for her.
"Have drink." She lazily clinked her glass against mine as I responded a second later still entranced drinking the champagne.
"We talk, you don't have to be mad for making fuck with dummy." Her assessment of Courtney was harsh, but I kept silent not knowing the untold story behind her animosity.
"Okay."
"I can't talk about girlfriend?"
"You can do anything you want." I was still on the ropes as she regarded the snapping fingers of the celebrity guy as well as the other model types. I watched Gen plant that bubble butt dead center in his lap as the other girls positioned themselves for a photo-op. several pictures were taken with some of the patrons taking their own with various phones. I watched Gen pose with the guy in a few semi-intimate poses that left me wondering if the guy was her boyfriend or something. The valet poured me another glass offering me a handkerchief as well. I downed my glass before taking my leave giving one more glance towards Gen as she kissed the pretty boy on the cheek as more cameras snapped away. I pushed through the crowd finding Courtney and Malaya at the bar. The thick teen was sitting on a stool at the far corner of the bar; Malaya had her boxed in leaning over with a hand seemingly barring her from leaving the stool.
"I'm going." I had to almost fight to get over to the women.
"You were gone before you got here, stud." Malaya still sounded angry with me for showing up with Courtney.
"Are you coming, Courtney; I'll get you home." She strangely looked over at Malaya before answering. Her face seemed crestfallen and distressed as she nodded in the negative.
"No toys for you tonight, but I'll be in touch later."
"Save the call; your schtick is getting tired."
"Oh, don't you worry about that dick boy, you're dismissed." We glared at one another as confusion mixed with apprehension and remembrance of the muted warning, I'd received from Jong Park. I started to let the inrush of the crowd consume me as Courtney yelled after me.
"DON'T FORGET TO CALL MOM AND APOLOGIZE!!" I just nodded finding my way back onto the evening streets.
It was still crowded outside with a line descending down the pavement. There were little cliques of people talking and smoking on the streets. I was really sweaty and itchy feeling as the night breeze caressed by face. A group of three coeds walked by with one girl taking my gaze with her glued to her prominent backside. I walked along the sidewalk until I was standing adjacent to a bus shelter. I genuinely didn't know what to do with myself for the first time in weeks as I watched traffic. There was a persistent buzzing in my pocket which turned out to be a call from a blocked number. I ignored it finding a seat on the bench, still slightly feeling it from the champagne buzz. The calls continued in frenetic intervals as I weighed my options and the continued warnings from Courtney McIntyre. I checked my phone finding several attached messages from parties unknown.
"Fuck it."
Another photo of a big, pale ass was waiting for me, but at closer glance it didn't belong to Courtney as it lacked the paw print tattoos on the back of her thighs. I stared at the picture feeling almost punch drunk before opening a second message with a video file attached. There was little surprise at the twerking video as I noticed pronounced tan lines denoting missing fullback panties.
"Carry Anne." There was no doubt about it the more I stared.
The video was made using a selfie stick with her small waist also visible in the frame as she flexed and clapped her cheeks with a high degree of skill. I couldn't really recall Carry Anne twerking all that much as I opened another video file.
"DDUH-DAAAMNNN BITCH, YOU GOT HELLA ASSSS!!" It was a point of view shot letting me know that she hadn't let the grass grow under her feet as A huge, black cock could plainly be observed spearing her huge, jiggling butt. The short video was shaky and badly focused as I surmised the identity of the guy finding himself in the inviable position of being her plaything for the moment.
"DUH-DUH, DAAAAAMMMNNN BAAABY; YOU GOTS DAT' CAKE FO'REALS!!" Another clip was obviously taken from his point of view as Carry Anne bounced savagely on his unrealistically thick penis, squirting in a nearly continuous deluge. A milky sheen coated his member as her massive cheeks slid along his length. There were two more videos with one being her fingers furiously masturbating as she squirted again in fits and bursts. I looked up as a bus approached, waving the driver away when he opened the doors to let a few passengers off. My brow was glistening in sweat, my slacks tight against my erection as I opened the last video file.
"YOU SO SWEET, SWEETEST PUSSSY BAAABBYY; THIS SHIT THE BEST I EVEEER HAD, OOOOHHH FAAAWK BABBBBY!!" I wasn't expecting the severe closeup of Carry Anne's puffy looking muff as this guy's junk obscenely plunged in and out of it making me rear backwards from the initial shock.
"You gonna cum?"
"YEEEAAAHHH, I'M GONNA CUM ALL OVER THIS BOMB ASS PUSSSYYYY!!" I surmised the identity of the unseen stud to be the muscle head guy I'd seen all over Carry Anne at the hotel pool. He was whined and squealing almost overselling the situation as I uncontrollably bristled.
"No... DO IT ON MY FUCKING FACE!!" The video became visually unintelligible as he struggled to pull out holding the phone as I realized she had her legs up in a familiar position, locked around her back in a human pretzel. His cock dipped into frame as he nearly toppled from the bed acquiescing to her wishes.
"...ultimate combo." Several ropes of thick, milky jizz, hit Chrystal McIntyre square in the face in repeated bursts until she was covered in a disgusting mask of semen. She was smiling up at his camera phone the whole time. My stomach dropped as I put my phone on the bus bench backing away out into the street. I was glaring at it like it was some sort of explosive device. I had to jump back up onto the curb to avoid being struck by a speeding vehicle as a few horns blared their contempt for me disappearing into the night. I sat scooted over from my device for a long while just processing everything. Chrystal was already back in town, probably came home early to see me but ran into her mother first. This situation had Carry Anne's finger prints all over it as I finally picked up the phone calling her.



"Darling, so nice to hear from you at this late hour; trust you're doing well." Carry Anne picked right up caring little about continuing the charade through the use of a burner phone. She had to know from my heavy breathing that her gambit had worked.
"I'm good." I struggled to reply, still trying to think things through.
"I sincerely doubt that is the case; maybe you should take a moment to process."
"Yeah bitch, but it still doesn't change anything between us." My heart was thumping in my chest as I spoke through gritted teeth.
"You're upset with my daughter, but you don't want to take responsibility for what occurred tonight, honey. Just imagine how it would have gone if you'd lied to her by saying she was a better lay than myself."
"Contribute to your fucked up parenting, I don't think so."
"Well I think she's appreciating my "fucked up parenting "right now, you agree? Like I told you before, I could hardly wait to find out what the next "boyfriend" told her, and you know what? He didn't disappoint, screaming her name to the rafters from my very bedroom no less. You know, they're still fucking like animals in there right now. If you're nice, I could do a face time so that you can see all that mandingo magic happening real time, want that, huh?" She was almost laughing in my face through the phone.
"Fuck you." Spewed from my lips uncontrollably.
"Been there, done that; are you ready to apologize for angering me, darling?" I answered by hanging up in her Carry Anne's face, disgusted with both of them.
At that moment I felt extremely small in the whole of the city confused yet still defiant. Carry Anne McIntyre would get nothing from me as I checked my phone finding it was nearly thirty minutes to the time she'd set as a deadline for my apology.
There was nothing really for me to be upset about after breaking up with Chrystal, but I couldn't deny the gutter punch dealt to me by her controlling mother. There's nothing like actually witnessing a loved one past or present engaging in sexual activity. It just does something to people that sears your heart, sometimes leaving nothing behind. I was tempted to return to the club and take Chrystal's sister to bed but ultimately nixed the idea altogether. I considered things remembering myself and the college education I'd been ignoring. There would be no escalation on my part as I resolved to move on in that instant. I managed to pocket my phone dialing up a car to take me home. Regardless, my heart was still heavy as I revisited the events leading up to those sex videos from Chrystal. My thoughts settled on Carry Anne who'd normally hid her issues behind a façade of cool indifference. I wondered what had set her off. I figured she ultimately wanted me stuck in her web until she grew bored and tired of sleeping with me. There was more to her story that I probably wasn't going to find out now that we were out of the closet as enemies. I was just going to ignore the whole situation and get back to basics. I paid the driver stepping out in front of my flat with a good night's sleep as my immediate goal.
"Eh, what-the-hell?"
The was this jagged rectangular hole where my doorknob should have been as I realized my place was unsecured. The thick, oak door was ajar, the interior of my home inky dark. I didn't know what to make of things unconsciously pushing the door open. My apartment was ransacked with the furniture missing from my living room. There was trash everywhere as I noticed a large, spray painted anarchy A on the wall leading to the other areas of my home. I dialed up the police reporting the incident as a burglary, also noticing the expired deadline time issue by Carry Anne, the night before. It didn't take long for the police to arrive as I waited outside while two officers cleared my apartment. One of the cops waved me inside as I learned all of my furniture had somehow been stacked into my kitchen and bathroom. The other officer had savaged a lot of my property working his way to the back of my apartment.
"Looks like some malicious prank; you want to file a police report sir?"
"Yes, I can do that here on the spot, right?" The other officer appeared from the kitchen area he'd loudly been rummaging through holding this greasy, rolled up paper bag.
"Hold on, Perkins; sir, is this yours?" The cop motioned towards the bag in his possession leaving no doubt what was probably inside.
"No officer, I've never seen that bag before tonight."
"Well I'm afraid we're going to have to ask you down to the station for a few questions if you don't mind?"
"Do I have a choice?" Officer Perkins was already removing the handcuffs from his belt.
It was the first time I'd ever been in handcuffs as I was walked outside and placed in their patrol car in front of some of my neighbors. I was left sitting there in the back seat as some students passed by on their way to class. I noticed a few people snapping photos with their camera phones, so I looked towards the opposite window finding a few passing vehicles slowing to peer into the backseat of the patrol car. A few more cops arrived milling about in front of my apartment as a small crowd gathered. Almost ninety minutes later I was sitting in an interrogation room waiting to be railroaded. My cuffs were off, but they might as well have left them on considering how humiliated I felt.
There was a loud, rough knock on the door before it opened revealing a stern looking officer whose expression spoke volumes about what he thought of me. I might as well have been a drug dealer or some other such criminal.
"Your attorney is here." Before I could inform him that I hadn't called anyone yet, this woman, I'd never seen before walked into the room as he half slammed the door loudly behind himself.
She strode over to the opposite side of the table removing a large manila folder from a large satchel bag she was carrying setting it in front of me. The woman was decidedly attractive Caucasian woman with a narrow, harsh looking impassive face hidden behind some wireframe glasses. Her platinum blonde hair was drawn tight in a ponytail on her head. She was wearing a burgundy raincoat over what looked like a women's business suit as she demonstrated a high level of obsessive, compulsivity positioning all the items on the table lastly placing her phone at the far corner of the folder.
"Don't talk, just listen and I would like you to direct your eyes to the camera on the wall over my shoulder, sir." I looked up watching the red light flick off almost right at the moment this woman mentioned the surveillance camera.
"There is no one behind the two way mirror at your immediate left." I looked anyway finding the scratched up black side facing me, intimidating.
"Who are you?"
"You can refer to me as Ms. Frakkes for the short duration of this private conversation." I was puzzled and put off by her distinct angry sounding voice and the patronizing manner in which she spoke.
"I didn't call you, so who sent you, Ms. Frakkes?"
"Listen." She reached over pushing a button on her phone as a resulting dial tone filled the room before the other person answered.
"Look at you now bright eyes; how's it feel being in a fucking box, homie?" Carry Anne was truly feeling her power at this moment.
"Come on down and see for yourself, bitch." There was this long pause before she spoke.
"Apologize."
"No, bitch."
"Man, you are just so defiant; I mean it seems like you don't know when you're defeated, brother. You're sitting in county lockup with a looming drug charge. Wouldn't you like to make things right by me, before we take it up another level, huh bright eyes?"
"Bye Felicia." I was finding myself in the situation realizing the lengths she'd gone through to stick it to me.
"Arrogant and entitled little boy; I think you should listen to my daughter and take the deal." My brow raised as I looked across the table at the harsh looking woman sitting there. There were some similarities to her mother but also the father as well. Ms. Frakkes disconnected the call herself, sitting there as I watched her silently react after being outed by her mother.
"Ms. Frakkes?"
"My married name; yes, I am a McIntyre and a lawyer charged with representing the prudent concerns of my family and the Brennan name. Despite my mother's impassioned outburst, I have come prepared to make you an offer that should be mutually beneficial to all parties involved." I noticed that she avoided eye contact.
"The fucking nondisclosure agreement, right?"
"That is correct."
"What's on the table; my fucking dignity?"
"What dignity do you have sir; you have engaged in repeated sexual episodes with my mother, two of my sisters, one of which you were dating and my grandmother. Frankly, I can barely stomach sitting here in front of you knowing all of this, but decorum dictated my involvement. Included here are funds set aside for the damaged furniture and a stipend that should enhance your meager finances. I will begrudgingly take your case regarding the narcotics found inside your home negotiating an acceptable plea bargain that should see you left with community service. Furthermore, you will abstain from any and all contact with the aforementioned members of my family. Do we understand one another?"
"I understand you just fine, Ms. Frakkes."
"Sign the accord sir; I'd like to get out of here and back to Germany and my partnership."
"Can I ask you one question before I decide?"
"Shoot."
"How'd it go when Carry Anne took you to "The Islands", did you take to the "water" like a fish or did you flounder on those luxurious resort sands while she had her fun with the Cabana boy?" I was speaking in code, but she knew my meaning well. Ms. Frakkes was older than Chrystal, so it was an educated guess. Ms. Frakkes packed up all of the items on the table before pocketing her phone.
"I "swim" just fine-CABANA BOY; we'll be in touch a few days after you've got that wild hair out of your ass. I would really love to stay and watch you fight with the other inmates for your ass, but I'm somebody and you-are now a statistic."
"I haven't been charged yet; thank you for helping me out with this bogus case. My real lawyer will probably thank you with a big, fat lawsuit. Say hello to your mommy and tell her she's still not the best piece of ass, I ever had." Ms. Frakkes leaned back in the seat removing her glasses as she burned a hole in me with piercing blue eyes. She began unbuttoning her coat opening it to reveal the suit underneath.
"I'll let her know; make sure you watch me go and don't say I never gave you anything." Ms. Frakkes stood removing her overcoat, slinging it over her arm as she walked to the door. She knew my eyes were following her.
"Damn." I muttered under my breath as she walked by for intended effect. The platinum blonde was tall and stacked. The term best describing Ms. Frakkes would be "Built like a Brick Shithouse". The upper portion of her suit hid her torso, but her lower half was covered in a micro-mini just a few inches below the tops of her thighs. Ms. Frakkes was definitely a card carrying member of the McIntyre and Brennan clans with this huge, oval shaped, shelf of a butt extending from a small waist over powerful, shapely legs that were as long as Gen's. Her feet were covered with these shiny pumps that caught the ambient overhead lighting of the interrogation room.
"Bye Felicia." Ms. Frakkes called out, taunting me as the heavy metal door slammed shut in my face. The echo reverberated off the walls as I looked down at the floor wondering when I would be arraigned.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Can I ask you one question before I decide?"
"Shoot."
"How'd it go when Carry Anne took you to "The Islands", did you take to the "water" like a fish or did you flounder on those luxurious resort sands while she had her fun with the Cabana boy?" I was speaking in code, but she knew my meaning well. Ms. Frakkes was older than Chrystal, so it was an educated guess. Ms. Frakkes packed up all of the items on the table before pocketing her phone.
"I "swim" just fine-CABANA BOY; we'll be in touch a few days after you've got that wild hair out of your ass. I would really love to stay and watch you fight with the other inmates for your ass, but I'm somebody and you-are now a statistic."
"I haven't been charged yet; thank you for helping me out with this bogus case. My real lawyer will probably thank you with a big, fat lawsuit. Say hello to your mommy and tell her she's still not the best piece of ass, I ever had." Ms. Frakkes leaned back in the seat removing her glasses as she burned a hole in me with piercing blue eyes. She began unbuttoning her coat opening it to reveal the suit underneath.
"I'll let her know; make sure you watch me go and don't say I never gave you anything." Ms. Frakkes stood removing her overcoat, slinging it over her arm as she walked to the door. She knew my eyes were following her.
"Damn." I muttered under my breath as she walked by for intended effect. The platinum blonde was tall and stacked. The term best describing Ms. Frakkes would be "Built like a Brick Shithouse". The upper portion of her suit hid her torso, but her lower half was covered in a micro-mini just a few inches below the tops of her thighs. Ms. Frakkes was definitely a card carrying member of the McIntyre and Brennan clans with this huge, oval shaped, shelf of a butt extending from a small waist over powerful, shapely legs that were as long as Gen's. Her feet were covered with these shiny pumps that caught the ambient overhead lighting of the interrogation room.
"Bye Felicia." Ms. Frakkes called out, taunting me as the heavy metal door slammed shut in my face. The echo reverberated off the walls as I looked down at the floor wondering when I would be arraigned.
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I was left in a general holding cell for what turned out to be a day and a half before the cops saw fit to come and get me citing, an ongoing investigation before returning my property. It didn't hit me until I walked out onto the street into the midday sunlight how much had been done to me. I'd made sure to take the badge numbers of the officers who'd arrested me intending to sort it out after I was settled. There was no way Carry Anne was going to be done with me after the brief exchange we'd shared over the phone. I'd just been introduced to a new female member of the McIntyre clan and this woman meant business. She'd also let me know that I was considered a loose end that needed tying up, so much that Ms. Frakkes as she was known had been sent from Germany to take care of matters. A healthy dose of paranoia washed over me as I walked across town finding breakfast at an outdoor breakfast counter. Carry Anne had left an indelible mark on me in her first salvo and I knew I had to steel myself for what was obviously coming. I searched my phone finding the videos sent by Carry Anne the night before finding a bit of inspiration in the fact that Ms. Frakkes was apparently unaware of their existence. I uploaded the videos to my cloud before striking out for my vandalized apartment.
My apartment door was covered with a rectangular bit of plywood and police tape which was conspicuous as it was overkill. I managed to pry the plank free as some bystanders walked by taking note of my presence. The lights and gas had been turned off inside my apartment as I remembered Chrystal held ownership of them as a way to balance our collected income after she moved in with me. No doubt she timed them to be disconnected to coincide with the exact moment of Carry Anne's ultimatum. I guess if I'd been sitting at home, the lights would have suddenly shut off. They wanted to rattle me, going for shock and awe; but I was notoriously strong willed in my prior state before meeting any of them and that would be their undoing as far as I was concerned. I'd always deferred to Chrystal for no particular reason other than to keep the peace during our cohabitation. I'd compromised myself for mind blowing sex and companionship with a sociopath. I wondered how long our relationship would have lasted if her mother had never intervened. Someone had delivered my mail, most likely while the place was being sealed up. I found another summons to the Dean's office regarding what was phrased as an additional probe into the vandalism incident that occurred on campus the night I met Courtney McIntyre. I chaffed wondering if Dean Brennan was trying to join her children in defaming my name.
"Have a seat, the Dean will see you in a moment." I found a different receptionist in the office other than Malaya, some plus sized, bespectacled black woman with a short, blonde bob.
"Tell Dean Brennan I'm here; I'm sure she'll want to know I'm here."
"Is that right; have a seat, the Dean will see you-in-a-moment, uhm kay?" Her attitude was stifling as I smirked before snatching up a magazine finding a seat on a couch.
Forty five minutes later, the receptionist summoned me with a buzzer, which looked like something she'd purchased herself directing me back to the office. There was this antagonistic aura about the rotund sister that was as hard to ignore as the discreet eyeroll she did as I walked by. When our eyes met, she made a point of leaning to the side looking towards the other side of the office. I sarcastically giggled letting her know that I could care less as I entered the office.
"Have a seat." I found myself looking at an older, silver haired gentleman that reminded me of Alan Rickman, sitting comfortably behind Catherine's desk.
"You're not Dean Brennan."
"Of course not, my name is Dean Campbell; Ms. Brennan is on an administrative leave of absence and I believe she will be taking additional time to visit with family members, so I've graciously volunteered to pick up her work load." He stood giving me a firm handshake that was suspect in that he shook the tops of my four fingers before sitting down again. I followed suit finding a smaller chair inside that was originally there during my first visit.
"I'd hate to be redundant Dean Campbell, but I was already vetted by Catherine."
"Dean-Brennan, failed to turn in paperwork to that effect which leaves me to sort it all out; you don't mind answering a few question, do you?" I almost facepalmed in front of him realizing that I'd referred to his professional associate by her first name.
"No, I guess not."
"Good, keep your answers brief, direct and to the point, if you don't mind, sir." Dean Campbell appeared to have an openly antagonistic demeanor that left me with no choice considering what was being tabled. I could feel a tightness in my shoulders encroaching as he opened a folder almost similar to the one Ms. Frakkes opened while visiting me in the interrogation room.
"Are you aware that the statue of one of the colleges founding fathers was vandalized?"
"Yes."
"Where you involved in any way with this incident or any of the other pranks that occurred up to and including an on large on-campus party that was unauthorized where underaged individuals were served alcoholic beverages?"
"I was not involved; I am unaware that such a gathering occurred and have no knowledge of any on-campus party, uhm, gathering sir."
"Would you like to rethink your last answer?"
"No."
"I say again, would you like to rethink your last answer, sir?"
"No, for the record Dean Campbell, with respect sir." This didn't appear to be the answer he was expecting as he leaned back in his desk regarding me before thumbing through some additional papers inside the folder.
"I'm going to show you a photograph, tell me if it is familiar to you." I was shown a photo of the outside of my apartment door with an Anarchy A spray painted in red on its surface. Dean Campbell also placed a photo in from of me depicting the school founder's statute with a missing head and noose around the neck stump. A similar remark was painted onto its body along with the accusatory phrase "Slave Owner".
"This is my apartment door, but I'm not familiar with the statue other than gossip around campus."
"One out of two, is that right, sir?"
"Yes." He placed a smoking gun on the desk in front of me in the form of pictures of a raucous party in my living room on the night in question. In one of the photos, Courtney's enormous ass could be seen in one of the pictures, paw print tattoos and all. Courtney was wearing nothing but a thong. She appeared to be standing on my coffee table shaking her huge butt as several students and random visitors looked on. The missing pieces of that night began to materialize, making it hard to mask my mounting emotion.
"Would you like to change your last answer at this time?"
"No sir, I would not, but I would like to amend this situation by requesting that you speak at length with Dean Brennan regarding the incident in question."
"What makes you think I haven't?"
"Because I'm sitting in front of you, sir." My emotion bubbled to the top as I leaned over, squirming. Dean Campbell watched impassively, writing something down on a notepad.
"Would you like a drink of water?"
"No sir, I'm fine; shall we continue?" I scratched my head staring back at him knowing I was being drawn and quartered. I wondered who was responsible for this set of events Catherine Brennan or her granddaughter, Ms. Frakkes.
"If you insist; I have been cleared to inquire about the circumstances of your arrest at assigned campus property a day prior. There's been mention of narcotics as the reason for a pronounced police presence there. Local news media covered the story in part making this inquest, necessary. Would you like to explain yourself?"
"No, but I will explain the situation in part out of respect for this institution of higher learning. The answers you're looking for can all be answered by the vacationing Catherine Brennan, her daughter Carry Anne McIntyre, student Chrystal McIntyre and most importantly, one Courtney McIntyre whose huge ass, you have a photo of right in front of your very eyes." The emotion welled up, spilling out in front of Dean Campbell who never changed expression.
"Can you go on; would you like to take a moment?" He nodded over to a watercooler that had been placed inside the office since the last time I visited. I took the opportunity having a paper cone full of the cold water. Dean Campbell continued writing on his notepad as I took a second drink.
"So, what now?" I asked retaking my seat as he continued writing.
"I turn in my findings, another inquest and decision regarding your academic future. Unfortunately, you are on probation and we will have to reclaim the damaged lodgings pending further notice."
"I'm being kicked off campus?"
"Student lodging is limited, there is an over six month wait by eligible students serious about their education and you have decided to convert the space into an impromptu dance hall and opium den for lack of a better term. I think the college is being pretty lenient regarding your enrollment, but we are going to have to take a little back."
"No shit?" He was already closing the folder on his desk, regarding me with interlocked fingers.
I was given the rest of the week to clear my things out of the apartment and advised that any further infractions would result in immediate expulsion. This was the third time I was being humble in less than forty-eight hours as the McIntyre curse began to bloom and blossom to devastating effect. I walked out of that office both hands shoved deep in my pockets traversing the corridors outside to find a familiar face at the receptionist's desk.
"OH, HEY CUTIE!!" Malaya Padilla had been sitting on the far end of the receptionist's desk conversing with my rotund nemesis. She hopped up looking anxious like she's been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. I shrugged an acknowledgment walking out of the office to the elevators. She came half running pursuing me as the double doors opened.
"Hey, what happened in there; you get fucked or something by Dean Campbell? Hey man, we're good right?"
"I don't have time for this shit." Malaya followed me into the car as the doors closed.
"What shit are you talking about; you looked a little shaky when you came out and I was worried, man. I thought we were cool, but you're throwing shade all over me!! What's up, like I said, are we good or nah?!" It almost sounded like she was threatening me too.
"I got too much to do and two little time; I'm on probation and I'm being evicted from my place for the party that Courtney threw; you know, the one you were at when we quote, unquote met?" Malaya suddenly snagged my forearm.
"YOU NARC ME?!!"
"Excuse you, no I didn't; what would if I did, huh?!"
"Chill, I'm not trying to go there with you, cutie; it's complicated but tell you what, we can sort it out over dinner if you want?" She rolled right through the brief verbal dustup between us seemingly ignoring the strained expression on my face.
"Didn't you hear me, I have to find a new place to live." The elevator doors opened, Malaya didn't hesitate following me out of the lobby and campus streets.
"How long do you have?" She bounced beside me with a surplus of playful energy.
"End of the week."
"More than enough time to secure lodgings, come out with me tonight; It'll be cool, I promise."
"You know I got out of jail today, Malaya?"
"REALLY?!!"
"Something funny, my unjust incarceration a source of humor for you, Malaya?"
"Of course, not fool; but you probably need to release something, or did you find a "new way" behind bars, enquiring minds want to know?"
"Fuck you." I was serious.
"Fuck me." She wasn't.
*************************************************************************************
Malaya squealed shrilly with her cries echoing off my walls enhanced by my misplaced furniture which remained shoved into the corridor outside my bedroom door and the kitchen proper. Sounds enhanced in tandem with the slapping noises created by my pelvis colliding with her athletic, bubble butt. It was the first time we'd hooked up that I found her wearing panties as I snatched away the knee length flannel skirt, she'd been wearing leaving the long sleeved blouse and black cotton vest on her torso. She instantly went into a serpentine position arching her round butt high into the air while her abdomen rode low on the bed. She was already sopping wet, dripping all over the place on my stripped down mattress. I was well versed in her sexual nature taking her as hard and savagely as humanly possible. Malaya Padilla proved herself a sexual being of the highest rolling and grinding into my crotch, alternating these movements with short bobbing motions that took me to the precipice quicker than I would have thought possible given recent situations involving the family of voluptuous pawgs whose bad side I was currently on at the moment. Truth be told, I just wanted Malaya's body to quell a sexual itch ignited intentionally by the newest member of the McIntyre clan, Ms. Frakkes. She was metallically cold and inaccessible, but attractive in a new kind of way which I hadn't initially picked upon meeting her in that police interrogation room. Ms. Frakkes had the advantage of knowing of me about me prior to our first meeting, concluding it by taking advantage of my supposed weakness by revealing her own huge, butt for my viewing pleasure.
She'd called attention to her generous curves as an aside to stick it to me leaving me unjustly incarcerated at the local precinct. Ms. Frakkes wanted me to know who she was in no uncertain terms. But I noted the flash of emotion in her eyes when I'd called her out for that very same reason. I's been made aware that her mother seemed to make it a habit of taking her daughters to the Caribbean once they reached the cusp of legal adulthood for the purpose of losing their maidenhood to people of my related ethnic group. I would probably never know what happened with Ms. Frakkes, but my ex-girlfriend Chrystal had been irreparably marred by the event, stuck in a pattern of competition with her own, equally scared mother. I'd unwittingly become ensnared in a power struggle between them, perhaps stupidly adding to the situation becoming a victim of my own ego. Yet, my mind wandered back to that briefest of glimpses as she walked over to the heavy steel door that led out to an unforgiving world that had wronged me. I knew there would be another meeting with the platinum blonde, I just didn't know when.
"Not to complain, I should be angry that I'm your jump off; but if that's true, could I least get a little emotional involvement on your part?"
"Does that even matter, you just want me for the dick too, right?"
"I think you know what we've got going on here." Malaya answered not missing a beat.
I went into a prone position covering her body with my own, pounding her face down into my bare mattress. She brought her legs together trapping my girth deep in her honeypot. I used my weight giving it to her as hard as she wanted.
"DAAAAMNN, YOU'VE GOT A FUCKING GOOD COCK!!" Malaya groaned into the mattress, her cries becoming distinctly shrill and bleating like some distressed animal as she began squirting on my mattress.
"Yeah sure, whatever you say." I withdrew rubbing my member between her cheeks letting several bursts of cum spurt out into the base of her spine pooling there enough that some of my semen ran drizzled down to the mattress mixing with her juices.
"What the fuck, you really gonna zone out on me and shit; I just gave you a hell of a fucking and this is the best pillow talk I can get?"
"You in on this shit, aren't you?"
"Huh, what the fuck are you talking about?"
"You know what the fuck I'm talking about; this shit with fucking Dean Brennan and Carry Anne McIntyre; the whole fucking thing, Malaya." She sat up, leaning on her side casually regarding me, before removing her glasses.
"That what you think?"
"Says the self-proclaimed, agent of chaos." It was strange seeing her without her glasses, even in the darkness of my bedroom. I'd found a battery powered lantern which provided a muted bit of illumination allowing me to take in her exotic features. Without her glasses, Malaya Padilla appeared more of an exotic enigma than anything else.
"I'm going to let you in on something; I never do anything without a reason, good or bad. I think you're handsome and the fact that you're "holding" and know how to use it, just adds to your allure for somebody like me. But, you're a party favor brother and nothing else; so, if that make me suspect to you, then more power to you. I can leave right now if you want or we can keep fucking each other raw."
We stared at one another before I reached over letting her hair down taking in her appearance. Malaya rose stripping away her remaining clothing as the low light played across her athletic figure. She ran her fingers through her hair, demurely pulling it to her left side with both hands as I watched. Her small, sloping breasts were magnificent with the light enhancing her piercings. Malaya leaned over me, pressing her plump lips against mine as her tongue slipped into my mouth. Her right hand was already cupping the underside of my balls, kneading and lightly massaging them.
"Does your cock know the difference between good or bad, let's find out."
Her fist was sliding along my shaft in a steady cadence as veins sprouted on the surface of my member. Precum ran freely from the head of my cock lubricating me even more as she mounted my right leg, humping my thigh. The look on her face was intense, focused on one thing as she carefully mounted me pushing down until our mounds were touching.



"Tell me something; what's the difference between bad and good girl pussy?" Malaya hissed.
"Nothing?"
"That's right, motherfucker." She went from 0 to 1000, sawing her hips in a rough rowing motion sitting upright atop my body cupping her own breasts. My tumescence was taken hostage inside her steaming box as she did her best to grind me into hamburger. Malaya abruptly stopped just as I was getting into it, leaning forward placing her palms flat on either side of my head.
"So, tell me which do you prefer?" Her dark, silky locks framed her face perfectly as she gasped, breathing from her mouth.
I wrapped my arms around her torso pulling Malaya down flat against my chest as she began working her hips in a frenzy, sensually torturing my cock with rabid intensity, essentially fucking me instead of the other way around. We continued making out like lost lovers as she found new ways to keep up the stimulation, tickling the inside of my ear with her tongue. She nibbled pulling at my bottom lip with her teeth before scooping my tongue out of my mouth with her own, sucking it like a surrogate cock. My cock thickened, becoming even harder straining her opening as Malaya broke the kiss yelping louder as my hands cupped her ass cheeks. I couldn't help myself digging my nails into her buttocks pulling her savagely down onto my cock sheathing my length to the base. Malaya was whimpering, her tears dripping onto my face as she creamed around my girth in a frothy, sticky display. Her arms locked around my neck holding on for dear life. We mashed uglies together in perfect symbiosis, fucking like animals heartily taking everything the other had to offer. Every upward stroke thumped the back of her tunnel as she ground down putting intense pressure especially on the underside of my member. Several shuddering tremors began radiating through her body building in intensity until Malaya couldn't suppress them further as she shrieked like a banshee mashing her cunt into me like she wanted to snap my pelvis in two.
"Oh, fuck me, that was so good, you should charge." She commented lying weakly atop my body playing with one of my nipples. I'd exploded inside her shooting, several ropes of jizz into the deepest parts of her cunt and was still likely flowing into her slit as I stared up at the ceiling.
"Dean Brennan, she's on administrative leave; is that because of me?"
"Some tool leaked gossip to the board of regents; that's why I had to leave the mall the other day."
"Carry Anne."
"I don't know but word around the campfire is that she's going to be relocated to the west coast campus. The old society farts are worried because that statue stunt got the attention of the media; they don't want another scandal on their hands."
"They pushed her out, huh?"
"Of course, what would you expect of rich, elitist old pricks? She was supposed to be this asexual, stuffed shirt like them, a fucking nanny for entitled millennials but she got caught sitting on your BBC. They're old school racists and still consider that taboo territory, so Catherine had to go." It was the first time Malaya used Dean Brennan's first name.
"Will she ever forgive her daughter?"
"Who the fuck cares? You think my boss is sitting up right now thinking about your situation, brother?"
"I don't know."
"You should be worried about your own situation brother; I'd hate to say this, but if Dean Brennan has to go, you're definitely on the chopping block."
"Yeah, I figured out that much today after talking to that asshole, Dean Campbell." Malaya propped herself up on elbows looking into my eyes with a sly smirk on her face.
"Well, he does go for boys; maybe you could work something out." My palm came down hard on her right butt cheek, spanking the snarky coed hard for a few seconds, before she leaned in kissing me hard. I rolled over atop her impaling the sensual miscreant much to her delight. We ended up falling asleep in one another's embrace.
Malaya Padilla was gone when I woke up the following morning, honestly, I would have been surprised if she were still there. There was a foul odor wafting through my apartment which turned out to be spoiled food from my refrigerator. I dumped the contents and began the hard work of pulling my furniture out of the corridor and adjacent kitchen. Luckily there was an outlet outside my door that wasn't connected to my apartment, allowing me to charge my phone. I knew something was coming, but just didn't know when. My thoughts returned to my ex-girlfriend Chrystal and the sex tape that had been sent to me right before things went off the rails. I couldn't lie to myself that it still hurt seeing someone else screwing her, but it made my resolve even stronger as I searched the net finding an affordable moving service and storage unit for my property. I was only going to be able to take the essentials, so it would be like starting all over again. A text message from what appeared to be another burner phone led to an Instagram link. I was apprehensive, but too curious not to look.
"WHAS' UP BIG HOMIES, YALL CHECK THIS SHIT OUT!!" It was the hulking brother I'd observed flirting with Carry Anne, days prior. He went by the curious moniker "Big Ham" as his page listed him as an Ex-NFL linebacker and aspiring rapper from Baton Rouge, Louisiana.
"HEY FAM, DON'T HATE THE PLAYER, HATE THE GAME!!" Big Ham was sitting on the edge of the hotel pool filming himself with a selfie stick as Chrystal strolled conspicuously with his camera following her. She looked like she'd been hitting the gym and tanning a bit wearing a two-piece thong bikini as shouts and catcalls serenaded her power walk.
"Is that right, Big Ham?" I scrolled down the page reading the comments which ran the gamut from thirty men praising him to insults directed art her body shape calling her fat. There were at least five other photos of Chrystal sunning herself, lying face down at the pool. Her enormous ass was spectacular as was the rest of her. I chaffed at a video that looked like it had been filmed that night which was a twerking video. However, with Chrystal's 58 inches revealed under her decidedly smaller 38 inch waist down just above her knees, the seconds long video was burning through the views. She bouncing on the balls of her feet as her massive cheeks clapped thunderously. I noticed Chrystal wearing the same thong one-piece she'd worn the night after her mother had pimped me out to a neighbor.
"No fucking shame whatsoever." I got pissed off continuing to read the comments as the day progressed. Somehow, I managed to continue working pulling my furniture into the living room for the movers to transport to storage. Two guys arrived and gave them a spare key to the apartment before cutting out across the campus for lunch. Two additional video dropped as I walked over to my favorite outdoor cafe. One predictably showed off Chrystal's attributes as she did a series of pornographically inspired stretches in that one-piece as her new beau and some other guys lewdly commented.
"What's wrong with that N*GGA; he must be GAY or SOMETHIN' huh, BRUH?"
"I don't know about that N*GGA, but his loss is my gain; must be fucking lacking downstairs or some shit, because I put it on DAT ASS, last night, fo'reals bruh!!"
"That motherfucker, GAY as FUCK; keeping it a hundred!! Damn Ham, N*GGA you needs to put DAST ASS on your album; that shit ah fucking sell out, stat dawg!!"
"Yeah money, we gotta get that shit worked out, but her mom's ain't gonna go for it most likely, they RICH as FUCK!!" the second video consisted of these gentlemen standing in a close circle filmed from the chest down talking with their hands as the camera occasionally focused on Chrystal staring at her phone. I found it insulting as it was designed to do, finding unintentional comedy in the broken English spoken by the simps who'd played right into Chrystal's hands placing her on a fucking pedestal.
"DAMN MAN, I HATE YOU; LOOK AT HER MOMS, SHE GOT THEM STRAIGHT CAKES, TOO!!" The phone almost caught a glimpse of my nemesis but was halted as her palm appeared briefly covering the camera lens.
"SORRY MRS. McINTYRE!!" Big Ham and his cohorts apologized in unison sounding like some demented kindergarten class. I chuckled angrily as I stepped into the extended line outside the door. It was irritating waiting there, but I'd already committed.
"Hey, you." Another photo dropped making me wonder if Chrystal was actually dropping the periodic updates. Her ego had been revealed as her Achilles Heel, making my non-reaction a suitable comeback.
"Hey-you ignore, now?" Someone tapped me on the shoulder distracting me from what was sure to be more external stroking of my ex-girlfriend's ego.
"Gen?" She had walked across the lawn strip between the sidewalk and the fence bordering exterior of the café. As always, Gen was a vision of loveliness in a lush, white turtleneck, jean leggings and some boots.
"So, you do know me, is that right my friend?"
"Sorry, I was on this fucking phone; no offense Gen." She was still smiling serenely, no drama to speak of as I immediately felt at a loss.
"Why you do that?"
"What?"
"Make unhappy face; you don't like me."
"I like you just fine, I have something going on right now that's pretty messed up right now."
"Very bad?"
"Yeah, that's why I'm unhappy; I wish I could just flirt with you all day. At least look into your, big eyes, beautiful." I hated the words the moment they left my lips, but I figured there was no chance anyway.
"You talk good; lucky we out here with the people."
"Oh, is that right?" Gen fluttered her big, expressive eyes biting on her bottom lip. She pivoted on her heel giving me a glimpse of her profile, demurely looking away as some obvious associates approached with one girl greeting her in their shared native language.
"I go, we talk later." Butterflies were buzzing about in my stomach as I momentarily forgot my woes. She waved meekly before joining her friends as they walked by the opposite direction I was facing. My gaze stayed with her until she was gone from sight.
I ignored the several updates to Big Ham's account that followed my encounter with Gen as I sat weighing the pros and cons of trying to date a professional model with expensive tastes. She wasn't perfect by any means, just different from what I was used to dealing with. Guilt crept over me for sleeping with Malaya, but Gen knew the manner in which we were acquainted, and it didn't seem to deter her from associating with me. I wondered if maybe she were working up the courage to find out what Malaya had been bragging about during their girl's night out. The movers had completed the job leaving me with an empty apartment for the most part. I'd left a sleeping bag and some essentials aside for another night along with an ice filled Styrofoam cooler for drinks and snacks. I'd generated a list of rooms and single occupancy hotels in one of the school's computer labs and would be pounding the pavement looking for new digs the remainder of the week.
My phone buzzed again as I was putting a few bags on the curb. I tried to ignore it thinking that it was another update from Chrystal but found a curious link instead. I went about my business for another ten minutes before revisiting the link again. It turned out to be a PDF of an article detailing Catherine Brennan's removal from office due to inappropriate contact with a student. It was one of those hit pieces that kept enough ambiguous to avoid litigation while ominously painting Catherine in a decidedly negative light. Even though we'd been consenting adults, the article made it appear the Dean's past behavior was suspect prior to our meeting. It was a horrifying read as I imagined it must have been devastating to Catherine. More puzzle pieces were starting to come together as past participation in civil rights and feminist marches came to light were detailed. She'd rubbed some important people the wrong way in the past and now our indiscretion was being used to frame a narrative. I found my chest getting puffed up as I continued reading the hatchet job being done to her career. Carry Anne was truly becoming a force to be reckoned with as her vengeance continued washing over even her own family members.
"Well, fuck me." I noticed the date of the op-ed piece hadn't occurred yet, meaning this had been used by a daughter to bring her own mother under heel.
Thirty minutes later I found myself standing in front of Dean Brennan's impressive abode staring at a large hole in one of one of column-like hedges that lined her property. It had seemed like a good idea traveling there, but now part of me wondered if I should just turn tail. Against my wishes, I walked the hedge lined trail towards the entrance to the home which consisted of thick, wall high distorted prism glass with a thick, skewed oak door at its center. There was an intercom for use, but some ambient noise further along the trail led me to the former Dean of Students working a flower bed. She was placing some potted plants from a tray into the rich soil.
"Catherine." She was wearing a nightgown that was covered in dirt and fertilizer while a big, floppy hat covering her head. It looked like her actions were spur of the moment, born of compensation for the unyielding adversity currently battering her from all sides. She looked up regarding me with unbelieving eyes, mouth agape as she froze in place.
"You are not supposed to be here, young man; no, I must implore you to depart from my home this instant. Why are you here; what is the meaning of this?"
"A little bird whispered in my ear; so here I am."
"But-I don't understand."
"I was interviewed by Dean Campbell; found out what they were doing to you. Honestly, I think its shit, Catherine."
"A uhm, change of scenery probably do me some good." She admitted, as I involuntarily took in her lush dimensions, her massive breasts that were almost spilling from her soiled gown. It looked like she chucked it all before hopping into the flower bed.
"But is that what you really want, Catherine?" She planted the flower in hand before removing the big, floppy hat allowing her flowing grayish tresses to fall below her shoulders as she regarded me with desperate eyes.
"Maybe, its what I need." She sounded defeated.
Before I could respond, Courtney appeared from the far side of the home looking in our direction. The voluptuous, pear shaped teen was dressed in a canary yellow Phys-ed gym uniform with matching t-shirt and 70's styled shorts. Her feet were bare as she cautiously walked towards us holding a small bowl of ice cream, taking scoops of it as she approached. The change to her hair was still jarring in the mid-day sunlight. Her eyes darted back and forth between Catherine and myself before she addressed me directly.
"Courtney?"
"Hey, you're not supposed to be here; why are you here?"
"I came to talk to Catherine."
"You shouldn't be here, I uhm-think you should leave, okay?" Her body language suggested otherwise as she pivoted on either foot, still eating in minute intervals. I noticed Courtney's phone inside the waistband of her skin tight gym shorts. I turned to her grandmother with a simple question, ignoring the curves that were not-so-secretly calling out to me.
"Is that really what you want, Dean Brennan?" It was a psychological ploy on my part to appeal to the dormant ego that lie within the matriarch.
"Help me out of this flower bed." Courtney scoffed as I pulled her grandmother out of the flower bed, while Catherine motioned, indicating that she wanted me to go further up the path towards an interior set of vertical hedges. The thick teen looked as if she would protest but, shuffled off ahead of us at a quickened pace. Her thick ass cheeks hanging well below the bottoms, jiggled in a rubbery manner as she disappeared around the corner.
Her own curves considerable, Catherine drew her arms close to her sides trying to control the heavy sway of her breasts as she picked up the filthy hem of her dress following her granddaughter just a foot in front of me knowing full well that I would be able to view the uncontrollable, weighty bounce of her own massive ass which dwarfed all of the women spawned from her wellspring. The obscene hourglass curves of her figure were driving me to distraction until I was led into the vine shrouded entrance to the back of her home. I caught her looking at me in quick muted intervals with this kind of apprehensive expression on her face that usually led to me screwing the stuffing out of her. There was no doubt that I could initiate something if I wanted.
"This is my den, have a seat in here until I get back." She pushed open the bead covered door which led to a room that was bigger than the living room in the house I grew up inside. It actually looked like a miniature version of a museum with the walls covered in various paintings and photos, some of which looked to be family related dating back several decades. There were photos of whole families posing together in front of wooded areas that seemed to follow some general theme as I moved along the wall noticing the pictures went from black and white to color. There was one rectangular picture of a woman that caught my eyes which opened a window into the past of Catherine in younger days. She seemed a bit overweight with a bit of a double chin and badly styled, brown hair with bangs that nearly covered her eyes. Her curves while not as prominent as her later years, were still noticeably present drawing my eyes to a heavy bosom. I noticed the awkward smile on her face as she stood there with a leashed terrier. There a number of other photos with one catching my eyes of Catherine's wedding day.
Her husband, was an older gentleman was visibly looking away from his bride, decked out all in white, veil and floor length train in tow. Again, my eyes were drawn to the anxious, forced smile on her heavily made up face for the photos. Her figure was well on the way to its current voluptuous state with her hips nearly matching the width of her shoulders. There was one guy off to the side visibly interested but Catherine seemed unaware at the time. I noted the intense gaze as this unknown guest took it all in, enjoying what he saw. The elder Mr. Brennan's expression could almost be interpreted as one of disgust. Similar to her office on campus, there was a wall length bookshelf stocked full of various tomes and collectibles. As I moved along its shelves, I found additional photos detailing the history of the Brennan family prior to its genesis into the McIntyre clan. There was a photo of Catherine pushing a baby in a covered cart through a park. Also, of interest, was the revelation of that interested gentleman as her walking partner. There was a story there waiting for the asking, but I had other pressing concerns. The visual display of history and money affected me greatly, even putting me off a little. My attention was drawn away by sounds of splashing coming from the window at the back of her office.
The window behind her desk was made of three individual pieces two framing and inside one puzzle piece fitted together in subtle turquoise and muted earth tones at forty five degree angles. Her desk was similarly cluttered with all manner of knickknacks and paperwork looking like it had come from campus. It appeared that Catherine Brennan liked to keep herself busy most of the time. You could understand and appreciate this environment for what it said about her innate character. I also wondered what had been left unsaid considering the state of her daughter, Carry Anne McIntyre.
"Wow." The window looked out over an enclosed pool in its own enclosed area bordered by a combination hedge fence backed up by an inordinately high wall also angular at the top. The pool was large enough, rectangular made up with three lanes for what I guess was personal competition between family members and guests. Someone was using the pool swimming from one end to the other with the athleticism of a professional nature. A number of repetitions were completed with the person obscured just under the surface of the water as I watched entranced. Courtney appeared from the side of the house walking along the pool edge still holding her little bowl of ice cream. Her jiggling cheeks caught my eye again making me yearn for her huge, round butt.



"Wine?" Catherine appeared at the other end of the office holding a decanter and two glasses as I abandoned the window taking in her appearance. She had cleaned up, adding a bit of makeup wearing only an embroidered muumuus. I chuckled remembering the trick her granddaughter Crystal used to get me involved with her mother.
"What?"
"Oh, just admiring your dress, ma'am." She flushed touching a hand to her cheek as she poured two glasses.
"Crystal purchased it for me during a short jaunt through Arizona; glad you like it. Have a seat here, young man." Catherine reclined back looking comfortable on the antique love seat as I squatted down beside her. The Rubenesque mature seemed comfortable enough as I perused the various odds and ends on the cluttered coffee table. We toasted taking a drink looking at one another for a few seconds as I realized I was in unfamiliar territory. I wished my ex-girlfriend Crystal had taken me to see Catherine instead of her mother, but that wasn't part of the plan.
"What's on your mind?"
"Your daughter, your granddaughters Catherine, I'm caught up in a situation."
"Yes, I'm aware and I'd like to apologize for my daughter; she has a terrible temper which I must culpability for fostering in her formative years. We clashed terribly during her youth, she felt I was too harsh blaming me for an assortment of personal issues up to and including her body. God, how I miss those days."
"I don't understand."
"She was bullied for being overweight and her father was less than understanding of her situation. Her father was less than compassionate, agreeing with the general consensus that my Carry Anne was the problem, not fitting in with the other girls. Thusly, I was tasked with whipping her into shape with no option for failure. Bastard was already seeing someone else behind my back, and what not. I'm afraid my methods formed the basis for who she is today."
"Catherine, what did you do?"
"Hired a revolving door of physical trainers to put her through the paces, forced her to endure a number of diets before sending her on sabbatical to one of those uh, "fat farms" after a particularly harsh row with Mr. Brennan. He'd chided my failure at a dinner party in which me and Carry Anne were in attendance in public fashion."
"That sounds horrible."
"Yes, my daughter became severely ill, dropping so much weight that doctors were called in to evaluate her; keep in mind that she was barely south of sixteen at this time. At this time, we introduced a therapist as part of her daily routine which seemed to do the trick. Mr. Brennan decided to terminate that relationship feeling that Carry Anne was cured, which of course had the opposite effect as her weight ballooned again."
"Sounds like you should have put "Mr. Brennan" out."
"She was bigger than before and different...Angry, surly and ill-tempered to a point that I took to buying things as a resolve to regain her good graces. The only thing that made her happy was a horse I'd purchased for my daughter on her seventeenth birthday. She took to riding the poor beast about the grounds at all hours even dropping some weight in the process, but then her father..."
"What?"
"Carry Anne had dropped a lot of weight, but certain parts of her figure remained rather prominent; Mr. Brennan once again joked in front of family and friend that riding that horse had made her rear as big as one. This was a family get together celebrating her eighteenth birthday. My Carry Anne did her best to compress the matter, keeping it to herself, but I knew different. Then one afternoon, I found out just how different." Catherine sat on the couch lost in memory prompting me to fill her glass.
"As you have learned by visiting me today, I am partial to horticulture. Back in the day I had a number of green houses around the grounds and such. I was making the rounds one Saturday afternoon when I discovered my daughter's horse tethered to a tree; my Carry Anne in said glass house-with our handyman. HE WAS TAKING HER FROM BEHIND!!" The wine glass hit the carpet as Catherine's sudden outburst caught me by surprise as she covered her face with her hands.
"You sent her away and now she's mad at the world; what're you gonna do about it?"
"Leave her alone; I've done enough."
"I'm going to be honest with you; I have been made privy to the article she's using to blackmail you. Are you really going to sit around while she tears down everything you've built? Your tenure, your relationship with all of the students that look to you as a role model, your relationship with your family?" Each of my words seemed to cut deep into Catherine's psyche.
"WHAT WOULD YOU HAVE ME DO?!!"
"I can't honestly tell you that, but I would like to apologize for getting you involved in this mess. Sleeping together, fucking you so viciously like I did; it was wrong, and I am truly sorry." She sat staring at me, quietly pondering my words.
"I-WANTED it, NEEDED those moments of true womanhood; you gave me something I'd rarely had in life and I wouldn't take that back for anything."
"But I lost everything." I got up looking down at her for a few moments.
There was something facing me that was impossible to ignore, drawing me closer like moth to flame. It was a small photo on the cluttered wall standing pout amongst the others. Carry Anne's photo depicted a morbidly obese blonde whose figure had been hidden away behind the many ruffled layers of something that would draw comparisons to a saloon dress. I recognized the harsh, angry emotion in her eyes having seen it a lot recently. Catherine was still occupied with her own self-guilt failing to notice the two or three photos I snapped with my phone.
"What will you do now? I caressed her slightly jowly cheek before letting myself out. There was really no need to answer the question. Halfway down the corridor, I heard a door open behind me knowing it wasn't Catherine Brennan.
"Courtney."
"So, did you do some stuff with grams; not trying to be nosey or anything." She most likely had been listening outside the door, but I didn't care.
"I'm leaving."
"Wait!" She took my arm gently pressing her lush body into me as I regarded her. Her nipples were plainly visible poking against the material of too tight gym shirt covering her bare breasts. My thumb rubbed one of them as her eyes followed its movement. Courtney stole a few glances over her shoulder towards her grandmother's den but otherwise didn't stop me. My hand sought the feel of her bare breast, kneading and squeezing as she stifled a gasp. Something was welling up inside me in the narrow corridor that might overtake both of us as my hand slid into waistband of her gym shorts to the impressive swell of her thick butt.
"Uhm, we can't; just-uh, come with me." Courtney suddenly pushed away from me, one hand covering the breast I'd palmed.
There was no doubt between us that Courtney would have been royally fucked right on the spot had she not put a stop to things. My eyes were roaming her body from her youthful face to her pronounced camel toe. She reciprocated in kind, biting her bottom lip before taking my hand to lead me out towards the pool. I still couldn't take my eyes from her wealth of jiggling, rear cleavage finally giving in, allowing myself a handful, which she nervously chuckled away. She gently pried my hand away directing me out to the pool as she retreated back into the house.
The pool was bigger up close as I took in my surrounding noticing the gazebo that wasn't visible from Catherine's office window. There were a few tables and chairs set up for guests; there was a laptop and some paperwork on the furthest table as the incessant splashing of an accomplished swimmer filled my ears. She was swimming back and forth barely coming up for air, gliding right by me to the far end of the pool where her head broke the surface of the shimmering water. A white swim cap covered her platinum locks as she climbed out of the pool methodically. Statuesque would be the best term to describe what was standing a few feet away from me as the form fitting cap was peeled away freeing her shoulder length locks.
"Ms. Frakkes."
She turned regarding me as coldly as our first meeting in that police interrogation room a day earlier. I couldn't help the internal reaction to her unrealistic figure covered in the skimpiest of metallic, reflective material keeping her barely honest with three perfect triangles covered her lightly bronzed skin. This woman was put together with almost heroic proportions. Her large, full bust sloped down over a tight, defined abdomen. Another way to describe the physical anomaly in from of me would be akin to an obscenely shaped Barbie doll. Ms. Frakkes ran her fingers through her tresses staring pointedly at me before surprising me by turning her back. The effect was immediate as I began diamond hard in seconds, my burgeoning tumescence threatening to breach my slacks. Both perfect globes were undeniably comparable in size and width to my torso, leaving a visible undercuff that even left a slight shadow over her shapely, long legs. My constricted cock pulsed inside my pants at the sight making me uncomfortable enough to look away. I glanced back finding Ms. Frakkes looking over her shoulder, more specifically down at my endowment.
"I we finished, or would you like me to remain this way while you unzip and finish." Every word uttered was infused with this encompassing sense of arrogance that was stifling.
"Ms. Frakkes."
"Karen, with a K, for your information; I was informed of your presence and since you were already here, I had Courtney toddle on into the house securing your presence for this meeting." There was something about her that infuriated me, something innately unlikable digging into my synapses as she strolled by giving me this challenging glare. I couldn't tell if she wanted to fuck or knuckle up in the worst way. Unsaid or uttered was the mute dare to find out exactly where she was coming from.
"I wasn't aware we were having another meeting."
"Tragic, did you lose your short term memory proving your manhood in jail; or are you completely enchanted with my ass?"
"Get over yourself."
"You first." We reached the table with the laptop computer; there was more paperwork than I initially thought along with a satchel bag I recognized from our initial meeting. Karen took a short robe from the back of the chair covering her body and giving me some visual relief. Karen motion for me to have a seat, her demeanor made me feel like I was applying for a job and I resented that. Yet I found myself sitting in front of her anyway.
"So, Karen; how is it that you avoided a name that begins with a "C" like your other sisters?"
"Legally I changed it when I became a partner in my first law firm; on second thought, call me Ms. Frakkes."
"Karen Frakkes, great" I smirked finding humor in what I believed was a stupid sounding name for so serious a person. She took it all in typing away at her laptop with no hint of emotion. It was like staring at a brick.
"I must admit that you are making it hard for me to remain impartial; what my mother saw in you apparently lies below your beltline. I find you mundanely exhausting."
"Yet, you had Courtney bring me back here so you could show off."
"Yes, that is correct." Ms. Frakkes didn't even try to deny her actions, continuing to tap away at her laptop.
"You're supposed to deny it, Ms. Frakkes."
"Why, I'm enjoying the mounting frustration my body fosters in you; tell me, is your penis still hard?"
"I don't have a penis, I have a cock."
"Ah yes, so I've been told by a surprising number of my family members; you must be pleased with yourself managing a revolving bed. Now because of it and multiple indiscretions, I'm tasked with managing-you."
"I don't need a manager, Ms. Frakkes." She looked up from her work studying my features intently.
"Oh, then explain how mother was able to turn you into her plaything."
"I didn't know the rules beforehand." She cupped a hand over her mouth stifling some laughter at my expense before composing herself enough to answer.
"You don't know the rules, now. Fact of the matter is; you're in way over your head and this will not end well for you. Do yourself a favor right now, sign the nondisclosure agreement as it stands, and the original deal will apply. There will be no need for an attorney to work out what will obviously end in some manner of plea deal, stay away from the aforementioned family members and lastly, apologize to my mother, Carry Anne McIntyre."
"It's important, the apology isn't it?"
"I did mention that you will be compensated for your troubles; we can negotiate a bump up in that final figure." Ms. Frakkes had already leaned over retrieving my paperwork from the satchel bag.
"Answer the question."
"Consider your situation for a moment; everything could go back to normal in an instant. The criminal charges gone, academic probation up in smoke and more than likely, you move right back into your apartment. Some simple words you don't mean, REALLY WORTH IT; your masculinity so fragile that you won't metaphorically "Bend the Knee", think about it seriously?" There was an underlying intensity behind her words that wasn't lost on me.
"You can't control her; can you?"
"No, you must capitulate; the money will be doubled."
"But you can't guarantee that she won't keep stalking me; that's the issue on the table and for the record, you haven't even mentioned your sister Chrystal. I've been getting some REVEALING text messages from her; as the family lawyer, you should talk to your little sister about sending explicit information over the net."
"So, you want to get my ATTENTION as WELL; let me school you on something; my actual job is to BREAK PEOPLE!! I'm very, very good at what I do, I'm well compensated enough that I don't have to touch my own personal wealth."
"So, why're you here, Ms. Frakkes' isn't something like this beneath you? Couldn't you just refer this to an associate of yours; what's under the table?"
"Take the deal."
While we were speaking Courtney walked out poolside casually glancing in our direction as things got heated. She seemed indecisive looking between us and the shimmering surface of the water, pulling at the hem of her t-shirt. Courtney appeared peevish to some degree regarding her older sister before turning again to the pool quickly slipping the shirt off. There was a certain impish quality to her actions as she peeled off the canary yellow gym shorts. I tried to keep my head on a swivel as she playfully cannonballed into the pool splashing water everywhere.
"Take the apology off the table, then I'll sign."
"I make the deals."
"It's my decision to make; I will never apologize to Courtney McIntyre in this life or any other." Courtney was happily splashing about in the pool making as much noise as possible.
"Eyes forward or you'll never see it coming." Ms. Frakkes warned.
"I seem to be doing okay so far."
"But you're not paying attention, sir." Ms. Frakkes lowered the laptop revealing her bare breasts. I hadn't realized her top was off as she stood, allowing me full view of her lightly furred muff. Karen was standing nude before me and Courtney might as well have been invisible. Karen took her time walking around the table until she was behind me. I could feel the weight of her large, sloping breasts as she leaned over my back draping her bikini top over my shoulder.
"When you're finished playing at the kiddie table, I'll be waiting for that signature. Don't fuck with me, I promise you will be on your knees the next time we meet, and you know what question I'll ask when that happens?"
"What?"
"Do you still want to FUCK me?" Her hands cupped the side of my head, directing my attention towards her little sister Courtney. She'd only taken three steps before I looked getting the Full Monty of her outstanding backside right before she rounded the corner into the house. I stood up quickly, accidentally knocking over the chair. Something caused me to glance up finding Catherine Brennan in her office window staring down at me. Courtney was swimming about in the pool waving me over, but I knew time was up. There was an envelope on the table apparently left for me and I snapped it up walking to the front of the house before opening it.
"What the fuck?" I found myself looking at a photo of Gen, it was one of those head shots you see at a modeling agency.
It hit like the worse blow to the stomach taking me whole as I struggled mashing the buttons on my phone desperate to get the hell out of there. I was overcome with this staggering rage, wanting something to punch. I felt like an idiot dialing back my memory to all of our interactions, checking and rechecking the minute details looking for clues of her duplicitous nature as it was revealed.
Malaya Padilla had played me like a fucking harp, and I wanted her head on a pike. But first I had a burning desire to go to the source of my discontent and give Carry Anne McIntyre a piece of my mind. Before I knew it, I found, myself in the lobby of her luxury hotel. Luckily, no one stopped me from reaching the elevator because I don't know what I would have done. I was so angry, I felt radioactive. I was having an out of body experience watching my own fist banging loudly on the door of Carry Anne's suite.
"WHAS UP HOME BOY?!!" I found myself looking into the naked, hairy chest of Big Ham. Unfortunately, I was witness to a view of his lower half wrapped in a towel. The hemp stench about his person was stifling coupled with his stringent body odor.
"I'm looking for Carry Anne."
"I don't think so, bruh; you have yo'self a real nice day. Me and Chrystal in love with each other, so you gonna have to kick fucking rocks." He was a head and a half taller than me packed with muscle and dumb as a brick.
"Uhm, good for you; tell Carry Anne, her mother, that I am standing out here."
"Hey dawg, you AINT hearing me right; KICK ROCKS UP OUTTA' HEAR, BRUH!!" His already beady looking eyes became even smaller as he bodied up to the door. I pulled out my phone pointing it in his direction.
"Oh, so you filming me, cuz?"
"Not exactly, I have this app on my phone that might help me understand what you've been saying; we're definitely speaking two different languages." I held my phone aloft pointing it in his direction like a tricorder from that old Star Trek series, as Big Ham face palmed stepping out into the hallway.
"YOU GOTS JOKES, BRUH?!!" I was already sizing him up noticing that it might be problematic trying to launch my fist into his Adam's apple because he was a head and a half taller. I didn't want to take those big, wrecking ball fists but it seemed that was going to be par for the course. I figured a punch to the throat followed up by a groin kick and haymaker would suffice. Hell, another stay behind bars was an iron clad guarantee which was probably what Karen intended.
"What the fuck is this hairy horseshit?"
Both of us were distracted looking back into the presidential suite at my ex-girlfriend, Chrystal McIntyre clad only in a black t-shirt. It was one of the Pan African t-shirts with the large red, yellow and green cannabis leaves on the front. It was the only piece of clothing on her thick, voluptuous frame. Her shaved muff bare before our eyes.
"Trying to crawl back, huh?!!" Chrystal inched towards the door pointing an accusatory finger. Her blonde hair had been half braided while the other portion jutted out from her head in a jagged mess. Shitty trap music flowed through the air into the corridor along with the heavy stench of weed.
"Do I even have to answer that?" A housekeeper was pushing her cart up the corridor as I stepped back to allow her passage.



"ASSHOLE!!" Big Ham's fist came blasting through the air in this sloppy, heavy handed attempt at a sucker punch. The momentum took him into the housekeeper's cart upending everything in a loud, messy display probably heard several floors down.
"Fuck are you doing? Get your big ass up off the floor, Earnest!!" Chrystal's contempt for her new boyfriend was palpable as the oversized athlete wallowed about on top of the cart to the screeching cacophony provided by the horrified room attendant.
"You know, you guys look really good together."
"Motherfucker, you gots some fucking jokes, huh?" Before I could retort, Chrystal began screaming bloody murder at the top of her lungs as some other guest doors opened.
Big Ham was scrambling around on the floor, bare assed as the towel came undone. I noticed all of the prying eyes partially coming to my senses as Chrystal continued making a ruckus. I was already backing away as the room attendant ran by me screaming something in Spanish. I stared at Chrystal seeing nothing I remembered other than her generous curves. Some old woman was trying to cover her nude lower half with a towel, but she swatted the towel away staring daggers through me. Big Ham managed to get to his feet snatching that towel as he barreled towards me with murderous intent. My finger was on the elevator button pushing incessantly.
Fortunately for Big Ham and myself, a full contingent of six security guards emerged from the open elevator car with two restraining me against the adjacent wall while the rest had their hands full with Big Ham. I was shoved into an elevator taken to the lobby while the rest of their team struggled to deal with the giant simpleton. Some jarhead manager was yapping about a trespass warrant as I was walked through the lobby. I was mentally numbed by the sudden appearance of Chrystal and her complete transformation into a T.H.O.T. That smiling, free spirited girl I'd met so long ago had been nothing more than a social construct, something convenient for that given situation. What should have been a one night jumpoff ended up becoming this faux-relationship. I wondered if the thing that appeared in that corridor was closer to the true person or was this another façade designed to mimic the persona of her trap artist beau. The manager's stern sounding chatter faded into meaningless droned out mumbling as the door opened with another shock in store.
"Great, just great." Carry Anne and an entourage made up of three older couples and one innocuous looking biracial female were standing in front of the open doubled doors. She was dressed in a cream colored business suit with butterfly shades covering her eyes. I was shoved unceremoniously hard in front of her entourage, stumbling before the group, embarrassed.
"Careful dear, just some thug." Carry Anne commented within earshot of me using an arm to usher the young woman away from me and the security guards.
"You would know!!" I replied as another guard took liberties, shoving me towards the hotel entrance.
Some chatter and entitled sounding laughter followed my comments, filling my ears as I was escorted out onto the sidewalk. My phone was ringing simultaneously as I stared back at a united front of rent-a-cops fortified by more running security who took up post in the lobby. I caught a glimpse of Carry Anne entering the lift last with no regard for my situation. My phone continued ringing but I ignored it noticing another unknown number. I went across the street staring back at the hotel like it was some medieval fortress.
"SPEAK!!" I answered finally after my phone blew up again, thirty minutes later.
"Tonight, at approximately eleven thirty. We'll have that final meeting before you sign the agreement after I give you that "Come to Jesus" moment you've been begging for all day."
"Karen."
"I know that you've visited my mother's hotel today; I've received two or three calls from my sister and mom has texted her displeasure as well. So, we will make the hotel the sight of your defeat."
"I got kicked out and banned."
"No one will stop you; eleven thirty sharp." Ms. Frakkes ended the call leaving me with my thoughts.
I worked my way back across town to campus feeling confused and lost scrolling through my text messages until one caught my eye. It was a text message from Malaya inviting me to an outdoor gathering with the promise that I 'd be able to see Gen. I almost deleted the message, catching myself before severing my connection to the beautiful European model. I wanted to see her own more time. The text had been sent before I'd known Malaya and Gen's role in my current fiasco. I wanted to see if I could find the deception in her appearance. Malaya Padilla had been beside me the whole time, watching and likely reporting my actions. It partially explained Chrystal's radical change in behavior, her downward spiral after I'd refused to answer her desperate question. My indifference practiced or not, led to this situation but that didn't explain Carry Anne's sudden flip of attitude. It was more than my screwing of her two daughters, and she'd seemed evilly glib about my episodes with her own mother. I'd been with Jong Park, who'd sounded the first warning bell by warning me to keep Malaya at arm's length. And then Malaya as I recalled, had never answered the question about her suspected involvement. I wanted to know the reason for her interest in the Brennan / McIntyre affair and that necessitated one more engagement before that meeting with Ms. Frakkes.
*************************************************************************************
The event was being held in this outdoor pavilion that was some sort of evening soiree of the wealthy connected and their assorted minions. Definitely fashion related with scores of models moving about as walking advertisements for their respective designers. The event was cordoned off with metal gates and security in yellow jackets. I had to give my name at the entrance finding out the event was called Titania after the female character in "A Midsummers Night Dream". The event was decorated in overwhelming floral fashion offset with gazebos set with tables filled with big wigs. Other patrons were seated on blankets in picnic fashion. Each blanket had a stocked basket with wine, cheese and assorted baguettes. I'd changed into a casual suit sans tie, but still felt out of place amongst these seemingly happy people considering my current situation. "Venus as a boy" by Bjork wafted softly through the night air as I received a glass of red wine from one of the servers. I honestly didn't know where I fit in opting instead to walk the event looking for Malaya or Gen. There were scores of attractive models moving about from area to area. Each more beautiful than the next. None had my eye as I made the rounds more than once.
I found myself off on a small hill near an elderly couple leaning into the fork of a thin tree, enjoying my second cup of wine wondering if being invited to the event was some sort of rib by Malaya when the music changed. "Choke" by this group called Hybrid caught my attention as I looked up finding a runway show starting at the center of the event. People were flocking to the area in droves and I followed as a golden hue emanated from the main pavilion. All of the models were working the runway power walking back and forth surrounded by strobing lights and the ethereal sound of the booming music. I arrived in time to get my wish as Gen appeared walking up the runway in this diaphanous, one piece dress that left nothing to the imagination. It was almost like she were wearing slivers and odd shapes of precious gold draped about her slender, yet shapely figure. There was some reflective material interwoven throughout her brunette locks that caught the flashing light. I stood three people back in the crowd taking it all in with the wide eyed look of an innocent. I don't think I even noticed anything of detail about the other models. The lights suddenly came up as quickly as they went down as the host, some chubby, bespectacled redhead talked on the mike thanking the crowd for attending. All of the models were standing in a horizontal straight line behind her as applause rang out. I could tell you what else was said because Gen was staring down from the stage looking me directly in the eye.
"You come; that make me happy." She appeared before me at the small hill I'd made my base carrying two glasses of champagne.
"I couldn't stay away."
"Yes?"
"Yeah, I wanted to see you." I was honest, my heart thumping in my chest wondering if she were playing me even now. I wanted to ask her about Ms. Frakkes and the head shot I'd recovered from the Brennan home, but found it difficult standing in front of her, now.
"That good, I like that." She poured one of the glasses of wine on the ground before downing her own. I was puzzled for a second as she wrapped her arms around my neck kissing me. The wine kept in her mouth flowed into my own followed by her tongue.
I lost myself taking her by the hips as we soulfully made out for what seemed like an eternity. "Infidelity" by skunk anasie flowed through the air accompanying our embrace along with some flashed from a few photographers. Gen's big, expressive eyes were closed, her body pressing against mine. There was this sort of shared aura between us that shut out everything else until she broke our embrace looking into my eyes with this elated expression. That look hit me in the gut with the force of a wrecking ball. That feeling read on my face as hers changed, noticing it.
"Why the face of sadness?"
"Man, I've been wanting that kiss since we met; I've been dying to kiss you all this time."
"We kiss, why you sad?"
"Not completely sad, that kiss was all I could have dreamed of and more than I ever hoped. I just-wish it were real, Gen." She looked a little confused, half smiling as she struggled to understand my meaning.
"What wrong?" She softly rubbed my forearm through the sleeve of my jacket as I cupped her soft cheek looking woefully at her beautiful face.
"You are beautiful; it was a pleasure meeting you Gen Novak." I wanted to kiss her again so bad, but I felt like I'd been gutted in the worst way. I'd fallen hard at first sight and it was distinctly disorientating and distressing to me knowing that she'd been a paid participant in my life. I reached down softly disengaging her thin hand from my arm.
"What wrong?" Her face was equally clouded with a manufactured grief.
"Let me just have this perfect memory; tell Malaya to stay the fuck away from me." I pulled the headshot from my inner suit pocket tossing it onto the grass. It was the only thing I could manage at that point.
"MÔŽETE TO TAK TI TO UROBIŤ! MÔŽETE TEĎ MOJI SRDCE VYVÁŽIŤ PO TOM, KTORÝ S VÁM VÁM MILUJEME!" Gen called desperately after me in her native language, her face drenched in tears as she retrieved her headshot looking at it before regarding me as some bystanders ran to her aid.
It was eleven in the evening as I walked the streets lost in thought and emotional despair. I just had to put some distance between me and Gen, between me and all of the lies that had become a part of my life since meeting the McIntyre family. It had been a rollercoaster of one crazy situation after the next since I laid eyes on Carry Anne and I was tired of the bullshit. There was my former girlfriend Chrystal who'd knowingly passed me off to her own mother for sexual gratification. I'd been dealt into a tryst with the neighbor Tammy Drysdale by Carry Anne before the sordid truth of the matter was revealed. I was this living sex toy for my girlfriend and her mother, unwittingly played into this weird rivalry that existed prior to my appearance in their lives. This rivalry swept across all of us taking Courtney McIntyre and their own mother Catherine Brennan up in its scandalous wake. Catherine was being forced out of her tenure as the Dean of Students because of this rivalry and now a new member of the McIntyre clan had emerged adding exponentially to my misery. Ms. Frakkes wanted me to sign a non-disclosure agreement, but more importantly she had come all the way from Germany to make me "Bend the Knee" to her mother, Carry Anne McIntyre.
I declined signing the agreement to maintain some semblance of control and give a little back to these women who'd made me their play thing. Even Courtney had manipulated me into an afternoon tryst by stealing my phone and clothing. Carry Anne walked in at the tail end of that coupling none too pleased with the visual, striking her daughter and abusing her for days afterwards. Malaya Padilla had been exposed as an "Agent of Chaos" directing traffic and partaking of my wares herself. She seemed almost the cruelest of them all other than Carry Anne herself who seemed intent on moving heaven and hell to get what she wanted from me at any cost. She wanted everyone to know how powerful she was at all times, being verbally abusive and willful enough to go outside of the law to make her presence felt. My apartment was trashed, my reputation impugned through a leaked article falsely implicating me in some fabricated affair with her mother, Catherine Brennan. I started to recall the anger being present from the first moment we'd met in her kitchen so long ago. Carry Anne McIntyre was full of piss and vinegar angry at the world she'd been born into before her time. Her world view shaped by an intolerant father and uptight mother who'd forced her to bend with the wind. She'd been sent away at the cusp of her womanhood and determined to reclaim her power by dominating her husband until he'd become a willing cuckhold.
"I ain't signing shit."
I arrived in the lobby finding security waiting to escort me upstairs. This was no surprise after my earlier conversation with Ms. Frakkes. I noticed one of the guards had a CCTV photo of me for reference noticing that no one was looking at my face. I was taken to the atrium at the top of the hotel where a number of conference rooms and banquets areas were situated. I was shown into one of these spacious rooms where Ms. Frakkes sat waiting for me in this makeshift office that had this panoramic window at her back. Her laptop was on the desk along with three others that were closed. A small, plastic chair sat a foot away from her desk as the obvious place for me to have a seat. One of the guards presented me with a clear box that was meant for my phone. I noticed Ms. Frakkes phone inside the box, glancing over at her before dropping my own inside. The guards left us alone as I regarded the platinum blonde uncharacteristically reclining in her leather seat. She had some earbuds in, which she slowly removed as I took stock of my surroundings.
"Tell me no; tell me you're not signing the non-disclosure agreement." She said with a sigh at the end of her sentence.
"No, I'm not signing, Karen." I watched a wide smile form on her beautiful face as she leaned forward resting her chin on her interlocked fingers. She was wearing a simple white blouse and gray skirt with matching heels. Her jacket was draped over the back of the seat.
"I'm going to break you now." She leaned back pulling some files from her suitcase.
"Well, its pretty obvious you were being watched the minute I put feet on the ground. I'd really hoped you were some petty stunt cock we could offer an easy payday to and be done with it; hell, I was even willing to overlook the fact that you screwed my grandmother. But you had to go and be difficult, now here we are in your no-win situation. I've gone to the trouble of looking up your background which appears squeaky clean. Mother, a respected English teacher three years into retirement and your father owns a modest construction company. He's had to make a few sacrifices over the last year or so, your college education factoring into that as well. So, it looks like a financial hit would pretty much do him in and that's tragic considering he's well into his twilight years. "
"Are you threatening my parents?"
"God no, I don't have to resort to such crude tactics; just pointing out the strain you'd put on their situation hiring lawyers and the such. They're already paying part of your rent with incidentals and you have a part-time job as it were. Look, I think you're a great guy but you're a little bit stupid. You really want to drag your folks into the mud with you over some pussy?"
"I keep my affairs private; I'm a grown man."
"Past tense, on the affairs part and I just want to say that its really no fun being under acute media scrutiny, sir. Would you just take your mother's feelings into consideration when she finds out about the first round of allegations?"
"Really, you're going there?"
"You're primed for positioning as an Apex-Predator; impropriate relations with all these girls. All that rough, nasty sex with rumors swirling about in a sex for grades scandal. Then there will be the pending indictment for multiple counts of sexual assault and battery. Man, the media will eat this shit up considering the prestigious college you're attending. We both know there's really no basis in fact but these days you just lob a few little creative narratives onto social media and Walla -We've got ourselves a genuine new ready story with a mainstream acceptable boogieman."
"Bitch."
"Hey, check it out." Ms. Frakkes opened the closed laptops on the tables revealing the faces of two girls I didn't recognize, but the center monitor held Courtney's paused likeness. She was sitting in some room against a brick wall wearing what looked to be a blue, ratty sweatshirt. Ms. Frakkes activated the monitor.
"I invited him up because he was going out with my sister; but he held me down and did it to my butt. IT REALLY HURT BACK THERE!! HIS THING IS REALLY BIG!!" Courtney started fake-crying as I watched rolling my eyes at the fake story. Ms. Frakkes activated the second laptop.
"YEAH, I KNOW THAT FUCKING GUY; HE SHOVED HIS HANDS DOWN THE FRONT OF MY PANTS!! TOLD ME I WAS A CARPENTER'S DREAM!!" The minute she started talking, I remembered her as the girl I'd ditched the night I ended up with Crystal. Bitch was lying through her teeth or course as Ms. Frakkes activated the last laptop.
"He-he made me give him a handjob. I just did it because I wanted to get it over with; I-I mean he's a big guy and I was scared that he would you know "Do More" and shit." I'd never seen that woman before in my life.
"So, there's that and I have some great prospects here on the desk if you want to have a look." Ms. Frakkes motioned towards her glass topped desk. There were numerous photos on the desk including another headshot of Gen as my stomach turned.
"Framing me, that's how you break people, Ms. Frakkes?" It was all I could do to keep from throttling her on top of that glass table.
"Low hanging fruit; I'm just here to get the job done." I was already sweating profusely sitting there in front of this power broker.
"Yeah alright Ms. Frakkes call them in here. Let's just get this over with; I want my life back."
"Them?"
"Your mother and that bitch you hired to lead me around by the nose."
"Oh, such language." Ms. Frakkes looked stereotypically like the cat that had eaten the canary, visually reveling in her apparent victory as she picked up her phone sending a text. I glared a hole right through her wishing I had access to a pistol. My eyes returned again and again to the photo of Gen sitting on her desktop. Moments later the door opened behind us. I faced forward feeling the utter humiliation creep through my body. Truth be told, the revelation of Gen's involvement had taken the piss out of me before Ms. Frakkes leveled that Cosby shit in my direction. Carry Anne walked into the room wearing this beaded dashiki styled top and some form fitting pants. She still had a stark, emotionless expression on her face as she walked around into my field of vision standing to the right of her daughter. The second person followed suite with the same movements standing to the left of Ms. Frakkes.



"Jong Park."
"Don't look at me like that; you fucked up when you pissed off my mentor."
"Mentor?"
"Yeah, she's a legend in our little psychiatric circle and us girls gotta stick together when a buck needs breaking. She called me up because she wanted a non-white girl to run cover while she set up all the pieces. Man, you don't know who you're fucking with. She helped me out with my husband, Andy, and by the way, we've been married for two years, asshole."
"Where's Malaya?"
"How the fuck should I know; she was cramping my style so I roofied her ass that night we met. You weren't complaining, stud; gave a command performance anyway. Mrs. McIntyre trained you REAL GOOD." Jong Park was wearing this red dress that hugged her curves; I noticed the heavy smoky eyeshadow around her narrow eyes that left her with a sinister appearance.
"Get out." Carry Anne barked. Jong Park winked before walking out closing the door behind her.
"I'll be needing that signature now; you walk out without giving me what I need, you'll be on the evening news before you reach the lobby."
Ms. Frakkes placed the open folder containing the document on the desktop amongst the photos of my potential fake accusers. I looked at the women on the laptops and all of the information on the desk before leaning down and signing the nondisclosure agreement. My pen strokes cut deep into the paper tearing it in places. Ms. Frakkes leaned in too close for comfort watching as I signed the paperwork. Her perfume was stifling giving me the dry heaves. We looked into each other's eyes once I finished as she motioned towards her mother. I slowly stood keeping my eyes on both women, mother and prize daughter eerily alike in their determination to subjugate everything around them. One did it as a profession, while the other did it out of spite and habit. Karren McIntyre a.k.a Ms. Frakkes was the uber version of her mother, tall, statuesque with a sculpted figure built for action. This woman was the "True Apex-Predator" whenever her mother wasn't around. Something hidden away until absolutely needed. I had been deemed enough of a problem to warrant her activation and now this mother-daughter team made good on their promise to break me.
"Now, bend the knee."
I got down on one knee looking at the carpet, unwilling to peer up at their smug faces. I was torn apart on the inside as I mumbled up the courage to speak.
"I-apologize." I expected to hear some smarmy retort, but instead the slamming of a door followed loudly echoing throughout Ms. Frakkes' temporary office. Carry Anne had stomped out of the office leaving everything behind while her older daughter neatly packed up her belongings.
"What was that; I fucking apologized."
"Yes, you did, I enjoyed it thoroughly; but you were one minute late." She left an envelope on the desk which seemed meant for me along with Gen's headshot.
"I don't need this." I tossed the photo back on the desk and she picked it up studying it for a few seconds.
"Oh yeah, looked her up on the net and found this headshot. You know, if you print a picture on good enough paper, it almost passes for the real thing. I only use the best glossy paper for my inkjet; what about you?" Ms. Frakkes smiled sweetly folding and tearing Gen's photo in half as the loud tearing noise permeated the room.
"You bitch; you dirty, stinking cunt, oh my god you didn't -YOU FUCKING BITCH!!" I lost it as most of the security team rushed into the room taking me to the floor. Ms. Frakkes methodically donned her suit jacket, picking up her suitcase as she stepped over the guards struggling to keep me pinned to the floor. I unintentionally got an upskirt view of Karen as she passed over us. She wasn't wearing any panties.
"Maybe you should find yourself a new school to attend; like before the week is over."
"I FUCKING HATE YOU!!" I blurted out with half of my face pressed into the rough carpeting. There was a guy for each of my limbs keeping me restrained.
"By the way, there's been this question I've been dying to ask you since we started." Karen stood in the doorway watching the rent-a-cops struggle with me, a wide grin adorning her beautiful face. She actually used her phone to take a photo of me on the floor.
"Do you still want to FUCK me?"
...TO BE CONCLUDED.
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"I don't need this." I tossed the photo back on the desk and she picked it up studying it for a few seconds.
"Oh yeah, looked her up on the net and found this headshot. You know, if you print a picture on good enough paper, it almost passes for the real thing. I only use the best glossy paper for my inkjet; what about you?" Ms. Frakkes smiled sweetly folding and tearing Gen's photo in half as the loud tearing noise permeated the room.
"You bitch; you dirty, stinking cunt, oh my god you didn't -YOU FUCKING BITCH!!" I lost it as most of the security team rushed into the room taking me to the floor. Ms. Frakkes methodically donned her suit jacket, picking up her suitcase as she stepped over the guards struggling to keep me pinned to the floor. I unintentionally got an upskirt view of Karen as she passed over us. She wasn't wearing any panties.
"Maybe you should find yourself a new school to attend; like before the week is over."
"I FUCKING HATE YOU!!" I blurted out with half of my face pressed into the rough carpeting. There was a guy for each of my limbs keeping me restrained.
"By the way, there's been this question I've been dying to ask you since we started." Karen stood in the doorway watching the rent-a-cops struggle with me, a wide grin adorning her beautiful face. She actually used her phone to take a photo of me on the floor.
"Do you still want to FUCK me?"
BAD M.I.L.F Volume 4-The New Batch Ch. 1
The grounds were partially darkened, there were still maintenance crews cleaning up after the event. A few disparate couples were spread across the grounds. I frantically walked about hoping against hope that I would be able to find Gen and apologize. I found the model staging area, this temporary structure at the other side of the park, but makeshift dressing room was empty. I had a seat feeling the weight of my failure finally admitting that Carry Anne McIntyre had destroyed me. Her daughter had broken me, proving her mantle as the "Golden Child" of their feminine inner circle in dramatic fashion. I'd expected Ms. Frakkes to come after me with false allegations of some sexual nature. That tactic had been a proven strategy in my community since the fifties, used to take down men of prominence and wipe away achievement and wealth like a blight of locusts. Gen's faux-headshot on her desktop swayed me emotionally, pushing me to sign my dignity away. They wanted me to feel debased, less than and wholly humiliated. A simple trick had been used to direct my actions in the desired direction as I severed a budding relationship with Gen. I'd denied myself the chance to find out what might have been as we courted one another. I thought about the distraught expression on her face as I walked away, beating myself up for not being man enough to talk to Gen. My phone started ringing in the lonely darkness of that dressing room.
"WHAT?!!"
"They got to you already; you've signed their agreement to disappear, haven't you?"
"Malaya?"
"Yeah, it's me; they got to you, right?"
"What do you care; you're in on it too, right?" There was a long pause on the line as she pondered my accusation of culpability.
"Look, I'm evil but I'm not your evil."
"Fuck is that supposed to mean?"
"That doesn't matter; what I want to know is whether or not you're going to take the hand you were dealt or do something about it? You gonna sit there with your head up your ass crying about Gen or are you going to truly take back your manhood?"
"You talked to Gen?"
"Of course, she called me all messed up because of your boneheaded move with that fake headshot, but I need you to focus on the situation at hand. You need to fix this shit before I let you slide over the rainbow to a happy ending." There was genuine emotion in her voice for the first time since we'd met.
"What are you talking about?"
"Shut up; how much time do you have before it hits the fan?"
"Ms. Frakkes mentioned something about leaving at the end of the week." I didn't know what was happening answering her questions blindly.
"Listen, I want to know if you want everything back from those bitches and more; are you willing to take a walk in the dark to even the playing field. I'm bad, evil and a little twisted if you haven't figured it out yet, but these assholes need to be chopped off at the knees. I need to know if I can trust you to listen and follow my orders to the letter."
"What do you want me to do?"
"Be my Agent of Chaos."
*************************************************************************************
Almost an hour later I was standing near the same club, I'd picked Carry Anne up from the night she'd crashed in an intoxicated mess. I walked a few blocks over finding myself in a decidedly seedier side of the downtown area at some dive bar off the main strip. Malaya had been clear in her directions promising me a revelation that would start the wheel turning in my direction. I followed her instructions walking down another back alley until I found some guys standing around in the back talking amongst themselves. As I got closer, I noticed a few other cliques milling about in the muted darkness mimicking the action s of the first group I witnessed. It seemed weird leaving me with some questions as I noticed everyone was African American.
"New Here?" This tall brother with the appearance of a body builder spoke as he approached from the same direction I'd come from. He was relaxed with an easy going smile on his face.
"Uhm, yeah."
"Dude, what you so nervous about? You just hit the jackpot fam; we about to be knee deep homey."
"Knee deep?" The guy looked formidable with giant arms that were nearly as big as my thighs. I doubted I could take him in a fight, but he seemed to be just a friendly type with no other interests.
"Penguin party, you down, right?"
"Uh, sure." The guy laughed patting me on the shoulder in a sign of friendship as the back door to the dive bar opened up with some loud, thumping techno music spilling out into the alley. I watched as all the waiting men quickly line up single file in front of the door.
"I'm Gene; nice to meet you." He motioned for me to stand in front of him as we took our places in the back of the line. I remembered the rousing pep talk given by Malaya using as fuel to steal myself for what lay on the opposite of those doors as we moved into the building. The music seemed to get louder than usual as we approached the back door, making goosebumps pop up on my back as we entered.
"Lighten up man; it's all good up in here, bro." Gene had what some other blacks called that "white guy" voice.
"Yeah, sure."
We were led into what looked like a storage room with unfinished brick walls bordered on both sides with tow heavy, reinforced steel doors that slid into place with a loud metallic thud which emphasized their weight. The floor was unfinished, cracked concrete partially covered in broken, fragmented tile and a dirty, rust covered circular drain at its center.
"What're you waiting for dude; get natural." Gene sounded glib and jovial as he removed the simple cotton t-shirt, he'd been wearing revealing a torso that could rival Schwarzenegger in his prime. He didn't stop there losing sweat pants and sneakers until he was standing before me clad only in white socks which he lost as well. He seemed to find my obvious shock humorous as he motioned toward the other undressing guys.
"What the fuck?"
"Price of admission into heaven, homie." I noticed all of the brothers were big, jock, athletic types and more importantly, all were packing endowments, some of which dwarfed my own. I reluctantly lost my clothing internally steeling myself wondering if I'd walked into some underground gay bar.
"Yeah, sure Gene; this is a little crazy."
"Trust me, once you get inside, you aint gonna be worried about shit."
The steel door opposite the one entered slid open heavily thumping into the wall with enough force to cause some plaster to rain down onto the floor. I hung back watching with my hands covering my junk as this really fat woman entered the room flanked by two equally large guys in event staff yellow windbreakers. I noticed they were brothers as well, wondering what I'd gotten myself into. I was nervous, scared that Malaya had sent me to my doom as the woman walked about the room looking down at the endowments of the assembled men. She was an alternative type with a Bettie Paige hairdo enhanced with the stereotypical crimson dyed bangs. She was wearing a red, black trimmed corset which was supposed to enhance her porous, doughy figure but failed miserably. Her face was round and childlike with sloppy makeup, but I could help but stare at her big, expressive blue eyes surround by dark coronas of shadowy eyeshadow. It made her appear a demented cupie doll. As she got closer it became apparent that she had these massive, pendulous breasts that were visually staggering. She walked the wall inspecting some of the guys assembled stopping a few feet away from me looking down at one guy's average penis.
"Sorry honey, wrong party, babe." The brother looked at some associates he'd arrived with finding them indifferent. In seconds there was a scuffled between the friends, but the large security contingent quickly restored order shoving the naked man out into the alley on his bare ass before the steel door slid closed again. They didn't even return his clothing as the woman stopped in front of me with this mischievous smile.
"Come on beautiful, don't be shy; April won't bite unless you want me too." Her voice was saccharinely sweet matching her almost unreal face which I noticed was lightly sprinkled with glitter as well as her mammoth cleavage.
"Sure." I reluctantly uncovered my endowment for her inspection.
"New meat; handsome and packed for play." April was wearing these opera length lace sleeves that went from her elbow to her thumbs; her chubby little hands handled me closing into a chubby fist around my girth. Her long shiny nails were painted reflective black as she gave me a few tugs awakening my member before drawing her hand away.
"That's why we're here, right?" Gene added with a laugh.
"You know it babe; I might have to see this guy after the party." April added, licking her lips. She was short, just over five feet reaching up to pinch my cheek before moving on to inspect the other guys.
"Watch yourself with her, bro."
"Why?"
"She's into pegging and a bunch of sick shit; don't go alone if she calls for you. Let me know, I'll watch your back." Gene could never know that I wouldn't ever touch that nasty looking bitch. I wanted to wipe my cock with wipes after she'd touched me.
While we were talking, the steel door slid open at the opposite side of the room revealing another room as the music ramped up considerably muting the rest of Gene's cautionary warning regarding April. I felt a pinch looking back to find April the culprit as she walked by with her security contingent leading us into the next room with a sparsely lit with a small lamp in a corner. The room was lined with racks containing these bondage masks. Some were animal based, while others looked like old presidents. Oddly enough I noticed a few Care Bear masks. Everyone was masking themselves. Gene playfully slapped a gimp mask into my abdomen like we were playing a game of pickup. There was a red lightbulb giving the room this crimson tint as April gathered us around her in a semi-huddle.
"Rules are simple boys; you are eye candy unless someone says otherwise. Then all bets are off, but my advice to you would be to follow the interested party's lead if you don't wanna end up dancing with the devil. There's more than enough condoms to go around, so play safe unless you like walking on the wild side. No names, no contact information or you end up on the business end of my cattle prod. Have fun-FUCK IT OFF!!" April sounded like some deranged coach as she yanked open velour curves that revealed what was hidden on the other side.
Three steps led down into what appeared to be a converted factory or slaughter house turned into this underground club. It was completely dark with flashes of multicolored lights highlighting the undulating masses of patrons on the floor. The area appeared nearly a block long with a DJ at the far end on an elevated platform. The electronica was so loud that I could feel it vibrating against my naked body. There were some hanging cages that contained dancers shrouded in the strobing lights. Some cages contained couples engaged in a variety of sex acts as Gene nudged me forward. He had decided on the care bear mask which looked silly contrasting with his dark skin tone. I stumbled down the steps making a distinct observation about the partygoers.
They were all females of various ethnicities, mostly white and all dressed for the most part professionally. There were scores of men walking about nude and masked, all African American or other black ethnicities. All were well-endowed as the reason I was suited for Malaya's mission became clear. There was something here I was supposed to see, she'd given no other instruction besides the address and where to get inside the building. I navigated the floor ignoring some of the women who took it upon themselves to palm and grope me wantonly as I noticed little alcoves filled with more undulating bodies. I'd waked into some sort of sexual carnal house where scores of connected women came to get their freak on away from prying eyes. I noticed one half nude woman on her knees sucking off a trio of studs as her friends cheered her on. Some women were making out with each other sitting at these booths lining the walls. This attractive brunette turned to me, hands raised over her head, breasts exposed trying to get me to dance with her, but I turned away finding an elderly woman in front of me looking for business. The air was hot and heavy, reeking of sex and other artificial inducements designed to enhance the mood. The old woman roughly cupped my package flicking her tongue at me in a disgusting display. She looked like someone's grandmother, stripped to the nude sagging everywhere.
I recoiled horrified, retreating into the crowd where I found another woman looking like a housewife waiting. She just stared with an untouched glass of wine in her hands as we both noticed this brother taking what was probably a friend against the unfinished, brick wall. She moved towards me offering a hand which I nervously shook. This woman quickly leaned in embracing me in a deep hug as I felt her finger poke my backdoor. I shoved her away backing up into an alcove as she laughed giving some associates a high five. I wanted to punch her in the face for that intrusion, feeling like a piece of shit for falling for the ruse. I tugged at the mask feeling self-conscious like these people knew my identity navigating the crowd and more caressing, groping patrons. I noticed some woman literally doling out wads of cash to monetarily interested brothers. My behavior must have set off some alarms because I noticed a number of yellow jackets on the dance floor searching, Maglite's illuminated at the ready.
"Oh shit."
I turned finding this Arabic looking woman with a shock of shoulder length curly hair. She was nude sporting a plethora of tattoos and one sleeved up arm. This woman had an awesome hourglass figure that she was using in these sort of undulating, snake-like movements that synched perfectly with the thumping music. My eyes were drawn to this triangular tattoo with an eye at its center between her large breasts. She slid over in front of me using her body to box me in as I noticed security moving in my direction. While my attention was averted, this woman suddenly took me into her mouth. It only took seconds for her to get a rise out of me with an inspired, focused technique that drew my attention back to her as the yellow jackets backed off. This woman was on her knees, shapely legs splayed apart in an upright position, no hands sucking me off with passionate fervor. She had this kind of middle eastern themed makeup on her face with dark hued eyeshadow or paint that ran off the sides of her face designed to give her a serpentine appearance. I couldn't deny her efforts grabbing a handful of her dark, wooly mane in my fist. Her posture didn't change allowing me to use her however I liked which lasted another five minutes before I shoot several ropes across her face. My senses were addled as she stood smiling through her glazed visage before walking over to a voyeuristic acquaintance kissing the woman full on the mouth until both of their faces were soiled. I was disgusted wiping my forearm across my mouth as I sought refuge elsewhere. Gene was railing the snot out of some morbidly obese woman while some others tossed c-notes on their bodies. I turned finding this muscular looking woman with a pixie cut and a handful of cash waving it under my nose, expectantly.
"What is this shit; what have I stepped into?"
Mindful of the watching security, noticing some wall mounted cameras, I took the cash following the woman behind some curtains that led to some cramped side rooms containing these red trimmed booths filled with women engaged in various activities. There were massive bowls filled to the brim with condoms throughout the venue. The muscular woman led me into a really narrow corridor near what looked like restrooms before sheathing my cock in three and turning her ass in my direction.
"Backdoor."
"Huh?"
"BACKDOOR, FUCK MY ASS YOU MORON!!" She barked, angered by my confusion. She sounded like someone who was used to giving orders, some used to being obeyed as I gave her what she wanted. It was like fucking a mannequin as she locked her joints in place until I filled the condom.
"No tip for you, dummy." The woman glared at me for a few seconds looking down at the filled condom hanging from my penis. She unceremoniously snatched it off with a loud snap making me double over from the pain. She was already through the curtains before I looked up.
"What's it take to get a little cock out of you, boy?" The elderly woman I'd encountered on the dance floor had followed me into the back area.
"Uhm, I'm on break." I blurted out.
"Bullshit, I want some action; you can eat me if you're too tired."
"On break, really lady."
"Man, you're so hot, I want to lick your asshole; you didn't clean it did you, boy?" She ignored my protests flicking her tongue at me again. Her body odor was stifling and a little reminiscent of urine.
"That's enough, he's new; give him some space." April appeared, I noticed the old woman's posture change denoting her place as the manager of this soiree.
"He can't say no; I want my pussy ate."
"Piss off granny, before I take you into the back room, again." April casually warned without looking. The old woman stormed off onto the dance floor as she turned regarding me.
"Thanks."
"Don't thank me yet; I have some questions and depending on how you answer; you may leave here with a severe limp." Before I could react, I was placed in a chokehold from behind. I was locked in tightly by a yellow jacket at my back.
"HEY!!" The guard tightened his grip further as April held my length in the palm of her hand casually stroking me before looking into my face licking her lips.
"Who sent you?"
"Nobody."
"No, I really mean it; who sent you here." She was using three fingers in a methodical fashion that had veins sprouting on the surface of my cock.
"Nobody lady; I-I saw the brothers in the alley and some guy said this was the place to be then-you know the rest!!" I mixed the lie with the truth scared that I'd be beaten senseless or probably raped with a strap-on by the chubby boss bitch.
"So, you're saying you accidentally ended up in here?"



"YUH-Yeah, I guess lady."
"My name is April, and we don't do walk-ins honey. You're gonna kick fucking rocks baby." She motioned towards the guard who powerfully yanked me off me feet, dragging me down the narrow corridor.
"FUCK, I DON'T EVEN GET TO FUCK YOU, SHIT APRIL!!" I knew I hadn't found what Malaya wanted me to discover. I had to stall or find a way to stay inside the club.
"Wait." The guard stopped, obeying her instantly.
"You were walking around like an idiot, only messed around with two clients, so I figured you were some kind of reporter looking for a juicy story."
"Nuh, no April." She was talking to me but looking down at my erection.
"Is that right?"
"I was looking for you; I want those big ass titties around my dick!" I tried to sound uneducated and street, failing miserably. April smiled, seemingly affected by my crude admission and endorsement of her charms, motioning to the guard who released me. She waved the guard away before cupping my chin inspecting my face.
"If you fuck with me, I'm going to be in your ass until next year, honey. I mean it, you'll be out on 42nd looking into car windows when I'm done reaming your shitter out, baby. Still want an audition, huh?" She looked like she expected me to run, but I took one for the team kissing her hard. Both of our lips were smeared with her cherry lipstick.
"Okay, we'll play." April licked her lips caressing my peck, twisting the nipple painfully.
Using my cock as a fleshy leash, April led me into an unoccupied alcove containing a lounge booth and a small table containing another of those huge fishbowls filled with condoms. She stole another kiss seeming to get off on the contact wrapping one of her short, chubby legs around mine, before mounting the booth on her elbows and knees. Her pale ass while wide was decidedly flat with an intricate tattoo barely hidden by her corset. I rolled two condoms on my length as she watched before placing my foot up on the seat adjacent to her knee. She'd referred to this budding moment as an audition leading me to think there was some further trick yet to be uncovered as I glanced at her rather worn looking labia. This woman was definitely what we used to call a bust-down as I decided to push the head of my cock into her backdoor finding it unexpectantly tight. April looked over her shoulder grinning her approval. My suspicions confirmed led to my member ramming the end of her tunnel repeatedly as I mounted the chubby woman froggy style.
I was worried because April was obviously experienced beyond my years, so I decided to go the marathon route as rough as humanly possible. This seemed to do the trick as her wide butt bounced hard against my pelvis, staring to drift off to the side at intervals until she was yelping loudly from the barrage. I was no where near climax, essentially fucking to save myself from a beating and public humiliation. There was no doubt I'd be tossed out onto the streets in my birthday suit without my clothing should I fail to satisfy this short, chubby woman. Her back flushed red signaling my efforts were starting to bear fruit. I was mashing her into the couch cushions with the wrecking ball like cadence taught to me by Carry Anne McIntyre. I drove my cock deep into her cunt, balls deep as she looked up euphoric. This added to the rolling humiliation as I used my charms driving the busty dominatrix over the edge in a screaming fit. Before she could recover, I yanked her around facing me, pushing her down on her back continuing the rough treatment I believed she wanted.
"Better watch it or I'm going to start thinking you really like me." She warned between labored gasps of pleasure as I reached down yanking the cups of her corset down causing her huge, sweaty breasts to flop out. Freed of confinement they were larger I thought semi-pooling into her armpits. I'd never really been a tit guy, but even I had to admit that April had the biggest breasts I'd ever seen on a woman. It was different than I'd been used to as of late, adding fuel to the fire in my loins as she pushed her enormous boobs together creating this mountain of cleavage that was impossible to resist. Her areolas were pinkish, big as saucers with visibly erect nipples. Only Catherine Brennan could give this woman a run for her money as I covered her massive tits feeling her nipples tickle the palms of my hands. She was extremely wet, almost dripping onto the worn, cracked plastic cushions. I'd gone automatic mode letting my balls slap against her chunky butt, plunging her depths until she began loudly screaming in the shrill childish voice that caught me off guard. Her breasts were jiggling and flopping wildly about as she slid around under me in her own perspiration. I found a source of inspiration pulling out as she lay there gasping only to enter her mouth from the other end of the couch. April let her head hang off the edge of couch taking me directly down her throat. Her lack of a gag reflex was amazing, so much so that I was able to, make out the impression of my cock just beneath her skin.
"GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!!" This skill sent me over the edge as I pulled out mounting her chest with my balls directly over her face. April rolled right through my roughish actions reaching up to cradle my cock between her breasts as her tongue slathered precum and saliva on my sack. Her enormous breasts looked incredible wrapped around my length pointed towards her feet. The buoyancy and pressure on my girth was incredible as I pumped the deep valley between her huge tits while simultaneously tea bagging the chubby dominatrix. I beat and slapped my cock all over her mountains in brief intermissions before losing it fucking her tits until they were beat red with visible hand prints all over her pink flesh.
"UUUHHHRRGGHH FAAAAWKKKK, I'M CUMMING ON THESE FUCKING TITTIES!!" The first stringy rope of cum shot straight down her torso leaving the milky skid mark as I let the successive blasts soil and defile her awe inspiring tits leaving an oily mess in my wake as I backed off looking down at her flushed features for the first time in what was probably twenty minutes.
"Oh, uh wow, I didn't know." April's wig had fallen away revealing a shock of wet, stringy looking, blonde hair. She was gasping hard finally reaching up to find that part of her disguise was missing. I panicked as she sat up with great effort. I retrieved her wig and she snatched it from my hands staring daggers.
"Sorry about that."
"If you can keep this a secret, we're so fucking cool." Her huge breasts were drenched in my cum, running slowly down her torso with some of it pooling in her crotch.
"I can keep a secret."
"Have fun." April motioned and the curtains behind me were thrown open revealing two huge yellow jackets. The men ignored me helping their employer up by supporting her weight between them. I breathed a sigh of relief as she disappeared from sight. I dropped down having a seat to peel the used condoms from my penis. I'd have to keep my head on a swivel for the rest of the evening until I found what Malaya had me searching for. My head was thumping as I walked back onto the even more crowded dance floor. The loud pulse pounding music didn't help either and my vision was partially blurred from the latex mask covering my face.
"Son of the bitch."
I navigated the crowd, working my way through the crowd, drawn to another of the narrow corridors at the other end of the floor. Something caught my eye, drawing through the popping and bumping revelers drawing close enough to see something that made my blood boil. There were four women sitting there with one particular woman wearing a red, form fitting dress that I remembered. It struck me odd that she wore the dress at my twelfth hour of my defeat. Jong Park was dressed for a fucking party and she wasn't alone. There were three other women there, two out of the trio unknown to me but sitting center was my nemesis, Ms. Frakkes a.k.a Karen McIntyre. She was still dressed in the suit from our encounter earlier that night. She was doing a couple of lines of coke from a small mirror on their tabletop.
Just like that it became clear as day why I was here. Malaya had brought me here to see what was hidden beneath Karen's wafer thin veneer of humanity. This club was truly where powerful women let their hair down away from prying eyes and I wanted a closer look. The quartet was having a grand old time with Karen, the obvious leader of their little cabal. The music seemed to reaching a crescendo subtly changing into some sort more relaxed sounding hybrid music as I approached wondering what I was supposed to do that wouldn't leave me behind bars again or worse, in the custody of April. I noticed one of the women, some homely redhead shaking an empty bottle of wine angrily. I snagged a replacement bottle of bubbly slowly working my way towards their table. All of the women were staring at Karen's phone laughing wildly like untamed harpies.
"Yeah I'd fuck him again if there weren't any hard feelings." I'd entered their sphere hearing Jong Park's answer to a question that probably concerned me. The women continued laughing as the plate was passed around.
"Jeez, you're like a fucking goat." Karen replied rubbing the snowy residue away from her nose.
"BAAAA-AAHHH!!" Jong replied making the others laugh as she made the V-sign with her fingers, sticking her tongue between the open digits.
"What about you Karen?"
"No fucking way; but I have to admit almost cumming when those rent-a-cops were going all Rodney King on his dumb ass. Made sure he got to see the kitty while they were cuffing him."
"You're so nice; gave dick boy an early Christmas present." Some slightly, chubby woman of Latin descent replied. Her lime colored hair cut in a "butch" Paige boy style and men's suit spoke to her proclivities.
"Keep him hot and bothered on those cold, lonely nights." Jong cut in eliciting more laughter.
"I don't fuck losers; especially some leftover from my mom's laundry basket."
"He still had a huge cock."
"Look around, he's nothing special; pick your poison, it's on me." Karen motioned toward all of the hired help including myself. She was waving a wad of cash in her hand as the homely redhead noticed me watching.
"Boy, over here!" I remained still watching from the entrance to their little alcove holding the bottle in both hands as if offering it to them.
"They don't like to be called that." The lime girl cautioned.
"He'll get over it; over here-HERE BOY!!" The redhead waved her own wad of cash in my direction ignoring her friend's warning. I unscrewed the bottle taking a deep swig as the women watched except for Karen who began texting on her phone.
"Apologies all around uh, brother; come and fill my glass, now!!" The redhead had an Australian accent that enhanced her snotty brand of bigotry. I didn't know if the woman could detect that I was glaring at them. I walked over swinging the bottle slightly not knowing if I was going to lay it across the scalps of either Jong Park or Ms. Frakkes. I filled all of the women's glasses except the redhead. I picked up her glass filling it with my backwash before returning to the corner I'd been perched at watching their unchecked hubris. The women looked around at one another before bursting into laughter. I leaned against the wall with the bottle stroking my member in plain view of their table.
"Pardon me but I think that fellow wants to have a go." Despite my egregious actions, the redhead still took a sip from the wine glass.
"Well, he's certainly qualified in my book." Jong Park gave me a smile and wink that went unacknowledged. I went so far as to add a little extra looking away using my body to communicate how much I didn't want her.
"Well excuse me all to hell, babe." Jong Park looked amused before doing another line of coke.
"That guy is looking at Karen."
The lime haired woman replied alerting her friend who casually regarded me looking up from her phone. We stared at one another for a few minutes in what seemed a test of wills as she probably expected me to look away. Her eyes finally dipped low to the erection I was nursing. I let her take it in expecting nothing as I took another deep swig from the bottle before turning towards the dance floor. Karen and her friends were left with a view of my backside before I lost myself in the crowd. Clubbed to Death was playing in loud, intrusive fashion as I walked the living rows of dancing people standing in the center of the floor. My heart was thumping loudly in my chest as the rage overtook me resulting in a loud primal scream instantly drowned out by the music. I was stricken with the powerlessness of my situation, angry that I could do nothing to the woman brought from Germany to fuck up my life. I took another drink from the bottle to calm my nerves illuminated by the repeated flashes and strobing lights that offset the darkness on the dance floor.
Karen appeared on the dance floor moving methodically towards me with the same stark expression on her face that I'd come to hate. As the patrons parted it became apparent that she was nude. Her statuesque body and exaggerated curves were testament to genetics and a strict workout regime as the elder McIntyre child took her time walking across the dance floor giving me ample opportunity to take in her countenance. The beige spike heels on her feet gave her a height advantage as she stalked closer to me sure of herself, supremely confident. She almost didn't look real with a figure akin to a literal super heroine. Every bit of her was sculpted looking like she'd been born of marble ready to sit atop some pedestal. Even from afar she was radiating a brilliant confidence that was staggering. That briefest of moments we'd initiated eye contact had triggered her competitive streak. I'd issued a challenge to the entitled princess that could not, would not be ignored. This woman was built to succeed, coddled and told that she was better than most, always. It was her greatest strength and would one day be her greatest weakness.
"I'd like another drink, please." She stood before me shaking out her platinum mane for effect.
There was no indication whether or not she recognized me as I stood there trying to figure out my next course of action. Karen's hand was suddenly caressing my bicep sliding down until she'd slid the bottle from my hand. She looked from my face to the bottle with an easy going smile before taking a drink. Her beauty was as undeniable as the monster hiding behind it.
She seemed to glide in closer than I believed I wanted measuring the wine bottle in her hand before looking up into my eyes through the leather mask. Ms. Frakkes had completed her mission, and this was her choice of victory lap. It was even more surreal than what had come before leaving me with this sort of out of body experience as I found the bottle in my hand again as she leaned in licking my peck.
"Another drink please."
I poured the remaining liquid down my abdomen over my diamond hard tumescence never breaking eye contact as Karen got my meaning. She slowly squatted down placing her hands on the dance floor oblivious intentional or not to the mass of people around her, gingerly taking me between her plump lips. She began working her head back and forth gradually picking up speed as I poured some wine along my length into her mouth. This seemed to ignite her passions further taking it up another notch as Karen began getting sloppy. Saliva and precum mixed with saliva bubbled from her lips, drooling down her pneumatic breasts onto the floor. Karen subtly changed position rising vertically on her knees completely throating me to the hilt. Her nails were suddenly clawing into my naked butt as she tried to push her face down even further. The elder McIntyre disengaged coughing and gagging, wiping her mouth with her forearm before quickly throating me once more. This time se only drew back halfway vacuuming her lips on my length pistoning her head back and forth. I palmed the sides of her head pushing deep into her throat as she struggled to accommodate me. Karen wrapped her arms around my thighs tightly as if she wanted to be choked to death with my cock. I was shocked at the savage nature of it all, mouth completely stuffed, face flushed red as she rocked and trembled before breaking contact to avoid passing out. Karren sat on her shins gasping loudly. Her large breasts were noticeably heaving from exertion. She cupped the undersides of her breasts looking up again, her lips curving into a snarky smirk.
"GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!!" That all too familiar look on her face reminded me that I was dealing with Ms. Frakkes. The woman who saw herself as something else born of privilege and wealth. This woman made a career of ruining the lives and dreams of other people. She made it her business to break me and wreck my life all because I'd crossed her mother.
"GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!! GAKK!!" I took her mouth and throat fucking away not for pleasure, venting by using her body to disperse well earned aggression. We were both drenched in sweat catching the strobing lights in a sort of Wagnerian display. It was as if small unpredictable displays of string lightning struck around our bodies.
Her platinum locks were matted to her head, her mascara running down her face in black, oozing tears as my cock slapped her lips and cheek. I found this disturbing joyous expression on her face that made me doubt her sanity. I grabbed a handful of the hair at her scalp, fucking her mouth for a few seconds lubricating my member for the ultimate indignity. I positioned her face between my large hands placing my cock dead center between them, locking my thumbs. Ms. Frakkes a.k.a. Karen McIntyre was forced to give her very first "Face Job" as I roughly sawed my penis along her plump lips, her thin nose and forehead.
The first burst of cum comically arched over the top of her head leaving a milky, gooey trail along her scalp. I kept fucking away at her face as my fingers became soiled from the subsequent bursts until I had nothing left to give backing away. I looked around noticing that a number of had become interested. More than a few visibly disturbed people were staring as I looked down at my handiwork. Ms. Frakkes was now nothing more than a submissive cypher wearing a mask of my semen over her beautiful, face. She sat there without reaction, breathing hard through the mess, even creating a cum bubble or two which popped as I pushed through the crowd. I noticed some yellow jackets in the vicinity figuring I was seconds away from being tossed in front of April. There was a pervasive smell of weed and other more controversial drugs wafting through the air as I searched for the entrance to the rave that I'd been ushered through. I came across two masked brothers going at it, one bent over while the other railed his shitter without mercy for a group of jeering women who tossed wads of cash onto their joined bodies. I knew I'd never look at female suits the same way again.
Yellow jackets were starting to appear in droves as I worked to lose myself in the crowd becoming increasing anxious to make my escape. I swatted at the hands grabbing and groping at me until I nearly lost my sanity. Two other guys were screwing the disgusting old woman that dogged my steps when I first entered the dance floor. This seemed to break my fear as I chuckled watching the female degenerate getting stuffed from both ends. Before I could move on. I was illuminated by several Maglite's captured by security. I was escorted to the entrance I'd been searching for and shoved into the small crimson tinted room containing all of the latex masks. April appeared alone without bodyguards grinning wildly as she pulled the heavy door closed behind her.



"I do one little favor and look what it cost me."
"Uhm, sorry."
"You have nothing to be sorry about; looks like I triggered you babe. Do you know who you just fucked with? She could shut this place down by herself in ten minutes if she wanted."
"I don't know what to say."
"You don't have to say anything; just do your little magic trick, sweet cheeks." I was puzzled as April slid the door open revealing the disheveled Ms. Frakkes. The short, busty dominatrix received a thick wad of cash leaving us alone. I was glad I hadn't removed my mask yet facing my nemesis.
"You weren't hurt, were you? I told them not to damage you." I knew better than to answer noting her unfamiliar body language and tone.
"I'll pay anything you want; show me more."
I was blown away as she stood before me a demure mess waiting for me to humiliate her further. The woman was almost unrecognizable smeared makeup and wet, stringy hair from our time on the dance floor. She reminded me of a story I'd heard while hanging out with friends about how a lot of wealthy suits secretly had guilt complexes about the people, they screwed over on a regular basis to get atop the societal pyramid. This usually manifested in fetishes like BSDM or even more extreme measures. Ms. Frakkes wanted me to use her in any manner I deemed, and I hated her more than content to leave her at the center of that dance floor covered in my cum. Now she was standing in front of me wanting more.
"Please hate me; I deserve it master."
My hands shot out to her neck pressing down as if to choke the life from her body, instead drawing her towards me. Ms. Frakkes didn't budge or scream as I licked a wet trail along her cheek before shoving her towards the unfinished brick walls. I was figuring this out as I went along noticing a series of thick leather paddles. I snatched one down measuring it in my hand with a few air swings before looking in her direction. The statuesque blonde assumed the position pushing her incredible, huge butt out in my direction.
"YAAAASSSSS, MASSSTER!!" Ms. Frakkes cried out as the thick, reinforced strap collided with her right butt cheek. I paused for a second, still surprised by her elated response before laying in a series of hard strikes making sure to hit the same general area on her huge cheek several times in succession.
"YAAAASSSS, PUNISH ME MASSSSTER; FLOG MY EVIL ASSSSSS!!" I obliged the power broker focusing my efforts on the left side until it matched the right. Her screams were more of elation than actual pain. I tossed the belt on the floor noticing a half full bottle of wine off to the side on a small table.
I grabbed her platinum locks wrapping them around my fist which forced the beautiful degenerate to bend over as I poured some wine down her gullet making her choke. There was a small, worn, circular ottoman discarded in a corner that gave me ideas. I shoved the beauty, motioning and snapping my fingers in the direction of the furniture until she got my meaning. Karen Frakkes easily positioned the ottoman in the center of the floor looking for my approval and earning it with a foot to her huge butt. She mounted the ottoman on all fours as I had a drink to steel my courage before using my bare hand to spank her naked ass, making it slightly jiggle. This woman had a hard body leaving her butt to feel like a spongy muscle beneath my palms. Her enormous ass was a crimson mess, almost glowing orange from the abuse. She was breathing loudly through her mouth almost sighing from the skewed attention. She perked up when I poured some wine on the welts. I noticed one of the bondage masks remining on the rack and the interesting eyeless feature. Ms. Frakkes didn't complain when I slipped the mask over her head leaving only her nose and mouth visible.
Her disposition and desire for rough, nasty sex wasn't lost on me as I took the time to slip three condoms onto my length. Using my pointer finger, her covered head was pushed won until it touched the top of the ottoman cushion leaving her prostrate before me. I stared long and hard, disgusted at the hidden side of the woman who'd ultimately defeated me in the real world. She willingly laid at my feet like some savant after being treated like the sexual deviant she was in front of an audience. Karen's huge, welt covered ass was swaying back and forth in front of me, her strong womanly scent heavy in the air.
"MAAAAASSSSSTER, YAAAAHHHH FUUUCCKK ME; I NEED IT SOOOO BAAD!!" Her huge butt slapped loudly against my pelvis as I hit her with deep, penetrating long strokes. I hated that she sounded elated to be used in this manner but couldn't deny what was in front of me any longer. Ms. Frakkes never intended to sleep with me, only using her body as a distraction while she set me up to fail. Now, the chickens had come home to roost in the form of Malaya Padilla who'd given me the opportunity to take a little back from the McIntyre's.
"JA, nimm meinen großen Arsch und lass es bluten, Meister!! PUNISH MICH, UM DICHTER MEISTER ZU SEIN!! FICK MICH DU SCHWARZES BASTAD!!" The platinum amazon had begun to speak in her adopted language as I yanked her shuddering cheeks into my pelvis.
"Oh ja, ich brauchte einen guten Fick von einem echten Mann, der weiß, wie man eine Göttin anfasst!!" She was slobbering, literally drooling as I plunged into her backdoor up to the hilt. The circular ottoman was just big enough to allow me to mount her from the top in the bulldog position. I found a well-used shitter that spoke volumes about this woman's hidden proclivities. I almost considered pulling out to roll on another condom as Karen went into hysterics, screaming loudly as if she were being murdered.
"Oh ja, ich komme so hart auf deinen Schwanz!! JA MASTER, ich bin IHR, ALLES ICH!! Nimm es alle Meister!!" Halfway through her screaming orgasm, I was triggered exploding volcanically inside her bowels as the door slid open revealing a few yellow jackets and some of the other guys who'd entered the underground club alongside me. Gene followed looking at my progress amused as I silently responded shrugging my shoulders. I waved him over cautioning him to remain silent with a finger over my lips, whispering instructions into his ear.
"BITCH, YO' FAT ASS BELONGS TO MASTER RICK, NOW!!" Gene yelled trying to deepen his voice with mixed results. He was going to be my surrogate voice so that I could avoid detection. I changed positions placing her head directly under the ball of my bare foot.
"Oh, gawd yes Master Rick; I am yours now and forever to command!! I will do whatever you want master!! Ich werde Yopu als meinen Herrn und Meister befolgen, deinen Willen tun und deinen Feinden auf dem Kommando Abfälle hinterlassen!!" Me and Gene looked at one another and the other still present guys and security both shrugging at her declaration of undying loyalty to her fictional master.
"WHO ASS DIS, BIATCH?!!" Gene yelled again, stifling a laugh.
"IT'S ALL YOURS TO DO WITH AS YOU PLEASE!!" Ms. Frakkes screamed wiggling and shaking her bounty unknowingly in front of the others. I noticed one yellow jacket covertly take a photo of Karen's huge, reddened butt with his phone.
"Good, that's what I want to hear because I'm gonna give you all the cock you'll ever need-RIGHT NOW!!" Gene realized he was talking normally changing back to his crappy, black guy voice at the end.
"YES, GIVE IT TO ME GOOD MASTER; PACIFY MY NASTY ASS WITH YOUR THICK COCK!!" I hopped down sharing a knowing look with Gene and the others watching as he began with her backdoor, raw. The other guys weren't going to pass up the opportunity lining up behind Gene. One of the yellow jackets attempted to jump in line before being snatched away by his partner.
I'd had enough of this weird atmosphere sliding the door open at the opposite of the room finding the first room that led into this carnal inferno. I dressed quickly before realizing I was still wearing the mask. It was work peeling it free of my head as I took a peek back inside the small lounge finding that anarchy had broken out. Ms. Frakkes was being judiciously railed in all available openings while security struggled to stop a fight between the remaining members of the hired help. I guess some of the guys had tired of waiting their turn. There was no one manning the outer door as I slipped back out into the alley finding daylight fast approaching. I managed to get a lift back to my apartment noticing the mask on the passenger seat as I exited. There was no power in my apartment causing me to stumble around in the fading darkness until I found the battery powered lamp. I opted for a cold shower to wash away the sexual decadence. Halfway through my shower, I crouched low sobbing uncontrollably. Only my ringing phone on the bathroom sink was able to halt my despair.
"Yeah?"
"Heard you made quite an impression; but I probably wouldn't go back if I was you." Malaya's voice wasn't much of a relief.
"I wasn't going to do that anyway."
"Hey, you okay?"
"You wanted me to see them; see what they were doing."
"This-is a win for our side; I know you fucked that uptight cunt. Heard you did one hell of a number on her, too. Jong Park likes to drunk dial when she's high. Ms. Frakkes ready to hit you with the glass slipper and keys to the kingdom, too."
"She's disgusting."
"I need to know you can go the distance; we need to be on the same page from here on out. So, is this path a go or not for you?"
"What are you getting out of this?"
"That's not important for you; are you ready to take another slice of humble pie to those snotty bitches or not?" Her voice changed sounding strained and intense as she chided me.
"Yes."
"Read the text and look at the photo but get some sleep. You don't have to be there right away, so hit it up at one." Malaya hung up without a word leaving me to my own thoughts. I checked my phone finding a photo of this black girl with a huge frizzy mane of hair. Inspected the photo realizing that she looked familiar but couldn't place the face. There was an address attached but I couldn't keep my eyes open. I dropped off into deep slumber.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
I woke with a start almost feeling like I'd been smothered in my sleep. I looked around the room finding nothing but the flashing light on my phone. I studied the photo left for me earlier in the AM, still unable to place the face. I googled the address finding that it was another hotel, not as expensive as the one where Carry Anne was staying. I arrived at what was little more than a glorified motel still puzzled at the reason I'd been sent, finding another text that listed the girl's name and room number. Capri Johnson was an enigma to me as I walked over to the house phone in the lobby dialing her up. The call went straight to voicemail as I panicked checking my phone finding that I was almost an hour earlier than suggested. Urgency lent speed to my efforts as I ran over to her outside facing room, finding the girl from the photo emerging from her room in a one piece swim suit with towels and a large plastic looking satchel bag draped over an arm.
"Let me guess, my mother sent you, right?" She scowled as I stopped just short, almost bumping into her.
"Uhm, how'd you know?"
"Because of the way you were running over here like your life depended on it."
"Yeah, well you got me."
"You were supposed to be here at two; I wanted a swim before we went to dinner and I need a dress too." She sounded annoyed with her vocal cadence reminding me a little of Courtney McIntyre, but this girl was a little older and more relaxed sounding.
"O-kay, we can do that, Ms. Johnson."
"Geez, you don't have to be so formal; wanna join me at the pool?"
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"I need to know you can go the distance; we need to be on the same page from here on out. So, is this path a go or not for you?"
"What are you getting out of this?"
"That's not important for you; are you ready to take another slice of humble pie to those snotty bitches or not?" Her voice changed sounding strained and intense as she chided me.
"Yes."
"Read the text and look at the photo but get some sleep. You don't have to be there right away, so hit it up at one." Malaya hung up without a word leaving me to my own thoughts. I checked my phone finding a photo of this black girl with a huge frizzy mane of hair. Inspected the photo realizing that she looked familiar but couldn't place the face. There was an address attached but I couldn't keep my eyes open. I dropped off into deep slumber.
BAD M.I.L.F Volume 4-The New Batch Ch. 2
I woke with a start almost feeling like I'd been smothered in my sleep. I looked around the room finding nothing but the flashing light on my phone. I studied the photo left for me earlier in the AM, still unable to place the face. I googled the address finding that it was another hotel, not as expensive as the one where Carry Anne was staying. I arrived at what was little more than a glorified motel still puzzled at the reason I'd been sent, finding another text that listed the girl's name and room number. Capri Johnson was an enigma to me as I walked over to the house phone in the lobby dialing her up. The call went straight to voicemail as I panicked checking my phone finding that I was almost an hour earlier than suggested. Urgency lent speed to my efforts as I ran over to her outside facing room, finding the girl from the photo emerging from her room in a one piece swim suit with towels and a large plastic looking satchel bag draped over an arm.
"Let me guess, my mother sent you, right?" She scowled as I stopped just short, almost bumping into her.
"Uhm, how'd you know?"
"Because of the way you were running over here like your life depended on it."
"Yeah, well you got me."
"You were supposed to be here at two; I wanted a swim before we went to dinner and I need a dress too." She sounded annoyed with her vocal cadence reminding me a little of Courtney McIntyre, but this girl was a little older and more relaxed sounding.
"O-kay, we can do that, Ms. Johnson."
"Geez, you don't have to be so formal; wanna join me at the pool?"
"Huh?!" I scratched my head not knowing how to answer. I still hadn't figured out why I was sent to meet this girl.
"Well, just be a shame if you had to go back home and make a turn around trip; come on, keep me company." Capri smiled warmly handing me the towels turning to lead me over to a modest outdoor pool bordered by a white fence and city streets. She was tall, probably all of five eight or nine with a decidedly curvy frame enhanced by what looked like baby fat. I didn't mind the little jiggle noticing that she had a very large, slightly squarish pear shaped butt that sat out from her back like a little shelf. Capri continually tugged at the bottom of her suit when the material rode up exposing the slightest bit of cheek.
"Stop peeking at it or I'll send you home." Capri seemed to have eyes in the back of her head admonishing me, but the lightness of her tone suggested playfulness if nothing else. She picked out two chaise lounge chairs poolside motioning for me to place her stuff on one.
"Thanks, you don't have to stay or anything; unless you want to watch me do a few laps." She turned to me revealing a really nice set of full, perky breasts outlined under the material of her one piece.
"Uhm, oh, wow-sorry." I felt like an idiot looking away figuring that I was still "punch drunk" from the night before. Shame flowed in when I realized how fucked up the previous night had been and the multiple hookups I'd experienced. I wondered if I was supposed to have sex with this girl or something. Malaya Padilla was turning out to be quite the puppet master.
"I don't know if I should be flattered or worried." Capri was still smiling at my reaction, tying the giant frizzy mane of hers off into a ponytail. There was no way she was fitting all of that hair under a swim cap. She was like a tall, thick version of Amandla Stenberg for lack of a better comparison.
"Sorry ma'am; uh, Ms. Johnson." I nodded in deference.
"If you weren't so cute, I'd probably be pissed; I'm going to take those laps now." I watched as she innocently stretched and rolled her shoulders before jumping into the pool. I watched her do a few laps before worrying that I was projecting a creeper vibe checking my phone to break up the unintended voyeurism. Surprisingly, I found a few missed calls from my ex-girlfriend Chrystal. There were two video files connected to one message. I walked away from the pool area clicking one and finding a second long advertisement for some reality cooking show. The other clip predictably had a twerking clip in some hotel room as wads of cash were tossed at her thong clad butt. I face palmed finding it pathetic that she thought this would upset after all we'd been through. The link led to some social media page I was unfamiliar with that had some comments linking her to that goof, Big Ham. I could've cared less uploading the clips to my cloud for later use.
"Oh, you came back; I thought I'd run you off by swimming too much." Capri swam beside me walk adjacent as I entered the pool area.
"I was just checking some messages; besides, you didn't want me to stay and watch you do laps, did you?"
"I wouldn't have minded; help me out." I dutifully retrieved her pool towel as she emerged up the short steps to the poolside. She turned her back giving me another view of her sloping, shelf-like butt which was barely on par with my ex and her assorted family members. Capri looked back at me with an easy smile as I wrapped the towel about her shoulders backing away.
"Not going to dry me off?"
"Stop it." She chuckled turning to me using the towel on her face and midsection. I watched enjoying the soft, subtle curve of her figure wondering if I was really here to bed her. I stared at her face still finding it familiar in some as yet unknown way.
"You're staring again, like what you see or something?"
"I honestly don't know how to answer that ma'am." Her big, brown eyes widened as her mouth opened in surprise at my answer. This young woman was undeniably cute with an innate sexy aura that was infectious. Capri reminded me of Gen, making my face drop a bit at the comparison.
"I don't know how to take that; you shy or something?"
"Not usually."
"I'm flattered whether you meant that towards me or not; score us some drinks from the vending machine. Flavored water, any kind; can't do soda, it's bad for my waistline." She playfully motioned towards her midsection, but I knew better than to comment. I stalked off still confused a bit as to the reason I'd been sent noticing that Capri pulled her phone from the satchel bag. She looked upset at whatever was in the face of her phone as I ran back with several flavors of the requested water. She smiled at the armful of bottles making me feel uncharacteristically elated at being the reason for her smile. We ended up lying side by side on the chaise lounge chairs, which was little weird for me since I was fully dressed.
"Hey, can I ask you a few questions?" Capri asked after downing two bottles.
"Guess so, shoot." It was the only answer I could give.
"Uhm, like what's your sign?" Capri asked awkwardly, sounding like some nervous teen.
"Aries."
"Whoa, I didn't peg you for being a fire sign; you don't seem like the outgoing type and most Aries guys are players. They also drive people crazy with their intensity and don't care what they say to people. I-I mean some people say they can be verbally abusive, but it's really their way of being honest no matter how raw it comes out."
"Gee thanks." She giggled girlishly covering my hand with her own for a few seconds before drawing it back like it had been burned or something.
"What kind of car do you drive?" I rolled my eyes at the question.
"I have a Ducati Scrambler, but I rarely drive it anymore; so, I use Lyft most of the time." She looked a little disappointed hunching her shoulders at the table looking off towards the adjacent street.
"Don't like bikes?"
"No, I like 'em just fine but you aren't thinking of taking me to that uptight, stuffy dinner full of bluebloods on a bike, are you?" I didn't have a clue what she was talking about.
"Of course not; you will be ferried to the dinner in the vehicle of your choice; there are a number of luxury vehicles to choose from on the app."
"My mom's paying for it, right?"
"Yeah, sure."
"For some reason, I don't believe you; ready for my third and final question?" Her mannerisms were a little exaggerated like she was trying to look cool or something. Capri struggled a little getting to the question, twisting in the wind as it were be just going for it.
"Do you have a girlfriend?" I facepalmed laughing into my own hand for a few seconds.
"Stop laughing, it's just a question!!" She looked embarrassed swatting at me a couple of times before I managed to get the humor under control.
"I'm uh, tragically single." I admitted taking a swig of flavored water from my own bottle.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Exactly what I said; I'm single for a shitty reason."
"You cheated?"
"No, not even; I was happy." I remained vague not knowing her connection to my troubles. Capri was interested leaning in further looking for more details.
"She cheated."
"She was fake the whole time; I didn't matter to her enough. "She looked confused pondering what was said before taking another drink.
"Tragic."
"So, why'd you want to know if I had a girlfriend?"
"NUH-NOTHING, NO REASON-uhm, just making small talk." Capri blurted out nervously nearly spilling her water.
"It's okay. I don't mind answering questions."
"Sorry, it's just that I've been away at girl's school; didn't see too many boys there because it was kind of like a Catholic thing or something. Nuns, the whole nine yards until I graduated two months ago; so, mom brought me here for a little vacation."
"Girls school, nuns?"
"That was truly tragic too; no guys you'd wanna see, more of the monobrow, hair lip variety around that place. Definite shortage of cute guys; now weeks later, I meet you." This girl was undeniably cute as a button.
"I'm flattered."
"Don't let it go to your head, you're only medium cute."
"Medium cute, thanks again." We'd somehow found our way into full on flirting, laughing together.
"Oh crap, it's getting kind of late. We've got to get me a dress!" She replied suddenly looking at her phone. Capri bounced up half sprinting back to her motel room and I found myself following with her stuff matching her cadence. She stopped abruptly turning with a hand in my chest at the door.
"No boys allowed." I shrugged handing back her things receiving a pinch to the cheek for my efforts. She disappeared behind the door of what was a basic economy room with a large picture window facing out towards the pool and streets. I initially leaned against the door frame looking at my phone before curiosity got the better of me seconds later. I peered over finding the curtain on the other side of the window cracked a bit. It allowed me to look into Capri's room with some effort. She was standing a few feet away from me separated by the wall. She was staring into the face of her phone appearing to be texting before tossing it on the bed. Capri peeled the one piece off her shoulders shimmying the thin material down to her waistline. Her light cocoa skin tone had been affected by the afternoon sun judging from the hard tan lines mimicking the shape of her suit. Her tan extended all the way down as the beginnings of her gluteal cleft came into play. Suddenly that supposed third eye came into play again as she glanced back in my direction. I nearly hiccupped sliding away from the window as fast as possible. The weird gravelly finish on the outside walls scarped against the back of the shirt I'd been wearing.
"Hey." The door opened as Capri's head popped out at an angle looking in my direction.
"Uh, yeah?"
"You peeking at me?"
"No, uhm, I did kind of look for a second." Her expressive eyes rolled darting back and forth.
"You're not supposed to admit that."
"You want me to lie?" Capri chuckled continuing to stare at me for a few seconds as if deep in thought. She suddenly ushered me into her motel room with a frenzied waving of her hand as if someone was watching. Capri was a bit clumsy clipping my arm as she shoved the door closed behind me. I found myself up against the wall directly behind the door as she stood nervously before me picking at the wild curly, fluffed out mane surrounding her pretty face.
"Well, I was always just in some girl schools like I said; so, uhm, I never really got a chance, you know?" I understood the awkward expression on her face, just nodding.
"My mother has been on my butt nonstop since I arrived, calling and taking me places to shop, but I just don't wanna be handcuffed to her and her stuffy friends. I uhm, want- I want to have my own life now. I'm twenty one you know and the lack of actual life experience I have is-ASTOUNDING!!"
"Hey?"
"Yeah, I know I'm babbling; I'm really not good with guys-I MEAN-Uhm, I don't have a lot of talking experience...with boys, you-know." I just stared raised eyebrows and all, when Capri suddenly cupped my cheeks giving me a kiss, quickly backing off.
"Okay." She was nodding her head happily having got over some mental hurdle.
"Good right, I mean, you liked it, right?" The thick, cutie was standing there awkwardly with her arms tightly folded making her impressive cleavage surge forward. I noticed slight freckles and minute stretch marks around her breasts. I wanted to kiss them and more as she bit her bottom lip looking for a response. I didn't keep her waiting, softly returning her affections with a kiss of my own that seemed to steel her nerves.
More kisses followed as I let her find her pace until her tongue timidly found its way into my mouth. Something about this girl made me want to please her as she stopped, staring up at me drawing the straps of her one piece down letting her cleavage blossom until the tops of her areolas started to appear. I stopped her with another deep kiss that nearly made the inexperienced girl swoon. I went on my knees taking her suit with me freeing her breasts. The slightly pendulous mams were topped with enticingly tan cookie sized areolas. There were more light freckles on Capri's skin with little bumps surrounding prominent nipples. Larger than they initially appeared, a portion of her torso and the top of her abdomen was obscured by her abundance. I didn't relieve her completely of her suit leaving her sex covered as I kissed and stuck my tongue in her round navel.
"That tickles."
"Right, how about this?" I pried the crotch of her suit to the side finding a lightly furred muff. I ran my tongue over it making her shudder and tremble uncontrollably. Capri chuckled nervously as I continued making overtures to her sex.
"Yeah uhm, that feels...tickles too." She admitted sheepishly.
I directed her to the edge of her bed like I was asking her onto a dance floor returning to my knees between her legs. Her exposed muff was puffy, inviting in the worst way as I teased her prominent clit. Her shapely legs jerked involuntarily every time I touched her button as she became visibly wet. Her taste filled my mouth, running freely as I licked her slit finding entrance between her folds. Her little cries and whimpers gave purpose to my actions. She flopped around on the bedding like she was receiving little jolts of electricity as I parted her thighs licking her snatch with abandon. The more she squirmed the more intensity I added to my actions.
"Oh wow, that feels so good; Oh shit-um, sorry but it's AW-AWW-AWWWWNNN!!" Her cute little stomach flexed as she began feeling it.
"AAAWWW, YEH-YEEEAAAHHHH ITS FEELING SOOOOO, AWWWWNNNN!!" Capri's legs sprung up bent at the knees as she struggled not to wrap them around my head. I reached under her cupping her cheeks raising her up off the bed.
"OOOOHHHHH, OOHHHHH FUH-AWWWNNNN, AAAAWWWWNNNN FAWWK!!" Capri's back arched, pushing her muff into my mouth as I let my tongue twirl around inside her tightness. Her sex was drenched, her inner thighs moist clamping around my head.
"YEEEAHHHH, OHHHHH YEEAHHHH; FEEELS-FUH-FEELING SO GOOOD!!" I reached up rubbing and caressing the outsides of her thighs. My fingers squeezed and pinched her haunches luxuriating in pillow softness of her curves.
"AAAAAWWWWWWW YEEAAAAHHHH, I'M CUMMING!" A light burst of her essence sprayed the inside of her mouth. Capri's body curled almost unnaturally around my head. Her knees were locked in place, I could feel her palming my head. The only thing I could see was her undulating abdomen and muff wedged against my face. It felt good to make this cute girl climax. I wanted to do it again and again until she was unable to walk. Capri fell against the bed fanning herself with a joyous half laugh. Her large breasts were heaving impressively as I caught my breath, covered in her scent.
"Ah man, I don't think I'm gonna be able to walk right for a minute."
"Want me to get you a wheelchair for dinner?" We both chuckled sharing a moment as Capri picked at her shock of curly, unkempt hair. She absentmindedly caressed my head prompting me to go down on her again.
"Again?"
Sudden loud knocking interrupted our little interlude nearly giving us both heart attacks. Capri panicked jumping up into the bed pulling some of the bedding over her body. I slid up behind the door as the knocking continued getting even louder. Capri motioned for me to hide behind the door as I stole a look through the peephole.
"Shit!" Carry Anne McIntyre was standing in front of the door knocking incessantly as Capri ran over cupping a hand over my mouth. She called herself silencing me with a finger over her lips before slowly opening the motel door. She made sure to wedge her body into the opening so that nothing else was visible.
"Mom!"
"I've been calling all day, I wanted to take you shopping for a nice dress and maybe a little brunch. You've been fucking around this whole time?"
"No, it's not like that, don't be mad, mom. I just went for a swim and then, stuff kind of happened."
"Stuff? That shit more important than hanging out with your mother, huh? Even though you flaked out on me, I still got you this dress and its pretty expensive too!!"
"Don't be mad, I didn't mean to flake out on you, it was an accident!"
"What're you doing; you got somebody in there or something?"
"MOM!!" Capri was twisting in the wind in front of me. I was close to having a coronary worrying that she'd force her way into the room and discover me.
"Look, you're a grown woman; you don't have to sneak around. I'm a little disappointed because we talked about taking that Caribbean tour together; you out on that, too?!"
"Of course not, we're definitely going. It's just that I want to have some experiences on my own, know what I mean, mom?" Every time Capri referred to Carry Anne as "mom", I felt like somebody was dancing on my grave.
"I'm gonna fire that fucking Malaya person; she was supposed to be watching you! Said she needed the job but ditches you the first chance she gets!! You don't want to go to Barbados?!!" The elder McIntyre was ranting drawing closer to the door.
"Mom come on; you said I was a grown woman but then you turn around and hire somebody to watch me like a kid, huh?!! I thought you trusted me!!"



"I'm your mother, your biological mother and I'll exercise the rights that affords me whether you agree with it or not, young lady. Don't get it twisted, I've been taking care of you sending checks to the Johnsons!!"
"Mother please!!"
"Here's your fucking dress; you can come to the dinner if you want, I don't care!! Honey remember to use protection because I'm not paying for any bastards!! Have fun darling and fix your suit!! I can see your pussy!!" Before Capri could react, Carry Anne shoved the dress and some other bags viciously into her arms stalking off in a huff. I heard a gate slam loudly at the end of the walk outside the room. I could see that her daughter was severely affected by the sudden outburst but made sure to stay behind the door in case we were being watched.
"Are you okay?" Capri plopped down on the bed leaving the door open and the floor littered with the dress and multiple pastel colored shopping bags.
"Yeah, so did I mention that I'm a mutt?"
"Capri."
"We've actually only been talking for the last two years but lately she's started getting really clingy and shit. She gave me up when I was a baby to friends past their prime who raised me in Canada. Guess I shouldn't be surprised since they put me in that private school at her "suggestion", you know? I should HATE her for throwing me away."
"Do you?"
"I don't know, maybe. Lately she's been talking up this trip to the Caribbean and how it would be really good for us to connect as mother and daughter. I figured we'll go on the trip and see what happens, then I'll decide."
"Maybe you shouldn't go." My blood ran cold knowing that Carry Anne was intent on taking her daughter there for sex tourism just like she had with all the others. It was some insane right of passage that this innocent girl was walking into blindly.
"Why?"
"Maybe if you stand up to her Capri, only then will she see you as the woman you really are."
"Wow." She had this timid look on her face that tugged at my heartstrings. I sat on the bed beside her trying to figure out how to talk her out of that trip.
"What?"
"Shouldn't you be trying to get into my panties?" We glanced around the room for some minutes after that sharing a smile. She surprised me by raising a middle finger, but then gestured to the still partially opened door where a homeless was peering into the motel room some feet away. I followed his gaze back to Capri's huge, bared breasts getting up to close the door in his face.
"Don't be cross with the old fellow, he needed the excitement." I retrieved her belongings placing them on an in room table turning to find her one piece swim wear on the carpet. Capri was lying on her back in the center of the bed waiting. The almost circular nature of the large queen sized bed and the whiteness of the sheets made it appear as if Capri were lying on a cloud. She was a vision of virginal softness as I took it all in while she lazily smiled.
"Are you really going on that trip with your mother?"
"Yes."
I knew that Carry Anne would have her way by hook or crook wanting her illegitimate daughter to follow the same ritual as the others. But looking around the modest hotel room spoke to Capri's status in the McIntyre family. I'd finally remembered where I'd seen her before. Carry Anne had shielded her as I was escorted out of the luxury hotel, she'd been staying in by their idiot security team. I remembered being verbally identified as a thug by her mother and my angry retort before being ousted. This girl from the looks of things was kept on the periphery by her people to maintain their veneer of respectability. Now her mother had the nerve to want her daughter defiled in the same manner as all the others. Capri Johnson was wholly delectable lying there on the bed having given me the answer I sought. I had the advantage of knowing what was waiting on the other side of that trip and resolved to do something about it. I stripped down to the buff as she watched, noticing the expression on her face the moment my tumescence appeared. I crawled into bed with her stealing a kiss and several others.
"Uhm, be careful; it's my first time." Her voice faltered between kisses communicating the uncertainty of an untested femininity.
"I think you should be careful, Capri." I withdrew lying on my back staring up at the ceiling fan. After a few seconds of inactivity, her face appeared over mine framed by her prominent shock of hair.
"What, you don't want to be with me?"
"Of course, I do, but we just met, and I like you too much to steal away your maidenhood. I want you so bad right now, but I want it to be your decision whether you want to be with some guy you just met or wait for the right one. It's your decision, Capri."
"Are you for real?"
"Yeah."
"You're really going to just lay here and let me decide; let me do what I want?"
"Yes Capri." She was lying beside me on her side supporting her weight with an elbow staring down at my face inquisitively. I heard the thick young ingenue huff in apparent disappointment, feeling the bed shift a bit as she moved about. Seconds later a singled digit ran the length on my cock, teasing the prominent vein on the underside of my shaft up to the head which rested just above my navel. Capri made curious overtures using a few more fingers to squeeze my shaft testing its durability and thickness before taking the whole thing in her fist. She gave it a few strokes with a sort of twisting motion that I liked which was coincidental considering we'd just met. This adult woman still had the warmth and inviting glow of untested youth working me with these shortened tugging motions until a single web of precum bubbled to the top of my urethra. I watched as she dabbed it up, spreading it between her fingertips. Capri actually withdrew staring pointedly at the sticky substance before looking at me puzzled in some respects.
Capri's hand suddenly cupped my sack rolling and kneading them as her pretty face came into view looking at me like I'd stop her from fondling my endowment at any second, before continuing her examination. It was weird, new territory for me as well having never played doctor before. Her leg suddenly came flying over me as she mounted the top of my thighs leaving my package exposed for her curiosity. Capri used both of her fists making my erection stand up vertically visibly marveling at the minor third left untouched. Her wandering hands felt so good that I squirmed a bit under her weight, audibly gasping. Her expressive eyes widened a bit, blinking profusely as her mouth made an O due to the excitement she was feeling, the control she was being allowed with my body. It was all I could do not to take her in my arms and ravish her for hours. Her huge, sloping breasts looked incredible with prominent erect nipples I was dying to suckle. My fists were balling up handfuls of the sheets. Capri dismounted remaining at the outside of my thighs. She positioned my cock pointing up art the ceiling letting it fall on several occasions like she thought it would stand up by itself, laughing when it didn't.
Her innocent laughter took jabs at my psyche dredging up images of taking her older half-sister the night before. I put a hand out weakly wanting to stop this young, uninvolved woman from inadvertently entering my conflict with the McIntyre women. Capri lightly moved my hand away in a kneeling fetal position over my endowment. She dipped in taking me timidly between her plump lips, drawing back with a start, fanning herself. She returned taking the head between her lips using her tongue to tease the tiny slit there. Her fist enclosed right below the head as she began gingerly sucking and licking me. It was torturously good taking head from this inexperienced woman. Little by little Capri took more finding her limit at just under a third working with what she had. She worked wet getting progressively sloppy as I let go moaning progressively louder fueling her rising intensity. Capri stopped abruptly wiping her mouth with this kind of self-assured half giggle before mounting me higher. She clumsily positioned herself on my pelvis, sandwiching my length between her lower lips.
"You said, I can do whatever I want." She explained seeing some unasked question in the expression on my face.
The heat from her slit was incredible, white hot almost searing my member in this thin straight line as Capri worked her hips essentially jilling herself off without actual penetration. She spread her legs wider allowing her weight to mash my girth against her mound harder than before. She pressed both of her palms flat on my pecks working herself into a frenzy. I couldn't take it any longer reaching up to cup her breasts pinching the thick raspberries that were her nipples. She was so wet that my crotch was drenched with her essence. The sensation took her over as she arched her back further than it looked capable of doing grinding down on me as we both climaxed in perfect synch. Several ropes of thick, milky semen shot along my abdomen with some spunk soiling my pecks. Capri was gasping uncontrollably as I cupped her big, pillow soft butt urging her forward until her cunt was resting on my face. I wanted to taste her essence and suck on her clit; wanted to please her enough to forgo her virginity.
"AAAWWWNNN, YEEEEAHHHH BAAABY, YOU SOOOO GOOOD AT LICKING ME!!" Capri moaned eventually resting her knees on either side of my head.
"YEEEAAAAAHHH BA-BAAA-BAAAABY, I'M CUMMING AAAGAIN!!" My mouth was instantly filled with a deluge of her feminine essence, a taste I was fast becoming accustomed to as Capri gasped and heaved over me. She gasped making this muted almost bleating sound as she came down from her sensual high.
"Man, you really like doing that, huh?"
"Yeah, to you." I tapped her thigh signaling that I wanted her to dismount from my chest and shoulders. Capri playfully rolled off of my body excited and giggly noticing the mess on my torso. She hopped out of bed retrieving a damp towel cleaning up my spunk. She continued wiping me down letting her big eyes dance across my body as she worked. Her hands found their way back to my cock stroking with more purpose this time.
"This still mine to play with?"
"You still have to ask, Capri." Her fist was running along my length making veins appear on the surface. She answered by taking her practiced third between plump lips finding her technique with a swirling tongue, but it only lasted a few minutes before Capri began pressing me against her slit.
"Wait."
"Don't you want to?" A tiny bit of my cock head parted her lips feeling the intense heat of Capri's virtue.
"Of course, I do but I don't think it would be right." Despite my words she was awkwardly moving her hips in a rocking motion trying to work me inside.
"But I want it, wanna feel it inside me; it's really big." The very tip of my penis was already dipping just inside her cunt, barely penetrating due to what I perceived to be an intense tightness. Her phone suddenly began ringing in the satchel bag on the desktop. It kept ringing almost nonstop until she groaned finally discontinuing her intense humping answering it in a huff.
"HELLO?!!" I was relieved knowing that we would have been going at it like animals in seconds if not for the interruption.
"Mom, I said I was going; yeah I'm coming to the dinner!! I was uh, doing something!! MOTHER-please don't talk like that it makes me uncomfortable. YOU KNOW THAT!! Look, I'm getting READY right NOW, mom!! Please mother, I promise I'll be there okay!! Huh, oh I didn't realize it was so late." It was like Carry Anne had sensed her daughter's virtue was in danger. I wondered if she were somehow remote viewing her offspring.
"I'M ON MY WAY MOTHER, OKAY?!!" I watched Capri pace as she argued with her mother in her birthday suit, which didn't help my condition one bit.
"Stop, don't cry; you know how much I care about you. Look, I'll be in a car in about ten minutes. You can order the fish-uhm, tilapia and mixed vegetables with margarine...Yeah, thanks mom." Capri was finally able to get off the phone looking peevishly over at me.
"Gotta go, right?" I was saved from being a bastard.
"She's really upset and well, maybe we can sort of hookup later. You'll come back later tonight so that we can like-finish what we started?"
"...well." She was visually delectable making me regret my partial chivalry. Perhaps it was her admission of virginity. I nodded slowly making her face light up happily.
"You know you can't pass this up; look how hard your dick is right now."
"Well, about that, Capri..."
It ended up taking nearly twenty five minutes for Capri Johnson to get dressed for her family dinner with my needs eating up fifteen of those minutes fucking her large, pendulous breasts until she pushed me away reminding me of a potential missed dinner. Carry Anne had impeccable taste in clothing, purchasing what I was told was the latest in cocktail dresses by Janet Guzman along with matching heels. It was a gold material purchased along with this kind of black and golden shall that appeared Japanese in design. I sat watching entranced as she did put her hair up adding a minimal of makeup. It was almost like we were going on prom as she insisted, we took a photo using her selfie stick.
"Want to come with me?"
"No, I don't think so."
"So uhm, later, right?" I just smiled dialing up a luxury car to take her to that family dinner.
"Don't go on that trip, okay?"
"That again, you sound jealous like I'm going to see another guy or something; is that what you're worried about?"
"Please." I replied sarcastically. Internally I was weighing whether or not to come clean with her. The car I'd dialed up showed up outside her door honking its horn and thankfully taking us out of the budding conversation. Capri gave me a kiss full of promise before disappearing behind the tinted windows of the Cadillac Escalade rented to take her to her mother. I watched the vehicle disappear from sight leaning against the white railing that lined the motel.
Another message had been left on my phone with a video attached that depicted Chrystal giving sloppy top to a penis that presumably belonged to her beau, Big Ham. I clicked it off after a moment noticing that Malaya had called. I had to know what was going on, dialing her up.
"So, you wanted me to find out about Carry Anne's "other daughter"?"
"Of course, you fucked her right?"
"That's what I was supposed to do? You setting me up to stunt cock on these bitches, Malaya? That's what you meant by being your agent of chaos?" I was sitting in a Prius travelling back to my apartment watching the scenery pass.
"Shut up, you said you were all in on this; what happened, did your balls fall off already?"
"Capri's not involved with this shit; what would you have me do?"
"I guess I wanted you to give her a pity fuck, you know her psycho mom's intent on taking her to Barbados to get royally fucked by the "hired help" there; I thought you two would look nice together when I met her at Dean Brennan's estate."
"Catherine's in on this shit, too?"
"Hardly, she's too busy burying old corpses; you should have seen the fireworks when Carry Anne showed up with her illegitimate kid and the fake parents. That Ms. Frakkes bitch couldn't get them out of there fast enough."
"That's fucked up."
"Yeah, she made Carry Anne give the baby up after she'd gotten pregnant by that basketball guy. It was really entertaining watching it all go belly up before the poor kid could even have a seat. Courtney was there, still clueless as fuck. I saw an opportunity, so I went for it, sue me."
"Capri didn't deserve that."
"You should've fucked her; Carry Anne had me pickup plane tickets yesterday. She's going to be in a foreign country with a nutjob with only one way of getting back home. I made some chit chat bullshit with the parents who don't exactly feel comfortable with Carry Anne, but those fucks don't want to lose those monthly checks."
"Shit; where are you, I want to talk face to face."
"I've got problems of my own, don't worry about that but you might want to get on top of this situation if you don't want your mommy jump off creating another one of those McIntyre bots. Why didn't you tell her the truth if you weren't going to do her?"
"I don't know."
"You're not as good as you think you are; I'll call you later, promise." The call suddenly ended leaving me with a dilemma. I stepped out in front of my apartment with the weight of the world on my shoulders when I received another video clip. It had been almost thirty minutes since I saw Capri, so I was surprised to receive another photo which turned out to be a close up of her smiling face. I sent a smiling emoji back as a sign of good faith resolving to come clean when I saw her later. I still had some apartment hunting to do and very little time to do it in considering my chaotic life as of late. I found a manila envelope inside my apartment door containing tickets to some local morning talk show with a hand written note saying, "You don't want to miss this!!" It wasn't signed but I knew Malaya's handiwork wondering if I should be trusting her. I knew I'd follow this path a little longer plugging my phone into the outlet outside my apartment door. I sat on a milk crate pondering my actions receiving another message moments later. It was a video clip message that I opened out of sheer boredom.
I found a video clip shot from the phones point of view of the luxury hotel were Carry Anne was currently making her base. The phone was pointed downward at the patterns on the carpet as the phone holder walked along the corridor. I realized the volume was down turning it up.
"Damn, look at that shit man; I'm gonna FUCK for reals!! Everybody got ASS over here my N*GGA." Big Ham's voice was unmistakable as he sickeningly chortled in a coonish manner. The phone's camera dipped up revealing Capri walking a few feet in front of him. She peered over her shoulder glaring nervously back at him with an anxious smile.
"Man, you're really weird; better not be filming my ass, either." She sounded clueless to his intent as it looked like Carry Anne was enforcing her will again.
"Nuh, naw baby girl; I'm just texting my dawg, baby!"
"You'd better be, Ernest or I'm going to tell Chrystal." Capri threatened half-laughing trying to make it sound as if she were joking. The camera predictably dipped down to the pronounced curve of her big butt. I noticed a room key in her hand before the camera swung around revealing his grinning countenance for a few seconds ending the clip.
"Shit." I jumped up checking my phone for a car but found that it would take over twenty minutes for one to arrive. I jumped down running around the narrow building to the community storage bin issued to me and some neighbors. I fumbled with the keys managing to get it open after scraping my hands a few times. My Ducati sat untouched under the ragged tarp that had been placed over it a year earlier.
I almost wiped out at least two times before clearing campus hitting the freeway unevenly. Chrystal had shamed me into shelving my bike calling me an organ donor in waiting. I had wondering what lie in store for me as I hit the offramp with the hotel appearing on the horizon. I noticed the adjacent parking structure connected to one of the upper floors pulling in the garage. I looked down from the second floor of the structure for a few moments before cautiously entering the hotel taking the elevator up a few floors before getting off two floors below Carry Anne's room. If security showed up before I was able to get to Capri, I'd hit the stairwell down to the fire exit. I was charged up not knowing what I would do beyond my escape plan. I realized I hadn't even thought of dragging Capri down those stairs as I stepped out into the corridor. I found myself standing in front of the room door displayed in the short video. The first series of light knocks gave way to loud raps of my fist reverberating throughout the corridor.



"CAPRI!!"
Before I could react, I found myself flying through the air landing on top of the bed with a muffled thump that still managed to take some wind out of me as I realized a giant mitt-sized hand had ahold of my shirt.
"GOT YO' ASS NOW, N*GGA!!" Big Ham's fist came flying down towards my head narrowly missing, impacting loudly in the mattress. I panicked locking my legs around his extended arm. The human behemoth groaned loudly raising his other boulder like fist to destroy my face prompting me to launch a series of kicks into his chin and nose drawing first blood. I redoubled my efforts on his locked down arm trying to twist it out of the socket.
"MUTHA-FUCKAAAA!!" He screamed displaying almost superhuman strength nearly using his locked arm to lift me into the air in this circular arc that sent me flying into the flat screen television on the dresser top. My back smashed into television snapping it from its mount causing me to slide down as Big Ham's hang open hand flew towards my face like a gargoyle's claw. I used both hands to stop it from getting to my face as his free fist caught me with a glancing blow to the face. The power of that blow could have knocked me clean out as we struggled. I knew I couldn't give this monster another chance to launch a haymaker, closing the distance between us. I could feel some blood trickling down the side of my skull as he went in again, accidentally hitting the wall. I kicked at the side of his closest knee taking him off balance launching a punch of my own that just missed his Adam's apple.
"OH, IT'S LIKE THAT HUH BRUH?!!" His fist collided with my crotch with explosive impact, followed by those huge mitts of his closing around my throat as I was literally body slammed on top of the adjacent desk causing two of its four legs to snap. I slid down at a diagonal angle with all of the trash on that desk and a small rectangular lamp pooling at my right shoulder. Big Ham landed two nuclear blows to my face making me see the afterlife, before my left hand closed around the base of the desk lamp. The base of that lamp was sturdier than I deliriously figured as I used it to lay two decisive blows directly to his face before the object broke in half, cutting my hand. I laid in two powerful rights of my own that didn't seem to faze him much. A stiff kick to his face did even less. In fact, my efforts only seemed to enrage Big Ham further as he accessed that superhuman strength again in an attempt to toss me around. It was lie being mauled by a grizzly prompting me to shove my thumb in his eye.
"AAARRGGHH N*GGA, BITCH MADE MUTHA!!" I attempted to lock his arm up falling down on the far end of the bed taking the large man with me. He tripped over me in a horrific comedy of errors that took him crashing right through the adjacent sliding doors that led out onto the hotel balcony. The sound of shattering glass was deafening as I regained my bearings.
"AAAHHHH SHIT, HEEELP!! "I rolled over finding Big Ham gone. I cautiously stood up finding him hanging onto the balcony for dear life. His eyes with pools of white, his mouth agape as he flailed about scared of falling to his death.
"HAAAALP, Cuh-COME ON, come on brother man; don't let me fall." He pleaded.
Despite what had occurred, I managed to pull the muscle bound jock onto the balcony. We both sat side by side breathing heavily as I noticed Capri's shawl on the carpet. I clocked Big Ham with a vicious right that did nothing.
"Where is she, man?" He waved his hands; the near fall clearly having taken the piss out of him as police sirens blared in the distance. We'd been fighting for less than a few minutes, but I was sure security was at the end of the corridor.
"Gone."
"GONE!!"
"Yeah Carry Anne came and got her from my room with the quickness!! She-SHE-said I needed to PROVE MYSELF!! She sent you that video cause she found out you was talking to Capri!!"
"Man, you need to get a fucking brain; I've gotta get out of here!!"
"HEY, I GOTS THAT SIDE ROOM, USE THAT AND CLOSE THE DOOR BEHIND YOU!!" I noticed a cracked door near the leveled desk leading to an adjacent room. My body was wrecked to hell as I stumbled over debris into the other room.
"THANKS FOR MY LIFE MAN!!" Big Ham called after me.
I made sure to lock the door behind me as the entire security team rushed into the other room finding a subdued Big Ham. It felt like a wrecking ball had slammed into my body as I staggered into the bathroom using some towels to clean my face. I had a swollen eye and a fat lip, but it felt much worse. I sat down on the bed catching my breath as Big Ham was arrested on the other side of the door. Someone was trying the door as another knock came at the entrance to my room. I ran over to the door finding a room attendant knocking on my door.
"Yes?"
"Housekeeping; you want service?" I checked my appearance hiding the bloodied towel I'd used behind my back. There was an earnest looking, Latin woman waiting to clean the room who greeted me with a practiced smile. I managed to slip by the grinning housekeeper stuffing the evidence of my brawl into the used towel portion of her cart. The corridor was filled with security, hotel employees and guests making it easy for me to slip into the stairwell. I bolted down a few steps still feeling the effects of my impromptu sparring session with a super heavyweight. I managed to make it to my bike without having a coronary. My helmet would effectively hide my face from view making it easy to slip away and I just had to leave it to the man upstairs that Big Ham wasn't snitching. Predictably my phone started ringing as I watched him being escorted from the hotel in handcuffs.
"Hello?"
"Is it true what they're saying about you; are you stalking my mother?" Capri sounded distraught.
"No, but I know your mother Capri; she's not being honest with you."
"It is true, oh my god; I almost gave my virginity to you. Was that part of your plan, to fuck me and rub her face in it, huh? You some kind of sick bastard?"
"Did I sleep with you when I had the chance?"
"Well, what do you want?"
"Nothing, but I came over to the hotel because I got this video of you walking down the hall to your mother's luxury suite with a big, goon on your ass, sound familiar, Capri?" There was some mute sobbing on the other end of the phone.
"What's going on?"
"Nothing if you don't want it to; please if nothing else, don't go on that trip or you'll regret it."
"You keep saying that, what's going to happen if I go?!" She was definitely panicking; I'd done my job without really disclosing anything.
"Ask Chrystal."
"What?!!"
"Goodbye Capri Johnson, it was nice meeting you." I hung up staring over the concrete partition of the parking garage. Big Ham was being escorted out by EMS, cops and most of hotel security. There were some paparazzi taking photos of the incident. I'll be damned if I didn't notice a smile on that big goof's face. Looked like I'd helped add some legitimacy to his career as a rapper. I glanced around sighting Ms. Frakkes speaking with a police officer and motioning towards Big Ham. I dialed up Malaya getting nothing but one continuous ring tone.
My heart was heavy after that exchange, but I felt that I had at least left a seed of doubt if nothing else about Carry Anne's intentions. The hurt in Capri's voice was palpable remaining with me as I crossed back onto campus grounds. As I rolled up the street towards my home, I observed several flashing lights in front of my home. I continued rolling past two security patrol cars and a number of people congregating outside my home. I didn't feel like dealing with that nonsense continuing past my building over to my favorite spot for dinner. I wanted to have a decent meal before any more shenanigans ensued. I managed to find an outdoor table at my favorite café taking the time calling up Malaya once again and getting no answer. I wondered what was going on with her and if it was as intense as the fight, I'd just experienced. My right eye was swollen along with my bottom lip and some of my ribs felt bruised. Honestly, I was happy just sitting there having a slice of my favorite sourdough pizza and a soda. It honestly felt good sitting alone on the outdoor patio by myself. It was early evening and each of the tables had these little crimson restaurant candles that added to the ambiance. I sat there people watching when I noticed something, I wished I hadn't.
Gen Novak was walking up the adjacent sidewalk with a group of friends just as I turned in her direction. I almost put my helmet on, but our eyes already met as she reacted immediately stopping in her tracks. Her entourage was appropriately concerned as she stopped in her tracks looking beautifully distraught. I could see her talking with some pretty boy that seemed like a romantic interest. He followed her gaze to me looking ready to fight for her honor, making me feel like a monster. Her symmetrical features and piercing eyes registered the emotion in dramatic detail. She started visibly tearing up as I stood unwilling to look anymore. I wanted to be accosted by campus security and whatever paid goons Carry
Anne had dredged up to fight me. Gen was still staring after me, watching as I mounted my bike. I couldn't help myself sitting atop my bike looking back at her for a long while before donning my helmet and riding off. I pushed it speeding away from my problems, just needing one more moment to myself. I nearly wiped out on a concrete median, bringing the bike to a screeching halt tossing helmet to the concrete. I was under a freeway overpass staring out into the night at the cityscape when my phone predictably rang.
"Would you please come over." It was Capri. She wasn't in a good place.
I found Capri's door partially open, pushing it open to find her sitting on the bed, eyes glazed over. She was still wearing the dress brought by her overbearing biological mother. I noticed some tears in the material wondering if Big Ham was the culprit and a few scratches on her brow and cheek. Her mane was partially unkempt attesting to some sort of physical confrontation. I found a number of credit cards on an adjacent table that had been cut in half. Her purse was on the carpet with its contents poured out.
"I've been cast out; she cut me off and cut up my credit cards."
"Sorry."
"No, you're not; you could care less about me; you just want revenge on her, don't you?"
"What happened?"
"I did what you told me; asked my "big sister" and as you can see [Gestures towards body], she didn't like the question. The rest is kind of a blur; kind of remember dotting her eye when she wouldn't let go of my hair. Called me a fat, bitch and a few other choice words. Mom had to choose, so she chose the one that looks like her." She slumped over covering her face with her hands crying.
"I'm really sorry, Capri."
"I want to say that I'm sorry I ever met you, but you're the only one that's been watching out for me since I got to town. My parents said I should apologize to Chrystal and go on that shitty trip even though I told them what was going to happen."
"What are you going to do?"
"Fuck if I know, my college fund just went up in smoke and my phony parents are saying I can't come home unless I work it out with the woman who threw me away at birth."
"Shit, I didn't think; I'm so sorry for everything, Capri."
"STOP APOLOGIZING!!"
"You want me to go; I'll leave you alone if that's what you want."
"NO!! I called you because I want you-to hold me." I was truly at a loss for words, knowing there was only one thing left to do. I'd led this girl to ruin, inadvertently but Carry Anne left me no choice and I had to do whatever I could to help her out.
"I'll hold you; but I want you to know that I'm going to get this shit straightened out, I promise."
"You're a real Prince Charming, aren't you? Just lay here with me until the morning, okay?"
"Okay, Capri." We lay in the bed fully clothed spooning one another, listening to the night sounds in the low light of that motel room. She was holding onto my thumb pulling my arm across her abdomen. My knuckle touched the underside of her large breasts. I tried to pull away, but she moved my hand over until I could feel the softness of her bosom earnestly. Capri drew my hand up until it was covering the swell of her right breast. Her heavy breathing was audible as she used my free hand to caress her.
"Capri."
She released my hand rolling over to face me with the same saddened, distressed look. Her hand touched my cheek as she leaned in kissing me for a few moments. We both knew there was no denying it any further, making out for what seemed like an eternity. My hand slipped behind her undoing a button before drawing her zipper down. The dress fell away from her chest leaving her exposed from the neck down to her areola. Capri looked down at her own bounty before looking at me inquisitively. We worked together to strip the rest of the expensive garment from her body. I drew Capri's panties down with the intent of going down on her.
"No, don't."
Instead she took me between her lips using her tongue and lips almost solely on the crown of my penis. She swung her thick, shapely leg over my body, mounting me in an upright position. There was this brief moment of hesitation as she cupped the undersides of her breasts staring at me. This thick ingenue began slowly working her hips back and forth, rowing her pelvis with my length sandwiched between her labia. Capri reached down pressing me against her slit working just the head inside. Her internal heat was incredible. The beautiful ingenue gasped loudly sliding along my girth. I sat up cradling her in my arms, holding her tight against my body as I breached her maidenhood. There was a muffled shriek stifled as she bit into her bottom lip.
Capri's arms tightened around my neck as we moved in unison slowly grinding into one another. Her breath was hot on my cheek coming in minute puffs as she pushed against me winching from the pain. There was no room to really move allowing her to take the lead as she rocked in my lap. I knew she just wanted me to hold her as she got what she needed in that moment. Capri Johnson was fucking me, not the other way around as we held on together in the center of that motel bed. Her pendulous breasts pressed sweaty against my chest.
"Come on, fuck me." She gasped laboriously in my ear.
Our lips mashed together, tongues intertwined as I rolled over on top of Capri Impaling her to the mattress. The young woman was left with her head hanging off the edge as I dug deep with measured long strokes that made her cry out and gasp. I reached down cupping the back of her head while thumping the back of her, tunnel. The tightness was incredible, squeezing and caressing every inch of my girth. It was almost as if Capri were trying to push me out as her nails clawed, digging shallow trenches into my back. Her hips twisted, her pelvis undulated adding a twisting motion on parts of my member that started me on the final path towards climax.
"Capri."
"Yeah, it feels good, so fucking good to just let go and take what life's giving. She didn't want this for me, but its happened anyway and I- I love it."
"Capri."
"She didn't want me; didn't want me to be with you but she wants you!! I could see the hate in her eyes while she was yelling at me!! I was so scared she was going to beat me, then she just started tearing up my things, cutting up the credit cards she just gave me!! Called me a mistake that should have been dealt with-I HATE HER!! HATE HER!! HATE HER!! HATE HER!! HATE HER!! HATE HER!!" Her round hips were bucking up viciously into me, matching my cadence.
"CAPRI!!"
"...what?"
"I'M CUMMMING!!" I reared back, whipping my endowment from her steaming pot, exploding everywhere. A deluge of spunk covered her muff, abdomen and the lower half of her large breasts. One of her large areolas had a thick line of milky cream cutting across the erect nipple as her chest heaved.
"It's-EVERYWHERE!! I-uhm, guess you really like me, huh?" I raised an eyebrow tapped my cock on her swollen mound. The evidence of her lost virtue was coated on her muff, inner thighs and sheets under her butt. Capri lay on her back with her limbs splayed out, gasping for air. Both of us realized her phone was ringing. The phone was within arm's reach near her head. The incessant ringing seemed like it was calling out to both of us.
"You don't have to answer that." Capri reached for the phone anyway placing it in speaker mode. She sat up pulling a sheet over her nudity as if the caller would be able to see her through the phone. There still seemed to be some fear left as she scooted back into me. I draped an arm across her chest in support as she sat between my spread legs. We stared at the phone waiting.
"Capri?"
"I'm here Mrs. McIntyre." There was a long pause after Capri addressed her biological mother.
"Are you alone?"
"No."
"Baby, I'm so sorry about tonight; what I did was wrong, and it caused you to make a wrong decision. He doesn't love you, he won't make you happy. He's just a rabid animal who's already been with me, yours sisters Courtney and Chrystal-even your real grandmother. I'm not judging, but I'm asking you not to see him ever again. It's important that we stick together because I'm your real mother and I know you better than he does."
"You do?"
"DON'T-Don't talk to me in that tone; it's disrespectful and I want us to mend fences, come together. That man doesn't have your best interests at heart like I do."
"That's why you wanted me to go on that trip, right? You wanted to PAY for my FIRST TIME, right-MOM?!"
"You don't understand; I just wanted to make you happy. When I was your age, people didn't understand about race and being in love with-someone different. I discovered who I was by accident and was punished-banished by my family. I didn't, mean to do that to my own daughter."
"You gave me up for adoption." I drew back a little considering retreating to the bathroom to leave them alone. I didn't feel I should be listening to the conversation. Capri held fast to my wrists, snuggling into my chest as we stared at her phone.
"I was-made to do it, even though I wanted you; I guess I wasn't woman enough to fight them. So, I enlisted the Johnsons, but I paid for your upbringing and your education. I know how it sounds, but know that I love you, Capri."
"Enough to hire some stranger to FUCK me, right?"
"Stop, don't be cross with me; I've taken all of your sisters on the same trip and we've bonded. Why wouldn't a mother want the same for her daughter?"
"Sorry to disappoint you; but didn't you screw Chrystal out of her boyfriend?" We could hear some sort of noise on the other side of the line.
"DON'T BRING THAT SHIT UP!!"
"It's okay "MOM", I understand that you like big black cock; I do too. Must be genetic or something, so we don't have to take a trip to another country, okay? I like the family cock as much as you, my sisters and even my shitty grandmother. No big deal, I mean you wanted me to be happy and I am, mother." Capri was carving the knife deep into Carry Anne's psyche.
"Don't do this, Capri."
"I'm not a little girl anymore; I'm not that girl that looks out her window wondering when her real black mother was gonna show up and take her home. Surprise, I have a rich, white mommy with control issues who sells me some pie in the sky bullshit about coming home while I'm sitting in a motel and you're in the presidential suite with your REAL DAUGHTERS!!" Capri's nails dug into my wrists as emotion got the better of her. I found myself feeling her pain, wanting to run away from the situation, to be selfish.
"I'M SOOOO SORRRY, BABY!!" Carry Anne was sobbing uncontrollably.



"Tell Chrystal that I FUCKED her MAN too; and I LOVED EVERY FUCKING BIT OF IT!! Matter of fact, I just got my cherry popped mother; I know you're mad, right? Probably wished you could be here to WATCH, right mother? We both know how GOOD he is, right BITCH!!" Capri was starting to break down, crying too as I sat frozen in place.
"PLEEEASE CAPRI!!"
"Don't hang up mother; cause I'm gonna FUCK him some more; and we're gonna DO IT until I can't walk straight, YOU'D LIKE THAT, HUH BITCH!! That what you were gonna do to me over in fucking Barbados, right?"
"PLEASE, I-I'LL GIVE YOUR CREDIT CARDS BACK, MAKE CHRYSTAL APOLOGIZE FOR HURTING YOU!! DON'T FUCK THAT BLACK BASTARD!!" Carry Anne was screaming hysterically.
"But I am gonna FUCK; you can listen to me CUM, like that mom, huh?"
"..." The phone suddenly went silent, but it didn't sound like Carry Anne hung up. Capri looked over her shoulder at me for a few seconds before picking up the phone.
"Mrs. McIntyre, Carry Anne...mom?" I was getting an uneasy feeling as Capri peered into the face of the phone. She looked over at me worried, holding up her phone which was still on causing me to panic even more. The uneasy feeling ran up my spine further as I jumped up pulling on my clothing motioning for her to do the same.
"Mom, are you there?" I could hear vehicles approaching as lights flashed from the other side of Capri's motel room. She didn't know what to make of the situation wrapping more sheets around herself as I put a finger to my mouth silencing her. I whispered in her ear letting her know that I would call her in a few moments.
"Of course, I'm here darling." My blood ran cold as I realized she was talking to me. I barely had time to grab my motorcycle helmet, slipping out of the room on all fours to the gated pool area.
Three utility vehicles suddenly pulled into the motel parking lot. I watched a number of men in suits step out of the cars looking like secret service or something. Of course, they were private security as a few of their number brandished Mag lights flashing their strong beams around the adjacent parking lot. Carry Anne appeared wrapped in a white overcoat along with the eldest daughter Ms. Frakkes in tow. I pulled out my phone using the camera feature on it as makeshift binoculars. I could clearly see the expression on Carry Anne's face contrasted with the emotion tirade I'd just been listening to; apparently, it was an act put on while they were in transit to Capri's motel. The idea being of course, to catch me there with her daughter. The private security detail were still actively searching the area near her hotel room scaring me enough to hop the fence onto the adjacent street. I ran down a few feet before peering back over the fence finding Capri being marched out to the second of the three utility vehicles where her adopted parents were waiting. I watched as Capri talked with her parents in a decidedly heated exchange that ended with her being pushed into the SUV. One of the security agents walked to the back of the vehicle with Capri's luggage which was placed inside its trunk. I was alarmed finding another hired goon with a clear plastic bag containing the bedding which was placed inside the first car at the direction of Ms. Frakkes. I was stuck out on the street watching because my bike was on the other side of their group. I stuffed my helmet under my arm walking around the other side of the motel grounds as the caravan pulled out into the night. Ten minutes later, I was sitting on my bike dialing up Capri, keeping my promise.
"You have no shame." Ms. Frakkes answered.
"You should, Karen."
"I'd believed we'd concluded our business; but you seem inherently self-destructive and it appears I shall have to put you down."
"Yeah, I'm not surprised you feel that way Karen."
"You will refer to me as Ms. Frakkes."
"So much emotion, perhaps you should let something out if you know what I mean?"
"Please, you're pathetic; still trying to get into my panties?"
"I don't do leftovers." She started laughing gregariously at my supposed joke; I laughed along with her before hanging up in her face. I knew they were going to fuck me before I left the building right after I'd reluctantly signed that non-disclosure agreement. I'd really been left with nowhere to go until offered a chance to turn their world back on its head by another person with suspect intentions. I went into my pocket staring at the tickets that had been left behind in my apartment. Another piece of the puzzle was staring me in the face. I rolled out into the night finding lodging at another motel up the strip.
*************************************************************************************
I was out like a brick waking up with a pronounced headache that was akin to a hangover. I chalked it up to all of the action I'd been getting courtesy of the McIntyre family and their assorted entourage. Ever since I'd walked out on my girlfriend after that threesome with her and Carry Anne, there really hadn't been one day without some sort of sexual contact. Part of that had been by design; the other had sprung out of a fast association with third party Malaya Padilla. I wondered what her stake in all of this was and worried at how she'd become what was essentially my handler in this battle of wills between wealth vs well, my endowment. All of this had really sprung from my stubbornness at being a sex toy for the burnt out socialite. Her own sense of self worth and gratification was off putting and offensive in the worse way. I thought about Capri Johnson, an uninvolved party in the fast gelling scheme of things. I checked my pockets again looking at the tickets for the talk show deciding to follow the bread crumbs left by Malaya.
I made sure to park a few blocks away from the local television studio in case more shenanigans were waiting for me from Ms. Frakkes. I caught a bus over to the waiting area after buying a newspaper to hide my face as I waited adjacent to the street. It didn't take long for the line to start moving as I was led onto the lot. Turned out to be tickets for the local morning show on a channel that I never watched but was national across the country. I was puzzled wondering why I'd been sent to the studio audience. Some production assistants predictably came out to instruct to audience on how to react and applaud pointing up at a plethora of monitors that would prompt us. My tickets placed me right up front of the talk show set. I was given a view of the whole operation from my seat as the canned music began signaling the start of the show. Some tall, rail thin black woman walked out as the host and began reading the teleprompter expertly pretending to be talk to the audience. One of the highlights she outlined was a cooking reality show and one of its unlikely standouts... Chrystal McIntyre.
"Motherfucker." I groaned under my breath.
A series of clips were shown introducing the show contestants and clips from the show. When Chrystal's segment was shown, I noticed that she had been highlighted as the troubled contestant with various clips juxtaposed with her various clashes with the show's host. There was even a clip of some contestant challenge on a beach which showcased Chrystal in a somewhat revealing bikini. Some members of the audience reacted loudly to that image making me facepalm. One particular segment longer than the others highlighted my ex sitting with the show's host talking about how she was going through a toxic relationship with her supposed boyfriend.
"Yeah, I thought he loved me, but I was wrong."
"Well, that's over now Chrystal; you can have a bright future if you want."
"But I put so much into this relationship and he used me; he was a predator and its all my fault." Her posture in the video segment made it look like she was an abuse victim or something.
"What do you mean; what are you talking about, Chrystal?"
"He's sleeping with my sister while I'm trying to compete here; it's hard to concentrate. I don't know if I should stay; I have to work it out with him." The audience reacted loudly in support of Chrystal while I squirmed in my seat.
"Don't Chrystal, you've told the world how much it means to you to be a Cordon Bleu Chef. Don't give that up for a man. Years from now you'll regret tossing away this opportunity, Chrystal. Think about your future young lady." The British host tapped her on the forehead with his pointer finger as the sheep around me clapped and whooped like the paid shills they were. The host quieted everyone down waving her hands.
"Well, I'd like to inform you that Chrystal McIntyre won the competition; she's here today and I'd like you to give her a warm welcome!!" Everyone started clapping on queue except for me as the music started signaling her imminent appearance. I realized I was attending a pre-taped show to be aired after Chrystal's reality series completed its run. That meant she had already shot all the episodes while I was dealing with her sisters and grandmother. Another puzzle piece came fitting into place as Chrystal walked out on stage conservatively dressed in a blouse and skirt that barely minimized her outrageous proportions. I noticed a few male members of the audience leaning forward as she shook hands with the host accompanied by the reality show host.
"Thank you for having me; it's all so daunting with all the events, walking the red carpet and everything." Chrystal McIntyre was being turned into a celebrity and this was part of some elaborate "Wag the Dog" situation in tandem with the complete ruin of my life as a side note. I had no doubt her older sister was already putting the screws to me somewhere else as my ex-girlfriend sat on stage pretending to be this demure, troubled woman who had to be white knighted by the shows host. I almost threw up in my mouth at the prospect. I considered walking out noticing one of the production assistants motioning for me to settle down. I calmed myself knowing I would have to ride it out as Chrystal recounted her fabricated story casting me in the villain mode. My phone began vibrating in the middle of the interview. It was a text from Malaya Padilla with a very simple visual message. A flashing devil emoji peered back up at me from the face of my phone as the lights flickered for a few seconds in the studio. Chrystal and everyone on the stage looked around before joking about it and resuming the interview.
"It was a forgone conclusion that this industrious young woman would overcome such adversity personal and otherwise to win this competition. Chrystal will be in residency at a Paris based restaurant of my choosing. I'm doubtless sure that she will find a beau worthy of her wholesome ideal."
"Fucking bitch." I mumbled under my breath nearly prodded to jump over the partition and rush the stage. The almost continuous clapping was driving me wild as Chrystal faked some tears of joy.
There were two large monitors on the stage behind the seating that went to white snow static distracting everyone as the sound amped up making the cacophony almost ear splitting.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" Chrystal's face in extreme clarity suddenly appeared on the monitors, her mouth stuffed with a massive black cock. Frothy saliva and precum was running from her lips in a disgusting animalistic display for a few seconds as she stood up giving the audience a view of her magnificent body discarding the only piece of clothing she was wearing, a familiar black t-shirt emblazoned with a cannabis leaf.
"I WANT SOME BLACK COCK, N*GGA!!" Chrystal energetically jumped on the bed pushing her enormous ass towards the camera. The audience was already in an uproar as production assistants and stage hands ran about in utter chaos. Some security guard even ran onstage trying to cover one of the large monitors with a tarp. The unidentified owner of the massive cock was beating her back out with both hands locked around her tiny waist before the feed was cut. I sat there as everyone was being ushered out with my chin resting on both elbows. Chrystal looked in utter shock as a number of people attended her. She sat staring out into space blankly as people ran about and the lights came up. She robotically pulled out her cellphone staring at its face. I was so elated art the turn of events that I probably needed a tranquilizer just to come down from this karmic high. Somehow, Chrystal's head turned robotically in my direction as her mouth opened in a visible display of shock and awe.
"You." She mouthed putting a hand to her cheek. Before I could react, she was running directly at me with murderous intent only to be taken down by studio security.
"GET OFF ME; I'M GOING TO FUCK HIM UP!! I'M GONNA GET YOU FOR THIS, I SWEAR TO GOD!!" I was snatched up by the remaining security staff and escorted off the sound stage. Malaya Padilla had made good on her promise in dramatic detail earning a friend for life as she engineered Chrystal McIntyre's meltdown. I lost myself in the crowd before finding a hiding place in a public restroom. Malaya answered on the first ring.
"Can I cook, or can I cook, eh?"
"Fucking A, bitch; but you probably just got a hit put on me, for real." I felt the walls closing in considering the last twenty four hours of my life. The McIntyre's were going to rally the troops. I knew I supposed to be scared but I couldn't stop smiling.
"Have some faith, I know what I'm doing; you were going to be outed as a sexual offender this afternoon, so I did a surgical strike. I thought you 'd appreciate my work, babe. Just to let you know, Ms. Frakkes is going to be putting out a lot of fires, so she'll have to put you on the back burner. I sent her a little something just to be sure." This exotic woman was talking glibly about the shit storm she'd caused.
"I just have to ask; who are you, Malaya Padilla?"
"I already told you."
"Agent of Chaos, right?"
"You know it; it's time for you to come inside. Don't go back to your place; just go to the address texted." She hung up before I could say more. I managed to make it to the place I'd left my bike without incident twenty minutes later. I looked at the address sent knowing it was on the other side of downtown as I put on my helmet.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Somehow, Chrystal's head turned robotically in my direction as her mouth opened in a visible display of shock and awe.
"You." She mouthed putting a hand to her cheek. Before I could react, she was running directly at me with murderous intent only to be taken down by studio security.
"GET OFF ME; I'M GOING TO FUCK HIM UP!! I'M GONNA GET YOU FOR THIS, I SWEAR TO GOD!!" I was snatched up by the remaining security staff and escorted off the sound stage. Malaya Padilla had made good on her promise in dramatic detail earning a friend for life as she engineered Chrystal McIntyre's meltdown. I lost myself in the crowd before finding a hiding place in a public restroom. Malaya answered on the first ring.
"Can I cook, or can I cook, eh?"
"Fucking A, bitch; but you probably just got a hit put on me, for real." I felt the walls closing in considering the last twenty four hours of my life. The McIntyre's were going to rally the troops. I knew I supposed to be scared but I couldn't stop smiling.
"Have some faith, I know what I'm doing; you were going to be outed as a sexual offender this afternoon, so I did a surgical strike. I thought you 'd appreciate my work, babe. Just to let you know, Ms. Frakkes is going to be putting out a lot of fires, so she'll have to put you on the back burner. I sent her a little something just to be sure." This exotic woman was talking glibly about the shit storm she'd caused.
"I just have to ask; who are you, Malaya Padilla?"
"I already told you."
"Agent of Chaos, right?"
"You know it; it's time for you to come inside. Don't go back to your place; just go to the address texted." She hung up before I could say more. I managed to make it to the place I'd left my bike without incident twenty minutes later. I looked at the address sent knowing it was on the other side of downtown as I put on my helmet.
BAD M.I.L.F Volume 4-The New Batch Ch. 3
The address turned out to be a supposed youth hostel but had more in common with a flop house other than nice updated signage hanging outside the building. There were some unsavory types hanging outside that gave me pause but I wanted to talk to Malaya face to face and hash some things out. I needed to know what was really going on and what her stake in my personal matters. The interior of the lobby was remodeled sparsely with some youthful looking employees attending what amounted to a partial front desk connected to the staircase leading to the rooms on the upper four floors. It looked like someone's incomplete pet project with the employees milling about in blue uniform t-shirts as the only uniform element in their clothing that demonstrated a shared job. I went to the front desk asking for Malaya and was given a room key after showing my identification. The elevator still needed some work, shakily taking me up to my destination which was at the end of a short corridor. I noted the exposed brick wall and bits of drywall in corners along with an unattended push broom that legitimized my theory the place was a work in progress. All of the rooms were equipped with vin card readers that looked recently installed. The room, 4A was in front of me in moments as I stared around wondering if this was a trap of some sort. I figured that Malaya Padilla was unaffiliated with the McIntyre women, but was unsure at this point whether I really wanted to find out what her deal was, even as I pressed the key card against the door. The display on the key reader turned red denying me entrance. I pressed the card several more times before trying the door.
"Come inside." The door opened while I was trying it revealing some tall, redheaded guy with a buzz cut who looked a little old to be a student. He was dressed kind of nerdy in a navy blue members only jacket and skinny jeans cuffed 50's style over some Chuck Taylors.
"Uhm, I think I have the wrong room."
"You don't have the wrong room; Malaya left your stuff here." I didn't know what to make of the guy who looked like some geek but figured I could take him if shit went sideways.
"My stuff?"
"Yeah, she moved all of your remaining property from your apartment over here last night. Please, come inside; we don't need to talk in the hallway, I like discretion, sir."
"Uhm, sure, uh?"
"My name's Pete and this is my associate, Steve." I found a moderately sized room with a large window facing out towards the whole of the downtown area, a good sized bed, bathroom, walk-in closet and desk which was presently occupied by this short, fat guy dressed similarly to Pete. He was wearing a ballcap and some thick glasses giving me the distinct impression that he was trying to disguise his identity.
"Oh hi, try not to make any noise; I'm concentrating." He sounded a little rude, but I ignored his behavior turning back to Pete.
"Where is Malaya?"
"Busy, stirring the pot as she likes to put it; she will probably contact you later. All of your things are over by the bed if you would like to freshen up. We, Steve and I, have a bit more to do before we leave."
I noticed a few dirty milk crates on the floor next to the desk filled with assorted computer parts and other electronic equipment. There were discarded fast food boxes and containers on the floor near Steve's feet.
"What's going on here, what are you guys doing?"
"The job we were hired to do, sir. How did you like our work on that talk show this morning?"
"That was you guys!"
"Yes, Malaya gave us an opportunity that was hard to refuse. I take it you liked the narrative we injected into that talk show?"
"Where'd you get that footage?"
"Cloned phone provided by Malaya; she managed to secure Chrystal's I-Phone long enough to get the job done. She's very resourceful if you haven't figured that out yet." I looked over at Steve's monitor finding the screen filled with what looked like stock market figures.
"You guys are hackers?"
"We prefer contractors as a more acceptable term." Steve seemed agitated as his associate explained, turning in the swivel chair facing us.
"Fuck that nonsense, I want to know if its true that you been stuffing all of the thick broads in the McIntyre family? Is that really true or a load of bullshit?" The short, squat hacker looked of Greek descent, pointedly addressing me sounding like a hater.
"Yeah, it's true if that's any of your fucking business!" I felt like pasting him one in the nose for coming at me like a jerk. Pete raised a calming hand between us, deescalating the situation.
"Sorry, Steve is not trying to offend you. It's that he has somewhat of a vested entrance in the situation as a whole. He uhm, finds the McIntyre family, appealing."
"Huh?" Before I could get some answers there was some light rapping at the door. Pete and Steve seemed distracted with him motioning for me to be quiet as he went to the peep hole in the door. The tall, ginger male relaxed considerably opening the door revealing a third person, some Latin woman, probably of Mexican descent on the other side of the door. I could see over Pete's shoulder that the decidedly tired looking woman was wearing this blue, Kangol bucket hat that kind of made her prominent hook nose stand out. Her eyes appeared half opened which also made the unknown woman look perpetually tired or slow.
"I have food." She declared casually sounding as slow as she looked.
"I hope its not Indian food again; that crap gave me the runs last time; I really hate that shit." Steve relaxed pushing out from the desk revealing a more prominent gut. The empty food boxes and containers spilling out of the waste basket were solely attributed to him in my eyes.
"Burgers, pizza and some of the health food for Pete." She recounted in an almost monotone manner entering the room carrying two large plastic bags of assorted junk food.
"Thanks Daniela."
She stepped into the room appearing to be about five foot four in height, wearing a similar jacket as Steve and Pete but I doubted she was a hacker or "Agent of Chaos" like these guys or Malaya. Her dark hair was smooth and silky descending from under the Kangol past her shoulders. My eyes dipped low going wide and my mouth involuntarily hung open. Her hips were abnormally wide, appearing from under the oversized jacket spectacularly.
"Oh, you have friend, here."
"He's just a guy we're helping out; not a "Friend" Daniela." Steve replied tersely dripping of jealousy that was impossible not to notice.
"Not friend?"
"He's kind of a client, Daniela; let me take those off your hands." Pete took the bags placing them on the table, but Steve was eyeballing me. I kept him in my peripheral view still looking down at the woman's outstanding hips. She was wearing some daisy duke shorts hidden by the hem of the member's only jacket. The exposed pockets were the only clue as I took in her incredibly thick, shapely legs and smallish feet covered only in a pair of cheap looking flipflops.
"He look like friend to me." Both guys glanced at one another, possibly alarmed at her robotic statement.
"I am Daniela. I am what is call, intern with Pete and Steve." She offered her hand, but Steve stepped in front of her taking it instead.
"This is separate from what we all normally do; we're just making a little extra money on the side, Daniela." I looked at both guys, internally insulted to the gills, noticing a look of desperation on Steve's face in particular. Considering that I'd just seen the results of them hacking into a local television station, I didn't want to make any enemies here.
"I think you and Steve are being mean. I don't like it." Her words were still robotic sounding, but her meaning was clear as Steve stood up accidentally knocking the chair over. I kept quiet trying to gauge the relationship in front of me. Daniela glanced over at Steve who fumbled clumsily righting the swivel chair.
"Remember, we told you that sometimes we have other work that we do; it's not being mean at all Daniela. It's not like our business, okay?"
"But he look like our business."
"We're just helping out an acquaintance, doing her a favor like a friend, but it's different."
"He look like friend to me, but you say he is not; so, you two will be friend like he is right now." She seemed calm, serene even as she turned grabbing the door handle to leave.
"SORRY BABE, WE DIDN'T MEAN IT!!" Steve blurted out panicked that she was going to leave.
"Oh, you did not mean it, is that right?" Both guys shook their heads nervously smiling their false reassurance to this girl who wasn't as addled as she appeared. Both hacker's reactions signaled to me something of a polygamous relationship of sorts. Daniela closed the door walking over to me with this sort of pigeon step offering her hand to me.
"Nice to meet you, friend." I introduced myself quickly shaking her hand trying to look non-threatening to the men in front of me.
"Are you, a hacker, too?"
"No, I am Steve and Pete other business." I was thrown for a loop unable to make sense of her answer as Daniela unzipped her jacket revealing a peach colored baby t-shirt that left her abdomen exposed. The member's only jacket slid down her slim shoulders revealing a torso belonging to a much slenderer girl that ended at the cartoonish pronounced curve of her impossibly wide hips. Daniela was indeed wearing a pair of the skimpiest daisy duke shorts I'd ever seen. The faded blue jean, partially shredded material looked like panties, riding high on her hips, also explaining why she wore the jacket while she was out.
"WHAT?!!"
"Wait, it's not that; we're not pimps or nothing!" Steve got my meaning raising both hands as Daniela laid her jacket on the bed.
"We run a website that features Daniela here, almost exclusively."
"Huh?" There was a small, backpack by the door that Steve retrieved a thin, laptop from opening to present me with an answer for their behavior. The screen revealed a pay site that featured Daniela as part of the logo. Their fears became apparent from the screen shot which revealed why they were paranoid.
"Oh my god." I looked up wide eyed at the somber sounding girl in front of me along with a smiling Steve and Pete.
"You want, I should turn around now?" All three of us slowly shook our heads simultaneously as Daniela complied with our wishes.
"Holy shit." There was no other way to put it when describing Daniela, but from the top of her head to the widest point of her hips; you could trace a perfect triangle. Quite simply the woman looked like she'd been put together using the halves of two different women. From the back, those skimpy jean shorts were almost a thong. Daniela was casual about the whole thing facing the wall statue still. Her olive colored skin enhanced her "gift" which from our point of view left us nearly drooling at the two, huge ovals that made up the astounding halves of her huge butt.
"You like to hear, clap?" There was a tinge of emotion in her voice highlighting some level of pride.
"NO!!" All three of us yelled in unison knowing that all hell would have broken out if she did. She shrugged going into one of the bags removing her lunch, comically attempting to sit on the chair before silently admitting defeat by squatting on the floor by the window.
"Shit man, I don't know how you two concentrate with her around?" I admitted watching the young woman quietly eating some kind of beef bowl, still looking back at her nude image on the laptop.
"You'd be surprised, but we can barely function when she's not around." Steve sheepishly admitted.
"I totally get it; so, which one of you are...?" Both hackers shared a sideways glance that answered the question.
"OH!! Uhm, okay."
"It works out for both of us; all three of us. You know what we're talking about with all the trim you get, right?" Steve seemed the more infatuated of the two having never taken his eyes off Daniela since she entered the room.
"Purely accidental, I assure you."
"Get the fuck out of here; I wish I had some accidents that looked like Chrystal McIntyre. That chick's a "Once in a Lifetime" deal, brother! Yeah, nowadays you find Caucasian girls with big butts a little more than usual, but she's got-AAAAASSSSSS!!" I recognized the look on his face, now realizing this guy was a fetishist. Steve the hacker was a fan, pure and simple.
"You talk shit, Steve." Daniela raised an eyebrow from her seat on the floor. I marveled at the way her hips flared out dramatically even when she was sitting down.
"Just shop talk, sorry baby." Pete took the laptop opening a steaming site that featured Spanish language programming handing it down to her. This seemed to calm her ire at Pete who turned to me looking almost flushed at the budding conversation.
"No disrespect brother, but where did you find Chrystal?"
"Met her at a campus party, bitch came right up to me with a beer."
"How long before you "did her" if I might be so bold?"
"We got down the first night, she started sucking me off right in front of my apartment door, man. Almost got reported to campus security, but we ended up screwing for nearly forty eight hours after that and never really separated. She moved in weeks later." Steve seemed to want a story.
"Wow, that's awesome, bro; wow man, that must have been incredible having a legitimate P.A.W.G around the house, huh brother?" Daniela looked up from her laptop throwing shade even with a decidedly emotionless face. Pete ran interference handing her a power drink from one of the bags.
"Legitimate P.A.W.G?"
"The term refers to "Phat Ass White Girls" popularized by an urban adult film director named LEE G. during the early 2000's but was quickly coopted by the early burgeoning internet or social media as you would call it. Some time later the term was hijacked assigned to fat women, Latinas and insultingly enough, women of color; black women no less." Steve was more subdued, no less a fan than Steve.
"Legitimate or not; the women of that family are nuts." I felt like I had to add a disclaimer.
"But you did them all, right?" Steve was insistent.
"Well uhm, technically I missed a sister, but I got the grandmother, too."
"Man, that's pretty fucked up." Pete commented as Daniela looked up raising an eyebrow remaining strangely non-committal. I felt like a degenerate letting that slip out.
"Hold on, I'd just left my girlfriend and her mother after having a threesome and found the sister Courtney in my fucking house. She wouldn't leave and stuff kind of happened; so, when I woke up the grandmother was in my damn kitchen and..."
"You think she in on it, too." Daniela completed my sentence drawing our attention to her as she sat the laptop aside annoyed.
"Yeah, like she said." I added as both hackers still looked a little green around the gills.
"She was the mother of all P.A.W.G.S, guys; ah, fuck it if you don't believe me. If you saw her, you'd know where my ex-girlfriend, her mother and all those other bitches got their bodies from. It was a mistake anyway. I really thought she was in on it when I found her shaking that monster ass in my kitchen." I scratched my head as the two hackers processed my words.
"¡Todos ustedes, cabrones, están llenos de mierda! ¡Me cansé de escuchar a todas las chicas blancas de mierda!" Daniela had heard enough of our talk tossing the laptop between us on the bed to get some attention. Her native tongue gave way more emotion than her stone faced appearance as she stepped in front of me still looking at her two partners.
"Daniela, we're just talking shop." Pete tried to intervene again as she turned her gaze upon me.
"¡Hablas mucha mierda como si fueras un gran amante! Apuesto a que tienes una pequeña polla!" She went for my belt unbuckling it with surprisingly nimble fingers. I managed to stop her from drawing my zipper down.
"DANIELA, COME ON BABE; WE'RE TALKING SHOP, THAT'S ALL!!" Steve yelled in a panic as Pete reached over touching her shoulder trying to calm the situation.
"My ass make you lot of money; I don't talk shop. I think this one is liar with a little bitty dick." She shut them down renewing her efforts to get my zipper down. I looked at both guys shrugging before letting her have her way.
"¡Oh, mierda, estás follando gruesa abajo aquí!" Daniela's hand clawed at my member, roughly encirling it as her eyes widened for a split second.
"DANIELA" Both guys screamed as she craned her head staring them both in the face.
"You no liar."She had some difficulty removing her hand from my crotch. We stared at one another before she gave me a half smile. She turned looking at both of her partners, before going into the bathroom slamming the door behind herself. All of us were given a good look at her incredibly huge ass in those daisy dukes before the door closed. The shower soon started as we all looked at one another puzzled.
"Yeah well, if we had any of those women on our site, we'd be set for fucking life. That girls of yours, Chrystal McIntyre is trending all over social media."
"What?!"
"She was already on the come up before we did the hit on her; now, she seems to be white hot." Steve eagerly pulled up my ex-girlfriend's Instagram page on the discarded laptop. There were a larger assortment of pictures of her in that swim suit from the reality show. I knew she posted them because the show hadn't been released yet. She'd posted a number of photos with my supposed nemesis, Big Ham, showing them as the loving couple and a large number of twerking videos. I didn't know how I felt about everything shown to me. It was literally like looking at a different person, a stranger. I wondered if the girl I'd dated, lived with and loved, ever really existed. I took the laptop scrolling up the pictures on her page finding the last one posted hours earlier. It was a photo of us at a local pub. I'll never forget that night because I'd chided Chrystal into entering a twerking contest which she won handily. She'd given me the trophy while she whipped out a selfie stick capturing the moment. We even had a physical version framed in our apartment. It had been kept on the dresser in our bedroom. I felt like the luckiest man in the world that night. Chrystal posted the photo itself cut in two jagged pieces with my face scratched out. There was a caption that read: THIRSTY LOSER!!



"Fucking bitch, you know she sent that picture to me at least twenty times after it was taken. I'd forgotten about it until now. She wanted me to use it as the screenshot on my phone to deter other women from coming at me. I uploaded it to the cloud." I reminisced as a mist of steam from the shower wafted up from the bottom of the bathroom door.
"I know how you feel brother, but from where I'm standing; you are one lucky son of a bitch." Steve commented between bites of the big, sloppy burger that had been delivered by Daniela.
The door to the bathroom was suddenly yanked open freeing a wall of mist that dissipated revealing Daniela in her birthday suit. Maybe I should say revealing Daniela in all her glory because I'm pretty sure all three of us popped wood looking at her incredible profile as she wiped herself down with a towel. The disparity between her torso and lower half was insane as she pulled out a large, economy sized bottle of lotion, coating and rubbing the creamy substance into her skin. The alluring aroma of vanilla bean filled the small room as she worked until it her olive skin was glistening. She took a little extra time applying the concoction to her huge ass cheeks before lazily tossing the bottle into the sink. I noticed she had a naked muff emphasizing her sex in great detail as my cock throbbed in my pants. Facing front was a bit of a head shaker as Daniela didn't seem to have an ounce of body fat or cellulite on her incredible figure. She likely had some kind of bag in the bathroom as we watched her apply some light eyeshadow and pale lipstick to her lips before turning to all of us with a hand on the sink.
"I partner with you, Pete and Steve?"
"Well, yeah baby?" Steve already looked nervous seeming to know where this was going.
"You make website; I make money, right?"
"Of course, Daniela, the whole site is constructed to pay tribute to you so the world can see how wonderful you are. You know this already, honey." Pete was anxious too as she stared at both of their faces appearing to be working out how to articulate her point. An eerie quiet settled over the room.
"I make money for you two, right?"
"Yeah." Both hackers somberly agreed.
"Get camera, I make scene with him." Both men looked at me, there faces a jumble of emotion in seconds. Daniela and her amazing body was the best thing in their lives. They knew it and I figured it out in that moment, feeling the need to do some damage control.
"No, thank you Daniela; the offer is very tempting, but I'm going to have to decline." I was lying through my teeth. I wanted to give her the business and beat my junk all over that cinnamon tinted butt.
"You lie right now; men make leche in they pants when I show my butt. Don't be nice, get some pussy, make money with me."
"DANIELA!" Steve was fidgeting.
"Company in Miami contact me. Say they give me big money to work there and give me nose and big boobs job, too. You talk of white girl with big ass; can she make money like me?"
"IT WAS JUST A CONVERSATION!" Pete sounded as desperate as Steve looked.
"Steve say he want white girl on site now. I make scene right now, get camera or I go away." Daniela for all of her robotic monotone cadence was livid at the thought of being second in her associates eyes and pissed at the talk of being replaced. She was making a power play holding Steve and Pete sexually hostage. Both of them turned to me in unison looking like they had been forced to eat glass.
"We're down if you're down, man; come on bro, we need this." Steve was talking through gritted teeth as Daniela walked around the bed intent on getting what she wanted. I slowly shrugged looking around the room trying not to look in their faces. Pete retrieved a digital camera from their bag and some other accessories along with a small camera connected to what looked like a headband.
"I be mean; but still make money for you two." Daniela proved to have very nimble fingers, quickly whipping the belt away from my pants, dropping it to the floor.
"Sorry guys, this is okay, right?" Both men didn't speak giving me pause as Daniela knelt down removing my shoes before following up with my pants and underwear simultaneously. My erect penis popped out in front of everyone covered with a thick lattice of veins.
"¡Oh Dios mío, es más grande de lo que pensaba! ¡¡Oh, mierda!!" My cock tapped Daniela's cheek surprising her for a second. She quickly remembered herself looking over at Pete who angrily handed the camera to Steve.
"Bring camera close. You get shot of his thing going all the way in my mouth." It sounded like the order it was as Steve raised the camera reluctantly getting closer than either of us wanted. She nodded and gestured for him to get even closer before covering the head of my penis with her lips. Her tongue expertly twirled in around the crown working her way down until two thirds of my girth made her cough. She tried two more times failing to get everything before glancing in Pete's direction. A condom was tossed in the air as Daniela caught it while trying to throat me a fourth time. She actually put the condom on me with her mouth making her profession before meeting the two hackers, suspect.
"Hey man, I'm sorry." Pete was standing off to the side immobile with his thumbs in his pocket. He didn't say anything, but the look on his face was strained.
"Don't talk, you'll mess up the shot!" Steve barked.
Daniela shared a moments long glance at him before going down on me with renewed vigor. Her saliva intermingled with my precum creating this frothy goo that bubbled up around the seal between her lips and my member. Steve was shaking the camera prompting her to stop.
"You have problem, Steve?"
"No."
"You sure you do not have problem?" She actually reared back kneeling vertically stroking the spunk along my sheathed erection as she addressed the elephant in the room.
"I said no."
"You act like child when I make money with guy you think cool. Don't look sad, this is just work no feeling in my heart. So, we keep making scene or I go to Miami?" Steve took a deep breath as she looked over at Pete who was standing there silently watching with his arms behind his back, pensively. He looked ready to explode giving me cause for concern.
"You too?"
"No, I don't care." He blurted out, unconvincingly.
"Take you pants off."
"Why?"
"I say take pants off." Daniela reiterated.
"Why you want him to take his fucking pants off, Daniela." Steve asked coming to his friend's aid. This seemingly dull witted woman was nothing of the sort, out to assert her dominance over their shared acquaintance because of what she perceived as a slight by hacker Steve.
"Shut up Steve, you film-not talk."
"Take pants off now." Pete militarily followed the order removing his pants in quick and orderly fashion. He'd gone commando revealing a throbbing, average sized erection as Daniela looked up at me from her knees.
"Dick is honest, Pete like watch." She went back to fellating me, adding a twisting motion that had me on the verge of glazing her thin fingers working the uncovered portion of my cock. Daniela glared at Steve, releasing her grip on my sloppy, dripping tumescence.
"Do your job, I do mine."
"Yeah sure, whatever you say baby." I could see that he was twisting in the wind as she took control of the situation challenging him to defy her. The bed was low enough that she was able to climb onto it on all fours, popping her phenomenal ass out at me. There was just the slightest bit of a "chub rub" between her dusky cheeks which naturally spread apart further than I would have thought in this position. I'd hate to say this given that Daniela was a woman of Latin descent, but she had a prominent looking slit that was one parts puffy, two parts stuffed with shady labia resembling a fucking taco. Her backdoor was also regularly used.
"Get the shot." Steve was able to get the shot leaning in, focusing on a downward angle that I imagined would capture the immense nature of her butt and my cock initially penetrating it.
I could wait any longer, deciding to go with it in "Ripping the Band-Aid off" fashion, sinking the whole of my endowment into her up to the hilt. Daniela grunted slightly remaining unmoving as I pounded into her huge, pliant ass while trying not to make eye contact with either Steve or Pete. I settled for staring down at the small of her back as Daniela steadied herself on the bed locking all four joints in place. I found myself hitting a stationary object with the consistency of rubber, as her butt jiggled very little. She was pretty tight around me using her inner muscles in uneven intervals. I noticed she wasn't looking back at me but staring at Steve who remained standing with his penis sticking straight out in front of his body like it was pointing at us. This shit was weird, but I just didn't have the fortitude to pass up something like this dusky, almost mute Latina. I accidentally glanced over noticing that Steve was leaking precum.
"Come." Daniela noticed his strained condition calling him over. Her voice seemed to unlock Pete's militaristic stance. He pounced onto the bed almost making me hit him stuffing her mouth full of cock.
"OOOOHHHH SHIT I'M CUMMING!!" I watched from my end as his hips rutted unevenly, fucking Daniela's face for less than a few minutes before climaxing. The guy quickly returned to his spot resuming his stance as Daniela looked over at Steve.
"Come over, stand in front of Pete. Get shot, don't fuck up." Steve was flushed red, sweating profusely as he quickly obeyed her order. Once he was locked in position with the camera where she wanted it, Daniela busted out another surprise, dipping her back low to the bed making her ass larger from my point of view.
"¡OH MI DIOS, ES REALMENTE GRANDE! ¡SU PILA ME DIVIJA EN DOS! ¡Me siento tan bien que me llene con la verdadera polla de un hombre! ¡AMO LOS DICKS GRANDES NEGROS!!" It was like something possessed this outrageously curvy woman as she went into Spanish language hysterics, bouncing and twerking her olive colored butt into my pelvis with a wet smack. The jiggle hydraulics I'd been looking for from Daniela premiered to dramatic effect making my thighs tighten up. I grabbed her gyrating hips in an attempt to drive her across the bed into Steve's camera lens.
"CUM POR MI GRAN CULO GIGANTE QUE HACE QUE LOS HOMBRES GRITEN COMO NIÑOS PEQUEÑOS! ¡SEA MI PERRA! "Daniela was definitely in the drivers seat going harder that I could driving her huge butt into my abdomen as I reached the precipice. I barely had time to remove the condom as several bursts of cum splashed her cinnamon buns spectacularly.
"We need nother shot for scene." Daniela resumed her monotone speech snatching up the headband thing with what looked like a GoPro cam attached. She placed the device around my head almost on my eyes. I tried to adjust it, but she pulled back down to its original; position wagging a finger.
"If you move camera, it not see all my butt." Daniela was actually directing, pulling the swivel chair facing the end of the bed. She grabbed my bicep assisting me in sitting on the chair before positioning herself between my knees and edge of the bed.
"Put dick in middle of butt, I do rest." The surreal moment continued as Pete used a third camera standing off to my left side while his partner posted up behind my right. Daniela adjusted the camera further before switching it on. My field of vision was compromised, but nothing could stop me from realizing that she was turning her back to cradle my member in her gluteal cleft. I wasn't small or medium sized by any means, but my endowment ran up just over half of her enormous butt. She managed to press me deep in her cheeks with some effort before twerking hard on my cock until veins sprouted on its tortured surface. Steve and Pete's heavy breathing added to the weirdness, along with my own.
"Cut, get baby oil from bathroom." Pete was definitely getting into the whole affair quickly retrieving the cheap bottle, reserving the pleasure for himself. He even managed to reach around cupping her small, sloping tits simultaneously making them shine when caught by the sunlight filtering in through the window. He was more than thorough, slathering her ass caressing and groping every inch before Daniela dismissed him rolling two condoms onto my cock.
"Steve, get the shot."
Daniela resumed position in front of the chair carefully taking me in her backdoor until my pelvis was pressed against her huge butt. She bent at the waist in a perfect ninety degree angle reaching back to spread her cheeks giving the camera a few minutes to establish where I'd planted my flag, more or less. Daniela released her grip letting both voluptuous halves of her cheeks clap thunderously on either side of my girth, bouncing hard in my lap.
"OOOHHHHH SHIT!!" Motion ripples ran across her butt as it loudly mashed down into my lap in this pile driving motion that had me edging within a few moments. Daniela bounced on the balls of her feet creating a staggering visual taking a pounding with barely a whimper.
"¡OH MIERDA ES TODO EL CAMINO EN MI ESTÓMAGO! ¡¡me encanta!! ¡AMO LA POLLA NEGRA GRANDE EN MI CULO DE GRASA! ¡¡MIERDA!!" Daniela reared up at an angle with her palms planted on the edge of the bed. Pete navigated over to the side of the bed getting a shot of her face. She only seemed to display emotion when speaking in her native language in front of the camera.
"Cut, push chair back little." The guys were completed vested in her direction, while I was a bit addled following along edging the seat back a foot away from the bed. Daniela remounted me standing upright before bending over touching her knees. She resumed the energetic bouncing motion with the same sexual savagery as before. Both guys were using their cameras in synch, catching multiple angles. These guys were sweating buckets watching Daniela put me through the paces. She remained quiet, almost mute smashing her butt into my lap.
Daniela mounted the bed lying on her stomach as she glanced around for me to join her. I got her meaning mounting the back of her thighs as she thunderously clapped her cheeks on my member. This proved to be too much for my delicate sensibilities as I tore the condom from my shooting several ropes across her shuddering backside creating this intricate web in her rear cleavage that begged to be photographed.
"FUCK THIS SHIT!!" Pete ran over frantically jerking his cock, giving the gasping, Spanish speaking woman a nasty facial almost in tandem with my orgasm. Steve struggled to keep us both in frame looking like he was having a coronary. Daniela collapsed on her belly providing a view that had me almost back up. Pete followed her movements mounting the bed on his knees slapping his cock on her face stroking out more of his jizz.
"Oh baby, I love rubbing my cock all over your fucking face." He was tapping her cheek with his cock prompting her to accept him inside her mouth. I couldn't see Daniela's face with Pete mounting her head. He didn't seem to know or care that we were there pumping his hips in the area where her head lay. Seconds into it, he reared back orgasming on her face some more as Steve caught it. Daniela rolled over on her back looking at Steve with the same emotionless expression.
"You get shot?"
"Yeah." The chubby guy was breathing hard, huffing and puffing like he was going to have a stroke. Pete quickly retrieved a wash cloth from the bathroom. He used it to clean her face taking some of the makeup with it. Steven lowered the camera looking into the side screen at what he'd just shot.
"Take pants off, now." Daniela ordered.
I noticed a large, visible wet stain on his slacks as the embarrassed hacker dropped his pants revealing similarly stained boxers. The head of his cock was peeking out of the pee hole in the material. Steve had cum in his pants, dramatically while shooting her scene.
"Everything, all clothes." He had to be humiliated beyond belief as we watched him strip to the buff, revealing a hairy, pudgy figure with a prominent beer gut and barely there penis. His slouched posture and lack of a chest made the hirsute man resemble an imp of some sort.
"Take camera." Pete followed her direction taking the camera as she turned her ass in its direction wildly twerking, splashing cum everywhere. Loud rear clapping sounds filled the room, as she looked back at Steve.
"Come on, do it."
"Daniela, please."
"I no say again." The chubby, dumpy hacker looked at both of us before burying his face in her rear assuming a prostrate position behind Daniela. Her huge cheeks cradled each side of his face as she looked both of us in the face.
"Still want white girl?"
"No ma'am." Pete responded still filming his friend going down on what I assumed was their collective girlfriend.
"With all due respect Daniela; that's none of your business."
"I not talking to you."
"Happy now?" Steve sounded defeated as Daniela got on her feet. Comically, there was a big crease down the middle of his face. She took his hand leading him into the bathroom slamming the door behind them. Pete and I stared at the door for a few awkward moments before quickly pulling our clothing back on. I didn't know what to make of the situation or my participation in it, admitting my selfishness after seeing Daniela's body.
"Hey man, I'm really sorry about this and all; I really mean it if that's any consideration." I felt like I had to make some kind of amends. Pete glared at me for a few seconds folding his arms across his chest. I doubted he'd even heard a word I said.
"Cut the shit man; I ain't crying over spilt milk. I told Steve we should have left her at home but he's paranoid about her cheating on him and she knows it. We have like an agreement between us, like no outside dudes and other sideways crap. She's his girlfriend while I get uhm, benefits."
"Well, I just thought I should say something."
"Man, we make a lot of money on the site, but I know she can only do what we let her do."
"Okay."
"You should know that, right? That's why you screwed all those women in your girl's family. You wanted to show her that she was "ordinary" right?"
"I don't really know, but you're giving me a great idea." Daniela opened the bathroom door staring blankly at both of us.
*************************************************************************************
There was a small pool and jacuzzi in the back of the hostel on the second floor overlooking the downtown cityscape. We were lucky it was midday, midweek leaving the area pretty much vacant for my purposes. Daniela begrudgingly went along with Pete and I while Steve remained in the room working on an unsaid project. Once we knew the coast was clear I stripped down to my underwear sitting on the edge of the pool with my camera phone ready. Daniela removed the windbreaker covering her 70's style bikini waiting off camera as I began filming. I had a glossy photo copy of the picture Chrystal posted on her Instagram page making sure the camera could see it.
"Keep my name out your mouth, lying bitch." I said outloud.
"You really dated her?" Pete asked off camera.
"I used to love her, man." On cue Daniela walked by in the frame showing off her outstanding figure. She looked awe inspiring, her olive skin covered in baby oil catching the sunlight. I made sure to keep her face obscured as she walked back until she was seen from the waist down. Daniela added a little extra turning a juicy cheek towards me. I improved giving it a peck before cutting the video.
Back upstairs, Steve had finished cobbling the footage we shot into a smoldering scene ready for Daniela's pay site. He excitedly flipped adding it to the already shot scene as some sort of prologue. My face was digitally edited out while the original was posted on a hastily slapped together page with links posted on Chrystal and Big Ham's page. Daniela sort of got into the act allowing her bikini clad butt to be filmed while she lay on the room's bed. The reaction was almost immediate as we watched the likes and follows accumulate like coins falling from a slot machine. Even on Chrystal's page, the growing sentiment was that I'd moved on spectacularly. Pete logged in on a separate laptop creating a fictional profile that led to the scene we shot on Daniela's pay site.



"Check it out." Steve pointed out that Chrystal removed the initial photo, an hour after they'd begun posting.
"She's so predictable." Several dueling photos appeared on her page with diminishing results.
"You have call." I hadn't realized my phone was missing until Daniela handed it to me.
"Fuck are you doing?" Malaya sounded more tense than usual. There was some muted electronica playing in the background. I think it was "Groove is in the Heart" by a long retired group called Delight.
"Having a little fun with this whole agent of chaos thing; you don't get to have all the fun."
"CUT THE SHIT, GET ON POINT RIGHT NOW; I NEED YOU!!"
"Where are you?" Daniela, Steve and Pete looked on as I received the address.
*************************************************************************************
I found myself looking across the street at a Brownstone apartment in one of the swankier neighborhoods west of the city. Somehow, I was supposed to get inside and meet up with Malaya, but I didn't know what lie inside. She'd informed me that it was some sort of elite men's only establishment and that she was on the second floor of the building before her phone cut out. I walked the block on the opposite side of the street finding that it seemed to go on forever. It felt like the equivalent of two and a half airport blocks which compelled me to go back the other way. The message I'd received from Malaya had been brief, all too brief as I strolled down the block running into an elderly woman out walking her purse dog. The whole thing stunk to high heaven and I was more than a little paranoid after the stunt Malaya and friends pulled during that television taping. Ms. Frakkes called almost immediately but I hung up on her just wanting a win after she'd forced me to submit to Carry Anne. It felt good sticking it to that platinum bitch, but part of me wondered if maybe I should've waited to hear what she had to say. I didn't know what to make of the situation from end to end, only knowing that I would find the answer inside that brownstone.
"Sir?" I found the elderly woman standing at my back with her small dog which happened to be sniffing my pants leg.
"Excuse me, yes?"
"We call police in this neighborhood. You've been watching that brownstone for over twenty minutes and I didn't see a for sale sign on the lawn."
"I'm not a criminal, ma'am; its complicated."
"I don't think its complicated at all, you are casing that condo because you want to break in later. Its just like those procedural shows I watch on cable."
"I can assure you I am not a criminal, ma'am. I'm looking for somebody."
"Well, who you looking for." She asked sounding irritated by my answers and staggeringly entitled. I guess it didn't occur to her that I was capable of harming her if I were actually a criminal.
"My wife, she uhm, cheated on me with this guy who's into some weird shit." It was the first lie that came into my head.
"What kind of weird shit?"
"It's really bad, you don't want to know; trust me."
"Why?"
"Huh?"
"Why should I trust you, criminal?"
"I'm not a criminal, my wife really did leave me for this sick guy, and I think she's in trouble!" I motioned towards the Brownstone knowing how full of shit I sounded.
"Why didn't you call the police?"
"Look, it happened kind of quick and I didn't think ma'am; I just kind of reacted. I'm sorry for scaring you and your dog, but I swear I'm not a criminal." I was just digging the hole deeper, but I'd committed to the lie.
"Well, sounds like bullshit to me sonny; you'd better come with me so we can figure this thing out. I'll make you some tea; I'm captain of the neighborhood watch you know." The small purse dog barked a little bit as she tugged at his leash, motioning towards the house directly in behind us. I didn't know what to do following the old woman as she led her pet up the stairs. She didn't seem to care about her own safety ushering me into her abode.
The interior of her home led into a narrow hallway with a long stairwell that was adjacent to an almost two story wall covered with two many photos and probably antique paintings. The interior just inside the door gave way to an overheated environment that reeked of an old folks home. I almost ran back outside as the elderly woman led me into her living room which had a view of the building I was interested in from the large framed window. I noticed an antique chair and telescope in front of the window which spoke to the woman's voyeuristic habits.
"Have yourself a seat on the love seat while I get the tea ready." The elderly woman released her pet which went yelping off down the elongated corridor with her shuffling behind it. I chuckled inwardly a little noticing the animal seemed to want to get away from the nosey woman.
"I'm Meg." She offered as she went into the kitchen while I struggled to cope with the stringent odor. She returned minutes later with an ornate tray filled with treats along with the tea. She smiled warmly pouring me a cup.
"Thanks Meg." I took a sip finding the brew, extremely bitter, unceremoniously spitting it out in a choking cough.
"Oh dear, seems I may have poured salt in your cup instead. Now look at the mess on my coffee table; I'll have to get a rag." I felt genuinely bad as she fretted.
"Oh, let me get it; I'm so sorry about the mess!" Meg motioned towards the corridor presumably leading back to her kitchen as she sat down visibly tired.
I made it halfway down the hall before I was captured in a rear chokehold. When I entered Meg's condo, I was staring straight down the long corridor which left a side basement door on the right, undetected. Now I was struggling with an unseen assailant feeling the strength rapidly leaving my body as my legs went rubbery. I was losing consciousness in an enhanced state as the adjacent wall's framed photos began to warp in a circle linear pattern. Meg shuffled down the hall with this serene, insane smile on her face which broke as she made the V-sign with two fingers flicking her tongue between them.
"MEG?!!" I gasped in recognition of the disgusting old woman from the sex club. She had a black bag in hand which she placed over my head as I finally lost conscious.
*DARKNESS*
*************************************************************************************
"Wake up." The bag was snatched off my head.
My heart leapt into my throat at the site before me. I craned my head around at the sparsely furnished room unable to move anything below my shoulders. My hands were cuffed tightly behind me with some different kind of restraints that seemed covered with a layer of plush feeling material. My chest and abdomen were restrained with a series of intricately tied ropes. My ankles were similarly restrained independently with two separate cuffs of similar design from what I could tell even unable to visually confirm. Off to my left side was some piece of furniture, some device that looked like a sinister version of a saw horse upholstered and affixed with restraints. I noticed with mounting horror some metal constructs, little more than pipes bolted to the floor with uniform hand restraints. These were positioned strategically around the room with familiar looking love seat placed adjacent. The chair I was presently secured to was of terrifyingly similar design with no real seat, only a metal frame digging into my flesh. I had been stripped nude and was now sitting in front of April. Faint musical strains of "Groove is in the Heart" wafted through the air.
"Hey beautiful; look how you've come back to me."
"April, what's-What is this? This place?" I was feeling disoriented and bruised from the scuffle with Meg's accomplice. My throat felt like someone pushed down on it with a metal bar or something.
"Didn't that little bitch, tell you?"
"No, the phone cut off." She was sitting on an antique looking chair with the back facing me as she straddled it. There was no disguise this time, but little difference in her appearance with the wet, looking blonde locks that terminated just above her shoulders framing a face that resembled a horrid cupie doll. Her glaring, malevolent countenance reminded me of Tiffany Valentine; the female Chucky doll. Her immense bust was covered with a worn Misfits wifebeater that pressed against the back of the chair bulging through the open spaces. A pair of jean capri pants covered her lower half.
"It didn't cut off, babe." April's posture was relaxed, her roundish head resting on her folded arms.
"Where is she?"
"Around somewhere, but that's not what you should be worried about, hon. Man, just sitting here looking at you has my panties wet. I knew I should've put you out, but if I knew what you were really on; I would've cracked your ass just for starters. Man brother, I'm the last person you should've lied to and look at you now. Look how you had to come, baby. They tell me you were behind that shit with the talk show, too. So, how about it cutie; suppose you tell me all about it before we play." I had been continually struggling with no success while she spoke in that irritatingly childish sounding voice.
"Didn't Ms. Frakkes tell you?"
"Hey fuck stick; I don't do the henchman thing; you've offended me, personally. Karen is a total power tripping cunt. My club and client list have been nationally frozen until I make amends by uh, maybe turning you over in one form or another, babe. She really didn't specify what condition, so I'd be a little more inclined to answer my questions if I were you. Please babe, check your tone before you answer." She reared back resting a single arm on the top of the chair.
"Shit, I'm really sorry about all of this, April." She giggled girlishly for a few seconds.
"I know you are honey; you're sitting on a drop chair waiting for your ass cherry to be totally busted. You're gonna thank me when this "life experience" is over and be more than willing to "take a few for the team" bitch meat.
"Please."
"I asked you a question."
"I pissed off her mother enough that Ms. Frakkes was brought in from Germany to take me down. They were planning to frame me with some Cosby shit, but the television stunt supposedly stalled Frakkes. I wasn't responsible, I was just there to watch."
"Did you do that face fuck thing to her mom, too?"
"No, I was dating Chrystal McIntyre, she loaned me to her fucking horndog mother, but didn't tell me shit, and that bitch treated me like her property. Pimped me out to her neighbor, before the whole thing came out during a threesome with Chrystal!! I was humiliated, my ego wouldn't let the shit go even after fucking her sister and Dean Brennan, Chrystal's grandmother!! They were still treating me like trash and fuck, maybe they were right!! Not signing their shitty non-disclosure agreement was the last holdout on my manhood, but they threatened my parents, too." I rambled pathetically telling April what she wanted to know figuring that nothing was going to save me anyway. As far as I knew, Malaya Padilla was already dead.
"Wow, I'm bored; I'm really fucking bored and this is why my event was shut down? This is why I had to let my dogs off the leash for some kiddy shit like this?"
"It's the truth."
"I know, but that wasn't what I meant, dick boy. Who is Malaya Padilla and who is she working for?"
"She's Dean Brennan's personal assistant."
"She is not, idiot."
"Huh?"
"Hold that thought, baby; I have a little something to show you before Q&A resumes." She motioned in my direction to someone behind me. Moments later, I heard what sounded like a metal shutter or something metallic sliding across the unfinished floors. This really huge, muscular guy wheeled in a modified carcass trolley. It was the kind they used in slaughter houses to transport sides of beef around, but there was a large leathery looking bag hanging from a short reinforced chain on this one. It looked like a really large punching bag. More accurately it was one of those bags used for martial arts training as April stood with an impish smile on her face. She walked out of my field of vision for a few seconds returning with a softball bat. There was a foam cover on it as she regarded me with a mischievous smile before whaling on the bag in a vicious series of blows. Each blow reverberated off the brick walls. April was sweaty in moments before resting the bat over a shoulder.
"Dean Brennan's assistant "Corinne" is on vacay in fucking Cancun; the girl who you've been obviously stuffing played her, too. Told her she was sent to cover her spot because the Dean felt bad about having to cut her vacation. Little shit stain had a really good bullshit game until she hacked into my security cam feed. Hell, I was looking for her before you guys pulled that shit at the tv station."
April's immense bosom was heaving as she wiped the blonde hair matted to her brow. She motioned to her silent associate who walked around to the other side of the punching bag upending it. Malaya Padilla tumbled out of it in a heap on the floor. She was nude and miraculously, still breathing. April nudged the wheezing girl onto her back with a bare foot using the end of the softball bat to roll her battered face in my direction.
"Malaya Padilla at your service."
"OH FUCK!!" I knew I was dead.
"Fuck is right homeboy, because this "person" got into my shit like a termite and cost me a whole lot of fucking money, babe. I like a life of leisure, can't do the 9 to 5 for obvious reasons. I put on these "events" for the rich, powerful and connected of the elite feme set; four time a year. I make enough cash to not particularly care about what going on around me. You and this cunt fucked up my cashflow on a serious level. Who's gonna show up to an unsecure event after "Malaya" here, hacked my cam feed and sent footage to their fucking leader, Ms. Frakkes?"
"I-didn't know that what she was doing. I didn't know she was there."
"HELL-LOOOOO; I know that bitch meat, she used you as a distraction. She played you too and now you're all sorts of fucked."
"I didn't mean it, April; I was just looking for some payback." I was glistening all over with sweat. April motioned towards her associate who immediately clocked me on the left side of my face. It felt like someone hit me with a cinderblock. It had the desired effect, silencing me.
"Ran her prints-nothing; sent a photo out-nothing; this cunt won't tell us nothing no matter how hard we beat on her scrawny little ass. You homie; you're an innocent." My left eye was swiftly swelling up while my nose ran freely as April handed the bat to the henchman. I noticed that Malaya's hands and ankles were tightly bound together in bondage cuffs. April stared at me for a few seconds before walking over resting her hand on my head.
"Man, given everything that's happened since I let you into my club; I'm considering giving you a Maplewood special." I didn't know what she was talking about and I didn't want to find out. Two other guys who looked like tatted up biker refugees or something wheeled a large dog kennel into the room, placing Malaya inside. They wheeled the kennel back further against the wall directly in front of me. I was doing my best not to bawl outright, considering that something extremely bad was about to happen. There was a Glock visible in the waistband of one of the guys who looked like a Duck dynasty reject.
"Aw man, sorry but you fucked up. If its any consolation, you were a really good lay and I mean that from the heart." She patted her enormous bosom before flashing her bare breasts at me for a second.
"...please let me go." One of the henchmen was talking on a phone, before they wheeled the crated Malaya out of the room passing right by me. I managed to see her face pressed against the metal mesh of the grate on the door. She was glaring at me, but I didn't care because we were both going to die.
"No. Oh well, looks like it's magic time." April still sounded glib about the whole affair placing the bag back over my head shrouding me in complete darkness. Once my head was covered, April cradled my head hugging me against her breasts. A cord was tied about my neck tightened off in a knot as I panicked using up my limited air supply.
"Relax, calm down in that infinite darkness or else...you wont see all of the stars."
The first blow came out of nowhere lighting up the inside of that bag bringing acute understanding and meaning to her words. Several others followed as I somehow managed to retain consciousness. I was mentally shot back in time to that kitchen in Carry Anne's home so long ago. I went further back to my first meeting with her daughter Chrystal at that oh so fateful party. I'd always tried to live and let live but the rules had been changed without me knowing it. Malaya Padilla had coerced me into antagonizing a powerful, old money family for her own gain whatever that was. I'd ultimately played myself instead of taking the pieces of silver offered by the McIntyre's and retreating to the remnants of my shattered life. All of the women I'd slept with after leaving the McIntyre home had served to fatten me up as some sacrificial calf. The bag was almost form fitted to my head from a mixture of perspiration, mucus, saliva and blood. One last impact exploded across my temple so hard that the chair I was sitting on was damaged allowing my body to slump forward in a sitting fetal position. Suddenly the bag was literally torn from my head allowing life giving air to rush inward. I drooled a syrupy crimson mixture on the floor as I was pushed back into an upright position.
"LOOK!!" There was a palpable echo in the room or the inside of my head. I could barely see anything as the tip of the softball bat was used to keep me sitting up in the half destroyed chair. One of my hands was hanging limply at my side.
"Look at me now, bitch." The end of the bat nudged under my chin raising my head to regard its owner. My mouth hung, gaped open as I gasped and coughed taking it all in as my eyes focused.
Chrystal was standing there with an expression on her face that left little doubt that her sanity had left the room. Her beautiful face was a crazed mask of overwhelming happiness mixed with rage. She was laughing so hard that tears had caused the mascara to run down her face in darkened streaks. She was the current owner of the softball bat that April had used to tee off on Malaya before she'd been carted away to her doom. April was standing off to the side watching, arms folded across her massive chest as she looked over at the third member of their little trio, Ms. Frakkes. She rolled her eyes as they settled on Chrystal still laughing like a jackal, before looking over at the elder McIntyre.
"She took the fucking bag off." April commented salty.
"My sister loses a million braincells every time she gets around this asshole." Ms. Frakkes was covered in a raincoat with her satchel bag slung across a shoulder.
"Your obvious legal problem; so, what now? I already gave you that Malaya bitch; what about my considerable monetary loss, Karen?"
"Considering it was your security leak; you're on probation with access from the Midwest to the east coast. Stay out of my lane and you can have the west coast and your full client list back by summer."
"That's it; after all the work I did?"
"Would you like to reappear on the feds radar, April? Trust was given and you betrayed us, recording our actions. That is unacceptable on many levels along with the sloppy vetting that allowed this fuck to humiliate me. Now, would you like to share a seat beside this asshole on a one way ticket to Dubai, bitch?
"That supposed to scare me or something?" April didn't flinch.
Ms. Frakkes pulled at least four stacks of cash from her satchel handing them to April who begrudgingly took the offering. The power radiating between the two women was palpable even as Chrystal continued laughing like a jackal. Something was missing that struck me odd considering my situation.



"For your troubles; I'll be taking him along as well." April smiled wide, appeased at the caveat.
"Hey, I'll give you two of these back if you let me have him. I want to destroy his sphincter, turn it into a boy pussy. You know how much money Meg offered for an all-nighter with this guy?"
"Save it; I paid you and he's ours, now."
"What're you going to do with him?" Ms. Frakkes raised an eyebrow as Chrystal stopped laughing glancing back at the two power houses.
"I'm exiling this motherfucker; some friends will be happy to take him off everybody's hands. Too much trouble having him around and Chrystal pulled the fucking bag off his head as you said." Karen Frakkes spoke about me with as little regard as trash.
"WAIT A MINUTE; HE'S MINE!! YOU SAID I COULD FUCK HIM UP, KAREN!! DON'T YOU STAND THERE AND TELL ME YOU WERE LYING THIS WHOLE FUCKING TIME!! HE PUT THAT FILTHY SEX TAPE OUT IN FRONT OF THE FUCKING COUNTRY, KAREN!! HE'S MINE!!" Chrystal was raving.
"Shut up." The room became quiet as I keeled over to my left wondering why the person responsible for this chaos. Maybe she was sitting quietly behind me watching everything. I suddenly recalled the night I'd sat with her as she cried herself to sleep. I thought I was being kind and understanding, but she still done all of this to me when it suited her needs. The woman at the center of this tempest...
"Carry Anne?" I moaned wanting the woman to reveal herself.
"What-the-fuck? You're calling out for my-FUCKING MOTHER?!! Is that right? You're still crying for her OLD ASS WHEN I'M RIGHT HERE?!! Oh, I'm still not good enough, huh? ANSWER ME, BITCH!!" Chrystal was completely triggered shoving the end of the bat into my chest as she spoke before trying hard to gag me with the end of it.
"What a waste; don't do him in here. I don't need cop shit around here, Karen." April casually commented while Chrystal was assaulting me.
"Chrystal." Ms. Frakkes called out to her sister.
"I WANT YOU TO KNOW THAT BEATING YOUR ASS MADE ME CUM HARDER THAN I EVER DID FUCKING YOU!!" She punctuated her statement by swinging the softball bat into my arm. The chair was damaged further sending me reeling to the other side as she prepared to lay a blow across the exposed side of my face.
"CHRYSTAL!!" Ms. Frakkes yelled stopping her sister as an extremely loud noise reverberated on the other side of the unfinished brick walls. The women all froze looking in the direction of the noise when several more rang out. Someone was firing a gun in the adjacent corridor as the room suddenly went pitch black.
"KAREN?!!" Chrystal yelped in the darkness.
"Shit." April hissed as I heard the women scuffling about in the darkness while their hired muscle ran up and down the corridor outside the room as more shots rang out. I was toppled over by what I believed was April noting a quick flash of light as she ran out into the corridor.
"Get over here and shut the fuck up." Ms. Frakkes phone display could be seen in the inky darkness as she dialed up help. Chrystal was whimpering, afraid for her life. I tried to will my battered body to move failing in several instances before rolling onto my stomach.
"Don't let me get shot or I'm telling mom." A loud resounding slap followed accompanied seconds later by sounds of shattering glass. Someone was raising holy hell in that corridor as Chrystal's crying seemed amped up. I struggled with the drop chair cutting myself in several places as the commotion seemed to get louder coming in our direction. It was almost like I was fighting with the inanimate object as the door suddenly burst open with several private security agents using Maglite's to illuminate the room. Ms. Frakkes and Chrystal were ushered out between two large men brandishing weapons. I was illuminated by three strong beams of light which allowed me to see the clothing that had been stripped from my body post capture.
"Grab that guy!" Some gruff sounding individual barked as a few men closed in on me.
I snatched my clothing scurrying about away from the probing beams as an especially loud blast sounded off just inside one of the room's two sliding doors. I briefly glimpsed movement as someone hit the floor with a loud thud.
"WHAT THE FUH-!!" The muzzle flash briefly illuminated the agents head being perforated before he too, hit the floor deprived of life. Several bursts of gun fire caused the murky darkness to flicker until all was quiet. I'd scurried into a corner as rounds flew around the enclosed room. Then in less than a few seconds, there was nothing beside the gasps of injured men. My face and torso were suddenly illuminated as a gun slid across the floor between my open legs.
"Huh?" The beam of light was turned upward revealing a nude Malaya Padilla for the briefest of seconds. An errant round suddenly cut off any potential communication as everything went dark again followed by one last flash of gunfire. I heard scurrying feet and the quick slam of one of the heavy metal doors, then I was alone.
There were a few voices in the corridor as I did my best to get my clothes back on, handling the Beretta that had been given to me. Something bumped heavily into one of those doors causing me to fire wildly about the room. One of my shots shattered a window providing a measure of illumination to the room, highlighting some of the fallen. A few men were still trying to move as I used the gun to smash the errant glass at the bottom of the window pane before climbing out barefoot. I tumbled down landing head first on some sort of rear area. I hit hard almost knocking myself unconscious, but my endorphins had kicked in giving me an extra boost. I noticed off in the distance a fence and adjacent train track. I was somewhere near downtown in an industrial area. I could hear voices and some vehicles moving around at the far side of what appeared from my viewpoint to be an abandoned recycling plant. There was garbage and trash everywhere. It was dark enough out that I could see more beams of light as hired muscle continued searching for Malaya and myself. I wondered where she was and if she was intent on shooting her way out of this death trap. The sound of a horn blaring in the distance alerted me to an approaching train.
My heart was thumping so hard that I was on the verge of a coronary. The train was fast approaching, and I knew I could use it to mask my escape. I noticed the Maglite's getting closer fearing that I would be shot should the beams fall upon my person. The beams fell upon the concrete drawing ever closer as I crouched down preparing to give my all in one last escape attempt. Errant gunfire in the distance drew the agents attention elsewhere allowing me to summon the courage as the train drew closer!! Before I even realized it, I was running for my life with everything I had as cracked concrete, pebbles and weeds cut into my bare feet. My mouth was open as I gasped, lungs nearly bursting from the effort. I heard some men running behind me glancing towards the abandoned building finding a bike speeding away in the distance followed by several utility vehicles. I didn't have time as the loud horns of the oncoming train drowned out my desperate cries. I leapt into the air finding the top of the adjacent fence fitted with cheap razor wire that cut into my abdomen. I screamed rolling head over heels landing on my ass next to the train track. The horns continued as I clambered to my bare feet bolting along the track diagonally as an Amtrak passenger train closed in on me. I don't know how I managed it, but I cleared the track in one leap tumbling as I landed in a heap, breathing hard. I lay on my back watching the multiple cars passing by filled with curious onlookers who'd probably caught my desperate stunt. There was a cul-de-sac neighborhood on the other side of me that was thankfully with sparse lighting to cover my escape.
The weight of my experience hit me five blocks away as I trudged towards the downtown area like a zombie. I was punch drunk, addled and likely in need of medical attention. I was scared to go to a hospital figuring someone would find me. April seemed to be some sort of crime lord and I didn't know what to make of Karen's ease in her presence. Those women wielded a lot of power between them and was out of sorts as to my next course of action. I was a mess, covered head to toe in dirt, blood and soot. Most of the various bystanders I passed seemed to think I was a transient and I wouldn't have had it any other way. I didn't particularly care for the company of people as I managed the streets nearing the hostel where my clothing and other property belonged.
"Crap." A number of unmarked vehicles were parked in front of the hostel.
The lobby was full of suits which I believed were feds, carrying out boxes, some of which I recognized as my property. I was across a multilane street watching their progress accidentally noticing other agents searching the street horribly trying to look nondescript. I almost gave up right there, but something prodded me to keep fighting. I'd just escaped sudden death in the middle of a shootout. I'd watched money traded for me as if I were a slave of old and been nearly beaten to death, but I was still alive. I shuffled off into the darkness putting distance between the various players and myself. I had to figure something out before daybreak. Ms. Frakkes was probably working things out with her boundless resources and then there was the question of Malaya Padilla.
Curiosity was burning inside my mind like St. Elmo's fire as I wondered what her stake in the proceedings were. She'd long been manipulating me into being her quote, unquote agent of chaos. We'd been together a number of times, likely because she was simply keeping tabs on me. What was she trying to accomplish by causing all of this chaos with the McIntyre family? I managed to talk my way onto a bus finding a seat in the back causing some pedestrians to move to the front of the vehicle. I'm sure I was reeking, but I was still alive at least. My thoughts went to my parents and how all of this chaos would impact them. I was sure to be blamed for the shootout when I was ensnared by the cops. How did those agents find out where I was and what happened to Steve, Pete and Daniela? Malaya had also enlisted them in her plan. Were they also inside punching bags waiting to be accosted with a ball bat, too? I realized I didn't have anywhere to go as an incredible despair set in on my tortured psyche. I found myself back at a familiar park. There was this fountain that I hadn't noticed the first time I'd visited. It provided me with an impromptu means to at least clean my face. Halfway through splashing fountain water on my face, I broke down crying openly. I glanced up from my prostrate position looking into the eyes of an angel. Serendipity was in full effect as I rubbed my reddened eyes making sure I wasn't hallucinating.
"Gen?"
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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BAD M.I.L.F: The Finale
My knees were torn and ragged, scraped up from any number of tumbles and falls as I escaped certain death. I'd been through the fire, burnt beyond reasoning finally succumbing at a park fountain. Almost twenty four hours earlier hubris had gotten the better of me as I narrowly avoided people out to do me harm for a variety of offenses against a wealthy family of entitled women. I found it hard not to pat myself on the back for slipping through their fingers even fighting way out of a trap set in a hotel room with a mindless behemoth as my selected opponent. I'd done enough that their chosen fixer was forced to go to extremes to capture me and my self-appointed handler, Malaya Padilla. Karma reared its ugly head like Godzilla as I was beaten senseless with a softball bat by my ex-girlfriend, Chrystal McIntyre. I'd been sleeping and cohabitating with this woman for three months. I thought about all the times we'd told one another how much we loved each other, slept and ate together while talking of a future that included marriage. It was stark, disheartening to find out that I'd been dealt into an antagonistic competition between her and her mother. She claimed that her mother coerced her into a manufactured tryst with her mother, Carry Anne McIntyre. Things had become so much clearer with that bag on my head as Chrystal used my head for batting practice.
There was no way she was going to deny a mother who'd informed her character and person the moment she hit puberty physically maturing into a near carbon copy of the woman herself. I'd never know the exact details casting shade on Carry Anne's account of the paid defloration of her daughter. The only thing left etched in stone was Chrystal's determination to best her mother carnally to the deteriment of all else in her life. It was described as a quirk but was something more, something infinitely more dangerous. I'd never answered her at the conclusion of a threesome with her mother and continued denying her even following what I wrongly thought was makeup sex. I finally understood what was behind her beautiful face, what was roiling around under her blonde hair during the whole sordid affair. She'd never really had any intention of denying her mother access to me sexually. I was supposed to play a large part in plugging up the hole in her mind. I was simply meant to reaffirm that she was the better of the two when asked. My denial had caused that same hole to widen until all of the darkness spilled out contaminating her humanity. Even the male surrogate provided by her mother was of no use in staunching her imploding psyche.
Every time that bat collided with my head, I was gifted another epiphany through searing hot pain. April wasn't lying about the magical qualities of the inside of the bag that covered my head during that beating. The one thing I recalled beside the absence of Carry Anne at the hour of my destruction was the missing sister, Courtney McIntyre. Spoiled rotten and neglected by the ultimate self-absorbed mother, this young, impressionable woman had fallen under the sway of the woman calling herself Malaya Padilla. I surmised Courtney had even been prodded into molesting me while I was drugged up with a concoction created by this same, mysterious woman. The gullible poser more than likely had been similarly directed to commit the acta of vandalism on campus as part of some elaborate distraction for reasons yet unknown. When I thought about the younger McIntyre, I only saw what was essentially a Proto-version of Chrystal. Carry Anne's lax parenting and continuous verbal abuse left her daughter unprepared for the world at large so much, that she'd created a faux-stoner personality. Chrystal was the end result for this young woman if no one intervened as proven by her own selfish attempt at sexual validation involving me. Courtney wanted at this time to know if she measured up to her sister Chrystal and her mother. Few years down the line, she'd be the same bag of crazy as her older sister.
One of the blows brought Catherine Brennan to the fore. Excuse me, Dean Catherine Brennan who'd in initially been discovered inside my kitchen the night after I'd been assaulted by her granddaughter and Malaya. I didn't know what to make of the large, robust woman with exaggerated proportions that boggled the mind. My irritation and unwillingness to listen to reason resulted in yet another tryst and a new low as I instantly became infamous to both families. Catherine found herself stuck between a rock and a hard place with me and Carry Anne as latent proclivities were brought to the surface. I even screwed her several times before that week was over. Ultimately Catherine revealed that she was responsible for her daughter's disposition while declining to get involved. I didn't know if it were even possible for the thick matriarch to reach her daughter. I had to admit that she'd created the problem decades earlier during Carry Anne's youth. My face was thumping from the beating and my left arm hurt as well. I scrambled to an in park fountain / wishing well draping my torso over it. My left hand was submerged in the ice cold water as I threw caution to the wind drinking a palm full and coughing profusely. In short order I became aware of someone just outside of my peripheral vision turning to meet my fate like a wanted felon. I was tired of fighting these people.
I just wanted it to be over as I turned expecting to be taken out.
"Gen?"
"What happen you, who did this?" The sight of her standing over me wide eyed, sent an electric jolt coursing through my body followed by tremors of shame as I looked back down into the pool at my own reflection.
"I-it's okay miss; just leave me."
"NO!" She inched forward stopping when I raised my hand. I noticed big red welts on my palm from where I'd been tied up.
"I'm fine, now you just run along ma'am."
"Kurva, si zranený! Niekto ti to urobil a chceš, aby som išla?! No, you are hurt!! This is bad!!" Gen clutched at her thick jacket looking as if she would shriek. I felt radioactive, toxic, and a potential danger to anyone around me. I didn't want her involved but part of me still wondered if she were a part of this.
"Please-just go!!" Her arms were suddenly cradling me from behind as she curved her thin, athletic figure to my prostrate body caring little about the dirt and filth covering my skin and clothing. Caring little about the heavy stench about my person. I was trembling heavily as she brought a hand cupping my swollen cheek making me cry out in pain.
"You are hurt badly, who did this?!!" Her dusky eye shadow was starting to smear as she cradled my face. Her thin nose was reddened, cheeks flushed with emotion.
"It's my fault; I made this happen. Don't get involved, Gen." I hated myself because I couldn't stop shaking. I didn't know if it was from the beating, the weather or mistrust and fear that Gen might be involved. My head was throbbing and swimming as my field of vision weaved and bobbed making everything around me disorientating.
"It not fault of yours! You need doctor; I take to hospital!!" She was sniffling as she spoke fighting tears back as I stared into her face addled and confused.
"LEAVE ME ALONE!!" I heard myself raggedly snarl as a thick, gooey pool of blood drooled from my mouth.
"No, I won't."
"FUCK YOU BITCH; GET THE HELL OUTTA HERE!!" I was doing my best to sound threatening even taking a hard swipe at her that was ill-advised resulting in me keeling over bumping my temple on the edge of the fountain.
"I help." Gen tumbled back out of my reach, distraught.
"I HATE YOU!! LEAVE ME ALONE!!"
I just wanted her away from me as I succumbed to my injuries lying at the edge of that fountain breathing hard. I couldn't bear something happening to her and I didn't know if somebody, the cops or even April were out already tracking me down. I didn't want Gen Novak ending up in a punching bag waiting to be beaten to death or something even worse. I was damaged goods and there was nothing going to change what I do to her career and life. I just didn't want anything to happen to this woman who had the misfortune of meeting me. I was ready to go with whoever came to get me, just ready to let go of it all.
"I go, now." She was crying hard.
I watched heartened as she ran out of my field of vision leaving me there at the fountain. Gen would never know how happy she'd made me now that she would be safe from the insanity surrounding me. I didn't care now that she would be safe even as the headlights of an oncoming vehicle illuminated my prone body minutes later. The lights increased in intensity as the vehicle barreled right at me with murderous intent. I closed my eyes waiting for death, caring little who was behind the wheel. I figured Chrystal would be happy once she found out I was gone. Maybe it would even cure her of the raging insanity that had burned away her civilized façade.
"Nebudete zomrieť! Odmietam vám nechať odísť bez toho, aby ste zistili, kto to urobil a odrezať ich gule!" The car turned out to be a white Volkswagen Beetle which barely missed my head as it pulled up beside me. Gen reached over pushing the passenger side door open.
"Gen, no!"
"GET IN CAR; NOW DUMB FUCK!!" My body was wracked with pain as I tried to wave her away.
"Please, they'll get you too."
"Hlúpy človek, vaša pýcha je nebezpečná! Zabijem, kto príde! GET IN CAR-NOW!!" Gen started mashing her fist into the horn frantically. The loud blaring of the horn sounded off throughout the park. I struggled, painfully managing to get my torso onto the passenger seat. Gen reachged over grabbing the belt loop at the back of my pants yanking hard as some of the material tore in her hand. When that didn't work, she started mashing the horn again until I got the rest of my body inside the car.
"Gen."
"You crazy; you think I leave you die on street like dog?!" She reached over yanking a seatbelt across my chest, clicking it into place before gunning it across the park grounds onto the streets.
"I don't want you to get hurt."
"Too late." She muttered looking over at me with her large, expressive eyes. Her hand caressed the side of my head as I gasped and struggled to breathe causing a little blood to trickle from my nose. Gen reached over trying to open her glove compartment.
"WATCH OUT!!" She got back behind the wheel narrowly missing a fire truck that sped by alarms blazing. She swerved to the side stopping as more emergency vehicles sped by followed by an ambulance. I went for the door to let myself out, but she was a step ahead locking from her passenger side door. We looked at one another before she took the car out of park, driving onward.
"Who do this to you?"
"I did."
"No, stop make lie and tell me who beat your face."
"Chrystal." Honestly, I was tired of the shit and tired of trying to sound witty. I didn't want to lie about anything to Gen.
"Girlfriend, right?"
"Ex-girlfriend with extreme prejudice and a softball bat." Gen glanced over from the wheel with a flash of emotion.
"It okay to hit back sometime; not be nice to pig!! The anger was palpable in her voice. Her thick accent almost made it hard to understand what she was saying.
"I couldn't, I was tied up." I found some tissues and wipes in her glove compartment.
"I want make her sit on bat; all the way up ass!"
"No, don't Gen. I don't want you getting involved, it's very dangerous, in fact, you can just let me out on the next block."
"No, I will not do that; I have you, safe."
"Where are you taking me?" She turned on the radio as another ambulance sped past us. Gen kept glancing over at me as some ethnic sounding music filled the small car. Gen had this weird hunched over posture as she drove looking ultimately uncomfortable. I figured she didn't drive a lot, mainly chauffeured or driven around by suitors as we left the downtown area. She used side streets avoiding the freeway confirming my suspicions.
"Home."
We ended up in a quiet, residential area as Gen pulled her car into an alley between a small building at the end of the block and some homes. It was situated behind an ethnic strip mall in a side of town where mostly, old retirees lived. The morning was fast approaching as she tooled down the short, cobblestoned alley parking in front of someone's garage. The specter of fear crept about my person as she put the vehicle in park looking over at me, silent.
"I don't think this is a good idea." I commented breaking the silence.
"I not care, get out."
Gen and I exchanged glances for a prolonged period of time in a battle of wills, briefly before she reached over unsnapping my seat belt allowing my tired frame to slump over in the seat. She yanked her keys out of the ignition stepping angrily out of her car to the back porch of an adjacent building. I watched her unlock and prop open a rear entrance on the first floor porch before returning to the driver's side of the car.
"Come, I help you inside."
"It's not safe Gen, I'm not safe to be around."
"Oh shit, man; Hlúpy zadok, snažím sa ti pomôcť! You get from car or I blow horn til you do!!" She punched the horn on her steering wheel for emphasis As I reluctantly complied half toppling onto the pavement. The thin woman was quickly at my side pulling hard on one of my arms, genuinely using her strength to get me into her apartment. I shooed away her efforts, stumbling into a tiny kitchen collapsing on my butt. It was sparsely furnished with a modest vintage stove, refridgerator, table and chairs. Everything seemed a third smaller than it was supposed to be making me doubt the realitly of the situation even further. My head was throbbing a bit as I foiund myself looking down at the linoleum floor. Gen snapped her fingers right in front of my face motioning to an adjacent corridor equally small and dark. I was feeling it in my abdomen opting to use all fours to enter the bathroom where Iwas shoved into the tub.
"I park car, you stay here!"
I was more exhausted than I realized losing focus a number of times before I realized she had gone. The tub seemed overly deep with the sides riding high with my left leg hanging over the side facing the door. Gen returned sans her hooded jacket wearing a white baseball t-shirt over her bluejeaned jeggings, glancing down at me concerned. Her posture was shaky and nervous, denoting a person that was working things out on the fly. Gen tugged at my shirt finding it difficult due to my dead weight, groaning in frustration when I just laid there.
"You are hurt, I help but you make it difficult. Bad thing happen to you and you want to lay here like petulant child. I will not let you do this." She reached over tuning the faucet showering me with artic cold water. That did the trick making me sit upright allowing Gen to quickly strip the shirt away from my body. She was quick, soaking some hand towels in bodywash scrubbing the filth from my torso. I wasn't much help, but she took it in stride moderating the temperature of the water until it was lukewarm.
"What this?" She pinched my bicep making me wince. I found what looked like two or three puncture marks there in close proximity to one another.
"What the hell?" It appeared April or somebody else stacked the deck and explained the strange emotional bender I was continuously going in and out of since escaping.
"You shoot up; you hype?"
"No, I don't do drugs, never have Gen. Somebody did this to me, honest." She sat back on her haunches beside the tub, silently evaluating me. It was a long shot she'd believe me considering the condition I'd been found in at the park.
"Drug dealer fucks try to give you hot shot." She commented visibly uneasy.
"I don't shoot up, Gen, I don't do drugs."
"Explain me why you beat up and lay in park like bum?" She leaned over pulling a loofah sponge from a bucket underneath her sink continuing to clean the dirt and leaves from my back.
"I got this call, yeah-call from Malaya telling me to come meet her at this building, but I was unsure, so I tried to find a way to get in without alerting anybody. But I was caught and well, you know the rest. April must have been the one who gave me the drugs, probably after she stripped me."
"You say April person; in car you say shitty girlfriend do this thing."
"She came later, they wanted me to tell them about Malaya."
"What about Malaya?" I realized what I was saying to Gen. This was her friend who'd introduced us in the first place. My mind wandered to Jong Park, another "friend" of Malaya Padilla. I remembered Malaya mentioning Gen the first night I'd hooked up with Jong Park, a sycophant who idolized Carry Anne McIntyre doing her bidding, going so far as to sleep with me on multiple occasions. April wanted to know who Malaya was and she was Gen's friend. I just stared back unsure of how to answer.
"What?"
"Uhm, they wanted to know where-she was; they were mad at her." She stared at me, her big, expressive eyes darting back and forth processing. The hair on the back of my neck was standing up not knowing what would happen next. I was sitting in a half filled bathtub and she was kneeling beside me in a dominant position if drowning was on her mind. I'd just found out that I'd been shot up with something and I knew Malaya was more than she appeared with extreme prejudice. What about Gen?
"I tell you something?"
"What?"
"When I little, family was very, very poor. My father was bastard who drink, fuck and beat on mother without end. So, one night we run far; we find life away difficult but better without violence. But mother want things now, she steal and steal until she caught. I sent back to father who beat me and treat me like dog. I meet Malaya, we friends, and I find that she is very different. She do things to make trouble for people, bad people. She help me run away, stay away from father but I pay big price. I want to be strong, tough but she just help me go to school here. I'm happy, Malaya is friend to me." It still felt like Gen was withholding something from me.
"Why are you telling me this now?"
"Because you don't trust; you think I am bad."
"Gen."
"I know eyes, I know what people feel when they look a way. My mother Roma, she pass me this gift of knowing. You think I am bad." Her beautiful face was crestfallen as she dropped the sponge into the dirty bath water. I was still wearing my pants.
"I'm sorry, Gen."
"Okay, I sorry too; you lie to me when I ask Malaya, right?"
"They said she wasn't real; her name wasn't real, Gen. They wanted to find out who she was and why she was causing trouble. Then, the bag went over my head and I got my ass beat." Gen was staring directly into my eyes and it was strange because I could almost feel the intrusion. She'd admitted to being gypsy either half or whole, but I doubted that had anything to do with our situation of tentative trust at this moment.
"Tell me everything, friend, please."
"Malaya was there Gen; they caught her and beat her in front of me with that bat. Uhm, a couple of nights ago, she called me to this place. It was an underground club for rich assholes who uhm, liked their privacy. I did some things while I was there that almost got me hurt. I did something with this woman, my girlfriend's older sister who was there. I wanted revenge for what they did. Ms. Frakkes played me, she got your picture off the net and lied, insinuated she'd paid you to be with me." Gen looked progressively horrified as I explained. I still didn't fully trust her but knew I was in no condition to stop this woman from hurting me if she so chose.
"You fuck this Frakkes?"
"The club was for women; the men inside were escorts; I was pretending to be an escort. We wore masks and April was the promoter, the boss."



"April?"
"Yeah, she beat Malaya with the bat first; then she questioned me before selling my ass to Ms. Frakkes. SHE FUCKING SOLD ME, GEN!! They put a bag on my head and Chrystal got her fondest wish, swinging for the fences using my head as a baseball. Somehow, just beating the shit out of me wasn't good enough, Chrystal wanted me to know it was her. Bitch ripped the bag off my head." It hurt just recounting my ordeal.
"How you get away?"
"Your friend; she got loose somehow and brought the pain. Even came back for me; I didn't do shit, wasn't the hero or nothing!! I was just scared I was going to die!! Malaya just gave me a gun, then went off to shoot more people, I guess."
"Go on, tell rest. You leave her behind?" Gen was rubbing my back, softly caressing the shallow cuts and welts. I twisted a bit as her soft hand passed over them.
"NO!! I climbed out of a window, there were people running around looking for us!! I almost got caught but the fuckers started chasing someone who was on a bike. I just ran away, Gen!" I couldn't look her in the face, I felt like a coward.
Gen reared up straightening her back, towering over me for a few seconds before embracing me tightly. Her Face was pressed against the side of my head, breathing hard before she pulled back with her cheeks glistening from tears. I still had trouble looking her in the eye due to a combination of shame and humiliation at being seen in this state. She ran more water into the tub scrubbing the filth from my body as the water became dirtier until it was an inky mess. She abruptly pulled the plug allowing the soupy mess to drain out.
"Stand." I hesitated for a second before rising slow feeling every bit of the story the night had beat onto my body, still wearing my jeans. Gen was nearly my height, but I had the advantage due to the tub as her hands went to unsnap the soggy, jeans covering the lower half of my person. I stopped her, covering her hands with my own. I didn't want to bare myself to her feeling unworthy, and she seemed to understand backing off.
"The pants, I will wash them for you." Gen turned her back allowing me to peel them off and toss them on the tiled floor.
"Thanks."
"No need, it is what must be done."
"Uhm no, for everything, I mean." I stumbled over my words as she retrieved my pants from the floor respecting my feelings without looking back.
"Maybe you save your sorry for later." Gen opened a narrow cabinet near the door removing some extra towels and placing them on the closed toilet seat.
"Gen."
"Take shower, I did not get everything; then we eat." With that as she was gone as I turned the silver knob taking a full blast of steaming hot water. I scrubbed and washed myself back to a semblance of humanity, just soaking in the water for a long while afterwards. I mustered the courage to leave the comfort of the shower finally taking a look at my battered features in the mirror over the sink. The small bathroom was stuffed to the gills with all manner of beauty products and other accessories. I figured it was swag from her modeling gigs. My left eyes was puffed up, swollen while my nose still looked basically normal, unlike a swollen lower lip. There was a dried up streak of blood emanating from my left ear as a result of the next to last bat strike from Chrystal before everything went to hell. I dried off also finding a thin, cotton robe that covered my business just above the thighs. I figured it was good enough to have dinner in with this woman who'd taken me in despite the obvious trouble I represented. It took a few minutes before I was able to find the courage, opening the door traversing the short corridor to her kitchen. The smell of a stew of some sort wafted through Gen's apartment.
"Fuck me." Malaya was sitting at the kitchen table.
Gen was standing over her, there was a first-aid kit on the table top and she appeared to be stitching up the woman's forehead near the temple. Malaya was wearing an extra-large t-shirt and nothing else.
"FUCK IS THIS SHIT?!!" Before I'd even realized it, a kitchen knife was in my hand as Malaya followed suite shoving Gen roughly aside, snatching a knife from the table top. She crouched low to the floor as if preparing to pounce as Gen found herself between us. Malaya was breathing hard, almost animalistic displaying the dangerous vicious streak, I'd witnessed earlier.
"Be calm, very calm my friend or she will open your neck." Gen raised both of her hands trying to defuse the situation.
"You're in on all this crazy shit, Gen-WHAT IS GOING ON, HERE?!!"
"I-I am not a part of your troubles, but I am friend to Malaya. Please don't move fast, she is more than you can deal, I know this is true." Her words were measured and to the point as she underlined what we both knew. Malaya hadn't moved from the crouching position she'd assumed but her darting eyes suggested she was already several steps ahead of me and she was the only one who could tell me what the fuck was going on.
"Why're you helping her?"
"She help me; I did not really explain before. Here it is then; my father sell me to some men he owe money, big money. I was captured in house with other girls for prostitution; Malaya was there too. She take job for me, then make big trouble for the men. She make father leave home and give me money to come here to school. She say I owe favor and nothing more to pay back dept."
"Gen?" She slowly turned measuring her steps until her pretty face was all I could see. The knife slipped from my hand to hers as the aroma of fresh honeysuckle filled my nostrils. Just looking at her calmed my nerves as she dropped the knife in her kitchen sink. Malaya relaxed slowly standing against the back door as Gen touched my cheek softly with this reassuring smile.
"So, this is the favor?"
"No, she find mother for me. This, is inconvenience I did not ask for." Before I could ask another question, Gen reached around me into an adjacent, oblong cabinet in a flash of movement brandishing a Lupara. She pivoted aiming the sawed off shotgun directly at Malaya's face, her own wearing a mask of undeniable rage.
"Povedal som si MALAYA! Povedal som, že NEBUDETE PRESŤAHOVAŤ MY DOM!" Gen snarled in her native language. There was no way Malaya would be able to avoid a full blast to the face as she dropped her knife to the kitchen floor.
"Bolo to nevyhnutné, môj priateľ; Ospravedlňujem sa za poruchu, ale je dôležité, aby som svoju prácu dokončila. Budeš ma teraz zastreliť alebo ustúpiš, mrcha?" Malaya replied calmly, effortlessly communicating in Gen's native Slovak.
"I want to know what-THE FUCK is this SHIT all about, Malaya!!" The Asian woman before me was sporting damage of her own replete with a classic shiner circling her right eye. Her narrow eyes darted in my direction as a familiar smirk signaled the burial of her violence prone aspect.
"Butterfly effect; heard of it right?"
"That shitty movie with Ashton Kutcher?!!-Fuck you!!"
"Don't be fucking dense after all the trouble I went through to save your ass. The "Butterfly Effect" I'm referring to involves chaos theory, babe. It's the idea that initial conditions in which a small change in one state of a deterministic nonlinear system can result in large differences in a later state. Geez, I guess it is like that fucking Ashton Kutcher movie." Malaya snickered for a brief moment as Gen lost it shoving the butt of the shotgun into her gut causing the shorter girl to double over. The barrel of the weapon pushed into her cheek likely deterring Malaya from attempting to snatch it away.
"Okay I get it, what are you trying to change and what does it have to do with me screwing around with the McIntyre family?"
"Toss a pebble into a pool of calm and watch the ripples radiate outward in ever larger circles; you're my pebble."
"For what; what is going on Malaya?!"
"Robert McIntyre."
"Chrystal's father?!!" I hadn't thought of him once since I'd left the McIntyre home after that fateful threesome with Carry Anne and my ex-girlfriend. After initially meeting Courtney and by proxy Malaya, I hadn't given the McIntyre patriarch another thought. Carry Anne popped up in my neck of the woods bringing turmoil into my life that escalated out of control with her jealousy and anger over being "criminalized" as she put it for desiring my member enough to take it. I'd admitted my part in the situation for taking her mother to bed with extreme prejudice. Mr. McIntyre had faded into memory.
"His company is in bed with MTH Corp in Japan; there's going to be a merger that doesn't sit well with interested parties. I was deployed to stir the pot while associates weakened the deal on both sides. I tried it from the other side in Tokyo. Targeted Mr. Fujiyama's right hand Ide Matsushita; more specifically his daughter Nana Matsushita. Set up a wild ride for her on the morning commute to school. Didn't work out; she didn't tell."
"Malaya?"
"Oh trust me, you would have loved getting your hands on her, brother. Nana caused the slightest bit of scandal, but MTH covered the shit up prompting me to travel stateside. Same trick, different result as you well know. All that shit with you did what I wanted, but they called the 'uber bitch."
"So, this shit is about some business deal?"
"Partly, these assholes are captains of industry; their back room meetings cause ripple effects throughout the world and they aren't exactly altruistic. You don't get it; we're just trying to make it the world these assholes lie and say it is, all the while shoving a fist up everyone's cornhole."
"POLICTICS, FUCKING POLITICS?!!"
"Helped your ass out, didn't I? They were going to make you the big dicked "Bogeyman" motherfucker, scare all the white women under their beds, while those same bitches rubbing it out to that awesome cock of yours. You're an afterthought now, so why so serious black?"
"Fuck you Malaya." Gen hissed withdrawing the weapon.
"Oh, you really gonna go there with me, Gen?" Malaya taunted, as I considered trying to throttle her.
"I tell you not bring trouble here."
"But he's so cute and already housebroken." Malaya helped herself to some stew on the stove, pouring a portion of it into a small plastic bowl. We watched her resume her seat at the table eating without another word. I had to admit that people really were little more than chess pieces to her.
"So, what now?" I asked.
"Huh?" Malaya regarded me with a raised eyebrow.
"Hey, you caused a bunch of shit to happen, some people are probably dead because of it and I have the McIntyre family on my ass. You think Ms. Frakkes is going to let this shit go; and what about April?"
"So uhm, what's your point, exactly?"
"PEOPLE WANT US DEAD, MALAYA!!" Gen flanked me with her trusty Lupara looking ready to use it if the Asian woman made a sudden move. Malaya stared at both of us for a few seconds before cleaning her bowl.
"Gen don't shoot me before I have another bowl; you make the best Kapustnica I've ever had, stateside." Malaya offered up her bowl wanting more of the stew.
"Fuck." Malaya covertly reached down setting some keys on the table in front of us.
"Borrowed your bike; April's goons found it a few blocks down from the empty Brownstone I sent you to under duress. Honestly, pliers on the nipple is a good way to motivate a person to go against their own interests." She lifted the extra large shirt flashing the tortured breast at both of us.
"Shit."
"The idea was to pick you up when you went to the address, but you were loitering outside right in front of those assholes. So, that disgusting old woman went out and got you herself. April is one dedicated bitch when let off the chain. I'm going to enjoy her thoroughly when we have time to catch up." Gen lowered her weapon staring at Malaya holding the bowl aloft, before returning the shotgun to its hiding place, begrudgingly. She motioned for me to sit at the table before filling Malaya's bowl and a second for me.
"You are shit magnet."
"Neboli ste si sťažoval, keď som si vzal jeden pre tím všetkých Albáncov. Povedali ste svojmu milencovi o tom, že robí "práce" pre otca najdrahšieho?" Malaya's dialect was flawless visibly affecting Gen who stopped filling the bowls staring pointedly. Gen covered her mouth with her hand placing the bowls roughly in front of us before walking out of her kitchen leaving us alone together.
"What'd you say to her?"
"You don't want the answer to that question; instead I have a question for you."
"Oh yeah, what the fuck is that, huh Malaya?"
"We still in business together or not?"
"What'd you say to Gen?"
Malaya reached into a tin on the table pulling out a loaf of sourdough bread. She tore a big jagged chunk off, dipping it into the bowl sopping up the remaining bits of stew. I noticed her eyes never left me for an instant. She leaned back in the chair studying my battered features while I did the same. She truly looked different without the thick horn-rimmed glasses I was accustomed to seeing her wearing. Her face was decidedly oval shaped with eyes that were ethnically slanted, perhaps more than you'd expect considering her Asian heritage. Those eyes underlined the enigma inherent in her very existence. The self-described "Agent of Chaos" was all that and more. Truth be told, after watching her get out of a sure death situation causing absolute mayhem in the process; I didn't know if I could refuse her. I'd truly be dead or worse if it weren't for the woman sitting in front of me.
"You two seriously need to get a room; I'm talking business here. I'm talking about helping you get your life back, everything they took from you and all you care about is bruised feelings. You need to get your fucking head on straight, because your window of opportunity is closing fast. Yeah, I want to use you a little more, brother. I swear that if you listen to me, you're going to be one smiling motherfucker when its over. I always keep my promises, so just let me keep my tiny hand up your ass a little bit longer, okay?" This woman had some serious verbal skills selling me on her intent even after all I'd been through, but her exchange with Gen concerned me. Maybe she had something over her head as well?
"What about Gen; you'll leave her alone too?"
"Stop being such a simp; why don't you go talk to her about that shit. When I walk out the door later, I'm taking your salvation with me and you can hold your own nuts."
"Is Malaya even your real name?"
"If it isn't, how's that going to change your situation, fuck boy? Does it make my pussy feel any different? Shit, I thought we talked about this already the last time we fucked." I was honestly intimidated as she spoke down to me.
"I think I got fucked."
"Go talk to her; oh yeah, you gonna eat this?" She didn't wait for me to answer snatching up my remaining stew.
I walked down the short hallway finding an unfamiliar door adjacent to the bathroom. It was obviously Gen's bedroom door. I hesitated, standing in the corridor for a few minutes. My mind was ablaze wondering what Malaya said to upset her enough to make her leave the room. I figured out that Gen was gauging my involvement in the rising chaos. She knew the woman better than me and what she was capable of. The Lupara hidden in the kitchen was evidence of the danger represented by Malaya Padilla. The hurt on her face was evidence enough of the hold that this Agent of Chaos had on the people she supposedly helped. Part of me suspected something seedy and outright shocking from Gen's reaction, I doubted I wanted to hear it.
"Come inside." I rapped lightly at her door.
The inside of Gen's bedroom was rectangular, small and a little cramped between a daybed, and large utilitarian old school dresser. There was a tiny television on a luggage rack at the end of her bed while a large cardboard box was filled with discarded clothing. Gen was standing facing the dresser with her arms on top of it holding a tiny framed photo. She looked over at me with a weak smile waving me inside. There wasn't much room inside as I got partially behind her looking at the photo too. There were three people in the photograph standing in a wooded area, all wearing matching white sweaters and orange vests. I noticed the scratched out face of the man in the photo next to a pretty blonde who looked kind of like Gen. The little girl in the picture was obviously standing beside me.
"What you see?"
"A happy family."
"Look again." I stared closer finding that little girl and her mother wore strained, fake looking smiles. The head of the guy was scratched out, but his posture screamed selfishness with hands stuffed deep in his pockets. Gen's mother was standing at an angle and the little girl was skewed towards her, away from the father.
"She come to my room, tell me we go to wood, family holiday. Something wrong, but she keep fake smile on face. Father not talk in car, I see we go very far from home, mother say we happy. We sing songs, we play word games. Father no talk, just smoke one cigarette after another. We go very, very far in wood where no people. We take picture, then I sit alone while father go off with mother. It long time so I go looking..." I was already getting horrified listening to her personal history.
"I hear cry, much like sheep sound; but it is mother. I find that she is made to be like dog, down on hands and knees, pants down. Father is making hard fuck in wrong hole, making her cry. I see gun pointed at head. He means to shoot her, but I cry out; I run but he catches me. Tells me, mother pay for our life. We drive home, it is quiet."
"Gen, why do you have this picture?"
"Not want forget, life can go any minute." Her big, expressive eyes looked into mine pleading. I ran my hand down the small of her back trying to comfort her.
"Gen?"
"You have many problems, many difficulties; I have many joys here. I go to school, I have friends and job, I like; but you make problem. Malaya necessary evil, Malaya part of me and now part of you. She take favor for help, but the cost. Too much to handle, she will take more."
"No, I won't let her; I'll just go to the cops and tell them what's going on."
"You not understand, let Malaya finish her work. Walk beside her...try not to burn in her wake. Do what you must, I not get in way. I keep very little, appreciate life given. This not problem I want."
"I DIDN'T WANT ANY OF THIS!!" I screamed in fear; Gen silenced me with a single finger placed to my lips.
"I know, I know; listen to me. I have work, job in Miami. Do what you must with Malaya but be gone when I get back or you see gun in closet up close."
"Please Gen, I'm sorry for everything; we never had a chance. I-I didn't want any of this to happen, I got caught up!"
"I know, you must be free to do thing Malaya want. I am leaving to airport, use my home and leave key in mail slot. You not be here when I return. Let me find you, then we have real moment." She pressed a single key into my palm before reaching behind her bedroom door for an overnight bag. I was devastated finding a seat on her bed as she paused in the doorway staring longingly in my direction. I wanted to convince her otherwise, but Malaya was waiting along with a host of bad guys just outside her door. The story she'd related gave pause to my desires and actions. How else could she see me other than as some troublemaker? But she'd saved me from succumbing, pulled me into her car and brought me home for what? I was being dumped without having had the relationship in the first place. When I looked up, she'd already gone. I was left there sitting on her bed, alone.
"Don't look so hurt; what'd you expect?" I looked up finding Malaya in the doorway.
"I don't know, but I'm not talking to you about it."
"That's fair; what about us? I wanna know what you want."



"What do you mean? I want my fucking life back the way it was without all this crazy shit and..."
"Gen?"
"Maybe, but I don't deserve her; fuck, we just met a little while ago and it's over before it could've ever begun."
"Then why'd I fix you up?"
"Huh?" I glanced over finding Malaya holding onto the doorframe using it to remain upright. The extra-large t-shirt hung loose on her body with some minute blotches of blood on her back.
"I thought you two would look cute together; lord knows Gen needed a good fuck, but all this McIntyre shit got in the way after I fixed you up with Dean Brennan."
"Why the fuck did you fix me up with Dean Brennan, then?"
"Hold it up stud, I needed access to her office, besides you'd already fucked her anyway. How was I supposed to know she'd take that non-disclosure shit, seriously? Courtney ragged her out to her bitch mother and that was all she wrote. Dean Brennan needed a serious fuck after that tongue lashing from her daughter about being a hypocrite. Catherine supposedly fucked her life up for getting some black cock back in the day."
"Sent Carry Anne away for fucking the handy man, and you saw an opportunity to manipulate somebody, huh?"
"Sure as fuck I did, you still fucked her again, so don't piss on my dick, brother. It's work, that's all it is for me; a fucking job that has to be done. Did you ever stop to consider that she knew what was going to happen to you all along and stood by and did nothing? That Ms. Frakkes bitch was even staying at her house!! Are you going to stay perpetually color struck or are you gonna get a fucking clue?!!" Malaya continued peeling back the layers of my complicated situation like leaves on an artichoke. She suddenly dropped down on her butt, hard. It was almost like somebody had pulled a plug out of her.
"Hey, you okay?"
"Hey gotta take a times out brother, help me into the tub. Come on, I'm not trying anything man, just fucking help me, please." I was somewhat leery, but still helped her into the bathroom, sitting her on the toilet.
"Run me some water, please." I found myself in Gen's role, running some lukewarm water into the tub before finding that Malaya had lifted the seat. We exchanged glances for a second before I looked away nervous. She yelped alerting me as I found her leaning back against the seat head pointed towards the ceiling, breathing hard.
"We're fucked up." I commented remembering the beating we'd both taken from April and Chrystal.
"Help me into the tub and leave me alone for a couple of hours." She looked sickly, almost vulnerable light as a feather as I lifted her, setting her in the water. She peeled off the shirt revealing some bruising and shallow cuts on her back. The t-shirt was stained with little droplets of blood. I noticed some blood intermingling with the water which emanated from her sex.
"Fuck, Malaya." My eye caught her bruised breast again.
"You care, I'm touched, really; come on, go kick rocks, bright eyes." I started to walk out but made the mistake of noticing some washers, ball bearings and other items inside the toilet. I turned around facing Malaya, conflicted.
"Yeah buddy, they were working me over for hours; imagine all that inside you while some fat cunt uses a large vibrator on your clit. Look I appreciate that you wanna white knight me even though you know I deserved it on some level, but I really need a little privacy to get it together." I closed the door behind me, honoring her wishes. Some pained gasps and whines followed me out.
I was in with both feet, something had to be done about all the trouble the McIntyre's caused and she was the only one who could take care of things. I recalled my first meeting with Ms. Frakkes and how she'd had the CCTV cameras turned off inside the interrogation room at the police station, her relative ease in dealing with April and how she casually watched me being beaten with a bat. Her attitude went beyond intitled with her younger sister Chrystal at the other end of the spectrum. My ex-girlfriend was unstable and dangerous, criminal minded and now, murderous. I'd refused to give her what she wanted, and it had driven her over the edge. Chrystal was now determined to destroy me for that denial, more than any of the other women I'd slept with in her family. Carry Anne had irreparably damaged her daughter by taking her on a trip she deemed necessary for the young girl to become a woman igniting a never ending rivalry. I guess I was supposed to break her never ending losing streak to her mother but failed none the less.
"Hey, I need some help back here!!" Malaya called out from the bathroom. I found her still soaking in the tub. There were a large number of stained towels on the tiled floor. She was reclining looking at me through half open eyes. I would've thought her asleep if she hadn't called out to me.
"There's a tote bag in the living room, get it for me." I retrieved the bag from the living room returning it to Malaya. I was lost, unable to find some familiar ground finding her sitting on the edge of the tub wrapped in the last towel. I set the bag down at her feet not knowing what to expect as she kneeled unzipping it to produce a smaller bag containing her makeup. She placed this on the edge of the sink along with a thick roll of gauze and some square padding of similar material. Malaya covered her damaged breast with the padding, tapping it to her skin before regarding me.
"Can you help me with this gauze, I can't do it by myself." I helped her use the roll, wrapping it around both breasts as she adjusted it slimming it down before motioning towards a nude colored sports bra in the tote. She winced as she covered the gauze padding, adjusting it so that it was hidden under the material. Next, she removed some Vaseline prodding me into covering the shallow cuts on her back.
"Maybe you should see a doctor."
"Not in this town, maybe later; get that little black bag for me, cutie." This turned out to be another makeup kit. Its interior contained some flesh colored base that she began applying to the bruises on her abdomen and thighs, perfectly blending it with her own light, olive tone.
"They messed you up."
"They didn't do shit; just got my attention and they will regret it." She opened the other kit, applying makeup to her face erasing the evidence of her capture. I watched her become the person I'd met outside of Dean Brennan's office. She applied some darkened crimson lipstick, glancing over at me.
"What?" Malaya gave me a light peck on the lips that was more friendly than anything else.
"You're really a good guy, I'll make sure you're okay when this is over. I wish that I'd just fixed you up with Gen and left it at that, but I had to follow my nature; you didn't deserve that and I'm sorry, okay?"
"Yeah, sure." She leaned against the counter examining my face before retrieving a small case containing a spare set of horn-rimmed glasses.
"Picture perfect, right?"
"Sure."
"Gonna watch me finish getting dressed or are you waiting outside; I mean unfortunately I'm going to be on the bench for a while, sexually speaking. I won't rule out a blowjob if it will make you feel better."
"I'm going."
"Hey, party favors." She tossed me an android phone.
"What's this?"
"It's yours, I cloned it a while back; don't judge." Malaya was already pulling some black Adidas tights over her muscular legs with great effort. I left her alone finding all of my information intact on my phone along with a large number of messages. There were at least a hundred from Chrystal that I had no interest in answering. I accidentally activated a message attached to one message finding a simple video of Chrystal's face in extreme closeup. She was visibly shaken, crying as mascara ran down her face making her look as crazy as she was on the inside. She appeared to be inside a bathroom sitting down. A series of loud knocks on the door interrupted whatever she was thinking of saying or confessing. I got curious scrolling through some of the other unfamiliar numbers before clicking on another.
"Hey man, you'd better have the money or we gonna get it fixed; ya hear dawg?!! DON'T FUCK IT UP AGAIN, MA' NIGGA!! PICK UP!! PICK UP!! WE WANT OUR MONEY DAWG!!" The hard, raspy voice on the other end of the line was completely alien to me. I had no idea who he was or what he was talking about. Ms. Frakkes seemed to be covering her trail in case I hadn't made it out of that building alive during the shootout.
"Fucking bitch."
"What's up; listening to those alibi messages, huh?" Malaya walked into Gen's living room with a large hoodie draped over her arm and a pair of black sneakers in the other, sitting down in front of me.
"Alibi messages?"
"Yeah, idea is you get somebody to call the victim's phone leaving threatening messages from a burner phone for the cops to find later during the investigation. This is done just prior to either kidnapping or killing the target to muddy the waters; so, you definitely weren't making it out of there even before they bagged you."
"Fuck."
Malaya slipped on some crew socks as I noticed one of her big toes had a stripped away toenail. She noticed me looking turning away from me to slip on the sneakers. I scrolled through my phone finding at least two more "alibi messages" and a twerking video that Courtney McIntyre sent sometime after I'd left the Brennan estate. Malaya had this phone for an extended period of time making me wonder the "mischief" it had been used for behind my back.
"Pretty shitty, huh brother?"
"I never would've though in a million years that it would end of like this. I met Chrystal at a fucking campus party, we lived together and talked about marriage for fuck's sake."
"Regretting that big fat ass of hers? You regretting all of the top flight pussy you've received from that one initial hookup? That is what I've been talking about this whole fucking time; that Butterfly Effect.
Thinking perhaps that if you'd just stuck with the girl you arrived with or went home with anyone else, none of this would've happened to you?"
"She tried to beat me to death with a fucking bat!"
"Makes you wonder about her upbringing, huh?" Malaya slipped the hoodie over her head completing a transformation back to some semblance of a normal appearance.
"Well...yeah, now that you mention it."
"Why don't you ask them, her parents I mean."
"Yeah right, you're joking about that shit, right?"
"No."
"Hello, toxic fucking relationship on all sides, Malaya! Carry Anne started all this shit in the first place because I didn't want to be her boy toy!!"
"Calm-the-fuck down, I wasn't talking about queen pawg; maybe you could address the situation with her husband, Robert McIntyre." Malaya tied her hair off into a simple ponytail.
"Hey girl, give me some of that shit you were smoking in Gen's bathroom. Robert McIntyre is a fucking cuck to the hundredth degree. His wife literally duck taped that motherfucker to a dolly and locked his ass in their bedroom closet so that he could see us having a threesome with his daughter!"
"Sounds hot."
"Sounds fucked up."
"I'm serious, let's just open a dialogue." I realized she was serious, but I knew something she didn't.
"Well, he's cutting some business deal out of town; so we can't talk to him anyway."
"So, that's a no, huh?"
"Did you not hear me; he's out of town anyway, probably on that business deal you're trying to disrupt.
Even if I wanted to, he's not available Malaya."
"I bet you a thousand dollars, he is available." She reached down on the side of Gen's loveseat retrieving a half motorcycle helmet.
"He's not available, Malaya."
"Pussy."
"Alright, thousand dollars, bitch." She retrieved my helmet from the same side of spiking it into my gut.
*************************************************************************************
"You owe me a thousand dollars." Malaya quipped as we watched Mr. McIntyre walk out of a hotel conference room with a phalanx of other suits. I noticed all of them were either Caucasian or Asian lending credence to the story presented by Malaya of some corporate fuckery.
"Great, another debt I can't pay."
"Don't worry about it rube, we'll settle up later." I remained sitting on the bench in the corridor as she bounced over tapping Mr. McIntyre on the shoulder. I watched them exchange pleasantries for a few seconds before he looked in my direction panicked. He waved at some of his associates watching as they walked down the corridor before approaching me.
"What are you doing here? You shouldn't be here; what if my wife finds out?" The elder McIntyre and supposed patriarch of their family was whispering as if someone were listening and this was not lost on me.
"You don't know your fucking wife is making my life a living hell since I left that weekend?" He looked sickly and overly anxious at the mention of Carry Anne.
"Look that's got nothing to do with me; take it up with her." He was still whispering as Malaya stood off to the side taking in everything.
"Really, you're just gonna bury your head in the sand?"
"Look. I'm really busy right now; this stuff you're talking about is going to have to wait until I close this deal. I thought you broke up with my daughter; why're you still hanging around?"
"Yeah, I dumped her for lying to me and helping Carry Anne turn me into a sex toy. But your wife and daughter aren't through with me, sir! They even brought in your other daughter, Ms. Frakkes!!"
"Karen is here helping me close an important deal; this is REALLY IMPORTANT!! I've been working on it since you were at my house that weekend." He was definitely getting antsy as our budding argument began to bloom.
"Yet you weren't too busy to watch me SCREW your WIFE and DAUGHTER!!"
"WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME?!!" I struck a nerve as Malaya closed the distance between us pushing her thick glasses up on her nose.
"Let's keep our heads gentlemen."
"Who are you again?"
"Malaya Padilla, I'm involved." He shook his head trying to make sense of her answer, but I wasn't finished.
"Why don't you take some fucking control of your life for once!"
"HEY PAL!!" We jostled, but Malaya intervened again wrapping her arms around his torso moving a few steps back. Mr. McIntyre gave her an annoyed look, between mad dogging me like he wanted to box.
"Are the rumors true that you made your wife hide her love child away so that you could keep up appearances among the rich elite. Did you think having an illegitimate child around would hamper your career?!! ARE YOU A BIGOT, ROBERT MCINTYRE!!"
"What, NO!! UHM, WHO ARE YOU AGAIN?!!" Malaya's needling had got to him again as she pressed into his chest with an accusatory finger.
"Malaya Padilla, didn't you hear me the first time?"
"You know his fucking daughter tried to BUY ME, like a SLAVE; on several occasions this past few days!!" I caught on to the game doing my part to disorient the McIntyre patriarch.
"Is that really TRUE, MR. ROBERT MCINTYRE?!! Is your daughter and corporate attaché, KAREN FRAKKES, a WHITE SLAVER?!!"
"More like a black slaver if you ask me." I added plainly with a shrug of my shoulders as Malaya glanced over almost laughing in his face. She has a fistful of Robert's jacket sleeve kind of yanking and shoving the agitated man.
"YOU A REPORTER OR SOMETHING, LADY?!!"
"I'm a seeker of the truth; does MTH Corp. know your daughter makes NASTY ASS, SEX TAPES with BLACK GUY RAPPERS?!! Does Japan APPROVE of Chrystal McIntyre? She's your daughter, didn't you RAISE her RIGHT while you were FORCING YOUR WIFE to IGNORE HER HALF-BLACK LOVE CHILD?!!"
"LADY, WHO ARE YOU?!!"
"Malaya Padilla, she said it two times already, Bob." I shrugged again as he tried to pry her hand away from his sleeve.
"ANSWER THE QUESTION, BOB!! WHY DID YOUR DAUGHTER VANDALIZE A STATUE ON CAMPUS WHILE VISITING HER SISTER WHO WAS OFF SLEEPING WITH BIG, BLACK GANGSTUHS, HUH DICK?!!"
"Yeah, you kept asking me if I was GAY; but I said NO!! Asked me more than one time but I don't go that way, sir. Besides, I was sleeping with your daughters...and your WIFE!!"
"YOU-FUCKING NIG-UH, BASTARD!!"
"OH WOW!! You were going to say the N-Word, weren't you?" It almost looked like they were doing this sort of comical waltz as they struggled with one another.
"NOOOOOO!!"
"MTH Corp does business with BIGOTS!! YOU TEACH YOUR KIDS THAT HATRED?!!" Malaya pressed in further almost looking like she were going to kiss him. I found myself light on my feet unintentionally matching their movements.
"GET OFF!!"
"Explains everything; you know, your daughter BEAT ME with a SOFTBALL BAT!!" I added for good measure.
"YUH-YOU DESERVED IT!! GET OFF ME YOU UH-!!"
"Oh, you were gonna call me a fucking slope or something? WOULD IT BE BETTER IF YOUR HALF-BLACK DAUGHTER was part ASIAN, or do you HATE all NON-WHITE ETHNICITIES? WHAT ABOUT CAPRI JOHNSON -CAPRI JOHNSON?!!" Malaya pressed him for answers to her rapid fire barrage of questions.
"THAT'S MY WIFE'S MISTAKE, HER BUSINESS WITH-THAT PERSON, FUCK YOU!!" Robert McIntyre punctuated his statement shoving Malaya on her butt stalking off down the corridor. She was already laughing heartily at her ploy. She motioned for me to help her up and when I did, she shoved an elbow into my chest before hitting an adjacent exit. I followed her out worried that Mr. McIntyre was calling security or the cops. I barely caught up to her two blocks down. Malaya was staring at a phone.
"What'd you steal?" She smiled removing her glasses tossing them to me.
"Cloned his phone and recorded the whole conversation. Imagine what a little creative editing and social media will do to that fucking deal now?" She had been wearing surveillance glasses while she was lambasting Robert McIntyre.
"What now?" I asked not knowing what was next on her list. As we stood there on the sidewalk near my parked bike, an old Chevy Nova pulled up beside us with Hacker Pete behind the wheel. Malaya walked over bending over into the open window for a few seconds, returning with a greasy looking paper bag in her hand which she shoved into my abdomen. Pete cut out once the light turned green like his life depended on it or something. I was apprehensive.
"We pick a fight."
*************************************************************************************
The wharf was a popular tourist area filled to capacity with townies, tourists and others desperately trying to make a living in a city whose middleclass was fast disappearing. I'd actually interviewed for a few just above minimum wage jobs a year prior. Nothing ever materialized and I was glad because I'd secured a convenient side job doing clerk work at an office building. I navigated the throngs of human traffic continually looking over my shoulder for any sign of hired help or the private goon squad employed by Ms. Frakkes. The Bluetooth in my ear was uncomfortable and intrusive, but I considered it a life line in case something dangerous happened. I didn't trust Malaya, but I didn't have any choice at the moment finally approaching the old bayside restaurant where the supposed endgame was to begin.
"Hey, I'm going to need you to put on your big man pants; you look like you're walking the gallows even from where I'm sitting." Malaya's filled my ear in a faux conscious kind of way. She was almost like a tiny devil's advocate sitting on my right shoulder.
"Where are you anyway?"
"Sitting on your bike; watching you with my phone, babe. You need to find a way to stop looking so fucking scared or you're going to get made."
"I am scared, I'm close to pissing myself."
"We'll get you a diaper later; you need to fake it some kind of way. You still have the package, right?" She was referring to the slightly greasy paper bag I'd been coerced into giving to one of our mutual adversaries for lack of a better term.



"Why did you ask me to bring this?"
"It's an equalizer, trust me." I shuddered a bit, still shaky as a large group of tourists got a little close for my tastes.
"This is crazy, you really want me to do this?"
"Fun McIntyre fact: Karen Anne Frakkes married and widowed at age thirty; did you know her birth name is Carry Anne McIntyre II, huh?"
"Seriously?"
"Yeah, I found a feminist op-ed piece written by her mother entitled "Why Can't Women Have a Junior?"-it was well, interesting from a sociopath's point of view but complete garbage. Her mother wrote it early in her psychiatric career. I guess you could say it paved the way for gender neutral parenting in some fashion."
"That's fucked up, but I'm not surprised."
"Bitch was literally raised apart from her siblings attending private school overseas until she was eighteen and you know where mommy took her for a "senior trip". Married a hedge fund manager named Dieter Frakkes and year and a half later. Poor bastard died two years into it leaving her with a substantial boost in wealth."
"She killed him?" I was nervous.
"Of course not; the closeted switch hitter died from a perforated colon after attending a "private function" trying to secure the business of an elderly private investor with alternative proclivities. Karen ended up employed by those same people, shortly afterwards."
"Why are you telling me all this?"
"It helps to know your opponent; maybe, it will give you an edge." I noticed the restaurant' interior was partially sectioned off with a number of servers wearing their Sunday best running about in a frenzy. The outdoor area was being set up for a private dinner. Even though a third of the restaurant had been cordoned off, there was still a long line waiting to get inside. I moved around the perimeter of the seaside restaurant arriving just outside the outdoor section which already had tables set up. Malaya's intel had proven correct. Ms. Frakkes was sitting at one of the tables alone except for a random server attending to her needs. My blood ran cold as I clutched the bag in my fists.
"Steady, don't lose your shit; she ain't gonna do nothing in public and that's lucky for you." Malaya warned.
"Oh, how's that?"
"You really don't want to find out; think your manhood is damaged now? You get all big balls on Karen and she'll humble you for reals. Uber bitch is no joke, babe."
"Well what am I supposed to do; just go up to her and say HI?"
"Exactly, and don't forget the party favor." It wasn't really hard slipping into the enclosed area. I just played it casual. A few servers noticed me but continued working to quickly set up the dining area as I approached Ms. Frakkes. I found Karen looking in my direction unfazed as she continued working on her laptop.
"I've been waiting, but I didn't expect you."
"Yeah, well it's me."
"You're so brave after that beating from my little sister; last time we met eyes you were about to get in touch with your feminine side. Aren't you worried about being captured again, asshole?"
"Well, this is a very public place; you really gonna recapture your "property" here of all places, bitch?" Ms. Frakkes leaned back in her seat watching me while helping herself to a chalice of red wine. Her gaze was two parts smug, one part predatory.
"You came to me; I didn't even have to lift a finger thanks to your little friend."
"Yeah, I figured, everybody just loves screwing me, no kiss?" I was nervous but Malaya had already let me in on the fact that she'd supposedly ratted me out.
"Later, I have some business to attend to but we're going somewhere right now to hash things out. My employees will be here in a moment." In my Bluetooth feed, I could hear the howling wind and some sort of undecipherable background noise. Ms. Frakkes took another drink watching me intently. It was just a second, but I heard some kind of groan which brought a smile to my face.
"I don't know about that, baby." I could hear Malaya running, breathing hard while some guys were yelling obscenities.
"Would you like a glass of wine while we wait?"
"Sure." The howling wind in my receiver was coupled with louder yelling and some mischievous laughter as Malaya seemed to running on something wooden. It seemed that she was running in between the docked ships with more men pursuing her. Ms. Frakkes waived over a server who filled our glasses.
"So, was it like old times getting hemmed up with a ball bat; remind you of undoubtedly lacking formative years in the hood?"
"Was I your first purchase or do you have more guys bought and paid, somewhere? I mean its one thing to be a colossal, entitled cunt who never had to work a day in her life. What's it like to get up everyday knowing how much you fucking hate yourself, Karen? Didn't wanna be Carry Anne McIntyre II; couldn't hack it as the anointed queen bitch of the universe once dear old mommy drops off? What's it like being Carry Anne's clone, you fucking Nazi?"
Ms. Frakkes stared across the table at me looking as if she would burst into laughter. I couldn't make hide or hair of her intent. She glanced down at her laptop for a few moments to type without acknowledging a word I said. Some guy screamed sounding like he was in an echo chamber before the sound of splashing water filled my ears. Malaya was just too much for the goons bobbing and weaving through the boatyard taking them down. I emptied my glass wondering what would happen next as Ms. Frakkes spoke.
"I think we'll find out together."
"Where's your guys, bitch?" I taunted still trying to hide my anxiety. I didn't know what was going on away from me, but Malaya had undoubtedly used me as a decoy knowing a trap had been set to catch her instead of me. Both parties were trying to use me in tandem against one another.
"Is that all you have? Bitch this, bitch that, you fucking BORE ME, asshole." Her eyes were on her phone the whole time. Possibly checking the status of her hired goons.
"We both know that's a lie Karen." I tossed the bag on the table right in front of her face. She peered over her laptop looking at the greasy paper bag for a few moments before carefully snatching it up. I watched as she pulled the bondage mask out holding it aloft like it was a severed head or something.
"Fuck." She mumbled barely over a whisper.
"I KNOW what you're REALLY like KAREN." I stuck it to her, smiling sweetly.
Her face was undoubtedly beautiful, her attitude toxic beyond measure and smug to the point of suffocation. I watched the platinum blonde flush red, not with anger but embarrassment. Ms. Frakkes lit up with silent revelation as her eyes became slits. She looked across the table at me frantically stuffing it back into the partially torn bag. Instead of flinging it back in my direction, Karen shoved it into her satchel. She was blinking profusely sloppily cleaning up her work almost breaking her laptop when it wouldn't fit in her bag properly.
"Are you okay ma'am?" A female server had drifted closer to the table watching our interaction.
"I-am-fine; continue with your duties mouth breather." The server did a doubletake at the toxic response glancing over in my direction. I just shrugged motioning for my glass to be filled. Ms. Frakkes dabbed at the corner of her eyes with a handkerchief as I sipped the red wine savoring its flavor.
"Do you still want to FUCK me?"
I went for the kill as she glared across the table at me. Ms. Frakkes pushed her wire frame glasses up on her nose still blinking profusely. She was wearing a business suit removing the blazer as she stood up draping it over her arm, completely flustered. I didn't know what to make of the situation as she stood there staring. Ms. Frakkes seemed awkward and unsure finally walking over in measured steps until she was standing at my side. Her considerable bust was staring me in the face hidden behind a white long sleeved dress shirt that struggled to contain her charms.
"Come with me right now." I was about to tell her where to go with that shit when I noticed the reason, she'd draped her coat over her arm. A Beretta was staring me right in the face which was level with her arching hips. She motioned towards me with the pistol meaning business. I got up as she took my arm pressing the barrel into my side obscured from view by her jacket. Ms. Frakkes walked me down the back entrance under the wharf to a rear parking area where a Cadillac escalade was waiting. From the looks of things it was one of those armored models. The driver was smoking a cigarette as we approached.
"Get in the fucking car, put the partition up or you're fired." The guy was thin and lanky, looking like a teen on his first job. He ditched the cigarette disappearing around the other side of the vehicle quickly starting it up. Ms. Frakkes shoved the weapon against my abdomen in a stabbing motion, directing me into the backseat. She followed me in still holding onto my bicep in a death grip. The interior partition was almost up as she looked ready to shoot.
"I WANT SOME MUSIC, NOW BOY!! PLAY THAT SHIT LOUD!!" She snarled, rapping at the partition with her free fist.
Loud thumping electronica blared through the speakers in the back seat as Ms. Frakkes snuggled in closer until I could feel her breath on my cheek. She was almost raving with white hot anger letting her blazer drop to the floor covering my feet as the gun was pressed directly into my crotch. There was some static filtering through my Bluetooth as Karen pressed her lips against my ear.
"I want to motherfucking shoot your fucking cock off so bad; DON'T YOU OPEN YOUR MOUTH!! I swear to GOD that you make any kind of noise with that piehole-man, you mess with me in anyway and I'LL BLOW YOUR FUCKING BALLS INTO THE TRUNK OF THIS ESCALADE!!" I was sweating up a storm breathing through my mouth afraid to move.
"Okay, okay man, you want into the big leagues motherfucker? I'll show you how it's fucking done." The barrel of that gun was being wedged into my crotch almost making me cry out as the car began moving. I stared straight ahead afraid to look in either direction wondering if Malaya was nearby or still mowing down Ms. Frakkes' goons.
"Get your cock out-NOW!!" I fumbled with my zipper nipping my fingers before she got frustrated finishing the action for me as my semi-erect member flopped out before our eyes.
"JERK IT!!" My eyes darted in her direction, earning a painful thump to the penis for hesitating.
"JERK YOUR FUCKING COCK, NIGGA!!" She sounded like she was hyperventilating as my hands slid along my shaft earning some crazed, perverted half laughter from Ms. Frakkes. My prank had drawn out the base, maniacal sociopath hidden deep inside her.
"Don't worry, I got you; nothing's going to happen to you!" Malaya's voice filled my head from the Bluetooth. I could hear her piloting my Ducati, but I was afraid to answer. Ms. Frakkes snatched the earpiece putting it into her own ear.
"ARE YOU LISTENING YOU LITTLE CUNT; I'M TAKING THIS MOTHERFUCKER AND YOU CAN'T STOP ME!!" My heart jumped into my throat as my life line was cut short. Ms. Frakkes shoved the weapon against my balls making me yelp.
"Think she can save you before I pull the trigger? Do you want to find out if she can?" The platinum blonde questioned as I shook my head in the negative, nodding vigorously. She lost it licking a slimy trail up my cheek like some animal playing with prey.
"STOP THE CAR!!" We both lurched forward almost hitting our heads as the driver stopped immediately. Ms. Frakkes rolled her window down halfway making it possible for both of us to see outside it. Malaya was sitting adjacent to the car as Karen locked her arm around me leaning over to address her enemy.
"Check it out, bitch." She called out to my would be savior prompting her to dismount and walk over to the window. My situation became immediately apparent as Malaya glanced down at the weapon pressed just under my cock against my taint.
"Throw your fucking keys in here with us and sit on the curb." Malaya glanced inside a second time before tossing the keys inside our vehicle. She followed suite stuffing her hands into her pockets walking over to the curb and having a seat. I could see that we were on some backstreet with no traffic.
"CALL THE POLICE, I DARE YOU BITCH!! THEY'RE LOOKING FOR YOUR HACKER ASS, YOU FUCKING CUNT!!" Ms. Frakkes was way out of her box revealing a serious criminal persona that was hidden underneath as she thumped the partition. The escalade sped off as she renewed her animosity looking at me with insanity written all over her face.
"You'd better cum before we get where we're going." The window slowly rose isolating us again.
The terror was real as I continued masturbating with a loaded weapon hovering around my crotch. Ms. Frakkes actually ran the barrel along my length as she nipped and sucked on my earlobe. Revealing the mask had sent her to the deepest dark you could traverse and still be essentially human on the outside. This woman was literally getting off on terrorizing me.
"We're almost there; you better give me a fucking load." I yelped roughly jerking my cock as she cooed more threats never relaxing her hold on me.
"Ich möchte, dass du eine große Ladung Sperma für mich machst, bevor ich deinen Schwanz mit dieser verdammten Waffe blase!!" The weapon mashed harder into my crotch as she suckled my neck, her tongue lightly spearing me through plump lips.
"I want it; I want some fucking cock milk from your big dick!! MAKE IT CUM FOR ME!! MAKE IT SPURT FOR ME!! Ich möchte sehen, wie das Sperma aus deinem Schwanz wie ein verdammter Geysir spritzt!! Dann werde ich dich zu einem Hingucker machen!!" Ms. Frakkes gasped almost orgasmic.
"What if I shoot off a ball; think that would help you cum?"
"DON'T!!" Her freehand slapped the other side of my face hard as she cocked the pistol.
"Don't? Don't shoot your nuts off after you used this BIG, NASTY DICK to FUCK my FACE!! Used this FUCKING COCK to grind my face like a tittyfuck, huh?!! YOU CAME BUCKETS ALL OVER ME ON THAT DANCE FLOOR, NIGGA!! USED THIS COCK TO REAM MY ASSHOLE OUT-Let a bunch of LOSERS FUCK ME AFTER YOU WERE DONE GAPING ME!! Come on man, one little bullet's fair, right?"
"Ka-Karen."
"WHAT'D I TELL YOU ABOUT TALKING, HUH?!!" Her teeth dug into my cheek hard as several ropes of cum started spurting from the head of my cock. A lot of my fluids glazed the barrel of her pistol as she repeatedly mashed it into my taint as hard as she could.
"YYYEEEEAAAHHHHH, ahahahaha, atta boy; I knew you could do it, BITCH!! YEAH CUM ON THIS GUN BEOFRE IT BLOWS YOUR LOAD OFF!! AHAHAHAHAHAH!!" She laughed manically caressing my member with the barrel of her gun. My face was wet with tears because I was at her mercy after having pushed her over the edge as the vehicle pulled to a stop.
"Please don't shoot."
"Shut-up, dick boy." Ms. Frakkes knocked on the raised partition. The music lowered but the driver wisely kept the barrier raised.
"Uhm, you were really great; best ride I ever had. Listen, do me a favor and get this car cleaned before you take it back to the rental place. Make sure you clean the back here. There's a thousand in it if you help me out."
"Yes ma'am." I wanted to launch my fist through that barrier knowing the driver was feigning ignorance. He was cool leaving me with a sociopath and there wasn't anything I could do about it as Ms. Frakkes ushered me out of the car with her jacket over my exposed cock. I found myself in a parking garage as the driver sped off leaving us alone. Ms. Frakkes snatched her jacket away from my body leaving my cock hanging in the open air. I went to zip up, but she made a threatening motion with the gun, before marching me to the parking elevator of what looked like a run-down building.
"Keep your fucking hands up!" She held onto my bicep while pressing the gun into the small of my back.
"You don't have to do this Karen, please." Once we were inside the elevator, she mashed the second floor button as I looked around finding the connecting building in disrepair. It looked like we were in an abandoned building.
"Shut the fuck up; I'm tired of your shit." There was this sense of finality to things as we exited the lift onto a floor that was undergoing heavy renovation.
"Karen." I kept trying to get through to her figuring it would be hard for this woman to pull the trigger if we forged some sort of connection. Ms. Frakkes was a visual mess of running mascara and tears.
"GET YOUR BLACK ASS INSIDE!!" I was violently shoved into an unfinished office of some sort. She produced a set of keys locking the door behind her.
"Please Karen."
"Against the wall, facing me."
"Don't do this Karen, please." I was on the verge of pissing myself knowing Malaya was probably miles away unable to intervene. The sudden explosion and accompanying muzzle flash from the weapon nearly robbed me of my hearing instead of my life as Ms. Frakkes shot a hole in the drywall adjacent to my head.
"YOU SHUT UP; SHUT THE FUCK UP OR I'LL KILL YOU RIGHT HERE!!" She fired several shots on either side of me adding holes to the unfinished drywall. Ms. Frakkes had me boxed in and completely under her control as she licked her bottom lip drunk with the immediate power, she had over me.
"Lose the pants; I want to see all of it. "I quickly complied peeling off my pants and shoes with only socks below my waist. She looked directly at my endowment before leveling the weapon at it squaring up to shoot. I closed my eyes tight not wanting to see my end, my mouth hung open breathing hard waiting for the final shot.
I was engulfed completely to the base opening my eyes slowly finding Ms. Frakkes on her knees desperately sucking on my member. I didn't know what to do noticing the gun still in her hand as she pinched my balls with her free hand. Saliva frothed up around her lips before some drool began running down her chin. A puddle was starting to form on the unfinished floor as she continually gagged herself on my cock. She'd break the seal spitting copious amounts of saliva on my member or taking my balls into her mouth hungrily. My eyes were on the gun in her other hand which was weakly faltering in her grip. I was afraid it would go off as Karen assaulted me. I didn't know what to make of her breakdown as she coughed up a liquid deluge, half vomiting on the floor. She looked like she was possessed or something and my life was still in her hands.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" She throated all of me, bouncing her head on my length, fucking her own face until she drew back soiling her shirt sleeve as wiped her mouth. She tightened her grip as she stood up a few inches shorter than me. She tried to kiss me, but I turned my head several times until the gun returned pressed into the underside of my chin. Her slimy, tongue invaded my mouth swirling around spreading its salty taste making me retch. Her other hand was balled into a fist around my cock, yanking and twisting with abandon. Her hand lowered as she continued making out with me dropping the weapon level with my hip. I reciprocated trying to slip the weapon out of her grasp.
Ms. Frakkes shoved an elbow into the side of my head, following up with another for good measure as she backed away aiming the gun at my chest. I raised my hands trying not to look directly at the pistol, averting my eyes from the inevitable. Karen was breathing hard, her mouth agape sniffling from her nose wiping it again with her forearm.
"Fick mich." She uttered in German.
"Look, I'm just going to leave Karen, uhm Ms. Frakkes. We can just go our separate ways, and this never happened.
"Fick mich." She reached behind herself unclasping the skin tight pencil skirt shimmying out of it until it was a corona around her spike heels. Her wasp waist and thick round hips were enhanced by a pair of black French cut panties which she peeled off with this deranged grin forming on her face. Her bare muff came into view as she straightened her back glaring hungrily in my direction.



"No, don't do that." Her intent seemed clear as I wondered if she were already thinking of some way out of the shit storm I'd created. She'd threatened me with a weapon and taken me hostage before actually assaulting me sexually. Maybe she wanted some physical evidence to justify blaming me for my own death. Karen motioned towards me gesturing towards the floor that she wanted me on my back. I slowly got down on my knees as she continued frantically snapping her fingers for me to lay down flat.
"Fick mich." Her impressive super heroic physique was accentuated in aggressive terms as she ripped her blouse open revealing a matching brassiere that seemed a size smaller than needed. Her areolas were partially visible along with her left nipple. Hard tan lines spoke to Karen's love of swimming and tanning. Buttons rained down pinging on the unfinished floor.
"You're having a breakdown; flipping out Ms. Frakkes. We need to get you some help." She stepped over my body planting her spike heels on either side of my pelvis. I looked up finding the Beretta pointed at the center of my face. She was squinting staring down the gun's sight at my right eye before she relented squatting down over my still erect penis. Positioned in a standing squat, Karen motioned with the weapon towards her sex wanting me to "connect" us. It didn't take much as I gingerly positioned my cock upright touching her lower lips. This insane woman was beyond wet, dripping her generous essence was drizzling down my shaft as the head parted her lips. She surprised me letting her dead weight do the work as she slammed hard down on top of my crotch. She was as tight as a vice seizing up around the base of my member as a primal scream escaped her lungs. A deluge of wetness ran down over my balls as she lurched forward arching her back. Her beautiful insane face inches from mine. Karen was gasping for air breathing through her mouth.
"Oh my god, it's true." She whispered.
"It's true?"
"I felt it that time, knew something was different; you really hated me so much that you were actually trying to hurt me with your cock. FUCK-I was so-so happy." I wriggled around under her trying to disengage Karen, but she shoved the weapon under my chin.
"Don't shoot me."
"You wanted revenge and now you have it; you'll never understand what you did to me at that club, what it means finding out it was you all this fucking time. You bastard, I should unload the clip into your fucking face!" Ms. Frakkes was an emotional wreck.
"Please let me go."
"How? Why would I do that after what you've irreparably done to me, you bastard?"
"Karen?" She snarled becoming more animated as we became an entanglement of limbs. She truly was her mother's daughter as I realized what she was trying to do, raising my legs into the air until my balls was cradled between her thick thighs. We were mashed together with her assuming the dominant missionary position over my prone body. Deja vu reared its very ugly head once more in months as Carry Anne's eldest daughter mounted me in what is called the amazon position. Her cunt was almost unbearably tight as she began dipping and working her wide hips using me as a living dildo. Her own mother had done the same the night she'd first taken me using fear and blackmail to keep me in line. Now her daughter was doing the family proud humping me frantically trying to find some intangible only she was privy to while threatening my life. She covered me locking her arms around my neck and right shoulder in some kind of relaxed chokehold.
"You made me-CUM; it was my first time ever FEELING something like THAT with another person!!"
Karen's huge butt was bobbing and bouncing wildly on my cock, while her torso remained eerily still. The wetness was abundant and distinctly audible with a sort of sticky sound Karen Frakkes a.k.a Carry Anne McIntyre II fucked me silly caring nothing for the world around her. It was hard keeping my palms flat on the dirty floor as she pushed her knees behind my thighs forcing my spread legs higher into the air. The crazed lawyer maintained a death grip one of my ears while pressing her weapon against my neck.
"Everybody always kisses my ass, but you HATED me ENOUGH to FUCK ME RIGHT!! You SON of a BITCH; I'll tell you what happened when mom took me on that FUCKING cherry vacation!! NUTHIN ASSHOLE!! I fucked six guys with cocks BIGGER than YOURS and I FELT NOTHING at ALL!!" Tears mixed with mascara ran down her cheeks in darkened droplets hitting my face.
"You're having a breakdown; let me help you. We can go to a hospital together."
"I am not having a breakdown; I wanted your cock inside me. I wanted to FUCK YOU." Her eyes widened framed by mascara smudged from crying as she lost it. Her hips were rising up a little higher as she continued impaling herself on my cock taking us both to the precipice. I was about to cum hard inside her raw.
"You've got to stop; I'm not wearing a condom!!" She laughed at my panic working that much harder knowing I wouldn't try to stop her because of the weapon.
"Give me a pretty baby." She gasped, half laughing, half hyperventilating.
"NO KAREN, NOOO!!"
"Fick mich." She uttered once more in German.
Her enormous ass was pounding me into the dirty, unfinished floors as she twisted and bobbed crazily wanting me to impregnate her. My thighs were tightening up as I began to orgasm. A weird crazy smile formed on her face as she suddenly clicked the safety on the weapon, ejecting the clip. She also ejected a round that was in the chamber. Karen tossed the Beretta on the floor with a loud thud. She'd disarmed herself, so I figured I might be able to take her roughly shoving her off of my body.
"Have a baby with me." She pleaded as I rolled away standing up.
"That's not happening, lady." My crotch was impossibly wet with what I hoped was precum and saliva. There was a slight smell of urine mixed in there too as I watched her just sitting there staring off into space.
"I'll take care of you; never work another day in your life, master." I quickly pulled my pants on trying to look between her legs worried I'd cum inside before she dropped the weapon. I'd been so scared that I wasn't sure what'd happened. A rope of cum was hanging web like from the head of my cock panicking me even further. She'd gone off the rails once I showed her that mask and Malaya knew it.
"No, I won't; stop it."
"You'll love the baby once you see her; I'm raising our child gender neutral when she comes." I didn't know what the fuck she was talking about panicking as I tried the door. I continued jerking on the doorknob finding no success.
"SHIT!!"
"I want to feel you inside me again, penetrating my frigid cunt until its filled with your semen. Keep our baby warm inside, be a family with us. What'll I tell her when she asks about you?" I felt my sanity slipping away as Karen pulled on an errant strand of her platinum hair. I reached for the doorknob luckily short as it was suddenly propelled across the room skidding to a stop against a wall. The door swung open revealing Malaya Padilla, who took one look at both of us resting a short sledgehammer against her shoulder. I retrieved the Beretta and the clip from the floor making sure to keep my eyes on Karen.
"Come on, I got the bike parked in the garage."
"What about her?"
"She's done let's go." Malaya tugged at my arm pulling me towards the door. I didn't know if I should stay there in the insanity that we'd created, but my petite Asian savior would not be denied slapping at my shoulder until I walked into the corridor.
"Man, do you just fuck your way out of every problem, or what?" Malaya asked once we were inside the elevator.
"How'd you find me?"
"Bluetooth tracking device on the keys I tossed into her ride; she never checked. Signal became muddled when you drove into the parking garage over here."
"I wish you'd come sooner; Karen nearly blew my head off."
"Please, she's wanted you since that fucking underground party, she just didn't know it yet."
"You knew what would happen if she saw that mask; knew it was me?"
"I figured as much."
"Thanks, because of that shitty plan, she might be pregnant."
"You're an idiot."
"I don't want a baby with a nutcase, rich or not; this was some fucked up shit Malaya; she assaulted me!"
"She raped you; geez, stop being so fucking P.C and get a clue for once. I study my targets and I know she's just trying to cover her ass! Matter of fact, I bet you a hundred dollars that she calls you up tonight to stick it to you about that fake shit."
"Eighteen years of my life is worth just a hundred bucks?"
"The world is worth eighteen years of your life; you did what I needed you to do." I was still worried while this woman was talking like we were betting on a football game or something.
"And what was that?"
"Took a valuable playing piece off the board; Ms. Frakkes was so wrapped up with that banana of yours that she missed that dinner, lost her bonus and probably her job by morning." The elevator door opened to the empty parking garage. The escalade I'd arrived in was crashed into the concrete median with the doors opened on the drivers side. I noticed the driver still behind the wheel duck taped to the seat. I was too far away to see if he was conscious as I glanced over at Malaya who was sporting a fresh lump on her temple.
"What's that mean; what have you done now?"
"Let's take a ride; you drive." Malaya handed my helmet over, donning her own as we mounted the Ducati. I glanced back towards the elevator half expecting Karen to emerge but found nothing. Malaya deftly removed the Beretta from my pocket hiding it in her windbreaker. I found myself about five miles out from the wharf the minute we cleared the building. Malaya nudged me wanting a U-turn into a gas station across the street from the abandoned building. She disassembled the weapon tossing it into the trash as I noticed several utility vehicles pulling into the parking garage before we continued.
"Malaya, are you ever going to tell me what's going on?"
"I already told you, come on; we're late to the coming out party."
"Huh?"
We rode back into the downtown area stopping just outside this five star restaurant that I recalled from my days with Chrystal. She'd mentioned wanting to work there when she completed her studies. It was huge, designed with these large panoramic windows facing out towards the street which allowed people walking by to peer inside at the decadent ambiance. It was way outside of my wallet as I looked over my shoulder at Malaya. She smiled pointing back at the window. I soon realized that she was looking at the McIntyre family sitting around a large table being tended to by several, hard working servers. There was a veritable banquet being presided over by an anxious looking Robert McIntyre. I followed his nervous gaze across the table surprised to find Capri Johnson amongst the assembled. Her adoptive parents rounded out the table. I wasn't surprised to find Chrystal missing, probably on the lam after assaulting me with a bat. Ms. Frakkes was already accounted for as I looked back at Malaya who nudged me to look once more. Several police officers accompanied a few men in suits surrounding the table. I watched the chaos unfold as Mr. McIntyre was cuffed and led out of the restaurant in front of his peers. Carry Anne took a sip from her wine glass before following them outside. We sat adjacent to the window as Courtney stood eventually following them out, her eyes focused on her phone. Malaya nudged me directing me to park the bike in the restaurants valet area.
"What now?" I asked after we'd dismounted.
"We have dinner, I'm famished." She took my arm walking us inside, greeting the maître d' who escorted us to the vacant table. Capri was still sitting there with her adopted parents as Malaya waved like she'd been invited.
"What are you guys doing here?" Capri asked, looking confused by our presence.
"We were just in the neighborhood, saw you sitting here and thought we'd come in and say hello. Oh, hey, foster parental units." Malaya shook Capri's father's hand quickly grabbing a seat beside him as the balding gent looked over at his wife.
"Uhm, Phillip-Phillip Johnson, and you are?"
"Malaya Padilla, I know your adopted daughter." Both of them looked over at a visibly stunned Capri, who looked at me in turn.
"You did this, didn't you?" She was referring to Robert's arrest.
"No, I had nothing to do with it."
"Now, now Capri; I think the word you're looking for is insider trading. That shit's illegal as fuck." Malaya was already filling her plate grinning at Capri's adoptive parents. The elderly couple didn't know what to make of the situation as Malaya tapped the empty seat beside her for me to sit.
"What's going on here!!" Phillip asked indignantly monetarily stopping Malaya in her tracks as she regarded the couple.
"Not to be a spoilsport at such a lavish repast, but you two better toddle along and cash those babysitting checks before the feds get into Robert's accounts."
"Phillip?!!" Capri's elderly mother reminded me of a softer version of Judi Dench as she regarded her husband visibly worried. Both of them looked at one another before slowly getting up from the table.
"You're really gonna leave me here?" Capri asked her lower lip quivering.
"This is important, you know we've got that second mortgage to think about and your father's health, too." Phillip averted his eyes as his wife explained away their actions.
"Could you pass me that bottle of red wine before you two vultures go chase the money?" Malaya didn't flinch when the bottle was slammed down in front of her. I was frozen, not knowing if I should sit down or remain standing. I watched Capri's parents rush out of the restaurant.
"Why'd you do this to me? We were working it all out, were going to be a family, together." Her words were measured, the emotion palpable in her voice.
"Sorry." Was all I could offer as Malaya spit out her wine upon hearing my simple apology.
"Capri, you weren't working out shit; those fuckers were just dangling a carrot in front of you so that good ole boy Robert could trot you out in front of the media as his equivalent of "my black friend". Man, you are so fucking indoctrinated, babe."
"Malaya!" My chaotic associate shrugged her shoulders digging into her stacked plate. I turned back right into a broad open palmed slap across the face as Capri stormed out leaving me alone with my personal devil's advocate.
"Don't worry about it, you can work it out with her at the party." Malaya helped herself to more wine.
"What party?" Malaya tossed a small paper flyer on the table. It was a copy of an e-invitation for a party "Courtney McIntyre" was throwing at the Brennan estate.
*************************************************************************************
The street leading up to the Brennan estate was clogged in both lanes with cars as a multitude of young people from all walks of life similarly filled the streets on either side leading up to Catherine's home. There were already a platoon of parking enforcement employees towing some cars, but it would take them a few hours to even start making a dent in the situation as Malaya continued doing her chaos magic on the rich family that had been making my life a living hell. This mysterious Asian woman was living up to her promise in spades as we stood by watching like ghosts of Christmas past or something. The network of hackers I'd seen had done the job, sending e-invitations to what looked like half of the city as droves of people squeezed up the streets to the mansion. Some of the decidedly elderly looking neighbors were standing in front of their homes watching the procession, a few looked amused.
"Hey cutie, what're the three things best in life?"
"Huh, what?"
"Crush your enemies, see them driven before you and to hear the lamentations of their women!!" Malaya snickered at some inside joke only she knew, it was a head scratcher for me when she nudged me with an elbow.
"Damn, you've really got to take some time to enjoy life, man. My pop culture reference went right over your head."
"Whatever, so what is the purpose of this other than trashing Dean Brennan's house?"
"I wanted to visit; it was either this or driving a garbage truck through the front door. But, I wanna set a good example for you, so I went with the funny." She grabbed my index and pinky fingers, drawing me alongside her into the side of someone's house opening a gate. We strolled right past some bohemian types having a get together in the backyard to the adjacent alley. There were a few people walking towards the mansion as she took my arm leading me up to the Brennan house. I understood that her gambit was a successful ploy to operate freely and keep the authorities at bay. Ms. Frakkes had been neutralized making the rest of her targets that more manageable. Mr. McIntyre was probably sitting in an interrogation room with a bunch of lawyers dealing with his issues, working out a plea deal of some kind. Chrystal and Carry Anne McIntyre were the missing pieces and that worried me to no end.
"Which one are you thinking about, now?" Malaya asked.
"The two who started this shit."
"Missing them, missing those big, pale butts bouncing all over your junk, huh?" She playfully cupped the underside of my package laughing when I snagged her wrist.
"Cut it out."
"Do you remember what I told you right after we slept together?"
"Something about going with the flow, right?" Malaya looked at me shrugging her shoulders making it feel like we were on some date. Other potential guests, youthful trespassers ran by us on their way to the Brennan estate. I tried to relax but couldn't help thinking about Gen. I won deed how her modeling job was going trying to fool myself that I would see her again. The European beauty had been clear about not wanting me around when she returned, it stung hard. I felt cheated out of a relationship that mostly existed in my head other than the few times we'd interacted.
"I'm serious, you need to get out of your own head, man. You're your own worst enemy, I'm already doing the heavy lifting, so just enjoy the ride."
"Sure."
"For a guy that gets laid all the time you're incredibly uptight; promise me you're going to at least try to enjoy yourself. I'm officially declaring this downtime, so have a little fun, promise me, okay?"
The alley we were traversing quickly became congested with people as the Brennan estate came into view. It was a scene of utter chaos as loud, thunderous electronica filled our ears. As we got closer to the home, I could feel the vibration of the music on the front of my body. Strobing lights filled the air around Catherine's home as one of her neighbors, some middle aged guy in pajamas and a bathrobe yelling into his cell phone. The never-ending phalanx of random guests managed to collapse a chain link fence leading into a private parking area at the back of the house. In this concrete area there were numerous people hanging out drinking. There were little pyramids of beer cans strewn about that guests were helping them selves to as I narrowly avoided being hit by some kid doing skateboard tricks. Malaya snatched me out of the way of another skateboard kid, yanking me through the door into the spacious backyard filled with people dancing and waving around glow sticks. I wasn't prepared for the sonic blast that hit my body coupled with the sight of so many undulating, sweaty bodies. All kinds of people were here getting their part on with no fucks given. I could barely see the house through the bodies. There were semi-clothed and nude people frolicking in the pool. Malaya slammed a Heineken into my gut nearly knocking the wind out of me as she raised her own bottle for a toast. We slammed a few down before she continued maneuvering me towards the house. I was disoriented from all the visual and audio overload.



Malaya wouldn't be denied slipping behind me digging her hands into my pockets to rack her nails across my pelvis. I yelped as she pressed against me trying to roll my hips to the music. I spun around finding her rocking to the music with a grin on her face. This girl wanted to party as I realized I was the only one not dancing. Malaya knew how to dance swaying and rolling her hips to the oppressive music. She looped her pointer fingers into my front belt loops directing my movements until I caught the beat. Just like that we were dancing hard in a mini-sea of people. I didn't know what the fuck I was listening to, trap, electronica or even some hybrid rap crap; it just sounded good. Before I even realized it, another girl had joined in, but she was dancing more with Malaya than me. Other people seemed to be getting into our little groove as we seemed to be at the center of the multi-colored maelstrom. The air smelled of marijuana, nicotine and other rougher drugs. I kind of got lost in the living forest of people, finally realizing just how lost when I accidentally slammed into the vine covered brick wall on the opposite end of the yard. I tried to catch my footing but was slammed into the wall realizing that I'd lost sight of Malaya.
I pushed through a row of people anxious and worried finding a group of semi-dressed men who tried to form a circle around me. Someone bumped me from the back, causing me to turn fist raised finding a cowering pink haired guy. I motioned an apology with both hands navigating the crowd as several bubbles hit me in the face. The air was full of bubbles, emanating from some kind of machine I couldn't see. My heart was thumping hard in my chest nearly to the point of bursting as I fought my way into the back of the Brennan estate. I couldn't believe Catherine allowed something of this magnitude to occur in her home. Just getting inside the door was a herculean effort with opposing music blowing out the inside of the house. There were uber cliques of people talking, dancing and making out, but Malaya was no where in sight. I wondered if she were still outside pulling out my phone to text her. Instead I found a message from her which simply said "UPSTAIRS". This weird feeling crept over me as I remembered my date was a certified "Agent of Chaos" and likely up to more toxic shenanigans. I stumbled into the corridor which led upstairs only to be nearly trampled by a host of stampeding guests.
"HEADS UP!!" I barely had time to roll out of the path of a love seat barreling down the stairs with three juvenile assholes riding it beer bottles in hand. The adjacent walls were scratched up with torn wallpaper and deep grooves dug into the wall. There were cheers as I cocked a fist intending to paste the nearest near do well, some goofy looking white guy with a ski cap on his head. Some instead grabbed my arm in a vice like grip forcing my fingers unclenched only for a large slice of pizza to be deposited in my palm. The culprit was some giant, Viking looking motherfucker who had an opposing slice which he was snacking on. Laughter filled my lungs as I killed the slice in my grasp. The tall, Viking guy suddenly motioned behind me pointing a warning. I turned finding this really chubby redhead with these immense knockers jiggling right in my face. Her breasts were wedged together with a full champagne glass of wine held in her cleavage and nothing else. I looked up at her smiling face and around to some of the other guys who were egging me onward.
"CHUG!! CHUG!! CHUG!! CHUG!! CHUG!! CHUG!!" They yelled and grunted in unison as I looked back at the nodding redhead. I was surrounded by chanting people, even noticing the complaining neighbor I'd seen earlier, amongst their number. I let go mashing my face into the girl's huge, creamy white cleavage for one of the best drinks I'd ever had. Little more than a third of the glass found its way into my gullet, but it was more than worth it as her huge breasts were purposely mashed against my face. Before I even realized it, I was falling through the crowd, lust drunk while applause rang out amidst the thumping music. Some thin looking Latina stole a kiss before disappearing into the crowd. I found some other bearded guy trying to kiss me but pushed a hand into his lips as throngs of people laughed and continued having the time of their lives. Somebody just out of my eyesight had shaken up a bottle of champagne spewing foam all over the crowd. Navigating the stairs was severely problematic as I stumbled a number of times bumping into descending guests also fumbling down into the growing deluge. There was an even narrower corridor at the top of the stairs filled with people waiting for one of the bathrooms. This rail thin sister was putting her cigarette out on the wall as her friends guffawed like jackals. The disrespect of the Brennan house was staggering and well plotted out. Just walking a few feet was like running with the bulls. It was a little less friendly as some of the patrons seemed to think I wanted into one of the restrooms. The smoke was thicker and acrider as I found myself in a corner. Someone grabbed my shirt from the back yanking me into a bedroom.
"BE QUIET, DON'T SAY SHIT, DON'T SAY SHIT; QUIET!!" Malaya was suddenly in my face planting kisses on my face concurrently pushing and shoving me into a long rectangular closet. She frantically shoved the sliding venetian blind doors closed leaving a slight crack that allowed me to see the cramped bedroom. Malaya backed away with a finger to her plump lips as Courtney walked into the room looking visibly disturbed.
"I don't know about this; you're not supposed to be here." She sounded sullen and a little nervous.
"Oh that's how you're going to treat me after all I've done for you, bitch?"
"You're not supposed to be here, Malaya." Courtney was struggling hard to maintain her faux stoner accent.
"Alright I'll leave then, so uhm, you gonna turn yourself in or what?"
"Huh?"
"The police bitch, you know about that shit you did to that stupid statue on campus, right?"
"But?"
"Well if you're fucking me over, I'm just gonna get a plea deal with the cops; they already took my phone and shit. Oh-wow, I forgot about that video of you raping your sister's boyfriend, sorry." I noticed that Courtney looked a bit addled figuring that she'd been imbibing a bit much on the weed.
"I-didn't... Hey, what the fuck?"
"Girl, I'm sorry that I even saw you taking advantage of a drugged student; that's pretty fucked up though. What are you gonna tell your mother, bitch?!!" Malaya's body language was aggressive and active in keeping Courtney's attention on her and nothing else.
"I-I don't know."
"THINK COURTNEY; GET IT TOGETHER!!" Malaya peppered the confused girl's cheeks between her hands. This continued for a few seconds before she got irritated enough to grab Malaya's wrists.
"I didn't rape-We like, uhm, did some bong hits..."
"OH I SAW YOU SUCKING HIM OFF, FUCKINFG GUY WAS DRUGGED BITCH; YOU WAS RIDING HIM REAL HARD, TOO!!" Malaya badgered Courtney mercilessly going so far as to physically jostle with the larger woman.
"But we fucked a lot after that-uhm, but I kind of tricked him into it. Shit uhm, mom's gonna be so pissed; can't you just get your phone back from the cops?"
"No fucktard."
"Well, maybe it ain't that bad."
"You committed a crime you fucking doofus, the cops got my phone and what're you gonna do about all this shit, huh?!!" Courtney was visibly shook trying to get a handle on things as Malaya continued bullying her. The nineteen year old goof was wearing a simple white baby-t and some cutoff jean shorts. Her inherited figure, huge, pale cheeks filled out her simple ensemble spectacularly hugged tight to her pear shaped body.
"Well maybe we can get him to say he wasn't raped."
"REALLY?" Malaya glanced back over at me almost losing her composure. She looked like she was about to burst with laughter.
"Well, yeah...could work. Oh shit Malaya, I did something, kind of bad."
"Oh, and what was that?"
"Well, my sister wanted me to say that he did the same thing to me-like in front of a camera."
"You talking about when you raped him, right."
"Yeah, uhm, no. I-I mean..." Courtney just stopped talking frustrating Malaya who was leading her verbally.
"Like when you drugged him and had non-consensual sex with him, right? Your sister wanted you to lie and you went along with it, right?"
"Yeah." Courtney finally admitted sitting on the edge of her bed looking down at the floor. I couldn't see what was going on because her back was to me, but Malaya sat down beside her draping an arm around the girl.
"Courtney, you know we're cool but I can't see myself going down with you for vandalism and shit. Even with all your money, you'd probably still do some time for fucking up that stupid ass statue. Girl, you know I love you, but you've got to make this right." It was silent for a few moments as the nineteen year old thought it out.
"But we made a tape and everything; how do I take that back?"
"Gee Courtney, I don't know either; maybe make a new kind of tape-taking it all back?" Malaya was completely trolling the clueless girl who didn't seem to have any idea that her older sisters had nearly had me tortured and killed.
"I-I don't know about that?"
"So, you're okay with going to jail and getting ran through, huh? Think about what's going to happen when all those inmates get their hands on you, Courtney. You like eating pussy, huh bitch? Wanna have a big, black girlfriend that looks like fucking Kodak Black, huh? Lick some nappy pussy and rim some nasty butt holes, that's cool right?!!" Malaya was laying it on thick, but I could see that Courtney was cracking.
"Please."
"Come on, don't cry about it; you might actually like it. Just make sure you find the manliest butch bitch to go down on, you know; so she can protect you, right girl? I'm sure your snooty mom will put some money on your books. It's not like they don't treat you like shit all the time, right Courtney?"
"HELP ME, DON'T LET THEM TAKE ME TO JAIL!!" Courtney cracked leaning into Malaya drunkenly sobbing onto her windbreaker. Malaya reached down on the side of the bed retrieving a can of beer plying the distraught young woman.
"Hey, we can just make our own video."
"Huh?"
"Yeah girl, just make another one." Malaya's hand was already under her shirt rubbing the girl's back. Courtney sat hunched over with her hands interlocked behind her head. Malaya ran her fingers through the girl's short haircut reminding me that her mother had shorn the girl's formerly bicentennial hued locks off in a fit of rage. Courtney glanced up into Malaya's eyes for reassurance receiving it in the form of a soft kiss.
"Okay." Both girls started making out in earnest as I realized Courtney had already recorded the video Malaya wanted. I remembered that she was still wearing the glasses with a cam hidden in the frame. The slight, athletic Asian leaned into her larger friend's back, her other hand disappearing down the front of the girl's jean shorts.
"Malaya?" Courtney whispered softly, just audible enough for me to hear it. Both girls started going at it hard. Courtney leaned back supporting her weight on both palms as her sex was worked. I couldn't deny the effect their coupling was having on me, wondering if I'd been secreted away inside the closet to eventually join them. Malaya was still fully dressed methodically working the stressed material of Courtney's jean shorts past her wide arching hips until they were on carpet. Malaya retrieved the open can of beer sipping from it before allowing the curvaceous moron to down the can. Malaya leaned over letting the beer in her mouth dun down into Courtney's. Three of her fingers were already inside working her channel steadily. The oversized t-shirt followed those jean shorts onto the carpet as Malaya crawled between her thick, shapely legs pushing them up into her flat chest. Courtney moaned as Malaya mounted her fully clothed grinding against her as if she had a cock.
My breathing was hard and labored watching the two women hook up. Courtney tried to reach under Malaya's hoodie finding her arms pinned back onto the bed. They seemed to struggle against one another until Courtney was subdued with a passionate kiss. I knew that my exotic cohort was hiding her injuries as she sank fingers deep into the squirming girl's snatch. Malaya humped down on her own hand driving it into the curvy teen's slit rhythmically. Courtney's legs flailed about on the bed almost knocking her lover's from the bed. Malaya doubled down mounting her chest using her knees to pin the girl's head between her thighs.
"We fighting or fucking, huh Courtney?"
"We're doing it, I-uhm, it just feel funny when you tickle that little part inside. You know I can't help it when you do that." Malaya looked annoyed at her difficulty controlling the larger girl; I knew she was still weakened from the abuse she'd suffered.
"Where are they?" Both women shared a knowing look saying volumes about their recent past together. Courtney motioned towards the bedside dresser.
Handcuffs were retrieved from that bedside table making me recall their episode when I'd inadvertently brought Courtney to a dive bar where Gen was working a modeling gig. Malaya seemed incensed during that time due to the intrusion of the younger McIntyre quickly separating us. Now I knew she was worried that her cover would be blown. My abrupt exit from that venue had to have allayed her fears, but even then, I found it strange the way she'd taken charge of Courtney. Another puzzle piece appeared right before my eyes as the voluptuous bubble head was cuffed with her arms behind her back. Malaya retrieved a moderately sized, pink dildo from the dresser as Courtney knelt bending over in a doggy position with her head resting on the mattress. Malaya knelt beside her facing her feet as she locked her right arm around Courtney's small, slightly doughy waist using her other hand to push the toy inside her snatch. Once it was inserted, a switch was flipped letting me know it was one of those battery powered toys as Malaya began fucking Courtney with the toy handling it like a dagger. The effect was immediate as the young, pawg began gasping and whining barely able maintain balance. The pink toy was worked in and out meticulously with a twisting motion as Malaya looked right at me. She wanted me to join them, but I shook my head reticent. Malaya left the toy stationary, imbedded in Courtney's cunt opting to spread her huge butt cheeks revealing both of her openings. I still shook my head in the negative, unsure of myself.
Malaya twirled her tongue on the Courtney's backdoor, wetly rimming the squirming girl before sliding the dildo out of her pulsing cunt only to push it into her backdoor. The youngest McIntyre yelped almost screaming as the fake cock was shoved halfway into her ass. Malaya mounted the large girl sitting on her back like she was on a sawhorse facing me. She used two hands fucking the dildo into Courtney in an overhanded stabbing motion. She mouthed encouragement for me to join them, but I didn't move. It was part anxiety, part enchantment at what was happening in front of me. Malaya seemed to find my hesitation amusing, looking over her shoulder at the prostrate trust fund baby under foot.
"You love it in your fat ass, don't you bitch?"
"You know I do, Malaya." Courtney moaned wagging her hips as she was fucked hard with the pink toy. The view of her big, juicy cheeks cradling the dildo had me extremely hard almost tenting my pants. Her double paw print tattoos on the back of her big thighs added to the allure as I considered unzipping to take care of myself.
"Nothing like taking a big, manly cock in this asshole, huh Courtney? A toy is okay, but a thick fucking dick would be even better, wouldn't it bitch?"
"OOOOOHHHHH YEAAAHHHH, I'D LIKE THAT!! I'D LOVE TO GET SOME COCK BACK THERE!!" Courtney unexpectantly climaxed, spraying in several bursts as her huge butt jiggled uncontrollably. Malaya continued working the nineteen year old coed twirling the dido inside her backdoor as Courtney whimpered.
"Want some cock in this fucking, fat ass of yours, huh?" Malaya was unrelenting, merciless as she screwed and gaped the voluptuous girl. I noticed that Courtney's wrists were reddened from the tightness of the cuffs.
"Yeah, sure; you know I do, baby...AAAAWWNN, I'M GONNA CUM SOME MORE!!" Her inherited multi-orgasmic heritage reared its head over and over as Courtney was fucked into submission.
"Well, I have a friend..." Malaya suddenly pulled the dildo out of her backdoor leaving Courtney gasping.
"Is he cute?" The younger McIntyre didn't miss a beat.
"Come on, you know me slut; but he is a little bit shy though." Courtney was facing away from me allowing Malaya to motion for me to join her once more. When I didn't come out, Malaya pouted before snatching up the t-shirt tying it around the teen's head as a makeshift blindfold.
"Hey what gives?" Courtney questioned hazily.
"Like I said, he's REALLY shy."
"Well, what's he look like; he's not ugly, is he?"
"Come on Courtney, bitch he has blonde hair and the brightest blue eyes you ever saw." Malaya humorously lied resuming her intense reaming of the thick pawg's backdoor.
"I don't care about that shit Malaya, what's his cock look like; is it small?" Malaya didn't respond looking intensely at me like some stern drill sergeant pointing downward art Courtney's huge butt pulling the toy out revealing its gaped nature.
"You tell me." My cock bottomed out inside her with a little still left outside.
"AAAAAWWWWHHHH SHIT, AWWWNNNN IT'S REEEEALLY BIG!!" Her massive cheeks cushioned my endowment in lush fashion attesting to the intense preparation Courtney endured at the hands of Malaya. I doubted there had been any real number of people inside her backdoor because of the tightness which had changed little sense I'd been there so long ago. Her guttural cries of painful lust charged the atmosphere in the room while my cohort decided to gag the thick poser with the business end of the pink dildo making her sample the taste of her own enormous ass. I was old hat at handling the McIntyre women knowing exactly how Courtney liked to be taken. It mattered not that her enormous butt was wider than my torso. It was the slight differences that you noticed once you were with any combination of these extraordinary pawgs. Courtney McIntyre's ass was just slightly smaller than Chrystal's who just barely matched their mother Carry Anne's monster. Her rear individuality came in the slight forty-five degree angle with each of her cheeks pointing away from one another leaving her peach fully exposed and accessible. My balls were slapping against her rounded butt as Malaya matched my cadence pumping the dildo in a forceful manner with her left palm flat on Courtney's spine. The thick teen gagged, drooling frothy spit onto the bedspread trying to work her hips and butt with me. I noticed Malaya's nostrils flaring as she breathed through her mouth. She was seriously getting off on using the trust fund poser as a plaything. Her rear tunnel tightened up signaling an other orgasmic burst as goosebumps appeared all over her reddened back.
"WHAT-THE-FUCK; HOLY SHIT WHAT WE GOT GOING ON UP IN HERE?!!" Several guests suddenly burst into the room encountering us and continued pouring in as I dismounted, quickly facing the wall. Malaya tossed up a big middle finger as more partygoers clogged up the doorframe. I was facing a window looking down onto the backyard which was at this point a veritable sea of undulating, dancing people worse than before.
"FUCK OFF BITCH BOY!!" Malaya sounded infuriated as I zipped up almost cutting myself in the process. I noticed some camera flashes from cell phones as Courtney rolled on her side managing to stand up still blindfolded and cuffed.



"You guys are so rude, get out." She was either stoned, drunk, sex addled or all of the above as I watched some of the assholes taking photos and video.
"DAMN BIATCH, YOU STACKED UP BABE; CAN A NIGGA GO TOO?!!" The guy in question was another fake rapper type, actually blond haired and blue eyed. The fucker was wearing an oversized golden state warriors jersey and some tan cargo shorts. I felt like stuffing my fist into his face so hard, the sun visor would fall off his head.
"Get a permission slip from your crackhead momma with yo' FAKE ASS!!" Malaya shouted jumping down from the bed.
"AINT NO BODY TALKING TO YO' LITTLE ASS!!" A taller lanky guy behind the fake big mouth responded. I recognized both of them as two thirds of the assholes responsible for riding a love seat down the stairs earlier.
"YOU FILMING ME, EH?!! ME TOO!! ME TOO!! ME TOO!!" Malaya yelled in their faces as the feminist threat signaled a panic button and horrified dog whistle to the male contingent invading the room. Courtney was wriggling around trying to get the makeshift blindfold off her head. An accidental scuffle created a pocket of chaos in Courtney's room causing the girl to fall back against the wall at an angle.
"SOMEBODY GET THESE HANDCUFFS OFF ME AND THEN EVERYBODY IS GETTING THE FUCK OUTTA MY HOUSE!!" Courtney screamed as some female guests managed to snag the nude girl with one yanking on the shirt hiding her face. I panicked when the lower gap toothed portion of her face started to appear. A sudden surge of people spilled into the room making it an elbow room only affair as I was carried along with the crowd into the doorway losing Malaya in the process. It was like whitewater kayaking as I was uncontrollably slammed into different people with varying results. It was like trying to fight a force of nature getting my bearings when I was carried right into someone familiar. I found myself face to face with Capri Johnson. We were pressed tightly against one another unable to escape as she looked into my face mutely. Her eyes drifted towards the interior of the room where a still nude Courtney was standing on her bed holding a small lamp from her bedside table like it was a club or something. Whatever she was yelling at the intruders in her room was unintelligible over the music and ambient noise caused by the surging mass of people. I followed her eyes from the thick, nubile back to my face noticing the accusatory glare. Her own pendulous breasts were mashed into my chest as she struggled to pull away from me.
Capri was wearing this sheer blouse with too thin spaghetti straps wrongly entrusted to keep her bosom in place as her breasts were accidentally mashed about in the human wave that was enveloping the small corridor outside Courtney's room. We were washed into each other with the second of the two impacts nearly knocking the stuffing out of me when Capri's elbow collided with my sternum. Her teeth were gritted as she flailed about almost hitting me but catching some unsuspecting girl in the temple.
The accidental victim, some thuggish looking black girl wasted no time trying to get to Capri but was quickly separated by the deluge, sept down the hall along with myself. My feet didn't touch the ground as I was swept down the short flight of stairs with the rushing crowd. It was at that moment I discovered the reason for the uproar finding several policemen trying to clear the house. It was like trying to box with the ocean as a portion of the cops were also caught up in the human tidal wave. The music which was thumping deafening loud came an abrupt stop. The interior of the house became an acrid scene of confusion and darkness with thick Maglite beams scanning the room revealing various faces. There weren't enough officers to control the surging crowds but just enough present to send a large number of guests scurrying through the doors into the sizable courtyard leading out to the surrounding cul-de-sac. Outside, there was nowhere to go as cars, trucks and other vehicles completely filled up every bit of space in front of the Brennan estate down the hill as far as the eye could see. There were cops and parking enforcement everywhere trying to control the chaos, visibly overwhelmed. There was even a lunch truck stuck in the center of the lane with people still ordering food oblivious to their surroundings.
Malaya had made good on her status once again as an Agent of Chaos with the complete sacking and near razing of the Brennan estate. The meticulously trimmed hedges that lined the front of the home had been almost completely destroyed by a El Camino hosting a group of college aged students paper bagging it in the station wagon styled trunk and somebody's Escalade which had a damaged rear end. I noted humorously a female rookie officer actually trying to ticket people for trespassing and jaywalking when all of the sidewalks were full. I'm pretty tall at about six two but was still unable to see Malaya or Capri in the surging crowds. Someone had actually toilet papered the residences of at least two of Catherine's neighbors. I decided to wait it out hoping to find Malaya and dreading any kind of interaction with Capri after the disastrous dinner and the hallway incident. The food truck proved a boon to my growling stomach. I managed to get a pastrami sandwich and a coke finding a seat on a concrete planter at the edge of somebody's property. There was a couple making out on my right side as I ate noticing a flyer on the ground. It was the faux flyer for Courtney's party, but I found something more interesting printed on the back.
Malaya Padilla had rifled through my phone finding photos I'd taken throughout my ordeal with the McIntyre's. I found included as part of the glossy flyer, the embarrassing photo taken of a morbidly overweight Carry Anne in her youth. When you turned the flyer catching the light, a map to the Brennan estate appeared on its surface. I was disturbed by a commotion caused by a group of rachet females following Capri up the street in my direction. She looked frightened at the prospect of being pummeled by the clique which included the girl she'd accidentally struck.
"Shit." Capri was angling towards the curb looking as if she going to make a run for it, but the girls were too close for her to escape. I could see the women cutting the distance between them dropping my half eaten meal to intervene. She was looking between her phone and the street letting me know she'd dialed up a car.
"HEY HOMEGIRL; HEY LADY BITCH, YOU HEAR ME CALLING YOU!!" One decidedly thuggish looking female called after Capri. This sister looked like a throwback to the seventies in a feminine jean suit that contrasted with her prison braided hair. Capri stood out in the street lit block with her sheer peasants blouse, high waisted jean shorts and sandals. Even though she had a size and weight advantage on two of the girls, she would be invariably be mobbed and brought down.
"WHY YOU RUNNING?!! WE JUST WANNA TALK TO YOU, HEY SLUT!!" One of them was some purple haired white girl with a huge ring piercing in her nose. I was working my way through the people when girl with the braids suddenly yanked at Capri's hair stopping the girl in her tracks.
"DON'T TOUCH ME!!" Capri screeched turning around before she'd realized how many girls were there.
"Hey Capri, where you been, girl?!!" I managed to insert myself between her and the group making sure the angry group saw only my back. The braid girl wouldn't be denied thumping me hard in the back, making me face her and her friends.
"WHAT?!! Oh, hey man; how're you doing? I know, I know ma'am, it's right over there-GIRLFRIEND!!" I turned towards them so fast that my chest bumped the angry woman. I made sure to keep smiling as I wildly pointed shooting my hands on either side of her head as I spoke gibberish.
"GET OUT MY FUCKING WAY!!" The sister yelled in my face.
"Yes ma'am." I moved allowing them to pass while using my arm to keep Capri behind me, effectively separating them.
"HEY, THIS YO' GIRL OR SOMETHING?!!" Another girl challenged.
"What girl; what you all talking about? WHY YOU ALL LOOKS SO MAD; DIDN'T LIKE THE PARTY?!!" I weaved and bobbed as the girls tried to look around me at Capri.
"THAT'S YO' BITCH OR WHAT?!!" I feigned ignorance looking back at Capri like I didn't know she was there before turning to the angry sister.
"EEEWWW NO, I'M FREE; WHAT'S YOUR NUMBER?!!" I bumped chests with the girl talking in a faux effeminate voice as some of her friends started to laugh.
"WHAT?!!"
"I get it girlfriend; you need some GOOD LOVING tonight; that's why you all MAD and SHIT!!" I pulled out my phone like I wanted her number.
"NIGGA, I GOTS A MAN!!" Her friends were already laughing as I'd effectively diffused the situation between the clique and Capri.
"What that gotta do with me honey, I got what you need mamma; no need to be all salty!! You can bring your friends too, baby!! I'll do your HAIR!!"
Half of the group were laughing hysterically as I clowned their leader. I found myself looking at the palm of her hand, before the group pushed past me. I used my arm to keep Capri behind me as they walked by single file. I acted as if I wanted each of their numbers motioning to my phone and getting nothing from any of them beyond shaking heads and dismissive gestures. Once they'd been lost in the thinning crowds, I leaned against a tree as Capri stared incredulously at me.
"Thank you."
"It's okay, you don't need to thank me, Capri; where's your ride?" She looked at her phone as we were both briefly illuminated by an overhead police helicopter.
"My phone says it's a little ways down the block." She motioned in the direction the girls had went looking apprehensive. There was no denying the innocent cuteness she still retained as I motioned for her to walk beside me.
"Come on."
We walked down the street along with several groups of retreating guests as more police arrived helping to cull the crowd down to manageable proportions. Strains of "All The Way Up" by Fat Joe serenaded us as we navigated the sidewalk and neighbors trampled lawns on our way to Capri's ride. Some police cruisers were parked at an angle creating a bottleneck filtering the masses out of the area. We saw a large number of kids handcuffed sitting on the curbs where the officers placed them. I noticed Capri sneaking peeks art me as we strolled down the hill. I truly felt bad about what happened at the family dinner Malaya had convinced me to crash. The air was moist and pregnant with an oncoming rain. I glanced at my phone finding nothing from Malaya. For all I knew, she was still back in that house with Courtney. I thought about her little quip finally getting the reference to an 80's movie. Some teenagers ran by inadvertently knocking Capri into me followed by two officers. I steadied her, but she yanked her arm away from me making things awkward between us.
"I know what you did with Courtney." She accused.
"Yeah, I kind of figured that out right this second." I replied noncommittedly.
"I saw you in the crowd, wanted to talk but you were so far away. Finally got to the room, had a little trouble getting the door open because of the people and well-THERE YOU WERE, FUCKING ANOTHER ONE OF MY SISTERS!!" I could hear the emotion in her voice but didn't know if I should acknowledge it opting to remain silent for the most part.
"Sorry Capri; seems like that's my thing lately. It just happened and I don't know how to feel about it, honestly. I was dating your older sister, but she got your mother involved and my life went into the shitter from there. What do you want me to say, Capri Johnson?" She stopped turning to me with an indignant look on her cute face.
"Brennan, my name is Capri Brennan." She said pointedly.
"Is that right?"
"Yeah, that's right; we were having that dinner to kind of welcome me into the family when you and Malaya messed it all up. Mom was trying to make amends, it wasn't perfect, but it was something and now you've taken that away."
"I've already said that I wasn't responsible for that shit; your mother and sisters have taken PLENTY from ME!! I didn't want any of this, but I guess it's just my lot right now. Sorry again, how many times do you want me to say it?"
"Oh it's so horrible having sex with all my family members, right?"
"You know what I mean!"
"So, I'm another notch on your belt, right?" I could see the need in her eyes reminding me of her sisters collectively. All had at one point or another asked a question of me, seeking some meaning. Now, Capri was standing in front of me with her own need out in the open. Her car was within view with the driver standing outside his vehicle watching all of the diminishing chaos caused by Malaya Padilla. Little pellets of rain were already starting to dot our faces as I stared into her brown eyes.
"No."
I motioned towards her ride alerting the driver escorting her to the gray Prius opening the door for her to get inside. Capri stared at me conflicted before entering the car but reached out through the window softly grabbing my hand. I crouched down looking into the window at her impossibly cute face.
"Do you love any of them, any of my sisters?"
"Not anymore."
"What about me, do you love me?" Her innocence and naivety disturbed me especially after she'd witnessed me stuffing Courtney McIntyre. I got the impression that Capri was tragically lonely amongst these strangers that were supposed to be her family members.
"You're beautiful, but you don't need me around."
"Do you love anybody?" Gen popped into my mind reading on my face as Capri leaned over examining my expression.
"I think so; but your people took that away too." I answered honestly before standing and walking back to the sidewalk tired of questions.
Capri opened the door again sliding over while looking at me silently asking for company. I looked around as the rain started coming down earnestly before getting into the car. "Pendulum" by Hold Your Color was playing on the driver's satellite radio as we pulled off. Thirty some odd minutes later I was inside an elevator with Capri Brennan. It was the same hotel Carry Anne was staying in; I was surprised when security didn't stop me in the lobby.
"Mom and Courtney checked out, went to stay at my grandmother's house after she flew to California for her new job. Guess we're all just taking baby steps with this whole family "thing" you know?" The hurt in her voice was apparent at remaining marginalized.
"I'm sorry Capri."
"If you can't love the one you want, love the one you're with." Capri suddenly said as we stood side by side looking out of the hotel window at the cityscape in her hand-me-down room evacuated by Carry Anne. She took my hand leading me over to a couch.
"I don't think this is a good idea, but I want to fuck you." I was tired of denying the obvious as the rain hit the window in front of us. I wanted to indulge in her bounty against my best judgement, even if it meant more trouble.
"Then, fuck me." Her hand was suddenly in my lap clawing my endowment, squeezing hard.
I couldn't contain my burgeoning lust any longer wanting to pick up where we'd left off before her biological mother intervened. Her mouth was waiting hungrily, her tongue slipping wantonly into my mouth swirling and wrestling with my own. Her fingers pinching my erection before she graduated to using the ball of her hand to knead my package. Her large pendulous left best found a home in my hand squeezed hard enough to change its shape before my fingers slipped inside finding a thick, chewy nipple waiting. Her weak spot became obvious through the pronounced tremors that shook her voluptuous frame. Capri pushed my hand away climbing into my lap cowgirl style, reaching up drawing the delicate, cottony material of her diaphanous, blouse down revealing her fleshy, elongated bounty. She grabbed both of my wrists drawing my hands upwards to her nipples wanting more. Her whimpers and gasps of unfettered joy added to the atmosphere and I pinched, kneaded and nursed on her magnificent teats. Capri worked her mound against my bulge in a heated frenzy of self-gratification until I could take it no longer grabbing her prodigious, chunky bottom in both hands standing up taking her along with me cradled to my torso. Capri locked her legs around my waist as I carried her into the bedroom gently resting her on the bed.
Capri chuckled as I relieved her of the jean shorts and white panties in one sleek motion sliding them along her shapely legs.
"Again?" I spread her flower lapping away at her delicate flower, twirling my tongue on her clit. Capri arched her back, twisting under the attention she was receiving as I covered her sex with my mouth. My tongue caressed and dabbed at her inner walls, wetly hitting spots discovered during the time when we'd first encountered one another. Her legs ended up hooked over my shoulders as I reached under cupping her thick cheeks in both hands feasting wantonly.
"You REALLY like DOING THAT to me, huh?"
I responded by digging in further licking and sucking on her clit until she was clawing at my scalp as her thighs locked around my head. It was almost like trying to handle a wet fish as she wriggled about wreaking havoc with my neck.
"AAAAAWWW, AAAAAWWWW, AWWWNNNN!!" Little bursts of fluid hit my face in fits and starts as Capri orgasmed bucked her hips up against my lips and chin. She was definitely of McIntyre stock inadvertently exhibiting a sexual trait I'd discovered while sleeping with the other prominent members of her family. I'd already unbuckled and slipped my pants down midthigh crawling up onto the bed licking a trail from her muff to the cleft between her large breasts. She stopped squirming for a minute as I pressed against her slit, looking girlishly excited.
"Come on, FUCK me."
I bottomed out inside her convulsing tunnel thumping the back of her sex as she cried out jackknifing her thick, shapely legs up and into the small of my back. Her essence mad everything oily and slippery for my member. Capri drew me up for more soulful kissing while my cock ground into her sweet spot making her react involuntarily emotional. There were throaty gasps mixed in with grunts, cooing and little half-giggles that accentuated the experience. Even though I maintained an airtight seal between our sexes, I rotated and pumping into her feeling overcome with lust that continued mounting as my knees pushed forward ruffling the bedding. My pronounced sack slapped wetly against the bottom of her big, decidedly chunky buttocks. Capri's breasts jiggled and bounced all over her chest from the sheer force of my pistoning thrusts. She was a little more adept this time out lightly working her hips in a minute sawing motion that put pressure on the upper part of my shaft. I was elated as she fucked me back hooking her hands on my shoulders from behind. It was like she was holding on for dear life with her extremities locking me into place.
"AAAAWWNNNN, AAAAHHHHH IT FEELS SOOOOO GUH-GOOOD!!" Capri gasped before I silenced her with more deep, soulful kissing.
The soft, pillowy bottom of her own thunderous cheeks were vastly different from the other women in her clan with its own unique charms. I could feel myself parting the prodigious halves every time I thrust into her dewey honeypot. The beautiful, mulatto ingenue was taking it deep ground deep like a champ. I worked my knees forward struggling against her clinging grasp until she relented when it became clear that I was trying to remove my shirt.
I tossed the black crew sweater to the carpet as her palms flattened out against my peck. I would've fully removed my pants, but I didn't want to stop fucking this cocoa colored beauty who taken it upon herself to pinch my nipples as well. I hooked the back of her knees into the junction between my biceps and forearm until I was almost squatting on top of her. My balls slammed hard against Capri's entrance with her yelping every time. Her legs were trembling as her breasts pooled into her armpits as she attempted to sit up looking at our mutual connection. Her pretty face was flushed as she bit into her bottom lip from the stimulation.



"OOOOHHHHHGAAAAWWWD, FEELING IT SO DEEEEP, SO HARD INSIDE!! THAT DICK UP IN MY STOMACH!!" Her back ached as her head hit the bed, remaining that way as I drove myself home. I gave myself over to pure instinct, royally screwing into her reddened mound with abandon.
"AAAWNNNNN, AAAAAWWWW SHIT!! FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD!! "Capri was squirting everywhere as my diamond hardened rod kept pistoning into her cunt. I could feel her sex seizing up around me in fits and starts as she came hard. Her soft, innocent looking features beckoned to me, her big hazel colored eyes, button nose and plump, glistening lips. Our lips mashed together; tongues intertwined as two sets of arms locked around torsos in a death grip. Capri was sobbing in joy as her nails dug trenches in my back for the second time after I'd taken her virginity.
"OOOHHHHHH, DAMN IT FEELS SOOOO-UH, UNN, UHHH-AAAAWWNNN AHM' CUMMING SO FUCKING HARD ON YOUR DICK!!" My endowment continued unabated, thumping the end of her tunnel so hard that it was loudly audible.
"Shit, take it out-TAKE IT OUT, MAN!!" Her hands slapped and beat at my pecks, before a palm collided with the right side of my cheek. I reared back on my haunches letting my member slide out. There was a light coat of crimson on my member.
"Man, you shut my little kitty down; I can't take that shit, sorry." Capri admitted.
"It's cool, no problem Capri." I lied still eyeing her voluptuous curves with my cock pointing straight out in her direction.
"Don't look so sad, I ain't gonna leave you hanging, come on up here." She repositioned herself on the bed pushing her fists against the outside of her breasts creating a mountain of jiggling cleavage. Capri giggled at the wide eyed look on my face, teasingly sticking her tongue out beckoning me.
Capri's immense cleavage sandwiched my girth completely leaving only the head visible. Her juices served as lubrication making her merged breasts a perfect sleeve. The softness was offset by a slight firmness just under the skin as I began sliding my member in and out of her light cocoa tinted mountains. It was greasy and gooey, with my copious precum adding to the mix. Capri moaned and whined as I caressed her breast bone with my girth. Her nipples were fully erect mashed together, the light smattering of freckles adding to her appeal. She clapped her breasts on my cock, creating this wet, sticky sound that filled the bedroom.
"Cum on my titties; you like these titties, don't you?"
"I love your titties."
"Prove it, CUM all over them; make a MESS!!" Capri was so fucking cute; I couldn't resist as the first spurts of milky semen began juicing up her cleavage. Not to be outdone, Capri stuck her tongue out encouraging more, being rewarded with a thick wad of milky semen directly into her gullet followed by several ropes that glazed her face in a sticky mask. Capri coughed heavily from the shot to her throat tapping my thigh as I rolled off her chest. She spit up a little onto the bed rolling onto her side supporting her weight with an elbow. I was worried until she chuckled wiping her face with a pillow. I chuckled too running my hand through her thick shock of hair. Capri reached out softly stroking my cock while one of my hands cupped a large, pillow soft ass cheek.
"Fuck man, give a girl some warning, next time." One of my fingers was already inside her cunt swirling around.
"Geez man, again?" The thick, pair shaped ingenue sighed rolling onto her stomach allowing me to plant several kisses on her buttocks. I slapped and jiggled her bounty having my way with her cheeks. Capri softly worked her hips fucking my invading finger audibly sighing. I lost it mounting her from behind while she lay face down. I'd slid deep inside thumping against the end of her tunnel when Capri tapped out on the bedding.
"Man, you brought it; closed it down tonight. Get it out of there." I reluctantly pulled out, resting my length along the deep crack of her butt. Her hard tan lines caused veins to sprout on the surface of my erection.
"Capri?"
"Okay, go ahead and don't get cute." Capri sighed as I feverishly committed an act of extreme frottage using her rear cleavage eventually making even more of a mess on her back porch. She'd raised up folding her arms under her chin with this satisfied smile on her face as I mashed her cheeks together creating a web of cum between them.
"You good?" She asked with a sexy, sigh that made me want to fuck her some more, but I didn't want to try my luck.
"Jane fix Tarzan." I grunted playfully.
"Yeah, this was way better than that trip mom wanted to take me on; it's so much different with a guy you can actually talk to and shit. Man, you have like the greatest cock and I have mom to thank for it."
"You almost sound like you made up with her or something."
"What do you mean? I don't have a problem with my mother, I mean we have little arguments sometimes but at the end of the day, she's like, still my mom." I drew back measuring her words and what they meant. Capri Rolled over sitting upright tugging at her mane, regarding me lazily through a post coital haze.
"Capri, what's up?"
"Nothing, I really enjoyed having sex with you; just have to give props to mom for training you and everything. Her husband was never gonna let me in the house and now he ain't got no fucking choice. Thank you for that shit; I was tired of being on the fringe of this family, a dirty little secret. But you helped my girl take all this underground shit public. Now, I got my birthright; I can live for real, baby." She drew a sheet up over her nude body as I slowly dressed. She watched me lazily before retrieving her phone from a bedside table, texting.
"You're welcome." I replied sarcastically walking to the door.
"Get the light on your way out, please." Capri was already snuggling under the sheets, comfortably as I switched off the lights.
Malaya Padilla was waiting for me just outside Capri's hotel room, leaning against the wall. I wasn't surprised in the least looking her in the face knowing the score for the first time since we'd met. She uncharacteristically couldn't maintain her gaze darting her narrow eyes in the opposite direction. I noticed her phone held in both hands realizing Capri had contacted her at the end of out tryst. I looked her up and down before turning down the corridor to the end of the corridor. Malaya followed and I found that predictable, too.
"You mad?"
"Gee, am I that transparent?"
"I didn't lie about why I was doing what I did; I just didn't tell the whole truth. Capri was being marginalized, treated like shit and denied her rightful place in that fucking family. I couldn't let that fly; those racist cunts were gonna have to come up off some funds for shoving her into the closet!! Understand me, it was wrong and really shitty, so I took care of the problem, okay!"
"You could've told me you were working for Capri."
"You weren't supposed to be a part of the equation, but once I found out about Dean Brennan, it seemed like fucking destiny. Capri, she wanted to meet you after I told her about how you'd turned out her crappy, uptight grandmother. She chose you to take her virginity, you mad?"
"Do you care?"
"You know I do; I saved your fucking life, man."
"You put me in that situation, all for some neglected trust fund baby. What about Gen, why'd you fix us up again, Malaya?" She hesitated as we reached the elevator, standing uncomfortably close to me as I mashed on the button.
"I made her do something disgusting; I wanted her to be happy and you seemed like a nice enough guy."
"Says the bitch who also fixed me up with Jong Park."
"I just wanted Gen to get laid with you, but she didn't trust me, so she copped out when we were on our way to your house. Jong knows me from back in the day and was a fan of Carry Anne McIntyre. I figured I could use her, she was just-thinking the same thing."
"You use everybody, don't you?"
"Man, I'm just trying to stay one step ahead of a bullet."
"How's that going?" The elevator bell sounded as the double doors opened revealing two occupants, Asian men in dark suits and beige overcoats. Both of them looked raggedly hard as I noticed a small portion of a tattoo peeking over the collar of one man. Malaya facepalmed as the other pointed his weapon in our direction followed by his partner.
"MTH Corp wa, Padilla-san ni hitokoto onegaishimasu." One of them addressed Malaya directly motioning with the pistol.
"Watashi no soba ni iru kono otoko wa muzaidesu, kare ga muhai no kare no hōhō de iku no o kyoka shite kudasai." Malaya responded in fluent Japanese.
"Shit, I'm fucked; thanks Malaya." I was snatched into the elevator alongside her as the double doors closed with a ring of the bell.
"DAMARE!!" One of the grunts replied in Japanese. I gathered his meaning from the gun shoved against my back as we ascended to the top floor finding more similarly dressed men waiting. I counted six men as we were ushered through the door to the roof of the hotel. The rain and wind cut into our faces as we looked certain death in the face. We were marched up onto the helipad finding a waiting copter. I was suddenly stopped as one thug pushed his weapon into my gut.
"Mr. Matsushita is very upset about his daughter Nana; he would like to have a word with you, personally." The sudden use of the English language caught me off guard as I realized Malaya was being addressed. It also occurred to me the initial two guys were offended because she'd spoken to them in Japanese. We were separated with Malaya marched into the helicopter as my particular henchman shoved me backward with the butt of his weapon.
"We don't care about you." I was informed by my handler before the butt of another's weapon was driven into the base of my skull. The rotors started drowning out any other sound as the remaining men rushed past me into the copter. Before I knew it, the helicopter was airborne becoming little more than a speck over the city skyline. I kept watching for an indeterminant period of time before somberly leaving the roof.
The hotel lobby was jam packed with people milling about, the result of two intermingled groups, one real estate seminar and some guys wearing pink fezzes on their heads. The rest were guests and visitors as I looked around unsure of what to do. Going to the front desk was out of the question and I didn't want to find out my status with the cops. This shit was way over my head and now the only person who knew what was going on had been captured. I just stood there in the lobby looking around blankly realizing the depth of personal carnage left behind in Malaya's wake. The hotel bar was calling out to me in the worst way. Fate intervened as I noticed a familiar face sitting at the end of the counter.
"Must be great being so fucking rich, Dick." He looked like he'd been through the wringer, five o'clock shadow and all.
"I must be wearing a fucking bell or something; what do you want now?"
"A drink, and maybe one little question." I was emotionally drained wanting a simple beer which the bartender sat in front of me. Robert had already been drinking before I arrived as several empty glasses before him attested.
"What's the question?" I took a deep drink as he waited.
"When we met, did you really hate that I was black?"
"No." I drained my bottle signaling for another one as Robert looked over nursing another drink.
"Man, you know how my wife operates; it was a given you were going through the ringer. All the other guys were just happy to be with her, but you-you had to be all moral and shit, you hypocrite. You could've just left after she fucked you, but you stayed, homie." He was definitely drunk.
"Yeah, you're right."
"Think I'm some kind of pussy, a cuck, right? Man. You don't get it, we got married in this huge fucking ceremony with hundreds of people, family, friends, fucking business associates and shit. I was already walking a tightrope when I found out about Carry Anne's black guy thing. Bitch didn't care as long as it was black with a huge cock; she was even messing around with some bus driver. Told me about how he had this "third leg" that reached places I never could." The liquor was opening him up.
"Slapped her real good, back of the hand deal but she just laughed up at me from the floor. Found out that guy's wife gutted him with a kitchen knife. You think I'm fucking bigot, huh motherfucker? Sent some money to the guy's kids because they didn't ask for that shit. I've cleaned up so many of her fucking messes, more than you can guess! I don't know if you know this, but a colleague informed me that my wife was fucking around with some goddamn basketball player!! Black bastard knocked her up, too!" He was beginning to sound morose.
"Capri Johnson's father?"
"What, NO!!"
"Huh?"
"I found out they were hooking up, got one of my pistols determined to put an end to the situation one way or another. Kicked the fucking door in and found them in the act!! Eh, you know how it is with her, right brother? Bitch down on all fours taking it from behind in that huge fucking can of hers!! That baller just fucking away harder than I ever could, you know right? Huge, black cock just screwing my blonde haired, blue eyed wife...and the look on her face!!" He was starting to crack.
"I almost shot the fucker right in the head, wanted to murder him because of that look on Carry Anne's face!! But, as you well know, she faced death like she faced everything else, all defiant and shit. That loser, that bum ran away naked and shit, but that didn't matter. The look on her fucking face when that guy was fucking that big ass of hers!!" Robert hunched over the counter in a sitting fetal position as the bartender noticed. I waved him away, but he kept an eye on us while attending to other customers.
"What happened next?"
"It was over, the paparazzi caught the guy running out of the room but that didn't matter to Carry Anne or me, it was over I tell you. Something just kind of snapped inside, all elastic stretched to capacity. I couldn't move or think about anything other than my wife's orgasm face, something I'd never really seen. Carry Anne, the award winning therapist read me like a fucking book. She knew what had happened, knew my immediate shame. She'd finally broken me and could've cared less."
"Robert?"
"She climbed down off that bed and unzipped me."
"Hey man..."
"The look on her face, I knew it was never going to be the same again when I saw that. She knew, Carry Anne unzipped me finding out how much I'd cum buckets in my pants. Guess there was this big wet stain on 'em that kind of gave me away. I'd never come so hard before in my life and she knew." He wiped his nose, draining his glass trying to drink away the memories.
"Forget about it, man."
"Hey, she actually gave me a cleanup blowjob. What a dutiful wife, right? Carry Anne knew how fucked up I was, still telling me that she would never stop fucking those black cocks. There wasn't nothing I could do about it man, almost checked out myself. The affair went public and she got bought out of her practice, but still chased after that guy. He dumped her for his wife and kids, and she went into a deep fucking depression. She got that abortion then told me she needed time away from me, her own children and her life. That's when the fucking trips to Jamaica and everything started!!"
"Robert, it's cool. You don't have to tell me anymore."
"Fuck you, listening to me is the very least you can do after you fucked her too. Man can she suck and fuck brother, like a prostitute, eh? She always slept with me whenever I wanted, but she wouldn't even bother faking it for her loyal husband. I was so grateful when my company sent me over seas for a six month stint in Japan, even got me a girlfriend, too. It was great because she had this tiny little pussy. Made me feel like a real man for a while. Told Carry Anne about it, about my affair and she didn't care."
"So, what about Capri?"
"Pregnant when I got home, six months with a bump already. Told me it was the result of a pity fuck but that it wasn't the basketball guy. Wouldn't tell me who it was and dared me to kill her. I didn't want that shit for my little girls, Karen knew about it, but the other girls were oblivious. We fought for days, she even threatened to off herself, but I called in her mother. We got her to give Capri up for adoption, but my wife just passed her to friends. Raised her on the down low even though I told her what it could do to my career."
"Well, its all out in the open, now Robert."
"Yeah, I'm done with it all, brother. I could care less about the insider trading thing; the world knows what a failure of a man I am, now. Everyone thinks I'm some kind of bigot and I don't give a fuck because my wife is still going to be riding dicks while I'm locked up. I let her fuck up our lives, our children and it doesn't matter. She'll never truly love me the way I loved her when I put that ring on her finger." He lost it succumbing to everything, dripping tears onto the bar top. I didn't react, I was numb from everything that happened. I noticed something out the corner of my eye, peripheral vision that made my blood run cold. Carry Anne was standing there watching us talk. She was wrapped in a white overcoat staring across the hotel bar at us stoically.
"Robert let's go; you've had enough to drink for one day." She walked over handling his bicep, but he yanked it away from her. True to his word, Carry Anne wasn't looking at him, instead staring me right in the face.
"I don't-I DON'T NEED YOUR HELP!!" His words were slurred, a combination of alcohol and misery as the culprit.
"Relax, you're making an ass of yourself, Robert. Come with me, I have secured a room for you to sleep it off." She looked at him the way a disapproving teacher would, instead of a woman that shared his life and had multiple children with the man.
"How'd you find me, anyway?"
"Your attorneys called; informed me that you'd been left here in the pub. I fired them; we'll get you a new legal team in the morning."
"Good, cause I want a divorce." Robert drunkenly stammered.
"Sure." Carry Anne replied coolly, earning a wild eyed look of shock and then utter despair as even his declaration got no emotional response. She instead, continued looking at me with something roiling about just under the surface. Robert followed her gaze to me with disastrous results.
"SEEEE, I TOLD YOU SHE DON'T CARE ABOUT NOTHING BUT BLACK COCKS!! I SAID I WANT A DIVORCE AND SHE WON'T EVEN LOOK AT ME; SHE DON'T GIVE A FLYING FUCK, BROTHER!! WON'T EVEN-LOOK AT ME!!" Several people were already watching, some with camera phones recording the incident. The bartender was phoning hotel security as Carry Anne turned to me ignoring her husband.
"Help me, I want to take him upstairs."
"Maybe, you shouldn't; why don't you just leave him alone?"
"Because I'm his wife."
"No, you're not."
As if on cue, Robert McIntyre violently regurgitated all over the bar top and himself as security arrived. Carry Anne stared at the mess without reaction making me angry. So much had happened since we were in her kitchen so long ago. I thought of Malaya Padilla wondering if I had been somehow virally infected becoming an "Agent of Chaos" for this family. Robert was placed in a wheelchair by one of the hotel bell men, but she was still looking directly at me. I watched her casually hand a room key to one of the security guards. I slipped out of an adjacent exit to the street walking approximately ten steps before turning to find her standing there.
"Carry Anne?"
"Yes darling?" Her eyes seemed to light up when I spoke to her.
"Who is Capri's real father?" She seemed to freeze in her tracks putting a hand to her chest as I caught her for a loop.



"You want to tell her so that she'll be hurt for tricking you. I don't know about you sometimes, but you live in this constant state of denial. You loved it all, even getting raped by my daughter, Karen. She went straight to a charter jet after the whole incident, crying all the way. Hours earlier, she'd ironically done the same, shipping my Chrystal to Miami to cool off. I've got to admit never thinking anyone would shake her, but here you are. Now you want to fuck with my Capri because she gets the bigger picture."
"So, who's the father?"
"Ernie, my favorite bus driver; found him in assisted living after his wife made him unfit to be a bread winner, my pity fuck gave us both a gift." I hadn't expected the answer, bowled over knowing her husband sent money to the man's children. I wanted to talk some more shit, but her face told the story of someone who was too far gone. We stood there letting the breeze and pellets of moisture dot our faces.
"He truly appreciated you for who you were."
"Maybe, but I think he just loved my ass." She replied still staring a hole in me. I felt bare and nude under her gaze not knowing what would come next.
"Would you even know?"
"Will you tell Capri now; it'll only bring us closer and give her a reason to act more like me. Is that what you want, bright eyes?" I turned on my heel intent on walking away, but she ran after me grabbing my bicep.
"Her room is back the other way." There was undeniable emotion in her face that was tragic considering it was the one thing her own husband desired above all else. I cupped her cheeks kissing her on the lips, before continuing on my way.
"Yeah, I just wanted to know." Carry Anne was still watching as I mounted my bike at the edge of the valet area.
I had to get some distance between us, still disgusted that Carry Anne could get that kind of a physical reaction out of me even though I knew how horrible a person she really was. There was something in the way she looked at me even from the beginning that left me shook. The open road took me to the only person I knew who elicited the same reaction. I rolled down the cobblestoned alley leading to Gen's apartment going against what she'd told me. She'd made it clear that she didn't want to see me, but I couldn't help myself and didn't want to. I found the back window of her kitchen bare, walking up on the little porch taking a look inside. The apartment was empty, moved out at some point while I was on my crazy adventure with Malaya. I stared a little longer into the apartment seeing nothing in the darkness. It was hard getting back on the road again as I rode onto the campus trying to find some intangible, something familiar. I parked across the street from the apartment I once called home staring at my own front porch intermittently checking messages on my cloned phone. I had received a few messages from an unfamiliar number. There was a video message attached to one that turned out to be an Instagram link. I clicked on it needing a distraction.
"DAMN, DAWG YOU GOT TOO MUCH CAKE; I'M FUCKING HATING!!" More chest level video footage of Chrystal's new boyfriend. Big Ham and his assorted cohorts. He seemed to have made it out safe since I last saw him in police custody. It was little more than talking hands when I noticed Chrystal standing poolside at some hotel texting. She wasn't even facing them but looked spectacular in a micro bikini at what appeared to be some crowded pool party.
"THE HATE IS REAL BRUH; GAWD IS BEAUTIFUL BUT I'M SKIPPING CHURCH TOMMOROW!! AH MA BE ALL KNEE DEEP IN THAT ASSSSS!!" Big Ham joked as the camera phone zoomed in on Chrystal's derriere. It was early evening just after dusk as she glanced back with some cat eye mirror shades covering her blue eyes. I was about to delete the video when I noticed something at the same time those guys did.
"Hey ma nigga' check it out man!! All man, ah be loving Florida like a muthfucka!!"
"What you on, ma nigga?"
"HAM, CHECK IT OUT, MAN!! AWWW SHIT MA' NIGGA, LOOKIT THAT BRUH!!" Some of the other members of his entourage were getting verbally excited. My eyes widened as an incredulous smile adorned my face.
Gen appeared walking towards the group wearing this fuchsia version of a micro bikini that looked painted on her tall, slim thick figure. She almost looked as if she were walking a runway, her long shoulder length dark hair was flowing behind her as she seemed to directly approach the camera. I even noticed that she was wearing some spike heels.
"DAMN, THAT BITCH IS HOT!!"
"SHE'S COMING OVER HAM, WHAT YOU GONNA DO WITH THAT MA'NIGGA?!! "One of the idiots was almost hysterical as Gen walked in their direction.
"I don't know what you gonna do; but she GETTING BROKE OFF!!" Big Ham commented making me regret saving him from falling to his death. My pulse quickened not knowing what to expect as Chrystal noticed Gen removing her shades. Both woman exchanged glances with Gen deftly slipping the shades out of Chrystal's grasp before punching her right in the nose. My ex went down like a sack of bricks falling into the pool with a loud, spectacular splash of water.
"AAAAAWWWW SHIT, WHAT THE FAWWK MAN!! SHE JUST GANKED YO' BITCH MA' NIGGAAAA!!" The crowd at the pool was uproarious with some people clapping as Gen slipped Chrystal's shades on remaining in place seemingly waiting for her to react.
"Keď sa nabudúce dotkneš môjho muža, zabijem ťa, fena! " Gen warned in her native language, while Chrystal coughed and spit up water using her arms to stay aloft in the center of the pool. Her thin nose was running blood from both nostrils as a number of cameras captured the moment for prosperity. Gen strolled away putting emphasis in the sway of her rounded hips drawing the camera phones in her direction.
"HEY HEY HEY HOME GIRL; WHY'D YOU DO IT?!!" One of Big Ham's entourage questioned Gen almost like a sports commentator.
"She is weak." Gen looked directly into the camera before pushing through the surprised group taking the android phone's view with her as she went. Her perfect, compact round buttocks were captured as Big Ham was heard addressing Chrystal.
"Baby, you good?"
I was tickled to death with a wide grin on my face as I realized the "job in Miami" Gen had mentioned was completed. It honestly felt like Christmas morning as I laughed to myself watching it over and over again. I checked Chrystal's social media realizing that she'd mentioned going to Florida to attend some release party for Big Ham's album prior to beating me with that softball bat. I wondered if she'd been instructed to make those posts by Ms. Frakkes. There was an email summoning me back to the Dean's office in the morning, so I found lodging at a motel for the night. I drifted off to sleep wondering about the fate of Malaya Padilla. She was an agent of chaos, right? I slept alone for the first time in weeks.
The next day I rode over to the Dean of Students office for my second meeting with Dean Campbell. The same angry looking sister, but this time her blonde bob was dyed red in contrast with her brown skin. She was wearing this canary yellow, vintage poodle sweater with a wealth of cleavage exposed to the naked eye. It didn't change the fact that she was built like a linebacker rising high over the back of the swivel chair on which her enormous rear rested.
"What you looking at?!!" She noticed the trajectory of my gaze.
"NUH-THIN!!" I replied giving her a full dose of her own shitty attitude before finding a magazine and a seat. I could feel her staring a hole in my face but didn't want any more bad karma. Ten minutes later I was alerted by the snapping of her fingers as she motioned towards the Deans office, too pissed to speak to me directly. I got up staring a challenging hole in her face, snapping my fingers back in her face before walking the short corridor to Dean Campbell's office.
"You are suspended for the remainder of this semester; you will be allowed to reapply for enrollment at the beginning of the next fiscal school year."
"Not even going to let me sit down this time, are you, Dean Campbell?"
"Please calm down, there's no need to get agitated; the decision was made by the board of admissions after reviewing all of the negative publicity directed at the campus caused by your actions."
"Negative publicity?!!"
"Sir, calm down, there's no need to get agitated."
"Who's agitated?"
"Sir, if you don't relax, I'll have to contact our security team. You will be allowed to re-apply next year, if you don't agree with the decision, you are allowed to respond by email." I'd heard enough of the bullshit pouring from his mouth getting up and walking out of the office. Dean Campbell sat back watching as I slammed the door behind me, confident that he'd railroaded me. I didn't bother looking at the receptionist on my way out completely ignoring her as I stepped out of the office. Three suits were waiting for me just outside the office. I didn't want any part of that shit, but they were standing in front of the elevator and had already seen me.
"Okay what now, who sent you?"
"We represent the McIntyre family; my name is Byron Astley and I have been retained as council to settle affairs out of the public eye."
"I'm not going anywhere with you, so if you wanna fight..." Astley, a short, squat gentleman raised a hand silencing me.
"Ms. Karen Frakkes has been relieved of duties; we believe she is on sabbatical outside of the continental U.S. I have been asked to deliver a parcel to you and nothing more. We did not know where you were living, so we contacted the college for your itinerary." One of the other men handed me a large manila envelope.
"What is this shit?"
"Your settlement, signed off by Mrs. McIntyre and approved by the Brennan family estate."
"Brennan?"
"Yes, what you have received for your troubles is a third of Courtney McIntyre's trust. A number has been included if you have any questions. Catherine Brennan has signed off on the transaction, it's all legal I assure you."
"You sure, no Ms. Frakkes involvement, right?" I wanted to be sure that crazy uber bitch wasn't going to rear her beautiful face anywhere near me. The men all stared a knowing look before Astley spoke again.
"Sir, there will be no further difficulties from the McIntyre family; a considerable portion of their resources has been allocated for the legal defense of Robert McIntyre. Beyond that, your affairs are your own." With that the lawyers disappeared into the adjacent elevator leaving me to my thoughts.
I didn't know how I felt as the elevator opened again. My odyssey of sorts had ended with a whimper if you didn't count my unconventional fairy godmother being kidnapped by the fucking Yakuza. I didn't know what to do opening the envelope to find that I was suddenly financially independent. Seven zeroes summed up the lies, deception and several instances of bodily harm and two near death experiences to the McIntyre clan. The loss of my apartment was no big deal now that I had money, but what of my education, my career? I was supposed to believe Karen Frakkes aka Carry Anne II would leave me alone after all that happened between us? I guess I was just supposed to forget about the fact that Chrystal McIntyre, a woman I'd shared my bed, home and life with had taken a bat to me in a fit of murderous rage. Catherine Brennan was somewhere in northern California going about her business, burying her head in the sand while allowing her daughter to continue fucking up their family unopposed. Courtney McIntyre was the least of the offending members mattering little to her family so much that a third of her trust fund had been used to make me rich.
...and then there was Capri Johnson, excuse me-Brennan.
*************************************************************************************
I was a little surprised when she took my call, inviting me to meet her at a place I was intimately familiar with. I didn't have any trouble getting into the gated community finding that Carry Anne had made good on her last threat since my visit some months ago. A new security team was running things at the gate. The first thing I noticed in front of the McIntyre residence was an industrial sized dumpster in the front yard. There were some chairs and other pieces of furniture there with a "For Sale" sign attached. I drove up onto the lawn parking feet away from the door. I sat there for a minute to see if anyone was going to show up. After a few minutes I approached the front door with the intention of ringing the doorbell noticing the door slightly ajar. I was apprehensive remembering myself as I drew my hand back. There had been the promise of non-interference in my life and relative safety no strings attached, but the McIntyre women were highly adept at changing the rules of engagement when it suited them. How would I know whether or not the goal post had been moved? I reached inside my leather jacket removing the folder I'd brought to right a wrong correcting some unintentional collateral damage.
"Oh, you're here; I thought you were still on your way. You could've texted me." Capri Brennan appeared in the half opened door, greeting me. She was still as cute as ever, with her hair made up with two fluffy afro puff ponytails. She was wearing a spaghetti strap tank that caused her large pendulous breasts to surge out in an enticing display and some blue Adidas leggings.
"I won't be staying long; I'm here to give something back that I took." I handed Capri the folder.
"What's this?"
"Part of my settlement; half actually, it should pay for some of your college education."
"I don't need money; everything's been taken care of, even my apartment is being paid for by uh, my stepdad. You can keep this money; my family has put you through some trials and you more than deserve it." I noticed that she kept the envelope despite her words.
"You okay?"
"It's weird but different; Robert moved out to a condo in the city. It's just me and mom, now."
"How do you feel about that?"
"I don't know yet, I'm taking it one day at a time, you know. Courtney is on some self-imposed pilgrimage which is probably French for Burning Man or some shit. Karen's gone back to Germany, got a demotion of sorts and nobody knows what Chrystal is doing or where she is."
"Ask Big Ham." I mused thinking of my one time nemesis.
"She dumped him after some incident in Miami."
"Yeah well, lucky him; I guess I'll be going then. Goodluck Capri Johnson, uhm Brennan. Sorry about that." She caught hold of my arm pulling me back into a peck on the cheek.
"You don't want to see her?" Capri motioned towards the inside of the house. I hesitated as she took the helmet. She nudged me towards the door with a reassuring smile.
The interior of the small McMansion had been shelled with no furniture remaining on the first floor other than rudimentary chairs and basic pieces that looked rented. The effects of the power divorce were evident as I found Carry Anne standing silently in the empty day room looking out of the panoramic window at an adjacent field that had been fenced off across the street.
"Carry Anne." She was wearing this printed, poncho styled top and a pair of white capri jeans that accentuated her voluptuous dimensions. There was still the slightest bit of physical reaction the minute I laid eyes on her. She was finishing up a joint mashing it into a tin ashtray as she glanced over at me.
"Come to settle up?"
"Yeah." I walked over to her as she turned demurely facing me with her arms behind her back resting against the stripped down walls of her home. I stood right in front of her taking in everything while she looked away almost uncharacteristically nervous. My heart was thumping harder than ever as I looked her over. Carry Anne looked up, face full of emotion as she interlocked her fingers behind her back.
"You have a gun?"
"No."
Our lips merged as my tongue slipped effortlessly into her mouth. She was more than willing swirling and using her own to wrestle with mine. I cupped both of her cheeks continuing the deep soulful kiss goodbye. The loud sound of my bike revving up disturbed both of us breaking our embrace in time to see Capri shakily drive by the window on my ride. She was smartly wearing my helmet with her curly mane spilling out the back. Carry Anne laughed honestly at her daughter's antics. It was refreshing and a first. She didn't seem snarky or self-absorbed in the least. We kissed again earnestly as her arms locked around my torso drawing me in close. My hands slipped under her top finding bare breasts that defied her age cupping them fully. Her nipples were full and erect begging to be pinched. Cary Anne whimpered a little as her hands covered my buttocks groping wildly. My length unfurled pressing hard against her covered muff as she ground against me desperate for satisfaction.
My hands jointly slid around her torso to her back, one of my fingers traced the slight grove of her spine down to the beginning swell of her backside soon joined by the rest. Carry Anne moaned into my mouth deftly unzipping me, freeing a raging erection, but quickly drew her hand back. She instead relived me of my shirt and jacket, drawing both garments simultaneously over my head tossing them to the hardwood floors. The voluptuous blonde went after the nipple on my right peck sucking hard sending jolts of electricity to my crotch. The mature blonde was reeling from unyielding lust as she slathered saliva across my torso with the intent of going down on me right in front of the open window. I drew her face back into mine hungering for more of her sensual kisses as her fingers encircled my length tugging desperately. My hands were covering the upper swell of her huge butt trying desperately to feel the softness of her skin. Carry Anne quickly unsnapped her capris, peeling them midthigh just above the knee before turning to the large window popping her massive ass in my direction. The natural way she arched her lower back made her butt enormous, cheeks spread apart revealing her glistening peach. Carry Anne McIntyre was sopping wet, almost dripping.
I slid inside easily thumping the back of her tunnel with help from her abundance of natural lubrication. She was really tight against my girth as I gingerly worked my cock back and forth building up speed until we were fucking like rabid animals without a care in the world. Carry Anne groaned loudly as I initially pushed inside, quickly devolving into labored grunts intermingled with this girlish whining. The rubbery bounce of her cheeks against my pelvis was visually intoxicating causing me to rut into her cunt even harder. We were at this point infinitely aware of each other's bodies, likes and dislikes. We were old lovers enjoying ourselves one last time before real life saw fit to intrude and tear everything apart. Nothing was going to change the fact that I was still expelled from college. Nothing was going to change the fact that Carry Anne's prurient interests and unresolved issues had laid two of her daughters low. We were just two people fucking the shit out of one another until it was over. I rolled her top up exposing her back and the hard tan lines from her brassiere leaning over seeking her breasts. Carry Anne howled with delight as her nipples were twisted mercilessly. She involuntarily clamped down on my girth exerting intense pressure on the middle of my shaft. It felt like she would snap my member in two as tremors began to radiate throughout her voluptuous frame. Carry Anne dipped lower mashing back into me symbiotically clapping loudly against me. My hand slid to the abundant curve of her hips mashing her luscious cheeks into a wealth of rear cleavage for my fleshy spear. Goosebumps had begun to appear on her back as she went into the throws that would begin a multi orgasmic phase that engulfed both of us. Carry Anne shrieked sending me over the edge as I shot a powerful rope deep inside. She reached back digging her nails into her left cheek spreading it apart in time to receive five more ropes of thick cum.



Carry Anne pivoted allowing me to get some spunk on the right cheek. She let go allowing both halves to clap together in an oily cream pie. We found one another, kissing some more before she slid down to her knees sucking me clean. Carry Anne's clean up blowjob evolved into some impassioned deep fellatio as she vacuum sucked me back to full mast with a feverish ardor. I tried to pull her up to her feet for another round, but she would not be denied sucking me off until I was well past the point of no return. Carry Anne gulped down multiple bursts before jerking the rest across her exposed breasts. The twisting, rough tugging motion was relentless until I had to lean against the large window to support my weight. She reluctantly released my cock planting little rabbit kisses on the closest thigh. Carry Anne's ragged breathing intermingled with my own as I attempted to help her back to her feet. The blonde M.I.L.F remained on her knees in front of me.
"I'm sorry; sorry about everything. Even sleeping with you that weekend we met. I never meant for this to happen." She looked desperate, I just stared back unable to speak.
"Stop lying; I got what I came for Carry Anne."
"Me?"
"No, your daughter."
My endowment was level with her face allowing Carry Anne to watch as I zipped up. I glanced around once more at the ravages left in the aftermath of her selfishness walking back out towards the door. Carry Anne followed looking horrified, probably realizing what I'd done. I knew that she would always have a place for me in her bed despite my actions. She'd spent her life angry and resentful for the discrimination and scorn heaped upon her by her parents. Found power in her overt sexual appeal to people of color and an elite education that gave her the means to take personally from people on an emotional level unimaginable.
"What have you done?"
I was already crossing the threshold of the razed McIntyre homestead walking across the unkempt lawn to my bike which Capri had propped up when greed prompted her to open the folder. Some papers were flowing away in the breeze, but she was reading the contents that explained her heritage along with the single photo of her father in his nursing home bed.
"Thanks for taking care of my bike, Capri." I gave the distraught girl a peck on the cheek retrieving my helmet from the discolored grass as Carry Anne stopped a few feet away. Capri dropped the rest of the folder except for the large 8 ½ by 11 photo taken of her father, Ernie.
"I'M THE DAUGHTER OF A PRO-BASKETBALL PLAYER; THAT'S WHAT YOU TOLD ME, MOM!! AIN'T THAT RIGHT? I'M SPECIAL, THIS ISN'T TRUE!! NOT TRUE AT ALL, RIGHT?!! ANSWER ME MOTHER!! THIS ERNIE PERSON ISN'T MY FATHER!! ANSWER ME!!" I donned my helmet hiding the satisfied smile on my face as Carry Anne McIntyre got a true dose of karma and Capri Johnson-Brennan got a shot in the heart of cold, brutal reality. Ironically her real last name was Johnson after all.
"I'm sorry baby, sorry." Carry Anne wilted as both women shared bitter tasting tears. I sped away on my bike leaving the McIntyre family behind. I'd like to think that what I'd done wasn't revenge, but something born of true empathy for a lost girl who didn't really know who she was. I'd seen the damage Carry Anne had done to all of her daughters and her husband, never getting help for her own personal issues that had ravaged their family. I didn't know where or if she was alive, but I imagined that I'd made Malaya Padilla smile wherever she was.
*************************************************************************************
St. Barts found me on its scenic beaches taking a break from things after consolidating my settlement money after taking care of my parent's errant financial problems. I decided to pursue my education in the fall at some other school after all of the trouble. I'd become an internet celebrity and was infamous on my former campus. The Instagram page made in my name to troll Chrystal blew up when the sex tape scandal hit national news media. I suddenly had just over a million followers and a few companies wanting me to hawk their goods. Social media adopted me against my will adding more money to my coffers after it was all said and done. My ex-girlfriend still became a C-List celebrity when the network still aired the reality show. I read somewhere that she was in talks for one of those dating reality shows. She ended up banned from social media after posting a nude of herself from the waist down to the bottom of her cheeks. Chrystal still threw shade at me in interviews, but I didn't care. Courtney McIntyre, her embattled little sister surprisingly ended up joining the army after most of her trust was used to pay off lawsuits from the massive party thrown at the Brennan estate. I found a post online from Capri's Facebook page that contained photos of her interacting with her biological father. She'd resumed using Johnson as her last name. I was a little affected at a particular photo of her wheeling him around a park in his wheelchair.
Ms. Frakkes aka Carry Anne II had disappeared other than a single text I'd received one night that had a simple message.
"Love You." It was creepy and made my skin crawl, prompting me to place a call to her former employers threatening legal action. I tooled around town returning over and over again to Gen's former apartment finding out that it had been rented on my last visit. I felt like I had a huge hole in my heart at losing her due to the chaos in my life. All of the city felt empty and vacant without her around, prompting me to take a vacation. I got a great little deal on a timeshare bungalow and flew there with almost no luggage. I wanted to be bare, karma free for the future, whatever that held. It was just what the doctor ordered as I tooled around the local attractions and shops on a rented bicycle. Three days in, I got the feeling someone was watching me but shook it off. I'd secured my plane ticket through a third party and left no digital information that would indicate where I was. There were a few fellow tourists of the female persuasion who seemed interested, but I wasn't looking. I fit in easily fashion wise with collared t-shirts, cotton board shorts and sandals navigating the scene, but still couldn't shake that feeling someone was watching. I took a trip out to a secluded spot wanting some solace from my own uneasiness, partially wanting to have it out with whoever was following. I found a seat out on the sand facing the ocean, waiting...
"Mister?" This cute little girl appeared at my side tapping my shoulder.
"Yes?" She pointed back towards a bank of palm trees where some stood waiting in the shadows. I recognized her leaning against a tree hiding her face as if I wouldn't know her anywhere. I walked over as the little girl ran down the beach joining some other children flashing the money, I'd given her.
"Damn, you are one indestructible bitch."
"Love you too." Malaya stood there smiling at me, no glasses on her exotic features, no worse the wear since we'd last seen one another. She was wearing this skimpy black bikini offset by a deep, cinnamon tan she was rocking. It looked like she'd even put on a little weight with it all going to the right places, namely her hips and legs. A flower print sarong was lazily tied at her waist.
"Are you here to make some chaos?"
"Vacation."
"Yeah?"
"Sure, I like to unwind sometimes; hey, like my new tits?" Her breasts had been moderately done, the damaged one covered with a large lily flower tattoo.
"Looks like you're a whole new you, huh?"
"You tell me." I encircled her waist meaning to kiss the woman, but she stopped me.
"Malaya?"
"I guess I just wanted you to know I was okay, alive. But hey, if you really wanna party, here's the key to my bungalow, number 5 to my left. I'm gonna catch some waves-alone." She pressed her key into my palm walking away letting the sarong fall away. Her thicker frame looked great against the clear skies and ocean. Her butt looked particularly fuller with these hard tan lines as she ran into the ocean. It gave me pause as I looked at her keys in my palm.
I looked for as long as possible watching Malaya swim off into the distance before walking over to the group of expensive bungalows facing the ocean. There was a cool breeze caressing me as I found her door letting myself inside. I wanted a drink intending on taking a nap until she returned. I wanted to be rested and relaxed before we had sex. Her bungalow was way more impressive than mine with an awesome view that took my breath away. Everything was a vision trimmed in white as I found a cart set up inside the bedroom. I poured myself a drink of Bacardi Limon taking time to savor the taste. The interior was primarily circular, octagonal in nature with another section unexplored as I noticed something peculiar. Malaya's bed was covered in rose petals.
"Pour one for me."
Gen was standing in the doorway, an angel returned to me. Her tall, slim thick figure covered in this skimpy off white bikini and matching heels. Her own tan brought out her big, expressive eyes and dark brown shoulder length hair. She just stood there allowing me to take it all in as my glass fell to the floor with a large thud. I mouthed her name unable to articulate my happiness as her eyes seemed to get bigger, her nose reddened as if she were about to cry. I was almost in a trance closing the distance between us cupping her cheeks. Both of our eye were tightly shut as we finally shared a long awaited kiss.
"I tell you; I tell you- Let me find you, then we have real moment." Gen tearfully reminded me as we both fought back tears of joy.
Our lips merged again more passionately than before as a felt this powerful charge running through my body tantamount to electricity. There was this surreal moment of bliss as we embraced one another tightly, afraid to let go. Our tongues swirled around one another in a lustful dance celebrating our coupling. We parted lips only long enough so that we could make sure we weren't hallucinating as I nearly crushed her to my body. Gen pulled at the front drawstring holding her bikini top together allowing me to slip it away from her body. I slipped the gauze pullover tossing it to the floor beside her bikini top. Gen's eyes were one of her best features widening at the sight of my chiseled torso relaying a sense of wanton desire as she took a nipple between her teeth nipping and sucking hard on it making me moan involuntarily.
I couldn't help myself cupping her left breast marveling at its buoyancy, youthfully full capped with prominent nipple and dime sized areola. Her hand covered my own when I rolled the nipple making my beauty gasp. She looked from my hand covering her breast to my face cupping my cheek for another even more passionate kiss. We both looked downward playfully at our clothed situation below the waist, each of us like minded. My fingers nimbly drew the bow tied at her curvy hips. Gen shifted allowing it to hit the floor becoming nude other than the white heels on her feet. Her lightly furred muff was a revelation. Gen had this impish smile that was infectious and puzzling at the same time. She quickly squatted taking my loose fitting pants along as my endowment appeared in dramatic fashion. I was as hard as I'd ever been with veins fully prominent along my length.
"Teraz ťa urobím všetkým." She murmured in her native language.
Gen hungrily took half of me in her mouth sucking with this kind of vacuum like pressure that felt heavenly. Her fist covered the rest lightly stroking for a few minutes before she stopped long enough to drool a steady pool of saliva into her cupped palm applying it liberally to my cock. Her fist became a blur on my meat before she completely throated me letting her face remain pressed against my pubes. I was shocked at her wanton behavior as the slim thick brunette alternated between stroking and throating leaving me fit to be tied. Her free hand would lovingly caress my balls while her middle finger provided additional stimulation teasing my taint. Gen lovingly coaxed a loud gasp from me when she pressed down on that sensitive spot while her thin fingers slid along my lubricated shaft. My thighs tightened up as I lost control exploding deep inside her mouth in several scintillating bursts. Gen jerked and twisted her fist around me getting every drop, before rearing back wiping her mouth.
"That is first one." She replied simply teasing the head of my cock with the tip of her tongue.
Gen quickly grabbed the underside of my balls massaging them while using three fingers just below the head of my member working me quickly back into full mast. Before I knew it, she was throating me again with savage vigor that had me shook. It felt like she was turning me inside out, catching me wanting as I doubled over pulling away from her.
"Damn, if this is foreplay, I'm dead."
"You are dead."
Gen completely throated me eliciting another massive burst straight to her gullet. I was lust addled, wholly unprepared for her. As she stood up nuzzling the underside of my chin, tickling it with little flicks of her tongue.
"Second one."
"HUH, GEN?!!" Her tongue lapped at my throat, before she climbed up on the edge of the bed presenting her perfect, compact bubble butt for my appreciation. She was thin in a healthy way, long and lean with deceptively wider hips than you would expect from a woman her size. She looked a work of art on all fours before me slightly rocking that bubble back and forth.
"Come on." Gen prodded playfully wagging her butt at me in an open challenge as my cock painfully unfurled.
"AAAAAWWWNNNNN, OOOHHHHHHH YEEEESSSSS!!" I bottomed out with a little under a third left outside as her back arched. I thumped the end of her tunnel desperately trying to bury the rest. Her virtue was so tight, it almost felt like a hand was inside. Gen locked her elbows and knees becoming rigid, a stationary target. She didn't yelp or whimper though her beautiful face was affixed with an open mouthed grimace.
"Damn Gen, you're REALLY TIGHT, baby; oh fuck girl!!" She didn't respond biting her lower lip as my cock pounded her out.
"Come on, do it harder." She replied in a forced calm manner.
I tried to go harder as Gen spread her legs wider still silently taking everything I had to offer. There was this kind of fleshy sleeve that emerged from her slit on my outward strokes. Her tightness was incredible in an almost pinching manner.
"DUH-DAM-DAAAMMNNNNN, GEN!!" She glanced backward with this kindhearted look of encouragement on her face.
"DAJ MI VIAC!! CHCEM, ABY CHCETE HARDEROVAŤ! FUCK ME!!" Her thick accent and cooing in her native language added to the atmosphere.
"GEN!! FUCK, I'M GONNAAAA CUUUMMMM!!" I sounded like an idiot going almost falsetto as my third climax approached.
"Come on, do it." She replied stoically making me feel instantly foolish and distinctly overwhelmed. Just as I was reaching the crest, Gen went rubbery arching her spine in a low dip to the mattress making her bubble butt rise higher. Her limbs unlocked as she twerked hard on the base of my tumescence. I cried out wildly, almost in agony as I came hard inside her. She seemed to tug and bounce putting this exquisite stress on my shaft timed with each successive burst. I realized in short order that I was outclassed as she crawled forward disengaging us. I fell forward using my hand to prop myself up as the tall leggy model righted herself. Gen reclined on the bed watching me recover staring intently.
"Third one."
"WHU-WHAAAT?!!"
"Third one, come here." Gen coyly crooked her finger beckoning me over with a slight giggle. I feigned reluctance waving her off as I climbed onto bed. No sooner than I lay on my back, Gen mounted me wedging my member along her slit. She demonstrated her flexibility undulating her abdomen as her opening slathered her wetness along my girth. It was almost magical as I slowly returned to full hardness under from her touch alone. Gen rode me like a horse for the next thirty minutes managing to earn two more orgasms breaking me sexually. She finally relented stepping off the bed as the setting sun backlit her perfect figure. She prepared a drink for me carefully allowing me to sip it while she pushed an extra pillow under my head. She reclined beside me reminding me of some lazing tigress.
"Not ask, why?"
"Why-what?"
"You not ask why I fuck you so hard; don't you want to know?" I was curious.
"Why did you screw me like that, Gen?"
"You have confidence not earned but given by the nasty women. The nasty women say much about making you good lover, but it is fake, like them. I take away the lie; now make love to me." We were both covered in rose petals. I weighed her words finding merit in them as she leaned in taking my glass, placing it on the bedside table. She rolled delectably over right into my waiting lips.
"Gen."
"Make love to me."
We were in that bed for the next two days. I made love to her several times becoming the lover many said I was. My beautiful angel, Gen Novak would be the only woman I made love to from that moment onward.
THE END



        Mean Girls of Maplewood Ch. 16

        Red and Leslie sit down...

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mean-girls-of-maplewood-ch-16

Title: Mean Girls of Maplewood Ch. 16

Author: mondotoken

Category: Mind Control

Description: Red and Leslie sit down...

Tags: bullying, mind games, mind control, cheerleader, bigass, maplewood, huge breasts, rough sex, humiliation, highschool

Series: Mean Girls of Maplewood


Note: All characters in this story are of legal age. All of the characters are well over eighteen years of age.
I neither judge nor condone any of the heinous actions detailed in this chapter of MEAN GIRLS of MAPLEWOOD. That being said, I appreciate all comments on this story good and bad. Feedback feeds this tale of GIRLS GONE WILD and I would love to continue hearing from my audience.
"You're so cheap."
"What, you used to like coming here, what happened?"
"Yeah when I was like, ten; I'm a woman now."
"You're fucking sixteen, and don't let mom hear you saying that shit. You know she got that belt waiting for that ass."
"You should know, wait til she see you wearing them booty shorts." Chelsea was hanging out with her sister at the local Tastee Freez, a hangout for teens in Maplewood since the late fifties. Antoinette, her younger sister was enjoying an Oreo soft serve with some crumbled Reese's peanut butter cup mixed in for good measure. One of her male classmates worked there who'd give her discounts while continually asking her out. She never gave him an answer, remaining coy about to his teen overtures. Her own M&M flavored cup went untouched as she stared out at the highway watching the traffic. Maplewood was one of those town you just passed through, no tourist attractions to speak of in her opinion. She'd been living there since sixth grade when her father took a job at a local trucking company. Her family found some semblance of the American dream in the relaxed economy and easy going populace. She couldn't deny the scenic quality during dusk hours and its inherent calming quality. That Chelsea would leave after graduation was a forgone conclusion that she kept to herself. Not even her BFF was aware of her innate disdain for the doldrums of small town life.
"You're thinking about Brad Tucker, aren't you?"
"NO!"
"Sure you're not; what was I supposed to do if he was at home, wait in the car while you got all nasties with him, huh?" Her little sister had a way of sticking it to her which usually ended up with the two girls knuckling up, good naturedly of course.
"Bitch." Chelsea shoved her soft serve into her sister's face like a clown's cream pie.
"OOOOHHH, YOU COW!!" Antoinette reluctantly flung her own soft serve at her older sister who batted it away onto the concrete. Both girls got into a comedic slap fest smearing the ice cream and assorted bits of confectionary condiments over each other's torsos. Some of the parking families and couples of various ages found the sight amusing, hooting and clapping. There was a separate rest area for travelers which the girls made use of to clean up their mutual mess. Both sisters smiled at one another splashing some of the potted water from the clogged sinks at one another laughing.
"Hey, your phone is ringing." Antoinette noticed the flashing screen. Chelsea had placed it on silent avoiding calls from Patty after the duo parted ways.
"Shit."
"She's your friend; I know you're mad, but maybe you should just hear her out." Antoinette wasn't used to seeing her sister out and about without her best friend. Chelsea hadn't fully revealed the circumstances of their breakup of the friendship knowing how much her little sister liked Patty. In fact, Antoinette always considered Patty a third sister.
"I'm tired of listening to her fucking mouth."
"She's your friend." Antoinette countered.
"You don't understand, she's always clout chasing and trying to get up in people business. I'm tired of all that noise, but she can't help herself."
"She got you on the cheerleading squad."
"I-got her on the cheerleading squad, for you information." Chelsea sounded indignant, correcting her little sister.
"Geez Chelsea, want me to take the call, huh?" Antoinette knew when her sister was uncomfortable, knew she had a hard time making up with her best friend whenever they had arguments.
"Yeah, I guess." Chelsea admitted.
"Alright, I'll tell her how it is, okay big sis." Antoinette snatched up the phone stepping outside the bathroom to take the call.
Chelsea checked her appearance in the mirror, splashing a little more water on her t-shirt trying to wash out some errant Reece's stains left behind when her sister master the carboard cup into her chest. It was an honest question asked by her confidant as she admitted internally what Antoinette regularly chided her about. She had a long standing crush on Brad Tucker and she honestly didn't know what her intentions were dragging her sister along on a trip to his home. Maybe she wanted her little sister to keep her from looking like some lovestruck girl in front of the handsome quarterback. She was also worried about his state of mind after their last encounter. Patty knew something but she'd decided not to know personally. Chelsea was afraid of the answer hidden just behind Patty's lips.
"HEY, YOU NEED TO TAKE THIS CALL!!" Antoinette ran back into the rest room, visibly panicked.
*************************************************************************************
His back stung something fierce from the network of scars that crisscrossed it in shallow cuts earned as he was gifted the virginity of a girl as troubled as himself. Both of them sat in the dark watching a movie she'd brought along with a portable DVD player. They were watching some exploitation movie from the 80's, a teen gang movie starring that girl from the Exorcist.
"This is pretty fucked up; you want to watch this?"
"I brought the movie along, dummy." She was kneeling in the bed behind him, pressing a makeshift icepack on his back. She alternated between the icepack and a wet towel trying to clean up the mess she'd made of his back as they consummated their relationship.
"What's this called again?"
"Savage Streets; it's good Humbert, just give it a chance." April planted light kisses on his back slowly slipping her right arm around his neck. She licked at the base of his skull, lightly twirling her tongue there in light experimentation. She wanted to make him hers but was silently frustrated at her inability to get him to remove his pants. She noticed that he kept his rear end hidden away making her burn with evil curiosity.
"Seems kind of rough." One screen, two punks styled thugs were dragging a deaf mute waif into the boy's restroom. The camera zoomed in on the lithe blonde's terrified face.
"I don't mind rough; but then you know that, huh?" April leaned over his shoulder stealing a wet kiss. Humbert willingly gave in to her overture kissing back as her favorite cherry flavored lipstick smeared his face.
She gradually became more aggressive pulling him onto his back straddling his chest. They'd been together several times since finding the courage to sleep together, but April was insatiable. She was also deceptively nimble managing to quickly mount and pin his wrists to the bed underneath them. Humbert tried to push up and wriggle out of the chubby blonde's grasp. April had become well versed in using her weight to her advantage letting it assist her in pinning her mark down with minimal effort. She could feel him struggling against her, exciting the darkness hidden away behind her crooked smile. He'd infuriated her by remaining partially dressed, making April consider cashing her evil gambit in prematurely.
"April?"
She leaned down letting more of her weight pin him deep into the mattress, pressing her lips against his as her tongue invaded his mouth. Her immense bosom and the rest of her nudity had been hidden away behind a large pink pajama dress with the odd choice of a forgotten cartoon character. April schooled Humbert on the "Shmoo" a weird asexual being with the innate ability to shapeshift and a long forgotten history which included being supplanting Mickey Mouse as the face of children's savings bonds in 1949. Of course Humbert's eyes had been swayed by the almost hypnotic jiggle of her breasts behind the cotton night dress which was little more than on over sized t-shirt. April relaxed her limbs letting her dead weight force the air from his body, looking deep into his eyes as she fought against taking him at the moment.
April pushed up allowing him a reprieve of seconds as she stripped away the night shirt tossing it to the carpet beside their twin bed. The room was dark backlighting her chunky, Rubenesque figure solely with television light. There was an obvious physical presence about her, understated and barely hidden as she sat atop his lean figure looking down at his pecks. Her frame while blocky, had some unrefined shape with just the slightest bit of waist apparent. One was given the impression that if she were to somehow drop a drastic bit of weight, her figure would become impressive topped with her huge breasts. They were impossible to ignore covered with these large cookie sized areolas topped with prominent, strawberry colored nipples. Her abdomen sloped outward in a muffin top, he found distinctly cute. Her puffy looking muff was covered with sparse blonde hair. April straightened her back allowing her considerable weight to keep him in place as he relented. She knew how much discomfort she was causing the thin teen but didn't care.
"How come you never asked me?" She asked cryptically.
"Whu-What April?"
"How much do I weigh?"
Even as she responded, April shift about on his abdomen making sure that she could resume crushing the air out of him if needed. She remembered using the same maneuver on one of her victims, even going so far as to have a meal while squashing him. It had been a learning experience with the partially overweight goober nearly toppling her until she laid into him with a studded belt wrapped around her right hand. She'd taken her time with him after that, stripping away the layers of his manhood until she was satisfied and then getting really nasty. She'd worked him so hard that he was happy to give her the password to his phone where she found incriminating photos of the harm done to her girlfriend, Red. He begged her to turn him over to the police, butt she decided to get creative instead. Now, Humbert Jenkins was standing in front of the Eightball and he had no clue how much danger he was facing.
"I don't care." He answered unwaveringly honest. She glared down at his face taking it all in knowing he brokered no deception towards her, but something stuck in the back of her head. It was something that set her on the path to his eventual victimization and destruction.
April rolled off his abdomen landing at his side on the narrow twin bed with a pronounced thump, nearly pushing him to the floor. April stared up at the ceiling contemplating the reason she'd gone on with the charade of liking him in the first place. The face of Leslie Kennedy popped into her mind, burned there frozen in time art the precise moment she'd shattered mentally. The undeniably beautiful brunette had been ravaged, taken by an unyielding phalanx of students and one gym teacher; actually the football coach. April had engineered her rival's destruction going so far as to direct traffic making sure every hole of the former ice queen was completely railed beyond comprehension until evil nirvana took her down. That precise moment stuck in her mind weeks later after hearing about her "new attitude" at school. She recalled that moment with torturous clarity as Leslie Kennedy yelled one name in particular...Humbert.
"Humbert Jenkins." She said to herself flatly caring little that he was lying beside her.
"What is it, April?"
"Nothing, I just wanted to say your name, that's all."
Humbert lay next to her gasping for air glancing over at her profile taking it all in, noticing something in her face he couldn't put his eye on. She was breathing hard, her majestic chest rising as she remained eerily still. He felt conflicted but didn't know why, it felt like he'd committed some wrong. There was no way he could know the chubby blonde was hard at work forcing out some tears. It was becoming harder and harder as the days turned into weeks, into months. She'd reapplied her makeup adding extra mascara to emphasize her eyes. She loved the way her victims stared deep into her blue eyes horrified at what was happening while she was doing it, but Humbert was just so clueless that he was causing some sort of mental static in her head. She didn't realize that an all too familiar feeling was creeping into her psyche...jealousy.
"Hey?" He rolled over on his side draping his arm across her sloping belly. His lips found her right breast lightly kissing it until her nipple slipped between his teeth. He watched as her eyes widened from the stimulation. Her one true physical weakness was the sensitivity in her reddened nipples. She didn't speak or respond when Humbert called out to her worrying him enough to act. His tongue was swirling on her nipple tickling and teasing it until she moaned. Before she knew it, two of his fingers were inside while his thumb clumsily messed with her clit. April clenched her teeth trying to regain her composure as he accidentally rubbed up against her g-spot. She inwardly cursed his efforts even as she began to cream all over his fingers, almost on the verge of squirting.
"April?" He called out again, sounding worried and desperate; but she wouldn't speak for fear of letting her monster escape. She wanted to savor his eventual destruction, enjoy it to the fullest when the time was right. She bit into her lower lip trying to keep the darkness that festered in her soul at bay. Humbert started to worry that he'd done something wrong.
Her refusal to speak fueled desperation as he slid down between her legs spreading her flower open to feast on her button. He repeated his budding technique teasing, sucking on her clit noticing a light shiver run through her body. Heartened, the lanky teen worked harder as her essence filled his mouth and her short, thick legs parted. April couldn't help herself moaning loudly as his desperation unlocked some bit of honesty from the cunning sociopath. April parted her legs further, splaying them wider to allow him to scoot up further into her sex. He surprised her by inserting his fingers again to work the bumpy ridge inside as she gasped cupping the back of his head. She palmed his head working her muff against his lips even as her demented psyche screamed wanting escape. April fought internally, hating herself for the pleasure she was experiencing. Bitterness escaped into the recesses just behind a rounded face heavily made up to look like a demented cupie doll. Humbert Jenkins was making her cum, and she hated him for that. No one had ever cared enough to go down on her. Red did it reluctantly most of the time other than the night her nemesis, Leslie Kennedy had been finally brought low. Now some geek, she had horrific plans for was doing it willingly. April felt what she innately knew to be dishonesty on his part. All she could think of as she went into the throws of a powerful orgasm was that this nerd was undoubtedly picturing Leslie Kennedy in his fucking mind.
"STOP IT!!" April lost control as he reared back on his haunches, almost terrified at her outburst.
"Hey, did I "do something" wrong; I'm sorry April, really sorry." She pushed herself up on her elbows noticing his erection.
"Can you do something for me, Hubert?"
"Yeah anything you want, April."
With great effort, the chunky blonde miscreant assumed a kneeling, prostrate posture on the bed looking almost as if she were praying. The underside of her huge breasts were wedged against the top of her thighs. April didn't regard Humbert, burying her face in the ruffled bedding. Humbert stared back unsure of her actions, looking at her curled over profile. April spread her legs apart a little bit, adjusting herself by inching slightly towards the end of the bed.
"Fuck me like this." It was a simple request.
He didn't know what caused her curious behavior but got behind her staring down at her butt which looked wider in this position. April was just about mute, silent and unresponsive as his fingers dug into the soft, doughy flesh of her hips. His member slid effortlessly into her heated, moist confines finding her tunnel tight and narrow. She was sopping wet and ready as he began pushing into her building up speed until the sound of his pelvis slapping wetly against her reverberated off the walls of their hotel room. For some reason, Humbert found that he enjoyed taking April in this manner. There wasn't the strange mental pressure that seemed to come with her piercing gaze. There was something in the way she looked at him that made him feel like a caged animal. Not a dangerous animal, but something more akin to a pet.
"Harder."
"Huh?"
"Do it harder, fuck me." April reiterated, pleading for more.
Humbert redoubled his efforts, getting more aggressive by sliding his hands up to her waist yanking her back into his thrusts. This got more of a response from her causing the chunky teen to arch her back, letting her belly rub against the sheets. Motion ripples appeared on the surface of her pale cheeks as her legs moved further apart allowing him deeper into her cunt. April was dripping all over his length, leaving this sort of frothy residue on his cock.
"Pull my hair; pull it HARD!!"
Humbert went with it, grabbing a handful of her blonde locks and finding it hard because of their greasy nature. She was already gasping, breathing through her mouth as she thrust backward impaling herself on his member.
"HUM-HUM-HUMBEERRT, CHOKE ME!!" She gasped desperate for release.
"April?"
"FUCKING CHOKE ME; JUST-DO IT!!" Her savagery startled him, as she began to go into the throws of an impending climax. He locked his fingers around her neck regardless, acknowledging their shared dysfunction, wedging his cock hard into her butt. April rewarded him with this strained grunt of approval, managing to use her hips in a circular motion grinding against his pelvis.
"I-I WANT YOUR ARM, WANT IT AROUND MY NECK FROM BEHIND!!" April blurted out between gasps of strained pressure. Humbert lurched over her back, locking his arm around her in a rear choke, intentionally applying little pressure.
"CHOKE MY ASS, I WANNA CUM, HUMBERT!!" April screamed, her mouth agape as tremors erupted throughout her body. He could feel her clamping down on his cock in pulsing waves, the orgasm beginning to crest.
Humbert found himself swept up in her wake, locking his arm around her throat from behind using his other hand to yank on his wrist as they collapsed on the bed. April gasped and wheezed loudly between fits of coughing as her cheeks pursed inward cradling the base of his member. Humbert was balls deep inside thumping into her twat with the force of a cinder block.
"CUMMING, CUMMING-OOOHHHH, AWWWNNN OHHHHH GAWD I'M CUMMING ON YOUR FUCKING DICK SO HARD, HUMMM-BERT!!" April began squirting and gushing uncontrollably as he exploded inside in several pulsing waves. He barely realized his own screams of pleasure, laying there prone over her thick, chubby body. He slid out of her soiled confines still ejaculating wildly across her reddened cheeks. Both of them were spent, exhausted and gasping for air.
"Did that help, Humbert?"
"What?"
"Did doing me from behind help you picture her better?"
"April, what?"
"That girl you've been thinking about this whole time."
April was fishing for information, looking to find out if he shared a connection with Leslie. She was also mentally skewed and humiliated at having legitimately cum with someone else beside Red. Humbert rolled off sitting up on his knees as April regarded him. He didn't know what to say as she picked and pulled at a clump of her wet, blonde hair with mascara running down her face. She wanted to keep him off balance and on edge until she was ready to take him to her dark place. He facepalmed before glancing at the movie on the television. A thug had been set ablaze by the female heroine, Linda Blair. He was running wildly as he immolated finally crashing through a window to a burning death as the film ended.



************************************************************************************
The hot water cascaded over her flawless body a little hotter than usual as Leslie stood under the spray luxuriating in the resultant steam rising up around her. She twisted and stretched, arching her back to let the near scalding spray wash over her perfect pneumatic breasts. Leslie had spent the better part of the afternoon screwing the absolute hell out of her best friend's father. The whole thing was child's play to the brunette beauty, a game that had evolved out of the most traumatic period in her young life. She went after her best friend's father with a predator's intensity, doing everything in her power to leave him laying every time they hooked up. Leslie made it a game to empty his balls before she'd relent, breaking his resolve in bits and pieces with every encounter. She rinsed her hair out gathering it up behind her ears as she washed and scrubbed her abdomen and shaved muff. Sheriff Reed was fine as long as he believed he was in charge, but they both knew better. Leslie didn't care if her realized it or not as long as he was physically unable to cum when she was through with him. Most of the time she wasn't even seeing his face when they hooked up, but he never noticed or didn't care. Her mind would drift off to the barren field where she'd lost her virginity under the stars. She would invariably experience the flashback while lying on her back as the fifty something did his best to satisfy her.
"Humbert."
Her fingers were already caressing and rubbing her reddened slit, made that way from eight straight hours of marathon sex with a man she could have cared less about. Sheriff Reed could do anything he liked with her and it didn't matter. His daughter and her crazed sycophant had seen to that. She would never forget any of the boys and Coach Hamblen; never forget the decidedly euphoric expressions on all of their faces as they finally got their wish. Some of the guys there, her peers seemed almost afraid of her. Leslie thought she could control the situation with verbal aggression, but it was beyond her, karma for an unspeakable wrong. The universe was dealing justice to her in spades, but none of that mattered to Leslie at the time. There had nearly been several fights as her teenaged peers jostled with one another for the chance to have her. Ultimately nearly all of them ended up taking a piece of her while some just stood around watching in a lust induced haze until Red ended it all. Someone was still on top of her desperately trying to cum, before Red's boot collided with the pimpled teen's ass. Looking over at Red brought images of her father, the Sheriff and one of the most powerful men in Maplewood.
The sight of Red standing over her offering a return as her number two ignited something deep in her soul. So much that she'd started screaming in abject horror at the thought of returning to that cheerleading uniform that marked her as one of the redhead's evil drones. No one ever challenged or questioned the shitty things Red did or even walked away. Melissa Reed knew how to pick them when it came to enlisting subordinates. She lay there wondering what those nearly luminescent green eyes saw in her upon their initial meeting. It became clear as day that her supposed best friend had never been anything of the sort, indoctrinating her in the ways of power through bullying and overt intimidation. The constant, flippant chatter about all things under the sun was nothing more than a distraction. All of the trips to the local mall and more sleepovers than she cared to admit, were engineered so that she could be watched, studied. Keeping enemies closer and all that crap, was her intent along with the constant, near non-stop talk about all things sexual. After a while it seemed all they talked about was sex with Red doing her fucking best to hook her up with a never ending line of suitors. Leslie rejected them all for one reason or another, but she recalled hearing one guy refer to her as an "Ice Queen". The name just seemed to stick becoming somewhat of a joke amongst the popular kids in their circle, but she made it stick. Still, Red would not be denied eventually trying to bed Leslie herself and getting rebuffed.
The look on her face never left Leslie's memory, only now making sense in hindsight as she lay naked on the worn tiles that made up the floor of the boy's shower. Red had been caught off guard kicking her in the face when she wouldn't stop screaming. Darkness followed for an indeterminate amount of time as she regained consciousness realizing the lights had gone out. She was bathed in darkness, left discarded after being used up. Everyone had their turn shoving their cocks in and out of her until she thought she would die. She didn't move, didn't want to after all that she'd done leading up to that shower floor. Red had succeeded in laying her low, bringing her down to her level. Through it all, through the onslaught, Leslie continually glanced over at her best friend hoping against hope that she would stop the madness. The auburn haired beauty sat watching in silence with this impassive expression throughout it all. Melissa Reed was witness to every single one of the innumerable times she'd been violated. She'd wanted her only threat sullied beyond recovery, knowing she'd only be able to stomach her single rival if she were as dirty and nasty as she was inside and out. April's laughter and insane chatter served to push her over the edge of sanity as she lay in the cold, inky darkness. That was her epiphany, something that provided clarity in the days afterward as she contemplated her revenge.
The steaming spray had long since become cold as Leslie came to her senses grabbing the last remaining towel from the rack. The statuesque beauty stepped out of the shower staring at her own reflection in the mirror. She slid the tight, gold colored booty shorts up over her large, heart shaped butt until her lower cheeks popped out. She decided to leave her original t-shirt on the bathroom floor, stealing Red's favorite shirt with the intent of stretching it out so that it would never fit on the slender redhead's torso again. The interior of the bathroom sink was filled with discarded makeup from her fellow cheerleaders left behind from the sleepover. Leslie took her time doing her makeup letting her thoughts wonder back to the homely cheerleader Betty Joe, the only witness to her affair with Sheriff Reed. Leslie smiled knowing that her time was short before gossip caught up with her and Red. There was no way that disaffected toady wasn't going to spew her business all over Maplewood High. Leslie smiled applying some dark hued red lipstick to her plump lips. When asked about Betty Joe, Red admitted the squad needed a few "uglies" to make the other girls who weren't them, stand out more. Betty Joe failed to realize the top of her head was visible as she peeped over the kitchen counter. The idiot would've screwed up everything if Sheriff Reed saw her watching. Betty Joe's visible fear super charged her ego getting her so hyped, that she'd nearly struck the overly anxious girl.
"Just look at me; I'm the shit."
Leslie suddenly broke down crying hard as she quickly snatched up a towel pressing it to her face. She slumped down to her knees sobbing shrilly into the damp bath towel. Abruptly, she managed to regain her composure standing up back in front of the mirror to touch up the smeared makeup with a forced smile. Finally finding an expression she wanted to show to the outside world, Leslie stepped out of the bathroom into the corridor moving with a practiced runway walk to the living room. Sheriff Reed was passed out on his couch, completely spent and buck naked. He had been left half hanging off the leather sofa with an arm and leg dragging on the floor. The big, burly fifty something had been left lying from the hyper-sexual encounter. His snores filled the living room as Leslie took stock of her handiwork with a smirk. Red's father was getting easier to wear out with each successive hookup. The living room was a complete mess of upturned furniture, assorted trash and the Sheriff's clothing strewn about. She noticed her I-phone on the counter blinking with multiple messages.
"I hate you." Leslie murmured before hocking a wad of spittle that landed on the unconscious Sheriff's face. She left the front door ajar, glibly sliding behind the seat of her car and driving off into the night.
*************************************************************************************
"Keep calling but he ain't picking up; probably fucking around with that girl of his."
"Have to admit, good ole Sheriff Reed done got nigh irresponsible since he got wet. If it weren't for that trouble making daughter of his, I'd think he was a cherry or something."
"I'd like to see you say that to his face."
"I ain't a scared of him."
"I'll be you fifty dollars and two weekends off; hell, the boys down at the station will bet you won't do it too. Sheriff would knock you on your scrawny little ass."
"Fuck you." Deputy Mooney took exception to his partner Jimmy's assessment as another deputy cordoned off the crime scene.
"Something's in the fucking water lately, we been seeing too much shit around town as of late; this right here, this is just plain tragic." Deputy Jimmy commented.
"What's tragic about it, poor bastard cheated on his wife and didn't want to own up to it."
"Don't you think this is a little drastic?"
Coach Hamblen lay on the living room floor surrounded by the remnants of the box that had been ripped apart as Pattie forced her way into his home. There were scores upon scores of dildos, porno mags, anal plugs and other assorted sex toys littering the carpet. He had a hole in his temple, the weapon a 38 caliber pistol still in his hand. A pool of blood had poured from the opening after he'd collapsed to the carpet. One of the deputies took a photo with his phone before being silently admonished by Mooney.
"You gonna talk to the wife?"
"Fuck no, I put that shit on Sally; I can't deal with all that crying and hysterics." Both deputies glanced towards the open front room door. Mrs. Hamblen was sitting in the backseat of her SUV holding own of their small twins in her arms while some of the other children cried loudly. Her eyes were glazed over as she gave a statement to the female deputy.
"He wouldn't let me open the front door with my keys; he kept on apologizing and crying. Then he-the shot and uhm, he was dead."
"Blam!!" One of the clueless toddler shouted making the gun sign with his pointer finger.
"Pretty well fucked to shit around here." Deputy Jimmy commented as one of the other deputies picked up an errant brassiere. He examined it the small, white garment which almost looked like a training bra with heavily padded cups. Mooney snapped his fingers at the deputy when he noticed the guy sniffing the inside of the small cups.
************************************************************************************
"Hey."
"I've been waiting here for hours, what the fuck do you mean- "Hey", huh Leslie?" Happy's Restaurant and Truck Stop was in full swing, packed with customers and guests. There were various cliques and groups of people milling about making it hard for the sultry brunette to navigate the aisle leading to the booth where Red was sitting.
"Calm down, I was busy." Leslie unslung her purse having a seat in front of her faux best friend.
"Comfort dick, again bitch?"
"Yeah, since you asked; come on don't wild out on me Red. A little cock would do you good too, girlfriend; what happened, did Patty get away from you or something?" Leslie was casual about the whole affair picking up a menu. She was famished after sexually dominating her best friend's father. She'd only come to internally gloat in front of the person she hated the most.
"Don't worry about that skinny fuck, she served her purpose." Red looked noticeably agitated in a way that was unfamiliar to her second. Leslie took notice as a waitress filled glasses of water for both of them.
"Whatever?"
"WHATEVER?!!" Red's eyes widened at her friend's flippant attitude towards her. Leslie had been acting different since she returned to school and had people talking. Red noticed that she didn't make eye contact perusing the large acrylic covered menu.
"You and your pet nutcase fucked her up, right?"
"Of course, well sorry to bother you; thanks for making time for me in your busy schedule of sitting on various dicks, Leslie."
"You're welcome."
"You REALLY don't CARE, do you Leslie?"
"Of course I do bitch; tell me, how many people have we fucked with and fucked up since we met, huh? Don't answer that shit, it's obviously rhetorical Red; what happened, you forget to bury the body or something?" Leslie motioned for a cup of coffee from their waitress, who slid a thick mug in front of her.
"You're supposed to be my friend."
"Pass the sugar."
Red placed the sugar packet holder in front of Leslie watching pensively as the attractive brunette poured several packets into the steaming mug. Leslie took a deep sip as her eyes settled on the menu picture of a country fried steak sandwich. The waitress returned taking her order as Red did a slow burn looking around the restaurant at the various traveling families and the in-house entrance to the arcade.
"You're amazing, Les." Red commented snarkily reaching in her purse removing a flask of booze pouring it into her own coffee mug as Leslie glanced up into her face betraying no emotion.
"Look, I'm, here aren't I?"
"Are you, Leslie?"
"I'm hungry and I have some time on my hand before I have to sit on my next random dick as you so eloquently put it, bitch. You got something you wanna talk about or are we having dinner?"
"You're, just different lately; it's almost like I don't even know you anymore."
"And why is that a problem Red; I thought this is what you wanted? I seem different because I am different or did you conveniently forget your little part in that shit, too? No more fucking Ice Queen shit baby, "New Improved Leslie" loves the dick, now. Ain't that what you've wanted all along, all this time, Red?"
"I said I was sorry about that."
"No apologies needed babe, I gotta tell you girl; there ain't nothing like making some thirsty "Mark" cum all over himself. Nobody can hang with me, I just fuck'em up and leave them laying with a limp fucking noodle between their legs. Leslie A. Kennedy all Mike Tyson on the motherfucking dick, bitch! Why you got a problem with it, huh?" Leslie remembered herself, quickly drawing the raw emotion back into herself. Red rested her chin on her right fist leaning into the table studying her friend's face. Leslie downed another sip from the steaming mug, running her fingers through her streaked locks, shaking out her mane.
"You know, I fucked Humbert first; took his cherry." Leslie's hazel eyes rolled angrily towards her friend as she sat the cup down with both hands.
"Anal, Melissa; you were his first anal fuck, or did you forget that shit, too?" Leslie ran her tongue over her teeth to avoid gritting them.
"So, what's the difference? It's not like that little incel fuck is going to be getting laid anytime this century. Come on, you know we did him a favor, Les." The color rushed back into Red's cheeks as she felt like she'd got Leslie's attention.
"Well dear heart, the difference is night and day for your information, Red. We both know how you get down with your famous ass, but that's not the kitty, babe. You know, you never asked me, Red' ask me now?"
"Ask you what, bitch?" Red grinned thinking she was getting the emotion she'd been looking for since the brunette beauty sat down in front of her.
"Why I didn't bring him that night I lost the bet."
"What?"
"You know, I fucking had Humbert in my car, and I was bringing him to April's house to fuck him right up the ass like I'd done two times before. I was so fucking desperate to get it all back, get back into your good graces that I was blind. Motherfucker wasn't having that shit, so we started fighting in my car. Almost died when he grabbed the wheel, you would've been proud seeing me flattening his nose, Red. Humbert it seems, finally found his manhood if you will, we ended up rolling around in fucking potter's field, babe. We ENDED-UP-FUCKING-IN-POTTER'S FIELD, Red." The auburn beauty looked like the wind had been knocked out of her as Leslie recounted the night, she'd lost her virginity.
"Humbert, was your first." Red whispered to herself as Leslie stirred her coffee with a worn spoon looking the redhead dead in the eyes.
"Yep, so all those assholes you and dumb fuck, pork girl rounded up to FUCK ME; those LOSERS got in line BEHIND Humbert Jenkins, my first. So in conclusion Melissa, I'M HIS FIRST-and he is mine." Leslie finished her coffee with a loud, pronounced sip still glaring daggers into her friend's eyes. For the first time since Leslie known her, Red looked away uncomfortable with the revelation.
"So, you guys are fucking now, is that it?"
"I already told you that I'm not; I wouldn't lie to you, Melissa. You can tell when someone is lying to you, so tell me right now; am I fucking lying?" Red knew she wasn't, feeling an impending swell of humiliation washing over her that screamed out for physical retribution. Red knew that if she reached across the table to smash her supposed best friend's head against it, she would have officially lost. Instead, Red downed her mug before tossing a few bills on the table.
"No, congratulations are in order I guess; see you at school."
"Laters." Leslie was already looking at a dessert menu. Red slung her purse slowly leaving Happy's Restaurant as two toddlers chased each other down the aisle nearly bumping into her as she shoved the double doors open to the adjacent gas station area. Leslie glanced over the top of the menu, gloating as her friend stalked off to her Camaro. A satisfied smile crept over her beautiful face as the waitress returned with her food. The country fried steak sandwich was half as big as the plate it was served on with coleslaw and orange slices. A separate plate of seasoned home fries were included with the order along with a large frayed plastic tumbler full of lemonade. Leslie hadn't eaten in almost twenty four hours since having a few slices at the fabricated party designed to draw cheerleader Patty discreetly away. Since she didn't see the annoying blond magpie in Red's company, it was a safe bet to assume that Red had already shredded the clueless idiot in one fashion or another. Leslie took a big celebratory bite into the sandwich only to cough profusely for a few minutes as the waitress noticed.
"You okay honey?"
"Bathroom?!!" Leslie bolted out of the booth following the waitresses outstretched finger pointing her in the direction of the facilities. She cut in front of several women waiting to get inside barely making it to the toilet in time. Her stomach felt like it was turning inside out as she prayed intensely to the porcelain goddess. Some of the other restroom patrons backed away as she emerged from the stall glancing at herself in the mirror.
"Oh fuck no." Leslie mouthed looking at herself in the mirror.
"Congratulations darling." Some middle aged woman greeted her while changing a screaming child on the restroom's infant table.
"Shit." Leslie ran her hands over her stomach, wide eyed.
She robotically walked back to the booth regaining her seat, staring at her plate feeling distinctly nauseous. The waitress had left a Styrofoam container in her absence as Leslie started to feel the enormity of an impossible situation. Leslie ran both of her hands through her brown mane looking out the window as a bus pulled up into the gas station just outside her window. Suddenly everything seemed alien and unfamiliar outside of herself. All of the people milling about in front of her were behind some wall unseen, invisible but still there. Her face contorted in horror as she thought of Sheriff Reed. He'd definitely put a ring on her finger, and she knew it. Red would probably murder her before that happened. She leaned forward resting her chin on her fist watching the passengers disembark from the bus with a detached interest. She definitely didn't need money, but her mother was traveling abroad having decided to leave her behind to complete her high school education. Something caught her eye outside the window that shocked her back into the here and now.



*************************************************************************************
"You're mad at me, just say it."
"I'm not mad."
"But I made you leave when there was another day of the convention. You could've stayed behind, Humbert." April stepped off the bus after spending the last leg of the trip back to Maplewood sitting apart from him.
"I got what I wanted, the last day is usually shit anyway."
"You don't have to lie."
"WOULD YOU STOP IT!" He stammered exasperated at her near constant needling since they checked out of their motel room.
"Sorry, I didn't mean it Humbert; I really am, okay?"
"Yeah, I'm sorry too." He took her in his arms giving April a deep hug as their lips met in a series of light pecks that blossomed into deep kissing in seconds. The newly minted couple had consummated their relationship several times before the impromptu vacation went bust. In truth, April had been uncomfortable with Humbert's naivety and earnest nature after he'd accidentally made her orgasm in a heated tryst. She knew it was imperative that she escape Humbert being on the verge od attacking him too soon. She wanted to peel away the layers and get him to open up to her before taking him down a path four others had painfully trod before her blue eyes rested on him. The thought and illicit nature of her deception was psychically intoxicating in and of itself. She locked her arms around his torso kissing him back with renewed passion.
"Thank you, Humbert."
"For what?"
"Making me an honest woman." Their lips locked again in a torrid embrace which was awkward since he was carrying both of their assorted bags. Their bodies melded into one another as he felt himself becoming aroused.
"YOU FAAAAWWKING BITCH; I'LL FUCK YOU UP!!" Leslie appeared out of nowhere digging her claws into April's scalp while raining clubbing blows down on the side of her face. The chubby blonde miscreant screamed like a harpy initially surprised, but quickly saw the opportunity presenting itself. Humbert was thrown off balance, falling onto the asphalt with their accumulated belongings scattered. Leslie seemed everywhere ripping and tearing at her blouse, still trying to land as many punches to her face as humanly possible. April put her fleshy arm up blocking a majority of the blows as Humbert recovered realizing what was happening. The girls became an entanglement of flailing limbs.
"I'LL KILL YOU, I'LL BEAT YOUR FAT ASS TO DEATH, YOU PIG!!" Several patrons and truck drivers forced the two girls apart, but Leslie was in a murderous rage shoving and pushing back. She was hysterical and distraught at seeing one of her worst enemies with Humbert.
"STOP-IT LESLIE!!" Humbert shoved her back with both hands as April cowered behind him.
"What are you doing?"
"CUT IT OUT, GET OUT OF HERE!!" April held onto the back of his shirt pressing her face deeply there to hide her gleeful smile.
"Humbert, you don't know..." Leslie's hair was all over her head, her face had an errant scar or two from April's nails. There was no doubt the taller, more fit cheerleader could demolish April if given an opportunity.
"I KNOW LESLIE; I KNOW ALL ABOUT YOU!! I've seen your movie with all those guys!!" Leslie froze in place knowing nothing about the sex tape that had been made of her ultimate degradation, but recognizing what Humbert was referring to. She was already in tears shrinking back, her hands covering her mouth. Humbert backed away keeping his counterfeit girlfriend behind him for her own protection.
"Humbert?"
"LEAVE US ALONE!!" He yelled finding chivalry in the moment as some people held onto Leslie's arms. She found April smiling at her, impishly peeping from his left side while he was distracted. Leslie struggled mightily against the people restraining her as Humber quickly gathered up his and April's belongings ushering his girlfriend further away. He was horrified to some blood trickling down her rounded face from her temple. She withdrew from him snatching her arm away in fake surprise.
"Humbert, who's that girl?"
"She's-uhm, nothing, nobody at all." The dark makeup around April's eyes blended perfectly into the evening darkness giving her the appearance of a demonic cupie doll to Leslie.
"Humbert no, please..." Leslie begged.
"I don't want any trouble, call me when you figure this out Humbert." April snatched her tote and bags from him running off, losing herself in the growing crowd. He was left to stare back incredulously at Leslie.
"Please." She twisted and yanked trying to get away from the large, obese driver holding her.
"Stay away from me." He gathered up his belongings backing away before running off the lot. The look on Leslie's face shook him to the core of his being. It felt as if he'd cheated on her as he ran off into the night.
"Just listen to me, please." He was already long gone as the waitress appeared draping an arm around her back. The crowd started to disperse leaving Leslie there with some women and children. The bus horn blared loudly as it pulled off the lot to its next destination.
"Humbert."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
*************************************************************************************
The high beams cut through the inky darkness roadside revealing a plethora of tall reedy grass, shrubbery and bushes until the "Welcome to Maplewood" sign came into view. Some insects were visible flying around in the illumination as Antoinette peered out the passenger side window of the car.
"I'm scared Chel; this is really scary."
"Shut up, keep looking."
"What if somebody got her; what if she's..." Before she could complete that sentence Patty suddenly reached in the car grabbing two frantic handfuls of the Antoinette's shirt as the sisters screamed hysterically.
"HELP ME!!"
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The thin, lithe blonde was sporting a shiner, swollen bloodied nose and a cut lip. She was completely covered in leaves, grass and dirt from searching the underbrush on the side of the freeway searching for her phone which had been tossed over the railing by Red. She'd sustained numerous cuts and bruises when she lost her footing tumbling down the incline only to find that she had two bars of energy left on her phone. The frayed, embattled blonde dialed up her only friend in the world hoping against hope that she'd come get her from the middle of nowhere.
"I'm gonna kill that bitch." Chelsea commented as Patty sat glassy eyed beside her, war torn and ragged.
"No, don't, it's okay."
"Never could stand that ginger bitch; I always wanted to knock that smug look off her fucking face!! I'm beating the shit out of her as soon as I see that cunt!! I'm getting it all the way in on miss thang!!" Chelsea was ranting more to herself than anyone else in the car as she pushed the vehicle to its limits.
"Chel-Chelsea no, I'm okay, perfectly fine." Patty repeated revealing a bloodied chipped tooth.
"FUCK ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT PATRICIA?!!" Antoinette chimed in from the backseat. The sixteen year old student had been sitting at a forty five degree angle staring at her friend in abject horror at her condition.
"It-It was all part of the plan, it's o-kay Antoinette; REALLY, I'M FINE, ALRIGHT?!!" Patty chirped up turning towards Chelsea's little sister.
"BULLSHIT!!" Chelsea added looking over at her shell shocked friend.
"Hurry up Chel, we gotta get her to a hospital; she has a concussion or something!!"
"Driving as fast as I can, shut the fuck up!!"
"SHE'S ALL-FUCKED UP CHEL!!" Antoinette screamed back at her older sister going into a panic.
"No, I'm just fine guys; take me over to my dad's cabin. I just need to get cleaned up, is all. I'll be as good as new, and it'll be like--."
"Nothing happened? ARE YOU OUT OF YOUR FUCKING MIND?!! YOU NEED MEDICAL ATTENTION, STUPID BITCH!!" Chelsea completed her friend's sentence owing to friendlier times when they were a sort of gender bent Abbott and Costello.
"Look, the shit's over and I just wanna get cleaned up; can you do that for me Chel? I don't want to go to a FUCKING HOSPITAL, ALRIGHT?!! I BEEN THROUGH A BUNCH OF SHIT OKAY?!! I-DON'T WANT PEOPLE INVOLVED!! I-I WANT TO GET CLEANED UP AND FUCKING FORGET ALL ABOUT IT, OKAAAAYY!!" Patty went into hysterics, shaking violently as the panic attack bloomed. Antoinette started yelling unintelligibly in the backseat in response to the scene in the front seat.
Chelsea slammed on the breaks making the car skid loudly to a stop in the lane leading back into Maplewood. She sat behind the wheel as other horns from adjacent cars assailed their vehicle along with some ambient shouting from other drivers. All of the girls sat looking out onto the freeway as other vehicles sped by still honking horns.
"Please Chelsea, just take me to the cabin so I can get cleaned up; that's all I want. We're best friends, right? Just help me get to the cabin so my family doesn't freak out; don't make it hard, I just need a few minutes to get it together."
"You're hurt." Antoinette whispered.
"It's okay, I did this to myself."
Chelsea slowly started the car continuing on past the hospital gritting her teeth as she did so against her own impulses. She glanced over at Patty sitting there looking like she'd been mauled by an animal. The petite blonde was a visual mess of abuse covered in bruises, scratches and welts. Her fingers tightened on the steering wheel as she looked in the rear view mirror at her little sister who was also doing a slow burn. Both girls wanted a piece of Melissa Reed aka Red in no uncertain terms. Patty seemed to sense the rising anger in the car looking over at her best friend in the world feeling the weight of the situation crash down upon her.
"I fucked up; I should have listened to you, but I didn't, Chelsea. You were right about everything, but it's gonna be okay. We can go our separate ways after we get to the cabin and I won't bother you anymore."
"Forget about that, let's just get you to the cabin."
"Yeah, but I just want you to know that she doesn't know you were there, that day."
"I don't care, I don't give two fucks."
"Please Chel, let it go; I need you to ignore this shit. It could get really bad for me if you don't." Chelsea could hear the desperation in her friend's voice as she softly begged just above a whisper.
"What's she got on you?"
"Everything."
Antoinette was bristling, so angry that she was using her feet to push herself backward into the cushions of the backseat. Everyone knew about Red the head cheerleader who was a monstrous bully anointed greatest bitch of all time by her peers. She couldn't take her eyes off of the back of Patty's blonde head noticing streaks of crimson intermingled with clumps of dirt. The thick, teen knew if she had a gun, she'd kill Red for sure. Back in Texas where their family originated from, they had a saying.
"Some people just need killing." Antoinette whispered as the car drove into the country darkness sparsely lit by the primitive street lighting that hadn't changed since the fifties.
************************************************************************************
"OPEN UP!!" Red banged and beat on the April's door and had been for almost twenty minutes getting more agitated when there was no response.
"Looking for somebody?" April appeared at the bottom of her short stoop dragging her tote and the bags she'd scored from the comic convention.
"Where you been, bitch?"
"Comic book convention." April held up her bags filled with nerd swag, smiling happily. Red stared at the stuff looking irritated and confused.
"Ewww, what is that?"
"Happily, out of your league Red; so why're you knocking on my door at this time of night, not that I'm disappointed? You do know my mother works nights, right?"
"I-I uhm; do I really need an excuse, bitch?" Red caught herself not wanting to admit that Leslie had upset her but noticing that April seemed to be somewhat disheveled as she took two steps up the stoop towards her.
"Of course not, bitch."
"What happened to you; looks like you were in a fight?"
"It's no big deal, some jealous little whore all up in her feelings. Nothing I can't handle, I can assure you, Red." April handed the auburn beauty her bags as she fished her house keys out of her immense cleavage unlocked her front door. She stole a glance at Red holding her bags waiting with a slight self-satisfied smirk on her face. Red noticed three light scratches on Aprils cheek furrowing her brow.
"Who put their hands on you April; we can go get that bitch right now if you want. I'd love to fuck somebody up tonight."
"Yeah, babe?"
"Of course, you're my friend."
"Friend, that's what I am to you, Red?" April casually took her bags back from the redhead as they walked cross the living room to her bedroom.
"What, something change while you were at the fucking comic book convention?"
"You tell me, girl you look like somebody's been up in your head. What's the deal, Red?" April pulled out two milkcrates that had been stacked vertically near her vanity table revealing her stash of horror magazines and comics. She poured her stash on the tabletop removing some cardboard 8 1/2 by 11 backers along with some plastic bags, keeping her back facing Red who looked kind of lost.
"You think that Patty bitch is gonna tell?"
"Who cares; I'll nuke her ass if she does and we both know that skank ain't saying shit." April glanced over at Red checking out her flawless body.
"I uhm, dropped her off out by the Maplewood Sign; out of town pretty much." Red noticed Patty's underwear hanging from the lampshade picking them up looking over at her evil protege. April walked over taking the white panties from Red looking at the crotch before turning them over revealing a Winnie Chan bear on the back.
"If you're so worried, why didn't you put a bullet in her head, bitch?" April took a sniff of the panties before looking up into the taller girl's troubled face.
"You're serious, aren't you?"
"Don't tell me you're not Melissa; I-mean what the fuck have we been doing this whole time if we're not serious, huh? You so worried about that kid, go finish that shit up, whore. I'll still be here when you find your fucking balls, Red." April hissed out the words looking for something from the auburn redhead, biting her lower lip in anticipation.
The chubby, miscreant wasn't kept waiting as Red's palm collided with her face nearly knocking her senseless. Another slap followed hitting the other side of her face before Red grabbed her shoulders forcing April against the wall so hard that several hanging items fell to the floor. Red dug her fingers into the top of April's scalp using her other to roughly cup her chin turning her head at a forty five degree angle like she wanted to rip it from the girl's shoulders.
"I don't think I like your tone."
"Yeah, what're you gonna do about it?" April gasped with a psychotic grin looking up wild eyed into the redhead's beautiful face.
"I'M GONNA FUCK YOU UP, BITCH!!" Red snarled animalistically, some of her spittle hitting April's rounded face.
"Promise?"
Her middle fingers were already caressing Red's mound as she was being threatened with bodily harm. Red looked down surprised as April's knuckle traced the clothed slit art her opening. The redhead glanced back up mouth agape as April aggressively reached around grabbing the perfect oval shaped globes of her much talked about ass. She took it one step further digging her nails into her butt cheeks pulling the auburn beauty tightly against her body.
April's lips pressed against hers, parting to allow her tongue to invade the auburn beauty's mouth. She found a willing participant as Red's leg rose allowing her knee to rub against the chubby blonde's crotch. April continued squeezing her luscious cheeks, groping and wantonly pinching to her heart's delight. Both girls made out in a wet display, mutually gratifying one another as Red cupped her cheek kissing her cohort passionately. The evil redhead suddenly stopped looking slightly confused before her fists were filled with April's blouse. The light cottony material was ripped apart right down the middle allowing the full figured sociopath's huge breasts to spill outward, her brassiere serving little more than a ceremonial function. Red found numerous hickeys and reddened spots all over her lover's chest that sparked some latent jealousy as she pinched and twisted the girl's erect nipples. April gasped letting one of her hands slip under Red's vintage t-shirt noticing the band Twisted Sister emblazoned on its surface. The redhead's own small, pert breasts were hidden behind what amounted to little more than a training bra as hungry fingers found a small nub to twist on making Red gasp and bite April's lower lip in faux retaliation.
Red was unprepared for the open handed slap to her rear that echoed off the walls of April's cramped bedroom, snarling as she responding pinching her massive left breast with her fist and twisting. She didn't know what to make of their coupling as April seemed to get off from the pain slapping her rear several times in succession until Red clawed into her throat choking the shorter woman. Undeterred, the Rubenesque misfit reached down grabbing the sides of Red's luscious thigh prompting her to push it harder against her sex, actually humping against it while still being restrained. The lustful grinding and little whimpers of pleasure were throwing the attractive beauty off, causing her to lower the shapely leg being used by her savant with rising candor. Aprils hands immediately went to the hem of her jean print jeggings peeling them down exposing the lower portion of the cheerleader's taut abdomen and the tiny misfit panties bought by the chubby blonde that matched her own. The Misfits logo slowly began to appear as April lost it slipping her hand inside onto Red's shaved mound in desperate skinship.
The dominant cheerleader nearly swooned as two greedy fingers traced her slit finding it dripping wet to the touch. April was infinitely skilled at delivering pleasure to her mentor having slept with her too many times to count at this point. A single finger curved up inside her tightened walls teasing the grooves there resulting in even more moisture as Red's strength fluctuated. This didn't sit well with the apex-predator of Maplewood high forcing her to angrily grab her charge's throat with both hands this time, squeezing and pressing down hard. No resistance was offered, only more of the same as slipped two more fingers inside curving them upward, essentially grabbing the shapely teen from the inside. April's blue expressive eyes rolled up into her head leaving the whites visible as if she were possessed. Her mouth began to gape open allowing her tongue to appear as she began to lose consciousness. Her free hand dropped from her huge tit unable to twist the nipple for her own dark pleasure. This choking, extended gasp erupted from deep in her bowels as April orgasmed so hard, her knees buckled.
"SHIT!!" Red snatched her hands back looking from them to April's reddened face, running mascara, drooling lips and all.
Red backed away knowing just how close she'd come to strangling her only remaining legitimate friend. She looked as if she were on the verge of tears about to apologize as April wiped the frothy spittle from her mouth bending over, coughing hard from the pain. Red nervously chewed on her nails not knowing what had come over her as April righted herself insanely grinning. She attempted to take a step back but found her wrist snagged, realizing April was stronger than she appeared. The redhead uncharacteristically cringed at the contact finding her lover creepy. She offered no resistance as April turned her facing the wall. Nothing on the planet was going to stop the chubby blonde from peeling those jeggings off. April squatted down easily considering her size focusing on revealing all as the beginnings of Red's small, pronounced waist appeared followed by the two coveted dimples just above her perfect, tear drop shaped derriere. She was an athletic girl toned and tight with sloping wide hips, gifted with perfectly proportioned legs that most of her fellow cheerleaders hated. Some of her peers jokingly referred to her as a terminator making sure to stay out of earshot.
April was breathing hard from her mouth at the distinct object of her lust, Red unknowingly had become a fetish for her obedient number two. Her thumbs dug into the under cuff spreading them apart revealing her front and back doors. Red pressed her palms flat on the wall littered with horror movie posters and indie band flyers April had collected from the telephone poles around the small town. There was no hiding how wet she was from attention she'd sought from her estranged boyfriend. Evidence of her need was literally running down her leg right in front of April's big blue eyes. The thick blonde caught it lapping up her inner thigh to the underside of her right cheek which she peppered with kisses. Red was wholly unprepared to have her lover's face buried between her cheeks licking away at her cunt like a starving animal. She was unprepared for the intoxicating waves of pleasure that shot electrically up her spine making her tongue appear to lick the Nightmare on Elm Street poster hanging there. April began sucking and nipping at her cheeks making a nasty, saliva covered mess of both. Both girls got caught up in the heat of the moment whining and gasping with the chubby blonde twirling her tongue on her lover's backdoor, rimming her. This was too much sending Red over the edge as she struggled to cum without alerting April. Something inside made it feel like a defeat and she couldn't give up another win after fighting and losing verbally to Leslie.
She felt the other girl's hands slowly gliding up her body finding the inside of her t-shirt which was stripped away and tossed aside making Red nude from midthigh up. April handled her rounded thighs turning her evil sponsor about so that she could look at her face. Red didn't no what to say or do next as she watched the followed the woman's glance up and down her body, visually luxuriating in her pale nudity. April licked her lips cupping Red's pert breasts again before pressing her body against the startled cheerleader using her weight to pin her there. The teens kissed passionately for a long time before April sank down methodically removing her ankle boots one after the other. The jeggings were carefully peeled off, reluctantly tossed away as well. April had to resist the urge to smell the crotch in front of her startled lover, instead standing to lose her tattered shirt revealing her immense bosom in all its glory.
"Melissa?"
"What?" Red answered nervously, forgetting that she didn't allow the chunky blonde to use her real name. Both girls stared at one another breathing hard, almost in perfect sync.
"I'm going to fuck you now."
She couldn't stop staring hard at Red in all her nude glory, coveting that perfect body as she softly led her by hand to the edge of her bed. April stood there staring into her eyes as darkened mascara ran down her cheeks like blackened tears. She could see goosebumps on the girl's flawless, alabaster skin which gave her a visceral charge as she unsnapped the button on her capris. She shimmied almost comically out of her pants and underwear revealing her own nudity. April pulled Red's hand down just under her own shaved mound wanting her to know how wet she was for the beautiful cheerleader. She wasn't upset when Red drew her hand back like she was burned. She gingerly pulled the offended digits to her mouth, sucking her own essence from them. April slow burned staring deep into the luminescent green eyes of the woman sitting on her bed, silently waiting.
"Why'd you come here tonight, Melissa?"
"I uhm, just wanted to talk."
"Fucking liar, you could've called me on the phone. I just want some fucking honesty for once in my shitty life from you, Melissa. Haven't I earned it, bitch?"
"I-I needed you." Red admitted reluctantly through gritted teeth.
April's eyes widened as her face broke, becoming a joyous smile of acceptance. Her nostrils were flaring as she quickly rewarded Red with a deep kiss that blossomed into a full on make out session. Red's hands rose on either side of her rounded head, before they were captured and brought up covering April's nipples. Her long thin fingers looked almost childlike covering the immense bosom eye level with her face.
"I have something Red, especially for us."
Red was leery of her intent as April opened the top drawer on her cluttered, bedside table making sure to do it slowly. She understood all too well the hair trigger temper of Melissa Reed. Carefully a crescent shaped double dildo, flesh colored was brought into the low lamp light of the cozy bedroom. She'd purchased the item long ago but didn't know how to introduce it to her dangerous mentor. Red followed her actions intently as she held it in front of her face for approval, before inserting the curved portion into her snatch. The effect was immediate as it brushed up against her g-spot. Red looked down between her thick, meaty thighs finding the rest of the faux-penis pointing in her direction finding the sight daunting. There was a slight upward curve to the exposed portion which looked frightening as April handled the back of her knees raising them towards the limber cheerleader's abdomen. Red shrieked as April surprised her, burying her face in the redhead's snatch. Unfettered by a vertical position, April was able to really get at the juicy, peach licking and slurping away with sensual proficiency. She intimately knew every little weakness and pressure point to manipulate being so good at times, that Red would sometimes show up at her door just to get head. Those were earlier days when she'd be left alone as Red drove off into the night right before her mother came home from the graveyard shift.



Things were infinitely different now as she yearned to show the perpetually angry redhead just how far she's come. Both of them had taken Patty for sport, at least on her part since she had nothing to gain personally from Red's revenge. Red hadn't seemed to notice how completely she'd mastered the thin, lithe chatterbox making the girl climax repeatedly and even wet the bed in torrents, while being savagely stuffed full of twelve inches of silicone. Instead Red decided to take a studded belt to the girl's backside until she begged to be on the business end of April's dildo again. She didn't blink or withdraw when her redheaded idol let her inner demon rampage all through the bedroom with the evil cheerleader managing to stuff half of a well-used dildo down the girl's throat daring her not to regurgitate. April thought it crude taking it as a personal offense that she didn't even attempt to honestly pleasure the girl in the same manner used to break her resolve so long ago. The blonde miscreant could hardly remember the early days when she was Red's victim of choice before everything changed for the better?
Red's reddened snatch was a sloppy mess of saliva and the girl's considerable essence, but April still wasn't satisfied, licking and slurping until the redhead was a squirming mess. Red clawed at her head involuntarily humping, pushing her hips up into April's face, gasping and swooning as a tongue swirled around inside of her. Her shapely thighs seized up around the plump blonde's head as a torrent of her essence erupted spraying April's face. Not to be denied, fingers dug into her flower spreading it wide apart with thumbs hooked on the inside allowing her engorged clit to present itself for April to fellate like a miniature cock. She had the troubled high school queen loudly whining and talking gibberish which only spurred her on further. She wanted to take this evil redhead in the worst way and get her addicted to her touch. Red's eyes were tightly shut as she struggled internally to keep her composure, failing miserably, yowling and pushing her muff into April's mouth. Her tiny little nipples were so hard, they hurt almost feeling like they were on fire. April wedged her face into her sex gathering her luscious thighs between her biceps going crazy on Red's snatch with nasty, sticky wet sounds reverberating throughout the bedroom. She was determined to force something out of Red that she wanted since their illicit relationship began.
"OOOOOHHHHH MMMMMYYYY FAAAAWWKKKING GAAAAAAWWWDDDDD!!" Red screamed to the rafters, rooftop and beyond out into space somewhere.
April stopped on a dime sitting on the back of her calves looking down at her lover feeling the power washing over her. She was breathing from her mouth, heaving and huffing from the exertion, almost on the verge of a coronary from the strain of making Red finally react verbally. The girl lying underneath her was almost completely flushed crimson in silent, gasping tribute to her own nickname. Visually subdued and demure with a hand weakly covering her muff almost looking afraid. Her green eyes little more than slits while her mouth hung open simply to breathe. One of her legs was bent at the knee as she slightly turned on her side reeling from the mind staggering orgasm. Her inner thighs were actually bruised bearing numerous scratches to her delicate alabaster skin. Her muff swollen, puffed out from the never ending abuse. April sniffled and chuckled lightly to herself looking upon her handiwork from Red's enraptured features down to her sex which was now covered with both hands, hiding it from her sight. April found no resistance as she parted the long shapely legs, pushing them wide apart revealing her sex once more.
"Don't." Red murmured just below a whisper, unable to take any more.
Aprils hand traveled caressingly over her own sloping belly down to her sex finding entrance inside. She was sopping wet, removing her hand and cupping it under her chin letting a steady stream of drool run into it before applying it to the dildo. She stroked and glazed the head and length intermittently looking at Red's face with clear intent. She knew her mentor well, knew that she wouldn't beg off for fear of looking weak. Such was the curse of her own station in life after acquiescing to the title of Apex-Predator of Maplewood High. April slathered so much spit on the sex toy that it glistened in the low lamp light that illuminated both of their unique bodies which were at opposite ends of the spectrum from one another. Red looked distressed mouthing something under her breath that was unintelligible. April leaned over her lovers body on all fours needing no assistance as the realistic head of the dildo pushed against Red's slit. She looked down at the redhead whose eyes were tightly shut in anticipation of being violated.
"Look at me, Melissa." April whispered to the beautiful creature beneath her. Red's eyes gradually opened wide enough that her circular green pupils were revealed in all their glory. They really did glow.
The resounding smack denoted a meteoric impact for the ages as April drove the thick fake cock inside her lover up to the hilt resulting in a scream that could probably be heard several houses over. She was well experienced with the toy pushing her knees forward under Red's butt while rocking her hips in a sawing motion as fast as humanly possible. She'd felt the dildo bottom out on that initial thunderous impact as Red locked her arms and legs around her hunched over body in a veritable death grip. April continued thumping into her with the wide cock incrementally increasing her own pleasure as the opposite end mashed down on her g-spot as mercilessly as she was giving it to her partner. Both girls were creaming all over as Red squirted almost continuously from the sensation. April's blue eyes were shut tightly as the toy curved up into her sweet spot quickly driving her to the precipice. Red's clawing nails drew blood digging trenches in April's back as she rutted deep inside. Everything was on the table or out the window as the athletic redhead humped back up into the invading dildo that was stretching her to her limits. Her beautiful face twisted into an ugly mask of carnality as tears flowed freely spilling from her squinted eyes onto the ruffled bedding.
All she'd wanted for most of the day was some sort of physical intimacy retreating into herself after making Coach Hamblen screw Patty raw. Her victim's innate and visible fear provided an initial charge of evil power that waned all too quickly and found her at Brad Tucker's doorstep. She'd taken to packing a gun after her experience with youth pastor Robert Lane but considered using it for a darker purpose as she stood there waiting for Brad to open the door. His inability to perform sexually and the horrified expression on his face as well as his actions, gave her pause. She glared art him after dressing seeing the pathetic person, she'd turned him into, feeling truly lonely. Red sought familiarity in her friend Leslie, hoping against hope that perhaps they could shore up their friendship. Instead Leslie seemed edgy and disinterested in resuming her old role as her number two with the two former friends verbally sparring about Humbert Jenkins, someone Red considered beneath them both. The confrontation abruptly ended with Leslie revealing that she'd cheated Red out of another evil act, losing her virginity to Humbert the night before she willingly submitted to be gangbanged by half of the male populace of Maplewood High and Coach Hamblen. Red found an unknown defeat in the revelation almost running from the restaurant to avoid harming her friend. Even as she drove away, her demonic id was calling out for her to return to the restaurant and make Leslie pay for cheating her out of a supposed revenge. Five miles down the street, Red actually pulled over hopping out of her sports car with the gun in hand. She pointed it back towards the direction she'd just driven intending to unload the clip before coming to her senses. Back behind the wheel of her Camaro, there was one person left she could go to in time of need.
"Melissa, tell me why you came here tonight." April gasped trying to work her hips even harder into Red's snatch.
The beautiful redhead squirmed under her not wanting to answer, frustrating her chubby, blonde companion further. April gathered up her thighs going into a kneeling squat driving the false phallus directly into the back of her cunt with explosive results. Torrents of moisture began spraying uncontrollably from red's gaped cunt as she reached a shrill whining crescendo. There was no way she could hide the fact that she was openly crying from the relentless assault on her sex. April's immense bosom was bouncing and jiggling as she went even harder trying to tear her lover apart.
"AAAAWWWWWNNN, WHY-WHY YOU BRING YOU'RE FUCKIN-AAWWWWNN, WHY YOU HERE WITH ME, BITCH?!!" April screamed unable to control her rage any longer.
"FAAAWWKKK -FAAWWKKK YOU!!" Red screamed back out of sheer will power, struggling to deny April the validation she knew the girl wanted.
"FAAAAAWWWK, AWWWW, OOOOHHH SHIT; FAAAAWK ME, HUH?" The pretense of mutual sexual release fell away like some second skin.
"FUH-FUH-FAAAAWKKKK YOU!!" Red screamed as another volcanic orgasm rocketed every fiber of her being. She knew what was happening but found herself caught up in a sexual vortex with the chunky savant seeking that which only she could give. She didn't want to give that advantage, no matter what the cost.
"Oh, okay Melissa." April faltered supporting her weight on both arms crouching over Red. Both girls found themselves staring into one another's face gasping, trying to catch their breath. April noticed that Red averted her eyes in what appeared to be shame even going so far as to squint them instead of looking at her directly. The dildo slid slowly out of Red's abused cunt resting on the ruffled mattress between her legs.
"Get-Get off me." Red could barely speak above a whisper; her throat was parched.
"No, I'm not finished."
April surprised her former bully with a burst of energy rolling her onto her stomach before pressing the soaked toy against her brown eye. Red was so weak that putting up a fight was out of the question. April managed a third of the dildo into her heart shaped as Red instinctively arched her back spreading her cheeks receiving more. Her digits topped with black painted fingernails were almost like spider legs digging into the pliant flesh or her pale, rounded hips. The chubby deviant methodically pulled back burying the rest with some still left outside making Red's butt resemble a spade. She was not going to be denied what she considered her rightful place since being hounded and harangued, taunted and bullied into her current state. She wanted more than the devious redhead was willing to give. Wanted to blow past the arm's length she'd always been kept at, noticing it fully at the conclusion of Leslie's downfall in the boy's locker room some time ago. Red would give her loyal follower and disciple her due tonight one way or the other.
"AAAAAAWWWWWW, AAAAAHHH, AAAAWWWNNNNN OOOOHHHHH FAAAAWWKKK!!" Her thick, squarish hips blurred as she pounded that big, shapely alabaster rear to mush. She didn't care if there was permanent damage, April was going to take what she wanted, grabbing a handful of the girl's flowing auburn mane.
"WHY-WHY-AWWWWW SHIT, WHY YOU FAAAWKING HERE, RED?!!" She demanded again wrapping the red hair around her ham fist continuing to pull back with all her might. Red's chin was forced upward to avoid having a plug ripped out of her scalp.
"OOOHHHH, OOOHHH SHIT I'M CUMMING SO HARD!! CUMMING!! CUMMING!!" Red was having what was termed a "Coming to Jesus" moment.
"WHY THE FUCK ARE YOU HERE, BITCH?!!" Red using her legs, her limber nature to spread them wider in order to stave off answering the maddened sycophant. The double ended toy was wreaking havoc with both teens, each going into the throws of what was going to be a massive orgasm, possibly the last each could endure.
"APRIL- YUH, YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM SOOOOO FAAWWKKING HARD!!"
"WHY TEL ME WHY, GODDAMIT!!"
"I-I WANTED...!!" Her words seemed to slip out uncontrollably as the bed rocked and shook, the lower mattress becoming dislodged from the box spring.
"YOU WAAAANTED ME TO FUCK YOU!! YOU WANTED A FAAAAWKING FUCK, RIGHT?!!" April added another hand pulling more hair drawing Red's head back further than she thought possible. It almost seemed as if her neck would snap from the pressure alone.
"YEAH, YEAH, YEAAAAHHHHHHH, I WANTED-I WANTED TO GET FAAAWWKED SO BAAAAADDD!!" April screamed as the orgasm rocked her body. The hair on her arms and the back of her neck were standing on end. Electricity seemed to crackle all about them as Red cracked, entirely against her will.
"WHOSE FUCKING PUSSY IS THIS?!!" April screamed as she crested white hot.
"YOURS, IT'S YOUR FUCKING PUSSY-YOUR FUCKING PUSSSY APRIL!! AWWWNNN, OOOOHHHH GAAAAWD, APRIL!! IT'S YOUR PUSSY!!" Melissa Reed aka Red, the meanest girl in Maplewood, undisputed queen of her high school and the sheriff's daughter, shattered into a thousand fragments. She had become a sobbing, drooling mess as both girls cemented the symbiotic nature of their complex relationship.
April let go allowing the nude girl to fall on the bed exhausted, breathing hard through her mouth. Red lay partially on her side looking unable to move facing the end of the bed as the chubby blonde walked into view studying her face intently. She carefully removed the sex toy dropping it to the floor with a pronounced thud on her hardwood floor. Red lay silently staring glassy eyed watching April's thick, Rubenesque figure in all it's nude glory, both girls glistening with sweat. The full figured blonde stretched allowing her joints to audibly crack before running her fingers through her wet tresses shaking it out. The dark mascara looked almost like war paint on her face as she continued glaring down at Red just lying there on her bedding. The room reeked of sweat and sex, intermingled with slight traces or urine as April opened her closet door retrieving a short, kimono robe which she wrapped around her figure. She walked over retrieving a plastic bottle of water from the tiny refrigerator near her dresser taking a swig. April cradled Red's head carefully opening her mouth to let water run from her mouth into the girl's open mouth.
Afterwards, she returned to her dresser reaching into the space beside it removing a sling chair which she propped open sitting down in it. Red's squinted green eyes watched as she sat down grabbing a copy of her favorite indie comic Love & Rockets, casually taking a sip of her water without regarding Red further. Twenty minutes later, the redhead managed to right herself slowly dressing without a word, taking the time to carefully put on each of her boots before glancing over from the edge of the bed at April who was on her third comic. She chaffed inside knowing what she'd given, what had been taken from her. There was no way, April was going to continue as her protege. The blonde enigma had finally proved herself worthy of being seen as her equal. Things were irrevocably changed, and Red didn't know how she felt about it, wiping her arm across her nose, sniffling a bit.
"Was it good for you?" April asked as she closed the bedroom door behind herself.
*************************************************************************************
The hot water provided a measure of relief for her pain wracked body as Patty sat down in the tub, helped by her best friend, Chelsea. Under the low light of the cabin bathroom, the full extent of her assault was apparent with visible bruising and cuts all over her back. The water grayed quickly from the excess dirt on the thin cheerleader's body.
"You got to go to the cops about this Patty." Chelsea took a large sponge wiping some of the dirt and grime off her back. Her eyes were watery as Patty winced and gasped a little from the pain.
"I can't do that; you can't do it either, Chel."
"I don't care what she's got on you, don't worry, I got your back. I'll stand with you no matter what."
"Please, just keep this secret with me, I just want everything back to normal. That's all I want, just let me forget about this."
"How?"
"You're a sister to me, I appreciate that, and this-it'll fade away over time. We're graduating this year, right?"
"What's gonna happen when you see that bitch at school, Patty?"
"Nothing."
"NOTHING?!!"
"As-As long as I don't make waves; the shit will be alright, nothing at all." Patty stared straight ahead at the tiled wall talking as if she were trying to make herself believe the words coming out of her mouth.
"No, Patty."
"Look, I got a sweat suit here and I can do my makeup kind of thick so that my mom doesn't notice; dad never notices anything I do anyway Chel. This can work out, I know it." Shades of her friend's usual manic personality bubbled to the top. One of her eyes was reddened, making Chelsea bristle.
"What do you mean by that; what are you talking about?!!"
"Just let it go, I'm gonna be okay as long as Red thinks everything's cool. Then nobody has to find out about-..." Patty stopped short of talking about everything that happened to her as Chelsea knelt next to the tub looking into her friend's bruised face. Both girls were strained and emotionally strung out from the situation.
"Patty, its wrong; don't let her do this shit to you."
"I-I got no choice." She broke down crying hard and coughing as Chelsea embraced her friend. Patty hunched over, held aloft by her friend's strong grasp.
In the other room, Antoinette sat on the living room couch surrounded by an extra large bag of chips and a two liter of soda blankly watching the evening news. She perked up as Coach Hamblen's photo popped up next to the newscaster.
"HEY GUYS, YOU AINT GONNA BELIEVE THIS SHIT!!" Antoinette yelled leaning forward to turn up the volume.
*************************************************************************************
There was a persistent flashing light in the murky darkness along with a near continuous buzzing that went unanswered. The living room was nondescript other than various shapes barely visible other than the moonlight filtering into the ranch house as a car pulled up outside. The clock on the wall indicated it was three in the morning as gravel and rocks were crunched underfoot until labored footfalls sounded on the porch just outside the front door. The light metallic clang of house keys rattling about filled the air before a key was pushed into the door lock. The big oak door swung open without the need for keys revealing a silhouette.
"What in the hell, door's unlocked." The sound of a purse being opened was followed by the click of a gun's safety as the footfalls got louder just inside the door.
Red turned on the lights at the entrance of the corridor leading down to her room illuminating main day room as well. She was unprepared for the sight of her nude father lying half off the couch on his back, snoring loudly. The living room reeked of sex and was in a state of disrepair with some trash and litter on the carpet as Red regarded her unconscious parent, sleeping placidly.
"WAKE UP!!" She kicked the couch as hard as she could startling her father awake. He quickly realized his situation covering his crotch with a small couch pillow.
"Whu-WHAT DAY, I MEAN WHAT TIME IS IT?!!" Sheriff Reed stammered, looking around the trashed living room scratching his head.
"Are you fucking drinking, now?"
"No, I uhm..." He caught himself almost revealing that he'd spent the day doing several rounds of marathon sex with her best friend. He sat up looking out of it with a sour taste left in his mouth as the vestiges of Leslie's scent assailed his nostrils.



"Fucking hookers, again dad? Hope you used protection, geez!" He felt like an idiot sitting in front of his eighteen year old daughter who felt comfortable talking to him like a child.
"Last time I checked, I paid the mortgage and your phone bill, Melissa."
"Yeah sure, daddy."
"DON'T START WITH THAT DADDY SHIT; YOU KNOW HOW MUCH I HATE THAT-Red?!!" Sheriff Reed forgot himself again, realizing that he was talking to his only daughter.
"Good to know, sorry." She bounded down the hall slamming the door to her room leaving him alone to wallow in shame. He knew he should go to her and try to smooth things over, but it would be too awkward for him to bear after being caught in the nude. He leaned back on the couch thinking of the statuesque brunette teen; a beauty queen if ever there was one in his opinion. She was thee same age as his daughter but looked like a woman with a sexual pedigree to match. Once they'd started, it was impossible to stop the momentum as he struggled to keep up with the teen determined to milk him dry. His balls were swollen and pulsing along with his inner thighs from the almost constant sexual activity. Leslie had paused once to take a shower and reapply her makeup before screwing him into oblivion. Sheriff Reed wondered why she'd left him in such an embarrassing state. It was like she only cared about screwing him and nothing else.
"Damn, where you at girl?" He whispered looking over his shoulder making sure Red wasn't around as he checked his phone. He ignored the multitude of messages from his deputies dialing up Leslie instead. The call went straight to voicemail along with the following ten calls as he stood making sure to keep the small pillow in front of his crotch.
"Uhm, it's me; just checking on you girl." He mumbled the message under his breath not realizing Red was behind him in the adjacent kitchenette getting a soda from the fridge to wash down some ibuprofen. He walked by the entrance to the kitchen never noticing his daughter's glare from the darkness. She didn't speak, still reeling from the day's events.
*************************************************************************************
Shady Oaks was a gated community made up of mostly retired professionals and the casually wealthy. It was a small community bereft of any real ties to adjacent Maplewood, but close enough to be considered by locals as the snooty part of town. Leslie Kennedy was one of the few kids in the community but never associated with any of her peers. The community was bordered on all sides by a large brick wall with a security manned gate as the entrance. Leslie's home was a spacious, one story affair that she occupied alone. Her mother, a high powered corporate attorney remained on the go, jet setting around the world. Leslie had been deposited in Maplewood because her mother had grown up there before finding her place in the world. It seemed simple rich people logic and child's play to leave her smart, independent daughter there with a housekeeper and hired workers to keep up the grounds. If there was ever a time a daughter needed her mother, it was now. But lying in her bed, Leslie knew better than to phone the perpetually busy woman.
Wearing a simple tank top and cotton panties, Leslie stared up at the ceiling scared to death at the possibility that she might be with child. She taken several showers since arriving home in the middle of the night after a tussle with a person that was shaping up to be her mortal enemy. She gritted her teeth at the memory of Humbert kissing April so passionately just outside the restaurant window she was behind. Thinking of it made her fists clench involuntarily as he imagined strangling the chubby miscreant to death. April had been after her, dogging her every step while running her down to Red before it all went to hell. Leslie rolled over looking at the Hello Kitty Radio alarm clock on her bedside table. It was five in the morning and she felt nauseous. Minutes later she'd finished praying to the porcelain goddess for the second time in twenty four hours even more scared as her housekeeper let herself into the house. Rosa lived nearby in a trailer park, happily married with four kids. The forty something never asked questions or pried into Leslie's business content to fulfill her duties and go when her time was up.
"Your mother know?" She asked out of the blue after noticing Leslie turn her nose up at the breakfast plate set in front of her.
"Excuse me?"
"About the baby; you having a baby, right?"
"I-don't think so, Rosa." Leslie lied.
"You having a baby." The motherly woman walked over staring directly at Leslie's face noting it looked a bit fuller than usual.
"No, I'm not."
"Sure, you'd better find out, but its okay cause you have money." Rosa walked out of the dining room taking the untouched plate with her. Leslie tried to down a glass of apple juice, but that made her feel ill as well.
Thirty minutes later, Leslie was behind the wheel of her car driving out to the next town. She'd looked online finding a Planned Parenthood outlet the next town over. She was grateful because going to a free clinic would probably not go unnoticed in Maplewood. She definitely wasn't going to her doctor because her mother would be instantly alerted via email.
The clinic was situated in a partially out of business strip mall, nondescript with a broken door with masking tape on the glass. Leslie had dressed in a grey hoodie and some sweatpants making sure to wear some canvas sneakers trying to blend in as she walked into the medical office. Some of the other women, mostly girls still stared at her like she was an alien or something. Leslie found herself a seat in the corner near a rectangular window facing the mall parking lot. She could see her car from the window worrying that someone would steal it the moment she went in for her appointment.
"Kennedy?" A nurse, some large obese, rough looking black woman barked her name. One pregnant Latin teen elbowed her boyfriend hard when he couldn't seem to take his eyes off the uncommonly beautiful teen.
She was directed into a medical office that didn't seem the cleanest, removing her clothing behind a partition as another flaky looking female doctor tapped away on her office computer. It was awkward and frightening as she placed her clothing in a plastic bin before walking out to be examined as the doctor printed out a questionnaire for her to fill out.
"No doubt about it, you're having a baby Ms. Kennedy." The female doctor, Maxine was her name, seemed to be a drinker or something.
"That's impossible."
"Well we've done enough tests, unless you have something to add; there's a little bundle of joy in your immediate future. I'd say nine months into the future."
"How?!!" Leslie sat wide eyed staring across the cramped room at some medical one sheets posted on a cork board.
"Ask your guy; maybe you two can piece together whether or not he was sporting protection six weeks ago."
"Six weeks?"
"Yes Ms. Kennedy; six weeks and about a day, now if it's gonna be any kind of problem, I got a few numbers you can call for therapy and crisis prevention in breaking the "good news" to your parents."
"My mom is out of the country."
"Well maybe she'll think twice about doing something like that before you have another baby. Great parenting skills, I tell you." The doctor replied snarkily, making Leslie want to pancake her dried up looking face.
"Yeah, sure."
"Look, you seem like one of those affluent types; see my nurse Rosalie. She has some flyers if you want to choose option B."
"Option B?"
"Abortion." Maxine stared at the beautiful girl without emotion or any sense of humanity. She was just another face in an assembly line of women who visited the free clinic daily.
Leslie sat behind the wheel of her car staring at nothing in particular as she pondered her fate. She was scared out of her life wondering what to do next. She was worried what Sheriff Reed would do if he found out she was pregnant. She was unsure if he was even the father after the gang bang she'd endured at the hands or Red and April.
"Six weeks?" Leslie took her I-Phone out of her purse using the calendar to find out exactly when she's conceived according to the doctor's information.
"Six weeks and a day?" Her hazel eyes widened at the answer staring her in the face drawing her mind back to that precise moment. He'd held on tight, wrapping his arms around her while she did the same locking her legs into the small of his back as he exploded inside her over and over until they were both spent. She had a souvenir of that night in the form of a bite mark on her shoulder for a few days afterward. It faded recently much to her disdain, being the only real thing she retained thinking him dead. Now Leslie Kennedy knew better as joyous realization dawned on her beautiful face.
"Humbert Jenkins."
*************************************************************************************
It was early morning as he sat on the short brick wall that was the restaurant sign for Happy's Truck Stop waiting. Humbert Jenkins watched hadn't been able to sleep much after the incident the night previous. He'd waited until his mother left for work; his father hadn't returned home at all. This wasn't unusual since the revelation of his sexual assault became known to them. Mr. Jenkins was determined to avoid his son and wife at all costs. Humbert was okay with that, uneasy under the gaze of his father whenever they shared a space together. He played asleep knowing that his overly sensitive mother could look at his face and know he was troubled in a single glance. He still hadn't told them about April knowing the ruckus it could cause. He been up half the night trying in vain to get in touch with his girlfriend. All of his calls went unanswered making him panic in rising increments. Right before six, April returned a contrite text acquiescing to meet him for breakfast. Humbert sat watching some children boarding a school bus ten feet over as the morning chill settled over him. He couldn't stop thinking about Leslie's reaction to him, still feeling an unusual emotional sting from the experience.
"Leslie Kennedy."
His thoughts were interrupted as April appeared before him wearing this sort of flowered dress that looked like something an old woman would wear. Her huge breasts were hidden behind a big, wool sweater and she wore no makeup. He didn't know what to make of her appearance, blaming himself anyway.
"Hi, good morning."
"April, I'm so sorry about what happened." He took a few steps in her direction but relented when she flinched.
"I probably shouldn't have come, but I did anyway."
"I just want to talk to you, April."
"About what; being your hookup? Your jump off perhaps; or I guess the best case scenario would be friends with benefits."
"It's not like that."
"Yeah, I get that, more than you know Humbert; she's really pretty. Definitely knew the pecking order when I saw that big bitch." April was seething inside at having to play innocent when Leslie attacked her.
"She's not my girlfriend."
"What is she then, Humbert!!"
"April please."
"Please what; you want some pussy or something, motherfucker? I'm supposed to stand here listening to this shirt after I got my ass kicked last night, huh?!! I thought we had something Humbert; thought I was our girlfriend, right?!!" She was starting to get loud attracting the attention of some patrons filling their tanks at the adjoining gas station.
"You-ARE-my GIRLFRIEND, April!!" He didn't want to reveal his connection to Leslie, but it was threatening to ruin what he had with April. She stumbled back a few steps looking shocked as a pedestrian walked over.
"Miss, are you okay?" The guy was some city worker, big and built who made sure to keep an eye on Humbert.
"Yes, he says he's my boyfriend, but he's got a stable of bitches on the side."
"April!!" Humbert blurted out, frustrated with her response as the city worker got between them.
"You should take a walk, buddy." The guy threatened.
"Mind your own business." Humbert snarled not taking the guy's build into consideration. He received a rough shove knocking him on his ass in front of April, much to her secret amusement.
"GET YOUR FUCKING HANDS OFF MY MAN!!" April shoved the concerned and clueless pedestrian before running over to Humbert.
"Ah, you're nuts." The guy stalked off back to his pickup truck.
"I'm sorry Humbert; can you forgive me?"
"Come here." He cupped her cheek kissing an apology as she helped him to his feet. They stared at one another for a few minutes with him offering his hand. She took it dragging him over to the restaurant. April was famished after fucking Red into oblivion the night before. It was to be her celebratory breakfast for ascending in status finally as Red's equal.
*************************************************************************************
Red drove into the Maplewood High parking lot not initially noticing something was amiss. It became apparent as she walked onto the campus from the lot noticing groups of students hanging around in small self-contained cliques. This was the story around school corridors as she still felt the effects of her night with April walking on wobbly legs; Betty Joe was the first person she encountered.
"Oh Red, have you heard about Coach Hamblen?"
"What Ugmo?" Red's brow furrowed as she referred to the homely cheerleader by a secret nickname used when the buck toothed girl wasn't around.
"Coach is dead."
"WHAT?!!"
"He killed himself yesterday; somebody says he shot himself. This boy Leonard told me who lives on the same block as Coach, uh lived." Betty Joe yelped when Red grabbed her blouse with both hands shaking her nearly senseless.
"YOU'RE LYING!!"
"It-It was on the news last night and it's in all the papers, please let me go Red!!" She tossed the homely girl aside snatching a newspaper from some underclassman. The headline and accompanying photo of Coach Hamblen with his championship football team shook Red to her core.
"They're having one of those crisis assemblies in the gym; are you going Red?"
"Piss off."
She noticed Brad Tucker in the picture which hit even harder knowing she'd been responsible for both tragedies. The freshman snatched his paper back from her hurling some insults she ignored as she walked away from Betty Joe and a few gathering cheerleaders.
"Oh shit, oh shit I'm so fucked." She pulled out her phone dialing up Patty only for the call to go to voicemail. She immediately called April getting a similar result, panicking even more. The corridor was starting to fill with people on their way to the gymnasium as the P.A. System directed confused students not in the know. Red leaned against the wall biting on her knuckle dialing up Patty several more times before sliding into the nearest girl's restroom.
"Get a grip; you're alright. That little bitch wouldn't dare rat me out, cause her ass would be on the line too, yeah. She's the one who fucked him anyway." Red talked to her reflection in the mirror trying to convince herself she wasn't at fault for the suicide attempt. She splashed some more water on her face as the sound of the student body milling about grew louder accompanied with escalating P.A. Announcements. Red covered her ears with her hands wondering where Patty was so that she could follow April's advice and silence her by any means necessary.
"Hey Red?"
"WHAT?!!" She shouted looking over to find Chelsea standing in front of the double doors holding her cheerleading uniform on a hanger.
"You can have this shit back." Chelsea used both hands flinging the uniform at Red who batted it away staring Chelsea down. She noticed that the girl was dressed in a t-shirt and jeans along with sneakers and that her hair was up in a ponytail.
"Where's Patricia?"
"She ain't here, but I am." Chelsea measured her steps as she came to stand in front of Red.
"So, who cares about you, bitch?" Red snarled taking a step towards Chelsea.
The right hand came so fast she almost didn't see it barely managing to angle her head making Chelsea's gambit a glancing blow off her left cheek. Red launched a right hand of her own striking Chelsea dead in the nose flattening it against her face spectacularly. The slightly taller brunette wasn't stunned slapping red across the face with the back of her hand knocking her former superior into the sink which collided with the small of her back. Red's boot came flying up into the air striking the other teen diagonally at the joint that connected hip and pelvis. Red threw a front kick aiming for Chelsea's abdomen, but the street smart girl countered with a swipe of her forearm that caused Red to spin around losing her balance as she crashed kneeling into another restroom sink. Before she could react, Chelsea got a good handful of her scalp laying in several stiff blows to the redhead's lower back. Red screamed like a banshee whipping her heel up into Chelsea's knee breaking the hold. Both girls stumbled in opposite directions keeping their eyes on one another. Both girls stared daggers at each other righting themselves. Red could feel something deep inside bubbling to the surface volcanically. Chelsea wiped her bloody nose staring at the stain on her palm seething as she thought of what had been done to her best friend.
"Where's Patricia?" Red asked wiping blood away from her lip. She'd accidentally pierced it when she broke Chelsea's grip.
"Fuck you."
"You're going to tell me where she is, you fucking big, pigged bitch." Reed threatened cautiously walking towards Chelsea.
"Make me, please make me tell you, whore." Chelsea glanced down noticing Red planting her feet knowing exactly what she was getting ready to do from her uncle's boxing training so long ago in earlier years.
Red squared up going into a boxer's stance quickly, trained during her grade school years to commit to an action before executing it throwing a powerful straight punch that missed completely as Chelsea pivoted to her weak side launching several rights and lefts that peppered the auburn beauty's face staggering her backward. Chelsea laid in two rights hitting her mark this time with blows that hit her left cheek and chin knocking her into the wall adjacent to the small janitor's closet inside the restroom.
"Make me tell you Red; come on-YOU CRAZY BITCH, MAKE ME DO ANYTHING!!" Chelsea launched a powerful right meant to knock the dazed redhead clean out but found the bottom of Red's pointy toed boot striking her vertically in the face.
Chelsea was thrown to the floor nearly rolling over backward from the expertly thrown hook kick thrown by Red using the wall to balance herself. She was laid low hands covering her face as Red righted herself cupping her hand to her chin spitting out some blood onto the dull tiled floor.
Red walked carefully around near Chelsea right hip before stomping down on it, following that motion up by bring her heel down into her stomach getting the scream she was looking for causing Chelsea to sit up cradling her stomach. Red's boot struck the side of her face making her roll over near the stalls.
"Now I'm going to ask you again, where's Patricia Clark?"
"FUHHHHKKK!!" Chelsea managed to get into a kneeling fetal position coughing up some blood and a wisdom tooth. Red was feeling herself grabbing a handful of Chelsea's curly brown locks yanking the girl's face up so that she could see her battered own.
"WHERE IS SHE?!!" She lost it willingly letting her demon take over delivering several hard slaps to Chelsea's face making blood and spittle fly everywhere.
Red screamed releasing the girl's hair as several punches were delivered to her left knee. Chelsea was still dazed and wobbly using the stall to right herself. Both girls were half sobbing, breathing hard from the exertion.



"Make me Red; you still haven't made me tell you, bitch."
"Chelsea, I'm going to kill you."
Both girls yelled primal screams lunging at one another grabbing handfuls of each other's hair pulling and yanking, punching one another in the side. Red managed to get a hand up over Chelsea's face ripping it down leaving three claw marks down the center of her visage. This broke the stalemate allowing Red to throw a roundhouse kick to the other girl's side that propelled her into a sink with enough force to crack it from its mount. Red had been schooled in self defense and a number of martial arts during her childhood managing to be expelled from each place she was enrolled. She used her appearance and gender to throw people off unaware of her pedigree which included some police tactics from her own father. He's told her never to be weak, never to lose to anyone under any circumstances or he'd disown her. It had been a motivational gambit to keep her focused as a girl, but the redhead took it to heart becoming so savage that classmates refused to spar with her.
Red laid in two more blows to Chelsea's ribs before the girl wisely staggered forward making the redhead kick the bottom of the sink hurting herself in the process. Chelsea steeled herself, running hard and spearing Red into the edge of a stall door knocking the wind out of her. She figured Red had some training but didn't know what it was. She'd witnessed some of the street fights Red had been involved in noting they were usually broken up by teachers, random adults and other students before she could really wild out on her opponents. She'd had no idea how completely gifted the redhead was thinking she might be able to take her ironically using most of the same tactics. Most people thought wrongly enough that Chelsea was a dim bulb due to her deference to her best friend Patty who like to talk for the duo. Red most likely thought similarly until proven wrong at this fateful moment. She couldn't stomach the head cheerleader getting away with another evil deed, striking out on her own while Patty was sleeping, charging her little sister with watching over her. Now she found herself staring down the woman responsible realizing just how frightening it must have been for Patty before she was left outside of Maplewood city limits.
Her eyes drifted down towards Red's legs which had been the difference maker in their fight quickly realizing how much of a mistake that was when the angry ginger laid a straight blow right between her eyes. Red didn't flinch taking a clawing slap to the cheek that left three scratch marks on her cheek. Both girls began struggling against one another pulling and yanking on the others tops with Chelsea using her weight advantage to force Red into the wall at her back. The redhead's knee thumped up into her groin in succession angering Chelsea into a staggering act of rage as she literally swung the cheerleader through the air smashing into two of the three mirrors over the bathroom sinks. The furthest mirror was shattered raining fragments down into the damaged last sink. Red collapsed to the floor struggling to right herself as the other girl's palm slammed into her face knocking it against the wall inches behind her head. Chelsea was desperate continuing to slam her head into wall with the intention of bashing her brains out against the tile. Both girls were trashed, wracked with intense pain, but Chelsea was determined to destroy the Apex-Predator of Maplewood High. Red gathered herself throwing a knuckle punch to Chelsea's throat breaking her grasp.
Her hands went to her throat as she gurgled, coughed and gasped dropping to a knee in front of Red. The monstrous Redhead knew an opening when she saw one locking in an illegal choke from the back as taught by her Sheriff father. She managed to slip her thumb underneath pressed down on Chelsea's throat as the girl flailed about weakly losing strength as her consciousness waned. Her arms slowly dropped to her side as drool ran down in torrents from her lips until she slumped downward to the floor. Red broke the hold backing away looking at the girl splayed out before her, momentarily looking into one of the shattered mirrors at her battered features. She slowly smiled at her reflection looking back at the other girl lying passed out on the bathroom floor.
"I told you Chelsea, I told you I was going to kill your fucking ass, bitch." She coughed up some blood, happily glaring down at her handiwork. For her it was a badly needed win that affirmed her undisputed identity in the halls of Maplewood high. She sank into a corner looking apprehensive, realizing that she may have just murdered someone when Chelsea thankfully coughed, coming out of the inflicted darkness.
"Make me, bitch." Chelsea half mumbled; her speech slurred.
"SHUT UP!!" Red pounced on the prone girl in no condition to fight back.
*************************************************************************************
Sheriff Reed had been slow to rise still feeling the effects of the wild tryst with Leslie. The memory brought a smile to his face and a new level of acceptance. He let go figuring the young, smoking hot cheerleader couldn't get enough of him. He smiled as he shaved and dressed taking the time out to text his "girlfriend" a dick pic. She'd sent him several nudes since they'd started hooking up, so he felt like he should reciprocate. It was what he thought young people did these days while courting one another. He'd honestly never felt truly loved, even by Red's mother though they wed. His daughter would never know just how similar to her mother she really was. He was apprehensive about seeing his daughter after being discovered in the buff the night prior. Yet, he couldn't get her best friend out of his head enthralled with her as a sexual creature intent of screwing him to exhaustion. He checked his messages finding nothing from Leslie much to his disappointment. He noted the text message detailing the death of Coach Hamblen dropping his coffee mug as he realized how long he'd been out of the loop. Before he could return the call the familiar sound of Leslie's car pulling up halted his actions. He fidgeted wondering if he should clean the mess off the floor or run to the door. The knocking had already begun as he scrambled to open the door finding Leslie there.
"Uhm, do you have time for me?" She asked fingering the strap on her purse nervously.
"Sure, uhm you didn't see my daughter on the way up here, did you?"
"No, we haven't talked since last night; can I come inside?"
"Yeah sure baby."
Sheriff Reed took her in his arms forgetting about Coach Hamblen with the sight of her beautiful face. He couldn't help reaching down for a handful of her butt, squeezing hard until she wriggled in his grasp. The fifty something was already rock hard at the sight of the stunning brunette even in a hoodie and sweatpants. He figured she'd been at the gym working on her hot body. He cupped the underside of the nearest breast, but she softly swiped his hand away from her bust.
"I didn't come here for that."
"What's wrong; did I do something?"
"No, you didn't; it's just time for this to be over, alright?" There stark, unemotional look on her face hit Sheriff Reed like a ton of bricks.
"What to be over?"
"This-Us, you understand, right?" Leslie backed towards the still open door looking forlorn and distant.
"Wait a minute Leslie; I didn't mean to do anything to make you angry. We just gotta sit down and talk about all this because you-I mean, I don't know what I did to make you be like this."
"Be like what; we were just fucking, you knew that."
"No."
"Come on I'm old enough to be your daughter; this shit wasn't ever going to work out. Let's just take what we had and leave it at that."
"No, you came to me; FUCKED ME and now you-Leslie, I'm sorry about whatever is making you say this!! Look, we can go somewhere and uh, get something to eat-Just talk about all of this, later. I have some work to do down at the station, a suicide and uhm, well..." He was stammering, already emotionally distressed at the attempted breakup.
"No, it's over."
"I'M SORRY ABOUT THAT FUCKING DICK PICTURE, LESLIE!! THAT WAS WRONG, I-I SHOULD'VE TREATED YOU LIKE A LADY!!" She was uneasy as he went into visible hysterics placing his big, ham fist against his temple. At this point he was just clutching at straws for any reason to explain her decision.
"Sorry, I'm going; take care of yourself." She tried to back out of the door, but he suddenly grabbed her arm, violently.
"NO, PLEASE!!"
"You're hurting me, let go." He grabbed her other arm yanking her into his home, kicking the door closed with his foot. They struggled against one another as Sheriff Reed seemed to get even more aggressive and desperate with each passing second.
"OOHHHH PLEASE DON'T LEAVE ME, I-NEED YOU IN MY LIFE!!" He relinquished his grasp on her falling to his knees at her feet. Sheriff Reed wrapped big, muscular arms around her thighs sobbing into her crotch. Leslie didn't know what to do still unable to extricate herself from his grasp. She knew enough not to mention her condition figuring he'd think the child was his or worse. He was Red's father, the wellspring of her personality with a volcanic temple all his own.
"It's okay, it's going to be alright."
"Really?"
"Yeah, we can talk about it, okay."
"I... I love you Leslie."
"No, don't." Her skin crawled upon hearing his confession of love, knowing she was responsible for all of it. She'd sought revenge on Red in her own way, wanting to enthrall her father and eventually leave him dry at some point. Now her condition had moved that timetable up, yet for altogether different reasons.
"Oh Leslie, you have the sweetest pussy." His hands were suddenly peeling her sweatpants and underwear down mid thigh as he lapped at her mound, drunk with desperate lust. Sheriff Reed didn't want to let go of the best thing in his life right now. Leslie had opened a door he didn't want closed. There was no way he could let go of her after she'd made him feel alive again.
"Please stop."
"Just, one more time Leslie; just let me have this a last time because I- I really need it, okay? Just say yes, I won't ask you for anything else. Just this one last time, please." His whining and pleading along with his saddened, crest fallen face struck a sympathetic chord inside her heart as she placed a hand softly on top of his head.
"Thanks-THANK YOU!!" He scooped her up in his arms carrying her off to his bedroom. His weapon was left on the floor in front of the thick oak front door where it had fallen when he dropped to his knees before his queen.
*************************************************************************************
"FUCKING BITCH!!" Red continued laying in blow after blow to Chelsea's face, her own completely flushed and dripping with sweat. Both of her knees were pinning the girl's shoulders to the restroom floor. Chelsea had long since passed out from the brutality of the fight.
"OOOOHHHHHHH MY GOD!! WHAT'RE YOU DOING?!!" A group of underclassmen had filtered into the girl's restroom to find the gruesome scene. The students were staring at Red like she was some kind of monster with their hands covering the bottom of their faces in horror.
Red snapped out of it, looking down seeing that her victim was barely breathing. There was no fight left in Chelsea as Red felt her own self loathing frothing up in her soul. She got up looking at her own bruised and bloody fists with growing panic at her own actions. The girls all screamed when she ran at them shoving two girls onto the floor to get into the corridor outside. Her own bruises and injuries were a factor as the redhead found vision blurred in one eye.
The hallway was packed with students, some of which immediately noticed her as she staggered in search of a student exit. A security guard looked like he was coming after her only to be stopped by one of the witnesses from the girl's restroom who pointed in her direction. Red felt like an escaped animal hitting a fire exit and setting off the alarm as she tumbled down the three steps on the side of the school. Everywhere she turned, there were people staring at her like some kind of monster. She held onto her gut as her stomach turned, scrambling out into the little street just inside the compound adjacent to the student parking lot. She hid behind someone's station wagon crawling on all fours to her Camaro. It was difficult getting behind the wheel, but she managed to drive out of the student lot unopposed. There was only one prevailing thought in her head as she hit the freeway back to her home bleeding all over her steering wheel.
"DADDY!!"
Red nearly skidded off the freeway a couple of times as she bobbed and weaved between lanes before finding the off ramp leading to her home. She was crying and coughing up blood intermingled saliva running two red lights before she reached the winding road leading up to the ranch house she shared with her father. He was her rock, her source of strength in those rare times of need when she had fucked things up beyond her control. The only other person on the planet who understood her. She'd never had the love of a mother, not even remembering what the woman looked like. Sheriff Reed had long ago destroyed all of her photos. Red could barely navigate the road with one swollen eye driving up onto the lawn barely managing to stop the car.
"DADDY, HELP ME; THEY'RE GONNA PUT ME IN JAIL!!" She staggered up the stairs finding the door ajar, but too punch drunk and addled to give it much thought.
"DAAAADY!!" She half collapsed into his bedroom door forgetting that he would probably be at work at this time.
"Daddy?"
Sheriff Reed was on his knees with his pants around his ankles, his back to the door as he went down on Leslie who was wriggling about on the man's bed. She had been stripped of her sweatpants which were still tightly clutched in the Sheriff's fist. Her hoodie and undershirt rolled up exposing her impressive breasts in all their glory. Red stood in the door like a zombie taking it in for all of three seconds.
"OOOOHHHHH MY GAAAAWDDDD, WHAT ARE YOU DOING DAAAADY?!!" Her battered face twisted into a mask of pure emotional agony as she shattered mentally.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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"OOOOHHHHH MY GAAAAWDDDD, WHAT ARE YOU DOING DAAAADY?!!" Her battered face twisted into a mask of pure emotional agony as she shattered mentally.
"Red? Melissa?!! DON'T LOOK BABY, DON'T LOOK AT THIS!!" Her shrieking outrage caught him making the large burly, man jolt up craning his head so hard that he nearly gave himself whiplash. There was nothing he could say or do to wipe the sight from her eyes. Nothing to take the horrific realization of the truth stoning his daughter in the face. His pants and boxers were below his knees leaving a straining erection unavoidably visible. He'd whisked her best friend away to his bedroom in abject horror that it was over between them, intent on wooing her away from a decision that threatened his happiness. Sheriff Reed struggled with the hesitant teenage vixen instantly hating himself inside but determined not to let go, burying his face into her sex. Leslie tried to ignore his actions, but the frenetic pace quickly hit invisible switches inside making her act against her will. Heartened at her physical response, the sheriff dialed up his actions eventually freeing his burgeoning member. He'd just started stroking himself when the door burst open as Red forced her way into his bedroom.
"Oh no, THIS is WHAT YOU'VE BEEN DOING?!! MY FATHER?!! Fucking my daddy, Les? FUCKING MY DAAAADDDYYYY!!" Red melted away her bruised features almost unrecognizable completely flushed with torrents of tears streaming down her face. Her shoulders tightened up, elbows locking in place as her back straightened, mouth gaped open revealing teeth bloodied from her desperate fight with Chelsea.
"Fuck you Red." Leslie stated blankly, devoid of emotion scrambling backwards on the bed using the covers to hide her lower half.
"LOOK JUST GIVE ME-GIVE US A MINUTE, MELISSA!!" Sheriff Reed forgot himself for a second standing up in front of his eighteen year old daughter hands raised in a calming gesture. He couldn't deny or look away from the disgusted expression on her face as her hand covered her mouth. Leslie was on her knees with the blanket still covering her own incriminating nudity. Both of them knew not to take their eyes off of her.
"AAAAHMMMMM GONNNA KILL YOU; KILL YOU LESLIE!!" The demon hidden inside exploded out of her, lunging murderous towards Leslie caring nothing at all that her father was standing between them. She would've torn her former best friend to shreds with her bare hands if not for her father. He locked his hands around her torso raising her up off the floor as they stumbled into the corridor slamming into the adjacent wall. A family picture hanging on the corridor wall was dislodged falling to the floor shattering. All traces of humanity were gone leaving behind a feral monstrosity snapping, clawing, kicking and screaming as Sheriff Reed held her pinned to the wall above him. Red was almost frothing at the mouth as Leslie gathered up her pants nervously gauging an attempt to run by the struggling family. Red got an arm free slashing wildly at Leslie who remained wisely out of reach.
"LESLIE, GET OUT OF HERE!! GET GOING, NOW!!" He screamed desperate for her safety as she held the sweats in front of her lower half instead of taking the time to put them on.
Red's green eyes widened in murderous outrage as she threw several elbows down into her father's nose and right cheek trying to break his grasp. The third elbow that crashed into his nose causing Sheriff Reed's grasp to loosen enough that she was dropped allowing her feet to hit the hallway floor. Thinking three steps ahead, her knee shot up into his uncovered groin obliterating it. Leslie took the opportunity to run by the struggling Reeds, not realizing the auburn beauty had freed herself. Sheriff Reed screamed as Red went slack slipping under his iron grasp. Before Leslie realized it, Red had closed the distance between them moving frenetically getting a handful of her hair yanking. Leslie was snatched backward by her scalp as Red raised her fist intending to bring it down onto her throat only to lose her balance.
The crazed redhead was caught off balance falling backwards as Sheriff Reed snagged her left ankle toppling the cheerleader onto the hard wood floor. Leslie was taken to the floor along with them desperately clawing at Red's hand trying to free herself. He worked to lock his powerful arms around her calf while cupping his own pain throbbed endowment. His daughters powerful legs were an issue as she kicked her father in the forehead several times before he rolled into a kneeling fetal position tucking his vulnerable crow between his shoulders. Red had two handfuls of Leslie's hair drawing her backwards along the floor.
"AAAAAWWWWWRRRRGHHHHHH!!" There was no other recourse as he sunk his teeth into the tender flesh of her calf, instantly getting her to relinquish one of the hands digging into Leslie's scalp. She swiped downward at her father with the action forcing Leslie onto her belly.
"KILL-KILL YOU BITCH; I'M- KILL, LESLIE!! YOU FAAAAWKING WHORE, AAAAARRGGHHHH!!" The stunning brunette scratched, digging her nails into Red's wrist. When nothing else would work, she managed to bite Red's hand mashing down hard enough to free herself.
"I-I told you Melissa; I told you-BITCH!! TOLD YOUR FUCKING ASS!!" Leslie lost herself as the momentum of their deadly struggle left her against the wall.
"GET OUT OF HERE LESLIE, SHE WILL KILL!!" Was all the Sheriff could get out before Red's heel obliterated his face freeing her as Leslie hit the door running for her life. Red scrambled on all fours finding Sheriff Reed's weapon in her hands, instinctively clicking the safety.
"GET BACK HERE LESLIE; GET BACK HERE AND DIE!!" She staggered into the open door drawing down on Leslie frantically trying to unlock her door to her car. Sheriff Reed managed to grab his daughter's wrists forcing her aim upwards as she got off two shots struggling with her father. Leslie managed to get behind the wheel of her car speeding off across the lawn as Red was yanked back into the house.
"DADDY, WHY?!! YOU'RE FUCKING MY FRIENDS?!! FUCKING LELSIE?!!" The weapon went flying into the living room landing on the couch as he used his might to shove her into the kitchen with enough force to make her slam against the counter.
He barely had time to zip up when she came barreling towards him again, intent on getting past her father to her vehicle, even as her stomach turned painfully from the earlier fight with Chelsea. He shoved her back into the kitchen, both of their worlds turning upside down as they fought one another for the first time.
"YOU'RE MY DADDY, MY DAAAAADYYY!!" He bare realized her intent as a large kitchen knife found its way into her hand arching through the air headed for his temple. The elder Reed blocked the downward arching slash and the subsequent follow up aimed at his abdomen responding with a backhanded slap so hard, that it echoed throughout the house. His law enforcement experience took over prompting him to cuff her hands behind her back, struggling mightily until she was finally subdued. Red screamed like a banshee still kicking at him as he regained a modicum of composure.
"Cuffing me, huh motherfucker?"
"Melissa." He was a mess visually from the stress of his imploding relationship with Leslie Kennedy and the emotional and physical strain of being discovered by his daughter and their subsequent fight. She still kicked at his ankles as the weary man retrieved his weapon, clicking the safety back before putting ti into his holster.
"YOU CHOSE HER OVER ME; I HATE YOU DAAAADDYY!!" Red still struggled against her cuffs on the kitchen floor like some captured wild animal.
"You don't understand Melisa; I didn't mean for it to happen, but it did. We uhm, we love each other, baby." Sheriff Reed confessed.
"You're a fucking tool, and a nitwit, motherfucker. She don't give two fucks about anyone not named Humbert Jenkins, you dumbass mark!!"
"Look, I always got your back Melissa; can't you just let me have this one thing? Please, I-I need her and she-makes me; uhm, feel good. I know it's wrong, but I just NEED HER, please Melissa, don't take it away." She right herself into a sitting position glaring hatefully at her father, incredulous at the weakness her father was displaying after all of the years he spent brutally grooming her to be a leader.
"No, I'm going to murder that bitch; take these cuffs off."
"I can't do that honey."
"I said-TAKE 'EM OFF!!"
"Please don't hurt Leslie; we're in love. It's wrong because of the age difference but she's eighteen and uh, legal. I'll do anything you ask, but-uhm, let her be Melissa. She makes me so happy and it-I haven't felt like this in such a long time. PLEASE-DON'T RED; DON'T HUERT HER!!" The strain was too much as he slumped down on his knees in front of her crying openly as she stared back blankly.
"Pussy." A wad of spittle hit Sheriff Reed in the face as police sirens could be heard approaching in the distance. It sounded like more than one car as Red remembered herself while Sheriff Reed somberly stood looking nervous adjusting his clothing and gun belt. He fidgeted around unsure of what to do next.
"Shit, uhm."
"Hey asshole; if I go down, you're going with me too, pedophile. I did some shit at school but that don't matter right now because the town sheriff is sleeping with a fucking high school student. You know how fast they'll run your fucking ass out of Maplewood when they find out; if they find out?" All traces of his daughter had dissipated.
"Melissa?"
"Get that fucking lawyer on the phone and tell that ambulance chaser to bring his A game; cause if I'm not out by tomorrow morning, you're going public with your "child bride" daddy. I mean, what would anyone think about how you FUCKED your DAUGHTER'S BEST FRIEND?!! I'd better get out by tomorrow no matter what you have to do, bitch. I don't care if you have to shoot your way out of the situation but I'm not doing any serious jail time. Oh, and you can call me Red, from now on, pussy." He fingered his weapon considering putting her down for the attempted blackmail but relented as the sirens grew louder.
"Don't hurt Leslie." He half whispered.
"Stand me up and take me out to them, bitch."
Sheriff Reed knew he didn't have a choice, gingerly standing his cuffed daughter up and walking her outside as deputies pulled up in two separate patrol cars. One of the patrol cars had stopped sideways in the street adjacent to Sheriff Reed's ranch house while the second parked close enough at a diagonal angle to Red's Camaro to prevent an escape. The patrol car was nearly touching the driver's side door. Deputies Moony and Jimmy were surprised to see their boss walking his own daughter out of the house in cuffs.
"Look at her face, told you." Deputy Jimmy commented.
"That Chelsea girl done give as good as she got." Deputy Moony replied noting the savagery of the reported fight.
"She ain't in the hospital." Both of them noted the disheveled appearance of Sheriff Reed and his ruffled clothing as they closed distance meeting them mid-lawn.
"Sir, we got us a bit of uh, a conundrum." Moony tipped his hat in the sheriff's direction as a greeting while Deputy Jimmy looked off in the other direction.
"Yeah, I done figured that out Moony; take her down to the station and book her." Both deputies did a doubletake at his response. Both men had decided beforehand to present a united front, rehearsing the inevitable confrontation in the patrol car on the way.
"You, really want us to arrest your daughter, Sheriff?" Red stared straight ahead ignoring both men who she considered idiots.
"That's what I said, didn't I?"
"Yes sir Sheriff, it's real bad this time, just to let you know, sir." Deputy Jimmy commented.
"Jimmy, you gotta work this weekend, I know you wanted to host your kid's birthday party next county over, but I gotta address a personnel issue." Sheriff Reed glared at his subordinate biting his lip further as Moony took custody of Red walking her to the patrol car.
"Sure Sheriff, whatever you say; following us down to the station?" Deputy Jimmy fought back emotion and the desire to plant his fist in his boss' face.
"I'll be along soon enough, get her out of here." Red glanced back squinting her eyes, bristling silently at her father's orders. She threw a shoulder when Deputy Moony tried to help her into the back seat of the patrol car. The deputy seemed emotionless but slammed the door exceptionally loud.
"Good day, Sheriff."
Sheriff Reed watched both deputies leave in the patrol car carting his daughter off to county jail, noticing Red's piercing glare and the evil glint in her green eyes. He maintained his composure shakily noticing some of their distant neighbors watching from there porches. He noticed a few people with camera phones, mostly teens who probably went to Maplewood High with Red. His resolve starting to crack, Sheriff Reed wisely withdrew to his house only being able to truly breathe once he was inside. He wasted no time in dialing up Leslie.
"Hey, it's gonna be okay Leslie; I put her in jail, pick up. Hey, it's me, there's no problem with us now that it's out in the open. Call me back so that we can get in front of this!! I love you Leslie, pick up, alright?!! Leslie, it's okay, it's okay for us to be together, now-LESLIE, PICK UP!!" He continued leaving messages that went unanswered, ignoring phone calls from Maplewood High and his other subordinates at the sheriff station.
*************************************************************************************
"Well, that went well."
"Stop."
"I'm just saying that it could've gone a lot worse if you ask me." Deputy Moony replied knowing that his friend had just got screwed.
"Yeah right, I took one for the team and you're pissing on my dick. So, you getting in on the pool or not?"
"Cool it, don't forget what we're hauling."
"So, that mean you're out, right?" Deputy Jimmy glanced in the rear view mirror at Red sitting there in the back of their patrol car. She was peering out the window quietly, bristling. He was referring to a money pool Sheriff Reed's deputies generated whenever Red was in trouble with the law. Deputy Moony glanced in the rear vie mirror at Red for a few seconds.
"Put me down for fifty." Red's eyes darted towards the front seat realizing they were talking about her. She tried the handcuffs realizing they were too tight but stopped short of demanding they be removed. Her mind was working at the speed of light looking for an angle out of the situation as the deputies drove to the local station bantering back and forth.
"Shut up, we're allowed to talk." Deputy Jimmy sound agitated.
"Man, you don't know how to go with the wind in situations like this, Jimmy. I mean, you need to lower the volume and tow the line sometimes. Why do you think, you've been my partner all this time? It's because you tend to wear your heart on your sleeve, buddy." Moony counseled out of habit.
"Yeah, well next year is an election year." Both men were quiet for a few minutes before Deputy Moony felt the need to speak.
"So, we're adding theft to the charges, right?"
"Let's wait until we talk to uhm, what's her name, eh, Patricia Clark; she's a cheerleader, too." Red leaned forward knowing both men were notorious gossips. She'd hung out at the sheriff station on several occasions as was familiar with the deputies and civilian personnel employed there.
"Who is the thief; that's the question?" Moony replied.
"Well, the phone don't exactly belong to either one of them; but they clearly beat the hell out of each other over it. Man Jimmy, look like a fucking tornado hit that bathroom with the blood and broken glass everywhere. Those girls even fucked up the damn sink."
"Would've loved to have seen it, huh?"
"Even if I could, I never thought I would see someone who could give ole Red a run for her fucking money."
"Still, I would've liked to see that fight Moony; and probably a lot of other people, too."
"Could've sold fucking tickets." Both deputies laughed turning up the radio filling the car with country music. Red realized the reason Patricia hadn't been able to return her calls initially. She'd obviously retrieved her phone from the underbrush just outside of Maplewood. Somehow the lithe, battered blonde managed some modicum of salvation finding her phone in the growing darkness of the oncoming evening. Likely Chelsea had secured the phone after helping her friend so that Red wouldn't be warned. Red wanted to know if Chelsea was similarly arrested, hospitalized or worse knowing it didn't look good
"AAAAHHHHHHH SHIT, FAAAAWKKKKK IT HURRRRTTTTSSSS!! "Red gasped between some forced coughing, scrunching her face up until she managed to get some errant blood to run from her nose.
"Yeah right; we'll get a medic over to the jail, Red."
"I SAID IT HUUUURRRRTS, ASSSS HOLE!! HURTS SOOO FAWWKING BAAADDD!!" Red started forcing herself to dry heave and couch.
"Yeah, Chelsea's foot in that ass must have definitely hurt, something awful." Both deputies laughed infuriating Red even more. She continued gurgling and rasping holding to her budding tactic as one of the men turned up the radio. Undaunted, her cunning beginning to ramp up from the taunting alone as she did her best to twist her wrists in the cuffs with the intent to draw blood.
"PLEEEEEASSSE, IT HURRRRTSSS SOOOO BAAAADDD!!" Red groaned feeling the swollen volume of a blood clot inside her mouth where she'd been clocked by Chelsea.
"Maybe it is that time of the month; a feminine thang, eh Jimmy?"
"You know, my daughter has that." The deputies continued laughing as Red winced, biting down hard on the inner swollen lump just inside her cheek drawing a deluge of blood which flooded her mouth. She pushed her chin down into her neck letting the blood dribble down her chin onto her tattered wifebeater. She noticed that one of her breasts was partially exposed form Chelsea's nails, perfectly visible through the torn part of her shirt. Red did her best to position herself so that only the upper part of her head was left visible, biting down further drawing more blood until her mouth was full. She glanced up noticing both men weren't paying attention knowing it was a gambit as she leaned back as far as possible in the seat before smashing her head into the thick glass partition separating them. The collected blood in her mouth splashed spectacularly across the reinforced glass as her head thumped loudly into it, but the redhead wouldn't know after intentionally knocking herself unconscious.
"Ah Shit!" Deputy Jimmy noticed first tapping his partner who glanced into the rear view mirror at the blood soaked glass.
"Fuck me, man."
*************************************************************************************
Red's vision slowly returned as she realized she was lying prone on a paramedic gurney being wheeled along the walkway into the general hospital. She wisely kept her eyes squinted shut realizing the Deputies Moony and Jimmy were on either side of her along with two EMT's wheeling her into the emergency room. The entitled redhead was wheeled through the emergency room to a private medical bay which was cordoned off with hospital curtains. Deputy Moony wisely handcuffed Red to the bed railing over the attending nurse's protestations.
"Careful you might end up on Sheriff Reed's shit list, too." Deputy Jimmy warned.



"Like I give a fuck; anyway next year is an election year, like you said. I'm going to go call fearless leader and let him know his daughter is faking an injury." Moony stomped off annoyed at Red's obvious gambit as a doctor entered the curtained area.
"Street fight, huh?" The bespectacled doctor seemed whimsical about the whole thing as the nurse entered and started cleaning Red's bruised face.
"Yeah, be careful taking the boot outta this one's patootie; she has been known to bite." Both men chuckled along with the portly nurse attending to Red, still content to play unconscious.
"That right; looks like we may have some bruising here." He looked under sheet covering her body poking a finger into her ribs. The effect was immediate as Red jackknifed up with a snarling scream that startled the attending nurse. Red tried to twist away from the nonplused doctor drawing her feet up towards her chest with varying degrees of success.
"Eh, gonna need an x-ray and let's get in this mouth." He used a tongue depressor finding some resistance looking before finally getting some cooperation from the redhead as he brought the tiny, pen sized flashlight up illuminating her mouth.
"Oh, so aren't you clever, Ms. Reed?" The doctor chuckled.
"What?" Deputy Jimmy replied looking on, with baited breath. He was anxious to take the psychotic redhead to the lockup and slam the door in her freckled face.
"Some internal swelling in the mouth, didn't help it much by chomping down on it. Nothing out of the ordinary for a fist fight; not as bad as the other one, though." Deputy Jimmy raised a finger silencing the doctor knowing Red was listening. Maplewood was a small town with a single hospital serving its people. There was no other place Chelsea would be as Red stealthily tested the cuff holding her to the bed. She noticed a dowdy looking custodian mopping the floor a few feet from her room in the adjacent corridor, before noticing the nurse placing the bloodied wipes and tissues in a plastic bag which was handed to Deputy Jimmy.
"Just lining my ducks up in a row, Melissa." He purposely waved the bag in front of her face infuriating Red even more. She sat up feeling the stifling pain in her midsection, wincing as she regarded her nurse staring daggers at the woman.
"Well, I've gotta get going darling, would you like another pillow?" Red flipped her the bird, remaining silent.
"Careful, don't make me add another handcuff, Melissa." Red bit her bottom lip struggling not to hurl an insult back at what she considered a hick with a badge. She was intent on proving just how smart she was at the end of the day when she walked away from whatever case these goofs (In her opinion.) thought they were building.
"She doesn't speak?" The nurse asked as Deputy Jimmy checked his buzzing phone.
"More than likely, wont; consider it a blessing in any case. I gotta take this call, excuse me nurse." He walked out in the corridor knocking over a "Wet Sign" cone that had been set up by the custodian. Deputy Jimmy went to pick up the cone, but the awkward looking custodian beat him to it, righting the cone before slinking away. Red watched the interaction noticing the guy's demeanor towards an authority figure.
"So little girl, would like another pillow while you wait for an x-ray appointment?" Red looked away ignoring the nurse who turned to find the custodian lingering in the corridor, still mopping or going through the motions as it seemed. The nurse huffed, stomping into the corridor confronting him.
"CASEY, YOU'D BETTER STOP FOLLOWING ME AROUND; I DON'T LIKE YOU!!"
"Geez, Flora Bell; I just thought we could go out again for a little bit of dinner at Happy's. Can't we just talk it out?"
"NO!"
"Well, why Flora Bell?" Red noticed the tall, thin creeper's prominent Adam's apple, and dropping features.
"Because you're a fucking idiot, got a lazy eye, can't fuck for shit...and you got a little pecker." Nurse Flora Bell was down the corridor before he could even think of a retort.
"Sorry." He called out after she was well out of earshot before being distracted by the sound of crashing medical supplies inside Red's hospital room. She was nursing her wrist after reaching over with her far hand to topple some supplies on her bedside table. Casey meekly approached nodding at Red before bending down to pick up the supplies.
"I'll get that for you."
"Thanks, you're really helpful." He retrieved the items from the floor meticulously placing them back on the bedside table in their original order.
"Hey?"
"Yes ma'am, what can I do for you?"
"I haven't been able to look at my face; is it really bad, am I ugly, now?" She spoke in a softened tone trying to sound in the verge of tears.
"No ma'am, just some bruising and some cuts on the cheek; heck, that shiner will probably go away in a week with an ice pack. You're really pretty, ma'am." He looked away noticing the piercing nature of her green eyes. Red feigned demure looking away pulling the sheet further up her body, instinctively understanding his nature.
"Ah who cares, it's over for me anyway."
"You gonna be okay?" Casey asked meekly as she glanced at him taking note of the expression on his face. This was some guy that had to damn near put in an Olympic effort to get next to a woman.
"Casey, get me some water from that cooler over in the corner, please." He dutifully walked over to the water cooler adjacent to the hospital room entrance filling a paper cone for Red. He turned nearly dropping the paper cup to the floor when he returned to her bedside. Red had peeled back the blanket covering her body hiking up the hospital gown, nude from the waist down. Her legs were long and perfectly shaped with her bare muff staring the startled custodian right in the face.
"Can you do me another favor, Casey?"
"Yeah?" His widened eyes followed her hand as it caressed her muff, parting the lips of her sex for his visual pleasure.
"Can I use your phone?"
*************************************************************************************
"AAAAAWWWWNNNN, I'M CUMMMING!! KEEEEPPP DOOOING THAAAT!!" Her skin was flushed and covered in goosebumps as her huge breasts bounced wildly about on her chest. He was balls deep inside turning her virtue into raw hamburger with a vicious rutting designed to let her know how he felt about her in no uncertain terms. Duel slapping sounds filled the small, decrepit motel room caused by her enormous breasts slapping against her sloping belly and his balls smacking into the bottom of her squarish, chunky butt. Her midsection was still hidden from view by the frumpy, old woman's dress stolen from her mother's closet. There was no way she'd ever dress in such a prudish manner, but April saw it as a necessary evil in order to sell the narrative that she was some sort of damaged, delicate little flower. It had been hard to go out in public without any makeup on her face, but it just sort of worked for the look she was going for to fool her mark. In hindsight, using a big wool sweater to complete the troubled girl look had been a bit of overkill. He'd gone out of his way, bending over backward as she had a veritable feast at Happy's before suggesting the motel as they walked along the street talking, happening upon the shady establishment. Humbert was quick to plunk his money down for the crappy room.
"HHH-HAAAAARDER, DO IT HAAARDER!!" She was so wet, that his invading member was causing her sopping virtue to splash every time he pounded into her. He still hadn't removed his pants, losing only his shirt much to April's frustration. Of course she knew of his trauma at the hands of Leslie beforehand deciding to play the long game. One way or another, Humbert would trust her enough to completely remove his clothing and that would be his undoing. Presently, the clueless nerd was doing his best to fool her into believing his self-inflicted lie about not caring about Leslie Kennedy. She knew better remembering the conflicted emotional expressions on both of their faces due to her intentional intrusion in their shared circle. She remembered that early morning after the big game where Brad Tucker brought a championship to the town of Maplewood. Remembered how excited Leslie had been when she returned to the barn with Red, both of the gorgeous cheerleaders finding her still "punishing" the star quarterback. Brad had been destroyed, willing to do anything to please her. Willing to do anything to appease her wrath and all Leslie could do was laugh and talk about raping Humbert. She had been friendly enough, but something stirred inside of April making her want to slap the shit out of Leslie.
Her obsessive love, Humbert Jenkins was presently in a squatting crouch over her, holding her wrists, using them as leverage to rail her cunt in savage fashion. She recalled his hands on her breasts even before unlocking the motel door, drawing her frock down letting them flop out. His fingers pinching and rolling her erect nipples proving that he was capable of learning some of her weak spots and sexual proclivities. Her blue eyes rolled as he fingered from behind with three fingers, dipping into her already sore honey pot. The demented blonde decided to see how far Humbert would go crawling onto the edge of the bed as he hooked a thumb into her panties stretching them aside to shove himself deep inside. Humbert proved a quick study grabbing himself a handful of her blonde locks, more proficient this time, bouncing hard against her cheeks. Her breasts swung and bounced brushing against the ruffled sheets stimulating her sensitive nipples even more.
"MORE, DOOOO IT HAAAAARDER!! FUH-FUH ME, FAAAAAWWWKKK MEEEEE!!" April locked her arms around his torso, simultaneously hooking her ankles into the small of his back. Both teens kissed and made out with wild abandon, nothing held back.
"HUH-HUH-HUMBERT?!!"
"Yeah?" He answered feverishly still plunging deep inside as she tightened up in pulsing, snapping intervals.
"CHUH-CHO-CHOKE ME, CHOKE ME!!" She jiggled and bounced under his thin frame, working her hips upwards in time with his thrusts. Both of them were covered in sweat, reeling from the intense humidity created by their proximity to one another.
"April?"
"PLUH-PLUH-PLEEEEASE FUCKING CHOKE MEEEEEEE; FAAAWKING DO IT, HUUMBERT!!" April reached down, feverishly pulling his hands to her neck. He tried to pull them away, but she held them there looking pleadingly up into his face.
"This, what you want?"
"YEEAAHHHHHHH, DO IT HUH-BEERT!!" His hands tightened around her throat softly at first, but she prodded and pleaded with her blue eyes begging him to commit. Humbert gradually tightened his grip noticing her eyes rolling up into her head as her hips began rocking and rotating wildly.
"AAAAAWWNNNN, I'M CUMMING SOOOOO HAAAARD HUUMBERT!!" She flushed becoming euphoric, screaming shrilly as torrents squirted wetting his pelvis, before he relented snatching his hands away, visually shocked. He could never know his girlfriend was picturing Red's attempted strangulation of her the night prior. The massively endowed blonde continued orgasming, working her clit feverishly until she started to come down from the high, slowly opening her eyes looking up into his face. April was so wet that the sheets under her chunky butt were soaked. His eyes settled on her fingers teasing her clit as April secretly got off on his latent revulsion.
"Help me up." She softly gasped, offering her chubby hands for him to pull her into a sitting position.
"Uhm, wow." Was all Humbert could say not knowing internally if it was from the sight her immense bosom or the carnal display beforehand. Once in a sitting position, April slid off the bed to her knees intent on taking his erection between her lips, but he pulled away.
"You didn't get yours; let me fix it." She handled him like a pro, cradling his length in the underside of her hand, using her tongue to slather copious saliva along the shaft. April purposely tightened her lips shut, pressing them against the head of his shaft with force until it popped into her mouth simulating vaginal sex. April took him all the way to the base drawing her face back until the head was the only part of him in her mouth. She repeated this action several times before sitting back on her haunches, drooling a steady stream of saliva into her cavernous cleavage.
"Fuck'em." April cupped the undersides of her breasts making them surge upward cradling the underside of her chin. Even from this position, you could appreciate the sheer volume of her chest as Humbert let go, beating his cock on her meaty, jiggling cleavage. April parted her breasts a sliver, allowing him to push his throbbing erection horizontally between her juddering mountains. The heated, slippery confines trapped his cock perfectly providing an addictive stimulation as he began fucking her tits with all his might. April added to the experience wrapping her arms around his thighs mashing her breasts against the front of his legs, forcing his cock to point vertically up towards her chin.
"Humbert?"
"Yes?"
"I want you to spit in it too, I want your saliva in between my titties." April was purposely trying to gross him out with what she considered a mild display of her true nastiness. She half expected him to whine but was surprised when he acquiesced.
"Fuck'em."
His cock began spearing her cleavage rubbing upwards against her breastbone until the skin was reddened with their combined saliva mixing with the steady flow of precum oozing from penis head. April used her forearms to mash her enormous breasts tightly around his length completely hiding it from view as spasms of pleasure shot up his spine. Wet and sticky, April played to her strengths massaging and bumping her massive breasts against the lanky teen thrust for thrust. It was too much for him to last as bursts of jizz began spurting from the head of his penis in a thick, oily spray that soiled her jiggling cleavage, throat reaching her neck and lower chin. April quickly released him, throating his tumescence for the rest. Humbert who felt as if he would pass out noticed her hand quickly pulling her to her feet.
"Let's get in the shower." April ran her nails across his abdomen, biting her lower lip eager to continue.
"You first." Humbert offered still unwilling to get completely nude in front of her. She stared in his direction silent for a few seconds before grabbing glancing over noticing the face of her phone was flashing.
"I'm hungry, can you walk back down to Happy's and get me some food, babe?" She tossed him one of the towels from the back of the bathroom door watching as he wiped himself down. April suddenly picked up her phone snapping a picture of him.
"Sure, be back in a minute." Her expression went stoic once he was gone back down the three blocks to the Restaurant / Truck Stop. April noticed the unfamiliar number answering it angrily.
"Yeah, who the fuck is this?"
"I NEED YOU!!" Red's voice boomed from the receiver.
*************************************************************************************
One of the things people who lived in the small town of Maplewood listed as a positive were the picture perfect, rustic sunsets and today was no different. She sat in her car staring blankly out at the parked car in front of her wondering what to do next. It had been the second stop she made after pulling over on the side of the road to put on her sweatpants. Leslie sat staring out at the sunset wondering what would happen next, not knowing if she cared anymore. Her world view considerably changed; Leslie had sought to begin putting the pieces of her world back together after discovering she was with child. It had started out with the housekeeper asking about being pregnant devolving into a sobering trip to a clinic outside of Maplewood before everything went to hell with Red discovering her affair with Sheriff Reed. There was no doubt that she would have been torn apart by her former best friend if not for the actions of the redhead's own father, a man she cared nothing for in the least. He had been a means to an end, with Leslie working hard to enthrall the formerly, stern and tough as nails lawman. She'd found power in her own sexuality for the time being after Red and April made the use of her own body mean little to the stunning brunette.
Her mind wandered back to the very first tryst with Sheriff Reed and how she'd fought not to put a bullet in his head while he slept. She even tapped his own weapon against his temple a couple of times laughing when he didn't wake up. Leslie crazed and revenge hungry found humor in the fact that she'd so thoroughly screwed Red's father that he was left lying. She resolved to find out if she could turn him out subsequently repeating and, in some cases, ramping up her sensual thrall until he couldn't seem to get through the day without seeing her. Leslie stared at her own hazel eyes in the rear view mirror remembering how she would continually work him to multiple climaxes until he was all but useless. She hadn't thought it out though, reveling in her newfound power losing her reputation as an ice queen becoming even more popular in the halls of Maplewood High. A teammate, some homely girl named Betty Joe had discovered her in the midst of milking the good sheriff dry and was sure to gossip, but Leslie didn't care, even daring her to tattle with a flippant demeanor. She chaffed at the wide eyes look of disbelief on the buck toothed girl's face as Sheriff Reed did his best to pound her through the couch while the cheerleader slipped out of the front door.
Her thoughts drifted to the horrified expression on Red's face crumbling away into a glistening, tear glazed mask of despair and disgust at her father's actions. It was all she could have hoped for in the beginning and now, a baby had taken away that indescribable joy. Sheriff Reed had dropped all pretense of his undisputed tough guy becoming a blubbering mess when she sought to break it off. Things had become pathetic and desperate when she ended their sexual relationship forcing the burly lawman to his knees. Part of her was a little scared as he manhandled her begging for one more hookup until she consented out of fear. Surprisingly throughout most of their clandestine relationship, Sheriff Reed had seldom gone down on her with the shapely brunette sometimes forcing the issue mostly out of humor; but this time, the redheaded curmudgeon eagerly went down on her. He'd degenerated enough that she knew he was crying into her sex knowing what would happen the minute he came. He'd sought to prolong this last tryst by keeping his mouth between her legs for as long as humanly possible. Red happened upon them just as lust was getting the better of him. She was just as shocked, caught off guard as his sensual ministrations began to bear fruit. There was no doubt she'd dealt her former best friend a mighty blow, cutting deep into her heart. She felt just the slightest sliver of regret before remembering how she'd been left unconscious and nude in the boy's locker room after being kicked in the head.
"Bitch." Leslie suddenly giggled for a few seconds before learning her head against the steering wheel as Humbert Jenkins popped into her mind. She'd thought him dead after seeing him clipped by a moving vehicle after a night of roughhewn, desperate sex. Leslie couldn't deny driving the lanky nerd to near madness after stalking him for weeks becoming so desperate that she'd resorted to desperate lengths foolishly trying to blackmail the nerd into allowing her to peg him a third time. She'd learned in short order the futility of her plan when Humbert turned the tables on her in dramatic fashion. He'd become her first, taking her over and over until she responded instinctively. Leslie often thought of that night never realizing what had occurred as they climaxed in perfect unison leaving her with a gift. Unfortunately, those remembered images were juxtaposed with her memories of their initial meeting. Humbert screaming in agony, begging her to stop pegging him after Red and her successfully blackmailed him with the threat of going to jail for rape. She couldn't reconcile her past and present selves with the fact that she'd sought him out a second time, addicted to the feeling of power she received from dominating what she considered at the time an inconsequential write off. Red convinced her that it was no big deal, telling the buxom cheerleader that it would be "fun."



"BITCH!!" Leslie was surprised by the loud thump on her passenger side window so hard that the glass vibrated from the impact. After putting her clothing back on, she'd ended up sitting out front of 2345 Oak Street, Humbert's home.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING OUT HERE IN FRONT OF MY HOUSE?!!" Humbert's mother, Laura Jenkins had parked two doors down from her house after visiting the market and the local Redbox securing another video game for her son when she noticed Leslie sitting out in front of her house.
"MRS. JENKINS, sorry; I was-JUST WONDERING HOW HUMBERT WAS DOING?!!"
"SO YOU CAN ASSAULT HIM AGAIN, YOU BITCH?!!" Leslie realized in short order that she had been outed by Humbert.
"Mrs. Jenkins, I'm sorry-I uhm, well is he okay?"
"YOU'RE FUCKING CRAZY, I'M GONNA CALL THE POLICE!! I'M FILMING THIS!!" Laura's hands were trembling hard holding her phone aimed at Leslie like it was a gun or something. She hadn't even realized that it was facing the wrong direction. being denied an opportunity to hash things out with her former victim. She remembered the shock of seeing Humbert kissing April knowing the girl was a bigger monster than she'd ever be. Her knuckles whitened as she gripped the steering wheel harder than before. She wished she could've finished tearing April's wet blonde locks from her skull.
"I'm sorry Humbert." Leslie glanced down at the abortion pamphlet on her passenger side seat.
*************************************************************************************
Casey was cleaning a restroom after some kid had retched inside it soiling the walls as well as the toilet which was an indecipherable mess courtesy of Nurse Flora Bell. It had been a gambit to keep his lazy eyes from following her as she got off work. He'd developed an unnatural obsession for the woman after a disastrous blind date which resulted in an even more disastrous pity fuck in which he'd climaxed prematurely and taken almost two hours to get hard again before orgasming again before he could even get inside the portly, flat chest nurse. Flora Bell had of course made his name mud around the hospital with some of the other female workers. This left the already, mentally soft custodian put out of sorts, determined to apologize and change her mind. The clueless twit had been instantly made by Red; the alpha-female able to identify weak people almost by sight alone. She knew an easy mark when she saw one, gaining the use of his phone with a little guile and some fleeting nudity. Thirty minutes later, Casey received a call directing him to the courtyard adjacent to the hospital parking lot where patients were sometimes taken to get some air outside. He shuffled off to the manufactured area which was part of an incumbent mayor's bid for reelection. April sat waiting there reapplying her signature makeup as he approached using the process of elimination to identify her. She was the sole person sitting there in the courtyard.
"Uhm, ma'am, I hate to be a bother, but are you uhm, Cordelia?" April was filling in her lips with her trademarked darkened Leo shade of burgundy, completely ignoring him.
"You must be a genius; however did you figure that out, Casey?"
"Shucks ma'am, I just saw that you was the only lady out here, is all." He blushed thinking she'd complimented him as April glanced over taking in his countenance. She almost laughed in his face, fortunately facepalming turning her head in the other direction. Casey thought he was being flirted with, looking in the opposite direction, filled with joy.
"Okay, okay girlfriend; get it together." April said to herself trying to keep from laugh at the clueless townie.
"Uhm, I hate to be forward and all, but you are awfully pretty, ma'am." April snickered at the awkward compliment leaning back on the wooden park bench regarding Casey fully. She decided to be funny about it covertly hooking a finger in the neck of her dress tugging the borrowed frock down enough to make her cleavage bubble upward almost like baking bread. Casey didn't even try to act like he wasn't burning a hole in her chest.
"Enough head cheese, where's Melissa?"
"Uhm, she upstairs, room 12 B ma'am; but a policeman is outside. She pretty banged up waiting for them x-ray tests and all, Cordelia."
"X-Ray tests?"
"Yeah, doctor told one of the nurse people to get her ready; she's awful nice and all so I hope your sister's gonna be fine."
"Sister?"
"She's your sister ain't she; I mean that's like what she said, ma'am."
"Yeah, sure Casey; go back upstairs and come back for me when she's gone for her uhm, x-ray tests." April was getting fast annoyed with the slow custodian.
"Why, don't you wanna see your sister, now ma'am?" She noticed her phone was ringing.
"Did you hear what I said, Casey?!" Her sudden aggression caught him off guard for a moment before he nodded and returned to the hospital. As soon as he was out of sight, she answered her phone.
"Yes Humbert?"
"What's going on, why did you leave?"
"What does it matter; you got what you wanted, didn't you?"
"Come on, you know it's not like that April; what about all this food I brought for you?" Humbert sounded at wits end with the chubby blonde and April was enjoying every minute of being the bad girlfriend.
"Stuff it; by the way, the next you hook up with your fat jump off, maybe you could actually TAKE YOUR PANTS OFF, CREEP!!" She hung up and turned her phone off knowing he'd try to call back. She wanted to keep him guessing. She scrolled through some of the pictures she'd taken of Humbert since they started dating before noticing Casey standing a few feet away. The dim custodian seemed to waiting for her to notice him looking relieved when April finally waved him over.
"She's in the x-ray room, right now ma'am."
"Did that cop go with her?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Well hurry it the fuck up; take me to her room, now." Casey couldn't put his finger on why she was able to get him to do what she wanted, only knowing enough to comply escorting her to the second floor. When they were a few feet away from the door, April turned to him with an inviting smile on her face.
"Hey, could you get my favorite soda?"
"What's that?"
"Well what do they have in the vending machines here, Casey?" She batted her eyes, vamping it up for effect.
"Uhm, sprite, A&W root beer, cola and well, orange soda, but that's like the most popular, so its all out, sorry, Cordelia."
"Well it's okay, I want a cream soda."
"But, we don't have that here."
"What, you can't go "fetch" me a cream soda Casey; I thought you were the man?" He scratched his head, blushing like a smitten schoolboy.
"Well, there is like a store down the way and all; guess I could walk over there real quick." Casey replied gushing at his own solution.
"Get me a double cheeseburger, too." April added, instantly scrambling his brain. Casey simply nodded trudging off to acquiesce to her wishes. She watched him go before entering Red's hospital room secreting herself behind an adjacent curtained off hospital bed. April sat on the bed continuing to do her makeup until she was putting the finishing touches on her eye shadow hearing the sound of Red approaching. The chubby blonde was a little apprehensive retreating to the opposite side of the empty hospital bed in her curtained off area. She ducked down glancing at the silhouettes of Deputy Jimmy, Nurse Flora Bell and Red as she was settled in with him making sure her handcuff was secure.
"How long before we get those test results? This one needs the lockup."
"Could be awhile; want some coffee?"
"Well, I don't know; supposed to be watching this girl until she ready to go inside. My partner had to go because he's off duty and my relief is on the way." April noticed Red's shadow moving around in an agitated manner identifying with her demeanor.
"Please stop; take this tranny bitch and you two can fuck off to coffee land." Red offered sounding in pain.
"It talks, wow would you look at that." Nurse Flora Bell commented breezing by Red's dig at her appearance.
"I think I'll have that cup to break up all the love in here, nurse."
"Yeah, I'll give her those pain meds when I get back." Nurse Flora Bell added.
"I'M GONNA TELL MY DAD!!" Red screamed forgetting her troubles for the moment.
"Where is he?" Deputy Jimmy commented. April noted the silence that followed before the sudden sound of the heavy room door followed knowing Red was alone. She sat back watching her former mentors for a few seconds. Red started sniffling and whimpering not even a minute after they were gone. April found a seat on the bed sitting on the opposite side of the curtain waiting. Red retrieved Casey's phone from under her mattress dialing her up. She perked up at the sound of the annoying ringtone from the opposite side of the curtain surrounding her bed. April peered between the curtains getting her first look at Red's battered features.
"Oh shit; you've been getting it in, I see."
"Chelsea came at me; she won't ever do that again!"
"Kill her?"
"No."
"Tease." April taunted as she fully entered Red's space taking stock of the bruise at her temple, claw marks on her opposite cheek and the classic black eye. There was also a big cut on her bottom lip that she yearned to press a fingernail into. She puled up a chair beside the bed with a stock smile on her face.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOU LATELY?!!"
"Nothing at all Melissa; perhaps you should turn that mirror back in on yourself, babe. Before you drag that bed over here by your handcuff and strangle me; I just want to know if I've ever fucking failed you in any way?"
"No." Red tugged at the handcuff despite herself.
"Someone tried to fuck you up and you called me here to act like a prima donna; I sit here in this fucking plastic chair looking at the heinous bitch who made me what I am today and I-just don't know what the fuck happened, Melissa. Man, I been ride or die with you since the first night we hooked up. Be that as it may, I'd like a little bit of the respect that you show that cunt. I've always been there for you; what about Leslie, Melissa? Where is she at; something more important than being here with you, huh?" April sat in the chair with her large satchel bag across her lap. She actually feigned looking for Leslie craning her head around the hospital room.
"FUCK LESLIE; SHE'S DEAD WHEN I GET OUT OF HERE!!"
"Oh, I thought she was besties with you again, anointed number two as it were; co-queen of Maplewood High."
"Shut up."
"You hate me too, Melissa; but you called and here I am without fail. You like rubbing that dysfunctional genie lamp when it comes to me, but I gotta know my place and shit, right; what happened with Leslie?"
"Nothing." Red lied unsure if she should reveal the situation.
"Come on bitch; don't fuck with me." Red did a slow burn
"She's been fucking my father." April's expressive blue eyes rolled up into her head as she looked away from Red's battered face hiding a sarcastic smile with the back of her hand for a few seconds.
"Seriously?"
"Walked in on them, together alright? My fucking daddy had his goddamn head between her legs and I just-LOST IT!! He ACTUALLY fought ME trying to save HER skanky ass. My FATHER, the man who raised me and taught me how to be a fucking winner!! She's been laughing in my fucking face the whole time about it and you know what's the worst thing about it?"
"What is that?" April's mind was already running a mile a minute, processing everything she heard.
"MY DADDY SAYS HE LOVES HER-FUCKING PUSSY WHIPPED!!" Red broke down covering her face with her unrestrained hand sobbing loudly as the weight of it all came crashing down on her like the incoming tide. April sat in silence watching, even taking a moment to look at the time on her phone before leaning over the bed. She snagged Red's wrist using her good portion of her strength to pull the hand away from her face. Red was flushed red and glistening with tears. April had to internally restrain herself from licking some of it from her cheek, rolling her eyes in disgust.
"Damn bitch; you're in the shit now and who's here with you, right fucking now? Me, that's whose here to do the evil you can't do. I look at you and I think, "This is the same evil, nasty bitch that whipped my ass, stripped me and made me walk out of school naked, with a janitor's cone up my ass, no less?"-I'd like to think that scary bitch is inside what's lying here right now; what about you?" Red forced herself to look up into April's face which was uncomfortably close enough to kiss her. The redhead was cutting herself trying to wrench her hand free of the cuff restraining her to the hand bar of the hospital bed. She couldn't take being talked down to by anyone but found herself helpless as April held fast to her free hand with an iron grasp on her wrist. Both girls struggled for a few seconds before April relinquished her hand.
"What can I do; I'm probably going to jail tonight."
"Party favor?" April reached into her satchel bag producing a laptop, one of several in her possession. She placed the computer on Red's lap opening it to reveal that it was active.
"If I do this; I won't have any leverage with Patty, later." Red reasoned.
"Was she there when Chelsea staged that coup?"
"No, and I think Chelsea stole her phone so that I wouldn't be able to talk to Patty; those idiot deputies found it in the bathroom. I was too busy turning that fat ass cow into hamburger to notice."
"So, I didn't bring the football down here for nothing; all you have to do is push the enter button and start taking a little back." April motioned towards the laptop, having logged into the hospital's free Wi-Fi while waiting for Casey to appear in the patient rest area.
"April?"
"Do it, nuke that scrawny little cunt for not being smart enough to keep her friend on a short leash. Show BOTH of them who YOU fucking are, Melissa. Come on, DO IT; be that bitch you don't FUCK with and PUSH THE BUTTON!! "Red mashed the button down so hard that it cracked, cutting her thumb as April snickered.
"What now?" Red asked watched the flickering screen before April closed the laptop putting it back in the satchel bag.
"You take the handcuffs off; free me to DO the EVIL you can't DO." April held her fists upturned in front of Red's face symbolically mimicking invisible handcuffs on her own wrists.
"What're you going to do?" Red asked almost at a whimper, unused to the passion being displayed before her green eyes.
"I'm going to burn some shit up; and you can't come back later and say anything to me about it, mother. Time to kiss Leslie's fucking ass goodbye, Melissa; show her what EVIL truly is, bitch. I want her ass; I HATE her and she's going to have a COME to JESUS moment when it's all said and done."
"I-I'm..."
"Take my cuffs off mother; you made me who I am today, and I need you to take the training wheels off." Red would never admit how uneasy April was making her as the blonde licked her lips in anticipation of her answer.
"Alright, but when I get out; I want enough of her left to put my foot in, you crazy bitch." Red would never admit the intense peer pressure and pissing contest she'd failed with her own protégé. She granted her permission by kissing the tops of April's fists. She was made further uneasy as the chubby, blonde's eyes widened in realization. April leaned in stealing a deep sensual kiss from Red, almost uncontrollably euphoric.
"Can I ask one more favor."
"What?" April removed a latex medical glove from a left behind packet on the counter going into the adjacent bathroom. She removed the toilet paper roll from the dispenser shoving it down into the toilet stopping up the drain until little water was left in the bowl. She flushed it several times in succession until the bowl overflowed, before returning to Red.
"Call somebody to take you to the bathroom." Red watched the water flowing across the floor as Deputy Jimmy and Nurse Flora Bell returned to the room. When she looked up, April had disappeared.
"Well, what do we have here; what are you up to, now troublemaker?" Deputy Jimmy asked receiving a response in the universal one finger salute. The portly nurse was already phoning maintenance.
"I GOTTA GO TO THE BATHROOM, FUCKWAD!!"
"We're gonna have to write you a prescription for that foul attitude; one bar of soap to wash that mouth out, young lady."
"Touch me and I'll stick it up your hillbillly cooter!" Red sneered.
"WATCH YOUR MOUTH, RED!!"
"Watch me piss myself, you goon; I don't have to be out of jail for your fucking ass to get fired, do I Jimmy boy?" Both of the adults did a doubletake unwilling to admit how the redheaded teen was calling shots on both of them.
"I'm going to take this girl to the rest room; I'll call you later."
"Yeah, I get off at eleven; that doofus Casey should be around to clean this up."
"I don't care." April sat behind the adjacent curtain watching the whole thing play out. Minutes later, Deputy Jimmy was half dragging Red off to the restroom making sure to lock his gun belt. Casey finally appeared back in the doorway noticing the mess.
"What is this?" April could smell the food which made her stomach rumble a bit.
"A mess; clean it up or I'm telling H.R. about the long lunch break you took."
"Well okay; have you seen a girl..."
"HAVE YOU?!!" Nurse Flora Bell countered, shoving him aside to continue her rounds. April peered out between the curtains watching Casey scratch his head with the greasy bag in hand. She didn't see anybody else before making her presence known as he reluctantly retrieved his cart from a janitor's closet adjacent to the Red's room at the end of the corridor.
"Oh wow; you really did it Casey."
"Huh?" He flinched a bit not expecting her to pop up in front of him at the janitor's closet. April quickly slid the bag out of his hand placing it in her satchel bag, before grabbing him rather forcibly by the bicep with a disingenuous smile.
"Don't strain yourself, come with me, Casey."
"Come with you?"
"Yeah, back over here; hurry up real quick." April managed to heard him into an available restroom designated for both genders. Once inside, she half shoved him onto the toilet bending over so that her immense cleavage was staring him in the face.
"Uhm, ma'am?"
"Casey, you done been awful good to me and I likes it, boy. I wanna give you something real nice for getting me food and talking all nice and stuff. You like my big ass titties, Casey boy, huh?" She was completely trolling him, purposely speaking in an exaggerated southern accent. Casey couldn't take his eyes off her deep cleavage shaking his head profusely.
"You wanna stick your thing in my pussy, huh Casey?" April yanked up of his hands under her borrowed dress running his fingers along her slit. It was moist and humid between her thick thighs as April humped his fingers moaning sensually.
"Yuh, yes ma'am, I think I would like that very much."
"Pull your dick out." He half guffawed like the village idiot he didn't know he was, fumbling with his pants before April reached down yanking the elastic band outward allowing his penis to flop out.
"Whoa Casey boy, would you look at that, it's almost as big as my hand; hurry up and take your clothes off, boy!"
"My clothes?"
"Yeah, you can't FUCK with your clothes on, ya damn idiot; don't you wanna put it inside me, Casey boy?" April popped her right breast out, circling her erect nipple with a finger as his eyes looked like they'd pop out of his head. He clumsily struggled out of his pants and soiled boxers with April helping by snatching the collared shirt that was a part of his hospital uniform off. Casey was left with only his mismatched striped gym socks and sneakers. April remarked internally how much he resembled a humanoid ostrich, licking her lips at the sight of his body as she folded his clothing under her arm.



"Now you wait right, here Casey."
"Huh, excuse me ma'am?"
"I just gotta step out cause I left some oils in my friend's room; you know about oils and stuff, Casey? Makes it all slippery like and helps on account of you having such a big ole dick and all, boy."
"Uhm, sure."
"Right, now you just wait right here while I get those uhm, oils. You gonna mess my pussy up real nice, right boy; gonna suck on my big ole titties and put your thing up in-between these too, right Casey boy?!!" It was all she could do to keep from laughing in his face outright as her manufactured accent which was a parody in and of itself from old Foghorn Leghorn cartoons.
"Yeah ma'am I am; I sure am gonna do all that stuff with you and maybe we could, like go to the waffle house later and stuff?"
"You asking me out on a date, Casey?"
"Uhm, yes I think I am Cordelia." April stopped for a second doing a doubletake for an instant before kissing him full on the mouth leaving her dark lipstick smeared across his chin.
"Sure, whatevers." April put a finger up to her mouth silencing the blissful custodian stepping out in the corridor just as Deputy Jimmy handcuffed to Red rounded the corner. Neither were the wiser as April walked out of the ward placing Casey's clothing into the nearest wastebasket. She happened upon a mother hurrying towards her with a screaming infant in tow.
"Excuse me miss; you know where the bathroom is, my little Tommy has to drain the wizard?" The tired looking woman asked.
"Sure, there's one right at the end of this corridor, ma'am." April continued on her way leaving the floor as the woman's shrill scream filled the hall, moments later.
*************************************************************************************
"I'm home." Humbert walked into his darkened home carrying the bags of food walking into his kitchen setting them on the table. Laura rushed into the kitchen hugging her son in a tight, death grip until he pushed away, perplexed.
"What's wrong mom?" She grabbed him by his shoulders looking him over with tears streaming down her face as his estranged father appeared over her shoulder. He kept his distance unnerved by anything that messed up his mundane daily routine.
"That Leslie girl came by here today."
"WHAAAT?!!" He looked from his father's face to Laura Jenkins, noting a lingering odor of alcohol on her person.
"She's crazy, sitting right out in front of our home in her car; watching the house like some kind of burglar!!" Humbert tried to console his mother returning her hug as his father glared daggers at his son.
"I'm okay mom."
"I TRIED TO CALL YOU; WHERE WERE YOU HUMBERT?!!"
"Uhm, my phone was out of service; had to charge my battery." He lied unsure if he should reveal his relationship with April.
"YOU STAY IN THIS HOUSE; I'LL TAKE YOU ANYWHERE YOU NEED TO GO, OKAY?!" Her panic was unnerving him as she clutched at his t-shirt, desperately.
"Mom, I'm fine; nothing happened to me and I'm not scared of Leslie, okay?"
"YOU DO AS I SAY!!" Laura Jenkins started drinking the moment she got into the house and it was showing in her partially slurred speech.
"Mom, please."
"Oh god, I'm calling off; what if she's gonna try to break in here later?!! Humbert, I know how you feel about what was done to you, but we need to get this reported to the police. You've gotta do this or it's gonna get bad... She was watching the house, I know it!!"
"STOP BABYING HIM LAURA!!" Harry Jenkins had seen more than he could stomach, initially wanting to keep his distance but worried what would happen should his son report the crime.
"Why don't you act like a father for once and take care of this!!"
"Now you want me to go find and punch out a teenage girl; is that what you want, Laura?!!"
"IT WOULD BE A START!!"
"Mom, please." Humbert mumbled as his parents began arguing which had become a every other day tradition.
"I DON'T HAVE TO TAKE THIS SHIT; I'M OUTTA HERE!!"
"WHEN WERE YOU EVER HERE, HUH HARRY?!!" The door slammed in response to her smarmy comment, echoing throughout their modest home. Humbert's slamming bedroom door followed.
************************************************************************************
"Humbert?"
Her house was immaculately clean and empty when she got home, Rosa had long since gone home to her family. She remembered how much it annoyed her whenever the housekeeper would talk about her husband and children. Remembered how she rolled her eyes whenever the hired help would show her pictures of her children. Those were different days when she was being groomed by Red to become number two behind her in the halls of Maplewood High. She'd imbedded herself in her studies initially feeling alien amongst her peers when she transferred in during her sophomore year. Her mother had grown tired of tutoring her when Leslie clashed with her mother's latest boy toy while traveling abroad. She chaffed at what she considered exile, deposited in her mother's hometown of Maplewood given a shitty Chevy Nova to pilot around the small town as a punishment of sorts. Red had proved a charismatic introduction to all things Maplewood in snarky fashion seeming to share a similar opinion of the town and the world at large. Fast friends, too fast perhaps to see the big wall of karma coming directly up to slap her in the face in the form of Humbert Jenkins.
Leslie had finally returned to her large home, largely because she had nowhere else to go after being confronted by Humbert's mother. Everything was out in the open now and there was no way his parents would let her anywhere near him. She'd been forced to drive off but had considered trying to explain things to Laura Jenkins, deciding against it at the last moment. Humbert's mother reaction to seeing her had colored her actions making her feel like the monster she had been. Even as she drove away, memories of taking Humbert against his will in his own bedroom wouldn't abate. It was that second rape that stuck to her, increasing in frequency as she was reminded mentally of the animalistic nature of it all. She'd become addicted to the feeling she got from screwing him as the plastic nub on the other end rubbed against her clit over and over until she was nearly a slobbering mess. Unknown to most, the uncommonly beautiful woman was extremely lonely most of the time, even amongst her peers. She'd shed her clothing like a second skin as she walked across her living room into her bedroom to stand nude before a full length mirror in her bedroom. Her body hadn't changed any but it would soon making her wonder what was left for her to do with her life. Red always seemed a little irritated and put off about her status as a trust fund baby citing envy on numerous occasions. Leslie wondered how she hadn't realized the inherent danger Red's influence brought until it was too late.
Outside she was still the same stunning brunette she'd always been, blessed with the thick body of a model, olive tinted skin, full large breasts sloping out dramatically from her chest over a narrow waist and the widest of hips leading into long, attractive legs. When she'd first made the cheerleading squad, Red had made fun of her rear end asking if she was "passing" alluding that she might be black or Spanish when Chelsea broke the ice by propping her larger, similar rear end next to Leslie's. Chelsea had claimed her own half-Latin heritage that afternoon shaking things up so much that Red lined up with them making a joke about the trio having the best asses in Maplewood. She always seemed threatened whenever someone asserted themselves beyond her influence making it a point to go out of her way to keep Leslie at her side until the incident faded from memory. Leslie shifted to the side looking at her own striking profile, cradling a hand on her flat stomach wondering what it would look like with a baby inside. Of course there were other options as demonstrated in the pamphlets she'd brought into her home that were sitting on her kitchen counter.
She was barely keeping it together wondering when Red would appear to exact her revenge as she got into the shower washing Sheriff Reed off her body. Her skin crawled as she recalled the sheriff's dramatic fall from the pedestal of his own making. He was known around town as this tough, no-nonsense badass with a chip on his shoulder and a hellcat for a daughter. It was an accurate assessment with both angry redheads, father and daughter only able to coexist with one another nearly to the exclusion of all else. Leslie had sought vaguely to sever that connection, succeeding beyond her wildest dreams as she ran her fingers through her brown mane. The steaming hot spray was therapeutic as she lathered up covering her large breasts in suds letting them run along her perfect, flat stomach down over her lightly furred muff. Before she even realized it, Leslie was rubbing her mound slipping a few fingers inside while manipulating her clit. The steam filled up the enclosed shower caressing every curve as she pinched one of her nipples, pumping her fingers creating increased friction that took her to the precipice.
"AAAAWWWNNNNNNN. AAAAHHHHH SHIT, YEAH IT'S ALMOST THERE...fuck me Humbert." Her hazel eyes shot open as she quickly tuned the water off. She sat nude on the edge of the tub with her face buried in her hands.
Shortly, Leslie gathered herself, wrapping a towel about her person as she drifted into the kitchen finding a plate waiting. Leslie's eyes rested on the numerous flyers and pamphlets, pondering the unthinkable before she removed some incense from a kitchen counter lighting it. She couldn't get Humbert's mother out of her mind as she peered out the window at the dusk sunlight. She took one of the brochures looking through it before lighting it on fire. The other followed going up quickly into nothingness in the kitchen sink as she noticed her phone, its face blinking with an incoming message. Leslie figured it was Sheriff Reed looking for that one last hookup, he'd begged for, brought to his knees when she tried to do the right thing by ending their affair. Instead she found a simple message reading don't hang up with a picture attached. She didn't know hat to make of the message opening it to find aa picture of Humbert sans his shift taken in some motel room.
"What is this shit?" Her phone began ringing from the same unknown number.
"Who is this; who-the-fuck-is this?"
"If you hang up, then I can't say what'll happen to Humbert, bitch." Leslie's brow furrowed at the childish sound of her enemy's voice.
"What are you doing with Humbert?!!"
"Anything I want, slut; think I was gonna let you get away with putting your hands on me?"
"Where's Humbert?!!"
"Do you care, Leslie?" Something in her gut told Leslie not to answer the question; April was obviously fishing for something that she innately dreaded.
"I'm hanging up."
"Good, come on down and see me, so we can hash things out face to face, girlfriend." April added.
"What do you want?"
"A face to face bitch; I wanna see if you think you can pull my hair out when no one is around to save you. I mean, you can just hang up and leave Humbert to me; if you're scared."
Leslie could feel the hair standing up on the back of her neck, apprehensive at the confident sound of her voice. Her palm instinctively covering her stomach as the burning brochures lit her features in flickering flame light.
"Where?"
"Down the street from your gated community, there this cute little park with an awesome baseball diamond. Maybe you should come on down and sit awhile with me. Have us a girlie moment, you know; just hug it out bitch."
"What will you do if I don't come?"
"More like, what won't I do-to Humbert, if you actually care." The line suddenly went dead leaving Leslie alone in her kitchen to make a fateful decision. She stared at the picture on the face of her phone still pressing her palm against her stomach.
*************************************************************************************
The park was a recent addition to the area just outside of Shady Oaks from a politician looking for cheap political capital from the wealthy families that called the gated community home. There was a newly built magnet preschool situated right behind it and the whole area was well lit even in the dusk hours. Leslie pulled up to the curb noticing there were still isolated groups of people using the area. Leslie slowly got out of her car walking over to the baseball diamond to meet her fate. There was a park employee mowing the lawn sections of the baseball diamond while landscapers trimmed some hedges lining the edge of the park.
"Over here bitch." April was standing behind a large fence in front of the little league dugout. Even in the growing darkness, Leslie could see her creepy eyes enhanced by the darkness of her eye shadow.
"Where's Humbert?"
"What did I say?" April threatened as Leslie looked around one particular face. She'd put on her school cheerleader warmups anticipating some sort of fight. Halfway there she became worried that Red was lying in wait to ambush her.
"Red here?"
"Handcuffed to her hospital bed, unfortunately, come a little closer, slut." There was something different in the expression on her face, something a little more dangerous and demented.
"So, you want to fight me?"
"I want to fucking destroy you, poser; but first I want to ask you if you remember what I did to Brad Tucker, do you Leslie?"
"Do you, Leslie?"
"Uhm, yeah." April noticed how her prey kept looking around knowing she thought Red was lying in wait, noting that she still appeared regardless.
"Yeah that was a banner night for me, girlfriend; recalled that you uhm, liked my work, huh? So, I wanted to know something about you; well, actually I wanted to know if Humbert can cum with his asshole." Leslie rushed the gate finding it locked with a huge padlock separating the girls. She shook it violently wanting to get at April who stared back stoically.
"I just wanted to know how far I have to go when I fuck his reconstructed shitter; I promise that he's gonna find his feminine side when I'm done. Just reminds me of that first night with Brad, just a fucking away until I made a hell of a mess, baby!!" Leslie continued shaking the fence trying t rip it off the hinges to get at the demented blonde.
"I HATE YOU!!"
"I know, but that's not going to stop me from giving Humbert the Greatest Boy Pussy of all time!! You see, I've totally refined my technique and if you think Brad is fucked up; wait'll you see what I do with that fucking ass gimp of yours, baby!! You know, Humbert LOVES me, Leslie; who loves you?"
"DON'T!!" The fight left her as Leslie sank to her knees still holding the fence, its metal mesh leaving indentations on her palms.
"Tell me then, speak truth to me bitch; look in your entitled heart and tell me."
"WHU-WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU WANT?!!" April knelt down, face level with Leslie's own, separated by the fence.
"Do you love him; do you love Humbert?" Leslie's face rolled around looking April directly in the eyes, noticing the insane glee on her face. Knowing she already knew the answer to the question asked.
"Yes."
April's eyes widened, her nostril flared as she bit into her lower lip feeling the darkness wash over her as Leslie quietly sobbed, scared to death for a boy that hated her with good reason. She cried knowing she was no better than April, her fellow monster at her core. She was tired of lying as the chunky blonde drew out her lost humanity. No matter what happened afterwards, Leslie knew she would never deny it again.
"Do you love him enough to take his place?"
...TO BE CONTINUED.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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The room was shrouded in complete darkness with no detail, even minutely visible as the door opened revealing a shapely silhouette. The lights were turned on with the flick of a partially damaged switch illuminating Leslie as she cautiously stepped inside the room followed by April. She walked at a half step, almost like she were walking the gallows while April watched taking it all in, enjoying every luscious curve on display. There was a noticeable crimson tint to her usual pale skin as she flushed thinking about what was going to happen. Leslie was almost a head taller than her, but the demented blonde miscreant was charges up with power. Leslie stopped folding her arms under her bosom facing April's disheveled bed with its wealth of blankets and elevated height from an added mattress. She still felt there was a chance Red would appear from a closet or something to murder her, but there was nothing she could do about it now. April slid her satchel bag from her shoulder hanging it on the back of the door. She would disassemble it later so that her recent internet related shenanigans wouldn't be discovered. The chubby misfit measured her steps walking around a silent Leslie to the edge of her bed where she yanked all of the sheets and blankets to the floor. She still had the ends of the bedding in her fists as she cranked her head in Leslie's direction finding the stunning brunette visibly horrified. Both girls stared at one another knowing why they were there.
April continued staring even when Leslie had to avert her eyes out of mounting, prevalent fear. Some part of her psyche was screaming for her to pounce upon the shorter girl. Leslie wanted to beat her to death, but found that once she was alone with April, things were not what she'd expected. There was something evil and raw radiating from her short, chubby form that gave the cheerleader pause. She retched a bit under the gaze of her nemesis as April took notice, nostrils flaring from lust. There was an expectancy about her that dictated what was going to happen next as Leslie slowly stripped off her warmup jacket fumbling with the garment at her elbows before stripping it free of her body. She was alarmed when April motioned for the jacket, gingerly taking it from her folding it under her arm. The buxom brunette took her time stepping out of her gym shoes noticing April wanted them as well. Leslie straightened her back as a field of goosebumps appeared on her arms and chest while April waited. The dark pools of mascara around her eyes seemed infinitely darker contrasting with her light blue eyes and almost burgundy hued lipstick. The makeup made April look like a witch, a far cry from the girl she'd bullied along with Red some months ago. It was almost like they were too entirely different beings as she stood there cradling herself like she was cold or something.
April continued staring hard at the beautiful teen soaking up her fear as the girl looked downward into her own deep cleavage. The hard tan lines were higher that the ill-fitting sports bra covering her large breasts. Leslie's hands dipped down hooking thumbs into the elastic waistband of her workout leggings pulling the stretchy material outward before carefully drawing them down her shapely thighs. She kept her eyes cast downward looking at her own progress working one leg free at a time before glancing up at April. She found her progress being aped as the chunky blonde discarded the dress she'd stolen from her mother's closet. Leslie found herself staring at the miscreant blonde's own massive chest which dwarfed her own, before slipping out of her sports bra. There was a healthy, rubbery jiggle to the dueling sets of breasts, both ironically covered in numerous hickies for similar reasons. Both girls shadowed one another, sliding out of their panties, but April took the time to toss aside a concealed drywall knife she'd been hiding on her person. Leslie's heart skipped a beat knowing how close she'd come to being cut by the shorter, stout blonde.
"Th-This what you wanted; to see me naked, huh?"
April didn't say anything noticeably licking her lips at the sight of Leslie fully nude. She'd orchestrated her downfall constantly chattering in Red's ear running the auburn beauty's best friend down until things had come to a head culminating with what she believed was Leslie's mass deflowering. She'd chaffed at the thinly veiled disgust from the co-captain of the cheerleading squad regarding her "relationship" with Red which resulted in a fast mounting sense of self-loathing until she was unable to take it anymore. Before she knew it, she was focusing more and more on the stunningly beautiful brunette wanting to bring her down to ground level almost as much as she wanted Red's respect. With Leslie around she'd never get what she wanted. Her crystal blue eyes roamed all over the flawless body in front of her looking for any flaw and finding none. April took a cautious step backward opening the drawer on her vanity table removing a small photo she'd printed from her computer. She never took her eyes off Leslie as she put the photo on the end of the bed where she could see it.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?!!" Leslie found herself looking at a tiny photo of a prolapsed anus, thinking the worst.
"Brad Tucker; I thought you liked my work?"
"Why're you showing me this sick shit?" Her heart thumped in her chest as April tossed out three other matching tiny photos for her to view. Each of the photos was progressively worse as Leslie cupped a hand over her mouth in disgust.
"They always say they're going to kill you, scream and cry when you're doing it; but you just hold on, reaming their backdoor until it turns into a pussy. You see, the trick is to get them to cum with their ass, Leslie. Until that happens, they're not yours; you know what I'm talking about. We, me and you; we're the same."
"I'm nothing like you."
"We're all alone here bitch; don't lie to me when you fucked yourself with Red because you couldn't keep your hands off Humbert. You went back and lied about Red to blackmail him into letting you into his ass a second time."
"She told you that?"
"Melissa told me everything, Leslie; what'd it feel like cheating him out of his ass a second time, huh?"
"I-I don't want to talk about that; WHY DO YOU WANNA KNOW?!!"
"I already told you, we're the same; I just wanted to know if you BROKE Humbert when you took him that second time? It's been on my mind lately and I need to know, bitch. You know, he's had surgery to correct the damage you did to his shitter. Must have left quite an impression, right Leslie?" April studied her face noticing the slight signs of emotion as her bottom lips quivered while the corners of her eyes began to glisten with approaching tears.
"Please."
"You're a rapist just like me, bitch; now you wanna sit here in front of me lying to yourself and God. You LOVED IT, right Leslie? Loved the feeling of taking him against his will even though you cheated your way into it, huh? I'm a little more honest and I've made sure all of them are honest, too. You see, you gotta keep working to get at the fucking prostrate until you turn it into mush. It's fucking awesome making guys ejaculate with their assholes, right?" Leslie felt like running from the room unconsciously turning towards the door.
"You-you're sick, crazy as fuck."
"So you're gonna pretend like you're just a girl when you've done the same thing bitch? You're not a monster too, Leslie? It's just us here together, my mother works nights and if you're worried about Red; she's handcuffed to a bed down at county general. Come on bitch; tell me what it felt like raping Humbert's boy pussy that second time?"
"No."
"What, it's something personal between you two, huh? Last I checked, he's my boyfriend Leslie; took my virginity and everything. After what you did to him, I thought he needed something to make his weak ass feel like a man. So, I filled a condom with some fake blood and stuffed it in my pussy. You should have seen him go, all a fucking and a screwing my poor little kitty. We're in love Leslie; you have nothing."
"Stop it, please."
"Come on, he's just your victim; you don't really love him anyway, bitch."
"YOU DON'T KNOW WHAT WE HAVE!!"
"Nothing, you have nothing, bitch; we even fucked a few hours ago Leslie. He's really starting to get the hang of it and his cock ain't half bad, after all. How's Sheriff Reed's cock; enquiring minds want to know?"
"You know about that?"
"Obviously; is he as good as Humbert? Oh, you wouldn't know about that because you probably consider yourself the top in that little dysfunctional relationship you imagine having with my man."
"You don't care about him." The wetness was already visible around her hazel eyes as the two nude women glared at one another.
"I don't; you're absolutely right about that shit."
"Just leave him alone, then; you've got me, alright?" Leslie sniffled, giving April the emotional content she was looking for.
"I've always had you Leslie; I want you to fucking burn. Red always held me back when it came to you; even kicked me out of the locker room after you finally got all the dicks, you deserved. Banner night for the good old boys of Maplewood High, huh? Now that I think of it, Sheriff Reed should be thanking me too. Without me, you never would've become what you are today, huh bitch?"
"Why do you hate me so much?"
"Because you have a choice."
"What?!!"
"You're a fucking trust fund baby, no one to tell you what to do and when to do it, fucking beautiful and smart, but when Red came a knocking; you fucking folded like the weak bitch, you are. You're weaker than me, weaker than I used to be prior to Red. Now, you want me to believe that you love that boy."
"I DO; I DON'T KNOW WHY, BUT I DO!!" Leslie broke down, crying into her hands. April watched in silent glee before crawling into the middle of her bed, regarding Leslie while on all fours.
"That's what we're going to find out tonight Leslie; personally, I think it's just a phase and all. I mean, you can still walk out right now and leave this behind. I find that I'm infinitely more interested in turning Humbert Jenkins into a human toilet. Man, I wish I could see those pre-surgery photos of his abused shitter; just wanna know how much he can take unless you wanna tell me?"
"Fuck you."
"That's why we're here together, right bitch? Hey, would you still have the hots for Humbert if he could stick the end of a Louisville slugger in his cornhole?"
"You're crazy."
"We're crazy, Leslie; did you really think you were going to run off with him and live happily ever after, bitch?" April made sure to keep her eyes on Leslie as she made a pile out of her pillows before reclining lazily watching the nude girl in front of her. She waited as Leslie regained her composure, silently watching as she spread her thighs.
"You-you'll leave him alone if I-do this?"
April casually reached down using her fingers to spread her labia apart to show her newest victim just how wet she had become. Her haunting eyes rolled up staring daggers at the embattled brunette, an open invitation. More tears ran down her face, dripping to the frayed carpeting in minute splashes as the cheerleader struggled not to cry openly. Her fists were balled up tight enough to turn her knuckles white as she steeled herself, cautiously placing a knee on the edge of the bed before withdrawing it. She glanced nervously around the room before her eyes returned to April. Her thoughts were flooded with memories of Humbert squirming and struggling as she viciously rutted into him juxtaposed with him rolling across the highway a bloody mess. April's fingers were plunging deep into her sex making an audible sound that both girls could hear. The chunky blonde was breathing hard in anticipation, crooking a finger, beckoning the cheerleader into her bed. Leslie finally committed crawling into the bed between April's thighs.
"Show me how much you love him." April cooed, exposing her clit.
A shudder ran through her body as Leslie's tongue touched her clit, lightly at first, returning several times as her fingers framed the blondes puffy labia. April reeked of sex downstairs leaving little doubt that she had spoken the truth about screwing Humbert earlier. Leslie nearly retched drawing her head back only to have April dig her nails into her scalp getting a fistful of her brown locks. The bed shook and bounced a little as she maneuvered under Leslie directing her lips back down onto her virtue. She used her other hand to open her labia again coercing more attention on her clit.
"Squeeze the lips together, purse them together real tight like you're closing my pussy; then lick and spit all over them, bitch. I know you can get nasty; show me who you really are underneath." Leslie did as she asked using the flat of her tongue to lick April's cunt until it was glistening.
"Keep it up, I like that slut; suck my lips." April gasped as Leslie covered her sex with her lips sucking hard enough to make the chubby girl squirm underneath. She let it pop a few times, before trying to draw her head back but April tightened her grip making the girl cry out.
"It was just starting to get good; where you going, bitch?" April used both of her hands to force Leslie head back down onto her sex. Leslie pushed back painfully against the chubby blonde digging her nails into April's inner thighs. This made the deviant extremely wet as she wrenched on her victim's head until she was looking directly at her face.
"You're going to make me CUM, right now; or I'm going to NUKE Humbert's ass pussy before the week is over!! I promise you bitch; I'm gonna mail his detached rectum to you after I get through using it as a Christmas tree ornament!!" The malevolent rage on April's face was palpable, terrifying to behold.
Leslie resumed fellating her with fear induced passion, parting her labia to get at her clit and inner walls which had an immediate effect on April. Her gaze was fixed on the lightbulb illuminating her room and the cracked paint on her ceiling, rolling her pelvis up into the brunette's face. Her hips bucked as she dug her nails into the bedding, while girlish gasps of ecstasy rose reaching a shrill crescendo. She mashed her huge breasts together hard pinching her nipples. Her meaty, butt humped up off the bed as she reached the precipice.
"YEEEEEAAAHHHH, I'M CUMMING!! CUMMING SOOO HAAARDDD!!" Several bursts of moisture hit Leslie square in the face, making the cheerleader recoil so hard, she nearly toppled from the bed.
April snickered lustfully rubbing her mound with one hand, a massive breast with the other before rolling to her side. Leslie sat upright on her knees hoping it was over while April's back faced her. It was only a second long respite as April quickly recovered, grinning at Leslie. She dropped to the floor rounding the corner of her bed so quickly that Leslie flinched thinking she was about to be struck. Instead April pushed between her legs leaning in for a kiss that ended up on Leslie's cheek when the creeped out girl turned her head. April's hand shot up cupping her cheek finding a struggle that got old quick as she relented, backing away.
"Listen up, I'm not fighting you to get what we agreed to bitch, so I'm gonna give you some choices here. We cut our losses and you know what that means, you can pick up the knife on the floor and go for what you know, or I tenderize that fat ass as much as I want, bitch. I know what a fucking whore you've become Leslie; we're the same girlfriend. I want you to know what I already know."
"Why do you keep saying that?!"
"Because it's all over you; it's all over me too or none of this would've ever happened. You took what you wanted from Humbert, didn't care about anything but getting off; how's this right here, different?"
April stole that kiss she'd been looking before Leslie could think of an answer, shoving her tongue deep. She knew how to use her weight in close quarters mounting Leslie's abdomen cupping and groping her olive hued breasts. There was a hunger permeating her frenzied actions as the girls struggled against one another until the larger blonde straightened her back making it hard for the cheerleader to breathe. Breathing suddenly became hard before the struggling stopped as Leslie allowed her to have her way, digging her nails into her the tender flesh. April was in her element with the other girl off her feet drawing her into the center of the bed letting her hands go wherever she desired. She noticed the proliferation of goosebumps and the strained look on Leslie's face letting the blatant revulsion fuel her dark lust. Leslie's legs shot up wedged tightly together when three of her fingers found their way inside her. She tried to twist away but April managed to curve her fingers up into her g-spot deftly manipulating the bumpy ridge. She was surprised when her wrist was snagged in an iron grip as the brunette scooted back freeing herself. Both girls stared at one another for a few seconds.
"I'm taking Humbert's place; that's all." Leslie half mumbled hoping she wouldn't be found out.
"Okay."
April's hand dipped into a hidden spot just under her headboard, scraping her forearm a bit as a huge, flesh colored dildo came into view. Leslie's eyes widened at the double ended monstrosity which had only been used once with her former best friend. Only April appreciated the irony looking directly in the girl's hazel eyes with a sinister smile as she carefully inserted the curved end inside blinking profusely as it bumped against her sweet spot. It was a thing obscene once inserted with the other end longer for use as a surrogate cock making it almost appear as if the chubby blonde had grown a penis.
"Suck it."
*************************************************************************************
"Chel?" Patty rolled over slowly regaining consciousness in the darkened bedroom at her family lodge. The room was darkened causing her to look for her phone, but she couldn't find it.
"Chelsea?" She still hurt all over, disoriented from the traumatizing events that had changed her life before she was rescued from the outskirts of town by her best friend. There was bruises and cuts all over her body after a night of hell and an afternoon of sheer horror. Chelsea had helped her bathe, holding her as she sobbed and apologized for her arrogance which ended up destroying her. Her best friend clothed her in one of her father's t-shirts which was extra large on her lithe frame looking like a sleep shirt. Patty ran her fingers through her hair wincing at the numerous bumps and minor cuts hidden by her ratty shock of blonde hair. She looked around remembering the torrid threesome with Brad Tucker and Chelsea the last time she'd occupied the cabin. Afterwards, she'd been banned from using it by her angry father, but she was daddy's little girl and he'd never denied her anything before. There was no way she could go home all beat up and disheveled as she was when Chelsea picked her up.
"Ow, my head hurts, Chel; where are you?" She reached over for the mug at her bedside taking a sip of the hot remaining chocolate pooled at the bottom. Something struck her odd as she glanced down on the hardwood floor looking for her phone, coming up short. She took another sip, finding it strange tasting.
"Shit." Patty noticed an open bottle of Benadryl on the bedside table; a third empty.



"No, no, no-NOOOO!!" She collapsed out of the bed on numb legs managing to right herself with effort. She stumbled over to the bedroom door opening it finding her friend's little sister passed out on the couch in front of the television. The coffee table was littered with an upturned two liter, two half eaten tv dinners and a plethora of snack food pilfered from the cabinets in the kitchen. She kicked the end of the couch ignoring the pain it caused to her bare foot rousing the sixteen year old from a deep slumber.
"WHU-WHAAT?!!" Antoinette stirred almost having a coronary from the sudden rise to consciousness, finding Patty uncomfortably close.
"WHERE-THE-FUCK IS CHELSEA?!!" She screamed point blank in the teen's face.
"What are you talking about, she was giving you a bath!! Wait-SHE'S NOT HERE?!!"
Patty was already running to the front door struggling with the old fashioned handle before snatching it open to find the Chelsea's car missing.
"OOOOHHHH FUCK, I TOLD HER NO!! I TOLD HER ANTOINETTE!!" Patty collapsed on her knees staring across the darkened yard leading to the adjacent interstate. She knew what her best friend's absence meant as Antoinette walked up staring out the door as well.
"Maybe, she'll win." Antoinette knew what her older sister was capable of and the training she'd received from her uncle. Patty's reaction gave her enough pause, that she ran to her phone checking the messages, finding several from her parents. She dialed them up in a panic, already scared at what she'd hear as Patty backed away from the door like a zombie.
"Mom?"
"Oh my god, no." The embattled, lithe cheerleader was staring at the television in the living room. Maplewood High was in the background as a local reporter talked with some students.
*************************************************************************************
Leslie looked up finding her reflection staring from the mirror over April's vanity table. It was almost like she'd been turned into a human wishbone with the thick, dildo obscenely visible pumping up into her backdoor. Something about it was just all too ridiculous as she laughed aloud in a building crescendo. At some point, April realized what was happening, shoving her onto the floor.
"EHEHE, HEH, HEH...HAHAAHAHAH AAAAWWWWNNN, AAAAHHHHHH YEEAAAHHH!!" Leslie remembered how she'd soaked in her tub thinking about Red and April. How she'd sat in front of her mirror applying heavy makeup to the slight bruise on her cheek where she'd been knocked unconscious after being kicked in the face. Somehow sitting there doing her face had turned into something else as she caked on the makeup eventually glamming it up. Things had become insanely hilarious as she decided to skip school that morning and the eventual forced reunion with Red to do something darker. She'd decided to keep a promise made between herself and Melissa Reed, a pact of retribution going after the redheaded alpha's father. Things evolved or devolved from there after she found out how easy it was to turn her best friend's father out with sex. Each successive encounter making her feel more and more powerful. She took a perverse pride in screwing his brains out every time they met with the objective of weakening him mentally and debilitating him physically. She'd done everything under the sun with him, three times over as her heart turned into a lump of coal.
"YEEEEEAAAAHHHM EHEHEHEHE, HAH AHAHAHA, YEAAAAH BITCH!!" She laughed lying on her side as April stared on surprised.
"Oh what's so funny?"
Leslie managed to sit upright looking from the round, angry face in front of her down to the sex toy currently protruding from her sex, still smiling. She bit her bottom lip turning over on all fours presenting her backside to April again. The stunning cheerleader looked back over her shoulder, arching her back which became a weak twerking motion, taunting April.
"Come on; you're just like everybody else. You want it, here it is, April. Come fuck my asshole some more. I don't care about it, bitch."
"Come to Jesus, have you?"
"Shut up and fuck; that's what you wanna do, right?" She finished the sentence with a taunting sigh, managing to work through the pain.
"Humbert would love this; don't you think?" April taunted back.
"Yeah, he loved shoving his cock all up in my ass, too. You know what I'm talking about or haven't you two lovebirds gone there yet?"
"What?"
"Yeah, he was the first guy to get some, if you know what I mean?"
"Playing delusional ain't gonna get you out of this, bitch."
"Please, miss me with that shit tubby; Humbert was my first everything, babe; we got all sweaty the night before you and Red got your hands on me. Honestly cow tits; I was bringing him to you guys stupidly thinking I was gonna get my status back that night, but Humbert had OTHER ideas." April remembered the call and the subsequent no show by the shunned co-captain of the cheerleading squad.
"THAS-THAT'S BULLSHIT!!"
"BALLS DEEP is as REAL as YOU can GET, spud; Humbert got payback for that rape you were trying to get me to confess to, April you freak. HE FUCKED THE SHIT OUTTA ME BITCH-TOOK IT STRAIGHT RAW!! EHEHEH, HEH AHAHAAHAHHH JUST LIKE-well, just like you are now, blubby!! Come on April, come FUCK MY SHITHOLE SOME MORE, CUNT!!" Leslie jiggled her heart shaped derriere some more, wagging it in the girl's face.
"You bitch." The dildo fell to the floor with a pronounced heavy thud.
"Sorry, I know you wanted to rub my face in it, but I got there first, darling. Red didn't tell you, huh? I told her the other night and she like, fucking bolted up outta Happy's on me!! What's wrong bitch, you MAD that I GOT MY CHERRY POPPED BY YOUR BOYFRIEND, HUH? Fucked all my holes, broke me in for all the boys you two SICK FUCKS got to RAPE ME!! Come on April, fuck me some more bitch. WHAT, YOU MAD, HUH?!! YOU MAD, APRIL?!!" Leslie let her tongue hang out of her mouth running it along her plump lips fully willing to continue the coerced lesbian tryst with her worst enemy.
"Yeah, I'm mad."
April took a step back cracking her closet door open as the laughter continued. She brought out a harness fastening it around her pelvis as the condescending laughter filled her bedroom. An even larger dildo appeared from the depths of the closet this time. There was a long, metallic drywall screw protruding from the head of the fake cock that caught the light in front of Leslie's hazel eyes, shocking her out of her insanity.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT?!!" She shrieked as April screwed the dildo into place. She'd used the weaponized toy four times prior starting with Brad Tucker. The screw had been added when she learned of Red's karmic assault taking umbrage at the criminals responsible for encroaching on her territory. Leslie Kennedy was about to become the inaugural female member of that group.
"You said you wanted to fuck; let's FUCK then, Leslie."
"NUH-NO, PLEASE; NOT THAT!!" Leslie begged off as April slowly approached with murderous intent.
"Yes that."
Leslie's eyes were laser focused on the screw protruding from the end of the fake cock, unable to look away. She got up on her haunches in a squatting crouch looking like a trapped animal as the room became smaller with April's approach. Leslie was weakened knowing there wasn't much of a fight she could put up against the demented blonde and what it would mean if she didn't. She leapt across the bed at the last second but found her right ankle ensnared in the other girl's grasp.
"NO, GET OFF; GET YOUR FUCKING HANDS OFF ME!!" She kicked at April landing a few blows on her massive chest with a final one against her chin bloodying her bottom lip. April managed to pin her right leg on the girl's calf managing to laboriously work her way up the lower half of her body as Leslie flailed wildly trying to strike her sweaty face.
"I-I thought you wanted a fuck?" The chunky girl's weight became a deciding factor as she mashed Leslie flat on the disheveled mattress. Both girls became a sweaty mass of entangled limbs as April worked her legs apart with great effort finding the task almost impossible as Leslie used all her might to keep her legs closed partially failing as the screw grazed her sex.
"NO, PLEASE' YOU'LL HURT THE-!!" She caught herself but it was too late as April reared back upright on her knees taking it all in as Leslie kicked away using her elbows to push away to the opposite side of the bed. April hunched over staring down at the toy affixed to her pelvis before looking up at the girl trapped in her bedroom.
"You're pregnant."
"No, uhm..."
"It ain't Red's daddy; so it's Humbert, ain't it Leslie?"
"No, you're wrong."
"You were so eager to take it in the ass, because you wanted to protect your baby. You came over here because you wanted to protect Humbert from me; got some pretty high fucking hopes that baby will change his mind about you, right? Well, you're crazier than me bitch and someone like you don't need a baby." Leslie could see the darkness welling up in April's cherubic features as she stared on all fours like some sort of rabid animal.
"Please."
"Give me the baby."
"NO!!"
April suddenly loped across the bed as Leslie shrieked running out of her clutches so fast that she hit the vanity table knocking the clutter there to the floor. The crazed teen toppled over head first onto the floor bruising her shoulder, struggling to right herself as Leslie ran to the closed bedroom door shaking the knob in panic, causing it to break away in her hand. She tried to quickly screw the knob on as April's head appeared over the edge of the bed. Before she could react, her wrist had been snagged and twisted away from the metal stump in the door. Her primal instincts kicked in as she bit into April's chubby hand getting her release. The girls struggled desperately against one another before April's fist collided hard with the cheerleader's abdomen. Leslie fell back doubling over covering her stomach as the insane goth rushed in taking another swipe at her stomach. The disconnected doorknob collided with her head once, twice, several times staggering the chubby miscreant. The grunts and savage cries of both girls filled the bedroom as Leslie tried to bash the evil girl's brains out, knocking her into the corner upsetting a number of stacked milk crates containing her comics and other collectibles. Leslie backed off as April's arm disappeared into the corner returning with an aluminum baseball bat. April measured the club in her hands quickly bring it down on Leslie's hand that was holding the doorknob. The club came slicing through the air just missing Leslie's head as the girl wisely dropped to the floor backing into the corner near the door. April doubled her grip on the bat pointing at Leslie motioning for her to stand up, then pushing it up under her chin.
"Please April; don't hurt this baby."
"I want it; give it to me and I'll-I'll let you have Humbert."
"No."
"You don't deserve a baby, much less one with Humbert Jenkins after what you did. How do you know he's even gonna want a kid with his rapist?"
"I want the baby."
"GIVE IT TO ME YOU BITCH!!" April screamed bringing the bat down with all her might striking the bedside table and lamp with enough force shatter the ceramic structure and wood underneath. Leslie grabbed the middle of the bat with her left hand landing a roundhouse right to April's chin that separated her from the bat. The end of the bat collided with April's lower lip three times in succession knocking her over onto her back. Leslie brought the business end of the bat down on her stomach two times before turning her attention to the door. The chubby blonde squirmed in a fetal position on the floor struggling to right herself as Leslie took to the door with the bat trying to break it down. She managed to create a dented wooden crater in it before glancing over finding April brandishing the drywall knife.
"Don't do this; I'll kill you if you touch me again." Both of the girls knew there was no turning back. One would have to die.
The door suddenly opened from the other side revealing April's mother, Betty. She looked at both of the nude girls before her gaze rested on her daughter glancing down at the dildo affixed to her pelvis.
"What are you doing?" Betty's face, mildly similar to her daughter's, melted into a mask of grief.
Perhaps prompted by the shame of discovery in the middle of an act of evil, embarrassment or utter humiliation, April suddenly lunged forward intent on burying the knife in Leslie's face. The blade's trajectory rang true finding a home in the wall adjacent to the open door as her mother swiped her arm away. April tried to wrench the blade from the wall finding her mother also grabbing at it, noticing Leslie's face just over her shoulder. She used her weight uttering a wild guttural shriek as both women fell into the adjacent kitchen toppling the modest kitchen table sending chairs and other wares flying in several directions.
"GET-GET OUT OF HERE!!" Betty yelled struggling with her crazed daughter. Leslie took the opportunity to snatch up her clothing running nude down the corridor as the bat clanked to the floor.
"APRIL-APRIL PLEASE!!" The embattled nurse was able to use her leverage to wrest the blade away from her daughter, but April had lost it, snarling and shaking her head back and forth before sinking her teeth into her mother's arm finding release for a few seconds. She scrambled for the bat intent on pursuing Leslie to her car but was drug back along the floor before she could get a good grip on the handle. April rolled on her back kicking wildly at her mother catching her in the chest and face several times before she found freedom. She stood up with the bat in her chubby fist just as the sound of Leslie's car speeding off filled the house along with the fleeting illumination of its headlights. The aluminum bat clanked onto the hallway floor. Her mother's weeping was the only ambient noise in the home as April slid down the wall sitting in a fetal position.
"What happened to my daughter? I don't know you anymore, April; you're raping people now and God knows what?!! That girl, that Melissa or Red as they call her-she did this!! She did this to my baby... Filled her full of evil; turned her into this, this demon." April stared blankly at the stained wallpaper on the corridor wall as the heavy mascara ran down her face like blackened tears.
"Shut up mother."
"No, I won't; you've become a stranger to me, and I don't know what to do about it."
"I'll tell you what you do; go get that bottle hidden down the side of your bed and have a drink. Do that, and then go to sleep."
"WHO ARE YOU?!!"
"Your fucking daughter; I'm the girl that had to take care of things because you had your head buried in the good book. I'm the girl that had to deal with so much shit because my mother was a loser. I'm the girl that had to help dad out."
"WHAAAT?!!"
"I knew, mom."
"WHAT ARE YOU SAYING; WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU SAYING TO ME?!!"
"You should've fucked your husband; maybe he would've stuck around if you let him at those huge titties that you passed down to me. Ain't that what a good wife's supposed to do, Betty? Take care of your husband's needs? Man, he'd only last like ten minutes, tops and even that was too much for your moral authority, huh? Kicked your ass good and still wanted those fun bags you're hiding away. I-I really didn't care what he was doing."
"Don't say that April, please stop."
"Why? You've never been there for me and you want me to go easy because of the cringe factor of my truth, huh mother? You caught me with Brad and sent my ass away to fucking camp like I was some troubled kid and shit. Didn't even care that I got molested down there either, right?"
"That man is dead."
"Yeah, that's right he's fucking worm food, mother and you know what?" April rolled her head in her mother's direction finding the shocked features she'd expected.
"Please, no."
"Helped him out with that; shoved that motherfucker off that cliff the second he took his eyes off me, mother. You should've been there to see him tumble into that ravine. That big ass head of his smashed like a pumpkin on a boulder at the bottom; had me a good ole laugh until the other counselors showed up. You know, sometimes I masturbate to that memory." April stroked the fake cock protruding from her pelvis for emphasis before unscrewing and examining it.
"What's happened to you?" April's big expressive blue eyes widened at the question, rolling towards her cowering mother.
"Nothing, this is who I am; can't you see?"
"No, this isn't you; isn't who you are April." She'd already started chuckling sarcastically while her mother was pleading to a part of her that didn't exist. The dark blonde labored to get to her feet still feeling every cut and bruise from her fight with Leslie. She could've cared less that she was in the buff before her mother.
"If you're not going to have that drink, I'll take it or perhaps we could share a toast to my dead baby. Yeah mom, I was in line to follow in your footsteps having a baby before I got out of high school; but your God stepped in stealing it away from me. Hey, look at the bright side, you could've been a grandma already." She limped over to the entrance of her bedroom reaching inside to the light chain containing the positive test that hung on the back of her destroyed bedroom door. Betty shrunk away as her daughter pressed the test into her palm. They both stared down at it together before she tried to embrace her daughter.
"April." The woman's bottom lip quivered as her face dropped.
"Congratulations, you're a failure."
"When did this-?"
"FUCK OFF ME!!" April shoved her into the refrigerator backing into her living room slamming her partially destroyed bedroom door. The light went off shrouding thee room in complete darkness.
From the exterior of the home, Betty could be observed through the small kitchen window surrounded by a field of darkness. All was silent in the house.
*************************************************************************************
"Yeah, right there baby; you're so fucking-OOOHHHH YEAAAHH!" Red was disturbed out of her sleep finding it somewhere near midnight from the clock mounted on the wall. Her hospital room was darkened, the lights turned down, but a familiar sound filled her ears to the right. She tested the cuff holding her to the hospital bed still feeling the urge to flee.
"OH YEAAHHH, I'M READY NOW!" There was a visible goose egg on her temple as she glanced over finding two silhouettes engaged in a familiar activity. Her gut was killing her feeling like some ribs were swollen of outright broken. She wondered where Chelsea was and if she was even still alive after the animalistic beating she'd received. Fear began to creep over her like some death shroud as she became afraid that she'd finally murdered someone.
"Just bend over a little, come on girl."
"We going out this Friday, right Jimmy? You know I'm a lady first and my brother Clem don't take kindly to some brute making hay with his little sister, right?"
"You're a delicate flower; threatening an officer of the law."
"Who wants to get into my panties; while I'm work no less." Nurse Flora Bell answered.
"Bend over a little for me girl." Red watched the interplay between the two irresponsible adults listening to the sounds of the deputies unbuckling belt. In moments they were rutting clumsily behind the curtain. Red still had the pilfered phone recording the interplay between the deputy and the nurse. The handcuff prevented her from using the android to get any kind of video.
"SHIT!!" The deputies radio interrupted them with some audio feedback as both cheaters quickly made themselves respectable. Red hid the phone decided to dispense with any subterfuge as she laughed out loud. Deputy Jimmy appeared in seconds looking like he wanted to put a bullet in her.



"UUUHHHHMM, HUH I WAS-!!" The lie died before he could speak it as Nurse Flora Bell quickly scurried out of the room little realizing that her brassieres was exposed through a gap in her nurse's smock.
"So that's what it looks like when losers fuck."
"Yeah, laugh now little girlie; I'm gonna be laughing when I close that cell door in your freckled face."
"Ain't gonna happen Jimmy boy." Almost on cue the door to the room opened as Sheriff Reed stood aside letting their lawyer enter the room and a man recognized as Judge Stafford, an elderly man she'd once met at a private fundraiser for her father's reelection. Sheriff Reed was a shoe in that year because the big money people in Maplewood didn't want the black outsider who wouldn't play ball, to be elected. She recalled his hand on her butt as she sat on his lap in a lime green bikini, noting that she hadn't slapped him because of his status.
"Why don't you go on home Jimmy; I got it from here."
"Sheriff." Deputy Jimmy reluctantly tipped his cowboy hat before doing a slow burn as he walked to his patrol car. Red wanted to hurl a parting barb, but wisely kept quiet as the large, rotund silver haired man took stock of her facial injuries. His hand was close enough that she was able to discreetly touch it with a pinky, lightly rubbing it.
"Think very carefully about how you answer young lady; the paperwork has been filed against you for assault among many other things. I'm told the other girl uhm, attacked you at school, is that right?"
"Yes Judge Stafford; is Chelsea okay, I'm really worried about her." No one within earshot was fooled by the fake concern.
"Don't you worry none about that Red, your paw done filed assault charges against that other one and I'm here to arraign you on account of your inability to appear before my bench. Now, I think you're a fine young lady and probably just got off track." He wanted more than anything to lift up the blanket for a look at the eighteen year old in the buff.
"Happens sometimes Judge; she just wouldn't listen to reason, that other girl Chelsea." The family lawyer Bud, faked coughed wanting her to simply answer the judge's questions.
"Yeah, I gather her folks will tell her that, when she wake up." A jolt of fear ran up Red's spine making her worry that she was going to jail after all.
"I'M REAL SORRY ABOUT THAT-I REALLY AM, JUDGE STAFFORD!!" She tried to force out some tears, but it didn't work, but he patted her head anyway trying to calm her nerves.
"There, there little girl, you just worry about getting better and all; I want your plea and nothing else. So, how do you plead?" Red's heart was thumping in her chest like it would burst free as she looked around from the judge's face to her lawyer Bud and finally at her father who looked away still ashamed at being caught with Leslie. She wondered if it was some kind of test to catch her in a lie or something. Her mind raced as she wondered how she could possibly survive time in jail if she were convicted.
"Red?" Bud half whispered wanting her answer.
"Uhm, I'm-innocent." Her answer hung in the air for a few minutes before the stone faced judge turned to her father, both men nodding.
"Bail's already y been paid; I Don't see a problem with cutting her loose. We'll set that trial up for next year some time. That enough time for you, Reed?"
"Hey man, I owe you one."
"Check better be in the mail, or that trial might get pushed up a bit closer." The crooked judge warned.
"You'll have it in the morning sir; care to have a drink with me." Bud interrupted escorting the judge out of the room leaving Sheriff Reed alone with his daughter. They glared at one another in a test of wills that he ultimately lost as she held up her handcuffed wrist.
"Get this fucking thing off me." He unlocked the cuff allowing her to rub her wrist already plotting against Leslie Kennedy.
*************************************************************************************
Humbert was jolted from his sleep by the incessant ringing of his phone finding April's number illuminating his features in the darkness. He ignored it, tired of the constant drama she'd been generating as of late. It almost felt as if consummating their relationship had been akin to opening a Pandora's Box and he wanted some quiet to think things out. He sat in the darkness watching the phone ringing numerous times having already muted it after the first few calls. There was another slight noise that attracted his attention. It was coming from his window, the sound of a pebble hitting his window in the middle of the night. He stared at his half open window for a few minutes before getting up robotically walking over to stare down at the street below.
"Why?"
Leslie was gazing back up at him from the driver's side of her car. He noticed the look of desperation on her face as she leaned against the vehicle resting her elbows on the roof. It almost looked like she was in pain as she gestured repeatedly towards him seeming to want him to come down to her. He was conflicted realizing that she was crying hard, incessantly beckoning to him even going to far as to clasp her hands together like she was praying. It was dark outside his home making her face stand out in the inky blackness as the slender teen faltered internally. His own heart began beating fiercely at the sight of the stunning beauty while his mind ran laps around her probable intent. It seemed like she felt he was her property or something and he didn't know if he wanted to feed into her psychosis as his phone continued flashing on the bed. It was a virtual tug of war between his unseen girlfriend and the cheerleader who'd become a part of his life, a part of him as he watched from his second floor window confused. The distress on her face touched him deeply enough to begin working at lifting the window to speak with her.
"Humbert, I know you're probably tired of me by now and I don't blame you one bit; but I just wanted you to know how much I appreciated meeting you. I'm glad you were my first and it is a time I'll always cherish no matter where we end up in life. You are a beautiful person and I guess that makes me shit for tormenting you like I have these last few weeks. I'm sorry for all of that and I just wanted you to know that-I think I've truly fallen in love with you." Leslie gave up leaving him watching as she entered her car driving off into the night. He watched for a while for a while before picking up his phone listening to the recorded message that had accidentally played while he was looking down at Leslie. He stared out into the night dialing the number, committed.
"April?"
...TO BE CONTINUED.
The Reign of Terror will continue in Maplewood.
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The door swung hard hitting the wall loudly and knocking some things from Armin's dresser. We found ourselves looking at Mei-Hua. She was holding a few bags of takeout and a cardboard cup holder with two large sodas. Everything in her hands hit the floor at her feet with explosive results.
"You're fucking my sister?" She looked as if she were in a state of shock as she turned her attention towards Mei-Zhen.
"Wǒ yǒng yuǎn bú huì yuán liàng nǐ de!!" My Mei covered her face in shame as I jumped out of bed covering myself with some of Armin's bedding.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK'S YOUR PROBLEM MEI-HUA?!!" I was pissed.
"That's not my name."
Her hand collided with my face, a rough, hard slap that nearly took my head off. She was running down the corridor as fast as her legs would carry her before I could react. I turned to face her sister who was sitting on the edge of Armin's bed with tears streaming down her face. There was something completely wrong with the girl sitting on my bed. A large blood stain was visible on the sheet covering her nudity. I looked down at my fingers realizing they were soaked with this girl's lost virtue.
"I never said I was Mei-Zhen."
My body reacted without thought as I jumped into a pair of sweatpants bolting after Mei-Zhen bare footed. I was in a panic to make her understand what happened; the trick that had been played on us both. My heart was thumping as I ran so fast that I hit the stairs two flights down almost tumbling the rest of the way. There were some students milling about as I bolted towards the dorm entrance, desperate to find Mei-Zhen and fix things between us. I was halfway down the block when I realized she was gone. I stopped realizing that I was in the same courtyard where her sister Mei-Hua kicked me in the balls initiating a steady decline in my college experience that had just gone off a cliff into the Grand Canyon. I stood there looking at the exact spot that had led to the discovery of the identical twins, almost seeing the ghosts of the past incident playing out. I stood there for I don't know how long feeling the night breeze washing over my naked torso. A few people walked by giving me the crazy eye which prompted me to start making the long reluctant walk back to my dorm.
I felt like an idiot replaying the encounter with Mei-Hua over again in my head, now seeing the subtle clues to her true identity.
I'd slept now with both sisters, ignorantly becoming part of a club some guys would've killed to be a part of around campus and the world. I'd just gotten into it once we were hot and heavy thinking it was my version of Mei, cursing myself for not backing off when she tried to cool things down. It was a fatal flaw on my part in my assumption of both the twins' personalities. I chaffed wondering if I thought Mei-Zhen was easy because we started fooling around almost immediately after meeting. This brought into question Mei-Hua's behavior after we met and the lengths she'd gone to hide her body from me at the outset. I was pissed at her for thinking me some kind of sex fiend and myself for assuming a certain racial stereotype about Mei-Hua because of her ethnicity and the fact that she was a tutor. How many times in my childhood had I watched a television show where a set of identical twins displayed the stereotypical personality of the bookworm and the wild child. I'd involuntarily placed both women in a box and now had paid the ultimate price after a stereotypical twin trick had been used on me.
I wanted to know what Mei-Hua was doing pretending to be her sister after all the trouble she'd gone through trying to alienate and run me off. I arrived at my dorm room door hoping against hope that she'd gone as well. Mei-Hua was still there waiting when I pushed the door open.
"Mei-Hua?" My face was still pulsing from the hard slap I'd received.
"I'd think that would be obvious without the verbal." Mei-Hua answered pulling my roommate's comforter over the bloody sheets covering her lost virtue. She fumbled about on the bed, pulling at strands of her hair avoiding my eyes. I peered down at my own lower half noting my pelvis was soaked crimson from Mei-Hua's breached maidenhead. It was a miracle someone hadn't noticed and called campus police. My first instinct after discovering the switch between the sisters had been to run after Mei-Zhen. There would've been no way I would've chased a hysterical girl across a campus already being patrolled by the angry foot soldiers of Irma Hirsh. I'd play right into Dean Brennan's hands.
"No, no, this isn't right; no, it isn't. You-ain't supposed to be you; Mei-Hua hates me. Mei-Zhen, she's the good one, she's my-!" I was babbling to myself as a weird feeling overtook me. It seemed like the room had become larger than it was as I glanced at the imposter I'd been sleeping with before truth reared its ugly head.
"Girlfriend?"
"Why, Mei-Hua? What the fuck is this shit; you're pretending to be your sister?!!"
"It's not like that; I mean yeah, I was acting like her, but not to do what we ended up doing, okay?!!" She was hunched over looking down into her own lap.
"What's it like then, huh Mei-Hua?!!"
"You can call me Mei, she's not here right now!!" The emotion was ragged in her voice as I backed into the bathroom turning on the shower. I wanted to wash everything about Mei-Hua off my body.
"Look, I came over here dressed like my sister trying to troll you; but then things got-ALL FUCKED UP, OKAY?!! Zhè shì bù yīng gāi fā shēng de!!" I slid out of the sweat pants not bothering to hide my nudity, she'd seen everything already.
"No shit." I was under the spray quickly washing my body clean of her blood, leaving the door open as Mei fidgeted nervously on Armin's bed trying to find the words to explain her actions.
"I THOUGHT YOU HATED ME; YOU'VE DONE NOTHING BUT ACT LIKE AN ASSHOLE SINCE WE MET, AND YOU KICKED ME IN THE BALLS!! KICKED MY FUCKING BALLS, MEI!!" I shouted into the steamy spray hitting my body as I scrubbed my torso.
"Oh, well I think you just got one HELL of a FUCKING SORRY!!" She screamed back, causing me to pause under the hot, steamy spray.
I leaned against the wall staring out at Mei-Hua, completely flabbergasted, and disoriented from everything. Mei took stock of her situation under the blanket before reaching for her cell on the table that separated Armin's bed from mine. Her small, pert breasts identical in every way to her sisters remained uncovered. I believed that she was the uptight, sheltered sister ashamed of her body and sister's open behavior. I was wrong to think of Mei-Hua in such basic strokes and it wore on my mind that I'd become her first.
"Sorry." I capitulated to her demure nature, exposed before me as the water pounded into my nude body. She looked up at me appearing affected by the simple apology offered.
"Whu-Why?"
"You know, we did it and I'm your "FIRST"; it's just fucked up and probably shitty for you, too. I just figured that nobody wants some jerk screaming at them after losing their virginity to said jerk. So, I'm sorry about that, Mei-Hua." She rolled her head and shoulders staring up at the ceiling with a sigh.
"Just call me, Mei."
"Sorry uhm, Mei." I turned back towards the spray running my hands over my head clearing the remaining soap from my scalp.
"Move over." Mei was already stepping into the small, narrow shower edging me behind her to get under the spray.
"Hey, uhm..." I was anxious glancing down at her incredible cheeks before noticing Mei staring at my face. My cock reacted instantly just from the head touching her pliant, flesh. She moved slightly looking down at my tumescence.
"Pass the soap, please."
She didn't wait taking the small bar from my fingers to lather up her abdomen. I should've stepped out but found myself staring as she washed away the remnants of her maidenhead. Mei winced a bit as she dabbed at her muff, feeling the effects of my uninformed intrusion. I stood watching and not realizing it as thick, suds covered her cute, little breasts. Her nipples were erect from the heat and steam, partially from our proximity to one another. The look on her face added to the awkward nature of things as she appeared ready to say something.
"Oh." The diminished bar of soap popped from her grasp flying up in the air before our eyes dropping to the shower floor. Mei went to pick up the soap, but I stopped her, gingerly kneeling down to retrieve the bar myself. My erection was throbbing as I peered up at her 57-Inches glistening with moisture, focusing on the deep cleft between the perfect teardrop shaped halves.
"Thanks." Mei took the bar from me rubbing between her palms before letting the sudsy foam run slowly down her back between her pneumatic cheeks. She leaned forward causing them to part slightly as she washed her hair under the spray. My heart was thumping hard in my chest as I worked my way back into a standing position. My engorged penis was forced downward by the prodigious shelf-like rump of her huge, buoyant ass. Mei stared over her shoulder at my face, her mouth agape in the most sensuous manner. Our labored breathing filled the room along with the sound of running water made by the shower.
"Mei-Hua?"
"Mei." She corrected softly, placing the soap back into the dish under the shower head. Mei lurched forward placing her palms flat against the wet tile, letting the water cascade over her body. Her rear swayed slightly back and forth taking my erection with it before she turned to me innocently placing a finger in her mouth as she surveyed the reaction on my face.
Her finger traced my own erect nipple teasing and pinching it as her other hand prodded me to touch her right breast. My larger hand covered her small, sloping breast completely as she leaned forward blowing on my tiny nipple, before letting her tongue coat it in saliva. Our lips found one another for the briefest of moments before she turned offering herself as she bent over grabbing the edge of the sink and the shower knob. Mei worked her hips softly massaging my length with her thick meaty, cheeks until my erection slipped up between her legs, nestled against her mound.
"Wǒ xiǎng zài jié shù zhī qián zài yí cì gǎn shòu nǐ zài wǒ tǐ nèi de gǎn jué...Please, once more." My trembling fingers got lost in the decadent curve of her hips, testing the elasticity of her pale flesh as the head of my cock pierced her moist slit. The top portion of the mushroom tip wedged itself between her puffy lips. This Chinese woman with an impossible body was steaming hot on the inside as more of me found its way inside against incredible resistance. The pressure of her inner walls made me cry out a bit as I worked to get more inside her cunt.
"Nǐ bǎ wǒ fēn sàn kāi lái , gǎn jué hěn tòng , dàn tóng shí yě hěn hǎo!" She spread her thick legs further assisting me as I seemed to bottom out inside her bringing us both to the precipice. My thighs quivered as her juicy rump wedged backward into my pelvis. Mei's back shivered as she twisted trying to look back at me before nibbling on her pointer finger dipping her dark tresses towards the floor.
"Do it, fuck me."
We both gasped in unison as I took Mei-Hua with a rough shove causing her back to tense up involuntarily. I couldn't get over the tightness of her virtue ramping up my actions until I was liberally railing the poor woman with animalistic abandon. The rubbery bounce and jiggle of her big ass took us to the precipice again and again with the loud clapping of her cheeks.
"You're so tight, it almost hurts." I admitted.
"Come on, do it harder!!" Mei demanded in a shrill, childish whining tone as her huge, semi-solid butt jiggled against my abdomen.
"Harder?" I obliged her with a series of thunderous, pounding impacts that made her cheeks vibrate and redden. She fumbled a bit under me almost toppling over if it weren't for my hands locked around her small waist. Mei found a remedy for the situation by placing one foot outside the shower on the floor mat. I followed suite while continuously gouging her tightness with my cock.
"Make me cry with your dick; make me feel it even when you aren't there anymore." Mei whimpered receiving exactly what she wanted as I smashed her to oblivion before realizing she was sobbing.
"Wanna stop."
"Gǎn jué zhēn de hǎo xiàng zhè yàng!!" Mei suddenly began undulating her back, rocking her hips in a semi-twisting motion that sent me over the edge as I exploded inside her in several pulsing bursts before pulling out to shoot a single gooey strand across her shivering backside.
"Rub it in; smear it all over." Mei-Hua was pumping fingers into her snatch wincing painfully from our tryst. I tapped my partially spent cock on her left cheek before losing it and grabbing handfuls of the other. Our heavy breathing filled the bathroom as she reached back rubbing my spunk across her reddened cheek, her mouth agape. I was quickly stricken internally as I realized we'd been selfish regarding her identical twin sister, Mei-Zhen.
"Come on." Mei snatched down a towel from the rack as she stepped out but did not use it for herself, instead turning to dry my body off. I stood idle in disbelief as she thoroughly dried me off before wrapping the used towel around her voluptuous figure.
"Mei-Hua?" Her shoulders stiffened up as her gaze dropped down to the dull beige floor of the bathroom.
"SHE IS NOT HERE-JUST SAY-MEI!!" Her outburst caught me by surprise.
"Sorry."
"You don't have to apologize; it's my fault, for everything." She wiped her face as she extended an arm wanting to help me out of the shower. I decided against her charity stepping out onto the mat as Mei-Hua stared at my pecks.
"Don't say that; we both have to take responsibility for our shit."
"I tricked you into it, made you think I was her." Her finger lightly traced the line between my pecks before trailing off. My cock pulsed at her touch simultaneously enticing and embarrassing me.
"We'll own this, together, alright Mei?" I wanted to comfort her taking this version into my arms, ending up kissing her for an extended period before we broke off.
"Shit, we're despicable, aren't we?"
"I don't know, but I need to talk to your sister, Mei; even if it means walking the campus all night until I find her."
"Will you tell her what we just did, even after being discovered?"
"If she asks me." Her almond shaped eyes widened at my answer as Mei turned her head on a swivel trying to make sense of my answer.
"Zhè jiā huo shì zhēn de ma? You're not supposed to say that; you've got to lie if you want to keep her." Mei-Hua rubbed her temple regarding me with misty eyes.
"If I have to lie, I don't deserve her; probably should have never had her anyway. I didn't wanna hurt anybody and that's what I'll say when I find her."
"Shit." Mei looked away rolling her narrow eyes scanning the floor until she located her underwear. She mumbled to herself pulling the boy shorts up in a futile attempt to cover her amazing butt before noticing that I was staring.
"Hey man, you can't say all that beautiful shit about my sister, then stare at my ass like it's going out of style." I could hear the hurt in her voice masked by forced cynicism.
"I didn't even realize what I was doing."
"So, what will you do if she rejects you? Are you going to come back here and fuck me some more?"
"No." My voice faltered revealing my indecision.
"But what if I told you I didn't mind; what if I told you, I want you to keep doing me until your cock falls off. I-I mean it's really horrible of me to admit this but you-you're my first now. I know it's shitty, but I'd take me panties off right now and bend over if you say the word. Fuck, I've got everything she's got; won't you consider it?" Mei-Hua's lip quivered as she spoke, allowing herself to be selfish.
"Mei-Zhen?"
"Maybe she will get over it and you-you'd still have everything you wanted from her and more." Her nails dug into the flesh of my forearm shedding light on her desperate state of mind.
I'd opened a Pandora's box by inadvertently taking her virtue and nothing was going to close it for the foreseeable future. Here was this woman standing in front of me with a laundry list of personal issues that appeared exacerbated by her view of her body. All of that appeared stripped away now leaving her raw and unapologetic. I would have to find a way to get things level, even if it meant losing out.
"I'm going to look for your sister, do you want to come with me?"
"I would like to ask a favor of you."
"What?"
"No, not now, I'll ask after you pass your test and it'll be up to you at that time. Just tell me you will consider my request."
"Uhm, Okay."
"Then stay here and let me find her; this is between us, really. We've never been apart our whole lives and I'm not going to let it happen now. Study for that test, pass it and we'll see how it all turns out." Mei finished dressing staring at me intermittently while she did it before dragging her feet as she walked to the door. She stood there facing the door with her hand on the doorknob leaving me with a spectacular view of her fifty seven inch bounty encased in her sister's shiny track leggings. I couldn't help staring, almost mesmerized by the sight alone.
Something inside me was off track continually telling me that Mei-Hua should be the nerdy, bookwormish twin uninterested in prurient matters. But, she'd come over pretending to be her sister and fallen into bed with me. Her offer to bend over had me on the verge of testing it out. I'd be lying if I denied wanting to continue railing the stuffing out of her.
"You're still looking; I can feel your eyes all over me." She looked back over her shoulder, her hand still on the doorknob.
"Sorry."
"Study, and don't forget what I asked; uhm, it's okay if you look as much as you like." Mei looked embarrassed before quickly disappearing closing the door behind her. I still watched almost expecting her to return before pulling on some pajama pants and a t-shirt. Honestly, I was flustered and heady from all of the distractions caused by this twin drama, but I still cracked the books keeping my word to Mei. Sleep came in fits and starts with the new day. I felt like I'd been put through the wringer physically finding it hard to keep my eyes open as the words blurred on the written page before me.
"THEY ARE COMING; THE BITCHES, THEY ARE COMING!!" Armin burst into the room panicked, slamming the door in a panic with both hands. I was given the impression that he'd been running from something or someone.
"WHAAAT?!! What's going on, Armin?" I had to catch myself before I got caught up in his wake.
"I see them; the bitches who take me before! They try it again; we must GO from HERE!!" He pressed against the door putting his full weight against it as I scratched my head.
"Man, cut that shit out; I'll go talk to these females in the hall about this shit. It's getting out of hand and I'm going to report this shit to Stanley, too." I made a play for the door only for him to stop me, which turned into awkward comedy after a few tries.
"Hey Bro, you do not understand; these bitches are FUCKING MAD!!"
"Armin, I don't give two fucks about whatever they're on; if you're so scared why don't you hide under your bed or something?" I realized my mistake as soon as the words left my lips as we both turned towards his completely destroyed bed. It looked almost like a crime scene with some sheets visibly stained by Mei-Hua's maidenhead.
"Oriental Big Ass-AGAIN BRO; Hey man what is problem with you MAKING FUCK IN MY BED?!!"
"Look, sorry about that Armin; it just happened."
"IN MY BED?!!"
"Sorry, a bunch of stuff happened man; I-Uhm, you can use my bed, okay Armin?"
"Use your bed?"
"Yeah."



A light bulb seemed to go off over his head as Armin relaxed for a few seconds walking over to my bed. He looked at the mess I'd made of his bed with Mei-Hua for a few seconds before turning to face my bed offered. Before I could react, Armin unzipped taking a full whiz on my bed, actually making sure to get the whole mattress before zipping up and facing me with a dejected look on his face.
"Why did you take a piss in my bed, Armin?"
"You feel it?"
"Feel what, man; you just took a fucking beer piss in my bed!"
"You know it?"
"I just saw you do it man; that's borderline psychotic. Armin, what the fuck's wrong with you; that shit is just, wrong dude."
"Like making fuck in my bed with Oriental Big Ass?" We stared at one another; the air charged around us in anticipation of a fight. He was visibly tensing up, preparing to throw a punch. This guy looked really angry and I didn't know if it was because of what I'd done to his bed or some blatant jealousy due to my situation with the identical Mei twins.
"Man, you're right; I was wrong for doing that shit in your bed."
"Really?"
"Yeah, Armin." We tentatively took a step forward, finally hugging it out. I didn't want to have an antagonistic relationship with him. He'd actually been a good friend for the most part since we moved into the dorm becoming roommates. Armin could've easily afforded a luxury condo but admitted a month into our co-occupancy that he lived in the dorm because he needed human companionship. It was honest and real for all of three minutes before he was off chasing the skirt of some large breasted barista. Another three minutes later he was drenched in mop water thrown by the bespectacled girl's boyfriend, also working there. I was a funny memory and a touchstone for our relationship as we hugged it out.
"I sorry too." He admitted.
"Look man, I'm gonna go talk to Stanley and get some more bedding to fix your bed. I'm sorry and it won't ever happen again." I turned the doorknob.
"NO, WAIT BRO!!" It was too late.
Several women burst into our dorm room, fifteen to twenty deep each armed with cans of shaving cream and what was some overly saccharine sweet perfume. The phalanx of women swarmed us both, covering us with shaving cream. We were coated in this stuff as scores of shredded paper, cotton balls, and what looked like feathers were tossed from garbage bags onto us as we struggled, slipping and sliding all over the dorm floor. I could barely make out the faces of the women, realizing that most of them were wearing pink ski masks to hide their identities. I managed to snatch one of the masks off of a girl's head finding one of Mei's associates behind it. The girl quickly disappeared as more women pushed in spraying more shaving cream all over my head and chest.
"NO MEANS NO!!" They screamed joyously quickly running out of the room leaving Armin and myself punished I guess, with the feminist version of being tarred and feathered. We just sat there on the cluttered floor looking at one another.
"Told you, don't open door." Armin admonished flinging some of the shaving cream concoction in my direction.
"Yeah, I know."
"I TOLD YOU, DON'T OPEN!!" Armin spazzed as I struggled to my feet slipping on the floor a couple of times before I helped him up as well. We both knew we were tired of the shit as we walked out into the corridor. Several students were already milling about in the corridor apparently aware that we were going to be attacked with camera phones at the ready. We probably appeared in several social media posts as we trudged across the campus to Irma Hersh's sorority house. Some people were following us, but we didn't care stomping up to the door knocking loudly until some nerdy petite girl cracked the door looking apprehensively at both of us.
"This is a neighborhood watch area, sir." She definitely sounded shaky, probably a sorority pledge delegated to answer the door by the one step back process.
"Irma Hersh, please."
"You uhm, are being videotaped; high definition too."
"Irma Hersh, please."
"The police officers around here uhm, aren't very friendly to people of color." Armin and I did a double take looking at one another before glancing back in her direction.
"GO GET THAAAAT BIAAAATCH!!" We yelled in unison as she slammed the door in our faces. We were left to wonder if they were dialing the cops at that moment. We were about to get out of there when the door opened revealing some tall, awkward looking brunette; probably another sorority pledge.
"Uh, well uhm; Irma Hersh will see you now."
This think, gawky looking student was visibly trembling which would've gave me pause if I weren't so angry. Armin and I shared a look before walking into the sorority house side by side. We figured they couldn't do anything if we put up a united front...wrong! The minute we stepped across the threshold, two hollowed out metallic garbage cans dropped down over us as the sorority sisters crushed in on us. We were captured again and forced into the large living room where more girls waited. There was a wide assortment of women present all angry looking with Irma Hersh holding court in the center. The portly, rotund blonde was standing on the sofa with a line of her sisters standing single file in front of her.
"Well look what crawled out of the patriarchal toilet into our fucking living room, sisters; and what is that?!!" Armin was alarmed at the greek paddle in her grasp. It was decorated with the female gender symbol and some assorted writings.
"NEANDERTHAL!! NEANDERTHAL!!" The girls shouted in unison.
"That's right; they're getting so desperate to maintain the status quo, they've invaded!! This proves our mission statement is JUST; this proves our mission statement is FUCKING RIGHTEOUS!! These knuckle draggers are here sisters!!
Who is here again?!!"
"NEANDERTHAL!! NEANDERTHAL!!" The girls shouted in unison. I would've facepalmed if I could raise my hand.
"Yes my loyal members of the sisterhood; that's ABSOLUTELY RIGHT and THIS TIME we're gonna MAKE SURE THESE APES, GET IT IN THEIR PEAKED SKULLS!!
What are they gonna get; what's the message?!!"
"NO MEANS NO!!" Their cultist chanting was deafening.
"YOU LET ME GO, BITCHES!!" Armin yelled desperately struggling until a rather large girl of six foot three inches of height whispered something in his ear. Irma motioned towards him with the Greek paddle.
"Well, you liked it so much last time that you came back, huh Trog?"
"I LIKE NOTHING!!"
"Yeah, you slipped through our righteous fingers last time, but god is good monkey boy; this time we WILL SHAVE YOUR BACK!!"
"SHAVE HIS BACK, SHAVE HIS BACK!!" The sorority sisters shouted as one sorority sister advanced with an electric shaver. Armin screamed in rage as she shaved off a portion of his monobrow.
"YOU WILL PAY, ALL OF YOU BUT ESPECIALLY FAT ASS!!" Irma's nostrils flared as she motioned with the paddle again causing one of our captors to slap the back of Armin's head.
"Trog-HAS JUST FORFEITED ALL OF HIS BODY HAIR IN SACRIFICE TO OUR JUST CAUSE!!" Several girls suddenly brandished electric razors.
"ENOUGH-ENOUGH ALREADY!! I- WOULD LIKE TO RESPECTFULLLY SPEAK BEFORE-before you shave my roommate." Irma turned in my direction with a raised eye, measuring the paddle in her hand which worried me.
"SILENCE, THE PENIS HAS NO POWER, HERE!!" She was definitely feeling her power amongst the collected mouth breathers.
"Irma, please; cut the shit out." She looked around at the assembled women starting to laugh as they aped that action too until the living room was filled with uproarious laughter, before she turned back tapping the garbage can surrounding me with the paddle.
"Hey, I'm gonna be tapping that ass, this time, eh?" She winked.
"That's exactly what I'm talking about Irma."
"Huh, what is it?"
"Look Ms. Hersh; you could've at least waited to find out why we came over here even though we knew how you and your sorority sisters felt. I mean, I understand more than most why you're on this crusade and I wasn't looking for a fight, Irma." She looked nervous, as some of the other sisters' ears perked up.
"Shut up."
"Man, I just wanted to apologize to you, honest." I continued.
"BE SILENT, YOU WILL NOT SPEAK BEFORE THE SISTERS!! YOU WILL NOT SPEAK!!" Irma panicked worried that something would be addressed in public before her peers.
"Hey, why won't you let him speak?" A tall girl asked from the back of the crowd, while some of the students round her nodded.
"Yeah, let him say whatever he has to say; we're gonna shave them anyway. So what does it matter, Irma?" A gorgeous, bespectacled blonde added from the other side of the room with her own clique of supporters as grumbling started to manifest in an increasing cadence. The cacophony quieted down as Irma waved the paddle around in the air bringing the noise level down.
"Look this guy is a fucking perverted asshole; don't change the narrative when we're so close to reaching our objective here sisters-TRUST THE VAGINA!!"
"Changing the narrative, Irma?"
"SHUT IT!!" She blurted out fully aware of where I was going as the grumbling continued growing into a disorganized roar. More of the women started raising concerns as I looked over at Armin winking.
"I'm sorry Irma; it's not your fault, it's mine."
"Why's he keep saying that; apologizing?" Another girl wearing a track suit emblazoned with Greek letters asked. Irma banged the paddle on the metal side of my garbage can restraint.
"HOLD THE LINE OF TRUST IN THIS MATRIARCHY!!" She screamed losing more control of the room.
"I don't blame you; I blame me Irma, I was weak." I spoke looking at another of the sorority sisters who almost manifested a lightbulb above her head.
"LET HIM SPEAK-LET HIM SPEAK!!" The pledges shouted in unison before someone quieted them.
"Yes, let him speak."
The room suddenly fell silent as everyone turned looking as the crowd parted revealing a tall, lanky athletic looking blonde. She reminded me of a character I'd seen on television aback in the day. It was a show my grandfather used to make me watch called "Little House on the Prairie" and this girl distinctly reminded me of a mean ass character named Nellie Oleson. Everyone in the room seemed to defer to her, even Irma.
"Look baby, we're just messing around with this guy; you-you know how much I love you, right Heidi?" They were interrupted by the loud laughter of Armin, momentarily turning their attention in his direction.
"HAHAHAHAH, YOU BITCHES ARE THE GAY!! AHAHAHAHAAH!!" Heidi reached over grabbing the top of the garbage can restraining him as some of the sorority sisters stumbled back afraid. Her fist came flying through the air colliding with his jaw, flooring him in spectacular fashion. There was some sort of small table behind him topped with a porcelain tea set and glass swan that he destroyed upon impact. Heidi slowly turned grabbing the top of my can.
"Funny, huh?"
"No ma'am, I just came here trying to make things right and well, you see what's going on?"
"Say what you have to say before I toss you back to these fanatics." I was given the impression that she still wanted to coldcock me, as her face got uncomfortably close. I glanced over to Heidi who was making a sweeping gesture with her hands trying to dissuade me from speaking. All of the sorority sisters leaned forward waiting.
"Irma, I'd really like to apologize because you were just trying to help me out in a bad time. Earlier that day, my girlfriend in the Army wrote me a "Dear John" letter. Her name was Mylie and well, she was pretty much cheating on me the whole time. So, when I crashed that frat party at the Omega house, you were there almost like fate. I was all fucked up because I thought Mylie and I were gonna get married when we finished school, but she even got knocked up and stuff. Irma, if it wasn't for those six Heinekens you gave me, I don't know what I would've ended up doing. Some people might've thought you were liquoring me up, but I KNEW THE TRUTH, Irma. God sent you to help me out of a bad place, Irma; so even though I couldn't down that last long island iced tea, I did it for you. THIS WOMAN IS AN ANGEL; she drug me across campus to my dorm room even taking the time to let me HURL!! I was so grateful that I even took one last shot from that little bottle of hooch, she keeps in her purse. SHE'S AN ANGEL!!" I noticed some of the girls emotionally effected by my words.
"Shit." Irma whispered.
"Irma, I'm SO SORRY about what happened next; I could barely PERFORM because I was DEVASTATED by Mylie's betrayal, but I wanted to give something back. THIS WOMAN JUST WANTED TO SLEEP WITH A BLACK MAN; yes, that's all she WANTED, girls. Even those she used the N-Word, I still wanted to do my best to please her. Everything's a blur after that girls; total fucking blur my feminist queens!! Irma, I'm so sorry about calling you Mylie; I was still HEARTBROKEN, I guess. You looked so unobjectively beautiful sleeping there. The loud snoring may have even woke me once or twice along with the pronounced flatulence. Those wet farts were a symbol of the GOOD WILL of the MATRIARCHY!! I fell back to sleep, PASSED OUT if you will; but it was my intention to rise before you and-well, wash that skid mark out of your panties. I'M SORRY, OH SOOOOOOO SORRY, Irma Hersh."
The living room erupted in laughter and jeers as the sorority sisters fell out. Heidi didn't find it funny at all, laying a right that almost knocked me head over heels before turning to her girlfriend.
"You cheated on me?" The pledge paddle fell to the floor with a pronounced thud.
"Baby, you gotta hear me out."
"What did I tell you I'd do if I found out you were cheating on me, again."
"Come on Heidi; you know I love you babe." Everyone in the room gasped as Heidi grabbed the large, portly girl tossing her over her shoulder like she weighed nothing. She didn't miss a beat walking as the crowd parted taking Irma with her. Her pleading could still be heard outside the room as Heidi, presumably walked up the stairwell carrying her lady love like a sack of potatoes. All of the girls gaze uniformly went from the adjacent corridor back to me. I was helped back up to my feet, feeling triumphant.
"Well uhm, I guess I'll be taking my leave then; Armin stop faking like you're knocked out. She's left the room." Armin stirred revealing a fresh shiner on his right eye as the sorority sisters helped him stand.
"That one is monster." He sounded remorseful in his own way as I smiled weakly at some of the assembled girls motioning for them to free us.
"Good day; can somebody help us out of this, huh?" Instead the assembled women crowded in on us as Armin shrieked.
"NOOOO!!"
"Ladies, please."
"We don't allow uninvited men inside our hallowed walls; sorry boys."
More people seemed to be outside the sorority house waiting with camera phones at the ready as Armin and I exited the building in women's clothing, purses included. It was the best hooker gear the women could muster. Armin at least, managed to keep his profuse body hair intact.
"I tell you, not fuck fatties."
"Yeah man, let's just get home and take this shit off."
The ridicule continued as we entered the dorm. I decided to let Armin use the shower first because of all the trouble I'd caused. The janitor's closet was closed so I had to improvise a solution collecting most of the discarded fliers into one of the soiled sheets from Armin's bed. I figured it was fair trade since I'd deflowered Mei-Hua there. I tried to squeeze in a bit of study noticing the phone I'd left behind after the attack. I was desperate to know if the twins managed to sort things out picking it up finding at least fifty messages about the hospital.
"SHIT!!"
I broke out looking at the face of my phone leaving my door wide open. Mei-Hua had left several messages within the last hour with the same address attached. A little over thirty minutes later I found myself in the valley standing in front of a medical office building. There was an intercom entry system which seemed non-responsive when I pushed the button several times before gaining entrance when two women exited the building. I immediately took the elevator up to the second floor dreading why I had been directed to the location. I was scared at what a distraught Mei-Zhen might have done to herself.
"Nǐ bùnéng zhèyàng zuò; wǒmen zhīchí zhè zhǒng fāngshì!"
"Zhè shì wǒ de shēntǐ, wǒ yǔnxǔ zuò chū gǎibiàn, rúguǒ wǒ yǒuxiē bù xǐhuān!"
Both sisters were arguing loudly as I opened the door caring little about the other potential patients sitting there watching them flame out. Who I assumed was Mei-Zhen was pacing up and down the office in front of the receptionist window while her sister kept step with her arguing. Both girl's body language suggested the possibility of a fight.
"Méi zhēn nǐ shì wǒ de mèimei, wǒ ài nǐ. Qǐng chóngxīn kǎolǜ zhège xíngdòng! Bùyào zhèyàng duì wǒmen!!"
"Zěnmeliǎo, pà nǐ bùnéng yuēhuì! Wǒ yànjuànle nǐ de fèihuà hé wǒmen de dà pìgu guà duàn! Wǒ xiǎng bǎituō nǐ de liǎn, jíshǐ wǒ bìxū cā diào wǒ de!"
Whatever Mei-Zhen said seemed to be devastating to her sister who broke out in tears. Mei-Hua was still dressed in the pilfered clothing from her sister's wardrobe while the other was wearing grey workout clothing. I noticed the receptionist, some plastic surgery weird looking mature standing up with the phone to her ear, while a few of the other patients watched engrossed in the family drama between the two Chinese coeds.
"Shàngdì ràng wǒmen zhèyàng zuò shì yǒu yuányīn de! Nǐ shì wǒ de mèimei, wǒ bù huì fàngqì nǐ!"
"Nǐ wèishéme bù ràng wǒ yīgèrén qù wán nǐ tōu lái de jībā!! Nǐ shìzhe cǎiqǔ yīqiè zhèngcháng xíngdòng, dàn nǐ shì yīgè chòu yòu, yīgè méiyǒu dàodé de sōngsǎn nǚrén! Wǒ bùnéng rěnshòu kàn qǐlái xiàng gè wèijūnzǐ, nǐ zhège biǎo zi!" Mei-Zhen punctuated her statement with a sudden rough shove that sent her sister into the wall behind her as some of the women sitting adjacent scrambled with audible gasps. One teenage girl with a heavily taped up nose was filming the whole thing with her phone. I ran over between the sisters, hands outstretched.
"Oh wow, brought your hookup too; this just doesn't get any better, shit." Mei-Zhen face palmed.
"Mei-Zhen, you don't want to do this here; let's go talk it out somewhere else." I tried to reason with here as she put her hands on her hips, her almond shaped eyes widening at my suggestion.
"Oh, so you know who I am now; what happened last night when you were busy FUCKING MY SISTER-HUH?!!" Her hand cut the air as it collided loudly with my face for the second time in twenty-four hours. There were loud cries and gasps from the women around us as Mei-Hua righted herself while I put a hand to my cheek staring her sister in the eye.
"You're right Mei; I deserved that; wanna do it again?" Her palm collided with my face two more times as the receptionist leaned forward sticking her head out of the dispatch style window.
"Méi zhēn, bàituō!! Méi zhēn, bàituō!!" Mei-Hua pleaded snagging her sister's arm, tears streaming down her face.
"Yes, they're three black people here fighting; two females and their pimp. The women look Chinese with these big, fake butts!! No, it's a regular black guy, but he looks like a thug!!" Both sisters and I stopped what we were doing staring at the receptionist before Mei-Zhen spoke.
"Hey lady, all blatant racism aside; did we get fake Chinese language with these big, allegedly fake butts, huh bitch?!!"
"One of them is threatening me right now; I-I think it is the bottom bitch!!" The receptionist continued.
"I GOT YOUR BOTTOM BITCH RIGHT HERE!!" Mei-Zhen suddenly turned her butt in the receptionist's direction quickly sliding her leggings down revealing her huge, pale butt. She was wearing a black thong which disappeared between her thick cheeks. Mei-Zhen popped her hips making her ass clap for a few seconds before noticing some squat, Latino guy in the corner filming it with his phone before his own apparent girlfriend sucker punched him. The receptionist squawked letting the metal venetian blinds down in her receptionist window. Mei-Zhen yanked her leggings up shoving her sister in the face before looking around at the other patients some of which were half entertained, equal parts shocked.



"Méi zhēn, bàituō!!" Her distraught sister begged again as I grabbed her bicep pulling her towards the door.
"GET UP OFF ME, MAN; I DON'T NEED YOUR HELP-CHEATER!!" Mei-Zhen yelled snatching her arm back to shove the glass door open as we all filed out of the plastic surgeon's office.
The remaining patients were wonder struck by the whole ordeal still watching as we left. Mei-Hua tried to keep pace with her sister continually being shoved as we approached the elevator. I followed giving them some distance when she suddenly hit the stairwell running down the stairs chased by her sister. I admit hesitating wondering if I should follow before taking the rest of the stairs two at a time arriving at an exit into the parking garage. I found the twins half wrestling against one of the adjacent brick walls in the semi-abandoned area. Mei-Zhen was vicious palming her sister's face as I was reminded of her dominant status in their relationship with one another. Mei-Zhen had literally drug her sister across campus to save my bacon from Dean Brennan. Guilt washed over me as I recalled the devastated look on her pretty face when she'd discovered me in bed with her sister. Telling her that I hadn't known the difference between the identical twins was not enough.
"Hey-Hey cut it out; stop it, both of you-CUT THE SHIT OUT, NOW!!" I yelled having had enough of the chaos we caused by getting involved from the start. Both twins quickly stopped staring at me waiting.
"Look, I fucked up Mei; I'm so sorry for this shit and maybe you'll find it in your heart to forgive me some day. But, if you don't; that's okay too. I'm sorry."
"Which one of us are you talking to?" Both asked in unison, glancing at one another annoyed for a second before turning back to me.
"Both; I'm going back to the dorm. You guys take care or yourselves; I've got a college education to save." I turned walking halfway across the lot towards a stairwell leading down to a side street on a residential block.
"HEY!!" One of them shouted after me; I didn't look back.
"Děng yīxià, bùyào táobì wǒmen!" Both of them came running after me as I reached the top of the stairwell.
"Come on; this whole thing is uhm, screwed up, Mei." I turned finding both of them right in my face; Mei-Hua had ahold of my forearm.
"Which one of us are you talking to?" They asked again in unison.
"BOTH OF YOU!!" All three of us facepalmed, before looking in each other's eyes as we simultaneously began to smirk. Before we could say anything else, a police officer appeared just below us looking stern and irritated.
"Alright, come on down here."
I noticed his hand was on his weapon making the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. Both sisters walked forward in front of me with their hands up and followed suite raising mine as the cop steeped to the side letting us go down first. There were at least three other officers waiting at the bottom. We were placed against the short stone wall and I was patted down while the sisters were treated in similar fashion by a female officer. The twins were shuffled to the side while I was cuffed by some huge, ripped brother with mirror shades on. I didn't have anything to say noticing both twins visibly upset by my treatment. The senior officer, some drizzled looking whit guy that reminded me of a buzzcut wearing Nick Nolte appeared to be lecturing both girls.
"Man, you one lucky motherfucker; they mixed or something?" The black officer whispered in my ear.
"Officer with all due respect; ask them." I tried to sound non-confrontational, but he reached down tightening my cuffs as the senior officer walked over glancing down at the information on my driver's license.
"Cut him loose, Jackson." He ordered, but Officer Jackson held on tight.
"I think I know this guy; we should run him down to the station. Got some drug charges and maybe a little more." He lied, angered by my answer to his question.
"Cut him loose and cut the shit." Officer Jackson bristled as he freed me. His superior returned my wallet and identification without word or apology. The twins and I didn't move until all of the patrol cars were gone.
"WE'RE SORRY, WE APOLOGIZE!!" Both of them ran over bowing their head simultaneously as some bystanders watching from across the street. I waved them off not wanting to give the impression that I was some shady character.
"Hey, it's alright; we go our own separate way from here. You guys take care, alright?"
"WAIT!!" They shouted together, looking at one another irritated.
"Is that a thing when you two are together; do you always talk in unison, huh?" Mei-Hua glanced over at her sister who nodded before speaking.
"Not usually, no; I said I'd help you pass that test and I'm gonna keep my word."
"Don't worry, I think we both know that's not a good idea Mei; I got it from here. You two; fix your relationship and forget about me."
"What relationship?" Mei-Zhen folded her arms around her chest as her sister looked down at the grass, hurt.
"Come on Mei; don't let something like this come between you two. When it's all said and done, all you have in this life is each other and I really don't want to be the reason you two tear apart. Hate me all you want but forgive each other. "Mei-Zhen fidgeted at my words looking like she would become physical again.
"Silver tongued devil; you got some sweet tasting words, man; I bet you could probably talk your way into my panties if I let you."
"I know, right?" Mei-Hua chimed in as her sister reluctantly agreed with a nod of her identical head.
"Shut up bitch; you'd probably drop your panties right here on the sidewalk to get a piece of that cock, am I right?"
"Yes, I would." Mei-Hua admitted, as Mei-Zhen craned her head in my direction.
"Well, there you have it home boy; my sister got you covered, so you don't need me any more when you can have the same thing with her!"
"No, please sister; I will not sleep with him again if you want; you were wronged, and it is my responsibility to fix things. I-I will get the plastic surgery if that will make us whole again. I will change my hair to another color, shave down my nose and cut off my ass if it will appease you, Mei-Zhen!!" To demonstrate her sincerity, Mei-Hua actually got down kowtowing to her sibling caring little about a secondary crowd of bystanders drawn to the scene because the were identical twins and because of the unbelievable measurements. Mei-Zhen folded her arms across her chest looking down on her sister.
"Would you get a sex change if that's what I wanted, Mei?"
"YES, ANYTHING!! DON'T SPLIT US APART!!" Mei-Hua begged, still bowing her head; actually bumping it on the grass.
"Get up off the grass, dumbass." Mei-Zhen scolded as her sister slowly stood, staring apprehensively.
"I love you sister; we are two halves of the same coin."
"Two halves of the same side of the coin apparently; get over here bitch." Both girls embraced, hugging deeply with shared tears before regarding me. I couldn't hide my emotion but noticed quite a few gang banger types approaching from the other side of the street.
"We gotta get the fuck outta here." Mei-Hua shoved her sister into my arms looking conflicted.
"Mei?"
"I have something I must do; you guys go on without me!" She disappeared back into the parking garage before we could say anything. I looked over at Mei-Zhen, the question on my lips.
"Don't ask me anything; take me home."
She walked ahead of me; arms folded indignantly across her chest as the gang members stopped in the middle of the street. It seems they just wanted to get a closer look at Mei, their own phones capturing her enormous teardrop shaped derriere. Mei-Zhen to her street wise credit looked back over her shoulder before giving them a one finger salute.
It was quiet in my car as we drove back to campus. The twins were cohabiting a two bedroom in the surrounding hipster neighborhood as I pulled up in front of the two story building. I managed to keep my eyes trained ahead through the windshield during the drive, afraid to look over at Mei-Zhen even though ever part of me ached for her. I found myself getting internally morose as we pulled up in front of her apartment. I solemnly unlocked the passenger door from my side for her to get out of the car.
"So, this is it, huh? You just gonna open the doors for me to step out like some side piece you're dropping off, right?"
"That's bullshit Mei; you know it."
"Like you know me, huh?"
"I've said I'm sorry about everything; I meant every word of it and I understand if you wanna pick another fight with me, but I'm not participating Mei. Go ahead, slap the shit out of me if you want, but I'm not fighting you." Her hand came at my face, cupping my cheek in a caressing manner.
"I meant what I said about helping you with the tutoring and the test, everything."
"I know."
"I really liked you; you know that, right?"
"Yeah, I liked you, too; I took a kick in the balls for you, Mei." I acknowledged the mistake I'd made in the courtyard that led to my current predicament as she chuckled briefly.
"You're one cute motherfucker; with your cheating ass." We both allowed ourselves a glance at one another.
"Yeah okay, sorry." I turned finding Mei-Zhen there before I could say anything else as our lips merged. We kissed for a few seconds remembering the brief start to a relationship that was ending as she withdrew sitting in silence, looking through the windshield at the car parked in front of us.
"I guess I get out now, huh?"
"Yeah." I answered somberly, afraid to watch her leave as she opened the door and got out. My heart was thumping hard in my chest as I stuck the key into the ignition. Before grief could overtake me, there was a rapping at my passenger side window. It was Mei-Zhen. I rolled the window down, apprehensively.
"Come on, one last tutoring session."
She took my hand closing her fingers around my thumb as she led me inside. We didn't say anything, but I noticed she was flush red, unable to meet my gaze. Once inside I noticed a few other neighbors milling about becoming nervous as I realized the building seemed to sport an Asian only clientele. There were some older people leaving the lobby elevator who shot Mei-Zhen what I would definitely classify as a dirt look. For her part, Mei didn't really seem to notice the stares, but they made me uncomfortable. She yanked a little on my arm pulling me into the elevator using a key to operate the car. That was the epitome of elitism in my book and a bit of a stinger, racially speaking.
"Hey, it's fucked up; but it's my people."
"Sure."
"Besides, you have no idea how many times some jerks have tried to follow us home." She acknowledged her missing sister making wonder what Mei-Hua was doing. It seemed like she wanted to get us back together as I recalled the strained expression on her face for the briefest of seconds.
"Thinking about my sister?"
"Not in the way you might think; just putting the pieces together. I thought, well when I didn't know you were two different people; I thought you were nuts for referring to yourself in the third person."
"Yet, you still slept with me anyway."
"Well uhm, you were so persuasive, Mei." The doors opened revealing an immaculately clean corridor as she stepped half pulling me alongside her. The corridor did seem kind of narrow as I noticed more than a few doors ajar with the families inside going about their business as usual. A couple of doors slammed loudly as I passed giving some of the residents a good look at another ethnicity up close.
"Is that right?" She stopped looking at me a little apprehensively before unlocking the apartment door, ushering me inside.
I found the inside well cleaned as well and a little bit modest, not really knowing what to expect beforehand. The place almost looked like one of those showcase apartments shown to a perspective renter. I noticed a lot of books all over the place along with an extensive Blu Ray collection in the living room. The were two love seats on either side with a couch framing the wall facing us. There were two small tables on either side of that couch with matching Chinese table lamps atop each one. I stepped into the living room with my hands in my pocket for a second as Mei snapped her fingers waving me out of the room down the short corridor which presumably led to both sister's bedrooms. The situation made me feel like a teenager all over again as I embarrassingly popped wood considering the possibilities as she put a hand on the doorknob.
"I can trust you, right?" She asked looking deep into my eyes.
"You really have to ask, at this point?"
"A lady always asks."
She turned the knob letting me inside her boudoir. On the other side I surprisingly found a cramped space made so by two twin beds on either side leaving a narrow channel which was filled with stacks of school books and a variety of small manga. A desk with a small drafting lamp separated the beds. Either side of the room had shelving over the bed for personal belongings with Mei-Zhen's side apparent from a proliferation of beauty items occupying the shelves. The opposite side was cleaned with a fanatics attention to detail as Mei turned facing me.
"Don't you find this a little cramped?"
"It works for us; we've co-existed this way since our parents passed away. Using the other room just doesn't feel right, besides you forgot I was just visiting when we met. Mei-Hua and her academic peers wanted me to attend college here for some kind of academic dream team. I guess, you'd have to factor in the weirdness and novelty of identical twin nerds."
"You two are pretty goddamn far from being nerds."
"That's your preference; but growing up, we were the neighborhood freaks. I got used to it, made my curves my power, but Mei-Hua saw it-different; at least up until I found her in your fucking bed." There was an awkward silence between us for a few moments before she piped up giving me a light tap on the bicep.
"You really thought she was me, huh?"
"Sorry."
"Yeah, I've been hearing that shit all day; but it gets old after a while. Have a seat so we can get started." She pulled out the swivel chair helping me into the seat as she remained standing on my left side. Mei-Zhen placed a book in front of me that wasn't the subject she was tutoring me for.
"Uhm, Mei-Zhen?"
"Mei; the other one ain't here."
"Sorry, but this isn't what we were studying." She leaned over me slamming the text book shut, glaring down at me.
"Hey, you REALLY can't TELL US APART?!!"
"Uhm, you're identical twins; what do you want me to say Mei?! What do you want me to do?!" I was afraid we were heading into a heated argument, feeling trapped in her apartment.
"Well for starters, I think you should kiss my big ass."
She'd already hooked a thumb into her leggings yanking them down revealing the closest ass cheek to my face. I found myself staring at her thong strap which rode high on her hips before her palm hid it from view as she put a hand on her hip expectantly. Once again I found myself staring at the huge heart shaped derriere, upside down from her tiny waist which gave me pause. Every time I was witness to that thing, time seemed to stop as Mei continued peeling the material down until she was left with only the tiny thong covering her sex. I was pretty sure she could hear the thumping of my heart in the quiet of her shared bedroom. Everything seemed to slow down as I leaned forward pressing my lips to that cheek.
"What was that?"
"Huh?"
"Do it right; apologize."
The angry expression on her face contrasted with her actions, leaving me unsure yet enthralled. I wanted to cup that huge butt yet refrained because of an innate guilt that stunted my actions. There was nothing more I could do then comply with her demand. My lips pressed into her tender flesh once more, lingering there longer than before. My lips parted as I allowed myself a fleeting taste. Mei shivered and huffed a bit as some goosebumps appeared on her skin, mutely giving me permission for another kiss. Things got heady as I ran the flat of my tongue vertically up her curve of her hip. Mei's nostrils were flaring as she turned giving me a full view of her huge butt. My hands were unsteady, but I handled her cheeks, my thumbs dipping into the cuff where her thighs met the incredible roundness that was her backside.
I peppered that huge oval cheek with rabbit kisses before running my tongue over it a few times. Mei shifted further bring the other side into play allowing me to plant some loud wet, smack on that cheek as well. I nibbled at it pinching the supple flesh with my teeth almost as if I'd devour it. Before I knew it, my hand crossed that invisible line slapping the furthest cheek watching its rubbery jiggle as Mei barely stifled a whimper. My lips attacked the closet cheek sucking hard enough to leave a reddened mark, a hickey. I was losing myself in her bounty as she fully turned her derriere facing me as I buried my face in its center, greedily digging my nails into her rounded hip. I let go finally running my tongue right up the center of her huge ass, earning a loud gasp.
"OOOKAY, THAAAASSS OHHH UHM; well, that's good for starters." Mei wrenched her hips free of my grasp with some effort turning to me flushed crimson, biting her lower lips.
"For starters?"
"Well yeah; you don't want me to make it too easy for you; do you?" She stammered, raising an eyebrow absentmindedly cupping her mound for a few seconds.
I fell to my knees burying my face between her luscious thighs with enhanced fervor as her hands grabbed my ears. I couldn't see her actions but heard everything being knocked from the desktop crashing onto the thin carpet as Mei slid up onto the desk wrapping her thighs around my head. I licked her slit, dipping my tongue inside finding her extremely wet. My efforts focused on her clit as tremors ran through her body making her restless enough that the desk shook underneath. There was the minute thought the construct would collapse under her enormous rear, but I was too far gone to stop. I wasn't just licking and kissing; I was making a meal out of her virtue with acute attention to detail. Mei was making strange sounding, almost child-like whimpering cries of passion as she squirmed about rubbing and caressing the back of my head.
Her hand appeared directly in front of me holding her flower open exposing the glistening pinkish inside of her cunt. I pushed forward penetrating her with my tongue in a swirling motion that made her cry out loudly. Her knees flew up into her chest allowing me to cup a portion of the underside of her luscious cheeks, feasting like it was my last meal. Suddenly both of her hands got in on the action simultaneously prying open her sex with the other hand roughly slapping it as bursts of her lust erupted in quick intervals. Mei started squirting hard as she arched her back shoving her muff against my mouth in a last desperate act, before all of the energy seemed to leave her slouched over, breathing hard. I looked up into her beautiful almond shaped eyes-and swallowed.
"Nǐ yīdìng yào wǒ gēn tā mā de jià gěi nǐ; rúguǒ nǐ zhèyàng jìxù chī wǒ, wǒ huì bǎ nǐ dàng zuò rénzhì-motherfucker." Mei half gasped running some fingers through her hair pushing the errant strands behind her ear.
"For starters, huh?" I reiterated jokingly, my lower jaw glistening.
"Shut up." Mei hunched over cradling my head with all of her limbs in a sitting fetal position, chuckling under her breath. I rained kisses and little bites on her inner thighs as she held fast, too embarrassed to let me look at her face again. The desk had other ideas creaking a loud warning that her weight was becoming an issue. I stood up quickly grabbing her small waist lifting her off the floor with the intent of planting her on her bed.



"PUT ME DOWN!!" I quickly complied, apprehensive at what I'd done wrong this time.
"What?" Her eyes darted side to side as she placed a palm on her forehead before poking me in the chest with her finger.
"Oh, so you think you can come in here and give me some bomb ass head and all is well, eh? You think licking me so hard I almost pissed myself is gonna get you over the hump, is that right? You still say you couldn't tell us apart?!!" She poked me with every talking point, her nail kind of hurt.
"Mei?"
"So, you can't tell us apart, huh?!!" Mei lurched forward bending at the waist so that she was close enough to kiss me. I was worried that she'd punch me instead.
"Suh-sorry."
"Save it; I think someone is gonna have to get you all sorted out. We're gonna come to some kind of understanding if you wanna be part of my life. I mean, I fucking know we're identical in every way on the outside and all, but what about my inside?"
"I love your insides." I realized how it sounded the moment it left my lips, face palming immediately.
"Oh, so you got jokes, right brother?" She pinched my cheek hard with a sarcastic smirk on her face.
"Mei, what are you trying to say?"
"I'm gonna help you out; but it's not because I like you or anything. We've just got to get this mess sorted out, so that it doesn't happen in the future."
Mei deftly unsnapped my belt and the button at the top of my jeans drawing my zipper down while still looking at my face. My erection was sticking up over the waistband of my underwear as her finger enclosed around it for the briefest of seconds. She reached up stripping my shirt off tossing it away like trash as I started to pull my pants down. Mei shoved me so hard that I fell back into a sitting position on her bed, waving a finger in my face before she knelt removing my shoes and socks. My pants slid away easily along with my underwear, before she stood sliding out of her top revealing a tiny white training bra. That's what it looked like to me as she reached back unsnapping it before tossing it on top of my discarded clothing.
"Oh my god; you're so beautiful Mei." Her hands covered her small breasts.
"Miss me with that bullshit; Mei-Hua and I are the same from the toes on our feet to every follicle on our head. You can't tell us apart and I get that shit; so we're just going to fix that right now."
"What do you mean?"
Mei dipped low squatting between my legs taking me two thirds of my length, letting it sit there as her saliva drizzled down over my endowment. She clasped her fists around the base of my cock, methodically working her head back and forth on me never breaking the seal. Mei's tongue swirled around the crown of my erection making me flop around a bit before she abruptly broke the seal.
"I'm gonna teach you how to tell us apart-on the inside."
Mei mounted me in the sitting cowgirl position easily sliding my length in her honeypot up to the hilt. Her huge, cheeks cradled my balls resting softly on the top of my thighs as she began to work her hips in a rowing motion. Her hips began picking up speed as she tightened up around me, squinting her eyes tight. Her unnaturally big ass became a blur bouncing in my lap making the bed under us rock and shake. I could feel myself almost at the precipice about to cum, but Mei just seemed to go faster beginning to bounce on my cock as my thighs tightened up. I reached between her arms grabbing greedy handfuls of her huge butt, shaking and jiggling it to my heart's content. Mei locked her arms around my neck, her mouth agape as she began to cum with that same shrill, high pitched cry.
I was going to cum in seconds too but had the presence of mine to reach down pulling my cock outside letting it rest between her cheeks. Several bursts of semen shot right up her gluteal cleft like a geyser coating her cheeks in a milky, glaze. Mei opened her eyes, breathing hard as she ran a few fingers through her hair.
"So, did you get that?" She asked breathing hard.
"What?"
"Oh, you're fucking hopeless; here, I'll show you again." She reached down making me whimper pulling until my cock appeared between her thick thighs. Mei tapped it against her mound, rubbing my spunk into it before pushing it against her slit.
"Maybe we should get a condom?"
"I got it covered."
"I don't know, I think we should get some protection; your sister asked if we were using protection." I felt like an idiot for the second time since entering her apartment as Mei-Zhen glanced up at my face looking irritated.
"How thoughtful, I used her doctor to get what she called "sexual insurance" while she was busy trying to steal you away. That's what I was doing that time right before we were supposed to meet in that courtyard. Next thing I know, she's flopping around on my big ass dick." I was silently conflicted noticing that she was still pushing as the crown of my cock disappeared inside. Her words contained a sense of ownership.
"Mei."
"Be quiet, play attention this time."
I squirmed under her feeling the oily tightness engulf me down to the base of my cock as Mei began rocking her hips slowly and softly. She pulled my head, cradling it against her chest as I took an erect nipple between my lips. Mei's hands cupped my cheeks as she went in for a kiss stopping short only to lock her arms around my neck quickly rocking her hips in a sawing motion. I sucked hard on that nipple letting my tongue coat that small breast with my saliva. This set her off, as she arched her back pressing her torso into mine. The fingers of my other hand pinched the other small breast rolling the nipples between my fingers as Mei gasped loudly. She locked her arms around my head going into the throws of another orgasm. I wrapped my arms around her waist letting my hands rest on the top swell of her buttocks. Her honeypot started snapping down at the midway point of my length, grinding along it hard.
"Nǐ zěnme gǎn zhèyàng cāo wǒ; nǐ xiǎng ràng wǒ yuánliàng nǐ zhēnzhèng de huàirén, bùshì ma?!! Wǒ xiǎng ràng nǐ chùmō wǒ, zài lǐmiàn liǎojiě wǒ!"
Mei wrenched on my neck awkwardly yanking me to the side causing me to end up on my back at this sort of unnatural angle. We jostled for a bit, almost wrestling until she managed to plant her feet flat adjacent to the outside of my thighs. She reached back capturing my thumbs drawing my hands up over my head as she leaned forward.
"No, I'm doing the fucking here!!"
Mei in a squatting position over me, began bouncing letting her full weight crash down onto me. Her huge, teardrop shaped ass mashed loudly making me cry out loudly, almost distressed as she basically had her way with me. She would alternate between letting her knees treat on the mattress, twerking hard on my girth before going into an open legged squatting position. Mei leaned back supporting her weight on both palms driving herself into me with the force of a traffic collision.
"Ó, gǒu shǐ, wǒ yào qù - wǒ yào pēn! Yào zài nǐ tā mā de xiōng qián pēnsǎ!! Zhè tài gāngà!!"
The shrill, bleating cries started up again signaling that she was beginning to orgasm. Her thick, shapely legs went rubbery, shaking and quivering uncontrollably with the tremor engulfing her fully as Mei squirted in fits and starts spraying my abdomen and crotch.
"Ó, gǒu shǐ, wǒ zhēn de hěn lèi! Nǐ de gōngjī ràng wǒ jì dàochù dōu shì! Wǒ tǎoyàn tā!! Wǒ xǐhuān tā!! Lā shǐ!!"Mei became a slobbering mess with her eyes shut tight, mouth agape.
"AAAWWWW SHIT, AWWWNNN, AAAHHHH FUCK MEI!! FUCK MEI!! FUCK MEI!! FUCK MEI!!"
Once she started going into her native language, that was all she wrote for me as I emptied my balls inside her snapping cunt. Tears were running down her face as she flattened her palm against the wall in a frenzy before pressing it against her modest chest, breathing hard. My shaft looked obscene curved out of her tight, puffy labia. I could feel my spunk lubricating her tunnel as she struggling to get her bearings.
Mei knelt over my prone body weakly, gasping into my ear as she pushed up, righting herself staring down at my face. She was covered in goosebumps, and almost completely flushed red from the scintillating conclusion to our tryst. I couldn't tell if she seemed emotional from the harsh physicality of the hookup or whether some deeper meaning was forcing its way to the surface. Her face appeared half hidden by her silken locks, somewhat contemplative as her lips brushed against mine. I tried to kiss her back, but she drew away leaving me conflicted.
"So, what is this; a goodbye fuck or something?" I laid it out on the table sensing reluctance on her part.
"No, this is a FUCKING HELLO!!" She traced a slimy path from my cheek sticking her tongue in my ear twirling it around before nipping at my outer ear and sucking on the lobe. She did this several times in succession giving me a new sensation that made me squirm as she lay prone atop my body.
"Wǒ yào qù cāo nǐ, zhídào nǐ wújùn; ránhòu wǒ huì zài cāo nǐ wǒ yào bǎ nǐ jù zhī ménwài, yǐ biàndang nǐ kàn dào wǒ de shíhòu, nǐ de yīnjīng huì biàn dé rúcǐ jiānyìng yǐ zhìyú tā huì bàoliè."
Mei lustily whispered in my ear. I don't know what it was she was saying in her native Chinese, but my cock started to stir as Mei reared up palms flat on my pecks while her huge butt pushed down on my lengthening tumescence.
We were both already trashed beyond belief, physically spent but she still worked her hips against me, taking something intangible back that she likely felt was stolen by her twin, Mei-Hua. Five minutes into it, she either relented a bit or her body faltered as she lay across my chest panting heavily. I wrapped my arms around her tightly rolling over on top of her incredible body. Mei interlocked her legs in the small of my back tightly doing the same with her arms about my neck as we managed to kiss in earnest. It was light and fleeting, no promise given beyond the immediate here and now.
"Don't stop, keep it up; I want to you to never stop fucking me. I want us-I want us to stay like this forever." Mei-Zhen finally admitted.
"I want the same thing, no matter what; I never wanted to hurt you."
"I know; I just got upset because you didn't do what I thought you should've done in that situation. It was unfair of me to be so angry because you couldn't tell two identical twin sisters apart. It was wrong, but it hurt so much seeing you with her." She looked away as she confessed her truth.
"Look at me Mei; It wasn't wrong." We kissed again for a long time reluctantly breaking it but still maintaining our symbiotic connection.
"Close your eyes and just "feel" me; know the difference in my flesh from that of my sister." She placed her hands over my eyes as I allowed them to be shut, instantly regretting the fact that I couldn't see her.
We let our body parts communicate, slow and sensually merging. Sensually experiencing a tantric connection to one another. I could feel her inner muscles massaging and stroking as I plunged deep inside her depths bottoming out a few times. Mei drew her hands away, but I kept my promise not opening my eyes as we continued kissing and making love to one another. Her breathes came harder in my mouth as she doubtless was on the verge of orgasm along with myself. We were in perfect synch, moving rhythmically with one another as I began to cum inside as her thick shapely legs locked into the small of my back with urgent prodding movements.
"Wǒ xiǎng wǒ ài shàngle nǐ de yīnjīng!! Wǒ xiǎng wǒ ài shàngle nǐ! Wǒ bù zhīdào tā shì nǎge; dàn wǒ cóng bù xīwàng zhè zhǒng gǎnjué jiéshù!"
Mei moaned breathlessly as I used my knees on the ruffled bedding trying to push my cock deeper inside to prolong the heavenly experience finding it all but futile. I didn't so much explode inside this time, more likely I sort of leaked the rest of what I had inside her honeypot, completely spent. We barely managed to kiss before mutually passing out wrapped in one another's arms. I welcomed the darkness but acquiesced to the inherent fear of what would happen between us once we awoke. Were we together or not? I'd find out when I opened my eyes.
*************************************************************************************
"Xǐng lái!"
"Xǐng lái!!"
"WAKE UP, PLEASE!!"
I was trashed, managing to force my eyes open finding Mei staring at me from the other side of the room. Back resting against the wall, Mei was sitting there wearing a large sleep shirt that looked like a men's business shirt. Her knees were drawn up into her chest, legs slightly apart revealing her sex and a long neck bottle of beer resting against her inner thigh. I glanced down noticing an arm draped over my chest, feeling a luscious shapely leg hooked over mine as I realized who was sitting there watching.
"Mei-Hua?"
She took a long sip from the bottle letting it fall weakly between her thighs again, looking sort of disheveled. Her hair and skin were glistening as the fresh scent of women's body wash assailed my nostrils. Her nose and cheeks were flushed giving me the impression that she'd been crying.
"It's time for you to go home; I'll let her know I saw you out when she wakes up and by the way; I washed your clothes." She motioned towards the desk between their beds were my clothing was nicely folded. Mei-Hua had taken the time to pick up the bedroom as well.
"Are you okay?" I half whispered not wanting to wake Mei-Zhen up.
"Cut me a break; just get dressed and get out." I managed to move her sister's arm without waking her, still staring down at her soundly asleep. Mei-Hua finished off the bottle she'd been nursing hopping own from her bed as I experienced a painful déjà vu. I got dressed still watching her sister soundly asleep looking to all the world like some princess, a true sleeping beauty.
I stepped out in the corridor leading back to the front door finding Mei-Hua waiting with a new, freshly opened bottle. She had already opened the door standing there with her gaze cast down at the floor. I stopped at the threshold wanting to say something to her but couldn't find the words. I noticed that she was practically straddling the door between both legs, her nostrils flaring uncontrollably. There wasn't anything I could say to make her feel any different, so I just walked out into the corridor towards the elevator. Her front door slammed with such force that it echoed across the corridor as I pushed the elevator button. The ride down to the lobby felt time ebb like so much molasses as I tried to shake the cobwebs out of my head. It was already three in the morning as I reached the main floor. The lobby on the main floor found a few of the twins elderly neighbors still up, a few playing checkers in the day room area adjacent to the entrance while the others watched my movements with a disparaging eye. I took a moment looking at some of their faces before half staggering out onto the street.
"HEY-WAIT!!" Mei-Hua came running out of the building just as I rounding the back of my car about to get behind the wheel. She frantically ran around the back of the vehicle stopping short clutching at her chest as she caught her breath.
"It's okay Mei; I understand."
"It's my fault, I apologize for my attitude back there. I'm in the wrong here and I'm happy that you two..."
She couldn't finish the sentence, bowing her head in difference. It wasn't easy watching her emotionally compromised. We'd met first, but she'd gone into a default behavior never giving me the chance to get to know her. In hindsight I completely understood where she was coming from because I would've behaved differently had I been aware of her body from the beginning and none of the following would've happened. Plain and simple human behavior was the contributing factor in this comedy of errors that engulfed all three of us.
"Look, you go back up to your place; I'll watch until you're inside. It's dangerous out here, Mei." She walked solemnly back to the building, stopping to stare back at me.
"So, you love-her?"
"That's not my place to answer; talk to your sister."
"Yeah, well I keep my promises and you won't fail that makeup test; fuck you." Mei-Hua quickly ran back inside the building, her arms folded across her chest like she was cold or something.
For the second time early in the morning hour, another door slammed loudly in the distance. I pulled off minutes later still feeling the sting. It was hard keeping my eyes open, but after an extended period of time, I managed to find parking staggering into the dorm, physically and emotionally drained. The elevator was out of service necessitating a walk up the stairwell to my floor. At this point I was practically crawling to my room when I noticed something that gave me pause. My door was slightly ajar. I glanced over noticing a mop sticking out of a janitor's cart that'd been left in the corridor, snagging it. I slowly crept to the door intending to make my next action count. It was dark inside the room, pitch black as I burst inside detecting a shape in the darkness. I planted the mop firmly on something bulky and solid instantly awarded with a loud groan as I hit the lights.
"Armin?"
"Yes, it is me; turn off light." He was lying in my bed under the combined blankets and bedding of both our beds. I'd laid the mop right on top of his noggin, noticing the eyebrow that had been shaved off.
"Bro, I'm so fucking sorry about that shit man; what are you doing in my bed?"
"We trade, remember and turn out light."
"Dude, why do you have all of the bedding?"
"Turn out light; I left sock on door." I glanced back finding the aforementioned sock on the door before realizing that we were not alone. Irma Hersh's head suddenly appeared from under the collected bedding. I stared at both of them, noticing that one of her eyebrows had been similarly shaved. I wonder if they'd found some common ground before falling into bed cursing myself simultaneously for the self-inflicted visual.
"No need to explain. I'm out."
I turned to leave, but Armin grunted getting my attention. He tossed an envelope to me before both of them disappeared under the bedding. I hit the light pulling the door up behind me before opening the letter. Stanley our Dorm RA had left a message on my door informing me the test was going to be administered at nine in that morning. I was a little leery considering all of the time I'd just spent with the twins, but confident I could pass the makeup quiz. I found myself in the laundry room sitting on a fold out chair resting my head on the accompanying rickety table used to fold clothing and play cards. It was a small room in the basement with two washing machines and dryers vertically stacked with some errant boxes and milk crates lying about. I figured I'd get some studying in right before the quiz to bone up right before but found myself drifting off staring at the notice thinking of both Mei twins wondering what the rest of the day held.
*************************************************************************************
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!"
A deluge of ice cold water hit me in the head, jolting me awake as I sat up screaming. I found several female students and two big, built guys who were on the football team jumping back shocked by my outburst. I was disoriented, my back aching from sleeping in a sitting position as one of the guys waved his hands in front of him. Some nerdy looking black woman with a purple Mohawk was the culprit, caught dead with a large plastic tumbler in her hand.
"SORRY MAN, WE UHM; DIDN'T KNOW IT WAS YOU WITH YOUR HEAD DOWN LIKE THAT!!" The guy whose name I forget explained as I stood up shaking the water out of my head. I stared at them for a few moments before snatching up the letter and pushing past them. Some of the girls shrieked falling aside clumsily as I passed.



"See, I told you he'd puss out when he saw us." One football player commented.
"Fuck that thug; pay up Trista." The other commented within earshot.
"Damn, nigga got me all broke and shit."
Purple Mohawk sister commented, all of them not realizing I was in earshot of their shitty conversation as she pressed a wad of cash into their hands. Some of the other girls paid up as well. I wasn't about to take that lying down quickly reaching back into the room slamming the door shut before wedging the large metal garbage can outside it under the doorknob. All of those assholes were locked inside as I took the stairs looking at the face of my phone.
"SHIT!!"
I realized I'd slept longer than I first thought with only fifteen minutes to get across campus to the makeup quiz, yet I still managed a shower to get the cobwebs out of my head grateful that Armin and his improbable hookup Irma Hersh were gone. I ran down the corridor finding the elevator out of service before taking the stairwell for the third time in twenty-four hours, two at a time. I ran out to my car jumping behind the wheel finding my vehicle unresponsive. Frustrated I popped the hood hopping out of my car lifting it up to find a significant portion of my engine missing.
"No hard feelings, bro." The two jocks laughed off to the side while purple Mohawk girl filmed the situation with her phone.
"I don't have time for this shit." I flipped them the bird before bounding off across campus as fast as my legs could carry me.
There was simply no time to call Armin or anybody else as I ran like my life depended on it; and it very well did. I didn't want to explain being booted out of school on academic probation to parents who'd worked so hard to get me there. I managed to make it to the building five minutes after the exam started, praying against odds that Stanley would allow me inside. My heart leapt into my throat as I approached finding the classroom door closed. I was already sweating and gassed from running across campus with it appearing that I'd pushed myself to the limit just to fail, anyway. I leaned against the wall dragging my feet until I was looking into the small, square window in the classroom door. All of the students scheduled beside myself were already deep into the makeup quiz as my heart sank. Stanley was reclining behind the teacher's desk with his feet uncharacteristically up on the desk. One blonde sitting in the front row noticed me peering into widow which alerted Stanley. I withdrew crestfallen from the door silently admitting defeat as he stepped out into the corridor.
"Hey guy, looks like you're a little late to the party." Stanley actually sounded glib at my predicament.
"Alright, you got me Stanley; I'm pretty sure that Dean Brennan will be happy that she can boot me out of school. Do me a favor and don't laugh until I'm gone." I started to walk away but he put a hand on my shoulder.
"Hey, there's no need for the long face friend; I've got your reservation covered." He motioned towards the open door, shocking me out of my shoes.
"Is this for real, Stanley?"
"Now would a good Christian man, lie?" I ran both of man hands over my face and top of my head praying this wasn't another joke.
"Thanks man."
"Thank you."
His response was peculiar as I found a seat at the back of the classroom. I got some dirty looks as Stanley walked to my desk with the test materials, but I didn't care. I kept my head down working long after everyone else had completed the quiz. It was nearly noon before I turned in my test as Stanley actually dozed. One of my peers had left an apple on the edge of the teacher's desk trying to kiss up. I was apprehensive about waking him feeling it would disrupt whatever good karma I'd managed to drum up unknowingly, but he opened an eye regarding me.
"Oh, what're you still doing here; the exam ended some time ago."
"Uhm, you didn't say I had a time limit or anything Stanley; thanks for letting me in even though I was late."
"No thanks necessary amigo; oh, let me take care of this." He dropped his feet to the floor retrieving a felt tip marker from the desk. I watched as he wrote a 100 on the top sheet before tossing it onto a cart containing the other ungraded tests.
"You're just gonna pass me without grading it?"
"I'm sure you passed." Stanley winked.
"What gives?"
"Come on; I'm sure you have somewhere to be. I've got to grade these tests and get notes ready for my bible study; it's going to be really weird teaching from the other side of the gospel."
"Stanley, you okay?"
"Better than okay, thanks to you; guess I should give this to you, huh?" Stanley handed me the apple that had been left on his desk before pushing me out into the corridor. I walked a few feet rubbing the apple on my shirt but stopped short of biting into it. I walked back finding Stanley still standing where I left him with this glazed over look on his face.
"Stanley, what the fuck man; spill?!!" his face broke as he started laughing, guffawing like a stereotypical nerd before composing himself as he leaned against the chalk board.
"Man, last night was, pardon the expression-FUCKING AWESOME!! I was reading some scripture when she started knocking on my door like the place was on fire; she pushed her way inside telling me I had to pass you on the makeup exam. I said no-confident in my Christian fortitude, but she wouldn't take no for an answer, man!! She sucked me off something fierce and I am proud to say that I was made a man last night-OVER and OVER AGAIN!! We did it SO MANY TIMES in SO MANY DIFFERENT POSITIONS!! And then she sucked me off AGAIN; I just told her what she wanted to hear, but she started jerking and tugging on muh' fucking DICK until I said yes and meant it!! Damn brother, that was DEFINTIELY an A PLUS PERFORMANCE!!" My face dropped at the revelation as I backed away. Stanley looked happy to be able to tell his story to someone as I felt faint.
"Mei-Hua." I mumbled under my breathe.
"Hey bro; you didn't have to send her again this morning; she sucked on my dick so FAAAWKING HARD!!
I barely made it over here this morning; I was already gonna pass you man; that shit was overkill though!!" The rail thin bespectacled RA looked like he's got his fondest wish on Christmas morning holding his hand up for a high five I didn't reciprocate. Stanley high fived himself as I walked away leaving the apple on his desk. I received a text from Mei-Zhen as I reached the entrance of the building indicating that she was waiting for me in the courtyard.
"Mei-Zhen." I didn't know if I would be able to look her in the face knowing what her sister had done.
The queasy feeling seemed to engulf me as I neared the student courtyard dreading talking to Mei-Zhen. Something sent me back to that moment I'd awakened finding Mei-Hua glaring at our nude bodies and boozing it up. She'd never stopped saying that she would make sure I'd pass the makeup quiz after learning that I'd been dating her sister. Seems she'd taken things to the extreme by seducing Stanley thoroughly while her twin sister Mei-Zhen and I found some common ground. I still didn't know if we were working things out or finished as I navigated through some students, a few remaining pink shirt fascists holding on to the faded legacy of Irma Hersh as they passed out flyers like some mindless drones. I was leery of talking about Mei-Hua with her sister knowing she'd even thought to return making sure Stanley would pass me regardless. Part of me wanted to punch him in the nose shattering his big, bulbous head for having the gall to think I would pimp out my girlfriend. Was she my girlfriend? I chaffed inwardly knowing that I was about to find out.
"Mei-Zhen...and Mei Hua."
Both girls were sitting on a planter staring at me like two halves of the same coin. They parted patting a place simultaneously for me to sit between them. I was nervous, every butterfly fluttering about in my stomach as I found a seat. We people watched for a few minutes as I glanced at each trying to figure out which was which. The twins didn't make it easy dressing alike for the first time since I'd known them wearing matching cherry red t-shirts, jean thigh length skirts, with white crew socks and canvas sneakers.
"Pass your test?" One of them asked.
"Uhm, yeah." It was awkward answering.
"We came by your dorm, but you'd already left. Heard about what happened to your car; did Irma Hersh have some of her storm troopers do it?" The other asked.
"No, she's innocent; it was some ass clowns from the football team."
"Sorry." Both said simultaneously. We sat there quietly as I twisted inside wanting to address our status together, flabbergasted that I was unable to come up with something to say.
"We've talked...about everything." The one on my left said as I looked at the other.
"Yeah, I kind of figured."
"I guess we still had a lot of issues between us, being identical twins and all." I noticed some guys milling about with camera phones at the ready, waiting for them to stand up. I couldn't help glancing down at each of their generous thighs and healthy legs as they sat.
"Both of us have pretty much gone our own way for so long, and that damaged our relationship as siblings. One became an extrovert to deal with the unwanted attention..."
"...the other became a fucking Bì zuǐ, a shut-in; hiding from the world because she felt like a freak." They were completing each other's sentences.
"I'm truly sorry about everything; I never meant to come between you two. So uhm; what happens now?"
The twins were starting to notice as more guys started to appear drawn to the area by their ethnicity, but moreover their uncommon bodies for Asian women. They were also identical twins, indistinguishable from one another to add into their allure. Despite this both stood turning to face me on either side even though they knew hundreds of photos would be taken of their huge butts. One of the twins suddenly reached down peeling the skintight jean material of her mini skirt up revealing her huge ass to the onlookers for a few seconds while I got a glimpse of the tiny white panties she wore. The other looked embarrassed.
"That depends on you; tell us apart right now." Some of the bystanders went into a photo taking frenzy but the two Mei's didn't seem to care focusing only on my face as I looked between them before pointing at one.
"Mei-Zhen." I answered.
"Why?" She asked tilting her head to one side as the other looked demurely away, perhaps disturbed by the attention after all.
"You just mooned those guys back there; reminded me of the other day at the medical building."
"Wrong, I'm Mei-Hua."
"Excuse me?" I exclaimed surprised looking over at the other.
"Like we said; we talked it over and decided there is much we lost trying to find ourselves, individually. Some might think it's a step back, but we want to be, more alike than before; we-are, two sides of the same coin after all." The actual Mei-Zhen explained.
"I've been hiding myself under layers of clothing, much to my detriment while my sister found a kind of freedom by embracing everything about herself. We decided to dress alike for the first time in years since we were kids."
"And I definitely wasn't wearing one of her frumpy dresses." Mei-Zhen added.
"That's for sure." I added.
"You thought I was her because I let those lurkers behind me get a glimpse of my ass, didn't you?" Mei-Hua questioned pointing an accusatory finger.
"I did, sorry."
"No, that's on me for being what I thought was a free spirit all these years; maybe I came off like a slut when we first met. I mean, we did fool around the first time we met." Mei-Zhen admitted.
"I acted like a jerk when we met instead of trying to help you like I was supposed to; it was partly racial in nature, but the rest was all me and I'm truly sorry about that. You were just answering my ad for a tutor and I fucked up. What made it worse on my part was that I ended up objectifying you as well when I pretended to be my sister." Mei-Hua confessed earnestly.
"Let's not go there." I didn't want to dredge up hurt feelings.
"Yeah, sure."
Both answered simultaneously before looking away almost in unison. They seemed a little embarrassed at the reformed symbiotic link between themselves. We sat there ignoring the crowd just staring out into space as more photos were taken of the twins.
"So, what do we do now?" I asked finding the courage to address things.
"Well, you still couldn't tell us apart; so I can't date you." Mei-Zhen answered crushing my heart.
"If I date you; my sister would be upset, and I can't do that again; it would kill us both. I love her too much to be that selfish again." I felt the hurt and regret doubled this time bowing my head until I could only see my sneakers.
"Uhm I-I uhm...I'm glad you guys worked everything out; I'm gonna go now."
I went to get up, but the twins gently pushed me back down onto the planter. Both sisters sat beside me again as Mei-Zhen leaned in giving me a soft kiss on the lips. Mei-Hua leaned in giving me a sensual kiss as well letting her tongue slip into my mouth for a few seconds before all three of us sat upright collectively flushed.
"Friends with benefits?" They said simultaneously.
"Hell yeah!"
All three of us shared another kiss again, electrically charged and erotic while photos snapped almost nonstop. The twins had cemented their on campus celebrity that afternoon as several security guard arrived to disperse the crowd. We were asked to leave the courtyard, if only to restore the peace as I noticed Stanley among their number, grinning like a jackal. It was a loose thread I had to address as I turned to the twins concerned.
"Uhm, I kind of talked to Stanley he said a few things-about Mei-Hua."
"What did he say about me?"
"He said you kind of, visited him last night-and visited him uhm, this morning too." I struggled a bit hoping she wouldn't flame out on me.
"I didn't visit him this morning."
"Eh?!" Both twins grinned impishly, biting their lower lips before each planted a kiss on my cheek. My head craned robotically at Mei-Zhen's pretty features flushed before she buried her face in my chest, a smoking gun in that courtyard. Mei-Hua wrapped her arms around both of us.
"Pào yǒu!!" They shouted simultaneously.
Security yelled at us to keep it moving, struggling to coral the students milling about. The twins surprised everyone by simultaneously flipping their skirts up for a few seconds mooning their admirers before we ran out of the courtyard. I finally noticed something different about one of the sisters.
"Mei-Zhen, where are your panties?" Both girls giggled pulling me along with them as I glanced back noticing Stanley sniffing the missing undergarment.
"Pào yǒu!!" They shouted simultaneously once again.
*************************************************************************************
Twenty minutes later, I found myself back in the twins bedroom completely nude as the day I was born. Both sisters worked in unison stripping me down almost before I'd even realized what was happening. Mei-Zhen confessed that she'd given Stanley her underwear after a prolonged begging period on his part simply to get out of his room that morning, but never copped to actually blowing him. I didn't care at that point as I watched the twins stripping each other nude. One girl slipped the t-shirt over the others head while the other unzipped and yanked the skirt down, not without considerable effort. The synchronized motion was repeated until both stood before me nude on either side. I almost swooned just from looking at the identical twins in their birthday suits as my endowment stood before me a veiny, strained flagpole. I looked between their faces and other body parts so much that I was addled at the prospect.
"We've decided you need some more training on how to tell us apart." Mei-Zhen's fingers encircled my shaft while Mei-Hua cupped my balls.
"From the inside out." Mei-Hua added.
The twins leaned in both licking and sucking on my neck while their hands worked in unison stoking and kneading my endowment. I think I probably would've cum if it hadn't been for the savage rutting Mei-Zhen had given me the day before. We took turns making out with them remaining indistinguishable sensually kissing me giving me a sample of both of their twirling tongues. One of them began fellating me at some point while I made out with the other who seemed to have a predilection for pinching and sucking on my nipple. The other had a distinct technique sucking hard on the upper third of my cock in quick intervals before jacking my girth hard as she suckled the junction where my inner thigh met my pelvis. She even vacuum sucked both of my testes before licking a trail up my abdomen as her sister licked a trail downward taking all of me deep while her doppelganger made out with me. The twin giving me deep head's technique was sloppy and awe inspiring making my legs quiver. It was steady as she took me from head to base agonizingly slow while her sister nibbled and stuck her tongue in my ear identifying herself as Mei-Zhen.
"Mei-Zhen." I moaned.
"Yes, that's right." She acknowledged as I glanced down finding all of me stuffed to the hilt in her sister's mouth, saliva frothing from the seal of her thin lips.
"Mei-Hua." I whined at the precipice.
"Yes, it is I, lover."
She admitted breaking the seal on my tortured tumescence as her twin joined her kneeling before me. They looked lovingly into one another's eyes before Mei-Hua offered my cock to her sister with a contrite smile. Mei-Zhen took half into her throat while her sister jerked roughly on the rest before taking a turn completely throating me again while the other licked my pelvis.
They took turns in a scintillating duel of techniques until tears were running down my face from the pleasure. Both girls suddenly giggled simultaneously sandwiching my thick cock on either side with their saliva glistened lips. My palms cupped the back of their heads as I popped my hips fucking their joined lips. I guess you could call that shit, harmonica style or something. Mei-Hua buried her head throating me until she was glowing crimson backing off gasping with a half coughing fit as her sister followed suit mimicking the action, drawing head back with a gurgling chuckle.
"I knew I could do that shit, too." Mei-Zhen laughed cupping her hand under her chin catching my precum mixed with both twin's copious saliva. She reapplied it to my penis making it glisten and shine as Mei-Hua leaned forward aping her sister technique.
"I got your shit down too, bitch." Both of them laughed hard in each other's faces stopping quickly with some shared look that signaled something between themselves I was unaware of.
"Wǒmen shì tóngyī méi yìngbì de bùtóng fāngmiàn, dàn méiyǒu nàme bùtóng."
They whispered so close to one another that I thought they would kiss. The twins interlocked all ten of their fingers around my glistening turgid member stroking for all they were worth letting their combined tongues tease the head taking me over the edge in dramatic fashion. A thick rope shot out, powerful enough to hit the edge of the adjacent bed as Mei-Hua throated me taking two more spurts before pointing my cock at her sister's face spraying it with the rest as her fist became a blur on my tumescence. Mei-Zhen looked surprised as the first bursts hit her face before closing her eyes and sucking hard on the head of my cock until I cried out shrilly. Both girls laughed hard at the embarrassing sound I made before Mei-Zhen suddenly slapped the back of her sister's head.
"A little warning next time, bitch."
"Sorry."
"Qù mǎi tā mā de máojīn!!" Mei-Hua ran out of the room presumably to acquiesce to the dominant sister's wishes as Mei-Zhen fondled my half erect penis.



"Hurry up before she gets back."
Mei jumped up planting her hands on the bed, popping her huge pear shaped butt out at me. I couldn't help trembling, even squirting some errant ejaculate on her left cheek before managing to sink my erection inside. She quickly began bouncing and twerking on my erection forcing it to full mast inside her narrow walls and before long, we were fucking hard. Loud audible slapping sounds filled the room as Mei-Zhen looked back over her shoulder at me.
"I wanted it first; she copped to fucking you one more time even after I found you two together!!"
"Mei, I-!!"
"Shut up and fuck!! Beat my pussy up if you really want me to forgive you!!" That was all she could get out as I pulverized her giant derriere turning her admonishment of me into indecipherable gibberish. It felt like I pushed deeper than I'd ever been before thumping the back of her tunnel as she started crying loudly from the sensation. She pushed up on the balls of her feet as her legs trembled, shaking uncontrollably.
"Shì de, zhè jiùshì wǒ xiǎng yào de! Cuīhuǐ wǒ de huā!! Shāle wǒ de pìgu, ràng nǐ yǒngyuǎn!"
Torrents of wetness flushed out of her honeypot in fits and starts but I never let up, mashing her into oblivion like she asked. She smacked wetly against my pelvis, jiggling and bouncing all over.
"TIMES; I'M TAPPING OUT, TAPPING OUT MAN, BREAK!! COME ON, TIMES OUT!!" Mei-Zhen tapped the top of her sister's bed as I reluctantly withdrew, running her hands through her silken locks. She glanced at me breathing hard before looking down at my erection half giggling, half guffawing like a nerd.
"Man, what did we do to you?"
"You said that was what you wanted Mei." I was surprised at the erect state of my member, too. I guess I'd become desensitized to some degree. A pillow suddenly hit me in the face.
"Go get me a bottle of water out of the fucking refrigerator." Mei-Zhen ordered.
I scratched my head happily trudging out to the kitchen which was a modest affair managing to find a few iced bottles at the back of the fridge. I snagged two turning to find Mei-Hua standing in the doorway staring at me. She'd cleaned up, taking the time to apply makeup and apparently decided to don some lingerie in the form of a one piece flesh toned body suit that accentuated her curves, sheer in nature. Mei-Hua let me take it all in before turning around revealing it was a high waisted thong in the back. Both of the plastic bottle hit the linoleum floor, one landing on my foot that I didn't register as Mei-Hua walked into the kitchen. I didn't realize she was wearing heels until she'd bent down retrieving both bottles placing them on the counter top. Time seemed frozen for those few seconds as I took in her impressive profile noticing Mei glancing at me visibly pleased before reaching up into the counter above. She retrieved a bottle of olive oil with a suggestive look as I stared from it to her face.
"I want to ask you something."
"What, oh uhm, we talked about this earlier, didn't we?" I was reminded of the night I'd unknowingly taken her virginity.
"Yeah."
My gaze travelled from her face to the bottle which she was running a finger over suggestively. Both of our gazes met as she licked her lips, hooking a thumb into one of the straps on her teddy. A thick nipple appeared as she drew the material outward. I leaned on the counter kissing her for a few seconds, a hand cupping her ass. Mei-Hua hooked the other thumb into the shoulder strap drawing the material down her torso revealing her small, sloping breasts and taut stomach. I cupped both breasts squeezing and pinching her nipples in tandem before she drew my hands down to her waist looking up at my face.
"Undress me."
Mei-Hua turned back towards the counter resting both elbows against it. I had to kneel tugging until the skintight material was freed from her incredible figure. I held it rubbing and luxuriating in the silken material unsure if I should perv out and sniff it or toss it aside. Mei-Hua had other ideas as an oily trail of olive oil ran down her spine into the deep gluteal cleft of her huge, pear shaped butt.
"Oh shit." Mei-Hua emptied the rest of the bottle's contents coating the expanse of her derriere.
My hands lost themselves in her generous curves, luxuriating in the feel of her flesh under my fingertips. I almost had to pinch myself not believing in my good fortune as I massaged and groped to my heart's content while Mei shifted from one leg to the other, sighing and gasped from my attention. I was getting it all out pinching, slapping and clapping her luxurious cheeks together.
"I want it; do it now." My fingers were slipping, and sliding all over her huge, pale buttocks as I stood pressing deep into her rear cleavage. Mei bent forward, pushing back until I was embedded to the hilt.
"Ná wǒ de pìgu, bǎ tā biànchéng nǐ de! Wǒ xīwàng nǐ néng yǒngyǒu wǒ suǒyǒu rén!" I was starting to figure out the twins spoke in their native language whenever they said something self-perceived as embarrassing.
I pushed inside taking it slow and methodical as Mei reached forward bracing herself by flattening her hands against the wall. The innate tightness contrasted with the buoyant wideness of her hips and cheeks was incredible.
"You can-go a little faster; I've done this before."
An image of Stanley ran past my eyes; then I worried that she was talking about some other guy feeling a sliver of jealousy. I dipped at the knees pushing up inside at an increased pace until we were fucking properly. Mei-Hua arched her back reaching back cupping the side of my face. I made sure to give her breasts plenty of attention knowing they were a weak spot the twins shared. One of her arms fluttered around in the air waving wildly as she bumped backwards into my pelvis. In moments, she was crying out in the same, shrill sounding cry shared by both identical sisters. She dipped at the hip making things rough and ragged before pushing back against my pecks.
"WAAAAIT!! HOLD ON; WAIT!!" We disengaged.
Mei-Hua got down on all fours facing the kitchen doorway grabbing her discarded lingerie, looking back at me before riding her abdomen low to the floor. I quickly squatted over her entering her backdoor as she rested her head on the linoleum floor biting into her clothing. Her thick legs were splayed apart as I began pounding down into her, balls deep. Goosebumps appeared on her back and shoulders as she went into a lilting fit. From this angle, the distinct oval shape of her huge cheeks were apparent.
"Shì de, ó, shàngdì shì de! Zhè jiùshì wǒ xiǎng yào de!! Zhè jiùshì wǒ xūyào dì nàme zāogāo! Māmā wǒ shēng!"
Mei-Hua screamed loudly, squirting all over the place as I railed her mercilessly. I'd assumed a position on all fours over her continuing the rutting she'd alluded to sometime ago after we'd been caught by her twin. Her legs were shivering, all rubbery providing me with a familiar sight. The kitchen seemed to disappear around us as we let our coupling engulf us completely.
"Well what is this happy horseshit; couldn't you even wait until he brought my water back?" Both of us looked up finding Mei-Zhen in the doorway with her arms folded across her chest.
"You were fucking him while I was in the bathroom." Mei-Hua countered.
"Ain't no fucking rules to this shit; you thought you weren't getting yours or something?" Mei-Zhen snapped back.
"I had the water; it's on the counter but then, uhm like...well, she, we were talking and uhm, stuff." The expression on Mei-Zhen's face shut me down.
"Are you in my sister's fucking ass?"
"Yeah." Mei-Zhen looked down at her sister disparagingly.
"Oh you're dirty; you know I HATE that SHIT!!"
"It's not like that, I just wanted to have one good experience with anal. You know what Greg did to me on prom night!! I just thought, well uhm-FUCK MEI, IT'S MY ASS!!" Mei-Hua yelled back as I slowly slid out of her backdoor. The twins stared at one another for a few seconds as I worried they might fight.
"Hey, I'm your sister; it's hard with the sharing thing. For a while there you were little miss prude and I was the family slut. It's hard giving up, well sharing my status." Both of them face palmed at the same time.
"I'm being a bitch, aren't I?" Mei-Zhen asked with a sheepish smile.
"Yeah, you kinda are, sis." The twins hugged as I processed their conversation.
"Who the fuck is Greg?" Both women regarded me bursting into laughter as I glared at them collectively in mock outrage.
"ANCIENT HISTORY!!" They chimed in sync. Mei-Zhen embraced me with a half laugh putting a finger to my lips before kissing me until I melted.
"Man, you gotta hit the showers stud; wash your junk and come back to bed."
Mei-Hua disappeared from the kitchen followed seconds later by a loud crashing sound which alerted Mei-Zhen and I enough to hurry to the bedroom. The errant sister had pushed both beds together causing a demolition derby of sorts with their personal items. It was almost like a minor earthquake hit the small bedroom as Mei-Hua turned with a smirk.
"Thought it would make things easier if we put these together; also, I think we might be hoarders." Mei-Hua explained raising a finger as her sister turned me back towards the door with a loud slap to my rear.
"Go-SHOWER!!"
I washed up giddy as Christmas morning, lathering up in the shower when Mei-Hua slipped inside the standing shower lathering us facing me with a smile. The space was limited and rectangular leaving no option outside of rubbing up against one another. I didn't wait taking her in my arms as we made out oblivious to the torrent of hot water and rising steam. My hand cupped the spectacular curve of her rump, a finger creeping inside her backdoor when I realized she was roughly shoving a retaliatory finger in mine.
"Mei-Zhen." She smirked when I correctly identified her.
"What are we going to do with you; you're hopeless?" Mei-Zhen chuckled pinching both of my nipples getting the sudden girly shriek, she was looking for. I covered my pecks with both hands like they were breasts as I retorted.
"Anything you want?"
"Asshole." She laughed kissing my chin as she gave my cock a sudden yank earning a yelp. Mei-Hua appeared in the doorway grinning like a jackal. We slid the shower door open as she surprised both of us finding a way to squeeze into the shower. That was it, no room to move or do anything as we laughed hard at our own predicament.
"Who the fuck is Greg?" I asked again as they laughed hard, before we squeezed out of the shower. The twins each grabbed a wrist pulling me inside the bedroom where Mei-Hua had done a little cleaning to make it presentable.
"Alright, now we're gonna tell you what's going to happen right now, and for the foreseeable future." Mei-Zhen said as they both shoved me backward onto the merged bed in a sitting position.
"We are, all of us; going to screw each other's brains out and then we are gonna FUCK some MORE!! We are gonna suck, jerk and bounce on that rod of yours until it shrivels up into a limp noodle and you know what happens after that, right?" Mei-Hua added.
"What?" I asked enchanted.
"WE'RE GONNA DO IT SOME MORE!!" Mei-Zhen yelled playfully as both twins pounced on me like wild animals. They pinned me down on my back taking turns kissing and making out with me while the other would caress my abdomen or softly stroke my cock. I was euphorically happy eagerly taking the hardened nipples of either sister into my mouth when offered. Both of them even managed to stick their tongues inside my ears simultaneously making my cock point upward at the ceiling.
We spent an eternity making out, massaging and groping one another before one of them got so hot and bothered that she mounted my face using the wall to keep herself upright. There was no mistaking Mei-Zhen's predilection for oral sex as Mei-Hua slid down between my legs engulfing me in what fast became another sloppy affair. All of us became an entanglement of limbs with Mei-Hua mounting me cowgirl while I was happily servicing her sister Mei-Zhen. She was squatting open legged right over my face using a hand to keep her flower open at some point, while Mei-Hua rolled and popped her hips and would've rode me up the headboard if her sister were sitting in front of her. I tackled and teased her clit getting unintended results as Mei-Zhen came crashing down on me, her huge butt resting on my chest. She quickly rolled off as Mei-Hua leaned forward looking at my face.
"Shit, you trying to kill him or something."
"No, he's just so good at eating!" Mei-Zhen explained cradling my head.
"Really, it's that good?"
"Hell yeah." The twins exchanged knowing glances before swapping places with Mei-Hua mounting me reverse cowgirl. I was blinded by her huge ass right in my face as her sister rode me like a jockey. I reached up grabbing two big handfuls of juicy ass, but it was an action born of self-preservation. Both girls were screaming loudly as I was treated like a two dollar whore. It all got to be too much as I decided cowardice was the better part of valor, tapping out on the bed.
"He's tapping Mei-Hua."
"No he's not; he's still licking me."
"Doesn't mean he's not tapping out."
"I'm telling you he's fucking tapping out; you're probably smothering him with that fat ass of yours." Mei-Zhen warned.
"That fat as of ours, sister, he's gonna be okay. I can tell these things, you know?" Mei-Hua was beginning to go into the throws of an impending orgasm, I didn't want to drown when she came. Both girls were serious squirters and I have to admit panicking. Both of my hands began slapping the jiggly buttocks above me as hard as possible.
"OH SHIT, HE'S SPANKING MY ASS; I LIKE IT!!" Mei-Hua blurted out in masochistic bliss.
"I think you should get the fuck up off him." Despite her words, Mei-Zhen was twerking her hips hard enough to send my lower half through the mattress.
"Hater!!" Mei-Hua retorted as she predictably began squirting all over me.
"GET THE FUCK OFF!!" Life giving air rushed into my lungs as Mei-Hua went head first tumbling onto the floor. Her shapely figure had managed to make the hastily pushed together beds slide away from the wall as she hit the floor.
"Wǒ zhèngzài kǎ míng, wǒ jì - wǒ zài zhège jiāhuo kǎtōng, suǒyǐ hěn nán! Ó, gǒu shǐ, wǒ yǐjīng chénmí yú zhè zhǒng gǎnjué!"
Mei-Zhen screamed at the top of her lungs, whipping her hair back as she orgasmed. I was dead weight just laying there silent as Mei-Hua's head appeared at the edge of the bed.
"What's that?"
"Me cumming; what'd you think it was bitch? You do the same thing when you fuck him." I recognized their sisterly relationship, completely exhausted still having not climaxed myself. It was a safe bet to say that I was desensitized at this point.
"No, I thought I heard something; hey you hear that?" She asked me as I lay there head slightly bobbing.
"Who-the fuck-is Greg?" I was punch drunk.
"What?" Mei-Hua snickered.
"I ate your Ego, mommy." Mei-Hua covered my face with a pillow finding my addled responses too funny. We all realized at the same time that someone was knocking loudly on their front door.
"Dǎkāi zhè shàn mén wǒmen zhèlǐ yǒu jǐngchá!" Someone shouted who sounded like an old woman from down the corridor leading to the front door of their apartment.
"Oh shit; it's the apartment manager!!" The twins quickly jumped out of bed covering themselves with a short flowered robe and a sheet snatched from under my inert body which was accomplished almost like a magic trick by Mei-Zhen. I was happily left alone as they answered the front door. Seconds later I could hear them talking to the cops while some officer's radio chirped in uneven intervals. My eyes fluttered irregularly before I dropped off into a deep slumber.
"Xǐng lái!!"
"Huh?"
"Xǐng lái!!" My eyes fluttered open finding both of the twins on either side of me wistfully examining my features. We were all still nude; both were using a hand to play with my penis.
"Eh, what's up; the cops gonna take me in or something?"
"Not even, but we are going to be evicted." Mei-Zhen explained.
"Yeah, we uh, got our neighbors all mad and shit because of stated, distasteful and lewd behavior." Mei-Hua added, planting a peck on my cheek.
"Forgot we signed a morals clause when we moved in here with these fossils; no gentlemen callers and loud disruptive behavior." My guilt kicked in as I tried to sit up, but they pushed me back down on the mattress.
"Don't worry about us; that old biddy is going to have to return our sizable deposit and the six months of rent we already paid a couple of weeks ago."
"Uh, okay." Both sisters glanced at each other making me nervous as they giggled before planting a series of kisses on my lips and pecks.
"What is it?" I knew something was up.
"Well we were talking it over and Mei-Zhen had like, this REALLY GOOD IDEA, right sis?!!" Mei-Zhen shook her head vigorously peppering me with kisses while her sister began stroking my cock with purpose.
"Oh yeah, and what's that, huh?" Mei-Hua started nibbling my earlobe, while her sister Mei-Zhen's pointer finger traced my nipple making it stand up before sucking on it. My balls were cupped underneath and playfully rolled with me being able to tell which girl was touching me.
"We uhm, were looking at some condos while you've been sleeping it off the last two hours..." Mei-Zhen peevishly explained.
"MOVE IN WITH US!!" Mei-Hua blurted out earning a slap to the side of the head from her sister. My eyes widened at the prospect, glancing between their identical faces pondering what was being suggested. I half snickered as both girls shook their heads vigorously prodding me to accept.
"NOOOOOO!! YOU-You two will KILL ME in SIX MONTHS!! I'll be dead from exhaustion; all the CONSTANT SEX and uh-SEX!! OOOOHHHH NOOOO!!" I shook my head declining as they leaned in laughing at my faux panic.
"Ah, come on and reconsider; think about it." Mei-Hua replied.
"Yeah, imagine coming home to a cute Chinese girl with all this body; all this ASS, just for you." Mei-Zhen added finishing her sister's thought.
"TIMES TWO-JUST FOR YOU!!" Both added simultaneously, giggling.
"Sounds great, but I don't want to be in a wheelchair when I graduate." The twins burst into laughter over my prone figure making me feel like a goof. I thought maybe they were joking the whole time the duo got off the bed pulling me into a sitting position as they stood.
"Check it out, we just want you to consider it...for like, a few seconds."
The twins turned their backs to me placing their hands on the wall like they were being arrested. Both Mei's began twerking and loudly clapping their huge pear shaped cheeks loudly in perfect synchronicity. It almost seemed like they practiced before waking me up as I sat enthralled by the performance. I almost seemed to get lost in the sight itself before my body reacted involuntarily. A thick rope of semen exploded from the head of my cock plastering Mei-Zhen's cheeks dead center. Before the other could say anything, I hit her with a few blasts that were just as powerful. Both of them found this hilarious as well as Mei-Zhen looked over her shoulder at the mess I made just watching both of them.
"Looks like a yes to me." Mei-Hua laughed as I fell back on the bed staring up at the ceiling.
THE END
**SIX MONTHS LATER**
I was laying on the couch in the living room of our condo while my girlfriends were out on a modeling shoot at the adjacent beach. I wanted to go out of concern, but Mei-Zhen assured me they would have security at the isolated grotto location. So, I had my whole day planned out catching up on some ball games and schoolwork before finally lazing on the couch. The only other thing on my itinerary had been left by the girls as they were leaving. A long lost friend who'd contacted them through social media was coming to visit for the week and they wanted me to take care of her putting her bags in the guest room. Mei-Hua informed me that "Edna" was aware of my ethnicity beforehand so there shouldn't be any racial shenanigans, but I was still kind of uneasy. Mei-Zhen reiterated that nothing would change about our sleeping arrangement even though her friend was present. I was watching a sports news network about to doze when some incessant knocking roused me from my slumber. Before I could even get off the plush couch, the knocking became loud enough to irritate me.



"HOLD YOUR HORSES!!" Still the knocking continued as I made it to the door.
The annoying knocking continued until I snatched the door open finding this diminutive Asian woman standing there with her raised fist caught mid-knock. She couldn't have been more than four eleven in height, extremely nerdy in appearance. She was wearing a very conservative button down suit with an ascot about her neck leaving everything to the imagination. Her narrow oval shaped face was adorned with these butterfly styled glasses that gave her dour appearance an almost insectoid quality diminishing her femininity even more than the rest of her attire.
"You could at least wait until I enter your flat before physically assessing me like the cretin you are; be a dear and grab my bag mouth breather." Her manner of speaking was loud and direct with a tinge of arrogance that left you reeling for lack of a better word.
Huānyíng lái dào wǒmen jiā méihuā héměi zhēn jiāng yú jīn wǎn wǎn xiē shíhòu fǎnhuí." I decided to greet her in her native language to let her know where I was coming from intellectually and partially to troll the little woman. I was glad I'd started learning some Chinese from my girlfriends.
"Bagaimana aneh, mereka telah mengajar ayam peliharaan mereka untuk berbicara." She replied in an unfamiliar language.
"Huh?"
"I'm Indonesian." I was instantly embarrassed noting the olive hue to her skin.
"I apologize."
"Huh?"
"Well obviously I bruised your ego by speaking to you in a dismissive manner causing you to act out in a petty attempt to assuage your bruised manhood."
"What?"
"Get my bags, chop chop." She shoved me to the side letting herself into my apartment looking around at my digs. Despite myself. I did her bidding gathering up her bags standing in the living room as she stared me down giving away no emotion.
"Well?"
"Well, what?"
"Where is my room, or am I bunking down here on the floor?" She motioned towards the carpet underlining her verbal abuse. I half considered tossing her out on her tiny ass but didn't want to upset the twins. I pushed past her to the guest room placing her things just inside the door. The door slammed shut the moment I stepped into the hallway. I stared back for a minute as I received a call which thankfully distracted me from this developing situation.
"Is she there; did Edna arrive already?" It was Mei-Zhen. I'd long acquired the ability to tell the twins apart at this point.
"Yeah she just arrived; she's something else. Why didn't you warn me about that?" I walked into the kitchen throwing a packet of popcorn into the microwave.
"Try to be nice; she's really sensitive."
"Yeah, I can tell." I said dripping sarcasm as my snack popped in the little appliance. I was intent to getting back to my day of doing nothing and ignoring the shit out of Edna.
"Don't be that way; just try to be nice and maybe you could show her around. She likes the beach and other, stuff."
"Are you kidding, she's a borderline sadist-verbally speaking anyway." Mei-Zhen chuckled at my assessment.
"Come on, have a heart; she just broke up with her boyfriend."
"Well where's that guy; I'll get Armin and we'll hang out with him; he needs a coming out party after dealing with her." Mei-Zhen burst into laughter, catching herself quickly.
"Look they're waving me over, tell you what; make sure Edna's happy and we'll make it up to you, promise; we have a deal?"
"No."
"Wouldn't you like to cross that final marker off on your list, huh?"
"Seriously?"
"I think I'm ready; but if Edna's all pissed off, we're not gonna have one moment of peace this week. Find a way to make her happy by any means necessary and I'll give you the key to my back door."
"Shit, for real?"
"Deal or not?" Mei-Zhen verbally dangled her amazing butt in front of me like an apple.
"Oh-kay."
She giggled mischievously into the phone before hanging up. I opened the refrigerator next to the counter as the bell sounded on the microwave. Visions of Mei-Zhen's huge ass bouncing on my junk lulled me into a more malleable mood regarding Edna, but she still presented a problem. I poured myself a premade daiquiri from the large pitcher left inside the fridge. Mei-Hua had recently begun bartending on the side as a hobby that sprouted from one of her modeling gigs. I took a good gulp of the drink soothing my nerves as I placed the pitcher back in the fridge closing the door. I snatched up the bowl intending to resume my perch until "Queen Edna" made her second appearance from the guest room.
"SHIT!!"
The liquor in my mouth sprayed out suddenly as my glass hit the floor. Popcorn flew everywhere all over the kitchen, falling like so much faux snow.
Edna's face and glasses were covered in my backwash as was her considerable cleavage. She apparently walked into the kitchen standing behind the open fridge door. Her height and relative silence made her invisible until I closed the door. She was wearing a white plaid bikini top and some black volleyball style shorts. From the neck down she had a figure that would bring most guys to their knees, well-proportioned despite her short stature. She'd let her sandy brown hair down which seemed to almost blend in with her light olive skin tone. Those volleyball shorts were riding high up on her hips which piqued my curiosity as it looked like she had been hiding a decent ass as well. I felt like the village idiot for the accident, freezing in place waiting for the next shoe to drop.
"47G-33-36; my measurements, for your information mouth breather." I snatched a roll of paper towels down handing Edna one. She almost snatched my hand off, wiping her face.
...to be continued?
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Perpetual slacker Shawn had been promised sex by his rich girlfriend Daisy if he could pass his final exam... Well, he failed and went over her house in an attempt to coerce her into sex anyway and ended up sleeping with her mother Mrs. Diane Hartford, a SMOKING HOT M.I.L.F!! Mrs. Hartford took his virginity and the couple was nearly caught by his girlfriend and her father!! Shawn found himself in a situation where he has been coerced/ seduced by three teachers!! Shawn discovered that his girlfriend was also cheating on him as well and has disappeared!!
Daisy Hartford has discovered that her mother and the teachers are old friends and sorority sisters who made a game out of messing up dim bulb Shawn's life.
What will happen next?!!
The morning sun rolled over the ocean and the beach was sparsely populated with a few surfers and a couple jogging with their dog. A nude little toddler was busy packing some sand into a small pail and when the toy bucket was full he picked up waddling down the beach. He was a cute little blonde haired scamp shakily walking five feet to dump the contents out onto a man lying asleep on his back in the sand.
"HEY, WHAT THE FU-?!!" Shawn was jolted from his sleep catching himself when he saw the smiling little kid. He couldn't be angry with the playful little boy who followed up this action swinging his toy pail into Shawn's temple.
"Give me that bucket little man." He gingerly took the pail from the small kid as he sat up looking ten feet over relieved to find his bike was still in the sand where he'd left it. Shawn noticed his Ducati was partially buried wondering if the kid had something to do with it. The little tike had his arms outstretched silently indicating that he wanted his bucket back.
"Next time you should get some water and pour it onto my face little dude." He handed the pail back and watched as the toddler ran towards the surf dipping his bucket in the water. The emerging sun's effect on the rippling water was amazing. He noticed something emerging from the ocean obscured by the sun's rays, little more than a silhouette.
It was a woman.
She slowly waded in towards the beach revealing more and more of herself as she reached the shore. Her skin shown like honey gold as she walked from the surf with a pronounced regal gait. She was without shadow of a doubt the most beautiful woman Shawn had ever seen. This vision of beauty was a goddess born of sunlight and sea foam, clear blue eyes and long flowing blond hair braided in Ghanaian styled braids replete with multicolored beads at the tips. This revelation was possessed of a perfect symmetrical face with crystal blue eyes over a thin nose and perfect lips. She was tall and possessed of womanly curves with pneumatic ample teardrop-shaped breasts, a beautiful flat tummy. Her arching hips created a sort of semi-circle on either side of her body and her sex was devoid of any hair.
She was nude.
"I'm sorry; is my son bothering you?" His mouth was agape at the sight of this goddess, innocently grinning revealing a perfect set of pearly whites. The toddler ran up flinging his gathered toy bucket of water in Shawn's face drenching him, also striking him with the toy pail.
"Uhm, no..."
"I'm sorry about that; Eros is an only child and I've been having some trouble socializing him with people as of late."
"It's okay, really." My face smarted from the plastic pail, but I wasn't going to complain. I didn't even know whether I was hallucinating or not. I couldn't keep my eyes off of her nude body finding it perfect in every way as her son kicked some clumps of dirt onto my calves.
"I am Nova, and you are?"
"Shawn uhm, that's my name Ms. Nova." I was wholly intimidated by this woman feeling like a little kid before her. She fondled one of her braids reaching over wiping some sand from my shoulder with a disarming smile.
"It's just Nova." She held her son Eros by his tiny hand not acknowledging that he was kicking at my leg while we spoke.
"Yes ma'am Ms. Nova; uhm sorry, Nova." She was giving me the once over staring up and down my body which made me feel lacking in some manner, I looked away at the surf as some birds probably seagulls, flew overhead landing on the water.
"So, that your bike over there?"
"Yeah, it's trashed; well, I wiped out last night." I felt a pang of sorrow for my trusty bike wondering if it was okay to drive.
"Are you, okay?" She asked still oblivious of her own nudity.
"Not really Miss; uhm, Nova." Daisy's face suddenly popped up in my mind's eye making me crestfallen. Nova reached out softly caressing my chin.
"Do you want to talk about it with me, Shawn?" I just stared at her face for a while unable to get over Nova's natural symmetry nature and beauty.
"Yeah." She smiled reaching out rubbing my forearm in a nurturing manner.
"Pull your bike over to the parking lot; I'll bring my ride around and pick you up."
"Sure, okay." Nova caressed my cheek again staring deep into my eyes which made me feel anxious and internally giddy. She picked up her child walking off as I stared. My eyes dipped low following her spine to what I considered a perfect ass outside of Diane Hartford, my ex-girlfriend's mother. Part of me wished Nova had been my first, instead of her. I struggled a bit dislodging my bike from the sand waking it over to the parking lot curb as a large yellow Hummer pulled aggressively up, almost too close for comfort. Nova was sitting behind the wheel smiling down at me putting my fears to rest.
"Need some help with your bike?"
"Huh?" I was just dumbfounded by her beauty.
"Help; putting up into my truck bed, Shawn?" Nova seemed amused by me, reaching over turning down her music.
"I'm good." This turned out to be a bold faced lie on my part as I nearly blew my back out struggling to get my Ducati into her truck bed before some bystanders assisted me, probably trying to get a closer look at the sun baked vision behind the wheel. Her son Eros was strapped into his baby seat, asleep. Through it all Nova never said a word or complained that I was taking too long before I managed to crawl into the passenger seat beside her. Nova had draped an Indian print styled poncho over her flawless figure. We were out on the freeway well on our way before she spoke again.
"I've got a friend who can fix your bike."
"Uhm, thanks Nova." I answered meekly as she glanced over at me with a reassuring smile. There was a beauty mark adjacent to her eye that caught my attention more than once.
"You seem nervous, repressed in some way, Shawn; is it me?" She addressed the elephant in the car making me face palm.
"I'm really sorry ma'am, uhm Nova; didn't mean to stare so much, but you're beautiful."
"Thank you Shawn."
"I didn't mean to stare so much."
"How old are you?"
"Eighteen, uhm I graduate this year, or I was."
"That doesn't sound very good, Shawn."
"I tried really hard, studied and everything; but in the end it didn't mean anything. I just flopped when it came down to it; none of this would've happened if I hadn't been shooting my mouth off, but Ms. Oderkirk had it in for me anyway." I opened up feeling I had nothing to lose with Nova.
"How so?"
"She got mad cause I was talking about boning, uh making love to my girlfriend Daisy Hartford. At least that was what I was gonna do if I hadn't failed that test. I ended up having to go to school over spring break because of it; that shit ruined my life."
"Baby on board." She reminded me that her child was asleep in his car seat.
"Sorry."
"How did it ruin your life?"
"Uhm well, I was supposed to take some classes and stuff with a makeup test at the end of the week. Mrs. Oderkirk didn't wanna teach me nothing; she had other stuff on her mind." I shuddered remembering how I'd been molested, ending up sleeping with my teacher.
"Sex?"
"Well uhm, yeah; she's real pretty and stuff, but it was kind of wrong. She's kind of blackmailing me about us doing it and all."
"How's that?"
"I slipped up and told her I slept with Diane."
"Diane?"
"Diane Hartford, my girlfriend's mom." The hummer suddenly skidded to a stop just as we were pulling off the freeway. I had to catch myself from crashing into the dashboard, making sure to buckle the seat belt once the car came to a full stop. Nova checked the rear view mirror finding her son still fast asleep before regarding me.
"Sorry, I don't drive all that often; this is my turn off to my home. Hope I didn't startle you, Shawn."
"Oh, I uhm, thought I surprised you."
"No, sometimes I miss the exit when I drive back from the beach; so, what's it like being with a girl and her mother, Shawn?"
"I was never actually with Daisy, in that way. Doesn't really matter anyway because she cheated on me with some college guy."
"You never slept with your girlfriend?"
"We fooled around and stuff, but we were supposed to really, do it, after I passed my test. Diane-uhm, she was kind of there when I went over one day, and we ended up doing it. One moment we were talking about Daisy, the next we were "doing it" on her glass coffee table."
"Sounds hot."
"Oh yeah it was; we did it like two times and then I ended up with Mrs. Oderkirk and Mrs. Bryant."
"Mrs. Bryant?"
"Gym teacher; she's kind of mean but I think she's better than Mrs. Oderkirk and Diane."
"Why's that, Shawn?" We were driving down a side road as I noticed a gated trailer park community adjacent to my passenger side window.
"I don't know really; just seems like's she's more honest than the other two."
"Shawn, can I ask you a question?"
"Sure?"
"Are you sure this didn't all occur, inside your head?" I looked over at her finding the same realized demeanor as we turned into the gated entrance of a trailer park at the end of the long stretch of road we were traversing.
"Yeah." Nova looked over for a minute as we drove into the trailer park. It was it's own little world with all of the different units approximating this cozy kind of neighborhood, each displaying its own identity. Most of the occupants that I saw as we drove down the main road were elderly people, probably retirees, while more than once I noticed bikers all wearing the same colors. These guys looked ragged and hard with a lot of the guys sporting long flowing beards and unkempt hair. I figured they were all part of the same club congregating together in this community. Nova slowed down as one really tall guy walked up to the drivers side window as she rolled it down regarding him casually. His eyes were hidden behind mirror shades while his pockmarked skin made him look dangerous to me. The guy peered inside looking directly at me for a few seconds before she spoke.
"Can I help you with something, Monk?"
"Nothing at all, I guess; it's been quiet all afternoon." He scratched his head with a wry smile on his face, still looking at my face. Nova reached over covering my hand with her own which made me nervous considering I didn't know their relationship.
"Good day, then." She didn't respond rolling the window up as she continued onward. Nova looked over noticing my visible anxiety but didn't say anything. I noticed we were approaching the end of the makeshift block apparent from a large beige colored brick wall. Several bikers were sitting there congregating while some loud sounding rock music wafted through the air. Nova turned down her own radio staring at the group with a mild frown before turning to me.
"Go tell them to turn down their music; Eros is still sleeping, and I'd like to keep it that way."
"I-really don't think that would be a good idea, Nova."
"They're going to wake my baby."
"I don't know."
"Please Shawn, he's already stirring; I'll never get him back to sleep until the middle of the night if he gets up right now." I reluctantly nodded hoping the men sitting on their bikes were reasonable. Nova opened the door for me from her driver side window, waiting. I slowly climbed out of the hummer regretting it as soon as my feet touched the ground. Nova sat relaxed in her seat checking a phone she kept on her dashboard. I shrugged my shoulders to no one in particular trudging cautiously off towards the bikers in front of the hummer. The moment I cleared the vehicle all of the assembled men were watching my approach with one guy dismounting from his Harley wrapping a chain around his fist. I backed off as another morbidly obese guy dismounted tapping his friend who waved me off dismissively.
"Uhm, oh-OOOHHHHH SHIT!!" Out the peripheral side of my right eye, another biker was already swinging a metal rod that just barely missed my head. I stumbled backward nearly falling over.
"FUCK YOU WANT LONG HAIR?!!" The guy was still measuring the metal rod in his hand likely considering another swing at my head.
"Uhm, I was asked to-politely ask you gentlemen to-turn your music down." I half mumbled finally stumbling on the blackened concrete afraid I was about to be destroyed.
"WHO ASKS, SOY BOY?!!"
"Uhm, very politely and kindly uh, your neighbor there in the hummer, Nova." The tough glanced over at the hummer for a few seconds before making a cutthroat sign across his neck as the music ceased instantly. He walked away with the makeshift club across his shoulder meeting up with the rest of the group who were laughing and drinking. I felt like the biggest pussy in the entire world as I stood up walking back over to the hummer, hands stuffed in my pockets. Nova was already out walking around the side with a small purse slung across her shoulder.
"Are you okay; did you get hurt?"
"Only my pride." She laughed reaching out rubbing my back attempting to sooth my bruised ego. I still felt like a loser as thoughts of Daisy's tryst with one Chad Bostwick came to mine. I wished I could get one of these bikers to pay him a visit feeling shamed even at the thought.
"Well, I have something inside that will fix that." Nova walked over a pole topped with her mailbox peering inside before glancing around with a noticeable frown.
"What is it; are you okay?"
"I was expecting some money from Eros' father."
"Sorry."
"He's coming over to pick up Eros later; we'll hash it out. So Shawn, you look like a man in need of a meal. I'll get started; can you bring my son inside? His room is the first door on the right."
She didn't wait for me to answer opening the screen door disappearing inside. I didn't have a problem removing the small child soundly sleeping from his seat managing to carry him into the trailer which was larger than it appeared from the outset. The furniture made the living room seem smaller than it was with a large flat screen television mounted on the wall over a fish tank center placed between two stocked miniature bookcases. Some of the stuff there looked secondhand as I carried Eros into the corridor noticing two large RC toy cars left there almost stepping on one. The kid's room was stuffed to the gills with all manner of toys, a bunk bed, several game consoles also equipped with its own wall mounted flat screen television. I had to kick some errant boxes just to get the little tike into his bed.
"Shawn, come on back here to the kitchen." Nova called just down the corridor.
I stepped out into the corridor finding her at the end of it holding several lit incense fanning the fragrant fumes about as she flashed me an inviting smile. Her torso was covered with a multicolored halter top that made her breasts look like they were going to burst free of the material. I though she was wearing some form fitting yellow boy shorts, but the bottoms turned out to be old school gym shorts several sizes small. The almost sun baked golden hue of her skin caught the sunlight filtering into her home from a small shuttered window in the kitchen. Nova met me at the entrance of the corridor placing a hand lightly on my chest.
"You're all caked up with sand from sleeping on the beach; loose the clothes." She planted the incense in a crude hole in the door frame before going after the windbreaker I was wearing pulling it over my head leaving me in a tank top and board shorts. I didn't know what to make of it as she relieved me of the tank top too.
"Uhm, Nova I don't know..." Things were moving a little fast, but I wasn't complaining as she unsnapped my board shorts.
"My washing machine is out back, let me have everything so that I can take care of it for you, Shawn."
"Sure, but this seems a little..." Nova leaned against the counter waiting to hear what I had to say, but my words trailed off under her gaze.
"Oh, I'm so sorry if I offended you Shawn; nudity is no big thing around here. Maybe this will make you feel at ease." She slid out of the yellow gym shorts giving me another look at her shaved muff before stepping back a few feet turning her butt in my direction. Nova's hard tan lines left no doubt that she usually wore a thong when she did favor some form of clothing.
"Whoa." Nova looked over her shoulder with a soft smile before turning with her halter partially undone. Her breasts sloped from her chest impressively topped with erect nipples.
"36E-27-44, five foot seven and a half feet of height, a natural blonde; sorry but I like to keep my weight close to the vest, Shawn." One of her hands was playfully fondling her right breast pinching and rolling the nipple as she casually spoke.
"Uhm, why did you tell me all that?" Nova giggled rubbing my arm for a few seconds.
"I wanted you to give you something and since you've been checking me out since we met; I thought I'd fill in some blanks for you. Usually I prefer going about my home nude, but I didn't want to make a bad impression."
"That's impossible, you're a goddess." I said without thinking before face palming as she laughed.
"Why thank you, Shawn; let's loose the pants." I was extremely hard and would've been tenting my pants if it wasn't for my posture as I stood there with both hands hiding it from her view. Nova didn't wait drawing my zipper down simultaneously kneeling talking away my pants and underwear. There was no way I could hide my throbbing erection which was partially visible behind my hands. Nova glanced at my hands before moving them apart staring at my cock. Unexpectedly she used a finger to thump it before standing with an infectious, joyful laugh.
"Ah shit."
"It's okay, but I'd prefer it if you didn't do anything here in my kitchen; follow me outside into the backyard." Nova folded my clothing over her forearm leading me out a narrow backdoor into her back yard. I'd noticed a curtain on the opposite side of her kitchen which indicated that her trailer was actually made up of two units and this was confirmed when we moved out to the enclosed yard. The area was bordered on all sides with a large wooden plank fence that had to be over eight feet in height on either side of me while a large storage shed was facing me along with a tall metal link fence that led to a back alley. Nova let me take it all in while taking a set of keys down that were hanging on a hook out side her trailer. She disappeared into the shed returning pushing one of those old vintage washing machines.
"I like to blend the old and new in all aspects of my life, Shawn; so, some things I use are a responsibility to the environment and the planet at large. It's important to manage our carbon footprint on the earth, wouldn't you agree?"
"Sure, I guess." Nova didn't say anything but stopped what she was doing for a few seconds taking in my easy answer.
"In case you hadn't figured it out, I'm sort of an earth mother and I like harmony in all things that I do. Let's get you cleaned up, Shawn." In a few seconds she went back inside the she'd returning with a large metal tub that she had to roll out of the storage unit.
"You remind me of my Uncle a little bit ma'am, uhm Nova."



"How so?"
"He says sort of the same kind of stuff; he's cool like that and smokes a lot of weed. Uhm, I mean it's for medicinal use of course, Nova." I was embarrassed feeling like I had to explain my statement, but she just smiled while pulling an intertwined hose from the side of the trailer.
"Shawn, do you smoke?"
"Yeah I like to do a bowl if you get my drift." There was some kind of rectangular object attached to the end of the hose with the spray nozzle that Nova fiddled with finally getting it to work filling the tub. I looked around feeling odd in spite of my nudity before she noticed.
"This little invention makes perfect bath water for my tub, here."
"This is your tub?"
"Sure, I probably could've put one in the house, but it saves room that I use for other things. Don't worry, I have a functional bathroom, two in each side of my trailers, here."
"That's interesting." Nova walked over to a little shelf by the fence as I looked around noticing a wide variety of plants and little potted trees. There was a rock garden on the far side of the yard which looked meticulously planned. Nova returned with a bucket hanging from an arm. There was no doubt about the "Earth Mother" aspect she'd spoke of as she returned with a clear bottle spraying some liquid into the tub.
"This is an Aloe Vera blend of my own design which is great for the skin. It has other properties that are good for the body as well. Come on Shawn, get in the bath; I'll wash you." She helped me into the tub holding on firmly until I managed to have a seat. My legs dangled over the edge of the metal tub as she knelt beside it removing a large sponge from the bucket.
"So, are you an inventor or something?"
"Sure, I guess you could put it that way in general terms. I like to think that I make things the world needs, Shawn. How's the water?" She had begun washing me making me feel like her child or something. I struggled to hide my erection as her breasts rubbed up against my arm.
"It's fine, perfect Nova."
"It took a while to get the mix right; but I like being able to take a bath with no adjustment period. That coupled with my soaps make this a potent relaxation ideal for stress relief. Are you feeling better, Shawn; this should help you manage the stress."
"Thanks." She went to wash my crotch area, but I still tried to hide my erection; Nova glanced at my tumescence.
"Shawn, would you like me to touch you?" The question made my heart thump in my chest, hard. Before I could answer, the sound of her child Eros crying interrupted us. She left the sponge in the bath water going to check on her son leaving me to finish up. I beat myself up on the inside for being so intimidated by Nova even though I'd recently engaged in sex with four women. None of them complained about anything, but I had to admit the older women I'd slept with were in charge from the start leaving me conflicted. It felt strange meeting this new woman who seemed more than willing to sleep with me, but she was definitely in charge of the situation. I finished washing up as Nova appeared with a kimono and towels draped over her arm.
"I've got to make Eros a snack; maybe we can talk later; I thought you'd be more relaxed if you ejaculated, sorry."
"No, I'm sorry for being all nervous and stuff; you're just so pretty and all."
"I'm going to leave this some drying towels and a robe; come on inside when you finish bathing." She instructed before going over to the washing machine starting the wash. Nova disappeared inside again leaving me to bathe and ponder everything that occurred since spring break began. A couple of times my thoughts flowed to Daisy getting screwed by that Chad Bostwick guy. There was no way I could un-see that big guy utterly smashing her box into oblivion. The memory made me cringe filling me with rage and sadness realizing I'd cheated first. I finished up drying off in the back yard quickly covering myself with the kimono starting back inside wanting to run from the recurring memory.
"Feeling a little bit better, Shawn?" Nova was cooking up some fajitas on a hot plate on her counter. The smell made my stomach growl as I looked over finding Eros in his high chair. There was a wealth of food in front of the toddler, but he seemed content just drinking from his plastic baby cup as Nova poured me a tumbler of juice.
"Have some of this; I squeezed it myself this morning." The mix was potent but incredibly sweet as my gaze was drawn to the heavy curtain separating the rest of the trailer.
"Shawn, you said you like to smoke a bowl, right?"
"Yeah, nothing takes the edge off like a good joint." Nova handed me a plate with three distinctly different fajitas on it. She made a second plate of some brown rice and beans placed it on the counter before filling my cup again.
"There's something I'd like you to do for me, if you don't mind."
"Yeah?" Nova walked over drawing the curtain back revealing the hidden side of her home.
"Is that what I think it is, Nova?" I found myself staring at a hydroponic garden dedicated to growing weed that extended for the length of the trailer in which it was situated. It was well kept and clean as I stepped inside taking in the aroma, truly finding heaven. Nova followed me inside watching my reaction to her setup.
"I'm growing several strains here, my own personal blends; would you please test out a few?"
"Hell yeah!"
"Baby." Nova reminded again as Eros' baby cup suddenly bounced off the back of my head. That thick plastic cup kind of hurt as Nova walked over to her cabinet retrieving a similar cup from its confines filling it for her son. I retrieved the cup as Eros tossed some food from his high chair onto my kimono. His mother leaned in whispering in his ear before giving him a kiss on the forehead which made the tike smile happily.
Hey, I'll roll a few flavors for you; take Eros to his room. You game Shawn; Eros has a lot of consoles, maybe you could watch him a little while I prepare some of my wares for you?"
"Sure ma'am, uhm Nova." Eros kicked at me when I went to pick him up out of the high chair. Once his little feet were on the floor, the toddler took my hand leading me to his cluttered room. He seemed proud of his toy collection handing me a number of toy cars and some action figures. This proved problematic as he continued stacking the toys in my arms.
"Man, you've got everything little guy; your mom really loves you." Much like his mother, Eros didn't respond verbally at all making me wonder if her was mute. Eros booted up one of his game consoles which actually looked like a computer hard drive that should have given a kid trouble, but he managed to boot up a sports game before presenting me with a set of VR-Shades. I still had a handful of his toys, but the toddler knocking them out of my hands wanting me to put the shades on as we both squatted down in front of his television. He nudged me in the side wanting me to play.
"Okay, I don't really do this much, if at all Eros." He continued prodding me until I was playing the game with modest success. Eros was content to watch me play as I started getting into the mechanics of the game eventually losing myself.
"EROS!!" I was jolted out of the game finding myself looking down the barrel of a gun. Nova reached inside the room snatching the weapon away also pulling her son out of view. I couldn't believe how close I'd come staring from the screen to the doorframe. I could hear Nova whispering to her son before he started bawling.
"Po-Po!!" The kid cried making the first verbal utterance since we'd met on the beach.
"No son, Shawn is not the po-po; you're on time out mister; now march into the kitchen and face the wall." I was blown away by her casual scolding of her child who'd nearly committed a murder. I figured it was time to hit the streets back home stepping into the hallway. Nova was at the end of the corridor watching her son who was sitting in a small chair facing the wall. His sobs filled the house until she handed him what looked like a granola bar. I figured I'd slip out turning to find another surprise in the person of this massive biker staring at me through the screen door. He looked like a wild man with a full mane of shaggy hair along with equally thick mustache and beard that extended down hiding his neck. He was wearing some sunglasses as he tried the door repeatedly before regarding me.
"Little help here, homes?" He sounded Hispanic but I couldn't tell as I nodded my head in the negative, frightened.
"Come on bro; open the door, please." I was petrified thinking he could rip the door off if he so chose. I wondered if this was Eros' father alerted to the distressed dries of his son.
"Oh, hey Angel!" Nova squeezed past me opening the door for the biker who never took his eyes off me as he stepped inside. They embraced in a deep hug with Nova showing more emotion than I'd noticed before. My heart leapt into my throat as he walked up bumping chests with me, almost knocking me over. This guy was a veritable man mountain with a huge pot belly that was partially visible from the bottom of the tattered Von Dutch wife beater he wore along with his leather vest. My eyes went to the innumerable patches sewn onto his leather vest. The stench of weed and cigarette smoke was omnipresent on his person.
"Man, you are so rude."
"He didn't mean it; Eros nearly shot him while they were playing in his room." Nova explained as his features softened upon hearing her explanation.
"Damn, that's fucked up." Angel laughed like the kid was playing a prank or something.
"Language!"
"Oh, I'm sorry about that; hey man, you good?" Angel offered his hand pulling me into a deep, uncomfortable hug when I took it. This guy was powerful leaving no doubt he could destroy me with very little effort.
"I'm fine."
"Probably shit your pants, huh?" Angel laughed some more before Nova reached up pinching his ear.
"Angel, my son is sitting right at the end of the corridor; please respect my house."
She pulled the shades from his face looking stern faced as he shook his head. Her phone started ringing on the kitchen counter. I noticed it was plugged into a portable battery as she released his ear placing his shades in her cleavage.
"Hey, you know how I get sometimes, right Nova?" It was his way of apologizing.
"Sure, go get Shawn's bike and tune it up for me, please." The man mountain offered his fist to me doing a bump before leaving the house. A few seconds later, I saw him walk by with my bike under his arm like it weighed nothing. Anxiety crept in as I wondered if I'd ever see my Ducati again. Nova was in the kitchen talking on the phone, her conversation drowned out as several bikers sped up and down the street outside the trailer. It seemed like they were racing or something as a few elderly neighbors watched and commented.
"Shawn, come on back." Nova was standing by the kitchen counter waiting. I found a number of rolled joints on a plate. I picked up one detecting what seemed like a sort of pineapple scent running it under my nose.
"Smells good."
"I hope you enjoy these; I just got a text that Eros' father just drove inside the gate."
"Angel's not his father?"
"Of course not, watch my son while I work things out with Greg about the money he owes me."
"Maybe, you could take him to court." I
offered feeling stupid for offering an unsolicited opinion, but Nova smiled wryly pinching my cheek. She glanced over making sure Eros wasn't watching before giving me a light kiss. The sound of the bikes seemed to get louder and louder as my eyes followed the sway of her full ass as Nova opened the screen door stepping out on her porch to wait for her ex. I examined a few more of the joints unsure if I should light one glancing out the small kitchen window noticing that two sets of bikers were parked on either side of the street in sets of two. Their choppers were pointed in the direction of Nova's trailer giving me the impression they were waiting for something. While I was contemplating the situation, a Prius appeared gradually approaching followed closely by a hog flanked by two bikes driven by some scary looking dudes. I glanced over towards the screen door finding Nova pulling up the heavy door with a smile. She apparently didn't want me seeing her interaction with Eros father, Greg.
"Daddy here." The toddler commented still facing the wall.
I resisted the urge to ask if his dad were a biker as some noise right below the window disturbed me. I peer over the ledge finding some guys walking by, also bikers going towards the front of the trailer. The hair on the back of my neck and forearms stood up. I didn't know what was going on, but I was glad I wasn't Greg. I heard some more noise, a little muted this time finding my gaze looking down at the plate containing the assorted joints. Eros silently hummed to himself still chomping on his treat. The situation was surreal as I Billy Idol's "Eyes without a Face" played a few doors over providing an unlikely soundtrack to the proceedings. I was starting to get scared noticing more activity out on the street from the window as the bikers jostled and horse played.
"Shawn?" I found Nova staring at me from the now open front door, still serenely calm.
"Uhm, yeah?"
"Bring my son to me." Eros was already standing at my side offering his hand. I walked the little tike up to the front room as she stepped inside picking him up.
"Eros, you have fun with your father; tell Shawn goodbye." She kissed one of his pudgy cheeks as the toddler wrapped his arms around her neck laying his head on her shoulder.
"Bye Shawn; we play again."
"Sure no problem little man." Eros made a gun gesture at me as his mother carried him out onto the porch. I took the opportunity to glance outside watching Nova place her son in the child seat of the light blue Prius giving him another kiss on the cheek. Greg was facing away from my direction outside the driver's side of the car with good reason. At least six bikers were surrounding him on all sides as Nova closed the car door walking around the back of the hatchback as some of the men parted letting her through. She gave him a deep hug appearing to whisper something in his ear before kissing him on the forehead. The guy had a head full of curly blonde hair finally giving me a glimpse of his face as the bikers took a few steps back allowing him to get behind the wheel. He stared over at me for a few seconds looking like he'd just gone through the five stages of grief. The car slowly backed up, carefully pulling away only to be followed out by the three choppers as it left. I found Nova glancing at me waving her hand dismissively telling me to close the heavy door.
"Shit, that's fucked up."
I sat on the couch worried about what would happen next realizing that my clothes were currently being washed in her backyard. She had my wallet, keys and phone too while Angel already took my bike away somewhere. I set the plate down on her coffee table trying to figure out if I should just hoof it out of there when Nova opened the door smiling at me before closing and locking it behind herself. She walked over having a seat beside me, still looking serenely relaxed. It felt like she was inspecting me as her arm rested on the back of the couch. Nova glanced out the window watching the remaining bikers pull off before she regarded me.
"Shawn, I'd like to apologize for scaring you just now."
"I'm-not scared." I was terrified.
"Of course you are; but I'd like to offer that you're taking things out of context here. I'm not going to explain my personal life, but I want to help you out with your problem."
"My problem?" I didn't look at her letting my eyes go to the coffee table finding a book there that read "Why Can't Women Have a Junior?" which sounded stupid as all get out. Nova reached down pulling a lighter from under the coffee table lighting one of the joints.
"You are a pushover." She took a few puffs before offering me the joint.
"I'm not a pushover." I replied after an exceptionally long drag to steel my nerves.
"Sure you are, Shawn; tell me about having sex with your girlfriend's mother. How'd that happen?" Nova leaned forward resting her elbows on her knees, listening.
"Well, I went over Daisy's house thinking we were going to sleep together, but she was gone, and Diane was there. She wanted to know if I was boning, uh sleeping with her daughter. Thing kind of went sideways while we were talking, Diane kind of got me to go down on her and from there..." I took several drags recounting the story of my deflowerment understanding how cringey it sounded.
"So, you fucked her; what's she look like?"
"Platinum blonde, fucking hot, all legs and ass, too." The joint was having somewhat of an effect on me.
"Is that right; what's her name again?"
"Diane Hartford, Daisy's her kid; uhm daughter that I was kind of dating."
"Yeah, why didn't you fuck Daisy?" she asked taking the joint back with a finishing drag on it as I blatantly stared at her boobs which looked awesome squeezed together in the multicolored halter. They looked shiny from sweat, I was perspiring a little too.
"We were gonna do it after I passed the test, but I failed. So, she was mad and shit; that's why I went over her house that day. She was gone with her dad, so I ended up screwing Diane."
"How'd those other people get involved, the teachers?"
"Mrs. Oderkirk was my teacher already; I was failing her class and Daisy was her star pupil, so she was mad at me for wanting to uhm, have sex with her star pupil. I guess it's fucking elementary that Wendy, uhm Coach Bryant is, her coach and shit. "Nova lit up another joint passing it to me without taking a drag.
"Sounds shady to me; you're a pushover, though." Level 42's "Something about You" was playing outside as I took several drags on the doobie.
"Shady?"
"Yeah, you get lucky with this Diane and then luck into sex with two teachers right afterwards? Shawn, you're a cute guy and all, but a dim bulb only works a few times before it goes out. Doesn't this seem like too much of a coincidence?" I barely registered a word she said, still checking out her rack and bare thighs.
"It happened."
"Yeah, I'm sure it did; excuse me for a moment." Nova got up leaving the room for a few moments returning with a laptop. I 'd smoked the joint down to a roach watching as she opened the laptop typing away. There was something a little different about her, a little more intense as she regarded me.
"Diane Harford?"
"Huh?"
"The mother; your girlfriend's mother is Diane Hartford, right?" I nodded as she continued momentarily distracted as some bikers sped by the house loudly racing.
"Sophia Oderkirk and Wendy Bryant, the girl's teachers, right?" She asked ten minutes later.
"Yeah, what's up, Nova?"
"Well Shawn; looks like you got fucked more ways than the obvious, kid. "She turned the laptop towards me as I leaned forward staring at some photos posted online. Diane, Sophie and Wendy were all posing together in a number of pictures on the screen. There was even an old photo that looked like them in college together.
"What the fuck is this, sorry shit?!"
"They're sorority sisters, Shawn; it was a setup from the beginning. I have uhm, private eye credentials which allows me access to a number of online outlets. This is pretty fucked up man; you may not have even failed that test." The weight of the situation came crashing down on me right there on that couch.
"What the fuck, Nova; they screwed up my relationship on purpose!!"
"Calm down, what're you going to do about it; you must be pretty mad at Daisy, huh?"
"HUH-WHAT?!!"
"Don't you think she didn't know what was going down; she probably knows they're all friends. Shawn, they are sorority sisters from back in the day, get a clue." Nova closed the laptop computer placing on the side of the couch before lighting up another joint. I was floored by the revelation as well as Daisy's likely involvement. She took a kneeling position on the couch beside me, making me feel small under her gaze.



"Man, I don't know what to do; what would you do?"
"I can't answer that question, it's your world, your problem, Shawn. None of this would've happened if you weren't predisposed to older women." Nova took another hit on the joint keeping it to herself as she stared at my face.
"What's that mean; predisposed?"
"You respond to older women in a submissive manner, it's obvious. Since we met today, I've given you several direct orders which you followed with barely a question. I know how to spot submissive people, Shawn; it's one of my talents."
"Are you a shrink?" She passed the doobie over blowing some of the exotic smelling weed in my face.
"No, it kind of comes in handy, in my business. I like to be three steps ahead of everybody, Shawn."
"Are you a private detective; I mean, because of the computer thing." Nova laughed, half coughing at my question before gathering herself.
"I have connections that gave me the clearance; but no Shawn; I'm a private vendor. You're smoking one of my products right now; like it?" I took a deep drag before passing the joint to her.
"Ma'am, this is some bomb ass shit if I do say so myself; and I do. Nova, I'd love to try some of your other products, too."
"Careful what you wish for, Shawn."
"Huh?" Nova leaned forward putting the roach out in an ashtray.
"I'm tired of this fucking cat and mouse thing we've got going on all day; Shawn, I want to find out why those women were passing you around like these joints we were just smoking." Nova reached back untying her halter freeing her large breasts. They hung right in front of my face topped with thick, pencil eraser sized nipples that I ached to take between my lips. Nova seemed to read my mind cradling my head so that I could nurse on her tits. The taste of her sweat was a salty affair mixed with lingering scents from all of the weed smoked during our conversation. I didn't move, not because I didn't want to, but because I was still in awe of her womanhood. She was at once motherly and fierce like a lioness simultaneously. Nova swung a leg over my lap straddling me facing her living room window allowing me to suckle both of her breasts. My cock was rigid beyond belief poking through the kimono pressing against her mound. Her hand suddenly yanked back on my scalp roughly allowing me to look up at her face.
"Open your mouth." She ordered pushing the tip of her right breast between my lips. I'd been lightly sucking and licking mostly the underside of tits because she'd mashed them against my face, almost smothering me in the process.
"Suck." I vacuumed my cheeks hard on the offered nipple getting a surprise as she quickly drew my head back.
"Yeah, I've been lactating since Eros was born; he doesn't seem to like my breast milk. What about you, Shawn?" She didn't allow me to answer redoubling her efforts, filling my mouth with her juicy breast.
Nova moaned rocking her hips in a sawing motion grinding my exposed cock with increasing urgency before letting me come up for air gasping. The other, neglected breast took its place as Nova squeezed the underside of it pumping the milk out. Nova's magnificent chest seemed to be her weak spot, so I reached up cupping both of her tits in my hands noticing the excessive milk dripping from her nipples. They were ponderous, filled with her essence as I squeezed eliciting a cry of excitement along with a face full of milky spray from this self-proclaimed earth mother. She covered my hands with her own giving me another burst before I took both of her nipples between my teeth nibbling and sucking. Once again, Nova roughly yanked my head backwards giving me a deep sensual kiss that seemed to go n forever.
The serpentine manner in which her tongue wrestled with my own had me really turned on as her hands entered the kimono rubbing and pinching my nipples. It was a weird feeling and new experience because I didn't know a guy could get turned on from having a woman play with his pecks. Nova seemed to be everywhere caressing and rubbing all over my upper half before her hands found my cock. She used both hands to stroke my erection creating this kind of hand tunnel that felt great. My balls were pressed against her crotch which felt incredibly hot. It was like somebody had flipped a switch as Nova became this wild, feral animal grinding hard on me while she made out like there was no tomorrow. My hands found a home on her curvy ass squeezing whole palm fulls as hard as I could. A few of me fingers grazed her slit happily discovering the sopping wetness there. Her butt was really soft with a kind of firmness to it none the less. She even stuck her tongue in my ear twirling it around until I squirmed.
"I learned that in Laos; Shawn, you're making me so fucking wet."
"Oh yeah Nova; I almost feel like I'm gonna cum." She was sawing her covered mound against the underside of my cock, feverishly.
"No before me." Nova broke contact standing up over me breathing heavily, she looked flushed form the intensity of the situation. My hands were guided to her hips to slide the gym shorts down her shapely legs as she stepped out of them one leg at a time. I was stricken by her innate sensual nature finding it hard to believe she even had a child save for the slight blemish on her perfect abdomen. It was a tiny scar barely visible except in close proximity to her nude body.
"Kiss it." Nova sounded feverish as I leaned forward peppering her mound with rabbit kisses before outright licking it altogether. Nova seemed impatient pushing me down flat on my back.
"I'm gonna sit on your fucking face, man!" I had a mouthful of pussy before I even realized what happened. Both of her knees were planted on either side of my head making it a fight or flight situation. Her musk was strong and intoxicating mixed with the scents from the buds we'd smoked and the constant burning of incense inside her home. Nova's thighs covered my ears as I licked and slurped to her delight. Her butt flattened out as she humped my face supporting her weight on her elbows.
"Eat my pussy, just like that!! Lick me fucking clean and suck on my little button!!"
She wedged her fingers down scratching my forehead in the process opening her sex revealing her clit, a potent target for me that set her off the second it was stimulated.
"Keep doing that shit; keep-keep it; oh shit!! AWWWW FAAWWWKK!!" The guttural gasping whine that erupted from her startled me as she climaxed hard, laboriously working her hips against my face until she crested. Nova got up completely flushed crimson with a gregarious smile fanning herself pacing a bit between the coffee table and the couch before speaking.
"Well Shawn, that-was something else; I'm gonna have to drain your fucking balls for making me cum like that." I didn't know what to say just watching her as I stroked my erection, desperate for more. Nova reached down grabbing a handful of my hair almost ripping some of it from my scalp as I was forced to crawl beside her on all fours into the short hallway. Nova stopped short leaning against the wall spreading her legs expectantly again.
"Do it some more; eat it real good again, Shawn." I obliged her burying my face between her thick, womanly thighs until she was satisfied enough to push open her bedroom door.
"Come on you little scamp; we're gonna do it, fucking doggystyle."
I followed her into her bedroom on all fours so hard that my cock was pointed straight downward at the floor which was covered in an ornate Persian rug. There was almost no furniture inside the room other than a large dresser, a sort of Asian themed altar low to the floor burning copious amounts of incense with a big, fluffy rounded ornate mattress as the centerpiece of her bedroom. Although minimal, the room was warm, intimate and cozy. Nova released my head crouch low crawling on all fours into the mattress. She arched her back presenting her full rounded buttocks, waving it around in front of my face. The slight clacking of her Ghanaian beads provided ambient sound in the room along with her labored breathing.
"Fuck me good, Shawn." Nova moaned reaching between her thighs fingering herself with three digits before spreading her opening letting me see the rich pinkness inside.
Her insides were gooey and tight as I went in balls deep reeling from the pulsing heat of her walls. Nova was so wet this juicy sound accompanied every thrust of my cock. Her hips were lush almost perfectly rounded emerging from her hips going into a straight line merging with her meaty thighs. This gave the sun baked MILF a showstopping figure, visual Viagra. Nova spread her legs wider on the fluffy mattress allowing me more leverage as my balls began slapping up against her clit, wildly. I knew she was older than me, not old enough to be my mom or anything but this woman knew her business dropping lower into mattress so that her butt rose higher as she bumped back against me. The rippling effect on her thick butt was incredible as she supported her weight on both elbows. It influenced my actions as I started insanely pounding her until she fell forward breaking the contact, turning to face me. My cock quickly rediscovered her sopping wet tightness up to the hilt as her breasts bounced and flopped. Nova offered both hands after she'd re-positioned herself on her back. I pulled her up into my lap as she locked her arms around my neck.
It took a minute, but I ended up sitting lotus style supporting her in my lap while her legs were tightly wrapped around my waist. Nova interlocked her heels in my lower back as she popped her hips, fucking the shit out of me as we made out. "Crazy" by Seal was playing off in the distance from that same trailer as we found a synergy of perfection working our hips in unison against one another. I was still heady and a little addled from the specialty weed we'd imbibed but held on fast cupping her generous backside until I couldn't take it any longer pushing Nova down on her back. Something got into me as I found my groove working and mashing down into her cunt like never before. Her legs rose in the air interlocking into my upper back as she drew me down into her waiting lips. It was like fucking on a cloud as we enjoyed one another to the fullest. My hands covered her breasts squeezing like crazy as torrents of her milk sprayed my chest and her abdomen. Nova eyes were closed tightly, her mouth hanging open as her nostrils flared signaling an impending climax.
"Yeah, that's right Shawn, do it; fill me up with your thick cum. Give me a big fucking load of your man milk." It was almost at a whisper right into my left ear as she twirled her tongue inside it before biting hard on the cartilage making me cry out. Nova's arms locked around my neck pulling me tighter against her body. Her cunt was snapping hard on the middle of my cock setting me off spectacularly. I started yelping like a wounded animal but soon screamed loudly as Nova pumped and rocked her hips milking me dry with her cunt until I was spent. All of my strength was sapped as I flopped down pinning Nova underneath my spent body. She rubbed and caressed my back giving me a peck on the cheek before rolling me over onto my back. The blonde goddess sat up drawing her knees into her chest looking whimsical at some though to which only she was privy.
"Oh my goddamn; that was-incredible." I offered truthfully as she played with one of her braids smiling down at me, contemplative.
Nova rolled backward on her back with her knees still folded deep in her chest raising her lower back off the floor. She did this for few minutes as I watched then sat upright again folding her legs into lotus position as she stretched cracking her back with a soft smile. She smiled for a few seconds biting her lower lip.
"How're you feeling Shawn; are you okay?"
"You totally thrashed me, but I'm good." My body felt like a dead weight and my flaccid penis was draped over a thigh, all but dead. Nova gingerly ran a finger over it making me yelp because it was still sensitive.
"I can't apologize for that; I like to do everything to the fullest, Shawn. That being said, not finished with you."
She got up leaving the room as her words hung in the air. I didn't know what to make of it thinking about how she'd taken care of me since we met. There was definitely something to her self-reference as an earth mother. She'd even took it upon herself to look into my problem revealing the nefariously fucked up con that'd been played on me. Then my thoughts went to the expression on her ex-husband's face before he was allowed to drive out of the trailer park with Eros.
"Have a treat." Nova appeared again with a saucer containing three chocolate brownies, setting it down beside me before leaving the room again. My eyes followed that incredible tan butt as she pulled the door up behind herself. I helped myself to a brownie still staring after her when I noticed a biker vest on the back of the door. It was the same kind as the other guys I'd seen earlier. Greg's expression and the protective actions made a little more sense now as I noticed something else behind it. There was a heavy industrial rectangular container on the floor. It looked military along with the object that drew my attention. Nova opened the door with some towels and another bucket, smiling warmly at me.
"Eat those brownies slowly, they're kind of loaded, babe."
"Uhm, yeah." I was still looking at the back of her door closing it as she noticed what I was looking at, turning to me with a hand on her hip.
"Shawn, what's up?"
"Oh nothing; that your husband's colors?"
"Of course not; Greg is a used car salesman two towns over. Those are my colors Shawn; I should think it would be obvious at this point." She looked at my face slightly concerned before looking back at her own biker vest and the other object.
"Before you ask, the weapon belongs to me as well; I love my M-60, Shawn. You know I got a discount when I bought it two years ago on the ammo. I like to keep a can or two in the house, but the other twenty boxes are in the shed." Nova knelt beside me washing my lower body and crotch with warm water.
"Uhm yeah, wow."
"It's okay to say you're scared; I wont hold it against you, babe. Especially after we bonded just now, Shawn."
"I'm not scared; lots of people collect guns."
"I don't consider my arsenal a collection; its more practical then anything. You should always think ahead and prepare for that possible eventuality." The casual tone of her explanation and revelation of other possible weapons took me for a loop.
"Arsenal?"
"I have over fifty different weapons around my property; that's not mentioning some of the rest the boys are holding for me. Shawn, lets enjoy the moment, catch the wave and forget about discoveries."
She chomped on a brownie reaching down softly playing with my cock. We both finished a brownie apiece leaving one of the plate which she picked up setting it outside of the rounded floor mattress.
Nova positioned herself sitting outside of my thigh still softly working my penis with her fist. I didn't know what to make of her at this point, only feeling that she was dangerous to some degree. It felt like I should've gotten out of there, but I remembered her associate Angel leaving with my bike.
"I thought about getting a gun one time."
"Yeah?"
"This guy, a football player was giving me some crap for being a stoner, I tried to talk back when he slugged me stupid; laying there on the ground, I thought it would've turned out different if I had a gun."
"You got what you deserved; a weapon is a serious responsibility not to be taken lightly. Every problem can't be resolved with brute force, you have to work all the angles, Shawn. You have to see every side of a situation and if using a gun is the only viable conclusion; you must respond with decisive force and firepower."
"Uhm, okay." I was definitely scared.
"Can you imagine the hole I could put in somebody's gut with the right kind of ammo in that M-60 Machine gun? Or what a point blank shot to the face from the Lupara I keep over the kitchen door could do while the target thinks they're negotiating, Shawn?"
"Oh shit." I let it slip out shooting a worried look at Nova who smirked playfully before handing me the last brownie as a concession. She was looking me directly in the eye collecting up the plate leaving the room again. The sound of several choppers rolling up the street added to the shock value of everything I'd learned in a few minutes of talking. I realized Nova hadn't really talking about herself since we met. I sat up wondering if I should just make a break for it as she returned giving me a disparaging look.
"Shit, you're fucking scared. I want you to admit it right now, Shawn."
"I admit it; I'm scared as shit."
"Why?"
"All of the stuff you said; don't you think that would scare somebody?"
"Have I done anything to hurt you in any way, Shawn?"
"No."
"Then what is there to be afraid of when a woman you're obviously attracted to wants to fuck your brains out?" She walked over while she was talking getting down beside me in a reclining position resting her chin on her fist. Nova looked awesome lying beside me almost posing for some invisible photographer.
"You're really beautiful ma'am; I've felt out of my league the whole time we've been together. You're perfect, know how to take care of a man and uh, a good mother, too. I almost didn't think you were real when you walked out of the ocean this morning. You are so beautiful, just like a goddess." I was absentmindedly stammering as she took it all in with no reaction.
"That's your problem Shawn; you too busy looking at the wrapper instead of what's inside. A trained eye could've sussed it out the minute we rolled inside the park, but you were so busy feeling sorry for yourself that you didn't notice. Think about what could have been averted if you were paying attention when Diane Hartford and her girls took you on a ride. Don't blame anybody else for your lack of sight and stupidity, Shawn." Nova was scolding me so casually, but my face unconsciously reacted to her verbal assessment of my character.
"You're right." I confessed barely above a whisper.
"So, you gonna take control of your life or what, Shawn?" There was still no real emotion in her voice.
"Uhm, yeah Nova." She suddenly got up on all fours kissing me on the lips, then using my shoulder to stand up offering a hand. Nova pulled me onto my feet lightly pulling me over to the little alter.
"I'm going to teach you a little something to do when things start going sideways."
"What is that?"
"Kneel." She motioned towards the altar setting off all kinds of internal alarms, but I did anyway. Nova knelt beside me with an encouraging smile clasping her hands beside me as if in prayer.
"Nam Myoho Renge Kyo; say it Shawn." She ordered softly glancing out the side of her eye at me.
"Nam Myoho Renge Kyo." I repeated.
"No close your eyes and chant it until you feel it deep in your bones, deep in your soul." Finally there was some hint of emotion in her voice that told of her belief in genuine yet mild terms. We both chanted the words together until I was doing it alone. I can't explain it but some of my troubles seemed to melt away with every repetition. Maybe it was the loaded brownies or something else, but I started feeling lighter before I realized she was behind me. Nova embraced me lovingly letting a finger tease one of my nipples. She'd started kissing the nape of my neck as I kept chanting not knowing if her actions were part of the process.
"Nam Myoho Renge Kyo." My voice shook and faltered as she fondled and stroked me back to full hardness before cupping my chin for a deep, soulful kiss. I was starting to get into when Nova broke contact as I opened my eyes finding her waiting in the fluffy mattress.



"Make love to me now, Shawn."
I crawled into her waiting arms as we merged together still silently chanting the words she'd given me. I was enthralled with this woman knowing it wasn't infatuation or even love. It just seemed as if she were this complete person unto herself and that what was good enough for her. She was living her life on her own terms and there wasn't anything going to get in the way. The room seemed to melt away around us, even the fluffy rounded mattress we were on as those loaded brownies took effect. My cock was so hard it felt like it would explode as I stabbed and plunged deep inside her wetness until I shot several thick ropes deep into her cunt while she cradled the back of my head while her other arm rested raised above her own head. I remember several deep kisses as we lost consciousness wrapped in one another's arms.
************************************************************************************
Some frenzied knocking woke me from a deep sleep as I looked around finding Nova gone, the expired incense leaving lazy wisps of multi-colored smoke in the air. I was nude covered in a thick sheen of sweat with a minor throbbing at the back of my skull. The door to her bedroom was cracked as I noticed the bikers vest and huge M-60 machine gun staring me in the face. Nova walked by giving me a quick glimpse. She was wearing a simple white t and nothing else going to answer the door as I stood.
"Nam Myoho Renge Kyo."
I mumbled to myself stumbling over to the bedroom door where I could make out some muted conversation. Ever cautious, I stuck my head out into the hall looking towards the living room. Nova was standing on the other side of the screen door deep in conversation with three bikers who all dwarfed her in size and girth. These guys looked scary dangerous as I realized my kimono was missing. She noticed me dismissing those guys with a wave of her hand opening the screen door as I dipped back inside. She appeared in front of me a few seconds later.
"I've got a bath waiting for you in the backyard; breakfast will be up in a minute." I went to leave but she pressed a hand in my chest.
We started making out while one of her hands cupped my balls. I filled my fingers with her generous thighs as she started stroking my cock. She rubbed it against her mound teasing the crown as some precum leaked out glazing her fingers.
"Wait a minute." She lost her t-shirt tossing it aside leading me over to the dresser where she removed a clear cylindrical bottle containing some oily liquid which she handed to me. I watched as she found a spot in the middle of the floor mattress waiting.
"Come down here and fuck my tits."
"Oh shit." I couldn't believe my good fortune as I got down next to her on my knees squirting the lube all over her large, honey soaked breasts. Nova groped, fondled and kneaded her sloping breasts pinching the erect nipples as she wacked her legs together. I mounted her abdomen sliding up between her luscious tits as she pushed them around my cock. Nova started lactating a little bit spraying some of her milk which ran into the deep valley between her breasts. She interlocked her fingers together trapping me between her juicy mounds as I started fucking her breasts picking up speed until I was sliding around on her torso. Her deep blue eyes bore into me hard as she mouthed something inaudible throughout intermittently licking her lips until I crested.
"AAAAWWW FUCK!!" I began shooting rope after rope of cum soiling her breasts and throat as she sighed in a girlish manner finishing by stroking my pulsing cock with purpose until I was almost in tears.
"Put it in my mouth now, fuck it."
I couldn't believe my ears but quickly straddled her head with my knees on either side of her head. Nova took me between her lips using a variety of techniques that had me fully erect in under five minutes. There was just nothing else around us or important enough at that moment as I stuffed her full. I don't know how long we were there, but I came deep inside three more times before we managed to break apart. She immediately drew her knees up into her chest raising her hips and butt off the mattress before sitting up with a happy smile.
"Let's get you squared away, Shawn."
She pinched my cheek before bounding out of the room. It took me a minute to follow her out because my legs were all rubbery and shit from the hardcore screwing. Nova was in the kitchen preparing an omelet as I noticed a powdered egg box and vegan cheese on the counter top. She was busy slicing up some vegetables motioning to another glass of her own potent fruit juice creation. It really hit the spot as she waved a wooden spoon at me, wanting me to take a bath outside in the tub. Nova came outside a little later with all of my clothing perfectly laundered and folded placing them on a plastic lawn chair.
"Thanks for everything; I was in a pretty bad place before I met you, Nova."
"What about now, Shawn?"
"I'm good, and I have you to thank for that."
"There you go again; missing the big picture right in front of you, Shawn." She knelt beside me taking the sponge doing my back.
"What?"
"In this universe; things happen exactly the way they're supposed to, and I can't take any credit for the natural order. Don't put me on a pedestal, I'm only human."
"It's hard not to because you're perfect." She glanced down at the water in the tub facepalming before tossing it into the water as she stood.
"I've got to take care of a little business, eat your breakfast before it gets cold. Angel brought your bike back two hours ago. "There was a finality to her words that wasn't lost on me.
"This goodbye, ain't it?"
"You've got to take back your life Shawn; not run away from your problems. I found your phone and wallet before I washed your clothing; the phone is charging on the kitchen counter. I've got to run a few errands before I get back."
"Uhm yeah, then goodbye Nova." I felt crestfallen as she stared at my face forming a wry smile, before leaning down to give me a peck on the cheek.
"Take care of yourself; I left you a few joints on the counter, too."
With those parting words, Nova disappeared back into her trailer leaving me with a yearning to chase after her. I didn't which was probably wise finishing my bath and breakfast before snapping up my phone. Nova actually did leave me a cigarette packet full of her special blend on the counter next to my wallet. I trudged to the front door wishing I could see her again finding the yellow hummer gone.
"Wow."
My Ducati sat in the driveway fully detailed looking factory new, a fitting parting gift from the sun goddess who'd risen from the ocean to give me some life lessons. I mounted my bike glancing down at my phone finding a ton of unanswered phone call prompts and some text messages. A large number of them were from Daisy which shocked me to the core, the rest were from my Uncle Bud. I dialed him up realizing we hadn't spoken in two days.
"Hey boy, where have you gotten off to?" He didn't sound particularly mad, but my Uncle Bud always played things close to the vest.
"I flamed out, I guess and ended up on some beach yesterday."
"Glad you're okay Shawn; I understand taking a time out when life kicks you in the teeth, but you got a lot of people worried about you."
"A lot of people?"
"Well, me for one and your little girlfriend, Daisy." The sound of her name stuck like a needle in my chest.
"She don't care about me."
"Course she does, girl been coming around and calling the whole time you were gone; where are you?" I glanced over at Nova's trailer feeling like I was about to leave heaven before answering.
"I met this awesome lady, she helped me out and you wouldn't believe how beautiful she is, Uncle Bud." His laughter put me at ease.
"You are really getting to be the ladies man, aren't you Shawn?"
"No, I don't think so; Nova still showed me the door this morning; but if I had a wife, I'd want her to be just like her."
"Nova?"
"Yeah man, I was passed out on the beach a ways down off the wharf when I met her. She was in her birthday suit too; what a goddess with these sort of African looking braids in her hair." There was some silence on the other end of the receiver for a few minutes before he spoke again.
"She a blonde, sort of like; a strawberry color?"
"Yeah Uncle Bud; you now her?"
"Shawn, where exactly is she, now?" There was something in his voice that concerned me, but I didn't want to go there.
"Running some errands, we already said our goodbyes; guess I'm not supposed to be here when she gets back."
"Good, now I want you to come straight home Shawn; don't you go anywhere else before we talk." The sound of his voice worried me a little bit.
"Sure, you know Nova or something?"
"Well, I know of her; get home, now."
Uncle Bud hung up emphasizing his words as I started up my Ducati rolling to the end of the block noticing some of the other elderly looking neighbors going about their daily lives and a few bikers that were also living there. I didn't find them threatening any more as I rode towards the gated entrance to the trailer park. Somewhere along the way, I took a wrong turn realizing that I hadn't been looking when Nova drove in the previous day. I found myself going up an incline when I noticed Nova's hummer parked on the street. There was a heavy biker presence there blocking out the street prompting me to take an improvised shortcut into what looked like an alley way behind this row of houses. I tooled slowly down the alley hoping that it led out to the highway at some point. Moving at a crawl for half of the block, I noticed some people in their yards finding that most of the bikers were housed in this area. There were some really small trailers with garages on their plots of land that I rode by as some Spanish sounding music filled the air.
"PUH-PLEASE!! PLEASE DON'T!!" I glanced over into an open garage finding a horrifying scene.
The first thing I saw was Greg's blood soaked face, his collar ripped form the soiled t-shirt he'd been wearing with a thick chain around his neck. The tattered shirt was the only piece of clothing on his battered body with his pants and shoes missing. Right as our eyes met, a massive fist collided with his face, destroying it as I gathered the rest of the scene. The biker Angel was standing behind him, the owner of the chain gathered in a noose around his neck. The huge, morbidly obese guy I'd seen on his chopper the previous day was doling out the abuse with a studded wrist band around his fist. Two other equally huge men were watching with varied interest and glee as I saw something that made every hair on my body stand on end.
Nova was sitting in a plastic lawn chair less than a foot away watching everything flanked by two bikers holding a sawed off shotgun and a M-16, respectively. She was leaning forward resting her elbows on her knees looking intently before regarding me at that precise moment.
"Shit." Her beautiful features hardened.
I nearly popped a wheelie gunning it down the alley towards the end of the street as some of the bikers ran out into the alley. I looked over my shoulder noticing Nova walking into the alley with a court of men talking excitedly with her. I turned just in time to find this rust covered monster truck backing into the lane barely able to stop in time to keep from smashing into it. I leaned to the side using my foot to keep from toppling over.
"GET THE FUCK OFF THAT BIKE BEFORE I PUT TWO IN YOUR BACK LONGHAIR!!"
The huge obese guy was still a ways back with the shotgun pointed directly at me. There was another biker pointing his M-16 at me as I raised my hands. Two choppers were tooling down the alley in my direction as Nova waited. I noticed the garage door slowly closing as she strolled down to meet me. The driver of the truck already had custody of my Ducati. There was some pockmarked redhead sitting behind the wheel while a Latin guy handled the bike. I was captured.
"Take him back to my house." I heard her say about ten feet away from me talking to Angel who motioned to the obese guy with the shotgun pressed into my back.
"Nova?" I mumbled before the butt of an M-16 swung around hitting me dead in the face.
[DARKNESS]
*************************************************************************************
I found the metal ceiling of Nova's utility shed staring down at me. My face felt like it had been split in two as I felt it finding my hand caked with blood. There was no telling how long I'd been unconscious. My clothing had been stripped away leaving me completely nude as I noticed at least two sets of stacked plastic bins that were probably just under five feet in height. The fluorescent lighting flicked a little as the smell of fertilizer and other chemicals assailed my nostrils. There were some packed wicker bags in another corner along with a folded bench and metal chairs. There was no telling how long I'd been laid out as I sat up taking in more of my surroundings. I used the tiered edge of the bins to regain my footing accidentally coming away with the lid stumbling into the metal walls with a thud. Inside I found the inside of the bin filled to the brim with plastic bags, each packed full of light blue crystals; there was no doubt about the drugs I was looking at as I quickly put the lid back.
"Bro, you just can't stop screwing up." Angel cracked the door peering in at me before stepping inside towering over me. I almost pissed myself at the fact that I couldn't see the door behind this man mountain.
"Man, I'm sorry; don't tell Nova, please." I could detect this incredulous response to my request as she checked the contents of the bin I'd just been looking inside.
"I don't lie to the boss long hair; that shit is fatal."
"She's your boss; I thought she was just part of your uhm, crew." He looked at me silent for a moment before laughing as he took a step closer. I found myself looking directly into his chest.
"Oh now you're a sexist too; you didn't think Nova was the boss-BECAUSE SHE'S A WOMAN?!!" He was so close now that his spittle hit my face when he spoke. I was sure he was here to take me out.
"SORRY, I DIDN'T MEAN IT; I'M JUST STUPID AS FUCK!!" I begged.
"Yeah you are home boy and because of you, I been digging out a shallow grave all afternoon. I get tired of doing all the grunt work around here." My heart leapt into my throat as he complained, sounding like some fast food worker on janitorial duty.
"PLEASE DON'T KILL ME, I'LL-!!"
"Don't finish that sentence kid; do me a favor and don't say that shit to some of the other guys either. Some of them get down real dirty if you know what I mean, eh? I ain't hosing down no bodies just because you let scum in your backdoor. Shit, I always get the crap jobs around here."
"Angel?"
"Man, come on with that shit; you fucked up. Should've went home when the boss cut you loose, boy. You probably gonna end up buried in my garage too, after they take your head and hands." I was sobbing with tears and snot running down my face earning a look of disgust from Angel who shoved me into the wall as he left. I slid down the wall covering my face with my hands waiting for the inevitable. The lights suddenly went out leaving me shrouded in pitch darkness. I got up quick trying to find the light switch realizing it was outside of the door. I lost it going into fight or flight mode too late beating my fists on the shallow metal walls making as much noise as possible.
"FUCK!! FUCKING OPEN THIS FUCKING DOOR MOTHERFUCKER!! OPEN THIS GODDAMN DOOR AND FIGHT ME!!"
I wanted to go out swinging as several bikers could be heard approaching the shed. Got down low waiting for the first asshole to come inside. The door swung open as I launched my fist into some bald guy's chin barely staggering him. The lights came on revealing the tattooed head of one of my captors, an evil looking guy with a Duck Dynasty beard and facial piercings. He rubbed his chin with an evil glare revealing a jigsaw pattern of teeth. His speed was incredible landing two punches that floored me as more bikers filed in raining down fists and boots. My hair was wrapped around someone's fist as bald head tattoo guy kicked me in the temple two times as I pissed myself. He was suddenly picked up like a rag doll and tossed into one of the shallow walls with significant force. The others stopped immediately deferring to Angel who glanced towards the open door, waiting.
"Everybody get the fuck out." The remaining bikers looked irritated and demoralized, filing out without a word other than grumblings under breath. Angel glanced down at me shaking his head before motioning towards the door. Some thin guy with shoulder length greasy looking hair brought in a lawn chair, quickly leaving.
"Do yourself a favor and stay on that floor, kid." The warning was clear. I just nodded barely able to look up, instead watching little drops of blood dribble onto the cracked concrete.
"Shawn's a good boy, you don't have to worry about his intentions." Nova appeared in the doorway having a seat in front of me. Angel remained between us in case I had some other ideas about fighting my way out. She was wearing a shall over her torso, her legs and feet bare except for a pair of flip flops.
"It was the shit about the shallow grave that set you off, right Shawn?"
"How did you know?"
"Because that's what Angel always complains about. It's the reason why we make his dumb ass do it; it's so funny watching him because one day he's going to be digging his own shallow grave if he doesn't learn to shut the fuck up." Angel dipped his head low staring at his feet.
"So, you're going to kill me?"
"Actually I was going to offer you a job; Greg has decided to get out of the business. I always need good drug mules and you seemed like a prime candidate. Greg's still alive, before you ask."
"So, what's going to happen to me?" She stared at my face for a long time seemingly contemplating the answer.
"Hell if I know, but your tab has been paid in full, Shawn." Nova leaned back in the chair as the shawl parted revealing two shrink wrapped stacks of cash in her hands. I followed her gaze to the open doorway finding my Uncle Bud standing there. He appeared to be waiting for permission as she regarded him.
"Fifteen grand and a favor, right?"
"Yeah, uh yes Nova; anything you want, I can do." He answered respectfully.
"You know I'm going to hold you to that William; talk to your nephew and get him straight about his responsibility for our agreement. I don' t want to clean you guys up for having a crisis of conscious and on that note I'd like to ask you something Shawn."
"Uh, uhm yes, Nova."
"Would you prefer an open or closed casket at your funeral?" The question hung in the air as I noticed Uncle Bud motioning covertly for me to answer her.
"Open."
"Live your life and forget about me; but you can still use that mantra I taught you. Do you remember what that is, Shawn?"
"Nam Myoho Renge Kyo."
"Goodbye Shawn."
Nova pulled the shawl tight around her shoulders obscuring the money in her hands. She motioned towards Uncle Bud who carefully walked inside giving her a peck on the cheek. I watched, an emotional wreck realizing he had my clothes under his arm. Nova got up leaving without another word as he began to help me get dressed. Angel followed her out leaving us alone as I realized how close I'd come.
"Hurry it up, we gotta get the fuck out of here."
As soon as I was reasonably covered, Uncle Bud draped an arm around my back leading me out into the backyard which was filled to the capacity with bikers in what looked like some sort of festive gathering. The myriad smells of cannabis, specially mixed along with other more industrial odors was omnipresent as we traversed the yard which was littered with bottles and beer cans. I was trembling but Uncle Bud made sure to keep me close as I noticed another horrifying sight. There were a large number of shady looking women, likely hookers intermingling with the gathered criminals, but from my vantage point I noticed something most foul. Greg was crawling about on all fours still caked up with dried blood on his bashed, puffy features in the nude. There was a studded collar around his neck with the light chain leash being held by the pockmarked redheaded chick, I'd seen earlier. Some bikers were pouring their beer out on his face and welted back, laughing all the while.



"Stop looking!"
Uncle Bud barked in my ear right before we cleared the yard. His truck was waiting in front of Nova's trailer with more groups of people gather around in circular cliques as he opened the door shoving me inside. I tried to keep my head down but glanced up noticing a gathered group of women near the truck. Most of them were late middle aged to elderly, wholly different from the whores I'd seen in the backyard. I caught a fleeting glimpse of Nova holding Eros tightly in her arms. Our eyes met for an instant as she whispered in her son's ear. The little tike waved at me and despite everything, I waved back. Then Eros made a gun gesture with his tiny hand mimicking firing it at me, before Nova drew his arm softly down kissing him on the forehead. That serene expression had returned to her beautiful face, but all I saw was a monster.
"STOP LOOKING!!"
Uncle Bud pulled out carefully as several bikers started up their choppers. It was no surprise that we were given an escort with three bikes on either side of us while one followed in the back. The escort even continued after we left the trailer park with the bikers following down the freeway for half of the trip back home before hitting an off ramp. I had mustered enough courage to look back through the window. The truck suddenly swerved off to the side of the freeway Uncle Bud pulled over eliciting some angry horns from numerous cars he'd cut off.
"Uncle Bud?" He sat there with his hands at the two ten position on the steering wheel staring out the windshield breathing hard. It almost seemed like he was going to hyperventilate. I just watched trying him trying to process everything we'd just gone through.
"Shawn, you've just escaped the belly of the beast. If I hadn't come for you with that fifteen grand, given them your Ducati along with a promise to do a job; you'd be dead and inside a bunch of suitcases headed for the border."
"Gee uncle, I'm really sorry." His hand sliced through the air slapping me across the cheek, followed by him hitting me with the ball cap on his head violently for several minutes before calming himself down.
"I done a lot of shit in my life and you just learn that karma is always around the corner when you're living off the cuff. In my early days, I was a bastard who should have been six feet under. I done beat out so many bullets with my name on 'em, Shawn. I done beat hard jail time and survived cancer. That last trial took away my ability to have kids of my own, boy."
"Bud?"
"YOU GOT TO DO BETTER; PROMISE ME THAT MUCH SHAWN!!" The emotion in his voice was palpable engulfing both of us as I watched him take his hands from the wheel rubbing the back of my neck with one while massaging his temple with the other.
"I promise, dad."
He looked over at me with strained emotion, wrapping an arm around me for a quick hug. We were on our way shortly as he turned on the radio. We didn't listen to music, just some talk radio. I looked out of window wiping away some tears, Uncle Bud gave me a reassuring pat on the back. It seemed like forever before we turned off the freeway as the sights became familiar. As we drove down the strip, thoughts of the Hartford family, Mrs. Oderkirk and Bryant welled up inside me along with some considerable anger.
"Uncle Bud, they're sorority sisters."
"What?"
"Diane Hartford, Daisy's mom, Mrs. Oderkirk and her coach Wendy Bryant; they were all in on it. They wanted me to fail.
"What're you talking about?"
"That girl I lost my cherry to; was Diane Hartford, daisy's mother." Uncle Bud glanced over at me giving me the impression that he might hit me again but kept driving.
"Man, you sure do love trouble."
"Mrs. Oderkirk uhm, did it to me to and Coach Bryant, too. I don't know what to say about it, but they didn't want me with Daisy, I guess."
"Fucking bitches, what do you wanna do about it; wanna report them to the cops, huh? You are eighteen and legally an adult, so there probably ain't really anything you can do to them as far as jail."
"I don't know what to do, but that test is tomorrow."
"We'll figure it out together, Shawn." He replied as we pulled onto the block leading up to our home. As we got closer, I was in for a surprise finding Daisy's white BMW beamer parked just outside blocking our driveway. My blood ran cold as I realized a familiar man mountain was standing next to the vehicle with his hand on top of the roof. Uncle Bud reached over pulling a 38 from his glove compartment.
"Stay here."
He ordered with a reassuring hand on my shoulder before getting out of the truck. I watched my uncle approach him after hiding the weapon in the small of his back. It looked like they were talking before my uncle walked back with Angel at his side. He motioned for me to get out and come over.
"Hey kid, sorry about earlier; I was told to give something back." He motioned over my shoulder as I followed his gesture finding my Ducati parked on the opposite side of the street. His hog was parked behind it with a chubby, Latin woman sitting there smoking.
"Uhm, I don't know what to say, Angel; thank you."
"Whatever, take these keys Shawn; looks like somebody kind of likes you and that makes you a little brother in my book." Angel reached taking my hand pressing the keys into my palm. My motorcycle keys had been placed on a new key chain with a circular emblem attached. It was the biker's logo of a skull with two daggers crossed over like crossbones.
"Gee, thanks man."
"Don't lose that key chain brother; it's good for a favor." His female companion pulled up shifting to the back of the seat as he mounted his chopper. Uncle Bud glanced down at the key chain as Angel and his lady sped off into the night.
"Shawn."
"What is it, Uncle Bud?" I looked up finding a familiar silhouette standing there watching in the night air. Daisy was wearing her warm up top and some white shorts standing there with her hands stuffed in her pockets. I just stared back, unsure of her reason for being there.
"Go on, I called her right after I talked to you this afternoon. I wanted her to know I was bringing you home and that you were okay." I didn't know how to feel about Daisy as I took a few steps in her direction. Her face came into view slowly as my heart thumped hard in my chest.
"Shawn, are you okay?"
She asked when I was five feet away. I just stared back blankly remembering the last time I'd seen her. I remembered Chad Bostwick and Mrs. Oderkirk trying to blackmail me into keeping quiet after sleeping with her. Coach Bryant was really no better using me as a toy for herself and her friend, Jaime. I knew I wasn't any better than her, not by a country mile.
"I slept with your mom." I confessed.
"I know- I know about all of it; they were all in on it together because..." Daisy's head dipped low as we stared at one another from afar.
"Did you ever love me; even like me?"
...to be continued.
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Chapter 2: The Indian Intern in the office.
I stood up as fast as I could and wedged my cock into the crack of her impressive butt. I pushed that glorious ass meat around my cock and began humping Laila like a dog in heat. It only took five minutes before I began showering her massive donk with a virtual geyser of cum completely glazing her cheeks.
"Oh yeah, Laila you gotta a brother sprung and I ain't even got the pussy yet." It was a candid admission.
"The night is still young, and I would very much like to show you some of the other things I learned during my familial studies-if you don't mind." I was floored mentally, and my body was a wreck as Laila stared in my direction with a somewhat serene smile reading across her plain features. Her invitation was clear as day; It was Friday after all, and I could think of worst ways to spend my time.
"You two Should REALLY get a room." A voice interrupted before I could answer. Laila's mouth formed an O as our collective attention was drawn to a vagrant sitting approximately six feet away from us. He had been sitting there the whole time watching our impromptu sex show.
We noticed his exposed cock and the semen littering his dirty cargo shorts.
"Ah, FUCK ME!" I yelled.
DIRTY DAWG-THE INDIAN INTERN CH. 2
I glanced over at Laila finding that crazy smile as she simply shrugged. We both glanced back at the vagrant who similarly shrugged before common sense prevailed. I decided right there in that moment that I was going to take Laila to the nearest lodging and completely ravish her. This thick, pear shaped ingenue was going to get her back severely beat out on the business end of my junk. The Indian intern, the actual niece of my hated boss Mr. Kumar was going to ger railed until my cum was squirting out of her ears. Thoughts of what it could mean to my job being caught in such a compromising position and my inherent fear of unemployment went right out the window as Laila interlocked our fingers together.
"Perhaps, you are going to FUCK ME quite vigorously, my friend?!!" The way she'd sensually hissed the question had me almost animalistic again as we reached my car. I walked her around to the other side, a hand planted dead center in the middle of her wide butt. It was my intent to open the door for Laila, but she leaned against my door supporting her weight with both hands. From anyone else's point of view, it would've looked like I was arresting her or something.
"Damn, what're are you doing?"
"Apologies are due on my part; I confess that I want to feel you pressing yourself so nicely against my bum, once again." She admitted.
"Are you serious, Laila; shit girl!!" I grunted helping myself to handfuls of her luscious rear end.
"The feelings I receive when you press you dick against it are very, very intoxicating, to say the least." Laila further confessed running her tongue over her bottom lip. As far as I was concerned, this was too good to be true and I wasn't gonna look a gift horse in the mouth.
We ended up grinding against one another as Laila bounced back into my pelvis, fully engaged. I don't know how to say it, but I was enchanted with the sudden nature of whole affair finding it almost surreal. Laila captured my right thumb, wantonly fellating it as we bumped and rubbed against one another feverishly.
"GET A FUCKING ROOM FOR CHRIST'S SAKE!!" Both of us were suddenly caught off guard as a large luxury hummer pulled up on the driver's side of my parked vehicle. The window was rolled down on the passenger's side of that vehicle revealing the old Larry David looking fucker who's shamed us both collectively in the elevator a while ago. He was glaring at us possible out of jealousy perhaps; but we just stared back at him. I wanted to flip him off or yell an explicative, but the old guy had a point as Laila turned smiling to me.
"We should perhaps, entertain the suggestion my friend; I would like to demonstrate more of my familial studies, in private." I opened the door never taking my eyes from the guy in the hummer, ushering Laila inside. The old asshole pulled off as I rounded the corner screeching down the ramp leading out of the parking garage as more people started to walk and drive by in other vehicles. I guess I was kind of lucky he's caught us noticing a group of women walking by my parked vehicle. This one redhead had a whistle around her neck which she raised to her lips clearly intending to blow an alarm of sorts before her blonde associate stopped her. I noticed the bespectacled woman motion towards Laila sitting in the passenger seat of my Chevy Nova. The unassuming Indian woman waved back in a friendly manner only to be snubbed as the women continued onward to a shared vehicle.
"Man, that was close." I admitted sitting behind the wheel.
"My uncle Kumar would be so very, very angry if I were to disgrace him in this manner." Laila reflected.
"Yeah, kind of takes the fun out of it; want me to take you home, Laila?"
"No."
"Excuse me?"
"I want you to FUCK me." The blue word hung in the air between both of us on that front seat. The decisiveness and assistance lingered pointedly. Laila reached over resting a palm on my forearm as I glanced over in her direction finding an encouraging sight. She's pulled her skirt up with her legs splayed apart as far as anatomy allowed. Her panties were pulled to the side while her fingers rubbed her mound. She softly pulled my hand into her crotch. My middle fingers discovered her unobstructed slit tracing it methodically as Laila became sopping wet in seconds. Her hand covered my own intruding one as I curved a finger inside. The ingenue moaned caressing the top of my hand lovingly peering downward at my progress. I managed a second finger hearing the wetness audibly from her crotch.
"You're so wet."
"You make me wet, so very wet setting a fire in my pussy. Feeling you inside, feeling it so nicely gives me these immoral thoughts and feelings, a fiery passion. Please continue these movements, give me a nice fingering." The sounds squelching from her sex were loud and noticeable.
"Fuck, you're so damn wet."
"Keep up with this fingering motion; it feels especially good." Laila twisted and arched her back reaching up under her vest undoing a few buttons on her blouse. My two middle fingers were curved inside as I finger banged a little roughly getting results. Laila was dripping wet, slick between her thick inner thighs.
"Damn Laila." Her hand slid into my lap covering my crotch, groping and kneading my tumescence.
"I must apologize for this; but I am needing your dick, soon." Laila worked her shirt and accompanying vest up revealing the underside of her breasts hidden behind a simple, utilitarian brassiere. I felt detached from my being watching her finger hook into the cleavage line. A thick nipple popped out in the darkness devoid of detail other than its prominent size shrouded in darkness.
"Alright, we'll go to my place."
"No, perhaps it would be convenient to perhaps, visit a hotel?"
"Really?" Laila arched her back in the seat, sliding her finger along the other side of her brassiere until the other thick nipple appeared. Her breasts were large and constrained with both nipples pushed together in an enticing display. Laila cupped the undersides of her breasts squeezing and jiggling them for a few seconds, becoming even more aroused. Her arm went behind my seat as she leaned over kissing me softly.
"Yes, I need a very, very good fuck; I want your dick." I hadn't realized my cock was free and in her hand until it was a blur in her stroking fist. Precum was running freely from the crown of my penis as she kissed me again
.
"SHIT!!" I turned the key in the ignition backing out of the parking space as she cooed in my ear, flicking the lobe with her tongue. Her slightly exposed breasts were touching my bicep as Laila moaned from the stimulation of my shirt sleeve.
I gunned it down the curved ramp leading to the parking garage exit as Laila sank three fingers into her snatch before adding, rather slathering her wetness on my prick. It was oily wet, so sticky as she continued playing with my cock making veins sprout on the surface.
"Oh yes my friend; all of my private parts are so very hot and wet for you!! I want your dick in all of my openings!! Yes, you must vigorously push your big dick into all of my openings until I am unconscious!!" Laila was getting me worked up and so hard near to bursting as my foot mashed the gas coming down the ramp. The gate was already up, the security booth looked empty so I had it in my mind to hit the street for a motel a few blocks away as fast as my car would take us. Laila was wildly frigging herself mumbling something in her native Hindi as my headlights illuminated a sign hanging on a thin chain between the parking booth and the adjacent concrete wall.
"OOOHHHH FAAAAWK!!" The sign read "CLOSED-USE OTHER EXIT"; but I was already crossing over the raised spikes which destroyed my tires in dramatic fashion as I skidded out into the back street behind the parking garage. I had to make a hard left turn of the steering wheel to avoid colliding with a pickup truck parked on the residential street, skidding to a stop.
"Fuck, me." Laila and I glanced at one another as some pedestrians appeared along with a few security guards from the parking garage. We quickly made ourselves presentable before they could see into the car window.
It was a sobering experience as I ended up filling out an incident report with the security guards who side eyed me the whole time while eyeballing Laila who hung back at the trunk of my car, visibly embarrassed. She eventually became so uncomfortable that she turned her back to us. I noticed one of the guards checking her out following the trajectory of his gaze to Laila's huge shelf like posterior. The other guy, some buzzcut wearing prick tried to obscure my field of vision getting between us talking a mile a minute. The irritation and Laila's disposition prompted me to call a Uber to ferry her back home to her uncle. Those guys would've kept looking if I didn't cradle her body with my own, mad dogging both of them. The buzz cut even had the nerve to ask her pointedly if she was okay. After a few minutes of waiting and thinking, it dawned on me that Laila had been asked the question because she was discernibly Indian, and I was black.
"I am sorry for having caused this accident; I will speak to my uncle and beg him to make recompense for your conveyance. I have shamed us both with my disgraceful actions." I couldn't believe my ears as Laila apologized.
"Don't worry about it, I got it under control. Do me a favor; don't mention this to your Uncle, okay?"
"But, your vehicle is damaged because of me!"
"Please, let me handle this; I've got enough problems without adding Mr. Kumar to the mix."
"There must be some thing I can do to assist you, my friend."
"Hey Laila; we'll talk about it tomorrow, okay?" She was silent for a few moments considering my request before smiling with a nod of her head. The car pulled up while we were staring into each other's eyes. Laila was still staring at my face even after being placed in the backseat of the Lyft; still looking as I closed the door. She stared until the car rounded the corner leaving me alone. A few minutes after she was gone, I realized I'd cum in my pants, feeling the evidence of our mutual malfeasance dripping down my pants leg. I waited for another hour and a half before a tow truck arrived.
*************************************************************************************
The following day it took me an exorbitant amount of time getting to work due to the car incident and having used up extra money getting a ride home for Laila. We hadn't exchanged numbers or anything and I was praying that she hadn't told her uncle about the accident. That would raise too many questions and Mr. Kumar had proven to be extremely protective of his niece. Her explanation would likely raise too many questions I was unwilling to answer. Still, I found myself annoyed that Laila hadn't mentioned living out in the suburbs. The bill indicated she was dropped off in an affluent neighborhood which I knew mostly to be inhabited by the affluent and some low level celebrities. Laila coming down to my modest apartment probably would've been a step down for the somewhat naive Indian transplant. It had been hard to get to sleep with a constant replay of events in my mind. I figured we'd hook up that day at some point, so I abstained from masturbating away the mental image of Laila's big ass. To me, it was a forgone conclusion that I'd tap that monster donk because she'd already sucked me off and let me grind my cock between those dark olive cheeks to completion. I shuddered to think what would've happened if my car hadn't been totaled.
"Hey, Mr. Kumar wants you in his office; way to go man." Mike met me at the office door making the hair on the back of my neck stand up.
"What?"
"How was it; enquiring minds want to know?" He was grinning like a jackal making me even more anxious.
"I don't know what you're talking about." I deadpanned.
"Come on man, don't be that way. We're bros man, and I saw Laila running after you the other day. You know you tapped that shit; hell, I would've done her right here in the office. That female's got some serious cake; we just want to know if you fucked?" Mike shrugged asking a question I knew not to answer.
"We?"
"The boys; I got kind of a side bet on this shit; H.B.O as you know, means "Help A Brother Out". You fucked Laila's fat ass all night, right?" I glanced over his shoulder noticing Darrell and a few others in my male sewing circle watching our conversation with vested interest from the water cooler. If I confirmed anything, that shit would be all over the office before lunchtime. Mr. Kumar would know before the day was over and I would be screwed.
"We just talked." I lied.
"Yeah, you fucked." Mike wasn't fooled one bit and I let his verbal call out hang in the air as the P.A. System suddenly blared overhead.
"THIS IS NOT THE TIME FOR TAKING BREAKS; THE WORK DAY HAS JUST STARTED AND I WILL BE SUBTRACTING THAT UNWORKED TIME FROM YOUR MEAL PERIODS!!" Everyone scrambled away from the break area except for Mike who was busy counting a handful of cash. I walked back towards my work area intent on forgoing a face to face with Mr. Kumar. I looked around for Laila finding no sign of her, but also knowing I couldn't inquire about it. Gossip in one form or another was already swirling about in the office, asking about the other person in the equation could complicate matters. I found my modest work space clocking in at my company laptop.
"Mr. Kumar is asking for you." Some Asian woman who'd recently started at the office reminded me fifteen minutes later.
"Uhm, yeah." I stiffly got up noticing some of my friends peering over their partitions at me. It felt like I was walking to the gallows as I trudged back to Mr. Kumar's office. The Asian woman that reminded me quickly passed by going into his office ahead of me with a thick file in hand. She was already out of the office before I arrived at the open door. Mr. Kumar was nodding his head finishing up a conference call but put his hand over the receiver waving me inside. I found it extremely awkward sitting in front of him noticing how busy his working space was with boxes and stacks of files on the desk and surrounding floor. I unconsciously inched my chair back from his desk not knowing what he would say as he hung up the phone.
"Close the door, I will speak to you now." He ordered hanging up.
"Yes sir, Mr. Kumar." Mike and the others were still watching as I pulled the heavy door closed.
"Before we get started, I would like to apologize very much for speaking with you over the P.A. system yesterday.
"It's okay, Mr. Kumar."
"It is not okay and that is all I will say! You were speaking in a particularly forward manner with my niece and I did not take kindly to it at all! I must admit to strictly considering issuing you a termination for this very, very serious offense!! However, after speaking with Laila, I have reconsidered this position and am willing to forgive your oversight in this matter." It started out promising, but Mr. Kumar just couldn't help being an asshole. I wondered how he'd feel if her knew what we were up to in that parking lot.
"I'm sorry for the misunderstanding, sir." Mr. Kumar did a double take at me response for a few seconds.
"Hey, hey, hey you arrest that shit right there; think you are being smart with me?!! Forget about it because I am watching you with the hawk's eye and Laila is being placed very, very far away from you!! She is moved to the upper offices to work with more important people than you!! Yes, she will be working in upper management helping to prepare for the merger!!"
"Merger?"
"Yes merger; are you deaf as well as the dumb?!! We are experiencing the merger and that's one of the exact reasons you are sitting before me!! There is an assignment I have for you and your group of magpies at the water cooler all day!!"
"Assignment?"
"YES-ASSIGNMENT!! You will take Mike, the Darrell temp person and your other friends to storage on the forth floor to transport the paper work in section E back up to the office for audit."
"Yes sir, but that's a ton of legal boxes that have to be signed out and back in when you're done. Is anyone else going to help us with the job?"
"No."
"But sir, Section E is huge, and we'll be here more than eight hours sorting everything out."
"You and your very good friend Mike are the hotshots; the Darrell temp person has absolutely no choice what so ever in the proceedings of this office. You were so "thorough" with my Laila yesterday that I have all of the faith that you will complete the assignment before tomorrow arrives." I bristled realizing he was being passive aggressive with me over his niece.
"Uhm, yes-sir." I answered stiffly getting up to take my leave.
"For your troubles." Mr. Kumar was already tapping away at his laptop having set an envelope on the edge of the desk for me. It contained the fare for the Uber that ferried Laila home last night.
When I explained what had been assigned to us as a collective, my office buddies groaned blaming me for calling down the fire on them as we began the long arduous process of transporting the files from section E of the building. I was working in the corporate headquarters of a foreign company, MTH Corp stateside and the upper floors contained the legal offices, so security was heavy in documents storage. It took almost thirty minutes and some crap talk from the onsite security supervisor, the same buzzcut guy I'd talked to the night prior.
"I thought you were quitting." Mike growled as we used a huge pallet jack to transport several stacks of boxes to the service elevator which also had to be signed into as well. Darrell didn't give a fuck because he was contractually off at the eight hour mark, so we knew he was going to slack off, anyway.
Truth be told, I did feel responsible for the mess as Mr. Kumar implied, so I made sure to take the brunt of the work. Darrell surprised us by actually pulling his weight, so I used some of the money I'd received from Mr. Kumar to buy the guys lunch. This brought morale way up with some guys saying that I should be promoted for treating them better than the boss. We managed to complete the assignment working in complete symbiosis, proving we were indeed the hotshots, Mr. Kumar said we were in jest. I couldn't wait to surreptitiously rub his face in our achievement as I walked a thick binder over to his office. Once he signed it, I'd be gone for the day flipping him the bird in my mind.
"Good work, very good work indeed; make sure you have completed your work before you go home." I did a double take as he signed the binder, picking up a ringing phone in front of me.



"YES-YES SIR MR. MATSUSHITA WILL BE VERY PLEASED WITH OUR PROGRESS; YES, I HAVE COMPLETED THE AUDIT IN ONE DAY, SIR!! OH, THANK YOU VERY, VERY MUCH-YOU ARE VERY GENEROUS!!" Mr. Kumar took credit for our work dismissively waving me away like so much refuse while brown nosing management on the upper levels. The expression on his face as he dismissed me stoked my anger. I felt like a complete mark trudging back to my station only to find at least four stacks of files crowding my small work space. There were two knee high stacks on the grey carpeting as well.
"Motherfucker." Most of my peers were already filing out including Mike who just looked at me and shrugged. He left a portion of his winnings on my desk as he went, following behind that new Asian employee with salacious intent. I sat down face palming as I realized Mr. Kumar's tactic. He intended to choke me out with heavy labor until I quit.
"Make sure to complete your duties; I will allow some overtime so don't loiter and I will be locking up all the coffee materials in the break room. Do not waste this gift of overtime I am giving you for it may not come again." Mr. Kumar advised walking by my station with some upper level management. They were likely going somewhere to drink and talk shit about their employees. I didn't reply, just staring a hole in his face struggling not to put my fist in it. He stared back pointedly, almost challenging before one of the managers led him away laughing. In moments all of them were laughing as they left the office.
"FUCKING ASSHOLE!!" I yelled long after everyone else vacated the office. I stared at the piles of work left behind to purposely screw up my day wondering if I should just chuck it all. I'd wanted to quit before meeting Laila and let lust change my mind. I beat myself up inside, chaffing that beneath it all I could still be a horny teenager in the mind. I'd seen Laila's huge, jiggly butt and lost myself in it. I began working down the files figuring that it would help me steel myself to quit the job as well as providing a buffer while I searched for other employment. I had rent and a car payment coming up, so the overtime was sort of a gift I'd take even if backhanded by a dick boss.
I worked well into the evening stopping only to order some Chinese takeout, finding my phone missing. I actually had to travel back to Section E and take another lambasting from buzzcut guy before he'd allow me inside to look for my phone. I took another lecture from the same guy after reluctantly admitting my phone wasn't inside before returning finding it on one of the work piles under my desk. The takeout joint refused to deliver making me rage even more that I'd be working into the evening on an empty stomach. Mr. Kumar had locked the break room before he left the office. I bristled walking back to my desk with thoughts of a workplace rampage the following day only to find a familiar face.
"Laila?" She was dressed smartly in a long, conservative skirt, blouse and light grey blazer. The Indian intern was staring at the piles of work still left on my desk, shaking her head.
"This is bad, but not unexpected."
"Gee, you think?" I replied sarcastically.
"The entire office was properly tasked with conducting the audit, but my uncle shamefully assigned the assignment to you. I was kept very, very busy for the majority of the work day. Uncle Kumar even escorted me on my lunch period with the other managers. It was a lavish repast, utterly decadent my friend." My stomach growled loudly in tandem with the boiling anger beneath my skin.
"Thanks a lot, Laila; so, you come to wipe my face in it or is there some other reason you're here?"
"No that is not my intent; I was dining with Uncle Kumar and friends who are sitting there talking uhm, the shit about you. Their inappropriate laughter made me so angry, but my uncle has disgraced himself even more by doing this very bad thing!!"
"Laila, why are you here?"
"To help." The earnest look on her face won me over as we both began whittling down the piles of work that had been left for me as a workplace dirty bomb designed to erode my morale. Laila even went down to the street purchasing some takeout from a burger joint and two other places. She kept working while I ate, starting to feel better about my situation. My eyes followed her abundant curves around the office as she put away file in small stacks. She noticed me staring a few times with a soft smile on her plain features. I wanted her in the worst way but had to admit it would be a bad idea to set Mr. Kumar off even further as she walked over to my work space with the last few files and two binders.
"These need to be filed in the other end of the office, and additionally some copies made and placed into these binders before they are returned to the cabinet." She was so focused, meticulous in her work effort that I wondered why she'd even been paired with me as an intern in the first place.
"Got it, I'll run these over." I took the files and the two binders walking across the floor. I'd popped wood watching her walk about, wanting to hide my interest lest we'd probably have to address the elephant in the room. The office was large taking up the entire floor, so it was a small trek to complete my work for the day. I was looking forward to going home but didn't know what I would do when there was no more work to separate Laila and myself. We were probably going to have to talk it out. She was gone when I returned making me feel crestfallen for a few seconds before I heard some movement a few feet over in the sea of partitions.
"Hey, I got everything you gave me filed; is there anything else, Laila?"
"Yes, there is just one more thing to take care of."
"What's that; where is it?"
"Here." Her panties came flying over the partition landing right in front of my eyes as her mischievous giggling filled the air. They were a pair of sheer black, high waited briefs that I found myself stretching out between my fingers before getting on top of the desk peering over the partition. The ankle length skirt was on the thin carpeting. I snatched up the discarded clothing item hearing more playful giggling a few feet away. I followed the sound through the labyrinth like maze of office partitions like I was on some perverted scavenger hunt eventually finding her blouse hanging from my enclosed work space.
"Laila?" The thought of her running around the office stripping to the buff had my cock throbbing in my pants.
I rounded my partition finding it initially empty until I realized that Laila was kneeling on the floor. Her laughter ramped up as she drew my zipper down getting a surprise as my engorged penis popped out like a jack-in-the-box. Laila quickly captured my throbbing member with both of her hands renewing a technique I'd experienced albeit briefly in the parking garage before trashing my car. All pf her fingers came into play with her thumbs pressed just under my taint while she went to work on half of my length sucking desperately. The sight of her thin lips stretched around my girth sent shivers up my spine as Laila multi-tasked sliding her digits frenetically over the exposed portions of my erection. Her large, expressive brown eyes bore in mine as she took more of me inside until she gagged relenting with a hard cough that sent frothy saliva everywhere.
I realized that Laila was wearing nothing besides a too small brassiere and the black heels on her feet. She lurched forward taking all of me until her prominent nose was buried in my pubes for an extended period of time until she absolutely had to breathe, hacking and coughing as the burgundy lipstick was smudged onto her cheek. I was concerned but Laila chuckled wiping her mouth before slathering saliva all over my balls. A web of thick, gooey cum ran down her chin into her pronounced cleavage making her large breasts glistened under the dimmed office lighting. The woman kneeling before me was thousands of miles away from the shy, delicate little flower introduced to me by Mr. Kumar. From my vantage point, the shelf like curve of her deep, olive colored cheeks were visible. There were a small network of visible stretchmarks at the junction were her hips met her thighs and her lower back just above her buttocks that told the story of some recent weight loss. Laila shifted using a fist to roughly jack my vein covered shaft as vacuum sucked the crown of my penis.
My inner thighs pulsed as more blood flowed making my cock a steel bar while Laila continued her relentless facial rutting. I realized that she'd only revealed a portion of her "familial studies". Whoever taught her how to give head needed a fucking endorsement from Nike or something because this Indian girl was putting on a clinic. I palmed the back of her head, burying my cock inside up to the hilt before she broke the seal retching an almost steady stream of oily drool onto the thin, frayed carpeting. Her chest was heaving as she sat back on her haunches gathering herself. My cock hung before her face sticking out in front of my body like a flagpole. I could help but notice the tiny, worn looking brassiere that struggled to contain some full breasts that had to at least be 34D in size. The thin straps cut deep into her shoulders while the cups only covered the lower portion of her bounty. One of her areolas was partially visible adding to the excitement due to the large cinnamon colored sphere surround the hidden erect nipple, conspicuous in the way it pressed against the material.
Laila followed my gaze to her cleavage with that same half crazed grin on her features before straightening her back so that my endowment was level with her breasts. Her fingers handles me at the base of my cock tapping it on the closet breasts, somewhat innocently. Her flesh was steaming hot, almost volcanic in nature adding to the girlish gesture as my member bounced on her pneumatic, young tit like some new toy discovered by this ingenue. Laila popped her erect nipple out rubbing the head of my cock on it, actually teasing my pee slit with it, making me squirm a bit before going to work again. I just got caught up in her sensual wake letting her do what she wanted, wondering what Mr. Kumar would do if he could see me now. Laila popped my cock out of her mouth tapping it on that available tit again before blanketing it with a hand using the other to cup the underside of her breast. This created a new sensation as she worked my prick, massaging and kneading it before reaching down fingering herself. I pumped my hips fucking the top of that tit for a few seconds before shoving my cock back down her throat.
"Yahaan neeche aao aur mere stanon ko apane vishaal land se chodo!!" Laila blurted out in her native language moments later while coughing up more frothy, drool into her palm which was applied to my tortured erection.
"What?"
"Nothing, I am thinking it is time we go a bit further, my friend." Laila reached over to her purse which was on top of the miniature file cabinet just under my desk. She produced a golden packet which I recognized as an extra large condom. I noticed a strip of the condoms partially hanging from her bag letting me know she'd planned this encounter beforehand. Laila teased the underside of my glans tearing open the packet. She effortlessly slid the sheath over my tumescence before throating it for a few additional seconds. This thick, Indian woman who'd seemed so innocent initially led me down to the floor between her burnished thighs rubbing my crown on her exposed clit. Laila was writhing around on the carpet arching her back up, sawing her hips massaging my shaft with her puffy labia.
"Fuck it." I growled watching her cup her breasts, pushing them together until the other formerly hidden teat popped out in front of my eyes.
"Oh shit, tum itane bade aur mote ho!! yah vaastav mein kathin meree billee kee peeth par maar raha hai!! mujhe bada kaala land bahut pasand hai!!"
She was so wet that I slid effortlessly inside until my balls slapped up against the underside of her thick butt. Laila's inner tunnel was narrow and excessively slimy as I began feverishly fucking the stuffing out of my boss's niece with no fucks given. Her musk was omnipresent as loud, wet smacking noises mingled with the hum from the ventilation and nearby computer room. I drew my knees right up under her cheeks getting traction as she interlocked her ankles in the small of my back. There was no virginal hesitation as one would expect, only a willing participant humping up into my thrusts with the same amount of fervor I was delivering, if not more.
Five minutes into it, her cunt had become so wet, there was almost no friction as I completely ravaged the full figured ingenue. Her eyes were tightly shut, her mouth agape issuing a haunting moan that never seemed to end until I stole a kiss. Laila was a wet, sloppy kisser licking and lapping away, even running her tongue over my right cheek like some overjoyed pet. Her breasts were right below my face looking in need of attention as I took one in my mouth sucking hard on the nipple.
"Haan, mujhe vah pasand hai!! nars ek bachche kee tarah mere tittiais aur mujhe aa jao!!" Laila murmured again directly into my ear in her native Hindi.
"Yeah!" I mumbled back, not knowing what she'd said.
She seemed flexible enough as I took a gamble pushing her knees up into her chest capturing both fleshy arms at the front of the elbows. Laila's huge butt was raised into my groin with nowhere to go as I planted my feet. The sloppy, wet smacks got louder as I wrecking balled her, no quarter given to exercise my sexual demons. Laila's face was frozen in a strangely off putting smile that reminded me of a similar expression worn by most ventriloquist's dummies. It was an image that lingered as her full breasts bounced wildly on her chest for all of five minutes before she wriggled under me.
"Oh you are so vigorous, my friend; I am thinking you should place your large dick between these." She cupped her breasts from the outside as I acquiesced figuring it was her way of asking for a break. I mounted her abdomen sliding up between her breasts. Laila did me one better, trapping my cock under the restrictive fabric of her utilitarian brassiere. The lush feel of her mammaries surrounding my erection was heavenly. I started sawing my throbbing member between her rich, olive colored hills with wild abandon noticing that Laila readjusted her bra straps allowing the garment to effectively secure my member in her cleavage so that her hands were freed. The curvy Indian stretched underneath me raising her arms above her head while lifting a knee behind me to support my back.
"Mujhe apane aadamee ka doodh pilao, meree titiyon ko dhank do aur tumhaare beej ka saamana karoge!! mujhe gadabad karo taaki main apane chaacha ko dikha sakoon ki aapane mere saath kya kiya ha!"
The Hindi whisperings, some foreign tinged sweet nothings drenched in a mounting desperation was just that slightest bit of push needed to send me over the edge. A thick rope of cum spurted straight up the center of her chest hitting the underside of her chin as subsequent bursts exploded out in the valley between her breasts. A milky pool of my splooge formed in her cleavage as Laila opened her mouth wide inviting me inside. I pushed a third of myself inside crouching on all fours over her head. Laila vacuumed her lips allowing me to softly work my hips until rational sense returned. I rolled to the side finding her looking completely relaxed.
"That was very good; I enjoyed myself with you very much." Laila commented matter of factly, which I attributed to English being her second language.
"Familial studies, huh?"
"Yes, one must be well rounded and prepared to deal with any needs that might arise in their marital partner."
"You talk about marriage like it's a business deal, Laila."
"It is, in some respects, my friend; we are pledging ourselves to one another, having children and representing a united front. Yes, I would say it is a business proposition, a deal."
"Well excuse me; we're a little less organized over here in the states."
"Then perhaps, you should find yourself a nice Indian girl."
"Can't she's already taken."
Laila's plain face reddened at my sly compliment; which made me think of her status of being already destined for a prearranged marriage to faceless guy I shouldn't have given a fuck about. Laila however, offered her hand wanting assistance sitting up still wearing the same silly looking half smile that I was becoming used to since meeting her the previous day. She used the desk to get upright on her knees facing me obviously glancing down at my member.
"You like my body?" She cupped the undersides of her breasts kneading them for my eyes.
"I love it."
"When I was younger, I was very, very overweight; chubby with little feminine allure. I had to work hard just to get to the size I am now, but my family wants me to become a bit smaller in weight. What exactly, do you like about my appearance, friend?"
"Really, that's a question right?" I wanted to avoid stating the obvious from my point of view.
"I hope I haven't offended you; its just that you were so passionate for me, just now. It felt very good to experience that level of excitement; my first such exchange of real sensuality."
"Laila, if we weren't here at the office; I'd be doing all sorts of "passionate" things with you." I wondered if she would get my backdoor invitation.
"The other day when we were inside the elevator, stuck inside with all those other people; I felt such an intense fire when you touched my bum that I needed to change my underwear. Then, in the parking lot you had to press yourself there, so badly. You like the very, very large size of my bum, right?" Her stilted recount of our elevator episode gave me pause as my cock stirred.
"Yes."
"Then I shall make it available to you, right now." Laila managed to rise to her feet turning towards the partition allowing me a direct look at her huge butt. She hooked her fingers over the top of the partition peering down an aisle I traveled many times during my employment along with assorted peers, coworkers and friends who would've died for the view I was presently enjoying. Laila's butt was huge, rubbery looking and jiggly with a deep gluteal cleft that informed the shape of her rear end giving it an enormous spade-like shape minus the stem. The skin tight skirt Laila was wearing when we met created this fraudulent oval shape that entranced me but seeing it au natural left me staggered. I plopped down in my office chair nearly sliding off the end because of my unwillingness to look away. It didn't look real in any sense still retaining prominent indentations, a deep pronounced panty line. Her waist had to be about thirty inches or more with the hips emerging diagonally from there up to a point where another set of curves exploded outward giving her posterior a definitive pear shape.
"I can't believe you got all of this; fuck me." I moaned barely above a whisper cupping the underside of her right cheek, finding it heavy to the touch. Both of Laila's legs were short but shapely informing what some jokingly referred to as drumstick thighs over a powerful set of calves and inconsequential feet.
"I want you to play with it-SLAP IT!!" Laila demanded.
So sudden and forceful was the order, I reacted involuntarily slapping the shit out of the closest ass cheek watching it jiggle uncontrollably. Laila cried out joyfully as I slapped that cheek several more times before succumbing to the need to handle it. I easily got a handful with enough left over for two more hands and a half on that cheek alone.
"Pinch it; pinch it-HARD!! STEAL that a FUCKING ASS!!" I complied trying to close my hand into a fist around that abundance of brown hued ass meat. I squeezed as hard as I could as Laila gasped her approval.



"Don't be shy my friend; PLAY WITH IT!! Do whatever YOU WANT with MY BIG BUM!! Let out all your dirty feelings for me; I LOVE IT!!" I let my lust guide me along with her impassioned, stilted instruction. I filled my hands full of her bounty, slapping and pinching without pause. I pried her cheeks apart finding her rear entrance, squeezing as hard as I could as she became even more aroused. Her Indian accent enhanced the sensuality of the whole affair as I stood up blanketing her from behind.
"Yes, I can definitely FEEL it; you are very, very HARD and HOT for ME!! Your DICK is caressing me so nicely; caressing my REALLY, BIG BUM!! Yes, press your BLACK DICK into my BUM and make yourself happy!!" Laila gasped, sucking inward which made this bubbling, wet sound like she was drinking from a straw or something. She spit into her palm applying it downstairs to her mound, fingering herself wildly as I ground my prick deep between her cheeks.
"Damn, girl; you got all this fucking ass, shit!! I'm gonna have to keep this motherfucking ASS, Laila!! Sorry girl, me and that Raman guy are gonna have to fucking fight over all this ASS you got back here!!" She had begun flexing her cheeks in time with my thrusts as I dipped low at the knees driving my cock right up her deep, cavernous rear cleavage. I was almost hopping up and down into her huge butt.
"Oh yes, I would be amenable to that; let your feelings come out, my friend!! To think that someone would want to fight to possess me; well, it makes my pussy so wet for you!!" I reached down slapping the outside of her thighs with both hands repeatedly, alternating with deep pinches of her generous curves.
"SHIT LAILA!!" I yanked her hips towards me, popping my hips against the decadent roundness of her butt, wildly before bending down prying a cheek apart. Laila reached back with one hand digging her nails into that halve, exposing her flower from the back.
I'd barely got the head of my cock inside when Laila let go, causing her handled ass cheek to thunderously clap on the rest of my length. I encircled her waist from the back driving half of myself inside before plain physics stopped me from going balls deep. Laila would have to get on all fours and spread her legs as wide as humanly possible for my to get the entirety of my girth inside the way I desired. At this point in the middle of the night, I didn't want to risk it, preferring to face the aisle way and front of the office in the same manner as my boss's niece.
Laila compensated with the slightest motion of her hips in this sort of sawing motion working the rest of my neglected tumescence between her sweaty inner thighs. She was burning hot, dripping wet with her essence drizzling all over his fleshy member. She arched her back creating this shelf that gave me more leverage, planting her feet. She was soft, pillowy soft and cushiony with this inner muscle hidden under all of that juicy ass that mashed into my pelvis creating loud slapping noises and queefs. I got into it pushing a few half steps forward, pressing her against the partition surrounding my work space. Despite the difficulty, Laila spread her legs a little wider letting her heels rest just outside mine allowing me another few inches of depth.
"May I request a favor of you, my friend?" She asked after five minutes of this.
"What?"
"Is it at all possible that you could sit on the office chair so that we could perhaps, take full advantage of this exciting sexual encounter?"
"Shit girl, all you had to do was ask!" I cackled; lust drunk at this point.
I nearly fell on the floor, managing to plant my bare ass on the seat as Laila bent over grabbing her ankles, legs spread wide apart. Her enormous butt was spread apart, wider than my chest and the arm rests on the swivel chair. There was a darker, richer kind of chub rub between her legs that I hadn't noticed before emanating from the deepest part of her cheeks to just above the midpoint of her inner thighs. The loose, rubbery jiggle was hypnotic for an avowed "ass fetishist" such as myself as she reached between her legs pressing me against her pronounced slit. Her butt came crashing down in my lap actually hitting the arm rests of the chair several times in succession. This didn't deter or impede the Indian intern's progress as her pillow soft butt conforms to the space or lack thereof. Her cunt was sloppy wet, splashing down on me as she gasped with downward bounce. I added to the experience slapping her cheeks one after the other before stereo slapping both.
"Yes my friend; I find that I am liking that very much!! If it would not be too forward; perhaps you could stick a thumb inside my bum?!! PLAY WITH MY REAR-DO IT, MY FRIEND!!"
"Really Laila?"
"Yes, I am prepared; I anticipated this precise moment, so I took measures." She'd known this whole time that we were likely going to hook up revealing her premeditation with mind boggling simplicity. Laila pressed down into my lap completely engulfing my shaft, waiting.
"Okay." It was somewhat problematic spreading her rich, olive hued cheeks, but my thumb sank inside easily, completely as Laila moaned her approval in a low droning purr. I worked my digit in and out of her backdoor noticing happily that Laila pulsed and tensed up rhythmically on my embedded erection.
"My friend, I would like to experience your big, black dick inside, instead; is this something I can request of you, by chance?"
"FUCK LAILA!!"
She was incredibly tight taking all of it with some difficulty leaving a small portion outside as I rooted around in her backdoor with wild abandon, jiggling pillowy cheeks and all. Laila was bent at a ninety degree angle over the small table that held my monitor, obliged to wrap her arms around it because of the limited desktop space. That too deep gluteal cleft, that cavernous ass crack parted higher than I would have thought giving the appearance that big, monstrous brown ass was devouring me from the abdomen down as I managed to completely stuff her full. The manner in which her cheeks bounced and jiggled loosely independent of one another made them appear as two giant water balloons.
"Oh, mujhe bada nigar murga pasand hai; mujhe bhaad mein jao, tum kamabakht maark!! main pooree raat is bade kaale land ka maza lene vaalee hoon!! is kamabakht klab, nigar ladake ke saath mere bakavaas chhed!!" I had absolutely no idea what she was saying, only that it was making me horny as fuck.
Laila took it from the back like a champ, shoving her rump into my pelvis awkwardly at first, soon matching my cadence perfectly. The loud, wet smacks got louder and louder intermingled with the gibberish that evolved from her native tongue as she went into the throws of a massive orgasm, sobbing loudly. She was bouncing on the balls of her feet, twisting and popping her hips into me as the sensations came in waves making goosebumps sprout all over her back and arms. Laila was licking the face of my desktop monitor leaving a nasty, frothy trail of saliva on its surface, like some snail trail. This girl, this woman, this Indian intern was seriously, an epically down low freak. She was getting off hard to rough, anal sex, uncomfortably bent over and wedged into my small working cubicle. The sight of her making out with that monitor like it was some lost lover, sent me over the edge.
"OH SHIT, FAAAWK LAILA!!" My legs started to go rubbery, shaking uncontrollably as my inner thighs seized up.
"ARE-ARE YOU HAVING AN ORGASM, MY FRIEND; ARE YOU CUMMING?!!" Laila screamed.
"YES!!" My pelvis was seizing up, spasming in a manner that I hadn't felt since losing my virginity in the back of a convenience store when I was eighteen.
"PLEASE, I WOULD LIKE IT VERY MUCH IF YOU WOULD EJACULATE ON MY BUM!! I WANT MY BUM SOILED HANDILY, MY FRIEND!!"
I was too far gone to even reply, deftly pulling out and rolling the condom off simultaneously as an extremely thick rope of cum hit that huge ass of hers, dead center. I stroked out three more potent ropes of cum, hitting both cheeks evenly, watching my semen splash everywhere. Laila observed my progress with an approving smile, resting her head on her fist. She was bent over looking back at me in a modified thinker's pose as I rubbed my cock all over her glazed backside. I was glowing, entranced almost using my cock to shovel the oily cum around on her cheeks, even poking her backdoor a few times. Laila took it all in without a word, looking whimsically deep in thought. I couldn't get over that strange, almost crazy smile that appeared on her plain face whenever she was sexually triggered. I couldn't put my finger on it, just seemed a bit off, but I wasn't complaining already planning to proposition her for a "Friends with Benefits" arrangement.
"I am so happy that you have enjoyed my big, loose bum; I think I prefer a big dick inside it very, very much my friend. You would not think ill of me for admitting such a thing?"
"Of course not, Laila; you're a strong, independent woman who knows what she wants. Laila, you are ideal, smart and sophisticated on a level most fail to notice, girl; someone who is predisposed to find success in one way or another." I was still sex addled, punch drunk as I continued playing around with her ass, rubbing my cock in her deep cleft.
"Careful my friend, I think my bum has made you, quite heady to say the least." She wasn't fooled by my glowing endorsement in the least finding a cute retort.
"Yeah." I admitted, mentally floating as my fingers dug into her bountiful hips.
"I'm afraid we must be going soon; it is very late in the evening." I glanced at the monitor on my desk which had been activated revealing the time at three in the morning.
"Shit, you're right; we've got to get out of here." I was jolted back, lucid again as Laila slowly stood reaching for her purse. My eyes followed her movements instinctively glaring at the huge butt bent over in front of me. I had to mentally catch myself or I would've taken her again.
"You would like more, my friend?" I was busted finding Laila glancing over her shoulder at me while pulling some wipes from her purse on the file cabinet under my desk.
"If only it wasn't so late; its already the next day, shit Laila." My cock had already started thickening at the sight.
"Perhaps then, you could help me as I can't fully reach back." She handed me the wipes wanting assistance with the cleanup. It felt as if she didn't care one way or the other while I began wiping up my spunk from her huge, pillowy ass cheeks. I was obliged to move a little closer using half the wet wipes in the packet as my tumescence bump her every so often.
"Fuck it, man." The packet dropped to the floor as I grabbed her hips shoving her backwards into me for what ended up being an extended quickie. Laila balanced placed her hands on her knees, locking her legs in place while I fed the beast. She appeared highly intuitive to her lover's needs, knowing exactly the point when I started going into the throws of orgasm. The thick, pear shaped intern quickly turned, sucking hard on my prick, vacuuming her cheeks as I blasted rope after rope into her gullet. She even buried her face on my cock looking up into my eyes, blinking profusely before pulling back.
"I'm afraid we must be going from here expeditiously, my friend. It is getting quite late as we are already in the new day." The time read three fifty on my monitor as we scrambled back into our clothing, making ourselves respectable. Laila never stopped smiling with the weird, crazy look on her face. Io couldn't keep my hand off her big, thick butt as we locked up the office. She took my arm, looping her own through it as we walked down the dimly lit corridor like a couple. Her head was resting on my bicep as we noticed the Out of Order sign on the elevator remembering the crazy episode that started our association stuck inside it. Both of us chuckled symbiotically at the same time looking into one another's eyes.
"I really am gonna fight that Raman guy; if you don't stop staring at me like that, Laila." Her eyes lit up at my endorsement as I fought the urge to kiss her. She was in a relationship of sorts, after all.
"Please, don't encourage me so lavishly; I would be inclined to suck on your dick some more. Perhaps, suck on it until it is empty, this time. We don't have very much time until we have to return here for work. Perhaps we could enjoy our lunch break in similar fashion, my friend."
"Sure, Laila." I couldn't help it anymore, giving her a deep soulful kiss which she returned eagerly as one of the working elevators arrived with a polite ding of the bell. We entered the elevator holding hands. A familiar sensation engulfed my palm as she tickled its center with her middle finger. It was the gesture that she used to acquiesce her willingness when we'd first met.
*************************************************************************************
"SHIT, I'M LATE!!" I awoke in my bed with a start having slept the night away like a stone.
Laila had really put it on me the night prior as I fell from my bed scrambling into my clothing. We'd parted in mutual taxis with the intent of revisiting that encounter in some capacity during our lunch hours the following day. There was no doubt that Mr. Kumar would probably have some other tedious assignment waiting, but I intended to tell Mike and the guys to intentionally ghost me in the workplace until the shit storm blew over. I chuckle to myself knowing the weird workplace romp between Laila and myself would bolster my ordeal throughout the torturous eight hours to come. That fucking office had been like some modern day retarded version of the Garden of Eden last night. I was stoked to see Laila during our lunch hour knowing that I'd get my hands all over that big umber hued ass of hers.
"Hold it right there chief." I was halfway in the door when security buzz cut guy stopped me. I noticed a few extra guys in his company of the rent a cop variety.
"What, can I do for you, officer?"
"Come along with me to the H.R. Department, chief."
My heart leapt into my throat wondering what was going to happen as I stiffly joined buzz cut guy, flanked on both sides with pairs of security guards. A number of suits and pedestrians watched my escort to the service elevator making me feel like some sort of criminal. It was extremely humiliating as I noticed Mike watching pensively in the lobby before entering the elevator. I was escorted down into the basement to the human resources department practically having gone through the five stages of grief before arriving there.
"Have a seat." I looked around the basement office finding some familiar faces in the security guards who'd talked to me the night my car got trashed, some officers coworkers I didn't particularly talk to and...Mr. Kumar? He was sitting upright on the cheap plastic chairs with his arms folded across his chest. I found a seat as far away from him as I could wondering what was going to be done to me next as the H.R. Director's office door opened.
"Shit." I mumbled to myself as another unwanted face from my past appeared. The old guy that yelled at me and Laila in the elevator and parking lot walked out with Gloria, the director making my skin crawl. They seemed very friendly, laughing and whispering to one another as she escorted him to the door following the old fart outside. I had this queasy feeling in my stomach glancing around noticing one of the security guards trying to act like he wasn't looking at me.
I glanced down at my phone finding some texts from Mike wanting to know what was going on, probably already having placed a bet on the outcome. Gloria returned taking Mr. Kumar into the office with her sending me into stage of grief.
"Hey, you can come on in now-chief." I looked up finding buzz cut guy again, much to my chagrin as Mr. Kumar emerged from the office looking like he wanted to murder someone, and I'll give you one guess who that person was. Buzz cut guy lightly handled my bicep attempting to direct me into the office as Kumar passed.
"This ain't county." I motioned towards my bicep as he let go raising both hands but followed me closely inside closing the door behind him where he remained. Gloria was sitting there looking at her computer screen with some paperwork on the desk in front of her as I had a seat.
"You have a mostly pristine record here with a few blimps for tardiness, including this morning; but you are on paper, a good employee." She started as I noticed my name on a file on her desk.
"Okay, so why am I here?"
"Hey bro, pump the breaks; we're all friends here, aren't we?" Buzz cut guy leaned in uncomfortably close.
"It's a question, sir." I replied trying not to show any hint of emotion, but it was clear what was going on.
"I'm just saying, there's no need to blow up on Gloria here, we're just asking some questions, buddy." He looked like the asshole eh was pretending not to be as I shrugged glancing back at Gloria.
"Who's asking questions; who do I talk to here?"
"We're just asking you to relax; there's no need for hostility of any kind, here." Gloria responded looking a little rattled. I was beyond offended at both of their demeanors.
"Sure Gloria, ask away."
"Mrs. Sanchez."
"Sure Ms. Sanchez, ask away." I replied acidly wanting to get this screw job over with as soon as possible.
For the next forty minutes we engaged in a duel of words with "Ms. Sanchez" and alternately buzz cut guy asking me dueling questions regarding the situation between me and Laila in the elevator as reported by one Wilfred Chandler, one of the big suits occupying the upper floors. Turns out the old bastard was a senior partner slumming it in the elevator with the little people after his private car went down for scheduled maintenance. The fact that he had a front row seat to me and Laila's initial encounter besides personally witnessing us dry humping in the parking lot meant I was literally a fucking thanksgiving turkey. I was shown some grainy footage from an elevator cam that didn't really show anything other than Laila and I standing in close proximity to one another. The second cam footage revealed me visually leading Laila towards the parking garage in what could have been deemed an aggressive manner. I denied everything but didn't ask about Laila thinking that was where they wanted the questioning to go. Ultimately a code of conduct clause in my employment contract led to my dismissal.
"I guess it is county after all." I commented before being escorted outside the office where a security guard was waiting with a box containing all of my belongings from my work space. I was escorted out of the office building onto the busy streets as buzz cut guy stuffed a severance check in the pocket of my blazer. It felt like all the world was watching as the small contingent of security goofs remained in the building lobby posted up like they expected me to run back inside. I walked a block down until I was out of the building's shadow before having a seat to process the whole situation. My phone began ringing as soon as I found a seat in a shelter bus stop.
"Mike, I got fucking fired." I blurted out, emotionally.
"Damn man, that was some fucked up shit Mr. Kumar pulled on your ass!! He got you to complete that audit, took credit for it and replaced your ass in less than twenty-four hours!! That shit is savage, man; what're you gonna do about it?!!" I figured the other guys were listening in on it as something struck me odd.
"Replaced; who was it, that Asian girl they just hired?!!" I was hot.
"No, Laila; and she's also been upgraded to assistant department head under her uncle, too!!" I hung up without a word as the revelation hit me like a blow to the gut from Mike Tyson. I pulled out my phone dialing her up only to get an automated message saying it the number was out of service.



"Ah Laila; you bitch." I'd been conned into training my replacement.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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My alarm went off just before sunrise like it had for the last few years blaring loudly into my ear before I mashed the snooze button down returning to sleep for a few seconds before the next alarm sounded from my phone. I accidentally swiped it off the mattress onto the hardwood floor of my bedroom reaching for it, but the bottle of hooch remained upright on the edge of my modest bed. I wasn't a drinker by any means, but recent events left me with a need to imbibe. I rolled over on my stomach feeling the hangover so much, that it felt like my brain could actually fall out of my head onto the floor beside my phone.
"Shit." It hurt so bad just trying to regain my phone from the floor without making any sudden moves or sitting upright, but I managed.
I found myself staring up at the ceiling for the hundredth time in the last three days since I been shit canned as part of an elaborate con hatched by my ex-boss and his niece who'd also taken the time to hook up with me in what was turning out to be the thick girl equivalent of the monkey's paw curse. I was haunted by the image of Laila's deep olive colored body in tandem with her Uncle Kumar's evil laughter. The latter part of that vision was a mental construct manufactured by my bruised ego. I had little doubt of some form of celebration on his part at getting the better of me in a struggle I hadn't known existed until it was over.
"Hello?" My phone's face lit up with an incoming call which I answered out of sheer boredom; it turned out to be my Aunt Yvonne.
"You coming over tomorrow?!! You coming to the cookout, boy?!!" She yelled into my ear setting all my synapses on napalm fire. I yanked the phone away from my ear as she continued.
"I-I don't know, Auntie."
"BOY, YOU STILL LAYING UP ON YOUR ASS, HUH?!! YOU BETTER GET ON UP AND GET AH JOB BEFORE YOU GET PUT OUTTA THAT APARTMENT!! YOU COMING TO THE COOKOUT?!!" My aunt subscribed to the scream until you get what you want school of thought.
"It's more of a room; I can manage for a while with my savings and unemployment."
"Yeah, you coming to this cookout and you gonna be talking to your Uncle Billy, boy!!" In truth, I had nothing but love for my uncle, but his choice of women left over from the seventies, left much to be desired. Yvonne was probably my seventh marriage relation after the explosive dissolution of his sixth union. She was this really skinny female in her late forties with these abnormally wide hips which left you wanting when you saw how flat her ass actually was; not that I was looking all that much. My Uncle Billy and myself, shared similar interests female wise for your information. He was the one relative who always seemed to know what to say when the chips were down or when you needed some sage advice.
"You know what Auntie; think I'll stop by for a few minutes."
"YOU'D BETTER; DON'T MAKE ME COME GET YOU, BOY!!" Yvonne faux-threatened as I pulled the phone away from my ear a second time.
"Please."
I begged off the buffoonery, clicking off as the day began in earnest. I knew I had some responsibilities to attend to having already filed for unemployment the day I was canned. Even after hanging up, the stinging betrayal lingered about my person. I tried to go back to bed but sleep eluded me, and I could find nothing to eat in a fully stocked fridge. I sat at my desk surfing on my laptop for some other employment while letting television noise accompany my job search. Laila's face taunted me nonstop making me realize that I had to find something to purge her from my system.
Mental sleuthing took over my time when I discovered that I could still log into my company email. When I was employed there, my interpersonal situation could best be described as "clean up guy"; the person who made sure all the "T's and I's" were where they should be. It made since that Mr. Kumar would forget to lock me out of the system as I found myself reading the in-house log which denoted Laila's addition and immediate promotion in my former office. There was an accompanying photo of her with her shitty uncle holding what appeared to be a department award and a bouquet of roses. She looked like she'd won a pageant, or something dressed smartly in a tan business suit. I found more photo with the article that made me bristle so much, I thought I'd burst into flame. Another photo revealed her and Mr. Kumar with executive committee, the higher ups I'd never had a chance of meeting all standing around her like doting parents. I noticed a very familiar old fart in the background, the same guy from the stalled elevator.
I wanted to think it was all some coincidence but his hand on her right shoulder told the tale of the screw job that robbed me of my livelihood. I'm sure it was happenstance that he was inside the elevator on that fateful evening, but he'd definitely snitched to Gloria about my salacious activities that night. I felt criminalized like some sort of pervert finding an attachment that led to Laila's resume. I don't know why it was posted, maybe just to rub my friends still working there faces in the nepotism. Laila's resume turned out to be two pages of information that revealed her privilege on an international level. There were a veritable who's who of prime Fortune 500 were she'd either interned or worked before landing in my office. She was highly educated sporting a wealth of extracurricular activity that seemed to be leaning towards running her own company one day. It was a foregone conclusion that slapped me in the face like a tossed brick. We were world's apart, but I'd had the edge in experience in my location making me her target.
I'd objectified myself in her eyes with the plain faced, yet decadently shaped "intern" zeroing in on my predilection for curvy women the instant we met. Sex had been her method of attack, invasion if you will as I fell hard for the act. That oh so delectable iron fist in a velvet glove had delivered a knockout punch that destroyed my livelihood with deadly accuracy. In short, I'd played myself for a fool obviously falling into a box she had ready for me. It wasn't the first time I'd been stereotyped and probably wouldn't be the last with her having me pegged as some sex starved primitive, a thirst zombie. There was no running away from the fact that she'd likely wanted to sample a black guy in some respects. This unfortunately was a recurring element of my work life that had popped up the moment I started working at eighteen. At first it seemed cool screwing around with some of my coworkers, having sex with women I didn't normally see in my daily life who were usually a little older. But after that "itch" was scratched, things would invariably go off track and get weird. It was a lesson in ethics, I was still learning.
I had to place blame somewhere and the standard bearer for this situation lie in my acute proclivity for curvy women with big to huge derrieres; hell, even ranging into what some would call BBW territory. I scrolled back in my mental Rolodex to my first encounter with one Shelly Finkel, this voluptuous pear shaped Roma girl who worked the corner store in my old neighborhood. My phone rang out of nowhere interrupting my thoughts.
"Hello?" No one said anything for a few seconds before the call was disconnected. I didn't recognize the number.
I finally passed out again for another couple of hours waking up around midday face palming as I realized that I was supposed to that family gathering. Auntie Yvonne most likely would start carpet bombing me with additional calls if I didn't show up. I was leery of seeing my uncle after thinking it over as I showered and dressed in a collared shirt and slacks with some nice dress shoes to finish my look. Uncle Billy had chided me early for dressing like everyone else not wanting me to become another hood drone. I'd developed my much more overt mature look getting heckled hard by my friends called an educated lame for the most part. It was all about projecting the look of success and I'd grown into that role with his encouragement. I caught an uber over to the house finding the party in full swing bringing with me a small bouquet of flowers for my aunt and two six packs for my uncle who would undoubtedly be holding court with his friends.
As predicted there was already a full party going on with groups of people congregating around the bungalow styled home that had been in the family since the sixties owned by various family members which was a rarity in our ethnic group. Uncle Billy himself had been given the home decades earlier after marrying my "second auntie, Hettie", this woman I only remembered because of her massive breasts. Ironically he'd cheated on her with a flat chested woman, her polar opposite with a big, flabby butt that seemed out of place on her thin frame. Uncle Billy never missed a beat citing a few tears later that while he loved Hettie, he couldn't get past the fact that she challenged him on everything while her flat, deflated looking pancake butt gave him no joy carnally. I was one of the few people who understood where he was coming from having been sexually imprinted at an early age for women of a certain look. Partialism is what it was scientifically referred to in some circles and I worked to manage it over time even dating some women that didn't fit my particular aesthetic. I didn't see my uncle right away or Auntie Yvonne passing through the house leaving my gifts on the kitchen table to hit the backyard. There was an unexpected blast from my past waiting in the yard.
There she was larger than life itself standing in my uncle's backyard talking with some other girls I didn't recognize, probably associates of hers. Micha Le' was known to travel with a pack of loud, cackling self-appointed "IT GIRLS" in the hood and I didn't want any part of that nonsense. It had been a few years since we last met at a mutual acquaintance's house party. She'd always boasted an incredible hourglass figure, but the years seemed to have added a little extra to her frame making the young woman a veritable brick shit house figuratively speaking. Her skin retained its milky pallor along with the freckles which seemed isolated to the center of her narrow, oval shaped face. Her hair whether or not actually real or an elaborate weave, was made up in this intricate braided design on the sides with a wealth off curly bangs over her forehead which flowed into a shoulder length ponytail at the back. I couldn't understand why she chose the garish candy red hair color which contrasted with her milky complexion. Micha Le' was dressed in this peach colored, jersey styled tank with some jean print jeggings and open toed wedge sandals that gave her an extra bit of height over her friends. She seemed to notice my eyes on her instantly, facing me with a snarl.
"WHUT YOU LOOKING AT?!!" Micha Le' bellowed.
"NUH-THIN!!" I yelled back turning my back to her immediately. I felt like I'd paid my bad karma off during the week when I got played and lost my job to an undercover player. I didn't want to engage in public theatrics with a childhood nemesis, especially when it usually ended up in a scuffle or the tossing of objects at one another. Everyone else in the cramped yard fully expected a show which I was hell bound not going to provide. I walked over to the picnic table preparing myself a plate of food. There was some laughter at our initial exchange which disappeared into the loud musical stylings of Roy Ayer's "Everybody loves the Sunshine."
"What you don't like what you see, or something?"
"Oh don't mind me; I'm Ray Charles when you're around." I retorted still adding things to my plate as she crowded me.
"Oh you got jokes, huh?"
"I'm joking?" I deadpanned.
"I saw you looking at my ass; don't try to deny it. You're always staring all hard and shit; like fucking Uncle Fester and shit." She didn't seem to care who was listening to our exchange adding another repugnant layer to her already stellar personality.
"And yet, you ventured outside without your burka." I turned doing my best to ignore her finding a garbage can at the other side of the yard filled with generic cola and various bottles of beer. Micha Le' looked irritated and confused returning to her circle as I sat with a few cousins at a makeshift table.
"When you two motherfuckers gonna get married?"
"Ha ha, very funny." I glanced over taking a look at the ass I'd been accused of ogling finding it crotch inspiring simultaneously lamenting who it was attached to in the same moment. Her long, shapely legs truly made it's large heart shape stand out. From my vantage point, didn't look like Micha Le' was wearing any panties.
"STOP LOOKING!!" She yelled out of nowhere, shocking me as I looked up at her face, busted. There was more laughter from the gathered guests while a few older people stared disparagingly. Micha Le' turned her back again even as I gestured towards her. One of her friends, some chubby sister who looked like Velma from that Scooby Doo cartoon tapped her on the shoulder. I was surprised when she turned around again greeting her with a middle finger that didn't go over well. Micha Le' stalked over to my table snatching up a marmalade jar being used as cup full of soda only to pour it over my head ice and all. Some of the ice cubes pooled in my lap as laughter filled the backyard.
"Bitch must pay." I murmured to myself while the verbal jeers and laughter continued as Micha Le' returned my obscene gesture rejoining her friends who approved of her actions.
Someone's toddler was within reach eating an ice cream cone that had been stacked with every flavor humanly possible. I snatched the cone power walking up behind Micha Le' quickly slamming down on top of her head in a makeshift dunce's cap. I knew I was dead meat if I stuck around quickly bounding out of there like I was on fire as her friends screamed like enraged harpies while the backyard exploded in uproarious laughter. I cleared the side of the house looking over my shoulder finding Micha Le' right at my back desperately reaching out trying to snag my shirt. I sped up knowing she wouldn't be able to match my speed because of the wedge sandals. I made it half a block before glancing back finding her in the process of tumbling across the sidewalk in a disaster of limbs and faux garish red hair. I nearly fell over catching myself, laughing hard at her predicament. She sat there looking pathetic on the verge of tears as I slowly walked back.
"You poured a drink on my head." I reasoned.
"HELP ME UP FOOL!!" She did look a mess as I kept out of her immediate reach.
"Can't you help yourself up, huh Micha Le'?"
"Come on man, I think I sprained my ankle or something; don't leave me down here, honest!! "She pleaded working my humanity. I looked around finding a few pedestrians watching starting to worry the cops weren't far behind.
"Look, we were both wrong; don't try anything funny Micha Le'." She just nodded.
"You gonna help me out of not?" The white knight in me bubbled to the top as I bent down picking Micha Le' up in my arms. The minute I straightened my back out with her aloft in my arms, she made a sudden but aborted motion like she was gonna slap me.
"I-I'll toss your ass off the curb if you do that shit." I warned, sternly.
"You put a fucking ice cream cone on top of my head, man."
"You poured cola on my head and messed up my clothes, too; and for what; because you thought I was staring at your ass?" Her weight was somewhat of a factor as I carried her down the street. Micha Le' was just plain thick, but in an abundantly healthy way.
"Well, you were staring!"
"Goddamn girl; what you want people to do when you're walking around with all this back, huh? Nice skintight jeggings by the way, Micha Le'!"
"I can wear whatever I want!!"
"Well, then don't try to police people's fucking eyeballs; fair?" She scoffed, rolling her eyes before turning her head in a huff, inadvertently hitting me with her ponytail. Her perfume was nice, she smelled nice as my gaze drifted downward finding an exposed nipple. It was pecan colored with a small areola and erect. She followed my eye line, quickly covering the exposed tit with her hand.
"Damn; you in need or something, nigga?"
"Why you gotta be like that when I'm carrying your big ass down the fucking street? You could've just ignored the shit and said hello, but you decided to play that "Sista Gurl" shit with me instead, and now you got me carrying your thick ass down the street and still got the nerve to complain! You were chasing me and you face planted because you were wearing some fucking wedge sandals, Micha Le'!!" I had a mind to set her down on the curb. My uncle had always taught me that no good deed goes unpunished when dealing with a woman, and her comments were bearing this out.
"So you get to look at my titty?!"
"You are so negative." The way she talked struck me as boorish.
"You were looking!"
"Yeah, I was looking; you want an endorsement or something?!! And while we're talking about it; why aren't you wearing any underwear, huh?!!" I knew from my own personal history that Micha Le' got around. She'd always been the center of attention growing up because of her looks or skin tone with it all going to her head when her body started to assert itself as nature evolved her.
"I'm wearing underwear!"
"Didn't look like it from where I was sitting; everybody saw that shit, not just me, either."
"I live across the street; it's all about being comfortable, motherfucker." Micha Le' explained flavoring it with blue language.
"Well, your comfortable is about to embarrass both of us because you know everybody gonna clown us back at Uncle Billy's when I walk in carrying your ass!!" Her light brown eyes widened at the realization.
"Take me across the street to my place."
"No, take your embarrassment like a big girl."
"Come on man, take me across the street; I got a room in the back of my cousin's place. I don't wanna deal with all that laughing and shit!! PLEASE-JUST DO IT, OKAY?!!" Micha Le' s freckled face started to flush crimson at the thought of further public embarrassment.
"Well, okay; but you are kind of heavy. Maybe you should lay off the hot pockets, though."
"Fuck you."
She looked away with a slight smirk on her narrow, oval shaped face as I crossed over to the other side of the street finding the two flat where she rented a living space from her relative, an older woman who functioned as a surrogate mother after Micha Le' lost her parents to street violence. Contrary to belief, she'd inherited her skin tone from her father with her mother being extremely dark gifting her daughter genetically with her figure. She directed me down the side of the house to a small backyard made so by a two car garage. I grumbled having to carry Micha Le' up the three steps of her back porch. The door was unlocked with me managing to just make it to her bedroom, half dropping her on the small bed pushed up against the wall.
"Ow, careful man; you trying to drop me on the floor or something?!!"
"Whatever; have a nice life, home girl." I turned to walk out but she grabbed my forearm.
"What, you can't even get some ice for my ankle or nothing?!!" Micha Le' complained.
"Shit!" I walked out of the small, narrow room down a corridor to her bathroom finding a medium sized towel hanging on a rack behind the door with a pair of skimpy red panties. Red seemed to be her favorite color of choice as I walked further towards the front of the house finding her kitchen. This room seemed even smaller with a proliferation of product on its small table and filled counter tops as I opened the old fifties era refrigerator.
"HURRY IT UP WITH THAT ICE!!" Micha Le' yelled from her room sounding more afraid that I was checking the place out than out of any pain. I filled the towel with some ice returning to her bedside. She allowed me to slip her shoes off without complaint or snarky comment, wincing as I applied the makeshift ice pack.



"Careful, fool." Her voice shrunk when I shot her a look.
"Does it hurt?"
"Of course it hurts ow, please be careful, okay?" There was a bruise on her ankle, but I couldn't tell how serious it was. I got up leaving the room, alarming Micha Le'.
"HEY, WHERE YOU GOING?!!"
"Relax." I returned with some gauze I found inside her medicine cabinet, carefully wrapping her ankle and heel. Micha Le' reclined on her back still wincing and making little distressed noises like a scared little kid.
"You know, you should probably go to a hospital and get this checked out." I rubbed and massaged her bruised foot as I spoke running my thumb lightly over the sole.
"You gonna pay my hospital bill, huh?" I nodded my head, annoyed at her insistence on maintaining that outward shell of female centric bravado that was all too familiar in our ethnic community.
"Why you gotta make it so hard?"
"You always trying to act like you so smart and shit, ow that hurts." I took one of the four pillows on her bed elevating her ankle underneath. I pulled a chair over sitting beside Micha Le' surveying her prone body. Her toenails were done not surprisingly with cherry red nail polish, white along the edges. I looked around realizing that much hadn't changed about the room in years noticing a collared shirt from the local food chain as a sign of her probable employment.
"Hey, Micha Le'; want me to make it feel better?"
"How?"
"Ancient Chinese secret."
"You ain't Chinese fool." She manifested this crooked smile trying not to laugh outright and give me any reward for a natural charm I'd cultivated over the years.
"Shut the fuck up; you wanna feel better or not?"
"Yeah, sure man; it's not gonna hurt is it?"
"No, in fact its gonna feel pretty damn good."
"Okay." She sounded apprehensive as I got off the chair kneeling by the bed hovering over her body. Her pronounced hourglass figure was impressive even lying on her back with her garish red tresses splayed across a pillow that hilariously sheathed with a case covered with Sponge Bob Square pants and the other retarded characters from that show.
"Alright, lets get started." I positioned myself kneeling at her waist adding some theatrics by stretching my arms out as propellers closing my eyes tightly. I mumbled some gibberish before clapping my hands hard like Mr. Miyagi. There was no doubt she knew were I was going as my hand cupped her sex.
"ASS-HOLE!!" Micha Le' almost jackknifed up but I leaned forward looking her directly in the eyes, settling her back on the bed. My hand remained where it was as she frowned, but otherwise didn't move.
"Can't you feel it?"
"Of course I can FEEL it; you've got some motherfucking nerve putting your damn hand on my-!!" I put a finger to her lips silencing her tirade.
"I'm trying to help you out, trying to make you feel better girl; but all you wanna do is talk and cuss like a fucking sailor when I'm willing to help you out. Just stop it with the hood talk shit; ain't none of your fellow bitches around baby; it's just us Micha Le'." I was already rubbing and caressing her mound in a kneading motion while I talked.
"Fellow bitches, huh?"
"Damn it girl, you needs to stop all this talking shit and just-FEEL what's happening. Let the healing start, right here in the uhm, cradle of life, baby." My middle fingers dipped between her thighs rubbing her slit.
"Cradle of life?!"
"Yeah, don't you know anything, girl? You need to stop running the streets and get your cute, little face in a book, baby. Get right with yourself, be yourself and-just FEEL it. Know what I'm saying, Micha Le'?" I never broke eye contact as my finger slid along her covered slit. I could feel it getting warm between her legs as her nostrils flared.
"Well you know, uhm I-uhm..." She twisted a little under me silently gasping as I rubbed just that much harder.
"Micha Le', you FEELING IT, or not?" Her pretty mouth opened allowing her to lick her lips making my mouth water in return. I watched this curvy woman subtly relax allowing three fingers between her thighs.
"Yeah."
"Micha Le', you FEELING ME, huh girl?"
"Yeah, I'm feeling you." I leaned down getting an especially wet kiss from the milk colored sister using the opportunity to slide my hands inside her jeggings. Her thighs seized up when the first finger dipped inside. All pretense of resistance slid away as she accommodated me spreading her legs slightly apart.
I managed two fingers, curving them upward into her secret spot teasing it mercilessly as moaned sensually shedding her manufactured "street tough" persona. I couldn't help but remember the well mannered girl dressed in all these little princess, billowy dresses, head full of barrettes with a collection of Barbies. She was my first crush, the first I could remember so long ago when we ran and played together. The tragedy had come suddenly one afternoon taking away her parents in a tsunami wave of emotional loss taking that cute little girl with it. The next time we met I was on the receiving end of a foot to the balls, thus beginning a year's long acrimonious relationship of sorts. Despite a brief encounter during my college period, we hadn't seen one another in three years. It was a weird sort of history to reflect on considering where my hand was.
"Oh what are you doing; that shit feels good."
"Ancient Chinese secret, shut up." A third finger slid inside joining the others in attacking the bumpy ridge that seemed to work her like a puppet. Micha Le' had become so wet my fingers were completely glazed over with her liquid lust.
"AAAAWWWW, YOU'RE MAKING-AAAAWWWNNN!!" The light skinned beauty arched up off the bed covering my hand with her own as I went in for another wet, sloppy kiss. I started going rough alternating the stimulation of her secret spot and clit with my thumb. I worked all five digits simultaneously taking her to the cusp, quickly drawing my hand away.
"Whu-What?" I leaned back rubbing her essence between my fingers looking displeased.
"Oh, we gotta fix this; it's all wrong, girlfriend."
"WHAT'S ALL WRONG!!" Micha Le' tried to sit up but I calmed her raising a single finger, looking her up and down.
"This, we gotta get this straight girlfriend; lets get these tights right off of you, Micha Le'. This is very important if I'm-uhm, we're gonna get that leg treated. Now you just rest and let me peel these skintight pants right off of those beautiful legs, home girl." She facepalmed as I continued trolling her right out of her pants.
"You a fool." She flushed crimson.
"Eyes on the prize, Micha Le'." I mounted her with a deep sensual kiss, getting between her legs fully clothed. My hands slid under her top letting my thumbs cover her nipples. She squirmed under my touch revealing another sensitive area on her body as I used the action to relive her of the tank top pushing onto the floor at the end of the bed facing the window.
She stretched her arms overhead arching upward, spreading her legs wider as I slipped off my collared shirt reaching into my back pocket to remove a golden tinted condom packet from my wallet. Her slightly slanted eyes that made her appear of Asian descent to some, became narrow slits as her hands undid my belt, drawing my zipper down to free my strained erection. Micha Le' nibbled on her pointer finger watching pensively as I slid the condom on, her other hand demurely covering her mound. There was no doubt that we were both invested in what was about to happen to the fullest as I cradled her upper half in my arms sinking all the way inside up to the hilt. Her legs rose in the air as I slid into her virtue earning an extended gasp as we stared into one another's eyes. Micha Le' locked her heels in the small at the base of my spine as I began rolling my hips giving it to her fast. Her hips rocked up meeting every thrust as I plowed her without mercy.
Her legs found a home hooked over my shoulders as I reached around using my thumbs to tease her thick erect nipples. Micha Le' ended up balled into a face upward fetal position as my balls slapped up against the bottom of her big butt. She responded in kind reaching up to twist my own nipples sending shock waves along my spine. She flattened her palms against my chest eventually raking her well-manicured nails across my pecks as I pounded the attitude out of her streetwise box. I drew my knees up essentially kneeling over her body giving her long strokes as she moaned loudly taking everything I had to give.
"Fuck me; fuck me good." She moaned tensing up around me in increasing intervals. The movement of her hips revealed a sexual history I don't think would've ever been verbalized, bucking and rolling around under my pelvis as hard as I gave. Whenever I'd thrust, Micha Le' would be there to greet me with her hungry tunnel until we were just railing the shit out of one another with no fucks given.
"Pound that shit; fuck it up for real!!" She instructed, huffing little puffs of heated air in my face.
Her cunt was completely wet at this point causing me to slide around outside her mound and inner thighs with wild abandon. I couldn't help myself kissing her hard, even licking her right cheek like some enraptured animal. Her nails dug into my pants past my briefs, clawing at my buttocks. Micha Le' lost it going emitting a loud, shrill distressed whine that seemed to go on forever until she clamped down on my member so hard that I was held in place. It happened in fits and bursts until she went slack letting her legs fall to the side still folded at the knees. I wasn't ready to cum yet, still having some more in the chamber for Micha Le'.
She was staring at the ceiling of her bedroom nibbling on a finger when I started rolling her over onto her belly facing her only window. The horizontal rectangular window had these sheer pinkish curtains covering it which flowed in the slight breeze wafting into the room. I sat on the back of her thighs staring down at her pale butt in all its glory. Her hips emerged from her waist in a curve that quickly merged with her muscular thighs giving its almost faux thickness an endorsement immediately invalidated by the somewhat shallow nature of her butt. Both cheeks were a little muted with the under cuff teased out with short creases at the junction between her inner thighs. My cock covered her gluteal cleft completely. Micha Le' reached back parting her cheeks with both hands revealing her openings. I didn't know if it was an invitation to wither hole opting to press the head of my cock into her cunt from behind. Micha Le' gasped rolling her shoulders as I lay prone over her drawing my knees adjacent with her hips.
"OOOHHHH SHIT, GIVE IT TO MY DADDY!! AAAAWWWNNN, AWWW FUCK DAAAA-DEEE!! DADDY DADDY!!" Micha Le' began screaming loudly as I sawed my hips giving it just as hard from the back with the intent of triggering my own orgasm. I'd been with a number of thick and large women at this point in my early adult life, so handling her was pretty much child's play for the initiated. She was so wet that I was sliding in and out of her making these loud, wet noises. The thud of my pelvis smashing her cheeks reverberated around the small bedroom.
"AAAWWWNNNN, YEEEAAHHH DAA-DEEEEEE, DADDY!! YOU FUH-FUCK!! AAAWWWNNN!!" I could feel myself tightening up, my inner thighs pulsing with a load churned out by her snapping cunt as Micha Le' flexed her cheeks milking my thickening length. I'd already spurted a bit into the condom feeling as if as if a white hot needle had been inserted in my urethra. My pelvis pulsed as shivers ran down my sweaty spine.
"AAAWWW SHIT GIRL; TAKE ALL OF THIS ON THAT ASS!!" I drew back actually tearing the condom to shreds as multiple bursts of stringy cum spurted out in pleasurable waves that hit dead center in the middle of her butt. Micha Le' continued flexing her cheeks as I reached down jacking the rest of my load all over her butt and back. I rolled on my side wiping the sweat from my brow as she chuckled with this self-assured smile.
"Micha Le'?"
"Yeah?"
"How's your ankle?"
"Fuck you." We both shared a hearty laugh before I rose to retrieve a warm hand towel from her bathroom. She didn't move, talk shit or complain as I took my place beside her prone body wiping her clean. I lay on my stomach beside her looking in the direction of the window alongside her silently measuring the breeze.
"They're gonna clown us when we go back over to Uncle Billy's party." I reminded.
"You go first, just play that shit off; I ain't gonna say nothing."
"I was that bad?"
Micha Le' laughed more innocently this time as we began making out luxuriating in one another's nudity. It was strange laying there beside her in the moment as "Come Over" by Faith Evans wafted in through the window from my uncle's house along with the sounds of numerous guests. I didn't know if I wanted to go back over there as we stared silently at one another's face. My hand was cupping her ass cheek as we continued lightly making out in short intervals that began to blossom in torrid, soulful kissing. Suddenly we were interrupted by loud, heavy knocking that shocked Micha Le' more than me as she bolted up looking across the room at the clock on her dresser.
"SHIT!!" She blurted out, jackknifing up like she'd been hit with a taser.
"What?" Micha Le' was already wrapping herself in a short flowered robe that left the bottom of her wide, pale butt exposed then I'm sure she would've liked.
"THAS-THAT'S MY NIGGA!!"
"WHAT?!!"
"Uhm, that's my baby daddy; you gotta get outta here, man." She explained looking embarrassed as she slipped on a pair of panties that looked meant for a much smaller woman.
"Baby daddy, seriously Micha Le'?!!" I had my pants on as the knocking got louder and more desperate.
"COME ON, GET OUT!!" I was unceremoniously shoved out the backdoor, collared t-shirt in hand as I crept along the side of the house peeking around at the front porch. Micha Le' significant other was one huge, muscular brother on the porch. I didn't see his face only noting the peaked nature of his bald head as he held a screaming toddler in his arms. The guy was rocking his kid trying to calm him as Micha Le' opened the door greeting him with a passionate kiss. No doubt he was about to get my sloppy seconds as the door closed behind them with a thud, leaving me alone on the side of their house. I waited a few minutes slipping my shirt on before walking across the street to my uncle's home. I wondered if the clueless guy was getting my seconds or vice versa.
In the time we'd been screwing, Uncle Billy's home had become a public nuisance filled to the brim with more people who I'm sure were six degrees of Kevin Bacon from knowing my relative. He was popular in his day, but not that prolific. I noticed some of the guests watching me cross the street and the exchange of money, opting to keep my distance to maintain at least the semblance of discretion. From my experience karma traveled fast even when one party was a clueless participant. I'd wanted to screw Micha Le' for years since her foot smashed my balls that fateful afternoon in our youth. Now I'd done it and still felt sort of empty after the fact. The backyard was wall to wall people eating, milling about and dancing as I found my Uncle Billy holding court at a table with some of his friends. The other three guys there had been tight with him since their formative years in high school, all becoming bastions of the inner city community in one way or another. I was waved over navigating the people milling about, beer in hand.
"So, you finally found your way back over here; how was it?"
"Huh?"
"Micha Le' that girl you been wanting since you were knee high; I know you put it down, right boy?" Some of his friends snickered at my facial expression.
"How'd you know about that?" I knew how stupid; I sounded the minute the words left my lips.
"How didn't I know, huh nigga? She live across the street and since your Auntie trying to meddle in my affairs, I thought I do a little meddling of my own, boy. Once that girl found out you'd be here, nothing could've kept her away."
"No shit?" I took a swig of the bottle as Uncle Billy turned to one of his friends.
"When this boy was little, that girl kicked his nuts damn near clean off, just for talking to her." His friends expectantly laughed as I took it all in from my seat scanning the backyard. Uncle Billy was wearing a mechanic's onesie with a towel stuffed in the collar. He kept his head shaved but let his beard grow out of control until it reached Santa Claus proportions. There was something off about him that I couldn't put my finger on.
"She didn't kick my nuts off a few minutes ago; I could've spent the night if I wanted." I admitted feeling safe in their company. Truth be told, I honestly wouldn't have bothered with her if I knew she was attached but was secretly glad she didn't as I finished my bottle.
"Slow your role, it's good to ride the horse but you've got to know when to get off. So, all of the women been gossiping about you losing your job over some girl; you get caught up in something, boy?"
"It's not like that; I got tricked." The older men at the table started laughing making me feel like a clueless teenager.
"I got tricked, too; look over there!" Otis, a large brother who was my uncle's right hand motioned with a barbecued drumstick from his plate. I followed his gaze to a morbidly obese woman glaring back across the crowded yard in one of those church lady dresses. I noted she tragically looked like Hattie McDaniel as she realized she was the subject of conversation mouthing a threat at her husband.
"Back in the day, that big motherfucker was the shit; and she actually had a waist between all that tit and ass. Minute I said, "I Do", Mary Joe said "I Don't" as in I don't do dishes, windows or wash your dirty drawers!!" More laughter erupted at the table as Mary Joe raised a plastic up to her lips still eyeing us.
"HENRY, YOU WANT ME TO COME OVER THERE WITH MY PURSE?!!" She yelled after a few seconds.
"YOU JUST STAY SITTING YOUR ASS RIGHT THERE, MARY JOE-(Whispering); I don't wanna have to get the paramedics over here in the yard cause that heifer done keeled over from a heart attack with her big ass! We'd have to get the forklift just to get her outta her!" The table exploded again in hearty laughter as I looked back realizing Mary Joe was sitting on one of those old people scooters.
"Alright chill out before she come over; so tell me what went down."
"Well uncle, my boss Mr. Kumar, ex-boss anyway; he bought his niece into the office as an intern wanting me to train her and we-kind of got down, if you know what I mean?"
"So, she replaced your dumb ass after you took a bite out of that fucking cookie, right?"
"Yeah, but-!!" All of the old guys at the table shared a knowing look amongst themselves.
"Let me guess, they promoted her and fired your ass at the same time, right? Don't answer that shit, I wanna still like you but if you've been simpin, I'm real disappointed." Uncle Billy coughed hard at the end of that sentence prompting a few concerned stares from his circle as I noticed his plate was untouched.
"You okay, uncle?"
"Well, what she look like; she got some ass or what?" He ignored my question, asking a deflecting one as I noticed his color was a little off. I glanced at his assembled friends noticing covert acknowledgement of my suspicions.
"Well uhm, it's just like you've said all these years; Laila was what you'd call a three point chick, Uncle Billy. Indian female with a nice pear shape and this really big ass; shit as big as my fucking chest, man. We just couldn't keep our hands off each other and it, sort of escalated with us doing it in the office a couple of nights ago." The three point chick reference alluded to the football stance, a family in joke for decades.



"What'd I tell you about shitting where you eat, boy?"
"Sorry."
"It happens, hell it happened to all of us over here and many more. Now that's why we tell you youngsters not to do that shit, because we had to learn from experience. We have to concede that men are visual creatures while women are thinkers, first." Henry added.
"You were made the minute this-uhm, Laila girl met you; now, what's the first thing you noticed when you met her?" I face palmed as another friend, Joseph asked an embarrassing question.
"That ass." I half mumbled.
"That's right nigga, now what'd I teach you about conducting yourself out here in the streets?" Uncle Billy was irritated as I found myself in an informal tribunal.
"Think two steps ahead."
"No, think as many steps ahead as possible while finding out what the imposed limits are, boy. Now, tell us why that is, youngster." All of the gathered men sat there while I figured out the answer.
"So uhm, so that you can surpass those limits."
"Right; now tell me how you got played using that principle?"
"Laila was already going to take over the department I worked in prior to us meeting and my experience there made me a target. Mr. Kumar knew I probably wouldn't cooperate, but she knew using her body would distract me long enough for her to sit in a chair I could dispute the minute they opened the position. It-It was her idea to get nasty with me outside of Kumar's plan to have me train my own boss." I reasoned.
"And why is that, boy?"
"She's used to getting her way with her body, though her face is kind of plain. Maybe a little racist on the side too, because I played into her sexual curiosity."
"Hey, you said she was an Indian girl; how can she be racist?" Henry cut in, perplexed.
"I'm not saying she's racist exactly, but only the possibility because of the conversation we shared and what she allowed me to do to her body. Laila has some body issues after losing some weight which played into our hookup. She was really happy to be desired, that much is true-I think."
"You have to watch out for that kind of shit in the working world because most of the time these clowns like to break their fucking toys. I don't wanna be here telling you about fucking up your damn money again. Now, if the bitch wanna play outside the office, you make sure you got your ass covered first; then hit a home run like your Uncle Billy taught you, boy!!"
"Yeah, okay." I answered feeling scolded and three feet tall sitting there in front of my mentor. There was something different in his voice making our conversation gritty and raw while his friends sat there watching almost pensively.
"So, what are you gonna do when she call you up looking for some more chocolate?" He asked breaking into a cough.
"You think she'll call, me?"
"I know she will and when she does; make that trick remember your name every time she sit on that fat ass. Now, you've got to make sure you keep ahead of shit because I'm not always gonna be around to screw your fucking head on straight."
"Don't say that, Uncle Billy."
"Stop sounding like a bitch and get me some water, boy." I stared at him noticing his ashen pallor a little bit more before walking across the yard to an ice chest filled with bottled water and drinks. Auntie Yvonne got in my path when I turned around with two icy bottles.
"Uhm, hey auntie."
"Hey yourself; you talk to your uncle about his being sick?" She looked strained emotionally among all of the oblivious guests and visitors milling about on their property.
"How sick is he?"
"He need another round of chemo; but we kind of short on funds, if you know what I mean. I love that man so much and I'd do anything even though he talking all tough about not needing no help and all." She was wringing her hands glancing about like she was worried somebody would hear.
"I'll see what I can do; maybe call up some people for a donation." My uncle was a one time cancer survivor, but there was always the scare that the illness would return someday.
"You know he loves you like a son; hell, I love you like my own, too."
I wrapped an arm around Yvonne giving her a peck on the cheek. One of the bottles dropped to the grass as she floated away talking to some friends. I retrieved another bottle turning to find a big, nightmare of a man standing in my path looking like a bull ready to charge. There was no doubt that I was standing face to face with one baby daddy a.k.a boyfriend of Micha Le'. He was one of those guys who'd gone bald and compensated for it by growing one of these fucking duck dynasty beards. He was decked out in a t-shirt and sagging jeans looking like a man wanting a fight.
"Excuse me bruh; trying to get some eats." His baritone voice caught me off guard. I had to catch myself as I nearly flinched which would've been like chum in shark infested waters.
"Sure, okay." He walked by without incident revealing Micha Le' standing behind them holding their small toddler who couldn't have been more than one. She'd changed clothes wearing a football jersey and some modest looking shorts with a pair of flip flops on her feet. Micha Le' didn't look me in the face, keeping her head down in submissive fashion. This wasn't the same woman who'd chased me out of the yard earlier.
I found my way over to Uncle Billy's table taking a now vacant seat at his right. His friend Henry was being ushered out of the yard by his scooter bound wife who looked fed up. The mood remained jovial and festive with the clueless guests enjoying the party. It seemed Yvonne wanted to cheer my uncle up or more than likely, herself.
"Hey, I talked to auntie and she said-."
"Arrest that shit; I ain't got nothing to say about that. Don't want to talk about it right now, so don't push it, boy. Take a look at that girl over there and tell me what you see." Uncle Billy gestured towards Micha Le' who was meekly sitting on a lawn chair with her child on her lap spooning homemade ice cream into the toddlers mouth, her man holding a conversation with some people standing right over her. I took in her slouched posture and his proximity to his "girlfriend" with the revelation making me a little ill.
"An opportunist."
"That's right, boy; remember that when the Indian girl come a knocking on your door." We sat in silence for a few moments listening to his friends in conversation about various topics. Uncle Billy acknowledged my worry in his own way with a hand on my back. The rest of the party was bittersweet. I left right before dusk.
*************************************************************************************
Three days later his words still lingered as I sat in an office waiting for an interview. I'd literally gone through hundreds of job postings doing my best to find work to contribute my uncle's medical treatment. I had this plan to add him to my health insurance once I passed the mandatory probationary period. Calls to friends and relatives regarding Uncle Billy's had yielded the expectant results with a plethora of well wishes, condolences and a litany of economic excuses that had me fit to be tied. I periodically called up my aunt giving her the futile progress reports.
"Excuse me, sir?"
"Yes?"
"I'm sorry to inform you that we filled that position earlier this morning; there's no need to conduct an interview." The mousy looking receptionist stuck her head out of the door pushing her thick glasses up on her nose.
"Why didn't you tell me that when I came in here, ma'am."
"We uh, I-didn't have all the information-at that time." She explained.
"It's eleven, you could've called me instead of having me come all the way down here." I was irritated as she stood there, shoulders slouched.
"Once again, we are really about the inconvenience, sir; would you like your parking ticket validated." The receptionist held a clicker in her hand but stood well behind her desk watching me pensively. It weirded me out a little.
"No, thanks."
I didn't have a car anymore and her offer only made me think of Laila. My ego wanted some closure, maybe even vengeance, honestly speaking. It felt like I was stuck in place, mired in some unseen, metaphorical quicksand. I still had money in the bank and unemployment hadn't kicked in yet, but I was living on a budget. It was midday and I couldn't afford a proper lunch, so I settled for a food truck in front of the building that seemed to be popular with the locals. There was this particularly appetizing chicken wrap that caught my attention as I happened across a conversation I wasn't supposed to hear.
"Yeah that was close; we almost hired that guy." I'd walked a circular pattern up and down the block looking for lunch before ending up a few people behind the receptionist who'd turned me away.
"That's crazy; you dodged a bullet with that one. No one wants a leering, pervert hanging around. You have to look over your shoulder every time you go to the bathroom."
"Yeah, Gloria did us a solid on that one." My stomach dropped as I realized the fix was still on feeling foolish as a result of the economic fallout. Both girls noticed me there behind them quickly scurrying inside the office building like I was wielding a pistol or something. I got that wrap anyway but didn't eat it for two hours after the train ride back to my neck of the woods.
"Shit, I'm fucked." I updated my resume leaving out my last job, but still found trouble wondering what I'd stick in its place to shore things up.
I surfed the net finishing the aforementioned wrap which went down like a brick considering my feelings and emotional fatigue. There was no doubt I'd find some kind of employment, but Uncle Billy's situation was wearing on me with no answers in sight. I crashed like a rock having this weird dream where I was put on trial by all of the women I'd slept with up to this time. Strangely enough, the whole mock court was presided over by this retired stripper I'd met at the local church years ago, Chocolate Lavender. I was jolted out of the dream trial by the ringing of my phone. My I-phone, the only luxury item I really owned at this point, abruptly stopped ringing as I sat up. There was some unknown number on the screen which I didn't think about as I considered selling the phone online in exchange for an android. I scrolled through my phone finding a number of calls from the same number piquing my curiosity enough to call back.
"Hello?" A female voice, someone I didn't recognize, answered.
"You called me; what do you want?" There was a long pause and I almost hung up when she spoke up.
"Wait a minute, just give me a second, sir!"
"WHO IT THIS?!!" I didn't get an answer, so I hung up, irritated. The phone started ringing again almost instantly prompting me to pick it up before the call went to voice mail.
"HELLO?!"
"This is Laila, don't hang up my good friend." I hung up regretting that I wasn't talking to her on a rotary phone so that I could slam the receiver down so hard, it exploded in my grasp. My mind twisted in knots as I immediately began regretting the action remembering the sage advice I'd received from my Uncle Billy and his round table of friends. Thirty minutes later, the phone rang again when I was in a more manageable mood.
"Laila."
"So much unbridled passion strikes me odd; I take it you haven't secured employment, yet?" The first thing I noticed was a change in accent going from a heavy accent to an almost British sounding dialect.
"You know all about that, don't you?"
"Not my doing, no, not at all my friend; Uncle Kumar has the whole thing balls up. It's almost certain he knows about us trying it out in the old office that night. I kind of feel he's got it in for you, certain. He can't seem to wrap his bulbous head around the fact that I'm a grown woman who fancies a snog every now and then." Laila was talking like we were old friends.
"So, what do you want, Laila?"
"You naturally; I want a face to face, dear." She sounded almost flippant, which was setting me off.
"So you can set me up again?" Laila snickered almost making me hang up in her face again, but I remembered myself wanting to know what she truly wanted.
"Why kill you two times, lover? No, I'm interested in seeing you for a chat hoping that perhaps, things can stop being, well personal." I was confused, not getting her meaning.
"I don't get it."
"Oh you got it; definitely got a good shagging from me. So, why take things in an unpleasant area, lover? Can't we uhm, "hash it out" as they say here in the states?" Laila's arrogance was off the charts.
"It's the middle of the work day over there; don't you have a department to run?"
"Oh don't worry about me lover; I have Malaya to do my job. She's pretty damn efficient too; don't take it personal, but I gave her your work station." I could feel her smiling through the phone as she trolled me.
"It's okay, I'm over it, bitch." I really wasn't.
"Please don't get overly emotional, I'm just being a little cheeky with you, my friend. So right, we'll have a go over the details tonight around, say eight in the evening? The Hilton downtown, the very, very large one near the tube, has an adequate pub for convenient conversation, distinctly public. Eight sharp, I'll be waiting with two large."
"Two large?"
"Eh, two thousand-as in dollars, lover." My jaw hit the floor.
"Eight sharp; be a dear an do make yourself presentable. Only those dressed for success will be allowed inside. It's called O'Tolles by the way; you DO know how to make yourself accessible to the upper crust, I'm sure?"
"Later." I said through gritted teeth.
"Don't forget, two thousand and there is definitely more where that came from, my friend."
She hung up instead, sure I'd show up for the money. Of course she was right because my back was against the wall worrying about Uncle Billy's illness. Something had to be done and I was just desperate enough to go against my nature and his training for an opportunity to throw a little cash in the pot. I continued looking for a job online for the rest of the day intermittently wondering what the con would be when I saw Laila again. What she hadn't known was that I'd been there years earlier in a similar episode where a lovely sycophant tried to covertly vet me to sleep with the entitled leader of her own small social circle. I showered and dressed business casual in a black shirt, grey slacks and matching suit jacket.
I arrived in an Uber fifteen minutes after the hour began surveying the scene from the attached hotel lobby. The place was packed to the brim, noticeably with a large number of Asian and Indian patrons making me think it was some sort of theme night that would appeal to that crowd. I peered in from the hotel lobby noticing the adjoining door was locked preventing access from that route wondering if Laila simply wanted to sexually proposition me. That was bullshit of course, Laila could have any swinging dick she wanted in the office with that huge ass of hers. I'd put it down that night in the office but didn't think I'd done a good enough job for her to compromise herself this way. She wanted something from me, and I didn't have a clue what it could be post-employment as I walked outside to a waiting line that was growing in size on the pavement. There were two security guards at the door checking identification and vetting potential patrons making me nervous. I waited for twenty minutes noticing that I was almost the sole representative of my ethnic group. When my turn came, the large bald guy stared me down for a few moments taking the time to make a call inside from the outdoor concierge stand. I was allowed inside after fifteen minutes.
"Hello, this way to your table, sir." I was escorted inside to a series of curved booths as some strange electronica played overhead. The place had been renovated since I was last there, made larger inside with a separate, crowded dance floor which was cordoned off. Laila was waiting there in the aisle wearing a dark three-quarter sleeve dress and open toed heels which accentuated her abundant curves. Her dark tresses were pinned up in a bun, giving her a more mature look than I was used to from our initial meeting. The rounded shape of her face contrasted with a thin neck adorned with some pearls.
"So, you decided to be fashionably late; I had it all mapped out so that you wouldn't have bit of a wait. I trust you are well, lover." I couldn't get over her British accent as she took my arm walking me back to her table.
"What's going on, Laila?"
"No need to be coy, I thought we should have a drink to commemorate cuffing season, here stateside. There are some lovely people I want you to meet from my circle." I tensed up stopping in my tracks.
"Mr. Kumar here; is this your game?"
"Of course not, my friend; he'd find it particularly hard fitting in with the boys and girls here and we could never get particularly cozy with him hanging about."
"Loved the fake accent, by the way."
"Don't be that way when your perceptions of my people, most likely arise from the fucking Simpsons and hack comedy films like the 40 Year Virgin. It made you more amenable feeling that you were guiding an innocent little flower, as it were, lover." Laila took my hand in her own lightly tugging on it.
"Eh, I think you're more like the bitch from that Bend It like Beckham, movie." I added.
"Keira Knightly?"
"The other one."
"Parminder Nagra; are you saying that because she's Indian?"
"No, in that movie there's a scene where all of the soccer players are sitting around in the locker room talking; the little bitch says that her family wouldn't just accept anyone, white guys being okay but black guys, way off limits, forbidden."
"But I shagged you, quite nicely too."
"Scratched that itch, is more like it, right Laila?"
"I thoroughly enjoyed every inch of your black cock and I was led to believe you luxuriated in my rather sizable bum; was this a misunderstanding on my part?" We stopped on the aisle way facing the crowded dance floor staring at one another's faces.
"You offered me money to be here, like a prostitute." I noticed the expensive pearl earrings as her perfume wafted past my nose. She was different on a whole other level with the other persona a complete fabrication. Laila pressed in close pulling on my arm until I leaned down to her full lips.
"No need to be coy, lover; the money is a portion of what you, yourself asked for." I was perplexed deciding to ride it out for my uncle's welfare if nothing else.
"Yeah, sure." I replied noncommittally.
"Come along then, our drinks await." We arrived at a filled booth occupied by six people, two of which I recognized from the office, but had never really spoken to at that time. Laila offered me a space at the end of the booth, but I deferred letting her slide in so that I wouldn't be boxed in between her and some Indian pretty boy. She smiled sweetly sliding into the booth as I glanced down at the swell of her butt on the plush seating. I followed her in, finding a seat as I stared at the faces of her group.
"This is my fiance, Raman; I've told him so much about you, lover." I was triggered placing a leg in the aisle waiting for a show of hostility from him, but Raman smiled condescendingly waving at me while another pretty boy leaned over staring.
"This is Reyansh, his very close friend; perhaps too close as they are intertwined, quite intimately." I glanced closer noticing the guys holding hands under the table.
"You said he was your fiance."
"That is true my friend; it's arranged as I've said but we have interests apart from one another as you can see. Raman and I, are the best of friends-and each other's beards." Laila explained.
"Covering for one another, huh?"
"Raman would be disowned by his extremely wealthy and clueless father if it were known that her preferred the touch of men, as it were. Neither one of us would like to give up access to billions, so we find ways to accommodate each other."



"Is that right?"
"There's no prenuptial agreement on the table between us, but we have agreed to a multi-million dollar settlement in the distant future upon our imminent separation, and I'm under no obligation to bear any children for Raman." There was a filled table in front of us loaded with a mini buffet of sorts as I looked beyond the trio I'd been introduced to, finding an exotic looking woman also staring in my direction.
"Over at the end of the table there, you're familiar with my new personal assistant, Malaya Padilla, right?" Laila skipped right over the seemingly interested woman for her personal assistant who I recognized from my former office. She'd sent me to Mr. Kumar's office the day of the audit. I bristled at the memory of the con.
"Her associate is some loser she picked up in the lobby; I assume he's going to get a piece because the girl obviously needs a good fucking." Laughter erupted from the table, but Malaya didn't look particularly amused. My eye drifted back to the exotic looking woman still staring directly at me with a predatory smile. She was undeniably beautiful with darker skin than mine which made her eyes stand out in the dim light of the pub. We stared at one another for a few seconds before she looked away casually raising a glass of wine to her lips. She didn't look back as Laila filled a glass for me.
"Fancy a toast, for old times' sake, my friend?"
"Poison?"
"Come now, I'm not particularly partial to foul play as it were; the offer was extended as a sign of good faith that we could perhaps, cease these hostilities." She offered the wine glass while filling her own. When I hesitated, Laila took a sip from both never taking her eyes from mine. My gaze drifted down to the hint of cleavage finding her fetching in a malevolent kind of way.
"I find that I am the picture of health; shall we, lover?" We toasted downing a succession of drinks with Laila repeating the wine testing actions each time. I still hadn't figured her game out yet, but I was definitely sitting in front of an opportunist in every sense of the word.
"Laila, what's this all about?"
"An opportunity I'd like to offer you' if you are willing, my friend? I understand the bind that my uncle has placed upon you and although it was not of my doing, 'd like to offer you the opportunity to make some recompense on the side while you search for other employment-besides the monies, discussed."
"What opportunity?"
"Think of it as a freelance position, clerical in nature solely for your benefit. It's not something you weren't already doing, my friend. Something to consider, instead of boorish extortion." Laila pushed an envelope across the table that was visibly filled with money. My mind instantly went to Uncle Billy's situation and his advice simultaneously. I didn't touch the envelope.
"Come now, the agreed amount is there; you have yet to conduct a proper audit." I didn't trust her one bit.
"Tell me about the freelance work."
"It's really quite simple, I give you work; you complete it and I pay you-elementary, right lover?" Uproarious laughter followed from the other members of her clique sans Malaya Padilla who was busy with her phone. I also noticed the dark skinned woman quietly drinking, not acknowledging what was going on around her.
"So, I take this money and the freelance job; what about extras?"
"Extras?"
"Insurance-health insurance for me, and a family member of my choosing." More laughter erupted from Laila's associates making me feel foolish for the timid suggestion.
"Quite disappointing; I was sure you were requesting a vigorous shagging. I think I am very, very offended, my friend. This offer is a money for services offer, no insurance or other benefits are on the table. Perhaps you should get the Obama care, or is that even an issue these days?" I knew I was being trolled as Laila, Raman and his boyfriend leaned forward, amused. There was something at play here that I was unaware of and my gut was telling me not to touch that envelope.
"Fuck you, Laila."
I got up stalking away from the table already regretting not taking the envelope with me, despite some obvious evil intent on her part. I wandered slowly down the aisle to a bar area intent on having the first of many drinks that my budget would allow. The bartender placed a glass on the counter without me even ordering.
"I didn't order this drink."
"It was sent over from the table you were just sitting at." The bartender explained.
"Send it back." I was content to pay for my own drinks without Laila's acid charity. For all I knew, the trust fund babies were probably betting I'd drink it or something.
"Why throw away a good drink because you're angry?"
I looked up finding the strangely beautiful dark skinned woman at my side. This afforded me a better look at her entirely as I found the rest of her equally exotic and exciting visually. She was probably about five foot five and thick as all get out with a packed hourglass figure encased in a rich purple Etsuko dress that I noticed was somewhat the norm in a few of the other women lounging around the pub. A light beige colored belt attested to the cinched in nature of her waist as her hips flared out dramatically. I glanced down at the matching heels on her feet.
"What do you want?"
"Straight to the point; I appreciate that more than you know. I work with a lot of old fucking farts with mountains of cash to lavish upon their prurient interests. I've been the recipient of much generosity along with their wrinkled hands all over my full bum. It's irritating sometimes, but I put up with it for business and perks while leaving my own stash untouched."
"What do you want?" I reiterated again, pointedly.
"I want a fuck out of you; Laila has regaled all of us with the intimate details of your office fuck. I find that I'd like to receive a good shagging in that vein, as well. I want to be ravished for once and taken to the limit. I understand your misgivings about Laila, but it has nothing to do with me-dæn oyā oyāgē loku kaḷu kukuḷā ekka māva ravaṭannē nædda?" Her accent was deep, rich and coupled with the expression on her face, distinctly predatory.
"You said something nasty; in your native language, didn't you, uhm?"
"I am Pumidi; but everyone refers to me as Pum." She was standing between the bar stools invading my personal space intrusively with an elbow resting on the bar top. I couldn't take my eyes off her face wondering if it was because of her striking beauty or her dark complexion which was three shades darker than my own standard brown hue or something else. Her eyebrows were arched over eyes that one could almost liken to a serpent with the whites standing out in nearly luminous fashion. Her lips were big and plump curved into a knowing, smirk.
"Man, you spoiled rich Indian girls are all the same, aren't you?" I wasn't as drunk as I intentionally sounded. I guess I just wanted to act boorish and run her off by going for the low hanging fruit verbally speaking.
"I wouldn't know I'm Sri Lankan." She didn't seem offended in the least blowing right through my attempt with no acknowledgment what so ever. Pum motioned to the bartender who placed a drink before her.
"Uh, sorry." She just smiled dipping the tip of her finger into the drink before sucking on the tip of it still looking at me with that odd, predatory gaze. It made me feel small and anxious, almost like she were peering through my clothing.
"I tell you what; I want us to share a drink, but first my friend; I'm going to show you a magic trick." Pum backed away from the bar never taking her eyes off me before turning to an adjacent pool table where some patrons were engaged in a game. She spoke with the two suits playing before securing the eight ball walking back over to the bar placing it in front of me.
"What's this about?" I was kind of worried she might do something violent for a second. It was just a byproduct of her immediate unpredictable nature.
"I want to show you my trick; don't you want to see it?"
"Uhm, sure Pum." The suits at the pool table and some of my fellow drinkers at the bar in earshot seemed eager as well. Pum pushed into the limited space between us, facing the bar knowing all eyes were on her glanced side to side without turning her head. I didn't know what to expect as she placed her palms flat on the bar top on either side of the eight ball. The bartender leaned in wanting to see what she would do as a few others gathered around.
"Okay then." Pum replied.
Everybody leaned in watching as she soaked in the attention turning her hands vertical with the pool ball on the counter between them. She flattened one hand using the other in a circular waving motion over the eight ball while glancing around at all the interested parties. Her other hand quickly snatched the ball up pushing it between her lips in the blink of an eye. She looked at me with that same smirk showing no signs of having an entire pool ball in her mouth before raising the glass in a toast. I stared for a moment before raising the glass she'd purchased for me. We toasted setting our glasses down.
"How did you like my trick?" She asked as the other patrons and onlookers gasped.
"You swallowed it?"
"Of course not." Pum raised the ball in her hand showing it to me and the gathered crowd before plunking it down in the empty glass to some applause. She motioned for another drink as the crowd dispersed while we toasted again.
"I don't know if I should trust you; present company considered." I admitted.
"Have you ever been to Sri Lanka?"
"No."
"Would you like to?"
Pum placed a room key in front of me, pressing it into my hand when I didn't immediately pick it up. I didn't take too kindly to her insistence on violating my personal space looking up into her face to find a pearly white, toothy grin that contrasted heavily with her dark skin and the rich, burgundy lipstick on her plump lips. I imagined my cock spreading those juicy lips to capacity. She rubbed my back encouragingly before walking off knowing my eyes left the bar with her. Her thick, shelf like butt bounced and swayed, each cheek moving independently denoting the thong she might be wearing underneath. I watched until she walked into the adjacent hotel lobby before glancing over at the table filled with Laila's wealthy clique. She was watching with that crazy smile on her face raising her own wineglass in a trolling toast.
"Bitch." I paid my tab walking by the jeering rich kids, hands stuffed in my pockets. Raman and Reyansh were making out; Laila could've cared less. Our eyes met for an instant before she downed her drink turning back to her table.
I walked out into the adjacent lobby looking around at all of the foot traffic knowing that I should hit the streets, but my gaze wandered to the other side of the corridor finding Pum waiting by the lift. She was just standing there holding her small purse in front of her body with both hands.
"I want to be totally honest with you about things." Pum said as she took the key from my hand opening the elevator.
"Things?" The elevator doors closed leaving us alone.
"I bet Laila a thousand that you would come to my room and fuck me to spite her. Now that I have you here in front of me, I want to make you another bet."
"Yeah, and what's that?"
"That for the time we're together you won't have one thought about her before I put you to sleep."
"You're mighty sure of yourself, Pum." She stood there still staring deep into my eyes almost statue like as she spoke. It felt like we were about to have a fist fight or something even though nothing was said.
"Confidence fuels success; how we go about it, how we achieve it; the method can my as myriad as the fingerprint. Laila walked into the office, evaluated and brought you over without giving anything in return other than her body. She knew the moment she walked your space that she would be taking over the department. Hell, she even knew that six months before you met."
"That's good to know."
"What will you do; what are your plans?"
"I think I'll keep that under the hat, if you don't mind." I didn't have any plans to speak of, other than finding a new job, but the way she spoke made me feel like I was still playing some game with Laila downstairs in the lobby.
"I don't mind at all, as long as you give me what you gave her in that office. Of particular interest to me is the manner in which you two began, in the elevator. That part of the story makes me wet like you wouldn't believe."
"Thanks." I replied acidly wondering if I shouldn't still leave, but my ego demanded satisfaction, even if it meant playing the game with this exotic beauty smugly standing in front of me. I just really needed a release and well, Pum was more than game.
"Perhaps you'd like to start now?" She raised the hem of her Etsuko dress revealing a pair of black panties that were lavishly embroidered, somewhat sheer resembling some bikini bottoms.
"No, I think we should save it instead of giving security a show." I motioned towards a security cam posted just over our heads.
"A bit of exhibitionism couldn't hurt; might even enhance the experience, don't you think?"
"I take the fifth." I retorted as the double doors opened.
A narrow, extended corridor faced us as we stepped out of the car onto what looked like the V.I.P floor of the hotel. There weren't that many rooms because of the larger floor plans with narrow tables in the corridor with ornate, Chinese flower pots atop their shiny surfaces. I didn't know what to make of this situation suddenly feeling anxious as Pum noticed.
"I can't say anything about the other rooms up here, but there is no one inside my suite. Nothing at all except my pull on suitcase and a really big bed. Here, take the room key and look for yourself in good faith." She handed me the key card, still smiling that predatory snake's smile on her face without another word.
"Any sideways shit, and I'm gone." I warned trying to control my voice.
"Sure, I accept your conditions, wholeheartedly."
Pum replied without hint of emotion. We exchanged glances for a few seconds as she gestured towards her room at the end of the corridor. I navigated the path walking to its end looking over at the four doors between the elevator and Pum's room half expecting someone to jump out at me. The automated lock made a metallic click unlocking the double doors which I pushed open. The executive suite I found on the other side was luxuriously expansive, a mini-apartment within the confines of the hotel, itself. There were large panoramic windows looking out over the city skyline. The bedroom door was ajar revealing the large circular bed mentioned by Pum.
"Satisfied?"
She'd followed me inside closing the door as I turned to face her.
Pum locked the door having already removed her dress as she traversed the corridor placing it along with her purse on a small table. Her body was jaw dropping covered sparsely in a lacy, sheer shelf brassiere that matched the panties she'd revealed in the elevator. Pum was an exotic vision with an hourglass figure made for the expensive undergarments. I was staggered as she closed the distance between us undoing the buttons on my dress shirt. Her perfume was pungent and fragrant, some oddly enticing odor that radiated from her person. She'd undid at least three buttons before glancing up into my face.
"I must know why you stare at me so; isn't everything as I've said?" The last button on my shirt came undone as she opened it staring at my chest.
"I don't want to offend you."
"Oh really; now you must tell me what troubles you." Her hands were already inside my shirt caressing my bare torso, her thumbs teasing my nipples.
"I know it sounds crazy but-uhm, you look like you want to eat me up." I replied sheepishly, somewhat intimidated by the exotic woman before me. Pum stripped away my shirt and suit jacket simultaneously dropping them to the floor as she took a nipple on my peck between her lips.
"I'll share a story with you for telling the truth."
"Story?"
"Yes, many years ago I was assigned to an acquisitions firm in Shanghai where one of the senior partners took a liking to me. He was thin and slight of build with the eyes of a rat; those beady eyes always following me about the office. I suppose it was my build or something in my nature, but as the internship progressed, he was driven to distraction. One afternoon, he took it upon himself to corner me in the firm's records archives placing his claw like hand on my bum."
"What happened?" Pum methodically undid the metal buckle on my belt, drawing it from my pants folding it around her fist before looking into my eyes.
"I was bent over looking through a box of legal briefs when he desperately grasped at my bottom. I registered the intrusion on my person turning to face him and you know what happened next?"
"What?"
"The reprobate actually tried to run away from me; I was of course younger and faster reaching the door before him and locking it."
"Locking it?"
"Yes, they told me afterwards, he was still lying there naked for a few hours after I was done "taking" him where he thought he wanted to go. A week later, I was already a junior partner after being transferred abroad. It was certainly an adventurous way to make a name for myself and get my foot in the door." She measured the belt in her hand giving me the impression she was thinking of using it, finally hanging it around my neck.
"Are you gonna take me; is that what you're trying to tell me, Pum?" She simply smiled with that predatory glint in her eye as it became a toothy grin.
"I wanted to confirm your assertion; admit that I am indeed going to, as you say- "EAT YOU UP" my handsome friend."
I mumbled as my slacks hit the floor covering my shoes. Pum reached back relieving herself of the skimpy brassiere letting it fall away from her body. Her breast were large and spongy looking capped with medium sized extremely dark areolas. Her erect nipples were hard and prominent making my mouth water. This woman was older than me, but you wouldn't know it looking at her body, her mid-section defined with a flat bikini stomach over hips that defined a perfect semi-circle on each side over shapely, muscular legs that looked longer than they were. Pum's hands were on those wide hips as she leaned to the side staring, actually posing. Her bikini cut panties that I'd glimpsed earlier, were held in place by two silky bows at her hips which she suddenly pulled releasing the last scrap of clothing to the waiting floor.
"Oh shit, fuck me."
"No handsome; I'm going to EAT YOU UP and do exactly what I've already said I'm going to do." Pum replied with a toothy grin, revealing her mound which was covered in a perfectly trimmed triangle of thick fur that matched the hair on her head in richness and texture.
It looked like she was going in for a kiss but nibbled on my peck again perhaps showing a hidden proclivity before slowly tracing a line down my abdomen until she was kneeling in front of me. I barely realized she'd slid my underwear off as she went as Pum worked the remaining clothing away from body, even my socks and shoes which were tossed over her shoulder near the door.
"Would you like to see my magic trick, again?"
Before I could answer, Pum's lips engulfed the head of my cock slowly following up with the shaft moving steadily along until she was pressed against my mound. This was no big deal; I'd been deep throated on other occasions, but she stared up from her knees into my eyes seemingly waiting for something. I went to palm her head, but she gently pushed my hands away before lowering them to her sides. It felt heavenly, even sitting there in her mouth.



Then it happened...
"AAAAAAWWWWWNNNNN!!" Involuntarily escaped my lips in a whining, almost girlish moan as my balls were engulfed along with-everything else-all of it, my whole fucking package.
"OOOHHHHH SHIT-WHUH, WHUT ARE YOU-DOOOOOING?!!" Her tongue began working everything inside her mouth, swirling it about like some serpent.
Suddenly everything was released with my erection appearing like some phallic jack-in-the-box pointing straight at her rich, darkened features. She was still looking deep into my eyes as she cupped a hand under her chin drooling a steady, frothy stream into her palm. Once it was pooled in her palm, the Shri Lankan enigma applied it to my member, wetly handling only the shaft while the tip of her tongue snaked out teasing the tiny slit on my crown. Pum straightened her spine throating me completely sliding her fist down to the base of my cock tightening her fingers around it as her head pumped. Her tongue handled the underside of my glans as almost steady streams of web-like saliva ran over her breasts. I was so hard that it hurt as she continued alternately stroking and throating me for what seemed like an eternity.
"WHOOOOAAAAA-AWWWWN, AAAAHHHHH!!" My hands palmed her head like a basketball, my hips thrusting hard as the indentation of my plunging cock was visibly taking her orally.
Everything seemed to melt away as I took her mouth hard and animalistic finding no resistance whatsoever. Pum's mouth seemed unnaturally wide and able to accommodate me as she assumed a relaxed upright position sitting on the back of her calves with her hands on top of her luscious thighs. It was incredibly nasty and disrespectful taking this woman I'd briefly met less than thirty minutes prior in this manner.
"AAAWWWN, YEEEAHHHH-OOOHHHHAAAWW-HUH?!!" Her fingers pressed against the back of my knees quickly robbing me of my vertical posture. I had to catch myself otherwise I would've fallen on my back hard. Pum's hands went one to my pecks while the other handled me at the base stroking in an outward direction really hard. She gently pushed getting me to lay on my back without a word, still flashing that predatory smile and wicked glint in her eyes.
Before I even realized it, she'd crawled up my body until we were facing one another. Pum captured both of my wrists drawing them up above my head, letting her breasts press against my chest. I was captured by her gaze as the Sri Lankan enigma used her knees to push both of my legs tightly together pressing my cock against her slit pointed down towards my feet.
Pum arched her back sliding my length along her opening, caressing it in her folds. Her muff was incredibly soft and pliant, cradling my girth. The underside of my cock was undated with her moisture, her wetness was incredibly soothing. Pum was volcanically hot from the outset, her smooth hungry darkness enthralling me as I looked up into her sharp features finding what appeared to be amusement on her part. I thought back to the story she relayed to me wondering if the old perverted, millionaire was ever the same afterwards. She seemed to notice sliding her tongue inside my mouth sensually twirling it around until I reciprocated wrapping my arms around her back. I couldn't help myself stroking her dark mane, caressing her back as my hands slid down to the rounded full globes that made up her impressive ass. That monster was beyond solid, each cheek feeling like some ponderous, independent muscle mass, shelf like at the small of her back.
Even with both of my hands filled to capacity with her thick backside, there was no doubt who was in charge. This exotic beauty never stopped working her hips against me, essentially masturbating me with her slit. She was beyond wet taking me to the limit again and again as we stared into one another's eyes. She worked my hands back over my head again, rearing up to look at my face. My hands remained over my head with her applying pressure as her cunt sawed my length relentlessly. Pum just stared at my face seemingly gauging my reactions to her physical overtures. I was cresting about to cum as my inner thighs started to seize up, embarrassingly. I hadn't even fucked her yet and I was on the verge of orgasming, hard. Pum started moving faster than before, wetly gliding over my girth as my legs trembled.
"AWWWWWN-AH, AH, AWWWWNNNNN I'M GONNA..!!"
"Go ahead." Pum rolled and bucked her hips fully engulfing my erection inside her velvety confines. Her tunnel was at once distinctly tight and gooey with the dark hued, exotic beauty going further demonstrating acute internal control by tightening up around me. Pum pushed up straightening her back with her palms on my pecks. I gasped loudly, completely at the point of no return shutting my eyes tightly.
"Look at me."
The second my watery eyes opened focusing on her face, Pum began rolling her hips hard, sawing and popping her hips with machine-like precision. I lost it on the third repetition, shooting several thick ropes inside her snapping cunt against my will. It was mind blowing, scintillating as my cock was milked without any quarter given, nothing else given other as the Sri Lankan woman took what she wanted with minimal effort. My hands shot up to her waist trying to pull her down harder onto my crotch as more ropes shot out of me into her hungry snatch. Pum raised both arms making her impressive rack bulge outward as she ran all of her fingers through her hair. Her nipples were so hard and erect making my mouth water.
"Oh my god, that felt so..." I admitted, my voice cracking as she sat atop my body, tensing up around my deflating member.
Pum pushed down on my pecks as she stood with her heels planted on either side of my head, remaining there for a few moments letting me take in the evidence that I'd given her a full cream pie. Her heel rose in the air coming down right over my scalp as she walked out of view. I didn't look after her content just to hear her footfalls as she crossed the room. I realized I was still lying in front of the double door entrance to her executive suite. My hand drifted down to my crotch feeling the wet, oily mess left there as I turned on my side. Pum had gone into her bedroom and seemed to waiting there by the bedside.
"This is another fine mess you've gotten me into."
I mumbled at my own endowment, waving her off as I methodically found my footing knowing I'd been sexually owned. The knowing smirk on her face remained unchanged making me feel like some inexperienced teenager. For the just the slightest moment, my mind drifted back to my conquest of childhood crush, Micha Le'. I'd managed to close that circle from the past, dominating her because she was unfamiliar with who I'd become as a person. Same rules applied now as I stared across this unfamiliar business woman's suite into the bedroom as she mounted the large bed on all fours glancing over her shoulder with an expression that I likened to a cat playing with its prey. Pum took it upon herself to inform me that she was looking to get decently laid, unintentionally or not also informing of a clandestine endorsement between two entitled parties of my prowess. Even across the room, I could see the predatory expression on her face, also feeling lessened by it; diminished in identity to somewhat of a party favor.
"Alright, okay." I whispered to myself as motivation to regain some interpersonal, sexual status.
I pushed open the door glaring at this woman, trying to drum up some muster to deal with her as she'd requested. She remained on all fours turning her gaze toward the panoramic skyline afforded by her luxury accommodations. The room was silent other than my own heavy breathing as I closed the distance between us. Her derriere wasn't the biggest I'd ever stuffed, but it still looked enticing, intimidating in its own right as I handled it. Touching it, you just had to acknowledge the underlying firmness of each individual cheek. Pum's skin was hot to the touch, heated internally as my thumbs pried the two halves apart revealing both of her openings. Her slit seemed longer than you would expect on a woman with a narrow, hot pink sliver spoke of the pleasures to be found between the puffy indigo lips of her flower. I'd already cum but a stiffness remained in my partially erect member as I stared intently at her sex.
I pressed the head against her slit finding that it plopped inside her gummy confines. The rest of my shaft slid inside slowly until the base of my cock rested against her cheeks. Pum glanced over her shoulder licking her bottom lip, purposely squeezing me with her inner walls. This woman wanted me to know just how sexually proficient she was bouncing her cheeks in a twerking motion putting pressure on my base alternating by independently popping each cheek. My fleshy prong lengthened quickly inside her pulsing tunnel as she turned her attention back to the window with flare, whipping her mid-back length hair back over her shoulders. I got her meaning wrapping the end of her mane around my fist, pulling tight. I used a foot up on the edge of the bed to get more traction pulling even harder until we were wedged together. Pum didn't give a fuck continuing to roll her thick hips and tight, muscular cheeks with the same cadence, taunting me without word.
"AWWWWNNN!!" I gasped pushing against her trying to reach the back of her canal. The tightness and pulsing nature of her cunt was even more of a revelation. I luxuriated inside her gummy, tensing grasp finding that my grip on her mane didn't leave me much options for railing the snot out of her. Releasing it so soon would be a defeat, admitting how much of a struggle it was handling this self-assured woman of infinite means. A compromise was attempted when I mounted Pum bulldog style letting my balls slap wildly against the underside of her butt. The angle allowed me more depth also making me feel as if my cock were being bent on the upper third of the shaft. I tried to ham on her pussy, but she was so tight, almost swollen slowing my thrusts considerably. I got frustrated using both hands on her hair doing my best to beat the stuffing out of her virtue to no avail. My eyes drifted to her backdoor a few times before I pushed a thumb inside. Pum didn't react verbally to the dual intrusion, yet her cunt tightened up as if it would snap my member off.
"Fuck it."
I mouthed not knowing if she heard or suspected withdrawing from her honeypot. Entrance was just as tight going in but yielded more leeway once I cleared her O-Ring. Pum snickered, perking up a bit before immediately dropping flat onto the mattress taking me with her in a sudden yanking motion. I was captured going in the backdoor, red handed and now she had me. Pum began flexing hard around me working only her lower half and hips. Her cheeks flexed inward along with everything else. It felt heavenly as she stroked me internally finally, allowing herself to huff and gasp.
"AAAWWWWWWWNNNN, FUH-FUH-FUUUUKKK, PUM!!" Several ropes of jizz began spewing out of my cock on every downward stroke with Pum eventually bouncing on the bed until I was spent, again.
Pum ran her fingers throw her dark tresses regarding me as I rolled over on my back staring up at the ceiling. She quickly popped back up on her hands and knees eventually kneeling upright as her sharp eyes roamed over my body.
"Laila." She replied flatly.
"Huh?"
"Laila Kumar." Pum repeated pulling on a few strands of her hair as she stared pointedly at my face. I blinked staring back up at her finding the undersides of her large breasts partially obscuring her face.
"Whu-what?"
"Told you." She laughed heartily arching her spine in a cat-like manner to kiss me again. Our tongues were wrestling for a few minutes before I realized what was going on with Pum. She'd sought to make me forget about Laila and by proxy, my troubles for the duration of our tryst. That sexual mission statement had been mentioned right before we began enjoying one another's bodies and accomplished with ease. I drifted off happily into the void, sexually spent.
**DARKNESS**
I gradually woke up finding myself splayed across the bed still on top of the ruffled sheets. I remained completely nude other than one sock on my right foot as I sat up looking around. There was a clock on an expensive looking glass desk read three in the morning. My temples were throbbing from the alcohol consumption. I raised my hand to wipe the sweat from my brow finding an envelope in my palm.
"Huh?" The money Laila tried to push off on me was inside it as I glanced around with the only ambient light in the room coming from the bathroom. The illumination fell in a straight line across the left side of my face from the cracked door causing me to raise my arm to block it out.
The mirrored closet door had been slid open with the expected luggage inside missing alarming me further. I got up returning to the main room finding that Pum had already made good her escape. She'd got what she wanted leaving me in a deep slumber while she packed and checked out of the room.
"Shit." My clothing was missing along with Pum.
A thorough search turned up nothing as I frantically ran around that executive suite becoming more horrified by the moment. I found a terrycloth robe hanging in the bathroom covering my nudity with it. I sat on the bed wondering why the tryst had been set up. Laila was obviously behind it as I panicked realizing my I-Phone was missing, too. I went for the phone finding it missing from the office table, too.
"What is this shit; so, what's the game?" I knew I had to go to the front desk snatching up the vin card key on the small table behind the door. I cracked the double doors staring down the single corridor leading to the elevator. The cost was clear as I noticed something that made my blood boil.
My other sock was in the middle of the corridor floor.
"Bitch!"
I wasn't clear even at that point who exactly it was that I was cursing as I slipped out into the hall with the money envelope firmly in hand. Just as I was entering the corridor, an adjacent door opened up revealing some suit with what appeared to be a very cheap looking prostitute. This fact was driven home by the horrible blonde wig that barely fit the bald head of this sister that looked janky, rail thin and shaky like a crack head. In stark contrast was the rotund, sloppily dressed Caucasian guy, himself wearing a horrific rug on his head that wasn't fooling anyone. We stared at one another for a few seconds before he ushered her to the end of the corridor. I smiled meekly trying to use the key card to get back into Pum's room, finding it out of service.
"Fuck." I glanced back smiling awkwardly at the duo who held the elevator door open obviously waiting for me. I nodded acknowledging the gesture kneeling to retrieve my other sock before joining them in the car.
"HEY DADDY!!" The prostitute greeted me with a gap toothed smile that was hard not to laugh at. Her gentleman escort nudged her roughly in the shoulder refusing to look me in the eye. I realized my junk was visible, quickly tightening my robe to hide it as the hooker grinned.
"Uhm, good morning."
Another surprise was waiting for me in the lobby when I reported my missing clothing. Security showed up with my property in a plastic bag that had been left there at the front desk when Pum checked out at one in the morning. I would've chalked it up to more trust fund baby shenanigans if it weren't for the still missing phone. After I tipped the concierge, I was allowed into the hotel's business center where I activated the lost mode on my missing phone before reporting the stolen item to the police. After reporting the theft over the phone, I took a cab home with a fraction of the money in the envelope.
*************************************************************************************
After showering, I crashed like a brick intent on purchasing an android later in the day. I'd given all of my information to the cops finding out they would try to track it remotely. I awoke midday checking my laptop to discover an email from the police requesting I come down to the station because a suspect had been caught with my phone. It all felt so inconvenient and stupid with me being sure that my property had probably been tossed only to be picked up by a clueless transient or something. Uncle Billy's condition was still foremost on my mind as I pocketed the cash which seemed like a payment of some sort from either Laila or Pum for services rendered. I still felt dirty from the experience and a little ashamed that I would've liked to explore more of Pum regardless. I figured I'd make my appointment with the cops before dropping some money off at my uncle's house for his treatments.
It took longer than I thought as I sat there waiting to speak with someone, completing some additional paperwork related to my case. I was still livid at having been the subject of a heinous prank likely perpetrated by the Indian intern. There was this feeling of powerlessness that permeated my being, the kind of thing that made you feel small in the world. Laila was probably somewhere laughing it up even as we spoke and this prevailing image lingered longer than everything else, even hooking up with Pum. I wanted my dignity back, but there was no way I could get back on top considering the odds.
"We're ready for you." I followed the detective to the viewing room as he informed me that officers followed a lead to the location of my phone, arresting the suspect and finding the property in their possession. The suspect's lawyer was already inside waiting for us as we stood in front of the shutters. The short chubby, attorney shot me a disparaging look as the lineup walked in on the other side of the thick, reinforced glass.
"Holy shit."
Laila stood in the lineup second woman from the last among an assembly that included several Latin women obviously not Indian, one sister and two white women who looked like meth heads. Her round face distraught with mascara running down her face, running nostrils flaring mouth agape. She looked truly traumatized at her predicament.
"Do you know this woman; she claims you were co-workers."
"Yeah, I know her; but I don't work there anymore." The cops lead me out of the room into the corridor where I found another familiar face waiting flanked by two suits.
"HEY, HEY MY FRIEND; IT IS SO VERY NICE TO SEE YOU AGAIN!!" Mr. Kumar was waiting there almost running towards me with arms stretched out looking to embrace me. I noticed the same expression on his face shared with his niece. I cringed shrinking away as some cops stopped him from getting close to me. It was surreal with me figuring the police just saw us both as men of color, so my status as the victim was solidified. There was no mention of Pum as the cops asked me if I'd had dinner with Laila who was claiming that she'd accidentally taken my phone. I filed charges and received a folder of paperwork, feeling this warmth flow over me. It was no surprise finding her lawyers waiting for me in the lobby of the police station.
"Our client would like to offer a monetary settlement for your inconvenience. There would obviously be some conditions, attached." I noticed Mr. Kumar waiting outside chain smoking.
"Yeah, how much?"
"A substantial amount, however, I would like to suggest an alternate venue for a proper meeting." The suit suggested as I restored my I-Phone noticing my former employers being advised by the other two suits while lighting up another cigarette.
A meeting was set up for later in the week as I went for lunch feeling stoked like my fortunes appeared to be turning around. My phone began blowing up with calls from my former office which I ignored, enjoying a decent steak feeling the even hand of karma as I recalled the distressed expression on Laila's face. The calls never seemed to abate necessitating me to take one to get a moment of peace.



"Yeah?"
"PLEEEEEASE MY FRIEND, I'LL DO ANYTHING; PLEASE FORGIVE ME!! THIS SO-SO VERY HARD TO EXPERIENCE!! PLEASE, I HAVE MORE MONEY TO GIVE YOU-RECONSIDER THINGS!!" Laila was practically screaming into the other end of the phone.
"I don't know what you're talking about." I hung up in her face.
"WE'LL GIVE UP THE MONEY; PLEEEEASE DON'T GO ANY FURTHER MY FRIEND!! THIS IS TOO MUCH, OVERKILL!! PLEASE DON'T DO THIS HORRIBLE THING, MY FRIEND!!" I answered thirty minutes later as a decadent slice of strawberry cheesecake was being placed in front of me.
"Hey, I didn't ask for anything; you and those asshole lawyers ain't getting me on no fucking extortion charges, bitch."
"MY FRIEND, PLEASE RECONSIDER!!"
"Cut the bullshit, fake coolie accent, Laila." I'd had enough of her trying to bait me. She wasn't fooling anyone now that I knew what she really sounded like. There was a long pregnant pause on the phone.
"Well, fuck that noise, then. Did you really have to go there even after you got me nicked for pinching your phone? I have an I-Phone for every day of the fucking week, my friend." She was still sniffling a bit obviously wiping tears away as she spoke.
"Yeah, but you still had mine."
"You know you fucking-CHUCKED IT IN MY PURSE, YOU BLACK BASTARD!!" I immediately heard some muffled talking on the other end of the line as Laila was likely admonished for going off script.
"Rude, much?"
I hung up again, going on to enjoy the lush dessert in front of me. I switched off my phone to infuriate Laila, Mr. Kumar and her lawyers before going over to my Uncle Billy's house. He wasn't home, at the hospital. Auntie Yvonne informed me that he was at the hospital for tests but that she didn't know what they would do about the costs for his treatment beyond that. Her own insurance was balking at covering the charges. She also related to me the fact that my uncle was upset with her for telling his business, due to a number of donations that had been made by friends and concerned associates following the party. There was no doubt, no question of her love and loyalty for the man, but his stubborn pride wouldn't let her even try saving him. I sat with her for a minute listening as she vented before telling her that I'd have something worked out soon. My phone was already ringing the minute I switched it on leaving Uncle Billy's home.
"Speak."
"You are taking the situation too far, very, very far young man; we should like to offer a substantial amount of the one hundred grand to cease these hostilities." It was Mr. Kumar.
"Your niece stole my phone, man; the both of you tricked me into training her for a promotion I was never going to receive and then fired my ass. Hey Kumar; dude, you motherfuckers blackballed me to potential employers too and that was fucked up." I worked at keeping my emotion in check, hearing the man on the other end of the line bristling.
"YOU ARE THE WRONG-YOU ARE DOING VERY NASTY THINGS IN THE OFFICE WITH MY LAILA!! THAT IS VERY, VERY WRONG INDEED!!" There was some movement on the other side of the line suggesting they were still trying to record anything they could use in court.
"You black balled me, Mr. Kumar; what am I supposed to do about work, man. That's my livelihood, dude and lost health insurance, too. We both know Laila's a grown woman who's capable of making her own decisions and yeah, we fucked. I told the police that shit and they say it's got nothing to do with her stealing my phone."
"YOU-YOU ARE THE BLACK NIG-!!" The line suddenly went dead. I shrugged walking further down the block from my uncle's house before picking up again.
"What?"
"It's Laila, I'm not in the office anymore and nobody's taping this conversation." It sounded like she was walking down the street. I could hear ambient street chatter and a strong breeze in the distance.
"Good, you can let those shady assholes know I was taping the shit, too."
"Fairs fair you bastard; how could you do that to me?"
"You stole my phone."
"I didn't steal your fucking phone; I think I have already said this very fact. I thought you were nice, and I enjoyed that very, big dick of yours, too. I don't appreciate being humiliated and in such a public manner as well."
"Ah, you'll probably get a slap on the wrist in court."
"I'm not talking about the phone; I'm referring to the cheeky stunt you pulled in the office this morning, you bastard." I didn't know what she was talking about but thought it wise to bluff.
"Whatever."
"Dismissive much; don't pretend it wasn't all you'd hoped for and more, lover. You wanted my big bum quite feverishly if I do recall, correctly?"
"You got what you wanted, too. Didn't you throw your fucking panties over into my partition that night, Laila?"
"I absolutely didn't want to wait anymore; I'm sure you can appreciate how difficult it is getting a half decent shag here in the states, right my friend? Besides, you were already vetted, and that big, delicious dick was just too perfect for my needs."
I believed she wasn't still among her attorneys at that point.
"Yeah, I know bitch." I replied dismissively hoping she would clue me on to the supposed incident in the office without me asking directly.
"You felt the need to share it with the office; wanting to shame me, expose me as some sort of harlot, right? That what you were on about, my friend? I must admit feeling a mounting humiliation as everyone stared over their fucking partitions at my goddamn face! Yet, that embarrassment is going to cost your little group of friends when we "reconfigure the office" like the security team this afternoon!! Yes, while I may not know who your contact was on the security team, we BURNED THE FOREST by TERMINATING ALL of THOSE MOUTH BREATHERS!!" Her rage was palpable, but I still didn't know what she was talking about, fully.
"Sure, right." I replied noncommittally.
"So, what a decent friend you are turning out to be; I'm certain Mike would not appreciate a termination on your part. Especially if informed along with your other associates in the office, my friend." The intensity in her voice was palpable.
"Yeah, so?"
"Who was it; who was your compatriot in the security department? Who passed you the desk cam footage from your workstation, and how did you link it up across the office?" I guess she was tired of playing cat and mouse with me, laying it all out on the table.
"Ah, what does it matter; you fired all of those guys anyways, right bitch?" I wondered if buzzcut guy got fired.
"EVERYONE SAW WHAT WE DID, YOU BLACK DOG!!" Laila lost it revealing the depth of humiliation she suffered when I supposed footage of us hooking up streamed through the office. It was incredibly informative finding that shit out, because for the longest time rumors had floated around the office of hidden surveillance cameras. Laila had unwittingly informed me of the reality of matters adding to my growing arsenal of weapons to be used in negotiations with Mr. Kumar and the office at large.
"Rude much?"
"WAIT DON'T HANG-!!" I hung up in her face again noticing the afternoon sun shown a little brighter as I leaned on a fence glancing up the block finding a familiar face. Micha Le' was approaching wearing what I guessed was some sort of work outfit in the form of a collared t-shirt from the local dollar store. Her luscious thighs and muscular calves were covered in the same jean print jeggings she wore over to my uncle's party almost a week earlier.
"SHIT!" She exclaimed, looking at me like I was stalking her or something.
"Don't get it twisted, I was just visiting my family."
"Right, and don't think you're getting back into my house, either." I just smiled, knowing how fake she really was.
"Whatever."
"Don't try to act cool." Micha Le' had a phone in one hand and a large bag of generic chips in the other, looking me up and down.
"Come here." I said flatly.
"What?"
"Come-here." I said, my tone sounding more like an order. Micha Le' stared back letting her hands drop to her sides giving me this sarcastic glare, but ultimately trudged over beside me turning her back to the fence. I didn't hesitate reaching around behind the pale sister, palming her wide butt. Her face betrayed no emotion as I groped and pinched the closest semi-rounded cheek making her slap at my hand.
"You just wanted to feel on me?"
"Yeah, that's right." Two of my fingers got between her thighs in the pronounced gap between her shapely legs. I rubbed her slit looking for a reaction and getting it when she flushed crimson.
"What, you trying to fuck or something?"
"Keep looking at your phone Micha Le'; eat some chips." I replied slyly deftly sliding my offending hand into the back of her leggings. She was wearing a thong which afforded more access to her snatch. Micha Le' was dripping wet, still complying eating a chip or two intermittently staring at her phone like we were just hanging.
"I'm gonna ask you again; you trying to fuck or what?"
"No."
I abruptly withdrew my hand as she gasped, faux offended. I shrugged in an exaggerated manner earning the bag of barbecue chips that hit me dead in the face. Micha Le' flipped me the bird actually so flustered that she crossed the street dialing up an associate to no doubt "put me on blast" as I chuckled.
*************************************************************************************
"Speak." My phone rang off the hook a few hours later just as I was getting inside the door of my place.
"It's Mike."
"Oh hey, what's up?"
"Serious homes; you pull off that boss move in the office and got the nerve to answer the phone like its another fucking day, huh?" It sounded like he'd been laughing, but something rang false.
"I didn't do that shit, man."
"Come on, it had to be you brother; who else would've had the nerve to do a pimp move like that and you-you already got fired anyway, right?"
"Mike."
"Yeah?"
"Brother, that's some real fucked up shit, man." I'd started recording the minute I picked up.
"Sorry man." He apologized meekly.
"Look, stop calling me up about this shit; we already said we'd meet, so stop screwing around before I report you guys for harassment. I recorded this attempted conversation and just want to say for the record that I never signed any agreement to be covertly monitored by security cameras. Just putting it out there for you legal boys."
I ended the conversation noting mentally that I'd never hung up on somebody this number of times in a single day. I opened my laptop deciding that I'd keep looking for work in case this whole deal went belly up. These assholes kept blowing up my phone and trying to record me since I'd shown up at the police station. Something told me that I had Laila and by proxy, Mr. Kumar by the short hairs. At this point, I was just waiting for the other shoe to drop. There was an email from my former job with an attachment.
"Eh, what's this shit?" The video file opened revealing my desktop from my monitor's point of view.
"Oh, man..." Laila's face filled my laptop screen obviously in a rapturous state. It was obvious she was being stuffed from the back by yours truly. She looked like she was in seventh heaven or something going so far as to lick the screen in a disgusting display of carnality. Some subtitles appeared on the screen as I realized the footage had audio, turning up the feed on my laptop.
"Oh, mujhe bada nigar murga pasand hai; mujhe bhaad mein jao, tum kamabakht maark!! main pooree raat is bade kaale land ka maza lene vaalee hoon!! is kamabakht klab, nigar ladake ke saath mere bakavaas chhed!!"
[Subtitle: Oh I love big nigger cock; fuck me, you fucking mark!! I'm going to enjoy this big black cock all night!! Mess my shit hole up with this fucking club, nigger boy!!]
"Oh, that's what she said." The translation should have made me angry, but whoever she'd obviously pissed off was very thorough.
There were two more clips in additional emails, one apparently from an overhead camera that revealed me humping Laila's huge ass before outright taking her in decidedly kinetic fashion. The second was from the original camera that revealed just how massive the Indian intern's butt was from a side view as I made industrious use of her dusky, olive colored cheeks. I was grateful my face wasn't outright shown and angry at the fact that I'd been fired with the use of unrelated security footage from the episode inside the stalled elevator and parking garage. The security department was definitely in on the whole con game that took me out of my job. The thought of buzzcut guy hovering around me for the duration of the con, incensed me. It was a surgical strike to get me out of the picture and protect Mr. Kumar's trust fund princess niece. They knew she'd been a willing participant from the start. I wondered how he was able to keep his hands from around my throat the morning after.
"Mother-fucker."
I face palmed letting reality smack me right in the face. Uncle Billy would definitely chide me again for failing one of the fundamental lessons of street self. I'd failed to find the yard. Failed to understand exactly what I was dealing with from the moment Mr. Kumar took over the office two years after I'd started working there. The audit I'd performed with the rest of my office buddies was tying up loose ends for an imminent merger that started with his very appearance. Laila was supposed to be a closing of the circle for the incoming group. I'd picked up on that in the conversations I'd had afterwards. I thought about the little gathering I'd attended at the Hilton downtown. My mind wandered to the setup of their little booth. That table had been set like a banquet because those assholes were celebrating. There was one more loose end to tie up and that was Pum, but I doubted the opportunity to close it. There was no doubt Pum stole my phone, but what was there to gain from the action?
*************************************************************************************
"Yeah man, it was all fucked up for her." Darrell didn't have a problem meeting me for a late dinner or diming out the office because he was a temp employee. He tried to get on as a regular employee several times, but Mr. Kumar always denied him. It was safe to say that he harbored no allegiance to a company paying him minimum wage.
"How'd it go down?"
"Just popped up out nowhere when everybody logged in for work that morning; a big flashing email the kind management uses when they announce one of their policy changes or some shit gathering to make their "human contact" quota for the parent company."
"Laila take it well?" We were meeting at this food truck / outside café I was fond of near a community college. It was a nice little setup with a bunch of plastic tables and chairs presided over by three women now familiar to me, the owner affectionately known as "Mamma" her chubby daughter Conception and what I considered somewhat of a long term social project, their single employee, Lizbeth. My eyes followed the curvy Latina as she poured drinks for some rather thuggish looking patrons at one of the other tables.
"She freaked, especially when all of the monitors started playing that shit on a loop. Man, I gotta ask; how'd you do it?"
"Wasn't me, Darrell."
"Yeah right; you know I wouldn't dime you out."
"I had nothing to do with that shit, okay?" Darrell laughed, waving his hands in front of my face half laughing.
"Relax, I had to ask homie; you should have seen Laila running out of that office with all these tissues in front of her face. Mr. Kumar had everybody turn off their monitors, gave us a two and a half hours lunch break, too. When we got back, he still kept us out in the hall while all of the tech guys were fucking scrambling."
"Sounds like fun; did you send me those clips?" I was still watching the full backside of my favorite waitress stuffed in some skintight capri-pants.
"Wait, you saw them?"
"Yeah, you sent them right; you've got my personal email along with Mike. You guys are the only one's I trusted over there and Mike; he's got Mr. Kumar's fucking hand up his ass, now."
"I didn't send that shit; it was probably Mike."
"Fuck that noise; he tried to get me to incriminate myself over the phone while those assholes at the office listened. Motherfucker had me on speaker and didn't think I'd notice." Darrell was drinking some ice tea from a large styrofoam cup nearly spitting it out as he half coughed half laughed.
"Bruh, they pulled his ass into the office grilling him like a fucking wiener; that shit looked like one of those Law & Order SVU episodes or something. What would you do if that shit happened to you?"
"I wouldn't try to throw his ass under the bus."
"Yeah, that was fucked up, but he got kids to feed; cut Mike a break, man."
"We're cool but we ain't hanging out no time soon; you'd think he would've at least married one of those women who took the time to have his children." I commented finding the apple of my eye glancing over her shoulder at me. Lizbeth followed the trajectory of my gaze to her own ample derriere turning in faux outrage silently admonishing me with a wave of her finger.
"Mike having too much fun living that bachelor life; you know he told me he stuffed that new Asian chick they hired at the office."
"Seriously?"
"Said she had a bubble butt; he was pissed because she acted like the shit didn't happen the next day."
"Serves him right." I was still sore; Mike wasn't getting any male bonded and approved sympathy from me. Lizbeth found her way to our table filling both of our cups on the house with an inviting smile directed in my direction.
"Hey Lizbeth; wanna get coffee or something?"
"NO!"
The Latin beauty's answer caught me off guard even as she playfully pinched my cheek before walking off. Lizbeth put a little extra in her step knowing I was watching along with Darrell. I paid the bill treating him before we parted ways.
*************************************************************************************
I was channel surfing back at my apartment thirty minutes later when predictably, my phone rang again with Laila's number on its face. I watched it ringing in several cycles before deciding to answer it as a plan formulated in my mind.
"Laila, I'm recording-for the record." It was just a little after midnight.
"Turn it off, I'm by myself."
"Bullshit." She hung up only to call me again using face time which I answered finding her sitting in what looked like another hotel room. The Indian intern was a mess of running mascara mixed with tears looking like the world had come crashing down on her.
"What?!!" I wasn't conceding anything.
"You win."
"Huh?"
"I-am officially out at the office, okay? You don't have to release that fucking sex tape, now." She wiped away some tears with a fistful of tissues. I noticed she was still wearing her work clothes.
"I don't know what you're talking about."
"STOP-FUCKING WITH ME!! Look-I'm really sorry about all of that business at the office; it was quite shitty and I'm willing to do what I can to make it worth your time, my friend."
"I-don't trust you."
"Well, what can I do to gain some modicum of trust? I'm perfectly willing to go along with whatever you have in mind to bring a close to all of this nastiness. Look, I mean it severely and all you have to do is just tell me what it is, you'd want me to do in order to earn your trust, if only to conclude matters." She was sniffling, wiping more tears from her face.
"Well, if you're serious; I'd want a simple trust exercise right here on face time while I'm recording."
"OKAY-WHAT IS IT?!"
"Uhm, this is a trust exercise; so like, remove your jacket." I expected her to hang up in my face out of outrage, but she slid out of her jacket without a word.



"Blouse?" Laila stared at me narrowing her eyes before undoing her buttons letting the long sleeved shirt slide off her shoulders. She was wearing a plain low slung brassiere that resembled a sort of hammock which struggled to contain her breasts leaving a portion of her right areola visible. Before I could utter another command, she yanked the tight bra straps that were digging into her plump shoulder blades drawing the cups down inverting them as her breasts appeared unimpeded by the spongy fabric.
"Are you satisfied with the view or should I remove everything?"
"Take it all off, bitch."
"Yes, if that will shore up relations between us, my friend." Laila stood up shimmying out of her skirt with some difficulty revealing a pair of dark fullback panties cut high on the sides. She hesitated for a moment before peeling them off exposing her muff, tightly wedged between her thick thighs. She propped the phone up taking a few steps back so that I could see her nude body from the calves upward.
"Turn around." Laila turned around exposing her phenomenal cheeks which informed the pear shape of her figure. The sight made my cock twitch uncontrollably as she glanced back over her shoulder.
"Having a wank, friend; its perfectly alright if you are because I wasn't talking a piss when I admitted loving your big dick."
"Is that right?"
"Yes, I 'm wholly sincere in that assessment; I still think of our office business quite fondly."
"I don't believe you."
"No I'm quite sincere my friend; in fact my pussy is significantly wet right now." Laila smiled weakly actually fingering herself in front of the camera feeling we were finding some common ground.
"What do you want?"
"Delete that footage; please don't release it to my family and business associates. I'm done here in the states for the most part, so it would be overkill; don't you think, my friend?" Laila pushed both of her breasts together, licking a nipple as she negotiated trying to entice me into agreeing to her terms. She suddenly had me backed into a verbal corner because I didn't want to admit one way or the other that someone else had it in for her.
"I'm gonna hang up now."
"WAIT!!" Laila half stumbled regaining her phone from where it had been propped up.
"What?"
"Let's meet up; I'd fancy a face to face palaver if you wouldn't mind? It's all so distinctly disorienting to be placed in this sort of situation. Uncle Kumar has all but stopped speaking with me and is threatening my arranged marriage to Raman. If you release that bit of bother, I'll be wrapped up." She was begging in this strange manner still trying to retain dignity she'd lost the moment our indiscretion became public knowledge.
"I don't know about that, Laila."
"Consider it, my friend; I'll do all of the nasty bits we accomplished in the office and more. Whatever strikes your fancy is on the proverbial table. Please say, you'll have a shag with me-this one last time. I just want the footage erased as recompense."
"Anything?"
*************************************************************************************
The Starlight Motel sits deep in the heart of the inner city in a perpetual state of semi-remodel as its conglomerate of Korean owners use it strictly for a cash cow to fund lavish lifestyles in their exclusive gated community situated in a suburb just outside of the city. The two tiered, two story structure has seen better days since its construction in the late fifties, now the haven of shady individuals who have more use, assorted thugs, druggies and various prostitutes. Even given this fact, police patrols in the area are sporadic as it is not an election year. Most of the surrounding demographic skewed heavily Latino with blacks coming in second followed by the Asian community, a mixture of the aforementioned Koreans, Thai, Vietnamese and Filipino. Anybody else would sort of stick out like a sore thumb which was perfect for my use. A black Mercedes-Benz pulled into the open faced lot with my phone ringing moments later, right in the spot we agreed upon.
"This is uhm, disturbing my friend; I think we should perhaps seek out better accommodations." Laila was understandably disturbed.
"You agreed to this; are you backing out?"
"Uhm no, but I'm just concerned about safety." She was shaky.
"Me too, I wouldn't feel safe anywhere else; especially after you stole my phone and clothing last time."
"I did nothing of the sort, and I find these arrangements a little excessive. I could secure several different locations of a better standard in moments if you would simply allow it. I am here at your request; shouldn't that be enough endorsement of my good will?" I'd arrived at least an hour earlier watching from relative safety across the street using the camera on my phone as makeshift binoculars.
"If you don't like it, drive off." There was a long pause as Laila considered our exchange while I continued surveying my surroundings. I was behind a thigh high, short brick wall hoping over it to look down the adjacent streets for any activity. Laila was still sitting in her car pondering my words, having already been issued instruction prior to this situation.
"I'm coming out." The door to the car popped open.
I'd hoped before arriving the place would be alive with all manner of night activity as it had in the past when I'd hooked up with at least two girls here before. Tonight, there was one errant hooker on duty, looking the bottom of the barrel she was while an errant homeless guy dumpster dived near the entrance of the parking lot. There was some chubby Hispanic guy sweeping up the drive unaware of what was about to happen.
Laila stepped out of the car in her birthday suit with only a pair of black, spiked heels on her feet.
Even though we'd discussed it beforehand, I never thought she would actually go through with coming down to "the hood" nude. This was the epitome of desperation making me wonder whose bad side she'd really got on. I was innocent of any coercion before this point but wanted to reclaim my ego after considering everything that occurred and the stunt at the hotel. There was no definitive answer regarding the Sri Lankan beauty I'd bedded that night but figured Laila culpable for luring me there in the first place.
"Damn girl."
I whispered to myself as she stood there trying to hide behind the open car door backlit by the dim orange glow coming from an overhead streetlight. It perfectly accentuated her zaftig figure with the little pools of darkness, those shadows where the light couldn't reach. She almost blended into the night due to the deep, olive tint of her skin. I slowly walked over watching from a safe distance as Laila gathered the courage to close the door, gingerly just as the guy sweeping the parking lot caught sight of her. The push broom he was using fell to the concrete as he looked like he'd seen a ghost or something. She tucked her head inward clutching her phone with both hands as she stared at room 4A directly in front of her parked car. The custodian got a little closer creeping dangerously near as I filmed the entire thing on my phone. Her luscious cheeks were incredible in the muted darkness, jiggling naturally, vertically as she scurried to the door intent on getting inside before the janitor guy could close the distance.
"BOLLOCKS!!" Laila discovered the locked hotel door shaking it frantically attracting the attention of the lone streetwalker on duty. She pressed her chest against the door as the hooker snapped a photo with her own phone, still shaking the door in a panic almost taking it off the hinges.
"What're you doing, Laila?" I was leaning against the hood of her Mercedes when she turned angrily.
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING THERE?!! YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO BE INSIDE AS WE AGREED, MY FRIEND!!" One of her arms was draped across her large breasts futilely while a hand covered her muff. I glanced around noticing the hooker talking excitedly on her phone while the custodian looked as if he were having a coronary. There was a visible tent in his pants.
"Just got here; by the way, I'm in 4B-upstairs."
"Upstairs?"
"Yeah."
"This is absolutely terrible; I never would've thought you were such a bastard when we met. To think we had some truly exciting moments of friendship as well as a healthy bit of carnality, to boot." Laila shifted to the side giving the custodian a side view of her profile which didn't help much.
"Says the fake woman who cheated me out of my job and got me fired-to boot."
"4B, upstairs?"
I nodded as Laila glanced over noticing the middle aged guy rubbing his crotch. She wrapped her arms around her torso stalking off to the narrow stairwell that led up to the second tier of the cheap motel. The spiked heel caught the little overhead nightlights as she was obliged to pass the excited hooker watching our exchange. I called out to her once she was midway between us.
"Where you going; I've got the room key." I held them up smiling.
"YOU DIR-TEEE BASTARD!!" Laila shrieked as I acknowledged her righteous anger with a simple shrug.
"You are so fucking negative, Laila; so I'll tell you what. I want your car keys, or the deal is off."
"WHAT?!!"
"Exactly, bitch." I sat on the hood of the care without a care in the world as she began to tear up. I didn't care much for her crocodile tears feeling my manhood finally starting to return in dramatic fashion after being screwed royally by this "Indian Intern." Laila found the hooker at her back smiling encouragingly. I stifled a laugh as she nearly tumbled onto the pavement running back to me offering the keys.
"You are so cruel, absolutely heartless."
"You've got it all wrong baby; I'm really a nice guy when you get to know me." I was still filming the whole thing, but Laila didn't seem to care as I pocketed her car keys. I wrapped an arm around her shoulder escorting to the edge of the stairwell stopping abruptly.
"What?"
"I'm kind of thirsty; how about you? Want a soda?" I nodded over towards a soda machine adjacent to the motel clerk's window. It was blacked out, but I knew the Korean guy working there was watching.
"Please, can't we just go to the room?"
"So, that's a "No" on the soda, for you?" I was already walking over to the machine giving her no choice but to shuffle behind me, head bowed towards the cracked pavement. I fumbled around purposely in my pockets, secretly glancing back towards the enclosed parking lot entrance finding no one there. Tears were streaming down Laila's plain face as she watched me go to the shaded window and get change from the motel clerk. I had her car keys and she wasn't going anywhere until I was done getting payback.
"Hey babe, get some ice for me." The motel clerk handed me a cheap ice bucket grinning like a jackal the whole time. Laila nodded slightly walking over to the adjacent ice machine filling the bucket for me as I also secured some styrofoam cups. I was nice enough to take the bucket from her once we reached the steps.
"Ladies first." I motioned towards the steps wanting her to ascend first. In all actuality, I wanted to leer at her huge, loose jiggly butt as she walked up the stairs.
"DON'T HATE THE PLAYER-HATE THE GAME!!" The prostitute yelled in encouragement while the motel clerk appeared standing beside the carnally enchanted janitor.
I winked back at our audience following the distraught Indian woman up the stairs to my room. The sight of her meaty backside had me tock solid below the belt. So tight were the fullback panties she usually wore that an indentation had been imprinted in her lush flesh. My free hand cupped the right cheek luxuriating in the rubbery bounce. Laila stopped on a dime the second she felt my touch as my thumb dug into its under cuff. I had a handful with enough left over on that single cheek for two more hands. The space between her thick thighs was moist and dewy proving my suspicions about her true nature. She shivered with goosebumps appearing on her skin as I ran a single digit along the deep crack of her huge butt. There was just the slightest bit of lightness to the flesh were the material covered her modesty as we got to the narrow second floor outdoor corridor that led to room 4B.
My fingers dug around in my pocket for her keys as Laila neared the door glancing back at me with this lost in the headlights expression on her face. It seemed kind of conflicted yet reeked of desperation on her part. She wasn't trying to hide her nude body from anyone that cared to look.
"Go, it's open already." She put a single finger in her mouth turning to the door giving it a light push, not surprised when it swung widely open with no effort. I'd already got her keys in my hand as I came up behind her as she faced the drab, beige interior of the room. It was a standard motel room mainly used by people patronizing the services of streetwalkers and the like. I knew she'd appreciate it on some level as I got behind her tossing Laila's car keys over her head onto the bed. She instinctively scrambled forward onto the bed after the keys which ended up in the center of it as I sat the bucket and sodas on the small table just inside the door.
"AAAAAEEEEE, AWWWWNN, OWWWWW!!" I was balls deep inside her sticky cunt finding familiarity in her gummy, steaming tunnel. The Indian ingenue made the mistake of retrieving her keys on her hands and knees providing a clear target as I intended.
My hands shot up to her small waist yanking her enormous, heart shaped butt into my pelvis like a madman. I knew what Laila preferred sexually, giving her the hardest long strokes I could manage as her back dipped and her shoulders rolled. Loud, sticky smacking noises filled the cheap room as I pounded and beat her back out like an escaped con.
"AAAHHHHH-AAAHHHHH-AAAHHHHH-AAAAIIEEEEE; YESH, YEEESH, FUCK IT SO VERY HAAAARD, MY FRIEND!!" Laila's enormous cheeks shuddered and jiggled looking rubbery and loose from the intense stabbing thrusts that were smashing her box into oblivion.
"COME HERE AND TAKE YOUR TREAT, BITCH!!" I wrapped her mane around my fist yanking my cock from her steaming cunt, pulling her to the frayed carpeting. She was gasping hard, looking rapturous as I pointed my cock at her face. Several thick ropes blasted Laila's face in rapid succession as she fingered herself trying to get to the precipice. She eagerly took my cock deep in her mouth enduring several hard strokes deep into her gullet.
"Close the door." Laila slowly, robotically directed her attention towards the open door raising her hands as if she were going to hide her face, before resolutely dropping them to her sides. She slowly got to her feet taking a tentative step towards the door before glancing back at me. I just shrugged with a knowing smirk, having a seat on the edge of the bed, waiting.
Laila smiled more to herself than me as she sucked on a single finger glaring salaciously at me letting her gaze travel down to my still erect member. It was obvious that we'd reached an understanding as I'd sussed out her true nature in no uncertain terms.
Her plain face was still glazed with my cum as the pear shaped Indian knelt getting down on her hands and knees crawling from the open door right between my legs. She throated half of my cock using her face as a surrogate vagina. Her posture, prostrate before me was incredibly enticing as she remained on all fours, legs parted wide with her head motions making her voluptuous cheeks jiggle and bounce. I cupped the back of her head a few times, humping into her throat with no care at all for this charlatan who'd presented herself to me as some naive ingenue. Well, the secret was out of the closet now and I was going to make full use of her lewd body until I was sated. Laila took everything I had to offer happily, planting rabbit kisses all over my inner thighs wantonly sucking on my balls. I leaned forward depriving her of my cock, slapping it on both of her chubby cheeks. Laila eagerly took my cock again, allowing me to fuck her mouth some more before I snatched it away again.
"You know what I want, Laila."
She didn't hesitate turning around on all fours presenting her enormous, olive hued buttocks. Laila's spike heels touched the edge of the bed as she spread her legs wide apart. I squatted over her back in the frog position pushing into her backdoor until only my balls were visible. The wrecking ball cadence of my hips hit her with the force of a tsunami.
"OOOOOHHHHH YEEESHHHH, FAAAWKING BLOOODY HELL; TAKE MY SHIT HOLE YOU BLACK, FUCKING BAASSSS-TARD!!" Laila screamed at the top of her lungs, letting her stomach ride low on the floor. I was almost sitting on top of her as I noticed some movement around the door.
"Come here, bitch."
I gathered her up in my arms, still impaled on my cock as I pulled her into my lap. Laila continued bouncing in my lap as I took in the sight of her jello-like, jiggling cheeks. I reached over spreading her legs as far apart as I could before drawing them up into her chest. This had the effect of turning the Indian intern into a human wishbone with my cock embedded deep in her rear end. She pulled her shoulders forward so that she could reach down diddling herself. Laila spread her flower apart using bring her free palm down in a slapping motion on her clit.
"AAAAWWWW, OHHHHH MY GAAAA-YEEEESSHHHH, YEEEESH!! FUH-FUH-FAAAAAAAWWW!! "Laila was screaming at the top of her lungs as multiple tremors ripped through her body. She started squirting uncontrollably wetting the dull carpeting on the motel room floor.
The bursts continued until Laila lost it, sobbing openly at the absolute rutting she was undeservedly receiving. Both of her thick, shapely legs were pressed into her large breasts, dangling from the calves down as I found spectators in the form of the motel clerk, custodian, my favorite streetwalker and personal cheerleader. Some guy and his chubby girlfriend were also staring, wide eyed. I noticed at least two phones filming us, making sure to keep my face obscured behind Laila's big head. Her legs were allowed to slowly, methodically descend to the floor as I stood us up facing the open door.
"Show's over." Laila wearily closed the door, still impaled.
I carefully pulled out, roughly grabbing her bicep leading the thick woman to the bathroom. It was small, stark and utilitarian with a simple toilet, sink and standup shower with plexiglass sliding doors. Laila looked rapturous and addled with that familiar goofy smile on her face. She dutifully slid the door back turning on the shower taking little peeks at my erection. The spray was thankfully powerful and heated as she adjusted the temperature before getting under the spray. I peeled off my clothing, joining her under the spray to clean my spunk off her face.
"So, we have an understanding, is that right my friend?" She was stroking and twisting her palm on my cock.
"No."
"But I've done as you've asked; we've enjoyed so much together tonight and perhaps a little more. Don't be difficult, let's enjoy one another to the fullest." She was pleading under the spray, staring desperately up into my face.
"What do you want me to say, Laila?"
"Say you won't release any sex footage of me." She whimpered through more crocodile tears.
"I won't release any sex footage of you." I replied robotically. Technically, I wasn't lying as I leaned in making out with the relieved trust fund baby who returned my overtures with considerable passion.
I reached down hooking my arms into the back of her knees raising her up off the shower floor. For the next ten minutes, Laila got railed against the wall of that shower under the spray. Her weight became and issue along with my footing as I released her. Laila sank to the floor of the small, narrow space in a crouch where my length found a home between her large, slightly pendulous breasts. The soap made a nice lubricant as I took her cleavage. She accommodated me nicely using both fists pushing on the outside of her tits capturing my cock. I leaned on the wall at an angle pumping my hips until I started to crest.



"Get on the fucking bed, bitch!!" I growled.
"YES, YES MY FRIEND; I SURELY WILL FOR YOUR BLACK DICK!!" Laila happily bounded into the room lying face down on the mattress demonstrating her own understanding of my needs. I mounted her prone, balls deep in her cunt alternating with her derriere until I could take no more, spraying her deep olive hued cheeks full of cum. I used some of the spunk as lubricant going inside her backdoor again for another thirty minutes which culminated in a second explosion which left her a glazed mess. Laila was completely gaped at this point while I caught my second breath looking up at the cracked paint on the ceiling.
"If I were to perhaps, make apologies for the mounting difficulties between us; would you be inclined to accept it?" She asked meekly running a few fingers through her long, black hair.
"This ain't an apology?"
"You know what I mean, lover." She smiled lazily, slightly rocking her legs making her huge ass cheeks wobble a bit. She fully knew me at this point as I propped up on my side rubbing her butt, ignoring her accepting face.
"Well, I don't know Laila; guess we'll have to work on it." We started kissing again which quickly got out of hand as I rolled on top of her. The Indian intern not to be outdone, spread her shapely legs bending them inward at the knee allowing me to bottom out inside her abused cunt. We made slow, sensual love as her big, expressive eyes went white and her mouth hung open. Her arms were wrapped around me along with her legs, interlocked in the small of my back. Laila arched her back, driving her cunt into my plunging member as we came together in perfect sync.
"AAAAAWWWWNNN." That was the last I heard from her before I noticed her sleeping. I took another shower, dressed and popped out of the room leaving her there in her birthday suit. I didn't have anything to do with the extortion she was obviously experiencing from parties unknown.
"Next time, you gonna have to let me go too, player." I found that same hooker at the bottom of the stairs, not surprised that she hadn't been able to drum up some business. The rising sun gave the area this ethereal glow as I took in the city skyline in the distance.
I winked before walking out of the lot.
*************************************************************************************
"It's so nice that you could come in and meet with us this morning."
"Gloria." I nodded nonchalantly sitting there with my arms folded across my chest facing the H.R. Director, the lawyers I was already acquainted with from the police station. I expected Mr. Kumar to be there but her was oddly absent, probably unable to look at my face. I was disappointed but doubted he wasn't aware that I'd stuffed his precious niece on some level at least.
"Well, it's come to my attention that there were unforeseen circumstances that contributed to the company's decision to void your employment."
"Can I get that in writing?" I asked eliciting some forced uncomfortable laughter in writing with Gloria awkwardly joining in for a few seconds as I betrayed no emotion.
"We uhm, we can discuss the matter further but first, I've been authorized to make you a counter offer of reemployment, along with a check for difficulties that may have been encountered post separation from the company." Her words were measured and the look on her face kind of pissed me off. I knew she'd seen the surveillance footage of me sticking it to Laila, so I wondered why she didn't lead with that information.
"Are you serious; I know you guys blackballed me. Does she fucking seriously fucking expect me to go back to working for Mr. Kumar?" I addressed the lawyers instead of Gloria.
"Sir, if you would just hear us out...".
"Answer the question!"
"We've decided to go in another direction; Mr. Kumar has been transferred to one of our satellite operations back in India." The answer to my question was answered by another person entering the room behind me. I got the shock of my life finding Pum standing in the doorway staring at me with that same predatory glint in her eye.
"I am Pumidi; but everyone refers to me as Pum." She offered her hand heartily shaking mine as I stared at her completely shocked.
"Uhm, nice to meet you."
"I've been assigned to oversee the transfer of assets between the incoming MTH-Corp and your former company; I've advised this course of action and the subsequent payout."
"Payout?"
"Yes, I believe the offer is one hundred thousand; this is of course coming from your former company on my advisement. I've spoken with the senior partners upstairs and the general agreement is that we'd jointly like this matter settled before the merger proceeds. We've taken the opportunity to speak with former assistant department head, Laila Kumar who informed us that you'd declined her initial offer as we'd advised."
"Uhm, yeah." I was still floored as Pum took a seat turning to face me while ignoring the other people in the room.
"We interviewed her earlier this week and it became clear that she'd made an offer of her own choosing."
"She didn't want to give me health insurance."
"I've never heard that before; why did it become a breaking point in negotiations, if I might be so bold?"
"My uncle has cancer-I uhm, I formerly was able to add him to my insurance plan. It was a matter of life or death; Laila just wanted to pay me the same hourly wage."
Gloria audibly gasped before being covertly tapped on the shoulder by one of the attorneys. It was obvious the level of power wielded by Pum as she glanced at the other suits in the room.
"Fix this; or I will." Pum turned to me shaking my hand with both of hers, still smiling before walking out of the conference room. Gloria immediately got up following her outside as the lawyers presented me with the check.
"Mr. Kumar's position was vacated; we're authorized to offer it to you at this time along with the settlement. The money is yours, no strings attached and if you decide to take the job, you can hire whoever you want as assistant department head. Overtures will be made to all of the companies you applied, explaining the mistake regarding your termination." The legal mouthpiece was sweating it out as I saw my chance to be a hero.
"What if I want my department left intact; Laila said she was going to lay them all off?"
"She is a non-issue; do what you want if you take the job, sir." A non-disclosure agreement and some other paperwork were slid before my face. I normally would've stalled until I properly read it, but I was just thinking about my Uncle Billy.
"Pleasure doing business with you." I winked exiting the office. Outside, the receptionist was packing her things into a box talking on her phone simultaneously ignoring me. Gloria's office door was propped open allowing me to see her doing the same thing visibly crying.
I was smug, floating out of the basement office to the elevators. This incredible warm feeling washed over me as I rode up to my office floor wanting to survey what would become my kingdom. Mr. Kumar and Laila had been disposed in an improbable series of events. Pum had been sitting there, a part of the incoming company exposing Laila's hubris. There was no doubt she'd stolen the phone setting off this fortuitous turn of events in my favor. Her motivation was as much a mystery as she was coming in and out of my life like a revolving door. I pondered my future in upper level management as the double doors of the elevator opened.
"What the hell?"
A literal army of suits and men in F.B.I windbreakers were swarming the office while all of the employees stood in the outside corridor being interviewed. I noticed Darrell and Mike speaking with an officer answering questions. There were others from my office in the same predicament as I backed into the still open elevator not wanting anything to do with that nonsense. I felt like the fool who'd brought the Brooklyn Bridge from some grifter. The check was definitely real, I checked it over and over again until I reached the lobby where I found more feds milling about. I ended up answering questions anyway as my victory ebbed away like sand in an hourglass. Luckily, I was allowed to keep the check assuring my uncle would get the treatment he so desperately needed. I didn't know what would happen beyond that as I sat on a bench in the lobby of my office building.
"Hey, you mind if I sit here?"
"Free country." It was that Asian girl who'd taken over my desk after I'd been fired becoming Laila's assistant. She had this kind of snarky librarian look to her sitting next to me with a small box of her belongings.
"Pretty fucked up if you ask me; what'll you do now?" She asked casually.
"Look for a job; just like everybody else." We both watched other employees leaving the building with similar boxes.
"Sometimes you can be a big fish in a small pond, but more often than not; you're a goldfish in the ocean. This place sucked anyway, I'm glad it's over." I glanced over at her wanting to know why she was hanging out with Laila and her clique that night but said nothing.
"I'm pretty sure some people needed their jobs."
"Merger was greenlit; they'll be shuffled around to other offices in the city."
"You in the know or something?" She stood up without ever looking at my face as I remembered she'd supposedly hooked up with Mike.
"My ride is here, I've gotta go; my name is Malaya Padilla." She offered her hand and we shook gingerly.
"Uh, nice to meet you, Malaya."
"Sorry." She apologized out of nowhere, picking up her small box.
"Huh, why?"
"I took your phone."
Her torso was hidden behind a short leather jacket but her lower half was covered in a white skirt and black tights over smart ankle boots. She turned walking off with purpose, dumping her box into a wastebasket adjacent to the door. She did have a noticeable bubble butt as I glanced up finding another red herring, solved.
"Yeah, should've fucking known."
Malaya stood outside the building on the pavement talking with Pum. She seemed to sense I was watching as staring at me while a Bentley pulled up to the curb. The Asian enigma disappeared inside the car followed by Pum who looked back with that signature predatory smirk. The Bentley pulled off as I watched transfixed.
"Hey man; drinks?" I found Darrell at my side with a box along with some of my other peers from the office.
*************************************************************************************
My Uncle Billy was a prideful man to his detriment, but he ended up getting his medical treatments which took a hell of a toll on him, physically. The doctors said that everything turned out alright, but we're all still on pins and needles hoping he makes a full recovery. It took the entire hundred grand in the end and I was just grateful that everything worked out in the end. MTH Corp acquired my company shuttering the office due to the bad publicity and ongoing investigation. I was offered a job at one of their other properties just like everybody else at the office but told they couldn't offer me the same position until everything was sorted out with the feds. Yeah it hurt having to swallow that lump of fool's gold, but I had to put food on the table somehow. I ended up taking the job which turned out to be a glorified mailroom position. My new boss is this mean looking sister named Martha who also ran her department like a tyrant, but it was different this time. It seemed more fair and yeah, it pissed me off but like I said, I needed the money.
"Well, son of a bitch."
I was checking my personal email in the mail room drifting over to social media when I found the Laila had sent me a friend request. She'd included a pic of her enormous butt and from the angle, it looked like someone else had taken the photo. I chuckled clicking on her thumbnail figuring I'd left an impression the last time we met. It turned out she'd still ended up married to Raman in the aftermath of the big flair up and was living down under. We don't really talk but she sends me nudes every now and then. I accidentally received a photo of Raman and his guy laid up, but she quickly apologized by sending another pic. I guess they have an open marriage, but who really gives a fuck?
"You shouldn't be looking at that in here." I found my new coworker Holly, looking over my shoulder at the photo of Laila's enormous, olive colored butt.
"Yeah, I guess; I didn't know this pic was in there when I opened it up."
"I ain't Martha, and I ain't no snitch; just don't do that shit in here because it makes it bad for all of us. They keep a record of your online activity in a server two floors down." I didn't tell her about my origins or that I hadn't been required to sign paperwork limiting my online activity. My eyes were drifting downward to the biggest pair of breasts I'd ever seen. She was this blue collar blonde who for some reason, reminded me of a life sized cabbage patch doll, but those tits gave me ideas.
I can deny it in the least, and I don't want to; your opinion of me doesn't change who I really am or put food on the table and it doesn't pay my bills. Where I'll end up in life, only the man upstairs knows but honestly...
I'm a Dirty Dawg.
THE END
(Note: Next Chapter chronologically would be-DIRTY DAWG: BIG TIT DERBY)
*************************************************************************************
"I have done as you asked sister; this is a bit more public than we prefer. If you keep it up, they will come for you. What will you do when that door opens, Malaya?" Pum glanced over at the pensive woman across from her staring out the window of the Bentley, seeing something other than the tarmac outside.
"When that door opens, I'm gonna put a bullet right between their fucking eyes." She turned to her associate and partner in crime with a single tear running down her cheek. She wiped it away before putting on the cat eye horn rimmed glasses that were her trademark.
"Namaste' little sister." Malaya just nodded unable or unwilling to return the sentiment. She opened the door hopping out onto the private runway where a small charter plane was waiting in the distance. Pum watched as she ran towards the plane raising a phone to her ear.
"She's coming."



        Kristy McKenzie

        Synopsis: Cheating with a P.A.W.G.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/kristy-mckenzie

Title: Kristy McKenzie

Author: mondotoken

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Synopsis: Cheating with a P.A.W.G.

Tags: whooty-white girl with a booty, bigass, cheating, prone bone, phat ass white girl, blowjob, thot, pawg, infidelity




I was tired as hell after completing the night shift and just wanted to make it home to my bed. It was about three in the morning when I pulled into the car port of my apartment complex. I sat there for a few minutes dozing in my car before I was jolted out of the beginnings of a deep sleep by a departing jeep Cherokee. Every bone in my body was aching as I gathered up my lunch box half falling out of the car to the pavement. I managed to gather myself worrying that someone happening upon me would mistake me for some sort of alcoholic. I lived on the first floor just above the basement parking garage but still struggled to make it up the four stone steps that led to the narrow exterior corridor to my apartment.
"What the-?!!" I unlocked my front door finding it blocked with some semi-heavy item which turned out to be a big, pull-on suitcase. I figured my wife had brought some new luggage and was too lazy to put it in the closet behind the door. Linda was somewhat of a slob, but I put up with her because she appealed to some of my baser instincts; namely we got along famously between the sheets. We'd been married for six months and it was long enough that I knew she was gonna turn into Mrs. Beaver as the house gradually became a cluttered, junky mess.
My living room had an open floor plan that combined it with the kitchen in the form of a glorified kitchenette which meant I could look out over the adjacent living room. I wearily put my lunch box on the counter noticing the television was playing, but muted. The coffee table was littered in multiple boxes of Chinese takeout along with various bottles of beer and soda. There was some sort of weird, crazy looking anime playing on my fifty-inch flat screen.
"I'm getting tired of this shit." The irritation that came with the realization that I was going to have to clean up after my wife had me fully awake as I rounded the open counter top.
"Huh, oh?"
My wife was lying face down on the couch with a thick comforter covering her upper half. Her lower body lay exposed illuminated by the television light. She was wearing a blue thong that made her big pale cheeks stand out. Linda was obviously trying to entice me as we hadn't done it in a few months. The thong was horizontally striped in different shades of blue, the cut making her ass look fuller than usual.
Truth be told, my wife was pretty blah in the looks the department from her shoulder length blonde hair and plain face, standard medium sized breasts with her wide hips and somewhat flabby butt that I enjoyed pounding from the back. Linda was pretty good about sleeping with me, but she was likewise mostly an average lay at best. But tonight, looking down at her butt in those enticing thong panties was waking the proverbial dragon. I'd always been into hips, thighs and legs initially drawn to her because she had those attributes. The duration of our relationship was mostly harmonious drama free, so we ended up going to city hall to tie the knot six months prior. Linda was pretty good about letting me tap that forty six inch butt whenever I wanted. Tonight she was looking way too good to pass up. We hadn't done it in a while, and it looked like she'd gained a little weight in the right place as far as I was concerned. Her pear shaped butt looked magnificent as I let my hand slide across both cheeks from the far end to the right, luscious oval shaped globe giving it a hearty squeeze.
"What-the-fuck?" The comforter fell away as she rose supporting herself on her elbows staring at my face.
This woman wasn't my wife; I recognized the harsh face and short ragged bob of dirty blonde hair on her best friend, Kristy McKenzie. My palm was still planted flat in the middle of her right ass cheek for a few seconds as she glared sleepily at me like I'd walked in on her in the bathroom of something.
"You finished?"
"Uhm, sorry; I thought you were Linda." I withdrew my hand feeling like an idiot as she scratched her hair lazily.
"Yeah, sure." She went back to sleep without another word, still leaving the comforter up over her butt. It rode up further revealing her small waist. I stared for a few moments before withdrawing remembering from a gathering at a backyard party thrown by a mutual acquaintance of my wife's. From what I understood, Kristy was this troubled girl from the wrong side of the tracks known to be somewhat of a quote-unquote "Wigger" in that people said she behaved like a black girl or something. I stumbled down the short corridor to my bedroom which was adjacent to the bathroom.
Linda was in our large, queen sized bed fast asleep wearing one of my plain white t-shirts and a pair of decidedly boring, pink granny panties. Even if I couldn't see her face, the loud snoring was a dead giveaway. I stripped down to my underwear considering waking Linda up to ask her why Kristy McKenzie was on my couch. It was my understanding their decade and a half long friendship was rocky at best, downright toxic at worst. Ultimately I decided to wait trusting there was a good enough reason as I slid between the sheets quickly dropping off into a deep sleep.
[DARKNESS]
I awoke with a start shielding my eyes from the sunlight filtering in through my venetian blinds checking my phone. There was a message from Linda telling me Kristy would be our house guest for a couple of days after getting "put out" of her apartment after a disagreement with a roommate. It was ambiguous, but I knew better than to call Linda while she was at work. She worked a crap job in medical billing which helped us jointly pay the bills but was positively draconian in nature. My thoughts shifted to Kristy, sleeping on my couch as I got up cracking my bones as I stretched. I needed to make amends, but first, I had to drain the lizard. I stepped out into the hall pushing the bathroom door open.
"EX-CUSE ME; WHAT THE FUCK?!!" Kristy was sitting hunched over on the toilet.
"Sorry." I quickly backed away realizing the door hit her in the knees when I pushed it open. Kristy stared at me angrily for a few seconds, slamming the door in my face. The lingering ring in my ears from the sudden loudness remained as I stumbled into the kitchenette area going into my fridge.
"Hey man, what's up with all the pervy shit; Linda ain't putting out or something?" Kristy appeared in the living room, visibly annoyed with me. She was wearing this cutoff grey, cotton football jersey that left her well defined abs exposed having slipped on a pair of boy shorts.
"Sorry about that, it was an accident-and last night, too." I apologized awkwardly trying not to look at her body. Kristy was standing at the end of the counter with her hands on her hips, glaring angrily.
"That wasn't no accident, man."
"Yes, it was; I thought you were Linda last night, and I just wanted to use the bathroom this morning."
"You ain't think I was no fucking Linda."
"Yes, Kristy; I thought you were my wife last night on the couch. I didn't know you were here when I came in this morning." She scoffed as I noticed her medium sized breasts poking against he fabric of the cutoff jersey.
"Stop lying man; you just helped yourself because I don't look like no fucking Linda. What on me, looks like her sloppy ass?" Kristy raised her hands doing turning slowly, almost proudly displaying her body. Her prominent teardrop shaped butt hung low from the boy shorts.
"Sloppy, that's cute."
"Homeboy look at me; I workout three times a week to keep my shit tight like this and the ass kills Linda's floppy, pillow booty. You knew what you where doing, just admit it." I couldn't call her attitude arrogant because it seemed like she truly believed it. Her voice kind of drug when she spoke almost like an exaggerated faux southern drawl. Her toxicity was confirmed as I'd slid right into an argument with the harsh blonde. Her slightly pock marked face reminded me of Mila Jovovich for some reason.
"So Kristy, when are you leaving?" I was ready to put her out on the curb. I didn't feel like dealing with some angry bitch.
"Oh, it's like that, huh?" Her narrow eyes went wide as she gestured, arms spread outward.
"Like what?"
"Alright, I'll play motherfucking ball, homie." Kristy backed away from the counter, rounding it into the living room facing my television. Before I even realized what she was doing, Kristy yanked the boy shorts down stepping out of them and kicking them to the side.
"Shit."
Kristy McKenzie was what you could comfortably call "slender and stacked" displaying the slender toned body of an athlete offset be perfectly wide hips that sloped downward into these muscular looking legs and inconsequential feet. The real story was the ass, which one could definitely compare to the stereotypical big, bubbled butt of some black women.
"Come get it, big dawg." Kristy punctuated the abrasive declaration reaching back, loudly slapping her expansive cheeks.
"Excuse me?!" Kristy turned at the hip looking even more irritated than before at my exclamation.
"Look, you ain't gotta play the game; Linda ain't here so lets just toss all that little cat and mouse shit in the trash. You want some pussy, right? Come tap this shit real quick like, homie." She walked over mounting the couch on her knees with her elbows resting on its back.
"Uhm..." Kristy glanced at me from the couch with this snarky, knowing smirk arching her back. This made the side view of her curvy rear end stand out even more.
"Man, stop playing the game and get your thirsty ass over here!" It seemed trading sexual favors for a couch was no big deal to her as I acted without thought rounding the corner to get a closer look at her butt. Kristy knew what she was working with pushing her tush back further while straightening her back until she was kneeling on the cushions. There was a shiny nature to her cheeks, a little rosy with a smattering of light pimples on each cheek.
Kristy was surprisingly tight and gummy on the inside as I grabbed her hips driving myself home deep inside her. She didn't miss a beat leaning over arching her back in a feline manner that made her cheeks spread apart revealing herself full of my girth. I just went for broke pounding her out as hard as humanly possible. I tried to go even harder noticing her cheeks parted wider when I pushed against them with the full brunt of my weight. Her butt was visually fantastic, its true spade or heart shape colliding loose and jiggly with my crotch. Kristy worked with me, humping and sawing her hips in a downward motion onto the base of my cock giving me the impression that she was trying to speed things up. I was in the void mentally, planting my foot up on the couch next to her knee. I leaned over pushing hard inside her flexing cunt trying to get over the hump. Kristy went in for the kill when I asked about her stay, exploiting a weakness only my wife would've known. I keep my butt fetish to myself for the most part, clueing my wife in after we'd dated for a while after being prompted.
"Do it man; give me some nut." Kristy demanded through gritted teeth. Her blue language added to the cheap, nasty quality of my infidelity.
I was already past the point of no return, happily pulling out as several ropes of thick semen covered her butt in nearly unrelenting waves until it was glazed over. Kristy moaned and whined, rocking her athletic body back and forth, casually bumping into my pelvis leaving some oily residue there. I couldn't take my eyes off of her big butt, rubbing and tapping my cock on the left cheek. Kristy looked back reaching down to spread my spunk all over the other cheek with a self-satisfied smile on her harsh face. Enthralled sensually, I let my still erect cock rest in the crack of her large, heart shaped butt. Kristy lightly rocked back and forth massaging my tumescence.
"You good now, motherfucker?"
"Yeah."
"More importantly now; we good, big homie?" Kristy arched her back almost unnaturally demonstrating a high level of flexibility that I recalled was fostered when she was little through gymnast training. Kristy supposedly was a gifted athlete until her senior year where she suddenly trashed a promising career. Linda always alluded to drug use as the reason, but I was looking at a woman who still worked out hard. There was a contrast in that habit; some untold story of her fall from grace.
"Sure."
"So if you want a little, just ask, man; I know what I'm working with and its only natural that you have to pay the cost to be the boss, right?"
"I didn't tell you to do that, Kristy."
"You didn't say no either; I think you should give that shit some thought." She added with a long yawn at the end devaluing my carnal efforts.
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
"Nothing." Kristy stood sliding the jersey over her head revealing small, lemon sized and shaped breasts that sloped from her chest. She absentmindedly cupped them, squeezing hard as her tiny nipples became erect. The look on her face told me that she felt my actions were a foregone conclusion as she walked down the corridor to the bathroom closing the door, loudly.
"Oh shit; what the fuck have I done?" I facepalmed.
*************************************************************************************
Nothing happened after that in the next three weeks as Kristy became a regular part of our lives. Linda seemed happy to have her around for the most part, but there was the occasional dustup ironically due to Kristy's lack of housekeeping. It seemed like a big bowl of karma as Linda often complained about her friend's slovenly nature. I stayed out of their arguments preferring a neutral position still worried my infidelity would be exposed in some manner. Kristy went about her business coming and going often disappearing for a few days before popping up knocking on our door, usually at importune moments. I was waiting for a threat or some extortion that never came. I began to figure that giving up her body was no big deal as long as she got to continue squatting in my home.
"Hey man, you think about me at all?" Kristy asked one morning when I arose from my slumber midday like usual. I worked the graveyard shift, and this was part of my routine. This particular morning I found Kristy sitting on the couch watching anime with a newfound toy, a hookah.
"I don't know how to answer that."
"Keep it one hundred, homie." Her faux dialect still rankled me a little, but she was usually uncomfortably direct whenever she spoke on something.
"I think about it-often." Kristy took a long hit before smiling to herself at the compliment. Today, the strawberry blonde was wearing a simple t-shirt and nothing else. It was obvious she was nude underneath along with the flowery smell of my wife's body wash about her person.
"Why you don't come at me?"
"Come at you?"
"Don't be dense; I already told you that all you gotta do, is ask." She took another hit as I noticed small piles of ash on the coffee table she happened to be using. Linda would definitely be complaining about that later.
"You were serious about that?" Kristy rolled her eyes staring up at the ceiling before regarding me.
"Man, you need to get out of your shit; come over here." She patted as pot beside her on the couch smiling as I took a seat. I was nervous, my heart thumping at the prospect of screwing her again.
"Uhm, okay."
"Take a hit." Kristy offered the hookah pipe to me with a smile leaning forward to reposition it on the coffee table.
"I don't smoke."
"Just try it man, how bad can one little hit be? Besides I gotta little weed mixed in with the flavored tobacco and you look like you need a hit of this shit, dawg." I smirked at her accent and it look like she noticed but didn't say anything.
"I look like I need to get high?"
"No, don't get it twisted; you need to fucking lighten up and shit." Kristy leaned in reclining next to me feeding the pipe to me while her arm rested on the back of the couch behind my head.
I took a long hit on the pipe to placate her, but took two more finding the strawberry flavor marijuana mixture, tasty. Kristy playfully snatched the pipe back as I noticed an open bag of weed on the coffee table along with a few newly rolled joints. I took another puff as she slipped the t-shirt off revealing her nude body.
"Keep puffing on that shit while I puff on this." Her hand was already inside pajama bottoms I was wearing handling my lengthening member.
Kristy knelt on the couch in this exaggerated doggystyle position that left her full, heart shaped butt raised high in the air. She had this intense technique vacuuming sucking hard on my cock like she was sucking on a milkshake or something. Her head had these short, jerky bobbing movements that took some getting used to as I took a few more hits. Even though she was kind of rough, I found myself firing several ropes down her gullet. Kristy kept it up right through my first orgasm until I was rock hard again before she relented.
"Open your legs, like pull'em apart so that I can sit on this shit." I did as she asked watching as that sweet looking ass planted itself in my lap. Keeping with her style, Kristy starting bouncing wildly in my lap, essentially impaling herself. I tossed the pipe aside reaching up to cup her small lemon sized boobs, rolling her nipples. This set her off as Kristy began rolling her hips in my lap gasping loudly as she covered my hands with her own. She got extremely wet arching her back forward putting her hands on her knees as I pumped up inside her cunt. I did my best with the limited space I had but she grew frustrated placing both palms flat on the coffee table pushing it over. Still impaled, Kristy managed to squat down planting her palms on the carpet in what became a crouching squat.
"Get this shit, big homie!"
I slammed up into her as hard as I could finding that she'd locked her joints to take the brunt of my thrusts. The motion ripples across her butt were visually exciting as my nails dug into her rounded hips. I just wanted to cum all over that ass again and this lazy woman knew exactly what I wanted in no uncertain terms, bouncing at the knees letting her butt slap loudly onto my cock. It became quickly apparent that she was fucking back as the intensity increased until I gasped yanking my cock outside her tunnel splashing my seed all over her luscious backside. Kristy held her squatting position letting me rub my spent member in the crack of her butt, eventually squeezing and pinching it as my erection returned with a vengeance.
"Damn baby; you getting sprung on the booty, huh?"
Kristy wasn't looking directly at my face and I was glad because it made this peevish, nerdy grin against my will as I pulled her into my lap. We jostled into position awkwardly before she ended up laying on her belly an arm and shapely leg hanging off the edge of the couch cushions. I mounted her in the prone position driving my cock deep inside doing my best to bottom out. I loved the view of her generous derriere with my cock pistoning in and out of it. I spread her cheeks apart getting an even better view of my progress, ultimately lasting a little over ten minutes before blowing my load again. I loved the sight of her glazed cheeks using my hands to make them jiggle this time.
"Yeah, I like it just fine." Kristy giggled in this sneaky manner as she glanced back surveying the mess I'd made.
"So, you gonna ask next time, or what?" Before I could answer, my phone started ringing in the bedroom. It was my wife's ringtone making out current position awkward. I didn't say another word leaving Kristy on the couch to answer the phone. Linda wanted to let me know that she was working late and wouldn't be getting back before I went to work at three. I mumbled something as she apologized making a movie date on Friday night, before hanging up. Kristy was in the shower when I returned to the living room. I looked around tidying up as she appeared wrapped in a towel.



"Oh, don't worry about that; I'll pick it up." She casually commented.
"When?"
"Oh, you got jokes, right?" Kristy picked up an errant plastic bag despite herself and started picking up the living room. I stood back watching as her butt peeked out from under the towel. She glanced back noticing me looking but didn't say anything. Embarrassed, I went to the kitchen opening the fridge as Kristy appeared at the edge of the counter.
"Hey?"
"What?" I tossed some spoiled takeout and an empty carton of orange juice in the trash.
"There's like a little pub two doors over; have a drink with me." I noticed this earnest look on her face that took me back a step.
"Sure."
True enough, two doors over there was a hole in the wall tavern filled with all the seedy kinds of people any straight laced square like myself would expect to find in a place like that. We sidled up to the bar taking over the far corner from the door beginning the first of what would become several drinks. Kristy was wearing a Von Dutch wifebeater, leggings and some sort of ankle boots that looked like the kind wrestlers wore to the ring. My eyes danced across her body a few times coming to rest on her harsh face.
"Can I ask you a question?"
"Shoot."
"You thought I was gonna snitch you out; that's why you didn't ask after we did it the first time, right?" I stared between her and my half empty glass for a few seconds pondering my answer.
"What do you think?"
"Fair enough; don't get it twisted or nothing just because I asked and all. I just wanted to say I'm sorry for weirding you out by saying that shit I said after we did it the first time. Uhm, I wanted to apologize but guess, I didn't know the right way to bring it up again." There was a raspy honestly in her voice as she took another shot.
"It's cool, we don't need to go there." I wanted to bury the issue, glancing around making sure none of my known neighbors were there.
"Church man; so, tell me about Linda. How'd you two get together and end up doing the marriage thing?"
"Mutual acquaintance at a party; ain't that how it always works out, Kristy?"
"I don't know; nobody pulled my marriage card yet. I'm the pump and dump type if you haven't figured that shit out yet. Hell, its one of the reasons I'm sleeping on your couch."
"How's that?"
"It's not important; I live free and fucking wild, but sometimes life just comes up to smack you in the face. I've known Linda since we were in high school; I was a cheerleader if you can believe that shit and an aspiring gymnast, too. Linda was a little more chunky in those days, so she ended up as a fucking flag girl."
"Is that right; tell me more."
"Yeah my moms wanted me to be like, fucking Mary Lou Retton on some old Olympic games type shit; you see, my mom was a gymnast, but she got like a fucked up knee ending that dream. I was supposed to uhm, do it for her. I wanted to have fun, but she wanted me to get her one of them gold medals."
"What happened?"
"Caught fucking one of the coaches down there at the training center in my senior year of high school. Working out all hard and shit gave me this kickass little, hard body that was apparently driving him up the wall or something. We were working on the mat in one of the side rooms at the gym when he went ham on my tight, bubble butt."
"That's fucked up."
"You like my ass too, right?" I didn't answer.
"Yeah, I know homie; we got a chunk of money but no medal. Mom didn't have much use for me after the black ball put me out of competition and I really didn't care anyway. She wanted me to keep quiet about that shit from the jump; but we got caught because that motherfucker lost his shit. I was still wearing my singlet, but that big football playing motherfucker was buck naked."
"Damn."
"I was kind of pissed that she didn't care about me getting piped down; ended up on the wrong side of the tracks after that shit hanging with the brothers. Doing all that fucking flippy shit and splits came in handy getting it in with the homies." Kristy was getting three sheets to the wind, but I was intrigued.
"Couldn't work it out; with your mother, I mean?"
"Grades slipped and the cheerleading went bye, bye; mom was dog tired and dad didn't want me moving in with his new family out in Utah. Moved in with Linda for a few months before I graduated. Couldn't fit in there either with her folks, but we always been people. They said I was a bad influence and shit." Kristy was getting into ranting territory.
"Kristy, what's this all about?"
"Just talking, that's all man; I just find it easy talking to you because you never judge or ask me why I talk like this or any of that other conformist shit. Me and Linda always been kind of tight, but she drifted out of the circle a few years ago. I posted getting kicked out of my place on social media and she called me right up. Gave me your couch, man-that's some real shit, right there."
"Hey, its okay Kristy; you can stay with us until you're ready."
"Naw, I shouldn't be on that couch in your fucking living room, like that man. Linda said it was cool too, but I feel otherwise. I mean-it's been real therapeutic hanging with you guys and all, but I'm too real for fakeness."
"Who's being fake?" She was about to take another drink, but I put my hand over the top of her glass.
"Uhm, can I ask you another favor?" There was something tortured in her face.
"What do you want, Kristy?"
"Call off and stay with me for the rest of the day, please." I sounded more like a plea than anything else as she placed her hand on my forearm.
"But Linda?"
"She ain't gonna find out; she'll be back around eleven tonight; bet money on that shit." The raw emotion on her face hit me like a fucking brick in the face along with what she was suggesting. My wife usually got off at five working only fifteen minutes away from out apartment. We stared at one another as I leaned back filling her glass with the remnants of the bottle.
"Excuse me for a moment, Kristy."
I shoved my hands in my pockets shaking as I strolled outside to make a scary phone call. It was overcast outside, and I had a lump in my throat and my belly as I dialed up a guy I knew who worked at Linda's office.
"Oh hey Gary; I know its been a while since we talked but I was wondering if my old lady was still at the office man, I've been waiting over here at the restaurant for a minute."
"No problem, uhm Linda hasn't even been in today, bro; guess you got your signals crossed." I gulped fighting the liquor back down my throat. The wind cut into my stark features as I stared at the traffic passing by in the adjacent streets.
"Oh uh, here she comes right now; sorry about that man." I lied.
"No problem dude; I have to get back to work."
"Yeah." I hung up standing on the curb letting everything wash over me hard. I looked around at some the passing foot traffic. Some of the pedestrians passed by casually looking, making me feel like they knew my shame. There was this small circular portal type window in the bar door that I peered inside finding Kristy still sitting at the bar. I sniffled a bit, wiping my arm across my nose before going inside to get the rest of the puzzle pieces.
"She wanted me to uhm, sleep with you. Didn't want you having nothing over her head and shit. She was supposed to catch us doing it, and like-pretend like she forgave you and stuff. Bitch, wanna divorce you later after the mindfuck. Before you ask, it's some soy boy with a better job and a bigger pay check." She was close to breaking down right there at the bar.
"Kristy."
"Hey, I'm a piece of shit, but I don't get down like that, man. We been fighting because she keeps wanting to set it up to catch you, but I been fucking stalling. It was gonna happen today, but she texted me while you were talking to her saying to forget it because he wanted her to stay over this afternoon."
"Hey, don't worry about it."
"Man, I'm sorry." She started to cry hard, getting attention from some of the patrons. The bartender handed his rag to me. I cradled her in my arms wiping her tears away.
"Hey just forget about it; I'm asking if the offer is still open. Is it, Kristy?" She looked up into my face wide eyed. There was remorse in her eyes which I wasn't stupid enough to mistake for anything else.
"Yeah."
"Come on, let's go home." I helped her up off the stool.
"Uhm would you, kiss me?"
I kept Kristy tight in my embrace as she wrapped an arm around me. We left that pub feeling the harsh wind on our faces along with a coming rain. She leaned into my body as we walked into the apartment complex together. I made love to Kristy McKenzie over and over again in my marital bed, trying to force the truth of my wife's nature from my mind. I wasn't wholly successful kin that endeavor as I threw myself into the pained passionate bubble we'd created from that initial infidelity on my part. It was true, I could have said no or put her out; but I went for it. There were questions about that lapse in character that I was comfortable not answering. I'd let time erode that too painful reality of a fraudulent union entered into by two fake people. The troubled woman under me gave herself willingly as we took one another with a level of passion that had been missing in my life for the last six months.
A week later, I put Kristy McKenzie on a bus to her father in Utah. She deserved a second chance.
THE END.
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I knew I's been going through a rut since breaking up with a cheating girlfriend two months earlier but didn't see anything wrong with a spartan lifestyle until Walter, a good friend at work took it upon himself to conduct a one man intervention. He approached me in the cafeteria during my last break.
"Hey man; can I ask a probing question?"
"No."
"You getting any; you know, trim?"
My blatant refusal wasn't going to stop my chubby, Latin cohort from finding out what he wanted to know. A few weeks early, I'd let the cat out of the bag telling him that my relationship with former girlfriend Cecily had imploded when the nitwit unwittingly included me in a group text with her friends giving the down and dirty about a hook up with some middle eastern DJ guy at the ritzy Standard Hotel. I'd been informed earlier that she would be attending a family function out of town. This obviously didn't go over so well with me as Cecily immediately blocked me and never bothered trying to give me closure of any type.
"I take the fifth."
"You ain't getting none, dude; it's time to throw some dirt on that shit show biatch and move the needle. You need some reset pussy, man."
"What the fuck is reset pussy?" I asked making sure no women were in earshot of our breakroom conversation.
"It's the next pussy you get after a chick cheats on you. Don't you know anything, man? Now, this shit is imperative because the longer you go without sticking a new chick, the closer the cuck clock gets to striking midnight on your sorry ass."
"Cuck clock?"
"Yeah man, you'll turn into a vegimax soy boy if you don't put it down on some trim, tonight dude." Walter was this short, stout street comedian sometimes unfavorably called a Mexican Jack Black. We'd been friends since the last semester of community college, both getting jobs at the same office.
"If I'm not mistaken, you spent six months crying when Darla dumped your fucking ass; am I right?"
"Man, you don't understand nothing; I'm trying to help you stay off that road. Anyway, I fucked Darla in the ass, right before she married that douche bag Ricky."
The woman we spoke of was this short, buxom rockabilly chick nobody thought he should be with. A literal femme fatale with unfavorable comparisons to Jessica Rabbit. I have to admit not being able to keep my eyes off her full bottom at times. It turned out Darla was seeing a rival, one Ricky Alvera who had the edge in the triangle because he was in a band.
"How'd you accomplish that, pray tell?" Inquiring minds wanted to know, seriously.
"You know she work out in the valley at the bank, right?"
"Yeah?"
"I saved up like, seven hundred dollars and went over there to open up an account with my Sunday finest on and everything."
"I thought you closed your account over there after she cheated?"
"Shut up homes; just fucking listen. I go over there on like Friday afternoon; cause that's when the line is the most crowded and shit. Of course Darla's working new accounts and its Hella busy, so I just sit there in the waiting area facing her desk with this Mentos fucking smile on my face, right? So I just keep on smiling hard as fuck, like the Joker or something until she can't take it anymore!" Walter wiped an errant strand of hair over his brow as he spoke, grinning at the memory of what he'd done.
"What happened next?"
"Darla's like "All what're you doing here; what the fuck you want?!!" totally pissed, right? I mean, she's so mad that she don't even give two fucks about cursing in front of customers. I just tell her I'm there to open an account and she takes me right away. Those fucking banks always hawking accounts and shit like rocks, right?"
"Walter!" I just wanted him to get to the point.
"You see Darla must've been behind on her quota because she took me even though she can't stand me. I started asking all the hundred dollar questions about accounts and shit right, pissing her even more while she opened the account. So Darla finally gets around to asking me why I'm smiling so hard and shit; that's' when I hit the knockout blow, man!!" Walter started giggling maniacally making me doubt his sanity at that point, but I nudged him in the shoulder.
"COME ON!"
"I tell my ex-girlfriend Darla Rivera; love of my shitty life and mother to my imaginary babies-that I hit the lottery for twelve million."
"Man-GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE!!" I guffawed thinking he was full of shit, but Walter kept going.
"Yeah, she said the same thing, but I knew I had that greedy motherfucker caught up; there ain't nothing she love more than spending other people's money and shit. So, I'm all like "Thanks a lot for opening my account, it's been real"-but I said it different, all serious and all so she's got this "Oh shit, it might be true" caught in the headlights look as I get up shaking her hand."
"Yeah?"
"I went for that fucking Hail Mary walking to the door knowing that if she didn't follow me, the shit was over; but here she come all smiling in my face bringing up the good ole shitty times. I keep behaving all distant talking to her like it's no big deal, so now I can see she really is panicking. Check this; old girl invites me out for a few drinks, and she's got her hand on my arm, not letting go. We leave the bank right there ending up at this bar knocking them back."
"Keep going." I was hooked.
"She's acting all remorseful telling me a bunch of shit, just non-stop talking about all of the times we hooked up and running down that Ricky motherfucker. She lets slip that they're getting married that weekend, but says she's having second thoughts-after seeing me."
"Fucking bitch." I commented.
"Darla keeps going on and on, bawling when I wish her the best. She just knows she's about to lose out on some big money after trading me for a garage band loser; she can't wrap her fucking head around that shit, serious. Darla's starts talking about having one last fuck with me and I'm just staying distant until she says she'll let me get that big fat ass of hers. Remember what happened when I gave her that accidental poke in the booty, remember that one time?"
"Beat your ass, I remember."
"Well, now she's got that fucking Hershey Highway opened up for me, man! She's planning on getting her hands on my money and Darla Rivera don't care how she gotta do it. What she don't know is that I got a friend in the security department at that big hotel down town. This guy's a supervisor and he got me a key to the presidential suite."
"You didn't?"
"Yes I did, man; Darla gave me that girlfriend experience wrapped around that serious porn star experience. I never knew she could get down like that; nasty bitch even rimmed me, serious!! So we fuck like animals and I just wreck that booty like it's going out of style. The whole time she won't let up with the feelings shit, so right near the end I tell her that I'm starting to feel the same way too. Darla's so fucking fake making herself cry talking about second chances saying she ain't marrying loser Ricky."
"Man, you crazy."
"Slipped out while she was taking a shower. Security rolled right up after I left the door open; found her butt naked in the shower, too. Darla got that police action for being a squatter along with a busted booty! I checked Facebook and found out she got married anyway but I was just laughing my ass off! You should've seen that wedding picture; Darla needed a smile from Rent-A-Center!" The break room burst into uproarious laughter. Several of our peers had gathered to hear the story.
"Better hope she don't catch you."
"I went to an ATM and withdrew the money in that account with the black card she stupidly gave me. I already moved, so she ain't never gonna catch my ass. Geez, I ain't stupid."
"Don't put it to a vote, Walter." I cautioned.
"Shut up; so you coming to the party with me, or you gonna stay in with your right hand, tonight.?" Some of the guys gathered around waited for my answer.
*************************************************************************************
Walter wasn't especially popular or personable, but he knew how to find a good party and truth be told, I was starting to get tired of the same old routine. I figured hanging out with him would break the monotony that had invaded my life even if I didn't quote-unquote score. I was a little leery of going someplace I wasn't familiar but wanted the company. It wouldn't be bad at all if I could erase the tactile memory of my ex-girlfriend, Cecily. The situation definitely did damage to my ego because I considered our relationship drama free and her, non-confrontational for the most part. The infidelity had been a slap in the face whose sting lingered.
"Dude, I swear I can hear you thinking about her."
"I'm-not thinking about her."
"Stop lying; don't know why you were with her anyway. Cecily was an old fraggle rock looking biatch with a flappy butt. That shits was straight house of pancakes, man." We were driving up into the hills to some glorified house party Walter found through a Facebook group he'd recently joined. He swore it was better than tinder and catfish proof. The night breeze was especially chilly, Walter liked tooling around in his VW convertible with the top down, but I suspected it was broke.
"So, where are we going?"
"A sweet little mixer in this backyard up in the middle part of the hills."
"YOU'RE TAKING ME TO A FUCKING BACKYARD PARTY?!!"
"Trust me."
We eventually drove up this steep hill into this mixed class area that was home to a number of Latino blue collar families and trust fund babies. The soiree turned out to be held at this three story house situated on the side of a steep hill with this spacious backyard full of people already in the swing of things. It was a mild version of a rave with different parts sectioned off. Parking was almost non-existent with both sides of the street filled.
"Man, you jump out and go in, I'll catch up when I find parking."
"I have to pay to get in there?"
"Just go inside and have some fun, man. Shit, I should've left your ass."
I hopped over the side of the car following a group of people inside getting more intimidated as we walked along this house which seemed more of an apartment building at second glance. I wasn't a babe in the woods, but this wasn't my crowd and definitely wasn't my neighborhood. I found this little patio area where some more relaxed types were hanging out away from the noise.
There were some coolers full of beers I wasn't sure were free or not. Some large, Jerry Garcia looking guy broke the ice by handing me a bottle. We shot the shit for a few minutes before he drifted away to another circle of people. I still felt out of my element content just to watch the festivities from afar. It didn't feel like I would be getting laid tonight as my phone rang. I noticed several calls I'd missed which were from Walter.
"Where you at man?"
"HEY, CAN YOU GET YOURSELF HOME?!!"
"What's up; something going on?"
"IT'S A SETUP; THEY'RE TRYING TO GET ME!!" I could hear that he was driving pretty fast.
"Dude, what's going on?!!"
"Man I'm sorry, I got cat fished on that group; it was motherfucking Darla!! Shit, she sent a bunch of guys down to that party to SNATCH my ASS!! My boy, Wesley hit me up while I was parking saying he was friends with Darla! Said she was planning some sick shit, man!!"
"So, you leaving me behind, Walter?"
"MAN, THEY DON'T KNOW WHO-!!" The line dropped off abruptly mid sentence. I found my battery dead realizing I hadn't charged it in a while.
"Everything okay?" The Jerry Garcia guy reappeared.
"Uhm, my phone died." I glanced around the outside area not finding an available outlet. I was going to need an uber or something to get out of dodge. The neighborhood was way up in the hills which would necessitate a walk several blocks down until I reached a main street where I'd have to wait for a city bus to get a ride home. That area was exactly crime free, either.
"No worries, just go up to the house and charge it in the kitchen." He motioned towards a long winding stairwell that led up to the third floor which had an open door.
"Sure it's alright?"
"My niece lives up there; she's renting the space to these kids, calling themselves promoters. It's my house and I don't mess with the girl's cash flow."
"Well, if you're sure it won't be a problem."
"Go on up; her name's Natalie." He seemed affable enough, so I took to the stairs noticing the strong scent of weed in the air as I ascended.
At the top of the stairs, I found the kitchen opened looking back for a few seconds before going inside the dimly lit kitchen. It was nice and heated from the slight night chill outside as the music wafted in from the rented adjacent yard. There were a couple of power strips available, all with phone already plugged in leaving no available outlet for me.
"Shit!" I blurted out in frustration.
"HELLO-IS SOMEBODY THERE IN THE KITCHEN?!" I glanced over finding a cracked bedroom door at my back.
"Uhm, sorry; I was just looking to charge my phone. It's dead and there's no available outlets in here."
"Oh, well sorry about that; could you come in here for a moment, I'd like to see who I'm talking to." It was a female who sounded friendly enough. I pushed the door open finding a cramped looking bedroom with what looked like excess furniture inside. There sitting on a love seat was this really large, woman facing a flat screen television. I assumed this was Natalie.
"I have an outlet you can use." She offered.
"You sure about that?"
"You're welcome to watch a movie while you charge your phone." Natalie patted a spot on the small love seat in her cramped room. It didn't look like I could sit there beside her as my gaze wandered around the floor for a place to sit, finding it equally littered with various odds and ends along with several gaming consoles.
"Well, I don't know; do you have a chair for me?"
"What, you don't want to sit next to me or something?" She looked sort of hurt and irritated at the same time.
"No, it's not that; it's just that I don't think I can fit next to you."
"Gee, thanks!"
"Sorry, I didn't mean it like that."
"Yeah right; how else could you have meant it?" She rested an arm on the couch looking sort of uncomfortable shifting the weight to do so as I tried to figure out a way to answer without offending her further.
"I didn't mean it like you think, that's all."
"So, you gonna charge your phone or stand there with your foot in your mouth?"
"Oh, yeah." I handed her the phone watching as she looked over on the table beside herself for a plug, before glancing over in my direction.
"Shit, I can't reach it; you're gonna have to plug it in over here. I'm gonna need you to unplug the lamp and stick the charger in that slot. Can you crawl over here and plug your phone in?"
"Uhm, sure." I reluctantly got down on all fours crawling on the littered floor past her knees to the other side of her small bedroom. I couldn't help but notice the massive nature of her shaved legs and the way the undersides of her thighs bulged from the couch cushions. I couldn't tell if she were wearing underwear as I found myself staring at a worn used power strip. There were several others but the one in front of me was the most accessible.
"Hey, I could unplug one of your consoles, then you could keep the light on if you want."
"No can do; I got some games going. Just use the lamp plug like I asked, please."
Natalie replied still revealing a tinge of attitude. I followed her instruction unplugging the lamp drowning the room in darkness other than the light from her large flat screen television. I nudged her closest knee trying to stand up accidentally stumbling catching myself before I could fall into her. She reached up steadying me easily revealing a surprising amount of strength.
"Watch yourself or it could get interesting." I squeezed in beside her barely acknowledging her sly comment.
"So uhm, what are we watching?"
Natalie was considerably taller than me sitting down, practically towering over me as I looked at her face longer than I should have. She fell into that category of people who were racially ambiguous, leaning towards Latin or Pacific Island in nature.
"Japanese import, downloaded this stuff the other day."
"Anime?"
"Not exactly; but the house rules so you either like it or lump it, home boy." She shifted on the love seat shaking it a little with her considerable weight alone.
"I'm open minded."
"Is that right?"
Natalie smirked as I noticed the pronounced rippling, jiggle of her chest under the sole football jersey covering her body. A V-neck had been cut into the cotton material leaving no doubt to the enormous breasts hidden underneath. I couldn't help but notice the deep cavernous, cleavage just below her short neck.
"Yeah, I like some of the weird gory stuff these guys put out; it's kind of quirky and strange as all get out. One time I saw this crazy yakuza vs. zombie movie that was awesome! The name escapes me at the moment."
"Versus, I know that one; it's a Ryuhei Kitamura joint. I got a couple of his movies around here somewhere."
She motioned to stacks of Blu-ray and DVD's littering her entertainment center in piles with some on the floor. Natalie seemed to be a shut-in of sorts, but I wasn't sure I should ask. There were two smaller monitors displaying paused games. One looked like some Call of Duty rip off while the other defied description, definitely an import or something.
"I love that stuff; wish he would direct a movie over here, that'd be something to see." I commented finding some common ground.
"Behind the times, huh? He made a couple of movies, they're shit though. I never had much love for him after he made that whack ass Godzilla movie."
"Final Wars; it wasn't that bad."
"Seriously, it was that bad; had the Big G actually kick another monster like a soccer ball and toss that giant spider into space by his fucking web. By the time King Ghidorah showed up, I was expecting Godzilla to pull out two AK-47's."
"Okay, it was that bad." We shared a little chuckle at the memory.
I turned towards the screen watching as some woman appeared walking across a darkened parking garage. The first thing I noticed was the fact that this Japanese woman had an absolutely huge ass which she was unsuccessfully trying to control, continually pulling on the hem of the miniskirt portion of her business suit. She looked like somebody's mother or even grandmother as she walked into this dingy corridor where some deranged looking transient happened to be sitting at the bottom of a stairwell she wanted to traverse.
"Is he a psycho?" I asked.
"No, just watch."
I couldn't get over how large and blocky this women's ass was thinking that I'd have to holler if I saw her in person like that. She seemed reticent to walk by him, finally trying to rush pass up the stairs. Surprisingly, the crazy guy did exactly what I was thinking grabbing and groping at her huge ass, getting up to follow the increasingly panicked woman. Her rather enormous butt came into view as she tried to escape revealing the fact that she was wearing a thong.
"What is this; an independent film or something?"
"Yeah, sure."
I turned back towards the television finding that the lunatic succeeded in capturing the woman sequestering her away in what appeared to be an abandoned men's restroom inside the building. He proceeded to fondle and grope this mature Japanese woman paying an insane amount of attention to her thick butt. I don't know if this guy was into that sort of thing in real life, but he was putting on an oscar-worthy performance in this little movie that looked like it was shot on VHS tape or something.



"This ain't a snuff film or nothing, right?"
"Come on, just watch."
The lunatic had his face buried in the woman's huge butt using his forearms to cradle and wedge her cheeks around his head which looked small in comparison. This crazed looking Japanese guy with a big, nappy shock of hair quickly stood shedding his t-shirt before dropping his pants. His penis flopped out into view with a crude mosaic covering it.
"We're watching porn; Japanese porn, right?" Natalie scoffed stopping the movie with a remote freezing the crazed pervert mid-stroke.
"So, is this going to be a problem; are you one of those uhm, neuters?"
"Neuters?"
"Yeah, uptight about sex to the point that your sphincter has shriveled up and inverted into a black hole. You got a problem with adult film?"
"No, I don't mind; I've seen a porn or two in my day." Natalie scoffed turning her head in my direction.
"I like this stuff, its different from the crap they have over here in the states. More thought and creativity put into the making of it while all we get over her is plastic barbies and shithead porn studs talking way too much to enjoy the action."
"Put a lot of thought into it, huh?"
"Sure, and which do you prefer?" She asked.
"What?"
"Plastic barbies or other?" I got her meaning, raising an eyebrow.
"Oh, well I rarely see anything I'm into these days."
"So, does that mean you're other?" She asked on the sly making me a little leery of her intent.
"Other?"
"Come on, you know what I mean."
Natalie's response was straight to the point, but I found it hard to answer. After a few seconds, she started the movie again, both of us watching in silence as the lunatic pounded the big, blocky ass of that Asian mature. Whoever the actor was, he was definitely into his work never letting up for a minute until he was spurting a line of cum across her left ass cheek while gasping loudly. I glanced over noticing that Natalie looked a little put off figuring my lack of an answer annoyed her in some way. I felt guilty for being too chickenshit to answer her.
"Bogas Brothers."
"Huh, What?"
"When I started looking at adult movies I couldn't get into the regular, rail thin women featured there; every now and then a big tit or two here and there, but nothing for me. Then I ended up with a Bogas Brothers video eponymously known as Totally Tasteless Video, their company name by the way." I offered as she perked up.
"So, what kind of women were on the video? I mean, they were women, right?"
"YES-they were women, for your information, Natalie! These two guys were like the Cheech and Chong of adult movies for their time and they looked like somebody's perverted uncles who'd got drunk and decided to make porn. Most of the women on their videos were old porn stars, swingers and an assortment of BBW'S. I guess you could say they were doing those videos before they became a niche in the adult industry."
"So, what kind of women were in those videos, exactly."
"Amateur everyday women that you would probably see walking down the streets; they were sometimes better than the regular porn stars."
"Really?"
"Yeah and these two guys would double team these regular women, just pounding the shit out of them like there was no tomorrow. Uhm, that shit would really get me going." My voice trailed off as I realized what I was saying to this woman in the darkness.
"Wow, I got get some of that shit; sounds hot."
"Yeah-it was."
I mumbled as we watched more of the video with another scenario with the same woman, this time playing a nurse who gets seriously molested by one of her patients. Halfway into the scene, this mature, motherly looking woman mounted the guy trapping his cock between her massive, overly glazed thighs. She began humping this little guy who lasted all of three minutes before erupting a tiny geyser of semen between her legs.
"They never even did it." I commented.
"Sumata, that what they call it over there; it's a glorified version of dry humping. These guys seem to really enjoy it, because that's the only time I see them really shooting a load." On screen, the mature was pressing a new guy's penis between her ass cheeks while the guy reached around with a cylinder full of lube spraying a steady stream all over her thick derriere while she pumped her hips. A few minutes in, he was also cumming really hard even though it was obscured by the mosaic.
"Damn."
"Fujiko Shizu."
"Huh?"
"That's her name, most of the movies I have with her are like this; I don't know if she's still in the business, these are kind of old. Maybe, she's retired or something, I don't know. You like her, right?"
"Yeah, I'd try her out." I admitted.
"Really?"
"Yeah."
There was a long pause as we watched the actress participated in a salacious threesome with some very interested younger guys. It looked like the men were really into her as they took turns railing the shit out of the bottom heavy mature before penetrating her simultaneously at both ends. I glanced over at Natalie who turned at the exact moment looking me in the face. She really was attractive, but I still wondered about her nationality as she glanced away watching the Japanese studs vigorously jerking off on that mature's weathered features.
"Hey, you think those Bogas Brother guys would've used me, in their pornos?"
"Natalie, they would have been all over you."
"Yeah?"
"Oh, hell yeah, Natalie."
My phone chirped, signaling that it was fully charged, interrupting what ever was happening between us. There was this sort of demure, vulnerable look on her face when I told her that she was good enough for porn, fucked up as that sounds. Looking around at her bedroom with its proliferation of creature comforts and the small nature of it all, made me wonder if she was a shut-in.
"Oh well, guess you can go back out there with your friends, huh?" I realized I'd forgotten the backyard party going on outside. There was nothing really waiting for me there as I'd been the odd man out since arriving, but I didn't have a reason to keep sitting here invading her space.
"Sure." I admitted not knowing what else to say.
"Here's your phone." Natalie unplugged my phone, shifting on the seat in my direction, looking strangely stoic for a few seconds suddenly plopping it into her deep cleavage. It completely disappeared from sight as her gaze fell on me in silent challenge.
"Uhm, well..."
"Oops." She half smiled still looking nervous as I noticed the dimples in her chubby cheeks. There was a moment of uncomfortable silence between us as I pondered what it would mean to follow through.
"I-I guess it's in there, huh?"
"Can you get it out? I can't reach it because, well; you see why I'm-unable." She was referring to her size as I shifted on the seat facing her a bit more, my hand hovering in the air inches from her bust.
"Oh-kay."
My hand grazed her chest finding it pillow soft, but I drew back still kind of nervous at the prospect of feeling up a girl I'd just met. I brought my hand up near the neck of her football jersey intending to enter from the top of her cleavage but hesitated. Natalie pressed my hand against her huge right breast. It was so huge that my fingers sank deeply into it, feeling her flesh creep up between my digits. Something was tickling my palm and I realized it was her nipple.
Natalie squeezed my hand a few times as it became apparent she want me to squeeze her breast on my own. I squeezed gingerly at first but found I couldn't get enough of the infectious softness finally kneading it with strength behind my fingers. Her nipple was pretty big sticking out enough that I was easily able to play with it as much as I wanted. Natalie gasped cupping the back of my head pulling my lips to her covered breast. I went with it, sucking and nibbling on the stubby nipple while she made these little girl sounding gasps of pleasure. I used all ten of my fingers on that right breast making the most of the opportunity. After about five or ten minutes of this, I relented. Natalie was gasping with her hand covering the molested breast.
She smiled to herself before cupping the outside of her breasts pushing them together creating this deep crease down the center of her jersey, before letting it go. Natalie repeated this motion a few times clapping her huge breasts together until I began tugging at the flimsy cotton material eager to see what lie underneath.
"Uhm, you need to get up so that I can pull it up for you." She mumbled.
"Uh, sure." I got up mounting the couch on a knee allowing her to pull the bottom of the jersey out from under her giant hip. Natalie stopped abruptly, looking conflicted from her body to my face.
"Hey, if I pull this up, you're gonna see a lot more than my tits; can you deal with that?"
I could hear the anxiety in her voice as she waited for my answer. This woman was genuinely afraid to reveal her body. I leaned in giving her a light kiss, that evolved into a passionate exchange for a few seconds. We stared at one another before I reached down taking the end of her frock slowly raising it. Her hip came into view followed by a pronounced love handle, then another and yet a smaller one before a bit of negative space before more of her porous flesh appeared. I glanced up finding her nibbling on her finger tip, still worried. Truth be told, I'd never been with a woman as big as Natalie, never given it a thought, because usually girls her size were the designated sidekick. I leaned in stealing another kiss to steal both of our nerves as her right breast came into view.
It was bigger than I anticipated with a staggering volume that made me gasp out loud. I cupped it using two hands noticing the saucer sized dark pecan tinted areola and the freckles surrounding it. Her skin tone was this sort of light tan which offset the nipple area's darkness distinctly. The was this kind of rubbery nature to it as I squeezed which was habit forming as I ran a thumb over it making the large girl shiver.
"Suck it, some more for me, please." Natalie whispered wetly.
There was a light, slightly salty taste to the prominent nipple that lingered in the corners of my mouth. It contrasted with the sweet, baby powder odor covering her person as I sucked hard, twirling my tongue about her nip. She began caressing the back of my head as my hand slid across cupping the matching tit. It spilled between my fingers decadently as I kneaded big handfuls of that luscious breast. My finger pinched that nipple hard making her moan louder and louder. Her breathy whining became this sort of sultry purr as I turned her right breast into a sticky mess. To get at the other one in the limited space of her room would necessitate me standing and I didn't want to break this tactile contact.
"Suck the other one; I need some attention there too. Uhm, if you want, I can put a blanket over my belly, so you don't have to see it." Natalie sounded apologetic, looking desperate for more human contact.
I stifled her concerns with a kiss letting our tongues swirl around before leaning over her chest capturing the other prize between my teeth. I slurped up the whole saucer sized areola on that tit, hiding it in my mouth. I suckled hard letting it audibly pop a few times leaving a trail of saliva hanging from my bottom lip to the tip of her nipple. My fingers greedily squeezed and massaged it making her moan in the darkness. The only illumination came from the large flat screen television as Natalie reached up between my legs cupping my package through my jeans. She began some groping and kneading of her own using her palm to vigorously rub the underside of my glans. It seemed like Natalie knew exactly, instinctively where to touch me, pinching little spots along my shaft before rubbing two fingers on my crown.
"Like that; like how it feels?" She asked wetly sucking up some excess saliva in her mouth, before audibly swallowing it. That sound made my already hard cock, a steel bar in my pants.
"Feels incredible; feels like I'm not even wearing pants." I moaned back in reply.
"Uhm, can you pull your pants down midthigh; there's something... Well, if you want to go further, that is. I'm just saying that I'm really good with my hands."
She'd never stopped massaging my endowment and I didn't feel like I should keep giving her verbal encouragement. We stared at one another for few minutes kissing again. The Japanese porn movie automatically reset with the early scene of that bottom heavy mature walking through that dark parking garage again.
I stood staring down at Natalie taking in her huge watermelon sized breasts which sat over her sloping belly hiding her sex from direct view. Her thighs were massive and visible down to the knee with the darkness hiding the rest. She touched a hand timidly to her cheek looking worried that I'd change my mind or bolt from the room. I was somewhat bashful myself when it came to overt sexuality but unclasped my belt buckle digging my thumbs into the jeans and boxers simultaneously. Natalie was breathing hard, nostrils flaring waiting on baited breath. I took a deep breath, blowing it out yanking my pants down midthigh as she wanted. My decent sized endowment pointed directly at her roundish, oval shaped face.
"This what you wanted, Natalie?"
"Yeah, but not just to see; I want to do something. Well I know how that sounds, but its just-like kind of dumb, but it'll, make you cum." She stammered a little bit trying to explain things.
"What?" I was curious, still eyeing her huge tits.
"There's a bottle right there on the shelf-it's this lube mail ordered from over there in japan. It's like the same stuff they use in their adult movies." There was a cylinder occupying a shelf on her entertainment system. It didn't have a label but was seventy five percent full of this clear liquid. I didn't know what to make of it handing it to her apprehensively.
"What is this stuff?"
"It's lube, trust me; you'll like it." Natalie was squirting a good portion of the oily liquid in her cupped hand which she began applying to my erection in increasing waves starting to stroke in a pulling motion towards her own body. It was initially cold but began heating up as she worked.
"Hey, it's heating up." Veins started sprouting on the surface of my member. Natalie squirted a little more into her hands slathering it on my balls as well.
"Yeah it's great; I like it too." She seemed to relax a little more as the heat began building.
"You use it too?"
"Sure, you know about this great tension breaking invention called- "the Dildo", right?" Both of us chuckled as my thighs began tensing up.
"Shit."
"You should take your pants off; hurry." I was reluctant to give up the feel of her hands, quickly losing my pants and shoes, in clumsy fashion. Natalie cupped the underside of my balls stroking hard, nearly yanking my member off as strong pulses lit up between my thighs signaling an impending orgasm.
"Man, that's uh-aw, shit, Natalie." I could feel a thick load volcanically building as my cock thickened to the point of no return. She continued stroking and twisting her hand staring between my member and face in quick intervals, visually excited.
"Let go; its going to be incredible!" Natalie encouraged with a gleeful, dimpled smile.
"AWWWWW, AWWWWWNNN!!" A thick rope shot out of the crown striking her across the left cheek making the large girl playfully shriek before aiming my penis at her cleavage. The pulsing feeling was simply incredible, like nothing I'd felt before. Natalie stroked even harder after the few couple of bursts.
"Yeah, right; you like this-right?"
"FUCK YEAH!" I cupped her cheek as the pulses lessened, eventually stroking her shoulder length hair. It was black and naturally curly with the side facing away from me completely shaved except for a three precision lines flowing horizontally towards her face. I hadn't noticed it before as her hand slowed down considerably.
"Check it out." My penis was still rock hard with veins sprouting all over it.
"Wow, what is that stuff, again?"
"It's lube."
"I've gotta get some of that shit." It almost felt like I had a metal rod inserted inside my cock. There was a wet, sticky sound that added to Natalie's wonderful actions as she worked my shaft.
"I might have a bottle lying around; maybe you could persuade me to part with it by cumming some more." There was a sly smirk on her face as she continued methodically stroking my member. In a few moments she was gradually urging forward between her thighs. Natalie shifted her weight on the love seat, slowly leaning forward.
"You really do have great hands." I admitted.
"And I know how to use these, too."
Natalie cupped the outside of her enormous breasts pressing them around my tumescence, lengthwise. A perfect fleshy tunnel was created allowing me to fuck her tits in a straight, horizontal line. Natalie trapped my cock using a bit of strength which in tandem with the heated lube was heavenly. Her breasts were some big, the frenzied thrusting of my cock didn't even touch her breastbone.
"Let's use some more lube."
Natalie fumbled around for the bottle accidentally knocking it off the armrest on the couch. I went for it, quickly snatching it up rising into her waiting lips. She was a phenomenal kisser, moaning into my mouth. She scooted and worked her way into the middle of the love seat before taking the cylinder from me. I watched as she squirted an oily line between her breasts. Lying at an angle, you just had to appreciate the immense size and beauty of her truly "watermelon sized" tits.
"That looks so good; I wanna fuck the shit out of your tits."
"Come on, get up here and do it; fuck'em." She encouraged in a breathy moan finally getting the courage to fully discard the XXL cotton jersey to the armrest at her left. The darkness and contrasting light from her television created this filter of pecan tinted color on her exposed skin. I noticed a script like tattoo on the left half of her big, sloping belly while the other side had some tiny flowers drawn there. These little flower tattoos trailed off in a pattern around her side, presumably ending up on her back.
It was awkward but I got up on the love seat swinging my leg over her abdomen until I was straddling Natalie on either side. She was looking up at me, running her hands along my inner thighs as I carefully squatted down placing myself in her cleavage. There was so much lube on her breastbone and the valley between her huge tits, when she slapped them around my cock, there was a splash. I let go, resting on top of her belly, wildly screwing her glistening breasts like it was going out of style. Natalie's fingers were imbedded in her breasts as she plied her trade.
"Damn; this shit feels good."
"Fuck'em; fuck my titties and cum all over 'em." Natalie juggled each breast independently, then together eventually slapping them loudly on my length. I added some more as she pumped her fists tightening the fleshy crevice that was her cavernous cleavage.
"UUUUUHHHHH, AWWW, AWWWNNN YEEEAAAHHH!!" A bursts of milky semen squirted from the top of Natalie's massive breasts splashing against the underside of her chin. Some of it even ended up on her bottom lip as successive bursts erupted and pooled on her upper chest. Natalie had this euphoric look on her face, mouth hanging open as her heavy breathing permeated the bedroom. She licked my essence from her bottom lip, following this up licking both lips letting her mouth hang open again.
"Damn, fuck it girl."
Natalie took half of my cock in her mouth vacuuming her lips creating this scintillating suction. I plunged downward into her face, popping my hips as the large girl took more and more of my endowment. Saliva pooled up dribbling down her chin as I pulled away concerned I was getting too rough with her. Her chest heaved as she breathed hard with the crown of my cock hanging just above her face. Her tongue darted out tickling the head until I was obliged to have another go at her face, this time getting even more of my length inside. I pulled back giving her time to couch up some saliva and precum before plunging downward finally getting all of myself into her throat. Finally, I managed to draw away leaving her breathing hard.



"Hey, any more of that lube; I wanna try something else." I glanced over finding the lower third of the bottle filled.
"There's a little." I handed the bottle to Natalie, curious.
She took the bottle squirting the rest on the middle of her belly, opting to leave it in a oily puddle undisturbed. I was leaning over to the side watching not knowing where she was going with this latest sexual experimentation as she motioned me to straddle her chest again. Natalie reached up grabbing my waist positioning my balls over the puddle. She pressed down on top of my thighs until I was straddling her stomach, pressing my cock flat against her belly with interlocked fingers.
"Uhm, just go with it." She sheepishly replied.
It was probably the weirdest thing I'd done sexually, but I began sliding my length along Natalie's belly Things got that much sloppier and heated as I sawed my cock on her belly held tightly in place as the heat began to engulf my balls and taint. We moaned in unison as her huge breasts shook and wobbled lightly grazing the crown of my penis, hiding it from view moments later. I began going a little further back until I was riding up and down her belly as my thighs tightened up signaling a pending orgasm.
"Cum, bust a load for me; fuck my belly. Give me another big load, please."
The last part of her breathy encouragement hung in the air degenerating into a droning slur as a thick rope shot across her belly with more spilling out as I sawed the underside of my business all over her body. The wet sounds as Natalie jerked out the rest of my load added to the illicit atmosphere.
"That-was something else, wow Natalie. My dick is still kind of hard after all of that.
What the hell's in that lube."
"Well, I tell you later; but is this lube the only reason why you came all over me so much?" I leaned down kissing her full on the mouth while grabbing a handful of her breast, pinching the erect nipple.
"I think you know the answer to that question."
"Yeah?"
"Too bad, we used up all this lube; I wanna oil your ass with it and beat that shit up." I admitted having nothing to hide, still feeling the heated sheath covering it. My erection was pulsing so hard that I wanted to shove my cock inside Natalie like a rabid animal.
"Well uhm, maybe you should look two shelves down. There "might" be another bottle lying around." I found a smaller clear bottle with a brown nozzle top on it.
This stuff seemed homemade even though Natalie said she got it from Japan.
"Sure you got this stuff, mail order?"
I looked back over finding that she'd managed to get on her knees with her butt facing me, using the back of the love seat to rest her elbows. The television light played off Natalie's enormous, chunky squarish butt as I noticed her openings were plainly visible. There was a tiny broken heart tattoo on her right butt cheek and a few other tattoos randomly etched into her lower half as my eyes were drawn to the continued trail of flowers from the other side of her abdomen. Despite having huge butt cheeks, they were separate looking, almost independent of each other with her puffy peach directly in the middle. I began squirting liberal amounts all over her backside until it was glistening in the low light. The porn was still going having recycled a number of times as the ass obsessed lunatic took his bottom heavy victim again and again while she was bound to a men's urinal.
"FUUUHHHHHHHKKK!!" I plunged deep inside up to the hilt letting it sit there for a few moments luxuriating in the narrow feel of her cunt. I couldn't tell how wet she was because of all the lube we used, but I started giving it to her good. My pelvis slapped and slid all over her butt as she made these girlish sounds of ecstasy, reacting to every thrust. My cock plunged inside immediately going down at a diagonal angle inside her cunt. It was a weird feeling that I just contributed to her size as Natalie inched her big, trunk like legs apart letting me get closer. There was this dip in her back, or she was arching it raising her chest sized butt upward to accommodate my efforts.
"Oh yeah, that feels so good; keep fucking me hard like that." Natalie cooed.
There was no doubt she was wet as little burst of moisture sprayed from her cunt every time I pounded into it from the back. Her body was huge, thick and relatively massive with a kind of working symmetry to the distribution of it's weight. Natalie from head to toe had a squarish, blocky shape with some definition with the understated hint of a waist over meaty hips. Yeah she did have pronounced love handles, but everything seemed to work. She possessed a zaftig esthetic with an overactive hourglass figure under layers of excess mass that failed to hide this fact if you looked closely enough.
"FUUUHHHH, FUHH, AWWWWW SHIT!!" There was almost no friction due to the wetness, but I didn't have any fucks to give at that point. Natalie surprised me with a loud, distressed yelp that she immediately stifled by biting down onto her own right palm as she came.
"AAAWWWW SHIT!! SHIT!! SHIT!! FUH-FUUUHHH, FUUUKK MEEEE!!" Tremors erupted throughout her huge body as goosebumps sprouted across her back.
"KEEEEP FUUHHHHKIN, MEEEEEE; DON'T STOP FUHHHKIN MEEEEE!!" Natalie started blubbering uncomfortably, full blown sobbing as she tried to fight her mass by bumping back against me. Her head collapsed with her right cheek resting on her forearm as her ripples ran across her enormous butt from the slightest bit of movement on her part.
"AAAWWWWW, YEEEAAAHHH-I'M CUMMIN, CUMMIN-AAAAAWWWNNN!! YOU'RE MAKING ME SO FAAAWWKING WET!!" True to her word, a steady stream of moisture was running from her stuffed cunt down her inner thighs in torrents.
"Hold on a second; just give me a minute." Natalie begged for a few minutes as I slid in and out of her heated box. I didn't want to stop but pulled out still just as hard as when I'd started. She wearily rose supporting her weight on her hands staring at my situation.
"Still hard, wow; think I, might've used too much."
"WHAT?!!" Natalie laughed heartily making me feel that she was ribbing me.
"Looks like I might have to smash you down."
"What's that?" I was apprehensive as Natalie flashed that childish, dimpled smile. She straightened her back rising up high enough to look me in the eyes, before our lips merged again.
"It's my endgame so to speak; think you can trust a big, Samoan girl enough to let her ride you cowgirl? Now if you say yes and it doesn't work, we can go in my backdoor." The playful tone in her voice made me involuntarily smile as Natalie stole a light kiss.
"I'll try anything once." I smiled, trying to sound cool.
"Faʻaeteete mea e te manaʻo ai, pepe." It was a little strange hearing her talk in another language and undeniably sexy at the same time.
Natalie stood up fully for the first time revealing a height just over six foot one that took me by surprise along with her width, which was equally daunting. I was five eleven and a few bits so I found myself looking at her immense breasts before she used a finger raising my chin so that she could see my face.
"I need you-to lay on your back." She was already moving the numerous game consoles and other stuff on her floor to the side with a swipe of her foot. I stared back unsure for a few seconds before getting down on the carpet slowly reclining until I was laying flat looking up at the underside of her belly and huge, hanging breasts.
"Hey, don't panic; just let me get adjusted and follow my instructions to the letter."
"Damn, I feel like I'm trying to get a license or something."
"You are; you're getting a license to operate heavy equipment." Natalie chuckled, giggling at her own joke.
"Been waiting a long time to say that one, huh?"
"Shut up." Natalie carefully began to lower herself over my erection, which necessitated the reason for the warning until she was squatting right over my pelvis.
"A little help?" I handled my member aiming it up at her slit as she engulfed the head into her heated, sticky confines.
"Ready to get smashed?"
"I don't know how to answer that, honestly."
Natalie crashed down on top of me pinning me to the floor underneath her body. I never felt anything like it before and doubted I ever would again if I made it out of that bedroom alive. She had me trapped beneath her as I realized she was still squatting upright in an incredible display of body control. Natalie stared at my face probably gauging my response to being pinned to the floor.
"Stay still, can you feel me?"
I didn't move beginning to feel her tensing voluntarily up around me. It almost felt as if something was playfully squeezing my shaft. Her hands were resting on her knees as she flashed that dimpled smile again. She carefully did these mini-squats caressing my length, perhaps trying to demonstrate the amount of control she had over her huge body.
"Samoan, huh?"
"Well, yeah; half at least."
Before I could utter another word she sank down engulfing me fully, lurching forward like an avalanche blanketing me under her body. I was trapped under her massive frame, going nowhere until she saw fit to release me. Her skin was so heated and warm, as Natalie supported herself on the hands and knees, adjusting before smiling down into my face. She was everywhere over me, her thighs even cradled my balls, snugly. I was engulfed, slightly disturbed that I didn't have a problem with it whatsoever.
"Come on; smash me down, Natalie." I challenged.
From my vantage point on the floor, all I could see were here face, shoulders and gigantic breasts, but in seconds I started to feel movement. My cock was being engulfed methodically in long and particularly tantalizing stroking motions. Her pelvis was bouncing and sawing my endowment with purpose as she smiled down at the reactions on my face.
"Hey, it's all good; I'm fixed and everything. Check my arm and you'll see." I hadn't even thought about birth control reaching up to feel the implant just under the skin of her left bicep. The downward thrusts of her hips were becoming more urgent as she ground me into hamburger. It felt good with her weight behind it as her breath came in fits and stops, mouth agape. I could feel her starting to squirt again as she started whining softly. I gathered up her breasts managing to suck both nipples at the same time. This set Natalie off something fierce as she faltered letting more of her weight become an issue. The sensual girlish whimpering increased in volume as her eyes shut tightly.
"NAT-NAAAATALIE, WHOOAAA, THAT SHIT FEELS SO GUUUDDD!!" This time she was tightening up putting pressure on the center of my shaft, still squeezing the stuffing out of my cock.
"Are-you gonna cum?"
"Yeah, I can feel it about to cum out." I gasped.
"Wait, I'm almost there too; we can do it together if you just let me know where you are. Is it-Is it right there or almost."
"Almost but-it's coming quickly, Natalie." I moaned as she started going faster and faster.
"Yeah, it's coming; you gonna bust, huh?"
"Yeah, I'm just about there."
"You sure?"
"Yeah, baby; oh shit it feels so good; fuck, I don't know how you're moving like that. It's just about there, Natalie. I'm gonna do-it, oh shit I'm there..." Everything seized up as Natalie went from 0 to 1000 in seconds, actually clapping down onto the base of my cock in these loud series of wet slaps.
"FAAWK!! FAAWK!! FAAWK!! FAAWK!! FAAWK!! FAAWK!! AWWWN BAAA-BEEE!!" Natalie screamed at the top of her lungs, somehow managing to mash her mound down with this grinding twerk perfectly timed with every explosive rope and squirt until I was spent. We were both drenched in sweat, her perspiration dripping lightly onto my face as I saw stars floating around the ceiling of her bedroom.
"You've been smashed." She gasped, wiping her brow, satisfied with what she'd referred to as her endgame.
"Shut up and kiss me beautiful." Natalie leaned down planting her lips on mine, inadvertently squashing me. I squawked loud and uncontrollably causing her to rear up on her knees. Natalie methodically dismounted kneeling at my side with a self-satisfied smile before leaning safely back over to kiss me.
"How're we doing down here?" She asked fondling my flaccid member.
"The dick is terminated." I commented staring up at the ceiling before glancing over at her television seeing that crazed lunatic chasing that Asian mature up those stairs for the umpteenth time.
"Want me to kiss it and make it feel better?"
"Natalie, you can do whatever you want, baby." She managed to lay beside me as we watched the rest of that movie intermittently making out, legitimately enjoying one another's company. I drifted off into a deep sleep as Natalie lazily played with my cock.
**DARKNESS**
The early morning sunlight filtered into the window over Natalie's love seat waking me from a deep slumber. I was still nude with a thick, orange comforter covering my body. I glanced over finding the Japanese porn gone, replaced with an episode of that shitty animated cartoon, Teen Titans. It felt like I'd been put through the wringer and my lower back was aching. She'd placed a pillow under my head in my sleep bringing a smile to my face as the mental recount of my experience played on a loop in my head. I could hear the drone of a vacuum cleaner being used outside the bedroom door, probably down the corridor in the living room. My clothing had been laundered, waiting folded on the love seat. I was glad I'd listened to my friends instead of staying at home like I'd originally intended. I took my time getting dressed, even watching another episode of that wretched cartoon.
"Oh, hello." I stepped out of the room into the adjacent kitchen finding Natalie down the corridor handling the vacuum cleaner. It was awkward for a few seconds before she spoke.
"You hungry, I can get you fix you something to eat." She offered.
"After last night; I think I should be cooking for you." I answered making her blush. Natalie was wearing this floor length, Indian print gown hiding her figure. Only her bare feet were visible as I stared at her hidden curves, admiring the outline.
"Oh uhm; I guess the magic wore off since you can see me-in daylight. Pretty bad, huh?" She glanced away appearing uncomfortable under my gaze. I walked to the living room as she stood there with both hands handling the curved handle of the vacuum cleaner. I couldn't see anything but her oval face.
"Yeah, a fucking nightmare." We were making out in seconds as Natalie proved her mettle as the best kisser I'd encountered in my whole dating life. I pulled the appliance away from her setting it aside backing her into the light blue wall at her back. The large Samoan woman was caught in my embrace as I wrapped both arms around her torso planting my palms against the wall.
"Wow, you really like me that much?"
"Pull this up." I tugged at the hem of the long gown thing she was wearing, prodding her to gingerly lift it up until her thighs were revealed. I gave her a peck on the cheek before teasing her neck with the tip of my tongue. She didn't seem to know what to make of me as I kept her trapped between my arms kneeling until I was facing her crotch.
"What are you doing?"
I gathered up the hem of her frock raising it until I found her naked lightly furred muff staring me in the face. Natalie shuddered when my tongue touched the hood hiding her clit. I swirled my tongue on it bringing my fingers into play, kneading and massaging her mound until her little button appeared. I went at her cunt lapping at it getting instant results as she cupped the back of my head. My head and hands got lost under her gown greedily grabbing handfuls of her doughy thighs.
"AAAWWNNN, WHUUUT ARE YOU DOING, AWWWNNNN?!!" I nibbled at her inner thighs wanting Natalie to cum for me. She got extremely wet starting to leak all over my lower face.
AWWW, AAAWWWW, DUH-DUH-DOP IT; AWWWN, STOP IT!!" I relented pulling the gown free of my hands leaving both hands massaging her sex.
"What; I was showing you how much I liked you."
"Yeah, but you've gotta go."
Natalie motioned with her finger pointing just over my shoulder. I followed her finger looking over my shoulder to find another woman sitting on a couch at the far end of her living room. This woman was olive skinned, short and a little stocky dressed in something that looked like a catholic school uniform.
"Shit." She was sitting there with a shit eating grin on her face.
"Hello, my name is La'ei; I'm Natalie's little sister." This woman didn't seem upset in the least.
I facepalmed.
...to be continued.
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"That bitch wrote me up." I was sitting in the breakroom when Steve my coworker dropped down in front of me, exasperated. It wasn't like I didn't know the reason why as soon as I looked at his face.
"Please, I'm on break." I didn't want to go there.
"I was too minutes, fucking late and that little bitch wrote me the fuck up; she was waiting by the time clock when I got in this morning." I got up walking over to the coffee dispenser, but he followed me over, not taking the hint.
"You going to the holiday party, tonight; it's after work at five." I tried to change the suspect.
"Won't be much of a holiday party with her there; more like a damn Scrooge party, if you ask me. You going to that shit show, huh?" I poured Steve a cup of decaf handing it to him, but he dumped it for the hard stuff.
"Gotta keep up appearances."
"Shit you're right; I'll hang out as long as I'm not sitting in front of that asshole." We both snickered at the thought.
"Steven Pope." Our blood ran cold at the mousy sound of her voice.
Dara Vong was leaning between the double doors of the break room watching both of us and there was no telling how long she'd been there. I knew I hadn't said anything incriminating, but that had no bearing on how she was going to perceive the visual association between us. One thing our diminutive department head had going for her, was one hell of a poker face. Her almond eyes were so tiny, almost unblinking giving her the appearance of a comic strip character. She'd transferred in from our downtown location, appearing happy and perky initially but gradually turned into something of a hard ass. Nothing ever seemed to break her resolve or chirpy outer shell, and on that note, I did find her massively annoying to interact with. Dara Vong was the picture of the company ideal, almost looking like the actors you' see in one of those power point presentations with actual photos instead of real people. Dara continually espoused her conservative ideology, Christian talking points and the wholesome nature of her courtship and eventual marriage to white husband, Keith Smith.
You see, Dara Vong whose actual last name is Ketthavong, is of Laotian descent. She'd related the story of her formative years growing up in a suburb outside of Portland Oregon, one too many times for my liking or many others in our department. Sometimes, it seemed like everything she talked about revolved around life in a mostly white community and other choice tidbits that I didn't want to retain. Sometimes I couldn't tell if she were socially inept or just trolling you during a conversation. I remember her asking me what my grade point average was in college, later verbally doubting I'd even gone. I'd wanted to flip her the bird for that, but kept my mouth shut because the Human Resources department were largely dicks who always sided with management. I don't think anyone cared about the white husband, but she kept bringing it up in regards to herself. It made some of us feel that she was sorry for being Asian, and this poor guy was her come up, in some regards.
"Yes Ms. Vong?" Steve replied faintly as we both experienced a Dick Jones moment. What is that, you might ask? Well, it's a scene in the original Robocop where two disgruntled office workers are pissing a bitch unaware their boss is within the room. This results in one guy literally pissing himself. I wondered if Steve felt the slightest bit of piss trickling down his leg at this moment.
"I would like you to come to my office, right now." She walked away after that, arms folded across her chest, leaving us alone in the breakroom.
"Damn, I fucked up." Steve commented before walking out.
I still had ten minutes left of my break and I intended to take every bit of it before going back to my cubicle. Dara was somewhat of a hanging judge in the department having already fired four of my coworkers since she took over. I think the most annoying thing about even that, was her resilient cheerful attitude following those terminations. This woman had the nerve to email her subordinates asking if they knew anyone to recommend for the vacant seats that resulted from her actions. Not that Dara actually took any of those recommendations. She'd usually transfer someone in from one of our satellite offices pissing us off even more. There was a bit of monetary recompenses for referrals of a couple hundred bucks, but Dara had that shit locked down. They said management weren't allowed to receive money for referrals, but a lot of us had other ideas.
Steve's desk was empty when I returned as I glanced down the aisle finding a few people returning my stare. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised, but it still stuck in my craw something fierce as I sat down in front of my laptop. Some employees known for being office suck ups, were putting up Christmas decorations while everyone else tapped away, but I just stared at the startup screen. I had to log-in when I returned to my desk, but I just stared at the blank screen. Predictably, Dara stuck her head out of her office looking directly at my face.
"I'd like to see you in my office."
"Yes ma'am."
It was awkward getting up knowing many sets of eyes followed me to her office sure it would be my last appearance. Dara had a fairly large office situated at the head of the aisle that made up our department. I can't relate the amount of anxiety an employee felt when getting up to get coffee or take a bathroom break, knowing she was already clocking them the moment they stood up.
"Close the door and have a seat." It was already strange seeing her sitting behind her desk because of her smaller stature. She was probably four foot twelve inches in height, so the visual was akin to seeing a kid sitting at the teacher's desk in grade school for lack of a better analogy.
"Uh, yes ma'am." Dara sat there with this hybrid expression that seemed designed to confuse. It appeared somewhere between a preppy smirk and what amounted to a displeased glare of sorts.
"You've been sitting there for approximately four minutes, fifty seven seconds past your log-in; is there a problem?" There was a noticeable glint in her eye.
"Uhm no; I was trying to remember my password."
"Oh, well I can help you with that." She smiled turning to her computer, tapping up my password before writing it on some stationary.
"Thanks."
"No worries; but I hope this situation doesn't have anything to do with Steven Pope. I suspended him for the rest of the year, although it's only seven days until new year. Does that upset you?" She finished writing but held onto the slip of paper.
"Uh, no ma'am."
"I suspended him for disparaging talk and gossip; it's against company policy. I realize you're friends with him and I didn't intend to upset you. As a member of the management team, it's my responsibility to uphold company policy." I betrayed myself by looking away as she spoke, probably giving her what she was looking for.
"Yes ma'am, is there anything, else?" Dara leaned back in her seat staring for a few seconds.
"Look, it's okay if you're upset about Steve; I know you guys were really tight and I encourage that aspect of what we do here. I think, maybe you guys should have aired out your grievances in the men's restroom; I can't legally go in there." At this point, I didn't want to look at her face. Canned holiday music wafted through the office muted by the closed office door.
"We were just talking."
"Sure, of course." Again she made with that muted half smile, half smirk thing on her round, almost nondescript face.
"Is there anything, else ma'am?"
The top of her desk was kept meticulously neat with everything occupying a predetermined space. Dara even had a coaster for her coffee mug, this soft pink cup that read Future Mommy in a sloppily drawn heart. A picture of Dara and hubby sat at the corner, one of those mall photos that depicted the happy couple against a blue background, hugged up.
"Take some Christmas candy; and leave my door open on your way out." She tossed a baggie of candy to me. There was a medium sized cardboard box next to her desk full of treats. The bag in my hand was something homemade, a miniature mesh bag with a candy cane and red bow sticking out of the top. I shuffled back to my desk feeling defeated. I tossed the bag on my desk logging in while Dara appeared moments later walking up the aisle handing out the bags. I noticed a bag on Steve's desk, later.
Four hours later, Dara came out of her office to let us know that we would all be able to leave early to get ready for the holiday party later that evening. The sight of her made me angry as she walked up the aisle glancing at her subordinate's monitors with this self-satisfied smile while some of my social climbing coworkers made polite conversation. I was thinking of blowing off the holiday party when Dara announced that shew would take it as a personal offense if everyone didn't show up. It was meant to sound like a joke, but I knew she was deadly serious. I didn't cotton to all the faux holiday cheer but resolved to make an appearance none the less if only to keep the dogs off my back, namely Dara.
Some hours later I found myself sitting at the open bar in the rented banquet hall of some old dinosaur of a fading hotel brand rented by our office. Steven's suspension and a likely shit canning was the dominant conversation among my peers, but I had nothing to add. My opinion of affairs wasn't going forth in public so that one of these lapdogs could catch a few thousand brownie points snitching me out to Dara. I found this verbal iteration of tossing quarters so distasteful, that I slid out in front of the hotel to catch a smoke and check my phone. I didn't mind the biting cold and wet sidewalks, preferring it to the fake people waiting to kiss ass inside. I was considering chucking it all and catching a taxi home when a Range Rover skidded to a stop on the curb outside the hotel entrance. I thought it was reckless as flecks of ice cold rain started peppering my face. The valet didn't look like he wanted to leave the heat lamps and relative shelter of his desk to open the door when it swung open hard of its own accord. I could hear some sort of heated conversation inside.
Dara half stumbled out curbside wrapped in a calve length, beige raincoat. It looked like she'd nearly fallen from the passenger side of the car, barely able to catch herself by grabbing the door handle. The valet made a gesture to catch her as she stumbled but relented as she righted herself. A small, blue purse followed, flying from the interior of the luxury vehicle onto the curb. There was no way to see the driver because the windows were fogged up, but I was sure it was her husband, this Keith guy. She barely had time to release the handle before he gunned it out of the parking lot, taking the arching road off property as she watched. The valet retrieved her purse, appearing to say something to Dara about the situation as she nodded tightening the sash on her raincoat. She presented the valet with a handful of cash before slinging her purse and power walking into the hotel lobby. It felt like I'd been given an early Christmas present that I wished I could've shared with my suspended coworker this fine Friday evening. I smoked another cigarette pondering an argument unseen as the winter rain gradually intensified.
A howling wind went hand in hand with the brewing storm, eventually forcing me inside after watching more of my coworkers arrive with assorted family members in tow. I was tragically single and intended to stay that way until my dying days. I found the lobby sparsely lit as the encroaching evening approached making me think they were trying to save money or something. This area was large, unimpressive and sparsely furnished with some benches lining the walls near the elevators. I glanced around as I made my way inside, noticing Dara talking heatedly into her phone while staring out of a lobby window at the parking lot. She was holding her phone with both hands yelling into it's face but still far enough that I couldn't make out what she was saying. I figured she was trying to get her apparently, estranged husband to make an appearance. I lingered there watching for a few minutes, taking in her exposed humanity. What I was seeing was light years away from the self-assured, meticulously chipper department head I'd come to loathe like so many others in our shared workplace.
The banquet hall rented by our office was decorated with all of the attention to detail you'd expect from seasonal employees. I noticed a third of our office opted out of showing up, even though my entire department was accounted for, except Steve. It looked like half of the main ballroom was rented with everything crammed together, even the truncated dance floor. Despite that, some people were making the best of it, getting down on the raised section of tile that had been cordoned off. Predictably, Dara had made her work aesthetic omnipresent here as the seating was assigned. I took a seat after making a plate of holiday snacks, content to kill some time, looking at my phone.
"Shit." Dara's place at the table was situated right in front of me conspicuous by the handwritten place holder sitting up in my field of vision.
The table began to fill up gradually with the bulk of the seating taken by a female coworker who seemed to have a brood of grade school children at my left and more of the aforementioned butt kissers at my right. Out of my peripheral vision, I caught sight of some business between coworkers as a light blue object buzzed by, piquing my curiosity enough to look up from my phone. Dara was talking with some visibly disinterested members of management obviously looking to extricate themselves. They were big wigs here to put in an appearance before going off to the real holiday party thrown by the owner. It was one of the worst kept secrets around the office and a source of drone level resentment. It looked like she was doing her best to put on a happy face, laughing and joking with men and women old enough to be her parents. Something dawned on me as I sat watching. Dara had checked the beige raincoat revealing a light blue cocktail dress underneath. It was just above thigh length, revealing a nice pair of legs that caught me off guard.
It was a flimsy looking garment, almost sheer in nature held to her shoulders by thin almost invisible gold tinted chain that matched the golden belt that cinched in her waist. A plunging neckline that went perhaps a little too low, revealed some surprisingly full breasts just over a handful. I didn't know if it was appropriate for a holiday party attended by the families of our coworkers and some elderly members of upper level management. My eyes were continually drawn to the what appeared to be the abundant curve of her backside. Leering aside, my gaze followed that backside noticing a curious sway that almost made it appear that she wasn't wearing underwear. This was a bit much for me as I downed a few glasses of wine, wanting to wash the sight away behind an alcohol induced haze. Fifteen minutes later, I was still watching as Dara drifted off to the unoccupied portion of the banquet hall attempting to contact her better half.
"HAPPY HOLIDAYS!!" Everyone at the table toasted, thankfully distracting me from any further visual impropriety on my part. My boss returned to the table with that same chipper smile as a coworker pulled the chair out for her. She joined in a few more toasts before wandering off to check her phone again while we were receiving envelopes containing a meager Christmas bonus along with a coupon for a free turkey.
Throughout the night, my eyes returned again and again to the subtle sway of her buttocks, still wandering what lie underneath. Dara continued onward, barely missing a step as she went the social butterfly route from table to table until I guess she figured everyone had enough of her antics. I was sitting there feeling odd about my behavior and the fact that I'd stayed longer than originally intended.
"Have a drink with me, please." Dara suddenly appeared at my side, filling two glasses with the remnants of a pilfered bottle from some other table.
"Sure, ma'am."
"We're not at work; you can just, be yourself." She forced a smile as we toasted, taking a seat beside me which made me kind of uncomfortable. I glanced at her cleavage for a second before remembering myself enough to look at her face.
"Uhm, Happy Holidays, Dara."
"Don't sound so nervous, we're two people sharing a drink together." I noticed a bit of agitation in her voice as we downed a second round.
I did my best not to let my eyes wander, hoping she hadn't noticed. Luckily one of the old farts from the executive committee caught her eye, whisking her away for another worked bout of brown nosing. I was grateful for the interruption that uncomfortable conversation away with her aspirations to climb the corporate ladder. Still, I lingered making no appreciable connection with anyone or the associated people in their sewing circles. The little dance floor was full of sauced up employees, and others dancing to some Christmas song by TLC. I wasn't much of a dancer, figuring this was as good a time as any to make my exit. I pocketed my check and the small box containing a gift from my Secret Santa, some guy from the mail room.
Outside the banquet corridor in the hotel lobby, I found a long, sustained line of people, assorted family members and guests waiting for valet to bring their cars around to the main entrance. I supposed the delay was due to a skeleton crew assigned over the holiday weekend. That winter storm I'd encountered in its growing infancy, had blossomed into a full on conflagration of mother nature's icy rage. The loud howl and whistle were enough to shake the panoramic lobby windows along with the sliding entrance doors. I wanted a cigarette, but not enough to stand outside the building. I drifted off to the side noting some guests down a side corridor were lighting up, so I joined them figuring I could get a few puffs in before security intervened. It was Friday, Christmas weekend and I didn't actually have to be back in the office until Tuesday, so I wasn't in any hurry. I managed a cigarette and a half before some crew cut wearing guard decided to notice the smokers. We were given some flimsy excuse about the corridor being closed and ushered back into the main lobby. The line had diminished, but not enough to stand there waiting as I got out my phone to dial up a taxi.
That's exactly when I noticed her, just sitting there on a bench situated between two guest elevators. Dara was sitting hunched over peering down at the face of her phone between her knees. Her dark tresses hung in a manner that hid her tiny eyes from view leaving the lower portion of her button nose and thin lips visible. She reminded me of some petulant child sitting there like she'd been placed in timeout. I wondered if perhaps she'd imbibed a little too much as several of her subordinates walked casually by without regarding her in the least. I stood there taking the measure of what passed as true holiday spirit and humanity. The winds were picking up making themselves known in case I was too distracted by what was evolving right in front of my eyes. The open toed, spiked heels on her feet were this sort of cheap metallic gold that matched the belt around her waist. Her soles were pointed at one another as the phone dropped to the carpet. Nobody else seemed to notice or care that she was in dire straits. I kept watching pensively waiting for somebody to come to her aid, but everything around her just went on as usual. Dara Vong, my immediate supervisor, my boss was alone. I watched all of the cheery faces, some inebriated file out of the lobby until there was almost no one left. I told myself that I was still waiting.



I was still lying to myself as I measured my steps across the lobby to that bench stooping down to retrieve her phone. I offered it to her, but she didn't move or respond in any way as I glanced around to see if even my presence near her would trigger some human intervention beyond myself. Once again the outside world was found wanting. I took a seat beside her on the bench, partially to see if that would get her to react or do, anything. There were droplets of moisture on the cushion between her legs as more dripped down with these minute splashes. Her tears hadn't even prompted an ounce of empathy from her peers, subordinates or anyone else. Her phone's face depicted another happier time of her and who I presumed to be her husband on a sail boat. It looked like they were vacationing in the middle of the ocean with the happy couple hugging against a beautiful backdrop. Closer inspection saw the strained expression on his face while her smile was the same forced one I'd witnessed earlier as we toasted. I looked from the phone to Dara, an answered question in my eyes. I found myself staring at her face, truly seeing her for the first time that evening.
"...bomiphai tongkan khony." She uttered softly in her language. It was the first time I'd ever heard Dara use her native language. I placed the phone on the cushion next to her thigh, uncomfortable with her situation.
Her hand covered my own, both of us jointly hiding her phone under our palms. I didn't know what to make of things, looking up into her face again. Dara's mousy features were flushed with silent emotion, a crimson tint to her cheeks and the bridge of her nose as tears streamed down her face. I looked away unsure of my own motivations, uneasy at the internal implications of my actions. My gaze traveled back down towards her feet following the shapely calves up to her full thighs where the bottom of her sky blue dress she wore, started. Sitting hunched over as she was, caused Dara's dress to surge outward, moreover the neckline that plunged outward a bit too much. I realized in seconds that I was staring at the erect nipple of her right breast, which shocked me enough to look up at her face again finding the same distraught features. We exchanged glances for a few moments as she wiped her nose before drawing her hand down to her cleavage again as my eyes followed.
I looked away as she retrieved her phone and the small matching light blue purse that matched her dress as I fished around in my pocket for my phone. Dara got up walking away tersely to the front desk as I watched the easy sway of her buttocks, once again. There was a room key in its packet sitting on the bench cushion surrounded by the lingering tear droplets. It was some room on the eleventh floor which doubtless belonged to Dara. She walked over to the coat check, waiting for her raincoat, glancing back in my direction for a prolonged period of time as I weighed what was being suggested by her actions. Her face was crestfallen, and tear streaked as the same valet who'd retrieved her purse earlier handed her some tissues. I looked down at my own shoes as her legs came into view. She stood there for a few moments silent, waiting before pushing the elevator button. The elevator came and went taking Dara along with it to the eleventh floor. Once she was gone the lobby felt that much emptier as the wind howled and whistled outside. I sat with the key knowing what it would mean to go upstairs.
Dara was sitting there outside her door on the carpet as a guest or two walked by continuing the karmic aura of divine retribution that seemed to render her invisible to everyone but me. I stepped off the elevator finding her plopped down on the carpet outside her door with her knees drawn up into her chest. I watched again transfixed by her situation noticing her raincoat in the middle of the corridor where she'd dropped it. There were some dirty footprints on it which I swept off with a brush of my hand. I checked the room key in my grasp as I stood there with her coat watching to find out if she would regard me in any way. This was daunting and odd, way out of my comfort zone as I thought about the smug department head prodding me for some emotional response after suspending a coworker. Since that time earlier in the day, many layers had been peeled away from my perception of the diminutive woman slumped over in the corridor before me. Something inside me wanted to peel away a few more of those layers until what was really there was laid bare. I found myself standing over her, offering a hand.
Dara reclaimed her coat still sniffling from the continuous sobbing as I opened her room door. Her hand grazed the back of my free arm lightly tugging at my jacket, wanting me to precede her, inside. My heart was thumping like crazy all of a sudden as I took baby steps inside under the low lighting under the door. She was silent walking pigeon toed inside behind me carrying her shoes and raincoat. Dara took the time to put her things inside the sliding closet before regarding me. The lighting contrasted with the light brown, olive tint to her skin as she sniffled using both hands to wipe away her tears. More tears continuously rolled down her cheeks as I fought not to wipe some of them from her rounded cheeks. Dara smiled despite herself, unzipping my coat and helping me take it off before methodically hanging it in the closet. The smell of her perfume was sweet, seeming to envelope me as she turned again unable to stop crying with that heartened expression on her face. She took a deep breath reaching up hooking both thumbs in the light chains that held the dress to her body. Dara drew the fabric off her shoulders peeling it down her chest, past her abdomen until it was a halo around her tiny feet.
I found myself looking at her body, nude other than a pair of sheer panties with ties on the sides of her hips. Dara was small in stature hiding a deceptively full bodied figure under her clothing that I never would've guessed. She stood there looking from my face down to her own body, breathing hard as she undid the ties at her hips drawing the last bit of clothing away. She captured a thumb pulling my hand upward to cup her left breast with my other cupping the free one moments later. They were full and spongy to the touch, her nipples pressed into my palms. It was just so awkward, probably for both of us as she knelt drawing my zipper down. Dara took her time, carefully drawing my erection free as she began fellating me without word between us. Her pace was steady, methodical and strangely not surprising as her lips slid along my shaft with a machine like precision. There was still the slightest bit of hesitation on my part as I wondered if I could use my hands to touch her hair. Dara kept up the pace using a hand to caress my thigh. The steady cadence of her head working back and forth bore fruit as my inner thighs began to tense up.
She seemed to sense my impending climax doing her best to take more than just a third of me inside her mouth as several bursts filled her gullet. Dara kept it up, vacuuming her cheeks until I'd crested with the last few ropes of milky glaze. In line with her nature, the diminutive Laotian woman undid my belt buckle, unsnapping the button on my slacks as I peeled the sweater off my torso standing before her with a white t-shirt and socks as my only articles of clothing. Dara took my hands directing me to sit on the edge of the bed as she removed my socks before taking me in her mouth again. This time she used her right hand around the base of my cock squeezing like she was taking my blood pressure while she managed half of length getting a little sloppy in the process. A bit of variation was in order as Dara swirled and ran the tip of her tongue over the crown of my penis. A couple of times, she tried to go further before ending up coughing up a little saliva and spunk which she caught in the palm of her hand reapplying it to my endowment. Dara clasped both of her hands around the base of my cock, interlocking her fingers as she continued fellating me with purpose. All ten fingers were used in a pulling motion towards her own bobbing head. The dual sensations increased in intensity until I climaxed, firing burst after burst straight down her throat as she repeated the vacuum thing again, before leaning back on her haunches.
Dara stood up between my legs, short enough that I was looking at her face. There was this kind of crestfallen, doe eyed expression on her features as she breathed through her mouth. Her figure was full, shaped in the manner of a figure skater or gymnast with more volume to her hips. There was symmetry in her build with her breasts which were just over a modest handful, capped with tiny mocha brown nipples begging to be nursed. I hungrily took her left breast between my lips squeezing the underside of it as my tongue twirled on her bumpy little nipple. She cradled my head between her arms finally allowing herself the luxury of sound with these, whimpers and little gasps. I lapped and licked at the breasts I'd been trying not to see, all night. Now, here they were before my eyes sloping beautifully from her chest as Dara guided her right breast to my eager lips. She seemed content to let me enjoy her chest, gasping when I ran the flat of my tongue between her cleavage. My married employer's moans and gasps spurred my actions as she slid her hands under the t-shirt cover my chest letting her thumbs tease my nipples in circular motion. The shirt came away with uncanny ease, falling to the bedside carpet.
Her lips found a nipple topping my peck, sucking hard, sucking inward as her tongue swirled and teased relentlessly. My other nipple was treated differently as Dara used the flat of her tongue to paint brush it before lapping at the whole peck. Her fist stroked with a feather touch, alternated when the head of my cock was brushed by her palm as torrents of precum made the proceedings slick and sticky. Her abdomen which was subtly defined through genetics or moderate exercise, called out to me as I traced a finger from her cleavage to her navel. The fullness of her thighs carried the most volume and thickness on her body along with a pronounced semi-full rear end that filled my hands to slight overflowing. The yielding softness of her bottom was addictive in a tactile manner. Her muff which resembled a wide base, inverted triangle covered with a light patch of brown hair looked enchanting. Dara moaned, leaning into my seated body wrapping her arms around my neck. The tips of my fingers grazed her virtue as I kneaded her soft olive colored cheeks. She began nibbling and sucking on my earlobe before sticking the tip of her tongue into my ear. This sudden, unexpected sensation sent a jolt to my crotch that pulsed along my length.
She weighed almost nothing as I took her in my arms, becoming the initiator for the first time during this emerging tryst. Dara went limp as she was laid on the edge of the bed staring up at the ceiling, her limbs splayed apart almost as if she were making a snow angel in the lush, hotel bedding. There was a softness to her features, bringing with it a measure of clarity previously unknown. Her slit was as tiny as you would expect but parted easily between my opposing thumbs revealing a soft, rich pink shade inside. Dara cried out the moment her inner walls were teased and whimpered as I suckled her clit. She was already wet, glistening inside as I sampled her taste, decidedly salty and exotic. My fingers dug into her fleshy hips pulling her into my probing tongue as she squirmed about. Her breathy, inaudible, whispered encouragements spurred my efforts as well as my thickening length finally driving the woman to dig her nails into my head as she humped up into my face. My hands used her soft derriere, cupping the flesh as Dara crested with a shrill, gasping overture, climaxing. I crawled up on the bed finding her tear soaked features enraptured. Her breathy sighs were reward enough as her palm cradled my cheek. There was still, this sort of doe eyed, forlorn expression that called out to me.
Our lips pressed together, chastely at first before we allowed ourselves to gradually open up. Dara remained unmoving while I became a bit more animated using my thumbs to wipe the tears away from her eyes. Nothing would stop the deluge prompting me to draw back a bit before her palm cupped the back of my head drawing me down again. Another level of release drew back as her thin lips parted giving me the entrance I sought. Everything about her was measured and calculated making me wonder if it was that fact on a daily basis over years, that had driven her husband to behave with the anger and disdain I observed earlier at the hotel entrance. She'd nearly toppled over onto the pavement, yet he hadn't bothered to even step out of his vehicle to make sure she was okay. In fact, he'd thrown her purse from the utility vehicle speeding off like he was being chased or something. Dara spent the whole of her evening apparently trying to contact him while badly keeping up appearances. She moved a bit under me centering herself as the head of my tumescence pressed against her slit, parting it just a bit. The very tip of my cock penetrating her sex was heated to the extreme, volcanically hot to even that minute touch between us.
Perhaps finally at her limit, Dara reached up capturing my face between her hands drawing me into a torrid, wet kiss as she arched up off the bedding taking a fourth of my member. The heat was incredible, but the real issue of our immediate coupling was the sheer tightness of her cunt. My member felt as if it were pushing deep inside in what amounted to a strained struggle. It was almost as if she were internally pushing me out, but I worked a bit taking even more of her canal until all was inside. Dara's cries and whimpers gave way to a throaty, lilting shriek as I seemed to find the end of her tensing tunnel. Her knees were drawn up allowing her soles to be planted flat on either side of my thighs. We stared deep into one another's eyes as her ankles locked in the small of my back. She winced, her mouth parting in little huffs of air as she struggled to accommodate me. It was almost like not moving at all taking the woman underneath as I felt every labored thrust at the base of my erection, almost forcing myself inside with each repetition. There was no doubt how, sticky wet and intensely hot Dara was on the inside, but it was almost like being with someone having their first time.
The petite Laotian worked with me in time, arching up into every thrust until we achieved a rhythm that seemed to work. I drew my knees up under her thighs rising up on my palms to hover over her as Dara craned her head downward watching my progress. We both watched my cock laboriously plunging into her honeypot stretching her labia, obscenely apart. Her hands caressed my sides even as she winced and bit into her lower lip, working through our coupling. I could see the effort in the muscles in her stomach as she arched up against me, more and more until we were finally rutting in frenzied fashion. It seemed to get better as her narrow canal became slick and slippery allowing me additional inches of penetration as if I'd pushed into some new depth. Her moans ratcheted up a bit as she dug trenches in my back with her nails. The clawing of my back spurred my thrusts and the undulations of her pelvis as our mounds clashed desperately. I cradled her under me humping into her tightness as hard as I could. One of her hands was clawing into my left buttock while the other rubbed and caressed my cheek as tears streamed from the corner of her almond shaped eyes.
Dara suddenly seized up on a powerful thrust becoming so tight that it felt like I broke through something, triggering a legs shaking orgasm as I pulsed inside spewing a thick load. It felt like she was squeezing me as a throaty cry erupted from Dara. Right at the moment of our mutual climax her muff shot up into my pelvis remaining there as she locked me in a death grip with her arms and legs. It was almost like she was glued to me as I rocked my hips side to side taking her with me. Something inside her was snapping down hard on the middle of my shaft, milking me. My hips were shaking as Dara rotated and sawed into the base of my cock, riding it out, until I was spent. I can't ever recall feeling something like that before, feeling white hot as this tantric rapture radiated across my entire being. I slid out after several minutes gasping for air, covered in sweat. Dara was in similar condition, a palm on her heaving chest. My cock was covered in a milky sheen, still throbbing and ready to go. Her hand covered her muff as she wiped the sweat from her brow, looking breezily up into my eyes. Her lips were glistening wet as she huffed, trying to take in some air. I rolled on my side, still staring at her face, hearing the slick wet sounds emanating from between her legs.
We stared at one another, taking stock unable to break the spell by speaking. There was this sort of sadness manifesting on her face as we lay together, listening to the icy pellets of rain hitting the window and the empty howl of winter. I didn't know what to make of things, wandering if I should just get dressed and leave. Dara smiled, albeit still crestfallen and forlorn, touching my cheek before making the first move by sitting upright. She sat Indian style with her legs folded, still hunched over with her hands before her. She seemed to be looking downward as her smile faded. I rubbed her back saving the goodwill distracting her away from her sorrow. Dara rewarded me with a chaste kiss on the lips before climbing down onto the floor. She disappeared into the bathroom as the running water from the sink was heard along with some sniffling on her part. I wondered if maybe she regretted what we'd done as the shower roared to life in the other room.
In short, I slid my legs over the edge of the bed staring at my own clothing strewn about the carpet, noticing Dara's light blue dress where she'd left it. I glanced around the hotel room at the television mounted on the dresser, desk, the unused bed near the window and the lazy boy ottoman combination. The windows were fogged, but I knew they faced the parking lot oddly situated at the front of the hotel. It was an hour and a half past midnight as I pondered taking a car home in the middle of the night to my empty apartment. There was no one there waiting for me, only the ghost of a marriage long since dead. I glanced up finding Dara pressed against the wall staring. She seemed to be studying my face intently afraid to speak as I stood up taking in her nudity. She nervously nibbled on a finger, pondering something unaskable. I found myself adjacent to her, pressed against the corner of that same wall, looking into her brown eyes. Taking a kiss was granted, so I took a few short ones to steel my courage glancing back at my discarded clothing. Dara looped an arm around my forearm wanting me to join her in the shower. She'd pinned her hair up with an accessory from her purse, which was on the bathroom counter. I noticed a packet for the morning after pill on the counter as well, mixed in with various makeup accessories.
She was more about catering to me than actually showering, lathering me up and doing my body with little regards to her own. I reciprocated washing her down until lust dictated our actions. Under the pretense of doing my back, Dara reached around fondling me into another erection before blowing me altogether. More was explored as she captured my length between her breasts, working her chest in a downward stroking motion which lasted all of ten minutes before I shot a few ropes of cum up through her cleavage. Dara did me one better, pointing my member at her face taking a few bursts before sucking hard on the head of my cock. The petite woman was lifted aloft wrapping her legs tightly around my waist as I impaled her right there in the shower. We stayed there having lustful sex until the water ran cold. She catered completely to me, wiping me down with a towel before turning nude to the bathroom mirror reapplying her makeup. Instead of leaving, I sat there watching her put on her face again earning a smile or two. There was a lightness, a tan giving away the fullback panties she probably wore usually before tonight. There were very faint stretch marks on her hips and a few on her bicep that also caught my eye.



Validation brought life back to her features as she applied her lipstick noticing my renewed vigor. I wasn't surprised when she straddled me right the on the toilet, happily bouncing in my lap until the cramped situation dictated a return to the bed where I gave Dara something to remember me by until the wee hours of the morning. That incredible tightness remained even as we learned the nuances of each other's bodies in the biblical sense. I couldn't seem to get enough of wedging my cock into her tiny opening noting that it almost felt like there was a hand inside her sex stroking my length. I would've screwed her all night if I were able, but we settled on a compromise spooning together. It felt good having her in a sideways fetal position with that nice butt, pressed against my business. Both of us watched in the dark, facing the window as hard icy pellets hit the window before sleep claimed us.
"Huh?" I drifted slowly out of sleep sometime later still finding it still dark outside. Dara was sobbing lightly as I realized a bit of illumination in the dark emanating from her phone. I glanced over her shoulder as she lay pressed against my body finding her staring at a picture which had been texted.
"Give me that phone." I tossed it, actually spiking it on the carpet after looking at the cruel photo depicted on its face.
Dara Vong, actual last name Ketthavong, spoke often of changing her last name shortening it to make herself more accessible in her career. After getting married, she'd decided in practical fashion to retain that shortened last name despite a bit of push back from newlywed, Keith Smith. I was of the opinion that it was a little shitty to marry someone and not take their name, feeling from this bit of business and other volunteered tidbits that Dara was decidedly insufferable. Well, it seemed like some manner of karma was being visited upon this woman every bit as icy as the winter storm outside. The photo depicted her husband Keith, stand up guy that he is, with what I assumed was his parents and a woman. This thin blonde was holding in her hands two baby booties, one pink, the other blue. The reason for my deduction happened to be that all of the folks in the photo were wearing matching Christmas sweaters. Dara rolled into a tight ball, crying hard into the sheets as I held her tight against my body.
"Come closer, it's a little cold in here." I draped a protective arm across her body feeling her tears running down my forearm before we drifted off to sleep, together.
I awoke sometime later from light coming form the lamp on the bedside table, looking at the clock finding it was a little after nine on Saturday morning, but I just wanted to get a little more shut eye realizing Dara was gone. I stared at the window wondering why she'd even bothered returning when there was a knock at the door. I sat up finding Dara emerging from the bathroom to answer the door. She was wearing a towel over her nudity letting room service into the room with two trays piled high with a variety of breakfast food. The server was well tipped and ushered out of the door as she brought one of the trays over climbing into bed with it. I was glad to find her still in the hotel room as she knelt beside the tray pouring a glass of orange juice from a tumbler. I was spoiled a bit as she took the time to feed me a hearty breakfast, vested in my immediate welfare.
"I think my phone is broke; the screen is cracked." She finally said after a while.
"Sorry."
"No, its okay; I've got insurance." Dara replied avoiding an explanation neither of us wanted on either side of the conversation.
"Aren't you going to eat, Dara?"
"Are you finished?"
"Yeah." Dara collected up the tray, carefully getting down from the bed to place it on the desk. She dropped the towel sliding up between my legs taking my cock in her mouth. There was more of an energetic nature to her sexual overtures now as Dara made love to me with her mouth in decidedly sloppy fashion before mounting me pressing her palms flat on my pecks.
We were tightly connected, her cunt no less tighter as she sawed back and forth riding me hard. I could feel her butt rabbiting in my lap as Dara took me to the brink quickly. She pulled my hands up to her breasts wanting them handled. I obliged kneading and squeezing them, rolling her nips between fingers. It seemed like Dara was intent on screwing me into the mattress as I interlocked my fingers in the small of her back. She arched her back almost letting her head rest between my legs driving her cunt into my pelvis. Her energy was a bit overwhelming, prompting me to grab her wrists pulling her back against my torso. My hands sought the twin curves of her buttocks, roughly mashing her tight cunt against my endowment as I exploded inside her pulsing confines.
"Are you thirsty; there's some apple juice on the other tray." I didn't answer right away, so Dara quickly poured me a glass, taking the time to hold it while I drank.
"Come on, eat something." I saw her smile mischievously but motioned towards the tray. Dara took a bite out of a piece of french toast to placate me.
"Can I ask a favor of you?" She half mumbled just above a whisper.
"Sure, what is it?"
"Have sex with me from behind; I know you were looking, last night." Dara stated flatly embarrassing me a little with the candid request. I hadn't believed anyone noticed while I sat at the party, last night.
Dara walked around the edge of the bed never taking her eyes from mine as she mounted the lazy boy next to the window facing the wall. I couldn't help but take stock of her figure, the natural arch in her back in tandem with the emerging roundness of her hips that merged in a straight line leading into plush, healthy thighs. Dara fidgeted a little bit on the chair, looking back as I approached running a few strands of hair behind her ear. From this angle I had it a bit easier sinking inside her tightness. I poked and prodded until we were rutting properly. There was a deceptive sort of roundness to her rear with enough plumpness for my fingers to sink into the tanned flesh. Little ripples appeared as I pounded into her butt, eventually resting my knees on the edge of the chair cushion. It didn't last as long as I would've preferred, before I pulled out ejaculating a few streams of glaze across both cheeks as she rocked back and forth, watching intently.
"You liked that, right; I can do it again if I got it wrong?"
"Dara, you were fine, just fine." I reassured, going for my pants on the floor. I slid them on looking for and finding my shirt before noticing a familiar look on her face. She was still kneeling upright on the lazy boy gazing with a knuckle between her teeth.
"Uhm, you're leaving now?" She sounded worried.
"To have a cigarette or two; smoke?" I felt the need to explain myself as she got up walking pigeon toed in my direction with her arms wrapped around her chest like she was cold or something.
"So, are you gone; or coming back?"
"I'm just smoking a couple of cigarettes, Dara." I hesitated after picking up my coat just starting at the petite woman looking apprehensive in front of me. Her phone was still on the carpet where I'd thrown it during the night.
"Sorry." She offered contritely as I closed the door without answer.
The lobby was practically a ghost town cordoned off as a custodian shampooed the carpet. There was biting cold due to the doors being propped open for some reason, while the two employees at the front desk were wearing Eskimo coats. I took up residence in that side corridor from last night, managing two cigarettes before a security guard appeared to chase me off. I thought about the look on Dara's face, the innate loneliness of her situation before visiting the gift shop purchasing a t-shirt with some stupid meme written across the front, some overpriced bags of candy and another pack of smokes. I wondered what she was doing as the clerk packed my things in a holiday themed, paper bag. It felt weird and kind of stupid buying those things knowing she made three times my salary, but I wanted to see her smile.
"Hey, I'm back." I found her sitting on the edge of the bed closest to the door, just staring down at the carpet. Dara was still in her birthday suit, tears streaming down her face.
"Oh, you came back; really came back here." She sniffled wiping away some tears with a smile.
"Yeah, I smoked a little; but I uhm, got you some stuff." I replied awkwardly, opting not to talk about the situation.
"THANK YOU!" Dara was too happy, taking the bag like some excited kid, patting a spot in the bed beside her. She backed up onto the bed unwilling to open the bag until I joined her there both of us with our feet drawn up Indian style. The first thing she removed was the t-shirt, quickly putting on finding that it resembled a dress on her petite frame. She took the little chocolate kisses and holiday mints out next opening a few that solely found their way into my mouth before she kissed me herself.
Today, I think I'll be a Unicorn, seemed to be a fitting sentiment for Dara as far as I was concerned about the meme written on the front of her t-shirt. She was infinitely pleased with it, continually stealing kisses until we were making out, earnestly. We held hands just enjoying one another's company, settling under the sheets to watch a movie. Dara sat with her back against the head board and my head between her thighs as I reclined watching a millennial holiday themed film called GO. It was snarky fun in parts, pretentious in a few segments, mostly due to some miscast actors, but we enjoyed ourselves. Dara ended feeding me half a bag of candy before I rolled over on my stomach lapping at the treat between her legs. I liked her taste, really enjoyed it as she sighed breezily, caressing my head. We never finished that movie as I took her partially clothed, plunging wantonly into her tight confines. She really found her pace and rhythm, pumping her hips in time with my thrusts like we'd been sleeping together for a lifetime. Dara seemed to know the exact moment when to arch up, just as I was shooting rope after rope inside her pulsing snatch. Housekeeping knocked at the door interrupting me just as I was about to take her from behind again.
Dara sent them away after securing more towels and bathroom accessories. She didn't want them to rupture the little bubble we'd created together. She slipped out of the shirt, taking care to carefully fold the hastily purchased gift and place it on the luggage rack. I took her hard and fast with wild abandon as she straddled me facing the television so that I could look at her butt. This discarded woman and wife, ground her snatch against me, letting that plump derriere bounce on my cock until I got off spectacularly. We cuddled in bed watching the closing moments of the movie while she playfully fondled my softening member, dropping off into deep slumber.
"Hey, wake up." I slowly regained consciousness finding that she'd slipped out of bed taking it upon herself to clean the room, having put her gift t-shirt back on again.
"Dara?"
"Would you like to have some dinner with me, before you go?" She seemed nervous and apprehensive as I noticed it was after five in the evening.
"Only if we can go down to the restaurant in the lobby." Dara looked a little disappointed but nodded her acquiescence. I would've been perfectly happy staying in with her, but my conscious told me it was the right move.
Twenty minutes later I found myself in the sparsely populated restaurant on the lobby level occupying a booth with Dara, who'd got back into her light blue dress. She didn't say much after we were seated, just staring out at the light traffic visible from the adjacent window. Something told me she was thinking of that photo she received during the night. The menu sat unopened in front of her and that sad, hangdog expression returned with a vengeance.
"Dara?"
"Yes?"
"Can I come sit over there with you, please." I squeezed in beside her, using an arm to cradle her close to my body. I wanted to give her some shelter from whatever was tearing her apart and she welcomed my touch with a peck on the cheek. Our waitress, some blue haired teen, commented on what a nice couple we made as she finally opened her menu. We engaged in a veritable feast after having spent the whole of the day, enjoying one another.
"I'm awful." She commented as we sat there jointly watching the traffic together.
"Why do you say that?"
"Well, I'm pushy, authoritative and opinionated. I know that most of you at work can't stand me and instead of trying to gain your trust and respect; I doubled down on the bullshit. I suspended Steven for hurting my feelings; that was wrong. I was wrong, and I'm sorry about that." She admitted what we both knew.
"Water under the bridge, Dara."
"Is it? I knew you were upset about what I'd done, but I still tried to make you tell me yourself; what kind of asshole does something like that, huh?" The emotion was starting to well up in her voice.
"Forget about it." I somberly advised, knowing she was right in that disparaging self-assessment.
"I can't; especially when you've been wonderful to a person who didn't deserve it. I think-uhm, think that I'm getting karma paid back in spades, but I can't understand why you've been here with me even though I'm a bitch. I was already hurting before I found you with Steve, and I put that bag of candy on his empty desk on purpose." She confessed.
"You don't have to go there."
"Don't you have somewhere to be? This is Christmas Eve and there must be something better you can do than sit here with your boss. I really want to thank you for everything; I was sitting there in the lobby like that because it dawned on me how much nobody wanted me. I couldn't blame any of them, either." Dara was starting to tear up as I got a few napkins, dabbing at her face.
"Hey, a year ago on Christmas Eve, I nearly put my head in the oven, Dara." I admitted morbidly.
"Why?"
"Wife cheated; we got an inconsequential divorce so that she could marry some guy with more money than me. Didn't even care about alimony or her stuff, so I donated it to goodwill and became a drone, just going through the motions in life. But come Christmas Eve last year, I received a card with a photo of her and new hubby. They looked so fucking happy."
"My in-laws never wanted us together, and they sure didn't want me to have his baby." I didn't want to get into a pissing contest with Dara, so I resolved to silence her with a kiss.
"So, what were you going to do this year?"
"Nothing."
We got a whole pecan pie some plates and silverware opting to have desert in our room together. Once we were inside, both of us stripped nude cuddling together under the sheets happy to be in this little temporary bubble. When I thought of the approaching week after the holiday, a little bit of fear crept into my psyche. It felt good having Dara close to me, but I wondered what would happen when we returned to work. Despite my stoic demeanor, I knew I wouldn't be able to look at Dara the same way ever again. Something welled up inside, lingering at the corner of my eyes as she took notice using her thumb to wipe away the wetness there.
"Kiss me."
I took her in my arms kissing her as hard as I could, out tongues intertwining sharing everything. We were well acquainted as I took her, able to admit we were making love for the first time that weekend. I didn't know where one ended and the other began as we did it in succession until the stroke of midnight.
"Merry Christmas, Dara Vong." I whispered in her ear in the darkness. We continued making love all throughout the following day, happy for the gift of finding one another.
Dara Vong a.k.a Dara Ketthavong decided not to return to work, tendering her resignation at the top of the new year. Steven Pope, a workplace acquaintance of mine, ended up in her seat liked no less than she was by jealous peers who'd bet on the wrong horse. I tendered my resignation six months later after finding another better, paying job. My wife Dara is expecting our first child as we shop for a home.
My parents are thrilled with Dara and can't wait to greet their grandchild.
THE END.
**Author note: This is a direct sequel to Kristy McKenzie. **
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Saturday Morning, 2:30 AM
I was awakened from exhausted slumber by the distant buzzing of my phone across the room. Martha had wrecked me in the worst way as I laid there in my birthday suit staring up at the ceiling. The phone continued ringing from my pants pocket for what seemed forever before it started to annoy me. I began to worry that maybe there was some family-related accident or death. My body protested as I struggled to retrieve my phone finding over fifty missed calls from a blocked number. I wondered if it was related to Martha and her "Honey" some hours ago. I didn't want drama either as I walked over peering out of the motel window. The parking lot was empty, and a janitor was sweeping up. Loud mariachi music filled the lot from the open door of the clerk's office. I noticed a housekeeper's cart outside one of the rooms a few doors down.
While I was staring, my phone began ringing again only to stop right before I picked it up. Caught a quick shower after finding another blocked number figuring that it meant something potentially dangerous and hit up a Lyft. After more than a few cancellations from potential drivers, I finally got some brother named Phil to pick me up from the motel. I had no allusions about where I was asking these drivers to pick me up from as continuous sirens sounded in the distance. Phil turned out amiable enough to be a large, rotund brother in his early fifties. He'd started driving to shore up alimony payments to a baby's momma that did too little parenting and placate a court that could have cared less. We enjoyed easy conversation about sports and my tryst with Martha. Phil was in the midst of regaling me with a tale of some BBW he'd nailed with a humongous ass when my phone started ringing again.
"SPEAK!!" I quickly snarled into the receiver expecting the person on the other end of the line to hang up. Instead, all I could hear was crying and sniffling.
"I fucked up." It was a female voice I didn't immediately recognize.
"Who the fuck is this?" More sobbing erupted from my end of the phone as the person became agitated further. I could hear some thumping and movement as if the person were throwing a tantrum. I wanted no part of that shit.
"I'm hanging up."
"It's me, Holly." She suddenly blurted out stopping me as images of her idiot boyfriend Derbin popped into my head. This was starting to be a pattern I didn't like with my busty coworker. I thought about all the hours I'd spent listening to Holly complain about her common law husband. I'd just had a night of improbably, awesome sex with our boss, Martha and didn't want to sully the memory. The experience had me regretting the time I'd wasted on Holly.
"Look, it's late and I really don't have time for this shit."
"Please don't hang up in my face; I'm sorry about that bullshit earlier, I'm really sorry!!"
"It's late."
"Look, I just wanna talk to somebody; I need to talk to somebody, all right?!!"
"It's two-thirty in the morning Holly; don't nobody fucking talk at fucking two-thirty!!" I wanted her to hang up on me so I wouldn't have to hear the inevitable rigors of her blue-collar shenanigans with Derbin.
"Okay?"
"What?"
"You know what I'm talking about; don't even try to front like you don't want some of this pussy!" The southern sounding twang of her voice coupled with desperation had me momentarily conflicted as to my next course of action.
"Ahm, just saying, it's kind of late Holly; where's Derbin?"
"YOU DON'T GIVE A FUCK ABOUT DERBIN; besides, you keep talking shit about how late it is, but you're obviously up doing something. Did I call too late; is your bed fucking occupied?!!"
"Not anymore."
"Then what's the problem; didn't I say I was gonna fuck?" Phil could hear Holly's loud voice which made it sound as if she would burst from the phone into his car at any moment.
"She ugly or something?" He whispered clearly amused by the unfolding narrative. I just made a hand gesture signaling that Holly was middle of the road in looks as the driver chuckled.
"Nope, she's just trouble."
"TROUBLE WITH SOME BIG MOTHERFUCKING TITTIES!!" Holly's voice intruded from the speaker of my phone making it seem as if she were on speaker.
"Sorry." I flatly apologized.
"Is the other person- "HER?!!"
"No, it's a guy."
"UH, OOOOOOHHHHHHH; I didn't know the well had dried up so much that you're switch hitting brother." She sounded befuddled and off put spiking my last nerve.
"FUCK YOU, MAN!!" Phil laughed aloud.
"Hey...HEY-WHOEVER YOU ARE; YOU WANNA PARTY WITH A WILD BITCH?!!" Holly directed her considerable charm to the driver who looked in the rear-view mirror for permission. I nodded half because I'd already been wrecked by my soon-to-be former boss, Martha.
"I don't know little lady; I'm probably too old to take you on honey." He turned down his music as I put the phone on speaker.
"You don't like girls either; that's a real, fucking shame because guys lose their shit when I walk my puppies." Holly was more tongue savvy than I'd given her credit.
"How big are those puppies?"
"Big enough to eat your fucking head, baby." Phil chuckled and giggled looking like some anxious kid trying to come up with something else to say.
"I don't know if that sounds like something I want to get into; you're going to have to give me a little more to go on, eh?"
"My name's Holly; Holly fucking McMichael and I'm looking for some action. Let me spell this shit out for you hombre'; I-WANT-TO-FUCK!! I want to suck some cock and balls and ride until cum is squirting out of my ears. So, if you wanna get down with this; I'm a big white, country girl with some 44 H-Cup titties, all right?!!"
"What a sale's pitch." Phil laughed attempting to continue the flow of continuous flirting.
"Take me off speaker for a minute."
"What?" I complied knowing I was going to hear the real pitch.
"Please come and get me; I really need your help, brother. I just need to see you and set things straight because I really do like you if that means anything. Some shit went down with my man and uh, I could use a shoulder to cry on. You're so cool and got everything figured out, so I thought I could come to you. I'm begging you; just come get me, please." Holly's pitch was completely real; perhaps more than I expected as I nodded to Phil.
Saturday Morning, 2:47 AM
We arrived outside of this trailer park called Holmby Estates which was about fifteen miles outside the city; I was somewhat reticent telling Phil to hold up while I dialed up the last number she'd called from.
"Hey, we're here, come on out."
"Where you at?"
"Outside the main gate, in a blue Infinity."
"Can't you drive inside?" There was something in Holly's voice, something uneasy and alarming that gave me pause.
"No, I think you should come on out."
"Look, I need you to bring the car inside; right up the main street at the end is like this little, lot by the woods. Bring the car down here." Her words were suspicious setting off more than a few alarms.
"What the fuck is going on?"
"Look, just bring the car back here; and uhm, loan me a jacket."
"That's not answering my question, Holly." Phil looked in his rear-view mirror, alerted by the side of the conversation he could hear.
"I'm not wearing a jacket; Holly, what's up with this situation that I don't know about?"
"Well, what you got?"
"Huh?"
"What are you wearing?" Holly's probing question left me even more puzzled.
"Long sleeved Adidas shirt, why?"
"Bro, just come on back; just walk back here real quick and shit, alright?"
"Uhm, no." It was silent after that for a few minutes, before Phil and I realized she was sobbing. Holly sounded severely distressed as Phil put the car in drive intending to drive off.
"Hold on." My white knight surfaced from the depths of my subconscious.
"I don't know about this young blood; now might not be the time for that hero shit; I think this one need to stay back there in the dark." His advice was solid.
"Yeah, I know but...just give me five minutes."
"Three."
"Solid, be right back."
The moment I stepped out onto the pavement, my subconscious started screaming for me to get back into the car and bounce out with my driver Phil. But part of me didn't want to look like a scared teenager. It was easy getting inside the trailer park, but I found myself considering my actions as Holly's voice emerged from my phone.
"You still there; you left me didn't you motherfucker?"
"Relax, I'm inside Holly; where are you?"
"Oh, thank you so much, I don't know what I would've done if you left me behind. You've got a fuck buddy for life, pal. Put that shit on everything you love homeboy!!"
"Alright calm down, fuck, are you?"
"Just walk down the main road a little ways until you see a shitty looking kid's playground next to a small rocky parking lot. It's not that far or nothing; I'm really grateful for the help, man."
"Yeah, whatever."
I reached the area finding it sparsely lit by two overhead streetlights that were covered in so much rust that I doubted they'd been serviced since the moment they were installed. This served to create dueling pools of light on the cracked pavement of the parking lot. The hairs were standing up on the back of my neck as I scanned my immediate surroundings feeling like I'd stepped into a slasher flick.
"Hey, over here." Holly alerted me just above a whisper from a tree near the playground. There was no mistaking her silhouette, the outline of that big, mane of strawberry blonde hair that framed her innocuous face. I took a few steps towards the tree, but she waved me away.
"Hey what's up with the cloak and dagger shit?" I looked over my shoulder, anxious.
"Chill, just go over behind you to the faucet on the ground and turn it on for me, please. I'll explain everything, just help me out." She was starting to sound like a broken record, but I walked over anyway finding the knob slightly stripped, taking some effort to get a stream going.
"Hey, lose the shirt, I'm coming over so don't look." I could hear her foot falls as she crept out from behind the tree, glancing back anyway.
"WHAT-THE-FUH!!" Holly scrambled towards me with the bloodied, shredded remnants of her work top covering her massive, jiggling chest. I backed up as she raised her hands trying to calm me. We kind of did this little dance as I moved at an angle trying to avoid her grasp. I knew she was stronger than she appeared, the epitome of a big mamma and I didn't want a struggle.
"It's cool man, just listen."
"NO!"
"Look, it's fucked up, but its not what you think, alright?! Derbin cheated on me, okay? I walked in on the shit and we got a little bar fight going on, the three of us!!"
What I'm sure was crocodile tears, were running down her cherubic cheeks as I batted away at her hands. Ultimately, Holly backed off hands raised.
"Well, if you just gonna leave me here, can I still borrow the shirt?" I noticed a cut on her lip and a little swelling around her right eye. I knew that her better half likely looked like he'd been in a bout with Mike Tyson, given Holly's aforementioned wild side.
"You can't fit this shirt."
Holly lost the shirt revealing her staggering breasts encased in this lace underwire that failed miserably at containing her obvious charms. The brassiere itself was massive, but only covered the lower portion of her breasts barely hiding her areolas. The veritable mountain of flesh was forced together making everything rise upward just inches below her shoulder line. She checked the little stream of water emanating from the outside faucet.
"Ashley Graham." Holly replied as she used the clean portions of her shirt to wash her face and cleavage.
"What?"
"The bra, it's from her line; I like to spoil myself with the expensive stuff sometimes. I was gonna surprise Derbin with this, but he fucked up." She was squatting down splashing some of the water against her cleavage as I slid out of my shirt handing it to her. There were little splotches of blood that she wiped away before taking the long sleeved shirt, flinging it back seconds later.
"You're right, it won't fit." She replied sullen.
"Is Derbin, still among the living?"
"How could you ask me that? He's is the father of my kids, after all; I gotta be honest and say that he's probably gonna need one hell of a cleanup, though." She splashed more water into her cleavage drawing my attention magnetically despite what was coming out of her mouth.
"Ever think maybe you should've just walked away, Holly?"
"I know, I know."
"You've gotta think about your fucking kids and leave stupid motherfuckers alone. What kind of idiot fucks around in his own house, especially with a mean bitch like you as his old lady.? Shit Holly, why do you put up with that shit? I'm sure you could get a better guy with those monster fucking tits, anyway."
"Thanks dad."
Her sarcasm was ignored as I kicked myself inside for getting drawn up into her insanity despite misgivings. I had to admit the allure of finally stuffing her full after all of the cock tease shit at work, was driving my actions. The weirdness was not lost on me considering I'd been with our boss, Martha earlier that night.
"Come on Holly, I've only got a minute to get back to my ride if the guy hasn't drove off yet."
"You ain't gonna leave me?"
Did you kill or seriously maim anybody, honestly?" We stared at one another for a few seconds.
"Both of them were laid out, but alive. The house is fucked up though; shit, I gotta call my sitter and tell her not to drop the kids off in the morning." She pulled her phone from her back pocket looking at its face. The screen was spider webbed and cracked, distorting the display as I wished I could've seen that three way fight.
"Come on, let's get the fuck outta here, Holly." I noticed some flashing lights off in the distance towards the middle of the trailer park wandering if she were responsible, lying to myself about the answer as we trudged back to the park entrance. Holly tailgated behind me holding the hem of my shirt with her head down as I scanned the surrounding area and other trailers.
"You're the best friend I ever had; I ain't gonna forget this man." The emotion in her voice was palpable.
"Right; so, the other girl had tits bigger than yours?"
"Fuck no, some bucktooth, retarded looking black bitch; the neighbor, man. She been hanging around for a minute, but I never gave her any mind, because I thought I had Derbin on lock and shit. I even let that skank watch our kids!! Stupid looking fucktard with a sloppy looking ass!!" Holly snarled as we reached the edge of the park entrance. My driver was already half pulled out from the curve looking as if he were about to leave.
"Shit, I think he's gonna leave us."
"Fuck that noise!"
Holly shoved me aside waving in an exaggerated manner that made her immense boulders jiggle and ripple, almost spilling out of her bra. Comically the car stopped with a screech, backing up like somebody upstairs had pushed rewind. The passenger side window rolled down revealing Phil my driver, with an incredulous look on his face.
"Ma'am I don't want to be disrespectful, but-OH MY GAAAWD!!" Holly leaned into the window letting her huge breasts mash up against the door. The upper portions of her saucer sized areolas came into view with the nipples hidden by the bottom of the car window.
"So, why're you leaving us, then?"
"I truly apologize, can you ever forgive me?" I chuckled at the sound of Phil's nervous laughter.
"Well, if you open this door and don't drive off with my tits, baby." I was amazed at how Holly could turn on her own brand of southern tinged charm at a moments notice. Phil quickly opened the door as my thick coworker jumped inside the front seat draping an arm around the back of the driver's side seat.
"Hi baby, my name is Holly McMichael!" She offered her hand with a gregarious smile but dropped it into his crotch when he tried to shake.
"Oh, it's like that, huh?" Phil was smitten. Looking like he'd just won the lottery as I tried the back door.
"Before you two jump the broom; how's about opening the back door, please?"
"Sorry!"
The lock released allowing me to get inside as Phil peeled out leaving Holmby Estates and whatever crime she'd committed, in the dust. Holly didn't waste time turning the man's radio to a station with some loud rap music as Phil continued giggling like someone was tickling him. Holly laughed too, cupping and jiggling one of her boulders for his viewing pleasure as the car swerved into the other lane for a few seconds.
"Come on Holly, don't get us killed!" I complained.
"Sorry but he's just so cute; hey baby, like these fucking titties, huh?"
"You know it; damn girl, you always been like that?" He asked sheepishly between anxious giggles as Holly leaned back raising a penciled in eyebrow.
"You asking me if these puppies, are real?!!"
Holly used both of her hands pressing them against her breasts flattening them out for seconds before letting them bounce back into their original shape like twin mountains of jello. The car swerved a bit, alarming me again.
"HOLLY!!"
"Sorry again, but this distinguished older man thinks I got fake puppies. You fucked them; tell Phil how real they are." I didn't respond, instead staring at the road worried we'd crash before we got were we were going. Holly continued her act using her mind blowing endowments as a siren call while caressing the back of his head.
"I didn't mean they were fake; I just was kind of wondering how long they've been that-BIG!" Phil clarified.
"Aw shit, really Phil?" Holly face palmed as we both laughed. I recalled her slapping the taste out of some guy's mouth after being asked the same question outside of work a month after I started. In fact, most of the time Holly presented an entirely different face to the public as this sullen badass.
"Just being honest." He admitted.
"Well since you're so cute, I guess I can fill in a few blanks, honey. I was mostly just kind of dumpy and frumpy early on like my mom, but when I hit sixteen, I went from a small C-Cup to a Double D and shit. I mean I had some okay tits before, but it was like something got triggered, a flip switched somewhere. Suddenly I had these big ass titties and all the boys came a calling. My dumb ass mother didn't even really change out my bras for a minute, so it just made me look even bigger. Hurt like hell, though."
"Must have been hard." Phil added.
"Like your dick?" Holly deftly squeezed his crotch, making the driver squirm in his seat.
"You're on your shit, tonight." I commented with a sliver of snark.
"What's the matter, you don't wanna share." Holly glanced into the side mirror back at my face in the side mirror on her door while giving Phil's beard a playful little tug.
"I play with others just fine."
"Don't worry, there's more than enough of me to go around unless you're not into the Chinese finger cuffs thing?"
"What's that?" Phil asked still enraptured.
"Guys on both ends, girl in the middle, baby." The mirth continued as she continued working her magic in the front seat. I checked messages on my phone while they cuddled in the front wondering if I really wanted the impromptu threesome Holly was suggesting.
"So, who were you hooking up with tonight?" Holly asked looking in the rear view mirror at my face.
"I'm gonna have to take the fifth."
"Somebody I know?
"I-TAKE-THE-FIFTH!!" I reiterated.
"So, it is somebody I know, eh?"
She was smiling mischievously letting me know that I was probably going to be spilling at some point before we parted ways. The minute she found out about Martha; I'd never hear the end of it. Of course she didn't know about the ass kicking curves our mutual boss had been sequestering under baggy clothing. It seemed they shared some common ground in that regard with each representing the proverbial opposite end of the sexual spectrum with their uncommon attributes.



"I think you've got your hands full, Holly."
"How did you know?" I leaned forward realizing Phil's cock was being stroked in her palm. I chuckled falling into the backseat laughing into my hands. No wonder he had been quiet while we spoke.
*************************************************************************************
Saturday Morning, 3:55 AM
We ended up at a motel that was ironically six blocks away from the building where we worked. There was no way I was taking Holly McMichael to the residential hotel I was currently residing in, especially since I still had my doubts about the status of Big D a.k.a Derbin, a serious shit head. My Uncle Jimmy had always advised against taking a hookup to your place going one further telling me that you should treat your home like the fucking Batcave. I have to admit that I'd never been in a threesome where another guy was involved part of me wondering if I could ace him out of the situation. I'd done all the heavy lifting up to this point, but Phil was just at the right place at an opportune moment. He sprung for the room making that line of thought fade partially as we walked back over to the car where Holly was waiting.
"Man, this shit is fucking crazy." Phil admitted.
"Tell me about it; if it wasn't Holly, I'd leave her with you."
"Been waiting a while for that one, huh?"
"Let's just say that your presence takes a few things off the table." I was still leery of a threesome involving another dude, but she was one of those bucket list things I wanted to check off before I left this mortal coil. Phil turned to me with a stern look on his face.
"Look brotherman, no homo." He offered obviously in the same frame of mind.
"And uh, no crossing the streams." We dapped in mutual agreement after establishing the rules of engagement.
Holly McMichael leaned against the car waiting with a smoldering cigarette in her mouth. The expression on her face spoke to her true thoughts, doubtless concerning her better half and likely his mistress. She didn't seem to have any modesty after we'd escaped the trailer park, standing there in her expensive bra and some too tight jeans that molded legs that could've used a little more volume. She had a muffin top, but that was just nature's way of helping her cope with the enormous gifts adorning her torso. Holly held her hands up wanting and catching the keys pitched by Phil in an underhanded toss. Both of our eyes wet to the compact, chunkiness of her butt as Holly unlocked the room door before noticing the trajectory of our glance with a downward gaze.
"What?"
"I was just thinking that it's always the same with girl with huge tits; no ass at all."
"Excuse me?" She stopped in the door turning profile with the tips of her massive breasts hidden behind the door frame.
"No, it's not that you have no ass, but you usually don't find girls like you with-well, a big butt." Phil added as I shrugged. Holly turned facing us indignant, hands on her hips.
"You two motherfuckers got jokes for real. I'm gonna have to school both of you little boys." Both of us shrugged as Holly reached out grabbing both of our shirts yanking us into the motel room. I slammed the door shut behind us.
This big bodied, mamma with the wild unkempt mane of strawberry blonde hair and the enormous breasts was no slouch. As soon as I cleared the door, Holly's tongue was already invading my mouth while both of her hands went to our crotches, grasping and fondling. She shifted over kissing Phil with as much passion, really getting into it as I got behind her grabbing a handful of her hair finding another stupid tattoo at the base of her skull bearing her man's name in shaky script letting. I ran the flat of my tongue over it wishing that motherfucker could see us now. Holly pushed her butt into my crotch with a bumping motion as she momentarily slid her hands under Phil's shirt raking her nails across his middle aged belly before unbuckling his belt. His hands were full with her boulders squeezing to his heart's content. I grabbed her hips grinding against her butt, before going at the clasp on her bra, unhooking it.
The large expensive brassiere came away in Phil's hands allowing Holly's breasts to bounce free with this sort of rubbery motion. They actually looked bigger unfettered, like huge watermelon sized balloons as she directed his hands to the clasp on her skintight jeans. My hands cupped her breasts from behind, squeezing big handfuls as she leaned into my body covering my hands with her own. Once the single button hidden under her muffing top was undone, the two halves of her weathered jeans parted on their own accord.
"I can't believe this shit is even happening." Phil admitted, not believing his eyes.
"BELIEVE THIS!!" Holly dug her fingers into his hair pulling his face into her cavernous cleavage, smothering him in her bountiful womanhood.
She cupped the outsides of her breasts clapping them on his head repeatedly, drawing him up into another soulful kiss. I tugged at the waistband of her jeans finding it necessary to simply peel them down in a rolling motion until her ass appeared.
"What the fuck's wrong with Derbin?" I mused, finding peach colored G-String under the denim. There was a cute little bow tied in the back right above the shallow crack of her butt.
"What, you wanna fuck him or something,?" Holly sneered at the mention of his name.
"Shut up."
"Shut me up with some fucking dick."
Our chemistry was undeniable on friendly terms and something else entirely. Phil's shirt was already stripped away and flying to the carpet as I used my thumbs to uncover more of her butt. I stand by my earlier assessment that it looked like a big butt that had been somehow reduced to a third of its size and reattached to her back. I got my cock out rubbing in her shallow cleft as Holly cupped a breast bringing it up to Phil's lips. Both of their tongues swirled on the large erect nipple before she directed his attention solely to the other. I swept her hair aside nibbling on her ear, sucking on the earlobe. Holly captured my right wrist bringing my hand up to her breast wanting to be touched everywhere.
Phil came in kissing her full on the mouth as the big, country girl dipped at the knee. His hand was digging into her crotch, no doubt working her clit. I decided I'd like the little G-String enough that I pushed my cock under the elastic strip at the back sawing my length along her butt. Holly shivered and twisted a bit from our combined effort reaching up grabbing both of us by the wrists. We followed her to the edge of the bed, followed the swing motion ending up side by side before her. Holly was flushed, gasping with a joyous smile on her face. I'll be honest and admit that we were dually intimidated by the massive breasts before our faces.
"Yeah, so you two clowns wanna talk about some ass on my front porch, huh?!!" It almost felt like we were her kids getting scolded, sitting there under the shadow of her gigantic tits.
Before we could say anything, Holly's hands shot out cupping both of our heads on either side yanking our faces into her breasts. Each breast was enough to cover our faces dead on, feeling something akin to semi-solid muscle in their natural buoyancy. Both of us had the same idea taking a nipple simultaneously into our mouths, nipping and sucking hard. Holly's hands lovingly rubbed our heads as she enjoyed the dual attention. We made a saliva coated mess out of her breasts, Phil sucking with this pulling motion while I took my available nipple between the teeth.
Her breasts were definitely sensitive which accounted for the death grip Holly applied to the back of our heads, nearly smothering us with her bosom. The stimulation became too much as she shoved us back roughly, covering her saucer sized areolas with both hands, gasping. Phil and I exchanged glances before each pinching a bit of the G-String drawing it down her hips until her shaved muff came into view. Holly did us one better reaching back, undoing the bow, yanking the silky material away from her crotch. She tossed it over our heads near the headboard behind us.
"Alright, lets get serious." Holly was directing traffic like a seasoned pro as I wondered if she'd been in other threesomes. When we'd fooled around before at work, I thought I'd been lucky just getting a tit fuck.
Holly planted her butt between us taking up enough space with her wide frame that we stood up in front of her side by side, just ogling her gargantuan breasts in a state of awe. At this point it was just the natural reaction you'd have seeing something like that. We dropped our pants, losing them and the shoes as well, but I decided to retain my shirt. Both of our throbbing cocks were pointed right at Holly's face. I hate to admit this, but Phil definitely had me in that department as she reached out grabbing both of our cocks in her chubby palms. She began a slow, twisting motion stroking while her blue eyes shifted between us.
"Mmmm, looks like it's my luck day; you two got some fucking rods, here." She ran her tongue across her thin lips, before biting into her lower lip.
"What're are you gonna do with them?" Phil asked, arching his back a little as she stroked him with purpose. Holly glanced between our faces playfully smiling as she leaned in swirling her tongue on the head of my cock.
"I'm gonna suck all the chocolate off these big ass dicks, fuck the shit out of both you-and then, we're gonna revisit that shit you said about my fucking ass, boys."
"Ain't no boys, here." I groaned as she slid her fist along my shaft.
"Prove it." Holly challenged going in for my cock, before faking me out at the last moment, inhaling half of Phil's endowment. This woman had some skills, working half of his shaft while jacking the rest roughly with her fist in perfect tandem.
Hunched over like she was, resulted in her enormous breasts literally resting on the top of her thighs. I covered her fist with my own, fucking her palm until she relented, taking me into her mouth. I gave no quarter taking her face with wild abandon in a loud, wet and sloppy display. Holly reared back coughing a bit as her eyes slid in Phil's direction. This time she managed a little more than half of his junk in torrid, dripping fashion.
"Suck that shit, baby; fuck that shit with that mouth." Holly's wild mane of frizzy, blonde hair hid her efforts, but whatever she was doing got some results from the strained look on his face. She reared back stroking both of us letting a stream of saliva drool down her chin into her cavernous cleavage, gasping laboriously.
"Do your fucking job, baby." I grabbed a handful of her hair, tapping and running my cock on her lips until I found entrance, visibly poking the inside of her chin.
"Hey man, I gotta taste the pussy." Phil admitted as I released her, still stroking my shaft. Holly reclined on the bed, still sniffling and coughing a little bit as He buried his face in her snatch. In seconds she was squirming around on the bed whining loudly, almost scooting away from him. Phil gathered her thighs up in his arms, hooking her legs over his shoulders as he went to town on her cunt.
"OOOHHHH, EEEEAT THAT PUSSS-SEEEE!!" Holly lost it gasping and humping up into his face as I crawled into the bed taking her mouth again. I mounted her face from the side in a modified pushup position seriously fucking away at it while she pushed her breasts together with her fists. The kinetic motion caused this sort of vertical jiggle to her mashed together cleavage, much like the waves of the ocean.
"THAAASSS RIGHT, YEAH DAAAAADEEE!! EAAAAT THAT SHIT!!" Phil's head appeared to be trembling and vibrating as he took Holly's words to heart. Her nipples were completely extended, the tops of her breasts flushed crimson.
"CUMMING!! CUMMING!! CUMMING!! CUMMING!! CUMMING!!" Holly screamed, humping wildly up into his face as he doubled down gripping her wriggling thighs tightly. My cock slapped her face and cheeks as she started gasping loudly, bucking up off the bed into Phil's face.
"YOU GON TAKE SOME DICK NOW, BITCH!!" Phil suddenly snarled, shoving his cock into her so hard that I heard the impact of their mounds smashing together. He started hitting that shit balls deep at top speed, fucking the dog shit out of Holly on a dime. She was getting straight raw dogged on the edge of the bed.
Holly's face scrunched up into a mask of erotic agony almost looking like she was giving birth as Phil made good on this once in a lifetime opportunity. Her mouth hung open so wide that I could see some fillings in her teeth. This woman was getting seriously screwed so hard, I could hear Phil's balls slapping up against the bottom of her ass.
"AAAAWWWWW SHIT MAN, YOU FUCKING MY STOMACH WITH THAT SHIT!!"
Holly screamed, bucking up into his pelvis, thrust for thrust. I was dumbfounded kneeling there with my cock right across her forehead as Phil went to town.
"GIMME!!" Holly managed to put my cock in her mouth, pacifying herself as Phil inched up onto the bed locking his arms around her thighs, still fucking deep into her snatch like it was going out of style.
Holly's twisting hand motion and labored, vacuum like sucking had me humping her face in kind while Phil was visibly huffing it.
"AAAAWWWWW FAAAAWWWKKK, MAAAANNN!!" Holly went into hysterics, screaming at the top of her lungs orgasming thunderously. She started sobbing loudly as tears streamed down her cheeks, working her hips up into the base of Phil's cock as she jerked wildly on my abused cock.
"TAKE SOME FUCKING CUM, TRICK!!" Phil suddenly reared back tossing her legs to the side roughly as he scrambled to her side jerking his huge cock, alarming me.
"DON'T CROSS THE STREAMS!!" I stumbled back off the bed, tumbling to the carpet as he shot rope after rope across Holly's massive mams. This guy was screaming just as loud, sounding like someone had stuck a hot poker inside his ass or something. I sat there watching as he came down from his sexual high, chuckling along with Holly.
"Shit, I'm sorry about that."
"Whu-What was that "Cross the Stream" shit you were yelling about?" Holly was breathing hard with a hand pressed against her huge chest, still chuckling.
"Cum dodging, it's about cum dodging Holly." Both of them were laughing post coitally making me feel stupid for admitting it openly.
"Don't be mad baby, let me get washed up so we can try the Chinese finger cuff thing, boys."
They were still laughing as Phil helped Holly up carefully pulling her into his arms. I noticed a smitten look on both of their faces, but knew I wasn't going anywhere until I screwed her silly, myself. It was selfish considering I'd already been with our mutual boss, Martha the night before. Holly limped into the bathroom as both of us watching the cute little sway of her small butt.
"No ass at all." The door slammed in our faces.
"Agreed."
"Sorry to go rouge on you there, buddy; I got caught up when she started cumming. That's the best time to stick it to a bitch."
"Right." I agreed as Holly showered in the bathroom.
"You know her from work?"
"Yeah, I fucked her tits a couple of weeks ago in the mailroom. That's where we work together, Phil and as you can guess; Holly makes the time wiz right on by with those boulders." We both chuckled watching steam waft under the door.
"Hey, didn't you say that you was banging your boss, earlier?"
"Yeah, should've seen that fucking ass."
"I wish I had."
"Honestly, her head's a two bagger, though."
"Two bagger, what's that?"
"A bag for her head, and one for yours."
"OH, YEAH...right, I get it."
We both stared around the room as the shower stopped, unwilling to look in one another's direction due to mutual male nudity and the awkwardness of this spontaneous threesome. Holly open the door releasing a torrent of steam into the bedroom standing there with her arms spread holding the adjacent door frames. We took in her figure finding little things we hadn't initially noticed before in her shape. There was a full figured symmetry to her body in the way she carried the weight from the wideness of her shoulders and torso genetically configured to hold those massive breasts to the way her body displayed a bit of femininity just below her little muffin top with some nice legs with the slightest bit of cellulite on her thighs. Holly McMichael was built for power.
"Okay, its your turn with the pussy if you can get it up?"
"What's that supposed to mean?" I raised an indignant eyebrow as Holly cupped the underside of both our chins. She gave Phil an affectionate kiss, before crawling between us into bed, remaining on all fours with her butt level with our heads.
"You fucked Martha." She said with a wry smile on her face.
"Shit."
"Hey man, I ain't judging if you want a little job security." She was almost laughing in my face as Phil glanced at me wanting an answer. I realized Holly had been listening to our conversation.
"What, she fucked up or something?" Phil asked.
"Well, they say she look like Morgan Freeman's twin sister over at the job." Holly answered almost guffawing as Phil started laughing hard. I rolled my shoulders taking in the ridicule before sinking my teeth into Holly's left ass cheek with a hard nip.
"Ouch, do it again baby." Holly encouraged, arching her back mashing her huge breasts into the mattress. Phil was still laughing at the analogy about Martha, but I knew they wouldn't be saying that shit if they knew the body she was hiding.
I nipped her again earning an encouraging moan before sinking two fingers inside her snatch making the big, country mamma groan. Phil turned in the opposite direction crawling in bed feeding Holly his cock. I added another finger working her inner grooves until I nudged a certain bumpy ridge that set her off again. Holly squealed with delight as I used the tip of my longest finger tickling her secret spot until she was fit to be tied. Phil was already taking advantage of the situation pumping his hips into her face. I had no intention of running up in her raw like he had, taking the time to slide a condom onto my penis. Both of his large hands captured handfuls of her lush, frizzy blonde hair as I completed the circuit sinking balls deep into her snatch. Holly's moderately sized butt complimented my endowment as it speared her in measured strokes. I was still a bit off my game from the absolute romp with Martha earlier.
"Morgan Freeman's twin sister?" Phil asked inquisitively while taking Holly's mouth. It felt like he thought I was lying about something.
"I said she was a two bagger, man." Her small, compact butt was effortlessly sliding along my cock leaving a milky sheen on the condom. I was glad I'd tooled up.
"But, Morgan Freeman's twin sister?"
"Dude, we fucking this bitch right here, or what?" I felt needlessly embarrassed as Holly laughed with her mouth full.
"LAUGH-THIS-OFF!!" I rewarded her with three hard strokes as she continued laughing with Phil's cock in her mouth. That muted, gurgling giggle turned to moans quickly as I started giving Holly the business end of my junk with extreme prejudice.
I liked the way her butt looked sliding along my cock, but there was no way it was a match for Martha's monster. I still regretted finding out about her secret on the eve of her resignation. Holly had irritated me so much that I decided to let her find out about things when we got back to work on Monday, if she weren't in jail by then.
"Hey man, let's turn her over on her back." She went with the flow rolling onto her back as her boobs, jiggled and bounced. She was still smiling about my hookup with Martha, acting like I'd fucked a bag lady or something.
"You know, two baggers are the thing right now; ain't that right, Holly?"



"Fuck you talking about?" She replied while doing the harmonica number with Phil's cock between her lips.
"Wasn't Derbin hitting a two bagger too, or was that all bullshit?"
"Fuck you."
"Okay, bitch." I was tired of stroking her at a steady pace deciding to ramp things up considerably even though it would seem like I was imitating Phil.
She responded physically as I snagged her ankles spreading her legs wide. My cock looked enormous, spearing her opening in this position as she gasped, crying out while an even larger cock plunged her mouth. Phil was using two hands to knead her right breast as he fucked her face. Holly started rocking in this uncoordinated manner going into the throws of another orgasm as he shifted into an odd squatting position right over her head. It looked weird for a few seconds before I realized what he was doing. Phil cupped those huge mammaries pushing them around his cock for an upside down tit fuck, looking up at me with this shit eating grin.
"Man, I didn't know what the fuck you were about to do; that shit looks crazy!" I admitted.
"She's licking my fucking nuts."
"Serious?"
"Yeah, she's fucking doing it." Holly McMichael was on some other over there shit, truly a catch as catch can type lover. She rolled through whatever was tossed her way like a true professional. Her fists were pushing into the outside of her breasts making things even tighter for Phil.
"OOOOOHHHHH, AWWWWWW SHE'S SUCKING MY FUUKIN BALLS MAAAANNN!!" His face scrunched up like he was in pain, humping hard into her immense tits as I backed off.
"FAAAWK IT, SHIT MAAAANN!! THIS BITCH ON SOME SHIT, RIGHT HEEEEERE!!" Several ropes of jizz exploded from the bottom of her cleavage in first and starts. His milky, oily glaze oozed from the wedged together underside of her tits down her belly, pooling on her mound. I stood back watching as he looked up at me shrugging.
"No crossing the streams."
Phil chuckled as I motioned for him to turn her over. Holly was gasping loudly as he scooted back seeming to help her up before roughly turning her over. Her cabbage patch doll like visage was beet red at this point, realizing what we were up to.
"Damn, you mothers-HEY WAIT, TIMES OUT!!"
"TAKE SOME FUCKING DICK WITH YOU BIG MOUTH!!"
I caught her from behind, yanking her narrow hips off the bed into my waiting cock while Phil watched. Her knees were hovering just over the carpet as I bulldogged her snatch into oblivion. This time my balls beat her puffy lips, making them as crimson hued as her plain face. Every time by balls would slap the bottom of her shallow butt, Holly would make this gasping grunt sound akin to someone being shanked. I bounced on the balls of my feet giving it to Holly McMichael with laser sharp efficiency. Her back began to sprout goosebumps and redden making the tan lines from her bra stand out all the more.
"AWWWWW, AWWWWNNN SHIT MAAAAN, KEEP FUCKING DAAAAT PUUSSSS-SEEEE!!" Holly whimpered and sobbed like she was getting a good old southern ass whipping as I put my knees on the edge of the bed, kneeling over her balls deep. Phil watched intently giving me the thumbs up as I managed to plow the hell out of the big, blonde mamma as the lilting cacophony rose until it was deafening. I straightened my back using her meaty shoulder to sit upright still her honeypot.
"DON'T-DON'T-DON'T STOP!! DON'T STOP FUH!! FUH!! DON'T STOP FUCKING MEEEEE!! KEEP DOING THAT FAAAAAWKING SHIT BLACK BOY!! AAWWWNNNN!! KEEP FAAWKING DAAAT PUUUUSSS-EEE!!" Holly's head was turned to the side as I noticed slobber and drool running down her chin onto the mattress. It looked like she was OD'ing on drugs or some shit.
"CUMMING!! CUMMING!! CUMMING!! CUMMING!! CUMMING!!" Holly screamed in a sustained falsetto pitch that sent me careening over the edge alongside her.
I popped out of her abused cunt leaving a visible gape as rope after rope of my watery jizz sprayed her shivering cheeks. I staggered back, sitting in a chair in front of the hotel window, resting my arm on the adjacent table. Holly's face was buried in the sheets as she sobbed, and half giggled. We both realized in short order that Phil was applauding.
"Cut it out bruh." I wiped the sweat from my brow letting my head roll back until I was staring at the ceiling.
"Damn youngblood, you fucking OP on that ass." He complimented.
"Stop."
"Super Saiyan, just saying" Phil continued as I waved him off. Holly slid off the edge of the bed, her face hidden by her frizzy, blonde mane.
"Please."
"TKO, and that wasn't no technical knockout either." We both started laughing as Holly gathered herself enough to raise two middle fingers directed at both of us without looking up. It seemed like she was embarrassed. She slowly looked up with a smile similar to a ventriloquist's dummy that made both of us laugh even harder at her.
"Fuck both of yall."
We laughed even more as she wobbled to her feet, whipping her hair over her head, revealing her face. Tears were streaming down her face as she laughed taking a tentative step in my direction with her fist raised before thinking better of it as she glanced down at my cock.
"How? Man, how are you still hard?" She giggled, eliciting more laughter as I gestured towards Phil sitting in the bed with his back against the headboard. Holly facepalmed at his matching erection.
"Somebody's hiding blue pills up in this motherfucker." She gasped, exasperated as we laughed.
"You hiding them fucking blue pills in your titties!" Phil added as she playfully slapped his foot, giggling before staring over at my cock.
"You tapping out Holly, because if you ain't; I gotta a lot more for you, bitch." She turned back towards Phil looking at him stroking his cock as well.
"A whole lot more." He added with a deadly serious tinge to his delivery as she looked between us trying to pick her poison.
Holly bit her bottom lip, obviously out of quips, running her hands through her shoulder length hair before hobbling over to me cupping a breast as Phil shrugged feeling he's lost the choice. Holly planted her butt in my lap doing this sort of awkward lap dance while grinning over at Phil. I helped her out by pushing my cock into the shallow crack of her butt. Her nails dug into my thighs as she sawed along my length gifting my with an impromptu pussy job until veins started sprouting on my shaft. I was sandwiched between her lower lips feeling her wetness on the underside of my shaft as the head poked my belly button. My nails dug into the soft flesh of her thighs helping her slide on my cock while Phil watched. The head of my cock poked her tunnel a few times sending waves of pleasure through my endowment.
"Oops, sorry about that."
Holly popped up out of my lap, walking over and crawling onto the bed with Phil. She started blowing him obviously trolling me by letting her butt rise up into the air. Her peach was in plain view calling out to me, slowly moving side to side. She wanted me to come over and get some more, but I sat there waiting as she pulled Phil down on his back. Holly did her best to throat him, only able to get a third instead. She glanced over her shoulder at me.
"Ain't you lonely over there, hon?"
I didn't reply, prompting her to move to the side so that I could see her sucking the shit out of Phil's cock. It really looked like she was trying to drain the chocolate out of it as her lips pursed inward. Her hands cupped the underside of his balls, squeezing and pumping as she kept looking back trying to entice me to come over. I leaned forward thumping my cock with my pointer finger making it bounce as she drooled all over the head of Phil's endowment. Her fist became a blur on the loose skin of his endowment as she licked her lips, still visually working me.
"Damn, that shit feels good!!" Phil groaned.
"You like this shit; like getting the shit jacked outta your fucking horse cock, baby?" She rewarded him working hard and meticulously on his uncircumcised cock.
"OOOHHHHH YEAAAHHH!!" It sounded like he was on the verge of exploding as Holly added one of her breasts to the fray. Saliva and precum were flying everywhere as she beat his cock on her breast, suddenly releasing it cold.
"Hold that thought." She rolled onto the floor crawling over between my thighs as her enormous breasts dragged on the carpet. I spread my legs using a finger to push my throbbing erection right into her mouth. Holly let me fuck her face in a sloppy display as continuous drool ran down her chin onto the floor between my feet. She lurched forward kneeling up right pushing my cock between her mountainous tits as Phil propped himself up on his elbows watching our progress.
"That's truly fucked up." He commented, his penis still pointing at the ceiling.
"She teased me first." I shot back.
Holly's monsters were partially resting on the top of my thighs completely hiding my cock in her sweaty, slippery cleavage. Even staring at them up close, you just had to appreciate the sheer weight of her tits. I barely had to move at all as she took things into over drive for a few seconds, before withdrawing as Phil scooted to the edge of the bed watching intently.
"Oh, did I forget something, over there?" She was definitely trolling both of us. I smacked her butt actually making it jiggle a little as she walked away. Holly knew how to use her weight mounting Phil making his endowment disappear. I slid another condom on, taking in the action. Phil's legs were hanging over the edge of the bed, feet planted flat as Holly bounced wildly, mashing down on the base of his cock.
"STUFFIN THAT SHIT, FUH!! FUH!! FAAAWKKK!!" Holly rolled off his cock taking it between her lips for a few seconds before staggering over deliriously mounting me on the chair.
This girl was on her shit, hooking her arms around my neck rocking and sawing her hips grinding me into hamburger. This was distinctly disorienting as her imposing bust mashed and slapped me stupid. Holly locked me in a veritable bear hug smothering me with her breasts. My head sunk into her cleavage, my ears muffled as her pelvis rocked and slammed the fuck out of me.
"SHE'S WILDING OUT ON YOUR ASS-YOUNGBLOOD!! SHE TAKING ALL THAT FUCKING DICK LIKE A THIEF IN THE NIGHT!!" Phil was excited by what he saw, laughing as I struggled to keep up with Holly.
"WUH WUH WUH, WAAIT!!" Holly gasped thankfully dismounting me giving me a sweat soaked kiss on the forehead before getting down on all fours shaking the wetness out of her hair like some wild dog.
She was breathing so hard that we were worried paramedics would have to get involved. Both of us leaned forward observing her breathing from her mouth, our eyes scanning various parts of her anatomy. Holly dipped a few fingers into her snatch seemingly rubbing it as her heavy panting filled the air. I was worried we'd damaged her in some way as Phil leaned over rubbing her back.
"Hey mama, it's okay to tap out if you had enough." He was trying to be sympathetic, getting a middle finger as her defiant answer.
"Oh okay baby; I got you-I GOT THAT ASS!!" Phil mounted Holly, giving her a pounding to live for. Her compact little butt was destroyed along with her box with ripples everywhere before he relented again.
"Ah man, I should've fucked you back there in that mail room." Holly gasped as Phil wrapped her hair around his fist. She reared up on her knees as he wrapped his arm round her abdomen still stuffed full.
"Lucky you didn't."
"HUH?" Phil planted some kisses on the back of her neck, ironically in the same spot that I'd kissed earlier right on Derbin's name.
"AWWWWNNN SHIT MAAAAN, KEEP FUCKING DAAAAT PUUSSSS-SEEEE!!" Phil didn't have any fucks to give, judiciously railing Holly making her breasts bounce wildly on her chest. He did a few repetitions in fits and starts, stopping to give her second long rest periods. He also stole handfuls of her luscious breasts pinching her perpetually erect nipples.
"Hey Phil, you know Holly here, is a three point chick, right?"
"What's that?" He asked wiping sweat from his brow with his forearm, raising an eyebrow.
"You don't know what that is, man?"
"No."
"Let me show you then."
I walked over checking the condom on my endowment as he relinquished his position behind her. Instead of kneeling behind the large, buxom wild child; I reached down pulling her up until she straightened her legs managing to keep her palms flat on the carpet.
"FAAAAAWKING SHIT BLACK BOY!! AAWWWNNNN!! KEEP FAAWKING DAAAT PUUUUSSS-EEE!!" Holly took some more backs hots until she was just sobbing all over the place. After a few minutes of this her hand raised off the carpet giving her the three point stance of a football player as Phil laughed getting the joke. I captured Holly's other arm, standing her up as she smiled weakly.
"Hey, you know we can-like fuck anytime you want, right?" She stammered.
"We can?"
"Yeah man. You're solid in my book; a real stand up guy." Phil looked at me as Holly gave me a deep hug and kiss on thee cheek. I shrugged as Phil rubbed his chin staring at us both.
"What about me Holly; I'm on that fuck list, too?" He asked.
"What? Oh yeah man, you got it, brother!!" We were given the impression she was done as she waved a hand in Phil's direction. I was squeezing her breasts, feeling whimsical as he leaned forward kissing her belly.
"So, you tapping out, right?" I knew her ego, well.
"I'm just saying that I'd like to be able to fucking walk after this shit. You guys fuck like you just got out of the pen or something. You're gonna break my pussy with those pipes in your pants. Man, I need to go to fucking rehab after this shit."
She was just talking stream of conscious with an arm around my shoulders for support standing up. Phil kissed her hand, rubbing one of her thighs.
"Holly, I didn't cum yet." I said out of nowhere.
"You-GREEDY MOTHERFUCKER, really?" Her blue eyes widened as she looked down at my tumescence.
"I'd like to have one more, too?" Phil added sheepishly as she turned in his direction, mouth dropped.
"Okay fellas, I guess I gotta walk my puppies one last time."
Holly flexed her shoulders, cracking her bones audibly before sitting on the edge of the bed as Phil scooted over. She patted a spot for me to sit as well. We sat on the edge of the bed looking at the sunlight filtering in through the window as she sighed looking between our duel endowments. Phil gave her a peck on the cheek which turned into a mini make out session before she drifted over to me for more of the same.
"You know Holly; I had no idea you were such a beast in the sheets." Both of her fists were softly stroking our cocks.
"Yeah, well a lot of that was just pent up frustration and revenge sex. I'm glad I hooked up with you guys and that shit was definitely worth the wait. Big Daddy here, was an added bonus." There was a tinge of emotion in her voice that only I knew the origin of, noticing something in her eyes as the sparse eye shadow ran down her cheeks.
"Why thanks, Holly." Phil replied, rubbing her thigh.
"Hey boys, straddled the bed right here on either side of me. Stay on the edge, I wanna see if this shit works." Both of us stared at one another before kneeling in an upright position on either side of this big, country blonde.
"What're you gonna do?"
Holly grabbed both of our cocks rubbing and beating them on her breasts, tickling our crowns with her nipples before stuffing each under the corresponding breast. It was amazing watching out cocks disappear from sight as she took it one step further folding her meaty arms across her chest. I couldn't believe the tightness she was able to achieve fucking away at her side boob cleavage while Phil did the same. This woman was skilled, and I felt like laughing in Derbin's face if I ever saw him again. The sensation felt like a legitimate tit fuck, and I mean really good sized tits, too. Both of us fondled her, planting our palms flat against our assigned boob, maximizing the pleasure. Holly added to the visual aesthetic licking and running her tongue over her lips moaning all the while.
"Cum for me baby, blast some cum all over my fucking titties! Fuck these side boobs that's bigger than any bitches you ever had, fuckers!! Make some more cum for these big ass motherfucking titties!! Bust a nut all over me, mark me with your cream!! I WANT IT!! GIMME SOME CUM, PLEASE GIMME WHAT I WANT, GIMME WHAT I FUCKING NEED!! CREAM MY BOOBS!!"
Her dirty talk did the trick as Phil groaned loudly as spurts of jizz erupted into her cleavage from his side, pooling in a little puddle in her crotch. He still kept working his cock into her side boob cleavage as I went over the edge, too.
"AAAAWWWW SHIT HOL-LEEEEEE, AAAHHHHH SHIT!!" Three ropes shot out in almost identical fashion adding to the mess in her crotch, but I pulled my cock out aiming a few bursts at her face for good measure.
Holly 's fist became a blur on my endowment milking me dry. The first rope went right across her nose while the rest hit her cheeks and left some of that frizzy, strawberry blonde mane, soaked. Holly didn't miss a beat sucking me clean before giving Phil the same treatment. All three of us collapsed on our backs staring at the ceiling together.
"Oh man, let's get married, all three of us." She mused barely able to move. We started chuckling before passing dead out.
*************************************************************************************
Holly McMichael ended up spending a night in jail after all, not because of Derbin who was in need of some emergency dental work, but because his jump off filed charges. I was inert matter for the rest of the weekend, thankful that Phil had enough energy to drive me home. He drove off with Holly to greener pastures as I thought I'd seen the last of my coworker and partner in crime. It was one hell of a weekend that took a physical toll on me as I hobbled in to work on the following Monday. There were a large number of bouquets in the mail room I shared with Holly. I read the card finding that Derbin was trying to weasel his way back into her life. He'd bailed her out of jail and watched as she took his kids putting them inside Phil's infinity before driving off.
"That loser will never get it through his fucking head, that we're done." Holly hobbled into the office with some takeout placing the bag in front of me, ripping it open revealing some onion rings drenched in barbecue sauce.
"How're the kids with uhm, the new stepdad?"
"Phillip is the perfect stepfather and the kids love him. He's already teaching Derbin Jr. football and some other sports shit." Holly was sporting some thick braids today that made me chuckle feeling she'd gone native. She seemed a little loser and happier, even letting some of her famous cleavage show, which she wouldn't have done before.
"You know that's fucked up, right?"
"Yeah it's shitty, low hanging fruit to do crap like that to Derbin, but I figure it's better than just beating him to death with my bare, fucking hands. I still have love for him as the father of my kids, but that motherfucker's gonna have to take a few L's before I get over it."
"What about Phil; he a rebound?"
"I don't think so, but you always welcome to come over." She leaned into the window taking a few parcels from a coworker, ignoring his eyes in her bulging cleavage. We had a lot of traffic that day, most of it because of Holly's chest.
"How would you explain that shit to your kids?"
"Don't fuck with me; they'll be at the babysitter. Just call us up if you wanna get in on these." She jiggled a breast intentionally making me laugh.
"SHOULDN'T YOU TWO BE DOING MORE THAN GOOFING AROUND?!!" Martha's bitter countenance suddenly appeared in our dispatch window. It was a jolt of surprise that made me hiccup before our boss's countenance broke into a warm smile.



"Just messing with you two; I just finished my exit interview. I wanted to say that both of you were really good employees and I'm sorry I gave you a hard time."
She was actually smiling and talking like a human being. Holly looked shocked at the stranger before us wearing out boss's weathered face. Martha stared at both of us with a twinkle in her eye, winking before walking away.
"I'll call you, sometime nigga." She called out, letting me know she was still the same woman I'd despised not so long ago.
"Bitch."
Holly was not so forgiving leaning forward sticking her head out the window, looking after her. She suddenly started tapping my shoulder frantically.
"What?" Her head was still stuck out the dispatch window as I squeezed in beside her taking a look. Martha was standing at the end of the aisle in a navy blue Polo tennis dress that left nothing to the imagination. Her secret curves were revealed to everyone in the office along with that awesome pear shaped ass which looked as if it would burst the seams of the material.
"Holy, I didn't know she was holding like that." Holly commented, her eyes shifting towards me in realization.
"Morgan Freeman's twin sister." I mused as she smiled withdrawing back into the mail room.
I knew she felt like an idiot after heckling me about sleeping with the boss. Now we were watching this same woman getting veritably mobbed by thirsty coworkers on her last day.
"I was better than her, anyway." Holly countered.
"I take the fifth." She playfully slapped my cheek as I leaned out the window wanting one last look at that thick, shelf butt on my former boss. It almost looked like she wasn't wearing any underwear as she posed for a few pictures with some of our instantly smitten male coworkers.
"Excuse me, now." Someone tapped my shoulder wanting to pass in the narrow corridor outside the window.
"Huh?"
"I be wantin to get pass while you be looking at me mum's bum-bum." I found this cocoa colored woman staring at me. She reminded me of a better looking version of that actress, Mindy Kaling or the retired female rapper from the 90's named YoYo. She had this sort of nappy bob hairstyle with an easygoing smile on her face.
"Your mom, Martha?" She smiled reaching up to close my open mouth as I slid back into the window.
"Yes, she be me mother; you can look at mine as I go, too."
"You are?" I was lost in her face, finding a bit of similarity with my former employer.
"Me name Babbette." She had this thick Caribbean accent which didn't jibe with the Mississippi native who was supposed to be her mother. I was intrigued noticing the white, African Boho dress that was almost painted on curves definitely inherited from her mother.
"Pleased to meet you." I offered a hand, but she just stared at it with a half smirk on her face.
"Right boi; yeah, you take care of your girl over there."
She nodded towards Holly sliding by as my eyes followed finding a butt that dwarfed her mother's. It was huge, looking like two pillows stuffed under her dress. Her legs were long and shapely matching her mother's with a sort of sheen that caught the light. Martha was watching down the aisle, not amused.
"WATCH YOURSELF!" She warned as her daughter joined her. Both of them walked out of the office with an entourage in tow.
"Man, you don't miss a beat." Holly observed, weighing a parcel as I leaned against the window thinking of Babbette.
"Well, I am a Dirty Dawg."
THE END
**Author note: This is a direct sequel to DIRTY DAWG: Big Boss Booty**
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Brenda did not like what saw staring back at her from the mirror. She was wearing a clear plastic mask over the upper half of her face to protect her broken nose. It was held to her head with a Velcro strap which she carefully pulled, loosening the protective covering letting it fall into her hands. The Latina glanced up at her reflection and the thick bandage covering her nose which made her feel like some sort of freak. Covering part of her face had some unintended effects leaving her olive skin noticeably oily with dark circles around her eyes. The arrogant teen was getting a life lesson that was straining her grasp on reality as she recalled her cousin's ham fist smashing into her face followed by a flash of light from the impact. Conception was at work leaving her petulant daughter alone with her inner demons. Brenda hadn't returned to school since being assaulted. Angie was no longer living in their modest home, having been ousted taking up residence in the home of Louis, her mother's now former boyfriend. Her rebellious cousin had even started sleeping with him as well, taking up money her mother had promised would be used to repair her face, laughing and taunting her mother about the affair of convenience.
"FUCKING BITCH!!" Brenda flung the plastic mask at the mirror with all her might in a burst of rage and despair, bowing her head down on her makeup table, crying hard.
Heavy knocking at her front door interrupted Brenda's internal torture as she quickly got up from the makeup table worried at the increasing cadence. It sounded like somebody was hitting the front door with a heavy object. The impact was so hard that she pulled a kitchen knife from the sink cautiously approaching the front door and peering out the living room window. A chopper was sitting at the bottom of the steps where it'd been parked. Brenda glanced over finding someone at the front door, a veritable man mountain leaning into the door. The top of his head was hidden under a huge beard and shock of bushy hair. She could see the mirror shades on his face and little more as he rapped at the door again making the heavy oak shake under the weight of his huge fist. Brenda sighed opening the door slowly with a scowl on her face.
"What do you want, Angel?"
"Happy to see you too, Brenda; where's Concepcion?" He leaned down hunching over so that she could see his smiling face.
"At work." She went to close the door in his face, but the large biker placed a palm flat on the screen door, stopping her.
"Where's Angie?" Brenda's face was somewhat obscured by the mesh of the screen door as her eyes narrowed.
"She ain't here either." Brenda replied coldly.
"How come you ain't at school; you sick or something? Angie at school, or she playing fucking hooky again, probably like you, eh?" Angel removed his mirror shades, noticing the bandage on her nose.
"I don't gotta tell you nothing; mom said don't talk to no strangers!" Brenda shot back with undeniable attitude as he hooked the glasses into the neckline of his wifebeater.
"Oh, I'm a stranger huh; I known your skinny butt since before you was even born; look how you talking shit. We supposed to be family little princess, but you up on some fucking nonsense. So, tell me what's going on and tell me where your cousin is-NOW." Brenda knew he meant business, glad there was a locked door between them.
"Angie don't live here no more; mom put her out." The giant rolled his neck with an audible cracking sound, before addressing the teen once more.
"Why?"
"Angie went like, fucking crazy. She uhm, Angie suckered punched me and fucked up my nose, Angel. Then she was like gonna beat on my mom, too. Angie is probably on meth or something, she fucking crazy!! Bitch broke my nose so uhm; I gotta stay home and shit." Brenda explained manically in her own warped manner, distorting the truth in her favor as he started laughing in the middle of the explanation
.
"That's rich." He continued his scoundrel's laugh as she took exception.
"She BROKE my NOSE, Angel; why's that funny, eh?"
"You said Angie sucker punched you, that's what's funny, princess. She don't sucker punch nobody; Angie fights to lose, putting everything out in maximum effort. That's what I taught her when they first brought her to me, Brenda. If she wouldn't have been so savage, she'd still be with her grandmother." He continued laughing, poking at Brenda's ego.
"Thanks to you bringing her here, my life is pig shit."
"What, excuse me little girl? You the reason your life is fucked; now stop being a little cunt and maybe your cousin won't have to pop that balloon head of yours."
"I'm gonna fuck her up; then let's see if you laughing, Gordo!" The man mountain didn't care about the insult she'd been calling him since both girls were knee high.
"Your funeral; only reason you ain't in a box is because you girls are family and you know that, Brenda. Now why don't you tell me what you were fighting about, before Angie caved in your face?" He stroked his beard smiling at the petite teen behind the screen door.
"That's-not important." Brenda blurted out.
"Oh, it's a boy." He reasoned with a little giggle.
"DON'T YOU BE FUCKING LAUGHING AT ME, YOU BIG MOTHERFUCKER!! ANGIE'S JUST A FAT SLUT, AND FUCK HER STUPID, ASS!! SO WHAT, SHE FUCKED JOSE!! I DON'T FUCKING CARE THAT SHE PUT HER NASTY, LOOSE BOOTY ON CESAR!! HE AINT NOTHING BUT A FUCKING CHOLO ANYWAY!! LITTLE PUTA, PROBABLY SELLING THAT SHIT!! STOP-LAUGHING AT ME!! SHE FUCKED UP MY NOSE, ANGEL!!"
The huge biker was laughing through Brenda's entire tortured explanation realizing that his charge had indeed been living up to her down low reputation as a force of nature.
"So, you had two guys, leading them around by the nose and she took them, eh Brenda?"
"Shut up, Angel."
"Bloods thicker that water, nobody ever tell you that, princess? Besides, I'm not surprised Angie got your guys anyway."
"Huh, What the fuck is that supposed to mean, eh?"
"Ah, maybe you should eat a little more princess; no real guy wants a stick." Angel shrugged knowing he was burning the entitled teen's ego.
"DON'T NO BODY WANT NO FATASS COW, I GOT BOYS COMING AT ME ALL THE TIME AND SHIT, ANGEL!! JOSE WAS JUST A FUCKING CHERRY ANYWAY AND LIKE CESAR-HE'S A DOG ASS MOTHERFUCKER!! STOP LAUGHING!! STOP LAUGHING ANGEL!! I-AM-PERFECT-IN EVERY FUCKING WAY!!"
Angel was tickled to death by the tirade, taking the time to glance around the surrounding neighborhood, before leaning into the screen door.
"Sorry princess, a dog can't do nothing with a bone but bury it."
"CERDO MADRE PATO!! ¡NO SABES NADA SOBRE NINGÚN COÑO REAL CUALQUIER MANERA ANGEL! ¡¡NADIE NO QUIERA NINGUNA PERRA GORDA GRANDE CUANDO CONSEGUÍ TODO ESTO!! ¡LA PRIMERA ES ASÍ DE REAL!" He laughed at the petite teen even more before trying the handle on the screen door.
"Your skinny ass funny as fuck, open up."
"WHUUUT, WHAT YOU SAY; WHAT ARE YOU SAYING, ANGEL?!!" Brenda growled through gritted teeth at the man mountain grinning at her through the screen door.
"Stop playing, I gotta take a piss."
"Use the fucking bushes." Brenda slammed the door in his face, hard.
She backed away from the door breathing hard through her mouth in huffs clutching her hand to her chest. Even though she'd told him the what had happened, Angel made light of it, even mocking and shaming her for being petite. It stabbed at the core of her being once he'd made her fears manifest, even in jest. She was quickly distracted by more knocking at the door, lighter this time. Brenda slowly opened the door realizing who was standing on her doorstep.
"AAAEEEEEIII!!" The serrated hunting knife slashed a diagonal line in the mesh window of the screen door, scaring Brenda as Angel reached through, unlocking it.
"You, are so rude." He had to dip his head just to step into the living room, before motioning towards the frightened girl with his favorite weapon. Brenda realized she was still holding the kitchen knife in a death grip, dropping it on the floor frightened.
"Angel."
"Save it, I'm taking a piss you stupid bitch." He sheathed the knife in a holster at the small of his back walking into the bathroom. Brenda found herself following the invading giant.
"Angel."
"¡¡CÁLLATE!!" He dipped his head into the bathroom door frame lifting the toilet lid before he stepped inside unzipping.
"Excuse you, little girl." Angel glanced over noticing that Brenda was standing in the open doorway as he relieved himself still smiling after verbally shredding her. There was something distinctly funny about the bandage covering her prominent nose.
"Excuse yourself; I want a fucking apology for all that bullshit you just said, Angel." He was so tall, the top of his head was hidden by the door frame, but the petite Latina stood firm.
"WHAAAT, get the fuck outta here with that noise; CAN'T YOU SEE I'M FUCKING PISSING?!!"
"I don't give a fuck; and I also don't gotta be NO FATASS to please a man either!!"
"Ah, you still salty about that shit?"
"Apologize."
"FUCK NO; ARE YOU KIDDING?!! Angel don't apologize for nothing; especially to no little bony, FLAT ASS BRATS!! ¡¿Qué, quieres ver cómo se ve la polla de un hombre de verdad, pequeña?!"
He continued laughing in her face, making Brenda bristle. She was seething with rage, angry at how her life had been turned upside down by her cousin and now someone else had come along to mock her.
"Yeah, asshole." Before he could stop her, his enormous cock was captured in her tiny fist. He suddenly stopped laughing looking down at the angry expression on the eighteen year old's face.
"Hey now, watch yourself Brenda; we people, but don't nobody fuck around with my dick!! I'll put you through the fucking wall if you mess with my shit."
Angel was deadly serious, remembering several street fights he'd engaged in that ended with an ambulance after attempts to land a low blow had failed. Brenda leaned forward at the waist running her fingers over it, stroking his penis in a downward motion as she glanced up into the man mountain's face.
"You're gonna apologize, motherfucker."
"No, I ain't."
"Alright shithead; I'll make you apologize."
Brenda stepped into the bathroom straddling his side, pressing the side of her head against his abdomen as she worked his huge member. It made her hand appear as small as a child's even though she was at the cusp of adulthood.
"Hey, this fucked up on a whole other level, bitch."
"You didn't clean it, let me help you." Brenda reached down flushing the toilet lowering the lid, planting her tight butt on the seat.
"You know, I used to get down with your mom, Brenda."
"I know who my father is Angel; now, apologize or I'm gonna fix you up real good; you gonna get your big ass turned out by an eighteen year old, Gordo!" He laughed at her challenge finding it hilarious that this girl thought she could use sex on him.
"Help yourself, with your little ass, Brenda!!" She blinked at his open disdain, taking exception at the continued taunting.
A third of his girth disappeared behind her outstretched lips as her cheeks vacuumed inward while all ten of her fingers handled the rest. He reached down stopping short of grabbing her head like a baseball figuring she'd get tired in a little while. He'd always found her kind of annoying, a spoiled little princess who fate had laid low. Angie had retaliated in spectacular fashion to a perceived slight by ravaging all aspects of her entitled existence.
So devastating, Brenda was now extremely self-conscious to the max enough to take his huge thirteen inch monster between her lips. She'd always walked around like her shit didn't stink, acting like a diva even refusing to speak at times when addressed. The flat of her tongue tickled his glans getting an involuntary flutter of his eyes that she immediately noticed. Her hands became a blur on the exposed portions of his cock as she broke the seal, gasping.
Angel was surprised when Brenda managed half his length for all of two minutes before couching and retching wiping her mouth with her forearm. She glanced angrily up at his face before taking the head in her mouth sucking hard on the crown. Her tongue tickled his urethra before she pushed herself further jerking and stroking away from her chest towards the base of his penis. Flushed, Brenda broke the seal looking up at his face again, breathing hard as her nose began to run.
"Apologize." She gasped.
"Nuh-NO!!" Angel emphasized emphatically.
She returned taking little more than half of his enormous cock so deep that a visible impression was left in her throat. Brenda began coughing and hocking copies amounts of spit all over his cock rearing back jacking hard with a twisting motion making his member glisten and shine.
"Hey bitch, I get you, okay; look girlie, you're way out of your league, honey." He patronized her further by patting her on the head.
"If you can't handle it; just man up and apologize!!" Brenda snapped snarkily more out of ego than bravado.
"Okay little bitch, you wanna ride with the big boys, huh bitch?" His hands were huge mitts cradling her head on both sides, shoving his huge prick into her mouth.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" Half of his cock pumped into her mouth with authority for a few seconds before giving her a few seconds to cough and gasp.
"Hey, you like that Brenda, huh baby bitch?!!"
"I LOVE IT, FUCK FACE!!" She replied defiantly.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" Angel added some additional thrusts before asking again.
"AAAHHHH SHIT, MOTHER-FUH!!"
"You gone get off this stupid apology shit, huh?" Brenda forced a smile nodding her head in the negative, coughing up a bit a phlegm which she spit on his weathered jeans. Angel found himself nodding his head in time with the petulant girl.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" He bucked his hips, working his cock deep into her throat watching the indentation in her throat appear and disappear.
He drew back as Brenda coughed up a deluge of spittle soiling the extra-large football jersey she was wearing. His thick cock was almost like a small club which he used to tap on her cheek, smearing his spunk across her lips before pushing back between her lips. Brenda vacuumed her cheeks sucking as hard as she could on the upper portion of his member. Her right hand tugged and stroked on the uncovered portions of his member with purpose. Her other hand drifted down between her legs, fingers caressing her clit through the material of her loose fitting boy shorts. Angel couldn't deny that the petite, Latina's efforts weren't having an effect on him as his thighs pulsed.
Copious webs of thick, gooey saliva ran from her lips as forth bubble up around the seal on his member. Angel was fucking her mouth at this point barely controlling himself using a hand pressed flat on the wall above her head to steady himself. Brenda fingers slipped into her loose fitting boy shorts directly working her clit arching her back in reaction to the intense stimulation. She didn't care when he grabbed the sides of her head rutting her mouth like a madman. Her nipples were so hard they almost burst as her thighs quivered and shook.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" He was amazed at how she adapted to his girth knowing that hadn't been the case with most girls he had sex with, including Brenda's own mother. He pulled back out of guilt and something akin to remorse, but she held on fast wildly tugging and twisting on his uncircumcised cock as it became beet reddish in color.
"Why you stop, Angel; you gonna cum or something, eh motherfucker?" Brenda taunted, using both hands in a counter motion.
"You should stop talking shit, girl."
He was drenched in sweat as his t-shirt stuck to his back. Brenda began tapping his cock on her right cheek, flicking her tongue on the crown. She started teasing the underside of his glans before kissing the head. She quickly took half of him deep, attempting to push further towards his pubes, ultimately failing. Brenda decided to make up for the failure by taking one of his huge balls in her mouth. His legs went a little rubbery as she alternated between his testes slathering them with her spit.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" Angel took her mouth again fucking hard, abruptly stopping himself.
"Hairy ass, Bigfoot motherfucker gonna cum from a skinny little girl, can't take no blow job, acting like a scared old virgin and shit." Brenda coughed hard, belching up a deluge of gooey slime with four fingers buried in her cunt up to the knuckles. Angel took exception at the girlish taunting shoving his cock down her throat.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" He pulled back, but Brenda followed his movements keeping the seal unbroken, sucking as hard as she could manage. He pushed back on her head getting her to release him with an audible pop of her lips.
"What's the matter Angel, huh? Come on man; bust a nut for my bony little ass, fucker. I know it's like your first time and everything; it won't hurt at all, Gordo. Come on motherfucker; bust a big ass nut for my itty bitty ass!! Hey, check out these titties, bitch!" Brenda flashed him raising the football jersey revealing her perky, spongy looking breasts for a millisecond.
She was beyond wet at this point, finding some power in teasing and taunting the man mountain who'd invaded her home to insult her. Her confidence was building as she handled his cock with both hands locking fingers around its base while the other hand became a blur of slick, slippery motion.
"SHHUBBB-UPPP!!" His speech was slurred making the petulant teen laugh aloud at her perceived gain. Brenda took half of his length in her mouth, jacking violently on the rest forcing copious veins to its tortured surface. She broke contact still twisting and sliding her fist around his member.
"SHHUBBB-UPPP, ah shit, little ass Angel's gonna cum; yeah this big back, hairy stanking ass bitch is gonna cum from getting his baby dick sucked; yeah, gonna get some nut out of this shrimpy dick!!" Brenda punctuated her loud taunts which audibly intermingled with his labored gasp, by throating him further than she had before.
"AAAUUBBBB, YOU BUHHHH, BUBBBB BUH, YOU LIT BITCH!! AAWWWW, UHHH BUBB, SHIT YOU SKINNY-HUH BLUHHH!!" Her face was completely flushed, Brenda felt as if she were choking to death on his cock, but she was determined to make him cum to prove her own desirability to herself if nothing else.
"AAAAHHH-AHHHHH-SHUT DA FUCK UP!! Come on Angel, bust a nut for me; squirt some cum out of your baby dick for my flat, bony little ass, motherfucka!!"
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" There was no denying how close he was as the massive biker let go of everything wildly fucking the pretty teen's face like a surrogate vagina.
Brenda flopped around on the toilet seat trying to brace herself going into survival mode, groping and pinching his hanging balls with all of her might. He grunted and yelped but kept fucking away as his eyes began to roll up into his head. Her vision started to blur as she began to lose consciousness at the end of his thirteen inch monster.
"FUH, FUH-AAAAAWWWWW FUUUKK GIRL!!" A thick rope of cum shot straight down into her gullet as he pushed roughly back on her forehead disengaging as his enormous cock started soiling her face with several bursts of thick, oily cum.
In seconds, the spoiled teen's face became a milky mask of semen along with her neck and the upper portion of her football jersey. Something about the nasty, almost taboo nature of it all set it off for Brenda as she twisted around on the toilet seat bringing herself to completion while Angel supported his weight with both palms pressed flat into the wall high above her head, breathing hard.



"Yeah, that's what you get; fixed you up real good, Angel." Brenda gasped using her tongue to brush against the end of his cock which was hanging right over her face.
She used her index finger to scrape his thick milky cum into her mouth, gasping and moaning sensually. The lithe teen diva could feel his perspiration dripping down onto her as she glanced up into his face self-assured.
"Fuck Brenda." His massive gut was almost pressing against her face as his wife beater rode up from his position over the small, thin girl.
"Apologize." Brenda demanded.
"Shit." Angel pulled back stuffing his cock in his pants scraping the door frame as he side stepped into the hallway. He wanted nothing more to do with the spoiled brat, seeking the solace of his chopper.
"HEY ANGEL!!" Brenda screamed after him, stumbling into the hallway as he regarded her.
"WHAT?!!"
She righted herself with some effort coughing up some of his cum before grinning at the criminal enforcer like a jackal. Angel watched as she shimmied out of the loose fitting boy shorts leaving them on the floor before lifting up the jersey revealing her shaved muff.
"You can't handle this."
Brenda let the jersey drop looking like a dress on her small frame as she used her fingers to make his own gang sign back at the man mountain in open jest. She couldn't help feeling like she'd finally gotten one over on him, breaking into laughter.
He closed the distance between them so quick that Brenda was caught off guard shrieking loudly as the extra-large jersey was snatched from her body leaving her pink crew socks, the only bit of clothing on her body. She found herself snatched up off the floor like she weighed nothing held up against the wall looking down at the wild mane of hair covering his head. There was something youthful about his brown eyes that struck her more than the fear of being manhandled. She gritted her teeth not knowing what was coming next before being snatched down as he shoved her bedroom door open with enough force to make it slam heavily into the wall and vibrate from the force alone.
Brenda yelped as she flew through the air landing on the bed, nearly crashing into the headboard. She scrambled on the mattress as he yanked on an ankle drawing her narrow butt to the edge of the bed, flailing about until the matching limb was captured. Brand flopped about like a wet fish on land as he turned the girl into a human wishbone sinking his face into her crotch.
She gasped feeling his tongue penetrate her snatch while his lips sucked hard against her slit. The sensation made her cry out loudly, digging her fingers into his huge, unkempt mane of hair. Brenda humped wildly up into his face, losing herself as he sucked so hard on her clit that she tried to push him off, eventually slapping at his head out of pleasure mixed with agony. Angel tossed her aside like a weightless doll, taking the time to peel off his wife beater.
Once the shirt was gone, Brenda gasped at his massive, muscular torso with pecks sporting dueling Mexican skull tattoos along with a myriad number of smaller shapes and objects in tandem with completely sleeved arms. The only unifying symbol on his arms was a large anaconda snake with the open fanged head ending just above his right wrist, the rest of the drawn body ending above his left wrist. His sculpted chest gave way to a massive sloping belly offset by narrow hips and muscular legs which accounted for his deceptive speed in street fights. From her point of view, Angel looked almost as big as her mattress making her bedroom seem that much smaller.
"Alright Brenda, let's see what you got." She found herself eye level with his penis.
The crown on his massive penis barely parted her lips when she instinctively tried to back away, but he held fast to her waist deciding to go for broke, essentially a "ripping off the band-aid" aesthetic as he buried his cock to the hilt in her tight snatch. Her blood curdling scream could probably be heard a house or two over as Angel went from 0 to 1000 in seconds. There was nothing she could do but wrap her arms around his neck and take it as his cock destroyed her virtue. Despite the thick bushy mustache and chest length beard that hid a youthful looking face, Angel's lips found one of her plump breasts sucking hard on the erect nipple.
Unknowingly, he'd found her weak spot as her cunt tightened up so much that he was barely able to move. Brenda couldn't help working her hips up into his thrusts beginning to orgasm, clamping down on the middle of his shaft.
"¡Joder, estás masticando mi polla con tu boquita aquí abajo! Brenda tu coño es realmente jodidamente apretado!!"
"AH FOLLAR QUE MIERDA ES TODO EL CAMINO EN MI ESTÓMAGO!" Brenda screamed back acknowledging the absolute pounding she was receiving as the strength left her arms.
She flopped down flat on the bed completely impaled on the end of his enormous schlong. She didn't know what to do grabbing handfuls of his hair with the intent to rip it out of the socket, before quietly just tapping out on the bed, eventually beating it with her fist until Angel relented.
"So, you done with all that "Apology" shit, eh Brenda?"
She covered her face with both hands hiding her defeated expression before he pried them apart smiling. He was also breathing hard, glistening with perspiration from head to toe. Brenda didn't answer pointing weakly at her bedside table. Puzzled, he opened it finding a box of condoms. Her repeated motioning toward the open drawer prompted him to retrieve a few which she dutifully rolled onto the upper portion of his cock.
"What the fuck?" She tapped at his thigh, pushing him back until she was able to roll onto her stomach lying face down. Angel found himself staring down at her tight, peachy looking butt.
"Cuh-come on."
"Man, you're done; cut this shit out." Brenda flattened her palms out almost in a push up position raising her butt in the air. Her labia was sore and puffy from the extreme rutting, the skin reddened as she tried to move it around a little as Angel face palmed.
"Dios mío, ¿qué les pasa a las mujeres de esta familia?"He reached down fondling her meager cheeks, a little taken aback at her pride.
"Come on, fuh-fuh, fuck me; you bastard." Brenda whimpered.
"Ah fucking dumbass, you act just like your mother."
His features softened as he straddled the back of her thighs letting his cock rest dead center on her tiny butt. He leaned over assuming a prone position atop the petite diva sawing his member along her crack and upper thighs. Brenda moaned, secretly grateful that he hadn't resumed pounding her. The petulant girl was beyond wrecked, with her cunt feeling almost as it a baseball bat had invaded her walls.
"I want-I want you to cum." She almost sounded like she was pleading, begging him to climax reaching back using her fingers interlocked to trap his cock in her shallow rear cleavage.
"Yeah, that feels good, keep doing that, Brenda."
"Oh, okay." She replied meekly.
Brenda couldn't deny the soothing nature as his member rubbed and caressed her smallish, tight butt and neither could he luxuriating in the friction as his inner thighs tightened. He could feel the tension flow out of her body as he righted himself on his knees. The sawing motion had her moaning as she became ambitious spreading her flower open from the back.
"Vale, cariño, voy a brillar lentamente esta vez, ¿de acuerdo?"
"Vale, jódeme bien Angel." Brenda cooed, a little afraid as his crown stretched her puffy, lower lips apart disappearing inside.
He just used the head at first, slowly working in half eventually bottoming out only to let it rest inside. This time she was given the opportunity to adjust, involuntarily tensing up around his girth until she began to hump vertically signaling the need for more.
His thick member thumped the back of her tunnel on every thrust earning an audible sigh as she squeezed tight with each withdrawal. From his vantage, it almost felt like there was a hand inside of her cunt stroking his cock. It was a feeling he could get used to, but he fought off the thought picking up speed gradually until he was screwing her properly.
"Aquí tienes bebé."
He barely had time to pull out soiling her meager cheeks and lower back with his seed making a gooey mess before rolling off on his back. Brenda reached back getting a hand covered in his spunk, finding no joy in it due to her surrender.
"I-I'm good, right?"
"Yeah, sure."
"Better than Angie, right?"
"I don't know; never fucked her before."
"But, why can't you just say it, Angel?" Her face was the picture of sadness, mouth agape almost as if she were about to cry.
"Because Brenda, that would be a lie and I don't put shit on people's names; it's bad karma. You two should work this shit out. You're practically sisters and I think it's really just a misunderstanding of some sort."
"How can you say that when she broke my nose, fucked my man and even moved in with mom's boyfriend; fucked him too?" Angel was breathing hard looking up at the bedroom ceiling knowing her tricks all too well before turning towards the spoiled teen, cupping her chin.
"Cut the shit; where's that guy live, anyway?" Brenda smiled thinking she was about to get a little revenge.
*************************************************************************************
"You just gotta do it, be firm with her." Louis had just finished dressing in the washed and freshly ironed clothing left on his bed by his young charge and lover of convenience.
The bedroom surrounding their bed was partially trashed with both of their intermingled articles of clothing and swag the teen had purchased in the short time of the shared cohabitation. Louis was sweating it out knowing he needed to talk with Angie Delgado about going to school. She'd been stonewalling him and using sex to get her way from the moment she arrived. He'd seen firsthand what she was like fully enraged after witnessing her second brief encounter with cousin Brenda. His heartstrings were tugged hard enough to take the ousted eighteen year old into his home where she wasted no time seducing him after determining his particular proclivity. Angie Delgado overwhelmed him with her voluptuous curves giving him a veritable overdose of sexual activity revolving around her fifty six inch ass.
"Ah, she's not gonna listen." He told his reflection.
She certainly earned her keep even besides all the sex by keeping everything outside of their bedroom spotless. Angie made sure to have food on the table of a plate in the microwave if she were out and was pretty much a joy to be around. The large pear shaped girl was much more talkative, sometimes watching television with him or sharing a beer, but he knew it was fundamentally wrong. He tried hinting at her returning to school which usually resulted in her playing dumb or taking his cock in her mouth.
Sometimes Angie would cite the fact that she was technically an adult not needing a piece of paper to validate her existence; other times a playful argument would ensue which would end up in some sort of sexual play or activity. He couldn't deny the inherent joy of sleeping with the baby faced teen with a heart of iron. So, he just went with the flow reaping the sexual benefits in abundance. He shrugged knowing that he'd make the suggestion and see how it went as he exited the bedroom.
"Hey Louis, you hungry for fish? I'm thinking of making us some tilapia, so you gonna have to come up off some dollars."
"Sure, sure Angie."
He went into his wallet wondering if he should even bring up the school issue as his eyes scanned across the wide expanse of the cherubic girl's huge butt. Angie was wearing a pink sleeved baby t-shirt and a small pair of sheer black panties. There was no doubt of her intent to sexually gaslight the middle aged ex-boyfriend of her aunt. Angie was lying on her tummy lazily watching some cartoons on his couch.
"Uhm, something wrong, Louis?"
"Well, I was thinking perhaps you, might want to go to school today. I mean, if you need a note I can write you one and all, Angie." His voice trailed off at the end of the sentence.
"Only my Tia can write a note, she's my guardian you know, Louis?" She used the remote to change the channel a couple of times as his eyes danced across her wide butt.
"Well, I was just thinking." Again his voice trailed off as she propped herself up on her elbows still not looking at her benefactor.
"Stop thinking about that shit, Louis; I told you I was gonna get my G.E.D, so get off my ass. Man, I was really looking forward to making that tilapia for you, but I guess you don't want no two hour blowjob, eh?!!" That was how it went since she'd taken up residence in his home and bedroom.
"I'm not trying to upset you or anything, little flower."
He fished out a couple of twenties placing them on the coffee table, assuming a hunched over posture. Angie glanced over at the bills looking up to find him opening the front door to leave, silently cursing herself before calling out.
"Louis."
"Yes little flower?"
"Hold up, I got something for you to take to work."
He stopped in the screen door as she sat up facing him. Angie slid the sheer panties down her thighs, removing them with a flourish before tossing them at the wide eyed man. He caught them in both hands, looking incredulous at her sudden action.
"Shit."
"You bring those back to me, okay?" Angie got up on her knees facing away from Louis, slightly letting her thick, olive hued cheeks clap. A single bead of sweat ran down his brow as Angie licked her lower lip.
"Yeah, sure." She knew he wanted to jump her, but employment took precedence over lust for once as he disappeared behind the closed front door.
Angie sat staring at the closed front door for twenty minutes after he was gone, pondering her fate. She was still angry at being kicked out of her aunt's house, but more angry with the turn of events leading up to her expulsion. Brenda got what she deserved as far as the cherubic, troubled teen was concerned. It felt good taking a little back after finding out what her cousin really thought about her and the living situation at the house with her being relegated to being a maid. Brenda had come looking for a fight after finding out that she'd taken Jose's cherry, so Angie thought to stick the knife in further by revealing that she'd also screwed her side guy, too.
She reasoned that it wasn't her fault that Brenda got caught up in her feelings thinking that she could fight someone physically bigger and stronger. Angie chaffed at the memory of her cousin trying to break into her locked room with a knife. Angie reasoned that she was just defending herself, smiling at the memory of finally clocking her arrogant cousin in her prominent nose. Brenda scurried like a rat back into her room, calling her mother who should have some of that hand action, too. Anyway she got kicked out, so she took Louis as well. It wasn't hard; rather it was all too easy opening his nose with the same monster ass she'd been ridiculed about. There was no doubt she had him under her thumb. Angie fished her phone out of the couch cushions.
"Hey Eddie, what're you doing?"
"Nothing, just gaming." Her recent acquaintance answered back from the other end of the phone. The mildly rich Korean sounded nervous making her giggle a bit, cupping her hand to her mouth. Angie turned on her console staring at his nonexistent online status.
"Stop lying, I don't see you on my screen."
"Uhm, I was just about to get online." Eddie stammered as she heard some movement on the other end of the line.
"What were you really doing Eddie; be honest?" There was a long pause on the line.
"Looking at porn." Angie laughed making the inexperienced teen feel anxious enough that he almost hung up in her face. She heard him mumble something under his breath in his native language.
"Hey, don't get mad Eddie; I think it's cool to get off. There ain't a damn thing wrong with getting a little stress relief. I masturbate too, so don't let your ego get in the way."
"You really masturbate?"
"Yeah."
"Why?" He sounded confused.
"Excuse me?"
"You're beautiful; you can get any guy you want." Eddie answered plainly taking her by surprise. Angie wasn't used to guys relating to her in any other manner than sexually. She glanced around Louis' apartment before raising the phone back to her ear again.
"Trying to blow my head up, payaso?"
"No, it's true." He answered as she pressed two fingers to her temple, contemplating his words further.
"So, did you cum yet?"
"WHAAAAT?!!" His outburst made her giggle even more, cupping a hand over her mouth as a mischievous idea crossed her mind.
Angie drew both of her feet up spreading her legs wide apart before snapping a pic of her bare slit. She spread her flower open with two fingers, taking another photo before texting it to Eddie.
"Hey fool, I just sent you something."
"Sent me something?"
"Yeah, check it out Eddie." She lifted up her baby tee snapping a photo of her left breast, texting that as well.
"O jenjang, geu bil-eo meog-eul yeoja jom bwa! o aenji, gomawoyo! wa!!" Angie snapped a few more pics encouraged by his response.
"I don't speak Korean Eddie; do you like those pics?"
"OH YES!!" Angie had to pull the phone away from her ear because of the outburst.
"It's better this way because I'm a real girl you've met; so, think you can cum with those or do you need a little more stimulation?"
"More stimulation?"
"Yeah, haven't you ever tried doing it with a phone?"
"No, what's that?"
"Fuck Eddie, you're so dense; did you cum already, because I'm not doing this shit if you already blew your load!!"
"NO I DIDN'T UHM, do it yet!!" The privileged teen stammered, making Angie giggle a bit as she reclined on the couch with the phone staring up at the ceiling.
The large shapely teen stretched across the couch sighing into the phone in an exaggerated manner.
"Eddie."
"Yeah?"
"I'm not wearing any panties." Angie began rubbing her muff, half gasping into the phone. She continued using her middle fingers on her slit, dipping one inside, sighing loudly.
"Angie?"
"You'd better be jerking it or I'm hanging up in your fucking face."
There was some jumbled movement and thudding sounds flowed by forced heavy breathing. Angie continued rubbing and teasing her clit, rewarding her friend with a sensual moan or two as she jilled herself off. She lowered the phone level with her mound allowing him to hear her wetness.
"Ah, I'm doing it; I'm jerking off, Angie."
"You don't have to tell me, just do it; fuck you're so taking the fun out of this shit. Now, just listen to how wet I am, and jerk that fucking cock. Come on man, I'm doing you a solid, here."
"Sorry." He apologized numbly.
"Alright that's it, I'm done, Eddie. You just help yourself with those pictures cause I got shit to do. Next time a girl tells you she wants phone sex, just go with it instead of being an idiot."
She sat up feeling stupid herself for entertaining the thought when she could've just gave it up to Louis, earlier. In truth, Angie liked being the focus of the older man's attention because he made her feel like the princess her cousin Brenda had always been perceived to be. She didn't mind letting him have his fill of her big, round ass, knowing it was all he really wanted. Angie didn't find anything wrong with that, chiding her aunt for being such an ass to a good man who asked for very little in return.
"Sorry."
"It's okay Eddie; I was being kind of a bitch anyway. Look, I'm gonna get off this phone, so have fun with those pictures and don't rub yourself raw or nothing."
"ANGIE!"




"What?"
"Uhm well, could you send me a picture of your butt, too." She could hear the fear in his voice, smiling to herself.
"Yeah sure, man." There was a selfie stick on the coffee table which she attached to her newly pilfered I-Phone snapping a photo of herself in the prone position.
"Thanks Angie, you're the best."
"Eddie?"
"Yeah?"
"Don't think I forgot about you; I'm gonna screw your brains out the next time we see each other. In fact, I'm gonna turn you out." Angie hung up before he could respond, sitting up changing channels before settling on some anime.
She got up from the couch walking bottomless to the kitchen where she removed the aforementioned tilapia from deep with in the fridge. Louis hadn't bothered to check for the food item, trusting the baby faced teen at her word. Angie spent a third of the money given to her, hoarding the rest in a slowly building war chest, a bid for freedom. Being kicked out of her grandmother's and now her aunt's homes had left the troubled teen with a desire for some true form of independence and nothing was going to stop that.
Eventually Louis would be pressed to try forcing her back into school, a thought which saddened the chubby, pear shaped Latina. For Angie Delgado, a true force of nature in her own right, didn't know how she would respond. For now in the present, she would continue her assumed duties in the house of the generous man who'd taken her under his wing. The large, shapely teenager was disturbed by a light rapping at the door. Angie smiled to herself figuring it was the Jehovah Witness' people who were in for a surprise as she cracked the front door, still bottomless.
"SHIT!!" She threw all of her weight into the door trying to shut it, but it was too late as the man mountain forced his way inside with enough power to send her stumbling back a few steps, off balance.
"Oh, you're gonna be rude, too." He managed to get the rest of his bulk inside the small apartment, smiling at his young charge.
"Oh, hey Angel." Angie greeted through gritted teeth with a fake smile. The giant biker glanced around the apartment before his eyes settled on her bare lower half.
"What is this happy horseshit, eh?" He quickly brandished his hunting knife in a blur of movement, shoving Angie aside as he walked methodically to the kitchen before taking the short corridor to the bedroom as she scurried after him.
"AIN'T NOBODY HERE, ANGEL!!" He finally registered her panicked voice glancing down at the eighteen year old.
"Oh, so this is how you get down when I ain't watching; being a fucking bust down for some old pervert, eh?!" He motioned towards her bare muff with the knife.
"It's not like that; and it ain't none of your business how the fuck, I get down Angel." She was speaking more out of bravado than anything else.
"Oh, is that right?" Angel slowly returned the knife to its scabbard at the small of his back, unable to take his eyes away from her exposed lower half.
"Yeah, that's what I said, didn't I?"
He wiped a single finger under his nose, stroking his long beard as he processed her words. In a flash of movement, Angel clapped both of his hands on her biceps, raising the large girl up into the bedroom ceiling leaving her thick legs hanging in front of his face. The impact was hard enough to knock the wind out of Angie, making bits of paint and plaster rain down from the roof.
"¡¿REALMENTE TE VASTE AL FRENTE DE MÍ HABLANDO MIERDA CON TU COÑO, ANGIE? ¡REALMENTE QUIERES BAJAR ESE MALDITO CAMINO CONMIGO, PEQUEÑA PERRA! ¡TE ENSEÑÉ CADA MIERDA COSAS QUE SABES, ASÍ QUE NO ME HAGAS ARRUINARLA NIÑA!" Angie's face flushed crimson, her mouth hanging open in reaction to the wind being knocked out of her frame. This man mountain definitely meant business in no uncertain terms.
"Lo siento maestro, por favor bájame. No quise faltarle al respeto." Angie whimpered, knowing there was nothing she could do with the angry biker. He was after all, her mentor in many things but chiefly her teacher and the man who'd taught her how to use her fists.
"PUT SOME FUCKING CLOTHES ON, ANGIE!"
He tossed her onto the bed nearly flattening it because of her weight. The bed rocked under her as the headboard became dislodged on one side. Angie quickly pulled on a pair of homemade shorts, covering herself. The look on the towering enforcer's face read of something between disappointment and disgust.
"Why're you here?"
"You gotta go back over to your aunt's house."
"They kicked me out."
"So." He was already walking around the edge of the bed opening the closet, tossing a few things out. He seemed to be searching for something, perhaps thinking Louis was hiding there.
"No one's in there, Angel."
"I know."
He snatched an expensive looking silk shirt off a hanger, tearing it to shreds before snatching more clothing out of the closet before. The giant retrieved one shoe that he began twisting and deforming until it was unrecognizable. Angie knew to keep quiet and let the massive biker vent in his own way.
"Hey, I had to fuck Brenda up because she was trying to get in my room with a knife. I flattened that banana nose of hers and she got me kicked out." Angie explained as he yanked a drawer out of a dresser smashing it against the wall.
"And you had nothing to do with that, right? Didn't do nothing to set her off, eh Angie? Tell me you're not over there at your Aunt's house stirring the pot?" He yanked out a second drawer smashing it into several pieces on the dresser top.
"Maybe there was a boy." Angie admitted, making sure to keep still. The monolithic biker was known to be difficult to control when he was in an aggressive mood.
"Just one?"
"Two, and uhm, she sort of found the condoms."
Angel stopped what he was doing for a few moments staring at his protege for a few seconds until she wisely looked away. Her brown eyes went wide as he yanked out the knife again stabbing it into the top of the dresser. She watched him use the serrated knife to write Louis a message.
"Didn't I tell you to watch your shit?"
"Yeah."
"So, what the fuck happened?" He motioned with the knife as he spoke making her uneasy. Angie didn't answer verbally, but her face registered the tiniest bit of emotion as she winced. It was a nervous tick that Angie got whenever she was forced to bottle up extreme emotion.
"Man, I did what you told me, laid low, kept my shut and cleaned up after their shit. I just got along to get along and you know what it got me? FUCKING SHIT, MAN!!" Her eyes fluttered as she wiped away an errant tear.
"Did you have to fuck your cousin's face up like that, Angie?"
"SHE GOT WHAT SHE CAME FOR!!" The large, curvy teen buried her face in her hands, unwilling to budge any more than necessary.
"Don't do that shit, I'll fuck your nose up too if you cry on me, bitch." Angie turned, facing the wall long enough to compose herself. He watched stoically as she sniffled a bit before turning to face him again.
"Uhm, Concepcion ain't gonna let me back in; this is her boyfriend's place."
"Damn, you just nuking everything, ain't you?"
"It's not like that Angel; she's an asshole and her daughter is a stupid bitch. Brenda was talking down on me saying I was "DUMPED" on her doorstep, called me a fucking pig to her friends, saying I was looking for a pity fuck from her man. Jose was a fucking cherry, so I took a bite. That Cholo she had on the side was just thirsty, so I gave him a drink. Brenda didn't like it, so she stepped up and got her fucking face smashed." Angie started ranting, wiping more tears away from her eyes as she stared down at her own bare feet.
"Look, I can't have you with me and you know why, Angie. I can't do nothing about their fucking attitude, but your mother needs you to stay there."
"WHY?!!"
"I don't gotta tell you nothing; I say, you do Angela. That's the way it goes, the way it always has been and will fucking be, little girl. You call your own shots when I say so, and when I cut you lose." Despite her best attempts, tears were running freely down her cheeks.
"So, I gotta be their fucking maid again and stay up in that closet they gave me to sleep in, eh Angel?"
"Pack your shit up, we gotta go; I need to talk to your Auntie about some shit." He unzipped, taking a whiz in Louis' bed as the petulant girl packed up her meager belongings. Angel pivoted shattering the mirror with his fist.
¡MIRE DONDE PONGA SU POLLA O VOY A VOLVER! [Translation: WATCH WHERE YOU PUT YOUR DICK OR I'M GOING TO COME BACK!!] was carved into the top of Louis dresser making the thick teen feel even more guilty.
"Louis is really a nice guy; you didn't have to trash his place."
"He got off light." The enforcer discovered a photo of Louis among his assembled staff in a classroom type photograph, hocking a wad of spittle on it.
"I ain't sleeping in that closet again." Angie warned.
"I don't give a fuck, but you are gonna be in that house until your mother gets out."
He shouldered her bag, aggressively ushering Angie out of the bedroom. The minute shoving match continued as Angie was half tossed outside the modest apartment. Her eyes locked on the motorcycle that would take her back to a life of servitude, silently bristling.
*************************************************************************************
It felt like Christmas morning as Brenda found a surprise looking at social media on her phone. There was a photo on a friend's page depicting Angie Delgado laid out on the sidewalk with fragments of a bottle around her head. It actually looked like she'd been the victim of a drive by shooting. A single tear ran down her cheek as she continually stared at the photo. The petite former beauty wished she were there to witness the beating in person as she lay in her bed still feeling the effects of her coupling with Angel, earlier that morning. There was a second photo attached which immediately changed her fortunes immediately as it depicted Angie, still battered and bruised in an altogether different picture obviously taken sometime after the first. Brenda's brow started to furrow while her lower lip quivered.
Angie was standing there on the face of her phone with her arms around her close friend Maricela and her older cousin, Norma. The pock faced older cousin known to be a poser, looked like she'd been in a traffic accident. Her face was a disgusting, bloated mess along with her tattered, blood soaked clothing.
"WHY?!! NOTHING EVER GOES RIGHT FOR ME ANYMORE!!" Brenda lost it in a brief tantrum chucking her phone against the wall.
"FUCKING BITCH!!" The happy go lucky smile on the teen's baby face sent her over the edge as she rolled over burying her face in a pillow, sobbing. The sound of Angel's hog pulling up to the house suddenly interrupted her spoiled tantrum.
"Shit."
Brenda sat up quickly wondering, hoping and praying that Angie managed to remain in Louis apartment. She scurried to her feet still feeling somewhat of a void between her legs after foolishly trying to take on the man mountain. Her worst fears were realized as some heated conversation could be heard before the sound of the screen door opening assailed her ears. Brenda panicked stumbling out into the corridor as the heavy oak door swung open propelled by the towering biker enforcer. Her eyes widened, both hands rising to cover the prominent bandage on her nose as her mouth hung open in horror.
Angie was standing just inside the door staring a hole through her with the same expression she remembered the night her face was destroyed. Somehow she looked even bigger than normal height and lengthwise biting her bottom lip, immobile and visibly seething. Brenda was a deer caught in headlights standing there in the middle of the corridor between the living room and her cousin's meager lodgings, the small room she occupied when she lived there in the modest house. The murderous expression on Angie's face caused goosebumps to sprout all over her body as she nervously hiccuped. Angel's large burly head appeared in the front doorway taking visual stock of both teens, noticing the stifling tension in the room.
"I'm gonna go talk to your mother, Brenda; Angie, she bet not be lying on the floor when I get back."
Angie rolled her eyes tightly shutting them altogether gritting her teeth and clenching her ham fists. He glanced over at his eighteen year old charge wanting a cue that she understood his orders. In reality, the large curvy girl felt an acute sense of defeat at being forced to return to a place she'd been unceremoniously ejected from. Brenda noticed her chest visibly heaving as Angie's bag came flying into the living room with a loud thud, the impact scattering her belongings everywhere. The sound of his hog roaring out of the block followed fading as both girls faced one another. Brenda weighed her options considering locking herself inside her room knowing that there was no escape via the still open front door. Angie suddenly slammed the front door hard enough to shake the front room window.
"Uh, Angie?" Brenda whimpered as her cousin's eyes opened focusing on her narrow face.
The large, curvy teen started power walking towards her cousin with purpose. Brenda couldn't seem to take her eyes off her cousin's baby face, stumbling backward down the hall with her cousin looking her directly in the eyes. Angie closed the distance as Brenda lost any space to retreat finding the refrigerator door pressed into her back. Her eyes ended up on the larger girl's heaving chest as she found herself with nowhere left to go. Brenda lost her footing ending up on her knees with the kitchen wall at her right side with Angie standing over her.
"Fuck out the way."
Angie snatched a soda from the interior of the fully stocked fridge, internally noting an abundance of food that wasn't usually found inside. Concepcion sometimes whisked her daughter away for dinner at restaurants while she was left to her own devices with whatever was in the house at the time. Angie had become aware of the gambit after repeat instances of this tactic. She pulled the tab off the can glaring down at her cousin before chugging the soda. Brenda still entertained thoughts of running to her room or escaping the house altogether as Angie tossed the can in the trash. The petite teen slowly regained her feet staring silently at her cousin's face for a few moments finding a telling sliver of emotion.
"I knew he wanted you."
"What?"
"Jose, he wanted you."
"I wouldn't ever have gone there if you hadn't turned on me; I just wanted to hurt you. Fuck Brenda, I didn't even lie about it when he asked." Angie stared deep into her eyes speaking her truth letting her true self emerge a bit further.
"We were at that street fair, that one time and I caught him staring at that fat ass of yours. I thought to myself; how the fuck could he do that shit to me? I'm beautiful, one of the most popular girls at school and everything. There he is, just burning a hole in that gran culo gordo of yours! I felt, like steaming dog shit, Angie."
"I said I never would've gone there; fuck you want me to say, huh?"
"I don't know, just say something, bitch." They stood in the kitchen staring at one another for a long while as the ambient noises of cars passing by and children playing outside drifted into the house.
"I guess SIZE MATTERS, after all." Angie gritted her teeth staring a hole in her cousin expecting a fight, but Brenda laughed.
"Yeah, guess you're right."
"What's so funny?"
"Somebody told me the exact same thing, earlier."
Brenda admitted glancing away down the hallway towards the living room. She folded her arms across her chest peering down at the tiled kitchen floor as tears welled up in her eyes. Angie stared trying not to feel anything rolling and cracking her shoulders. She was more at home using her fists to solve problems than dealing with emotional issues. It was one of the reasons she'd decided to remain mostly mute in her dealings with family.
"Hey, I'm sorry." She offered as a verbal olive branch.
"I deserved it; I was wrong for talking shit. I was fronting and look what it cost me; my favorite cousin."
"Stop it."
"What?"
"Stop saying shit like that or I'm going to kick your ass; don't get all weepy and lay off the emotional stuff, Brenda." Angie wiped her forearm across her face catching some errant tears that ran across her chubby cheeks.
"So, you hate me?"
"You hate me; and your moms too, bitch." The emotion in her voice was palpable.
"Angie, I'm sorry, REALLY."
"You're just saying that because you got caught."
"Yeah, you're right; I'm a piece of shit, Angie. I'm serious about it, I mean it so much and you're just so much better than me, anyway. I mean, fuck it Angie; you won, alright? You proved that I ain't shit and everything, so you can't just, like forgive me, huh?" The petite diva was already sobbing as she stammered in the presence of her physically larger cousin.
"WHAT THE FUCK YOU WANT FROM ME?!!" Angie yelled, arms spread.
"I don't know."
"You wanna hug it out, bitch?" Brenda stared at her cousin for a few moments as Angie stood there, hands still outstretched.
She knew the larger girl could and would maul her like a bear still feeling anxious at the sight of her. They were alone in the house and nothing would save her if Angie decided to put the boots to her. She wiped the tears from her eyes looking at her cousin's baby face wondering if she would ever forgive the original offense made in that bathroom weeks earlier. Brenda closed the distance wrapping her arms around Angie in a deep hug.
"Excuse me; what're you doing?"
"Hugging it out." Brenda tightened the hug around her cousin as Angie dropped her arms exasperated with the petite beauty.
"I'm supposed to forgive you?"
"Hug me back." Brenda begged just above a whisper as Angie reluctantly complied, still unsure if she should trust a self-described former enemy.
Brenda was a full head shorter, with her arms meeting just above Angie's lower back. Her head was pressed against her cousin's bosom realizing the quickened heartbeat as both of them breathed hard trying not to cry.
"Hey, what're you doing?"
"Hugging."
"That's not hugging; that's your hands on my ass." The petite Latina's hands were covering the expanded swell of Angie's expansive derriere. Her thin fingers gave it a hearty squeeze.
"So?" Angie gave her a shove separating them as Brenda cowered a little.
"Damn, you going all nasties on me, huh bitch? You know how fucked up that is Brenda, eh? That's some old hillbilly shit right there, girl!" Brenda stared a her own bare feet, leaning against the refrigerator for a few seconds before smiling to herself.
"You scared?"
"What, excuse the fuck outta me, eh?" Angie leaned into the counter top holding the edge with an incredulous look on her face.
"I didn't mean to; but it's okay if you're scared." Brenda carefully taunted.
"Hey, you think I'm scared of you grabbing on my ass, huh Brenda?" She was a little fearful of her cousin who looked as if she were on the verge of delivering another beat down, but Brenda forced a smile and shrug in silent challenge.
"Well."
"Fuck you." Angie's own ego got the better of her as she turned her back towards Brenda, popping a hip out in her direction.
Her huge derriere was imposing and in your face, the cheeks bulging below the bikini cut of her makeshift daisy dukes. Brenda stared pointedly wondering what she'd gotten herself into for the second time in a day, but decided to follow through on the nonverbal dare.
"Yeah?" Brenda reached down, swinging her palm in an underhanded arc up into Angie's left cheek.
It was overly heated to the touch filling her thin fingers as she started squeezing it like a stress ball. She tried to close her fingers around the handful of flesh, digging her nails into it. Brenda took it further using her fingers to jiggle it while scanning her cousin's face for a reaction.



"Damn you've gone straight loco; I can't believe my cousin is feeling me up." Angie's voice faltered for a minute revealing a bit of unintended emotion.
"Just say you're scared, then."
"I ain't scared of you." Angie huffed,involuntarily giving her cousin something more, an inch to take.
"Right, sure you ain't." Brenda's fingers breached the shorts, cupping the hidden portions of Angie's huge ass.
Her nails clawed into the unyielding, olive colored flesh groping and squeezing for all she was worth. Brenda found herself staring at Angie's face in profile noticing that she was blinking hard, biting into her lower lip as the edge of her fingers got deep into the crack of her butt.
"Having fun, bitch?" Angie huffed as the fingers went further, approaching her slit. Brenda's entire hand was under her shorts as she leaned into her cousin's thick body, almost molding herself to the larger girl's frame.
"Are you? Come on, just say it; say you're fucking scared." Brenda licked her lips doing her best to creep out her cousin.
"That's what you want, huh?"
"What do you want, Angie? Tell me what you want, or just admit what we both know right now." Brenda ran her nails across the big, buoyant ass cheek underlining her statement.
"KISS MY ASS!" Angie blurted out, not fooling her cousin one bit as Brenda leaned in uncomfortably close whispering in her ear.
"Bare it."
"HUH?!!" Angie shrieked, making Brenda snicker.
"Oh yeah?!! You think I won't do it, little bitch, eh; think I won't make you get down here and kiss all of this fucking ass Brenda?!!" The petite teen wasn't fooled by her cousin's posturing, hoping that she was finally going to get some sort of victory, folding her arms across her chest.
"Do it then; show me." Angie's brown eyes widened at the suggestion, her mouth hanging open.
The thick teen bit into her bottom lip wanting to pummel her cousin for backing her into a corner, but realized it would be a defeat on some level. The whole situation came up out of nowhere to smack her right in the face. Both girls were standing there in a dead heat as Angie noticed the smirk on her cousin's face and the subtle swagger in her posture. There was no mistaking the glint in her eye, even through her battered features.
"¿Quieres un poco de mierda, Brenda? ¡Te voy a dar todo este gran culo aquí, ahora mismo!" Angie snarled.
"No veo nada Todo lo que haces es hablar mierda." Brenda cupped her hand over her mouth, sure that her cousin had nowhere to go but admitting she'd been creeped out. Angie's eyes narrowed at the snickering from her smaller cousin.
"Enjoy it, Brenda."
Angie popped the single button on her shorts, looking up for any surrender in Brenda's face, before drawing her zipper down halfway. The width of her hips and ponderous butt did the rest parting the shorts from the sheer thickness until her muff was visible. Angie looked up hoping her cousin would verbally reconsider but found her still waiting. The baby faced teen's brow furrowed as she grit her teeth doing her best to intimidate her much smaller cousin. Angie reached down tugging at the exposed pockets until the material cleared the widest point at her hips. Brenda watched as she shimmied and wiggled her hips until the shorts ended up a corona around her heels.
Angie covered her muff with a hand while holding onto the edge of the counter staring Brenda down. She found eyes traveling up her body to her face with no backpedaling in sight, finally scoffing as she turned towards the counter. Angie glanced out of the little window over the kitchen sink at the neighborhood outside. Some people were walking by the window while some music played off in the distance as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other.
"WHAAAA?!!" She shrieked, feeling all ten of her cousin's fingers digging into the plaint flesh of her buttocks. Brenda's thumbs were deep in the cuff between her thighs and the bottom of her ass. She glanced over her shoulder finding the top of Brenda's head at her back. The petite Latina was leaning into her back running her hands vertically across Angie's rear expanse.
"You're fucking crazy."
Brenda leaned into her back, pressing her face into the material taking in the scent of her cousin's body. Angie kept staring out the window, teeth gritted wondering how things veered off into weird territory when the smaller girl pressed against her big butt, hard. She grabbed the edge of the counter shoving her rump back with the intent of knocking Brenda away. Instead, her cousin held on getting a handful of the soft flesh of her hips.
"HEY, WHAT'RE YOU DOING!!" Angie whined, twisting a bit at the waist as Brenda pressed into her again.
"I'm gonna kiss it, like I said."
"BUT UHM, AAAAIIIEEEE!!" Angie shrieked as her cousin's tongue dipped into the very top of her gluteal cleft. She followed this up with a few more licks before leaving a slimy trail of saliva down the curve of her right cheek. The large, baby faced teen's eyes were squeezed tightly shut as hands pinched and groped, ultimately spreading her apart.
"Just say it, Angie. Be honest and admit that I'm creeping you out on some perverted shit, right here. Just admit it and be honest, that's all I'm asking, okay?"
"NO!"
Brenda cupped one cheek in both hands digging her nails into it while nibbling on it with her teeth. The flat of her tongue ran over that cheek repeatedly before Angie squirmed, finding that escape was impossible without outright pummeling her cousin. She cried out a bit, cupping her hand over her mouth when Brenda licked a wet trail up the deep crack of her ass from the very bottom to the top, stopping at the little horizontal dimple there. Her thin fingers grabbed dual handfuls, prying Angie's cheeks apart.
"WAIT, I...!!" Her voice stifled into a whimper as Brenda lapped at her slit from the back. Her heavy breathing filled the kitchen as she glanced down at her cousin kneeling in front of her huge butt. Both girls exchanged glances but with drastically different expressions.
"What-the-fuck, Brenda?" Angie gasped as a snarky smile spread across her cousin's lips.
Brenda quickly did it again and again in quick succession, before smiling at her astonished cousin before leaning in sucking and nibbling at the junction between the bottom of her ass and top of her right thigh. She kept it up peppering that enormous butt with rabbit kisses and nips, before glancing up with a perverted smile on her face.
"Shit, I-I know you're trying to...AAAAAWWWNNN!!" Brenda buried her face between Angie's cheeks lapping away, slathering saliva everywhere. Those thunderous cheeks were pried apart again so that she could review her handiwork looking up at Angie's shocked features.
"You liked that, eh?"
"Hey, this shit's too fucking weird, girl." Angie admitted, wiping her nose.
"Yeah, eh?"
"WHAAAAAA, AWWWWWNN, AAAHHHHH!!" Angie's thighs quivered and shook as her petite cousin sank a finger inside up to the knuckle, leaving it there as she stood leaning into the teen's back.
"Like that, huh?" Brenda whispered wetly into her ear.
"YOU-YOU-AAAWWWNN!!" Brenda pushed further, adding another finger both curved at the tips. She started working her fingers in a slow, methodical cadence sliding along Angie's inner grooves. Angie's shocked and conflicted expression fueled her actions wanting to keep it up. Brenda humped against her cousin in time with her pumping fingers.
"Angie." Her voice was just above a whisper as she blew into her cousin's ear.
"STUUU-STOP IT!! FUH, FAUH, AAAAAWWWN!! STOP DOING THAT!!" Angie gasped and begged, twisting with nowhere to go because the counter was in front of her.
"You don't like this, eh?"
"NUH, NO!!" Angie denied, still squirming under her cousin's pumping fingers. Wet, squelching sounds were audible enough for both women to hear.
"Why you wet?"
"SSSHHHAAAAAHHH-SHAAAA, SHUT UP!!" Waves of pleasure radiated between her thighs as Brenda amped up her actions with three fingers working her larger, pear shaped peer into a frenzy. Angie gasped in short breathy moans wanting to hump back into the intrusive fingers, but fighting the taboo urges engulfing her body.
"Come on, you like this, right Angie?"
"...no." Brenda wedged a knee between her thick legs managing to push them further apart as her fingers achieved new depth.
"Stop fucking lying, you like this, don't you Angie?"
Angie realized that her cousin's other hand was gregariously squeezing her left breast. She grabbed one of the fingers pulling Brenda's hand away from her tit as the smaller girl used her leg to caress a thigh. At this point, Brenda was full on, humping into her cousin's side.
"I-I'M FUH, FEELING SOME, AWWWWNNNN!!" Angie's gasps of pleasure were audibly wet as she licked her lips involuntarily beginning to crest from the stimulation. Brenda's invading fingers were slick and oily adding a measure of lubrication to the proceedings.
"Yeah, you should like, just bend that ass over, bitch." Angie was conflicted as her legs shook while she began to cream all over the invading digits. She silently relented laying her upper half across the corner, pushing her huge ass out towards her cousin.
"AAAAWWW FUUHHHHH, FUUUKK!!" Brenda was able to add a fourth finger, curving the middle digits into her special place. Angie whimpered and whined as goosebumps appeared on her forearms and back. Brenda found herself humping into Angie's butt, using her hand as a surrogate cock. The big, baby faced teen dipped and twisted side to side, eventually pushing back into her cousin's hand.
"Fuck it." Brenda gasped with lustful intent.
"AAAAAHHHHH, AAAWWWN FUK!! FUK!! FUK!! AAAAWWWNN!!" She couldn't believe her eyes as Angie bumped back into her hand, bobbing and clapping her thunderous cheeks on her hand. Brenda could feel her inner walls pulsing as her canal narrowed around the invading digits.
"FUCK MY FUCKING HAND, BITCH!!" Brenda suddenly screamed, a bit of saliva running down her chin dripping onto the enormous olive colored ass. Brenda gasped, half laughing at the turn of events as Angie surrendered herself.
"YEEEEAAAAHHHH!!" A labored scream was forced out of Angie Delgado.
"WORK THAT BIG, FAT ASS FOR ME!! BOUNCE THAT SHIT!!" Angie was so wet; her essence was running down her quivering inner thighs as the squelching sound got louder. Her cheeks added to the taboo decadence, clapping on her cousin's pumping hand. Brenda tapped, caressed and pressed on the bumpy ridge inside mercilessly as Angie desperately grabbed the faucet in front of her while sucking on her own thumb.
"COME-ON BITCH FUCK MY HAND!! FUCK THAT SHIT OUT TIL YOU CUMMING!!" Angie nearly wrenched the poor girl's hand off bouncing on the balls of her feet, standing on her toes popping her wide hips. Brenda held on for dear life, riding her cousin out like a bucking bronco.
"AAAAHH, AHHHHH, AAAAWWWNNNNN!!" Brenda began moving her fingers around inside of her making sure to continue the stimulation of that particular bumpy ridge inside.
"YEAH, COME-ON-ANGIE, GIVE IT TO MEEEEEE, CUM ON BITCH!! FUCK IT OFF!!" Angie was yelping, whining and moaning as her hips popped uncontrollably. Brenda was only using her two middle fingers frigging her cunt with manic intensity.
"OH MIERDA, LO SIENTO!! ¡LO SIENTO TAN JODER MUCHO! MIERDA, ¡ESTÁS MENSAJANDO A MI BRENDA COJA!"Angie was going into a frenzy, twerking hard enough that Brenda was forced to come closer.
"MUESTREME, QUIERO VER QUE VENAS ANGIE!! ¡VEN POR MÍ AHORA MISMO PERRA! A la mierda ese gran culo en mi mano angie!!" Brenda was breathing hard, gasping and reeling from her newfound power, however fleeting.
"OH MIERDA, PUEDO SENTIRLO SALIR!! ¡ESTÁ SALIENDO BRENDA! OH MIERDA ESTÁ SALIENDO!!" Angie's mouth hung open; her eyes tightly shut as torrents of cum started to run freely down her leg. Brenda stayed with the whining girl, pressing on her secret spot getting a perverse sense of power from the situation.
"¿Vienes Angie? ESE COÑO SENTIRSE BIEN REALMENTE NO ES PERRA?!! ¡DIME CUÁN BUENO QUE EL COÑO SE SIENTA PERRA!" Brenda's hand shot under her shirt roughly groping and pinching her breast, paying attention to the erect nipple as Angie began crying out, loudly.
"AAAAAWWWW SHIT, YOU FUH-YOU FAAAAWWWW-FUK!! FUK!! FUK!! CUMMING!! CUMMING!!" Angie's knees buckled, her head dipping into the kitchen sink as her knees buckled, giving away.
Brenda never stopped working the bumpy ridge keeping up the constant pressing until bursts of liquid erupted as Angie melted away with a staggering orgasm. She grabbed desperately at the faucet to remain on her feet as Brenda slowly removed her fingers, letting the tips slide over every one of her inner grooves until it was free. Her hand was shiny and glistening with her cousin's essence as she stared between it and Angie's flushed features. There was no movement from the larger girl as Brenda cupped an ass cheek squeezing softly.
"Okay, I believe you." Brenda replied squeezing next to her cousin, running some water over her soiled fingers. Angie was still coming down in post coital bliss, reeling from being fingered to completion.
"What?"
"I believe you ain't scared of me at all, here." Brenda snickered, casually picking up Angie's discarded daisy dukes placing them on top of the heaving girl's butt. Both girls stared as she giggled a little knowing what she'd done.
"What's uhm, I well?!!" Angie was at a loss for words as Brenda continued giggling before slipping out of her own boy shorts tossing them on the huge butt prostrate before her.
"It's okay cousin; keep those as a souvenir." Brenda slinked out of the kitchen disappearing into her bedroom.
"What-the-fuck, is that bitch on, today?"
Angie gasped somewhat sore from the sudden fingering and acute manipulation of her G-Spot by a girl who'd been a sworn enemy the past few weeks before they were forced into a confrontation with one another. She turned the tap splashing some water on her face absentmindedly wiping her face with both her and Brenda's shorts before realizing what she was doing tossing them away. She righted herself on shaky legs walking the hall back to Brenda's bedroom shoving the door open.
Her cousin was sitting Indian style in the bed with her hands between her legs staring wide eyed back at Angie again like a deer in headlights. It was apparent what she was doing. Angie staggered into the room taking a seat on the edge of the bed looking down between her cousin's legs at the rabbit sex toy in her hand. Angie took the toy gingerly from her cousin staring at it as Brenda slid to the edge of the bed sitting beside her.
"I uhm, just wanted to cum, too." Brenda admitted eyes glazed over as both Latinas stared at the wall in front of them.
"This is some pretty fucked up shit, Brenda." Angie held the small sex toy before her eyes.
"Sorry."
"We gotta get off the skittles rainbow and fix this shit." Angie draped an arm around her petite cousin planting the toy in her open palm.
*************************************************************************************
"Heading out."
"Isn't it a little early to be checking out?" Her supervisor, some bespectacled Asian woman, her supervisor asked.
"I gotta check on my little girl; she's a little shaky about her upcoming surgery." Concepcion explained hanging up her lab coat, slinging her purse.
"It's a nose job, right?"
"Yeah, ever since she was in that accident, I've been worried sick about her. The doctors say she'll be okay, but my Brenda is worried that she'll be disfigured for the rest of her life. I'll make up my hours or any shifts you want on Monday."
"Sure, it's a weekend so don't let this become a habit."
Concepcion nodded meekly as she left the hospital pharmacy where she was employed. Halfway down the corridor, her face resumed its usual scowl. Concepcion was actually intent on doing a little shopping after she confronted Louis at work. He'd had the audacity to text her asking for her signed consent to get Angie back into school after failing to get the troublesome teen to return. She didn't give a fuck about that issue only concerned with getting money from him to reimburse her for Brenda's upcoming rhinoplasty. Her insurance was enough to cover the procedure, but she felt like she was owed after sleeping with him and getting nothing in return.
She also intended to browbeat and harass him into putting Angie out of his apartment with threats of police intervention. By the time she got to her car in the parking garage, Concepcion was even working out a shopping spree that Louis would be financing in order to stay out of jail. She got behind the wheel turning on some loud music before sliding her designer shades on as she took the car out of drive.
"WHAT THE FUCK?!!" A giant arm reached into the car forcibly turning it off. Angel removed the keys leaning down into the window also snatching her shades off.
"Hello to you too, Dulce." Angel referred to her by a long forgotten nickname.
"That's not my fucking name; what do you want Angel?" She turned down the music staring angrily at the biker. His motorcycle was parked uncomfortably close to her car.
"You been fucking it up; time to take a meeting."
"Whatever you got to say, just say it." Concepcion replied snarkily, not intimidated in the least.
"I'm getting real tired of bitches coming up out the side of their neck at me; get your ass out the car-DULCE!!" He underlined his statement by snapping the shades in two with one hand, tossing the fragments into her crotch.
"You're gonna buy me some new glasses." She stepped out of the car, spitefully.
"Shut up and get on the bike, we need to hit the road."
"WHAT?!!"
"Someone wants to have a word." She removed the small helmet from its place on the back of his hog strapping it to her head before mounting it wrapping his arms around the giant's torso.
"Who?"
"Sofia wants to have a word." He gunned it out of the parking garage full speed barely giving her time to adjust to the sudden movement.
*************************************************************************************
"Damn, that was quick."
Angie sat on the couch listening to the knocking at the front door with a knowing smirk on her face. She let Jose knock for another five minutes wanting to milk the moment for all it was worth. Angie walked over to the door cracking it making sure to keep her body hidden behind it.
"Uhm, hey Angie." He was standing there outside the screen door looking anxious in a tank top and board shorts.
"What you want?"
"You told me to come over; remember? We talked and stuff." She almost laughed in his face, knowing exactly what he wanted.
"Well, there are some things to consider; last time we saw each other you called me a whore and said uhm; what was that? Oh yeah, fuck you Angie. That right; that's what you said, eh?"
"Well, you was fucking with that Cholo motherfucker, anyways!" He retorted awkwardly, put on the spot.
"I-ain't your woman, Jose." Angie reminded him still smiling through the locked screen door.
"But, we fuh-!!" She waved a finger stopping him mid-sentence; making him feel like a scolded child.
"Yeah, we fucked; I took your cherry and you called me a slut because you weren't the only one. Man, I did you a solid and look how you thanked me. Now, I ring your phone and here you are hoping for some more pussy, right?"
"Well, you called me, Angie; just wanted to tell me off, is that right?"
"No, I called you over here to get some pussy, Jose." He did a double take surprised by her answer, not knowing what to expect all of a sudden.
"HUH?!!"
"You want some pussy or not, asshole; it's a simple question Jose?" Angie tapped the tips of her manicured nails on the heavy oak door, smiling innocently at the confused teen on her front porch. She found enjoyment in the fact that he was twisting in the wind before her eyes.



"...yeah."
"WHAT?!!"
"Yeah." Jose reiterated meekly.
"I can't hear you, man; Jose don't fuck around with me, I asked you a question and I want an answer I can fucking hear. Now, do you want some pussy or not?"
"YES, I WANT SOME PUSSY!!"
The embarrassed teen yelled before noticing a group of Jehovah Witnesses walking by the house at the end of the porch. An elderly woman in the group gave him a disparaging look as she passed while Angie laughed out loud opening the screen door ushering him inside.
"Oh, wow."
Even though Angie was a shorter than him, Jose found himself looking directly into her big, brown eyes, her cherubic face level with his own. The first thing he noticed was the professional makeup job accentuating her features along with her braided hair which was essentially two large braids on either side of her head. A skin tight red tank was molded to her torso, the spaghetti straps tightly digging into the tender flesh at her shoulders little more than ceremonial in nature.
The top formerly belonged to her much smaller cousin Brenda, which left the lower portion of her stomach exposed. Her navel was visible as his eyes took in the jean shorts made from some old, discarded jeans found in her former benefactor, Louis' closet. The rough, worn material almost looked painted on her pelvis, fitting like a bikini bottom. A pair of spike heeled boots completed the ensemble explaining her sudden boost in height.
"Jose, you good?" His reaction to her appearance, secretly overjoyed the eighteen year old delinquent giving long sought validation her grandmother sought to extinguish by confiscating her clothing. Jose's board shorts were visibly tented by a strained erection.
"Oh shit Angie; you look so fucking good!! Damn, you'd never know if, uhm...".
"If these fuckers around here didn't make me dress like a kid, huh?"
Angie pivoted giving Jose a view of her derriere, which looked larger than normal with the booty shorts riding high on her hips. Her backside was one massive heart shape coupled with her shapely legs which appeared longer than normal accentuated by the heels.
"Come here, girl!" Jose could contain himself no longer grabbing her waist from the back pressing his pelvis into her rear end, rubbing and grinding. He trembled, losing control humping into her huge ass as Angie chuckled.
"Damn man, calm down and get naked, right here." He didn't need to be told twice, quickly stripping down to the buff in seconds as Angie took in the sight of his erection which was pointed at her like a flagpole emerging from his crotch. Jose filled his hands with her hips stealing a deep, soulful kiss that seemed to last forever.
"I-I can't stop thinking about you, Angie."
"Then why didn't you call me, huh?"
"I felt stupid, embarrassed because of the fight; because of what I said. Thank you for being my first and uhm, I want you to be my girlfriend if you're not with that Cholo guy." He went to kiss her again, but she averted her face at the last second letting him kiss her cheek instead.
"Fuck you Jose, get over it; I fucked Cesar because I wanted to, and I took your cherry because I wanted to motherfucker. You could've said no, but you didn't and now you think you're in love with me because I was the first hole you got to stick your dick inside. Hey man, if you hate that I fucked Cesar; I've been with some other people since then, too."
"Don't say that." She noticed that he almost looked like he was in tears as she opened up. Angie didn't like showing herself to people, but felt it was necessary in this instance.
"But it's true and you need to understand that; nobody ever tell you that warm, fuzzy feeling goes away after a while, especially when you stick your dick in a few other girls?"
"I don't wanna stick my dick in anybody else." He surprised her with another deep, soulful kiss which she broke by shoving her hands into his chest. The shapely Latina stared at the handsome athlete silently contemplating his words.
"Go in the bedroom, Brenda's bedroom; I'll be there in a second."
He tried to steal another kiss, but Angie pressed a finger against his lips dismissing the enthralled jock. He backed off almost unable to take his eyes off her face as he walked into the adjacent corridor entering his ex-girlfriend's bedroom. He told himself that he would make love to her until she surrendered becoming his girlfriend.
"What?" Jose received a shock upon entering the bedroom.
Brenda was there kneeling upright in the middle of her bed, also professionally made up wearing a sheer bra and panties. She stared at him breathing hard, not knowing what to expect as her hand instinctively went up to hide the bandage covering her prominent nose.
"What-What is this, Brenda?"
"Jose, I know you uhm, don't want to see me; probably hate me and shit for what I did. Jose, I never-uhm, I just wanted..."
"Fuck this!" He turned to leave finding Angie stepping into the room closing the door behind herself.
"See Jose; you're about to fuck yourself out of a threesome."
"Threesome?"
"Yeah, dummy." Angie cupped his face trying to lighten the mood before any more teen drama could take place. Her arms encircled his neck as she pressed her plump lips against his, her tongue swirling in his mouth.
They started making out in earnest as one of his hands discovered the upper swell of her enormous butt. Angie's fingers pinched and rolled a nipple on one of his pecks making him moan into her mouth. Another familiar sensation engulfed his manhood as he glanced down finding Brenda wantonly sucking his cock. He reacted involuntarily, but Angie used her size to keep him off balance as Brenda got exponentially sloppy, spitting and drooling all over his endowment.
The sensation was overwhelming as he felt Brenda slathering his penis and balls using the underside of her tongue all over his crotch. She directed her attention to his inner thighs with little bites and rabbit kisses before completely deep throating his cock down to the base. Angie trapped him in a deep hug, wantonly making out with him as one of his hands feverishly invaded the seam of her too tight shorts palming her right ass cheek. His other hand covered her breast, pinching her thick, erect nipple. Angie moaned into his mouth swirling her tongue around as Brenda's free hand dug into the other side of her shorts greedily clawing a voluptuous ass cheek. Jose couldn't believe what was happening as Brenda fucked him with her mouth, pumping her head back and forth.
He could feel her nails racking the back of his muscular right thigh as all three became entangled in one another. His ex-girlfriend's tongue was working a slimy trail up his abdomen ending at his peck, taking a nipple between her teeth as Angie helped herself to the other. The sensation had his penis so hard, it hurt as dueling hands took turns stroking his member. Angie in a reverse of her cousin's actions, worked her way down Jose's torso deep throating his average endowment to the base.
He thought himself familiar with her technique after their initial encounter, but the thick, pear shaped Latina had other ideas practically devouring him whole with an unbridled passion while her cousin restricted her actions, lapping at his throat, nibbling on an earlobe. His eyes were drawn down to the sheer, silken brassiere which made her cleavage appear ready to burst free of its confines. Brenda following a suggestion from of her social peers, made it a point to purchase the item a size smaller than her actual 36 C-Cup size.
Brenda followed his gaze, using a finger to pop one of her brown nipples out before his eyes. That same pointer finger was stuck in his mouth encouraging him to suck on it before it was applied to the exposed nipple making it glisten. Brenda watched the enraptured look on his face, his flaring nostrils and open mouthed expression before feeling comfortable enough to steal a passionate kiss. All rational thought went out the window as the former couple began to rediscover a lost connection before she withdrew joining Angie on her knees as both girls took turns sucking hard on his reddened member.
Angie vacuumed, pursing her lips while Brenda slathered saliva all over his balls, nibbling and sucking before her thick, shapely cousin pointed the head of his cock in her direction. Brenda took it all the way to the base letting it rest there until she could take no more, coughing profusely while her cousin took over with the same action. They alternated working Jose into a frenzy before sharing his cock on either side, letting the teen jock enjoy both of them simultaneously sawing his cock between both of their lips.
His entire pelvis was a sticky, gooey mess of saliva and precum as Brenda slid up under him lapping at that weird spot between his anus and balls while Angie worked half of his member using her fist wetly, in a blur on the rest. His thighs seized up painfully as Brenda licked a trail around the base of his cock before taking her cousin's place just as he began to crest. Jose yelped and whined sounding distressed as he ejaculated wildly down his ex-girlfriend's throat. Brenda swallowed in time with every burst of cum taking everything the athlete had to offer before relenting as Angie leaned in teasing the head of his penis with the tip of her tongue. The cousins glanced at one another before giggling in a girlish manner.
"Uh, man; wow, that was..." Angie quickly clamped a hand over his mouth silencing Jose, knowing that talking would make the proceedings too awkward to continue.
He glanced over staring directly at Brenda who instinctively shied away, hiding behind her larger cousin. Before he could react, her hands appeared under Angie's armpits cupping her breasts squeezing hard, pinching the nipples. Angie's eyes narrowed for an instant before Brenda's hands grabbed handfuls of the tank roughly drawing it down exposing her breasts. Angie pulled his hands to her breasts wanting them groped more, gasping as fingers rubbed her slit from behind. Brenda used three fingers caressing her slit through the material with purpose, licking her lips. She couldn't take her eyes off of the huge back porch of her cousin yanking one side of the shorts up.
The enormous half of Angie's self-declared 56 inches of ass bounced free with a rubbery jiggle that invited the open handed slap that followed. More slaps followed loudly reverberating across the room while she assisted Jose in pinching her nipples as hard as he could. Brenda managed to get a finger just inside her snatch finding the large pear shaped teen more than ready. Angie responded to the finger inside with a girlish sigh of pleasure before making out with Jose as she cupped the underside of his package kneading his balls. Goosebumps were popping up on Brenda's back and forearms as she got even more aroused, excitedly pulling up on the opposite side of the skintight booty shorts giving Angie the mother of all wedgies.
The sight of her cousin's derriere as so staggering that she stumbled back a step or two to take it all in while Jose was caught up making out with Angie. Since they'd gone into taboo territory earlier that afternoon, Brenda couldn't seem to shut off the amorous feelings and innate sexual desire that now caused tremors to flow through her body. She was already feverishly fingering herself but couldn't resist the urges calling out to her anymore.
Angie half shrieked into Jose's mouth as Brenda buried her face deep in her huge butt running her tongue right up the crack. Her enthralled cousin lapped at both cheeks pinching and slapping, even trying to put a hickey on her cousin's posterior. She even managed to get her tongue into the under cuff of her left cheek tracing the deep cleft with her tongue, savoring the taste of her sweat as Angie's scent assailed her nostrils. Both of her palms spanked and jiggled the cheeks of that enormous heart shaped rear end relentlessly while Angie tapped Jose's renewed erection on her jean covered mound.
The sensation of the denim on hid crown sent shivers up his spine, making the young athlete want to punch a hole in those daisy dukes with his cock. Instead, his hands roughly yanked down on the red tank top wanting it free of her body whatever the cost. The spaghetti straps at her shoulders promptly snapped as the garment was tugged down over the top of her jean shorts. Instead of anger at his frenzied actions, Angie smiled rewarding him with a light slap to the cheek. Brenda managed to dig her nails into the waistband of those decadent shorts, salaciously peeling them down the exaggerated swell of her buttocks until they got wedged into the fleshy crease between the bottom of her butt and top of her meaty thighs.
Jose found himself looking down at her shaved mound in all its puffy glory, wasting no time parting her lower lips with the top of his endowment.
The diamond shaped negative space between her inner thighs was a perfect nesting place for his erection. Angie took the initiative tightening her butt, trapping him between her legs. She began popping her hips using her labia to stroke his cock while his hands struggled with her abundant cheeks. Seconds later he felt an added sensation realizing that Brenda was licking the head of his penis from the back of her cousin's muscular thighs. The smaller girl continued working on the skintight booty shorts, almost considering ripping them from her body before drawing them to the bedroom floor.
"¡MIERDA MIERDA QUÉ MIERDA ESTÁS HACIENDO AQUÍ BRENDA! TÚ DEMASIADO¡¡NOVIA!!" Angie was shocked when her cousin's thumb began plunging and prodding her backdoor. Brenda continued planting kisses and little bites on her cheeks, digging her nails into the huge olive colored right cheek.
"WHAT'S SHE-?!! Angie buried her tongue in his mouth, silencing him again as the duel stimulation became too much. Brenda slid up to her feet wrapping her arms around her cousin's abdomen using one hand to caress her belly while the other handled Jose's member twisting and tugging at the base of his cock. Brenda's hands seemed to be everywhere. All three became a writhering entanglement of limbs.
Angie took the initiative breaking contact with Jose, turning to sweep the slender beauty up in her arms almost slamming her on the bed which shook from the impact of both girl's bodies. From his vantage point, only Brenda's limbs were visible with the rest of her body hidden under her cousin. The few seconds of non-contact was more than Jose could bare as he got behind the sexy BBW marveling at her massive ass cheeks, before looking down discovering Brenda's thin, shapely legs splayed apart, bent inward horizontally at the knees.
Angie's puffy peach was right above it, perfectly situated between her meaty thighs, visibly wet. He stared between his ex-girlfriend's tight snatch and the flower that had stolen away his virginity weeks earlier conflicted. The choice was taken away in that moment of indecision as Angie's heeled boots touched the floor, her legs straightening out until she was bent at the waist in a perfect ninety degree angle. She wanted to be eaten in no uncertain terms by the handsome jock.
Brenda busied herself under Angie caressing her sides, taking one of her modest breasts between her lips as Jose glanced down at the way she squirmed around under her cousin. This person was a stranger to him, vastly different from the delicate flower she'd pretended to be when they first started dating. She was rolling and popping her narrow hips desperate for attention while her large, voluptuous cousin lightly twerked using enough energy to make her thunderous cheeks clap in a soft motion.
"AAAAAWWWNNN!!" His cock bottomed out inside Brenda's sore, abused cunt with authority, fucking away at it like a frenzied animal, while Angie's ponderous cheeks clapped on his face slowing down do that her could service her. She still was the duel recipient of their attentions as Brenda sucked hard on her right breast, nibbling on the thick nipple topping it. She proved ambidextrous in effort managing a few fingers on the girl's clit.
"OOOHHHH SHEEESH, IT'S SNAPPING!!" Brenda's popping hips created this snapping motion just below the head of his penis. It almost felt as if something was gnawing on his erection.
"SHUT UP AND FUCK!!" Angie barked.
Brenda's legs locked around his waist allowing him fistfuls of her cousin's prodigious rump to bury his face between. She raised her hips bucking and popping against his pelvis for all she was worth. The petite beauty ground him into hamburger. All three of them were yelping, gasping and moaning creating a deafening cacophony in the small room.
"LO QUIERO, DAME AHORA MUCHACHO BONITO!! Follarme duro!!" Angie screamed, her face and body glistening with sweat. Brenda twisted her hips counterclockwise giving her former lover a desperate, fleeting sensation as Jose withdrew. He clamored atop the thick Latina mounting her in the bulldog position, finding her so wet that each each wet thrust resulted in splashes of moisture. The motion ripples running across her expansive backside from the frenzied pounding was visually hypnotic.
Brenda scurried upward until she was free of the entanglement, looking sex crazed with her hair all over her head. Angie continued pounding the large, zaftig teen who managed to draw her knees up towards her abdomen, hooking her forearms behind her thighs. Angie's cunt was continually seizing up around his member almost scraping it painfully while her smaller cousin lay on her back with four fingers pumping her sex as she squirmed around on the mattress.
"OH DIOS, ESTOY ACUMULADO!! ¡ESTOY ACUMULADO! ¡ESTOY ACUMULANDO! FOLLAME MÁS DURO JOSE!! ¡ESTOY ACUMULANDO A JOSE!" Angie went into a screaming fit becoming completely flushed as spittle burst from her mouth with each joyous declaration.
Her big, expressive eyes began to roll up into her head from the near constant sexual stimulation she'd received since initiating the threesome. Her fingers unlocked allowing her to support her weight on both palms and knees, twerking wildly as Brenda quickly got up on her knees adjacent to Jose. The sight of her huge 56 inch cheeks clapping loudly on the exposed portion sent Jose right over the edge as Brenda reached down handling him at the base.
The petite beauty roughly yanked his cock out of Angie's box jacking several ropes of cum all over Angie's enormous jiggling, ass cheeks. Her single minded focus was something to behold as she obsessively stroked him to completion while all three gasped, moaned with intermingled whines of ecstasy. Angie collapsed on her stomach, face down, loudly gasping breathing through her mouth. Brenda leaned down taking his wilting member between her lips cleaning it, before he drew away staring at her, confused.
"Brenda?"
"Please, let's just keep doing nasties; don't say anything Jose, please. I want you-to have this time because I've been such a bitch. Let me do it, let me please you." The emotion, the remorseful nature of it was not lost on the teen athlete. Before he could say anything else, Brenda took him in her mouth completely engulfing his cock while laying on her stomach. Before he knew it, he was working his semi-erect penis in and out of her mouth. Angie wearily watched for a few moments before sliding out of bed and leaving them alone in the bedroom.
************************************************************************************
Concepcion's skin was already crawling as she checked her personal belongings with the prison clerk looking around nervously feeling that she might be watched. It had been a while since she last visited, and that fact was okay with the disgruntled woman. She followed the prison guard to the visitor's area plopping down in front of the narrow window at the end of visitor's row.



"Well, look at you now." Concepcion's blood ran cold as she looked through the thick reinforced glass at her older sister raising the prison phone to her ear.
Angie Delgado's mother was in no way similar to her daughter in any way, instead possessing a smoldering, vintage beauty with sharp, angry looking features, prominent cheekbones and almost slanted looking eyes with thick lashes. Her full mane of black hair reached mid-back over her blue jumpsuit stuffed to capacity with the woman's lush voluptuous frame. Even behind a foot of glass and concrete it felt like she could reach out and throttle Concepcion if she wanted. The wristband bearing a stark capital letter D attested to the numerous prison fights she'd initiated or engaged in while incarcerated. Concepcion unconsciously inched back from the observation window trying not to look intimidated.
"I put money on your books."
"But you don't come see me, don't write or nothing." She knew the effect her presence had on her sister, half smirking at the visibly anxious woman.
"You don't like to read, Sofia."
"I have people to read to me, but then you know that, don't you Concepcion? I got people doing all kinds of fucking things for me, bitch; check it out." Sofia motioned towards the guard standing on her side of the partition. The burly redheaded man disappeared behind the thick steel door that led back to the prison areas.
"Sofia."
"Scoot that fucking chair back up to this window, cunt." Sofia suddenly snarled getting instant compliance from her younger sister.
"You want more money, I'll put it on your books soon as I get back to the clerk window." Concepcion's voice faltered as she spoke.
"Like I said, I got so many people watching and looking around at shit, it's almost like I got myself a million other fucking eyes, all trained on your pigged ass, bitch. Talk to me about my kid and how you been treating her like a fucking maid and shit. Talk to me about how she wearing fucking rags and now, I got this feeling-that she ain't even living their anymore, little sister. Talk to me about this, tell me I'm wrong?" A single bead of sweat ran down Concepcion's brow as she'd already started trying to figure out who ratted her out to her older sister.
"Why I have to take care of her; why couldn't she stay with mom?"
"Well, you're my lapdog so, I thought it would be better if she came to stay with you instead of having my baby shank the fuck out of our shitty mother. Now, I got this feeling that you forgot what things are really all about, eh? Forget where you fucking come from or something, whore?"
"Don't call me that."
"Slut." The larger woman hissed almost in serpentine manner.
"Look it's been kind off hard taking care of two kids, I admit that; but Angie's been acting all crazy and shit lately, even beat up my daughter. Fucked Brenda's nose up so bad that I gotta get it fixed. I can't have shit like that going on in my goddamn house!!"
"BLAH, BLAH, BLAH, BLAH CUNT!! TELL ME WHERE THE FUCK MY DAUGHTER IS, DULCE!!" Concepcion bristled at the old nickname that always brought horrible memories to the surface whenever she heard it mention within earshot.
"Sofia, please."
"I asked you a question."
"She's uhm, at Louis place." Concepcion whimpered.
"That stupid loser guy you're dating; are you for real, bitch? Damn, you are so fucking stupid; can't do a goddamn thing right since I got stuck up in this fucking prison. That limp dick better not be doing nasties with my kid or BOTH of you FUCKS are gonna be on FIRE, got me?!!"
"Yeah, I got you." Concepcion manufactured a sarcastic sounding response purely out of misplaced ego.
"Hey little sister, my pigged hermanita; lean in a little closer." Sofia inched into the glass almost pressing against it as her immense cleavage bulged upward like baking bread, from the V-neck of her prison top. Concepcion bent at the waist coming inches close to the glass noticing that Sofia pressed her palm against her side of the glass. She mimicked her older sister, placing her hand in the same spot on her side of the window.
"¡Si no vuelves a meter a mi puta hija en esa casa, tendrás que preocuparte más que la cara rota de Brenda! ¡Tú y esa puta flaca van a estar en la esquina haciendo mi dinero! ¡¿Me tienes pequeña perra de cerdo?!!" Their faces were separated by the thick glass, but Concepcion could swear that she felt her older sister's heated breath on her face.
"Sí hermana mayor, entiendo." She shook her head profusely terrified and shaken by the visual imagery of her sister's threat.
" I'm about to rise up out of here and my shitty social worker says they're sending somebody to check out your place. If things aren't the way we say they are, I'm gonna get fucked at my parole hearing."
"I-I'll take care of it, I promise Sofia." Concepcion was glistening with sweat rubbing her thigh with her free hand as the prison guard appeared from the other side of the door staring at both women.
"Man, I miss the good old days when I'd just make you suck his little pink dick."
Sofia laughed malevolently at the traumatized expression on her sister's face.
"I wanna go now; may I-uhm, leave?"
"Put some money on my fucking books and pay taxes to Angel for me, alright hermanita?" Sofia half turned in her seat jiggling her impressive bosom for the guard with an inviting smile, before turning back to her sister.
"Yeah, I can do that."
"I'm tired of looking at your pig face; beat your feet."
"Yeah, sure." Both women hung up their phones while Concepcion scooted noisily back from the window, the chair legs loudly scraping the floor. She was trembling uncontrollably as she walked away from the window, wrapping her arms about her torso from the psychological chill.
"I'M GONNA SEE YOU REAL SOON!!" Sofia's voice boomed out from the other side of the window followed by the loud slamming of the steel prison door that led back to her world.
Concepcion was wiping away tears twenty minutes later as she walked out of the penitentiary where Angel sat waiting on his hog. She stopped short, squatting down as a labored cry bubbled to the top as tears dripped onto the pavement. Angel stared back stoically knowing exactly what she'd endured.
"Come on, I'll take you back to your car." He finally spoke as a strong breeze flowed through the air with a whistle. Other people, visitors and family members walked by, some noticing Concepcion squatting down on the ground.
"I gotta pay taxes for Sofia." She mumbled.
"There's a hotel real close; it's cheap." He added knowing what was being offered as she looked up disgusted with herself. Concepcion mounted the bike snatching her helmet from the giant.
"Let's get this over with." Angel didn't say anything, firing up his chopper.
*************************************************************************************
"What the fuh-these motherfuckers must be beaming over here like Star Trek or something!!" Angie downed the rest of her soda taking her time walking to the front door as the knocking increased.
"HOLD THE FUCK UP, I'M COMING!!" She'd slipped on her cousin's football jersey after showering which didn't quite fit in the same exact manner, leaving two thirds of her lower half exposed. Other than a pair of flip flops she'd scored from Brenda, Angie was nude.
"Uh, hey what's up?" Cesar was on the other side of the screen door looking apprehensively at the diagonal slash in the mesh. He was wearing a baseball cap, white tank and shorts as she rolled her eyes looking him up and down.
"Hey Cholo, you just popped up, quick like." Angie made sure to stay partially hidden behind the door.
"My girl calls, I'm a show up for real; so what's up with the fucking screen door? He motioned towards the shredded screen, nervously chuckling.
"Did you come over here to fix it, or fix me?" Angie retorted.
"Open the door, I'll tap the shit outta that ass, proper." He went for the door finding it still locked.
"Hey man, don't come up in here with none of that thug shit; my house, my rules and no fucking fighting." Cesar shrugged confused by her statement.
"What?"
"I mean it, don't fuck around in my house or I'm gonna toss you the fuck up out of here, fool!!"
"Hey, you called me; Angie you playing games or what? I mean you fine as fuck and all, but I gotta hold mine down. So, I thought you wanted to hook up, but you just power tripping."
"Who's power tripping; you showed up in less than twenty minutes, fool!"
"Yeah because uhm, I love you." He said awkwardly trying to catch her off guard.
"Don't play me."
"Come on baby, you gonna let me come in or what?" He tried to play on his looks, blinking almost effeminately at the baby faced teen staring back at him. Angie Delgado was a conundrum of personality peering out from behind the door with a childish smile that wordlessly informed him there was no way to get over on her without coming clean. Angie unlocked the screen door letting him into the living room.
"I mean what I say payaso; my house, my fucking rules." She warned pushing the door up him and locking it.
Cesar's eyes nearly popped out of his eyes once he got a load of Angie's thick pear shaped figure shoved into her cousin's football jersey. It had been veritable night dress on Brenda's petite frame but was now a skintight sheath on Angie's voluptuous body. Her freshly shaved muff was barely covered as Cesar filled his hands with her generous hips.
"Ah shit, come here baby." Cesar couldn't believe his luck, quickly grabbing at the curvy eighteen year old who shoved a hand into his chest.
"Take you clothes off, right here at the door." Angie ordered.
"Serious?"
"Yeah."
"Oh, it's like that, huh?" His eyes widened in mock surprise, making her almost want to put him out of the house.
"Yeah, now get naked." Angie reiterated snatching the ball cap off his head placing on her own, folding her arms across her chest. He quickly peeled off his clothing under her watchful eye, hesitating when he got to his pants staring over at the cherubic beauty. Angie scoffed at his pensive nature, pulling the jersey over her head tossing at his feet in open challenge.
"Damn, I'm gonna beat that up."
"You gonna beat my pussy up, Cholo?"
"Fuck yeah."
"Alright, lose the pants and show me something, boy!!" Cesar was startled by her forward nature which was an anomaly in his experience. The handsome teen was used to charming girls out of their pants, not the other way around as his own hit the living room floor right at the front door. His ardent arousal was immediately apparent with the young thug becoming so hot and bothered that he opted out of removing his athletic socks and canvas sneakers.
"Come here!"
Cesar encircled her waist finding her lips waiting as they began making out right there in the alcove before her front door. He found a willing and passionate partner easily sliding her tongue inside his mouth ramping up the situation. Cesar didn't know what to do with his good fortune grabbing big handfuls of her prominent buttocks, rubbing and fondling everything. Angie grabbed handfuls of his butt pulling him hard against her body as his cock rubbed against her mound. She reached around pushing his member into the diamond shaped gap between her thighs. The pear shaped ingenue was beyond wet lubricating his sawing cock as Cesar pumped hard into that enticing negative space. He couldn't help himself, almost girlishly whimpering as he fucked her inner thighs. His excitement and the lush visual before him in her tanned olive hued skin already had a load of cum ready for Angie.
"Cut it out!" She suddenly shoved her hands in his chest roughly knocking him back a step.
"WHAT DID I DO?!!" Cesar panicked, worried that she'd kick him out before he had a chance to cum. Angie assuaged his worry by handling and stroking his glistening cock with a playful smile.
"Nothing." His hand fondled and squeezed her left breast almost pinching it hard enough to make her strike him. Angie wrapped her fist around his shaft lightly tugging on it, leading Cesar into Brenda's bedroom.
He didn't notice anything, his eyes trained on the jiggly sway of her huge butt to the exclusion of all else. Angie shoved the door open leading him inside where it became immediately apparent they weren't alone. Brenda was lying on her back in an upward facing fetal position with both of her feet planted flat on the pecks of his mortal enemy Jose who was in the process of absolutely pounding the snot out of the entitled Latina princess. The frenetic rutting was astounding enough that both Angie and Cesar were momentarily stunned at its inherent savagery. Cesar wasn't in the know also noting the bandage covering her prominent nose as her mouth hung open, gasping shrilly from the incessant thrusting as her former boyfriend freed the sexual beast.
"WHAT-THE FUCK-IS THIS HAPPY HORSE SHIT?!!" Angie immediately boxed him in behind the closed door as Jose looked up finding a hated enemy staring directly at him in his birthday suit. He jumped up followed quickly by Brenda who wrapped her arms around his torso doing her best to push him into the opposite corner of her bedroom.
"WHAT YOU DOING UP IN HERE, FUCKER?!!" Jose screamed back, ready to thump. Brenda held on for dear life knowing there really wasn't anything she could do to stop the teen athlete from tossing her aside if he wanted.
"WAIT, JUST LISTEN!!" Brenda screamed, grabbing at his wrists while Angie managed to shove the thug into the wall when he surged forward.
"COME ON MAN; YOU FUCKING MY GIRL, EH?!!" Cesar screamed forgetting himself making Angie do a double take. The offended ingenue gave the thug an especially rough shove into the wall pointing at her own face as he reacted to the motion.
"Look, I told both of you guys that it was my house, my fucking rules. Now, if you two bitches ain't down to fuck and you wanna beat the shit out of each other instead of getting a whole lotta fucking pussy-¡AMBOS PUEDEN OBTENER LA MIERDA DE NUESTRA CASA JUSTO AHORA MISMO!" Angie was just about fed up with their two chosen studs.
"No espera, solo escucha!! ¡Solo escúchame antes de empezar a pelear!! PLEASE JOSE, PLEASE CESAR!! Can't you two just listen for a minute; that's all I'm asking-PLEASE!!" Brenda managed to cup Jose's chin directing his attention down into her face seemingly calming the teen futball player. This was not lost on Cesar who felt a pang of jealousy.
"GONE HEAD THEN, BRENDA!!" He blurted out earning a hard pinch to the cheek from Angie.
"Look, I know how weird and fucked up this looks and I'm not going to explain it either. I just want both of you to see something." Brenda managed to take a step back raising her hands up in calming fashion.
"What, uhm what is it Brenda?" Jose sounded concerned noticing that Cesar still looked ready for a fight.
"This." She slowly and carefully opened the top drawer of her bedside table removing the large box of condoms which she tossed in the center of the bed, spilling a few gold packets on the ruffled bedding. Even Cesar scratched his head at the revelation.
"Why are you showing us a bunch of rubbers?" He asked.
"¡Cállate la boca!" Angie smacked his cheek frustrated only to have her hand snagged at the wrist as Brenda continued her explanation.
"Look, me and Angie already hugged it out; all I'm saying is that we decided that we don't want these condoms in here no more. So, you guys can fuck each other up outside, or help us use these up." Her eyes shifted back and forth between both guys.
"WHAT?!!" Both exclaimed almost simultaneously.
"Man, you guys are slow." Angie commented wantonly kissing Cesar on the mouth for a few seconds as Jose regarded Brenda, who glanced down at her own feet.
"Brenda?"
"I just want to fix it; it's really all my fault. Can't you understand, Jose?"
She glanced up, but instead of kissing him, continued backing up as Angie stepped away from Cesar turning in his direction. She walked over with a knowing smile wrapping her arms around his neck. Their lips merged as her tongue found entrance into his mouth. Brenda gingerly walked up to Cesar kneeling at his feet, looking desperately into his eyes.
"Don't fight; just enjoy this."
Brenda took him whole, all the way to the base of his member sucking and licking with fervent passion that immediately got results. Cesar never experienced this side of his girlfriend before, always having to barter with her for sex as she seemed perpetually not in the mood. Brenda wrapped a tiny fist just behind his balls continually throating him, literally draining the aggression out. Jose watched finding that the sight still spiked some emotion as Angie licked a trail down his peck ending up with a mouth full of his endowment as well. Both girls were giving stereo sloppy blowjobs with torrents of dripping saliva and precum.
"AAAAWWWW SHIT, GIRL; AWWWW FUCK BRENDA!!" Cesar was the first to shoot several ropes of cum into Brenda's gullet. He was surprised to find that she continued working him right though that first orgasm keeping him up and ready as Angie began twisting her fist around the base of Jose's endowment.
"FAAAAWWWW, FAAAAWWWWW, FAAAAWWKKK!!" Angie had taken one of his balls in her mouth slathering saliva all over it before sucking outright on it as she used three fingers in a rough, blurred stroking motion. Jose began involuntarily humping against her sliding fingers as precum bubbled to the head of his penis.
Angie quickly buried her face in his crotch while locking her arms around his thighs as he started shooting several scintillating bursts. She rode him out like a wild bronco until he managed to calm down. Both girls slowly crawled onto the bed on all fours watching both of their chosen studs, pensively.
"Alright boys, ain't nothing holding you back now; so, you two can go outside and chunk it out or pick and end, baby." Angie commented as she and Brenda both pointed their butts towards the edge of each side of the bed presenting two clear choices. The flustered teens stared at what was being offered before regarding one another.
"HEY, I AIN'T GOT NO PROBLEM WITH YOU IF YOU AIN'T GOT ONE WITH ME!!" Cesar yelled across the bed at his rival.
"Sure man, whatever." Jose mumbled looking solely at the faces of the girls instead of Cesar. His gaze settled on a visibly anxious Brenda waiting on baited breathe.
"So, we ain't fighting, right?" Cesar's own eyes were bearing down on the fifty six inch ass he'd sampled only once before.
"Nope."
Brenda yelped letting her jaw hang open as Jose buried his face between her thighs. She hadn't expected to be chosen first, if at all by her former boyfriend. She spread her legs a little wider glancing over noticing Cesar fondling, squeezing and pinching big handfuls of her cousin's huge ass. Brenda nodded at Angie, ripping open two condoms.
"Put your hats on Cholo, or I'll crown you." Angie warned as Brenda's hand appeared on her side offering the condoms. Cesar ruefully took the condoms rolling them onto his cock.
Jose continued licking his ex-girlfriend from the front to back door adding a finger for good measure making the battered petite beauty gasp loudly burying her face in the sheets. His hands found her small butt easy to handle caressing and pinching it before grabbing her modest thighs like handles as he pushed his face deeper in to slit, loudly sucking. Brenda fondled one of her breasts whimpering into the bedding.
"AAAAHHHHH THAT FEELS SOOOO GUUUDDD!!" Brenda was delirious with pleasure as he unknowingly mimicked a trick she'd used on Angie earlier that day, fingering her with his middle digits.
Cesar took the opportunity to drive his member home, yanking Angie back into his clumsy thrusts. Already taxed beyond her limits, Angie gave the young thug what he was looking for crying out in a distressed manner as her enormous butt jiggled with motion ripples running across its surface once more. It was the first time he was taking her traditionally, having already experienced anal sex with the baby faced bbw weeks earlier at the beginning of her campaign of revenge against her stuck up cousin and later her aunt.



"RIGHT THERE!! RIGHT THERE!! AAAAWWNN, IT'S CUH-CUH-CUMMING!!" Brenda wailed as Jose worked her hard. Right as she began dipping and arching her back, the jock decided to shove himself home with authority, driving his cock deep until his balls were slapping up against her clit.
This caused the teen to rear up screaming loudly as she experienced a leg shaking orgasm. Jose glanced over at Cesar with a smirk of one-ups man ship, stoking a simmering rivalry. Cesar pushed down on the back of Angie's head awkwardly trying to get her to arch her back similar to her smaller cousin. He started going hard in the paint slamming the enormous cheeks in front of him into hamburger. Angie noticed Jose watching spitefully still pounding away at her cousin realizing what was at foot between the two rivals.
Her shuddering cheeks jiggled independently of one another as Angie began clapping back wetly against his pelvis. The thug couldn't believe the sheer weight of her thunderous derriere so powerful that he was obliged to grab her shoulders for leverage. Her cunt was pulsing, tightening up around his shaft in waves. Angie's head rose as her face flushed crimson, the baby faced teen finding herself eye to eye with her cousin in a similar condition.
"AAAAAHHHHH, AAAAAAHHHH, ANNNNN-AWWWWN-ANNNGIE!!" Jose was managing to hit her narrow, modest ass so hard that ripples were appearing on its tan surface. He found Brenda beyond tight almost unable to move.
"FUH!! FUHHHH!! FUH-FUH-FUUUUKKKK BRENNNNN-DAAAAAAAA!!" Angie responded seizing up around Cesar, going harder as their lower halves clapped together loudly. Her eyes were squinted, mouth agape surrounded by glistening lips that called out to her cousin.
"I'M CUMMMING, CUMMMING, AWWWW SHIT, AAAAHHHH FUUUCCKKK!!" The loud, shrill crying and whining of both girls was deafening as both of the young women went into a frenzy, stereo humping back into their respective partners. The distressed pleading gasps and yelping cries sent both men over the edge.
Cesar was the first to climax trembling hard as he withdrew ripping the condoms off his penis firing burst after burst at Angie's huge, twerking butt. Jose followed seconds later mashing the petite girl under him down onto her belly before making an absolute mess of her small butt and upper thighs. Brenda continued rolling her hips making the sticky glaze pool in her shallow gluteal cleft.
The bedroom was suddenly quiet with the foursome all huffing and gasping as Angie collapsed face down in the bedding. Her large, massive butt slightly rocked from side to side, both cheeks barely glazed while Cesar admired his handiwork. Jose reached under Brenda cupping and giving her breasts a hearty squeeze before kissing her as she rolled onto her side. She reached back running her fingers through his hair as they stared wistfully into each other's eyes. His hand ran along her flat belly towards her sex, but Brenda stopped him from touching her mound.
"It's hurting, go over there and fuck Angie some more, baby." His eyes widened more out of response to her request than the tactile denial.
"Brenda?"
"It's okay, just do it; Cesar come over, please." There was this sort of crestfallen expression on her face as Angie looked up finding a level of shock on Jose's face.
Cesar stood back from the edge of the bed watching the exchange, puzzled.
"Come on over here and make me happy, bonito." Angie encouraged with a reassuring smile, knowing him well. The young, promising athlete rose on his knees looking at the cousins, together.
"Hey man, is it cool?" Cesar asked out of the blue.
"Yeah." Jose answered after a few minutes as Angie motioned for him to come over. Both of the eighteen year old moved in a counter clockwise motion around the bed keeping reasonably clear of each other to avoid the innate awkwardness of the situation.
Angie wearily rolled over sitting on the edge of the bed looking up at Jose finding him watching the other coupling. Cesar crawled onto the bed kneeling by Brenda's head, still pensively watching his rival. The petite teen stared at her former boyfriend understanding what was happening deep inside. For so long, she'd presented him a false, almost chaste version of herself and now all was laid bare in dramatic fashion. She wanted to blame her cousin Angie Delgado for this fall from grace, but now understood her own culpability more than ever. Cesar knew her more intimately on a physical level and nothing more. It was an active choice made out of petulance and spoiled entitlement. Her thin fingers handled Cesar's endowment, softly stroking it for a few moments before it found a home between her lips. Jose's eyes widened slightly in mute emotion which poked at her thumping heart enough to turn away into Cesar's crotch.
"Hey, don't I get no love, bonito?" Angie rubbed one of his muscular thighs, leaning forward peppering his abdomen with light kisses. She looked up into his face knowing what she was witnessing, opting to take his cock into her mouth. Her hands cupped his buttock softly pushing the athlete into her mouth.
"Hey, give me a hug, okay?" Angie took both of his hands pulling Jose down on top of her body. Her arms went around his back simultaneously locking her heels in the small of his back. Cesar was already looking down at Brenda slowly sucking him off. She planted a few kisses on his neck and cheek before using both hands to direct his attention to her face.
"Kiss me." He glanced down at her, knowing this was the first woman he'd ever been with also remembering her earlier words of advice about sex.
"Sure."
Their lips merged in series of escalating kisses until they were making out in their own little bubble. Cesar knelt over Brenda's head on all fours carefully making love to her mouth while she lay on her back staring up at his tattooed abdomen. Jose worked his hips until he managed to push his cock into Angie's honeypot up to the hilt. Angie started clenching on each thrust also bring all four of her limbs into play still making out with him.
"That feels so good, I like that a lot Jose." Angie whispered encouragement into his ear, running a hand over his back as he began to move a little faster.
"Yeah, that's it baby; it hurts a little but just keep it up." He was huffing now, going faster and faster as her began to crest. Angie managed to cling to his body in this mild feminine manner planting kisses on his cheek intermittently lapping at his ear before sucking on Jose's earlobe.
"Cum for me, Jose; I want some of your cum. Give it to me, please cause I need it. I want you to make some cream for me, baby." His balls were slapping audibly against the bottom of Angie's huge ass, his breathes coming quicker until he was almost whining into her right ear with his chin hooked over her right shoulder.
"Come on baby, make me some milk. Please Jose, please cum for me, alright?"
She'd started humping up into his thrusts, working hard to get him over the crest. His pelvis slapped loudly against her mound as the handsome jock rose over Angie in the push up position.
"DO IT JOSE, YOU FUCKING CUM FOR MEEEEEE!! I WANNA SEE YOU SPURTING THAT WHITE STUFF EVERYWHERE!! JOSE, JOSE, JOOOOOOO-SEEEEEE!!" He was relentlessly plunging her cunt so hard that Angie's eyes started to roll up into her head.
"AAAAHHHHHHH BRENNNN-DAAAAAA!!" He suddenly yanked his cock out jerking several ropes of cum onto her mound and belly, screaming all the while. Angie quickly reached down handling his reddened member, continually stroking until he could take no more.
Both of them were gasping hard as he opened his eyes staring down at Angie's features finding them softened with a bit of surprise mingled, conflicted. He realized what was said at the moment of climax giving himself away, before glancing over at Brenda. His ex-girlfriend was sitting there along with Cesar watching. The thug was sitting upright with his back against the headboard, Brenda sitting upright between his legs leaning into him. Cesar had an arm draped around Brenda which he slowly removed letting it rest at his side. Brenda was staring starkly, unimaginable emotion of her face as a single tear ran along her cheek. He glanced down finding Angie unwilling to look at his face.
"Uhm, I'm gonna use the shower and get out of here."
"Yeah, sure." Angie replied, sniffling.
*************************************************************************************
The door to the cheap motel room opened loudly slamming into the adjacent wall as Conception stormed into the room followed by the towering biker who'd invaded her comfort zone and life. She'd been whisked off to see an older sister that she would've preferred never existed. That traumatizing experience left her shaken, but the middle aged woman found that more of her self-identity and personality returned the further she got away from the penitentiary. Yet, there was still the matter of settling things with Angle, an expectant trade or sorts for services provided. From their mutual past, she knew there was only one thing he would want. He closed the door working hard to control his temper after a day of dealing with angry, fiery women.
"You know what I think, Conception?"
"No, but I'm sure you're gonna tell me, Angel; you always did love the smell of your own fucking farts!" She folded her arms around her chest not wanting to look him in the face.
"See, that's what I'm talking about, bitch!! We did you a solid cutting your ass loose and now you've forgot where you came from!! You really think you're some kind of "regular chick" or something, but I know exactly who you are, Dulce!!"
"Don't call me that!!"
"That's your fucking name!"
"Conception is my name, and don't you fucking forget it, Angel. You got the nerve riding into town and lecturing me, asshole! I've made a pretty good life for myself and Brenda while you fucks, shoved Sofia's kid on me to raise!!"
"She's your niece!!"
"So what, you should've taken her back to my mother's house instead of dropping the pig on my doorstep!! Angie's been nothing but trouble since; I got her out of my house and she's gonna stay out!!"
"Way I hear it, you entitled cunts been on some old Cinderella type shit with Angie; making her your fucking maid when you were supposed to be looking out for her!!"
"She ain't my fucking kid; she gotta earn her keep some kinda way!"
"Well, well, well; listen to you talking all this trash is almost funny considering you were a bust down for all the boys back in the day, honey. Tell me something "Conception"; don't you miss Nova's little backyard parties? Yeah, I loved watching that chunky ass of yours crawling around on your hands and knees looking for dick!! You were one hot piece of ass; a real bitch in heat!!" Her hand pancaked him as hard as she could manage for bringing up memories that she'd long buried in her subconscious. It was all too late as she realized the mistake she'd made peering up into his face.
"No, Angel; I'm sorry-I AAAIEEEEE!!" The back of his hand hit her with the force of a freight train sending her falling backwards onto the motel bed. Angel shook his head as he considered shutting her up for good.
"Check it out; you got a short memory and that offends me, Conception. You really bought into this fairy tale where you weren't ever some slut we got from the fucking coyote, huh bitch?!! Who bought your fucking papers, huh? Yeah, you always did run that fucking mouth and that's why Nova put you on dog duty!! Your sister Sofia was always an asshole, but she knew how to shut the fuck up when you didn't!!"
"I'M SORRY ANGEL!!"
"Fuck you Conception; just like I fucked your daughter this morning." Her eyes widened, her face becoming a mask of rage and despair. There was no way she could do anything to the man mountain standing over her without a pistol.
"¡¿Te follaste a mi pequeña?! ¡Hijo de puta! ¡Te atraparé por ese hijo de puta! ¡Lo juro por todo lo que sé Angel!" He laughed heartily at her threats wanting to infuriate her even more.
"¡Sí, lo vas a conseguir ahora mismo perra! ¡Necesitas una lección de historia para refrescar tu maldita memoria!" Angel tapped her cheek with a few light slaps, still flashing his trademark smile which was usually a precursor to some sort of vile action on his part. Conception knew this all too well, as his hand cupped one of her breasts.
"So, now you wanna fuck me, too?"
"Just cashing in a check you wrote a long time ago; or don't you remember who paid their tithes to get you outta the life? Yeah, my boy probably knocked you up before he got popped; but we'll never really know for sure, bitch. I kept my word to look out for you and still, you couldn't even do me a solid with Angie!! Been on shit duty with Nova ever since, too."
"So, it's like that, eh? You fuck my daughter and fuck me too, huh?" He was stripping off his wife beater.
"Shut the fuck up; if you weren't all preggers and shit, Nova would've had me drop you off at that fat bitch's house up in the hills, back then!! So, considering all that shit baby; I think I'm owed."
"¡Ven a buscar este coño, bastardo! ¡No quiero volver a escuchar esa mierda mientras viva! ¡TE ODIO ANGEL!" Conception cursed him through gritted teeth peeling her pants and underwear down to her knees before grabbing the bedside table separating the double beds. She turned her big, squarish looking butt in his direction, ruefully.
The shriek that issued forth from her mouth was quickly muffled by his mitt-like hand as he sunk balls deep inside her sex. The monstrous man left his huge cock inside her box, tickling the end of her tunnel, resting there for a few moments before drawing back to hit her with the force of a battering ram. Conception's ass wasn't as big as much as it was wide and squarish. This made it easier to go deep inside her well used cunt. Angel was determined to remind her of the good old days if only through tactile sensation. Her cheeks were spread apart exposing a bit of the "chub rub" that was her secret shame since adolescent days spent as an overweight teen, herself.
Despite herself, Conception gasped loudly with every loud, wet thrust. She hadn't been with anyone as big as the man mountain in years preferring Louis' more manageable size to Angel's third leg. Her inner walls seized up tightly around him, almost caressing his member eventually becoming a vice like grip around the exposed portion of his fleshy cock. The sensation reminded him of her daughter's sex, a feeling that was somewhat addictive as he popped his hips faster wanting more. Conception had become so wet; she was literally dripping down her inner thighs. She bit into her bottom lip trying to keep from crying out tightening her grip on the bedside table. He liked the view of her big, porous butt mashing into his crotch. To Angel, it felt like a big, fluffy pillow or marshmallow bumping against his pelvis.
Her mouth hung open, gaped from the constant thumps as the huge man towered over her. So intense was the repeated pounding, that one of her breasts was shook free of her brassiere. Her throaty moans began to ratchet up in volume almost sounding like someone was gutting her as Angel put more emphasis in his thrusts. Her slightly sagging breasts began to flop around inside her blouse, eventually popping a button or two. Angel forced her legs together, framing the outside with his own as he beat her back out. He couldn't help but compare her unfavorably to her own daughter, Brenda.
"¡Date prisa! ¡TU JODIDO DICK DAÑA A BASTARDO! ¡ES COMO FOLLAR A UN CABALLO DE DIOSA!!" Conception snarled in complaint, falling back on a behavior that usually produced results with her whipping boy ex, Louis.
"You would know, bitch." Angel replied to her insult regarding his girth.
"ESTÚPIDO!!" Conception raised an arm as if to strike him, but found it slapped away with little effort.
"Come on baby; you like this dick!! You always liked getting fucking railed on the back of my bike, remember?!!"
"No, that wasn't me!!"
"Yes it was, that shit was all you, Dulce; you had such a sweet little ass back in the day, bitch!!"
"STOP CALLING ME THAT; I don't-AAAWWWW SHEEEET, I DON'T KNOW WHAT YOU ARE TALKING ABOUT!!" His plunging member was already covered with a milky foam that originated from her pulsing walls in abundance. Conception hated her body for reacting to the invading, fleshy spear because it was forcing her backward to a more desperate time in her life. A spiteful angry teen who struggled in the shadow of a well-regarded and street famous, older sister.
The same sister who'd kept her foot on her neck for most of their early lives bullying and marginalizing her. There was always this joke among their associates that never seemed to go away; her always being relegated to her sister's maid. She was more than pleased that things had turned around with the next generation between Brenda and Angie. Angie had proved that theory wrong in savage fashion at the cost of her daughter's face.
"Come on Dulce; you know how it is, you little slut. Stop all that fronting; your bitch ass know how we used to get down!! Man, you always had the hottest, fucking pussy; why do you think the boys kept wearing your ass out, eh?!! Probably still be riding that chub rub if Nova didn't make us stop!!" He was determined to take her down memory lane.
"SHUT UP!!"
"Don't get it twisted, we was gonna keep running your ass through, but Nova's gets all maternal, even when it comes to pregnant bust downs!!"
"MANTÉNGALO MADRE FUCKER, ¡¡¡¡ME VA A CORTAR LA POLLA SI NO CIERTAS LA FOLLADA!!" Conception threatened, fighting like hell not to be taken back to her past. She'd worked hard to put that time behind her, focusing on motherhood, initially.
"Oh, you gonna cut my dick off; is that right?" He suddenly spun her around, tossing her up on the bedside table knocking the lamp to the floor, smashing it.
"THAAAS RIGHT; ANGEL-YOU MOTHERFUCKER!!" The heavy mascara she favored, was starting to run down her cheeks as Angel pulled out reaching behind him for the large knife mounted in the small of his back.
"ALRIGHT BITCH; CUT IT THE FUCK OFF!!" Her eyes went saucer wide as the knife appeared.
"AAAAIIIIEEEEEEE!!" He moved so fast she barely had time to react as the knife embedded into the wall half an inch from her face. It felt as if she'd nearly had a heart attack as he backed off favoring the hand that handled the knife. Conception sat motionless, her back angled against the wall looking terrified, mouth agape nostrils flaring. Angel knew she wasn't afraid of him, but what he represented.
"Hey, we used to be so cool together; what happened, Conception?"
"I-I had a fucking kid, man."
"Shit, I got kids; that ain't no excuse for acting like a cunt."
"Where's your wife, Angel?"
"Living with her mom's; she don't like how I get down with the club, and you already knew that." He sat down on one of the twin beds, the anger flowing out of his body.
"Yeah, but why did she leave you?" Her breasts were fully exposed in front of his eyes.
"That life, all the shit with the brothers, Nova's business and she kept going on about wanting a regular life for the kids until I told her how it was in no uncertain terms. Fuck, we met because of my colors and then all of a sudden she wanted me to leave it behind. Can you see me working a fucking nine to five?"
"Angel, you're a fucking criminal." Conception deadpanned.
"Yeah, and you too good to get down with a criminal anymore?"
"You know Brenda's dad was trying to get me out of the life before he got popped by the cops. I told him we should bone out and leave all the shit behind, but he kept his promise to Nova as you know. Got his dumb ass smoked at the border trying to be honorable to criminals!! Left me with a full belly, stuck paying his debts back to that blonde bitch!!" It was the first time she'd ever verbalized her anguish, openly.



"He asked me to take care of you; that's why I walked the gauntlet, bitch. I took that ass whipping so that you could have your so-called regular life; and look how you treat me, Conception."
"You fucked my daughter."
"Hey, she asked; in fact she called herself trying to turn me out or some other dumb shit. She was mad cause I laughed at her for getting her ass kicked. She thought I was gonna feel sorry for her because Angie stole both of her little boyfriends."
"Angel, you fucked my kid."
"She's eighteen; that's legal, right?"
"Fucking Connie was right to leave your dumb ass. I know she ain't no fucking virgin; I put her on birth control when she started high school, made sure she always had a box of condoms in her room. Guess my Brenda takes a little too much after her mother, huh?"
"Yeah." He answered blankly.
"Shit, you are so dense, man." Conception's posture seemed to relax as she assumed a hunched over position resting her arms on her bare thighs. She stared down at the inside of her panties stretched between her calves along with her pants.
"So, we fighting or fucking?"
Angel shrugged as her head craned in his direction, before she broke the tension by laughing. Conception straightened her legs, offering them to the man mountain who took the initiative removing her shoes and clothing. She slid down to her feet filling her hands full of his beard, letting go for once. She decided to let the memories in with a passionate kiss.
Conception's face was a mask of pain and pleasure, grimacing as she was stuffed full sitting atop the huge man lying beneath her. Her palms were planted flat on his mattress sized chest, her nails racking his hairy pecks as she feverishly pumped her hips wrenching his cock back and forth. Her hanging breasts flopped about on her chest, free of her expensive French styled brassiere. She was still self-conscious enough that her long sleeved blouse partially covered her torso. His mitt like hands dug trenches in her pillow soft butt cheeks as she sawed and ground down on him with wild abandon.
"Ah shit, my dick is so raw." He admitted.
"Good, that's what you get; now apologize." Concepcion draped her body over his expertly working her hips and ass against his thick member.
"What's wrong with you and your daughter?"
"Shut up and fuck; I'm paying taxes."
There was an audible, wet clapping sound as her marshmallow soft butt rabbited in his crotch. Concepcion let instinct take over knowing just what the man mountain liked about her. Every time she ground down onto the base of his member, crescent shaped dimples appeared on her loose, cheeks while her cunt tightened up around his girth. Concepcion knew just how long to let herself linger before rabbiting again as she continued kissing him. After a few moments, it was apparent she was screwing him instead of the other way around.
She continued alternating her movements until he started huffing, pawing and driving himself up into her cunt beginning to climax. She leaned further into his face letting her breasts be suckled as his thick cock slid out of her cunt. Concepcion felt his girth being pressed between her cheeks, roughly pushing them around his cock as she rolled her hips finishing the towering enforcer off. Several bursts of milky jizz began flowing from the head of his cock soiling the small of her back before running weakly over her loose, jiggly cheeks.
"Angel?"
He had already dropped off into a deep slumber after a day of criminally tinged, good will. Concepcion lay there atop the snoring giant playing around with his profuse chest hair thinking about her daughter and niece. She knew she'd find a way to work things out. Angie Delgado was her niece after all.
*************************************************************************************
Angie walked down the corridor letting her hand trace an invisible line on the wall until she got to the kitchen, noticing her daisy dukes and her cousin's boy shorts where they'd been left on the tiled kitchen floor. She'd managed to pull another of her cousin's t-shirts over her torso deciding to pull her shorts on for a modicum of decency as she opened the fridge. She removed a half gallon of ice cream spooning a few scoops into an orange bowl. Angie glanced at the shut door of her old room remembering that night when her fist smashed into her little cousin's face.
There was some remorse roiling around in her psyche brought to its forefront when she was suddenly thrust back into the home. It was agonizing on a number of levels after her expulsion stoking issues of abandonment and resentment. She added a few extra scoops before taking her time walking to the open front door. Brenda was sitting on her front porch staring out at Jose and Cesar congregating across the street.
"What's up with them?" Angie asked taking a seat beside her cousin.
"Jose's car stalled, Cesar's giving him a jump." Both girls watched the guys working together noting that a bit of awkwardness remained. Brenda was focused on Jose more than anything else as Angie ate a few spoonful's of ice cream.
"So, they hugged it out too?"
"Getting there."
"I hope so, cause I'm done screwing around for like, a year girl. I'm so fucking sore, cousin." Angie had another scoop looking over at the saddened, contemplative expression on Brenda's face.
"He'll never really forgive me." Her statement about Jose hung in the air for a few minutes.
"I'm sorry." Angie offered along with a scoop of ice cream.
"I deserved it, I'm a bitch."
"No, I mean I'm sorry for sleeping with Jose first; it was wrong and shitty. I wanted to hurt you so much that I didn't care about anyone else. I think he really loved you, Brenda."
"I wish you would've whipped my ass right there on the spot. Angie, I really needed it because I took everything, everyone, you for granted; cheated on my boyfriend, too." She'd ironically slipped into one of Angie's white t-shirt's found on the living room carpet.
"Here, eat some more." Angie spooned another scoopful into their mouths as both of the guys managed to get Jose's car started. Brenda's former boyfriend and lover appeared to talk for a few minutes before going their own way in their respective vehicles. Jose paused for a moment staring at both girls before driving onward.
"Hey, I'm gonna get my nose fixed up; will you go with me to the hospital?"
"Yeah, I got your back." Angie handed her the bowl, draping an arm around her cousin's shoulders.
"You know Cesar's probably just driving around the block, right?" Brenda finished up the ice cream, managing a smile at her cousin.
"Damn Cholo." Both girls chuckled watching the orange glow of the setting sun.
THE END?
*************************************************************************************
Luis was not a happy man; he sat in the middle of his trashed apartment after trying in vain to clean up some of the mess before outright giving up and sitting on his sofa. It had been like that for a few weeks. Angie was gone, nowhere to be found not answering the brand new phone he'd recently purchased for her. It wasn't that she'd destroyed his place leaving him in dire straits because it was a furnished apartment. He simply sat the long faced left with the memory of her massive ass in various stages of undress, even bouncing and grinding on his cock. He'd been sexually spoiled by the eighteen year old juvenile delinquent.
There was some loud knocking at his door which jolted the fifty something from his thoughts enthusiastically.
"Angie, is it you, little flower?" He quickly threw the door open finding a surprise waiting.
"¿A quién diablos llamas pequeña flor, hijo de puta?" Louis found himself looking at this gorgeous woman standing on his doorstep built quite figuratively like a brick shit house.
She was at least a head taller than him and just as wide with what appeared to be this extreme version of an hourglass figure. The richness of her olive skin contrasted with the wild, curly looking mane of hair framing her face. He noticed a streak of grey in her hair that looked almost dyed on purpose; but he could see that she was a woman barely in his age group. The only bit of clothing on her body was a black cocktail dress with a deep plunging neckline that left nothing to the imagination. Her breasts were almost exploding from her cleavage spiking his heartbeat as he felt sixteen again.
"Disculpe señorita, ¿puedo ayudarlo con algo?" Luois went into his native language.
"Yeah, open the fucking door."
His gaze dipped between her smoldering beauty and her wealth of cleavage. Louis didn't know her from Cain, but found himself unlocking the screen door regardless as she grabbed the door handle with authority. He was almost threatened as she walked into his living room giving his place the once over before turning to him. Her fist closed around the collar of his suit jacket and shirt.
"So, you the pervert's fucking my little girl?"
"EH,WHAAAAT?!!" Her face was inches away from his as the smell of smoked cigarettes filled his nostrils.
"Angie; Angie Delgado motherfucker? Don't you dare act like you don't know her pedófilo!!" The sultry invader reiterated.
"She's eighteen!!"
"Nineteen, she got held back a year for being a little bitch; didn't she tell you that, jelly belly?" Her assessment of his figure stung a bit as he tried to take a step back, wondering if he should try to pry her arm off.
"You're-her mother?"
"What do you think, or do you just open the fucking door for anybody that asks?" She noticed his gaze repeatedly dipping into her cleavage, finally releasing him. He stumbled back as she looked around his living room.
"Uhm, it's nice to meet you, Miss?"
"I am Sofia; Sofia De La Vega and that shit's my married name, gordo. Now, where the fuck is she; we gotta talk about some things; think you could get your fucking face out of my tits?!!"
"Sorry, but Angie-she left."
"LEFT, WHAT DO YOU MEAN?!!" Sofia turned hard on her heel fast enough to make him flinch.
"I think, she went back to her house-where she lived at first before she got here." He half stammered still affected by her appearance. Up close in his living room, this Latin beauty had an almost cartoonishly small waist that contrasted dramatically with her pronounced hips and huge, shelf like butt.
"Before you kidnapped her to be your fucking sex slave."
"I didn't kidnap no body, lady; she got kicked out of her tía house for fighting with her cousin; Concepcion told me to get her out and she had nowhere to go!! I brought her here, and yes I slept with her Miss Sofia. I ain't no criminal or nothing like that; I'm an honest man, if nothing else!!" Her words had triggered him as she turned glaring into his face.
"You ain't gotta cry or nothing; I uhm, appreciate what you did. The little skank probably put it on you anyways from the look of things around here; did Angie fuck your place up like this?"
"Well, yes; but she usually kept it clean and fixed dinners for me when I got home. She's really a good girl, but no one gives her a chance; at least that is what I think anyways."
"You her fucking padre, now motherfucker? Think you know my kid better than me or something, eh? She was just using you because she needed a place to stay; nothing more or less. Consider yourself lucky you got a little coño out of the deal."
"Well, it has been really nice meeting you, Senora De La Vega." Louis had enough of the beauty's overbearing attitude opening the screen door for her to leave, surprised when she smiled at him.
"You ain't gonna offer me a beer or nothin; just got out of lockup, you know?"
"Uhm, oh sure; hope Angie left me a few in the fridge." Louis scratched his head absentmindedly revealing more about his relationship with the woman's daughter. He disappeared through the beaded curtain Angie had put up a few weeks earlier. Sofia looked after him with a sly smile on her face knowing she had nowhere to go in reality.
"Lucky she left me three Rolling Rocks." He returned with another bottle which she quickly snatched, downing it like she was dying of thirst.
"Fuck, this beer's for shit; Rolling Rock is a pussy beer!!"
"I get a discount at work, so I bring a case or two home, ah what a way to thank somebody for giving you a drink."
"Get me another."
Sofia ordered without regards to his feelings. Louis grumbled returning to the kitchen wondering how he'd get her out of his apartment. There was much similarity in Sofia as he compared this stunning woman with his ex-girlfriend, Concepcion. Louis returned finding her missing from the living room momentarily relieved before being alerted by sounds from his bedroom.
"¿Qué demonios, ella está en mi habitación ahora?"
Sofia was standing in his bedroom looking around at the unkempt, ruffled state of the only room Angie didn't clean on the regular. Louis didn't know what to say as she glanced over her shoulder catching his eyes on her own considerable backside. Sofia turned snatching the second bottle downing it as he looked on, perplexed.
"This is like drinking, fucking piss water, homie; you're gonna have to get me some Heineken, laters." Before he could question her meaning, Sofia reached down pulling the dress over her head tossing it to the hardwood floor.
"¡¡Oh Dios mío!!" The bottle hit the floor spilling its contents as he discovered Sophia lacking underneath.
Sofia De La Vega stood nude before him with her hands on her hips and a big smile on her sultry face. The sexy mature revealed her incredible figure in all its glory, the definition of voluptuous. Louis' eyes were drawn understandably to her abdomen which was flat and cinched above these wide flaring hips that internally staggered him as his gaze found the cheap black pumps on her feet.
"Eh gordo; pick your face up off the fucking floor and look at mine!!"
The entitled rudeness in her voice made sense when she was nude; he felt that this was a woman used to having men bend the knee and give their all for her every need. His view traveled back up her body finding some tattooed script written in an arc over her shaved sex. "Enter At Your Own Risk" was tattooed in the cursive script, issuing a warning none had heeded before Luis. He knew it was a test he would gladly fail as her huge pendulous breasts filled his sight topped with deep brown, saucer sized areolas. Her nipples were erect and enticing pointed downward like low hanging fruit at the end of her generous rack. The praying hands tattoo on her right breast was crudely made attesting to her time behind bars to atone for a debt created by her own malicious actions.
"Uhm, oh shit lady; you got me all fucked up." It was a candid admission as he peered up into her slightly slanted hazel eyes framed buy a wealth of dark eye shadow.
"I know, now give me this, gordo."Louis yelped as she closed a fist around his package, kneading and squeezing with purpose. The knowing smirk on her painted full lips made him flush crimson.
"Oh, shit Sofia!"
She released him turning her back to him crawling on his beg, big muscular legs spread wide apart. Sofia knew how to catch and hold a man's attention like nobody's business arching her back which made her already large ass, look even bigger than it was before. Louis nearly fainted at the sight of her ponderous, meaty buttocks partially parted revealing both of her holes for his pleasure. Her sex was puffy, looking inherently juicy like a horseshoe from his vantage point with three tiny hearts faintly tattooed there. There were tale tale signs of motherhood in the muted stretchmarks at junction where her hips met her thighs. Others were faintly visible on her breasts which hung low enough to graze the ruffled sheets where Louis had been with her youngest daughter several times in the past few weeks. Something about the whole affair had struck him familiar with the memory of his initial seduction by one Angie Delgado.
"Quiero que me follen el coño, muy duro; ¿Puedes hacer eso por mí Louis?" Sofia purred adding a slight jiggle to her meaty derriere right under his nose.
"AAAAAHHHHH SHEEEET, FUCK JESH!!" Saliva frothed up around his lips as he tore at his slacks, ripping the zipper to let his throbbing erection see the light of day.
Louis manically dug his nails into her olive colored buttocks driving the entire length of his erection home in one thrust. His balls slapped up against her clit in rapid succession as he yanked back on her hips while pushing his pelvis forward in complete unison. Sofia was extremely wet and tight taking a sexual beating in purely rabid fashion. The sight of her small waist in contrast to her large butt slamming against him was overwhelming as he immediately crested. He didn't want to cum right away drawing back as she looked over her shoulder with a knowing smile.
The fifty something fell to his knees burying his face in her snatch from the back with wanton lust and hunger. Sofia, quiet for the most part, began moaning and popping her hips against his face as his tongue twirled on her button. There was no way she would ever know that her own daughter had mentored Louis finding another past time sitting on his face.
"Hola hijo de puta, te gusta mi maldito taco, ¿eh gordo?!!" Sofia moaned into the dirty sheets on the bed he formerly shared with her daughter.
Luis didn't answer verbally, instead running his tongue from her front to back doors like he was having an ice cream cone, before teasing her brown eye. She perked up, tossing her long curly black mane with flair enjoying the attention being lavished on her. His teeth nipped at one of her buttocks making her cry out in a yelp that became a groan when he plunged back inside as hard as he could. Sofia straightened her arms creating a deep curve in her back as she worked her big ass backward, with hummingbird precision.
"AAAAWWWWW JEEESH, I FUCKING THIS PUSSEEE HAAARD; I FUCKING THIS WET PUSSEEEE SO DAAAMN HAAARD!!" He hadn't taken the time to remove his clothing, afraid that he might be hallucinating the whole thing. He didn't want this stunning illusion to disappear while he stripped down. Sofia De La Vega to him, was a once in a lifetime deal, one he wasn't going to pass up for anything. His hand ensnared her brunette locks wrapping it around his fist.
"FUCK HARDER, FAT ASS!! FUCK ME BETTER THAN YOU FUCKED MY DAUGHTER!!" Sofia encouraged, her head forcefully drawn back until she was obliged to look up at the broken ceiling fan above the bed.
Loud, wet squelching noises filled the room as Louis took her to task almost seeming as if he were trying to break his cock off inside the femme fatale. There was no denying this woman was Angie Delgado's mother, both sharing an identical sexual swagger. These were big, womanly creatures bursting with sexual prowess and innate passion. Sofia reached between her legs fondling his balls as they repeatedly slapped against her clit. This was alternating with a series of little slaps to her own sex getting her to the precipice as tremors began to rock her body.
"¡Sigue haciendo esa mierda, gordo, estoy a punto de ser tan jodidamente duro con tu gordita!" Sofia's head flailed about until he released it grabbing an arm instead, moments later capturing the other to pull the larger woman into an upright kneeling position. He was just about lost in his own mounting lust, glancing down finding her thick cheeks mashed against his pelvis.
"OOOOHHH SHEEEET, I -I CAAAAN'T BEL-LEEEVE THIS SHIT; AAAAWWW SHIT, I GONNA CUM REAL SOON!!" Louis managed to speed up even more as his heart thumped too hard in his chest. Both of them were drenched in sweat, his suit was stuck to his back and ruffled.
"MAKING ME CUM!! MAKING ME CUM!! MAKING ME CUM!!" Sofia started screaming as her body convulsed uncontrollably in the throes of a massive orgasm. Both of his hands were greedily cupping the undersides of her breasts, flowing between hungry fingers.



"AAAAHHHHH SHEET, I CUMMING TOO!! I CUMMING TOO!! I CUMMING TOO!!" The first rope shot deep inside as he released the voluptuous misanthrope to the waiting mattress. Sofia crashed face first in a prone position as several thick ropes of semen painted her thick, rounded cheeks and lower back. He feverishly twisted his fist around his cock working out more spurts of cum until he was spent.
"How's that for a thank you for watching out for my little girl?" Sofia asked still lying face down on the bed. His labored breathing filled the room as the portly man loosened his tie.
"I love you."
"Fuck man; you're too easy." Sofia turned on her side regarding Louis who was a hot mess of flushed skin awkwardly wearing a ruffled suit. His spent cock was still leaking out a late arriving string of thick, milky cum.
"I don't give a fuck, marry me."
"I'm hungry."
"I'll get my beautiful wife whatever she wants."
"I want a really big, fucking cheeseburger, Gordo-and a large coke, too." Sofia looked like a marble sculpture lying on her side playing with the grey streak in her curly mane.
She chuckled as Louis saluted her before filing out of the bedroom with his cock still exposed. A few minutes later, she heard the front door slam as she noticed a pair of her daughter's panties on the bedroom floor.
END OF VOLUME ONE
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RECAP:
"Why?"
Leslie was gazing back up at him from the driver's side of her car. He noticed the look of desperation on her face as she leaned against the vehicle resting her elbows on the roof. It almost looked like she was in pain as she gestured repeatedly towards him seeming to want him to come down to her. He was conflicted realizing that she was crying hard, incessantly beckoning to him even going to far as to clasp her hands together like she was praying. It was dark outside his home making her face stand out in the inky blackness as the slender teen faltered internally.
His own heart began beating fiercely at the sight of the stunning beauty while his mind ran laps around her probable intent. It seemed like she felt he was her property or something and he didn't know if he wanted to feed into her psychosis as his phone continued flashing on the bed. It was a virtual tug of war between his unseen girlfriend and the cheerleader who'd become a part of his life, a part of him as he watched from his second floor window confused. The distress on her face touched him deeply enough to begin working at lifting the window to speak with her.
"Humbert, I know you're probably tired of me by now and I don't blame you one bit; but I just wanted you to know how much I appreciated meeting you. I'm glad you were my first and it is a time I'll always cherish no matter where we end up in life. You are a beautiful person and I guess that makes me shit for tormenting you like I have these last few weeks. I'm sorry for all of that and I just wanted you to know that-I think I've truly fallen in love with you."
Leslie gave up leaving him watching as she entered her car driving off into the night. He watched for a while for a while before picking up his phone listening to the recorded message that had accidentally played while he was looking down at Leslie. He stared out into the night dialing the number, committed.
"April?"
*
Mean Girls of Maplewood Ch.20
I neither judge nor condone any of the heinous actions detailed in this chapter of MEAN GIRLS of MAPLEWOOD. That being said, I appreciate all comments on this story good and bad. Feedback feeds this tale of GIRLS GONE WILD and I would love to continue hearing from my audience.
"GOOD Morning Maplewood, this is the Johnny Mahoney and Floyd show coming to you live this morning with local news, sports and the latest in entertainment. One of the stories we have for you today is the growing sentiment around town that Sheriff Reed may be on his way out the door after the latest outburst from his daughter put him on the city council radar. What do think about it, Floyd?"
"I don't know Johnny boy; I don't want the sheriff paying us a visit over here at the studio."
"Come on Floyd, this is a free country after all." The radio show played over the PA System automatically.
"May be free and all, but I got some unpaid traffic tickets." Canned fake laughter filled the real estate office of Landers & Son as the early morning brilliance filled the office through the floor length venetian blinds.
The office was vacant at this time of morning with only gardener working outside on the modest hedges in front of the firm. The sound of a heavy key chain echoed off the walls as Florida Sheppard, Mr. Landers secretary opened the office doors. She usually arrived two hours earlier to get a head start on setting up the office for the day and to prepare the mail delivery.
The short, squat chubby married mother of four began the coffee wearily opening a cabinet in the break room to set up the counter with a pink box of donuts and pastries before having a mug to get her straight for the remainder of the day. Ms. Shepard snagged a pecan encrusted Danish hobbling over to her desk to go through her emails. It took a while for her computer to boot up as she lethargically stared at the black screen before her desktop appeared. She took a big bite of the breakfast treat before clicking on an email.
"What in the mother of all...?!!"
Patty's face appeared in the spammed clip sent to her computer, glazed over with profuse sweat that marred her makeup. Her blue eyes were wide, saucer like and apparently dilated from any number of drugs in her system. It became apparent that she was nude immediately as the shot dipped down exposing her modest breasts bouncing wildly on her chest. The shot continued downward until her mound was visible to the viewer. A huge black dildo appeared plunging in and out of her savagely leaving a milky sheen. Mrs. Sheppard quickly realized the thick object was in the lithe blonde's backdoor.
"I'M FEELING-I'M FEELING IT, SO DEEP!! "Patty's stoned features filled the camera which dipped back down as a deluge of wetness sprayed from her sex in fits and starts.
The dildo was so long that its point of origin could not be seen as another flesh colored version entered the frame gagging her. Mrs. Sheppard mistakenly believed they were the real thing before noticing that Patricia Clark's photo identification was superimposed off to the right of the sex scene.
"Oh my, it's Mr. Clark's daughter!" She picked up the phone dialing.
*
"What is it?" Ethel Madison was fast asleep in her bed next to her loudly snoring husband when the phone rang on the bedside table.
"Uhm, you've got to see this; I've forwarded it to you!!"
"Florida, are you off the wagon again?" Ethel was shocked as her friend hung up, not realizing more people were filing into the office on the other side of the line necessitating her lifelong friend end the call. She snatched up her phone finding the clip, quickly opening it.
"SWEET JESUS!!" She exclaimed in shock as her husband stirred, awoken by the outburst. On the small screen that made up the face of her cheap android phone was a clip of Patty being taken from behind.
Her back arching upward in feline nature as the huge dildo railed her with no quarter given. She recognized the cute, slightly annoying blonde who'd come to her bible class religiously up until a few years ago. The nice well-mannered teen who was a member of the brownies before becoming a cheerleader at local Maplewood High. Ethel didn't know how she would stare the girl's mother in face, a decent woman who co-chaired the PTA with her and someone she regularly spoke with due to their husbands working in the same office. She nudged her husband, rousing him from a deep slumber.
HAROLD, WAKE UP; WE'VE GOTTA TALK!!" She noticed a caption under the action that read "I'M A BLACK COCK WHORE-Share this video!!" that left her chubby, porous face, flushed crimson.
*
Loud knocking and beating on the bathroom door as Betty Joe's older brother, Leroy angrily tried to get into the bathroom to relive himself during the early morning hours. His sister had recently begun a new fitness regimen that involved her doing calisthenics during the early morning hours and a two mile jog all preceded by a morning constitutional that was presently being interrupted. The rather plain looking teen cheerleader hadn't realized that she'd been sitting on the toilet for over an hour with her laptop resting on her knees.
"Shit, this is so fucked up."
She'd also discovered a number of emails containing the coerced sexual assault of Patty becoming instantly repulsed and enthralled by the clips and photos sent. Her earbuds didn't fully insulate her from the heavy knocking on the bathroom door.
"GET OUTTA HERE, I'M USING IT!!"
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING; LAYING AN EGG, HUH?!!" The beating continued shaking the door which seemed as if would shatter before Betty Joe scoffed loudly, placing the laptop on top of the hamper standing up angrily. She quickly snatched the door open facing her much shorter brother.
"What, you wanna see my tits or something Leroy, huh?!!" Before he could react, the gawky teen lifted her dingy sports bra letting her modest breasts flop out, shocking the surprised teen.
"MAAAAAA!!!" He yelled out, panicking.
"WHAT YOU DOING, BETTY JOE?!!" A large, morbidly obese woman appeared in an adjacent doorway taking stock of what was occurring between her children with a horrid scowl on her face.
Her large, meaty hand came arching through the air slapping her eighteen year old daughter on the back of the neck with a loud clap. Betty was snatched out of the bathroom like she was weightless, cowering at the sight of her irritated mother whose own dirty blonde hair was a sea of pink rollers.
"I was just messing with him mamma." The cheerleader whimpered after being yanked into her mother's bedroom.
"I'M A GONNA MESS WITH YOU NOW GIRL; WHAT YOU DOING SHOWING YOUR LITTLE TITTIES TO YOUR BROTHER, HUH?!!" Betty Joe cowered as her mother snatched a large, black belt off her dresser.
Leroy looked on, somewhat sorry that he'd caused his sister to receive a whipping as the door slammed close leaving him alone in the hallway. The siblings father was fast asleep on the couch in front of the television. The morning news was covering Maplewood High with a photograph of Sheriff Reed on the screen adjacent to the newscaster.
Leroy lifted the toilet seat finally able to relieve himself as he noticed his sister's laptop on top of the hamper. He glanced back into the corridor before closing the bathroom door. He opened up the laptop finding a frozen image of Patty. She was bent over facing the camera, a look of wide eyed expression her face prompting him to click the image.
"AAAAAWWWWW FAAAWK, I'M FEELING IT DEEP IN MY PUSSSS-SSSEEEEE!!!" He quickly slammed the laptop shut, cracking the bathroom door peering out into the corridor. Patty's earbuds were on the floor outside her mother's bedroom.
*
"GOOD Morning Maplewood, this is the Johnny Mahoney and Floyd show coming to you live this morning with local news, sports and the latest in entertainment. More drama involving Maplewood High in the latest involving the sheriff's daughter."
Bill Hankerson covered the corpse on the slab with a sheet turning to a small table containing his autopsy tools. Deputy Mooney sat in the corner dozing until he kicked the edge of the stool, rousing the lawman. The sudden shock cause Mooney to cough profusely righting the cowboy hat that had been covering his face.
"What we got Doc?"
"Well, I can confirm the late Coach Hamblen engaged in sexual intercourse prior to his death; although I don't know why you wanted that bit of information. Snagged some hairs from his pubic mound probably belonging to the lucky lady."
"Color?"
"Huh?"
"What color are them hairs you done found?" Bill Hankerson scratched his furrowed brow staring at the deputy who had a reputation however unearned as a goofball of sorts.
"Oh, they're blonde."
"SHIT!" He blurted out after having his hopes dashed.
Mooney had a serious mad-on for Melissa Reed and something didn't feel right about the supposed suicide of Maplewood High's football coach, himself a hero alongside Brad Tucker. He remembered attending that thrilling game that brought a championship to the small town after decades. It was something legends were made of as the teen quarterback played a man possessed.
He recalled Coach Hamblen never having a seat throughout the entire game and later watching Tucker paraded around the town square in the back of his friend's pickup truck. He and his partner laughed at the teen antics jeering and hooting at the jock duck taped to a dolly surrounded by half naked girls. The deputies had a healthy envy and reverence for the kid which made what happened later, a heart breaking tragedy.
"Not your color, Mooney?"
"No, I guess I was hoping for a redhead, if you know what I mean?" He left the coroner's office finding his partner just outside the door at a water fountain.
"So, we picking the bitch up again, or what?" Deputy Jimmy asked, wiping his mouth.
"Put that on hold; Coach was dipping his wick, but it wasn't in Red's cooch."
"Man, he probably got a little off his old lady before she went to the store; she got some nice fucking tits on her; you noticed, right?"
"Too soon Jimmy boy; besides she's a brunette and Hankerson snatched up some blonde hairs off the coach's pecker."
"No shit; we reporting this crap to Sheriff Reed?" Deputy Jimmy asked as Mooney checked his phone.
"We'll sit on it for a little while longer; this egg ain't ready to hatch."
"Sheriff got his hands full anyway; they been talking about a regime change down at the station. Word around the campfire is that the mayor is hot about all the negative publicity."
"I'll believe it when I see it; let's go."
*
"Uh, what is...what's going on?"
The darkness gradually cleared bringing a stabbing pain with it that seemed to increase as the early morning sunlight intruded. It felt like she had something the size of a golf ball in her throat. Her chest felt like shattered glass as she struggled to raise an arm finding it nearly impossible. There was an IV connected to her arm bringing with it more labored pain, before dropping it limply.
"Ow, it-hurts." Her eyesight was marred from an extended period of sleep as her gaze fixed on a rather large woman asleep in a chair adjacent to her hospital bed.
"Mami, ¿qué está pasando?" Her field of vision rested on a machine noticing wires extending out to her body. Chelsea stirred feeling more pain as she became restless.
Her mother stirred finding her daughter alert reacting with a loud piercing shriek startling the other family members just outside her field of vision. Before she even knew what was happening, several people were hugging her in a death grip unable to contain their joy that she was awake.
"Mamma, mamma; what's going on?"
Chelsea didn't know what was happening, only that she was awake. Multiple doctors flooded into the room finding it difficult to herd the family members away so that a proper examination could occur.
Patty watched tearfully; her face pressed against the glass window adjacent to the door before a nurse unceremoniously pulled the curtain shutting her off. The petite blonde still looked like hell wearing nothing more than the over sized t-shirt she'd been put to bed with before her best friend struck out on her own looking for vengeance. She clutched her clasped hands to her chest in silent prayer before walking off down the corridor to the elevator.
Antoinette appeared at the hospital door watching for a few seconds before returning to her sister and family. The corridor felt larger than it was to the shaky teen who wanted nothing more than to leave her friend to her family members. A great weight bore down on her internally as she walked, pigeon toed to the elevator. Her throat still felt a bit dry and scratchy as she noticed a water fountain nearby.
"Uhm, oh it's Patricia." She glanced up from the fountain noticing a few of her peers from high school stepping out of the elevator. One of her teammates was among the small group of seven students staring at her in a manner that made Patty feel almost nude before them.
"Uh Chelsea; she just woke up a little while ago." She offered, trying to break the ice.
"Yeah, right girl; you take care of yourself." One of the girls offered making the strained cheerleader squirm inside.
The group actually walked around, giving her a wide berth staring at her apprehensively. Patty stared after them for a few moments, surprised when the cheerleader ran back towards her, stopping short.
"Uh Patty; I'm sorry." The girl, Annie offered.
"What do you have to be sorry, about?"
"That shade, they threw at you; I'm sorry about that because you don't deserve it. It's so fucked up girl, what are you gonna do about it?" The hair on Patty's head started to stand up.
"What?"
She was further alarmed when Annie cupped her hand to her mouth before fishing her phone out of her back pocket. Goosebumps began to prick up across her skin as the cheerleader began tapping away opening a video clip which she held up showing Patty the face of her phone.
"Sorry." Annie offered again.
Time seemed to stop for the ragged, abused cheerleader as she watched herself being assaulted on the face of her teammate's phone. She hadn't realized that she was moving until the elevator doors closed in front of her face. Annie looked sorry, realizing Patty was unaware of the release of the video made two nights prior. Everything seemed to lose meaning as her heart thumped so loud that she could swear others would be able to hear it outside her body.
There was a ringing in her ears that seemed to get louder and louder until the double doors of the elevator opened again revealing a family waiting. One rotund, bespectacled teen was holding some inflatable balloon animals becoming larger in life as she crouched low to the elevator floor, hands over her ears.
"Miss, are you okay?" Some of the visitors were already leaning in to help.
"GET AWAY FROM MEEEEEE!!!" Patty sent the inflatable animals floating away causing some gifts for an unknown sick patient to be scattered across the lobby floor as she bolted through the sliding doors into the parking lot.
She only made it to the end of the walk at the very edge of the lot before dropping to her knees. Security was already emerging from the hospital as Patty looked up finding a familiar face behind the wheel of his truck watching, wide eyed. She stumbled over to the passenger side beating her fists hysterically on his window before he opened the door allowing her inside.
"DRIVE!!" Brad Tucker mashed his foot down on the gas, taking them away from the hospital.
*
"Give' Em to me!"
"No."
"It's my fucking car, I can drive it if I want."
"Get in the house; I'm not gonna tell you again." Sheriff Reed found that he'd left his front door unlocked hours earlier as he rushed from the house in a panic.
"Fuck you."
Red pushed past him into the house which still told the tell of his illicit affair and its subsequent discovery by his daughter. Red stood just inside the front door surveying the house silently noting the errant strains of Leslie's perfume in the air about the living room.
"Watch your mouth." Sheriff Reed warned instantly knowing how futile it was to admonish his daughter. Red ignored him walking to her room, stopping short.
"COME-GET-THESE UP OFF THE FLOOR!!" Leslie's underwear was sitting in the middle of the hallway, left there after being stripped away by her desperate father. He looked over her shoulder at the panties hesitating for a moment before shamefully snatching them up off the floor.
"Wait until I get in my room before you sniff those, pervert."
"Look, I'm sorry about what happened; you were never supposed to find out about it. I understand how you must feel, Melissa. I'm just, really sorry for all of this." He was being more candid and human than at any point during her upbringing; and she didn't like it one bit.
"You sorry you got caught fucker."
"No really, I mean it daughter; I never wanted you to get hurt."
He scratched his head looking away from her face noticing a butcher knife on the floor of the kitchenette portion of their home. Hours earlier, he'd managed to disarm her of the knife intended for his gut.
"You're crazy and I'm gonna kill that bitch."
"Melissa, let's just sit down and work this all out, alright?" His heart was thumping as long dead emotion welled up inside his barrel chest.
"The name's Red; and no; Leslie is going to get worse than I gave that big, pigged bitch at school. I'm gonna rip her fucking head off and bring it back here so that you can jerk off with it, "Daddy"." Rage bubbled up directing him to roughly grab her bicep, squeezing hard.
"YOU AIN'T GONNA DO SHIT!!"
"Yes, I am soy boy; I'm gonna burn that bitch and there ain't nothing you can do about it."



"Red, you're on probation; I'll toss your ass in jail, right now."
"I dare you Sheriff; I dare you to fuck with me, ass wipe. Want everyone to know how I found my daddy dearest GOING DOWN ON MY BEST FRIEND, huh?!! You're gonna stay out of my face and watch me KILL your girlfriend, dad."
The dead glare in her green eyes sent chills down his spine knowing she meant every word.
Father and Daughter faced off in a test of wills as his own piercing glare bore into her trying to silently reassert a dominance that had been forever lost. He was twice her size and width, one of the few people able to physically overpower the willful teen, but she had an indomitable will. They were both irresistible force and simultaneously immovable objects. Fire boiled in both of their veins while they cared little for the other people and world around them. It had been the single trait that kept them loyal and bonded to one another. Now, that vital link had been severed.
"Melissa?" He faltered.
"Red." She corrected, defiantly daring him to do anything to her; knowing he wouldn't because it would only fuel her unquenchable rage.
"Red, do you want me to fucking cuff you to your bed?" He brandished the cuffs in front of her face, snatching her phone away. Her face still beautiful, even with the scratches and the one black eye, clouded and flushed as she gritted her teeth.
"YOU CAN'T STOP ME; I'M GONNA GET HER AND THERE AINT NOTHING YOU CAN DO ABOUT IT OUTSIDE OF SHOOTING ME DEAD!! FUCK YOU DADDY!!"
Her face broke as she ran into her room slamming the door as hard as she could in his face. Seconds later, he could hear her trashing her room and shrieking like some caged animal. Sheriff Reed knew better, wisely pocketing her phone backing away from the door.
*
The living room was partially dark due to the drawn curtains, but it would be less than thirty minutes before the housekeeper arrived to start work. She'd taken several showers since arriving home until the water ran cold before getting out still frightened of the shadows. The stunning brunette tried to put on some makeup but found that she had difficulty looking in the mirror. Nothing could take away the nasty, soiled feeling left behind after she'd allowed April to touch her flesh.
Her first instinct had been to drive to the police station, but April's knowledge of her misdeeds held her in check along with the hope that she might be able to get Humbert to come down and talk to her. There was no doubt that he was in trouble now that the fat witch pretending to be his girlfriend had been deposed. Part of her regretted not bashing the chubby blonde's brains out when she had the upper hand. April had revealed herself beyond insane trying to barter the life of her developing child for Humbert Jenkins.
Her mind raced around in circles going over the chronological time line from the moment they formally met in the library to her fight for the survival of her child locked in April's bedroom. She tried to tell herself that the woman who saved her, April's mother would take care of things. Deep down she knew better, seeing the obsessive glee in her nemesis blue eyes. This chubby girl had gone from being Red's punching bag and personal toilet, to being a real life monster in every sense of the word. Not content to simply ravish Leslie through extreme coercion, she'd made every attempt to harm an unborn child.
Leslie found something deep inside, fighting almost to the death with the demented sycophant until her own mother arrived. She'd escaped in the nude driving a hundred miles an hour down the freeway before skidding to a stop hysterically crying. It was only natural in her opinion to warn Humbert Jenkins of the horror right under his nose. For the second time that night she pushed her car to the limit speeding to his home only to be rebuffed when he simply stared down at her from his bedroom window. Now, she was sitting on the floor in a robe with her phone and a kitchen knife between her legs. Leslie picked up her phone dialing up a long neglected number.
"Mom?" She whimpered into her phone after a few moments.
"You've reached the law offices of Kennedy, Rosenberg and Brennan; we are unavailable to take your call at this time. Press zero to be directed to a live operator or leave a message at the sound of the beep."
Leslie hung up as soon as the automated voice responded, rubbing her belly before dialing another number.
"Hello; I uhm, need to come in for a medical checkup, yeah...yeah." She tapped aaway at her cell for a few moments before hanging up again, still rubbing her belly.
"Won't be long now; until then, guess it's just you and me." She spoke to her unborn child watching slivers of sunlight filter into the living room.
*
Humbert was anxious and twitchy at the prospect of seeing his troubled girlfriend but couldn't think of a way out of meeting her. She'd called in the middle of the night, strangely contrite only wanting to talk to him in person. Part of him hoped they were breaking up because April seemed overbearing as of late, wanting some intangible that he was unsure of and not sure he wanted to find out. He recalled the day they met as he sat in the bleachers and how pleasant she'd been. There had always been something undeniably dark about her personality with the chubby blonde more than willing to share, even though he never asked. Humbert admitted internally that he hadn't wanted to know because the logical progression of affairs would've rested on his shoulders to do the same.
He didn't want April to know that he'd been raped. He didn't want anyone to know he'd been assaulted by two cheerleaders and especially didn't want Leslie outed. His father was already giving him a wide berth, uneasy in his son's presence Home had become stifling as of late with his mother shadowing his every movement for the most part, out of concern and self-appointed personal guilt for his situation.
Leslie's visage haunted him constantly, her beautiful face in a wide variety of emotion continually beckoning to him in the light and darkness. Humbert recalled the first time he'd laid eyes on her walking the halls of Maplewood High at Red's side, untouchable. A vision of undeniable beauty and the envy of her peers, Leslie was known to be an ice queen shutting down many potential suitors in her social orbit. Queens of the campus, anointed by their peers across the whole of the student body and Maplewood at large, he was little more than an ant in the shadow of their heels.
Humbert knew this along with many others on his social tier accepting what would be a mundane lifestyle to most. But things were irreparably changed once the Queens appeared in the library that fateful day. Both girls seemed to stand out in the library, almost radiating an out of place brilliance that caught him wanting when he was called over. The nerd's response to a verbal slight by the two harpies had opened a Pandora's box that engulfed them all when Leslie took a shine to him, unshakably obsessed with him. He paid the price a second time as she assaulted him again, in his own bedroom no less.
"April."
"Come on, sit down and have some breakfast with me; I'm paying." She sat in their favorite booth at Happy's. Humbert hadn't even registered walking into the truck stop / restaurant, even his stilted stroll up the aisle to the booth where his girlfriend sat waiting.
"What happened to you?" He asked sliding in across from his girlfriend.
"Not important."
April sat there before him with visible bruises on her face in multiple scratches on a cheek, a darkened blemish on the other. There was a visible lump on her temple and a crescent shaped cut under her left eye. He noticed more scratches and bruising on her impressive cleavage.
"Of course it's important; what the fuck happened?" Humbert leaned in placing a hand on top of her own. She smiled faintly, looking warmly into his eyes, appearing relieved.
"I don't want to talk about that right now; I want you to know that I'm sorry for everything."
"Sorry, for what?"
"Come on Humbert; I've been making you unhappy since we started-being together."
"No, April; you've made me-!" It sounded like she was breaking up with him, Humbert didn't know if he wanted to stop her.
"Stop." Her blue eyes darted through the window at the traffic filtering in and out of the truck stop.
"Are we breaking up, April?"
Her eyes slid back over examining him sitting there in front of her, pondering an answer she knew he wanted to hear. She'd purposely started sticking it to him once they got closer figuring it would make his eventual fate all the more sweeter. Now, she'd discovered Leslie's secret which made her malevolent designs more potent than before. Every interaction had been planned to keep him off balance and guessing while she herded the clueless nerd to a horrific fate. April wanted to look into his eyes as he shattered beneath her becoming something malleable and subservient to her will. April hungered to realize this dark dream and punish the stunning cheerleader who'd fought her off the night prior. She rested her chin on her fist swirling a finger in her coffee mug.
"Leslie's very pretty." She answered getting the audible scoff and face palm she expected from her bootleg boyfriend.
"Look, you don't have anything to worry about." He used his hands as he spoke to emphasize his words, letting her know that he was at the point of severing their relationship himself.
"Hey, I want you to know that I'm sorry for giving you a hard time, Humbert. I think-I've been really insufferable, and I just really want to apologize for that, okay?" April put a hand over his, looking sincere.
"April, what's going on?"
"I was mad because you wouldn't tell me anything; felt like you were holding back even though I let you inside. Thought if maybe we connected, you'd be more open and that's why I was acting like such a heinous bitch, Humbert."
"Well uhm, I'm sorry but it's something I'm working on, April."
"Yeah I know, and I think Leslie has something to do with that, Humbert. I think she's in love with you and there's nothing you can do about it. Maybe, you should explore that." April was shooting from the hip, believing nothing spewing from her mouth.
"Leslie, uhm..."
"It's okay, I know there's like something between you two. Fuck, a girl's love is nothing to play with Humbert. Remember that because you have to be madly in love with somebody to run down a rival and beat her up. There's a lot-of passion between you two, Humbert. How could I compare to her? I'm nothing like her in anyway."
"April please; there's nothing going on between us." She could see him twisting in the wind, internally smiling behind the outer facade of sadness on her face.
"Who's lying now? Leslie is willing to fight me to the death for you, Humbert. Me, I just wanted to have something nice with this great guy I met on the bleachers."
"You don't understand, April." His pulse was quickening.
"Maybe I don't; all I know is that I'm thankful you were the first man I ever slept with even if it has to be over. If you find happiness with Leslie, I'll try really hard to be happy for you two."
His eyes were tightly shut as his knuckles whitened; fists balled too tightly. It felt like the chubby blonde was doing psychic surgery, stabbing deep into his soul for answers.
"She raped me."
It just spilled from his lips out in the open between them, right there in the restaurant half full of visitors, transients and townies. Right out on the table between them, right over the cracked mug of coffee April was drinking from. He couldn't hold it in any longer, wanting to stifle and kill the narrative being forced upon him by his estranged girlfriend. It appeared Leslie had somehow managed to find and assault the hapless teen in front of him and that guilt was overwhelming.
It was something lingering about his person, tainting everything done to him since two cheerleaders forced a plastic sex toy into his rectum. The shame of it all, hanging there along with the memory of how a beautiful teen with the body of a twenty five year old woman was able to do it a second time. Humbert found himself unable to keep it buried, prodded out of the depths by the woman sitting in front of him.
"Humbert, fuck." April replied, her eyes widening a little at an unsuspected success.
"Couple of months ago, she raped me with another girl, Red." He looked her dead in the eye meaning to get his point across.
"Humbert?"
"They uh, got me at work after everyone was gone. Beat me up, then Red and her played some kinda game where I got to "be with her" and uhm, after they like, did it. Told me I was gonna go to jail because Red was gonna tell her father that I raped her, okay?"
April leaned forward on the table hiding her lower face behind her hands. She wanted to laugh in his face, wishing she were there to get in on the action. Seconds later, she covered her entire face with her hands unable to stifle the crazed grin on her face as a waitress walked over taking notice.
"Hey honey, you okay?" He noticed the waitress eyeing him suspiciously but ignored it.
"Yeah, just uh, fill my cup please." April was busy forcing some tears out of her eyes as she quickly grabbed some napkins dabbing at her face.
"Well, since it's all out in the open, I have to let you know that it wasn't the only time that she, came to me. Leslie, blackmailed me one more time and would've kept on trying if it I didn't stop her." He admitted looking down at the menu on the table.
"What do you mean, stop her?"
"She wanted to "do me" in front of Red and some other bitch, but I fucked that shit up. I don't know what happened after that, but she just keeps popping up, alright?!"
"Humbert, I'm really sorry; I had no idea."
"WELL NOW, YOU DO!!" He would've stormed off, but April was too quick snatching a hold of his wrist.
They jostled for a few seconds before he relented knowing other patrons were watching. It was no stretch of the imagination figuring they believed him responsible for April's facial bruises.
"Don't-stay please."
"Why?" His voice trailed off as he witnessed an indecipherable expression on her face.
"I just don't want you to go."
"Every time I come out of my house; I feel like everyone who sees me knows what happened. That's one of the reasons I don't go to school anymore and it's not any better at home with my parents. My mom shadows me calling all the time, feeling like it was her fault and coddling me with video games and stuff while my dad-CAN'T EVEN LOOK AT ME!"
Humbert was shaking slightly as he spoke trying to hold everything inside but failing miserably.
"Shit, now I really feel guilty." April admitted biting into her lower lip.
"Huh?"
"This morning I got up thinking about you and the other girl, Leslie. I figured after what happened, I'd just, bow out and let you figure it out with her. I only wanted to sleep with you one more time and try to be the girl you met on those bleachers; just one more time for one last good memory. But now, I know I can't even ask you for that."
April glanced downward at the table hiding the neutral expression on her face, internally fighting the urge to say something that would destroy him. She fidgeted about, secretly wet thinking of the look on his face when she finally freed the beast on his clueless ass and the look on Leslie's face when she found out her beloved bottom was Brad Tucker 2.0. Her nipples were so hard, they felt like they were on fire.
"Humbert, I'm sorry for being so selfish." She tossed a couple of fives on the table, before sliding out of the booth to the nearest exit.
April was nearly swooning, realizing it was time to cash in on the long game she'd been playing. She'd already decided to tell Humbert about his baby after she was done turning him to mush. The thought alone had her panties so wet that it almost seemed like she wet herself.
"HEY, YOU STOP RIGHT THERE!!" Predictably, Humbert ran after her, obviously desperate to prove himself as he took her in his arms, kissing her hard. That kiss seemed to go on forever in the parking lot before he broke off staring at her, both gasping.
"What, why're you kissing me, Humbert?"
"Come on."
Humbert Jenkins roughly snatched her hand leading April off the parking lot, not even looking back at her face. He was determined to face his demons, unaware of the one he was presently holding hands with.
"Are you sure you're okay with this?"
*
"Let me do the talking Jimmy, okay?" Deputy Mooney took visual stock of his partner as they hung back after stepping off the hospital elevator.
"You always do the talking."
"Well, that's my thing and slapping cuffs is yours, good buddy." He tried to be reassuring, but Deputy Jimmy didn't look convinced.
"You know; I think you feel you're smarter than me, don't you?"
"Look Jimmy, we on the job right now and I ain't gonna be making no excuses on account of your lack of manners. We need to talk with this girl, and I want Red's fat ass behind bars, come hell or high water; judge or not. If you still got a problem after that, we can go throw hands out in the field or something."
"Violence is not the answer; fucks sake we role models Mooney!"
"That's right we sure are Jimmy; I'm doing the talking, okay?"
"Okay."
Both deputies tipped their respective cowboy hats before continuing on to Chelsea's hospital room where they found her little sister Antoinette standing in the door frame. The room was full of family members gathered about her older sister's hospital bed.
"Excuse me ma'am, we have business." Mooney tried to sound cordial.
"Yeah, you gonna tell us that ginger bitch in jail?" Her posture spoke to the anger seething inside after finding her sister hospitalized.
"Language young lady." Jimmy cut in, cautioning.
"Fuck you man; tell that shit to my sister." Mooney reached out admonishing his partner non verbally for speaking out of turn.
"We are presently conducting an investigation into the sequence of events."
"Hey, you see my sister laid up connected to machines, right?"
"I do see it ma'am; I see it." He nodded trying to deescalate the situation as best he could.
"Case closed, go put Red in jail and leave us the fuck alone!" The stress and raw emotion in Antoinette's voice gave him pause as her father noticed drifting over to the door cradling his distraught daughter.
"What you cops want here?"
"Sir, we were intending on asking a few questions to get a good idea of the sequence of events. It a standard operating procedure, that's all I'm saying sir." The balding middle aged father of five didn't seem to get what they were saying right off the bat, his brow furrowing.
"That other girl father is the Sheriff, right?"
"Well yes, that is correct, sir."
"Some fuck lawyer come by here talking a bunch of mess telling us that my kid is the fault of her ending up in that hospital bed! He talking shit about my kid going to jail for assault and it took everything I know and Jesus not to put my foot up in his ass!! We getting a lawyer too; you talk to him!!"
"My apologies sir." Deputy Mooney knew there was no wiggle room, resolving himself to other channels as the hospital door was closed in their faces.
"I should've done the talking." Deputy Jimmy had a talent for speaking at the wrong time as his radio chirped.
"Yeah maybe you should've; I'd love seeing that guy kicking your ass all over the hallway."
Both deputies glanced inside the window on the hospital door finding Chelsea dozing under the watchful eye of her family. Mooney felt genuinely bad about things hoping against hope that a regime change was truly in the cards.
*
Humbert pushed the door open, offering April a first look at his bedroom since they'd started dating. He'd consciously kept her at arm's distance preferring to meet her at locations secretly, relieved the chubby blonde never brought him home to meet her mother in turn. There was no way the clueless nerd could've ever guessed his status as her pet project. April relished the distance knowing what it would mean to take him to her home and what meticulous work it would entail trying to hide her secrets from a future victim. It was part of the reason she started purposely annoying him during and after their excursion out of town to a comic book convention.



Humbert's hands appeared squeezing and clawing at her breasts, tugging down on the black, baby doll top hard enough to make one of its spaghetti straps snap. His thumb dug into the thick bra strap on her other side sliding it off her shoulder revealing the reddened indentation underneath. The other followed allowing her breasts to surge upward in jiggling, rubbery fashion.
"Humbert?" Both of his hands were already below her muffin top unsnapping the metal button on her Capri pants working in unison to draw her zipper down.
There was no underwear underneath as he worked hard at getting his hands into the waistline of her jeans peeling them down. He noticed more scratches and bruises at the small of her back, one seeming to extend around to her belly. He grunted forcefully yanking and tugging the jeans down mid-thigh exposing her ponderous, chunky backside. The nerd was breathing hard, grunting more and more as he fished out his cock. April's mouth hung agape as he nudged her legs apart before swiping his hand down into the crotch of her jeans getting them to her knees.
The blonde misanthrope wanted to see how far he would go before she unleashed hell upon him. He slipped his t-shirt off dropping it to the floor staring at her for a few seconds as his hands unbuckled his belt. She watched silently as he kicked off his sneakers, ripping off one sock after the other in succession before halting his actions staring at her face, conflicted. His thumbs were hidden inside the waistband of his jeans, stalled there as he stared at his bruised and battered girlfriend.
It was obvious to Humbert that Leslie hadn't given up stalking him, likely attacking the chubby girl at some point before they met up at the diner. She's looked so desperate outside his window the night prior. Leslie was probably frustrated that he wouldn't come down to her. Now, he was looking directly at the results of that denial of his stunning stalker. Perhaps it would never really be over, but now he just wanted to prove that he could be a "man" to his estranged girlfriend whether they would be a couple afterwards, or not. Humbert tugged on the jeans letting them clear his waistline.
"Wait." April went to stop him, grabbing his hands to impede his actions.
"April, I need to do this."
She relented watching as his pants and underwear fell to the floor leaving him finally nude before her deep, blue eyes. Humbert was trembling slightly, hands balled into fists with his back to the wall just behind his door. One of his feet nudged his discarded clothing to the side allowing the cherubic blonde to take it all in for the first time. His gaze fell to his bare feet slowly rising to look at her face, still engulfed with an almost crippling sense of anxiety. April was the first girl to see the inside of his room since Leslie had come there desperate enough to blow him in order to return to her social circle.
There was almost the feeling that time with the embattled brunette that he could've slept with her. But her deviant need and desire coupled with his deep seated need for revenge created this chasm that could never be traversed. Goosebumps appeared on his forearms and back as he allowed April to see him for this first and likely last time. Leslie's shadow hung heavy over both of them now, and he felt guilty for denied thoughts most of the time they were together.
"April?"
"Humbert, you're beautiful." She moaned breathlessly letting her eyes roam all over his slender, latently athletic figure.
She was breathing hard enough for him to hear as she swiped her purse onto the floor before removing the Capri pants lingering at her thick calves. April slowly stood up with her bare muff on display taking tentative baby steps until she was almost pressed against Humbert. She looked from his eyes to her baby doll top suspended just under her enormous breasts. His hands went to her frock tugging it away from her body until it was at her feet. The bruises on her body gave him pause as his eyes settled on a prominent one on her sloping belly.
There were cuts and scratches on her flabby arms as well. He cupped his hand over his mouth, but April softly pulled it away pressing the hand to her cheek. The mutually disturbed teens seemed locked in a moment together. April took a hold of his wrists drawing him closer into her lips. She went to embrace him but relented when Humbert flinched. The makeup on her face was literally a mask, hiding something infinitely darker inside. She found a seat back on the edge of his bed as he surveyed the bruises from her fight with Leslie the night prior.
"I'm sorry this happened to you." He felt the need to apologize.
April held her arms out wanting him to take her hands, looking as crestfallen and haggard as she could outwardly manifest. This time he took both of her hands kneeling between her legs, still surveying the prominent discoloration on her belly from the baseball ball that repeatedly bashed the cherubic miscreant at the hands of a hysterical Leslie. His finger touched the bruise making her wince as he relented as if touching flame. April pressed that hand against the swell of her left breast, looking needy.
"Sorry."
"Kiss me." April cooed, wanting him closer.
"HUMBERT, YOU HERE?!!" The sound of his mother's voice downstairs caused Humbert to unintentionally flinch. He started to withdraw but April clawed at his arms desperate.
"I HAVE SOME FOOD HERE FOR YOU, HUMBERT!! HONEY, ARE YOU COMING DOWN?!!" He panicked hearing his mother at the bottom of the stairs leading up to his room.
"Just a few more seconds." April whimpered.
"HEY, ARE YOU OKAY HUMBERT?!!" She was drawing closer at the midway point on the stairwell.
"I'LL BE RIGHT THERE MOM; I-I'M NOT DECENT!!" He cried out, disappointing the toxic narcissist whose intent was to press a finger at his backdoor and claim it was an accident.
"Okay, I'll be downstairs." Her footfalls drifted back down the stairwell, allowing Humbert to turn his attention back to April realizing she wouldn't be denied. He knew her tendencies, or so he thought.
"YEAH, OKAY MOM; LOVE YOU!!" His hand was clamped over April's mouth in a desperate attempt to quiet her.
It was a nirvana she'd experienced after taking Brad Tucker, dominating Melissa Reed and assaulting Leslie Kennedy. Humbert Jenkins would be a culmination of everything up to this point. He just didn't know it yet.
"You need to be quiet; my mom's downstairs." He leaned in whispering.
"I don't give a fuck, kiss me." She cupped the back of his head pulling the hapless nerd down into her waiting lips, but he drew back wide eyed, almost repulsed.
April stared back without word.
"Wait right here, I gotta make an appearance; and be quiet." He pulled his clothing on haphazardly disappearing behind the door. She could've cared less because she'd considered this a sort of farewell before she destroyed his manhood.
April draped a hand over her puffy mound glancing around his room thankful that she hadn't decided to exact her revenge on Leslie in the nerd's home, lest she be discovered. With a bit of effort because of her huge bust and sloping belly, April sat up on the edge of the bed retrieving her top still breathing hard. She glanced over at his window for a few seconds before half toppling over on her side as she tried to retrieve her purse without looking.
"What's this?" She found a DVD in her grasp.
There were a few others on the floor spilling from a backpack. Someone had inscribed the descriptive phrase "BITCH FUCK" on the surface of the disk piquing her curiosity. All of the other disks had the same writing as she glanced across the floor at his PlayStation in front of his television. April opened the console tossing aside a fighting game she discovered inside.
*
The corridors of Maplewood High were abuzz and burgeoning with gossip centered on the cheer leading squad. It was truly the nature of gossip as news of Red's fight with Chelsea seemed to organically mutate with the release of Patricia Clark's sex footage across the school and by large, the small town of Maplewood itself. Some of the merged rumors centered on the prevailing thought that Red was responsible for what happened to the former social climber with the fight being the karmic result. It was thought that perhaps Red had left the lithe blonde in the company of some unsavory types who'd proceeded to assault her.
Other rumors were that Red was forcing some of her teammates to make online porn and that something went wrong. The head cheerleader's iron grip on her teammates was a prevailing factor in the spiraling rumors filtering through the student body. Some gossip even had Chelsea dead from the injuries sustained in that fateful bathroom fight with the alpha predator of Maplewood High.
"Yeah, she's been pimping the other cheerleader's out; Chelsea didn't have the money, so she got beat down."
"I think it was a gay thing, Red was mad because she was sneaking around with Leslie."
"Seriously?"
"Well, look how Leslie's been acting lately; something ain't right about them. Remember how she used to think her shit don't stink? She was a real princess before and now, she's giving hand jobs to nerds in the gym."
"Seriously?"
"You know Milton; she's been molesting him. Leslie almost got suspended for giving him a hand job in the gym; Red slapped him because he didn't have the money.
"Bullshit."
"Yeah, I heard she was trying to get Chelsea into that shit with Patty, too. Girl wasn't having none of it, so they threw hands. Red stabbed her and uhm, you know she got a switchblade on her, right?"
"I ain't never seen her with no switchblade."
"Chelsea in the hospital."
"That don't mean she got no switchblade."
"Bullshit, you're just making shit up; Red's one mean ass bitch and everybody hates her anyway. She know, like fucking karate and stuff because of her dad. You better shut up before she tell him to come arrest you for drugs or something."
"I don't got no drugs."
"Sheriff Reed will plant drugs on you; that's what cops do when they want to shut you up. You better stop talking about his daughter before you get busted. Hell, you better hope Red don't hear about this shit before she lay you down next to Chelsea."
"You gonna snitch?"
"Fuck no, I hate that ginger bitch. Remember that time she snatched Ginny up off the toilet because she had to use the bathroom? That was foul and then she went and spit in that girl's face when she complained about being yanked off that toilet."
"Oh, that was so fucked up girl."
"Right; I hope Chelsea's parents sue her for wrongful death and shit." Somewhere off in the distance, some underclassmen were playing Creep by Radiohead while one of their number did tricks in the crowded corridor on a skate board for an approving clique.
"Patty was kind of nervous last time I saw her; somebody said she was doing the nasty with Sheriff Reed and Red found out."
"SERIOUSLY!!"
"Yup."
"THAT-IS, LIKE SO FUCKED UP, EEEEWWWWW!!" The small group of girls chimed in with nervous laughter and uniform disgust at the burgeoning gossip.
All were waiting in line in the cafeteria to buy some breakfast items as their sewing circle caught way more ears than they intended. Betty Joe heard enough, actually feeling slighted by the assessment of her fellow cheerleaders.
"You guys are just making stuff up; you don't know crap."
"It speaks." Another girl, Lessie commented while some of her friends snickered.
"The one, affirmative action member on the cheer leading squad; girl you know the only reason you a cheerleader is because they needed one ugly girl to make the rest of them look better." Lessie commented placing her hands on Betty Joe's shoulders with a smirk.
"Sorry I got there before you; too bad they didn't need a girl with a beer gut. Your parents must be so disappointed."
"Careful, or I'm gonna fix that Bart Simpson overbite for you." The taller, wider girl pinched her cheek to underline her statement.
"I'll tell my brother, Leroy." She threatened as the other girl's snickered. Another girl leaned in poking her finger in Betty Joe's chest.
"You don't know anything either; so mind your own business." The girl teased as her friends guffawed in the anxious teen's face.
"I-I KNOW MORE THAN YOU TWO DUMMIES!!" Betty Joe blurted out eliciting more laughter than before.
"What does the resident gimp of the cheer leading squad think she knows; you hear something while you were washing their cheer bottoms, bitch?!! Betty Joe, you ain't nothing alright? You like the-duh, duh water boy, that fucking Adam Sandler movie, retard!!" One of the girls was laughing so hard that tears were rolling down her face.
"WELL FUCK YOU; YOU DON'T KNOW SHIT EITHER CAUSE LESLIE WAS FUCKING THE SHERIFF, DUMMY!!" Betty Joe quickly stalked off, shoving spectators aside while the shocked clique processed her revelation. She found one of her teammates waiting outside the cafeteria.
"A word, Betty Joe." She looked over finding two more cheerleaders waiting.
A few feet over, a group of underclassmen were texting the latest news on the swirling gossip mill.
*
"Surprised to see you back here; we usually don't get many return visitors."
"Yeah, well I need to keep things under the hat right now; I thought this is the best place because nobody will find out this way."
"Maybe you should talk to your parents, about this situation." Rosalie advised checking Leslie's blood pressure.
"It's just my mom; my father passed away three years ago before we moved to Maplewood." Leslie sat on the doctor's table in a cotton hospital gown waiting for the results of her checkup as her provider Maxine appeared.
"Is my baby okay?" The weathered doctor noted the stressed out expression on the teen's face betraying no emotion of her own.
"Don't worry, everything's fine, but you might want to dial it down a bit; even with anal sex from here on out, young lady." Leslie clutched a hand to her chest, relieved.
"Yes doctor, thank you."
"Hey, like I mentioned last time; there are a few pamphlets you should take on your way out. If you're really serious about having a child, you're going to have to take better care of yourself and...forget about the uhm, baby daddy." Leslie glanced up finding a stone expression staring back at her own flawless features.
"Ma'am?"
"I've seen countless girls come through this office for years now, Leslie. I know what you're thinking, but maybe you should face reality. A baby's not going to make someone want to be with you. There's no perfect ending to this when you take that responsibility. A baby is a small human being that you're responsible for raising, not a toy." Her words spiked Leslie's heart.
"Thanks, would you like my credit card, now?" The stunning brunette sniffled a bit reaching for her purse.
"Take care of it, Rosalie." Maxine turned, leaving the two women alone to return to her office and a hidden flask of booze. Leslie glanced at her phone finding several messages from her fellow cheerleaders, nothing from Red or her demented minion.
"We have pamphlets for parenting classes; she didn't mean anything by it." Rosalie offered.
"This is my baby." Leslie stared off towards the sunlight filtering into the clinic window.
*
"What's wrong; you've been acting strange ever since I got home? Did something happen Humbert?"
"Nope, I'm good."
"I have to run a few errands, sure you don't wanna go with me; we can stop by the mall? They have a sell on pants, and you need a few." Mrs. Jenkins was sitting in her car while he knelt down beside the open driver's side window.
"Mom, you know most people order everything off the internet."
"Yeah well, that's what's wrong with the world these days. Everybody is in their own little bubble and these phones and computers helping strip away common human decency." Humbert chuckled at her assessment.
"When's your manifesto coming out?"
"Oh, my son has jokes." She reached out cupping the underside of his chin, looking lovingly at her son. He noticed something in her eyes that made him look away. Humbert felt like she was looking at him like a victim more than her son.
"I'm gonna do a little homework." He mumbled.
"Alright, you want me to get you another video game or something?" He noticed the crow's feet at the corners of her eyes and mouth whenever she was thinking of his situation.
"I can download it onto my console, mom." Mrs. Jenkins put a rubber band around the mail she'd retrieved from the box intending to go through it sometime that afternoon.
"Well okay, you have my card information on that box thing; and don't be downloading any of that internet porn, young man." She wagged a finger in front of his face trying to be funny, despite the cringe factor.
"Aw man; you take the fun out of everything, mom."
"Stay out of trouble." Mrs. Jenkins slowly pulled off making a U-turn. He stood on the curb watching as the car disappeared into the horizon.
"Shit." He realized April was still in his room.
His shoulders tightened up as he looked up at his window remembering Leslie staring up there from the vantage point he now held. She'd wanted him to come down to her, assaulting April sometime afterwards. This weird apprehensive feeling washed over him whenever he thought of her face. Oddly he felt off kilter in a different, yet similar feeling around April. Humbert drug his feet wondering what would happen next, wondering if it would be over for them as a couple. April got what she wanted, that last hookup she'd been angling for since sitting down in front of him this morning.
"Hey, April, we gotta..."
Leslie's face was twisted into a horrific scowl, mouth agape as some faceless person took her from the back on Humbert's flat screen television. The audible sound of someone smacking into her filled his bedroom as Humbert found April sitting in the center of his bed watching the sex tape so intently, she hadn't noticed his return. Her top was still down under her breasts, her pants on the floor while her bare legs were spread apart. A hand covered her sex.
"What're you doing; turn that off." He switched off the console removing the disk.
"Come on, let me watch it."
"No."
"Where'd you get it from; why do you have it?" April scooted forward drawing her feet to the floor as he turned to her disk in hand.
"Some asshole was selling this down at the arcade in Happy's; snagged his supply." He didn't look at her face while he explained noticing her pants on the floor. He didn't want to entertain the thought that she may have been pleasuring herself to the images on the screen.
"So, you do care."
"It's not like that; it was uh, wrong." His voice faltered not knowing how to hide its inherent contradiction.
"Come on Humbert; let's watch it together. I wanna see it, let me watch it!" April lurched forward grabbing his forearm wanting him to relent. Humbert recognized the sick desperation in her expressive blue eyes.
"Sorry." He snapped the disk in half.
"Why'd you do that?" Her eyes narrowed boring into his own.
"Uhm, accident."
"Yeah, right." April reached up pulling her top over her immense bosom, adjusting it in place before drawing her Capri pants up her legs with some effort.
She stood bouncing on her hips until they were in place covering her chunky butt. Humbert drifted over to the window staring down at the street below sneaking a peek despite himself. She glared at him for a few moments drawing her purse up over her shoulder breathing hard. April seemed to be waiting for him to say something.
"Sorry." Was all he had to offer.
"Hey, maybe it's not in the cards for us, maybe this is all some kind of cosmic joke; but just meet me one last time Humbert. I wanna be with you one more time and I swear if you want nothing to do with me after that; I will understand."



"Uhm, yeah sure."
"So, I'll see you at Happy's parking lot around two and we can have our farewell fuck. We can be together like a real man and woman before it's over."
April left the room stomping down the stairs. His front door slammed loudly moments later. April crossed the street just under his window looking ragged in the face and not from the beating she'd taken at the hands of Leslie.
*
Something was off and she knew it the moment she entered her bedroom. Red chaffed inside wondering if Leslie and her father had gone so far as to fuck on her bed. The redhead impulsively snatched the comforter and blankets from her bed tossing them aside. She crawled onto the mattress running her hand over it searching for evidence of what was bugging her, pressing against her temple. Red crawled backwards onto the floor righting herself as she found something underfoot that made her bristle inside. Her favorite shirt, one of her prized possessions which she snapped up finding the material stretched and strained between her fingers.
A charge pulsed through her battered body as she realized Leslie had been wearing the t-shirt while fucking her father. There was this odor lingering about all corners of the house that wouldn't go away. I was sweet and sweaty, a mixture of innocence and lust traded freely and taboo between two people close to her. Red's mind reeled traveling backward to the first moments she'd noticed a change in her father before going even further to an unforgivable act. The theater of her mind's eye saw her best friend lying nude in the shower of the boy's locker room. She was mouthing something inaudible eventually screaming hysterically.
"One more person, to fuck."
Red whispered realizing her former best friend's meaning as she glanced over finding everything scattered on her vanity table, all of the drawers partially opened and rummaged through. Leslie hadn't cared enough to hide what she was doing.
"BITCH!!"
Red's arms swiped all of the errant clothing and makeup off her table before she noticed her own reflection in the mirror. The beautiful redhead's features told the tale of the epic battle she'd won by the skin of her teeth, still throbbing from the fight with Chelsea.
It felt like she couldn't breathe as her mouth hung open drawing in huge gulps of oxygen, the trauma taking her places she never wanted to go. She thought of the expression on her peers face as she'd been discovered crouching over Chelsea pummeling the defiant ex-cheerleader's face to mush. The visible horror and revulsion which would forever more strip away the thin veneer of an applied humanity that she wasn't sure existed herself.
No matter where she tried to force her thoughts, nothing could push away the look on countless peers faces as she scurried injured down the hallway in a vain attempt to escape her own guilt. She'd been outed as the monster she was but didn't care because Maplewood High was her kingdom. She would always be its Queen, and nothing would ever be able to top her. She wasn't a loser, didn't care who knew what she'd done and was okay with all of the blood on her hands.
"You're gonna die, Leslie." Red confessed her intent to her own reflection realizing the futility of it all. She knew that she's be fitted with an ankle bracelet soon enough.
Red felt something nudge against her finger looking down to find a tiny bottle of the same stuff she'd used to drug Brad Tucker the night he'd won the big game. She'd forgotten about it in the weeks that followed remembering how she'd mentored April beforehand while Leslie watched approvingly. It was a day or so after both girls made a fateful trip to relieve her of a burden created when Brad attacked a childhood friend. She wanted retribution for being cheated on, hell bent on driving April out of town if nothing else. But things changed that night between the girls, all three.
The following morning, April was so animated and gleeful recounting every horrible thing she'd done to Brad Tucker as Leslie listened intently cutting in every now and then about Humbert Jenkins which sparked the ire just beneath her skin. Her boyfriend was damaged goods now and likely forever refusing to talk about what happened to him even though people knew. She'd even lied to her father's face when asked about the incident. She'd revealed his infidelity citing it as the reason for not visiting Brad in the hospital. Red made sure to keep April's name out of things fearing her personal boot lick would be more than happy to claim responsibility for the obscene act.
This necessitated keeping April close most of the time which resulted in the girls becoming incidental lovers over time. Their first time sleeping together had been an act designed to demoralize and humiliate the chubby girl with things blossoming from there as April demanded more and more of her time and attention. Initially a pet project, April had come into her own getting more hostile verbally towards Leslie over time. Things came to a head after she continually asked and chided Red into action against her best friend for using her name to gain an advantage over Humbert.
She tried to let things blow over not wanting to really rock the boat considering pummeling Leslie instead of what happened later. April kept prodding and recounting that wrong asking if she considered the attractive brunette better than her. Nothing would dissuade April, not even violence which seemed to mean less and less to the chubby, blonde misanthrope. Red wished she'd thought of something else instead of what happened, but she had to prove to herself that she was number one. Allowing Leslie any bit of give was unacceptable according to her upbringing from a man she now knew to be a base hypocrite. Destroying Leslie had far reaching effects. But maybe, just maybe it had started earlier when they conspired to rape Humbert Jenkins.
"I'm gonna get you Leslie."
Red stripped off her clothing staring at the visible bruises on her body and face. Most of the blemishes would fade with time, but she bristled at the thought of being challenged wondering what was going on at school. The shower provided a bit of relief but also highlighted her injuries sparking little flecks of pain across her perfect figure. Red just wanted to wash away everything she'd done over the last few weeks knowing it was futile. Even now she thought that her newly minted mortal enemy was sitting among the other cheerleaders running her down, laughing about what she'd done.
That possible inclination made the redheaded narcissist twist into a knot on the inside. There was no way Leslie was getting away with making a fool out of the Apex Predator of Maplewood High. Red rolled the tiny bottle between her fingers, thinking.
*
"Uhm, am I in trouble, Ms. Branding?"
"Well, that depends on you Betty Joe; are you comfortable talking with me without your parents present?"
"I-I guess so ma'am." The remaining cheerleaders sans Red, Leslie and Patty were gathered into the front office for questioning.
Some members of the jocks had been gathered as well after a custodian came forward with April's stolen brassiere removed from its wall perch in the weight room. The gravity of things began to dawn as Betty Joe observed the mounting chaos of students, teachers and parents clogging up the front office. Patty's parents were making a scene at the front desk. Betty Joe knew Patty's mother was an entrenched member of the PTA and part of the administrative committee at their local church. Patty's father appeared disheveled and stressed out, his features flushed a combination of rage and desperation.
"Betty Joe are you aware of clips that were sent out via email this morning concerning your teammate, Patricia Clark?" The assistant principal's face was beyond stern, etched in granite.
"Huh?"
"Patricia Clark, someone leaked disturbing footage of this girl all over town this morning. Do you know anything about it, Betty Joe?" It felt like she was becoming smaller and smaller as the assistant principal leaned forward pressing the issue.
"Uhm, uh..." The shocked teen found that she couldn't look away from Ms. Branding's face, particularly the wrinkled mouth asking the questions.
"Betty Joe, are you alright?"
"I GOTTA PEE!" She blurted out already in the process of wetting herself. Patty's parents were talking heatedly with a female Sheriff's deputy.
*
Both of them sat watching silently, staring through the windshield at the football field. He was habitually drawn to the area because it was the last place he'd found happiness before his world went to shit. He could still faintly hear the cheers of the crowd in the breeze which bought with it a latent sense of calm. She sat there watching for altogether different reasons, recalling the bad idea that ended up with her karmically being returned to the same football field that was ultimately, her undoing. Even now, she could perceive ghostly visions of her and her best friend as they walked the perimeter of that field hatching a plan for an afternoon of wild sex and debauchery with the town hero. She'd convinced her reluctant best friend to go along with her plan and now, both of them had been caught up and burned alive by the phoenix fire of the apex-predator of Maplewood High.
"I hate you." Patty declared, still looking out at the football field.
"Okay." Brad Tucker replied without emotion, prompting her to turn in his direction.
"I'm ruined and it's because of your girlfriend that I can't go back to school anymore. It's because of your girlfriend, that my best friend in life, the only sister I've ever known, is in the hospital and all you can sit there and say, is "Okay", huh Brad?"
"Yeah, that's right."
Her hand pancaked his cheek loudly, followed by three more slaps as he remained motionless still staring out onto that football field. Patty favored her hand after a few seconds, following his gaze out onto the stadium green.
"What're you looking at, out there?"
"Nothing Patty; I'm just looking." She stared examining his face for many moments, glancing out onto the field.
"They did this to me; messed everything up because I fucked you that day. They tricked me and I hate myself for not seeing it coming. That's a lie, too Brad. I knew she was onto me, but I just couldn't get out of her way."
"Nobody can get out of her way; that's how it is with Red."
"I wish I'd never had sex with you; then I would still be stupid." Patty admitted.
"Me too."
"I guess we agree on something."
"No, I mean I wish I'd never had sex with April." His words hung in the air as the revelation and meaning hit Patty square in the face.
"Did you make her, that way?"
"Yeah." He swallowed hard, fighting back any emotion as Patty tugged at a strand of her blonde hair.
"Brad, she helped Red do this to me. They got me drunk and beat me before...".
"No." He reached over taking her hand for a few seconds, before she pulled away.
"They did stuff to me, both of them all night long; drugged me and then blackmailed me to do-other stuff." She was huffing through her mouth, doing her best not to scream.
"Don't tell me; I know what kind of monster Red is, Patty. I want to say I'm sorry, I want to do something to help you with all my heart; but I'm scared she's gonna do it again. I'm scared that she's gonna take me back to that place again, and let April have me." He was breathing through his mouth too, trying not to lose it.
"What about Chelsea? Don't you give a fuck, Brad?"
"She's better off without me."
"Then, why were you there this morning?"
"Seemed like the right thing to do; but Patty, I'm scared. I'm scared every day that I open my eyes, it's like everything's moving in slow motion around me and I don't know what to do about it. Every time I close my eyes, she's there with me in the darkness. I keep seeing those crystal blue eyes of hers with all that dark makeup shit around them, keep hearing that fucking laugh! Sounds like a little kid or something while she's-FUCKING ME!! I never stop remembering all the pain and the smell of horse shit around me, while April...". The ripped, jock was breaking down as he spoke, starting to go into a panic attack.
"Hey, it's okay Brad; I'm here." Patty covered his hand with her own, rubbing it to reassure the distressed football player.
"Yeah, I'm sorry Patty." They continued staring out the window, glancing at one another every now and then.
The football field was occupied by some kids having an innocent game of football from a nearby grade school. There were two teachers struggling to keep the rampant little boys in line and organized. Brad's eyes watered remembering his love of the game.
"You okay?" Patty asked also staring out at the field.
"No, no I'm not."
"Me too; I'm never gonna be okay again."
"I know." He replied serenely, almost somnambulistic.
Her ratty, blonde hair was itching something fierce as she scratched her scalp wincing when her nails raked across the cuts there. Patty found blood on her fingertips panicking as she tried to flick it off before going for the glove compartment looking for wipes.
"DON'T GO IN THERE!!" He was too late as she found his stash.
"Oh now it all makes sense; drugging it up, huh Brad?" He snatched the bag stuffing it down the other side of the passenger seat. He looked around as Patty tried to reach across his body for the stash before being shoved back in her seat.
"Stop, you don't understand what it's like dealing with this shit."
"Oh really; are you fucking serious? LOOK-AT-MY FACE BRAD!!" Patty snatched at his collar only to have her hand batted away.
"It was just supposed to take the edge off." Was the only explanation he could think to offer as she sat there staring.
Brad was still the same outside for the most part, but when you took a good moment to really look in his face, it was plain as day. Things were different now because she understood Brad Tucker on an intimate level only a fellow victim could. Both of them had been dragged along the edge of a razor blade, nearly shorn in two. She'd only wanted to be with him before after a perceived slight that should have warned her off interacting with the quarterback. It was her idea, her plan to secret him away to her father's cabin for an afternoon of sex in a threesome with her best friend who was now laid up in the hospital. She whimpered a bit recalling how she'd talked Chelsea into things that led to her nearly beaten to death. Karma had visited upon her a swift and exacting vengeance when she sought to coerce Brad into silence.
"Hey, I'm not judging Brad; I just wanna take the edge off too."
"Huh?"
"We, can do it together, okay? I need an escape from all of this shit."
"No Patty, that would be wrong."
"Wrong for me, but okay for you, huh Brad?" He glanced over finding the lithe blonde curled up on the seat. She was already fried beyond belief after running head first into Red and April. It was common sense that he was the only one minutely capable of understanding her pain.
"Okay, we'll do it." Her eyes lit up as he shook his head acquiescing to her wishes.
Patty unconsciously shook her head mimicking his actions as he bought out the baggie.
The loud chirp and accompanying siren of a patrol car suddenly interrupted the troubled teens. Brad fidgeted dropping the bag to the floor of his truck looking into his side mirror to find the car already pulling up behind his pickup truck. There was no way he could toss the bag without being seen by the deputies. Patty bounced around on the seat in a kinetic explosion of movement going for the door handle until he roughly grabbed her forearm nodding his head.
She was already on the verge of screaming but Brad kept shaking his head as the patrol car door slammed behind the truck. She sat rigidly on the seat as he used his heel to kick the bag under his seat. Both deputies were walking up on either side of his truck, hands on their weapons. His hand slid down taking hers softly. Their fingers intertwined as Deputy Mooney appeared at his open window with Deputy Jimmy at the other.
"Brad Tucker."
"Hello uhm, good morning officer."
"More like good afternoon; shouldn't you kids be in school?" He surveyed the inside of the truck finding nothing out of the ordinary before his eyes settled on Brad. He noted the rigid posture of both teens giving him license to inquire further.
"Uhm, I was visiting a friend in the hospital officer; just taking a break is all, sir."
Deputy Mooney followed the trajectory of his gaze to the field and the grade school children playing a game of football. He immediately understood the troubled teen's presence.
"Excuse me miss; are you okay? Are you under some kind of duress?"
Deputy Jimmy peered into the passenger side window taking stock of the defrocked cheerleader's appearance and the large t-shirt covering her body. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra under her sparse clothing. He could just make out her areolas behind the cloth.
"I'm-okay." Patty answered stiffly drawing Mooney's attention to her attire before his gaze drifted up to her stark appearance sans makeup. It was obvious this girl had been through some sort of hell.
"Miss, I need your name?"
"Why?!!" She faltered, her bottom lip quivering, but Brad gave her hand a gentle squeeze. She glanced over as he nodded his head wanting her to cooperate.
"Well, I'd just like to address you properly, ma'am." Mooney added as his partner placed a hand on the open window. Deputy Jimmy kept his hand on his weapon not knowing what to make of either teen.
"Patty-uhm, Patricia Clark." The deputies exchanged glances.
"Well, I'm going to need you kids to step out of the vehicle, please." The request caused Patty visible distress as she began huffing glancing over at Brad who nodded reassuringly.
"Relax, we just wanna talk, Patty. It is okay, if we call you Patty, right?"
"Yeah." A few tears were already rolling down her cheeks as Mooney took a good look at Brad Tucker before regarding the kids playing on the field.
"You miss it, don't you?"
"Every day of my life, officer."
He swallowed as he answered unsure of what was about to happen but knowing he didn't care anymore as Patty slowly opened the door stepping outside the truck. Deputy Jimmy held the door as she stepped down onto the gravel taking visual stock of her appearance further. Patty tugged down on the hem of the over sized t-shirt covering her body.
"I think you could still get back out there; if it's what you want, Brad."
"I don't think so officer; nobody wants a loser."
"What're you talking about man; this town loves you! They been talking about putting up a statue or something ever since you brought that championship back here to Maplewood, boy. In case you weren't taking notes, you did that this year, son."
"Don't feel like it."
"But that is the plain truth Brad; you're made for that field out there and every day you waste sitting here feeling sorry for yourself; is a waste of fucking time."
"Who wants a drug addict?"
"Excuse me?"
"I got me some of them opioids in this truck, officer." Deputy Mooney glanced into the cab of the truck while Deputy Jimmy looked too, motioning towards the underside of the driver's seat. Part of the bag was visible.
"Step out of the vehicle, Brad." He backed off a step allowing the jock to exit the vehicle before cuffing him. Patty was crying openly as Mooney walked the trouble boy to the patrol car placing him inside.
"Why don't you leave him alone; you don't what he's been through!!" She inched towards the patrol car stopped by the outstretched hand of Deputy Jimmy.
"You kids out here fooling around or something?" He asked awkwardly as Mooney walked over shaking his head.



"YEAH MAN, THAT'S WHAT WE WERE DOING?!! JUST FUCKING, OKAY?!!" She was becoming hysterical as Mooney looked her up and down settling on the bits of crimson in her frazzled hair. The shallow cuts had been opened by her scratching.
"Jimmy, get that shit out of the front seat for me; walk it over and keep Tucker company."
"You always thinking you the boss; you know we partners, right?"
"Sure Jimmy." The deputy walked around to the drivers side of the truck retrieving the bag stashed under its seat. Deputy Mooney rested his elbow on the back of truck bed watching before looking Patty over again. He noticed a missing patch of hair on her head.
"Look officer, please don't put Brad in jail; he was just trying to help me out. We just needed a break and that's why we were out here at the stadium."
"Yeah, I gathered as much. Funny we call it a stadium when it's a glorified park with bleachers a little higher than usual. Back in the day, we used to have to travel a town over for the big games. Maybe that'll change now because of the boy in the backseat of my patrol car."
"You're not gonna put him in jail?"
"I can't rightly answer that with you being a youngster and all; but I'm gonna do my best to get this kid straight. How long you two been doing this crap?"
"I-uhm, I never did any drugs officer; it was gonna be my first time right now. I don't know about Brad; he already had the bag. I wished I'd never found it in the first place. Please don't put him in jail."
"How's he trying to help you out, Patty?"
"I just wanted to get away from it." She answered tears still running down her cheeks. He could see the pain about her person along with the evidence of some sort of physical altercation.
"Patty, we drove up here looking for you; a lot of people are worried about you. Your parents want you back home and I have to admit to knowing about the sex stuff emailed all over the place. We, want to take you to your folks."
"PLEASE DON'T!!" She almost bolted but Mooney quickly snagged her bicep stopping the thin girl instantly. Patty broke down sobbing uncontrollably as Deputy Jimmy noticed some of the children and their teachers on the field watching from a distance.
"It okay, it's okay kid; I'm thinking maybe we ought to drop you over to the hospital instead."
"WHUT-WHY?!!"
"Something happened to you Patty; something bad and I think you need a medical examination." His words were measure but designed to prod some sort of response out of the distraught teenager.
"I DON'T NEED NO EXAMINATION; I'M OKAY, ALRIGHT?!!" She grabbed his forearm digging her fingers into the sleeve of his shirt. Deputy Jimmy looked to close the distance between them, but Mooney waved him off.
"I gotta be honest Patty; everything's out of the bag and you can't rightly put that genie back in the bottle, girl. I wanna help you out, but if you're gonna fight me on this shit; I'll drop you back to your folks but it ain't gonna change nothing. I don't know how you feel, but part of that might be embarrassment or something like it, kid. You gotta let us do our job or nothings gonna get fixed."
"You can't fix nothing."
"Well, obviously somebody put a real good hurting on you and now you here with another troubled kid trying to do fucking drugs instead of doing what's right." Patty continued sobbing as Mooney dressed her down, wiping her nose with her forearm.
"You don't care about us, officer."
"Then why am I wasting my time here when I could cuff you and drag your narrow little ass over to the hospital for a tox screen?" Patty's expressive eyes widened as he pulled out his cuffs.
"I thought you said cuffing was my job, Mooney?" Deputy Jimmy interrupted.
"Goddammit Jimmy."
*
Betty Joe found herself sitting in the trashed girl's bathroom staring from her ivory perch at the visual remnants of an epic battle that half the populace of Maplewood would've given a limb to witness. There were three mirrors on the wall facing the now door less stall with the middle one fractured and the last almost completely gone. One of the sinks was nearly torn from the wall with everything cordoned off in yellow tape. The homely cheerleader slipped into the bathroom by accident instead of going further down the corridor.
A gym teacher appeared to be following the gawky teen necessitating her presence in the nearest place a male couldn't follow. For some reason she felt like she'd be expelled or something. She'd already wet herself while talking to the assistant principal who allowed her to leave out of palpable disgust. Her phone starting ringing incessantly from its perch under her blouse in her shallow cleavage.
"Hello?" Her voice carried an echo across the out of service restroom.
"Bett Joe; its Leslie." Her heart immediately began thumping hard in her chest as she curled into an upright ball.
"OH LESLIE IT'S JUST DONE GOT FUCKED UP ROUND HERE ON CAMPUS, GIRL!!"
"I know, I've been getting texts all morning and uh; well, nothing nice." Betty Joe was fidgeting around bare assed on the toilet seat, soiled panties stretched between her thin ankles. For some reason she was getting a charge out of hearing her idol's voice.
"THEY TALKING ABOUT BANNING RED FROM SCHOOL AND EVERYTHING!! EVERYBODY JUST MAD ABOUT WHAT HAPPENED TO CHELSEA AND STUFF!!"
"Betty Joe."
"YEAH?!!"
"Would you please stop screaming in my ear." The simple request hung in the air for a few seconds.
"Uhm yeah; I'm awful sorry Leslie."
"It's cool; we're okay because you're really the best friend I've ever had since I transferred to Maplewood. I really can't thank you enough for being so good to me Betty Joe. I should have hung out with you instead of Red, but I fucked up."
Betty Joe's mouth was agape at hearing what sounded like a candid admission in her favor. She was getting goosebumps as her heart pounded in her chest at the endorsement from the second most popular girl on campus.
"You talk like you leaving or something?"
"Sooner or later; but everyone hates me now so I can't pop up at school. Maybe you could visit me sometime at my home?"
"I SURE WILL; THAT'S RIGHT LESLIE I'LL COME ON BY ANYTIME!!"
"Betty Joe?"
"Yeah?"
"Please stop screaming in my ear."
"Uhm yeah, sorry."
"Hey, the reason I called my new best friend ever is because I need a favor. Now, I'm nothing like Red because I don't use people. That's why I wanna tell you that if you can do me one little favor, I'll give you a thousand dollars."
"THOUSAND DOLLARS!!"
"Betty Joe."
"Sorry for yelling and stuff; but you really gonna give me a thousand dollars for a favor."
"Yes, I need your help; do you want the money?"
"Yep."
"Good, now I'm gonna send you two things and once you do what I said; you're gonna get a thousand dollars, okay?"
"Sure Leslie; anything you say."
*
"How's she doing?" Deputy Jimmy entered the floor with a bag of burgers and a soda for his partner who was presently watching Patricia Clark talking behind a closed, windowed door with a female doctor.
"Shaky and skittish, the tox screen came back positive for some shit like GHB or something; got the paperwork though."
"So she was lying about being a druggie?"
"For some reason I don't think so, Jimmy; this girl been drug through a pin hole to hell and back. She's mad with me for snatching her ass down here to the hospital, but we got to do our jobs, right."
"If that's the case why you go easy on Brad Tucker?"
"I ain't perfect; I wanna give that boy a chance to pick himself up, so you keep sitting on them drugs for now, Jimmy."
"We doing a whole lot, lately; what's going on Mooney?"
"I'm just pulling some red string until the shit yanked out in the open." He snatched up his soda taking a deep drink as a security guard approached.
"There's no food and drink on this floor." He advised as Deputy Jimmy took exception to the admonishment.
"You know, we're the fucking law, right?" The guard wisely backed off returning to his post as Deputy Mooney took a huge bite out of his burger. The doctor approached leaving Patty behind the closed door of the office.
"She admits to excessive consumption of alcohol and some drug use; there's more than enough evidence of physical assault from her bruises, but Patricia is refusing a rape kit."
"Give me a moment." Mooney walked over to the door cracking it enough to stick his head inside.
"I know you're sore with me Patty, but we only want the best for you. We're trying to help you out here, so toss us a little consideration. You need a full examination."
"I DON'T HAVE TO DO SHIT!!" She was staring at a cork board hanging on the opposite side of wall covered with numerous flyers and little charts.
Mooney shuddered a bit trying to keep the cool as he stared at the troubled teen focusing in on the blonde hair on her head noticing tinges of crimson interlaced. He stared a little harder realizing that some bits of her hair looked yanked out as he thought of her cohort and partner in crime, Chelsea currently lying in a hospital bed. Mooney stepped in front of her to a water cooler inside the door filling a paper cone with some ice cold water handing it to the defrocked cheerleader.
"Drink this; it'll make you feel better kid." Patty reluctantly took a few sips before downing the rest. She didn't notice the deputy taking the cone by the tip once it was empty.
"I don't want no rape kit." She reiterated.
"Alright, you wanna play hard ball; that's what we'll do Patty. Stay right here and if you so much as stick your pinkie toe outside this office; Jimmy's gonna cuff you and run you over to the station on drug charges." He pulled the door up with a loud thud shuffling back over to his partner and the doctor.
"Leave her be for a moment." Mooney advised pulling a plastic barf bag down from this wall mounted dispenser right outside the examination room door. He dropped the cone inside, knotting it up as her faced his partner and the doctor.
"Did she change her mind?" The doctor inquired.
"No, I'm gonna make a call; so Jimmy's gonna stay put here until I get back."
"What're you gonna do?"
"My job."
*
He was three glasses of bourbon in on a mission to get stinking drunk after spending most of the night dealing with his psychotic daughter and half the morning fielding calls from his subordinates, various acquaintances and a representative of the local media seeking an interview regarding Red. He broke out the bottle from under the kitchen cabinet after a volcanic exchange with the town mayor who's placed him on administrative leave pending a full evaluation of his tenure as the sheriff of Maplewood. Through it all, his mind was on Leslie Kennedy half cursing her for sleeping with him in the first place. Whenever he thought of the stunning teen, she was almost exclusively nude.
He took another deep drink replaying that initial seduction, reeling at how he was taken and swallowed whole. It was unlike anything he'd ever experienced before in his life secretly rueful at never being truly loved. That brunette seductress would come again and again wanting only to please him, never leaving until he was unable to become erect again. Her abandoned panties sat on the kitchen table under the bottle he'd drunkenly placed on top of them. She was breaking it off with him out of the blue and all he could see was his world coming to an end.
The unemotional expression on her face even as he cowered beneath her, was devastating. He'd always worked hard to be better than his peers, stronger, tougher than the rest but an eighteen year old cheerleader had laid waste to him with the most devastating weapon of all...love.
"Leslie." Sheriff Reed whimpered as his posture wilted conforming to the kitchen table as he cradled the glass of hard liquor between both of his mitt-like hands.
A was a noxious mixture of ragged emotion bedraggled and seared internally over the fact that he'd literally begged for one last sexual encounter with a girl his daughter's age. There was no doubt he would've kissed her feet if she wanted, knowing how pathetic he looked in her hazel eyes. Sheriff Reed snatched up the panties remembering how he'd peeled them free of her body before desperately licking her snatch, a man possessed.
That lingering fear of loneliness revisited, returning to what he was prior; fueled his actions as the fifty something licked her continuously through several climaxes while she rubbed his head like a pet. Both of them knew it was a pity fuck because she was leaving forever once he was done.
"Get your panties off the table." His reddened eyes found Red standing in the kitchen doorway.
She was wearing a mint green t-shirt that clung to her torso like a second skin and a pair of daisy dukes that were little more than glorified panties in their own right.
"Leave me alone." He drew the underwear from the table top intending to pocket them, but they ended up on the kitchen floor.
"Gladly but we both know you ain't gonna give me back my car keys." Red was giving him the once over fooling no one because he knew her well. She was sizing him up and the sheriff was prepared to cuff her again, if he were able.
"Melissa, you're on probation."
"WHAT-DID I TELL YOU MY NAME WAS?!!"
"Ah shit, Red; stopping dragging me around, please?" He tried to pour himself another glass half succeeding leaving the bottle on its side at table edge. She righted the bottle glaring at her fallen father before filling his glass.
"Drink up motherfucker." Sheriff Reed stared into her nearly luminescent green eyes for a few seconds before downing the glass.
"Red?"
"Stop fucking talking man; you know how shitty this is because you had to get your dick wet? I thought you were a fucking man, daddy!!"
"You don't understand how it is with; I-I mean how it was." Red chuckled, smiling at her drunken father.
"Of course I do daddy; I've been with lots of guys. In all kinds of ways too, bitch. Control your major malfunction because it's just some rachet pussy, man. I guess mom, was your first and only until you got some used cooch, huh daddy dearest?"
She leaned against the table putting her weight on one foot, palm flat on its surface, still smiling.
"You shut your filthy mouth." Red laughed at the hollow threat for a few moments before carefully taking the glass from her father.
He watched his daughter sip the alcoholic remnants before walking over to the kitchen counter placing the glass down next to the sink. She opened the fridge gathering a handful of ice cubes for his glass before snagging the bottle.
"Have another drink." Her back was to him as she filled the glass again.
Sheriff Reed always hated those shorts having even taken a belt to his daughter after finding her out in public wearing them. Red placed the glass in front of her father, setting it down on the place mat.
"I-I don't want you to hate me; you're my little girl." He confessed.
"I was your little girl, but you traded me in for a piece of ass." She took a seat at the end of the table resting an elbow on the kitchen table.
He stared across the table at his daughter pondering all he'd taught her over the years and the ideology fueled by hurt and rejection that created a teen monster. Sheriff Reed took a deep drink still looking into those catlike eyes. The expression on Red's face read murder as she watched, silent.
*
April sat in front of her vanity table staring at her reflection in the mirror. She'd touched up her makeup making it sharper accentuating her predatory look as she considered what was to come that afternoon. She'd managed to cover most of the bruising left from her skirmish with Leslie Kennedy, but still felt empty. Her immense bosom was hidden behind a large underwire that barely contained her charms appearing in the lower frame of the mirror.
She reached down grabbing a makeup brush using some matching color to hide the bruising there. Her chest was slowly heaving as she thought of the other times she'd sat before her reflection before going out to raise holy hell. Her thoughts drifted to the unfortunate criminals who'd taken it upon themselves to sully Melissa Reed, her spiritual mother. After taking revenge on Brad Tucker in dramatic life altering fashion, April found herself with an itch that wouldn't go away.
She chaffed at the thought of what she felt deep inside after finding out that her lover / mentor had been assaulted. Part of her knew deep inside the thought excited her beyond words. It was something she could never tell anyone and not expect to be ostracized. The experience was almost psychologically cannibalistic allowing her to steal away and warp the victim's mind if not their souls outright.
She sat their in front of that mirror on her vanity table remembering the visceral charge that crackled across her skin making every hair stand on end while she ripped everything away. Brad's threats of retaliatory violence gave way to begging, outright sobbing, and pleading before acceptance found its way into his heart. The muscular quarterback found a sort of salvation kneeling before her vowing complete fealty with clasped hands. April felt that power knowing she wouldn't be able to let it go before destroying his manhood until Red stopped her.
Her remaining victims hadn't the luxury of knowing her beforehand affording April a release of inhibition that added to that hunger exponentially as she managed to refine a horrific technique that left each exponentially shattered beyond repair. She'd lost herself nearly killing Derrick and Youth Pastor Robert Lane before Red asserted herself once again. Watching both nude cousins walking down the highway hand in hand afterwards left her fit to be tied sexually speaking.
She continued applying makeup to her bruises as her mind drifted to Leslie Kennedy making her stop as she recalled the assault and subsequent fight that left her exposed to a mother who even now, was drinking herself to oblivion down the corridor. Now she had no choice but to push ahead wanting to rid herself of a clueless dupe who hadn't a clue of what lie in wait. Humbert Jenkins was going to be a masterpiece with the end result being his complete dissolution as a human being. April imagined the look on his face afterward as she informed him of Leslie's pregnancy.
She stuffed a drywall knife into her deep cleavage, hiding it from view.
"Showtime." Her large satchel bag sat on the edge of her bed with her weapon of choice; the massive black dildo loaded with a metallic screw protruding from its crown.
April stood up drawing lace panties up over her chunky butt. Off to the side on the floor, her laptop was still open displaying a static shot of Leslie from that fateful afternoon. The stunning brunette's face was frozen on the computer screen, caught just as her mind shattered.
April squeezed into a white sundress adorned with tiny red hearts. It was another article of clothing "borrowed" from her mother's closet. The woman had worn it in happier days recalled of an all too brief time during April's youth before things went south. Now her mentally skewed daughter was going to make use of it to create the perfect farewell image before she let go of all internal restraint destroying Humbert Jenkins. She tugged at the sides of her frock getting the right look to make herself irresistible to her "boyfriend." April wished it were possible to have Leslie present to see everything. April glanced over at the laptop hitting the enter button.
"HUMBERT!!" Leslie's voice erupted from the computer loud enough that it echoed through her shattered door into the hallway and kitchen.
April added a thick coat of her favorite lipstick as her rival took on several guys onscreen. She watched for a few seconds before pausing the homemade sex tape. Leslie had a huge cock stuffed in her gullet on frozen screen as April gathered up her satchel bag of goodies.



"Oh fuck me." Her mother was standing at the end of the corridor leaning against her bedroom door. She took a drink of some hooch from a glass letting her hand drop limply to her side.
"Where you going?"
April stared across the hall at her mother without answering her query. She took stock of the woman from her bare, calloused feet up tired, rubbery legs over her own huge bust to her haggard looking face. Excessive drink left the embattled woman looking like she'd had a stroke as her daughter scoffed taking a few steps in her direction.
"I asked you where you're going?" Her speech was slurred as April took a few extra steps eyeing her warily.
April stopped right in front of her mother redoubling her grip on her satchel bag, glaring as the almost perpetual smirk left her face. It was silent for a few seconds as the women took stock of one another in some unspoken challenge of wills.
"Fuck you."
April took an extra second letting her answer sink into her mother's defeated psyche before walking out of the house slamming the door. Her mother finished her drink before sliding down onto the floor in a heap.
*
Humbert stood in front of his window looking down at his driveway where the ghost of Leslie called out to him. The encouraged isolation, his mother's smothering behavior and April's insufferable nature had him twisted up in knots on the inside. He felt quarantined from the rest of the world, a prisoner of circumstance and calcified victim hood with no end in sight. He loved his mother dearly completely understanding things from her point of view. April was his girlfriend but felt more like an antagonist most of the time. He chalked it up to feelings of inadequacy on her part due to finding out about Leslie.
He admitted that he wanted things to be over between them long before she summoned him to Happy's bearing the marks of an implied scuffle with the second queen of Maplewood High. He felt conflicted with a head full of white static where the stunning cheerleader was concerned. Nothing would stop her from returning again and again even after he had nearly been killed the night their entangled karma reached a psychotic crescendo. Images of the animalistic, savage struggled of wills and the now inevitable result haunted him nonstop.
At times deep into the night, he sometimes imagined that he could feel her body there with him under the sheets. Every supple curve and contour there for his probing fingers, every bit of her delectable body up to her beautiful face which left him disturbed on another level. In the beginning he would get up in the middle of the night gaming until the sleep returned or day arrived not caring which. Humbert thought about the tote bag full of DVD's under his bed containing horrific images of her degradation at the hands of her own best friend. Red had taken him first in the library long ago using her derriere as a proxy for her sex.
It was all a ploy to blackmail him for their purpose. She was the undisputed queen of Maplewood High and by some accounts, the small town surrounding it as well. Red was his first sexual experience, but he never thought of her in the same manor. The perpetually angry redhead was truly one of the most evil people he'd ever met, and the contents of those disks bore proof of that irrefutable fact. But Leslie raped him on that occasion and one other before he found his courage.
Humbert managed to fight her off taking her virginity as recompense and reparation for the horror visited upon his person leading up to that fateful night. He continually traveled backward in time to that all too brief moment as they sat in a potter's field watching the sunrise and nothing more. There was the slightest moment of complete symbiosis in that fleeting window of time as the sunlight came to greet the nude teenagers. It brought with it a overwhelming sense of self loathing and guilt that gave agency to his desire to get as far away from her as possible.
Humbert knew there was no way he could ever look upon her and not see what he'd done in a fit of righteous anger, revenge, and crazed lust. This was the beautiful monster who turned his world upside down and seemed to think he was her property. Leslie would return again and again, becoming violent when she believed him to be moving beyond her in some respect.
Her resultant brutality upon finding April in his company bordered on the murderous until he managed to pry her hands away from his girlfriend. Humbert couldn't deny the hurt in her hazel eyes feeling as if he'd betrayed her. It felt like they were a couple; felt like they had something going on which was an abomination considering what came prior. Humbert hated himself as he yelled at Leslie to go away, finally letting her know that he was privy to her own personal shame.
Hours after yelling at his stalker, Humbert found himself regretting his words and hating himself even more. He watched her sex tape countless times trying to find some manner of contentment that she's been similarly defiled and deposed. Only recently had he stopped watching due to the fact that it felt wrong but couldn't muster the strength to toss the bag into the garbage. Now Leslie Kennedy appeared once more in the middle of the night tossing pebbles at his window wanting him to come down to her. Humbert Jenkins was tired of it all.
Leslie Kennedy was done intruding on his life and he was going to take a bit back every day until he found the nerd who existed before two cheerleaders decided to rape him. He was going to kick things off by sleeping with his girlfriend one last time like he should've when he took her virginity. He would get nude for April and make love to her before they went their separate ways.
"I guess its about time, Leslie."
Still he lingered at the window a few seconds longer watching the street below almost expecting her to pull up in front of his house. He finally lowered and shut his blinds muting the afternoon sunlight leaving his room hitting the stairs. Something felt off kilter, weird and strange about the situation as he navigated the stairwell down to the living room staring about his house. It felt like somebody was watching as he scanned the corners of the modestly furnished room which lately served as his father's surrogate bedroom.
His parents were constantly fighting and yelling at one another in a test of wills concerning their son's assault. Humbert walked over checking his mother's bedroom finding it empty, but still feeling a bit anxious. He noticed a closet door slightly open adjacent to the first floor bathroom cautiously opening it. There was a stained creak as the door slid open, the knob gingerly in his grasp.
"SHIT!!"
A stray cat hopped down onto the floor at his feet meowing as Humbert caught himself. He face palmed recognizing the fluffy Maine coon tabby rubbing itself at the bottom of his pants leg. Humbert would toss bits of meat down to the animal sometimes actually buying it a can of tuna. He gathered the cat up into his arms rubbing its furry head walking into the kitchen for a treat. He found some lunch meat for his accidental pet opening his front door to place it out on the stoop.
"What the fuck?"
Betty Joe was in the process of walking back down his front steps, almost stumbling onto the pavement at the sound of his voice. She half swung about facing him with a hunched posture wholly intimidated.
"Sorry."
"You want something; that why you were gonna knock on my door?"
"Well, sorry I got...uhm, well sorry about that." Betty Joe found herself unable to articulate as Humbert set the stray cat down on the steps. Both of them watched the animal disappear into the hedges of a neighbor's home.
"Hey what do you want?" She flinched at the stern sound of his voice noticing the budding irritation on Humbert's face. He didn't know what to make of the buck toothed girl who seemed familiar.
"I'm Betty Joe and uhm, well..."
"WHAT DO YOU WANT?!" He barked at her impatiently.
"I done brought you something."
"Look I don't want no Watchtower magazines or nothing and my folks ain't home, ma'am." Betty Joe chuckled in nerdy fashion feeling a bit of relief when she realized he thought she was soliciting.
"No, you're Humbert; Humbert Jenkins, right?" He raised an eyebrow.
"YEAH?"
"I done brought you something from ah; uhm, a friend." She was clutching her phone to her chest with both hands, breathing hard after clearing a verbal hurtle.
"A friend? What friend, Betty Joe?"
"Leslie Kennedy, we're friends, like both of us cheerleaders." His face twisted into a scowl frightening the humble teen standing at the bottom of his stoop.
"YOU KEEP THAT SHIT AND GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE!!"
"WAIT!!" Betty Joe found herself running up the stairs as he withdrew back into his home intent on slamming the door in her buck toothed face.
She managed to push on the door with both hands inadvertently using her weight stopping it for a second as he started hyperventilating. Humbert shoved back roughly slamming it in her face locking it. Humbert fell over on his back scrambling for his life alert necklace before he noticed Betty Joe's phone on the floor just inside his door.
"I'm awful sorry Humbert; I didn't mean to scare you or nothing, sir. Can I have my phone back?"
"TELL HER TO LEAVE ME ALONE!!" He managed to get the pendant out of his collar fingering the button, but hesitated.
"Uhm yeah sorry; she just wanted you to see it." Betty Joe explained from the other side of his door.
"SEE WHAT?!!"
"The picture." Humbert's brow furrowed as his gaze settled on her phone which was still illuminated. There was a photo on its face. His hands trembled as he picked it up staring at the photo displayed on its face.
Everything came crashing down with one look at the message from the woman who'd been making his life a living hell. There they were; all three of them standing in somebody's living room posing for a selfie. Red stood off camera right, Leslie stood to the left with the BFF's flanking a stark revelation that left the traumatized nerd doubting his sanity.
April was standing center between the taller girls smiling malevolently, dark smoky eye shadow and bright red lipstick on her rounded, demonic looking face. A hidden antagonist, an unknown monster revealed as his grasp tightened around the android phone shaking with rage.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON HERE, BITCH!!" Betty Joe tumbled down the stairs when he snatched his front door open almost throttling her. The homely cheerleader barely righted herself before he grabbed one of her thin arms.
"I DON'T KNOW NOTHING; SHE JUST WANTED ME TO SHOW YOU THAT PICTURE, IS ALL!!"
"WHERE SHE AT?!! SHE HIDING OUT HERE LAUGHING AT ME?!!" He was ready to toss hands with his stalker at this point stomping down off the curb standing in the street.
"SHE AIN'T HERE!!" Humbert walked a little further from his house taking glances at the photo on Betty Joe's phone almost spoiling for a fight. He barely acknowledged the protestations of the gawky girl running up behind him until she snatched at her phone.
"Where that bitch at, then?" He demanded as Betty Joe continued snatching at her phone. Humbert considered tossing it on the asphalt and stomping it to pieces.
"SHE TEXTED ME THAT FUCKING PICTURE AND YOUR ADDRESS!! SAID YOU BLOCKED HER NUMBER AND THAT YOU WAS IN TROUBLE WITH THAT FAT GIRL!!"
"What?"
"GIMME THAT PHONE DUMMY; YOU'RE A REAL JERK!!" Betty Joe snatched her phone out of his grasp backing away still shaky and fearful.
"What about April, that fat girl?" He realized that he was shooting the messenger.
"SHE'S CRAZY STUPID!! LESLIE DIDN'T WANT HER TO GET YOU!!" Betty Joe checked her phone finding that he'd cracked the case while Humbert stood there processing.
"April." There was a slight breeze in the air.
"Huh?"
Betty Joe glanced up from her phone puzzled finding Humbert stalking off in the opposite direction. There as no mistaking the urgency in his stride as he power walked towards the end of the block. Betty Joe felt guilty like she was going to be the cause of an impending fight. She ran after Humbert arms flailing about in the air like some runaway ostrich. The homely gossip was determined to find out what was going on experiencing more excitement in the last few days than all of her previous years at Maplewood High. Humbert was still in sight appearing headed for Happy's as Betty Joe picked up the pace.
April was sitting on the short brick wall waiting with her satchel bag slung over her shoulder. Her makeup applied expertly hiding the evidence of her skirmish with a hated enemy. The wet looking blonde hair framing her face was somewhat curly and close cropped as she licked her deep red hued lips waiting. Her pneumatic chest surged majestically straining the innocent looking frock giving anyone who looked a decadent visual treat. There were plenty of gawkers staring at the mountain of cleavage on display with some guys honking their car horns as they passed.
One particularly pissed looking housewife yelled a string of obscenities at the teen before pancaking her own son sitting beside her riding shotgun in their paneled station wagon. April relaxed enjoying the attention arching her back a little allowing even more of her charms to be displayed for an adoring public. She was stoked and blissful thinking of the horrific act she was about to commit while chuckling at the clueless nature of everyone around her. She glanced over finding Humbert walking in her direction out in the middle of the street. He looked ready to prove himself a man.
"Hey baby." April cooed as he walked onto the parking lot of Happy's focused on her face. She stood to greet him cupping her breasts with a little jiggle before meeting his gaze.
A wad of spit hit April dead in the center of her face.
It landed just under her right eye running down the side of her nose over her rosy cheek as April pressed a palm wiping it away slowly regarding her boyfriend. She started blinking profusely bringing both hands up to her face as Humbert stood in front of her bristling. Betty Joe arrived in time to see him hock spittle on the exposed witch. She stopped short chewing on her nails as April glared at Humbert incredulously.
"I KNOW WHO YOU ARE APRIL!!" He bellowed as her mouth began to open with a question on blood red lips.
It was all he could do not to plant his fist in her face. Humbert was shaking terribly, looking over his shoulder finding Betty Joe. He ran over snatching her phone returning to show his "girlfriend" the group photo revealing the end of her elaborate ruse. April glanced over at Betty Joe before regarding Humbert and the photo exposing her for the monster she truly was in that parking lot. Her ruby lips began to curl into a smile as she rubbed her hand on her dress.
"It was going to be beautiful." April admitted.
His palm collided with her cheek in a loud slap that resounded across Happy's parking lot. Several pedestrians and onlookers were already bolting in his direction intent on saving the apparent woman in danger, but Humbert could've cared less. April was grinning touching the spot on her cheek were she'd been struck as people separated the teens. He couldn't hear the white knights yelling in his face, barely registered the shoves to his person as concerned witnesses began to obscure his view of April.
Betty Joe watched everything noting with mounting horror that April was actually chuckling ignoring the people concerned for her well being. Humbert found her eyes burrowing into his surrounded by the pools of darkness that was her makeup until they became so small she appeared eyeless.
"Come on, let's go Humbert."
Betty Joe felt responsible taking his arm yanking the nigh delirious teen off the lot back the way they'd come. She noticed April standing behind the little brick wall watching with this horrid cupie doll smile on her face. That look put everything in context since the phone call from Leslie earlier in the day. Humbert didn't seem to be able to look away as she half yanked him back up the street.
"You gotta stop looking or you gonna run back over there and get yourself put up in the jail. Humbert leave that devil girl alone!!"
He still couldn't look away even as April got smaller in their peripheral vision. The lanky nerd's eyes went glassy distant. Betty Joe looked back finding April still there watching.
"THINK ABOUT LESLIE!!" Betty Joe blurted out getting his attention. She released his arm as he turned facing her crestfallen.
"That's all I ever think about."Humbert's shoulders dropped as he walked over having a seat on the curb half a block away from his house.
Betty Joe watched as he covered his face with both hands obviously starting to sob. Everything came crashing in on Humbert making him doubt his sanity. His mind drifted to the first time he'd met April in the bleachers of the football stadium. She glanced down noticing droplets of moisture hitting the pavement as he sat between two cars.
Betty Joe took a seat beside Humbert, carefully planting a hand on his back reassuringly.
*
The discarded glass rolled to the other side of the corridor until it hit the adjacent wall. April's mother reclined against the wall staring off into space unwilling to move further until she was disturbed by knocking at her door. It wasn't insistent but enough to garner her lazy attention.
"Coming." She found it hard getting to her drunken feet using the wall until she reached the front door opening it to find a group of well dressed people on her porch.
"Yes, may I help you?"
"Sorry to interrupt you on this fine afternoon; but do you accept Jesus Christ as your lord and personal savior?" Their leader, some bald guy with a handlebar mustache in a gray suit, asked.
"Why, yes I do." Before the group could utter another word, the door was slammed in their faces as the slovenly woman staggered to the bathroom barely making it to the toilet before losing her lunch.
After praying to the porcelain goddess, April's mother found herself staring at her daughter's door almost afraid to go further. Still, she pushed the door open finding it meticulously cleaned with April's makeup kit open on her vanity table. A small pair of women's panties was observed hanging from a cracked lamp. Her gaze traveled around the room before she discovered April's still opened laptop computer on the floor when her foot nudged it.
"HUUUM-BERT!!!" Leslie's voice filled the room startling the woman as wet, sloppy sounds filled her daughter's bedroom.
She peered at the screen finding the girl she'd saved a night ago, surrounded by faceless men, all of them nude. She recognized her April's laughter distinctly audible in the background as someone pushed into Leslie's mouth.
*
"We'd like to thank you for coming in today; I understand you're not feeling well. Is everything okay Leslie?"
"I'm fine Ms. Branding."
It was a simple question but everything around it was so much more complicated as she sat in front of the assistant principal. There were stares from her peers that were too many to count, but Leslie Kennedy hadn't been bothered by them in the least since being remade after the incident in the boy's locker room. Those leering eyes were interspersed with others partially jealous of her status while others shown with a hatred she was now able to recognize instantly.
"Well Ms. Kennedy we'd like to ask you a few questions that might be uncomfortable; so would you like to have us phone your guardian?"
"My mother is traveling abroad on business; she trusts me with my day to day here in Maplewood."
"So, who is your legal guardian here in Maplewood?"
"I think I made myself clear already, ma'am." The stern looking older woman did a double take at the eighteen year old's candor. Leslie noticed more than a few people milling about near the door and so did the assistant principal closing it moments later.



"I'd like to start by asking if you know Patricia Clark?"
"Of course I do, ma'am; she is my teammate on the cheer leading squad."
"Are you aware of what's happened regarding your teammate?"
"It's all over campus; she got doxed really hard."
"How do you feel about this unfortunate incident, Leslie?" Ms. Branding usually counted on her position and stern exterior to rattle students, but the stunning brunette seemed oddly serene.
"I don't feel anyway about it one way or the other Ms. Branding."
"Didn't you just tell me she was your teammate?"
"Teammate is the operative word; we weren't friends. You should probably ask Chelsea about that." Leslie reached down on the floor for a plastic bottle of water, taking a quick drink.
"The girl is currently hospitalized; you didn't know about that?"
"Oh yeah, she had a fight." Leslie's arms were folded under her prominent bosom covertly rubbing her belly, unknown to the woman sitting on the other side of the desk in front of her. There was no way she could know that Leslie Kennedy had bigger thing to worry about on so many levels.
"You're going to tell me that you didn't know about that incident too? You didn't know that two of your teammates hospitalized one another in the girl's bathroom during an assembly about Coach Hamblen?"
"Coach Hamblen?"
"He's passed away; didn't you know that?" Her face was static displaying a genuine level of morbid surprise. Ms. Branding realized the teen was genuinely out of the know regarding recent events.
"What happened?"
"It's been on the news; he took his own life." Her bottom lip started quivering uncontrollably as the realization overcame her prompting the assistant principal to give her a handful of tissues.
"Why did he do that, Ms. Branding?"
"I can't answer that Leslie; that's between him and god, now. I didn't mean to upset you and I'm sorry, young lady. I just wanted to know if you had any idea who might've uhm, doxed Patricia Clark; do you?"
"I don't know anything about that; did you think I did it?"
"We just wanted to ask you Ms. Kennedy; and you didn't know anything about the fight either, right?"
"Why don't you ask Red?" Leslie snapped dabbing at her face with a tissue.
"Melissa Reed is currently barred from campus pending the results of a criminal investigation and I've got to be honest with you Leslie. There's at least two student petitions circulating around campus calling for the permanent expulsion of you both."
"People gotta do what they gotta do, Ms. Branding."
"You don't care about being a part of this student body; graduating with your peers?"
"Ma'am that's the least of my worries right now; besides, I've given back more than I received to everyone who hates me with good reason. The only thing I know about Patty is what everybody knows about her; she's a clout chaser."
*
"Sure took you long enough, mom."
April happened across her mother setting some bags on the curb undeniably filled with her belongings. There was a growing pile of five or more paper and garbage bags. Two milk crates stuffed full of vintage comics packed in a hurry becoming newsprint salad made the chubby blonde bristle. Her sole parent looked like she'd been caught in some criminal act as she dropped the lawn bag damaging some kind of glass item inside.
Two laptop computers were shoved into a bag on the curve which April knew she'd have to disassemble later. Both had been used for nefarious purpose with the latest purposed as a social media dead switch used to take out Patricia Clark at her urging. The blonde misanthrope was always trying to stay three to ten steps ahead of everyone. The isolation of home schooling made it easy for her to indulge her malevolent id.
"I can't do this anymore; I won't April."
"When have you ever is more relevant; don't you think mother?" She noticed the same horrified look on her mother's face from the previous night after being discovered in the act of assaulting Leslie.
"I don't want this!"
"What don't you want, huh?" April stopped five feet away from her mother staring a hole in her face.
"THIS-YOU APRIL!!" She motioned towards her daughter with both hands outstretched, looking reticent as the girl took a step in her direction.
"You never wanted me anyway; always palming me off on other people, ignoring me because of dad and beating me over the head with your fucking religion. I thought we covered this already, but you sent me away to that fucking camp and now you complain about the results, mom."
"You can't blame me for all of this crazy stuff you've been doing April; lord, I caught you assaulting some girl last night!! What happened, she didn't want to do gay stuff with you?!!" April laughed at her mother's stilted account of her actions.
"It was uh, personal."
"It's like you've got the devil in you ever since you started messing with that Red person; she did this to you, made you like-!!"
"DON'T GET IT TWISTED MOTHER; SHE WOKE ME UP!! Can you say the same or are you gonna stand here hiding behind your fucking bible, lying to yourself that haven't wanted me gone since day one?!!"
"Maybe you can go live with her; you two deserve each other, April!"
"You're right." Both women stood there on the sidewalk at the bottom of the stoop staring at one another.
April took after her father in the face which was decidedly more feminine than her mother's harsh features and added inch of height over her daughter. Both women shared a long family trait in their immense bosoms which the religious woman took great care to hide under layers of bulky clothing for the most part. Her childhood had been a litany of constant harassment and other lewd overtures from various men and boys with the women thinking it all behind her once she married. It only got worse as her husband revealed he'd only married her because of her breasts.
The nightmare increased in waves as her daughter began to develop at too early an age drawing the deviant eye of her father. The marriage ended after a violent encounter when she confronted her husband after witnessing his criminal actions one night. April seemed to blame her for the dissolution of that sham union, making her life difficult and grief stricken with worry that she's end up going down tragic roads traveled decades earlier by her mother.
"I got some money here for you; it's not much but you should have something in your pocket. "She fished a wad of bills from her pocket pressing it into April's hand.
"Goodbye mom."
April stared at her mother's weathered face knowingly unnerving her sole parent with the way her own was made up. She'd taken the time to reapply her makeup a little heavier this time. She would always wear the face of a demented cupie doll from here on out. April watched as her mother hurried up the stoop slamming and audibly locking the door behind herself. She could hear the woman loudly sobbing as she noticed two backpacks stuffed full of clothing adjacent to the front door.
"I'll make you proud." Black tears ran down her fat cheeks as she felt a light breeze wash over her severing those familial ties.
*
"STOP THAT GIRL!!" Deputy Jimmy had been preoccupied with getting Nurse Flora Bell to meet him for a motel date when Patty bailed out of the examination room intent on escaping a pending rape kit.
She was still slightly addled from being drugged but cagey enough that she managed to make it to the end of the corridor making it to the elevator in moments. She pushed the button frantically as Jimmy closed in on her with Flora Bell in tow.
The elevator opened revealing Deputy Mooney along with Patty's parents who were instantly shocked at the feral nature of their daughter. She stopped for a second like a deer in headlights before speeding off in the opposite direction. She didn't make three steps before being tackled as her father ran ahead concerned.
"DON'T LOOK AT ME!! DON'T LOOK AT ME DADDY!!!" Both deputies managed to get the screaming teen under control.
Mr. Clark hesitated a step looking back at his wife as Patty noticed curling into a ball. Deputy Mooney followed her eye line to her father dipping her own head down to the squirming girl underneath his partner.
"So what're we doing Mooney?" Jimmy asked.
"They signed the paper." Patty stopped struggling curled up into a ball under Deputy Jimmy.
*
Sheriff Reed was slumped over the table face down, dead to the world with only the slight rise and fall of his chest indicting life still remained in his body. The glass he'd been drinking from was on the floor in a million fragments. Red sat watching intently as she finished the bottle setting it on the table as her eyes narrowed. Red reached down into her skintight jean shorts revealing the tiny bottle She'd used to drug Brad Tucker that night and Patricia Clark days ago. It was empty now, devoid of the oily drug she'd initially received from her former protege.
Drugging her father was the humane thing she could think to do considering his betrayal. She'd almost smashed that bottle over his head when she filled his glass but was worried about what would happen if he didn't pass out. She tossed the tiny bottle on the table glaring at her fallen father with utter contempt thinking of only one person.
"You were supposed to be my daddy."
Red pushed back in the chair slowly rising to her feet, green cat-like eyes trained on her father, breathing hard. Now, he looked like anybody else to the seething redhead. Just another mouth breather in her way, another obstacle to be overcome. She lifted a bare foot pressing it against his thigh feeling the density of his unconscious form. She tensed before shoving that foot into his side toppling the unconscious man onto the kitchen floor. He went over like a sack of bricks, un-moving. Red retrieved her phone from his shirt pocket and snatched the key chain off his belt.
She walked out of the kitchen to the end of the corridor finding a padlock on the cabinet containing her father's weapon cache. Sheriff Reed was a proud member of the local rifle club balking at hiding away his arsenal. This is the reason the cabinet was placed at the end of the corridor between their bedrooms, He liked gearing up when he stepped in the corridor.
Red unlocked the cabinet retrieving a Glock weighing the weapon in her hand before slapping a clip into the handle. Her eyes narrowed as she remembered finding her father on his knees between Leslie's legs. It was a sight she'd never forget for the rest of her life, gritting her teeth. Bits of pain still radiated across various spots on her body and she was unwilling to engage in another fistfight without an equalizer.
Part of her wished she could finish off Chelsea for having the audacity to oppose her, but Leslie took precedence over everyone else. Red was intent on finding her and shoving the barrel of that weapon down her throat. She stormed off, weapon in hand throwing open the front door only to find April standing there on her stoop.
"WHAT THE FUCK?!!" Red leveled the weapon at her face out of pure instinct, dropping it seconds later. April didn't flinch looking through the screen into the barrel of the gun to her lover's face.
"So, are we doing a school shooting, today bitch?" April's glib response momentarily threw Red off before she opened the door stepping out onto the porch.
"I'm gonna go see Leslie."
"Murder Leslie; that's what you mean, right?" Red noticed the stuffed backpack on the chubby girl's shoulder along with another at her feet.
"Hey, what is all this shit, here?"
"Mom's had enough, put me out." The explanation hung in the air between the mutually evil girls as Red noticed the darkened mascara streaked across April's cheeks.
"April, I'm in a lot of trouble and soon, I'm gonna be wearing one of those ankle bracelet things. I don't think it would be wise..."
"I didn't come here to live with you; I can take care of myself because of you, Melissa."
"Then, why are you here?"
"Isn't it obvious, Melissa? Shit is hitting the fan at light speed and I really don't wanna be in the blast zone when it blows up around here. That coach is dead, Patty has been nuked to high hell and I got caught freeing the beast on Leslie last night."
"DID YOU KILL HER?!!" Red suddenly pushed the barrel of the gun against April's temple.
"No, I wouldn't do that to you, baby." April didn't flinch, still wearing a serene smile as Red withdrew the weapon.
"What'd you do to her?"
"What I wanted; I got some of that ass, but it didn't mean a thing in the end. When we turned her out back in the boy's locker room it changed her. She was pretty much going in the same direction we were until real life smacked her in the face.
Walk with me, Melissa." April gathered up the backpack at her feet walking down the stoop towards the road adjacent to Red's ranch house.
"What're you talking about; what do you mean real life smacked her in the face?"
"Where's the fun in that when you can find out for yourself, Melissa? I'm gonna get out of this shit hole because there's a world out there waiting. I love you for real because you are my real mother; you gave birth to me in that bathroom so long ago, Melissa. If it weren't for you. I'd still be a loser doodling on typing paper and crying myself to sleep."
"You're leaving?"
"Come with me and be who you are with no fucks given, Melissa. I'd never tell you how to live your life because you're supposed to be wild and free. These people in this fucking toilet of a town will never accept you and they shouldn't. To them you are a monster, but they'll never understand your true purpose."
"True purpose?"
"Yeah baby; you exist to wake up people like me. All of these assholes are asleep, but we're not and neither is Leslie. I'll take it one step further by saying neither is Humbert Jenkins."
"WHY'D YOU SAY THAT NAME?!!"
"It's obvious; you ain't gonna get what you want by shooting up Maplewood High. Just give the losers a chance to put you down so they don't have to look at themselves in the mirror. You shoot Leslie-BANG SHE'S FUCKING DEAD!! What do you have left after that, living in a jail cell? I'm gonna hang around for two more days and you're welcome to come with me if that's what you want. I've got some unfinished business before I go."
"So, you're really gonna leave, April?"
"Maybe we could leave together; but you wanna hurt Leslie. You wanna make her feel what you felt when you found her screwing your father's brains out. Like I said, shooting her would be a waste when there's only one way to REALLY stick it to that bitch. There's one thing in this town that you know she loves more than herself, right now."
"Humbert."
"Yeah babe; she let me rail the shit out of her because I said I was gonna do the same thing to him that I did to Brad. She let me fuck her, to save Humbert Jenkins."
"April."
"She loves him, and he loves her; only he's still in denial about his truth." April deftly slid the gun away from her former mentor examining the weapon for a few seconds before handing it back to her. She leaned in planting a kiss on Red's cheek gathering up the second backpack walking to the end of the fence.
"What will you do?"
"Whatever I want after I leave Maplewood; I can live on these tits for a long time, babe." Red watched the chubby blonde walk down the winding sidewalk until she disappeared from sight. It hit her harder than she realized as she glanced down at the pistol in her grasp.
*
Patty sat in the backseat of her father's Lincoln continental staring out at the passing streets. Her parents were silent other than some labored breathing from her mother who'd been prescribed some tranquilizers to avoid a panic attack. Mr. Clark sat rigidly upright in the driver's seat staring out at the oncoming road unable to even think of what to say to his daughter. His phone had been ringing off the hook since the morning before he even realized his only child wasn't home. He chaffed at the thought that news media was already contacting him besides being scheduled for a meeting with his boss the following day.
"What are we gonna do Bill?" He glanced over finding his wife waiting for an answer.
"I don't know."
"What do you mean you don't know?"
"I don't know; I guess we're gonna take it one step at a time, Sally." Patty glanced at the back of her parent's heads feeling the grief and ruin she'd brought home. Her silly ambition and social climbing destroyed everything leaving behind a grief insurmountable.
"What the hell kinda answer is that, Bill?"
"The only one I got to give; lay off me Sally." His voice was strained.
"I can't go to work; I can't go shopping and I can't show my face around town!" Sally Clark was starting to panic turning further in the passenger's seat facing her husband.
"Look I'm trying to concentrate on the road."
"YOU SHOULD A CONCENTRATED ON RAISING OUR DAUGHTER!!" Patty's eyes widened at her mother's admission.
"SHUT YOUR MOUTH!!"
"DAMMIT BILL ARE YOU LISTENING TO ME?!!" Sally Clark grabbed a handful of her husband's jacket sleeve as they began to jostle in the front seat.
Patty watched her mother get shoved into the passenger side door as things became quiet in the front seat. Mr. Clark had difficulty dealing with chaos and unchecked emotion visibly restraining himself as Patty covered her face with both hands. Red had made good on her threat to destroy the former social climber's life as her mother's phone began ringing.
"Hello mom."There was some frenzied noise from the phone as Mr. Clark glanced over at his wife witnessing the horror forming on her face.
"NO MOM, I WOULDN'T DO SOMETHING LIKE THAT!!"
"What is it?" He asked concerned.
"Somebody sent that disgusting sex video to my mother." Patty burst into tears crouching down low behind her mother's seat as her father peered at her in the rear view mirror.
*
Betty Joe trudged up the sidewalk with a bag containing a burger and fries for Humbert while taking a few sips from the soda in his other hand. It was dusk in Maplewood as night approached. She'd kept company with him since everything came crashing down with the discovery of his "girlfriend's" duplicity. She wasn't surprised to find him unmoved as she offered the food.
"You need to eat."
"Thanks, you didn't have to do that Betty Joe." She sat down beside him also handing him the half-filled paper cup from Happy's.
"Well, I feel guilty about what happened."
"Why?"
"You broke up with your girlfriend because I showed you that picture." Humbert sat with his hand resting on his fist watching the traffic pass. Betty Joe drew her knees up into her chest wrapping her arms around them.
"She wasn't my girlfriend."
"Leslie?"
"I don't know what she is anymore; she got what she wanted in the end. Did you tell her yet?" Betty Joe stared at the face of her phone finding a few unanswered calls from Leslie as Humbert took a bite out of his burger.
"No, but was the fat girl crazy or something?"
"I don't know, but she was fucked up and Leslie knew about it. They were probably planning something together."
"No."
"Huh?"
"She done give me a thousand dollars to show you that picture, Humbert." Humbert stopped eating looking directly at Betty Joe's bucktoothed visage. He wasn't sure he could trust anyone at this point. She took the soda from him taking a sip or two.
"Thousand dollars, huh?"
"Well, I still gotta pick it up." Betty Joe admitted.
"How much I owe you for the food?" He began fishing around in his pockets for some money sure the girl had been swindled out of her time.
"It's okay Humbert; I gotta get outta here and get home. My mom's probably gonna whup me for getting home late, though." Betty Joe stared down the block at the short brick wall in the distance adjacent to the rest stop's neon sign.



"What?"
"That girlfriend of yours; I mean-that person was kind of scary."
"Don't worry about it; I'll get you home." Humbert stood up offering his hand as she took it getting pulled to her feet.
*
Leslie stood in front of her mirror staring at her reflection weighing all she'd learned throughout the day slowly drawing her shirt up to look at her abdomen. She rubbed her tummy turning to the side wondering how long it would be before she started showing. Her home was empty but not for long as she checked her phone dialing up Betty Joe. She didn't know how things turned out but was afraid to leave her gated community. Some paperwork sat on her dresser denoting a suspension from Maplewood High.
The student body's efforts had been surgically focused bearing fruit in the form of her expulsion along with Red. Leslie could've cared less receiving the form from the vice principal who wanted to speak with her legal guardian. Leslie took the slip calmly knowing that she would text her mother's firm the following morning for paperwork to make the issue go away. If worst came to worse, her mother would send an attorney.
"Where are you, Betty Joe?" Her call went unanswered again as she stripped off her clothing heading into the shower.
She wanted more than anything to go to Humbert's home to see to his safety but feared his mother who would obviously phone the police. April was also lurking around somewhere outside on the streets of Maplewood likely looking for her head along with Red. Leslie made sure to let the guard shack at the entrance to her community know she wasn't accepting visitors along with names and descriptions. The young security guard in the shack was visibly smitten hanging on her every word.
"Fuck Betty Joe; where the fuck are you?" She dialed up her proxy a few more times before slipping on an Indian print caftan.
"Uhm, hello?" Betty Joe finally answered as Leslie sat on her couch perking up at the sound of her voice.
"I BEEN CALLING YOU FOR HOURS, BETTY JOE!! WHERE YOU BEEN AND HOW'S HUMBERT?!!"
"I showed him the picture just like you wanted."
"AND?!!" Leslie was already starting to panic as she heard some movement on the other side of the phone.
"He okay Leslie." Betty Joe answered quickly as it became apparent that she was jostling with someone.
"GET YOUR BUTT OFF THAT PHONE BETTY JOE!!"
It would later be found out that Betty Joe's mother intercepted her daughter mid walk home in the company of Humbert Jenkins. The frightened girl found a belt waiting inside her mother's car. A befuddled Humbert Jenkins was left on the sidewalk watching the vehicle speed off into the distance.
"Thank you so much Betty Joe; I'll have that money for you in the morning." Leslie was relieved.
"WHO IS THIS?!!" The girl's mother yelled into the confiscated phone, hanging up before Leslie could answer.
Leslie stared at the phone for a few moments before snickering into a closed fist. She resolved to double Betty Joe's reward money to cover the whipping she was going to receive from a less than understanding parent. She clutched her phone to her chest finally relieved that he was safe and secure from April's clutches. Leslie's hand went to her tummy massaging and caressing it thinking of her baby's father.
*
Humbert was finishing off his soda as he approached his stoop finding the stray cat sitting there waiting for him. He picked up the tabby rubbing her head as he sat on the bottom step as the street lights came on illuminating the front of his house.
"You keep coming around here; I'm gonna have to give you a name."
The cat meowed as Humbert placed it on the stairs watching as it descended onto the pavement. He watched until it disappeared into the bushes before going into the house. He'd accidentally left his door open making sure to lock it before ascending the stairs to his room. He noticed his door cracked and the flickering light from the television. Humbert slowly pushed it open stepping into his room.
"What are you doing here?" Red was lying on his bed watching television, nude.
She sat up in the bed staring pointedly at him, muting his television.
"Make love to me."
"Get out."
"Please, I'll do anything you want; fuck you anyway you want; don't put me out Humbert." She slowly stood carefully approaching him her flawless body illuminated by his television.
"No, I want you to leave and never come back."
"PLEASE LOVE ME!!" Red lunged forward wrapping her arms around his torso burying her face in his chest. She slowly looked up into his face wanting more, willing to do anything he wanted.
For the second time in a day, Humbert's palm collided with a girl's face as he slapped Red across the cheek caring nothing for what would happen after he did it. She stumbled back visibly shocked that he would strike her.
"Leave and never come back, Melissa."
Red gathered up her clothing and shoes leaving him alone in his room. The sound of his front door shutting followed her exit moments later.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
The Reign of Terror will soon conclude in Maplewood.
*
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"Come here boy; I wanna talk to you about something." I groaned wondering what the cringe factor would be tonight.
I was spending the weekend with my dad, who was currently going through somewhat of a midlife crisis. He was juggling three different women which included a live-in girlfriend who was presently out of town visiting a terminally ill relative. I'd just learned to go with the flow of things to keep down the parental drama and was determined to get some use out of a Go-Pro headband camera I'd found on the net for pennies on the dollar. We were supposed to be spending time together biking along the lake, but dad had other ideas.
"Got a lady coming over; we going to dinner and I want you to be on your best behavior because she bringing her daughter along. Try to be, a little normal, okay son?" My dad was meticulously trimming his mustache in the mirror, almost primping.
"Try to be a little more, normal dad?"
"You know, like a regular guy talking about sports and stuff. Don't act weird and shit; and for Christ's sake, put on that shirt I brought you! Now remember, Erica is a little special so don't be getting mannish with her or nothing."
"Special, she retarded or something?"
"I don't know; that's what her mother always says about her. She trouble and a handful to deal with for Ilene who ain't got no man. So, tonight I'm taking her out for a little break. Your job, is to keep Erica company and nothing more!"
"You ain't gotta worry about me; I ain't that hard up." He stopped what he was doing looking at me with a half-smile that started the cringe meter.
"It's just us son; you don't have to try to look cool. All you do is play around with them video cameras and read funny books. Why you think I never give you any condoms?"
"Oh, thanks for the vote of confidence."
I'd actually been with one and a half girls to date with the later experience relegated to a hand job I'd managed to coax out of a girl who lived down the street from me. That girl wasn't on speaking terms with me due to the fact that my overabundant payload soiled her hand and blouse making it hard to explain to an attentive mother. She blamed me for the excessive beating she'd received from her father after they returned from her subsequent medical examination. I guess I should consider myself lucky her hymen was intact or the thuggish father of four would've been kicking in my door with a twelve gauge.
"Shut your smart mouth; and go put on that shirt I bought you!" Dad hated my razor sharp wit, slamming the door in my face.
I went back to the living room slipping into the collared t-shirt that was supposed to suddenly make me presentable. The living room was my impromptu living space in a single bedroom apartment that he rented without consideration for a son who stayed with him every other weekend. My mom finagled the deal by threatening to take him back to court for more child support. Dad was stoked that I'd recently hit eighteen years of age probably getting ready to jettison me to my own devices sooner or later.
I put my original shirt back in the army styled knapsack he'd "loaned" me from his days in the reserves. I'd been wearing a navy blue Captain America t-shirt with Kirby drawn iteration of the character on the chest, but my father hated it, thinking it would cramp his style. So, we jetted over to some Korean clothing store where he purchased another shirt that probably wouldn't last the weekend before the stitching gave way.
"GET UP OFF ME, BITCH!!" The voices emanated from the other side of the door followed by a resounding slap that quieted the sudden audible disagreement. My father's head appeared out of the bathroom as he hurried over opening the front door.
Two women were scuffling just outside my dad's apartment door pushing, shoving and yanking on one another's clothing until he managed to get between them. Ilene Walton was supposedly an old high school friend of his, but he always said his hookups were old friends, so who knew if it were actually true. He didn't have the best taste in women other than my mother, because every time I saw one of these women; they were invariably homely nothing I'd touch with a ten foot pole. Ilene reminded me of Esther Rolle with a slight, curvy build. It honestly looked like the head belonged on another body.
"Hey now ladies; what's the problem?" it was laughable watching my dad pretend to be your run of the mill, television style father when he was nothing of the sort.
"YOU AIN'T MY DADDY; MIND YOUR OWN BUSINESS?!!" The other woman, Erica responded tersely before Ilene's hand shot out slamming the back of her head into the wall with a loud thud.
"She been sassing me all day and she think she messing up our date night, Calvin!!" Ilene was wheezing, physically taxed from forcing her daughter up a flight of stairs while fighting with her simultaneously.
"He it's okay, I made a promise and I'm gonna keep it. We're going out for some Red Lobster, baby."
"FUCK RED LOBSTER!!" Erica blurted out interrupting my dad's attempt at charm.
This resulted in a renewed scuffle as I suddenly got an epiphany reaching into my knapsack for my digital camera. I figured this was good enough to post on World Star. Dad became more forceful separating the women which funneled Erica into his apartment as he pulled the heavy door up leaving her alone with me.
Unfortunately, I only got the tail end of the scuffle before getting my first look at Erica Walton standing in the alcove on the other side of my front door.
Her mother seemed to have the same fashion sensibilities as my dad apparently forced to don a cotton long sleeved navy blue shirt with an embarrassing white collar. The same couldn't be applied to the faded jeans and white chucks on her feet. This girl was about five seven in height with a medium build that leaned towards muted curves with a molded looking bubble butt drawing my attention. Her hair appeared to be her own, shoulder length an made up in some seventies looking style. I left the camera running getting a perfect shot of the double roundness of her cheeks before I remembered dad's briefing about minding my manners and that Erica, was special. I resolved to erase the footage after looking at it a few times for prurient reasons.
"HEY BOY, COME HERE!!" My dad's head appeared in the cracked front door from the other side beckoning me over.
Erica looked over her shoulder noticing me for the first time. She had this narrow rectangular looking face under thick curved bangs at her flat forehead that did her no favors. Her eyes were really big and expressive with light hazel colored pupils over somewhat of a piggish nose and these fat lips that almost looked injected with collagen. She wasn't really ugly, just sort of odd looking obviously taking after her unseen father. I reluctantly got up not wanting anything to do with this mess.
"Fuck your daddy." Erica hissed just above a whisper as I passed her stepping out into the narrow corridor only for my father to roughly pull the door shut leaving the petulant teen alone in his bachelor pad. Outside I found Ilene standing facing away from me dabbing at her scratched face with a handkerchief apparently traumatized by the dust up with her daughter.
"Hey, I need you to be the man of the house; I'm gonna take Ilene for a little ride to clear her head."
"You gonna leave me here with her daughter, she's pissed, dad?!" His hand came down in a broad clap between my shoulders while he still had a fake smile on his face.
"Do what I say; that's all you gotta do boy. Make some small talk or something with her. Ilene need to cool off and we don't need her kid making a scene at Red Lobster." Between his false words I was informed that their collective children were being ditched so the collective parents could have a little more intimate outing.
"Yeah, sure right." He fished a twenty out of his wallet planting it in my palm.
"Order a pizza, we'll be back later; much later if you get my drift?" He walked down the hall wrapping an arm around his girlfriend's shoulders.
They didn't even wait until they got down to the bottom of the stairs, talking and laughing excitedly. I weighed the twenty in my hand glancing back at the closed apartment door worried about the teenage hellcat behind it. There was no way of telling how'd she react to be ditched by our parents. I went to open the door finding it locked.
"EXCUSE ME, CAN YOU OPEN THE DOOR?!!"
"NOPE!!" Erica yelled back full of fire and brimstone.
"Shit." Luckily I kept house keys on my person after accidentally locking myself out my house one time too many.
My mother placed both sets of house keys to her and dad's homes on a chain hung about my neck. I unlocked the front door finding her facing the dining room and kitchen adjacent to the open living room.
"I knew I should've put the chain on that door." Erica commented.
"Uhm, yeah; our parents are taking a minute."
"Ditched us so they could go somewhere and fuck; don't dance around it man. Your daddy ain't shit and he think he look good or something, always looking at himself in the fucking mirror. I don't care what they do, cause all they do is screw anyway. I'm tired of looking at that jerk sitting up in my living room, waiting for me to go to sleep!"
"You gotta a problem with my dad, take it up with him." I knew my father would beat her senseless if she were his kid talking shit like that. As it was, I measured my words making sure to strike the right tone otherwise I'd get some hands, too. He came from another era of parenting that hearkened back to a more hands on approach.
"Yeah, somebody need to tell him to stop wearing fucking speedos walking around my crib like he pay rent!"
"Too much information."
"YOU DON'T HAVE TO SEE THAT SHIT!!" I noticed Erica had a bit of a lisp which seemed more pronounced when she was excited. Bits of spittle flew in my direction as she ranted giving more credence to the information I'd received prior. I just stared back trying to figure out how to calm her down wondering if she were on medication or something.
"Uhm, they gave us money for a pizza."
"Well good, googly, goo nigga; have yourself a little pizza party for one." I felt like slapping her too after that comment secretly pissed this angry bitch had been palmed off on me.
Erica scoffed walking through the dining room which was bordered on either side by dual bookshelves stacked full of books that I wasn't sure my father had even read. He had this sort of hybrid manly man, professor thing going on that probably reeled in the ladies by the dozens. In the corner adjacent to the far end on the rectangular room was this large floor model globe, the kind you saw in libraries or museums that my dad scored from a flea market. Erica gave it a rough couple of turns watching the large wooden sphere do a few revolutions before walking into the cramped darkened kitchen at her immediate right. She snatched open the fridge illuminating her front half retrieving a bottle of beer. There was a bottle opener attached to the vintage fridge.
"You shouldn't drink that; my dad will get pissed." Correctly, he'd get angry with me for the intrusion which usually led to some form of corporeal punishment sandwiched between two stern verbal dress downs. Erica took a deep swig from the bottle wiping her lips with her forearm.
"WHERE'S THE FUCKING PIZZA?!!"
More spittle flew mixed with beer raining onto the kitchen floor as I considered calling the cops to toss her petulant ass into the loony bin. Instead I bit my lip turning away from her texting up an order from a local place. Erica found a seat at the head of the dining room table also helping herself to little dishes of candy placed there mostly for show. My dad loved the illusion of abundance down to the finest detail.
Instead of engaging further, I went to the couch having a seat before fishing out my laptop and a few movies I'd brought along. I could feel her eyes boring into me form across the apartment as she sat brooding taking sips of beer munching on candy. I'd already made up my mind to clock her if she got violent. She didn't mind when I slipped on my Bose headphones completing her shut out. Things were acceptable for the next thirty minutes as I watched one of the good Marvel movies on my computer. Erica was going to make things easy for me making her presence known by snapping her fingers before my face impatiently.
"Pizza's here." She motioned towards the front door as I removed my headset to loud, incessant knocking.
The pizza guy looked like some reformed thug hiding behind a pair of wire frame glasses. He snatched the twenty from my hand walking off with a stolen dollar eighty seven tip. I turned with the large box finding Erica sitting in my spot watching the movie.
"Why're you watching this shit; where do you keep the porn on this thing?"
"Excuse you." I pushed in reclaiming my original spot as she scooted over tapping away on my keys until I batted her hand away.
"Come on, let's watch a fuck flick."
"I don't watch that stuff!" I replied stuffily earning a weird, goofy sounding laugh from Erica.
"You ain't gotta lie; it's cool, I watch porn all the time."
"I'm not lying."
She definitely didn't believe me laughing even more before snatching my laptop hitting Control H on the keyboard pulling up my history. We jostled a bit before I reclaimed my laptop planting it back down, immediately embarrassed due to the massive black ass presently getting pounded out on the screen. Erica had a bit of a belly laugh as I clicked away the offending clip.
"Why you turn it off; I was watching that shit."
"I really wasn't lying' but I uhm, have seen one or two flicks." I tried to walk back my initial lie giving her more to laugh about before she crawled across my lap seeking the pizza box on the far side of the coffee table. This was a little too close for comfort as I noticed a full handful of her bust dangling before my eyes like low hanging fruit. Erica noticed too, suddenly plopping down on her belly in my lap taking a bite of the stacked slice.
"Come on, don't be that way. Let's watch a fuck flick together." Her tone noticeably softened as I found myself staring down at her prominent bubble butt just under my nose. I wasn't gonna look a gift horse in the mouth. She took another bite before handing me the rest of her slice.
"So, what kind of porn do you like; big booties?" I handled the slice not knowing where to place it, settling on some grocery paper junk mail on the table.
"I like uh, stuff." It was awkward as she reached over clicking the porn back on turning her nose up at the amateur clip of some overweight sister getting pounded out by a disembodied penis from the guy's point of view.
"You're not into fatties, are you?"
"No, not really; it's just the way her ass looks bent over." I explained forgetting all pretense of my initial denial. Erica snatched up another slice chowing down on it forgetting the original one.
"So, it's an ass thing for you then?"
"I said I like a variety." She reached over going into my history finding an oft used clip as I nearly reached out stopping her.
Some sister with overly large breasts appeared on the screen giving her off screen beau an extremely oily, nasty tit fuck. It was mid clip as the guy began spewing a massive load of creamy ejaculate up through the girl's cleavage like a mini-geyser. Erica chuckled as the guy emitted a falsetto scream while his girlfriend tugged and yanked on his cock until he slapped her hands away.
"That was so fucking funny." She clicked another link finding a similar scene with the big, fake tits of some blonde in a hotel room. It was listed as an amateur clip but obviously staged. Erica didn't seem to like this one finding a third similarly themed scene before looking up at my with a sly smirk.
"So, you're a tit guy, huh?"
"It's not like that, okay?!!" I was beyond embarrassed as she snagged her third slice threatening to empty the box before I had my first.
"Look I jill off all the time; helps keep the fucking edges down, if you know what I mean? Don't be embarrassed about watching skin flicks, it's cool." She jostled around in my lap trying to get more comfortable while I struggled not to touch her butt.
"Look, it didn't start off as a tit thing, but one time this girl lied on me at a family reunion saying I was looking at her tits and my mom beat the shit out of me. Everyone treated me like a pervert even though the bitch was lying so I started watching these tit fuck videos as kind of revenge." Erica was laughing before I'd even finished my explanation.
"That's stupid."
"Huh?"
"Getting revenge by jerking off to some shitty tit fuck movies because you got made for looking at some boobs. You need to be more proactive with the shit, brother; me, I just make it a habit of fucking my mom's life up as much as possible."
"That why you were fighting your mom?"
"No, she keeps telling people I'm retarded to explain why we're always fighting in public." A massive puzzle piece fell into place as my eyebrows raised.
"OH!" This caught Erica's attention.
"You thought I was retarded too, didn't you?"
"Sorry, my father said a few things before you guys arrived." She grumbled something incoherent under her breath rocking a bit in my lap which wasn't helping a turgid erection currently unfurling beneath my jeans. The view really wasn't helping any, either.
"I go to Shabazz Academy downtown; are you familiar with it?"
"Yeah, it's a magnet high school that you can only get in through an academic lottery or scholarship. It's a snooty private school for wealthy blacks from the North side and down here in Hyde Park."
"So, do you think they have a wing for the mentally challenged, nigga?"
"Look, I'm really sorry, okay?" I was earnest.
"Whatever, now rub my ass if you want forgiveness."
"HUH?!!" In hindsight, I can't really say the request came out of nowhere as I stared down at the dual perfectly circular halves of her rump.
"You been staring for a minute; if I minded, I wouldn't have laid across your lap." I face palmed at her candor inadvertently resting an elbow on her butt as I wiped my brow.
Erica hit another link finding some standard urban porn settling in as my palm found the supple curve of her derriere. Her molded cheeks were defiant and hard to the touch as solid akin to rock sheathed in elastic. It was unyielding to the touch as I fondled and squeezed both cheeks realizing Erica was running a finger along my shaft.
"Man, you like my ass a lot; you're really hard."
"Uhm yeah, It's nice." Her direct nature and casual tone about our mutual actions kept me off balance. I wasn't used to girls being so forward besides my modicum of experience with the fairer sex. Erica suddenly drew up on all fours looking at me with this odd smile.
"Let me see it; your cock, I mean."
"Well, I don't know about that." I was reticent and unsure of the status of my endowment not knowing if she would find it average at best. She bit her lower lip placing a hand on my zipper, but I stopped her covering my crotch with both hands. Erica giggled grabbing both of my thumbs to pry my hands away from the bulge in my lap.
"I just wanna see yours; let me."
My heart started pounding in my chest with this thunderous beat as we both watched my zipper descend allowing my briefs to surge and bulge through my fly like rising yeast. Erica seemed to sense my anxiety, sinking her fingers inside carefully drawing out my erection. She drew both hands back with a mischievous gasp looking from it to my face making me feel more embarrassed.
"Oh yeah, I wanna see the rest."
She rested her arm lengthwise along the back of the sofa behind my head using her free hand to undo the metallic button on my Levi's tugging my jeans apart like the leaves of an artichoke. Her left breast pushed against my face feeling similarly hard as her buttocks, only with a bit of buoyancy to it. I couldn't deny myself cupping her right tit with a hearty squeeze.



"Shit, I forgot how much you like titties; here you go." Things were getting sexually surreal as Erica reached down drawing the horrific shirt over her head tossing it on the coffee table.
"Wow." She was working with a full set of what I estimated were C-cups hidden behind a grey underwire bra with a clasp at the front.
A bit of volume was added by visible foam inserts in each semicircle cup. Erica covered both of her breasts laughing at the expression on my face before resuming the unwrapping of my package. Eight fingers dipped into the waistband of my briefs drawing them down exposing the base of my cock.
"Looks like a good handful and a half to me." She commented sliding her forefinger and thumb along my shaft, actually removing them for a second to lick her thumb before running it over the head of my cock. She stroked it softly three more times before attempting to sink her fingers into my pants accidentally nipping me with her nails.
"Ow."
"Sorry, can you just pull your pants all the way down to your knees for me?" Erica asked in a childish voice still looking a bit mentally suspect. I realized she was trying to be sexually coy.
"Uhm why?"
"I wanna see your balls; I want to see it all, everything." There was no doubt who was leading the situation as I recalled my father's instructions about not getting "mannish" with Erica Walton.
She planted a foot on the Persian rug underneath the coffee table while swinging the other over my leg effectively straddling me as she got her fingers into my belt loop working meticulously until I was bare assed on my father's couch. He would've thrown a fit if he saw me doing that, being a minor germaphobe himself. Erica wasn't satisfied until my jeans and underwear were mid thigh resuming her place vertically on her knees at my side. I didn't know who was taking advantage of whom, reaching around palming her still covered butt.
"Oh, where are my manners?"
Erica reached back losing her sneakers one at a time revealing some white, cotton socks underneath with a tiny ball tassel on the heels before jumping up shimmying out of her skintight jeans. This girl knew what she was working with, turning her butt in my direction for the big reveal.
Displaying some degree of showmanship, Erica unbuttoned and rolled down her pants from the waistline revealing the white, frilly lace top of pink panties that looked two sizes too small for the dense, compact butt that followed. She had these really light stretchmarks on the surface of her cheeks and a light smattering of wrinkles on the surface of her skin. I was struck voraciously curious pinching two fingers into her panties tugging them halfway down finding a deep gluteal cleft that the aforementioned creases and tiny stretchmarks originated from. Erica tugged them down further to the top of her thighs allowing me a look at her butt unimpeded by clothing.
"I lost a lot of weight year and a half ago, but these just won't go away; is that a deal breaker?"
"Deal breaker, huh?"
"You still wanna fool around, or what stupid?" The lisp was undeniable as she turned giving me a look at her shaved muff and the trajectory of those tiny creases that resemble microscopic lightning bolts shooting outward from her mound.
"Are you crazy, fuck yeah I do!" She bit her lower lip drawing my hand up between her legs to her slit.
I could feel the wetness starting to seep out, not believing my luck. We'd pretty much crossed the point of no return as Erica leaned in wanting a kiss. It was still a bit of virgin territory for me as I stuck my tongue in her mouth finding a foreign object and drawing back a bit.
"Tongue piercing."
"OH, uhm yeah, right." Erica rolled her eyes smiling goofy as she opened wide revealing a circular piercing inside her mouth that explained the lisp. I felt like an idiot.
"Makes me sound like Sylvester the Cat from that cartoon, but nobody's complained yet."
She took the lead this time giving me a wet, swirling kiss that made my erection visibly twitch. I went for one of her breasts, dipping a finger inside finding a thick, erect nipple waiting. Erica snorted in nerdy fashion rearing up with both hands at the clasp between her breasts before something caught her attention.
"Hey, what's that Go Pro for?"
"Got it off the net cheap; thought I'd use it to make some bicycling vids for my social media. I was gonna tool around the lake tomorrow with dad's ten speed over there behind the door." She was already shaking her head in the negative with something salacious on her mind.
"You have absolutely no imagination, man. Remember you told me your fucking life story about being the family pervert and jerking off to tit vids for revenge?" I could almost see the light bulb over her head.
"You're not serious, are you?"
"Come on, let's make out own titfuck movie, and post that shit on Facebook, or something!"
"I'm not posting that shit on Facebook; I'll get banned for life!" Her hand slapped the back of my head making me feel like a stooge.
"Well, we'll post it someplace else and see how many views it gets before out stupid parents get back from the motel. Ain't no way your dad took my ugly mommy to no fucking Red Lobster! Besides, they always screwing at my house; even did it in my bed while mom wore my school uniform!"
"Don't give me the visual."
"But we're doing it, right? Don't you wanna slide up between these 34C tits?" Erica cupped the outside of her breasts pushing them together deepening her cleavage.
"Is that even a question, bitch?" I motioned towards my erection which was standing up straight pointing at the ceiling.
"Fucking awesome; you got some Vaseline man?"
I shrugged motioning towards the bathroom watching as she comedically ran there almost falling over due to her jeans still being around her knees. She chuckled at her own clumsiness taking a few seconds to remove the cumbersome pants giving me a real appreciation of her figure post weight loss. Erica had a nice well-proportioned body, sort of a light curvy aesthetic visually speaking. She left the pants where they were retrieving the small, plastic jar from dad's medicine cabinet.
"What's the Vaseline for?"
"Don't you know nothing man? This shit feels real good on a dick when you're teasing or jerking a guy off. All the guys I've done this to, just love it to death. It's like a really thick lube that makes the friction feel just right; I figured I'd put some of this in my cleavage and you could like, stick your dick under my bra strap for added pleasure."
"Quite a lot of experience, huh?" Her hand slapped the back of my head as she motioned towards the Go Pro headband on my table. Erica noticed my other digital camera as well, drawing it out of the bag roughly handling it until I snatched it away.
"This camera breaks easily; be careful."
"Let's use both, nigga." She was fully committed working my jeans completely off before snatching up the Vaseline, popping the lid.
Erica nudged me back into a reclining position dipping two fingers into the yellowish substance dabbing a healthy portion on the top of my shaft. Her fingers began spreading the goo all over my cock making it glisten from the lamp light on the table next to the couch. I had to admit that Erica was one hundred percent correct about the sensation as she managed to coax out a steady stream of precum.
"Damn, that shit feel good."
"Told you; bet you ready to cum right now, ain't you?"
"You ain't never lied." She chuckled getting into the act of stonking my cock with a juvenile playfulness as veins began to appear on its surface. She was so good that I was fumbling with the camera before managing to get it around my forehead.
"Well don't; save it for our movie. I want a really good load better than that shit you watch. I want it to be nasty as fuck so that we'll get a lot of views."
"Alright, I'm ready to go; we need to do this quick cause I'm about to pop." Erica chuckled pressing a thumb down on my pee slit, making me yelp.
"Okay, don't be a quick shot unless you can go again real quick." Her comment nearly made me bust at the thought that she wanted to do it more than once.
We fumbled around as she frantically got comfortable lying on her back pushing her breasts together making one of her areolas visible on the left side of her cleavage line. It was large enough to nearly take up the whole tip of her tit with a thick nipple topping it like a pencil eraser. I mounted her abdomen getting an added sensation as my balls slid greasily up her stomach. Erica pinched the area right under my crown inserting under the clasp holding her breasts in place. The intrusion of my cock made it skintight providing a tantalizing irritation until I slid into place between her tits.
"Damn, this feels, incredible."
"Shut up and fuck my titties, dummy!" She criss crossed her hands over the top of her breasts cushioning my cock on both sides.
"Aw shit." I slid between her breasts a couple of times before adjusting myself kneeling over her torso to get the full effect of our mutual endeavor. The four way sensation of her bouncy breasts, bra strap, Vaseline coupled with the feel of my balls rubbing along her stomach was staggering. Both of her nipples popped out of their foam encasements adding to the visual.
"Come on, fuck my titties good; hurry up so we can upload the video, man!" Erica was impatient through the gasps spilling uncontrollably from my mouth. I was giving her cleavage some deep strokes getting close to the precipice as she bucked her hips, perhaps under duress from my weight.
"I'm gonna cum, soon; it's almost there, baby!" She responded by pushing her tits tighter around my shaft.
"Alright do it!"
"I'm doing it!"
"Where's the cum' I want some cum on my fucking titties, man!" She complained squirming a bit, definitely feeling my weight.
"Be quiet, I'm trying to concentrate!"
"Concentrate; nigga you was all about to blow from a handjob and now you wanna run a marathon on my fucking titties!! You better hurry up before I-UUUURRRKK!!"
My cock ended up halfway in her mouth as those juicy lips accidentally wrapped around my shaft. I drew back quickly crossing the finish line as a thick rope of cum hit right up the middle of her face followed by several bursts all over her cleavage. My climax soiled everything from her cleavage up to her shoulders with a little on the arm of the couch that Erica was using as a pillow. I quickly stood with one foot planted in the cushions on her left side while the other was firmly on the floor. A stringy line of cum was leaking from the head of my cock down to her right breast as Erica coughed profusely. She actually reached up pulling the string free of my crown rubbing it into her tits. I was worried she'd be pissed about the accidental fellatio.
"You get that?" I did a double take as she inquired about the shot.
"Yeah."
We had a hearty laugh as Erica treated the encounter like some harmless prank marveling at the deluge of milky goo on her chest. I helped her up joining the eccentric girl inside the bathroom as we both cleaned up. She ended up soaking her bra in my dad's sink allowing me to fondle her breasts from behind as much as I wanted. I loved the appearance of her tits and the visual in the mirror hiding the medicine cabinet.
Erica like having her breasts roughly fondled and squeezed eventually opening the medicine cabinet which yielded a treasure in the form of a small marmalade jar full of condoms. She snatched one down tearing it open before turning and planting her butt on the edge of the tub. Her exceptional skills extended to oral sex as well with a scintillating five minute blowjob that had me whining like a tom cat before she mercifully rolled the condom in place.
"Make sure you get the shot, dummy!"
Erica bent over the tub pointing her bubbled butt in my direction providing a perfect view, but I unexpectedly found her tighter than you would've imagined. It felt like I could only get half of myself inside as she grunted and whined for fifteen minutes before halting things just as I was getting a rhythm going.
"Hey sorry but I got a really tiny, little pussy. You can't be all, deep stroking that shit. I usually use a lot of lube and lay on my back to get fucked proper." I glanced over offering her the Vaseline jar.
"Oh you got jokes, huh?"
"Just trying to help." I commented still finding her humorous despite being left hanging. Erica reached down giving my cock a rough yank making me cry out.
"A real boy scout, huh nigga; hey, let's make a quick one right here!" She planted her butt on the closed toilet seat offering up her breasts, cupping them together.
"Good idea."
"The light in here will make it look even better; and get that shampoo right there on the edge of the toilet." She was directing traffic again as I squirted the bluish liquid onto her cleavage quickly slapping my cock between her boobs.
This time I lasted just under ten minutes with similar results leaving the nude girl's breasts drenched, even giving her a partial facial. Erica took it in stride for a common goal of posting the vids online as she wiped her face clean.
I connected the camera to my laptop downloading the two and a half vids, the last of the aborted attempt at hitting her butt doggystyle. Erica was a real trooper fixing me a couple of slices on a plate, even retrieving a soda from the fridge while she snagged a second beer. I didn't complain about the brew downloading the scene onto an editing program. She got a little bent out of shape because I had the foresight to place a black bar across her eyes in post until I explained the havoc it could play if somebody did a background check for a job in the future.
We uploaded the first onto an amateur themed site getting hundreds of hits in under thirty minutes. I put up the aborted clip laughing when a number of disparaging comments came in about her butt and my performance regarding said butt. Erica had the bright idea of putting the second titfuck video behind a pay wall. I linked it to a cash card given to her by a too oft absentee father. The girl found herself with a good eighty bucks in quick fashion.
"You should do this for a living; you're pretty good with filming and that editing stuff."
"No shit." I mused drinking from my soda.
The hits kept coming in on those two videos with requests for more with Erica ending up with cash north of a hundred fifty bucks. She was beyond stoked, forgetting her initial plan of embarrassing her mother further while helping me get some real revenge for a long ago slight. It was getting late as we got dressed and cleaned up our mess before settling in to watch the rest of that Marvel movie, intermittently making out.
"You know, I was serious about you doing the porno thing for some extra cash." Erica commented as the movie was ending.
"Damn girl, how many videos you wanna make tonight?" The back of my head received a final slap as she sat up with that mischievous smile on her face.
"Get some other girls; do like, a website or something, nigga."
"Oh."
We laughed and watched another movie, intimately familiar with one another until our parents showed up just after one in the morning finding us cuddled together in front of my laptop. Dad and Ilene looked shocked to the core at finding us that way. Erica's mother was holding a plastic baggie of Chinese takeout signaling the bait and switch my father pulled once her daughter was out of the way.
"How was you guy's night?" My dad asked in fake role model mode.
"JUST PERFECT!" We answered in unison, looking at each other before snickering with thoughts of the lewd activities we'd engaged in earlier.
Erica Walton left the apartment without incident as my dad snidely managed to retain the Chinese food before seeing the women to their car.
"Maybe, just maybe." Her suggestion didn't seem all that nutty to me.
**TO BE CONTINUED**
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"What're you still doing here?"
"I live here."
"You know what I mean; you supposed to be over at your aunt Hettie Mae painting that bathroom in one of her rooms, boy! You know she got that girl moving in with the Section 8!!" Mom was livid upon finding me reclining in my room taking in a Gamera movie on this Japanese streaming service.
"Oh you were serious about that?"
"YOU BETTER GET YOUR BUTT UP AND GET OVER TO THAT HOUSE BEFORE THAT GIRL SHOW UP, BOY!!" Mom was not pleased as her authoritative voice went a few octaves higher signaling the possibility of physical violence if I didn't move as fast as she wanted.
There was no way I was having a perfectly good Saturday messed up by parental violence. To put things in perspective, my parent originated from the south where severe corporal punishment was the norm. Mom wasn't about to change tradition even after I'd pointed out the suspect parallels between this behavior and the whippings of the days of chattel slavery. She agreed with me after some reflection before reaching for her belt.
A good forty minutes later, I was inside the rental unit of my Aunt's burgeoning B&B (By her standards.) painting this bathroom without the slightest possibility of remuneration for my hard labor. Besides the latent stinging from mom's belt, I was put out about losing part of my hard earned weekend toiling away for someone considered a distant relative. This unit was supposed to be going to one of her daughters and a friend, some female by the name of Porsha Simms. Aunt Hettie wasn't one to gamble, assuring she'd get money from their housing waiver.
"Oh hey; you painting already, huh?"
My cousin Deanna appeared at the end of the short corridor separating two bedroom, one smaller than the other. Part of the floor plan of the small rental incorporated this I shape schematic with a modest kitchen and rear patio door between them. The unit was originally part of a larger attached home next door before my uncle did a bit of carpentry magic by pulling a King Solomon on the home. Ironically he was divorced by my Aunt Hettie Mae shortly after that for cheating with a potential client, one of her friends.
"Yeah, I'll be done in about an hour or so, Deanna." She placed a bag of Chicken on the kitchen table along with a few sodas in styrofoam cups.
"Hey, thanks for doing this, man; we really don't have money to hire anyone."
I was on a short ladder using a roller to spreads the beige paint around above the sink. This was an old style bathroom taller than it was wide with the narrow doorway likely posing a challenge for my portly relative. I noticed a crestfallen look on her face prompting me to speak out of human kindness.
"You okay; you look worried or something?"
"It's my roommate Porsha; that bitch trifling."
"Oh, how's that?"
"She owe me money; she ALWAYS owe me money and I'm scared she gonna start flaking on the rent too; Hettie Mae don't play when it come to her rent check."
"Just put her out and get another roommate." I shrugged still painting.
"I can't do that, she my friend."
It was an oxymoron suggesting such a simple solution to my cousin who had always had a revolving door of best friends. Deanna was especially hypersensitive which complicated a lot of her relationships. The worst that could happen would be the cessation of all communication between the duo.
"Get somebody else to do it." I offered.
Deanna didn't say anything for a few moment pondering my suggestion silently. I'd been around this contingent of my extended family few times, but enough to see trouble on the horizon. She fished the large, greasy box from its plastic bag snagging a large fried chicken breast snacking and watching as I waited for the obvious request.
"You can help yourself to some chicken." There was no doubt she was getting ready to ask me something.
"Thanks." She started walking down the corridor to the larger of the two bedrooms.
"Hey uhm, what's this bag on the table?" Deanna sounded a little dodgy.
"It's just my camera bag; I was gonna shoot some stuff on the way back home." I wanted to do a little test shot to see how the footage looked shot from a bus window.
Also my mother was known to nose around my things when I was out and I had no way to gauge her computer literacy, also packing my laptop. I could only think of the unholy hell that would be unleashed upon my person were my mother to discover the videos made with Erica.
"That's cool how you like, into the movie stuff and all; uhm, could you do me one more favor sides painting the bathroom?" She was pitching and I didn't exactly feel like catching, but I'd inadvertently put myself in her path.
"WHAT?!" I stopped painting looking her right in the face manifesting my best angry brother expression.
"Well I told Porsha that a handyman was gonna paint the bathroom and all; so, she probably think you work for Hettie Mae. Maybe you could like; hit Porsha up for her half of the rent, hundred fifty?"
"Why don't you just ask her; she's your roommate."
"I don't want no drama; she my friend." That statement was starting to get old as I read between the lines knowing she would keep revisiting the question one way or another until I acquiesced. I reached in my back pocket checking the time on the face of my phone before giving the fateful answer.
"Hundred fifty?" Deanna's face lit up at the successful prospect of foisting her troubles off on me.
"THANKS COUSIN!!" She didn't answer the question quickly scurrying back to her bedroom like her life depended on it. Deanna emerged in a change of clothing minutes later hurrying towards the door.
"WHERE YOU GOING?!!" I was caught off guard.
"Now, if I'm here she gonna expect you to ask me for my half of the rent. So, get her half and slip it to me later; I'm going over my man place for a while."
"What if she don't have it?"
"Well, just put a little fear of god in her trifling ass; but I'd like to get that rent money, cuz." Deanna was out the door as I processed the asked favor which ended up sounding more like an order.
"Yall both trifling." I commented to myself.Things got kind of skewed and odd painting the bathroom waiting for Porsha to show up.
My phone battery was running low, so I dropped down to the floor going into the adjacent kitchen. I found one socket in working order and the misfortune of also finding out it was being used to power the fridge. The place still needed a lot of work with additional carpentry and some obvious electrical maintenance. I ended up crossing no man's land into Deanna's bedroom which was a revelation in excess and mess with more clothes than she actually needed or used stored in bins and big cardboard boxes bordering her sloppy bed with was three or more mattresses stacked. She had this really nice fifty inch flat screen in the middle of the disorganized mess situation in an expensive looking entertainment center. Even the shelves on the stained wood structure were filled to the brim with various odds and ends.
"Need a maid up in here for real." I plugged my phone into power strip near the door happy to pull the door up behind me.
"Who are you?"
"Uhm, I work for Hettie Mae." I insinuated finding who I assumed was Porsha Simms standing at the table in the kitchen going through the open box of chicken on the table.
She was definitely not a small woman by any means looking to stand at least five ten and some change with a powerful frame covered in a homemade wifebeater that did little to nothing to hide what appeared to be a very large bosom. Her lower half was modestly covered in some knee length cutoff sweat pants everything colored a shade of lilac.
"Oh, so you the maintenance man?"
"I'm painting the bathroom; Hettie got another guy for the other stuff." I tried to sound stern working my way into things as she picked the skin off a thigh leaving the naked meat still in the box.
"I'm Porsha." She offered quite congenially as she took a sip from one off the remaining sodas. My cousin left hers on the counter and I was sure Porsha was drinking from the same styrofoam cup. It made my stomach turn a little bit.
"You're the other roommate, huh?" I played dumb, stating the obvious.
Porsha turned taking a long drag on the straw emanating from her cup before fishing a biscuit out of the box. It seemed both girls were blessed with a healthy appetite. I saw an opening while she was squeezing a packet of honey onto a half-eaten biscuit.
"So, they wanted me to ask you for your half of the rent money."
"Who?"
The energy in the room seemed to freeze as she looked me right in the eye. Porsha had a roundish face with brown eyes, a hook nose, slightly jowly cheeks and thin lips which had me wondering if she were west African or something. Her hair was half braided upfront while the rest was an unkempt mess in the back down to her shoulders.
"Aunt Hettie."
"Who else?"
"What?"
"You said "they" wanted you to ask for some rent money. Who's the other person?"
"Oh, I just meant Hettie Mae." I was kicking myself internally for slipping up. Porsha wasn't slow by any means staring a discerning hole right through my face.
"Look me and Deanna worked it out where we pay together; so, maybe you should get some money from her first before you come at me."
"Well, since you were here, I asked you first." Despite trying to look unassuming, I felt the beginnings of an argument. Porsha put her hands on her hips regarding me suspiciously.
"Well, I'm a have to talk with Hettie Mae about this because she didn't say nobody collecting rent but her. You the assistant manager or something?"
"No, I already said I work for Hettie Mae."
"As far as I understand it, I'm only supposed to give my rent to management." Porsha replied ruefully making me chafe on the inside. Talking to her about money was like pulling a wisdom tooth.
"Uhm, well I'll let Hettie Mae know what you said."
"You do that." She was already tearing into another piece of chicken.
"Uhm, my phone in Deanna bedroom." I kicked myself further fumbling over my words further under her watchful eye.
Now I understood why my cousin bolted. She knew this woman was not slouch, not easily fooled, making me wonder what would happen when this Porsha Simms took things up with her later.
"Sure." She replied completely deadpan to my back as I entered Deanna's bedroom closing the door behind me.
My phone was charged, and I caught myself before actually dialing up my cousin to spill the beans on the budding situation. I sat on the edge of the bed working it out in my head, eventually figuring that it really had nothing to do with me ultimately. There was a light knock on the door. It was Porsha.
"Hey man, I don't want no trouble but I'm a little bit short on funds. Let me call around, see if I can drum up some dough, okay?"
Even though it seemed like she folded, Porsha still had me on edge after shredding my misguided attempt to extort money from her for my cousin. I wasn't even blood related to Deanna, so I felt doubly stupid for even going through with the scam.
"Right, okay." I replied through the cracked door of my cousin's bedroom eyes drifting down towards her boobs.
Porsha crept away as my gaze drifted down finding disappointment in her inverted looking backside, It was basically an inverted triangle shape below a wide, blocky waist muffin top and all. Her body seemed bred solely to hold up those really big tits as I recalled my tryst with Erica Walton and the video we made that was still racking up views even now. Weeks later the count was somewhere in the upper hundred thousand with the comment section filled up with queries about more of Erica or similar content. It made me wish I'd got some of the cash attached to her cash app. Sure she'd put herself out there allowing herself to be filmed, but I was involved too. I decided to watch the video again later in the privacy of my bedroom, but I had to finish the bathroom. It would be awkward after confronting Porsha.
I made my way out of the bathroom checking the view count on Erica's videos with the intent of having a snack before resuming work. I found a plethora of messages from the site's email which allowed fans to interact with content creators. Erica had answered a few emails and comments saying she was working on some new stuff which gave me hope until I realized we hadn't exchanged numbers. I got irritated believing she'd commandeer the page and make content with some other guy. I wished I'd got some of that money even more as I glanced in the box of chicken finding its contents almost completely ravaged by the combined efforts of two large sisters.
I managed a couple of wings and some fries finding out that Porsha had consumed all of the sodas delivered by Deanna. Luckily, there was an undiscovered Snapple in the fridge that I snagged feeling it just compensation in part for painting their bathroom and the aborted attempt at extorting Porsha. I was munching on a wing when my ears picked up on familiar sounds, eyes noticing a disturbing sight.
My digital camera was missing from my now opened camera bag on the table.
Horrifically I was serenaded by the sound of my heated sexual exchange with Erica Walton played loud enough to be heard across the rental unit.
It seemed to start the moment I started eating. My backpack had been rummaged through no doubt whatsoever by Porsha right after our last exchange likely. I craned my neck towards the open door of the bathroom finding her legs visible from the knees down to her bare feet which were covered by some cheap flip flops. Porsha leaned forward as far as she was able with a toothy grin on her face.
"WHAT YOU DOING WITH MY STUFF?!!" I freaked.
"Damn, stop tripping man; I was just checking this camera out because I never saw something like, this expensive. You don't have to get all bent out of shape about it cause you making nasty movies and shit." Porsha was sitting there urinating caring little about the strong odor of the drying paint or that she left the door open.
"You don't need to be going through my stuff either."
"I thought it was Deanna's stuff; I was looking for something valuable to hock for rent money."
"Oh, so you gonna steal your roommate's stuff?"
"Just taking it to the pawn shop; I can get it back later, anyway. Don't you want that rent money?" Her reasoning was criminally sound, but I was over the initial misguided attempt at getting money out of her for my cousin.
"Forget about that shit; just give your rent money to Hettie Mae when you get it." I walked over just outside the bathroom's open door trying to reach inside for my camera without looking at the woman sitting on the toilet.
"Chill man, can't I finish looking at it?" She held it out of my reach, sounding petulant.
"It's kind of private stuff." I was worried she'd rat me out to Deanna which would be like telling the entire family as a number of my relatives were accomplished gossip mavens.
"Hey lots of people do shit like this man; let me check it out." I was still trying to snatch my camera finding little success as she kept it away while still sitting on the toilet.
"The other person wouldn't like it, so give it back."
"Who, your little girlfriend here? I wouldn't want anyone to see my ugly ass titties either, if I was her. What, she knocked up or something?"
Porsha casually burned Erica making me wish she were present to free the beast on this lazy upstart. I had a thing about tussling with females airing on the side of caution when possible.
"Stop talking; she made a hundred fifty in one night from that clip!!" I felt the need to defend my hookup's honor in some fashion as it got deathly quiet in the adjacent bathroom. Moments later Porsha's head appeared at the edge of the bathroom door.
"How?"
"What?" I turned away from the bathroom leaning against the wall facing the kitchen.
"How'd she make a hundred fifty in one night?" The question hung in the air as I pondered whether to answer or not, still remembering this was an acquaintance of my cousin.
"Uhm, the site this is posted on gives you the option of putting vids behind a paywall. I released one and put the other behind a paywall, and uh, money started coming in right after. I guess people like her ugly titties, huh?"
"That really happen; the money and all?"
"Yeah, you can go to the site and look for yourself." The toilet flushed followed by the sound of running water seconds later as Porsha appeared wiping her hands with some paper towels.
"What site?"
"Ah, forget about it." I wasn't sure I trusted her; Porsha seemed kind of shady.
"You probably lying anyway." She countered trying reverse psychology.
"I don't want nobody snitching on me; we just met, and I really don't know you like that."
I finally retrieved my digital camera from her clutches returning it to the camera bag which I placed in the bathroom tub so that Porsha would have to literally go through me to get at it. This woman wasn't above stealing and told me so, in no uncertain terms.
"Yeah, you lying." She pressed on minutes later while I was finishing up the painting job.
I'd had enough, not wanting the back and forth sure she'd rat me out anyway. I fished out my phone pulling up the website but enlarging the window so that she could see the same clip she'd watched on my camera. When I was satisfied, I went back to painting, standing on the step ladder.
"Who's lying?" I watched a gregarious smile form on her lips.
"That girl made mad money off those little burnt tits; what'd you think I could do with these?" I glanced down finding a sight that made me nearly stumble off the ladder, but Porsha caught ahold of my arm averting an accident.
"OH FUCK!!" She'd flashed her boobs at me giving me a view of them from the top as I found myself looking down into a wealth of cleavage.
I jumped down onto the floor in front of Porsha who seemed happy at my reaction to her charms before slowly raising that lilac colored wifebeater. She wasn't wearing a bra, sporting a pair of full, sloping breasts that were as big as bowling balls. At least comparable in size more or less, by my uniformed estimate. Upon further inspection, these huge breasts were decidedly football shaped with her nipple angled towards her feet but otherwise, perfect. I found myself wishing these tits were on another girl noting the sloping belly underneath. Part of the charm was the cookie sized areolas topped with juicy looking nips that made my mouth water. Porsha cupped the undersides of her tits, bouncing them individually and collectively.
"Can I make some cash with these titties on that internet shit?" Porsha asked, already knowing the answer as she glanced down at my tented jeans.
"Fuck yeah."
Porsha didn't flinch when my fingers buried themselves in her flesh squeezing and kneading surprisingly full breasts. I guess looking at them clothed at the outset, made me think they should be floppy or something, but these were really lush and full with defiant nips that pushed back tickling the palms of my hands. She just let me play with them for a while enjoying the attention. Both of my hands were completely hidden from view when I placed them under her breasts finding a heated area in the deep crease of her under bust.
"So, you gonna help me make some of that money?" I was pretty sure Porsha already knew the answer to that question.
She led me down to the smaller bedroom she ended up with after Deanna already snagged the larger of the two citing her familial relation to Hettie Mae as leverage in negotiations beforehand. Porsha's room turned out to be worse than my cousin's with mountains of clothing and partially torn cardboard boxes all over the place. Adjacent to the doorway was this really long dresser that looked dilapidated with some drawers missing, their voids stuffed with papers and various odds and ends. An old style television sat precariously on top of the dresser, rabbit ear antennas and all with a Blue Ray player attached. All this shit made the room look smaller than it was leading me to suspect both girls of being hoarders in some respect.



"So, what's up with all the shit?"
"I gotta a lotta stuff, okay? Some of this crap belong to people I uhm, know."
Definitely shady and suspect as I made sure to keep her in my peripheral vision while I unpacked my laptop and charged my Go Pro. Porsha waited patiently asking questions every now and then as I used her phone to register her with a cash app service. She was a little antsy when I told her it would take two to five business day for her card to arrive, but relaxed when I told her that I would smooth it over with Hettie Mae.
"Lose the shirt and the shorts, too; let's see what we're working with Porsha." I expected some pushback on her getting nude, but Porsha didn't waste any time losing her clothing placing them in a large, plastic garbage can behind her door which I assumed she used for a hamper.
Completely nude I was witness to her body which was naturally apple shaped meaning that Porsha's shoulders were somewhat wider than her hips, but not in a bad way as her body adapted to the massive boulders jutting out majestically from her torso. Her breasts were so impressive that the eye was magnetically drawn to them making everything around them almost irrelevant. Her overall build was cylindrical from shoulder to squarish hips that merged into legs I didn't care for, vaguely feminine. There was a patch of curly hair in a perfect inverted triangle covering her pubic mound.
I noticed these natural, visible creases shooting diagonally from her inner thigh to a high point on her hip. Her prominent belly wasn't as much of an issue as I initially thought along with some not too harsh love handles. Her butt seemed comically upside down, wide at the top, narrow at the bottom probably looking better when she was bent over. Throughout my inspection, Porsha continually massaged and juggled her tits.
"So, I make the grade or what, homeboy?"
"Yeah, you're perfect." I was filming some static shots of her standing up against the back of her closed bedroom door.
"So, let's get to the titty fucking, why we waiting?" She was impatient already seeing dollar signs and so was I, already gauging the response to her huge bosom online. I just wanted to set up my shingle beforehand already creating a site for Porsha as well as myself.
"I wanna make sure you get paid; you got any bras, clean bras laying around?"
Porsha dug out two monstrosities, marvels of mammalian technology and one tie dyed bikini top that looked more like a multicolored hammock than anything else.
"Got some lube?"
"Nigga, I titty fucked a lot of motherfuckers before you came around! I had to dump this simp cause all he wanted was these big ass titties instead of the kitty!!"
I laughed at the unintentional humor of the story as she tossed me a long narrow bottle of Johnsons from her cluttered bedside table. I flipped on the Go Pro headband cam while also filming from my regular cam on the end of the dresser. I used lighting from that camera getting a nice, slightly polished look at Porsha's sloping jugs.
"Tell me more; uhm, about the guy you dumped because of your boobs and rub in this oil on camera."
I uncapped the bottle pointing it at her like a weapon squirting a steady stream of baby oil initially at a spot above her cleavage followed by each football shaped boob. Porsha had these kind of chubby hands with thin fingers that looked great on camera squeezing, massaging and rubbing her tits until they were glistening in the muted lighting. She paid extra attention to her big, cookie sized areolas pinching the nipples hard. I shot really tight obscuring her face with only enough of her belly in frame for the eventual viewers to get a good idea just how big her tits were.
"Oh, you wanna hear some fuck stories, nigga? Well I used to know this guy name of Jerry back in school days and he was always a smiling and grinning, showing all his teeth when I was around. I was just a 40 D back in those days but niggas always dogging me something fierce, grabbing and yanking on my ass. So, this little nerdy type fucker thought he was gonna slide up under me playing the friend role."
"So, what happened?"
"He used to pay for food, buy me things but he really wasn't my type and all, so I started choking his ass out in the friend zone, teasing him a little here and there with a look at my bra, sometimes. I was hooking up with this fire ass nigga name a Casey on the low." I squirted more lube making her a mess, but the visual of that oil drizzling down her massaged tits was priceless.
"How'd he get up in them big ass titties, girl?!!" I was impatient verbally and my prick was straining against my jeans, below. Porsha juggled each, and both together before surprising me by slapping her jugs together hard enough to create a visual splash on camera.
"Casey, well I have to say that nigga Casey caught a case; I was worried because I was late on my period and my mom put my ass out when she found out because she didn't wanna take care of no babies weren't hers. My guy was doing seven years, so I called up Jerry who was working at some bank. He kind of figured out what was going on behind his back, so he made me an offer."
"Offer?"
"He put me up in a furnished single, but I had to give it up whenever he came over. Motherfucker even passed me a little money for food and clothing, too. I didn't give a fuck because I didn't wanna flip burgers for a check, so he got all he ever wanted and more. I just didn't expect that nigga to crack out on my fucking titties like he did." Porsha pinched one of her nipples distending and pulling it so hard that it looked like she was trying to pull it off.
"Didn't work out, huh?"
"Nope, his simp ass came over one day while I was fucking my real man, Ernest. He got hands put on him and I lost my spot. Didn't wanna catch a case for fucking conspiring no assault or nothing!! Shit went tits up, I guess." She looked away absent mindedly recalling the incident dropping her hands to her sides as her huge breasts flopped about her chest in rubbery kinetic fashion. The camera lingered as they casually jiggled to a stop, slightly bobbing.
"Porsha?"
"Yeah?" I'd already fished out my rock had cock getting her attention and a muted, knowing chuckle.
"Get on your fucking knees and hold them big ass watermelons for this first shot, bitch."
I wasn't gonna mix words with her already worked up after listening to the horrific story that reminded me to keep her at arm's, albeit tit's length. She got down in an upright kneeling position as best she could, cupping her breasts presenting this fleshy shelf of dark brown meat.
My right hand was visible in the shot frantically jerking on my cock for all of ten seconds before a thick, milky rope shot across the tops of both breasts in a creamy, straight line followed by several others as she knelt there, just smiling. She jiggled them further as I beat my cock on top of the closest tit.
"You like hearing fuck stories about my titties, nigga?" I had an extra light that put on the floor pointed up towards the underside of her drenched tits. I managed to prop the camera under her checking my laptop which I was using as a monitor.
"Yeah, now give me some more of them fucking titties!"
She knew her business taking my cock lengthwise between her breasts creating a heated fleshy tunnel that I fucked wildly like a surrogate vagina. Through it all, she never stop grinning and skinning with this self-assured smirk that half pissed me off, half turned me on further.
"Jerry, Casey and Ernest love it when I do this shit. They be calling it my fucking titty pussy-some stupid ass name, huh?" I glanced over at the monitor ecstatic that I was getting the shot I wanted in full.
"I LOVE YOUR TITTY PUSSY, BITCH!!" MY second load hit her full in the sternum streaking down her sloping belly toward the camera in a perfect money shot. Porsha let her breasts fall revealing a big, gooey spot in her open cleavage.
"Damn man, you lit me up." My heart was thumping wildly as I chortled patting her on the head wiping the sweat from my brow.
"Hey, open up for a minute, Porsha."
She didn't give it a second thought sucking me off like a professional, doing such a good job that I ended up fucking her mouth for a while. Porsha knew just when to suck, vacuuming her cheeks on every outward stroke until I unexpectedly blew a load between her lips. She was definitely in the zone letting my spunk run freely down her lips and chin onto her greasy looking breasts.
"Hey, check it out baby." I motioned toward the screen as she glanced over finding herself on my laptop, smiling.
"So, how we get the money now?" I facepalmed.
Porsha watched as I edited the shoot favorably commenting on the quality of my work. I cut a teaser clip before putting that scene behind a pay wall. It was about a good twenty minutes before views shot up dramatically cementing the shoot's initial success. The paywall scene was a little slow going but she hit fifty dollars outright. I made sure to place some links on her phone so that Porsha could follow its progress as she cleaned up with a towel.
"You wasn't lying about getting that paper on this site, huh?"
"Nope, but I need some more footage real quick; do you mind helping a brother out? I want some of that paper too." It was a tossup whether or not, she was gonna go for it with the sly expression on her face. This woman wasn't smart, but wasn't all that dumb, either.
"You hooked me up; what you want, a titty fuck or something?"
"Something like that, Porsha."
I had her put on one of the large conical looking brassieres she'd initially pulled out which made for an exciting visual but left her without underwear as I rubbed some oil all over her body making her shine from shoulder to foot. She was puzzled, but a good sport, still checking the steady progress of the posted clips. I followed this up by stepping outside the door after telling her exactly what I wanted. It was my idea to create a faux point of view narrative with the Go Pro as I kicked her bedroom door open violently finding a reclining Porsha lying on her back nude from the waist down.
"I FOUND YOUR TRIFLING ASS, BITCH!! WHERE MY GODDAMN MONEY?!!" Porsha was a great sport jumping up like a gun was pointed at her, looking panicked.
"AH NEEDS SOME MORE TIME DADDY; I'M A GET YOUR MONEY FOR REALS!!" It seemed she was a natural actress adding to her other natural endowment.
"GET OVER HERE AND GET IT FIXED!!" Porsha scrambled across the bed on all fours taking my cock in her mouth for a torrid blowjob.
I got some awesome point of view shots almost getting all of my shaft buried between her lips as her bra covered breasts drug across the ruffled bedding. It was a sloppy affair with copious amounts of drool running from her lips soiling the sheets. I shoved her roughly in the temple getting Porsha to turn her huge, flat ass in my direction driving myself inside up to the hilt. My hypothesis proved correct with her butt looking more impressive than it actually was, bent over. The condom on my penis was half rolled on with the uncovered portion exposed to the camera creating the illusion that I was going raw inside.
I rolled her hefty frame onto her back yanking her down to the edge of the bed with some effort before continuing full tilt. As a final, I had her lay with head off the edge of the bed with her breasts spilling out of her bra upside down as I beat my cock all over her face. Her breast were hanging down threatening to smother the woman. Porsha took it like a champ as I blew all over her in a disturbing facial creampie.
"YOU BETTER HAVE MY FUCKING MONEY NEXT TIME; OR I'M GETTING IN THAT ASS!!" There were pools of cum on the undersides of her massive boobs as I cut the cameras off.
"Man, that shit was wild as fuck." She sounded glib wiping her face off with the same soiled towel she'd been using earlier as I started packing up. I noticed her staring at her phone with a smile. I glanced over her shoulder finding that she'd cleared two hundred.
"Thanks." I cupped one of her breasts giving it a hearty squeeze as she covered my hand with her own.
I went back finishing up a few spots in the bathroom intermittently watching Porsha invested in her phone. She hadn't realized I was gonna use that last scene to get some cash for myself.
"Hey man, you can hit me up for another scene, sometime."
Porsha called as I cut out onto the street. It seemed like she thought the two scenes would continue pulling in cash not realizing their limited shelf life. I was definitely gonna get more out of her later, but I had something to do dialing up my cousin Deanna as I walked to the bus stop.
"Hey, your girl Porsha gonna get a cash card in the mail later this week. You better get it first if you want your rent money."
"Thanks cuz."
Deanna was none the wise as I made sure I'd be working with her best friend at some point in the future. For now, I was already wondering how to find the next girl. This was becoming a thing for me, maybe even profitable, too.
**TO BE CONTINUED**
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"Hello?"
"THAT BITCH DONE TOOK MY CASH CARD!!"
Porsha called a day earlier than I expected reporting the violent struggle that ensued when my cousin Deanna snatched the card out of her hand in a final bid for some owed rent money. I was two steps ahead of both women wanting to ensure their mutual silence by creating mutual conflict between them both.
"Hey, you still got your phone?"
"Yeah-BUT THAT FAT BITCH GOT MY CARD!!" Porsha was fit to be tied.
"Relax, you can log in on the phone and turn that shit off; just order a new one and have it delivered somewhere else." I happily played devil's advocate controlling both sides of the argument for leverage that would get Porsha for another shoot if I couldn't find anybody.
"Thank, bruh." She hung up as mom's hand slapped the back of my head. She didn't like me taking calls in Sunday school.
"Gimme that damn phone."
She snatched my android, placing it in her old lady purse which would undoubtedly be swung into my head like a medieval flail at the conclusion of service. I suffered through a really bad rendition of "Lean on Me" played on the church organ, but it was okay because I was on the clock, so to speak.
Her name was Tressie Fisher, a staunch member of Glory Harvest Baptist Church who served as a youth Sunday school teacher, choir member as was currently assaulting my ears playing an awesomely bad version of the aforementioned song. She was what you'd call an entrenched member of the church, almost born there and indoctrinated by her mother Gerona Fisher, head of the church council who also ran the choir when she was toiling away as an office worker in the rectory. My mother was herself an on again, off again member of the church unknowingly providing me with another potential "actress" for my adult themed startup.
Back to Tressie though; I'd say her face was reminiscent of Ayesha Curry sans the weave. Her hair was all natural, close tight and curly with a golden tinge to it that bordered on being blonde in color. I normally wouldn't have been able to comment on her figure because the elder Mrs. Fisher (Widowed) made sure to keep her covered up in these large frumpy looking flowered dresses that even Madea wouldn't have worn. But serendipity reared its beautiful head signaling that my recent endeavors were one of fate other than chance, the evening right after I'd closed the deal with Porsha Simms.
Still intent on playing around with one of my digital cameras, I'd stopped at the church sometime after eight that Saturday evening. I wanted to get some shots from a low angle for a zero budget horror film I was thinking about shooting with friends. It was a medium sized building built as a minor version of a catholic type structure even equipped with a bell tower operated by switch of course. Right in the middle of capturing a forced perspective shot, I was shocked by the sudden blaring of a car horn at my back enough that I tumbled over. I glanced up finding some seriously dangerous freckled faced guy staring at me laughing with a mouth full of yellowed teeth.
It looked like I might be the victim of a random shooting as the horn continued blaring, when someone very familiar came scurrying from the side of the church. This female was wearing a dress that looked like something out of the seventies with swirly colors of mint, fuchsia and black making up the print. She was stacked to the gills with an unforgettable set of powerful looking tits. She actually stepped over me into the car giving me an unintentional upskirt. There were no panties under her frock which left me frozen with shock at the sight of a bare cooch despite just having been with someone.
There was another dangerous type behind the wheel reminding of the old rapper, Slick Rick as she slid in beside him. The freckled guy tossed an empty beer can at me, splashing its remnants on my shirt as I got a look at the girl's face. We both saw one another for a few seconds before the Monte Carlo sped off into the night. I could still hear that freckled guy laughing as I arrived at my porch. As far as I was concerned, that evil looking nigga needed a stake driven through his black heart. There was a surprise waiting for me as I began editing the last scene I'd done with Porsha Simms. Some purely accidental footage captured of Tressie in evening wear, her mother definitely wouldn't approve of one bit. A few days in, I decided to "find religion" accompanying my mother to church.
"Can I get my phone back, mom?"
"No you may not; and I don't even know why you always gotta bring that damn camera bag with you every time we go out somewhere!"
"I'm a filmmaker; you never know when you'll find something good to shoot. "I explained in a half lie knowing I intended to finagle my way into a girl's pants.
"It'd take more than some dumb video camera to make you a filmmaker, boy!"
"Thanks for the confidence." I replied salty at her dismissal of my creative being, however, skewed. Instead of walking it back to assuage my bruised ego, she shoved my phone into my chest before noticing someone behind me.
"OH HIGH TRESSIE!!"
I wretched internally as my mother verbally fawned. She was always talking up Tressie as someone I should look up to for staying on the right side of the lord and making the most of my time. In fact she had a long list of my supposed peers that where supposedly "role models" for me. Part of me found it comforting that she didn't have a clue about the real Tressie Fisher.
"I hope I'm not interrupting anything, but your son said he would help me empty the clothing bin for the good will donations."
"I did?"
This was a development of sorts, because I'd said nothing even remotely like that other than hello when we arrived at church this morning. I'd excused myself for the little boys room finding her putting out the guest book when I returned, but she walked into the main hall the minute I showed up.
"Now son, we always KEEP our PROMISES; mind your manners and I'll see you at home so we can go over a psalms from today's lesson."
Mom pinched my cheek covertly displaying her displeasure with me. She wasn't gonna be reading no bible when she got home. I was likely gonna find her passed out in her bed with a glass of wine at her bedside table. She left me alone with Tressie instantly making things awkward.
"Would you follow me out into the rear playground area?"
"Sure, but I don't remember saying I'd help you with anything, Tressie." I'd attended a few of her bible classes in the past but found them a snooze fest before drifting out back to the adult side of things in the church.
"Follow me out onto the rear playground area." She softly touched my bicep, applying a little pressure. It felt somewhat threatening as I was suddenly given the memory of that laughing freckled faced guy who reminded me of the fucking joker.
"Alright, after you Tressie."
I noticed some overly cautious behavior as she navigated the crowded church lobby covertly steering clear of its rectory members and more specifically, her mother. Her parent was similar in appearance with a larger, thicker body hidden under some frumpy looking dress that likely predated the fifties in esthetic. She had this tiny Yakama on the back of her head that all of the female elders wore. It was similar to the hats worn by some Jewish people. Combined with the similarly colored cat eye shades on her oval face, this gave Mrs. Fisher an insectoid, alien appearance.
"Watch out for the children, this is their time."
It felt like I was on a tour of the place as she led me out into the yard where a raucous crowd of toddlers were playing on the donated swings, slides and monkey bars. Tressie stopped to watch the children for a few moments. I couldn't decipher the expression on her face.
"They look happy, the children, I mean." I tried to make small talk.
"Of course they are; this is their time to play and be-innocent." One little girl ran up to her presenting a dandelion. Tressie faced the toddler away planting the flower behind her ear before sending her off to join her friends.
"Tressie, what's up?"
"You ever really take a look at this place; it's so urban gothic, right?"
"I guess so."
"I've been going to this church since I was five; my dad's funeral was here, too. This place has always been a part of our family in one way or another."
"So, are you tired of the place?" Tressie turned to me with a contrite smile on her face, that left more questions swirling around in my head.
"Hey, you remember Sister Jacobs, right?"
"Yeah, I always wondered what ever happened to her." I recalled the woman in question, remembering that she was just about the meanest person I'd ever seen.
But oddly enough she seemed to lighten up right before she stopped coming to church. She used to play the piano before Tressie inherited the job upon her disappearance. There were rumors of misconduct and some of my friends said Sister Jacobs started wearing these tight dresses showing off this huge ass of hers for a few weeks until she stopped showing up.
"Remember Pastor Grey?"
"I heard that guy was a con artist or something; it was on the tv."
"But you remember him, right?"
"Yeah, he seemed cool." Tressie's eyes narrowed as she led me over to the bin unlocking it with her own personal key. I put the box inside out on the curb, but she wasn't done with me.
I was getting weird Stepford Wives vibes off her as I followed her into a little stairwell leading into the church basement where the youth bible classes took place. It looked like a kindergarten classroom with Sesame Street posters, Dora the Explorer and various kids drawings adorning the light blue walls. The floor was covered with this foam to protect falling children made up in a jigsaw pattern. A modest television was in one corner of the low ceiling room with an old grand piano in the other near a mismatched wooden door leading up into the church. I could hear people milling about as I looked over my shoulder finding Tressie locking and bolting the door.
"Why're you locking the door?" She just smiled motioning towards the piano.
"Have a seat, please."
I unslung my camera bag placing it on the floor beside the bench before pulling it out to have a seat facing the piano as she slid in next to me. Tressie lifted the little shelf covering the piano keys and began playing a perfect rendition of "Everyday People" vastly different from the one I'd heard upstairs. She went through a few melodies in short order before playing a bit of Chopin. Tressie stopped suddenly turning to me with a cold expression on her face.
"I wanted to come at you; before you came at me. I know you saw me a couple of days ago and I don't want any trouble right now; so don't even try to blackmail me, nigga." That last bit of the sentence hung in the air as I gathered myself.
"Uhm, Tressie?" She started playing again, a little "Brand New Kind of Me" by Alicia Keys this time. I didn't have any idea what I was going to say to her after being correctly put on blast. She looked me in the eye playing expertly as she continued.
"Hey, you probably were gonna blackmail me for some pussy, right?"
"Not in so many words." I admitted with nowhere to go.
"Fucking is fucking; I know all about that shit. Hey, how you like the classroom down here? The little kids love it, you know?"
"Uh, it's cool, I guess." She stopped playing turning in her seat until she was facing the rest of the room. I followed suite as sounds of the children playing outside continued.
"Pastor Grey said I was destined to have my own church some day; gave me this job to put me on the path to the ministry.
"That's great; he was looking out for you." Tressie turned to me with a wry smile pointing at a spot in the middle of the floor.
"He fucked me in the ass, right there."
"SHIT!" I facepalmed blindsided out of nowhere by the revelation.
"At least he waited until right after I hit my eighteenth birthday. Guess he didn't want to catch a kiddie case and end up under the jail. That fucker kept saying he had this "big surprise" for my birthday. I didn't catch on until he was plowing the shit out of my cornhole. Sitting on the edge of chairs for a month was some birthday present."
"Damn, that's fucked up."
"Yeah, he was stuffing a lot of girls around here, and just as many wives. Reggie had a huge cock and loved using it; but all good things come to an end, you know?"
"Well, I know the cops got him, Tressie."
"No, they didn't."
"Huh?"
"They put him in jail, but he got bailed out. You know, nobody really knows what happened to that motherfucker except me, Chauncey and Demon."
"Who the fuck is Chauncey and Demon?"
"You met them; when they picked me up a few days ago. Chauncey was behind the wheel and Demon was in the backseat." The image of that guy's vampiric appearance shot into my mind's eye unwanted.
"Look, I'm not trying to blackmail you and you ain't gotta tell me shit." I went to get up intending to hit the door back up to the church lobby, but she snatched a handful of my suit jacket.
"DON'T FUCKING MOVE OR YOU GONNA MEET DEMON!!" I settled down not wanting to end up on that guy's radar.
"Alright, but I don't want no trouble."
"Don' piss me off; I know it's a little scary sitting next to a murderer, but I want you to tell me exactly what you wanted from me before I took over the narrative." I looked away from her face scratching my head not wanting to cop to what I thought were nefarious plans on my part.
"Uhm, shit-I really don't..." My voice trailed off into a whisper.
"You really did want some pussy; just admit it to my face, nigga. Look, I've been paying my dues for a minute now with Chauncey and Demon, you know? We always fucking, sucking and doing all kinds of shit with each other. Demon's ugly freckled ass even ran up in Chauncey one night after he passed out." Tressie was still smiling like we were having a normal conversation.
"FUCK!!" I turned away hoping someone would show up to inadvertently save me. She leaned in kissing me lightly on the lips.
"Don't be that way, I think you kind of cute; here man." Tressie took my wrist directing my hand against her right breast. It was beyond huge, but I didn't take the bait as she ran my knuckles over it trying to elicit a response.
"I don't know about this, Tressie; there's people upstairs."
"Fuck them; they ain't shit and half of them knew about Pastor Grey fucking all them girls and women. That's why they forced Sister Jacobs out after I put her on blast. You know, she was in on it with Reggie, but the cops didn't get her freak ass. We tried to get that bitch, but she got smart after we missed, got herself one of them attack dogs at her crib."
"You tried to shoot Sister Jacobs?"
"No, we bum rushed her when she came out of a convenience store around her house, but some people showed up before I could get the knife inside her. You know that bitch was fucking the pastor that took over after Reggie too; that's why they kicked her out." I'd heard enough as my flesh crawled, but Tressie jumped up obscuring my view of the unlocked door. She squatted looking me directly in the eyes.
"Come on, I'm really clean and I have something all the guys like, too."
Tressie undid the buttons on her frumpy dress as the released halves parted under the pressure from the immense bosom that appeared. Everybody around the church, suspected she had some huge knockers, but nobody was brave enough to get past her mother. Now I was looking at her deep cleavage regretting it because it was a veritable gateway to hell.
"44EE, that's how big they are, and I got the rest, too baby."
Tressie continued unbuttoning her dress giving me a view of her melons hidden behind almost the same type of bra I'd seen a week earlier on Porsha Simms. She stood up in front of my face undoing the last few buttons revealing these really small panties that were a size or two smaller than her zaftig frame required. She turned lifting her dress giving me a backshot of her thick, chunky looking butt, hard tan lines and all.
"THERE'S PEOPLE UPSTAIRS!!" I was intentionally loud hoping to draw attention to us, but she flattened her palm over my lips, noticing the camera bag on the floor.
We noticed it at the same time, but she was quicker snatching it up. I went to snatch it back, but she wagged a threatening finger in front of my face shoving her hand inside coming up with my digital camera. I slumped over as she opened the little side window staring at some footage left behind of Porsha getting tit fucked.
"Really, you wanted to make a movie, huh?" She was almost laughing in my face.
"Well uhm, it's a long..."
"Don't lie to me asshole; you were gonna blackmail me so that you could have some jerk off material, right?"
"Kind of?" Tressie laughed out loud quickly stifling herself with a knuckle between her teeth as she regarded me criminally contemplative.
"Okay."
"Huh?"
"Okay, I don't mind doing this shit if you'll keep your mouth shut; for fuck's sake I don't mind perverts at all. Looks like you really like fucking tits, too. This is some pretty good shit, perv. That's what you do with your time, trick girls into letting you fuck their tits?"
"I don't trick nobody, and all of them got paid." My ego spoke before my mind could stop it.
"So sad, paying for pussy."
"I didn't pay nobody!"
"Oh you got a sponsor, gimme a fucking break, nigga." My stupid, teen ego fought off my brain, piping up once more as Tressie trolled me turning the active camera in my direction. I put a hand up trying to hide my face.
"We, the other girls and I, posted it to this site and put them behind a pay wall. The money went to a cash app; that's how they got fucking paid, okay?"
"You're so smart, but I don't need money. I'd do it for the thrill, just do it to feel something other than hate for a change. So, you fucking my titties too? I don't care what you do with the footage."
"I don't know if that's a good idea anymore."
"Well you should stop thinking and listen to this." Tressie leaned over planting her palm flat over my crotch.
Despite all of the crazy shit I'd just heard, my cock betrayed me at full mast. I was fully in the twilight zone this afternoon as she opened her frumpy dress using a hand to free one of her breasts for my viewing pleasure. It was pendulous and bell shaped with the biggest areola I'd ever seen up to this point, including Porsha Simms.
"Damn." Tressie cupped my head pressing her nipple between my lips until I sucked of my own accord. She pinched the underside of her tit digging her nails into it giving me a surprise. My mouth was suddenly filled with lukewarm wetness.
"Reggie got me knocked up; I got myself one of those "accidental" miscarriages but my tits still leaking."
I reared back with a bit of my gullet full of murder milk. Tressie thought it funny squirting a little at my face. We were thankfully interrupted by knocking at the locked door leading out to the playground. I went for my camera, but she was too quick rewarding me with a slap.
"Get your ass over there in the fucking closet or everybody sees this shit, even the kids!!"
She shoved me into a closet adjacent to the piano. It was stuffed full of junk and discarded toys and Knick knacks. The double doors of the closet pressed against the side of my face as Tressie let a group of children inside after making herself presentable.
"HI MISSUS FISHER!!" The kids cried out in unison as I cringed inside the closet. Tressie was still in custody of my digital camera holding it in front of the group which included some parents as well. She was standing between me and the crowd of tikes.
"Hi kids, who wants to watch Frozen?" She switched back to her public persona burying the darkness, but I knew better.



"YAAAY!!" Those brats yelled happily as Tressie pulled the piano bench in front of the closet trapping me inside.
I sat through the whole movie and a showing of Mama Mia as the kids filtered out over time, finally leaving us alone. While the kids were watching the movie, Tressie covertly watched my footage flashing me a sneaky smile now and then through the cracked closet door.
"You're fucking crazy." I half tumbled from the closet while she filmed.
"I'm so wet right now; let's make a good scene right here in this fucking church."
She was already unbuttoned with her lush curves on full display. That dress looked like a robe on her frame as I righted myself walking to the classroom door finding it locked as well. I glanced back finding Tressie dangling the keys before dropping them into her bra cleavage.
"Tressie." She raised the camera filming me with a crazed smile on her face.
Even though I still had a healthy fear of the likely criminally insane woman in front of me, I wanted to get off the crazy train and reclaim my property. Afterwards I figured I'd take it as a sign of karma and end my budding adult film career at two girls. After all I'd found out, the late pastor Grey got what he deserved leaving behind a new problem that was barreling towards me now with the speed of a freight train. It crossed my mind that Tressie would out me if denied, but she also had something to hide. I closed the distance between us snatching at my camera as she thrust it behind her back cupping the underside of my package.
She pivoted sideways as I continued trying to find the middle road between standard chivalry of not fighting women and the reclamation on my manhood. Tressie roughly pulled my hand up to one of her breasts, going for my crotch when that failed. She held the camera away switching to her other hand as she went for a gambit, pressing her lips against mine.
She repeated this a number of times dually exciting and frustrating me as I found my hand inside her open dress cupping her big yet tight feeling ass. Her opposite hand mimicked my action clawing into my butt, drawing me close into her wet lips. I couldn't help myself at this point letting my intense teenaged libido claim my body. Both of my hands were digging into her cheeks, pinching and squeezing hard as my thumbs ended up under the skin tight material of her beige colored panties. I found myself caught up in her wake allowing her tongue to get into my mouth coiling about my own.
Tressie Fisher was a good five years older than me at twenty three, but still considered a teen by her peers in the church, most baby boomers and the like. There was no doubt that she was rebelling against the establishment that informed the whole of her being up until someone in a position of authority took grievous advantage of her. Tressie was working at unbuckling my belt feverishly intent on advancing her campaign against this church on the low.
"Everybody's gone; I lock up on Sundays." She moaned, getting more heated as she jerked and tugged, getting my zipper down.
All of my fingers were under her panties groping her butt while her huge breasts were mashed up against my chest. Tressie had really prominent tan lines that rose above the conical looking brassiere drawing a contrast with skin the color of peanut butter. Most people in the know, referred to this tone of black woman as a redbone. I noticed there was a certain sweaty quality to her skin that caught the light as she managed to get her fist around the base of my cock with authority. There was nowhere left to go as her grip tightened up around me while I peeled her panties down hearing a little tearing of fabric along the seams.
Tressie was still filming my reactions to her body. Finally, she pressed the digital camera into my hand, pressing her face into my chest rubbing her head back and forth over my pecks in feline manner, sliding down to engulf my cock to the base. The fear intermingled with fervent lust into something psycho-sexual as Tressie took me to task with an inspired blowjob that spoke to her earlier claims of similar activity with her supposed co-conspirators. This sort of hollow, wet, slurpy sound was audible adding to the illicit atmosphere of doing it in church.
Tressie interlocked her fingers around the base of my cock sucking as hard as she could on the upper portion of my cock until I exploded in her mouth in several scintillating bursts, capturing everything on camera. She had me almost screaming as she vacuum sucked my urethra clean, swallowing everything before opening her mouth to show the remnants of my spunk on her tongue, swallowing that too.
"Yeah, we making us a fuck movie and then you gonna put it up on that fucking site so my mom can cry."
"We can't do that shit; somebody will know it's us!" Tressie didn't have any fucks to give going to work on my member unwilling to let it subside.
"Just cut your face out but leave mine alone." She pressed forward taking me all the way to the hilt until her eyes watered. I got the shot perfectly framed on pure creative instinct alone.
"You want everybody to see this?" Tressie was busy wiping the underside of my cock all over her face, tapping it on her lips with a wet kiss.
"Don't you understand anything? My mother took a check and traded my fucking wellbeing for Sister Jacob's position!! Do you know what it's like being forced to come here after what happened to me?!!" She gasped breathily before stuffing her mouth full of cock, fucking the stuffing out of me with her face.
"Okay, I get it." I palmed the back of her head acquiescing to her wishes by actions alone.
Tressie took it like a champ as my renewed tumescence hit the back of her throat, plunging further on occasion in a horizontal trajectory. She didn't seem to have a gag reflex, or she was used to something, bigger. I wondered if she was being extra nasty for the camera internally battling with myself over doing something I considered wrong in a house of worship. She stripped off the frumpy dress tossing it aside leaving only the bra and her panties which had drifted up into a wedgie between the tightness of her cheeks.
Tressie proved sexually impatient snatching at my sleeve wanting to be mounted on the floor where we stood. I struggled not to drop the camera as she insistently yanked at my shirt and jacket scooting back a little with her elbows accidentally finding my camera bag. Her left hand ended up inside it drawing her attention for a second as she came up with my Go Pro.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS THING?!!" She held it up in front of her face.
"It's a camera mounted on a headband for point of view stuff. The camera sees everything you see."
"Cool, let's use it." Instead of handing it over to me, Tressie switched it on placing it around her forehead as I lost my jacket, tossing it atop her dress.
She propped herself up on her elbows looking directly at my erection wanting action. She feverishly rubbed her mound spreading her flower open for my cock. Things were beyond heady as I went for it pressing the crown of my member into her slit.
"Look at this fucking dick pressing on my pussy! It wants to get in there and fuck it good; my church pussy is gonna get fucked really hard!! Look at the vein on top of that nice dick; look how much it wants some juicy fucking church pussy!!" Her nasty talk was getting to me as I pushed more of myself inside, lancing her quivering pelvis.
"Oh yeah, its going inside; it's gonna fuck the lord's pussy!! My wet, juicy little cunt is getting fucked so hard that I almost wanna cry!! I think I might fucking cry because it feels so good getting fucked in church!! Bless this pussy with that thick dick, nigga!!"
She remained propped up narrating her frenzied rutting as I went into overdrive forgetting we were shooting. Her cunt started visibly creaming, frothing up around the seal crated by my plunging cock. Literal foam was running down the crack of her ass from my efforts as I did my best to impale Tressie to the floor of her classroom. Her head dipped back, dropping onto the floor with a muted thud leaving the camera facing the ceiling.
"YAAH, YAAAH FUCK ME HARD!! FUCK THIS PUSSY AND MAKE ME CRY!!" She was clamping down hard on the middle of my shaft.
I put a hand over her mouth intermittently wondering if we really were alone in any respect. Tressie went with it stuffing her mouth with four of my fingers. My balls were slapping against the underside of her butt completely drenched with her essence. Her penchant for rough sex was arresting. The contrast between the panties yanked to the side and her snapping cunt had me in the zone about to burst as Tressie spit out my fingers covered in dripping saliva.
"Alright, come get my fucking titties!" She reached down digging her fingers into the underside of her utilitarian bra yanking it up as her pendulous breasts flopped out and partially into her armpits.
"OH SHIT!!" Tressie yanked the Go Pro from her head placing it under her chin facing the top of her immense cleavage before pushing her breasts together dual mountainous hills of jiggly flesh.
"FUCK MY TITTIES!!" She ordered needlessly as I rammed my cock into her lush mams fucking them like my life depended on it. Everything but the very tip of my cock was hidden by her cupped together boobs perfectly lubricated by our combined juices.
"GIMME ALL OF YOUR FUCKING SEED ON THESE BIG TITTIES!!" Her voluminous breasts were watery and semi full probably different before she'd been irreparably changed from an aborted pregnancy.
It explained the saucer sized areolas covered with little pimples around the thick rubbery nipples. My thrusts were causing moisture to bubble up on the surface of those areolas as her milk started squirting in fits and starts eventually running down into the deep valley between her breasts.
"Huh, huh here Tressie; it's here!" I wheezed as a thick rope spewed out of the tight crease she'd created mashing her breasts together. She bounced the bottoms of her tits into my thrusts as I emptied myself onto her chest with it pooling into her neck. That pear necklace visual was incredible as I dismounted her torso breathing hard.
"Uhm, that was good man; we should've hooked up a long time ago." Tressie sat up tossing my cam aside, casually rubbing my seed into her bosom with a lazy smile.
"Fucking A, right." I was still in a post coital haze as she glanced around the small classroom finding something that caught her attention. Tressie stripped off her brassiere tossing it aside without a care in the world before standing as she drew her panties down stepping out of them.
"Hey, you like my body right? Think you can get it up one more fucking time?" I didn't know what to make of the request taking in her fully nude body finding it visually arresting.
At twenty three years of age, Tressie was blessed with a voluptuous, stacked figure that put the other two girls I'd been with to shame and a half. She stood over me to great effect cupping the undersides of her breasts, squeezing hard. Copious lactation was flowing down her tits, droplets landing on my face.
"Is that even a question, bitch?" Tressie grinned glancing over her shoulder.
I followed the trajectory of her gaze finding a discarded nativity display tossed over in the corner along with a few plastic angel figurines. Her meaning was clear as drew the Go Pro over my forehead.
"Forgive me father for I have sinned; I have fallen off the path to righteousness, given my body to men nursing their lust with the milk from my bosom instead of the baby that would have been born out of sin. Yes father I have sinned and enjoyed the feeling of a man's penis inside me, enjoyed taking a cock in my mouth and sucking it dry. All my life the church said it was wrong to enjoy sex, to seek a pious life of just servitude to our personal lord and savior. But your servant opened my up to all the joys of flesh to sate his own desperate need, even sodomy. I love feeling dicks inside my righteous cooch, lord. Knowing all things as you do; will you offer forgiveness to this fallen servant or condemn me to the lake of fire?"
Tressie was kneeling at the discarded nativity scene, faux praying as I continually jerked ropes of cum all over her face and breasts, filming.
She ended up bent over, palms flat on the piano seat as I literally beat her back out taking her from behind until I left a milky trail right up the center of her back ending between her shoulders. I'd long since checked out on the inherent insanity of it all as she turned rewarding me with a kiss.
"Think you'll make some money off of this?"
"If I post it."
"You ain't gonna post our scene; come on, you know that was some hot shit we just did."
"Bitch, I live at home; with my mother."
"Sucks to be you." Tressie sounded playful post coitus, finding a seat on the bench.
She wearily retrieved her bra unsnapping it working it around her abdomen with the back facing me as she redid the numerous hooks required to keep her huge boobs in place. I filmed it with my digital camera, watching as she rotated the large foam padded cups in my direction placing each arm in the wide straps before drawing them up over her majestic breasts. The view of her hoarded, jiggling cleavage was intoxicating.
"See something you like?" She crooked her finger beckoning me over.
"I gotta get home." I did my best tucking my shirt in, donning my ruffled suit jacket as she watched grinning. My cock was hanging out of my fly almost pointing in her direction.
"Ah shit." Tressie had no problem with a goodbye blowjob.
"Hey, I was fucking with you about that other stuff; everything after Reggie fucking me in the ass, okay?" I didn't believe her one bit but wanted to get out of there while I had the chance.
Tressie looked like a crazed loon still sitting there bottomless, awesome cleavage or not. I gathered up my things as she unlocked the door leading out onto the now darkened playground. I found myself juggling things in my head as I walked the five blocks to my house now intent on editing the scene regardless. I figured if I put it behind a paywall for double the price, not many people would see it anyway.
"What the fuck?"
I was about twenty feet away when I noticed a guy walking down the front steps of my house that made my blood curdle. There was no mistaking the pale albino hue of his freckled skin in the early evening night as he lit up a cigarette at the bottom of the concrete stairs before stalking off into the night. I hung back out of view until he disappeared before running as hard as I could into my house.
I feared the worst.
"MOM, ARE YOU HERE?!!"
My mother was in her bedroom watching reruns of Scandal with a glass of wine in her hand, her phone in the other playing solitaire.
"What you coming up in here screaming for; and where have you been for the last four hours? I woke up and you weren't here." I was just glad she was okay at this point.
"Just hanging out, with friends." I lied as she took notice of the ruffled state of my suit.
"GET OUT OF THAT SUIT, BOY!! I GOT TO GET IT CLEANED NOW CAUSE YOU BEEN PLAYING MOVIE WITH YOUR DUMB FRIENDS!!" I stared back blankly without word.
"Yes ma'am." I walked away from the door slinging my bag.
"Oh yeah, Tressie brother came by and dropped off some cake; there's some dinner on the stove. Don't eat up all the cake, I'm gonna take some by work tomorrow." True to her word, I found a white double decker cake on the kitchen counter as my brow furrowed.
"Bitch."
**TO BE CONTINUED**
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"Hey brotherman; when you gonna get it together and get yourself a lady?"
"Excuse me?"
"Trim, you know what that is, right? You up over here playing with some cameras while there's a whole world out there waiting. All those girls man, all that trim."
This was my cousin Jaquan and in case you hadn't guessed, he's quite the lady magnet. Seriously without sarcasm, this meathead was what you'd call a pretty boy looking like the lost brother of Kevin Garnett at about six five, physically at his peak with a sculpted physique. At thirty two years of age he had yet to work a nine to five living a privileged existence off my physician aunt's dime. His income was further supplemented by a plethora of sugar mammas of various ages.
"You can have my cut of the ladies, Jaquan." I was spending a weekend at my aunt's home while my mother and her running buddies were off to Atlantic City. Dad was currently on a road trip with Ilene and her delightful daughter, Erica Walton. I kind of wished I was there to see what mischief she'd get into.
"Can't stay a cherry forever; you gotta get out there and get in the game. How the ladies supposed to know you're around if you don't let them know?"
"I don't know Jaquan; how do-I-let them know?" I was presently checking the very successful clips of Tressie posted on that website in brief heavy edits.
I'd managed a few hundred bucks despite the doubled amount. Porsha had also been texting up a storm recently, but I told her to call me back when she paid my cousin the money she owed. From what I knew of her trifling ways, that was pretty much a wrap.
"Take me for example; I'm always looking to expand my horizons; you know keeping my options open. Seeing everything the world has to offer before settling down because it's the only way to be sure. You gotta get all the honey's you can before atrophy sets in, little brother." Keep in mind he was giving me this vital life's advice while plucking his eyebrows in the hallway mirror.
"Atrophy?" Jaquan stopped fidgeting with his eyebrows giving me a disparaging look.
"Use it or lose it, baby boy." Keep also in mind, this thirtysomething, select guy also threw a literal temper tantrum on the living room floor because his long suffering mother brought the wrong colored Jordan's. In his thirties, mind you boys and girls.
"Oh, okay."
"You gotta know you speed; know your lane. You see this girl I'm going out with today is this tight, little number with a juicy apple name Akemi. She goes to university downtown and we're going to take in some African artifacts at the museum of Natural History today." I raised an eyebrow as he ran a horse brush over his bald pate several times in obsessive succession.
"What?"
"You ain't gonna go look at no fucking African Artifacts; you just gone fuck that girl!!" Jaquan turned glaring at me with his best Samuel Jackson face, before snickering into his fist.
"Man, you too damn real, cuz." I started laughing at the stupid look on his face.
Both of were laughing for a few minutes as he resumed primping for his date going so far as to conduct gentlemanly check of his body odor by sniffing his pits. I was gonna spend my afternoon kicking back watching some television and working on my laptop. I wanted to get another girl but hadn't found any viable candidates. My cousin's house had an odd floor plan with the main entrance of the home situated on the side of the house. A short stairwell led up to the open living room and adjacent dining room with the bedrooms and kitchen just beyond that.
Everything in the barbell shaped floor plan seemed to happen right in the center as I sat on a couch directly on top of the stairs. This gave me a direct view of the front door, which was presently open, but the steel barred security screen door was securely locked. I was hoping for a glimpse of Akemi because Jaquan had never been seen with an ugly girl. Every last one of his women were something to write home about destined for the covers of magazines or Instagram fame. The house phone started ringing interrupting my musings about the appearance of his latest conquest.
"Get that shit for me, brother."
"Alright." I walked across the dining to the kitchen, which was for some odd reason, dilapidated looking filled with cluttered foodstuffs across all the countertops.
My aunt sometimes grew so weary of Jaquan so she would cat out across town in her condo and send supplies in bulk via the internet. True fact: Sometimes her near-do-well son would act like an insufferable ass just to get the house to himself. The rotary house phone hung high on the wall just inside the kitchen entrance next to the fridge.
"Hello." I immediately knew something was wrong because all I could hear was breathing on the phone.
"Uhm, hello?" Still breathing.
"Hey man, somebody playing on the phone." His ears pricked up as he put a finger to his lips cautiously approaching me, taking the receiver. He listened for a few seconds before shoving the phone into my chest motioning frantically for me to hang up. I put the receiver to my ear one last time.
"HELL-LOOOOO!!" Somebody hung up on the other end so hard that my ear was ringing.
"Did she say anything?" Jaquan looked gravely worried.
"She; you know who that was?"
We were suddenly interrupted by the doorbell as my cousin nearly jumped out of his skin motioning for me to go see who was there. There was this very dark, slender beauty at the door wearing a brightly colored dashiki and some of the tightest and tiniest jean shorts I'd ever seen. Those things looked like jean print panties as she knocked on the door, irritated at my obvious gawking.
"Who is it?" Jaquan whispered in almost falsetto tone, half hiding in the kitchen doorway.
"Some dark skinned sister, she fine as fuck too."
"AW MAN, THAT'S AKEMI LITTLE BROTHER!!" Life suddenly rushed back into his body literally and figuratively as he rushed to the door letting the woman inside who was still eyeballing me angrily.
"Why you don't open the door? DON'T YOU SEE-MY FACE?!!" I put my hands up in front of my body like she had a weapon.
The quick, terse manner in which she spoke coupled with a sharp accent identified her as a genuine woman of the motherland. Jaquan quickly took control of the situation wrapping an arm around her shoulder flashing a million dollar smile.
"Don't mind him; that's my little cousin, we told him not to open that door unless we say because they be up on that home invasion tip around here!" She didn't look convinced.
"HEY, I LOOK LIKE THIEF-TO YOU?!!" Jaquan facepalmed as I shrugged unwilling to answer. I'd had some dealings with people from the ancestral homeland before and arguing with them was like arguing with someone from Brooklyn. You ain't winning shit.
"Come on baby, leave him alone; he sorry."
"I'm sorry." I replied without emotion.
I had the pleasure of watching the loving couple rabbit kiss for a few seconds before the phone started ringing off the hook in the kitchen, alerting Jaquan again.
"UHM, AAAHHH!! We gotta go, baby!"
Akemi looked puzzled but followed suite as Jaquan open the screen door for her giving me a view of her certified apple bottom. I wondered if they would even be allowed inside a museum with her cheeks peeking decadently out from under her shorts. Jaquan hung back watching as she walked to his mustang convertible.
"Uhm, if anybody come by; tell her I ain't here!"
"Man, what you running from?"
"JUST DO WHAT I SAY, NIGGA!!" Jaquan was gone in an instant, the heavy screen door slamming behind him. I didn't know what to make of it as the phone stopped ringing the moment the door shut.
Something was definitely spooking him out of his boxers, but he was gone leaving me to my own devices as I checked my view count again finding a drastic spike in two five minute clips I'd edited from the stuff I shot with Tressie. My comments section blew up spectacularly with requests for more of the crazy church girl as I called her, but I was skittish about releasing the rest at this moment. There was no way I could explain something like that to my mother. It really was true what they said about church girls, tragic backstory or not. Porsha's clips were doing well too, with the staged scene flourishing in views. I was starting to see a little bit of profit from my lewd startup. Extremely loud, aggressive knocking on the screen door shocked me out of the face of my phone.
"Oh shit." Renee Kelly was standing at the screen door staring a hole right through me.
Who is Renee Kelly you might ask?
Jaquan's baby mamma number two and forgive me for stating the obvious stereotype, but she was a walking disaster where he was concerned. They'd dated on and off for years with my cousin even being her escort at her prom which was a culmination of sorts as he was her first, if you know what I mean. Well, that time and many other heated encounters led to the birth of their first and only current child, Daisy Kelly, intentionally not given her father's last name. You see, my cousin had the audacity to question the paternity of their love child, mostly because he was in a relationship and shacking up with baby mamma number one.
This didn't sit well with Ms. Renee Kelly and some accounts say she never smiled after that day. Eventually baby mama number one had enough of the shit leaving Renee to pick up the pieces even moving into my aunt's house with her daughter. This proved to be an epically horrible gambit by my aunt to bring peace to the family. Within two months Renee was literally beating Jaquan from one end of house to the other while both ignored their crying daughter.
So to that end, a second accord of sorts was brokered with Renee returning to her parents with a generous monthly stipend (Child Support) from my aunt which she used to open a moderately successful hair salon. Renee is completely self sufficient not even requiring my cousin to take care of the child but can't seem to get him completely out of her system. Yes, the irresponsible real life baby boy was still tapping that from time to time which fueled her sense of entitlement bringing us to this very afternoon and the reason she was standing outside that reinforced screen door glaring at me.
And by the way, Renee is the reason for that reinforced screen door having thrown another one of Jaquan's conquests through the original screen door following the poor girl through said fragments of that screen door with a big black skillet in hand. During the altercation, my cousin was already unconscious on the kitchen floor with a goose egg at the base of his skull.
"HE'S NOT HERE, HE GONE!!" I inadvertently hiccupped after addressing Renee wishing I'd just said the first half of that sentence. It felt like I was in the middle of the ocean with blood in the water and a great white circling.
My heart leapt into my throat as Renee produced a set of keys unlocking the screen door and walking right up the short stairwell to stand over me. She was close enough that I was able to hear her breathing, noticing flaring nostrils as well. Well, I suppose you're imagining some garish sister of considerable size but as I said before, my cousin had impeccable taste when it came to visually picking the cream of the crop, for if all of his stable were assembled in one place, Renee would stand out like a beacon. I'm not lying when I say Renee Kelly is one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen.
"Where that nigga at?"
"He gone."
"I said, where that nigga at?"
"He ain't here; he left."
"With who?" I was eye level with her crotch, reticent about looking her directly in the face due to the aforementioned stare, an evil eye if you will.
"He just gone."
"Where?"
There was something cold and icy in the way she spoke that sent chills up my spine. Renee was wearing a black leather jacket, a red halter underneath, some form fitting jeans and vintage rider boots with the brown cuff around the top. One would almost think her some sort of cop the way she interrogated me.
"HE AIN'T HERE!!"
"That's not what I asked you; what's her name?"
"I don't know."
"Who that nigga with, boy?" She put her hands on her hips as I continued staring directly at her muff.
My shoulders and back were tensing up just from talking to her. I couldn't imagine what my cousin went through with her as a girlfriend, but then again, he was responsible for creating the vengeful shrew currently tormenting me.
"I ain't no boy; why don't you call him and leave me alone!!" I found the nerve to look up into her face, just shrugging to emphasize my own innocence in the scheme of things.
"Gimme that fucking phone." She snatched my phone before I'd even realized it but found my screen locked because she had the wrong fingerprint.
Renee sat down right next to me extending her arm behind me on the back of the couch as she leaned in close. I averted my eyes fearful that she'd lose it and try to put me through the new screen door.
"Unlock this phone; I wanna talk to Jaquan."
"That ain't his phone; that's my phone Renee." I could feel her breathing close to the left side of my face.
"I said open this phone so I can talk to that nigga, right now." She wasn't playing around, but I had to reclaim my manhood.
"No."
"Excuse me; did you just tell me no?"
"No." I swallowed hard.
"So you didn't tell me no; and you gonna unlock this shitty android so I can talk to that bitch nigga, Jaquan?" Most of the time people were struck dumb whenever she used blue language. When she was calmer, Renee had a more intricate knowledge of the human dialect and educated diction. Jaquan just brought it out of her whenever they were in proximity.
"No, Renee."
"No?"
"I ain't letting you into my phone, sorry."
Her arm passed behind me making me instinctively flinch as she leaned forward resting her elbows on her knees, thinking. It almost seemed like she was frozen in place as I glanced over looking her directly in the face for an extended period of time. Renee was already mad dogging me something fierce as I took in her flawless, symmetrically beautiful face. This sister was light, almost milk colored with a cute button nose over medium lips.
What made her stand out was her cat like green eyes slanted in a way that had some thinking her shared heritage skewed Asian. Her jet black hair was tightly drawn up into a little ball at the back of her head. But as it were, when she opened her mouth, it was all sister girl from around the way. I found her a little too close for comfort; close enough to kiss if I were suicidal.
"Alright." Renee got up disappearing into Jaquan's bedroom where I heard her rummaging around and knocking things over before she returned in horrifying fashion wielding a thick, rusty looking mallet which she pointed in my direction.
"Since you ain't gonna open this up like I said; I'm gonna smash your shit to pieces."
"NO WAIT!!" Renee slammed the mallet down on the table adjacent to my phone, expertly faking me out enough to capitulate.
She tossed the phone in an overhanded arc hitting me in the sternum when I didn't react fast enough. I felt like an idiot unlocking my phone as she sat down beside me again planting the heavy rusted end of the mallet between my legs. I knew when I was defeated, handing her my phone only for her to disappear inside the kitchen with it.
"Jaquan-YOU KNOW WHO THE FUCK THIS IS!! Yeah, it's me with your cousin's phone, nigga. WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU?!! Huh? Excuse me nigga, what the hell?!! ARE YOU BUCKING UP TO ME, HUH?!! YOU WANNA GET THAT WHIPPING NEXT TIME I SEE YOUR BLACK ASS AROUND!! Oh yeah, I know about your little bitch too, nigga cause your cousin told me everything!! I'M TIRED OF LOOKING FOR YOU!! Yeah I know, everything motherfucka!! OH WHO THE FUCK IS AKEMI?!! What? DON'T YOU HANG UP ON ME, NIGGA!!"
The kitchen went quiet, deathly quiet.
I heard the fridge open as Renee appeared in the doorway chugging a bottle of Snapple. Somehow she still managed to look right through me, finishing the bottle. I watched her lean against the counter studying my phone fearing the worst. She looked upset, not angry just crestfallen. This was a woman most guys would kill for on the verge of tears for dare I say it, a loser. Moments later she snatched down a paper towel wiping her eyes and blowing her nose before regarding me again.
"He said, he gonna kick your ass when he get home."
"THANKS A LOT RENEE!!" My cousin wouldn't hesitate to put hands on me for the slightest perceived infraction when we were younger; I shuddered to think what he might do now that I was of age.
"You should've told me the truth."
"That shit is none of my business; I can't trick on my cousin!"
"I don't give a fuck, I asked you straight up where that nigga was, and who he was with-you lied. Maybe you should just go back home before he get back."
"MY MOM IS IN ATLANTIC CITY; I-I was supposed to be staying over here for the week. Now because of you I'm gonna be getting my ass kicked every day!!"
"Call the police, nigga."
"Don't you have somewhere to go, Renee?"
"I got a business to run; you don't know nothing about that. I make money and I don't need no fucking man to complete me cause I can do all that shit by myself, looking good."
I had to catch myself, I almost flipped her the bird. Renee tossed the phone on the couch walking down the stairs to the front door as my ego got the best of me.
"HE GONNA KEEP ON CHEATING ON YOUR ASS BECAUSE YOU ALWAYS RUNNING BEHIND HIM, RENEE!!" She stopped cold in her tracks still facing the screen door.
I couldn't help staring at her curvy, hourglass figure with the painted on jeans. She was a little under five seven and built for modeling in the urban set with the one of a kind heart shaped ass you saw every blue moon. It had to be in the upper forties if not outright fifty inches under what appeared to be a thirty two inch waist. Renee glanced back at me, still looking evil.
"Get your stuff; you're coming with me."
"HUH?"
"Don't make me repeat myself." I didn't have to be told twice grabbing my knapsack and separate camera bag.
Twenty minutes later I was sitting in the passenger side of Renee's white BMW speeding across town to the east side which was a predominantly Hispanic populated area. I wondered if she were part Latin which would explain her looks, but not her potty mouth. Renee was content to blast her music, not even trying to make small talk. We pulled down a residential street as she pulled up behind a narrow looking two story building. Her modest looking hair salon was situated at the front of this building while Renee maintained an apartment on the second floor.
"Go on up, my place is upstairs and the backdoor's open. Don't go in my kid's room or I'll have to lump you up. You can kick it for a while until Jaquan calm down, little nigga."
"Thanks."
"Get out my car." Renee was already pulling off before I got out into the alley, nearly making me tumble over.
I stared after her for a few minutes before opening the gate finding a neat little backyard with a pink toddler's playhouse and kiddie slide in the back. This area was well kept with a nice flower bed full of sunflowers and some ripening tomatoes growing in a makeshift garden adjacent. I took the narrow winding wooden steps up to the second floor as instructed finding two bikes chained up on her back porch. Just like she said, the backdoor opened without the need for a key.
Inside her apartment followed the narrow floor plan of the building with a really high ceiling over tight walls which gave the place a kind of claustrophobic feel in the corridor between the main living room and the back situated kitchen. I discovered her toddler daughter's bedroom which could only be described as a hot pink nightmare stuffed to the brim with all kinds of dolls and toys. Renee's bedroom was closer to the living room sparsely furnished with a large king sized bed at its center with shelving built into the headboard. Two oriental style side tables bordered each side of the bed in the meticulously cleaned space.



The living room was painted white with a matching love seat and sofa facing a stark black entertainment center that looked like a nightmare from Ikea. There was a fifty inch flat screen television as its core these weird little potted bonsai plants in its shelves. A large obsidian colored vase with some Egyptian styled faux hieroglyphics faced the high, rectangular window filled with some bamboo stalks and fern leaves. I could see the downtown cityscape from the window and an el train passing by in the distance.
I can't lie, it felt intimidating being in Renee's place probably because she really was self-made and accomplished. Other women might've taken the money and laid up wasting it, but she turned things around in dramatic fashion. She was undeniably beautiful, definitely independent and infinitely strong, a rare potent mix that didn't blossom very often in our neck of the woods. I planted my camera bag on her table, putting my knapsack down on the outside of the couch having a seat.
There was a coffee table there that was pretty much two clear plains of glass held together, bisected by knee high rocks of ruddy crystals that made gave the table a dual function as a piece of art. Everything on its surface was arranged and exactly placed. I noticed a little primitive looking clay bowl with a stack of tarot cards inside. Renee it seemed, had a heightened level of obsessive compulsive disorder.
Looking around, I wondered why she needed Jaquan for anything, figuring he was a human investment so that she could keep getting checks from my aunt. I switched on the television channel surfing until I found myself watching this old movie named Beat Street. I was a good third of the way into it when Renee appeared at the edge of the living room from the same direction, I'd used.
"Hey, I got you some burgers; and just for you information, you can eat whatever you want that's not in pink Tupperware."
Renee was holding two plastic bags having scored my lunch from a local takeout but getting her sustenance elsewhere. She planted a styrofoam cup full of cola down in front of me, going so far as to unpack and place the burger and fries in front of me in a specific manner. I found myself staring at her awesome butt as she bent over in front of me.
"Stop looking." I was busted.
"Uhm yeah, sorry."
I realized she was looking between her legs at my face, but she didn't look angry or put out by my decidedly male behavior. Instead, there was this sort of static expression on her face as she took a seat away from me on her loveseat unpacking a vegetable bowl. It looked like she was drinking some kind of herbal tea mixture.
"Don't sweat it, I know niggas stare; eat up." She informed me after a few minutes before digging into her own healthier meal. I felt embarrassed turning back to the movie as we ate together in silence.
Once or twice I noticed Renee looking at my face feeling uncomfortable under the glare of her cat-like eyes. It was aggressive but not overtly so, passive. She eventually picked up after me disappearing into the kitchen where I heard the microwave ring moments later before she returned placing two large tollhouse cookies on a paper towel in front of me along with a tumbler of almond milk. I was blown away by the nurturing demeanor on display while she remained outwardly aggressive looking. My cousin was looking more like an idiot and ungrateful asshole every moment I spent with baby mamma number two.
Renee didn't say a word leaving me alone in the living room, disappearing behind her bedroom door. It was pretty much quiet after that as I finished the movie. I considered fishing out my laptop but thought it disrespectful to work on my "movies" in this house. So I just sat watching Sports Center wondering why no one ever bum rushed the studio to clock that Jason Whitlock guy. He's the worst.
"Hey, little nigga, hey." I glanced over finding Renee's head sticking out at the entrance of the narrow corridor.
"Yeah?"
"Come over here."
"Okay." I was in for a surprise.
I found Renee standing demurely in the middle of that narrow corridor this sheer sleeveless top that left her abdomen exposed and a black thong of shiny material, some sort of lycra, riding high on her wide hips over the tops of her thighs. Time stopped at my heart thumped, pounding hard in my chest so audible I was sure Renee could hear it's stereo beat. That top, a sort of baby t-like garment was composed of mint green, aquamarine and black with little glittering flecks throughout, definitely homemade and sheer enough that her breasts were completely visible in front of my face.
She was decidedly a large D-Cup with little dime sized areolas and inverted nipples underneath. Looking at Renee as a whole, she had the definitive hour glass shape that I'd seen on a lot of Brazilian women in foreign porn I'm ashamed to admit watching profusely in younger days. If you want an analogy I'd say look up one Darlene Amaro or for a stateside similarity, this model named China Red, except both women didn't have Renee's impressive rack. I was stricken as a shiver ran through my body standing there before her. I was definitely not in my lane; infinitely out of my league.
"Come inside with me."
Renee still betrayed no emotion, softly taking my hand leading me into her bedroom. She closed the door behind us facing its back as she pushed it up with as little noise as possible. That thong sent uncontrollable tremors up my spine as I found it nothing more that a string in the back hidden from view by her exciting rear cleavage. It almost felt like I was gonna have a seizure or spazz out in front of this-goddess.
"Hey, you need to relax; I'm not trying to hurt you."
"Uhm, yeah sorry." I felt embarrassed to the core as her appearance stripped away my worked up confidence like the leaves of an artichoke.
"Give me your hand."
I offered my right hand to Renee who turned it palm upward staring hard at it for a few seconds, her slanted almond eyes squinting as she peered at something unknown. It was unsettling to say the least and I could've sworn that my upturned palm heated up under her gaze. But I was just imagining things.
Renee looked up from my palm to my face her eyes widening a bit before she leaned forward giving me a light kiss. My nervous hands carefully handled her waist while hers were on my shoulders as her tongued darted out tracing my lips tantalizingly before slipping inside. She moaned into my mouth lightly pushing a shapely leg between mine raising the top of her thigh up under my package massaging it.
She became more insistent capturing my tongue sucking it between her lips, fellating it while I tensed up unsure of what to do with my hands. I felt all of my eighteen years with this high end twenty five year old woman. My hands slid down to the curve of her hips getting a charge akin to something electric from the touch alone. Renee backed off a step cupping and softly pinching my cheek like I was a kid or something.
Sensing my reticence and uncertainty triggered by her appearance, Renee brought my hand up cupping her full breast with it. The material of the tiny top barely covering her breasts felt weird and crinkly between my fingers in tandem with the full, soft breast under it. I applied pressure albeit gingerly kneading it as she dropped her hand waiting. She seemed to get off on my hesitation, licking her bottom lip as I found the courage to undo one of the three tiny button holding the top together on her chest.
I got a surprise as the second button popped free of the garment momentarily drawing my attention away following the trajectory as it arched through the air down onto a plush white rug at the foot of her bed. I almost went after it, but she kept me from it with a squeeze of my bicep. That button came away as her bounty blossomed out in front of my eyes in full glory, inverted nipples and all. Renee's breasts sloped outward with cleavage that went at a diagonal line drawing my eye to the puffed barely there areolas.
"I can't believe this is happening." I whispered handling both of her teats with a deep squeeze that popped both of her hidden nipples free, each thick and a bit extended.
I couldn't deny myself any longer taking one in my mouth tasting a bit of her perfume along with her natural scent. My cheeks vacuumed inward sucking in a mouthful as Renee cupped the back of my head, almost nursing me. The second tasted even better as I nibbled and nipped until she covered it with her hand. So enthralled was I, that the back of her hand was licked, my tongue running over her knuckles. Renee cupped both of my cheeks again slipping her tongue into my mouth as I kneaded and groped to my heart's content. Everything was becoming so intoxicating as I licked a trail between her luscious tits ending at her throat making her moan. I'd barely even realized she was kneading my growing package continuously. Renee pushed down on the top of my head earning a slimy trail from her chest along her abdomen to her crotch.
It was so subtle ending up on my knees staring at the silky material covering her sex, the roundness of thighs that could and probably had stopped traffic. My hands stole big helpings of her flesh as I pressed my face between her legs running my tongue over her covered virtue. My fingertips took care drawing those panties down finding the bare inverted triangle that was her puffy mound, waiting. I had to have it, feverishly kissing and sucking, even suckling the junction between her inner thighs and pelvis.
She doubtless knew I wasn't going to lick her pussy; I was gonna eat it like my last meal.
Her sudden shriek at the intrusion of my tongue did nothing to impede my progress licking her clean and then some. I made time for her inner thighs but returned quickly to her saliva drenched slit allowing myself to get sloppy. She was arching her hips a bit, pushing against me getting close as my hands happily found big helpings of her heart shaped butt.
It was large and jaw dropping, unfair to the women and the rest of the world at large. My medium sized hands were buried, clawing into her butt, fingertips hidden that delectable flesh dwarfed. I went into survival mode attacking her clit with unyielding fervor eliciting a series of loud, mewling yelps and whines as her legs started to go rubbery. Renee palmed the back of my head drawing me to the edge of the bed where she finally acknowledged physically collapsing backward onto her back with her shapely powerful legs dangling over the edge of the bed as I managed never breaking contact with her virtue.
Both of my hands were planted firmly on her inner thighs spreading apart as she moaned and gasped loud enough that the sounds echoed off the walls. My tongue became a surrogate cock, plunging inside her glistening confines as several tremors rocked her to the core. I was eating her like my life depended on it; the most natural thing in the world to service a goddess.
Out of nowhere her nails dug into my scalp, palming and forcing my head against her cunt in one last desperate gambit as she humped up into my face frantically as she experienced a toe curling orgasm splashing my face with several bursts of oily goodness. I was disoriented, both of us left gasping for air as I leaned back on my knees finding that I'd gone so hard that I'd left reddened handprints on her milky inner thighs.
Her mound and pussy were puffed out, the slit with its intricate little folds richly pink and reddened. I was staring directly at her honey pot, zoning out as I looked at it wanting to please her even more, but first I wanted to look at that face inching up until I could see her gasping face. I found the whole of her front flushed crimson from her fore head almost to her abdomen, majestic bosom rising and falling with every labored breath.
Renee's nostrils were flaring, her mouth partially open talking in gulps of air but otherwise, her expression remained unchanged. I was affected, conflicted wondering if I should continue licking her snatch until she screamed my name but the look on her face said otherwise as she offered both hands. I pulled her to an upright position, helping Renee sit on the edge of the bed as I stared at the roundness of her thighs, even in this position. Her slanted eyes zeroed in on my painfully erect cock reaching up cupping the underside of my balls with this pumping massage that caused a thick gooey strand of cum to leak out of my crown.
That single, strand felt incredible slowly oozing out until it was nearly at my knees while Renee watched with the beginnings of a smirk on her lips. She mused for a few seconds before carefully pulling it free like some errant string from a frayed bit of clothing letting it web up around her fingers as we both watched. I was so hard, their were veins all over the surface of my member. It felt as if I would explode.
Her thong panties were still in my hand as Renee found a bit of resistance taking them from me in a minute tug of war, wrapping them around my cock.
She drew me in close pressing her magnificent breasts into my right side as she began beating me off with extreme purpose and meticulous attention to detail until I could feel her forcing the cum up my shaft. Her fist was vise tight turned upright with the fingers and palm facing us as she stroked outward like her life depended on it until my vision went blurry and white uncontrollably yelping in distress. Renee slid off the edge of the bed pointing my cock at her breasts.
She milked several ropes out of me in scintillating bursts using her thong panties and that first initial web of spunk in dramatic fashion. Renee managed to get my spunk evenly across both breasts twisting and stroking until it felt like I would pass out. I watched the head of my cock beat against her tit, pressed into the nipple until I swore I could feel it nearly push into my urethra.
Renee seemed to know me sexually, continuing to beat and rub my thickening erection all over her chest eventually capturing it between her breasts for a few moments. She released my tortured member standing up face to face with me, her narrow eyes bearing down on me, something fierce. I could feel her breath on my face not knowing what to make of her demeanor. Renee turned to her left crawling onto the edge of the bed arching her back, pushing that audacious derriere up into the air, legs spread wide apart.
I couldn't shake the inherent intimidation permeating her bedroom around us as she offered herself without word. It felt like I'd wake up any minute to find this some elaborate wet dream as I pressed against her watching the crown of my shaft disappear inside. Renee popped her hips driving me deep inside the moment she felt the intrusion, undulating and working her hips in serpentine fashion against my pelvis. There was no way I would last for any decent amount of time grabbing onto to her hips for dear life. I was essentially along for the ride.
She was solid with just the right amount of softness taking me to nirvana and back gasping to reality too quickly as I pulled out exploding rope after rope of milky ejaculate across her shivering cheeks, disappointed in myself. I don't think I lasted even ten minutes as she glanced over her shoulder watching impassively until the bursts subsided. Despair followed that glorious climax as she turned on her side coldly watching my face.
"Get me that towel off the dresser."
I did as she asked watching her wipe up my spunk, waiting for me to lay into me. I had a forlorn, hangdog expression on my face that I couldn't control as she folded the towel placing it beside her hip as she sat watching me.
"Come lay down with me for a while."
Renee turned crawling up the bed drawing the sheets back as I got in beside her lying on my back. She pushed in beside me draping an arm across my pecks staring down at my face, pensively. One of her legs was draped over mine as she rested an elbow on my chest.
"Renee." It felt like we should talk or something, but she pushed a finger against my lips.
She reached directly over my head onto the built-in shelving of her headboard pulling her I-phone down checking its face. Her inner thigh was casually rubbing my crotch in tantalizing fashion as she turned the phone in my direction. I found my own visage pictured on its surface with a flashing red dot in the corner of the rectangular screen.
"Think Jaquan, enjoyed the show?" Renee Kelly, baby mama number two, recorded everything. She'd just sent it to my cousin as her long forgotten smile returned.
**TO BE CONTINUED**
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"Why'd you do that?" I half sighed, defeated.
"Well I got to thinking after you told me that shit about always running behind Jaquan; I got to thinking about how he was when we first started dating. You see, I didn't really know if I trusted him at first, me being a virgin and all while he had, you know a lot of "female friends" and all. So I was making him wait as long as I could until I found a reason to fuck him. He was such the perfect gentleman those days all chivalrous and shit, taking me with him everywhere he went. So one time, he took me with him to that park down the street from his house. There were just so many guys playing ball this afternoon like it was kind of a basketball tournament or something. I remember it so well because I was wearing this white tank top that made my tits look even bigger than they are, the smallest pair of white gym shorts I could squeeze into and some flowered flats I designed. I really like the way my ass looked in those shorts, spilling out the bottoms making everybody gawk and shit. Some of the guys there, big older studs liked them too, getting way too close and comfortable. Jaquan beat the shit out of those two guys and snatched me home before the basketball even stopped bouncing where he'd left it."
"Oh you must have been overjoyed." I deadpanned.
"When I finally gave it up; he was so fucking happy he cried. He never stopped screwing me and we did it multiple times a day in all kind of ways. He was my first everything if you get my drift; but when I think back on it everything becomes so much clearer. He wanted me knocked up, barefoot and pregnant so I wouldn't be able to really leave him."
"So, I'm just your revenge?" Renee looked away chuckling to herself before regarding me.
"Nigga, you're a tool to get what I want."
"What's that?"
"You'll see right before he beats you into a coma; Jaquan can't stand even the thought of someone else putting their hands on me. That much has never changed, and I made sure he's never found out about other guys after we split up. Now, I just don't give a fuck anymore so it's my coming all the way out party."
"I gotta get fucked up so you can feel good about yourself."
"Yeah that's messed up, but I'm gonna fuck you so good that you won't even care."
"Bitch."
Renee was stoked with no fucks given slipping her tongue into my mouth while stroking me roughly from crown to base with quick, jerky movements designed to get me hard quick. I whimpered from the careless treatment of my prick making her laugh into my mouth taking even this hookup as a lark. Her left arm was behind my head as her palm slapped over my mouth tightening while drawing my head up on a slant. She wanted me to see what she was doing with my cock smiling evilly amused that I knew her game.
There was no denying she knew her way around a cock as I became extremely erect and rigid with veins visible on the surface. Unable to contain her glee, Renee mounted me never taking her eyes from my face as she reached between her legs pushing me against her slit. She drew her knees level with my hips slowly sinking down until all of me was captured inside up to the hilt.
"I'm gonna fuck you until you apologize for calling me a bitch and mean it." She laughed wetly scooting up a bit.
Renee was leaning over me with her palms flat on either side of my head, in sort of a crouch running her tongue over her teeth in clear anticipation. Seconds later her cunt ground hard against me holding in that position as she groaned a bit before suddenly releasing the pressure as her butt started clapping wetly down onto the base of my cock. The weight of her big, heart shaped butt pounding into me became an issue almost immediately putting me in the zone.
Her upper body remained perfectly still, frozen as her cheeks slapped into my pelvis. I averted my eyes away from her face, but she cupped the side of my face directing my attention back. Her face was suddenly closer as Renee flattened against my body going hard as my body betrayed me in spectacular fashion. My hands greedily grabbed big handfuls of her pale ass as I bucked up into her snatch enraptured.
"I don't even care if you fucking cum; I'm gonna keep doing you until you don't know your fucking name."
"You want two fucking babies?!!"
"Please, I'm on the fucking pill and I'm strapped with a sponge, too nigga."
I gasped out loud in time with every thrust as she met me blow for blow taking a creampie forced out of me wit the last sustained burst squeezed out as she ground down on me like had initially. I wanted to look away from her beautiful face but somehow couldn't as she slowly and steadily continued working her hips watching my facial reactions like a hawk. Renee pushed up on my pecks sitting upright atop my body as I found myself looking at the undersides of her breasts. She just remain still watching me, waiting. I could feel her tensing up on my shaft in tiny intervals, purposely squeezing me.
I couldn't deny what was right in front of me reaching up cupping and squeezing her breasts causing those inverted nipples to make an appearance. Even though her areolas were dime sized, her nips were thick and inviting. Renee surprised me with a display of emotion, the faintest of smiles on her lips as she lunged down kissing me full on the mouth with nothing held back whining and moaning into my mouth. Those lips slid down to one of my nipples teasing and sucking it making me squirm underneath her beautiful body.
She used a single digit rubbing and pressing down on the other getting a physical reaction out of me, body wide as my cock fattened inside her. It felt like I got so hard that I pressed against the back of her tunnel as Renee righted herself again. Her hands slid down to the sides of my abdomen as she tightened her inner thighs against the outside of mine.
"You still mad?"
"Yeah."
Renee offered her hands letting them remain extended until I took them, pulling me up into a sitting position still stuffed full of cock. Something about her perfect symmetrical beauty took me out of my head even though I knew she was doing this for sport. Renee knew exactly what she had and how to use it, wrapping her arms around my neck kissing me passionately with plenty of tongue. Her legs were locked around my waist as she took her time making out with me. I was responding to her instinctively with just as much passion, one of my hands kneading and playing with her tit.
Renee gasped into my mouth when I pinched her nip, breaking contact mouth agape. Her brow furrowed for a few seconds until I licked the very tip of that thick, elongated nipple. It seemed I'd found a weak spot alternating between the two. When she could take no more, Renee leaned backwards supporting her weight on both outstretched arms rolling her hips into my crotch. There was no way I could resist playing with her generous rack, more specifically her nipples pinching and rolling.
She responded with more frenzied movement pushing against me, harder than before as her slanted eyes narrowed into slits. Her back arched away from me as Renee drifted to the side. I went to grab her abdomen, but she grabbed my wrist in her iron grasp pulling my hand into her cleavage draping her arms over it. I squeezed her right so hard, it changed shape in my fingers making her howl with delight.
"SQUEEZE REAL HARD, KEEP PINCHING THEM, BABY!!" My fingers sank into the pale flesh deforming her breasts around and between my digits.
Renee's honeypot contracted around me as her mound sawed viciously forth into me. There was nowhere for me to go, so I remained still as she fucked herself silly on my cock. This milk colored sister was in the driver's seat with extreme prejudice driving me back down on my back arching her trembling back, wedging her mound against me holding it there with a groan, actually more of a growl. Her eyes were shut tightly, mouth agape as she climaxed. She wrapped her arms around my neck rolling us over so that I was mounting her with her thick legs hooked up high in the center of my back.
I could barely move my cock finding that she'd swelled up inside as her chest and face flushed. My member was being pinched just below the crown as she twisted and bucked, grinding me down. Both of my thumbs pushed down on her nipples, swirling and rolling as she reacted internally. It felt like I was getting a little back sexually as she went into series of distressed yelps until her legs flopped down on either side of me. Her arms were still hooked about my neck. Her mouth hung open, her beautiful face glistening with sweat. I stared at her taking in the redness on her face and torso letting my eyes drift downward.
"MOTHERFUH-!!" Renee shrieked loudly as I wet down attacking her clit and nothing else. Her thighs locked around my neck nearly snapping my head off before she pushed my face away from her snatch.
"Bitch." I whispered softly as she took further exception.
Renee rolled on her side taking her time to right herself, standing vertically facing her bedroom window. She half turned stating at my face with the sunlight filtering through her venetian blinds creating an interesting moiré on her body. I just stared back breathing hard, still erect. I'd have to attribute my condition more to just trying to survive her than any real endurance. Renee walked around the edge of the bed leaving the room in the buff. I waited a few seconds before collapsing, exhausted staring at he ceiling. My cock felt like it had been chewed up, tender and raw as I started to drift off into tired slumber. Darkness came thankfully taking me to oblivion with it.
"Wake your ass up."
"Huh?"
"Wake up." I felt an odd sensation about my crotch.
"What's going on, huh?"
"I told you, we ain't gonna stop fucking until you apologize to me and mean it."
Wetness, but different this time, more of a lathery sensation. I started to hear her actions as well as feel them as I became aware of her fingers in the mix. My eyes slowly opened finding her cat like jewels glaring into mine.
"What is that; what are you doing?" I noticed it was darker in the room, wondering how long I'd been asleep.
"Don't worry, you're gonna love it; I mixed this up myself." Her skin was wet and glistening as her sweet scent filled my nostrils. I tried to sit up, but she pushed me back down with her lips.
"What is it?"
"We'll just call it uhm, lube." Her fingers felt heavenly sliding along my shaft in a relaxed, sensual manner. Her slanted eyes slid back and forth from my face to my crotch.
"It feels like soap or something; kind of uhm, heated." She was steadily stroking with the same measured cadence.
"Yeah."
"No seriously; it's getting, like hot."
"Sure it is; that's what it's supposed to do baby. I have to admit you might feel a little discomfort at first, but you won't be able to deny the results." She isolated her stroking to the upper half of my cock watching her own progress with baited breath, licking her lips.
"Fuck Renee; what-WHAT IS THAT SHIT?!!"
Her hand continued sliding lightly along my thickening prick which was becoming so hard that it felt like a metal rod had been inserted into my urethra. Her feather soft touch along the top half of my cock felt incredible and torturous simultaneously.
"Hot sex; it's a hot seller from my little herbal corner down stairs in the salon. The ladies says it enhances their sex lives tenfold, if not more and the men...well."
"IT'S SOOOO HOT RENEE!!" My cock felt like it was on the verge of exploding as she drew her hand away leaving my member pointing towards the ceiling like a spear.
"That's right." She leaned over putting something on the floor coming up with a hand towel. Renee wiped her hand clean with a knowing smirk on her face.
"SHIT!!" I jumped up running to her bedroom door finding it locked, shaking it profusely turning away from the knob in utter panic. Renee was already crawling onto the bed in feline manner with her ass facing me in obvious invitation.
"You need to bury it deep, if you wanna feel better."
"YOU FUCKING BITCH!!" I jumped Renee like a rabid animal driving my cock as deep as humanly possible getting an excited scream out of her.
This malevolent woman ended up mounted bulldog position taking a sustained pounding as I beat her back out in dramatic, frenzied fashion. Renee buried her head in the sheets popping her hips back into me with equal fervor. It felt as if I were trapped in place, my cock rutting back and forth seeking a desperate relief. I got on all fours over her driving my cock down into her snatch feeling every groove in her tunnel with exquisite detail.
My efforts bore fruit driving her big, heart shaped butt down onto the mattress, prone. The visual of that huge inverted heart spread out across the ruffled bedding with my prong turning it into a spade was staggering. The weird heated, almost stinging feeling had me frantically driving myself into her in a perfect vertical line with the base of my member cushioned by her cheeks. She was tight, in shape and built for war with her cheeks defiant. Just to stick it to me further, Renee pursed her cheeks tighter together adding more pressure as I had enough.
Big handfuls of her breasts were squeezed in brief intervals as she giggled slapping away at my hands until I relented digging my nails into her big butt. The whole thing became futile as I shot several, thick loads into her snatch in pulsing bursts. I was so enthralled that I hadn't even realized I'd been screamed like a maniac the whole time as I drew my still erect penis spurting a few weak bursts across her milk colored cheeks. I sat on the back of her thighs tapping my member on her left cheek, before sliding it between her cheeks. I got a surprising final, creamy rope right up the center of her gluteal cleft.
"It's still hard."
My cock was somewhat sated but still really hard, making me almost not wanna touch it as I dismounted Renee, kneeling beside her wide hip. She reared up wearily on her elbows coughing a bit sounding like she had a cold as she regarded my member.
"Oh."
"What do you mean "OH", huh Renee?" She turned on her side in a reclining buddha position running her finger through her shoulder length raven tresses. The tiny cylindrical bun she wore in her hair had come undone.
"I like, used a lot." She half yawned as I began to panic.
"What the fuck's that mean; what am I supposed to do about this shit?" She slowly gathered herself with a muted chuckle, reaching over touching the tip of my cock with her pointer finger.
"Relax, you want me to help you out with this some more, babe?" She encircled my cock with her thumb and forefinger, smiling mischievously.
"NUH-NOOO PLEASE NO; I'M SORRY!!"
"Oh you sorry now, huh?" Renee raised an eyebrow, smirking.
"I-I shouldn't have called you no bitch; I mean it ma'am." I was one hundred percent sincere and she knew it cupping a hand over her tit, grinning. Her intent and words about getting an apology out of me proved ironically prophetic.
"Well, try to relax and stay right here; I'll be right back." I watched Renee take her time sliding to the edge of the bed bending over to come up with a brownish, pottery type bowl.
The hand towel she used was hanging out one side as I got a glimpse of the stuff she'd been applying to my cock. It was light colored, mint green with streaks of white attesting to its manufactured state. There was a partially stringent sweet smell about the bedroom as Renee left the room wearily. My dick remained pointing straight out in front of me. Renee returned with a large old fashioned ice pack which she applied to my crotch as I sat on the edge of the bed. It was big enough to wrap around my shaft, but it still remained erect. The sensation was relieving as she leaned over never breaking contact.
"I'm sorry about calling you a bitch." Renee chuckled pinching my cheek in a playful manner, but I knew not to trust her poker face. I knew any expression on her beautiful mug, was a poker face.
"Alright man, we're cool."
"Yeah, but I'm REALLY SORRY, Renee." I was trashed and shiny with sweat. She was also glistening from our crazy hookup as my thoughts returned to my cousin Jaquan understanding his reticence and fear when she called.
"You use this stuff on my cousin?" She snickered, biting her bottom lip looking up into my face.
"One time a while back when I'd just started making this stuff; I found out Jaquan was fucking some skank that went to my school. I'd graduated a year earlier and here he was trolling the new senior class."
"So, you used this stuff on him, Renee?" She looked away barely stifling her laughter at the memory.
"I bought some lingerie; this really nice little pink teddy and asked his clueless ass over; I knew that if he even thought I was mad, I wouldn't see his narrow ass for three days at least. So he comes over sitting on my couch and right in the middle of a blowjob, I tell him about this "lube" and shit. Pump his fucking head up talking about how his huge cock hurts, so he didn't say shit when I slathered a bigger bowl than you got on that donkey dick." Renee was laughing at this point, finding it hard to regain her composure.
"That's fucked up, ma'am." I made sure to keep my tone respectful.
"You should've seen that stupid nigga running around my house knocking shit over while I laughed my motherfucking ass off."
"You lucky he didn't try to hurt you; guys don't like it when you fuck with their dicks. It's a cardinal sin, a guaranteed fight of epic proportions."
"I ain't crazy; I had my thirty eight under the fucking couch cushions and if you think that's fucked up; I put him out in the backyard at gunpoint, naked. Told him to get that little high school bitch to fuck him. You should've seen him running around like a hype. One of the neighbors called the cops, but I smoothed the shit over by telling them he had a death in the family. They didn't care, they were too busy looking at my tits in the doorway."
"That's evil." She was still laughing a bit, relishing the memory.
"He should've thanked me for saving him from being the next R. Kelly." Renee helped me into the bathroom positioning me over the toilet with the lid up before plying me with almost four plastic bottles of cool water.
She finally helped me get at least halfway down and manageable after an extended piss break (Sorry T.M.I) before hopping into the shower right beside me. Still ever the sadistic humorist, Renee offered me a spot inside that I graciously declined opting to go back to her bedroom where I hoped things downstairs would get back to normal without the visual.
That minty smell lingered as I imagined my cousin scrambling around her place in a panic as she laughed holding him at gunpoint. Jaquan was right to be afraid of Renee Kelly, but then again he was responsible for her creation. I drifted, one leg hanging off the side of the bed into blissful nirvana while Renee did some cleaning from the sound of a vacuum cleaner likely in her daughter's room.
"Huh?" Some muted noise was churning about in my head as I slowly regained consciousness with it gradually becoming louder until I realized the sound of infectious feminine chatter intermingled with laughter.
My head was throbbing something fierce as my eyes focused to the darkened room. I was still nude half hanging off the bed with a dark blue sheet draped over my lower half. I tried to sit up but immediately sunk back down feeling like there was a cinder block under the skin of my forehead. I palmed my clammy brow reaching down to find that I was still sporting a veritable flagpole. I glanced over finding that it was sometime after nine in the evening as the ambient noise got louder, more prominent. Some garish electronica was playing in the opposite.



"Huh, what?" With great effort I managed to tilt my head over finding a show creeping away from Renee's cracked bedroom door. I was instantly concerned that Renee was considering helping herself to more of my "wicked herbal induced" tumescence. I held my hand pressed against my forehead managing to sit upright taking stock of my situation.
My clothing was missing.
My shoulders cracked and popped wondering what devious prank Renee planned next worried that I'd be running around in the streets downstairs like my cousin had. There was no denying the previous events of this day would be forever a banner moment in my sexual history if I managed to survive the impending assault by my cousin Jaquan. I glanced down at my erection which seemed to be pointing at the door.
"This is another fine mess you've gotten me into."
My hands found a damp towel at my side drawing it around my waist. I had difficulty tying it into a sufficient knot opting to just hold it to my body as I got up with the intent of giving Renee another serious round of back shots in repayment for her egregious behavior. My mind drifted to my prior experiences with Erica Walton, Porsha Simms and Tressie Fisher. Renee Kelly blew all of them out of the water by miles, making these former experiences pale in comparison.
"Hey Renee?" I was ready to give her some more shots to that big, milk colored ass rounding the corner into the living room.
Renee Kelly was not alone.
There were four women in the living room, two on either side of Renee sitting on her sofa while one hung back looking down over the shoulders of their circle. I found another older looking woman creeping along the wall adjacent. This woman looked middle eastern, Italian or something with a larger frame than the other girls assembled. She seemed kind of shady, sneaky looking sly in those few seconds. Renee was wearing nothing more than an oversized football jersey with this thin dark skinned sister behind the couch pinning her hair up. On her right sat an attractive Asian girl probably of Korean or Filipino descent with a thick pair of librarian glasses across her button nose.
The girl on her immediate left was a sister dressed in trashy fashion with these overly large thighs that caught my eye. More importantly, Renee and company were peering at my open laptop watching one of my "movies". The entire contents of my camera bag were all over the table like some sort of audit as all of the women turned towards me simultaneously.
"Ah yeah, uh excuse me...gonna go back to that room back there." I realized my erection was poking out of the towel. On her huge flat screen television Channing Tatum was stripping for a screaming audience full of women.
The living room exploded in uproarious laughter as I walked soberly back to Renee's bedroom sitting on the bed facepalming. At every turn Renee proved way out of my league using me as a plaything while thinking nothing of going through my things. There was this light knock at the door I was afraid to acknowledge but it continued.
"Yeah?" The door slowly opened as the woman I'd seen leaning against the far wall peered inside. I covered my lower half with a blanket.
"Hello, hi I'm Mintzy; actually my name's Shirley, Shirley Lozano." She had deep olive colored skin on a roundish face with a prominent nose and cheekbones. Her eyes were big and expressive with natural puffiness or bags under them accentuated with dark, heavy eyeshadow.
"Yeah?"
"Well uhm, I was just wondering about how you were doing and all?" her head appeared a little further from the other side of the door looking directly at me. Correction she was looking right at my unyielding tumescence.
"Is there something you want, Ms. Lozano?" I redoubled the blanket trying to hide my erection.
"Well my friends call me uhm, Mintzy and such."
"Is there something you wanted, Ms. Lozano?!" I repeated weary and in no mood for bullshit, but she just had this sort of sly expression on her face as she glanced back over her shoulder for a second before continuing.
"I was just feeling a little bit curious about the nature of them, there sex tapes you got yourself. That was, like your thing doing them girls and such?" Her accent was gratingly East Coast as I stared back at her face wondering if I should answer.
"Uhm, yeah it's me Mintzy." I sighed.
"Oh wow, I'm really sorry to be such a bother, but I ain't never met me no porno flick star, before."
"Nice to meet you, Mintzy." I deadpanned.
Her hand appeared from the other side of the door extended out towards me, but there was no way I was getting up in my birthday suit with a tent under the sheets covering my lower half. Her hand was kind of puffy looking with long fingers, well-manicured with long nails white tipped. I figured she was one of Renee's customers if not a friend outright. I didn't know what to make of her personally other than her east coast accent and apparent interest which seemed rooted in something more, prurient.
"I uhm, I could like come over to you; shake the hand if you want?"
"Mintzy, you realize I'm naked, right?" Her brow furrowed a little.
"Of course I realize that brotha; it's a natural state of being and what kind of woman would I be if I let that get in the way of making like, a new friend and all?"
"Please Mintzy, I'm kind of..." Before I could finish she pushed the door open wide walking into Renee's bedroom.
Like I mentioned before she was short of squarish, blocky and rectangular built somewhere around five seven and a bit of change. She was dressed in this cotton of rayon top, kind of collarless shirt that clung to her figure with shortened sleeves that stopped at her forearms. It could've just been small for her size, but she also wore this really tight matching knee length skirt of the same material that went to her knees above a pair of calf length heeled boots. I could help but notice some generous curves on her from a prominent bust to slightly wider hips than her moderate waistline. Her clothing was a sort of muted purplish color while the more expensive looking boots were glossy black. Her palm was sort of sweaty as we shook hands.
"Very nice to meet a, new friend." There was some pressure applied to my hand as she shook it.
"Hey, I'm not decent; do you mind?"
"Not at all brother; I'm a little curious cause I ain't never met no porno flick star."
"You said that already." Her body language was so clear it was transparent, but I wasn't crazy enough to do anything in Renee Kelly's bedroom. Mintzy didn't seem deterred in the least, blowing right by my apparent reticence.
"I saw the way you were really giving it to that black girl in the church; that was some primo shit right there, brother. I mean it looked like, well it looked like it hurt, so good."
"Stop."
"Hey, can't you take a little appreciation brother? That's all I'm trying to do right here; don't you understand nothing?" Mintzy was giving off all type of weird, shady vibes as I bunched more bedding over my tumescence.
"Look, this is Renee's bedroom, her apartment." That should've put the kibosh on her overtures.
"Yeah, this is my building; I'm her landlady." Mintzy shot back.
Her declaration was definitive and savage which spoke to the company she kept which seemed to include Renee. I could tell from speaking with her that Mintzy wasn't used to being denied. She was obviously looking for some action. Her hand was already on the doorknob gradually pushing the door up only to be suddenly stopped as Renee appeared.
"Mintzy, what the fuck are you doing?"
"Hey, no need for the blue language; we was just having us a proper conversation, is all Renee." I gulped as she shot me a look before glaring at her landlady.
"Really?"
"Yeah, really." Mintzy didn't appear fazed by the scowl on Renee's face in the least.
"So, you gonna let me fuck up in your bed, bitch?" I didn't know where this was going, but I knew that two Alpha-Females were squaring off as Mintzy turned sliding her hands to both hips.
"Like I said before; we was having this budding conversation that might have gone places Renee darling. I'm supposed to ignore a good looking guy with a decent prick cause you might get bent or something?" Renee folded her arms across her chest raising a finger scratching the space between her slanted eyes.
"So what, you wanna be a movie star or something, Mintzy?"
"Well maybe I do; you done fucking on him, or what?"
I was reminded of some old school movies with the older woman's east coast dialect reminding me of that old musical Grease, marking the older woman as some real life counterpart to Rizzo, a real life Pink Lady. Renee was wholly unpredictable, but I didn't believe she'd fight over me for any reason. Her beautiful face drifted in my direction, irritated.
"Hey, you gonna fuck in my bed, nigga?"
"NOT EVEN!" I waved both hands in front of my torso vigorously denying even the thought that resulted in that question as Renee turned back to her friend with a smirk.
"We get along just fine Renee; I love having you and your cute little girl as my tenants, you know hon?"
"Don't." Renee warned meaning every bit of it.
"It's so cruel to have me over for like, a girl thing showing these porno flicks when you keeping a piece off the table. I ain't trying to disrespect, but you know Frank been locked up for a minute now. I mean, this guy's got one hell of a boner just waiting. Sides, nobody watching your house babe."
"Excuse me?" I didn't like the sound of that as Renee silenced me with her palm across my mouth.
"I know you got it hard Mintzy; that's why I always got you over here and shit; ain't nobody cock blocking but you wrong trying to creep in my bedroom. Come on, you know that's wrong, bitch."
"Yeah, guess I got out of pocket cause I peeked in here earlier and this guy was laid out with his dick pointing up at your fucking ceiling. I ain't gonna lie, I almost hiked my skirt up and sat on that shit hon. That my friend-is the honest truth of the matter at hand."
Both women stared at one another in a dead heat, before cracking up at the thought of pummeling one another. I can't lie, it felt insulting as they basically haggled over me like things were a given as Renee noticed my expression. She was still wearing nothing more than a double XL football jersey. The seven on the front of it was distorted a little by her bust as she smiled cupping my cheek.
"Hey little nigga, you good or what?"
"Oh, so we're pimping me out, now?" I was indignant expecting the worst, but Renee just snickered in my face while Mintzy openly leered.
Renee poked a finger at my crotch making me yelp. I was still incredibly sensitive and a third erect at this point as she pivoted blocking Mintzy's view of me. We both watched as she drew down the bedding covering my erection.
"You wouldn't get up in that?" Her eyes rolled from my cock up to my face while her head remained still.
"You're passing me around?"
"We're not together, not anything honestly; don't get butt hurt along with the dickie here. Besides you were calling me bitch and worried about your trifling cousin earlier. I'm looking out for you man; looks like you still got a couple of clips in the chamber, right?" Her hands were carefully handling me, and I found myself wanting her lips around my cock.
"What you giving him a hand job or something?!" Mintzy was impatient and antsy drifting closer but Renee made sure to keep herself between us.
"Chill, I put a bowl of "Sexo Caliente" on his dick and this little nigga still kinda sore." Mintzy's big expressive eyes widened.
"OH MY GAAWD; ARE YOU DOING THAT SHIT AGAIN?!! I DON'T WANT NO FUCKING COPS OVAH HERE!!" Obviously Mintzy was in the know regarding the malicious punishment that had been enacted on my cousin Jaquan. Renee lost it doubling over with a big belly laugh unintentionally mooning me for a second.
"Be cool Mintzy; hey man don't you wanna get up in my girl, here? She's been, well going without for a good minute and her shit is tight, homie." Renee Kelly really was passing me around as I glanced over finding Mintzy visibly anxious.
"Why don't you just roll all your girls up in here, then?"
"Don't be out of pocket; besides two of my girls are "together" if you get my drift; man I watched your little fuck movies and I know what you like. Mintzy know too, and she just wanna break off a piece of chocolate, dog." This stunning beauty was actually making the hard sell for her land lady.
"She gonna give you a discount on your rent or something?" I was desperately clutching the remnants of my self-respect as Mintzy snickered.
"Renee you got yourself one funny motherfucker, right here."
"He's not my man; get over here and represent, bitch." Renee snatched Mintzy by the bicep drawing her close before clawing into her left breast while nodding to get me to follow her eyeline.
"Damn."
Renee's fingers disappeared up to the knuckles like she was clawing into a pillow or something. Mintzy apparently was holding. My incidental female pimp looked from her hidden fingertips to my face smiling. The olive skinned mature smiled also watching the direction of my gaze.
"You like that, huh brotha? Check it out."
Mintzy tugged at the hem of her shirt as Renee reached over helping draw it up revealing something that looked like a glorified girdle designed to compress her bust. Her right breast came into view hidden behind a reinforced cup.
"Whoa."
"44GG for your information, brotha; so, we a lock or what?"
Her larger, blockier frame made more sense in context now, designed to carry around two boulders on her chest that dwarfed the aforementioned boobs of one Porsha Simms and Tressie Fisher. I reached out cupping the far side of the closest breast without word, but Renee snatched my hand away.
"You guys ain't doing it in my bed; get up outta here!"
"Renee hon, you're making things difficult girlfriend; you know my situation and all." Mintzy complained.
"What's her situation?!!" I didn't like the second allusion to some x-factor unknown to me, but Renee pressed a finger against my lips, silencing me.
"That's my bed and I'm the only one getting fucked in it, Mintzy; you can use my laundry room, babe."
"That-is so inhospitable, you know Renee? I done you plenty of solids before and you can't see your way to giving me a little back." Jaquan's esteemed baby mamma number two drew the bedding down revealing my erection to her land lady.
"Use the laundry room."
"Alright, Renee."
Mintzy withdrew from us leaving the room as my sexual benefactor turned her attention back towards me. I watched as she walked over to her vanity table picking up a small rectangular container. She opened the box removing a row of condoms which she pressed into my hand.
"Be careful with Mintzy, she likes getting pounded out and I know you're still sore."
Renee opened a drawer removing a small tube of lube equipping me with that also before gingerly pulling me to my feet. She retied the towel around my waist more successfully than I initially had.
"Thanks." I replied meekly noticing a slight change in her expression.
"Get up outta my bedroom."
Renee pushed against my chin turning my face away from her visage eventually directing me across the narrow corridor to a non-descript door I hadn't noticed between the two bedrooms when I originally entered the apartment. There was still some ambient noise coming from the television in the living room and the exciting girl chatter and peer commentary from Renee's clique. She flanked me on the side of the living room blocking view from her peers, but I noticed the female with the huge thighs standing at the other side of the corridor watching. Renee waved her off making the woman disappear from the living room entrance.
"There's some quilts behind the door in a pink hamper; toss that shit in the wash if you use them."
She cracked the door half shoving me inside, pulling it up behind me with authority. I found myself in an elongated narrow utility type room with exposed walls made smaller by a washer and dryer side by side along with some boxes on one side while the opposite smartly held some perfectly fitted shelving containing cleaning supplies, extra towels and random objects. There behind the door was the pink hamper stuffed with folded quilting. Mintzy was standing at the opposite end of this room up against a closed window that curiously had the glass panes painted over.
"I was thinking maybe you changed your mind or something." The nervous smile on her face made me feel a little more comfortable for some reason when there was a loud knock at the door.
Despite the strange setup, I wanted to explore the huge rack hidden behind her clothing. She took a step towards me lightly rubbing my biceps as my hands found her bust. I pushed on the outsides causing a visible ripple to appear under her top. Mintzy couldn't wait any longer undoing the knot snatching the towel away from my body tossing it aside. I winced when her fingers gazed my member.
"Oh Renee was so wrong putting that shit all over your cock; does it hurt a lot, brotha?"
"Only when I laugh." I shrugged as she handled me with care.
"I'll make it feel better for you."
Mintzy drew her skirt up kneeling with a bit of effort taking care as she took me into her mouth softly suckling my cock from crown to the midpoint. It was still weird hooking up with this woman because it was set up by Renee. Mintzy had this relaxed method holding her mouth open so that I could see my member sliding in and out of her mouth. It was soothing and sensual as her big, expressive eyes looked up at me from that kneeling position. She started adding more effort gradually until her lips were pursed around my shaft. Loud intrusive knocking suddenly interrupted us as Mintzy scrambled backward nearly toppling over. I cracked the laundry room door peering out into the corridor finding Renee standing there flanked by her friends.
"Uhm, what?"
"You forgot something; make us a good flick, alright?"
Renee was decidedly glib while her friends mirrored the sentiment even giggling. I noticed that same female with the huge legs staring pensively, her brow furrowed. I decided to ignore her taking my camera bag from Renee.
"YOU GIRLS ARE LIKE, SO WRONG!!" Mintzy commented dryly wiping a finger across her lips.
"YOU'RE NASTY!!" That same woman commented out of nowhere, her voice authoritative and aggressive sounding.
Renee nudged her with an elbow as the Asian girl leaned in closer prompting me to close the door in their collective faces. Some feminine tinged jeers followed along with muted commentary and laughter as I turned to Mintzy.
"WELL, YOU'RE ALL SOME KIND OF FUCKING PEEP FREAKS, I TELL YOU!!" The olive skinned mature yelled back at the closed door. I stood there looking at her with the camera bag in my hands.
"Uhm, sorry." It just felt like something I should say.
"Don't worry about it; you gonna make me one of those porn starlets, now?"
"You okay with that, Mintzy?"
"Sure." She was still on her knees watching as I unzipped the bag showing her the digital camera.
Mintzy had this sort of dimply smile that gave a hint of some whimsical part of her nature beyond the heavy accent and attitude. She was already topping me off as I prepared the Go Pro to capture her charms. There was this sort of weighted bounce to her bust as she leaned forward taking me all the way to the base. Mintzy carefully drew her thin lips back slowly playing to the Go Pro which was mounted around my fingers like a knuckle duster. The flat of her tongue ran along the underside of my glans before she took half between her lips carefully sucking. The soothing nature of it all was incredible.



"Mintzy, can I see them?"
"Yeah."
She offered both hands, raising them above her head allowing me to draw her sleeves up as her cleavage came into view wholesale. I helped Mintzy to her feet getting a grand view of her bounty that was as wide as my chest. I drew the top to the side tossing it on the washer getting a staggering view of her bust. Her cleavage was a single line starting high on the torso just below her throat in a deep line into the longline, girdle styled brassiere covering her breasts. Her ruddy looking olive tone added to her mature allure as I cupped the outside of her breasts getting a really good shot of the resultant motion ripple. Mintzy played to her strengths covering my hands with her own, jiggling her rack for the camera in a really tight shot.
"44GG?"
"Since I was a sophomore in high school; kinda runs in the family. You like tits so much; you should see my cousin Tammy; she's uhm become enlightened recently so I am told."
"Enlightened?"
"Sure." Mintzy tightened her grip around the base of my cock to emphasize her point.
Her fingers lightly grazed the underside of my sack as I went for the big reveal undoing the first two hooks getting a surprise as her cleavage surged and bubbled upward. She was slowly caressing my shaft with care as I left the bottom clasp hooked taking visual stock of her massive bust. I pinched the open edges peeling them outward until her breasts appeared fully. It was odd finding that her areolas were pretty much nonexistent with short juicy nips that were akin to raspberry halves in texture. That muddy olive tone dominated her figure giving me something I hadn't filmed before.
"Can I ask a little favor of you, brotha?" Her tits were massive, weighted and watery to the touch as I fished them out for the camera.
"What do you want me, Mintzy?"
"I just want you to fuck me right now; we can do all of this other shit, later."
I chuckled reaching around grabbing a handful of her butt snatching her into my body. She was no slouch in that department either with way more than a handful, albeit a little flabby to the touch.
"So, are you Italian or something?"
"I got some Sicilian blood running through these veins along with something else, brotha." Mintzy smiled in a way that told me no one probably cared enough to ask once they got a good look at her tits.
We both glanced down at my progress raising her skirt to find some high waisted panties, sort of shape wear in line with the similar brassiere now partially covering her chest. I went to slide the dress down her hips, but Mintzy stopped me somewhat forcefully.
"Just the panties hon; a girl's still gotta protect her modesty, right?" I nodded reaching down for the material which felt elastic to the touch.
"Turn around Mintzy." Even though the Sicilian mature made her intent clear, I was still obliged to get a shot of her wide butt.
She gathered up her skirt facing the washer as I got down finding a wide semi-curvy butt a bit wider than her waist. Her legs had shape but were on the thin side for my tastes, especially after being with Renee Kelly. I drew her panties down finding that her skin tone was universal across the board making me wonder if she went Au naturale behind closed doors. It was a deceptive mediocre ass masquerading as a big butt.
Hilariously there was a tiny heart tattoo on one of her cheeks with a banner etched over it reading BRUNO which led to more questions. I got up molding myself to her body letting my cock rest between her semi-shallow gluteal cleft as I reached around her tearing open a condom packet. Mintzy's legs went a bit wider accommodating my intrusion from the rear once I was safe. She flopped, bending at the waist as I drove myself home finding her wet and ready.
"AAWWWW YEAH BABE; THAT'S LIKE EXACTLY WHAT I NEEDED RIGHT THERE!! YEAAAHHH, DO IT BABE; FUCK IT GOOD; CAZZO QUELLA FIGA!! TOCCA QUEL CULO ITALIANO GRASSO PER ME RAGAZZO NERO!!" Mintzy went into hysterics immediately as I went for broke factoring in the advice I'd received about her proclivities.
"FAAAAHHH, FAAAWK BABE, THAAASS WHAT I NEEDED, LIKE SO FUCKING BAD!! FANCULO QUEL CULONE COME VUOI DIRE PICCOLA!! DAMMI QUELLO CHE VOGLIO!!" It seemed like she was being a bit theatrical, but I liked her somewhat raspy voice in her native tongue.
Her butt was deceptively solid feeling like I was smashing into wet cement. I liked that feeling too along with her tight snatch. I guess she hadn't any action in a while. Mintzy was bent over with her huge breasts and elbows on top of the washer. I noticed some additional added noise slowing down a bit as she looked over her shoulder.
"Whu-What is it over already or something, hon?" There was an explosion of laughter from the opposite side of the door.
"OH THAT'S LIKE, REAL FUCKING MATURE LADIES!!" Mintzy wasn't pleased with the snooping from the other girls. I figured Renee wasn't among their number suddenly shaking the doorknob which resulted in a flurry of movement and snickering on their side.
"Fuck them, get some blankets out of that pink hamper; I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you and they can watch if they want, bitch."
There was a flash of emotion in her eyes, encouraging and accepting of the bit of masculinity I displayed. Honestly I was just abut tired of the female shenanigans on display since I'd awoken after my second encounter with Renee. Mintzy spread two fluffy quilts on the floor, kneeling afterwards.
There was a bit of hesitation as she discarded her longline brassiere finally letting everything fully come in to view. Her entire torso was all tits with just a bit of her belly exposed. This woman was built for power, not speed. I was starting to prefer women staunchly in the middle as Mintzy folded her arms under her bust creating a tantalizing shelf. I used some of the lube squirting a bit on each breast as she rubbed it in taking the time to focus on each of her nipples until they were fully erect.
The visual was a bit much for me as I pushed my cock between her lips finding a vacuum suction and audible wetness as a frothy mess bubbled up, running down her chin. I captured some footage of my prick sliding in and out of her mouth with increasing intensity for a few minutes before she disengaged leaving a wet gooey strand of precum hanging from her lips. Mintzy gathered it up in her hand slathering it all over my shaft sensually stroking me, intermittently spitting more onto my cock. Mintzy took another round of sustained face fucking before gathering up her pillowy soft breasts cradling my cock with them.
Her actions became clear with the intent being that she was preparing my cock for a decidedly intense tit fucking. I was thankful that I'd continued capturing the whole thing on camera as I enjoyed the hell out of her breasts. I was halfway there when I broke off placing the camera off to the side under us before using the Go Pro to film the rest. Mintzy had this sort of raspy, throaty gasp that added to the ambiance. I managed to fuck her huge, porous breasts in a variety of styles while she knelt before me.
I went in vertically letting the head of my cock thump her breast bone while she created a fleshy tunnel about me, sliding horizontally between her horizontally pressed mams, afterwards. This woman was no novice in any capacity, and I'd expected nothing less given her candor about what she wanted out of our short lived association. Mintzy added even more saliva allowing my cock to slide wildly about in her cleavage.
"You like fucking my big, floppy tits, hon?"
"Yeah."
"You gonna give me some cream; you gonna cream out my fucking titties for me, babe?" I inched closer feeling my entire package balls included, engulfed by her jiggly mam flesh.
"You fucking know it Mintzy." I moaned trying to keep everything on camera.
"I wanna a big fucking load outta this dick; I want you to glaze me ovah, hon. Think you can do that for me; think you can cream my big ass titties?" Mintzy was using the insides of her forearms to create a veritable mountain of sweat glistened, tit flesh that was sending me over the edge.
"FALLO PICCOLA, FOTTUTA CREMA QUESTE TETTE DA CULO GROSSO!! LO VOGLIO!! LO VOGLIO ADESSO!! VIENI PER ME!! FALLO PICCOLA, FOTTUTA CREMA QUESTE TETTE DA CULO GROSSO!! LO VOGLIO!! LO VOGLIO ADESSO!! VIENI PER ME!! FALLO PICCOLA, FOTTUTA CREMA QUESTE TETTE DA CULO GROSSO!! LO VOGLIO!! LO VOGLIO ADESSO!! VIENI PER ME!!" Mintzy repeated the native words as some sort of mantra driving me right over the edge.
Despite my earlier encounters with Renee; my spunk exploded upwards clearing the top of her cleavage in multiple bursts. Mintzy clapped her breasts on my length several times in succession as I continued trying to fuck her tits frantically until She took me deep in her mouth sucking my cock clean. There was spunk all over her lips and chin. A little jizz strand was left comically hanging from the tip of her nose.
"I guess you really like these tits, don't you brotha?" She wiped the spunk off her nose while I rolled a condom onto my penis.
"Oh, you're definitely about to find out Mintzy." Before she even realized what was happening. I'd pushed her down on her back driving my cock deep inside.
Her walls were slimy and extraordinarily narrow providing a tantalizing sensation as I got my knees up under her butt bucking my hips into her cunt. Despite her size, Mintzy spread her legs as wide as possible folding them at the knees. This large, zaftig woman resembled a human anchor lying there on the floor of this laundry room.
I slapped my hands on top of her thighs pressing down hard as I gave it to her hard. Her huge breasts rippled looking watery as they bounced all over her chest occasionally drifting into her pits as I thrust into her. Mintzy sounded like a wounded animal getting shivved over and over again until she was literally splashing on every inward plunge.
"AWWW BROTHA!! BROTHA!! BROTHA!! WAIT-AH-MINUTE BROTHA!! TIMES FUCKING OUT YOURSELF, WHY DON'T YAAAA!! BROTHA!! BROTHA!! TIMES OUT FOAH MINUTE RIGHT HEAAAAHHH!!" I relented breathing hard having given myself over to pure instinct as Mintzy fanned herself.
I checked the footage on my camera not finding much from the too close side shot as she coughed a bit. There was coverage on the Go Pro that would require some editing to work her face out of the frame in whole or part.
"You done, Mintzy?" Both of her hands were between her legs covering her slit. My question sounded like the disparaging challenge it was meant to be, gauging her involvement.
"Hardly, maybe we could, like use the other hole." I raised an eyebrow.
"Seriously?"
"Look buddy, I ain't exactly no delicate fucking flower right here; you got yourself one of them complete women, brotha." I pried one of her hands away from her puffy mound sliding a finger inside, watching as she winced.
"Well, if you're serious Mintzy; grab your ankles baby." I shrugged changing the worn condom on my prick, rolling two on before grabbing the lube off the washer.
She clapped her legs closed, resting her feet flat on the quilts before improbably pulling her knees towards her chest. It seemed Mintzy had a bit of limberness in reserve capturing both ankle spreading her legs wide. There was little doubt sexual ego fueled her actions.
Ever the gentleman, I took the time to make sure her backdoor was properly lubricated before applying the rest to my erection. Surprise, I had little to no trouble running up inside which spoke to proclivities best left unsaid to avoid the cringe factor if nothing else. The shot from my cameras looked awesome as I pounded her butt finding that I preferred her in the anchor position. Her eyes were shut tightly, mouth agape throughout the piston action, hands clawing at her own breasts. I lurched forward grabbing heaping handfuls of her tits with her puffy areola and nipples spilling between my fingers. Our bodies coiled as I stuffed her with extreme prejudice with my balls slapping the bottom of her ass.
"AWWWW BRUTHAAAAA, YOU GOTTA HURRY IT THE FAAAWK UP OVAH HERE IN MAAAA ASSS!! HURRY THAAAAT SHIT UP BAAAAA-BEEEE FUCKING FAAAWWWK MAAAAANNN!! FANCULO QUEL CULONE COME VUOI DIRE PICCOLA!! DAMMI QUELLO CHE VOGLIO!!" Mintzy had enough, but I drove my point home, figuratively and literally.
"ALRIGHT TAKE YOUR FUCKING REWARD, BITCH!!" I pulled out leaving the condom inside standing open legged over Mintzy's body allowing myself to wildly ejaculate all over her.
My spunk hit her belly, huge jiggling breasts and face as she squirmed whining loudly in that raspy voice. Her hands were waving about finally one of them tapping into my inner thigh as one strong rope hit her directly across the face in a diagonal line. Some of it got into her mouth as she gasped, completely exasperated. I drew my leg over her body as the large woman snatched her discarded clothing sounding as if she were sobbing. She got up bumping me quickly leaving the laundry room, distressed. The door slammed behind her leaving this ringing in my ears. Another door slammed in the distance seconds later. My door opened right after that as Renee peered inside grinning like a jackal.
"Damn, what you doing up in here baby?" I knew her friends were outside in the corridor from the hushed whispering and laughter.
"Making a movie; making Mintzy a star like you said." Snickering and muted laughter accompanied my explanation.
"Don't put that bad karma on me; and wash my sheets, nigga." I nodded as she disappeared from the door trying to quiet the others.
Mintzy had taken the condom with her as she ran off, still inserted in her backdoor. My cock was finally depleted, hanging like a limp noodle between my legs. At this point I was so used to being nude that it hadn't even crossed my mind that I was nude talking to Renee. She reappeared as I was stuffing the quilts into the wash.
"Hey, Mintzy wanna know if she can have your number?"
"Oh, she's not mad?"
"Shut up." I noticed Mintzy's panties left behind snapping them up from the floor. Renee watched as I removed a sharpie from my camera bag writing my number on the back of them.
"Tell her to come get my number." Renee snickered disappearing from the door again to deliver my message.
Déjà vu reared its ugly head when I heard another slamming door. Shirley "Mintzy" Lozano let me know in no uncertain terms that she was done for the night. I tossed her panties in my camera bag as my benefactor appeared.
"Sorry, she was unfit for more action; said you already made her walk funny, probably for the rest of the week. Fuck, I can't believe you pushed her shit in like that, man."
"She asked; your friends still here?"
"Everybody gone buddy boy; look at you now, I made you the worst." Renee was taking credit for my good fortune and rightfully so as she entered the laundry room handling one of my digital cameras.
"Well, you can make me the best, too." My hand was cupping her bare ass under the oversized football shirt barely covering her staggering figure. I ran my palm across the expanse of her backside before softly squeezing her right cheek.
"Oh, is that right?"
"Yeah, that's right." One of my fingers was running up her deep gluteal cleft as Renee raised an eyebrow.
"I see."
"OUCH!!" Her finger popped my sore, depleted member making me double over as Renee chuckled. The pain from that simple action was searing making my legs feel rubbery and weak.
"Don't get out of pocket with me, baby. Now I washed your clothes, put them in the dryer over there. Maybe you could at least put some fucking draws on if you don't mind while I fill another ice pack."
I nodded weakly almost on the verge of tears as her beautiful features softened. Before Renee could leave the laundry room, we were collectively disturbed by loud, overly heavy pounding emanating from the narrow corridor outside the door. It got progressively louder as we listened.
"Stay here." Renee cautioned.
"WAIT A MINUTE; I AIN'T LETTING YOU GO OUT THERE!" Despite my words, Renee pushed ahead of me into the corridor. It sounded like someone was trying to break the door down. She disappeared behind her bedroom door reappearing with a thirty eight at the ready.
"Get your narrow ass back in that fucking laundry room, nigga." She clicked the safety. I nodded in the negative.
"OPEN THIS GODDAMN DOOR RENEE; YOU WRONG GIRL!! YOU KNOW YOUR MOTHERFUCKING ASS WRONG FOR THAT SHIT!! OPEN THIS DOOR, RIGHT FUCKING NOW, GIRL!!" Time seemed to stop on a dime as I realized my cousin Jaquan was the perpetrator.
"You better get your ass back in that laundry room, keep quiet and don't come out no matter what."
"Don't open the door." I cautioned, horrified as my cousin raged outside her apartment door.
"Don't worry, man."
"Please don't shoot my cousin." Renee gently pushed me back into the laundry room with a reassuring smile. She didn't look nervous in the least as she cupped my cheek.
"I'd never kill my baby's daddy." She pulled the door up in my face.
I fidgeted snatching my pants from the dryer intent on not dying in my birthday suit. I slid my shirt over my torso hearing Renee unlock the front room door.
"WHERE THAT NIGGA AT?!! WHERE-HE-AT GIRL; I'M GONNA PUT ONE ON HIS FUCKING CHIN!! YOU UP IN HERE FUCKING MY FAMILY, HUH RENEE?!! YOU KNOW HOW FUCKED UP THAT IS, HUH GIRL?!! WHERE THAT NIGGA AT?!!" Fear washed over me as I put one hand on the doorknob, the other flat against my side of the door.
"Jaquan."
"THAT SHIT YOU DID, SENDING ME THAT NASTY SHIT WAS FOUL, RENEE!! I CAN'T BELIEVE YOU GOT THAT NIGGA OVER HERE GOING DOWN ON YOU!! WHERE HIS SCRAWNY ASS, I'M A GIVE THAT NIGGA A TWO PIECE!!"
I looked around the laundry room only finding one of those cheap push broom type vacuum cleaners. It would be the only weapon at my disposal if he should catch me in this narrow space with the wall at my back.
"Jaquan." Renee replied serenely calm in the face of a raging bull.
"YOU HEAR ME TALKING TO YOU?!! WHERE HE AT, UP IN HERE FUCKING MY WOMAN?!! AAAHHM GONNA FUCK HIM UP FOR THAT FOUL SHIT!! THAT NIGGA GONNA MEET JESUS TONIGHT!!"
"Jaquan."
"WHAT RENEE, WHAT?!!"
"If you don't calm down, I'm gonna kneecap your monkey ass right here in this living room." I figured the weapon informed her courage.
"Bae, you gonna shoot me?"
"Shut the fuck up; and keep your voice down because my neighbors got to sleep. We're hardworking people around here but you wouldn't know that shit because you all up in your feelings. I told you about acting like a goddamn clown around here, nigga."
"Why you pointing a gun at my nuts, bae?"
"Don't conflate the issue; I sent you that video hours ago Jaquan. It's almost one in the morning and you at my door acting like an asshole. I should put one in your black ass for that shit alone, but you didn't care about my pussy when you was doing your dirt, did you?"
"We got a kid together; you ain't supposed to be doing shit like that." Things changed drastically in seconds between them.
"You know what somebody told me today?"
"What?"
"They said I was validating you; told me that you'd keep cheating on me because I was always running behind you. Well, that's some ole bullshit because we ain't together Jaquan. Tell me, did you think about me while you were getting yours?"
"Bae?"
"ANSWER ME MOTHERFUCKA!!" I heard the safety click on the weapon, so scared that I was frozen in place.
"No." He whimpered.
"That's right you didn't, nigga; you know, I always wonder what those other girls you fuck look like. I mean, the ones I don't already know about and trust when I say this Jaquan; I know about a lot of your bitches, man. Even ran up on a few with my girls sometimes, but that shit got tired real quick. Hey man, did you even think about your daughter when you were beating on the fucking door, huh?"



"Daisy here?" He sounded concerned.
"Of course not fool; I'm not like your dumb ass, nigga. I don't have her seeing strange men walking up out my bedroom. I don't do shit like that because it's disrespectful to her father. Do you show me the same courtesy, Jaquan?"
"Where's my daughter?"
"At the sitter-LIKE YOU GIVE A FUCK! Hey, while you were out scoring some drawers, did you forget what you were supposed to be doing yesterday?" There was a long pause before he answered Renee.
"Oh uhm, we were supposed to go downtown to some kiddie event."
"Yeah, you me and our daughter had a family date; luckily for me, I know you. So when you started flaking and ghosting my ass, I called up the sitter. Oh don't worry; I told Daisy that daddy got real sick and I wasn't actually lying."
"Bae, I'm sorry."
"You know Jaquan; I'm sick too because I'm tired of fucking with you, man. I wanna say I just wanted you to spend some time with your kid, but that would be a lie. Jaquan I've been sitting here thinking about your punk ass all fucking day, even when I was fucking your cousin. I'm sorry, too."
"Bae?"
"I'm sorry for thinking about you while I was having sex, nigga. I don't care what you were thinking about when you were dipping your fucking wick, homie. We, you and me-WE AIN'T TOGETHER!! Matter of fact, your mommy paying your child support. You fucking ditched your daughter for some pussy. Now you over here screaming because I'm sitting on somebody else dick. Are you fucking serious?"
"But it's my cousin-Bae, you know that shit fucks me up on so many levels."
"Why do you think I did it, stupid?"
"You wanted to hurt me."
"Yeah, that's right nigga. I wanted you to know how I feel and I'm sorry about that shit because it's wrong. We're done man, it's getting late and I need some sleep. Got work and shit, running a business but you wouldn't know nothing about that. You don't work, you were never faithful, and pussy is more important than your daughter." I could hear Jaquan sobbing as she spoke.
"Sorry." I could hear that he was crying openly.
"I know, but you gotta get outta my place now. I'm gonna keep your cousin over here for a while until you cool down or his mamma get back from Atlantic City. Jaquan get up off my floor and get the fuck out of here."
"RENEE, I-I LOVE YOU GIRL!!"
"Right, come on Jaquan; don't make me call the cops. You don't want that shit over here in this neighborhood. Stop fucking crying, man; I'll call you for dick sometime, but you gotta go." She didn't sound cold in the manner that I'd become accustomed to, just sort of serene.
"OHHHKAY RENEE; BAE YOU KNOW I REALLY DO LOVE YOU, RIGHT?!!"
"I know; you love me just like you love all the other ones, Jaquan. I understand my place and you need to go the fuck home or go back to that girl you were fucking today, nigga."
"But my cousin?"
"I'll take care of him; and I might even fuck the shit out of him some more if I feel like it. I'll have Daisy call you when she gets home this afternoon. Maybe we can do something together, but I ain't holding my fucking breath."
It got quiet after that as I found myself looking at my side of the laundry room door, conflicted.
Renee Kelly, baby mamma number two had completely diffused the situation admitting to everything with no fucks given. Jaquan was infinitely no match for the finished product he'd created by giving this woman incalculable drama on a level that would've broken most women. Hell would've broken most people in my estimate. I found myself wondering what she was like before meeting my cousin.
That was a question for the ages as Renee appeared.
"Everything's okay, I didn't shoot your cousin." She weighed the weapon in her hand clicking the safety back on.
"Thank you ma'am."
"Why you talking to me like I'm an old lady?"
"I do it out of respect."
Renee's face suddenly flushed as she looked from my eyes to the weapon in her grasp. She placed it on top of the washer kneeling down hiding her emotion behind her fists. In seconds she was sobbing into her fists allowing me a glimpse at her truth before remembering herself. Renee Kelly sniffled a bit righting herself vertically.
"Come on, let's get some sleep."
"Are you sure that's what you want, Renee?"
"Cut the shit, come on here."
She took me by the hand leading me across the hall to her bedroom. I stripped down to my underwear and t-shirt feeling awkward as she pulled back the bedding getting me to crawl in first. Renee peeled off the football jersey climbing nude in bed with me. We ended up spooning as she drew my free hand up covering her breast with it. I could feel myself coming alive with her butt pressed into my crotch, but we did nothing.
I could hear Renee still softly crying.
Sometime later, we fell soundly asleep, secure in one another's embrace under the covers. I still wondered about the original version of this girl before my cousin came into her life.
END OF VOLUME ONE
*********************************************************************************************
Note: Volume two resumes with: DAMN SHE THICK: 5X5
"How long you been up?" Renee found me sitting in front of my laptop, yawning and lazily scratching her head.
"Bout forty minutes; couldn't get back to sleep." Part of the reason was fear that my crazed cousin would return packing heat to avenge himself on both of us despite Renee's assurances to the contrary.
"What're you doing?"
"Messing around with that footage I got from Mintzy; just started editing it." I'd managed to cobble together a few teasers as Renee pushed in beside me sitting down to see my progress. I had a brief scene up of a tightly cropped scene of my latest hookup's massive oil glistened breasts. Renee didn't react to it one way or the other as I noticed how her luscious thighs bulged out of her pajama styled gym shorts.
"It's just some fucking titties."
"It's a teaser; I made two with the other being this."
I opened up a second which revealed the same shot abruptly cutting to a wide point of view shot of Mintzy ankles up, legs spread in a human wishbone taking a complete rutting. My cock could be plainly seen slamming powerfully into her backdoor before cutting back to the initial shot of Mintzy's oiled breasts being massaged. Renee leaned in pushing me to the side replaying the clip a few times before commenting.
"That's fucking crazy man; you gonna post this?"
"I usually post teasers on the site and let it sit to see how much interest it generates. If it gets any substantial traction, I'll post."
"What kind of money you make posting this stuff?"
"Varies, but I been real lucky the few times I did." I pulled up the site on my phone showing her the activity on a few clips. Renee perused the site silently, intermittently replaying the clips I'd edited a few more times.
"Don't post this shit with Mintzy."
"Why, because she's your friend?" She put my phone down on the coffee table draping an arm about my shoulders.
"No, because I don't wanna find your head in a box on my doorstep downstairs."
(End of Preview)
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"How long you been up?" Renee found me sitting in front of my laptop, yawning and lazily scratching her head.
"Bout forty minutes; couldn't get back to sleep." Part of the reason was fear that my crazed cousin would return packing heat to avenge himself on both of us despite Renee's assurances to the contrary.
"What're you doing?"
"Messing around with that footage I got from Mintzy; just started editing it."
I'd managed to cobble together a few teasers as Renee pushed in beside me sitting down to see my progress. I had a brief scene up of a tightly cropped scene of my latest hookup's massive oil glistened breasts. Renee didn't react to it one way or the other as I noticed how her luscious thighs bulged out of her pajama styled gym shorts.
"It's just some fucking titties."
"It's a teaser; I made two with the other being this."
I opened up a second which revealed the same shot abruptly cutting to a wide point of view shot of Mintzy ankles up, legs spread in a human wishbone taking a complete rutting. My cock could be plainly seen slamming powerfully into her backdoor before cutting back to the initial shot of Mintzy's oiled breasts being massaged. Renee leaned in pushing me to the side replaying the clip a few times before commenting.
"That's fucking crazy man; you gonna post this?"
"I usually post teasers on the site and let it sit to see how much interest it generates. If it gets any substantial traction, I'll post."
"What kind of money you make posting this stuff?"
"Varies, but I been real lucky the few times I did." I pulled up the site on my phone showing her the activity on a few clips. Renee perused the site silently, intermittently replaying the clips I'd edited a few more times.
"Don't post this shit with Mintzy."
"Why, because she's your friend?" She put my phone down on the coffee table draping an arm about my shoulders.
"No, because I don't wanna find your head in a box on my doorstep downstairs."
"WHAT?!!" Renee chuckled at my reaction.
"Man, Shirley Lozano is how you say, connected; her old man doing a stretch upstate but he still kind of runs things, if you know what I mean? Yeah, she got the building in the divorce and a little convenience store but she still paying her tithes, if you get my drift?" Renee raised an eyebrow as I leaned back facepalming making her laugh.
"I would've never fucked with her if I knew that shit."
"Then she would've been coming around here trying to make some drama and I don't need that nonsense. She's kind of sequestered from the dick by hubby's boys although I used to see this one wise guy sneaking outta her store for a minute. I guess somebody snitched on his ass because he ain't around no more."
"Why you fix me up with her, Renee?"
"I already told you that shit; don't get excited because that's why I let you two roll around in my fucking laundry room. Besides, you wasn't doing nothing with that upgrade I gave you."
"Oh, are we talking about that stuff you put all over my junk, huh?"
"Relax, don't get out of pocket." Renee cautioned.
"Sorry, but now I gotta delete all this shit off my computer and cameras. Man, I know that footage was worth a lot of money." I went to my laptop, but she snatched my fingers away.
"Keep it."
"Why?"
"Ah, it might come in handy sooner or later; I want a copy of that shit. Besides, you ain't making no real money anyway nigga. That fucking website taking most of your profit. You need to make your own shit."
"Easy for you to say."
"Oh you own a successful business too; you financially independent, too nigga?" Renee was wearing a homemade wifebeater baby tee made from a white and blue baseball shirt. The undersides of her bare breasts were visible.
"Sorry, I didn't mean it like that."
"It's cool; at least you got a little hustle going on and that puts you miles ahead of fucking Jaquan."
"Yeah, well he gonna put me six feet under when he see me."
"He ain't gonna do shit; just talk to him and keep it one hundred. You know, I do feel a little shitty about letting you fuck Mintzy because you can't use that footage. Tell you what; I'll get you some more footage if you do me a favor."
"Sure, what is it?" My hand found itself on her thigh, lightly kneading it.
"I got a little thing where do charity haircuts for kids for forty minutes downstairs in my shop; I gotta get down there in about forty minutes. You sweep up the hair."
Renee roughly grabbed my thumb yanking my hand away. I favored my thumb as she got up intentionally giving me a view of her decadent cheeks.
"Okay, no problem Renee." She snapped her fingers walking over to the living room entrance before looking over her shoulder at me. I watched as she slid those gym short styled pajama bottoms off.
"Come on, we got a few minutes."
I almost ran behind Renee stupidly elated burying my face in her snatch as she sat on the edge of her bed. She reclined supporting her weight on one hand while palming my head. I made a thorough meal out of her cunt paying exquisite detail to her clit in tandem with her slit, sinking my tongue inside her working her to feverish extremes. Renee slid off the bed turning her huge, heart shaped butt towards my face. I peppered her left cheek with kisses before outright licking a slimy trail up it making her whimper.
I didn't waste any time parting her cheeks with both hands quickly burying my cock inside her snatch and pounding away at it making her butt jiggle. The sound of us bumping uglies filled her bedroom for all of five minutes before Renee straightened her back forcing me out of her honeypot. Before I could protest she turned around wrapping her arms around my neck with a knowing chuckle.
"Damn you gonna run up in me raw like that; trying to give my daughter a little sister, huh?"
"I'll get a condom."
"Fuck that noise; come take a shower with me cause we gotta hurry up and get downstairs."
I knew there was no use arguing with her following her to the shower where we cleaned up which degenerated into a sloppy mess of soapy lather and frenzied groping until Renee was obliged to get two loads out of me with the hands and rear cleavage forgoing a third with a playful slap to my cheek.
"I wanna film that someday." I mentioned casually, musing to myself as we dried off.
"Film what?"
"That thing we did in the shower; ass cheek fucking."
"Funny you should say that." Renee said quizzically leaving me alone in the bathroom to finish dressing.
There was a line waiting inside her salon with patrons that represented a wide spectrum of her business. Her business was a storefront affair but everything inside was modeled in a decidedly Art Deco esthetic with three stations on either side and two wall mounted flat screens for customer's enjoyment while getting serviced. The floor proper had a checkered black and white design to the tile that was a bit hypnotic if you looked at it long enough.
Renee had a narrow table with three chairs right outside her window that looked purchased from an antique shop or flea market. This bit of furniture added to the boho atmosphere. There were two sisters sitting outside at the table waiting for their kids to get serviced. Renee even opened up the side fence leading to the back of her building so that errant kids could hang out back their until they were ready to be serviced.
Two of her employees had been pressed into service, this skinny sister name Yoli who had a weird face that reminded me of this stoned cat from a Calvin and Hobbes type comic drawn by Aaron McGruder back in the day. The chick just looked weird with that face over a slender, slightly athletic body. The other I'd already met, rather seen the night before when I was hooking up with Mintzy. Her name was Rashida Sikes and she scoffed when Renee introduced me as we walked inside the salon.
There was no way I could forget the sight of her overly large thighs as she sat on the couch in the living room. I remembered that Rashida was watching the homemade porn on my laptop. She probably thought I was a pervert and from the look of things in her eyes, that would be the correct assumption. I hate to admit it, but I felt some shame at my own assessment of her probable thoughts of me. She'd lingered outside Renee's laundry room door as I engaged in casual sex with Mintzy.
Rashida was an anomaly in and of herself with a strange looking, bottom heavy figure. From the top of her head to her waist, Rashida was somewhat of a chunky, medium built black woman. Her face was narrow, moderately attractive and angry looking framed with wet looking, shoulder length hair similar to a Jheri curl. I couldn't tell much about her chest because she was wearing a large, multi-colored dashiki with strong sections of red, orange, yellow and green that fit her upper half like a smock.
Her lower half, however, was covered in some tiny looking jean shorts that clung to her like a second skin. That lower half told the tale of her unique allure in that her legs were urban thick, shapely and abnormally huge. It was hard to keep my eyes off them as I swept the floor clean of hair while the women worked and gossiped.
"DON'T YOU COME OVER HERE!!" Rashida blurted out when I got too close to her workspace.
"I was just sweeping up the hair."
"You can sweep it up over there away from me, boy!" Rashida snarled earning my silent ire. Some of the women gathered side eyed me because of her response making me doubly resentful.
"Why you tripping, girl?" Renee was braiding a little girl's hair taking stock of our interaction. The girl's short squat mother was sitting on a bench near Renee's area also giving me the stink eye.
"Ain't nobody tripping, but he ain't gotta be over here trying to get a look! It's not that kind of party and I don't get down like that!!"
"Bullshit." Renee commented.
"He might be your speed, but I don't get down with simps!" Rashida reiterated as I considered lobbing a few insults of my own.
"Maybe you should chill; we're doing our thing here and I don't need no Sunday morning drama, Rashida; or maybe I should call you Thunda, huh?" Renee raised an eyebrow.
"Oh you gonna put my business out there?"
"Ain't nobody putting your business out there; we just doing our thing helping these kids out. He's doing exactly what I told him to do but if you worried about somebody looking at your booty, maybe you should put on a pair of pants for once." Some of the women and a few children laughed openly at the dig on Rashida's clothing.
"What's going on with you girls?" The girl's mother asked. Renee stopped, covering the little girl's ears.
"I got Mintzy laid with this nigga, last night."
"Ew child; you for real, you serious?" The woman sounded like the gossiping hen she most definitely was.
"Mintzy was acting like she needed a release, so I hooked her up. She got, got in my laundry room and he ended up running her out of there, holding her butt."
"Holding her butt?"
"Yeah, he busted her back real good."
"Child, sister girl; I know you got that discount on the rent, ain't that right?"
Uproarious laughter followed making me feel even more awkward with the assembled women's eyes on me. A third found the explanation humorous while at least two women exited the shop in a huff. Rashida's expression hadn't changed.
"Uhm, excuse me Renee." I took my broom going through the curtain to a back areas used for breaks and lunch. I took a seat right behind the door as the women continued gossiping and doing hair. I was embarrassed and angry at being called out by Rashida.
Since she'd called me out, I felt obliged to take a peek through the curtain at the butt she was trying to hide from view. Renee's burn regarding her state of dress was well founded as I observed a humongous, positively monstrous Badonkadunk that could stop traffic. Rashida's ass was bigger than my torso and them some with her cheeks hanging well below the bottom of her skin tight shorts. From my perspective, it looked like she was wearing a thong made of jean material instead of shorts. I wondered how she could walk around like that noticing the shiny nature of her legs, realizing that her legs had been rubbed down with oil of some sort.
I wondered about the name mentioned by Renee unable to control the natural reaction to this woman's butt. She seemed to know I was looking, starting to peer backwards in my direction. I already had the curtain closed again, getting up and moving to the other side of the break room. This room was unfinished with chalky, light blue paint on the walls. There were somewhat rickety cabinets over a counter that held a coffee maker attached to a power strip with a few chargers connected. An old fifties style fridge completed the room as Rashida opened the curtain staring pointedly at me.
"You peeking at me, boy?"
"No."
"Now why don't I believe you? I know you were looking, so you better keep your eyes to yourself unless you wanna throw hands. Keep your eyes off my ass or I'll make sure you have one of them workplace accidents, nigga. Trust me, you don't wanna get on my bad side, boy!"
"I'm not on your bad side, now?"
"You heard me, right?!!"
"How could I not, miss; everybody heard you, okay?" I hunched over sitting at the little table covering my eyes with my hands.
Rashida has succeeded in irritating me enough to not wanna look at her further. I heard the angry woman stomp out of the room wondering how she'd caught me looking. I fished out my phone once I was sure Rashida was gone, checking my messages. There were twenty or thirty from my cousin Jaquan that I was afraid to even open. His paranoia had gotten the better of him throughout the night.
"HEY, COME BACK OUT HERE!!" Renee yelled drawing my attention from the face of my phone before I could even open one message. I made sure to avert my eyes from Rashida as I entered the salon, even turning my back to her.
"Yes ma'am?"
"Hey man, you ain't got to hide in the back because my girl yelled at you." Renee was still holding court in her shop.
It seemed like a number of women were just hanging out there watching television and gossiping, but I noticed more than a few eyes on me from these middle aged women, the lot of them around my mother's age or so making me anxious. I'd certainly been the subject of the day and it made my skin crawl under their gaze.
"I ain't got nothing to say about that shit; we talked and I ain't ever looking at her again."
My retort drew an almost deafening number of catcalls and assorted peer commentary. Renee looked tickled to death with rosy cheeks. It was hard not to look at her symmetrical beauty.
"Okay whatever; I need you to go down to the corner store and pick up some sodas and a couple of two liters for the kids. I ordered a couple of pizzas for the kids playing in the back, we're almost finished here." She pushed some money in my hand, and I was on my way.
I didn't look at Rashida once, but I could feel her eyes burrowing into me.
"Hey wait up!" The other stylist Yoli, caught up to me a few feet down the block. I was puzzled as she kept pace beside me catching her breath.
"You need something?"
"Yeah, a pack of squares." She still looked weird in my eyes with a kind of yellow looking, jaundiced complexion which made her large pinkish lips stand out on her face. Out in the open I got more of a physical sense of her long and lean body which was accessorized with noticeably prominent hips.
"I could've picked that up for you."
"It's cool, you don't want no company?"
"I don't mind but I thought you guys considered me a raging creep or something?" She intermittently tapped away on her phone as we strolled down the street. It looked like she was playing some kind of game.
"Probably, but I ain't like them old ladies back there; half of them wanna get the same kind of treatment you gave Mintzy. That's why they just hanging out; you know they checking you out, right?"
"I don't even want to think about that shit." Yoli smiled at my answer, finding the humor in the situation. She had this stretched out, wide smile with deep dimples in her rubbery cheeks.
"So, what's it like being a boy toy for Renee?"
"I ain't no boy toy; she tell you that?"
"Not exactly, but she usually don't have no guys hanging around the shop. Most of her jump offs usually walk in for a hot minute or wait out on the curb, like this guy she used to talk to a month ago. He had this really kick ass hummer with an awesome sound system. Man, he was hot and almost as pretty as she was. Guess she didn't like the competition, so he had to go. So, are you telling me you ain't fuck Renee?"
"Why don't you ask her that?"
"Smart too." Yoli was looking for gossip, but I wasn't stupid enough to answer her questions or cross Renee Kelly.
"Yup."
"I know you fucked Mintzy; you like older women or something?" Yoli pressed on as I gave her the side eye.
"Hey, I gave her what she asked me for; what, you need something to talk about with your friends or something?" We came upon a corner bodega type of store, both stopping just short of the door as the thin girl took stock of me.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to make you mad; I was just making small talk and I felt bad because Rashida came at you wrong. She mad because her man dumped her after he found out what she was doing." This piqued my curiosity.
"What was she doing?"
"Oh you don't know she be camming, showing that giant ass of hers online? Yeah brother, she go by the name of Chi Town Thunda; girl gotta have a side hustle. Harold, that's her man; he found out from one of his homies what she was doing and gave her the business on live stream in front of an audience of hundreds of horny guys."
"Wow, that's crazy."
"She been on her man hate thing for a minute now; but was just wilding out this morning." The explained behavior made things clearer as I held the door open for Yoli.
I found the inside of the convenience store somewhat cramped with more shelves of product than likely needed. It was rectangular in shape going as far back as the building it was housed inside. As was the norm, the front counter was elevated requiring you to look upward at the person ringing up your purchase. That counter was sectioned off with thick scratched up plexiglass with adjacent shelving packed tight withal manner of product from cold medicine to cheap bootleg DVD's and Blue Rays. There was a surprise waiting behind the counter behind the counter in the form of Shirley Mintzy Lozano striking a decidedly different figure dressed differently this time.
Her hair was wrapped in a white bandana, her large bust and thick, block figure hidden behind a flowered, nondescript dress the same color as her bandana. It had the effect of making her deep olive hue stand out all the more. Time froze for a second as we exchanged knowing glances. Before I could greet her properly, Mintzy covertly put a finger to her lips. Yoli took it all in with a knowing grin as the stories she'd heard were confirmed. I walked back to the coolers gathering up sodas and the two liters Renee wanted.
"Damn man, you really put it on her, huh?" Yoli whispered following me back to the wall mounted coolers.
"Chill." I recalled Renee's caution about Mintzy's shady background.
"Just saying, bruh." I put two liters in Yoli's hands getting some use out of her as we walked back up to the counter. My discretion was well founded as I found a kid sitting behind the clear entrance to the front counter on a stool.
It reminded me of the entrance to a teller line in a bank. This kid looked all of fourteen sharing Mintzy's olive complexion with a mature haircut that belied his age. The guy was wearing a long sleeved sweater and skinny jeans, but of importance to me was the fact that he was strapped with a hand cannon in a shoulder holster. I found his predatory eyes bearing down on me through the scratched up plexiglass door. Yoli didn't seem to notice or she'd seen the kid a number of times before making it happenstance. Mintzy rang me up bagging everything with a sly smile.



We never spoke verbally as I left with a grinning Yoli in tow. I found a message from my hookup on my receipt in the form of a crudely drawn penis with an arrow pointing to a smiley face. I guess it was sort of a thank you from the mature Sicilian woman. I passed the note to Yoli as we walked back to the salon.
"You really did put it down on her, huh?"
"I gave her what she wanted." I reiterated.
"Oh yeah, what about the porno you made with her; I heard you made one of those, right?" I suddenly knew what she really wanted.
"Why're you busting my balls, Yoli?" She smiled lighting up.
"Hey, we're cool brother; I just think it's funny because Mintzy always hard up for dick. Sorry about getting in your space, but I wanted to find out if you really ran her up off the penis. Did you really film that shit?"
"Yeah, I did."
"Better watch it with that shit; her people might not like it."
"So, I heard."
We were standing outside the salon at this point as Yoli finished her last drag on her cigarette before stamping it out. She chewed a few pieces of gum as we walked into the shop finding it mostly empty. I didn't look at Rashida who was facing her work station. Renee was in the middle of giving a client some hair extensions. I went straight to the back finding two large boxes of pizza on the table and other assorted goodies as Yoli placed some of the soda in the fridge.
"You eating?" She looked at me incredulously, scoffing.
"Are you kidding, I'm fat as fuck."
Yoli went back to her work station leaving me to eat alone. I checked my phone finding that I was still making a bit of money from the clips I'd posted. I was a little bummed that I wouldn't be able to post the new stuff, resolving to resume my activities at some point. There were more messages from my cousin Jaquan too. Rashida appeared through the curtain. As soon as I saw her approaching, I put my head down under to the side noticing one of the empty paper bags on the floor. I put the bag on my head in silent protest to her shitty behavior earlier.
"Oh really, nigga?" I didn't respond.
She scored a few slices before stalking off in a huff. Rashida Sikes was insufferable in my opinion and I was irritated feeling like my hands were tied behind my back because of Renee. I heard some talking and peer gossip in the other room before the bag was unceremoniously snatched away from my head revealing Renee's disapproving face.
"What the fuck are you doing, man?"
"Keeping the peace."
"RASHIDA GET IN HERE, NOBODY ELSE!!" I looked away towards the opposite wall as she appeared at the entrance of the break room.
"Apologize to him."
"WHY?!" I could hear Rashida munching on a pizza slice.
"APOLOGIZE-TO-HIM!!" Renee insisted.
"Sorry."
There was no way you could deny Renee's status as an undisputed Alpha-Female when you saw shit like this. It felt like Rashida Sikes would rather lose an arm than apologize to me, but Renee was able to bend her with little effort.
"Come sit down-right here, Rashida."
She pulled out a chair right in front of me which prompted me to attempt to get up, but Renee leaned in close obscuring my view. Rashida reluctantly took a seat in front of me as a finger was wagged in my face before our self-appointed moderator sat at the head of the small table forcing us to face one another.
"Shit." I bristled inside as some of that ire bubbled to the top.
"So, here we are, and I think its time to table the bullshit; both of you know how much I DON'T like DRAMA. Rashida, you been throwing him shade since we came in this morning. He greeted you like a gentleman should and you showed your ass, right off the bat. Then you embarrassed this motherfucker in front of our clients, not even taking him aside to address your concerns."
"He was looking at my ass."
"Everybody looks at your ass; hell, I look at your fucking ass too. That shit is hard to miss nigga; it's like looking at the side of a fucking bus!!" Renee was sitting there with her elbows up on the table. It was hard not to laugh at the burn as she turned to me.
"Homeboy, you put a fucking bag on your head; you know how stupid you look sitting in here with that shit on your head, nigga?"
"Just giving the lady what she wanted; I don't feel like having somebody screaming at my ass all day. I figured she was your girl, so I didn't want any trouble with her. I put the fucking bag on my head Renee, I know I looked like a fool too, but what would you have me do, huh?"
"Was you looking at Rashida's humongous fucking ass?"
"I saw it."
"I KNEW YOU WAS DOING THAT SHIT, NUKKA; I TOLD YOU RIGHT, THEN!!" Rashida sounded like she felt vindicated as Renee rolled her neck, cracking her shoulders.
"Oh so you gotta problem with people staring at that booty, huh baby? Eyes on that shit make you nervous, now bitch? I ain't gonna put you on blast but maybe you should work on your workplace attire darling. You feeling me on that shit cause I'll have you up in here wearing some Color Purple parachute pants, baby." I put my head down on the table unable to hide my smile as I snickered. Renee reached over slapping the back of my head.
"OW!"
"Control, your wee wee, nigga." I knew better than to argue, just nodding my head as she looked over at her employee.
"Alright Renee, I'm good, okay?" Rashida begged off.
"Now I'm not good cause both of you done fucked up my plan with this fighting and shit. Now, I gotta figure some shit out because I always keep my fucking promises." She started eating providing no further explanation.
"WHAT PLAN?!!" Rashida and I responded in tandem.
"Well, one of you would have to be open to declassifying some shit if I was actually to explain things, properly." She glanced over at Rashida who did an instant slow burn. I was unknown to them, already in the know about this woman's supposed fall from grace and subsequent humiliation.
"You really wanna put me on blast, huh bitch?"
"No, I want to help you get some real fucking paper, Rashida my nigga." Renee took another bite out of her pizza slice glancing over at me. She seemed to be studying my face making me uncomfortable under her gaze.
"Hey, maybe we shouldn't have been checking out your personal shit, but I noticed something when I was watching your little homemade pornos. You got some actual talent for that shit. I know what a sex tape made by some fucking goon looks like; those motherfuckers usually so excited that it comes out looking messed up where you don't even know what's going on half the time. You my friend, have flare." I looked her dead in her green, slanted eyes before my gaze drifted over to Rashida.
"Wait a minute, here." I grimaced at the thought.
"ARE YOU SERIOUS RENEE?!!" Rashida had a similar reaction as Renee raised both hands, shrugging.
"Now, if we're talking business, you're gonna have to declassify some shit girlfriend. You can't get mad about that, especially if it gets you some paper, Rashida. Now you gotta decide if you want in on what I know is straight fire, babe. I'm gonna get this money with this nigga whether you in or not." Renee eyes shifted back and forth between us, waiting for an answer.
"Alright, I'll bite." Rashida sounded like she had the weight of the world on her shoulders as Renee regarded me with a smirk before pulling out her phone bringing up her employee's cam site.
"Check this out."
"Whoa uhm, Chi Town Thunda?" Rashida was pictured on the front page of an amateur cam page.
It was almost similar to the site I was using to post my scenes. Rashida was pictured on the page on all fours with her, most prominent feature on display. It had some garish colors that didn't help her dark skin tone ultimately having the effect of making her blend into the background. She was wearing what appeared to be a black string bikini which didn't help the overall visual, but that monster backside just grabbed you. Her photo and video clip numbers matched mine, barely. Renee had been watching me the whole time finishing up her lunch. Rashida looked embarrassed as I glanced at her face before regarding Renee.
"What's the verdict?" She asked taking a drink from a can of soda.
"Honestly, needs a redo of epic proportions; she could be killing it with that monster; no offense to Rashida, here."
"I know it's shit; what would you do to fix that shit?"
"Well, I'd definitely change that front page, maybe do a full introduction trailer, go cinematic."
"I got a trailer on there!! Gimme that phone!!"
Rashida snatched the phone returning it moments later. I found a clip of her twerking in what looked like her bathroom. It wasn't any different from anything else you could see online other than her butt. I glanced up finding her watching me, anxious for my assessment.
"It's just regular, honestly speaking."
"OH YEAH, WHAT WOULD YOU DO, HUH NUKKA?!!" Rashida was offended.
"Teaser trailer with full cinematic opening, probably imitate some videos from the early 2000's like shit done by Hype Williams when he was working with Missy Elliot back in the day."
"Are you serious; what do you mean?"
"Leveling up doesn't have to cost a whole lot; I could shoot a teaser, post it on my page and if it doesn't have any activity, you can tell me to go fuck myself." I looked up from the phone from one face to the other handing the phone back to Renee who glanced over at Rashida.
"Sounds like an offer to me; what about you?"
Rashida slowly pushed back from the table standing with this reticent look on her face as I expected her to walk back out into the salon. Instead she measured her steps around the table until she was adjacent with me. Unexpectedly Rashida put her far hand on her hip popping the other side out letting her huge butt literally hit me in the side of the head. It was rough feeling powerful and intrusive knocking me over a bit.
"If it don't work out like you said, I really will tell you to fuck yourself."
Yoli gave me and Rashida the side eye, while finishing up a little girl's braids as Renee's charity event came to an end. There were still a few people hanging out with their kids watching movies on the monitor as we left going around the side of the building back up to Renee's place. I noticed a ladder leaning against the wall on her back porch snagging it puzzling Rashida.
"Why're you grabbing a ladder?"
"Epiphany."
"What?"
"I got an idea, trust me."
She looked apprehensive but held the door open anyway allowing me to bring the ladder inside. I carried the ladder into the living room placing it against the wall while Rashida stood there apprehensive. I glanced around the large space, peering out the window before turning to her.
"Hey, what're you wearing under there?"
"HUH?!!" Rashida flinched.
"What kind of underwear are you wearing."
She looked shaky and nervous, probably thinking of bolting as I took stock of her figure, more analytically this time. She was about five eight, probably six feet in heels and shaped like a pear with her most striking feature being her lower half and some really beautiful, shapely legs. They were the kind of legs you didn't expect a woman of her size to have.
"Uhm, floral lace thong; string in the back and it's white, too." Rashida answered awkwardly.
"Cool."
I glanced down settling on the plush, white rug under Renee's couch. It was large enough to accommodate my coalescing vision of what I wanted to do with Ms. Sikes a.k.a Chi Town Thunda. I figured I'd go for broke since Renee set the ball in motion lifting and moving one end of the couch off the rug before following up with the other side freeing the rug. Rashida stood off to the side with her arms nervously folded across her chest, watching pensively.
"Why you moving the furniture?" I purposely walked to the other side of the living room leaning against the window staring at my apprehensive model.
"Forget that; I want to tell you my idea."
"Uh, okay."
"I want to shoot two teasers a few seconds long; one will be a point of view deal in the bathroom over there in the hall, and the other is gonna be on this rug right here in the living room. But first, I'm gonna need you to lose the dashiki and booty shorts, Rashida." I noticed her flinch again when I mentioned what I wanted.
"Yeah, alright; don't try anything, nigga."
I did my best to look disinterested but we both knew I wasn't fooling anyone as her shoulders slumped, head staring at her own feet which were encased in some wicker looking wedge sandals. The sound of her zipper filled my ears as Rashida dug her fingers into her pockets shimmying and shaking until those skintight shorts cleared her hips. Once past the widest point of her hips, they dropped to the floor allowing her to step out of them. She instinctively went to pick them up but stopped after glancing at me. Her dashiki covered the upper swell of her butt leaving a lot left over to look at. Rashida hesitated glaring over at me from her side of the living room. She was probably expecting me to freak when I saw her lose the shorts, but I remained still, my own arms folded across my chest, waiting.
"My top, right?"
"Yes ma'am." Rashida was standing there with her hands tugging downward on the extra large dashiki cover her upper half, wide eyed and nervous. I was done talking, leaving the ball in her court.
I watched as she bit her lower lip, nervously weighing my request in her mind waiting for me to say something to convince her either way. There was no way I was going to fall into that trap because my idea was going to be making her money, filling her coffers instead of mine. Her recent history was already known to me because of her coworker Yoli. Her own boyfriend busted her making illicit money on the side, breaking up with her afterwards because she was sharing her body with an audience. Getting ethered left Rashida self-conscious and likely angry with men in general, when they were tipping or paying into her cash app.
"Uhm, okay...yeah." She began to slip the multi colored top up over her torso almost turning around to do so, but instead faced me as it was drawn free of her body.
The perfect inverted triangle, that almost glowing patch of white was exactly what I was looking for with the string riding high up on her hips. You could say her lower half was so powerful looking that it made her torso appear truncated in comparison. Rashida held her top over her chest eventually dropping it to the floor with her shorts revealing a matching white, mesh underwire covering modest breasts. Her dark areolas were visible through the material.
"Turn around."
Rashida sighed like some petulant child turning to face the wall giving me a good look at what I was going to be tentatively working with in physical terms. I nearly toppled over barely catching myself at the sight of her enormous rear end unfettered. As I guessed, it was two massive ovals mashed together merging perfectly with her shapely, gorgeous legs. Rashida's rear cleavage was so devastating the thong was hidden from view in the back with the only evidence being a tiny bow at the small of her back. Her carob hued skin tone added to her innate physical charm making the white of her skimpy underwear pop and glow. This was just what I was looking for.
"Perfect, you wanna lay down on the rug first while I get my bag or do the bathroom thing?"
"What's the bathroom thing?" She still sounded scared.
"You just stand in there looking in the mirror while I stand out in the hallway using the camera as a proxy. All you gotta do, is slam the door in my face as hard as you can, Rashida."
Predictably Rashida took option number two wanting me to walk ahead of her so that I wouldn't have an unsanctioned view of her butt. I was offended but sucked it up wanting to realize my ideas. Something told me that I was right in my assessment of her current site and the potential traffic she could generate with a simple course correction. I had her leave the door open at a forty five degree angle and pull the thong up into the pronounced side curve of her generous hips effectively hiding it from view.
Her side view emphasized the shelf like nature of her butt in excess. My digital camera became a pervert, a proxy for anyone watching this clip in the future. Things went off without a hitch as I captured a second version of the shot with my Go Pro. Rashida seemed to enjoy slamming the door in my face asking if I wanted to go a third time.
"So uhm, how you want me to lay on this rug?"
"How else; on your stomach, okay?"
Her skittish attitude was getting on my nerves, but I knew I had to get what I wanted to prove a point. Rashida's eyes never left me as I opened and positioned the ladder climbing up to the top having a seat.
"Better not try nothing." She threatened under her breath kneeling on the rug.
"Please ma'am, respect, okay?"
Rashida grumbled something under her breath as she got on all fours on the blanket, ponderously lying on her belly eventually as I'd asked. I found that her enormous derriere looked incredible from this elevated view as my irritated muse lay beneath me providing an exciting contrast between her rich mocha skin and the plush white carpet. It looked like she was sunbathing from my point of view, but I needed one more thing from Rashida.
"That looks real good, lose the bra."
"Why I gotta do that?"
"Because I said so; I need to get this shot to finish what we're doing together. Lose the bra, please ma'am." I looked down at her finding an angry face glaring back up at me. There was nothing else to say and I stared back impassively waiting for her decision.
"You wanna see some titties!"
"With my x-ray vision through your back; right Rashida." I shot back snarkily. She growled something inaudible practically ripping the skimpy brassiere from her body tossing it aside. I got some really good footage of Rashida on that blanket.
"You finished yet?!"
"I'm done Rashida; you can get dressed. I'm gonna download this footage to my laptop. Stay face down like that until I leave the room."
I descended the ladder making sure to keep my back to her leaving the living room. I found Renee reclining in her bedroom apparently napping. She was wearing one of the sleep masks but stirred when I appeared at her doorway.
"How'd it go?"
"She's in your living room getting dressed, ask her." I was beyond annoyed with Rashida Sikes as Renee roused fully removing her eye mask.
"That bad, huh?"
"Well, let's just say I hope you're wrong about her making money with the clips I'm about to create on my laptop."
Renee was wearing a white tank with these matching boho styled harem pants hiding her own awesome legs from view. I was disappointed to say the least, waving her off taking my equipment to the kitchen to work. I was left undisturbed for the next twenty minutes cobbling together the bathroom clip and halfway through the larger teaser clip when Renee appeared with a satchel bag slung over her shoulder. I'd already uploaded the bathroom tease to the site.
"What's up?"
"I've got to pick up my daughter and I'm taking her to lunch with Rashida, so we're cool, right?"
"Yeah, sure."
"Hey man, I'm gonna need you to make yourself scarce around here because my kid is coming home. Don't worry, I'm not sending you back over Jaquan's house; I have uh, secured lodgings for a night or two with someone else." I raised an eyebrow worried as Rashida hung back partially visible in the corridor.
"Oh, it's not her bruh; just get your stuff and kick it downstairs to the curb."
"Sure; you don't want me to finish this?"
"You'll still be able to work where you're going; no doubt about that." Renee covered her green eyes with an expensive pair of oversized Tom Ford shades.
They were the Gia 63, butterfly sunglasses that added a bit of sophistication to her look. My eyes followed Renee noticing her underwear was visible through the slightly sheer material of her harem pants. Rashida followed her out the back door, but I made sure not to stare in any capacity. Five minutes later I was disappointed in my own success as that thirty second clip started racking up views almost immediately while I packed. I hoped Rashida would back out of the deal anyway as I shouldered my knapsack carrying my camera bag down to the street below in front of her salon.



"Ah, I should've known." Yoli was sitting on the curb talking on her phone smoking a square, waiting for me. She greeted me with an overly wide smile that made her mouth look bigger than it actually was, hanging up.
"Definitely feeling the love here, man." She was sitting hunched over on the edge of the curb with her back arched almost in cat like fashion. Her weird white collared, multi colored shirt and weathered high water jeans left her thin ankles exposed over some crappy looking Sketchers.
"So, you okay with having me over?"
"I volunteered, come on dude; my place is right over here across the street."
"Alright, I don't wanna get criminalized for having a penis, mind you?" Yoli stopped mid step turning to me face frozen in a horrific clownish grimace as she guffawed in nerdy fashion.
"Rashida really got you up in your feelings, huh?"
"Man, fuck her."
I was honest as Yoli took my arm leading me across the street to her home which was a Victorian or Romanesque two flat that looked like it had a fair share of history. Yoli seemed positively stoked to have someone over to her place explaining that she got a stipend from her parents how lived out in the North Suburbs earning the rest of her money as Renee's employee while attending college downtown. I didn't have much to offer in the way of conversation myself, admitting that I'd recently graduated from high school with a stint in community college looming. We traversed a narrow stairwell up to the second floor which felt a bit claustrophobic for my tastes as she produced a key suspended from a chain about her neck unlocking the door.
"Hey, don't judge, I gotta lot of stuff."
Her words proved vaguely descriptive as I found a two bedroom apartment stuffed to the gills with all manner of collectibles, clothing strewn about and what had to be the single greatest collection of bongs, I'd ever seen in one place. I found a skimpy pair of panties under foot which Yoli quickly snatched up them hiding behind her back.
"So, what do you think?"
"I take the fifth; in good faith." Yoli smiled throwing me off because I was used to aggression from the last few women I'd dealt with other than the criminally connected Mintzy.
Yoli picked up some of the clutter from her own coffee table moving some of her bongs to an adjacent shelf stuffed full of books, movies and various action figures. There was a huge, frayed leather couch in front of the table and a similarly stuffed entertainment center with a large flat screen at its center. I noticed a PlayStation console on the floor in front of the television and a Call of Duty game frozen mid game. Yoli cleared off a stack of errant papers, patting a place on the couch for me to sit as she crawled around on the hardwood floor retrieving a power strip.
"You can set up right here on the table, just watch my strip cause it's a little janky."
Yoli continued picking up around her place making it more habitable even spraying some air freshener in an attempt to dispel the omnipresent odor of weed. She proved to an adept gamer playing within her own bubble while I sat working until some ordered takeout arrived. Yoli insisted we sit on the floor in front of her television pausing her game to play some anime.
"So, you struck out with Rashida, huh?" Yoli asked between bites from a vegan egg roll.
"No, I busted her back out; gave that salty bitch something to live for Yoli. She gonna remember me every time she sit down." I replied eating combination rice out of a paper container.
"You didn't do that shit; that didn't happen."
"Of course not, she acted like some kind of naïve school girl having her first time. It was like pulling fucking teeth just to get the little bit of footage I ended up with."
"Why'd you do it, then?"
"Renee wanted us to work together."
"REALLY, ARE YOU SERIOUS?!!" Yoli lit up at the mention of our mutual benefactors.
"What's your deal?" I was greeted with her nerdy laughter again for a few seconds waiting until it subsided.
"That had to be awkward for you after Rashida embarrassed you in front of everybody; I mean the beautiful woman you hooked up with, asking you to do another one of her friends in less than twenty four hours. Sounds kind of like getting passed around if you ask me."
"Did she just tell everybody about that?"
"No, I didn't know shit about you hooking up with Renee until you told me just now."
"Well fuck me; give yourself a pat on the back, Yoli." She snickered again calming herself with a sip of Thai ice tea.
"Don't be that way, I was just having a bit of fun at your expense. Sorry for prying and all, but I think it's awesome that you've hooked up with Renee. She's so beautiful, focused and powerful in a way I could never be; it's jarring sometimes when you realize how she started out with that fucking Jaquan guy. That fucker burned away all the softness, all the innocence leaving this veritable Valkyrie standing strong."
"That fucking Jaquan guy is my cousin." She raised an eyebrow, mouth agape.
"So the circle is closed; wow man, that's some bad ass karma to revisit upon her oppressor, you know?"
"Yoli?"
"Yeah?"
"How long have you been into Renee Kelly?"
Yoli was sitting across her me Indian style with her plate between her legs. Her head dipped low looking into that plate contemplating an answer. Her feelings were a plain as the nose on her face, but I'd just wanted to be boorish to parry her nosey overtures into my personal business.
"Well, my parents actually put me out, sticking me in this apartment because they were just tired of me, I guess. They pay the rent and utilities but not much else while stipulating that I stay in school. I was getting by with odd jobs and temp agencies, but it wasn't really my bag of tea. Renee hired me, took me in under her wing and what not."
"Love at first sight?"
"She hired me right off the street, taught me how to do hair more or less. It's just something about her that really makes my panties wet, alright?"
"Too much information."
"You asked; I remember this one time she asked me up to her place. I was so stoked thinking we were about to do it, but she just wanted me to watch Daisy while she went shopping. I felt like such a fucking asshole; so I kind of keep my issues under the hat, you know?"
"I get it; what are you gonna do about it?"
"Working on it; matter of fact, I'm a work in progress."
"That's the only reason you wanted me to come over here; wanted to find out if I slept with Renee, huh?"
"I think you're cool, but I just had to know. I wish I could get five minutes with her; man I'd make the most out of that shit." She continued eating, her expression somewhat somber with a ceremonial smile still reading across her features.
"Did your parents put you out because you were gay?"
"I classify myself as sexually fluid, and no; at least I'd like to think my expulsion was motivated by my excessive collecting habits. Maybe you're right because my boyfriend at the time, caught me giving a classmate some "hand magic" and more; he fucking snitched on me. Goddam crybaby thought we were still gonna be together after that."
"Sorry Yoli."
"So, what was it like being with Renee?"
"Really; are you serious?"
"Come on, can't you give a little back?" The look on Yoli's face told me she was serious, almost a bit desperate in fact.
"What can I really say Yoli? I have to admit she was in driver's seat from the minute we started. I got my ass handed to me, honestly. She screwed the shit out of me with no fucks given and I couldn't be happier. There's no way some guy like me would ever hook up with a woman like her if she didn't want it. Yeah, I was dominated."
"You go down on her?"
"Yeah, I was happy to do that; in fact, Renee had to beat me off that pussy or I would've kept eating until she passed out." Yoli's nerdy laughter struck me funny as she patted me on the back, coughing a bit from the humor of my words.
"You couldn't hang, huh?"
"Eh, not normally but she's got serious skills; stop asking."
"Come on, humor me."
"Well, I'll say this about her; I called her a bitch. She got pissed and told me that she was gonna fuck me until I apologized and meant it."
"You apologize?"
"Several times." Her resultant laughter was infectious leaving us both nearly rolling about on the floor. Yoli was a good enough host cleaning up our plates and collateral garbage while I returned to my work uploading the finished teaser trailer.
"Hey, you drink wine?" Yoli appeared at the edge of her living room with two champagne glasses.
"I wouldn't turn down a glass."
"Okay, cool." She disappeared from the doorway walking down the hallway presumably to the kitchen.
Her apartment cluttered as it was, had the familiar barbel esthetic I'd found earlier at Renee's place albeit on a much smaller, cramped scale. Hero Academia was playing on screen as I watched the titular big haired hero on screen fighting some other hero in a fight tournament of sorts. Yoli's footfalls alerted me to her return as I peered over at the living room entrance.
"Uhm, okay." Yoli was wearing a pair of yellow spike heels, and nothing else. A wine bottle tapped her hip as she smiled, her face noticeably made up.
Caught off guard, Yoli presented a long and lean figure with pronounced hips over legs that seemed to go on forever. Her yellowish skin tone seemed to almost glow golden in the glare of the afternoon sun filtering into her second floor window. Her small, pert breasts sloped naturally from her chest invitingly, almost conical in nature. I'd have to say she possessed the perfect swim suit body of a model, sans the aforementioned bikini. The goofy smile on her face resulted from my reaction adding a child-like mischievous nature to things.
"Sexually fluid." Yoli reiterated.
She offered the bottle with a smile prompting me to get up and extend my glass. Yoli filled my glass and her own clinking hers against mine before we took a drink. She filled my glass again but just watched as I emptied it before realizing her hand cupping the underside off my package. I was nearly a head taller than her, prompting her to tug on my shirt until I lowered my head down meeting her waiting lips.
"Sexually fluid?"
Yoli smiled handing me her glass nudging me aside with her bottle to mount the leather sofa vertically on her knees facing away from me. She glanced back over her shoulder taking a sip from her bottle slowly twerking her hips getting a noticeable clap her the subtle action. Despite her lean, model build, Yoli had a deceptive heart shaped derriere that was somewhere between flat and full with more than enough jiggle to it. That cute ass was her secret weapon getting an immediate physical reaction out of me. I carefully set the glasses on her table next to my laptop matching the grin on her face. Yoli giggled going a little harder taking another sip as she managed to get an audible clap from her cheeks.
"Yeah, you're sexually fluid alright."
I slipped my own navy blue t-shirt off, both of us smiling goofily caught up in the budding moment before unbuckling my belt and unzipping my pants. Despite her skin tone, there was just the faintest traces of tan lines from her underwear. I snagged a condom from my open bag under her watchful eye still chuckling as she had a third sip of the bubbly, waiting. I mounted the couch on my knees directly behind Yoli completely covering her slim figure with my own feeling the curve of her slightly loose butt pressed against my crotch. I hooked my head over her left shoulder with a smirk as she pressed the bottle to my lips.
My hand cupped her lightly furred muff using my middle fingers to caress her slit as I took a sip of wine. I found entrance inside feeling her shudder and shiver as my thumb teased her clit. I placed the condom on the back of the couch between her elbows and breasts dipping my fingers inside deeper. Yoli rolled her shoulders responding to the dual sensation as I lightly kissed her neck allowing my tongue to dart out in ticklish fashion.
My fingers took Yoli first dipping and massaging her inner grooves and clit in an excellent display of dexterity. She responded with throaty gasps pushing and grinding into my crotch with her butt, eventually bumping back with increasing intensity. The sounds she made skewed towards sensual distress and whimpers fueling my efforts to jill her off. My hips pushed into her backward bumps as we found symbiosis. I traced a slimy trail along her jaw line suckling on her earlobe. This sent tremors through Yoli's body as the bottle fell to the floor behind the couch with a muted thud. The condom in my hand was pinched away in selfish fashion allowing me to roughly knead her left breast, massaging and rolling the nipple.
I hooked the edges of my fingers inside her working her intensely making her cry out arching her back. Her right shoulder dipped awkwardly as I felt her reaching between her long legs for my endowment. Yoli pushed back into my thrust holding it there as we both enjoyed the pressure for moments before tearing open the condom between her fingers. My tongue swirled between her shoulder blades as she rolled her hips against my pelvis.
My weight mashed her against the couch as I went for broke jilling her cunt with single minded purpose. Yoli squealed with delight shuddering all over as she came on my fingers. She made these little sounds, whimpering and utterances barely above a whisper. I brought my hand up now cupping and pinching both of her small, sloping breasts. Her mouth hung open as she enjoyed the rough treatment of her tits, her body going rigid as Yoli straightened her back giving me some wiggle room. I was ready to take her standing up shoving my pants downward as she turned on her side snatching my cock with a sense of ownership. Her other hand came into play expertly sliding the condom onto my length. I knew what I wanted pushing her back into the couch in her former position. There was no way I wasn't taking her from behind with all the grinding, bumping and twerking as Yoli planted her elbows on the back of the couch. Her legs drifted apart in anticipation of what was to come.
I slid inside almost at a downward angle noticing the cheeks accommodated me by spreading wider apart than I would've suspected. Her butt was pillowy soft in its innate looseness, a sharp contrast to her fit body. Yoli's back arched low driving her cunt into the base of my cock. She was tight and narrow around me, thrusting backward with unbridled passion. From her shoulders to her tailbone, Yoli took the literal form of the letter J as I did my best to grind her into oblivion. This gave me almost a stationary target to pound frenetically holding onto the lush softness of her hips. The feeling of her butt was sexually fetching with the tips of my fingers sinking into her flesh.
Something about her balletic flexibility stirred a hunger deep inside me. I managed a foot up on the couch cushion adjacent to her knee finding just a bit more depth giving it to Yoli good. She reared up getting an arm around my neck getting the kiss she wanted and justly deserved. She was incredible using her big plump lips and tongue adding even more to her sexual repertoire.
Both of my hands cupped her cheeks finding the sensation not unlike her uncharacteristically jiggly butt. Yoli turned fully in my direction allowing herself to be driven downward onto her back, legs spread wide apart as I impaled her fully. I could feel her cheeks cradling my balls as I plunged deep inside over and over again intent on fully ravaging her. This golden hued woman's eyes were tightly shut as I went balls deep screwing the stuffing out of her. The sloping nature of her breasts and the way thy ended in reddened, almost pointy looking nipples called out to me in the worst way.
There was nothing I wanted more than to suck both of them as hard as possible, but I didn't want to stop giving it to her hard. It had to be a skin tone thing but Yoli seemed to be getting progressively flushed like a thermometer under an open flame. Her long, thin legs locked in place behind me as she started whining in tortured fashion. Her heels urged me onward almost in jockey like fashion nearly snapping me in two.
"Keep it up, that feels good; like the way you fucking me."
"Yeah, you're liking this- getting fucked so hard."
"You know it; can't you feel me squeezing the dick?" Her hips were swiveling and rising to meet me with an equal amount of fervor.
"AAAHHHH-YEEAH, THAT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD YOLI!!" Yoli was positively wringing me out in carnal fashion earning her own set of distressed whimpers.
Her arms snaked under my pits locking me into place above her. Things got abstract turning into this primal struggle between us as Yoli managed to bear down on me squeezing several milky ropes out of my tumescence. She seemed to sense the exact moment of my climax humping up into me wedged tight as I exploded over and over again, finally flattening against her. We made out for a while enjoying the sweaty feel of one another's bodies.
"Thanks, I really needed that." Yoli gasped in surprising gratitude.
"Oh yeah; maybe I should be thanking you too."
"No, you don't understand; this was kind of like a spiritual threesome for me." Yoli confessed, talking with her hands as well.
"Excuse me?"
"You were intimate with Renee; so, it was like fucking her too." I was in a pushup position atop her thin body staring right at her silly face grasping the meaning of the situation. I leaned on one elbow averting my eyes as Yoli took notice.
"Thanks."
"Don't be mad; you aren't mad are you? Ah uhm, you look pissed and it's my fault for being selfish, right? I-I mean it was so simple with you having already fucked her. I wasn't gonna get no chance at that pussy, so I kind of thought it was a win, win situation. You mad, aren't you?"
"No, I'm good." I slowly pulled away getting upright, methodically removing the filled condom from my flagging erection tying a knot in it.
Yoli reclined watching pensively until I ventured to her bathroom just outside of her living room finding a cluttered nightmare there as well. I relieved myself doing number one replaying our tryst in maddening succession. She was sitting upright and sexually groggy scratching her hair as she regarded my return with an underlying tension behind her features.
"You really are mad, aren't you?"
"Thank you for showing me a good time; I take the fifth on that question, Yoli." As a sign of good faith I took a seat close beside her. My laptop was still displaying my editing bay and the Rashida Sikes teaser.
The massive donk of Yoli's coworker was displayed in all its glory before our eyes as I began cutting another trailer adding an opening that included as shots of the cityscape and various urban centers before slowly dissolving in Rashida lying on that plush blanket. I added "Brothers Gonna Work It Out" by Willie Hutch. My hookup seemed to stoke my creative fires. I could feel Yoli's eyes burrowing into the side of my face before she abruptly got up walking out of the living room only to return moments later in an oversized white t-shirt and a pair of white, Jeremy Scott Adidas, the kind with the wings on them.
That t-shirt looked like a minidress on Yoli with her long, thin legs sticking out under it as she walked to her front door. She had a pack of cigarettes looking for a smoke closing the front door behind her with a loud thud. I caught the unintentional sway of her deceptive heart shaped butt as the heavy door closed before returning to my work. I added some filters to the opening of the shot giving it a film look before posting the clip. The other clips much to my chagrin, had racked up a record number of hits while my comments section blew up. Chi Town Thunda a.k.a Rashida Sikes was blowing up in popularity with many asking whether she was doing a full boy girl scene, almost begging. Yoli returned from the adjacent hallway outside her door, putting her cigarette out on the door frame.



"Maybe we should talk about what happened."
"No we shouldn't." Yoli stomped over plopping down beside me looking between the screen and my profile intermittently.
"Come on, I feel bad."
"Oh really?" My sarcasm was not lost on the woman who'd crazily used me as a proxy to realize some fantasy of sleeping with Renee Kelly. Yoli was not about to be denied, leaning into me staring at my progress on the screen.
"Can't we just hash it out; I didn't mean to hurt your feelings."
"I know, we're cool." I dead panned.
"Shit."
"Relax, you got what you wanted, and I can't complain when you look at it objectively. You've got a really nice, little body and looking at you, nobody would ever know you were holding cake like that. I really liked stuffing that jiggly butt of yours, Yoli. Too bad, it's over because I wanted to keep fucking you as hard as possible. Heck, I'm kind of glad you're sexually fluid, at least long enough to get what you wanted from me."
I intentionally rambled while playing her coworker's teaser on a loop. Yoli facepalmed with a slow forming smile on her face.
"Jiggly butt, huh?"
"Yeah."
"Trying to call me fat?"
"That ass is fat."
"Oh, is that right?" Yoli took the verbal opening, her arm snaking under mine planting her palm in my crotch. She had my member out in seconds casually stroking and playing with it before noticing the Go Pro in my camera bag.
"You wanna be a porn star, huh Yoli?"
"Only long enough to pay back some bad karma I put on myself." Her response only partially surprised me as she ducked down returning under my arm with obvious intent as I tapped away at my laptop.
Her tongue darted out at my crown a few times, before her thick, pinkish lips stretched fully around it methodically engulfing me until everything was hidden from view in her gullet. A few apartments over somewhere in the distance, "Whatcha See Is Whatcha Get" by the Dramatics played adding an unintentional soundtrack to the proceedings. It was surreal watching my cock appear and disappear between her large, puffy lips almost curving in the middle as if she were swallowing a banana.
Yoli didn't appear to have any sort of gag reflex and seemed to enjoy oral sex. She worked wet, loud and sloppy letting saliva and precum drizzle down my shaft in gooey gobs that she licked up before they touched my base. I was obliged to leave my laptop idle unable to deny her obvious skill. Yoli reclined on her belly partially in my lap while the rest of her long, lean body was draped across her leather sofa.
This young woman was the definition of feline tinged femininity as I tugged and yanked on that oversized t-shirt until her butt was in full view. I stole a good handful playfully pinching and kneading it while her head continued bobbing in my lap until she handed my digital camera over.
It was hard to concentrate from the intense, vacuuming sloppy top, much less film. I got a really good tight shot of her big ass lips sliding along my shaft as she hummed and tickled my prick mercilessly. Yoli seemed to like the camera being there between us capturing her carnal devouring of my saliva glistened endowment. My own fingers slid between her butter soft cheeks diddling her with equal intensity matching her cadence. Every time her head dipped into my crotch, I'd push three fingers inside making her gasp and squirm. Neither one of us knew who was playing who like a fiddle, only that we had to keep it up becoming some impromptu game of wills.
The palm of her left hand cupped the underside of my balls while the fingers of her other hand slid up and down hyper kinetically as she went hard in the paint getting me off in seconds as I grunted in an ever increasing almost falsetto screech. I blew an epic load into her gullet followed by several others. Yoli never broke the seal, patiently waiting until I was calmed before letting the creamy deluge of her efforts run down my vein covered tumescence like salad dressing. She throated me slowly drawing her big, pink lips back revealing my shaft and crown cleaned, audibly swallowing. Yoli opened her mouth as evidence before extending what looked like an overly long tongue, teasing my urethra. She sucked on the head of my cock for an indeterminable time audibly letting it pop from her mouth several times until I'd had enough.
"Damn bitch; you trying to get married or something?"
"Trying to get you to like me again, if nothing else." Yoli grabbed my cock pressing the underside against her juicy lips lapping and running her tongue along my shaft.
"That shit feels good; you really gonna let me post that blowjob?"
"Sure, we can do whatever you want."
"Serious?" Yoli answered by completely throating me to the base, holding it for an indeterminable amount of time before bobbing her head in my lap before tapping my glistening member on her lips.
"What do you think?" She replied licking her lips.
**TO BE CONTINUED**
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"Damn Yoli."
She was asleep face down on the couch snoring into the pillow originally provided for me, but naturally forfeited by the tired woman after an impromptu shoot. Yoli was still in her birthday suit leaving me with an appreciation of her long and lean form. I was weary after spending a good chunk of time editing together a lot of the footage.
"Yeah?" She stirred turning toward me with one of her false eyelashes hanging off.
"Just admiring the visual." I commented.
"What, you wanna go some more, babe?" Yoli raised up finding the eyelash pulling it away with care and a chuckle.
"Don't tempt me."
Yoli pushed the lash against my cheek with a weary laugh earning a loud slap to her loose, heart shaped butt. She giggled and squirmed around inadvertently encouraging me to smack that thing a few more times before she captured my wrist. We ended up kissing and making out for a few minutes before my lust kicked it into overdrive.
She knew my habits well flattening herself against the couch turning her head sideways in my direction. I caressed her head pushing my member between those big, puffy lips. Yoli's proficiency at giving head seemed unparalleled as she laid there perfectly still using only her mouth, vacuum sucking me on each outward stroke. Things were slow and sensual as I took her orally luxuriating in the feel of her mouth and throat. The visual of my member drawing backward out of her naturally clingy lips was exciting. I was compelled to get a knee up on the cushions at the top of her head grabbing the top of the couch, palming the back of her rounded pate with my other hand.
At this point, Yoli could play me like a fiddle knowing exactly when to change her technique up to keep things interesting. I'd spent half of the night enjoying her in this manner slowly panicking when I realized it would come to an end at some point. Her lips tightened up around me almost restricting my movements leaving one direction to go. I couldn't get over her complete absence of a gag reflex pushing deep enough that my cock's outline was visible in her slender neck. I drew backwards as she pursed her lips as hard as possible exploding in several scintillating pulses. Yoli followed me gradually raising her head working it in a sawing motion.
"Fuck, you like Peter North on some shit, or something." Yoli commented quickly cupping her hand under her mouth to catch my seed, swallowing it like she had innumerable times during the night.
"Who?"
"Old school porn stud; this guy was known for massive money shots. He looked sexually fluid half in half outta the closet with an Alan Thicke type hairdo and a West Hollywood bod. Used to just hose females down with his jizz."
"Alan Thicke, who's that?"
"Shut up and cuddle."
I climbed up onto the couch between her legs rolled us both on our sides in a warm, symbiotic embrace. We drifted off into deep slumber wrapped in each other's arms. I liked the feel of her body close to mine but knew not to give it much thought.
Hours later I woke up finding her gone to work and a posted attached to my forehead detailing as much. Yoli had rose two hours earlier going to work admitting in writing that I'd made it difficult for her to sit down after taking so many back shots during our night of mutual lust and filming. She wanted me to hang out relating that her object of unrequited love and admiration wanted me to stay put. I was cool with that, stoked at the possibility of messing around with Yoli further. I checked my messages further finding a few from my estranged cousin Jaquan. One had a pic attached worrying me as to the content.
"Fuck." My cousin and Renee were in bed together with their toddler daughter between them, one happy little family. I chaffed inside for a few moments before taking a closer look at the photo. Baby mamma number two was fast asleep along with her daughter. Jaquan, however, was smirking evilly like he'd one upped me or something.
"Alright, I got you cuz." I forwarded the photo to Yoli, who'd thought to leave her number behind on the posted. She'd instantly know why it had been sent and show it to her boss.
I went back to my laptop tapping away at it for a few minutes before I received a return message from Yoli with a brief video clip attached. I opened it watching Renee with eyes hidden behind her butterfly shades storming by Yoli's work station slinging her purse. The shop door slammed loudly as her phone cam turned revealing Yoli's beaming face.
"AH SHIT, SOMEBODY DONE FUCKED UP!!" Yoli did her best Chris Tucker imitation to a raucous chorus of laughter from the other women present in the shop.
I went back to working on a clip featuring my host walking down her hallway in a thong and heels. After posting the seconds long clip, I immediately saw activity ramp up along with activity on Yoli's blowjob clip which had been edited to obscure her identity. There was steady activity with a record number of buys which told me I'd been bookmarked or favorited by a number of visitors to the site. I found myself watching the clip wishing Yoli was present instead of working down at the shop. She was a true head queen with unparalleled talent in that regard.
There also quite a few messages in my inbox regarding Rashida Sikes, those teaser clips already past thousands of views as well. It seemed to be taking on a life of its own with most viewers convinced she was going to do some sort of boy girl scene. The front door suddenly opened revealing a visibly distraught Yoli.
"Hey Yoli, what's up?" I stood up to greet her, but she waved me off motioning towards the outside corridor.
"Just go downstairs; she's waiting for you." She was on the verge of tears.
"Uhm yeah, let me pack up my stuff." A few tears were already streaking down her chubby cheek alarming me. I wanted to go to her, but she reiterated her point motioning towards the open door.
"Don't worry, you can leave it here; Renee's waiting for you."
"Sure, okay." I measured my steps past her, finding that Yoli didn't want to meet my gaze stepping out into the corridor.
The door closed almost before I cleared it as Yoli lost it sobbing hard behind it. I tried the door finding it shut as the crying got louder. Loud, angry knocking interrupted me as I glanced down the narrow stairwell finding Renee Kelly outside the apartment glaring at me. Her eyes were still hidden behind those butterfly shades giving me pause. I took my time walking down the stairwell under her predatory gaze slowly opening the door to meet my fate.
"Get your ass out here!" The second I pulled the heavy door open, Renee reached in half snatching me out of the stairwell. She looped her arm in mine yanking me down the short stoop onto the pavement. We did a force march halfway up the street before she spoke.
"What're you doing sending shit to Yoli; you know that's my personal business, right nigga?" She had a death grip on my arm almost hissing into the side of my face. I didn't want to meet her eyes.
"I didn't have your number. I figured Yoli would show you the pic."
"Yeah, why'd you want me to see that fucking picture?"
"...uhm, well."
"ANSWER ME!!"
"Jac-Jaquan sent me that pic trying to rub my nose in it; I guess it worked because when I noticed you were sleeping in the photo; I knew he was false flagging. I uhm, knew you'd be mad if you saw it, Renee." Her palm collided with my face in a loud pancake slap. Renee turned pressing into my side grabbing a fistful of my t-shirt.
"Who is Jaquan?!!" When I didn't answer right away, she cupped my chin forcing me to look into her slanted eyes.
"He's your child's father."
"That's right he is Daisy's dad, so get that one undeniable fact through your fucking head, nigga!" I tried to look away, but she wrenched my chin back in her direction.
"Sorry." She released me with a shove, putting her hands on her hips.
"Man, I never thought you'd pillow talk me; I thought we were cool. Yeah, I know you were fucking that skinny thot, too! Shit, you didn't like Rashida; that bitch not your type or something?!" I rubbed my chin finally able to regard her.
"She treated me like some kind of creep; acted like I was gonna jump her or something."
"Yeah, well I wished you would've found a way to get in her drawers instead of that jaundiced bobble head; my girl never would've put me on blast in front of my customers and subordinates."
"I'm really sorry, Renee; I wasn't thinking."
"You fucked me over intentional or not, man; people up in my business, now. It's true I put you at Yoli's crib because I didn't want Jaquan to find you there when he came over. Gotta admit that I thought your kiddie feelings might be hurt, too nigga. We had an impromptu family night, understand?"
"Renee?"
"Shut up, I can't take another crying simp right now; tell me about that shit you put together for Rashida." Renee Kelly was all business, cold as ice.
"It's on fire, but uhm; people think she's gonna do a scene like the others I posted-a sex scene like, with a man."
"You tell them that shit?"
"Of course not, but while her original page is popular enough; my work seems to have drummed up a fever pitch of anticipation for new, different content." I pulled out my phone bring up the online page handing it to Renee. She watched both clips noticing one of Yoli as well before turning to me, eyes narrowed.
"You wanna fuck all my employees?"
"I wasn't trying to fuck Yoli; it just sort of happened because..."
"She's got a crush on me." Renee didn't regard me watching a clip of Yoli getting judiciously railed in the bulldog position.
"You knew?"
"Her family put her out of the house because she got caught fucking her best friend. I hired her off the street, even let her stay with me for a week or two. Thought I'd just ignore her until she found somebody else to obsess over."
"Renee, did you fire her?"
"No, I just told her the truth about us."
"Damn."
"I gave her three days off to get it together or get the fuck outta my shop, too."
Something struck me deep inside as I almost ran back to Yoli's place wanting to comfort her. She had to be devastated after being rejected by her crush in no uncertain terms.
"Look, I'm sorry okay?"
"Whatever, take Yoli's shit off your page." Renee turned walking back the way she came. I just followed walking beside her unsure of what would happen next.
"She said it was okay to post it." I reasoned.
"Did she sign a model release, nigga?"
"No."
"Then, take the shit off your page." We reached the outside of Yoli's apartment building, but Renee stopped me from going inside, instead directing my attention towards her car. Her daughter was sitting inside in her car seat as I noticed Yoli watching from the inside of the stairwell door.
"What about my stuff."
"I'll get your stuff, later."
Renee almost shoved me inside the passenger seat before walking around the front of her car still watching her subordinate out the corner of her green eyes. I glanced over reluctantly finding Yoli looking as if she would burst into tears with a palm pressed flat against the door window. Renee gunned it out of there speeding down the street as I found my bearings.
"You driving too fast mommy!" Little Daisy Kelly admonished her mother, almost looking like a miniature version of the woman. She'd been preoccupied with a child's tablet watching some children's show on the net.
"Sorry baby; mommy will slow down."
"Daddy know you have this man in your car, mommy?" Her little clone asked, revealing which parent's DNA was stronger.
"This is daddy's cousin, little flower."
"Are you telling the truth?"
"Yes baby."
"Alright cause I don't want to get no amber alert or nothing." Little Daisy Kelly was definitely her mother's daughter.
I glanced in the side view mirror finding her looking at me with a childish scowl that reminded me of the larger version. I smiled to myself knowing this little kid was in good hands before noticing Renee smirking too.
"Hey, don't you know how to talk to a lady; you didn't say HI when you got in my momma's car." My smile became a wide grin of acknowledgement.
"Ma'am, miss Daisy I'm very sorry for that; it's a pleasure to make your acquaintance."
"Whatever." I saw her wave her little arm in dismissive fashion stifling a chuckle at her attitude. Renee grinned reaching over pinching my cheek.
"No touching." Daisy admonished both of us.
We continued tooling down the freeway and a few side streets as I noticed with increasing alarm that we were back in my cousin's neighborhood. I glanced over at Renee in mute panic not wanting to alert her daughter. She stealthily put a hand over my own as she drove up on the side of Jaquan's house. He was standing in his backyard in front of a grill, apparently cooking. My heart jumped in my throat as I considered rolling out of the car and making a run for it.
Unfortunately it was too late because he was looking directly at me, his eyes hidden behind shades leaving me with the impression it was some sort of family thing, a mute way of expressing anger. Renee rolled down little Daisy's window diverting my cousin's attention.
"HI DADDY!!" Jaquan did a doubletake realizing his little girl was waving at him.
"HEY BABY, THERE'S DADDY'S LITTLE GIRL IN MOMMY'S BACKSEAT!!" His expression changed to one of pure happiness at the sight of his daughter.
"Renee, I don't know..." Renee put a finger to my lips, silencing me lest her child become aware of the animosity between her newly acquainted relative and her father.
"I think you guys should hug it out; I'm put out by this fake triangle thing you two got going on with me in the middle."
"Renee, please."
She pushed a button on her door unlocking mine. Jaquan was standing at the fence leaning over it staring a hole in my face. I ain't gonna lie, I almost pissed myself likening the experience to being stared at by a T-Rex. "Rock With You" a Michael Jackson classic was wafting through the air emanating from his home.
"Take my daughter to her daddy." I looked from his face to Renee's lightly nodding as I slowly opened the door feeling like I was on death row.
"Don't worry about it; you guys are family."
There wasn't even the slightest attempt at hiding her awareness of the immediate danger I was facing as she took out a vial of Chapstick doing her lips. Renee nodded towards the door as she peered at her reflection in the rear view mirror.
I stepped out cautiously reaching back opening little Daisy's door. The adorable tike already unsnapped the seat belt on her baby seat handing me a pink toddler sized backpack, offering her tiny hand. I helped her out of the seat making sure to keep an eye on my cousin who watched, silently bristling. Daisy got down onto the grass reaching back into the car retrieving a tiny wicker basket full of assorted treats and candy.
"DADDY I MADE YOU A GOODIE BASKET!!" This little girl was the epitome of a princess, her actions tugging at my heartstrings as she ambled across the grass to the fence.
Jaquan reached down over the top of the fence picking up his daughter. Daisy gave him a peck on the cheek before presenting him with the basket.
"Thank you baby; daddy loves his little princess." Jaquan kissed his daughter on the cheek hugging her tight to his chest as he peered over her shoulder glaring at me. I turned back to Renee who was busy rolling up her passenger side window to expel my hand on the open door.
"You guys hug it out, now." Renee gunned it out of there to strains of "Pray For Me" by Kendrick Lamar. I watched the car disappear in seconds.
Jaquan was quickly carrying his daughter away into the back of the house closing the door behind himself with a loud thud that echoed. He'd left his grill and the cooking food unattended leaving me with the impression that I wasn't welcome. The weight of my actions haunted me in skewed fashion as I recalled hooking up with Renee blaming myself for succumbing to her charms. I'm ashamed to admit it, but my loins stirred at the memory of her naked body. That ill-advised tryst resulted in me getting laid with three women in rapid succession, having more sex in a weekend than at any other time in my young life. The other women I'd been with were distant thoughts as I stood there watching that food burn on the grill.
"Damn, I fucked up."
I leaned on the fence for another few seconds considering my options. There was some movement out the corner of my left eye. It was Jaquan walking around the far side of the house in my direction.
"HEY MAN, WAIT-A-MIN...!!" His fist was cutting air almost with a whistle colliding with my face like a miniature nuke. Everything went black after that releasing me to the embrace of dark oblivion of unconsciousness.
I gradually regained consciousness finding myself staring through my right eye at Little Daisy Kelly's concerned face. It was just uncanny how much she resembled a tiny cloned version of her mother. I managed a weak moan feeling sharp pain and a goose egg at the back of my head and my left eye which was covered with something wet. It turned out to be a thick piece of steak as Daisy lifted it up staring at my swollen eye.
"Did that two piece my daddy gave you, hurt?" She asked with childish concern full of innocence.
"Yes."
"Cousin, you shouldn't eat chicken if it makes you sick, then." She cautioned, making my addled, punch drunk mind reel at the absurdity of the statement.
"Huh?"
"Daddy gave you two pieces of chicken, you fall down." She put the steak back over my damaged eye as Jaquan reappeared with a foil container full of barbecue.
I reacted jerkily sitting up only for Daisy to gently push me back down on the couch. It appeared my cousin carried me into the house after knocking me clean out. He stood there staring at my face for a few seconds before putting the container down. There was a child's program playing on the television.
"You hungry; want some meat homie?"
"None for me, I'm driving."
I palmed the steak on my eye staring up at the ceiling. Jaquan began making a plate for his little girl as she watched television sipping out of her child's cup. I felt like an idiot as waves of remorse coursed through my prone body.
"You probably should eat something, cuz."
"Don't be mean daddy; I'm a tell momma on you." Daisy warned knowing the pecking order between her parents.
"He look hungry baby; I just want him to eat some food."
"You shouldn't have gave him that chicken. I think I'm gonna tell mommy about that because you was bad, daddy." Daisy pulled a pink cell phone out, but Jaquan softly put his hand over hers kneeling down.
"Hey baby, you don't have to do that. Daddy loves his little cousin and we can get him something else to eat, okay?"
"I'll get him something to eat; you make bad food." Daisy got up from the end of the couch returning with a big tollhouse cookie from the dining room table.
"Here, this will make you feel better."
"Thank you miss Daisy." She was beyond cute, responding with a condescending smirk as she returned to her television program. Jaquan finished preparing a little plate for his child setting things up on a tray even waiting for her approval, which he got with a simple nod.
"Bruh, there's some food over here." Jaquan reiterated.
"Daddy!!" Little Daisy warned again, still watching television. I passed out minutes later with the cookie in my mouth.
"WAKE THE FUCK UP!!"
I opened my eyes finding Renee's face uncomfortably close, still impassive as the last time I beheld it. She was sitting on the edge of the couch snapping her fingers in my face. There was no sign of Jaquan or Daisy as I stirred finding the steak missing from my eye. Renee cupped my cheek chuckling when I instinctively winced.



"Uhm, what?" I shrunk away from her touch looking about for Jaquan.
"I picked up your stuff from Yoli's, you okay?" I raised an arm still shrinking away from her touch.
"Yup, yeah um, ma'am."
"Oh I can't touch you now, huh? Do you even know who I am after Jaquan caved in your face? You know you gotta a fucking black eye, right?"
"Thanks, you should've done it yourself."
Renee gasped loudly at my reply, sitting there hunched over beside me with both hands between her legs, thinking. She was wearing this white, kimono top with white leggings that looked painted on her powerful, shapely legs. There were some flowered sandals on her feet as she folded one leg over the other.
"Hey, so you into movies, right?"
"Yeah, you know that."
"You ever see those old Planet of the Apes movies, like from the seventies?" It was an odd question obviously leading to some meaning or revelation.
"I'm familiar."
"Well bruh, there this one called Beneath the Planet of the Apes that came right after the first one. In this movie, some other guy ends up in the fucked up monkey future. This astronaut guy goes looking for Charlton Heston and ends up finding him in some underground city. You know that movie, right?"
"I remember it."
"Turns out there's some fucking left over assholes from the past and they all messed up with radiation burns and deformities, but they all are kind of like uh, that wheelchair guy from the X-Men movies."
"Telepaths?"
"How the fuck I'm supposed to know what his name is? Anyway these people, the bad guys I guess, take this guy and toss him into a cell with his boy Charlton Heston. The two white boys are happy to see one another all hugged up and shit; that's when this big tall, cute brother shows up mad dogging them like crazy. Even though nobody got a beef, they start throwing hands trying to kill one another. It's crazy, but I remember this thing that brother said before they got down with each other."
"What was that?"
"We don't kill our enemies; we get our enemies to kill each other." Just like that her meaning became clear as day.
"I'm supposed to thank you for that, Renee?"
"Hey, what you'd expect to happen after you made me look weak in front of my employees, in front of my customers? You didn't really think I was gonna waste my time beating you up myself, so I decided to let you work it out with Jaquan, nigga. Before you get up in your feelings again, if I didn't care about you, I wouldn't have let Daisy get outta my car with you."
"So what now?" Her words were biting, however meant.
"Get up, I wanna talk some shit over with you."
"Easy for you to say, but my head feels like somebody dropped a cinderblock on it. Maybe you could drop me off at the emergency room because I got destroyed. I might have a double concussion or something, Renee."
She got up from the couch walking into the kitchen knowing my eyes went with her, undeniably focused on the sway of her big, heart shaped butt in those white leggings. It didn't look like she was wearing any underwear. Renee returned with a glass of water and some aspirin as I willed myself into a sitting position. Renee mounted the couch handing me the glass a little close for comfort. I scooted over a bit taking the aspirin as she took note of my actions, amused. I glanced down realizing she definitely wasn't wearing any underwear, looking about sure my cousin was readying another haymaker.
"Still looking huh; man, you and Yoli trying to give me a big head."
"Don't blame that on me; you had that when I met you."
"Talking shit to me, huh?"
"No ma'am, just saying I don't want any shit with you or Jaquan. I've learned my lesson, so we're good and I ain't trying to get them hands from my cousin or nothing." I was completely earnest as she took it all in still smirking.
"Don't worry about Jaquan; he's sitting in my car; come outside with me."
I was still reticent about letting her touch me preferring to right myself slowly. Renee led me down the short stairwell holding the door open with a surprise waiting for me just outside it. Yoli was waiting sitting on the side of the stoop facing away from me, smoking.
"You guys wait right here; I'm dropping Jaquan and Daisy at the movies. We'll talk when I get back here for Yoli." I found my cousin sitting in the backseat next to his daughter looking bewildered.
It wasn't lost on me that his car sat parked in front of hers, inert matter. There was no doubt that both of our eyes followed her sexy butt to the car, watching as she pulled off. Little Daisy waved as the car pulled off. I copped a squat next to Yoli.
"Uhm, what're you doing here?"
"Bought you a present." She handed me a folded up piece of paper which turned out to be a model release for the stuff we shot at her apartment.
"What's this all about, Yoli?"
"I want you to post my stuff; make me a page on that site so that I can get some cash. I'm gonna need it, you know?" She took a long drag on her cigarette still not looking at my face. She was wearing a ratty looking wife beater and a jean miniskirt over some crew socks and canvas sneakers.
"What happened?"
"If I tell you, you might get upset."
"I'm a big boy, spill." Yoli took another drag on her cigarette pondering things unsaid. I sat in the thinker's pose holding my throbbing head waiting for her to answer me.
"Well, after Renee took you away in her car I kind of had a little temper tantrum in my place. Knocked a bunch of shit over, not your stuff mind you, but I trashed my place. Imagine my surprise when Renee showed back up catching me in the act. I'd left the door open like the idiot savant I was."
"Don't tell me, she clowned you about that shit?"
"No."
"What, then?"
"She got out of those white leggings and her panties; told me that she was tired of my crap. Renee said she'd let me do whatever I wanted to her, but that we couldn't work together anymore if I took that option."
"You didn't?"
"I licked her all over that apartment, up and down the fucking walls, man. I finally got her naked all to myself and I made that shit count like you wouldn't believe."
Yoli punctuated her statement withdrawing a white thong from her pocket.
"You know that's too much information, way too much information."
"I don't give a fuck, it was so beautiful man; I made her cum at least three times, but it was still fucked up because she wouldn't kiss me, wouldn't touch me back. Just let me do her until I couldn't go anymore; asked me if I had enough before telling me I was dumb trading sex for my job. I KNOW I MADE HER CUM!!" I put a hand on her shoulder as she leaned into my side crying again.
"Hey, I get it Yoli; it was something that just had to happen. At least you got what you wanted, but she dropped you over here just to give me a model release?"
"Not really."
"Why then?" She was rubbing my knee, sniffling and trying to get control of herself.
"You don't wanna see me anymore?"
"Well, I don't know how to answer that after what we've both been through. You only wanted to sleep with me because I was with Renee, and I uh, really like sleeping with you. Sorry, I don't wanna answer that question."
Yoli turned looking at me for the first time since she appeared on my stoop noticing my black eye. There was this really serious look on her face that melted away into a grin at my condition. She got up turning fully to my body cupping my bruised cheek as I averted my eyes embarrassed at my physical condition. Those big, puffy lips found my own with a soft kiss instantly returned on my part with our tongues wrestling and coiling about. My hand rose up under her miniskirt running middle fingers along her covered slit. Yoli used a knee between my legs, rubbing my crotch gingerly.
"Are we fucking, out here?"
Yoli offered both hands taking mine leaning back with all of her weight pulling me to my feet. I opened the screen door palming her semi exposed butt as she entered my cousin's house. She ran up that short stairwell with the back of that skirt flipped up revealing a horizontally striped thong. I captured her around the hips sliding my hands down pinching and squeezing her cheeks, pulling her thong to the side getting two fingers inside. Her inner walls became wet and slimy almost immediately as I took great pleasure in roughly jilling Yoli off. Her whimpering, breathy moans got me to work harder curving the tips of my digits getting an immediate response as she twerked the loose, heart shaped butt wildly.
My right hand slid under her wife beater finding a bare breast. Yoli wore no brassiere.
She rolled her shirt up exposing both small, sloping breasts revealing those longish, pointy looking nipples. They were almost little spikes topping both teats, reddened begging for attention I was only too happy to give. I managed to engulf the right breast swirling my tongue sucking hard on that pointy nipple. Yoli groaned grinding hard on my digits as I suckled one breast and pinched the other. I could feel little tremors run through her thin frame. Her sloping breasts were her weak point, her kryptonite as she gushed all over my fingers from having them molested nonstop. The fingers of her right hand had my belt unbuckled drawing my zipper down, capturing my fattening length.
"I want you to give me this right now; shove it inside."
Goosebumps appeared along her back as I slid down on an angle deep inside. We just went at it hard and fast, frenetically screwing one another. Yoli bumped, twerked and twisted that big, slightly floppy butt into my crotch. I snatched her top off tossing it over my shoulder as she struggled to stay connected face planting prone on my cousin's couch. Yoli knew exactly what I liked sexually after we'd done it several times while I was crashing at her place. I mimicked her laying prone blanketing her figure with my own driving myself balls deep while she worked her hips accommodating me perfectly. I reached under her roughly handling her nipples, rolling and twisting them demonstrating my own knowledge of her unique proclivities.
Neither one of us cared much that I was going raw. Yoli worked me with an outwardly deceptive passivity, using only her inner walls to massage my thrusting member. To say we fucked like animals would be an understatement, but she got railed. I straightened my back, almost straddling the top of her thighs parting her cheeks so that I could watch my cock thrusting into her honeypot.
"Yeah I like that, spread me apart and just take that shit." Yoli cooed.
She was extremely wet with audible splashes of moisture accompanying each carnal intrusion until I was doing it for the visual alone. I planted both of my palms flat on each teardrop shaped cheek pushing them inward around the exposed portion of my cock luxuriating in their innate pliant, softness.
"Shit, I can't stop messing with your ass Yoli; I wanna wax this fucking heart all over." I punctuated my lust with several hard strokes with audible claps against her pillow softness.
"Do it, I wanna feel you glazing it; cum on me and then feed me the rest."
Her breathy, whining tone was just what I needed as I withdrew allowing my member to rest lengthwise between both halves of her peachy bottom. I cradled my shaft partially with the crown exposed at the top of her gluteal cleft.
"Damn this looks incredible; I wish I had my camera out."
"You can get it."
"Fuck that Yoli; I gotta get this." I mashed her face down on the sofa humping like my life depended on it.
Yoli went with it tensing it up around my length, massaging me with precision across the finish line. I reared up just as a thick rope shot halfway up her back partially soiling her miniskirt as subsequent bursts fulfilled my promise making a glistening mess of her jiggly, heart shaped derriere.
"Feels like I made you happy."
"You made me so happy, I'm scared."
"Oh?"
"Look Yoli; ever since we did it the first time; I can't stop thinking about wanting you. I wanna fuck your brains out every time I see you; especially this ass that you shouldn't even have. I just came and I feel like fucking your brains out even more."
"Why don't you?"
"Hey man; I'm laying here with your cum all up and down my back. Do you really need any more of a hint, huh?" We both chuckled forgetting out mutual worries with her out of a job and my head still feeling like a ten pound weight. I retreated to the bathroom returning with a warm, damp towel to wipe her down.
"Let's get you respectable." I cleaned her up, probably fondling and groping more than anything else until she regarded me with a lazy smile. Her hand drifted down to my exposed cock grazing it with her fingertips.
"You think I was stupid for giving up my job to be with Renee?"
"I don't know; maybe you just had to get it out of your system. It's done now so you have to figure out what you're gonna do next."
"I thought you were gonna make me a porn star?"
"Well, I feel kind of selfish, now."
"Don't tell me you want me all to yourself?"
"What if I did Yoli; would you hold it against me for being a little infatuated with you?" The look on her face spoke to my truth. She continued lightly playing with my member getting it to twitch, playfully smiling when it did.
"I don't mind a little infatuation, some hot sex every now and then, but you have to know I'm more than a little fucked up. Then there's my sexually fluid status; would that bother you?"
"I don't know; are you bothered by the fact that I was with Renee, Mintzy and a few other girls before you?"
"No, I wish I could've seen that; maybe joined in or something."
I couldn't hold myself back any longer and neither could she as we began making out passionately. I was between her long legs in an instant rubbing her slit before abruptly stopping.
"What?"
"You just gave me an idea."
"Yeah, what about?"
"Rashida Sikes."
"EXCUSE ME!!" Her eyes widened cartoonishly making me chuckle as I kissed her again, quieting her outrage.
"No, don't get it twisted; it's for a follow up to the clips I posted online. Think she'd freak if you touched her?"
"Oh, now you've got me interested." Yoli cooed wrapping her legs around me tight.
There was something about us sexually together that just seemed to click as I plowed her with no fucks given. My hand palmed the top of her head almost mashing down on it as my member pounded frantically into her slit. We got into it on instinct alone as I handled her thighs eventually pushing them into her chest. Yoli locked her arms, folding them around the back of her thighs letting my balls slap against the bottom of her ass. I reached around her gathered thighs attacking her breasts. Her shrieks were stilted matching each violent thrust into her cunt. That sound alone drove me over the edge as I went lust crazed popping my hips for all I was worth.
"YEEEAAAHHH, GIVE IT TO ME; LET ME TASTE IT BAAA-BEEE!!" I barely managed to disengage, hunched over Yoli as I was hitting her face dead center with several bursts of milky goo. I let her legs flop down on the couch climbing up her chest pushing between her big, pink lips. I enjoyed her vacuum suction for a while managing to finally disengage.
"Yeah, I might have to keep you bitch." I admitted hazy from lust.
"Maybe I'll keep you too." We chuckled as I wiped her face clean with the towel, still kneading a breast with my free hand.
"Ah shit."
"What?"
"We gotta clean this up; my cousin's not gonna like this shit." I reluctantly watched Yoli put her wifebeater back on making herself partially respectable.
Her hair was all over her head matching her own sex addled features. She helped me clean up our mess going so far as to spray Lysol on the couch while I hit the room with half a can of Glade after opening the dining room window. We went back to sitting on the front stoop hugged up this time as she had a smoke. Renee reappeared ten minutes after we sat down, alone.
"How long did you two little shits wait after I was gone?"
"About a minute." Yoli admitted as I facepalmed.
"I thought you were having a family thing with my cousin and little Daisy?" I noticed Renee's toes were done with the edges painted a matching white similar to her outfit.
"Jaquan is making up for all the times he dodged his kid; me, well it's my time to unwind and let my fucking hair down. They're sitting through a princess matinee at the mall showing Frozen 2 and both of those shitty live action versions of Aladdin and Beauty and the Beast. He's supposed to call me when he's done." Both of us were staring at her crotch as she explained.
"Cruel and unusual punishment; you must really hate him, huh?" Yoli leaned over giving me a peck on the cheek.
"Somebody gotta get that noise; it's his turn and you two better stop perving on me." My hand was rubbing and kneading Yoli's inner thigh.
"Hey, your girl's numbers are way up; I have an idea how to double that shit with a new teaser, but only if she's down." I changed the subject looking up into her face while Yoli obviously continued looking at her former employer's crotch. Renee cupped her chin bring it up towards her face but withdrew when Yoli reached up running a hand lightly on her forearm.
"I've been meaning to talk to you about that; let's take a walk, alone." I noticed a flicker in Yoli's eyes as she lit up another cigarette. She didn't meet my gaze as we strolled halfway down the block before Renee turned to me.
"You know she's bisexual, right?"
"Sexually fluid, according to her." I politely corrected.
"So, you're okay with her getting down with women, right; I mean look how weird you got after I messed around with you. You're kinda cute and all, but you know you can't change her, right?"
"We're just fucking; and I know what happened with you guys, today."
"I knew I was right to let her go."
"Yeah she's got it pretty bad; I don't know if you should've slept with her."
"Ah, she called my bluff; Yoli brought her A-Game, that little bitch was trying to turn me out or something. I still drive stick, but she weirded me out enough to use you as a distraction. Don't get it twisted, she'd be down to trick it off with both of us. Watch yourself with her, she's out there if you get my drift?"
"So you care, huh?"
"Asshole, I don't want you getting shredded and crying to me when you find her dining at the Y, nigga. Do what you want with her goofy looking ass for all I care.
So, what about my girl's site?" Now Renee changed the subject.
"Well, my comments section has been blowing up ever since I posted those teasers; I think Rashida should make a few more so that I can stoke that fire. Whatever she decides to do after that, is her business."
"Hey, I'll talk to her about that shit, get something set up. I wish you would've screwed her instead, man."
"I am not catching a court case; I'd rather make stuff with Yoli back there. She did bring me a modeling release." Renee's slanted eyes narrowed when I mentioned her former employee.
"And who do you have to thank for that?"
"All credit where it's due Ms. Kelly; she's in need of some income too, as you well know."
"Fool." We walked back arm in arm saying nothing else finding Yoli emerging from my cousin's house as we approached.
Renee got a message from my cousin practically begging her to pick him up from the mall. Little Daisy had thankfully fallen asleep during a musical number from Will Smith allowing him a bit of wiggle room. I groaned when Yoli was ushered into Renee's car. I'd hoped to smash that loose, heart shaped butt one more time instead ending my night cutting together the wealth of footage I already got from my lively fuck buddy. Jaquan didn't return leaving me figuring that he was having another "family night" with Renee and little Daisy.



It felt a bit off putting, but I finally felt safe enough to gave some of Jaquan's barbecue. I edited and watched a movie later receiving a text from Renee that she'd be picking me up the following day to meet with Rashida. a.k.a Chi Town Thunda. I created a wallpaper for a new look to her page before drifting off during the aforementioned movie Renee used to underline her reason for tossing me to Jaquan.
"WE DO NOT KILL OUR ENEMIES-WE GET OUR ENEMIES TO KILL EACH OTHER!" I don't remember anything after that. My vision faded as I watched the mutant address both men.
I got up in the middle of the day finding a pic sent from my mother who was having a jolly old time in Atlantic City lounging by her hotel pool with some friends and one shady looking guy who made me uncomfortable. I still had a good week before she returned to put me back into the predisposed psychological box I'd been born into. Jaquan walked into the house right before noon giving me an odd look that raised some alarms. We were probably a long way from being cool as he ignored me going into his bedroom, returning moments later.
"You been in my room?"
"No."
"I'm serious, you been in my fucking room?" He stepped into the living room as I noticed the pink t-shirt stretched across his chest. It looked a couple of sizes too small along with his jeans that were now high waters tight to his body as well.
"What are you wearing, man?"
"Daisy call herself washing my clothes this morning; yeah me and Renee was out cold. I put it down on her last night. It was like the old days-when I took her virginity and shit, my nigga. What you know about that, homie?" I just stared back without emotion unwilling to put my life in danger by antagonizing my older cousin.
"So, you're not upset your five year old got into Renee's laundry room while you guys were sleep?"
"She smarter than your dumb ass!" I shrugged probably making him feel stupid.
"Right, yeah bruh." I sat there watching for any further signs of aggression as Jaquan lingered thinking of something else to say.
"So you hooking up with that yellow girl?"
"Yoli." I corrected.
"Oh, so that's her name, huh? Saw her last night but we didn't talk or nothing; She's kind of goofy, but I saw that she was holding when she got out the car. She real skinny to have an ass like that, huh bruh?" He was fishing for information as I took a sip from a can of soda.
"I fucked the shit out of her all weekend; man, I fucked her two times on your couch the other day. She got some real good pussy, bruh." I was telling the truth and trolling him at the same time. Jaquan chuckled leaning against the door comfortable for the first time since before the Renee tinged drama began.
"Man, you had me fooled; you like, one of them sneaky motherfuckers you can't leave around your girl. You know it's out of pocket to mess around with a family member's woman, screw a friend's girl? Especially when you got a glass chin, home boy."
"Sorry about that; but since you already knocked me out; I just want you to know that Renee put that weird green, minty shit on my junk, too."
"SHE DID THAT SHIT TO YOU, TOO?!!"
"Renee was just laughing her ass off while I was screaming."
"Bruh, she twisted as fuck." He visibly relaxed smiling to himself. We were both giggling in moments at our shared misfortune.
"So, where we at, Jaquan?"
"That's my baby mamma cuz; just say you sorry for fucking her and we'll go from there. "There was a stern look on his face as we legitimately found some common ground in stilted, masculine fashion.
"You sorry for fucking her and we'll go from there." I trolled again.
"You stupid." We laughed again as he accepted my fake apology, glancing at his own sofa at the edge of the dining room.
"You really fuck that yellow honey on my couch, bruh?"
"Yeah I did; and I was gonna do it some more, but Renee snatched her up outta here to pick you up last night." He leaned against the wall arms folded kind of looking off in the distance. Jaquan rubbed his chin regarding me with an inquisitive look.
"The ass is kinda fat."
"Why you asking?" I didn't wait to ask the obvious question.
"Hey, it's cool man; don't get it twisted."
"No serious, why you asking?"
Jaquan laughed it off as I got a text message from baby mamma number two indicating that she would be picking me up shortly. Something told me it was the right thing to do keeping my other activities from him. I didn't want to stoke any fires by showing him actual footage of Yoli in various compromising positions. I felt a guilty myself for posting the clips knowing that I was sexually smitten with her myself.
I told myself that her deliverance of a model release was permission enough, but still wondered if it were right to have the clips up. I resolved to give Yoli the money from the clips and assist her with building a page on the site if she wanted to continue. Jaquan disappeared phone to ear, from sight as I packed my camera bag. His door was closed thankfully, so I didn't have to tell him I was stepping out with Renee.
Thirty minutes later I was sitting in Renee's breakroom with her and Rashida Sikes for our scheduled meeting watching her in front of my laptop gauging the response to her video clips. I couldn't tell how she'd react to having views well in the triple digit thousands. She seemed to like the clips playing them a number of times, chuckling at the point of view slamming of the door in my face.
"So what now; what's next?" Rashida finally asked. I glanced over at Renee sliding the question to her, instead.
"Well, you gotta decide if you wanna get that money or just say, fuck it." Rashida's heads turned in my direction, contemplating her boss's actions.
Today she was wearing a denim mini dress that stopped at the top of her immense thighs. There was a front zipper from the cleavage to the bottom hem that made me feel guilty for wanting to draw it down. Her hair was done up in Ghanaian braids with a whip like ponytail in the back that stopped just below her meaty shoulders. At the end of the day, you really couldn't get past those huge thighs. Her ass was so huge, you could detect it even when she was sitting down. It made me wonder if that's the reason Jaquan was never allowed inside. I appreciated Renee's presence as a moderator between us.
"Well them niggas online think I'm gonna fuck somebody."
"That's up to you Ms. Sikes, but the interest is there whatever you wanna do with it. I can just put a link to your already established website, but likely most of these guys have already seen your stuff. Honestly, you need some new material and a new front page. I uhm, made a new one last night, if you're interested." I found it more comfortable staring over her shoulder at the adjacent cabinets from my side of the table.
"What's wrong with my page, now?"
"Pardon my French, but it looks like shit." I gingerly pulled my laptop over bringing up the mockup I'd created the night before. Rashida glanced at the screen for a few seconds trying to suppress a nervous smirk on her narrow face.
"I gotta pay for this?" Rashida asked mugging and motioning towards the screen as Renee facepalmed.
"You paid for it already, Rashida; if you wanted to go further I wouldn't be opposed to taking it out in trade." I replied shrugging doing my best to look innocuous.
"WHAT YOU MEAN BY THAT SHIT, HUH?!!" Her outburst caught me off guard, making me flinch.
"Rashida, it's just us here in this fucking breakroom; this nigga trying to get you paid. I'm trying to get you paid so that certain things won't ever happen again."
"Bitch."
"Yeah, but you'd know where the money was coming from instead of some trifling ass nigga scamming your dumb ass. If you'd listened to me, you'd still be kicking it with Darren, wouldn't you?" You could've heard a pin drop in the seconds after Renee spoke. Rashida bit her bottom lip doing a slow burn.
"I made one mistake, alright?"
"No, you made several because you left a smoking gun lying around for your man to find. You underestimated your man's intelligence and that, was truly your fault, babe." I didn't know what to say sitting between them or if I should even speak at this point.
"You think you so perfect." Rashida scoffed almost looking like she wanted to lunge across the table at her friend.
"Well fuck, how many times are we gonna tell you about that money sitting at the bottom of your back? How you getting mad at me when you can see my face; you know me girl and I know you like dollars. I ain't some geek in a hotel room live streaming your shit for free." I didn't want to hear any more.
"Hey, I'm gonna step out for a minute so you guys can talk."
"Yeah, you do that."
I slipped out the back door walking around the side of the building dialing up Yoli. I figured things were probably going belly up with Rashida hoping maybe we could get something going. I hoped we could at least hook up before I went back over my cousin's house. The call went straight to voicemail and the two subsequent follow ups as well. It was one of those situations were her voicemail wasn't set up, so the call was just disconnected within seconds. I was thinking of knocking on her door as I rounded the corner.
I glanced across the street coincidentally finding her getting into an Uber which immediately sped off before I could even shout her name. Her hair was done a bit different, kind of similar reminding me of Rashida but more African styled ponytail braids that added to her allure. I'd gotten fleeting view of her clothing in those few seconds. It looked like she was wearing an oversized men's business shirt. Her look prompted a final desperate call which also went unanswered.
"Hey." I turned finding Rashida approaching me from the front of the salon.
"Let me stop you right there Rashida, I ain't trying to change your mind about nothing. I'll give you everything I've got, and you can find someone you feel comfortable with if you wanna do this shit. I don't wanna work with somebody criminalizing my ass for having a penis." My sentiment just bubbled to the top out of nowhere.
"Uhm okay; so what do we do first?" I glanced over finding Renee peering out of the window of her shop at our exchange. She was doing a client's hair occupying Yoli's old workspace.
"How much baby oil can you get your hands on?"
We were afforded the use of Renee's place for the afternoon with the stipulation that we finish before she had to pick little Daisy from day care. Rashida seemed a little more manageable making me wonder what had been said between her and Renee. I'd already found and retrieved the ladder and Rashida even helped me retrieve Renee's plush white rug for a continuation of what was shot. She was still a bit reticent but got out of her clothing with a little less fuss this time. I couldn't help but notice the tiny peach colored panties covering her private parts.
"What?"
"Nothing." Her overly thick pear shaped figure was arresting as I tried not to stare at the disembodied peach colored inverted triangle between her monstrous thighs. Rashida tracked my gaze to her crotch with a knowing smirk.
"You could've asked." The tips of her fingers disappeared at the uppermost portion of her hips digging out two peach colored strings that she yanked revealing her shaved muff.
"Oh, I get it now." I commented as she freed herself of the deceptive bikini bottom masquerading as a pair of underwear. Rashida wore a simple spandex sports bra over her modest chest, more of a tube top with a zipper in the front that she drew down without hesitation.
"So, we use the baby oil now?"
"Eh, no Rashida; I want you to walk over there and put your hands on the wall as if you were being arrested. But before I do that; would you mind if I slapped your butt kinda hard?"
"Uhm, I guess not; but don't get carried away."
"Sure." My eyes unabashedly followed the unintentional sway and slight jiggle of her mountainous cheeks supported on the stallion like legs of a thoroughbred.
I felt a bit apologetic noting that I'd always view her from the middle outward. Her lower half was so staggering that it did a disservice to a fairly attractive woman. Rashida planted her palms on the wall giving me an opportunity to get some really good footage from the other side of the living room. Rashida remained fairly clam allowing me to get what I wanted, fidgeting a little when I got within arm's length.
"That shit ain't gonna hurt is it?" She asked as I donned my Go Pro head band.
I was already kneeling getting a dead on shot of her massive, mocha colored cheeks with her waist and thighs in comparison. I couldn't help the physical impact the sight of her butt had on me. Thankfully, I was able to adjust myself before it was noticeable. Rashida popped her asset out in my direction lightly shifting her weight from one leg to the other, waiting.
"OWW, HEY!!" My palm collided with the bottom third of her right cheek sending a visible motion ripple across both. It felt heavy even from the glancing blow as I filmed until it stopped jiggling naturally. I got up walking to her side showing her what my digital camera captured.
"Sorry about that; but I'm going to put your stage name against black and have this shot appear letterboxed behind it before posting your measurements. You do know, what they are, right ma'am?" Rashida was watching the shot on the side screen of my camera intently.
"Huh, I just kind of think it's around fifty, more or less." I was already shaking my head knowing she was much larger.
"Guess we'll get to that later, too." Rashida shrugged before we continued. I got two more shots of my hand slapping her huge butt without further complaint before directing her to the bathroom again.
It felt like I gained her trust a little more as she stepped into the tub patiently waiting as I brought in this large canister of baby oil before setting my camera at a low angle pointing it up towards the shelf like posture of her giant buttocks. Rashida in cooperation mode as infinity better than the first time we'd worked together letting a few streams of the clear oil cascade off her prominent curve of her massive derriere. I let it drizzle and drip for an extended amount of time before letting her rub it in until she was positively glistening under the bathroom light. I was fast discovering my artistic muse in Ms. Sikes as she clapped her palms on her glutes making them jiggle and vibrate. That oil was splashed everywhere as I struggled to keep the camera steady. She kept it up repeatedly, intensely unknowingly making me as hard as uncut diamond. I finally handed her a towel hoping she wouldn't notice my expression.
"So, is this okay, or what?"
"Uh, yeah." Rashida glanced over her shoulder like someone was pointing a pistol at her back, noticing my expression.
"What?"
"Uhm, I think we should just start calling you Chi Town Thunda, from here on out, Ms. Sikes." She turned taking the towel with a semi-nervous smile.
I left her there with instructions to rub some of the oil into her skin retrieving an apple from the kitchen. She knew exactly where I was going once she saw the large piece of fruit in my hand, laying prone on Renee's plush rug facing my camera. The second version of her original attention grabbing teaser was captured as I got an overhead shot of her in this position. Thunda had the wherewithal to slightly clap her cheeks in this position. The audible added to the proceedings before I set up with the lense facing her narrow face.
"What you looking at?" Thunda challenged taking a big bite out of the apple afterwards. She remained prone as I stood over her getting a point of view shot as she clapped loudly proving her onscreen moniker rang true.
"A-Ah-Alright, we're done with the shoot."
"REALLY?!!" Rashida looked up at my face surprised.
"Yes ma'am; I can hardly wait to edit all of this together. Only thing left is setting up a page on the site for this stuff; I'll link the one's we already have to your site." I trembled a bit draping a towel over her massive butt.
"Hey, what's up with you?" She asked talking to my back as I turned away reviewing my footage.
"Excuse me?"
"You look shaky bruh; all sweaty and shit; you good?" I turned finding her standing in front of me with the towel draped over her shoulder. She was still nude leaning on the back of Renee's sofa, with a big gregarious grin on her face.
"Stop fucking with me, Rashida." I knew when I was being trolled.
"Thunda, that's my name." She giggled walking off to the bathroom with her clothing. I couldn't help watching the sway of that massive donk as she left the room.
I packed up, leaving Rashida there in the apartment taking the ladder with me. She was showering and I didn't trust myself alone with her and decidedly idle hands. I went back downstairs to the first floor setting up in the breakroom while Renee and her employees continued working in the salon. I was fit to be tied checking my phone for messages from Yoli. I was praying that I'd be able to get her over or go to her place for some hot sex. My cock was throbbing from roided out lust and thoughts of pounding the snot out of my fuck buddy. There were no messages and calls went to voicemail once again worrying me.
"So, you fuck Rashida, or what?" Renee appeared at the entrance to the breakroom.
"It was all business."
"SHIT!"
I glanced up finding Renee planting a wad of cash in the hand of an overweight customer still wearing a plastic poncho over her expansive torso. I giggled forgetting my anxiety about Yoli for the moment as Renee flipped me the bird. She disappeared form view followed by the sound of female jeering and laughter seconds later.
The women were having a merry old time as I entered the salon finding the counter and a spherical rack containing some miscellaneous items chief amongst them being some cards. The woman in possession of Renee's cash had a face full of soapy lather while Renee had a few flakes on her flawless features. I found this simple white card with a tie-dye outline of a heart on its cover holding it over my head for one of the workers to call out a price. Renee just waved me off as the woman flicked more soap at her. I ripped the plastic off of the card writing a simple message along with my number inside. I had a laugh along with them heading to the front door opening it as Renee noticed.
"WHERE YOU THINK YOU GOING!!" Renee yelled after me dabbing at her face with a towel amidst laughter.
"Hold up, I'll be right back."
A bit of an emotional charge ran through me as I jogged across the street to Yoli's place. I knew she wasn't there but the thought of slipping the card under her door had me hyped up imagining her reaction to finding it. I was lucky enough to catch somebody coming out of the apartment's security door getting this elderly looking gentleman to hold the door for me and thanking him heartily. My heart was thumping as I took the steps two at a time to her front door. I checked the card once more, reading my own message.
I NEED YOU! CALL ME YOLI!! XOXO!! (XXX)-XXX-XXXX
I knelt down finding a bit of trouble getting it under Yoli's door but managed to slide it into her apartment. Embarrassingly enough, I laid on my stomach trying to peer under her door before realizing the futility of it all.
"Don't worry young man; I'm pretty sure she'll get your message."
The senior lingered behind monitoring my actions making me feel like an idiot. The old guy chuckled giving me a pat on the back realizing the reason for my actions as I stepped back onto the street.
"Thanks."
"You're welcome, maybe you'll bring your lady friend to my deli up the street a ways, young man." There was a twinkle in his eye, the kind you saw from elderly people reminiscing.



"Maybe I will." I called back running across the street to Renee's place.
I watched the senior hobble down the street presumably to his business, lingering there after he was out of sight. I wished Yoli would return so that I could find out quickly what she thought of my card. After a while, I reluctantly returned to the shop finding things considerably calmed down, if not more grounded inside. Renee was holding court with a few women, Rashida and two employees I hadn't noticed before.
"Surprised you came back; kicked to the curb already?!" Renee greeted with a smarmy tone.
"Not even, she's not there." Rashida was washing a middle aged woman's hair as I stood in the center of the room. I couldn't help but notice those massive thighs bulging from underneath her denim mini dress. Another woman, some bespectacled Latin woman with frosted hair that looked like a wig, noticed my gaze.
"How's that for loyalty; he's looking at your big can, Rashida!" She was flipping through a magazine and watching television, intermittently. I had to catch myself from flipping her the bird.
"Ah, I ain't worried about that little nigga." My recent muse commented without malice, even giving me a reassuring smile as she rinsed her client's hair.
"She intimidates him." Renee added.
"Excuse me?!"
"Probably worried Rashida gonna crush him with those big ass legs of hers!!" Renee's client added getting some laughter.
"He scared she gonna sit on his head with that donkey, girl!!" Rashida's customer added without looking as more laughter rang out.
"I don't have to take this; I'm heading home." Raucous jeers followed me past Renee's work station. She stopped me half giggling at the situation.
"I'll drive you home if you wait until I finish with Bessie, here. I've gotta pick up Daisy from daycare, I'll drop you at Jaquan's after." I didn't mind the atmosphere but wanted to get home for a possible hookup with Yoli. I didn't want to hear any disparaging words about Renee's former employee.
"I'm gonna get a Lyft; I'll hit you guys up later when I finish editing."
"Whipped." I heard the comment as I entered the break area, texting up a car.
I repeatedly checked my phone finding another message from my mother wanting me to call her up which elicited a staggering amount of dread. Her absence had contributed to my surprising good fortune and subsequent encounters with three different women. I thought about the prior few women I'd hooked up with before running afoul of Renee Kelly. There was a massive amount of credit naturally directed at my cousin Jaquan whose decision to blow off a family day with his daughter led to my current situation. The car pulled up out front while I was trying to figure out how to get out of phoning my mother.
"Well look what we got ourselves over here!"
I unexpectedly bumped into Mintzy on my way out the front door. It was awkward considering how our tryst ended. She was dressed somewhat shabbily in this loose fitting dress apparently trying to hide her own huge bust. Mintzy covered her body with an oversized, ratty looking beige sweater regarding me with a glint in her eye.
"Oh hey." It was distinctly awkward.
"Wow, I didn't like, leave no impression or nothing brother?" She sounded a little put out by my demeanor.
"Well, uhm I..."
"HEY, YOU BETTER WATCH YOURSELF BOY!!" We were interrupted, both of us turning in the direction of the disturbance in tandem. I recognized the kid from her store wondering if it were her son. He was a few feet away approaching with aggressive intent.
"Hey, don't you mind him; just get in your taxi and get outta here."
Mintzy almost shoved me into the car before cutting the kid off as it pulled off. I peered out the rear window of the Prius finding them in a heated exchange as the speeding car turned them into ants on the horizon line.
On the way back to my cousin's home, I bit the bullet placing a call to my mother which thankfully went to voicemail. Her earlier call had apparently been ceremonial in nature and I couldn't be happier as my thoughts turned to a certain former cosmetologist with huge, pink lips, a deceptive ass that wouldn't quit and legs that went on forever. I resisted the urge to call her again, content that my card would convey my message quite nicely. Instead, I looked up my page checking the status of my clips realizing that I'd made quite a bit money unnoticed because of my recent activities.
Rashida's clips were still mounting views continuously letting me know even those would pale in comparison to the new ones I'd post later. Yoli's own clips were popular in their own right with the sole blowjob scene making comparable money to the other scenes I'd posted. The clip enchanted me enough that I hadn't realized being on the final leg of my journey on Jaquan's block. Looking out the window, it almost felt like I'd teleported back to Jaquan's house while watching those big, fluffy lips taking me to heaven and back.
"Thanks driver." I hopped out of the Lyft shouldering my camera bag, fishing out the house keys as I walked up to the reinforced screen door.
I unlocked the door finding the big heavy door ajar as I walked up the short stairwell dropping my bag on the sofa. It was unusually humid inside as I noticed unfinished food on the dining room table. There was a pervasive odor of weed inside telling me Jaquan was imbibing. I helped myself to a hot link from one of the aluminum foil containers going into the kitchen fishing a soda out of the fridge. I couldn't wait to edit Rashida's new material and see what kind of traffic it would generate.
I shuddered at the thought of her enormous Badonkadunk, chuckling to myself at the memory. I was distracted by some noise coming from the direction of the short corridor that separated the two bedrooms on the floor. The undeniable squeaking of bedsprings accompanied the unmistakable clapping sound of someone getting pounded out. I was a little disheartened that my cousin would throw away the brief goodwill he'd built up with Renee Kelly, baby mamma number two.
"DAMN GIRL, YOU GOTS SUM-UUHHH, YOU GOTS SOME GOOD PUSSS-SEEEEEE, FUCK BITCH!!" It sounded like he was literally jumping up and down on his dance partner. I could hear the headboard bumping the wall with these loud thudding knocks. I wondered if his last known jump off Akemi returned while I was out.
"Damn Jaquan." I mumbled remembering the African girl's pronounced bubble butt. I shrugged checking my phone finding nothing as my cousin continued singing the praises of his jump off.
"FAAAWKKK BITCH; AAAHMMA HAVE TO-I'M GONNA HAVE TO KEEP THIS ASS!! I'M FINNA BUST ON THIS ASS!! YUH-YOU WANT ME TO WAX YO SHIT UP AGAIN, HUH?!!" I chuckled cupping a hand over my cheek.
"YEEEEAHHHHH CUM ALL OVER ME!! FUCK ME UP WITH YOUR BIG ASS COCK, JAQUAN!! AAAAHHH SHIT, I LOVE YOUR COCK!!" My soda hit the kitchen floor spilling everywhere.. The resultant puddle formed quickly under my sneakers as I tracked soda into the dining room and adjacent corridor.
I pushed the bedroom door open with a single hand.
My cousin Jaquan had Yoli pinned underneath him in a prone position, one of his huge mitt like hand around her neck while his other was frantically jerking several ropes of ejaculate all over her loose, heart shaped butt. Her own hands were parting those yellow hued cheeks taking burst after burst as he grunted. They were both diagonally positioned on his bed facing me.
Time just seemed to stop as I took it all in with frozen features. The look on Yoli's face was undeniable.
It was pure bliss, rapture. She slowly looked up regarding me as that joyous expression melted away into a mask of despair. I found Jaquan equally shocked, his eyes cartoonishly wide as plates.
"Sexually fluid." Was the only thing I could think to say, just above a whisper.
The next few seconds was weird as I found myself outside the house sitting on the front lawn staring at the street and parked cars of various neighbors. It was a really nice day in retrospect. I could hear birds chirping in a nearby tree.
**TO BE CONTINUED**
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I watched a few cars move down the street along with some foot traffic on the block content to just sit there on the grass for as long as it took to sink in. My mind kept replaying the brief innocent moment when I witness Yoli getting into a cab juxtaposed with what I'd discovered seconds ago. I could still hear my cousin asking about her likely already having talked with the duplicitous ingenue. I regretted my words, regretted telling Jaquan that I'd screwed her on his couch and everything else.
"Hey, uhm you mad?"
Yoli was there standing at the edge of the lawn to my left on the little concrete walkway that led up to the front door of my cousin's house. I slowly craned my head in her direction finding her wearing the long sleeved dress shirt garment. It was open down the front hastily put on with her fists holding it closed. She was nude underneath. Her hair was all over her head like some erratic mane.
"I'm a big boy." I looked away from her face.
"Please don't be mad at me." Her bare foot landed on the lawn, but I raised a palm stopping her from approaching.
"Don't."
"You hate me, don't you? I-I just want you to be okay, not angry with me, not mad." I glanced down between my legs unwilling to look at her face, pulling up a few blades of grass.
"Don't come near me."
Her whimpering turned to echoed sobbing as she ran back into my cousin's house. The screen door slammed loudly echoing off in the distance. Jaquan appeared seconds later at the edge of the lawn.
"SO, YOU GONNA TRICK ON ME, CALL RENEE, CUZ?!!" He sounded ready for a fight.
"No, I'm not that weak; I ain't doing shit, man." He stood there gauging my response, probably perplexed. Somewhere off in the distance one of his neighbors was playing some Womack and Womack. I believe the song was called Baby I'm Scared of You; I recognized its dreamy quality.
"Oh what, you gonna cry now cause I ran up in your bitch, huh nigga?" Subtlety was not among my cousin's more obvious charms. He sounded like the ignorant Cro-Magnon; he obviously was standing there shirtless with his sculpted physique on display.
"I don't think so; I'm going to sit here for a minute and let all that shit sink in Jaquan. So you can take your victory lap or go back in there and bust Yoli's back some more because I'm working on not giving a fuck. You can even smash my glass chin if you want, but I've got no fucks left to give. I'm not telling Renee about this."
"I'M SUPPOSED TO BELIEVE THAT SHIT?!!"
"Believe what you want, cuz."
Things got real quiet until only the ambient chirping of birds in that nearby tree were audible along with the sounds of children playing somewhere in the distance. Jaquan left me to my thoughts for a few seconds. Moments later, I noticed his and Yoli's legs from the knees down quickly walking by towards his Mustang convertible. I looked up watching the car pull off the curb. Yoli was hunched down in the front seat as it sped off.
"Sexually fluid." I fished my own house keys out of my pocket staring at them in the afternoon sunlight.
I tossed a few clumps of grass onto the sidewalk as a couple walked the dog, a German Shepard. The unleashed pet ran onto the lawn playfully licking my face before being called back by a whistle from his master. Both of the teens apologized but I was happy for that bit of interaction replying with a simple thumbs up. My limbs found movement gradually taking me back into the house were I gathered up my things retrieving my phone. I hesitated returning to my cousin's now vacant room to stare at the spot on his ruffled bed where they'd likely been screwing the entire day. I found Yoli's discarded panties left behind on the floor.
Thirty minutes later I was standing in my living room staring out the front window glad my mother was still on vacation for another couple of days. I sat on the couch zoning out for a while letting everything finish sinking in before resolving to back to work. My phone started ringing but I ignored it getting out my laptop. The incessant ringing kept up until I finally answered.
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING BACK HOME, BOY?!!"
"Mom?"
"WHAT YOU DOING IN THAT HOUSE?!!"
"Uhm, I came back to pick up some stuff and decided to chill; uh, how do you know that I'm home?" I felt goosebumps prick up on my skin.
"I GOT A CALL FROM THE SECURITY COMPANY; I'M LOOKING AT YOU RIGHT NOW ON MY PHONE!!"
I realized my home had remote surveillance glancing over my shoulder at some shelves in my living room. There was a small nanny cam between a photo of my grandfather and some family albums. I was glad I hadn't turned on my computer or my recent activities would've been exposed. I really didn't need that kind of grief.
"I live here what's the big deal?"
"I specifically arranged for you to stay at your aunt's house with your cousin Jaquan; he's responsible for you! I ain't paying him to let you come back home and shack up! You get back over there until I get back from my vacation!!"
"You really pay Jaquan to take care of me?"
"He's an adult."
"Ma, I just made nineteen last month; how could you do something like this to me?" Considering my cousin's own foibles and highly questionable track record with his own children, I was beyond offended.
"I just wanted to make sure you were safe." She offered making me feel no less humiliated.
"Dammit, I'm nineteen."
"I KNOW HOW OLD YOU ARE; YOU DO WHAT I SAY!!" My mother hung up abruptly hopefully embarrassed after revealing how'd she played herself.
I chaffed inside at the thought of my shiftless cousin taking money for basically babysitting me. This guy in his early thirties, who already received a stipend from his own mother, had no qualms about taking money from mine. I mumbled a few curses under my breath taking my laptop back to my room where I was so paranoid that I actually checked my room for another nanny cam. I still didn't trust my mother hooking up my Bose headphones so that she wouldn't get any audio just in case. I even turned my desk towards the wall seeking to keep my secrecy bringing up my editing bay and the site itself. I checked my neglected message board finding a plethora of messages from a past "star" of my page, dialing up her posted number.
"Hey Porsha, you been looking for me?"
I knew the answer already after finding at least fifty messages from the second women I'd filmed and posted on the hosting site. Porsha Simms was rather large and blocky, boasting measurement of 44DDD-40-38 along with a somewhat narcoleptic countenance.
"Shit yeah, thought you was dodging me, though."
"No, I was just caught up in something else; what's up?" There was only one reason she would be calling.
"Hey, we need to do another one of them scenes; my paper got low something terrible." The jovial nature of Porsha's voice brought a smile to my face knowing it was wholly, criminally genuine.
"Alright we can set something up."
"Come on man, you can put me on tonight; why don't you come over right now?"
"Tonight, really?"
"Yeah, we can set it off tonight brother; come on over right now!!" She sounded excited but I had to air on the side of caution not wanting her roommate, another of my cousins in my business.
"I don't know about that; I don't want Deanna finding out."
"Aw man I ain't even over there right now; I'm kicking it at my friend Shawnee place. Me and Deanna kind of talking a break right now."
I almost laughed in Porsha's face realizing that she'd probably been put out for being late with her half of the rent money. I continued editing together a new teaser for my client, Chi Town Thunda.
"What about your friend, uhm Shawnee?"
"Don't worry about that bitch, she down and ain't no snitch. So, you coming over or what?"
Porsha was beyond desperate, and so was I. Finding my cousin Jaquan screwing the life out of Yoli was plaguing my mind and I needed something to self-medicate. I considered flaking on Porsha finishing up my work uploading two teasers for Thunda to the net that saw immediate returns before I'd left my home.
There was no way I was going back over Jaquan's no matter what my mother wanted. As far as I was concerned, she'd thrown money into a lit fireplace. Her ideology offended me in that she always seemed to have a mild disparaging view of me, but verbally indicated that she felt I needed to be taken care of by this guy who was only technically an adult. It was like she looked at me and cousin in lineup picking him as the responsible one ignoring his blatant arrested development. I replayed his conversation about Yoli in my mind wandering if they'd already decided to hook up at that point or while I was out the following day.
The recurrent memory of Jaquan riding Yoli into the mattress continually returned prompted me to hastily pack up my camera bag. I guess I was in shock that she'd hooked up with my cousin but found everything made perfect sense in hindsight. Yoli initially targeted me because I'd slept with Renee, so it made sense to go to the next available source, Jaquan after giving up her job to fulfill a long held fantasy.
Who else had been with Renee Kelly more than the guy she'd given her virginity and a child?
That thought left me a little green around the gills prompting a longer than usual shower with plenty of hot water. By the time I got out, I was intent on removing her scenes from my online page profitable or not. I took the time to download all of her stuff onto a portable hard drive I had laying around before stalking off to work with Porsha Simms and hopefully fuck Yoli out of my system. The wildcard was her supposed friend Shawnee, someone I knew nothing about. It would be a game time decision at best once I got a feel for things going forward.
I was in a boorish mood of sorts with my situation exacerbated by the Lyft driver's musical choice. I was serenaded by a vintage group known as The Emotions with Don't Ask My Neighbors providing an unintentional soundtrack to my life. Yoli reappeared over and over again in my minds eye in a jumbled montage of images getting fucked senseless by my cousin, intermittently by me.
"Do you mind changing the station, sir?"
"What you don't like oldies?" My driver was an older fellow, probably on the cusp of senior citizenship; a brother with a thick, snow white beard.
"No, I'm good with oldies but this song is getting to me."
"Sure kid, whatever." He grumbled changing the station ending up with a worse choice in Deniece Williams' iconic song "Silly" which made me turn inside out psychologically.
It was crazy because I'd only messed around with Yoli for a couple of days before shit got real with Jaquan. My resolve to burn her out of my system in degrees, was steeled by the time I arrived at Shawnee's apartment. In short order I found myself in front a three story building which looked in need of renovation in some respects. The building was a block long with one or two outward facing windows fractured, kept from fully shattering with thick grey tape. One first floor window displayed a prominent neighborhood watch sign that gave me pause. The adjacent blocks posted a similar urban esthetic that would make it reasonable to bail on Porsha. The stone framed front entrance yielded Porsha before I could dial up another car.
"Ain't you coming inside?" Porsha was wearing a vintage Puma windbreaker and some frayed Bermuda shorts that were almost stonewashed in appearance. Her bust was ridiculous in a garment that had been likely scored from a much smaller person.
"Is it safe?" I redoubled my grip on my bag, half expecting someone to run out and roll me for my things.
"Come on man, are you for real?"
"Seems like a reasonable question to ask." It did and I was.
"We gotta get this money." She looped her arm in mind with this disarming smile that defused my initial misgivings lightly pulling my into the building where I found a short stairwell leading up to Porsha's current digs.
The old-school oak door was ajar, and I could hear sounds of a television emanating from within. Porsha pushed the door softly allowing it to swing open so that I could peer inside. The inner alcove was large enough with an oddly placed bathroom adjacent to the front door. A thin chain dangled from a simplistic lighting fixture above as I glanced to my right finding the living room with one of those bead curtains obscuring its interior. There was a short corridor that with the kitchen on its right side and what I assumed were two bedrooms on either side anchoring the floor plan.
"So, we good; or you scared?"
"I ain't scared!"
"Get your ass inside, then." Porsha gave me a playful yet forceful shove inside following me, chuckling.
She swept the beaded curtain revealing a cluttered living room made up of two love seats on either side with a ratty looking sofa lining the picture windows facing the entrance. A thin, oblong coffee table was the official center of the room while an entertainment center sat at my immediate right. We weren't alone, another woman reclined on the right love seat almost lying there in a fluffy white hoodie and some baggie sweat pants. She was basically a pile of clothing with a smallish looking head sticking out the top. This woman had what some referred to as a redbone skin tone on the darker end of the spectrum, attractive enough with some prominent eyebrows begging to be plucked and chubby cheeks that gave her an elven smile.
"Shawnee?"
"I'm charmed."
There was an overly large bag of chips resting on her torso that she was actively feeding from. Her look and disposition brought a smile to my face as I cautiously stepped inside finding a seat on the opposite loveseat. Porsha leaned in forcing me to slide over to sofa. She was at my back actually kneeling on the couch with one sandaled foot planted on the hardwood floor.
"So, this is my girl Shawnee Thompson." Porsha's arm was resting behind my head while her huge bust partially obscured my view of the television. Both women were watching a rerun of that show Scandal making me unintentionally turn my nose up.
"I already said my name." Shawnee reminded between bites of chips.
"Yeah, she already said that, Porsha." There was chip shrapnel on her hoodie.
Shawnee lazily regarded me without a care.
"Well, I just thought we could be more professional like, formal and stuff." Porsha talked with her hands touching her breasts a bit. I liked the noticeable jiggle of her bounty but found the weed on her breath a bit distracting.
"He came over here to fuck you."
"No, we're working Shawnee." Porsha corrected as I focused more on the huge boobs pressing into my shoulder and bicep.
"Yeah, like she said." I added drawing the zipper down on her windbreaker allowing the huge breasts inside a modicum of freedom.
The resultant bulge outward resembled rising yeast, the baking of bread more or less. Porsha Simms was shirtless underneath wearing only this really expensive looking underwire brassiere. It was embroidered with intricate lace, everything in a sort of evergreen color. This undergarment was made for a plus sized woman but visually not her size as her cleavage appeared mountainous. One of her saucer sized areolas was peeking out of the plunging neckline before my eyes. Her hand clapped the back of my neck in righteous indignation getting a playful laugh out of her friend that degenerated into some brief, labored coughing. Porsha yanked the zipper up hiding her cleavage.
"What's so fucking funny?" Porsha raised an eyebrow at her sedentary associate.
"DAMN, HE JUST UNZIPPING YOUR SHIT LIKE IT'S HIS TITTIES!!" Shawnee was coughing at bit as she laughed at her friend. Porsha flipped her associate the bird getting a quick return in the same gesture.
"Well, why'd you want me to come over if we ain't doing nothing?"
"I ain't say we wasn't doing nothing; it's just a little disrespectful to be pulling my tits out like that." I shrugged as she explained glancing over at an amused Shawnee.
"Well Ms. Simms; what did we do the first time we met?"
"That's besides the point." She looked away nonverbally outing herself as Shawnee laughed. I decided to add insult to injury by fishing out my phone pulling up one of the scenes where I'd repeatedly blasted Porsha's face as she held her fleshy boulders pressed together. I handed my phone over to Shawnee.
"OH FUCK MAN; HOLY SHIT HE BLASTED UP YOUR FACE GIRL!!" Porsha tried to reach across me in a vain attempt to snatch my phone as Shawnee held it out of reach sitting upright. The tattered bag of chips spilled out at her feet as she glared at the face of my phone. I received a slightly forceful shove from Porsha.
"What, I'd do?"
"OH LOOKIT THIS, HE GOING HAM ON THEM TITTIES NOW; OH GIRL YOU DONE FREED THE BEAST SOMETHING FIERCE!!" I chuckled at the way she spoke giving me the impression that she was some sort of irreverent gossip.
"We were doing it to make money, just business."
"So, how much you get out of this thing?"
"Good five hundred, more or less." I didn't believe her estimate, but it was accurate for the footage I'd captured for my own page.
"Are you for reals?" Shawnee sounded impressed holding my phone in both hands watching the ten minute clip. Sitting upright, she was taller than me, a pile of sloppy clothing.
"Ah bitch, we gonna make way more than that; ain't we bruh?" Porsha nudged me ironically with her bust.
"Well since we're talking business; I'm going to need you to sign some paperwork."
I unzipped my camera bag pulling out a few copies of similar to the modeling release Renee had Yoli sign and present to me. I knew Porsha like to hide her true cunning nature behind a façade of hood tinged indifference.
"What paperwork?"
"Modeling release, two actually because your potential profits could get held up without this form."
"Really?"
"Yeah, it's standard issue on the most basic level for adult stuff. I can't post new stuff without it."
"They paid me last time." I expected that bit of push back.
"Cool, if you want to make some new stuff I'm gonna need you to sign and date these two forms on the bottom." My karmic mentor Renee Kelly lit a fire under my ass when she warned me about Mintzy and by proxy, Yoli. There was no way I was going forward without that paperwork. I was prepared to go back home if necessary.
"Shit, whatever." I was actually surprised when she signed both forms.
"So, how much you make off this other stuff?" Shawnee was still watching various clips on my phone.
"Making."
"Huh?"
"I'm making money just sitting here with you guys; so Porsha, we in business or what?" I turned abruptly bumping face first into her breasts. The front half of my head was completely hidden from view.
"I signed the paper, didn't I nigga?" She wasn't happy likely figuring I was trying to screw with her on some level. Her own lack of business acumen and desire for more passive money drove her impulsive actions.
"Yes, you did."
I drew the zipper down again, all the way this time letting her immense boobs part the windbreaker revealing her torso. The was a crappy tattoo I hadn't noticed before etched into her mocha colored skin arched over her round belly button. Porsha gave me a stern look as I palmed the underside of a heavy breast.
"Hey girl let me get at you for a minute, back here."
The entire loveseat shook as Shawnee got up in drawn out fashion letting the rest of the errant chips fall onto the floor at her feet. Even standing up, she was this formless pile of clothing that lumbered out of the living room causing weight induced tremors.
"Hold it up for a minute." Porsha followed her friend out of the living room generating a few tremors of her own.
I fished out my camera checking my bag with a sigh of relief after finding four unused condoms from the roll gifted to me by Renee Kelly. My phone started flashing with Yoli's phone number. I didn't answer it happy that I kept my device on silent. I watched three cycles of unanswered ringing before Porsha returned staring across the room at me.



"What?"
"I was calling you, but you didn't answer. I came down here and you were just sitting there zoned out; you holding some pharmaceutical happiness?"
"Fuck no; I was thinking." It wasn't exactly a lie. Yoli and Jaquan were wreaking havoc inside my head.
"Come on back."
"Hold on for a minute; stand right there and slowly unzip that windbreaker. Then walk slowly over here until I tell you to stop and pull those bra cups all the way up."
Porsha knew I was good for getting her paid, so she pressed back into the living room wall drawing the zipper down as her pneumatic cleavage parted the jacket halves. It was an incredible shot followed by a second as she sauntered over digging her fingertips into the bottom of the cups. Porsha waited until prompted slowly drawing her expensive brassiere up letting her ponderous knockers fall free with a rubbery, heavy looking jiggle. I let the shot linger for a second as the minute bounces subsided.
"Great, so we're doing scenes in the back, right?"
"Come on, nigga."
"Stop calling me that shit."
Porsha half dragged me down the short corridor to the back room at its right side. She sort of shoved me backwards into the room where I discovered a mountainous object under an orange comforter. It was obviously Shawnee under the blanket, giving me cause for panic as I glanced over at Porsha grinning like a Cheshire Cat.
"Uhm, no."
"Unwrap you present; just fucking do it." We stared each other down for a few seconds as I reached over with one hand snatching away the cumbersome blanket in one fell swoop.
"Happy now?"
"Check it out, bruh." Porsha's face was a little more animated than usual prompting me to actually look down at her friend Shawnee.
"Oh, uhm okay-wow."
I found myself looking down at what amounted to a literal mountain of redbone ass. Two enormous humps way bigger than my torso and part of my pelvis. Incredibly Shawnee was actually wearing underwear in the form of some shiny looking, high waisted briefs. The glossy, black undergarment was ceremonial in nature demonstrated in the mother of all wedgies that offset by her skin tone. Deep motion ripples accompanied a loud sustained clap along with the creaking mattress springs under what appeared to be two stacked blankets. I grabbed a handful of the closest ass cheek finding that my hand in relation to it, appeared akin to a child's.
It was pure thickness, muscle that fought back against the pressure applied almost dense muscle. It was like standing in front of a fleshy set of boulders as I peered over the girl's back finding a knowing smile on her face, condescending. I leaned in reaching over the globe like curve of her backside grabbing more on the opposite side. Her gluteal cleft, the crack of this ass was positively cavernous as I spread both sides apart finding the fate of her briefs. Her flesh slipped out of my fingers allowing both halves to clap together loudly.
"I can't believe this-WHAT THE FUCK, MAN?!!" I blurted out.
"Got you fucked up, right?" Porsha commented, also knowingly glib.
"Uhm...I." I was dumbstruck, continuously squeezing and kneading unable to look away.
Shawnee was chuckling and mumbling something inaudible from my point of view. I pushed those massive cheeks apart leaning over staring directly at her covered sex in the form of a visibly puffy cameltoe. This woman's ass was just powerful.
"Hey bruh, don't fall in." I came to realizing both women were laughing at me, hard. Porsha actually had to lean in tugging at my bicep to get my attention.
"Huh-WHAT?!!" The laughter continued as I wiped the sweat from my brow.
"Yeah bruh, you got hit by my girl AA, nigga!" Porsha laughed.
"STOP CALLING ME THAT WORD-Uhm, what's AA?!"
"ALL ASS, nigga." Shawnee added laboriously rising up on all fours, still grinning as he friend struggled to stop laughing.
My gaze ran along her back embarrassingly as I realized she was still wearing the hoodie. From the instant I snatched away the blanket, the entire room melted away. The room started to materialize around me. There were two beds on either side of the small cramped bedroom with a cluttered dresser separating them. Discarded clothing and litter was everywhere the eye could look. I didn't give a fuck still playing and squeezing that huge ass.
"You seriously got him fucked up, girl." Porsha drew my attention away snapping her fingers in front of my face.
"Don't I though, bitch?" Shawnee replied, still glib and assured.
"ALL ASS, huh; where the fuck did you get that name?"
"Can't you see?!!"
"How could I miss it?" Both woman continued laughing at my expense which was starting to become a thing in my experience.
"That's what they used to call her back in school, it's what everyone used to say when she walked down the hall." Porsha explained.
"Hell they called me that shit wherever I went." Shawnee added.
"Well, fuck that nonsense; I'm gonna give you a new nickname right now, Shawnee." My hands were full of her mountainous cheeks squeezing and kneading.
It was simply incredible giving my recent muse Rashida Simms a run for her money. I couldn't believe my good fortune; hell, I was happy just to get a look at the thing. I cupped my hands under both cheeks allowing Shawnee to bounce them into my palms.
"What you gonna call her, huh? Porsha challenged.
"Depends on whether she signs that modeling release, or not." I almost regretted saying that before it fully left my lips.
"I'll sign anything that makes me some easy money." I barely heard a word.
"So, what you gonna call that ass, director boy?"
My fingers were working hard to pry her astounding glutes apart for another look at her deeply entrenched slit. Shawnee didn't seem fazed at all when I slid the crotch of her briefs aside getting a look at a surprisingly clean shaven slit that appeared smaller than I would've thought.
"Ms. WTF!" More laughter followed.
Everything that followed was a blur as I ran a finger along her slit finding increasing moisture and wetness before my thumb slid inside. Shawnee gasped almost shrieked at the intrusion whimpering a bit as I added more fingers. She became drenched almost instantly as I replaced my thumb with the index and middle fingers. Little bubbles of moisture appeared along the crease along with audible squelching sounds. I was fascinated with fingering this woman getting encouragement from her moans of pleasure. Shawnee parted her thighs a bit letting my ring finger also join in the fun.
Her breathy moans and whimpers affected Porsha who slid out of the windbreaker letting it fall to the floor amongst the discarded clothing and liter. Her somnambulistic features appeared in my field of vision stealing a soft kiss. Her lips pressed against mine two times in succession before she found the courage to push her tongue inside. Porsha's breasts were already spilling out of the plunging neckline of her brassiere.
Shawnee's fingers drew my zipper down finding a cock that was already past the waistband of my underwear. The tips of her fingers handled my crown gently squeezing and playing with it. I heard a weird, muted gurgling sound stealing a peek to find that Shawnee was gagging herself with the tips of her fingers. She covered those digits with a fair share of saliva reapplying it to the upper half of my member. Her hand was kind of puffy looking with thin fingers providing a tantalizing stroking motion that gradually intensified. I realized Porsha was grabbing a big chunk of her friend's enormous butt as well. This slightly shady woman could kiss pretty good even nibbling and sucking on my bottom lip.
Her own considerable charms pressed into each side of my bicep as Porsha let her head rear back. I took the opportunity lapping at her throat making Porsha moan as she dug her nails into Shawnee's right cheek. Her hand shot up tugging at her friend's waistband with me following suite, both of us working in tandem to get those embattled panties part of the way over the rounded curve of her derriere.
We were only able to get them halfway before Shawnee decided to throw a curveball at us collectively by crashing down onto her belly. There was a loud strained squeak of the box springs under her mattress. Porsha and I stared at Shawnee's donk which looked even bigger when you were standing over it.
Porsha grabbed my hips turning me in her direction unbuckling my belt opening my pants further as her friend yanked them down from the back exposing my backside. I used both pointer fingers sliding Porsha's tightened bra straps off her shoulders finding deep imprints from the burden of carrying around such huge boobs. The reinforced cups somehow remained firmly in place wedged or vacuum formed onto her breasts. I lapped at the indentation on her right shoulder. Porsha lost her tattered Bermuda shorts revealing an unsurprising absence of underwear herself. This time she was similarly clean shaven going for the brassiere when I motioned for her to leave it on before crooking my finger.
"You don't wanna see no titties now?"
"No, I want to take that bra off myself, Porsha; come over here and turn your back to me." Porsha followed suite edging back into me ass first. Instead of unsnapping the multiple hooks on the reinforced brassiere, I reached around cupping her sex. It was easy to find and tease her prominent clit eliciting a loud, distressed gasp from her.
I managed three fingers inside her confines going hard from the start. Porsha went weak in the knees pushing her butt into my crotch. Shawnee continued tugging at my pants getting them down to my knees as I went harder on Porsha until she was obliged to snatch my hand away gasping. I reached up squeezing big, hearty handfuls of her breasts. I pinched and rolled her nipples getting more sensual yelps of pleasure. Porsha cupped her mound, working her own slit as I jiggled and bounced her ponderous tits before adding my fingers to her snatch.
"I don't get no love, huh?" Shawnee brushed her fingertips along the outside of my left thigh. She was propped up on her elbows still lying on her belly, that massive butt on display instantly entrancing me. Shawnee's tongue ran along her bottom lip staring at my erection.
My crown pushed past her lips, the shaft following methodically until everything was literally balls deep. I drew backwards slowly feeling hey tongue snaking about the underside of my shaft. Her chubby cheeks puckered hard around the head of my member. I pushed inside again in several repetitions finding a rhythm starting to go a bit harder as Porsha called out to me.
"Hey, get over here and give me some of that." Porsha called out lying with her head pointed towards the door. She was lying on her back with a hand still rubbing her muff, waiting.
Her fist covered the bottom half of my cock stroking hard sucking the rest with a decidedly more energetic performance that contrasted sharply with Shawnee's technique. I grabbed a big, healthy handful of her right breast kneading and pinching the flesh while Shawnee watched lazily from her bed. My eyes never left her massive ass, something she evidently found amusing.
"She sucking your dick, but you looking at me; what's up man, you like me?"
"Always jokes, that shit never gets tired."
"Don't take it personal; I get that shit all the time. Why'd you think I wear my clothes like this, huh?"
"Bad fashion sense?"
Shawnee buried her face in her pillow pulling the hoodie over her head decidedly chuckling and laughing into her bedding. I appreciated the jovial, playful mood of the proceedings after my earlier situation. I leaned over bringing my palm down in a loud slap on her left cheek creating an earsplitting clap which result in more motion ripples across her expanse. My hand slid under the stretched out briefs digging into her deep gluteal cleft in a clawing grope that made her giggle into the bedding. Porsha disengaged, sitting upright on the edge of her bed kind of weary looking.
"Alright, guess we need to get this shit out of the way."
Porsha was decidedly irritated at my split attention as she rotated her brassiere until the back was at the top of her sloped tummy. She unhooked and tossed the brassiere aside scratching her temple regarding me with lazy eyes.
"Somebody mad!" Shawnee almost sang, her head still hidden by the fluffy hoodie.
Porsha got behind me pressing her wide body into my back reaching around simultaneously cupping my balls and stroking my erection with a steady cadence. This methodical approach felt incredible on my length as Porsha edged me closer to Shawnee's left ass cheek until my crown was pressing into its softness. I could feel her breath hot and heavy between my shoulder blades. I let Porsha have her way managing to get my digital camera going despite the sensation.
"You ain't gonna be happy until you bust a nut on that butt, ain't you?"
She still sounded somnambulistic even in her irritation at having the sexual spotlight being taken from her. Her tenuous grip on the queen's English also added to her boorish allure.
"That's not a butt, that's an ASS!!"
Shawnee's head rose looking up at my face with a goofy smile at the endorsement. I rolled a bit of the hoodie up finding the small of her back and a unique tramp stamp etched into her skin in Asian looking characters.
"Cum on that ass then I want you to fuck me." The underside of her palm slid along the underside of my cock as she continued pumping my sack. Porsha was intent on getting a climax out of me while Shawnee watched.
"Yeah, give me a little squirt, homes." Shawnee added whimsically watching her friend's progress.
"A little squirt, huh?" Both of Porsha's hand were stroking in opposite directions working hard to coax a load out of me as veins sprouted along my shaft and my crown reddened.
"Shawnee you in for a surprise; this guy different as fuck." Porsha warned already familiar after receiving several bursts from me a few weeks earlier.
"Oh yeah, show me."
Shawnee taunted flexing her mountainous ass cheeks stretching and alternately creating a deep, wedgie in tandem with the elevated clapping sound. Porsha was playing me like a fiddle going even harder.
"I can feel it coming out girl." Three fingers on her left hand were working the upper half, the rest were squeezing and twisting the base of my member. A sheathe of humidity engulfed me as Porsha looked around my left shoulder at her progress.
"I'm waiting; show me something." Shawnee's cheeks never stopped clapping as beads of sweat ran down my brow. My hands trembled rolling the hoodie up further revealing more of her lower back. My fingers sank into her soft flesh kneading and groping as Porsha worked me onto the precipice.
"Girl, his thing's vibrating getting fatter."
"Yeah so, I'm still waiting." Shawnee watched as I drew the stretchy material of her panties down into the deep undercuff of her enormous clapping cheeks. My brow furrowed as Porsha forced the spunk up my shaft, working hard for a release.
"ALL ASS, FUH-FUH-FAAAAWWWKK!!" The first sustained burst shot across her jiggling cheeks with a thick, milky rope followed by several more lighting up both cheeks as Shawnee's eyes widened and her mouth gaped in surprise.
"AW FUCK!! Would you look at this shit; damn man you still cumming, eh? Acabas de salir da la carcel o algo negro?!!" Her use of the Spanish language caught me off guard making Porsha chuckle at my surprise.
"EH?!!"
"My girl here Puerto Rican." Porsha explained as she used me to hose down both cheeks evenly while her bestie watched incredulously.
"Damn boy, when the last time you got laid?"
"Yesterday."
"MIERDA, NO TE HICIERON AL MENOS SEIS MESES CON UNA CARGA COMO ESTA!" Shawnee exclaimed as Porsha flicked a few remaining bits of spunk across her expanse before releasing my cock.
"Think I can get some attention now, huh?!!" Her hand willfully rubbed vestiges of my jizz on my abdomen. Porsha's irritation was not lost on me as she fished out a condom ripping it open for the lubricated prize inside.
"It's the lady's prerogative, baby." I replied as Porsha slid the condom onto my half erect length.
I pivoted grabbing handfuls of her decidedly lesser ass quelling her irritation by pushing my tongue into her mouth. She responded almost immediately as her mound pressed against the underside of me shaft. We ground together under the watchful eye of her friend before I pushed her down on her back with her own wide semi flattened butt hanging off the edge of the mattress. Porsha was able to get her legs higher than I would've believed allowing me to hook them over my shoulders. Her labored grunts added to the long strokes as my cock slammed into her cunt with focused intensity finding her insides extremely hot and gluey.
There was no doubt Shawnee could hear every audible stroke lying on her twin bed behind me. Porsha cupped her breasts mashing them together emphasizing her own busty charms as my prick rodded out her confines with extreme prejudice, whining loudly. There was visible froth bubbling up out of her slit as I kept pushing inside in measured fashion taking her as a means to an end. The sound she made; this weird distressed sort of slightly masculine bellow alerted her friend on the other bed.
"What's he doing to you girl; what he doing that got you crying, Porsha?!" Shawnee inquired, still glib.
"AWWWW SHIT; HE GETTING MY SPOT!! HE HITTING THAT SHIT FROM THE SIDE POCKET BIIIAAAATCHHH!!" My cock was going almost at an angle thumping the grooves in her side wall. Her bust was jiggling vertically in jello like fashion topped with fully erect nipples. I mashed down on Porsha's thighs spreading them apart popping my hips wilder intentionally messing up the rhythm.
"He got you good, girl?"
"YEEEEEAAAHH, HE MAKING ME CRY!! THIS NIGGA MAKING ME CRY!!" I was laser focused on her puffy mound watching my girth spreading her glistening labia obscenely apart.
"WHAT I TELL YOU ABOUT CALLING ME THAT SHIT?!!" I suddenly started sawing my hips as hard as humanly possible making her bellow and sob, almost sounding as if someone were beating the poor woman. The head of my cock thumped into her inner grooves hitting that spot mercilessly.
"SORRY DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!! DADDY!!" AAAAWW FUCK I'M CUMMING!!" I released on Porsha's legs letting it fall ponderously onto the mattress, palming the top of her head like a basketball drawing it vertical.
"Oh damn girl; he owning the pussy! He messing your shit up serious!!" Shawnee sounded like a play by play commentator as I glanced over my shoulder at her.
"Yeah, check it out cause you getting it next, bitch!" I was in the zone allowing the other leg to drop onto the mattress now using both hands to grasp her head on either side. Porsha's head was basically vertical while the rest of her remained horizontal.
"AAAAAWWW DADDDY!! YOU MAKING ME CUM ON THE DICK!! I'M CRYING FOR YOU DADDY!!" The smattering of mascara was running down her cheeks intermingled with her tears as Porsha began wildly squirting all over the place. Shawnee looked from my face back to her bestie, mouth agape.
"Watch this Shawnee." I commented evilly.
I yanked my glistening prick out leaving he condom still inside her slit jerking rope after sticky rope of ejaculate directly at Porsha's face creating a horrific glazed over mask that had Shawnee crying out in shock. I dropped a hand keeping her head vertical with a fistful of her weave. It almost looked like I was holding a decapitated head if not for Porsha's open mouthed gasping.
Shawnee looked suitably horrified at the end result as I let her friend flop backwards on the ruffled bedding. I lowered the camera between Porsha's splayed legs getting a shot of the used condom hanging from her slit. Both of us were sniffling, breathing heavily almost sounding like we had colds as Shawnee shook her head in disbelief as I took a seat beside her blasted out friend.



"Shit man, you ain't fucking me like that." Shawnee scoffed.
"Sure."
I raised a thumb acquiescing to her wishes as I checked the footage on my digital camera. There was no way I was disclosing the fact that I'd been seeing Yoli's face halfway through my sexual tryst with Porsha Simms. Make no mistake about it, there was a mountain of difference between the thick, widely built near do well and the thin, obscenely flexible lay about with deceptively wide hips. Perhaps it was there similar stoner attitudes with Porsha's demand for attention being the catalyst that triggered me. Whatever the reason, I lost myself in the present woman's buxom figure going wild sexually. I glanced over finding Porsha out cold from exhaustion with her legs dangling over the edge of the bed.
"I mean it; don't do none of that escape from prison fucking, on me." There was still lightness masking the seriousness of her voice.
"Yes ma'am; do you mind if I film some more of that huge ass, though?" My head was still addled a bit from sexual nirvana. Porsha's sudden loud snoring seemed to break the tension between us getting her wary friend to chuckle.
"Fuck, you really put her to sleep; okay how do you want me?" Her profile was incredible considering her large size and the swell of her ass with the highest point of that pronounced curve reaching the top of my abdomen standing.
"I've got a swell idea." I drew out my trusty Go Pro head band.
After struggling to get Porsha's legs up on the bed with her head pointing at the door, I covered her with a comforter, tucking her in still snoring through the entire arduous process. I filmed her snug and asleep for the teaser trailer I would later post on her page before turning to Shawnee doing the same thing with her head pointed in the other direction. What followed was a faux point of view skit with me coming into the bedroom discovering both women asleep. The camera pivoted going back and forth between both "sleeping" women before my hand entered the frame grabbing the orange blanket covering Shawnee slowly drawing it away to reveal her massive cheeks to the viewing audience.
I was banking on the viewing audience being wholly unprepared for the visual which would draw even more attention to my page in the long run. What followed mirrored reality with a session of intense ass worship involving both of my hands groping, kneading and pinching every bit of her redbone tinted buttocks. Shawnee got into the passive activity lightly moaning and twerking for cheeks for the desired effect until I managed a second money shot that rivaled the first coaxed out with the help of Porsha Simms.
"Shawnee, what's under the hoodie?"
"The rest of me."
"Do you mind if we see that, as well ma'am?" I had to assist Shawnee pulling her upright on the edge of the mattress. Although she was nude from the waist down, her sex was hidden from view by her overly thick thighs.
Shawnee was hesitant slowly rolling the front up revealing the doughy looking abdomen of an overweight woman that seemed to slope outward diagonally from her armpits. She had two deep rows of love handles with her belly button appearing as a slight horizontal slit. She left the hoodie covering her breasts and had to be prompted to raise it higher.
"I don't got no titties like Porsha over there." Her apprehension was palpable.
"You don't need them; I just wanna know what we're working with."
Shawnee scoffed slowly rolling up her hoodie further revealing a thin cotton tank underneath but no brassiere. Her reason for stalling was apparent as her breasts appeared barely there, almost classified as moobs (man boobs). There was an odd pyramid tattoo in her nonexistent cleavage. A secondary script tattoo was situated above her left boob as she appeared wholly embarrassed.
"So uhm no tits, and I got a few more tattoos under here; fucked up right?"
"You don't need big tits; how many tattoos?" Shawnee lowered the hoodie, hiding her secret shame.
"Praying hands tattoo on my right shoulder and you already saw my name written in Klingon."
"Huh?"
"My tramp stamp; you saw it, right?" I got up from the bed drawing the fluffy hoodie up revealing her small boobs again cupping one which was hidden behind my palm. Shawnee peered out of the corner of her eyes, still embarrassed.
"Let me see it again."
"Whatever."
I got her up on all fours again finding that her lower half was indeed bigger than my torso and pelvis. It was globular, planetary in spherical enormity. Her obvious charm possibly dwarfed even my recent muse Rashida Sikes. I got her to stand up between the beds losing the hoodie but retaining the cotton tank. Her shape from small narrow head to the widest point of her hips and massive donk informed a distinct pear shape. There was a partial sleeve from her right shoulder to mid bicep and more script on her left wrist. I was happy to find that her legs were shapely and powerful on par with the aforementioned Chi Town Thunda.
"So, you wanna make some money, or what?"
"You looking at my ass; what'd you think?" I'd been steadily kneading the closest ass cheek as we spoke.
"I think we have a deal if you sign a model release." My palm collided with her massive butt creating a series of massive ripples.
Shawnee was hesitant to leave the confines of her bedroom, but I wanted a shot of her walking down the short corridor. We settled on a compromise allowing her the return of the hoodie on the condition that gather it up enough that her waist could be plainly seen. I liked the narrowness of the brief corridor because it added to the illusion making her enormous butt appear gigantic.
"Everything above my waist takes a fucking L." Shawnee commented as placed the modeling release on her cluttered coffee table.
"It's not as bad as you think."
"Think I could make a couple hundred bucks?"
"Sure."
She bent over in front of me, her butt almost a piece of furniture in and of itself. I couldn't help fondling it and Shawnee didn't seem to mind. She remained bent over allowing me to sit on the love seat behind her filming almost nonstop.
"Ah man, come on and get it; I'm getting tired of all this creeper shit. Let's get it out the way so you can post this shit online real quick."
She'd taken a condom from my camera bag righting herself vertically as I took note of the deep creases left by her panties. My phone started ringing off the hook with Yoli's number inadvertently freezing time from my perspective. I watched until it stopped finding a message icon popping up on the screen. Shawnee stared at the phone alongside me.
"Mad at the girlfriend?"
"She ain't my girlfriend; she everybody fucking girlfriend."
"Cheated huh?"
I didn't answer directing her onto the loveseat while I got my Go Pro ready. Shawnee went with the flow ironically assuming the same position Yoli had when we initially hooked up. She rested her elbows on the back of the short sofa while her butt rose high in the air filling the camera lense. I pushed inside finding that roughly half reached inside coming to an abrupt stop as I bottomed out, surprised. Shawnee made a noise like somebody shanked her glancing over her shoulder, strained.
"Damn, I only got half inside, Shawnee." I spread her ponderous cheeks apart visually confirming what I suspected.
"I said you ain't fucking me like that; my kitty is really small so you can't be pounding my shit all hard like Porsha. Just be careful because that kind of hurt when you shoved it inside." I kept her cheeks spread wide apart poking at her cunt, bottoming out. She winced with each tiny thump twisting a bit at the waist like she was going to take a swipe at me.
"I can't believe this; all this fucking ass with no pussy; what'd other guys say when they find out?"
"Nothing really, most of them motherfuckers be five minutes back there, fucking hot dogging me or trying to get in the back door-if I let them."
"Hot dogging; you mean eh, assjob, right?"
"YOU FUCKING OR NOT?!!" Shawnee blurted out, frustrated as I kept poking her. I responded by cupping the outside of her rear cleavage pressing horizontally around the exposed portion of my shaft up to the base.
My member was completely hidden from view as I used her inner recesses thrusting just as hard into Shawnee. This woman had a breathy moan that belied her otherwise urban demeanor. Shawnee folded her arms, resting her head on top of them as I pounded her out. I made sure to capture all of the motion ripples across her expanse casually riding her monstrous derriere.
"Damn that shit feels good; I like it man." We went at it for another fifteen minutes before I responded.
"Shawnee, can you reach back and grab it with both hands?" It took some doing as I noted her arms looked shortened because of her build.
Shawnee managed to reach back spreading her ridiculous cheeks. I captured everything glazing both openings before liberally hosing both generous halves as my phone started ringing off the hook again. Shawnee was able to get a pudgy hand onto the spunk casually rubbing it in for the camera. My phone continued ringing off the hook adding a bit of realism to the proceedings.
"You just gonna leave her hanging?"
"For now; besides I'm working." Shawnee chuckled like the gossip hen she so obviously was in my eyes.
"She winning you know; you all up in your feelings so she got you, man."
It was unsolicited commentary as I pressed my shaft against her huge right cheek interlocking my fingers over it for an inspired bit of frottage. We both knew she was right as Yoli kept calling non stop until I snatched it up, bristling.
"WHAT?!!" I placed the phone on speaker.
"Uhm, I found-the card you left under my door." Yoli said barely above a whisper.
"Oh, don't worry about that." I replied plainly hanging up in her face as Shawnee chuckled.
The phone immediately began ringing off the hook again as I snatched it up placing it on top of Shawnee's monster sized butt right below her tramp stamp. I played with her hips making the phone bounce around, clapping her cheeks on my length getting gradually hard enough to mash my length vertically along her cavernous cleavage. Shawnee twerked lightly with the slightest movement causing more enormous ripples as I plowed her derriere feeling the intense heat between the halves. The phone kept ringing as I helped myself before answering again.
"Just gonna let it ring, huh?" Yoli answered, obviously sobbing.
"No big deal, you caught me in the middle of something; you need something?" I made no attempt to hide what I was doing wedging the huge butt around my length getting an exciting friction as we talked.
"I uhm, found your card when I got home."
"Yeah, you said that."
"It was a nice card, very pretty." I managed to get my crown to plunge upward clearing Shawnee's rear cleavage several times in succession while she cupped a hand over her mouth, listening.
"Why don't you just throw that away; it's no big deal." The underside of my shaft rubbed her sweaty skin before I plunged in horizontally getting an intense tightness.
"Please don't be mean to me; I'm sorry about what happened."
"It's fine, we already talked about that."
"No, we need to meet so I can explain what happened." She was sniffling, coughing a bit while her voice sounded wet and desperate.
"Sexually fluid, but all I see is you sitting on dicks; maybe you should go find a pussy to eat or something. That shit might level you out Yoli." Her sobbing continued as Shawnee glanced back peering at my static expression.
Both hands were hiding her mouth in an attempt to keep silent. My arms framed the outside of Shawnee's grabbing the back of the couch as I manically sawed my member along her crack going over the sexual precipice. There was no way she couldn't hear my actions.
"PLEASE, I'M SORRY ABOUT JAQUAN!!" Yoli screamed hysterically.
"Sure Yoli; look I got things to do, baby."
A deluge of milky ejaculate was bubbling up from Shawnee's mashed together cheeks creating this considerable puddle at the very top of her gluteal cleft. It felt incredible as I continued working my hips against her rump. I honestly could've played with her all day and night reaching under her hoodie cupping one crappy tit.
"I wanna see you."
"Sure whatever." I parted Shawnee like the two massive halves of a peach watching my jizz slowly seep down the crack of her ass over both openings. I'd almost forgot I was still wearing the Go Pro as Yoli audibly tried to control her sobbing.
"Tomorrow?"
"Busy, laters bitch." I hung up turning off my phone this time and tossing it in my camera bag.
Both of my hands ended up under Shawnee's fluffy hoodie kneading her girl moobs. She didn't seem to mind, breathily gasping and pushing back against me, deep in thought.
"You savage, man." She commented after a while.
I had nothing to say still smarting inside from the sound of Yoli's voice. I didn't want to admit that I'd gotten hung up on her over after a forty eight hour period of nonstop sex and playful banter. There was no way I was letting Shawnee clown me about acting like some butt hurt simp even if it were true. I went to downloading the footage onto my laptop cobbling together her and Porsha Simms respective scenes leaving a little on the side for my page as well.
Shawnee for all of her youthful, urban tinged exuberance, respected my space disappearing into the bathroom to shower. I took the time to read some commentary finding views and membership on the respective pages dramatically increased as a result of Rashida Simms recently posted material. Her pay app was probably blowing up at this point while I considered strategy as Shawnee emerged from the bathroom in a dowdy flannel robe.
"You're all set up; but I wanna ask you a favor Shawnee."
"Man, I'm through for the night." She assumed.
"Not that; I'm talking about the page I just made for you. There are four different teasers and two scenes there. I want you to pick only one scene for release and leave the full one inactive."
"Why can't I just release them all? I did this shit to get fucking paid." She sounded indignant.
"I've got an idea to make a shit ton of money, but you kinda gotta lay low. If you're down, I'll put two hundred fifteen dollars on your books right now."
I'd made a considerable amount of money from my prior efforts putting the dollar amount out there knowing she'd take the deal. I remembered watching this video on social media detailing some shady business practices by legendary boxing promoter, Don King. In lieu of some potential legal issues with a certain world champion, he'd lulled the man out of his situation by offering him a suitcase with one hundred thousand dollars in cash inside banking on his supposed financial ignorance.
"Uhm, okay." Shawnee proved it was a sound strategy signing too more modeling releases. It felt like I'd averted a disaster.
My newly discovered and minted Ms. WTF could've played havoc and unraveled everything I was doing with Rashida Simms. Porsha Simms loud snores echoed off the wall drawing our dual attention as I switched on my phone finding a new message, unexpected.
"Shit."
"What?" Shawnee inquired.
"Nothing, but I'm gonna step outside in the hall to make a call; thanks for the shoot." I expeditiously forwarded the money to Shawnee from my own cash card before stepping out into the stairwell sitting on the top step. I reluctantly dialed up the number.
"Hello Renee."
"Hello yourself, where are you?"
"Uhm, with friends; doing a bit of business if you know what I mean?" There was a pause on the line for a few dreaded seconds.
"Man, you and your cousin are more alike every day."
"Stop it." That was the last thing I wanted to hear, internally fighting off the accompanying visual. It was futile as my traitorous memory dredged up the visual of Jaquan's face twisted up as he climaxed all over Yoli. I winced from the psychic pain.
"Where you at?"
"Still there." I answered cryptically.
"Yoli place?"
"NO!"
"Excuse me?" Shawnee busied herself retrieving one of those push broom vacuum cleaners running it over the living room floor. With that ratty bathrobe, the dour twenty something looked like some world weary housewife as she went about housekeeping.
"Sorry uhm, I'm not over Yoli; I'm with someone else just hanging out." There was a pause on the line.
"Where you at; I'm gonna pick you up." I knew better than to argue or try to dissuade Renee, so I gave her Shawnee's address packing up my stuff. The minute I hung up I noticed Shawnee standing at the edge of the living room grinning.
"What now?"
"Who was that; your momma or something?"
"Or something." I replied as Porsha's snoring echoed off the walls drawing our attention.
I finished up my work leaving a wealth of footage to edit together for my page at some later time. Nothing could stop the rising anxiety as I waited for Renee to pull up to the curb outside the building. Somewhere in the city, Jaquan was probably sweating it out waiting to see if I snitched to his esteemed baby mamma number two. That thought alone provided me with a bit of leverage that I didn't know if I wanted. I didn't want to see Renee humiliated and hurt after all the time spent in his presence alongside their little girl Daisy. Part of me wanted to dial her back up and tell her not to pick me up. Shawnee sat next to me having a tall can and watching more reruns of Scandal.
"They have a whole channel just for this shit show?"
"You do know what a DVR is, right nigga?" She commented without missing a beat, simultaneously checking her phone.
Despite my comments, we sat watching television together until Renee's horn started honking right outside the window. I glanced out the window finding her right outside the building entrance visible behind the wheel. I could see her face from the nose down instantly feeling apprehensive that she might've discovered the situation between me and Jaquan. I wondered if maybe she'd already discovered his latest fall from fidelity and dealt with the wastrel appropriately. Shawnee barely registered my exit from her apartment with little more than a nod of her head. In my opinion, she was a functional slacker.
"Hey, I need you to help me with something." Renee said noncommittally as I got in beside her. The hairs on the back of my neck and forearms stood up.
"Uhm, sure."
"Don't sweat it; I just need some stuff out of my shop before morning." Renee was actually smiling and relaxed as she casually drove onto the freeway taking an all too brief shortcut to her shop.
It was unsettling seeing her without the expected razor's edge. She was wearing a white jersey sporting the number seven and some eye popping yoga shorts accentuated by her luscious thighs. Renee was driving barefooted, using a hand on the wheel while the other was propped up on the driver's window. SVW's "Use Your Heart" was blasting from her stereo.
"Okay."
"So, you like her; Yoli I mean, huh?"
"Uhm well...we were just messing around, that's all." She glanced casually over at me seemingly innocuous in intent.
"Hey, you're grown; I mean I ain't trying to hate and its cool." She was lightly moving to the music decidedly breezy and visually exuberant.
"We aren't dating; shit I just had a threesome before you showed up." I glanced out my window unintentionally rueful.
"Too much information baby." Renee playfully pinched my cheek.
I chaffed inside resentful of the manner in which she casually made me feel like a kid in her presence. The lights were still on in her place as we pulled up to the curb. I was crawling in my own skin serenaded by another ill-timed love ballad, I Love You by Keith Washington and Chante Moore. I wished I'd never caught my cousin beating her back out, but it was a memory that wouldn't go away anytime soon, if ever.



The karmic brutality continued once Renee unlocked the shop doors. I found her work station loaded up with all manner of flowery bouquets. I looked like someone had cornered the market at several florists. The centerpiece right behind her chair was an open heart wreath, the kind they used at funerals with I LOVE YOU spelled out in roses. Jaquan had gone into overdrive after being discovered as I glanced over finding esteemed baby mama number two completely flushed with the biggest, sappiest smile on her beautiful face.
I crumbled a little bit inside knowing he was a complete bastard. I was conflicted not wanting to ruin some real happiness Renee was experiencing for once in her life. I was used to seeing her in perpetual "Dick Police" mode always on the hunt for a flaky, ungrateful mamma's boy. This for me, was the proverbial "Sword of Damocles" leaving no viable option out of an increasingly difficult situation.
"I got a bouquet every hour on the hour; he also brought me lunch and picked Daisy up from school. It just felt like uhm, when we first started dating. I'm a fool, right?" Renee was literally gushing.
"You're nobody's fool, Renee."
"I feel crazy about this, but that fool made me smile all day. Jaquan dropped Daisy off with a bouquet of flowers and a cute little tiara on her head. He kissed my hand and went back home while everybody was clapping; it just feels weird, right?"
"Sure, I guess so."
"I'm gonna separate some of the smaller plants for my living room; could you toss the rest in the dumpster in the back of my place?" I nodded meekly gathering up the large funeral style wreath taking it to the dumpster in the back alley.
I was twisted up inside at Renee's happiness wondering if I should just snitch on Jaquan. We were blood and nothing more which meant little to nothing these days. He was working overtime to cover his tracks going overboard with overtures to his baby's mother. It wasn't lost on me that he had other children with unnamed baby mamma number one somewhere outside the country raising a son with a marine husband on active duty. The others were unknown to me due to infrequent trips to my cousin's home when my parents were in the city. I collected up the last couple of plants as Renee took a few upstairs to her apartment.
"Shit."
I walked back into the salon finding Yoli standing outside the locked front door. She was wearing a gauzy white dress that looked like a slip. It was too late; she'd already seen me with her thin frame pressed against the thick glass door. I measured my steps to the door taking my time unlocking it but keeping it cracked with my body pressed against it.
"Uhm hey, I saw the light on over here."
"Yeah, so?"
"You helping Renee out?" He body language read timid and faux demure, but I wasn't looking at her with sympathetic eyes in the least.
"Hey, I'm kind of busy over here." Yoli looked kind of ethereal standing there in the darkness under the street light just outside the building.
"I-uhm, I could help you?"
"No, I don't think so." She looked away for a few moments.
"I found your card under the door when I got home; it was real nice. You said you needed me and well, I just thought..." Yoli's thought died in her mouth as I stared back starkly. There was a card in Yoli's hands held like some precious treasure.
"It's getting late."
"I BROUGHT YOU THIS!!" Before I realized it, she'd closed the distance between us pressing the card into the negative space in the cracked door. I reluctantly took the card as she drew back a step timidly.
"What's this?"
"A card, for you."
"Why?" Yoli approached gingerly stopping short of the door watching my body language for an opening. Her hands were interlocked as she pulled on an index finger, fidgeting a bit.
"Sorry, I'm really sorry about today. I would like to...uhm, I wanna make things right. I wanna make it up to you anyway I can. Just be whatever, friends or more. What do you think, I mean you wanna come over?"
She was talking just above a whisper, almost trembling as the image of Jaquan screwing her brains out assailed me like a shank to the gut. Yoli was almost doing a pirouette in child like fashion as she laid things out, hopefully.
"Yoli."
"What?"
"FUCK OFF!" My response was instinctual, animalistic and volcanically savage.
I watched her face break as she stumbled backward turning with her fists covering her face. Yoli disappeared running off into the night taking my palpitating heart with her. I was still watching even though she'd gone. I locked the salon door setting her card on a counter. I found Renee watching from the other side of the shop at the entrance to the breakroom. She looked uncharacteristically shocked making me wonder how long she'd been standing there.
"Uhm, you got any more plants or anything for me to do?" I wanted to change the subject at all costs.
"There's some empty boxes in the breakroom; you can take those out."
"Sure." I edged by her, but Renee snagged my hand stopping me in my tracks. Her fingers captured my wrist, encircling it.
"Hey, are you okay?"
"Yeah." I couldn't fake any kind of expression and didn't know if I should.
My heart was thumping hard as I replayed the last few seconds of my life without end. Renee softly pulled me into the breakroom pulling out two chairs facing one another.
"Sit down." I did as she asked.
Renee sat down directly in front of me still holding my wrist. Renee turned my captured palm upward staring hard at it for a few seconds. My heart thumped loudly as her slanted almond eyes squinted peering into my palm. She'd done this right before we hooked up. I told myself I was just imagining things. My upturned palm heated up under her gaze again as she stared more intently than before.
"What?" I tried to make a fist, but Renee used her free hand to extend my fingers.
"I'm gonna say something to you; don't answer me." It was an odd request.
"Okay." Her slanted eyes peered into my own, deeply.
"Jaquan." I watched her eyes dip down to the fingers encircling my wrist for a few seconds before Renee peered up into my face again.
"Yoli." Hearing her say that name made my heart skip a beat. When she looked up at my face I did my best not to look away. I failed for a millisecond in all honesty as Renee released my captured hand.
"Take the boxes out to the dumpster and come up to my place. You've gotta be quiet because Daisy sleeps light."
"I could go-home."
"No, come up to my bedroom." There was no change in the expression on her face as Renee manifested a smirk of sorts.
I nodded gathering up the boxes dutifully taking them to the alley dumpster as she gathered up her keys walking into the salon. While I was dumping the boxes I watched the lights go out in her business, hearing the sound of the door locking seconds later. I hung back gauging things knowing the obvious. There was no telling what I'd find once I climbed those stairs. The lights were low inside her apartment when I pushed the door open. I took off my shoes tiptoeing to her bedroom door.
"Renee?"
There was a single lamp on in the bedroom. Renee was sitting hunched over at the foot of her bed with Yoli's card in her hands. I measured my steps inside having a seat beside her. She handed me the open card. It was one of those pop up cards with a sad looking teddy bear holding a heart. Yoli had written one word in its interior.
SORRY
Renee leaned into my body wrapping her arms around my torso. I held her until she cried herself to sleep. Once she was fast asleep in my arms, I allowed tears to run down my cheeks.
**TO BE CONTINUED**
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"Hey, wake up."
Renee Kelly's face gradually came into view extremely close to my own. She was kneeling next to me, concerned. Somehow earlier in the morning during the am hours, I'd curled up at the foot of her bed drifting off in labored unconsciousness. For the life of me, I couldn't remember anything beyond tucking Renee under the sheets.
"Oh, sorry for laying on your floor."
"NO, YOU DON'T HAVE ANYTHING TO APOLOGIZE FOR BABY!" Renee became animated squeezing my shoulder and cupping my chin. I flinched a bit alarmed at her candor which she noticed, instantly relenting. I glanced around the room finding that it was daylight.
"It's cool Renee."
"No, I'm flattered that you slept at the foot of my bed; you didn't have to do that. It was perfectly okay for you to get under the covers with me. I feel so bad, absolutely horrible about it. I wish I'd woke up so that I could've at least given you some blankets." There was something off about Renee Kelly, something in the way she spoke and her posture.
"Hey, don't worry about it; want me to sneak out before little Daisy wakes up?" Her hand shot to my arm squeezing, almost clawing at my bicep.
"HEY, KICK BACK FOR A MINUTE-I uhm, I already got her off to school three hours ago. Can't you hang out with me for a little while, please?" There was this look of panic on Renee's face that gave me pause.
"We can do whatever you want. I just wanna know if you're okay, Renee?" Her face flushed and her nose reddened making it appear as if she had a cold. She sat down on the floor in front of me, her shoulders hunched.
"Stay."
"Sure; but what about your business downstairs?" Her slanted eyes were almost glazed over beginning to water before she wiped a finger across them.
"Uhm, I called Rashida up and she's gonna be in charge of my place for a day or two. I guess it's kind of a promotion, huh?"
"What about you; are you gonna be okay?"
Her shoulders slumped a bit more as her head dipped staring at the carpet on her bedroom floor. Renee ran a finger through the thick strands starting to flush in the cheeks and nose. Some tears dipped down onto her knuckle as she sniffled looking up at me internally broken.
"Daisy asked me yesterday; she asked me when her daddy gonna come home."
I couldn't stand the sight of her in this manner which inadvertently added another dimension to the normally savage demeanor. I raised an arm inviting her over. We sat there on the end of her bed, embracing on the floor. Renee sobbed into my t-shirt making it wet with tears, pressing her face into my chest. It was emotionally disorienting as I didn't know what to do other than cradle her in my arms.
"You'll figure something out; I know you will Renee."
This woman was a mess, wearing her hair pinned up in a bandana, a simple V-neck t-shirt and pajama pants. It was jarring seeing Renee in this manner huddled close to my side as we sat there doing nothing. Jaquan's betrayal and the prodding overtures of a child wanting her parents under one roof, had Renee shook.
"No, I don't know what to do."
"Why don't you get some rest; maybe things will be clearer after a nap."
"Oh no, don't leave me here alone; you said you'd stay with me." Renee clutched at me desperately as we jostled a bit before I was able to calm her down.
Unfortunately, her phone started ringing giving her visible pause and panic until I grabbed it thankfully discovering Rashida's number on the screen. Renee still didn't want to answer, prompting me to do so instead.
"Hello?"
"WHAT YOU DOING ANSWERING THIS PHONE, BOY?!!" Her outburst had my ear ringing.
"She told me to because she was uhm, busy."
"PUT RENEE ON THE PHONE!!" Renee could hear her friend and employee plainly reaching out for the phone but maintaining a grip on my bicep.
"Hey, stop giving him trouble; I told him to pick up for me; what's up?"
"There's some flowers down here; you want me to send the delivery guy up to your door?"
"NO!! Uhm, just sign for them and stick that shit at my workspace." I watched the change in her face her cheeks flushed, and bottom lip quivered. It pissed me off for many reasons, chief among them the complete fracturing of a woman who usually had her shit together as Renee hung up.
"What're you gonna do; just hide up here all day?"
"You don't understand; yesterday right before I picked you up, Jaquan brought Daisy home and hung out in my place until she went down for the night. I messed around with him, just a quickie; and that nigga knew he was fucking some stank bitch that day. Yet he still stuck his dirty dick up in me anyway. Fuck, that skinny yellow bitch went down on me the day before! I thought I was calling her bluff, but she got to fuck me and my man! FUCK-SHE MIGHT AS WELL HAVE BEEN IN BED WITH US YESTERDAY!!" Renee was breaking down as I tightened my grip on her.
"Well, you have to do something."
"That's what I'm afraid of; don't you understand? That's why I want you here with me because I have two guns and righteous indignation. I'm not afraid of Jaquan or Yoli, not afraid of seeing them! I'm afraid of what I'll do if you leave. I'm afraid of what I'll do if Daisy asks about her father when she gets home from school!!"
"But your little girl is gonna come home from school; and she may ask you that question again, so we have to do something. What do you want me to do, Renee?"
"Give me, this." She suddenly had a handful of my endowment.
"I don't think that's the right thing to do, Renee." I gently pried her hand away from my member, but she redoubled her efforts gaining entrance into my pants grabbing it outright.
"Then why're you hard?"
Renee leaned in kissing my throat lightly stroking my cock into full hardness roughly. It was disheartening and deeply arousing simultaneously. Her hand left my member cupping the far side of face turning it towards her own waiting lips. I could deny my own burgeoning lust and didn't want to still tortured by the memory of finding my cousin with Yoli. That was different because I didn't really have a shared history with her beyond a few days. Our respective experiences were vastly different. The common denominator between all of us was Yoli, a lazy near do well coveting Renee's body and anyone she'd slept with. It was seriously fucked up borderline cannibalistic.
"You know why I'm hard; but do you think it's right for us to do something like this?"
"You're fucking everyone else; why can't you do me? Don't act like you don't want me sitting here with a hard dick!"
"Okay, I won't." Her lips crashed into mine, tongue forcing its way into my mouth as her hand became a blur on my cock.
My hand flew up cupping Renee's left breast for a few seconds as she leaned back snatching off her shirt revealing her bust. She pulled my hand back to her breast watching my hand squeezing it before her own hand slid under my shirt pinching the nipple on my peck, twisting it until I winced. Renee cupped my cheek, kissing me hard and desperate. Renee was breathing hard reaching down tugging my pants down until my full crotch was exposed.
Renee shocked me by reaching down tearing and ripping at the crotch of her pajama bottoms exposing her mound. She seemed unwilling to break tactile contact creating access between her thighs before frantically grabbing at my shoulders. Renee pulled me down on top of her wrapping her powerful legs around my waist. Frenetic movement on her part, disoriented me as she grabbed the back of my neck with one hand while working me pants down further until we merged. Renee redoubled her grip on me by crossing her legs one over the other locked in the small of my back.
I struggled pulling backward trying to get my t-shirt off, but Renee reached up snatching at my collar ripping it down exposing my throat and part of my peck. It was a life and death struggle between us as Renee got an arm around my torso urging me downward. Her pelvis arched upward engulfing me completely in her wetness. Her hips retracted just a bit, quickly surging back upward sucking me inside. Renee kept it going, rising and retreating backward only to lustfully wedge against the base of my cock. Her efforts bore fruit as I began returning her sexual condor with equal intensity.
She was unrelenting, feverishly working her hips up into my plunging thrusts. Her insides were lush, tight and pulsing devouring, swallowing me up whole no matter how hard I worked. Renee wrapped her arms around my head burying my face in her cleavage. A nipple was pushed into my mouth as Renee howled reacting to its suckling. My teeth nipped at the erect nub, tongue swirling on the fast crinkling areola giving license to her sawing hips. The milky beauty tore at my shirt animalistically ripping it free of my chest.
Our nude torsos rubbed and mashed together as we made out famously at the foot of her bed. Renee's huge butt slapped wetly up into my package taking everything wantonly. I managed to get my hands down between us ripping the waistband in two taking everything apart dramatically. I wasn't fucking Renee Kelly. She wasn't fucking me in kind. We were fucking each other into oblivion.
"Oh please fuck me hard; keep it up and don't stop no matter what!!" My hand snatched the bandana away tossing it aside. Her brunette tresses spread outward framing her beautiful symmetrical beauty.
Renee's huge thick butt mashed up into me, wetly taking untold relentless deep strokes. It was like hitting a fleshy brick wall as I pounded her snatch with wild abandon. Her mouth began to slowly open as her rising moans filled my ears as she rocked her locked legs side to side talking me along on a ride with her. An involuntary tremor ran through my body in waves and pulses. We melted into one another becoming one as her limbs tightened up around me until we were barely humping one another. Her inner walls were grinding my length mercilessly, squeezing everything out of me. I yelped and whimpered along with Renee eventually matching her audial. It felt like my stomach was being turned inside out as my inner thighs tightened enough to make me cry out in distress.
"Come on, give it to me; fill me up with cream and clean your cousin out of me!! I want it, I need it so bad!!" Her butt arched up off the floor wedged against my crotch as I began exploding inside in several scintillating bursts.
"Renee fuck, ah shit I'm inside; doing it inside you!!" She rocked and shook, bumping into me as I shivered all over. I was too far gone to care, lost in the moment as Renee's lips mashed into mine, her tongue sliding into my mouth.
"Don't let go, keep fucking me; I want you to keep it up! I want you to have this pussy and anything else you want!!"
My arms wrapped around her torso in similar fashion acquiescing in muted whimpers as we rocked and pushed together. She was pressing down on my half erect shaft just below the crown as she stared into my eyes. Her face was at once enchanting and intimidating. I went to look away, but she cupped my cheek directing my eyes back into her own. The green of her pupils appeared incandescent, glowing with a brilliance that engulfed me whole.
"Stay with me; don't look away. We've got to keep doing it until they go away!" Her words shook me to the core stopping my actions as I regarded the strained expression on her face.
"Shit."
"No, don't stop fucking me; I wanna stop thinking about them or I'm gonna go across the street to Yoli's house. I'm gonna take my strap over there and light her funky, narrow ass up before I do the same to Jaquan!!"
"You're not gonna do that shit."
"Don't tell me what I wouldn't do, nigga; SHUT UP AND FUCK ME OR HIT UP THAT NIGGA FUNERAL!!" She screamed in my face loud enough to be hear a few doors over.
"OKAY TAKE YOUR FUCKING MEDICINE THEN, BITCH!!" I screamed back just as loud.
I savagely stole a kiss as my pelvis smashed into her own with a wet, audible clap. Her manicured nails dug trenches in my buttocks as I started plowing Renee Kelly with no fucks given one way or the other. She kissed me back with just as much strained passion as I roughly handled her luscious breasts. Renee nodded vigorously covering my hands with her own. I snatched my hands away gathering up her legs hooking them over my shoulders. Our fingers interlocked tightly as I pulled her into my thrusts.
Renee was in a sitting position horizontally while I remained on my knees vertical. I watched her full breasts bounce about on her chest as she screamed in maddened lust. I couldn't sustain the position quickly turning her over on all fours. She flowed with me symbiotically anticipating my wants and needs. The pronounced arch in her back pushed her big heart shaped butt into my crotch with a series of unrelenting claps outmatching my efforts.
"PULL MY HAIR!!" Renee demanded, seared by all-encompassing passion and rage.
I captured two handfuls of her brunette mane as she popped and ground me into nothingness. My hands caught ahold of her small waist yanking her back into my crotch. I found myself pulling back on her hair making her chin rise up towards the half opened bedroom door. Her skin flushed almost completely as she began to go into the throws of a massive orgasm. I cupped her right breast squeezing heartily making Renee cry out going into overdrive.
"DO IT; GIVE ME SOME MORE!! I WANT IT RIGHT NOW!!" Something in the guttural demand of her words stirred a reaction inside as I pulled out glazing Renee over with my liquid lust. My eyes rolled up into my head as Renee watched silently still lightly clapping her cheeks.
"Do it more, do it again."
"Renee?"
"Come on, I want you to fuck me again; do it again." I withdrew sitting on my haunches as Renee turned on a knee facing me. She was unnaturally desperate rising vertically on her knees trying to handle my member. Her fingers grazed my wilting tumescence making me wince a few times before Renee relented.
"What are we doing?"
"Fucking."
"I'm wrecked; seriously." Renee looked me over sitting down on the floor facing me hunched over.
It was a bit off putting watching her in this condition as I realized I'd come to know her as a take charge type with no fucks given. I reached an epiphany staring at her symmetrically beautiful face realizing a fact about women in general and stunningly attractive woman in particular.
"Hey?"
"Yeah, what you want man; think you can fuck?"
"Stop it; I had a thought."
"That's original."
"Listen, we gotta make them nothing." Renee glanced up eyebrows starting to raise regarding me before one dipped higher than the other reminding me of The Rock.
"What the fuck's that supposed to mean?"
"Exactly what I said; we're making them bigger than they deserve, and I don't like that shit one bit. Your situation with my idiot cousin is fucking legendary in the family, and I know you're tired of the bullshit."
"Yeah so?"
"Chill, I'm all fucked up over some bitch I really haven't even known a week. She's fucking crazy and the only reason I got the pussy was because she wanted you. Fuck, that's the only reason she slept with Jaquan and I'm done with that noise."
"I don't get it." Renee was puzzled.
"I ain't giving her no more energy cause we weren't nothing in the first place. Yoli was a nutjob jump off and apparently a public utility. I've got an idea about how we can take a little back, but you need to drop me back over at Jaquan's crib." She perked up genuinely intrigued at the forming plan.
"Nigga what're you gonna do?"
"Heel turn; and thanks to you Renee, I got everything I need." I tugged at her arm until she leaned over so that I could plant a kiss on her cheek.
"You're weird; but cute." She gave me an additional peck on the cheek before standing.
"Yeah; I need your help standing up because my balls are so fucking swollen."
Renee managed a chuckle still looking a bit shaky as she draped my arm across her shoulder. We showered together with no shenanigans as I explained what I was going to do about the mutual pricks in our lives. She felt fifty percent better by the time we were drying one another off.
My last three partners and by extension Yoli herself had done a number on me leaving me swollen and sore with one hell of a Charlie horse. My next salvo was designed to be a sort of passive karmic retort to the egregious behavior that led to the mental incapacitation between their side and Renee's with me in helpless tow. I can't lie that Renee Kelly's sudden appearance in my life changed things irreparably. My thoughts drifted all the way back to Erica Walton who lit the initial spark in this new chapter in my life. I wondered what she was doing while I was swimming in an ocean of drama.
"WHAT HAPPENED?!" Jaquan didn't know what to make of things when Renee helped me limp into his house up the short steps to the couch in front of the front door. She looked shaky but didn't give me away as I carefully sat on the couch.
"Take care of your cousin; he ain't doing so good." She replied as normally as humanly possible. Her slanted eyes were hidden behind some butterfly shades. She kept a hand on my shoulder facing her former significant other.
"Little cuz, what happened fam?"
"I'll be alright, thanks to Renee." His brow furrowed as he glanced at esteemed baby mamma number two slinging her purse.
"What happened to my cousin?"
"I gotta go pick up some supplies for the shop; take care of this fool." My heart skipped a beat as Jaquan leaned in going for a kiss only to find her cheek as she turned it to him at the last second.
"Bae?"
"I'll have Daisy give you a call; talk to your cousin here Jaquan. He needs to get his priorities straight before his mother gets back." He followed her to the door as I watched pensively. Thankfully, Renee managed to keep her true feelings in check before disappearing through the front door.
"Hey, what's going on, bruh?"
"Uhm, well..."
"Come on man, spit it out." He tapped my shoulder roughly getting an exaggerated wince as I shifted uncomfortably on the couch.
"Well, I don't know how to say this."
"Just spit it out."
"It's cool Jaquan, we ain't gotta talk about it." Jaquan's eyes roamed all over me likely forming his own uniformed conclusion as I fished around in my camera bag flashing a crumpled white bag Renee had in her kitchen. It was only seconds, but I was sure I was raising his hackles.
"Bruh?" I fished out Renee's old fashioned ice pack as his cell started ringing.
He ignored the call focusing on me as I winced and squirmed around on his couch.
"Hey, I hate to be a bother Jaquan; could you put a little ice in this thing? I'd do it but it hurts to walk right now." He cautiously took the ice pack going into the kitchen and filling it as I asked. I was a little surprised because it went against his spoiled, adult character. He looked alarmed when I pressed it to my crotch.
"Your mom put me in charge of you; just tell me what happened cuz?"
"Sorry about that; maybe I would've been better off at home instead of coming over here, man. Now I got a shit sandwich and I don't even know how I'm gonna hide this from mom."
"WHAT?!!"
"Hey man; we people, right?"
"Yeah uhm, sure bruh."
"I don't know Jaquan."
I gasped pressing the ice pack against my crotch feigning more pain than I was actually experiencing. The combined effects of Porsha Simms, Shawnee Thompson and esteemed baby mamma number two Renee Kelly had me sore all over. He fidgeted a little almost looking like he wanted to clock me again, but I was milking the fuck out of the moment.
"JUST TELL ME!!" My eyes rolled in his direction before I looked away.
"Hey man; you used a condom when you fucked Yoli, right?" I knew he didn't.
"FUCK!!" I wished I had my camera out to capture the look on his face. Renee would've loved to see that shit, no doubt.



He began to go into the throws of a huge man child tantrum almost running into the kitchen. I heard some stuff fall on the floor followed by the clanging of dishes before he reappeared almost inconsolable.
"NIGGA YOU GOT BURNED?!!" Jaquan was breathing hard, looking distraught.
"Well, it "might" be a urinary tract infection according to the clinic, Jaquan. Look man, I know I was stupid for running up in Yoli raw, but you saw that ass. You know, it's always the crazy ones with the good pussy, bruh." I said it with a manufactured morbidity rubbing the ice pack on my crotch for a few seconds before regarding my saucer eyed cousin.
"SHIT, SHIT, SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!!" His bedroom door slammed a few moments later echoing through the house.
I listened to my thirty something cousin bump around and loudly fret in his bedroom taking the time out to check some messages on my phone and text Renee. We made a pact to communicate in emoji's while showering earlier that morning. I set her a devil emoji with her returning a zucchini and crying face emoji seconds later as Jaquan returned looking as ashen faced as his dark chocolate complexion would allow.
"ARE YOU SURE IT WAS YOLI?!!"
"What, you think I got the clappity clap from Renee?" I shrugged doing my best not to laugh in his face.
"FUCK NO!!"
"Man, that pussy was just so good that I forgot to put a hat on, bruh. I gotta be honest, I wasn't into her at first especially after Renee, but she put it down my nigga. I spent the night at her crib, we was fucking almost the whole night through. Shit man, I was worried I might've knocked her up before my shit starting burning."
"THAT NASTY CUZ; REAL FUCKING NASTY!!" He was actually wagging a finger in my face.
"Fuck you man, you know about that pussy too."
"Look this some fucked up shit Renee don't need to know about!!" He was definitely beyond panic mode.
"Eh don't worry about it Jaquan; it ain't like you was sleeping with her anyway. Imagine if you got baby mama number two burned, nigga? Shit, you'd probably be begging her to put that green stuff on your dick, huh?" I watched his eyes widen into saucers.
"This is really uhm, bad little cousin because you know you're supposed to wear condoms when you get down with tricks."
"She looked clean."
"YOU-YOU'RE STOOPID MAN; REAL FUCKING STOOPID!!" I continued playing up the ice pack on my crotch taking in every uniformed word my mark was saying.
"Use it or lose it Jaquan; still was some good ass pussy, anyway." I mused with a completely straight face.
"FUCK!!" He was pacing back and forth almost wearing a hole in the carpet as he considered the ramifications of being infected with an STD he didn't know was nonexistent.
"Damn Jaquan."
"What?"
"I gotta call a few people; you can get in trouble if you don't tell your sexual partners about shit like this. It's against the law, right?" I manufactured a befuddled expression playing the dumb teenager role he's cast me inside.
"AWWW SHIT CUZ; YOU WRONG FOR THIS MAN!!" Jaquan snatched up his car keys evacuating the house in a frenzied panic.
I was finally able to explode into gregarious laughter as his car sped down the block. I wasn't surprised in the least that I'd been blamed for his perceived misfortune. He completely blew past the fact that he went behind my back contacting and fucking the snot out of a girl I'd been with. I dialed up Renee Kelly to report.
"How'd it go?"
"That nigga gone somewhere in his car; if he had a once of sense it wouldn't have worked." I reclined staring at the open front door.
"Where's he going?" Renee sounded panicked at the thought of a face to face with her baby's daddy.
"Well like I said; he ain't got an ounce of sense in that peaked skull. Maybe a trip to the free clinic or he might tune up Yoli. Is Jaquan violent towards women, Renee?" I was completely casual.
"He never fucked with me."
"That's a given considering all those free bullets at your place; well, you have plausible deniability if he comes at you for some pussy, anyway."
"Thanks; I think I'm rubbing off on you little nigga."
"Don't get too happy cause I gotta do something you're gonna hate."
"What?"
"Yoli."
"Are you serious?!!"
"Trust me; I gotta go my own way and I'll get back at you later when I'm finished burning the shit out of those two bitches. Before you ask, I'm gonna fuck her brains out but it's karmic business." Renee scoffed at the other side of the line, but I'd already explained things before we returned to Jaquan's house.
"Better bring my ice pack back." She warned before we hung up as I walked into the kitchen.
I drained the pack finding some leftover barbecue which I enjoyed along with a brew as I brought up Yoli's number on my phone. I hesitated weighing my options against what I'd already experienced. My mind drifted backward to a moment earlier in the day before I discovered them in a compromising position. I'd yelled at Yoli before she got into that cab.
It was entirely possible that she heard me but still went to my cousin anyway, unable to stop herself from making that next link in the sexual chain she perceived connected to Renee Kelly. I wondered if she imagined she was with Renee while we were sleeping together. That prevailing thought went hand in hand with the visual of my cousin screwing her to death as I texted a single word.
SORRY
My phone started ringing immediately before I'd even set in down on the kitchen counter to continue snacking on a succulent rib tip. There was no denying that Jaquan had a talent for barbecuing that was unparalleled. I found a Tupperware container full of homemade potato salad that went quite nicely with my snack. Fucking three women over the course of twenty four left me with a bit of an appetite.
There was a single container of toll house cookies that I left untouched figuring they belonged to little Daisy Kelly. She was such a remarkably intuitive child obviously cut from the same cloth as her stunning mother. My phone went through two cycles of ringing no doubt fueled by the inherent guilt of the basic person on the other side of the line. Well into the third cycle I decided to pick up the phone.
"Hello?"
"I-I'M SORRY; I'M SORRY ABOUT EVERYTHING!! I NEVER MEANT TO HURT YOU IN ANY WAY!! I'M SO FUCKED UP!!" Yoli's crocodile tears were in full effect as I pulled the phone away from my ear still able to hear her bawling.
"Hey Yoli?"
"WHUUUT?!!" She was really crying hard as I leaned against the counter staring at a cute picture drawn by little Daisy Kelly in crayon. It was the classic stick figure drawing of her family. Amusingly Jaquan was drawn as a really tall stick figure with a black crayon.
"I was out of line last night; I apologize."
"HUH-WHUUT, WHAT?!!"
"Look, we didn't have anything; we weren't dating beforehand so it was wrong of me to get upset when I found you fucking my cousin." I fished a can of country time lemonade out of the fridge while she processed my insincere words.
"Uhm, are you serious?"
"Yeah totally; I'm sorry for disrespecting you as a woman."
"Huh?"
"Sorry Yoli, I had no right to get mad; I treated you horribly about your own body. Shit acted like a fucking caveman treating you like an object. That really fucked me up for a minute, but I understand, now." I wasn't even trying to hide the insincerity in my voice, but she was quiet on the other side of the line.
"Do uhm, do you really mean that?"
"Sure Yoli."
"You were just so mad last night; it was so visceral and frightening to see you that way. I've been crying all night and well, you surprised me with that text message."
"I couldn't leave things the way they ended last night."
"I'm glad."
"Why?"
"Because it was bad; I feel so horrible about how it went down." She deliberately danced away from full on admitting the fuckery of having sex with my cousin.
When you looked at it she'd fucked me, Jaquan and Renee within days of one another to satisfy a sexual fixation. Obsessive compulsive and wholly manipulative which made me ponder the supposed story of her expulsion from her familial home. I wondered with morbid curiosity what really occurred and what ignited the dissolution of her relationship with her parents. It made some sense that she fixated on Renee due to her inherent, almost motherly authority.
"I just wasn't ready; it obviously wasn't my turn."
"Wait a minute; why are you saying that?"
"Well, we both know the only real reason you gave it up to me was because I slept with Renee. Otherwise I wouldn't have had a snowball's chance in hell of being with a woman like you."
"That's not true, I would totally go for a guy like you." I could almost hear her head inflating.
"Like me, but not me specifically."
"No, I mean you!"
"Don't be nice; you go for the big, basket baller types Yoli. My cousin gets all the good ones and I was dumb for thinking I'd finally got one that was just as good as his usual type. If it weren't for Renee, I would've never got to see your body anyway." That ice pack actually helped with my overworked situation as I thought of what was eventually going to happen.
"I'm serious; I like you, too."
"If you could've got Jaquan first; I wouldn't have had a chance." I kept prodding.
"Where are you?" I'd placed the phone on the counter sitting right outside the doorway sitting at the dining room table opening my laptop. I decided to get in some serious editing while bullshitting Yoli.
"Jaquan's, but he's not here."
"I'll call you back." She hung up abruptly.
I checked the status of all of my recent online clips finding continuous activity and comments from enthusiastic and interested parties. Chi Town Thunda had blown up in dramatic fashion with the newly christened Ms. WTF coming up behind likely to overtake Rashida if new content wasn't uploaded. I had to protect my investment uploading a new teaser using some different angles from out last shoot. It was weird watching and rewarding the comments which ran the gamut from hysterical praise to bitter apple toxicity. I checked around further on the site finding that someone uploaded Rashida's flame out with her boyfriend.
Yoli spoke true of the incident in which Thunda's boyfriend confronted her on live chiding her into the only current boy girl scene to her credit. It was motivated out of raw emotion as the large, burly guy gave her audience of simps a show for the ages. Everything was marred by the fact that Rashida was facing the camera with none of her obvious charm on display. The expensive shades did little to conceal her identity. Her guy blasted her mountainous backside in phenomenal detail visible even from the shitty vantagepoint. I dialed her up for a brief consult.
"WHAT YOU WANT BOY?!!"
"House call for your site, Rashida." I continued cobbling Ms. WTF's clip together while we spoke.
"Spit it out, nigga."
"Please stop calling me that; I called to inform you that somebody is making money off your dime."
"Huh?"
"Some dick posted a scene; looks a lot like you on the same site we're using. The link was posted on my page under your teaser." I was already downloading the clip as we spoke. Whoever posted that shit was only charging a dollar.
"THAT THAT SHIT DOWN!!" Predictably, Rashida panicked.
"Relax, it's your stuff technically, so you can flag it on copyright. I sent you the link, just click the little icon and it goes away. Honestly, it's probably been downloaded a couple hundred times by now."
"FUCK MAN; WHY YOU TELL ME THAT SHIT?!!" I knew she was working hearing some unsolicited commentary on her end of the line. I'd probably be hearing about it from Renee later. It was already midday, so Ms. Kelly was likely picking up her daughter from daycare.
"It's your stuff, Rashida."
"Alright, fuck man I'll holla at you later." She clicked in my face, predictably while I took the opportunity to watch the impromptu amateur scene a couple more times before inspiration took me.
I fondly recalled the circumstances leading up to my current interests and prurient financial gain that resulted from it. The rest of the summer was in front of me with a local community college waiting for me at the end of it. When asked by my parents, I just told them that I was taking computer classes. It was an answer designed to make them leave me alone because they were from the hand to mouth generation more or less. Computer related work was so much Chinese arithmetic to my folks from the pre-civil rights era.
High school was laconic and run of the mill with little opportunity outside of general studies. Growing up a television head left me with a thirst to work in entertainment in some form or capacity in junction with a sort of obsessive compulsive disorder regarding entertainment. Dabbing a toe in adult entertainment, particularly my form of it, had being cathartic and affirming for me as a whole. Before Erica Walton's entry into my life that fateful weekend, I was without direction.
YEAH?!!" Someone was knocking at the heavy reinforced screen door and I intuitively knew who it was without looking.
"It's me, Yoli."
This was an endorsement of her loopy, carefree nature that left little doubt to any rational sanity in her empty head. This weird feeling ran up my spine at the sound of her voice as the image of her getting smashed by my cousin flashed into my head. I knew I had to open that door and let her in if I was ever going to be okay.
"Coming."
"Uhm, Jaquan's not here, is he?" My ears pricked up at the question.
"No, he's out right now; why are asking?"
"Well, he's been blowing up my phone and shit; I'm trying to stay on the right side of karma for the moment."
She was standing just outside the door wearing a tattered jean miniskirt that showed off her long, thin legs and a vintage pink t-shirt emblazoned with the logo "I'm Baby Soft" written on the chest. Her hair was pinned up into a wicked sister girl pony hawk. I stopped in mid-track for a second or two staring at her childish, goofy expression noticing the light eyeshadow and frosted lipstick on her oversized plump lips. Yoli looked away demurely as I noticed the two coffees and a large white paper bag. I managed the door, but she hesitated.
"Hey." It was the simplest thing I could think to say.
"Can I, come inside?"
"Sure."
Her body language was deferential withdrawn as she squeezed inside standing in front of me. I was given the impression that wanted a hug, but I wasn't doing that shit. I wanted to keep her at the edge of redemption.
Her head dipped, chin into her chest as she carried her haul up the short steps into the living room. My eyes followed her butt noticing that Yoli somehow managed to find something to wear that actually appeared two sizes small stretched across her butt which made it look way bigger than it was. She was calculating to the max going with her strength given her nonexistent chest. Yoli walked to the dining room table placing the styrofoam coffee caddy onto the table. She unpacked a large decadent, raspberry muffin covered with walnuts glancing at me with an uneasy smile.
"We have food here Yoli; you didn't have to spend any money on me."
"I wanted to get you something sweet; I've uhm, been really horrible to you." She placed the muffin on a plate setting it next to my open laptop. Yoli didn't sit seeming content to the stand at the tableside sort of staring at her feet.
"You don't wanna sit down?"
"Uhm, well I don't know if I should because of what happened the last time we saw each other here. Part of me thinks maybe I shouldn't have come, but I really needed to see you."
Yoli was talking like we'd had an actual relationship trying to goad some capitulation out of me. I wasn't that easy. I sat in front of my laptop taking a bite out of the muffin as she watched, heartened. My eyes drifted down to those legs again taking in their subtle shapeliness that led upward to bulging hips designed for delivering children. This was her secret weapon that offset her loopy appearance and flighty attitude. I felt that any supposed malevolence on her part was hidden deep within. Her secrets were her own, but I'd been drawn forward into her skewed psyche and was intent on running the gauntlet until I was clear of the bullshit.
"We talked about that; I said I understood, and I also said I knew you only slept with me because I was with Renee." I pushed my verbal chess piece in her direction wanting to see how she'd respond.
"At first; but we felt so good together after that. I liked how you wanted me and how you took me." Her voice faltered as she twisted in the wind.
"That was all you; pat yourself on the back for getting me hooked. I can't lie about how good you are, Yoli." I nudged my point across further, driving the ball into her court.
"Don't put it that way."
"Why not?" I took another bite casually talking to her like it was no big thing. Under the table, Yoli couldn't see my leg trembling. I was grateful for the long tablecloth hiding it from her view.
"Well, you were pretty good yourself; I liked the way you had sex with me. It was so cool, being really wanted, and all." She chuckled nervously seeing an obvious opening to assuage her inherent guilt and shame.
"Jaquan probably told you the same thing; I heard how you had him screaming like a bitch." I straightened my back retrieving one of the coffees. It was a cool almond mocha blend with whipped cream topping. Yoli was silent for a few moments processing my words.
"He passed me a gum wrapper with his number on it when Renee picked me up that night. We shook hands and I found it in my palm."
"Oh really?" I raised an eyebrow.
"Well, yeah and we kind of talked later after midnight. I-I uhm, just wanted to talk about Renee, but we decided to meet the next day."
"Is that right?" I took another bite finishing off the muffin as she looked everywhere in the dining room but my face.
"Sorry."
"Hey, I understand Yoli; I know how you feel about Renee and I guess you and Jaquan had similar interests. I mean he has a little girl with her, and you probably hit the motherload since he also took Renee's virginity. Shit, he's one of the reasons, she's the way she is today." Yoli wrapped her arms around her meager bust looking uncomfortable at the suggestion of her intent.
"Wasn't much of a talk anyway; soon as I sat down, his big ass dick was in my mouth." I suppose it was Freudian slip, but Yoli Van Allen was inherently goofy and socially awkward to the max.
My body involuntarily shook with a muted tremble as I turned to the laptop looking at my newly christened Ms. WTF getting judiciously railed with a vicious ass job. Shawnee Thompson and Porsha Simms by association, were my immediate karmic, pity fucks right after Yoli.
"You guys got along famously." I took a swig from my styrofoam cup tapping away on my laptop.
"It uhm, just happened alright?! He wanted me so bad and I didn't know how to say no and stuff. We just kind of started doing it and Jaquan was just like, really fucking the shit out of me. I'm sorry you found out; I hate myself for that!! I'm a piece of shit, okay?!!" I saw through her crocodile tears knowing she wanted me to sign off on her retarded apology.
"It's your body; you don't have anything to apologize for, Yoli."
"But I feel like shit." I stopped editing turning towards her hunched over with my elbows resting on my knees.
There was visible wetness at the corners of her eyes with her posture harkening to someone standing before a tribunal. Her thin fingers were intertwined while her knees and feet faced each other.
"It's okay; let it go."
"I feel like a bitch for doing that to you."
"Hey, I'm a big boy Yoli; shit happens sometimes. Thanks for sleeping with me, well uhm; you fucked me way too good for somebody on a low tier." I twisted the verbal knife neither confirming nor acknowledging our mutual issues.



"Low tier?"
"Normally somebody like you wouldn't spit on me if I were on fire. Face it Yoli; we're worlds apart with only Renee in common." She didn't seem to realize where I was verbally herding her as I leaned back in my chair with an expression of manufactured contriteness.
"That's not true; I'd totally fuck you without the Renee connection."
"You don't have to make me feel better; I'm good Yoli." I was charging my Go Pro which was on the table facing her. I'd been filming since taking my seat, but she hadn't noticed.
"I mean it."
"Right."
"Fuck man; I'll show you, okay?!!"
Yoli hunched over vertically sliding some skimpy black panties down her thighs until they were a corona around her sandaled feet. I was silent, waiting as she lost the pink t-shirt revealing her modest, bare breasts. Yoli Van Allen was intent on fucking her way to an imagined redemption. She scratched her head staring back at me waiting for a reaction.
"So, this my pity fuck?" I didn't care.
Yoli knelt both hands clasped in front of her body almost as if in prayer staring with a quivering lower lip. She got on all fours making her tattered miniskirt ride up over her curvy hips. I felt a lump in my throat at the swell of her jaundiced, yellowed butt came into view. I hated myself for the solicited physical reaction as she crawled over reaching for my zipper. Yoli hesitated for a second before drawing it down as my tumescence embarrassingly sprung free, happy to be seen. This seemed to steel her trembling fingers as she quickly undid my belt and button spreading my jeans apart revealing everything.
"This is because I like you; nothing else, okay?"
A shiver ran up my spine as I struggled not to arch my back towards her face. Her technique was unparalleled with Yoli running the tip of her tongue on my crown before swirling it there teasing me to distraction. The top of it disappeared between her big, juicy lips and nothing else as she twirled, teased and prodded me until it felt like I would lose it before sliding down hiding everything to the base of my member. Yoli held it there forever gradually sucking harder and harder until I was about to cry out before retracting back to the tip.
Her eyes never left mine as she slid back down to the base until her nose was buried in my pubes. Her fingers slid up encircling the root leaving both thumbs free to rub and caress my balls as Yoli began stroking me with her huge lips. There was no way I was gonna last as she picked up speed feverishly working my prick over with sexual proficiency. This woman was beyond skilled at oral literally playing me like a flute.
Her encircled fingers added to the incredible top I was getting, gradually tightening as she began frenetically sliding along my shaft working hard to harvest my spunk. This was done in little intervals while she sucked as hard as possible on the head of my cock quickly returning to the base followed by her thick, pillowy lips engulfing me whole. Somewhere off in the distance I could hear strains of Jill Scott's "So Gone" wafting through the air into the house from places unknown.
Yoli kept the pressure up consistently sliding her lips back and forth in measured fashion for a good five minutes only releasing me to focus on one of my balls while sliding her fingers along my thickening shaft. She paid obsessive attention to both with those heavenly lips and her free hand making me squirm on the edge of the chair. It was hard keeping her in frame as veins appeared all over my shaft. Her thumb was pressing and rubbing on my taint.
"YOL-LEEEEEEE!!" I betrayed myself in epic fashion.
She quickly buried everything inside up to the hilt allowing the flat of her tongue to remain outside slathering saliva everywhere as I fired rope after rope into her gullet unabated. My inner thighs were quivering and shaking like never before as I struggled to control my outward reaction to her undeniable skill. Yoli swallowed in time with every burst veritably slurping it from the head of my member, alternately teasing and tickling my urethra. She was intent on keeping me in the zone working those fluffy lips on my tortured cock, a woman possessed.
Yoli tightened her lips on half of my prick enclosing intertwined fingers on the other half. She began roughly sucking me off while stroking me equally hard in an upward motion towards her juicy lips as hard as she could until I whimpered. I started whining and moaning uncontrollably nearing falsetto levels of aural embarrassment. Yoli finally relented sitting back on her haunches, visibly glistening from her head to the waistband of her tattered miniskirt.
"I did that because I like you; nothing else, no Renee, Jaquan or nothing, okay?" She was gasping wiping fingers across her lips and the underside of her nose regarding me. My cock was sticking up right in front of her face like a flagpole.
"Get up."
"Huh?"
"GET-UP!!" Yoli stood up visibly fretting, nibbling on her nails in front of me, not retreating but willing to take any punishment I'd mete out.
Instead I grabbed the sides of that tattered mini, snatching it down to the floor viciously. The narrow bottom of her abdomen and her tiny waist came into view. My eyes feasted on her elongated, yet rounded hips appeared in my field of vision along with her bare muff. She'd shaved; I was angrily flattered. It was like having and out of body experience as Yoli was spun around so that I could look at her loose, jiggly cheeks from my seat. Her butt was an anomaly of elongated, deceptive semi-fullness prompting me to sink my teeth into the nearest cheek, possessed.
The yellowed, goofball yelped but quickly covered her mouth with a hand. I slathered saliva all over that oval shaped halve of her impressive derriere. I glanced up from my depravity finding her nervously watching. My palm cut the air slapping the shit out of that slimy cheek several times until it glowed red. Yoli's face flushed crimson with her own brand of depraved lust on display. I refocused giving her an epic spanking on both of those extended, floppy butt cheeks.
My middle fingers slid inside from the back finding her honeypot dripping wet with an audible squelching noise signaling her apparent need. Yoli moaned flattening her palms on the tabletop happy taking the plunging intrusion for as long as I wanted. Goosebumps sprouted on her forearms and back as I fingered her hard enough to make her cheeks jiggle. I withdrew my middle fingers just as she was getting into it bringing a deluge of slimy wetness from her box that ran down my offending digits soiling the rest of my hand. That defiled palm collided with her butt again, spanking away at those golden cheeks until she twisted away from me to escape the pain.
"GET THAT ASS BACK OVER HERE!!" I barked, losing my composure.
Yoli swung back in my direction receiving more corporal punishment until handprints were visible on both cheeks. She arched her back working through it, pushing her butt outward spreading her legs apart making me accidentally slap her pussy. My middle digits found a home inside again, recklessly frigging her cunt until her knees went wobbly threatening to boycott her modest weight.
Yoli surrendered to her harsh treatment finally bending over the edge of the dining room table gasping. Her oval shaped cheeks naturally spread apart revealing her virtue and backdoor. She was so wet that her essence ran down her inner thighs as Yoli struggled to remain prostrate over the table.
"OH YEEEAAAAHHH!!" My pelvis slapped loudly into her loose, jiggly butt creating visible ripples across her ruddy rear cheeks.
Yoli made these euphoric gasping sounds as I drove myself into her yielding rear making her quivering knees buckle. There was nothing physically hidden between us as audible evidence of our coupling filled the adjoined dining room living room. She dipped at the hip bouncing and driving her ass wildly up into my pelvis. Her roundness blossomed outward in pear shaped fashion cradling the base of my cock. Yoli's cries were infectious as she shivered uncontrollably.
"GET THAT ASS OVER HERE!!" I snatched her lithe figure into my body avoiding her lips grabbing greedy handfuls of her cheeks pinching and squeezing as hard as possible.
Her long thin arms wrapped around my neck tightly as I added more slaps to her butt keeping up the stinging sensation that she enjoyed so much. I was breathing hard knowing she wanted attention and surface forgiveness. I planted Yoli flat on her back looking up at the frosted ceiling driving myself balls deep inside her snatch. My pants were hanging down mid-thigh as her long legs rose high in the air on either side of me. Her cunt was continuously snapping on the midpoint of my thrusting prick while she maintained that death grip around my neck.
"YEEEAAAHHH, THAS-THAS WHAT I WAAAANT!! I WANNA BE FUCKED SOOO HARD!!" Yoli's façade slid effortlessly away as I literally gored her into Jaquan's couch with absolutely no fucks given.
It was a given that she'd come to my cousin's home looking to have sex to assuage her guilty conscious at being caught in a compromising position with her boss's boyfriend. When I looked at it, she just couldn't deal with the embarrassment and the stupid card I'd left behind cemented the apparent shame she felt after being found out. It was dumb of me to leave that card behind like some love starved puppy, but seeing Renee finally crack under pressure left me shook in a highly viscerally fashion.
"MAKE IT HURT; PLEEEEAASSE FUCK IT AS HARD AS YOU WAAAANNT!!" She could probably be heard three doors over but neither of us gave a shit.
"Oh okay, sure bitch."
Her feline grace and flexibility were put to full effect as I captured the back of her knees driving her long legs almost adjacent with her round hips. Yoli Van Allen was in effect, turned into a human wishbone. Her arms left my neck reaching up to grab the available arm of the couch as I gave her the business so hard that I could feel my balls slapping her entrance. At this point, both of us were covered in sweat almost sliding around against the other.
Her face was frozen in a mask of sexual bliss, eyes tightly shut with her mouth agape. Her small, modest breasts managed to flop around on her chest, nipples extended turned bright red from harsh stimulation. The couch was creaking under out weight embattled from the frenzied rutting. There were only seconds before I'd climax as I stared at her scrunched up, ecstatic features.
"TAKE CARE OF THIS, BITCH!!" Yoli bucked up off the couch instinctually reacting to the two thirds of my cock plunging into her gaping maw. I was pretty sure she realized that we were hate fucking at this point.
Her nails clawed my buttocks surprising me as she scooted down face level with my crotch. She didn't miss a beat taking what was given in disgustingly sloppy fashion. I clambered forward resting my elbows on the arm of the couch feeling. Yoli frantically worked herself simultaneously furiously plunging her fingers into her compromised cooch. I couldn't believe it feeling this creamy vacuuming suction as I fucked her gaped mouth beginning to crest.
Her moans intermingled with this gurgling sound occurring in uneven intervals when I managed to no look throat the flighty ingenue with increasing regularity. Just as I was beginning to feel it, I pushed up with both palms looking between my legs at my business completely balling the fuck out of her face. The sight of this blatant disrespect sent me over the edge.
"FAWWWK YOLI, FAAAWK BITCH!!" I reared up vertically, almost kneeling on her shoulders with my inner thighs framing her face as rope after milky rope spoiled her makeup.
Yoli wrenched her head to the side at the first burst but caught herself turning back allowing the rest to glaze her over, even opening her mouth wide to accept a particularly thick rope of spunk. I went for broke pushing into her mouth feeling that incredible suction once again. This time she sucked way harder than before, even taking a few more pumps before releasing me with an audible pop of her lips.
"Fuck, that was really cool, Yoli."
I stood beside the couch glaring down at her prone body, listening to the thin woman gasp for air. I managed to get a few more spurts to hit her little boobs and the flat of her stomach. She coughed and gurgled a bit wiping her hand across her mouth.
"So, you know I like you now, right?"
"Hey, we're buddies; thanks for being nice to me, Yoli." She turned her head glancing up at my face still breathing hard.
"I like you, okay?"
"Sure homie; whatever you say." I shrugged still handling my member with one hand. I snatched a towel from the closet finding it hard to look at the mess I'd made of her face.
"Anytime you wanna hook up; just call me." She wearily sat up looking as trashed as I thought she was. I tossed the towel in her lap before tucking my cock away zipping up.
"You really mean it, Yoli?"
"Yeah, we're friends, right?" She looked up at me, desperate.
"What ever you say." I answered non committedly.
"I mean it; I'll do whatever you want, anytime you want and all you have to do is call me up, okay?" She stood up wiping her face with the towel, still desperate for some kind of closure from me.
"So, you gonna wait for Jaquan, now?"
"NO!!" Her distress became obvious as I took a sip of coffee from the cup. She rubbed her face profusely with the towel cleaning my spunk up.
"Look I understand Yoli; I know you're a beautiful free spirit and I'd never do anything to stand in your way. We're friends, you and I are so cool. You taught me a lot about stuff, and I love the way you feel, buddy."
"Buddy?"
"Hey, you can use the shower to clean up; I made a mess. Sorry about that Yoli; I didn't mean to do that, but you've got some really good pussy." I smiled at her like we were casual acquaintances. She stood there starting back as her head gradually dipped.
"No matter what; if you wanna fuck me, I'll be there." She replied somberly before disappearing into the bathroom. The shower started full blast seconds later, but I could hear her crying loudly.
I went back to editing on my laptop, pondering her words and what I'd learned of Jaquan's shitty behavior. I never had any intention of getting involved in his life. Once he decided to blow off his own infant daughter for some African female he'd met on the fly, our lives had become intertwined. His entitled behavior brought Renee Kelly into my life and by proxy, Yoli Van Allen. This woman was troubled without a shadow of a doubt, obsessed with Renee to the point that sleeping with me was a viable option to get closer to esteemed baby mamma number two. I thought about my various carnal adventures since my first encounter with Erica Walton. It was an odd series of occurrences that should've left me a modicum of psychic insulation when I happened across Jaquan screwing Yoli.
Hey, I wanna ask you a question?" Yoli appeared drying herself with a towel not bothering to hide exposed body parts as I sat on the couch reflecting.
"Sure, what is it?"
"Did you hear me?"
"Yeah, I just answered you, right now."
"No; I mean the day I found you with my cousin. I saw you getting in an Uber; called out to you." An extended silence followed before I was compelled to look at her. Yoli was just staring looking almost frozen in place.
"I-just wanted to see what he had to say about Renee."
"So, that's a yes, right?" Yoli dropped the towel visibly fidgeting a bit as I looked away.
She disappeared back into the bathroom as I got up returning to the table checking the footage on my Go Pro. I got my phone out texting up Renee when Yoli appeared staring at me, apprehensively.
"We're still cool, right?"
"Yeah."
"I meant what I said, I'll do it whenever you want. You can call me anytime night or day because we're friends, right?"
"Sure." I'd already started downloading the footage as she stood there, lingering.
"You mad?"
I closed the laptop robotically glancing at her face letting the truth seep out of my features. It was the only real answer I could give to this sloppy, irresponsible reprobate. She pivoted supporting her weight from one foot to the other waiting for an answer I was unprepared to give.
Hey, I'd fucked a lot of girls since my first encounter with Erica Walton, so who was I to be a hypocrite, right?
Before I could formulate some sort of answer, the heavy screen door slammed loudly as Jaquan appeared seconds later staring at both of us, wide eyed. He stared at my strained expression before regarding Yoli. He was carrying a plastic bag from the local pharmacy which dropped to the floor.
"YOU GOTTA GO!!"
"Uhm, we were talking, about stuff, you know?" Yoli tried to explain as he stared at her through his shades. It seemed a shared trait between him and Renee Kelly, leaving me wondering which were the originator of the behavior.
"YOU GOTTA GET THE FUCK UP OUTTA HERE!!" Comically, I noticed a number of bottles of hydrogen peroxide on the floor at his feet.
"Jaquan?" Yoli looked suitably frightened as I noticed her panties on the floor near my feet. I gradually leaned over retrieving them.
"Hey, don't forget your panties, Yoli."
Jaquan did a double take as I raised them into view. She stared between us before gingerly taking them back. The thin nymphet slowly pulled them up under her tattered miniskirt, cautiously glancing between us before slowly retrieving her small purse.
"I meant what I said about us; call me, alright?"
"Yeah, sure Yoli." I averted my eyes partially out of my own shame but also to add to the skewed atmosphere.
"DON'T FUCKING CALL HIM; DON'T LET ME FIND YOU TALKING TO HIM, EITHER!!" Jaquan looked like he wanted to pummel her, but I knew she had no clue I'd pegged her as damaged goods biologically speaking.
"I-I didn't mean nothing, sorry." Seconds later the screen door slammed again leaving me alone with my stupid cousin.
"You know you ain't supposed to be hooking up with some bitch that burned you."
"She got some good pussy; you know that man, right cuz?" I leaned back in the chair staring as he gathered up his bounty putting the bottles back in the plastic bag.
"Shit you acting like a fool, nigga. I just got my shit checked at the fucking clinic and it hurt like hell getting a fucking swab poked up in my pee hole, cuz!! I got us this fucking hydrogen peroxide because its supposed to help get your shit straight."
"What?"
"This shit kills germs and everything, my nigga." His ignorance lightened the mood a bit as I allowed myself to chuckle. My phone began ringing with Renee's number as he looked confused. I picked up as he took it all in snapping up a random bottle.
"Jaquan, Renee says she's right outside with little Daisy."
"WHAT?!!"
"Yeah she's walking to the door right now." He jumped out of his skin running into the bathroom hiding his stash just as Renee appeared with their daughter in tow.
I was glad to see the cute little girl because it meant that perhaps she wasn't here to put a few bullets into her baby's daddy. She was wearing a white dashiki dress and wedge sandals with her daughter wearing a miniature version of her outfit. Renee's eyes were hidden behind some expensive Christian Dior shades with her daughter sporting her own decidedly cheaper pair.
"DADDY, WE'RE HERE!!" He snapped up his little girl who presented him with a plucked flower.
He tried to give Renee a peck on the cheek, but she turned her head at the last second allowing him to kiss her cheek. He put his daughter down on the floor concerned as she ran over giving me some little candies from her pink backpack.
"Did you talk to your cousin, here." Renee asked tersely.
"Sure, but he simpin on that chicken head." It was apparent they'd talked during the time I'd been putting Yoli through her paces.



"DADDY YOU TRYING TO GIVE HIM BAD FOOD AGAIN?!!" Little Daisy reminded us both of my recent knockout.
"No honey; we're just talking about something else. Go play in your room for a few minutes while I talk to your mother."
"Okay daddy; I'm a keep my eye on you if he gets another black eye." She wagged her finger in her parent's direction before disappearing into her room as Renee turned to Jaquan.
"So, I made an appointment for you at the hospital."
"HUH?!!"
"We talked about this; I want to make sure we're safe because I had sex with you a couple of days ago. Don't trip because I'm taking a test too, nigga."
"Baby, I'm clean; you know that, right?" My cousin was just starting to realize he was boxed into a trap designed to compel him to confess his indiscretion or at the very least, give her an out instead of sleeping with him.
"I don't know shit; but we were together, and I slept with this idiot over here. Think we should all get a clean bill of health, don't you Jaquan?"
"I don't need no test." He replied stubbornly.
"Well, call me when you change your mind about wanting to be a family with Daisy and I, okay nigga?"
"Bae, you know I love you." Renee slid the shades off revealing her slanted eyes staring him up and down before pushing them back up her nose.
"Test, then we'll talk."
She snapped her fingers in my direction as he glared over at me bristling. For all he knew, I'd pulled some six degrees of Kevin Bacon type shit leading to an improbable STD from our mutual jump off Yoli. He had no idea he'd been trapped currently sitting on whatever Renee considered relationship death row.
"WHERE YOU GOING WITH HIM?!!"
"I'm taking him to meet up with my friend Rashida."
"Bae, you fixing my cousin up with your friend?"
"Test, then talk Jaquan."
"SEE YOU LATER CUZ!!" I finished gathering my stuff up leaving with a smile as Renee stood there glaring at him before following me out to her car.
Ten minutes later we were laughing our asses off on the freeway back to her house as she tossed her shades in the cup holder. Jaquan volunteered to drop little Daisy off at school the following morning. She pulled over on the side of the road unable to wait to get home to watch Yoli's unwitting confession.
"I'm gonna kill that yellow bitch." She snarled rewinding the part where Yoli indicated receiving Jaquan's number on a gum wrapper and the later admittance that she was aware I'd called out to her.
"If you do that, she wins."
Renee didn't respond one way or the other tooling up the block to her building as I glanced out of the passenger side window. There was a breeze wafting into the car as I peered across the street at Yoli's place. It was a fleeting moment as Renee turned into the side alley leading to the back of her building.
"You okay?"
"Working on it."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Hey man; I gotta be me and ask you why the fuck you slept with Yoli again?" We sat in the alley behind her building having quite a few moments of shared silence when Renee gave in to an unanswered question swirling around in her pretty head.
"Just kinda happened, honestly."
"So, what; you in the crazy zone with her ass, now?" Renee was insistent but she wasn't fooling me one bit. I knew she was chomping at the bit to lay hands on her former employee.
"Hey, I did what I did, you got something out of it too; you know Jaquan was scheming the minute he laid eyes on her goofy ass. I know she was plotting too, cause she heard me yelling at her ass when she was getting in that cab to go fuck my cousin, your baby daddy. YEAH, I FUCKED THE SHIT OUT OF HER, SO WHAT?!!"
Unexpected emotion exploded out of me before I managed to settle down looking over at Renee.
"I get it; I understand baby." I was shocked she hadn't shoved a pistol up into my nose.
"Sorry."
"Hey man, for somebody who's been running through a few ladies lately; it's just fucking weird to see you hung up. Shit, we've been screwing for a minute too; you almost in the ex-boyfriend rolodex, nigga."
"Ex-boyfriend?" That was a revelation as she facepalmed.
"Don't get it twisted; stop cheesing in my front seat. Alright you can be an honorary wingman, doofus." I admittedly had a silly grin on my face automatically set by the praise from one of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen. Renee was similarly afflicted softly pushing my face toward the passenger window when I glanced in her direction.
"I'll take a leg, instead." I shot back as she leaned over playfully tickling me.
"Maybe we can talk about it later after you help my girl out."
"What?"
"Check it out."
Renee gestured towards her backyard adjacent to her car. Rashida was sitting at the bottom of the steps. Her general form was hidden from view by the unfinished wooden railing and a few planters filled with a variety of colorful flowers. Rashida's thick gams were sticking out signaling her presence.
"I'm not in the mood, Renee." She chuckled slapping the back of my neck.
"Ow, shit girl!" I rubbed the tender spot at the nape of my neck.
"Hey, I gotta carry your shit homie; you gotta carry hers. I don't suppose you recall sending her that hacked scene of her getting smashed?"
"Yeah, so what?"
"My girl has been in the shittiest of moods since you sent her that bootleg; Rashida called up her ex yelling at that nigga and he told her where to go with that noise. I think you need to get in front of this because you already cost me an employee."
"I cost you an employee?!!" I shrugged receiving another slap to the back of my neck.
"Rashida's way off her game; I had to step in on a client because she was zoning out about that stupid ass scene. Now Mrs. Garrison's fried lace front; that's on both of you idiots!!" I found myself trying to imagine the woman with this smoking hairdo with a mushroom cloud emanating from it, comically.
"What am I supposed to do about it?"
"You're good at fixing things nigga; figure it out. Hell, you saved two lives today; what's one more?" I recalled her threats to blast Jaquan and Yoli knowing she spoke truth. Renee leaned forward reaching down between her legs retrieving a paper bag.
"What's this?" I watched Renee open and stare into it for a few seconds before shoving it roughly into my chest.
"T-shirt and some board shorts I originally bought for your trifling cousin. Make sure you hit that shower my nigga; you stank like wet, yellow dog." The dig at Yoli was accompanied by a roll of my eyes.
"What a lady." Renee leaned in using her pointer finger to turn my face in her direction. Our lips pressed together softly for half a second.
"Get out." I was unceremoniously shoved onto the gravel as Renee sped off down the alley.
"Bitch." I gathered up my camera bag and the paper one with Jaquan's now forfeited clothing.
I snickered at the trick realizing she'd used the kiss to distract me from the fact that she'd unlocked my passenger side door. My side was bruised a little as I righted myself into a sitting position as a familiar face appeared one door over from an adjacent yard obscured by a large fenced brush. Mintzy and a day worker walked into the alley as she directed his attention to the fore mentioned foliage. The exasperated gentleman was carrying a chainsaw with an expression that gave me the impression he'd like to use it on the brassy, milf.
"OH, LOOK WHO DONE FOUND HIMSELF OVAH HERE!!" It was too late to duck out of sight as she noticed me along with the hired hand.
"Hey." I waved back meekly noticing her shabby attire which consisted of a baggy looking housecoat and fluffy flip flops. Her hair was unkempt and messy almost melding with her deep olive skin tone.
"NOW WHY AIN'T YOU HAPPY TO SEE ME, HON?!!" It wasn't that I was unhappy to see her as much as her insistence on shouting everything even though we were close enough to converse normally.
"We're cool; I just got shoved out of Renee's car Mintzy." Her cartoonish range of expression cam into play as she closed the distance between us. I barely stifled a flinch as she took both of my hands pressing in murdering any personal space as the day laborer watched.
"You know I been missing you something fierce brotha; I been needing some more uhm, auditions. Ho bisogno di qualcosa in più di questo grosso cazzo! Voglio che tu mi scopa il culo ancora un po 'negro!! Fanculo bene!! You gonna give me some of your precious time, huh brotha?"
I could feel her massive breasts pressing into my chest as I glanced over her shoulder at the day worker. There was no mistaking the disgusted look on his ruddy truncated features.
"I don't know about that, Mintzy."
"What, why not; you don't like the kitty, huh brotha?!!" The day worker was definitely not a fan of me; and didn't like what he was seeing in the least.
"I don't wanna end up in a Al Pacino movie." I backed off as another familiar face appeared from the same foliage covered area.
It was that shady looking kid I noticed after visiting the corner store ran by Mintzy. The expression on his face mirrored the hired help as he raised a finger in my direction.
"AWWW SHIT; WHAT THE FAWK MA?!!" Mintzy's back jerked straight as she gulped loudly realizing she was busted.
"Merda Antonio, sto solo parlando con un vicino qui!! Vattene dal mio fottuto culo, perché no?!! GO FINISH YOUR FUCKING HOMEWORK!!" She turned towards him kind of blocking his view of me yelling in her native language.
"Non mi dici niente merda bag; sei qui fuori cercando di tradire papà con le tue fottute tette da mucca!! FAWK YOUR GADDAMN HOMEWORK!!" This kid was probably fourteen years old at the youngest, but his posture skewed older with some sort of unspoken authority that wasn't lost on Mintzy.
"ANTONIO, I'M JUST TALKING!!"
"SHAAADAP!! Ehi negro, è meglio che tu stia lontano dalla mia fottuta mamma o ti taglierò le tue maledette palle!!" There was no doubt he was threatening me as Mintzy cupped a hand over her mouth closing the distance between them in seconds.
"OH MY FAAWKING GAAAWD, ANTONIO!! NON TI INSEGNANDO A FARE LA TUA BOCCA COME UN WC DIO DIVANO CIOTOLA CHE PICCOLA CAGLIA!! POSSO ANCORA SMACK QUESTO CULO PER TE BITCH!! GET YOUR ASS IN THE GODDAMN HOUSE, WHY DON'T YAAA!!"
Mintzy asserted herself quickly spinning the boy around delivering a hard slap to his rear that was immediately challenged. Antonio Lozano jerked back in her direction instantly receiving a hard pancake slap to the face that echoed across the alley.
"MAAAA!!"
Despite his tough guy attitude, I could see the tears welling up in his eyes as she shoved the kid out of view. He shot me a look that could kill before disappearing from sight as Mintzy directed her ire at the day worker.
"DON'T YOU WANNA GET PAID OR NOTHING?!!" He simply started up his chainsaw as she glanced back in my direction with a forced, toothy smile.
"Take care Mintzy."
"I'LL BE SEEING YOU AROUND SOMETIME HON; LIKE REAL FUCKING SOON!!"
"No, you ain't."
I almost hopped the fence as she made some kind of weird squawking sound that reminded me of something, I heard on reruns of the old I Love Lucy show. I stumbled backward afraid the horny milf might pursue me into Renee's apartment. Something felt a little odd drawing my gaze two yards over to find little Antonio propped up on a short metal step ladder eyeballing me. We exchanged glances for a few seconds before I withdrew out of his field of vision.
"You through playing with them Guido's?" Rashida had moved up a few steps sitting between the first and second floors of the three-story building. She was still nursing the phone between her Jurassic thighs.
"Don't let Antonio hear that; he might not like it." I cautioned whimsically.
"Shit, that boy offered me three hundred dollars for a piece of ass, nigga." Rashida scoffed at my aside.
"Don't let the police hear that; might mean jail time." I added trying to be comical but earning a raised eyebrow instead.
Rashida was wearing a royal purple floral tank embroidered with a paisley imprint over what looked like canary yellow bike shorts. Her thighs were wreaking havoc with the material riding up on her thighs giving them the distinct appearance of panties. Her wrists were covered with a variety of multicolored bangle bracelets. Rashida's chocolate skin made everything pop adding a glow to her attire with her hair done up in a jazzy updo, a crown of elegant curls covering her oval head like an attendant crown.
"Oh, you got fucking jokes after messing up my day, huh?"
"Would you rather not have known?"
"That shit was embarrassing; now I got motherfuckers trading that scene around like fucking baseball cards. That scene was never supposed to happen, but I got busted."
"Yeah I heard."
"Where you hear my business, fool?"
"Yoli." I answered without thinking before noticing her staring at me glassy eyed. A shiver ran up my spine, but I figured nothing would come of it due to Yoli's expulsion from her immediate circle.
"Glad she fired; she was always sniffing around with her nose in everything anyway. Now I gotta worry about that stupid scene floating around out there."
"Goddamn it."
"Excuse me?" She was texting intermittently while conversing with me.
"Weren't you doing cam shows when that shit happened, Rashida?" It was definitely time to pull her card on the subject.
"Some other bitch snitched on me to Harold; he pulled up on me while I was doing a live stream and wouldn't let me turn the shit off. I got caught up when he kept yelling at me to give my fans something real."
"Yeah?"
"I was scared he was gonna dump me; that's why I let him get on camera and now I'm paying for it! I guess I'm stupid, too." Her head dipped between her shoulders as she continued staring at the face of her phone. I couldn't take any more drama wanting to alleviate the situation as an epiphany popped into my head.
"Well, I think everybody else should be paying for it."
"What do you mean?" Rashida was puzzled raising her head to regard me.
"Before I answer that question, I want you to stand up and turn around."
"Why?" She straightened up starting to resume her usual aggressive countenance.
"Look you been giving me the business since we met; actually, since I walked into Renee's living room in my birthday suit. I've taken it on the nose with your verbal abuse and issues, so I'm tired of opening my bag of tricks only to get dick back. Think of it as a litmus test and solidarity of our working relationship going forward, Rashida."
She sat there pondering my words for a second before getting up slowly turning profile on the steps. I'd made Rashida some prominent coin by filming a few teasers but shied away from going all the way with her. Her side view was intimidating with the massive swell of her ass feeling like it cast an imposing shadow over me on the lower steps. I cautiously took a step upward reaching out cupping her right ass cheek letting my fingers sink into its deep undercuff. The weight was considerable as I jiggled it getting a muted physical response because of the restraints of her clothing.
"Nigga, did you really ask me to stand up so that you could feel on my ass?"
"Yeah, I did."
"Man, you savage." Rashida snickered shoving me back. I had to catch myself stumbling down a step.
"Well, if you wanna make some money; turn all the way around." A sarcastic smirk appeared on her face turning things aggressively playful as she turned her humongous back porch in my direction almost daring me to handle her butt again.
It was plain and simply a massive, intrusive heart jutting out from her waist in staggering detail. I felt like hitting that shit with a bottle of champagne lie some newly christened battleship. Rashida did me one better gathering her floral tank allowing me to see the high waist of her canary yellow shorts. She tugged at the waistband of her shorts allowing the bottom of her rich, mocha hued cheek to bulge outward. This made those shorts resemble more of a bikini bottom at this point. My heart started pounding hard in my chest as she glanced back at me, smiling.
"That what you wanna see, boy?"
"Yup, hold that pose." I took another step down taking a pic with my phone.
Rashida decided to get cute gradually clapping her cheeks. She knew what I wanted to see as I got some quick video. I had this weird feeling glancing from my spot on the back porch down into the alley where I noticed Mintzy's son standing there watching. He was still staring mad daggers in my direction as I turned the camera towards him for a second. Rashida quickly noticed as well resuming her angry Sista mode.
"I'M A TELL YOUR MOTHER ANTONIO; NOW GET YOUR LITTLE ASS OUT THAT ALLEY!!" The kid scrambled out of sight as we both chuckled.
"Your number one fan."
"Shut up; that little punk used to hang around in the salon staring at my ass all day until I got tired of the shit."
"What'd you do?"
"Gave him what he wanted; he was sitting there pretending to read a magazine burning a hole in my butt. I sat on him, squashed that little fucker until he was crying while everybody was laughing. Antonio broke out like he was on fire; now he don't come around that much."
"Like I said, number one fan." We laughed walking up to Renee's apartment.
Rashida didn't notice or seem to care that my hand was on her ass the whole time.
It was crazy how Renee didn't care about leaving her apartment unsecured as we found the backdoor unlocked. I went straight to the living room and started setting up my cameras, charging my Go Pro. As we traversed the corridor to the living room, I took a glance inside Renee's bedroom noticing her mattress stripped of all bedding. There was a stuffed hamper at the floor of the bed with the missing items stuffed inside. There were a few unmentionables hanging out of the edges.
"What're we looking at?" Rashida interjected.
"Nothing, lose the top and bra, too." She unbuttoned on the spot finally comfortable with me revealing a lacy underwire strapless number underneath. Her breasts looked great with the extra support.
"Nice." Rashida reached out pushing my face away as she stripped off the undergarment. There was a bit of deflation as her breasts came into view, but her nipples were noticeably erect.
"Alright you got me topless, what're we doing?" She got cute draping her top and brassiere over my shoulder as I noticed a discarded selfie stick on Renee's desk. I snapped it up attaching it to my phone before presenting it to Rashida.
"You're gonna make a few clips with this; I want you to pull those shorts up as high as they'll go into that crack and lay down on Renee's mattress clapping those cheeks using that selfie stick. Make it good, Thunda." Her hands were on her hips as I explained, not even flinching when I unzipped her shorts peeling the halves outward.
"What're you gonna do." Rashida asked with raised eyebrow.
"I gotta shower real quick; get to work." She was surprised when I left her there retrieving the paper bag containing clothes meant for my cousin.
I regretted handing my phone to Rashida passing the open bedroom door getting a full view of her own little show as she lay prone twerking her voluminous cheeks. The luscious clap was audible even from a few feet away as I considered pouncing on her but thought better of it. She was able to get it to wave from side to side with the slightest movement of her hips before dipping sharply making this audible wet sounding smack. This chocolate beauty had to be just over thirty with a rich, luxurious skin tone that appeared almost edible.
My eyes traced the visible crease that made up the undercuff of those massive buttocks. Her subtle movements juxtaposed with the more traditional twerking cadre of motion left me fixated in the most extreme manner. I manifested a thick steel bar that tented my pants while this tingling feeling engulfed me whole. I was seconds away from full on manifestation of an idiot savant demeanor bordering on a seizure as Rashida caught me looking, still filming.
"See something you like, bruh?" I snapped out of it staring directly at her grinning face.
"Ah shit." I shrank way from the door snatching some towels from the adjacent laundry room. It was not lost on me that I'd screwed Mintzy into evacuation in this very spot. I'd screwed two women in this apartment, and I wouldn't mind getting that Mexican hat trick. I hit the shower.
The thing about Rashida was you really couldn't gauge her situation accurately because the woman had this natural poker face. Her brash, around the way personality was coupled with an aura of decidedly rough edginess that gave me pause. I didn't want her fist to implode my face, didn't want drama and I was walking the razor thin line between our current working relationship and validating her thoughts about my intentions.
Rashida seemed to be getting a kick out of pulling my chain with her figure as attested by the straining erection pointing at the tiled shower wall directly in front of me. I lathered up under the spray trying to figure out if I should just finish myself off. I was conflicted about succumbing to my lust even out of her view.
"WHAT YOU DOING?!!" Rashida snatched the shower curtain open catching me off guard and criminally erect.
"WHAT THE-GOT DAMMIT!!" I yanked back on the curtain, but she held fast as I noticed my own camera phone trained on my junk. Rashida was laughing, still topless as we jostled a bit with the plastic curtain.
"You jerking, huh nigga?"
Instead of tugging the plastic sheet in her direction, Rashida grabbed the opposite with flair yanking it up into the air where it partially draped over her left shoulder. She was still filming while I squawked covering myself with a hand towel.
"DON'T DROP MY PHONE IN HERE; IT AIN'T WATERPROOF!! WHUT-THE FUCK, MAN!!?!!" Her fingers were nimble snatching the small hand towel away in a blur of motion, still laughing.
"What, you don't like being filmed, huh fool? You like rubbing all over my ass and peeping on me; but you can't return the favor, eh bruh?!!" She was laughing the whole time slapping down at my hands as I hunched over trying to face away from her with a hand over my butt.
"GIVE IT UP, FUCKING BABY!!" Her palm collided loudly with my ass creating this audible wet echo akin to a snapping whip sound. It hurt, a lot.
"SHIT, WHAT YOU WANT RASHIDAAA!!" I batted away more wet slaps from her hand, partially unsuccessful.
"We want a show." She answered plainly as I paused slowly craning my head down towards the face of the phone realizing it wasn't my humble android.
"Ah, shit." Renee Kelly and three other women were staring at my nudity, laughing their asses off. I felt like a complete asshole with Rashida laughing so hard, tears were rolling down her cheeks.



"SHAKE THAT COCK!! SHAKE THAT COCK!! SHAKE THAT COCK!!" Renee and cohorts chanted between giggles and assorted chortling.
"YOU-FUCKING BIATCH!!" The combined laughter of her clique filled the steamy bathroom as Rashida lost her composure going rubbery in the knees from the inherent humor of the situation.
Her brown eyes went wide as I hopped out of the shower nearly toppling over due to being covered in water. I managed to right myself as she slid about on the wet floor going into the bathroom door accidentally slamming it shut. Rashida went for the door knob but I caught her wrist using my other hand to grab at her phone ending up draped across her back.
"BETTER WATCH OUT; YOU GOT HIM TRIGGERED!!" One of her facetime friends yelled from the phone was we got into a silly wrestling match as she pushed the phone forward with both hands out of my reach.
Her huge derriere was used as a weaponized battering ram shoved into my crotch. I tumbled backward grabbing the stressed waistband of her yellow shorts. The upper portion of her enormous donk bulged upward clearing the top of her shorts like rising yeast. It was a sexually ridiculous sight with those extra-large shorts becoming a canary colored strip of material with vertically dueling rear cleavage.
"HE GOING FOR THE BOOTY, GUUURL?!!" Somebody who sounded like a Sista asked audibly juxtaposed with the loud jeering and catcalls emanating from Rashida's phone.
She'd resorted to holding the phone upward at an angle that would've required me to reach around her wide expanse which was impossible considering the ambidextrous use of her globe sized posterior.
"HE CAN'T HANDLE ALL THIS!!" Rashida shouted back getting my attention as I immediately stopped wrestling with her.
The sudden halt of kinetic motion caused Rashida to stumble forward using both hands to stop herself by flattening them on top of toilet. The I-Phone ended up between her palms nestled in the soft pink, furry cover over Renee's toilet. She glanced back over her shoulder at my face.
"Oh?"
Her breath came in a shocked gasp as my hand slid into her shorts past her panties, middle fingers on her slit. Rashida had a pretty substantial bush downstairs, but I was able to navigate it curving digits up inside her working them in a rowing motion. I hunched over her back, leaning forward noticing facetime was still active with the women obviously staring at their friend.
"OOOOHHHHH WEEEEE, HE GOT YAAA NOW RASHIDAAAA GUUURL!!" I didn't know who was talking but the sugary, addled southern accent was grating.
Rashida went for my wrist thinking to yank my hand free, but I used my naked crotch to bump into hard from the rear. I popped my hips a few more times accidentally poking her lower rear cleavage as half of my length disappeared.
"MOTHERFUHHH-NIGGAAAA WHAT?!!" She was moist and sweaty, the tightened skinship feeling too good to stop. Her back twisted in the opposite direction as she thought to use the other hand to dislodge my efforts. The bangles on her wrists clanked loudly while her friends laughed at our struggle.
My thumb brushed her clit getting an immediate reaction which caused her spine to arch, pushing that humongous cheeks into my pelvis even harder. At this point, my cock was hopelessly wedged between her lower cheeks. I kept up the dual activity playing with her cunt while fucking her cheeks mercilessly. Rashida dipped at the knees incidentally wrenching on my girth adding another sensation as the catcalls continued.
"EATING THE BOOTY LIKE FUCKING GROCERIES!!"
"Delia, SHUT-THE FUCK UP!!" I recognized Renee's voice managing a glimpse at Rashida's phone noticing she was driving. I found the owner of that grating voice to belong to some redbone with a stupid looking copper hued updo almost similar to Rashida's own. I wondered if maybe she was one of her customers or something.
"SNATCHING THEM COOKIES!!" Delia was oblivious.
"Hey, look at her face; she's getting into it, like really." Another girl whose face I couldn't see, commented.
Rashida began to wilt under my frantic actions as my digits became drenched in her gooey essence as I brushed a thumb against her clit, vigorously fingering her inner grooves. She was sweaty enough that my length was easily sawing the lower portion of her gluteal cleft with increasing ease. My free hand found itself cupping and completely covering her right breast feeling the thick nipple poke into my palm. I was surprised to hear a shrill lilting cry bubble up out of Rashida when I took liberties giving that modest tit a hard squeeze. Three fingers were buried up to the knuckle inside her steaming slit plunging and caressing as she emitted a girlish, throaty whimper.
"Wow, look at her face; I ain't ever seen Rashida like that."
"Yeah, she's fucking feeling it."
"AAAWWW FAWWWK YALL!!" Rashida groaned as I managed simultaneous dueling motions, frigging her muff in the direction of my thrusting crotch from the opposite sides of her lower half.
She was squirming and twisting in my grasp like a fish pushing that huge bum into me with force. I was pretty sure my cock slid down into her small thigh gap as I took control pushing her forward. My offending hand in her holiest of holies was drenched with womanly essence.
"LET HIM GET IT GUUURRLLL!! SHIT YOU GETTING IT IN, AINT YOU RASHIDAAAA?!!" Delia just wouldn't quit.
"Handle your business; I'm out Rashida." Renee's image disappeared from the face of her I-Phone, but the others remained as Rashida's body went slack and manageable. She went forward, willingly bending over the toilet freely offering herself.
"Now that's what I'm talking about." I commented almost in an animalistic snarl finding a daunting task digging my fingers into her waist band. There was this jello like jiggle to the twin mountains of shiny chocolate flesh nearly as big as my torso itself.
Her bent over posture created a problem of epic proportions giving me trouble getting those shorts past her rounded hips. I was frustrated and partially crazed with lust enough to whine audibly. Rashida pushed upright driving her butt into me as she dug her thumbs into her waistband at her sides. We worked together finally managing to get those fucking shorts down to the undercuff of that humongous derriere. Her cream colored, bikini styled panties were covered with tiny roses resting in the crotch of those discarded shorts at her feet.
He behavior was accommodating enough that I slid out of her honey pot reaching up to cup both of her breasts, squeezing hard. The slightest nudge from my knee prompted her to spread her oversized, shapely legs apart as my hands slid down to the sides of her hips, digging into her flesh.
There was no way I was prepared for the full up-close reveal of a planetary backside which left me visually staggered. It was an enormous spade shaped mass of glistening chocolate flesh that was shocking point-blank range. Individually each mound was this ponderous thick oval shaped thickness with a cavernous gluteal cleft that started short beneath the base of her spine with this miniscule lattice of stretchmarks akin to lightning shapes barely bigger than my palm.
I pressed a thumb there almost expecting to receive a shock or sorts before letting both hands travel over the roundness and curve of her derriere. My fingers ended up at the bottom of her buttocks finally finding a spot on her ass that yielded to my probing fingertips. Rashida allowed me to spread her apart as my cock slid up pressing against her slit.
"OOOWW, OW!! OUCH!! OOOHHHH SHIT, OW FAAAWK!!" Despite her dripping wetness, I bottomed out at just over two thirds of my length. Rashida Sikes a.k.a Chi Town Thunda had a very shallow cunt.
Rashida parted her legs further apart trying to accommodate me, but things remained the same as I thumped the back of her tunnel repeatedly. She whimpered and squealed reacting to each thud at the end of her slimy tunnel. There was no choice as I let the warring halves of her cheeks clap down on the rest of my length. This was a natural anecdote providing a steamy, heated cushion around my thrusting girth. I was perfectly cradled finally able to really give it to her with extreme prejudice making her butt jiggle and bounce everywhere.
"OOOHHHH, OOOWWW OW SHIT, OOWW FAAWK!!" The muscles in her back flexed while her shoulders rolled as Rashida pushed up on her palms, gingerly bumping back against me.
"HEY GURL, YOU GOOD?!! HE BEATING IT UP ON YOU RAAA-SHEEDA, HUH GURL?!!" Delia chimed in sounding affected by what she was seeing.
"SHUT UP!!" Rashida groaned.
"RUDE!!" Delia complained as my hands came into view pinching and rolling her nipples. Rashida squealed with delight before my hand dropped down to the furry pate covering her muff. I'd learned her triggers mercilessly diddling her clit to distraction.
"I can't believe I'm watching." The other girl commented.
"What're you doing with your hands?" A voice I hadn't heard before commented. Rashida was almost straddling the closed toilet at this point.
Knowing her friends were still watching I ramped up my thrusts with my hands firmly holding her in place, fingers locked around her waist. This woman was a stallion with the horrifically sexy legs of a thoroughbred. The front of my thighs were slamming into the back of hers with enthusiastic aplomb. My repeated trysts with a bevy of women in recent days attributed to my stamina. It seemed a sort of karmic training for this very moment as I found myself screwing Rashida Simms in her best friend's bathroom.
She'd taken me there, triggering things on a whim. She wanted to embarrass me, but know she was getting her box resized. It was work spreading her cheeks apart finding the covered portions appearing with a milky residue on my shaft every outward thrust. I pushed inward on the outside of her thighs wedging her inner glutes tight around the rest completely giving myself over to animalistic desire and wanton lust. Rashida locked her knees stiffening up providing a stationary target for me to hit.
"YOU FEELING GOOD, GIRLFRIEND, HUH?!! HE GETTING IT AIN'T HE, RAAAA-SHEEDA!!" Delia again.
"FUUUKKK, HE BEATING IT UP GIRL; HE FUCKING ME HAAAAARD!!" Rashida admitted under sexual duress, her shrill overtures accompanied by the sounds of her sweaty cheeks slapping against my pelvis.
The visual took over tightening my inner thighs with an impending climax that was going to be thunderous. My pelvis was hitting hard enough to spread her cheeks apart on each inward stroke. I pushed forward getting leverage by pushing my right leg between both of hers. Rashida's arm shot upward as she reached back cupping the base of her skull, huffing and groaning. Everything was tightening up as I prepared to glaze her enormous cheeks.
"AAAWWW FAWWK I'M CUMMING!! THIS NIGGAAA MAKING ME CUM GIRLFRIEND!!" I noticed that two more of her friends clicked off leaving Delia as the sole witness to our impromptu hookup.
Her doughy looking face was beet red from watching our coupling. Rashid's head suddenly crashed down onto the furry top of the sink as tremors erupted across her packed body. She was making these whimpering almost distressed feline sounds as I felt a wetness spray from her juicy confines. Rashida Simms was squirting uncontrollably.
"Rashida girl; you good?" Delia asked from the face of her I-Phone. Rashida nodded meekly; her face hidden in the plush cover on the toilet.
I went really hard for a few seconds before pulling out in time to send a thick, gooey wad of cum in a diagonal arc across her shuddering, humongous ass cheeks. Three equally powerful burst added to the mess as I realized only the top curvature of Rashida's butt was soiled. It seemed an impossibility that any man would be able to completely wax such an enormous ass. We were both breathing hard. In fact, three were gasping for air as I glanced down at the phone observing Delia appeared to be lying in bed, a pillow framing her rounded face.
"Rashida?"
"Eh?" Her head bobbed a bit as I figured she was probably embarrassed. My girth was pressed, engulfed in her rear cleavage partially obscured, lengthwise.
"Take care of this, baby." She reared up looking over her shoulder, face glistening from sweat.
I inched back allowing her to rest her huge butt on the matching pink coverlet adorning the closed toilet lid. She took me in her mouth without question or pushback. Her thick lips looked incredible sliding methodically along my shaft. Her method was all her own, agonizingly slow with an audible pop of her lips as she released me. I covertly raised the phone allowing Delia to witness her friend sucking me off.
"AWWW GURL, HE DONE TRAINED YOUR ASS!!" Delia commented. Rashida quickly snatched the phone ending the impromptu sex show by clicking her friend off the line.
"Oh, you don't wanna film anymore?"
"Fuck you."
"Okay, suck on this a little more." She didn't have any problem taking me between her lips again, sucking me back into a rigid hardon. Her technique was decidedly emotional and measured in execution. I was fit to be tied in moments.
Her hand came into play cupping the underside of my package as her lips caressed my shaft agonizingly slow starting to get a little sloppy in the process. Despite the slow motion, froth started to appear around the seal of her lips in abundance until a deluge of saliva began running freely, dripping onto the tiled bathroom floor. Before I realized it, I was matching Rashida's cadence stroking her plush lips softly, methodically.
The head of my cock poked the inside of her cheek appearing in a muted shape outside on her chocolate skin. I started to understand her sexual esthetic as the fingers of her other hand encircled the base of my cock gradually tightening into a vice like ring causing multiple veins to sprout across my foreskin. The casual rolling of my sack, strict restriction at the base of my cock in tandem with her soft plush lips, sent me into instant overdrive.
"AAAAWWWWW SHIT!! That's feel so fucking good Rashida; I didn't know you had it like that, baby." I was unconsciously patting and running my fingers through her snazzy updo probably messing it up, euphorically.
The compliment and accompanied caressing triggered her something fierce as those fingers encircling my shaft began frenetically stroking me to completion in sexual counterbalance to the soft, dragging motion of her lips as copious webs of sticky drool ran down her chin leaving a puddle at our feet. Rashida dropped both hands leaving me to have my way with her mouth for a few precious seconds.
"AAAWWWW YEAAAH BAAA-BEEE; YOU GOT ME SOOO FUCKED UP!!" Her cheeks vacuumed inward as I withdrew, her soft, juicy lips sliding backward until I exited her mouth with a loud audible, sucking pop.
It wasn't a clean break as the head of my member exploded in her mouth with several bursts covering her big lips and chin in these powerful pulses. A few diminishing ropes of milky ejaculate hit her throat drizzling down across her heaving breasts. Rashida leaned in taking my length between her lips lengthwise, teasing it with the tip of her tongue. A final burst sent a reluctant rope of cum right across the bridge of her nose.
"Shit, you got me fucked up." Rashida gasped reclining back against the toilet, appearing exhausted. My cock was still standing at half mast right before her brown eyes.
"Damn, you really are, Chi Town Thunda."
"Fuck, I gotta say I'm sorry for clowning you that time in Renee's salon. That shit was out of pocket for reals, my nigga. Man, I was feeling some kind of way because she wanted me to hook up with you that night."
"Huh?"
"Renee; she wanted me to end up in that closet with you because, well I haven't "had any" in a while, if you get my drift?"
"Straight?"
"Yeah, I was getting my ass clowned for going without after shit went down with Harold. The girls were talking a ton of shit saying I was trying to become a second virgin or something. Renee's all like "I got a nigga in the back over here with a rock-hard dick, waiting; all you gotta do is sit on that shit"; everybody was tripping when Renee started playing your little movies."
"Really?" I scratched my head handing her a hand towel to wipe her face.
"You were going ham on those bitches in those sex tapes, so I figured you were some kind of creep. Didn't make it any better when you walked into Renee's living room naked. I thought you were showing off like an entitled simp."
"Thanks; still think that now?"
"Nigga." Rashida gave my slowly wilting tumescence a quick yank making me shriek as she laughed.
She offered her hands wanting assistance getting to her feet and I obliged. Both of us squeezed into Renee's shower as I took the initiative lathering her up while she pulled down the detachable shower head to avoid messing up her hair. There was denying I was rewarding myself rubbing, kneading and caressing every bit of her delectable curves until we were wantonly making out as that detachable shower head hit the bottom of the tub with a loud, metallic clang.
I suckled her breasts twirling my tongue on her prominent nipples as she lathered up my cock which found its way into her tight, diamond shaped thigh gap. I mounted Rashida vertically pressing her into the shower wall, humping away while we made out. This sensation was even better as came close to a third climax but withdrew hungrily.
I snatched up the shower head cleaning the soapy residue from her exaggerated pear-shaped figure even directing a blast of water at her mound while Rashida fondled and pinched her nipples. I reattached the showerhead kneeling down face level with her nappy inverted triangle covering her sex. Eight of my fingers went into her furred mound parting her labia apart revealing the rich pinkness of her clit. Rashida shrieked instantly palming the sides of my head like a basketball as I went to town on her button. I dipped inside tickling and teasing her grooves making this thick woman twist and squirm uncontrollably wiping the tiled wall with her massive butt.
"OOOHHH YEEEEAAHHH, GET IT BABY!! DO THAT THING FOR ME WITH YOUR NASTY ASS!!" Her palm was roaming all over the back of my head urging me forward into her snatch.
Rashida parted her thighs as much as possible prodding me forward as she began creaming all over my tongue. I went with her lustful overtures getting nasty with a focused attack on her clit that made her hunch forward cradling my head. My palms slid up and down in rowing fashion taking the measure of her outrageous curved hips.
"THAASSS RIGHT, YEEEAHHH BAAA-BEEE; I LIKES THAT SLOPPY HEAD BAAA-BEEE!!" My face was wedged deep between her thighs. I took it further wrenching my head horizontally making her cry out loudly. I felt her hands fall away as Rashida began twisting her nipples, abusing them going into hysterics.
I slid two now familiar fingers inside tickling her bumpy ridge getting instant karmic payback as her muff slammed into my face hard enough with the force of a punch. Luckily, I was holding onto her hips or I would've toppled out of the shower onto my back. I rubbed my bruised nose finding that her eyes were shut tightly as Rashida went to town on herself resulting in a several exuberant bursts. She gradually opened her eyes realizing I was just watching.
"What?"
"You almost broke my nose." Rashida found this amusing.
"Seriously?"
"Well, yeah."
Rashida giggled a little bit before carefully facing the tiled shower wall without comment. I found myself in the shadow of her massive donk looking up at it from a kneeling position realizing I couldn't see the small of her back. I wondered if she wanted me to kiss it or something.
"That supposed to shut me up or something?"
Her enormous derriere crashed into my face literally knocking me over. I nearly toppled from the tub as Rashida hopped out laughing outright, covering herself with a large towel. I was addled for a few seconds before crawling after Rashida on all fours.



"You okay baby?"
"Let me get your insurance; you have good kung fu, bitch."
Definitely felt like a punch to the nose as I assumed Rashida got a bit of retribution in return for my use of her phone to put her on blast. Her friends were no doubt gonna clown her for getting taken down and made to suck me off.
"Too much ass for you baby?" She laughed popping her hip out slapping her own cheek, before dipping out of the bathroom. Her taunting laughter lingered as the door swung shut.
"YOU LITTLE MINX!!" I stalked after her with blood vengeance on my mind.
No sooner than I cleared the door, Rashida captured my bicep snatching me into her body with a deep, soulful kiss that melted away the animosity playful or not, between us. She'd been waiting outside the door for me with obvious carnal intent. Her hands covered my buttocks mimicking my own lewd groping. I went for her throat with little licks of my tongue before sucking hard on her neck. She pushed back playful.
"You trying to give me a monkey bite?"
"No one will see it." Her eyes widened at the dig at her dark complexion.
I received a light slap to the cheek instantly returning the favor to her left ass cheek with a little more force. We stared at one another knowing both of us were blowing off steam with each other's bodies. My cock ground into her muff getting off on the friction on its underside against her furred muff. Rashida's hand slid down to my waist prodding and encouraging me forward. Our crotches began bumping into one another with an audible clap. I went in finding her tongue waiting for a duel of wills with neither of us really trying to win anything.
"I want you to fuck me." She gasped as we broke our clench.
"Lay down."
"Here?" We were in the corridor between Renee's living room and back kitchen. I didn't want to try my luck fucking Rashida in her bed or planting that monstrous donk on her couch, wet.
"Yeah, right here on the floor; I can't wait."
Surprisingly, Rashida Sikes did exactly as I asked lying flat on the corridor floor with only the towel underneath her generous curves. I found myself standing right between her giant, shapely gams as she drew her knees upward until her feet were planted flat. She lay there breathing hard, audible. Her fingers were rubbing her slit, waiting.
"Come on, fuck me." She asked breathlessly.
Her arms were outstretched beckoning me down on top of her and I obliged. Rashida caught me in a caressing hug that started from my armpits ranging down my side to the ribcage and back up again. I winced from the immediate thud of hitting the back of her tunnel two thirds in again, gasping aloud. Rashida pushed her chin into her neck looking down at our connection witnessing my dilemma.
I propped myself hovering over her on all fours slowly pumping into her cunt with that last third of my shaft still exposed. It was weirdly karmic leaving me with a sense of Déjà vu related to one Shawnee Thompson a day earlier. I wondered if most women with these humongous asses were similarly afflicted. Rashida was really wet with just the right amount of tightness but was frustratingly shallow inside.
"Here." Rashida reached down wrapping her thin, calloused fingers around the exposed portion for a bit of sexual support.
"Yeah, that's good."
"Just be careful; it hurts if you push too hard. Especially after you were trying to push me through the wall in the bathroom."
"You know what you look like; can you blame me?" Her head dipped back resting on the hallway floor as she giggled at the backhanded compliment.
I gathered her oversized legs up miraculously draping them over my shoulders. This provided me with a bit more depth, but now much. This position took Rashida's help out of the equation because she was unable to reach between her thick thighs to handle the rest of my endowment. I felt like screaming because I couldn't rail the snot out of her like I really wanted. Suffice it to say the only real way to handle Rashida Sikes was in the doggystyle position.
"Hey, hold on a minute." It seemed like she could read my mind tapping the outside of my arm until I reared up on my knees.
Rashida rolled over on her belly with some effort presenting her enormous ass for my obvious pleasure. It was a daunting view admittedly making the corridor look smaller from my perspective. Her gigantic glutes barely changed shape rising up into the air like a massive shelf. This view was impressive leaving me shook for a few seconds before Rashida spoke up catching my attention.
"Come on, man; get in there." I blinked profusely for a couple of seconds realizing Rashida reached back with both hands somehow managing to spread her cheeks apart. The invitation was clear as day, but I had to ask first.
"You sure about this?"
"Come on, do it."
Her wide expanse presented all sorts of mounting issues which had me pleased as punch. Rashida's hands looked incredibly small flattened against her rear end. This woman's shape was staggering with everything from her head to the widest point of her hips exemplifying the spoon or pear-shaped aesthetic.
"Alright."
Everything went in with some relative ease up to the hilt as she gradually released her cheeks which completed the natural motion cradling the base of my cock in rubbery fashion. It was somewhat silly because I'd assumed a spread legged prone mount above her. It was kind of like giving Rashida a backrub before I draped myself across her body. I began lightly pushing inward hearing a slow relaxed gasp emerge from this exciting mocha hued woman. It was mindboggling considering the toxic animosity Rashida fostered between us upon meeting. I couldn't deny finding her visually arresting until she spoke to me in a disparaging tone that left much to be desired, personality wise.
"I-I'm ready, you can go however you want." There was buoyant, rubbery pushback against my pelvis leaving a feeling that I was bouncing on her huge butt. Rashida reached out capturing my thumbs pulling my hands level with her ears.
"OOOO-OOOHHH, I-I feel it, Rashida." She was tensing up around my girth, rhythmically. In fact doing so on each inward stroke of my cock. The tightness, creating a seal around the base of my endowment.
"You like it?"
"Yeah, I love this; feels incredible."
It felt like I was riding a large, heated waterbed. The waist to hip ratio was out of this world. Rashida Sikes was truly two different women fitted together with the upper portion belonging to a thick, meaty sister while the lower half was all stallion power.
"When he-when Harold caught me; he was fucking me in the ass." She offered.
"Huh?"
"Don't shit me; I know you watched my sex tape, didn't you?"
"Well, that's how I knew to call you up, Rashida." I kept plunging deep and steady worried that we were about to have some kind of drama out of the blue.
"You jerk off to it?"
"No; not because I wouldn't, but I had someone there to help me out."
"Who?"
"A gentleman never tells." I pushed hard into her from behind feeling her cheeks bulging against me. My actions were automatic quickly evolving into the rabbiting motion as the clapping sounds of our dueling halves got louder.
"That yellow bitch." Yoli was made, no doubt about it.
"Don't trip, she never saw it; showed up after I sent it to you, okay?" Rashida released my thumbs remaining face down, palms flattened.
"I don't give a fuck; I just wanted you to know I can take it. You really don't have to hold back unless you came already. Not into the whole wet fish flopping around bullshit, baby. Give it to me, nigga." Rashida growled unexpectantly.
I went vertical upright with both palms flattened in the center of each huge, oval cheek driving myself like a madman. She instantly started whining and yelping, a mixture of pleasure and pain jiggling all over that floor as I went into the final stretch. I hunched up enough to grab her cinched waist almost like I was riding a dirt bike pounding her backdoor into mush as Rashida requested. She went slack as I leaned back resting on her thighs pulverizing that ass into a shuddering mess of loose, coffee tinted flesh. Rashida Sikes got fucked in the ass in every sense of the word.
"DO IT, I-I WANT-WAAAANT YOU TO CUM FOR MEEEEEE!!" She tensed her cheeks as hard as humanly possible actually expelling me from her bowels just as a series of thick, gooey ropes began spurting powerful from my crown.
Rashida rocked her thighs demonstrating an innate skill, twerking those giant ovals as creamy ejaculate turned her butt into a glazed masterpiece and tribute to our mutual lust. I stroked out a bit more getting some into the defined cuff that ran horizontally along the tops of her thighs.
"Wow." I wiped my hand across my sweaty brow still tapping her right cheek with my softening member.
"Hey man; can you get off my legs?" Rashida asked breathlessly.
"Oh, yeah; sorry." She pushed up on her palms getting onto all fours as that huge butt of hers cast an imposing shadow across my face. I was starting to get ideas when Rashida glanced back over her shoulder, suddenly scoffing.
"Shit."
I followed her eyes finding Renee leaning against the wall watching us. I sat against the wall adjacent to the bathroom door drawing my knees up, facepalming. Rashida remained on all fours; ass pointed at her best friend.
"How long you been there?" Rashida asked.
"Twenty minutes." Renee's arms were folded across her chest, but she didn't look angry.
"Fuck." I was so embarrassed, hearing that.
"You two some nasty motherfuckers." She wagged a finger at both of us as Rashida laboriously stood. She had to use the wall for support. I myself, didn't want to look Renee in the face.
"You wanted us to fuck; we fucked." Rashida offered walking by with a hand noticeably covering the center of her butt. I figured I'd gaped her pretty bad or something, unthinkable.
"On my floor, bitch?"
"We weren't gonna fuck in your bed." Rashida countered.
"And we weren't doing it on your couch, either." I added, still peevishly ashamed. Renee righted herself giving us both the one over as I mustered the courage to look her in the face.
"Smart move, guys; so, you filmed a lot of shit, right?"
"HUH?!!"
We exclaimed simultaneously. Rashida quickly disappeared into the bathroom leaving me alone to face Renee Kelly who was already shaking her head. She was looking at me in a manner that made me feel akin to a kid found with his hand in the cookie jar.
"Nothing?" She asked again.
"Well, Rashida filmed my dick." I offered staring at her beautiful features as she shook her head falsely displeased.
"Just nasty."
Renee walked over to her utility closet retrieving a mop and bucket obviously wanting her hallway floor cleaned. I ended up mopping the corridor in the nude while Rashida Sikes took a shower and got refreshed. Renee added insult to injury by constantly spraying two warring cans of Glade in the air while I worked. Rashida appeared right as I having a seat on a plastic bag covered chair in Renee's kitchen.
"Wash your nasty ass!"
Renee's palm collided with the back of my head right as my naked butt was touching the seat. I cupped the back of my head running into the bathroom. Rashida jokingly took the opportunity to smack my butt as I passed her to the bathroom. Both girls laughed aloud when I realized she'd used up all the hot water.
"What's this?" I asked fifteen minutes later finding a gift bag on her kitchen table.
Both women seemed to waiting for me. Rashida was still wearing her friend's bathrobe. I'd changed into Jaquan's surrendered clothing.
"Open it."
I was worried for a split second that I would find either Jaquan or Yoli's severed head in the bag. Instead I found a brand-new laptop and another mini camera. There was also some sort of chest harness in the bag.
"What's this for, Renee?"
"We got off to a rocky start, but I gotta admit you're my nigga. I wanted to show my appreciation and apologize for putting that minty shit all over your junk a few days ago. Besides, you deserve something nice for being a good guy."
Both women leaned in giving me each a kiss on each cheek. I felt a wave of emotion well up inside me glancing at both of them before dipping down to the tabletop.
"He so cute." Rashida commented smiling while nursing a mug of cola.
"So, I want you to do something with this instead of fucking around on that website." Renee instructed drinking from her own mug.
"What?"
"Build a website for my girl here; and make your money without someone's hand in your back pocket. For every dollar you get, that host site gets two and you got the smoke with Rashida, right here." I couldn't stifle a wide gregarious grin at her suggestion.
"What?" Both women looked at one another before regarding me.
"I got an idea."
**END OF VOLUME ONE**
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There was no denying it by a country mile. There it was right in front of his face, perfection personified in the form of two symmetrical ovals joined together with just the right negative space between them in diamond shape. The long, shapely gams supporting them were a testament to natural design inherently athletic with a bit extra on the thighs. The thin material was black stretched skintight, but he could swear that it was translucent enough to afford him a view of her pale butt.
The workout pants stopped at her calves attesting to her pallor with some white Reeboks covering feet and toes that he would've loved to stick in his mouth. A black, skater type jacket hid her waist from view, but he was sure that it was cinched in from the outline of her awesome lower half. He considered fishing out his phone to capture a pic for prosperity.
"Fuck are you doing, Kyle?" He flinched at the sound of his girlfriend's voice turning to face the angry woman he'd been living with for two months.
"Uhm shit; uh nothing Donna Lee." The bespectacled college student glared over his shoulder ignoring his sudden posture change, designed to hide his actions. Her eyes settled right on the object of his affection as she bit into her lower lip.
"Well, too bad she isn't wearing a dress; bet you'd love to get an upskirt, huh you perv?"
"It's not what you think; I was just getting some snacks for our camping trip, baby." The plain looking guy was not convincing in the least.
"Maybe you should ask her to go out in the woods with you; I can hitch back home."
Donna Lee was wholly intimidated by the girl with her back to them peering into the beer cooler in the convenience store. She herself wasn't unattractive but considered herself a solid five on a good day. The planned excursion into the woods for a night of camping had been a stopgap for a flagging relationship since both college students met at orientation.
"Don't be that way, Donna Lee; I'm here with you and nobody else." She rolled her eyes at his desperate charm.
"Well-NOBODY'S GOT A NICE ASS, KYLE!!" She yelled back ruefully drawing attention from other sporadic customers in the combination gas station and convenience store.
"DONNA!!" He was honestly tired of her flair for public embarrassment, looking about at some other patrons with a meek shrug of his shoulders.
"Oh." The expression on her face changed prompting him to follow the trajectory of her gaze.
Red stared back at the couple at once curious and silently brooding. The makeup on her face was caked on but still failed at disguising the lingering effects of Chelsea's fists. She took stock of both of them turning in their direction with a six pack of bottled beer in her right hand. There was further bruising visible just above the neckline of her Slayer t-shirt. The couple didn't know what to make of the teen standing there looking both of them in the face. Her green eyes possessed a piercing quality that seemed to stare right through their bodies in piercing fashion.
"Fuck outta my way." Red pushed past them opting to split them apart up the middle as she trudged up to the counter. Kyle and Donna Lee followed her to the line waiting for service at the counter. His eyes still on the perfect butt.
"That's her." Donna Lee whispered.
"Who?"
"That girl; that crazy girl from Maplewood High? The one's been on the news lately, the psycho cheerleader?" He instantly placed the battered face matching it mentally with the high school yearbook photo used by local news.
"Shit, I think you're right." He commented both staring at Red's profile as she scratched the side of her head.
Red gradually glanced out the corner of her eye noticing the staring couple, raising a middle finger. Kyle and Donna lee turned away from the counter continuing their gossip in hushed whispers before noticing a gawky looking townie standing in an adjacent aisle trying not to be obvious about his eavesdropping.
Red tugged on a few strands of her hair wanting to hide her face from the nosey onlookers. She had a simple goal in mind after being rejected by Humbert Jenkins. She needed some beers to steel her resolve as her mind replayed his hand slapping her across the face repeatedly. It was her desire to sleep with him to return the favor to her defrocked best friend for sleeping with her father. Deep down Red could barely admit that her own actions had been the catalyst for the mental and sexual tyranny visited upon the Sheriff.
Her eyes narrowed recalling her own father begging his daughter to spare the life of a bitch that gave no fucks about him whatsoever. The sight of her father wallowing at her feet crying openly lent agency to her actions. She was determined to fuck Humbert senseless using her charms in similar fashion. In hindsight it was crazy and stupid. The truth of their disgusting connection was fast dawning on the embittered cheerleader. Now, she wanted to get drunk.
"What's this?" The store clerk was this tall, lanky guy with a top knot and braided beard. There were two other people behind the cluttered counter, a pimpled blonde with stringy hair and another long-haired guy sort of androgynous.
"Fucking beer; can't you see?" Red replied fishing some bills from her jacket pocket. She slammed the money on the counter looking around at some of the other customers present. She stuffed her hands into her pockets looking at her feet.
"No can do."
"What?"
"Can't take that money." The clerk reiterated as his cohorts snickered. Red shot them a look noticing they were already pretty tickled.
"Why not? It's real, you nimrod." Red shoved the money forward on the countertop, but her shoved it back with an ink pen, while the counter girl quickly hid her face in the guy's t-shirt.
"No underage drinking, bitch." His cohorts burst into muffled laughter as Red noticed.
"Excuse me; I don't think I heard you correctly, ass wipe." Red glanced at the girl hiding partially behind the store clerk obviously laughing at her. She looked over at the other member of the trio finding the bull skullcap with embroidered skull and crossbones, stupid. Ironically, he was wearing a Misfits t-shirt.
"Maybe that's your problem, but this fine establishment does not condone underage drinking and unless, I'm wrong, your name is-RED!" He put emphasis on her name as his friends burst into laughter. Red took it all in waiting until his cohorts composed themselves.
"I think-you should ring up my purchase and then get some proactive for your mutt here; and some lube for your boyfriend." Her heart was starting to thump in her chest, nostrils flaring hard.
"Fucking ginger; I know who the fuck you are; you use to bully my little cousin. She had to transfer to another school after you yanked her up off the toilet and tossed her outside the bathroom in a piss-soaked dress, bitch." The clerk's rubbery features became stark and serious matching her own.
"Oh, how is Ginny doing these days?" Red deadpanned.
"YOU JUST GET ON UP OUTTA HERE, YOU WHORE!!" The pimpled girl took exception at her response while the other guy continued giggling.
"What, nobody buying down at the nickel gallery, loser? I heard you charge beef jerky for your retarded cooch." Red shot back never taking her eyes off the clerk.
"Like I said, no underage drinking allowed, Red."
"Alright how's about a pack of gum?"
"All outta gum, sorry." The counter was fully stocked with several brands of chewing gum as Red picked up a thick candy bar.
"Ring this up, incel." The clerk begrudgingly rang up the candy bar, but the girl suddenly ripped it open taking a big bite out of the rectangular bar. She dropped the opened snack on the counter in front of Red whose eyes started fluttering.
"OH SHIT, SHE'S GONNA GO HAM, BRODY MAN!!" The androgynous teen exclaimed, visually excited at the possibilities. Brody the store clerk shot him a disparaging look before glancing back towards Red.
"Ain't nobody scared of you." He growled looking ready to fight Red, himself.
"Ain't nobody SMART, not scared of me, bitch boy." Red covertly reached behind herself folding an arm for the weapon hidden in the small of her back. She was prepared to unload it in everyone's face at the drop of a dime.
The double doors of the convenience store burst open with the sudden appearance of several underclassmen Red recognized from school. There were at least five guys and one freshman girl with one of the pink skullcaps with faux animal ears attached. The leader of this small group of decidedly feral students wore a large red baller cap with his scruffy blonde hair sticking out the back, leaving half of his face covered by one of those patriotic skull face bandanas part American flag.
He glided to the edge of the counter on a skateboard. All in all they were a feral crew not unknown to the Alpha-Predator of Maplewood High. Just outside the double doors of the store, a pudgy high school senior was a lot new GMC Truck fueling their mode of transportation. Loud, offensive trap music was blasting from the truck.
"BRODY MY MAN, WE GOTS TO GET ROAD BREWS, MAN!!" The atmosphere became more jovial and raucous with the arrival of this feral group. Three of his number were already running up adjacent aisles snagging things like bags of chips and other snacks from the shelves as Red continued her slow burn.
"Excuse me young la-DEEEEEEE!! OH SHIT, LOOK WHO IT IS; IT'S FUCKING RED!!" His intended flirting was immediately abandoned once he realized her identity.
"LOOKIT HER FACE!!" Pink skullcap girl commented earning a side eye from the dominant cheerleader as their leader backpedaled on his skateboard aware of her infamy. The other guys returned to the front placing two 16 packs of beer on the counter, cutting in front of Red.
"Five dollars." Brody rang up the underage kids while his girl smirked at Red, in faux unctuous fashion. Some camera phones were already trained on Red who stood her ground unsure of what she'd do next. This disrespect by people she considered beneath her, was grating.
"SO RED, IT'S TRUE WHAT EVER ONE BEEN SAYING ABOUT YOU CHEERLEADERS BEING HOES, AND ALL?!!" Bandanna kid asked earning some raucous laughter and jeers from his clique.
"Fuck off, pussy." She snarled without looking him in the face, still focused on the cashier, Brody.
"OOOOOHHHH, SO SALTY, HUH BABE?!! ENQUIRING MINDS WANT TO KNOW HOW YOU FEEL ABOUT LESLIE SMASHING YOUR DAD, THE SHERIFF?!!"
Red's palm literally sliced air in a wide arc across the countertop striking the kid in the face with enough force to relieve him of the bandana covering his childish face. He toppled over taking pink skullcap girl and another student to the floor with him.
"I TOLD YOU MAN, I TOLD THAT YOU BITCH WAS GOING NUCLEAR!! GOING HAM, HARD AS A MOTHERFUCKER, MAAAN!!" The androgynous kid behind the counter giggled uncontrollably.
Red's opposite hand returned swiping half of the product off the counter onto the floor. Despite his tough, earlier stance, Brody and his girl flinched hopping back into the adjacent shelving there rattling an assortment of cigarette boxes. Time seemed to stop on a dime. Red tucked her chin staring at her own feet, breathing hard as she struggled with herself to refrain from lighting up everyone present with the weapon hidden in the small of her back.
The group of kids surrounding her back off a few steps cautiously with bandana kid seemed afraid to get up off the floor, his nose bloodied. Some were still filming the situation with their phones able to catch the auburn beauty's heavy breathing audibly. In seconds, her compromised emotional state was apparent as tears streamed down her freckled cheeks. At the back of the aisle, Donna Lee and Kyle took everything in along with the other gathered people.
"OOHH SHIT, WATCH OUT!!" The wiry group of underclassmen scattered as Red literally stomped out purposely stomping on bandanna kids crotch in the process.
All eyes followed her outside as she stopped short resting a hand on the bed of their truck, steadying herself.
"Hey, don't touch my fucking truck." The pudgy guy sniped before quickly realizing who he was speaking with.
"Oh uhm, hey Red." She stared back still grasping the bed of his truck, her pale features illuminated in the early evening darkness. He quickly hopped behind the driver seat of his truck as she rounded the side of his vehicle. Red realized the guy was already on his phone while his friends gathered on the other side of the double doors.
She walked away folding her arms across her chest as heartened jeers and insults followed her across the street to the adjacent side of the road bordered by foot deep ditches in this section of Maplewood. Her Camaro was waiting but offered no comfort to the crying girl.
"HEY, WAIT MELISSA!!" Red turned ready for a fight to the death if need be. She found a familiar face in Casey, the custodian from her short hospital stay after fighting with Chelsea.
"I got the beers for you." He was shakily holding a stacked paper bag filled with the bottled six pack she wanted. She recognized him on sight, dropping her guard as he stopped short obviously apprehensive.
"Casey." Her tone told the slightly addled townie that it was okay to approach.
"I bought you some new candy bars too, ma'am." She noticed a stack of candy bars peeking out of the top of the damp paper bag, heartened. Red's thumping heart began to return to normal levels as she helped him with the bag, placing it on her hood.
"What do I owe you?"
"Aw shucks, nothing ma'am." His respectful tone and timid demeanor calmed her nerves as she removed a bottle from the bag twisting the top off with her keychain.
"Drink with me?" She offered Casey the open bottle before opening another leaning on her car.
"Thanks." He waited for her to take a drink, before taking a swig. His body language told the beautiful redhead that he was intimidated by her physicality.
"Thanks for scoring for me, Casey; I really needed a drink."
"I kinda figured after them knucklehead kids gave you such a hard time. You just gotta let water run off your back sometimes ma'am."
"WHAT THE FUCK WOULD YOU KNOW ABOUT IT?!!" The words just exploded out of her surprising them both. Casey was long, lean and lanky with a noticeable Adam's apple prominent on his turkey neck. Red stared at his face recognizing the expression that greeted her too much as of late.
"Well, you just enjoy them drinks there and have yourself a good ole; night ma'am." He backed away with his own bag of snacks intent on returning to his home, crestfallen.
"WAIT CASEY, I'M SORRY!!" Red called after him, panicked.
"Ah you ain't got nothing to be sorry about; I done spoke out of turn." He managed a weak smile as she ran after him, capturing his thin wrist.
"Won't you please have another drink with me, Casey?"
"Sure."
Red's hand slid from his wrist formally taking his hand leading him back to her car. Just touching her sent a charge through his body as he found it hard not to look at her perfect butt swaying invitingly in yoga pants. Red flashed him during her incarcerated stay at the hospital in order to get his phone, but now she was desperately happy for his company. She was emotionally exhausted and out on a limb after being rejected by Humbert. Many days earlier Red was compelled to visit her estranged "boyfriend" Brad Tucker looking for sex. She was in a dark place mentally and his inability to perform started her even further down a path of no return.
"Melissa?" They downed two more bottles. He could never know how grateful she was for any human contact and interaction at this point.
"Yeah, what is it Casey?"
"Are you gonna be okay; uhm, you seem really sad ma'am?" She didn't answer right away staring off into the wooded area on the passenger side of her car.
It had been a long time since someone cared enough to ask about her feelings and it definitely wasn't her father. Brad Tucker was deathly afraid of her along with a third of the high school after she'd been found pummeling Chelsea's face to mush with blood-soaked knuckles. Her experience at the convenience store seemed to signal a new phase in her life as a town pariah. Nobody would ever guess that she didn't blame them one bit after all that happened as she remembered the sage wisdom of her former protégé.
"Honest?"
"Yeah, I was just, uhm concerned is all, Melissa." Red knew blind honesty when she heard it and appreciated the clueless social outcast.
"I just-wanna die." She gasped, breathlessly, finally admitting what was hidden behind her freckled face.
"Melissa?"
"Can you, uhm hold me, Casey?" He perked up wholly shocked by the request of the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen and had the luck to even speak with. Casey was shaky, trembling all over as Red snuggled into his arms wrapping her free hand around his back. She could feel how nervous he was grateful that he wasn't simply scared of her temper.
"Casey?"
"Yeah?"
"Would you like to kiss me?" He awkwardly swallowed so hard that it sounded like a hiccup. There was no denying the anxiety on his face.
Red took the initiative softly cupping his cheek leaning in pressing her lips against his resulting in a series of nervous tremors across his body. She held the chaste kiss long enough for him to calm himself. His brow was a little sweaty, mind addled from the sudden wealth of social riches. He nervously looked around avoiding her face before steeling himself enough to look deep into her green eyes.
"You're awful pretty, Melissa." She smiled genuinely happy for the compliment, pressing her head against his bird chest.
Her hand caressed his back running a single finger down the defined groove in his back. They were partially lit by primitive street lighting in the form of what amounted to vertical logs Geri rigged basic city fixtures accompanied by the illumination provided by the gas station / convenience store on the opposite side of the road. Red buried her face in Casey's chest rubbing it horizontally for skinship, but that wasn't going to be enough.
"Casey, I want you to make love to me, okay?" His audible gasp was not unexpected. This woman facial bruising or not, was so far out of his league that he couldn't measure it if he tried.
"Are you sure; uhm, you can have a better-looking fella than me, ma'am."
"I'm sure I want you to fuck me." An electric jolt shot through his pelvis at the sound of her voice and what was asked of him. He was instantly as hard as he'd ever been thankful that his jeans were baggy enough to hide his barely adequate tumescence.
"I want to be fucked, Casey." Red reiterated, needlessly.
"Uhm, yeah okay Melissa." His throat was dry, brow glistened with nervous perspiration under her piercing gaze.
Red managed to let him go walking over opening her car door for the gawky looking man she once considered a means to an end. She'd used her feminine wiles on someone sure to be overwhelmed by her appearance and she was ashamed of herself at this very moment. The tortured cheerleader intended to make it up to him in spades doing whatever he wanted sexually and even more after that. It was very small recompense in exchange for the company of a warm body to share a bed with.
Casey found himself sitting in her passenger seat staring at the cheap sneakers on his feet. He snuck a peek at beautiful redhead gathering up the bag from her hood walking to the passenger seat. It seemed like the man upstairs was finally doing him a solid and he was cared at any moment he'd wake up in his bed staring up at the shack he rented down the road near the campground entrance. He flinched when Red got behind the wheel beside him. She smiled running an errant strand of auburn hair behind her ear before taking his hand. She started the engine as her radio blared to life with "Colorblind" by Counting Crows.



"Kiss me again."
Just as her lips touched his trembling ones, an entire trash bag full of garbage was suddenly shoved into her open driver's side window filling the front seat with garbage. Wet, nasty trash and debris was everywhere with bits of half eaten food and a plastic cup lid, straw and all in Red's auburn mane. Casey got the least of it with trash and empty bottles finding a way into his lap as Red shrieked like a banshee instantly going for the door only to have someone kick it back with their sneakered foot kinetically knocking her over the cupholder.
Red recovered looking out the window as pink skullcap girl came running up to the car tossing a huge cup of root beer into her face, plastic cup and all. The edge of the cup bounced off the tip of her perfect nose landing on the dashboard. The feral laughter of the revenge driven teens was all about them as Red reared up Glock in hand, firing wildly out her open window.
"WATCH OUT JENNY; THAT BITCH GOT THAT HEAT!!"
Two rows of kids appeared running by Red's car on either side as the GMC Truck roared by at an angle almost too close to her vehicle. The youthful assailants scrambled wildly into the truck bed as the GMC peeled out. Red tumbled out of her car on her side getting off another errant round which hit a lighting display across the street at the convenience store.
"MOTHER-FUCKER!!" Red was behind the wheel in an instant gunning it out in hot pursuit, tearing ass down the dark asphalt.
Red caught up to the GMC getting within striking distance of her antagonists with every intention of ramming her car into the back. She wanted to destroy her vehicle and send all of those kids flying all over the dark tarmac in pieces. Casey was holding on for dear life sure he'd be flying through Red's windshield the moment both vehicles collided. As Red got within striking distance he shut his eyes tightly only to be surprised as the truck pulled off into the horizon line. He realized Red had gradually slowed down until they all but drifted to a stop.
"Red?" He unconsciously used her nickname mentally acquired when he observed her interaction in the convenience store.
She just sat there behind the wheel, both hands crossed in an x across her chest, breathing hard. It almost sounded like she were hyperventilating leading Casey to think she were having a heart attack. He fidgeted in his seat trying to remember some irrelevant CPR training from work when she covered his hand with her own. Red craned her head in Casey's direction clearly drained. She squeezed his middle fingers weak until he took her hand fully as a police siren sounded in the distance.
"It's gonna be okay, Red." Her green eyes were piercing, almost glowing in some feline manner as she shut them wiping her arm across her nose.
"No, it's not." Red hunched forward taking the car out of park, cradling the steering wheel to her chest tapping the gas.
The Camaro drifted forward picking up speed for half a block as the sirens got louder while Casey glanced in his side view mirror. The convenience store was little more than a dot in the distance from his vantage point as Red looked into the rear-view mirror. She hit a sudden, sharp right turn off the road bumping a shallow point in the adjacent ditch as the Camaro barreled into a wooded area. This unseen dirt road was bordered by a thick wall of trees as Red hit her high beams.
The adrenaline rush was incredible as swarms of insects hit the windshield coupled with the loud, wrenching sound of crunched gravel underneath their vehicle. From the sound of things, a patrol car sped by on the road left behind. Red managed another awkward turn cutting her headlights when she heard the sirens. She slammed down on the breaks, hard. Casey flew forward just inches from the windshield realizing her arm was across his chest.
"Are you okay, Casey?" He was taken aback; this beautifully damaged monster was concerned for his welfare. It was the most concern anyone had shown in his twenty-four years of life outside of his now deceased mother.
"I think so, Melissa." His answer caused a single tear to run down her cheek making her squeeze her eyes tightly shut in realization. The car radio was still on as he sat waiting for the next shoe to drop to strains of "Haunted" by Beyoncé.
The sirens returned at the front of their hidden car this time jolting Red out of stillness. She jumped from the car like a convicted felon running to the tree line. In the distance a little over fifteen feet in front of her, was an adjacent field of tall grass and weeds bordering the continuation of the primitive road. Red leaned diagonally against a tree steadying herself with both hands watching pensively.
The sirens grew in the distance before a patrol car sped by hunting some imagined criminals instead of a troubled teenager. It was the most action the deputies saw in the small town of Maplewood. She was alerted by the sound of her passenger side door shutting as Casey appeared. She quickly ran to him grasping his narrow shoulders, desperate.
"It's never gonna stop; they're always gonna be hunting me down, and it's what I deserve, Casey. But you're different and I wanna find out about that, but I'm scared of what I'll do to you. I want to fuck you so bad; I want you to fuck me and make love to me like I'm a normal girl!" She was gasping on every word almost going into a panic attack.
"You're the most beautiful girl I've ever seen, Melissa." Her luminescent green eyes went wide, her mouth agape in a muted cry of joy. Red shrunk away at the sound of sirens signaling the return of the patrol car averting her attention back towards the road.
"Casey I-I meant everything I was saying to you right now!! I want you so bad right now; it hurts!! Feel how much I want it from you!!" Her nervous posture and hunched over countenance was indeed reminiscent of a cornered animal. She snatched one of his hands plunging it inside her pants.
Melissa Reed wasn't wearing underwear. His palm encountered her bald mound, middle fingers forcibly pressed against her neglected slit. The auburn terror spoke true as her essence ran over his thin fingers in rivulets. She wasn't satisfied with the feel of fingers alone, pressing him harder until he dipped inside.
"Casey, can you fuck me real quick, please?"
Before he could answer, Red already had her yoga pants peeled down mid thigh quickly pulling her shirt up briefly flashing her pert breasts at the shocked ride along. Casey experienced momentary sensory overload as she planted her palms flat on the hood of her Camaro with her perfect, heart shaped ass, fully displayed. The pale alabaster nature of those oval cheeks brought the overwhelmed custodian to the brink of climaxing in his pants as the sirens got louder.
"FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!!" Red whipped back yanking her pants up, still tugging on them as she ran back to the tree line watching. In the distance, the patrol car was slowly moving down the road with a searchlight trained on the tree line. Red knew the people at the convenience store snitched on her. Casey had managed to draw his zipper down, slow motion as she hurried back.
"I'M REAL SORRY CASEY, BUT I CAN'T LET THEM CATCH ME WITH THIS GUN!! I WANNA FUCK YOU!! I-if I get away back home before they find me, I can bullshit my way out of trouble."
"What can I do to help you, ma'am?"
Red stalked off to the opposite side of her car finding more of the dirt road leading into the distance before returning visibly rattled. Casey met her halfway after peering down the road noticing the advancing search light. She got a fistful of the collared flannel short sleeve hiding his inverted chest.
"You wait for me; alright? I'll come to you Casey. We'll be together tonight and..." The searchlight was getting closer as she stole a desperate kiss full of tongue and promise. He came in his pants soiling everything as she scrambled back behind the wheel of her car.
"I LIVE AT THE EDGE OF THE CAMPGROUNDS OFF ON THE RIGHT-IN A LITTLE SHED!!" He barely had time to scream as she put the vehicle in reverse staring at his face the whole time.
"CASEY, I'LL COME TO YOU!!" The Camaro barreled further down the side dirt road, lights off. He watched after her until it was apparent the redheaded beauty was long gone.
There was a visible wet stain on his pants as the searchlight illuminated him, followed by the whoop of a siren.
*********************************************************************************************
"HUNDRED TWENTY-FIVE DOLLA!!" Her rescued belongings were gathered around her feet in front of the motel's darkened clerk window. Even though he wasn't visible, there was no doubt she was dealing with an elderly Asian gentleman with a gnarly attitude. April wasn't in the mood; his voice was giving her a migraine.
"It's supposed to be seventy-five." The check-in window was somewhat of a hindrance to her because it was just above her chest providing some difficulty because of her short, stout posture.
"YOU WANT KEY-FIFTY DOLLA MORE!!" April's brow was throbbing from the booming nature of his voice as she bartered with the unseen hotel manager. It was somewhat of a hassle dragging her belongings to the motel after being thrown out of her home by a long-suffering parent.
"Can't we work something out?"
"NO KEY, I BUZZ YOU IN-SEVENTY-FIVE DOLLA; WITH KEY IS HUNDRED TWENTY-FIVE DOLLA!!" April scoffed wishing she could get to the elderly manager but knew it wouldn't serve her purposes in the long run as an obvious john approached with a paid date.
"Do you have to yell all the time, sir?" April reluctantly plunked the cash down in the little metal cup under the darkened window.
"PAY, NO YELL!!" The basic room key clanged into the metal cup along with his terse response as April glanced back looking at the unassuming face of the man paying for sex and the homely woman selling herself.
"Can I get some help with my stuff?"
"Shit girl; what the fuck I look like, huh?" He was incredulous at her question. April turned fully around with her immense cleavage on display, rueful expression on her face.
"You look like a nice guy." Her crystal blue eyes rolled in response to his own becoming wide as saucers at her décolletage and her sweaty looking, torso sized bosom.
"Sure, whatever you say lady; the name's Clem." He eagerly snapped up April's belongings following her over to the buzzing door of her rented room. His original dance partner took umbrage at the slight.
"HEY?!! HEY MAN, WE HAD A FUCKING DEAL!! YOU CAN'T DO THAT SHIT TO ME!! ¿QUIÉN MIERDA CREES QUE ERES PAYASO? MIERDA COLINA BILLY RETARD!!" The difference between the two women were night and day for the quickly enraptured john.
"Yeah love you too, darling."
"¡MIERDA MIERDA! TIENES TETAS DE VACA!!" The hooker was just basic looking wearing a denim vest and dingy short shorts over cheap weather-beaten Dingo cowgirl boots. Her roundish face was subtly pocked with doughy cheeks and a prominent nose signifying her Mexican heritage. The hooker's hair was an unkempt brownish parody of a bob matching her olive colored skin tone. There was no comparison.
"¿No te gustaría hacerlo también?" April's eyes narrowed at the insult full understood. Earlier in life, she'd learned enough self-taught Spanish to comfortably hold a conversation. The prostitute's face registered her surprise as Clem carried April's things into the motel room. April stared back while holding the door open, fully glaring at a sudden rival before slamming the door in her face.
"Aw shit, man." The hooker commented, hands on her hips.
April didn't feel comfortable parting the curtain adjacent to the door peering outside it observing the hooker lighting up smoking from what appeared to be a crack pipe. She gradually turned around finding another situation with the sexually smitten john in her room.
"What's your name again?"
"Clem; and yours?"
"I don't like names; they're oppressive." He had no idea the short, portly teen was sizing him up in case there was some sort of scuffle. There was no way he'd know that she'd become proficient at subduing a person twice her size using guile and her own weight.
"Yeah uhm, I get it girlie; so you, on the clock, right?" She instinctively took silent umbrage at the thought she was a working girl before remembering her immediate situation and need.
"I don't know Clem; what do you think?" He seemed to take her reply as endorsement of his lust palming one of her breasts.
"I think you got some big ass titties." April's gaze traveled down to the hand cupping the underside of her left breast obviously taking stock of its considerable weight. April casually captured one of his middle fingers yanking the hand away from her boob.
"Two hundred fifty." The quote was meant to run Clem off; but the lust driven john frantically dug into his back pocket for his wallet.
April naturally kept an eye on him as a whole, gauging his body language fully prepared for any violence. There was no way he'd know she would instantly shove a thumb knuckle deep into his eye with the slightest provocation, intended or not. Thankfully, Clem's obvious anxiety calmed matters as he fished out a number of twenties even dropping some bills onto the frayed, tan carpeting. He offered the money finally noticing the harsh cupie doll makeup on her round face.
She didn't take the offering still staring without word before he planted the cash on the edge of her motel bed. She took a deep breath relaxing a little bit as his hands returned cupping the outside of her huge breasts. His nervous fingers started tugging away at her top signaling his frantic nature as her cleavage bulged. April slapped his hands away from her chest, exasperated, planting her butt on the edge of the bed.
"Just the fucking titties, okay Clem?" She counted out two hundred and sixty-five dollars.
"Uhm, yeah sure." She knew he was unsure of himself, probably thinking he'd been taken on a ride.
April's expression was outwardly stoic as she slid out of her top allowing everything to surge forward. There were still some blemishes and bruises on her chest visible through the heavy makeup applied there in anticipation of Humbert Jenkins. The money was balled up tightly in her fist as her expressive eyes glanced up surrounded by dark, smokey mascara. The visible tent in his khaki pants signaled that he was more than ready.
"Fuck'em."
Clem almost ripped his pants open, damaging his zipper in the process surprising April with a thick, uncircumcised horse cock. Her massive breasts were quickly wrapped around an obviously unwashed penis, the definition of a tube snake if ever there was one. April pushed her butt forward leaning back at an angle propped up on her palms. The sight of her mashed together cleavage cradling his member coupled with the disinterested expression on April's face already had Clem on the verge of blowing his load.
The head of his member tapped the bottom of her chin repeatedly as he went for broke desperate to cum. Her own weight became a factor ending up with April lying on her back along the edge of the bed. Clem followed her breasts partially straddling her abdomen, still humping away at the jiggly bottom of her massive cleavage.
"Shit little lady, I'm about to blow." Clem huffed signaling he was near.
"What; what did you say?"
"I'm gonna blow my pud; that's what I'm saying girlie. These big ass titties feel just too good for words!"
He was carefully straddling her chest maintaining a grip on the side of her rented bed. The long, lean and lanky john's back was arched, hovering just over her body. The base of his cock was sliding roughly into the shuddering undersides of her dual mountains.
"Fuck'em." April interlocked her fingers over her breasts pushing them tighter around his thick, fleshy pipe. The sight of her engorged, reddened nipples was euphoric to the simplistic townie.
"Yeah, that's what you wanting me to do, right baby?!! You like getting titty fucked all up in these monsters, don't you? Hell, girl you gotta or you wouldn't be so fucking good at this, huh?!! Uhm say, when did you start having these big ass titties anyway?!! Probably when you were a kid, right?!! How big were they when you just started getting them, baby?!! Your mom got tits like this, huh little girl?!!" He was speaking streams of consciousness at this point while a steady stream of precum flowed down into her lush valley.
"Clem?"
"Yeah?"
"FUCK THEM; FUCK-MY TITS YOU MORON!!" His essence had her tits glistening and completely lubricated, wetly smacking in audible fashion in the dingy motel room that was to be a temporary home for a disinherited female monster. She knew he was close to blowing his load averting her gaze towards the television on the room's only dresser. Clem's lustful overtures were going falsetto as waterier pre-ejaculate flowed into her tightness.
"FUUUKKKK GIRL; AWWW SHIT!!" A veritable explosion of thick, gooey cum burst from her mashed tits, also splattering up under her chin as he tightened his grip causing her pain. Waves of pleasure engulfed him whole as he rhythmically bucked into her tits, spoiling the rich burgundy lipstick painted for Humber Jenkins. A final prominent rope of cum hit the bottom of April's nose shocking her into action.
"FUCK OFF ME!!" He was unprepared for the pancake slap to his side, rolling off with his pants at his knees. His head was swimming from the experience as April propped up on her elbow pressing a finger against the compromised nostril. She blew the invasive wad of cum back at Clem, getting his pants leg.
"Fuck my wife's gonna see this shit!!"
"GET OUTTA HERE!!" April righted herself still slapping at his side and back while he struggled to get his pants up. He realized the immediate sense of danger going for the door as her fist collided with his back. April continued blowing trying to get the remnants of the nostril cumload out. Some of it hit the back of his shirt as he got the door opened. He ran to his car struggling with his pants, naked butt still exposed. April snatched a phone book off the dresser flinging it after him striking his back window.
"ASSHOLE!! She noticed the door to the manager's office starting to open, quickly shutting her room door.
Clem inadvertently left a fifty-dollar bill on the carpet which she took as recompense for his idiotic money shot. April peered out at the parking lot from her window watching the elderly Korean manager returning to his office where some Asian language soap opera was playing on a small black and white television inside. Clem's original dance partner sat on the curb at the entrance of the lot, smoking. April took a moment to study the hooker before regarding the fifty in her hand. She made sure the manager's door was closed before loudly whistling at the prostitute. After two more tries, the woman glanced back at her instantly annoyed.
"Eh, what the fuck you want, bitch?!!" Her accent was thick and congested from smoking what might've been crack.
"¡¿Entonces no quieres una puta de dinero?!" April replied in her language.
"Eh, what?" The hooker was immediately puzzled as April disappeared from the open doorway of her motel room. She sat on the curb pondering what the pudgy kid's play might be, absentmindedly scratching at her bicep. It only took a few seconds before she cautiously appeared in the open doorway peering nervously into the room.
"If you come in here; close the fucking door." April called out from the small motel bathroom wiping her face down with a semi-clean hand towel. The hooker followed suite seconds later pushing the door up but not completely closing it outright, straight razor in hand.
"So puta; what you want with me, eh tetas de vaca?"



"Money's on the bed." The fifty sat on the edge of the ruffled bedding.
The hooker kept world weary eyes trained on April who was busy running hot water into the bathroom sink onto a bath towel. She didn't know what to make of the stout, busty enigma currently wiping her huge breasts down. April casually glanced over with a provocative smile making the fallen woman uneasy. She knew when she was being sized up, still brandishing the straight razor.
"What's your name?" April asked, wiping the towel across the bridge of her nose.
"Conception."
*********************************************************************************************
Deputy Mooney pulled up to the modest doctor's office noticing the men already gathered and playing their evening poker game. Bill Hankerson would not be happy to see him, but duty called even though he knew he should be driving home.
"Oh crap, here you are again, Mooney." Hankerson was dealing out a new hand to the other players which included local DJ Johnny Mahony, and two citizens he didn't recognize right off the bat. Mahony felt the opposite from the town coroner waving Mooney over.
"Hey Mooney, got something juicy I can use for the morning show?"
"No comment, turn off the fucking recorder Johnny." Deputy Mooney knew the ambitious local celebrity all too well as he placed his phone on the table after turning it off. Hankerson noticed the cup in the red plastic bag at his hip.
"You know I'm off duty, Mooney."
"Yeah, still thought I'd try it anyway, Bill; you really gonna make me wait until morning, huh?"
"Well, depends on how good it is anyhow; you really been on a tear lately. Still trying to lock up the Sheriff's daughter?" Mooney stood at the end of the stoop tipping his cowboy hat to the other players.
"Well, it's becoming something of a must for me these days."
"Yeah, well I'd like to lock that little minx up in my bedroom." Mahony commented to mixed reaction around the table.
"Thirty-six, ain't you Johnny?" His comment was not lost on Mooney, himself a father with a couple of daughters of his own.
"She's legal, right; I mean you wouldn't be trying so hard if she was just gonna get hit with juvey charges, right?" The verbally savvy radio personality rolled right through the uncomfortable retort with a probing question.
"No comment."
"Well, she's eighteen ain't she?" Another guy commented.
"Yeah, yeah, she's a senior over there at the high school; all the kids hate the shit outta that ginger bitch. I'll cosign with Johnny on that cute little ass of hers, too."
"Ain't nothing little about that ass, buddy." The other guy, Kip commented as the group continued playing. Hankerson handed Mooney a brew from a cooler at his feet.
"Tell me about it; you know one time I was doing the boys that owned that rec center a solid deejaying a battle of the bands when Sheriff's daughter showed up with some of her cheerleader friends making a ruckus. Never forget it too because besides wearing these tattered daisy dukes, she straight blasted this poor sap over the head with a fucking beer bottle."
"Why'd she do that Johnny?" Kip asked.
"Guess the guy lost his shit grabbing all of that big, pale ass of hers. Didn't have no real security but a few responsible guys pulled her up off that idiot kid. She was stomping the fuck outta him and guess what?"
"What?" Hankerson asked, intrigued.
"No jail time for that assault; Red skated by like she always does when Sheriff gets involved." Mooney finished the sentence after taking a sip of beer.
"That kid was fucked up; besides people were thinking they were related cause they were both gingers." Mooney took another swig from his bottle perking up at the conclusion of the brief story.
"Gingers?"
"It's a term, for redheaded people, Mooney." Johnny explained needlessly.
"Ah, play your hand Johnny; and stay away from my house."
"WHY?!"
"Deputy here, got one fine looking, college age daughter keeping after the other kids in the house." Kip explained between drinks from his own half full bottle.
"Watch yourself Kip." Mooney patted his holstered weapon.
"You guys need to play your hand or give me the pot and go jerk it or something; shit Mooney, why you gotta come over here messing up the game?" Hankerson heard enough of the idle gossip.
"Just following a hunch, is all."
"Now I'm getting curious; what you got there."
"Like I said, a hunch." Mooney placed the plastic bag containing the cup in the center of the table drawing everyone's attention.
"The Sheriff ain't gonna let you lock up his kid."
"Maybe he got too much on his plate to stop me; anyhow could you run some tests on this cup, Bill?"
"What're you looking for?"
"Like I already done said; a hunch." His vague answer hung in the air between the assembled men.
Deputy Mooney was known to be a diamond in the ruff down at the station. So much, that Sheriff Reed went out of his way to assert his authority over the subordinate. Some of the other deputies sometimes chided Mooney, calling him the secret sheriff of Maplewood. His boss didn't like that one bit, but the unsupported lawman was already entrenched when Sheriff Reed was elected.
"Alright I'll give you a call but next time you get a hunch; I keep banker's hours, Mooney." Hankerson faux warned.
"Sure, whatever you say." Mooney planted a crisp twenty in the medical examiner's shirt pocket heading back to his patrol car with the remnants of his beer.
"HEY MOONEY; JIMMY COMING BY LATER?!!"
"Not a chance; it's his favorite night of the week." Deputy Mooney got into his car pulling off into the night air.
"His favorite night of the week; fuck's that supposed to mean?" Mahoney asked around the table.
"Vice night down on the strip a mile out from Happy's; all the ladies of the night and such. Those whores are kind of an unofficial tourist attraction for a lot of truck drivers passing through." Kip explained.
"You know an awful lot about the strip down there for a married man, Kip." Hankerson chimed in while the others laughed.
"Why you think I'm trying to win this hand, so bad?" Laughter erupted from the table as the men continued playing. Kip unfortunately, didn't win.
*********************************************************************************************
"WHAT THE FUCK, MAN!!" He mashed down on his horn, impatient. There were several cars in front of his modest Oldsmobile and at least three at his right side in the adjacent lane preventing him from changing lanes. Harry Jenkins sat there stuck as his phone started ringing.
"Yeah, what is it Laura?"
"I have to work tonight; can you go by the house and check on Humbert?" He instantly regretted answering the phone lately hating the sound of his wife's voice.
"He's not a baby."
"Are you going to do what I said, or are you gonna keep being an absentee father, huh?"
"I ain't no absentee father; don't start that shit with me, Laura. Your son I eighteen years old supposed to be graduating from high school this year and you still wanna baby the shit out of him. I'm not coddling him, no matter what happened!! Humbert's a big boy who got dealt a bad hand, okay?!"
"Harry, our son got raped; you can't even admit that much or look him in the eye. How do you think that makes him feel, huh?!"
"Don't do that Laura, don't lay that shit on me, tonight!"
"Lay what on you, huh Harry?!! When's the last time you even talked to him?!! Don't you think you could be a better father to him after what happened, huh Harry?!!"
"I'M A GODDAMN GOOD FATHER TO THAT BOY!! HE DON'T WANT FOR NOTHING, GOT A FULL BELLY AND A ROOF OVER HIS FUCKING HEAD!! LAY OFF ME LAURA!!" The emotion burst up from deep within from a place he didn't like going. Laura Jenkins knew how to push his buttons and had been doing so with increasing frequency driving him to sleep on a coworker's couch.
"I-I saw that Leslie girl sitting outside our house a couple of days ago."
"So." He could hear the emotion in his wife's voice. It tugged at his heartstrings knowing he wanted nothing to do with the situation that was driving a wedge between them. Before things came to the fore with their only child, their marriage was a bit more agreeable, still stagnant.
"That's all you have to say, huh Harry."
"What do you want me to say?"
"I want you to tell me everything's gonna be okay. I want you to say that you're gonna check on our son and make sure he's safe. Fuck Harry, I want you to say you're coming home to us instead of supposedly hiding out at Tom's apartment." It was true he'd spent an inordinate number of nights on his younger coworker's couch.
While initially sympathetic, Tom Gibbs had shown him the door when it cramped his style with the ladies having a veritable troll on his couch. The sight of an angry looking, balding middle-aged man with smelly feet did nothing for the younger lothario's dating life. Harry Jenkins found alternate lodgings at a discount at the local Days Inn. An old classmate worked the night desk giving him motel rates.
"I gotta go Laura." There was a long, pregnant silence after.
"Will you just make sure he's okay; just check, for me Harry?" She sounded drained, weary of fighting with her husband.
"Yeah, sure." Laura Jenkins hung up without another word as the cars in front of him inched forward a few feet. Lonely, Harry flipped on the radio finding comfort in a reliable oldie "In The Air Tonight" by Phil Collins.
He checked his rear-view mirror noticing more cars behind him. There was a semi in the left lane assuring that he wouldn't be able to pull into another lane cementing his position mired in an impromptu traffic jam. It seemed like a weekend night as a few cars drifted ahead in the left lane.
"FUCK MAN, YOU SEE THAT SHIT!!" Harry glanced over finding a car full of teenage boys and a few grade school kids as well.
The interior of the car was stuffed to the gills with jabbering, chatting excited guys. He wondered if there were some sort of concert going on one town over. Maplewood was so small that it barely even qualified as little more than a glorified truck stop. A few miles up the road was the Weigh Station and rest stop heavily used adjacent to the local camping grounds.
Harry bristled a bit remembering the stinging words of his wife, knowing that once he passed the station, he could hit a winding side road back into town proper. His home was a mile out from Happy's the other sort of hangout for locals. The thought of looking art his nerdy son gave Harry pause, but he'd promised his wife that he would check up on Humbert. Incessant honking drew Harry's attention back to the other car full of excited teens. It was apparent they were trying to get his attention.
"HEY OLD MAN, CAN YOU LET US IN?!!" This peevish looking boy yelled at him sitting shotgun in the passenger seat of their Honda Civic. It was one of the newer models probably two years older than the current year eliciting pangs of jealousy when measured against his old jalopy.
"I would, but I don't have enough room." He replied to a lot set of teen jeers and indecipherable chatter.
"AW COME ON OLD DUDE; WE TRYING TO GET IN THAT LANE FOR TWENTY MINUTES!!" The teen complained, his entitlement bewildering compared to his own humble son.
"I been stuck here for thirty." Another pudgy looking teen's ruddy face appeared from the open window of the backseat.
"MOVE THAT OLD SHIT OFF THE ROAD GRAMPS; WE TRYING TO GET LAID!!" Harry glanced back at the offensive teen fighting the urge to put his car in park and paste the chubby punk. Instead he went against his better judgement lightly hitting his breaks as the kids in the other car cheered their idiot hero.
The resultant honking from the row of vehicles behind Harry made him feel like a coward of sorts. He replayed the immediate interaction with a different outcome assaulting that fat kid in the theatre of his mind. Reality told him the result of that action would've ended with him getting the Rodney King Treatment from a car full of punks instead. There was no denying something electric was in the air tonight as the honking continued even in adjacent lanes. He checked his rear-view mirror finding two more similar situations of cars trying to merge into his lane.
There was no way they were jostling for the weigh station looming ahead. On the passenger side of his car was a wooded peninsula with only high brush slightly waving in the night breeze. He'd unconsciously edged closer to the high grass and thick foliage noticing a moderate incline near the road as he inched forward, curious. The stuffed car in front of him was incredibly raucous as he realized the reason for the traffic jam.
"Oh crap; makes sense, now." A prostitute was loitering on the passenger side of the road.
He was still too far to get a good look at the woman, but she was wearing a flimsy negligee sheer enough that the G-string parting her semi-flabby cheeks was wholly visible. Harry chuckled to himself, finally forgiving the fat kid's impatience. He considered it a rite of passage, distinctly American. Strains of "Fade Into You" by Mazzy Star wafted from his car radio.
"Those punks ain't getting nothing with a full car; shit, I wouldn't want no broad willing to get into a stuffed backseat with a bunch of horny boys!! Those dummies gonna get the fucking clap tonight!!" Harry talked to himself getting more jovial as a few more hookers appeared waiting on the side of the road.
He checked his side view mirror realizing most of the other cars at his rear were jostling into position to pick women up for a night of fun. Harry allowed himself to forget his issues getting into the jovial atmosphere however illicit. The waiting ladies of the night were a decided mixed bag of sorts, decidedly suited to the truckers who were obviously their main clientele.
Another shaky looking woman, obviously in his age group was bending over ahead allowing groping of her saggy, looking butt. The honking car horns and dueling musical selection from various cars added to a carnival atmosphere. Harry glanced over finding some of the women keeping pace with the plodding caravan walking the strip. One emaciated looking girl waved meekly at him, visibly drenched in perspiration obviously a meth head.
"Fuck that shit." He nodded his head in the negative, but honked his horn giving the woman an endorsement unearned.
Harry chuckled remembering his youth wishing he'd been brave enough to drive down to the strip for some Saturday night fun with the local ladies club. Humbert's mother was the second woman he'd slept with after a particularly tempestuous episode as the losing part in a one-sided love triangle with a girl who'd chosen the other guy. The fact that he'd been beaten bloody in a very public area didn't help matters. The resultant bitterness remained at the edge of his psyche until he met Laura, a candy striper at the local hospital in Maplewood.
"HEY MAN!" His attention was averted as he glanced over finding a woman walking beside his vehicle bent over peering into his passenger window. She was obviously Mexican and a little dingy looking, but attractive enough not to warrant rolling up the window.
"Uhm, hey young lady." He stumbled over his words, feeling instantly stupid. There was a modicum of beauty behind her acute ethnic features.
"You looking?"
"Excuse me, huh?"
"Come on man, you looking or what?!!" Her thick accent was grating to the ear, but he shook his head feigning ignorance if only to get a fleeting glance of her nascent cleavage.
"What, like am I buying or something?"
"¡Maldita sea, eres tan jodidamente estúpido! Yeah man, you looking for stank, or what?!!" Her irritated sounding native language spiked something inside him, but he wanted nothing to do with the woman who looked dangerous on a good day.
"I don't really think that would be a good idea, lady." Harry chortled.
"You don't like no pussy, man?!!" She sounded irritated leaning in closer to his open window, wild eyed.
"I like it just fine young lady; I don't like going to jail."
"AIN'T NO COPS AROUND OR NOTHIN; YOU FRONTIN SERIOUS PERRA'!!" He wished he could lean over to see the rest of her body afforded only an oddly, doughy side view as she continued trying to make the hard sell as traffic slowed to a gradual stop.
"No, I'm serious, miss?"
"Fuck man, my name Conception; what you need to know that for, anyways eh?!!" She rested an arm on the open window walking beside his car bent over. Harry was aroused getting a fortunate peek at the thick erect nipple on her slightly saggy boob.
"It's nice to know who you're talking to Conception; don't you agree?"
"Ah you just trying to see some fucking tits, ain't you payaso?!" She clapped a hand over her chest hiding the errant tit. He noticed the quick, jerky movements of her head as she glanced back and forth gauging other potential customers.
"Well it's good to see what you're offering, right Conception?" He was getting off a little bit, subconsciously enjoying a minor mid-life crisis. There was no way he'd ever cheat on his wife.
"Oh so you like you some fucking titties, huh Chico Blanco?!!" The hooker smiled a predatory grin, showcasing teeth yellowed from excessive smoking.
"Oh course, who doesn't?" Conception was looking ahead as the loud honking of horns and catcalls got progressively louder. He made sure to keep his eyes intermittently on the stuffed car in front of his Oldsmobile. Two prostitutes were also making the hard sell with the teen filled car.
"Alright I'll show you some fucking titties dumbass." Her tone was criminally playful as he turned back to the passenger side window expecting to be flashed. Instead Conception stepped up on the curve backing away, somewhat flabby arms outstretched.
April stood on the sidewalk wearing a chintzy looking gold lamé bomber jacket, calf length athletic socks and cheap heels. Her upper torso was bulky form the oversized jacket she hadn't worn since working in town at a thrift store where it was purchased, on the cheap. She'd brought it ostensibly to hide her chest from prying eyes back in the days prior to her rebirth. Now it served a different purpose as she found herself looking at a face, she recognized from a family photo in her former boyfriend's living room.
Harry Jenkins didn't know what to make of the rotund girl staring back at him from the sidewalk noting the heavy makeup on a rounded face surrounded by wet, greasy looking blonde hair. Her temples were bordered on either side by garish, pink colored children's barrettes in contrast with the pixyish look of her face. Traffic slowed to a stagnant crawl as the cacophony continued. His gaze drifted down getting a quick glimpse of the white panties stretched to capacity over her muff.
YES DADDY was written in blocky hot pink lettering on the crotch as a grinning Conception gave April a nudge.
"¡MIRA ESTOS GRANDES CULOS FOLLANDO CULO!" Conception yelled triumphantly.
April jerked the zipper down with flair legs spread wide popping her hip out towards his car, looking away down the strip as her enormous breasts bulged outward, bouncing with an extended rubbery jiggle. Conception stood off to the side laughing hard as several cars hit their breaks, screeching to a halt. Off in the distance a minor collision was heard cementing April's superstar coming out status on hooker row. It lasted barely five seconds as she zipped up turning her back to the car. Her thick, chunky butt looked inviting in those juvenile panties, but Harry along with several others was smitten. The noise from the other cars was unmanageable at this point as he realized April was the sole cause of the traffic jam despite the other working girls.
"HOLY FUCK!!" He barely had time to stop his car hitting the emergency break to avoid rear ending the teen filled car in front of him as Conception taunted from the sidewalk.



"OH YOU LOOKING NOW, MUTHER-FUUCKAAAA?!!" She could barely contain her laughter after catching him by surprise with her new friend and secret, money making weapon.
Harry stared at April's back noticing the garish wriggly line design and assorted patches on its surface along with a Chinese dragon snaking throughout the discount collage. This woman was on the pudgy side, but her humongous knockers set her above everyone else out on the strip.
"Uhm yeah, sure Conception." He was already trembling a bit.
"I charging, like sixty dollar for half and half." Harry's heart leapt into his throat at the bait and switch.
"Uhm, no offense but how much does she charge?" Conception recognized his meek posture and the now expected rejection of another potential customer for April.
"WHAT, MY PUSSY AIN'T NO FUCKING GOOD, EH?!!" He flinched unaware Conception was actively trolling him.
"It's just a question; could you ask her please?" Harry was unaware he was whining.
"No llores por mí, hombre; todos se enamoran de esas grandes tetas chico blanco?!!" Traffic ground to a halt because of April as more than a few people took pics of her from their cars. Harry watched as Conception leaned over arms folded whispering his request into April's ear. The buxom blonde hadn't turned back around since flashing him, secretly nervous at being out on the strip.
"THOUSAND DOLLARS!!" Conception yelled back, laughing.
"WHAT, I DON'T GOT THAT KIND OF MONEY ON MEEEE!!" He replied yelling in utter outrage, automatically.
"Well, you better get your old ass to the ATM, motherfucker!!" The ratty looking prostitute was still laughing at him as it became apparent the honking horns were attributed to other potential patrons wanting to shoot their shot with the new attraction on the strip.
"Fuck." Harry Jenkins felt like an idiot getting burned by street people but stole a glance one last time. April was still facing away but glancing back over her shoulder at the father of the one victim who got away. The pronounced eye shadow around her eyes her a darkly, ethereal look.
"Obtener la mierda fuera de aquí perdedora!!" Conception punctuated her statement by hocking a loogie in his passenger seat.
"HEY LADY, WHAT THE HELL?!!" Harry went for his door console rolling up the window as the dingy prostitute decided to get cute yanking her top up exposing her smaller, saggy boobs to much jeering from the leering street audience.
The caravan moved further leaving April and her manager of sorts, in his rearview mirror. He couldn't help glancing one more time finding April flashing another set of motorists while Conception counted a wad of cash. It took another fifteen minutes before he was able to get out into open road. Disappointed, Harry Jenkins hit the off ramp to pick up some burgers for his neglected son.
*********************************************************************************************
It was just a little after nine in the evening as she cautiously walked around from the back alley, shoulders hunched. Her long auburn mane was tied off in a ponytail with a rubber band from her cup holder as she found herself standing adjacent to the red brick wall that bordered part of the elite gated community just outside of Maplewood proper. There was a light sheen of perspiration visible in glistening detail under the street lights. She noticed some day laborers packing up there truck slowing to a crawl worried she might stand out for some reason. There was a queasy feeling in her chest that wouldn't go away leaving her remorseful about the last couple of hours of her trouble life.
Something was wrong everywhere she deemed to show her face with people going out of their way to challenge her. It was obvious things had changed around the small town now that she'd been outed. It felt like everything was getting smaller and smaller until she'd be forced out of a kingdom she'd earned with her own flawless beauty and bloodied knuckles. Her reign was supposed to go off without a hitch, but fate had other ideas and gods be dammed, Melissa Reed was going to take a little back tonight. The truck pulled off just as she was within a few feet with its occupants unaware of her presence.
Her car was parked a block and a half from the wall in the dilapidated parking lot of a neighboring trailer park. It was not lost on the auburn beauty the irony of having a gated community full of rich folks within the vicinity of a bastion of utter failure. Maybe it had been planned that way to give the affluent an elevated plateau and subjects to thumb their nose at when needed.
This was a mindset she could understand having been raised with a similar, almost militaristic esthetic. The fire inside her heart would not abate or flicker away to embers. It seemed voracious demanding recompense for all that had been lost and stolen. It was a hunger that she had to feed before she was captured and likely locked away like the feral animal she truly was.
Red's stream of consciousness drifted away leaving her staring at the cracked unlocked patio door leading to the person she deemed most responsible for her crumbling empire. She pulled the Glock from its hiding place in the small of her back clicking the safety. It was an out of body experience watching her own hand slide the door to the side as quietly as possible.
Leslie was sitting on the couch facing a large flat screen television playing the evening news. Some reporter was talking with a photo of Maplewood High in the background, but Red couldn't hear one word. There was a slight ringing in her ear.
"LOOK AT ME BITCH!!" Leslie found herself looking down the barrel of a gun. There was no reaction as she sat there wearing nothing but a white t-shirt. A small bowl of instant oatmeal sat between her thighs.
"Melissa."
"DON'T YOU FUCKING TRY TO TALK YOUR GODDAMN WAY OUT OF THIS SHIT!!" Red tightened her grip on the pistol holding it like her father taught her during excursions to the local shooting range.
"Melissa, I'm pregnant."
Leslie was sitting there on her sofa Indian style unnaturally relaxed despite the imminent threat of murder by someone she once considered her best friend. Together they were the undisputed queens of a high school until things went south. Leslie knew her former friend well enough not to appeal to a nonexistent humanity in the face of a gun.
"MY DADDY GOT YOU PREGNANT, BITCH?!!" Red was shook to the core of her being, hands trembling.
"I'm not going to lie to you Melissa; I've never lied to you before. When you asked me who I was texting, I told you it was your father, but you didn't believe me. Yeah, I fucked your dad so many times after that I lost count. Melissa, I'm not gonna lie to you right now either." Red was unnerved by the calm manner in which Leslie was speaking.
"This is Humbert's baby."
"WHUUT; WHAT THE FUCK?!!" Red's bottom lip was quivering as her face twisted into a mask of raw emotion while Leslie sat there staring back as the evening news droned on with the weatherman doing the evening forecast.
"We made this baby the night I was trying to take him to you and April. We made our child in potters field and I don't regret it. I came to you the next day because I realized what a piece of shit I really am when it's all said and done, Melissa."
"YOU THINK I GIVE A FUCK ABOUT SOME BABY?!!" Red was trembling all over barely keeping it together after a night filled with karmic payback.
"I know you don't; you're Red, the queen of Maplewood High. I'm different now and that's what you wanted from the start. I figured out you really wanted to fuck me with that dildo, but it doesn't excuse who I am as a person. Melissa, we're monsters and there's no going back for us. I just wanted to speak the truth out loud before you kill me." Red's luminescent green eyes settled on Leslie's palm resting on her stomach.
Leslie took a spoonful of oatmeal followed by another and another until the bowl was empty. Red was gone when she looked up again. The patio door was still wide open as a night breeze floated into her home making the sheer curtains wave about. Leslie muted the television getting closing and locking the patio door before taking the bowl into her kitchen. She placed the bowl in the sink running some water into it to wash away the remnants of her dinner. Her hazel eyes settled on the running stream of water for a few seconds.
She collapsed on the tiled kitchen floor sobbing uncontrollably.
*********************************************************************************************
"How's it hanging Jimmy?" He liked the sound of her voice wishing thee person it was coming from lived up to it's southern tinged brand of seductiveness. Deputy Jimmy was winding down for the day, eager to reclaim the last bit of his early evening after a full day of work with his partner.
"Depends on you Flora Bell."
"You sure are one silver tongued devil, ain't you?"
"Well you've had a bit of a taste; I'd like to come on over and get me a taste between those legs of yours, darling." Deputy Jimmy wasn't shy about shooting his shot.
"So, just gonna come right out with it, huh Jimmy?"
"Well fuck me to death Flora Bell; ain't like we ain't known one another in the biblical sense or nothing." The deputy's brief engagement with the nurse had been ruined by Red's stinging assessment of the duo while handcuffed to her hospital bed.
"Well you're just gonna have to put some ice on that pecker of yours, Jimmy on account of me having a husband thing going on tonight."
"Well if we ain't got a thing going on tonight; I guess I gotta get home to my old lady." Deputy Jimmy was sitting in his patrol car at the end of an uncharacteristically congested stretch of traffic.
"Dammit Jimmy, you ain't supposed to bring up your fucking wife."
"Ain't got no wife; it's a live-in situation with sandwiches; sides you brought up your husband."
"Shit a girl needs to feel special; don't you know nothing?!"
"That's your husband's job, Flora Bell."
"Jimmy."
"Yeah?"
"Lose my number." He scoffed as she hung up in his face caring nothing already thinking of other likely conquests. His phone began ringing almost immediately with his partner's number.
"Goddamn man, don't you ever go home?"
"Heard there was some action at the convenience store; what's up with that?" Deputy Jimmy didn't want to answer his partner knowing his current obsession with Sheriff Reed's out of control daughter, but Mooney outranked him.
"Nothing much, caught a weirdo in the woods probably playing with his self; sent him on home once he passed a drunk test and all." He peered out his windshield taking note of the congealing traffic which was moving at a crawl.
"I heard something about a particular redhead."
"Come on Mooney, I'm trying to get home and I seriously don't wanna go up to Sheriff Reed's place. That little bitch's attitude just wreaks havoc with my pecker and I'm trying to get home to stick it to my girl, Sadie." Jimmy managed to merge into the right lane getting close enough to see the sidewalk.
"Too much information; I already figured we'd take care of things tomorrow. I wanna talk with the powers that be before fucking with our boss."
"Hey man, you bucking for Sheriff Reed's job, or something?"
"Jimmy, sit on it and spin." Deputy Jimmy glanced over noticing a procession of street walkers lounging and strolling the strip. He made it a point to conduct the vice run getting a visceral charge out of watching the working girls.
Just outside of his peripheral vision, Harry Jenkins finally manager to pull off the busy strip leaving a gap that was filled in seconds. Several horny teens were standing on the sidewalk in a large group surrounding something as Jimmy took casual notice. He couldn't understand the sudden traffic congestion that was starting to extend into a second town block in length. There was a flurry of activity giving the deputy the impression of a mounting street fight as he sighed not really wanting to get involved.
He noticed a skanky prostitute recognized from a week earlier vice run but didn't think she was the cause of the incident. She was already organizing the teens taking handfuls of cash which piqued his curiosity while Mooney rambled on his phone. There was some girl standing there facing away from the congested road, definitely a new player in town.
"I'll call you back; gotta get on the clock." Deputy Jimmy clicked off the call without hearing half of what his partner was talking about.
Some chunky, looking blonde was standing on the sidewalk appearing ready to do something that might require his intervention. She was slightly swaying side to side driving her paying audience wild, glancing back in brief intervals with her hands at the front of a bulky gold lamé jacket. He chuckled at her pudgy build, giggling at the desperate, thirsty behavior. This girl had a flair for the dramatic and entertaining suddenly turning to the crowd with her jack opened flashing the gaggle of teenage boys.
"WHAT-THE FUCK?!!" The new girl's humongous breasts even two lanes over appeared unreal looking with a huge, rubbery jiggle flooring her teenage audience.
A few boys unprepared for the surprise toppled over in high comedy. The girl stood facing them, legs spread wide apart jiggling and bouncing her massive boobs for a few seconds before turning away again zipped up. It lasted a few seconds but felt like an eternity.
"Well, time to get on the clock and break this thing up."
His intent not entirely honest, Deputy Jimmy hit the siren on his patrol car adding to the ruckus as cars began shifting about in the lanes trying to accommodate him and alternately escape. Things got complicated as a semi truck got caught trying to drift over a lane causing even more of a traffic jam because of the ungainly trailer.
"FUCK MAN!!" Deputy Jimmy slammed on his breaks barely avoiding rear ending the truck and destroying his patrol car.
He glanced over as he turned the wheel hard noticing the teens running into an illegally parked vehicle. One guy jumped in the open back passenger window while the lineup of prostitutes scrambled in multiple directions. Jimmy slammed his fist on the steering wheel frustrated with himself for acting on impulse. He hopped out of his patrol car in the middle of the lane watching as cars continued peeling out due to his uniform.
He left the lights flashing eventually directing the semi truck safely on its way. Instead of returning to his car, Deputy Jimmy ended up on the sidewalk where the new girl had been standing. She was long gone, likely snapping up a customer in the ensuing fracas. The only evidence of her presence was an abandoned, crisp twenty dollar left behind roadside. He pocketed the bill looking up and down the strip towards the weigh station that bordered the far end of Maplewood.
"We'll meet again, little fairy." He tipped his cowboy hat to the memory of the girl who'd seemingly disappeared into thin air.
*********************************************************************************************
Everything was glistening liquid and semi tangible with this brilliance that was overbearing, powerful enough to make him blink his eyes in rapid succession. In short order, Sheriff Reed realized that his eye sockets were pockets of calm, the liquid gathered there running down the sides of his face on either side. There was a thumping, stone like sensation on his frontal lobe that worked in tandem with the overhead illumination of his kitchen lighting. He raised a hand over his green eyes shielding his eyes feeling a lump on the back of his head. He coughed a bit as his mental faculties returned with a dawning horror.
"Melissa."
"AWWW FUCK, AWWW NOOOOO RED!!" He'd unconsciously called her by her infamous moniker giving unuttered credence to her savage personality which he was starting to consider a separate entity.
"SHIT, FUCK-AWWWWW YOU CAN'T!!" Sheriff Reed went into panic mode rolling onto his side reaching up to use the table edge to regain his composure. His fingertips faltered sending him crashing onto the floor a second time before he was able to get to his knees, eventually using the refrigerator to find his feet.
"AAAAHHH FUCK ME, AWW SHIT!!" His weapon's cache was wide open, daughter nowhere in sight as snatched a rifle down, pushing some rounds into it, gasping for breath.
The good sheriff was oblivious to the fact that he'd been drugged as he half staggered towards the front door prepared to do what was necessary. At the moment he found his daughter, something fateful would occur. There was no way he was going to let her murder someone.
"OOOHHH GAAAWD NOOOO RED!!" The front door was wide open.
"A rifle; gee daddy, I'm really flattered." He slowly turned weapon at the ready finding her sitting on the couch casually sipping from a decanter full of Bacardi.
The Glock was sitting at the edge of the coffee table. The liquor cabinet was wide open with a few empty bottles littering the carpet. Red took another deep drink from the bottle caring little about the fact that her father was brandishing a hunting rifle with the intent of using it.
"What have you done?" He was breathing hard, almost nauseous at the sight of his only child.
"Nothing, but if you give me a minute to finish this off; we can do twenty paces out in the front yard. Neighbors ought to love that shit."
"Where's Leslie?" Red snickered drunkenly at the question slowly rolling her eyes in his direction.
"Alive; is that what you wanna hear daddy?"
"Did you shoot her?" He cautiously took a side step keeping his eye on the weapon on the coffee table.
She was watching him intently taking two more sips from the decanter. There was something different in her face, cracked and damaged where formerly a symmetrical beauty once radiated.
"No, I can't; why the fuck do you think I'm drinking like a fish?"
"Red; what's happened?" She snickered drunkenly at the new question sounding a bit congested. He wanted to remove the gun from her reach but felt it would be further insult to his only child.
"It's over for me."
"What're you talking about?" He clicked the safety back on his weapon.
"Everybody hates me daddy, the whole fucking town is making with the Caesar bit. Fucking Chelsea won after all, because now every little shit and pussy wants to try me. They're all against me and instead of loading up with your goddamn guns for a school shooting; I'm getting fucking drunk."
"Red, they hate both of us."
"OH, SO IT'S FUCKING BOTH OF US NOW, HUH DADDY?!!" That was it as the floodgates opened leaving a former Alpha-Predator sobbing hysterically, cradling the decanter to her chest.
Sheriff Reed's rifle hit the floor with a heavy thud. He sat down on the soiled ottoman, made so from a tryst with Leslie. Her scent still hung at the corners of the room, but neither would acknowledge it. It was jarring to see his daughter in this state finally letting go of everything as her world shattered. It went against everything he'd ever stupidly taught her, and, in that moment, he regretted all of it, wishing he'd done right by her since childhood. Red managed to compose herself taking a deep swig from the bottle.
"I'm sorry."
"I know, you're fucking pathetic and a shitty excuse for a man. Yeah, I know I'm being disrespectful and it' your prerogative to pick up your rifle or even that Glock right under your wide-open nose. Shoot me if you must, you'll only be doing me a favor at this point."
"You're my baby; why would I kill you?"
"Because you have to save fucking Leslie; the love of your shitty life who's more than half your age. I don't being put down daddy; I just can't breathe anymore in this dinky little town. I hated everybody every day that I walked outside of this house, but I never hated you." Her honesty was destroying him where he sat.



"You hate me now?"
"Man, miss me with that shit; you're just like everybody else, asshole."
"I love you Melissa; I've always been so proud of you and that's why I tried to keep you from harm, protect you. I never thought about money, my job or anything when it came to keeping you out of trouble. I fucked up baby, I got lonely and just, fucked it up. I'm your father Melissa; nothing's gonna change that or come between us." She started breaking down again as he spoke calmly, wholly contrite.
"THAT'S WHAT YOU THINK!!" Red blurted out, doubling over as he ran to her side slipping the bottle from her hands to the coffee table.
"Come here, just let it out Melissa." He cradled her to his body finally allowing her weakness. His flushed features matched her own as she sobbed into his chest, catching herself moments later withdrawing.
"You were supposed to be my daddy."
"I'm sorry; just sorry, Melissa." His chin dipped as her hand cut the air rewarding him with a loud pancake slap followed by several others. Sheriff Reed took it all unblinking, remorseful accepting his daughter's judgement until she favored her hand.
"I'm evil daddy; I'm bad and I'm never gonna change."
"No, no baby you're not; it's all on me. It's all my fault that you're like this because I tried to control your mother. I-I wanted her to act like a wife, wanted her to respect me. She was so much like you baby; so much like my little girl and I ran her off. I fucked you up and I'm sorry Melissa." Both of them were blubbering, faces glistening, noses running as their mouths hung agape.
"I'm like my mother?"
"Yeah." He wiped his nose with his sleeve sniffling as he got up walking to the mantle.
Sheriff Reed picked up the father daughter photo of them both, removing the backing. The professional photo drifted to the carpet as he revealed another photo underneath handing it to his daughter. Red's eyes widened at the offered picture, seeming afraid to take it from his trembling hands. The photo depicted her mother sitting in the same setting, alone with her baby in her lap. Red was just a few months shy of one wearing a soiled t-shirt and diaper.
Her mother visible from the waist up was wearing a hot pink sweater with a plunging neckline that put very large breasts on display. The disinterested look on her face, slightly arched eyebrows and luminescent green corneas were horrifically familiar. She glanced up at Sheriff Reed noticing the freckles they both shared, before regarding the photo again.
"When I was little; you made me burn all her photos."
"I kept that one because I loved her; that photo is the reason I lost her."
"What?"
"I was getting it real bad down at the station; see I was a deputy back in the day and your mother had other interests. Both of us were really good at sports, but your mother was just that much better. Kind of blamed me for getting her knocked up and all, blamed me for messing up her dreams. I was honestly surprised she married me until I found out her folks put her out of the house. I-I just wanted her to be a wife, that's all."
"She didn't want me?"
"No."
"Why didn't she just get an abortion?"
"Asked her once; you know?"
"What'd she say, daddy?"
"Flattened my nose; punched me right in the middle of my face before throwing every piece of silverware in the house at me and turning over a lot of our furniture. Back in fucking high school, nobody messed with your mom. Funny, that same night she kinda "had her way with me" and sorry for the visual. Wendy wasn't real good with apologies, so she just made amends in the sack." Sheriff Reed was through sheltering his daughter wanting her to have full disclosure.
"Daddy?" Red stared at the photo intently tracing every detail of her mother's face.
"We had us a scare; yeah, one of those pregnancy scares and I got some of them tests from the drug store so she could pee on the little plastic stick. Bitch pissed in a cup from the kitchen and slammed it on that coffee table right where you're sitting right now."
"What happened?"
"While we were waiting for the verdict, she kind of admitted fucking my partner. She didn't give a shit about him or nothing, just said he wasn't as annoying as fucking me. Didn't let feelings get involved, just liked screwing her and nothing else. He's dead now." There was a long silence between them.
"Was she pregnant, daddy?"
"No, false fucking alarm. I kinda think God was pulling her card; if you know what I mean, Melissa?" It felt like she had a stomach full of broken glass as her father's true nature dawned upon her psyche.
"Why'd she really leave." His breathing was audible as he leaned forward taking a drink from the decanter.
"Everybody was funning me, making my life a daily plate of shit and all I wanted, was a fucking wife. I pressured her into taking that photo, wanted a family picture of us all together. She refused to be photographed with me even bitched me out in public. I just remembered looking at how she brought you out in public all dirty and shit. She took the time to do her makeup and pick out the sluttiest crap she could find to wear."
"Daddy, why did mom leave?" He took another drink emptying the decanter.
"We was fighting in the car, shoving and punching one another; but it leveled up once we got in the house. We tore the place up and you were still crying in your car seat. I got those fucking cuffs on her and it felt so fucking good to finally put that bitch in her place. Then well, uhm I blew it all to hell, Melissa."
"Daddy?"
"I SNATCHED HER PANTS OFF AND TRIED TO PUT ANOTHER BABY IN HER BELLY, CUFFED!!" Red toppled from the couch unable to breathe clutching the picture of a horrible person to her chest while staring at another equally horrible person. The revelation of a history unknown nuked her synapses as her mouth hung agape.
"WHAT AM I, DADDY?!! WHAT THE FUCK AM I, DADDY; SOME KIND OF MONSTER?!! AM I LIKE HER, OR YOU; AM I BOTH OR WHAT, DADDY?!!" Sheriff Reed's arms hung limply at his side, the alcohol already taking effect mixed with the other stuff in his system and insurmountable grief.
"You're our daughter." The empty decanter dropped to the carpet as he stared blankly at his daughter. He was looking beyond her at a specific point in time closing his eyes tightly to shut everything out.
Red stared at the photo unable to take her eyes from the face that seemed to be staring back with luminescent green eyes that pierced the soul.
********************************************************************************************
"¡Vete de aquí! Deja de seguirnos o te voy a cortar puta!! FUCK OFF!!" Conception was huffing and panting trying to put distance between herself and two hooker dogging their footsteps. Half a block away a few were scrambling into waiting cars while one weary fifty something sat on the curb picking errant strands of grass from her hair.
The whooping siren of the patrol car put an end to festivities prematurely sending the assembled prostitutes scrambling like roaches while the newest attraction ducked into the underbrush losing her balance. She went tumbling down the sharp incline ending up face down on the grass where Concepcion managed to find her ten minutes later. The smeared makeup and expression of fear on her rounded face sparked some bit of empathy in the seasoned hooker's heart. Both women scrambled a few blocks over managing to make back to the hotel before April had to stop catching her breath.
"AIN'T NOBODY FOLLOWING YOUR STANK ASS!!" A third prostitute yelled running by entering a dusty hatchback, speeding off into the night.
"FOLLATE! ¡LAVE SU COÑO!" Concepcion found April wheezing, completely gassed from the running and brief fall. One of her knees was scuffed up, both legs smeared with grass and dirt. She redoubled the tightness of her zipper pulling it as tight against her chest as humanly possible.
"Just give me a minute." April begged off leaning against the high brick wall that bordered the motel where she was currently staying.
"We gotta keep on moving before the cops catch us; they're usually out looking for freebies. I ain't giving up shit, girl!" Concepcion draped April's arm around her neck half dragging the tired girl the rest of the way into the lot.
Both women managed to make it into April's room failing to notice the motel manager's office door opened. Concepcion had custody of April's keys shakily opening the door while peering about for a patrol car.
HEY WHAT FUCK GO ON HEEEE AAAHHH!!" The elderly Korean man appeared brandishing a large stick in a threatening manner. Concepcion's experienced eyes sussed out the elderly man's body language and telling facial expression realizing he just wanted a closer look at the scantily clad women.
"FUCK OUTTA HERE; SHOW'S OVER- ¡PERRA!" Concepcion could've cared less that her butt was partially exposed with loose, jiggly cheeks of olive hued cottage cheese. He was disappointed wanting a look at April's huge breasts, covered or not. The door unceremoniously slammed in his face with an audible echo.
"Watch it, I still gotta have a place to live right now." April cautioned; hand pressed into her bosom.
"AH FUCK, HE JUST SOME PERVERT!! Voy a cortar sus bolas!" Concepcion replied dismissively.
"Do me a favor."
"What you want me to do now, bitch; didn't I show you the fucking ropes, tonight?"
The tinge of faux irritation in her voice was not lost on April.
She'd been vaguely aware of hooker row but found the prospect of openly selling herself daunting. Concepcion was pressed into service as a chaperone and guide of sorts, nothing more. April stepped to the edge of her bed drawing the zipper down over her huge bust freeing her breasts and multiple wads of cash that rained down onto the mattress. April cupped the underside of her left breast lifting it up freeing a large flip knife which ended up in the center of the cash pile. April's eyes never left Concepcion as she picked up the knife closing her chubby digits around it.
"Pay the manager another hundred twenty-five for me, please?"
There was a bit of tension between two street people, one seasoned beyond belief while the other hid behind the façade of implied vulnerability. Concepcion had no idea who she was sharing a space with and the inherent danger of it, but she was also armed with a straight razor. The professional chuckled nervously breaking the tension.
"Girl, you turned two tricks tonight, but made more money just showing off those huge tetas of yours!! You can stay wherever you want, bitch!" She forced a smile slowly picking up the money as April watched.
Concepcion stepped out into the adjacent parking lot leaving the room door open. April watched her chosen mentor pay the money slowly returning checking her phone for messages. A smile greeting Concepcion as she stepped inside pulling the door up.
"Seven hundred dollars is pretty good for a first night, huh?"
"Shit, you could've made double that if the fucking cop didn't show up, bitch. You're straight printing money with those big ass titties!!" April wadded up three hundred dollars tossing it in front of Concepcion.
"YOU-PAYING ME?!!" She was surprised at the sudden generosity.
"I told you I would; shit, I wouldn't have had the nerve to go out there by myself. You earning this fucking money, bitch." Concepcion's face lit up as she gathered the money as her phone started ringing heavily.
"Thanks for the money; let me use your bathroom to take this, alright?"
"Help yourself." April forced a smile to mask her contempt, dropping it as soon as the bathroom door closed.
She stared at the closed door for a few seconds before producing an additional wad of twenties from her panties. The money was gathered up and hidden under the bed. April took a position between the room door and the bathroom waiting. The toilet flushed with Concepcion reappearing moments later.
"Hey, I gotta hit the road; my daddy's coming." Concepcion was shoving the money into her pocket. There was an apprehensive look on her face as she ignored April walking over peeking out into the darkened parking lot.
"You got a pimp?"
"Fuck no; I gotta daddy; I'm his old lady, kinda sorta. Shit, I think I'm exclusive property, bitch." April had no clue what she was talking about, momentarily letting her guard down.
"Property, huh?"
"Don't strain your fucking brain; now you do me a favor, alright?" Concepcion was scratching her dirty hair plucking at a few clumps.
"What?"
"When Angel gets here, don't come out. If he sees you, he's gonna take you instead of me and I don't need that shit." April folded her arms across her massive bust, amused at a fast friend's concern.
"I don't want your man; sounds like a poser anyway. Angel; he some kinda gang banger or something?" April was surprised when Concepcion chuckled at her harsh assessment of the unseen person in question.
"BABY, ANGEL IS THE REAL FUCKING DEAL!!" Concepcion continued laughing as the loud sound of an oncoming motorcycle filled the motel room. Concepcion peered out of the window visibly excited and happy at the approach.
"Daddy huh?" April scoffed.
"We ride or die between the east and the west, living free as fuck. You ought a try it April and take this pass if you ever wanna hook up with my family." Concepcion peeled a loose-fitting patch biker patch from her vest. Hey, I'm in the wind; hit me up if you're ever down in Florida." She slipped out the motel room pulling the door up behind herself, almost slamming it as April peered out the window into the lot.
"Oh shit."
The chubby misanthrope found a veritable giant of a man sitting in the parking lot on a weathered looking hog waiting for his woman. His height and width were mind boggling along with a nondescript face hidden behind mirror shades, shoulder length hair and a flowing, bushy looking beard. His massive, muscled arms appeared completely sleeved up and menacing.
April considered herself lucky that her brief street mentor hadn't decided to rob her after all. There was no way she could take that monster and survive as she realized the favor asked of her. Sitting in that lot was someone capable of snatching her up with no problem whatsoever. Concepcion ran happily to this man mountain who didn't react other than shifting a bit to accommodate her on the back of his hog.
"I'm hungry; you got some cash?" His voice surprisingly sounded younger than she would've expected.
"I made a little money, daddy."
He nodded before gunning it towards the brick wall in front of them making a sharp turn that barely missed a parked car as both disappeared into the night air. April was still watching ten minutes later.
*************************************************************************************
The humidity was incredible, a sheath of heat engulfing every fiber of his being as he seemed to be floating away. Every bit, every portion, every molecule was lit up with spiking points of electricity as he struggled somewhere between light and dark hopelessly lost in the void. Just beyond that darkness a brilliance was forcing its way into his world. Something about it was frightening almost in the biblical sense. He struggled to keep it at bay unconsciously swiping at it blindly.
His defensive overtures towards an unseen assailant were swept away effortlessly followed by minutes pricks into the torso that provided all too brief points of relief with bursts of cooling air until the feeling washed over the torso. He was laid bare as hands went to meticulous work, feverishly undoing the buckle of a belt, drawing downward of a zipper before feverishly snatching at the elastic waistband of his boxers.
He reached down trying to dissuade the thin fingers attempting to peel away his undergarment, but the push back returned sweeping aside his hands with ease. His underwear was drawn away along with his pants, snatched down muscular legs as he realized his shoes had already been removed. There was an underlying sense of urgency to actions that resulted in the complete removal of garments that left him uncovered and laid bare from the waist down.
The natural movement of his legs moving upwards was halted as his ankle was captured and pulled in the opposite direction of the rest of his body. The fingers grasping that ankle seemed to be steaming hot as he quickly realized the opposite ankle was captured as well. Its touch was searing quickly traveling from ankles to calves followed by thighs with everything surrounding his body slightly unstable.
Suddenly his manhood was being pressed into something sloppy wet and spongy. His arms weakly swiped upward finding the rest of this creature, its form wholly steaming to the touch.
Again his arms were swiped away time and time again until his wrists were pressed downward pinned. It squirmed around atop his form snakelike as he tried to raise his hands futilely. Perspiration began to proliferate covering them both in heated clinch and muted grapple as this razor thin line of volcanic heat ran along the underside of his shaft. It gradually widened until his member was cradled and drenched in ever increasing wetness.
One of his wrists was suddenly released followed by the pressing sensation again. He suddenly felt the whole of his endowment swallowed whole inside volcanic insides before his free wrist was pressed downward again with weight behind it. It was extremely hot and slick with oily wetness bearing down on him vertically.
Then it began, this intense pressure and rhythmic squeezing of his shaft. The tightness was incredible and euphoric about his extended prong. Rivulets of molten wetness drizzled down his engorged, fleshy antenna along with the inverted inflation around his member. At that moment he felt it; this weighted scooping motion up into his pelvis getting harder, more frenzied with each passing moment. It was painful but extremely pleasurable, which along with the snapping tactile sensation at the base of his pelvis brought a bit of clarity.
Revelation of his immediate situation welled upward trying to escape his form. He was given purpose along with that clarity of his station as a stallion. The scooping sensation alternated with the full weight of the body above undulating and pressing into him. A wrenching, rowing sensation was driving him back and forth with an increased sense of urgency taking him along. His lower half was bouncing up into a clapping, weighted motion pounding him back downward.
This feeling was indescribably hot and pleasurable as he began fighting to raise his wrists with everything he had left. It was futile sweeping him up into the wake and tempest of an irresistible force. The feeling was akin to being caught in the funnel of a tornado as the whole of his endowment was engulfed by something fast retracting around his circumference, supernaturally devouring everything as repeated pulses radiated upward nuclear into its snapping maw. A primal scream escaped his bowels in sexually agonized fashion before even that opening was covered and muffled.
A secondary object slid inside, foul and noxious with the taste of rancid alcohol and tobacco squirming around like a proboscis. His back arced up while the rest was pinned immobilized. He wriggled and twisted with everything he had left managing the freedom of one arm. He thought to strike his antagonist with a broad slap instead finding something pressing into the palm of that free hand.
His thumb traced a prominent nub, rolling and pressing it into a resilient buoyancy.
Forefinger and thumb pinched and rolled eliciting an aural response unintelligible. It was invitingly soft, searing hot to the touch. Just the feel of it was addictive as his fingers continued squeezing and kneading unable to stop.



A deluge of oily wetness began flowing from its insides running in a stream over the exposed portions of his manhood. The uniform motion returned as his other wrist was carefully released allowing a mimicry of sorts. Both hands were now fully groping that which was offered with a lustful hunger. The frenzied sawing motions ratcheted up tenfold along with the forceful thrusts plunging, descending onto his pelvis.
Everything was becoming drenched below in tandem with this extreme pulsing tightness that was taking him over the edge. His palms cradled its sides gradually sliding down encountering a plush roundness on either side of this being. Greedy fingers found this new spongy feeling curious wanting to explore more. It was smooth to the touch lending purpose as hands slid about trying to gauge its considerable circumference.
Before he'd even realized it, he was hungrily digging his nails into it, almost shoving it in downward fashion into his upward thrusts. He could every inner groove as his member dragged along them with acute clarity. He couldn't get enough when his crown experienced this ticklish sensation thumping at the back of a tightening corridor. Couldn't get enough of the snapping sensation that bore down on a spot just below the head of his cock.
That flowing wetness akin to a running faucet went hand in hand with the pungent smell of a bitch in heat adding agency to his thrusts. It was soon apparent that both were working together in perfect synchronicity, clapping against one another. That moist, dewy intrusion invaded his mouth again finding a willing participant. The inner dance of swirling tongues added to the heightened reality.
Both of his hands were filled with full, round buttocks clawing into them with a sense of urgency. She was rocking and sawing her hips into him with the force of a wrecking ball. The urgency of their merged need could not be denied. The wet, drenched smacking of her butt into his crotch was deafening. Nails dug into his pecks as her back straightened allowing hips to add just that bit of extra designed to drive things further beyond the point of no return.
It felt so hot and good with this sort of twisting tightness adding to the affair, exponentially. He knew he couldn't hold out much longer and didn't care what happened next. Her arms were wrapped around his neck in a damming noose unwilling to allow his escape once committed. It was at this moment that he realized the reality that he was being fucked, not the other way around. He couldn't have been more happier knowing she'd come to him of her own free will.
His cock bottomed out wedged against the back of her tightness, held there as his fleshy balls swelled beyond return. At that exact moment, she arched her back into him pressing down harder than ever before. Both were one at this single, perfect second. The first burst exploded deep inside right at the back of her snapping cunt followed by several others. She lingered immobile for those first two bursts before going slack rabbiting her hips desperately milking his cock. It felt incredible and distinct enough that he could feel the molten load traveling up his shaft being sucked outward.
The tips of his fingers curved inward like hooks into the shallow undercuff of her butt as he arched up off the bed mashing himself into her slit stuffing it completely full. She knew him well mashing down into his thrusts reaching an impasse midway as more bursts filled her to the brim. He could feel his intermingled seed flushing out of her snatch as all the strength flowed from his body. His body hit the sweat soaked mattress drained.
Moments later, she was sucking him clean with further ambition, but he could take no more. Sleep mercifully claimed him.
*********************************************************************************************
"Wake up."
It was dark in his bedroom except for a bit of illumination coming through the window. There was a full moon tonight as he scanned the darkness recognizing the shapes of his furniture and the half-opened door. He was completely drained, almost unable to move and didn't know if he wanted to when all was said and done. His head was still swimming in white noise, addled mind all over the place.
"Wake up daddy."
He glanced to his right finding her there in the darkness, pale skin almost providing its own glow. The expression on her face was placid, distinctly somber in nature contrasting with the innate glow of her eyes in the darkness. It was similar to the shine one would see in the glint of animal's corneas; cat like in nature.
"What, are you doing here?"
"I've been here watching you, the whole time; just watching you sleep. I want you to be my daddy again, like we were before but better. We're all we got and nothing else matters, now."
The melancholy nature of her voice was striking as he raised a hand to his chest finding it bared. His shirt was unbuttoned, fingers running down over his abdomen to find his exposed crotch. He instinctively covered himself glancing back over at his eighteen-year-old daughter.
Red was lying beside him on her belly, nude.
"Melissa, what have you done?"
"Made you my daddy again; but this time its gonna be so much better because we understand each other. You're the only one I have left in the world, daddy. I want us to be-closer than we ever were. Nobody wants us and ain't no baby gonna come between us. Ain't no bitch ever gonna use you to hurt me again because I'll take good care of you, okay daddy?" She softly caressed his pecks, but he carefully pushed her away, rising.
"MELISSA WHY?!!" Sheriff Reed sat up facing away from her realizing sanity had found escape from her fragile mind. Red was lying there with the photo of her mother on the sheets between her arms. She casually glanced at him smiling as a tear streaked down her freckled cheek.
"It's not wrong if we love each other; I'll never tell. We can be better than we were before because nobody is ever gonna come between us again. I won't make trouble, I'll be good. I mean it daddy; I'll be good to you; like mom never was. You can have the wife and daughter you always wanted."
"NO!" He frantically pulled on his pants never taking his eyes from her. Red rose in the center of his bed on her knees, staring.
"You like it daddy; we did it a lot before you fell asleep. I liked it too, better than anyone else. It's not wrong for you to love each other, be happy together." Her crazed eyes were wide enough that the roundness of her corneas were completely visible.
"WHY BABY; THAT'S WRONG!! IT'S NOT RIGHT!!" His heart was thumping as he clutched at the open halves of his shirt trying to cover himself in shame.
"No daddy, it's the only way we'll ever be happy; can't you see that?" He gave up as buttons pinged on the hardwood floor.
"NO, MELISSA NOOOOO!!" Sheriff Reed was gasping, crying tightening his belt enough to cut off circulation below the waist as she stood up staring down at him from the bed. Her clothing littered the floor just inside his bedroom door.
"I won't tell; I promise." He snatched up her clothing looking from it to her placid, emotionless face. She stepped down onto the floor taking his freehand with both of hers. Red brought it up to her lips lightly running her tongue over his knuckles.
"Melissa."
He grabbed a handful of her auburn mane, suddenly struggling with his teenage daughter becoming an entanglement of limbs. Sheriff Reed was crying loudly yanking at the hair on her scalp desperate to expel her from his bedroom kicking and screaming. Red tried digging her nails into the door frame desperately holding on for dear life, nude. Sheriff Reed found a burst of strength scooping her up into his arms finding her nails raking his face drawing blood. He took the abuse registering nothing but utter despair as she fought back to her feet intent on returning to his bed.
"NO DADDY, DON'T!!" Red screamed shrilly as he managed by dragging her along the hallway floor, fingers deep in her scalp.
His resolve mounted and surged giving strength and life to his weary limbs immune to her cries. His mind traveled backward in time to the first time he cradled his infant daughter in his arms.
Wendy didn't want her from the beginning.
Now, he couldn't want her either.
"PLEASE DADDY, DON'T DO THIS!!" He managed to get the door open using the last of his strength to fling his daughter out onto the front porch in her birthday suit.
Red tumbled down the short steps lying flat on her back staring up at the night sky. There was nothing left between them and now, he had to free himself of her, forever. She fought hard knowing what was at hand. Everything was being stripped away in karmic fashion, but she was a fighter.
Her back was scratched and bruised, her temples pounding as she stared up into the stars, dogs barking off in the distance. Her fingers found her car keys by chance spilled from her pocket. She raised them to her face as some light came on in a few neighboring homes. She wearily scrambled into her Camaro, resting her head against the steering wheel.
Melissa Reed was alone in the world.
Her last possession, her fateful car tore out of the front yard at full speed down the winding road leading away from her father, her former life. Red gunned it hitting a hard left onto the freeway. Everything was becoming a blur through her windshield, lines of kinetic, wiry energy. It was wondrous, rapturous taking her away from it all.
Fuck Maplewood.
*********************************************************************************************
"Don't touch me."
"You still mad; I was just messing around Donna Lee, alright?"
"Didn't seem like you were messing around to me, Kyle." He was having a hard time getting his jealous girlfriend in the mood. Donna Lee was holding out after finding her boyfriend ogling another woman.
"I'm here with you, ain't I Donna?"
"Well, that's because I'm your consolation prize." He twisted mentally inside realizing that if he didn't find a way to dissuade her rising animosity, the weekend was a bust. It was his idea to go camping if for no other reason than to get some quality time away from an intrusive, socially inept roommate.
"That's not true."
"Maybe I should dye my hair red; that's what gets it going for you, huh?" both of them were reclining in a modest dome tent with nowhere to go right away. They'd hiked down into the camping grounds closer to the woods. It had been the plan to hike over to the lake for some fishing between canoodling.
"No, I like your color just fine." I replied through gritted teeth.
"Oh, so you think I'm fat, right Kyle? That's why you were looking at that nutjob; that's why you have you have all that porn on your laptop, too!"
"Excuse me; I don't know what you're talking about?!!"
"Gotta a fucking library of shit on there Kyle, none of them sluts look like me!! Fucking Netflix of smut and maybe you should be out here with your fucking laptop, jerking off to that shit!!" He'd heard enough.
"So, we're going back home?"
"Huh?"
"I don't wanna sit in the middle of the woods arguing with you all weekend over dumb shit. So are we going home, Donna Lee?" He'd called her bluff in no uncertain terms.
"That's your answer; you just gonna chuck it all, huh?"
"No, I wanna fuck you." Kyle didn't give a damn after being berated all night, sitting up. Donna Lee stared at his profile biting her lower lip. She sat upright unbuttoning her flannel shirt exposing her brassiere as he took notice.
"Donna Lee?"
"Let's do it a couple times, then fight some more." She flashed her off pearly whites as he pounced on her.
Donna Lee stripped off her shirt losing her sports bra revealing some saggy looking breasts and a doughy midsection, but he was already focused on getting his girlfriend on all fours. She worked with him to get her jeans down unfortunately revealing blue stained panties. The jeans had been purchased earlier in the day leaving no opportunity to wash them before he arrived. Kyle could've cared less intent on plowing her wide, shallow butt with visions of the luscious redhead fueling his ardor. What she didn't know wouldn't hurt her.
"Shit." Her butt appeared with tinges of blue staining it, but Kyle had other problems.
"What?" Donna Lee looked back over her shoulder, worried.
"Nothing, hold that thought' I'll be right back." She scoffed when snatched up some toilet paper running from the tent like his life depended on it. Donna Lee realized the canned chili cooked over a campfire wasn't the best of ideas for a romantic weekend.
"Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit!" Kyle barreled through the woods like his life depended on it tugging his pants down finally squatting beside a tree overlooking an steep incline that ended in a deep ravine.
"Fucking chili." He was rueful doubting that sex was in his immediate future as he squatted doing number two.
It was his mindset to get as far away from the campsite as possible in case of animals and to avoid embarrassment. His one-track mind drifted back to the perfect ass in those skin tight workout pants.
The ground began to shake as a loud deafening sound ramped up out of nowhere, something metallic and harsh. He could hear the sound of lesser trees being snapped in two as he stood looking up the incline at the oncoming source of the commotion. Something large was rolling down the hill taking everything with it as it approached. Kyle barely had time to jump out of the way as a totaled, car rolled down the hill taking everything with it as it went.
It was like nature itself was devouring the vehicle as shattered glass and metal flew from the tumbling vehicle. Before he even realized it, the car pitched over into the ravine followed a second later by a massive explosion. A huge crimson backlit cloud was rising out of the ravine as he cautiously followed the trail of destruction getting as close as the heat would allow before stopping outright.
"KYLE!! KYLE, ARE YOU OKAY?!!" Donna Lee came running from the brush into his arms. Both watched the rising smoke and flames as he dialed 911.
...TO BE CONCLUDED IN FOUR.
The Reign of Terror will soon conclude in Maplewood.



        The Rebound Ch. 01

        Screws her brains out with no fucks given.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-rebound-ch-01

Title: The Rebound Ch. 01

Author: mondotoken

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Screws her brains out with no fucks given.

Tags: sloppy head, divorce, bigass, bad milf, cheating, black woman, slim thick, rough sex, bubble butt, balls deep

Series: The Rebound


I was awakened midday by loud incessant knocking finding an empty bottle of Heineken still in my grasp. I scratched my head planting the bottle on the bedside table, feeling it cranially as the rapping continued. Part of me wondered if I shouldn't get my pistol out of the closet. I was worried it might be my wife's boyfriend looking for a confrontation and there was no way I was gonna contribute to the brutish ego of a thug. Besides, I didn't feel like calling up my lawyer after the fact, so I resolved to gauge the situation as it unfurled. Marline had only been out of the house for a little under thirty hours after being discovered and outed having an affair with a gang banger. I pulled on a pair of pajama bottoms, half limping to the door.
"Ah shit." My wife's current BFF and running buddy Nichelle, was standing outside my door.
Nichelle Williams was this sister that my wife had become fast friends with six months ago when she took a new job at this shady call center. She was a dark skinned woman supposedly half Nigerian, but I didn't see any evidence of that heritage because she seemed rough hewn and tragically stereotypical. A loud mouthed, vulgarity spewing stereotype in the worst way with a few kids that she liked to leave with my wife on occasion to hook up with various "Pookie and Ray Ray" types.
Nichelle besides being an unrepentant, abrasive loud mouth was decidedly slim thick. I suppose this was her allure to the thuggish guys she occasionally hooked up with and I can't lie; there were times when I'd noticed her apple bottom, too. You just couldn't get past her stank attitude and excessive use of blue language. The rapping at my door got more excessive, worrying me that my neighbors would get a public minstrel show when I decided to open the door. Luckily, the screen door was still locked.
"Uhm, yeah good morning." I greeted her with a yawn at the end of the sentence.
"GHUUUDDD MOOO-NIN, GHUUD MOEEEE-NIN!!" It sounded like she was doing a bad imitation of my voice. Nichelle was getting off to an early start this fine Saturday morning.
"Ma'am, do you need medical attention; I think you're having a stroke with that slurred speech."
"EX-CUSE ME?!!"
"Is your hearing going too, Nichelle? I can call up the paramedics if you're having a thing?" I trolled her with an earnest tone.
"HA-HA-HA!!" She tried the screen door finding it locked.
"I accept Jesus Christ as my lord and personal savior, Nichelle." She stopped looking at me almost cross eyed through the screen door.
"HUH?!"
"You're a Jehovah Witness right; that's why you're here at my door this morning? I was just reiterating that I don't need any Watchtowers, or nothing."
"I came for my girl's stuff."
"She left drugs in here, too?"
I didn't see any reason not to stop trolling the angry woman standing at my front door with enough unwarranted entitlement to try my door handle like she lived in the place. Nichelle's face reminded me of a combination of the young version of actress N'Bushe Wright and retired porn actress Beauty Dior. The last six months of my failed marriage had really gotten me into some serious porn, if you really need an explanation for that description. She was wearing these braids, Ghana styled that added to her overall look.
"Open the door, nigga."
"Are you, alone?"
"What, you scared or something? You worried some brothers out here waiting to hem that ass up for being all foul with my girl?"
"No, I'd just like to know what type of weapon to use. Regular Glock or maybe, I could bust out the Lupara I got from my neighbor Sanchez, down the way." I unlocked the door walking over to my coffee table grabbing the remote.
"You ain't got no gun." Nichelle opened the screen door walking into my living room unfazed by the implied potential for gunplay.
"You ain't got no niggas, either." I turned on my flatscreen finding an episode of the Herculoids playing on one of my streaming services.
"So, I hope you ain't been going through her stuff all up in your feelings. I'm gonna pack her things and take them over to her mother's house."
"So." I shrugged turning up the television in an attempt to show Nichelle how little I cared.
She rolled her eyes stalking off to my bedroom to conduct her mission. I noticed she was wearing this juvenile halter top and some vintage gym shorts that left little to the imagination. Specifically, her cheeks were peeking out at me.
I walked into my kitchen area fishing out a box of cereal and a couple of beers. It had been a good forty eight hours since the situation with my wife blew up in my face. I'd smartly taken some vacation time to recoup and plan my divorce. I had an appointment with a lawyer in a few days, so I was observing the time honored tradition of a substantial drunk to dull lingering bruised feelings.
"YOU GOT SOME BOXES?!!"
"Look around, there's plenty of closets; I'm sure you know your way around here." I waved her off, opening a can of beer pouring it into my bowl.
Nichelle seemed to spend more time in my house than her own section 8 apartment. Of course I wasn't aware that she and my old lady were partners in crime trolling the hood for thugs until the shit hit the fan. One thing that never changed was the irate, antagonistic look on her face even when being supposedly cordial. The thirty three year old woman seemed to be perpetually bristling. I took the path of least resistance by speaking to her as little as possible and being functionally aloof. I didn't see the need to change things up at this point.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Just look in the closets and stuff; there's a few boxes in the bedroom that we never used from moving in here. Those should be good, Nichelle." I was purposely dismissive, ignoring her demeanor.
Make no mistake about it, I knew before she left Nichelle was going to start some sort of argument to say all the things she'd been thinking since meeting me in person when my aforementioned spouse brought her into our home one Sunday afternoon. Perpetual blabbermouth that she was, my old lady had already given me a good idea who Nichelle was as a person leaving me with absolutely no desire to meet her whatsoever. Over the following weeks I was blessed with her presence so many times that I asked my wife if she were going to start paying rent. After pressing the issue further, Nichelle's visits became a little more infrequent.
"You ain't gonna get up and get no boxes for me?"
"No."
"Man, you trifling as fuck." Nichelle scoffed disappearing back into my bedroom inadvertently giving me another view of her bulging cheeks. It wasn't like I hadn't checked her out before, but I considered it harmless knowing I'd never cross the line. She kept her body up working out like a beast at the local gym, knowing her inherent worth.
"Whatever." She popped back out to address my comment.
"Oh, you supposed to be somebody or something? Think you got it like that; you got the smoke, nigga? Tell me where your girl at, then bruh?!!"
"She ain't here." I chuckled between spoonfuls of cereal sparking her ire further.
"Yeah she laying up with a real man, and what you got, huh?" I gotta admit, in the old days I would've exploded and tossed her out of my place on her butt. These were the later days, the older days of learned wisdom that brought with it, a controlled measured response.
"Freedom." I chuckled again, half giggling at her attempt to anger me.
"Freedom to use that right hand while your girl getting her bottom pounded out bruh! You into that self-gratification, nigga?" Nichelle forced out a condescending laugh.
"Hey, ain't you supposed to be doing something; or are you just gonna do open mic while I eat my breakfast?" She cartoonishly bucked her eyes embarrassing us both.
"You think you better than me because you married the white girl, but you ain't shit now. Thought you leveled up and left the sisters behind but found out you the flavor of last month. You mad Tyrone be riding your bitch while you making her money, huh? You mad, ain't you boy?!"
Nichelle drifted close to the other end of my dining room table figuring she was going to get some emotional content out of me, but several years of marital bondage had burned away the raw emotional within me. My poker face was absolute, but this out of pocket broad had no clue.
"I'm sorry."
"What?" Her brow furrowed; teeth clenched.
"Well, it's obvious that you wanted to say these things to me since you met me, and I understand it Nichelle. Yeah you formed a quick friendship with my wife but obviously wasn't really her friend in the first place, especially after meeting me, the black husband. I got a pretty nice little place here and a bit of money in the bank. Kind of harsh finding someone you considered on par with you, squandering obvious assets. Now Nichelle, you figure everything's gone tits up and now you wanna pick the bones. For that, I'm sorry Nichelle." I continued eating my beer cornflakes.
"Asshole."
"Yeah I get that a lot for getting out of this mistake righteously; and about that right hand comment. You can check this out homegirl." I motioned towards my lap caring little whether she followed through or not. Nichelle inched around the table finding my penis half exposed through my pajama bottoms.
"YOU SHOWING ME YOUR FUCKING DICK?!!"
"Yeah, I got a little under ten inches of meat here; so tell me about that shit you were saying about my right hand, Nichelle. I don't think I'm gonna have any trouble getting a bitch to sit on this; do you?"
"NIGGA, YOU NASTY!!"
"Well, you seemed like you wanted to see it; but if it's bothering you that much, I'll put it away. Ain't your nigga in jail, by the way?"
"What you trying to say?!!"
"Nothing, I'm just trying to establish his location."
"Yeah he in jail, so what you trying to say?!!" I was absentmindedly handling my girth staring at her modest bust finding her nips prominent.
"Well." I raised an eyebrow.
"OH YOU TRYING TO PLAY DIRTY; THINK YOU RUNNING BACK TO THE HOOD AFTER BECKY FLIPPED THE SCRIPT ON YOUR ASS!!" I almost laughed in her face.
"No, I was just trying to make amends for offending you with my interracial relationship; besides I don't know what's going on in your life, but I figured you weren't getting any anyway, Nichelle. After listening to all the shit you've been talking, I've decided that a black girl is getting dicked down to hell. I'm gonna pay it forward and just rail the living shit outta some bitch with this." I motioned towards my exposed cock briefly.
"You ain't sly; you just trying to get at my girl."
"No, I want to seriously rail some chick with my junk. I'm pretty sure you know I wasn't really sleeping with my wife these last few months anyway; Nichelle I never stepped out on her and since we're done, I'm gonna make up for some lost time. So, somebody's getting fucked, today."
"Oh you think you got it like that, nigga?"
"Only one way for you to find out, bitch." I went back to eating my beer cereal caring little how she responded. I was a bit drunk to be honest.
Nichelle backed away walking back into the bedroom where she continued packing up my estranged wife's things. I finished my cereal, cleaning my bowl and wiping down the counter before having a seat on my sofa watching television. From my seat, I was afforded a view of my open bedroom door where Nichelle was stuffing a bunch of shit into a suitcase and two cardboard boxes on the bed. She didn't see me right away, so I got a really good look at her bubbled butt with those gym shorts wedged deep in the crack of her ass.
After a while, I got tired of watching turning my attention to the television taking in a cooking show. It was one of those internet based shows that I usually streamed on my phone when I was on break at work. These guys, a married couple like to do weird shit with food, and I sat there watching them make a gigantic Cheeto. I recalled how much I liked fooling around in the kitchen at times before I was discouraged out of that behavior.
Ironically enough, the wife hated spending time in the kitchen as well and a simple thing such as washing the dishes had become a massive fissure of grand canyon proportions. I assumed it was the gateway disagreement that led to other issues that contributed to the current dissolution of our marriage. I made a mental note to get some more beer later as Nichelle tapped the right side of my temple.
"What now?" She tossed a roll of condoms into my lap standing there with her hands on her hips.
The trio of gold packets didn't belong to me, indicting my spouse further than I really needed. The evidence of the shadow person frequenting my home whenever I was out employed, was tossed onto the coffee table. I glanced up finding Nichelle still standing there with her arms folded across her chest with an indecipherable expression on her face.
"Come over here and face the television." I leaned back running my palm over the top of my head caring little whether she complied or not.
Nichelle stepped between my spread legs and turned facing the television. I was given a direct view of her bubbled butt stretching the cotton material of those gym shorts in a manner that almost made them appear akin to underwear. A good portion of her cheeks were bulging outward in contrast to somewhat narrow hips with a pronounced under cuff over very muscular thighs. I stared for a while taking in everything before handling one cheek finding it thick and muscular to the touch. Her flesh was tactilely heated, defiant to my fingers. For lack of a better comparison, it was like squeezing one of the stress balls, you'd get after having a physical.
She didn't move but I could hear hard, labored breathing from my efforts. I grabbed both cheeks, kneading and spreading them apart. Those shorts ran deep between her legs with the crotch digging deep into her sex which was fast becoming sweaty under my touch. All ten of my fingers were working her cheeks and Nichelle didn't move an inch. Her scent was already assailing my nostrils signaling her acquiescence. This triggered something deep inside as my fingers found the elastic waistband of those gym shorts yanking them down to the prominent undercuff that made up the deep horizontal crease across the tops of her thighs.
Her rounded butt popped out muscular as ever, like some infinitely darkened, oversized peach. My palm slapped the right cheek seeking a jiggle that would never come. This woman in her mid-thirties, already a mother three times over from a string of failed relationships, was built for battle. My fist closed around those shorts yanking them down to equally muscular calves that would have given an outsider the impression Nichelle was a competitive runner. I used a bare foot to draw them down to the Persian rug under my coffee table.
"Bend over and spread your legs."
Nichelle bent at the waist planting her palms flat on the table assuming a perfect, ninety degree angle. This added a bit of roundness to her butt from this point of view. Both of my hands descended in dual hard slaps to her cheeks before I indulged myself further, kneading the flesh. I filled my fingers squeezing and groping until my thumbs pressed into puffy lower lips. I spread her apart finding a deep, rich pinkness and glistening wetness. Nichelle moaned under my efforts revealing her tensing insides. She gasped feeling my pointer finger slide inside her moist confines. Nichelle was steaming hot and slick to the touch, trembling a little as I pressed a certain spot. This got an immediate reaction causing her right leg to go rubbery and dip suddenly.
"Hold still, don't fucking move." My finger was steadily sliding in and out of her partially gaped slit eliciting sounds of her wetness.
Nichelle gasped as I buried my face between her thighs lapping at her slit, probing her inner walls with my tongue. Her insides were slick, salty and oily becoming even more so as I pressed closer feeling the warmth of her butt. She cried out in this vaguely masculine tone, whining and whimpering incessantly. My actions were wholly automatic sucking and kissing on her virtue. My tongue discovered her button swirling about until she dipped uncontrollably at the hip again almost taking me with her.
"Alright, put one of them fucking rubbers on my dick, bitch." My nose hurt as I leaned back on the couch breathing hard with her taste in my mouth.
Nichelle remained bent at the hip expeditiously ripping open one of the gold packets demonstrating a high degree of athleticism by reaching between her legs sheathing my erection. This woman proved sexually ambidextrous encircling my cock with fingers at the base while the over dutifully covered me in the lubricated shield of protection. It seemed like she intended to sit down wanting to impale herself, but I had other ideas. I jackknifed up driving my burgeoning prick home with clear and extreme prejudice.
She cried out in distressed fashion as I began long stroking her cunt finding a bit of creamy froth bubbling up around our connection. My efforts became more frenzied and erratic as I slapped wetly into her slit earning a series of loud sobs that fueled my actions further. She was just a serious hardbody with a figure that was innately defiant. This thirty something seemed almost cut out of marble taking everything I had to give like a true champion. The audible evidence of our frenzied actions seemed all encompassing as I continued giving her the business.
"Alright I'm gonna wax this ass for you, Nichelle; then you're gonna suck me."
Despite my words, I continued on for another fifteen minutes necessitating the woman plant her knees on the coffee table. She ended up propped on all fours dripping all over the tabletop.
"Stay just like that, I wanna see my cum drizzled all over this pretty ass."
"Oh-Okay." Nichelle responded weakly.
I gave her three additional pops of my hips before pulling out tearing the latex tube to ribbons as several thick ropes of milky cum glazed her cheeks and cunt. I stroked out a bit more as Nichelle watched staring between her own spread legs.
"Now I want you to take your top off; I want to see your fucking body fully naked before I fuck you some more." My tone was monotone as I glanced down at the remaining two gold packets.
I noticed a visible pause from her before she cautiously dismounted from my coffee table making sure to keep her eyes on me as she backed away a step or two. We stared at one another in some unsaid test of wills, her own brown eyes a little wider than usual before she relented. Nichelle stripped off the halter becoming completely nude in front of me less than an hour after she'd come into my home full of bluster.
Her figure was decidedly athletic owed to a regular gym routine that left this middle aged woman with little prospects due to her toxic attitude and trio of illegitimate children. Unknown to Nichelle, my old lady put her on blast during a dinner party with another set of friends, outing her for meeting her current incarcerated beau while visiting another jailed paramour. I wasn't gonna tell finding it ironic that Nichelle had been dispatched by my cowardly wife to collect her things.
Now that was just the definition of social savagery. There was just the slightest bit of looseness at her taut abdomen along with a bit of wrinkled skin and stretchmarks. She seemed more girlish and awkward not knowing how to stand as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other. Her figure was backlit by the light from my television and the afternoon sunlight filtering in from venetian blinds.
"Come over here, Nichelle."
I snatched up her wrist roughly pulling her into my body cupping the soiled cheek as she caught herself half whimpering. My fingers couldn't get enough of its innate hardness squeezing hard. Nichelle squinted looking a mixture of anger and irritation. My nails dug into the under cuff of those unrelenting cheeks wanting to make them yield to me lifting her into the air planting her face up on my couch.



Nichelle gasped as my weight came crashing down on top of her burying myself inside to the hilt. We were tightly wedged together which only allowed me to roll and grind my hips into her sex with everything I had behind it. Her eyes rolled up into her head as I gave her the business pushing into our mutual airtight seal. Her breaths came in shortened huffs and intervals while her ankles locked into the small of my back, urging me onward.
Nichelle was already extremely tight becoming even more so until it was almost hard for me to move. I got my feet up onto the crouch using the opposite arm to launch myself into her sex as hard as humanly possible while she nudged me with the heels of her feet.
"You like getting pounded, bitch?"
"Yeah, I love it!"
"Want me to beat your pussy up even more?"
"Yeah, that's what I want; do that shit!!" Her hips were bucking up to meet me in perfect unison, essentially fucking me back just as hard. For the moment animosity had flown right out the window as I attempted to push my wife's friend through those couch cushions.
Our arms were wrapped around each other's torsos in a veritable death grip while both dual lower halves slapped loudly together mashing uglies into oblivion. My chin was hooked over her right shoulder while hers was hooked over my left. Nichelle was emitting this shrill hybrid masculine sounding groan that seemed to go falsetto after some time as I freed the beast on her battered kitty. I hadn't been intimate with a woman for over six months as my marriage drifted apart like wet tissue.
Thinking about it all, on some deeper level there had to be a sliver of awareness and self-realization that it was all going to go tits up in the end. The ball and chain was doing whatever she could to plausibly be outside the house instead of working out our differences. Misdirection was the game from day one and now, I was plowing one of her friends on the couch in my living room. Despite what anyone in the know would think, it wasn't motivated out of vengeance. I just really hadn't had any sex in a very long time.
"Ah, shit you really up in there; it feel like you trying to get up in my stomach, man!!" Nichelle grunted through gritted teeth as our pelvis continued the lewd mating dance. My girth was trapped in a vacuum seal by her lips.
Both my palms were flat on either side of her head as I reared up into a pushup position swinging my hips into her crotch with as much force as I could muster earning a deluge of wetness that ran down the crack of her tight ass. The bottom of her butt, thighs and the top of mine slid around lubricated by an oily wetness.
Nichelle's hands shot to my hips, her intent unknown whether trying to help or hinder. We were splashing moisture everywhere with this woman's labored gasps punctuating every one of my thrusts. Her breasts were probably a small, deflated looking B-Cup with indecipherable areolas and thick, almost fake looking prominent nipples. Even in this depleted state, her teats managed to flop around on her otherwise muscled torso.
"Damn nigga, did she ever fuck you?!" Nichelle commented again between grunts, every syllable enhanced by my thrusting overtures.
I relented drawing myself from her honeypot resting upright on my knees. She covered her muff lightly massaging it staring quizzically up into my face. This unspoken query was answered when I ripped open another packet, covering my exposed member with the second of three condoms.
"Roll over on your stomach Nichelle." I stood at the side of the couch as she complied lying on her belly presenting that coal darkened bubble butt.
The symmetry of her form was impressive, I preferred Nichelle in this manner letting my gaze scan every minute detail. Her skin was extremely dark and glistening from perspiration as I found evidence unseen before in the form of a tiny heart tattooed just above her right buttock. Her posture made it appear as if she were waiting for a deep tissue massage. My fingers began squeezing and kneading her buttocks sliding up her back to her shoulders working out the stress in her shoulders. I raked my fingers along her profile settling on her buttocks resuming a pinching, groping cadence I'm sure Nichelle was used to by this point.
"That shit feels good nigga; you really know how to touch a woman." I didn't reply one way or the other prying her cheeks apart finding an obviously used backdoor. She didn't seem to mind me looking, remaining silent even when I ran my thumb across her puckered rear entrance.
The other fingers of that hand came into play sliding into her moist, gooey confines eliciting a sustained groan that tapered off into a whimper. Nichelle seemed to enjoy the rough thorough fingering that followed turning her face profile moaning loudly. Her thin, slightly calloused fingers encircled my cock wringing and stroking with purpose. I liked the feel of her hand around me ramping up my actions accordingly.
"If I wanted you to come over here and jerk me off nothing else; would you do it, Nichelle?"
"Yeah, sure I would."
"Maybe I'll call you." I pried her fingers off before mounting her prone, driving myself deep into her slick narrow walls.
Nichelle expertly tensed her cheeks on every inward thrust adding even more tightness to the fray as I took her from behind. This felt so good that I allowed myself to lay vertically across her back fully taking us both to nirvana. From my point of view, her tensing buttocks added the perfect visual making it appear as if the darkened, moderately dense cheeks were literally sucking the essence out of me.
"Oh daddy, that shit feels so fucking good; keep fucking me like that and I'll do whatever you want baby." Her feminine, almost feline sounding admission was all that was needed to send me over the edge.
"Don't move, I wanna get this right."
I drove myself deep inside up to the hilt as Nichelle pursed her buttocks around me hard, leaving them in that direction. My cock was almost forced out of her cunt leaving the used condom behind as a particularly thick rope of semen covered both cheeks. Several thigh shaking bursts followed as I directed my spunk about both shivering buttocks until I was satisfied. Nichelle continued squeezing her cheeks in muted twerking fashion for my viewing pleasure as I carefully drew the used condom from her snatch tossing it onto the coffee table next to the unused gold packet.
"Shit man; that felt really fucking good. You really want me to come over and jerk you off; like you said?"
"Yeah, but only if I call you, okay bitch?"
"Okay."
"I might fuck you in the ass too, Nichelle."
"Yeah, sure." Her response didn't surprise me in the least. Especially after getting a good, unimpeded look at her backdoor.
Nichelle slowly recovered getting to her feet as I wearily sat at the other end of my couch in the unsoiled portion. She stood there running her hands over her abs, silently watching with an embarrassed smirk on her narrow face. When I didn't respond right away, she slowly withdrew to the bathroom. Seconds later, the shower roared to life. I surfed a few channels clearing the dual buzz of alcohol and sex from my mind before settling on one of several streaming services ordered by the wife to keep me distracted while she ran about town on various salacious side missions. I lost the rest of my clothing sitting nude in my living room once the shower stopped.
Nichelle reappeared taking notice of my birthday suit. Her dark skin caught the light wafting in from the bathroom as she dropped the towel to the corridor floor. She didn't waste any time walking over to kneel between my legs again. Her intent was obvious even before she took the head of my cock between her thick, almost purplish lips. Her tongue swirled on my slit pressing into it before those lips slid down my shaft to the base. I liked the extremely slow and measured technique as she took her time pleasing me. Nichelle added her right hand methodically twisting it around the base of my endowment as her head bobbed in my lap.
Nichelle added another hand to the base of my endowment slowly using both in counter twisting motions as I arched up into her waiting mouth. My involuntary reaction encouraged her efforts as she began to pick up speed stroking and sucking me off as hard as she could. Her grip tightened around me stroking upwards towards her downward plunging lips in a wet, nasty display. Frothy saliva drizzled down my shaft escaping from the puckered lips vacuuming me into oblivion as Nichelle worked down into my thrusting hips until I crossed the threshold. A powerful rope filled her gullet followed by several others as she began viciously jerking the rest in kinetic fashion swallowing every drop.
I palmed the braids on her head drawing her down until there was nowhere left to go emptying myself. Oral sex was apparently Nichelle's niche besides her toned hard body and defiant butt. I was left with a begrudging appreciation and understanding of the multiple kids born of separate fathers. That inherent toxicity went hand in hand with her sexual proficiency. This was not lost on the gloating dark chocolate kneeling between my legs. Nichelle earned a prolonged groan out of me by sucking on the head of my cock exclusively for a few seconds.
"You like that sloppy top, daddy?"
"Yeah, you're a real good bitch Nichelle; I'm definitely gonna fuck your brains out next time we hook up. I think you're probably gonna be the first woman to lay in my new bed."
"New bed?"
"Don't worry about that; go look on the kitchen table and bring my wallet."
This didn't sit well with her considering what she thought were the obvious implications of my words. Nichelle used my knees to stand up going into the dining room as I'd instructed. She offered my billfold with an unmistakably rueful look on her face. Her face gradually turned into a deep, enraged scowl as I fished out two fifties.
"Nichelle, I want you to go around the corner by the liquor store. There are a couple of guys looking for work there; so get two of them to help you get my wife's shit out of here."
"UH-UHM, OH OKAY!!" The dark cloud immediately left her face leaving the relieved and goofy smile you'd find on some flustered girl. Nichelle snatched the money from my hand running to the door before remembering herself and getting dressed. Once she was gone, I grabbed a change of clothing hopping into the shower.
The steaming hot water went a long way towards dispelling the lingering intoxication muddling my thoughts. Nichelle had been found wanting for all her posture and bluster, giving herself over as a plaything for my unfulfilled lust. I found that I liked her athletic figure maybe a little too much but knew this woman must always be kept at arm's length otherwise another web of codependency engulf me completely.
Of course she'd given no indication of intent, but the thought lingered through past gossip by her supposed friend and running partner. I'd called and she'd come willingly allowing me to work off, but a tiny portion of repressed sexuality. In hindsight prior to the discovery of my spouse's infidelity, we'd always struggled sexually. It just seemed that we were tantrically off kilter somehow managing to exist in this fashion for years before the end.
Nichelle was already back with two guys and a half finishing up the packing of my estranged wife's belongings. The half refers to one of the laborer's twelve year old son. I didn't get involved leaving it to her other than sporadically making sure my personal property remained untouched. When it was all said and done, everything was stuffed into her car albeit a little haphazardly.
"Hey man, everything's packed; uhm, you need me for anything?" She lingered near the front door watching pensive on baited breath.
"Yeah hold up for a minute." I grabbed the last condom getting up meeting Nichelle at the front door. Her body language read decidedly demure as I pressed the packet into her palm before stealing a deep, soulful kiss full of passion and nothing more. She was left gasping when I broke our embrace.
"Oops." The golden packet was torn in half.
Nichelle reached into the waistband of my sweats sliding the condom onto my partially erect penis. I'd given it to her as a keepsake for a future hookup, but she took the initiative making sure it was secure before locking the screen door and sliding her gym shorts down again. There was a love seat adjacent to the front door that she bent over planting her palms flat on the closest arm. Nichelle was already wet accepting me inside fully to the hilt. My hands were filled with her hips, thumbs rubbing the smooth surface of her buttocks. Nichelle locked her legs in place taking another sustained round of frenzied sex.
She slid her top up cupping one of her meager breasts as I went for broke. The screen door was locked but the heavier door remained open giving any would be voyeur who happened to look, a show. Neither one of us cared just enjoying ourselves to the fullest for those last fleeting minutes. I popped my hips several times in succession before wedging the base of my erection against her slit. Nichelle tightened up in a vice like grip around me taking all I had to offer until my lust subsided.
"Uhm, you'll call me sometime, right?" She sounded anxious.
"I answered that question already." I took her in my arms quickly stealing another prolonged kiss that seemed to go on forever. Nichelle seemed to melt into me as my fingers caressed her mound through her shorts.
"Yeah okay, alright I guess I'm going home now." Her brown eyes lingered finding mine decidedly noncommittal.
"I'll call you sometime."
Nichelle took her time unlocking the screen door giving me a long stare before disappearing outside to her waiting vehicle. I was already channel surfing when she fired up her car driving off into the distance. A couple of hours later I went to bed after a dinner of takeout pizza and beer while watching Thor Ragnarök. My bedroom seemed odd minus the random belongings of my soon to be ex-spouse. Something caught my eye partially exposed just under my bed. It turned out to be a little address book left behind when Nichelle and the day laborers were packing up.
The booklet was stuffed with a plethora of unpaid bills that I would ultimately be responsible for. I discovered some photos of my wife from earlier days and one in particular that caught my ire. It depicted my wife, Nichelle, some other girl of Latin decent at her company Christmas party. I recalled it vividly because of the fight we'd had due to me having to work late that evening. There were two guys in the photo one of which I recognized. The tall lanky thug was wearing an oversized ballers cap with the self-described appropriately title moniker "PLAYA" inscribed across it. The guy towered over my wife dressed in a long sleeved flannel shirt with a white collar and baggy jeans and sneakers from the same company as the tacky hat upon his bean like head.
"Que Sera Sera, bitch." There were a few more photos of my old lady and her secret beau discovered as I perused some of the entries in the booklet.
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"Totally dusty, girlfriend."
"So did you let him get the drawers, sister girl?"
"Oh hell no; of course not Ermin. You should've seen the sad puppy dog look on his face when I didn't invite him in. He didn't even get a goodnight kiss, no handshake or nothing!! Shit, I got down with the accessories, if you know what I mean?"
"You so savage, Shaila girl; you know you need to stop leading that boy around by the nose. Now if that was me, I'd handled that fine piece of chocolate, proper!!"
"He was out of pocket; his credit report came in red so, no kitty for scrubs!!" Uproarious laughter followed from the opposite side of the table drawing my attention away from my phone.
Shaila McCaughey in my opinion was a bit phony, and decidedly thirsty for attention. I'd recently come to work at this firm in the valley happy to keep to myself in my assigned cubicle. Despite this, humans need some sort of contact with others periodically, so I'd take my first break in the employee cafeteria / break room. This choice left me privy to the social business of coworkers wanted, or not. Shaila was this light skinned woman in her early thirties, marginally attractive, tall with an overly thick, bottom heavy figure. I'm only human, so I have to admit that she had the proverbial "Ass That Wouldn't Quit".
The divorce left me jaded enough that I had considerable psychological armor to counteract her obvious charms. This woman made her dime socially in the office holding court in the breakroom with carefully selected peers one of which was her BFF, Ermin a gender fluid individual somewhat on the flamboyant side. Consequently I'd been privy to her social adventures verbally, accompanied by the embarrassing clownish falsetto of her self-assigned bard. Presently, I found my gaze on the extravagant curve of her backside, fetching this particular morning and that was about it.
"Shit, I'm late getting back."
"Bye Girl!" Ermin cried out in hyper feminized style as Shaila and her circle scrambled back onto the work floor. The quiet that followed returned an aura of peace to the small rectangular office.
"Caught you looking boyfriend."
"Excuse me?" Ermin was staring in my direction batting the heavy lashes artificially applied to his saucer eyes for effect.
"You was checking out the cheeks and you got-BUSTED." He wagged a finger with an artificial nail applied and coated in garish orange.
"Alright, now what?" He reared back in his seat with an exaggerated arch in his back, blinking profusely. Ermin kept his hair in a military style buzz cut that was tinged purple which brought out his dark skin tone. It was against the company grooming standards, but H.R. found addressing the issue, a daunting task.
"Oh, so you for real or something, brother man?"
"My personal business; I just asked a question." Ermin produced a tiny tube of Chapstick running it across his prominent lips before grinning at me like a jackal.
"You so hard; I'll give your regards to Shaila, honey."
"Whatever."
Ermin got up still grinning in annoying fashion staring before leaving the breakroom with an odd gait that made it look like he was purposely sticking his ass out. Unknown to me at the time, this guy was playing the long game of an eventual sexual reassessment surgery looming large in his future. I made a mental note to stop using the breakroom for a few weeks until I was forgotten. That guy was the office hen spreading gossip like a fucking pandemic.
As far as I was concerned, that was the end of affairs as I made mental note to give those guys a wide berth so that I wouldn't get caught up in any office related shenanigans and further nonsense with their sewing circle. There was this weird feeling lingering after my exchange with Ermin as I found traffic a little heavier than usual in my aisle. I recognized one or two female faces from the breakroom earlier with Ermin passing between those dual sightings. I didn't see the alpha female of their clique but knew she was well aware that I'd admitted to looking at her huge butt.
Shaila was another fellow employee who had her way with doting male managers and a clueless human resources department also befuddled about addressing the frequent bouts of plumber pants afflicting the office queen. We had a partially relaxed dress code that allowed Shaila to make use of her distracting curves in a series of jean print leggings that failed to completely cover her rear end whenever she had a seat. This was the reason my eyes found her fashion indiscretion luxuriating in the lacy, lilac colored thong riding high on her hips.
I knew some kind of shit show was waiting for me in that breakroom opting to hit a back corridor containing some small utility restrooms with two vending machines between them. There was a payphone in the cramped area too along with a plastic chair. I enjoyed a drama free break period finding a surprise when I returned to my cubicle. Shaila flanked by two female compatriots was scurrying away from the aisle containing my desk. I hung back watching them make good their escape affording myself another look at that big, jiggling butt of hers.
This woman was a good five eight inches of height, with a decidedly cylindrical build above the waist. Given her height, it was the big, ponderous, mushy looking rear that made the difference in her appearance. Her face reminded me of a milk colored version of actress, Gina Torres. That almost familiar looking face was hidden under this reddish, nappy lioness mane. Shaila knew how to play up her assets always professionally made up, with an inconsequential top over a variety of leggings designed to show off her powerful looking, shapely legs. I appreciated this from a voyeuristic point of view. But that was as far as I was willing to go, resolving to stay out of the blast zone.
Two weeks later I decided enough time had passed, entering the breakroom after an extended sabbatical before my shift to enjoy a modest breakfast of a sausage croissant and some orange juice. The wall mounted television was permanently affixed on MSNBC necessitating that I view my phone for real news. About fifteen minutes after I took my seat, Shaila, Ermin and their assorted followers appeared in dramatic fashion, loud and boisterous.
"Oh look who done popped up this morning, sister girl!!" Ermin exclaimed in the same, likely practiced falsetto tone. I didn't glance over or respond, dedicated to keeping my eyes on my phone.
"Stop girlfriend; don't be noxious so early in the morning!" Shaila playfully admonished.
"Don't be extra, baby!" He shouted back earning more raucous laughter from their associates. I instantly wanted to put some distance between myself and this annoying clique but knew that leaving right away would be like blood in the water.
I waited five minutes listening to the incessant chatter gradually withdrawing from the table to the counter at my back. I poured myself a cup of joe I didn't need facing away from the chirping magpies.
"Hey uhm, you got a charger?" The room became deathly quiet as Shaila pushed up beside me at the counter, snagging one of the complimentary pastries there.
"Yeah, here you go; leave it here, I'll pick it up later." Instead of handing it to her, I put it on the counter managing to leave the break room without looking at her directly.
"Oh wow, he's fabulous!" Ermin commented as I opened the breakroom door.
The nonstop chatter followed me out onto the work floor dissipating as I reached my cubicle. She'd been wearing this sort of fluffy looking, long sleeved white blouse undated with polka dots. Those show stopping legs of hers were covered in some muted leopard print leggings likely for optimal effect. Despite myself, I wished I could've gotten a look at that ass in those leggings. My day sort of dragged from that point on until Shaila made an appearance at my cubicle placing the charger on my desk as I tapped away at my keyboard.
"Hey thanks for letting me use this; I'm just bringing it back." There was some awkwardness mixed in her jovial tone.
"You're welcome miss; have a nice day."
"Uhm, sure." Shaila lingered for a moment too long, seeming undecided before taking a few steps away from my area.
I glanced up seeing the back of her shaggy mane. I followed the trajectory of her gaze finding Ermin and some of her sewing circle excitedly motioning towards her in partially silent direction. My eyes returned to the monitor on my desk as she rested an arm on top of my partition.
"What, you don't wanna look at me or something?" Shaila sounded playfully irritated, distinctively serious.
"Of course I want to look at you."
"Why don't you?"
"Doing so would invite your friends over and I'm a responsible adult, Shaila. I don't see a path to interacting with you without the inherent human baggage."
"You don't like my friends?"
"We work in the same office, but I don't actually know them. Your friend Ermin could've said good morning instead of rightly accusing me of looking at your butt. So to me, that's a wrap especially in this day and age." I never stopped tapping as she stood there processing my words.
"So, you still ain't gonna look at me, huh?"
"Shaila, if you want me to look at you; I get off work at five much like yourself. We can have a bite and talk for real, but other than that; I have work to do." I was still tapping away at my computer.
"You asking me out?"
"No."
"What're you asking me then?"
"I'm asking you to make an adult decision about whether or not you want to have a bite to eat with me, sans your entourage." The tone of my voice let her know I was deadly serious.
"You asking me out."
Shaila's voice drifted away along with the rest of her back to her circle of friends. I figured that I'd had my first and last conversation with the self-important diva resolving to continue keeping my distance because I was sure Ermin would appear in short order to taunt or vet me in service to his co-queen of the office. He appeared right before my last break, invading the same space she had earlier in the day.
"You trying to get at my girl, boyfriend?"
"Not anymore."
"What happened?" He sounded perplexed actually striking a feminine pose at the entrance of my cubicle.
"She sent you over here to talk to me instead of just meeting me later for dinner. I find that juvenile and I graduated from high school a long time ago." His doughy looking face scrunched up in apparent annoyance at my unwillingness to adhere to his preconceived notions.
"You don't have to be all salty."
"Ermin."
"What?"
"Sorry, I don't mean to be rude but I gotta get this assignment done; hey, have a soda on me. We're okay and why don't you get your buddy a Coke and a smile on me." I put a five dollar bill on the edge of the desk. Ermin snatched it up switching down the aisle to report his findings.
Later I found myself taking that last break, returning to the small cramped rear area I'd discovered days earlier after first running afoul of Shaila, Ermin and friends. I figured blatantly asking Shaila out on a date coupled with the appearances of "mother hen" Ermin would effectively put an end to things. Ultimately she was seeking validation of her looks and likely nothing more. I figured she was already telling her followers how I'd asked her on a date and been rejected to rounds of jeers and applause from those assorted mouth breathers.
Still I felt a little butthurt myself at being directly confronted when I wasn't ready. It reminded me of earlier days before enlightenment set in with the dissolution of my marriage. Shaila was standing at my cubicle when I returned to the work floor from the opposite side of the room. The varying degrees of anxiety gradually dissipated with a full on look at the proverbial ass of my dreams.
As mentioned before, Shaila was more on the tall, cylindrical side which naturally drew the eye down to her sloping hips and extraordinary huge and pronounced buttocks. From just above the small of her back to the deep undercuff of her ponderous cheeks, a pronounced pear shape was plainly visible. Covered in the thin layer of almost sheer animal print got an instant physical reaction out of me. I played pocket pool for a few seconds adjusting myself as I found the manufactured reason Shaila was standing at my desk.
"I was uhm, just bringing your change back." She lied, peevishly making sure to maintain her posture. It was obvious that she wanted me to see her best asset. Two bills and a quarter were placed on the corner of my desk.
"Sure, thanks." I managed to regain my seat without betraying myself by glancing at her butt.
"So, where're we going for dinner?"
"Someplace good; trust me." I worked not to look at her face already typing away and hating myself for the effort it took not to look directly at Shaila.
"Hint?"
"No, I don't want your friends showing up; but if you want to make a copy of my driver's license for Ermin, be my guest." I fished out the laminated card placing it on the edge of my desk without looking. Shaila picked it up scanning the card before setting it down again.
"Are you always so serious?"
"Ask me that later, at dinner." I interlocked my knuckles under my chin glancing at Shaila taking in a good direct look at her face. There a light smattering of freckles across her nose and cheeks I never noticed before. Her eyes were catlike and green which captured my attention in hypnotic fashion as she smiled.
Shaila slid away seemingly satisfied at the level of emotional involvement leaving me fighting the urge to stick my head out into the aisle to catch another backshot. Instead I glanced over the top of my cubicle finding her outside the department corridor on her phone. I was unsure of how things might go later, but I knew that if she ended up in my bed, Shaila would be limping for the rest of the month. At the conclusion of my workday I half expected her to flake as I turned the corner from the parking garage, but I found her waiting at the corner, with an entourage.
I gotta be honest and admit to almost driving right by this group. Shaila probably thought this was some sort of middle ground between her social needs and my clear disdain for what I considered juvenile bullshit. I pulled up to the curb refusing to even acknowledge the chattering magpies as she sat beside me.
"WHY HE LOOKING SO SERIOUS, WHEN HE GOT THAT GRAND PRIZE?!!" Ermin shouted as I sped away while he was in mid sentence.
"Damn, you bad." Shaila commented.
"I just can't do that kind of shit; are you hungry, miss?"
"I got in the car, didn't I?" She was smiling, but the edge behind her voice was unmistakable.
Her posture indicated she was probably way out of her comfort zone. Shaila seemed to stiffen up the further we drove as I hit the freeway for a trendy eatery I'd always wanted to visit but never did because of my former marriage. The old ball and chain for some reason, never wanted to visit the place, but now I intended to scratch that itch if nothing else. I uncharacteristically pulled into valet parking instead of tooling about the busy area for a garage.
I wanted to put Shaila at ease noticing her holding onto her phone with both hands. It seemed her ego fueled this sort of impromptu date. This woman looked a little apprehensive until a chubby yellow jacketed valet opened her door. I'd already made up my mind to play a sort of long game with Shaila as sort of a pet project. Her friend Ermin initiated the chain of events, so I felt obliged to extend an olive leaf.
"Hey, can I ask you a question, Shaila?" I rounded the back of my car finding her visibly tensed up. Honestly it rubbed me the wrong way.
"Uh-Yeah, sure."
"Do you want to call your friend Ermin; I think you'd feel better if it was a threesome?"
"WHAT?!!"
"For dinner; you wanna ask him down here to be a chaperone; I guess?" Her expressive eyes rolled as she realized what I was suggesting. At this point I didn't care how obvious it was that I was checking her out, but I still dialed it down a bit.
"Why'd you ask me that; I-I mean, are you sure you won't mind?" She stuttered at first, half catching herself verbally.
"No, I don't care but I'm not picking up the check for his meal. You can have whatever you want, okay?" She nodded already dialing him up.
I'd stopped looking directly at her face drawn to the restaurant / open bar and its open patio. It was a little after six in the evening and the place was jumping. I was eager to try out the menu and vet my coworker for a serious pounding if the opportunity presented itself. Presently I just wanted to find out if there was enough between her ears to even bother. I suggested her flamboyant sidekick because I knew if all else failed he'd give me what I wanted. She gave me a token smile as I opened the door to the bar observing a long dormant chivalry.
"It's gonna take him a little time to get here."
"Perfect we have to wait for seating anyway; maybe we can talk a little." We found seating on benches adjacent to the podium inside after I spoke with the hostess. I grabbed a menu perusing the items on the laminated one sheet, noting drinks on one side. A huge, meaty ribeye steak caught my eye as I glanced over finding Shaila staring at her phone.
"What do you think of the place, Shaila?"
"Uhm, it's okay; a little noisy though." She looked uncomfortable in her own skin, folding one leg over the other as I took stock of a luscious thigh. Her full, voluptuous figure was right up my alley, but Shaila seemed off balance used to dictating how things went in dating situations. I hadn't given her the opportunity.
"I came for the menu; so, I'll let the hostess know that we prefer an outside table. I think it'll be easy for Erwin to find us."
"Well uhm, yeah sure." She half stuttered.
We were finally seated at an elevated section of the bar in the patio. I was happy for the outside space so that I could enjoy the music purposely sitting on the other end of the circular table. I ordered a Daiquiri while my nervous date had a strawberry lemonade. In the distance there were a series of large monitors displaying a few games right over a very busy bar as I noticed Shaila passively looking around.
"I want to talk to you Shaila, but you seem nervous or something. I'm not used to sitting before somebody who might be apprehensive about me; so is it because you usually travel with your friends?"
"Well, I do hang out a lot with the girls and uhm, Ermin is my roommate. We been together since high school and he's kind of like, my rock if you know what I mean? You uhm, seem like a cool guy too."
"Alright, so I'll tell you what Shaila; just consider this a really nice lunch hour and nothing more."
"I don't get it?"
"We're just having a bite and nothing else; you can act like this never happened tomorrow. Maybe I should've asked you where you wanted to go first; but I always wanted to visit this bar, but the wife wouldn't let me."
"YOU'RE MARRIED?!!" Shaila became animated for a few seconds as I nodded in the negative.
"Divorced, recently."
"Oh really; what happened?" Her shoulders slumped a bit as she leaned forward taking a sip of her drink, coughing when she realized there was a tiny bit of alcohol inside. I carefully pushed a napkin across the table.
"Cheating."
"Why'd you cheat?" Shaila asked pointedly, inviting casual conflict.
"She cheated, big time Shaila." Her eyes widened at my answer as I finished my Daiquiri signaling the waitress for another as she attended to an adjacent table.
"Why'd your wife cheat?"
"I don't have a clue, my money game is solid, we had a three bedroom and I always bring my A-Game behind closed doors, if you know what I mean, Shaila. I find it perplexing trying to figure out if there was a time when she wasn't stepping outside our sham marriage." She listened intently taking a few sips from her glass.



"Well that explains it."
"Explains what?"
"You're on the rebound; probably think all women are horrible, huh?" I chaffed inside as she revealed the juvenile inner workings of her mind as it related to the manner in which I'd recently responded to her overtures.
"No, I'm not in that frame of mind; and I've been with somebody since then."
"Girlfriend?"
"No, not even." I smirked stealing a glance at one of the monitors inside as her former aura dimmed a bit. If it weren't for her outward appearance, I'd probably ended things earlier when she offended me.
"Friend, with benefits?"
"A gentleman never tells, Shaila." She half snorted, giggling into the remainder of her drink as I handed her another napkin. Her posture was more relaxed, easy going with the flow of the conversation at this point. I wanted to ask her some questions but relented knowing how much she would love to talk about herself. I figured Ermin would give me some wiggle room to get out of things with Shaila, if needed.
"Come on, you're not mad about your wife cheating?"
"Yeah, it pissed me off; but I uh, realized it was for the best in the end."
"Did she shoot up your pockets?"
"I've got a really good lawyer, so she settled in mediation for a lump sum." The hostess brought my new drink over along with a basket of finger food as we waited for our meal.
"Oh you got it like that, huh?"
"You have absolutely, no idea Shaila." She was completely warmed up at this point having supposedly found some common ground we could relate on as I noticed Ermin on the sidewalk scanning the venue.
I dialed it back a bit once her best friend and roommate appeared in decidedly dramatic fashion. Ermin did as I predicted, deftly filling in the blanks in Shaila's life story. The girl as her flamboyant associate put it; were best buddies from high school onward, both initially misfits. Formerly a short, chubby wallflower, Shaila's genetic lottery hit in dramatic fashion leaving her somewhat of a zaftig bombshell.
Despite suddenly being in heavy demand, Shaila attended her prom with Ermin. Knowing no bounds, her alternative compatriot imparted the fact that Shaila only had three boyfriends, currently undergoing a sexual drought of sorts. She didn't take kindly to that breach of information hiding away in the restroom while Ermin continued clucking away.
"So, you gonna hit those cheeks or what, boyfriend?" He asked on his second shrimp cocktail.
"I don't know; she seems a little hesitant."
"Man don't you know nothing at all?! You got to woo that girl, sweet talk her up out of them panties and put it down so hard, she come to work in a wheelchair, man!!" I was laughing openly considering his eccentric antics humorous and worthy of his own Netflix special.
"You know I can't do that shit; it's a different time we live in now."
"Bullshit man; you need to give that girl some love so a nigga can get his freak on, for reals!!"
"Excuse me?" I almost choked on my drink covering my mouth with a napkin. Some laughter from the surrounding tables attested to his comedic acumen.
"I'm trying to have some alone time-with my man, you know watching movies under the covers with our shoes off; know what I'm saying boyfriend?!! We can't even toe wrestle or nothing with that big heifer sitting in the middle, boy! You feeling me, man?!!"
"Please stop, I'm trying to drink, Ermin."
"I know, I know what you saying dog; but you got to give her something so I can get something; you dig?!!" I spewed a good portion of my Heineken across the table nearly hitting Ermin as Shaila reappeared in time to hear the last part of his desperate plea.
"I want to talk to you Ermin-ALONE!!"
"I know you ain't mad girlfriend-I'M TRYING TO HELP YOU OUT!!" Shaila made several plays for his bicep as he twisted comically away, eventually doing somewhat of a pirouette to raucous applause.
She managed to drag Ermin out onto the sidewalk as I fished out my credit card opting to pay the complete tab. The comedy show continued halfway down the block as I gave the valet my ticket. Shaila and Ermin were making quite a spectacle of themselves in what appeared to be a free ranging argument for the ages wild hand gestures, snapping fingers and all. I noticed a bit of a crowd gathering to watch the theatrics cellphones in hand, laughing along with them.
"GET YOURSELF SOME PENIS, BABY GIRL!!" Spectators were almost rolling on the sidewalk by this point.
Ermin seemed to arch his back in an unnatural manner emphasizing his butt which had the added effect of making the effete clown resemble a humanoid chicken. The duo mashed chests a couple of times before Shaila pushed off using the palm of her hand on his forehead. This apparently was the straw that broke Ermin's curved spine as he hurried off waving and snapping his fingers to more laughter and pedestrian commentary. I met Shaila halfway as a few cars honked their horns wanting me to move my vehicle.
"I paid the bill; what's up with Ermin?"
"Forget him; all he care about is getting his "thang" on with his little boy toy, Gerry!! You know he had the nerve to blame me for his lack of action?! He's telling me that I'm blocking because my cooch on lockdown; can you believe that shit?!!" It was hard to keep a straight face listening to this nonsense.
"Sorry that happened; I thought having your friend here would make it easier for us to communicate." She was tugging on her blouse still staring back towards the direction he'd stalked off.
"He's just a little queen bitch, anyway!"
"So, am I calling you a Lyft?"
"Huh?"
"Well, I wanted to know if it's time to get you into a taxi so that you can get home, safely. I enjoyed having dinner with you two and uh, maybe we could talk later or something."
"We can't hang out?"
"Would you be okay without a chaperone?"
"I'm thirty two; you don't have to treat me like a kid because of some shady shit Ermin said. He just wanna get plowed by his man. All that guy does is lay around the house in his underwear and shit; I don't wanna see or hear that noise tonight!!"
"Too much information." I cautioned as the valet approached wanting me to do something about my car in the lane.
I glanced over finding two other vehicles wildly honking their horns, one driver yelling something indecipherable. Shaila followed me back to the car jumping in the passenger seat as I cut out across the intersection. I found that she considerably more relaxed this time out as we tooled a few blocks stopping long enough to pick up two bowls of designer yogurt for the desert as she insisted on wanting to see my place to kill some time. At this point it was highly unlikely that I was going to sleep with her in any capacity. The silliness at work, Ermin and her own personal limitations gave me pause.
"What're you thinking?" She asked after a while as I neared my home.
"Not gonna lie; I'm a little conflicted about taking you to my house. You seemed so nervous earlier and I usually don't bring people home I'm not sleeping with. Shaila you're a nice girl, but maybe not in my lane; kind of like a friend type person. Maybe, you'd want to go someplace else, perhaps?" I watched her visibly scoff at my personal assessment.
"Are you serious? I'm very much in your lane; let's go to your house; if you're not scared?" I laughed as I turned into my driveway. Her phone disappeared into her purse as I put the car in park.
I'd taken her measure finding the woman a false princess who still saw herself as the dowdy, plain jane passed over and ignored during her formative years. Her buddy had inadvertently aided in her social stagnation by endorsing her fear of finding anything new. Ermin's initially offensive accusation now made more sense in perspective. He'd been looking for someone to take her off his hands after playing himself into a gilded cage of sorts.
I wondered how many guys had been run off unable to deal with his orientation and her arrested, juvenile antics. Shaila was made the minute she sat in my car nervously clutching her phone in both hands to the exact second she took her first sip of that strawberry lemonade.
"We going inside or are we just sitting in your car all night?" It was meant to sound quippy and full of snark, but I just chuckled opening my door.
"Sure, this way Shaila."
"Oh, what's so funny, now?" Despite this turn of events, my eyes still casually caressed her curves luxuriating in the subtle sway of her cheeks.
"Nothing."
Shaila noticed the trajectory of my gaze stopping abruptly to hand me the paper bag holding our mutual desserts, before tugging down on the back of her blouse. It was futile of course, comical because of the pronounced definition of her cheeks.
"You think you sneaky, huh?" She walked ahead, abruptly stopping in my path causing us to lightly collide.
Shaila put a little extra in her step continuing onward to my front door. There was a contemplative look on her face as I opened the door allowing her to enter my living room. My knuckle rubbed against her thigh as she entered a little close in my opinion. As soon as I walked inside, Shaila turned still close to my chest rewarding me with a light peck on the lips.
Two more pecks followed before I could react as her arms encircled my neck. Our collective desserts were tossed on the love seat adjacent to the front door as my hands went to her waist finding it a little doughy. Shaila was middle of the road rabbiting me with multiple kisses before gingerly slipping her tongue into my mouth.
I knew enough to follow her lead as our tongue caressed rather than wrestled. Shaila moaned into my mouth as I massaged her waist loving the inherent softness of her skin. My hands gradually slid down to the upper swell of her huge butt remaining in place, fingers outstretched. There was no outward resistance or other visual signals as I pondered letting my grasp slide lower. Shaila pressed into me making the decision for us collectively. My fingertips traced the outline of her panties which rode high on her hips despite being fullback.
Her hands covered my pecks in caressing fashion sliding down to my sides concurrently as she broke the kiss watching her own actions. There was an enchanted look on her face as she gingerly found my waist and obvious bulge before looking into my eyes conflicted. Our lips merged more passionately allowing me to sink both of my pointer fingers into the waistband of her leggings feeling even more of the softness underneath. Shaila's fingers were working at my belt buckle quickly undoing it as an audible metallic sound signaled another line crossed.
Her breath was hard and labored, little huffs of heat wetly hitting my face as she undid the sole button on my slacks, albeit somewhat clumsily. With open mouth and heaving bosom, Shaila slowly drew my zipper down finding only my briefs between her and my restrained tumescence. My fingers slid around her waistband to the front feeling everything ending with eight fingers inside at her abdomen. This seemed to do the trick prompting her to take encircle my shaft in her fist. Her green eyes fluttered when she felt a strong pulse run through my girth.
Ermin's admonitions about her lack of action, drought of physical attention came to bear as Shaila slowly stroked my shaft with baited interest. A thumb brushed my crown repeatedly sending shockwaves through my lower half. Before I even realized it, I peeled her leggings partially just exposing the decadent roundness of her hips. Shaila caught herself shooting a fleeting glare and grit of tooth that stopped me from going further.
"Maybe we should close the front door." Her features softened directing my attention to the still opened door and a homeless woman pushing a cart ten feet from it after raiding the apartment trash bin.
Shaila took the initiative pushing the door closed behind me with her free hand still in custody of my erection. She locked it before I went in for another more passionate kiss letting my hands slide up in her blouse. I traced a finger along the pronounced line that was her spine drawing it down until I found the beginnings of a deep gluteal cleft. The unintended intrusion resulted in a sudden yank on my shaft that served as a response to my actions which made me yelp.
"That hurt, huh?" Shaila smiled as if it were some prank instead of an aggressive faux rebuke.
"Hardly, do it some more."
"Really?"
"Yeah Shaila." She licked her plump lips giving me a few rough tugs before pressing into me stroking with purpose.
We were still just inside my front door but Shaila was really getting into playing with me. My hands slid up under her blouse finding a moderately full set of breasts cupping both. She seemed to like having her breasts kneaded as my thumbs discovered prominent nipples pushing against the foam cups of her brassiere. Both were pinched simultaneously earning a sustained moan from the light skinned beauty.
I took advantage of the opening to slide her blouse off tossing it on the loveseat as her hand abandoned my erection. There was an aura of demure reticence as this woman crossed arms in front of her breasts hiding them as best she could. Her torso looked short, almost truncated due to her cylindrical build above the waist that spoke to her long past weight loss. Her biceps had just a bit of extra baby fat creating these pronounced dimples at her elbows along with some meatiness of the shoulders and creases at her underarms.
I believe she was trying to hide the fat girl beneath the skin. I snatched up her discarded blouse covering her chest with it before tucking myself away and gathering up our bagged desserts. Her reservations understood and recognized; I took the dual containers into the kitchen removing them from the bag as she followed.
"Uhm, I'm just self-conscious about my body; I wasn't rejecting you, okay?" I opened the styrofoam container finding that my pralines and cream pretty much liquified.
"Yeah, sure." Her rainbow sherbert was pretty much in the same condition.
Shaila slowly lowered her arms revealing what appeared to be a substantial pair of C-Cup breasts hidden behind a white demi cup brassiere. It looked a little small on her adding to her cleavage as I remained perplexed about what to do next. With a bit of effort, Shaila reached back unhooking her bra letting it slide away from her chest before glancing down at her bare breasts and back up at me. Unfettered I was treated to the sight of her chubby looking boobs sort of far apart from weight loss with darkened quarter sized areolas.
"They're ugly, right?"
"Come here." I didn't answer her question beckoning Shaila over to my kitchen countertop positioning her facing the open containers of yogurt. I spooned some of the sherbert into her mouth a few times before handing the anxious girl the plastic utensil.
Before long I was cupping the underside of her boobs kneading and massaging them, playing with her nipples. Her nubs were thick, prominent and sensitive to the touch. She whimpered a bit as my pelvis bumped against her huge butt rhythmically. A bunch of kisses were planted on her rounded cheek before she turned sinking her tongue into my mouth wantonly. We were kissing for a while before I relented leaving her gasping.
"I want some too, Shaila." She offered some to me, but I flicked the cream onto one of her nipples before taking it between my lips. This evolved into a lewd routine that left her nursed nipples sweet and glistening.
"That feels so good; I like the way you touch me."
"Will you let me do something more, Shaila?" She nodded readily, slightly flinching at I began peeling her leggings and panties down until her shaved muff was exposed. It was soft and puffy looking as I pressed a finger into her mound.
"We gonna do it here in the kitchen?" I pressed a finger against her lips, quieting her query.
The kitchen was oblong, rectangular with the fridge at one end of it while the other side fed into my open dining room and living room. Shaila was given my bowl of yogurt and pressed against the wall as I stood back taking in her partially undressed form. I loved her demure brand of unsure sensuality, actually wanting to feast on it in some regard. Shaila took a spoonful nervous when I closed in on her for a light kiss before kneeling at her feet. Her sex was a perfect inverted triangle.
"Give me some yogurt, Shaila." I stuck my tongue out getting a spoonful.
"That's real good, give me some more baby." She looked puzzled but dropped a dollop on my extended tongue. I leaned forward sticking my tongue into her thigh gap just below her mound. A tremor ran through her body almost causing Shaila to drop the container.
"Yeah just what I was looking for; more please." She looked incredulous quickly adding another spoonful to my tongue. I kissed and licked her mound, letting my tongue run along her slit as best I could because of her extremely thick thighs. We found a rhythm as her hand palmed the back of my head rubbing my scalp.
"Oh baby, eat your ice cream." She groaned as I nibbled and sucked on the puffy mound, racking my teeth across it before licking and slurping at her slit.
"Technically its yogurt, Shaila."
"Yeah what fucking ever; eat your motherfucking yogurt baby!" Her milky complexion flushed embarrassingly crimson assuming a glow that went from her forehead to her cleavage. She became more forceful to strains of "YOU AND I" by Black Ivory. One of my neighbors fancied himself the neighborhood DJ playing his state of the art sound system full blast every other night.
"Mmmn, this yogurt tastes soooo good, Shaila."
"Yeah I think-I think it's my favorite flavor too!! Have some more of this good stuff, nigga." The hand palming the back of my head got even more forceful driving me, mashing my face against her sex. I wondered if she'd ever really been on the receiving end of oral satisfaction.
Those animal print legging were yanked down mid thigh forcefully and Shaila didn't mind one bit squirming against that wall in rising nirvana as her clit was teased to heaven and back before my tongue dipped inside tickling her walls. Little bursts of salty goodness hit my offending digit encouraging me to attack her virtue with no quarter given as the styrofoam container hit the tiled floor splashing its contents everywhere.
Both of her hands were forcefully shoving my face up into her snatch as she loudly whimpered in every increasing tempos until she was screaming my name. Those big, juicy hips were shivering uncontrollably humping against my face until she went tragically rubber in those sexy legs desperately grabbing the edge of the countertop, digging her nails into the back of my head as the climax fully engulfed her.
"Oh shit, that was some good motherfucking yogurt." Shaila complimented breezily running her fingers through her bushy mane.
"Turn around, I wanna see it." My chest was heaving from the high of getting Shaila off, but I wasn't going to be happy until I claimed a reward.
She was breathing hard. Our eyes were cast downward towards the floor as she faced the wall planting her palms flat. I worked at drawing the leggings down while slipping her beige wedge heels off robbing Shaila of a few inches of height.
Funny, here I was in my kitchen with a thick, naked woman two months after splitting from my wife and yet, I still glanced over my shoulder almost expecting her to appear in the open doorway. I guess it was internal programming from years of futile marriage that gave me pause before closing the deal so to speak. There's only been one woman since that dissolution, one of my old lady's running buddies who seemed to have kept her mouth shut in the aftermath. Shaila appeared an altogether different creature a shade less cunning once you got by the smoke and mirrors and her own self-appointed court of clowns.



Knowing this, I intended to enjoy this woman to the fullest. I allowed myself to peer up directly at the oversized, huge rubbery looking butt directly in front of my face now. It was an inverted, slightly warped heart as big if not bigger than my chest itself, just the way I preferred since the first time I'd ever experienced an erection.
I cupped the outsides of her hips squeezing and jiggling her backside finding it slightly watery. There were deep indentations, panty lines etched into the flesh creating an outline of the fullback underwear in the seat of her leggings on my kitchen floor.
"You like it, baby; like that ass?"
"I love it, girl." My fingers dug into the undercuff making it bounce before I was compelled to press my lips against a cheek giving it a reverent kiss.
Shaila gasped and moaned enjoying the contact allowing me to play with it as much as I liked. I stood turning her into my waiting lips in a deep embrace that allowed me to grab as much of her backside as humanly possible. The head of my cock tapped and rubbed against her moist mound eventually poking it before sinking into her thigh gap.
"That feels good, push it in deeper."
Shaila crossed one thick leg over the other adding tightness to the lush sensation already provided by her inner thighs. It was humid, moist and slippery sending waves of pleasure along my rigid shaft.
"Shit yeah." We clapped together audibly as she stared down at my invading unit parting her slit becoming slathered in her oily essence. One of her hands cupped the side of my face as we made out while her fingers dug into one of my cheeks in kind.
"Fuck my thighs."
It was so tight and squishy as we continued rubbing together feeling everything increasing waves of pleasure until I was nearly on the precipice. Shaila reached down snatching my hands up to her breasts wanting them handled. Her hands covered my own pressing them down hard. I could feel her nipples poking the center of my palms. She let out a throaty sustained whine of approval when I pinched both between greedy fingers. Shaila pushed against my pecks separating and putting enough space between us for her hand to stroke me with purpose.
She bent over flicking her tongue on my crown taking the measure of it's taste before kneeling for a good third of the rest. A good half found a home between her plump lips while the rest was covered by her fist. Her light eyes were looking directly up into mine as her juicy lips slid back and forth on my member before she tried to throat the whole thing backing away coughing. Several bursts of precum and out intermingled saliva ran down into her cleavage as she wiped her palm across her lips.
"Can we just, like fuck now?" It almost sounded like Shaila was begging.
I took her hand daintily helping the nude woman to her feet suddenly grabbing a fistful of her hair roughly for a deep, soulful kiss as she did the same to my cock nearly yanking it off before her actions became desperate stroking.
"I want some of this-NOW!!" She demanded.
"Anything you want Shaila; my bedroom is there." I was feeling it everywhere, wanting her as much as she wanted me with extreme clarity.
Shaila reluctantly released me followed the direction I'd gestured towards with this sort of Pigeon toed walk creating a ripple effect across her big, jiggly buttocks. Under the kitchen light, her packed hourglass figure was astounding nearly driving me to handle myself. I didn't want to lose sight of her as she turned the corner walking by my living room into the bedroom quickly turning to face me, both hands behind her on the bed. I followed her inside struggling with a bit of self-control long enough to snatch up my wife's discarded jewelry box which was now home to my condoms.
Shaila snatched the golden packet tearing the foil apart to get at her prize before pushing into me handling my cock. Her nimble fingers skillfully slid the latex sheathe onto my member before giving it a forceful squeeze. She frantically clambered onto my bed momentarily putting her huge cheeks on display before turning to face me planting her butt on the lush mattress.
"Give it to me; I want you to fuck the shit out of me!"
Not a second was wasted as I scrambled between her legs driving her shoulders down onto the mattress burying myself balls deep inside. I got three good long strokes before her thick legs ensnared me hungrily wanting more. Her back arched up into my thrusts frantically, accompanied by audibly wet squishy evidence of our immediate coupling. Shaila was already in the zone working feverishly as she palmed my scalp pulling me into her lips. There was little doubt her friend Ermin would've been proud of her progress.
"Ah fuck, this pussy is all yours!!" Shaila screamed mid rutting as my balls slapped the bottom of her overly packed rear end.
"So I can do whatever I want with my pussy, huh?"
"Oh yeah man; it's yours baby!!" She was so wet, I felt splashes of moisture every time we clapped together.
Shaila groaned sounding like she was being gutted with every sure thrust of my hips. Suddenly all the bullshit I'd gone through to get to this point seemed worth it. I made a mental note to buy Ermin another soda the next time we met. I drew back wanting her on all fours, but Shaila grabbed frantically at my shoulders pulling me down on top of her. The bed was squeaking loudly under her dense figure taking the brunt of my carnal invasion.
"GET ON YOUR FUCKING HANDS AND KNEES!!" I barked getting instant compliance.
Goosebumps sprouted all over my forearms and back at the sight of Shaila on all fours displaying her best asset., literally. She wasn't even looking back sure of herself to the ultimate degree letting the natural jiggle of her charm enthrall me. It just looked bigger from this point of view conforming in pillow like fashion and softness to my very willing fingers.
I traced a single finger diagonally along one of the creases in her flesh as Shaila slightly rocked back and forth allowing me to visually over indulge. My heart was thumping something fierce as I took her from behind like a savage, grabbing handfuls of her lush reddened mane. This position allowed me to bottom out with every thrust making Shaila gasp in time with my carnal overtures. She was beyond wet enchanting me with the watery ripple effect across her cheeks.
"OH FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!! YOU'RE MAKING ME CRY!!" My grip on her mane was ironclad as I did my best to ride Shaila around the bed and up the headboard. Her head was pulled backwards, chin raised in stallion fashion taking all and everything given.
At once Shaila was sobbing so hard that I relented digging my fingers into the flesh of her narrow waist driving myself even harder as tears ran down her cheeks. Both of us were drenched in glistening sweat taking the full measure of one another. My hands slid down to the lush roundness that was Shaila's hips as she bent forward into an upright fetal position burying her face in the ruffled bedding. She was so shrill and loud that anyone within earshot would have thought someone was beating the embattled woman.
Bursts of moisture were now splashing with every thrust making it appear as if she were incontinent. The girl was taking a beating making my earlier musings about a possible coupling, prophetic. It looked like I was even parting her cheeks wider than before as my pelvis smashed her to oblivion. Her decadent hips were popping in time with me colliding into my pelvis like the incoming tide as I crossed the point of no return. My thighs inner tightened up as she tightened around my girth capturing me, slowing my desperate overtures to a crawl.
"AWWWN, GIVE IT TO ME NOW!! I WANT IT SOOOO BAAADDDD!!" I grunted in agreement half shoving her free of my tumescence to flop clumsily down on her belly as I tore the condom off.
Shaila remained face down proving to be a quick study of my proclivities continually twerking and clapping her prodigious cheeks taking several milky ropes across her wide expanse until it was a visual testament to our unbridled lust. My hand delivered several slaps to her huge derriere before rubbing my spunk in as we both came down from a collective tactile high.
"Oh shit, I needed that so much." She moaned reclining on her side picking at her hair. I was still invested in kneading and massaging her derriere.
"Yeah that was uhm, great foreplay." I mentioned.
"FOREPLAY?!!" Shaila's eyes widened looking as it she wanted to bolt, until she saw the smile on my face laughing in turn.
"Relax." I'd never stopped rubbing and caressing her.
"Man, you're crazy; you do it like you just got out of jail or something." She commented again.
"I did." We both laughed as Shaila caught the joke this time.
There was this perfect moment of calm as we both sat there looking around the bedroom in complete silence pondering things unsaid. It was surreal after being attached for so long only to have it all end so-abruptly. The first thing I'd replaced after shit went sideways was the bed. There was no way I was going to lie somewhere a number of other men had lain while I toiled away in utter bondage and a dead end job at that time. Now, here I was with the second of two women since that fateful time.
There was white noise in my head blotting everything else out leaving me internally formless. Shaila was still laying on her belly staring at her own corner of the room fingers interlocked. I figured I'd come to an understanding realizing she still suffered with issues of self-worth even after years of being in her current physical state. Being marginalized and ignored for an extended period of time before basically evolving left Shaila a prisoner of sorts in her own body. No doubt she'd hooked up with the first "select man" who'd come her way after emerging from her social cocoon. I'd wager things hadn't turned out particularly well.
"So, is there anything else you want me to do, now?" She sounded apprehensive, cautious.
"Yeah."
"What?"
"I want you to go clean that yogurt up you dropped on my kitchen floor." Shaila turned on her side in a reclining buddha pose staring pointedly at my face. I stared back offering nothing else as her brow furrowed.
Movement gradually returned to her limbs as she slowly rose on all fours, pausing to look at my face for a few seconds before rising vertically on her knees, pausing again to see if I was joking. She took her time climbing down onto the carpet standing in front of me waiting again as my eyes roamed over her hourglass figure before returning to her face unchanged.
"Geez, man." Shaila scoffed before dragging her feet as she left the bedroom.
My eyes followed her out solely focused on the sway of her abundant derriere and then I was alone. Shaila could be heard in the kitchen milling about mumbling to herself before running water from the sink drowned those incoherent musings out. I slid off the bed taking my time leaving the bedroom walking by my open living room noticing her in the kitchen. Her fizzy mane was just visible over the table as I found Shaila on her knees wiping up the mess with a handful of paper towels. She went on all fours actually scrubbing up the dried sticky residue left from the toppled yogurt container.
Seeing her nude on my kitchen floor angrily mumbling to herself did something to me as I slid to her right side with my back to the fridge. She noticed my feet glancing up at my emotionless face before her gaze went to my tumescence. It started to gradually fatten and lengthen, twitching in front of her eyes until she was silently compelled to take me between her lips.
Her technique was slower, more methodical this time as she seemed intent on giving pleasure than receiving. It was a stark contrast to her earlier frenetic behavior as I went down on her in this very same kitchen. Her thumb and forefinger encircled my shaft tightly stroking as she vacuumed her thick lips going harder. The rest joined the fray becoming an oppressive fist working hard enough to make one of my legs tremble. Shaila's upper half bobbed as she went harder wanting a gooey reward with her breasts bouncing on her chest.
She tried to take everything but achieved half going back to what she knew instead of giving up. Both of her fists were interlocked stroking my meat with mounting intensity until I shot a thick deluge of manly essence deep into her gullet. Her lips tightened the seal as she drew everything out continuously swallowing in time with every pulsing wave. Shaila released me with a loud audible gasp running a finger across her lips while still handling me at the base. Her fingers twisted and wiggled my cock as she played with it displaying childlike curiosity and wonder of something newly discovered.
She thumped it a few times making me wince, finding humor in my minor discomfort. It became obvious that she was sexually puzzled by the fact that my member was still erect. The underside of my shaft was exposed as she ran a finger along a thick vein on its underside before cupping and rolling my balls. I was surprised when she leaned forward taking one in her mouth quickly drawing back wiping her forearm across her mouth. Her lips returned to the spot just above my sack licking and slathering saliva there before sucking on me some more.
Shaila in seems, was discovering a latent proclivity for oral sex. Those juicy lips put on a clinic as she indulged herself making the room melt away around us as this thick, comely sister got her perv on without restraint. It seemed like she was going to suck me off again when she suddenly stood up tapping my cock on her shaved mound, eventually pressing it there under her fingers. I popped my hips rubbing the underside of my glans on her puffy sex finding a new sensation.
Before I could fully investigate and experiment with a new sensation, Shaila pivoted pressing my length against her hip in similar tactic. I found myself running my cock along the pronounced curve of her thigh while she mashed down on my shaft. I dug my nails into the front of that thigh and the deep undercuff of her buttock at the back going hard in the paint.
At the height of this inventive bit of intercrural sex, Shaila pivoted a third and final time allowing the full length of my cock to rest between her voluminous rear cleavage. The milk colored sister bent enough at the waist so that her elbows were resting on the counter top. My girth was almost completely hidden by the two halves of her gluteal cleft as I went to town railing her butt cheeks.
The watery ripples, rubbery jiggle and unintentional twerk sent me right over the edge as bursts of ejaculate exploded from the top of her rear cleavage in unrestrained pulses that nearly caused me to swoon. I made a massive mess evidenced by the gooey liquid drizzling down the incredible curve of her rear. Some of it was even pooled on the tile floor in minute droplets. Shaila turned to me with a self-satisfied smile.
"Now, you clean it up." She cupped the underside of my chin giving me a peck on the cheek before sneaking a sudden yank on my cock earning a yelp. My hand collided in a loud open handed slap on her butt as she disappeared back into my bedroom chuckling.
We called off for the next two days and continued fucking like rabbits.
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There's this framed photo in the waiting room that looks like something a kindergarten student would do. It depicts two garishly drawn stick figures dressed like pirates on either side of something that looks like a paper boat. Its been hanging there for a minute with a tiny metallic inscription that reads the year 1969 imbedded into the frame. Something about it, the placement on the wall perhaps makes me want to act out in over the top fashion.
The wallpaper surrounding it is light beige, embroidered with microscopic pinstripes of something akin to turquoise stripes running from the ceiling to the floor. I can't tell because of the other furniture in the waiting room. Everything seems smallish and low to the floor as I glance down at what passes for a coffee table finding a few tabloid magazines, some decidedly mainstream publications like Time Magazine and one oddly appropriate child's coloring book on the table. I feel crazy as I check the face of my phone.
I've been waiting almost thirty five minutes past my designated appointment time.
"Hey, you can come on back now." I glance up finding her in the door.
She's kind of leaning against the door frame watching me in sterilized, clinical fashion, her eyes hidden behind some old school shades. I notice her suit jacket is beige colored matching the shit on the wall while her blouse is a rich brown color along with the knee length skirt covering her lower half. Her shoes are brown too and I wonder about my own sanity as I stand up to follow her back to the office. It's my fifth visit and I notice the undeniable curve of hips straining against the material. I can't help but notice the bulging fullness of her ass which is plainly visible despite the dark colored material of her skirt.
I can't help it; I always look whenever I get a chance. It feels like she knows sometimes as she pushes the door open revealing the cramped interior of her office. It's eleven am on a Saturday and the building is almost deserted other than a few adjacent areas used for a number of rehabs. This floor is reserved for shrinks. I feel crazy as I check the face of my phone.
"Have a seat on the couch there; you can lay down if you prefer, darling." It feels kind of weird whenever she refers to me in this manner, but I never say anything about it, and I don't know why.
"We'll start in a minute; how have you been doing?"
"Sticking to the basics I guess; keeping things close to the chest and working." She retrieved a file from cabinet under her desk looking through a manilla folder.
"Nothing wrong with that; are you seeing anyone?"
"Nothing serious, nobody I want to claim." There was a laptop on her desk that she kept typing away at as we conversed.
The office itself was sparsely furnished with a basic desk, file cabinets one large behind her back along with the one under her desk and a table next to the couch which had some sort of kid's Jungle Jim toy on its surface. Sometimes I felt like playing with it but thought it'd make me look crazy.
"Care to elaborate?"
"Coworker at the insurance office where I work; we were messing around for a good two weeks."
"Not anymore?"
"No, I had to let that go because she was getting too familiar."
"Explain."
"I really liked sleeping with her and she was non threatening enough to allow into my home, but she started leaving things there, so she'd have a reason to come back. Don't get me wrong, she's beautiful and built just the way I like, but she's way too immature to have anything serious."
"Good enough to screw, but not have an actual relationship." She was still writing in that folder as I glanced out the window at the street below finding sparse traffic and a few pedestrians.
"She lives with a roommate, a guy named Ermin who's a little over the top-he's gay. That's not the problem before you ask, but he works at the same place we do and uhm, he was getting a little overbearing. Just to put things in perspective, he wanted us to hook up so that he could have some alone time with his boyfriend. Shaila, that's her name; was cramping his style and he steered her in my direction. Well, after we were kind of on the regular, Ermin didn't seem to like it all that much because Shaila was always over my house."
"He also invaded your personal space." She filled in the blank as I unconsciously nodded my head.
"Came over my house with his boyfriend, a couple of other gay dudes and a few girls from the office to quote-unquote see how we were doing. I played along, decided to be the good host ordering up some food and making drinks, but they were kind of trashing my place. No one was really talking to me and whenever I'd talk, one of the girls would stare at me like I wasn't supposed to say anything."
"In what manner did you reassert your dominance?"
"I went to my bedroom silently pissed while Shaila and her clique continued the festivities. There was this selfie stick left behind by my ex-wife. I attached it to my phone and went live on social media walking back out into the living room. I got verbally savage explaining things from my point of view, even going in on Shaila for bringing this nonsense to my home. In the end a lot of people got an impromptu show as the entire group was ejected from my home ala that old Jefferson's show. Shaila was pissed, so she was asked to leave too."
"No reconciliation?"
"She's messing around with some Nigerian dude with a huge penis; Ermin made sure to pass that information along. I just shrugged, but later I called up Nichelle to come over and top me off."
"Still messing around with your ex-wife's best friend, I see."
"Not really, we just have an understanding."
"Explain."
"We don't like each other but we're sexually compatible."
"You don't have a problem using a woman just for her body; exclusively in a sexual manner?"
"No."
"No reservations, whatsoever?"
"I spent too many years in an oppressive relationship getting the short end of the stick until happenstance came along and pissed in my cornflakes. Truth be told, I was suffocating and sexually unfulfilled way before I found out the old lady was cheating."
"Not gonna miss Shaila?"
"Somebody will come along, sooner or later." I glanced out the window watching a disheveled looking woman pushing her children across the street in a beat up double stroller. A few kids equally scruffy and filthy, shadowed her footsteps in single file.
"Interesting."
"Are we going to start the session now, Carry Anne?"
"We're finished."
She closed the folder returning it to the small file cabinet under her desk before swiveling in her chair facing me with an impassive expression I'd come to know over the last few sessions. She always wore those shades whenever we had an appointment. It put me at a disadvantage because I couldn't tell what was going on in her head. I noticed she'd let her blonde hair grow out to her shoulders since the last time I was on her couch. Some married friends suggested her as a therapist after my divorce. They said it would help me decompress.
"That was quick."
"I like to stick to the basics; some therapists bullshit their clients into a veneer of compassion that's unnecessary. I've only recently started up my practice again; you are one of two clients and I'm thinking of reducing that number to a single digit."
"So this is goodbye?"
Carry Anne folded one leg over the other giving me a view of a shapely calf as my eyes followed it down to her brown wedge heel. She leaned forward crossing her wrists over an elevated knee, regarding me for a few seconds. I couldn't deny the sliver of anxiety I felt under her gaze. It seemed like she was intently studying me for a few moments.
"I'm writing another book, so I've been gathering data for it while getting back into the groove as it were. Personally speaking, you seem well adjusted and able to define your boundaries when challenged on a personal level. There's nothing wrong with you that requires any considerable therapy."
"Well then, should we just say goodbye?"
"That depends."
"Depends, on what?" Carry Anne drew the shades away from her eyes, letting the glasses dangle over her knee as she stared at my face. I couldn't deny her mature beauty finding the act of peering into her blue eyes equally daunting.
"I'd have to say that depends on you, darling." Her answer struck me odd as she nibbled on the leg of her glasses watching me intently.
Carry Anne leaned back closing her laptop, placing her shades on top of it before checking her I-phone for a few seconds. She got up walking over to close her office door before slipping out of her jacket hanging it on a hook there. When Carry Anne turned back towards me, the buttons on her blouse were undone revealing a wealth of cleavage and an expensive lace covered brassiere as she unbuttoned her cuffs.
She stripped away the shirt watching me out the corner of her eye as she folded it over her office chair. I swallowed as my heart began thumping loudly in my chest at the sight of her. I was looking at a woman in her early fifties with the hourglass figure of a goddess. She was decidedly bottom heavy in the best possible way with very long legs that closed the distance between us in half a step. Carry Anne turned her back to me giving me a view of her own huge butt that surpassed Shaila's.
"A little assistance, darling." She wanted me to unzip her.
There was a short zipper at the top of her skirt. The tab was hidden under a buttoned flap at the waistband which I unbuttoned with trembling fingers before drawing said zipper down. Carry Anne didn't move, waiting deathly silent. My fingers found a life of their own tugging at that brown skirt hearing a bit of tearing fabric in the process. She didn't seem to mind as I continued tugging and pulling until it cleared the widest point of her hips. Underneath I found a pair of high waisted, embroidered panties functioning as little more than a thong considering the perfectly inverted heart shape of her derriere.
Carry Anne shifted her weight from one foot to the other making each cheek surge and pop in front of my eyes. I took a deep breath quickly relieving her of the underwear as well. I tried to stifle a gasp, but I was sure she'd heard it glancing over her shoulder at me with a self-assured smirk on her face. She knew exactly what she was working with, how to trigger my less than latent proclivities after a number of previous sessions which involved details about my sexual history on more than one occasion. I'd never given it any thought before but looking at the extraordinary derriere before me put missing pieces in place.
Carry Anne had me made in no uncertain terms. She was beautiful, shapely just two shades shy of voluptuous with powerful shapely long legs. This was definitely a trophy wife standing before me. I'd noticed a wedding ring on her finger before but never asked about it. Despite her age, there wasn't an ounce of fat on her body which made the huge inverted heart shape of her butt more or less, a solid mass. Carry Anne deftly released her brassiere dropping it into my lap after turning around.
"I assume we understand each other?" There was a light smattering of blonde hair on her muff.
Instead of answering, I leaned forward burying my face in her sex, deeply inhaling her scent. My hands slid from her cinched waist over the roundness of her hips as Carry Anne planted her foot flat on the cushion beside me. My tongue ran the length of her slit eventually slipping inside in scooping fashion. Her fingers dipped down spreading her flower apart so that I could get at her clit. This woman knew what she wanted subtly directing me where she wanted without a word. She abruptly drew back planting her heel on the carpet.
"We understand one another?" Carry Anne wanted an answer.
"Yeah."
She offered both of her hands and I obliged only to be relieved of the collared t-shirt I was wearing which she tossed on the side of the couch. I got to my feet finding her fingers already unbuckling my belt quickly drawing my zipper down. Her hand invaded my briefs cupping my package rolling and kneading before sliding up the base of my cock as her thumb teased the head. Her other hand drew my briefs outward allowing my endowment to flop out before her eyes. Carry Anne licked her bottom lip allowing her lips to remain parted at the sight of my erection.
She dropped into a squat drawing my pants down past my knees, hungrily taking everything between her lips, deep. There was little to no effort on her part as she began fellating me with single minded purpose. Carry Anne didn't seem to have a gag reflex taking me whole with every bob and dip of her head getting sloppy in the process. Her skill was undeniable as I found myself seated without actually recalling sitting down. It got even more surreal with things getting sloppy and nasty in seconds.
I wasn't in the driver's seat; this was her show all the way as she stood up reaching behind me snatching the cushions off the small couch pushing me down on my back. Carry Anne mounted me reaching down pressing me inside, wasting no time as her butt began bobbing and mashing down onto my crotch with force. It was almost like she was riding a horse as she planted her palms flat on my pecks sawing and driving her pelvis into me. I noticed her intermittently staring over towards the closed door like she was fearful of discovery.
Carry Anne suddenly swung her leg over my lower half tapping the outside of my thigh wanting me to get up as she got on all fours facing the widow with that amazing derriere pointed in my direction. I grabbed her hips driving myself home with the intent of reasserting my dominance, but she had other ideas. This woman knew just how to use everything she had arching her back driving her butt into my thrusts with perfect synchronicity. She was beyond wet and slippery as I thumped against her shuddering cheeks unabated. The sunlight filtered into the office playing across her skin giving it sort of a golden hue.
No matter what position, there was no doubt that Carry Anne was fucking me and not the other way around. One of her arms rested on the back of that small couch as she glanced over her shoulder watching her own twerking progress. The free hand was rubbing her mound alternately diddling herself. She shook out her blonde tresses until I got her meaning grabbing a handful wrapping it around my fist. Her thick butt came crashing backward in a series of powerful claps against my pelvis wetly.
This was too much for me as I molded my body to hers reaching up for her large breasts giving them a hearty squeeze. She didn't react right away drawing one of my hands down to her mound instead. I found her little button getting something of a light breathy gasp for my efforts and nothing more. It seemed I was out of my league with the therapist intent on directing my actions effectively objectifying me into little more than a living sex toy.
Carry Anne began rolling her hips in a wide arc taking my cock on a ride around the world, alternating with the aforementioned twerking motion in all too brief intervals that shook me to the core. I was made to feel like some inexperienced teenager in karmic fashion after my tryst and subsequent hookups with Shaila. Carry Anne was letting me know that I was a big fish in a small pond.
"Alright, stop moving." She said plainly out of nowhere.
"Huh?"
"Don't do anything; don't move." She instructed coldly without a hint of emotion.
Gradually she tightened up around me trapping my cock in a viselike grip which felt incredible. Carry Anne sharply dipped at the hip catching me off guard. I lurched forward almost head first into her back. She caught me again with the same motion as I was righting myself causing the same action to occur second fold.
"FUCKING...!!" Embarrassment and the silent challenge to my manhood fueled the vicious back shots that followed as I tried to push her through the wall only for her to pop her hips a final time causing a powerful burst to explode from my crown as I shot rope after rope into her snapping cunt. Carry Anne purposely loosened up freeing my throbbing erection as a few weak strains of milky essence lightly spurted across her left cheek. It felt like my cock had been in a grinder as I struggled to catch my breath.
Carry Anne was propped up on the couch supporting her weight on her elbows and knees watching me somewhat whimsically. She gradually righted herself sitting down with her arms spread across the back of the couch.
"Session's over."
"Uhm, well...yeah." I was addled finding it hard to look at her face.
"There's a restroom down the hall to the right if you want to clean up a little, but you have to be dressed when you leave this office. There's cameras outside and I really don't feel like dipping into my insurance money for a quickie."
"Okay, is this goodbye?"
"I'll call you, if it isn't." Carry Anne wasn't even looking, preferring to glance out her office window at the traffic below while I dressed. I walked over to the door turning one last time to find her watching. There was a knowing smirk on her face as she winked.
I had every intention of going to the restroom to wash up but once I stepped into the outside corridor, it seemed imperative that I get out of there. For me it felt like I'd lose something by going into the restroom like a good little boy even though I was in my mid-thirties. The corridor outside had dimmed lighting making things seem unfamiliar and odd as I waited for the elevator. My heart was still pounding while my cock felt like it had nearly been ripped off. There was no denying her skill set as the double doors opened revealing some poster for flu shots on the inner wall facing me.
The whole situation had come out of nowhere leaving me confused and addled as I recalled telling her the story of losing my virginity during our second session. The fact that she indicated having only two clients told me I'd been vetted for what had just occurred from the start. It was weird considering her beauty, intelligence and incredible hourglass figure. There was no doubt that I'd just had an encounter with a cougar. On second thought, Carry Anne was more of a she wolf. My cock was stirring to life as I reached the building lobby. Some custodians of the non-English speaking variety were shampooing the carpet.
The first thought upon hitting the street was to find a restroom because I suddenly had to urinate. There was a Subway sandwich shop across the walk, but I didn't want to go there because it was visible from Carry Anne's office window. I ended up walking the opposite direction to an Arby's further out of the way barely making it to the restroom almost pissing myself. My ego had taken a staggering beating after being taken by my therapist.
"I can't believe that happened." I mumbled to myself still shocked by the fifty something who'd finessed me out of my clothing.
The drive home seemed longer than usual. I sat in my parking spot replaying the events over and over again doubting that I'd ever see her again. Resolute, I needed something to take the edge off that experience dialing up Nichelle.
"Hey, what's up?"
"Can you come over; I want you."
"Not tonight; I got nobody to watch my kids, sorry." There was some annoying trap music playing in the background and I could hear kids talking excitedly.
"Shit." There was another deeper voice in the background as well.
"Hey, we might have to cool it; my man got out early." That explained the excited tone of her kids who were happy to have their father back home.
"Sure Nichelle." She hung up quickly returning to her life. There was no way I was ever calling her again after receiving further karma. I was reminded of the sickly, feeling I got after finding out about my wife's cheating.



I felt alone.
Thirty minutes later I'd returned to my home keeping myself busy with various chores while playing a movie with the surround sound turned up. I vacuumed my bedroom discovering a pair of Shaila's panties in the process. The thought of calling her up was fleeting as I had a beer or two while checking my social media accounts. Carry Anne crossed my mind refusing to leave and I couldn't discern if it was because of her body or the fact that she'd sexually humbled me. It triggered something inside making me extremely surly and angry enough to pick up my phone and call her service.
"Hey, Carry Anne; I just wanted to say that you're wrong about me, okay?!! Truth of the matter is that I'm really FUCKING LONELY and SAD!! I'm lost and adrift with no goddamn direction after giving years of my life to a FECKLESS BITCH who SHIT ALL OVER ME in the long run!! YOU-ARE-WRONG!! I'm FUCKING CRAZY, okay Carry Anne?!!"
I hung up staring at the Avengers fighting a bunch of androids on my large flat screen television. Streams of tears and snot were running from my eyes and nostrils as those heroes managed to save the earth a second time. In the middle of it all, one good android saved a woman falling to her death. It was the most beautiful thing about the movie as I sat numbly watching. Scott Pilgrim showed up on my screen afterwards and I can't remember for the life of me changing the channel.
My phone rang, thankfully drawing me out of suspended animation.
"Hello?"
"Open the door, darling." The Twilight Zone reared its ugly head once more as I craned my head towards the front door realizing I'd left it open. Carry Anne was standing there looking directly at me through the locked screen door.
"What, how?"
"I have your records when you filled out some forms at the beginning of our sessions. A little known fact, I have a didactic memory that doesn't allow me to forget much if anything. Can I come inside, please?" She was wearing this white pullover shirt, sort of like warm up gear, black gym leggings and white sneakers.
"Yeah sure; what're you doing here?" Carry Anne was holding a large pizza box with a six pack of sodas on top. I found my inner chivalry taking her burden and placing it on my coffee table.
"I came here to talk to you."
"Talk?"
"Yeah, like a human being this time, darling."
She was different this time, displaying some reticence and emotion as I motioned towards my sofa. She waited for me to sit first before cautiously resting beside me with her elbows on her knees. Her blonde hair was a little different cascading over her shoulder while the back was tied in a little ponytail. I didn't know what to make of her.
"Carry Anne?"
"I'm sorry about this afternoon. It was more about my own gratification than helping you and for that, I apologize. I found you attractive and wanted to sleep with you after you admitted having no qualms about using someone for their body. I was wrong about you; will you accept my apology?" There were vague crow's feet at the corners of her blue eyes.
"I'm sorry about spazzing out and calling you." I admitted.
"It was my fault for taking advantage of you. I watched you from my office window and you just looked so lost fidgeting around on the sidewalk. It bothered me more than I thought it would, so I tried to bury it with a gym visit and some intense cycling."
"Did it help; I mean the gym visit?"
"No, but then you called me, and your pain hit me hard in a place I thought no longer existed." There was a contrite sort of expression on her pretty face. I noticed these little half dimples at the corners of her lips. I could see the little flecks of maturity in her; a much older and wiser woman peering out at me.
"So, you bought me a pizza?" Carry Anne chuckled completely losing the cold, clinical therapist to recent memory as the human emerged. She wiped an errant tear from her eye before continuing.
"I've always taken what I wanted and never cared about the consequences. With you, I liked you but knew what crossing the line would mean and I wasn't sure about my own motivations, either."
"I don't understand?"
"My attempt at starting up my practice again, was a mistake. You see, I understand what you're going through because I've been on both sides of the argument. More often than not, I've been the cause of a lot of pain and misery for everyone around me. When you looked back at me before leaving; I knew I'd have to stop trying to come back."
"Carry Anne?"
"I'm lonely too; I don't have anyone, and no one is checking for me. Everyone I know, is waiting for me to die so the world can start spinning again." A single tear ran down her cheek hitting the floor with a splash.
"That's not true."
"So, I want to try being a real person for once in my life and cater to someone other than myself. Will you allow me to serve you food and drink; allow me to sit here with you and watch a movie? I uhm, I wanna be good for once."
Tears were running down her face in rivulets, her mouth partially open as I leaned in trying to wipe them away with my thumbs. I took Carry Anne in my arms holding her cradled to my chest. I let her cry for a good long while still watching my movie. I was crying too earning an attempt to assuage my raw emotion as she reached up wiping away some of my tears. Our lips merged soft and passionate. It was a worthy first kiss and I hoped for more in the aftermath of our mutual confessions.
She wiped away more of my tears before leaning over opening the box pulling out a few slices placing them on a paper plate. Carry Anne forced a smile that didn't fool me one bit. This woman was in serious pain. Despite the obvious, she got up going into my kitchen to fill a glass with ice. She knew my eyes followed the sway of her large, supple derriere. We ate and enjoyed Scott Pilgrim, more importantly we truly enjoyed one another's company.
"Can I, kiss you again?" Carry Anne asked somewhat hesitant and anxious.
"Yeah."
She was soft and wet, not forceful like before. We made out for a long while as I drew her legs up into my lap cradling her body to mine. I liked holding her close and she went with it cuddling with me. Neither of us were watching television anymore, just enjoying one another. My tongue eventually slipped into her mouth savoring her taste as we let nature take its course.
Carry Anne's face was a bit flushed, her cheeks rosy and warm. My hand slid up under her white pullup covering a breast hidden behind a sports bra as my thumb brushed across an erect nipple. I found myself pinching and teasing it a bit before she covered the hand with her own.
"I want you to make love to me; not fuck me." Her tone was pleading, intimately desperate.
I withdrew my hand pulling Carry Anne on top of my reclining body wrapping my arms around her torso. She straddled me prone with a leg on either side of mine staring deeply into my eyes. It felt good having someone this close to me filling a void in my soul. We didn't have to do anything, and I would've been just as happy with this tactile skinship.
"I've been waiting to make love to someone for such a long time."
There was no denying the vulnerability in her eyes as she slowly drew the white pullup up until her grey sports bra came into view. Her nipple was really hard, poking the fabric leaving a visible indentation in the material. I ran the tip of my finger over it watching as Carry Anne's eyes fluttered and narrowed. Her fingers peeled the cup upward allowing her large breast to spill outward. Her nipple was really hard and reddened while the rest of the areolas looked wrinkled and creased.
I'd seen this before when some woman were really aroused. I had to have it, sucking the fat nub into my mouth nibbling and sucking with all I had making this beautiful woman moan ardently. Her packed body trembled in my lap as I pulled and nipped on that single breast, swirling my tongue on that sensitive wrinkly areola.
My cheeks vacuumed inward suckling that sole breast for all I was worth until she covered the nipple with her hand, gasping loudly. Denied I resumed kissing her with all I had as she reciprocated in kind. Carry Anne righted herself sitting up to discard her top, straddling my lap cowgirl style as I peeled the rest of her brassiere up letting the other breast flop out. She quickly snatched it off tossing it over my shoulder towards the dining room. Her breasts were large and beautiful with only a bit of noticeable sag as I cupped them both instinctively teasing her nipples.
Carry Anne drew my lips to her neglected breast feverishly. I pulled and distended that rubbery nub until she was fit to be tied, crying out as I cupped both teats suckling both. My fist captured that ponytail gently pulling back on it as I traced a slimy trail up the center of her cleavage.
Her leggings yielded to probing fingers seeking and finding the upper swell of her magnificent butt, stealing a good handful as she glanced over her shoulder before returning with a deep soulful kiss. All ten of my fingers dug furrows into the flesh of her rear squeezing hard, playing and groping with aplomb. Carry Anne leaned into my body grabbing the back of the couch just over my shoulders. It was like being with an entirely different woman than before as she rocked and ground her slit against my bulge creating an exciting friction.
My hands found the furthest part of her curved rear pulling her into my body with this sawing motion. Carry Anne wrapped her arms around my neck, bucking her hips frantically into me. Her teeth nibbled at my neck before she began nipping my earlobe, sticking her tongue onto my ear. The strange intrusion sent shockwaves arching electrically up my spine as my cock became a steel bar in my pants. Something fiery and fierce was engulfing us leaving only two animals in heat. She reached back drawing my hands to the front of her body still embedded in the waistband of her leggings as she stood working with me to draw them down.
"Help me." Carry Anne wasn't wearing underwear; she drew my hand up between her shapely legs beyond wet, her essence wetting my fingers even before a few gained entrance inside.
I bolted up throwing her over my shoulder, carrying the women in primitive fashion and tossing her onto my bed. Her shoes followed the leggings snatched free of her body so quick that she rolled about on the mattress like a wet fish recovering quickly going after my belt and zipper until I batted her hands away doing it myself. Her feral nature took over as she filled both of her fists with my t-shirt ripping it apart to get at my peck. Her teeth bit into my nipple making me cry out as her tongue swirled on it until I pushed her down burying myself inside her up to the hilt.
There was almost no friction because she was so wet and slimy that my thrusts produced splashes of essence. Her nails continued ripping and tearing until my tattered shirt came away in her hands leaving only the disembodied collar orphaned about my neck. Her groans and incessant whimpering added to my fervor giving aid to my bucking hips which was met fully by her own. Our eyes locked, enchanted by the symbiotic union as she whimpered and mouthed inaudible encouragements.
Carry Anne's arms were outstretched in front of her beckoning me down onto her body as we embraced with every bit of strength we could muster while her powerful legs coiled about my lower back nearly snapping me in two. There was this loud audible sound of our pelvises clapping together providing a sensual percussion to our actions. Her limbs well defined just outside of muscular tightened around me as she openly sobbed taking what was given as tears streamed down her cheeks.
Her nails racked across my back clawing it up until I pushed up supporting my weight on flattened palms. This seemed to unlock her constricting limbs as she worked against me ending up lying face down on the mattress. This position really put her extraordinary derriere into perspective from the visible dip at her lower back to the majestic curve of her large, heart shaped buttocks. I draped myself across her body feeling those cheeks cradling the base of my cock.
Carry Anne rhythmically squeezed tight massaging my girth as it slid back and forth unable to really leave her body because of her voluminous bottom with visible dimples appearing upon every inward stroke. Her skill and experience were undeniable, but this time she was working almost solely to give pleasure instead of taking it like she'd done earlier. Her arms were spread pointing at each corner of my bed as I took in her profile and gaped maw. My efforts eventually produced a ripple effect across her expanse before my arms faltering bringing me crashing down on top of her.
I realized that Carry Anne never stopped pumping and puckering her cheeks around me as a massive climax engulfed us collectively. It was a softer, yet still forceful version of the maneuver done earlier when she'd had her fun deciding to milk me dry on demand. Her inner walls massaged and tightened accepting repeated bursts of liquid love from my pulsing tumescence. The rhythmic tightening bore fruit as tears of happiness streamed down my face. She was sobbing too, feeling my essence filling her up to the point of overflowing.
"Now, you stop that crying." I was trashed again, but happily this time as I framed her face with my own, lapping at her tears with my tongue. I savored the salty taste of her sadness and despair.
"That felt so good; most of the time I don't really feel anything beyond the intrusion; beyond the thrusting."
"It's okay, I understand."
"For so long I was addicted to the feeling of being fully penetrated, not the intimacy. It would be okay at first, but then I would end up looking around desperate to relive my first time in one way or another."
"Your first time?"
"Yeah, it changed things for me; put me on the path to become the person I am today, good or bad. When I was younger, I thought no one wanted me but he changed that when he pushed inside me for the first time. I've never told anyone this, but I orgasmed so hard just from the thrust that took away my maidenhood. I lost my virginity in one of my mother's terrariums, you see. Lost it at my own debutante ball while everyone else was dancing the night away."
"What happened?"
"Got found out one afternoon in that same hot house, my mother who promptly sent me away to boarding school abroad. I lost him for years always telling myself that I would find him someday and I did. Only he was dead, killed sometime after I'd been sent away. So, I got married, had some kids and made a generational shit show continually questing for that unique feeling."
"Carry Anne, what're you trying to tell me?" She rose chest up glancing into my face, saddened.
"Don't be like me; let go of the past and find yourself a future." I leaned across her body taking her hand and kissing her moist lips. There was a wedding ring on her finger that I hadn't noticed before. She glanced from it to my face, understanding the immediate change in it.
"Robert is long gone; I know that he's happier now than at any time during our failed marriage. We talk sometimes on the phone, but never about the hell I put him through for decades. He's in a good place with a good woman looking after him."
"What about you?"
"I wear the ring so that I never forget who I am; the scarlet woman who burns everything about her to a cinder. It's my penance for destroying a good man who loved me enough to marry a fallen woman."
"I- I don't think you're fallen anymore." The emotion about her person was raw engulfing us both as she turned on her side facing me.
"Can I ask something of you?"
"Yes."
"If you would continue seeing me, on any level whatsoever as therapist or other; just stay in what we have here. Let's just have this bubble exclusively and cut out the rest of the world. Because I'd like to try living a little bit."
I gathered her up into my arms kissing her before nodding my acquiescence to her wishes. Carry Anne nodded too with tears flowing down her cheeks as we both faced my window sitting Indian style in our birthday suits. After a night of unbridled passion we sat hands and fingers interlocked watching the sun come up through venetian blinds.
It was good enough for her.
It was good enough for me.
THE END.
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The ground began to shake as a loud deafening sound ramped up out of nowhere, something metallic and harsh. He could hear the sound of lesser trees being snapped in two as he stood looking up the incline at the oncoming source of the commotion. Something large was rolling down the hill taking everything with it as it approached. Kyle barely had time to jump out of the way as a totaled, car rolled down the hill taking everything with it as it went.
It was like nature itself was devouring the vehicle as shattered glass and metal flew from the tumbling vehicle. Before he even realized it, the car pitched over into the ravine followed a second later by a massive explosion. A huge crimson backlit cloud was rising out of the ravine as he cautiously followed the trail of destruction getting as close as the heat would allow before stopping outright.
"KYLE!! KYLE, ARE YOU OKAY?!!" Donna Lee came running from the brush into his arms. Both watched the rising smoke and flames as he dialed 911.
************
Note: All characters in this story are of legal age. All of the characters are well over eighteen years of age.
I neither judge nor condone any of the heinous actions detailed in this chapter of MEAN GIRLS of MAPLEWOOD. That being said, I appreciate all comments on this story good and bad. Feedback feeds this tale of GIRLS GONE WILD and I would love to continue hearing from my audience.
*All characters appearing in this story are of legal age*
Mean Girls of Maplewood Ch. 22
"I'll buy that for a dollar!!" The vaudeville styled comedian yelled to canned studio audience laughter flanked on either side by two slutty dressed models who also laughed in disingenuous fashion.
The television on the dresser was playing one of six movies from a limited streaming service used by the motel. The cheap room had been picked up a little, personal items and things organized to suit its occupants limited obsessive compulsive disorder. The budding prostitute knew she wouldn't be staying long but couldn't forgo making herself at home, even in temporary lodgings. Six wads of cash bore the truth of that meticulous attention to detail bundled neatly on the dresser top in denominations of twenties, fifties, and lesser bills according to expected need.
April managed two more "customers" in the time since her one-time mentor hit the road for parts unknown. One john anxious enough to pay her fifty bucks just for a look before closing the deal. Now, she was showering to wash away the inherent degradation of a first night on the streets, selling herself.
Her bathroom door was cracked to allow the steam to filter out properly as she lingered under the almost scalding hot water leaning forward with both hands pressed against the dingy, tiled walls. She ignored the pain even as her paled skin took on a reddened hue except for the undersides of her huge breasts. April welcomed the stinging sensation across her scalp and the expanse of her back.
The hot water ran through her blonde hair cascading over her heated induced ruddy complexion. The inaugural night left the chubby misanthrope aching all over with sore feet and a droning inner monologue. Her crystal blue eyes were shut tightly, mind replaying the indentured trysts resulting in her current windfall of finances. A single face lingered amongst her thoughts. Plainly staring in mute indictment of method.
"Melissa?" Her eyes slowly opened peering through the steam and liquid deluge to find blood cascading down the tiles before her. April blinked profusely in horror at the verge of screaming before realizing nothing was there.
The shower walls glistened catching the low light of the single bulb at the bathroom's ceiling. The steaming water assailed her features washing away the heavy makeup around her expressive eyes. She ran fingers dually through her hair drawing out excessive moisture. She would repeat the motion a number of times in succession before cupping her own cheeks still intently focused on the tiled wall under the primitive shower head just over her crown.
Something was gnawing at her gut deep inside as she ran a hand towel over her muff. That brief image lingered making the miscreant uneasy before a growling stomach prodded her to step out of the standup shower. It took a few moments for her to lean in turning off the now cooling water.
April slowly craned her rounded head towards the bathroom mirror allowing herself a glimpse of her own reflection sans makeup. The person in the mirror stared back looking a pathetic caricature devoid of her war paint. A few seconds was all she could manage before glancing down into the sink where she'd dumped the contents of her makeup pouch. She quickly snapped up a vial of deep burgundy lipstick, applying it desperately.
Once her thin lips were well defined, she began applying a layer of base with a brush to even out her pale features. April was a self-taught makeup artist quickly able to master the craft due to a lack of friends and a solitary existence after being pulled from Maplewood high. It was no big deal to the teen who all of nineteen years of age was repeating a senior year after a disastrous stint in Christian camp.
She'd grown accustomed to being abused and exploited, almost shrugging it off with supernatural indifference.
Her bosom bloomed earlier than would be normally expected driving her devoutly religious mother to stifle her waking existence until she was on the verge of harming herself. The constant brow beatings, occasional whippings and abusive indifference left a girl primed for disaster when a jealous cheerleader appeared in her life. Psychotically angry fueled by that primal rage and entitlement, April had become a plaything twisted to mental extreme. Stalked even at a job that gave her some semblance of balance, this girl could find no peace until everything snapped apart. Almost a week earlier, a childhood friend and crush had come to her in the early morning intent on collecting on an unintentional, unrequited lust.
Her abundance of physical charm, her bust, made her a pariah amongst female peers resulting in constant bullying from the other girls while the boys reacted differently. April lost count of the many times her breasts were groped, pinched as dirty things were whispered into an ear now and then. She was no stranger to this sort of thing harboring a deep, personal shame and family secret along with muted blame from her own, similarly endowed mother.
April retreated into herself dramatically hiding her immense endowments behind layers of clothing and sweaters, dyeing her hair black and eschewing makeup of any kind in a bid to please an oppressive mother. She began haunting the edge of campus with her peers making it easy becoming invisible over time. She'd been gratefully allowed to pursue artistic interests in an outside school mobile classroom during the early morning hours.
Fate would not be denied however, rearing its ugly head with through the façade of a familiar face that overwhelmed and completely ravaged her. Assaulted in the worst way, left lying by someone she had intense feeling s for; April fell back on learned behavior justifying his actions until her eyes were opened. Red appeared in her life obviously to karmically push her to that next level, bullying her back into a dark place visited briefly in her past.
The auburn-haired creature continually taunted, beat and gaslighted her until she doubted her own sanity all while promising her a chance at retribution against a former crush. April doubted she would survive to see the promise fulfilled eventually becoming lovers with her tormentor one fateful night during a thunderstorm.
That promise would be fulfilled in dramatic fashion with the delivery of Bradford Tucker to an undisclosed location. Nude and shackled in a horse stall, April was left to do with him what she wanted in no uncertain terms, but the cost affected both of them. She hadn't considered the price until it was done as she walked out of a clinic the next to her mentor.
The gravity of what was done set in immediately Leaving her a blubbering mess of emotion. In fact she was so inconsolable that a trip to a wooded area was undertaken where she was repeatedly reminded of Brad's culpability, chided with savage intent until his face was all she could see. April left that secluded area almost salivating at the mouth thinking of what she would do to exact a righteous revenge.
She talked incessantly revealing her connected past with Tucker and the afternoon that catapulted her headfirst into his larger than life girlfriend. April chaffed inside remembering her intermediate self between the pathetic creature she was and her current iteration. It was akin to crawling on her belly engulfing the chubby teen with a stifling desperation to belong. It led her to a sycophantic relationship with her tormentor which blossomed into a growing starvation for acceptance, reciprocation.
She alternately gave herself over to the darkness letting it seep out of her being as she returned to her original hair color, finding her face in the sharp makeup heralding her deviant mindset to the world at large. Her love for the auburn-haired beauty blossomed out of abuse and benign neglect from her own mother.
Taking Brad Tucker that night right after his greatest triumph was mind blowing, shattering all expectations. He was unaware that she was sitting in those bleachers cheering along with everyone else as he won the big game.
She had been gifted a ticket placed right up front by his girlfriend, but Brad never noticed. Watching the frustrated quarterback reach his zenith unaware of what would happen, left her drenched between the legs. The horror on his face when he realized what was about to happen, nearly made her swoon. That first blood curdling scream made her legs tremble going all rubbery before she redoubled her efforts. His threats of violence melted away with the night into agonized begging before mute acceptance.
He broke into a thousand pieces after being forced to cum with his ass, still denying what she whispered wetly into his ear. They went back and forth arguing a bit before he was savagely prodded into a second orgasm while she giggled childishly. It was a revelation of sorts that washed over her along with the power or life and death over another human being. Brad realized that April held his life in her hands there in the darkness of the horse stall as she lost it making him cum again and again.
All of the religious zealotry flowed from her burgundy lips in a stream of conscious insanity until he was repeating the words with her. She even made our with him sloppily, still plunging three fingers into his backdoor while he wept. April continued her revenge well into the night until dawn found her still screwing the silent, buck broken football player into oblivion. She had no attention of stopping until her red-haired lover reappeared finding a scene that left even her staggered. She'd brought along a partner in crime who initially found the proceedings humorous talking up her own recent domination of one Humbert Jenkins.
April internally chafed at the comparison growing to festering dislike of the stunning brunette over time. Something didn't sit right from her newly "liberated" point of view of a trust fund baby blessed with looks and gifted station by her auburn mentor. It was subtle but continuous needling, leading questions and pillow talk opened an inroad into supplanting the co-queen of Maplewood High.
She'd become paranoid enough to seek out Humbert Jenkins initially to put a face to Leslie's bragging, but found herself sizing him up with deviant intent over time.
There was something in his pain that warded her off upon their initial meeting; a remembrance that should have saved him. But, after indulging a new hobby and skillset with a godless pervert who assaulted her girlfriend; April looked upon him with renewed eyes. She wanted to one up and destroy something her rival coveted, to the ninth degree. Thus, a relationship was fostered and nurtured with the clueless nerd with the intended end result being an epic pegging that would dwarf everything she'd done. Karma reared its ugly, snaggle toothed head once more snatching Humbert from her grasp at the ninth hour.
Karma continued rampaging through her life compelling her clueless, alcoholic mother to finally put her out of the home. Everything she owned had been thrown out onto the curb leaving the portly blonde to scavenge for the bare necessities, essentials. The experience had been liberating, leaving the nineteen-year-old with a perceived clean slate free of her mother's oppressive gaze.
There was no doubt in her mind at this point that she could take care of herself. A single night yielded enough money to pay rent for a few months over, but that wouldn't be necessary. Maplewood had become too small, tiny retracting inward expelling her from the town. She intended to put the town at her back for a promising world at large. Only one thing remained tethering her to the asphalt.
Melissa Reed a.k.a Red her tormentor, her mentor, the spiritual mother who'd given birth to her, after a fashion. April couldn't leave town without giving her lover another chance to join her in the future.
"You look so good; I could eat you up." April spoke to her reflection, now fully made up.
The demented cupie doll smiled back from the reflective surface of the bathroom mirror; skin glistening in a faux artificial radiance that made the short, buxom woman appear artificial. Unfortunately, a growling stomach interrupted her moment. April smirked realizing it was the first moment in a while that food hadn't been a factor in her life. She chuckled realizing the need for sustenance snatching up a brassiere from the closed toilet seat. It was work squeezing into the undergarment before she realized it was an older version.
Yet, she managed to push her breasts into undersized cups making them appear suitably massive even though there was no need. April cupped the outsides of her breasts pushing them together with a chuckle. The utilitarian flip knife disappeared in her cavernous cleavage next, completely hidden from view. April dug around in one of her bags of clothing retrieving a flowing black gauze skirt that thankfully covering her lower half completely. She continued fishing around in the tote settling upon a black Misfits wifebeater altered with the neckline cut out to accommodate her huge breasts.
The chubby blonde had to work to get into the shirt, not happy until her breast bulged decadently from the jagged neckline. A black denim vest completed her look as April opted for a pair of simple flip flops. She found the patch left behind by her second, albeit breath mentor into the world of prostitution. April made a mental note to attach it to her vest later after she was settled. She slid a number of bangle bracelets onto her left wrist, a studded wristband on the other to complete her look.
"I'll buy that for a dollar!!" The vaudeville styled comedian yelled to canned studio audience laughter flanked on either side by two slutty dressed models who also laughed in disingenuous fashion.
"Fuck you." April picked up the remote flicking off the movie which seemed to be playing on a loop.
************
"Hey man, you know this is stupid, right?"
"Really?"
"Yeah, we're in a one-horse town, a small market and you wanna play reporter."
"Shit man, you still getting paid, so don't cramp my style." Brett Sawyer was a man with big ideas and ambition that dwarfed his current Maplewood location.
He'd managed a job working at the local television station with an eye towards becoming an on-air personality. His efforts were rewarded in comedic fashion when the station manager "promoted" him to a man on the street position. Unfortunately, he was packaged with one Jed Huck, a twenty-something employed at the station due to favor from the same station manager. Bernie their boss, sought to rid himself of two irritants with the chubby, younger guy filling a diversity quota because of his half Asian status.
"Nothing ever happens in this fucking town, Brett."
"Jed, you're paid to be my cameraman, okay? Besides, you supposedly get paid to go on a ride along man; I don't get your attitude bro."
"Miss me with that bro shit; you sound like a dork."
"Look you want me to find somebody else? Maybe I'll use uh, Connie; she seems like an enterprising young lady."
"Never gonna happen."
"Oh yeah, why's that?"
"Bernie's porking her; she's his side piece."
Brett's face scrunched up at the thought of his decidedly sleazy boss screwing a fairly attractive coworker. He himself, had designs on the woman's person from a latent narcissist's point of view. The fledgling reporter liked the fact that he was visually compared to Greg Kinnear by his peers.
"That's uhm, not good at all." Jed smirked knowing full well that his partner fancied the woman himself.
"You wasn't getting her either, Brett."
"Oh how's that, smart ass?"
"Connie's gay."
"But you said she was fucking Bernie; how's she gay, now?"
"He's the boss, that's different."
Before the men could continue further, two fire trucks barreled past them followed by an ambulance and patrol car. Both men looked at one another, quickly scrambling into the news van speeding off behind the caravan of emergency vehicles. Brett was excited thinking fate had finally cut him a break while Jed held on for dear life reaching for his camera. To celebrate the sudden occasion, Brett leaned in turning on the local station playing "Child in Time" by Deep Purple which bridged the immediate gap between the dueling ideologies of both men as they rocked out.
"Damn." Jed happened to be glancing out the window at the side mirror when he noticed a woman walking down the side of the road as they sped past. It was only a fleeting moment, but she had the biggest breasts he'd ever seen.
************
"Ah shit; she's definitely taking it personal." Deputy Jimmy sat reclining in his patrol car finishing up a cigarette as he repeatedly tried to call his hookup Flora Bell getting no answer. He scoffed staring out his driver's side window at his unkempt yard. The unattended lawn mower sat in the middle surrounded by weeds.
"Well, guess I gotta stick my wick in some dead fish." He took one last drag on his cigarette putting it out on the outside of his car door.
Deputy Jimmy took a disparaging look around the front yard noting the errant trash and some kid's neglected big wheel oddly floating in a dilapidated kiddie pool half full of green tinted water. His mobile home was just the right kind of refurbished modest with a good patch of land and a nearby oak with a tire swing hanging from its strongest branch.
He removed his cowboy hat letting it hang at his hip staring at the broken down 1977 AMC Gremlin in the attached carport. It's garish soda orange color and accompanying white racing stripe were as cringe worthy as its dirt encrusted windows. Three full bags of trash sat on his front porch with flies swarming about making the deputy bristle.
"Ah got-dammit." He snatched up the bags noticing the unfinished porch also littered with used scratchers and lottery tickets.
Deputy Jimmy reluctantly hoisted the bags around the far side of his home to a dumpster enclosure shared with neighbors. One of the garbage bags tore apart littering the drive with trash. It took an additional ten minutes to wrangle the refuse into the dumpster soiling his hands in the process as he walked to the rear entrance of his home.
The back door was ajar, but the screen locked necessitating a hard knock which went unanswered. He cursed under his breath, forced to go in his pocket with dirty hands for house keys. Deputy Jimmy found the kitchen just inside cluttered and just as neglected. The first thing he noticed besides the oppressive humidity, was the stringent odor of weed.



"TREENA!!" The good deputy was at his wit's end, fit to be tied. He washed his hands in a sink crammed full of dirty dishes, plastic, and glass cups along with Tupperware. His incident with the torn trash bag left him washing his hands under steaming hot water several times as he called out again.
"TREENA!!" He glanced about noticing a half-eaten sandwich on the edge of his cluttered kitchen table.
The table top was covered with unpacked bags of groceries, boxes of snacks and cookies and a row of several half-used brands of cereal. A large snack tray sat adjacent to the abandoned sandwich partially eaten. Deputy Jimmy noticed a cockroach peeking at him from a counter. It was atop a partially eaten moon pie, antenna twitching about.
"You little shit." Deputy Jimmy swiped the offending insect and his edible mount off the edge of the counter into the plastic can at its end.
The adjacent living room was darkened save for the flickering light emanating from his fifty-seven-inch flat screen. The object of his immediate and enduring scorn sat on the floor of the darkened living room, gaming. She couldn't hear a word due to the heavy headset covering her ears. On the television screen several mercenaries were carrying out a detailed war campaign with digital markers signaling their online identities. Her handle STRETCH was out front leading the rest. An ill-fitting white t-shirt with the wonder bread logo covered her torso while a tiny pair of vintage gym shorts covered her butt.
Deputy Jimmy took it all in rueful stride watching his live-in girlfriend completely zoned out in her alternate reality. A boyish pixie cut framed a decidedly plain, pocked face with a prominent nose declaring dominance over the rest of her features. After an additional ten minutes, he'd reached his limit walking into the living room snatching a ruffled gaming magazine from a quilt cluttered sofa. She didn't notice the man at her back until the rolled magazine bonked the base of her skull. She slowly glanced up into his eyes.
"Uh, I gotta get out of this engagement, fellas." Deputy Jimmy chafed at the reluctance in her voice. There was a large plastic bowl between her folded legs filled with popcorn, assorted snacks along with an open can of beer. He noticed a smoldering joint inside a kitchen glass used as an ashtray.
"Yeah, you gotta go. Say goodbye to your little friends, there." There was a flicker of emotion in her dull eyes as she handled the mic on her large, headset.
"...hey Toby, you finish this up for me; I'll be back in probably ten minutes."
"No, you're done for the night Treena." Deputy Jimmy added.
"Better make it fifteen minutes, fellas." Treena whispered into her mic even though he was standing right in front of her. He tossed the magazine onto the sofa, exasperated as she removed the headset.
"Fuck." Deputy Jimmy stood over Treena with his hands on his gun belt as she finished up her can of beer with a loud burp.
"What done crawled up your butt and died?"
"Look in the mirror girlie; I come home and find the yard all fucked up, trash on the porch along with all them lottery tickets I told you to stop buying with my money. Kitchen's full a stuff you ain't even unpacked after we went to the store two days ago."
"Alright, I'll take care of it."
"Yeah right." He scoffed.
"You need a joint or something, to take the edge off?" Treena munched on handful mixed popcorn lazily regarding her beau.
"Something all right, I need me someone who can hold up their end of the deal. Someone who knows enough to wash up them dirty dishes and how to greet a man with a smile and a hot meal when he gets in from work."
"You're so negative." Treena replied unfazed at his complaints.
"AH FUCK ME, TREENA!!" Deputy Jimmy facepalmed crashing into a seated position on the sofa.
Seconds later, he shifted in place uncomfortable until he tossed a series of random remotes on the cluttered, soiled carpet. Treena sat processing his words, still munching as he stared at the face of his phone.
"Want a blowjob?" She asked out of the blue.
"Well, la-dee-da Treena; thank god for small favors." Treena carefully set her bowl aside crawling over to him on all fours, unbuckling his gun belt. Deputy Jimmy sat back glaring at his tragically lazy better half.
She methodically drew his zipper down reaching into his boxers exposing his half erect penis. Treena leaned forward casually engulfing the head of his cock. Her lips gradually slid back and forth on his lengthening erection as she began vacuuming her cheeks inward. The resultant fish face did little to help his condition along with the lackadaisical blowjob he was receiving.
Treena lightly pumped her lips along half of his length with no flair or passion to speak of in any sense. Looking into her staid features added to a mounting frustration that caused Deputy Jimmy to disengage standing up tucking his cock away in front of his befuddled girlfriend.
"What?"
"Ah, explaining it would be a waste of time, Flora Bell; enjoy your fucking game.
Shit, I don't know why I keep you around anyway; you don't do a goddamn thing.
Can't even make me a sandwich." He zipped up leaving her looking at his crotch, wiping a forearm across her thin colorless lips.
"You're being kind of rude; you know that?"
"YEAH, WELL SO WHAT?!!" Her laconic entitlement had finally rubbed him the wrong way.
Deputy Jimmy was quickly caught off guard as Treena stood up to her full height of six two and a bit of change, a full head, and a half taller than the five, eight deputy. He found himself looking at the wonder bread logo on her flat chest. It was a surprising display of emotion.
"You want a fucking sandwich; I'll get you a sandwich." Deputy Jimmy watched her lazily stalk off to the kitchen noting internally how much she resembled a humanoid ostrich.He followed her into the kitchen going into his overstocked fridge for a can of beer.
He left the door open, leaning on it as he watched his tall, slender girlfriend slapping together a particularly sloppy looking sandwich from left out ingredients on the cluttered table. He took a deep swig from the can letting his eyes drift down to her rather elongated, pancake butt. Despite its inherent flatness, her hard-tan lines and muted, brief undercuff had a certain appeal. Her long legs and height were part of her initial allure in the earlier moments of what had become a contentious relationship.
A badly stitched scar on her left leg was testament to a time in her life when options were plenty for a former athlete on the high school volleyball and basketball teams. An accident took that all away.
"Ah fuck it."
The deputy mumbled to himself closing the distance between them yanking the vintage gym shorts down mid thigh exposing Treena's naked butt as she scooped a large tablespoon of mayonnaise onto a slab of cold ham and turkey. She glanced over her right shoulder with little more than a shrug before bending over at a ninety-degree angle.
Deputy Jimmy's pants hit the floor around his ankles as he spit on his palm applying some quick lubricant to his erection before driving it home in her moist snatch. There was no buildup as he just started long stroking the gawky ingenue eight years his junior. The twenty-eight-year-old was keen on continuing an easy lifestyle that required little more than her sexual presence.
Her size, taller than him was a point of sexual pride when they'd first met as he sought to conquer in bed, what he considered a veritable test of the gods. Even back then she did barely more than provide a stationary target raising her legs on either side of his alcohol fueled overtures. Treena was simply a one-night stand who never left. Her longish, shallow backside and small slightly saggy boobs held no sway for a deputy with a well-known lust for busty women of a thicker frame.
Once, he'd jokingly floated the idea of getting his "girlfriend" implants but never followed through even though she was game. Deputy Jimmy would never admit chickening out because a coworker abrasively chided him telling him that she would leave him for another man once her tits were done. Despite its flat nature, little motion ripples were visible as his pelvis slammed into her from the rear. His hands began rolling her t-shirt up exposing her lower back.
She was so thin that her spinal outline was visible along with impressions of her ribs. He continued rolling the cotton tee up until her small pointy breasts were exposed. His fingers sought the oversized nipples topping each of once pert breasts now beginning to suffer from a bit of sag. Whatever her feelings behind the sublime poker-faced expression he was used to was undone with a guttural moan. In the duration of their rather symbiotic relationship, Deputy Jimmy had screwed this biconically lazy woman every which way from Sunday.
He was reminded of a particularly rainy afternoon of frenzied rutting after both had experimented with an eight-ball provided by one of her local gamer associates. The couple screwed each other to distraction over Memorial Day weekend before spazzing out. Afterwards, Deputy Jimmy judged every following coupling on that fateful day. Treena never reached those heights again leading him to suspect a bit of acting on her part to secure residence in his home.
"Could you hurry it up; my legs are getting sore." She replied casually cementing her well-earned status as a buzzkill.
Deputy Jimmy gritted his teeth exasperated with the lack of emotional involvement from his live-in paramour, His fingers dug into her squarish hips going as hard as he could manage. His balls were already slapping wetly into her sex as Treena dipped a hip signaling her coming unwillingness to continue further.
Yet, he pressed harder using a bit of internal imagery to get over the precipice. His tightened grip held the tall drink of water in place as his reddened cock popped free of her snatch resting in her shallow gluteal cleft. Her narrow rear end made his cock look bigger than it actually was as he mashed into her hard, holding the woman in place.
"Don't-move." A thick gooey line of milky ejaculate cut a line right up her back as more simply bubbled out soiling her tight butt. Deputy Jimmy added to his climax wedging hard against her luxuriating in the feel of her skin on the underside of his penis.
"You're done." Treena abruptly stood up snatching a handful of napkins wiping his spunk away with one hand, warding him off with the other. He was a bit addled, slowly coming down in a post coital haze.
"Yeah."
"Here's your sandwich, Jimmy." He didn't expect his tall girlfriend to shove the sloppy edible construct hard into his chest. He managed to catch the sandwich by cupping his hands together, but his uniform shirt was soiled.
"HEY!!" She was definitely angry, yanking her shirt down, methodically bending down drawing her gym shorts up over her butt. Deputy Jimmy did a double take as she walked to the kitchen doorway facing the living room.
"My name ain't Flora Bell, motherfucker." He stared after her long after she'd returned to her online clique. The cum soaked napkins had been wrapped around his sandwich. His clipped-on police radio chirped as he tossed it in the trash.
"Yeah?"
************
Happy's Restaurant and Truck Stop was bustling with activity and a wealth of customers and visitors as a 1994 Geo Tracker pulled onto the lot. There was a bit of a wait for parking as the driver leaned out of the open window watching the varying degrees of street traffic.
"Hey, you okay?"
"Yeah, I guess." Antoinette replied to her cousin from the backseat, crestfallen.
Her cousins drove from two counties over to visit her older sister Chelsea, in the hospital. Unfortunately, they arrived after visiting hours. Antoinette was instructed by her father to show them somewhere to grab a bite. The sullen sixteen-year-old dragged her feet, earning a slap to the rear from a disapproving mother.
"You don't sound okay; hey, its cool cause Chelsea woke up, right?" Her eyes fluttered at the question, head dipping low.
"Ah, leave her alone Mike." Her other cousin sat in the passenger seat looking out at the foot traffic a few feet from their car door.
"Shit, it's just a question, Carlos; they told us Chelsea woke up and that's gotta be good, right?"
"It's more complicated than that man; they gotta do tests on her head. You know them concussions can be pretty serious." Both of the twenty somethings sat back in silent reflection, before Mike spoke again.
"We gonna have to deal with that bitch that fucked up our cousin."
"Fucking A right, we are." Carlos agreed solemnly as a few kids walked by the front of their jeep.
"Her dad's the sheriff." Antoinette offered.
"We'll fuck him up too; I don't give a fuck." Mike retorted scratching his temple in contemplation.
The cousins lived two counties over employed at a local yard with their father and Antoinette's. They were transplants from the west coast three years in looking for a more relaxed lifestyle away from the big cities. Their parents made the gambit after Carlos ran into a little too much action on the streets. The close-knit families jointly moved to Maplewood, but their father ended up two counties over holding a number of odd jobs besides the lumber yard. It was supposed to be a new start, but things were flipped upside down with Chelsea's assault.
"Stop talking shit." Antoinette cut in, tersely.
"Huh?"
"This is my sister we're talking about, stop fronting. Chelsea can't remember some stuff right now, but she trying to act tough and shit! She thought she was a fucking bad ass too, so she went after that fucking Red looking to beat her ass for a friend and you know what; she got DESTROYED!! Doctors say she might have fucking brain damage or something!! BOTH OF YOU AIN'T DOING SHIT, SO STOP FRONTING!!" Before either of them could say a word, Antoinette jumped out of the jeep running into a crowd of patrons filing towards the entrance of Happy's.
"Fuck man, she so dramatic; we would kick some ass for Chelsea though." Mike sounded butthurt.
"Yeah, we would bro; park the car." Carlos hopped out of the car running after their little cousin leaving his cousin sitting in the passenger seat.
"Asshole, just didn't wanna parallel park."
Mike slid behind the wheel taking the jeep out of park as the car in front of him pulled into a pump station. He nudged the break a little sending the vehicle forward only to be jarred when someone slammed both hands onto the hood. Mike had been looking down trying to adjust his footing.
April glared at him through the windshield looking as if she would pounce on him. The jeep headlights illuminated her pale skin making the woman almost glow under its light. His eyes noticed her striking makeup drifting down to her visible mountain of cleavage. He barely even noticed her flipping him the bird as she slowly walked along the front of the jeep dragging her nails on the hood. Another car pulled into the empty space in front of him while he watched April disappear into the crowd of people at the restaurant entrance.
"Shit." Mike scoffed realizing he'd missed a chance to park, but still looking after April despite himself.
************
April was a little put out on a night of triumph over a few karmic obstacles after being foiled twice in the last twenty-four hours. Her short stature and impressive bust allowed her to bypass patrons jostling to get into the restaurant earning stares from stalled male visitors, and jeers from a few catty women. She could've cared less feeling the night was her coming out party of sorts.
More eyes followed her up the aisle adjacent to the outside gas pumps as she found herself staring at a row of booths all occupied except for two back to back. Two people suddenly rushed by bumping her slightly as they pushed into the closest booth leaving only one. Some tall handsome guy was in self-absorbed discussion with a slightly chubby teen. April stopped regarding taking stock of the offending parties immediately picking up on the distressed teen being comforted.
"Sorry Carlos, I didn't mean to be an asshole, but this shit got me all stressed out!!"
"I hear you Antoinette; everything's gonna be okay. You've gotta believe that prima; we got your back, alright?"
The cousins pushed into the side of the booth facing April. She took visual note of the hunched over girl's emotional turmoil. There was something familiar about the girl's face, but she couldn't place it ultimately drifting by what she believed to be a couple into remaining available booth. The sixteen-year old's tears were dotting the table as her companion snatched a few napkins from the dispenser dabbing at her eyes.
April slid into the booth finding it difficult enough because of her bust. Her breasts bulged out obscenely catching the light as a waitress appeared at the table which was still dirty from a prior guest. The haggard looking server was visibly annoyed with April, hands at her hips, a wet dishrag hanging.
"This table ain't ready; it's still dirty." April ignored her looking at the laminated one sheet, engrossed.
"Bring me some coffee please? I like it black, ma'am." The waitress removed two discarded plates wiping the table down as another hostess approached the table with a family in tow but had to turn back. There was visible grumbling, but April could've cared less.
"I bet you do." The waitress sneered under her breath unable to look away from the teen's massive bust. April glanced up looking her directly in the eyes in a test of wills which the forty something lost after a few seconds.
There was a waitress station in the middle of the floor which allowed April to plainly watch the woman angrily filling a mug of coffee without tampering with it. The waitress turned to a coworker still pissed jaw jacking until the other woman took the mug instead. April smiled to herself that her initial waitress didn't have the stones to ask her to leave the commandeered table. She glanced back towards the booth finding Mike squeezing into a seat facing her.
His eyes immediately went wide in recognition before automatically dropping down to her chest as the coffee was set before her. April stared back pointedly trying to figure out if she wanted to flip him the bird again or pop a nipple out to rattle him as wisps of vapor rose from her cup. Mike was completely focused on her face providing the emphasis for a probing finger covertly dipping and pumping into her cleavage in a salacious display.
"WELL WHAT DO WE HAVE HERE?!!" April's view of Mike was suddenly obstructed when a middle-aged guy leaned in with a snake's smile. He was old enough to be her father as evidenced by his fashion choice of a gaudy suit jacket over a lime green shirt with a wide collar and corduroy slacks.
"Fuck man." April facepalmed looking down towards her mug of steaming coffee instead of his disingenuous smile.
"MY NAME IS STAN, I SELL DISCOUNT HOT TUBS, AND YOU ARE?!!" He offered his had wanting to shake hers, but she didn't respond resisting the urge to spit into his open palm.
"Not impressed."
"HAHAHA, YOU'RE FUNNY!! Uhm, saw you earlier-out on the strip?" His words drew her attention further validating her exit from life as a disaffected teen punching bag. Stan, the hot tub salesman was a fan.
"Yeah, so what?"
"Well, I was hoping you were still on the clock? Ahm, just saying I got a bit of money if you're interested in doing a business deal, huh?" He slid into the opposite side of the booth still blocking her view of the handsome guy who'd caught her attention.
"I'm on break; do you fucking mind?"
"Oh, having a bite, are you? I don't mind picking up the tab if you don't mind pushing me uhm, to the front of the line, little lady? Say by the way; what's the fee; for your services?"



He didn't miss a beat prompted into action by lust unabated after catching a fleeting glimpse of her physical charms from his car. As far as he was concerned, April was one of those "Once in a Lifetime" deals; something to be checked off a bucket list.
"Shit." April rolled her heavily made up eyes, looking around the restaurant / truck stop at some of the other activity.
During the later hours of the weekend, the establishment served as a stop for people taking a bus across the country. Most of the people she glanced at, were weary families and disparate visitors alike.
"Hey, money's no problem; order whatever you like ala carte. It's the gentleman's way to pop for dinner!!"
"That's what you wanna do Stan, pop?" April's snark level was turned up to one thousand as she rolled her smokey eyes taking a sip from her mug. He chuckled nervously at the double entendre obviously visually immersed in her cleavage.
"Now we're talking business, right?"
"Come on, give me a break, asshole." April sounded flustered checking her phone for messages from her lover. He chuckled it off, still engaged and determined to fulfill his fondest wish of handling her enormous breasts. Her lush cleavage bulged ridiculously almost to the point of bursting from her top.
"Just trying to get an estimate; just a number, honey." She could hear the desperation in his voice.
"Hundred fifty for a fuck; three hundred for a tit fuck, alright?" Her quoted estimate was meant to run him off, but he chuckled nervously looking away gauging things. His eyes returned to her bust again becoming wide as saucers.
"Well, I gotta hit an ATM, I guess."
"Yup, happy trails." April deadpanned as he slowly slid out of the booth, hands in his pockets.
Stan noticed a line waiting to use the ATM. He glanced back at April still scanning the menu, noticing the mountain of cleavage pressed against the table as her new hostess approached the table. He felt humiliated realizing the hooker probably didn't think he had the money. He glanced around Happy's finding a few other guys also staring at the busty concubine suddenly worried that someone else would approach her before he drummed up the money. Stan became a bit antsy as more people lined up behind him, still intermittently watching April as the waitress left the booth after taking her order.
April found herself with an unimpeded view of Mike again enduring his thirsty glance seconds later. She re-initiated the test of wills with her icy stare again making him visibly anxious while his brother continued conversing trying to comfort Antoinette. His gaze was locked on her snake's stare not realizing she'd begin continually drinking from her mug enjoying this predatory folly.
She lowered the mug slowly drawing his eyes down to her cleavage once again sinking a finger inside up to the knuckle. April slowly worked her finger in and out of her lushness knowing he likely got the analogy. When she was sure Mike was looking, she snatched her finger away resulting in him glancing up at her face. April seductively licked her lips, still giving him a death glare.
"FUCK MAPLEWOOD HIGH; AND FUCK THOSE GODDAMN CHEERLEADERS!! FUCK THAT RED, BITCH, TOO!!" The spell she was weaving suddenly snapped as her blue eyes blinked profusely hearing what was said.
"Hey, be cool Antoinette, we're in public." Carlos cautioned.
"I DON'T GIVE A FUCK CARLOS!! I SHOULD HAVE BEEN THERE WITH HER; WE COULD'VE JUMPED THAT BITCH TOGETHER!! WE COULD'VE STOMPED THE SHIT OUT OF THAT FUCKING GINGER!!" April's eyes widened as her gaze drifted over to the backs of Carlos and Antoinette's heads.
"You know you're not supposed to be fighting; what would your mother say, prima?"
"DON'T TELL ME THAT SHIT, MY SISTER MIGHT BE FUCKING CRIPPLED!! SHE MIGHT HAVE BRAIN DAMAGE BECAUSE OF THAT SLUT!!" Antoinette doubled over sobbing uncontrollably as her cousin cradled her to his body. A waitress ran over with extra napkins while Mike continued staring between his relative and April's face, conflicted.
"She didn't know her place; bitch got what she deserved." April's childish sounding words hung in the air between the booths.
There were a few moments of silence as Carlos glanced over his shoulder at April's face while his brother was already staring nervously. Antoinette slowly turned with an arm across the back of her booth, staring at the demented cupie doll sitting there facing them unfazed. Antoinette's face was a wet mask of tears, nostrils flaring, rage intimately palpable.
Before Carlos could react, corral her, Antoinette was on her feet at the edge of April's booth. Although only sixteen years of age, this teen was nearly as tall as her sister carrying some weight on her thick frame. She was similar to her older sister Chelsea, albeit a bit pudgy; yet she towered over April.
"What did you say, bitch?" April didn't make matters any better simply smiling in response as Carlos quickly jumped up grabbing his little cousin's shoulders.
"BE COOL ANTOINETTE, CHILL PRIMA'!!" He tried to nudge her back into the booth, but she tussled a bit with him ready to launch her fist into the offending party's round pie face.
"Hey, don't make a scene." Mike was in the process of getting up as Antoinette glared at her cousins, incredulous.
"Did you hear what this bitch, said?"
"LOOK DON'T DO THIS; YOU'RE NOT SUPPOSED TO BE FIGHTING!!" Carlos already had custody of her bicep intending to pull her away from the still seated April.
"No-Did you fucking hear what she said, Carlos?!!"
"I-I heard, okay? Let's just get another booth, okay?" He knew his cousin's rage legendary in their close-knit family.
Both sisters were extremely close, symbiotic in mindset and temperament. Neither he or his brother Mike were surprised to learn that Chelsea had been injured fighting to avenge a close friend. Antoinette jostled with her cousin further becoming uncontrollable as Mike intervened grabbing her other bicep.
"GET OFF ME MAN; GET THE FUCK OFF ME, MIKE!!" The cousins intended to drag their little cousin out by both arms instead of letting her earn a night in jail when Stan reappeared cluelessly taking stock of the situation.
"LOOKS LIKE WE GOT A PARTY OVER HERE; HEY BABE WE'RE IN BUSINESS, OKAY?!!" There was no way Stan was letting someone rain on his parade now that he'd secured the funds for the night of his dreams. Antoinette was still desperately working herself free as two waitresses appeared trying to gauge the situation. Other customers and visitors were taking in the show with varying degrees of cheap curiosity while April rolled her eyes at Stan.
"I've gotta go tinkle in the little girl's room; pay my bill." April casually slid out of the booth with a slight bit of effort giving Stan a full view of her massive bust. She looked past him at Antoinette who was starting to calm down.
"She didn't know her place; bitch got what she deserved." April casually repeated to all three cousins this time. She turned uninterested in their reaction to her egregious aside walking the aisle disappearing into the ladies room.
The interior of the ladies rest room was filled to capacity with one stall from the end, out of service. A tired looking woman was changing her toddler's diaper on a fold out baby table as April walked to an available sink running some water. She was bristling internally at Antoinette's words about her lover. Her own well-hidden rage nearly exploded from her short, stout frame at the kid's account of things. April washed her hands meticulously casually glancing up into the keyed mirror above the sink. Someone was standing there a foot behind her with striking auburn hair, unfocused blurred.
"Melissa?"
She turned quickly finding Antoinette instead. The disparity in their heights was apparent leaving April looking directly into the white t-shirt and blue, long sleeved flannel shirt covering the teen's torso. Antoinette was indeed a full head taller than her standing there giving the shorter woman no room to move. The edge of the sink pressed into April's butt while Antoinette's chest wedged tightly against her huge bust. April looked upward into the teen's face finding her nostrils flaring.
"Say it again; I don't think I heard you." Antoinette hissed, her arms stiff at her sides, fists clenching and unclenching. Some of the other women inside noticed, one pulling her toddler daughter towards the door, intent on alerting management.
"She didn't know her place; bitch got what she deserved."
The resultant slap sounded like a thunder strike reverberating across the ladies room as some women shrieked. April took the blow to her chubby, right cheek with a look of abject shock on her face. Her hand rose lightly touching the reddening cheek as a darkened mascara tinged tear streaked from her eye.
This was supposed to be her night, her coming out party leaving her past behind for new adventures. She was starting to really find herself getting control of her natural abilities as a woman of ill repute. Some kid had the nerve to strike her across the face, the audacity to assault her in a moment of self-realization.
"She didn't know her place; bitch got what she deserved."
Before she could finish the offending sentence, the second slap came again striking and cutting her lip. A bit of blood trickled down her chin to the gray concrete floor as the other women looked on in shock. One twelve-year-old kid in the corner was grinning at the exchange.
"She didn't know her place; bitch got what she deserved." April gasped.
Before Antoinette could respond with a well taught roundhouse right; April pressed both palms into her chest shoving the sixteen-year-old with all her might, catching her off guard. The display of strength was sudden, powerfully propelling the teen backward off balance into the out of service stall. The heavy teen girl hit the door with the force of a freight train, losing her footing. Antoinette tumbled into the wall inside the stall facing April.
Her fist appeared ready to clock the short woman, but April quickly squatted violently grabbing both of her calves yanking backward with another burst of strength. Antoinette's head collided with the edge of the toilet as April whipped back, still in custody of her legs. Before she could move April flopped out on top of her, both chubby knees pressed into her abdomen and crotch. A cacophony of jeers and screaming filled the bathroom.
"AWWWWGGGG, GET OFFA ME YOU CRAZY BITCH!! FUCKING SLUT!!" April hunched over the surprised teen digging her nails into Antoinette's temple and cheek, clawing up her face.
"FUCK-YOUR-SISTER!! FUCK THAT STUPID CUNT YOU LITTLE FETUS, BITCH!! I'M GONNA PUT YOUR ASS IN A BED RIGHT NEXT TO CHELSEA, WHORE!!" Antoinette's right fist repeatedly struck at April's side while the other was impeded by the toilet.
She couldn't avert her eyes away from the drooling blonde, captured.
Antoinette realized this woman knew her sister in some capacity as April pressed her wrist down on the nasty bathroom floor, using her considerable weight to keep the girl immobilized. She could see the other shocked women standing over April yelling and jeering as the demented blonde's chubby hand dipped into her cleavage.
There was no way she could've known that she was dealing with a psychopath well versed in using her weight to subdue potential victims. Antoinette screamed at the top of her lungs trying her best to dislodge April who was forcing the air out of her lungs. The flip knife appeared in April's jiggling cleavage before her panicked eyes.
"THAT'S ENOUGH!!" Thankfully, two women grabbed April's arms dragging her off the screaming teenager who crumpled into a ball, gasping hard. April struggled with the women rolling onto her knees, knife in hand.
"GET YOUR GODDAMNED HANDS-OFF ME!!" Her rage was explosive as she caught the women off guard slashing wildly with the extended flip knife.
The women jumped back while the housewife that had been changing her child clutched her toddler to her bosom. The restroom went silent as April glanced around at the shocked countenances, witness to a small portion of her insanity. Her breathing was hard and ragged as she folded the knife sinking it back into her pillowy cleavage. April glanced down at Antoinette, finding the girl visibly horrified, all of her fight depleted.
April took a step to the sink making some of the women flinch as the housewife slinked by with her toddler, leaving the baby bag on the extended table. April began washing her hands as the restroom door opened revealing O'Dell, the manager of Happy's who took stock of the scene, before regarding April calmly washing her hands.
"You're outta here; BANNED from my place!! Don't let me catch you hanging out around here again, GET OUT!!"
April finished washing her hands without reaction snatching some paper towels from a dispenser. O'Dell was a big, burly woman wearing a wifebeater that showed off her fleshy, sleeved up arms. April dabbed at her cut lip, dropping the paper towel on the concrete floor, regarding Antoinette.
"Tell your sister, I said hello." She blew the distressed girl a kiss before filing out of the restroom.
Some of the remaining women scrambled away from her as she passed into the restaurant. O'Dell followed her out as Antoinette sat up in a fetal position, sobbing. Some concerned customers gathered around the stall offering help.
Outside, April glanced over her shoulder finding O'Dell there ready before looking around finding Antoinette's cousins visibly concerned. They'd allowed their cousin to go after her out of some misplaced familial loyalty. Once they laid eyes on April's battered countenance, they likely realized their mistake.
It read on their faces collectively as O'Dell nudged her towards the entrance. Her gaze travelled around to the other patrons as she did the walk of shame finding Stan. April winked at him with an inviting smile, knowing she was still going to make some money before looking in the opposite direction.
Her big, expressive eyes found the inhouse arcade and a few tables just outside of it. There was a large flat screen on the wall for bored parents to watch television while their kid played. It was currently switched to local news with local reporter Brett Sawyer on the screen with fire trucks at his back.
It looked like a forest fire was ablaze in the background. Emergency workers were running by as he tried in vain, to get a soundbite. The television was muted, but the large blocky caption across the bottom of the screen caught April's widening eyes. Stan drifted over as O'Dell gave her another shove, suddenly realizing his shirt was balled up in the chubby blonde's fist.
"WHERE'S YOUR FUCKING CAR!!" April's face broke in dramatic fashion as she half dragged the man into the lot while Antoinette appeared from the restroom meeting her cousins at the door.
She had just enough time to watch April's reaction to the monitor hanging on the restaurant wall. There was some sort of emergency news story on screen as Antoinette drifted closer finding shots of burning wreckage and the news tagline. Onscreen a deputy was shoving Brett Sawyer away from the scene while another shoved the cameraman.
"WE HAVEN'T CONFIRMED YET, BUT FROM ALL APPEARANCES, SHERIFF REED'S DAUGHTER MAY HAVE BEEN KILLED IN THE ACCIDENT!!" Antoinette smiled at the karma, rewarded to her hospitalized sister.
************
Some kids were running around the front yard chasing one another eventually doing laps around their father's patrol car. Deputy Mooney sat on his porch letting his children run out that extra bit of energy before they were required to come inside for bed. His smallest one-year old toddler was nestled against his shoulder asleep.
"There's still a bit of apple pie; you want it honey?" His wife appeared at the open door behind the screen, wiping her hands with a dishrag.
"Maybe later, can you put it on ice?"
"I wasn't talking about "that" apple pie, dear." Deputy Mooney glanced over at his wife, her brown hair although streaked with bits of gray was still as lovely as the day, they wed framing her soft, intelligent features. She was moderately built with a nice pair of sloping breasts and some enticing saddlebag hips.
"Eh, it's been a while, hasn't it?"
"My friend Jenny wants me to go down to the porno store and get one of them fake dongs; says I should take uh, matters into my own hands, and all." The couple chuckled at the suggestion staring lovingly at one another.
"Fake dong, huh?"
"Well, she says it feels like the real thing, and its battery powered, too. Think I ought to take her up on that trip, huh?" Deputy Mooney glanced around the yard silently acknowledging the frolicking children.
"Now I don't know about that, dear; Jenny knows we got us a bunch of kids, right? She think we adopting, huh?" They shared a long, thoughtful glance at one another before she leaned into the side of the door, snickering.
"Sorry, I'm so out of line, deputy."
"Tell you what; you get your nosey friend to come over and watch the kids, I'll take you out to the lodge and we can make another one of these." Deputy Mooney softly ran his hand over his infant son's back causing the child to stir a bit.
"I'll do that, but them birth control pills coming with us." She began to slink away from the door.
"Elle?"
"Yeah?" Elle Mooney returned to the door peering out at her husband.
"Show me a little something."
Elle's eyes drifted over to the playing kids, now sitting at the far end of the front lawn together at the edge of a ditch. The girls watched a bit of sparse traffic in front of their home faced away from their home. Elle cracked the screen door, gathering up the hem of her white tank. She gracefully lifted it until one of her pendulous breasts appeared. Her sunbaked skin was offset by hard tan lines from a demi cup brassiere she usually wore. Her areolas were large, cookie sized with a thick, erect nipple. Deputy Mooney smiled approvingly.
"I think maybe, you should pop one of them birth control pills tonight."
"Yeah?" Elle raised an eyebrow, a wry smirk on her face.
"Yeah."
Before the conversation could go further, Deputy Jimmy appeared in his patrol car at the end of the yard, exciting his partner's children who stood up cheering. Elle's face dropped at the sight of a man she knew to be a bit of a scoundrel. She disappeared from the screen door leaving her husband to face his friend. Mooney's daughters snagged ahold of Jimmy's wrists leading him to the edge of the porch. The look on his face told a story.
"Alright, let's have it."
"So you haven't heard about the accident, Mooney? Your favorite redhead done got herself-blown up."
"You're telling me Red, is uh, not amongst the living?" He perked up as his wife reappeared with a longer shirt covering her chest. She stepped out on the porch taking the baby from her husband, ignoring his partner tipping his cowboy hat.
"Well you obviously had your radio turned off, but I got a call out from the camp grounds about a certain Camaro flying off a cliff. Supposedly it blew up real good; that's what our guys are telling me. Emergency services on the scene right now, Mooney."
"Let's go." Deputy Mooney was already halfway to the car as his wife appeared herding the children inside.
"Guess that pill, can wait a bit." She watched the patrol car speeding off, lights flashing.
************
Humbert logged off his game leaving behind an online campaign in his group following their leader Stretch who disappeared abruptly. The rest of the guys were kind of dicks leaving him no reason to continue the session. His eyes were watering from nonstop gaming. There was some light scratching at his window which turned out to be the stray cat he'd been feeding as of late.



"You're back again? I'm definitely spoiling you." He opened the window gathering the meowing stray in his arms as his television defaulted to local television once the console turned off.
"WE HAVEN'T CONFIRMED YET, BUT FROM ALL APPEARANCES, SHERIFF REED'S DAUGHTER MAY HAVE BEEN KILLED IN THE ACCIDENT!!" The sensationalized account from the ambitious street reporter instantly caught his attention.
Humbert felt a tremor run through his body becoming weak in the knees as he found the edge of his bed, watching intently. Onscreen a huge billowing cloud of smoke was rising backlit with orange brilliance as things became surreal. There was a fleeting shot of a burning car, a totaled Camaro engulfed in flames. This weird feeling sheathed his being as he considered what was being reported.
"Red?"
Humbert got up walking to his window looking at the street below. His mind wandered back to the night of his rape. Both of the cheerleaders glibly delivered him back home after the assault and had the nerve to give him the sex toy that was forced into his rectum. Humbert shuddered thinking of the forced hug between him and Red, the Apex Predator of Maplewood High.
His thoughts flowed to her recent intrusion into his bedroom, an incident that ended in him slapping her across the face. She'd run from his room in her birthday suit, clothing in her fists finally exorcised from his life as of tonight. The cat in his arms purred, softy patting his cheek with its paw.
Now, only one cheerleader remained from the night that changed his life.
************
"Looks like gridlock up ahead; maybe we should head back."
"NO!!"
"Hey, there's a lot of cars filled with nosey people from around town, you got that news van and then there's the fire trucks, and all." Stan was reticent about pushing his El Camino further up the clogged road leading towards the camp grounds.
Maplewood was a small enough town that many morbid visitors quickly showed up to find out what was going on as emergency crews struggled to do their jobs.
"You don't understand; I've got to know." April was crumpled up into a ball in the passenger seat beside him staring bleakly at the traffic ahead. The lights from the preceding vehicles flashed circular moirés across her cupie doll features.
"KNOW WHAT, IT'S JUST A FUCKING FIRE!!" He was getting antsy knowing a wife and children were waiting at home as April regarded him, breathing hard. He found himself looking deep into the pools of darkness surrounding her expressive blue eyes.
"I'll-FUCK and SUCK-you anyway you want; I'll do whatever you want and let you put it-ANYWHERE YOU-WANT if you take me where I need to go, right now, STANLEY!!" April hissed out the words, meaning every bit of what was said.
"Well, uhm...it's kind of late." He mumbled, beating himself up on the inside as he thought of explaining things to his wife. His window of opportunity was shrinking fast.
Her eyes widened, mouth hanging open in a sustained gasp as she got on all fours on the front seat, her impressive cleavage omnipresent. Before he could react, she was in his lap kissing him as passionately as she could manage. It was an act born wholly out of desperation. Her tongue found entrance into his mouth swirling around as her fingers cupped his package, squeezing in measured fashion.
"Just a little further, that's all I'm asking Stanley. Please do this for me; I'll make it worth your while any way you want. Just a little further and we can do it all night if you want." April already knew his answer as his tumescence fattened and lengthened out tightening his slacks.
Before he could answer, there was a knock on the driver's side window as both were illuminated. A female deputy was peering into the vehicle with her flashlight. Stan found it a bit difficult rolling the window down with the large, buxom miscreant across his lap. The female deputy didn't look amused at finding people making out in their car in the middle of accident related gridlock.
"Yes officer?" He forced up his best salesman smile flashing a mouth full of yellowed teeth. April shrank away from the light pressed against the passenger door.
"There's a serious accident ahead; don't move any further. You're gonna have to back it up so that we can get this road cleared. "The deputy didn't try to hide her disgust at what she believed were two weirdos getting their jollies from an accident.
"Uhm, yes officer; do you have a hot tub by any chance? I'm in sales, you know?"
He was worried about the large number of unpaid parking tickets on his tab.
"Whatever; I'm walking back to clear out the rest of this traffic." His front seat went dark as she continued back towards the other vehicles at his rear.
"Sorry babe, uhm..." April was gone, the passenger side door cracked. She'd managed to slip out of the car in the few moments he was speaking to the deputy.
"Shit."
April frantically moved between the two-lane gridlock further towards the flashing emergency lights in the distance. The acrid smell of smoke filled the air making her chest heave as her eyes began to water from the irritants in the air. She knew what she'd come to see; a strange anxious feeling coursing through her body as she lurched ever closer.
April noticed another beam of illumination coming in her direction, quickly crossing over to the far left on the side of a minivan. She crouched low to the far side of the vehicle whose windows were somewhat darkened with a tint. April gingerly stuck her head up peering through the backseat of the minivan watching as the second deputy appeared talking to a car in the other lane.
A boy was sitting in the backseat of the car in a booster seat that she didn't immediately notice. His hand shot out pressed against the glass with a thud catching her unaware for a millisecond. April shrunk away from the side of the vehicle before the kid's parents noticed, disappearing into the brush on the driver's side of the minivan.
Before she could be seen, April lost her footing tumbling down the diagonal, wooded incline rolling uncontrollably until she hit a fence bordering the beginning of the ravine. April found herself looking up into the stars clear as day from this vantage point away from Maplewood. Her back felt bruised from the tumble, but she was able to carefully right herself caring little about the bits of grass and foliage in her hair.
Her side was hurting a bit as she looked to her left discovering the fence proper, peering through it at the deep gorge. It seemed the fence was constructed in part, to serve as some sort of barrier should a vehicle tumble over into the incline. She could hear the sounds of the emergency crews, see the flickering illumination just beyond the pale in the distance. Her chest was thumping heavy as she used the fence stumbling over her own feet in uneven intervals, eventually losing a shoe.
Nothing would stop her from this heart wrenching quest of discovery. April dreaded what she would find at the heart of the activity twenty feet ahead but was compelled to continue onward. The gorge on the other side of the fence grew wider as April stalked along the barrier slowing out of fear as the raw, acrid odor of burning nature and metal filled her noses, the fumes watering her eyes as rivulets of black mascara ran down her face.
The fire crews were handling the budding forest fire, the arching streams of water gradually extinguishing the fire as she discovered bits and pieces of metal littering the terrain. A news truck was visible in the distance. She could make out two men in heated conversation with other deputies trying to get a handle on the situation. The other cars wedged behind the truck provided a deafening cacophony of sound from honking horns to various snippets of music from the different vehicle.
It felt as if these people were in some sort of celebration. This realization made her stomach turn bringing her to the point of regurgitation. April told herself that everything was for naught because they were all wrong about her friend, her mentor, her lover.
...her "true mother."
April finally managed to get close enough to the impact sight finding thick plumes of black smoke still rising from the ravine. The fence was distended away from her body as a result of the cars death tumble allowing her to step onto it to get a good look down into the smoldering area, heart palpitating in her immense bosom. April was obliged to get down, crawling forward dangerously to peer into the hellish conflagration.
"No."
"Oh god please, no."
"No, No, No, no...this, this isn't real; no mother." Her eyes widened into saucers, black tears streaming down her ruddy cheeks as her maw gaped into a darkened pit.
"MEEEEELLLLLLL-LISSSSSS-SSSSSAAAAAAA!! Red? MOTHER?!! GAAAAWWWDDDD NOOOOO!!" The Camaro that had born her into a new way of being, a new life, was upturned and destroyed engulfed in billowing smoke and crackles of eldritch flame.
Multiple streams of water were putting out the flame about the totaled wreck. Some firemen in full gear were walking about at the bottom working hard. The Camaro was left a twisted, smoldering husk in tragic monument to doomed young woman who'd finally hit rock bottom.
April's banshee cry echoed out into the ravine and the wooded camping grounds, beyond. It seemed to reach the heavens where she was sure, her lover wasn't in residence. She crumbled, disintegrated into a ball of human despair before that ravine.
"Ma'am, what are you doing here?" The female deputy's flashlight illuminated the prostrate teen. She could hear the muted sobbing and whispering mumblings of this woman, opting to keep her distance.
"Uh, just wanted-a look for myself." April finally answered, still prostrate.
"Are you okay, ma'am?" it was obvious she was sobbing, but something in her person made the deputy uncomfortable.
"...uhm, peachy keen."
"I'm gonna have to ask you to leave the area; it's very dangerous down here and I don't want you getting in the way of the emergency crews." She found her free hand going to the weapon at her hip as April gradually regarded her, still kneeling.
"Did they find a body?" April sniffed, staring at the woman, taking stock of her from head to toe. Her makeup was smeared all over her face denoting a limitless pit of grief.
"Who are you; do you know something, ma'am?"
Everything in the deputy's being told her that this strange looking female was sizing her up. The expression on her face was indecipherable, but read danger as the short, stout woman stood, clutching at her bosom. She was breathing heavily, coughing a bit. Her emotional distress was evident, but an intangible kept the deputy from addressing it.
"I'm-curious, that's all. My uhm, friends like to get all the pertinent details when we gossip." April's quick turn of the tongue yielded the desired result as the female deputy's face reflected her innate disgust.
"Leave this area, now ma'am."
"Sure." April lowered her head, pressing her chin into her bulging cleavage as she inched by the disturbed woman.
The deputy watched her gradually walk into the distance wondering if she should have probed further. Thankfully, the sound of footfalls crunching underfoot drew her attention to approaching coworkers. Deputies Mooney and Jimmy appeared seconds later.
"What we got, Linda?" Deputy Mooney was all business.
"Two college kids were out here camping when it happened; they called it in to dispatch. We're real lucky the boys were able to get things under control before the fire got too bad."
"They got a body, or what?" Deputy Jimmy added, awkwardly.
"Pieces." Both men looked at one another, Mooney appearing disappointed.
"A lot of people really hated that girl, me included but we do cleanup by the book. Linda, what'd her dad say when you told him about his daughter?" Deputy Linda glanced into the ravine at the smoking wreck.
"We uhm, were kind of hoping you would do Sheriff Reed, the honor."
"YOU GOTTA BE SHITTING ME?!!" His partners looked uneasy, silently acknowledging his unspoken leadership and representation. Deputy Mooney glanced up the incline at his coworkers trying to get traffic under control and the lingering news van.
"Get this cleaned up out here and give everybody the middle finger for me when it's done, Linda." She nodded returning to her job forgetting to mention April.
"Man, just what in the fuck is going on around here, Mooney?" Deputy Jimmy removed his hat, scratching his head as both men stared off into the ravine side by side.
"I really don't know what's going on around Maplewood; but karma is like a goddamn boomerang." Deputy Mooney lingered for a few moments staring down into what he considered, divine justice.
"Hey uh, can I sleep on your couch?" Deputy Jimmy asked slowly following behind.
"No."
************
"WE HAVEN'T CONFIRMED YET, BUT FROM ALL APPEARANCES, SHERIFF REED'S DAUGHTER MAY HAVE BEEN KILLED IN THE ACCIDENT!!" The illumination from the large flat screen television highlighted her beautiful face.
Leslie sat on the couch watching the news report after receiving a text from fellow cheerleader Betty Joe. She hadn't responded to multiple calls from her self-appointed toadie, but finally relented with a simple text. The stunning brunette found the news briefing horrific as the reporter sensationalized everything before a deputy appeared onscreen ushering him from the scene.
Leslie was sitting on the couch with a large pillow clutched between her limbs for security. Lately, she'd been sleeping in the living room instead of her bed finding it uncomfortable. She was numb all over, still reeling from nearly losing her life at the hands of her former best friend. Red's essence lingered in the living room long after she'd gone. Leslie couldn't understand why she was still alive after all she'd done to hurt Melissa Reed behind closed doors.
Her spirit had been extinguished leaving this hollow emptiness that hungered for revenge. She was plagued by nightmares that repeatedly returned her to the shower floor of the boy's locker room, staring up into Red's face. That incessant image of her engrossed, freckled face as what it meant, left her unable to find sleep afterwards. Leslie sat in front of her makeup table staring at her face and seeing nothing. She remembered herself and what she used to be along with Red.
It made her sick to the core of her being, but she knew there would be no denying the monster claiming to be her best friend. Her mind wandered back to their interactions before raping Humbert leaving her with a stark revelation.
Red coveted her beauty and figure which rivaled and even surpassed her own. Several attempts had been made to "dirty" her up so that the auburn creature could relate. She thought of her introduction and subsequent addiction to the rabbit, recalling Red's pointed approval.
She kept coming at her with more sexual overtures initially trying to get her to engage in an implied threesome with Brad Tucker before Leslie was obliged to admit she was a virgin. Not long after, Red attempted to use a recently brought strap-on with the intent of deflowering Leslie. Of course she laughed it off after being rejected, implying that she might use it on Brad, instead. Both girls found a sort of middle ground over a bit of coke and alcohol comically deciding to find some loser to peg, instead of Red's boyfriend.
Both cheerleaders settled on Humbert Jenkins after viewing him sitting alone in the school cafeteria. She was a bit reticent about the affair, but Red would not be denied. Leslie chaffed recalling being subtly bullied into betting her virginity on a game of rock, paper, scissors. Thankfully Red lost that gambit as well, robbing the scheming ginger of the pleasure of seeing Leslie deflowered by a quote-unquote loser.
She was relieved as Red was forced to fuck Humbert instead as part of her own plan to blackmail the nerd. She got caught up watching the primal nature of their coupling losing control a bit, remembering herself a few moments later when Humbert palmed her butt. It was too late for Humbert, who'd become ensnared in Red's psychotic web.
The cheerleaders pressed him into salacious service overwhelming the geek with continuous chatter and threats of imprisonment for "raping" Red. There was nowhere for him to go at that moment knowing evidence of the "assault" was all about the person of the head cheerleader. Leslie couldn't deny the rising feelings of power she experienced assisting her best friend in violently coercing Humbert into agreeing to their terms.
In hindsight, Leslie realized Red wanted something to possibly hold over her head in the aftermath. Why else would she let her bestie give Humbert the sex toy used to assault him? It was heady times, and Leslie was addicted. Taking Humbert sexually left her voracious to do it again and again. She couldn't get over the spectacular orgasm she received as she fucked him roughly, experiencing two others before she was spent.
It was hard for her to walk, let alone fake out Red who seemed to know the deal as they walked Humbert to her car. Hours later, the brunette was still reeling in the passenger seat of Red's Camaro barely registering her friend's plan to get away with what they'd done. In the aftermath, nothing would quell the lingering hunger ignited by that reprehensible act.
Seeing him in the following days after, left a burning desire that compelled her to seek him out again with a shaky lie. It was enough to get what she wanted a second time, culminating in an even more frenetic violation that left her staggered. If he hadn't dropped from sight after that, she would've come after him again.
That act alone had given an unperceived enemy an intro to engineer her downfall. Red's ego had been weaponized by the crazed social experiment jointly bullied by both cheerleaders. Before she knew it, she was engaged in an insane battle of wills to regain her status with Humbert. But this time he was different, edgy, and angry. She didn't realize her culpability and contribution to this new version of her crush. He outsmarted her at every turn until the beauty was forced to go low managing to blackmail him again.
Thinking about herself in those last few moments sent a shudder through her body realizing how close she'd come to remaining the same arrogant bitch who'd already raped a man two times. Leslie couldn't shy away from the fact that she would've done it a third time.
Both of them fought in potter's field for vastly different reasons; Leslie for return to prominence and status at Red's side while Humbert simply fought for dignity. He wanted it more also relieving her of a heavily coveted virginity. She repaid a debt in part but knew deep down that she was forever changed by the experience. After being thoroughly ravaged in that field, he still wanted nothing to do with her, hated her. Leslie realized she deserved every bit of his rage and indignation, wanting nothing more than to return him to the shattered life he was trying to piece back together. Humbert Jenkins ended up clipped by a car and hospitalized.
Watching him skid and roll across the asphalt into a heap, ignited something inside. She surrendered herself and was taken ten times over, a hundred times over, a thousand times over. Laying on that shower floor looking up at the lights, Leslie could only see Humbert's face. Red's voice little more than an inaudible echo until she stepped into the light looking down at her fallen best friend.
Her words indicated a return to the status quo along with the sympathetic look on her freckled face. It sent the message that she was considered, less than. Red finally accomplished a deep-seated mission to bring a hated rival down to her level. It was so intolerable that she began screaming while simultaneously picturing Red's father, the Sheriff of Maplewood.



Darkness followed on the tip of Red's boot as it collided with her head. Her phone began ringing, disturbing her ruminations.
"Hello?" No one spoke on the other end of the line.
"Hello?!"
The person slowly hung up, leaving her alone in the darkness, illuminated by television light.
************
"Home momma."
"You uh, catch the bad guy, Phil?" Elle didn't look up from her kindle, engrossed in a romantic novel as he opened the closet door hanging his gun belt on a hook.
She was reclining in a cotton pink nightdress that accentuated her long, lean figure. Her slender legs were above the blankets rubbed down with lotion. The scent hung in the air. Deputy Mooney paused taking in the sight of his wife reading. The television was on some movie channel that was part of their cheap cable package. She was his high school sweetheart, the first and only woman he'd ever slept with. He had no complaints and she'd given him a brood of beautiful children.
"No, not exactly."
"Sorry to hear that; what pray tell, happened?"
"Blown up."
"HUH?!!" He chuckled when she looked up, distracted. Elle was wearing her reading glasses which looked like the kind strict librarians wore, attached cord and all.
"Sheriff Reed's daughter finally found what she was looking for, in spades." She put her kindle down watching as he started unbuttoning his shirt.
"Melissa?"
"Yeah, drove off the side of a cliff into a ravine at the local campgrounds." His shoulders cracked audibly revealing a body weary from hours of work. She got up helping him out of his shirt, placing it in a hamper behind the bedroom door.
"What'd the sheriff say when you told him?"
"Nothing just nodded and closed the door in my face. Likely, he was experiencing a bit of shock; but it seemed he was already having some kind of night. Could smell the alcohol before I got up the steps, you know?"
"I feel so bad for him; that girl made his life a living hell. You know he loved his daughter; otherwise he would've let her go to jail at least a few times for some of the horrible things, she did."
"Would've done her some good."
"You know, it's not good to speak ill of the dead." Deputy Mooney paused, pondering her words as she undid his belt buckle.
"That's the precise reason why I love you, momma."
Elle paused looking into his eyes before removing her glasses to give him a peck on the lips. This ended up being a series of kisses before the mature couple were full on making out. His hand found a lovely hanging breast cupping the underside, feeling the weight. A thumb brushed a nipple finding it erect.
"Looks like I'm gonna have to get me a blue pill, huh Elle?"
"I got your blue pill, papa." The deputy's wife knelt taking his pants to his ankles, carefully allowing him to step out of each leg.
His boxers followed before she took him between her lips. Her technique was slow and measured, exactly what he needed after a long day of work. Tonight she was a little more animated where usually she was sort of reticent.
"Come on up here, woman." Mooney helped her up to her feet cupping her plush, somewhat flattened buttocks.
Elle wrapped her arms around his neck kissing him deeply as he pulled her into his body. He relieved his lovely wife of her cotton nightshirt getting a look at her pendulous breasts. He loved the hard-tan lines from the demi cup brassieres she favored. The deputy purchased her first years ago as an anniversary present, happily surprised at how good she looked wearing it. She always lamented the large size of her tanned areolas, but he loved taking her nipples between his lips. There was nothing about his wife that the deputy didn't love.
"Sure you up to it, papa?" His brow wrinkled up at her question. Before she could resist, the deputy's wife found herself scooped up into his arms and tossed onto the mattress. Her butt landed on the television remote.
"I'll buy that for a dollar!!" The vaudeville styled comedian yelled to canned studio audience laughter flanked on either side by two slutty dressed models who also laughed in disingenuous fashion.
Elle scrambled turning off the television, but it was too late as the sound of their youngest crying was heard down the corridor.
"Ah, dammit." Deputy Mooney scoffed.
************
"Uh fuck, you're tight as fuck baby!!" His labored grunts went hand in hand with every thrusting grunt as he plowed her reddened cunt like it was his last meal.
Stan's hairy chest was bared, pants and underwear at his knees attesting to a lust unwilling to wait any longer resulting in the immediate stripping of his sexual muse. She offered no help whatsoever allowing her clothing to be half ripped off before she was shoved down unto her mattress.
"Shit girl, you're taking it like a champ!!" Stan was covered in perspiration as his pot belly ground into her fupa, savagely. A large sweat stain appeared on the back of his shirt as he bucked his hips even more taking in the visual.
April lay flat unmoving akin to a corpse, limbs spread eagle as if she were making a snow angel in her rented bed. Her big, expressive blue eyes were wide and glassy, her massive breasts jiggled from the aggressive motion, pooled in her armpits. Her round cupie doll features glistened wet, excessive mascara running horizontally across her cheeks onto the ruffled sheets. He cared little, failing to notice the mucus running from her nostrils while her mouth hung agape, mutely gasping for air.
Her eyes focused on the solitary lightbulb illuminating the motel room, but April was looking beyond it into the unknown. Up until that moment she wasn't alone in the world, sharing a similar world view with one other now gone. She was oblivious to his problematic weight and the slapping noises feeling the room.
"AW FUUUCK, BAAA-BEEEE!!" Stan drew his knees forward awkwardly, hunching over her prone figure gathering up her pillowy breasts. He feverishly suckled one of her raspberry hued nipples nipping and chewing, looking for a reaction, any reaction.
The prostitute's lack of verbal involvement was starting to garner his attention as he resorted to chomping on both nipples almost distending them as he kneaded April's huge breasts. Stan glanced up between her mountainous cleavage finding the underside of her pudgy chin facing him. He licked a slimy trail between her boobs, pressing his cock hard into her cunt. He used both hands jiggling her mams roughly finding, nothing. Her frozen expression of grief took a bit out of the proceedings making her look like a mannequin, a plastic baby doll.
"Feel that good, huh baby; Am a pounding that shit good, right? Right, huh?" She remained the same, no change.
Ego completely trampled, Stan the john leaned forward petulantly giving her a sloppy kiss covering her gaped maw with his own. It was meant to get a reaction out of April one way or another as his tongue swirled around inside her mouth getting no reaction whatsoever. He pulled back still wedged tight, his heavy body draped over her own. April remained the same, no physical or verbal reaction at all, destroying his fragile, middle aged ego.
"YOU'RE A DEAD FUCK!!" Stan bellowed out of hurt, more than any frustration.
April's big, blue eyes rolled in his direction, her body deathly still. Stan didn't notice scratching the back of his head still intent on getting his nut.
Her arms whipped through the air so fast, they were almost a blur of motion, fingers interlocking behind his back. April slowly turned her head facing the surprised john, suddenly using every bit of strength she could muster to snatch him down into her torso. Her left fist slid to her right wrist encircling and locking fingers into place almost cutting off her own circulation. Stan tried to push up with his flattened palms on either side of her head, but found himself trapped against her massive chest, his cock tightly wedged into her cunt as their eyes met too close for comfort.
"You wanna fuck; let's fuck." Her childish sounding voice was distinctly acid tinged and threatening. She surprised him, quickly interlocking her heels in the small of his back using her leverage ensnaring him between her pudgy limbs.
His equilibrium took a direct hit as he found himself quickly rolled onto his back in one swift motion leaving him pinned under her body. Her immense bosom engulfed his pecks, neck, and the lower portion of his face. Stan found himself looking right up through her enormous cleavage. Her dead weight purposely left him trapped underneath her as the portly blonde nimbly folded her knees, hooking her feet against his inner thighs.
Her weight instantly made it hard for him to breathe as April glared down at his fast reddening face. Her palms were flattened against his flabby man boobs as she allowed him to struggle a bit before collapsing down onto his body. Her breasts completely smothered his face adding to a building distress. She relented five minutes later allowing life giving air into his lungs.
"You wanna fuck?"
"Nuh, no." He whimpered as April's hands closed into fists, clawing his chest up with talon-like markings.
"Yes you do, Stan." She replied in childish fashion, giggling a bit.
Her oppressive breasts washed over him like the incoming tide as she flattened out on top of him. His cries and whimpers eventually died down before she relented allowing more air back into his lungs as his temples throbbed from the sensation. April cut off his desperate gasps for air covering his mouth with her own almost looking like she was conducting mouth to mouth resuscitation. Her tongue dipped into his mouth seeking another form of attack devoid of anything remotely sensual before she partially relented. April could feel the fear washing over him letting it flow into her, making her excited. Her breathing was audible, breath hot on his face as she became sopping wet.
"Stanley?"
"Yuh-yeah?" He whimpered almost crying out, not realizing how hard he'd become inside her tightness. April mashed down on him getting a strained gasp as she bit into his chin. She left a mark which she licked and kissed smearing her dark, burgundy lipstick everywhere.
"Wanna fuck?" She moaned, staring deep into his eyes demonstrating a learned behavior from her mentor.
"No."
April snarled allowing herself to become heavier finally earning his survival instinct with hands yanking at her blonde hair, striking her back in glancing blows. April laughed malevolently before closing her teeth on his Adam's apple shutting down his resistance. She slowly relented looking deep into his eyes, again.
"Stanley, do-you-wanna fuck?"
"Yes." It was a barely audible whisper.
April reared up on his chest digging her nails into his shoulders appearing some insane gargoyle, a lioness. Her meaty, chunky butt gradually sinking down further until only his swollen, oversized balls were visible. The pudgy blonde began rolling and grinding eventually rabbiting into his crotch with increasingly wild abandon.
His vantage point yielded little other than the shadow left across his face from the undersides of her huge breasts. Stan realized that he indeed, was being fucked. April's orgasmic cries filled the room as she arched her back riding him like a thoroughbred. The pressure on his capture tumescence was astounding as his cock was nearly wrenched from his body.
April drew her knees tighter using everything she had to smash the insensitive prick beneath her in a staggering display of insane grief. Her mascara darkened tears rained down on his face and chest as she went into overdrive. Her cunt was tight and slimy, tightening up to painful extremes as she went into the throes of a hateful orgasm triggered out of loss, more than anything else.
Despite his fear, Stan exploded inside her snatch in pulsing waves uncontrollably crying out in passionate distress. April didn't stop, splashing their intermingled juices about as her left hand slipped under the pillow just above his head. The flip knife appeared clasped tightly in her pudgy fist.
"STANLEY!!" He barely realized what was happening as the knife appeared hovering over her head clutched in both fists, dagger style.
In a herculean effort that likely tore something inside him, Stan twisted to one side as the blade slammed into the mattress scraping the side of his head. April caught off guard toppled over onto the bed recovering quickly stabbing out again, missing as he tumbled onto the floor. He scrambled about as she began shrieking slashing her pillow to shreds raining feathers everywhere. She couldn't take the reality any longer murdering the pillow, tearing it to shreds before tossing it over her shoulder glaring at him.
"STAAAAAAN-LEY!!" April lost her balance falling onto the floor after him as he snatched at his pants making it to the door. Her weight proved a factor again allowing him a bit of reprieve as she worked to right herself, flip knife in hand.
"FUKKIN BITCH; YOU'RE CRAZY!!" Stan yelled panicking as she found her footing, half shrieking, half gasping enraptured with the mental image of his corpse.
The knife ended up embedded instead in the wall at the side of her motel room door. Stan the john made good his escape, bolting to his car like his life depended on it. The blade cracked the rectangular plastic mount for the light switch, throwing the room into darkness. April had to use some force to pull it free, still glaring out into the parking lot.
"I'll buy that for a dollar!!" The vaudeville styled comedian yelled to canned studio audience laughter flanked on either side by two slutty dressed models who also laughed in disingenuous fashion.
The replayed movie drew her attention as a line of blood trickled down her bottom lip. April swiped at the television causing the cable cord to detach, as the screen went to static snow. She collapsed, breathing hard before screaming at the top of her lungs.
It was a banshee's scream.
Sohn Byun found himself caught up in a perpetual bout of frustration as he conducted a social experiment of sorts on himself in his small manager's office which also doubled as a secondary bedroom at work. The sixty-seven-year-old hotel manager was doing his best to elicit a physical reaction out of his lax endowment by watching some retro porn from the early eighties. His recent purchase of a generic brand of Cialis off the net was yielding little to no results as he watched two slender women having a sexual tryst that left much to be desired.
The somewhat uptight, manager had been secretly worried that his thirty-six-year-old wife was planning on stepping outside of the marriage. To that end, he'd purchased what he thought was an equalizer. A blood curdling scream ended his ruminations causing him to topple from his bed onto the cluttered floor.
"Sesang-e, museun il-iya? oneul bam nugungai motel-eseo jjochgyeo nass-eoyo!!" He managed to right himself using the edge of his mattress to straighten his weary back.
There was a certain amount of personal embarrassment as the elderly man pulled on his cutoff, plaid shorts covering his lower nudity. Sohn Byun cracked his office door staring out into the parking lot finding some errant clients looking in the direction of a recent check-in.
"Geu ttungttunghan yeojaneun johji anhda! naneun geunyeoga nappeun gogaeg jung hana, jon ttoneun mueongaleul gajigo issdago hwagsinhabnida!"
Sohn Byun was more than a little annoyed by the disturbance being caused by his new tenant, internally kicking himself for taking more money for an additional few days from the portly, woman. He snatched up the frayed little league bat used to scare off transients, stomping out into the parking lot.
An obvious prostitute and a distracted client were standing at the motel window attention directed towards the April's open room door. Sohn waved them away motioning with his weapon as he approached finding the darkened room flickering with television light.
"Shit." He'd intended to put his foot down with the troublesome prostitute but found something that stopped him in his tracks.
He was unprepared for the sight of the nude girl kneeling just inside her open door staring out at him, starkly. The paleness of her plump dimensions and immense bosom stood out in the darkness, almost glowing amidst the flicker of television reflecting static snow. The droning sound from the television was stereo loud enough to be heard over the entire parking lot. Sohn's attention was solely on the woman's face finding an innate horror in the pools of darkness surrounding piercing, blue eyes staring a hole in his face.
They almost seemed to be glowing. Her body was glistening feverishly with perspiration, bust heaving in volcanic rage and grief unabated. April didn't care about anything outside of herself and didn't have any fucks to give about the various onlookers. Sohn glanced back over his shoulder at some gathered onlookers, before directing his attention back towards a now standing April.
"Uhm, you keep down in here. Other people sleep, now." Rivulets of black mascara were flowing down rounded cheeks, ruddy from continuous crying. Her piercing eyes remained the same. Sohn stumbled backward as the door creaked closed.
April collapsed to her knees sobbing again taking both pudgy fists to her temples nearly beating herself senseless enough that she toppled onto her back. Her body was completely flushed as she stared up at the ceiling gasping, desperate to catch a breath. In moments she was on the verge of hyperventilating as her fingers closed around the cold metal of her flip knife. She brought it up into view using her thumb to slide the razor-sharp blade into view. Its gleam under the flickering television light caught the eye just right as April considered something dark.
"No, not yet Melissa; not yet mother. I gotta a whole lot to do and it ain't gonna end in this piss bucket town. I'm gonna do a lot of living for us both, mom."
Her weight coupled with her huge breasts made it difficult to right herself, but April managed to sit up with a concerted effort before rolling onto all fours. Her breasts drug the frayed carpeting as she crawled over to the muted alcove retrieving one of her backpacks from the luggage rack. Every second lent purpose to her actions as she turned it upside down dumping the contents on the floor before a laptop appeared. April took care with the computer which was covered with a plethora of stickers and taped on characters from her favorite indie comics.
"It's not going to be neat, not going to be clean and wrapped up in a big, fucking bow for every mouth breather swimming around in this toilet. I won't let it be that easy, bitch. You're not gonna sail off into the sunset like some goddamn princess." She plugged a cord into the side of her computer, licking her bottom lip as its light illuminated her tear stained features.
"You're gonna crawl around for the rest of your life on your hands and knees across jagged rocks and broken glass." April rummaged through the mess on her floor finding a small, velvet jewelry bag embroidered with tiny skulls and crossbones.
"The world you think you're gonna be a part of, is gonna eat you alive, bitch." April sniffled wetly, tongue lapping up the salty glaze from a running nose as she dumped out several flash drives.
Her busy fingers plucked a single drive from the mess. It was black with a heart meticulously painted onto it using her favorite, crimson tinged nail polish. April's gasps as she pushed it into the port on her laptop were almost orgasmic. She clicked on a file. April's eyes grew wider emphasizing the insanity floating around in those pools of darkness. Her thin lips began to curl into an insane smile as her media player started.
"Yeah fuck that big dick biatch." Leslie's voice flowed from the laptop while onscreen she was viciously pegging Humbert Jenkins in the school library.



His narrow butt dipped up in the frame leaving the rest of his body hidden from view until Leslie leaned over grabbing a handful of his hair bringing his head up into view facing Red's phone. The horrific laughter of both cheerleaders intermingled with the cries of a helpless victim filled the small motel room.
April had taken the initiative going through Red's phone finding the forgotten clips filmed a week before she found herself in the crosshairs of a woman who made it her personal mission to twist and warp a perceived rival ultimately giving birth to the darkness currently festering in a motel at the edge of Maplewood.
"You're such a drama queen Hum-Bert."
The camera focused on the underside of Humbert's abdomen as Red's hand appeared in frame handling his cock, roughly jerking on it as several bursts of semen exploded from its crown while the girls laughed, hard. This seemed to spur Leslie on further as she went to town shoving the dildo savagely into his back door, audibly gasping from the exertion.
There was an abrupt cut to this jarring view of Humbert's reddened, gaped anus. An edited in photo of the cheerleaders followed ending the five-minute clip with a traumatized Humbert standing between them. Both teens were each, sickeningly making the peace hand sign in the photo. Leslie Kennedy was positively glowing.
"I'm in the business of stealing happy endings." April pushed ENTER sending the clip...everywhere.
...TO BE CONCLUDED IN THREE.
The Reign of Terror will soon conclude in Maplewood.
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"Why you so nervous, Gerald?"
"Are you kidding; if my wife finds out, I'm fucked."
"Did you tell her where you were going?"
"Nuh, no!"
"Then what're you worried about, man; let's just go to this convention, enjoy ourselves for a few hours and get a bite." Gerald was my running buddy as of the last six months, but he was seriously whipped in his marriage. I regretted offering him the free pass I'd won in an online contest entered on a lark.
"Yeah Derrick, you're right man; it's just that I always feel guilty when I leave Mazzy with the kids." My squat, chubby compatriot still looked shaky making me wonder if his condition went part in parcel with multiple years of marriage. It definitely wasn't an endorsement.
"Hey, check that shit out." Both of us glanced to our right from the line we were waiting in that stretched almost a block and a half.
Six models were walking by grouped together in a huddle, all of four of them black women, two likely Caucasian. It was hard to make the two because of their decidedly urban hairstyles and war paint makeup. All of the women were outrageously thick, but I guessed that maybe three out of the six were naturally endowed.
"Damn, I know that female, right there!!" He gestured timidly towards a ridiculously stacked blonde sporting shoulder length Dutch braids. She almost looked like some exaggerated cartoon character equipped with what appeared to be a fifty plus inch ass. The woman in some divine act of genetic fairness, had modest sloping breasts.
"WHO THE FUCK IS THAT?!!" I blurted out uncontrollably as some of the other waiting convention goers chuckled and laughed at my reaction. Gerald wasn't any better, grabbing on me in tugging fashion like we were seeing a movie star of sorts.
"Uhm, she uh-goes by a single name on IG; uhm her name's Chrystal!!" Other enamored fans were cutting out of the winding line to get photos of the group as some security guards appeared.
"Why does she look, familiar?" She was beautiful enough with this sort of, harsh crazed look I'd unfortunately noticed on a lot of hood rats.
"Don't you remember; she used to be on this reality cooking show? She was super popular after they did an episode with some sort of competition on the beach; everybody was wilding out when she popped up in this bikini showing off all that ass; on network television, too!!"
The memory hit me like a ton of bricks, as I recalled it being a point of contention between me and my then, girlfriend. My somewhat plain in the body paramour, erased the cherished episode from my DVR in a fit of jealous rage that eventually led to our breakup. It felt like karmic reparations now being ten feet away from the ass that destroyed my complacent relationship.
"I got you man; I remember that shit. Chrystal won the show, right?"
"Well, supposedly she won, but the network made them reshoot the ending with the runner up winning instead. She had a sex tape leaked, some people said it got leaked on some talk show, but that's just a rumor."
"Bummer."
"Yeah man, she was supposed to be going to Paris for an internship and shit; but now she been celebrity clout chasing for a minute. She's going the C-List celebrity route with other reality shows, and IG." Harold was surprisingly in the know, obviously more of a fan than I was.
"So, she doing porn, now?"
"I don't know; heard she sold that sex tape to one of the big companies for six figures. Probably marketing that shit, or something." Gerald was probably a walking Wikipedia of the adult industry.
"Serious; you seen it?"
"Fuck yeah; downloaded that shit on my computer too."
"Better hope your old lady don't find that shit." I warned, completely joking.
"She don't know shit about no computer if it ain't her phone!" Gerald shot back, both of us still watching as the group of women were escorted towards the convention center surrounded by a phalanx of Maglite wielding security guards.
C-List Chrystal took our eyes with her wearing a pair of micro mini, jean printed, short leggings that wear basically ceremonial in nature. Over two thirds of her massive, heart shaped butt was exposed, jiggling slightly as she strolled into the building. The pavilion in front of the convention center was inundated with visitors, vendors pushing varies food items and trinkets and assorted porn stars, media personalities and their myriad, sycophants. It was a madhouse that was just what the doctor ordered after a hectic couple of weeks at the job.
I'd entered an online raffle on this social media page I visited as a lark one night after heavily drinking. A month later I found an email with two downloadable tickets to the biggest porn convention in town. I didn't really have too many close friends, so I offered the ticket to Gerald, a buddy from a previous temp job we held together. I'd been pushed out due to limited openings at the law firm we worked at but returned because he got fired. Ironically, Gerald was shit canned for making comments about our boss, a blonde bitch who could've undoubtedly given Chrystal a run for her money.
"Man, you gotta get me a copy of that shit." The clique of semi-famous thots along with one C-List celebrity disappeared into the crowd. We glanced around at some of the other women on public display.
"I'll email it to you tomorrow when the wife's at church."
"You don't go to church, Gerald?"
"For what; sides, it's the only time beside today, I get a break from the wife and kids." His answer added to my reticence about marriage. Most of my married acquaintances, were similarly afflicted.
"That's sad."
"Fuck you, man." We both started laughing as someone tapped me on the shoulder. The person seemed to reach through a deluge of people pressing in against us from both sides. Security had done a shitty job of cordoning off the winding line with stanchions with these neon cords lacing them together.
"WHAT?!!" I wasn't in the mood for any line jumpers, not even looking to see who'd tapped me. Gerald instead clapped his hand on my opposite shoulder, eyes saucer wide. He wasn't looking at me.
I looked over my shoulder finding some woman's massive, olive colored cleavage staring me right in the face. These enormous breasts were so huge, each was undoubtedly bigger than my head as my gaze traveled up finding the irritated face of their owner. This woman looked all of nineteen, maybe early twenties, likely Latina, Black or mixed with a nappy looking afro of sandy brown hair framing her round face. She was beautiful, even visibly angry.
"I don't know you, but if I did; I'd ask you what crawled up your ass and died, maldita cabeza de polla!!" She was Spanish mixed, but her voice oddly reminded me of Oprah Winfrey.
"Look, I thought you were somebody else, ma'am."
"STOP LYING NIGGA; I just wanted you to tap that guy over there!!" This young woman didn't give two shits about anything I had to say leaning in obtrusively tapping a white guy at my immediate right. Her huge breasts actually engulfed my arm on either side. She was wearing a white dashiki mini dress which had been altered to give her impressive bust face time with the public.
"HOLLY SANTOS, YOU'VE MADE IT GIRLFRIEND!!" The guy's screeching falsetto voice caught Gerald and I by surprise as he lurched forward wrapping his arms around this uber busty woman. It just contrasted with his mop of brown hair, handlebar moustache and full mountain man beard. He was also anorexically thin in a flannel shirt and corduroy slacks.
"YOU GOT ME DOWNTOWN WITH ALL THESE FUCKING PERVERTS!!" She responded loudly, giving me the eye over his shoulder as they hugged, wedged uncomfortably against me. Gerald was checking her out.
"Uhm, you don't mind if I let my girlfriend in, do you?" The guy asked and I just shrugged my acquiescence partly out of embarrassment.
He tired to lift the neon cord so that she could go under, but she found it difficult petulantly snatching up the stanchion cutting in line amid loud jeers as a few people snapped pics of her tits with their phones. She squeezed in facing me close enough that her immense tits were pressed against my torso.
"Pequeña perra." She insulted through gritted teeth continuing onward until she cleared my side.
"Damn, that's fucked up, man." Gerald was somewhat bilingual.
"What?"
"She called you a little bitch." He was laughing in my face as I glared over at the plus sized woman, model cute in the face. The offending party was already deep in conversation, annexed into her effeminate cohorts, clique. I was looking at the back of her head while Gerald was looking at her butt.
"It's okay, I guess."
"What?"
"Would you step to her if she said that shit to you? Besides, she said it in a different language, anyway." We both knew we didn't want any part of that big bitch, still watching the outline of her somewhat prominent rear end. A lime green thong was visible through the light material stretched across a tight looking butt.
We surged forward slowly towards the entrance as more people began to mill about getting into the swing of things. There was definitely this sort of pregnant sense of expectation in the air around the crowded pavilion as I noticed a local news reporter talking with some bystanders on the sidewalk while Gerald looked like he would end up with whiplash for acute girl watching.
"Damn, look over there, bruh!" I followed his gaze to another big butt, blonde followed by some toadies. My reaction was decidedly different, just shrugging.
"You don't like it?"
"Ah, it's just the same old shit; you my friend, have a type."
"Don't give me that shit, Derrick; my wife is black, and she don't look nothing like that bitch over there. It's just that when I jerk, I like a bit of variety, some difference than what I'm looking at every day."
"Too much information, seriously."
"Yeah man; heard the whole fucking thing, guys." We found ourselves looking at the stern features of that busty Latina, once again. I was embarrassed even though I hadn't said anything. She followed our visual trajectory noticing the blonde walking by with several phones hovering near her body snapping endless pics.
"Oh, so you two goons, are that type." My brow furrowed at her suggestion.
"What type is that, huh?" I was indignant.
"Color struck, obviously."
"I think you're jumping to conclusions; besides why you up in our conversation, anyway?" She flattened a palm against her own prominent cleavage making this incredulous expression like I'd spoken out of turn. Her associates giggled and jeered making things take on the atmosphere of some schoolyard scrap.
"I'M STANDING RIGHT IN FRONT OF YOU, HELLO STOOPID!!" Some raucous laughter exploded in our section of the long, winding line.
"You could've played it off; we're outside in public. You grow up in a plastic bubble or something, lady?" Gerald facepalmed knowing I had a temper. It was probably one of the reasons I'd been let go early at the job we formerly shared.
"WHAT-EVEEEERRRR; I gotta keep my head on a swivel with thirsty losers on my back! You'd probably whip it out if I weren't looking!!" She made a jerk off imitating gesture while her friends and others laughed enjoyed the incidental show.
"You wish, baby." I waved my hand dismissively, looking away.
"Uhm, sorry." Gerald cut in trying to cool things down between us, but she looked like she wanted to clock him.
"Yeah you're right about that, tubby." She insulted, hands on her hips.
"Should've never let your ass cut in line!!" Gerald had enough, too as this woman rolled her neck in stereotypical fashion killing her friends with laughter.
"But you did; now what you gonna do about it, huh Kenan Thompson!! WHAT-the FUCK are you gonna do about it!! STOP STUTTERING!! STOP LOOKING AT MY BIG ASS TITTIES AND TELL ME WHAT YOU'RE GONNA DO ABOUT IT, NIGGA!!" Honestly, she was between five eight and eleven in height, so it was impossible not to look at something directly in my shorter friend's line of sight. Phones were hovering about ready to catch a donnybrook.
"I don't look like Kenan Thompson." Gerald replied somberly.
The woman's angry expression dissolved as her perfectly shaped eyebrows raised like she'd experienced an epiphany. Her face softened into a whimsical smile as she wrapped her thick arms around Gerald's head burying his face deep in her cleavage. She broke the iron grip giving him a peck on the forehead. Gerald was flushing despite being a medium toned black man. There was this impish smile on his face as he tried not to grin.
"I'm sorry brother; I didn't mean to call you a coon. That shit was uncalled for and I apologize." It felt like I was in the twilight zone as she playfully pinched his cheek, giving Gerald a side hug while her friends clapped, still laughing.
"Eh, when I have my moustache grown in; people say I look like Craig Robinson from Hot Tub Time Machine." My buddy didn't care that he looked like a fool as the warm glow of voluptuous female acceptance flowed over him.
Before things could progress further, my buddy was snagged backwards drawing everyone's attention to this large black woman in custody of his shirt collar. A large purse collided with his head several times as I noticed a small boy and three more likely related women of the big and tall variety.
Later it was found that the wife did know a thing or two beyond the use of an android phone having logged into his account remotely. Gerald now attends church with the wife and extended family who'd accompanied her that Saturday afternoon to set her husband on the straight and narrow.
"Who was that?" The busty ingenue asked as we watched Gerald dragged off to a waiting car stuffed with his other children.
"The wife."
The line surged forward more actively after that while that hyper-busty woman more or less ignored me conversing with her friends. I people watched and checked my phone for messages from Gerald as I neared booths situated in front of the convention hall entrance.
This was definitely a huge show with people and various camera crews everywhere. A lot of them were amateur vloggers and small outlets, but the place was jumping as the multiple lines merged in front of the booths. I was worried about getting lost in the mix when I was audibly subject to a familiar voice.
"SHIT MAN; I BEEN WAITING IN THIS FUCKING LINE FOR LIKE, THIRTY MINUTES AND I CAN'T EVEN GET IN, EH?!!"
"Holly, calm down; you're making a scene." Her effeminate friend whined as she shoved him, looking like she wanted to take his head off.
"I AIN'T PAYING NO SIXTY DOLLARS; YOU SAID I HAD A PASS!!" Some people, bystanders were backing away in anticipation of something.
"I thought it was an add-one; maybe you should think about this because it could be a really big opportunity. I mean, you want us to pool our resources so that you can go inside, or what?"
"WHAT DO YOU THINK, PETER?!" She glared at a few of the phones getting too close to her mountain of cleavage. I noticed the other members of her clique standing off to the side with their convention badges.
They were these laminated cards with a neon rope attached so that it could be worn like a necklace. Peter shuffled over to his friends as she waited, talking in a huddle with his friends. I saw one guy shrug in the negative in regards to ponying up money for the entrance fee. I bit my lip allowing my inner white knight to bubble to the surface.
"Hey." She didn't respond watching some visibly annoyed members of her clique reluctantly going into their pockets. I lightly tapped her on the shoulder, but she acted like she'd been poked, rolling her shoulders.
"WHAT?!!" She turned ready to fight.
"Don't make me regret this." I offered Gerald's pass to her against my best wishes. She stared at it in my hands drifting up to the innocuous expression on my face before cautiously tugging it from my fingers.
Her youthful looking features were fixed in a perpetual sort of pout as she slammed the ticket on the counter in front of the agent. Peter returned with a handful of crumpled up bills as she received her floor pass. I was receiving my pass internally kicking myself because she hadn't even thanked me.
"Alright Holly, if you got about ten bucks; we can get you a floor pass." He was counting the crumpled up bills as I hung my pass about my neck.
"Ah, don't worry about it; I took care of it, myself." There was a smugness in her voice that stung at my ego like a dagger. I wanted to snatch the pass off her neck, but thankfully was still in control of myself. That action would've likely resulted in a street brawl of epic proportions and jail time for me considering her size and gender.
"No good fucking deed goes, unpunished." I mumbled to myself through gritted teeth as I stomped off into the convention center to enjoy myself.
"HEY!!" She called after me as I stalked off towards a two tiered staircase leading up into the convention center floor.
There were huge twenty foot banners framing the entrance to the convention floor advertising the numerous porn companies. One was an obvious advertisement for the leaked sex tape for that C-List celebrity I'd seen earlier. Whoever put together that giant poster knew their business advertising her extraordinary black girl curves. People and couples were actually taking pics in front of the banner as I heard that voice again.
"Oye, sé que me escuchas llamar a tu negro trasero; deja de llorar porque te ignoré, pervertido!!" I did a slow burn knowing she'd insulted me as I reached the first landing before turning to face the petulant, entitled woman.
"YEAH?!!" She was standing two steps up from the bottom of the first stairwell. Her cleavage was so massive, I couldn't see her feet.
"I didn't say thank you, did I?"
"No, you didn't."
Holly smirked in condescending fashion as I noticed both of her pointer fingers inside the plunging cleavage of the ill-fitting dashiki dress covering her abundant figure. Her breasts suddenly surged and jiggled as both of her huge, saucer sized areolas appeared. She had thick, chewy looking nipples that were erect surrounded by visible little bumps in those cinnamon hued spheres. I popped wood dramatically as she quickly covered up.
"Now, we're even." She turned rejoining her friends as I stood there in sexual shock. The group blended into the crowd before I even blinked. Part of me wished I'd never seen those spectacular breasts because I'd never be able to close the deal. Part of me thinks that's why she did it.
"Bitch."
***********
The first thing that you noticed was the noise and droning electronica which was thumping from an onsite strip club set up in the center of the convention center floor. The surge of people pushing in on you as you approached the entrance was incredible, almost like fighting the incoming tide.
The second thing I noticed were all the unofficial camera men wielding high-end digital equipment of varying degrees of luxury. A lot of these guys were what you'd refer to as incel oriented, some looking like they teens who needed an id check. I didn't see any women with similar camera rigs, finally getting onto the floor proper.
"FUCK!!" The scene was the stateside equivalent of the carnivals of Brazil, in my opinion.
Everywhere the eye could see was legions of scantily clad women strolling about making their dime with paid photo ops, conducting innumerable podcast interviews, and just generally talking with their pimply faced audience. This was a trade show similar to Comic Con. But the difference was apparent in this inherent sense of perversity and accepted sleaze. There was all manner of porn as far as the eye could see, something for everybody.
Some of that shit was goofy, weird and a bit sick as I traversed one of the myriad aisles subtly getting caught up in the ambiance of it all on a Saturday evening. A couple of times, I bumped into oblivious guys caught up in filming the porn star of their dreams. I made apologies but got no response due to a laser focus by the offended parties. The guys mostly grunted, if even that.



I turned into an aisle drawn by the pulsing electronica only to find a quartet of women sporting the biggest fake breasts I'd ever seen in my life. Three of the four were tragically blonde with big, 80's hair to go along with orangish, sun baked skin tones born of the tanning bed. These things were positively freakish to look at as multiple cameras went off in their faces. One of the women reminded me of Sybil Danning with these vintage terminator type shades protecting her eyes from the flashes.
There were two rows of people filming these women almost in firing squad formation. There was literally two rows of guys with the front, taking a knee.
The fourth woman of the quartet was some Korean woman who looked a few years older than my grandmother sporting the second biggest set of basketball sized boobs. Some cheesy looking guy and his girlfriend slipped her a few bills before the woman slid behind her back cupping those melons.
I recognized this model remembering her from an vintage episode of Married with Children. I remember being smitten enough to look her up online finding a series of dull, lifeless porn that turned me off more than anything. The expression on the woman fondling her was decidedly glib as she jiggled those boulders.
I turned away after a few moments to see a guy who was the spitting image of Drew Carey with one of those large digital cameras used to shoot porn, stalking towards this thick brunette in school girl lingerie. There was this menacing look on his face like he wanted to shank someone as he closed the distance while she conversed with a rail thin woman in bondage gear. I almost cried out as he grabbed the hem of her plaid, micro-mini skirt yanking it up roughly. His other hand shoved the camera under the skirt in stabbing fashion as I expected security to grab this creep.
"Oh, hey Chris." She responded casually half giggling while a few onlookers were also jarred by this guy's criminal behavior.
Chris was handling that digital camera like a fucking proton pack. His slouchy posture reminded me of someone filling their gas tank before he stalked off into the crowd, breathing hard. Both women watched continuing their conversation. Bondage girl was handing out flyers.
Thirty minutes later I'd drifted up enough aisles of product and autograph signings that my head was starting to spin. The event was completely sponsored with food courts in each corner of the convention floor. I managed to find a clean seat after scoring two large, overpriced slices of pizza and a cola.
There was an overhead digital display inviting people to the strip club in the center of the floor. I noticed a crowd weighing my options as my gaze drifted over finding a crowded booth obscured by droves of convention goers. Numerous flashes were going off from that location piquing my interest.
"Hey Michaela; uhm can I get a look for the camera?" Some redheaded geek looked visibly rattled standing on the opposite of the railing bordering the court. The olive colored model dressed in a leather bikini and chaps, was having a bite with some unsavory looking friends.
"Sure kid." There was a bit of Deja vu as she popped out a pair of saggy looking, pierced tits that made me wretch a little.
"Uhm, I mean I wanted a shot of that fat ass of yours, Michaela." The ginger nerd wasn't impressed, either. The two bikers sitting with her stood up full of menace, both ripped and tall enough to play for the NBA. That geek disappeared so fast, it was like he teleported as the bikers resumed their seats, laughing.
"I'd love to see April with that fucking guy for a week!" The porn starlet commented before the table burst into uproarious laughter.
It felt odd not knowing what they were referring to as I opted to join the convention going into the crowd. The crowd at the table I'd been watching from the court had increased in density piquing my curiosity further. There were droves of boosters, young adult volunteers handing out cheap merch in plastic bags as I got closer to the disturbance. I took a bag with mixed feeling about it because it made me feel like one of the rank and file, but I thought to forward some of the stuff to Gerald when he got out of marital jail.
"Whoa." I dipped into my swag bag finding a glossy 5-by-7 inch depicting my friend's current obsession.
It was a simple glossy of C-List Chrystal in a reclining buddha pose facing away from the viewer with her best "asset" on display. The pronounced curve of her hip was astounding, but her heart shaped derriere stole the show. I suspected her ouster from that reality show likely had a lot to do with some female executive's jealousy. There was also a cheap DVD inside the bag from the same company containing fifty five seconds of her sex tape that was definitely getting a view once I got home.
"OH SHIT, CHECK THAT OUT!!" Some people ran by accidentally shoving me into a table stacked high with bargain bin porn. The bespectacled could've cared less as I noticed the jacket over his lap hiding a female associate's hand. I just nodded an apology turning towards the source of the disturbance.
I jockeyed for position between the convention goers surging forward as security appeared visibly daunted by the sheer numbers. I almost dropped my plastic bag before glancing up finding a giant version of the glossy photo of C-List Chrystal staring me in the face. People were snapping photos of it in feverish adulation as I glanced to my right finding the real McCoy.
"Fuck me."
The ass looked bigger in person, positively enormous in real 3D reality leaving me staggered. Those jean printed booty shorts had been completely swallowed up by the dueling halves of her cheeks which informed a perfect heart collectively.
Understandably C-List Chrystal was the source of the commotion as I managed to take in the whole picture realizing she was simply kneeling on her leather, swivel chair with her elbows on the top. She was facing away talking on her phone caring little about the sea of cameras focused on her huge derriere. There was no doubt she knew what she was working with, from the pronounced arch in her back.
"IN OR OUT!!"
"Huh?"
"AUTOGRAPHS, IN OR OUT!!" A security guard was glaring at me, irritated by the deluge of people. A double line had somehow formed around me while I was staring at a physical specimen built for sex. Several boosters were setting up stanchions, roping the area off leading towards that huge ass less than ten feet away.
"Uhm, sure." I wasn't about to miss this opportunity to get a real good look at that ass, taking a little video with my phone for Gerald. He would've died for this opportunity as the line moved briskly. C-List Chrystal was tapped by a handler appearing to scoff as she was directed to face her adoring fans.
Entitlement was radiating from her person as she was nearly forced down onto the seat to sign the paper envelopes containing the teaser for her sex tape. There was this big, oversized plastic jar on the table at her immediate right stuffed to the gills with cash. As I got closer, I noticed a matching jar on her opposite side. Most of the fans in front of me were divvying up cash, a few in groups pooling their resources as we edged closer to the star attraction.
"Hey, is this thing uh; are we supposed to pay for this?" I asked a couple behind me.
"We didn't see a sign; I think it's uh, polite to tip the girls." They replied.
"But she's a celebrity, right?"
They didn't answer, more interested in each other than the stranger invading their conversation. I found myself getting nervous as I got closer noticing C-List Chrystal didn't even make eye contact with her adoring public. If I had to call it, the whole affair was annoying to her on some level.
"Uhm, can I get a shot of your butt, ma'am; a shot for the camera?" The redheaded guy I noticed earlier was a few people ahead, still trying to get his preferred shot. C-List Chrystal rolled her noticeably blue eyes, biting her lower lip as her brow furrowed.
"Hundred dollars!!"
"Eh?"
"HUNDRED DOLLARS!!" She reiterated louder as the kid scratched his head. Some models at an adjacent table were glaring in her direction cementing my opinion of her as a diva of the highest order.
"Got fifty."
"What?"
"Fifty-uhm, dollars?" He replied meekly. C-List Chrystal stared at him with this piercing glare for a few seconds before motioning towards the tip jar. He looked embarrassed stuffing the wad of bills into her tip jar as she began to get up from her chair. Everybody was waiting for her to turn around, cameras ready when she abruptly sat down again.
"Hey, I didn't get my shot."
"So what." She replied coolly, taking the next fan's DVD signing it sloppily with a sharpie.
The ginger kid stood there processing the con as she signed more autographs and DVD covers. A booster tapped him on the shoulder motioning for him to clear the aisle while security hovered nearby. I thought it was fucked up watching the dejected pervert slink off.
"WHERE-IS IT, SLICK?!!" I hadn't realized that I was standing in front of her, due to watching the guy she conned. I handed her the DVD noticing I didn't rate eye contact, either.
"Would you rather be in Paris?" I asked with a half-smile, catching her attention. C-List Chrystal stopped writing, planting her palms flat on the table looking up at me with narrowed eyes.
"Yeah." She surprised me with a verbal answer before picking up my DVD in both hands, snapping it in two.
The broken disc hit me in the chest as she stood up quickly, the motion causing the chair to slide backward. There was a warm up jacket hanging on the back of the chair, which she quickly covered up with, staring at her feet. C-List Chrystal snatched up a handbag from under the table slinging it as multiple boosters and handlers tried to talk her out of leaving. She elbowed one guy as she stalked off, flustered.
"HEY THANKS MAN; WE WANTED AN AUTOGRAPH!!" Some morbidly obese man mountain yelled five people behind me. I didn't know what to do as multiple jeers and boos were directed my way. I decided discretion was the better part of valor dipping under the neon rope to find other entertainment. Someone tugged at me arm as I turned into the aisle.
"Excuse you?!!" I was in no mood for some pissed off fan boy.
"Oh?" I found one of the boosters from C-List Chrystal's booth standing in front of me. This was some Asian woman with librarian style, cat eyed glasses on her narrow face.
"What did you say to her?"
"Look, I'm really sorry about that; I didn't mean to offend her." I lied.
"What did you say?" I noticed she had a sling strap going across her chest which seemed to be attached to what looked like a short, bamboo staff. It was curious as she waited for my answer.
"I just asked if she would rather be in Paris." A wry smile formed on her lips.
"Awesome; for your troubles." She produced three DVD'S and a packet which she expeditiously dropped into my swag bag.
"Eh, tell her I'm really sorry about that, please?" I was sincere this time.
"Why would I do that?" Before I could inquire further, the booster drew back getting lost in the crowd. I noticed that staff on her back wondering if it were some sort of item purchased on the convention floor.
She'd placed another copy of the DVD in my bag along with two copies of the blue ray of C-List Chrystal's sex tape. Gerald would be happy once I figured out how to get it past his wife. I checked the packet opening it to find two hundred and fifty bucks in loose cash. Figuring it was an accident, I went back towards the tables but couldn't find the girl. One of the tip jars was missing as the boosters continued their frenzied work. A simple card on the table denoted C-List Chrystal's abrupt break from the event.
"Well, looks like I'm rich." I pocketed my sudden fortune, continuing up the aisle to the strip club in the center of the convention.
This seemed to be the unofficial epicenter of the convention floor surrounded by a significant crowd of visitors. It was a really nice setup with four dancers commanding the stage being filmed and applauded while some tossed handfuls of cash on the stage. There was some sort of digital marquee ringing the stage advertising the Vegas location of the actual venue.
I knew there was no way I'd ever visit because I had my limits when it came to giving away money. Four different clubs were represented as I found it daunting ducking and dodging the amateur cameramen trying to get a look at the stage.
"Uhm, excuse me." I tried to nudge closer to the stage, but another rather portly guy slid into my preferred spot.
"Thanks bro; that's special." I was salty having had enough of the bullshit. I started walking away as the music changed. There was a visible surge of convention goers making my think C-List Chrystal had returned taking the stage, but I was mistaken.
A new dancer had taken center stage flanked on all sides strategically by the women already performing. The haunting strains of Venus As A Boy filled the area as the new woman took her place dead center, her body hidden by a cloak. I recognized this version of the song done by an artist named Zoey, but I was magnetically drawn back to the stage as this woman began slowly circling the pole, still covered while everyone watched mesmerized. This woman was exotic, probably Chinese at best guess with beautiful ethnic features framed by long dark, tresses as the music stopped abruptly.
The sudden halt of music was jarring for a few second before Money by Cardi B blasted from the speakers loud as fuck, bass boosted. The new model's cloak dropped to the stage floor as her thin fingers closed sensually around the stripper pole.
"OH MY FAAWKING GAAAWWDDD!!" C-List Chrystal was a ghost in the wind.
This Asian woman matched her in every way physically with a bit more in the hips and ass causing an immediate ruckus as the crowd pushed into the negative space around the stage despite droves of security trying to control the situation. I was halfway down an adjacent aisle as guys began rushing by with cameras trained on the stage.
I was caught up in the wake also rushing back to the stage as this anomaly twerking and danced wildly, expertly climbing the pole to it apex before swinging down to the floor without a hitch. She landed, thick shapely gams apart, bent ninety degrees at the waist with a pronounced clap to her enormous cheeks that was drowned out by the music.
"IS THIS FOR REAL; OOOOHHH SHIT!!" Some geek looked like he was about to have a seizure after finding out the waifu of his dreams had been made flesh incarnate.
My own hands were shaking as she did a spin on the pole a foot from the stage floor while the other dancers did their best to impress but failed. One plastic Barbie was just standing there looking dejected. I did the best I could holding my camera with both trembling hands with this phenom eight feet out in front of me on all fours twerking to her heart's content. Those cheek claps were thunderous, slapping together in circular fashion with a black thong covering her virtue. It was the only article of clothing on her body other than the black heels on her feet.
"WHO IS THIS?!! WHAT IS THIS?!! WHAT-THE-FUCK, MAAAANNN?!!" Suddenly I found myself in similar ethnic company as brothers popped up in droves, still coming. Things were getting as this woman vertically straddled that stripper pole looking directly in our direction, sensually humping, and rubbing her crotch on it. This caused an explosion of joyous applause and excited catcalls.
"HEY, LET ME TAKE A LOOK; I'M MULTILINGUAL!!" Some freckled geek's head appeared between two brothers who looked as big as linebackers.
"WHAT NIGGA?!!"
"I-CAN- TELL YOU HER NAME!!" This guy struggled between the two large men as his own digital camera appeared. The brothers weren't having it grabbing both of his limbs as his glasses nearly fell off his face.
"HEY FELLAS, JUST LET ME SEE HER NAME; OH, IT'S CHINESE ACTUALLY!!" This skinny geek proved quite athletic, deftly slipping out of their grasp righting the glasses at the end of his nose.
"IT SAYS-IT'S UH, A NAME!! I-IT SAYS MEI?!!" Before he could say anything else, he was snatched out of the way disappearing into the crowd involuntarily as more people surged forward. The music stopped abruptly again, but Mei continued making imaginary love to her pole.
"What in the blue hell?" Another girl appeared on stage completed covered up with a hooded cloak looking like the personification of cloaked death. A thumping Asian language rendition of Rick Ross's Hustlin blasted from the speakers. Mei whipped the cloak away tossing it into the roiling audience.
There were two of them.
Identical twins, both of them and both wearing black thongs, spiked heels, and nothing else. This changed the game in explosive fashion as the crowd rushed the stage ending the show instantly. It was epic as several guys and a few girls clamored in defining fashion climbing onto the edge of the stage. An army of yellow jackets appeared alternately shoving people from the stage while spiriting the dancers away. It was utter chaos for the next fifteen minutes as I managed to extricate myself to one of the partially abandoned food courts.
"Shit, what did they expect?" I watched as a large group of police officers appeared to assist with restoring order while the convention continued unabated. I filmed the affair for a few seconds before catching the changed digital marquee. The Asian letters I initially thought were Japanese were now altered with the addition of a large number 2.
"Mei 2?" I reasoned before buying an overpriced cola. The name didn't make sense to me as I glanced around finding myself staring at the back aisle of the convention. I decided to ease back into things by taking the road less traveled.
I walked the back aisle with my soda taking in tables full of cheap porn that no one likely wanted when I was bumped from the back nearly dropping my soda. Several men in suits, at least six of them rushed by without a word of apology. I gathered myself looking ahead of them finding some people grouped together facing one of the exits leading off the convention floor to the parking lot outside.
"What's going on now?"
I cautiously followed behind the ruckus as more people flowed out of the adjacent aisles until the suits began crowd control in tandem with an already taxed security team. The closer I got, the more my curiosity was piqued as people were clumsily herded into other aisles. There were a high number of yellow jackets fumbling about which allowed me to get closer to ground zero. I found security attending to one suited guy who was lying face down on the floor before noticing another further ahead.
I found out in short order that the thin carpeting was littered with random dollars of multiple denominations scattered about which caused the crowding. Convention goers were caught up in a frenzy trying to score some random cash. Both of these guys were trashed as I squeezed between a couple of people peering in the alcove leading into the rear exit.
"YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO BE PROTECTING ME; WHERE THE FUCK WERE YOU, HUH?!! I'M GONNA TELL MY SISTER TO FIRE ALL OF YOUR LAME ASSES!!"
C-List Chrystal was sprawled out on the floor just inside the exit as multiple agents crowded around her. One of the boosters was cradling her head which sported a visible lump. One of her blue eyes was swollen while her lip was cut. She was a mess but that didn't stop her from being filmed and photographed ad nauseum.
"Ms. McIntyre, we're taking control of the situation; we have feet on the ground." A short, pudgy guy in a suit addressed her.
"FUCK-YOU, I NEEDED YOU WHEN THE SHIT WENT DOWN!! GET THE FUCK OUTTA MY FACE!!" The guy stumbled backward actually tripping on the shattered remnants of one of C-List Chrystal's tip jars.



"She tossed the tip jar to the bodyguard and hit him across the nose with some sort of short staff." I heard a brief explanation before a yellow jacket obscured my vision.
"Yeah, I'm scared, really scared and you need to take care of this shit; it's your fault, anyways." C-List Chrystal was talking on her phone still cradled against the purple haired female booster holding her. I figured this incident occurred at the same time those awesome twins appeared onstage.
"NOTHING TO SEE HERE, MOVE ON!!" I was roughly shoved by a uniformed cop who kept aggressively approaching until I was too far to hear anything else. As far as C-List Chrystal was concerned; I was glad she'd received some sort of karmic payback for being a heinous bitch earlier at her autograph session.
"Ouch." Something was stuck in the bottom of my sneaker.
I hobbled in-between two booths plucking it from my sole. It was a slight shard of bamboo. I tossed the shard into a wastebasket glancing back down the aisle finding it cleared of people other than some lingering convention goers. It seemed like the crowd was thinning out as I watched some cops conversing. It was getting late as I shuffled up towards the entrance turning into an area of booths solely dedicated to the sale of sex toys. Some middle aged woman in bondage gear was demonstrating a sex swing for a group of customers. Across the aisle was some company pushing these lifelike sex mannequins. This booth seemed popular with a public barker, wireless headset, and all.
"Hey kid, come on over and see the future!" He called out to me as I was walking past.
"I don't think so."
"Come on kid; you don't know what you're missing out on, over here!!" He had a deep, east coast accent. His stock were on these hangers, but it gave me a creepy feeling seeing the realistic dolls along with guys shopping there like a grocery store.
"I'm good with the ladies, don't need a doll." Some of the potential customers shot me a look.
"Alright, I'll take that bet; check it out." He tossed a small flesh colored ball to me.
"What's this?"
"Squeeze and roll it in the palm of your hand, kid." The other present convention goers were watching with knowing vested interest.
I shrugged doing as he asked, meeting the challenge rolling and squeezing that ball in my palm. It started to heat up with this soothing sort of warmth in moments. Some of the other potential customers were giggling at my discovery, already in the know. A pulsing sort of warmth was emanating from the small, fleshy ball as I glanced up at the salesman.
"What is this; what's it made of?"
"Well, not so ancient Chinese secret; seriously kid, it's a trade secret but all of our girls here are made of this stuff."
"Wow."
"Keep that ball, it has our contact information on it if you change your mind."
"Uh sure, thanks." I glanced across the aisle finding a booth selling a ridiculous assortment of dildos being sold.
Comically, there was a large crowd of women perusing the assorted products. My eyes settled on some chick's butt clad in glittery blue lame' booty shorts. It was a modest, flat looking butt with a bit of cheek peeking out. I inched closer curious because she was partially hidden by this huge, morbidly obese granny favoring an absolutely huge pink dildo. Whoever she was, her feet were bare revealing a middle toe ring.
"It's got a squishy core which allows a bit of flexibility going in, but once it's inserted, you'll feel all of it, guaranteed." I realized mature woman who reminded me of a perverted Mrs. Claus, was a saleswoman.
"No, we're looking for something more solid, but I like that you can table mount it."
"Speak for yourself, girlfriend; a little give can't hurt when it's going in your butt."
The saleswoman snickered at the falsetto sounding voice of the owner of those booty shorts while the hair stood up on the back of my neck.
"Shut the fuck up, Lan." My eyes became wide as saucers as I recognized the second voice, implicitly.
I peered between another woman and the sales rep finding a face so familiar that it was shocking. One of my coworkers was standing there in this soft yellow hoodie, jeans, and a pair of pink Chuck Taylor sneakers. She actually sat two seats over in my section at work and was beloved in the office.
This Filipina twenty something was known as the epitome of the American sweetheart, the literal personification of conservative, wholesome values. She was also sickeningly cute as a button already in a stable relationship with a young lawyer who matched her in looks. The guy was her male equivalent.
"The beard talks." My head craned over across the huge, floppy melon breasts of the sales woman finding a guy as the owner of the butt I'd been looking at. My mouth dropped even further than it already was realizing I was looking at the boyfriend.
"You wanna walk home, bitch?" She sounded deadly serious; brow furrowed in icy indignation.
I glanced downward finding her in possession of two bags stuffed full of dildos, butt plugs and assorted sex toys. Those two bags were grocery store big, held against her hip in her tiny fist as she rested her weight on one leg, hands on her hips. My innocent little, coworker and her "boyfriend" were shopping.
"Jen-Jenny Delacruz?" I just blurted it out without thinking drawing her attention.
She heard me that second slowly looking over at me between other customers, almost robotically. Her eyes widened, mouth starting to hang over.
"Shit."
"Jenny?" One of the women shifted allowing me to step up closer.
"SHIT! SHIT! SHIT! SHIT! SHIT!" Jenny broke out, scurrying off quickly getting lost in the dense crowd. Her boyfriend Lan suddenly appeared in my field of vision as I stared after her.
"And you are?"
This was crazy and weird because I'd met the guy at a company sponsored barbeque. Everybody was fawning all over them citing they were so cute, they deserved plushies made in their likenesses. Now, I was looking at this guy wearing glittery smokey mascara, blush, and lipstick with extra greasy kid stuff in his slicked back hair. Crazy to admit, but he could pass as a female in some arenas.
"Uh Derrick; we met at the company barbecue last year; yeah, I saw you at the Christmas party with Jenny, too."
This guy was wearing one of those awkward styles, off the shoulder t-shirts with a giant rainbow hued pair of lips on the chest. I noticed a thin, light blue bra-strap on the bare shoulder as he leaned in lightly touching my bicep.
"OOOOOOHHHHH YES!! YEAH, I DO RECALL MAKING YOUR ACQUAINTANCE, DERRICK!!" I nearly laughed in his face because he sounded just like George Takei from that old Star Trek show. I wondered if all gay Asian dudes talked like that or something. He was holding a dildo in his hand that was long as my forearm.
"Uhm, having a good time?" I felt like I had to make small talk.
"Absolutely, really got a good haul this trip and I'm pricing out one of those bedroom swing sets, too."
"You don't say, Lan?"
"Oh I like to keep things interesting; and how about you?"
"Huh?"
"Interesting, are you-interested?" It took me a few second to get his meaning.
"UH-OHHHH, uhm no, I'm a traditional type of guy. Just the ladies for me, uhm sorry." I didn't want to offend him, it really wasn't a big deal about his orientation, only that Jenny was fronting at work. Appropriately, Hold Your Color by Pendulum was playing over the P.A. System.
"Unfortunate, but I'm not one to press upon you the importance of expanding your boundaries, Derrick. You'd be surprised how good things feel with the lights out, baby." I wasn't a babe in the woods by any means picking up on the sly, backhanded offer. In the old days, I would have leveled him with a sucker punch for such an offense.
"I'll have to take your word for it, man." I smiled doing my best to look inoffensive. Lan had both arms folded across his chest tapping that huge dildo against the bottom of his chin.
"Well, you certainly are well mannered Derrick; we should have dinner some time with Jenny and uh, talk some more." This guy wasn't giving up.
"Sure." That wasn't happening.
"Now where has that little slit gotten off to; it looks like I might have to hitch a ride with you, Derrick." He raised an eyebrow and my blood pressure simultaneously. I was going to have to make myself clear about being straight when I heard a ringtone coming from his chest. Lan kept his phone in his bra, plucking it out in front of me as I looked away.
"LAN SAAN ANG FUCK KAYO?!! IKAW AY HINDI AY KILALA SA AKING PAGPAPAKITA NG COWORKER!!" I was close enough to hear Jenny's voice. Lan had his phone on speaker holding it upright in limp wristed fashion just under his nose.
"IKAW LANG AY GUSTO NG BABAE NA AKO AY BABAE NA MAGPAPILI SA PAGKATAPOS SA GUSTO KO!! GUSTO AKO NG ILANG BLACK COCK AT SIYA SI CUTE JENNY!!" I understood two words of what he said and knew I had to extricate myself from the situation.
"IKAW AY GUMAWA NG IYONG ASS OVER DITO SA KONSEPTO NG KONVENTION!! GUSTO KO NA ANG IYONG PAGPAPAKITA SA ASS DITO, KAYO RAGING QUEEN!!" Jenny sounded hot.
"You know, that's why I hate going out places with you; you're so dour, bitch." He clicked up glancing over at me with a sly smile. I'd already taken two steps back, ready to nope out while he was in conversation.
"Hey, I came with other people." I made the safest excuse I could think of at that moment.
"Sounds like fun."
Lan dropped the huge dildo into his own, fully stuffed shopping bag switching off into the crowd. I was relieved that things ended abruptly so that I didn't have to become aggressive. The saleswoman was motioning me over to her booth, but I declined with a shrug going off to enjoy the rest of the convention.
I stayed another thirty minutes, leaving right before eleven.
***********
After a decidedly chaotic start to the weekend, the following day was uneventful as I completed some chores around my place, watched a few games and paid a few nagging bills. I was so trashed from the convention that I spent the rest of the weekend napping and lazing about, slipping in a movie with a friend before routine brought everything screaming back to me in extreme clarity. I noticed the swag bag sitting behind my front door where I'd dropped it the night after the porn convention.
I palmed that ball of silicone given to me remembering my coworker Jenny Delacruz and her way out of the closet boyfriend, Lan. I decided to take the ball with me to work to moonlight as stress relief, already chuckling at the memory of Jenny running off into the crowd. She'd been exposed as some sort of closet freak.
I usually got to work early because the commute and subsequent jockeying for parking space was somewhat of a hassle. That ball's inherent heating ability still had me in wonderment as I entered the building rolling it between my fingers.
I checked my messages finding a text from Gerald asking about the convention. He was livid at missing out on all the crazy action, but I forwarded him some pics and video including his favorite starlet, C-List Chrystal, and the Mei Twins who'd all but shut the place down. He was also heartened to find that I'd scored the sex tape for him as well, pledging his first born to me although the kid was a high school freshman. Gerald was sleeping on the couch for the foreseeable future whenever he wasn't handcuffed to his wife.
I kind of wished Gerald worked with me at my current place of employment because I needed someone to talk to on breaks and lunch. Everyone at the job was either barely out of high school or horrifically cliqued up in these stilted social groups that really didn't make room for any newbies. I was just outside of newbie status but functioned as a basic lone wolf on the clock.
I didn't mesh well with the other guys there who were fifty percent married or unabashed horndogs that gave me pause in today's work environment filled with sexual harassment landmines. Things had gotten so weird around the office the genders were almost voluntarily separating in public areas of the building.
I scored a bottle of orange juice from the vending machine before trudging into the main office to my work aisle which was made up of ten work stations separated in little partitions that allowed a minimum of movement outside of tapping away at the installed laptops we used for our jobs. Two people were already hard at work as I noticed Jenny's empty workstation.
Our spots were assigned, and we were allowed a modicum of personalization to make us "feel at home" by management. The thing that caught my immediate attention was a framed 5 x 7 of the happy couple all hugged up. Both were dressed professionally with Lan completely closeted visually in a nice black suit while Jenny sported her own business suit with skirt. Both were giving their best million dollar smiles in the photo, obviously faking it.
I focused on Lan's face noticing that the two of them were equally adorable, almost looking like siblings instead of a couple. I involuntarily juxtaposed the image with Lan's true self finding it humorous. I wondered what everyone in the office would think if they knew the truth, but I wasn't a snitch.
The guy was flaming pink and he would've had no qualms about well, anyone running up in him. There was no doubt he was what you'd call a bottom. I snickered at the thought and his convention wardrobe, remembering how I'd mistaken him for a female which led to me discovering Jenny's secret life. I giggled a bit more remembering the sheer amount of dildos and sex toys the happy couple purchased.
"Good Morning, Derrick." One of my coworkers squeezed by setting up adjacent to Jenny's workstation.
"Yeah, good morning." I stifled my mirth at the photo turning towards the opposite side of the aisle and my workstation.
"OH, uhm...yeah." Halfway down the hall, Jenny Delacruz was standing there staring intensely at me. Our office was casualwear, so she was dressed in a collared t-shirt, dickies, and her chucks. Jenny was still wearing the same yellow hoodie from the convention as I bit my lower lip taking my seat.
She looked visibly distressed with a hand pressed against her chest watching me from a distance. Jenny was kind of hunched over, looking as it she would hurl as more of our coworkers started filtering into their seats. The shit kind of made me feel like I was radioactive or something as I started to worry the incident would be used to sully my good name in some fashion. I scoffed logging into my laptop already thinking of a defense should H.R. call on me. Most people usually defeated themselves whenever they were called to the carpet becoming easy pickings for management in situations like this.
"HEY JENNY!!" An executive from the front office appeared in her office doorway in the corridor.
"Good morning, Monica."
"Hey, how was your weekend with Lan; you guys heat things up?" The middle aged, frosted blonde had no idea how heated up things were, for Lan. Jenny had a stick up wedged up her butt that would have to be removed after she kicked the bucket.
"Oh, well a girl never tells, Monica." Jenny bullshitted.
"Yeah, you guys were getting it in, huh Jenny?" I pushed my fist against my mouth barely stifling a snicker as Jenny shot me a look from the corridor. She looked like she wanted to bum rush me at my station.
"Hey girl, you okay; you look a little flushed?" Monica asked.
"I'm okay, just a little hot." Jenny half smiled, still uncomfortable as she eyed me.
"Not as hot as Lan; how do you keep all the other girls away from him, Jenny? Must be hard with a cute, hunky guy like that, huh?"
I leaned over away from the conversation cupping a hand over my mouth half stifling a guffaw. Some people noticed; I offered an apologetic shrug of my shoulders noticing the photo on Jenny's desk again.
"Uhm, excuse me." I slid out of my desk instantly regretting it because it meant walking by Jenny and the executive. She was visibly gritting her teeth making me wonder if she were going to punch me when I tried to pass.
"Morning-ladies." I offered, squeezing by both.
"Morning." Jenny replied failing to control the anger in her voice. Monica was oblivious, completely ignoring my greeting. I guess it was her right of upper level management.
The moment I hit the bathroom I lost it laughing hard as tears rolled down my cheeks. The desk photo and expression on Jenny's face broke my civilized resolve. It was like I was sitting in a standup club as I had several belly laughs from the memory of Jenny's "hunky boyfriend" who was all but begging me to hit the backdoor. Truthfully, I didn't have an issue with Lan, but she was so comically uptight, I couldn't hold it in any longer.
Somehow, I managed to get back to my desk finding Jenny already hard at work. She shot me a threatening glare as I logged back into work. Later at lunch break, I was sitting in the cafeteria watching videos on my phone when I noticed her peering at me through the window in the door. Honestly, it was somewhat creepy because the expression hadn't changed on her face. We exchanged glances from across the cafeteria for a few seconds before one of her Asian friends showed up.
"Hoy Jenny, lalabas ka ba sa tanghalian kasama namin? Pupunta kami sa hotel ng buffet sa tabi ng pintuan." I didn't have a clue what they were talking about.
"Oo, sa palagay ko, wala namang masarap kainin dito." Jenny answered casually. Both girls disappeared from the cafeteria entrance.
"Guess she must be the man." Moments later I was giggling again.
I managed the rest of my day still sporadically triggered by memories of my meeting with Jenny and Lan, occasionally snickering, but otherwise completing my day normally. I made it a point to keep my eyes averted from Jenny's workstation. It was a necessity otherwise I would burst into laughter at my prim and proper coworker.
My thoughts drifted to the other strange occurrences that happened at the convention as I thought of the booster who'd given me copies of C-List Chrystal's sex tape. I completely forgot to watch it making a resolve to do so when I get back to my place, later. Jenny's desk was vacant when I got up for my last break.
"Hey." I found her waiting for me just inside the double doors of the vacant cafeteria. She was standing directly in front of me almost blocking my way.
"Oh yeah, uh hey." I unintentionally stammered.
"Can we talk?" I noticed she was nervously wringing her hands, dreading what she wanted to speak about.
"Uhm, I'm taking my last break."
"Well, uhm sorry, then." Jenny half ran from the breakroom, bumping me in the process.
I felt kind of bad about the level of anxiety she was probably feeling but didn't want the drama. I was nervous myself, hoping things would settle back to normal in a few days when Jenny realized I hadn't told anyone around the office. She was back at her desk meticulously tapping away at her laptop, but the couples photo of her and Lan was conspicuously absent. I finished up the rest of my day feeling sorry for laughing at her for most of it.
I noticed her hovering near the timeclock with some friends as I clocked out. There was still a bad taste in my mouth as I felt like some kind of villain for unintentionally torturing her all day. I tooled down to the parking garage exit waiting in a vehicle caravan to use my parking pass to exit. I hated rush hour looking at a forty minute commute home.
"Hey Derrick." I got whiplash looking to my immediate left finding Jenny standing on the concrete island containing the parking attendant's shack.
"Yeah?"
"Can I bum a ride; just down the street a bit?" She looked shaky which gave me pause.
"I don't know, I'm going straight to the freeway, Jenny."



"I'm going that way too; you can't give me a little ride? I'll pay you gas money, okay?" She forced a smile.
"Don't you have somebody else you can get to take you?" She was so cute, almost looking cartoonishly adorable as her features became crestfallen.
"Please Derrick, won't you help me out?" I was captured by her innate innocence even though I knew what she was like in her personal life.
Had an inkling anyway as I popped the lock at my passenger side door. Jenny cautiously slid in beside me, locking the door after she rolled the window all the way down. I thought that shit was sketchy, but ignored it turning up my music. Jenny hunched down in the seat clutching her purse to her chest.
"Derrick?" She didn't speak until we were in gridlock two blocks away from work.
"Where do you want me to drop you off over here?"
"I wanna talk."
"That's not what I asked you; I asked where you wanted me to let you out over here, Jenny." I regretted letting her in my car, annoyed at her demeanor and silence up to this point.
"Don't tell on me, okay Derrick?"
"Sure." I replied exasperated.
"It would be really bad if people found out about Lan, ruin things with his family and us. They really wouldn't accept him out of the closet and my family thinks we're together, like a couple. I'm just trying to look out for both of our interests and office gossip would undo everything I've built there up to this point. It's not what you think Derrick; we're not perverts. I-mean I'm not a pervert. I have needs and stuff.
Please don't tell." She was stammering staring down at the tops of her thighs.
"I said I wasn't gonna tell."
"AAAWWWW PLEEEASE DON'T TELL PEOPLE BECAUSE-PLEASE DERRICK, DON'T SPREAD THAT SHIT AROUND THE OFFICE!!" Jenny broke down crying hard, tears streaming down her face. In moments she was spewing gibberish leaning against the open window drawing her knees up into her chest. Some old guy in the next car over was peering directly into my car. The expression on his face said he thought I was some type of abusive boyfriend.
"Jenny calm down." I worked to keep my tone even, kicking myself inside.
"AAAHHHH DON'T WANT PEOPLE TO FIND OUT, DERRICK!!" Her face was twisted up, eyes reddened both nostrils running, mouth agape. Jenny was having a full on panic attack. The guy in the other car seemed to drift closer staring into my Prius angrily.
"FUCK!!" A space opened up in the lane at my immediate left.
I took the out with a sharp turn into a Carl's Junior parking lot across the street. I figured it would be further torture getting Jenny out of my car silently resolving to ride it out until she felt comfortable. I was trapped, so I got into the drive through lane. Jenny was peering out the window quieting down a bit before regarding me.
"You're gonna tell, aren't you?"
"I'm not gonna tell Jenny; what do you want from the menu?" I played it cool, but my heart was racing. She stared at me wiping some tears as she peered across me at the menu.
"A small bottle of water, and a cheeseburger."
"Alright." I cautiously leaned over opening my glove compartment giving her a packet of wipes to clean her face.
"Thanks."
Traffic was extremely congested, so I wasn't going to get home until after 8pm, so I ordered a meal deal having an impromptu dinner with Jenny who was almost back to normal. I felt really guilty for laughing at her all day chalking the situation up to immediate karma for my actions. She nibbled on her burger sitting with her back against the passenger door facing me. Jenny sniffled a little bit prompting me to hand her a napkin from my bag.
"Man, I'm sorry about melting down in your car." She was still breathing heavily as she apologized.
"No, it's okay because it was my fault, Jenny; I'm sorry about laughing at you today." I was contrite as she took a swig from her bottle of water.
"Guess I needed it anyway; Lan says I'm a tight ass."
"Really?"
"Yeah, I'm always uptight because well, I'm afraid people are going to find out about my sham relationship."
"Break up with him." Jenny pondered my words for a few moments.
"Not that easy Derrick; I've been with him since high school. Actually we kind of grew up together and our families are real close, practically in-laws. We're all really religious Catholics to a fault and uhm, the folks wouldn't go for it. I'm just playing my part until I can figure something out."
"Lan doesn't seem to care; he uh, hit on me at the convention." I figured sewing a little dissention might help Jenny out.
"Oh he hits on everybody, the slut."
Seconds later we both were laughing at the insult sharing a moment releasing stress. Jenny was really cute and down to earth after all was said and done. We sat there listening to music watching the traffic thin out.
"Hey Derrick, my boyfriend is fucking gay."
"You don't say." We shared another round of healthy laughter as she relaxed letting her feet touch the floor of my car for the first time since she got inside.
"It's not all that bad being his beard; in fact, it's the best of both worlds. I get an attractive boyfriend and a cute BFF simultaneously, Derrick." Jenny fished her phone out of her purse bring up a photo of Lan lying face down in women's lingerie. It was boudoir type photo which made me half choke on my soda while she laughed.
"Too much information." I humorously balked at the pic.
"Sorry, check this out, then." Jenny handed me her phone looking away sheepishly. There was a paused video clip of her and Lan sitting in what looked like their living room. One of their huge dildos was planted on the coffee table between the happy couple.
"What is this?" Jenny offered no explanation scooting down in her seat scratching her temple as she took a swig from her water bottle. I hit the clip activating it, apprehensively.
In the brief seconds long video clip, Jenny knelt in front of the coffee table eyeballing the huge pink dildo and Lan alternately as if answering some unsaid dare before stretching her big, pale lips around the head of the sex toy. Her hands were planted flat on the table as the rest of the dildo began to disappear between her lips. Two thirds of it disappeared before she relented coughing profusely, cupping her hand under her chin. Lan applauded the improbable feat.
"That's not real; that's a fucking filter or something." I was skeptical.
"It's real."
"That dildo is as big as my forearm; you used a filter or something to fake that shit."
"Oh, so they have dick sucking filters now; is that right Derrick?"
"I don't believe it." Jenny jerked in her seat, her almond shaped eyes registering indignation.
"That was last year, I can take the whole thing now."
"Yeah right, Jenny."
"Man you don't know shit about me or my head game. I've cultivated my skill, honed it to perfection and my shit is air tight." I was giggling before she even finished her sentence.
"I CALL BULLSHIT!!"
"Bullshit? Don't let my face fool you Derrick; don't laugh at me either. I'm the undercover Asian superhead, FYI." She was really irritated by my disbelief.
"Not a comparison you want to get out there, Jenny."
"Want me to prove it?"
"Huh?"
"I'll blow you; prove it." Jenny looked serious, but I still balked stifling some laughter.
"Cut it out, Jenny."
"I mean it; I'll blow you." Her eyes narrowed in open challenge.
"You're serious, aren't you?"
"Yeah, you shitting on my head game, Derrick; you have no idea how good I am." I leaned forward cradling the steering wheel to my chest for a few seconds before staring back at Jenny Delacruz. The mood definitely changed inside my car.
************
"So, you need to take your pants, off." Jenny followed me into the motel room close pushing the door closed, locking it. Her brow furrowed as she sat her purse on the small table adjacent to the motel door.
"You first." I countered, still not believing what was happening.
"What? I don't need to take my clothes off I'm sucking your dick; that's it Derrick."
Jenny looked indignant.
"Uh, you don't want to get comfortable?"
"Lose the pants, Derrick." Jenny closed the distance between us unbuckling me with nimble fingers. I instinctively went to stop her, but she gave me this insistent look before popping the single metal button on my jeans, drawing my zipper down.
"Uhm, okay you're-just doing it, huh?"
"Sit down, so I can get your jeans off. It's better this way because there's nothing in the way. Sit on the edge of the bed." I nervously gulped as Jenny reached into my opened jeans tugging at my briefs until half of my cock flopped out in front of her eyes.
"Okay."
I awkwardly plopped down on the edge of the bed, surprised when Jenny knelt methodically yanking my pants and underwear past my knees. She stopped long enough to remove my shoes, leaving my socks in place. Jenny captured my pants dutifully folding them, placing them on the bed beside me.
"Clean." I felt a twinge of embarrassment watching as she took a few seconds to look into the crotch of my boxers, tossing them on top of my pants.
"EXCUSE YOU!!" I retorted, offended.
Jenny suddenly lunged forward taking two thirds of me between her plump lips, working her head back and forth on all fours. All of my issues dissipated on contact as Jenny inched forward getting sloppy in the process. I still couldn't believe what was happening as this woman considered prim and proper at work, got down to serious business.
The loud slurping noise made things surreal and visually intoxicating. She was still the same Jenny Delacruz, cute as a button with her shoulder length hair drawn behind her ears as her overly large lips were obscenely stretched around my member.
When you really thought about it, her oversized lips were the only thing that stood out on her body. They were sort of pale looking in contrast with the tanned skin tone you saw on most women from the Philippines or Vietnam. Jenny didn't wear a lot of makeup, usually just a bit of eyeshadow to bring out her almond eyes and nothing more. Once this Slovakian guy at work tried to put the moves on her at work only to be shot down with impunity.
Afterwards, he tried to spread rumors that she was mentally slow, saying she looked like a fish in the face. Jenny murdered him with divine indifference; ignoring him so intensely that he nearly ran up on her. He got fired and she even denied knowing who he was, afterwards.
A shiver ran up my spine as her tiny fingers gradually enclosed around the base of my cock, just below my sack. Jenny inched forward on her knees arching her back slightly into a sort of upright fetal position. She was getting some real depth as my hand hovered in the air a few inches behind her scalp. Her efforts made me want to shove her head down further on my endowment.
I was above average in length, with an inherited thickness that seemed to give her a bit of trouble. Jenny disengaged, with a bit of coughing, kneeling upright. Her chin was glistening with saliva in abundance. In fact, it was running off her chin onto the yellow hoodie covering her chest.
"It's okay." She said out of nowhere.
"Huh?"
"You can grab the back of my head and push your dick into my mouth if you want. I'm cool with it, Derrick; you can fuck my mouth, alright?" I did a double take at the casual consent and flat tone of her voice.
"Are you sure?"
"Well, I wasn't lying about deep throating all those dildos with my boyfriend, Lan. You saw what I had at that convention, Derrick."
"But I'm not sure, uhm..." I was still hesitant with images of being dragged into the H.R. Department the following day.
"Fuck my face; I can handle it." She replied pointedly.
Jenny brought her other hand up, using all of her fingers around the base of my cock, now. She tightened her grip just under my testes making veins appear along my shaft. This twenty something knew her business, almost getting all I had to offer with just a bit left outside. I can't even describe how good she felt, involuntarily arching up into her rounded face. Jenny kept her head stationary taking a few timid plunges before my left hand became sentient palming the back of her head like a basketball.
My hips started bucking of their own accord while she remained inhumanly still taking the invading thrusts, like a champ. A couple of deep strokes in yielded new depths as the crown of my cock hit the back of her mouth. The pervasive, audible gurgling and slick sounds of my member violating her maw, filled the small, cheap motel room. My mind was all over the place, blown away by the fact that she paid for this space. I couldn't believe this supposedly innocent girl was capable of such nastiness. It was almost like she was reading my mind because she lurched forward, taking it all.
I lost it, gasping out loud like some excited teenager. There was no mistaking the odd sensation as the head of my prick and a bit of the upper portion of my shaft got lodged in her throat. It almost felt like a surrogate vagina, but I was afraid to move. I was worried about choking the poor girl to death using my other hand to cradle her head. I slowly withdrew, luxuriating in the sensation until my spit soaked cock popped out of her mouth.
"Why'd you take it out?"
"Uhm, safety?" Jenny raised an eyebrow, squinting her almond eyes like I'd insulted her ego.
The entire length of my cock disappeared down her throat in response to my concern. Jenny even got more of my endowment into her throat until her big, pale lips were in my pubes. Seems, she took this as some sort of challenge, bouncing her head in my lap but not disengaging. My inner thighs tightened up and before long, I was shoving her head wildly down into my crotch. Frothy spittle ran freely down her chin, lathering up my pubes. I could feel oily wetness running down the crack of my ass. This woman truly had no gag reflex, and it felt heavenly.
Jenny was so good at what she was doing, that I was drenched in perspiration. My shirt was stuck to my back while rivers of sweat ran stinging into my eyes. This was the true definition of being sucked off. I ended up lying on my back staring at the uneven paint job on the ceiling. I just let go, forgetting her humanity as I fucked her face to my heart's content. Other than the nasty sounds coming from her mouth, Jenny was silent, calm, and composed. It started to feel a little criminal for my tastes as I drew back disengaging. My cock was a glistening mess, covered in froth and precum. Jenny straightened her back, looking at my face, placidly.
"You ready to cum?"
"Sorry, I guess I got carried away." I apologized.
"That's not what I asked; are you ready to cum, Derrick?" Nothing changed about her tone. It was like we were still at work having a casual conversation at the watercooler.
"YEAH, RIGHT!!" I have to admit to having a bruised ego because of her attitude. I'd been giving her the business, but Jenny wasn't fazed in the least.
Her left hand cupped the underside of my balls, caressing and rolling them while her free hand became a fist around the base of my cock. I watched as Jenny leaned forward hiding everything that wasn't covered by her fist. Her youthful, rounded cheeks suddenly imploded making me squeal like a pig. She managed to suck a bit harder maintain the suction as I flopped about on the bed, messing up the semi-cleaned sheets. This innocent looking Filipina began bobbing her head violently, taking me to nirvana and back again. I could feel the churning load being drawn directly up my shaft.
"AAAAAWWWWW FAAAWWWWK MAAANNN!!" All masculinity was lost in a falsetto screech as I exploded in her mouth.
At the very second the first bit of my seed hit her tongue, Jenny's right hand began jacking my slick shaft like her life depended on it. All of my limbs went rubbery, the power in them, lost in the moment. Through it all, she never stopped or lessened that vacuum seal. Finally, she drew back still in possession of my rock hard member. I glanced up as a bit of thick, milky cum dribbled down her chin. She cupped her hand under, catching it in her palm. Jenny slurped it up loudly, sounding like she was drinking soup.
"I can't believe this shit." I whimpered.
"Like my technique, Derrick?"
"Fuck yeah; are you kidding?" Jenny was smiling at the expression on my sweaty face. The pride was swelling up in her modest chest.
"Well I told you I got my shit tight; besides, that's just one style. I've got several more that are even better."
"Bullshit." I couldn't believe my ears, playfully scoffing.
Jenny squinted with this wry sort of smile still lightly tugging at the base of my cock. She bent at the waist planting her fat lips at the junction where my thigh met my pelvis. It was wholly unexpected as evidenced by the sustained lilting whine that escaped my lips. Jenny sucked hard at that connecting junction making me flop about further, almost grabbing her head. She slid overtaking both of my testes in her mouth, running her tongue all over them while still lightly tugging my shaft. It was different as she started licking just under my balls, twirling her tongue on my taint.
It was odd and weird feeling her in that spot for a few moments before she slid to the other side sucking on that junction as well. I felt her teeth nip at the delicate flesh of my inner thigh, alternating with the flat of her tongue before she suddenly relented. She stared at my face running her tongue over her bottom lip before speaking.
"Watch."
I watched as she used the tips of her thumb, index, and middle fingers on the head of my cock, teasing mercilessly until I started to squirm. She leaned in mimicking the motion with the tip of her tongue as I got so hard, it hurt. Precum was running freely from the head of my cock signaling an imminent burst of joy, which Jenny took note of. Her round face got real close to my cock as she used only her thumb and index finger tapping it against her big, pale lips.
"AWWWW SHIT, AWWW FAAAWK!!" I was right at the finish line and she knew it.
A thick, milky rope exploded from the head of my cock vertically soiling her left cheek. That first strand shot across her eye ending up on her forehead as several more shot out in strong, forceful pulses. Jenny did me one better pressing her big lips hard against the underside of my cock as I humped up off the mattress against her face. This sort of transitioned into kissing and sensual licking of my member until it was completely clean.
"What I tell you, Derrick? I got my shit tight; nobody got my head game, beat." I wearily raised a thumb finally getting a self-assured chuckle out of the unassuming Filipina.
"Damn, I'm blown away." I admitted as she got up walking in to the bathroom, running some water.
"Don't tell."
"Huh?" I washed her meticulously clean her face with a hot towel, before regarding me stoically.
"Don't tell anybody at work about seeing me at that convention." She reiterated, drying her face.
"I won't."
"I'll see you at work; I'm getting a Uber, home Derrick." Jenny walked back into the room removing some Chapstick from her purse.
I watched her coat her big, plush lips, before pulling out her phone. I couldn't help but check out her modest body, wondering what else she could do. She just seemed to have a regular build, nothing out of the ordinary, but her skill level put her through the roof. Jenny noticed me watching but said nothing.
"I'll drive you home, Jenny."
"I don't think so."
"Why?"
"Because of that look on your face."
"What look?"
"That look that says you want some pussy." Jenny was tapping away at her phone, not even looking at me, anymore. I remembered that Slovakian guy, wondering what he would've done if she'd blown him like me.



"Seriously, Jenny?"
"I'm saving myself for marriage; would you eat a piece of fruit that somebody bit out of beforehand, Derrick?"
"No, I guess not." I hated that she made sense; but nothing changed the fact that she'd nearly sucked my balls off. Jenny slung her purse opening the door but stopped glancing back at me.
"Don't tell on me."
"I won't."
"Good, maybe I'll show you a few more techniques some time." With that, she left the motel room, sternly pulling the door closed behind herself. I was still staring minutes later, before getting my bearings. I got up to have a quick shower.
My boxers were missing.
***********
The following day I went to work with the expected weirdness of the previous night's incident creeping up on me as I walked to the time clock. Jenny was about seven feet out in front of me clocking in surrounded by a group of her associates, mostly Asian women. I slowed my pace not wanting things to get weird when our eyes met. This group of women in the office seemed to go everywhere in groups, closely huddled together. I guess it was for mutual support and protection from any potential suitors. That clique was made up of mostly married women or otherwise attached. I'd heard many family friendly conversations sitting around the office.
They were like a human swarm or cloud travelling uniformly to the door leading onto the office floor. I watched Jenny casually conversing with her friends like nothing happened the night prior. Hours early she was in my car having a panic attack that led to one of the best blowjobs I'd ever received. I was lying to myself; Jenny had given me the best blowjob I'd ever received in retrospect against the other women I'd been with. I kept thinking about that huge pink dildo Jenny engulfed in that short video clip. It was insane and inhuman the way her lips stretched around that sex toy slowly swallowing a third of it up into her gullet. I got stuck on the fact that Jenny claimed that she was now able to swallow the entire thing.
My aisle was already mostly full with everyone already logged into their laptops. Jenny was tapping away on her keyboard, focused. I paused for a second looking at her profile instantly transported back to that motel room the night prior. The memory left an impression so distinct that I could've swore I still felt her lips stretched around my girth. She seemed to sense my presence casually glancing over at me for a second or two, emotionless. I flushed, feeling warmth in my features as she looked away back at her monitor. I quickly logged in feeling embarrassed for the uncontrolled response to her stare. I kicked myself for responding like some dumb high schooler.
Hours later into work, I was having trouble concentrating with Jenny sitting across the aisle. I wondered if we were really through after last night. I kicked myself again remembering that she only blew me to keep her secret. Jenny Delacruz was just so cute, annoying so at times. I remembered how people talked about her and Lan like some perfect couple suited only for each other. There were even jokes that both might produce an ugly kid because they were so beautiful together. Now, the cat was out of the bag and Jenny had been outed. When you thought about it, she really was single. It was odd and perplexing that she didn't mind giving me a sloppy blowjob but balked at sex.
I had this strange feeling at the back of my head that grew in intensity until I was compelled to glance over my shoulder. Jenny was sitting at her desk facing out into the aisle in my direction. It felt like she was looking right at me, but her face was static, unemotional. She was talking into her headset with a client staring blankly in my direction. My field of vision focused right in on the big, pale looking lips which stood out on her oval shaped face. They just seemed bigger than before and I wondered if it was because of that blowjob. Jenny casually reached onto her station top drawing a vial of Chapstick from her purse. She popped it open and began slowly coating those lips evenly with the greasy stick.
"Uhm, yeah." I mumbled getting out of my desk for my second break. I took another look back finding her finishing up sitting the vial upright on her desk. I shoved my hands into my pocket stalking off to the break room for a drink of soda.
Jenny appeared in the breakroom as I was having a drink. I gritted my teeth behind my lips as she approached.
"Hey, can I ask you a question?"
"What?" I instantly felt like an idiot because I'd been trying not to look at her all day, but her presence in the breakroom spoke to my obvious failure.
"Don't be that way; I saw you staring; you were staring at me, right?" Jenny didn't waste time getting right to the point with this sort of half annoyed look on her face.
"I saw you, so?" I tried to sound disinterested, and casual as she glanced over her shoulder making sure we were alone.
"Are you still thinking about that blowjob?"
"Uhm, no." I knew I fucked up with that lame sounding denial, as she inched closer filling her cup at the soda dispenser. Jenny took a long sip from the paper cup, still glancing around the empty breakroom.
"Hey, it's cool and I'm flattered, but we can't fuck or anything like that, Derrick."
"You have a high opinion of yourself."
"You do too; I bet you twenty dollars, your dick is hard, right now." There was a sarcastic smirk on her face that rubbed me the wrong way.
"No."
"No you're not hard; no, you won't bet me and lose twenty bucks?" She was definitely feeling herself in this moment as I considered my next move. I was hard enough to cut diamond.
"I'm going back to my desk." I went to leave but she took a side step in front of me.
"Hey, can I ask you a favor?" For some reason I felt trapped in my own ego, wanting to keep some distance between us and a little ashamed that she called me out.
"What?"
"Can I borrow seventy-five cents for the vending machine; I don't have change in my purse?" I didn't expect that question but dug into my pockets anyway.
"Sure."
"I'll get it myself." Jenny's hand plunged into my pocket quickly grabbing my hardened shaft.
She gave it a playful little squeeze before withdrawing her hand full of my pocket change. Jenny was smiling warmly, giggling a little bit as she counted out three quarters returning the rest. Her middle fingers slid slowly along my shaft as she withdrew her fingers. She clutched the loose change to her bosom still giggling as she turned walking over to the vending machine. I couldn't help but look at her almost nondescript butt hidden behind some fairly loose blue jeans. I glanced up finding her looking at me, clearly amused. I turned back to the soda dispenser filling my cup as she got a treat from the vending machine, snickering as she left.
"Ah shit." I was embarrassed.
I ended up going to the bathroom to adjust myself before returning to my cubicle. Jenny wasn't done sticking it to me, sitting with her swivel chair pointed out into our mutual aisle. No one was the wiser of what was occurring between us as she sat there with a large Butterfinger in her fist. She was talking to a client on her headset carefully peeling the wrapper halfway. I wanted to look away but couldn't, watching half of that bar disappear behind her big, pale lips. Jenny gave it an audible bite, the crunch lingering in my ears as she turned back to her computer screen. I hated that my cock twitched from the visual alone.
Not one to admit defeat, I turned inward towards my desk but found myself sneaking a peek at her. Jenny seemed to have eyes in the back of her head, sitting there using Chapstick to coat those big, pale lips in a tantalizingly slow effort. She was looking right at me with this self-assured smirk on her face. Jenny was definitely trolling me. Ms. Delacruz was getting off on the fact that I was tenting my fucking pants and it pissed me off. The experience sent me back some years to a sexually tragic incident in my youth where this particularly fetching girl teased me to distraction leading me to flame out. I made the mistake of asking her out in public only to be spectacularly rebuffed.
That sinking feeling returned to accompany my tented slacks. I looked back over my shoulder finding Jenny laser focused on the job. She was done screwing around with me for the day. It didn't help my burgeoning tumescence which was pressed up against the underside of my desk. Almost thirty minutes later I was more manageable as the office begin to let out at the close of the work day. I dragged a bit finishing up before trudging off to the time clock. That's when I found Jenny wasn't through teasing me standing in line with about five office acquaintances.
"Bitch." I screamed internally at the sight of her. This cuddly cute Filipina was standing there with a blow pop sucker in her mouth.
I was obliged to get in line one person behind her clique which consisted of other Asian women working in the office. They were conversing like high school students, giggling, and intermittently speaking in their native languages. Two of the gathered women were Filipina, while the remaining colleague appeared Korean or Chinese. My eyes zeroed in on the sucker plunging methodically in and out of her mouth in between conversation. Those big ass pale lips were calling out to me in the worst way as I tried to avert my gaze a couple of times.
"Bakit ka nagsususo sa lollipop na ganyan? Mukha kang kalapating mababa ang lipad." One of her friends called out the elephant in the corridor earning a burst of girlish laughter. Some of the people waiting in line looked confused and a little annoyed.
"You're supposed to be my friend, bitch." Jenny replied between laughter, giving the woman a playful shove.
"That's why I said it in our language." This was apparently the punchline to a joke for those of us, not in the know.
"Siguro dapat kang sumuso sa ilang mga lollipop, kung gayon makakakuha ka ng asawa." All of the women stopped short looking at Jenny, before whooping it up like she'd just shut down her friend. The girls continued laughing, no harm done.
I glanced around spotting some Asian guy who looked flushed. He apparently understood what was said as I turned back finding Jenny clocking out. She was standing at an angle so that I could see her still fellating that sucker. I had a hand in my pocket, restraining myself. If I tried to adjust, somebody might notice. Jenny and company half ran by me, off to greener pastures leaving me wrangling a massive rod. I thought about going to the restroom to adjust myself, but didn't trust my baser instincts, leaving the building for the adjacent, multi level parking garage.
Upper level management were allowed to park on the ground floor while everyone else was one level below the roof. Just ahead about fifteen feet, Jenny and company continued their revelry entering the garage. I hung back wanting no more teasing as she continued covertly acting up.
"What the fuck?" Jenny was leaning against my car, sucking the shit out of that blow pop.
"You're not happy to see me?"
"No." My ego did the talking knowing she was probably looking for more validation.
"Very funny; so, where's my twenty bucks?" She was leaning on my driver's side door, arms folded across her modest bust, audibly sucking on that sucker.
"We didn't bet; I-I mean I didn't make that bet."
"You should still give me the twenty dollars anyway because you knew you were going to lose with a big, hard ass dick. Come on, Derrick; I deserve it."
"I didn't bet; why should I pay?" Jenny laughed this girlish sort of chuckle of awareness that my nose was open.
About ten feet away the parking garage elevator opened revealing some managers from our front office. One of them gave the obligatory wave in our direction. I waved back knowing I didn't have to because they didn't care. When I turned back, Jenny was at the trunk of my car hunched over, looking apprehensive.
"Don't want to be seen with me."
"Yes, that's right Derrick."
"Then why are you waiting at my car, Jenny?"
"I wanted to give you something Derrick; do you want it or are we going to continue having an argument I don't really give a fuck about?" Despite her words, Jenny turned away giving me a view of the back of her head.
"Jenny?"
"Hey man, you like my lips, don't you?" It was a strange question that came out of nowhere but was right on the money.
"Yeah, I like them." I walked to the back of my car looking at her profile. I watched those juicy lips sucking and licking that candy in a manner that had my pants tented. It was just the two of us surrounded by scores of empty vehicles as Jenny regarded me.
"They used to make fun of me in high school because of my big lips; called me fish face and some other stupid shit. A couple of bitches called me pussy lips. Some of the guys on the football team called them DSL; know what that means, Derrick?"
"Dick sucking lips."
"Yeah that's right, dick sucking lips, Derrick. I used to go down on Lan, but he wasn't much up to the occasion as you well know. Funny, but after the big reveal, we got into BFF mode with this little competition. Both of us, size queens; fucking around with dildos. I beat him, all the time, Derrick; so, do you want what I have for you, or not?" Jenny turned towards me, swirling her tongue on the tip of that blow pop.
"Uhm, yeah Jenny."
She fished in her pocket retrieving three quarters which she placed on the trunk with a mischievous giggle. I had been trolled as Jenny cupped a hand over her mouth full on laughing.
"Fuck you."
"Fuck my mouth...again?" Jenny raised an eyebrow.
"Huh?" Jenny used her hand sweeping the change off my trunk onto the ground behind the car, before getting down on her knees. I found myself standing over her as she looked up into my eyes.
"Treat it like a pussy, Derrick." I didn't waste any time unzipping.
The crown of my found some resistance against those big pale lips, pushing through with a modicum of effort. The sensation was different this time as she slightly vacuumed her cheeks along my shaft. There was an audible pop as I pulled out repeating the same action again and again. I glanced around finding some people walking to their cars twenty feet away from us.
Jenny couldn't see from her vantage point or I'm sure she would've hightailed it out of there. None of the exiting employees drifted close enough to see what was occurring, or even notice. Jenny kept up the gooey seal as half of my cock disappeared between her lips. She was kneeling upright, sitting on the back of her calves with both hands on top of her thighs.
Jenny kept her lips somewhat rigid keeping up the feeling of penetration while the inside of her mouth was wet and gooey. The feeling was infectious, addictive and somewhat disorientating as my hips began moving of their own accord. A deluge of saliva escaped her lips, starting to run down her chin as my rutting got more audible. I really couldn't describe the sound other than a mixture of gagging and suction.
Jenny vacuumed tighter on my out strokes as I glanced around nervously starting to feel my inner thighs tightening up. My right hand palmed the back of her head drawing her closer for more penetration. Just a bit of my shaft was visible outside her big, pale lips. I gave her a deep thrust pushing the rest inside up to the hilt.
Jenny didn't make a sound as I held that position longer than I thought before drawing all the way back as a burst of frothy precum flowed freely from her mouth.
It was precum blended with her copious saliva, that left a visible translucent web hanging from the underside of my shaft to her bottom lip. Instinct took over as I lunged forward getting even more depth and no reaction from Jenny. Both of my hands palmed the side of her head as I went for it, fucking her face like she asked. I treated those big ass fish lips, just like a pussy. She did me one better, pursing her lips sucking as hard as she could every time I drew back.
This suction took me right over the edge as I withdrew at the crest of climaxing, hard. Jenny suddenly wrapped her arms around my thighs in a death grip, right as I exploded. My eyes rolled as I shot a thick, milky rope directly into her gullet followed by several others. Jenny tightened up interlocking her fingers to keep me from moving until I was done climaxing. Both of my hands palmed her skull forgetting her humanity for those blissful moments. My body was drenched in perspiration as stinging sweat ran into my eyes.
The worst of it was over as Jenny released me allowing my half erect cock to plop out in front of her round face. I was gasping loudly, wiping the sweat from my eyes looking down at Jenny's cute face.
"Damn." I was shook, again.
Jenny parted those big lips revealing a mouth filled to the brim with my thick, gluey cum. I felt just the slightest bit of revulsion at the sight. I wasn't one of those guys that liked to see my own spunk on a woman's face, preferring the breasts or more accurately, the butt. I was into thighs, butts, and legs almost obsessively. Jenny audibly swallowed my load opening her now empty mouth wide enough that I noticed her lack of tonsils. She licked her lips, sensually as I watched dumbfounded.
"Oh, I found my change right here under your car." She picked up the three quarters, pocketing them with a innocuous expression on her face.
"Yeah, I found this twenty, too." I fished a bill out of my pocket, handing it to her.
"Don't be a tool, Derrick." She snatched the bill, stuffing it roughly into my pocket before leaning against my trunk with one hand.
"What?"
"I don't want to have to explain why doing something like that is a base insult; so instead, put both of your hands on the trunk." She sounded pissed as I realized I'd accidentally treated her like a whore.
"Sorry."
"Put your hands on the trunk, Derrick." We stared at one another for a few moments before I slowly flattened my palms on the back of my car.
I was just about twice her size and weight, so there was no way she going to do anything physical to me in any regards. Part of my compliance centered around the way she was able to make me feel with her mouth alone. I honestly wanted to fuck her brains out but felt this was a necessary caveat towards that end. Jenny watched for a few moments, taking the time to look around the upper level of the parking garage before sliding behind me.
"Hey, what the fuck are you doing?"
"Why do you sound like that, Derrick?" I tried to turn towards Jenny, but she inched into me, close.
"I'm just asking what you're doing." She snickered at the sound of my voice, backing off an inch.
"Shit man, you act like I'm gonna fuck you in the ass, or something."
"HUH?!!" Jenny chortled covering her mouth her both hands as I faced her, confused. After a few seconds, she burst into laughter, quickly stifling herself.
"Hey, check it out." Jenny unsnapped her jeans, making the hair stand up on the back of my neck.
I didn't know what she was going to show me, but prayed I wasn't about to have a "Crying Game" moment. Her white panties came into view thankfully without a bulge as I thought of her "boyfriend" Lan. They were really tight to her body, the kind you'd see on a teenager with these tiny flowers in the print. Jenny hooked a thumb into the elastic waistband of her cotton briefs crooking a finger, beckoning me over.
"...uh, yeah." I leaned slightly taking a glance.
"See, you got nothing to worry about Derrick, I'm all woman and born that way, for your information." The playful sarcasm in her voice was not lost on me as I stared at her clean shaven muff. There was this slight tan to her skin, the same tone as a pacific islander, like a Hawaiian; her muff was a shade and a half lighter with a laser sharp tan line.



"Hey, I didn't say you weren't a woman, Jenny." She used her middle fingers revealing the fleshy hood hiding her clit.
"You were thinking it; probably in part because my boyfriend is a colossal queen. As you can see, there's my clit and if you don't believe that shit; I can roll my pants down so you can look up in my hole, too. All woman, since the day I was born." She was pissed, but still half smiling through her uncharacteristic vulgarity.
"Look, I'm sorry; but I wasn't thinking that, okay?" Jenny's brow furrowed as she zipped up.
"Sure you weren't now can I play with your dick, or not?" It seemed when we were alone, Jenny felt free to let her hair down, verbally, and otherwise. She made a twirling gesture with her pointer finger getting me to turn back to the trunk.
It was odd making me look as if I were being arrested to any potential spectators walking to their cars in that garage. The random noise of traffic and assorted street sounds added to the elicit nature of the situation as I waited for her hands. Probably testing me out further, Jenny grabbed my hips gracefully pulling my butt towards her until her crotch was wedged into me from behind.
"We still cool; you not gonna clock me or anything, are you Derrick?"
"Shut up." I didn't know what else to say, waiting for her to unveil whatever was in her bag of tricks, next.
Her fingers attacked my belt buckle undoing it before unzipping me with feverish attention to detail. Jenny had small hands and tiny, bony fingers that effortlessly breached my boxers. One hand captured my balls in her fist while the other informed a tight, possessive grip on my shaft. Before I could react verbally, Jenny started massaging my balls between her fingers while simultaneously stroking outwards in decidedly rough fashion. I got extremely hard in seconds, enjoying her touch as she inched closer behind me.
"Tell me."
"What?"
"Tell me how it feels, Derrick." It felt incredible leaving me at a lack of words that I wouldn't have admitted to, even if I were able. This woman knew her business and it felt so good that I had to catch myself from crying out.
"FUH-FUH-FEELS!! IT-FUH, FEELS...!!" Her cadence slowly started to increase in roughness and speed. Jenny pushed closer pressing me against the trunk of my car.
"Tell me, Derrick; what are you feeling?"
"AH-AH-AWWWW-FUH-FUH-IT, FEELS GOOD!!" My legs were shaking, and I loved and hated very bit of it. This cute little Filipina was mastering my body in ways I'd never imagined. I wondered if she'd ever done any of this to her closeted boyfriend, Lan.
"Come on Derrick, you can do better than, that." She had covertly pushed between my spread legs, pressing her covered muff into my butt. I wanted to turn and stop her, but Jenny's fingers were squeezing, caressing, and massaging another massive load out of me with surgical precision. The sensation was incredible. I was gasping and wheezing a little, doing my best to control myself.
"Ahm, I-I'M GONNA...!!"
"Cum; that's what you're gonna do for me, Derrick? You gonna shoot some cum for me, huh Derrick?" The hand stroking my shaft was trembling uncontrollably in an unintended display of excitement. Jenny was breathing hard, getting closer.
"Yeah, I'm real close."
"Yeah; that's right, Derrick? You gonna give me some more cum, huh?"
"YUH-YUH-YEEEAAAHHH!!" My voice echoed across the parking garage earning a quick shove to the back from Jenny. She didn't want to be discovered with her hands in the proverbial cookie jar.
"Keep it down." Her lowered voice was intense, almost a snarl. She was working me with kinetic passion, working the spunk up my shaft. There was this audible slickness accompanying her actions.
"FUH, FUH, FUCK JENNNN-NNNEEEEE!!" Jenny's crotch slammed into my backside, mashing me into the back of my trunk. She quickly snatched her hands away spinning me about backing away. I went to handle my member, but she captured my wrist raising it with a gleeful expression on her cute face.
"Look at it, Derrick." There was a single gooey strand of cum protruding from the head of my penis. It was hanging there like silly string or something as she chuckled. I was gasping looking from it to her face.
"Juh-Jenny?"
"Just watch." She instructed, not even looking at my face.
That one milky strand grew in length from the head of my cock nearly reaching my knee. I had my legs apart staring down at it with Jenny Delacruz. I could feel the backed up spunk in my shaft and it was sexually agonizing. She on the other hand, looked whimsically happy having unveiled another technique in the third level of that fourth story parking garage. I wondered if she wanted me to let it drip out when Jenny got down low to the ground on all fours, palms flat. Those big, pale lips parted taking the very tip of that single string of cum into her maw. She slurped it all the way up to my crown quickly locking all of her fingers around its base and my balls.
"JEEEENNNN-NEEEE!!" My distressed voice echoed across the parking garage, but she didn't seem to care.
Her puffy cheeks vacuumed inward as her head stroked my meat, savagely. She was sucking everything out of me so hard, I palmed her head with both hands. The edge of my trunk dug into my lower back as I wedged her face into my pubes. Jenny slowly drew those puffy lips along my shaft, releasing my cock with an audible pop. She looked up into my eyes, letting my spunk dribble from her lips before licking her lips with a swipe of her tongue. She never looked away as she took a couple of deep, soulful slurps on my cock, before relenting.
"You really need to keep your voice down, Derrick." Jenny wiped a finger across her lips, slurping up some errant spunk. My cock was still pointing straight out in front of my body.
"Uhm, Jenny?"
"No."
"You don't even know what I was going to say." She was still casually handling my member, not looking at my face.
"You are not fucking me; I've already made myself clear about this." There was no emotion in her voice, but her fingers told another story.
"Well, how do you know you wouldn't like it?"
"That doesn't matter; I'm saving myself for marriage, so there's nothing you can do to sway me, change my mind. Maybe I shouldn't have showed you my pussy; opened those nostrils a little wider." I ignored her insult at my ethnicity, still internally seeing myself fucking the snot out of this cutie.
"Don't you wanna feel good, too?"
"Of course I do."
She answered as my right hand lightly palmed her left breast through her shirt. I could feel its modest buoyancy between my fingers, pressing into my palm. Jenny was probably a high B-Cup, reaching up yanking my index finger hard. I favored my hand as she cupped the breast I touched.
"That was out of line; where do you get off, groping me? Just grab my fucking titty because you're horny, eh fucker? Take what you want, huh? That's sexual misconduct for your information, Derrick."
"WHAT'D YOU SAY?!!" Jenny backed away snatching up her purse, eyes squinting, brow furrowed in righteous indignation. Before I could say anything else, she was already stalking off towards the parking garage elevators, leaving me to my thoughts.
"See you at work, tomorrow, Derrick." She answered back, her words echoing across the garage before she disappeared into the lift.
"Fuck me." I stared after her beginning to go through the five stages of grief.
***********
I was a nervous wreck by the time I got home with visions of slander and handcuffs plaguing me enough to call off from work the next day. I spent what would become two days of additional grief on my couch vacillating between watching television, gaming, and searching for an attorney. Besides being haunted by the scintillating action between Jenny and myself, her words haunted the shit out of me. I kept expecting H.R. to call me in for a sit down, but it didn't happen. My friend Gerald showed up to my place on the second day of my exile after I mentioned Jenny.
"So, you fuck her or something; chicks get crazy if you don't call them afterwards. Was it good, I mean crazy females got some good pussy?" He sounded like a man who'd married his second girlfriend a year and a half after college.
"I didn't fuck her; kind of got a blowjob, though." Gerald raised an eyebrow.
"Man, how do you get kind of a blowjob? That's sounds stupid as fuck, Derrick. You didn't put your dick in her mouth while she was drunk or something?"
"Nigga, you think I'd do some fuck boy shit like that, huh?"
"Well, you the one talking about getting a piece of a fucking blowjob, excuse me a kinda blowjob!! That sound like some old high school shit and we adults, man!! You got me up in here trying to help you out like you on that Cosby shit or something!"
"Well I don't know, I might be, Gerald!"
"DID YOU FUCK HER?!!"
"NO!!"
"Then what are we talking about here, Derrick?!!" My good buddy had brought some takeout over which he was now liberally devouring while yelling at me.
"Look I was at that porn convention and ran into Jenny with her boyfriend, Lan. The guy was fucking flaming, if you get my drift and both of them had bags full of sex toys, Gerald! I mean them motherfuckers had every kind of dildo and butt plug you could imagine. The two of them were straight freaks, her man was gay as fuck!!"
"So, what're we talking about nigga?!!"
"Jenny freaked out, worried I was gonna dime her out at work. She conned her way into my ride and had a fucking meltdown before I was able to get her calm and stable. We uhm, ended up chilling for a minute and stuff, happened."
"STUFF HAPPENED?!!"
"She blew me at a motel, Gerald. Yeah, sucked me off and then uhm, in the parking garage at work, too." He didn't know Jenny from Cain but there was this incredulous look on his face as he processed.
"You blackmailing her, man? That's some foul shit right there, nigga!"
"I AIN'T FUCKING BLACKMAILING NOBODY!!"
"Man, you America's next top Cosby, for reals!!" I buried my face in my hands as he continued eating the food, he'd supposedly brought me.
"Fuck you, bruh."
"Don't get mad at me cause your blackmail scheme didn't pan out. My uncle used to have this saying and uhm, it goes a little something like this..."
"Don't say it, Gerald." I knew that saying as well and didn't feel like hearing that crap.
"DON'T SHIT WHERE YOU EAT!!" I glanced up at his face trying to decide if I should put him out the door or toss his chubby ass out the window.
"Look, she was cool before we went to that motel. In fact, we ended up there because she wanted to prove that she could deep throat me with no problem. That other shit happened because she was power tripping after getting me, uh involved."
"Involved?"
"Sprung." I admitted wanting to get my buddy away from the criminal narrative floating around in his pea brain.
"The head game that good?"
"She calls herself the Asian superhead."
"For reals?"
"Yeah."
"So, can she like, suck a golf ball through a water hose or something?" It was a stupid analogy.
"Man this bitch got all kind of skills; she better than that fucking super head bitch from back in the day. Jenny sucked the fuck outta my shit and had me slipping and sliding all the way home. She got me compromised as fuck, and you know what else?"
"What?"
"She says that what I got was just a sample."
"Wow." His eyes were big as saucers, his hand frozen in midair holding a boneless wing.
"Yeah, that's about right, Gerald."
"They hiring where you work, Derrick?" I leaned back staring at my television exasperated with my friend.
"No." We sat there watching television for a few minutes before Gerald fished out his wallet removing a card which he placed on the coffee table.
"Well, I advise you to go John Malkovich on her ass when you go back to work; here's a card for a really good lawyer, but she's kinda pricey. Her name is Claudia Escobar, she's downtown where we used to work together for that temp agency."
"Thanks."
"Just Malkovich that bitch; act like the shit never happened and if you get past the first week without going to H.R., you might just make it."
"Might?"
"Well ain't no statute of limitations for a woman's point of view. She might wake up tomorrow and just go with things, or she could roll up on you five, ten years from now with a lawsuit. Keep that card handy."
"Thanks."
"You sure they ain't hiring down there?" Gerald was incorrigible.
I passed Gerald a copy of C-List Chrystal's sex tape from the convention earning his continued fealty before he left after receiving a high number of text bombs from his wife. Later in the evening right before midnight I received a final text from his wife indicating that she'd recovered said porn and that I wouldn't be talking to Gerald for the foreseeable future. I shuddered at the thought of what he might be going through under his own roof. His old lady was a stay at home mother with enough time on her hands to keep him out of the mix for as long as he allowed. I decided to have a look at the sex tape in my friend's honor.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" I flinched on my couch in front of the flatscreen not realizing I had the surround sound active. I turned it down before my neighbors came knocking. C-List Chrystal's lips were stretched around some brother's meat in disturbing fashion. The unseen stud's member was essentially spearing was essentially spearing her throat.
This was extreme shaky cam point of view, which added to the overall rough feel of the scene. I reminded myself this was real life I was watching instead of a actual scripted adult scene. Drool and precum ran down her chin reminding me of Jenny Delacruz, except that C-List Chrystal was nowhere near my coworker's skill level. It became obvious that she was tapping out after a few seconds.
"I WANT SOME BLACK COCK, NIGGA!!" C-List Chrystal hopped off the edge of the bed wearing nothing, but a black t-shirt emblazoned with a large cannabis leaf. Her body was awesome to behold with hem of the shirt stopping just over her cinched in waist and a pronounced, yet muted hip dip that flared out into the widest hips I'd ever seen on a woman. This entitled bitch was a specimen, no doubt.
She tossed off her shirt revealing the rest of her figure which had been honed to perfection causing me to pause the scene in order to get a good look at her Renaissance curves. To me, it looked like two women had been merged together, different top and bottom halves notwithstanding.
My own tumescence was throbbing hard in my jeans at the mere sight of her in the buff. Frozen in pause, I was also able to discern that C-List Chrystal was completed blasted and either whacked out on drugs, alcohol, or both. I started the clip as she pounced on the edge of the bed, shoving her huge ass towards the camera. The suddenness of her movements almost made it look as if the scene was sped up.
"I GOTTA WHOLE LOT FOR THAT PHAT ASS!! YOU HEARING ME, BAE!!" Some asshole with a baritone voice was giving that massive inverted heart, some bionic back shots that caused it to redden and change shape numerous times. I have to give that guy credit because the camera was so steady you would've sworn somebody else was filming.
"GET THAT SHIT!! GET IT GHUUUDDD, YOU BLACK MOTHERFUCKER!!" Her massive derriere was clapping loudly, jiggling all over the place as two huge, brutish hands appeared in the frame grabbing her tiny waist. I was being treated to some IMAX level theatrics as this guy beat her back out in dramatic fashion.
"THIS WHAT YOU WANT; HUH BITCH!! THIS HOW YOU LIKE GETTING DICKED DOWN, EH SLUT?!!" Whoever the guy was, sounded offended given the tradeoff of having sex with this unattainable woman. He reached up using his left mitt-like hand snagging her right wrist pulling it across her throat in a modified choke, still stuffing her full.
"FUCKING APE; DO IT RIGHT ASSHOLE!! SHOVE YOUR COCK IN MY ASS, BITCH!!" I did a double take as C-List Chrystal gave as good as she got verbally, toxically so in retrospect. She didn't care about shit as I recalled her shitty demeanor wondering what caused her to become so superhumanly nasty.
"ALRIGHT THOT, YOU WANNA GET YOUR SHIT PUSHED IN, HUH?" I could hear the stress in his voice despite its deep, baritone nature.
"YEAH THAT'S WHAT I FUCKING WANT, DUMB-FUCK!! CAN YOU FUCK ME RIGHT OR DO I HAVE TO ORDER OUT FOR GOOD DICK?!!" C-List Chrystal was brutal. He got into her poop shoot with no problem.
This resulted in the most intense shaky cam I'd ever seen in any movie as this brute gave C-List Chrystal one to live for resulting in a massive load on her reddened backside. It was serious looking like he'd emptied the contents of his testicles all over her massive rear end. His labored, strained breathing emanated from my surround sound speakers as C-List Chrystal glanced back over her shoulder at his face, unintentionally looking right into the camera.
"Is it in yet?"
***********
I guess the savagery of that sex tape must have taken a toll on me besides that unseen stud, because I completely blacked out. I awoke right after five in the morning immediately feeling the anxiety because now, I was left with no option but to go into work. I'd miss my call off window and now I would have to face Jenny and whatever feminine disaster awaited. It was a slog going in to work with me reexperiencing the five stages of grief as I neared my place of employment. I almost considered turning back before my ego took over.
"You can do this." I told myself as I took the elevator down to the ground level mixing in with the crowd entering the building. My brow got a bit damp as I walked the corridor leading to the time clock finding Mrs. Schaffner, the H.R. Admin, waiting.
"Hi, Derrick!!" She was always ditzy glib, but this was no indicator of her actual demeanor because she'd fired a number of people while smiling in the same fashion.
"Good Morning, Mrs. Schaffner."
"Why so glum, you haven't even started work, yet?" Some employees loitering near the time clock laughed in embarrassingly sycophantic fashion.
"Had a little trouble sleeping." I half mumbled noticing she was holding several folders of paperwork.
"Well, let's get you a cup of joe to clear those sleepy eyes; there's someone I want you to meet."
"Huh?" Mrs. Schaffner took me by the arm leading me into the cafeteria where a number of employees were gathered. They were eating pastries an having drinks from a selection that included the aforementioned coffee to various bottled juices. It turned out to be some sort of employee function.
"Derrick I'd like to introduce you to Shaila McCaughey; she's going to be your coworker. You guys will be working side by side."
The coworker in question was this grinning vision a beauty, a ethnic beauty of epic curves almost as tall as myself. She was a really light skinned black woman, probably mixed with a milk colored countenance that reminded me of that actress Gina Torres for some reason. I couldn't deny the bottom heavy nature of her figure as she offered a hand.
"Nice to meet you, Derrick."
"Oh yeah, uhm, I mean uh, nice to meet you too, Ms. McCaughey." I barely caught myself as she giggled shaking my hand gregariously. Mrs. Schaffner raised an eyebrow with a smirk reading across her weathered features.
"Watch yourself, Derrick."
"Yes ma'am." Shaila giggled some more giving me a pat on the back.
Mrs. Schaffner wanted me to mentor the new employee and I was happy to oblige. Shaila stuck to me like glue as I escorted her to our aisle in the front office. Jenny was already sitting there at her work station. She gave me a noncommittal glance that looked borderline angry. Shaila was somewhat of a talker walking ahead of me as she explained leaving another job due because of "too much drama" while I was left with a generous view of her backside. This woman had the proverbial "Ass That Wouldn't Quit" and I was a happy man. Jenny became an afterthought as I walked Shaila to the workstation at my right. It was slow going for most of the day.



"Wow, I don't know what I would do without such a cute tutor." Shaila commented giving my shoulder a squeeze. She seemed oblivious to current social mores while I looked about making sure no one took notice.
"I think you'd make out just fine without me, Shaila."
"Now you better than to go against a beautiful queen; it's par for the course and I think we should have lunch together." I couldn't believe my luck as she shifted in her chair drawing my attention to that huge derriere. Shaila took it one step further leaning forward arching her back making it stand out even more.
"Uhm, I'm gonna take a few minutes." I was wholly intimidated remembering the casual words of warning from H.R.
"Sure, don't be long or I might come get you." She giggled in girlish fashion.
"Right." I got up cautiously looking around. Jenny was still talking on her headset but shot a look in my direction that was indecipherable. It gave me this weird feeling as I went to the employee cafeteria.
I couldn't help but wonder if Shaila wasn't part of some elaborate grift to paint me as some sort of sexual predator. Jenny Delacruz had a lot of friends across the company and was personal besties with Monica Stratton-Langford from upper level management. I recalled the day Jenny had that meltdown in my car; they were talking earlier that day. Some type of grift was definitely a possibility in my opinion as I took a deep drink of soda to steel my nerves.
"Hey Derrick, uhm, good morning."
"Yeah." The minute she appeared in front of me, my brow wrinkled up in irritation. I expected things to go this way after finding Mrs. Schaffner waiting for me at the time clock. Jenny Delacruz wanted to talk, but I had other ideas immediately filing out towards the break room exit.
"Oh, we can't talk?"
"Nah, its cool; I gotta get back to my desk, uhm?" I feigned not knowing her name.
"Jenny."
"Yeah, now you have yourself a nice little break." She was standing half in my way, looking to block my exit. I'd have to squeeze by her to get out of the room.
"Don't be that way; I just wanna talk to you for a second." I glanced back around the room noticing a security camera mounted on the wall facing the double doors.
"And I want a winning lottery ticket; excuse me, uhm Jenny." I began to edge by her half into the adjacent corridor.
"I need to talk to you about what happened in the parking garage." She laid it out on the table, but I wanted no parts of that potential shit show.
"I don't wanna talk about completely "consensual things" Jenny; I don't want to put my business in front of the camera, eh the security camera mounted on the wall over there. That camera that can see everything that happened since I came in here alone, minding my own business." Her almond shaped eyes followed my gaze to the camera, before returning to my face.
"Look, it's not what you think, Derrick." She continued as two of our coworkers rounded the corner outside the break room.
"I know, uhm Jenny." I managed to get out into the hallway holding the door for my associates, who eagerly greeted Jenny, but ignored my chivalry.
The two women started an involved conversation drawing Jenny back into the room as I made good my escape to the men's restroom. Her colleagues didn't notice her glance back at me. In short, I spent the remaining seven minutes watching videos on my phone and bristling at Jenny's attitude. She obviously felt the nasty things she'd done were ostensibly Quid Pro Quo to keep her secret from getting out at work. That much I knew, but she'd burned me by acting like a bitch after I touched her boob. I didn't mind being put in my place for the assumption, but she went into No Man's Land with the Sexual Misconduct, talk. I was so rattled, that I called off work two days in a row. I shuffled back to my desk finding a surprise.
"What's this?" A can of soda was waiting on my desk on top of a scratcher lottery ticket with a small two pack of oatmeal raisin cookies from the vending machine.
"Uhm, Jenny put it there; said you left it in the break room." Shaila McCaughey explained briefly, before returning to her computer screen.
Jenny was sitting at her desk, focused on her work probably aware that I was staring at the back of her head. I didn't know if it were a peace offering or some caveat to sway me into speaking with her. Hell, I wondered if she were somehow, jealous of my new coworker. That ice cold can of soda was tempting, but I felt drinking from it would be akin to a Persephone moment. Jenny would undoubtedly take it as an acquiescence and forgiveness of her egregious behavior since I'd become entangled in her web. It was enough that I was still having flashbacks to her big, puffy lips sliding along my cock. The thought was always coupled with her threatening words in the parking lot.
"You gonna drink that, Derrick?" Shaila asked, rather loudly.
"It's all yours."
"Thanks, it's a little stuffy in here." Shaila demonstrated a lack of office awareness actually leaning across me to snatch up the can, loudly opening it. A few people glanced at us, annoyed. I shrugged a nonverbal apology of sorts as the thick, curvy sister downed the can in seconds. She let out a tiny burp, snickering afterwards thinking it cute. I managed a half smile as her eyes settled on the scratcher left behind.
"What?"
"Ain't you gonna check your ticket?" She asked plainly ignoring some of the disparaging stares we were getting. I couldn't take my eyes off the gaudy blouse she was wearing; it looked like something out of the eighties not matching the skin tight black skirt she was wearing. My gaze found her big thighs, inviting.
"I'll do it later, when I get home."
"Come on big daddy; the suspense is killing me."
Shaila unceremoniously snatched up my lottery scratcher using a penny to uncover the numbers. I found her behavior a tad off putting but felt her body warranted mental discretion on my part.Her huge butt was spilling off the edge of the seat in an intrusive manner.
"You always do whatever you want?"
"Yup, it's the only way to live." She was busy scratching away the film covering the numbers on my ticket.
"Is that right, Shaila?"
"Won five bucks, too bad Derrick; you could've had a Dave Chappelle moment." She handed me the ticket with a smile.
"Dave Chappelle, moment?"
"Yeah from his old show; the episode where he got Oprah Winfrey pregnant. Knowing she was his baby's mamma and worth billions, Dave quit his job like a fucking king. That shit was epic and something to aspire to for all of us lower rung, blue collar types." I recalled the episode with a smile.
"I'm not blue collar."
"Give me a break, Derrick; you know what I mean; that shit off white, anyways." We shared a knowing chuckled before turning back to our respective desks. Ten minutes later, I had this weird feeling glancing over my shoulder.
Jenny was staring right at my face. She didn't look amused.
Shaila despite her curves and my suspicions, proved to be decidedly clingy to the point of distraction even following me outside after we'd clocked out for the day. Her mood read almost girlish in a playful manner as she chatted incessantly about all manner of frivolous things even by female standards.
"So, you live around here?" She asked out of the blue.
"Why?"
"It's just a question; geez man, Derrick." It almost seemed like she was fawning over me which kind of through me off because we'd only spent eight hours today. It was her first day of work and we'd just met.
"Yeah, but why're you asking, Shaila?" She blinked profusely obviously not used to any kind of resistance to her charms as I turned to her unwilling to go any further. She studied my face a bit before continuing.
"Oh, you got a girlfriend, huh?"
"What makes you say that Shaila?" We were already getting stares from random people walking by who likely thought we were some sort of couple.
"Well, you acting all shady, so I figured your lady about to pull up or something." I had to catch myself from facepalming.
"No, nope I'm single."
"Yeah, you probably married or something, huh?" I'd fallen into her feminine wiles inadvertently recognizing that she wanted attention drawn to herself. Adding to the scenario was the fact that her decadent curves were calling out to me in the worst way.
"What, you looking for a husband?"
"Not where we work; but I don't mind a dinner partner."
"Huh?"
"Come on man, let's get something to eat real quick." Shaila wrapped both of her rather meaty arms around my right leaning into my body. I could feel her breasts pressing into my bicep.
"You wanna go on a date?"
"No, I want a free dinner."
Definitely not an agent provocateur from Jenny Delacruz and H.R. I smirked finding Shaila McCaughey, just normal. We were hugged up on the way to the parking garage when I noticed Jenny and a few associates talking up ahead. I purposely didn't make eye contact as we passed into the parking garage.
I half regretted things a little over an hour later as Shaila McCaughey finessed me into dinner at some franchise buffet in the valley. There was no doubt I was paying as she stuffed herself to the gills regaling me with tales of her high school days and how she was a classic ugly duckling who'd blossomed right at the conclusion of those trying times. Her ridiculous curves aside, all this did was humanize her to the point of normalcy giving me sexual insulation against her charms in the future. Her constant checking of her phone added to this aspect.
"So, is this what you do for fun, Shaila?"
"What?" She was presently spooning mouthfuls of yogurt into her gullet like there was no tomorrow.
"Finagle unsuspecting guys into buying you dinner?" It was a joke that came out with a snarky twinge. Inside I was more than a little annoyed at my reticence in the face of her powerful curves that had more of an effect on my person than her face. My thoughts bubbled to the top despite myself.
"It's par for the course ain't it; hey man, I'm good to go after three meals and a movie, with adequate concessions homie." I didn't know if she was trolling me or being honestly sincere in the face of undeniable snark.
"Are you for real?"
"Sitting on all this milky ass, right in front of you brother." She continued spooning away as I had that delayed facepalm. Shaila chortled into the glass chalice getting yogurt on her nose as I handed her a napkin.
"Maybe you're too real for me; I usually don't like girls this easy." She perked up at my declaration.
"Variety is the spice of life, baby. What kind of girls do you like anyway?" Shaila rested her chin on her fist resting her elbow on the table watching me, playfully.
"I can't tell you that."
"Why not?"
"Well I don't wanna seem phony by saying some shit like I want a nice girl who has a good relationship with her folks, smart, funny walks on the beach and crap like that. If I answer honestly, you'll call me a pervert." She was snickering as I explained myself ending up using some napkins to clean some dessert that dribbled down her chin. It definitely felt like I was back in high school at this point.
"I don't know, perverts are kinda sexy."
"Bullshit."
"Come one Derrick, what does it for you huh, boobs or butt? You have my word, I won't judge."
"Double bullshit."
"Answer the fucking question." She countered glibly, her face lively from our interaction. I averted my gaze looking around the restaurant at some of the other patrons while she waited. The long pause became pregnant with mounting promise as I weighed the pros and cons of actually answering Shaila.
"Butt." I half mumbled with my fist in front of my mouth.
"Shit Derrick; you calling me easy? A black guy that likes ass; never heard that one before!" She was grinning in my face adding to my inherent embarrassment. Shaila shoved her yogurt chalice mid table before laboriously sliding out of her side of the booth and into mine. She squeezed in tight against me before retrieving her dessert.
"Uhm, what's up?" I half stammered.
"Giving you a treat Derrick; don't tell me you ain't been hawking the booty all day."
Shaila giggled taking my arm placing it around her shoulders, wedging her thick hips against me as she finished her dessert. My id was screaming for me to lean in and steal a kiss or something. Then that same idiotic portion of my psyche did its damnedest to convince me that planting my opposite middle fingers between her thighs was perfectly acceptable given the situation.
I didn't listen to that suggestion.
"Finished." Shaila giggled at the expression on my face.
This girl really knew how to work it, having removed her flats when we were seated. I suddenly found myself staring at her huge, jiggly looking butt and the purplish thong peeking out from the back of the skintight skirt she'd been wearing. There was a zipper and two buttons at the back. She'd opened them in order to sit comfortably, making me chuckle. That whole backstory about her being chubby made a little more sense in retrospect.
"Stop laughing at my fat ass, Derrick; zip me up." I was more than happy to oblige even buttoning the two errant buttons, too. Shaila glanced back at me biting her lower lip because I was still giggling. She playfully dabbed a finger in the empty yogurt dish before tracing a line down the bridge of my nose.
"You savage." I laughed wiping my nose with a napkin as she squeezed out of the booth headed to the ladies room. She had to know my eyes followed the loose, rubbery jiggle of her big derriere. She was built like a brick shithouse with that ass being the loosest thing on her packed body. I paid the bill and waited outside in the restaurant's courtyard.
My mind was unavoidably occupied with that big, rubbery ass bouncing on my junk. Thought of slapping the shit and spanking that wobbly butt filled my mind like so many dancing sugarplums. I pondered what she looked like fully nude in tandem with the fact we'd only just met. By the time Shaila popped up in the courtyard, I'd decided to play the long game and see where things ended up between us.
The rest of the evening was pretty harmonious as I drove her home to her apartment on the other side of the valley. Shaila informed me that she had a roommate named Ermin and I remarked that it was a strange sounding name for a girl. She burst into laughter but didn't elaborate further.
"So, here we are Shaila." Her place was this odd looking two flat building white trimmed in sky blue. She informed me that she resided on the top floor as I noticed a For Rent sign on the vacant lower level.
"Yeah, I guess this is it, huh?" We both sat there listening to music enjoying one another's company. I Like by a group called Kut Klose wafted through my Prius as we tried to figure out what to do next.
"Yeah, I guess you're home."
"You're right and uhm, we've got work tomorrow, too." There was a chorus of hopes screaming inside my skull hoping to be invited inside her place. I could see that big, fat ass bouncing on my junk and my cock was throbbing out of control.
"Yeah." I mumbled, hoping for more.
"Too bad this ain't our third dinner after a movie; then things might be different." The music shifted to Come Inside by this group called Intro as I glanced over finding her looking undecided.
"I passed a McDonalds and a Chinese food place on the way down here; wanna bite? I mean I got a few bootleg DVD's in my trunk, Shaila."
We burst into laughter enjoying the moment before we were suddenly interrupted by loud rap music as this vintage Chevy Impala pulled up uncomfortably close to my car at the driver's side. The car skidded to a stop blocking me in as Shaila's eyes went saucer wide. Both of our ears were filled with Travis Scott's "Don't Play" as I slowly looked over out my window. I found myself looking at this extremely dark brother whose immediate features were lost in the darkness other than vague outlines highlighted by the overhead street lights.
His head was a field of tight cornrows as he peered over at us stoically. Shaila fumbled with the door of my ride, half falling out onto the pavement as this brother stepped out of the passenger side of his vehicle. Some chubby guy was behind the wheel, equally dangerous looking. Outside of that Impala, this guy was a nightmare of chiseled muscle dressed in sagging jeans and a tight wifebeater that looked painted onto his defined pecs. This guy was at least six, four or taller peering over the top of my car at Shaila, silent.
"THIS-THIS JUST MY COWORKER!! HE JUST GAVE ME A RIDE HOME, CHAUNCEY!! THAT'S ALL, OKAY?!!" I realized with mounting horror that Shaila was actually screaming an explanation and that this guy had his hand on the top of my car.
"Sure baby; you stay right there. Don't take one step." The silky voice didn't go with the body it was emanating from as he leaned over looking me directly in the face. Chauncey's giant hand appeared on top of my open window as he regarded me, aggressively inquisitive.
"So, you always giving people rides home, bruh?" I didn't know what to do as his face filled my point of view unavoidable. This guy looked like evil personified, but I understood the situation without question.
"Uhm, yeah it's like carpooling." I replied meekly.
"Carpooling; is that right, nigga?"
"Yeah." There was a watch on his wrist encrusted with white gold and diamonds. A tight chain was nearly luminescent again his coal dark complexion as his other hand fished around in his pocket producing two hundreds from a thick wad, which ended up in my lap.
"Good looking out homie; I got it covered from here." Chauncey took the long stroll walking to the end of my side of the car right in front of my headlights. Shaila hadn't moved an inch looking all of a deer caught in the headlights as he stepped up onto the curb right outside my passenger window.
"UHM, CHAUNCEY, I-UHHH!!" I flinched as he roughly grabbed Shaila in his thick, muscular arms pressing her into his body. Just outside, she was visible from the waist down with her huge butt almost inside my passenger side window.
"I been waiting for your ass, bitch; you keeping this shit warm for me, huh bitch?" His mitt appeared clawing a huge handful of her enormous butt.
"CHAUNCEY!!"
"I-ASKED YOU A QUESTION SHAILA; YOU KEEPING THIS PUSSY WARM FOR ME, HUH BITCH?!!" I was caught at a moral crossroads feeling it my duty to white knight, but I glanced over finding Chauncey's driver staring at my worried countenance. He was making the sign of the gun pointed at his own braided hair before pointing it in my direction.
"ERMIN'S HOME!!"
"THAT GAY ASS NIGGA AIN'T UP IN YOUR BED, SHAILA; YOU GOT WHAT I NEED, OR WHAT BITCH?!!" He was more insistent this time as I glanced back over finding the exposed twin globes of Shaila's ass staring me right in the face. Chauncey was in the process of giving his girlfriend a horrific wedgie.
"Yuh-Yeah, Chauncey; let's go inside." She sounded defeated as his fingers took possession digging furrows into her left butt cheek.
"That's what I thought." I could hear the wet, sloppy kiss that followed making my stomach turn. Both of them walked away from my car as Shaila attempted to pull her skirt down over her large butt. Chauncey wasn't having it though, yanking it back up exposing her ass for the neighborhood to see.
"I'M GONNA KING KONG THAT ASS FOR YOU BABY!!" His hand came down in a loud slap that resounded with this wet echo as her cheeks wobbled and jiggled.
Shaila took it like a champ walking in hunched over fashion up to the gate leading into her apartment building. It looked like she was walking the gallows as the guy behind the wheel of the Impala honked at me. He put his car in reverse backing up enough to give me room to pull out into the street proper. I pulled off slowly looking in my rear view mirror to find that he was following me.



I panicked but didn't accelerate driving regularly with the intention of driving to the nearest police station. He hit a U-turn five blocks away from Shaila's building but I continued on to the precinct anyway. I almost had a coronary wondering if Chauncey and friend would be waiting for me at work the following day. I took the long way back to my place horrified those thugs would be waiting for me but found nothing. I received a text from Shaila as I pulled into my parking space.
"What the fuck?" It was a pic of Shaila with her lips stretched around a huge cock that obviously belonged to her boyfriend, Chauncey.
I was glad I hadn't taken her to my place. The odd nugget of thought that her thuggish paramour would be better suited to C-List Chrystal popped into my fleeting thoughts.
***********
"Good Morning." Jenny greeted me with a warm smile.
"Morning." I glanced apprehensively between her and the other Asian girl in her company not knowing what to expect as I reached over, clocking in. There was something a little different about her, this morning.
"Well uhm, you have a nice day." It was a bit jarring seeing her displaying obvious emotion in front of other people when she'd gone out of her way to hide our connection months prior.
This morning, Jenny had her hair drawn back behind her ears held in place by two decorative pins resembling white flowers. There was a bit of eyeshadow bring her narrow eyes out and light frosted lipstick coating her juicy lips. Her fetching appearance was not lost on me, but I didn't want to acknowledge the effort. I wondered if maybe she'd found a new boy toy or something.
Part of me wondered if she'd pinned her "boyfriend" Lan down and sucked him straight. In those few seconds I noticed everything. Jenny was wearing a denim jacket over what looked like a white tank and some tight capri jeans, showing off her calves. A pair of shiny, black loafers completed her look as my eyes drifted back up to her face.
"You have a nice day, too!" The other girl leaned in with a comedic wave as if I'd been ignoring her.
"Uhm, okay ladies." Both girls pressed into one another walking to the office mumbling and intermittently giggling between whispers. Jenny's clothing gave off a bit more of her shape than I was accustomed to seeing. Still modest, but with just the slightest hint of curve at the hips.
"Mapapahamak na babae, sinusuri ka niya!! Mukhang maaari kang makakuha ng ilang tsokolate!!" Jenny's friend commented in their shared language.
"Mahal ko ang tsokolate. Inaasahan ko na hindi nalaman ng aking mga magulang!!" Jenny replied barely stifling laughter as both girls walked ahead of me. The other Asian girl opened the office door, holding it open for me to pass while Jenny stood off to the side.
"Uhm, thanks." Both girls huddled like high school girls, snickering, and making me nervous. I shrugged walking inside to my desk where Shaila was absent. She'd become ghost since I met her boyfriend, probably at his instruction.
Halfway through the day I was approached right before lunch by Mrs. Schaffner and informed that Shaila resigned abruptly. She explained that my fledgling coworker left a message on the office answering service that sounded shaky. I felt a bit anxious like maybe she was accusing me of something deciding to let it slip that she said she was having problems with her boyfriend. That made up piece of information seemed to placate Mrs. Schaffner who left me to the rest of my day.
***********
"What is this?" Jenny was waiting by my car again, after a month and a half of no interaction between us. I immediately pulled out my phone filming her as I approached.
"I don't care if you film me; I just want to talk to you." I kept my distance from my own vehicle not knowing what to expect as she raised her hand waving a white napkin.
"Why?"
"Would you please give me just a few minutes to explain myself, Derrick?" Jenny continued waving her version of a white flag.
"What do we have to talk about?"
"Don't be mean, please I just wanna talk to you for a few minutes." She was leaning against my car with her arms folded across her chest, meekly smiling.
"Alright, talk." I still kept my distance.
"Come closer, Derrick."
"I'm good over here." She looked exasperated at my reticence, but not angry. Jenny pushed an errant strand of hair behind her ear.
"Look, I crossed the line when I said that shit that triggered you, alright? I knew it was wrong right after it left my lips, and I didn't know how to make it right. You were so mad and determined not to "see me" anymore and it was driving me crazy.
I'm sorry, okay; and you can keep filming me, but can't we talk a little bit more."
Jenny sounded contrite.
"Ain't we talking, right now?"
"I'm not gonna do some sideways shit; come on Derrick; let's just sit in your car and talk for a minute. I'll explain everything. It's not what you think; I promise." Jenny nervously tugged at the edges of her denim jacket, staring at me sort of desperate.
"Why you wanna get in my car?" Jenny scoffed, looking away.
"Shit man, would you just throw me a fucking bone?" There was some wetness around her eyes, that triggered my inner white knight against the wishes of my rational mind.
"Just a minute, okay?" Her eyes widened a little bit, signaling her relief that I budged. I used my keychain opening the doors as she opened the passenger side. I slid behind the steering wheel, glancing over at Jenny.
Instead of just getting into the car beside me, Jenny knelt on the passenger seat with this timid expression on her cute face as she slid out of her denim jacket. This white, loose fitting openwork, spaghetti tank was revealed. It was this kind of knitted material that made one thing immediately clear. Jenny Delacruz wasn't wearing a brassiere.
Her tan lines were so sharp they were visible through the material along with the pert breasts hidden beneath. Jenny followed my gaze to her décolletage where one puffy looking breast was plainly visible along with a puffy areola and painfully erect nipple. She leaned in pressing those big lips against mine trying to stick her tongue in my mouth.
"What, you don't like what you see? Derrick, I wore this for you." I pushed off, not fully committed.
"Oh, so you like me now?"
"I just want us to be cool, again; I miss you despite what you think; and I'm not gonna ME TOO, you, either. Can't we feel good together, some more? You liked how I touched you before, right? I can do so much more if we're cool again."
"Guilty conscious?" Jenny hunched over, slumping her shoulders still upright on my passenger seat.
"It's not what you think; I- I uhm, told you how it was for me in school, right?"
"What's that got to do with today, huh?"
"Well you know about Lan, and uhm about the bullying. So, I said I was waiting for marriage and all, but that's not true. I was saving myself for prom figuring that was the best time to lose my virginity. Well, my boyfriend came out right before prom, so that idea got nixed. I've dated a couple of guys, but they turned out to be assholes, hence my intact hymen."
"Jenny, what the fuck are you trying to say?!"
"You kinda, got a big dick."
"WHAT?!!" Once again, Jenny caught me off guard even though I felt like I knew her hidden side. No one who knew us would believe the words coming out of this woman's mouth.
"Well I uhm, nominate you; to do the "deed" if you get my drift. I know how fucked up you must think I am, but I'm a little scared of being penetrated. My friends all lost their v-cards in high school or college, but I'm a sexual slacker when it comes to my pussy." I did a double take, especially synching up her words to the memories of her sucking me to oblivion the last couple of times we were alone.
"No shit."
"People always look at me and say, "You're the Good Girl", the fucking "Nice Girl" and my parents hold me up as an moral example to my siblings. You can't comprehend what a responsibility that is and in the old days, my mom never left my shadow. They vetted Lan something fierce, even though we grew up together and even then, my older brother chaperoned our dates."
"Are you sure about this?" I kicked myself inside asking the responsible question while the rest of my psyche was screaming for me to pound her out on the back seat of my car. Jenny Delacruz had been teasing me to criminal distraction since that first blowjob.
She reached up dipping her index and middle fingers into her tank, tugging until her right breast appeared. It was just under a handful, sloping topped with a puffy tanned areola and the hardest looking nipple I'd ever seen on a woman. That nipple was really elongated, almost unnaturally to the inquiring eye.
"I know I don't have as much as that Shaila girl sitting next to you; but uhm, you can touch it if you want." She offered meekly.
There was no way I was passing up this chance; especially after her boob caused the initial friction between us. Jenny whimpered a little when my thumb brushed that angry nipple, her slanted eyes narrowing. I did it again, earning a gasp from her this time. Her big lips parted, tongue appearing to lick the puffy, looking bottom half as I rolled the nipple between thumb and forefinger. Jenny leaned in snuggling, the top of her head pressing into the underside of my chin. I cupped the full breast, completely hiding its modest size as she timidly lapped at my throat.
"Will you, do it?"
"Huh?"
"Will you bust my cherry; make a woman out of me?" It almost sounded like she didn't believe I would; and that was just plain crazy.
"Yeah, I'll do it, Jenny." She perked up a bit staring at me with a happy smile before pressing those big lips into mine. This time, her tongue found no resistance as I continued rolling that nipple, kneading that breast.
"I'm so happy that I'll be getting this out of the way. So, we'll have dinner at eight before we get to the festivities; so, how's about this Saturday?"
"HUH, WE'RE NOT-DOING IT HERE?!!" Jenny leaned back, the familiar furrow returning to her brow.
"I'M NOT LOSING MY V-CARD IN THE BACKSEAT OF YOUR CAR, DERRICK!"
"Wanna go to a motel?" I sounded like an idiot.
"No Derrick; we're going on a proper date, preferably Saturday night after which, we're going to my place and fucking." I didn't know what to do other than follow her directive as she seemed to have thought things over in advance. There was the probable chance this was another stunt to keep my nose open to placate her ego.
"Uhm, okay." Her features softened, as I replied sounding wholly dejected.
"Hey, I want us to do something today, tonight Derrick."
"What do you want to do, Jenny?" Her right hand was cupping my balls through my slacks as I sat behind the wheel staring out into the parking garage.
"There's this place I want us to go; so that we can be alone, where I can prove myself to you." That sounded kind of cryptic, making me give her a side eye as I started my car.
I glanced over finding her waiting lips as he tongue invaded my mouth, swirling about. My cock thumped and fattened in my pants, throbbing painfully. By the time we were on the freeway, I would've settled for one of Jenny's awesome blowjobs, just to get off alone. For her part, Jenny sat facing me looking sexually pensive as we drove to this remote area in the valley. Jenny and Lan supposedly used the wooded area for jogging and long walks to detox from work. He was an attorney of all things, leaving them wanting for nothing collectively. It was the first time she mentioned her boyfriend in detail since I'd discovered them on that convention floor.
She explained that she lived a good five miles away from this area in a gated community with strict rules. I would've asked her why she even worked if I didn't already know that she was effectively his beard. She didn't speak too much of her family on the drive, only saying that she would be living at home if it weren't for her relationship with Lan. On the outside, everyone else saw them as the perfect couple who were inseparable. Jenny and I knew the truth as we pulled into a secluded parking area at the end of a winding wooded road. The only other vehicle was this abandoned, rust covered truck with a For Sale sign on it's bumper.
"It's a little out of the way, Jenny." I glanced around noticing a kids playground off in the distance near the horizon line of the park. There were some people gathered there still enjoying the park at dusk.
Jenny responded in the only way that mattered with a sustained kiss that blossomed into a full blown make out session. She threw all caution to the wind climbing into my lap, straddling me. She was petite enough to squeeze between the steering wheel and my torso grinding on my crotch as we made out. Her moans and swirling tongue had me sporting a steel rod. My hands were trembling as I went for the hem of the knit tank raising as her stomach came into view. Her frenzied whines of pleasure were making my restrained tumescence pulse and throb. Jenny continued rolling and arching her hips rubbing her crotch along my covered shaft.
"Look at my tits, Derrick." She moaned breathlessly raising her top, exposing her bare breasts.
Jenny's breasts were modest just below handfuls of sloping tit flesh enhanced by hard tan lines, succulent puffy nips topped with pointy, reddened nips. My own hands looked larger than they were cupping her tits rolling the prominent nipples. Jenny pressed a nipple into my mouth allowing me to nurse in intense, pointed suction. She went wild flopping around in my lap accidentally pressing the horn with her butt. It echoed across the wooded area as we both stopped, nervous. My heart was thumping in my chest as she cupped my cheeks stealing another kiss.
"Oops, guess we got a little carried away." I chuckled nervously, still feeling the moment.
Jenny didn't respond, going after my belt buckle and zipper like it was Christmas morning. We worked together until my complete package was on display between her thighs. She grabbed my shaft pressing it against her jean covered crotch with one hand, using a single finger to caress its length as veins appeared. She applied a single finger to it teasing the crown until I squirmed prompting her to kiss me again. This cute Filipina really knew how to kiss making me doubt she was really a virgin. There was this hunger about her that left me reeling, sucking on my bottom lip, wantonly. Jenny was unmanageable, twisting and squirming in my lap, finally crawling back onto the passenger seat.
Her hand disappeared on the floor of the passenger seat returning with a small vial of lube. Jenny popped the cap looking at me with a raised eyebrow coating her right hand until the oily substance dripped from her fingers. She let her dripping digits hover in front of my face before handling my member. My cock slid between her fingers as Jenny demonstrated an enhanced level of manual dexterity sensually stroking my cock between her middle fingers, alternating by slathering lube all over my balls and shaft until it was glistening in the diminishing sunlight. The wet, slick sound of her frenetic actions added to the affair as she played to her heart's content.
"AAAWWWWN, THAT FEELS-SO GHUUUD, JEEEN-NEEE!!" I lost it arching up, trying to hump her hand, but she abruptly stopped.
"Take my top off, Derrick." It took me a few seconds to get my bearings, but I slid it over her head tossing it on the passenger seat.
"Suck on my titties." Jenny cupped her modest breasts, pushing them together for me. I managed both at the same time, making her moan in this distressed yowl that almost made me cum on the crotch of her jeans. Her nipples were unnaturally pointy and inherently chewy. I nibbled on them collectively, earning her audible approval.
"Bite my fucking tits, Derrick!" She shifted over pressing her right breast completely between my lips as I sucked hard enough to leave a mark. I vacuumed sucked the other just as hard, gnawing on her nipples until she broke away giving me a deep, sensual kiss. He fingers went to town stroking and caressing me to nirvana before she stopped abruptly.
"Are you ready to cum for me?"
"Yeah."
"You gonna give me some fucking cock milk, huh?" I moaned loudly losing the ability to speak clearly nodding my head profusely. I was so glad we made up after weeks of no contact.
"YUUUUHHH-YEAH, YEAH I'M GONNA DO IT; AHMMM, GONNA CUM JENNN -NEEEE!!" She started giggling, manically ramping up her action for the next few seconds, stopping abruptly again.
"Derrick?"
"Huh?"
"I'm prettier than Shaila, right?"
"What?"
"I'm prettier than that fat cow bitch sitting next to you at work, right?" She was smiling, but her overall expression was intense.
"Who's Shaila?" Jenny lurched forward wrapping her arms around me in a death grip, half laughing, half gasping before peppering my face with wet kisses.
The woman was like an untamed animal suddenly crawling over me into the backseat. Her knee inadvertently bumped my cock, making me whimper as she went head first into the backseat followed by her legs. Her face, cute as a button appeared between the driver and passenger seats staring intently.
"I'm ready to prove myself, Derrick."
"Prove yourself, huh?"
"Come back here so that I can give you a treat." I fumbled with my own door momentarily forgetting how to get out of my own car. I was so flustered that I walked around the far end of my car opening the door on the passenger side. I noticed Jenny fumbling with her thin belt, unzipping. Mt heart thumped wondering if this was the moment of truth. Maybe she couldn't wait for Saturday night.
"Get your pants down to your knees, before you get in here with me." It was already dark in the park; I could see the lighting at the playground in the distance and a few families still lingering.
It felt awkward baring my ass in this secluded parking lot. I scrambled onto the back seat finding Jenny's lower half protruding between the driver and passenger seats. She was basically on all fours with her knees on the edge of the back seat and either hand on the respective front seating. I carefully slid between her legs sitting bare assed with an inviting view of her jean covered butt.
"Come on Derrick; unwrap your gift." She wiggled her modest butt in my face.
The orangish glow of the overhead park lighting added to the seedy atmosphere.
I could see that she'd already unzipped her jeans. They were parted in the front and I resisted the urge to sink a few fingers in her snatch, worried it might trigger her oppressive prudishness. Instead, I tugged those jeans down finding quite a surprise, waiting.
"Do, you like it?" There was the jeweled ornate end of a butt plug staring me right in the face.
"Wow."
"Come on; pull it out real slow and stick your dick in my hole." Jenny was playing for keeps after offhandedly revealing her jealousy.
Jenny's butt was a revelation in itself with this semi-fullness, a bit of youthful plumpness that fit perfectly in the palms of my hands. It wasn't really a bubble, just really nice with an added benefit the hard tan lines of the fullback panties she appeared to favor. Jenny arched her back fidgety pushing it in my direction.
Her pants were bunched up at the bottom of her cheeks frustrating me a bit because I would've liked to strip them free of her body. I couldn't deny the jeweled end of the butt plug was intimidating because I didn't know if it would hurt withdrawing it from her rear. I ran a finger over the top of it making her squirm.
"Come on, pull it out Derrick; I want you to fuck my ass."
"It looks like it will hurt if I pull it out, Jenny." She glanced over her shoulder staring at my face with a devilish grin, biting her lip.



It was almost like she had no spine as Jenny withdrew into the back seat sinking her tongue in my mouth. My cock throbbed and pulsed almost at the brink of exploding when she gave it a playful, yet forceful tug. My wrist was grabbed as she directed my hand to her ass.
"It's so much easier to pull out than insert-for beginners."
Her words caught me off guard as she used her fingers to direct mine against the jeweled end of the toy. Enough of it emerged for the tips of my fingers to close around it. Jenny cupped my cheek, nibbling on my lower lip before snaking back between the front seats letting her abdomen ride low on the center console.
"See, didn't hurt a bit, Derrick."
"Huh?" I realized I was holding the plug in my hand. Jenny Delacruz was that subtle, that good leaving me shocked.
"Fuck my ass-NOW!!" Jenny demanded jolting me to action as my hands grabbed her soft, pliable hips.
She eased back until the tip of my crown was pressed against her rear entrance. I was trembling a bit looking at the back of her head to the mushroom head of my cock slowly sinking into her steaming confines. Jenny let out this long, yowling feline sounding whine as she was penetrated. Her modest, little butt slowly took the rest until she was firmly planted in my lap with both hands grasping the headrests on the front seats. The internal heat was incredible coupled with the tightness as she began wiggling her ass in my lap. Jenny arched her back drawing half of my shaft out of her butt only to slam back down onto me.
"DERRRR-RICK!! OOOOHHH FUCK MY ASS, FUCK IT GHUD, FOR ME BAAEE-BEEE!! FUCK MY HOLE FOR ME, DERRICK!! FUCK ME LIKE YOU FUCKED THAT COW BITCH!!"
It became apparent that Jenny had it in her mind that I'd been with Shaila. I wasn't in a position to correct her on events as she twisted and bounced on my cock. On each outward stroke, Jenny tensed up around my girth providing this awesome suction.
"AAAWWWW SHIT, THAT'S SOOO GHUUUDDD DERRRR-RICK!! FUCK ME DERRR-RICK!! FAAAWKKK MAN, MY ASSHOLE IS SOOO HOT, BAAAE-BEEEE!!" I just went with it thrusting as hard as possible in our limited space.
"TELL ME-TELL MEEEEEE DERRICK; TELL ME MY ASS IS BETTER THAN SOME, SLOPPY WHORE AT WORK!! CONFESS HOW GOOD I AM OVER THAT SMELLY PIG!!" Her jealousy was unwarranted, but I wasn't talking.
"IT'S BETTER-IT'S THE BEST JENNY!!" I felt like I had to throw her a bone, internally grateful that my unfortunate run-in with Shaila's boyfriend yielded a bit of karmic sexual fortune.
"YAAAAHHHH DERRICK?!! YEAH BAAAAA-BEEE!!" Jenny went hard, rolling her tight ass on my pelvis with serious intent. The cute Filipina was out to make a name for herself and wipe a perceived rival off the map.
"YEAAAAHHHH JENNN-NEEEEE!!" Her pelvis was bucking wildly almost wrenching my cock free of my body. The sight of that plumpness parted up the middle by my shaft was incredible.
"DERR-RICK?!! DERR-RICK?!! DERR-RICK?!!" Both of us were drenched in perspiration, steam broiled in the trapped humidity inside my car.
"JEN-NEEEEE!!" I was caught up in her wake.
"DERRICK GRAB MY WAIST AND PULL ME BACK, BAAAA-BEEEE!!" She was begging, sobbing, half choking and coughing on her own saliva. I saw a web of drool running from her chin down onto my driver's seat. I obliged, yanking her back into my lap sitting upright. She was now stuffed to the gills tightening up around the base of my cock.
Her legs shot upward folded at the knees as it became obvious that she was sliding out of her pants. It was down quickly due her to petite stature. Those pants went flying into the front seat as I handled the back of her knees turning the poor girl into a human wishbone. I couldn't take it any longer allowing my animalistic nature to come to the fore as I ravaged Jenny like there was no tomorrow. The entire car was shaking under our combined weight as I bounced her in my lap like a madman.
"CUM FOR ME DERRICK, CUM FOR ME BABY; I WANT YOU TO FILL ME UP WITH JIZZ!! DON'T WASTE ONE DROP OF THAT FUCKING CUM!! FLOOD MY ASSHOLE WITH YOUR BABIES!! MARK YOUR TERRITORY DERRR-RICK!!"
I screamed sharply as my thighs tightened up painfully blasting wad after wad deep inside her confines. Jenny seemed to sense my impending climax clenching as hard as she could around my shaft. At this point, we were both screaming so loud that it probably echoed across that remote park.
"Oh aking diyos, iyon ay sobrang nakakatawa na Derrick!! Hindi ako dumating tulad ng sa isang mahabang panahon!! Mahal ko ang malaking itim na titi!! Kailangan kong makakuha ng higit pa sa tae na iyon!!" Jenny went into her native language, breathing hard still impaled in my lap. She was reclining against me completed wiped out, both legs spread widely outside mine.
"Huh. What Jenny?" She chuckled wearily reaching over for the discarded plug before glancing back at my face.
"Nothing; just do me a favor and push this back inside me."
"Why?"
"Because I got what I wanted, Derrick." My eyes went wide as saucers making her laugh outright in realization of my fear.
"Hey, I'm not trying to frame you or anything, Derrick. I'm just nasty like that, okay?"
I wasn't convinced in the least, my heart pounding a mile a minute. Jenny contorted a little reaching back pressing her palm against my chest.
"Fuck me." I felt doomed.
"Hey man, calm down; I know how to make you feel better." She inched forward reaching into the front seat reclaiming her phone. I watched Jenny dial up facetime as her friend from work appeared on the face of her phone. I instinctively leaned over to the side trying not to be seen.
"Oh hey Jenny, ano ba? Oh shit batang babae, sabihin mo sa akin na hindi mo hayaan na ang lahat ng tao ay bumangon sa loob mo?!!" It made sense that Jenny and her friend would converse in their language.
"Fuck yeah ginawa ko Narda; Sasabihin ko sa iyo na hindi ko dapat tama ng tama para sa isang taong asong babae!! Ito ay kaya fucking mabuti!!" The girl from the office actually shifted trying to se me like the phone was a window of sorts.
"Damn Jenny, you're so nasty." Jenny laughed leaning back bringing the phone up so that I was visible shielding my face from view. She remained firmly impaled as I tried to hide my face in her back earning laughter from both women.
"Derrick's a little shy because he thinks I'm gonna ME TOO him or some other lame shit!!" Both girls erupted in laughter as another set of Asian girls appeared in frame.
"CUT IT OUT, JENNY!!" I yelled earning more laughter. She clicked a few screenshots while her friends laughed. One of the girls had these big, glasses on her face staring intently into the camera trying to see my face.
"Is his thing, big?"
"IT'S INSIDE ME RIGHT NOW!!" Jenny laughed as the girl's friends snatched her out of frame. I'd had enough, snatching her phone hanging up on her friends.
"How's that supposed to make me feel better?"
"Now you have witnesses that it was consensual." Jenny replied.
"BUT THEY'RE YOUR FRIENDS!!"
"Oh yeah, you're right." I shook my head wearily as she leaned forward again retrieving my phone this time. Her arm came up cradling the far side of my head as she directed me into a kiss snapping some pics with my phone. Her back arched pushing her modest, breasts outward for a few additional pics.
"Oh more pictures, great." Jenny glanced at my face, with a flash of emotion.
"It's your phone, stupid; Derrick, I'm not fucking you over, okay?!! I want you to be my first, wanna have a real romantic evening and feel wanted. My situation with Lan, is complicated as you well know and no matter how much we've hashed things out, I'm still kinda getting the short end of the stick. Can't you be my first?"
"Looks like I'm your first right now." I deflected nodding towards our mutual connection.
"You'll have to wait for Saturday night to be my first."
"EH?!!"
"Don't worry about it; it wasn't Lan before you go there and we were safe, okay? Man, cut it out and plug me up, baby." Jenny moved forward directing my hand holding the plug until it was reinserted.
I was still mulling over her comment about anal sex as she planted herself beside me with her head resting on the passenger side door. I wanted to ask but didn't, noticing her staring at the face of my unlocked phone. Her fingers were moving as she scanned through my information.
"Not cool, let me have that back."
"What, you got something to hide, Derrick?" Jenny reclined with both legs splayed apart revealing an adhesive pad, this large square band aid covering her slit. Her muff was glistening in the orangish hue of the overhead lights, clean shaven.
"We're not dating and that's not an admission." She noticed me looking, covering it with a hand as her brow furrowed.
"So, who are you dating?"
"Nobody, I'm single." I responded before I even realized it starting to get antsy under her gaze.
"Sure about that?" Her tone was wholly accusatory and off putting.
"Excuse you?!" I snatched at my phone, but Jenny held it away towards the back to the front passenger seat.
She righted herself getting on her knees beside me in the backseat as I tried for my phone again and failed. Jenny leaned in giving me a peck on the cheek as she wrapped an arm around the back of my neck inching closer. She bought the phone up giving both of us a look at the photo she'd discovered.
"Still sure about that, Derrick? Shaila's lips were wrapped around the huge cock of her boyfriend. I'd actually forgotten about having the pic on my phone.
"That ain't me."
"You're saying that's not your cock in this cow's rot mouth, huh Derrick?" I stared at her for a few minutes gauging her audacity, still nude beside me on the backseat of my car.
"Hey, you don't know what my fucking dick looks like; you've sucked it enough, Jenny!" I was looking to be boorish and off-putting, but Jenny stared intently at the pic without response as I looked out the window.
"Shit man, you're right."
"No shit, bitch." I was butt hurt.
"Derrick, I'm really sorry about that and I know how fruity this looks on my end, but you've gotta understand where I'm coming from, man."
"No I don't." I was ready to toss Jenny out of my car and drive off.
"Okay I'll give you that, but don't you think it's nasty to send somebody, a coworker of all things, a pic of you with a big ass dick in your mouth?"
"Says the girl sitting here full of my jizz capped off with a butt plug." I retorted making her laugh and palm her forehead.
"I'll give you that, so you admit how stank that is, huh Derrick? Fucking nasty with her goofy, cow face and that flabby ass!! Hey, it's your decision but I hope you used protection, Derrick. Hey, does she have a picture of you on her phone?" I looked down at my own bared tumescence wilting as I felt interrogated. Jenny Delacruz was not playing around, staking what she seemed to believe was her territory.
"I did not have sex with that woman."
"Oh, Bill Clintoning me, huh Derrick?" Jenny was looking between the pic and my face, serious.
"Jenny, I had dinner with Shaila, we exchanged numbers and I drove her home where her thug boyfriend Chauncey was lying in wait. Shaila explained things to him, much like I'm doing with you now, and that fucking pic is the price of my non-trip to either the hospital ICU or the fucking morgue. Are you happy now, or would you like to call Shaila up? I'm sure Chauncey wouldn't mind a threesome." I wasn't looking at her face, opting instead to look at the headrest of my driver's seat.
"Fuck man, that's serious." She gasped; brows raised.
"You think?"
Jenny went silent for a few minutes as I tried to figure out how to get her out of my car so that I could go home. I snarkily wondered if her jealousy was the real reason Lan had gone over to the other side. It felt like I was in a relationship as I wondered what I'd be doing if that fateful moment hadn't occurred during my trip to that porn convention. Jenny slid down onto the floor behind the passenger seat draping an arm across my right thigh still looking at the pic on my phone. It seemed like she was trying to figure something out.
"Derrick?"
"What?"
Jenny leaned right over my thigh taking my entire, unwashed tumescence between her big pale lips. I watched myself disappear down to the base as she went to town on my cock. Jenny Delacruz took me to task sloppily and sensually, with nothing held back. Three fingers tightened at the root of my member stroking in muted intensity as Jenny took me smoothly over the edge in overt casual fashion.
Through it all, she never even looked up at my face, content to continue staring at the unsolicited dick pic on the face of my phone. Jenny took every burst expertly caressing and sucking everything out of me until I was completely drained. She reared up on her haunches looking at me with this timid expression.
"Sorry." I chuckled covering my face with my left hand.
"Damn, Jenny."
"So, are we still on for Saturday, or have I fucked it all up with you, Derrick? Do you still want to take my cherry?"
I just looked her over focusing on her unnaturally thick nips, letting my gaze slide down to her sex hidden behind an adhesive bandage. I was kind of grateful something was left to the imagination as I nodded profusely. Jenny smiled going back to tapping away at my phone.
"What are you doing now?" Jenny showed me the dick pic again.
"Do you mind if I erase this?"
"No." Jenny smiled climbing up onto the seat leaning into me as she held the phone right under my nose. She glanced back and forth between my face and the phone before deleting the pic. That deletion revealed my new screensaver.
"Are you serious?" It was an exact replica of the unsolicited pic with my junk lodged between Jenny's big pale lips, instead.
"Don't change it; at least wait until after our date Saturday night. Besides, it's proof along with the short clip I took that everything between us is consensual, okay?" I was blown away again, incredulous that this extremely innocent looking and cute Filipina would do something like that.
"Sure, okay?"
"Can I delete that bitch's number, too?"
"Yeah." I offered her my phone which she took gingerly. Jenny planted her butt in my lap sitting in an upright fetal position bringing up Shaila's number.
"Thanks Derrick, you have no idea how good this makes me feel. I've always played second fiddle to Lan's guy friends and towing the line has been fucking me up, lately." She wrapped an arm around my shoulder nuzzling in my neck as the number deleted. Jenny wanted both of us to watch it disappear.
"Just break up; people do it everyday Jenny."
"Yeah, why don't we talk about that on our date, baby?" She took my earlobe between her lips sucking on it until I squirmed.
"We can do whatever you want Jenny; it's your night." I reassured making her smile and hug me tightly for an extended period of time. Everything she said, kind of put things in perspective making her actions relatable. It seemed she was carrying the burden of hiding things while Lan didn't have any fucks to give.
"Hey, drop me off because I gotta get this plug outta my ass." I burst into laughter at the semi-serious expression on her face.
"What?"
True to her word, Jenny didn't live far from the park as we ended up right in front of this exclusive gated community where she lived with her "boyfriend" Lan. Jenny had me pull up several feet away from the security shack leading inside as she fished around inside her purse for her keys. Her reasoning was that she didn't want me to see her home until Saturday night.
I didn't really believe her, and she noticed getting extremely handsy and affectionate until I had to beg off. I sat there watching her walk along the pristine sidewalk barefooted with her shoes draped over a shoulder. The twentysomething looked like she'd been in a hurricane with her hair all over the place. I wondered if she was hiding me from Lan, but that didn't make sense. It was truly a walk of shame as I pulled off into the night for my less elegant environs.
************
"HEY DERRICK!!" I groaned internally the following morning after a partially sleepless night half spent replaying the awesome sex I'd had with Jenny.
"Oh, hey uhm?"
"Narda, that's my name, good morning!" I recognized Narda's face remembering her from the previous facetime chat the night prior. She was standing there with two other Asian women from Jenny's clique. I honestly felt like bolting, but there was no way out as I clocked in for work.
"So, how's Jenny?" She asked much to the amusement of her associates who kind of flushing were. I did a double take at her bold question.
"Ask Jenny."
"I can't she called off, Derrick; so, you guys had a good time, huh?" This was beyond fishing for information as her friends crowded her staring me down, hard. My gaze travelled between their faces noticing the eyes going to various places on my person. I was surprised because they were mostly quiet and kept tight to their little clique.
"Have a nice day Narda."
"Kailangang pumunta si Jenny sa proctologist upang makuha ang malaking butas sa kanyang asno naayos. Gustung-gusto ng mga itim na lalaki ang fucking sa puwit. Alam ng lahat na, tama Narda?!" The only other Filipina commented as I walked towards the office door.
"Ano ang impyerno Brenda, sinusubukan mo bang maputok kami sa iyong maruming bibig?" Narda gave her friend a light nudge as the others snickered drawing my skewed attention.
"Excuse me Ladies?" I couldn't help myself feeling like I'd been insulted.
"HAVE A NICE DAY, DERRICK!!" The women replied glibly in unison as some of our other coworkers clocked in and passed me into the office. These women huddled tightly together passing me half whispering in their native language, still lightly snickering.
It was embarrassing having my business out there and I worried how many other people in the office were aware of my hookup with Jenny. She said she was trying to make me comfortable with being alone with her by exposing our tryst, but now it felt different. It felt like more of a power play as I logged in at my work station. Her workstation was empty giving credence to Narda's words, but it didn't make me feel any better.
By lunchtime I was at the cusp of reconsidering going on that Saturday date with Jenny when I received a meal delivered by a driver. I received a text from Jenny indicating she'd ordered it online. She also politely asked if she could call me punctuated with a heart emoji. I decided to take lunch outside the building so we could converse without her friends eyeballing me.
"Thanks for lunch."
"Yeah it was the least I could do; look, I talked to Narda and told her to cut the shit out. She's so annoying sometimes, she told me she saw you this morning clocking in, so I knew she probably came at you sideways."
"Thanks for putting us both on blast, Jenny."
"You're not thinking of canceling our date because of that stupid shit, are you?"
"It feels weird sitting here at work, because people know, and I like to be discreet. Your friends really weirded me out this morning and it's kind of embarrassing, Jenny." I was honest.
"You weren't embarrassed when you had that prostitute cow hanging all over you." She sounded angry, snarling into the phone. It almost sounded like she was right next to me as I held it away from my ear looking at its face. Jenny's face was there stuffed with a mouthful of my cock in the hastily made screensaver.
"Excuse you?!"
"Hey, it's cool Derrick; I'll call you later, alright?"
Jenny clicked off before I could respond leaving things seemingly up in the air as I sat outside at an exterior break area staring at the decadent burger and fries, she'd sent me for lunch. I figured we were done wondering how her friends would react once they found out and if there would be any blowback in our mutual workplace. My phone started ringing seconds later as if to answer my query.



"JENNY?!!"
"No, this uhm, Shaila."
"Oh, uh yeah; what's up?" It just came out of nowhere as I remembered exchanging numbers with Shaila the night I drove her home.
"You, haven't called; I don't rate one call?" It was weird hearing her voice after what happened.
"Chauncey."
"Yeah, I should've told you about him, huh?" She sounded crestfallen and stressed. I didn't want any parts of that nonsense also noting the weird fallout it seemed to cause with Jenny. Meeting Shaila was also the catalyst for Jenny stepping up her game, apparently.
"You think?"
"Chauncey's really a nice guy; he's just kinda jealous and everything even though we're broken up. He's a little bit attached if you know what I mean?"
"Unfortunately, I do; what's going on and why're you calling?"
"You don't have to be so salty; I thought we could meet up and talk. My roommate Ermin is on vacay with his man, the apartment is so empty without him and I'm kinda lonely. Don't you wanna visit, Derrick?"
"Chauncey."
"Oh you ain't gotta worry about him; he's locked up, Derrick. I was thinking we could go out for a bite and later, I could show you around my place; especially the bedroom, huh?"
"Chauncey's homeboy."
"Playa Tay? You ain't gotta worry about that nigga; he just pick up Chauncey's mail from over here!! He ain't gonna bother you cause he got some skeletons in his closet, too. So, I got this real nice teddy off amazon the other day, it's purple and sheer. You can see everything, Derrick." At this point if my opinion of Shaila dropped any further, it would be in fucking Australia.
"Bye Shaila."
"YOU AIN'T NOTHING BUT A SCARY LITTLE BITCH; YOU COULD'VE HAD YOU SOME PUSSY!!" I hung up in her face, blocking her number. I glanced down at the container picking up the thick multilayered burger sent by Jenny Delacruz.
"That Chauncey, is a swell fellow; really know how to pick them." I took a deep bite out of my burger generally enjoying the rest of my lunch. Jenny had also sent along a large cup of cherry cola and a ridiculous brownie. It brought a smile to my face as the birds chirped nearby.
The rest of my day went by pretty smoothly, but I did get some Nasty glares from Jenny's clique during my last break. They were huddled together gossiping when I walked into the employee cafeteria, filing out shortly after I took a seat one table over. It seemed like I'd been put on blast for the second time in a day as Narda returned arms folded staring me down as she approached the opposite side of my table.
"Look, I'm sorry about this morning but you didn't have to snitch me out to Jenny."
"I didn't."
"Jenny didn't put you on blast last night, she was really happy you two hooked up, Derrick. I don't know if you know this, but she's been crushing on you for a while, now. When you started messing around with that fat chick, she was really put out, but said she was going after you anyway." Narda shared Jenny's opinion of Shaila and unknowingly mine as well.
"Why're you telling me this?" Narda glanced around drawing an errant strand of hair behind her ear before sitting down in front of me.
"She told me you broke it off because we were bullying you this morning. I'm sorry about that, but don't let it change your mind about Jenny; she really likes you Derrick. She really wants you to be her first; don't let her down like Lan did, okay?" This woman was pleading her friend's case like a seasoned lawyer.
"Look, it's not like that; I didn't say I wasn't going out with her on Saturday. She hung up before we could talk about it."
"So you didn't dump her?"
"No!"
"ITO ANG NAKAKITA NG BALITA!! AKO KAYA NAGPAPAKITA NG HAYO PARA SA JENNY!! GUSTO AKONG GUSTO NG KASALANAN NG MGA GIRLS TUNGKOL SA ITO!!" Before I could elaborate further Narda bolted out of the chair running out of the cafeteria like I'd pointed a gun at her.
Seconds later all of Jenny's clique appeared in the long, narrow windows in the cafeteria door peering at me, all smiles. These guys were positively beaming, collectively grinning as Mrs. Schaffner appeared.
"Hello ladies; my aren't you all so full of joy, this afternoon." I looked down at my feet watching her interact with Jenny's friends. She really was our office's version of Mary Poppins.
"HAVE A NICE DAY, MRS. SCHAFFNER!!" True to their nature, all of the women ran off back to their desks, giggling happily with the promise of more gossip to come.
"Oh hey Derrick; how're you doing this fine afternoon?"
"AWESOME!!" I answered, mimicking the clique's delivery as I got up going back to my desk to finish out the day.
The H.R. exec smiled at my faux exuberance getting a cup of joe from the counter. Right before I got off, my phone blew up with numerous heart emojis but other than that, Jenny didn't call.
***********
A hour after I got home, my friend Gerald showed up for some gaming. I was glad to have him because the female-centric drama was wearing thin. It also stopped me from biting the bullet and calling up Jenny because I still didn't know where we stood. We'd never established anything or talked about any sort of relationship leaving me wholly confused. I figured it was better talking face to face instead of the phone. There was one more day to go before our scheduled date and her deflowering. I was still trying to wrap my head around all of the nasty things we'd done shy of actually doing the deed. Gerald was reliable counsel.
"So, you're dating that Asian superhead, right?" I forgot about mentioning that to him, much to my chagrin.
"Jenny."
"Yeah bruh, so you dating Jenny, right?"
"I honestly don't know." We were both playing this weird third person survival game with this chick who looked like Ellen Page. It was one of those zombie apocalypse games, actually a really bad sequel which Gerald was more into than me.
"I don't think you should do it, man."
"Reasons?"
"How old is she; probably in her thirties, right?"
"No, she's in her early twenties, Gerald; what the fuck?" He continued playing with a slight chuckle at my instant defense of Jenny. I knew it was some sort of shit test from my buddy. A massive pizza sat between us on the coffee table, a guilty pleasure for my supposedly dieting compatriot.
"Yeah she's still long in the tooth; how come no white guy ain't wife her up?"
"White guy?"
"Yeah, a lot of Asian women usually date white dudes; she cute as fuck with her shit together so why nobody snatched her off the shelf?"
"HOW THE FUCK I'M SUPPOSED TO KNOW?!!"
"Hey, slow your role, Derrick; this is just pregame prep. You should be thanking me before you fly in blinded by the panties. So, what's up with that Shaila girl you texted me about the other day; the ass fat or what?"
"Man, fuck that noise; she get down with thugs and I ain't talking about no studio gangsters, either. The bitch had the nerve to dial me up for a booty call cause her dude locked up. Told her where to go with that shit for real, Gerald."
"She gonna have you just like Bernie Mack in that Player's Club movie!"
"Right!"
"Some nigga gonna break up in here and put a twelve gauge in your mouth just like fucking Bernie Mack."
"That was a scary motherfucker; what was his name again?"
"Half Dead." We were both getting into the zone, still gaming, and eating.
"That wasn't his name!"
"Uhm, it was Badja Djola; but that nigga was in Penitentiary back in the seventies." We had a hearty laugh enjoying a guys evening drama free for once.
"She don't know where I live." I commented dismissing the joke as Gerald chugged a beer. I toasted with my can of Heineken for a joint chug.
Suddenly a loud heavy knock interrupted us mid-chug causing a mutual spewing of beer onto one another's shirts as we jointly looked over at my front door. A few seconds later the same series of thunderous knocks repeated as I looked over at Gerald before hoping over the back of my couch. I retrieved a Louisville slugger from the closet motioning for him to turn off the lights as I cautiously approached the door. Gerald hit the lights shrouding my place in darkness as I looked through the peephole. No one was there outside my heavy oak door.
"WHO IS IT?!! I yelled doing my best to deepen my voice, but only succeeding in emitting a shallow imitation that went falsetto at the end.
"DADDY, MOMMA SAID IT'S TIME FOR YOU TO COME HOME AND GO TO BED!! SHE WAITING DOWNSTAIRS IN THE CAR!!" Gerald hit the lights as I opened my front door finding the diminutive five year old youngest, Gerald Jr. The kid was holding a Lug Boot in his tiny hand which he'd been using to knock on the door.
"Damn son, you almost gave me a heart attack." We were both relieved.
"YOU BETTER HURRY UP, MOMMA MAD!!" Gerald shrugged as his toddler ran downstairs to the waiting car. He snapped up a few extra slices of pizza heading out.
"Hey, think about what I said; there's gotta be a reason this Jenny ain't wifed up if she's as cute as you say she is, bruh." Her ears must have been ringing because my phone started buzzing in my pocket. I pulled it out without thinking unintentionally revealing my lascivious screen saver.
"Damn man, they hiring over there at your job?"
"GET OUT!" I shoved Gerald outside slamming my door behind him as I walked back over to my couch turning down my television.
"Jenny?"
"Hello Derrick; I just wanted to know if we're still on for Saturday night?" There was no emotion in her voice, but I understood after talking with Narda during my last break at work.
"Yeah." She didn't say anything for a while, but I could hear her breathing. It seemed like she was waiting for something.
"Alright, I'm calling off tomorrow and I put your name in at the guard shack at my gated community so they should let you in with no problem. I'll see you at eight pm sharp; wear a nice suit."
"Jenny, you okay?"
"Yeah I'm peachy; so, I'll see you uhm, Saturday night."
"Okay, good night." We hung up but there was this odd feeling in the air as I stared at the paused game on my flat screen television.
***********
Friday seemed to go at a snail's pace as I managed to get through my work day with no drama and no contact from Jenny whatsoever. Narda kept things to an absolute minimum greeting at the beginning and close of business while the rest of Jenny's associates watched me like some girlish curiosity.
Mrs. Schaffner walked over to our aisle right before the close of work announcing that we'd be getting two new employees, one in management and another to replace Shaila. I shuddered at the sound of that name after learning her true nature as an undercover hood thot. Jenny Delacruz had nothing to worry about because I wouldn't touch that at gunpoint.
I had an uneventful evening for once watching two movies and doing a bit of housework before fishing out a black suit I liked to wear on occasion. I resolved to purchase a shirt the following day and get a trim at the barbershop. Jenny had put a lot of energy into this date and I didn't want to disappoint. I drove over to the mall picking up a few dress shirts and some slacks still thinking of the cute Filipina girl that wanted me to deflower her.
It dawned on me that if I hadn't gone to that porn convention, none of this would be happening. For all intents and purposes, Jenny would just be a bland, coworker albeit a seriously cute one at that. I focused on that saccharine cuteness and her diminutive stature before my thoughts drifted elsewhere.
Jenny seemed like the whole package on the surface with that aforementioned disarming sort of cuteness, professional stiffness and a hidden side that would definitely enthrall even the most seasoned player. She had been all she boasted of and more taking me to the limit every time we hooked up and beyond on the last occasion. She'd given up her ass to seal the deal with me definitely prompted out of misplaced jealousy.
I recalled with clarity the squarish adhesive bandage she'd covered her sex with beforehand. Her virginity was something sacred enough that she went to great lengths to hide and protect it from me. I sat in the mall food court pondering the true nature of Jenny Delacruz as Gerald's crude words of advice came into my mental court.
The rest of Saturday had this weird sort of off kilter feeling as I took care of a few things before hopping in the shower around four in the evening. There was a mounting sense of anxiety permeating my being while I washed up going the extra mile as visions of Jenny flowed about my person. Thoughts of her large pale lips stretched around my cock had an automatic reaction as I popped straining wood barely resisting the urge to handle myself.
It felt like that would be cheating Jenny out of something. I wondered if Lan knew about our date but chuckled remembering his oily attempted seduction on that convention floor. Chances were, he didn't care if his "girlfriend" lost her virtue to someone else. My anxiety continued as I got dressed opting out of a formal tie with the black suit and grey shirt combination.
I went for an open collar even fishing out a pricey watch which was considerably less decadent than the one on thug Chauncey's wrist. I chuckled picturing the supposedly incarcerated thug's best friend and business associate likely plugging the stuffing out of his equally shady girlfriend. I'd picked up a tiny swag bag for Jenny with the help of some teen sales associates at the mall. The girls stuffed the glossy indigo colored bag with some sample makeups, a few odds with the centerpiece, a crystal atomizer the girls swore would make Jenny smile.
Strains of Fade Into You by Mazzy Star calmed my nerves on the ride over to Jenny's gated community. I was feeling it all over with no explanation. I hadn't seen her in two days and the anticipation was notched up a hundredfold. My mind drifted to our last exchange and how short and muted it was, making me wonder if this was part of some elaborate burn. I began thinking she was trolling me with no intent of going on a date, much less sleeping with me.
I was almost there; a nervous wreck having convinced myself of that possibility. Jenny Delacruz was complicated beyond the snarky jealousy she'd displayed days ago. I pulled up to the security shack entrance waiting behind two cars going inside. A hummer pulled up behind preventing me from backing out. I was a nervous wreck pulling up to the security gate, but the guards let me in without incident after checking their clipboard.
Inside was a whole new world I wasn't normally privy to with big, immaculate homes, meticulously kept lawns and somewhat narrow streets that seemed made up off perpetual curves. It was a self-contained neighborhood of privilege with displays of wealth and status that boggled the mind. This didn't help the intimidation factor an a followed my MapQuest to Jenny's flat.
The two cars moving excruciatingly slow in front of me pulled over in front of an open colonial styled home in the midst of a massive party. I had to slow down as people walked by my car carrying gifts, some giving me a suspicious eye. I continued onward after five minutes of this with the hummer at my back. That status vehicle pulled into the driveway of a two story home, equally opulent by my modest standards. I glanced at the swag bag on my passenger seat wondering if it would be enough for Jenny. I felt like a pauper almost hoping at this point that she was trolling me in some elaborate prank.
I finally hit the last turn finding myself in a cul-de-sac looking at a two story home that reminded me of those homes they used for reality tv shows. It was a multiple room affair light beige in color juxtaposed with a darker hued brick exterior. There was a small well kept garden with a small palm tree adjacent to the attached two car garage. I was definitely intimidated noticing a shiny, black Cadillac Escalade parked just ahead of me as I pulled up to the curb.
"Alright, this is another fine mess you've gotten me into." I told myself mentally as I collected up my gift stepping out of my car.
I walked around the front of my vehicle finding this older fellow, the limo driver smiling at me. I nodded at him out of social obligation before noticing he was motioning to my immediate right towards Jenny's home. I followed the motion with my eyes.
"Nice to see you, Derrick." My jaw hit the pavement.
Jenny was standing there at the top of the top of the raised stone stairwell leading into her home. She was a vision with sun kissed skin appearing to have tanned since we'd last met. Her body was on full display wrapped in this elegant black cocktail dress with spaghetti straps at the shoulders. Still petite but revealing subtle curves at the hip area that I hadn't noticed before. Her legs were incredible toned catching the light from a fixture on her front porch. A pair of black lace covered stilettos cover her feet with her manicured toes peeking out.
"Wow."
"You like my dress?" She was demure, femininely subdued nervously drawing a finger to her temple.
Her hair was done, drawn back revealing dark sparkly floral hair clip at her right temple. Silver looking smokey eyeshadow complimented her almond shaped eyes while a darker shade of lipstick coated those big, beautiful lips of hers. I couldn't believe Lan was gay, my mouth still agape.
"I love you."
"HUH, WHAT?!!" Jenny pressed a hand against her chest, tone faltering comically. The old codger standing beside the rented car looked away amused.
"I-I love the dress." I stammered.
"Oh, uhm okay."
Compounding my embarrassment further, I tumbled on the lawn catching myself as Jenny descended the short stairs to meet me at the bottom. I scratched the back of my head still intimidated by everything around me and her appearance. The two days of absence had been put to good use as we stared at one another.
"Here uhm, I got you a little something." I offered my gift as she looked surprised.
"OH, THANK YOU DERRICK!!" She snatched the little swag bag without looking inside grabbing the back of my bicep squeezing it hard. I couldn't believe how happy she looked.
"Ma'am?" Both of us glanced at the chauffeur who tastefully motioned towards his watch with the back door of the Escalade opened for us.
Jenny had a small handbag with the Versace label etched on its surface in gold. A sheer shawl was draped over her arm as I helped her inside. I had no clue where we were going this evening. It was a smooth ride as we sat watching the back of the drivers head through the open partition. I found myself sneaking glances at Jenny instead of outright looking at her directly. She was positively stunning which made me feel stupid after our exchange earlier that week in my car. I couldn't believe I'd suggested going to a motel. Jenny was equally silent pondering something unknown but snagged my pinkie finger giving it a light squeeze.
"Like the car; I rented it for our date. I took care of everything, just have a good time."
"Took care of everything; well, what am I taking care of?"
Jenny leaned in pressing her lips into mine for a long sensual kiss as the driver seemed to have eyes in the back of his head letting the partition up. Jenny didn't go overboard breaking the kiss soon after glancing out her window. She didn't relinquish the grip on my finger. It was awkward between us as I searched for something to say.
"I've always played second fiddle." Jenny said out of nowhere.
"Huh?"
"I've always played second fiddle in my life to my older siblings when I was little. My brother's a doctor living on the coast married to a really successful restaurateur; two kids, condo, double luxury cars and a cabin in the mountains. Older sister's a successful model really popular in the Asian markets and overseas in the UK. Fuck, she's just a half-sister anyway, my other siblings, got it going on, too." I noticed her handling her purse with both hands, nervous.



"Looks like you're doing okay, too."
"All Lan's, I'm just an accessory and he doesn't need me. I've always told myself that it was necessary for me to keep pretending we were a couple, but once he came out, I was obsolete. Two days ago after you dropped me off, I walked in on him getting, uh fucked. Wearing my underwear because his guy thought it was sexy. Shit, he looked better in it than me and his guy was a hunk."
"Sorry."
"I've been doing it so long I don't know who I am anymore, Derrick. I'm uptight and paranoid he's just gonna go to a pride parade and never come back. It's his right because that's who he really is, and I shouldn't be standing in his way" Jenny's hands were fidgeting nervously with her purse, almost shaking as I worried, she might be going into another meltdown.
"Hey, let's have a great time; don't worry about that shit right now. It's your night, your special night, Jenny." I covered her fidgeting hands with one of my own calming her movements.
"I-I uhm, didn't get the prom that I wanted after Lan came out; we went of course but it was fake. We weren't a couple and it was ironic because we won "Cutest Couple" that night. We were in the court, so Lan and I danced along with the other high school elites while everyone watched. I barely kept it together."
"Jenny."
"Most of my friends lost their v-card that night, but Lan obviously wasn't up for that. We finished up a bottle of champagne at a friends house while said friend was having the time of his life making love to his girlfriend. It was a basement rec room in their mansion, we could hear everything, Derrick."
"I didn't get laid on my prom, either." I tried to break the mood.
"Lan kept saying how sorry he was, but I couldn't even hear him. All I heard was my friend Camille getting her brains fucked out, for two hours. That was all I could take before I noped out of there with Lan in tow. I made up my mind that night, Derrick."
"What did you make up your mind about?"
"I vowed to lose my virginity on prom night, even if I had to make my own. Do you understand, now?" I had to look at her face discovering the raw emotion roiling underneath.
"Yes."
"So, is there anything you want to tell me?"
I figured this was my moment to make some kind of statement taking it wholeheartedly gingerly cupping her chin for a long, sensual kiss. We knew each other well at this point as our tongues intertwined. Her hand came up cradling the back of my head as she moaned softly. I resisted the urge to touch her anywhere else while my tumescence strained against my slacks. We reluctantly parted as I noticed a single tear run down her cheek which I rubbed away with a thumb.
"How's that, Jenny?" She didn't answer, instead giving my finger another squeeze of reassurance.
She managed to open her purse producing a vial of the deep burgundy lipstick she was wearing, redoing those big, beautiful lips. I watched enchanted as she put the small cylinder back in her purse, giving my shaft a light squeeze, afterwards.
Our car had gone up an elevation on a secluded road that was part of the rich side of town. I looked out the window observing the night lights of the city in the distance below. It looked like a circuit board illuminated in the darkness as the Escalade turned up a road revealing our destination as a cliffside restaurant. This was the playground of the well off and casually wealthy to be sure, but Jenny sat quietly looking after me. We pulled up behind another luxury car waiting for valet service.
"I've always wanted to go here, on a date." She admitted.
"This place is incredible." I slipped the chauffeur a twenty as he opened the doors letting us out in front of the immaculate sight of Jenny's date.
She wanted everything to be perfect and I was going to do my absolute best to make that happen. There was a line waiting but Jenny checked in with the hostess who immediately escorted us to an outside table facing off the cliff overlooking the city. I couldn't help but continued feeling out of place in these surroundings as tables of blue bloods and some minor celebrities dined and danced around us. The moment we were seated Jenny excused herself to the ladies room citing that she wanted to touch up her makeup.
I found myself people watching settling on a large family in the midst of some birthday celebration using multiple tables just inside the venue. The low lighting added this earthen tone to the restaurant covering everything in this beige hue. The dance floor was situated in the middle of the floorplan octagonal in shape with a number of couples dancing the night away. I did my best to look like I belonged, failing mentally.
"Hey." I found Jenny standing beside me, still stunning pretty much having the same effect on me as earlier this evening. She was standing in front of me demurely holding her purse in front of her body almost posing. Jenny leaned in kissing me with passion.
"I-I uhm, wow Jenny."
"Can we take some pics for memories, and my social media?"
"Whatever you want; anything you want."
She offered her hand escorted me closer to the picturesque view snapping a number of pictures like we were a happy couple. I found myself staring at her, but Jenny nudged, wanting me to face the camera. I was taller than her, so I took her expensive phone snapping up a couple of photos as an elderly woman sauntered by taking notice of us as a collective.
"My you two make a lovely couple; need some help with that?" Jenny smiled graciously nodding as I handed the woman her phone. This older woman Gladys was part of the group celebrating a birthday which was for her husband of forty years.
"Thank you, ma'am." We posed with me standing behind Jenny, hands on her waist.
"You two are perfect together; I'd love to see the babies you'd make. How long have you been married?" I gulped while Jenny chuckled, biting her bottom lip in a fetching manner.
"Dating?" Jenny answered receiving her phone back.
"Oh well, you guys hurry up and tie the knot; I haven't seen such a perfect couple in years! Don't forget to have lots of babies so you can be where I am today." Gladys motioned towards her table leaning in giving Jenny a peck on the cheek.
"See Jenny, you make me look good; you're that pretty." She turned looking up at my face still whimsically smiling.
"She was toasted."
"No, she wasn't."
"I could smell the wine on her breath; and she kissed me, a total stranger."
"Doesn't mean it ain't true."
Jenny snapped some pics of me alone before we took our seats as the servers delivered bread and wine to our table. She informed me that I could get whatever I wanted because it was already paid for admitting that Lan gifted her his black card for the weekend. Jenny related that he felt immense remorse for ruining her original prom back in the day. It was a gift, some recompense for the anguish he'd caused when he came out. Still, I felt a bit apprehensive ordering, so Jenny took the initiative ordering a steak while she preferred pasta. Jenny cut a few slices of bread feeding them to me until I begged off.
"Why do you keep staring at me like that?" Jenny asked as the server delivered dessert, two Baked Alaska treats which were the house special.
"I don't want to be redundant."
"Can I ask you a question Derrick?" Jenny picked at her dessert, both elbows up on the table, chin resting on her fists. There was this half smile on her face that put me at ease.
"Shoot."
"Think you could see yourself with somebody, like me?" I stopped spooning bits of dessert in my mouth finding the question, strange. I slowly put an elbow up in the table looking her directly in the eye.
"Funny, I was gonna ask you the same thing."
She covered her face in her hands laughing hard, guffawing before gaining her composure. It was good seeing her like this because it lightened things up a bit. At the end of the day I accepted Jenny Delacruz was an absolute perfectionist out to get what she'd been so long denied. The ambiance of the place and the golden hue engulfing us made things romantically surreal as she got up planted her butt in my lap in full view of everyone. Her arms went around my neck as she gave me one of her patented kisses full of lip and tongue to sustained rounds of applause from the adjacent table of drunken revelers.
Gladys sat at the center of those tables holding court as everyone raised a glass toasting us. I raised mine toasting back before Jenny surprised me by dipping her finger in my dessert, smearing it on my nose and upper lip. Her big lips followed for another deep kiss earning more boisterous jeers as a few people snapped pics of their own. I smeared some dessert on her cute button nose eliciting laughter as we kissed again. We shared the rest of my dessert with Jenny remaining in my lap. There was no doubt she knew how hard I was, giving me a little wiggle of her hips in playful torture.
"Let's open your gift." Jenny brought the swag bag to the table snatching it up into her lap. We both peered into it as she reached inside bringing out the crystal atomizer.
"You like it?"
"I love it, thank you Derrick." She squeezed the attached long black bulb, spaying some on her wrist testing it out.
She offered her wrist allowing me to sniff the sweet fragrance before spraying some on either side of her neck, snuggling afterwards. I was cradling her petite body to my chest, both of her legs gathered up in my arms as we sat. Those big, juicy lips were actively working at giving me the mother of all hickeys. I was sporting a bulge thankfully hidden behind our table as the server picked up the plates. It was pressing right into her virtue, hard.
"That feels so good; I wanna grind it, ride it." Jenny whispered in my ear, almost growling.
"Please, there's nothing I'd love more and probably those people over there at the other table, too." Jenny reared back looking over at the other table finding several interested gawkers. I noticed some teens there along with one frumpy looking woman with her hands over her adolescent daughter's eyes.
"Sorry." I apologized to the frumpy woman.
"Yeah, like he said." Jenny added making the woman scoff and snatch her daughter away. The rest of the revelers reminded jovial as we shared an across the table toast.
"Jenny, how tall are you?"
"Why?"
"Just tell me, goddammit."
"5'2-why you wanna know that Derrick?"
Jenny gasped half stifling a yelp as I stood up from the table still in custody of her body as some concerned guests watched. That misplaced concern turned to approving smiles and laughter as I carried Jenny onto the dance floor letting her legs hang freely while her body was pressed against my torso. I was tow heads taller, so she looked like a doll pressed against my body as I began slow dancing to the emerging strains of This is for the Lover in you by Shalamar.
Jenny struggled a little before going with things hanging her chin over my left shoulder as I swayed and moved to the uber romantic ballad. The other dancers matched our cadence swirling about to the silky music. People were gathered at the edge of the dance floor watching. At the conclusion of the song, her arms were wrapped about my neck. Jenny's almond eyes were squeezed tightly shut as her lips pressed against me, tongue slipping deftly inside my mouth.
"Derrick, I think we should leave." She whispered in my ear, wetly.
The moment our driver closed her side of the limo door, Jenny slid right over into me planting her palm on my crotch before he barely had the partition raised. She took a second to wait until it was completely up before going at it again, kissing me hard and wild.
"I'm gonna play with this."
I hadn't even realized my straining erection was in the palm of her hand. Jenny was completely hot and bothered, probably more than the last time we'd hooked up in the park. She looked back towards the raised partition tugging at the hem of her tight cocktail dress raising it above her hips with some effort.
I gasped finding a pair of tiny glossy black panties barely covering her muff. They were the T-back type, a thong with a thin shiny golden chain holding that perfect inverted triangle in place. Jenny continued shimmying until her navel was visible, straddling my lap. She was single-minded, legs spread apart on either side of me, both hands working in my lap. She cupped the underside of my member pressing me against that silken patch of darkness. Jenny was frantic using her thin fingers to wedge it against her covered slit before looking into my eyes.
"Derrick look what I'm gonna do to your cock; I'm gonna rub my pussy with your dick. I'm gonna do it and I want you to see me doing it; don't look away no matter what, baby." She had to slurp up some excess saliva as her hips began sawing along the underside of my shaft.
Five repetitions in, Jenny was visibly trembling overcome with lust as we both watched her grinding the shit out of my endowment. The body heat and humidity was rising steadily as she pumped her hips manically dedicated to rubbing one out in my lap. Both of my hands were at either side of my hips. I wanted to touch her but was intent on following her lead.
"Derrick my pussy is so hot, so wet; can you feel it on your dick? This feels so fucking good, Derrick; I like how good your big ass dick feels against my little pussy, babe. Oh, tell me you feel it too, Derrick." Her voice added to the sexual atmosphere in sexual gasps, moans and encouraging whispers ending in multiple slurping sounds.
"Touch me Derrick, I want your hands on my ass." My hands shot out, freed with consent grabbing her tight compact butt. It fit into the palms of my hands; her skin heated to feverish extremes. My nails dug into that nice derriere squeezing and groping making Jenny moan louder.
"I'm so hot for you Derrick; I'm sorry for not waiting, but It's been a long time coming. I've been waiting for this for so long, my pussy is aching. Look how wet my pussy is from grinding on your dick." Jenny's hips and back were undulating against me as she reached up tugging at one of the spaghetti straps on her dress, accidentally snapping it. Her small, sloping right breast came into view, puffy areola, pointy nipple, and all.
"Suck it, Derrick!" Jenny Delacruz was in the zone at this point forcing her nipple against my lips until it was inside my mouth. I gave the invading nipple an especially hard slurp making her arch against me suddenly wrapping an arm around my head.
"Derrick, I'm gonna cum with this dick before we go to my house and fuck. I'm gonna cum baby because I've been wet all night thinking about fucking you. I've wanted to fuck you for a long time, Derrick. I knew I was gonna fuck you in that parking lot the day after we did it at that motel." My inner thighs were pulsing as tremors started erupting across my body in tandem with hers.
"Jen-Jenny!" I was caught up in her wake.
"You're making my pussy cum Derrick, it's cumming on your dick! Derrick look what's happening right now to my tight, little pussy." Jenny hooked a finger into her panties drawing that patch of black to the side revealing a tragically puffed up mound. Her labia sandwiched my endowment, slicky sliding along my girth.
"JEN-NEEE!!" My voice came in labored huffs as the music got progressively louder. I was definitely tipping our seasoned chauffeur. That guy was a trooper, a true professional.
"DEEER-RICK!!" Jenny used her fingers spreading her flower apart, unintentionally wetting my crotch as she squirted in fits and bursts.
It looked like she was urinating on me as her other breast appeared. It was too much as I reached the boiling point. In a blur of movement, Jenny scrambled down to my side cupping my package with both hands as my cock disappeared between her thick lips to the hilt. My back arched in one direction away from my right hip involuntarily as my thighs quivered, legs rubbery.
The head of my cock thumped the back of her throat while my balls pressed against her chins. Jenny took everything in bursts until I flopped down, sated. My cock slowly and gradually appeared as she released it with a syrupy slurp. One of her hands was cupping the underside of my package while the other gently squeezed my tumescence. My eyes were watering as Jenny stared pointedly at my cock.
"I'm so fucking greedy." She commented as a loud news broadcast permeated the interior of the vehicle.
The driver was in the process of changing the channel settling on some vintage music from the 80's. Head Over Heels from Tears For Fears provided a ironic soundtrack for my sex addled point of view regarding Jenny Delacruz.
"Yeah." I agreed breezily.
Her dress had become somewhat of a glorified tube top leaving her breasts exposed and lower half as Jenny looked at me with this indecipherable expression. She leaned forward sucking me with purpose for a few minutes before rearing back staring again.
"Derrick, is there something you wanna tell me, anything?"
My mind told me she wanted me to drop the L Bomb, but common sense advised otherwise while my little head threatened mutiny should I fail to close the deal on this momentous night. I'd wanted to screw her since that first night in the motel, but she wasn't that easy. In the old days, I might've acquiesced for sex alone, but I was smarter than that now.
I was definitely smitten beyond return, worried that our date might be over when I didn't reply as she expected. It felt like we were a legitimate couple at this point despite the circumstances of our meeting. I wanted to fuck her, but I also like her as well. I struggled for the middle ground of the answer she wanted finally coming to an accord.
"I'm working on it, Jenny." I half whispered afraid of her reaction. She glanced away for a second before regarding me.
"Me too, Derrick." She sounded somber still in possession of my cock in her right hand. Unexpectedly, Jenny began sucking me off again with a slow, methodical cadence. I was conflicted, staring at her bobbing head until guilt prompted me to interrupt.
"Jenny."
"Yes?"
"Can we, be together; really together?" Jenny pulled up her dress covering her breasts, tugging down on her dress hem until her butt was covered. Her face softened, those cute almond eyes of hers going watery before she answered. She dutifully tucked me away, zipping up.
"I'm working on it, Derrick; hold me." I cradled her in my lap as we listened to music for the last leg of our trip back to Jenny's home.
She nuzzled into the underside of my chin with little kisses on her fingers in custody of my thumb. There was something unsaid between us, but I was clueless to what that was as her tongue darted out a few times. We ended up making out a bit more as the Escalade entered Jenny's gated community.
Jenny shifted in my lap leaning into me so hard, I could feel her weight bearing down on my crotch. My right hand found her breast cupping it fully. She watched my hand over her boob reaching up to tug it out so that I could feel her skin to skin. She was humid and sweaty to the touch, both of us were. Jenny was staring out my passenger side window still holding my thumb as we traveled up the curved streets finding a bit of traffic as the party I'd noticed earlier was letting out. Both of our windows were cracked affording one nosey teenager the opportunity to peek inside at both of us. The pimply kid got a good look at her bare breast before Jenny covered it giving him the middle finger.
"I think you made that kid's night." I commented pushing down on button on my side hiding us from view behind the tinted window. The teens associates pressed against the window trying to see us, until the driver hit his horn startling them.
"I want to make your night, Derrick."



"You already have."
There was no doubt things were unavoidable art this point. We were going to sleep together but I felt apprehensive because of her demeanor. My conscious was telling me that she wanted me to drop an L-Bomb. I couldn't do that; not even to enhance a meticulously planned out evening.
Our car was pulling over to the curb leaving us seconds to make ourselves presentable to the tunes of Secret Garden by Quincy Jones. I think our chauffeur was working overtime to earn a tip going the extra mile for that upcoming tip. I was a little embarrassed because there was no doubt me and Jenny were hooking up in his vehicle. Jenny likely felt the same way expeditiously spraying a bit of the perfume I bought her around the backseat shoving it in her swag bag as he walked to her door. The guy was a class act all the way around, light tapping the window so that we could gather ourselves. Jenny actually touched up her lipstick before tapping back. I took her bag and purse as he opened the door helping her out onto the grass in front of her place.
"A little something for your service which was impeccable, eh?" I pressed a fifty into his hand.
"Robert, thank you very much, sir." The wiry older gentleman gave me a sly smile as I noticed a hundred dollar bill Jenny already pressed into his hand when she exited.
"Goodnight Robert." Both of us replied waving as he got behind the wheel of his car. He left the windows down in the backseat driving off as the music changed to something country western. We stood there on the grass watching until the limo disappeared.
"So, here we are I guess it's finally here." I observed looking up at Jenny's place while she walked onto the sidewalk.
She stopped turning to take a photo of me, still looking a bit conflicted. I joined her on the sidewalk grabbing her waist, picking her up and setting her down on the short wall bordering the garden at the home's entrance. She sat there silently brooding looking at my face as I did mental gymnastics wondering what the right thing to say to her was. My hands covered her thighs, sliding under her dress kneading softly.
"I feel like I've done something wrong, but I don't know what that is Jenny; I really hope that's not true in the least because I really like you and I want to get to know you better. I want to know what's on your mind, the things you like to do and what makes you tick. I'm sorry for anything I've done to upset you."
"Yeah well all I want to know is if you're really gonna sleep with me?"
"We can do anything you want; even if you don't want to sleep together; I'm here, Jenny."
"Do you want me, Derrick?" Her voice was full of emotion that got to me as well, creeping into my emotional lockbox.
"I want you Jenny."
Our lips merged as she embraced me, arms around my torso, mine about hers, both squeezing the life out of one another. All ten of my fingers were kneading her tight, compact little butt making this arresting cute and stunning Asian woman moan into my mouth. We broke the kiss, wetly gasping.
"Take off your shoes Derrick; Lan doesn't like people walking on his plush carpeting with their feet covered. I want you to carry me over the threshold." I did as she asked carrying Jenny up the stairs to her front door which she dutifully unlocked gathered up in my arms.
The inside of her and Lan's place was just as luxurious as the outside, a vision in beige and cream colors offset by a wide assortment of plant life. I wondered which of the duo had a green thumb feeling every bit of the plush carpeting under my feet. Jenny held my shoes and her bags silently directly me to stairs leading up to the second floor. Jenny's room was at the end of this second floor corridor, an equally spacious affair that I found prepared for her momentous night.
The interior of her boudoir continued the color scheme with a large, king size farmhouse bed as its center. The room was low lit from dual wall fixtures. There were two small unfinished looking bedside dressers at either side of the bed which was covered in rose petals. Jenny had gone the extra mile and I immediately understood her anxiety about the whole affair. This was a night she'd been waiting for since she was eighteen and now the enormity of it all was hitting her right in the chest.
"Wow, this is incredible Jenny." I carefully sat her on the carpet. She went for my belt undoing the buckle pulling my shirt out.
I tried to help her, but it was apparent that Jenny wanted to undress me herself, taking the time to undo each button on my dress shirt and both cuffs before stripping it away. My under tank top followed before she stripped my belt away kneeling drawing my slacks down to the floor. I stepped out watching her as she slowly looked up into my eyes, both hands on my boxers. I dug my thumbs into the elastic band drawing them down in tandem with Jenny until they were free of my body.
I was naked for the first time in front of Jenny Delacruz.
Her breathing was audible, her visual excitement palpable from her flaring nostrils and slightly opened mouth. Modesty took over as I was unused to being the object of someone's lust, looking away at her double bedroom doors. Jenny was mutely enjoying the moment looking me up and down as I wondered if I were the first guy she'd seen in the nude. It was likely improbable, but she was getting off on the visual regardless. Jenny stood doing a walk around me seeing everything I had in extreme clarity. I didn't move wanting her to get everything she wanted out of this night.
"I want you to wait right here for me; I'm going to slip into something more comfortable."
I nodded patiently as Jenny glanced down at the straining erection pointing before disappearing into the bathroom door at her back, still whimsically facing me. The expression on her face was diabetically cute. Honestly, I would've preferred returning the favor stripping her naked as well, but Jenny didn't keep me waiting beyond five minutes before she returned smiling in this sheer, vintage 60's babydoll that left no doubt that she was nude underneath. She'd also let her hair down standing demurely there against the door, hands behind her back.
"So, I got this for tonight; do you like it too?" Jenny glanced down at her body, looking up at me for encouragement. I was white, symbolic of her virginity intentional or not.
"I love it Jenny; but I want to see what's under it, too." My tumescence was almost pulsing at this point, making me feel as I'd cum from the anticipation alone.
Jenny reached down gathering up the hem of the sheer material drawing it over head tossing it next to the bed becoming nude as the day she was born. It was the first time I'd fully seen her nude as well. She was a revelation in petite stature, her body hiding some slight, muted feminine curves. She was medium built on the small side with a bit of volume in her hips and toned thighs. A bit of weight would brought those curves out spectacularly, but it was perfect as she was. Her muff was completely shaved with a tiny thigh gap the complemented an equally the meager hip dip and roundness of her curves. She'd definitely tanned leaving these really hard tan lines over her breasts and pelvis. My eyes drank of her youthful beauty.
"Jen uhm, wow." A broad unstifled smile manifested spontaneously on her face evolving into this excited grin as she pivoted, shifting her weight from one foot and the other. Jenny quickly turned around giving me a back view.
Her body was toned in the right places, with a bit of baby fat on her legs mentioned before. My eyes settled on her tight, rounded butt which was a bit wider than I expected. It was semi-full in an ethnic manner as my eyes settled on a not so unexpected sight. The pink jeweled end of another plug was perfectly visible between her cheeks. Jenny turned back towards me covering her mouth with her hands in impish fashion with a girlish giggle. We both closed the distance crashing together as she took my nipple between her lips suckling it while cupping and stroking my package.
"Oh no you don't!" She shrieked when I snatched her up like she weighed nothing, planting her butt on the edge of the bed. I buried my face between her legs wildly licking her slit and clit, spreading her legs apart.
"OH, YOU'RE GONNA DO THAT, HUH?!! FEELS, IT-FEELS SO, AAAHHHH!!" Once she hit the sheets, her hand appeared hovering as if to stop me before the sensations took her. I wanted to please her this time eagerly partaking in her taste.
I was encouraged by this throaty moan that almost sounded distressed as her back arched up off the bed, truly feeling it. Her butt left the bed pressing into my lips and probing tongue. I took a page out of her book going for broke in a campaign of sexual shock and awe that reverberated off the walls of her bedroom. The sounds of her getting off sent an electric charge shooting through my body as I softly pried her flower open exposing the exquisite pinkness inside. Jenny was dripping wet in excess making me hunger for more of her unique flavor. My lips covered her sex fully, parting to allow my tongue to tickle and tease those inner grooves.
"AAAAWWWNNN DERR-RRRICK!! THAAAASS SO FUH-FUH-AWWWWNNN!!" It was her turn as I felt her palming the back of my head with conviction.
I went to work on her clit swirling and teasing, nibbling lightly until she was audibly weeping. I wondered if this was the first time anyone had ever gone down on her considering her relationship with Lan. This woman spent most of her life managing a sham relationship to keep up appearances. I wanted Jenny's first time to be memorable taking a page from her book sucking at the junction where her inner thigh met her pelvis.
"Oh Derrick, hindi ko alam na posible na maramdaman ang labis na kasiyahan sa ganitong paraan!! Nais kong malaman ang karanasan na ito magpakailanman sanggol; Mahal ko ang pakiramdam na ito!!" Jenny lost the ability to speak her second language wriggling about on the bed so much that I had to grab her hips pulling her towards its edge.
"OH FUCK, AKO AY KARAPATAN NA!! GUSTO AKONG KAYA!! SINABI NIYA ANG DERRICK!! IKAW AY MAKAKITA AKONG TOO WET!! ANG AKING KITO AY SA FIRE DERRICK!! AYAW AKONG BABYA, AKO AY PAPATAYO SA IYONG DERRICK!!"
Jenny's cries became shrill, almost cat like in nature while tremors rippled across her petite frame.
Bursts of moisture wet my face, a lot spraying the inside of my gaped maw still intensely devouring her. I wanted to keep it up throughout her orgasm but ended up relenting because of its severity opting to lock fingers around her waist. I wasn't prepared taking a blow to the face as she planted her feet flat on either side of my head arching hard into my face as she shattered.
The resultant scream could likely be heard downstairs and out into the yard beyond. Her limbs lost strength flopping weakly into the plush bedding. Jenny covered her hands with her face as I crawled up beside her reclining in the sleeping buddha pose. Both of our sweaty bodies were dotted with rose petals glistening in the low light.
"I've never felt something like that before; I mean it Derrick. I've never done anything like that, it's always been me and Lan, like forever. Shit, my legs are still trembling, and we haven't even done it yet."
"Stop it; if you keep this up, my head will be too big to get out of your bedroom." My suspicions were confirmed verbally as she dropped her hands revealing completely flushed features.
"Good, then I can keep you forever."
She looked so delectable lying on her back staring up at the ceiling fanning herself. I wanted to take her right there but knew it wise to follow her lead. Honestly, I was enjoying the view focusing on the rise and fall of her pert breasts, the thickness of her pointy looking nipples. Jenny was breathing so hard eventually bringing her fingers up rolling those nips briefly before sliding a palm over her muff. Her wetness was audible as she fingered herself before glancing at my face.
"Derrick, now." She whispered.
I sat up beside Jenny glancing down at the hand covering her puffy slit before kneeling between her legs on all fours. Jenny kept rubbing herself drawing my attention to the two middle fingers sliding along her opening. Her flushed face was beautiful to behold, those almond eyes narrowed while her big pale lips called out to me in the worst way. Her legs were carefully gathered up in my arms as my crown pressed softly against her opening. Jenny sat up partly to watch, reaching down nervously at the last second handling my shaft.
"Jenny, you okay; wanna stop?" I could feel the molten heat inside in a single sliver along the head of my cock. She bit her bottom lip, looking apprehensively at me for a few seconds before answering.
"Now."
Half of my turgid, diamond hard tumescence pierced her virgin cunt out of sheer animalistic instinct. The heat was indeed volcanic as I thumped into an exquisite tightness. This time I knew the second scream issuing forth from Jenny's open maw could be heard several houses over as her palm collided with my face in a loud pancake slap that rocked my head to one side. Before I could react, she locked both arms around my torso interlocking her fingers tightly.
"I'M SORRY DERRICK, THAT HURT SO FUCKING BAD!! DON'T STOP, JUST FUCK ME RIGHT NOW!! DON'T STOP FOR ANYTHING UNTIL YOU FILL ME FULL OF CUM!!"
I could look nowhere but her watery eyes as Jenny nodded and cooed encouragement. My own mouth was hanging open, half of my face stinging from the sudden jolt of being slapped. Jenny was crying, still nodding her head working hard to pull me down on top of her prone figure.
"I'm sorry Derrick, really sorry for hitting you like that your dick hurt so much that it felt like I was stabbed. Don't run away; I won't let you run away from me because I want you so bad it hurts. Forgive me, it just hurt so much." It sounded like she was going into another meltdown under me.
I kissed her soulfully quieting her nerves, stilling her underneath. I kept my knees bent so as to shift my weight away but remained entwined feeling her cunt pulsing around half of my girth. I wanted her to get used to the feel of being penetrated. I wanted to be understanding, supportive ...and loving.
"Jenny, I think I'm falling for you." Her eyes widened until I could see the roundness of her brown corneas. She was processing things, but I pressed the issue with my lips, my tongue sliding into her mouth. The heat from her lanced virtue was astounding.
Her hands slid down pressing into my buttocks, urging me forward as the passion ensnared us both. I brought my knees forward further for leverage over her petite frame. My cock carefully drove ahead finding considerable resistance as her nails dug trenches into my buttocks in response. I withdrew until the crown was the only thing left inside for moments before gradually forging ahead again. Again and again I reached the halfway point as she scratched up my back and ass involuntarily reacting to the pain. Twenty minutes later, Jenny's tensed shoulders began to relax as her hips began rising up meeting my timid thrusts.
"More, do it a bit, harder Derrick." I gathered Jenny up in my arms, both legs hanging in the air at my sides.
Her rising pelvis worked a earned sexual cadence with me as another third found asylum inside her pulsing tightness. Jenny was fucking me back, working in symbiotic passion as I put more force behind my thrusts. Tears ran freely down her cheeks and I wiped each one away before they completed their journey across her beautiful face.
"Oh Derrick, its feeling so good now; I'm really feeling it." Her joyous cries gave agency to my masculine overtures as I screwed, prodded, and thumped her audibly wet cunt with increasing abandon. Jenny was humping upward with increased fervor meeting my downward thrusts until we were screwing proper.
"I'm feeling you too, Jenny; it-it's...!!" It felt like I went deeper as she slid along my shaft muffling my mounting euphoria with her own. Her arms locked around my neck bringing my entire weight crashing down on her body with a sustained groan.
"Harder Derrick, harder; give me more!! I want all of it, I want you to stuff everything inside me!!" Jenny gasped still raking her nails across my back mixing pain with pleasure. Jenny took it one step forward wrapping her legs around my lower back, ankles interlocked.
Our coupling was wet, oily and audible with loud squelching sounds filling our ears. We were wedged together tightly which left one direction to go and that was deeper inside. The entire length of my shaft ended up buried to the hilt inside Jenny's sopping wet box which was tightening up around my girth. Her limbs tightened to the point of choking, molding her body into my own. Jenny's moans and gasps filled my ears as her heels prodded my back, taking me to the sexual precipice.
"OH DERR-RICCKK, I'M CUMMING!! CUMMING!! CUMMING ON YOUR DICK!! IT-IT FEELS!!" She was suddenly flopping around and shivering as I tightened my grip around her as she sobbed and cried hard. The distressed whaling coupled with her twisting pelvis was the trigger as I pressed her wrists down into the mattress.
"JENNN-NEEEEE!!" My length popped free of her cunt as several milky ropes of cum soiled her bare muff and abdomen. Jenny grunted struggling a bit against my hands receiving more of my spunk leaving her chest, stomach and inner thighs glazed over.
I knelt upright between her spread legs observing the mess I'd made of her body. My half erect tumescence was caked in blood, stained along with my crotch. I found her muff and inner thighs similarly smeared. Jenny lay there breathing hard, catching her breath as a hand reached down dabbing fingertips in the evidence of her lost maidenhood. She brought her fingertips up rubbing the sticky digits together before regarding me.
"I wanted you to do it inside me."
"Sorry." There was a substantial blood stain under her butt which gave me pause more than the possibility that she might want to be impregnated. I sat on my haunches waiting to see what she would do next.
"Help me into the bathroom." I carried Jenny into the bathroom where she opened her medicine cabinet to show me her pills still cradled in my arms.
It brought back memories of our moments in the parking garage prompting me to stay quiet. The bathroom had a shallow tub with a sliding door that functioned as a shower. Jenny filled the tub with some water cleaning up as I watched. Her eyes bore into me with the same crestfallen expression that was starting to get to me again. She gave me a reassuring smile ushering me into the shower to clean her blood from my body. Halfway through she stepped out of the shower.
"Come to bed when you're done." I noticed the plug in the sink as she pulled the door up.
The expression on her cute face stayed with me as I finished cleaning up. I wanted more than anything to make her smile wondering if she'd leave the self-loathing comforts of her sham relationship with Lan. I thought about her meltdown in my car after that fateful meeting and all that followed. Something crept up on me even though I had my guard up most of the time we interacted. There was no way I was rushing into things, but I wanted to see where the road went ahead.
Jenny was waiting for me on the bed laying on her stomach, her expression the same as I took in her body. She'd taken the time I spent showering to strip the stained bedding discarding it on the carpet at the foot of her bed. She didn't follow my movements, still looking in the direction of the open bathroom door. The petite beauty drew up on all fours with a bit of an announced arch in her back, offering herself from behind.
"Take me like this; you know where to put it." I glanced towards the open bathroom door, knowing she'd removed the plug.



"Jenny."
"I want it, okay?" I heard a sliver of anger in her voice knowing she wouldn't be denied.
Jenny's posture was reminiscent of a frog on a lily pad, legs spread apart as I got behind mounting her with fingers digging into the soft fleshy bits of her hips. A sustained moan emanated from her as I fully entered her backdoor. I figured the loss of her virtue was more painful than I figured making her prefer anal in the interim. The muscles in her back flexed naturally as she settled adjusting to my thickness. This was different from the first time I was in her derriere as a result of jealous desperation on her part. Her rear walls tensed up tight around my meat.
"Fuck me more, Derrick."
We took it slow and steady going as she carefully met measured thrust for thrust with almost no audible indication of pleasure or pain. Through it all she remained silent never averting her eyes from the half opened bathroom door. It was strange and slightly off-putting having sex with someone ignoring me. Jenny arched her back further reaching underneath fingering her clit as I bottomed out inside trying to go with the flow. I was about to pull out and end things when she tightened up around me drawing me downward onto the mattress. I followed her downward, draped over her prone body, balls deep.
"DO IT REALLY HARD NOW, DERRICK!!" Her labored voice came out of nowhere shocking me into action as I pounded her out to the best of my ability in manic fashion. Through it all, I was conflicted because of her demeanor after getting out of the shower.
Jenny tensed up as hard as she could leaving no range of movement expertly sending me over the edge as I came so hard, I was seeing stars. We didn't move for a long while after that but Jenny had custody of my left thumb, lightly squeezing it. My heart was thumping, breaths coming in huffs as I disengaged. Jenny followed my movements setting up as I noticed a towel in her hand which she used to wipe me down. She directed me onto my back leaning over my body, still indecipherable.
"If I've done something to hurt you in any way; just tell me Jenny."
"I'm gonna ride it, okay?"
I nodded meekly as she straddled my thighs before leaning over for a small crystal sphere. She poured a steady stream of chilled lube onto my cock using her free hand to stroke me back to full hardness. This exotic Filipina had completely mastered my body in the short time we knew one another and I worried that I had grown addicted to her touch.
"You like this; I ordered it online from this boutique in the Midwest. It's called Hot Sex, this is the mild version out of three types. How's it feeling, Derrick?"
"It's kind of cool and hot, humid... that feels so good, Jenny." I was steadily becoming more rigid until veins started to appear on the surface of my shaft.
"I wanna feel good one more time; I've been so happy with this, whatever is happening between us and it's been hard holding back. That's why I got so mad when you touched my boob; I almost ran you into the arms of some slut."
"That wasn't happening, Jenny." She was stroking me between thumb and forefinger, the tactile sensation so good that I humped up towards her hand.
"Thank you for tonight; I'm so glad I didn't fuck you in the backseat of your car. I knew it was a possibility, that's why I put that bandage over my pussy. It wasn't for you, it was for me, babe."
"Thank you for choosing me." My cock was pulsing as I twisted in her steady grasp.
Jenny didn't say anything further placing the crystal sphere back on the bedside table before straddling me. I was dying to feel her tight, narrow cunt squeezing my endowment almost whining with impatience. She squatted over my crotch pressing the head of my member against her slit until it disappeared inside. A shudder ran through her body as the rest disappeared until skin touched skin. Jenny's nails dug into my pecs, her mouth agape, her body shivering from the penetration.
Her hips gradually sawed and rowed back and forth picking up speed until she was riding me like a jockey. Our intermingled juices mixed with that wonderful lube was incredible. Her lower back was arching towards me holding in place in minute intervals before she would go wild again. Jenny found her stride atop me, bucking her hips with laser sharp precision.
There was no denying her after waiting years for the right setting she'd always envisioned so long ago on that horrific prom night with Lan. I couldn't stay away from those nipples rolling them between my fingers until she covered my hands with her own. Her tight butt bounced and bobbed, slapping wetly onto the base of my cock. She was so tight , it felt like she was trying to detach my penis.
"OH DERRICK, AKO AY NAGPAPAKITA!! GUSTO NIYA AKO KAYA MABUTI, KAYA GUSTO!! GUSTO AKO DERRICK!!" We melted into one another as I shot burst after burst deep inside Jenny until we were both completely exhausted.
"Oh my god, Jenny."
We embraced mutually kissing passionately as the physical exertion collected its due with my conscious mind. I drifted off into deep slumber still inside her tight, pulsing confines. My gaze was locked onto her inescapably cute face drenched in perspiration. Her almond eyes staring directly into mine.
Jenny was silently sobbing as I drifted off, too tired to say anything more.
***********
"I really need you to wake up, Derrick." Jenny's voice called out to me from the darkness.
"Who, is it?"
"It's me Derrick; I want you to open your eyes." Everything was hazy as I worked my way out of the fuzzy greyness just beyond sleep.
Something was wrong, very wrong.
"Jenny?"
"Wake up and look at me, Derrick."
"Jenny?!!"
I forced my eyes open feeling the oppressive restraint before her innocent looking face came into view at my immediate left. Jenny's torso was covered with a white t-shirt, the flowery smell of body wash assailing my nostrils.
"Can you see me here Derrick?" she was sitting in a kitchen chair at my bedside watching, both knees drawn up onto the chair. Her arms encircled her knees as she watched me contemplatively.
"JENNY-WHAT IS THIS?!!" There was a thick leather collar affixed to my neck with metal rods shooting out from the throat to similar restraints at my wrists. The rods were sturdy, yet hollow with a chain going through their centers. I could feel leather shackles around my ankles, held apart by a single, similar rod.
"Cocospy."
"WHAT?!!" I struggled against my restraints unable to free myself without grievous physical consequences. When I struggled, the collar about my neck became tighter almost to choking.
"Cocospy, it's an app that allows me to look at your call history. So, you're probably wondering why I've done something like this, huh?"
"Come on, let me go and we can talk about whatever you want." I was trapped unable to free myself without help. The best I could hope for was to roll onto the floor, but that would still leave me at her mercy.
"I've been asking you all night if you had something to tell me, Derrick. I gave you every chance to disclose those three fucking minutes."
"Three minutes, what're you talking about?!!"
"I didn't want to believe it, but I called myself. She picked up like the whore she is, looking for any available dick to plant that cow ass of hers on, Derrick. Said your name so desperately before I hung up on her."
"JEN-WHAT'RE YOU...?!!"
"THREE FUCKING MINUTES, DERRICK!! THAT'S WHAT THE FUCK I'M TALKING ABOUT, BITCH!!" Jenny stood up so suddenly the chair was knocked over.
I flinched as she leaned over grabbing the middle of my hand restraints. Her other hand was above my head pulling down this metal hook which she attached to the metal rod keeping my hands apart. Jenny knelt working her shoulders as something metallic sounding assailed my ears. It was some sort of winch that drew my hands above my head until my knuckles touched the headboard.
"I wanted to believe in you, but you lied and I can't take that shit. I was so scared you were gonna cancel everything I'd planned for that gross, disgusting cow, Derrick. I'm sorry but I couldn't wait anymore for the right one to come along. So, I went through with it even though both of you were laughing my face." I realized what she was referring to as she finished tightening the restraints.
"SHAILA CALLED, WANTED ME TO COME OVER BUT I DIDN'T JENNY; I TOLD HER TO LOSE MY NUMBER!!"
"Oh, so now you remember that shit, huh?" Jenny walked to the end of the bed where my feet were, dipping down out of sight. She stood attaching a similar hook to the rod holding my legs apart. She completed a similar action forcing my legs further apart, locked down.
"WE'VE NEVER BEEN TOGETHER-NEVER JENNY!!" I struggled instinctively almost strangling myself until she reached up allowing the chain to slack so that I could breathe.
"It was a beautiful night, a night of firsts and the one true date I've had in years. I thought about calling it off once I knew what you were really like; but then I'd have to wait for another one and what if they failed too; just like you and the one before?"
"JENNY PLEASE!!"
"I want to believe in you, but thinking about you with that nasty tramp is just killing me inside; so we've gotta fix this, okay?"
"Fix this; fix what Jenny?"
"I do have feelings for you that won't go away. I've been crushing on you so hard, Derrick; ever since I lost it in your car and you were so kind and gentle with me. You seemed like a good guy and I just started wanting you so bad, that it hurt to look at you. I played it off, but when you started making the wrong decisions with Shaila; I was forced to give up my ass."
"I DIDN'T SLEEP WITH HER JENNY; LET ME GO!!" I had to catch myself or I would have cut off my air supply. She was staring at me, palms planted flat on the edge of the bed.
"Be careful, the rig is under the box spring and it can get caught so I wouldn't struggle if I were you. Even though I knew you cheated, I decided to go and fulfill my destiny because I knew you were going to be right here, just like you are Derrick."
"I'll do anything you want; just release me."
"I want that too Derrick; but we have to fix the problem because you're tainted. I-I know how to make it right between us, but you can't fight me or things could get bad." Jenny was standing there at my side demurely wringing her hands.
"PLEASE, JUST TELL ME WHAT YOU WANT?!!" I was desperate and helpless.
"Quid Pro Quo."
"What now, what're you talking about?!!"
"I'll show you." Jenny bent over opening her bedside table as I heard her fumbling around before reappearing with this huge, flesh colored dildo.
It was double ended with a umbrella like curve on one end. I lost it screaming at the top of my lungs until my air supply was cut short from struggling. She frantically silenced me with a ball gag before giving me slack enough to breathe once more.
"See like I said, I knew you were going to be in this position because of this toy. I bought it the same night you found me at that porn convention. It was supposed to be for Lan, but I was so shook from being found out, that I stuffed it in my dresser. Now, we can use it together because you took my virginity; the curved end is for the vagina. I mean, Lan wasn't up to the job as you know; so we can use it to purify you."
My screams were muffled by the ball gag as she lifted up her t-shirt exposing her bare muff. Jenny winced, biting her lower lip as she inserted the sex toy into her cunt making it look as if she'd sprouted a penis.
"Hey, I let you fuck me in the ass; now you're gonna reciprocate. Once you understand what it means to be in a truly committed relationship, we're going to be beautiful together." She was crawling up onto the bed between my outspread legs starting to push against one of my thighs.
Jenny Delacruz was unhinged.
"I love you Derrick."
Tears were streaming down her face, mucus running from her nostrils as she began trying to push the toy into me. This deranged woman was intent on assaulting me in the missionary position. Despite the ball gag, my half muffled screams were permeating the walls of her bedroom.
"JENNY, WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?!!"
She abruptly stopped glancing over her shoulder while I followed the loud, falsetto voice finding Lan and another Asian woman standing in the open double doorway of Jenny's bedroom. Both of them were incredulous at the sight before their eyes.
"GET THE FUCK OUTTA MY ROOM LAN!!" Jenny snarled.
"She's doing it again, Lan!" The other woman commented grabbing at his coat. He was dressed in a business suit covered with a cashmere overcoat while the other Asian woman was wearing a form fitting red dress and fur wrap.
"FUCK YOU JONG PARK; BOTH OF YOU GET THE FUCK OUTTA MY ROOM!!"
Despite their presence, Jenny gave me a defiant thrust that failed to do anything other than poke thankfully between my buttocks.
"COME HERE YOU CRAZY BITCH!!" Lan lunged at her but she scrambled to the opposite side of the bed inadvertently making him flop over on top of me as Jenny scurried around the far side of the king sized bed. She ran right into Jong Park in an epic collision that took both women to the carpet.
The women became an entanglement of limbs rolling about on the carpet as Lan tumbled head first onto the floor. Jenny had become a screaming banshee whaling and emitting these primal snarling sounds. Lan went for one of her legs earning a stiff kick to the center of his face that bloodied a lip and flattened a nose. Jong Park took this opportunity to mount her laying in several stiff blows to the face that finally calmed the unhinged Filipina into complacency. Jenny's sobs were all I could here as Lan and Jong Park knelt at either side of her, breathing hard.
"We're in love; can't you understand that?" She whimpered.
"Yeah, sure you are Jen; just like the other times." Jong commented catching her breath.
"Lan, we did it; I had sex with my pussy this time; but you came back too soon Lan.
Why weren't you guys at Jong's place with Andy, like you said?"
"Sorry, we were having dinner with Andy's mother and I noticed you used a lot of money. We just wanted to know what you spent several grand on for a date, and we found you about to assault another guy." Jenny's head appeared at the edge of the bed as she sat up between her boyfriend and their mutual friend.
"It's different this time Lan, it really is; tell them how much you love me Derrick."
Instead, I started screaming as best I could without strangling myself. The dildo was still pressed against my backdoor. It was detached when Lan tried to grab Jenny.
"Oh shit, I'm so sorry Derrick." He got up with the intent of releasing me, but Jong Park grabbed his arm. They exchanged glances before looking down at Jenny sitting right under their noses.
"Come on, why don't we all go to Lan's room and watch his Blue Ray of Queer as Folk; you like that show, right Jen?"
"Sure, whatever." Both of them helped Jenny to her feet ignoring me still bound to her bed. They each grabbed an arm escorting her out of the room leaving me alone with my thoughts. The duo made sure to face her away from me half pulling her from the bedroom.
"It really was different this time Lan; we're in love and he was gonna let me do it. Lan, you're not listening to me. We're in love, really in love but you guys messed it up by coming inside my room before I could make him clean. He was gonna let me do it, honest Lan. You understand, don't you Jong?"
"We can talk about that later with Carry Anne, okay baby?"
"Lan, say something; it's not like that time with Billy. It's different because he understands after seeing us at that convention. He knows about everything, Lan."
Jenny sounded like a petulant child in her insanity.
"You took her to that fucking convention, Lan?!!" Jong Park scolded, her voice harsh sounding and authoritative.
"You gave us the tickets, bitch!!"
"I got those fucking tickets from Karen's shitty sister; she didn't have anybody to give them to and she was mad because she didn't read her fucking contract! That was part of her pay for the appearance!!"
"Well, you gave us the tickets; was I supposed to leave Jenny at home? She doesn't go anywhere, she's a fucking shut-in watching porn all the time! I thought it would be good for her to get out for an evening, don't judge!!" Lan argued back as their voices got distant far from my view.
"Now, I've gotta fix this shit, too." Jong Park replied ruefully.
That last part of the sentence sent me into a panic attack making it hard for me keep relatively still otherwise I'd accidentally strangle myself. Jenny Delacruz was a psychopath, but Lan and this Jong Park woman were something else. Their first concern was Jenny and Jenny, alone. I'd been left trussed up to her bed at the mercy of these people.
I was panicking with horrific thoughts that included Jenny's flaming gay boyfriend returning to help himself. There was nowhere I could go, nothing I could do unless I was released from captivity. I was scared they were all insane and that I was about to become a John Doe when Jong Park's head appeared in the open door frame peering at me.
"Hey uhm, Derrick; would you mind if I came in for a minute? We need to talk." She had this innocuous expression on her face already knowing my answer beforehand.
"So, I'll take that as a yes, then."
She stepped into the double doorway watching me from the a distance, gauging the situation. It dawned on me that I was completely nude right in front of her eyes with a detached sex toy protruding from between my outstretched legs.
Jong Park was obviously Korean and worlds apart in appearance from Jenny Delacruz. She was a bit taller than Jenny and Lan, sporting an uncharacteristic frame packed with curves prominent in the bust, tummy, and hips. Her shoulder length hair was dark with a side swept bang in the front drawing attention to her rounded face. This woman was physically stacked. I found the random, nonsensical thought that my friend Gerald would've killed to see an Asian woman built like Jong Park.
"Don't take this the wrong way, Derrick." Jong Park aimed her phone at my situation obviously filming before taking a few pics, tucking the camera into her cleavage afterwards.
"Ah yeah, looks like things didn't end up like you thought, huh? Here, let me cover that up for you, Derrick. Uh, don't wanna offend, but you've obviously been blessed downstairs if you know what I mean?"
I recognized her attempt to make humor out of my situation as Jong Park drew a sheet over my crotch. She took her time about it, before noticing the upturned chair on the carpet. I offered my hands but she just stared at the restraints before looking at my face.
"Hey we just met and I'd uh, be remiss to undo those without vetting you first, Derrick. Let's not make an uncomfortable situation worse, alright?" She righted the chair planting her butt on it in similar fashion as Jenny earlier. I was pissed, offering my hands again, but she didn't budge.
"Chill, hear me out Derrick." Jong Park gestured dismissively waving her hand in a fashion meant to convey that she wanted me to lay back on the bed.
"Well, obviously Jenny has some issues and we're taking care of that, making sure she gets the help she needs. She's my girl after all Derrick and it's unfortunate you got caught up in this situation. We just want the best for Jenny, Lan and I, right? You're probably a nice guy with a little bit to lose, I'm pretty sure of that." Her eyes subtly drifted back towards my crotch as she negotiated.
"Jenny's going to be going away to a private hospital; I promise you that. She's going to be wearing one of those gowns with her ass out for the foreseeable future, popping psyche meds and sitting in on a fuck load of group sessions. She's functionally insane, I know Derrick; but she's my girl." Jong Park glanced over to her far side noticing my discarded clothing.



I panicked when Jong Park pulled out my phone, trying to scream but muffled by the ball gag. My phone was never locked because I was single. She began scrolling through my phone for a few seconds. Her slanted eyes widened a bit obviously at the unchanged screen saver left by Jenny. The thick Korean woman glanced at me with a wry smile on her face.
"Interesting man; I 'm not judging but your asking price just dipped homeboy. Jenny's got those skills, right? Hey Derrick, there's this huge pink dildo in the closet downstairs; fucking thing's almost as long as my forearm. Did you know Jenny can basically swallow the whole thing? Yeah man, I know you got that work, huh bruh?"
Jong Park visibly relaxed, slumping a bit in her seat looking between my face and the pics Jenny put on my phone. Her tone was offensive and condescending along with the adopted slang.
"Hey it's uh, pretty fucked up to be you right now with all these nasty pics on your phone. Oh, wait a minute here; there's more?!!" Jong Park found the video clips made by Jenny while going down on me in the park days earlier. She ignored me for a few seconds watching the clip. I squirmed while she turned up the sound, amused at what she saw.
"Nice piece of meat down there man; I honestly would've took a few slurps, myself bruh. That shit must have felt like heaven, right?!" Jong Park's face flushed as she covered her mouth snickering. I wanted to plant my fist in her face but offered my bound hands again.
"Slow your role, dawg; I'm enjoying this too much, man. You know, the other guy was stupid enough to come back over here after she pegged him downstairs in the living room. I always thought it was because that fat, sloppy fuck was an incel, but my girl got serious fucking skills, man. Uhm, Jenny met Billy online through the fucking PlayStation!! She gaped that loser so bad, we had to drop him off at the emergency room!!" Jong Park didn't bother hiding her mirth at some unfortunate guy's situation.
"He fell for her bullshit about it being a test to see if he was open minded; that idiot let her cuff his hands behind his back!! You should've seen the look on his face, man!! When we caught her, Jenny told us he was okay if we fucked him too. Shit was hilarious, Derrick; and now that brings us to you, my brother. I've sent all of these nudes and the blowjob video to my phone which will be uploaded to my cloud. It's pretty fucked up to have a stranger with pictures of your cock, right Derrick? Oh, that was rhetorical by the way."
I rolled my neck with the limited range of motion afforded me. I seriously wanted to pummel this evil bitch, but knew I was trapped beyond the restraints. Part of me wondered if that was Jenny's plan all along but chalked it up to her insane jealousy of a lousy hoodrat who even now was probably getting stuffed by some random thug.
"Can you imagine these dirty pics posted online? Posted online where anyone can see them, Derrick? I gotta be honest bro; this is some hot shit right here, man. I might even rub one out later after we're done here. I don't know if you have a job or anything, but imagine human resources seeing your thick, meaty cock in this poor, innocent little Asian girl's mouth. All that drool, all that frothy spit and precum running down her chin as you gag the fuck out of her, right?"
I averted my eyes away from her face doing my best not to struggle and choke myself unconscious. Jong Park was giggling almost incessantly at this point, confident that she would be able to coerce my silence.
"Even McDonalds has an H.R, department, Derrick. You'd never be able to flip burgers again, bruh. That's tragic, well could be tragic if you make the wrong decision. Look man, I don't want to deprive the service industry of a perfectly able body. I love chicken McNuggets Derrick. Hey you know what gets on my fucking nerves, man? Every time I go to Mickey D's and order those nuggets; the motherfuckers always give me the sweet and sour sauce. Fucking racist, right Derrick? Cause I'm Asian, they think I want that shit, right bruh?"
I lost it screaming into my ball gag raising my bound hands into the air as much as I could before relenting when the chain retracted a bit around my neck. Jong Park laughed through my tantrum.
"Relax man, chill out with the panic shit; we're talking about your future. Now your immediate future could get real fucking sketchy if you think you're gonna beat my ass or something when those restraints come off, nigga. I don't mind taking a punch but you're gonna end up on the receiving end of a shit sandwich for real. Look around and realize your surroundings, Derrick. This is a gated community with a number of uh, millionaires living here. Got a full contingent of armed crewcuts of the vanilla and brown variety, and maybe a diversity guard who wants their approval oh so badly, Derrick."
I was looking up the ceiling as she continued enjoying her malevolence.
"You're definitely gonna do some jail time if they don't "accidentally" kill you for resisting arrest. Man, I hate those rent cops, but they di serve a purpose around here. And I unfortunately concur with the sentiment that someone like you, doesn't exactly blend in around these parts."
I was imagining myself laying into her smug face with rights thrown from downtown, unwilling to look at that face anymore. Jong Park poked a finger into my thigh with the tip of her well-manicured nail. She wanted me to look at her face.
"Hey, I'm not trying to fuck with you or diminish your ordeal. I'm just offering you an out and compensation for your troubles. We want this to stay between the three of us, Lan, you Derrick, and me, Jong Park. I don't want to mess your shit up, but I will if you snitch on my friend. I'll destroy you so quick, you'll be begging Jenny to push your shit in just like that fucking incel, Billy. Hell, I might just allow Jenny to finish what she started. It's only fair if you're a snitch, right Derrick? You want me to do that, huh? You want Jenny back in here with that dildo shoved up in her cunt as she gapes your black ass, eh Derrick?!!"
I shook my head, weary of her bullshit.
"First good decision my man; now speaking tangibles, I'm willing to extend five grand for your troubles and Lan's gonna add double that, Derrick. So, you'd walk out of here with fifteen grand. Imagine all that money, Derrick; but I wouldn't advise quitting your day job. Get yourself a little bank account and save some of that for a rainy day, bruh."
I howled and coughed a bit on my saliva, agonized from the verbal abuse, wishing I'd never met Jong Park. She sat there watching without emotion, impassive and malevolent.
"Fifteen grand and a nondisclosure, perfectly legal in a court of law. I mean, you'd have to have a decent attorney to prove otherwise, but even if you were able to get someone pro bono; it would be problematic after certain pics came to light along with a sex tape of you basically raping poor, little Jenny Delacruz. Man, you've got a nice dick, but I've seen way better." Jong Park stood up raising the sheet peering down at my tumescence for a few seconds.
"Fifteen grand cashed out tonight before you even have your pants on, Derrick. You don't snitch, gossip, fuck around on social media or I'm gonna be the one fucking you up the ass and I guarantee you don't want none of this, nigga. By the way, I'm not a racist; I voted for Obama." Jong Park bust up laughing.
I struggled in my bed drawing the collar tight around my neck, strangling myself in an effort to get my hands around her neck. Lan suddenly appeared at the doorway, realizing what was happening.
"JONG, GODDAMMIT!!" He ran inside giving me slack enough to breathe again, beginning to work on my restraints, but Jong Park shoved him away with force.
"You trying to get us fucked up, Lan? I'm negotiating with this guy; go get my purse from downstairs, Lan!!"
"JONG, YOU CAN'T LEAVE HIM LIKE THIS!!" Her hand pancaked his cheek loudly, settling the pecking order.
"Bring me my purse, soy boy." Jong Park reiterated coldly. Lan was still holding his blemished cheek as he ran from the room to do her bidding. She glanced at me finding my restraints offered again.
"So Derrick; are we in business together?" I nodded as she reached around, releasing the ball gag from my mouth.
"I want to hear you say it."
"We're, in business; cool alright?" Lan appeared quickly handing Jong Park's handbag over as she snatched it out of his hands. She opened the matching red handbag with both hands edging closer to the bed allowing me to peer inside. There was a Beretta 92 pistol inside as I got her meaning.
"Not saying I don't trust you once those restraints come off; but I don't fucking trust you Derrick. Obviously, I make a lot of enemies and well, my cop buddies hooked me up with that conceal and carry, nigga. So, you can get your punch if you want when we free you, but you gonna catch all these bullets."
"JONG, DON'T THREATEN HIM; IT'S NOT HIS FAULT!!" She shot Lan a glare that instantly shut him down.
"You are such a whiny little bitch, Lan; that's why Karen always ghosts your ass. You have no killer instinct and that's why I've had to clean this shit up, asshole. I'm taking Jenny to my place, so don't let this motherfucker go until we're gone. Make sure you get that NDA, so I don't have to get Karen involved with Jenny's shit show, bitch." Jong Park seemed physically opposing even though both of them were barely over five feet of height.
"She don't like you either." He retorted weakly, earning a mean girl scoff form the voluptuous Korean before she turned her attention back in my direction.
"Hey man, she's my girl." Jong Park stalked out of the room, her footfalls going down the corridor to retrieve Jenny. I offered my restraints to Lan, but he flinched taking a few steps backwards.
"We have to, uhm wait until she leaves with Jenny."
"Let me go, Lan."
"Just a few more minutes; we don't wanna piss Jong Park off. She's got a lot of powerful friends, Derrick. Do us all a favor and take the money, forget about Jenny and get on with your life."
"We work together; how am I supposed to deal with that shit?"
"Oh, I'm taking her out of there Derrick; so, it's okay for you to go back to work."
"Thanks man." Jong Park appeared in the doorway with Jenny who was still wearing nothing but that white cotton t-shirt. Her business was on full display in front of everyone. Once our eyes met, Jenny began struggling wildly in Jong Park's grasp.
"DERRICK TELL THEM; TELL THEM YOU LOVE ME!! TELL THEM WE'RE GONNA BE TOGETHER!!" Jong Park wasn't having that shit, unceremoniously shoving her forward out of view in the corridor. I heard Jenny stumbled and crash to the floor with a heavy thud.
"Don't let him leave until he signs that NDA; if he doesn't or beats your ass, let me know. I'll burn his black ass before the weekend is over. No hard feelings Derrick, it comes from a place of love, bruh."
"Bye Felicia." I flipped her the bird with both hands.
"Take the deal asshole; I'll be in touch." Jenny's hands appeared just outside of the door, but Jong jerked a right hand forward, palming the petite girl's face.
"Derrick, I love you." Jenny's voice wilted away as she was escorted down the stairs. Jong Park was brutally efficient as we could hear uneven thumps and sounds of struggle before everything was stilled, quiet. Lan and I were left alone finally as I offered my hands one last time.
"OH I'M SO SORRY ABOUT EVERYTHING DERRICK!!" He quickly released me after some effort stumbling over his own feet as I jackknifed up in Jenny's bed. I could see the uniformed terror in his eyes, so he was relieved when I wrapped the bedding around my exposed crotch. I tossed the dildo on the floor at his feet.
"Can you get the hell out of here so I can get dressed?"
"Yeah, sorry." Lan nodded shrinking out of the room as my eyes settled on the sheer babydoll on the plush carpet where Jenny stepped out of it earlier. I covered my face with both hands knowing how close I'd come.
Gerald's advice rang in my ears as a tear started to streak down my cheek. I dressed slowly feeling every bit of trauma and physical anxiety from a beautiful night gone horribly wrong in the worst way. There was no doubt I'd still be feeling this well into the following week.
Luckily, it was a three day weekend due to a federal holiday, so I'd have time to collect myself. I still wanted a piece of that heinous bitch Jong Park, though. Lan was standing at the far end of the corridor when I emerged from Jenny's bedroom. I took a last look seeing everything I hadn't before. All of the bedding was there to strategically hide the bondage rig. I was sorry we met on that convention floor because I'd never be able to get this out of my head.
"Uhm, my home office is here, Derrick." I followed him inside an adjacent room, cautiously. Everything was as he said with a portion of it serving as his bedroom, the walls lined with shelves upon shelves of books and legal periodicals. A corner was sectioned off as a home office.
"So, this what you do; pay off all her victims, huh Lan?"
"No; well, actually one other guy and she pegged my boyfriend last year. The little bitch liked it too much, so I dumped him." There was no emotion in his voice as he sat at his home office typing up the non disclosure agreement.
"You can't condone this, shit."
"I don't; I take responsibility for it, Derrick."
"Responsibility?!"
"We were voted cutest couple in high school; we'd been dating since eighth grade, but I knew my orientation when I was sixteen. Kept it under wraps for two years and Jenny was none the wiser at first because of her strict upbringing. By the time we were eighteen, I couldn't take it anymore and told her right before prom."
"She didn't take it well, huh Lan?" He stopped tapping on his keyboard leaning back in his chair regarding me, stoically.
"She bought this ugly ass ball gown for prom talking about how it went with the tiara. Jenny was being a fucking promzilla and it was driving me, insane. Her mother kept talking about how we should get married right out of high school and just laying out my life with her daughter, kids included. So, we went to the park and I came out."
"Sorry."
"Jenny slapped my face off a couple of times, then went full domestic with both fists, bloodying my nose and cutting a lip. She said I was lying because I was probably cheating on her, but then broke down when she realized I was telling the truth. Funny thing, her brother thought I tried something. Thought I tried to fuck her and threatened me. I didn't have the heart to tell him that I thought he had a nice ass."
"But you guys made up, right?"
"Yeah but it cost me; you see Jenny told me that I owed her. Said I'd cheated her out of a normal relationship, so she took my uh, anal virginity."
"WHAT?!!"
"Yeah, she shoved one of her sister's sex toys into me; tried to get me to change my mind. We went to prom, anyway and things sort of, got weird after that. Frenemies, close friends, and fellow perverts. We, Jenny, and I, started exploring our sexuality together. She likes to frame what she did back in those days as claiming her inner feminist or something. Really got into pegging and other stuff which I'm sure you're glad we showed up before she could indoctrinate you."
"YOU KNOW SHE'S CRAZY, LAN!!"
"Yeah Derrick, I know. It's my fault and I'm taking care of her until she gets better. I promise she'll never bother you again; but if you want to get legal, just know that I'll play hard in the paint on you. I'm not trying to threaten you, but I can't let this get out. Her family will be devastated. Take the money, Derrick."
"Sure, fifteen thousand dollars so this horror show can go on, Lan. It's your fucking money."
"It's my burden." He went back to typing while I watched, the horror still lingering.
***********
I ended up leaving that gated community just before dawn taking a slow drive back home that lasted longer than expected. The whole experience was surreal, unexpected, and traumatic. I pulled over halfway there rolling down the windows just taking in some deep breaths. I could still feel that bondage collar around my neck, even feeling the circumference of my own neck.
"Fuck you Gerald."
My friend had come off boorish and borderline offensive with a crude assessment of Jenny and I dismissed his concerns because I thought he was clueless. But I'd proven myself the actual village idiot at the ninth hour. That stuck in my craw but not as much as actually getting the feels over Jenny. The following Sunday was spent mostly in the bed and in front of my television. I didn't take the expected probing calls from Gerald or anybody else.
Monday was more of the same as I found myself still dodging calls from my friend keeping to myself throughout the day. Sometime around ten in the evening I found myself restless, uncomfortable in my own skin. So I struck out in the middle of the night to get away from the memories. It was just going to be a quick trip out for some takeout, but I ended up driving downtown right past the convention center where my ordeal began. There was no doubting I was messed up about things feeling this void in my life where formerly I would've been filled with thoughts of Jenny. My truth was painful because I really did like a crazy woman.
I ended up taking a table at a Denny's a few blocks down from that fateful convention center. All of my memories were juxtaposed together sitting there in that crowded restaurant which was more of a hole in the wall outlet currently crammed to the brim with customers. Some big superhero movie premiered that weekend at a large multiplex situated a few blocks over.
I'd lucked into a window side booth before the deluge of people poured into the restaurant. The crowded, boisterous nature of my surroundings was mentally soothing as I took out my phone considering taking in that movie, myself. There was a bit of a disturbance at the hostess booth, but I didn't care enough to look. People were mad at the lack of accommodations.
"NO ENTIENDO ESTA MIERDA, ESTOY TRATANDO DE CONSEGUIR ALGUNA FOLLADA COMIDA!! ¡¿NO ME VAS A CONSEGUIR UNA MESA DE MIERDA?!! ¡¡OH, ESPERA, MI HOMBRE ESTÁ SENTADO AHÍ PERRA!!"
Someone was yelling in Spanish at the hostess; sounded like a real bitch, too.
Unexpectedly, someone helped themselves to the empty spot across from me. A rather large person who had to squeeze into the opposite side of the booth as I looked up.
"Do I know you?"
"Yeah, but if I show you my calling card, I'm gonna end up on everybody in here Instagram page." She was wearing these light blue scrubs, her bushy hair pinned up behind a matching bandana.
"Who are you, again miss?" I was not in the mood pointedly staring at this petulant looking woman with an irritated expression on her face. Her clothing gave me the impression she was a nurse, probably from county hospital a few miles to the west.
"¡¡Mierda, este tonto me va a hacer sacar una teta para conseguir algo de comida!!"
This rather large woman slammed a fist down on the table glaring at me expectantly. I honestly felt like tossing my glass of water in her face because she was triggering me something fierce.
"I don't speak Spanish."
"Obviously, check it out pervertido." This girls wasn't unattractive with a youthful, roundish face enhanced by a honey soaked olive color.
My eyes followed a finger to the cleavage line of her nurse's smock as she tugged into her bra making one of her breasts bulge outward until part of a huge areola appeared. It dawned on me that she wasn't as large as I initially thought, eyeing the little bumps dotting that saucer sized areola. Her identity came to me in that instant along with a bulge in my jeans.



"Oh yeah, that fucking convention." She looked surprised at my reaction covering that identifying boob.
"Well, looks like somebody's got a story." The waitress was waived over to the table pouring her a mug of coffee.
"I'm not talking."
I went back to looking at my phone caring little that this voluptuous woman was sitting across from me in the universe's worst case of scathing serendipity. She took a deep drink from the mug, audibly slurping as I ignored her presence.
"Ain't you gonna tell me your name or nothing?"
"Why, so you can act like a dick and say some kinda smart ass comment?" I heard her chuckle followed by another long slurp of coffee before she perused the laminated one sheet that made up the late night menu.
"Holly, my name's Holly Santos." She offered getting no response from me.
"So."
"Oh, so you're gonna act like a dick instead, huh?"
"Yup." I could feel her eyes digging into me.
She was probably not used to be treated in less than hospitable terms because most guys were likely trying to get at her huge tits, the girls envying her. Normally I'd be amongst those admirers, but right now things were different.
"Negging won't work on me." Holly chortled already on her second cup of coffee.
"What's that?"
"What you're doing right now; acting uninterested to hook me into the game.
People do that shit with me all the time."
"High opinion of yourself much?"
Holly did a double take at my candor as I also perused a menu noticing the same decadent burger Jenny sent to me days earlier. It was the same day I'd unwittingly sealed my fate by talking to Shaila for all of three minutes. That tiny window of time was given as the reason she was going to assault me. I tossed the menu aside ruefully drawing Holly's attention further.
"You really do have a story to tell, don't you?"
"Nope."
"Don't be that way; what's your name?"
"Do you care?"
"Come on man; how're we supposed to talk if we don't know each other's names?" Holly seemed genuinely interested with a wry sort of smile on her face.
"Derrick."
"So Derrick, you gonna tell your story or what?"
"Or what, I guess Holly." We ordered our respective meals dining in silence with our phones as company. Halfway through dinner, she piped up again.
"Derrick, I wanna make a bet with you; I want to make this bet with you because I think you're sitting there brooding over some girl. One thing I know, is that look on your face. I know it like the back of my hand."
"What look?"
"That dejected look, the look of someone dealing with infidelity; am I right or wrong, huh?"
"You're wrong Holly, you don't know shit about me and some supposed look on my fucking face. I think you're just mad because I'm not drooling all over those huge tits of yours. You need that attention; you need to be at the center of everything to feel good about yourself. I'm sorry about not giving a fuck, but if it's any consolation, I'd be all over you if today wasn't today, alright now?" Her eyes narrowed as I ran her down, her face betraying the hurt.
"Uhm, I gotta go to the bathroom; could you order a slice of pie for me, Derrick?"
"Sure."
She had some difficulty squeezing out of the booth, but I could tell my words cut deep as she shuffled off down the aisle to the alcove containing the rest rooms. Holly disappeared into the ladies room leaving me there to ponder my terse assessment of her character. I felt bad about things asking the waitress to combine our bills. I had a windfall of money after all.
"So, are we betting, or what?" Holly was back ten minutes later.
I could tell she'd been crying from the puffiness around her eyes. Instead of just taking a seat in front of me, she grabbed a chair sitting beside me facing out into the aisle.
"I was just guessing before, but now I'm serious." She replied as our waitress sat two slices of pie on the table.
"Well, what are we betting?"
"Check it out Derrick; right across the way over there is a shitty motel. It's probably for prostitutes or people hooking up on the cheap. I'll tell you my story and then you'll tell me yours, if I lose, I'll go over there and let you drool all over these big titties of mine. I'll drop these scrubs, and let you give me some righteous back shots, too."
"What happens if I lose?"
"I pour a glass of water over your fucking head for being an asshole; and you pay my bill." I'd already submitted my debit card for her bill, but I was intrigued.
"Okay, it's a bet." We hooked our pinkie fingers together sealing a less than Faustian deal.
"Alright ladies first, so you see me here wearing these scrubs because I'm working at county general a few blocks away. They scheduled me during graveyard because of the attention I get from my jugs. Now originally, I had a scholarship to a big university, but all that came crashing down in flames because of my mother. She cheated on my dad with this asshole almost making him commit suicide because of the grief. So, I did what I had to do."
"What's that; what did you do, Holly?"
"I beat her ass all over our house and kept fucking her up until she locked herself in the bathroom. I took her phone and found out where that motherfucker she cheated with worked. I wasn't done by a long shot, so I tried to get him to a isolated spot to wreck his ass, but this guy was too smart. I ended up getting him myself by using my body, and he got his shit fucked up by two guys I knew. Put him in the hospital and everything."
"That's fucked up."
"No, that was justice for my dad, my sisters and me, Derrick. But this fucker was really smart because a few weeks later, somebody hacked into all of my accounts draining my funds, social media with uploaded nudes from my cloud account and also sent shit to the college I'd gotten a scholarship from. I lost it all Derrick, and you know what sucks, know why I have such a fuck girl attitude?"
"Why?"
"My dad is still with my mother, man. I've even whupped up on her a couple more times until he told me not to visit anymore. I'm trying to put my life back together and help my siblings. I've been dabbling in plus size modeling, that's why you saw me at that convention." Holly took a few bites out of her dessert as I weighed what I'd heard.
"Shit, that's so tragic." I commented eating a few bites of my pie.
"So, am I pouring this glass of water over your head, or what, Derrick?" I stared at her for a few moments noticing that her bust was very noticeable now that she wasn't sitting in front of a table.
"The day we went to the porn convention, I met this girl and we fell in love. I tried to fight it, even though we were fooling around, but she told me how she felt. Asked me to take her virginity. See, she was really fucking obsessive compulsive and I knew something was off about her. She wanted the perfect date which would end with me taking her virginity. We finally had sex, well vaginal sex because we'd pretty much done everything else. We passed out in each other's arms and uhm..."
"What happened?"
"While I was sleeping, she strapped me down in these bondage type shackles; they were made so that if I struggled, I'd strangle myself because the chains were interlocked through these metal rods. She was mad because she thought I was messing around with this thot from work-I wasn't. She was deranged so it didn't matter whether it was the truth or not; she already knew what she was going to do."
"Derrick."
"She tried to peg me with a fucking dildo, a huge fucking dildo."
"Derrick."
"It was double ended; Holly, one end was already attached to her and she wouldn't listen to anything I said! She said me talking that thing in my ass would purify me and make us a real couple! That was two days ago. You ever heard something like that, before?!" I was starting to rant as Holly grabbed my jacket sleeve.
"DERRICK!"
"What?"
Holly picked up the glass pouring its entire contents over my head as some of the other customers jeered and gasped. She went the extra mile pouring my complimentary glass of water over my head as well. The waitress hurried over giving me a clean rag and some napkins, concerned. Holly sat there smiling as she finished off her pie.
"Check please." I nodded contritely at Holly before walking to the counter soaked from the top of my head to my crotch.
Holly was still sitting there having helped herself to my unfinished slice of pie. We glanced at one another as I found myself chuckling. The story was pretty unbelievable, so I didn't blame her for not believing me. I just winked back at her with a thumb's up before hitting the streets to retrieve my car.
"HEY DERRICK!!" I was half a block away before Holly caught up to me huffing and panting. I waiting for her to catch her breath.
"What do you want now?"
"I didn't say thank you, did I?" She'd removed the bandana, wiping her brow with it as I folded my arms across my chest.
"No, you didn't."
"Okay, let's go to that motel across the street." Holly softly took my hand tugging on it a bit until our torsos were pressed together. Her immense cleavage surged like baking bread under my nose.
"Why?"
"I guess negging does work on me, after all." She smiled looking much like some cherubic kid with that bushy shock of sand colored hair. It reminded me of a lion's mane.
We crossed the street to the motel walking hand in hand.
THE END
***********
Note: Derrick will return in UNDERCOVER FREAKS Volume 2: "The Butt"
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"HEY DERRICK!!" I was half a block away before Holly caught up to me huffing and panting. I waiting for her to catch her breath.
"What do you want now?"
"I didn't say thank you, did I?" She'd removed the bandana, wiping her brow with it as I folded my arms across my chest.
"No, you didn't."
"Okay, let's go to that motel across the street." Holly softly took my hand tugging on it a bit until our torsos were pressed together. Her immense cleavage surged like baking bread under my nose.
"Why?"
"I guess negging does work on me, after all." She smiled looking much like some cherubic kid with that bushy shock of sand colored hair. It reminded me of a lion's mane.
We crossed the street to the motel walking hand in hand.
UNDERCOVER FREAK: SIZE QUEEN EPILOGUE
***************************
Holly's hand was pillow soft and plump as she walked beside me along the crosswalk to the opposite side of the street. Her work uniform, the nurse's smock fit loose on her body the weighty jiggle of her bust was telling. She was tall, almost my height with an air of unpredictability about her. Without the bandana her bushy, sand colored mane was out in the open sporting Ghana styled braids in the front while the rest was a bushy mane that gave her cherubic features a regal air. Holly wasn't wearing makeup but was still quite fetching with a bit of eyeshadow to bring her eyes out.
"Black and Mexican; that's the question on the end of your tongue, right?"
"Yeah, but I wasn't gonna ask Holly."
"But then, it would've been on your mind and I can't have that taking away from my girls here." Holly gave the underside of her bust a playful bounce. I could tell how big and massive they were as she glanced down taking liberties. I winced as she gave my shaft a pinch, laughing.
"You got jokes, baby."
"You didn't like it Derrick?" She was smiling, but the underlying aggressiveness was omnipresent on her person.
"Do it again." I punctuated my statement by reaching back cupping her butt with a hearty squeeze.
Holly chortled like some schoolyard girl slapping my hand away as she arched in the opposite direction. I tugged her into my side letting my hand drop down covering her ass with a circular massaging motion.
"I got enough back there, but not as much upfront." Holly admitted of her figure.
She didn't move my hand this time as we entered the parking lot of this shady looking motel that looked like it hadn't been remodeled since the 60's, design wise. The place had definitely seen better days and the drive-in style sign had a couple of flickering lights. The motel clerk's office was well lit by contrast with the registration desk surrounded by double layered Plexiglass. I filled out the index card as Holly leaned on my back watching. I was surprised when Holly dug a wallet out of her pocket fishing out some bills to pay for the room.
"What?"
"You carry a wallet?"
"Yeah, I can carry a wallet; there's no law says a woman can't carry a billfold. Besides, I usually keep it in the vault." Holly leaned into my side letting her side boob rest against the counter.
"Vault?"
Holly tugged at the bottom of her nurse's smock allowing her barely hidden cleavage to bubble to the top through the short V-neck. It was a sight to behold rising out of the opening in dramatic fashion. Holly tucked the wallet into her cavernous cleavage making it disappear from sight completely.
"Goddamn girl, you need to be on America Got Talent with that shit."
Both of us snickered like dumb teenagers. She pressed her face into my shoulder motioning towards the bullet proof glass, chortling. This skinny Asian kid with some thick, coke bottle glasses was eyeballing both of us with a wide, impish grin.
"WELCOME TO HOTEL CAPRI!!" Both of us broke up when he saluted us.
Off in the distance one of the parking lot level rooms was buzzing. I opened the door, but Holly decided to press into the counter smiling gregariously at the clerk.
"Hey, if I show you these; can I get a discount huh?"
"Ah, cut that shit out; stop messing with him." The clerk was shaking his head profusely fingers interlocked in a fist before his bird chest. Holly glanced back at me with a look of criminal mischief before calling my bluff.
Her back was to me cheating me out of the big reveal as this mixed beauty yanked up her smock in "Ripping the Band Aid off "fashion unleashing her twin monsters on the addled teen. Even from my vantage point, you could see her boulders spill from her brassiere with the force of a lead weight. There was an audible thud when they hit the wooden counter.
"O jenjang! mwoya! sesang-e!!" To say the clerk lost his shit, would be an understatement as he opened the register refunding Holly's money.
"Come on here, girl!" I snatched her away from the counter, half pulling Holly outside the glass enclosed office.
The kid scrambled behind the counter coming up with his phone, but we were halfway to the buzzing motel door. Holly was socially flexing slamming her palms into the door making it swing wildly open.
"OH, WHAT'RE YOU DOING, DERRICK?!!" My hand came swing right up between her legs, middle fingers on her slit as I pushed her inside our valued room number one.
"Just helping you inside, baby." I pressed into her slamming the door behind us. The clerk was on his phone talking excitedly as I lost sight of him.
The moment that door shut Holly's hands wrapped around my abdomen from behind rubbing my abdomen and roughly squeezing and kneading my crotch. This girl was ready for action even groping and cupping my balls. She unbuckled and unzipped me in seconds, already past the elastic band of my boxers pinching it outward to release my throbbing erection. Holly encircled the shaft at the base using her other hand in a stroking motion away from our bodies. Honestly, it was kind of like being mauled by a bear. Her breasts were mashed against my back like two enormous, water balloons.
"Damn!!" I gasped, caught off guard by her energy. It seemed like she'd built up a head of steam as I was registering for the room and now, she was about to burst.
Her weight was considerable and compromising as she leaned in hard leaving me to support myself with both palms against the other side of our motel room door. One of her soft hands drifted up my abdomen to my chest, pinching and rolling my right nipple. This sent a torrent of auxiliary blood to my fattening cock at light speed. It hurt a little becoming steel hard in the pillow soft palm of her right hand. Holly knew how to touch a man, letting the underside of my shaft rest in her grasp, softly stroking it and running a finger over the crown ever so often.
"Are you gonna cum, or can you last a few minutes?" Holly asked, her breath hot at the base of my skull. I took umbrage that she thought I was a five minute guy.
"Oh, you think you got it like that?"
"Stop fronting, I know I got you right now Derrick; I just want you to get the first one out of the way so we can do some fucking." There was something in the authoritative sound of her voice that triggered me, but I couldn't put my hand on it right away.
"Oh, we gonna do some fucking; you can bet your ass on that, Holly!"
"JUST WHAT I WANTED TO HEAR!" She quickly released me taking a step backward allowing me to face her but flattened her palm against my sternum.
My back bumped the door as I found her without her scrub bottoms. Holly managed to lose her pants while she was feeling me up leaving only her ankle socks and white sneakers. She was standing there with her smock gathered up revealing her lower half which was rather thick supported by shapely legs. I found myself staring at a slightly sloping tummy over some very small black colored bikini panties.
"Cute." I motioned towards her shoes with a smirk. She took it in stride pressing two condoms into my open palm, obviously from her wallet. She had to have removed them from the billfold while I was checking into the motel.
"You can take them off for me, Derrick." Holly turned her back kneeling on the edge of the bed presenting a very meaty looking butt.
Those bikini panties turned out to be a thong that made her honey dipped skin stand out even more. I took note of the hunched over posture Holly assumed on the bed which was essentially a kneeling fetal position that made her butt pop out that much further.
I wasn't going to wait quickly sliding both of the condoms onto my straining pecker before digging my fingers into those squarish hips driving myself home. She was already beyond wet as my cock slid in and downward at angle ending with an audible smack as my pelvis hit her solid backside. Her inner grooves, that velvety tunnel was decidedly narrow and a tight fit. Holly let out a distressed sounding moan followed by some whimpers that gave me the impression that she was trying to control her reactions. Her body tensed up presenting this sort of inert, stationary target. It was like fucking a boulder.
My pants were bunched up around my ankles, but I managed to spread my legs a bit more giving it to her as best I could. There was a lattice of barely visible stretch marks at the junctions where her hips met her pelvis and a bit of chub rub between the thick, yet substantially shallowness of her cheeks. I could tell that she'd experimented by looking at her backdoor but didn't think it wise to stimulate it without asking first.
Her gasps were synchronized in time with each of my thrusts. She felt good with an exquisite pressure on two thirds of my girth. The pleasure was found on the inward stroke because her body would instinctively tighten around me. Her posture remained the same and that was off putting, causing me to slow down a bit.
"Did you cum; you blow your load, already?" Holly asked rather plainly.
"No, I need you to do something for me, though."
"You're not putting it in my ass, fool!!" She moved a bit turning her head on the bed giving me a view of her profile. That nurse's smock was bunched up around her torso hiding her bust in concert with her stiff posture.
"Shut up; I want to see your body, Holly. I want to fuck you real good, but it just feels pedestrian right now and I know you're capable of so much more." There was something restrained about her after we just got started. I could feel this sort of barrier around her person, invisible but wholly tangible.
"You throwing shade at my pussy, huh?" Her tone was sharp, antagonistic.
I recognized the innate harness and crude, misplaced bravado. My first girlfriend had taught me a thing or two about rueful petulance, so this was nothing new. I knew what to do; how to respond to this unspoken challenge.
Holly cried out several times, whimpering and gasping when I started swinging my hips wildly into her ponderous buttocks. My fingers found a bit of spongy flesh in her slightly frayed saddlebags giving me leverage to go harder than before. In moments she was back to controlling her aural responses, now grunting with each powerful thrust. That exquisite tightness sent waves of pleasure up my spine, making my inner thighs pulse.
I didn't care because I wasn't fucking Holly for pleasure. I was self-medicating with her body in order to put some sexual distance between myself and Jenny Delacruz. I didn't care that both of us were partially dressed or that Holly Santos was an insufferable bitch who didn't have an ounce of compromise in her Rubenesque body. I recognized the biting sarcasm and fake bravado for what it truly was...pain.
"OH, OH SHIT YOU'RE REALLY HARD!!" It sounded like she was struggling with even that meager admission through gritted teeth.
It was begrudged, but an earned acknowledgment that I was keen to expand upon. I pushed harder trying to trigger a selfish orgasm for myself, not caring if she got hers because she was being selfish in her own respect. We agreed to share our bodies and nothing else.
"FAAAWKK MAN, YOUR DICK IS-FUH!! AWWWWNNN!!" My shaft was coated in her essence, a milky sheath of froth lubricating the condoms I was wearing. Her cunt was throbbing, the grooves of her inner walls massaging and churning up my spunk. Holly felt good to the touch, real good.
"YEEEAAHHH, FUH, FUH, FUUUKKK DERRICK!!" I doubt she even realized that I'd broken down one of her walls of resistance with the candid admissions of what she was feeling. The bubbling wetness was now yielding audible evidence of her wetness in a series of vulgar queefs as Holly reached back pulling her thong to the side.
Her legs were shaking, going rubbery from the constant stabbing motion into her velvety pink. Just the slight bit of movement, that adjustment and unspoken accommodation spoke volumes. Holly reached between her legs frantically rubbing her clit, eventually slapping it. She caught me off guard with a sudden dip in her lower back rearing up on all fours, tilting her head backward mouth agape. I was sexually indifferent isolating my gaze solely to her muscular derriere clapping back into my crotch.
"SHIT, SHIT, I'M FEELING IT DERRICK!! FUCKMAN, FUCK IT HARDER!! GET THAT PUSSY!!" My nails dug greedily into her hips, hooked fingers locking into honey soaked flesh.
I started rearing back enough to let half of my shaft outside on the outward strokes, slamming hard inside. Holly's nurse's smock drifted off one shoulder exposing a brassiere strap which dug oppressively into her shoulder. It sunk into the softness of that shoulder straining to continue its designed purpose. It was a dingy cream color which aroused my curiosity further. Holly shifted, spreading her legs further to allow me a bit more access. She was unconsciously popping her hips back into me, caught up in the pending rapture.
"IT'S ALMOST HERE, IT'S CUMMING, YOU'RE FUCKING ME SO HARD!! KEEP DOING THAT SHIT, KEEP FUCKING DOING IT, MAN!!"
The tone of her voice, the minute intricacies were intimately known to me now, and I surged forward allowing my balls to slap against the underside of her butt. Every thrust resulted in complete penetration, stuffing her as full as I was able. Holly suddenly resumed her Rock of Gibraltar posture becoming a tight ball. She was almost a human armadillo, violently masturbating as she began to cum.
There was a flurry of movement on my part reaching down yanking up on my left pants leg enough to get my foot on the bed. That smock slid up covering her shoulders and head, exposing the back of her brassiere. My hands were handling the front of her thighs, roughly yanking her back into my offending member with aplomb. Her voice was raw, labored with every thrust earning a righteous gasp of pleasure. Holly stiffened up all over signaling the cresting of her climax and I just went for it almost trying to sever my cock inside.
"AAAAWWWNNNNN, AWWWNNNN BAAAA-BEEE!!" Everything else became unintelligible in a mouth stuffed to the brim full of melted bravado and mush. Right at the height of her climax, I pulled out stripping off the condoms.
Thick, milky ropes of ejaculate cut a diagonal swath across her left butt cheek followed by several others. Substantial amounts ended up concentrated on her rear entrance almost filling that shallow canyon between the squarish globes of her ass. I cupped the outside of her right hip, stroking out the rest as Holly rocked and swayed, audibly cooing. The splotchy, soiled appearance of her butt stained buttocks appealed to my inner deviant nature. I let my shaft rest in her gluteal cleft achieving a bit of success by cradling the halves about my girth. Holly let me have my fun for a few minutes.
"Can you go again Derrick?"
I responded by gently pushing on the side of her left hip indicating that I wanted her to sit upright, facing me. The person shifted a bit under Holly as she righted herself facing me. I was unprepared for the mountainous wealth of cleavage staring me in the face. The off-white cream colored sports bra was little more than a hammock for the dual boulders adorning her torso.
"What do you think?" My throbbing, still erect cock was pointing directly at her face.
I wanted my cock in Holly's mouth, but she had other ideas grabbing the back of my thighs bringing me forward level with her bust. I watched my endowment disappear into her cavernous, sweaty cleavage. Holly cupped the outsides of her mams providing a slick heated cradle of meat around my length horizontally. It was literally a straight shot as I covered her hands with my own, pumping away. Her breasts were so massive, I couldn't see my thrusting cock. I noticed a weird sensation tickling the tip of my penis. It turned out to be Holly's hidden wallet.
"Trying to break into the vault, eh?" I opened it finding three more condoms along with a wad of cash. I removed the last three rubbers tossing the billfold on the bed beside Holly. I got naked as she watched.
"Maybe later, I want some more of that ass right now. I'm not gonna lie, I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you!" Holly watched me roll one of the rubbers onto my thickening member rubbing her mound pensively.
"Oh you think you can handle this? Think you got enough in the chamber for five foot ten inches of fully packed womanhood?!! Can you take care of 40L-44-56 inches of mixed pussy, eh payaso?!!" My brow raised at her measurements, but she wasn't fooling anyone. She wanted it as much as I did.
"You sound like fucking Dolomite; when your record come out?"
"MADRE FUCKER, DEBO PATARTE EL CULO!! MEJOR SEGUIR DARME QUE BUENO, BUENO, NEGRO!! FUCK ME RIGHT NIGGA!!" Holly's ability to go between the languages of her parents was flawless with perfect diction for each dialect with no lingering accents.
"Okay bitch."
Her thick, voluptuous body would've been problematic for someone who didn't know how to handle it, but this wasn't my first rodeo and I wouldn't have given a shit if it were. I just wanted to lose myself in her lush, pillowy curves. It was obvious that she liked the rough stuff as I crouched low to the floor grabbing her ankles quickly standing shoving Holly on her back. Pushing her knees into her doughy abdomen wasn't happening, so I opted for turning this woman into a human wishbone. I went balls deep right off the bat, but let my member rest inside looking down at her face.
"Come on, do it motherfucker. Fuck the shit outta me like you mean it!" Holly rocked her hips a little, trying to prod me into action.
"That's what you like?"
"Yeah nigga; that's exactly what I like; are you gonna do it or are you parked in the garage?" Her hand was already rubbing her clit, but I swatted it away.
"That's cheating."
"Fuck you!"
Holly Santos had no idea of my mental state, of the memories floating through my head of being fucked around, punked and emasculated by a litany of women from Jenny Delacruz, undercover thot Shaila and finally that uber bitch, Jong Park. Hearing her cuss at me was like lighting a match and tossing it into a gas tank. She half shrieked as my body came crashing down on her. My face was buried in her cleavage, arms snaking around her body as my hips popped and twisted driving my cock, deep. I was grinding her like sandpaper, feeling every groove her walls had to offer.
My chin was hooked over her right shoulder with intent while my fingers dug under the elastic material of her sports bra peeling it upward. I wanted at those fucking tits she was so damn proud of, and I wasn't going to be denied. Holly could feel everything, wrapping her arms around me in a prone bearhug meaning to squeeze the life out of my lungs. It felt like we were grappling as she likely struggled with some inner demons as well. Despite her size and the awkwardness of her enormous teats, Holly was rolling her pelvis in counter clockwise fashion for optimum sensation and penetration. I couldn't deny this mulatta knew how to fuck with the best of them.



Her huffing strained breaths were music my ears as I edged forward drawing my knees up under the back of her thighs. I assumed the frog on a Lilypad position between her splayed out legs, multitasking as the undersides of her massive breasts started to appear. It ended up being a struggle of epic proportions because despite its elasticity, the brassiere clung hard to her sides.
Holly winced a bit and ground her teeth, but otherwise did not assist or impede my progress. I kept at it finding the half exposed portions of her saucer sized areolas starting to appear. The sight of those half circles encouraged a more frenetic response as my thumbs slid around the front of her cleavage working her brassiere revealing those exciting nipples.
Her breasts spilled out forcefully, revealed as even larger than I thought. They were the size of watermelons, easily bigger than my head. This set off an excited frenzy as I handled the closest one squeezing it with both hands running my thumbs over the prominent nipple until she squirmed. It was swollen like a raspberry. Holly gasped aloud when my lips closed around it, suddenly shifting underneath me.
"HEY, WAIT!!" It was too late.
My mouth was filled with a wetness, saccharine sweetness flowing to the corners of my gullet. It was a sustained squirt hitting the back of my mouth as Holly rocked and shifted reaching up handling the back of my head. I eased up looking at the tiny bubbles of wetness on the surface of her nipple. I raised up finding Holly looking away, flushed.
"You, lactate?"
"Yeah, you gotta fucking problem with that shit, huh?"
Her sports bra had been turned inside out revealing two circular breast pads. Holly Santos was a mother, and this added a dimension to our impromptu tryst. There were questions I wasn't going to ask. I recalled the enticing peek offered in the restaurant and her actions once we entered the room. Her initial posture hunched over in a fetal position.
"No, but I wanna know some nigga ain't gonna kick the door in on us."
Despite my question both of my hands were cupping the outsides of her breasts mashing them together. She was bloated with milk as my actions caused a few bursts of wetness, running freely from her swollen nipples afterwards.
"I'm by myself; I ain't got nobody, alright?" Holly sounded rueful, still looking away lost in some recent memory.
"Hey, look at me bitch."
"WHAT?!!"
She sounded ready to throw hands, but I stole a kiss. There was no tongue or anything overtly passionate about it, only a nonverbal acknowledgment of her admission. She responded kissing me back until our tongues were entwined.
"You don't mind if I help myself; I mean I won't if you need it, okay?"
Holly scoffed still cupping the back of my head, roughly mashing it down on her right breast. She reacted instantly moaning as I vacuum sucked on the available nipple. Her milk was really sweet, the taste close to almond with a bit of oily texture to it, overall. She began squeezing it in pumping fashion giving me my fill of her bounty.
"Get the other one too, nigga." Her voice was husky and labored, moaning sensually as I took the other teat into my mouth sucking hard, swirling my tongue on the areola. The little bumps surrounding that prominent nipple were sensitive to the touch. My endowment had been resting inside her snatch the whole time.
"AWWWWW YEAH, SUCK'EM DERRICK!! SUCK MY TITTIES, DRINK ME!!" Her pelvis was rolling and arching up into the base of my cock. I was barely moving, allowing Holly to go at her own pace. She was triggered something fierce by the stimulation.
"BITE THE NIPPLES, CHEW 'EM UP BABY!! THAT-AWWWNNNN, THAT SHIT FEELS GOOD!!" My teeth sank into the buoyant flesh of those huge breasts as I alternated between them ramping up my actions below the waist. Holly was sopping wet, our combined actions causing audible splashes and queefs. I could feel the muscles in her stomach flexing as she let out a breathy moan.
Both of us were drenched in perspiration but my face was dripping with her wetness. Holly really got into it pinching her nipples inundating with squirts of milk until I acquiesced suckling each breast one at a time before taking both nipples between my teeth. I grinded down on her rubbery nips causing a tremor to run through her zaftig proportions that caught me up in its wake.
"AWW-AWWW-AWWWWNNNN, I'M CUMMING!! I'M CUMMING BABY, AWWWNNN!!" I found her voice exponentially stimulating. Her aural climax starting as a breathy yawn evolving into a throaty series of gasps as her cunt snapped down on the middle on my shaft. I couldn't help it anymore wrapping her tightly in my arms as Holly followed suite.
She bit down into her lip whining in distressed, muffled fashion going into overdrive twerking her crotch in a wrenching motion that felt like she was trying to wring me out. Things got even more animated as her belly undulated and shook a bit as I did my part, spearing her cunt with decisive strokes. I don't think I was bottoming out, hitting one of Holly's walls instead. It was a target and I thumped the fuck out of it as she lost it making some weird sound I'd never heard before. It was somewhere between a guttural growl and childish sobbing, incessant.
All four of her limbs clamped down on my midsection trapping me in a human iron maiden as Holly squirmed and humped out her orgasm caring little I was there. Her swollen puss was moving in a counter clockwise motion almost creeping jerkily away from my thrusts, only to stop for milliseconds letting me poke her. She was stroking me out, her thick arms reaching up hooking hands over the back of my shoulders. I wasn't going anywhere. My face was completely engulfed by her massive mams, her sweet tasting essence drizzling into that deep cleavage. Her legs tightened up in the small of my back, actually bucking. Holly was now literally fucking, herself.
"FUUUUHHHHH-FUH-FAAAWWWKKK IT, AWWWW!!" I was nearly snapped in two as her lower back arched up off the bed into my pelvis while she tightened her interlocked legs into the small of my back simultaneously.
My hand position mimicked her own reaching under her arms, fingers digging into her shoulders. Then it was over as Holly flopped down on the mattress releasing me with her extremities splayed apart devoid of strength. She looked thoroughly fried, the post coital bliss reading across her cherubic features. A third of my throbbing cock was still buried inside her snatch, unfulfilled as I addressed the elephant in the room.
"Holly, you ain't gonna leave me hanging, are you?" Her head raised up enough to look down at her muff, partially impaled. She covered her face with both hands, snickering.
"Alright man, come and get these." She wearily cupped the outsides of her breasts, pushing her enormous glistening, oily breasts together. I was a little trashed myself, slowly mounting her chest.
The only way to really appreciate her massive breasts, was from this position atop her thick body. Her breasts barely flattened, the tops of those honey soaked mams cradling her chin and cheeks. One could almost describe them as pillows perfectly cradling my member. Holly was still blissfully euphoric as I started driving my member through her huge knockers. The entirety of my endowment was hidden from view. Both of the dueling halves massaged my shaft independently and in tandem. Her nipples were fully engorged pointing at the ceiling of our rented boudoir.
"I bet you like sliding your dick between these big ass titties; I bet you've been wanting to jizz all over them since the first time you saw me, eh payaso? Come on Derrick, wax these motherfucking titties for me!!" Her voice was soft and encouraging, almost cooing encouragement.
"AWWWWW YEAH, THAS RIGHT BABY; CUM ON THESE BIG ASS TITTIES!! WAX 'EM UP REAL GOOD FOR ME!! JUST KEEP CUMMMING UNTIL AIN'T NO MO' LEFT!!" Halfway through her sexual coaching, I started blowing thick ropes of jizz in torrents between the deep valley between her enormous breasts. Part of it was the tits; the rest was the matronly sound of her voice. There was this trilling quality to it that only a black person would respond to, something embedded in the psyche.
"Oh, look what you did, Derrick; look at the mess you made of my titties, baby." The soft playfulness in her voice exposed the practiced cooing used to get me over the hump. This woman knew her strengths and played to them expertly.
Holly released her knockers letting her arms rest at her sides allowing them to naturally part. They were meaty and thick with the slightest bit of jiggle, partially pooling in her armpits and the top of her biceps. I'd truly made a mess of her torso with oily pools of precum intermingles with gooey strands of cum. I stared mesmerized at the deluge of milky discharge, using my member to spread it around a bit as Holly rolled her neck and shoulders, shifting underneath.
"You can get up off my chest now." There was a starkness in her voice that struck me like a slap in the face as she brought a hand up to her chest. She scrunched up her face looking at my cum slowly running down her fingers.
I sat beside her watching as her other hand covered her muff. There was some writing on her mound, script like writing in Spanish. I didn't care to ask what it meant just looking at the voluptuous opportunist beside me.
"Hey, you ain't falling in love with me or nothing, are you?" Holly noticed.
"Uh, you ain't got nothing to worry about." She began to stir as I averted my gaze downward looking at my own depleted cock.
"Good, I always get guys trying to put a ring on it when I give 'em that good, good. Fuck, you lasted longer than I expected Derrick; you work out or something?" She scooted to her side of the motel bed losing her socks and shoes.
"Nope." Holly glanced back over her shoulder, still slightly flushed.
"You sure you ain't catching feelings, Derrick?"
"I'm not sprung; honestly, I'm just glad you're basic. Hell, at least you didn't try to shove a dildo up my ass." She stood on her side of the bed processing my reply. I wondered if she'd caught the backhanded compliment but didn't care about the consequences if she did.
Holly Santos was basic.
"You were serious about that?!! I-I thought you made that shit up because my story was so awesome!"
"Didn't tell you a story, I told the truth." Holly whistled tapping her huge bust as she walked around the edge of the bed into my field of vision. I glanced up at her face finding a cheesy, fake looking smile, all teeth.
"Sorry about pouring those cups of water on your head."
"Oh, we weren't making up for that just now, Holly?" She giggled reaching out playfully rubbing the top of my head. After a few seconds, I started kneading one of her thighs.
"I really did kick the shit out of my mom; I wasn't lying about it either."
"Whatever."
"Come on, let's get cleaned up, baby."
She offered her hands letting them hang in front of my face until I relented taking them. Holly Santos was worlds stronger than she looked easily yanking me up to my feet. Holly gave me a light hug pressing her naked body against mine. It seemed like she was looking for some kind of response repeating the action two more times before my hand found its way to her left breast. I gave it a hearty squeeze prompting her to cup the underside of my balls doing the same. Her hand drifted up to my shaft using it as a fleshy leash to lead me into the bathroom and the adequate standup shower. I cupped one of her butt cheeks as she slid the door back, turning on the shower.
"I don't know about this; looks like we might have to order out." There was one small bar of orange colored soap in the shower dish.
"I think it'll work out." Holly replied tying her bushy mane up in a ponytail.
"Yeah, I think you're right." She took the bar wetting it before lathering up my chest.
I liked the feel of her hands roaming over my body. It felt good to be touched by a woman like this. She spreads the suds down my abs into my crotch lathering up my cock. Holly used the palm of her hand in tandem with a twirl of the wrist creating a twisting motion that was heavenly.
"That feels good; you really know how to stroke a dick. I get the impression you've done this a few times." I noticed her eyes narrow as a sneaky looking smirk appeared on her lips.
"Well, since you implied...I didn't always have these huge tits, you know; they were a small D-Cup in eighth grade and my fake mother made me cover them up. Actually got one of those compression bras to hide my boobs and made me wear two t-shirts over that. That shit made me look frumpy and lumpy, got my peers at school calling me gerbil. My hair was perpetually nappy back in the day, too."
"That's fucked up; my dad was too cheap to take me to a barber. I spent my formative years with the brotherman's buzz cut."
"Shut up; I'm telling a story." I bit my lower lip as she continued stroking my cock with that soap and two hands.
"So like I said, mom wanted me functionally androgynous and chaste. There was no way I was getting out of that shit, so after too many belt whippings, I went all in with the "Butch" aesthetic. Started wearing oversized jerseys and baggy jeans with boots. People thought I was a lesbian, most of the girls didn't fuck with me either. I was a nerd in the weird girl category; and then I had to go and fuck it up."
"What happened?"
"Stuart Miller." She stopped playing with my cock, looking entranced for a second as I pictured some jock pretty boy fuck, a little jealous.
"Stuart Miller?"
"Yeah, he lived down the street from me in the valley; lived in this apartment complex for lower income families. We were hanging out since I was a freshman, going to movies and comic book stores; basically acting like a couple when we totally weren't. He was a nerd too, actually one hell of a nerd. All that hanging out kind of drifted into our school. His mother fucked up some paperwork somewhere and he ended up transferring in my school. He was so fucked scared and it was like blood in the water for all those sharks prowling the hall."
"I can relate."
"Yeah sure, do my back Derrick." It was work in the small cramped shower, but Holly managed to turn her back to me drawing her bushy ponytail over her shoulder. I didn't mind the view in the least.
"Stuart was getting a hell of an ass kicking around campus, pretty shitty stuff but hey, it was a ghetto school, so you know how it goes. We were each other's support system hanging so tight that people started calling us the king and queen of the nerds. It was doubly fucked up because the guys were clowning him about dating a lesbian. It got so bad that he started ducking me. That motherfucker was doing that shit for a couple of weeks before I caught up to him."
"Did you beat his ass?"
"Yeah, I caught him around the block, shoved him against a mailbox and went to town on his ribs. Since he was trying to get a come up on my dime; I didn't feel like he was my friend anymore. I broke his fucking glasses and you know what he did?"
"What?"
"He took it everything and then the bitch, apologized. Went home without his glasses and left me standing there with bruised knuckles. Never fought back, just did his best to keep me from hitting him in the face the whole time. I had his broken glasses in my hands when my dad drove by on his way to work. Dad knew me like the back of his hand, so I copped to fucking Stuart up. Dad promptly took me back home and whipped my ass for bullying."
"Wow."
"Yeah, I'm a blatina mutt; so everything is fucking blended in the house, Derrick. In my mom's culture, the Mexican culture, the dad reigns supreme and they have this weird way of punishing you for transgressions."
"I'm almost afraid to ask."
"Don't weird out on me; it's just that corporal punishment is different. I lay on my bed ass up while he whips the shit out of my actual ass with a thick ass belt. Man, he really laid into me that day also telling me that I made him late for work. I was told to apologize and tell Stuart that he would buy him new glasses when he got paid. After he left, I sat there feeling like absolute shit."
"I bet."
"I started crying really hard, like the kind of crying you do when a family member dies or something. It was because I got pissed and really went in on him. That shit was wrong, and I knew it; but I wanted him to know how bad he made me feel. I sat there blubbering and taping those glasses back together, then I drug my sorry ass down to his door ringing the bell. Guess what Derrick?"
"Tell me, Holly."
"His mother whipped his ass too before rolling out to her man's place; so we were in the same boat as I returned the fucked up glasses. We made up and started hanging again, playing video games at his apartment. We just hugged it out, crying because we let a bunch of assholes split us apart. He started talking about how the guys kept calling me a lesbian and asking if he was taking it in the butt. He said they were asking him who the man was in the relationship, and that's when it happened."
"You two fucked?" I was softly caressing her back under the spray as steam filled up the enclosed shower.
"Shut up fool, escúchame, Derrick."
"Just asking questions, Holly." Any pretense of actually cleaning our bodies went out the window as I reached under her arms cupping the undersides of her heavy breasts.
"Well, I got him out of his pants because I wanted to prove how straight I was, so he got like, a bunch of hand jobs. It was my first time seeing a guy's dick and I was just kind of examining it, tugging, and pulling on it while both of us were holding a conversation. That fucker played it off with the talking shit, until he blew this big ass load all over the carpet. Some of that shit hit the fucking tv, too. I was so stupid back in the day; Stuart bullshitted me saying that if I didn't help him out, he might have to go to the hospital to get the rest of his jizz drained out by a doctor."
"Bullshit; you fell for something like that?!!"
"Fuck you man; didn't I mention how mom had a iron fucking grip on the crib. I didn't know shit about sex and I'd just hit eighteen, so I guess I was kind of a sheltered tard. Catholic household and strict, overbearing mother-HELLO DERRICK!! Well, anyway I jerked the fuck outta Stuart, but wouldn't let him touch me or nothing. He was cool because I really cleaned those pipes for him; even walked me back home because it got dark out. Unfortunately, my mother was already at home waiting with that belt."
"Sorry."
"She tried to bum rush Stuart yelling all this racist shit in Spanish, but I took one for the team getting in the way. Mom was like, "AWWW SHIT, YOU THINK YOU GROWN, HUH" and that was it for me right there. She started beating the shit out of me outside while I was telling Stuart to go home. She dragged me into the house screaming and beating my ass until the cops showed up at our door. My siblings were so scared they were hiding under the bed in their room."
"Did your mom go to jail for that shit?"
"Fuck no, both of the cops were Spanish too; they were like cool once they saw a fellow Mexican. Mom put on that fake professional face she used at work, even giving one of those fuckers one of dad's beers. No child services or even asking me if I was okay. They pulled up and I got the rest of that ass whipping and a little extra the next day."
"Extra?"
"Yeah, she called off from work and continued going in on me with the verbal. She was calling me a whore and saying my huge tits were making me hot in the ass for black dick. What a fucking hypocrite because I'm half black!! All of the fucking kids are half and half; that bitch wouldn't have dared say that shit if dad was home. She was going full rage Mommy Dearest and I was stuck there with her in that house."



"Fuck Holly; what happened?" I was sliding my palms all over her breasts lathering them up, intermittently pinching her nipples.
"Free clinic, even though we had insurance. Guess she didn't want dad finding out about that fucked up shit; so I got humiliated with a degrading checkup, millions of pamphlets and condoms-and tried to get me an implant. One of those under the skin deals, to keep me from popping out any pups before she could bounce my ass up out the house after graduation."
"THAT-IS FUCKED UP!!" I tried to draw my hands away, but Holly reached up holding them against her breasts.
"I was so fucking mad because she was telling me that I wasn't allowed to go anywhere but school and back home again!! She was talking all kinds of shit about me getting a fucking breast reduction because I was one step away from being a hooker and how I was gonna start going to church more often and other crazy nonsense!! My mom was jealous because her tits are some little flappy, moobs anyway!!" I could hear the anger in her voice, also feel the rage emanating from her body.
"Shit man, that's messed up."
"I know, right Derrick? When we got home, she fucked up my room tearing all my posters down, snatched up my laptop and was gonna swipe my phone too. We got into it for the first time, straight physical but I wasn't trying to fight, just hold her off. Anyway, tossed my phone behind the headboard and she couldn't get it because she was too fucking fat. She got real pissed talking about sending me to fucking Mexico so my grandfather could teach me how to be a lady!! HE USED TO BEAT HER ASS FOR THE SAME THING-but it was true for her!!"
"Hey, we don't have to talk about this shit anymore."
"No, please let me finish; I need to finish, and we'll finish, too. Just keep rubbing me, caressing, and playing with me, please." Her hands covered mine sliding my hands over the expanse of her enormous mams.
After a few seconds I was sufficiently enthralled while my member was cradled between her cheeks. Holly knew her way around a man's body planting her palms flat on the tiled shower wall, rubbing and grinding her butt into my shaft before continuing.
"Mom got the belt again, but I locked my bedroom door while she was down the hallway getting it. She started going crazy, yelling all this shit in Spanish, and just fucking the door up. I panicked, started screaming at the top of my lungs hoping somebody would call the cops. She was getting the door loose from the other side, so I opened the fucking window and climbed out. I noped the fuck out and I wasn't coming back either."
"So you went to Stuart's?"
The underside of my shaft was rubbing the crack of her ass while Holly bumped and twerked in brief intervals as my fingers dug into the spongy boulders sloping off her chest. The steam had risen giving everything this surreal quality as we fooled around. Her moans and little whispers enhanced the proceedings taking me out of myself for a few moments to kiss the center of her back.
"It was already after school; my dad was at his second job and there was no way I was going back home. Stuart's mom worked from three to twelve, so I figured I'd tell him I was running away and get a little back after all the shit mom put me threw that day. I wanted some get back, but I was so scared of her in those days."
Holly's thick, muscular butt was working my cock into a lathered mess and I couldn't take it anymore. I grabbed her hips, smacking wildly into her butt for a good five minutes. The friction and slippery frottage had the translucent, sliding shower door fogged up. She feverishly snatched my hand back up to her right breast wanting it handled. I began pinching and twisting that thick nipple making her shriek and whine.
"Put it in here." I glanced down finding her free hand parting a cheek in open invitation.
"Holly."
"Do it; I want it in there."
She was almost pleading just above a whisper as the spongy head of my crown gently pushed inside. Holly gasped, lightly pushing her butt backward until all was inside. One of my hands was pulled down to her crotch, intent on having her clit stimulated. We started bumping softly as I diddled her button. My free hand continued kneading her huge bust, pinching her nipples.
"AW DERRICK, YEAH THAS WHAT I NEED!! Yeah man, do that shit; make me feel it baby!! Fuck me so good!! YAAAHHH, I FEEL IT THERE BAA-BEEE!! Oh, I like how it feels; so much better than Stuart."
"Did you guys do it that time, have sex?"
"No."
"No, why?" she was working back into me with deep, meaningful strokes. I didn't have to move much as she continued.
"Stuart didn't believe I was running away at first, but I just kept telling him anyway. He tried talking me out of it by saying how my dad would be hurt if I didn't say goodbye. I knew why I was there, but this guy was so stupid and fucking oblivious. So, I asked him for a cup of water and when he left the room, I lost the oversized jersey and the dumb t-shirts. You should have seen his face when he got back with that water."
"You didn't fuck?"
"Didn't I say, no?" I ignored the agitation in her voice watching my cock slide in and out of her backdoor as the steam obscured us. Holly's hand covered the one diddling her, partially directing it.
"I told him that my chest was the reason my mother was so paranoid and apologized for the racist shit she yelled at him that night. I offered my boobs for him to uhm, use. He was staring at me all crazy, kinda making me nervous! His hands were trembling so much, I had to put them on my tits, myself."
"That was the first time you ever titfucked, right?"
"Yeah, he blew his load so quick, but his dick stayed hard. Stuart fucked the shit outta my titties a bunch of times as I laid on his bed on top of his homework and comics. He didn't give a fuck about anything once he realized I'd been holding out on him. Kept talking about how he couldn't believe it was happening, and if only he knew I had big tits!! He just kept fucking the shit outta them, even when I said stop, then he tried to stick his dick in my mouth..."
"You beat him up again?"
"No but I shoved him off and started bitching him out; he probably thought I was gonna steal on him. So he started apologizing and saying all the right things until I was naked. He was so excited that he just splooged all over my pussy before he could put it in. That asshole tried to get me to suck his dick again, so I got dressed and went back home. It was about ten thirty, and my dad was standing outside the house smoking a joint with a tall can in the other hand."
"You were in trouble, huh?"
"Yeah but dad understood like mom never would and a bag of my clothes was outside the front door with his packed duffle bag. Both of us ended up staying over at his friend's house for two months while mom drove my siblings nuts with her bullshit."
"Divorce."
"No, just satellite marriage bullshit with dad going home a couple of times a week to bang mom cause she had it in her head that he was screwing around. Also he had to check on the other kids who were begging him to come back home. We had to go back, because I wasn't a virgin anymore by that time and his family was all the way on the other side of the country."
"Huh?"
"Don't judge but I did what I had to do to stay in that lovely house. It started with my tits but got out of hand before dad found out." We were fucking pretty hard at this point with nothing held back.
"His friend had a son?"
"No."
"What?"
"It started off with fifty to see and play with my tits but ended up at three hundred dollars to shove his cock between them with the promise of more finances to come, Dad didn't know shit because he was working his ass off and drinking when he was home. I was ghosting Stuart at school after I came out, getting all the fucking clout in one day when I finally dressed like a girl. He was so hurt, but he couldn't get near me anymore."
"Shit Holly."
"Dean, my dad's white affluent friend, was probably about fifty when he took my cherry. We were supposed to be titfucking, but that fucker shoved it inside!! He didn't give a damn about being arrested for assault and said he'd get off because I was legal. I got the shit fucked out of me on that bed surrounded by twelve hundred dollars in cash when dad stumbled in toasted with bottle in hand."
"He fucked that guy up?"
"We fucked Dean up together; my dad was drunk off his ass and no match for a naked pervert hopped up on Viagra. I had his splooge all over me and inside too. I ended up getting way more than dad until he begged off telling us to get the fuck out of his place. I told him, uh warned him that I had his cum all over me and was going to the cops; but he just laughed with a mouth full of blood. He was calling my dad as we pulled down the driveway offering shut up money."
"You didn't take it right?"
"Not really."
"What does that mean, huh?"
Instead of answering, Holly kept bumping backward with rough, jagged twerks of her hips drawing both of my hands up to her breasts. I didn't want to think about her story. The recounting of it was supposed to be therapeutic in my opinion, but she seemed to want me to know how scarred she was on the inside. I remembered the first time we met at that damn porn convention with mixed feelings because both of the women I encountered were so fucking broken, shattered into a thousand pieces. Holly allowed her legs to part a bit rewarding the exposed portion of my tumescence with complete balls deep penetration. She was leaning against the wall like she was being arrested.
"Oh, fuck me Derrick-FUH!! FUCK IT FOR ME DERRICK!! I NEED TO FEEL SOMETHING!!"
Water was splashing everywhere as we rutted and ground one another into nothingness. I was cumming before I even realized it, filling her to the brim. I withdrew resting my tumescence between her cheeks as the vestiges of my essence glazed her thick, meaty derriere. After a few seconds, Holly turned to face me, gasping, and flushed.
"I didn't really earn that scholarship, academically. It was, kinda owed."
"Don't, I don't wanna know." Both of us were inundated by the shower spray as Holly brought both of her hands up running them through her bushy lioness mane.
I couldn't tell if she were crying or if it was simply water running down her face.
"Hey just hear me out; it's the least you can do after I let you into my ass. Sorry to be so fucking dramatic, but I- uhm, feel like I need to get this shit out." She was fondling me as she spoke, stroking my tumescence lightly.
"Okay, tell me."
"Ah, fucking mom had to go and cheat on my dad; so shit went sideways in a big way after I kicked the fuck out of her. I just beat her down and took her phone finding out about that other guy she was fucking; I wanted a piece of him so bad Derrick, kind of obsessed. Got my friends involved after my dad told me to leave mom alone."
"What'd you do?"
"I fucked it up man; screwed myself and all my goddamn friends; puto abusador de niños!! Yeah Dean got out of the deal when that school got a truckloads of my nudes from that guy mom cheated with. I tried to roll her again for what she'd done to me, beat her like she'd beat me all those years, but dad stopped me. I got pissed and stormed out with his car keys; was gonna take care of that slick bastard, myself."
"Holly, you didn't?" I was afraid I was about to hear a murder confession.
"No, he was gone, and so was my future. His apartment had been packed up and the movers left the door unlocked. I sat in that empty apartment looking out the window for something. Funny, it kind of smelled in there, guess from my friends fucking him up. One of the guys, did a number two on his carpet. Stupid asshole, the cops took the shit for testing." Holly chuckled at the morbid situation as I realized I wasn't going anywhere until she finished.
"Go on, continue."
"Drove home a few hours later in the dark; hadn't realized I left my phone at home. It was cool being unplugged, so I guess I should thank that bastard for something at least. I found Stuart walking home from the convenience store and talked him into my car. We went out to the woods and came back the next day. Mom had nothing to say about that, and you know what?"
"What?"
"If she'd just kept her cool when Stuart brought me home that night; none of that shit would've happened." We stared at one another under the spray which was fast becoming cold.
"Why're you telling me this?"
"Because I needed to Derrick; I think you need to hear that sometimes things happen for a reason."
Her motivation was oddly affecting as I stepped closer intending to reach around her to turn off the shower. She wrapped her arms around me in a meaty hug full of desperate promise which was awkward. Holly snatched down a towel wiping the excess moisture from my body like some dutiful wife.
I returned the favor, but she snatched the damp towel away bringing my hands to her breasts as she handled my member feeling it lengthen and fatten. Her fingers slid along it as we both watched it thicken to the point that it hurt. Holly knew how to touch a man, well versed in using her body as I pondered the complete validity of the story she'd told. My body didn't care one way or the other.
"Come on, fuck me one more time." She half whispered leading me to the bed where she released my hand crawling onto it on all fours. I was getting ready to take her from the back when Holly turned facing me on hand and knee.
Her lips parted gradually accepting most of my length as Holly rocked lightly using her mouth to please me. Her huge breasts were more pendulous in this position, swing like big meaty pendulums. Her Rubenesque figure was awe inspiring prostrate in this manner as her weight caused the bed to rock and creak.
There wasn't so much suction as she used her mouth in wet, sloppy fashion holding oral position as I plunged in and out. I gathered her bushy hair up into a tight ponytail going a bit harder until a web of drool ran down her chin. Images of her being taken in the same fashion by some faceless man prompted an abrupt halt to the proceedings.
"You don't have to stop; keep going Derrick. I wanna make you feel good tonight."
"Let's feel good together, okay?"
I cupped the underside of her chin using my thumb to wipe away the vestiges of my precum intermingled with her copious saliva. I prodded her upright on her knees by pulling up on her chin until her face was level with mine. I kissed her lightly on the lips, leaving her breezy.
"Okay."
Both of us cupped the outside of her huge breasts, jointly fondling them together until she pinched her nipples wetting my abdomen with enormous mams engorged with milk. She allowed me to play and nurse on her teats as much as I wanted, alternately kissing her sensuous and hard. My hand refused to let go of the makeshift ponytail trapped in my fist as we fell into the bed.
I slid in balls deep to the hilt, methodically long stroking Holly as she moaned and gasped with every thrust. Her cunt was gummy and slippery wet, snapping down on my shaft until she was shivering. Both of her legs were spread apart at her sided, knees folding calves under the back of her thighs in a new display of flexibility. I made a meal out of her nipples, nipping sucking and grinding my teeth on them as She wailed arching her lower back.
Her belly rose off the bed while she caressed my back rubbing and massaging as milky froth appeared on my thrusting member. Her thick butt bounced up in comedic fashion allowing more depth as I thumped her walls. I cupped the outside of her enormous breasts pushing together as hard as I could until milk was squirting and running freely from her engorged nipples. Holly Santos felt too good as I gathered up her legs pressing them against my torso.
Her cries of pleasure had evolved into more girlish sounding gasps as my crotch slapped into the bottom of her butt. My balls were bouncing from the kinetic motion as I continued moving forward eventually squatting in place giving Holly everything. Her hands continually groped and squeezed her massive bust until it was glistening with moisture, even her face.
The fire in my inner thighs was searing and unbearable as the spunk boiled in my sack churned into a frenzy by this zaftig ingenue. Her crotch was rocking, sawing, and bouncing making the bed shiver and shake under our frenetic coupling. That churned, agitated jizz was being worked up my shaft in scintillating degrees by her popping hips until I could take it no longer.
Holly could feel it too, instinctively locking her ankles together in the small of my back despite my position essentially crouching over her, vertically. She pulled my hands down onto her tits, covering her nipples as her sweetness flowed between my fingers because of the dead weight mashing down on them. Her eyes were slits, face flushed almost beet red as she sobbed openly wrenching my cock about inside her snapping cunt.
Her interlocked ankles bucked against my back like some jockey trying to reach the finish line as I began to crest. I fell to my knees struggling hard to separate her legs. Holly redoubled her efforts trying to trap me between her scissored legs, but I managed to pull them apart enough for my cock to pop out of her snapping pussy.
It was a sight to see as her puffy mound and pinkened slit glistened and ran freely with her essence and my precum. The crown of my cock poked her muff a few times gaining entrance for a few seconds as I reached a fever pitch, finding it a Herculean task to disengage. I'd barely slipped out when I exploded a thick milky rope hitting her slit followed by several others that completely covered her sex and inner thighs.
It felt so good that streams of almost transparent ooze dribbled down the underside of my cock. Holly was propped up on her elbows looking down between her thighs at what I'd done, still flushed, breathing hard. She reached down stroking out the rest from my penis, intermittently tapping it on her frosted mound. I reluctantly pried her hands off, watching her rub my cum into her muff spreading it over her belly as well.
"I'm glad I ran into you tonight Derrick."
"Oh yeah; I really needed this Holly." I admitted, no issues or misplaced bravado left. My cock was still twitching at the sight of her lying there, half raised on her elbows.
"Think, I'm gonna take a nap real quick." Holly started to turn towards her side of the bed taking custody of my wrist.
I willingly followed her pulling the bedding over our bodies as we spooned tightly. My hand ended up trapped in her deep cleavage, her bicep pinning my arm down. It was almost daylight as I fell asleep beside the snoring girl. It was a good sleep, a deep satisfying sleep that washed away some of the hurt and pain I'd experienced taking Jenny Delacruz far away into the darkness.
"¿Por qué eres tan cruel conmigo? Todavía te amo, pero no estoy enamorado de ti Stuart. Tienes que respetarme. Tienes que respetar a nuestro hijo. No me importa que haya firmado mis derechos."
The sunlight filtered into the motel room along with a serious migraine as I found myself looking up at the ceiling noticing a ceiling fan slowly rotating. It was really humid and hot as I glanced over finding Holly's back facing me. She was curled up into a ball with the majority of the bedding wrapped around her body, already awake on her phone. It was in speaker mode and she was having a heated conversation.
"I AINT GOTTA DO SHIT; YOU CAN TAKE ME TO COURT IF YOU DON'T LIKE IT, BITCH!! AND STOP CALLING MY PHONE, MY WIFE TRYING TO SLEEP!!" The voice on the other side of the line was decidedly, a brother, albeit a bit nasally in the voice.
"She's my baby, too."
"WAS YOUR BABY, BITCH!!" He slammed in Holly's face. I could hear her weeping for a long while afterwards. I pondered my next course of action for a few minutes before she turned facing me with a forced smile.



"Sorry about waking you up like that; I have drama in my life."
"Yeah, I heard."
"Derrick uhm, you like me, right?"
"Well isn't it obvious?" Holly shifted in the bed causing it to shake a bit until she was lying on her back beside me. We were both staring up at the ceiling together. She rolled the blankets down to her thighs exposing her nudity.
"Hey Derrick, feel this."
Holly grabbed my hand pressing it down just under her belly button, handling my fingers kind of roughly. I felt a horizontal scar very minute, just across and above her pelvis. She held my hand there in place not saying anything. I let it rest there glancing over at her face in mute query.
"Well, I did say we drove out to the woods that night. I just, kinda felt guilty about everything. Man, I blamed myself and these fucking tits for what happened and how it split us apart. We did it all night and a little bit into the morning just like you and I did today."
"Holly?"
"I did it because I didn't want to end up like my mom; I ain't got no business being a mother so I signed the paper." The sadness in her voice was unmistakable.
"Holly?"
"That shit mean I don't miss her; I love her so much. Why else would I give birth to her anyway, huh Derrick? Stuart mad because we didn't end up together, but he got no right keeping me away from the baby. I just, uhm wanna see her sometimes, is all Derrick." I rolled over draping an arm over her bust.
"Holly?"
"WHAT?!!" She sounded ready to pummel me, pummel anybody honestly.
"Wanna go back across the street and get something to eat?" Her eyes widened as she turned to me softly smiling. Her hand came up, cradling my cheek as we kissed.
I wasn't promising anything, just breakfast.
THE END
**********************
Note: Derrick will return in UNDERCOVER FREAKS Volume 2: "The Butt"
Note: Holly Santos will return in "GAMER GIRL"
Thanks for reading-Please comment and like. I appreciate all the fans of these characters.
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"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!" I was just about to have a midday shower when I was disturbed.
Somebody was blowing up my door on this fine Saturday afternoon and I wasn't pleased. I was having a get together for some of the guys, but it was later in day. I liked to sleep in on the weekends and we were just gaming. I'd purchased this new fighting game online and it had been downloading since one in the morning. My friend group were excited about this new fighting game because of the look and easy playability. It cost a pretty penny, but I just had to spoil myself a little after recent events. I had the towel bunched up around my waist as I peered through the peephole.
"Ah shit."
Holly Santos was standing outside on my second floor stoop, looking perpetually irritated. We'd sporadically talked after a one night stand that saw us drift apart after a few weeks. I figured she went back to her baby's daddy in some manner or had a new fuck buddy. I wasn't all that bothered either way as I opened the door.
"Open up, I wanna come in for a minute, Derrick!" She was definitely agitated about something and I knew it would be hell getting her out of my house if she came inside. I just open my big door leaving the screen door locked.
"What're you doing here?"
"What, I can't come over to your place, huh?!!" Holly tried the screen door shaking it insistently.
This mixed black-Latina hybrid was dressed in her androgynous best, wearing a XXL-Sized Packers jersey obviously intended to hide her massive boobs from public scrutiny. Holly also wore one of those white long sleeved gym shirts underneath which in tandem with the colorful African beads draped about her neck, gave the twentysomething a "woke conscious" appeal or sorts. Her lower half was loose, baggy jeans and a pair of tan lumber jane boots. Her shaggy, light brown hair was completely blown out in outrageous fashion to a massive female afro. Given her big, blocky stature and dress, one could honestly mistake her for a dude from a distance.
"You want something, don't you?"
"Open up the door and find out baby." She was overtly feminine for a few seconds before shaking my screen door handle again. I wasn't fooled in the least even though I already knew what she was working with. I was reluctant.
"Stop fucking around."
Holly's features were somewhere between mischievous adolescent and self-aware which added this transparent air of intimidation about her person. She pressed close to the screen door, but I doubt she could see my state of undress through the metal mesh.
"YOU GOT SOMEBODY IN THERE?!!" Holly pressed into my screen trying to peer into my place as her huge bust mashed into the dingy mesh.
"Yeah." I lied.
To put things into perspective, my reluctance emanated from a series of one sided conversations centered around her failed relationship with her ex, Stuart. We'd gone to dinner a few times, but she opted out of anything else, one time giving me a conciliatory hand job on one occasion. The final straw had been used one night when I'd decided to air my grievances which ended up being a night long, deep conversation into the morning hours. When I was done airing out my soul, Holly responded with a loud, wet snore. She'd fallen asleep while I was talking.
"You serious, right; you ain't bullshitting me, are you?" Holly was still edging into the door kind of looking right at my face.
"Look, why don't you go talk to Stuart?" I observed a flash of emotion on her face which denoted the barely hidden hold her unseen ex-boyfriend retained on her psyche. That unregistered expression melted into a knowing smile.
"Derrick."
"What?" Her hand never left the door and I was getting antsy about my friends showing up and finding Holly at my doorstep. I wondered what Gerald would do if he saw her. I'd never told him that I hooked up with her, and there's no way he wouldn't remember Holly from that convention.
"You're still mad about that time I feel asleep while you were getting weepy, huh?"
"Fuck you."
"Yeah, you're mad." Instead of being offended, she was wearing this beaming smile that was off-putting.
"So you just gonna hang out on my stoop?"
"Not if you let me in, baby."
Holly was leaning on my screen door at an angle giving me a slight view down the second floor corridor of my apartment building. My building had been a motel two decades earlier before being converted into rental spaces. I occupied the second tier floor which afforded me a look down in to the adjoined parking lot and matching units adjacent to my own.
"Go home."
"Nah, I'm gonna sit down and wait for your girl to come out; then I'm gonna say I'm your baby mamma. I'm gonna tell her about our six kids and I might even clip her if she gets mouthy."
Holly sat down on the edge of the stairs leading up to my apartment from the ground floor. Even sitting down, she presented a large stationary object blocking any potential neighbors trying to get upstairs. Dealing with her was like dealing with an immovable object. Most of my neighbors presented a mixed bag, racially speaking. That big, bushy afro of hers caught a bit of the afternoon breeze making her look the humanoid lioness whose sign she was born under.
"Suit yourself." I went to close the main door when she called out.
"DERRICK!!"
"Yeah?"
"Can you let me in; I gotta use the bathroom?" I smirked knowing her ruse. It irked me that she thought a simple lie would gain her entrance into my place.
"There's a service station on the next block; they got bathrooms." Holly turned at the waist looking up at my face, brow furrowed.
"Are you serious? Are you telling me that I have to walk a block and sit on some Aids infested toilet seat because you got some skinny little bitch in there, eh payaso?" The tone of her authoritative voice made me double check the lock on my screen door.
"Yup." I closed the door in her face with a pronounced thud, intending to take that shower.
I figured my actions would seal the deal in whatever we were to each other. I was already regretting tossing away her huge melons when Holly began pounding on my door louder than before. This time it seemed like she was putting her weight behind it. I quickly opened it again, finding her face wedged into the screen level with my own. The sight and expression on her childishly pretty countenance was jarring.
"What is it now, Holly?"
"Hey man, can't you let me take a piss on your fucking toilet? So what you gotta little tart in there; I don't give a shit about that because I'm about to piss my fucking pants, Derrick!!" Her tone was quick, insistent, and decidedly strained as if she were a telemarketer or something.
"No, go to the station Holly."
"Is that your final answer, nigga?" Her voice was stone cold, the question had a finality to it that was also an open challenge. Holly Santos was counting on my memories of the one night stand we'd had.
"Yup." I slammed the door in her face this time.
"¡Mierda, no puedo creer que este cabrón me cierre la puerta en la cara! ¡¡Dios mío, ¿quién se cree este tonto que es?!! WHAT-THE-FUCK-DERRICK?!!"
Holly's bilingual nature seemed to rear its ugly head when she was pissed. She'd confided in one of our previous calls that it was a conscious decision to distance herself from her Mexican mother. You could hear the sizzle in her voice when she spoke of the woman who gave birth to her.
"Well, I told you where a toilet was, Holly."
"ALRIGHT FINE, DERRICK!!" She reached under her jersey quickly unsnapping her baggy jeans pushing them down to her knees. This made the jersey look like a mini dress despite her Rubenesque frame.
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!!" I panicked as Holly squatted down right in front of my doorstep. She was stooping right on my fucking welcome mat.
"I'm taking a fucking piss right here on your shit; I gotta real full tank too, motherfucker!" She'd gathered up the hem of that extra large football jersey giving me a side view of her butt.
Just down the short exterior corridor, my neighbors door was opening adding to my situation. This really crazy and devoutly religious woman lived there. She was this redheaded bespectacled zealot who routinely left church pamphlets and flyers for her church stuck to my screen door. I thought she was on the make or something initially but asked her to stop littering my door which she didn't take kindly to in the least. Building management informed me that I'd been reported for harassment, afterwards. Now she was opening her front door in the company of another female carrying an infant in one of those baby pouches.
"GET YOUR ASS IN HERE!!" I yanked the door open snatching Holly inside my apartment.
"FUCK OFF ME!!"
Holly tossed an elbow as I quickly closed the door using the peep hole to watch my neighbor and her guest walking down the adjacent stairs to the ground level. Holly wasn't done, force marching over to my bedroom door shoving it open with both hands to find an empty bed. She side stepped to the second bedroom cracking the door, peering inside at the empty room I used for storage. Holly turned to me with a gregarious smile on her face, leaning against the wall between the rooms.
"Ain't nobody here; why're you fronting?"
"Shit." I was busted.
"Hey, you really were mad at me for falling asleep the last time we talked, huh? I can't believe you took it there, Derick; all you had to do was admit you were up in your feelings. So, you still wanna act out, or what?"
"I don't know how you were able to get in here with that fat head of yours; ego much, Holly?" It seemed like she'd forgotten about using my bathroom as she smiled knowingly, biting her lower lip.
"Get over here, nigga." She playfully crooked her finger, beckoning me over. It was condescending as her opinion of herself swelled to new heights. I ruefully approached like some angry, spiteful adolescent. Holly grabbed one of my hands at the wrist swinging it a little.
"Unzip me."
She directed my hands to her baggy jeans so sure of herself that I felt stupid when I drew down the zipper. I averted my eyes downward away from her face as she peeled the halves of her jeans apart revealing this tiny floral thong, which was so tight, it looked painted onto her honey drenched skin.
"How do you get those on?"
"Respect the effort." Holly smiled popping the tight elastic band holding the tight, miniscule material to her zaftig proportions. Before I could react, her nimble fingers dug into the towel at my waist snatching it away.
Holly grabbed my endowment like she owned it giving the shaft a few soft strokes gradually drawing me closer. Both of us watched the head of my cock as Holly tapped it against her mound, eventually caressing the underside of my shaft into her muff. My member thickened into a fleshy bar even rubbing the slight scar left behind from a fateful surgery that bought a life into this world. Her hands went to my bare butt mashing both of our pelvises together. Holly was single minded trapping my cock lengthwise between her labia and her surprising thigh gap.
"Baby, you know what to do." The sound of her voice was calming and authoritative lulling my defenses away as we shared a kiss reminiscent of our initial one night stand.
Her tongue slipped into my mouth effortlessly. I cupped the outside of her breasts pushing inward causing a surge in her cleavage underneath the jersey. My fingers eagerly dug into her fleshy sides as I began sawing my length in and out of her thigh gap. Holly got dripping wet in seconds, lubricating our coupling. Her parted slit cradled my girth as I did all the work, slowly fucking the negative space between her thighs. Our eyes jointly watched my cock pumping her lightly furred muff. Her essence coated my shaft glistening in the sunlight from the open bathroom a few feet away.
"Wanna fuck me?"
"Yeah Holly, I wanna fuck you.
"You sure about that? I mean, I don't want you to get butt hurt or cheat on your imaginary girlfriend, Derrick." Holly gathered her jersey up further revealing the undersides of dual cups of her monstrosity of a brassiere.
"Shut up bitch." I helped myself to big handfuls of her breasts luxuriating in the feel of the silken material between my fingers.
Holly responded similarly grabbing handfuls of my naked buttocks yanking me into her squishy thigh gap repeatedly. I busied myself rolling that oversized jersey up until the underside of her covered breasts appeared. My fingers sought out the visible nubs created by her thickening nipples, pinching them a bit. Her breasts were simply massive and heavy to the touch creating a ripple effect across the surface of her jersey. This brassiere was more utilitarian than anything born of style, but her huge mams brought with it an added allure. Holly rewarded herself with a clawing handful of my right buttock giving me a simultaneous wet, sloppy kiss.
"¡¡Realmente necesito que me jodas hasta la mierda!! ¡¡Necesito mucho follar!! ¡¡Tienes que joderme los sesos, negro!! ¡¡¿Me vas a follar?!!"
"Does that mean something like fucking?"
"What do you think, Derrick?" Holly punctuated her statement by gathering up her jersey and the thick underwire cups of her brassiere with a sudden yank exposing her bust.
Her heavy breasts bounced downward with a sustained rubbery jiggle and bounce that had me fit to be tied. Before I could respond, Holly wrapped her arms around my head quickly smothering me with her boobs. My head was engulfed in stifling warmth on either side. Not to be outdone I managed two middle fingers in her snatch curved into her sweet spot. I retaliated with a rough hooking motion attacking that elusive bumpy ridge inside her cunt. Holly nearly swooned taking us both to the floor.
"CHEATING!!" Holly yelped releasing me so that she could free herself from my invading digits. I wasn't that easy however, jostling with her relentlessly.
"STREET RULES BABY!!" I challenged back as she giggled and half gasped, quickly losing strength. She was already moaning, suddenly gagging herself with her middle and pointer fingers. Her cheeks vacuumed inward sucking hard on her own digits allowing me to redoubled my efforts for a few seconds.
"Oh sí, ¿cómo te gusta esto, eh lindo?!! ¿Quieres que juegue con tu puto negro?!! ¿Quieres que te masturbe con Derrick?!! Te gusta esta mierda, ¿eh?!!" Holly dropped those wet digits snatching up my cock, wildly stroking.
"YOU BITCH, THAT'S CHEATING!!" Holly laughed hard, deftly flicking her wrist jerking me off with a circular motion.
"Street rules, nigga!" Both of our lips mashed together in sloppy, manic fashion as we made out before I took it further. We laughed and giggled into each other's mouths as we continued our competitive game of grab ass.
Holly offered no resistance whatsoever as I spun her around facing the wall between my two bedrooms finding that she was wearing a beaded thong. This undergarment was a weird contrast to the androgynous outer shell she used to travel the streets unmolested. To the unaware and uninitiated, Holly Santos outwardly appeared decidedly "mannish" leaving many to assume she was a staunch member of the LGBTQ community. Underneath the layers, she was wholly feminine with a staggering womanhood.
"TAKE THIS SHIT FOR BEING OUT OF POCKET!!" My palm collided with her right butt cheek several times as she winced, half giggling.
"WHAT?!!" She playfully complained as I stopped, staring wide eyed, brow raised.
"You were gonna take a piss on my doormat, bitch." Holly glanced back at me over her shoulder, incredulous before bursting into laughter. My hand came down on the other side of her butt giving it a matching reddened hue.
"Aw man, I was just fucking with you Derrick." Holly admitted.
"Yeah, you was just fucking with me; is that right?"
"Yeah." She admitted a second time as I stared down at my handiwork. Even through her honey soaked skin tone, I'd managed to leave a distinct handprint on one of her cheeks. Holly Santos didn't mind the rough stuff, otherwise she had more than enough street fighting acumen to put me on my ass.
"Just fucking with me, huh?!"
"What nigga; you deaf and fucking dumb, eh?!!"
Holly yelped loudly like a wounded animal as my prick found a home deep in her snatch. She instinctively arched her back accepting the most savage thrusts I could manage. Her thick butt had become a bit wider since we'd hooked up months earlier but retained its basic shape and medium shallowness. All of her openings were utterly visible as my pelvis bounced off her defiant butt. One thing about screwing Holly Santos that was one hell of a plus, was her steamy little snatch. It didn't take any time for her to get oily wet and volcanically hot. She joked that it was because of her half Latin heritage.
"Come on, Derrick!"
"HUH?"
"COME ONNNNN, DERRICK!!" She repeated again, whining desperately this time as her butt bounced off my crotch.
"WHUH, WHAT'RE YOU TALKING ABOUT?!!"
"FUCK ME RIGHT NIGGA; FUCK MY PUSSY FOR ME MOTHERFUCKER!! FUCK SHIT MAN!! ¡¡MI DIOSO COÑO ES TAN JODEROSAMENTE CALIENTE AHORA MISMO!! FOLLAR LA MIERDA DE ESTE COÑO NEGRO!! HAZ QUE VENGA POR TI DERRICK!!" Holly went into hysterics frantically twerking and sawing her butt in wrenching fashion.
"TAKE THIS DICK HOLLY!! TAKE THIS FUCKING COCK IN THAT ASS!!" I yelled back, my own voice faltering a bit, almost falsetto.
"¡¡OH DIOS MÍO!! ¡¡SÍ NIGGA, SÍ HOMBRE!! FOLLAR ESE COÑO MOJADO!! DAME LO QUE NECESITO DERRICK!! YEAH BABY, GET IT!! GET IT NIGGGAAAA!! OOOHHH SHIT, DERRICK!!" Holly was so wet at this point that my ears were assailed with her slickness and various queefs.
"HERE YOU GO BITCH, TAKE THIS COCK!!" Holly locked her legs at the knees giving me a stationary target as she took everything, I could give on this fateful Saturday afternoon. Her enormous breasts were mashed against the wall, both of her palms flat against it.
My right thumb pried the back of that beaded thong to the side as the head of my cock appeared ejaculating in molten pulses. Several ropes of milky cum soiled that thick, wriggling butt as Holly glanced over her shoulder watching and cooing. I made a royal mess out of her thick ass leaving my gooey essence drizzling over the curve of her backside.
"Yeah baby; you know what I need, right?"
"I was gonna ask you the same thing Holly; guess I was a little backed up." I commented still taking visual stock of my handiwork.
"Clean me up; get a towel."
"Ah why don't you jump in the shower?"
"Dumbass, get a fucking towel; if I move, your cum is gonna get all up in the crotch of my jeans." I felt like an idiot, but still acquiesced warming a hand towel in my adjacent bathroom sink. I really made a mess of her backside, but it felt awkward wiping her down. I made sure to get everything wiped up as she held her position.
"Alright you good Holly; shower's still available if you want." There was a thuggish smirk on her face as she reached down pulling her baggy jeans up.
"Hey, you're real good at that shit; maybe I should have you shave my coño too."
"You're so funny." I deadpanned.
"Hey uhm, Derrick; I gotta ask you something." Holly sounded apprehensive right off the bat as she buckled up giving me pause. There was a strange look on her face as I figured out the reason for our sudden hookup.
"What, are you in trouble or something?" I reached down snatching up my bath towel, wrapping it about my waist.
"Not yet."
"What's going on, Holly?!!"
"Nothing, it's just that I want a favor, is all Derrick. Can you help me out with a little favor, huh? Stop being so fucking dramatic; geez it's like you ain't even had no pussy, yet? I just wanna unconditional fucking yes to my request; can you do that, eh?" Her instantly manic tone definitely gave me pause.



"Cut the shit Holly." She rolled her eyes petulantly averting them from my face.
"Look, I was thinking we could, like go somewhere and have a little fun Derrick. Yeah, just the two of us, but you act like I'm trying to steal your fucking kidney or something. I mean, it seemed like you liked me enough when you was blowing jizz all over my fucking ass a second ago!"
I was watching her eyes the whole time noting how she looked away when she said certain things. It was a trick I picked up from my late grandmother. She always said lying people had a hard time looking you in the eye.
"Holly." I grabbed her hand pulling her into a kiss that silenced the natural fire. She was definitely up to something and I wasn't gonna give a blind acquiescence.
"Come on Derrick, what were you doing any ways on a Saturday afternoon, huh?" I peppered her cheeks with kisses hoping to get her off of whatever she was planning.
Before I could answer, we were both interrupted by rapping at my front door. I suddenly recalled my afternoon itinerary of gaming with my clique of friends. My large flat screen television was off, but my console was active with the expensive game I'd purchased the night before, likely downloaded. Holly Santos appearance on my stoop, understandably distracting me from a sexual point of view. The rapping continued unabating as I redoubled my grip on the towel at my waist.
"Hey, get that for me Holly."
"WHO IS IT?!!" She growled looking suddenly ready for a fight.
"It's just my friends; we're gaming today." I passed to her right intent on grabbing some clothes in my bedroom, but Holly grabbed my forearm.
"Hey, what about what we've got going on?"
"We can talk about that later; we've been planning this for a week and a half. Look, I gotta get some clothes on, alright?"
"But you're supposed to hang out with me!"
"What's the big deal? You can hang here with me and the guys; you like video games right, Holly?" I gently peeled her fingers off my arm but the expression on her face read of hurt. I was trying to find a middle ground as the knocking continued.
"Whatever fool."
"Get the door." I dipped into my bedroom pulling the door up before hopping into some sweat pants and a white t-shirt with the Atari logo emblazoned across the chest. My anxiety ramped up a bit as I could hear Holly stomping across the living floor to my front door throwing it wide open.
"Sí, ¿qué diablos quieres que venga a mi puta puerta de entrada golpeando esa mierda como si te debiera algo, perra?" My fears were well founded as I heard Holly loudly speaking in her native language to one of my friends.
"Uhm, we looking for Derrick?" I recognized Gerald's voice and the grumbling of some others.
"¡¿Quién diablos es Derrick?!! ¡No conozco a ningún idiota de Derrick! ¡¡Tienes el maldito apartamento equivocado y será mejor que patees piedras antes de que te ilumine el culo gordo con algunas balas, payaso!!"
"This, is Derrick's apartment, ain't it?" I had to admit how good Holly's technique was as Gerald sounded legitimately confused even though he knew I lived here.
He'd been over not two days prior as we talked of having a game day with friends. Holly was going the full "I don't speak no English" route with my friends as I finished abruptly dressing. I bounced up out of my bedroom finding her leaning into the still closed screen door using her bulk to obscure their view into my place.
"I DON'T KNOW NO FUCKING DERRICK!!" Holly's black side surged and bubbled to the top manifesting itself in stereotypical rolling of her neck faux sister girl mode.
"STOP PLAYING BABY!!" I brought my hand down in a loud resounding slap to her rear nudging her to the side as I unlocked my screen door.
I found Gerald and another friend Walter standing outside on my stoop. Another one of my friends Jimmy, appeared in the stairwell carrying a platter of sandwiches. Walter was holding a paper bag full of sodas while Gerald carried six packs of beer in both hands. The guys seemed reluctant as he spoke up for the group.
"Hey man, you got something going on; we need to come back or something?"
"YEAH!!" Holly yelled from inside earning a disparaging glance from me. She was skulking about, pacing in front of my television.
"We're cool Gerald; I got the game downloaded and ready to go, man. You guys brought eats like we discussed so let's do it."
"That your girl?" Gerald whispered as Jimmy pushed by us into the apartment. He was an avowed bachelor with too many baby mammas and no fucks to give. He also shared something in common with Holly in that he was mixed as well.
"Shut up." I mumbled back at the bone headed inquiry.
"Derrick, you know we can come back later; or maybe you could let us get that console bruh, and you can keep getting it in with the young lady there. We can take that shit to a motel and play; you just call us when you're done." Walter a tall, gentle shut-in at twenty-five years of age and six four inches of height shook his head in verbal step with my portly friend.
"How long were you out here, nigga?" The awkward expression on Gerald's face spoke volumes immediately embarrassing me.
"Well, we knew you weren't gonna let us watch, so we hung back to the Bevmo for more drinks." I facepalmed realizing how loud Holly and I had to be for them to hear us through my closed front door.
"Get your ass in here."
Inside we found Holly already congregating around my dining room table with Jimmy. She was wearing an affable enough smile on her face while helping herself to the sandwich platter. Jimmy was a big, muscle bound guy with a face who juggled any number of girlfriends and a loose moral code. It wasn't outside the realm of possibility that he would put the moves on Holly within moments of meeting her. The rest of us joined them at my table as Holly took note of the dual six packs of beer Gerald was holding.
"Get up off it, big daddy!" Holly helped herself to a can snatching one from the plastic binding holding them together before the six pack could even be placed on the table.
"EXCUSE YOU!" Gerald half growled definitely not feeling her.
"You're excused, and next time get some fucking Heinekens cause this Rolling Rock shit is for pussies." Holly snapped the tab off chugging down the beer in three gulps as we watched amazed. She immediately turned her attention to Walter.
"What you holding, slim?" I noticed that she sounded extra thuggish and not in the subtle way I was used to since our initial meeting.
"Soda." Walter replied meekly.
"I can see its fucking soda cutie; I wanna know what kind, okay?"
Holly spoke in patronizing tone, but Walter wouldn't have picked up on it. He'd long withdrawn into himself after a horrific breakup with a serial cheater. He never seemed to be the same after that when it came to dealing with the opposite sex.
"Grape."
"Brand?"
"Just uhm, grape ma'am." He reiterated.
"Fuck."
Holly snatched another beer from Gerald downing that one in record time as well. She wasn't fooling me one bit being purposely boorish and off-putting to get what she obviously wanted. Jimmy was checking her out but remained silent, looking for an opportunity. I wasn't mad, I knew him like the back of my hand.
"EXCUSE YOU TIMES TWO!!" Gerald exclaimed wide eyed.
"Do you ever say anything else?" Holly bumped chests with him, a static expression reading across her features. She was almost non-verbally challenging my best bud to a fist fight from the look of things.
"I don't think you wanna hear anything else I have to say, Miss Thang!" Gerald wasn't backing down in the least. I understood his point of view as my home was a refuge from his own antagonistic marriage.
"I-THINK-I DO, TUBBY!!" Holly's ego promoted her to press forward as she pivoted at an angle. I recognized her setting up to throw a haymaker stepping between them.
"Cut it out Holly; hey guys just help yourself to the television while I talk to her for a moment."
"WAIT A MINUTE, YOU'RE TAKING HIS SIDE?!"
"Chill out, I don't want no fighting in my place." I rubbed her back, but Holly rolled her shoulder rejecting my attempt to settle things.
"Hey, Derrick, I get that, so we can go outside, and I promise I won't knock him down those stairs." Holly reasoned making Jimmy laugh his ass off while Walter looked uncomfortable.
"AIN'T NOBODY AFRAID OF YOU, QUEEN LATIFAH!!" Gerald was hot and I couldn't blame him one bit. Holly singled him out from the get-go in stereotypical bully fashion.
"Hey, be cool man; you gonna throw hands with a girl?"
Jimmy squeezed in with an arm around Gerald's shoulder trying half heartedly to quell the situation. Holly's eyes narrowed into angry slits at being identified as a quote-unquote girl.
"¡Oye hijo de puta, no me conoces, así que no me llames maldita niña! ¡¡También te romperé el gran culo musculoso, negro!!" Holly went into her native language at the drop of a hat leaving me, Gerald, and Walter out of the loop.
"Lo siento cariño, soy un amante, no un luchador y parece que necesitas un montón de amorosa chica hermosa!!" Jimmy shot back instantly giving her pause.
"You can't handle this." Holly retorted unknowingly flushing at whatever Jimmy said.
My friend the lothario wasn't even bothered by her demeanor. There was no doubt he could run up in her if he applied more of his trademark charm. He had the face for it and way more than enough bad boy charm in spades. Jimmy routinely juggled one or two women at any given time.
"I gotta a license to operate heavy equipment, baby." Jimmy not so covertly patted his crotch caring little that I was standing there.
"You calling me fat?"
"That ass look fat, mamma." He was definitely shooting his shot regardless of my perceived connection with this petulant woman and I'd heard enough.
"Well why don't you two get yourselves a fucking room; Walter, Gerald and I are gonna be hitting up this Mortal Kombat." I snatched up a thick pastrami sandwich accepting an offered soda from Walter joining a brooding Gerald in the living room. Walter followed seconds later with a hangdog look on his face.
Gerald looked like a smoldering volcano still bristling at being challenged to a fight by a woman. Holly Santos really did a number on his psyche maintaining a dismissive tone in regards to his manhood throughout the exchange. Things were obviously not settled, and he was likely thinking of throwing caution to the wind in the most egregious manner possible. His wife while initially a lovestruck obsession during their time dating in their mid-twenties, had become an unrepentant shrew after marriage. A number of kids had him locked into an abusive relationship and despite things; he still loved her as much as the first day he'd laid eyes on the woman.
"They got Robocop and the Terminator in this game, Gerald."
"I know." He replied sulking.
"Really that's awesome; I always wanted to see them fight outside of the comics. That's gonna be epic, Derrick." Walter was excited, obviously doing his best to ignore the tension in my apartment.
"Yeah, they got Spawn in there too." I added side eyeing Gerald who was staring at the wall across the room.
"I don't have a problem with Spawn. But Todd McFarlane is a douche." He added esoterically.
"Well, they got Joker in there too if you don't like Spawn."
"That's just a Johnny Cage skin, and it looks dumb too." Gerald fumed.
Silence followed for a few moments with Walter sitting there looking dumbfounded as I took the opportunity to glance over my shoulder into the dining room. My second floor apartment floor plan had it where the kitchen and dining room were merged bordered by the living room wall.
From my vantage point I was only able to see the side profile and back of my friend Jimmy. Holly had to be inside my rectangular kitchen facing him. They were conversing in hushed Spanish language obviously designed to keep us out of the loop. I knew it was tantamount that I reassert myself glancing back over in Gerald and Walter's direction.
"So uhm, are we uh, playing?" Walter asked, wholly uncomfortable with the atmosphere.
"Hey man, you get started; Gerald, a word outside." He raised an eyebrow in my direction as I got up, following me outside leaving our friend alone with Holly and Jimmy. I kept walking down the stairs without glancing back knowing he was following me.
"So we fucking up Jimmy?"
"Why?"
"He's obviously gonna run up in your butch girlfriend, that shit's so fucking foul, Derrick. I mean, he's a big motherfucking football playing dude; got his MMA thing down too, just saying."
"Man, I don't care about that other than them doing shit in my place. That's not why I called you down here anyway." Gerald looked visibly relieved at the likely losing prospect of jumping our supposed friend.
"Well, what you call me out here for; we ain't throwing hands, are we?"
"NO!"
"What's up, then?" We walked off the downstairs lot at the ground level below my apartment along the thick steel fence that bordered the property.
"You tell me brother; you were ready to toss hands with Holly and I really didn't wanna see you get rolled in front of the boys. Before righteous indignation sets in, she used to bully other bullies in high school and her first boyfriend."
"Seriously?!" Gerald craned his neck to one side, comedically.
"Yeah, said he was ignoring her, so she caught him around the block and jacked up his ribs against a mailbox."
"WHERE YOU MEETING THESE WOMEN?!!"
"Shut up, now spill because I know something's going on with you and it's not because Holly talking out the side of her neck." We walked across an alley to a strip mall adjacent to my apartment building as Gerald worked up the courage.
"Cheated on my wife, bruh." I stopped in my tracks turning to face him on the pavement.
"Gerald Robertson my man; what the fuck is going on in your life, nigga?"
I'd met his wife Shailene (Ironically nicknamed Shaila) on one or two occasions before Gerald lost his job at the temp agency, we were both employed at during that time. She was this extremely bottom heavy redbone with somewhat of a mouth, but he unequivocally loved every hair on her head. I wondered if our brief excursion to a porn convention was responsible for his marital troubles. Clearly the irony of ironies was the fact that I'd initially met Holly Santos there as well.
Somewhere off in the distance somebody was blasting Prince's song "Pop Life" providing an unintentional soundtrack to Gerald's confession.
"Shailene been real fucking nuclear lately because I haven't been working regularly. Treating me like a bald headed step child, no big piece of chicken or nothing, man!! I've been banned from the bedroom and she stay riding my ass all fucking day in front of the kids."
"So you cheated?"
"I wasn't looking for it, but Shailene kept talking all this shit about how my fucking "pussy privileges" were cut off. Man, she was doing that in front of the kids and bragging about it on the phone to her girls and cousins. None of them ever liked me anyway bruh; you know I was actually dating Shailene's cousin Deana before we hooked up!"
"That's fucked up."
"No it wasn't; Deana was playing the long game stringing me along and she kinda, passed me off to Shailene anyways, Derrick."
"Still fucked up."
"Don't judge, you do dumb shit too; or should we go back to your crib so we can watch Jimmy sticking it to your beard, homeboy!!"
"I don't wanna slap a brother, okay Gerald. I'm pretty sure there's no coming back from that as far as the friendship. So just tell me how you ended up stepping out on your wife."
"Shailene called herself going out on one of them girl's nights with her shady friends and I got left home on the couch. She was so shitty that she got her sister to take care of the kids so I couldn't talk to them and went so far as to block all the porn sites on the home computer, too!! While I sitting there considering doing an OJ on her ass, guess who turned up?"
"Who?"
"Yanira, remember her from the agency?"
"Yeah man, she was our supervisor at the agency; hot shit Boricua too. I still think that ass was fake though. Damn Gerald, I ain't hating because at least you hooked up in style!! Yeah, she used to wear all these tight ass clothes teasing everybody in front of her douche husband, Chad."
"She lost the account after I got canned, but Debbie called her up wanting me back for some reason. Yanira got one of those offers she couldn't refuse deals contingent on my reinstatement. So, Yanira knew she fucked up firing me and showed up at my house. Man, if my wife was home..."
"I get it man; complete World Star, right?"
"Definitely, she popped up in the middle of the night while my old lady was out, and shit happened. I wanted an apology and she needed that fucking contract back." We'd entered a liquor store as I bought more beer I didn't need under the watchful eye and security cams of the middle eastern owners. We just ignored the angry stares coming from the front counter. I turned to Gerald; brow raised.
"You blackmailed her?"
"Uh, yeah." Gerald picked a few oversized candy bars from an adjacent shelf holding them up so the counter men could see his intention to purchase the items.
"Gerald Robertson, who are you?"
"A nigga with a job."
"Fuck that's ratchet, man."
"Does it still count as cheating if I didn't cum? Well technically I boned Shailene right after and got it in with her monster butt, anyways; so, it's kind of like I didn't really cheat because I blew my load with my wife."
Gerald's mental gymnastics were incredible as he rationalized his egregious behavior in front of the counter. We were standing in a short line to the cash register as I noticed the store owner visibly amused by our exchange.
"Straight ratchet, nigga."
"She cheated too; some guy named fucking Marvin." Gerald snatched assorted large bags of chips from an adjacent rack.
"The guy's name is Fucking Marvin?" The Arab gentleman behind the counter was barely stifling his laughter as I peered over the counter noticing what appeared to be his wife and a toddler. She didn't look amused by our spartan banter in the least.
"Just Marvin, okay?!!" I snatched up a pack of condoms sitting out in the open within reach, tossing them into my pile of goods. The shop keep happily rang them up as I turned to Gerald.
"Yanira, huh?"
"Yeah, and just to let you know; the ass is fake as fuck."
"I knew it!"
The shop keep burst into laughter ringing Gerald up as his long suffering wife stood up holding their toddler in her arms. My buddy looked understandably shocked making the sign of the cross nodding his head at the angry woman before I audibly slapped him in the back.
"What?!!"
"They're Muslim, you nimrod."
"OH-uhm, sorry about that ma'am." Gerald apologized as I grabbed his bags of goods shoving it into his chest.
"Alhimar al'aswad laenat ealik." She replied earning a menacing glare from her husband that caused her to quickly resume her seat with their child. I was so embarrassed as we exited walking back to my place.
"You're gonna get a divorce, nigga." I cautioned.
"She cheated too."
"We live in a no fault state, dumbass." The realization set in Gerald's features as I chuckled. He was a lovable goof of sorts, but still my best bud.
We approached the edge of the parking lot leading to my place and were surprised to see our mutual acquaintance Jimmy behind the wheel of his refurbished '64 mustang barreling right past us into the adjacent street. Both of us got a fleeting glimpse of his strained features which left both of us puzzled. Jimmy was an affable enough type of fellow even when in the thick of things.
He'd once engaged in a street fight with two guys outside a club trashing both of them still smiling. He was still grinning when the cops hauled him off to jail for an all-expenses paid weekend. Now, Jimmy looked completely pissed, hot and murderous. His wheels actually burned rubber as he made a sharp turn disappearing into the horizon line.



"Oh shit, he was heated." Gerald commented, but I was already running across the parking lot to the stairs leading up to my flat.
I was relieved to find Holly and Walter sitting on the couch playing Mortal Kombat, kind of hugged up together. Walter was serving as sort of a tutor while she was laser focused on the onscreen tournament. The coffee table in front of them was haphazardly stacked with half eaten sandwiches and a few opened sodas and beers. Gerald caught up gasping like he was having a coronary as they both noticed. Walters eyes became these big saucer sized pools of white with his corona tiny in the middle. His long, thin lips stretched into a wide grin at Gerald's sweaty countenance.
"I DIDN'T DO NOTHING MAN, SHE'S FUCKING CRAZY MAN!!" both of us, Gerald and I realized Walter was piss drunk off his ass. This wasn't a good thing because he was a recovering alcoholic after his tumultuous breakup.
"What?' Holly glanced up at both of us, shrugging.
"HEY Y'ALL, WE MIGHT NOT BE SEEING JIMMY NO MORE!!" Walter drunkenly yelled, completely toasted slobbering all over the place as Holly side eyed him disparagingly. Gerald nudged past me taking the bags to the dining room table as she continued playing.
"Fuck happened up in here?"
Gerald's comments drew me to the dining room finding the sandwich platter ravaged, the floor littered with fragments of bread, meat all imprinted with the boots Jimmy had been wearing. An upturned can of soda on the tiled floor had a puddle of grape liquid surrounding it.
"MAN, THAT NIGGA JIMMY LOST IT GERALD; HE CRAZY MAN!!" Walter was on his knees on the couch facing our direction for a few seconds before Holly roughly pulled him the other way beside her.
"Holly, you trashed my place?"
"I didn't do shit." She was still playing as I stared at her bulky profile. I noticed that Walter's pants were unbuckled, and his fly half opened leaving me with no choice but to confront her. Gerald was already trying to clean up the mess, but I waved him off.
"Holly, we need to talk." She instantly paused the game robotically craning her head in my direction with the iciest of stares.
"Fine." She shoved the controller into Walter's chest following me into my bedroom as Gerald looked on, pensive. Holly entered first arms folded across her massive bosom, petulant as ever. I closed my bedroom door softly.
"You fucking my friends up in my place?"
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me just fine."
"You think I'd do something like that, Gerald?" Her eyes narrowed into slits, not out of anger but in a display of hurt, betrayal. Holly looked unmovable, ready to explode breathing hard as I spoke.
"I'm asking a question, that's all."
"No, I didn't fuck your friends Derrick; but your boy Jimmy wanted to fuck real bad and shit. So, I pulled his fucking player card and he had a losing hand." I did a double take at her street explanation of events.
"WHAT DOES THAT EVEN MEAN, HOLLY?!!" I heard myself yell as she closed the distance between us, but went to the bedroom door cracking it, peering out at my friends. Seconds later the volume of my television blared full blast with the sounds of battling digital gladiators. Holly closed the door pressing her butt into it regarding me quizzically.
"So, I'll spell it out for you."
"You do that."
"Jimmy boy thought he was getting it in with me because he's pretty with big muscles and a mixed mutt like me. Yeah, he pushed up on me talking all this shit in Spanish about turning me out, licking my pussy for hours and fucking my brains out. Gotta admit, pretty boy got a good verbal game, but I was the only one holding."
"Holly?"
"Chill Derrick, check it out like this, man." Holly leaned back, pressing her weight into my bedroom door drawing up her oversized jersey until the bottom of her huge, covered breasts began to appear. Her other hand unbuckled the belt until her panties came into view. Holly crooked a thumb into those tight panties revealing her muff.
"What're you doing?"
"Showing you Derrick; see I went with it getting your boy all hot and bothered trying to see if he was that kind of fuck boy. I really wanted to see if he would try to fuck in his friend's place, see if he was that nasty, right? What kinda jerk wad would do some shady shit like that, huh?!"
"What did you do?"
"Nothing...just got him in the game Derrick; got him so hot and bothered showing him these big ass titties and this tight flight coño; stupid motherfucker got his dick out in your kitchen with my back against the wall. He didn't even care Walter was in the other room."
"Shit!"
"Stop tripping, Jimmy got heated because I giggled at his five incher. I knew he was your friend, so I tried to play it off, but he was pissed. I mean, what was he gonna do with all this, shooting a kiddie pistol, huh? He tried to play it off too, acting like he didn't do nothing, but I guess I was triggered."
"Triggered?"
"Look I'm a bitch Derrick; we both know that and it ain't got nothing to do with our deal. So, if I tell you; will you still be buds with benefits with me, eh?"
"I don't know, what did you do, Holly?"
"Your friend Walter is a big, fucking nerd." The hair on the back of my neck stood up.
"Holly?!"
"Serious, that nigga wearing a long sleeved dress shirt and tie over some fucking sweatpants. He got like, these white socks with some cheap ass Stacy Adams shoes, too!!" She errantly twirled a finger in her bushy lion's mane.
"HOL-LEEE!!" I was fit to be tied.
"He looks like a virgin, so I was watching him and Jimmy playing sort of messing with him. I started rubbing my sweet spot giving him the side eye in front of Jimmy and shit. I knew he was checking me out hard, real fucking hard. So the second he tried crossing a leg over his junk, I yanked his sweat pants down. NOW THAT MOTHERFUCKER'S HOLDING SOME MEAT!! Shit popped up like a fucking Jack in the Box!!"
"You did that in front of Jimmy?!"
"Yeah, he was a douchebag; Walter was so cool, and he even let me stroke it. Jimmy didn't like that shit because I was looking him in the eye the whole time; I guess I shouldn't have licked my lips, huh?"
"You heinous bitch."
"What're you mad at me about; Jimmy's the one who trashed your fucking place! Acting like a spoiled kid because I teased him a little." At this point, my eyes were staring at on another as Holly made excuses for the chaos she caused.
"Damn, you're too savage."
"But we're still cool right?" Holly sounded anxious letting the jersey drop down over her still unbuckled belt and opened, baggy jeans. I sat on the edge of my bed hunched over with my chin on my fists, regarding the mega-busty ingenue.
"I don't know about this; I just wanted to play some video games today."
"Derrick, I didn't stop nobody from playing no fucking video games; your supposed friend thought he was running up in me raw, in your place, man. It ain't my fault he's so childish about his shortcomings and I never even said shit to him about it. Chico lindo falso need to get his mind right because he's just mad Walter's nerdy ass packing twelve bars of chocolate."
"Stop it, bitch." Holly walked over placing both palms flat on the tops of my thighs.
Her huge breasts strained against the oversized football jersey covering them.
"That shit's thick, but I already have a dance partner, right? You ain't mad about me stroking your other homeboy a little, are you? I was just fucking with douche Jimmy, okay Derrick?" Again she was earnest, but I was staring down at her hands on my thighs, sneering.
"GO WASH YOUR HANDS!!"
Holly snickered quickly disappearing from my bedroom to the bathroom. The sound of running water followed as I pondered facing my friends who already knew. I steeled myself stepping out into the corridor between my two bedrooms. Holly was standing inside the bathroom door open, meticulously washing her hands. Gerald was predictably playing it off like he was playing the game throughout our conversation while Walter glared at me doing the uncanny valley thing with his eyes.
"Hey Derrick, hold up." Holly called wiping her hands clean with a hand towel before smelling them.
"What?"
"Uhm, remember that thing we talked about? You know; us going somewhere nice, huh?" I facepalmed realizing her relentless nature.
"You're not gonna let me have a moment of peace, are you?"
"You promised."
"I did not."
"Hombre, me vas a hacer así después de que te di un coño de bomba y expuse a tu apestoso amigo perra por el perro que es, ¿¡eh negro!? ¡¡Debería joderte por ser tan ingrato, pero te necesito!!" She was already ranting pulling her phone from her back pocket.
"Whatever." I took a seat beside Walter but motioned to his open fly until he drunkenly got my meaning. Holly continued grumbling in her language in my bathroom as I found Gerald and Walter staring at me.
I was determined to have my day as originally planned playing a few games enjoying the company of my remaining friends. Holly stayed sulking in the bathroom with her phone while we played a few games. The whole atmosphere was skewed, but I was determined to find my gaming stride playing with the Terminator while Gerald found his stride with Spawn.
Walter attempted to continue drinking from two half opened cans of beer, but I politely took them placing them on the far end of my coffee table. I didn't want to remove them outright because it would ultimately be his choice about getting back on the bottle in the long run.
"Hey Derrick man, I just wanna say how sorry ah am, bout your girl and everything." Slurred speech aside, his southern roots were wholly apparent when he got shit faced.
"Don't worry about it Walter; why're you drinking anyway?"
"Holly passed me a taste talking all about how ah needed a drink to loosen up and the like. I was gonna tell her about my issues, but she was kinda pushy, and cute as fuck."
"What about your fucking sobriety, huh?"
"Ah, it's okay man; just go on back to them boring meetings anyhow. Hey Derrick, uhm Derrick?" He was loose and rubbery looking, head slightly swiveling as Gerald shot me a look. We wanted the same things out of this afternoon and Holly Santos thought otherwise.
"What Walter." My slovenly inebriated bud meticulously straightened his back, his expression going deadly serious as Gerald perked up, both of us unsure of what would happen next.
"Your girl grabbed muh fucking dick, man." He suddenly went rubbery again crashing face first into my chest snickering wetly. I shoved him off sending his upper half over the opposite arm of my couch.
"I'm making you some fucking coffee, fool." Walter kept snickering as I got up noticing Holly watching from the corridor, phone in hand. She looked anxious intermittently staring between the face of her phone and me.
Holly slowly followed me into the kitchen making herself busy grabbing a broom from the corner by the garbage can sweeping up the mess Jimmy left behind. It was a halfhearted affair as her eyes remained fixed on me while I brewed a strong cup from a blend I'd ordered online.
"Derrick." Her voice was softened.
"What is it?"
"Uhm, I'm so sorry about everything. I understand you just wanted to chill with your friends, but I have to admit that I'm an asshole. So, we good, right?"
I glanced over finding her staring at me holding the broom. It was unintentionally wedged between her enormous breasts, the upper portion hidden in her cleavage with the rest emerging phallically with the top pressing under her chin.
"What is going on with you?" She checked her phone, looking at my face again.
"I need you to come with me; it's really important."
"Where?"
"Just do it; can't you just trust me?"
"Tell me the truth."
"Maldito hijo de puta, ¿por qué no puedes hacer lo que te digo? Maldita sea, ¡¿por qué no puedes simplemente ponerte en la fila como todos los otros chicos se divierten en mis malditas tetas?!!" I betrayed no emotion wisely giving her nothing to go on until she copped to whatever mischief was afoot.
"Guess I'm gaming then; oh make sure you get that fucking grape soda up while you're in a cleaning mood." I took the fresh mug and a coaster out to the living room setting it in front of Walter.
"DERRICK!" She called after me.
Of course I ignored her betraying no hint that I was becoming infectiously curious to know what she had going on that required my presence. After all the mischief and chaos she'd brought into my home, I wanted her to squirm. Petulant Leo female that she was, this didn't sit well with the mixed beauty as she snarled and mumbled under her breath cleaning up my kitchen and dining room.
I almost had to threaten physical violence to get Walter drinking, but he started steadily sipping as Gerald and I dueled on my flat screen television wearing the guises of Robocop and Kung Lao. The razor sharp fedora wearing monk was my signature character. I glanced out the corner of my eye finding Holly standing at my side, silently bristling with entitled Latina rage.
"Yes?"
"You need to get up and come with me." It sounded like an order this time, militaristic.
"No."
"Don't make me do something I don't wanna do; I know I'm a bitch and god gave me these big ass titties for a reason, so I'm used to getting what I want nigga; you're gonna do what I want even if I have to get dirty."
"You could also get tossed out of here on your ass, too." I kept playing as Holly looked at my friends sitting there befuddled waiting for the next shoe to drop. Her eyes settled on Gerald as an evil smirk appeared on her face.
"Man you always checking me out; not getting none at home, nigga?" I waved Gerald off, wanting him to ignore her too. His ego thought otherwise.
"I JUST MET YOUR ASS TODAY, DARLING!!" Holly snickered leaning over with both hands on her knees making her breasts surge downward against the oversized football jersey. Her head and torso obscured my view of the television.
"Wow, marriage really does kill brain cells, huh? That fat ass wife and all those kids got your headspace all jacked up nigga. Yeah, that fucking redbone Grimace setting on your head so tough that you can't remember these fool!!"
Holly ended her insult with a slap to the sides of her immense boobs with both hands that created an epic motion ripple in front of Gerald and Walter.
"Uhm, you... the convention. Yeah, you're that rude female that cut in line!" Gerald's eyes went wide as he recalled our partially failed excursion to a porn convention. The wife intercepted him before he could get inside, embarrassing him publicly.
"Yeah that's right baby." Holly winked.
"Derrick man, what the fuck?!"
I hadn't mentioned hooking up with Holly Santos because I still hadn't come clean about my failed date with Jenny Delacruz. I hadn't revealed the dumpster fire that almost ended with me getting pegged by a psycho. Holly had come in serendipitous fashion afterward and remained at the periphery of my circle ever since. Gerald would likely take this as me holding out on him, but my portly friend had other pressing issues with the wife, presently. Holly glanced over at my face smiling before addressing him again.
"People still telling your fat ass that you look like Craig Robertson, eh payaso?" Gerald was disarmed by her roguish charm breaking into a grin at the memory of Holly from that fateful Friday evening.
"So Derrick, we gotta get up outta here."
"No."
"Look, I'm getting tired of asking; you're coming with me fool." She remained steadfast insistent.
"No."
I continued playing taking advantage of Gerald's shock to completely destroy his character on my flatscreen with the aged version of Arnold Schwarzenegger's signature character. Holly turned her attention to Walter sipping from his mug of coffee.
"Hey Walter, ever had your dick sucked?" Torrents of coffee spewed all over my coffee table and the adjacent love seat Gerald was presently sitting on.
"THAT'S ENOUGH HOLLY!!" I was ready to toss her out on the stoop, but she got on her knees beside me.
"Hey Walter, would you?" She continued, her voice faux husky.
I got up quickly leaving her face level with my crotch quickly realizing the unlikely gambit of challenging her. Holly Santos was a large buxom girl with a willful, thuggish attitude for the most part. She'd been putting the worst parts of her personality on display in order to get what she wanted at all costs.
In fact her giving it up when she initially got into my apartment was designed to open my nose making me pliable to her wishes. I'd crossed the line into a street test of wills or an outright donnybrook on the table. Holly left me no choice in the matter as Gerald and a still semi-addled Walter watched.
"So, what're we doing babe?" Holly glanced over at my friends before looking up into my face licking her lips in salacious jest. I offered a hand she took standing to look me in the eye as we bumped chests.
"Come on, times up for the bullshit." I snagged her bicep half dragging the social dissident to the half opened front door.
I applied stern pressure to her arm letting her know I meant business, but she used her other hand to slam the door turning into my body. We were so close I could feel her breath on my face. Gerald and Walter were staring waiting for the other shoe to drop as she slowly grinned.
"Hey Derrick; one question?"
"WHU-AAAAT?!"
"Are you a gambling man?" Holly asked still grinning looking over between the faces of my remaining friends.
"Spill it?"
"Tell you what homie; instead of us getting into a fight in your living room; I'll make you a bet and if you lose, I'll get the fuck out and never come back." She shrugged off my grasp still smiling as I looked over at my buddies. Walter took a deep sip of his coffee and shrugged.
"What's the bet?"
Holly grabbed my bicep leading me cautiously over to the couch directing me to sit down beside Walter. Then she glanced at Gerald snapping her fingers at him motioning toward the space between us until he took that seat. She took the love seat in Gerald's former spot staring at us, smiling.
"I'll take all three of you on that stupid ass game and if I lose to any of you, I'll leave without trashing the place. I win, Derrick; you're coming right out that door with me wherever I wanna go, nigga."
"I don't care if Derrick go nowhere with your ass." Gerald exclaimed as Walter shook his head in agreement on a wobbly neck.
"Shut up fool."
"But he right-what we care about Derrick going out with you Holly?" Walter added as her brow furrowed.
"¡¡ESTÚPIDO CULO ESTÚPIDO OKEYDOKE NIGGA CIERRE LA FOLLADA Y ESCUCHA CUANDO TU MAMMA ESTÁ HABLANDO CON ADULTOS!! ¡¡POR QUÉ NO TE PEGAS ESA GRAN POLLA EN LA BOCA Y CHUPAS A ESA PERRA!!" Holly didn't appreciate being interrupted.
"Holly get on with it." I interjected.
"Look, every time one of you fools wins; I'll take something off." I facepalmed before glancing over at Gerald and Walter whose eyes were wide as saucers. My friends only had hints of what was hidden under her clothing while I knew explicitly what she was holding.
"Yeah, and when we win, you walking out of here butt naked too." I added trying to call her bluff with higher stakes, but she just smiled over her hand. I looked over at my buddies already knowing they were game.
"Guess we have a deal." We hooked our fingers together over my coffee table pulling back in tandem creating an audible snap to seal the deal.
Holly snatched up the controller staring at it for a few seconds hunched over on my loveseat. Walter and Gerald found themselves reaching for the opposing controller at the same time. Gerald gave our still semi-inebriated associate a disparaging look which resulted in him going first. Walter sulked as Gerald predictably selected Scorpion, an old standby and icon of the Mortal Kombat franchise.



"Uhm hey, which button is block?" Holly asked numbly.
"OH, YOU JUST HIT THE R2 BUTTON IN FRONT OF THE CONTROLLER!!" Walter blurted out earning an elbow shove from Gerald.
"Thanks baby, you might get that blowjob someday." Holly replied with a juvenile smirk that made Walter blush. She took her time going through the characters until we were fit to be tied before picking Sindel, an undead witch character.
"Ah man, don't pick her; she's lame." Walter commented again quickly muting himself under our dual threatening gazes from both of us. I glanced at Gerald with a knowing nod, knowing we had matching aspirations of bringing her down karmically.
The second the online verbal prompt exploded from my surround sound speakers; Scorpion teleported out reappearing on either side of Sindel scoring devastating blows in subsequent martial exchanges before launching his signature harpoon at the spectral witch with his legendary kunai spear.
Holly frantically mashed down on the buttons but was inexorably drawn into a devastating uppercut that drew that ended the first match in decisive fashion. She stared at the screen for a few seconds as Gerald paused the next match.
"Oh, uhm I guess you guys are serious, huh?" Holly looked nauseous as we shook our heads in unison.
"The rules, Holly." I reminded looking at my wrist as if checking the time on some nonexistent watch. Holly groaned scratching her lions mane of bushy hair.
"Okay, pervs." She peeled off her oversized football jersey tossing over in Gerald's lap. Underneath she was wearing an equally large white cotton tank.
Her enormous breasts stretched the material to capacity ridiculously bulging out the sides at her armpits while her cleavage surged in an upward motion presenting twin mountains of honey soaked flesh that elicited an audible gasp from Walter. There was so much cleavage that it looked like a large, jiggly derriere rising up out of her undershirt.
There were thick straps of material cutting into the soft flesh of her shoulders from the reinforced brassiere under her shirt. Holly Santos was essentially mooning us with her boobs. I'm not ashamed to say that all of us were severely affected by the sight.
"Are we done here; I've got things to do." Holly replied sarcastically noting the expressions on our faces collectively.
"Your funeral."
The online verbal prompt sounded again with Gerald predictably repeating same serious of teleporting moves, however on the second blow, Holly countered using her character's six foot shock of bleached white hair to garb and slam Scorpion into the ground. Before Gerald could react, she'd already sent him into the air again with two swiping uppercuts. Holly's character made quick work of Scorpion with a banshee's scream that pit him down for good.
"Oh, okay now we're getting into it." Holly laughed, still frantically mashing down on the buttons making it likely she'd won by accident.
"Oh you got jokes, huh baby?!!"
Gerald lurched forward sitting on the edge of the cushions, focused on the rubber match that would decide if Holly was losing another article of clothing. She failed to realize that I would demand she strip nude upon losing and kick rocks.
"I don't hear your showbusiness tubby; let's do it!" Holly retorted taking a jab at his portly stature.
"Get ready to eat a fucking L, baby!!"
Sindel became a whirling dervish of acrobatic somersaults scoring a stinging combo of hits that depleted Gerald's health bar in seconds. The unearthly pale sorceress added insult to injury by mimicking Scorpion's spear with her hair sending the deadly lock into the ninja's face before she whipped her head backwards drawing the avatar into a vicious roundhouse kick that decapitated it. The blood red word "BRUTALITY" appeared over the witch's head as Gerald leaned back on the couch, hand pressed into his temple.
"LLORAME UN RIO TE GORDAS, MADRE DESCUBIERTA FUCKER!!" Nobody was surprised at Holly's Spanish language jeers when she scored a win.
"Gerald, you lost." Walter added finishing up his mug of coffee. I got up to make him another cup because he was still wobbly.
"Man, shut the fuck up; you beat her then."
"Sure ah will Gerald, because I wanna see them titties." Holly laughed heartily with a hand pressed against her cleavage. My friend's eyes were glued to those bouncing jugs as Walter gingerly took custody of the controller.
My mind wandered replaying every boorish detail of Holly's afternoon rampage through my personal space. I internally noted how calculated and malevolent the busty reprobate could be when pursuing a goal and it gave me pause. She was a perfect storm, a characteristic enigma that wouldn't be solved anytime soon. She didn't seem to mean me any harm, but I didn't like how she kept withholding the reason she was intent on having me at her side in some obvious mission of mischief.
"WHAT-THE-ACTUAL FUCK?!!" Walter's slow, drunken drawl interrupted my brainstorming session as I added a few spoonful's of powdered chocolate to his coffee for flavor.
I wondered if I would be more angry at Holly for what she'd done to my friend if she looked any different. I walked into the living room with the cup. Sindel was in the process of repeatedly slamming Walter's avatar into the ground with that aforementioned shock of hair using it like a prehensile whip until his avatar's head bounced free of his body.
Robocop never looked so bad as Sindel turned towards the screen looking out at all of us. BRUTALITY appeared over the characters head signaling the second and final loss for Walter. He was crestfallen staring down at the controller in his hands as I set the mug in front of him. Gerald looked suitably flustered.
"Hey Walter?"
"Yeah ah fucked it up; you making fun of me, too?" He whimpered.
"Of course not; I like you, dumb nigga." Holly could be brutal even when she was trying to be nice reaching over patting his knee. There was a contrite half smile on her face as she noticed a pen and some junk mail on my coffee table. She scribbled something down on an envelope, handing it to him.
"What's this, Holly?"
"My Only Fans account; that's a code that lets you have a free membership for a month. There's a lot of titty pics on there if you get my drift homeboy." She winked at him with a smile that made the alcohol addled goof, flush.
"You gotta Only Fans account?!" I stammered.
"Well yeah, geez get with it Derrick; a girl's gotta have that bag and don't trip because it's just pics of my cleavage a lot and my face is digitally wiped. I only got maybe five or ten photos with my tits really out anyway." Holly's casual explanation made me feel like an idiot, but it made sense knowing her as I did.
"Thank you, Holly." Gerald tried to glance at the information on the envelope, but Walter pressed it against his chest out of view, instantly his most prized possession.
"Now you have fun with that, and don't get carpal tunnel syndrome, boy."
"Uh okay." Holly glanced at the face of her phone, her eyes flashing intense for a millisecond.
"¡¡Date prisa, carajo, DERRICK, NO TENGO TODO EL FOLLADO DÍA!!" The sense of urgency in her voice told me we were fast approaching some unknown window of opportunity for her plan.
"Okay baby, let's do it." I sat down picking my avatar.
Kung Lao was just as iconic as Scorpion and Robocop appearing on the large flatscreen television. I enjoyed the monk's eastern themed cowboy attire and razor tipped fedora initially but didn't like later redesigns of the character because they dispensed with this appealing visual trait.
"Kung Lao is a fucking poser with that stupid ass hat; I'm gonna shove it up his fucking ass." Her tone was mean, aggressive, and desperate. I set the controller down on the table folding my arms across my chest.
"Gerald, I used to live down mid-city near metro college, it was one of the best times in my life because of all the college girls I was pulling and my choice of food courts. It was so cool because there was always something popping off. But you what my favorite thing to do was?"
"What man?"
"Going to the 24 hour arcade across the street from the school; gave me an appreciation of video games lost on the console generation we got these days. The kids these days don't realize how much a group experience adds to playing arcade games. Kinda like going to a movie on Friday night in the hood. I've played every iteration of Mortal Kombat." I picked up the controller unpausing the game.
Holly immediately launched a wild combo meant to take me down quickly, but Kung Lao deftly sidestepped the opening volley initiating a juggling combo of his own that ended with a series of kicks before the triumphant monk football spike his razor tipped fedora as the words FLAWLESS VICTORY appeared onscreen in a modest golden colored font. I paused the game again staring over art Holly Santos along with my buddies.
"Holly?"
She did a slow burn staring at my avatar onscreen as Kung Lao used a Jedi-like trick to recall his weapon ready for the deciding battle that would determine if she were leaving my place in her birthday suit. Her cheeks puffed up, eyes becoming slits as she yanked the hem of her tank top up giving us a peek at her soft belly. All of were surprised when instead, Holly reached under the cotton shirt wriggling about removing her huge underwire brassiere. She somberly tossed it into my lap sitting back staring me in the eye. The realization was already there as I set my controller down again.
"There you go, okay?" She mumbled, blinking profusely.
"Yeah Gerald like I said before, I used to kick it at the all night arcade because that was all my meager salary would allow after bills. I was damn good at Mortal Kombat but there was this uh, Mexican guy I couldn't beat for shit. One day I worked up the courage to ask him why that was, and do you know what he told me."
"What man?"
"Paulo, that was his name; he said I'd gone as far as I could with the regular guys but if I wanted to get really good, I'd have to face the real masters of the game. He told me about these six Korean guys, students at Metro who played most of the time during the final exam period at school in the middle of the night. These guys were fucking crazy man, cramming for finals all day hopped up on candy bars and caffeine' only coming to the arcade after midnight to work off the stress with arcade games."
"That's how you got so good?" Walter asked sipping from his mug while Holly checked her phone.
"Well I encountered these guys one rainy Saturday night looking for some real competition and after one game, got my ass handed to me. They made me feel like a toddler fighting an adult, completely humiliated me. So I came back, but none of them would play me again."
"So how'd you earn there respect and learn how to play so good?" Walter was curious.
"I didn't; I got a new job near the airport and didn't have the time to play at the arcade anymore."
"SO, YOU'RE TELLING ME YOU DIDN'T LEARN SOME SECRET GAMING TECHNIQUES FROM THOSE KOREAN GUYS?!!" Gerald was irritated.
"No, but imagine how good I would be, if I did."
My buddies chuckled at the stupidity of my story as I picked up my controller ready to close out Holly Santos and have her walking in the pale moonlight in the buff.
"You stupid man." Walter was giggling uncontrollably before noticing the trajectory of our gaze. He followed it finding Holly sitting hunched over staring down at the PlayStation controller in her trembling hands.
"Muy bien, me tienes muerto, cariño. ¿Estas feliz ahora?" She was breathing hard, every intake of air distinctly audible.
"It's okay Holly."
The story being told was meant to let her know that I knew a ringer when I saw one. After she took down Gerald in seconds, I sussed out her intent to embarrass all three of us and there was no way that shit was going down after she fucked up my day. Her hands were shaking uncontrollably as she kept her face downcast.
Gerald nudged me directing my gaze to her hands. Tears droplets were splashing on the controller. Right there in that moment Holly Santos burst into tears, sobbing hard. She was full on ugly crying looking up at our faces both nostril running.
"YOU WIN DERRICK; YOU HAPPY NOW?!!" I'd finally called her bluff as Walter and Gerald exchanged glances. This was the first time since they met, that Holly showed overt weakness.
"Cut that out girl." I got up running over placing a hand on her shoulder which got batted away followed by her controller flying across the room bouncing off the adjacent wall in a childish tantrum.
"Apuesto a que todos ustedes, madres de puta, están muy felices AHORA MISMO PORQUE PUEDEN VER COMO SE VE UNA MUJER DE VERDAD!! ¡¡VAS A ESTAR JERKING CONMIGO POR EL RESTO DE TU VIDA, LO SENTIMOS, PERDEDORES DE POLLAS COJIDAS!! FOLLATE DERRICK, MADRE FUCKER NEGRA!!"
Holly stood up sobbing wiping an arm across her nose beginning to raise the hem of her tank. The bare undersides of her breasts came into view before I grabbed the hem of her shirt yanking it back down.
"Okay bitch, let's go." I gave the sniffling girl a shove towards the front door.
"Derrick man, what the hell?!!" Gerald yelled.
"Hey, we gotta step out for a minute; hang out and lock my place up if I ain't back right away." I snatched up Holly's jersey pushing it into her chest as my friends scoffed. I was deliberately cheating them out of seeing her epic knockers.
"Damn man, you're a simp!"
"Get over it; don't forget to lock up." Both of them looked beyond pissed they'd been gypped out of a decisive victory. Holly had already disappeared down the stairs as I exchanged glances with my friends, silently apologetic.
"I got you man." Gerald conceded as the loud blaring sound of a honking horn interrupted us. I pulled up taking the steps down two at a time finding Holly waiting in what amounted to her car.
Holly Santos was pushing what appeared to be a converted mail truck with a shoddy Earl Scheib paint job with a massive variety of stickers all over its chassis. She was behind the wheel at the bottom of my stairs right at the tip of my toes. Holly leaned over sliding the door open for me to get inside.
"What is this?" I motioned towards the mail truck.
"Goddamn man, it's a fucking Jeep DJ-5; GET IN HERE DERRICK!!"
I got a foot inside but wasn't moving fast enough as Holly reached over getting a handful of my t-shirt yanking me inside. She multitasked already speeding out of the parking lot as I struggled to slide the door closed. Once I accomplished that Holly leaned over snapping a refurbished seat belt across my chest. It was dusk out giving the sky this orangish glow.
"I'm tired of asking you what's going on, Holly."
"Stop asking Derrick, I'm trying to drive right now." We were already on the freeway headed towards downtown. Holly leaned into the wheel gunning it down the long stretch weaving in and out of lanes. Her face was strained, teeth gritted in steely determination.
Our vehicle dangerously tailgated a few times making me panicked amid the angry honking horns before she hit the off ramp downtown. A creeping feeling of déjà vu snuck up on me as we sped by the Denny's restaurant that served as the backdrop for our initial hookup. Holly pulled into the same motel we used that very night driving, but she oddly backed up onto the street pulling a few feet forward of the motel parking lot.
It was a head scratcher as she shimmied into her football jersey sliding her driver's side door open. The tension of the situation was getting to me as she ran to the edge of the parking lot. I followed pensively until she noticed running back to me, snagging my wrist.
"Please Derrick, just a little bit more; it's right there, okay!! PLEASE DON'T FUCK WITH ME RIGHT NOW BABY!! PLEASE DERRICK!!" She was starting to break down and ugly cry again, so I half ran with her into the parking lot.
Holly dug into her pocket producing a motel room key for room #1 at the far end of the two tiered building. I hesitated not wanting to be led into a situation but followed up to the door as she fumbled getting the key into the lock opening the door. The room was two over from the other we'd used prior.
The layout was still the same as she half yanked me inside the room. I was relieved to find it empty and similar in look to the other in every way. Holly pushed the door partially closed peering out at the parking lot before sliding over peeking out from behind the curtains covering the motel room's picture window.
"Okay, I'm here; so now what?" She turned to me breathing hard from anxiety and excitement.
"I promise I'm gonna make this up to you Derrick; you're my friend so you'll understand." She was peering at the face of her phone. This time I could see her actively texting someone and a photo that gave me pause.
"Is that what I think it is Holly?"
"Yeah."
"Why do you have a fucking picture of me on your phone?"
"I took it last time we were here; you were so cute sleeping. I uhm, kind of needed it. Took a dick pic, too." She admitted sheepishly.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON?!!"
"Catfish."
Before I could inquire further the headlights of a car pulling into the parking spot right outside the room illuminated both of us through the flimsy curtains. Holly ran over to the window peering outside. I glanced over her shoulder finding a blue Honda Civic backing up into an adjacent parking space facing our room.
Whoever was inside obviously wanted to be able to make easy getaway should things go south. I stumbled back thinking to bolt out of the room, but Holly caught my bicep hard digging her nails into it. She was gasping with anticipation turning to me with strained, savage features. It was like looking at a wild animal.
"Huh, all you gotta do is open the door, stick your head out and smile. Then back the fuck up, Derrick."
"Holly?"
"All you gotta do is open the door, stick your head out and smile. Then-BACK THE FUCK UP, Derrick."
She reiterated squeezing the shit out of my arm. It felt like she could rip it out of the socket if she wanted. The sound of a door slamming caught our attention as I realized I was inextricably involved at this point.
"Okay."
She released me inching backward near the picture widow peering out as she motioned for me to go to the motel door. I cautiously opened it gradually peering out into the parking lot.
A woman was standing by the Honda Civic staring in my direction. She was probably a few inches shorter than Holly. She was a Latina with light skin and heavy makeup on her face that reminded me of a Cheshire Cat for some reason. This woman had a whole lot of brunette hair that looked like it went halfway down her back.
Her eyes were big and expressive over a thin ethnic nose upon which sat a pair of Mrs. Claus type glasses. She was looking right at me waiting, smiling from ear to ear as I took in the rest of her body which was this insanely ridiculous pear shape. From the top of her head to the widest point of each of her thighs formed a perfect wide based triangle shape.
This woman looked to be in her early or mid-forties and ready to play. I noticed she was wearing a white t-shirt under an open black bomber jacket which was over sized enough to hide a short, truncated looking torso with these huge shapely thighs appearing from just under the hem of her jacket.
It looked like she'd scored some guy's jacket to cover up but her bare legs, more adequately described as decadently shaped gams, fleshy drumsticks. A pair of flip flops covered her feet cementing the fact that my catfish hookup was here to play between the sheets. Some cutoff jean shorts peeked out from the hem of her t-shirt as she waved at me, visually giddy.



"WAVE BACK!!" Holly growled. I slightly waved at this mature Latina unsure of what was happening.
The woman returned my wave giggling with a hand cupped over her mouth before gathering up the hem of that bomber jacket raising it to reveal the cutoff shorts she was wearing. This pear shaped woman quickly turned her back to me revealing a humongous, jiggly looking ass that was way bigger than my fucking chest. My jaw dropped automatically, and I got wood with extreme prejudice. For some reason, I felt embarrassed looking over to see Holly filming our weird impromptu mating ritual for prosperity.
The woman gave the slightest of movements causing her enormous derriere to clap for my viewing pleasure. Those plus sized daisy dukes were digging deep between those pinkish, pale cheeks and I doubted she was even wearing underwear. My fake jump off turned back around laughing at the expression on my face waving again as she leaned seductively on the hood of her car. I wondered if I should go out to meet her.
"Call her over; she says her name is Christine." The way Holly worded it, gave me pause.
"Christine?"
"Call her, wave her in here, nigga." I looked away for a moment but found her already walking in my direction.
The front of her t-shirt had a drawing of Betty Boop in a black one piece bikini on the front with the tagline "BOYS ARE STUPID BUT THEY KISS GOOD". Christine had her head down already doing the walk of shame, hands stuffed in the pockets of that oversize bomber jacket. Her legs quivered a bit with some obvious cellulite but were solid enough glistening with baby oil. Her feet looked tiny in comparison to the rest of her with toenails painted pink.
"Uhm oh, hey Christine." My voice faltered into near falsetto tone as she moved faster than she appeared standing before me at the motel room door.
"Like what you see Tyrone?" Her voice was startling in that she sounded like a kid. It had a juvenile saccharine tone to it that you would associate with someone much younger.
"Uhm, Tyrone?" I verbally fumbled.
Christine was already in the zone cupping my cheek stealing a passionate kiss that took me by surprise as she nudged her way inside. Her free hand was already cupping my package as I broke off the kiss. Holly suddenly slammed the half opened door loudly using her weight as the woman regarded her suddenly wide eyed, mouth agape.
"WHAT DID I TELL YOUR ASS, HUH MOM?!!" Holly put her phone down on the motel table as her mother looked up into my eyes, blown away at the assumed deception.
"Asshole."
I was caught off guard by the startling strength of this woman as she used both hands to shove me backward into the motel room door. The small of my back hit the door handle and I went over like a ton of bricks. Holly grabbed a handful of her brunette mane laying in several haymakers that should have knocked her mother clean out. This woman appeared to shrug it off grabbing a dueling handful of Holly's sandy mane launching some blows into her belly with equal ferocity. I struggled to my feet intent on stopping the brawl.
"HEY, CUT IT OUT; YOU SHOULDN'T BE FIGHTING!!"
For the second time in a row I was bowled over as the women became this spinning tempest of female flesh ripping and yanking on each other's hair. Mrs. Santos was unintentionally swung into me with the force of a boulder sending me falling backward over the only chair in the room. I went head first ending up on my belly as Mrs. Santos used her lower center of gravity to bulldoze her daughter into the wall with an audible impact. She began slamming Holly's skull into the wall as I got up on all fours trying to stand.
"WHO DO YOU THINK YOU ARE FUCKING WITH MY LIFE, YOU LITTLE BITCH!!"
Mrs. Santos was livid and her elfish midget sounding voice just as jarring.
Holly had two big handfuls of her mother's hair driving her knee up into the woman's crotch making her double over in pain. Holly followed this up with a descending pancake slap that sounded like it broke the sound barrier as it collided with the left side of her mother's face. Holly Santos was an absolute beast following that up with a kick to the gut before dipping down grabbing her mothers thick legs as the woman rained blows on her back.
"IT'S MY FUCKING JOB MOTHER; YOU'RE A GODDAMN WHORE!!" Holly screamed at the top of her lungs.
"OH MI MIERDA DIOS, CÓMO TE ATREVES A HABLARME ASÍ, PEQUEÑA PUTA!! Te di a luz y ahora te voy a follar y matarte, perra!!" This woman was definitely Holly Santos' mother in no uncertain terms.
"VAMOS ENTONCES, CULO GRANDE, TENGO MUCHO MÁS PARA TI ESTA NOCHE MAMÁ!!" Mrs., Santos beat on her daughter's back with both fists, but yelped when she found herself lifted up off the floor as Holly lost her footing sending both women into the bed with a thunderous impact.
The momentum took both women completely across the mattress to the far side of the bed. Mrs. Santos landed on her head with a thud, leaving her lower half visible above the bed. I was treated to the sight of that massive, loose jiggly butt and flailing thick legs as Holly 's arm piston smashed presumably into the mature woman's head. Holly managed to get off three decisive blows before I captured her wrist with both of my hands.
"STOP IT, YOU'LL KILL HER!!" I yelled as hysterical as both women.
"GET YOUR FUCKING HANDS OFF ME DERRICK!!" Holly snarled with her other hand palming her mother's face like a basketball.
"NO, STOP IT HOLLY!!" Mrs. Santos took the opportunity to sink her teeth into the soft parts of her adult daughter's hand.
"OOOWWWWW!!" Holly screamed letting go of her mother allowing the woman's weight to carry her legs over into her chest. Mrs. Santos used both of her powerful legs shoving them into Holly's huge bust knocking her back into my knees. The shrieking cacophony cause by these women had my ears ringing.
Mrs. Santos managed to scramble over the top of the mattress like a runaway bull unintentionally taking most of the bedding with her as she toppled over on the other side with a heavy impact. The better part of valor set in as she righted herself sweeping the wild hair out of her scratched and bruised face. Our eyes met for an instant, her face twisting into a snarl.
"You black mother fucker!"
Mrs. Santos flipped me a one finger salute as Holly scrambled after her taking the same path over the mattress. Unfortunately, this left her wide open as "mom" planted her fist square in the center of Holly face mashing her nose to mush.
Holly rolled over on her back as I recovered, but Mrs. Santos wasn't through yet actually so pissed that she grabbed the chair off the floor wildly flinging it in our direction. I batted it away with my left arm as the middle aged Latina made good her escape.
"WHERE YOU GOING MOM; I TOLD YOU I GOTTA WHOLE LOT MORE FOR YOU, BITCH!!" Holly was up and out the door in seconds on her mother's trail. My arm was stinging with pain as I got outside finding Mrs. Santos pulling out of her parking space as Holly ran beside the car.
"¡¡LLEVA ESTA CASA A PAPÁ, PUTA!!"
Holly managed a vicious running sucker punch through the open driver's side window that looked like it destroyed her mother's face. The car swiveled a bit before burning rubber out into the adjacent street. Mrs. Santos was in the wind.
Holly was sent rolling from the momentum of the speeding car and the swinging motion of her fist as I ran up worried, she'd been struck by the car. She was on her knees already waving me off as I noticed some people gathered around the motel manager's office.
"Get my phone Derrick, hurry." I ran back snagging her phone from the table in the motel room.
The room was completely trashed. I also found Mrs. Santos wireframe glasses. A motel employee, some Asian kid was walking in my direction as I got back finding Holly sitting on the curb near the motel entrance.
"Thanks Derrick, take these keys and go sit in the car."
"Let's go together." She waved me off as I noticed the panicked motel employee running out of our room. He had a phone pressed to his ear probably calling the cops.
"Just sit in the car and wait for me; if shit goes sideways, just drive home." She was glistening with sweat, her own features sporting the beginnings of a swollen right eye and cut bottom lip. Holly was as much a mess as her mother.
"I'll stay with you, talk to the cops."
"No, you'll get us busted if you do; I got this." I realized the validity of her words as the sirens got louder. I started to back away worried about her fate when the police showed up.
"HEY DERRICK!!" She yelled after me surrounded by onlookers already filming with their own phones.
"Yeah?"
"Hold this for me, babe." Holly doffed her jersey sitting there in her white tank with no bra underneath.
Some of the bystanders teenaged boys obviously associates of the motel employee, were bowled over by the reveal of her massive cleavage as I caught her discarded jersey.
I half stumbled running across a rock garden bordering the front of the motel while Holly sat there on the curb waiting. She looked crestfallen and beat to shit from the nefarious brawl with her mother. This woman had a story to tell that I wanted to hear as I barely made it inside her jeep before two patrol cars appeared at the motel parking lot entrance. I sat in the passenger seat looking in the side mirror as four officers stepped out of their vehicles, hands on their weapons.
Two officers were talking to Holly while the other two dispersed the nosey bystanders. She was bawling her eyes out as I noticed her talking to a Hispanic cop exclusively. I figured she was playing the Spanish speaking card pretending not to know English as he took her identification.
The other cop, some redheaded white dude with a buzzcut attempted to cuff her, but he waived his partner off. Holly was really sobbing assuming a meek, demure posture surrounded by the officers. The Hispanic one gave her an initial pat on the back which became a gradual backrub.
Ten minutes later, Holly was posing for a few pics with the cops and a couple with the teenagers appearing to give her number to that Hispanic officer smoothing things over. I ducked down in her jeep as both patrol cars sped by to parts unknown.
My heart was thumping the whole time as she measured each step back to her ride. Holly lightly rapped on the driver side window looking contrite as she got behind the wheel taking a few moments to calm down. We sat there staring out at passing traffic.
"I used your pic for a fake profile to catch my mom cheating again."
"Kinda figured that out."
"Man, I stay on her ass about stepping out on my dad; I been talking to her on WhatsApp for a few weeks now pretending to be "Tyrone" and she was playing hard to get, but I talked her into hooking up at our motel. It was kind of sudden because she messaged me this morning saying dad was going to work."
"What're you gonna do about this shit? You can't be fighting your own mother like that all the time, Holly."
"But I will Derrick; if I have to, I'm gonna kick her fat ass until the day she dies. I'll still be fucking her up when she's old and gray in the retirement home because it's what she deserves." We sat there for another few moments as a question filtered into my mind.
"What do you deserve?"
Instead of answering my question, Holly covered my hand with her own slipping the car keys from my grasp. She pulled out onto the street hitting the freeway but going in the opposite direction from my place. This worried me because I didn't know if she were going after her mother again, but I put my seatbelt on knowing I was along for the ride. It was somber and quiet as we ended up getting off on the opposite side of the valley into this completely Hispanic area. Holly was still breathing hard trying to hold emotion in check, sniffling.
My eyes focused on her dashboard noticing a satellite radio installed there. Some music would've been nice, but I settled for glancing out my window at the densely populated building and homes. It was early evening and the streets were still densely packed with people, visitors from all walks of life. I tended to notice the shadier looking guys kicking myself internally for assuming they were thugs or some such. It was a testament to my upbringing and a perennial shame that such thoughts crossed my mind looking at other human beings.
"Radio works, you don't have to sit here quiet or nothing." Holly switched on the radio filling the car with the ethereal strains of "Nights Over Egypt" by The Jones Girls.
"Sometimes you just gotta know when to be quiet."
"You hungry?"
"I'm good."
She turned off the street into the drive through of some neighborhood wannabee Carl's Junior ordering two bags stuffed with burgers, fries, and other assorted food stuffs. I ended up holding a styrofoam drink caddy filled with large sodas as she tooled down this really narrow side street off a connecting alley near the restaurant. This street was made narrow by the cars, trucks and one omnipresent construction dumpster as her jeep pulled up to the front of this ratty looking apartment building.
"Hey Derrick?"
"Yeah?"
"If you look in your side mirror, you'll see a couple of shitty craftsman style houses next to this building." I looked in my side mirror finding the short row of homes wedged together that Holly spoke of, puzzled.
"Uhm, I see them." Holly reached down pulling up her discarded jersey, drawing it over her head covering up.
"There's a house there with this kinda tall fenced into yard; I grew up there."
"Uh, okay."
"Mom still lives there, but dad..." Holly mashed down on her horn a few times with her fist making enough noise to wake the neighborhood. I didn't know what to expect still staring at the side view mirror half expecting her mother to appear ready to resume brawling.
"¡¡HERMANA GRANDE, TIENES COMIDA PARA NOSOTROS!! ¡¡ESTAMOS REALMENTE HAMBRIENTOS!!" Two little boys who couldn't have been older than ten popped up at my passenger side, starling me enough to flinch. Both of the kids were all teeth, grinning ear to ear regarding Holly.
"Ernan, what have I told you about being rude when I have guests." One of the kids, this darker olive colored little guy scoffed offering his hand through my open window. I shook it noticing that he kind of snatched it back. The other kid, this slightly pudgy lighter kid, was eyeing the sodas in my lap.
"My name is Ernan, uhm Ernan Santos. Holly is my old sister, too." He offered sullenly.
"BIG SISTER, BIG SISTER FOOL!!" Holly scolded her little brother making his friend laugh aloud. She half reached across me snapping her fingers in his face wanting her kid brother to walk around to her side of the car.
"My name is Oscar Jiménez and I'm Ernan's best friend in the world. I'm like a brother to him and everything." This adolescent eagerly shook my hand as Ernan appeared at Holly's driver side door.
"Nice to meet you guys, my name is Derrick."
"So what?!" Ernan replied coldly reminding me of his old sister.
"¡¡CERRAR TU MUDA BOCA ANTES DE QUE SALGA DE ESTE COCHE Y LOTE TU TRASERO ESTRECHO AQUÍ EN LA CALLE TONTO!! ¡¡SABES QUE TENGO MI CINTURÓN EN EL COMPARTIMENTO DEL GUANTE!!" Whatever Holly said shut the kid down who looked ready to bolt down the street. She was one step ahead of him with a quick handful of his t-shirt.
"Sorry Derrick."
"Ernan I love you, but I gotta make sure you don't grow up to be no dumbass; what's up with dad?"
"He on the couch, sleep."
"ERNAN?!"
"Dad 's drunk, passed out watching some games. It's okay cause he don't got no work tonight." Ernan corrected himself crestfallen with just the slightest bit of fire behind his eyes.
"Take this food inside and make sure he gets something to eat." She handed her kid brother the bags as Oscar took it upon himself to relieve me of the styrofoam drink caddy. A bit of soda ended up in my lap drawing Holly's ire.
"Oscar you better not eat up all the food or I'm gonna talk to your mama!"
"Yes ma'am."
I chuckled at the stern exchange finding it endearing to a fault. Holly smirked covertly punching my shoulder. We watched the boys run into the building excited as Oscar spilled a little more soda. I noticed another kid approaching, this smaller really thin clone of Holly, obviously another younger sibling.
"Maria, get over here!!" Holly called from the car as the twelve year old preteen observed us from the sidewalk, sulking.
"Why?"
I was wondering if all of the siblings had some genetic disposition regarding their attitudes. Maria Santos was about 4' 11" wearing a smudged up t-shirt and white shorts, bare footed. One half of her hair was platted up while the other was a jagged mess of semi-bushy noise. She flinched as Holly got out of the car closing the distance between them quickly. The girl found her head cradled on wither side by Holly's hands. I was intimidated just watching from the car.
"What're they saying?" Holly asked.
"Mom's mad at you for tricking her; tía is clowning her cause you beat her up again. Everybody is talking about how she's gotta whip you to get her respect back." Maria reported under her older sister's intense gaze.
"She know how to find me; is that witch in the house back there?"
"Uhm, nope."
"Where she at Maria and don't lie to me."
"She uhm, well mom got herself another guy to do nasties with off Tinder; I think he Mexican and work at her job, too." I watched Holly fish some dollars out of her pocket holding it just out of reach.
"What's his name?"
"Fernando, and he work with mom at the little bank, too. I-uhm, think she said he a loan agent and fat. They was talking about his thing and that's just nasty." I watched Holly bristle at the knowledge that karma managed to defeat her violent efforts to police her parent's fidelity.
"Go get you something to eat and make sure Oscar's not eating dad's food." Maria shot me a familiar petulant look before scurrying back inside the apartment building as Holly got behind the wheel again.
"Bitch." Her fingers tightened on the steering wheel.
"You pay your little sister to spy on your mother?"
"Fair trade, I bought her a tablet so that she could have social media. Mom wouldn't let us have the family computer after we had to move out. She's got three laptops and she didn't even need it, but she just wanted to stick it to dad."
"Are they divorced, your parents, I mean?"
"No, they just can't live together anymore." Holly replied stoically.
"Sorry."
"It's not that bad I guess; she still gives dad a pity fuck every other Saturday. It's like she doesn't care anymore ever since she got found out about the cheating. Dad got tired of lying to himself every time she came home late or the following day. Moved next door in this building so she could still see her kids."
"Your father sounds like a cool dad." I offered not really knowing what to say.
"He's a pussy."
Her voice cracked with raw emotion prompting me to grab her hand giving it a little squeeze. She leaned over resting her head on my shoulder caressing the top of my hand with her thumb.
"Maybe you should let it go and live your life free; no matter how you feel, it's still between your parents in the long run. I understand Holly, you taking up for your father but this situation with your mother is way too toxic."
"Not just for dad, alright Derrick? It's for my siblings too; you know I have a fifteen year old sister in that two bedroom my dad can barely afford. She's a shut-in doing her schoolwork online because she can't deal with people. My father is always exhausted and trashed when he's not drinking himself to death and mom, is uhm, having a fucking hot girl summer 365 days a year."
"Why don't they get a divorce?"



"Because she don't want a court order to pay child support and she don't want full custody of my siblings either. That shit would cut into her personal time and ain't no man gonna marry a middle aged thot! She sends a check over every now and then for groceries or clothes but is happy living alone!!"
"I'm so sorry."
"Yeah, that's why I keep kicking her ass every chance I get. Derrick, I got it wrong the first time going after the asshole who was fucking her, and it cost me everything. That fat cunt is gonna pay me back for everything I lost!! I got that fucking Only Fans to help put food on dad's table and shit. I ain't no whore like her, I do it for security, okay?!!"
"I didn't say anything, Holly."
"I saw it in your eyes when I gave Walter my information. I ain't no whore like my mother, Derrick!!" She was breaking up as I leaned over wiping an errant tear running down her cheek.
"Look, I just didn't expect you to have something like that because you didn't seem the type. No one's judging you and even if I were, you'd be in your rights to tell me to go fuck myself. To be honest, I'm glad I met you, but you're fucking crazy. I was in a bad place and you helped me out with that Holly. I guess it was my duty to be there today, so now we're even."
"Are we, chico negro bonito?"
Holly turned the key filling the car with strains of "MUSIC" by Eric Sermon and Marvin Gaye as we hit the freeway back towards my place. Both of there sat in mutual silence enjoying the music as she breezed down the freeway, bobbing our heads in tandem.
The thick mulata gradually relaxed enough that she leaned back into her seat sliding her hands to the bottom of the steering wheel. It was probably the most chill things had been since I'd laid eyes on her earlier that morning. Her jeep just seemed to glide across the off ramp as our surroundings became more familiar.
Minutes later I was stepping out onto the pavement as Holly leaned against the wheel watching me leave her vehicle. I got a few steps away from her ride when I heard the engine switch off. Holly was still sitting there looking right at me betraying no emotion, a somber aura around her as I stood there. A wry smile formed on my lips as I scratched the back of my head, a hand on my hip.
"My parking space is further in the back, stall four; park behind my car and come on up."
I didn't expect Kendrick Lamar to come blasting out of her speakers as Holly hit reverse driving backward faster than I thought safe. However this was minor compared to the emotional roller coaster she'd put me through along with my friends. I took the stairs knowing she would catch up happily finding that Gerald and Walter had indeed locked up as I entered my apartment.
The screen remained the same with Holly's avatar Sindel still facing my own Kung Lao. I found my laptop on the coffee table along with the remains of a large pepperoni pizza half hanging off the edge of the table in its box. I noticed a kid's shoe on the floor realizing that his wife Shailene probably showed up.
"Oh good, they left us a few slices." Holly appeared pulling the screen door closed up behind us.
"How'd you know about this?"
"I ordered it when I was sitting in your bathroom; before we made the bet." She was locking the door as I got a text from my portly friend regarding his young son's missing shoe. It had been used by his intruding wife as a weapon.
"Oh you got it covered, huh?"
"Something like that." Holly wrapped her arms around my neck rewarding me with a passionate kiss that seemed to go on for a while before I settled into it with my tongue.
My hands were captured softly in hers as Holly guided me to the couch silently directing me to have a seat there before she took the large cardboard box containing the rest of the pizza, into my kitchen. I was about to pick up the controller when I noticed my open laptop.
There was a gooey skid mark of pizza sauce going diagonally across the screen.
The second thing catching my eye explained that streak of marinara. There was no mistaking the extreme closeup of Holly Santos' honey soaked cleavage and how it connected to the shoe on my living room floor. I wouldn't be seeing Gerald for a while.
"I like that one; it's artistic." Holly set a paper plate of warmed up pizza slices next to the laptop.
"I'm pretty fond of it too." She leaned down planting a kiss on my forehead before picking up the laptop.
"I'll take care of this."
The immensely busty ingenue disappeared into my kitchen once more leaving me facing the frozen gameplay on my television. Another text from Gerald filled in the blanks pointing to Walter as the culprit. Apparently, the guys pulled my laptop out eager to make use of the free membership to Holly's Only Fans page.
In the midst of perusing the pics posted, there was a knock at my front door which Walter stupidly answered allowing Shailene into my apartment. Marital chaos ensued resulting in my portly bud bludgeoned into compliance leaving Walter to lock up the place.
"Enjoy yourself babe."
Holly returned with my cleaned laptop and the last can of grape soda. She was in full nurture mode using a wet dish rag to wipe down my coffee table as I ate. Holly busied herself picking up the dining room finally sweeping the tiled floor of my kitchen.
"Man Derrick, your friend Jimmy was so pissed; I just found pieces of sandwich on top of your fridge. I seriously wasn't expecting him to throw a tantrum like that."
"You ordered that pizza to make up for it?"
"No, I ordered that pizza for Gerald and Walter." Holly reiterated sitting down beside me with her plate and the last beer. She took a bite as I processed her words.
"You knew we were gonna be gone, huh?"
Holly leaned in kissing me lightly on the lips handing me a game controller. She picked up the other staring at the screen waiting. Her energy was different this time, calm and innately serene in a manner alien to me. I glanced at her profile as she side eyed me with a wink. Holly unpaused the game, both of us receiving a prompt from my surround sound system.
Sindel's prehensile mane of snow white hair was suddenly around Kung Lao's neck snatching him into a devastating combo that drained his health bar before I could even react. Holly's avatar added insult to injury by producing a spear which she used to sever both of my arms before shoving it under the warrior monk's chin leaving it as the only thing holding him upright. Both of us watched the tip of the spear slowly protrude from the top of Kung Lao's head. "BRUTALITY" appeared over Sindel's head.
"Why didn't you fight me earlier when you could've done that anyway?"
"I didn't know if you would go with me if I embarrassed you." She confessed setting the controller down on the coffee table.
"Shit." I took a bite of pizza as she half turned on the couch facing me nursing her can of beer.
"You weren't the only one who visited that arcade, and you know what?"
"What?"
"Those Korean guys really love tits."
Time kinda froze for a few moments before both of us burst in laughter staring at one another. Holly rose with one knee on the couch cushion, her opposite foot on the floor leaning in for some more impassioned making out. This woman really knew how to kiss eventually pressing her voluptuous frame into my seated body. She grabbed my wrist raising it to her breast.
I suddenly remembered that she wasn't wearing a brassiere any longer having relinquished it after losing a fight to me in our bet. I'd later find out that it was the first of two smoking guns Gerald's wife Shailene noticed upon gaining entrance into my apartment. Gerald and Walter's focused attention on my laptop provided the second sending her into a shoe swinging fit that chased my portly bud down the stairs into the family car.
I really like the way Holly kissed, her particular technique of also nipping and sucking on my bottom lip after swirling her tongue around my mouth while moaning and whimpering the whole time. The tips of my fingers happily discovered her nipple rubbing it between the digits.
The sensation coupled with the friction provided by her clothing caused her to arch her back into me harder as her left leg traveled over mine resting against my inner thigh. Her knee lightly nudged my expanding crotch as she ground her cunt feverishly on top of my thigh. We were in the zone simultaneously as my hands clawed her butt fueling her slit over my thigh in an intense rowing motion.
Holly cupped my cheeks getting more animalistic enhancing her considerable technique with prolonged sucking on my bottom lip. She suddenly ran the flat of her tongue across the front of my face from my chin to the tip of my nose, doffing her jersey beside the couch. Her massive bust was staring me in the face badly hidden behind her embattled cotton tank top. She glanced down over her dual mountains at the expression on my face before discarding the flimsy garment too.
"Oh my god." I whimpered unintentionally.
I'd seen her nude before and every time, the result was the same as I was left staggered by her overwhelming figure in extremes. Holly Santos was definitely a large woman but an rarity in the way the weight was distributed across her body. Buxom, Rubenesque decidedly Zaftig was where Holly fit somewhere in-between with healthy portions of baby fat deposited in her causally sloping belly, fleshy arms and pillowy soft, muted love handles at her sides. Her hips were wide, but slightly squared giving her thick, semi full butt a muscular quality. Her thick legs were more accurately described as gams riding a thin line shapely and athletically defined.
"Bébeme Derrick." Holly moaned in Spanish, wrapping her arms around my head drowning me in her cavernous cleavage.
One of her thick nipple was pressed between my lips as unused milk began flowing freely into my gullet. It was oily and sweet akin to the taste of almond milk. Holly pumped the underside of the breast filled my mouth with her wetness alternating between breasts until she cupped them together wanting both suckled.
I added my hands to the outside of her bust squeezing heartily as I vacuumed sucked drinking as much as my mouth would hold. I mimicked Holly's kissing technique nipping and sucking hard enough to stretch her thick, rubbery nipples. This set her off into wild undulating theatrics as she went for broke humping herself silly on my thigh. I could feel the heated rug burn and friction through my pants.
"¡¡Que se joda Derrick, que me jodas, me estás haciendo correr tanto!! ¡¡Me estoy acabando en tu maldito muslo negro!! ¡Oh sí, chupa esas tetas! Amo esa mierda bebé!! ¡Oh, Derrick, me tienes llorando! Estoy llorando bebe!!"
I'd unintentionally discovered Holly Santos weakness as she erupted in tremors which overtook her body morphing the young twenty-something into a quivering mess rocking and squealing. The distressed, bleating cries almost sounded like she were being corporally punished.
I had to dig my fingers into her doughy love handles to keep the woman from toppling from my lap. It lasted nearly five minutes leaving my features awash in her milky goodness. This was problematic leaving her draped against my torso, half of my face smothered up to the nose with her leaking mams.
"Thas-that's cheating, Derrick." She sighed into my forehead.
My hands were full of her ass, finding the impression of a wallet there which wasn't surprising after our initial meeting. I dug nails into it like I wanted to pinch off a piece before sliding them around undoing her belt, unzipping her baggy jeans. Holly bounced a bit in my lap leaning at an angle, pushing her tit against my face.
Humorously, she squirted a light stream hitting me in the eye, laughing salaciously as the single metal button was unclasped revealing the exquisite, beaded thong hidden from view. Holly gasped as I reached into her loose jeans tugging at the beaded thong in the back drawing it deep into her gluteal cleft, her folds.
"Oh negro bonito, me gusta esa mierda; Tíralo en mi coño. Quiero que te burles de esa mierda hasta que me corra de nuevo, Derrick. ¡Juega conmigo como juegas con ese estúpido videojuego! ¡¡Oh, Derrick, me haces sentir tan jodidamente bien!!"
Her abdomen pressed into my chest allowing her mammoth boobs to engulf my head even more as I reached behind her Holly tugging on the beaded back of her thong running between her cheeks and labia. I managed three fingers inside her snatch rubbing her inner grooves which earned a non-spoken approval in her twerking hips. She was dripping wet and completely ready, but I just wanted to play with her body to my heart's content. Her nails dug into my shoulders as the sultry mulatta straightened her back. I found myself in the shadow created by the underside of her breasts.
"Oh cariño, sigue haciendo esa mierda. Me encanta como me haces sentir!! Hazme lo que quieras!!" Holly moaned slightly working her hips as the back of her beaded thong became slippery with her essence.
Her readiness was further signaled audibly with these squishy sounds as her heavy knockers swayed in front of my eyes. Holly was covered in sweat nibbling on her bottom lip as I continued having my way with her. The humidity generated by our bodies was intense leaving my t-shirt matted to my back.
I was so turned on and hard, it felt like I would cum just from watching her get off, alone. She leaned forward for a few seconds before pulling back still straddling my thigh as her panties came away in my hand, beaded thong, and all. There was a lacy tie undone in the material leaving it now a butterfly shape.
"Now, you know how I put those on; satisfied Derrick?"
"Fuck no."
I tossed them aside entering her from the front with tow digit working that bumpy ridge until she cried aloud. Her sensuous shriek reverberated off my apartment walls. I teased and worked that secret place making rivulets of sweat run down her forehead into her eyes, stinging. She kissed me passionately, eyes tightly shut. I returned her passion with equal, if not overwhelming vigor going so far as to run the flat of my tongue over chin and rounded cheek. My lips went to work on a hickey with which to mark my territory. She was caressing my head with both hands palming it on either side in the throes of a frenetic foreplay.
"¡Derrick, me tienes jodido! Voy a tener que tomar esta polla y hacerla mía. ¡¡Voy a sacarte este buen coño español, negro!!" Holly nimbly undid my fly, feverishly getting my cock out between her thighs wit clear intent.
Her other hand prodded my invading digits out directing me to use her wetness to stroke my tumescence. Her right hand covered my own, roughly assisting me with jagged, tugs of my foreskin.
"I'm fixed, gotta implant so I'm good to go, baby." As a sign of good faith, Holly drew my hand up to her bicep revealing the contraceptive. We hadn't talked about it when we hooked up before.
She'd already conceived a child with her first lover but turned that child over to the father worried that she'd become like her mother. It was a tragedy made all the worse in my opinion after seeing her interaction with her younger siblings. Holly Santos demonstrated a matronly poise and demeanor that wasn't lost on me as she arched her back covertly removing the shoes on her feet. They hit the floor with a heavy thud as the big, shapely ingenue shifted and shimmied out of her baggy jeans getting naked except for the girlish, multi colored ankle socks covering her feet.
"Babe?"
Her athleticism was incredible to behold as she raised a calve allowing me to reach forward removing the sock from her foot followed by the other. I gathered she wanted to be fully nude as she drew her knew forward managing to crouch in my lap. Like I said, Holly Santos was no small woman.
"Ahora, me voy a comer esto, cariño."
The reddened, swollen head of my penis pressed against her mound before slowly disappearing between her folds followed by the rest of my shaft until we were wedged against one another. There was nowhere to go, and I had no leverage of any sort pinned underneath her body.
"Ah, aww shit." It felt like I was already going to climax as she sat there immobile in my lap, stuffed full. She snickered a bit before whispering in my ear.
"You can cum baby; I'm gonna show you how I do it."
I groaned as Holly rolled her hips clockwise in this grinding motion using nothing but her hips. She was steaming hot inside and juicy coating me in her essence. Her lower back arched a little, but her weight made the difference as she went counter clockwise with the same grinding motion eliciting a tortured yelp from me.
"It's okay baby, you can let it go; you can give me some cum. I'm so fucking greedy, baby. Just let go and fill my little kitty up with your spunk. I want it all inside, and then we're really gonna fuck. Derrick, I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you."
Her pussy was so tight, it felt like there was a hand inside gripping my shaft. Holly worked me back and forth picking up steam, but never letting up. I wasn't going anywhere and didn't want to. My inner thighs started pulsing with a churning load of milky cum ready to coat her insides. Her stomach while slightly pudgy in sloping fashion, flexed and undulated as she continued ringing my cock out.
"AWWWW, AWWWW, AHHHHHH HOL-LEEEEEE!!" There was nowhere to go as I blew an epic load into her snatch in several pulsing bursts.
Holly stayed with me, quickly rocking, and sawing her hips getting everything I had to offer. It was slightly frustrating being unable to even push up into her cunt from the bottom. She was taking me in every way fashionable as I flopped around under her like a wet fish, embarrassed. I covered my face with both hands, hiding.
"Ah, somebody is embarrassed; come on, let me see baby." Holly snickered trying to pull my hands away from my face.
"No, stop it."
"Don't be that way, let me see Derrick." Holly pried my hands apart with some force, but I still had my eyes scrunched shut.
"DERRICK-LOOK!!" I opened my eyes.
I found myself looking up into her face. It was without a doubt, the goofiest, silliest, addled looking expression I'd ever seen in my life, her eyes almost crossed with her glistening lips hung agape with her tongue hanging out. I couldn't tell if she was making that face on purpose because I was laughing hard as hell. Holly pinched my cheeks, stretching them as her face resumed it's normal appearance. She was laughing too, wrapping me in a deep hug still impaled. I reciprocated wrapping my arms around her torso subtly sliding hands down to her butt.
"I wanna get in your bed, but I don't wanna let go." She admitted.
"Bitch, you owe me."
Holly shrieked as I grunted rising to my feet holding her in my arms. The strain on my lower back was immediate as I she had the nerve to wrap her legs around me as I half stumbled into my bedroom planting her big ass down on the edge of my bed. One step further and I would've face planted on top of her, balls deep. Holly had begun giggling as I ferried her into my bedroom, breaking into gregarious laughter indicting herself. I reached down pinching the laughing woman's cheeks sliding my hands down over her breasts and abdomen before grabbing the back of her knees.
"I pay my bills chico negro bonito."
Holly reached down between her thighs pressing me against her backdoor. She handled me until my crown disappeared inside, before taking custody of her legs at the knees. Holly managed to raise both legs higher towards her chest holding them behind her knees. I reached down cupping and adjusting her huge breasts in front of her arms.
The visual was astounding as I started slowly long stroking her derriere, holding her ankles. Holly flushed crimson almost looking like she was changing colors as I destroyed her anally. She was nodding her head in sensual affirmation which each long, deep stroke of my shaft.



"¡Fóllame bien el culo, negro! Me gusta terminar allí, ¡así que será mejor que me hagas llorar!"
Holly released her big, thick legs in a whiplash motion locking them in the small of my back drawing in up to the hilt in her derriere. She started bucking up off the bed raising her hips leaving me with the tantalizing option of grabbing big handfuls of her abundant bosom. Her milk started dripping between my fingers as she used her ankles bucking me into her, rough.
There were motion ripples going across her breasts as I banged her out with prejudice. Holly's distressed, whining moans were starting to send me over the edge when she abruptly broke contact, quickly getting on all fours, back arched legs spread far apart resembling a frog on a lily pad. I knew what she wanted, in no uncertain terms.
"PULL MY FUCKING HAIR!!"
I mounted her in a sitting couch grabbing two handfuls of her bushy mane for leverage as my balls slapped her backdoor making her squeal with delight. Her thick, chunky semi-shallow butt was raised in the air supported by her knees, her back a forty-five degree ankle towards the mattress. Holly snatched my pillows under her chin to provide support as her sensitive nipples rubbed on my coverlet.
I was popping my hips mounted over her jockeying this runaway mare like there was no tomorrow. Her face was buried in the pillows and gathered bedspread partially muffling her screams of pleasure as I took it to the next level fucking away like I was trying to rip her apart. Holly's fist started pounding the bed in a staccato series of thumps giving me the impression she was tapping out. I relented as she turned over on her back offering up her tits.
"Quiero tu semen sobre estos Derrick; dame una gran carga de semen para mis grandes tetas culo!! ¡¡Vamos nena!!" Holly instructed breathlessly in Spanish.
I mounted her abdomen pushing my throbbing cock between her humongous udders watching it disappear as she enveloped it. Holly used her fists on the outside of her tits as I drove my member into her milk drenched teats like my life depended on it.
I got on all fours supporting my weight on the balls of my feet to rail her cleavage with impunity. Holly redoubled her grip on her jiggling knockers crossing her arms over her tits, fingers interlocked at the junction where my cock gained entrance. Her criss crossed middle fingers added friction on my downward plunging shaft. The sensation was incredible taking me right over the edge.
"FUH-FUH-FAAAAWWKKK HOLL-LEEEEEEE!!" My right leg started quivering uncontrollably as my load splashed into her sternum hidden behind her enormous boobs.
It was staggering enough to bring my knees onto the mattress at either side of her sternum. I had to hold onto my headboard to keep from crashing down into Holly. My chest was on fire, thumping as I gasped feeling it in every part of my body.
"Derrick?"
"Yeah?"
"Hey nothing personal, but could you pick a side so I can breathe? You're on my chest babe; kinda heavy."
"You should talk." I drifted to Holly's right crashing down beside her. Her enormous boobs were partially pooled in her armpits allowing me to see the gooey mess I'd made of her sternum. Holly glanced over at me.
"You trying to call me fat?"
"Shut up."
Both of us were lying there staring up at my bedroom ceiling pondering what had just occurred and other things during that momentous Saturday. Holly Santos was nothing, but trouble wrapped in a voluptuous mulatta package. The day left both of us trashed and now we were enjoying a moment of relative calm.
"I'm not that bad, am I?"
"Are you kidding; you wrecked me just now Holly."
"Not what I'm talking about; I treated you like shit today, used your pic to get a fight with my mom, fucked with your friends, even played with Walter's dick for a hot minute. I-uhm, just wanna know if you're gonna see me after all that crap. I guess I'm a hot mess, huh?"
"Yeah, you are a hot fucking mess, baby." What else was I supposed to say? Holly Santos laid herself bare making a good argument for keeping her on the periphery of my circle.
"Well, even if we don't hang all that much; you wanna still be friends with benefits?"
There was a bit of anxiousness in her voice that reminded me of the fragile, shattered creature hiding deep inside this large, robust young woman.
I reached over taking her hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze.
"Derrick?"
"What now?"
"Uhm, you gonna take your clothes off, or what?" I was still dressed albeit messily with my naughty bit exposed. We were so hot and heavy; I hadn't even realized I was still dressed. It was that serious.
"Aw shit." I facepalmed. Holly had this cherubic smirk on her beautiful, partially bruised face.
GAMER GIRL: Holly Santos
THE END
***********
Holly Santos will return...
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"Hey Jaleel; you gotta minute." I was pulling my US History book from my locker near the end of my day anticipating a trip to my girlfriend's house after school.
"Ricky, I gotta get to class man." Ricky Arias had been my best bud since freshman year.
We'd bonded as brothers of the struggle through mutual incidents where we were bullied mercilessly by our peers. Ricky was chided for his pale skin and short, light brown afro along with a weird androgynous build. A lot of people joked that he lived on Sesame Street because he looked like a humanoid Muppet in their opinion. Me, I was a standard issue nerd awkward clothing provided by clueless parents labeled as "Chocolate Clark Kent" for the first three years of my student tenure. Ricky was my Ride or Die buddy without a shadow of a doubt.
"Uhm, you was talking about going over Kimberly's house this morning, right?"
"Yeah, so?"
"Well maybe you should take a raincheck on that shit."
"What're you talking about?"
"I'm saying you should come over and hang; in fact, it's imperative to your mental stability that you come with me. Seriously man, come with me if you want to live." My friend tended to quote Arnold Schwarzenegger during times of duress, but my mind was already made up.
"Ain't nothing at your house gonna beat out my girl; I'm getting some pussy." I slammed my locker door intending on leaving him there as I hurried to class.
"YOU AIN'T GETTING NO PUSSY TODAY!!" Ricky yelled after me quickly covering his mouth with both hands as other students, mostly females shot him disparaging looks.
"Man, I gotta get to my last class; what're talking about?"
He closed the distance between us trying to put his arm around my shoulders in confidence, hunched over. I wasn't as perceptive swiping his arm away a few times before he got the message. There were a few gossip hens watching and I didn't need the false narrative following us around the halls.
"Look, I'm just calling in a friend favor; don't go looking for Kimberly." My brow furrowed at the unusual request. Ricky wasn't much of a gambler with no poker face to speak of, so I was anxious to say the least.
"Don't fuck with me man, spill it."
"Look, you're my homie so I wanna give you the option of not knowing."
"Well, I say fuck that option."
Something gripped me tight in the chest as I stared at his goofy looking features. It was really bad that he was pegged as a goof between lack of declared teenage masculinity and a hand puppet. But sometimes I got it when you looked at him in a certain light. The shitty thoughts filtering through my head were making me side with our mutual antagonists in that instant.
"She gone man, just gone." The last class bell sounded making me late for US History. It was a class I shared with my girlfriend of two and a half years, Kimberly Bivens.
"What do you mean, she's gone?"
"Off campus, with uh...a person." Ricky shoved his hands in his pockets, contrite as we stared at one another.
I looked down at the textbook and folder in my grasp, before staring at my friend who just shrugged. I shook my head in mute denial of what was being suggested. I looked away down the open floor corridor of our school which had formerly in the far flung past, served as a warehouse. US History was just at the bottom of the stairs on the second floor. Kimberly Bivens was a straight A student meticulous in all facets of her life as a member of the student council and a cheerleader with a fair share of popularity.
"She ain't here, Jaleel." Ricky reiterated.
It was like having an out of body experience as I found myself bolting to the crowded stairwell stuffed to the gills full of high school students coming and going. I ignored the verbal abuse and irritated shoves from some of my classmates as I negotiated the stairs ending up at the border of the second floor. My last class was second from the stairwell, but I hesitated. Ricky's raised eyebrow expression lingered in my empty skull.
"Jaleel, she ain't there." I found Ricky at my back. He'd followed knowing where I was going amidst the thinning crowd of students entering their myriad classrooms.
I took a deep breath steeling myself before glancing at the half opened door of my last class for the day. I was in the zone now, measuring my steps to the door peering inside finding everyone present...except for Kimberly Bivens, my girlfriend of two and a half years. She'd insisted that our relationship remain private opting to always take the first seat adjacent to the class door while I sat dead center in class.
That seat was empty.
I turned to Ricky who looked away with this hunched over posture that spoke to his embarrassment for me. Earlier in the morning we'd been talking nerd politics in the school cafeteria and I'd casually mentioned hooking up with my girlfriend. Kimberly's strict parents were forced to leave her at home under the watchful eye of her shut-in older sister to deal with a sick relative one state over.
She'd slyly mentioned it and the opportunity to have sex fully nude. Our previous couplings consisted of fooling around when the opportunity presented itself due to a militantly strict father and religious, church going mother. We'd hatched a plan to go to her place after school and do the deed au naturel in every sense of the term.
"Where is she?!" My hands were full of Ricky's shirt almost throttling him in ragged volcanic emotion.
He looked nervous motioning over his shoulder with a thumb to the hall monitors stationed there. These were student members of the police explorer outreach program. The male and female student were presently engaged in flirtatious conversation oblivious to our actions a few feet away.
In fact the student desk which served as an impromptu office was occupied by the uniformed student officer, while his rotund female partner sat atop it, her big, chunky ass obscuring his view of us. I noticed a hand caressing the curve of her derriere. Ricky managed to gently disengage my hands, looking anxious for his own safety.
"I went to that food truck at the back of the school during lunch; I was walking back with my hoagie when I saw Kimberly in the passenger seat of some dude's ride. I couldn't see who it was, but when they turned out of the parking lot right in front of me, I looked down into the car and..."
"What?"
"She hand a handful of this guy's junk. Motherfucker had his dick out getting a hand job and had no fucks to give who saw that shit, man. Sorry, but they were hugged up like a uhm, couple."
I was stopped in my tracks fully shocked at his account. It was one of those moments when you were able to picture everything in your mind's eye. Everything came with an extreme clarity that twisted this invisible knife in my back. I wasn't there but I could see her doing exactly what my friend said. That didn't sit well with me one bit. I could feel the rage engulfing me and I knew it wouldn't abate without a target as I glared at my best friend.
"Ricky, we gotta go."
"WHERE?!"
Ten minutes later I was sitting in the passenger seat of my good friend Ricky Arias, trusty cream colored, black trimmed Hatchback Brigade, speeding towards what I thought would be an epic confrontation. I was intent on pummeling the guy making time with my girl. I was entertaining thoughts of this epic movie ending brawl that would completely destroy Kimberly's bedroom. I was also scared to death at what I would find once we arrived at her home.
"Maybe you should call her."
"Nah, fuck that shit; I read way too much Reddit to do that."
I was hunched beside Ricky in an upright fetal position dreading my decision as we got closer to Kimberly's home. She lived twenty minutes away from our school. We shared two classes and my girl betrayed no hint of dissatisfaction with me, but we weren't a thing in public which brought all kinds of things to the fore. I'd known her since eighth grade, and she was always popular at the top of the student body.
We kind of found one another during our freshman year as a survival tactic across the diaspora of our inner city campus. Everything was so alien and new, horrifying to kids on the cusp of fifteen at the time. We'd only shared space in public settings for a month or two before she was absorbed into the popular sphere of students.
I accepted this because of our history and thought nothing of the fact that she naturally drifted away to new friends including upperclassmen who gravitated towards her in grooming fashion. It was this skewed ritual akin to the sorting hat from those Harry Potter movies with newbies being sorted into respective peer groups embodying various egregious stereotypes with an urban tinge to them.
Near the end of the year we shared an English class and subsequently a two person assignment that was integral to passing into the sophomore year. One thing led to another with us becoming "attached" in private. I understood the necessity for social secrecy with Kimberly making up for it in heated interludes whenever possible.
"I don't think you should go over there, man."
"If you're scared, just drop me off at the end of the block and I'll walk the rest of the way."
We were already turning onto her block which consisted of identical rows of craftsman style homes surrounded by lush, vertical hedges as tall as I. There was the idea that all of the homes were prefab back into the day serving many nuclear families before the great white flight in the mid-sixties. My pulse was racing and all I could think of, all I could see was Kimberly's sleek features which a cousin once described as serpentine before my fist rewarded him with a fat lip.
"Jaleel, you need to calm down before you do something crazy."
"No, I'm gonna do something crazy if I find somebody with my girl." I reiterated.
When I thought of her appearance, most people tended to compare Kimberly facially to actress Skye P. Marshall and it was hard to argue because she heavily resembled the celebrity. She just about five seven in height with a slender yet shapely figure that was usually hidden in conservative clothing whenever her strict father was in the vicinity. I'd seen her completely nude on rare occasion during our time together and found that I loved her deceptively full, heart shaped butt besides her exotic features which were owed in part to West Indian grandparents.
"Hey pull over, we're here." I was sweaty, my muscles tight in the shoulders and underarms in dread anticipation as Ricky drew close to the sidewalk.
"JALEEL, WAIT!" I jumped out of the car before her could come to a full stop walking across my girlfriend's lawn to her house which had an entrance on its side instead of the front like some of the homes on this block.
I paused at the edge of the tall hedges peering around them at the side of the house finding Kimberly's older sister at the far end of the walk in the backyard lounging in a wooden lawn chair faced away from me. The thirty something slacker wasn't allowed a house key for various reasons, so I was sure the side front door was unlocked.
"Hey man, you could've waited until I parked."
I waved off Ricky before scurrying down the walk to the front door slipping inside. My heart was pounding as I closed my sweaty fists approaching her bedroom door at the back of a short corridor. It wasn't eve fully closed as my trembling hand gave it a slight push.
Time froze, everything suddenly paused allowing me to take it all in exquisite detail. Her thin frame from the top of her head, to her subversively wide hips. Her reflective skin tone, a beautiful shade of hazelnut contrasted with the thin underwire, demi cup bra covering her modest, pert breasts.
Kimberly had this teardrop shaped butt with a deep gluteal cleft that she referred to as "A Shaped." This resulted in her cheeks parting wider than you would think whenever she was on all fours taking it from behind. Now I was standing in the doorway of her room watching something that looked damn near like a beer can parting that exceptionally deep gluteal cleft.
To my horror, it almost looked like Kimberly was sitting on a fence post. A giant pair of hair covered balls were slapping up into her snatch with enough momentum causing them to swing upward into her cheeks.
She was riding this motherfucker, some huge guy packed with muscle and sinew in his powerful athletic legs spread apart to give him leverage impaling her cheating cunt with no fucks to give. His large mitt like hands had custody of her thin forearms for leverage as she frenetically bounced on his cock becoming this vibrating blur of motion.
Kimberly's head was pointed upward, chin raised towards the ceiling of her cluttered bedroom. I could see her narrow eyes, wide pools of white with a dilated pupil at their center. Both of them were screaming in ecstasy, perfect synchronicity as time resumed instantly with no warning.
"WHAT-THE-ACTUAL-FUCK?!!" I heard myself scream at the top of my lungs as the room became eerily quiet.
The instant was weird and surreal as I found myself looking directly at the face of Kimberly Bivens, in extreme closeup. It was all I could see for the next few seconds as she stared back stoically before reality set in raising her meticulously shaped eyebrows over those now serpentine eyes over her thin nose and full lips coated in her favorite burgundy lipstick.
It looked like she was about to ugly cry in that moment of frozen time, but I realized she was grimacing at me. Her teeth gnashed together as she dismounted turning away from me to the immediate wall of her bedroom. She frantically snatched up what looked like a flimsy white shirt covering her nudity in the front, but her bare ass was facing me.
"FUCK IS THIS THIS SHIT?!!" I yelled again automatically getting another unwanted visual as the guy's enormous donk was uncovered, pointed at the ceiling catching the afternoon light filtering in from her venetian blind covered windows. I would never be able to forget the sight off his glistening dong.
"GET OUTTA HERE JALEEL, I'LL CALL YOU LATER!!" She screamed unable to face me, content to give me a view of her perfect ass. My eyes shifted over to the guy laying there flat on his back adding to my immediate horror.
Jay Stello.
Jay Stello, literally the most popular guy in school.
Jay Stello, half black, half Italian, the best looking guy on campus always surrounded by groups of fawning teenage girls with wet panties.
Jay Stello, star football player known city wide after bringing three championships to our little, ghetto school over supposedly better funded athletic programs in more privileged areas. This fucker with guaranteed football scholarships, sports endorsements waiting for him to become eligible age wise.
Jay Stello is fucking my girl.
"Hey man, do you mind?" This motherfucker Jay Stello looked like younger Rick Fox with an Al B. Sure hairdo. This motherfucking Jay Stello built like fucking Dwayne Johnson.
His eighteen years of age had been questioned one time before a championship game by the coach of the opposing team necessitating his school identification and driver's permit be presented before the game could start. Jay destroyed them afterwards and openly gloated while being interviewed by a visibly interested blonde news anchor. I remember the local station putting out a public disclaimer and apology for the hot and bothered reporter. She was temporarily suspended from the air too.
"Hey man, do you mind?" Jay asked again, sitting up this time.
"Uh-uhm, I..." I opened my mouth, but nothing would come out. My body rebelled shutting down imprisoning my mind inside. My mouth hung open as Jay looked over at Kimberly getting up off the bed.
This motherfucker, Jay Stello was six foot four inches of packed muscle who obviously didn't care about his own nudity and huge, engorged penis pointing in my direction as he draped an arm about my girlfriend's shoulder half turning her to face me. Kim sort of vertically straddled his side unwilling to look at me until he nudged her.
"Hey, you know this nigga?" They exchanged glances for a few seconds.
"He's like, my friend." She mumbled.
"Hey bro, sex education class is over now, so you needs to be getting all the fucking way up outta here before I gets to putting my foot up in your ass." He was still serenely calm even it was OBVIOUS I was Kim's boyfriend.
"Uhm, well...uh." I was trying to move, do anything but my body decided to show me the idiotic folly of my initial plan to engage in senseless violence. Jay and Kimberly just stared at my traumatized features.
"HEY JALEEL, SAVE ME A PIECE OF THAT NIGGA; I'M GONNA BEAT HIS ASS, TOO!!" Ricky appeared at the peripheral of Kim's bedroom door accidentally getting the visual as Kim ducked behind Jay hiding her nudity. He was similarly affected by the sight of Jay's nudity. Both of them stared back, incredulously.
"...YEAH UHM, WE GOTTA KICK THAT NIGGA ASS OUTSIDE MESSING WITH MY CAR!!" Ricky deftly called an audible as I quickly grabbed him in a no look headlock.
Both of us turned slowly walking down the corridor like we'd been glued together finding her older sister in the open kitchen. It was like walking through molasses as Kim's bedroom door shut loudly behind us hard enough for the sound to echo. The thirty something was standing there staring at two intruders in her home with no reaction whatsoever.
"Want some stuff puffs; they're fresh out the oven."
Kimberly's older sister flamed out in university returning home as a shut-in after a toxic affair with one of her professors. In hindsight it was tragic seeing her standing there wearing an apron and oven mitt, holding a tray of loaded croissants.
"Oh hey, thank you so much." Ricky's my best friend, but he's a greedy fucker who took time to drag me over to get one of the treats. I couldn't really be mad as Kim's sister handed him one in a napkin.
Five minutes later we were zooming down the block as I stared blankly out at the blurred scenery. He was well over the speed limit on a residential street driving like we were being chased by police. Me, I was just numb to everything. The theatre of my mind's eye replaying the salacious scene on a continual loop. Ricky to his credit, tried to take my mind off things by turning on his radio. The musical strains of "All The Things Your Man Won't Do" by this artist named Joe flowed from the speakers right in front of my face.
"No, change that." I managed to say.
"Oh, sorry Jaleel." Ricky reached over switching the channel as loud static filled the car before "If I Ever Fall In Love Again" by this old group called Shai, blasted throughout Ricky's Hatchback Brigade and the surrounding streets.
"No Ricky no, change it." I bit into my bottom lip as he switched it again, this time allowing "The Rain" by Oran Juice Jones to continue the karmic trolling being visited upon me by the heavens.
"GOD DAMMIT RICKY, WHAT THE FUCK MAN?!!" I screamed as he hit the scan button, barely getting fully back behind the wheel.
He managed to swerve out of incoming traffic having drifted lanes. I sat up looking through the back window of his hatchback. Both of us wiped our brows as Biz Markie's "Just A Friend" serenaded us the rest of the way to my home.
"Hey man, you gonna be okay?" He asked earnestly.
"I don't know." It was the most honest answer I could manage.
Honestly, I was pretty sure Ricky was happy to drop me on the front lawn in front of my house managing a pat on the shoulder before gunning off into the dusk.
I stood there watching even after he was gone now faced with encroaching reality. I'd walked right into a textbook example of urban Darwinism. Kimberly's narrow features and the gradually indifferent expression haunted me as I stood there on my front lawn.



I took out my phone staring at it wondering if Kimberly tried to call and divert me from finding out she was gonna cheat. We were supposed to be hooking up that day. I was grief addled wondering if she wanted me to find her with that motherfucker, Jay Stello.
I found nothing.
There was this odd detachment as I looked up at the streetlights coming on realizing that I'd been standing there for a good bit of time. I was shell shocked to the ultimate as I drifted up my front steps fumbling for my house keys. My hands trembled uncontrollably making it impossible to open my screen door.
I was starting to have a panic attack because of the relentless image of that motherfucker, Jay Stello railing the absolute snot out of my girlfriend. Luckily, my mother answered the door probably alerted by my fumbling. My face cracked at the sight of my sainted mother as she unlocked the screen door cracking it open.
"BOY, TAKE OUT THIS GARBAGE!!" My sainted mother, the matriarch of our esteemed family, spiked a full garbage bag into my face and chest before letting the screen door slam shut.
I stumbled down a step or two gathering myself and the garbage bag trudging around the side of our home to the plastic trash cans in the alley. The world seemed different, larger, and lonely as I stood in front of the trashcan staring down the alley. My girlfriend explicitly made plans with me to hook up after school.
I tried to figure out why she would want me to see her that way. It felt like I was being repeatedly drawn back to that bedroom to watch her atop that motherfucking Jay Stello being impaled. Every time the memory returned, there would be some new wrinkle, some new detail to torment me. I trudged back to the house, droopy hangdog on full display.
Nothing was different visually about the house since I'd left this morning, just a lingering malaise in the air as I walked by my mother's bedroom to the kitchen. She'd long since stopped preparing meals for me once I'd reached eighteen citing the need for me to start learning how to take care of myself.
My younger sister had long since moved out to live with her father while my older brother was making a living on the other side of the country. I had Jan Brady syndrome, not particularly close with either of my siblings. So, it was just me and my mother in the house and she was occupied with Netflix and a bottle of Seagram's gin. My phone started ringing shortly as I fished some pasta from the microwave.
"Ricky, I'm okay."
"You sure man, I don't wanna go there but that was some fucked up shit to see."
"You think?" I replied dripping sarcasm.
"I wished you listened to me Jaleel, seeing my girl getting railed like that would destroy me. They was looking at you like a burglar or something. I mean, your girl Kim got a nice apple and all, but that shit was foul."
"You don't have a girlfriend Ricky."
"Don't get salty with me pal; save that shit for your girl. You should be thanking me anyway."
"Thanking you for what?"
"I saved you from pulling an OJ."
"OJ was found innocent in a court of law judged by his peers. A hostile court of law with everything set up against him, and I ain't no fucking fan of that coon. I had no intention of harming Kim, but that motherfucking Jay Stello..."
"Well you wasn't harming that big ass nigga, either. So, now he got your girl and you out cold with your dick in your hand. Actually you're lucky, he could've knocked you out cold, man."
"Ricky."
"Yeah Jaleel?"
"Bye."
My room was adjacent to the kitchen in the back of our modest home. I took my dinner into my bedroom setting it down on my desk unable to eat it. I plopped down on my bed staring across the room at a posture of some IG Model whose name I couldn't recall. It stood out on the only bare wall in my young man cave between the shelves stocked full of books from years of reading and other odds and ends accumulated during my adolescence and early teen years. It had been a gift from Ricky to make me seem less nerdy, in his words.
The shapely thick, bottom heavy model's rear end had been covered with black masking tape and a simple calendar by my snooping mother. My father forbade her from tearing it from the wall as was her habit to remove anything, she considered overtly sexual. Her snooping ratcheted up a bit after I'd been rolled near my cousin's house by a trio of unreasonably enraged sisters for simply saying "Hello" to them. Mom thought I'd done something perverted and wasn't above savaging my ego with her theory.
I considered myself standard in the looks department with a moderately slender build on par with most of my teenage peers. My teeth gnashed and I cracked my neck thinking of the other guy smashing the holy hell out of my girlfriend, every detail no matter how minute. Kimberly Bivens never behaved maliciously or gave any indication verbally that she thought any less of me; but now, I was replaying everything. How she made me wait with chaste shows of affection that I thought progressed naturally once we'd turned eighteen. Particular to my experience was this one memory, a favorite actually of mine.
We were studying at her house, in her bedroom lying on her bed together. Kimberly and I got into a spirited discussion about sex that ended up with us grinding fully clothed. Even though there was no actual penetration she'd obviously become hot and bothered enough, that she sought me out two days later for more of the same. Only, this time she lost her pants while I did the same, grinding and mashing into her heart shaped butt from the back.
She allowed me to pull my cock out through my underwear poking her panty covered slit as hard as I could. Kim got so wet, she couldn't deny what she was feeling even as I blasted a liter of cum all over her dark, dusk hued cheeks. We got into it because of said ejaculation with her calling me a child and saying I was selfish.
I ended up apologizing for everything worried I was being dumped when she relented. Kimberly Bivens surprised me by removing a single condom from her bureau, dutifully opening, and rolling it onto my cock before removing her panties bending over her bed. I fucked her for an hour and a half after being warned that I'd better tell her when I was cumming.
The fix was in, but I didn't know it because Kim was still angry twisting away right as I was about to cum with a snarky chuckle. She sat there watching me fill the condom turning it into a latex bubble hanging off the end of my business. Kim made some comment about how I cum like a horse before slipping on some bottoms and basically kicking me out.
That was our last sexual experience together before I found her with motherfucking Jay Stello. That's why I was so happy and stoked when she mentioned her parents being out of the house. I figured we were hooking up and planned to do everything in my power to please my girlfriend.
Obviously, Kimberly had other ideas about getting pleased that didn't include me. My ringing android phone thankfully interrupted another mental replay of the blow by blow. I didn't even look at it as I raised the phone to my ear.
"What now, Ricky?"
"Not Ricky, Jaleel." The sound of her silky voice sent a shiver up my spine.
"Kimberly."
"Thought I'd call and see how you're taking things babe. Today was a really bad look and I'm wholly empathetic to what you're going through. Perhaps you should've called me before dropping by like you did."
"Dropping by, you said your parents weren't gonna be home; we talked about that Kim. Why did you tell me that in the first place, huh?"
"Oh, yeah; I forgot all about that." Her tone was casual, devoid of expected angst at being caught cheating.
"You cheated on me."
"That-is the wrong narrative Jaleel; you're being emotional when there's no need to be in your situation. Jayson was really upset by your intrusion, but I've calmed him down and explained things properly. Now I'm gonna need you to hang back a bit and curtail any public theatrics. Jayson is very jealous, and I can't stress enough how prone to violence he is and all. Gee, I hope he's not using steroids, I've heard a few things. Hey Jaleel, you think steroids are dangerous?"
"Jayson?"
"Jay, Jayson is his birth name and everyone at school calls him Jay for short. It works out perfectly because I get called Kim a lot. Don't you think Kim and Jay sound perfectly matched, audibly speaking?"
"Nah, but I thought Kim and Jaleel sounded better." She giggled gregariously ignoring the pathos in my voice.
"That's what I liked about you. That manufactured sense of smarminess you use to hide your insecurities. Its night and day between you and Jayson. I mean, he's so confident, built...attractive. You well, you're good for your lane and all, but this was to be expected. Today bursting into my bedroom like you did, was unsuspected but fortuitous." Kimberly Bivens was always reserved and calm. She was planning to become an entertainment lawyer after college.
"Fortuitous; that's all you have to say to me?"
"What do you want me to say?" She asked flatly, almost gloating as she destroyed my manhood.
"Sorry, for cheating on you; just for starters, Kim." There was a long pregnant pause from her end of the line which seemed to go on forever before she finally spoke.
"Look at him and look at you Jaleel."
"FUCK KIMBERLY, FUCK!!" I finally lost it slobbering into the phone like a mad dog.
"Calm down."
"HOW YOU GONNA TALK TO ME LIKE THAT, HUH KIMBERLY?!!"
"Calm down Jaleel, get yourself together or I'm hanging up right now."
I hated the pointed inflection of her voice whenever she was upset or angry. She had this way of speaking that made you feel like a little kid getting scolded. It had the desired effect as I bit down on my pointer finger going silent. Kim waited a few extra moments before continuing.
"We were never together Jaleel; you were like, my practice boy. It's regrettable that you were misinformed but you had to know the truth on some level; I never claimed you in public. You're not my boyfriend, never was and I don't want this truth to ruin your high school experience. That being said..."
"FAAWWKKK!!" I blurted out uncontrollably, biting on my finger as the phone went silent.
"I going to allow that; so, that being said I understand how jarring this situation is and I want to help you ease into your lane properly. It's gonna be tough, but I believe in you, Jaleel."
"Huh?"
"While we're not together, never have been and considering what happened this afternoon; I'm willing to help you out a bit until you can stand on your own two feet."
"Kimberly, what are you talking about?" I was breathing hard, my chest full of fire while she talked like we were casual acquaintances, nothing more.
"Pussy, I'm willing to give you a little from time to time Jaleel; but don't get it twisted because I LOVE Jayson. Even though, I'm just offering you kind of, an outpatient deal here. What do you think, babe?"
My phone flew across the room smashing into its component parts ending the brutal call. It was a cheap phone, one of those burners you got from places like Walmart. My parents are real cheap.
I got no closure.
At least not the closure I was looking for.
...to be continued.
***************************



        Hope, Charity & Faith Ch. 02

        She ain't your girl, it was just your turn...

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/hope-charity-and-faith-ch-02

Title: Hope, Charity & Faith Ch. 02

Author: mondotoken

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: She ain't your girl, it was just your turn...

Tags: big butt, bigass, cheating, bully, nerd, mean girls, tease, teacher, high school, black girl

Series: Hope, Charity & Faith


* All characters in this story are of legal age. *
"GET YOUR ASS UP OUT THAT BED AND GET TO SCHOOL!!" Mom's high falsetto voice breached the walls of my modest bedroom like a banshee's scream, but this particular morning was different.
I'd actually been awake for hours staring at my ceiling fan since right before the dawn dreading every moment. The coming of the new day in earnest brought with it a challenge that I honestly didn't want to face. Stepping out of bed onto the hardwood floor would inexorably trigger a series of events that would lead to a modicum of relief or utter chaos.
"I'M UP!!" Her response, the one I got was a slamming front door as she went to work.
There was a bit of an echo afterwards. Didn't take it personal, mom hated going to work lately because of a new supervisor who was somewhat of a dick.
I glanced to my side as I righted myself on the edge of my converted day bed noticing my reassembled phone flashing with messages. The prior night it was frantically reassembled before shame set followed by traumatic unconsciousness posing as sleep. I was still wearing my clothing from the previous day. I turned it over finding my girlfriend's face in the message box.
MESSAGE: You should have took the deal, now get ready to cry it out.
"Bitch." I mumbled.
Not wanting good food to go to waste I tossed my microwaved calzone back inside the oven for a second round of teen friendly radiation while I showered and got dressed in appropriately fresh clothing. I scarfed down my repurposed breakfast and a glass of orange juice before leaving the house only to find Ricky waiting outside in his car. I was a little surprised after our previous exchange but heartened that he had my back as I jumped in beside him. We were halfway to school twenty minutes later which started some latent anxiety ratcheting up inside me as we got closer.
"She called last night."
"Really; Kim called, you?!!" Ricky raised an eyebrow turning down his radio.
"Yeah, it was brutal."
"You told her to eat a sick dick, right?" I nodded in the negative periodically glancing out the window as Ricky scoffed.
"Get this, she said we were never together; called me a practice boy." Ricky suddenly skidded to a halt, pulling over to the curb with this concerned look on his face.
"Hey Jaleel; we cool right?"
"Yeah, why you stop the car?"
"Look, she's just a girl and there's gonna be more girls coming along in no time bro. We need to think about options before doing something drastic, alright?"
"Man, what're talking about?"
"All I'm trying to say is don't shoot me; we people, right?"
"You're crazy man; you think I'm gonna go on a shooting spree, huh?" I shrugged over emphasized the stupidity of his talking points.
"Kimberly Bivens is one fine bitch; she's got it like that and she's one of the most popular girls at our school. I saw that sweet ass of hers yesterday, no offense."
"None taken."
"I'm just saying that maybe, you should try to stay off the grid, so you don't catch hell when it hits the fan. Jay Stello probably told his boys on the football team already; what you gonna do about that?"
"Man you saw that motherfucker yesterday."
"Too much of him actually."
"Yeah, you think he gives any fucks about either one of us?"
"Point well taken." Ricky reached over intending to turn the music up in his car again as I mused angrily rubbing my chin.
"Bitch had the nerve to offer me what she called an "outpatient" deal, talking about giving me some consolation pussy to quote-unquote help ease me out of things. Fucking entitled princess bitch!"
"And you ain't gonna take it?"
"DO YOU KNOW WHAT THAT MEANS RICKY?!" I doubted Ricky grasped the basic principles of the cuckoldry suggested by my smug girlfriend. I doubted he grasped the egregious nature of even making such a suggestion.
"Still, Kimberly Bivens got that ass." My friend, shaky moral code, and ethics aside, was a virgin. We continued down the street as I thought of my conversation with Kimberly the night before. It stung to high hell there was zero remorse on her part.
"Her ass ain't that great; it's 36 inches anyway."
"You measured her butt; man, you're my hero, Jaleel." Ricky chuckled.
"Not even, I went shopping with her at the mall; she was looking for a dress for her cousin's reception and thought it was funny to give me her stats while she was trying on a bunch of dresses. I ended up coming off some money for a cocktail dress I'll never see her wearing." That memory hurt, but I would never admit a dressing room hand job was the catalyst for me buying her that dress.
"So uhm, what are they?"
"Huh?"
"Her stats, what're they?" Ricky asked again.
"32C-26-36, happy now?" My chubby compatriot shrugged with a stupid smile on his face as he turned into the student parking lot.
I didn't like the look on his face. Ricky Arias was a notorious gossip hound, sometimes joking called CNN Goofy by some of less than comedic peers. It was a stupid nickname, but he had many along with myself. I was probably one or two steps above being considered a nerd which chaffed all the more internally after discovering my girlfriend cheating with me with that motherfucking Jay Stello.
The student parking lot was always severely crowded during the morning hours, but we made use of a handicap placard belonging to one of Ricky's uncles. The disabled veteran didn't drive but had been chided into applying for the placard by his second favorite nephew, Ricky Arias.
"Shit, hey Jaleel remember what we talked about, right?"
"What now?" I was busy reaching down between my legs for my backpack when he nudged me. I sat up glanced to my left out his driver's side window.
"Shit."
My girlfriend Kimberly was holding court right outside the student parking lot entrance. She ran deep in her respective clique of fellow cheerleaders and was mostly revered by her fellow classmates and some members of the faculty. My heart skipped a beat resuming in loud chest bursting thumps as the image of her being judiciously railed by that motherfucking Jay Stello flared up again. My teeth gnashed as I noticed an oversized letterman's jacket hiding her torso. All of the gathered hens were visually euphoric at her good fortune.
"Shit."
"Jaleel?"
"Shit."
"Hey man, you okay?"
"Shit." I half toppled from Ricky's car stumbling off with my backpack for the far end of the school and an alternate exit. There was no way I was walking into the school through Kimberly Bivens and her shitty friends.
"HEY BRO, I'LL SEE YOU AT GYM!!" Ricky called after me as I made good my escape from any potential drama. I just did my best Marsellus Wallace imitation waving without looking back.
The stereo thumping didn't stop until I reached my third floor locker fishing out my Algebra 2 textbook. I bristled at the sight of Kimberly wearing that letterman's jacket. I didn't want to admit it, but just seeing her standing there demonstrated how much of a rube I'd been before finding out the truth about her. Access to her body had dulled my senses to the reality of my situation in plain sight. She'd called me a practice boy talking to me like I was some casual acquaintance until she made an offer more to stoke her immense ego, than anything else.
"Ah crap." I facepalmed realizing that I shared my first class with Kimberly.
It was a slog to class feeling like I was walking the short plank off the boat into the ocean. I was wholly apprehensive walking to class relieved when I didn't find my girlfriend present. The early morning rush was a grind with congested corridors filled with students, loud raucous peer commentary amidst the sounds of slamming lockers. Class was pretty much full, and I was one of the last guys inside as our teacher addressed me.
"Do you mind closing the door Jaleel?"
"Uh, no sir Mr. Harvey."
I began to pull the heavy door up behind me when it was stopped with enough force that I felt it from my wrist to my elbow. I glanced back horrifically finding myself looking into the chiseled chest of that motherfucking Jay Stello. My gaze traveled up to his stifling handsome face.
"Hey I got it youngblood."
He flashed a million dollar smile that gave me dry heaves while the class giggled at the visual of our dueling physiques. The star jock took it one step further snatching the door back suddenly before I could release the handle inadvertently yanking me stumbling backward.
"Hi, Jay, uhm, what's your name again?" My girlfriend Kimberly appeared in the widened door frame still draped in his letterman jacket with a Mentos smile of her own that made me shrivel up inside.
"Mud." She snickered before turning to give that motherfucking Jay Stello a sensual kiss that resulted in loud whooping noises from the rest of the class that our teacher Mr. Harvey waved off.
"Hello mud."
The newly minted couple giggled, both of them staring at me through slit narrowed eyes in silent recognition. Kimberly walked into the class followed single file by two staunch members of her clique, Charmaine and Treena.
My eyes followed the three pairs of shapely legs to their respective desks as they took their seats. The large jacket covering Kimberly's torso, hid her heart shaped butt while her friend's sizable charms were on display in white capris and skintight jeans, respectively. I looked up finding that motherfucking Jay Stello similarly watching the trio. We exchanged glances as Mr. Harvey had enough.
"If you're done Jaleel, please take your seat or go see Vice Principal Nichols." The class burst into laughter as I nodded like a simpleton taking the remaining seat in a fully booked classroom.
Unfortunately for me, that remaining seat was situated pretty much between Charmaine and Treena with Kimberly bringing up the rear with one student separating us at my back. I walked slowly to my seat observing with mounting panic the girl's eyes trained on my face. Social awkwardness aside, I cat my gaze downward taking my seat noticing my girlfriend's affair partner still watching from the doorway.
"MR. STELLO, THE CLASS WILL BE OVER IN TWENTY NINE MINUTES!" Mr. Harvey was writing on the blackboard addressing the jock without looking directly. The class giggled as I opened my text and notebook fishing around in my pocket for a pen. Motherfucking Jay Stello disappeared from the door.
"Hey."
It was unmistakably Kim whispering behind me, but I kept my gaze forward as Mr. Harvey kept writing out a lesson plan on the board. For context, he'd already written the plan beforehand, but found it erased when he returned from the teacher's lounge.
"Jaleel?" She whispered again as I glanced to my side finding her friend Charmaine staring on the verge of laughter. Treena was sitting just behind her friend separated by a student.
"Nigga, you hear my girl calling you." Charmaine whispered looking at me with a furrowed brow. I looked away earning a sigh from this teen, who reminded me of Keke Palmer facially. I looked away to my left unwilling to address her or Kimberly.
"He's being extra, Kim." Charmaine whispered presumably to Kimberly.
"Aw, I think his narrow little booty hurting; yeah that's what's going on with this nigga, right here." Treena chimed in this annoyingly saccharine sweet tone.
"He's a good boy; ain't that right stupid?" Charmaine asked as some of the other students started to giggle.
"Hey Jaleel, you better answer me." Kimberly whispered again.
"Maybe he can't; maybe it's hard." Treena added sounding closer to my right ear. I had to resist the urge to turn in their direction but was able to see Charmaine out the corner of my eyes. She was starting to look pissed already turned toward me in her desk.
"Are you HARD, Jaleel?" A section of the students burst into uproarious laughter drawing Mr. Harvey's attention.
"ONE MORE OUTBURST, POP QUIZ!" Everybody groaned as he went back to writing out the lesson plan.
Kimberly's ego was on full display this morning and was the portend of things to come if I didn't address her directly. I'd lost my shit last night because of her lackadaisical demeanor about cheating on me, basically hanging up in her face. In our faux relationship, she was definitely in charge and wasn't shy about letting me know.
Now, she wanted me to capitulate in some fashion and I wasn't having it. A folded triangle of paper, a note landed on my desk. It had been tossed in an arc over the guy behind me landing dead center in the middle of my opened notebook. I ignored it, using my pen to push it to the right edge of my desk.
"Answer me, Jaleel; I'm not gonna tell you again." Kimberly whispered.
Charmaine was still facing me, and it was plain that she was bristling with unbridled anger at my defiance. This is how it was with the popular kids at our school. They considered themselves royalty. Charmaine Belle was a staunch proponent of this mindset amongst the student body.
She was built like an old school coke bottle with her fair share of admirers making up one third of the triumvirate including Treena and my girlfriend, Kimberly Bivens. Thusly, I wasn't surprised when she leaned forward into my personal space flicking the note into my sternum with a flick of her index finger.
"Jaleel." I didn't answer Kim, but found a caveat opening the message under Charmaine's furrowed brow.
I found a crude drawing of a crying face emoji and a limp dripping dick that was leaking. It was a few seconds of pointed observation that ended with me balling up the note tossing it into the aisles between the desks at my immediate right. All three girls burst into muffled laughter, but Mr. Harvey kept writing intent on finishing what he started.
"You gonna cry nigga?" Charmaine whispered.
"He crying?" Treena asked in muffled tone as Charmaine tried to lean further into the aisle towards my desk. I looked away into the opposite aisle finding some guy looking at me with a jackal's smile. There was blood in the water.
"Oh yeah, he's gonna do it."
"Aw, poor little nigga; he crying Kim." Treena added purposely talking in a baby voice as some of the surrounding students worked to keep from bursting into laughter. I rested my cheek in the palm of my hand still looking away from Charmaine.
"He's crying over the pussy; that little pee-pee is dripping." Treena went in for the kill as a flurry of napkins floated onto my desk. This broke the classroom into fits of uproarious laughter.
"ALRIGHT EVERYONE, POP QUIZ!!" Mr. Harvey made good on his threat.
***********
My next two classes were uneventful, but the sting of Kimberly's opening salvo lingered like a second degree burn about my psyche. The problem was between us, but she involved her friends. Now it seemed like I was on their radar and I wondered how long it would be before my name literally was mud across the campus.
Between my bud Ricky Arias and Charmaine and Treena, my options were looking bleak. Kimberly never wanted us to be seen as a couple in high school and it bruised my ego, but she made up for it behind closed doors. Now, she was okay with being public to trash my ass because I'd hung up in her face.
"So, what're you gonna do about it?" Ricky asked at our fifth period lunch.
"Take the high road I guess; really not much I can do but soldier through it anyway."
Both of us were eating a pizza with some friends that Ricky and some of our mutual acquaintances ordered collectively.
"Well, it could be worse."
"How could it be worse, man?" I glanced around at the stuffed cafeteria which contained numerous social circles and cliques.
The popular set occupied the northern corner of the lunch room, which made it No Man's Land for anybody else not in the know. Presently, the football team was recreating a raucous version of The Last Supper there at the very first table. It always seemed like they were partying due to the excess chairs and people gathered about that double set of long tables.
The third table in had one to three chairs left all occupied by some clueless freshman students. The innocuous trio was conducting a study group during their meal break when a large styrofoam cup of orange soda landed in the center of their trays and belongings splashing everywhere. The underclassmen quickly scurried off to a safe distance.
"You could be those guys Jaleel; imagine if Jay Stello got involved?"
"You keep talking like I'm supposed to be scared of that motherfucker or something."
"You ain't, huh man; you had space and opportunity yesterday, but I didn't see you throwing hands!" Ricky had a penchant for being brutally honest that rankled. He sometimes spoke without thinking and today was no different.
"Catch you later homeboy." I didn't want to acknowledge his truth by acknowledging my own cowardice.
I'd froze on the spot after finding them as my perception of the world changed in that instant. The image of Kimberly impaled atop some guy that looked like an Olympic athlete had an immediate effect leaving me utterly devastated. I ended up in the boy's locker room sitting there still partially dazed when Ricky caught up with me.
"You following me?"
"Fool, we got gym class together; man you really fucked up over this shit, huh?"
"I can't lie, yeah."
We were sitting on the safest benches inside the boy's locker room facing a brick wall. All about us was the un-yielding cacophony of peer commentary and rough housing of their male peers. We always felt more intimidated by a lot of these guys who'd made out like bandits in the genetic lottery. It was like being stuck in an enclosed space with adult men instead of fellow eighteen year old's.
"Hey man, fuck Kimberly Bivens." Ricky offered out of nowhere.
"Yeah, you're right." I added wearily.
"No, you say it Jaleel."
"I don't need to say that shit; if I say something like that, it just gives that thot power over me. She was fucking with me today, but it'll taper off sooner or later. She's probably gonna call me up tonight gloating and offer me that same deal to make herself feel better about cheating."
"See that's your problem."
"What?"
"You still talking like she's your girl Jaleel." Again another nugget of jagged truth hit me like a brick to the chest.
I was processing his words when both of us were suddenly slapped on the back of the neck with dual open hands. The sound of those slaps carried across the locker room followed by raucous laughter as both of were shoved in opposite directions, me nearly toppling from the bench as a familiar bully sat down between us.
His name was Rob, and he was in his second senior year of high school after flunking the previous year. Some said the freckled albino was repeating the year because of time behind bars, but most knew he was plain and simply dumb. It was rumored that he spent time behind bars in regular jail after pissing off the judge at his sentencing.
"What're you two losers talking about, huh? Trading comic books or something? Fucking talking about Star Trek, talking that nerd shit, huh boys?!! One of you goons finally get a hair downstairs or something?!!"
The other guys in the locker room were busting up as he drew us in close with both muscular arms around our shoulders. This guy's high pitched voice reminded me of Mike Tyson, but his countenance was monstrous with most of the freckles concentrated in the center of his unnaturally pale face. His canines also seemed vampiric. He was a jock relegated to riding the bench because of his unwillingness to listen and troubles with the law.
"Private conversation Mackenzie, do you mind?" Ricky replied without missing a beat.
"Did he get you pregnant titty?"
As I mentioned before, my friend Ricky Arias was somewhat androgynous in appearance starting out in adolescence as an extremely chubby and cute little baby that was enthusiastically doted on by female relatives. Now, just imagine never changing physically, but growing to a moderate five foot five height while adding on a few pounds in all the wrong places.



Our first week of high school had the other guys questioning his gender when he ventured into the boy's locker room. After a nervous shuffle, side step and verbal drubbing, Rob Mackenzie rewarded my best bud with one of his many monikers "titty" which unfortunately stuck.
"Whatever, do you mind?" Ricky worked to appear unfazed by his forced nickname.
"Uhm, we were having a private conversation." I added in measure tone due to his status as a third generation gang member.
Both of us received dual hard slaps on the far sides of our cheeks as he suddenly released me to cinch in a tight headlock around my friend. He wrenched hard enough to make my friend double over into his bare chest as I toppled onto the concrete floor looking back. Rob didn't seem to care that he was just wearing his boxers.
"You ain't shit man, ain't nothing but a fucking trick!! Don't you ever buck up to me again, fat bitch!! I'll fuck you-UP titty!! Hey nigga what size are these anyway; feels like a goddamn C-cup. What size bra you wear, bitch meat?!!" I glanced around at the other laughing faces finding a few anxious ones in the crowd as Rob roughly pinched one of my friend's man boobs. Luckily, we were still fully dressed.
"HAHA, VERY FUNNY!!" Ricky played it off struggling futilely against the muscular jock, finding himself with nowhere to go. I got to my feet ready to commit suicide by planting my fist right between Rob's evil eyes.
"WHAT IS GOING ON IN HERE?!!" Coach Rice appeared in the boy's locker room almost out of nowhere. His presence was enough to send scores of students scrambling out of the locker room to the gym floor as his gaze settled on us as a trio.
"LET THAT BOY GO, AND CUT THE SHIT, MACKENZIE!! ALL THREE OF YOU GIVE ME FIFTEEN LAPS AROUND THE GYMNASIUM!!" Two out of the three of us were relieved to be running laps, but Rob bristled. I don't know if coach realized what was going on, but he made sure to keep Rob back while me and Ricky filed out onto the gym floor.
We ran those laps happily, but Ricky looked shell shocked. Since Rob was a jock, he was forced to run laps around the outside of the gym. This meant that both of us were likely marked for further bullying by Rob.
"Hey, you wanna hang at my place after school?" Ricky asked as we completed our last few laps around the gym floor avoiding numerous attempts to trip us by peers.
"Sure." He still looked shaky.
***********
Kimberly was sitting there in the first desk adjacent to the door with that motherfucking Jay Stello's letterman jacket draped about her person as a badge of honor. She was writing notes from the board as the class began to settle down. One of her legs was folded over the other as she glanced in my direction.
She seemed to sitting at a forty five degree angle with her butt pushed towards the edge of the seat. This allowed her to fold one leg over the other making the blue jean mini skirt ride up until the bottom of her panties were plainly visible. She gave me a knowing smirk as I walked somberly to my desk in the center of the classroom.
"Fuck." I mumbled under my breath so low, no one seemed to hear it.
Charmaine was sitting in the chair right behind my assigned seat. The morbidly obese girl who usually sat there was occupying her seat in the last row. A few other girls from the cheerleading squad were sitting sporadically around my seat as well.
This didn't bode well and as soon as my butt touched the seat, the girls around me starting making these crying noses at a whisper while some of the other students snickered. Another eponymous note suddenly popped down in front of me obviously thrown by one of the cheerleaders. I went to toss it off my desk when someone slapped the back of my neck.
"OW!!" The class giggled drawing the attention of our teacher who was preoccupied with her phone.
"What's going on?" She looked directly at me blinking profusely.
"Uhm, nothing ma'am."
"What's that in your hand; is it a note?" I thought I'd hidden it in my palm quickly enough, but Mrs. Oderkirk noticed.
"No ma'am."
"What is it, Jaleel?"
"Uhm, just some trash, Mrs. Oderkirk."
She'd been hunched over her desk which was piled on one end with copious amounts of books that didn't look like they originated from our school. Mrs. Oderkirk was a substitute teacher covering for our original who was on maternity leave. She reached down for her personal wastebasket loudly placing it on the top of her desk with a metallic clank.
"Up here, right now Jaleel; toss it." The class was giggling as I got up soberly walking to the desk. Mrs. Oderkirk was still holding the wastebasket as I reluctantly dropped Charmaine's note into it.
"Uhm, sorry." I walked back to my desk noticing all three cheerleaders staring daggers.
"JALEEL!" I turned around finding Mrs. Oderkirk looking at the opened letter with widened eyes. The brunette thirty something looked like a stern librarian with eyes hidden behind some thick blocky glasses.
"Uhm, yeah?" She didn't look amused.
"A moment outside the class if you will." She stood up motioning towards the door following me as I stepped outside into the corridor. The class found the proceedings hilarious as she followed me out pulling the door up behind us, almost slamming it.
"Ma'am?"
"Explain yourself."
Mrs. Oderkirk shoved the opened note into my hand waiting there with her arms folded across her chest as I slowly glanced down finding something horrific. Two crude penises were drawn in ballpoint pen, one noticeably larger than the other with what looked like either cum or a mushroom cloud emerging from its crown. The other was tiny, and limp. There was a sad face emoji drawn there next to the two illustrated cocks. I looked up from the paper to my teacher's stern face finding her scowling.
"I-uhm, don't know what to say."
"So, I can see you have a high opinion of yourself as compared to your male peers, Jaleel." Her tone needled into me.
"I didn't draw this ma'am." Mrs. Oderkirk half yanked the crude drawing from my hand.
"Oh yeah, who did?"
I looked into the classroom through the window in the door finding Charmaine and friends huddled together. Kimberly appeared uninterested, reading her textbook, unaffected. Charmaine was staring back, looking me directly in the eye as I found Mrs. Oderkirk studying the drawing and the paper itself.
"I really can't say, ma'am." I didn't know if she would believe that a cheerleader would draw something so sexually egregious.
"Alright Jaleel; you will collect your books and report to detention until the tenth period bell sounds. I'm very disappointed in you and hope that our next class session will be more productive."
The class was laughing hard as I walked in gathering my belongings while Charmaine and friends looked visibly relieved. Mrs. Oderkirk retained the dirty drawing placing it in her desk as she began writing on the chalkboard. Kimberly didn't look up as I passed her, actually raising her textbook like she was reading it instead.
I couldn't help but stare back finding even more of her panties revealed, her leg drawn one over the other crossed. Her crotch was plainly visible along with part of the undercuff between her cheeks. My gaze drifted up finding an intentional message from my girlfriend. Kimberly Bivens was giving me the middle finger using her textbook to hide her actions.
I reported to study hall finding a seat in the section cordoned off for student miscreants. I hated study hall because it was mostly occupied with juvenile underclassmen, freshman. Once you became a junior or senior, you tended to drift away from these spaces favoring the gymnasium and cafeteria. Faculty only monitored the attendance of students for the first two years of high school. Five minutes later, Charmaine stomped into detention coming right up the aisle in my direction.
"Fucking snitch." She snarled in my ear, bumping me with her hip before sitting in a desk along the back wall. I glanced over my shoulder finding her texting furiously.
Mrs. Oderkirk wasn't as clueless as she seemed. I'd later find out that after studying the torn paper written on the notebook, she ordered the entire class to place all of their belongings on their desktops. The young substitute teacher walked the classroom aisles going through all of her students mead notebooks until she found the culprit Charmaine.
The notebook paper used to make the dirty pic, was obviously ripped from her notebook. Mrs. Oderkirk took it one step further ripping the page out walking back to her desk where she produced a pencil. She meticulously shaded in the grooves on that paper until she had a copy of the dirty drawing before expunging Charmaine from the class as well. Kimberly Bivens remained untouched, and un-implicated. I suddenly got a text from an unknown number.
"Damn." Several rows of shit emoji appeared on the face of my phone as the tenth period bell signaled the end of our mutual exile. Predictably Charmaine shoved her hip into the side of my head as she angrily stormed out of detention.
I didn't care because school was over for the day and I'd survived. The only thing on my mind was finding Ricky and going to his place to play some video games. It was our refuge, after my own online gaming activities had been cut short by my mother. Incensed that I'd failed a test, mom confiscated my console saying I'd get it back when I passed my makeup test. Incentive provided in spades; I aced the test only to find out that she'd given my console away to some distant cousins as a birthday gift. She said she didn't think I'd pass the test.
I half ran down the congested stairs outside only to be cut off at the entrance to the student parking lot. The sleek Buick Regal was black with a reflective chassis that reflected my own features back at me. It appeared so suddenly at the drive out entrance that I toppled instinctively thinking it was going to hit me. I looked up into the face of that motherfucking Jay Stello. He was smiling down at me, all of his immaculate pearly whites on display.
"Hey, sorry about that little man." I'm six feet and some change.
"Yeah, sure." I recovered my books, standing up to find Kimberly hugged up beside him in the front seat. Her palm was plainly visible on his crotch, a sly knowing smile on her serpentine face.
"Wanna ride?" He asked as my face was blasted by oppressive strains of "Don't Play" by Travis Scott.
"No, thank you."
"Nigga, I wasn't talking to you." Kimberly leaned in further giving him a deep, sensual soul kiss while I watched, frozen again.
"FUCKING SNITCH!!"
A large styrofoam cup of soda blasted me in the chest. Surprisingly, I was somnambulistic wondering if all the jocks and popular people favored this brand of faux orange Crush peddled in the school cafeteria. Charmaine had been sitting in the backseat of motherfucking Jay Stello's ride.
"LATERS!!"
Kimberly shouted as the car turned into traffic speeding off as their laughter echoed lingering behind. I found my best friend Ricky in his car pulling up right behind the departing luxury vehicle piloted by my rival. He took it all in shaking his head as he unlocked the passenger side door.
I was a hot mess, and all I wanted to do was play some fucking video games.
...to be continued.
***********
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Funny thing about the Arias family and my friend Ricky and his one other sibling, Hope Arias. People assume they are mixed, half Spanish or something of that sort. Their looks would bear this out in our stilted community, but the actual truth is humorous to a degree. Ricky's mother back in the day hooked up with this guy she'd met on a trip down south.
Reportedly, this guy was extremely attractive, built and racially ambiguous despite being vehemently militant. It was love at first sight for Lenore whose maiden name was Jackson. This unnamed guy eventually became the father of two beautiful children and coexisted unmarried in the household for a couple of decades when he wasn't in jail for one petty crime or another.
Lenore ever the dutiful common law wife, spent many a dollar and dime travelling back and forth taking Ricky and his older sister to see their father. His irreverence and insistence that she would bear a third child out of wedlock upon his release, prompted good Lenore to end things on the spot. She had enough of the pseudo revolutionary and pretty words that spread her legs and melted her core.
On her way out of said prison, Lenore met one Felipe Arias, himself just paroled for a petty crime. Although nothing like her basic husband, Felipe was a dutiful and caring stepfather to his step children remaining an enriching part of their early lives until he was finessed out of their shared home by a frustrated Lenore.
Ironically, he'd adopted the children as his own, but Lenore balked at his desire to have one of his own with her. She denied that request citing his other five children with two different women prior to their initial meeting and relationship. Things became so acrimonious and toxic in their home, the hardworking truck driver began spending more time on the road while their nurse mother actually moved into a two bedroom apartment meant for her and Ricky's older sister, Hope.
These days, their step father spends most of his time with his current thirty something girlfriend and yet, more inherited step-children. This means Ricky, mostly lives alone in the family home, a modest residential, two story duplex.
The ground floor is mostly unused with Ricky maintaining an apartment of sorts on its second floor.
Their parents make sure the place is stocked with groceries and a lot of parenting is done with periodic checks by their mother and step father when he's in town.
Since Hope left for college down state, Ricky has his run of the place, but has yet to do anything meaningful (I.E. hooking up with girls) with his good fortune.
We mostly crash, playing video games and watching movies. The basement floor of his home is equipped with a washer and dryer, which allowed me to wash my stained clothing. My phone started ringing while I was stuffing my shirt into the wash.
"Yeah, what's up man."
"Man, you gotta get up here and help me out; this asshole is killing everybody on my team." Ricky was online gaming and particularly fond of this Call of Duty type game with zombies.
"Not my speed man, you gotta handle that." Honestly, I got confused with those point of view games, preferring tamer fair in fighting games.
"Well shit, at least you could give me some moral support."
"Can do, just give me a minute." I hung up as the phone started ringing again almost immediately.
"Hey Ricky, I said I'd be right up!"
"Wrong again; geez did you move in with him after I-hurt you?" My shoulders instantly tightened up at the measured, calculated tone of Kimberly Biven's voice.
"No, and why're you calling?" My heart started thumping as I worked at keeping emotion to a minimum.
"Welfare check, I assume you're ready to capitulate after punishment?"
"Excuse me?"
"I giving you an out, righteously after you were "EXTRA" with me the night earlier. I understand you had an emotional breakdown, and that's why you hung up in my face. But Jaleel, I'm special and you were out of pocket."
"Geez, I was?" I made no attempt to hide the dripping sarcasm in my voice.
"Apologize...and all will be forgiven. Of course I'll have to withdraw my earlier offer from the table due to your juvenile outburst. Easing you off the grid would be problematic to my relationship with Jayson. I can't have that because I'm in love with him." I was already recording our conversation.
"I'm really happy for you two, honestly."
"Apologize to me Jaleel." Kimberly was indignant to a fault.
"I'm gonna have to take a raincheck on that; I'm sure you understand in all of your infinite wisdom." I was doing my best not to scream at the top of my lungs into my android. The recording continued as she undoubtedly processed my words from the other side of the line.
"If you don't do what I've said; the spankings will continue."
"Understood Kim; hey girlfriend, name one of the puppies after me when you two are blessed."
I couldn't take it anymore ending the call abruptly. Raw emotion washed over me, triggered by the callous lack of emotion and indifference to what she'd put me through. I was inside the rectangular laundry room noticing a towel which I quickly used to muffle the primal scream that erupted from my lungs.
My brow was painfully furrowed, eyes felt puffy from the emotional irritant. Kimberly Bivens didn't give a fuck about my feelings. Only her ego mattered at this point. I'd overstepped some social boundary in her twisted mind. I knew she was coming after me until I apologized.
"Jaleel get in here man; this bitch is killing my team!!" I went back upstairs to the second floor finding my bud frantically mashing buttons as an onscreen assassin plowed through his online associates like butter. I decided to keep the call from Kimberly to myself as I sat down watching the carnage.
Everything on the screen was a blur as I joined my friend popping up on screen for a few seconds before I was blasted into oblivion. This happened several times in succession while my friend screamed orders into his headset.
"Stretch, where you at girl; I need some backup!! Hey DJ, you gotta flank that bitch before she...FAWK MAN, she got you again!!" The online avatar of the unseen enemy continued making swiss cheese out of my friend's group.
"Ricky what the hell; did you piss somebody off?"
"Tracy-WATCH OUT HERE SHE COMES AGAIN!!" I watched his online partner get blown to smithereens before it came around again taking two more members on that pass.
"Damn man, who is that?"
"Shut up man-GET HER, THAT BITCH IS COMING AROUND AGAIN!!" It looked like the entire online team were offed followed seconds by one by one sign outs from the virtual battlefield. Ricky's team had more than enough of the repeated snuffing as he stood spiking his headset on the living room carpet.
"Man, who was that?" I wanted answers as I stared at the screen finding the character standing still, immobile without a target. Ricky ignored me stomping over to his front door opening it wide with a violent yank.
"ASSHOLE!!" He yelled down the stairwell leading to the first floor of his home. The avatar blinked out on the screen of his large flat screen television as if in response. Ricky slammed the door returning to the couch plopping down on the sofa flat on his back.
"Ricky, you okay?" He was pouting, looking to all the world like a humanoid care bear staring up at the ceiling.
I didn't think he was going to answer me anyway. My good friend Ricky Arias was what you'd call a male diva of sorts, spoiled, and coddled for a good portion of his life. I was already familiar with this tactic as I heard some footfalls coming quickly up the stairs. Whoever they belonged to, was bolting up to the second floor.
"Ricky, we're not alone?"
Before he could answer as if he would, the front door to his second floor apartment burst open with equal force that he used slamming it hitting the wall behind it. Luckily their wise step father saw fit to install a door stop there or there would've been a hole in the wall. I found myself looking at what I presumed to be Ricky's older sister.
"Hope?"
She was still five four in height but noticeably heavier having been thinner right before leaving for college two years earlier. We'd met at one of the family's functions, a backyard party at a relative's home. Hope Arias was probably best described as flighty, maybe touchy feely with a bohemian edge to her antics.
I recalled that she herself was an avid gamer facially resembling this actress named Jessica Parker Kennedy, a fan favorite because she was on The Flash and this show, Black Sails. Some of her peers lovingly joked that she reminded them of a living adult version of Jazmine DuBois from that Boondocks cartoon.
"Hola Jaleel!" She walked into the living room stopping short offering her hands wanting me to stand up to greet her. Hope had taken those Jazmine comparisons to heart sporting hair tightened into two large, bushy ponytails. She gave me a deep hug once I was standing.
"How long have you been home?"
"About six weeks; taking a break from class to reconfigure." Her attire bore out the lackadaisical reason for her return home. Hope was wearing this canary yellow, night dress over what looked like a blocky figure. It was jarring to find Sponge Bob's countenance staring back at me from the front of her attire.
"How's school, I mean how is it being away from home?" Hope held up a single finger silencing me as she stared at her still fuming brother on the sofa.
"Ricky, are you gonna let me into your group?"
"FUCK NO!!"
"You'd better let me be a member of your group or I'm gonna keep going all predator on your ass. Come on little brother; it's something we can do together, you know, bonding?" Hope Arias was cute as a button and apparently dangerous online.
"That was you?!!" I was surprised.
"Excuse you much Jaleel; the shock is uh, not empowering."
"What're you talking about?"
"Antiquated mores of what some call established gender roles that says I have to adhere to an oppressive narrative. You should realize that what holds me down, also limits your potential as well, Jaleel."
"Huh?"
"Girl power baby; respect the vadge, homie." Hope punctuated her diatribe by giving me a playful nudge in the ribs with her elbow as she regarded her brother.
"Come on Ricky; end the bloodshed."
Later I would be informed by my best friend that Hope had been dogging him online since right before returning home on extended sabbatical. She'd started using her roommate's console to dish out online havoc wanting into his digital clique.
"GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE!!" Ricky blurted out, still a pissed off care bear in human form, turning away facing the back of the couch. His older sister ruined an afternoon of gaming with his other friends. Hope's eyes narrowed for a second before resuming her normal innocuous expression.
She handled my arms jointly moving me to the side before walking over to the couch to viciously slap the back of her brother's head. It was one of those wet slaps that echoed loud upon impact. I was jolted as Ricky swiped at his sister who was too fast backing out of the way. Before he could do anything else, Hope was sitting on his chest pinning her little brother flat on the sofa.
"Ricky, do you wanna get jacked up in front of Jaleel, huh?"
"STUPID ASS!!"
"Ricky, you'd better get that wild hair out of your ass." Hope warned as he struggled to toss her on the plush beige carpeting.
"YOU'RE HURTING ME!!" Ricky turned a bright shade of red as his older sister redoubled her efforts raising her feet off the floor. I lurched forward frantically pointing at his face which got results when she looked down at her brother.
"Oh I'm sorry Ricky; you okay?" Hope rolled off Ricky turning on her knees, worried.
"GET OUTTA HERE!!" She was caught off guard when Ricky suddenly gave her a violent shove. The siblings ended up rolling across the floor in an impromptu wrestling match that ended with Hope Arias pinning her brother to the floor. She held his arms pinned down at the wrists.
"Give up."
"NO, SCREW YOU!!" Ricky yelled defiantly.
"Guys, I'm going downstairs to get my laundry; you two have fun."
Seeing the siblings engage in this type of rough horseplay wasn't unusual since I'd known them. Hope and Ricky spared regularly whenever they were in proximity to one another to the consternation of their parents. Their mother initially made the offer to Hope of living together post separation from their step father based on these interactions. I gathered she's gone out of obligation and familial coercion. By the time I got to the bottom of the stairs I was getting a message prompt on my phone.
"Figures." Kimberly's number stared back at me from the face of my phone. It was a message, probably meant to rattle me further. I walked into the laundry room opening it to find a seconds long clip.
Kimberly Bivens decided to poke the beehive once again sending me a ten second clip of her panty clad butt. She was lying on her bed probably using a selfie stick as I noticed her jean mini skirt riding up on her waist revealing the extremely small white panties stretched across the perfect looking butt.
I recalled a verbal dustup when I inadvertently mentioned the fact that she purposely wore panties smaller than her actual size. Now here I was in my friend's basement admiring my cheating girlfriend's butt once more. She gave it aa bit of a modest jiggle with a twist of her hips. Kimberly was lying prone on her bed. I recognized the fluffy white comforter dotted with tiny bits of pink.
"Bitch."
That motherfucking Jay Stello's hand suddenly appeared in frame giving her left butt cheek a loud resounding slap which made it jiggle more. Kimberly's ass wasn't so much big as it was perfect created by dual ovals that made up its shape. His mitt-sized hand remained in place kneading that cheek as Kimberly moaned audibly. The sound was too loud in the cramped laundry room as the door opened out of nowhere revealing Hope. I quickly clicked off the clip, staring at her probably flushed.
"Stay for dinner, I'm making some crab cakes, shrimp and fries; you can play with Ricky too. I'm not gonna interfere for the rest of the day."
"Well, I was sleeping over anyway, thanks."
"Jaleel?"
"Yeah?" Hope stepped into the laundry room pulling the door up behind her.
"Are you watching porn?"
"No; I'm uh, not doing that. I wouldn't do something like that in your house." I felt embarrassed under her gaze as Hope stared at me with this impish smile that I knew to be a poker face. She seemed to have the same glib expression on her face no matter what was going on in her life.
"GIVE IT UP BIG DADDY!!" My android was quickly snatched as she pivoted turning her back to me intent on seeing what I was looking at. I snatched back at my phone, but Hope held the phone out in front of her chest shoving her hip into my abdomen as Kimberly's clip sounded off again.
"Give me that back; that's my private uhm, stuff Hope." It was pardon the expression, hopeless as my friend's older sister watched the clip a few times before glancing over her shoulder at my face.
"What's the big deal Jaleel; it's just a flat ass?"
"It's not that flat; that's a good thirty six inches right there." I facepalmed after instinctively defending her stats. Hope just smirked watching the clip a few more times.
"Whatever, it's plain and she's using the old panty trick trying to make it look bigger."
"Oh, That's a thing? All girls know about that?" I raised a brow.
"Well yeah Jaleel; I used to have a friend that did that, even stuffed her bra with socks, too." Hope leaned against the washer as I put my clothes in the dryer. She was still in custody of my phone appearing to go through my phone. It was collateral damage because I'd been too stupid to put a lock code on it.
"A "friend" huh; is that code for you stuffing your bra, huh?"
"Not even, I won the genetic lottery fool; I'm rocking a 34D for your information. The male species is so predictable basing sexual gratification on physical abundance instead of...HOLY SHIT!!"
Hope's intellectual rant was interrupted as her eyes became big as saucers. She was holding my phone with two hands bringing it closer to her face. She righted herself from leaning against the washer as I got closer looking at the face of my phone. Apparently, Kimberly sent two second long clips.
"Ah shit; fucking...!!"
My heart leapt into my throat at the clip which revealed that motherfucking Jay Stello's huge lubed up penis being stroked by a disembodied hand obviously belonging to my girlfriend. Adding insult to injury was the jerky, partially falsetto yelling from the jock as a deluge of semen ran volcanically from the crown of his cock evenly coating Kimberly's blurred, jacking fist. Hope glanced from the phone up at my distressed features.
"Jaleel this is, well something else; have you told Ricky that you're BI?" I hiccupped with a sudden burst of indignant anger.
"I'M NOT FUCKING BISEXUAL YOU GOOF; MY GIRLFRIEND IS MAD BECAUSE I HUNG UP IN HER FACE THE OTHER DAY!!" I barely realized I was yelling at the top of my lungs. Hope remained silent processing my explanation.
"Don't you think this is a little extreme for a lover's quarrel?"
"Uhm, she cheated, I caught her in the act and uh, Ricky saw it too. She called me up later and wasn't even upset that I busted her getting fucking railed. We were, like talking about it and she was being so dismissive and cold. Bitch had the nerve to offer me some consolation pussy, but said she was dating that motherfucking Jay Stello!" Everything just started pouring out of me while Hope stood there listening.
"Jaleel, I don't think this girl is good for you."
"RIGHT?!!"
"I don't think this female is even that guy's girlfriend and you should count yourself blessed to be rid of her. You're just a kid, eighteen starting out in life and somebody like this will RUIN you." All of a sudden Hope was sounding a lot older than her twenty years of life, and a little bit condescending for my tastes.
"THANKS FOR THAT!" I snatched my phone out of her hand intent on hitting the stairwell back up to her brother's second floor apartment. Hope caught my hand at the doorknob, using her other to cup my cheek.
"Hey man, Jaleel I'm sorry, okay?"
"Yeah, sure." My heart was still thumping after talking about my present difficulties. I'm sure Ricky was upstairs finally enjoying some uninterrupted gameplay online while we were in the basement.
"No I mean it; probably came off judgmental and for that, I apologize. I'm so sorry, more than you'll ever know Jaleel. I like you, and you're my brother's best friend; I don't want anything between us, alright?"
"Okay, I'm gonna go upstairs now." I was still feeling the pent up emotion as Hope stopped me from turning the doorknob.
"Can we talk a little more Jaleel; I wanna come clean, too."
"Um, sure."
This time Hope opened the door taking me by the hand leading me into the adjacent basement recreation room. Felipe Arias stepfather extraordinaire had once again outdone himself personally coming up with something akin to a self-contained living space replete with a fully stocked bar, small bedroom in the back.
The center of this area resembled a living room bordered by two leather couches resting in front of a faux fireplace with a flat screen television hanging over it. The expensive looking coffee table was three slabs of black stained glass with everything resting on top of this really plush white carpet. Hope led me to the longest couch directing me to have a seat as she went over to the bar.
"Drink?"
"Uh, sure."
"What'll you have Jaleel?"
"Uh, I guess I'll have some wine; uhm, white wine please." Hope busied herself behind the bar mixing a drink. I wasn't surprised when she placed a canned energy drink down on the foam coaster in front of me. She had prepared herself a screwdriver with an orange slice hooked on the edge of her glass. We toasted awkwardly taking respective sips.



"I abhor hypocrites and can't stand being one myself under any circumstance. Yeah, I'm two years older than you, but I didn't mean it how it sounded back there."
"It's okay Hope, really."
"No it's not; can I ask you a personal question?" I just stared at her for a moment caught off kilter by the sudden question.
"What?"
"Was that girl of yours; was she your first?" It got silent for an extended period of time as I bit my lips pondering lying about my experience.
"Yes, she was my first fucking experience, alright Hope?" I was beyond embarrassed, but she put a hand on my thigh appearing completely earnest. She sat beside me processing my answer as she took a sip from her glass.
"First times can be rough; here's my truth Jaleel. I wasn't always the cool, laidback chick you see before you. I was a bit over focused during my first year of college, getting involved with too many factions and doing all the dumb first year college kid shit, too. So, I know it'll come as a surprise to you, but I was a virgin my first year of college."
"What happened?"
"Professor Tyrell; Lamar was the cool teacher on campus in his mid-thirties. He was so hot that most of his lectures, his classes were filled with more women than men. The guys were just trying to get a seat in there to get his leftovers. Me, I was all in my "I'm gonna change world one day" bullshit, focused and baby feminist emerging. All of the coeds around me were constantly talking about fucking this handsome guy and I was just trying to be grown up. Lamar ended up taking a shine to me and..."
"Took your virginity."
"In all kinds of ways Jaleel." Hope took a third drink from her glass while a followed suite with a sip from my energy drink.
"I think that's too much information Hope; sorry, you're my best friend's big sister."
"Just listen; Lamar didn't just take my v-card on that rainy afternoon in his office. He literally fucked me ten ways from that Sunday. We got fucking primal in his office when I was supposed to be his TA helping him grade papers. It was so real and fucking nasty and then later that day, Lamar went back to being my professor."
"Yeah that sounds rough."
"You have no idea my friend; see, now my eyes were opened as well as everything else and I got really, REALLY NEEDY in all the worst ways that can make a guy run. I was seriously going there in my head thinking I could get him to "LIKE ME" Jaleel, even dressing slutty which got me attention from the wrong guys instead of Lamar. Thought I could make him jealous, so I fucked a frat boy and another and a third. See where I'm going with this shit, man?"
"I don't think I wanna hear anymore." It was a cautionary tale.
"You are gonna listen to me; see my friends on campus kind of put together a little intervention telling how word got out that I was being kind of a hoe bag. I didn't tell them about Lamar, and I didn't give a fuck about some rumors either. I went back to being a version of myself before losing my cherry. It was PRIDE that got me straight. I played that shit off while still being Lamar's TA."
"Something else happened."
"Yeah, Lamar Tyrell."
"You fucked him again, Hope?"
"We were working on some papers, he got up behind me and started fingering me from the back. Then he went balls deep with me bent over his desk. All those student assignments were all over that fucking office as he clapped the cheeks until we heard the janitor coming."
"Damn Hope."
"Me acting normal, "BEHAVING MYSELF" must have got him triggered because he was fucking me harder than when he took my cherry. If that janitor hadn't ruined our fun by putting his keys in the lock, we would have been there all night. Then he put the nail in the coffin."
"Dumped you again?"
"No, he asked me to come over to his place that Saturday. So I was stoked thinking we were gonna do some more sports fucking, got some lingerie. This smoking hot teddy, pink, sheer one piece with all this lace and intricate design. I was gonna return the favor and screw his goddamn head off."
"Was gonna return the favor?" Hope finished her drink letting the glass rest between her thighs. I could tell she was seeing her recent personal history while we sat there in her basement.
"Uhm, yeah Jaleel; I was all floaty and wet in all the worst ways. Went over to his brownstone with this raincoat hiding the teddy underneath. I was gonna rip his pants off and fuck the shit outta him right in the doorway if possible."
"Hope?"
"The wife answered the door with Lamar, one of these bohemian, mixed sandy naps type and her name was get this, Ashwani; fucking poser if I ever saw one. Yeah, she even shook my fucking hand. Didn't notice the look on my face at all Jaleel." I inched closer placing a hand on her shoulder.
"Hey, it's cool if you can't do it." The severity of the story smacked me right in the face.
"Lamar wanted me to babysit."
"SHIT!!"
"Yeah met his two toddlers in the living room, the wife gave me money for a pizza before they went out on a date night. Those fucking kids were asking me why I wouldn't take my coat off all night until I put them to bed. Later, Lamar gave me a tip for babysitting; if you know what I mean."
My ringing phone interrupted her thankfully breaking the mood. It was her brother calling from upstairs as I answered on speaker.
"YOU STILL DOWNSTAIRS JALEEL?!! WE'RE PLAYING WITHOUT DUMBASS HOPE MESSING EVERYTHING UP, MAN!!" Hope snatched my phone again, controlling her tone.
"Oh you online Ricky; so, you want me to stop talking to Jaleel and get in there with you guys, huh?" He clicked off getting the threat as she planted my phone face down on the coffee table.
"So, that's why you're home driving my best friend upstairs, crazy?"
"Kind of, Jaleel; look I don't wanna see you going down this road because its paved with broken glass. What's that stupid girl's name?"
"Kimberly Bivens."
"Jaleel, Kimberly Bivens is an asshole little girl who thinks her pussy is paved with gold. She's just another dumb high schooler who's gonna find out the hard way that all she's got is a hole. Trust me on this Jaleel, I'm not shitting you. I keep it one hundred on whack bitches messing with my friends. There's a Lamar Tyrell out there waiting for her, trust me."
"You think so?"
"Yeah man, I wouldn't shit you about something like that. Why else would I tell you my horrible origin story, Jaleel? Now what's important is that you need to start thinking about you again."
"What do you mean?"
"You referred to this Kimberly Bivens thot, as you girlfriend, man. That's wrong thinking that needs to be corrected." Hope fished the orange slice off the edge of her drinking glass taking a bite out of it.
"Corrected?"
"She was your first actual fuck; I'm sure you weren't hers, right?"
"Uh, there was some baseball player guy before we started doing whatever we were doing." I chafed at the thought of the handsome guy who'd taken Kimberly's virginity. She still kept his framed photo at her bedside.
"Aw shit Jaleel, that's fucked up."
"Why?"
"She's got an edge over you, probably feels like she owns you on some level because she got your cherry. Every time you see her, you feel a certain kind of way, all butterflies in the stomach and weepiness at the corner of the eyes, right? Feels almost as if you're gonna cry as you get rock hard, right?" I did a double take at her correct assessment.
"HOW DO YOU KNOW THIS SHIT?!"
"It's the same for us too Jaleel; just different plumbing downstairs, obviously." Hope took my hand as she stood up. We started walking towards the stairwell.
"Obviously." I agreed as she turned facing me just short of the stairs.
"So, that being said; I recommend speeding up your natural evolution."
"Huh?"
"Normally when people have their first times, they get imprinted on the person whether they wanna realize it or not. It's really primal on a genetic level, but most people kind of mistake it for emotion instead of the chemical reaction, it actually is, Jaleel."
"I don't follow you." We hesitated as Hope reached out handling the back of my closest bicep.
"Fucking, that's what I'm talking about. The exchange of bodily fluids, DNA on the microscopic, metaphysical spiritual level. Kimberly is burned onto your hard drive bro, she's your startup in the sexual marketplace and the measuring stick for all the other women you'll eventually screw. Now ask yourself; knowing what kind of fake woman she is; can you live with that fact?"
"Geez, I don't know." Hope was standing there with her free hand on her hip as I scratched my head trying to answer.
"Jaleel, she's gonna keep twisting the knife into your heart every chance she gets; I don't see that happen to you because you're an awesome guy. I wish you would've got a nice starter girl with some fucking sense."
"She called me a practice boy!"
"That's what I'm talking about; now we've gotta take that power away from this bitch or she's gonna make your life a living hell up until you graduate. You need a buffer, Jaleel."
I still wasn't following her as Hope lightly tugged on my arm until we were clear of the stairs. I got alarmed when she pushed open the door at the back of the basement leading to a small bedroom primarily used by her mother until she moved in with a boyfriend. Hope walked inside folding the coverlet over the edge of the bed revealing the sheets beneath.
"Hey wait a minute." Hope turned towards me with a plucky smile stepping between me and the bedroom door closing it with an authoritative shove that caused it to slam with a pronounced echo.
"It's the only way to fight back, man. You need a fucking buffer and well, why not me?" Her arms were folded across her chest giving me a look at the hidden cleavage beneath.
"You're my friend's sister."
"Older sister, twenty years to your eighteen; man, you really wanna have your second time be with some girl on your level, right now? The sophomore fuck after losing your cherry is usually the worst. Besides, you don't know when you're gonna get laid next anyway. You don't strike me as a ladies man, Jaleel."
"Thanks!"
"Don't get overly emotional, and stuff your patriarchal pride. I like you enough to do something like this because I don't wanna see you fall to some thot's siren song. Do yourself a favor and get your second time right now with me."
"But Ricky?"
"Playing his stupid game and I'm gonna fuck that shit up soon as we get finished. I've still gotta make dinner and we need to get this out of the way." Hope kicked off the flip flops on her feet, gathering up the canary yellow night dress she was wearing.
My jaw dropped as a THICC pair of shapely legs appeared. These were powerful legs, gams capable of squeezing the life out of a man. Her thighs were simply put, luscious and inviting. This short woman was packing the heat as her puffy looking muff came into view covered by a pair of skimpy bikini panties that looked painted onto her body. I was flabbergasted for a second thinking she was bottomless before I realized the off beige flesh tone was blending with her own uniquely flavored pallor. Her muff was a perfect inverted triangle that made the mouth water.
"Come on, hurry up and fuck me real quick."
Hope's utilitarian demeanor took a sliver off the experience, but I was already rock solid below the belt. She tied the night dress off into a halter around the upper portion of her abdomen.
Hope Arias was just ridiculously thick to a degree that it was visually arresting. Some would've called her "pear shaped" but the fact was, this woman was voluptuous. Her recount of Lamar Tyrell's lustful overtures, the telling of his manic sexual demeanor was wholly validated in this moment as Hope crawled onto the edge of her bed turning her ass in my direction.
"Whoa." My laconic utterance hung in the air, lingering at the sight before my glassy eyes. I didn't think my eyes could drop any further as Hope glanced back at me, exasperated.
"Ah, 34D-32-50 for your information Jaleel; COME ON KID, I STILL GOTTA MAKE DINNER!!" The tone of her voice and casual behavior contrasted with what was happening as Hope decided to give me a helping hand. Before I even realized it, my throbbing erection was exposed.
Hope resumed her position on the bed, spreading her legs further apart exposing her peachy looking cunt and backdoor. The disparity between her slightly doughy waist and wide arching hips had me staggered as my trembling hands grabbed her rounded hips. The feel of her skin was humid and decidedly pliant to the touch as my fingers sunk into her lush flesh. Hope reached down between her legs handling the underside of my member. I slid inside easily finding her already wet. Part of me wondered if she'd had that drink as liquid courage.
"Don't worry about anything, just do what makes you feel good." Hope gasped.
Bent over in front of me, her rear end was one huge inverted, floppy heart with a genetic built-in visible panty line that staggered me. It was a perfect outline in tandem with the lighter portions of her backside usually hidden behind her underwear. Before I could make any more observations, Hope arched her back popping her hips.
This made her ass clap back rhythmically into my pelvis with audibly wet. Each time her cheeks hit my pelvis, they spread wider than you would've thought possible, moving independent of one another. Her insides were creamy and tight around my straining tumescence. It felt heavenly but I didn't make the five minute mark.
"AWWWW MAAAANNN!!" I groaned unintentionally alerting Hope who skillfully bucked her hips disengaging me as spurts of cum began spraying her shuddering cheeks in several toe curling pulses. She flattened against the bed watching as I finished climaxing with her chin resting on her fist.
"Feeling better, right?" Her wide, floppy looking butt was glazed over with my cum. Some of it was thick and chunky dripping off the curve of her hip onto the mattress.
"Fuck yeah." She smiled quickly hopping to her feet.
"That's what I'm talking about man; six fucking degrees of Kevin Bacon right now. You just took one step towards the future Jaleel. Take a look at yourself."
Hope grabbed my arms turning me towards the mirror over a dresser in the room. We both looked at my reflection in that mirror as I blushed from embarrassment. Her chin was hooked over my right shoulder as she reached down handling my cock. It started to fatten in her palm, but she let it flop.
"I gotta get cleaned up. You can use the bathroom on the first floor to freshen up before going up to hang with Ricky." I was addled from the sudden experience as she backed away all business.
"Uhm, thanks Hope."
"Right, now don't get hung up about this because it's just a chemical reaction. The first few girls you have sex with are gonna leave you feeling the same way. Keep things in perspective and use me as your bullet proof vest when that bitch waves her panties under your nose again."
"Yeah, sure." I was still addled.
"Jaleel?"
"Yeah Hope?"
"Get the fuck outta here, man."
...to be continued.
***************************
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Things took a turn for the surreal after I hooked up with my best friend's sister, Hope Arias. I ended up in the first floor bathroom staring at my own reflection in the mirror replaying our brief tryst over and over again with my business still hanging free for all to see. Even though I was inside that small hallway bathroom, my mind was still in the downstairs bedroom pounding her big ass from behind.
It just came out of nowhere leaving me reeling. I didn't know what to make of things wondering if Hope secretly had the hots for me from the beginning. Now, I didn't know how I'd be able to look her in the face after what happened. Suddenly my best friend Ricky Arias' face popped into my head obscuring Hope.
"I messed up, shit." I told my reflection suddenly realizing I'd forgotten my phone downstairs.
I ran back downstairs finding my phone still missing from the coffee table as the last place I'd seen it. I went to the small bedroom in the back finding that Hope tidied things up before taking a shower in this even smaller bathroom. Nothing was there either other than the lingering odor of her body wash. I noticed the sink was full of makeup containers and lipsticks signaling that Hope had taken over her mother's former bedroom. I started walking up the stairs when the door leading to Ricky's second floor abode opened.
"WHERE YOU AT NIGGA; WHERE-THE-FUCK-ARE YOU?!!" My heart leapt into my throat at the sight of Ricky storming down the stairs to meet me, wholly enraged.
"Out of my way Jaleel." He all but shoved me to the side descending down the stairs banging on his older sister's door. Hope cracked the door to her bedroom peering out at her brother, amused.
"What?"
"YOU SAID YOU WASN'T GONNA MESS WITH US ANY MORE!! WHY'D YOU LOG IN, HOPE?!!" Apparently Hope found the time to log into her console to mess up another gaming experience for her little brother.
"I said nothing of the sort; I said-I was talking to Jaleel." She waved a finger in his face smiling. I doubted he wanted to have another go at wrestling with her. Ricky almost never won any peer contest with his older sibling.
"Hey man, can you talk to her some more before all of my online friends quit?"
"Uhm, sure." I shrugged as he pushed past me slamming the door to his second floor abode. Online gaming was my best friend's way of detoxing after the rigors of high school life and Hope's sudden appearance disrupted that in tragic fashion.
"Jaleel."
"Yeah, Hope?" She was wearing makeup which added to her attractiveness. My cock surged in my pants at the sound of her voice. I would've walked down the stairs to her bedroom door, but she held a hand up stopping me in my tracks.
"Chemical reaction remember that and oh, I have your phone. I'm gonna hold onto it for a minute so you won't be tempted to look at that clip of the Kimberly person's flat ass."
"Shouldn't that be my decision?"
"I'm your sexual advocate, trust me."
"Oh does that mean I'm gonna get some more sex?" I grinned showing every tooth in my head.
"GO UPSTAIRS!!" One of her flip flops hit me in the chest as the bedroom door slammed.
I stared after her for a few moments kind of hoping she'd open the door and invite me inside. It seemed as if our brief hookup was nothing more than a quick dalliance meant to be sexual methadone. Fate accepted, I returned upstairs to find Hope shredding her brother online once more. Ricky spiked his controller going over to a spot on the floor theoretically over her bedroom stomping as hard as he could until Hope yelled back.
"TAKE OUT THE GARBAGE AND YOU CAN PLAY YOUR GAME!!" She yelled back as her online avatar shredded more of his team members. Some player with the weird moniker "Stretch" managed to hang with her for a few seconds before eating dirt.
"OKAAAAY, JUST STOP IT!!" Hope's avatar lost the power of movement onscreen at that precise second allowing a fortuitous player the honor of blowing her away.
Ricky held up his end of the deal leaving me alone to take out the burgeoning trash can in their kitchen. I just stared at the screen as the people in his team continued playing, content to watch.
The elder Arias turned out to be one hell of a cook whipping up a delicious repast of crab cakes, shrimp, homemade coleslaw. Hope and Ricky buried the hatchet for the duration of dinner probably more out of hunger on his part. I tried to work through the confliction experienced when I saw both siblings interacting together. There was no way I was telling him that I'd hooked up with his sister. Both of us were regular guys with minimal to no fighting experience but I didn't doubt he might take my head off if pissed enough.
"So, did you know Jaleel's girlfriend cheated on him, Ricky?"
Hope cut the silence as we sat around the coffee table eating while his game was paused. I coughed profusely caught unaware of the coming question while I was drinking a tumbler of cola. Hope patted me on the back as Ricky shot me a look.
"Man, you cried on my sister's shoulder?"
"I ain't cry on shit; she walked in on me in the laundry room." I stopped short of finishing my story worried I might spill more than asked.
"She sent him a nasty ass video; I saw it." Hope added stirring the pot.
"Because you snatched the phone out my hand."
"What kind of nasty video; can I see it Jaleel?"
"You like big, black cock little brother?" Ricky did a doubletake looking between our faces as I glared at Hope who intentionally left out the video clip of Kimberly's butt.
"What the fuh?" Hope clapped a hand over his mouth as I explained.
"She sent me a video of that motherfucking Jay Stello's junk.; she was jerking him off. Don't even start with me about that shit."
"Still wanna see it, little brother?" Hope giggled.
"Fuck you." She openly laughed at both of us gathering up the plates and cups like a dutiful host. Ricky waited until she was gone before questioning me further.
"Your girl really send you some sick shit like that man? Cause if she did, that's foul as fuck, especially after all that bullshit they pulled on you today. What, she think you gay or something? Think you wanna be looking at Jay Stello fucking dick, huh?"
"Don't remind me."
"If he wasn't who he was, I'd tell you to fuck him up proper. But I don't wanna see you in the ICU, brother. Jay kinda big and well, you're not. Besides what's up with that shit, sending you dick pics, kinda foul eh?"
"She sent a clip of her ass getting slapped by that motherfucking Jay Stello; guess I was supposed to get all excited and click on the other one to get that dick shit." Ricky perked up hearing about Kim's ass clip.
"Hey man?"
"Your sister took my phone; said it was for my own good."
"Man fuck, she's always been a buzz kill. I can't never have no happiness cause she always messing it up. I don't even know why she popped up; that college is three hours away. Now she all up in my back pocket and everything." There was no way I was telling Hope's tragic story. I didn't know how Ricky would react to his sister's problems.
"Don't worry, I'll get the phone back."
"Text me that shit."
"Why?"
"It's the least you could do for a brother in need; I always watch out for you." My brow furrowed at his explanation.
"You wanna look at my girlfriend's ass?"
"Jaleel, she wasn't your woman, it was just your turn. I know how much that's gotta sting, but you have to look at reality. She's fucking power tripping even after you caught her in the act of fucking that nigga, Jay Stello."
"Motherfucking Jay Stello." I corrected.
"Why do you keep saying that; I been noticing that since the shit went down?"
"I don't know, it just kind of sticks." I shrugged as both of us sat there pondering my explanation.
Ricky Arias was not to be denied. Both of us got this weird feeling simultaneously staring over towards his front door finding Hope watching us. She was leaning in from the outside stairwell, just her head visible. Ricky hunched his shoulders making this exaggerated gesture towards his sister.
"I got a few toll house cookies in the microwave; you guys want some dessert?"
"Sure Hope, why not?" He responded with blatant sarcasm. She popped out of the door running downstairs enthusiastically as we resumed our conversation.
"You wanna look at my girlfriend's ass, Ricky?"
"I always look at your girlfriend's ass; I've looked at it since it was a sweet, ripe looking apple waiting to be plucked, through the next two years as constant exercise tightened it up into a power butt and hell, even now when she's found just the right kind of balance in our senior year. Kimberly Bivens is rocking a mini-donk, Jaleel."
"Maybe I should've been watching you too, huh?"
"Come on man; I'd never have a chance of sniffing the panties. We're borderline nerds and both of us need to stay on the right side of that line otherwise it's gonna be a rerun of our freshman year."
"Damn, she's already madder than she was earlier today. Kim called me while I was in the laundry room still wanting me to apologize."
"Did you do it?"
"Come on Ricky; you know me."
"Can I still look at her ass on your phone?" Ricky Arias had no shame and stumbled epically when talking to female students at our high school.
"Sure, if you can get my phone back from your sister."
"HOPE BRING ME JALEEL PHONE WHEN YOU COME UP HERE!!" My ears were ringing from the sudden shouting. I doubted she even heard him when a bumping sound followed moment later. It sounded like she was using a broom to tap the ceiling downstairs.
"If you get a girlfriend, I'm gonna look at her ass." I warned.
"I kind of got a thing going on with Stretch, this online sort of skype thing. Well, we haven't face timed and she lives in some town called Maplewood. So, I kind of working towards the whole sexting thing."
"Fool, you probably talking to a man."
"No, I can hear her on the headset; Stretch is definitely a woman."
"It's probably some smelly fat guy who talks like Michael Jackson; you seen that old episode of the Simpsons, right?"
"Fuck you Jaleel." I started laughing hard earning a punch to the bicep as he picked up his controller.
"Here you go, boys."
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU WEARING?!!" Hope returned with a vengeance carrying a tray stacked with, big fluffy cookies and two tumblers full of homemade smoothies. She was carrying an additional one for herself.
"You don't like Walter Payton, fuck you."
Ms. Arias in her brief absence, had doffed her juvenile night dress and flip flops, now wearing a cotton Bears t-shirt and some navy blue, retro track shorts that functioned as little more than panties on her expansive hips. Those shorts were riding really high on those hips. I was glad I was sitting on the floor with my legs under the coffee table. I was sporting serious wood. My endowment was seriously pulsing causing a near tenting in my crotch as she set the tray and drinks down on the coffee table. Those tight shorts rode high on the curve of her hip as she bent over placing a tumbler before me.
"Those my gym shorts, aren't they?" Ricky yelled.
"EH, WHAT?!!" I grimaced as Hope chortled.
"From when you were a sophomore; come on drink up. I made these smoothies myself. Be careful with the cookies, they're still hot from the microwave. Mind if I play a game or two with you guys?"
Instead of waiting for an answer, Hope walked around the far end of the coffee table sitting on my far side away from her brother. She squatted down sitting on the back of her calves with the controller in her hands, before regarding me.
"Eat up, Jaleel."
This vantage point allowed me an unimpeded view of Hope's overly large derriere. Her declared measurements kept running through my mind as I stared at the huge, inverted heart that was her butt. Both halves of those enormous cheeks bulged out in decadent fashion as the material of those gym shorts disappeared into the crack of her butt. I was so aroused that it almost felt as if I were on the verge of climaxing. It was honestly embarrassing as I watched her playing a fighting game, devastating her online opponent. The unseen guy or girl immediately logged after being humiliated.
"Jaleel?"
"Yeah Hope?"
"Eat." I chuckled nervously glancing over finding Ricky staring with a raised brow. It was the suspicious look of a sibling suspecting something as I thought my way out of things. Both of us took deep sips from our respective tumblers.
"Where's my phone Hope?"
"You wanna call that girl, huh?" She didn't look at me as she continued beating the piss out of anyone who digitally stepped up.
"No, I wanna show your brother my girlfriend's ass, in that clip." I was honest.
"You don't have a girlfriend, Jaleel." I facepalmed realizing my verbal misstep as Hope glanced in my direction still surgically taking apart her online foe.
"You can't hold his phone!" Ricky blurted out, frustrated.
"Jerk off to internet porn like you always do, perv. Jaleel, at least you got some pussy, my little bro here, got a platinum V-Card." I looked over finding a brewing storm in my best friend's face. Hope shared her brother's propensity for speaking her mind with no filter. This was evident when he got up walking out of the second floor living room, slamming his own bedroom door.
"That was wrong, you should apologize."
"Eventually, I heard what that little shit stain said about me."
"Still wrong."
Hope was playing alone at this point finding no challengers online. She paused the game setting down the controller to hand me a cookie. She actually fed it to me making sure I took a few bites before giving me a drink of her homemade smoothie holding the cup. Hope set the tumbler down leaning over finding her brother's cup empty.
"Don't get it twisted I love my little brother with all my heart Jaleel; but he acts way too feminine to get some pussy, especially at that high school you guys attend. Mom always coddled him and look at him now. I was surprised she wanted me to move in with her when stepdad bounced. Now, I can see why she wanted me instead of him."
"That's cold."
"That's our own brand of feme-mind speak; shit that's unique in our family circle. I'm not saying it's right, just how we grew up. Ricky's a brat, but he's my brat, okay?"
"Sure, it's your family."
Hope got up walking over to retrieve a small glass container from the entertainment center holding the television and some family photos. She fished something out of it that I couldn't see, walking over sliding it under his door. The twenty year old rapped briefly at the door and stood there waiting. That door opened enough allowing her to slip inside followed by muffled talking. I couldn't help but follow the meaty, loose jiggle and sway of her butt as she walked across the room to Ricky's bedroom door.
"He's good, but he's gonna take a nap so we can do whatever we want." Hope informed me ten minutes later, closing his bedroom door behind her.
"What was that you slipped under the door?"
"Two hundred dollars; I know my brother." The answer shed light on the minute vagaries of their relationship as siblings.
From an early age both of them really had to rely on one another because of extremely self-absorbed parental figures. Ricky true to her word was snoring loudly minutes later, probably dead asleep from the stress of high school and his sister's online stalking. Hope and I ended up watching two movies into the evening. I was starting to doze when she switched off the television turning to me with a apprehensive look on her pretty face.
"Hey, can I ask you something; actually can I ask you a few questions?"
"Shoot."
"Were you looking at my ass when I walked over there to give my brother his pacifier money?"
"Yeah."
"Still thinking about what we did in the basement?" I looked away preferring not to answer, but she cupped my chin turning my face in her direction.
"Okay uhm, yeah." I answered meekly.
"That's wrong thinking man, seriously Jaleel. You can't get hung up on me just because we had sex. It's counterproductive to what you need to do. I was trying to give you a buffer so that girl wouldn't have your nose open all the time, understand?"
"Well I thought you didn't want me to think about her anymore; and I wasn't expecting that to happen today anyway."
"Nobody expects to get laid when they want it; these interactions just kind of happen. The more organic, the better an experience it becomes. When Lamar snatched me up, he screwed up my brain and I couldn't think about anything else but his cock. Fucker had me so twisted, I was hawking his crotch in public. I didn't realize he was toying with me until it was too late."
"Sorry Hope; what's that got to do with me, specifically?"
"Do you love Kimberly Bivens?"
"I-uh, guess not. No, I don't." I was shaky and unsure of my answer.
Kimberly Bivens had been my girlfriend of a long while. I felt like a fool sitting in front of Hope. She was lying on the couch beside me with her head in my lap, a pillow between her legs. She'd been like that throughout the second movie we'd watched. Now she was looking up into my face, putting me on the spot much like her little brother Ricky Arias.
"Do you love me?"
"Why would you ask me something like that?" Hope chortled again taking the edge off the off kilter question.
"Because I fucked you too."
"Damn girl, stop busting my balls." Hope sat up still smiling as she collected up the empty plate, stacking the tumblers on it as she got up to leave. I'm sure she knew that I was getting a front row seat of her big, floppy heart shaped ass.
"I want you to wash these dishes." She half shoved the dishes into my arms wanting me to follow her downstairs. I figured she was angry at my response to her question. I was still checking Hope out as we walked down the stairs to the first floor.
A sink full of used dishes was waiting for me besides the ones I carried downstairs. Hope Arias loved cooking but hated washing dishes. I didn't mind because I did a lot of housework normally at my mom's assistance with occasional reinforcement by a razor strap. It was old school parenting born of southern roots, but just part of my routine growing up. I cleaned up the dishes happily wiping down the stove. It was the least I could do after she'd offered her body earlier. I got a frustrated thinking it was too quick. I really didn't get much of a chance to enjoy her beauty for that briefest of moments.
"Oh, you didn't have to wipe down the stove." Hope appeared in the kitchen doorway wearing a large fluffy looking, fleece bathrobe. It was hot pink and jarring contrasting with her skin tone.
"It's only fair after you made dinner; but I've just gotta say there's something that's been nagging me for a minute now since you first came up. I don't want to offend you, though."
"What is it?"
"I know it sounds crazy, but you kinda remind me of this actress from a show I used to watch." Hope folded her arms across her chest with a knowing smirk.
"Jessica Parker Kennedy?"
"Yeah."
"I get that a lot, but not enough to be offended. Maybe one day somebody's gonna tell her she looks like me. Forget that noise, come with me Jaleel." Hope took my hand leading me to her bedroom door but stopped short staring at my face, inquisitively.
"What?"
"How do you feel when you see me, Jaleel?"
"Like I always do; you're my uh, friend."
"Even now, be honest?" Her cute little nose scrunched up as she stared a hole in my face. I felt put on the spot as she cock her head to one side, waiting.
"I keep seeing that ass of yours; keep seeing it clapping against me, Hope. It's almost like I can feel it slapping into my junk. I know how it sounds, honestly; maybe it's because we just did it today." My shoulders slumped, defeated.



"What about Kimberly?"
"Not so much right now; but who know when I see her at school tomorrow. I guess uhm, that's how it is when you get laid at first. You keep replaying that shit in your head, right?"
Instead of answering, Hope led me into her bedroom closing the door behind us as I had an initial look around at her private abode. The walls were lined with shelve upon shelve packed with innumerable books. The room itself was left with an octagonal interior esthetic that made it feel intimately cramped. In one corner adjacent to the only window inside the room was this small, dinky looking entertainment center with a small, curved gaming monitor and her console.
It was still active with a paused game, but she switched off as I watched. One corner held a bureau and small makeup table, the kind of thing a little princess would have with an attached mirror. Its surface was littered with makeup and various odds scattered about as I noticed the bed.
It was more of an platform style bed covered with a wealth of comforters, errant periodicals and one book which bore the curious title "Why Can't Women have a Junior." This bed's headboard appeared a separately purchased item with its own shelving stuffed to the gills with even more periodicals.
Hope busied herself switching on the lamp on her makeup table before switching off the overhead lighting. My heart was thumping really hard as she walked to her dresser removing this sheer, bit of crimson fabric which she draped over the lamp. Her rope became tinted in this ethereal crimson hue as she sat on the edge of the bed watching me.
"Take your clothes off, everything."
"Uhm, but Ricky?"
"He's not gonna wake up until tomorrow; I know because I put some Benadryl in his smoothie. That's why I really gave him two hundred dollars from my Bad Sister fund. Get naked for me, Jaleel." I gulped intimidated despite already being with her earlier.
I slowly started undressing, worried that I might not look manly to her. I was medium build on the thin side, but not pudgy or anything. My sneakers went first, awkwardly followed by my socks, one at a time before fumbling with my belt and dropping my pants. I kind of did a walk in place freeing myself of the slacks as Hope betrayed no emotion other than a serene expression on her face.
"Bad Sister fund?"
"I used to be so horrible to Ricky when we were little; because he was a brat and mom seemed to favor him over me most of the time. When he was twelve, Ricky had enough of my bullying, so he went all out trying to fight back and we trashed our old bedroom in our original apartment. I beat the shit out of him but felt like garbage because mom blamed him for the mess and whipped him mercilessly. So, I just stopped and started making that fund for every time I was a "Bad Sister". I didn't just give him that money because of our fight today. Do you know why I gave him that money, Jaleel?"
"No."
Hope got up from the edge of the bed helping me lose the t-shirt covering my body, the last bit of clothing as I became completely nude. She tossed it over her shoulder looking me up and down, licking her bottom lip.
"I gave him that money because I knew you were gonna be in my bed all night." My jaw dropped as she cupped my cheeks kissing me soulfully.
My tumescence was sticking straight out in front of my eighteen year old body like a flagpole. I was poking her in the stomach with it. The fluffy nature and constitution of the fleece robe about her person tickled the crown of my penis. Hope broke off the kiss wetly, staring down at my erection. A shudder ran through my person as she cupped the underside of my shaft sliding her palm along the underside of my glans. That shiver radiated about me as the tips of her fingers caressed the glans already leaking precum.
"Jaleel, I wanna give you something; will you accept it?"
"What're you-UHM, YEAH I ACCEPT!!" I caught myself from saying something stupid, completely in the zone. Hope took me by the wrist directing me to sit on the edge of the bed in her former spot. She just stood there taking it all in as she fidgeted with one end of the fleece sash holding the robe to her body.
"You see, I want you to have something that another person tossed away like trash Jaleel. I understand what you're going through, and it was so much worse for me during my first year of college. Nobody was really checking for me in high school and somehow, I ended up a cherry in my first year of college. When Lamar took me, it was like being instantly addicted to drugs or something. I'd do anything to fill the void between my legs, was sloppy wet every time I laid eyes on him. That's the only reason I fucked those three guys in one weekend. He didn't want me, at least until I managed a poker face in class. Then he did it again, got me hooked on his cock and nobody else's. Is that how it feels when you see Kimberly, now?"
"Yes Hope, that's exactly how I feel." Both of us were breathing hard, audibly heavy, and labored.
"Jaleel, I'm going to give you the fuck that I was gonna give Lamar the night he had me babysit his kids. I want you to have all of the unrequited passion from that night. He only fucked me after he came home because I couldn't stop crying about how stupid he made me feel. It wasn't what I wanted; so I want you to have it instead."
The robe fell to the floor in a circular corona around her feet.
Hope was standing there were this pink, intricate lace bodysuit, something akin to one piece swimwear. Completely sheer, everything was on display a veritable feast for the eyes. This short woman was a clinic on the word voluptuous, curves everywhere you looked with rounded hips that fought to be wider that her shoulders. There was barely any fat to be found anywhere on her figure outside of muted pockets at her lower abdomen with the lions share in her thighs and voluminous buttocks.
My strained erection twitched and bobbed on the verge of ejaculating all over her plush carpeting. Hope knew how her figure excited me, quickly turning to give me a view of her back. I found myself staring at the thong back of her lingerie. The material rising upward from her incredibly deep rear cleavage open backed.
"Hope." I whispered, completely enchanted.
She demurely glanced over her shoulder at me, before quickly sweeping in getting on her knees between my thighs. The movement was sudden enough that I flinched reacting as if some feral animal pounced out of nowhere. Hope flattened a palm against my abdomen as she all but inhaled my length in its entirety.
Her gentle urging found me lying on my back looking up at the vintage chandelier on her bedroom ceiling. Her other hand was so heated, soft, and fluffy stroking me lightly with a twisted motion that traveled back and forth along my shaft. Hope ratcheted things up getting wet and sloppy in seconds. The wet, gurgling, and slurping sounds echoed off the walls of her boudoir as my inner thighs tightened up painfully.
"HEY, WAIT, SLOW DOWN I'M GONNAAAAA!!" I tried to sit up and disengage, but it was too late as Hope pushed down on my stomach laying me flat on the bed as I began to involuntarily hump into her mouth.
There was this thumping inner pulse between my inner thighs that evolved into tremors radiating all over my person as I began to orgasm extremely hard. Hope's right hand tightened around my shaft, stroking everything out in blurred motion. My back arched up off the bed as my legs flopped around out of my control. The various odds and ends along with a number of books dug into the flesh of my back.
We hadn't bothered to move them from the bed as Hope beat me off with extreme precision. Her labored breathing and heated gusts from both nostrils made it sound as if I were being devoured. The extended shrill sounding whine erupted from me as her head bobbed without fail.
Then it was over. I'd covered my face with my fists embarrassed at climaxing so soon into things. She likely was disappointed that I couldn't even last long enough to have sex again.
"Jaleel, look at me." Hope whispered wetly moving my hands.
My vision was a little blurry slowly focusing on her face noticing its heart shape and every intricate detail. Hope appeared serene, relaxed and more than a little flushed glistening from the effort. Her unkempt hair hung about her shoulders making her beauty iridescent. One of the straps had slid off her shoulder exposing her left breast. Hope audibly swallowed my load opening her mouth to show me that it was gone down her gullet.
"I'm gonna take this and make it mine so that you won't be hurt again; I won't let you go through what I experienced." Both of her hands were massaging and caressing my inner thighs, balls, and shaft. She was rubbing in the vestiges of my spunk intermingled with her copious saliva.
"Aw Hope, that feels so good." I was propped up on my elbows watching what she was doing as she started using both of her sweaty fists twisting my shaft in dual counter motions.
"Before I went to college, I'd only sucked one guy off in my senior year. We probably would've done more if mom hadn't busted us. She didn't take well to seeing eighteen year old daughter, straight A student and class valedictorian, sucking off the weird kid from overpriced private school."
Hope stopped the verbal recollection long enough to gather a deluge of saliva in her mouth which she industriously pooled in both palms before clasping them around my cock.
"That ass whipping was kind of funny in hindsight; you see Mark, that was his name Jaleel, had a crush on my ass. Not me, just my butt and this crazy fucking guy wrote a love letter to my ass and stuck it in my locker. Funniest thing ever even though my friends thought he was gross. One rainy day, I took a half a day because I wanted to game and this weirdo stalker followed me first onto the bus, then onto the subway."
Hope managed to create a sticky lathery sensation with our intermingled juices as one of her hands disappeared from view between her shapely thighs. That hand returned and left in short intervals as I realized she was adding her essence, this slimy wetness to my shaft. One of her hands cupped the underside of my balls lightly massaging them while she methodically stroked me back to fullness.
"The train from downtown to north station was packed to the gills because I think it was a holiday weekend coming up after that Friday. This loony guy managed to get behind me in that crowded train and make it happen. This was one dedicated motherfucker and I played it off like he wasn't even there as he grabbed my hips grinding his dick into the crack of my ass. We were both catholic school students in our uniforms, so I was wearing my plaid skirt that rainy day. Mark was really giving it to me from the back and nobody seemed to be the wiser."
Hope stopped again, wantonly slurping up my cock as I moaned loudly. The wet, sticky sounds were all I could hear as she alternated between the shaft and my balls, respectively. She obviously wasn't finished spinning the yarn of her personal history.
"Mark got way too hot and bothered reaching under my skirt and into my panties. His fingers were rough and greedy as he got to fulfill a fantasy he'd been nursing for a while. As a proper young woman, I was determined to ignore him even though I was so wet, it was running down my leg. We didn't notice the train was starting to thin out people wise as we neared the halfway point. I was forced to reach back digging my nails into the offending hand. He looked so hurt as I slammed the butt he loved so much into the far seat beside some old bag lady. Eventually he had to get a seat near the back of the car."
I arched up off the bed again, taking Hope's mouth in several long, measured strokes before she regained control, pushing me back down again.
"I looked back toward the end of the car, and he looked so sad, dejected like his world had crashed in on him. There was this kind of demented puppy dog look on his face and that shit got to me something fierce. I excused myself and joined him in the vacant seat at his side. I put my backpack in his lap to hide my hand going into his pants. I'd never touched a cock before, but his was just a weird as he was kinda curved at the end. It was more squeezing than jerking but I was selfish wanting mine as well. More people were filing into the train, so I raised up the backpack and sat in his lap. Mark knew what to do."
Both of her sweaty palms pressed into my thighs pushing them apart as she took the whole of my endowment between her lips. I watched it disappear as Hope tried to force her head further towards my crotch, relenting to breathe. Her breasts looked majestic heaving about, bobbing on her chest. She looked from my face to her bust as she deftly slipped the other strap of her teddy down becoming nude from the waist up.
"It was just one of those perfect days, the perfect mood for something hot and perverted. Mark Longwood, that's a name I'll never forget because he fingered me to orgasm while I sat on his lap with my backpack hiding what we were doing. Some middle aged white guy sat next to us in my vacated seat, clueless the whole time. Sometimes I wonder if he knew, because all he did was read his fucking newspaper while Mark fucked the shit out of me with his fingers. I wasn't very subtle, but he got off right before my stop. That crazy fool followed me off the train into the pouring rain for six blocks, lying about living around my house. He didn't even wanna get under the umbrella with me, just wanting to look at my ass. Said he liked the way it looked when I walked. So, I took him inside my place and sucked him off. I was ready to go all the way, but mom..."
Hope stood placing her right foot adjacent to the outside of my left thigh, while the other followed suite leaving her squatting over me with palms flattened on my chest. Her weight was a bit troublesome for a full figured woman, but she only needed a second to press me against her sopping wetness.
"Jaleel, no matter what happens I'm not gonna stop until you can't get it up any more. I'm giving you this fuck because I don't want it anymore. I-I uhm, think it could do you some good, baby. I prepared, so you can keep going no matter how many times you cum."
"Okay."
Her wide arching hips went for broke immediately as Hope sawed her cunt in a hyper rowing motion taking me over the edge instantly. I exploded inside her over and over again, but true to her word, Hope didn't stop. I could feel her huge, malleable buttocks cradling my sack. Hope's eyes were tightly shut as she bucked, popped her hips, and otherwise rode me into the lush bedding. Her random belongings still made it a bit uncomfortable on the back, but there was no way I was stopping her.
Her breasts were full topped with erect nipples. Those enticing nubs were the kind that assumed sort of a squared shape when fully aroused. They pressed into the palms of my hands as I kneaded and fondled them. There was a buoyancy to them that pushed back when handled and squeezed. Hope let out this long, sustained gasp widening her eyes before covering me completely, wrapping her arms around my neck. Her knees were adjacent to my hips, her big floppy butt rabbiting and clapping down on the base of my endowment. This loud slapping noise accompanied her actions as I started to cum.
"I can feel you swelling up; do it, give it to me Jaleel." She gasped wetly into my right ear before mashing her mouth against mine. Her tongue swirled and intertwined with my own as she clapped, holding position tightly wedged against me in second long intervals.
My trembling hands shot down grabbing handfuls of her butt, digging my nails deep almost scratching her as I came exceptionally hard inside her pulsing tunnel. Hope mashed into the base of my cock, holding it there trembling as well, allowing me to climax completely. She knew exactly when to relax her lower back rising vertically and continually arching backward flattening her palms outside of my knees. I raised my head a bit only able to see my pubic mound wedged into hers. Hope's mouth hung agape, her nostril flaring, eyes squinted in ecstasy. I could feel these tremors running through her body as she leveled her eyes down at my face. Both of us were sweating profusely.
"Come on baby, I wanna lay on my stomach." Hope dismounted kneeling at my side, waiting.
I sat up into her waiting lips instinctually making out with her. She shuddered as I cupped and kneaded a breast, before pinching the erect nipple on my peck. Hope snickered at the sudden, puppy like yelp followed by me covering that nipple with my hand. She kissed away the fleeting discomfort letting her tongue dart out slathering saliva on the offended nipple. Both of us were kneeling in the center of her bed as she nursed on me like she was looking for lactation. It was weird having my peck handled in such a manner as I didn't know that was a thing. Yet, my spent cock began to fatten and lengthen as Hope switched to the other one. I was disappointed when she stopped kneeling on all fours beside me.
"Undress me." She sighed breezily, tossing the errant things from her bed onto the carpet.
The excessive coverlets and bedding made things more unwieldy as I crawled behind her, finding her huge, jiggly, heart shaped butt staring me right in the face. I'd already made a mess of her virtue. The visual was arresting from her gooey peach which contrasted with her honey soaked skin tone, to the discoloration made by the obvious fullback panties she wore. My hand handled the sheer material dually, finding it difficult to draw it down her thick thighs. It initially caught in the undercuff at the bottom of her derriere which was a deep crease that informed a single line across both cheeks.
Hope obliged me with a slight pop of her hips. My eyes followed the flimsy pink material downward where it got caught at her bended knees. Hope suddenly flopped down on her belly making the bed shake from the impact cause by her weight. The lingerie got caught under her knees as she glanced back over her shoulder, chortling. I had to give the delicate garment a yank resulting a loud shredding sound as I nearly toppled off the mattress. Her lingerie was destroyed, I stared at it before tossing it on the carpet.
"Oh, what do we have here?" Hope reached forward on the shelving of her headboard producing a large pink capped bottle of Johnsons. A third of the baby oil inside, had been used.
Hope allowed the bottle to roll down her back into the deep curve that made up the small of her back. The swell of her backside and abundant curve of her hips made the bottle look smaller than it actually was by comparison. It was obvious what she wanted done; Hope giggled and shuddered when the oil sprinkled on her lower back.
For some reason I didn't want to start somewhere obvious but ended up pouring a good portion all over her thick, pillowy cheeks anyway. My thumbs disappeared in her undercuff of her butt sliding upwards across the broad side of her derriere. I stopped at her small meaty waist sliding back across the broad side of the huge, rounded butt.
I managed to shine up her back and do her shoulders as I became progressively harder until it hurt. The head of my cock was poking, half disappearing into her extremely soft cheeks. The underside slid around on her left cheek as Hope began wiggling her butt making these slight ripples appear on the surface.
Before I knew it, I was humping and grinding into that cheek as Hope moaned and gasped working herself into a twerking frenzy. My hands ended up all over the huge dual oval shapes that informed the heart shape of her derriere. Hope became impatient rocking and swiveling her hips, a glistening mess. I covered her prone running the length of my shaft deep into her gluteal cleft.



Even though she was really soft in the backside there was this underlying weight that allowed her cheeks to massage and cradle my shaft. Somehow my cock found a home in her snatch up to the hilt. On each inward thrust, Hope managed to press down on my length. It was a welcome hardness, contrasting with innate softness surrounding it.
She was softly popping her hips, fucking me back with equal fervor. Facing away from me, she was still wholly in charge as I parted her shapely gams going deeper. I assumed a pushup position, railing her as best I could. Hope had me outclassed. I was along for the ride.
I became intrinsically aware of Hope arching and raising her butt into my thrusts until she was prostrate still low to the mattress. I drew my knees forward pressed together up under her crotch in a weird evolution of doggystyle. Her legs were widespread on either side completely straightened out as I went to town plowing the stuffing out of her snatch.
"PULL IT, MY HAIR JALEEL!!" Hope groaned rocking back hard barely giving me a chance as I filled my hands with fistfuls of her hair.
Her big, floppy butt became a blur of motion as Hope fucked herself silly with my cock. I was holding on for dear life as she gritted her teeth. She was queefing at this point, groaning dipping down into her bedding, wildly popping her hips. It felt like she was wringing me out for a few moments before she collapsed face down into the mattress disengaging us.
Hope squirmed around in the bedding fingering herself, shivering. Hope slowly rolled over onto her back motioning towards me with both arms until impaled her. She locked me against her wrapping her limbs around me tight, arms and legs locked. Our pelvises mashed and ground as she milked me dry one final time.
I passed out in her arms, exhausted.
"Wake up." Her voice was wet sounding, weepy.
"Eh?"
"Come on, you've gotta wake up Jaleel." There darkness gradually melted away as I found myself looking up at Hope's ceiling. Her face came into view over me as I slowly glanced over feeling the aftereffects of our frenetic hookup.
"Hey, what's up?"
"It's five in the morning; you've gotta slip back upstairs." Hope was wearing some baggy flannel pajamas, her hair drawn back into a ponytail partially hidden behind a bandana headwrap.
"Uhm, okay Hope; are you alright?" I noticed that she'd been crying, sitting up beside her.
"I'm not crazy Jaleel; I uhm, was selfish with you." I straightened up sitting with my back against her pillows and the headboard.
"What's going on, Hope?"
"This." She was holding something in her hand, partially hidden by her fingers. I reached out finding a tiny bit of resistance before drawing the small rectangle of plastic from her fingers, looking at it.
It was a positive pregnancy test.
"I came back home because of this; home to recuperate and get my head together, Jaleel."
"Does Ricky know you're pregnant?"
"Uhm, I'm not."
"HUH?!"
"Lamar edged me out of being his TA; I was feeling weird and did the right thing to get some answers all on my own without telling any of my friends. I didn't know how to feel about it, kinda happy after the shock, but I went to Lamar. Found him with another girl bent over his office desk; the same bitch who gave me the intervention about being a slut."
"Sorry."
"Listen Jaleel, I went to a clinic, the free kind for medical assistance or something. I wasn't in the best mental place when I did what I did, but it felt like everyone knew. No one knew but me and Lamar didn't care about anything but pussy. So, I uhm, erased my mistake and came back here to get it together. So uhm, can I ask you a question?"
"I guess."
"How're you gonna feel when you see that shitty girl at school?"
"I don't know; why do you wanna know Hope? What're you trying to tell me?" She reached over taking the piece of plastic back. My eyes followed it as she flicked it between her fingers, silently mulling my answer.
"I don't wanna be on a pedestal in your head, but I had to do what I did because I saw you as a parallel. Saw myself in you and what that meant; didn't want you following in my footsteps so I decided to fuck your brains out so that shitty girl wouldn't have any power over you. I wanted you imprinted on me, but I don't wanna take her place in your mind, Jaleel."
"Well, what do you want Hope?"
"I got what I wanted; you gave me that farewell fuck I wasn't gonna get from Lamar and when I get back to campus, I'll be thinking of you when I see him. I didn't want to be bitter and I don't want you to be bitter about Kimberly Bivens. So, I imprinted you with my body. Just wanted to give you sexual cover."
"Well, I haven't been thinking about her since we had sex."
"You're still here beside me; in my bed Jaleel. Seeing her is so much different and I fear what may be in store for you at school today."
"Fuck her." I commented taking umbrage at Hope's assertion that I was some lovestruck guy.
"It'll be different when you see her; trust me on this Jaleel. Girls can be so fucking nasty and bad, but you've gotta be indifferent to her. Make her nothing in your mind. Trivialize her on every level because it will drive her insane. Jaleel, keep what we did close to your heart, but try to fuck another girl as soon as possible to dull the impact."
"Dull the impact?"
"Don't you get what I'm telling you? What we've been doing in this bed, Jaleel? Man, salvation comes with repetition, so normalizing sex is key. Don't put me or any girl on a pedestal because we're only human and I don't want you to get hung up on a biological function. Don't be a fucking simp. Kimberly Bivens was your first, I'm your second now, and I need you to find a third to make what we did stick."
"So you're telling me to fuck somebody else." Hope quickly pressed a finger to my lips shaking her head.
"We're not-together; don't get it twisted Jaleel. You were doing this earlier when I asked you about Kimberly. You kept referring to her as your girlfriend when she obviously was nothing of the sort. I think you're handsome with an earnest nature that's beautiful. Find someone to share that nature with some day; but just remember that we're only human." I was feeling misty, sitting there listening to her words.
"I'm going upstairs, now."
"Okay, by the time you get out of school tomorrow, I'll be back on campus resuming my education. Don't hate me, okay?"
"Sure." I didn't know how I felt, but I just wanted some distance between us.
"Jaleel?"
"Yeah?"
"Text me sometime; I wanna know when you find yourself that third girl to sleep with. This whole sex thing is kinda like rolling a snowball down a hill. Turns that little snowball into a boulder with the momentum. I just wanna know okay; so promise me, alright?" I got dressed while she was talking. Everything she was saying, just sounded like word salad at this point.
"What happened to that guy you were telling me about, Mark Longwood?"
"Dead, got shot that night on the way back from my neighborhood. Something random and shitty that left me numb when I found out. Kinda, shoved my nose in the books after that until I met Lamar."
"Goodnight Hope." I pulled the door up.
...to be continued.
***************************
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"WAKE UP JALEEL!!"
"HUH?!!" I was jolted awake finding myself looking at Ricky's face. My heart leapt into my throat with an audible hiccup before I realized I wasn't still in his sister's bed.
"Come on man, we 've gotta hit the road or we'll be late for school!" He helped me sit up on the couch as I recalled crashing from exertion and raw emotion into the early hours of the morning.
"Hope?" His hand collided with the base of my skull in a disparaging slap as he tossed a shirt in my lap dragging me off the couch intent on getting me to his bathroom.
"She's gone back to college, texted me this morning before she noped out. Come on bro, you gotta wash up!!" I was shoved into the bathroom before Ricky slammed the door shut going about his business.
I instantly felt a pang of emotion at her absence remembering the unwanted words of sage advice that followed a night that should've been one for the cannon. Part of me wished she'd never shared those aspects of her sexual history, but it seemed cathartic for Holly Arias. She was helping herself as much as me. She wanted to everything wipe clean somehow. It also explained her determination to invade her little brother's circle since returning home.
Hope was reeling from tragedy and a decision that was shaking the foundations of her being. Somehow, my own situation triggered this overwhelming maternal instinct that made her want to smother the vestiges of Kimberly Bivens out of me. Holly wanted to wipe her clean from me, physically and spiritually. I wondered if she would be able to move past the affair with her professor.
"HEY JALEEL, HURRY IT THE FUCK UP; WE GOTTA GO, MAN!!" Ricky's voice intruded through the door. Luckily, I still had some clothing over his home from previous sleepovers when we were gaming. Our peers were quick to notice repeat fashion choices and I didn't want to be heckled.
Ricky drove like a beast while I remained zoned out replaying my wild night with his older sister. She was on a whole other level from Kimberly Bivens physically speaking. Whereas my former "girlfriend" was slim, deceptively curvy, and sleek; Hope Arias was definitively in the early stages of becoming voluptuous. That visual esthetic that a lot of brothers would kill for in no uncertain terms. She was light honey, pretty face, hellacious hips, and ass. The fact that she could cook and fuck like a wild beast was an added plus.
"Jaleel, I know what you did with my sister."
"HUH?!!" I flinched in my seat riding shotgun to school as Ricky side eyed me. It was overcast and rainy outside, a perfect setting for some bullshit.
"Man, you gotta be more responsible; I don't like taking shit to a friend, my best friend and all. You didn't have to stay up gaming all night with my sister." My raised brows and shocked expression obviously went over his clueless head.
"Yeah, uhm sorry I got caught up."
"You were knocked out cold; if you hadn't woke up, I was gonna pour a pot of cold water on your face."
"You would've got knocked out too, fool!"
"Fuck you man." We playfully traded horseplay punched to each other's shoulders as we neared the school.
I stared ahead out the window noticing a caravan of three school buses in front of our school. There were crowds of students milling about as we pulled up behind a few cars waiting to pull into the student parking lot.
"What's going on out here?"
"Damn man, Kimberly really got your head screwed up; it's a game day. A really big game day and some people are leaving for a half day. Speaking of your malicious better half, here man." Ricky produced my phone from his pocket.
"What're you doing with my phone?"
"Hope left it on the coffee table and before you ask; no, I didn't look at the video of your girl twerking that ass. It's locked; that's some foul shit right there Jaleel. I thought we people, man."
"I don't lock my phone." I tried to open my phone finding it indeed, locked. Ricky's aloof older sister was obviously the culprit, but I didn't understand her reasoning.
"Hope is a fucking weirdo; I'm gonna call her and get the lock code."
"Yeah." I wondered why she'd gone to the trouble of locking my phone. It didn't make sense. I figured it was part of her plan to discourage me from obsessing over my ex-girlfriend.
We were finally able to turn into the school parking lot finding it difficult because of the students milling about. School spirit was deceptively the culprit, but truthfully days like these were used by many to hook up. I'd hooked up with Kimberly on one such day months earlier. Unfortunately, it turned out to be glorified fooling around only after I'd been tricked into going shopping with her at a mall. Her real friends chickened out leaving me as her default ride or die. I chafed at the memory recalling the sight of her in stark white demi cup brassiere and bikini panties. I chaffed at the thought realizing she'd been wearing part of that ensemble when I discovered her cheating.
"EARTH TO JALEEL!!" Ricky snapped his fingers right in front of my face, getting me out of the memory.
"What, Ricky?"
"Get out." He deadpanned as I realized we were parked.
I had zoned out and staring at his face brought up guilty feelings of sleeping with his sister during the night. I felt several pangs of guilt wash over me as he pushed his driver's side door open. The parking lot school entrance was congested with people, but our collective hearts skipped a beat at the sight to the football team members holding court on either side of the double doors. Light flecks of rain were starting to fall as we queued up behind our peers waiting to enter the building. Some of those assholes were selectively singling out victims with slaps to the backs of their necks while some girls laughed.
"Fuck that noise." Ricky was wearing a big, fluffy Howard University hoodie which he used to cover his head. I was screwed personally speaking but resolved to hold the line instead of falling to my old standby of going into another entrance.
"OWWW!!" A hand collided with the back of my neck before I even got close to the entrance. I instinctively whipped about finding Charmaine, Treena and some other members of the cheerleading squad I didn't know.
"WHAT, YOU GOTTA PROBLEM, SNITCH?!!" This aggressive women didn't miss a beat since our initial flare up one day prior. She looked to be spoiling for a fight.
"No, why you hitting me?"
Treena snickered like the weaselly jackal she was reminding why I hated these two types of bullies. The worst type of bully always showed up with a second who would usually do most of the instigating while getting none of the blow back. Today was no different.
"You in the way, SNITCH!!" Charmaine swiped me aside roughly continuing onward with her duck-like entourage in tow.
It chaffed my ego, but I was glad we hadn't come to blows. I glanced back finding the reason for her sudden departure in the nearby presence of one of the female gym teachers. This particular teacher was in charge of the cheerleading team.
"HEY MAAAN, WHAT THE-?!!" As soon as one situation ended, another started with Ricky attacked by McKenzie this time. The albino football player yanked the hoodie from his head simultaneously slapping at the back of my friend's scalp, laughing evilly.
"Leave him alone Rob."
"LEAVE HIM ALONE ROB-Worried I'm gonna steal your girlfriend, huh?!! You and Titty going steady, huh nigga?!!" He was laughing in my face as I imagined shooting him in the face with a non-existent pistol.
"DO YOU MIND, ROB?!!" Ricky jostled in his grasp trying to shake free, but the demonic looking jock had a handful of his hoodie, bringing his other hand up grabbing his throat.
"WHAT YOU DON'T LIKE ME OR SOMETHING, TITTY?!!" Ricky was shook against his will, the more muscular jock going dangerous as some of his teammates laughed. If it came down to a scrap, all three of us would be fighting.
"MCKENZIE!!" The gym teacher yelled ten feet away surrounded by other students and one, enamored male substitute teacher. I didn't know her name, but the gym teacher was attractive and thick with a school track suit molded to her curves.
"I'M JUST PLAYING WITH HIM, PAM!!" Rob McKenzie was a major douche, entitled enough to think he was on a first name basis with faculty.
"Robert, put that student down and-GET OVER HERE!!" There was no way this woman would say that to thuggish Rob McKenzie if they met on the streets. But she spoke with authority and he knew she worked closely with the football coach.
Ricky was suddenly shoved into me hard enough to make us topple over while a good portion of the other students laughed and snickered. I got most of the impact as Ricky landed deadweight on top smashing me into the pavement. Some of our shitty peers actually stepped over our bodies walking into the school. McKenzie reluctantly walked off with the gym teacher and a few students.
"Hey man, you okay?" Ricky was obviously shook from his interaction with the bully.
"Fine."
"Well, at least he ain't gonna be there when we go to gym later." It was a "looking at the bright side" observation, but Ricky looked offended.
"Whatever, I'll catch you later." He stalked off leaving me standing there.
Ten minutes later I walked into Algebra 2 finding some students hovering around Mr. Harvey. These were a smattering of athletes and otherwise connected people with our football team. I didn't give them a second thought as I noticed Charmaine and Treena already seated. Treena's jackal like persona took away from her beauty while Charmaine glowered. I negotiated my seat from the opposite side of the aisle knowingly feeding her opinion of herself as an antagonist. Her eyes followed me to my seat as I noticed Kimberly Bivens.
Oddly enough, her face was buried in her text book almost purposely. She was wearing a long sleeved business shirt and tie over a tight jean mini skirt and ankle boots. I thought it weird because she wasn't wearing her cheerleader regalia on a game day like her associates.
"Sit the fuck down, bitch." Treena whispered getting a few snickers from surrounding students.
I took my seat definitely feeling it from the girl who counted herself as one of Kimberly's tight inner circle. I knew different though. Kim considered her a hanger on, for the most part along with Charmaine.
Kimberly never looked up even though her friend's antics elicited snickering and indifferent chortling. In the past, she was usually an active participant, but she remained focused on her text book. It read as forced indifference, especially after we'd talked. She'd sent those video clips to demoralize me, but unintentionally helped me when Hope got involved in my situation.
In part, she was the catalyst for the mind blowing sex I'd experienced not twenty-four hours, earlier. Charmaine was still shooting me looks and this didn't bode well for my immediate future. She had it in her head that I'd snitched on her for bullying which resulted in her joining me in the study hall. Before I knew it, the bell was sounding signaling the end of the period.
"POP QUIZ TOMORROW!!" Our teacher Mr. Harvey loved giving tests on the drop of a dime. He figured that it would keep us on our toes academically.
A good third of the class groaned as everyone began filing out to the corridor. My aisle was suddenly congested with students pushing by as I remained seated waiting for it to clear up a bit. My thoughts drifted to Hope's naked body and the view of her huge, floppy looking butt bouncing on my junk.
I still felt guilty about sleeping with my friend's older sister. There was some movement out the corner of my eye as Kimberly pushed past in the aisle. Our eyes met for a second, her's noticeably more narrower than usual. I quickly looked away conflicted remembering Hope's words to that effect. She lingered at my side in the crowded aisle.
Her palm collided with my cheek in stinging fashion. It was covertly vicious for that single instant as she continued up the aisle. Unfortunately Treena was among the witnesses as she pushed between the people in front of her storming out of the classroom followed by Charmaine. I put a hand to my cheek staring after her as Treena filed out, glancing back at me snickering.
"What the fuck?"
My next two classes were a blur juxtaposed with dueling images of Hope and Kimberly Biven's sudden violent turn. I found myself analyzing the reason for the slap more than anything else and coming up with nothing. Half of the school was emptying out near lunch period to go to the afternoon football game that would determine another championship run for our school.
Ricky was not to be found at lunch period leaving me to sit alone at a table full of underclassmen. McKenzie had really did a number on my best friend and I felt like I should've taken one for the team and pasted the football player when he was manhandling my bud.
"Hey man, where you been?" I found Ricky sitting in the locker room watching videos on his phone.
"What, I don't have to go to lunch just because you're there!" He replied ruefully.
"Cut it out, I'm sorry."
"Sorry, for what?"
"That shit earlier with Rob; I should've stole on him when he grabbed you." I was contrite, and earnest.
"I don't need you to help me fight somebody; I can take care of myself." He sounded hurt.
"Sure, I know that Ricky."
He didn't say much after that and I knew when to leave it alone pulling my own phone out to watch a few vids, finding it still locked. I almost asked Ricky to call up his sister but resolved to take care of the problem once I got home. I figured I'd just reset it with help from my provider. The rest of my day went pretty much uneventful until the closing moments of school when I had my last class shared with Kimberly.
I was surprised to discover her in class instead of at the game with the other cheerleaders. Once again, she was face planted in her text book, ignoring everything else around her. Later, it would come to light that she was experiencing a particularly horrible menstrual cycle which ruled out any participation on the football field.
"Hey Jaleel, we cool, alright?" It was Ricky's way of apologizing after our joint day of hell.
"We're solid."
I dapped him after walking around to his driver's side window in front of my house. He pulled off abruptly still feeling angry about that early morning humiliation. I hated that he'd been singled out for the latent androgynous quality of his appearance. When we were freshmen, Ricky got a lot of attention from girls wanting to know his heritage but thinking him not manly enough to date.
"Damn, I forgot to ask him to call his sister."
After an uneventful evening of homework, some cramming for Mr. Harvey's pop quiz while watching some sci-fi movie called Chappie, I received a call on my android barely answering it before it locked again.
"Hey Jaleel, how's it going?"
"Hope, why'd you lock my phone?" I wondered if Ricky remembered to call her up.
"I wanted to take away your crutch; wanted you to deal with things raw, real. So tell me, how'd it go with your "girlfriend" Jaleel?"
"Eh, nothing happened really, I mean she kinda slapped me this morning but otherwise ignored me."
"Oh, so that bitch didn't get the memo."
"Huh?" Her response raised questions.
"I didn't erase those disgusting videos she sent you, but I didn't want you to be weak and look at them either. Sorry about everything, all the trouble I've caused you Jaleel. You can call me if that bitch fucks with you again."
"How am I gonna call you; my phone's locked, Hope." She chuckled a bit making me unintentionally smile as well. There was a mischievous impish quality to the manner in which she laughed that was infectious.
"34-32-50."
"What's that mean?"
"My stats, fool; also the code to your phone baby." I immediately input her measurements unlocking my phone.
"It works."
"Look, I'm sorry about all the trouble I'm probably causing you, but I just wanted you to be strong. People like this fucking Kimberly Bivens person have a huge ego. She won't leave you alone until you capitulate in some fashion so watch your back."
"I don't think it's that serious."
"I don't know about that."
"Eh, what up Holly?" I was perplexed.
"Uhm, nothing; I uh, I'll call you in a couple of days; I'm going out to a party right now." Hope abruptly hung up in my face leaving me still puzzled.
I re-filled through my phone suspicious of her activities unseen finding her number before instinctively looking for the two clips sent to me by Kimberly. I hated myself, but I glanced at the clip of her butt being smacked for a second or two.
"What is this?" I found two addition video clips seconds long, clicking one. Hope's face appeared in extreme closeup.
"Oh hey, so I understand you're feeling yourself at the kiddie table in your itty, bitty little high school Kimberly. Just to let you know; you were a practice girl for Jaleel. He's definitely leveled up as you can see." Hope started chuckling in condescending fashion as the clip ended. I quickly hit the other.
"OH SHIT!!"
Hope managed to find a jean miniskirt similar to the one in Kimberly's original troll video along with a similar pair of white panties. It was obvious that she was using a selfie stick to capture things as the denim material looked ready to burst at the seams gradually riding up until the full scope of her 50 inch butt was revealed in dramatic fashion. I realized that Hope was helping things along with the slightest movement of her thighs gradually full-on twerking as her tanned cheeks rose like baking bread. The audio was loud, enhancing the clapping of her big, jiggly butt cheeks. The selfie stick changed position revealing Hope's grinning countenance.
"Still feeling yourself Kimberly; oh and by the way, Jaleel approves this message."
"Shit."
I sat there wide eyed on the edge of my bed taking in my day with the missing puzzle pieces now firmly in place. I absentmindedly touched the spot on my cheek where I'd been slapped by Kimberly Bivens.
"SHIT!!"
I dialed up Hope again getting voice mail. I called a couple hundred times realizing she'd turned her phone off. Her words made infinite sense now, that I knew the whole story.
"I'm fucked."
**********************
I kept my pending misfortune from Ricky during the ride to school the next day. He seemed to be having his own issues which were probably still related to his own personal; bully, Rob McKenzie. There was no way I could tell him about what his sister had done without revealing my own foibles with the twentysomething.
It was also guilt inducing sitting there beside him after looking at Hope's twerking clip a couple hundred times during the night. That coupled with the memories of the two times we'd hooked up made it hard not to take matters into my own hands before dawn. Kimberly had to be positively livid at receiving a full dose of her own narcissistic medicine.
"When're you gonna stop thinking about Kim?" Ricky asked as we walked into the school, both heading to the cafeteria for an impromptu breakfast.
"Working on it."
"Man, you need a dose of reality; she's solid with Jay Stello." Ricky offered his own phone with a news clip from local television.
Jay had indeed delivered big in a blowout that had our school on the national radar with talk of his collegiate choices. Humorously, Jay was interviewed on field by the same blonde reporter who'd gotten suspended for inappropriate behavior before.
"SORRY MA'AM I CAN'T BE HAPPY WITH THE RESULTS OF THIS GAME; IN FACT, I'M DOWN RIGHT DEPRESSED!!" Jay handled celebrity well with throngs of screaming girls, students and fans milling about behind him as the reporter held the mike up to his lips.



"Oh no, why is that Jay?" The thirty something could barely contain her obvious fawning.
"WELL, I DONE WHAT I SAID I WAS GONNA DO, BUT MY GIRL WASN'T HERE!! YEAH THAT'S RIGHT, MY GIRL WASN'T HERE MANDY!! SO, IT WASN'T LIKE I WAS AT FULL POWER WITHOUT MY BABY GIRL!!" Yeah, this motherfucker was soaking it all in as the reporter pouted.
"Well where is she, Jay?"
"HOME SICK, FEELING REAL BAD AND ALL, MA'AM!! SO, I HAD TO TAKE THIS TEAM ON MY BACK AND CARRY THEM ACROSS THAT FINISHING LINE, MA'AM!! I HAD TO DO THIS WITHOUT MY SPECIAL K, MA'AM!!" I threw up in my mouth a little bit as the minute long interview continued.
"Now Jay, you don't have to call me ma'am; I'm old enough to be, uhm your older sister."
That motherfucking Jay Stello blew right past that exchange grabbing the mic covering her hand with his own. The reporter looked as if she would swoon, completely flushed on camera with the jostling fans behind them as he leaned in screaming.
"LOVE YOU KIM, BABY!!" I'd seen enough handing the phone back to Jay as we entered the double doors leading to the meager buffet styled setup where cooks were preparing various breakfast items.
"Jaleel, that hurt me more than you; still think she your girl?"
"Not even."
Before we could properly walk onto the line, several guys pushed by us with little regard to our actual presence. I noticed a number of letterman jackets in the mix while Ricky did his best to jostle back with the guys. One extremely tall guy about six five in height found his struggles humorous, playfully shoving Ricky in the chest. My friend looked enraged, slapping back at the guy who turned facing us. Both of us found ourselves looking at this guy's abdomen.
"What's wrong titty?" He asked in a deep baritone voice, still smiling.
"That ain't my fucking name, Byron; and you motherfuckers just ran in front of us, too!!" A few of the other bigger guys turned prompted by Ricky's words. These were teenage boys that resembled full grown men already along with Byron.
"So what man, you ain't shit."
"FUCK YOU BYRON!!" I was more aware of our surroundings that my usually easy going friend. Ricky looked ready for a fight which didn't make sense considering what was standing before us collectively.
"Hey titty, you wanna throw hands or something, huh nigga?" The other guys crowded around Byron, a staunch member of our basketball team at power forward. This presented us with a human great wall collectively and an individual pissing contest for Ricky Arias.
"I'm just pointing out that you uhm, didn't give us a heads up when you pushed up in here, is all." Ricky's words were obviously measured.
"Titty, my nigga; you don't listen man. I said you ain't shit." Byron was one big fucking bastard literally and figuratively.
This proved to be Ricky's breaking point as he pushed by me, running off dejected to much laughter and jeers. The right thing to do streetwise would've been to take his life into his hands by throwing a few ceremonial punches as Byron and getting destroyed in the process. The wrong thing to do would've been to take his life into his hands by throwing a few ceremonial punches as Byron and getting destroyed in the process. Obviously, Rob McKenzie had been the beginning of some sort of negative karmic trial for my best friend.
"RICKY!!" I started after him.
"AWWWW, AIN'T THAT CUTE!! HOLD HIM TIGHT, BITCH!!" Some snarky looking red faced guy yelled getting a chorus of laughter. He was one of Byron's associates.
"WATCH OUT NIGGA!!" I was caught off guard, thrown with excessive force at least five feet away barely stopping myself from crashing to the corridor floor. The culprit was Charmaine, making my blood instantly boil.
"WHAT-THE-FUCK is wrong with you?!!" I instinctively yelled drawing attention I didn't need at that moment.
Charmaine was bristling wearing a yellow knit turtleneck wifebeater that looked painted onto her zaftig figure. Her own "earned" letterman jacket covered her torso.
"WHO YOU TALKING TOO, NIGGA?!!" Before I could react, her hand was palming my face like a basketball. Her intent was to draw her nails down my face in a clawing move, but I swatted her hand away with authority.
"Cut that shit out, Charmaine!" I tried to even out my tone, but internally I wasn't opposed to landing a right into her cheek.
"FUCKING SNITCH!!"
Charmaine feinted a right, but instead sent a burred pancake slap into the right side of my face staggering me out of shock. Rage welled up inside as I gritted my teeth, ready to blast the center of her face. Despite being attractive and built like a brick shithouse, Charmaine behaved just like one of the guys. Before anything could happen, I was caught up in the bearhug-like embrace of the school safety officer affectionately known as "Pops". He wrapped his arm around my shoulder forcefully compelling me down the corridor amid jeers, peer commentary and raucous laughter.
"Why're you grabbing me, Pops?"
"Relax Jaleel."
"NO, SHE SLAPPED THE SHIT OUTTA ME; WHY'RE YOU GRABBING ME, MAN?!!" I was livid but Pops ignored my strained, righteous indignation at his actions.
He held me tighter as I glanced over my shoulder finding Kimberly and Treena standing strong with Charmaine. Kim bumped fists with her right hand, giving tacit approval. I lost it jostling a bit with Pops amid various spectators.
"Do you want me to cuff you, Jaleel?"
"No."
"Then come to my office."
"I'm getting suspended?" I panicked not knowing how I'd explain things to my parents. Pops stopped still keeping a grip on the back of my neck, his features softening. He lightened up giving me a pat on the back.
"Come to my office."
Pops had a little office at the far end of the first floor corridor which was beyond modest with dusty unfinished brick walls, little more than a glorified janitors closet. Originally there had been two safety officers, the other guy in his early thirties able to be more physical than Pops, a man in his mid-fifties.
Citywide budget cuts resulted in the loss of that officer while Pops persevered through the sheer seniority and the buddy system. The gun on his hip was the only threat he could possibly pose to the random thugs roaming the school corridors. He was content not to disturb the Darwinian pecking order for the most part.
"Why am I sitting here?" I was still indignant.
"Cooler heads prevail Jaleel, just calm down; take a moment to get yourself together, kid. Did you really wanna fight a girl? Wanna fight a female in front of the student body; a cheerleader, huh?!!"
"You saw what she did, Pops." My accusatory tone wasn't lost on him as I registered a flash of emotion in his eyes surrounded by a crow's nest of wrinkles.
"Sometimes..."
"Don't."
"Sometimes, you just gotta let it roll off your back like water, boy." I was eighteen years old, and for the past three years this safety officer had been telling bullied students that shit instead of doing his fucking job.
"Can I go now?"
"Wait a minute; I got something for you." The portly officer had a bit of trouble bending over, retrieving a plastic bottle of chilled water from the small refrigerator beside his desk. It was probably my third bottle in three years since being a freshman.
"Can I go now, Pops?"
"There's lemon in that there water, Jaleel." I nodded pulling up the office door behind me.
Just outside my office I found a text on my phone from Ricky indicating that he'd driven back home after our run-in with Byron. I tried calling him up as I walked up to class, but it went to voicemail a few times before I gave up. I found the door to Mr. Harvey's class locked. It was a practice of his to dissuade lateness which forced tardy students into study hall / detention. I wasn't technically tardy knocking on the door. My peers were already in the midst of taking the quiz. Mr. Harvey walked outside pulling the door up behind him.
"Why're you knocking on the door Jaleel; you know the rules. Go to study hall."
"I wasn't really late; I was in the safety officer's office." Mr. Harvey looked flustered folding and unfolding his arms waiting to speak instead of listening.
"If you weren't late you would be inside taking my pop quiz. Now as a responsible young man, there is a president for adequate management of your time, Jaleel. Now I don't know what kind of inherent troubles you're experiencing, but you should've received a hall pass from the safety officer. Do you have one?"
"Pops forgot to give me one."
"Well then you have your quest; retrieve a hall pass and I'll give you a makeup quiz." Before I could get another word out, Mr. Harvey was inside the class closing and locking the door in my face.
"Fucking noodle." My comment was directed more at the teacher's slight, bespectacled nature, and stature.
The safety officer's station was closed and locked. Pops liked to leave campus for food runs at a local greasy spoon, taking additional orders from the front office as well. I went over to the cafeteria finding more asshole jocks hanging out there along with Byron who seemed to be perpetually cutting class. Instead of tempting fate, I decided to go into the school library to detox from all of the bullshit I'd experienced that morning.
I went halfway to the back of the room still pissed about Charmaine's bullying. Despite things, Pops really was right to snatch me out of the incident. I placed the bottle of water on the community desk I was sitting at looking at my phone. The seconds long video of Hope Arias big ass shaking and twerking calmed my nerves further.
"Excuse me?"
"Huh?" I didn't look up, but it was a girl talking. I had my phone under the desk still watching Hope's big pillowy butt, gyrating. The effect of the clip had me a bit zoned out.
"Sitting here, you don't mind, do you?"
"No, why would I...uhm, oh?" I looked up sort of annoyed, finding a surprise instead.
She was stunning, her face a juxtaposition of youth and maturity with piercing hazel colored eyes surrounded by dark mascara. She had fat, chubby cheeks and full lips coated in shades of burgundy. Regretfully the only comparison I could make to her appearance was that actress Gabrielle Union. Her hair was a wildish bob that complemented her face and slender looking neck.
Her height was between 5'5" and 5'8" long and lean. This student was wearing a multicolored cami knit sweater covered with horizontal stripes. The caramel color of her skin was vibrant enhancing everything about her person. In those fleeting seconds it was impossible not to notice her prominent bust line. Her darkened cleavage informed by a single deep set line.
"Alright, it's cool then, right?" She smiled biting her bottom lip, flirting?
"Sure."
She had a few books in hand, setting them down on the table before drawing the chair out with a loud groan from the wood as it dragged the floor. I remembered myself getting up to help, accidentally dropping my phone as a result.
"Oh sorry, let me get that for you." She went for my phone, but I panicked bending over accidentally hitting my head on the edge of the table.
"OW!"
"Oh, are you okay?" I managed to snag my phone hoping she didn't notice Hope's big twerking butt on its face, quickly pocketing it. I was grateful the sound was muted.
"I'm good, uhm?"
"Charity."
"Eh?"
"My name, is Charity." She offered a hand taking mine for a warmth infused, introductory shake. She seemed naturally humid on an internal level leaving heated residue afterwards.
"Jaleel, nice to meet you Charity." She smiled taking a seat across from me opening a book as I wondered if there was something, I could say to continue the conversation. Charity beat me to it, fortunately.
"Excuse me, but are you a, senior?"
"I was thinking the same question about you; I'm eighteen and on my way out the door at the end of the year, thankfully." She smiled at my aside, staring in a way that made me flush.
"Same here, although I think I'll be a little more fond of my days here on campus than you obviously are, eh?"
"Jaleel."
"Sorry, I can be bad with names sometimes. I'm a member of the student body and a few clubs, but it's odd that we've never come across one another." Charity rested her chin on her fist flipping pages still checking me out.
"Me, I'm uh, a student body ninja."
"Student body ninja?"
"I and others of my ilk, kind of blend in much to our mutual detriment. But if I'd known you were a student here, I would've gladly uncloaked myself to make your acquaintance." I almost facepalmed right there realizing how much of a nerd I sounded like, but Charity went with it chuckling as the bell rang signaling the end of the period.
"Oh well, looks like uh, fourth period is about to begin; sorry, but I've gotta go."
"Yeah, I'm sorry too."
"Why?"
"UHM, OH-STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS-uhm, sorry." It was fumbling my words all over the place as she smiled standing up with her collected books. I had to stifle an audible gasp hoping she didn't hear me when I got a view of her full body, vertically.
She was definitely long and lean, but with a prominent sloping bust that bulged outward from her chest dramatically. Her legs were shapely, seeming to go on forever encased in skintight, lightened stonewashed material. Her butt was medium sized and packed, getting an immediate reaction as I popped major wood. Thankfully, Charity wasn't looking, so I was able to readjust myself, covertly. I hadn't realized I was walking behind her until she glanced back at me, smiling.
"Checking me out, Jaleel?"
"Huh?" Charity chortled offering her hand again.
I felt stupid scratching the back of my head as she shook my hand gently. She was beautiful and stunning with an air of teenaged sophistication about her person. This made me feel almost like a peasant in her presence. It was similar to the way I felt around Kimberly Bivens, albeit to a lesser degree. Charity walked over to the counter to check out her books, glancing back again smiling.
"Jaleel?"
"Yeah?" My gaze was locked into her soft features taking in every detail in exquisite detail.
"Don't you have somewhere to be; or are you gonna stare at me for the rest of the day?" I was still partially dumbfounded giving her much humor in my mute response.
"Charity, I am so sorry about that; uhm, guess I'll go, then." I backed off towards the library door dragging my feet. I wondered if we'd see one another again, noting that we'd only met because I'd been booted from class.
"Jaleel?" She called after me.
"Yeah?"
"Don't be a stranger, okay?" Charity gave me a pinch on the cheek that embarrassingly almost made me swoon. I watched the tight sway of her packed, compact butt as she exited the library.
...to be continued.
***************************
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I managed to catch up with safety officer Pops in time to get the required hall pass. I barely had time to make it to my next class opting to return the small index card sized piece of paper afterwards. My head was still awash with the image of Charity. She definitely had the edge on Kimberly in looks and probable sophistication. Her figure was somewhere between Kim and Hope with an advantage in the bust.
I focused mentally on the single deep line that informed her prominent cleavage. I found myself wondering what her cup size, and other prurient matters about her shape. Charity didn't seem to mind me looking either. Class seemed to float by on those thoughts as I traveled back to Mr. Harvey's class, catching him switching with a substitute teacher.
"Oh Jaleel, what can I do for you?"
"Brought you my hall pass from earlier." I handed him the slip, but he was reticent.
"What's this for?"
"You told me that I could get a makeup quiz if I bought this to you." Mr. Harvey half snatched the piece of paper looking at it for a few seconds before taking a pen from behind his ear and scribbling on it.
"Take this to study hall on the second floor; the makeup quiz is about to start."
"HUH?!!"
Mr. Harvey apparently annoyed that a third of his class failed the pop quiz, set up an immediate makeup test in the study hall that I happened across by luck. Never mind that it was my lunch hour, I didn't want drama from my parents for failing a class in my final year of high school.
I bolted downstairs to study hall finding half of that failing third already in the process of taking the quiz. Two members of the student body were charged with administering the makeup as part of a vocational curriculum designed to give them fledgling experience in their chosen academic based electives.
"Test is already in progress; you're too late." Some nerdy female in horrifically dated clothing informed.
"Mr. Harvey sent me down here to take the test; see, he signed my hall pass."
"Regardless of the circumstance, you are late for the test." She refused to take the pass from me, speaking in an even measured tone.
"He said I could take the test."
"As I've said, you're too late for this quiz." It felt like she was looking down her nose at me.
"COME ON, I NEED THIS QUIZ!" Two of her associates drifted nearby looking at me apprehensively as a hall monitor peered into the hall from the nearest door. The academic classmen were standing in this weird fashion with their fingers interlocked in front of their bodies, staring.
"If you have a problem with school protocol, take it up with your counselor." Nerdy female reiterated flexing some perceived power over me. A section of the school counsel were working understudies to the faculty sometimes functioning as on the fly, substitute teachers.
"Hey brother, what's going on?" This underclassman, a high school junior was addressing me. His faux police type uniform signified his position on the Explorers, a training program for students with aspirations of being cops.
"Nothing, you can go back out in the hallway." I was beyond irritated as nerdy girl spoke up.
"The student is being disruptive; we'll trying to conduct a makeup quiz here."
"I am not being disruptive; I have permission to be here and take the test." I explained.
"The student was late and cannot be issued the exam."
"Jaleel, and I was given permission to take the test by Mr. Harvey; you can go ask him." I noticed a few more faces appearing in the open doorway. These pimply faced underclassmen were his backup, I suppose.
"Hey buddy, calm down; we can go ask him together." This equally geeky asshole tried to handle my bicep.
"I'm good, don't touch me."
"Say, what's your name, buddy." He actually took a pen and pad out of his pocket wanting my name. I folded my arms across my chest staring between nerdy girl and this asshole. The doorway was now filled with more of these explorer students, one pudgy female amongst them.
"I'm gone." I noticed one obvious freshman student favoring a pair of cuffs until one of his associates nudged him with an elbow.
I was aware the cuffs and occasional nightstick were more ceremonial in nature. Nerdy female and her two compatriots walked back over to my peers taking the makeup quiz without another word. Adding a bit of fire to the proceedings, the Explorers followed me a few feet down the corridor until I turned shooting them an intense glare that seemed to halt their ambitions of swarming me. I'd decided to return to Pops office to report them after notifying my teacher, Mr. Harvey. I still had a good fifteen minutes of lunch time, so suspect nutrition was first on my list.
"Oh, hello again Jaleel."
"Charity?" I found her standing five feet in front of my carrying a syllabus.
"You didn't forget my name, I'm flattered." The minute I saw her there, a haze settled over me, but I still looked otherwise agitated.
"Hardly; you're the best part of my day so far."
"Stop it; what's up?"
"Eh, nothing really; I was supposed to take a pop quiz in study hall, but this shitty girl is power tripping. Got uhm, permission from my teacher, but they won't recognize it." Charity gingerly took the signed hall pass from me staring at it.
"You must've been late, huh?"
"My teacher set up the makeup and signed this hall pass. In fact, the reason I was in the library this morning was because he locked me out of class because I was only two minutes late. I couldn't take the test then, and I can't now because of a technicality."
"But you were late, right?" Charity reiterated.
"Yeah." I was instantly humiliated under her authoritative gaze.
"Are you getting angry with me now, Jaleel?" Right there, Charity drew a line in the sand regarding any potential friendship we could've had or anything else. It was a challenge, nothing more.
"Look, I got bullied this morning, by a cheerleader; before I could react, Pops, the safety officer snatched me into his office and made me sit there to cool off. He also made me late, but I got a nice bottle of lemon water as a consolation prize, a likely failing grade on the quiz, and I got to meet you Charity."
"Brutal." She handed the hall pass back with a slight, incredulous smirk.
"So, like I said; you're the best part of my day going forward. I'll take that and now I'm going to finish up what's left of my lunch period. Keep your fingers crossed that I don't somehow trip down the stairs and break my neck before I at least get a burger." Charity was chuckling as I ranted.
"Sorry." She just shrugged.
I shrugged back stalking off without another word, intent on salvaging my lunch period. I didn't look back wanting to remember Charity just as I first met her instead of the seemingly entitled academic beauty standing in the middle of the corridor. I managed to snag a burger and fries with just under seven minutes to spare, eating like a savage when she appeared again. I was caught with my mouth stuffed full, embarrassed further by my own lack of dining etiquette.
"Hey Jaleel, I think I was uh, insensitive back there and I wanted to apologize."
"Uhm, okay?" I was surprised that she would apologize to somebody she'd just met earlier that morning. Her appearance and behavior were a contrast as most of the really attractive women behaved like snobs at our school.
"Peace offering?" Charity was holding a quiz in her hand.
"How?"
"Student body president; that's me." She pulled up a chair actually sitting beside me partially violating my personal space a bit.
"Thank you, Charity." She pushed it in front of me on the table as I noticed it was completed.
"All you have to do is sign it." Charity helped herself to a fry, smiling.
"Wow, I would've done my own test."
"I know, but I did it instead and I didn't use my clout to get the answers either. You've really had a shit day of it from my perspective, so it's my responsibility to correct things, Jaleel."
"Why do you say that?"
"Because I'm the best part of your day." Charity chuckled taking the quiz back after I signed it.
"Can I ask you a question Charity?"
"Shoot."
"Did it hurt when you fell out of heaven?"
Both of us started laughing this time. The stuffed student cafeteria around us seemed to melt away as I found it hard not to look at her face. Charity helped herself to a few more fries as I did a bit of exuberant tumbling, internally. It seemed that she held a higher position over her fellow teen aides in the student council from the master syllabus on the table top adjacent to my books and tray.
"So, what's your last period of the day, Jaleel?" She asked getting up staring casually at the face of her phone.
"Ninth, why?" Charity quickly texted on her phone with both hands already turning to walk away with my signed test.
"Maybe you should come right back here after your last class and find out, Jaleel." She was about five feet away from the table affording me a good view of the tight, looking compact apple that was her butt.
I was definitely on cloud nine floating to gym barely noticing the usual raucous nature of the boy's locker room. I fished out my phone attempting to contact Ricky but found that he was still purposely unavailable. I understood because people had been messing with him about his appearance since we were underclassmen.
Charity was so casual about it all, but I had no illusions that anything was happening which was a tacit indictment of my own perceived self-worth. I copped a squat on the usual bench I shared with Ricky trying one last time to get in touch. I just wanted someone to know what had occurred. I found another pic obviously texted to me sometime during my troublesome day.
"Shit!"
Hope Arias decided to gift me a pic of her obviously taken from the night we hooked up. She was lying in bed on her back casually displaying her awesome curves in that one piece, sheer teddy. I checked the timestamp on the pic finding that she'd sent it while I was verbally sparring with the student TA contingent in study hall. It was one hell of a thirst trap that caught my attention for those few seconds to the detriment of all else.
"GIMME THAT!!" Rob McKenzie quickly snatched the phone from my hand only able to get a glimpse of the homemade boudoir pic for a second or two before the phone locked down.
"HEY, GIVE MY PHONE BACK!!" The bully threatened an throwed elbow while frantically trying to open my phone for a more comprehensive look as some of the other guys crowded around.
"HEY, THIS NIGGA CHEATING ON HIS GIRLFRIEND TITTY!! GOT ANOTHER TRANNY ON HIS FUCKING PHONE!!" I found myself on the outside of a wall of half-naked guys eager to see anything, even if it was a trans woman.
"FUCK YOU MAN!!" I reached in getting fingertips on my phone only for it to be snatched away.
Rob's evil looking brow furrowed as his countenance morphed into a visage akin to the vampires from that ole Buffy the Vampire show. This freckled albino was seriously that horrid to look at in person closer than anyone would like. I also took umbrage at his continual referral to my best friend by that shitty, eponymous nickname. Rob parted the crowd of guys with both muscular arms shoving me hard in the chest.
"Hey man, don't put your hands on me."
"Gimme my phone." At this point, I was in the neanderthal shooting gallery and was going to have to get my hands dirty, obviously to my detriment.
"Why don't you take it pussy!!" The challenge was clear as the other guys backed off expecting me to get destroyed by the delinquent part-time jock and full time thug. I felt like I was in prison staring at the muscled chest of a weight room monster.
"WHAT'S GOING ON IN HERE!!" One of the gym teachers appeared at the ninth hour, unknowingly saving my face from future reconstructive surgery. The other students began filing out as the tall, lean middle aged guy regarded us.
"Ain't nothing going on, Mr. Day; you always messing with me, man!!"
"Rob, you're an asshole; get your butt out there on the floor and stop holding up attendance." This coach sanctioned asshole was about to leave with my phone.
"Gimme my phone, ROB!!"
"YOU AIN'T GOT NO PHONE!!" He yelled back, but Mr. Day began snapping his fingers motioning for the phone.
"ROBERT MCKENZIE, IF YOU DON'T COME UP OFF THAT PHONE, BOY!!" He threatened like some long lost uncle instead of a teacher. Rob stopped audibly breathing as his chest visibly heaved from seething rage.
"TAKE IT!!" My modest android hit me in the sternum with the force of a speedball as Rob stomped out of the locker room.
"COME HERE BOY, YOU'RE GONNA BE DOING LAPS FOR THE NEXT TWO PERIODS!!" The gym teacher ran after the delinquent all but forgetting me there I the locker room.
I unlocked my phone finding an unseen text from my best friend, Ricky. He just wanted me to know that he was calling off from school the following day so I wouldn't be getting a ride with him there. I tried to call him back, but his phone was off. I ended up finishing my gym period while Rob McKenzie found himself on the receiving end of breakdown calisthenics from three of the male gym coaches including Mr. Day. There was no doubt they were putting a target on my back in the process, but I resolved to finish out my day bolstered by the fact that I would be meeting Charity at the end of it.
By the time my last class drifted around, Rob McKenzie was a distant if not forgotten memory. I found Kimberly sitting in her customary seat just inside the door with a large bouquet of roses across her lap. It turned out that motherfucking Jay Stello had the bouquet delivered two periods earlier to much fanfare from her attending friends and onlookers. Kimberly was looking me directly in the eye with that "Cat that caught the Canary" smile on her face while her right hand Charmaine looked ready to continue our building feud sitting behind the empty seat I usually occupied.
Fuck that noise.
I walked to the end of the class seating occupying the adjacent seat polar opposite to my ex, Kimberly Bivens. I avoiding looking over at the obvious glaring female asshole who wanted to rekindle aggression between us. A penny struck me behind the ear with fleeting pain as I afforded myself a glance, finding Charmaine grimacing in my direction. This thick cheerleader was definitely feeling herself, but I was looking past the class to my one day earth angel, Charity. Her and some of her clique tried in vain to get a rise out of me by making crying sounds, to no avail. That part of my misfortunate day ended with a well-deserved whimper.
I almost ran to the cafeteria wanting a "happy ending" to my horrific day. I hit those double doors finding an unlikely sight. Charity was standing at the table we'd sat at but surrounded by numerous underclassmen. The table itself was stacked with additional students as she led some sort of reading group. All of the students in her tutelage were reading from some periodical. I immediately gathered I was peering over at the drama club. I instinctively hung back content to watch, feeling stupid for thinking our earlier exchange was more. My happy ending appeared to deflate as Charity noticed me.
"JALEEL!" Charity called out drawing others eyes to me loitering near the cafeteria double doors.
"Uh, hey everybody." I half mumbled.
"I'll be done in a minute."
She explained reigniting some latent hope of awkward teen romance. Charity was conducting a class gearing up for a play. I kind of got lost in myself dreaming of impossibilities. Before I even realized it, Charity was standing in front of me.
"Would you like one?" She was offering a booklet which I took wholeheartedly to gain further favor with the studious beauty.
"Les Liaisons dangereuses?"
"Dangerous Liaisons, a personal favorite; are you familiar?" Her eyes seemed to light up at the suggestion. I wished I were familiar to further my hopes and efforts, but I shook my head in the narrative.
"Sorry."
"No need to be sorry for an opportunity; would you like a primer on the matter?" Charity looped her arm in mine with a smile.
"Sure."
"What kind of car do you drive?" I gulped at the question knowing full well I was a copilot at best. My parents hadn't even taken me to get my license at the time of her question. Their lack of insurance had supposedly been the deciding factor in this aspect of my development.
"Uh, I'm between cars at the moment."
"Don't worry about it."
Twenty minutes later I was sitting in the passenger seat of Charity's burgundy Kia Sportage in disbelief. She jokingly reached across me once I was seated, snapping the seatbelt into place chuckling at my demeanor. It felt like some kind of weird dream even though I was awake. Charity invited me to her place to watch the movie her upcoming play was based upon. There was no real interest on my part, only in spending more time in her company. I was surprised things progressed so far from an initial casual acquaintance with one another earlier that day.
"Why do you look like that, Jaleel?"
"Eh, you would have to be in my shoes to understand." She chuckled at my answer turning down the easy listening music on her radio.
"I'm a human being like anybody else; it's my hope to be judged not solely on my appearance."
"Yeah, me too Charity."
"Oh really." She chortled.
"Yeah, see you never heard about me, but the ladies can't get enough. I gotta beat them off with a stick and it's really hard making an honest connection because I'm so handsome. You know what they call me, huh Charity?"
"What do they call you Jaleel."
"Genuine Fine, the Greatest of All Time." Charity burst into laughter at my faux boasting. We laughed together for a few minutes.
"Alright, so tell me Jaleel; where do you see yourself in five years?" It was my turn to chuckle.
"You sound like a telemarketer or some kind of Primerica shill. Totally sounds like a sales pitch." I commented.
"It's still a question."
"Uhm, I'm going into coding and uh, I hope to be working at a large tech firm. They pay enough to secure that American dream. I guess, I wanna be a high salary employee." I was honest.
"Interesting, but I wanted to hear you say that you'll own a large tech firm. Personally, it's not worth it being an employee these days because there is no real guaranteed job security. I'm always going to own my time, so I'll always be working towards that end. I do have a five year plan for financial freedom." For some reason, her words felt like an attack.
"How can you be sure things will turn out the way you want?" Charity turned to me still wearing an easy going expression that I was becoming accustomed to, with a slight smirk.
"Because I play chess, not checkers."
Things were kind of quiet for the next ten minutes as I pondered Charity's words. I was intimidated by her on almost every level wondering if I were little more than a momentary amusement for this top tier academic. Her comments and questions put things into perspective in a way that had seldom been addressed with my own best friend, Ricky Arias. I fished out my phone finding him still off the grid.
"We're here." Charity lightly tapped me on the shoulder directing my attention outside my car window.
We were sitting outside an awesome looking three story brownstone apartment building. Charity lived in this affluent neighborhood just outside of the downtown area. It was a little puzzling because its location added a half hour commute to school when she could've just gone to one of the local affluent schools dotting the area.
"Nice."
"You have a question; I can see it in your face, Jaleel." Charity seemed adept at reading people, accurately sussing out my reservations.
"You commute thirty minutes to school, but there's a few around here; I mean really good high schools, Charity." She sighed softly leaning back against her driver's seat.



"Just because I got a few extra zeros on my net worth, doesn't make me immune to certain things around here. My dad worked two jobs and a half to take care of us while mother went to law school. She leveled up because she didn't have a choice and because she wanted me to have that luxury. Do you know what my dad tells me?"
"What?"
"Don't look back."
Before I could ponder things further, Charity was already outside her car walking around the hood of her vehicle to the sidewalk. I followed suite joining her on the pavement staring up at her place as she unlocked the gate with a set of keys.
"Want to come inside?" She offered a hand, and I took it happily.
Once she opened the door, I found myself staring up at a long stairwell that led up to her place. Charity prompted me to go first probably knowing where my eyes would land. It felt awkward and strange but reminded me of Kimberly Bivens, in a way. I'd been snuck into her home a few times before actually sort of meeting her rather ambivalent parents.
Part of me wondered if they were in the know about my temporary status because there were no complaints when she took me into her bedroom. In fact the last time I was there we'd engaged in an intense dry humping session with me taking her from behind, both of our pants down. I'd been allowed to expose myself, but her skintight panties remained in place for those momentous ten minutes of pleasure.
Charity opened the door to her abode affording me a first look at a oil painting which depicted her, and mother dressed to the nines like royalty. Her father was noticeably missing from the portrait.
"What do you think, Jaleel?" We stood directly under it as Charity rubbed the back of my bicep.
"Uh incredible, dare I say classic; your dad didn't want to sit for the painting."
"This wasn't for my father; he's cut from a different cloth. He maintains our original home in the heart of the southside. I have a really good relationship with my mother; we're like roommates more than a parent child relationship."
"Uhm, okay." She directed me to remove my shoes as she followed suite. We left our bags at the door too.
"It's not how it sounds; mother was quite generous to my father. He got a really good settlement and she paid off the house. I visit him sometimes."
Charity seemed to feel that she had to explain her situation leading me into her living room which was immaculately designed and furnished with high ceilings and plush white carpeting. There was a large floating media television on the wall that was the biggest I'd ever seen. Charity allowed me to look around as she switched on the television calling up the movie from what appeared to be one of several screening services.
There were twenty smaller slots on the large screen as she motioned for me to have a seat on the black, classic style luxury sofa facing the movie. Charity sat on the edge of the seat as the movie started visibly excited that I would be watching her favorite movie. I wasn't familiar but to my credit, I recognized John Malkovich and Uma Thurman. It was a period drama which I didn't go for unless it was a kung-fu movie starring Jet Li or somebody, else. She kept watch between me and the movie grinning broadly.
"Would you like a drink, or something?"
"Uh, sure Charity." She was so happy to have me that I received a slight rub on the back as she stood, walking off to unknown parts of her home. I thought to take out my phone and see if Ricky had come out of his hole but thought better of it.
"Here, this is good for you." Charity set a glass of green tinted liquid on the table in front of me just as I was getting into the movie.
John Malkovich pulled a beast move on Uma Thurman, coercing her into his bed, and her tits weren't bad either. I picked up the glass without looking at Charity who was still standing at my side. There was a weird oily nature and taste to the drink, but I took a good sip of the strange concoction.
"Uh, interesting; what is it?"
"It's Aloe vera juice, good for the skin; my own mixture with a little bit extra. How do like it, Jaleel?"
I took another drink glancing over at Charity for the first time since she returned, instantly spitting up some of it on my shirt. Seriously, it was like one of those old science project volcanos running down my shirt.
Charity was standing there beside me, so my face was level with her crotch. I found myself looking directly at a tiny, sheer thong held to her hips by the flimsiest of strings. In that instant I took in every intricate detail of it, noticing its lace floral design and the bare muff underneath. I was struck dumb at the sight as she chuckled.
"I'm going to forgive that; but you owe me in trade for the cleaning bill on my carpet."
She sounded whimsical as I glanced up getting another shock that made the glass shake uncontrollably in my hand. Charity giggled quickly capturing the glass placing on a coffee table coaster.
I was staring directly up at the smooth undersides of her breasts. Charity was wearing this extremely small crop top tee that left her perfect abdomen exposed. This was the perfect abdomen of a super model which made it hard to figure out if she worked out or if it was natural. She was definitely working with something along the lines of an F-Cup in dramatic sloping fashion. Even without the large breasts, she was a sight to behold.
"UHM, UH...uhm, wow man, uh wow." I was speaking gibberish at my sudden wealth of good fortune. Charity for her part, offered both hands pulling me to my feet facing her. Her boobs pressed into my chest as she wiped my mouth with a napkin, laughing.
"You said I was the best part of your day, right?"
"Yeah."
"I'm gonna make sure of that Jaleel." Before I could react, she leaned in giving me a deep, soulful kiss that seemed to last forever.
I'm ashamed to say that I trembled a little bit as Charity first cupped my cheeks before wrapping her arms around my neck. I was actually afraid to capitulate. My hands hovered in the air somewhere around her lower back.
"You have my permission to touch."
My hands settled on the perfect twin halves of her tight, buoyant yet muscular butt. This eighteen year old was way out of my league and we both knew it as she doubtless felt my tumescence pressing into her crotch. It was a slightly above average apple bottom that felt like one of those stress balls when you squeezed it.
Charity moaned into my mouth leaning in raising a knee rubbing my crotch in kind. She barely broke contact relieving me of my shirt taking the time to stare at my bare chest. Thankfully, I had a few chips in the genetic lottery leaving me a bit of definition in an otherwise bird-like chest.
"They're so cute." Charity commented on my embarrassingly erect nipples taking one between her lips suckling and twirling her tongue on it, making me that much harder.
She pinched the other mercilessly finding mirth in making me squirm under her grasp. Charity effortlessly went to my work unbuckling and unzipping until my shaft rested in her right palm. She tightened a fist around my girth stroking hard enough to play havoc with my foreskin. Charity was focused on her actions licking and biting her bottom lip before licking a slimy trail between my pecs.
"Have a seat on my couch Jaleel."
She was directing traffic and I didn't mind one bit. Charity knelt between my legs removing first my socks, followed by my pants. She tossed them carelessly over her shoulder as I glanced back towards the front door, worried a parent might appear.
"We won't be disturbed." Charity took notice of my worry.
Her head dipped low into my lap as she basically inhaled my cock from stem to stern, wantonly bobbing her head. This wasn't your run of the mill "getting it out of the way" blowjob; this was an escort level effort complete with Charity encircling my shaft with thumb and forefinger stroking hard away from her bobbing head in counter motions that had my head swimming.
I couldn't believe what was happening as she vacuum sucked me with such passion, that I was close to blowing my load in minutes. My hands were hovering above her shoulders as I began to crest. Charity raised an eyebrow noticing my face letting my cock audibly pop from her full, saliva glistened lips.
"It's fine Jaleel, you can let go; I don't mind at all."
Charity cupped the base of my member with both fingers squeezing with severe intent, almost burying all of my down her gullet. This proved to be too much as she held in that position breathing through her nose. Fireworks went off in my head as sporadic tremors of pleasure lit up my synapses.
My stomach turned a bit as I climaxed pouring a considerable load deep into her gullet. The minute the first burst hit, Charity started quickly bobbing her head working everything out as my legs flopped about on either side of her. I went inside out losing control as Charity reared back sitting on the back of her calves, kneeling upright.
"That was good for the first load, Jaleel; quid pro quo."
Charity stood up straight planting a foot on the opposite side of my left thigh, using a hand to pull her thong to the side. She palmed the base of my skull, pulling my lips into her snatch with authority. This woman knew what she wanted in no uncertain terms even holding her flower open so that I could get at her clit.
This was the first time I'd ever gone down on a woman, but Charity managed to coach and steer me where she wanted me to go. Her taste, somewhat salty and exotic, filled my mouth as I returned the favor with aplomb. Halfway through, Charity seemed a bit frustrated getting her other foot planted on the other side of my right thigh.
She grabbed my head with both hands, essentially humping my face with no fucks given. She was a bit harsh grinding and bumping until I found a caveat by swirling my tongue exclusively on her button. This proved to be the answer to her affections as she got wet enough to coat the lower half of my face with her essence. My depleted cock had long since roared back to life as she gasped, yanking my head back so that she could look down at my face.
"I'M GONNA FUCK THE SHIT OUT OF YOU!!" Charity suddenly screamed in my face, flecks of spittle hitting my cheeks.
The intrusion into her tight, oily confines was all consuming immediate as she impaled herself to the hilt. I could feel my balls pressing against her tight, bubble butt. Charity locked her arms around my neck wrenching my head forward into her waiting lips as she tensed up, squeezing the fuck out of my imbedded prong. I was given the impression that she was getting used to the feel of my member.
"Whatever you do, don't fucking take it out; I'm on birth control." She whispered wetly into my ear as her hips ground down into my lap like she was trying to push me through the back of her couch.
Slowly but surely, Charity continued swiveling her hips in a controlled tight circle grinding my cock into hamburger. Her initial moans became more nuanced and strained as I cupped her butt luxuriating in the feel of her heated body. The rising humidity was incredible as rivulets of sweat beaded up and ran down my forehead. In seconds, I was splashing perspiration everywhere. Charity was using only her lower back in these deep inward arches that worked with sexual precision milking an upcoming load out of me. A slight jolt of pain shot across the left side of my head as her teeth found and nibbled an earlobe.
"OH, OH, OH I'M CUMMING ON YOU COCK, JALEEL!!" Her breaths came in brief bursts of heated air as she began popping her hips riding me like some runaway stallion.
A few seconds after she'd lasciviously prompted me, I was exploding inside her in unrelenting waves of indescribable pleasure. Charity's arms tightened around me as she began yelping like some distressed animal.
"Don't break the seal; stay with me, stay connected Jaleel."
Throughout it all, Charity was still running the show as she discarded the crop top barely covering her awe inspiring bust. I'm ashamed to say that I literally drooled at the sight of her large, sloping breasts and prominent erect nipples.
These were the best pairs of tits I'd ever seen completely outclassing both Kimberly Bivens relatively modest pair and Hope Arias large, infinitely softer offerings. They were so perfect almost appearing unreal sitting there mouth watering before my hungry lips.
Her areolas were large but subtle almost blending into the smooth mocha chocolate that was her skin tone. Her nipples, rounded and thick, begging to be suckled. Charity pressed and rubbed one across my lips until I took it inside. She moaned loudly as I detected slight traces of cocoa butter intermingled with her sweat. She alternated feeding me each before pressing both into my maw.
This woman was sexually ambidextrous slightly working her hips in a very subtle rocking motion coaxing life back into my serpent. I sucked, nibbled, and nursed feeling myself become strong again from the third time in a row. I couldn't believe we were the same age. There was no way an eighteen year old girl should be able to fuck so proficiently. Sexually adept to a razor's sharpness, Charity swallowed me whole pulling me down on top of her body.
We never separated as I judiciously railed the living hell out of her tight, gooey cunt filled to capacity with my load. All four of her limbs locked me in tight as she interlocked her legs in the small of my back, humping up into my thrusts. Even lying on her back, Charity was fucking me; not the other way around. We were intertwined like this for almost an hour.
"I want you to fuck me from behind, like an animal. Fuck me like a rabid dog, Jaleel." She instructed after a while. I reared up disengaging for the first time since we'd started, watching her slide down onto the plush, white carpeting.
Charity was just as impressive crawling about on all fours, her breasts just pendulous enough to drag the carpeting. She looked back at me smirking with an inviting wag of her tight, bubble butt. At this point I was euphoric hearing cloister bells ringing in my ears as I crawled behind her nearly burying my nose in her beautiful bum.
Charity decided to be a bit more playful scurrying away from me on all fours as I followed barely realizing we were chasing one another around her coffee table. She stopped abruptly getting her butt full of my face laughing gregariously until I shoved myself home with impunity. Even this didn't find her compromised in any way as she locked limbs, popping her butt in time with my thrusts.
"You're gonna give me one more load after this; and then I'm gonna send you home."
"HUH?!!"
"Concentrate, I want it on my ass this time; then we're gonna have a little fun that I know you're gonna like, Jaleel."
I had no idea what she was talking about because I was already having the time of my eighteen year old life. I knew I'd being seeing her luscious butt bobbing and dipping on my deathbed. I knew at that moment; I'd be going with a wide grin on my wizened face.
This intellectual was a specimen of acute femininity and staggering sexual prowess. The entire time I was wholly intimidated by every aspect of Charity from conversation to her overpowering sexuality. There was no way she didn't know it herself, sexually toying with me throughout our tryst. I was almost on autopilot watching that butt bob and twist while her torso and mashed breasts rode the plush carpet. She was putting this wrenching motion on my cock that felt heavenly. Charity suddenly reached up hooking an arm about my neck.
"Are you close; you gonna give me a load, Jaleel." I could only nod feverishly.
Charity locked her limbs becoming rigid enough to give me a stationary target as I went to town on her defiant cheeks hitting them with everything I had until I finally managed to wax and glaze her shuddering butt cheeks all but spent. I drew back looking at my handiwork as Charity rolled her shoulder audibly cracking some bones before regarding me over her shoulder.
"Ready for some fun?"
"I honestly don't know how to answer that."
Charity laughed getting to her feet offering both hands. I eventually obliged feeling it everywhere. Despite being put through a sexual gauntlet, my eyes were glued on the tight, packed sway of her buttocks as we left the living room.
"Loving the view, right?"
"Screen saver material, Charity." I joked.
"Better not, mom's a really good lawyer." She jokingly threatened.
Charity's immaculate home, more of a modest estate was somewhat modular in design. I followed her up the stairs into a really narrow corridor to a small bathroom which barely had enough room for its small sink and stand up shower much less two horny teenagers. We got wet and slippery under the pretense of washing up, rubbing, and grinding into one another. Charity maneuvered behind me for a reach around hand job that was incredible.
"Ready for a little more fun?"
"Fuck yeah."
"Language Jaleel." Charity lightly admonished.
"Sorry." She turned me around facing her revealing an impish smile kissing me full on the lips. My cock throbbed and pulsed in her caress. Charity slowly slid down the tiled walls of that stand up shower into a kneeling position.
She present her magnificent breasts cupping them on the outsides, her intent clear as daylight. My cock fit perfectly between her breasts nestled snugly in her deep cleavage. I'd been dreaming of that cleavage since we met earlier that day. Now Christmas had come early as I bucked and worked my cock in and out of her cleavage.
I had to grab her shoulders keeping us steady as I fucked away leaving everything out there to the universe. There was still the lingering facial comparison to Gabrielle Union in the back of my mind as I reached the precipice. The first burst hit the bottom of her chin followed by a veritable deluge of spunk that coated the tops of those perfect breasts.
"Tell me again how I was the best part of your day." Charity released her breast as I watched my spunk drizzle down over her pert nipples.
"I could get hit by a car tomorrow and die a happy man." She chuckled standing up washing herself clean while I stood there reduced to a sexually spent zombie.
"Can I ask one favor of you then?" She wrapped a towel around her body, much to my visual dismay.
"Sure, anything."
Charity took my hand leading me back to the living room and my clothing. She positioned me on the carpet a few feet away from the table before sitting down staring at my nudity. I didn't know what to make of it for a few seconds.
"Can I take a naked pic of you?"
"Huh?"
"I want a photograph of your naked body; I find it quite fascinating. You said I could ask you anything, Jaleel." It felt weird and I wanted an out but was afraid to lose her favor. Even after all we'd done, I really didn't know where we stood.
Were we going to somehow become a couple?
"Uhm, alright." Charity reached over, fishing her phone out of her purse as I instinctively covered my junk with both hands.
"Come on, don't be that way."
I slowly moved my hands standing there before her stiffly. I couldn't tell how many pics she took because she quickly shoved her phone back in her purse. I got dressed while she watched still wrapped in a bath towel.
"Don't spread that around." I regretted letting her take the photo but didn't know how to address it.
"Wouldn't think of it." I fished out my phone with a sheepish smile.
"Can I have a pic of you, naked?"
"No."
Charity actually dialed up an Uber to ferry me home s our conversation became sparse and disjointed. I thought nothing of it after she'd literally fucked my brains out. The memories were already over writing Hope Arias placing Kimberly Bivens firmly at third place, rightfully.



I didn't know what to make of things as I rode home listening to "Love's taking over" by Chante Moore. The silky music emanating from the driver's radio cushioned me as I pushed the reservations in my mind backward into the shadows. Unfortunately, I found my angry mother sitting up waiting for me with a belt across her lap.
"Hi mom." I was still addled and sappy from my tryst with Charity. She took one good look at my face before draping the belt over her shoulder.
"You're grounded this weekend."
"Sure, okay mom." I responded breezily as her door slammed shut.
**********************
The following morning I somehow managed to make it on time to school using public transportation still buoyed by the memories of my encounter with Charity. Nothing really changed in twenty-four hours. Most of my peers still seemed self-absorbed and tragically clueless to a fault if they weren't outright assholes altogether. I didn't even notice my bullies managing to ignore Charmaine's antagonism and more flung objects while catching up on my studies.
I was bolstered by the thought of seeing Charity at the end of my day. Our interaction left me touched wanting more of her sage wisdom if not, her outright body on the spot. She got me really thinking about my goals through her own self-assuredness. Normally we'd never have met except at our senior graduation, but only then would I be some clueless spectator watching as she received her diploma.
Charmaine managed to get my attention briefly as our shared last class ended. She threw her hip into my arm while I was writing some notes from the blackboard as she passed with her entourage joining Kimberly at the class doorway. I glanced over angrily noticing that my ex-girlfriend looked kind of withdrawn and off kilter. The cheerleaders huddled at the door for a few seconds before filing out talking amongst themselves in hushed tones.
I gathered up my books not giving it a second thought as I took the stairs two at a time checking my phone. Ricky left a message asking me to come over, but I texted back that I was grounded. He didn't respond back.
My heart fluttered as I reached the first floor with the cafeteria in plain sight. Now that I knew where to find my angel, I doubted that I would be able to keep away for any given amount of time. I got anxious enough to slow down trying to figure out what I'd say to Charity the moment our eyes met. She was so collected, personable and driven to success that I felt like a pauper in her presence.
I thought about my five year goal focusing on that as a point of conversation hoping it might lead to more mind blowing sex. I peered into the classroom finding her patiently teaching the drama club, periodical in hand. Nerdy girl who'd stopped me from taking a makeup quiz was also present, nudging Charity in the shoulder.
"Jaleel, what're you doing here?" Charity casually closed the distance meeting me a foot or two inside the partially vacant cafeteria door.
"Just passing by; wanted to see how you were doing." She smiled rubbing my bicep.
"Now is not a good time; in fact, I have responsibilities."
"It's cool, I'm sorry Charity; maybe we could talk later, but I remembered I didn't have your number."
"I don't think that would be a good idea, Jaleel."
"Huh?" She was still smiling, serenely handing me her periodical.
"It's beyond my control."
"What?"
"It's beyond my control, Jaleel." Charity reiterated backing away still facing me. I glanced down at the copy of "Les Liaisons dangereuses" left with me.
I glanced back up finding that she'd resumed teaching her class without a backward glance. Nerdy glasses girl was still staring though as I backed into the adjacent corridor. I walked down the corridor towards the school entrance pondering all that occurred. I didn't want to leave things ambiguous resolving to return and wait for Charity's class to conclude to find out where we really stood. I cracked the double doors peering inside at the reading group.
"What the-?!!"
Charity was talking to motherfucking Jay Stello. The statuesque athlete was standing there holding both of her hands clearly smitten. I watched long enough to see Charity take a seat in his lap giving him a deep, soulful kiss.
"It's beyond my control."
I remembered the words recognizing them as the same used by John Malkovich in that movie Dangerous Liaisons. Those very words destroyed a discarded conquest played by Michelle Pfeiffer.
I tossed the book in the trash.
...to be continued.
*********************
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The bus ride home was strained, as I sat there processing everything with the attention to detail afforded a crackhead. It was still hard to believe, yet impossible to deny what I'd seen. The causal disdain exhibited by Charity had me reeling emotionally. Her authoritative manner shut me down instantly as she never faltered from her default sunny disposition.
Still impossibly beautiful and out of my league, Charity had become a brick wall of tactile denial. It flew in the face of the sensuous creature who'd screwed the stuffing out of me the night prior. Every bit and moment was replayed in a continuous loop as I embarrassingly became aroused. Now, everything had been a ruse that she cleverly flaunted in my face with coy verbal cues.
I thought things were moving quickly for one day but never thought we'd hook up. My mind did flip flops going over every word spoken between us finding her decidedly haughty, overly judgmental. It was her world at all times, and I been allowed a moment in it at her discretion. I wondered if I were a momentary repast, but the revelation of that motherfucking Jay Stello left everything turned on its head. There couldn't be a worser nightmare as my bus reached its stop, the sky above overcast reflecting my growing despair. It was an odd bit of Deja vu standing in front of my house contemplating the savage mores of teen life at my high school.
I barely lasted until I made it sitting on the edge of my bed with my face buried in a pillow across my lap. The "mind fuck" perpetrated upon me was staggering coupled with my earlier discovery of Kimberly's infidelity and the first of two improbable hookups with Hope Arias followed almost immediately by Charity whose last name I realized I didn't even know. I glanced up from my pillow wet faced noticing something left on my desk.
"Ah shit, fuck me." My mother had taken it upon herself to leave a small box of Magnum condoms for my use.
I sat their reeling from the combined memories eventually noticing one of my yearbooks sticking out from under a stack of papers and comics on a nearby shelf. I snatched it down thumbing through it until I found Charity's photo.
"Charity Gilbert."
Once her last name was discovered it seemed to open a floodgate and wealth of information as I found her sporadically all over two subsequent year books until a smoking gun presented itself.
"You snooty bitch." The man upstairs gave me a karmic pat on the back as I discovered a pic of Charity and Jay Stello from our sophomore year.
They were definitely a preexisting couple predating his eventual coupling with my ex, Kimberly Bivens. She was even wearing his letterman jacket in the photo.
There was no doubt she'd used me to some nefarious end, perhaps using the photo of me to draw him back into her thrall. I thought about her as a person now seeing the red flags, the shallow nature of her being informed by words and actions.
Outside rain had begun to steadily pour, the droplets pinging against my bedroom window. I recalled the video Ricky had shown me on our first day of hell with that motherfucking Jay Stello publicly declaring his "love" for Kimberly Bivens. Charity Gilbert was way above my ex -girlfriend in looks and status. Charity's mile high opinion and ego wouldn't take kindly to such an afront. I met her in that library because she was looking for me.
"I was used." I admitted out aloud to myself. It didn't make me feel any better as I tossed the year books on the floor. The stress eventually claimed my conscious mind as I passed out face down in my bed.
There was no dreaming in this stress induced fugue state, only the sweet embrace of a nonjudgmental darkness that claimed me with open arms. It was a natural reset button in reaction to sensory overload to my experiences. Unfortunately, this mode was short lived as I was jolted from sleep slumber by the incessant ringing of my phone.
"Hello?" I answered still face down in my tear soaked pillow.
"YOU FUCKING PIECE OF SHIT; I-HATE-YOU MOTHERFUCKER!!" The animalistic snarling that greeted me was barely audible with the person on the other end, half coughing and sobbing. I ended as abruptly as it began.
"What the fuck?"
I sat up on the edge of my bed, looking at the face of my phone. I'd received this call from a BLOCKED number. Someone wanted to remain anonymous, but I knew the voice belonged to a girl. I noticed a few texts on my phone from hookup #2, returning the call.
"Hey Jaleel, what's up babe?"
"Did you just call here?"
"Nope, was kind of busy getting it in if you know what I mean. Stefan's gone back to the dorm now; we could get in trouble if he's caught in here by my prude roommate." Hope sounded breezy like she'd just woke up.
"Well somebody called me-WHO'S STEFAN?!!"
"This really cool Economics major I met and my total rebound fuck. He's kind of cool and I might keep him around for a minute; so, what's going on Jaleel?"
My stomach flipped further upon finding out the world kept spinning regardless of my involvement in it. I could hear strains of SOUL SEARCHING by Me' Shell NdegeOcello playing in her background. That left no doubt she was getting her freak on earlier.
"Stefan, huh?"
"Hey sorry, I was being insensitive man; we've gotta get you that third lay so that you won't stay imprinted on me. But honestly, I'd rather end up the object of you misplaced teenage scorn than that fucking Kimberly bitch."
"Too late, already happened." There was a moment of silence on her end and the sound of ruffling bedding.
"You've gotten yourself laid; got that third lay, Jaleel?" I could hear her sniffling and coughing a little, but it was the kind people did when awakened abruptly out of a deep sleep.
"Yeah, I got myself fucked real good, and it was FUCKING SHITTY!!"
"Jaleel, I'm almost afraid to ask; did you go back and fuck that bitch, Kimberly Bivens, huh nigga?!" There was an edge in her voice that told me she was completely clueless and didn't call me earlier.
"FUCK NO!!" I yelled into the receiver without hesitation.
"I am so fucking relieved that you didn't undo all the good work I've been putting in on that whore. Man, you had me scared you sold out back to the simp plantation."
"What're you talking about Hope; what "Good Work" huh, girl?!!" A few seconds later I could hear my best friend's sister chuckling in familiar nerdy fashion.
"Oh don't worry about it; I got it handled."
"Hope, what are you talking about?"
"Oh I may have sent your girl another clip; don't worry about it though. So, guess I can stop slapping her up with those reality checks, huh? Hey, check it out Jaleel, I'll send you the clip...HEY, WHERE'S MY BURNER PHONE?!! Uhm, excuse me for a minute."
I sat there blank faced hearing a door slam in the distance followed by the sound of some scuffling and a loud crash. I didn't know what to make of that shit.
"HEY UHM, SHIT KINDA HAPPENED JALEEL; HOPE YOU GOTTA A GOOD SENSE OF HUMOR!!" Hope returned to the phone more lively than before worrying me.
"What have you done?"
"Just sent the first clip, kind of a buffer, okay?" My phone chimed with a message containing the seconds long clip which appeared to be almost a minute long. I took a deep breath opening it without a further word to Hope.
Nicky Minaj's "Good Form" with that imp looking fucker Lil Wayne, blasted from my phone speaker as I beheld Hope standing there in a fleece bathrobe rolling and popping her shoulders. She was not alone. The room was full of other adult looking college women surrounding her also bobbing their heads, swaying back and forth to the music with Hope. That fluffy robe fell away from her body revealing my best friend's older sister in all her semi-naked glory.
Hope's extravagant curves were accentuated with a lacy white bra and panty set with matching mesh garter belt, stockings, and heels. My eyes bulged out of my head as Hope rolled and popped her hips dancing to the music, eventually turning around with a full clapping twerk. Her friends whooped, cat called and clapped as the clip ended abruptly.
"Damn man, why're you sending Kimberly this shit?"
"Uhm, sending the other accidental clip before the explanation." Before I could ask, my phone received another clip. My hands trembled a little as I opened it.
The first thing I noticed was some girl from the nose down to her big, burgundy coated lips talking with the lower half of her face exposed. I had to turn up the sound this time. Hearing the same music in the background.
"Fuck that bitch, she ain't shit but a fucking clout chaser, anyway!"
"Yeah, she a burnt piece of fucking bacon; she gonna get that rot education if she come around her shaking that skanky narrow butt!! I'm a have the boys put her out on the stroll. My girl got him on lock, anyway, fuck that noise!!"
"She can smell the panties!!" Both of the talking women were obviously drunk out of their skulls, slurred speech, and all.
"HEY, GIMME THAT PHONE!!" Hope's voice interrupted the girls as the phone dipped low revealing the talking girl was bottomless.
Completely commando with some hips and thighs to die for. The view was jerked away revealing Hope tussling with the owner of her phone. I got a brief glimpse of the girl in custody of the phone, some attractive white woman thicker than Hope and the other girl.
"STOP HATING SLUT!!" The blonde yelled back as the other girl play wrestled with Hope wrapping an arm around her neck in a faux choke hold.
"STFU CHRYSTAL; YOU'RE FUCKING STONED AGAIN, WHORE!!" Hope shot back as her associates giggled incessantly.
The phone was suddenly snatched giving me a fleeting glimpse of the blonde's similar state of undress showcasing this enormous heart shaped derriere that rivaled Hope's but on second glance defeated hers in dramatic fashion.
"WHY YOU HATING, FUCK KIMBERLY BIVENS IN HER SKANKY BOOTY!! WHERE HER NIGGA AT; I'M GONNA TURN HIM OUT!!" This blonde college student was blazed out of her mind. Both of the women were shrieking and laughing as I was given the impression some sort of party was in progress elsewhere in their dorm. There was muffled thumping music omnipresent in the background.
The clip ended.
"Hope."
"Hey uh, I accidentally sent that when I snatched the phone; but don't worry, they were talking about Stefan; you mad Jaleel?"
"Gee, whatever gave you that idea?"
"Uhm, is it gonna be bad?"
"Yeah bitch, you probably just gotta hit put out on me. You think about your brother when you started sending this shit to Kim, huh? I'm probably gonna get pulled into the office for fucking harassment or something, Hope!"
"We didn't say your name Jaleel; if they do that shit, just go all Nixon on those stupid ass teachers. Deny everything, but she ain't doing nothing because it would be a big fucking blow to her ego admitting defeat. She'd lose a million cool points; it'd be like blood in the water with her fair weather friends."
"How you know?"
"Women know women Jaleel; so, tell me about girl number three."
"There's nothing to tell other than she was Kimberly Bivens version 2.0. I got played so that she could steal that motherfucking Jay Stello from my..." There was a long pause on the phone before she spoke.
"You were gonna say "Your Girlfriend" weren't you?"
"I wanna say no, but I guess it's my default position when I get fucked over emotionally. Charity Gilbert, that's her name; well, she was all put out because her boyfriend I guess, was cheating with Kimberly out in the open. I got fucked ten ways from Sunday, fucked like I'd paid for it and then...nothing. She burned me the next day, ghosted me right in my fucking face like the shit never happened! Know what she told me right before sitting on his lap? She said-IT'S BEYOND MY CONTROL!!"
I couldn't hide the emotion in my voice and didn't want to at this point. Despite Hope's overall flighty nature, I felt like I could be open and honest with her. I knew where I stood with her. We were friends before she decided to become my second experience.
"Jaleel, are you telling me she went John Malkovich on your ass?"
"What?"
"John Malkovich, that's what we call that passe shit; frat boys be trying to do that shit, but it's mostly used by lame performing arts majors and wholly pretentious, pseudo intellectuals. Dude, what is up with you and these snooty booty chicks?" I chuckled, coughing a bit surprised that she'd accurately called out Charity Gilbert with a minimum of information.
"Guess I got a type." I retorted half snarky.
"Face time with me real quick, okay?" The call switched to a prompt asking for the video call. I clicked on Hope's goofy social media photo.
"Uhm, hey." I greeted her face in closeup as it popped on my phone screen.
"Oh shit, you're a mess."
"Thanks for that." Even more snark this time.
"Hey, I'm not coming at you sideways; man, I wanna see you rise to the occasion. You deserve so much better than to be walking around with your head fogged up for some skanky butt, cheerleader. That bitch needed a reality check and she been getting that work on the low. I ain't sorry for fucking with her and you shouldn't be either Jaleel. Fuck the new thot, too. Don't you see what I was trying to do, huh?"
"Yeah, but you ain't on the front line, Hope."
"Empathy is my fuel, baby; you know how hard I had it with Lamar! That fucker ran up in me like it was Black Friday!! I know how it is Jaleel, you can't take that shit away from me! Every inch I gave, he took miles out of my ass!! He didn't even care that I was gone or nothing; still wanted to fuck when I got back! So you just gotta thin that restrictive air out, Jaleel! Dilute that dirty water with three parts clearwater. Now you gotta stop fucking with these uptight thots and another thing..."
"Cut the shit, Hope."
"Ranting a bit, huh?" The intensity in her voice dissipated.
"Yeah."
"Alright, peace offering?" Hope planted her phone backing away until I could see a portion of her dorm room. She opened the robe flashing her lingerie again, sans one stocking which was a visual indictment of the lucky night for some guy I instantly disliked.
"If you really wanna give me a peace offering, you'll call that blonde back in so that I can see that ass again." Hope's eyes went wide for a few seconds in righteous indignation.
"Motherfucker."
I was just being facetious, but she stormed out of frame, robe still opened. I wondered if she were pissed at my joke, when said blonde in question appeared in phone frame, in extreme closeup. She stared at me like some kind of science experiment, blinking profusely before averting eyes off screen.
"So, what am I looking at, Hope?"
"Shut the fuck up and just do that appropriated thing, you like to do, Chrystal. This is my brother's little friend, he saw your black card, slut."
"I ain't fucking with no shorties; you trying to get me up outta here with the cops, huh bitch?!!"
"He's legal, I fucked him." The blonde stared back at me, still unsure, brow furrowed.
"WHY?!!"
"Hey, I know you like your fucking fans, but its cool with the drama, girl. That thing's probably FAKE anyway, thot!!"
"FUCK YOU TUBBY!!" This blonde, Chrystal was put off by the assessment of her curves ruefully moving backward glancing over her shoulder at me.
She was still wearing a cutoff t-shirt and a black thong swallowed up by her cheeks that caused me to pop instant, throbbing wood. Her enormous heart shaped cheeks clapped thunderously for a few seconds. It was over too soon, as she returned to extreme closeup. There was no mistaking the condescending expression on her face that contrasted from her earlier decidedly loopy demeanor. It seemed she'd come down from whatever she was doing earlier. I was looking at the real version of this college aged woman.
"There you go kid; you have fun with that now." She disappeared from my facetime screen as quickly as she'd appeared. Once she cleared the screen, I saw Hope standing looking in the direction she went with a one finger salute raised.
"Well, that was uhm, disappointing." I commented dryly.
"To be honest, she probably would've acted differently if she saw you below the belt. That being said, given the law of averages, you've gotta get another girl to cancel this new bitch. I've been giving it some thought and..."
"Stop it."
"What?"
"You know what I'm talking about Hope; we both know that you're not being honest with me about things. You did it, didn't you? You fucked him again, didn't you?" I could see the change in her face the moment the words left my lips. Hope's shoulders gradually slumped as she sat on the edge of her bed.
"Uhm, his wife called-like before he could really get my panties off; She was coming up the corridor to his office, so he shoved me into this back hallway. The janitor kind of caught me pulling up my underwear." She offered, making me regret calling her out.
"Hope."
"It was the look on that old janitor's face; that fucking "I've seen this before" look as he kept sweeping up with his push broom. I felt like trash, it made me so mad that I knew I was fucking somebody before the day was over." Her hookup for the night Stefan, was explained.
"Hey girl, I'm gonna be okay; you don't have to help me out anymore."
"I'm a hypocrite."
"I think you should tell on this fucking guy, Hope." It was the only advice I could offer realizing she was in a lot of trouble herself. Despite what we'd physically shared, I wished I hadn't slept with her either. Hope was actually using me as a buffer to soften the blow of her own dilemma.
"Uhm, I'm gonna hang up now."
"Hey, I'm sorry Hope; I didn't mean it, okay?"
"Yeah whatever; I'll leave you alone." She retrieved her phone noticeably averting her eyes from my face on it. The screen went black as she cut the facetime call leaving me alone in the muted silence of my bedroom.
"Shit."
**********************
The following morning Ricky was uncharacteristically somber as we drove to school in near silence. I knew there had to be more to the story than just what happened with one of our bullies days prior. I struggled to find some common ground to strike up a conversation, even though we were sitting side by side.
"I got laid again." I went for the low hanging fruit, knowing he'd take a bite.
"Kimberly take you back?"
"Not even, it was this female named Charity Gilbert." Once the name left my lips, Ricky slowed down side eyeing me with this incredulous look.
"Stop bullshitting man, she's way out of our league on the student council, smoking hot and everything. She got some awesome fucking tits, too."
"Tell me about it; I couldn't believe she was talking to me."
"Man, you're fucking around."
"After that shit that happened with us at breakfast that day, I nearly got into a fight with Charmaine right outside the cafeteria. That useless school cop, Pops, snatched me up into his office instead of that big bitch!"
"What's that gotta do with Charity Gilbert, huh?"
"Mr. Harvey locked me out of class for being late and told me I'd have to take a makeup quiz. I went back to the cafeteria but those assholes that were messing with you were there, so I went into the library where I met Charity."
"Stop lying nigga."
"Who's lying, I'm telling you the bitch was looking for me; came right up to me asking if she could have a seat at the table I was sitting at, Ricky!!"
"You're dreaming."
"Whose dreaming, nigga?!! I admit I was simping hard in the paint the whole time she was there, but it happened. Later, I was getting screwed out of my makeup quiz when she stepped in and helped me out. Then, she was like, meet me after school all smiling and everything!!"
"Bullshit!!"



"Fuck that noise Ricky; we went to her place near downtown to watch her favorite fucking movie. That's where Charity jumped my bones, man!! She blew me and we were fucking grinding for like three hours and shit. And yeah, her big, motherfucking tits, were spectacular, nigga!!" Ricky wasn't buying any of it, snickering into his balled up fist as we tooled along the boulevard.
"Oh yeah, you got pics, or something? Got proof?"
"Ah, she wouldn't let me take a pic; but she got a naked pic of me instead. That was stupid, it felt weird afterwards. Then she ghosted me saying "It's beyond my control" before hooking up with that motherfucking Jay Stello." Ricky started laughing his ass of at my supposed made up story as we turned into the student parking lot.
"Damn Jaleel; what is up with you and these snooty booty chicks?"
"Déjà vu to the hundredth power; that's what your sister said, too." Ricky's fist collided with my bicep leaving a stinger behind.
"What you say, man?" He was still smiling, light face flushed from the unintended humor of what he believed was an improbable tale of urban debauchery.
"Ah, nothing."
"That's what I thought; keep my sister's name out your mouth. I love you like a brother Jaleel, but gotta step up for the family honor when duty calls."
"Right." I agreed, face flushed with knowing guilt.
It seemed a better option to play along after getting an inadvertent glimpse of Ricky Arias probable reaction should it ever become known that I'd had sex with his sister. As it stood, there was no way he was believing anything said about Charity Gilbert and by proxy, his twenty year old sister, Hope Arias. He was laughing, cheeks still flushed instinctively glancing over his shoulder, suddenly alarmed.
"JALEEL!"
"WHAT?!!" I half turned expecting to be struck in some manner, Ricky reacting in kind.
Charmaine, Treena, a few cheerleaders and some jocks in letterman jackets were standing there right behind us. She was close enough to hear us talking and I was glad we hadn't continued the conversation as I tensed up expecting us to resume hostilities. Instead, she stopped short, uncharacteristically smiling.
"Good morning fellas."
"HUH?!!" Treena was still snickering like some impish jackal making me remember why I hated her with a passion even though we'd interacted minimally.
Charmaine continued the shock drawing me in for a deep hug as I did a double take still looking at her best friend's face. She was hugging me with conviction as some of the other girls stared reflecting my reaction in their faces. I glanced over at Ricky finding a similar facial reaction, almost bearhugged.
"You have yourself a nice little day, baby." Charmaine broke contact handling my shoulders, still smiling. I didn't know what to make of things as she went through the double doors into the school.
"Hey dawg, what's up?" Before I could say anything, one of the jocks was giving me a pat on the back. A cheerleader was grinning in my direction, her arm interlocked with his. I didn't know her from Cain.
"Uh, yeah." I stumbled over my greeting half mumbling something out. They continued into school followed by an entourage of their clique members, some giving me similar looks.
"Fuck was that shit about?" Ricky asked as I removed some books from my locker.
"Man, I don't even wanna think about it."
"Yeah, see you at lunch; we'll talk about it." He left me to my own devices as I wondered what the fuck was going on this morning.
I was apprehensive walking to my first class of the day apprehensive about what I'd find when I got there. Charmaine and Treena had been going hard in the paint since my initial flare up with Kimberly Bivens. That bitch set the dogs on me after I refused her egregious sexual offer meant to make herself feel better in part after being discovered with that motherfucking Jay Stello. I considered asking Mr. Harvey to allow me to change my seating, but knew he was meticulous, obsessive compulsive with insectoid attention to detail. Still, it was worth a try anyway, but I resolved to speak with him after class.
The atmosphere was different as I walked into class noticing the dual smiling faces of Charmaine and Treena again, looking barely able to control their joint euphoria. Kimberly was the only one sharing my energy as I noticed her sitting there staring with shades hiding her eyes. She was wearing this form fitting denim jacket, white floral tank, and form fitting Capri pants over some innocuous Chuck Taylors. There was no doubt she was burning a hole in me with her eyes and I knew the reason why. The hairs on the back of my neck were standing on end. Her eyes followed me to my seat as I remembered Hope's advice to deny everything.
Later in the day right before lunch, I was walking towards my locker when an underclassmen approached me somewhat apprehensively. The corridor around my locker was crammed full of people, so I didn't notice the sophomore until she was standing right in front of me.
"Uhm, you are eh, Jaleel, right?" I was just about to text my friend Ricky to see if he wanted to go outside to the food trucks that routinely lined up behind our building for the three lunch periods at our high school.
"Yeah so, what do you want kid?"
"There's a girl in that class over there, wants to talk to you." I noticed she wasn't alone as more of these undersized moppets popped up beside her, giggling.
"Who wants to talk to me?"
The now trio of girls giggled, a visual PSA of the dangers of overdosing on sugar. I glanced in the direction pointed watching a large number of students filtering out of the classroom figuring it wasn't a trap of some sort. I walked away from the underclassmen without another word managing the exiting students for a glimpse inside. A bunch of students were gathered around the teacher's desk obscuring somebody handing out paperwork. I got this weird feeling quickly making good my retreat.
"HEY WAIT!!" Somebody called after me, but I hit the stairs quickly running down to the second floor losing myself in the crowd.
There was no way I was sharing any kind of space with Charity Gilbert. I figured she wanted to gloat or stick it to me in some fashion and I was having none of that nonsense. I was determined to refashion things in my life back to the familiar starting with maintaining my joint status with Ricky Arias as borderline nerds on the far side of the mediocre to the rest of our collective student body. It was a little odd that Charity would call out to me in such a manner as I worked to intermingle in the roiling crowds of students jostling about between classes. I was looking backward as I hurried down the corridor when I crashed into somebody.
"Oh fuck." I was looking at the big, expansive backside of my perennial nemesis up until today, Charmaine.
There was no mistaking her big, shelf like derriere and the neon blue club jacket she sometimes wore signifying the clique she belonged to along with Treena and my pseudo ex-girlfriend. Ironically, Kim never really wore her jacket at the insistence of parents who taught against her becoming a human lemming following the crowd.
"WHAT-THE FUCK?!!" Charmaine raised her arms slowly turning around as nearby students cleared space expecting her to start swinging. She was known for fighting like a man, fighting dirty and a devastating roundhouse right I'd managed to avoid in our earlier hallway confrontation.
"Uhm, sorry." I tensed up already expecting a blow along with half the second floor.
"It's cool Jaleel, stay up playa."
She gave me a light rub on the bicep turning back to her friends as hell officially froze over. My mouth was agape for a few seconds before I took the opportunity to continue on my way to a nearby stairwell leading down to the rear entrance to the cafeteria.
"Jaleel, stop for a minute." Someone else snagged my arm just as I was reaching the stairwell; it turned out to be Kimberly Bivens, shades, and all. She withdrew her arm carefully staring at my furrowed brow.
"What do you want?"
"I want you to leave me alone."
"Okay." I went to leave but she grabbed my arm a little more roughly, stopping me again.
"I want you to tell that person to stop blowing up my phone; I want you to tell your whore to stop sending me videos of her flabby ass twerking, and Jaleel, I want you to get over it! I want this shit to cool off, and uhm, I'm sorry."
There was an intensity in her voice I'd never heard before that was alarming. Kimberly was still watching her surroundings having made sure we were in the stairwell obscured by the open double doors.
"I don't know nothing about no videos but thank you for the sorry." There was a nugget of an idea in my head that she might try to record my response for evidence, later.
"Look you don't have to be like this with me; everything's cool now, alright."
"Okay, I'm going."
"Wait, I can't have a minute of your time?" Kimberly Bivens was off her game, her usually smug features completely wiped away replaced with raw emotion barely hidden behind those same designer sunglasses.
"Hey, you said what you wanted; in fact, every time we've talked, you've said what you wanted to say with no interruption. Kimberly, what's left to say?" Her arms were folded across her chest, her posture signifying a distressed woman as we caught errant glances from other student pedestrians.
"I said I was sorry; in hindsight, I should've handled things, differently. I apologize for the mishandling of your affections for me, I have some regret about you finding me with Jayson, that afternoon." Every word that emerged from her mouth stabbed into me bringing old feelings and hurt to the fore.
"What is this, huh?"
"Uhm, I just want us to patch up our differences, that's all Jaleel." She was sniffling more and more appearing on the verge of breaking down. I was caught up, at a loss unused to seeing Kimberly behaving in this manner.
"It's cool okay." I didn't mean it, but I also wanted to get out of the bad energy in this stairwell.
"Uhm, well I..." Now she was stammering a bit which definitely threw me off.
"Yeah?"
"If uhm, you wanna talk later; I can call you. I mean-I would like us to kind of, open a dialog. Find our friendship if you want because I'm so sorry about treating you the way I did, Jaleel. We can talk, right?"
My stomach started doing flip flops, butterflies, and everything as she behaved uncharacteristically demure. It appeared Hope and company had nuked the smug attitude right out of her.
"I'm gonna go now."
Images of her half naked body bouncing wildly atop that motherfucking Jay Stello filled the theatre of my mind. Unfortunately, Kimberly and her stud's casual disdain for me also included no need to cover their nudity upon that mentioned discovery. They hadn't cared that my best friend Ricky, also got an eyeful. What was standing before me, was a defrocked peacock, smaller than I initially though she was all the years we'd known one another.
"JALEEL!" She called after me as I took a step downward on the stairwell.
"Yeah?"
"You wanna fuck me? I'll fuck you right now if you come with me to my house. You wanna get some, right?!!" Two underclassmen caught the tail end of her offer passing by, but Kimberly didn't seem to care, almost frantic taking a step towards me favoring her phone.
"Look, I'm going to lunch Kim; take care."
It wasn't a direct denial, but the expression on her face said otherwise as if some ethereal lance penetrated the formerly entitled cheerleader to her core. I was shook in no uncertain terms as one of her clique Treena appeared wearing her perpetual joker-like grin.
"OH, WHAT'RE YOU GUYS DOING HERE, HUH?!!" More of her friends were approaching leaving this as my out to put distance between us. I didn't know if Hope would've been proud, but it was a step I the right direction in my opinion.
I caught a quick glance back finding a visibly distraught Kimberly swarmed by her social circle. Treena was still perpetually snickering, but I ducked down further as Charmaine looked over the railing in my direction. This was the old Charmaine, eyes full of fire and brimstone. The bell rang before I could even hit the bottom step signaling the end of my lunch period.
I was starting to get that weird feeling again trying to make light of things as I snagged a quick prepackaged hotdog and soda from the open cafeteria counter. Something was up because there was no way Charity would give a damn about me followed by Kimberly Bivens. I hurried off to the double doors that led to the gymnasium.
The weirdness continued as I approached the gym finding a large crowd milling about the entrance. Something big was or had occurred while I was talking with Kimberly Bivens. I fished out my phone dialing up Ricky, but it went to voicemail leaving a sinking pit in my stomach. I hit those double doors running towards the boy's locker room noticing guys intermittently scattered about the corridor leading there as my heart thumped.
"HEY JALEEL, THE LOCKER ROOM IS CLOSED RIGHT NOW!!" Mr. Day appeared placing a hand in the center of my sternum. I glanced around finding some guys giving me the side eye, ramping up my anxiety tenfold.
"WHY, WHAT HAPPENED IN THERE?!!"
"Settle down Jaleel." Mr. Day was full of shit which was signified in the similar mixed expressions on my various peers lingering about. I recognize a fellow geek a few feet away opting to get info from him instead of the useless gym teacher.
"Tell me what happened."
"Fuck man, I ain't no snitch but that shit was wrong as fuck. We thought they were just gonna throw him in the shower, but them niggas...Fucking Rob McKenzie." The rail thin guy was shaking his head somberly as he spoke.
"WHAT?!!"
"He was trying to fuck, Jaleel!" The witness looked away as my heart leapt into my throat. I backed away staring between him and Mr. Day who also had the same weird expression on his face.
"Fuck that nonsense!"
"HEY BOY!!" I shoved him, bolting into the boy's locker room already hating myself for getting distracted by Kimberly Bivens and friends. I wondered if this were part of their shitty plan. I wondered if Ricky was the target all along because of what Hope had been doing to her.
"I AIN'T DO NOTHING, MAN; LET ME UP OUTTA HERE POPS!!" Rob McKenzie handcuffed wearing nothing but his boxer briefs facing the wall was the first sight that greeted me. I barely noticed the safety officer restraining him with the assistance of three other gym teachers. One female gym teacher was present as well for some reason. She stood off to the side talking in hushed tones with a fourth male coach.
"Come on Jaleel; this ain't none of your business." Mr. Day tried to put a hand on my shoulder, but I slapped it away noticing some other adults standing at the entrance to the boy's showers.
A few jocks were lingering there as well with eyes as big as saucers. I had a lump in my throat as I walked over looking inside. Ricky was sitting there staring off into space with blood running down the right side of his temple. He was sporting a black eyes and flattened nose with a cut lip. His chest was partially visible through tears in his gym shirt.
"Ricky?" His extra large gym shorts were down around his right calve, equally tattered. He didn't answer, visibly breathing hard nostrils flaring. A few feet away the remnants of his shattered cell phone were strewn about the tiled floor of the shower.
"Just leave him alone; we called his mother already." I didn't give a shit about that at the moment glancing back towards the handcuffed Rob McKenzie.
"DON'T DO IT!!" Mr. Day and another adult cut me off as Rob jostled enough that three men had a bit of difficulty with him. I was shaking uncontrollably with mounting rage.
"My name... is Richard Arias, uhm no; My name is Richard L. Bounds. Arias is my stepdad's name, but he adopted me and my sister." My attention was drawn away from the teen criminal back to my friend.
"Ricky I'm here man; It's Jaleel."
"Oh yeah, my best friend in the world; you know them fuckers keep calling me titty- THAT AIN'T MY FUCKING NAME!!" He broke down sobbing into his hands as the female gym teacher hovered nearby.
"I ain't going nowhere Ricky!"
"Nah, you do you Jaleel; you-DO-YOU HOMIE!!"
"Come on man."
"FUCK OFF JALEEL!!" Humiliation, despair, and utter degradation had taken a toll on him.
I felt like I'd failed him with little more to do other than fish out my phone intending to call Hope. It went straight to voicemail completing an imploding circle of friendship set in motion by either my discovery of Kimberly Biven's infidelity or my tryst with Hope Arias.
She'd checked out on me when I'd called her out about her issues with a professor at her college in the beginning hours of this horrific day. Two beat cops showed up taking Rob McKenzie to the cage where he belonged from the moment he was born. Paramedics followed finding it difficult to get Ricky into the gurney without words of encouragement from the female gym teacher. Apparently, she was also trained as a crisis counselor. Ricky was transported sitting upright out the front door of the school with a sheet over his head. The social damage was already done as rumors were running the corridors like the Flash.
I lingered I the hallways eventually finding my way towards a seventh period class happening across Treena and some cohorts loitering near the door of Mrs. Odenkirk's class. I could see her big shovel mouth flapping in the wind well before I got there.
"HEY JALEEL, WHUS GOOD?!!" She yelled as her friends snickered.
I didn't say anything as I approached glancing down at the weird way her legs appeared under the miniskirt she wore. Treena was medium built with enough tits and ass to pass muster as a cheerleader but was severely bowlegged.
"Not today." Other students were filtering into class as I continued approaching.
"Hey man, it cool but the girls just wanna know if Ricky's booty soft." I noticed that more than a few of the girls she was holding court with were underclassmen. Her boss, Charmaine was nowhere in sight leaving her flying solo in this attempted verbal drive by.
"I'm warning you; don't go there."
"Ain't nobody scared of you; shouldn't you be up in the hospital with your girlfriend, titty?"
"SHUT-THE-FUCK-UP, YOU LOUSY STANK HOE!! PLUG THAT NASTY HOLE UP AND STICK A TAMPON IN YO' FUCKING MOUTH, BITCH!! AIN'T NO BODY CHECKING FOR YOU!! YOU GOT HAIRY FUCKING LEGS AND YOUR KNEES RUSTY FROM USING THE CAT BOX, YOU SHOVEL MOUTH THOT!!" I screamed point blank range in Treena's face making her raise a defensive fist repeatedly flinching.
"Fuck you, motherfucker."
Treena wilted under the unexpected verbal barrage bounding off clumsily down the opposite end of the corridor wailing like a banshee. There was an echo and some applause from a few onlookers as Mrs. Oderkirk appeared.
"Report to study hall Jaleel; and uh, thank you for that off the record." She pulled the door up leaving me in the corridor. I turned walking back the way I'd come when I heard a commotion emanating from the other end of the corridor.
"Shit."
Treena reappeared with Charmaine and two jocks in tow. Spineless lackey and reprobate that she was, Treena's ego wouldn't allow her to suffer a defeat at the hands of someone deemed beneath her.
"HEY WHAT'S UP?!! COME HERE NIGGA!!" The clueless jocks were looking to avenge some misreported slight by bouncing my head off the pavement and I wasn't having that shit.
I took several quick steps knowing they were about to run until I saw the edge of the stairwell, suddenly bolting down it. I nearly toppled down the stairwell but managed to catch myself trying a few doors adjacent until one opened allowing me refuge.



"CATCH THAT ASSHOLE; FUCK HIM UP!!" The lynching party ran past the door with Treena's voice barking whiny demands. I caught my breath with a hand over my chest as I turned realizing I was in the teacher's lounge.
"Oh."
Charity Gilbert was standing there at a table with some members of the student faculty and her right hand known only to me as, nerdy glasses girl. This was the same girl who'd stopped me from taking the makeup quiz days earlier. There was one adult substitute teacher sitting there in front of these girls with a cup of joe.
Charity was wearing Jay Stello's letterman jacket.
"Don't mind me, just passing through." I was out of there before anybody could say anything.
"HEY!!"
Nerdy glasses girl was suddenly following me trying to wave me back, but I didn't want any part of Charity Gilbert. Her malevolence left a bad taste in my mouth that I wasn't eager to revisit. There was no way this minion was dragging me back in front of her, jock lynch mob notwithstanding. Fate had other ideas as I heard Treena's nasally voice in the distance approaching my direction. I turned back almost colliding with Nerdy glasses girl.
"GET OUTTA MY WAY!!"
"You've gotta get out of here!" She advised.
"No duh, baby!" I noticed some back stairs leading down to the student parking lot entrance. The girl kept pace beside me, much to my chagrin.
"She's texting him, you gotta car?"
"What're you talking about?!!"
She kept it up, following me right down and out into the crowded, bumper to bumper stuffed lot. The girl gave me a shove towards the adjacent residential street at our immediate right. It had been overcast for most of the day, but now it was starting to rain heavily.
"He's coming to get you, right now!!" I was in the process of crossing the street where a little park was situated behind an elementary school in the distance.
"WHO?!!" I stopped in the middle of the street, facing this girl who was frantically tugging at my sleeve.
"EVERYBODY, ALL OF THEM!!" I figured she was talking about Treena and her Neanderthal lackeys.
"No, who are you?" I was beyond agitated.
"Oh, my name's Faith."
Her eyes darted to our immediate left and I followed her gaze finding the student parking lot awash in lettermen jacketed goons. It looked like a joint operation between the football and baseball teams. Even I had to admit this seemed like overkill for a verbal altercation between me and a low tier cheerleader.
"What is this shit?"
"They've been planning this all day; I saw it on Facebook. You're gonna get beat up if you don't get out of here right now, sir!!"
"What-uhm, who?" Kimberly had sprung a trap to destroy me with a Coolie High ending that I wasn't keen on reenacting.
"Charity!!" For the second time in a day my stomach flip flopped as Charmaine appeared smiling adjacent us on the opposite side of the street.
"HEY JALEEL, HEY PRETTY BOY!!"
The euphoric expression on her face and her actions throughout the day now made perfect sense. Watching me get smashed by a roided out football player would be Christmas morning for my mortal enemy. Hell, she was probably thinking of getting in a few cheap shots, herself.
"NO DON'T, THEY'LL KILL HIM!!" Faith tried to dissuade Charmaine waving her hands in the air as I considered running across the small park. That would've been futile because a number of those guys were on the track team in peak physical condition.
"HE'S OVER HERE!! COME GET'EM!! THAT NIGGA RIGHT HERE!!" Charmaine screamed ecstatically drawing all of the juvenile war dogs in our direction.
Some of the jocks were scaling the high fence bordering this side of the student parking lot. Faith looked horrified as I swept her behind me knowing there was no escape. I gave her a rough nudge with the side of my arm.
"Get outta here, thank you for trying to save me."
It was Faith calling out to me on the third floor instead of Charity. I'd accidentally accelerated my own demise as the jocks, Treena and Charmaine encircled us. I got my phone out dialing 911, holding it over my head nonverbally threatening police intervention. The circle gradually began to tighten up as a familiar figure appeared across the street barreling towards me like a freight train. Treena was standing at his side flashing her version of a Glasgow smile.
"I'LL DO IT, I WILL!!" I threatened again, trying to keep Faith behind me. She was also fumbling to get her phone out, visibly perspiring.
"Oh, you gotta ace in the hole, huh; I show you mine, nigga."
There he was for the second time since we'd met informally in Kimberly Bivens bedroom. This time he was well aware of my identity, staring at me like prey. His features were strained, overly emotional. I would say it appeared that he might've been crying before finding me out here on the back residential street. That motherfucking Jay Stello was holding his phone up in similar fashion.
I found myself staring at the nude pic I'd allowed Charity Gilbert to take of me, post coitus.
It was the last thing I saw before his fist collided with my face.
[DARKNESS]
...to be continued.
*********************
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*FORTY ONE DAYS LATER*
"What're you doing here?"
My head was throbbing as I lay in a hospital bed overcoming a concussion. I was in bad shape after running afoul of Jay Stello for all of the thirty seconds it took for him to knock me completely out cold. Besides the class A shiner, I needed a few stitches in the back of my head where my skull collided with the sidewalk upon thunderous impact. Unfortunately after being knocked unconscious, my head drifted to the side alarming Mr. Stello who decided to kick me in the face for good measure before some of his teammates tackled him onto the grass.
"Making sure you stay out of trouble."
"Oh yeah?"
Faith was there at my hospital bedside with her laptop across her lap, typing away. She seemed to be there every other time I opened my eyes. After the first couple of times, my mother didn't seem to mind.
"I'm your advocate; tomorrow you're getting discharged and thanks to me, you have zero time catching up at school."
"Do they even want me back there?"
"Who cares, it's their own fault for creating a hostile environment through benign neglect. I've submitted a paper on the matter to an ivy league I'm scouting.
Perhaps you might wanna do the same, Jaleel."
"Have you seen Ricky?" Faith didn't answer, looking away pushing the thick, big box butterfly glasses she favored up on her button nose. After I'd been knocked out, Faith alerted the police using my discarded phone.
"Guess that's a no, huh?"
In the aftermath of my epic assault, when informed of the attempted sexual battery on her brother, Hope Arias rushed home to his bedside confessing everything. She'd mistakenly believed Kimberly Bivens figured out her identity believing herself responsible for everything. Of course she was wrong but the damage to our friendship was done.
I'm told Ricky came to the hospital but declined entry into my room. I was out due to medication at the time but informed by Faith upon my waking hour. She'd volunteered to pick up my schoolwork after gaining my mother's trust. That was no small effort on her part because my mother was old school raised in the south by severely conservative parents. Her parenting followed suite much to my detriment.
"Your mom asked me to give you something." Faith placed a small baggie in my lap; it was stapled shut piquing my curiosity.
"What is this?"
"I don't know, it was like that when she gave it to me." Her back was turned as she put away her laptop affording me the opportunity to avoid some embarrassment. I opened the baggie as quietly as possible.
"EH?!!" A packet of Magnum condoms was staring me in the face along with various mints and chocolates. There was a tiny folded up note on some pink stationary looked like it was taken from the nurse's station.
"What is it, something crazy?" Faith glanced back over her shoulder at me.
"Nah, it's just some candy and mints." I lied folding the note into my palm, covertly as she slung a satchel bag over her shoulder. I noticed some folded clothing on the hospital room bureau.
"Uhm, guess I'll wait outside while you get dressed."
"Don't leave on my account." Faith walked around the edge of my bed, casually slapping my foot as she left. I waited until she pulled the heavy door closed before unfolding the letter.
Note: THIS IS A GOOD ONE; DON'T SCREW UP!!-Mom
Matriarchal endorsement aside, I'd already figured that out. Somehow after the time I'd come home in the middle of the night after being with Charity Gilbert, my mother silently decided I had become somewhat of an adult. We never talked about that night, but she was a little less abrasive than usual following the deed. A day or so later, I was hospitalized, so until this moment it was just an assumption.
"Hey?" Twenty minutes later I was sitting beside Faith in her Toyota Yaris tooling along the freeway presumably to my home. I was plagued by a prevailing thought as Faith drove in silence.
"What is it, Jaleel?"
"Do you mind driving me by Ricky's place?"
"I don't think that would be a good idea; he's probably still angry at you for sleeping with his sister." Faith's mildly monotone delivery lent itself to her new position in my life as devil's advocate.
"You make it sound like I initiated it; Hope uh, said it would help me get over-some stuff with an ex." The explanation wilted in my mouth, drying up in inflection.
"Do you know how that sounds? You had SEX with your BEST FRIEND'S older sister; imagine how your friend feels for a second and admit you just want to make yourself feel better. Besides, you're still getting over a concussion, Jaleel."
"I feel like shit."
"You're getting over a concussion."
"You know what I mean."
"I'm of the belief things work out how they're supposed to. It's all about maintaining balance and control of one's self, Jaleel. For me, it's standard operating procedure and how I keep focus. I know what I want out of life, don't you?" I scoffed at familiar words.
"Sometimes, you sound just like Charity." Faith suddenly skidded to a halt at an intersection. I was wearing a seatbelt which helped keep me in my seat, but I had to press my palms against the dashboard.
"I am nothing like Charity Gilbert; don't you ever say that to me again Jaleel." There was a dead tone in her voice that carried a metric ton of weight.
"Sorry, I didn't mean anything by it Faith; I'm really sorry for that, okay?" Her knuckles were tightened on her steering wheel as another car pulled up behind us, honking.
Faith pulled over to the curb worrying me that she would toss me outside. There was a housing project adjacent to the car separated by a rough unfinished parking area of un-sectioned off blackened asphalt. In our short association, I'd never seen Faith angry or even mildly irritated. This was something different, a bit jarring.
"I shouldn't be angry that you find it trivial comparing me to the same irredeemable narcissist who is responsible for you occupying a hospital bed for the last forty one days? Is that what you're trying to tell me, Jaleel?"
"I'll do anything to make it up to you." I was crestfallen at her explanation. Faith wasn't wrong about anything, but her reaction left me shook.
"If I accept that, I'd be no better than Charity Gilbert; but if you're open, I'd like us to do something together." Her tone softened.
"Sure."
"Alright, but first we have to do something about that shirt; it's ugly." I was wearing this white collared, short sleeve Polo knockoff with the colors of the rainbow across the chest. My mother was completely tone deaf fashion wise.
"It matches your pants."
I poked fun at the yellow and black checked pants covering her legs that stopped short just above her ankles. Faith was wearing a Boho peasant styled blouse that was a mess of irregular colors and patterns. She seemed to have this weird off kilter style of dressing that made it hard to place where she belonged in our high school social circles. Looking at her now, made it clear this was intentional.
"The UNIF clothing line is very profitable; you don't like it?"
"Did you get that retarded looking blouse from there, too?" I countered wryly.
"Maybe I should hit a U-turn and take you back to the hospital; they probably let you go too early. Concussion is acting up." Despite her words, Faith pulled out into the lane tooling towards the nearby downtown area.
"Who writes your material?" She smiled genuinely flashing her pearly whites for a minute.
Facially speaking, Faith had pretty symmetrical features; green eyes, ethnic button nose and noticeably full lips. Her skin tone was called red bone in our community, Faith being smack dab in the middle of that scale with a smattering of light freckles spread evenly across the upper portion of her face. Faith was also blessed or cursed however she looked at it, with an additional beauty mark on the left side of her face. Her eyes were always covered by these big, nerdy butterfly glasses.
"Hey, do you think about them?"
She asked out of the blue as we entered this area near downtown known as a merchant ghetto and food hub. It was a part of the long history of our city reborn in the construction of a fire that devastated it in the early nineteenth century.
"Think about who?"
"Kimberly Bivens, and Charity Gilbert specifically; do you think about them often?"
"Nope, maybe Jay Stello gave me partial amnesia when he caved in my face. The only reason I bought up Charity was because she gave me this line of bullshit about how she was had it together and everything. But really, the only reason they were living high on the hog was because of sacrifices made by her dad. They dumped him for that; real class act, huh?"
"My father was a marine; he taught me military discipline and how to play chess, not checkers."
"All damn man." I facepalmed.
"What is it, Jaleel?"
"Bitch stole your line; Charity told me that the day we hooked up, right in her car in front of her house."
"You had sex with her in a car?" Faith raised an eyebrow, scowling like we rutted in a dumpster or something.
"No, she was giving me her self-congratulatory mantra in the car, stroking her own ego before we went inside where she fucked my brains out." Faith pondered my words for a few moments.
"Too much information."
"Sorry, again."
Outside the car the streets were becoming narrower due to a proliferation of vendors pushing their myriad ware and garbage products. I'd visited the area on sparse occasion picking up a few clothing items that dissolved after a few turns in my washer.
"Fucked your brains out?" Faith asked again as she negotiated a tight fit for her car between a utility vehicle and a family van.
"Curious much?" She smirked at my retort.
Faith took my arm looping hers inside after paying the lot attendant. She was about five seven in height matching up pretty well with my exact six feet as we walked the bustling urban bazar fending off various aggressive vendors, some of ill-repute. I had sort of a queasy energy about my person taking stock of the situation. Before being literally knocked into next Tuesday, I had been doing my best to heard her behind my person in a futile attempt to shield Faith from a lynch mob intent on destroying me.
I hadn't given a thought to my own defense or safety in those fleeting moments before a mitt-sized fist robbed me of consciousness and forty one days of human activity. Some of my doctors likened it to being hit by a baseball bat instead of a roided out jock hyped up on jealous emotion.
Two weeks later Faith filled in some blanks which I'd already gleaned from sheer common sense after the fact. Charity Gilbert's acknowledged ego was the factor in my near murder at the hands of Jay Stello. The two were a couple on the "down low" at her insistence two years out from graduation because of his equally entitled habit of fucking other girls.
This was a sort of "Sid and Nancy" affair with the duo trading copious amounts of emotional abuse like handfuls of Skittles. After a particularly trying junior year, Charity and Jay reached an unacknowledged truce, sort of an open relationship with the one caveat being that he was kept ignorant of her "entanglements."
Jay Stello broke this truce in dramatic fashion by openly declaring Kimberly Bivens his girlfriend while being interviewed on the local news. Of course being the irredeemable sociopath she was, Charity Gilbert was set aflame in the unquenchable flames of revenge fueled by well over three years of unaddressed, smoldering scorn.
Her arena being purely intellectual for the most part outside of Jay Stello, she sought to inflict a killing blow to his ego and reestablish the pecking order amongst his myriad lovers across campus. Ironically, she'd learned of my presence through a third party affiliated from a member of Kimberly's own social circle, likely Treena the living jackal.
I doubted she even saw my face as she wantonly fucked me to distraction and then some. The last bit of our tryst and the use of her awesome sloping breasts in mutual shower, was the knockout blow designed to purge all rational thought from the pea brain of one Jayson Stello. This guy believed he was the only man she'd ever known because they were one another's firsts. Whether this was true or not, who knows? I'd seriously bet against that line of thought from the masterful way in which she took control of the situation, almost a flip of known gender based sexual mores.
I got FUCKED.
CHARITY GILBERT-FUCKED ME!
The awkward nude I'd allowed Charity to take with her expensive iPhone was the second sent to Jay Stello following the first depicting her flawless, gym honed figure au natural. I'm told that Jay showed up within thirty minutes beating on her front door with his big, ham sized fists, eager to pull an OJ on his estranged girlfriend.
Undaunted, Charity buzzed him into her home only for this perfect physical specimen himself, a man built like Dwayne Johnson, to face plant at her feet sobbing uncontrollably. This urban siren, a true femme fatale in every sense of the word, regaled Mr. Stello with the unfettered details of our coupling. No quarter was given verbally as she informed him that I'd been inside her raw.
Big man on campus, heartthrob to many teenage women and local celebrity was a slobbering, incoherent mess by the time she's hit the coup de grace. Charity informed him that she allowed me to squeeze my cock between her huge, precious breasts and climax all over them and her beautiful face. This was an act she denied him throughout their relationship for reasons of her own, but the starter flame that ignited a burning hatred of me in his barrel chest. Mentally defeated, Charity further debased her wayward lover by making him go down on her right there on the spot lying that I'd only just made good my escape.
The literal rutting between the two that followed, was something for the ages and the entertainment of the gods as two radioactive narcissists fucked the ever-loving shit out of one another until the early hours of the morn and half into the day as Jay reaffirmed his undying love for his queen and resolved to make amends for his egregious behavior. He had likely gone down on her more than anytime during their relationship as she continued twisting him so tight around her finger, the man didn't know up from down. Charity decided at this time their relationship would become public again, but only through the immediate disownment of one Kimberly Bivens.
"It's beyond my control."
Jay Stello repeated the words perfectly as rehearsed throughout his epic night of passion in between frenzied bouts of frenetic rutting that left both hardly able to normally walk the following morning.
"It's beyond my control."
Charity Gilbert was repeating this identical mantra to me downstairs in the student cafeteria while her better half was busying himself ripping his letterman jacket from Kimberly's torso in front of a packed second floor corridor. Many of the shell shocked spectators were of the opinion that my faux ex-girlfriend cheated. Treena certainly wasn't helping matters any seeing a path towards leveling one social step upward.
"It's beyond my control."
Jay Stello draped his letterman jacket about Charity's shoulders before assorted teammates, cheerleaders and random teachers and spectators in the minute portion of time I'd been walking soberly to the front double doors of our school solidifying the narrative of Kimberly's alleged wrongdoing overwriting the new story of his return to a childhood love. This continued off campus onto social media culminating in Jay Stello's solemn vow to mete out divine retribution to myself for defiling the gloried walls of his lady love's vaunted vag.
The morning preceding my assault was a carnival affair of sorts for the assorted villains in my life and by proxy, Ricky Arias as we were both ignorant of the fact. Charmaine's brief "face turn" explained in exquisite detail along with Kimberly Bivens haggard appearance. She'd offered sex out of overwhelming embarrassment and nothing more. Her crown had been usurped in tragic unceremonious fashion. This eighteen year old drama queen had literally nothing left but cake to eat.
"Which one are you thinking about?"
Faith asked as I stood in front of a full sized mirror staring at my reflection. We slipped into one of the overstuffed alleys full of dueling gypsy vendors settling on a discount men's clothing store.
"Who says I'm thinking about anybody?"
"Your face; don't ever play poker Jaleel." Faith lightly rubbed my back with a smile as I scoffed in exaggerated fashion.
"Well at the risk of accidentally offending you, I was thinking about the whole shit show that popped up around me. It just feels like everybody was using me, Faith."
"Do you think I'm using you?"
"No, but I don't understand why you've been here with me since I got my brains scrambled."
"Are we talking about your assault, or Charity Gilbert, again?"
"No, getting my ass whipped by Jay Stello."
"Oh yeah; well, you were so concerned about my safety even though all those people were about to kill you. You were trying to shield me even as Jay punched you in the face. Jaleel, I don't know if you remember this, but you fell on top of me after he hit you. I was pinned to the ground under you when Jay kicked you in the face; that's why his teammates stopped him. Those animals probably would've let him keep stomping on you if I wasn't there."
Another fragment fell into place leaving me silent for a minute as her face appeared over my shoulder reflectively. Faith had been attempting to warn me that day and I'd almost doomed myself if not for her intervention. I felt guilty for thinking of her as one of Charity's henchwomen upon encountering her in that corridor.
Faith explained in hindsight that she'd been serving as a substitute teacher on the second floor with every intention of telling me about the ambush when she was swamped with students at the conclusion of her Algebra class. Unknowingly I thought Charity was trying to clandestinely contact me to gloat about her turn of fortune much like Kimberly Bivens prior. It was a fateful decision on my part.
"I still see that fist coming at my face like a missile when I close my eyes."
"Me too, Jaleel."
"Yeah?"
"Try this on for me, okay." She pressed some clothing on hangers into my hands. It was a collared shirt and a pair of slacks.
"I don't know about this; how much is this stuff and how much do I owe you for it, Faith?"
"I've got a credit account from my sponsor company that I haven't used since we were juniors."
She'd told me of her membership in the flagging Junior Achievement program which paired her up with this corporate sponsor MTH Corp. There youthful charges were gifted with cash cards and a stipend which Faith frugally used during her time in the program.
"I gotta put these pants on too?" I stared at the expensive slacks included with the shirt.
"Thanks for reminding me, Jaleel; what size are these boats you call feet?" Faith stuck one of her feet between my legs, still standing directly behind in the narrow space cordoned off by highs walls of men's wear.
"Are you serious?"
"Those white sock are going too."
"No they're not."
"Yes, they are; I'm not judging, what's your shoe size Jaleel?" My foot was a third longer than the one she currently had between my legs. It felt like we were the only two people in the narrow patchwork shop despite bustling crowds of bargain hunters all around us.
"Twelve and a half, wide." I thought my answer might shock her for some reason, but Faith turned to the Chinese gentleman standing adjacent manning an elevated platform containing his cash register.



"Nín shìfǒu yǒu yīshuāng piàoliang de 12 hào zhèngzhuāng xié, ó, hái yǒu yīxiē hēi wàzi?" Whatever she said in perfect Chinese made this guy light up like Christmas as he quickly disappeared into a back room.
"What'd you tell that guy?"
"Nothing, besides, I don't wanna find out if Charity stole that too." Faith nudged me towards a rickety looking dressing booth to change.
I glanced back over my shoulder finding her looking through a rack of clothing while talking on her phone. The sight brought a smile to my face before I drew the curtains shut. Faith had been the only other person I'd seen given a few errant relatives who wanted to get in and out quickly after tacit facetime more out of morbid curiosity than anything else. In particular was a Uncle Moe, a very distant relation on my mother's side of the family tree.
The wizened eighty year old repeatedly asked how it felt to get whooped by a man until I was fit to be tied. It was my first time noticing that Faith seemed always in my sphere. I didn't know what to make of it considering the innocuous nature of our first meeting in that study hall. Admittedly I was more than a bit frustrated after tussling with Charmaine and being ineptly gaslighted by the school safety officer.
"Faith, so tell me how I look?" I stepped out of the booth dressed in her chosen attire sans shoes, white socks, and all. The aisle outside the changing room was somewhat packed with pedestrians leaving the area where she'd standing obscured.
"You first." I glanced over to my left finding Faith staring at me from the next aisle over.
There was a matching changing room in that area that I missed. I shrugged walking around to her as she took a step or two backward making space for me.
Faith took the opportunity to change in my absence and the effect was immediate. She was decidedly slender ranging from 5'6" to just under 5'8" in height with a pair of noticeable heels that she'd bought along with my shoes presently on top of one of the overstuffed clothing racks. Her torso was covered with one of those free flow peasant tops, the kind with billowy long sleeves. It was made of knit material, angelic white as I gazed down finding a stretch mini skirt with decorated with some multicolored applique butterflies.
Humorously enough, Faith was still wearing a pair of white socks that contrasted with the Mary Jane pumps on her feet. They were the kind with the exterior made up to look like on of those suitcases from a European junket covered in faux passport stamps and newspaper looking material in shades of white and blue. Faith cut a striking figure in this context with the most striking feature being her legs which were thicker than you would initially think upon looking at her. I realized at that moment that I always looked at her face from the moment we'd begun this friendship born of tragedy.
Honestly put, Faith had legs to die for, shapely, muscular, and toned almost a size too big for her body which was mostly average. Her hips were still narrow, but the difference came in the form of this over exaggerated "Hip Dip" or violin hips that pushed her spoon shape beyond the norm. These powerful legs just seemed to emerge from her pelvis in dramatic fashion screaming to be noticed and acknowledged. Some pudgy middle aged guy was checking Faith out from the back rubbing his scraggly chin before noticing me just as his equally pudgy wife slammed her loaded purse into the side of his fat, doughy head. The sudden commotion caused her to turn around giving me a surprising view.
"...okay, wow."
That exaggerated violin aesthetic when applied to her derriere, left me visually staggered in that while her overall hip shape was narrow, the rest was an explosion of packed, meaty rear cleavage in this cartoonish, spear shape. It was the long lean butt of aa model viewed straight on, but all black queen sister girl of the universe in a two, pronged shelf accentuated by the high waisted bikini bottoms underneath. The VPL (Visible Panty Line) was that serious as I looked up finding her wryly staring.
"So, you like my secret booty, huh?"
"Yeah, but what're you gonna do about that hair?" Faith always wore her hair in a unkempt, sometimes ratty shoulder length bob of light brown and contrasting black curls. This more often than not was alternated with the double ponytail on the side of the head look.
"Asshole." Faith smiled slamming her purse down on top of the rack next to what were presumably my shoes removing two decorative scrunchies. Me and a few bystanders watched as she fashioned some weird, jazzy looking pony hawk out of her unkempt mane.
"Better?" She asked afterwards.
"Secret booty?"
"Bring your tail, Jaleel!!" She hooked an arm in mine playfully dragging me to the elevated counter where she plunked her card down barely stifling a full on smile. Faith was a take charge type, but in a subtle manner that I didn't mind.
"No seriously, uhm, Secret Booty, right?" The shop keep was snickering at our exchange happily making a sale.
"Well, I transferred into our school at my sophomore year and I was wearing some really nice Brazilian jeans I ordered online, feeling really good. Then some jerks had to remind me why you don't go to our school with a twenty-seven inch waist and sketchy thirty-eight inch ass. So, I decided to keep the booty on the down low, after that, okay Jaleel?!!" Now the shopkeeper and a few onlookers were openly laughing at us.
"Thirty-eight inches?"
"Quiet!" Faith emphasized her words by slamming her purse loudly into my butt making my pelvis jerk forward earning more laughter.
My vision blurred a bit for a second and I would've soldiered through, but Faith noticed taking my bicep leading me outside to a big, concrete planter for a seat. The shopkeeper followed us out setting the bags down at our feet. Faith slipped away for a moment returning with a bottle of water. She sat beside me rubbing my back as I took a few sips looking concerned. I found myself staring at her muscular thighs.
"Feeling better Jaleel?" She looked worried.
"Secret thirty-eight inches of caramel goodness." I wanted to lighten the mood smiling up in her face.
"Shit, I should've bought some parachute pants." We both chuckled as I offered her my plastic bottle.
Faith took a sip before tossing it, returning to make sure I changed my white socks and shoes. Finally meeting her visual approval, we walked back over to her car in silence as I tried to gauge what this impromptu date meant.
"Do you mind being with; uhm, hanging out with me today, Jaleel?"
"No, not even a little bit Faith; it weren't for you, I might not even be here today. You've helped me keep up with my schoolwork and listened to me when nobody else cared. Even though I had to take a dirt nap, I wouldn't change a thing if it meant we couldn't be here today. Uh, maybe that first meeting in the study hall, I guess."
"You hated me for that, huh?" She asked as I placed the bags containing our old clothes in her trunk.
"Water under the bridge, Faith; I don't miss you being Nerdy Glasses Girl."
"Nerdy Glasses Girl?!!" She slammed her trunk shut peering over at me, eyebrow raised.
"I prefer Secret Booty, now."
"Get your ass in the car." Her palm collided with my butt a second time. I didn't mind.
We made small talk going further into the outskirts of the downtown area to an arts district. Faith was an art lover with preferences between classic and postmodern art. We hit up a few galleries along the strip as Faith gave me a tour and education before finally settling on a gallery having a semi-crowded premiere.
"So what are we looking at?"
"A very nice piece from artist, Jeff Koons." I scratched my head trying to make sense of the display.
"Faith, it's a giant blow up, balloon dog."
"That's the beauty of it, can't you see Jaleel? Mr. Koons has taken a small item and blown it out of proportions the naked eye is used to seeing; this allows it to be viewed in a different perspective. This line of artistic freedom is indicative of the postmodern era."
"It's still a giant blow up, balloon dog, Faith." Both of us were nursing complimentary glasses of wine. No one bothered to card either of us allowing full access to the wine and cheese selection.
"Don't be basic; I wanted to share something of myself with you."
"I appreciate it; guess my attempts at humor are unwarranted, could you explain the piece over there please?"
There was a huge wall sized black square mounted on one wall cordoned off with a few spectators observing. Faith led me closer to the canvas staring between it and my face. She seemed appreciative with a glow about herself.
"Why don't you tell me what you see, Jaleel." We both stood there for a few minutes as I tried to figure out what to say, but then an answer dawned on me.
"It's a window; yeah, some kind of portal that honestly creeps me out a bit because I don't know if we're looking into it or if something is peering out at us right now. What do you see, Faith?"
"I see a black square."
"You just had to go there, didn't you?" She was already giggling pressed close to my side with a palm at the small of my back. I couldn't help but laugh too, as we took in the black square once more.
I turned back into her waiting lips.
It just happened spontaneously out of the blue. We both went with it flowing freely into one another. Our tongues intertwined in a sensual duel as she turned fully into my chest wrapping her arms around my abdomen. I followed suite embracing and pulling her into my body carefully. Several rabbit pecks to the cheeks and lips followed afterwards.
"Let's get dinner first, okay?" She asked timidly.
"I'm yours."
One of the gallery assistants, an elderly silver haired woman smiled warmly handing Faith a swag bag containing some flyers, postcards of the displayed art and a bottle of red wine. She didn't ask for ID wishing us well as I took custody of the gift bag. I could barely take my eyes away from her face as we strolled a few blocks to a small fusion restaurant. Somehow, we managed more small talk and light, playful banter. That kiss lingered in my head and probably hers as well. It was probably somewhere north of nine in the evening as we made it back to her car when I realized something.
"Hey, uhm?"
"What?"
"I don't have a phone; I didn't even think about it once while we were together."
"I don't understand." Faith's brow furrowed in confusion, but I gingerly tugged at her thumb drawing her close. We shared our second kiss with her back to the passenger side of her vehicle. I broke the kiss this time, concerned.
"That wasn't too much, was it?"
"That wasn't enough, Jaleel."
Her hands were cupping my butt as she initiated our third, sensual make out session. I planted my palms flat on the top of her car unwilling to reciprocate grabbing her cheeks in kind. I was content to follow her lead allowing her to grope and knead my bottom.
"Hey, I've got to tell you something; it's been on my mind for a couple of days now, but first I want to know something."
"What is it?" I was a bit worried at the sudden tone shift in her voice.
"Was Kimberly Bivens really the first girl you ever slept with?"
"Yes."
"And your friend's older sister, Hope; she was the second followed by Charity Gilbert; no others after?"
"Yes." Now I was definitely worried that shit luck was rearing its ugly head at the ninth hour, but Faith hadn't released me, sliding her interlocked fingers up into the small of my back.
"Can I be the next girl you sleep with Jaleel?" Faith asked demurely in the silence of the parking lot. I was literally blown away by the question. The green in her corneas seemed that much brighter as I shook my head.
Things were heady and surreal for the most part as Faith drove us to her place not too far from the outskirts of the downtown adjacent area with strains of "RIGHT NOW" by Al B. Sure flowing throughout her car as we held hands. Turns out Faith always wanted to visit those galleries and the restaurant on a date. Keeping her nose in the books almost to the exclusion of all else had been a concerted effort which earned her several accolades and a spot on the student council right under Charity Gilbert. The girls maintained an easy enough, worked amiable relationship due in no small part to Faith's willingness to defer to the toxic egomaniac. Seeing her now outside of school brought with it the fact that Faith was literally a princess in disguise. I felt truly sorry I hadn't met Faith earnestly before Charity.
"Does anything look familiar, Jaleel?" We pulled over outside a row of brownstone apartments, some a bit more colorful looking than others. I picked up on her meaning right away in seconds.
"Charity lives around here, huh?!" My pulse quickened expecting some sort of shenanigans, but Faith gave my hands a light squeeze.
"We used to be neighbors after she moved in with her mother a while back; kinda fast friends, more like frenemies when she transferred into my school. Her mother enrolled her in a magnet school a few blocks over, but she couldn't cut the mustard, so she followed me to our school. Big fish in a small pond because the curriculum at our school is more uhm, relaxed. She knew she'd look like a genius in that environment."
"Why're you telling me about this now?"
"Because I'm nothing like her in the slightest; she tailors herself to each person she meets, and they never see it coming until she cuts their throats. That's why I was so mad earlier today. It felt like she stole my personality to ultimately FUCK you over." It was the first time she actually used blue language in front of me.
"Is there something else?"
"Yeah I want a promise from you Jaleel."
"What promise?"
"That we'll still be friends after we sleep together; I want to be with you. I want you to make love to me because I want my first time to be with a good guy. "I glanced over finding her eyes glistening in the early evening darkness.
I gave her hand a little squeeze of affirmation.
"One more thing Jaleel; I'm not gonna be at school with you when you return. I'm kind of going abroad with my dad. He's got this job overseas and uhm, I've learned Chinese. Pretty fluent at it so he worked out something with MTH Corp so that I could get a job as an interpreter, too."
"Damn." I whispered sitting there holding hands. Her grasp tightened around mine as she looked around afraid to peer into my face. Both of us were audibly breathing as the music played, just sitting outside her home.
"Jaleel, kiss me."
The brownstone containing Faith's abode was similar to Charity's but a little more pragmatic in design and furnishings. The difference came when we entered Faith's bedroom which was a vision in cream colored walls, matching home office with active laptop. Her bureau was part of those cream colored walls with black rectangular drawers embedded each with primary color circular knobs.
Also of note was the day bed used by Faith which could accommodate one prone body at most. It was more like a couch than a bed, white with three drawers underneath following the design aesthetic, pink bedding and three throw pillows. I chuckled at the strategically placed undersized teddy bears sitting there.
"Don't laugh at my stuff."
"You can come over my house and laugh at my crappy room, okay?" She kissed me on the cheek directing me to have a seat on her bed slipping the swag bag from my grasp. I got a good view of her butt as she walked to her door.
"I can feel you looking, Jaleel." I just shrugged as she pulled the door closed.
I glanced over finding a family portrait on her desk depicting Faith's parents along with her as a twelve year old. Her mother had succumbed to breast cancer a year and a half earlier leaving her husband and daughter to find their strength in one another. Faith explained that her father was already overseas working as a geologist for a foreign company. He was a specialist in his field and trusted his daughter enough to allow her to complete a formal education in the states. But it seemed, he was missing her enough to arrange a lucrative job if she joined him in the east.
Faith returned with our complimentary bottle of wine chilled in an ice bucket, sans heels. She filled our glasses before plunking down beside me facing her half opened bedroom door. She sat there beside me lazily swinging her legs below the knee for a few moments before sticking one out straight in front of me looking at her bare foot. I followed the movement for seconds before realizing she was smiling at me. It was wholly intentional giving her a smirk as my head bobbed matching the cadence of that leg.
"Really like my legs, huh Jaleel?"
"Yeah, they're beautiful like the rest of you, Faith." We toasted emptying our glasses.
"I was on the track team in grade school, got a little too much into the competition after my first loss. So dad got me a treadmill and ran with me on the weekends. I ended up with these legs, so I guess it worked out."
"I should work out."
"Yeah, is that right Jaleel?"
"Oh yeah."
"Maybe you should work out on me." Faith leaned over finding me ready and willing as our tongues dueled and intwined sensually.
She was kissing me more wantonly and passionate than before covering my bulge with her palm. Her palm blanketed my covered tumescence as she massaged, squeezed, and traced its length with her middle and index fingers, vertically rubbing me into a frenzy. After a few seconds of this she suddenly groped my endowment as much as she could with her thin fingers.
It was apparent that she was getting her perv on, unfiltered. Faith moaned into my mouth partially breaking the seal but lightly nibbling on my bottom lip before breaking contact. We stared into one another's eyes gasping before she averted her gaze down to my zipper bringing her other hand into play. I leaned back on her daybed supporting my weight with both palms flattened.
It was amazing to see her open enchantment with my endowment as the new hand continued playing and stroking my shaft while her fingers captured my zipper. I noticed a slight tremor in her hand as she audibly inhaled, drawing my zipper down. I was erect to the point that it throbbed and hurt a little. The instant my briefs came into view between the almond shaped negative space on my slacks, her fingers invaded impatiently finally drawing my turgid erection out before her eyes. Realization that she was seeing a man's penis for the first time made things clearer.
It was a role reversal after being with three experienced women beforehand.
Faith had this look of curiosity, sexually speaking glancing between my face and cock as she drew the shaft fully out. I was content to let her do as she pleased watching as she softly stroked it a few times before pressing her thumb into the tiny slit on my crown. She used both hands in counter motions playing to her heart's content. Precum began pouring out of the mushroom tip of my cock earning her attention. She tightened her grip around the base of my member sliding her other hand along the shaft with increasing intensity and slickness.
It felt heavenly having those thin fingers of hers sliding and stroking in youthful, exuberant playfulness. My hand finally drifted up timidly cupping the underside of her right breast. It was a perfect handful, defiant and bouncy when kneaded as my thumb encountered a thickened nipple. There was no brassiere as she gasped when I brushed against that nipple. Faith reached up hooking a thumb into her top drawing it down until a nice pair of swooping breasts appeared before my eyes. They were probably at or under a 34C-cup. Faith's perky breasts were topped with these puffy areolas and thickened nipples.



"Sorry, I don't have good tits; they're kinda weird." She confessed looking anxious.
"They're beautiful."
I palmed her lower back drawing her close enough to take the closest nipple into my mouth. Faith was obliged to rise up kneeling at my left side almost straddling it in order to give me full access to her tit. Her body was covered in some sort of sweetened glaze or oil that left kind of vanilla flavor lightly mixed with the bitterness of her perspiration. I unintentionally ended up suckling that nipple harder than I wanted as she lovingly cradled my head, moaning. The sound of her breathy gasps was hypnotic leaving me enthralled as she dipped down cradling my face between her hands wantonly making out.
"Help me with this, Jaleel." Faith got up standing between my thighs pressed into the edge of her bed. My cock was pointing straight up at the ceiling fan over her daybed.
My heart skipped a beat looking at her extraordinarily narrow waist, pelvis and the outrageous violin hip dip that drew the attention to those long, shapely muscular legs. I noticed that her skirt bore stress lines from being stretched to capacity by those powerful looking thighs. Faith stood over me waiting patiently as I took it all in stride enjoying the moment like Christmas morning.
"Undress me." My fingers trembled a bit as I grabbed the hem of that black miniskirt noting each of the multicolored applique butterflies.
I tugged finding the task more difficult than I would've imagined as Faith chuckled wetly cupping my chin in encouragement. I went at it again, succeeding this time as the elasticity of the material allowed the garment to clear her hips ending up in a ring at her bare feet. Faith was full of revelation and surprise this increasingly fateful night.
"Where are your panties?"
"In the kitchen, on the floor." My member throbbed at the thought of her peeling off her underwear while filling an ice bucket.
Her muff was clean shaven and puffy looking enough, that my mouth was watering. Those violin shaped hips were every bit as spectacular unencumbered by clothing. There was a minute diamond shaped thigh gap calling out to me. Faith let out this sustained gasp of pleasure as I leaned forward dipping my tongue between her thick thighs taking advantage of the miniscule triangle of negative space between them. My fingers clawed into the middle of her thighs as my slimy tongue slid along the tight entrance to her virtue. I continued as my technique evolved into a scooping motion.
Faith trembled, those powerful legs rubbery and faltering a bit necessitating a firmer grip on her thighs as she palmed the back of my head, urging me forward. This was Faith's first time receiving oral as I pushed my chin in her direction managing to part her tight labia. Things got a little heated as she put a foot up on the bed beside my left thigh allowing further penetration. After a few moments, Faith spread her flower open silently prodding me to her clit. Attacking it set off fireworks across her being, as she unintentionally pressed against my mouth. Her wetness came in excess as I focused on her button teasing and tickling until she lost control stepping up onto the couch.
Suddenly my face was wedged between her thighs as Faith steadied herself with a palm flattened against the wall above my head. It was feral in nature, so visceral that I had to go with it wildly licking and sucking with abandon. These distressed sounds coming from her were partially muffled by Faith biting her bottom lip. Her nails dug into my scalp as she began to crest before full on going over the precipice. Faith started whimpering and gasping as tremors dominated her athletic form wholesale. The humidity was omnipresent as the teen coed ground one out on my face shivering to a halt. It took her a minute or two coming down from that natural high before she realized what she'd done.
"Quid pro quo?" It turned out to be a rhetorical question as she placed her glasses on my head, stepping down onto the floor.
The long and lean ingenue got down kneeling between my thighs, quickly relieving me of my shoes and socks. Meticulous attention to detail went into unbuckling and sliding my pants off with single minded purpose while my prick remained fully engorged dying for attention.
"My turn, Faith." She raised both hands allowing me to slide the peasant blouse free of her body, dropping it to the floor at her side. Her swooping breasts were uncovered fully, perfection personified begging to be handled.
"No, it's my turn Jaleel."
She somewhat clumsily pushed me back at angle going for my cock with feverish intent. It was her first time as half of my shaft disappeared between her prominent lips. Faith was overly eager enough that things got wet, syrupy, and sloppy in moments. Her nails racked my abs sliding upward covering my peck finding a nipple which she tweaked. Slurping sounds filled her bedroom as I watched those lips slide along my many veined covered shaft. I was at the center of a tempest as her tongue came into play. The girl was a natural taking to the cusp very quickly. My lower back involuntarily arched towards her as my inner thighs began to tighten and pulse.
"Ah shit girl; if you don't stop, I'm gonna cum!" I warned.
"Okay!!" I did a double take as Faith wrapped her long narrow fingers around my tortured shaft frenetically stroking away from her pumping lips while her head frantically bobbed in my lap.
"AWWWWNNNNN!!" The nigh falsetto cry that was forced out of my depths was so embarrassing, that I grabbed the nearest throw pillow covering my face with it.
My pelvis shot up into the air mashing into her lips and to her credit, Faith rode it out continuously sucking and frantically stroking until I was devoid of strength, limbs rubbery flopping all over the place. The suction was incredible, sexually tantalizing on an indescribable level. It seemed to go on forever before I realized Faith was rolling right through my climax into a secondary even more powerful erection, audibly popping her lips when she was done.
"Did you like that?"
"Oh shit girl; behave yo'self." I whimpered as my cock stood at full mast right up the center of her face from my point of view. She thumped my erection with her pointer finger making me yelp, laughing at my reaction.
"You know what I wanna see now, right?" Faith nodded slowly standing turning her back to me.
Exaggerated violin shaped hips and powerful thighs aside, Faith had a thick, prominent but odd shaped butt with a very high and deep gluteal cleft affirming her sister girl status. This, medium sized monster emerged slightly shelf-like from the very end of her well defined back gradually expanding at the junction connecting her pelvis and thighs with the rest becoming this compact, ripened donk a size and a half bigger than my large hands. It looked amazing sitting at the top of her model length legs. Truly a spear or teardrop shape accentuated with a diamond shaped bit of negative space between her thighs.
"How in the hell did you hide this thing?" I was actually thinking out loud.
"Wasn't easy; there's a lot of pervs walking around our campus. I have to admit that I've kicked a groin or two in the last couple of years."
"You don't say?"
There was no helping myself as my lips found her full left buttock rabbit kissing it a few times before outright licking it with mounting hunger. Faith shuddered as I paid equal attention to both luscious halves sinking my thumbs into her pronounced gluteal undercuff. Faith shuddered as I sampled the top of her rear cleft intending to run my tongue along the distance. Instead she bent over planting her hands on her knees at a perfect ninety degree angle. I pulled the halves apart snacking on her inner pinkness and essence thinking I'd discovered some new delicacy.
"Help me Jaleel."
"What do you need, baby?"
I kissed the back of her thighs before she pivoted kneeling down to open the center drawer in the base of her day bed. We worked together drawing out a fluffy comforter spreading it out on the floor like we were having a clandestine picnic in her bedroom. My eyes followed her butt which looked even better when she was on all fours.
"I think it's time for those condoms; don't you agree Jaleel?"
"You knew?"
"I talked to your mom; you know, we've talked a lot since you got hurt. I think she likes me, so uhm, she put those in that little baggie while we were having coffee in your kitchen this morning." It was a happy revelation and further embarrassment finding out that my mother endorsed our little outing.
"Shit, I'm never gonna hear the end of it." I pulled the crumpled baggie from my pocket removing the box as Faith got comfortable lying on her side, watching.
"Those condoms were in your room; wanna explain?"
"Ask my mother, she brought them." There was no way in hell I was explaining that I'd received the condoms the day after sleeping with Charity Gilbert.
"No thanks, but I think we should use all of them tonight; what do you think?" Faith didn't wait for an answer ripping open the box pulling out the trio of gold foiled condoms.
She got me standing for a continuation of that second awesome blow job before sheathing my throbbing erection in latex. Even afterwards, she blew me for another five minutes. It seemed that she figured sucking me off first would make me last longer at the moment of truth as she reclined staring up into my face, a little nervous.
I knelt between her long legs as Faith accommodated me by grabbing the back of her knees folding them into her chest. She was beyond wet and ready for her first time, but still visibly anxious. The swollen mushroom crown of my endowment tapped her puffy looking slit causing a deluge of wetness to run down the crack of her butt. I pressed it against her feeling a sliver of volcanic heat as her labia began to part.
"Careful." Her voice faltered a little giving me pause there on my knees, but Faith reached up, hands outstretched beckoning me close.
"Hold me tight, Jaleel." I was on all fours hovering over her perfect body.
I carefully embraced her, wrapping my arms around her neck as she responded in kind. Faith interlocked her ankles into the small of my back gradually tightening her grip around me drawing me downward.
The head of my cock pushed against her still finding a labored resistance despite her wetness. I let it rest there hearing her labored whimpering in my ear responding with a deep, soulful kiss that relaxed her tensed up shoulders.
"Do it Jaleel, take me." She moaned, prodding me with her interlocked ankles.
Everything I had was quickly inside as Faith shrieked loudly leaving a ringing in my ears for a few seconds. Her mouth hung agape; eyes widened to the point their white were plainly visible in the darkness. I thought to withdraw backward but Faith tightened her limbs around me in constricting fashion. It was as if the young ingenue sought to squeeze the life right out of me externally and internally. She was narrow with a pulsing tightness to her canal that invited the involuntary yet inspired rutting that followed. Faith dug trenches in my back, nearly squeezing the life out of me with those powerful legs honed from hours of competitive running in her formative years.
Soon Faith had succeeded in finding a mutual rhythm complimenting my impassioned thrusts into her honey pot. We found symbiosis, a oneness that engulfed our being creating this bubble that left neither of us sure where one began and the other ended. There as no room left for playful banter or talk as our lower halves rose arching into one another, mounds grinding and twisting to some internal music only we were privy to embraced by darkness. In time, Faith began trembling uncontrollably as she began to crest under my increasingly animalistic thrusts.
Faith was about to cum and so was I, savagely spearing her depths with unbridled lust and abandon. We tightened our embrace around each other until both were literally squeezing the life out of the other.
"JALEEL, DON'T LET GO OF MEEEE!!" Faith screamed before sinking her teeth into my shoulder.
The pain was fleeting as I climaxed with a yelping cry of my own emptying everything inside. I kept plunging and pounding into her tightness until I was sliding into a deluge of gooey wetness filling the condom.
I'd made Faith a woman.
Neither of us were willing to break the death grip on one another as we kissed and luxuriated in the other's sweat drenched flesh. I winced feeling Faith's tongue on the deep bite mark on my shoulder. My back was also marked up for life, but I didn't care one bit peppering her with rabbit kisses before outright making out with the woman.
"...sorry about your shoulder." She whispered.
"Be quiet."
We made out a little more before I reluctantly rolled off her body which in my opinion was a work of art worthy of the Louvre. We lay on our sides staring at one another, content in the darkness. Faith drew the condom from my spent member tying it off and putting it to the side as she sat upright Indian style. Faith reached over for her purse at the edge of her daybed pulling out my phone.
"You had my phone all this time?" I went for it, but she held it to her chest unwilling to part with it.
"I've had your phone for two weeks now; I told your mom."
"You guys are thick as thieves, huh?" Faith waved off my joke looking apprehensive as she opened it. I didn't know how she'd hacked into my phone worried that she'd seen all of the video clips stored inside.
"There's something I want you to see." Faith handed me the phone as I sat up, wrapping her arms around her drawn up knees.
"What is this?" There was a new video clip.
"Just uhm, watch." I opened the clip, already frightened at what I'd see.
Charity Gilbert's face appeared on the screen making my pulse race. I glanced at Faith before looking at the phone screen.
"Don't you feel bad about what happened; what you did?"
"No, why should I?"
Some girl's voice I didn't recognize was questioning Charity in what appeared to be the teacher's lounge. I recalled that members of the student council were allowed free agency to use the area for meetings and breaks. The attractive narcissist was holding court at a desk intended for use grading papers but was casually texting without a care in the world.
"You got a boy put in the hospital; you hooked up with him, right?"
"Yeah, I fucked him, so what? Jaleel was a means to an end, and I got that end Lisa. He was a small cog in a big machine to get Jayson back in line and it worked beautifully. So what he got fucked up; at least he got some pussy." I could've throttled Charity right through the screen but kept watching.
"You don't have any feels, no remorse?"
"Of course not; haven't you listened to a word I've said for Christ's sake?! Why're we talking about some low tier loser anyway, Lisa?!!" It was obvious that Charity was unaware she was being filmed as she pulled out some lip balm coating her lips.
Before the unseen girl could answer, a hand burst into frame slapping the ever loving shit out of Charity with a loud audible smack that echoed across the lounge. Her head was rocked to the side as another slap collided with the front of her face this time. The owner of the offending hand was directly behind Charity, standing over her chair. The smug beauty had a visibly cut lip as the camera dipped backward revealing Faith looking visibly enraged, yet mute.
"WHU-WHAAAAT?!!" Charity muttered as a fist collided with her left ear toppling her from the seat onto the floor. Lisa the unseen camerawoman stayed with the action as Faith stepped over the toppled chair standing over Charity.
"WHY?!!" The villainess cried out, some blood trickling from her nose.
"I want you to stand up Charity; I want you to get up so that I can knock you down again bitch." Faith's voice was ice cold.
"WHY'RE YOU HITTING ME?!!"
"Get up Charity." Faith launched a punting kick into her thigh, teeth gritted.
"NOOOO!! YOU'RE MY FRIEND, MY BEST FRIEND FAITH!!"
"Get up."
"WE'RE FRIENDS!! WE DON'T NEED TO DO THIS!!"
"Get the fuck up." The clip ended frozen on Charity's horrified features, frozen for prosperity.
I played the clip a few more times as Faith watched pensively. Both of us sitting there I the darkness for a few minutes before I realized tears were running down her cheeks. There was something more at play here that needed to be addressed.
"Tell me."
"I got kicked off the student council; expelled from school for doing that, but I don't regret it one bit. I hated Charity Gilbert, but I hate myself even more for all of it Jaleel."
"Why?"
"Because ever since we met and became fast friends, I've always deferred to that bitch. Told myself that second place was good enough because I wasn't comfortable leading. Just wanted my nose in those fucking books to forget about my dead mother while letting that asshole set herself up as some kind of queen and I got you hurt for it."
"What do you mean?"
"I have uhm, sixth period gym with Kimberly and that skank Treena. I'm invisible to most people who don't know I'm on the student council, so I was in the girl's locker room when Kimberly was bragging about fucking Jayson Stello and how you caught her in the act. She said you cried and watched her getting off with a real man. I thought she was such a whore for talking about that shit."
"So, what did you do?"
"Mentioned it to Charity as a casual aside while we were having lunch later that day. I didn't know she was fuming after finding out Jayson was cheating again more or less. Didn't think about it when I repeated your name to her, forgetting that she was an irredeemable sociopath. So Jaleel, I am the reason you ended up in the hospital."
The puzzle surrounding my assault was complete having come full circle with Faith's virginity as the price tag. I sat there in the darkness pondering all that I'd learned.
"So, what was this tonight; a pity fuck?"
"NO!"
"So what is this Faith; what's going on here?"
"I-I just couldn't leave your side; I was so scared you wouldn't wake up. I told your mom everything, we cried together, and I just sort of never left. I couldn't because... it was my fault. But karma got me too because I got kicked out of school in my senior year and now, I have to leave the country. Everything I told you is true, but my dad is so pissed that he won't let me be near you after I leave! He knows Charity's mother, so they agreed not to press charges because I'm going to live in China with him."
I buried my face in my hands feeling the weight of the world for the second time on my forty first day since being knocked unconscious. I tired hard to fight the tears hating Charity, Kimberly, Charmaine, Treena and that motherfucking Jay Stello.
"You hate me, don't you?"
"No."
"Then what do you feel for me?"
"I guess we'll never know because of a bunch of shitty people at that fucking high school. What about that monster ass nigga who nearly killed me, huh?!!"
"They let him home school." I chuckled not out of humor, but deep seated rage.
Faith sat there watching; it was uncanny, but she always seemed to know when to be mute. This was one of those times.
"Thanks Faith; you're the only one who had my back besides my best friend, Ricky. I don't think we're talking anymore and I'm losing you too; the best thing that's ever..." Faith's head raised up as she stared, mouth agape.
"You're not mad at me; don't hate me?"
"How could I; you're one of the best things that's ever happened to me." I answered without thought.
Before I could react, Faith scrambled across the floor into my arms raining kisses all over my face before making out with me. We lost ourselves in one another leaving the troublesome world behind.



We made love all night and the following day.
Faith was gone Sunday night as I watched her plane fly off into the horizon for parts unknown in the East. Mom was at my side knowing how we felt about one another. She drove me home in complete silence with Michael Jackson's "Earth Song" serenading us from her satellite radio. I broke down as we neared our home. Mom just rubbed my shoulders, waiting with me until I was able to leave the car and go into the house.
...to be continued.
*********************
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"Are you gonna be okay son?"
"Yeah, I got this; you go have a nice day mom."
She insisted on driving me to school a few days after I'd parted ways with Faith. I did my best to look innocuous but knew I wasn't fooling anyone. Despite appearances, she drove off to work anyway leaving me on the curb in front of my high school.
I expected it to be some sort of big deal with lots of external peer pressure and self-flagellating intimidation on my part internally, but I felt barren and empty knowing there was really nothing left inside without Faith and my presumably former best friend Ricky Arias. I vaguely remembered Hope at my bedside emotionally wrought, confessing something that sounded like gibberish through my medicated haze. Faith later informed me that Ricky's distressed older sister found herself at my bedside so distraught in the belief that our mutual incidents were the direct result of her near-nonstop continuous trolling, that she was nearly hospitalized from the grief alone.
I'd wanted to call my friend after that fact, but Faith kept my phone away knowing the probable response. Hours after getting my phone back I found this eventuality to be truth. He'd blocked me cutting me out on social media as well. I didn't have the heart to call Hope figuring he'd take it wrong if he found out. So to that end, I was now going it alone without the support and safety net of a mutual friend. I was just numb at the prospect of navigating an unforgiving world on my own. I hung back looking at some videos on my phone when I felt the odd sensation you get from being watched.
"Uhm, oh right." I mumbled as I turned finding a familiar face walking by mixed in with a crowd of her peers. Kimberly Bivens caught my eye for a fleeting moment as she passed, mouthing "Good Morning" as she disappeared into the double doors leading up into the main lobby of our high school.
Just like that I had my first taste of the immediate past with the sight of Kimberly dredging up memories of the now exiled Jay Stello. Unfortunately for the star football player, football team and the rest of the campus; Jay had been caught on multiple camera phones assaulting me from various angles. More than a few amateur filmmakers arrived late to the scene as I lay unconscious on top of Faith catching the roided out heartthrob punting my head even though I was obviously unconscious.
To say things went viral would be an understatement.
Our one sided tango on the residential street was posted on a plethora of social media sites and Facebook leaving Jay Stello to fight an uphill battle against his own reimagining as a brutish monster. The resultant videos made local news which was a boon to the opposing team our school was facing for the state championship.
The decidedly privileged students were keen and media savvy mounting a social media campaign against Jay Stello that snowballed making things so bad our principal was actively dodging reporters camped out in front of our school. The district superintendent intervened reluctantly placing Jay in homeschooling via Zoom, banning him from participating in the game.
I'd like to say the championship game was competitive, but it honestly a landslide victory for the other school. It was the first year since Jay enrolled that we were without a championship.
I knew without a doubt that I might not be the most popular guy on campus because of this. Yet, I was still numb and disassociated entering the school.
The main corridor was bustling with students milling about and I welcomed the familiar invisibility of my station going to the main office to check back into campus with my doctor's statement. The lobby was filled with various booth from the school clubs for some student fundraising.
There were a number of letterman jacketed athletes intermingled in with the crowd keeping me away from that section of the lobby as I found a seat just inside the main office door. The cheerleaders were having a bake sale as I noticed Kimberly working the cash register, visually somnambulistic. She seemed to feel my eyes studying her finding me through the deluge of people.
She looked away after a few moments ringing up some of the homemade wares for sale on the two covered foldout tables holding a nice spread of pastries and other treats. If I had to guess, I'd say it was a look of shame upon her now beautifully serpentine features. My gaze drifted to her immediate left finding another unwelcomely familiar face, Treena the humanoid jackal.
Her eyes were as wide as saucers, prominent nose and thin lips forming the letter "O" before this expression melted away into a sleazy countenance, I knew all too well. She immediately began nudging the person behind her revealing Charmaine as well pointing in my direction. The old me would've, moved out of view, but I was lethargic to the bullshit at this point.
Charmaine stared pointedly at me; her mood visually undecipherable before swatting her cohort's hand away returning to her work. Treena did a doubletake giving me the opportunity to move to the other wooden bench just inside the office door. Treena resembled a humanoid rat and I was tired of looking at her. I didn't have long to wait finding that my counselor was just as disinterested in my progress hurriedly signing me back onto campus. I walked out hands in my pockets to my locker but glanced backward at Kimberly finding her handing a bag of treats to some guy I recognized from the baseball team before giving him a kiss on the cheek.
I just shrugged walking to the first class we shared.
"Welcome back Jaleel; I trust you are doing well?" Mr. Harvey was standing just outside the classroom. For some reason, I felt like flipping him the bird.
The first thing I noticed when I walked into class was a visible seating change in regards to my two female antagonists since the Kimberly Bivens ordeal began. Charmaine was sitting in the last row towards the back of the class adjacent to the badly painted brick walls. She glanced up at me quickly looking into her text book as I found jackal Treena sitting on the opposite side of the room grinning at me and waving. If I had a pistol, she would've been in serious trouble.
"Excuse me Jaleel." Kimberly walked in behind me, her tone meek and demure as I allowed her to pass. She retained her original seat placing a clear baggie of treats on my desk before taking her seat.
"Jaleel, take your seat; we're having a pop quiz in the last quarter of this module."
"Sure."
After that, Mr. Harvey's voice droned out sounding like the indecipherable voice used for adults on those old Charlie Brown cartoons. The plastic Ziploc baggie on the edge of my desk contained a chocolate cupcake topped with white frosting and raspberry accompanying three star shaped butter cookies inset with multi colored gummy stars. I found myself staring at it recalling a story from Greek mythology related to me by Faith as we sat nude watching the sun come up following a night of passion. The story of Persephone daughter of Mother Earth, the Goddess Demeter.
Persephone was regal, arrestingly beautiful with an inner light that enchanted all who beheld it. The demigoddess like to play and frolic in the endless fields where an eternal springtime reigned. Hades brother of Zeus, king of all the Greek Gods, himself God of the Underworld suddenly appeared snatching the ingenue down into the underworld. Her light and natural enchantment had so enthralled the smitten God that he tempted fate to have her to himself.
Demeter pleaded with Zeus to return her child, but Hades refused adamantly defying the ultimate authority in the person of his own brother. Thus denied, Demeter whaled and savaged the Earth creating a barren wasteland drawing away the lush vegetation, animals, and heat. Man cried out to the heavens, but Demeter wouldn't relent when approached by Zeus and Hades was in love to the detriment of all else. Persephone didn't initially reciprocate driving the besotted God of the Underworld to ply her with exotic gifts, treats and all manner of delicacies. Yet Persephone would give him nothing, no interaction of any kind.
Secretly she'd come to enjoy his overtures in regards to her person while the world withered and died above. Finally, Zeus had enough of the universal discord demanding Demeter heal the planet, but yet she refused prompting Zeus to decree to his brother that Persephone be returned to her mother untouched, but still Hades held fast.
Zeus brought Demeter and Hades together in celestial court proclaiming that Persephone would be returned under the condition that she had not partaken of anything in Hades underworld realm, less she be irretrievably intertwined with the Dark God. Distraught Hades was not to be undone returning to Persephone with the news imploring her to eat something before being returned to her mother. The secretly crestfallen demigoddess acquiesced partaking of six pomegranate seeds. After being returned, Hades made the case revealing that Persephone had eaten of his kingdom, those six seeds demanding her return. Demeter raged, but Zeus in his infinite wisdom, decreed that Persephone would be bound to Hades for six month out of the year.
Persephone was wed to Hades becoming Queen of the Underworld for exactly six months. As dowry, Demeter vowed the Earth would be dry, harsh, and barren for those six months until her daughter returned.
This is the story of winter.
Kimberly Bivens bag of treats remained untouched as class filtered out a little under thirty minutes later. This obese guy named Ernie Smalls snapped up the discarded treats as I cleared the doorway. The next two classes and homeroom went by in a blur as I spent the day reminiscing about that night with Faith and the following day. We'd resolved to do everything humanly possible in the remaining time just under thirty six hours, making love, talking, and screwing each other to distraction. I found myself getting aroused at the thought of her nude body remembering how inviting her derriere looked when she was on all fours getting railed from behind. Nothing was off the table as our couplings got more desperate as the deadline approached. I wondered what she was doing at that precise moment. Me, I was looking at lunch alone.
"HEY JALEEL, WHUS GOOD?!!" I pushed through the double doors to the school cafeteria finding Treena standing directly in my path.
"No." I raised a palm to her face continuing over to the takeout counter with the intent of snagging a slice of pizza and a canned soda. She wasn't going to be denied following closely giggling in impish fashion.
"HEY NIGGA, HOW'S IT DO? WHUS GOOD WITH THAT BRAIN SURGERY, EH? HEY JALEEL, YOU HEAR ME TALKING RIGHT?!!" I ignored her getting a large styrofoam cup full of pink lemonade while another cafeteria worker used a spatula to shovel the cheaply made slice of pepperoni pizza onto a paper plate.
"HEY MAN, SO YOU AND TITTY ELOPE, OR WHAT?!!" Time froze as I thought of my estranged friend Ricky Arias. I recalled that last memory of my best friend sitting humiliated in the boys shower, completely defeated and demoralized.
"...down low nigga." Treena whispered in my ear, way too close for comfort.
Everything shifted into slow motion as her scavengers beauty was drenched in pink lemonade followed by the large styrofoam cup which harmlessly bounced off her forehead. It was a sixty four ounce cup which held enough liquid to displace one of the oversized false lashes perched over her big, expressive eyes. Her mouth was agape likely receiving a good portion of my soda as well. Time returned to normal as Treena doubled over both hands covering her face as if I'd thrown acid. Her shrill harpy scream alerted everyone not immediately witness to her instant humiliation.
"Fuck you bitch, keep my boy name out your mouth."
Treena's screaming fit continued as she had a meltdown of epic proportions, actually jumping in place while everybody else took it all in, unfazed. It only took a moment to realize what she was up to as I peered over her shoulder seeing the popular kids table full of football players and other assorted jocks. One of their own being attacked didn't go over well as I suddenly found myself looking at a human wall of China made up of roided out steroid jocks and assorted thugs.
"Alright, who's next?" I timidly raised my fists.
To my surprise, the jocks slowly resumed their seats while Treena continued raging gradually ignoring her theatrics to my surprise. Treena slowly regarded me for a few seconds before taking a seat quietly at the table as well. My gaze traveled beyond the table to various students including Kimberly Bivens and her new beau.
I realized they weren't looking at me glancing over my shoulder.
Every student and peer behind me were standing up, brows furrowed, fists at the ready all the way back to the other side of the student cafeteria. It seemed a good portion of the school had my back as the cafeteria worker handed me that slice of pizza and a new cup of pink lemonade. I found a seat safely on the other side of the cafeteria.
"Uhm, excuse me Jaleel."
"Yeah, who are you?" This moppet of a girl, obviously an underclassman was standing there with a visibly disinterested male companion.
"Uh hi, my name's Lisa Jackson and We have a mutual acquaintance. You know uhm, Faith, right?" My heart skipped a beat unsure of what to expect next.
"I know here." I half mumbled.
"Well, she had to go to China to live with her dad because she got expelled; it was so unfair and everything, but I got to talk with her on facetime from over there. Her dad's a butthole for cutting her off from all of her friends and stuff, but she wanted me to say hello for her."
"Thanks."
"I got a few pictures from her, but Faith's dad made her take down her social media a few hours later. Uhm, I thought you might like to see them, Jaleel." I tried to hide the emotion welling up inside as Lisa sat beside me while her friend looked annoyed.
The first few phone pics showed Faith in her new home with numerous boxes of clothes and other knick knacks littering the hardwood floors of her bedroom. The others revealed the postmodern, hi-tech apartment without a hint of Faith herself. I found a selfie of Faith in some silk pajamas followed by sightseeing photos which made me painfully ache to be with her. I would've traded in my current life to be with her in an instant. The last few depicted her in full business suit taking what amounted to a class photo with her Chinese coworkers. I noticed some Asian guy, kinda beefy looking lingering in these feeling pangs of jealousy that I batted away until I found the last photo of them playing golf together.
"Uhm, thank you very much Lisa." I couldn't hide my emotion and didn't want to; it felt like she might be already moving on.
"Hey, you gonna be okay?"
"Sure."
"It's not her fault, her dad thinks she needs a change of scenery because we're bad influences on her at this school. Faith wanted to go to this school to be with her people instead of going to the magnet schools where she lived. It just got messed up when Charity followed her over here."
"Yeah, she mentioned that; too bad they couldn't send Charity over there instead." I was silently livid at the thought of the malevolent sociopath.
"She wanted me to tape what she was going to do, but I didn't know she was going to beat Charity up. They actually cuffed Faith and the police were here; it was a mess."
"I didn't know that."
"Yeah, so she got off because Faith's dad paid Charity's mom some money and promised to move her over to China with him. He was letting her live in their home alone as training for having her own place, but she got in too much trouble." I chaffed inside not wanting any more details on my lost lady love.
"Lisa, you're a good friend; look I'm..." I was about to walk out, but Lisa interrupted.
"I dropped out of the student council because I can't stand Charity Gilbert. Some of my friends did too; because she's too extra and shit. That bitch always gets her way and I think it sucks how she changed the narrative for Jay Stello, too. They're both assholes, but he's still gonna get everything."
"What're you talking about?"
"Oh right, you just came back today so you aren't in the know. Jay Stello got cancelled big time on social media and here on campus after people started posting that fight you guys had. A lot of people are blaming you for us losing the state championship, but it's that bitch's fault. Charity thinks her shit don't stink and she's gone all Meghan Markle with Jay on the news a day ago."
"Huh?"
"Oh yeah, here check it out."
Lisa pulled up a video clip from YouTube which had a thumbnail of Jay Stello, his mother and one Charity Gilbert. The happy narcissistic couple were even wearing matching white sweaters as his head lay across Charity's lap. I noticed the same blonde reporter, one of Jay's biggest fans, conducting the sit down interview. It looked like a hotel room as Charity dabbed at her eyes faking crocodile tears.
"I didn't want Jayson to do this because I know how much he loves me; we've been together for so long and I really blame myself for all of this ma'am. You see, Jayson was defending my honor."
"What exactly do you mean, Charity?"
"Well, we were on break, kinda having a rough patch and I uhm, threw myself into my work at the school outreach. I was uh, helping out a student with some issues and..." Charity was really working it with an Oscar worthy performance as the reporter handed her some extra tissues.
"Charity, are you okay to continue?"
"Yeah, just give me a moment."
"How are you doing Jayson?" The reporter leaned forward placing a comforting hand on his shoulder. I could've sworn I saw a flash of anger in Charity's eyes at that instant, but nobody seemed to notice. Jay just nodded as the hand withdrew.
"He is so distraught about what happened; it was uh, unfortunate." His mother added looking equally haggard.
"It's my fault, I should've kept it to myself."
"And what is that Charity?"
"Well this student was troubled, much more than I would've thought and uh... there was an entanglement. I broke it off before anything substantial happened, but he was so convincing and I-regretted it afterwards."
"So, what're we talking about Charity?"
"Well, he got into my phone when I was out of the room and found some pics intended for Jayson. I didn't know until he tried to sexually blackmail me later. He was gonna post my pics, on social media and I didn't know what to do, so I contacted Jayson."
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!" I bolted up holding the phone in both hands, alarming Lisa, and associate.
"Mostly everybody know that's bullshit, Jaleel." Lisa gently took the phone from my hands as rage bristled inside my chest.
"Mostly?" I retorted as Lisa's friend came between us.
"Forget this; let's go Lisa." He half dragged her away giving me the side eye. I was under the impression this sophomore was in the opposing camp. I fished out my phone catching the rest of the interview.
"I let my teammates down, my school and God; but what was I supposed to do? I had to protect Charity. She's gonna be my wife one day, have my children."
"So, what now Jayson; what Jayson Stello are we gonna see when you take the field next year in Oregon?" I was livid watching both of the villains sitting there hand in hand, fake crying drumming up sympathy from the clueless masses.
"Well Marianne, it's one day at a time; I'm talking to my spiritual adviser and running drills for some recruiters too; wanna make sure I keep Oregon State on their toes." The interview ended with everyone involved having a good laugh.
"Bitch must pay." The bell rang in the background as students began filing out of the cafeteria.



Gym was my next class, but my physician gave me a pass for the next few months, so I was pretty much riding the bleachers, so it wasn't necessary for me to go into the boy's locker room. I was glad for that because it would dredge up memories of Ricky Arias, my best friend. I felt doubly guilty for not being there when he was assaulted and sleeping with his older sister beforehand. Hope insisted she was trying to help me get over Kimberly; but was actually self-medicating from her own horrific freshman college experience. I'd been told that he visited the hospital with the intent of confronting me but was blocked by Faith.
I pulled out my phone staring out at the disparate student traffic across the open gymnasium. Other than a few groups of guys playing a pickup game of basketball, and various calisthenics, the place was somber. My gaze travelled across the gym floor unfortunately finding Treena at the other side still in the throws or last vestiges of her meltdown.
She was talking to an oddly disinterested Charmaine who appeared to be cutting class along with several other girls. Honestly, I felt like taking my sneaker off and beaning her in the head with it. There was no way she was gonna let me walk off campus without her get back. Treena was the third wheel in a forced trio with Charmaine and Kimberly.
"HEY MAN, WHAT YOU DOING UP IN HERE?!!"
I looked over finding three football players glaring at me with criminal intent. The misinformation campaign launched by Charity Gilbert and Jay Stello was in full effect before I'd even returned to campus dangerously putting me on everyone's radar. These guys also blamed me for their lopsided loss to a more privileged campus taking away what they likely believed was their physical equalizer compared to the other school's vast resources. I'd become a pariah akin to Saddam Rushdie without lifting a finger.
"It's my gym period; that's why I'm here."
"NO, IT AIN'T MY NIGGA; YOU NEEDS TO GET UP OUTTA HERE!!" I'd been in a few classes with this guy last year and he was normally an affable kind of fellow, but that staggering loss snapped his goodwill, and I didn't want another trip back to the ER as Mr. Day appeared.
"Dondre, what're doing boy?"
"HEY MR. DAY, WE TOLD HIM TO GET UP OUTTA HERE; HIS PRESENCE AIN'T APPRECIATED!!" Dondre was unfazed in the face of an adult reiterating the attendant football player's demands.
"You wanna do some breakdown PT; wanna do laps for the next two periods, huh?" It was a weak threat.
"ALL DUE RESPECT, WE DO THAT SHIT ANYWAY; SO, YOU TELLING US THAT WE SHOULD JUST TAKE CARE OF BUSINESS RIGHT NOW, HUH MAN?!! I DON'T CARE ABOUT GETTING SUSPENDED, WE LOST THE GAME!!" At best, the slender forty something gym teacher was looking directly at the barrel chest of a guy that towered over him along with equally incensed eighteen year old's bursting with testosterone.
"Jaleel, why don't you go into the main building, hang out in the cafeteria or the study hall. I'll give you a pass for the rest of the week." He motioned for me to come down off the bleachers.
"NAW MAN, DON'T BRING YOUR ASS BACK IN HERE NO MORE!!" Dondre yelled over the gym teacher as Mr. Day walked me to his office. I was scared for my life wondering if I'd be safe walking the campus.
"Come on, just let it roll off your back, Jaleel."
"Yeah, sure Mr. Day." I glanced backward noticing Dondre and his teammates talking with a bunch of other people.
"Maybe you could get one of those stay at home deals, Jaleel." The teacher commented dourly letting me know that he might share his student's beliefs.
The look on his oblong features reminded of the day my friend Ricky had been assaulted and his ineffectual handling of the situation. Now my only friend was gone as I noticed Lisa Jackson watching from the bleachers at the opposite side of the gym. I never knew we shared a period together.
"I've got a better idea, Mr. Day." I stopped in my tracks.
"What's that boy?"
"David and Goliath, you familiar?"
"WHAT'RE YOU TALKING ABOUT?!!" I couldn't tell if he was irritated or befuddled, but I was busy fishing around in my pocket.
"Bible story, little guy kills giant with a pebble shot out of a slingshot; heard that one before, right?"
"Maybe you should stop by the school nurse, kid."
"Alright then, I'll go Kaepernick on those fucking jocks."
Before Mr. Day could grab or otherwise stop me, I was halfway across the gym floor power walking towards Dondre, his attendant teammates and some of their equally fearsome associates. My approach was immediately noted as one of the jocks nudged Dondre who came out to meet me in the center of the gymnasium floor fists raised. I fiddled as he closed in on me knowing Mr. Day was also seconds from grabbing me drawing out my phone. I had seconds, bringing up the clip of Faith assaulting Charity.
I took a knee right there in the center of the gymnasium, both hands raised holding my phone upward facing the incoming danger, defiant. Ironically, I was kneeling on the painted school emblem.
"OH WHAT IS THIS SORRY SHIT; YOU KNUCKLING UP, OR WHAT?!!" Dondre was more than ready to send me back to the ER, perhaps even the morgue to avenge their lost glory. Somehow Treena was right up front, visibly salivating.
"More like...or what, Dondre." Some of thee other students crowded in from my other side either in support or thirsty for blood.
"OH WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS BRIGHT EYES?!!" Dondre noticed the phone in my raised hands.
"The Truth."
"GIMME THIS SHIT, NIGGA!!" He snatched the phone from my hands skinning a few fingers in the process. I was unfortunately left with a view of his crotch before averting my eyes to the floor waiting for peer judgement on par with Lord of the Flies.
"Yeah, I fucked him, so what? Jaleel was a means to an end, and I got that end Lisa. He was a small cog in a big machine to get Jayson back in line and it worked beautifully. So what he got fucked up; at least he got some pussy."
Charity Gilbert's smug disembodied voice confessed her crime.
"The fuck?"
Treena was the first to speak; I recognized her voice standing right over me but didn't want to look up from the gym floor. Someone put a hand on my shoulder. I thought it was Mr. Day, but I was wrong.
"It was all Charity Gilbert, it's true she was playing with both of these guys. I was there in the teacher's lounge; she texted her boyfriend when Jaleel accidentally ran into the teacher's lounge. Charity wanted Jay to beat him up. I was there when that video happened, too."
Lisa Jackson was proving to be a natural heir apparent to my earthbound guardian angel, Faith.
"Hey man what the fuck; this some old bullshit!!"
"Some trash bitch cost us the game; Dondre, what now man?!!" One of the football players had a frightening baritone voice as I glanced up finding everyone looking at Dondre whose face had become a mask of rage. Mr. Day proved just as ineffectual looking at the proceedings instead of intervening like he should.
"BITCH-MUST-PAY!!"
I was nearly trampled by a wall of students following the jocks and other associates out of the gymnasium. Though bowled over, it was a miracle I hadn't been hurt as I noticed my discarded android on the gym floor. I scrambled barely retrieving it standing up to find Mr. Day staring at me still befuddled, idiotic.
"WHAT IS THIS SHIT, JALEEL?!!"
"Justice."
I bolted off to ride the rising tide of retribution exiting the gym, pass in hand ensuring I was covered as the tail end of the congealing crowd poured into the main building. The gym adjacent entrance was parallel with the main school lobby and the current fundraising function being conducted by the student council. I managed to squeeze into the double doors in time to see Dondre and everyone else in his makeshift lynch mob trashing the place. It was a self-contained extinction level event, a perfect storm.
Charity Gilbert somehow remained unharmed in the chaos. Our faithful safety officer Pops had his hands full dealing with the ruckus, but eventually everything was under control without a call to the police. Dondre and his teammates could've cared less about the meager three day suspensions they received in the aftermath.
It looked like somebody detonated a bomb in the main lobby as I took stock of the mess and a visibly shaken Charity Gilbert. Some underclassmen were righting tables while another put the dented cash register on top of it, sans decorative tablecloth. Charity was conducting a book sale beforehand. Now there were books all over the floor as our eyes met.
"It's beyond my control."
I shrugged as the underclassmen struggled with the register. Charity stood there motionless in the aftermath silently wishing death upon me. I found an old comic at my feet, picking it up and perusing a few pages.
"Ma'am, do you have change for a twenty?"
"FUCK YOU JALEEL!!"
Her outburst seemed to have banshee like qualities as one of the table legs collapsed causing the register to tip back over onto the floor with a loud, metallic thud. Money and coins scattered everywhere as I walked off to class reading the comic. Charity collapsed sitting in the only available chair sobbing into her hands.
************************************************
By the time I reached my last class of the day, the football team's siege of the student council's fundraiser was the stuff of legend. I was feeling pretty good about myself as I left my locker going to class. It was almost worth it because I'd managed to break Charity Gilbert's smug façade. The rumor mill was actively shredding the entitled princess as I walked downstairs to the second floor.
My mood changed when I noticed Kimberly Bivens standing outside our shared classroom with a few friends. It looked like they were talking, but one of the girls noticed me nudging Kim in the bicep. The girls scattered as I almost facepalmed. I actively slowed down to give her time to go into class, but she lingered.
"Jaleel, can we talk?" She asked plainly.
Kimberly was wearing a thin white cotton turtleneck with no sleeves covered by a stonewashed denim minidress. It was tight and fitted to her slim, thick figure. There were white crew socks and matching sneakers on her feet. Her hair was made up in this wicked faux hawk with light sandy brown highlights inset. Kimberly's makeup was on point, professional level. Normally I would've been drooling all over her at this point.
"Sorry, I gotta get to my seat, ma'am."
"Jaleel?"
I ignored her walking to my seat finding another surprise in a second baggie containing a thick decadent square of coffee crumb cake waiting. It was topped with strips of caramel and vanilla frosting.
Charmaine was sitting on the far end of the class again giving me another mystery to think about later. Her nose was buried in her book, but she snuck a quick look, probably because I stared momentarily. Another familiar face sat in the last chair of my aisle, the same obese guy who'd benefited from my neglect of this morning's peace offering.
"Ernie Smalls!"
"What's good, black?" There was a smirk on my face as I tossed the baggie to him.
This soulful guy was happy at his good culinary fortune immediately scarfing it down to spontaneous laughter and muted peer commentary directed at his weight. I glanced back over at Kimberly finding her distressed and irritated looking.
"Stay up player, it's all good, Jaleel!" Ernie Smalls swallowed up the last of the coffee cake wiping his mouth with his forearms. Charmaine was also shooting me a familiar snarling glare at this point.
The rest of class was uneventful with Kimberly still stealing looks at me throughout; I didn't waste my time looking at Charmaine. I knew what to expect from her, so it was no big deal. Looking at Kimberly dredged up memories of her mounted on top of Jay Stello, stuffed to the gills with that guy's massive junk. The only bit of clothing on her flawless body was one of the thin demi cup brassiere she favored, also a size smaller to add volume to her modest proportions.
The image of her sexually enraptured face would remain burned into my mind for a lifetime. Her haughty attitude and subsequent offer cemented her status as a irredeemable egomaniac. If it weren't for my run in with Charity Gilbert, Kimberly Bivens would be on a higher rung in my senior year rogues gallery.
After class I was intent on getting out of school before anything else could happen, but instinctively hit the doors to the student parking lot instead. It brought home the cavernous void created by the absence of Ricky Arias. A staggering pang of grief washed over my person leaving my motor functions without direct agency for a few moments before realizing that I was standing just across the street from the exact area where I'd been assaulted. Visions of Jay Stello's fist flying into my face began this internal frontal assault as I waffled staring at that spot remembering that I'd fallen on top of the girl trying to help me escape.
"Jaleel; are you okay?" I found Kimberly Bivens standing there in the middle of the sidewalk, staring apprehensively. She'd followed me outside still intent on talking.
"What do you care?" My temple was throbbing with the onset of a headache.
"I-care, Jaleel." She motioned towards herself, slightly hunched over.
"You care about yourself, don't get it twisted Kim. What you wanna talk about anyway, huh?" There was this ten foot fence bordering the student parking lot on our immediate right. I used it to steady myself feeling the throbbing at my temple. Kimberly took a step forward but stopped immediately.
"You want me to call paramedics?"
"I got a fucking phone, why don't you go back to your friends, or are you distracting me so those jock douchebags can ambush me again?!"
"I-HAD NOTHING-NOTHING TO DO WITH THAT JALEEL!!" She surprised me also drawing the attention of some nearby students on the other side of the fence.
"Sure you did; hey bitch, did you set up my boy Ricky, too?" Her face imploded looking like she was about to ugly cry.
"NUH-NO!!"
"Sure you did, that's why you wanted to talk to me all of a sudden right? You motherfuckers were talking online, making your fucking plans to get me trashed, right Kim? Stop-LYING GODDAMMIT!!"
"I'M NOT LYING, I CRIED FOR YOU JALEEL!!" Just like that we were having a full blown argument out on the street.
But it was different this time, because past disagreements had me actively controlling my tone while she lit into me. Kim had the luxury of being beautiful, entitled and my first knowing that she had me on the hook. I willingly let myself be led around by the nose and she exercised that physical privilege doling out smatterings of affection whenever it suited her needs.
"Well, thank God for small favors, Kim." I half turned intending to be on my way when she quickly closed the distance grabbing my bicep.
"I meant what I said that day, Jaleel; I tried to get you to go home with me. We could've been making love, so it's not like I didn't try to save you!"
"Well, nice to know baby; excuse me." I tried to leave but she retained a handful of my bicep.
"Can't we be friends; uhm, with benefits and everything?"
I looked directly at her face realizing she meant every word. On the other side of the fence, some people were watching. I recalled being her "down low" boyfriend or sorts, forbidden from publicly coming out as her lover. Back in the day, Kimberly would always tell me her parents forbade dating, but the one time I'd accidentally been exposed to them, the parental units were fine with me. Her father even offered to drop me home as they were picking up their daughter.
"Aren't you seeing someone?"
"He doesn't have to know." She was biting her bottom lip looking inviting as I took in her body once more feeling an old familiar stirring in my crotch.
"You'd cheat on your boyfriend?"
"If he don't know, it ain't cheating." Kimberly reiterated now rubbing my bicep turning her head at an angle presenting a cheek begging for a peck.
"So, we could be together physically; friends with benefits. It doesn't seem real, feels like a dream."
"It's a dream that could come true, if you want, Jaleel." Her other hand was at my abdomen; Kimberly traced a line down towards my belt line.
"Yeah?" She was immediately sure of herself, her charms arching into me as I planted my palm in the small of her back. I ain't gonna lie, I was hard as diamond.
"Yeah Jaleel, you could come over this weekend while Darren is downstate for a baseball game." This woman, I knew intimately. Her mask was starting to slip away revealing the toxic narcissist underneath.
"Kiss me."
"Huh?"
"Kiss me right now, Kim." I pivoted suddenly eliminating the remaining personal space between us leaving her back pressed into the student parking lot fence.
"We're outside; there's people around; but this weekend, we can so do whatever you want, Jaleel." Kimberly was casually begging off, but I wasn't going to be denied or dismissed so easily.
"Kiss me right now, or you're full of shit." My tone was intense.
My gambit paid off as my challenge resulted in a timid kiss that gradually became more as her tongue invaded my mouth. We started making out in public as I encircled her thin waist pressing her into the fence. Kimberly broke contact gasping, wide eyed cupping my cheek.
"This weekend I'm gonna make you mine." I threatened just above a whisper only both of us could hear.
She was more than willing shutting her eyes tightly as we continued making out in public, our tongues dueling passionately. Kimberly moaned sensually into my mouth as I took the opportunity to slide my hand down over the swell of her butt. I squeezed hard enough to make her rise up on the tips of her toes, then decided to go further. My hands drew up her denim mini dress finding the smallest panties she could squeeze into.
This made her bubbled butt stand out enhanced by the shimmering silky material of her panties, cheeks bulging. My own hands perfectly cupped them spreading them apart as I ground my girlfriend into the fence. I don't know what she was thinking, but Kimberly went with it, displaying equal fervor.
"HEY GODDAMMIT, WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS SORRY SHIT, RIGHT HERE?!!" We were suddenly disturbed by the incessant honking of a horn.
Kimberly panicked shoving me in the chest as I followed the sound finding a 69 Ford Mustang crammed full of guys whooping and hollering as Kimberly's current beau Darren, exited the car. This guy was shorter than me, probably five eleven, but built like an athlete. I knew I was probably in trouble, but he ignored me walking over to Kimberly instead.
"We were just talking, Darren."
"MAN, FUCK YO BITCH ASS; MY BOYS TOLD ME YOU WAS TRASH AND THEY WERE RIGHT, THOT!!" I was happy to be ignored stealthily backing away even though his friends in the car honked his horn. My heart skipped a beat as this bald, light skinned dude who shared a semblance facially to Mike Tyson glanced back at me.
"Hey nigga, that's some fouls shit right there homie; you need to get your mind right with Jesus!!" Thus admonished, Darren turned back to Kimberly turning her into his ex-girlfriend as well, snatching his class ring from her finger.
"DARREN DON'T BE RASH; WE CAN TALK ABOUT THIS!!" He waved her off dismissively as his buddies laughed hard, still intermittently honking his horn. Kimberly forgot to pull the back of her dress down giving anyone happening to be looking, a back shot of her perfect teardrop butt.
"LOSE MY NUMBER!!"
Later I found out that Darren was a born again Christian who had pledged to stay away from sex until marriage. This had taken away Kimberly Bivens primary tool of manipulation as she was obligated to play the "good girl" role straight.



I was already walking in the opposite direction chuckling as she chased after her boyfriend. One of the guys riding shotgun tossed some greasy takeout from the vehicle hitting her in the chest as Darren sped off. Kimberly was left standing in the middle of the street screaming after him.
"DARREN!!" Her voice echoed as I got halfway down the block, giggling at the instant karma. I immediately became aware of someone running up quickly behind me, turning fists raised.
Charmaine stopped short looking crazed and apprehensive, breathing hard. The first thing I noticed was her hand raised in the air, frozen in place.
"OKAY MOTHERFUCKER, YOU WANNA DO IT; WE GONNA KNUCKLE UP!! LET'S GET IT OVER WITH CHARMAINE CAUSE I'M TIRED OF YOUR FAT ASS, BITCH!!" I really was tired of her shit and bullying since my ordeal began with Kimberly Bivens, her best friend at school and nowhere else.
Seriously, Charmaine never came up in conversation or otherwise when we were alone. This made her recent, nigh belligerent attitude toxic enough that I'd considered fighting a girl. She was more than man enough to take me on, having already pummeled at least three different guys over the last three years. In fact, Charmaine was well known for the ambidextrous ability to launch a devastating sucker punch spontaneously to devastating effect.
I'd had the privilege of witnessing Charmaine personally beating up two on campus rivals before concerned peers stepped in to keep her from ending up in prison. Now, it appeared that she thought to deliver a blow for sistergirl Kimberly's defrocked honor.
"WHAT, YOU GOTTA PROBLEM FIGHTING ME FACE TO FACE, HUH CHARMAINE?!!"
Her hand remained in the air, but I was ready to go doing this nerdy sort of stutter step towards her. She seemed surprised stumbling backwards against the side wall of a house at her back, eyes widened. We were essentially alone for the most part at the end of the block away from campus.
"Th-That was my coffee cake." She mumbled, still shaky with her hand poised in the air.
"What?"
"It was my cake; I made it and that was the last piece I put on your desk."
I didn't know what to make of Charmaine noticing the distressed look on her face. She seemed nervous and fidgety, really looking like that actress Keke Palmer facially even in this afternoon light. More of a thicker version, fuller face in my opinion. She was wearing a football jersey type t-shirt conservatively cut jagged at the hem exposing a bit of her sort of doughy looking stomach and a denim miniskirt echoing Kimberly's fashion sense in decidedly sycophantic fashion with matching crew socks and black Chuck Taylors. Her wrists were adorned with blue and white knit wristbands. I scoffed at her explanation, fishing around in my pocket for a five dollar bill.
"Some fucking cake; that's why you running up on me, huh?! Damn man, here's a five, alright Charmaine?!!" She flinched when I gestured towards her with the money, almost looking like a hype.
"So, you got paid, I'm out." I backed away apparently triggering a response as she slammed her fist into her thigh with force.
"WAIT!!"
"What now?" I shrugged, still incredulous at her behavior as Charmaine jerked a hand pointing at the negative space between dual two story homes at our immediate right.
"Uhm, can we talk right there?" She was nervous and jumpy.
"I don't think so, buh bye." I didn't trust her one bit backing away as a bit of fire flashed in her eyes, teeth gritted in desperation.
"I like you." Charmaine blurted out suddenly leaving a slight echo trailing off into the air.
"Huh?"
"I-LIKE-YOU JALEEL; uhm yeah like ever since we were sophomores in the same homeroom. You were so cute and funny, but I was scared. I wanted to tell you all this time, but uhm...things got sort of, hard for me. I like you, a lot and I couldn't take it anymore, Jaleel. CAN WE JUST TALK OVER THERE RIGHT NOW, PLEASE!!" Charmaine gestured towards the space between the houses, almost sounding as if she were having a meltdown.
"Charmaine."
"PLEASE, JUST A MINUTE!! I-DON'T WANT NOBODY SEEING ME LIKE THIS, OKAY?!!" Before I could answer, Charmaine's mannish strength came into play as she grabbed my wrist yanking me in the direction, she wanted us to go. I wrenched back futilely realizing I'd have to strike her to free myself, but unwilling as she turned too close for comfort, wringing her hands.
"Uhm so, I'm sorry about everything, messing with you and all of the shady stuff. I'm sorry you got beat up Jaleel; I was mad because you were with Kimberly. She always talked down on you, but we were girls, and she didn't know how I felt about you. Jaleel, I REALLY LIKE YOU, okay? I just can't take it anymore and I saw Kimberly chasing you into the student parking lot. I thought she was gonna get you again!!"
Her usually stone expression was completely gone, washed away, and eroded into a twisted grimace on the verge of nervous tears. Charmaine was laying herself bare in front of me, and I was numb. Her hazel eyes were starting to water.
"You made my life a living hell." That broke the dam as tears began flowing freely down her cheeks.
"I'M SORRY, I KNOW YOU MUST HATE ME, BUT I COULDN'T HOLD IT IN ANYMORE!!" I instinctively put a hand on her shoulder to calm her nerves, but quickly drew it away realizing she was one of my bullies. Her gaze followed the movement of that hand as she sniffled.
"I get it, I wish you would've said something instead of messing with me like you did."
"I know, I wanted to stop so bad, but every time I thought about how you lost your virginity to Kim, I just got madder and madder; I wanted it to be me, but I fucked up. I wished I could've come to you, but I'm a coward, I ain't shit, Jaleel. I just thought right now that you were gonna fuck that bitch and end up back with her shitty ass!! I WASN'T LETTING THAT HAPPEN WITHOUT TELLING YOU HOW I FEEL!!"
"Charmaine, it's okay. I wasn't gonna fuck Kimberly." Honestly, I didn't know what I would've done if her boyfriend hadn't interrupted us.
"Please forgive me, I'll never mess with you again; I won't let anyone mess with you and I'll beat up Treena if you want! I'll fuck her face up for you, but just let me have..." Her desperate words trailed off leaving us staring at one another between those houses. She was breathing really hard, chest heaving.
"Charmaine?"
"I just wanted to see you eat the cake, but you threw it away. I would've been so happy with nothing for myself if only you ate that little piece of cake. I saved it for you, and I was so happy to put it on your desk. Why couldn't you just eat it? You ate Kim's food, this morning." She was half hiccupping as tears streamed down her cheeks.
"I didn't, I gave that to Ernie Smalls too, Charmaine; I thought Kimberly put that cake on my desk."
"NO, I SAVED THAT PIECE FOR YOU JALEEL!!" Now she was uncontrollably sobbing. I wiped away some of the tears, but they just kept coming. Charmaine was inconsolable as I capitulated rubbing a shoulder.
"Sorry Charmaine; it was a really nice piece of cake too; I almost took a bite, but I wanted to make Kim, mad."
"You would've loved it; that coffee cake was our best seller today. It's low key a Sock It To Me cake, my own special recipe. When you came back to school today, I was dying for you to just eat a slice. That would've made my day, made me so fucking happy."
"I know, I know Charmaine." I was rubbing her back as she did her best to control herself.
The front of her t-shirt was damp from her tears. I didn't know what to do or how to extract myself from the situation. In all my four years as a student knowing her as this street tough with curves to die for, I never would've guessed the fragile creature hiding deep inside.
Charmaine turned into me leaning in for a kiss, but I shifted away. She inched forward trying again but I turned my head taking the light kiss on the cheek. It was weird seeing this person that outwardly looked just like the eighteen year old cheerleader and feminine thug who'd been violently bullying me recently.
She looked distinctly vulnerable, her brown cheeks and nose flushed, mouth partially agape. My reticence noted, Charmaine softly grasped my pinky finger drawing it upward to the swell of her breast. She deftly covered my hand with her own pressing it into her covered flesh allowing me to feel the abundant volume. I slid my hand away, but she had a handful of my bicep.
"Look, I don't think we should..." I wanted to bow out.
"Wait, please just give me, uhm." She pulled my hands collectively to her bust, but I drew back intent on walking away.
"Hey uh, Charmaine, this ain't right, okay." She slid forward getting between me and the open sidewalk our actions partially obscured by a lowered branch from a nearby tree dipping partially into the space.
"Just give me a chance, that's all I want."
Her tee was suddenly up revealing a large underwire brassiere, her finger digging into the edge of the cup allowing her huge left breast to pop free with a rubbery jiggle. It was pneumatically full, almost balloon like, topped with a dark chocolate areola and decadent nipple.
"Oh, uhm wow... Charmaine." I was stuttering as she tried to press my palm into the exposed breast. We tussled lightly as she managed to accomplish her task puppeting my hand with her own covering it. I could feel the nipple pressing into my palm.
"You like this, come on Jaleel; these are 36HH, really big. I'll do whatever you want, just give me a chance." She became more animated trying to raise her football tee properly giving me an opening.
"Come on, we can't." I was conflicted backing away further as Charmaine glared back wide eyed, distraught.
"Don't hate me, I said I was sorry." She squatted down covering her face with both hands sobbing again. I could see her panties from my vantage point, Charmaine was squatting open legged, crying really hard and loud enough to be heard a few feet away.
"Hey stop it, Charmaine."
I returned offering a hand and a glimmer of hope as she slowly stood wet faced, nostrils running. Her arms wrapped around me tightly interlocked in a faux bearhug. I got antsy noticing a few students walking down the street in our general direction. Charmaine was popular enough that we'd be recognized, and I didn't want that drama. This thick, meaty girl wasn't going to let go following me step for step further backward down the trail between the houses.
"I know you hate me, but just let me have this; just let me get you this one time. I won't bother you or nothing, I promise. I'm sorry, I want you to fuck me, okay." Her desperation added to the surreal nature of things making the world feel like it had been turned on its head.
This time she managed to peel both of the heavy duty foam cups upward letting both of her breasts jiggle free. It was a sight many of my peers would've killed for. A sight that would've caused a traffic accident if visible from the adjacent street. Charmaine sniffled, sort of chuckling pressing my hands onto her breasts until they remained of their own accord. I was so caught up in the situation that I almost didn't realized that I was fondling her. This heartened her as she sniffled wiping away some of her tears.
"I used to dream about this; I wished I were your first after I found out from Kim. She was making fun of you saying that she made you cry. I wanted that, I wanted to cry with you. That bitch got you first, but if I can have you just one time...kiss me."
Our lips touched timidly over as quickly as it began. Charmaine's hands still blanketed mine over her bare breasts at the end of that walkway between the houses. One of her hands was suddenly caressing my crotch, just rubbing the outside of my jeans. Her fingers began pinching and stroking my endowment inadvertently reminding me of Faith now gone overseas never to be seen again. Charmaine leaned forward nuzzling the underside of my chin, peppering it with little kisses. This got her excited as both of her hands went for my zipper.
Without thinking I grabbed at her hands, stopping her in intent, but Charmaine suddenly turned her butt in my direction frantically drawing up the denim miniskirt causing her equally huge butt to appear.
To say Charmaine's derriere matched her huge bust in volume would be an understatement with a pair of sheer light blue panties failing miserably to cover everything. It was the mother of all wedgies, a makeshift thong almost. Her backside was big, slightly loose with some noticeable stretch marks at her hips that oddly added to their allure. It just made what she was offering, much more real. Charmaine arched her back pushing her butt in my direction with a sharp curve of her spine, glancing backward over her shoulder.
"Please just a little bit, please Jaleel." She reached back drawing her sheer silken underwear to the side exposing her flower, but I was hesitant.
"Just touch me, rub it on me; come on." Charmaine was begging now, feverishly insistent.
She shuddered uncontrollably the moment my cock pressed into her deep gluteal cleft, quickly seizing the moment popping her wide hips in a sawing motion. Her girlish moan and whining were disorienting as my fingers dug deeply into her rounded hips pulling her back into my pelvis. The underside of my shaft was running deep in the crack of her ass cradled by her flesh on either side. Our mutual frottage reached a fever pitch at the end of that mutual walkway. We weren't doing it in the biblical sense, just grinding the hell out of each other. After a good fifteen minutes, I could feel myself in the impending throws of an orgasm.
One of my legs trembled going rubbery signaling an oncoming climax. Charmaine quickly turned dropping into a standing squat quickly taking me whole to the base as I began to explode in her gullet over and over again. She vacuumed her cheeks all but draining me leaving nothing behind. Before I knew it, Charmaine was standing up pressed into my chest still softly stroking my half erect tumescence.
"You like it right? I made you feel good, right Jaleel?"
"Yeah." I answered weakly.
"Would you fuck me; I wanna feel you inside me. I want you to do whatever you want to me, as much as you want, okay?"
"We can't do it out here; we're outside."
"I would for you; I'd fuck you in front of an audience if you wanted. I just want you inside me one time. I want your dick. I'm so fucking wet right now, Jaleel." She took hold of my middle fingers pressing them down between her thighs. Charmaine was sopping wet, even her inner thighs were damp.
"But we're outside."
"Uhm, I live the next block over; my room is like real close to the alley way. Oh please, you can do whatever, don't say no."
"Okay."
I didn't want to deny what was going on right in my face; opting to enjoy the moment for all it was worth. Both of us were one another's support system leaning into each other as we walked arm in arm down the street. We made a right turn at the end of the block going into the gated backyard at the edge of the next alley.
We were at the rear of a three story building with a short serviceable backyard truncated in space by a simplistic two car garage that was little more than a square design wise. A large oak tree added a bit of shade to the yard as Charmaine opened the gate for me, still visibly nervous. It felt as if she were living out some fantasy in her mind now made flesh by the present scenario we were sharing as she fished out her house keys unlocking the backdoor to her first floor home.
Charmaine wasn't lying about having a room off the alley. Just inside the door, I found her actual room which was a semi messy affair of overstuffed dressers, and discarded clothing strewn everywhere. Her floor was covered in brown and beige square tile. She had a modest entertainment center with an old television at its center. Her bed was equally simplistic cover with more clothing, underwear, and some empty shoe boxes. The only other piece of furniture in the closed off room was a ratty looking love seat which Charmaine began hurriedly cleaning off. A door presumably leading to the rest of the apartment was adjacent to this piece of furniture.
"Sorry about the mess, I didn't know anybody would be coming over."
She tossed a lot of the clutter on the other side of the love seat hurrying past me to a dresser containing an unattached mirror rifling through the top drawer. Most of the furnishings in her room appeared secondhand from a thrift store. Charmaine turned to me hiding something behind her back, motioning for me to sit on the love seat.
"Here, this is for you Jaleel." She handed me this homemade valentine's day card.
"Uhm, thanks."
"I know how it looks, but I almost came out to you last Valentine's Day, but I chickened out. Kimberly was in the picture and I didn't wanna get shot down. It's crazy giving you a card for something's that already over, but I want you to know I'm not lying about my feelings."
"I didn't say anything." A magnum condom was taped inside the card.
"I know, but I just want to prove myself to you because I love...uhm, like you." Charmaine was almost gasping the words, chest heaving excitedly.
"I had no idea."
"Yeah, but now I get a little bit of what I've always wanted."
Charmaine shimmied out of her miniskirt leaving me facing the sheer panties covering a lightly furred muff before those were quickly doffed as well. She shimmied reaching under her football t-shirt shortly tossing her brassiere onto the floor, leaving only the top, crew socks and shoes as her only bits of clothing. She glanced from my face to her top, smiling sheepishly.
"I've always been a little weird about my tits; I got 'em real early and all the boys wouldn't stop messing with me until I started laying them niggas on the pavement. These are your tits, now Jaleel." Charmaine lost the shirt giving me a staggering view of her body.
Charmaine was the epitome of the word voluptuous with a thick, meaty hourglass figure, slightly pudgy biceps, with the hint of love handles above wide hips informed shape wise as a half semi-circle on either side of her body. Her large breasts were full, just a bit pendulous over a soft belly and muff, while shapely powerful legs that could only be referred to as gams, supported her weight. Although recently eighteen, this was the body of a woman. She turned giving me the back view, equally impressive.
"Don't you wish I was your first?"
The cheerleader didn't wait for my answer, getting down on all fours crawling between my thighs. We worked together getting my pants down enough before she took me whole again in a sloppy affair. Her technique was sloppy top, wet, and nasty. Charmaine's skill involved the use of the underside of her tongue on my glans and balls. Loud slurping sounds filed the room for all of five minutes before she went after the condom tearing the wrapper open with her teeth. It was shocking when she put the condom in her mouth using it to sheathe my penis in latex. Some guy had once told me that was the way prostitutes put rubbers on their customers.
She crawled up beside me presenting her derriere for my use in the person of her huge, heart shaped derriere. Once again, I noticed the slight stretch marks at her hips and junctions in her joints wondering if she'd lost a bit of weight at some point in her life. Her cunt wasn't so much tight as it was exceedingly wet and gooey allowing me to go from 0 to 1000 in seconds. Motion ripples appeared across her brown expanse. Charmaine didn't miss a beat, wildly twerking and popping her hips in time with my thrusts. She was deep taking sustained thrusts from my member up to the hilt as hard as I could give, moaning and gasping.
"Hey, wait." I backed off as she stood up looking into my eyes, pensively before taking my hand leading me to the edge of her semi-cluttered bed.



Charmaine swiped most of the stuff off the bed where a headboard might've been staring over her shoulder at me again before bending over at a ninety degree angle across it. I was shocked as she reached back with both hands spreading her huge, jiggly cheeks apart in obvious invitation. Her heavy breathing was audible adding to the illicit nature of what had been placed on the table.
"It's okay, I've done this before; I-like it." Her admission was meant as encouragement, but I was unsure.
Charmaine remained silent huffing through her mouth as I bit my lower lips allowing my fingers to sink into the lush flesh of her rounded hips. This sustained sort of groan accompanied my intrusion finding it tighter than her obviously compromised virtue. It started off slow, methodical before I gradually picked up a bit of speed. Charmaine was no novice by any means and it would've been stupid of me to think otherwise as she demonstrated her forte with honors. Her talent for anal sex was considerable as she rhythmically knew exactly when to contract those muscles around my girth. We went at it for about ten minutes before she spoke again.
"Hey, sit on the love seat, right on the edge for me, okay?"
I didn't know what to expect of this big, thick cheerleader, but once my butt was planted on the edge of the love seat, Charmaine got between my legs turning her back to me. I thought she was going to sit on my cock, but instead got down on all fours prostrate, kowtowing with her huge butt in my face. She folded her calves over one another actually reaching back grabbing the backs of her luscious thighs. It was an amazing feat of flexibility for a woman of her thickness and size. Her large breasts weren't even visible, tucked perfectly under her body. I mounted her in my own kneeling open legged squat, deep inside her bowels eventually flattening my palms on either side of the cheerleader.
The savage rutting that followed was something for the ages as I took her with unintended authority eventually flooding the condom to excess. Charmaine managed to flatten out prone on her bedroom floor still impaled with my fleshy spear. Her arms were spread at either side, face turned in profile with a breezy look of contentment reading on her face. She was still squeezing me with her inner muscles.
"It's just how I thought it would be; feeling you inside me. I'm so happy that I got to make you feel good. I just wish I were somebody else, a good girl instead of a piece of shit."
"Don't say that." I disengaged allowing her to spread her legs a little.
"I was a virgin when I first started liking you, but I couldn't hold on to it; later, I was just trying to lose you in my head." I was sitting at her side carefully removing and tying off the used condom. It was coming with me when I left for personal disposal. I didn't trust Charmaine.
"Damn, if only I knew back then."
"Yeah, I almost jumped Kim when I found out you two were together on the low; she used to make fun of you all the time. I hated myself for being such a coward not able to tell you, so I ended up losing my cherry to Byron because he was popular on the basketball team. He just kinda took what he wanted; his fucking dick was so big...shit like thirteen inches." I chafed at the visual remembering the lanky, monolithic guy as one of Ricky's daily tormentors.
"I don't need to know." Charmaine rolled on her side in the reclining thinkers pose, regarding me.
"It's nothing, means nothing because I know I'm trash. I can't lie about being with a few guys at school, but I can tell you they meant nothing because I was always thinking about you."
"You should've told me."
"After a while, it didn't matter because I wasn't worthy anyway, but I couldn't kill the feelings, so I wanted to hate you. Guess I'm crazy or some shit, but I got this, today. Jaleel, you have no idea how much this means."
"I'm just a regular person, not used to hearing something like this, nothing special." Charmaine righted herself staring at me running fingers through her unkempt hair.
"You're special to me, that's what matters. I know we can't be together; can I make you feel good again?"
She got me back on the love seat again kneeling between my legs as she slid her hand under it producing a narrow bottle of cheap baby oil which she used to glaze my endowment until it was glistening. The excess was wiped into her deep cleavage, some smeared on the swell of her bust until they caught the natural light.
"Byron liked doing this to me, and some guys would do it not even wanting to fuck afterwards. I know you like my tits; one time I saw you looking last year when we had gym together. I'm a lot bigger now, you'll love this, Jaleel." Charmaine pushed her chin into her chest, looking down into her own cleavage as her fingers pushed me inside completely hiding my cock.
She looked up smiling as she used her breast individually sliding them along my shaft, outright bouncing them in my lap with an audible clap of flesh skinship. Her large, oversized breasts felt incredible enough that I was humping up into them in no time as Charmaine bounced downward in a tantalizing counter motion.
My thumbs covered and rolled her nipples. Charmaine didn't react much giving me the impression that it was more for my enjoyment than anything else. I got into it humping wildly up into her boobs as I climaxed. Spurts of jizz squirted upward out of the top of her cleavage, eventually pooling a milky puddle in her fleshy decolletage.
"That felt good Charmaine; damn, why didn't you tell me?"
"I was stupid, but if you want, I can be like, your bitch. I'll hook you up and stuff if you don't mind doing it with a dirty thot, sometimes. Don't worry, I'll make sure I have protection because you should always be safe with suspect people like me." Her words were beyond self-depreciating, begging to be explored by anyone with even the slightest bit of empathy.
"Hey, I don't think that; why do you keep talking down on yourself, Charmaine?"
The loud roaring sound of a car pulling into the garage outside her room interrupted any explanation she was about to give.
"OH SHIT!! OH SHIT!! OH SHIT!!" She jumped up like the house was on fire running over to the door leading outside to the backyard cracking it to peek outside.
Charmaine slammed the door shut turning to me visibly panicked. I bolted up wondering if her parents were home, obviously likely to enter through her bedroom.
"GET YOUR PANTS ON; AND YOU GOTTA HIDE UNDER THE BED JALEEL!! HURRY IT UP, HE'S COMING!!" Charmaine snatched an extra-large white t-shirt from her dresser covering her nudity with it.
"WHO'S COMING?!!"
"LEROY!! QUICK YOU GOTTA GET UNDER THE BED!! DON'T MAKE A SOUND WHATEVER YOU HEAR!!" In a flash she was under her bed tossing out more debris that was hidden underneath. I heard a car door slamming loudly as she snatched at my pants leg.
"HE'S MY DAD; MY STEPDAD!!" Charmaine was three steps ahead of me, explaining herself before the inkling of a bad idea could congeal in my head.
I dropped prone scrambling under the bed not wanting to be pummeled by a father enraged that I was boning the shit out of his daughter. Charmaine roughly helped with the ball of her foot, skinning her calf on the bed frame as heavy footfalls approached the door. My face was near a half-eaten plate of food just under the frame as she squatted staring with this horrified expression.
"Don't make a sound, don't come out whatever you might hear or we're dead." She stood up leaving me with a view of her lower calves and feet as the door swung open heavily slamming into the wall.
"Uhm, hey Leroy." Charmaine sounded timid, fearful in a mousy way that was uncharacteristic of her being.
"What are you doing here; like that?" His voice was harsh, yet a bit whiny sounding.
"Nuthin, just got home and I was gonna study; oh yeah I took a shower so that's why I got this t-shirt on." She didn't sound convincing in the least as his work boots appeared giving me the impression that he was standing right in front of her.
"You studying, huh?"
"Yeah."
"You reading books in the shower, Charmaine; is that what you telling me, girl?" Her feet were kinda of pivoting nervously in front of this guy. You could feel the intensity of his voice through the mattress. I was scared for her imagining the possibilities should I be discovered.
"Uh no Leroy, I came home from school like I'm supposed to and took a shower, now I'm gonna study." Charmaine recounted almost phonetically.
"Right, come here." There was a flash of movement as her feet stumbled forward telling me she'd been grabbed. The sounds of sniffing followed before Charmaine stumbled backward.
"LEROY!!"
A loud, impactful slap resounded throughout the room followed instantly by her crashing onto the mattress with enough force to bump into the back of my head. This fucking guy, backhanded Charmaine with considerable strength, but I didn't hear a sound out of her.
"Get up and tell me the truth, girl."
I had to work hard to control myself not wanting to be witness to some parental abuse. The underside of the mattress eased up as Charmaine got back to her feet. My heart was halfway in my throat with fear for her. Weeks earlier we were at one another's throats and I would've fought her physically if things had turned out like I expected. Instead another crazy situation formed around me with the resolution of the Kimberly Bivens saga.
"I came home from school, took a shower." Charmaine lied again.
Leroy slapped the shit out of her again, this time knocking her to her knees. She face planted on the bed as her hands appeared right in front of me. The asshole took another few steps walking around at her back. I started to move slightly upon hearing her whimper a bit. Charmaine covertly covered my left hand with her own, silently begging me to stay put.
"You smell like a fuckin zoo; don't lie to me Charmaine girl; you cut school again to fuck these little hood monkeys, didn't you?"
"No, I went to school and I was gonna take a shower."
"But you said you took a shower when I came up in this bedroom, girl!! Make it make sense to me, Charmaine!!" She was squeezing my middle fingers for strength.
"...I-I was gonna take a shower."
"Yeah I got that part; now tell me about them niggas you was fucking before I popped up!!"
"I wasn't doing anything. Just came home, is all Leroy." We were holding hands under the bed as she stayed on her knees facing away from her step-father.
"COME HERE BITCH!!" Charmaine was ripped away from me still on her knees screaming to the middle of her bedroom floor. This fucking guy was clueless to my presence as she held her hands outstretched still low enough for me to see her waving me off, palms upward.
"Who left this used condom on the floor?"
"Uhm, I... well, uh." She mutely stuttered, now exposed.
"Well, what're you gonna tell me now, bitch?" She was weeping there at his feet but still covertly waving her hands signaling me to stay put.
"He gone."
"What the fuck is wrong with you Charmaine Adalyn Belle; you are what they call, a fucking problem child and a goddamn whore. You're a shit kid and your mom's always fighting to keep you under this roof!! Hell, I'd toss her out if she didn't have suck a big ass!! Don't you appreciate how hard I work to keep a roof over your head and we even gave you this room, too!! I guess it's a positive that whoever you sold your stanking cooch to, played safe!! Got you a smart nigga, huh bitch?!!"
"Yeah, he smart." Charmaine mumbled breaking my heart under the bed.
"He ain't too smart cause he running up in your dumbass!! WHAT'S HIS NAME, I WANNA KNOW THAT NIGGA NAME?!!" The sudden change in his tone jarred me under the bed.
"No."
"WHAT YOU SAY?!!"
"NO LEROY!!" Charmaine yelled defiantly only to receive the back of this man's hand. She went over like a ton of bricks, eyeing me as her head hit the floor. I caught a glimpse over her distressed features as she rolled away cowering under the man.
"Oh you gonna tell me his name, and then I'm gonna deliver this used condom to that young motherfucker. So, what's his fucking name, Charmaine?"
"I ain't telling you nothing, you can do whatever you want to me, but I ain't saying shit."
The room became deathly quiet worrying me that Leroy figured out I was under the bed. I saw his bare arm appear for the briefest of moments as he retrieved my condom. Charmaine screamed in the next instant, before it was muffled behind one of his hands. The way her body awkwardly slid around on the floor; it was obvious he might be throttling her. It lasted a few seconds.
"Get up and get it fixed." Some garbled sound followed as I heard the distinct sound of an unbuckling belt. Charmaine was about to receive a whipping for bringing me home.
"Get up and-GET-IT-FIXED!!" Leroy demanded to silence.
"..."
"WHAT DID-I SAY?!!" Charmaine slowly rose placing her hands on the top of the bed, bent over weeping. There was more muffled movement and slight metallic sounds as I pondered what this sorry bastard would do next.
The mattress above me suddenly shifted, bumping against the wall hard. My heart was thumping, pulse raising as this happened over and over bringing with it a stark revelation. This eighteen year old had gone through nearly four years harboring an unrequited crush on me that culminated in a tsunami of karmic payback in now undeserved payback for the intense bullying I'd received. She was willing to do anything for me, and now this young woman was paying the ultimate price.
"Yeah, this my fucking pussy; I'm the one broke it in; I'm the one it belongs to, girl!! This my fucking ass cause I'm the one who broke it in; tell me that's right Charmaine!! Tell me who it belongs to bitch!!"
"STOP, LET'S DO IT LATER!!" I was blown away.
"WE DOING IT NOW, AND I'M GONNA BE UP IN HERE TONIGHT DOING THAT SHIT RIGHT!! Come on baby girl, TELL ME WHO IT IS, RIGHT NOW!! I know how much you like getting fucked trick, do it right!! DO YOUR FUCKING JOB, TRICK!!" Tears were streaming down my face as I vowed to visit hell upon this fucking scumbag once the coast was clear. Now, I wanted nothing more than to see the face of the man I would murder.
"You... daddy." Charmaine answered meekly admitting defeat.
"THAT'S RIGHT BABY; YOU DON'T NEED NO LITTLE NIGGA CAUSE YOUR DADDY GOT YOU HELD DOWN OVER HERE!! TELL ME, THAT FUCKING KID GONNA TAKE CARE OF YOUR BABY!! HE GOT MY BABY HELD DOWN, HUH BITCH?!!" Leroy was evilly triumphant as another nuke blew up inside my head.
"You're hurting the baby, Leroy!!"
"SHUT UP AND GET IT FIXED!!" This motherfucker went to town fucking the stuffing out of his pregnant stepdaughter as a phone started ringing in the distance.
Charmaine's bedroom went quiet other than muted sobs.
"Hey baby, where you at? Oh really, the car broke down again down by the liquor store? Yeah, I'm almost home right now; wanna get some dinner? Don't worry about Charmaine, she can order some Doordash. Yeah baby, I'll cash ap her a little money. I'll meet you down there and we can hit a movie, too." His tone was different, distinctly human as he bullshitted her mother.
"Yeah, be right there; love you too."
The bed quickly started rocking and slamming into the wall for all of five seconds ending with this sustained groan from a monster. Charmaine's knees slammed to the floor as she continued this muffled weeping. It sounded like she'd been gagged with something.
"Clean this room up; I gotta pick your mother up. Don't wait up, I'll wake you up when she go to sleep." The bedroom door slammed shut with enough force to make the adjacent wall shake.
"MOTHERFUCKER!!" I slid out from under the bed with murderous intent finding Charmaine pressed face first against her bedroom door leading out into the back yard.
"GET OUT MY WAY!!" I shoved her out of the way finding the door locked. There was an additional heavy duty lock above the knob. Charmaine was holding the keys in her hands, wide eyed mouth agape.
"Hey, you've gotta tell on this man." She shook her head in denial, bottom lip now sporting a cut while her shirt was dotted with flecks of blood. One of her eyes was puffy underneath.
"I graduate in a couple of months and uhm, I'm not coming back here. I don't wanna go to some foster home with a bunch of people I don't know."
"Bullshit."
"You think my mom cares, she just looks the other way cause her happy life, right?!! Don't tell nobody about this Jaleel. Just let's keep it a secret between us."
"How can you ask me to do something like that, huh?"
"If I never came up to you today, told you how I feel; it wouldn't even matter and its not like we're gonna be together!! Now you know what a piece of shit I am, anyways. You go live your best life and I'm gonna handle it; I'm gonna do me, okay?"
"Are you pregnant?"
"Not for long; see, Leroy's fucking crazy if he think I'm keeping it and lying to my mom!! I got me an appointment, I'm legal eighteen so that mean I'm grown. Don't tell on me, Jaleel. I can handle this by myself."
"You're in trouble; let's go to the cops."
"No, I'm not doing that shit; I wanted you so bad and now, I got you just for today. I'm not trying to be with you like that and you deserve better than me. Find a good, clean girl who isn't fucking her step-daddy." Her nude lower half was visible as she stood there trying to pull down on the hem of her white t-shirt.
"Charmaine."
"Don't say you're gonna tell the cops even if you are Jaleel; just let me remember what we did today. I wanna have that bit of happiness for myself."
"I don't wanna leave you here."
She was crying already, arms folded across her chest before intermittently wiping her nose. This embattled young woman unlocked the door with her house keys sure that her abuser was long gone, refusing to look me in the face. I put a hand on her shoulder, but she batted it away.
"GET OUT!!"
The door closed quickly behind me followed by the sound of clicking locks. I stared at the closed entrance hoping against hope that she might emerge and come with me. I was walking down that half block stopping suddenly when I realized what the gurgling sound was. This disgusting bastard had forced Charmaine to swallow the condom before assaulting her. I started back finding the garage door half opened and his car still in place. This meant that Leroy might be somewhere in the area.
The world felt odd simultaneously bigger and smaller with my introduction to the real Charmaine Adalyn Belle. Despite all that happened between us and what we'd shared this afternoon before pure evil intruded. I was conflicted knowing the right thing to do, but my feet led me away to look for this man and exact some measure of justice. Charmaine was intent on riding it out until the end of the year pregnant with her step father's child. That last part took me to dark places that should've prompted me to bolt. In short, Charmaine was a hot mess, but deserved much better than her lot in life.
As I walked the streets near her home in a self-reflective daze, I was distracted by a plethora of flashing lights emanating from some police cruisers less than a block away. A crowd was gathering around something of criminally prurient interest that caught my attention as well. I moved forward unsure of what I would find, happening upon a crime scene barely under control by the local constables. As I thought, a homicide had occurred as one officer was in the process of covering the body with a yellow tarp.
"Damn, them niggas just walked up and shot him in the head, point blank. "
"Fuck man, that was some Scarface level shit right there, bruh." Two kids were talking to a disinterested officer taking their statements.



"He must've done something; why else would they shoot him like that?"
Two rotund women were conversing as I glanced up realizing I was standing on the side of a corner liquor store. The foreign owners were standing on its stoop watching the proceedings as more cops arrived.
"I seen that guy around, he's a fucking wino." I had this queasy feeling in my gut as I went back a few steps looking over at the body. The victim's feet were still visible to pedestrians as I inched closer affording myself a better look.
A familiar pair of work boots were sticking out as one patrol office lifted the sheet affording me a brief glance of the dead man underneath.
I wasn't prepared for the boyish looking face that would've contrasted with the booming voice I'd heard earlier. His features were twisted almost a parody of itself. A five o'clock shadow of scraggly, greying hair covered his cheeks and chin in uneven feral tufts. What was left of his face was twisted into a scowling grimace of yellowed, smokers teeth.
"I never liked that nigga anyway." Somebody commented behind me.
The incident gave agency to my actions as I hurried back towards Charmaine's apartment building desperate to tell her the good news. Providence had stepped in to even the scales and this was a chance for the girl to breathe. Halfway down the street I noticed a few police cruisers cordoning off the end of the block. Road flares were placed just a few feet away from Charmaine's rear facing room.
She'd be able to see things from her window. I didn't have her number as everything occurred on the fly. It was dusk as I peered into the alley behind her house finding a middle aged woman standing there. I was ten feet away looking at her back. She was thick, bottom heavy with some skin tight mom jeans on, a pea green t-shirt and beige bandana tied around her head.
"Pack a bag, we're visiting your aunt Minnie; no, you ain't going to no school tomorrow. Huh, did you fucking hear what I'm saying to you, Charmaine?!! Get your shit together, I want you back here in five minutes-GET IT DONE!!" She hung up, dialing up another person immediately.
"Hey, yall on the road already; yeah-Mississippi in two days Reggie, thanks." I glanced over finding a beat up orange hatchback waiting, engine running. She hung up unexpectedly turning in my direction.
"Hey." Charmaine's mother was similar, eyes covered in large butterfly shades, cigarette in mouth. She forced a smile as I walked by dodging a bullet.
I got home a little after eight in the evening and took a really long shower.
...to be continued.
************************************************
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FOREWORD:
Before I close out this story of one eighteen year old's trial & tribulations signified by three very different women with one foot in and out of the mean streets, responsible writing must rear its ugly head.
Leroy "JON JON" Jenkins was found murdered in the 82nd block of Gramercy street. Cause of death was two close quarter gunshot blasts to the head that instantly took his life. The authorities have ruled this nigga's death "Gang Related" and the resultant case is destined to go cold after a month and a half of substandard investigation. Father of five known children and a few unsubstantiated, none of his family members have pursued justice. Dually noted is the late Mr. Jenkin's extensive criminal record which consists of petty theft, robbery, assault with a deadly weapon, suspected manslaughter and several uncorroborated sexual assaults including a nephew and the daughter of his last girlfriend, Charmaine Adalyn Belle. The girl's mother Anita Ada Mae Belle has not been questioned at the time of his incident.
Three days prior to the murder of Mr. Jenkins, Ms. Belle turned in her resignation from her custodial job at county general hospital citing the need for a change of scenery for herself and her troubled eighteen year old daughter, Charmaine. Close friends of the Belle family consisting of the two women have related that Anita discovered her daughter deathly ill on the second day of the week in which the crime occurred. After a brief terse discussion with her daughter, Anita realized her daughter was pregnant. Everything unfortunately started to come together in her mind that same night as she was bent over taking backshots from Leroy when the violent alcoholic drunkenly called out her daughter's name as he waxed her own considerable fifty-four inch backside. The following day at approximately 9AM, a call was made to relatives with a history of "dirty hands".
Three hours outside of the city, Anita pulled into a Denny's restaurant under the pretense of getting something to eat with her daughter, dragging her into the bathroom where eighteen year old Charmaine was threatened with physical violence. Ms. Belle believed her daughter pregnant from an affair with the recently departed Mr. Jenkins. Under extreme duress, Charmaine revealed that she'd been trying to avoid her mother's paramour since he'd moved in with them. Just under six months prior, she'd had a pillow shoved down onto her head in forced horseplay that ended with her lost virginity on all fours nearly suffocated in the couch cushions. Mr. Jenkins continued advances escalating with every episode leading up to his murder. Charmaine also confessed to her mother, the numerous boys she'd been sleeping with to lessen and dull her horrific experiences.
Mother and daughter left the restaurant with their bond reforged, both aware of the sacrifice made to liberate the girl from a monster. Charmaine did mention the boy she'd liked since her early years of high school fondly, admitting that she'd lied shortly after they were finally together. She'd told him that one of the boys on the basketball team had deflowered her, but that lie was undone by Leroy's sudden appearance. Upon getting his description, the elder Ms. Belle vaguely recalled some kid standing near the alley outside her home. She considered calling up those two older "criminally minded" cousins to clean up but relented out of love for her only child. They were leaving for greener pastures in her home state of Mississippi.
Surprisingly, Charmaine ended up carrying the baby to term as both women decided to raise the little boy, Zaire Belle with the story of his deceased father being absentee. Ms. Belle found work in a local hospital cafeteria while Charmaine completed school by getting a G.E.D later finding work as a receptionist for a black owned construction company where she would meet her future husband, one Jesse Lee Smits, ten years her senior. Two more kids after a conventional romance and a large house built especially for her, Charmaine Smits found a happy ending she'd been looking for all her life.
-Now that I've got that out of the way...
**********************
HOPE, CHARITY & FAITH-THE CONCLUSION PART ONE
"Jaleel?"
"Yeah mom?"
"Stop moping, get your ass out of that bed and mow the lawn." Truthfully, I had been sort of crestfallen for an extended period of time since the incident with Charmaine and its subsequent conclusion.
I took that murder as divine intervention but was still disturbed by it. There was no way I was talking about it with my mother or any of my older relatives who would've instantly dimed me out. She never returned to school after that day and I felt responsible. The only people who might have known what happened in intimate detail beyond myself were Kimberly Bivens and the human jackal, Treena. There was no way either of them were talking with me. Kimberly even renewed hostilities with me on the low, but wisely stayed out of my phone.
Earlier in the week she'd finally mustered the courage to administer a light slap to my cheek as she went to her seat prompting Mr. Harvey to immediately dispatch her to study hall detention followed by Treena for laughing wildly. It was heartening to find that my slight teacher finally discovered the means to retake his classroom from its teen dissidents. Kimberly ended up dating another member of the baseball team, initially in a bid to make her estranged ex-boyfriend jealous but he wasn't biting.
Her new beau Gerow was hip to her womanly wiles using the opportunity presented to judiciously rail the stuffing out of her apple bottom with no fucks given. There was no way she was dumping him so close to prom, and Gerow knew it. So my serpentine ex-whatever knew the order of the day was face down, ass way way fucking up in the air. He wasn't shy above sharing pics of her panty clad butt with his teammates either which earned Kimberly a finger wagging sermon from her former about promiscuity. I laughed my ass off that day, much to her chagrin due to the two classes we shared.
I usually got in trouble for dragging my feet when it came to cleaning the yard and clipping our considerable hedges, but this Saturday afternoon I welcomed the change in routine. I wanted it to be a distraction from current events but couldn't fully divert my thoughts. I took consolation in the fact that I got a smile on my face whenever I thought of Kimberly Bivens, but that inevitably brought my thoughts to Charmaine Belle. It got me to wondering what could've been if she'd made herself known back in the day instead of me ending up with a toxic narcissist. Charmaine's extreme emotion left me with the mindset that all was better left unsaid in the long run. I imagined that she might've been a smothering presence in my life not discounting her physical propensity for explosive violence.
This brought my thoughts to Hope Arias who'd been the catalyst for my immediate turn of fortune sexually and unintentionally everywhere else. Her childish beauty and lush, packed curves would've sent me reeling if not for the daily drama which she intentionally took part in, albeit on a remote level. There was the thought that I should be angry with her for trolling Kimberly to assuage her own issues with the professor she'd engaged in a one sided affair. Hope took me with unbridled passion and desperate lust wanting to bury herself in my situation. That day and following night was one for the ages, but not without cost at the expense of my friendship with my best friend, Ricky Arias. After I'd been hospitalized, Hope confessed the tryst to her brother who promptly unfriended and blocked me on all access points, social media and otherwise.
"Fucking coward."
My brow furrowed at the thought of the argument I'd been gypped out of while lying unconscious in my hospital bed. I still had a court date coming up with Jay Stello. Some lawyers were calling my mom, but I didn't know anything beyond that.
I'd tried calling Hope up a number of times only to find out that I'd been similarly blocked. Before I knew it, the yard was completely finished leaving me a bit parched but unwilling to go back into the house knowing some new chore would be waiting. I decided to walk down to the corner store for a drink and snack. The kids around my neighborhood jokingly referred to the chintzy establishment as the "Bootleg 7-11" and I wasn't picky.
My mind drifted further to Faith who'd stayed by my side after the assault out of some sense of karmic responsibility initially only to later admit feelings that would only be addressed in one night. We were robbed perhaps, but her own actions created that catalyst as well when she wrongfully mentioned my situation with Kimberly Bivens to Charity Gilbert.
Looking to avenge herself on a rival, I'd become a living weapon used to bend the knee of upwardly mobile, future millionaire Jay Stello. Yeah, the big colleges were still salivating at the prospect of having him join their ranks on the football fields and even news coverage was downplaying the incident. His family picked up the tab for my hospitalization although I heard mention that a college booster was likely funneling the funds in exchange for a signature on the dotted line. Charity Gilbert had been momentarily disposed by the rest of the football team after being exposed as the one pulling Jay's strings behind the scene. It was a momentary victory, but she was sitting tall as the student body president while Faith was in exile.
I figured she was well into a new life in China with her father recalling with painful clarity, the photos shown to me by a confidant. Particular in my mind was this Chinese guy around her age noticed in more than a few of the pics of her overseas life. Days drifted by added little bits of paranoia and resentment of entanglements imagined. Faith and I made no promises to one another during that one momentous night as we fucked, made love and everything in between knowing our time was fleeting.
There was this gasping desperation during the last few hours before we jointly ventured to the airport chauffeured by my mother. Just as she'd finished packing up her bag, it became imperative that we have one another a last time before the world violently sheared us apart. I fucked her so hard that I could still feel it as her plane flew off into the horizon. For the first few days afterwards, I was inconsolable. Now for the most part, there was a fleeting numbness.
Returning to by life in the urban diaspora was the least of my concerns as I now had that layer of emotional protection Hope had earlier tried to give me, but it just wasn't enough now that Faith was the stuff of memory.
"Fuck it; I'll get it from the horse's mouth."
Thirty plus minutes later, I was sitting on a bus almost arriving at my destination unsure of what I'd find at the endpoint. I was determined to see my former best friend and hash things out or let it burn in final dramatic fashion. I wanted some closure as we neared the last weeks of our final year of high school. It was a leap of Faith as I exited the bus walking across the street over the middle divider median which served as a mini-strip people used to walk their pets. I found the fence in front of his place locked but resolved to climb it. It was a little high, but I managed just fine, ringing his doorbell.
"Who is it?" A unfamiliar voice answered after a prolonged period of ringing.
"Dorothy, here to see the great and all powerful Oz."
"HUH, WHO IS IT AGAIN?!!" This person sounded like a little person for lack of a better description, verbally speaking.
"I-AH, AH, AAAHHH WANT-the knife!" I didn't think my Eddie Murphy "Golden Child" imitation would go over well, but it was worth a try as I heard some distorted, radio snow for a few seconds followed by a familiar voice.
"Get off my porch Jaleel!!" Ricky's voice blasted out of the door speaker as I noticed the door cam a few feet away from my face.
"But I have a golden ticket, Ricky." This time I quoted that old Willy Wonka movie, but he wasn't amused.
"GET THE HELL OFF MY PORCH!!" I flinched as he yelled into the door mic on his side. I walked back down the short steps stopping short as I fished out my phone calling up the clip of Kimberly Bivens backside.
"Hey, it's cool, but just remember the last time you saw me, I was unconscious. Don't say I never gave your punk ass anything, Ricky." I held the active clip up to the door cam letting the clip of my ex-whatever play on a loop for a few seconds.
"So, I'm supposed to open the door because you showed me that, huh?"
"No, I just wanted you to have a nice memory of me, you coward." I retreated feeling that I'd tried clamoring back over the fence with just as much trouble getting back over the locked fence. There would be a twenty-five minute wait for the next bus as I crossed the street to the grass covered median divider.
"JALEEL!!"
Ricky was standing at the gate looking at me, breathing hard. I hadn't seen him in just over a month. It looked like he lost a bit of weight and he'd shaved his head. I didn't know what to make of things unconsciously raising my fists, waiting. I didn't know what would happen next as Ricky opened the gate taking his time approaching me. He was standing in front of me about six feet away, taking stock of the situation.
"So, you came here to fight me?" Ricky asked as a light breeze blew leaving everything up in the air. I stared back for a few minutes, looking at his strained features.
"No, but I want you to take your shot." I dropped my hands to my sides.
"What the fuck are you talking about?"
"You know what this is man; I'm taking responsibility for the shit show that's been our senior year. I can't say I'm sorry enough that I wasn't there when you needed me, and yeah Ricky, I slept with your sister. So, take your shot man, I deserve it for lying about that shit."
"You just gonna let me punch you, huh?"
"Yeah man, that's what I'm gonna do."
"Okay." Ricky replied unemotionally.
I squeezed my eyes shut tightly not wanting to see it coming. I knew I'd flinch or raise a defensive hand out of instinct. This was just going to be an exercise in clearing up any lingering karma and I really felt it would even a lot of things out. Ricky and I were one another's support system throughout high school and the instant I got distracted, hell came a knocking. Despite myself, I flinched a little.
"AWWWWWFFHHHH!!" The pain exploded with a white flash across the inside of my eyelids.
Ricky Arias my former best friend, kicked me in the balls.
I went over like a ton of bricks rolling around on the grass as he stood there watching with a smirk on his face. Ricky put his hands in his pockets as a wide smile spread across his features. There was a flash of anger, but I managed sitting there on my butt.
"Really, kicked me in the balls, man?"
"Jaleel, you fucked my older sister." He explained looking happy at my discomfort, but otherwise relaxed.
"So, Hope just threw me under the bus, huh?"
"I don't really talk to her that much; she's kind of got into the bad girl thing down there at her college."
"What do you mean?"
"Hard partying, staying liquored up and stuff; mom's having a hell of a time with her. Guess she's feeling herself, not that its any of your business, pal."
"Honestly, she suggested we "Do It" so that I wouldn't be "whipped" by Kimberly Bivens; I got caught up Ricky, not my best moment."
"No shit; but that's my sister man."
"Fuck, wish you'd punched me instead of kicking my nuts."
"You've had a concussion bro; I was looking out for you Jaleel. Guess you couldn't do me a solid after she spiked my drink, huh nigga? That's some fucked up shit and I should kick you in the balls again."
"I had nothing to do with that."
"Yeah I know; should've saw it coming because she did that shit when we were sophomores. I was tasked by mom with keeping gentleman callers away from the house, so she slipped me the fucking Benadryl. Luckily, the guy ghosted her ass because she was a geek. Still though, you fucked my sister."
"Been there, done that; so, you look, okay." I cautiously got up keeping my eyes on Ricky.
"Yeah, been eating right and doing some exercise. I mean, I gotta be ready Jaleel; did Hope tell you to come over?"
"Why would she? We haven't really talked since before I went into the hospital."
"I'm leaving Monday morning."
"WHAT?!"
"I've got a general equivalency diploma for a few weeks now; I uhm, joined the army." It was more of a devastating blow to the gut than the kick I'd received to the groin. We just stared at one another for a few seconds before Ricky glanced down at his feet.
"You never said you were gonna join the army."
"Eh, I never thought about much of anything, didn't give a thought to my future beyond high school, either. Sometimes it takes a shock to the system to get your priorities in check. One day, I just did it, joined the service, Jaleel."
"I'm sorry I wasn't there for you, Ricky."
"I never blamed you for that shit, Jaleel." We hugged it out, but I was distraught.
"Sorry."
"It's cool; but you fucked my sister." We started laughing our asses off on that grass covered median.
"Shit, I should probably worry about some other guys kicking me in the balls. I've been busy, sexually speaking."
"Bullshit." Ricky raised an eyebrow, interest peaking in seconds.
"Started the year with Kimberly, your sister, Charity Gilbert, Her former right hand, Faith and Charmaine Belle." He got progressively more excited as I went down the list, shaking his head profusely reminding me of his former self.
"Now you really expect me to believe you hooked up with Charmaine Belle, that fucking female Clubber Lang? Man, I'd believe you got down with Charity before I ever signed off on that weird fantasy with your bully. Charmaine HATES you, Jaleel."
"Apparently not; wanna bet twenty dollars on the Charity shit, huh?" Ricky stared back looking deep into my eyes as a gregarious grin spread across his face.
"Damn man, you really did fuck Charity." He nodded as I produced my phone showing him the clip of her supervillain confession and subsequent beatdown.
Ricky watched the clip several times laughing hard each time Faith's hand dipped into frame slapping the taste out of Charity's mouth. We walked back over sitting on his steps as I filled him in on the insanity that had been my life up until that moment. He also continuously watched the clip of Kimberly's tight bubble butt being slapped before accidentally happening across Hope's troll videos. I had to snatch the phone away once I realized what he was looking at. He looked angry for a few seconds.
"Hey Jaleel; why was Hope sending all that shit to Kimberly?"
"I really can't explain it other than she got severely triggered by my situation; Ricky, she was doing her best to stick it to Kim, and well, she succeeded in spades. The shit with Jay Stello was all about Charity pulling the strings because her boyfriend forgot which girl was the side chick. I got caught in the middle of that crap, but Hope thought both of us got it because of her actions. Maybe you guys should talk."
"Yeah maybe you're right, but Hope's been gone for a minute now. Honestly, she was smothering the fuck out of me after that school fuckery with McKenzie. He got tried as an adult, apparently, Rob got dirty with a couple of other people, too." We sat looking out at the street, neither wanting to go further in that conversation.
"Fuck High School." I commented after a while.
"Was it worth it?"
"What?"
"Charity and uhm, Charmaine; I mean she was one of the bitches who got you beatdown that day." I realized I hadn't given a complete thought to the day I was assaulted beyond Jay Stello's fist colliding with my face.



"Charity I would say yes if it weren't for her being a raging cunt; seriously that bitch just fucked me to get back at Jay Stello, man. Honestly, she fucked the shit out of me, and it meant nothing to her. I was playing checkers while she played chess, but I didn't know it at the time. She kind of told me before we did it."
"I get that, but how in the fuck can you justify smashing Charmaine Belle?"
"Ricky, I gotta tell you something really shitty; we good, right?"
"Bro, you scaring me; did you-do something?" I glanced at him incredulous before continuing.
"Charmaine was doing all that shit because she had some sort of toxic crush on me; said she'd liked me since we were in homeroom back in the day. I thought we were gonna throw hands when she ran up on me behind the school."
"You were actually gonna fight her, Jaleel?"
"Yeah, she was running at me with her hand cocked like she was gonna steal on me; but it went sideways when I turned around. She started feigning and shaking looking like a crackhead. Then she just started spilling all this shit about how she was in love with me since homeroom. I didn't want any part of her, but we ended up fooling around right there on the spot."
"Stop it."
"No really, we sort of got into it a block down from the school store between these houses and well, later at her place. Ricky, she said she had a crush on me from the jump, then she jumped my bones. Gave me everything too, and I mean everything!!"
"I hate you."
"I'd hate to say it, but I wish I'd never hooked up with Charmaine. Found some shit out about her that put everything in perspective. Her fucking body is crazy, all tits and one big fucking ass, too; but I still wished it didn't happen anyway."
"You're full of it Jaleel; you think I'd say some shit like that if we could change places? You're four deep and I haven't even had my first...one of them is my fucking sister, too!!" Ricky gave me a punch to the shoulder that I ignored though it smarted a bit.
"Damn Ricky, I never would've slept with Hope if I'd known she was going through drama at college with her fucking professor!! You should be kicking that asshole in the balls instead of me!!"
"WHAT?!!" I instantly realized that I'd let the cat out of the bag as we exchanged glances.
"Forget about it." My words hung in the air, empty.
"Jaleel."
"She had an affair with her professor; motherfucker treated her like garbage, man."
"Why didn't she tell me? I knew something was up with her because I was getting smothered the whole time she was here. WHY DIDN'T YOU TELL ME, HUH?!!"
"SHE DIDN'T WANT YOU TO KNOW!!"
"SOMEBODY MESSING WITH MY SISTER AND YOU DIDN'T TELL ME?!!" It felt like we were about to come to blows, but I couldn't deny the raw emotion and concern in his eyes.
"Ricky, she was really going through some shit that I'm not at liberty to tell you. Honestly, I was shocked when she told me to do her in the basement. Hope kept saying that if I didn't sleep with another girl right away, Kimberly was going to mess me up, have an unfair emotional advantage. I don't know why I did it-Uhm, well, the visual wasn't helping but later I found out she was doing it to dull her own pain."
"Who's this guy, this motherfucker messing with my sister?" He sounded calmer than before.
"I think you should talk to Hope about that Ricky."
"RIGHT!!" Ricky got up leaving slamming the door as he went back into his home.
I sat on the steps weighing what was talked about and beginning the mourning stages of a friendship lost when he reappeared again stomping halfway down the stair before turning to me, brows furrowed.
"You coming or what?"
"Huh?"
Thirty minutes later we were on the road speeding down to Hope's college neither of us knowing what would happen or what we'd find. Ricky was adamant about getting answers from his sister due to my refusal to spill the entire details of Hope's situation. I felt swept up in his wake sitting there intermittently staring between his face and my phone.
I couldn't bring myself to tell him that his older sister had an abortion and wasn't strong enough to resist her emotional abuser a second time. I was honestly scared that Hope had given up and was doing whatever she could to smother the pain. She'd gone no contact with me after my assault. I'd awoken from that assault to find myself blocked on her social media after receiving an explanation from Faith.
I still felt pangs of emotional discomfort whenever I thought about Faith and the fleeting moments we'd shared before she began her theoretical exile in the East.
We'd become fast friends during my period of incapacitation. Sitting here next to Ricky brought home just how much of a void she filled in that interim. Now that she was gone, a bigger hole had been left that couldn't possibly be plugged with the imminent departure of my renewed best friend. Charmaine Belle wouldn't have had a chance given a choice between her and Faith. Knowing what she'd gone through in the aftermath of urban teen toxicity, left a bitter aftertaste in my mouth.
"Which one are you thinking about?" Ricky said out of nowhere.
"Faith."
"Don't have any vids of her, do you?"
"Wouldn't show you if I did; no disrespect." Ricky surprised me by snickering a little.
"So, you found the one you like."
"Doesn't matter, she's gone halfway around the world."
"You can get on a plane too, dumbass." We both laughed for a while before Ricky leaned over turning up his music.
I got a bit antsy as the college appeared two and a half hours later on the horizon line. Ricky visibly tightened up probably wondering what he'd do when he found Hope. This guy only had cliffs notes and I was extremely glad for that, but knew I'd probably be on permanent outs with his older sister. In hindsight, I was passive aggressive about the whole thing knowing she'd also used me for her emotional needs. I'd never be able to talk about it with Ricky fully without earning another kick in the balls.
"Yeah, her dorm is somewhere up ahead; I'm tracking her phone." Ricky was staring at the face of his phone. He was using the Find My Friends app on his iPhone. It was just after dusk on a weekend as I peered out the window at some of the students sporadically walking the sidewalks.
"Maybe you might wanna think about this." I offered.
"What do you think I've been doing the whole time we driving up here? Jaleel, I'm just going with ripping the band aid off on this situation." We pulled into a slot in front of the dorm building. They were similar to apartment buildings half meeting my expectations.
"So what, you gonna beat up the guy or something?" Ricky was different, more confident and take charge as we strolled up a walkway neither of us had before.
He'd emptied out Hope's "Bad Sister" fund to make the trip.
"You don't have to come man; wanna wait in the fucking car, nigga?" He offered the keys still staring at the face of his phone.
"Fuck you man, I'm going with you, okay?"
Both of us got some errant stares from other pedestrians and students as we walked up to the building entrance. My heart was thumping like crazy as Ricky tracked his sister's phone taking the stairs instead of the elevator.
"If you were with me; we wouldn't be here Jaleel. You're supposed to tell me when somebody messing with my sister. That's what friends do homie; get the memo."
"Oh, so we ain't cool now; is that what you're telling me?"
"No, I'm admonishing your past behavior and simultaneously excusing it due to a bad case of being pussy whipped." A group of plain looking girls of varying weights and hair colors hung close to the brick walls as they passed us on the stairs.
I knew I could probably pass for a college student, but Ricky still looked decidedly juvenile despite a noticeable weight loss. We reached the third floor and I had to grab Ricky to keep him from bumping into a group of guys, who shot us looks. He was laser focused on his phone reminding me of this old movie Aliens. A group of marines in that film used a similar method to find what they believed were hostages. Both of us found ourselves outside what we believed was Hope's door. Ricky stopped glancing at me apprehensively.
"Open it." He ordered.
"You open it; besides it's your sister." Strains of Soul Searching by Me' Shell NdegeOcello emanated from the other side of the door making us both antsy.
"Man, just open the damn door." We were probably thinking she was there with that professor "getting it in" with the offending party as Ricky tensed up looking as if he were ready for war.
"Ricky, maybe we should come back later."
"Are you serious; you chickening out on me Jaleel?"
"No, I'm not chickening out; I'm just saying you don't wanna be in jail over some stupid shit that could've been avoided. That's fucking hookup music and you know it."
"Jaleel, I-don't-give-a-fuck about no jail, nigga."
"Well you open it then, stupid." Ricky got pissed, bumping chests with me.
Both of us pushed into one another chest first as I considered fighting him to alert Hope on the other side of the door. It became this comical test of youthful masculinity as we swayed back and forth each erratically point to the door knob, both afraid to try it for fear of what might lay on the opposite side.
"HEY BOYS, EXCUSE ME FOR A SECOND, OKAAAY?!!" A female's hand got between us incessantly snapping fingers until we stopped regarding her.
"Oh, uhm shit." My mouth hung open.
I recognized her instantly remembering how she's been goaded into entertaining me by Hope over a month ago. She was beautiful, intense looking with a formal medium length bob hairstyle framing her annoyed features. Her chest was covered with a maroon Benetton t-shirt with a large faded looking CLASS of 96 emblazoned on the material and grey form fitting yoga pants that needlessly accentuated ridiculous ample hips and long legs. I suddenly got the meaning of the oft-said "ASS so BIG you can see it from the FRONT." Ricky looked like he'd been time-frozen as I glanced down at her bare feet.
"Chrystal." I Freudian mumbled.
"So what; get out my way fools!!" The fact that she was an uber bitch was lost on two visually smitten eighteen year old's as she shoved us in opposite directions angrily turning the door knob with authority.
"FUCK IT HOPE, I'M SO TIRED OF YOUR SHIT!!" Chrystal scolded into the deep inky darkness of the room reaching inside for the light switch.
"Hold up, don't turn that on bitch." Hope's voice got our attention from the darkness, but Chrystal pounded the switch bathing the room in cleansing light.
"Oh fuck." I mumbled.
"Shit." Ricky followed suite with an explicative of his choice.
Hope wasn't alone in the darkened room and she was indeed hooking up. The humidity was stifling along with the meaty odor of two bodies rubbing and grinding into one another. It actually took a few seconds before they realized we were there. Her lush nudity was partially displayed for all to see pinned under the body of her partner.
Hope was hooking up with a woman.
Both of them were similar in coloring, olive pallor akin to pecan with the women of lesser build with noticeable curves. One glance at the two of them would've left you with the impression they were related albeit distantly. Facially this other woman reminded me of a retired actress named Rae Dong Chong in her youth. Both women had similar bushy manes of hair the color of sand. Time stopped for the second time allowing me to take in everything.
Both of them were literally entangled in one another, Hope's more beefy arms were wrapped around the woman's back, fingers interlocked. Her lover's arms followed suite wrapped in what appeared to be a chokehold about Hope's neck. Her narrow form was elegant and heavenly looking as I found Hope's knee rising up between her thighs. This female's legs were locking it in place allowing her to grind that knee while her right knee was embedded between Hope's luscious thighs. Both women had been grinding the shit out of one another as they made out. I was blown away as time resumed.
"TURN THIS FUCKING SHIT DOWN; YOU'RE GETTING ON EVERYBODY'S NERVES WITH THE THOT OLYMPICS, SLUT!!" Chrystal obviously didn't have any fucks left to give as she stormed by the compromised women turning down Hope's music.
"You couldn't text bitch?" Hope didn't seem fazed in the least as Chrystal stormed back out of the room giving her a no look middle finger.
"IS THIS WHAT YOU'RE FUCKING DOING, OUT HERE HOPE?!!" Ricky was so shocked; the tone of his voice went falsetto.
"OH MY FUCKING GAAAWD RICKY, WHAT-THE-FUCK ARE YOU DOING HERE?!!" Hope's lover was nearly tossed onto the dorm room floor as Hope recoiled hiding behind her bed sheets in the far corner of the bunk style bed.
"I CAME UP HERE TO DEAL WITH THAT ASSHOLE WHO'S BEEN USING YOU!!" Ricky shouted back exposing my breach of confidence. Hope's gaze shot over directly at me as she began to ugly cry. Before any of us could react, she rushed at us from the bed, distraught.
"FUCK YOU JALEEL, FUCK YOU FOR TELLING!!" Hope shoved me so hard, I stumbled back into the corridor. I noticed some scratches on her cheek and a puffy right eye that looked like the result of a sucker punch.
"THAT'S WHAT HE SUPPOSED TO DO; HE'S MY BOY!!" Ricky and Hope were starting to grapple with one another as the sheets slipped away. The woman was watching with a weird expression on her face that pissed off Ricky. She barely had time to snatch up the flimsy dress she was wearing when my bud tossed her in the corridor nude.
"GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE BITCH!!"
The door slammed in both of our faces as I experienced a mental break. It was akin to an out of body experience leaving me floating back down the corridor to the stairs. Bridges were burned, napalmed in extravagant fashion as my head bobbed and dipped before someone snagged my arm.
"Hey." The nude woman followed me into the stairwell as the floor started to fill with students attracted by the commotion.
"Uhm, what?" Again I noticed the weird uneven expression on her face and the odd sort of smirk on her thin lips. I wondered if both of them had been doing drugs as well before the woman spoke.
"Could you cover me while I put my dress on, please?" Her tone was calm and measured.
"Uh sure, yeah ma'am."
I was afforded another good look at her nude body in the sterile lighting of the stairwell. She was about five seven, slender with modest breasts and prominent hips for a woman of her build. Hard tan lines detailed the conservative underwear she usually wore as I glanced at the modest nappy bush covering her mound.
"Thanks." She got behind me as a few bystanders passed in the stairwell giving us looks. One bespectacled white girl was already on her cell phone as she went by with friends.
"I'm decent now." I peered over my shoulder noticing similar scratches on this woman's face as well. She was visibly older than me, looking facially to be in her thirties as she scratched her bushy mane averting her eyes.
"I'm going down now." I said flatly already walking down the stairs.
"Well, me too I guess." She nervously chuckled following me down the rest of the way.
I found myself glancing back at her noticing her bare feet and the half smirk on her face. There was a lightness to her that I couldn't explain. Something in her appearance and the way she moved that demonstrated little care in the world around her. The situation struck humorous with this woman as she covered her mouth hiding little chortles born of inherent embarrassment. I cleared the building wishing I'd taken Ricky's keys, but found a seat on a bench at the edge of the walk instead.
"Excuse me, do you mind if I have a seat here." I glanced up from my palms finding her standing there staring, barefoot.
"I don't care." I scoffed serendipitous reminded of the same line used by one of the architects of my misery.
She gingerly took a seat at the very edge of the bench staring forward beyond the parking lot towards the opposite end of the campus. There was something a little regal in the way she straightened her back leveling her gaze to parts unknown as I took stock of her person. Her frock hung loose about her body as I noticed a pert exposed breast topped with an erect nipple. This woman felt my eyes gradually looking in my direction with a smile.
"Uhm, your tit is showing ma'am."
"So it is, would you like me to cover it?" she replied breezily giving me pause as she glanced down at the exposed boob. There were some tears in the material affording me a glance at her side.
"Miss, are you okay?" I was sincere.
"Funny, I was thinking of asking you the same thing. What is your name, good sir?"
"Jaleel."
"Ah yes, it fits you quite nicely my friend; you are definitely a Jaleel. The name refers to one who is great, exalted and is of Arabic and Persian origin. I love the sound of it, regal refined full of character and flair. I'm well versed in the field of onomatology. Actually I'm accredited in multiple subjects."
"Are you a teacher, professor ma'am?" My curiosity was piqued.
"Housewife, confidant and sometimes therapist, Jaleel. You know I'm also a licensed therapist as well." She turned peering into my eyes giving up a bit of vulnerability.
"Hell, I could use a therapist myself." She stood up unintentionally revealing more tears in the material of her rayon sundress.
"I've got a few minutes, free of charge." Her hand hovered in front of my face in open invitation.
I looked about the area taking in the sparse scene of students and other pedestrians walking about before taking this strange woman's hand. We walked together away from Hope's dorm against my better judgement. There was no doubt my best friend and his older sister were having it out and I didn't want to be part of that noise. Hope probably hated my guts for outing her to Ricky. We strolled into an open pavilion that was sort of a mini park area inside the campus near the school buildings.
"What happened to you, ma'am?"
"I didn't expect that Jaleel; but obviously I allowed myself a fleeting moment of humanity."
"Huh?"
"Most people don't know this, but I was a child prodigy with an extremely high I.Q at an early age. Just became this sort of educational sponge soaking up information to the exclusion of all else. My late mother used to say that I was reading an encyclopedia before I was potty trained."
"What happened?"
"I happened Jaleel; became this educational freak show and a minor child celebrity in certain circles. Just got smarter and smarter until the light bulb burst. A phalanx of therapists said I needed rest and a proper childhood, but my parents thought otherwise until my umpteenth bout of self-harm. The pressure was a little bit too much for a girl who hadn't even had her first kiss yet."
"Sorry to hear that; how long have you and Hope been...together?" She burst into slightly manic laughter, facepalming. We stopped under a tree as she casually leaned against it regarding me.
"Excuse me for the misunderstanding; Ms. Arias is my current nemesis of sorts. We've desperately hated one another before we even knew the other existed, but I thought I had the edge with a marriage license."
"I don't understand."
"I hope you never do Jaleel; you seem like an affable, handsome young man with a life to find out here in the real world. Don't ruin it with a relationship; find yourself first. I honestly wish someone would've told Hope this before things got out of hand between us." The hairs stood up on the back of my neck as I realized who I might be speaking with.
"Miss, what is your name?"
"Ashwani- Ashwani Tyrell."
"Shit."
"Oh, so you are aware of my husband's egregious activities about campus, aren't you?" The scratches on her cheek along with three claw marks on the visible boob spoke the unspoken of tonight's story.



"What happened tonight?"
"My handsome, well regarded husband's quite the catch; that's what I've been hearing all these years from various parties and untold female rivals. Lamar's a third smarter than me actually, but I've knowingly born his indiscretions all these years. He's even had trysts with members of my family and one of my bridesmaids at our wedding. I saw him fucking her at our reception."
"Why didn't you just leave?"
"Pride and fear of the damage to my reputation at first; then I thought two kids might turn the tide. It sure as hell wasn't going to be my acumen between the sheets. He's said as much in countless marriage counseling sessions, so I resolved to become the perfect, supportive housewife to earn his favor until tonight."
"Mrs. Tyrell?"
"Ashwani, I would tell you to refer to me as Dr. Tyrell, but I hate hearing his last name. It makes me feel dirty and used up Jaleel. Do you know what that's like, young man? I'm in my mid-thirties and I'm washed up with kids." There was a serene calmness to her voice that was off putting.
"I don't know what to say, ma'am."
"Ashwani."
"Uhm, yes Ashwani."
"Hope uh, Ms. Arias was doing quite the job driving my husband to distraction. Apparently, she'd disappeared from his lectures on two separate occasions only to return on the latter fully immune to his overtures. But irredeemable bastard that he is; Lamar wouldn't let her get away from him. I knew what was going on the moment I first laid eyes on her but thought he would get it out of his system. Yeah, I was thinking a couple of fucks would be enough to get my husband back. Guess I'm covertly polygamous, huh?" Ashwani offered her hand taking my bicep eventually as we strolled further away from the dorms.
"She mentioned it a little." I offered.
"Lying is unbecoming of you Jaleel; don't forget my big brain and my tortured cohabitation with a serial cheater. It was unbearable watching him feigning over some unclassed coed, but eventually I had to admit it was eating away at my psyche. Yeah, after this morning, actions had to be taken."
"What happened?"
"Found a pair of Ms. Arias panties in the wash; obviously, they weren't mine as you can see, I'm quite slender physically speaking. Lamar was quite forthcoming admitting that he'd broken her again earning a wellspring of unrequited passion in our marital bed, no doubt. I have to admit Jaleel, I lost it wholeheartedly allowing emotion into the equation."
"Uhm, is he alive?" Ashwani laughed openly, the sound echoing across the campus.
"He's watching the children as we speak and grading papers, I assure you. But uhm, I dug deep into my genetic makeup going past my late mother's mixed UK ancestry directly to my father's southern roots. Yeah, I found that tiny little nigga inside and unleashed her on my husband earlier tonight. He was talking about some garden party for faculty not aware his lover's panties were inside my robe pocket. I just gathered up the children and placed them in their room locking the door."
"Ashwani?"
"He'd probably still be there at the kitchen table if I hadn't squeezed the truth out of him on the razor sharp point of my late grandmother's butcher knife. It's a family heirloom of sorts passed down from generation to my kitchen. The sight of his face covered in copious amounts of perspiration was wholly gratifying. See, I caught him from the back while he was still sitting there at the table. Bastard told me everything, admitting that he'd entertained in our home and things got out of hand when he begged for her panties. I could've killed him right there Jaleel, but..."
"What?"
"What do you think? Lamar fucked the stuffing out of me right there on the kitchen table, at knife point even. Obviously, my husband is exceptional in carnal areas, a prodigy in his own right. He was my first you know. In fact he's responsible for the tears in my dress, so the garden party was off tonight. Never even tried to take the knife while he was lancing me atop dinner. So, I decided to take a little break, but don't worry; the knife is embedded in the frame of our living room door."
"Ashwani, what happened with Hope?"
"Returned her panties, wanted to further embrace my primitive side too. I'm so proud of myself for clocking her in the right eye, but she did me one better not fighting back. I was so angry, enraged that she wouldn't be a nigga with me, Jaleel. I could've throttled her, and I honestly tried, but other than scratching up my face she just stopped resisting."
"She's hated herself for being with your husband; it's been a bad year for her and Ricky."
"Hearing that should make me feel glad, but it doesn't. I want to hate her, I'm glad the knife is still at home with Lamar. He's my husband and she was taking him away from me. Last week he called me Hope and didn't even realize it; so I wanted to snuff her out, but we ended up what you witnessed tonight. Hope wouldn't fight but she asked me what she could do to make amends. We cried together and then it just started happening."
We were standing in the middle of a courtyard that had a number of benches here and there with a fountain as its centerpiece. I took out my phone with the intent of dialing up Ricky to see what was going on with his older sister but stopped short. Ashwani was just standing there five feet away looking at me kind of waiting. The visual cues of her struggle were everywhere from her erratic hair to the tears in her dress and bare feet. She was just smiling in a way that spoke to something deep inside my being.
"Don't you have a call to make or will you walk a little more with me? I'm kind of on a mission Jaleel."
"What mission?"
"Fact finding mission to be specific, handsome." She backed away and I unconsciously followed phone in hand gradually pocketing it. I told myself that Ricky would call when he was finished with family business.
"What kind of fact finding mission?"
"Catch me to find out." Ashwani scampered away giggling and was a good fifteen feet away before I realized I was chasing her. She stopped abruptly causing me to bump into her.
"Thank you."
"For what, Ashwani?"
"Chasing me Jaleel; actually pursuing me for these fifteen feet, give or take. I'm afraid I was a bit of an intellectual snob when I was younger, and it scrambled my chances of dating for the most part. Didn't think myself fetching enough until Lamar literally ravished me. Earned my womanhood on all fours in my father's study of all places."
Ashwani snickered at the thought taking two steps back with her thin fists full of her dress. She did this sort of pirouette flashing her bare butt at me for a second or two before laughing at the expression on my face offering her hand again. She closed the distance taking my hands in her own pulling me forward. The fleeting glimpse of her derriere lingered, it being full teardrop shaped made up of two perfect ovals sectioned off by her hard tan lines. Ashwani pressed in close, her face in my chest before looking up into my eyes.
"Come with me, Jaleel; I've got to find out something. Think of it as a bit of a scavenger hunt. Oh please don't run away from me tonight. You have no idea how liberated I feel tonight for the first time in years. He always takes me from behind if I don't make him face me. I guess he does that to all his bitches, but I'm supposed to be his wife. Hell, I felt inferior to most of his conquests, because my dear husband the professor, has a type."
"Maybe we could call somebody, together."
"I'm emotionally compromised, but in full control of my faculties young man; a little freedom is all the help I need and some affection. You've been with Hope, haven't you?"
"Yeah."
"Well Jaleel, it's all in your face for someone with experience; I picked up on it when you entered her dorm room. Why do you think I followed you down that stairwell?"
"Excuse me Ashwani, but I'm not in the business of being your revenge fuck."
"Okay, but you've been intimate with her, right?" The question hung in the air between us.
"She was my second."
"Your second experience; I can't believe that." She was standing within my personal space rubbing the back of my forearm, still smiling serenely.
"Well she was, and I was her revenge fuck on your old man, sort of. She wanted me to help her erase fucking "Lamar" for all that was worth. I should've said no, but it never occurred to me until afterward. Hope put me on blast with her brother who's my best friend; maybe was my best friend because I really don't know these days. Maybe it doesn't even matter anymore!!"
"Everything matters and don't you forget that; I didn't want you to be my revenge fuck Jaleel."
"Well, what do you want then?"
"I want you to be my second, too."
"Huh?"
"I've never been with another man outside of my husband."
We walked the rest of the way finding one of the buildings containing her husband's office approaching from the back. There was a short red brick wall adjacent to the window facing out into the courtyard as I followed Ashwani around it. She kept looking back to see if I was still there as she rounded the short chest height fortification. I hung back for a moment prompting Ashwani to come back taking my hands pulling me into the area which contained and enclosed generator and a small recycling bin. She motioned towards the tall office window which was partially opened using a brick wanting me to climb inside, but I waved off not wanting part of a potential crime.
"Hey Jaleel; my paternal grandmother sits on the board of regents so that gives me quite a bit of clout and nepotism around these parts. Besides, this is my husband's office and I'm well known to security here."
"Then why can't we just walk in the front door?"
"Well, look at how I'm dressed, Jaleel; might cause a problem for the cute guy escorting the wife of one of the most popular educators on campus. Help me up, please." I complied again against my best wishes lifting her onto the bin.
Ashwani disappeared inside the window leaving me with my thoughts. I followed moments later climbing through the window to find a cramped office bordered on either side with walls full of books. Somehow, I thought it would be bigger from Hope's story of losing her virginity inside it. There were two doors as described, but the one leading into the back corridor was blocked by a few stacked boxes of text books. There was some writing on the boxes indicating the tomes were for some sort of function as Ashwani searched her husband's desk finally producing a set of keys, smiling all the while. She knelt down opening the bottom drawer in his standard desk finding something that made her chuckle.
"What is it, Ashwani?"
"His stash; my husband is a sly old fox no doubt. You see, knowing his propensity for sleeping around, I maintained a vigilant count on the box of condoms kept in our bedroom. Jaleel, I religiously kept count fooling myself into thinking that he was going through a dry spell at worst, becoming tangentially monogamous at best."
"Why do let him treat you this way?"
"Children and appearances; I've already explained this, young man." Ashwani pressed the gold foiled packet into my palm before locking the door to his office, giving it a little shake to check.
"What about happiness?"
"Maybe later; but I'll take what fleeting joy I can get tonight if you're willing to be with a thirty something mother of two and perpetual doormat. I can't deny how exciting it is to have an opportunity to be with another man, albeit a young and energetic cutie."
Before I could say another word, her lips pressed into mine followed by an invading tongue. I shivered a little bit as Ashwani cupped my cheek. She noticed with a slight chuckle going more passionate as her fingers undid my belt buckle. The hem of my shirt was tugged upward, I completed the action discarding it to the carpet. Her thumbs pressed into my nipples rubbing in a circular motion, followed her lips sucking on my left. At the end of the small office there was a tangerine colored loveseat that Ashwani led me backward to with her pointer fingers in my belt loops.
Her frayed dress slipped away from her body fluttering to the worn carpeting like autumn leaves. Again I was witness to her nudity partially illuminated by a night light plugged into a wall socket at her husband's desk. This woman's build was indeed slender accentuated sexually with fuller rounded hips that looked out of place on her body giving her somewhat of a bow legged stance. Her small breasts were a modest handful with just the slightest bit of sag, topped with blocky erect nipples. Ashwani looked between my face and her body a few times before kneeling face level with my crotch. Her fingers captured the pockets of my jeans drawing them down until I stepped out of them one leg at a time.
My underwear followed until she was face level with my endowment. My heart was thumping so hard, I was sure Ashwani could hear it audibly. Her assertion that I would be the second man she'd been with was confirmed by her playful examination of me. Ashwani handled my package lightly stroking my shaft and cupping my balls. Ashwani gave them an inquisitive squeeze before handling my member. I shuddered when Ashwani lapped at the crown a few times. Half of me disappeared between her lips. Her inexperience came into play again with my cock somewhat inert behind her lips. Her tongue caressed the underside in casual fashion as I peered down into her eyes.
It dawned on me that her life partner, degenerate husband Lamar Tyrell was somewhat of a beast from recounts by Hope Arias, so he'd naturally train his wife in similar fashion. She would have no idea what was normal in that respect. I softly cupped the back of Ashwani's head instantly getting a response as it tilted to the side, the woman audibly moaning. I took care drawing her forward a few times until the entirety of my shaft disappeared behind her lips. Both of her hands were resting on the tops of her thighs signaling complete deference to my overtures. This woman didn't seem to have no gag reflex to speak of, significantly owing to that suspected training.
Things became sloppy in moments as copious amounts of precum and saliva began to run down her chin onto the carpet. Ashwani revealed a passively intense technique inverted her cheeks on every outward stroke, her gullet wet and gooey around my girth. I had this weird feeling that wouldn't go away and nagged at the back of my mind while things proceeded. Ashwani encircled the base of my shaft stroking extremely hard with a twisting motion unlocking the hidden data in my mind. Hope lost her virginity to Professor Tyrell in savage fashion. He'd also trained her in pleasing him as well while gaslighting her into oblivion. I instantly hated this man with all my heart while his wife was sucking me to oblivion.
Ashwani graduated to both hands at the base of my cock pressing down with thin fingers, frenetically stroking away from her pumping lips still twisting this time with all of her fingers. I didn't fight it knowing I wanted to fuck the shit out of Tyrell's wife with prejudice for the monster pretending to be an educator and a human being. This alpha male used everything to his advantage cultivating a secret harem of willing initiates that included Hope Arias. I found myself understanding Hope's apparent meltdown on sexual levels.
I understood her intense feelings for my situation with renewed clarity. This twenty year old woman had been sexually imprinted in severe fashion later repeating with me what she'd learned from her married lover. Her words stuck with me leaving this lump in my throat.
My eyes were watering as I climaxed explosively deep into Ashwani's gullet. I already knew she would continue sucking me off right through the first orgasm into the next. However she revealed further training disengaging straightening her back rising upward still kneeling. Her tongue slathered our combined juices on my balls ending up twirling on my taint. The sudden weird sensation got results as my cock fattened and lengthened further across her left cheek where it had been resting. I cursed this advanced technique cultivated from years under a sexual narcissist. Ashwani knew her business, knew how to pleasure a man in no uncertain terms.
She inched backward turning away to rest her elbows on the edge of the loveseat, presenting her butt to me for salacious inspection. Ashwani surprised me with an ass thicker than one would have expected given her size. A perfect compact teardrop shape sitting at the bottom of her tiny waist made up of perfect oval shapes, it appeared rubbery looking almost unreal. Some might have even accused it of being fake if they could've beheld this visual treat. The hard tan lines of the bikini panties she obviously wore daily, added to the effect along with a lattice of subtle stretch marks at her hips and the top of her gluteal cleft. Ashwani glanced over her shoulder noticing my expression.
"A gift from my children Jaleel; funny I uhm, gained weight purposely because my husband's dalliances were usually with thicker women, mostly black. He hated it getting me a gym membership which resulted in our second daughter."
"Don't tell me about him anymore."
"Then make love to me so that we have nothing else to speak about." Her tone remained even and soft making me wonder if this was Charity Gilbert 2.0.
Obviously, I didn't care at this point getting down on my knees behind Ashwani.
Her nimble fingers snatched the condom from my hand as she folded one calve over the other arching her back. On all fours with her elbows resting on the edge of the loveseat, Ashwani legs rose between mine prodding me forward until my cock pressed into her rear cleft. It wasn't deep, moderately shallow cradling my shaft on either side. More sexual training came into play as she rolled and popped her hips massaging the underside of my shaft with her derriere. I filled my fingers greedily with her perfect butt finding it pneumatic in natural design, defiant to my curiosity.
She moaned signaling her appreciation of being handled with even more bobbing overtures. The deep arch at her lower back made it seem like she was double jointed. Ashwani knew just when to flex her rear cleavage using the precise motions to masturbate my cock until veins were visible on its surface. I didn't even hear the tearing of the foil packet, surprised when she reached back no look sheathing my prick with the lubricated sheathe. Her cunt was simply a slightly darkened slit between her legs but appeared bigger / longer than I would've suspected. Her rear opening was on display, definitely used no surprise there.
"AAAAWWWNNN." Ashwani moaned in this sustained gasp as I penetrated her going balls deep.
There was this bubbly, juicy sound audible enough that both of us heard with my passionate intrusion. I held it there gasping myself surprised at the tightness of her cunt, feeling the pulsing nature of her oily walls. My palms rested flat outside of her own as I draped myself across her back, pressing down hard. Ashwani popped her hips out of nowhere wrenching down on me in an instant. It hurt a little at my base, but otherwise felt heavenly. I realized she was pushing back against me necessitating I dig my nails into the edges of the couch cushions. Her hands followed suite pushing further backing me up enough before suddenly clapping her cheeks on my length in a solitary motion.
"AAAAWWWNNN." Ashwani moaned again.
Something wild, crazy, and feral erupted from my depths as I began pounding her defiant buttocks with everything I had. That rubbery looking derriere took it all with minimal motion ripples across their surface. Ashwani broke it up pushing her butt backwards until my hips followed halting my thrusts. She slowly shifted forward with me following. My back straightened out kneeling upright behind Ashwani.



Her hips began this butterfly flutter stroking me cock with precision leaving me reeling internally. Lamar Tyrell an avowed ass man like myself, trained his women well. Ashwani alternated pushing back intermittently holding in place for seconds before rolling her hips and lower back fucking me hard from a submissive position.
This thirtysomething was beyond wet leaving my crotch bathed in her essence. Her feminine musk was thick mixed with the wash or perfume she usually used, something flowery. Her butt clapped into my crotch, the only motion from her otherwise still figure. It was almost hypnotic watching it pop and twerk before I realized she was watching intently. Ashwani reared up still on all fours using her palms to straighten her back horizontally. I watched as she contorted into a keeling fetal position placing her arms behind her back, wrists crossed as if being arrested.
"Take my hands like this, Jaleel." She instructed.
We interlocked fingers tightly as her perfect butt wedged hard against the base of my cock. Her head was resting on its side on the carpet, this casual pensive expression painting her face.
I had to spread my legs part a bit further squatting lower, but we left caution in the wind as I began an absolute rutting of her tightened canal from behind. Every hard stroke and pounding thump was balls deep as her light olive pallor flushed from her serene face, chest and down her back. There was no doubt that Ashwani was feeling everything in this position. This seemed to be her favorite position leaving me intrigued because someone with her pedigree and high intellectual quota preferred a completely submissive sexual position. It involved intimate trust because my hands were the only ones keeping her from crashing onto the office floor.
"Harder Jaleel; do it as hard as you can and tell me when you're about to cum."
Ashwani gasped voice faltering, breathlessly moaning. Her moans graduated into labored whimpering as I pounded away starting to feel it. The motion ripples increased in frenetic waves across her rubbery cheeks. I could deny what was coming no longer.
"AWWW FUH, IT'S GONNA CUM OUT!!" My voice was hoarse and labored as well from exertion.
"LET GO OF MY HANDS JALEEL!!" Ashwani screamed out of nowhere shocking me into compliance as my hands released her like I'd been burned.
She quickly flattened against the carpet simultaneously handling my tortured erection deftly slipping the condom off. Ashwani's skill was never in question but she managed to roughly jerk my cock forcing me to hover above her back in a pushup position as my inner thighs seized up.
"AAAWWWW SHIT, BABY!! THASSSSS GHUUUDDD!!" I lost my composure embarrassing myself as several thickened ropes of milky ejaculate erupted from the head of my penis. My crown was pressed initially against her left ass cheek before slipping into her gluteal cleft.
"STICK IT IN MY ASS; SHOVE IT ALL THE WAY INSIDE ME UP TO YOUR FUCKING BALLS!!" Ashwani screamed loud enough to be heard outside the office door.
"AWWW SHIT, FUH, FUH, FUUUKKKK!!" My balls were cradled into the bottom of her cheeks and back of her thighs as her legs began trembling wildly. It looked like Ashwani was shaving a seizure as she snatched my thumb into her mouth grinding down on the knuckle with her teeth.
Her butt clenched up around the base of my member, sawing, rocking, and twerking hard enough to nearly castrate me as this thirtysomething orgasmed. A shrill sounding, girlish whine exploded form her depths as she shivered so hard, it looked like she'd been tased. Through it all, her butt continued violently rotating taking me wherever it went on the carpet. Ashwani milked me dry before collapsing.
Then it was over as I slid out sitting beside her on the frayed carpet. I rested my back against the edge of the loveseat while she remained faced down regaining her composure. Ashwani's breathing along with my own were the only ambient bits of sound in the cramped office as I noticed a family portrait on her husband's desk.
"I can't thank you enough for that Jaleel; my first real orgasm in six months. Uhm, sorry about the blue language, hard to retain myself all things considered."
"You're the sixth woman I've been with this year." I replied rubbing my head, sitting nude on the carpet. I studied the family photo which had Ashwani and husband sitting on the love seat in this office with the two daughters between their parents.
"I don't put much stock into numerical designations; otherwise my husband would be dead. However I acknowledge the likely progression in your love making skills." Ashwani's upper half was raised off the carpet supported by her elbows. I glanced down at her tight, heart shaped derriere in its glorious, soiled position.
"I don't regret it; I enjoyed fucking you so if you wanted revenge, I don't care." I wanted her mad so that I wouldn't look like a fool if that was the case.
"I never lie Jaleel; no reason for it and I honestly wanted to have sex with you because I find you attractive. It seemed like a good idea to take a chance at being with someone else; do you think that's revenge?"
"I don't know, guess you're gonna compare me to your husband."
"There's nothing I can say to make you think any differently; no reason to try with someone I only just met tonight. I don't know what your experience was prior to meeting me, but I think we should enjoy ourselves a little more before real life intrudes." Ashwani slowly got up on all fours taking notice of the bite mark on my knuckle.
"Sorry Ashwani; three girls used me for their own selfish reasons, another felt guilty and I really liked her, but now she's gone on another side of the world. The last girl I slept with was my fucking bully for Christ's sake. She was doing all that shit because she had a crush on me since we were freshmen."
The floodgates burst releasing unacknowledged emotion as Ashwani retrieved a small first aid kit from the same desk drawer containing her husband's stash of condoms. She planted a kiss on the mark before administering care and wrapping some gauze over the carefully placed band aid. The whole time she was intensely focused on providing care ending it with another kiss to my damaged knuckle.
"Hey, want some unsolicited advice from me or do you want to fuck some more?"
I palmed the back of Ashwani's head like a basketball drawing her in for deep soulful, wet kiss. This serene woman went with it like water flowing right into a passionate make out session mounting my right thigh, grinding. She held nothing back as I licked a trail down her cheek along her slender neck ending up suckling a breast. Ashwani simultaneously handled my semi-flaccid erection rubbing and tapping it on her bare mound before covering the shaft with her hand. She offered an open palm wanting me to spit in it before caressing and stroking my cock against her crotch.
We kept it up kissing and sucking on one another's bottom lips until I climaxed shooting a milky rope of cum on her well defined abdomen. Ashwani really knew how to touch a man to optimal effect expertly working my shaft until nothing was left. She rubbed my spunk into a taut belly forged from hours of intense workout in the gym for a husband who could've cared less. Ashwani reapplied my jizz to a throbbing diminished shaft getting me back up quickly.
Professor Lamar Tyrell trained his women good. Dr. Ashwani Tyrell was proof or this, his crowning achievement.
We used half of the condoms in his stash before I passed out from exertion. Ashwani rode me into the loving embrace of the Sandman on his office floor. I slept like a rock.
"Wake up Jaleel."
"Huh, yeah okay." Ashwani was sitting beside me knees drawn into her chest, still nude. She still looked the same, serene smile and relaxed aura. I noticed a half empty box of wipes at my hips as I sat up mimicking her posture.
"I wiped you down, but I suppose you can use the showers in the dorm if you want a more comprehensive cleaning." I noticed she'd picked up the office a bit and a filled garbage can full of spent condoms and soiled wipes.
"You didn't have to do that, thanks Ashwani."
"I like caring for people; it's kind of my calling in life as an intuitive empath. My tragic symbiotic relationship with my husband spilled into your life and I'm sorry for that. With the girls and other self-appointed responsibilities, I let him get out of hand."
"Don't blame yourself."
"Years with the man learning everything there is to know about him, being molded and fashioned into a willing servant in every way possible, didn't mean shit when he took a shine to Hope. In hindsight, she was a blank canvas while I was the finished end result discarded momentarily until I asserted myself."
"What will you do now, Ashwani?"
"Clean it all up like I've done before several times before; I'm inclined to give Hope and those other unidentified young women a new lease on life here on campus. Lamar will be ending his residency here and taking a substantial pay cut as a high school teacher in the interim. I set it up before having it out with him at the point of my grandmother's butcher knife. It will be a final clean slate Jaleel; Lamar understands explicitly."
"Are you gonna be happy?"
"I'm going to serve my purpose; it gives me a reason to exist besides our girls. Despite everything growing up privileged; I was never more alive than when Lamar entered my life. Can I ask the question, now?"
"...sure." I scratched my head shielding my eyes from the sunlight filtering in through the window.
"Myself excluded, which of the five remaining girls would you be with if humanly possible." It was a question unexpected that I answered without hesitation.
"Faith." Ashwani pondered my answer for a few moments before producing my phone.
"It's a little before seven in the morning; I already called up your friend. Hope said she'd be waiting in front of her dorm for you Jaleel." I took the phone noticing that Ashwani dialed up Ricky's number instead. I got a rock in my gut wondering what occurred as I pulled on my clothing.
"Shit, they're probably mad at me." I was starting to panic; it was Sunday morning.
"Jaleel?" Ashwani called after me still sitting there in her birthday suit.
"Yes?"
"It's gonna be okay; you can go out through the front door. I've already spoken with Gus, our security guy here in the building.
"What about you; are you gonna be okay?"
"I'm in control."
Her answer was as good as I assumed, I was gonna get. It was still a bit daunting stepping out into the corridor knowing a nude thirty something was committing to a life as her husband's prison guard more or less. Ultimately it was a grown woman's decision as I found myself walking through the lecture hall on a wrong turn. I was intercepted by a portly security guard already weary from the graveyard shift. After a modicum of explanation I was led to the entrance finding a familiar face checking into the building.
"Good morning Professor Tyrell." Gus, the elderly security guard was manning the concierge type desk at the entrance just beyond recently installed metal detectors.
"Morning Gus, the wife?"
"She called from your office; haven't laid eyes on her otherwise." I passed hearing a bit of the conversation instantly worried. I was prodded forward by the departing security guard while staring at the cause of so much misery from the back.
"Hey dawg, you want me to go back and look for her, bruh?" My escort offered radio in hand, giving me an idea of their working relationship.
"It's fine; we're taking the girls out for breakfast this morning." Professor Tyrell never even looked back over his shoulder signing into the building as I moved through the doors.
I glanced back noticing he carried a clear plastic bag that appeared to have women's clothing inside. Dr. Ashwani Tyrell was truly the power behind the throne whenever she wanted the mantle. His head hung low as he disappeared down the corridor presumably to his office.
"Must have been a slow night for that nigga." Both guards snickered, Gus shooting a glance in my direction that I waved off.
Part of me considered running around the side pf the building to find out if Ashwani was safe, but I knew she was inherently okay. It was early in the morning as I walked across the pavilion getting more antsy as I approached Hope's dormitory. A bit of a blue mood settled over me as I thought about the subtle indoctrination my best friend's sister had been subjected to and the sexual daisy chain of intimacy that led back to me organically. Irony aside, it felt like that I'd closed the circle by sleeping with Dr. Ashwani Tyrell.
"Damn." I slowed down at the sight of Hope sitting on the bench in front of her dorm.
Ricky's car thankfully, was still there. She was wearing some oversized white pajamas with a pool ball print and fuzzy house slippers. Her hair was pinned up leaving a big, bushy ponytail pointing skyward from the back of her head. I almost turned back, but she turned her head in my direction quickly standing running over to me.
"I uhm, know you probably hate me for telling Ricky, so uhm..."
Hope suddenly wrapped her arms around me in a deep hug burying her face in my chest. I slowly reciprocated unsure of what would come next. A few bystanders walked by some woman out running with her dog gave us a sideways stare. Hope looked up into my face, her own flush with emotion. It wasn't what I expected.
"Come on, let's get something to eat."
We walked together to the dining hall which turned out to be this impressive modern looking facility instead of the standard issue school cafeteria I was expecting. It was still early in the morning and only sparsely occupied outside of the staff. I was famished stacking my tray with almost anything within reach.
"This stuff is cheap, right; for students, huh?"
"Don't worry, I got you Jaleel." Hope assured.
"So, is everything okay between you and Ricky now? I-I mean you guys are good, right?" I was going to broach the subject when we sat down but noticed she averted her gaze unwilling to look at me directly.
"Maybe."
"I'm sorry."
"You have nothing to be sorry about Jaleel; don't get into the habit of apologizing for every damn thing. People will lose respect for you." We were moving down the assembly line of foodstuffs along with other early bird students.
"You don't respect me?"
"NO!"
"NO?!!"
"That's not what I mean; it's just that if you become tragically apologetic, people will instinctually take advantage of you. I was just giving you some advice, Jaleel."
"I don't need your advice; I just want to have breakfast. "My words hit hard as she turned to me bottom lip quivering.
"I wasn't trying to infantilize you; watch it with the hate."
"I'm trying to get breakfast for fucks sake; every girl I've slept with other than one has been a self-appointed mentor and I'm tired of that shit. If you can't respect, then we don't gotta sit together." The honesty in my words was real coming flowing from my psyche. Ashwani had unlocked my truth.
"Which one?"
"What?"
"Which girl?"
"It's complicated."
"Don't hold out on me goddammit; which girl are you referring to Jaleel?" Hope sounded downright indignant and it was off putting.
"Classified information, can we keep it moving; I'd like to eat." Some of her peers were grumbling similar sentiments behind us.
"I want a fucking name." Hope was steadfast, unmoving.
"Are you serious; mad you don't have a monopoly on my sex life, huh?"
"If it wasn't for me, you wouldn't have a sex life."
"Shit, can we keep it moving Hope?!" I ignored her wanting nothing more than a meal because I really hadn't eaten in twenty-four hours.
"Don't deny the reality."
"Okay let's keep it moving, alright?" More students were starting to grumble behind us. One pissed looking guy in a letterman jacket cut in front of us with his friends, but Hope didn't care. She folded her arms across her chest cocking her head to one side, defiantly.
"So now that you've got a few notches on your belt; you're gonna minimize me Jaleel?"
"I TOOK A KICK IN THE BALLS FOR YOU!!" Her eyes went wide as her mouth formed an O.
"Really?"
"Yeah, Ricky kicked me in the balls yesterday for sleeping with you, bitch." Instead of anger, Hope chuckled grabbing my bicep pulling me in close.
"Guess I was being entitled, huh?"
"Whatever gave you that idea?" I replied snarkily as more students passed us grumbling at the teen drama on display.
"Sorry."
"Hey, where's Ricky?"
Before she could answer, I was unceremoniously shoved in the back hard enough that I was ready to throw a punch. Instead, I found myself looking at Hope's dorm mate Chrystal wearing a thigh length flannel night shirt that did next to nothing to hide her huge ass and long shapely gams. She was wearing a pair of flip flops, visibly annoyed with both of us.
"FUCK HOPE, WHAT IS IT WITH YOU?!! YOUR DRAMA IS BECOMING A PANDEMIC!!" The beautiful blonde didn't care shouting at the top of her lungs in both of our faces point blank.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP; A BIGASS AIN'T NO HOOD PASS CHRYSTAL!!" Hope's brow furrowed worrying me that I might be caught in the middle of a cat fight. Chrystal was a head taller than her near my height and righteously indignant as well.
"That ain't what the brothers tell me honey; oh and by the way since you're being so fucking extra, clue yourself out of the party we're crashing tonight hon! I'll put your little brother outside on your stoop after I finish feeding his care bear looking ass, babe!!" She was carrying a tray stacked with waffles, pancakes, mountains of eggs and various doughnuts.
"Whatever slut." Chrystal blinked profusely still looking angry enough to throw hands as she glanced at me.
"Uh, good morning ma'am." She elbowed me as she stormed by to the cash register noticeably using a black card to pay.
"Is she always that way?"
We continued onward to the counter as I watched the majestic sway of her huge heart shaped butt. Chrystal shoved another set of students exiting the cafeteria with her bagged goods. One redheaded guy flipped her the bird.
"No, usually she's a bitch."
We were laughing as Hope paid for our breakfast with a single dollar. The pimply faced guy at the register had long been smitten. Apparently, nothing ever happened between them because he kept comparing her to that actress, Jessica Parker Kennedy.
"Hey, what did she mean about putting Ricky on your stoop?" I asked between bites of eggs and bacon.
"Ask your boy." Hope replied having a simple bowl of oatmeal and some fruit.
We laughed and talked casually about things, but I continued denying her questions about Charmaine Belle. That was my personal business, and I was taking it to the grave. Sometimes I wondered if she'd gone through with things being in the family way. She'd never returned leaving without that last bit of closure. Now I was here sitting in front of Hope a changed man proving my first mentor's words prophetic. I'd put Ricky's sister on a pedestal, but today I was sitting with another human being. I was at once, grateful.
"Thanks for being my second, Hope." I said out of the blue earning a flushed half grin form the pretty twentysomething.
Comically we found Ricky wrapped in a blanket leaned up against Hope's dorm room door. He was sleeping death warmed over as I looked at his older sister who shrugged. It looked like he'd just been dumped there while we were dining across campus. The next door opened revealing Chrystal stepping out into the corridor wearing some cherry red booty shorts and a white t-shirt with red heels on her feet. I popped wood instantly with a noticeable bulge that she noticed sneering at both of us.



"Fuck you looking at?"
"Love you too, babe." Hope no look pinched my erection as hard as she could making me yelp like a wounded seal as Chrystal looked down at sleeping Ricky before giving him a kick that jogged him out of unconsciousness.
"HUH-WHAT?!!" He sat up making the blanket fall away revealing that his pants were missing. His penis was visible through his boxers.
"Richard, your pants are in the dryer down the hall. I'm going now and my mother said you can call her if you have any further psychological issues."
"Uhm yeah, thanks Chrystal." He hadn't realized we were there watching.
"If you wanna thank me Richard, work on your fucking stamina. It's disheartening to have someone pass out with their dick in your mouth-BUH BYE!!" The stacked blonde flipped us the bird as she passed on her way to the elevator.
"What?' We burst into laughter as Ricky noticed us, yawning.
"I love you little brother."
Hope patted him on the head opening her door without warning. Ricky tumbled backward lying flat with is arms above his cranium staring at the lightbulb above our heads. I stepped over him as Ricky yawned wrapping up in the blanket going back to sleep. I caught some z's in her bed as she went to work on her laptop finishing up some assignments. A couple of hours later we were back on the road as I texted my mother. Ricky was smiling and popping his head to musical strains of Sunflower by Post Malone. He was actually glowing.
"So, you're a man now, huh?"
"You are so, unrefined and crude my friend. Do you expect me to cop to a night of acrobatic, anger filled sexual contact with a stunningly beautiful blonde, with a fifty inch plus ass that makes the sisters cry? Does being willfully dominated and taken by a twenty one year old until I passed out, make me a quote-unquote, man?"
"Yeah."
"OH FUCK YEAH IT DOES MAN; DAT ASS JALEEL!! OMFG THAT ASS MOTHERFUCKER!!" I think we were laughing hard for the rest of the drive back home. The man upstairs had stepped in to even things karmically for my best friend. Ricky was happier than I'd ever seen him during our senior year.
"Ultimate combo."
"Huh?"
"I'm gonna have to tell you about that someday." We drove off into the horizon line.
...to be continued.
**********************
Note: Chrystal McIntyre appears in this story which predates the BAD M.I.L.F series.
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HOPE, CHARITY & FAITH-THE CONCLUSION PART TWO
* All characters in this story are of legal age. *
Two weeks later Ricky was already in basic training and making a pretty decent go at his new life. We communicated from time to time via snail mail, but he was fast becoming a part of my past while I was still figuring things out, post-graduation. He'd gifted me his car before leaving making my mother partially unhappy because now "I would be gone all the time trying to get girls pregnant to make her a young grandmother." Proving I still had a long way to go mentally, I pointed out that she was in her late forties receiving a butt whipping as reward for insulting her vanity. Mom would occasionally ask about Faith like we'd been talking or something, necessitating an umpteenth repeated explanation that was starting to get old.
Truth of the matter, I thought constantly of Faith wondering what her life was like and if she'd forgotten me in China. I'd only been given a fleeting glimpse into her new life by her erstwhile protegee, sophomore Lisa Jackson. We talked occasionally but I could never work up the courage to ask her to let me see the pics again. Sometimes I chaffed inside thinking she probably had some Chinese boyfriend by now and was living the life.
"Hey Jaleel; how're you doing?" Lisa seemed to read my mind as I sat in the cafeteria having an early breakfast of an overpriced danish and bottle of juice.
"I'm good, what's up?"
"Uhm, just checking in with you; seeing how you're doing is all."
"I'm doing as good as I was yesterday, which is uh, bored to tears." Lisa always seemed so formal in our brief interactions, laughing a bit manically at my snarky asides. Today as usual, she was standing a foot away from the cafeteria table I was sitting at, worrying me a little.
"Things will look up if you get in the right mindset."
I didn't know what to make of her, worried that she might like me in some respect. There was no way I'd mess around with an underclassman and no way I'd let one get clout for being seen with a senior student.
"Man, what's up Lisa Jackson?" She giggled like she always did due to my intentional habit of using her whole name.
"Well uhm, is there like somebody you like at school?"
"Huh?!" The hair stood up on the back of my neck as I anticipated some sort of confession involving a sixteen year old's unrequited for a socially awkward senior.
"Do you got a girlfriend Jaleel."
I froze at the question staring at the slightly chubby girl standing before me looking even younger than her sixteen years. There was no way this would end without disaster as I considered running for my life.
"OMFG, WHAT-THE-FUCK?!! SO YOU GOING FULL PEDO JALEEL?!!" The last of my great female nemesis Treena, reared her shitty face in dramatic fashion tied in a bow accentuated by her raggedy Jack O' Lantern smile. Never mind that her own forced clique was ninety percent underclassmen.
"Oh you again?"
"SO WHAT'S UP; YOU CHANGING DIAPERS NOW?!!" Her clique giggled at the dumb attempt at humor while I simply leaned on the table resting my chin on my fist.
"You'll have to take a number, but I'll charge extra to shave your hind legs."
"Oh, that's supposed to be funny, huh?!!"
"No Treena; I'm not gonna get in trouble for breaking the rules." Lisa stood off to the side. She always enjoyed my perpetual verbal duels with a resurgent Treena, the social last of her kind. Treena was a lackey without a boss.
"Oh yeah, what rules is that Jaleel?!!" She sounded like an idiot as I held my hand up making a blabbing puppet out of my fist aping her goofy voice.
"Don't feed the animals, bitch."
Some students at an adjacent table burst into laughter startling Treena. I'd long noticed the fact that she always wore her cheerleader letterman jacket to accentuate her shabby clothing.
"FUCK YOU!!"
"Not even if you won the lottery biatch!! Girl, I gotta tell you to get yourself together cause you tore up from the floor up Treena girl!! How many days you gonna wear the same dirty ass skirt if you ain't shaving them hairy ass werewolf legs, huh Treena?!! Nigga try a bit of makeup besides that crayon shit on your fucking cheeks making you look like Raggedy Anne, girl!! Um, damn Treena girlfriend-JUST WHAT IS THAT FUCKING SMELL COMING FROM NO MAN'S LAND DOWN THERE, HUH GIRL?!!"
I lit into her using a faux sister girl, stereotypical gay voice throughout the complete verbal burn as more students whooped and jeered not necessarily in Treena's corner. Ripping her apart like this was becoming passe and boring, but Lisa was doubled over laughing hysterically along with a few members of Treena's clique.
"ASSHOLE!!" Treena looked like a trapped animal unable to turn in any direction without being confronted by a laughing face.
"OOOOH GIRL, PLUG THAT NASTY CLAM UP AND GIVE US SOME RELIEF AROUND HERE!! PEOPLE IS TRYING TO EAT UP IN HERE BAAAAA-BEEEE!!" The crowd exploded in uproarious laughter as Treena fidgeted trying to figure out what to do.
"YUH- YOUR MAMMA BITCH!!" She screamed but found her bland retort drowned out by peer commentary and laughter.
"YOU GONNA CRY TREENA GIRL?!!" I interlocked my thumbs under my chin creating a fluttering butterfly shape, batting my eyes at her effeminately.
Treena turned tail bolting from the student cafeteria unused to being the butt of public shame and embarrassment. Thankfully, the bell sounded as I noticed Lisa gone into the crowd with some mutual friends. It was one of the few times Treena's incessant stalking came in handy. I wondered how I'd let Lisa Jackson down without bruising her feelings as I walked to the wall to dump my tray.
"Hey, let's hurry up and get to the girl's locker room." Two freshman girls were standing in front of me dumping their lunch trays.
"Why Rolanda?"
"That senior girl, Treena; she gonna jump Lisa Jackson up for laughing at her." My tray hit the floor as I sped out of the cafeteria running towards the corridor leading to the girl's locker room.
"HEY JALEEL, WHAT'S GOING ON?!!" Pops the safety officer and a teacher nearly got hit by the double doors as I blasted out of the cafeteria intent on stopping history from repeating itself.
I ran through the congested hallway like someone was shooting at me getting some angry jeers while one guy managed to slap the back of my neck as I passed. My heart was thumping as I found the entrance to the girl's locker room stuffed with students desperate to make it to gym. I didn't give a fuck willing to fight Treena to protect a friend.
"HEY, WHAT THE HELL?!!" One female student shoved me roughly in the shoulder as other reacted to my presence.
"GIRL'S LOCKER ROOM DUMBASS!!" Another yelled otherwise ignored.
"NASTY!! NASTY!!" Two more yelled as more women turned pushing into me with gladiatorial force.
I was about to be assaulted by at least ten righteously indignant female students when I was quickly snagged by the collar and slammed into the wall by a male teacher. The corridor became a deafening a cacophony of shrill female peer commentary as Pops arrived with a nosey school counselor in tow. The shop teacher holding me, bent my arm painfully behind my back while more students and faculty gathered as Pops vetted the first few girls erroneously reporting my actions. He turned to me looking shocked like I was a serial killer or something.
"Why'd you do it Jaleel man; you know that's wrong." He almost sounded as if he were going to cry as he took out his handcuffs. I was still struggling when the next shoe dropped in dramatic fashion.
"GET OFF ME!! GET THE FUCK OFF MEEEEE!!" No one was prepared for this.
Several female students and two teachers were bowled over as Treena exploded through the double doors in her birthday suit with bits of tattered clothing hanging about her person. Six underclassmen including Lisa Jackson were swarming her throwing haymakers that landed everywhere. These young girls between the ages of fourteen and seventeen were literally beating her from pillar to post intent on literally lynching the bionically annoying cheerleader. Pops and the other adults quickly forgot about me having a hell of a time restoring order I the corridor as other students caught the action on their cellphones.
Stripped bare devoid of clothing, Treena was literally nothing to look at; a fraud of physicality with her clothing covering a long, lanky bow legged figure tragically hirsute in all the wrong places. Her boobs were a flaccid sagging D-Cup that looked more suitable for a senior citizen mismatched to a curved torso over an extremely hairy bush of matted hair on her mound. Equally hirsute were her forearms and calves as one of the girls beat at her scalp with her own violently stolen Chuck Taylor. Also of note was the gross tuft of hair at the top of her equally saggy, looking butt which while large, was deflated.
"God is truly good." I shrugged resuming my day as the fallout abated in the stuffed corridor.
In the end, Pops gentleman that he is, made Treena a functional poncho out of an extra large garbage bag while she waited for her parents to pick her up. She never did get her shoe back, but the professional clout chaser finally achieved the fame she's sought since her first day on campus. Everyone involved was suspended for a week and good ole Treena got the "Let it roll off your back like water" speech along with some of Pops trusty ice chilled lemon water.
Later I'd find out that Treena did angrily confront underclassman sophomore Lisa Jackson deep off in the girl's locker room only to discover several kindred spirits equally annoyed at the senior's antics over the past few months. To her credit, Lisa threw the first devastating sucker punch loosening two wisdom teeth. It was blood in the water as more girls started swinging emboldened by a rising leader amongst their ranks. More than the six girls I'd witnessed started pummeling Treena along with a few members from her clique. Stripping her nude in the process added more wood to the fire as she was forced to beat a hasty retreat out of the locker room.
Afterwards in the upcoming weeks, Treena would be serenaded by numerous insensitive peers with the opening yodel from The Lion King because of her hirsute nature.
"Jaleel?"
"Yes Ms. Oderkirk?"
"Would you like to join the rest of us, or are you going to daydream all day?"
"Sorry ma'am." There were a few chuckles as I buried my nose in my textbook.
I glanced over finding Kimberly Bivens staring with a smirk on her face. It wasn't antagonistic, just kind of an unspoken acceptance. The final hours of my day were happily uneventful, but I found Lisa Jackson waiting outside near my car immediately concerned.
"Lisa Jackson, what're you doing here?"
"You never answered my question."
"No, I don't have a girlfriend and I kind of like it that way, okay?" I raised an eyebrow confusing the clueless sophomore who immediately got my meaning.
"UHM, UH OH-OOOOHHHHH NO!! Uh, that's not what-I wanted Jaleel! My parent would ship me off to private girl's school if I tried something like that!! My dad would blow your head off! He's got a damn twelve gauge shotgun man!!" Listening to her explain her behavior was almost offensive.
"Okay I get it; what's up?"
"Well uhm, I just was... Maybe you should see for yourself." Lisa turned over her phone which revealed a host of new pics from China.
These were professional pics that looked taken from some sort of catalog for the MTH Corp. More importantly front and center was a very happy looking Faith who appeared wholly acclimated to her new life at this time. A number of pics depicted her working with various suits while there was another classroom styled photo with Chinese coworkers, all her age decked out in matching uniforms. It seemed her father's company embraced Faith as part of their international PR. This was never in doubt due to the international drubbing the country had been receiving months prior for racial insensitivity.
"Oh, so that's how it is, huh?"
My gaze zeroed in on the same Asian guy I'd noticed in earlier pics hovering around Faith. There were pics of the duo enjoying a game of golf and an impersonal one showing the pair dining at a scenic restaurant. There was some writing in Chinese that left no hope of translation for me at the moment.
"I was uhm, trying to find out if she had a Chinese Facebook or something, and uh, found those pics instead."
"It's cool, thanks Lisa." I didn't even try to hide my feelings as I handed the phone back to the underclassman.
"Now, I don't like you like that, so uhm, let's keep this between us. My boyfriend Norman would be really pissed if he heard rumors." Lisa stumbled backwards in retreat waving her arms in front of her chest like I was some creep. I chaffed inside at her body language.
"Way ahead of you."
I sat in my car playing some music pondering the pics I'd seen and everything else that occurred throughout my senior year. I felt physically frayed realizing it was true the women I'd been with had undoubtedly driven the narrative. They were one step ahead of me every time and this didn't sit well as I peered out my windshield finding Kimberly Bivens approaching with two friends.
They would walk right by my vehicle in seconds. A flash of memory cropped up recalling her exposure as a noxious cheater bouncing wildly on another guy's junk. She'd never exhibited any of that feral passion with me. I slammed my fist down on my horn startling Kimberly and her friends for a second.
"ASSHOLE!!" One of the girls flipped me the bird, but she just smiled in that now familiar serpentine fashion. I didn't react, just sitting there resting my head on my palm propped up on the open window.
My eyes followed the tightened skirt and forced sway of her tight bubble butt as she passed but stopped on a dime. The girls talked two cars over before she turned walking back to my car getting in the passenger seat.
"What're you doing?"
"You called me, right?" There was a knowing smirk on her face that annoyed me instantly. I didn't move already considering tossing her from my ride.
"I honked my horn, baby."
"No uhm, you called me over; wanna take me home, right?"
"What about your boyfriend?"
"We broke up."
"Kim?"
"I'm gonna dump him; all he wants to do is fuck me." Her hand was caressing my inner thigh. I watched her hand rubbing me through the denim as it eventually shifted over my crotch with a light pinch.
"So does that mean you're not gonna fuck me?"
My eyes narrowed as she looked taken aback. Despite all that happened over the year, I'd always measured my words when speaking to her. There was no illusion of respect now as a wide smile spread across her glossed lips. Kimberly drew my zipper down freeing my fattening cock to her palm. It throbbed and pulsed in her grasp adding kindling to her ego. In her mind, I was probably poised to come back into the fold, but I had other ideas.
"So, my parents are visiting my grand auntie down state; we'd have a lot of time before you get back, if you're interested?"
"Show me a tit?"
"WHAT?!!" She gasped while I remained stone faced, glaring at her.
"I want you to pop out one of your fucking tits, so that I can look at it Kimberly." I reiterated caring little whether she did or not.
Her narrow, sneaky looking eyes became slits as her hand withdrew from my erection. She gritted her teeth angry and insulted at my intentionally boorish request. It seemed like she might pancake slap me for a moment as she folded her arms tight across her chest, nostrils flaring. Kimberly tilted her head in my direction as I anticipated being read and verbally dressed down. I was just tired of the bullshit wanting to add my own narrative to things for once.
She was wearing this short sleeved Breton Polo shirt with thin blue and white stripes. There were three buttons down the front which she meticulously undid one at a time. As expected, Kimberly was wearing a padded demi cup brassiere underneath. She looked pissed as she thin fingers worked her right breast out into the open for me. Despite being small, it was full and bouncy looking with a thickened nipple.
"Satisfied?"
I cupped the back of her head suddenly yanking her into my waiting lips. Her eyes went wide for a second before she acclimated to my passionate overture. Her fingers returned to my exposed member stroking away as I leaned back starting the car. Kimberly wiped a finger across her lip still working my shaft, grinning like a Cheshire Cat. I remained stone faced as we pulled out of the lot, reminded of my best friend Ricky's initial report of her infidelity. She'd been doing the same thing to Jay Stello. I almost asked if she gave hand jobs for rides home but refrained.
"Hey Kim, check it out." I nodded towards her passenger side window. She followed the motion finding instant karma.
"Gerow?"
Kimberly Bivens fourth boyfriend in a year, Gerow Atkins acceptable in her sphere due to his membership as a staunch member on the baseball team and muscular build honed over the past three years of training in the weight room, was busted. One of his big, mitt-like hands was presently covering the enormous giggle jiggle butt of one Sharnice Wilkins, a flag girl. The two coeds compared together were night and day from Kimberly's slender curved frame to Sharnice's Rubenesque stature with more than enough love handles stuffed between her huge pendulous tits and shelf-like, block shaped derriere.
"Gerow, you FUCKING ASSHOLE!!"
Kimberly's boyfriend was hugged up, leaning against a brick wall with his hands full of massive gelatinous proportions. Despite being busted, the easy going athlete simply shrugged. Sharnice was tickled to death, grinning at the cheerleader, long nemesis of the Flag Girls.
"GOT YOUR MAN BAAA-BEEE!!" Gerow gave his now promoted side chick a hearty squeeze of the derriere just smiling innocuously.
"You can have that nigga; he got a little dick anyway!!" Kimberly screamed from the passenger side of my car.
"NO, HE DON'T!!"
Another rather large, dumpy looking girl chimed in earning dual glances from Gerow and Sharnice as I rolled the window up speeding out into the lane. In my rear view mirror, Sharnice was power walking away from Gerow as the other notched up side chick waited for her promotion.
"I can't believe this shit; that nigga cheated on me with a fucking fatty!"
"A couple of fatties." I added.
"Oh you think its funny, don't you Jaleel?!!" There was a crazed expression on her face. It was the ultimate humiliation for a cheerleader to be one upped by a flag girl. This was obviously because the Flag Girls were usually of the Big and Tall variety.
"Fuck, what I think is are you gonna bitch all day, or take care of this?!!" My cock was still exposed.
Kimberly slid down on the passenger side floor thin enough to kneel there and reach my erection, vacuum sucking it into a steel bar. Just like that, I reached another improbable sexual milestone getting road head from one of the most popular girls on campus. Kimberly was beyond pissed at her turn of fortune making a sloppy, gooey mess of my endowment. Her technique involved using her pointer finger and thumb stroking providing a pincer like sensation as she slurped and continued vacuum sucking causing veins to appear on my shaft.
"AAAWWWW SHIT!! Damn Kim, you keep that up and I won't make it to the next light, baby!" Kimberly's skirt had ridden up exposing her tight, compact butt. I liked the way her extra small panties cut tightly into her flesh.
Despite my warning, I unleashed a thick deluge of cum getting a good portion of my spunk into her mouth as she whipped her head back shocked. Excess bursts hit her cheeks with some invading one of her nostrils as she shrieked. The left side of her face was partially glazed with a bit of splooge running off her chin as she recoiled into the passenger seat.



"YOU CAME ON MY FACE JALEEL!!" Her right hand was also webbed with my milky essence running between her fingers. I realized it was the first time she'd ever given me head.
"I warned you."
"YOU COULD'VE POINTED THAT SHIT SOMEWHERE ELSE!!" Kimberly Bivens was having a bad day and I couldn't have cared less. I was still getting some pussy as she basically had a panic attack in my passenger seat.
"I'm driving a fucking car in case you hadn't noticed; you should be thanking me Kim."
"FOR WHAT?!!" Kimberly was rifling through my glove compartment tossing things out until she happened across some napkins from a fast food place.
"Kimberly, I'm driving a car; we're lucky I didn't crash into a brick wall or something with that good road head you were giving me."
"I hate it when people cum on my face; that shit is so rude!"
She was doing her best to clean herself as I pondered her words. Twenty minutes later Kimberly was touching up her makeup, finally realizing I wasn't talking. Her irritated expression melted away as she glanced out her window, thinking. Her feet were drawn up into the seat, calves folded against the back of her thighs.
"Nobody really did that before; but uhm, guys kind of asked."
"Don't care."
"No really, it just kind of happened one time, alright? I mean you just did it too, so it's not like I cheated you out of anything."
"I don't give a shit."
"You sound like you give a shit; am I wrong?" I scoffed refusing to look at her face because it would cause me to boot her from my moving vehicle. I chuckled at the thought of her snooty ass rolling into oncoming traffic.
I didn't reply pulling onto her block months after the fateful afternoon I'd discovered her foul duplicity. The memories were there to escort me every bit of the way as I tooled down the residential street on a sunny afternoon. I remembered everything in exquisite detail recalling how I'd been told later that my feelings were invalid.
The woman sitting next to me called me a practice boy offering sex to make herself feel better about cheating. I couldn't see it then, but I did with full clarity now. She'd been brought low by another overly emotional damaged woman intent on destroying her confidence. I would've thought it altruistic of Hope, but now realized the folly of unearned merit.
"Jaleel; are you gonna come inside?" Kimberly asked once I found a parking space one house over.
"Yeah, I want to be with you."
"I-uhm, wanna be with you too; I really do and I'm sorry about everything." Despite that affirmation, we sat there in silence for another few minutes while I thought about the pics, I'd seen on Lisa Jackson's phone. Kimberly touched up her makeup again checking her phone for messages but remained silent otherwise.
"Can we go inside now?" I broke the silence.
The young Ms. Bivens was visibly apprehensive glancing back at me a number of times as we approached her door before unlocking it. The minute I stepped inside, my hands shot out embracing her from behind as she yelped, surprised. I had a hand inside her tight panties already knowing what my next move was as pressed down on her clit. Kimberly gasped first out of fear but then audibly acknowledged my efforts as her legs went rubbery. Now I knew how to touch a woman, but importantly understood the need to mind her reactions.
Kimberly got really wet drenching my fingers with her oily residue as the curved tips of fingers managed her secret spot. The distressed series of moans and childish whining fueled my actions as I continued frigging her a bit roughly using my free arm to hold her upright. She approved lovingly blanketing my hand with her own, caressing. The slender beauty cupped her breast through her clothing pinching and rolling her nipple. She was already shivering going weak at the waist lurching forward as I molested the other breast through her shirt. Her nipple was so hard, I could feel it through the layers of cotton and the silky foam material of her brassiere.
"AAAWWWM AAAHHHH FUH, I'M GONNAAAA!!" Kimberly sounded like she was crying as I wrenched back violently lifting her feet off the floor with my fingers still inside.
She reached back wrapping an arm around the back of my head lovingly.
Audible squelching sounds filled the small space behind her thick, oak front door as I literally bounced the thin girl on my pumping fingers. Her cries echoed off the walls as I took her towards nirvana Her skirt had ridden up around her waist while her shapely slender legs quivered and shook uncontrollably.
Kimberly was becoming loud enough to be heard on the other side of her front door, but I didn't care. I just wanted to see what it looked like when she legitimately orgasmed. She frantically yanked at the hem of her shirt raising it enough that her abdomen came into view.
"AAAHHHH, AWWWNNNN JAAAAA-LEEEEL, AWWWWNNN!!" I can't explain what got into me, but I managed to hold her aloft on my plunging fingers with a thumb continuously working her clit. I was using everything I'd learned from prior trysts. I guess I was testing myself with the original model.
"FUH-FUH-FUH-FUUUHHHH-FAAAAAWWWKKKK!!" Kimberly bellowed like a wound animal climaxing so loud my ears were ringing. It was like holding a squirming fish trying to keep her aloft, so I let her slide to the floor. It was surreal watching her kneeling there with a hand between her legs as I felt wetness on the front of my jeans.
There was a long wet stain on my left pants leg that reached all the way down to my sneaker. Kimberly Bivens had unintentionally squirted violently wetting my clothing as I found the hem of my t-shirt excessively damp too. She was gasping like she'd nearly drowned or something with one hand covering her heat while the other massaged her mound. Kimberly noticed the wet stain, embarrassed.
"Sorry Jaleel." Her voice was strained, mousy and exciting.
I helped her stand going further by stripping off her expensive shirt leaving it on the floor right where we'd walked inside. Her brassiere was twisted into a figure eight on her chest leaving one tit exposed. Kimberly quickly unclasped the hook in her modest cleavage freeing herself of the undergarment.
She followed suite dropping it to the floor stumbling backward afraid to take her eyes off me. Her hands covered her boobs instinctively but slowed lowered allowing me a full view of her sloping, handfuls. Her nipples were so hard, they looked pointed at the ends.
"Uhm hey, yeah I'm gonna, like go in my room Jaleel. You gonna come with me uhm, or well..." She was mumbling, her wide eyed face already glistening with perspiration making me even hornier.
There was no way I was through with Kimberly Bivens snatching her up in my arms kissing her hard while digging my greedy fingers into her tight apple bottom. In my angry, lust addled mind, I was getting some pussy that had been promised some time ago on the very day I'd discovered her with Jay Stello. It was twisted and sick, but I wanted to see more of her orgasm face.
More importantly, I wanted to see that euphoric expression on her face from my actions alone. At this moment, it was more important than anything else as Kimberly wrapped her legs around my waist bring her painful looking tits level with my face. She howled with delight as I mimicked her vacuum sucking technique on her own breast.
It was like her body weighed little to nothing as I carried Kimberly into her bedroom still suckling her breast, almost trying to free it from her chest. There was no effort as I went for the matching teat, taking it between my lips twirling my tongue on it before sucking as hard as possible on the nipple.
Kimberly was reluctant to release the chokehold on my head, but I laid her on her bed roughly handling her thighs in both hands. She was bucking up off the bed, squirming to be penetrated. Her panties were off to the side leaving her lightly furred mound and tight looking slit exposed. My fingers dually cupped her tight little bubble.
"AAAWWWWW JAAAA-LEEELLL!!" Kimberly moaned loudly reacting wildly spontaneously as I buried my face in her snatch.
I licked up her snatch and down again before penetrating her with my tongue tasting the salty essence of her grooved walls. Only the back of her head touched the surface of her bed while the rest of her body arched at the lower back as I feasted. Her arms were straight along the center and edge of her bed helping balance out my actions.
I didn't just eat her; I made a meal out of Kimberly Bivens snatch alternately slurping and twirling my tongue on her clit as the formerly smug cheerleader flopped wildly about. Her butt got away from me slamming into her bedding, but I followed her into the bed still fully clothed and attached to her sloppy wet puss. I was intent on giving her no quarter, fully focused on pushing her over the edge as many times as humanly possible.
"YEEEAAAAHHHH, I'M CUMMMING JAAAA-LEEEELLL!!" Kimberly nearly broke my nose arching her hips, bucking into me with the force of a roundhouse right. I didn't relent riding it out through her squirming undulations before she was literally spent.
"Oh wow fuck, please fuck me now Jaleel." Kimberly Bivens whimpered caressing my scalp was I lightly licked and played with her clit nonstop. Her chest was heaving, the mascara on her face drizzling down over her cheeks.
"Okay, I'll fuck you." I replied without emotion.
It didn't look like Kimberly could move if she wanted to after I'd gone to town on her now, puffed looking flower. She was doing her best to regain her composure watching as I got nude in front of her. The look on her face suggested that she was thinking of the time my virginity had been casually stripped away as an aside one afternoon. I was nervous about my body not wanting to get fully nude because I thought she might laugh. The assured smirk on her face at that time didn't much help matters.
"... come and fuck me, Jaleel." She mumbled welcoming me into her arms with both outstretched hands.
There was no way she could know that I wasn't thinking sexually, but tactically. I didn't really want pleasure out of her duplicitous ass, only more of her orgasm face. We'd always been limited to two positions in the past at her stuffy insistence, but I wasn't gonna make it easy for her this time. Her hands caressed my shoulders and pecks as I got between her legs gathering them up in my arms.
I got into a crouching squat pushing myself against her puffed out slit. This caused Kim to cry out as the crown pushed inside, bare. She bucked and twisted seeming intent on dislodging me as I planted my palms on either side of her head. Kimberly's feet were adjacent with my ears leaving her in a fetal position on her back. I grabbed her shoulders forcefully pulling down on them as I went balls deep inside her tightness.
A long, lilting distressed sound emerged from her as I wedged tightly against her box still in a two handed crouching posture. Our pelvises were mashed together with nowhere to go as I stared deep into Kimberly's narrowed serpentine eyes. Instead of plunging, I began rolling my hips both of us were lubricated with perspiration as the proceedings became slick and nasty.
She was whining in this shrill voice that sounded distinctly feline. Tears were running freely down her cheeks as I realized Kimberly was openly crying. In the past, I would've stopped worried about her feelings, but I suspected the reason flattening out against her body.
She couldn't help her actions, involuntarily interlocking her fingers across my back while hooking her ankles tight in the small of my back. I kept it up rolling my hips, grinding her eighteen year old pussy into hamburger as the teacher became the student. Now, I was mimicking Ashwani's movements learned when she sat in my lap with no other purpose than mutual satisfaction.
The long suffering housewife and multiple accredited academic taught me the art of pleasing an undeserving partner. Kimberly sounded emotionally distressed half hiccupping into my mouth as I made out with her. Her limbs tightened into a death grip locking me down on her prone figure.
Her narrow hips tried to follow my movements, so I went counterclockwise every time she would figure out what I was doing, innately frustrating her attempts to bond. We made out with nothing held back as I nipped and suckled her neck leaving untold numbers of hickeys before focusing on her earlobes. Kimberly's moans were loud, heated false protestations begging for more as I allowed a bit of slack when her legs fell to my sides.
"OOOHHHHH, OH, OHHHHHH FUH, FUH, I'M-OOOOHHHHH SHIT BAAA-BEEE, OH MY GAWD, OH MY GAAAAWDDD JAAAAAA-LEEEL!! I'M CUMMING ON YOUR DICK!! I'M CUMMING ON YOUR DICK!!"
The sheets and blankets under us were hit with a deluge of wetness as Kimberly squirted in a sustained stream soaking both of out crotches and everything else. I backed off stepping down on the floor as she squirmed about on the bed.
"You was doing it too hard; I-I couldn't hold it." Kimberly whimpered as I took stock of the big wet stain on her bed. The elite cheerleader was humiliated beyond words.
"Come here, Kim."
I reached down snatching the skirt from her hips tossing it aside. She shrieked covering her sex with both hands for a second as I motioned for her to roll over on her belly. Kimberly looked puzzled cautiously moving into position with her elbows at the edge of her bed, head raised. Honestly, I just wanted to look at the dual chocolate ovals that comprised a butt I'd never lost an appreciation for throughout my ordeal. The disheveled cheerleader didn't expect me to push my cock between her lips but quickly acclimated.
Kimberly adapted somewhat vacuum sucking on my outward strokes unaware that it wasn't anything I hadn't experienced before. My hand found a home kneading and groping the nearest cheek as she did her best to please me. I slapped it a couple of times watching as there was barely a jiggle or any kind of movement. There was almost no pushback as I started earnestly fucking her mouth.
Kimberly allowed me to rub my cock all over her face and tap it against her lips in short intervals before I went at it again. She squirmed and popped her hips stimulated by my fingers momentarily letting me fuck her face unfettered. The head of my cock thumped the roof of her mouth before she was compelled to shove me away coughing. My palm rested on her stomach positioning Kimberly on her back looking up at her bedroom ceiling.
My shaft found a home between her lips as I worked my hips sliding my endowment between them harmonica style. One of my hands supported her head off the edge of the bed while the other encircled my base like holding a sword. Kimberly's hands were covering her sex protectively, but a few fingers were diddling her button as my inner thighs tightened up.
"Kim, can I cum all over your face?" I decided to be diplomatic, surprised when she timidly nodded.
The first burst partially filled her mouth spilling over down her cheeks as she lay on her back. I managed to dip a bit of myself inside finding that she acclimated with an enticing suction before I surprised us both with a few additional bursts that glazed the rest of her face in spectacular fashion. Kimberly hiccupped and shrieked shoving me as she ran out of the room. The bathroom door slammed down the hallway seconds later, followed by the sounds of a shower.
"Sorry."
I reclined on her bed noticing that she'd replaced the photo of her first love that always irked me before. Now, I was witness to a framed photo of Kimberly Bivens and Jay Stello. It should've bothered me, but it didn't. I was so over that drama at this point as Kimberly returned in a short bathrobe.
"Jaleel?" She'd found her voice again noticing me looking at the photo. I didn't care when she turned it face down on her bedside table.
"Yeah?"
"So uhm, what now?"
"Oh, well you take that robe off and bend over so that I can hit that from the back." Kimberly snickered and flushed as much as a mocha skinned woman was capable, acting decidedly demure and girly.
"No I'm serious' we're cool right?"
"I'll tell you after I wax that tight, bubble of yours. I love that fucking thing."
Kimberly kept laughing, this sort of fake laugh that told me she was looking for closure after giving herself to me without restraint. I wasn't sure how I felt as she slid out of the robe bending over the edge of her bed. Her shoulders flexed and tensed up as I took her from behind knowing what I'd done to her virtue. I pounded into her for a long time finally ejaculating all over her butt which caused heated arguments in the past and severe gaslighting until I usually capitulated with a tribute of some sort.
Today was a new day.
"So really, are we okay now?"
"Sure." I answered non committedly seeming to give Kimberly Bivens the answer she'd been looking for since sitting in my car.
Kim kissed me on the cheek running off for a second shower as I dressed. She returned with a tray of food, some barbecued brisket, mac & cheese among other leftovers captured from her fridge. Kimberly Bivens didn't know how to cook, so the items were likely prepared by one of the parents. We sat in her bed dining together as she continually stared, smiling.
"What?"
"I don't want you to get mad."
"I won't, go ahead shoot."
"Well after all that's happened, here we are together in bed; but it's so different, like you're a whole new person or something. Oh shit man, you seriously know how to handle me, now." I side eyed her at that statement thinking.
"Well, I haven't been letting the grass grow under my feet; I've had a whole lot of practice Kim." This time she was silent, pondering my bland answer. She leaned back resting her back against her wall munching on a portion of peach cobbler I hadn't touched yet.
"You're talking about that fat bitch, aren't you?"
"What fat bitch?"
"Don't, we've patched things up so don't act like you don't know about that fat ass redbone thot who kept sending me vids of her nasty, gross ass. There were uhm, hostilities on both sides and I admit my actions were partially responsible. Let's be adults about it; maybe you might have an apology for me?" I was eating my half of the cobbler staring blankly at her face.
Kimberly Bivens would never change.
"I'm sorry Kimberly; I thought you were talking about Charmaine." Time halted in that bedroom as she processed what I'd said, eyes narrowing.
"Don't be crass; you've never had Charmaine; I would know."
"Apparently you wouldn't Kim; I had sex with her the last day she was at school. She was a good fuck, really good if you know what I mean."
"Come on, we don't have to be extra with each other Jaleel; can't we be civil to one another?"
"Sure anything you want babe; hey, gotta head out cause mom's probably worried." I never answered her question about either woman, Kimberly seemed okay with this walking me to the front door.
We shared a passionate kiss amid promises to keep in touch. I didn't personally care how she saw things after that. I walked up the walk towards my car as her parents appeared strolling in my direction. I decided to be "Extra" pulling out my phone placing it against my ear while fishing a wad of bills (A ten dollar bill and a fistful of ones) fake counting it as I walked by under parental scrutiny. They definitely noticed that I'd emerged from their happy home.
"YEAH MY NIGGA; THAT SHIT WAS WORTH EVERY PENNY!! HIT ME UP LATER, I'LL TELL YOU ALL ABOUT IT!!"
Kimberly's mother looked green around the gills while her grey haired father appeared indecisive before bolting to his front door fumbling hysterically with his keys. I knew better than to look back getting into my car.
"Oh hey daddy; how's Auntie Minnie?" I heard Kimberly's voice presuming she'd opened the door moments after I'd left still in her bathrobe.



"HENRY!!" Kimberly's mother bellowed pointing in my direction.
A loud pancake slap echoed from the front door as I pulled off the curb turning up my music.
I drove home bobbing my head to some vintage hip hop, T.R.O.Y (They Reminisce Over You) by Pete Rock & C.L. Smooth.
**********************
Weeks later, I was waiting to get into the cafeteria for an early morning breakfast checking my phone when several members of the basketball team pushed by me cutting in front of an exceptionally long line that morning. Half of the students, mostly underclassmen hated those guys because this was a daily occurrence, but I just ignored them. The morning after I'd hooked up with Kimberly, she'd returned to our first class of the day with a gift for me in the form of another slap to the face.
She happily reported to study hall while everyone laughed and applauded. Treena kept her head in her textbook, ignoring the proceedings. Minutes later, another student was sent to study hall for yodeling the Lion King theme. More guys that towered over me brushed against me joining the group which included Byron.
"Man you full of shit; why you lying, fool?!!"
"Was I lying about Charmaine's big ass titties, huh nigga?" My ears perked up at the sound of a familiar name.
"No, but that don't mean you ain't lying; besides, I fucked her too!" Some of the assembled jocks snickered as I inched closer wanting to see where things were going verbally.
"I fucked her too; that thot was publicly traded, man!!" More chortling and peer commentary continued.
"Yeah she was loose as fuck, I kind of miss tapping that." Byron waxed nostalgic.
"But you still lying about tapping the student body president."
"I ain't lying about shit." Byron's baritone voice carried making it easy to follow the conversation.
"Oh yeah, where's the proof; you had pics of Charmaine last time."
"Doesn't mean I'm not lying."
"YEAH RIGHT!!" Two guys chimed in between laughter as the group of entitled jocks collected various food items from the sparse overpriced buffet.
"Well I ain't got no pics or nothing, but Charity got some tig ole' bitties for real!! The rest of her body is fire, too. I fucked the living shit out of her last week in her house and you know something?"
"What Byron?"
"She stuck up as fuck, made me drink some kinda homemade power drink and all, but she can fuck like nobody business!! We went into this room they use as a gym and did it in front of this wall mirror! That shit was insane bruh!!"
"Yeah she did that with me, too." Some guy named Edgar chimed in getting laughter.
"Oh yeah, I saw that shit on porn hub, my nigga!!" Byron didn't look amused as his friends chortled and made fun of him. I saw an inroads into the conversation taking a chance with my health.
"Hey Byron man, did she take a naked pic of you too?"
The group turned in my direction with various expressions reading across their faces. Obviously most thought I was lying but I could see the spark in his eyes which was hard because his oblong punchable face usually looked stoned most of the time. A lot of people nicknamed the power forward "Sleepy" for his troubles and the name stuck. High School was cruel that way, but he'd found an equalizer in his position on our basketball team.
"Yeah right." Some guy commented as they were about to resume their conversation. I waited a few minutes before cutting in again.
"HEY BYRON, THAT ALOE VERA JUICE NASTY, HUH?!!"
There was another pause as the guys looked from me to the center of attention Byron. Despite my recent good fortune sexually speaking, we were still at opposite ends of the spectrum. I followed the line as the guys changed the subject still in disbelief. Byron side eyed me as we pushed ahead. I ended up with a breakfast burrito (prepackaged) a pastry and a bottle of orange juice before mulling things over again noticing him at the register.
"HEY BYRON MAN, DID SHE MAKE YOU STAND ON THAT WHITE RUG IN HER LIVING ROOM, TOO?!!" Some of his peers were visually considering my words, but I didn't make eye contact.
"Bruh why you talking to me; stay in your lane."
"Yeah okay, but I was worried too...UHM, YOU AIN'T WORRIED ABOUT HER POSTING THAT SHIT SOMEWHERE?!! I uh, mean it was kind of weird how she makes you stand in a certain spot like that, you know? I think she want everything to look the same when she post it online somewhere."
"SHUT UP!!"
Uhm, sure man but I wonder if she got a pic of Jay Stello, too?" I was completely making everything up on the spot. The look on his face told me that I'd hit a few mental checkmarks.
"PUNK ASS!!"
I was suddenly hit with a few handfuls of home fries from some unsuspecting freshman's tray. The towering, rail thin athlete reached over the heads of friends grabbing the food from this unsuspecting kid's tray as his boys laughed.
"Okay man, we're cool." I replied faux-meekly.
One for the jocks snatched the cheese danish from my tray as the group disappeared to the popular side of the student cafeteria. I replenished my danish and shot their victim two bucks to replace his home fries. The grateful student followed me to a table facing the front of the cafeteria and the offending ruling class on campus. Byron was sitting there with his friends, but I recognized the uneasy look on his face as the cherubic kid beside me stuffed his face following my gaze to Byron as well. The towering basketball player caught me looking, but I just raised a thumb in salute to our mutual connection, Charity Gilbert.
"What's up with Byron, he looks upset?" The kid asked.
"He's just starting to feel it; what's your name?"
"Oh, I'm Walter; Walter Williams."
"Jaleel, nice to meet you kid; so, keep watching so you won't miss it."
"Miss what?"
"The show."
I turned back finding Byron staring hard biting into his lower lip, conflicted. I mimicked taking a pic with a non-existent camera winking at the jock. Walter looked puzzled by my actions without a frame of reference as Byron's brow furrowed fifteen feet away. I recognized the uneasiness and the slow burn starting to fry his synapses.
"Mentally speaking at least gender wise, a lot of guys are actually a bit fragile concerning their body image. I'd say it matches the other side of the line mirroring female statistics. In any case, you'd have to have a high level of trust to allow someone to have a nude photograph. You see, right now he's starting to wonder what she's done with that pic all this time."
I narrated Byron's myriad facial expressions while his friends sat around clueless to my gambit.
"Who?" Walter asked intrigued.
"Charity Gilbert, student body president."
Normally I would've stayed away from identifying someone by name of the elite class on campus, but I wanted to potentially dirty the water. I didn't know this fresh faced kid from Cain, so it was possible that he would spread that information around.
"REALLY, SHE DID THAT?!!"
"Yup." Some other students were also within earshot.
Byron jumped up in the midst of his friends deciding he could wait no longer, gods be damned. Her stepped over some fellow jocks swiping an approaching Treena to the side as he power walked to the double doors at the northern end of the student cafeteria. His herkie jerky movements were fueled by mounting panic making him appear to be on a sudden rampage that attracted more attention than he wanted. The fear was palpable on his face as others took notice following like something out of a Frankenstein movie.
"Alright it's on and cracking, Walter!" I snatched up my danish and juice quickly running towards those double doors with my temporary charge in tow.
After the football team trashed their fundraiser, Charity Gilbert had been allowed to extend the operation now using a book mobile setup in the main lobby replete with the battered cash register. After that legendary siege, a good portion of her peers were reticent about manning the area. This led to her almost single handedly staffing the place, not that she was making any real money. There were still hurt feelings over the lost championship game and subsequent suspension of said football team.
Ironically, Charity Gilbert was sitting in one of those metal folding chairs behind the register tapping away on her phone when she found herself in Byron's skyscraper like shadow. I kept my distance as he reached down snatching her phone with the intent of getting into it to erase his nude. It truly resembled one of those old Universal Studios monster movies.
Several teachers tried to subdue the anxious jock with Charity Gilbert being literally dragged alongside him. She'd quickly grabbed his arm not mindful of her surroundings subsequently dragged right over the countertop. The cash register fell to the floor breaking apart for good as dollars and change littered the floor.
Trusty safety officer Pops had his hands full with Byron and a hysterical Charity Gilbert comically attempting to cuff his free arm only to find himself also swept up in the baller's wake. Some coaches and a male office worker managed to pin Byron to the floor. I was on hand along with a multitude of witnesses as Charity Gilbert devolved in animalistic fashion sinking her teeth into his hand to reclaim her phone before anyone realized what she was doing. This resulted in jostling as Byron screamed wildly bucking and kicking as I captured it on my phone for prosperity.
Charity was dragged away by a school counselor and an emerging Mr. Day clutching her phone like her life depended on it and that's when everyone saw it.
The discolored blotches of skin on Byron's back that partially extended around to his abdomen. His shirt had ridden up in the scuffle. Although his teammates and some of the guys knew about it, no one else was privy to the fact that Byron was afflicted.
He legitimately had segmental Vitiligo disease, commonly associated with Michael Jackson and the Boondocks cartoon Uncle Ruckus.
Byron had been using some makeup for patches around one of his eyes as instructed by a physician, initially done by his mother. Some of the ambient chatter and odd expressions explained his desperation to erase the nude pic taken by Charity Gilbert. After he'd picked on my best friend in what would become one of the worst days in our collective lives, I was a little less than sympathetic. Charity could be seen sitting in the front office and I after all she'd put me through, it was like blood in the water.
She was likely awaiting an audience with one of the vice principals who presided over the student body. This didn't look good for the smug narcissist in the least, but I knew her well enough to know that she might be able to talk her way out of things. I wasn't done today by a long shot barely containing my mirth as I sidled up to the office door. I leaned into the frame almost straddling it between my thighs in pornographic fashion. Charity sat there staring off into space still clutching her phone in a death grip slowly realizing my presence.
"Hey Charity; are you still playing chess, or are you playing checkers?"
Her already chubby looking cheeks puffed further as her eyes squinted with a weird gregarious looking smile on her face that was nothing of the sort. I'd repeated the stolen mantra she'd related to me on the day she took a nude pic of me as well, but I still wasn't done.
"It's beyond my control."
I shrugged stepping back from the door arms outstretched still mimicking her while Pops finally managed to get his cuffs on Byron. It didn't matter because his secret was out. I started off to my first class catching myself before I started skipping.
"FUCKING MOTHER-FUCKER; I'M GONNA KILL YOU!! FUCKING KILL YOU!!" I was halfway down the main lobby when Charity tackled me from behind raining blows to the back of my head as I fell.
I wisely covered the back of my head with interlocked fingers laughing into the dirty tiled floor. Nobody realized it as she was quickly recaptured and dragged away to her fate. I played up the situation remaining face down on the floor until Mr. Day and one of the jocks helped me to my feet. The physical comedy of my movements were legitimized because a majority of the student body knew I'd been hospitalized in the past.
"What was that about Jaleel?" Mr. Day asked exasperated.
"I ain't no snitch; I'm going to class man, alright?" Inside I was laughing my fucking ass off knowing intangible, porous gossip would hit the teacher's lounge shortly.
I stalked off to class trying to look as emotionally conflicted as humanly possible. Charity Gilbert ended up on a cot in the nurse's office going through a complete mental breakdown after the school counselor confiscated her phone before dialing up her mother. Byron now exposed to the student body, was more forthcoming about his nude pic. Of course Ms. Gilbert refused to unlock her phone when asked prompting her equally distraught mentor, the vice principal to activate embattled school safety office, Pops.
"Jaleel, pack up your belongings and accompany the safety officer to the main office." Mr. Harvey instructed igniting grumbling peer commentary as I packed up.
I almost laughed at the sight of Pops sans tie, uniform shirt open wide at the collar, all sweaty. I'd caused him to go from hell and back before the morning was over. I wasn't sorry one bit wondering if somewhere Charity Gilbert was sipping on an ice cold bottle of lemon water. My clout levels were already skyrocketing through the roof as I was escorted downstairs in front of my peers to the main office. Instead of going through the main entrance, I was escorted through a secondary door finding a few counselors and the same female gym teacher who seemed to be working on a residency as a trauma counselor. She hadn't helped Ricky that time and I had nothing for her but absolute bullshit.
"Hello, you're Jaleel Perry, right?" She already knew my fucking name, but I meekly nodded.
"Yes ma'am." She looked back at the other counselors and Mr. Day for approval before continuing.
"Well Jaleel, I want you to know that you're not in any kind of trouble. We just need to ask a few questions about the disturbance this morning. You know, what I'm talking about, right?"
"I guess."
"Specifically, I'm talking about the altercation between Byron Simpson and Charity Gilbert; do you know anything about that, Jaleel?"
"I don't know ma'am, maybe." I knew it was safer riding the line between fact and fiction especially since I'd engineered the entire fiasco.
"BOY WE SAW YOU ON THE CAMERA TALKING TO CHARITY; DON'T LIE TO US!!"
Mr. Day was fit to be tied before one of the other female counselors quickly ushered him towards the door talking in hushed tones. I saw her speaking heatedly wagging her finger in front of the incompetent teacher's hangdog face.
"Look, I don't want no trouble ma'am; I was just saying I wouldn't tell." The muted dress down of Mr. Day halted as everyone focused on me. I glanced down at the dingy tiled floor. I bit into my lower lip to keep from smiling.
"Jaleel, I think you should explain yourself."
"Look ma'am, I don't want nobody to get in trouble." I folded my arms across my chest, lightly rocking back and forth on the chair they sat me in creating the false impression that I was disturbed about something.
"Would you like us to call your parent Jaleel?" I shook my head profusely still looking down at the floor. Pops to his boob like credit, placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder.
"Come on, I know you're a good student boy; tell Ms. Thompson what she wants to know." He was trying to be reassuring but was similarly admonished in mimed finger wagging.
"Well, okay but I ain't no snitch."
"Alright, go on young man." I scratched my head leaning over in the chair resting my elbows on my knees, before looking Ms. Thompson dead in the eyes.
"I was just letting her know that I wasn't gonna say nothing about the pic she took of me. I mean, everybody was saying that Byron was mad about something like that and I saw her in the office ma'am."
I was gambling with the timeline, but the assembled adults already played their hand by admitting to watching CCTV. This told me that Charity Gilbert was still considered nigh-untouchable. They were working overtime on getting her in the clear from my estimate and that wasn't gonna fly if I had anything to do with it.
"Picture?" Ms. Thompson bullshitted again.
"Well, I thought if I let her take it, she'd be my girlfriend. The next day she ghosted me and uhm, was like "it's beyond my control" Ms. Thompson. Hey uhm- I DON'T WANT NO TROUBLE WITH JAY STELLO!!" Besides the obvious lie about the verbiage used, I wrapped everything in a neat bow with trickle truths.
"Jaleel, are you okay?"
"Uhm yeah; uh ma'am, I mean Ms. Thompson?"
"Yes?"
"Uh, please don't call my mom; I don't want her to know about the naked pic, okay?"
The fortysomething looked green around the gills along with one other teacher. They knew on some level that I was telling the truth after presumably talking to Byron. Pops continued rubbing my shoulder as I looked down at my feet feigning shame. I was left alone as the adults went into a huddle talking things over while Mr. Day shot me covert looks of disapproval. I suppose he knew I wasn't actually a shrinking violet in any regards as Ms. Thompson returned.
"I'm sorry about this, but we're gonna have to involve your parent Jaleel."
I buried my face in my hands leaving them to think I was distraught, but I was hiding a veritable Glasgow smile that would've made Treena proud. I composed myself looking up at her from my hands.
"Are you gonna ask her to erase it, ma'am?"
Charity Gilbert's parents were indeed called, but her attorney mother was working a case downtown at the courthouse leaving only her blue collar father to appear on campus. Mr. Gilbert was made aware of the situation and the fact that faculty confiscated his daughter's phone for legal reasons. Not being all that legal savvy, Mr. Gilbert ordered his daughter to unlock her phone getting a iron clad refusal until she tangentially overheard authorities might be alerted. Being deprived of her phone left the distraught honor student without a helpline to her obviously like minded mother.
The Vice principal showed up too late to stop Charity from unlocking her phone, but Mr. Gilbert ended up in custody of the item as her legal guardian. He was looking through her phone as the principal, Charity's mentor explained that it was actually illegal to confiscate and turn over student property to the cops.
Unfortunately, the damage had been done as Mr. Gilbert was made instantly aware of his daughter's true nature while the principal wrung her hands, upset. She'd already written a number of recommendation letters for her prize student for off campus programs designed to place the girl on a paved road of academic success.
The opened phone put Charity Gilbert's on campus status on the autopsy table along with the churning rumor mill organically vandalizing her social life.
Along with the single nude pic of me and Byron; there were a host of others up in double digits. Charity had documented her sexual encounters with a plethora of dick pics and a few videos of her happily screwing the stuffing out of Jay Stello and one unidentified guy who appeared to be in his late twenties, early thirties. It was a disturbing face fucking video with a sloppy facial finish that nearly made the man collapse. Mr. Gilbert barely registered the innumerable pics of Jay Stello from every angle, only noting one video clip depicting his beloved daughter milking the squealing star athlete replete with three fingers shoved up his rectum.
I'd been allowed to return to class but noticed him sitting in the lobby completely demoralized. It wasn't what I wanted, but it was a punishment well deserved. In the end, Mr. Gilbert drove back to his solitary home alone while Charity was ferried to the luxury abode shared with her mother by the vice principal.



I felt bad for two periods eventually overcoming the guilt by thinking of my exiled aborted lover, Faith. I longed to tell her of the righteous vengeance and public outing of the heinous villain who'd brought misfortune to us both. No one would ever look at her the same, but I batted away questions about her attributes from interested gossip hunters. I was still excused from physical education, so all I had to do was check in for attendance with my gym teacher, Mr. Day.
"Jackson?" There were these numbers at the bottom of the bleachers that we stood on when being counted for attendance.
"Here."
"Williamson?" Mr. Day was walking the line with his clipboard checking off names.
"Perry?"
"I'M HERE MR. DAY!!"
I screamed at the top of my lungs already laughing uncontrollably. I was laughing so hard that tears were rolling down my face. Some of the other students were starting to bust up too. Mr. Day stared at me for an extended period of time before sending me to the study hall for the rest of my excused medical status. My stomach hurt from laughing so much at the inherent insanity of my situation.
When I'd finally make my alleged triumphant return, I'd find out that Mr. Day transferred schools where he was fired upon arrival by the school superintendent.
People tend to talk when shit goes sideways. Me, I just go with the flow these days.
"It's beyond my control."
...to be continued.
**********************
...yes there's more.
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Hope, Charity & Faith-THE FINALE
"All rise" The bailiff called out as my mother nudged me from partially consciousness.
I didn't want to come down to the courtroom for the sentencing, but she insisted that I be present to see justice done. Jay Stello was standing at the defendant table with his lawyer, Charity's mother Cecily Gilbert. I felt a sliver of sorrow knowing the scheming mother / daughter duo had their claws deep in to him. I foresaw a Mike Tyson-Robin Givens type future for the once beloved idiot. He'd dropped a pound or two looking smaller but still cutting an imposing figure in a suit. The judge was some elderly white woman who looked like a bald eagle or something.
"Young man I'd like to address you before I hand down this sentence because I see golden opportunity squandered, and for what? An emotional attachment or from this report across my desk, the operative word should be entanglement with appropriate respect to your attorney. Jayson Stello, you've had a pretty easy ride up to this very moment from the view of this side of my bench. You could've killed that boy. Luckily, providence stepped in to keep you from that fate, this time. Do you understand what I'm saying to you Mr. Stello?" His lawyer nudged him with her elbow.
"Uh, yes your honor, ma'am." His voice was shaky with a fear I'd never seen about his person as the judge sat there stone faced.
"We'll see about that Mr. Stello; I understand the young man you assaulted is present with his parent. Would you like to address them at this time for your misguided actions before I hand down judgement on this case which has taken entirely too long to reach my bench?"
I tensed up as he nodded turning in our direction. My mother was holding my hand, giving it a squeeze of reassurance. There were a few members of the football team there for support sitting behind Jay's elderly looking parents. He was sweating profusely, head held low for the first time in his life as he addressed us.
"Sorry, about everything-I did. It was wrong and uhm, I hope you forgive me someday Jaleel."
It was instantly cathartic hearing him say my name openly for the first time. Up until this point I was an ant beneath his sphere, a nobody. He never cared about me in the least. Not even as a rival much less the boyfriend of the cheerleader he was cheating on his actual girlfriend with. Charity Gilbert was sitting there next to his parents now facing me from her seat. She looked like a presidential wife in this sleeveless grey knee length dress perfectly matching the color of her lover's attire. She was visibly glaring at me through squinted eyes barely able to contain herself.
"I understand that some form of restitution has been made to the victim's family; I don't have an impact statement here in my paperwork. Would the Perry family like to make a statement at this time?" Mom nudged me with her elbow.
"Uhm, I don't know what to say your honor because I never been inside a courtroom in my life, ma'am."
"I commend you on that Jaleel, is it?"
"Yes ma'am; excuse me, I mean your honor." The judge smiled warmly at my deferent posture.
"It's okay young man, don't worry you're safe in my courthouse. Just speak your peace and I'll do the rest." The maternal sound of her voice told me that Jay Stello was likely toast.
"Uhm well I don't know what else I can say because I was in the hospital for a month and a day your honor. Well uh, well...."
"Go on Jaleel." She looked concerned as thoughts of his fist smashing my face brought up the perfect thing to finish off this chapter in my teen life.
"Well you're the judge so uhm I guess... It's beyond my control."
Charity Gilbert audibly snarled like some caged animal drawing attention to herself in the worst way. She would've lunged out of her seat if Jay's father hadn't grabbed her elbow sternly. Her face twisted into that same indecipherably horrid grimace I'd seen as she sat in front office waiting for her parents. I wanted to drive the stake in deep making sure that everybody knew what she was from this moment forward. Her mother leaned over the bench tugging at her arm while the judge pounded away with her gavel.
Charity's head rocked back as if she were swooning as some older black woman leaned forward with handfuls of tissues. I half turned burying my face in my mother's suit jacket. It was the only way to keep from busting up in open court. This presented quite the visual the cameras present in the courtroom. Jay's favorite blonde reporter was present covering the situation for local media. A sheriff's deputy stepped in with a paper cone full of water as the judge regained order in her courtroom. My mother gave me a hard "pat" on the back. Momma didn't raise no fools, nor was she one herself.
"Is there anything else the Perry family would like to say at this time?"
"No your honor." My mother replied as I regained my composure.
"Jayson Stello, face the bench please."
He was still looking at his distraught girlfriend cradled in his father's arms. Everyone present could see him visibly trembling as this now even more stone faced judge held his fate in her hands.
The former motherfucking Jay Stello was sentenced to fifteen days in jail, fifteen hundred in court fines, along with a hundred twenty hours of community service and additional restitution mediated by our respective legal representatives including attorney fees. One of my cousins who'd recently passed the bar was gonna be handling that unenviable chore. A few days before we came to court, my cousin informed us there'd been an offer of restitution on the table from Charity's family attached to a non-disclosure agreement. Basically I was getting paid double for being knocked unconscious on a rainy day.
Jay cried like a baby as the bailiffs cuffed him for his meager half month sentence inconsolable calling out to his mother in front of everyone including the few members of his team present including my would be executioner Dondre. It wasn't a good look in front of his subordinates crying like a bitch.
Charity Gilbert was finally toppled from her self-perceived seat of power. The student council was noticeably gutted of resources afterwards. Even depowered, Charity still maintained a mentor-protégé relationship with the vice principal who would undoubtedly keep doors opened for her favored student that should have been slammed in her face. Her portion of my settlement came from a considerable college fund established in her early formative years. Personally, I knew I'd have to continue looking over my shoulder until graduation.
"Cut the shit son; I know my boy." Mom chimed in as we drove home from court. I'd been stoic, lost in thoughts of Faith when she spoke.
"Excuse me, I was sincere back there."
"Want a whipping?"
"Alright you win; I had a ball watching it go down. That's why you took me to court, right?" Instead of answering, mom rubbed the back of my head before turning up her music.
Both of us enjoyed the soulful strains of Isaac Hayes rendition of Walk On By with the Bar-Kays.
********************************************
Thing seemed to be going my way for once, but my mother had the lack of good sense to incessantly gossip about my good fortune and sudden windfall with some of our relatives, particularly my Aunt Sharon a genuinely good woman in her mid-fifties married to a city maintenance worker named Buddy Lee. The thing about Aunt Sharon was her incurable penchant for gossip which had our home phones ringing off the hook by the end of the week along with a scheduled appearance at a suddenly planned family cookout.
I advised my mother to rsvp in the negative, but she informed me in no uncertain terms that hell or high water, I'd be appearing at that backyard party.
I stalked off to my room tangentially worried that a scene from ancient Rome would play out with me in the starring role of Caesar. It was the stuff disasters were made of, at least on low brow cable based crime programs. Despite epically dragging my feet, mom was able to drag me into her car after confiscating my own vehicle keys. She made sure I saw them in her large satchel purse along with her favorite black belt.
"You know, one day I'm gonna be in charge of your welfare when you're old and grey." I joked.
"Oh are you saying I should blow your money in a trip to Vegas, son? I may be old and grey one day, but right now I'm still your legal guardian and mother with access to your finances. Do you know your cousin's phone number?" She acidly joked right back.
"Stop it." She wasn't my mother for nothing.
Aunt Sharon's home was way out on the eastside of town in a racially diverse area that earned her a lot of negative feedback from relatives who believed her uppity. She usually let it roll off her back eager to maintain these shitty relationships and give myriad numbers of little cousins a place to hang out in the summer months and lounging during the holiday season.
It was open knowledge in our family that Sharon wanted children of her own but was robbed of the experience in her twenties. She'd been involved in an accident while working at a factory that robbed her of the ability to give life but provided enough covert wealth to purchase a home. Buddy Lee came a year later.
"Don't embarrass me." Mom warned, flashing the belt in her purse again.
"Nothing like a little child abuse on a Sunny afternoon, awesome." I deadpanned knowing that even though I was legally an adult, she'd whip my butt in the blink of an eye if she saw fit.
Apparently, the party started the night before with a sleepover for some family members and close friends eventually growing into the middle-aged kegger assaulting our eyes as we waked up the sidewalk to Sharon's two story home with attached garage. Mom grumbled not being able to find parking at the yard party having believed the soiree was dedicated to me. I was relieved at her irritation thinking we'd make appearances and be out before any criminal minded relatives could zero in on me.
"JALEEL, HEY LITTLE MAN!!"
I was a head and a half taller than my aunt who greeted us wearing a Aztec print poncho type dress. Sharon gave me a deep hug pinching my cheeks despite audible protests.
"Ew girl, where you get that dress from, Sharon?" My mother's dialect unconsciously changed to match Sharon high pitched manner of speaking. The women on this side of the family shared that dialect other than my mother, but she never failed to change her tone in their presence.
"Oh you like it; well this is a Mara Hoffman natural style I got cheap online." I was already leaving the adults to their conversation navigating a few glad handing relatives before making it to the bustling backyard.
My aunt's husband Buddy Lee worked at a factory that made barbecue grills, the garbage can looking kind. He made a pretty penny and was pretty much easygoing without a problem letting his wife run the marriage. He also spent a lot of time on the road employed part time as truck driver, so whenever he was home, it was chill time. I slapped hands with a few cousins distant and otherwise, but the overall mood on the premises was jovial and involved with more older people than young people.
Most of the relatives present I'd known marginally with a good number present of the thuggish variety. Although a little shorter than me, Buddy Lee was a short man mountain in a beige short set and sandals. His shoulder length grey hair and matching beard gave him an urban bigfoot esthetic.
"HEY BOY, WHAT'S GOOD?!!" I didn't mind giving him a hug, but it was like being mauled by a bear.
"What's up, uncle?"
"Nothing much, watching some games hanging with friends; you done real good in court, saw it on the news. Sharon taped it and that football star a little soft in the ass crying like that over fifteen days. Shit, I did more time than that on parking tickets. Man, his girl acted like they were sending him up the river!"
"I wouldn't know, it's beyond my control, uncle." He started laughing at the unknown inside joke patting me on the back.
"The yard's kinda crowded so make sure you get some of that good eating. Tina's manning the grill, just stick a plate in front of her." One of his friends stuck his head out of the side door waving for Buddy Lee to join him.
"Who's Tina?"
"Oh she's this daughter of Sharon's coworker, been staying with us for about a good six months now. I'd say she nineteen or so, you guys should have a lot in common." He gave me a wink as his associate, this chubby Mexican yelled something at him in Spanish.
"Okay, got it."
"Yeah sure, excuse me." Buddy Lee pushed past me unintentionally bumping me into some morbidly obese sister wearing a horrific plaid church dress. I nodded and apologized profusely, but it didn't top them from looking at me like some kind of pervert.
I forged ahead finding the number of borderline elderly adults far outweighed the young people which left sparse pickings as far as my age group. There were scores of children running about from toddler age to barely tweens. I didn't want any of that madness noticing some pointed stares from previously mentioned suspect relatives who ranged from fifteen to early twenties. Socially isolation was no big deal almost a welcome state in this environment. The remaining adults were grouped in clusters, a few actually dancing in the yard as vintage, rather stone aged hip hop blasted from some speakers.
Jam on it by Nucleus, old school rap electronica favored by the senior set, could probably be heard several doors over. There were smatterings of other ethnicities mixed in with guests, some looking like they were stuck on another planet as I found two fully stocked picnic tables lined up against the fence. It was a homemade buffet table crowded with greedy people jostling, almost fighting for access.
I managed to snag a plate and not much else following a line towards the grill. It was frustrating waiting there behind so many people I didn't recognize. I felt like I was waiting in line to see a movie instead of getting a bite. Then the congested thongs of relatives, guests, friends, and assorted hangers-on, parted changing my perspective on this whole cookout backyard party thing.
Tina was indeed manning the grill facing away from me.
Tina was this really dark chocolate sister sporting a greasy looking shoulder length shock of hair with the texture of a Jheri curl. I couldn't see her face from my vantage point, but her body was on full display much to the delight of the assembled menfolk young and old alike, and the chagrin of all the women in attendance.
This teen was well put together and not just through genetics, but it looked like Tina was a gym rat of the highest order. Simply put, this teenager had the figure of a body competitor with a well-defined physique covered by a simple pink cropped baby tee and some shorts that were molded to one of the best looking butts I'd seen on par with my recent escapades.
This wasn't Kimberly Bivens tight, well formed butt. This wasn't Hope's big, floppy heart shape, donk. Not even close to Charity Gilbert's narrow, packed peach and it definitely wasn't Charmaine's huge, elongated badonkadunk. Faith was on a whole other level with powerful thighs that overpowered her muted hips as well as Dr. Ashwani's rubbery looking spoon shaped butt.
No, even this was a new beast perfectly shaped, covered with these almond colored, high waisted booty shorts, the kind with the belt loop. Tina was sporting a wasp waist making a lot of the sloppy women in attendance groan with jealousy. Her long legs were shapely packed with muscle, almost too much.
Before I knew it, I was standing two people away from her having never taken my eyes off her backside. Her legs were glistening in the sunlight appearing covered in some baby oil adding to the overall effect. Tina was sporting some wedge sandals on her feet as the chubby woman in front of me got a slab of ribs surrounded by several screaming toddlers who swarmed her as she pushed through the crowd. No matter what, I was visually magnetized to that ass no realizing I was standing beside her.
"GIVE ME THAT FUCKING PLATE!!" The paper plate was snatched from my hands breaking the spell cast by that derriere as I realized she was speaking to me.
Tina's face was something else a complete opposite to everything else in its arresting homeliness. Her deep chocolate hue wiped intricate detail from her features leaving narrowed piercing brown eyes over a prominent somewhat hooked nose and really big, darkened lips curled into a snarl. Tina was further shamed by the man upstairs with a pronounced overbite. In all, her face appeared extremely narrow framed by her sticky looking locks of darkened hair that managed to be the same hue as her skin.
"Hey, we done or what?" Tina asked again huffing.
"Yeah, sure Tina."
"WHO TOLD YOU MY NAME?!!" The sound of her voice was inherently grating to the ear almost childish in nature with a animalistic snarl that hung at the edge of the words spoken. I was a tv head growing up so the only comparison I could make was the late Eartha Kitt.
"Buddy Lee." Her expression changed upon hearing the name of a benefactor.
"Jaleel?"
"Yeah, that's me."
"Maybe you should introduce yourself properly before ogling me out of my shorts." I felt like an idiot as some little kid in earshot chuckled before being thumped by his offended portly matriarch.
"Uh well, sorry."
"Yeah, you sorry; take this shit and blow."
The subtle aggressiveness in her voice almost went right over my head as she shoved a plate filled with some short ribs and two hot links into my hands. I felt small under her narrow eyed gaze shrinking away into the congested yard.
"BETTER LUCK NEXT TIME, YOUNGBLOOD!!" Some loud-mouthed middle aged yelled after me earning laughter. I almost flipped him the bird finding a seat at a makeshift table with some adults and one distant cousin familiar to me named Spencer.
"Don't take it to heart, she's got issues." One guy offered along with a soda from an adjacent ice chest.
"Everybody's got issues; what makes her so special?" I grumbled picking at my plate.
"Sharon letting her squat here because she always fighting with her mom; I mean real like fist fights and everything. She lucky because she was gonna be put out on the street, serious." The explanation didn't stir a sympathetic bone in my body. I'd had enough of troubled women.
"Man, the only issue she got is her face; plastic surgery would do that body justice." Spencer offered getting a few snickers. I didn't comment one way or the other.
"You're wrong Spencer." Some rail thin kid responded sitting at an adjacent encampment.
"How am I wrong, look at that shit; that's a trophy wife body. You know, now that I think about it, she needs her entire head replaced because I bet a million dollars, she looking at the head board every time she hook up."
"Yeah." The skinny guy agreed.
"I can't believe that ass, those shorts are painted on that bubble. She lucky all these people are around because I'd run up in it quick." I glanced at him sideways munching on a rib.
"I don't believe you."
"What?"
"I don't believe you'd run up in it if you were alone with Tina." I reiterated.
"Shit, if all these people weren't around, I'd walk over there and palm that ass, serious."
Spencer was a big, pudgy seventeen year old that I vaguely recalled pummeling in my youth due to his sticky fingers when it came to my stuff. He didn't seem to remember me, and I was cool with that, too.
"I don't believe that either." I challenged.
"Bruh, who you supposed to be?"
"A skeptic."
"HUH?!!" I scoffed taking a sip from my can before producing a fifty dollar bill from my pocket slamming it on the table.



"I bet you fifty dollars you won't go over there and do it right now, fool." He flushed, looking anxious as I called him out with money.
"What you talking about?"
"Fuck does it look like nigga? I'm betting fifty dollars right here under your big nose that you won't go over there and palm Tina's ass. It's that simple or you're just a pussy." I ratcheted things up considerably.
"Don't make me take your money cuz."
"Take my fucking money or admit you full of shit."
I went back to dining enjoying the succulent taste of the short ribs stacked on my plate. I didn't know whether to attribute them to Buddy Lee or Tina, but they were awesome. I didn't care one way or the other about Spencer only wanting to shut him up in the long run. I admit it was kind of douche like from my perspective. He looked like a lightweight and I expected him to fold because honestly, anybody with common sense would know better than to try something like that with this girl. The only thing lacking was a danger sign across that muscular power butt.
My gaze found it again as things thinned out while Tina did her job serving the guests. Despite the evil looking witch like countenance that was her ugly face, she appeared happy to take care of people. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the butt which was composed of two molded egg shapes over the legs of a stallion. I found myself agreeing with Spencer despite myself because I would've loved seeing Tina bent over in front of me. At this point she had a bit of cheek cleavage starting to appear from the bottom of those short shorts. I also noticed a defined thigh gap between those thighs that was calling out to me in the worst way.
"Aw man, Spencer crazy as fuck."
"Huh, what?"
I'd lost myself in that butt failing to notice that my cousin drifted close to Tina as she was busy stacking a couple of plates with the succulent meat. He looked extremely leery of the prospect of earning fifty bucks as a bit more of Tina's left cheek bulged out from the underside of those shorts. She was using tongs to place some smoked bacon wrapped corn on a plate as he inched closer, his thumb and pointer fingers poised to give Tina an epic pinch. Everybody at my table leaned forward intently interested.
Tina suddenly threw a no look side kick into Spencer's pudgy gut with enough force to send him rolling backward with momentum to roll him head over heels.
I doubt Spencer knew what hit him as he ended up on his belly in front of the raucous gathered crowd. Tina turned to him arms folded across her chest tapping the tongs against her bicep. He scurried away back to our table as she went back to her work shaking her hips a bit to the thumping hip hop electronica. Tina knew what she doing popping that butt enough to make both cheeks bulge out from the bottom of her shorts. It was an open dare.
"Hey man sorry about that; you can have the fifty." I gave him the money anyway while most of the yard laughed and jeered. He was outed as a clueless perv with nothing between his ears.
"Man, that shit hurt like fuck; felt like I got kicked by a mule or something." He looked in considerable pain still sitting on the grass hand covering his pudgy gut. I tossed the folded bill between his legs.
Tina's legs appeared at his feet; her hand outstretched obviously wanting the fifty dollar bill. Spencer was a bit hesitant as that same hand peppered his face with light rabbited slaps to the cheeks until he handed it over. I turned back to my table snickering with the rest of the guys when Tina planted a hand on my shoulder. I was wearing this dumb striped collared tee with a pocket over the left peck that she slipped the fifty into as she knelt beside me. Her evil looking countenance was way too close to my face as I noticed those powerful legs in an open squatting position. It was only a second, but I looked up finding that she'd followed the trajectory of my gaze, bristling.
"So Jaleel; you ain't man enough to come do it yourself?" She asked as the music shifted to YOU by Raheem DeVaughn wafting soulfully across the yard. Tina knelt with an arm draped across my shoulders.
"I had nothing to do with that."
"That's what I thought you'd say nigga; don't get it twisted man, I'm a tenth degree black belt, for your information." Her calloused palm tapped out each word on my opposite cheek as she spoke.
"That's supposed to scare me or something?"
"I hope not." Tina picked up my half full can of soda pouring it into my lap giving the spectators more to laugh about as my aunt appeared suitably horrified.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING TO MY NEPHEW TINA?!!"
Aunt Sharon was mortified quickly snatching a roll of paper towels thankfully stopping short of actually wiping my drenched lap as Tina stood up. There was something in the way she righted herself that lent credibility to her martial arts claims.
"Tell your nephew to watch himself, I don't like pervs." She intentionally turned her butt in my direction level with my head as she stood beside my chair.
Tina reached back tugged at the material of those skin tight shorts, clearing the epic wedgie she was sporting. I ended up looking at her chest. There was a cartoon girly panda on it along with some multicolored hearts. This woman knew what she was working with and how to draw attention to herself despite her malevolent countenance. Aunt Sharon knew danger when she saw it quickly getting in between us.
"Tina, can I have a word with you?"
"Whatever." She replied ruefully as Sharon handed me more paper towels.
"Jaleel baby, there's a bathroom on the first floor right when you go into the side door on the house. It's right before you get to the kitchen. Go clean yourself up, I'll put some napkins over your plate."
"Yes ma'am." I crept away glancing back as my aunt wagged a disparaging finger in Tina's ugly face. Her posture before my aunt was visibly deferential until Sharon gave her a deep, reassuring hug.
This left me conflicted as I cleaned up in the first floor bathroom remembering what had been shared about their relationship. It made sense that my aunt would take her in because of her acute maternal instinct. It was too bad that she'd been robbed of the ability to have children, because Sharon would've been an awesome mother. This left me feeling bad because I was tangentially responsible for Tina getting in trouble by making that bet with Spencer. I finished wiping myself down cracking the bathroom door just as Tina stepped inside. Our eyes met for an instant before I quickly slammed the door.
"Open up." Tina rapped at the door in sustained knocks until I opened it again finding her directly in front of me, still too close wedged against the door frame this time.
"I'm sorry." She apologized robotically.
"You don't have to apologize, it was my fault, honestly. I admit betting Spencer that he wouldn't do it, but I just wanted him to shut up about you. I didn't think he'd be crazy enough to do it, so it's my fault."
"Yeah it is, step aside." Tina unceremoniously pushed into the cramped bathroom washing her hands. I forced my gaze to remain level with her head looking at her reflection in the bathroom mirror.
"Sorry again."
"That's not good enough; I want the money." She demanded in silky feline sounding tones. I couldn't get over how dangerous Tina's voice sounded adding to the violent aura surrounding her.
"Whatever, sure." I placed the fifty on the edge of the sink.
"No."
"Huh?"
"I want you to slide it into my back pocket, Jaleel." Honestly, a sliver of fear ran up my spine as I recalled cousin Spencer rolling head over heels from a kick thrown by her minutes ago.
"I don't think so."
"Scared?"
I bit into my bottom lip, irritated at the familiar feeling I used to get from Charmaine Belle's bullying. Here was another disturbed girl challenging me to cross a line I'd already crossed several times in recent memory. I was in that moment, determined not to let her drive the narrative. I was also surprised to find their were back pockets on the skin tight material impossibly stretched across her muscle butt. I took the fifty sliding it into her back pocket, but not without some considerable effort.
"Happy now?"
Tina turned close into my body grabbing a fistful of my junk trying to close her fingers around it into a fist. I yelped like a wounded animal collapsing in a sitting position on the closed toilet hands cupped over my crotch as a evil grin spread across her face. She went back washing her hands again smiling at me from her reflection.
"Was it all you dreamed about Jaleel?"
"Alright Tina, we done now?" I was still seeing stars as a tear ran down my cheek. It felt like she could literally rip my penis off if she wanted as she pivoted facing me.
"Not even, I'm impressed."
"Impressed?"
"Yeah, if you'd pussed out I would've gone back to the yard; now you've intrigued me enough to be curious."
"No thank you; I'm going back to the yard."
"No Jaleel; you are gonna walk out of here make a sharp right turn and walk up the stairs to the room at the top of them. If you don't do this, I'm going to punch you in the pelvis with a closed fist at an angle that will leave you feeling it until Monday."
"Are you serious?" My eyes were level with her crotch and that inviting thigh gap.
"Only one way to find out." Tina leaned against the sink arms folded, sure of herself.
I found myself in Tina's room at the top of the stairs as she walked in behind me carefully pulling up the door in secretive fashion. It was a nice with a closet and shelving to the immediate left that was a shrine to numerous rewards academic and physical. I noticed some trophies regarding martial arts in karate, Kenpo and two others that made me glad I'd listened to her.
Her innate physicality spoke of confidence but her deference to my aunt indicated unquestionable loyalty. There was a low shelf cabinet stuffed with movies and books that served as an entertainment system with a large flat screen television atop it.
There was a decorative bamboo floor mat in front of the television and a rolled up yoga mat in a cylindrical container next to the television. Tina had a modest platform bed off to the corner near the only window and a magenta loveseat adjacent to the door.
"So, what do you think?"
"Cozy, do you go to school around here?"
"I'm nineteen."
"College?"
"No."
"Then what do you uhm, do?"
"Breathe."
Tina walked around in front of me taking visual stock in a manner that made me uneasy under her gaze. I hated that shit because I felt I'd been working hard to establish my identity outside of all the distinctive women I'd met up until now. This was starting to feel familiar in a way that made me uncomfortable.
"So, what're we doing?"
"Breathing together."
Tina half snarled sounding unused to being questioned as she motioned for me to sit on the love seat. I kept my eyes on her as she walked over looking out the window at the street below. The music was muffled a bit but still audible as she turned looking at my face, deadly serious.
"Hey, you didn't look at my ass; impressed again."
"How do you know?"
"Reflection in the glass; so either you're intimidated or probably a virgin. Anybody else would've been all over me the moment I pulled the door up. Honestly, I've sent two guys rolling down those stairs in the hallway before I got to you."
"So, you looking for the Mexican hat trick or something?"
"Maybe; you wanna hang out or you wanna go back to the kiddie table?"
Tina was standing there hands on her hips still glaring at me. It was off-putting because I couldn't read her one way or the other. I raised my hand faux-meekly. She motioned with her hand for me to speak.
"I don't know how you're gonna take this, but I've already resigned from the bullshit of life. I've had one hell of a year with various women and I don't fancy having another episode as fundamentally arrogant as that sounds. If you're talking about just chilling, I'm good; but anything else and my seat at the so-called, uncalled kiddies table is likely the best option."
"So, you're staying then."
I just shrugged as she walked over standing right in front of me which afforded another unsolicited view of her crotch from the front this time. I was glad my jeans were a bit baggy or she would've noticed the raging boner I was sporting. I flinched as Tina bent at the waist bringing her crotch closer to my face planting one palm flat on the wall above my head. She was reaching on a single shelf attached to the wall containing her larger trophies and a remote.
"Uhm, yeah." She sat down beside me with an arm across my shoulder half turned in my direction as she switched on her television. I couldn't help glancing at the curve of her hip, and the way those shorts rode up.
"Let's watch a movie."
I noticed one of those amazon stick attached to the side of her television realizing it was doctored as several windows scrolled by with scores of windows advertising a unlimited source of entertainment. I groaned when Tina settled on one of those Star Wars movies, The Last Jedi.
"You don't like this?"
"I don't like that." I pointed at the screen as the movie was starting and she instantly paused it turning to me glaring.
"Aren't you a nerd?"
"I currently enjoy a hybrid social status at school."
"So you don't like Star Wars, huh?" Her brow wrinkled as she looked me dead in the eyes.
"I don't like those Star Wars movies."
"Oh. I see; well if you had to choose?"
"Empire Strike Back without all the CGI garbage Lucas stuck in it later eating his own shit before those trash prequels. I mean, I'd love to see a print of the originals as they were originally presented, but those are extremely unaffordable online." Tina pondered my answer beginning to smile.
"Tell me how you really feel."
"You asked."
Her menacing façade cracked as she snickered which turned out to be infectious. We both laughed for a few minutes before she switched off the movie bringing up a Blue Ray screen.
Tina crawled down onto the floor looking through the movies under her modest entertainment center. She was on all fours, muscular legs spread wide apart affording me a decadent view of her crotch. Those magnificent shorts were really high into her crack in the most epic wedgie I'd ever seen. It didn't look like she was wearing any panties as my cock throbbed and pulsed almost on the verge of spewing. I grabbed the sole magenta throw pillow covering my erection as she glanced back at my face.
"You want me to stay like this so you can squeeze one out?"
"Please stop it."
Tina giggled again producing a blue ray of Empire that she plopped into her player. She gave me some song and dance about losing the remote for her player, but I didn't believe her. Tina seemed to get off on teasing people with her body. I was no different imagining myself screwing the absolute brains out of her homely visage as she sat beside me even closer. Tina tugged at the throw pillow but I held on fast making her laugh. She respected my boundaries as we watched the movie together. By the time Luke Skywalker made Yoda's acquaintance she leaned forward sharing a bit of herself.
"Wanna hear a secret."
"Not if it's bad."
"Okay, I just wanted to say that Darth Vader is my fucking idol."
"WHAT?!"
"Bad ass, black as midnight, the greatest fucking pimp in the universe and everybody afraid of him because he could kill you without even looking at your face. Check it, he kicks Luke's little ass like a pussy, cuts off his damn hand, tells him that he's his father...AND IT'S TRUE!! That's a pimp, Jaleel. That's why if Darth Vader were a female, he would be me."
"That's uhm, comforting to know Tina."
"Hey man I know what I look like, people used to fuck with me big time in school, so mom put me in a shitload of self-defense classes, and I took to the shit like water. I like the power of being unafraid, able to focus on my dreams to the exclusion of all else. You know what they used to say about me in school?"
"What?"
"It was bad enough being called burnt Marge Simpson, but when the cheeks came in, everybody was referring to me as the "Butt her Face with Da' Butt." A lot of jerks thought I'd be easy because I was ugly, but I fucked them up, happily."
"I thought we were watching a movie?" I wanted to deflect.
"Do you think I'm ugly?" She leaned forward resting her elbows on the top of her thighs.
"No." I lied.
"Kiss me."
"Huh?" I feigned not hearing the question.
"I want you to kiss me."
Tina was challenging me in her own little way. I was pretty sure she'd heard nothing but insults and jeers her formative years, which likely had a hand in forging the dangerous creature sitting beside me. I didn't find her attractive facially, but felt like she was drawing a line in the sand regarding how things would go after the challenge. I on the other hand, was having issues with being along for the ride in my own life.
I leaned over kissing her softly on the lips remaining there until she pushed away. I wasn't done leaning further pressing my lips against her cheek parting my lips enough to dab at her oily skin with the tip of my tongue. Tina turned back into my lips slipping her tongue in my mouth as we made out. My hand found and cupped one of her breasts realizing she wasn't wearing a bra. Tina broke the kiss going back to looking at the movie as Yoda levitated Luke's X-Wing fighter.
"Hey Jaleel?"
"Yeah?"
"Watchout, I might do some roots on you."
"Roots, you mean like voodoo or something?" I was puzzled at her words still looking at her incredible body.
"Yeah, I'll make you think I'm pretty for real."
"Oh yeah, how're you gonna do that, huh Tina?" I thought she was talking pure bullshit.
Tina got up obscuring my view of the movie planting her palms flat on the wall above my head. She was basically standing over me at an angle assuming a posture like she was gonna be patted down by cops. Those thick shiny looking muscular legs were spread out boxing in my legs as I beheld her crotch again. I glanced up finding her staring down at me silent.
I unconsciously raised a hand sliding my fingers along her crotch earning a soft, girlish moan. I used my middle and pointer fingers to caress her slit through her clothing finding it got damp almost immediately. She moaned and gasped breathlessly acknowledging an acceptance of my touch.
I pressed down on the spot where I believed her clit might be with a thumb getting this mixed half childish whine that gradually became a moan as she leaned in further. I ended up palming her sex, squeezing, caressing getting Tina heated enough to break contact as she bent at the waist stealing another kiss full of tongue.
I kneaded one of her breasts rubbing a thumb on the nipple until she yanked up her pink baby tee, revealing a sloping perfect handful toppled with a prominent nipple. I took it between my lips wetly slurping making Tina howl with delight. She mounted my thigh grinding on it as I went sloppy purposely drooling all over her boob.
Tina seemed to love the nasty treatment making sure that both of her breasts were similarly defiled with gooey saliva. She cupped them together pushing her boobs against my face as I licked a trail up her cleavage twirling my tongue there until she pushed back visibly enraptured. Tina reached down to her sides drawing the sides of those shorts up turning them into makeshift bikini panties as my hands groped those tight, muscular buttocks for the first time. It was like squeezing two really tough stress balls as her hips bucked and sawed, humping my right leg like a bitch in heat. Tina folded her shirt over the back of her neck allowing me to look at her breasts fully.
Rough treatment seemed to be the thing for her as she wrapped her arms around my head mashing her boobs into my face while my fingers breached those skin tight shorts. My endowment was straining against my jeans wanting release in the worst way. Tina took notice shifting over straddling me both legs spread wide bent at the knee.



This had to be the most intense dry humping session I'd ever experienced.
My heart felt like it would explode as we alternated making out wantonly groping one another's naughty bits. Tina had ahold of my prick over my jeans using her thumb in a hard circular motion on my crown. I squirmed but loved the sensation content to let her take things as far as she wanted.
"Let's get this out so I can suck the black off of it, baby." Her feline sounding tone, almost purring was an added bonus amplified when she whispered in my ear before nibbling on it.
We worked together until my cock popped up like a jack-in-the-box to greet her. Tina had some really thin calloused fingers but somehow knew how to play with my member where it felt heavenly. She purred and moaned getting me so excited that I slapped her right ass cheek hard enough the sound echoed off the walls. Tina pooled saliva into her palm applying it sloppily to the exposed portion of my cock.
She made the okay symbol with her spit drenched right hand pressing it against my crown. I humped up into her hand finding a tantalizing amount of artificial resistance. That roughness and struggle to push through her curved fingers got me even more excited as I slapped away at both cheeks like a wild man. The rest of her fingers came into play along with audible creaks from the furniture as I fucked her hand.
"Fuck it, I'll suck it dry after; I need some cock Jaleel!" Tina stood up visibly shaking with lust fumbling with her zipper.
She gasped as my nails drug across the smooth deep chocolate surface of her power butt. I went after it like a crackhead desperate to fuck her brains out and then some as her bald snatch appeared. Tina wasn't wearing panties after all and the sight of her bare cunt had me trembling on the verge.
"JAAAAA-LEEEL, ARE YOU UP THERE IN THAT ROOM?!!"
My mother's voice boomed out of the blue, a shock to the system as both of us froze up. Tina had those sorts halfway down her hips still half bent at the waist while my cock was pointed up at the ceiling.
JAAAALEEEEL, I KNOW YOU HEAR ME BOY!!" It was closer this time as I embarrassingly hiccupped out of abject fear. My mother was walking up the stairs.
"AAAAAHM, WATCHING A MOVIE MOM!!" I yelled back voice faltering.
"COME ON DOWN FROM THERE; WE'VE GOTTA GET READY TO GO!!" She was definitely on the stairs, my large and in charge mother who normally would've sent somebody instead.
Tina and I scrambled to make ourselves decent as my mother's footfalls became audible. It provided another instance revealing my host was merely human besides being a teenaged wrecking machine. Tina quickly planted her butt on the love seat nervously watching the Millennium Falcon escaping Cloud city. I was still visibly disheveled, flustered from the aborted tryst as I went to open the door. Tina had covertly locked it.
"Toss me your phone, she hurriedly blurted out." I chucked it on the seat next to her thigh as my mother started jiggling the door handle.
"OPENING IT MOM!!" I struggled with the knob because she wouldn't stop messing with the handle finally opening it finding her standing in front of me visibly flushed.
"Hey son, what're you doing up here?"
"We were watching Star Wars Mrs. Perry." Tina answered as demurely as humanly possible.
My mother gave me a light shove in the chest sticking her head inside the room finding my host sitting there wide eyed with our favorite throw pillow in her lap. Tina looked horrified unable to look my mother in the face. I had a suitably anxious expression on my face when mom stared discerningly at me. My collared t-shirt was ruffled and one of my pockets was inside out making mom smile.
"You come downstairs right now; NICE TO MEET YOU TINA GIRL!!" We were definitely busted in the act judging from my mother's wide smile and near laughter.
"Uhm, nice to meet you too, Mrs. Perry." Tina whimpered.
I was beyond humiliated as my mother followed me down the stairs cautiously holding onto the rail navigating her decent. This was testament to her determination to epically cock block me from rightfully stuffing the living shit out of Tina's snarling angry cunt. I was to experience further embarrassment as we stepped out into the backyard.
Aunt Sharon and Buddy Lee were standing there with these "AH HA" looks on their faces that made me want to scream. My cousin Spencer and some friends were grinning like jackals while some women were visibly disgusted with me. I started to raise a middle finger at one woman giving me the stink eye, but mom deftly captured my hand refusing to relinquish it.
I felt like an overgrown toddler as mom continued talking with Sharon, Buddy Lee, and a few other adults while I averted my eyes around the yard. Her grip was ironclad severely limiting my movements while little kids ran up and down the crowded yard chasing one another, playing. Tina made things even worse appearing in the yard now wearing a pleated tennis skort. I almost facepalmed at her in the miniskirt version of a tennis skirt, thick powerful legs, and all.
Some old, fat church type ladies were sitting near the side door on a picnic bench. Tina hesitated at the door half in, half out as one of the women leaned over whispering into the other's ear. Her body language didn't help things as she pensively stared across the yard at me before finding the courage to approach.
"OH HEY TINA GIRL, WHAT YOU WANT?!!" My mother was smiling, but roughly yanked me in the opposite direction embarrassing me further. Tina maneuvered producing my phone, contritely.
"Oh well, uhm Jaleel left his phone upstairs." She offered the phone in both hands like it was the most precious thing in the world.
"I'LL TAKE THAT!!" My mother made a play for the phone, but I managed to snag it instead. Tina interlocked her fingers staring at both of us, before walking off across the yard as we watched. There was just the slightest hint of her cheeks peeking out at us from the bottom of that pleated skort.
"You know, she's really a nice girl; you should give her a chance." Aunt Sharon commented.
"Maybe you should teach her to wear some pants." Mom countered as I watched Sharon resuming duties at the grill under much scrutiny.
I tried to drift away while the adults were talking but mom snatched me back with authority. It looked bad, but I considered myself pretty much an adult and her actions at once emasculating. There was no doubt I was bristling as I noticed some of the elder adults slipping Buddy Lee a few wadded up bucks on the low. I wasn't the only one gambling today remembering Tina's admission of tossing two previous guys down the stairwell from her room.
My uncle-in-law gave a knowing wink that made me feel stupid. Everyone thought we were getting it on, but mom probably knew better. We left shortly with several plastic Tupperware full of barbeque and other foods. I was pissed as mom drove home playing more oldies in the form of Smiling Faces Sometimes by the Temptations.
"You know I love my handsome son." Mom patted me on the head still grinning at her coup. My honor had been protected, against my will no less.
"YEEEAAAAAHHHH, love you too, mom." I was at the bursting point as she laughed enjoying my frustration.
"Don't you bring me no ugly grandbabies." She said after a while.
"You are so wrong, mom."
I had to admit that my mother was savage wondering what it was like for my late father trying to date her. She kept laughing the whole time home tickled with herself for cock blocking me. There was no way she'd ever know how close she came to getting some "ugly grandbabies" from Tina.
I was definitely gonna beat up on that muscular power butt. Just thinking about those glossy stallion built legs was starting to get a stir out of me as we pulled up to the curb. Mom's spider sense was apparently alerted because she retained my car keys refusing to turn them over until Monday.
Two hours later blatant hypocrisy reared its butt ugly head as my mother was off on a date with her boyfriend Sean, some middle aged player I didn't particularly care for in the least. I was formally told that I was grounded until Monday with my phone being up for grabs should I get out of line.
I had to endure more loud music as she got ready for a night on the town squeezing into a dress, she probably should've thrown away ten years earlier. Mom was still smirking as he pulled in to pick her up. I noticed the overnight bag in her possession as I saw her off. Sean stayed in his car waiting like a thief in the night.
"Get yourself some barbecue out of that Tupperware." She had to stick it to me once more before speeding off into the night with her beau.
Thirty minutes later I was in bed gaming online to get my mind off things. A month earlier Ricky and I officially added Hope to our group, but she rarely visited anymore. Ashwani made good on her word ripping her husband out of Hope's environment which caused a ruckus amongst her and several of her sexual peers also vying for his affections.
This had the intended result as she did a 180 getting into her studies with renewed vigor. This also repaired the relationship with her fiend Chrystal McIntyre as much as possible with an entitled princess. We didn't talk as much as we used to kind of drifting in different directions. I fished out my phone with the intent of calling her up.
"What's this?"
There was a tiny rectangular piece of paper taped to the back of my android on its black casing. I peeled it off finding that Tina had written her number on it since she was unable to get into my locked phone. Additionally, she'd painted her number on my phone case before covering it up with the tiny slip of paper. She wanted to make sure I had her number in no uncertain terms. The thought of the ass that wouldn't quit and those powerful legs dictated my actions as I dialed her up.
"About time, what took you so long?"
"Just found it, what's up with painting on my phone case Tina?" She chuckled in this unique tone sounding simultaneously childish and angry. I was used to it by now realizing it was part of her charm.
"I wanted to talk, you gave me a locked phone, fool."
"Sorry, hey Tina why did you change into that skirt after we got busted?"
"Man I was so fucking wet; it was dripping down my leg. FYI, had to take care of myself after mommy saved her little boy." Her answer was stupefying.
"Didn't expect that."
"Are you gonna open your front door?"
"What?'
"Open your front door Jaleel." Things went sideways as I walked up to my front door peering through the peephole into the early evening night. My heart was thumping loudly in my chest, eyes widening.
Tina was standing at the bottom of my stairs with this toothy grin on her face. Dare I admit it, her deep complexion nearly blended into the darkness making her pink baby tee and white skort stand out in neon fashion. I opened the main and screen doors, mouth agape.
"Looks like you're happy to see me." There was visible tent in the sweat pants I was wearing. Tina raised her car keys activating the chirping alarm on a nearby VW Jetta.
She cut an impressive figure standing there at the bottom of the stairs. I didn't know what it was, but she seemed even more cut than our initial meeting earlier. I was so enamored I hadn't realized she'd walked up the stairs until she was pulling the screen door open greeting me with a hungry kiss. My phone thudded on the living room floor as I grabbed the full defiant globes that made up her tight, muscle butt. Her dusky skin was heated to the touch as I squeezed with all my might while she cradled my head between her palms going wild in my mouth.
Tina pushed into me forcing my back against the wall as her knee raised rubbing the underside of my crotch. I lost it slapping her resilient cheeks repeatedly as the spanking echoed off the walls of my living room. Tina palmed the underside of my crotch roughly caressing the underside of my package feverishly. Both of us were getting crazy together as she molested and pinched my thickening erection almost jerking me off through my clothing.
Her moans were infectious girly, feline aggressive at best as Tina tilted her neck upward allowing me to suckle her throat. She giggled nervously from my efforts as I slathered saliva all over her neck, even nipping a shoulder blade with my teeth.
My sudden feral lover reciprocated in kind biting into my opposite shoulder blade as I continued endlessly slapping away at her butt. Tina closed a fist around my ear drawing my head suddenly backward bumping the wall. She went at my neck sucking so hard there was no doubt I'd be sporting a hickey by the time I went back to school that Monday.
Her other hand skillfully undid my belt buckle and zipper freeing an energetic, happy cock to her calloused palm. It felt like she could rip it free of my body if she wanted, but Tina was deft at handling me with this outward stroking motion. I was gasping and moaning as much as she was stealing passionate kisses. She began to kneel with the intent of going down on me, but I yanked at her well defined bicep, bringing her back to her feet.
"I'M FUCKING YOU BITCH!!" The savage declaration came out of nowhere prompting Tina to shove an elbow into my sternum not out of anger, but feverish kindred lust.
Her right hand was viciously beating me off like she wanted to rip my endowment free, but I slapped it away pushing her face first into the wall behind my front door. My nigh-mindless intent was to judiciously rail her on the spot, but she shoved that mean ass into my half expose crotch making me yelp in pain with dual handfuls of her skirt.
I doubled over clearing her hips of the garment with some tearing as Tina pivoted throwing me off balance. The material cleared her thighs sliding down those well-defined legs to her calves. Tina stepped free of them leaving her skort in my possession. My heart was thumping like crazy as I looked up at her walking towards my room.
The perfect molded muscular looking butt was enhanced beyond comprehension with a seamless white thong that rode high on perfect looking hips, invisible in the back. Tina sauntered down the darkened corridor to my room which was the one lit suddenly stopping in the center of the corridor. That hot pink crop top melted away from her body, left on the hallway floor.
She no look beckoned me with a simple crook of her finger. I was on her in a second reaching up under her arms squeezing the pert, sloping breasts sitting high on her chest. My hungry fingers were everywhere kneading carelessly, one cupping her mound finding the material soaked through.
Tina literally was a bitch in heat.
I can't explain what came over me as I humped into those defiant buttocks wiping precum everywhere slipping between her cheeks getting so frantic that I raised a leg at the outside of Tina's rounded hip. I eventually tried to wrap my leg around the front of her left thigh mashing her into the wall desperate to cum. I was groping a breast so hard; it was bulging between my fingers; two fingers from the other hand curved inside her sloppy cunt frigging as hard as humanly possible. She whined and gasped, sounding like she was being throttled as I humped in this maddened haze.
I was a bitch in heat.
Tina exhibited more control aggressively reaching back snatching my cock, taking it as her sole possession with authority. I yelped wildly still grabbing anything possible as she used my member like a fleshy leash leading us forward to my room. In second, we cleared my door I snatched at her hips yanking her into my crotch with a loud wet slap of sweaty flesh. I managed two clean humps upward through her tight gluteal cleft in a debit card motion, but she twisted pivoting to face me. We stared at one another gasping with mutual saliva on our lips, nostrils flaring taxed to the limit.
Tina's face twisted into an indecipherable mask of emotion as her fists slammed into my pecs balling up handfuls of my t-shirt. I was utterly unprepared for what happened next as she ripped the shirt apart in two different directions leaving it hanging from my waist. She managed to leave claw marks on one of my pecs. A bit of blood trickled from the wounds before her eyes. Tina lunged forward lapping at the marks licking a slimy trail to my nipple before vacuum sucking on it. My cock thickened became steel; a vein covered bar painfully as the tips of her nails scraped my crown.
"GIVE ME THAT FUCKING PUSSY!!" I screamed pushing her at the bed instead of on it, but Tina was quick turning to face me instead, smiling malevolently. Her defined arms were behind her torso nails digging into the edge of the bed as she grinned a toothy predator's gleaming smile.
I dropped my pants mid thigh exposing myself to the knee feigning bending over like I was gonna lose my pants only to capture her ankles. The humidity we were generating was blisteringly intense creating a melting sensation as I raised her beautifully long, engineered legs turning this nineteen year old into a wishbone.
The swollen head of my cock plunged deep inside her hole finding a tightened volcanic wonderland that made my legs quiver. I went up on my tip toes stutter stepping forward until I was buried to the hilt. The feeling of her cunt was indescribably addictive informing my shameful loss of cognitive function as I speared into her wildly.
There was an added element to Tina's amazing cunt with every outward motion revealing this fleshy sleeve that emerged suctioned to my shaft. It was like fucking a goddamn Venus flytrap and I loved every bit of this snapping, gooey pussy. My faculties were completely in the wind as I whined and gasped with every plunge feeling like I was getting deeper each time. Tina's well defined abdomen flexed voluntarily while she held on fast to my adequate arms.
She was just as homely, still facially adorned with a dangerous grimace, but I just couldn't get enough fucking away at her cunt like I was trying to break something. Something had to give, it was Tina whose head rolled backwards like it would fall from her shoulders.
She snapped out of it righting and pushing her chin into her chest with an expression akin to childbirth as she went into the throes of a massive orgasm. It seriously looked like Tina would take a literal bite out of me as her teeth gritted and this guttural moan built to a crescendo. I could hear the saliva collecting in her throat almost choking the woman as she hiccupped a few spit bubbles, mouth sorrowfully agape.
"OH GAAWD!! OH GAAWD!! OH GAAWD!! OH GAAWD!! OH GAAWD!!" It sounded like someone was beating her ass, sounded like she was being tortured as bursts of her essence exploded and spurted out of her messy box in a never ending torrent. I was undated with so much spray, it was pooling where our bodies connected.
Still balls deep, I used my hips and weight to shove her further onto the bed following her there continuously pounding her cunt into a wet mess with no fucks given. I felt like a craven beast so out of control, my pants were still clumsily around my ankles. Tina's cunt was pressing down hard on the middle of my shaft, her eyes screwed tight while her breasts became a flopping blur on her chest.
I was just shanking her cunt to oblivion even though my thighs were pulsing in pain arteries taxed to the limit. She seemed to sense what was coming locked her arms in a double underhook across my back. She was leaking and squirting to excess finally arching her back spectacularly upward into the base of my cock as I climaxed.
"AWWWWWW SHIT!! AAAHHH!! AAAAHHHH SHEEET!!! OOOHHHH, AHHHHHH!!!" Real tears were streaming down my face as Tina held position allowing me to fill her cunt to the brim with my seed. Near the end of my climax, she locked her ankles deep into the small of my back as her nails dug opposing trenches deep into my back.



I collapsed on top of Tina, completely spent gasping for air. Both of us were in perfect sync in that moment. We were glistening almost sliding around on one another. My vision was blurred with tears, my mind in a blender.
"Sorry about all of this." Tina said out of nowhere.
"Shut up, I wanna put a ring on it." She chuckled to herself reaching up cradling the back of my head. I wearily raised up staring at her face in the afterglow.
"No, I'm talking about the wild sex Jaleel; it's a thing in my family."
"Really?" I was uninterested in an explanation taking a breast in my mouth sucking leisurely. Tina rubbed my scalp in nurturing fashion.
"I'm serious, it runs in the family."
"Yeah but I was the crazy one. I wanted you so bad after we got busted, then poof, you were just there on my doorstep. Did you work roots on me, Tina?" I was attempting to be humorous recalling her earlier words. She looked serious palming the back of my head as we began making out again.
"So, do you think I'm ugly?"
"Baby you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen." I answered without thinking.
"Told you." She whispered in my ear redoubling her grip at my lower back, Those long, muscular legs coiled tighter, locking me in place.
I was still sheathed inside to the hilt, able to feel the pulses inside her volcanic walls. Her hips began this slow sensual rotation massaging my length into gradual hardness. The amount of inner control Tina possessed, was phenomenal. My own spunk was intermingled with her oily excess making thing slick and gooey, dripping wet as I felt my girth fattening up inside pressing against the end of her tunnel. There was this pressure at the base of my cock, a snapping sensation.
"Damn I wanna put a ring on it."
"You like that; like the way I eat?"
I would've started plugging Tina, but her interlocked legs gave no quarter, no range of movement in the least. She was fully fucking me to distraction lying on her back.
"I love it."
"If you can believe it; I'm small fry in my family Jaleel. Come from strong, powerful stock Louisiana bred, multiple generations swirled in the Obeah. All of us making men kneel with this." She hissed in my ear punctuating her spoken word with these sudden, sharp vertical pops of the hips. I groaned into the side of her head, face sinking into my sweat soaked pillows.
"Aw shit, keep doing that shit Tina."
"I'm gonna keep doing it; fucking you as much as I want because your momma wanted to keep me away. She didn't approve of my looks, my butt ugly face, hated that I have the body of a queen calling out to her precious son like some siren's call. Yeah Jaleel, you're gonna feel every bit of me and fuck like your life depended on it; and do you know why?"
"AWWW NOOOO, TELL MEEEEE TEEEN-NAAAHHH!!" She had tightened the rotation of her hips making it gradually smaller and smaller until it felt like there was a hand inside her cunt. I could feel every detail of her grooved walls and snapping cunt as rivulets of sweat drizzled down our glistening bodies.
"That's my power; it's how one particular line of us have continued into the present day. You have to understand that I'm only a sliver of that true natural womanly heritage, Jaleel. I'm the most "human" of a long line of what could be respectfully called courtesans in the past. I've been spared a lot of things living here in the city, but not tragedy. Can I tell you something phenomenal, Jaleel?"
"YEEEESSSHHHHH!!" Copious amounts of saliva mixed with rivers of perspiration bubbled over my lips as she stroked and milked me using only her virtue.
"You're the second boy I've ever been with."
My eyes widened as I reared up looking into her face finding the earnest truth in her indigenous, now regally recognized features. There was an innate shame inside me for my initial opinion of her striking facial heritage passed down through generations. My buttocks tightened, inverting hard as my legs wobbled and shook with mounting tremors of pleasure.
"AAAWWWWW, AAAAAHHHH AWWWWNNNN!!" Tina tensed up with every burst as I flopped about filling her to the brim with everything I could muster. Her cunt seemed to tense and snap with each successive burst as I whined shrilly in labored bliss.
Throughout my climax, Tina had been caressing my chest, neck and finally the right side of my face using only the back of her thin, rough hewn hand. I tried to push further into her but found it futile with nowhere left to go finally allowed to roll over onto my back. Both of us stared up at my ceiling gasping.
"Hey Jaleel?" Her face turned in my direction.
"What?"
"You think I'm pretty?"
"Bitch, I wanna put a fucking ring on it for real." I gasped, both of us chuckling at the looks on our respective faces before looking up at the ceiling together.
"Lightweight; my aunt would eat you alive." My ears perked up as I turned on my side facing Tina.
"There's more of you?"
"Oh man, you have no idea babe." Tina reached up cupping the underside of my cheek. We burst into mutual laughter rolling into one another's bodies. My hand found the decadent full curve of a full ass cheek as we passed out.
[DARKNESS]
"GET YOUR NASTY BUTT UP OUTTA THAT BED JALEEL!!" My mother's voice shocked me awake like a jolt form a cattle prod. I opened my eyes finding her in my doorframe wearing nothing but a slip.
"YEAH HUH WHAT IS IT?!!"
"GET UP AND GET READY FOR CHURCH; YOU AIN'T SLEEPING IN BOY!!" Mom didn't feel the need to stop screaming even though I was awake blinking profusely to clear my eyes.
"Yes mother." She stormed off back down the hallway to her bedroom, footfalls reminding me of a t-rex.
Tina was gone, slipped out during the night.
I found her panties in my fist realizing I'd touched my head with them in front of my mother. I was beat, bruised and battered feeling it everywhere. Karma didn't discriminate and that included visiting fate upon mom for her shitty behavior towards a teenage girl.
********************************************
"Good morning?"
"Huh?"
"I said good morning, Jaleel."
"Why?"
"YOU NOT GONNA SAY IT BACK?!" I ignored the ambient laughter at my back staring at her with a blank expression. I was completely indifferent and a little surprised she would greet me considering our history.
"Good morning Kimberly." She'd stopped at my side in the narrow aisle waiting for an answer. I noticed she was wearing a white t-shirt and faded overall denim mini skirt. I made no bones about looking her up and down.
"Ms. Bivens take your seat." Mr. Harvey wasn't playing around this morning.
It was Monday morning, and I was still feeling the feral aftermath of my tryst with Tina. I had scratches, a few bruises, and aches all over my body. The day afterward in Sunday school I experienced something akin to motion sickness still feeling as if Tina's bionic snatch was grinding up my meat.
My mother never said anything but told me that I was grounded out of nowhere. I didn't push it because I knew she'd snatch my phone and other electronics to push the issue. Kimberly stopping at my desk for whatever reason, held no curiosity whatsoever. Class drifted by without incident.
"Jaleel?" Kimberly reappeared at my locker two periods later.
"It's not my baby."
"Shut up fool; stop playing, I thought we could have a bit and talk-like in your car?"
"What do you want, spit it out?"
"You don't like me; we can't be friends?"
"I just wanna know what you want." I rifled through my locker retrieving a spiral notebook and a thick textbook.
"I've been missing you, especially since the last time, we hooked up." I noticed her moderated body language noting that she was riding the fence in public. She was close enough to talk but medium distance in case needed plausible denial should familiar faces appear.
"Oh, you wanna fuck some more?" I asked, raised eyebrows minimizing our previous hookup. Kimberly immediately reached out pinching my cheek hard, but I gingerly batted her hand away.
"CHECK YOUR TONE!" She looked pissed.
"Ms. Bivens, Kimberly; what do you want, huh? Don't make me beg, please female!" The corridor was starting to clear bringing things rushing to a close. There was no doubt I was putting her on the spot.
"So uhm, you gotta date for prom?" I facepalmed.
I slammed my locker shut with the intent of leaving her standing there but Kimberly followed. I tried not to look, but noticed her smooth legs unintentionally comparing them to Tina's well defined muscular legs which in turn led to mental images of her sculpted buttocks. I chaffed inside regretting not getting Tina from behind. I would've loved hitting that in doggystyle. I'd left her a few texts that were currently unanswered. Those unanswered overtures did a slight hit on my ego.
"So, you're going?"
"Yeah I'm on my way to class right now; gotta quiz."
"I'm talking about prom." Kimberly reiterated as I stopped a few feet away from the classroom door.
"Oh yeah, call you later."
I stole a peck on the cheek in front of some giggling underclassmen before walking into the classroom. I already knew I wasn't answering that question any time soon but considered it a good enough lure to get some pussy after school.
I'd graduated mentally or leveled up truly not giving two shits about her thoughts or feelings one way or the other. She knew all the hell she'd put me through also getting her sewing circle in line when I didn't tow the line to appease her guilty conscious.
I was more interested in getting another slice of Tina's cake anyway. To be honest, I couldn't see myself doing prom with her without some narcissistic shenanigans. Kimberly Bivens unfortunately proved me one hundred percent right showing up with some pretty boy lingering at the opened door of the last class we shared. This uber' handsome fellow was a recent transfer in our senior year, I'd seen him around. She gave herself away glancing at my out the corner of her serpentine eyes while her potential date got visibly heated.
She scowled when I openly stared back with an amused smirk for a few seconds before opening my book. I was way past over Kimberly Bivens whether she was sitting on my cock or not.
"Oh what's so funny, huh Jaleel?" She actually followed me after class finding it difficult to keep up in an odd role reversal. I found the irritated look on her silky beauty, humorous.
"What do you care?"
"I JUST WANNA KNOW WHY YOU LAUGHING?!!" She yelled out of nowhere finally cracking under the pressure. I stopped abruptly turning to her, probably more threatening than intended.
"What, I can't be happy for you? Is that it Kim; you don't like seeing me this way or something? So, tell you what; just slap me right now and let's get this over with so I can go home. I gotta take a shit!" She looked horrified, hand clutching her books defensively.
"You don't have to be mean." She whimpered her eyes going watery.
"Come on, let's go." I took her hand under public scrutiny from our collective myriad peers.
I didn't want to look bad in public after all of the craziness of the past year. There was no doubt about the crocodile tears running down Kimberly's cheeks. She was still intent on getting what she wanted no matter what I thought about it.
Kimberly went the whole nine yards leaning close to me as we walked downstairs to the student parking lot. There was minimal blowback socially as we walked through the student parking lot.
Instead of opening the passenger side door of my car, I led her to the driver's side leaning against the door encircling her waist. There was the slightest bit of pushback as she glanced around, but I redoubled my efforts hugging her tight at the waist. My fingers were interlocked in the small of her back, but I didn't say anything.
"So, about prom; you going?"
"Why?"
"I thought you might like to be my escort."
"I don't sell my body; what're you offering?" Kimberly smacked me on the side of the leg with her mead binder. That smarted a bit because it was this mini-suitcase.
"You know what I'm talking about!" She tried to sound jovial, but I knew I was frustrating her. The juxtaposition between my former deferential behavior and now had to be jarring to her ego.
Instead of answering, I gave her a deep soulful kiss slipping my tongue into her mouth. It lasted a few minutes before she broke contact staring into my brown eyes, stunned. She gingerly went in kissing me wantonly as our tongues dueled ending with me sucking on her bottom lip. Some light rabbit kisses followed flowing into more passionate making out.
"Kim?"
"Yeah?" She replied, breath baited.
"I wanna make you cum until you can't walk right; I wanna do it more than last time. I love watching what you look like when you cum; then I wanna fuck you until you cry on this dick."
My hands were fully groping her tight buttocks as a few people walked by staring at our exchange. Kimberly flushed mouth agape as I kissed her some more pressing her into my throbbing erection. There was no doubt I was gonna fuck her brains out if she let me between her legs.
"Oh shit, you're making me wet." She admitted under her breath.
"I wanna lick you clean; then I wanna lick you wet bitch." I gave her a smack on the butt making the cheerleader go weak in the knees pressing into me against my car. It felt like I could fuck her against my car if I wanted.
"I'll let you Jaleel; I want it too. You had my legs shaking the last time and I honestly can't get it out of my mind. The way you handled me; it was so mind blowing. I-I uhm, wanna suck yours, too. You can do it on my face." She admitted sheepishly eyes darting to the side as if someone were listening.
"For real, Kim?"
"Yes, that's why I want to go to prom with you." She admitted finally.
She leaned into me pressing her body against mine as I squeezed her left buttock. This wasn't good enough as my hand slipped under it finding the softness underneath kneading it heartily. I slipped a few fingers against the crotch of her skin tight panties finding it damp to the touch. Kimberly stuck her hand in my pocket brushing the tips of her fingers over the head of my cock. We were making out at an angle as the world around us started to melt away.
"OOOOOHHH WOW, UHMMM, SORRY JALEEL!!"
Both of us found ourselves looking at a very shocked Lisa Jackson. The underclassman was green at the gills, staring at both of us. Kimberly ducked behind me hiding her face.
"LISA-WAIT!!"
I stumbled after her adjusting myself but stopped short as my phone started ringing. Lisa continued running to the end of the student lot. She had her backpack mounted over her torso; arms folded clutching it desperately to her chest as she disappeared into a crowd of students. My android was still ringing incessantly.
"Yeah, who is it?" I raised the phone to my ear no look answering it.
"Oh listen to the thirsty motherfucker who's been blowing up my phone all day!"
Tina replied full of attitude and snark. I was still looking after Lisa but couldn't find her in a thick crowd of teens boarding a city bus at the corner.
"Sorry, I had some shit going on when you called back right now."
"So that means you can't drive over here and fuck me."
I turned back towards the student parking lot finding Kimberly Bivens timidly walking in my direction. I was flabbergasted at the possibilities as she drew closer, fake look of concern intact.
"Shit."
"House is empty, I've been playing with it all day getting it ready for you." Tina purred into the phone completely feral as Kimberly drew closer. I didn't know what to do with my wealth of riches.
"Jaleel, are we gonna do it?" Kimberly asked demurely.
Thankfully, a series of loud honking car horns sounded distracting Kimberly before I could formulate an answer. Her eyes went wide as saucers, mouth gape as she touched her cheek horrified at something over my right shoulder. I looked back finding something that made me laugh inside.
Kimberly Bivens father in the family car cutting off the city bus with the front of his station wagon half inside the student parking lot. He'd caused a traffic jam endangering his own life to cut around the far side of the bus to pick up his wayward daughter. The semi-elderly dad was screaming something indecipherable pointing and honking his horn as Kimberly looked like she would barf.
It became apparent that he was calling his daughter over as she slumped by me head held low. I knew how it looked and felt a bit of empathy for her situation. I was responsible, but it was fun getting the parents involved. I fished out a wad of loose bills counting them with the phone still pressed against my ear.
"I'LL CALL YOU KIM!!!" I yelled barely stifling laughter as her shoulders stiffened up.
Her father was beating the shit out of that car horn before she reluctantly slid into the passenger seat beside him. He appeared about to get out of his car to confront me, but she started screaming at the top of her lungs. The bus driver also exited his bus yelling at her father as I laughed.
Mr. Bivens argued with the driver, some frustrated riders, and students before finally backing into oncoming traffic nearly getting broad sided before speeding off. I was pretty sure he thought his daughter was a hooker at this point.
"Through fucking around?" Tina listened to the whole exchange.
"Not even a little bit; so, nobody's home?"
"Get your ass over here and fuck me, nigga!!" Tina hung up in my face.
*************************************
Thirty minutes later I was running frantically to the side door of my Aunt Sarah's house, chest full of fire pants tented. I'd actually started getting excited as I turned onto the block with memories of Tina's body and sexual savagery. Kimberly was blowing up my phone with numerous texts asking about prom intermingled with parental drama.
Her parents were requesting a sit down to hash things out which only made sense if she alluded to some relationship between us. There was no way that shit was happening due to my very shrewd mother and basic common sense. I did wonder what mom would make of Kim as far as the mother of potential grandchildren. Tina didn't make her list, but she made mine.
"TINA!!!" I yelled after entering the unlocked side door at the foot of the stairwell leading up to her bedroom.
"GET UP HERE!!" She snarled back.
I was shirtless by the time I reached the top of the stairs, kicking off my sneakers one at a time leaving one in the doorway tumbling over into a faceplant. I went down comedically at the edge of her platform bed quickly recovering on the floor to find Tina completely nude. She was lying there on her side looking all the rage as some humanoid panther, well defined and cut from stone.
Her skin was glistening with oil, excess perspiration, or both. Her womanly smell was pungent omnipresent about the confines of her bedroom. Tina chuckled even more as I flopped around on her hardwood floor before climbing into a kneeling position at the foot of her bed to find a surprise waiting.
I found myself face level with the peachy lips of her cunt surrounded by her well-defined ass. The goddamn woman was a veritable living action figure made flesh. There were crease marks that outlined where her buttocks met her thighs amid other dramatically tracing the dynamic shape of her pelvis. Tina worked out like an absolute beast with efforts leaving her the figure of a mythological amazon.
More importantly, I was staring at her slit in broad daylight finding it defined by a delicate sliver of hot pink. Tina gasped as my thumbs carefully spread her apart finding more of this juicy richness. A shudder ran through her body as I licked a slimy trail along her entrance.
She was bitter inside with traces of sweetness intermingled akin to the flavor of pomegranate. I licked several more trails before locking my arms around her thighs going all inside with my tongue, a slimy proboscis. I didn't just wiggle it around; I licked the sides of the bowl as well as the insides suckling the halves of her rich chocolatey labia.



Tina seemed to like the sensation unceremoniously shoving her butt into my face with a wiggle and unbridled flair. I was smothered in that sculpted masterpiece with no quarter given. I wanted none mashing my face into her derriere wildly eating her into a withering frenzy.
"PUT IT IN THERE JALEEL; FUCK IT!!" Tina could wait no longer as I reared up, face partially glazed over with her considerable wetness.
The minute my crown touched her slit, Tina shoved her butt violently sheathing me whole. After the initial shock, I began pounding the snot out of her with everything I had. My nails dug into her waist yanking her backwards into my thrusts. Tina had the most pronounced back arch actually clapping that power butt into my pelvis.
Once again that fleshy sleeve appeared at every outward motion, disappearing when I plunged deeper and deeper on every repetition. Her drenched wetness was audible as my eyes were entranced by the whirling, bobbing chocolate devouring me whole. My pants were still on one leg and were gonna stay there until we finished. She felt that good to the touch.
"FUCK IT!! FUH-FUH-FUUUK IT RIGHT OR I'M GONNA BEAT YOUR ASSS!!" Tina snarled already going into nirvana. The feline sounding intonation of her voice was addictive in the worst way, verbal sex.
Her posture literally resembled a frog on a Lilypad as I beat up on her pussy like an escaped con. We were already drenched in sweat, but her snatch was steaming hot, piping volcanic fire gummy, slick pulsing walls that snapped on the lower portion of my shaft. Tina's inner thighs were glistening as her essence ran down her legs.
"FUCK THAT PUSSY!! FUCK THE SHIT OUTTA MEEEE, JAAAA-LEEEL!!!" I could see goosebumps prickling up on her skin as our halves clapped audibly.
Tina was starting to splash as I found her backdoor staring me in the face. My thumb brushed it a few times due to my gargoyle like clutches on that deep chocolate heart. Before I even realized it, my digit was inside up to the knuckle unlocking another level of passion from my afternoon lover. Her legs went rubbery as she became unglued, squirting wildly.
"GAAAAWWWDDDDD, OOOOHHH FUUUKKKK, I'M CUMMING JALEEL!!! I'M FUCKING CUMMING ALL OVER YOUR FUH-FAAAWWWKKKING DICK!!" Visible froth and oily liquid was running freely from her slit in fits and bursts as I doubled down giving her everything, I had with nothing held back. This broke the dam inside me as well.
Tina collapsed fingers between her lower lips wildly fingering herself as those sculpted cheeks shuddered and jiggled with a massive orgasm. The moment she flattened out heavily against the mattress streams of milky spunk defiled those dusky cheeks, quite a bit pooling in her lower back.
"Oh shit, that was worth the wait." She was still fingering herself as I surveyed the mess I'd made of her backside.
"I've been dreaming about that ass all day." Tina half turned still lying flat regarding me with a crooked grin on her face.
"How'd you know I liked ass play?"
"Happy accident baby." She snickered at my honesty cupping one of her breasts.
"Wanna try me out?"
"Serious?"
"Well you could always run back to your little high school girl; or you could get your fucking pipes cleaned like a boss."
Again that feline intonation and thuggish sexual demeanor had me reeling as my cock twitched in front of her narrowed, mischievous eyes.
There was a natural symbiosis in our joint actions as I retrieved a long tube of lube from a dresser while Tina tossed the drenched bedsheets onto the floor sitting on the edge of it after retrieving a few condoms from her bedside drawer. When I got within reach, she grabbed my hips completely deep throating me to the base.
This was excellent sloppy top with spit and precum running down her chin. This woman made love to my cock nearly bringing me to the edge before she drew back rubbing my member between her breasts. I watched as she tapped my shaft on her right tit, pressing the nipple against my urethra slit.
"Like that Jaleel; that's how a woman sucks off a man. That's how a woman gets a ring on it, baby."
Tina throated me before I could respond going even sloppier wholly nasty as her sloping breasts jiggled a little on her chest. A web of gooey saliva was hanging from one of her nipples. Tina caught it applying it to my erection vigorously jerking me off as my thighs tightened up again.
"Nope." She quickly released me dropping her hands to her sides as my cock bobbed in front of her face.
"HUH-WHAT?!!" I was right on the verge.
"Not yet."
My brow furrowed as Tina sat there watching my cock for a few minutes before handling it again. This time she inhaled it to the base letting it sit in her throat until I felt that familiar feeling welling up again.
"Nope, not yet baby." She let my cock flop sitting back at an angle watching again.
"WHAT THE FUCK?!!"
"Watch your tone or I'm gonna pinch one of your balls off, nigga." We sat there a little longer before Tina reached over using her forefinger and thumb to stroke my cock with a feather soft touch. I knew the deal at this point trying to control my excitement.
"Damn baby, I love the way you touch me."
"You do?"
"Yeah Tina."
She was working me with sustained strokes using all of her thin calloused fingers now. I worked at maintaining my composure now, realizing she'd snatch her hand away if I didn't.
"You're the second guy I've been with in my life; I lost my virginity a year ago; it was tragic. Well, it ended tragically."
"Sorry about that; I've gotta admit that you seem to know what you're doing." Tina was now stroking my cock enclosed in a tightened fist albeit roughly. I wasn't trying to call her a liar or anything.
"Thank my auntie, she used to teach her nieces bad things saying it was husband training. Mom tried to beat her ass when she found out, but my auntie was from the streets of New Orleans. It was the only other time mom got them hands besides me whipping her ass six months ago."
"That must be one hell of an auntie." There was a sticky sound accompanying Tina's pumping fist. I was harder than I'd ever been before with veins all over my shaft.
"She plays the piano at her church, says she found god and all that."
Our conversation ended abruptly when Tina throated me again going wetter, sloppier, and incredibly more nastier than ever. This time she was vacuum sucking on my fleshy spike with a renewed vigor. This stopped abruptly but this time she ripped open two golden packets, sliding dual condoms onto my penis. She squirted an excessive amount of lube on my latex covered member until the watery substance ran into my pubes. She was completely focused on the task at hand before releasing me.
Tina reclined on her back drawing both knees up into her chest crossing her ankles. It looked like a yoga position, this sort of fetal posture that evolved as she spread her legs apart still folded at the knees. Her fists held fast at the ankles, locking her folded legs in place. This had the added effect of spreading her openings apart. I carefully pressed myself against her backdoor.
"SHOVE IT IN THERE, REAL HARD!!" Tina snarled.
There was this audible pop that went hand in hand with the wet clap of my pelvis hitting her buttocks. She let me fuck her rear entrance as much as I wanted without interjection for a few minutes before purposely tightening up around the exposed portion of my cock. I couldn't move without hurting her finding myself in a sexual stalemate. I leaned forward covering her hands with my own, helping out. We made out as I began long stroking her derriere. Tina would purposely tighten up at uneven intervals until I was at the precipice.
"Can I cum Tina?" At this point, I knew to ask.
"Do it really hard then pull out, but slide the condom off when you come out. I wanna feel your cum on my body, Jaleel." She relaxed enough to let me shaft the fuck out of her butt for the next ten minutes before I went into the final lap.
I drew my cock out relieving myself of the condom before sandwiching my shaft between her labia. It was a first getting a pussy job with plenty of natural lubrication from Tina's soaking cunt. She was whining like an alley cat triggering something guttural as my eyes went white from the climax.
"GHUUUDDDDD-DAAAMMMNNN, OHHHH SHIT TINA GIRL!!!" Again my voice went decidedly falsetto as torrents of spunk erupted from the head of my cock soiling her bare muff, well defined abdomen, and perfect sloping tits. Some of my jizz pooled under Tina's chin. Her long legs unlocked flopping off the edge of the bed on either side of me.
"You good Jaleel?"
"Fuck bitch, I wanna put a ring on it."
"Shut up fool." We laughed, both utterly satisfied as I sat down next to her looking across the room towards the door.
"Tina?"
"What now?"
"Sit up."
Tina wearily sat up scratching her mussed up hair to see what I wanted. She lowered her hands to her sides mimicking my posture as we both stared straight ahead.
Aunt Sharon and Buddy Lee were leaning into the room, both smiling like jackals.
"Fuck me." Tina said dryly.
"Wanna go to prom?" She facepalmed falling back into bed.
********************************************
I was still mortified the following day, but Aunt Sharon and Buddy Lee kept our hookup secret from my mother after a long finger wagging conversation that surely left Tina and I traumatized to cringe hell. It became apparent in that conversation that attempts were made twice prior to hook Tina up with suitors, thus the aforementioned crash test dummies rolling down the stairs from her room before I popped up. It was alternately humorous in that Tina was wearing a pair of aviator shades hiding her eyes the whole time.
The cringe continued as Sharon asked about our prom date at which point, she got up from the living robe couch robe and all, leaving me alone with her guardians. Her bedroom door slamming seconds later put the kibosh to things for the night. I had dinner with Aunt Sharon before driving back home wholly paranoid.
"Hey Jamal, hey man."
I found myself looking at another familiar face this fine morning as I sat in the cafeteria having a bite. It was Lisa Jackson's boyfriend, Norman. He did not looked pleased.
"Jaleel, what's up?" There was a nervous energy about his person not lost on me.
"I want you to stay away from my girl; I'm just getting tired of you man, understand? I'm tired of hearing about you and your problems, all the noise and shit. So, uhm don't let me see you with her again, or else!!" I could see Norman working up the confidence as he ended a mini rant.
We were at ends of the visual spectrum even though he was taller, but physically speaking I would be to him, what Jay Stello was to me in no uncertain terms. He was sixteen years old and young enough to be a little brother. I'd already hashed things out, or so I thought remembering being discovered all over Kimberly Bivens a day earlier. I wondered if she'd run distraught to Norman giving him the wrong impression. There was no way I was fighting a sophomore out of a misunderstanding.
"Okay."
"Huh, you wanna problem, man?!!" Norman still had this manic energy around him looking ready to throw hands.
"No."
I stood up probably more abruptly than I'd originally intended causing Norman to jump flinch backward almost a foot backward, comedically. This immediately drew mass attention I didn't want as he recovered himself fists raised Marquis of Queensbury style. There was no way I was gonna go a hundred rounds of Irish boxing with him much less one. He was really nervous, and it read about his lanky person.
"YOU WANNA DO IT MAN?!!"
"No."
I started walking towards the rear entrance of the cafeteria amid disappointed jeers and peer commentary. Two other underclassmen were already patting Norman on the back amid peer commentary designed to prod him into a dumb decision. A smattering students were standing on cafeteria chairs with a few on the table tops.
I didn't look back walking away from the churning noise.
No sooner than I cleared the double cafeteria doors, Norman came flying through the air behind me wrapping arms around my neck. I guess he was going for some kind of choke or sleeper hold but the goof's long spindly legs were suspended in the air like I was giving him a piggyback.
"CUT IT OUT NORMAN!!" I outweighed him considerably.
It was probably hilarious as all get out considering I'm just at six feet of height with a bony nigga pushing six two on my back. I stood there as he tried to cinch in the choke while our peers laughed their asses off. Also of nerdy point, was the fact that Norman was wearing a canary yellow backpack. I groaned and started walking down the corridor taking Norman with me as Lisa Jackson appeared in front of me with two girlfriends. She quickly ran down snatching her stupid boyfriend off my back.
"NORMAN, WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?!!" She screamed in his face while some bystanders captured the interaction for prosperity on their phones.
"Trying to protect you; I'm fighting for your honor Lisa!!" His voice was wilting as she grabbed a fistful of his collar.
"WHAT DID I TELL YOU ABOUT VIOLENCE NORMAN?!! WHAT DID I TELL YOU?!!" I felt bad just looking at them together as Lisa pinched a good portion of Norman's cheek with her free hand, essentially scolding and infantilizing him.
"You said uhm, you said violence is not how real men settle their differences."
"So, what are you doing Norman?"
"BUT HE MADE YOU CRY; I JUST WANTED-!!"
"NOR-MAAANNNN, Norman T. Garvey; WHAT-ARE-YOU-DOING?!!" Lisa shook him by the collar getting more uproarious laughter.
"Uhm, I was like, not doing what you...I DIDN'T MEAN IT LISA!!"
"Apologize to Jaleel."
"HUH?!!"
"Apologize or we're over."
It was emasculating watching the expression on Norman's face register horrific panic at being dumped publicly. Lisa shook him a few more times until his head bobbed ridiculously before shoving him forward to do her bidding. I honestly felt for him as his head hung low, hands wringing while it quieted down as people waited.
"Sorry Jaleel uhm, I was wrong." Loud jeers and boos accompanied the apology mostly from the male students as he turned to Lisa, shoulders hunched.
"Lisa?"
"I don't wanna talk to you right now; I'll call you."
Before he could reply, she stalked off with her clique in tow. Norman looked after her as I felt a kindred spirit remembering my former relationship with Kimberly Bivens. I waited a few moments having the feels as he regarded me, distraught. I thought to give him some sort of advice, but he spoke first.
"Uhm yeah, I was wrong, okay man?"
"It's not wrong to protect the one you love Norman." He perked up a bit at the unsuspected encouragement. I offered my hand, and it took him a few seconds to embrace it as we disappointed more people wanting a fist fight.
"Uhm, I gotta get to class Jaleel."
"Sure man." He started off obviously following the path taken by his lady love but turned back a few steps away.
"Sorry man, it's beyond my control, I guess." He shoved his hands in his pockets shuffling further.
"GET OVER HERE NIGGA!!" I slammed him into the wall so hard, his egg head bounced off it, yelping like a distressed animal.
"WHAT MAN, WHAT?!!"
"Who told you to say that shit to me, huh fool?!!"
"WHAT?!!"
"It's beyond my control, that's what you said and I wanna know who told you that bullshit, nigga!!" I was ready to take his fucking head off at this point. Norman was stammering some indecipherable gibberish frightened by my sudden aggressive turn.
"UHM, WELL IT WAS-LAST NIGHT JALEEL!! Last night Lisa was on group chat all upset and uh, she was talking about how you were nasty, messing around in student parking!! She said you was gonna go back with your old girlfriend or something!! IT WAS MORE PEOPLE ON THEIR THAN ME-WHAT YOU WANT?!!"
"Norman, who was on that fucking group chat?"
"JUST FRIENDS, LIKE ALL THE STUDENT COUNCIL AND SOME OTHERS TOO!!" I let him go calming down but blocked him against the wall by standing in front of him.
"Norman, who told you to say, "It's beyond my control" and don't fucking lie to me or I'm gonna punch you in the nose." He was adjusting his ruffled sweater vest, head still hung low.
"Uh yeah, that was after the group chat; I gotta call from the student council president. I mean, she ain't no more but she's still in our circle and stuff."
"WHO?!!!" I was frustrated wanting to hear this guy say her name.
"Charity Gilbert, she called me after, and we talked about stuff. Said I was a nice guy asking if I trusted Lisa with you. Charity kept asking why Lisa was acting so weird and I guess I thought you two were-doing it or something, man. I said I was sorry Jaleel!! She, Charity said uhm, a REAL MAN PROTECTS HIS WOMAN!! SORRY MAN, OKAY?!!" I guess his inherent gullibility was dawning in psychologically fashion.
"Whatever." I started to stalk off, but Norman called out.
"HEY, SHE'S GONNA BE ON CAMPUS TODAY JALEEL!!"
"Serious?"
"Yeah, she's visiting to make a farewell speech in the teacher's lounge. Vice Principal Harris said it was okay for her to be on campus for one day, just saying. Lisa's not going, it's at two."
"Thanks."
I went to class bristling with anger that my Charity Gilbert was still in play. She'd been expelled from the student council reduced to bland student status while her reputation went into the wood chipper. I hadn't given her much thought since Jay Stello's sentencing, but obviously she was plotting revenge on the low. Vice Principal Harris was undoubtedly a class A piece of shit determined to get her protégé back on top of the game whatever the means.
This didn't sit well with me, but I didn't know what else I could do without coming out in the open revealing myself. Charity knew this, still taking a dab at playing chess with me. I needed to really stick it to her in nuclear fashion.
"What's wrong Jaleel?" Instead of going to lunch, I sat in my car dialing up Tina instead.
"I got problems."
"What, your mom find out about us?"
"No, not that; some snotty little bitch is trying to take me out."
"You gonna go out with her?"
"Not that stupid; she's a bad guy okay? Actually the technical term is Big Bad, Tina."
"I totally get that reference; what's her deal anyway?"
"My shitty girlfriend cheated on me starting a serious chain of teenage drama that ended up with me getting put in the hospital for a month. Kimberly, the girl you heard me talking to yesterday, cheated with this big ass nigga on the football team. That motherfucker was Big Bad's actual boyfriend. To make a long story short, she provoked him into smashing my face."
"Man, that's fucked up!!" Tina was laughing her ass off making me bristle even more.
"What's so goddamn funny, huh?"
"Come on man, that shit is so fucking stupid. You should be thinking about prom and what I'm gonna do to you all night afterwards. Jaleel, teen stupidity ain't sexy, it's beneath you. Hey man, I like you a lot and we get along sexually. Don't fuck that shit up for some petty revenge." Now I knew how Norman felt.
"I guess I can see it from your point of view."
"Yeah, fuck that noise Jaleel; what's that bitch name anyway?" Tina was still laughing her ass off making me feel petty and juvenile in comparison.
"Charity."
"Are you serious; is that even a real fucking name?"
"Yeah, that's her name Tina; Charity Gilbert."
"Over it; so, are we going to prom in a limo or your shitty ride?" Tina changed the subject on a dime, still snickering.
"Excuse you Ms. Thang?!"
"Get a limousine; I've always wanted to have sex in a limo; what about you baby?"
We talked for the rest of my lunch period and generally assigned Charity Gilbert to the trash heap along with her noxious designs upon my person. Besides, I'd come up with a plan to give her the business in subtle fashion even the busty narcissist would appreciate over time. I walked back to my locker finding Lisa Jackson waiting.



"I don't wanna talk about shit; I don't want Norman jumping on my back, ma'am!" I was stern.
"That's not why I'm here; I wanna know if you're dating Kimberly Bivens."
"Fuck no; by the way that's none of your business youngster." I opened my locker fishing out a textbook and supplies.
"I know that, it's just that I was thinking about Faith, and well..." I slammed my locker shut.
"FAITH IS NOT HERE ANYMORE!!-ask FUCKING Charity Gilbert about that shit when she pops in for tea this afternoon!!"
I shoved her aside unceremoniously walking to my next class full of emotion. I glanced over noticing Kimberly standing there no doubt audibly privy to the exchange. I ignored the crestfallen expression on her face.
This rest of the day flowed by without incident as I intermittently thought of my lost lover and running down to the teacher's lounge to strangle my nemesis. It was hard to follow Tina's advice knowing that we would've never hooked up if Faith was still in the picture. My heart still ached whenever I thought of her face remembering her trying to save me, and subsequently being there at my bedside every waking moment of my recovery. I sat there ruminating about the lovers that had come and gone ending with Tina. She was something else, but I wondered if I'd be able to choose between her and Faith given the opportunity.
"Huh?"
Half of the class ran by to the windows that were a little high on the thick brick classroom walls. Some of the students there were pressed against the windows as I realized there were loud police sirens outside. I followed the others squeezing in-between two guys affording myself a glance out the window. Outside there were pockets of students sporadically gathered about in front of the building. My heart leapt into my throat as I bolted out of the classroom leaving my books behind.
Just outside the school entrance was a scene of utter chaos with teachers, faculty from all corners of the campus trying to maintain order. I couldn't believe my eyes noticing a few girls who looked like they'd been mugged in extreme fashion before my eyes settled on Pops, our safety officer. His uniform shirt was torn apart revealing his man boob. I realized the ripped potion hanging below it was still attached to his badge.
The collar was yanked and distorted revealing claw marks on his chest. The man was sporting a classic shiner. The black eye was so perfect, it almost looked like makeup around her puffed up right eye. Some students were being interviewed by some disinterested cops while others worked at herding kids back inside. My heart never stopped thumping as my eyes found their patrol car. Two officers were interviewing someone in the backseat.
It was Tina.
She looked truly insane with some blood trickling down her temple calmly talking to the officers handcuffed in the back of their patrol car. One burly cop had his hand covering his weapon at the ready, but Tina was relaxed, serene. I remembered her admonishing me for thinking of avenging myself on Charity Gilbert. She'd lulled me into complacency changing the subject to my prom while obviously plotting an intervention of her own.
I felt waves of guilt running through my body as she noticed me watching handcuffed in the backseat. Tina lightly nodded and motioned with her head smiling as the officer wrote in his little notebook. I followed the direction of her motions to a shelter city bus bench.
Charity Gilbert sat there being attended by paramedics.
She was a fucking blood soaked mess, glassy eyed and stripped to the waist. Her majestic, battered breasts were on full display to the public and traffic moving in both directions. The paramedics hadn't bothered to cover her bare bosom until traffic became congested, the cacophony of honking horns, deafening. Finally Vice Principal Harris appeared draping her blazer about the girl's shoulders. It felt like Charity was her child more than anything else.
She was devastated.
Tina was arrested and taken downtown to the lockup where she sat waiting to be arraigned. Charity's mother put the legal boots to her leaving her there to rot likely hoping that Tina would receive a similar beatdown behind bars from the other inmates. Tina had indeed tricked me into giving up the name of my tormentor with the intent of visiting holy hell upon the female villain.
Charity having concluded a sparsely attended final student body meeting was exiting the building with friends, associates and assorted bootlicks when she was confronted by Tina. My new lover discovered Charity's pic online at the school's website repeatedly calling the front office as she drove over to campus. She pretended to be a friend looking to rendezvous with the villain.
Charity never knew what hit her as she walked through the double doors finding Tina in her path. My chocolate amazon bumped chests with Charity pretending that some horrid slight occurred responding with a Mach level sucker punch that caused immediate chaos on an epic level. Tina's savagery was given free reign as she disabled several people trying to intervene including Charity's friends.
Pops attempted to subdue her with his trusty cuffs only to have his badge ripped from his chest followed by a roundhouse right that nearly knocked him unconscious. While people were attending to him, Charity was dragged onto the front lawn, stripped, and pummeled mercilessly until enough people could pile on top of Tina.
I was devastated.
********************************************
I drove down to visit Tina in county lockup completely demoralized and guilt ridden. Aunt Sharon had come clean with my mother about a suspected relationship with Tina and my visit. I was in perpetual trouble but resolved to see her before I had to answer to my mother. It hurt so bad knowing that karma had reared its ugly head perhaps to punish me with crippling guilt for taking it upon myself to mete out justice.
Now an innocent girl was in jail because of me. I wished we'd never met or that she really hated me that time in the backyard. It would be better than seeing another girl messed up because of Charity Gilbert. I checked into the jail waiting in the booth as Tina was brought up to see me. She appeared through the thick steel door, smiling when she saw me sitting there.
"Hey sorry, guess I ain't gonna make it to prom."
"Stop it, I'm so fucking sorry about this shit Tina; it's all my fault."
"Don't worry about it Jaleel; besides, I was the one beating ass all over that front lawn. Man, it was so funny when I stole on that goofy school cop. You should've seen him stumbling over, I put a beating on so many fools!! Your girl's real cool about being shady now, so you'll be okay from here on out."
"TINAAAA!!" I broke down doubling over sobbing uncontrollably as she sat there silently watching.
"Don't cry, its fine for me in here; its therapeutic and I'm getting some counseling for my anger and stuff. Honestly, it felt so good letting go for once Jaleel. All my life people have been holding me down, but just this once... I got to be free."
"Sorry Tina, I wish I could switch places with you; it's because of my shit that you're locked up." I couldn't stop the deluge of tears.
"Hear me baby; look at me, come on Jaleel." I met her gaze finding he same reassuring smile along with her own tear streaked face.
"Yeah?"
"I'm gonna be okay. You're gonna be okay and I want you to do me a favor."
"What? I'll do anything you want Tina."
"Go to prom; have a good time."
I couldn't stop crying as she kissed her middle and pointer fingers pressing them to the reinforced glass. Tina got up and walked back through those reinforced doors to her fate without another word. I sat there staring until a deputy appeared asking me to clear the room.
********************************************
"Son, I'm worried about this" My mother cautioned as we rode the elevator up to our scheduled mediation.
I got my well-deserved whipping, and my car was confiscated by her mostly out of concern for my well being. We went back and forth about my apparent proclivity for bad girls and how it was leading me down the road to the land down under (Not Australia). The clueless parental tour reached new heights when I was called out while attending church by mom's pastor. The religious shyster laid a "healing touch" on me in front of the congregation breaking that last straw. On the way home from divine humiliation, I told my mother of my plan to close out the drama once and for all. I promised that I was through dating and hooking up for the foreseeable future.
"Trust me; I've gotta do this my way."
This was my first time looking directly at Mrs. Gilbert finding unsurprisingly that she was more of an adult version of her daughter than anything else. There was a stone expression on her face that read more strained than anything else. Her long flowing store bought hair was realistically streaked with strands of gray. There were age lines at the corners of her eyes and mouth. My mother took a seat in a chair against the wall instead of sitting at the table which confused her.
"Are we not participating; is this a matter for the courts?"
"No, this is a matter between you and my son, Mrs. Gilbert." My mother underlined her terse reply by fishing out her phone texting.
"Well, no matter as you have a qualified legal representative. I assure you the numbers are more than adequate for this NDA agreement." There were legal binders in front of Mrs. Gilbert and our place at the table.
My cousin Ernest Perry was representing us for a fraction of the actual price happy to be in action, He was very good at his profession and I didn't consider him a familial liability, but he'd advised us to close the circle and add to our sudden windfall of cash. It wasn't like we were struggling in the first place. Even with just my mother, we were at worst lower middle class. I'd been allowed to make some decisions because of the situation but promised not to go on a spending spree with this money with seventy five percent of it squirreled away for the future.
Such was the moderate five digit figure being offered. I sat there glaring across the table finding Mrs. Gilbert mad dogging me in similar fashion. It was a moderately sized conference room with a few extra chairs besides the ones lining the wall just inside the door. My cousin put on his wireframe glasses going over every detail.
"It's all there, everything's in place as discussed with considerations in regards to both parties." The mediator underlined a few details for my benefit as Mrs. Gilbert signed the agreement. When it was placed in front of me, I hesitated.
"Excuse me; can I ask a question of you, Mrs. Gilbert?"
She looked over at my mother expecting her to make me sign the legal document. Mom didn't look up having already addressed my enemy's mother.
"I don't believe we have anything to converse about other than what's on the table, young man." Her voice was strict, authoritarian and ice cold.
"Well uhm, I believe what we have to talk about corresponds directly to what's on this table in front of us Mrs. Gilbert." I place my palm on top of the binder drumming my fingers, waiting. My lawyer was staring at her silent, waiting.
"Fine, what is it young man?"
"Mr. Perry."
"What is it you want to ask, Mr. Perry?"
"Well considering that my signature means a legal pass for your daughter Charity, considering that I won't be able to testify or pursue litigation should certain things come to light; how do you feel about it ma'am?"
"I don't understand the question."
"Well I'm surprised to hear that because in our brief friendship, Charity explained the sacrifices Mr. Gilbert underwent to support your legal education and the end result of that situation. Your lovely daughter spoke very highly of your legal acumen. I'm just surprised that you're unable or unwilling to answer a simple question."
I could see her face cloud over as I brought up her past. Mr. Gilbert had been royally screwed the moment she got that education.
"Mr. Perry my thoughts on the matter are not up for review. Either you agree to what we have discussed and worked out; or we can proceed through proper legal channels."
"I apologize ma'am; I didn't mean to upset you, but I wanted to say that I really didn't want to take that naked pic. I even tried to cover my private parts but was coerced."
"This is not a court of law, Mr. Perry; do you agree to the terms specified in our mutual agreement?"
Before I could answer, the door opened revealing Byron as someone in the hall approached trying to stop him from entering the room. I half turned in my chair towards the half opened door reacting to the intrusion.
"OH HEY, IT'S OKAY HE'S WITH US IN HERE!!" Byron was wearing a navy parka and faded almost stonewashed jeans with a rip in the knee. The towering basketball player looked every bit the kid from the wrong side of the tracks. He respectfully bowed his head talking a seat next to my mother.
"What is this?"
"Oh we're fellow students and classmates of your lovely daughter." Mrs. Gilbert looked over at the mediator who obviously wanted an explanation.
"The terms of the agreement are valid, and my client agrees to sign it; there's been no breach of confidentiality unless Mrs. Gilbert says otherwise."
I was counting on her arrogance to match or supersede Charity's, maybe even surpass it in some respects. I already knew what Mrs. Gilbert thought of her long suffering ex-husband. There was a pregnant pause in the room as everybody waited for the other shoe to drop.
"We can proceed if Mr. Perry is willing to close the circle."
"I'm good ma'am; you're paying me a lot of money to protect your daughter's reputation and future. Just to be clear, I'm very sorry for being inside your home without permission and engaging in sex with Charity. She was very uhm, accommodating I'm sure you get my meaning. Mrs. Gilbert, I'm sorry for the question, but none of this would've happened if she wasn't angry with Jayson Stello."
"Are you going to sign the agreement?"
"Oh yeah sure, let me take care of that for you Mrs. Gilbert." I scooted up to the table opening the binder removing the pen but hesitated twirling it between my fingers as my cousin leaned over.
"I've checked and double checked the numbers; it's all there Jaleel."
There was a bank check inside the jacket waiting to be collected per our mutual agreement. Our demands purposely crude enough to make us look legally ignorant to a maternal narcissist.
"I know, I trust you; you're family and that's what's important because if they can't hold you down, you're lost. Man, this is a lot of money; you must really love your daughter ma'am."
I scribbled my name wildly on the dotted line in chicken gibberish, not my usual curvy signature. I was a rock star up until it was signed, making the most of it.
"Mrs. Gilbert, ma'am?"
"What is it now?"
"Thanks a lot for the money, I'll put it to good use and uhm, well I was wondering how many of them binders you got. I mean it's just Byron back there. If I bought all of our mutual friends with Charity, you'd have to get a lot more chairs up in here." I handed her the binder instead of my lawyer, smiling.
"That's none of your business now; you wouldn't be included in any legal agreement for further remuneration with your ironclad signature on this agreement.
I guess you've played a hand too soon, Jaleel Perry." I scratched my temple nodding in time with everything she said.
"Yeah you're really smart ma'am; Mr. Gilbert made the right call when he sacrificed everything for you. I hope I get a wife just as loyal as you when I get married someday."
"I sincerely doubt that Mr. Perry."
"Funny you should say that; I was talking about the same thing with Dondre; he knows your daughter too, but not like that. He's a teammate with Jay Stello, those boys still mad about that championship game too. He's gonna visit Jay, kinda makes me wonder if you got a binder for him, too."
"ARE WE DONE HERE?!"
"Yes ma'am, Mrs. Gilbert; I love being nigga rich."
Mom immediately leaned forward slapping the back of my neck as Charity's mother packed up completely flustered. She was visibly shaking when she cleared the conference room's tall oblong door. The mediator appeared on the verge of laughing out loud but held things in check. I glanced over at my legal counsel and first cousin Ernest Perry.
"Man, you are insane; ever think about a career in law?"
"My future's in front of me, cuz." He laughed giving me a pat on the back. We'd already delivered his next client in the form of our school's favorite power forward, Byron Simpson.
Undoubtedly Mrs. Gilbert would be working overtime to secure similar agreements from the rest of her daughter's victims. While successful, affluent, and obviously financially secure; the Gilbert family weren't wealthy. This would put a considerable strain on finances for Charity's equally traitorous mother.
"Let's get that check to the bank." Mom chimed in happily.
We had lunch with Byron and patched things up making a new, rock solid friend in the process. I wished Ricky could be here at a moment of triumph.
Mrs. Gilbert later that day would arrive home to confront her daughter still on the mend from a run-in with Tina. Some late parenting would come in the form of a thick black belt across her daughter's cute little apple bottom after which she would be further stripped of all luxury and raiment before being unceremoniously deposited on her father's doorstep. Her old bedroom remained in the same condition from previous years before one parent's selfishness took her to undeserved heights.
I'd wager a bit of my payout that not a moment of the day goes by where Charity doesn't curse my name.
***********************************
Tina ended up with just under two years I the lockup, a third of it shaved off through the efforts of my cousin converted into probation on the condition that she receive and complete a comprehensive therapy program geared towards her anger. She ended up with double the time that Jay Stello received although less than the max considering the collateral damage she'd caused as well.
I was told that it was the best possible option for Tina, but it didn't make me feel any better. We put money on her books, and I visited every weekend until she told me it was okay to skip a day or two. Tina always appeared with a smile on her face. We'd talk and joke until I was booted out by growing familiar officers.
I kept my promise to mom eschewing the opposite sex despite the intermittent efforts of Kimberly Bivens and an errant girl or two. I didn't want any more karmic hookups preferring to wait for Tina to be paroled despite my mother's protests to the contrary. Ricky was already in the second part of his training which allowed us to speak on occasion. He was blown away after learning of my exploits and subsequent popularity around campus.
I liked hearing my friend laugh out loud at my antics with Kimberly Bivens which included the tangent gaslighting of her father now self-appointed chauffeur. Ricky had remained partially in contact with Chrystal McIntyre for most of basic getting mailed pics of her in various states of undress, occasional phone conversations.
Things gradually died out after she ghosted and blocked him on social media. Hope faux regretfully informed her little brother the thick pawg was now dating some handsome brother supposedly hung like a horse. She'd actually moved out of the dorm to live happily ever after.
How's Hope Arias you might ask?
The removal of Professor Lamar Tyrell created a power vacuum between his myriad sexual conquests on their college campus with rumors that he'd been asked to leave his tenor due to persistent indiscretions and rumors. Keep in mind this was just hearsay, but it was enough that a formal inquiry was undertaken by the Dean of Students. Ms. Brennan found no one willing to substantiate any of the confidential reports amongst Tyrell's students or across campus.



She was forced to close the case do to a perceived lack of cooperation from the student body. The Tyrell family was already halfway across the country after his tenure had been abruptly ended with a resignation out of the blue. It was understood he was now teaching High School expecting his third child with wife Dr. Ashwani Tyrell.
Hope Arias flourished without the illicit affair that defined her freshman year and is casually dating a nice guy, keeping her nose in the books.
"Jaleel?"
"Speak." I was sitting in the gym bleachers munching on a burger and a bag of chips when Kimberly Bivens appeared.
"I just wanted to know how you were doing; you looked a little down lately."
"Oh, you care now?" Kimberly sat down beside me, but I didn't look at her. I was just watching a gym class of underclassmen playing an awkward game of volleyball.
"Yeah, I care about you."
"Still want me to go to prom, huh?"
"I'd love to have you as my date, I'd like that a lot but we both know that isn't going to happen. As a matter of fact, I'm going stag. Well, it's either that or taking my dad as a date."
I couldn't help but smile at the intentional life change I'd initiated in her life. I glanced at her finding a timid smile on her face. We both started chuckling without verbalizing what both knew. She reached over caressing the back of my head before playfully tugging on my ear. I didn't recognize this person.
"Sorry about that."
"It's okay, I deserved it on so many levels Jaleel. I've treated you so horribly and I guess, robbed you of being with at least two girls who really liked you. I didn't know about Faith, but I knew about Charmaine."
"You did?"
"Yeah, one day she was being kind of aggressive after I talked shit about you. We sort of, hugged it out but later I saw her crying really hard. I knew it at that moment, but I was still jealous. We slept together later that day. The day you lost your virginity, Jaleel. She never actually said how she felt, but I knew."
"Shit."
"I understand if you hate me."
"I don't hate you Kim; I wish you would've been a better friend to Charmaine." I reached over taking her hand in my own. She smiled for a few seconds looking away dabbing at her eyes.
"You skipping prom?"
"No, I have a promise to keep to a very special girl who gave up everything to help me out."
"Alright Jaleel, I'm always around if you need to talk."
The new Kimberly Bivens gave me a kiss on the cheek before gathering up her books and leaving the bleachers. Her new attitude gave me...Faith.
The real reason I was bummed was due to a recent visit to see Tina. She refused to come out and see me but delivered a handwritten message with the assistance of prison guard Gary. The chubby guy was her second friendship cultivated behind bars. Tina wanted me to live my life, stop worrying about her so she wrote that she would stop talking to me so that I could live free of her bad decisions. I was distraught intending to sit there anyway and intent on sitting in an empty window every following weekend until she came out. Instead, I received sage advice from the fifty something who assured me Tina was going to be fine.
I was going to prom stag too; I was going to keep my promise.
Oddly enough I noticed a peculiar sight upon exiting the gymnasium. At the end of the corridor I caught sight of Lisa Jackson hand in hand with Norman, talking briefly with Kimberly Bivens. I didn't know what to make of things figuring it a coincidence. I was bored of high school drama and definitely wasn't looking to cultivate any more. My life was different now, I had to be responsible for my actions. It was my fault that two beautiful young women had their lives irreparably changed. I didn't know how I could live with that guilt. On the bright side, my grades were better than ever and that would've made Faith proud.
"Son?"
"Yes mother?"
"The limousine is out front; are you ready to go?" I was sitting on the edge of my bed, PlayStation controller in hand. I'd been dressed for hours and sat there lazing about playing the new Spider-Man game to calm my nerves.
"Yeah, I won't be out late." She helped me into my tuxedo jacket but held fast looking proudly at me. I was a little embarrassed, but she gave me a deep hug.
"My son is so handsome." She gave me a peck on the cheek, tearing up herself.
"I love you mom."
"I love you too, son."
I was wearing a black tux with a silvery cummerbund; mom insisted on the color and I was too lethargic to argue. I was surprised when she allowed me a limo as well, but happy that my promise to Tina would be fulfilled completely. Even without a date, mom doted all over me taking way too many photos before walking me to the limousine. Soon I was off to the prom riding alone with just my innate sadness keeping me company.
Our cheap school didn't have a venue, so the gymnasium had been converted by an equally lethargic Vice Principal Harris. I chuckled recalling a near confrontation with her in the school cafeteria. I was buying lunch when I felt someone glaring at me turning to find Mrs. Harris glaring at me, obviously informed. Without hesitation I took put my cell phone capturing myself in a selfie video loudly declaring my fake admiration for the principal detailing her connection to a certain former, student body president. Vice Principal Harris knew what I was doing, walking briskly out of the cafeteria.
Even with a reduced budget from a rueful school administration, the remaining members of the student council managed some sort of elven magic in that gymnasium providing a darkened venue offset by pools of ethereal light and sparkling overhead displays that mimicked the stars above. It was simply beautiful.
My peers were sporting a variety of hues and colors, some of the guys comically sporting expensive sneakers instead of standard dress shoes. A girl or two had been stopped at the doors regarding excessively revealing attire, but ultimately allowed to continue inside. I checked into prom finding Lisa Jackson working the table. We exchanged pleasantries but didn't speak much.
I walked across the gym floor greeting a couple or two noticing Treena heavily made up dancing with her seventeen year old date. We exchanged glances with her meekly waving earning the ire of her jealous date for a second or two. I smiled continuing onward to the bleachers, having a seat.
I just wanted to occupy the space intending to sit there until it was over to fulfill my promise. The DJ was really talented playing a mix of new and old music accessible enough and palatable for the adult chaperones. Our new school safety officer Tyrone was vigilant intercepting two separate attempts at spiking the punch bowl.
I found it easier to vicariously enjoy prom as LOVE by Kendrick Lamar serenaded the senior class adding to the relaxed atmosphere. I wiped a few tears still thinking of loves found and lost. I wondered what Tina would've made of my senior prom.
"Excuse me?"
"Yes."
"May I have this dance?" Kimberly Bivens was standing in front of me.
She looked stunning in a golden sleeveless wrap prom dress perfectly fitted to her slim stacked figure. There was a matching corsage on her wrist. Her hair was pinned up with little bits of gold ornamentation inset. I should've been happy, but I hesitated instead. I wasn't angry or annoyed, just sad.
"I don't know; maybe you should find somebody else, Kim." Guilt read on my face, images of Tina plaguing my mind.
"I'm not taking no for an answer."
She took my hand leading me out onto the dance floor. I followed her in the midst of the huge crowd ready to go through the motions. Kimberly let go of my hand turning to face me, both hands in front of her person staring in the center of the dancing couples. My ex-girlfriend was smiling wide showing her pearly whites, unmoving. Call Out My Name by The Weeknd was playing overhead in booming haunting tones.
"What?"
She gestured with her hand wanting me to turn around. I noticed other couples also suddenly looking in that direction. At that moment, my heart began beating so hard in my chest. It felt like I was gonna have a heart attack as I slowly turned with the parting crowd.
Faith.
She was an angelic vision in sparkling white there in front of me walking through the parted crowd of enchanted students wearing this stunning silvery dress inset with sequins that caught the light making them sparkle like the stars above. It was form fitted to her torso with an intricate silver inlaid design that matched these sparkly decals on her arms along with the iridescent silver polish on her nails.
Her hair was fully blown out with Ghanaian braids on the sides inlaid with the same shimmering flecks of silver catching the light. Her face stunningly beautiful, was needlessly professionally made up with matching elements. She stopped five feet away offering her hands, beaming. I couldn't believe my eyes, looking over at Kimberly Bivens.
She gave me a light push towards Faith.
I started trembling uncontrollably as I closed the distance reaching out in similar fashion. The tears started coming down hard across my cheeks and weren't stopping any time soon. It was surreal and frightening not because it was scary, but I knew I never wanted to wake up. This jolt of electricity ran through me the second our hands touched. Faith stepped into my body wrapping her arms around my chest.
She was trembling uncontrollably too, both of us crying.
"HOW?!!"
"Dr. Ashwani sent me an open ticket; Lisa Jackson has been watching you for me and helped set this up with Kimberly."
"WHAT?!!"
I was losing it, becoming hysterically euphoric when Kimberly stepped up wiping my face with some napkins. Off in the distance I noticed Lisa Jackson on the sidelines, happily sobbing. Faith took some of the napkins wiping away the unending deluge of happy tears.
"You're not happy to see me?"
"Faith, I love you."
Now tears were streaming down the face of a woman who'd flown halfway across the world to be with me. I didn't want that wiping them away kissing her cheeks before stopping looking deep in her eyes our thumping hearts beating in unison, perfectly in sync. At that moment I realized dreams can come true. I cupped her face breathing hard.
It was the kiss that I'd longed to give her since I watched the plane flying away. It lasted a lifetime and then some before we broke, Faith gasping hard. I knew would never let her go and nothing on Earth would keep us apart. Her eyes dipped low, but I raised her chin ready to kiss her beautiful soul.
"What is it, Faith?"
"Can you show me some moves?"
I wrapped my arms around her lifting her up into my lips kissing her fully as her arms wrapped around my neck. We were unconsciously moving to the music as everyone danced around us closing the space.
We were in love.
THE END
***********************************
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"It's not going to be neat, not going to be clean and wrapped up in a big, fucking bow for every mouth breather swimming around in this toilet. I won't let it be that easy, bitch. You're not gonna sail off into the sunset like some goddamn princess." She plugged a cord into the side of her computer, licking her bottom lip as its light illuminated her tear stained features.
"You're gonna crawl around for the rest of your life on your hands and knees across jagged rocks and broken glass." April rummaged through the mess on her floor finding a small, velvet jewelry bag embroidered with tiny skulls and crossbones.
"The world you think you're gonna be a part of, is gonna eat you alive, bitch." April sniffled wetly, tongue lapping up the salty glaze from a running nose as she dumped out several flash drives.
Her busy fingers plucked a single drive from the mess. It was black with a heart meticulously painted onto it using her favorite, crimson tinged nail polish. April's gasps as she pushed it into the port on her laptop were almost orgasmic. She clicked on a file. April's eyes grew wider emphasizing the insanity floating around in those pools of darkness. Her thin lips began to curl into an insane smile as her media player started.
**************
.
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Mean Girls of Maplewood Ch. 23
"Cut it out Brody."
"What, you still mad even after the guys trashed her stupid fucking car with her in it?" He was trying to get his girlfriend Jolene to sit on his lap, but the rather plain faced girl was being reticent.
"You should've punched that bitch."
"Called the cops on her; ain't that good enough?" Jolene batted at the hands seeking the hem of her simple frock. He'd earlier instructed her to wear the cheap rayon dress for easy access. They hadn't hooked up in weeks and he was becoming antsy while the pimply nineteen year old worried he might stray.
"You just didn't want no trouble with the store owners and you gotta do paperwork anyway, Brody. She called me a whore and I think you should've knocked the freckles off her ugly face!"
"Look it's three in the morning and I ain't got no relief on account of Hank calling off from work. Can't you be more supportive?"
"Sitting on your little pecker ain't gonna make anything better."
"Aw shit Jolene!"
"Well, it ain't, Brody!" In Jolene's mind, he'd failed to defend her honor and she wanted to punish him the only way she knew how.
The pimply country girl figured she could hold out for a good ten minutes before hiking her dress up and pulling her panties to the side as he wished. The couple dating for three months had little in common outside of sex. His phone started ringing interrupting their disagreement.
"Stop yelling at me; this is my place of employment in case you hadn't noticed." In the back of his head, she was still going to bounce in his lap when all was said and done.
"Shit, your cousin Kenny own the fucking place and you hired cause you're family." Jolene retorted while the phone kept ringing.
"You clam up woman; I gotta take this call."
"Oh, is Wall Street calling?" Brody resisted the urge to flip his frail looking girlfriend the bird, instead answering the phone call.
"YELLOW?!!" It was his stupid way of answering the phone with friends in the know.
In his youth, the toddler version of Brody, Little Brody Graham, believed this was the greeting people said when answering the phone. It just stuck over the years becoming a slight joke to friends and family. There was some excited chatter audibly emanating from the cheap cell phone that attracted Jolene's attention.
"What; uhm who is it Brody?" He put up a hand, palm upturned towards her face listening intently. This only made her more interested in finding out. He was sitting on the sole stool provided by his employers behind the counter. Jolene leaned in eventually planting her butt in his lap as originally intended.
"Man, you gotta be fucking shitting me; if this is a joke I'm gonna pop your head like a fucking pimple, dickwad." He'd come with the insult while staring at the prominent pimples on the face of his girlfriend.
"What; something happened?" She asked timidly still getting ignored.
"YOU SERIOUS MAN?!!" Jolene's brow furrowed prompting her to snatch at the phone. He evaded her attempts eventually putting the phone on speaker.
"HELL YEAH, I DONE SEEN IT ON THE NEWS!! RED CRASHED HER CAR OVER THERE BY THE CAMP GROUNDS!! SHE BLOWN THE FUCK UP BRODY MAN!! THAT BITCH IS FRIGGING DEAD-YAH HEAR ME BRODY!! RED IS DEAD!!" There was a bit of sudden jostling from the other end of the line as the caller's parent interrupted.
"Who is this; it's past Hank's bedtime and he can't be taking no calls." A stern woman's voice was overheard.
"Oh it's me Brody, Mrs. Cruikshank; sorry but he was just giving me some news."
"OH HEY BRODY, HAVEN'T SEEN YOU DOWN TO THE CHURCH IN A WHILE! WE'RE HAVING A SOCIAL THIS SUNDAY?!!" The woman's tone lightened as Jolene rolled her eyes.
"I'll let my folks know Mrs. Cruikshank; good evening to you ma'am." He sidestepped the invitation while Jolene sat hunched over in his lap. Her clear blue eyes lit up as she swept some of the errant stringy blonde hair from her slightly furrowed brow.
"Uhm, fuck me man." Brody exclaimed breathlessly looking at his girl.
"Is it true?" She asked.
"Uh, yeah." He exclaimed glancing around the store before settling on his astonished girlfriend.
Both of them shared a look before she hunched over even further turning the knob on the store's radio for the overhead P.A. system. The remote convenience store was flooded with music as she popped up out of his lap sashaying around the counter with a lively gait. Jolene wasn't much of a looker, but she could cut a rug bobbing her head clutching the hem of her cheap frock. The ending strains of Who Do You Want To Be by Oingo Boingo blew out the store speakers, but Brody did her one better switching the song more appropriately to Burn in Hell by Twisted Sister, eventually doing his best air guitar.
Jolene bobbed and twisted getting low to the floor until the main hook blasted out letting herself go wild. She was a thin girl with some barely perceptible curves, but the young adult knew how to shake that ass. Her hatred for the newly deceased cheerleader provided a euphoric power up while Brody kept up his invisible base playing bumping his head to the music.
She twisted and turned doing some spins raising her dress high enough that her odd panties were revealed. He'd never know that she was wearing a sibling's underwear and probably wouldn't care if told. He was ecstatic seeing his girl letting go of her anger getting into the boisterous mood however morally wrong.
Memories of her sister coming home smelling of urine in a soiled dress crying her eyes out, ran through Jolene's mind. The late head cheerleader of Maplewood High irritated and in need of a toilet somehow managed to rip the door open in the stall she was using at the time. The horrified sophomore was yanked off the toilet so that the evil ginger could claim her seat.
The following day another of her siblings confronted the red queen of campus receiving a similar fate born of the cheerleader's dark humor. Although physically unharmed, her seventeen year old sibling Danny, was coerced into sitting on a garbage can in the girl's restroom urinating through her jeans with a tampon shoved into her mouth for good measure. Half of the cheerleaders encircled the garbage can chanting "Take a Piss" with Red glaring daggers at her victim.
Afterwards, both of her sisters had to be forced to return to school under threat of corporal punishment.
Jolene went for broke almost moshing as she returned to the counter and her boyfriend still rocking out to the music. It felt like the almighty had stepped in to free the campus and the town of a nasty, malicious being. She could hardly wait to tell her sisters hoping they didn't know beforehand. It honestly felt like Christmas morning as she danced back around the corner dropping to her knees to continue the good feels all around. Brody's loose fitting sweats were snatched down boxers and all revealing his modest offering.
Brody's girlfriend had a talent for giving head too, besides her dancing.
In fact, he'd become hooked on this particular skill and would never know its illicit origins or how she came to hon that talent, nor would he care. It started with a drunken game of Truth or Dare leading to a "Dare" in which both went behind this huge picket fence in an acquaintance's backyard where she literally "blew" him away in less than five minutes.
The volcanic orgasm that followed insured that one was never really far from the other. Ecstatic over the karmic death of a hated enemy, Jolene intended to repeat that initial performance on the spot. Her technique was solid starting with a swirling tongue on the tip of his crown that continued down the shaft until everything was buried to the hilt with her bottom lip pressing against his balls.
He remembered a brief scuffle with sort of a rival over the phrase "cow tongue" used to describe Jolene's particular talent number two yet couldn't deny the appropriate nature of the derogatory term now that she was slathering copious amounts of saliva all over his sack. He couldn't control himself verbally, gasping as her thin lips slid along his dripping member.
Jolene's added expertise extended to her long thin fingers which encircled just under his balls and the base of his member simultaneously massaging and stroking as she vacuum sucked his member. She was going for her own record and broke it in dramatic fashion as he unloaded filling her gullet full of his spunk.
The karmic elation continued as Jolene giggled with a full mouth revealing his load before swallowing it with a hand cupped under her chin. Both of them could have cared less their naughty action was occurring right behind the counter in full view of the security cams. She went back in sucking and nuzzling the space right under his balls causing his member to inflate in seconds like a balloon.
However instead of taking him in her mouth again, the slight strawberry blonde stood hunched drawing her panties down midthigh with the intention of impaling herself on his manhood. She gathered the hem of her dress up exposing a more than prominent bush suddenly catching something out the corner of her moderately bloodshot eyes.
"OH FUCK!!" Jolene suddenly ducked down behind the counter as Brody glanced over, brow glistening with sweat.
He quickly snatched his sweats up partially covering his tumescence which was visible over the elastic waistband. Both of them were busted, caught in the act by a strange patron in the middle of the night. There was no sound from the bell that would've alerted them to her presence. It had been damaged earlier in the evening when Red fired a few shots at the convenience store.
Being that Maplewood was mostly a one horse town in its own right, there was the feeling of no need to lock the double doors during the graveyard hours. She'd walked right into the store unheralded standing in front of the counter staring at him with piercing crystal blue eyes.
Short and stout, pale skin almost glowing due to the overhead fluorescent lighting, with a roundish head whose face was a mess of runny, streaked mascara and smeared lipstick made so by her last john, this woman legitimized descriptions of her features akin to a demented cupie doll, an unearthly parody of Bettie Boop with wet looking blonde hair matted to her head from excess perspiration. Her body odor was stifling and intrusive while she stood there looking like a obscene zombie sporting a humongous pair of breasts impossible to ignore.
A greasy, stained looking t-shirt with the Wonder bread logo failed miserably to cover her bust. It was partially shredded across the chest with a large underwire brassiere visible underneath. Some cheap looking pink shorts covered her lower half with simple flip flops on her smallish feet.
"Uhm, can I help you, ma'am?" Her eyes darted between them from one person to the other making Brody finger the panic button just under the counter.
"Women's products, do you have them?" Jolene flinched at the harsh sound of April's voice.
"Uh yeah, there's some tampons and other little things in the third aisle, by the coolers." She answered despite her visible apprehension.
"Thank you." Both flinched as April turned around walking up the closest aisle disappearing around the corner near the cooler.
From the back, one chunky butt cheek was visible in a lopsided wedgie leaving her partially exposed. The back of her t-shirt was covered with some dirt and a leaf or two. She'd tripped and fallen into a ditch on her trek down the road from her current motel home. Brody shot his girlfriend a glance finding her motioning towards the revolver hidden just under the counter. He shrugged also unnerved by April's appearance in the store. Before either of them could decide, the sound of ripping cellophane interrupted them followed by audible crunching. Jolene motioned towards the gun again but got waived off.
"Ma'am, are you uh, okay?"
More audible sounds of ripped packaging answered back as the night clerk realized April had gotten into a large bag of chips. Her heavy breathing and crunching echoed off the convenience store walls. She audibly opened one of the cans of dip as Brody found Jolene standing there arms folded across her chest expecting action. He looked between her and the area where April was gorging herself. She was short enough not to be visible above the aisle.
"Do something." Jolene whispered.
"Alright." He whispered back, irritated at being prompted into an unwanted confrontation.
"Well, you're just standing there; ain't you gonna do something Brody?"
"I'm working on it Jolene."
Both were interrupted again by the ruffling and balling up of the pilfered bag of chips followed by crunching underfoot as the cooler opened. April was completely hidden from view as Jolene nudged her boyfriend harder in the ribs wanting action. Instead of grabbing the revolver, Brody settled for a short club fashioned by his boss from a sawed off broom stick. His elderly redneck employer comically etched "DON'T ASK ME 4 SHIT" on the homemade bludgeon in felt tip marker. He also inserted a wrist strap into the end of it. It was supposed to be employed for vagrants sniffing around for handouts. Brody nudged by his lanky, pimpled girlfriend wholly apprehensive.
"Ma'am?"
April didn't answer as he rounded the corner finding a disaster zone of ripped up bags of potato chips, half eaten candy bars and opened bean dip dripping onto the dingy floor turned over on the edge of the shelf with the uncompromised cans. The floor was littered with crunched tortilla chips and discarded chocolate chip cookies along with the cellophane packaging. Brody's brow furrowed in partial horror along with a mounting rage at the mess he'd have to clean up as he glanced up at April. She was standing in front of the opened cooler chugging a forty ounce of malt liquor. Half of the bottle's contents was running down the front of her humongous breasts into a puddle at her feet.
"Ma'am, you can't do stuff like that without paying first." Brody struggled mightily with controlling his temper as April dropped the bottle loosely to her side craning her head in his direction for a few seconds before resuming chugging down more of the cheap malt liquor.
"YOU GOT TO PAY FOR THAT, MA'AM!!" He blurted out favoring the makeshift nightstick in his hand.
April dropped the bottle to her side again as Jolene appeared at the end of the aisle partially obscured. He was unaware of his girlfriend, who'd brought the gun along to back up her man. April's round head rocked a little on her shoulders as she brought both hands up ripping this small hole into her soiled t-shirt. A deep line of cleavage appeared; the jagged circular hole halved by the warring halves of her enormous breasts. Some of the malt liquor ran down April's torso as her fingers disappeared inside.
"Hundred good for all your shit?" April pulled out a single crumpled up bill holding it out for the cagey store clerk.
"Uhm, sure ma'am."
Brody took the bill carefully from her hand, cautiously backing off as April downed the bottle dropping it to the floor with a thud. Luckily, the bottle didn't break as Brody found Jolene looking at him expectantly. He shrugged briskly walking back to the counter cradling his girlfriend close to his body. Both of them were creeped out to the max as April pulled a power drink from the cooler popping the lid.
"That shit probably fake; you better check it." She warned barely above a whisper.
"I'm doing it okay? It's good, got the watermark and everything." Brody ran a counterfeit detector pen over the bill a few times despite himself, finding it legit.
"You need to get her out of here; she looks fucked." Jolene advised.
"She's a paying customer."
"Spoken like a true pussy; you scared of a girl Brody?" Jolene nagged.
"I ain't scared of no fucking pooh butt, okay?"
"Yeah right."
"Cut it out Jolene."
"Get her out of here, then I'll cut it out, pussy." Brody rolled his neck as he waited at the cash register. He decided to ignore his girlfriend who was obviously testing his masculinity.
"That's enough."
"Can't believe this shit; you're really scared of a fat weirdo. Should've fucking known after you let Red smash up the place earlier. My Brody, you are one of the biggest pussies I've ever seen, a coward!!" Jolene wasn't even trying to lower her voice despite April's presence.
"Shut up." Brody gritted his teeth.
"WELL YOU LUCKY THAT RED BITCH GOT HERSELF BLOWN UP, OR YOU'D STILL BE HERE SHITTING YOUR DRAWERS!!" Jolene yelled right in his face. He lost it snagging her arm roughly as both began to jostle.
The power drink hit the floor creating a small splash in the puddle of wasted beer at her dirty feet. Its contents spilled out adding to the mess on the floor as her crystal blue eyes widened to cartoonish proportions, pupils dilating. April folded her arms across her chest staring at her grief disheveled reflection in the glass door of the cooler. It looked like she was freezing, but the chubby misanthrope jostled about using her folded arms to squeeze her huge breasts together causing this jiggling motion out of view of the bickering couple.
The zip knife popped up visible in her cavernous cleavage as her eyes narrowed almost mimicking her deceased mentor and lover. April withdrew it with her right hand flicking it open with murderous intent. Tears started to flow down her cheeks as she turned towards the front counter at the end of the aisle. Her eyes widened, mouth hanging open revealing gritted teeth. Her massive bosom heaved with insurmountable rage.
"Excuse me, could you ring this up?" April set a box of hair dye on the counter.
"Uh, sure." Brody and Jolene were caught off guard a second time by the odd, top heavy miscreant. Something in her appearance gave both of them pause. April looked like she would take a bite out of you if too close.
"Thank you."
She smiled at the couple; her eyes intently focused on Jolene. Strains of "Flowers on the Wall" by the Statler Brothers played over the store's P.A. System.
*************
"Wake up."
It was dark in the room, the venetian blinds blocking out the sunlight the best they could even after their toddler had his way with them repeatedly yanking the string. Mrs. Mooney was spooning her husband, rubbing his calve with the tip of her toes.



"Wake up Jeb." Her hand reached down into his boxers fondling his business.
"Uhm, hey woman; what you doing?" He stirred happy with her interest but remained facing away from his wife.
"All those kids I done give you pappa; you gonna tell me you don't know what I'm wanting?" She was already working her hand back and forth in jerky movements.
Her technique hadn't changed much since their high school days decades earlier in Maplewood. Deputy Mooney would have it no other way as much in love with his wife now as he was when she was a slightly pimply freshman in a sister's hand-me-down dress.
"Ah just like it when you're assertive, mamma." Instead of turning towards his wife, the deputy flattened out his back allowing her to mount him. There was nothing he loved more than having his wife and mother of their many children ride him cowgirl.
"Is that right?"
"Oh yeah, you know it Elle."
A simple baseball styled cotton night dress covered her body. There was nothing underneath. In the early days of their marriage, both would often sleep nude together a thing born of pure organic love. The aforementioned brood of children necessitated a bit of modesty for Elle Mooney.
His fingers pressed into her soft, loose buttocks enjoying the feel of her skin. He remembered how tight and bubbly her bottom was in her youth with a magnetic quality that attracted his eyes whenever she was near. These days in her late forties, Elle was no less fertile a woman, with very slight visual indicators of her age. His member slid inside her deep with a familiar tightness at the opening of her tunnel before slightly wider beyond.
"That's what you been wanting, girl?"
"Not quite, I could do with a little more, if you don't mind, pappa."
Elle emphasized her point by pulling her light cotton frock over her head. Her pendulous breasts hung a little lower than she preferred but were a point of pride for her husband. She pressed his hands into her breasts wanting them handled.
Her large cookie sized areolas were offset by the deep tan lines created by the demi-cup bra she favored slightly deflated with more volume at the bottom of her breasts. She knew how much her hard working husband loved every bit of her, going so far as to use them to please him after a backdoor tutorial by her best friend with the use of some old VHS porn. It was no surprise that he immediately cupped and pressed them together pinching and teasing until her naturally inverted nipples popped out. The thickening nubs made an appearance exciting Jeb enough to pop his hips up into her snatch.
"Now you keep on a doing stuff like that, and I'm gonna keep you home, today."
"Sounds like a plan, mamma."
He drew his knees up flattening his soles on the mattress framing the outsides of her hips. Jeb began methodically driving his prick up inside his wife as she ground down into his thrusts. Decades of learning one another just enhanced their bond taking it to another level in more intimate moments.
It was in these sexual interludes, that she knew he would only ever be the single man with carnal knowledge of her body. Lately his job as a sheriff's deputy had been causing a bit of strain in the household, but Deputy Mooney always knew when to take a moment to let his wife know where they were. Now, she had taken the initiative to push her need for intimacy.
"Oh Jeb, suck my titties."
"Huh, who taught you to talk like that, Elle?"
"Don't meddle me, it's some of that dirty talk like they do in them porno movies, pappa. What, you don't like being dirty talked, huh?"
Instead of answering, he wrapped his arms around her lower back drawing her slightly sagging breasts to his waiting lips. There was a bit of saltiness mixed with vestiges of her flowery body wash lingering on her flesh, damp with perspiration. He vacuumed sucked the closest breast causing Elle to howl with delight before taking the other in similar fashion. Jeb Mooney appreciated his wife's attempts to keep things interesting. She was his rock in the small town of Maplewood.
"Uhm, you like getting your titties, sucked?"
"Yeah, makes me feel all a weird inside; makes my uh, pussy get wet a whole lot, pappa."
"I can feel it; you're all wet down there and it feels mighty good."
"You like it, right; like just having me and nobody else, right?" Sometimes her insecurities would creep into their conversations. Deep down, Elle Mooney was always worried that he could stray outside of the marriage due to them being each other's firsts. She'd watched most of her friends go in and out of marriages and shabby emotional affairs of the heart.
"There is no one else, but you." She gushed internally as powerfully as the first time he'd asked her out many years earlier.
Instead of talking further, his arms slid up further pulling her down onto his body. His rough calloused hands found the yielding softness of her butt mashing her down into his thrusts. The forty-somethings made out like teenagers taking a moment to enjoy one another fully. Elle really started to get into it arching her lower back into his pelvis with mounting frenzy. She was his everything, the best part of him and a true missing piece reconnected.
Their movement increased in intensity taking both to a shared euphoria as he erupted inside her in several scintillating bursts. Elle knew him intimately on an almost supernatural level perfectly anticipating his climax at the minute level. She ground and wedged down engulfing him to the hilt as her own impactful orgasm arrived. Jeb loved the feel of his wife's snatch clamping down on him whenever she came.
"Jeb, I love you so much." Elle admitted laying flat atop his body running her fingers through the graying hairs on his chest.
"You love me enough to get that long butt in my patrol car and get it down to the pharmacy for that there morning after pill?"
"Aw goddamn Jeb; you really gotta be a butt head while we having relations?"
"Sorry mamma; I'll make it up to you."
"Too late, you ruined the mood."
"Well, I'll just hit the reset button on this situation; hell, it's still a while before the kids need tending to for school and everything." He rolled both of them over still buried inside his wife. She hooked her ankles in the small of his back as he started making love to her, creampie and all.
The Mooney's were interrupted by some light rapping at their bedroom door. Both exchanged glances looking at the locked door before Elle took the initiative.
"Who wants to be the first to get a butt whipping this morning?" Despite her version of talking tough, the professional housewife was beyond embarrassed that one or more of her children heard their parents having sex.
"Uhm, sorry mom-and uh, dad; it's kind of an emergency, but not in the house. It's like, a thing for dad is all I'm trying to say."
It was their third oldest daughter Karen; she was a wafer thin, wispy sixteen year old who took after her mother in looks and father, morally speaking. She fully intended to go into law enforcement once she graduated from Maplewood high. Both parents did a secondary doubletake at the stilted explanation.
"Karen, what's going on?" Deputy Mooney called out to his daughter on the opposite side of the door.
Instead of answering, her modest android slid under the door across the hardwood floor. This was her way of acknowledging her knowledge of their private time without words as both sat up on the edge of the bed. Elle pulled her night dress back on as Mooney retrieved the phone, curiosity piqued. Both of them found a video clip paused on the face of the phone.
"Yeah fuck that big dick biatch." Leslie was seen in the clip viciously pegging Humbert Jenkins. The unmistakable laughter of Red booming out of the phone's speakers.
"Aw shit." Elle quickly turned off the clip leaning into Deputy Mooney's side hiding her face in his bicep. Things just got more interesting around Maplewood, particularly its embattled high school.
************
"Cut it out."
"What, you don't want a blow job?"
"Of course I want one."
"Then what's the problem, huh?"
"I want a good blowjob; not some lazy shit so you keep a roof over your head. Fuck Treena, I'd love a damn good blowjob and a tit fuck, to boot; only you ain't got no fucking tits." Deputy Jimmy was completely annoyed and put out with the nascent efforts of his live-in girlfriend.
Earlier he'd found some exorbitant credit card charges for an updated gaming console along with some digital purchases to keep up with her online running buddies. Moreover every day it seemed the tall, slender drink of water was morphing into a non-paying roommate instead of a live-in lover.
As was her custom of sexually capitulating, Treena slipped into an ill-fitting night slip left behind by one of his former conquests before doing her hair and makeup with the intent of plying her feminine whiles. Only problem was the exasperated deputy's growing disdain towards her.
"I got tits."
"Not enough!!" He retorted annoyed at being awoken out of a deep slumber by a barely there set of lips on his penis. It seemed everything the former six foot two athlete did, was undertaken with the barest effort possible.
"So uh, you saying you want me to rub you off, with my tits, right?"
"Forget about it."
"I can do it; but you're so fucking rude and all. You don't need no big fucking tits to do that shit." The dull, emotionless look on her face didn't help matters any.
Treena sat up drifting to the less cluttered side of the bed ignoring the litter and random articles of clothing on the carpet. He didn't say a word as she leaned over retrieving a hall full bottle of olive oil. Their half collapsed bed missing a wheel on one corner of the frame was essentially an island in a sea of clutter, full hampers, garbage bags stuffed with her clothes and assorted boxes, made the case that a hoarding intervention was seriously needed. In reality, her parents were glad to be rid of the laconic near do well, all of the mentioned items being immediately delivered by her long suffering father.
"What're you doing?"
"I am gonna show you that I can get you off without no fucking titties, Jimmy." She pulled back the sheet half covering his body exposing his flaccid tumescence. He'd passed out in a drunken stupor hours earlier after taking a wiz in the middle of night. His boxers and work pants were halfway out the bathroom door where he'd stepped out of them.
Instead of uncorking the bottle cap, Treena unscrewed it pooling a liberal amount in her palm before applying it to his inactive tumescence. She made sure to wet up his entire package using her thin fingers to work his shaft and balls until the tactile sensation started to bear fruit in his fattening member. Jimmy visually scoffed but internally liked the feel of her hands on his cock. Both of them watched him gradually become rock hard as Treena looked from his cock to his face, seeking some sort of approval.
Her other hand cupped the bottom of his balls slightly rubbing his taint. This caused veins to sprout on the surface of his member as she fist methodically slid up and down his cock glistening in the low light of the lamp on the bedside table. He couldn't deny his lazy girlfriend knew how to stroke his meat wondering if her exceptional dexterity emanated from hours of heavy video game playing. Right as he was starting to cum, Treena released his cock letting it bob about in the air in front of them.
"WHY'D YOU STOP TREENA GIRL?!!"
"I want you to fuck my titties." She was long and lean, flexible enough that she was able to draw an arm into the silken, rayon night slip exposing a shoulder. Once this was over, she peeled down the spaghetti strap exposing her slightly flaccid looking boobs toppled with erect nipples.
"You ain't got no fucking titties!"
"You gonna get up here and sit on my chest Jimmy; then you gonna fuck my tits for me." Treena ignored his boorish attitude crawling towards the edge of the bed with her butt in his face. She turned over lying flat on her back with her head adjacent to the paneled walls.
"Aw, you're crazy girl; that's just wishful thinking on your part." She managed to cup her breasts together, thumbs digging into the modest orbs of flesh on her long torso.
"Get up on my chest and fuck my tits."
It was obvious she was determined, so the good deputy followed through mounting her upper abdomen feeling the material of her night slip on the underside of his balls. His average cock looked huge resting on her sternum. Treena managed to weakly cradle his cock with her meager offerings, suddenly interlocking her long fingers trapping his cock against her flat chest.
Deciding to troll his dim bulb woman, Jimmy began sliding his cock up and down her sternum eventually feeling the rising humidity and oily friction. Her slip was cradling the underside of his balls, adding to the surprisingly tantalizing sensation. Her was forced to lean over her body reaching out using the edge of his dresser for leverage. Just as he was steadying himself, Treena started manically sliding her interlocked fingers up and down his shaft like her life depended on it.
"AWWWWW FUCK, GIRL; YOU DONE DONE IT!! YOU DONE IT TREENA GIRL!!" A painfully thick wad of cum spurted out of his crown cutting a milky line that ended at the underside of her chin. Several ropes followed completely soiling her upper chest with his essence until some of it was dripping off her right shoulder to the carpet below.
"Told you I could titty fuck you, asshole." He was completely flushed, chuckling under his breath at being made to look like a fool.
"That you did honey; that you did Treena girl." She continued stroking his cock rubbing the spunk into it, her lethargic expression hiding the calculating creature underneath.
"Now, you gotta do it in my butt." Her listless droning tone usually turned him off, but he was still excited dismounting as she rolled onto her belly presenting her lean, shallow backside.
This ingenue of sorts, was no stranger to anal sex, pulling out the practice whenever her tenancy was threatened by the deputy. She'd already been doing it for a few years before hooking up with Deputy Jimmy, so it was no big deal to her in the least. The act was used to make him feel special, like it was something just for him and no one else.
He liked the way his cock looked plowing her backdoor really getting into it in the early hours of the morning. The only thing he didn't like, was the lack of emotional interaction during sex. Even stuffed to the brim with his meat, Treena was all but silent. Her short huffs of breath were drowned out by his grunts and gasps.
"IT'S CUMMING!!"
"You gonna blow your load, huh?"
"THAT'S WHAT I SAID, DIDN'T I, GIRL?!!" His left leg was quivering uncontrollably, balls pressed into her small cheeks wedged tight. He was at the door of another climax, but she remained silent.
"Bust a nut for me; fill me up Jimmy." She might as well have been talking about the weather or doing her taxes.
"AAAHHH FUCK!! FUHHHKKK GUUURRRL, AWWWW SHIT FLORA BELL!!" Both legs were shaking wildly as if he were having a seizure of sorts. Treena just lay there face down, completely limp taking the bursts of cum up her back door until he rolled off staring up at the ceiling, gassed.
"Did you like that?" She was still lying face down, feeling the sudden void in her backside.
"Oh yeah, that was good, Treena girl." She propped herself up on her elbows looking at his face, disinterested.
"So you remember my fucking name now, huh Jimmy?"
"What are you talking about?"
"Fuck you, and fuck Flora Bell." She got up on shaky legs disappearing into the bathroom slamming the door so loud its sound echoed off the walls as he facepalmed realizing his mistake.
His phone began ringing on the cluttered night stand. Deputy Jimmy accidentally knocked over the bottle of olive oil partially covering his phone. He wiped it off with his dirty t-shirt finding his partner's number as Treena started the shower full blast in the bathroom.
"SORRY!!" Deputy Jimmy yelled at the door while his phone continued ringing.
His shoulders slumped as he looked around his cluttered bedroom finding a wealth of her clothing strewn about. Most of it was stuff she no longer wore anymore preferring t-shirts and gym shorts for comfort sitting in front of the television all day. Suddenly the door opened with a yanking viciousness, startling him.
"You have to blow your wad to remember my name?" Treena's brow was slightly furrowed, monotone droning voice intact while her anger was clear.
"Look, I done said I was sorry about that." His phone was still ringing.
"Pecker head motherfucker; is that Flora Bell calling you up on that phone, huh?" She towered over him; brow furrowed even more.
"This is my work phone Treena; let's not do this right now." He begged off as the phone continued ringing.
"Fuck you Jimmy." Treena replied ruefully suddenly snatching the phone out of his hand. Deputy Jimmy was caught off guard for a second too long as Treena dropped his ringing phone into the toilet silencing it.
"WHAT THE HELL'S GOTTEN INTO YOU TREENA GIRL?!!" Deputy Jimmy jumped up with the intent of retrieving his phone submerged in toilet water.
"Pick it up and I'll put one on your chin." Treena threatened, standing over him fists balled.
"It's my work phone, girl." He was hunched over the toilet looking up into her face.
Treena stood over him arms slightly apart, fists at the ready.
"What did I say?"
Both of them exchanged glances before his hand dipped into the toilet water grabbing the phone. Treena's fist came arching up into his chin clocking the deputy with enough power to topple him over on his back.
************
The hospital seemed sparsely populated, the morning somnambulistic and Antoinette was grateful for that. She sat in the lobby waiting while her folks and cousins visited with her sister Chelsea. There was this acidic crestfallen wave of emotion that didn't want to dissipate. Her feelings were all over the place after the confrontation with April the night prior. She was conflicted and distraught over being unable to defend her older sister's honor.
The chubby, weird looking miscreant overpowered and nearly sliced up her face. There was no way she could tell her parents without being punished for bringing shame to the family. The girls were strictly forbidden from public fighting. She recalled her older sister being grounded after being caught bragging about pummeling a guy who'd groped her at school.
"Hey, I got you some juice here, and a pastry." Carlos appeared offering her a small plastic bottle and white bag containing the treat.
"Ah, you eat it."
"Hey, forget about that fat bitch last night; she was probably whacked out on meth anyway." Antoinette silently scoffed acknowledging he was on point. She still hadn't fully copped to being overpowered the night before.
"She knew Chelsea; that fucking bitch knew what she was saying. I'll make sure I got a box cutter next time I see that cunt."
"Don't talk like that or I'll tell your mamma."
"You'd snitch on me Carlos?" He took a seat beside her in the lobby offering the bag and drink.
"Yeah because I love you and I don't want you getting yourself into trouble."
"That's fucked up."
"Yeah it is Antoinette, I don't want Chelsea beating my ass because I didn't watch out for you while she was in here. Look, I know how you feel but sometimes you just gotta put stuff in the trunk to deal with today, alright?"
"I'd like to stuff that sloppy goth slut into a trunk; she's probably a hooker or something anyway!" Both of them chuckled at her spiteful aside, but he knew his little cousin could be as impulsive as her hospitalized older sister.



"Hey, it's kind of tough right now, but we're family and the fucking girl that put Chelsea in here is probably dead; maybe you could let it go, for the family prima?"
She took a big bite out of the pastry considering his words.
"I'm scared."
"Don't worry, I got you prima and Mike too; just trust in the family and keep the peace for your sister. We're gonna be hanging around, at least I will because Mike's going off to state at the end of the summer. You gotta be strong for Chelsea; I mean, she already woke up so how bad could it be?" He tried to sound positive.
"I wish I were there when she went to fight that bitch; we could've taken her. I knew what she was going to do, but I didn't say anything Carlos. It's my fault she's laid up in this fucking hospital!!" Antoinette hunched over beginning to lose it.
"No, don't talk like that."
"But it's true, I just wanted her to get Red for what she did to our friend Patty. I wanted that pale freak to get what she deserved so I didn't say anything when Chelsea went after her. She left me behind to watch over Patty, but I should've said fuck that. Now, she's messed up because I let her down."
"You might've ended up in the hospital too." It was a Freudian slip of the tongue, but too late to retract as Antoinette punched him in the bicep. Her phone started chiming with a message from a classmate. It was a message with a video clip attached.
"You're such a drama queen Hum-Bert." Leslie voice emanated from her phone almost drowned out by her victim's screaming. Her eyes went wide as Carlos leaned over getting a shock.
He snatched her phone turning away in his seat only to find an elderly woman one seat over giving him a dirty look. He nodded with an embarrassed grin turning down the sound as Antoinette slapped the back of his neck, snatching her phone back. She immediately recognized one of the former co-queens of Maplewood High. Leslie Anne Kennedy was known about the school to be an ice queen. The sight of her viciously pegging the stuffing out of a screaming peer was horrifically intoxicating as Carlos snatched the phone, pocketing it.
"WHO'S SENDING YOU NASTY MOVIES, EH PRIMA?!!"
"HOW THE FUCK SHOULD I KNOW?!! Oh shit, man Carlos, that was uh...uhm, oh shit!"
"What?" Before Antoinette could answer, a few relatives appeared from the elevator walking in their direction. She quickly shushed her cousin as his brother Mike approached.
"Hey, you can go up now, Chelsea wants to see you."
"Uhm, yeah." Antoinette replied with a half hiccup.
"What's going on?" Mike picked up on the nervous energy between his cousin and brother instantly. Antoinette pushed past him without reply hurrying to the elevator just as a few people were entering. She barely made it catching the sliding doors long enough to slip inside.
"Don't worry, it'll be worth the wait hermano; Antoinette needs to talk with Chelsea stat. How's she doing anyway?"
"The doctors got her doing a shitload of tests, something about seeing if she'll need extended rehab. Everybody's worried she might have brain damage from the beating." The emotion in his voice was palpable enough that Carlos felt like he was choking on it averting his eyes towards the elevators that led up to his cousin's hospital room.
"Man, I hope she ain't crippled from this." He admitted.
"We still family no matter what, and the folks suing the shit out of that fucking sheriff." Mike offered.
"Can't enjoy a million bucks from a wheelchair."
" ¡No hables así! Mantente positivo Carlos. " Mike gave his troubled brother a reassuring pat on the back as some paramedics arrived wheeling a patient towards the ER at the other side of the floor. Both brothers watched, each thinking of their waylaid cousin currently facing an unknown future.
"Easy for us to say right? You know that bitch who put our cousin in here, died last night and now we can't even get payback with her crappy dad being a cop and all." Mike flashed angry, brow furrowing as he edged closer to his brother.
"Ain't no fucking badge gonna stop me from pushing that redneck's shit in Carlos." Mike nodded his acquiescence as both watched doctors and a few nurses taking care of the new patient at the edge of the hospital lobby.
Antoinette stepped out onto her sister's floor feeling anxious still reeling from her encounter with April. Three rooms down she watched a couple of nurses going about their rounds as another walked out of her sister's room pushing a nurse's cart. She hesitated afraid of what she would find inside but steeled herself inching closer as the sounds of a wall mounted television filled her ears. Her cheeks puffed up a bit as she edged into the door frame staring at her bedridden sister.
"Come in here." Chelsea was sitting upright, pillows propped up behind her back as Antoinette meekly stepped into the room.
"Uhm, how're you doing?"
Both of Chelsea's eyes were swollen and bruised surrounded by dark circles. Nose covered with a bandage, but miraculously not broken while her lips displayed visible cuts. A dark blemish adorned her cheek on the right side of her face.
"Not so good; kind of shitty actually and I've got a headache that won't seem to go away."
The room was quiet for a minute as Antoinette averted her eyes looking up at the television noticing the morning news cast. Some reporter was standing in front of Maplewood High. Chelsea shifted a bit grabbing the remote turning down the television. Antoinette noticed her bruised knuckles and broken nails before her eyes drifted up finding a deep visible bite mark peeking out from Chelsea's hospital gown. It was on her shoulder blade.
Red had lost it becoming completely feral in those moments her opponent was unable to defend herself. Antoinette leaned in looking under the gown at her neck examining the bite before Chelsea brushed away her hand covering up with a blanket. Try as she might, the sixteen year old felt her face dropping while her eyes began to water tears running down her cheeks. Chelsea reached up wiping some of them away as her little sister bent over burying her face in the bedding.
"So, is it true what the news is saying about Red?" Chelsea asked unwilling to address her sister's crying. Both of the girls had been raised to tighten up when adversity reared its ugly head. Antoinette looked up at her older sister's battered features.
"I'M GLAD SHE'S DEAD; I HOPE SHE'S BURNING IN HELL RIGHT NOW!!" Chelsea rubbed her sister's back trying to calm her nerves.
"Uh, guess I ain't getting no rematch when I get out of here, huh?" She half chuckled trying to look strong for Antoinette.
The younger sibling looked up to her sister knowing that she was putting on a brave front for her benefit. Both girls chuckled together for a few seconds which was interrupted by Chelsea coughing profusely. Antoinette patted her on the back getting some paper towels for her sister who hocked up a deluge of phlegm and darkened blood. Chelsea quickly wrapped up the paper towel in a futile attempt to hide its contents from her sister. She tossed it into a bedside wastebasket before taking Antoinette's hand.
"I should've went with you; we could've beat that bitch up together."
"You're not supposed to be fighting; you know that hermana." Antoinette bristled slightly at Chelsea's nurturing hypocrisy.
"I don't care, it's my fault you're in this bed."
"No, its that dead psycho's fault I'm laid up in the hospital Antoinette."
"I don't give a shit Chel; I'm never gonna let this happen to you ever again. I'll never let you down again, I swear to God on a stack of fucking bibles."
"If mom hears you saying that she's gonna lay the belt across that ass." Chelsea's attempt at humor was disrupted by more coughing as Antoinette filled a cup full of ice water for her sister.
"So what, I mean it."
"I'll whip your butt too if I catch you fighting." Antoinette averted her eyes recalling her dust up with April and her subsequent defeat. The insanity fueled misanthrope threatened to put her in a bed beside her sister giving away the fact that she knew of Chelsea in some capacity.
"Whatever." She replied ruefully.
Antoinette took a seat beside the bed, the sisters looking up at the television staring at the muted news cast. Some cheesy looking guy was reporting the weather, but both girls were looking beyond the television at two different things.
"Hey?" Chelsea spoke after a while.
"What?"
"Did Brad come see me; while I was out?" Antoinette folded her arms tight across her chest biting into her lower lip at the thought of answering the question.
"Fuck no, that asshole didn't come see you." She almost cut her older sister off before she finished asking the question noticing the change on Chelsea's battered face. Neither one of them could know that Brad Tucker had visited the hospital only to be intercepted by their friend Patty in front of the building.
"Uh, guess he was busy." Antoinette's heart fractured knowing Chelsea still carried a blazing torch in her heart for the traumatized jock.
"I think he might visit you real soon."
"Yeah?" Chelsea perked up at her sister's suggestion.
"I'm sure of it Chel; I mean, there were a lot of people here and you know how dad is about guys messing around looking for you. Dad might've run him off or something, but I'm real sure he might visit you."
"Thanks Antoinette." It was unclear whether Chelsea believed her little sister as both sat watching television. Antoinette snatched the remote from her sister's hands.
"Let's watch some cartoons; I wanna laugh."
************
"Mooney, somebody got it in for us something fierce."
"What're you talking about?"
"Just all this shit that's been going down at the local high school; feels like somebody's got it in for us and all. I mean look at all the shit we been shoveling lately while the Sheriff been laying up on his ass."
"Well he's got his hands full with a blown up daughter; in case you hadn't noticed." Deputy Mooney stated the obvious as the partners drove to the small one story station at the far end of town.
"I know you're disappointed to all hell about that, huh Mooney?"
"Fuck Jimmy, why'd you have to bring that shit up? Remember one time I got that ginger cunt in the back of my car after catching her pounding the snot out of some eight grade kid on account of a spilled drink in her lap down at Happy's? Beating the shit out of a fourteen year old kid and all the while he's like, apologizing for his own ass whipping."
"Yeah, I recall; how come you didn't get shit canned for tossing her in the lockup?"
"I don't know, maybe Sheriff Reed was okay with it on the down low; but his little princess did her darndest to get me fired. I figured tossing her in the lockup would straighten her out like those scared straight tv shows on the cable."
"Poor Ethel Mae; she didn't know what hit her." The deputies chuckled at the memory.
"Yeah, we had her in for public intoxication and Red figured me out right away. She must have thought Ethel was a plant or something because she started whupping her ass all over the cell soon as I slammed the door. Sheriff Reed never should've let his girl take all of them fucking karate classes and shit."
"Well, at least Ethel Mae got all those tickets tossed in the shredder and it only cost her a smooshed nose and cowboy boot in the cooter."
Both men laughed at the memory.
"What the fuck you think was wrong with that girl, anyway?"
"Fuck if I know."
"I think she just needed a damn good fuck." Deputy Jimmy breezily commented in a way that made his partner, a father of five uncomfortable.
"Cool it."
"Hell, she was legal, when she was alive. Now that friend of hers, the other cheerleader girl, that's a future trophy wife if ever I saw one. Man, I'd almost be willing to let her take my poop shoot in fair trade, Mooney." He was referring to the revenge porn currently circulating around town.
Parties unknown managed to hit a large number of social media accounts including YouTube and Facebook as well as various students around Maplewood High. There was no telling where else the clip was popping up even as they drove into work with a full plate. Of course he was aware of Leslie Kennedy, herself a classmate of his second oldest.
His own daughter had been rejected from cheerleader tryouts but maintained a sort of tacit hero worship of the squad which was akin to campus royalty. His child would never know how happy he was that she'd been rejected. That same daughter Karen had come to him in the early morning hours presenting the sex clip anonymously texted to her phone.
"I wanna check in with the guys; then I guess we'll go talk to that guy's parents."
"We know who that kid is; I mean, maybe it was kind of consensual, or something?" Deputy Jimmy asked.
"Didn't look consensual to me, but you know we gotta have our ducks in a row before we pick Leslie up. She's uh, one of them trust fund babies."
"Oh yeah, that's her name, right?"
"Hey not trying to pry or nothing; but, what's your deal? I'm getting the impression you're in need or something; what Treena not putting out anymore?"
"More like somebody stuck a pin in the fucking balloon; we been clashing on account of she's so lazy and all. Don't do nothing around the house, clean the dishes or take out the trash; just stays on that fucking video game thing playing Call of goddamn duty! Barely even puts on a bit of makeup, answer me one word when I talk to her and shit! Ever time I talk about the crapload in the house, she asks if I want a blowjob. When we do it, most of the time she just lays there like a piece of meat...and she ain't got no FUCKING TITS!!"
"Geez Jimmy, got yourself a list there, huh?" Both deputies chuckled for a while.
"Yeah well, everybody can't be as lucky as you."
"Says the guy twice married and shacking up with a girl young enough to be his daughter." Mooney countered playfully.
"Ain't shacking up with her; Treena just never left."
"I miss that second wife of yours, Amihan; what ever happened to that Filipina gal?"
"Fucked up and let her go to that there community college. Got her nursing degree and hit the road while I was at work. You know, she even left a note said, "I GO NOW, FRUK U" Mooney; that one has a special place in my heart."
"I bet."
"She was definitely a better lay than Treena, better tits too." The modest sheriff's station came into view as the men talked and laughed. The work environment around the station was significantly better sans the presence of Sheriff Reed.
The interior of the small sheriff's station was moderately busy as the deputies entered. Deputy Mooney took stock of the environment glancing around until his vision settled on Deputy Linda working dispatch covering for a civilian employee on break. The stern yet attractive blonde glanced back with a slight wave, scowling out of nowhere as Mooney glanced over finding his partner grinning like a jackal at her.
Mooney nudged him with an elbow prodding Jimmy to keep it moving to his desk. He recalled Linda's brief partnership with Jimmy when she was a rookie officer and their brief three day fling that ended when she discovered his unmentioned "housewife" Treena reclining in the self-made lothario's living room. She'd come over to pick him up for work only to find Treena gaming in nothing but a pair of panties while he was out cold on the couch, stone drunk. The affected deputy didn't bother waking him up continuing on her way to work the shift alone for the first time.
Later she had to stop herself from drawing her weapon on him when he goosed her at the local Tastee-Freez restaurant. Deputy Jimmy rolled right through the situation without copping to anything even after she informed him of the Treena sighting. She was no match for the older officer who finessed her into one more hookup by denying everything until she went through his phone finding nudes of his aforementioned housemate.
Deputy Jimmy was soundly clocked in full view of everyone including Sheriff Reed who promptly suspended the rookie officer. The Sheriff only relented from an intended firing of the thirtysomething blonde when several deputies came forward on her behalf including the only other female in the office who'd also run afoul of Deputy Jimmy.
After that and a one sided talking to from her boss, Deputy Linda was relegated to office work with sporadic assignments out on the town while Jimmy received a two day suspension and a written warning. Mooney was always his partner's exterior conscious, sort of a Jiminy Cricket on his shoulder as the two resumed their partnership. Sheriff Reed had the nerve to tell the married father to keep his partner out of trouble after that.
"How's it looking Linda?"
"From the expression on your face, I gather you already know the deal as such with that there revenge porn and all. Pretty sick stuff for kids to be doing even if they're eighteen. Made a call over to the other county and their little cybercrimes unit is looking into it for us. Honestly, it might take a while cause it's just two eggheads working the case, Mooney. There's Coach Hamblen's coroner report on your desk too."
"Heard from Sheriff?"
"Shit Mooney, his daughter is dead. He wasn't around a whole lot the last few weeks anyway; you know how it is with the sheriff."
"Yeah, but I gotta ask any way to keep up appearances."
"Nobody cares around here honestly speaking; we were all glad he was getting some because work got so much better without him around. Guess he's gonna come back spoiling everything like a wet tampon now, huh Mooney?"
"I take it one day at a time Linda." He continued on his way as the civilian employee returned to her post.
"TELL JIMMY THAT I'M GONNA CHOKE HIM OUT IF HE EVER SMILES AT ME AGAIN!" Deputy Linda was never the same again coming to earn a reputation as an iron butt after her trials and tribulations with Deputy Jimmy. Mooney knew she meant every word of it and knew she had taken up MMA in the interim. She was really good at it too.
"I'll let him know."
Before he could walk away, Deputy Linda motioned towards the corridor in the direction he'd come from making the lately overworked officer internally cringe. He figured Sheriff Reed returned to office but found the Mayor and a few members of the city council waiting near the station entrance. Mayor Bobby Laird was stout, more horizontally challenged than anything, and ill tempered.
He usually didn't make an appearance around the law unless something was mucking up his much worked and used governing method of benign neglect which people confused for being "laid back." Deputy Mooney looked around at some of the other deputies exchanging glances before taking the lead greeting the big wigs.
"Morning mister mayor; uh, the sheriff is taking a day and I think you guys are in the know about why that is, right?" Deputy Mooney removed his cowboy hat scratching his temple.
"Well Jeb, that's kind of what we're wanting to talk about right this minute." The mayor and two members of the city council side eyed one another signaling some conversation already had prior to their meeting with the deputy.
"Understood, you wanna go into an office or something, sir?"
"Nah, I gotta go to my kid's soccer game two counties over and I'm already running kind of late; let's just step outside."
He followed the mayor and company back out into the adjacent parking lot. Mayor Laird turned abruptly almost bumping beer gut into Mooney's torso. The portly man removed the pork pie Stetson he was rarely seen without revealing his balding head. The mayor fanned himself with it looking around as Mooney noticed his entourage appeared uncomfortable.
"So, how's that Sheriff Reed taking it about his daughter's death, Mooney?"



"Taking it about how you'd think a father would take it sir; he just got the news and kind of closed the door in our faces." The mayor again exchanged glances with his entourage.
"So, he's probably gonna take a lot of time grieving and such, right?" Mayor Laird was already sweating a bit in the morning sunlight. He removed a handkerchief wiping the area around his stubby neck.
"I can't exactly call it, Sheriff does what he wants and ain't nobody can tell him nothing. If you need something done, I'll do my best to help." Mooney was cringing inside knowing or rather sussing out the reason why they were standing in front of him so early in the day.
"WE WANT HIM OUT!"
"Excuse me sir?"
"Jeb, it's a goddam shit show around here lately and that's a bad look for our small, peaceful hamlet. Before that girl of his got herself killed, we were already trying to figure out how to get rid of him. Wyatt was good for his time, but we've gotta think about the future now."
"Sheriffs can't be fired; they have to be recalled."
"Fuck Mooney, this guy's got so much red on his ledger that it would be a hop, skip and a jump getting the damn district attorney on his ass for corruption! Now I feel bad about his kid dying and all, but with that nasty video put out by Red, we figured it would be a good time to make that push."
Deputy Mooney chaffed inside at the collective insensitivity of the men standing before him even though he hated Red with a passion when she was alive. Sheriff Reed an alpha male, was now seen as weak prompting these weasels to make a move on him politically.
"I work for him mister mayor; he might take it personal that we're even having this conversation."
"Want his job?"
Deputy Mooney froze in place staring at the assembled men standing before him flanking the mayor. All of them had served in local government for decades and were the powerbrokers of the small town of Maplewood one way or the other. This spoke to the validity of their claims to backroom meetings regarding the fate of Sheriff Reed.
Now they were offering a Faustian deal of sorts which stung all the more because he'd toyed with the idea of running for Sheriff a few times during Reed's tenure. Concern for the immediate welfare of his growing family kept Mooney subservient to a man he despised for far too long. Now he was being offered three metaphorical pieces of silver to betray that man.
"Shit." He muttered under his breath staring at the men gathered around him. Mooney glanced back over his shoulder finding some of the deputies watching in the station doorway.
"We want you to take up the job and uhm, you can be an interim Sheriff in the meantime. Make no mistake about it, Sheriff Reed is on his way out of Maplewood one way or another. If you want the job, it's yours and we'll even strap the rocket to your back come election time. Jeb, it's time for you to rise boy." Mayor Laird reached out placing a reassuring hand on his shoulder.
"Uh, thanks sir." Somewhere off in the distance "Flowers on the Wall" by the Statler Brothers was playing from someone's backyard.
"Jeb, you're the right man for the job; we're going out to talk to the "former sheriff" and let him know what's what here in Maplewood." With that, the mayor backed off with his entourage. Mooney watched the men file into two cars and drive off.
Standing there in the parking lot, the world suddenly felt a lot bigger to the interim Sheriff of Maplewood. He could feel a light breeze caressing his features as Mooney looked down at the interior of his cowboy hat before putting it on his head. He wondered if he should call and give his wife the "good news" but decided against it wanting to tell her face to face.
Mooney suddenly realized how much he liked being a deputy leaving the unwanted bureaucracy to the former sheriff while he hit the streets. Jeb Mooney was undeniably a man of the people but now he had been handed the world. He turned finding his coworkers lining the front of the building watching, most smiling.
"Alright now, uhm just go back to doing what you were doing fellas." Everybody filed inside leaving Deputy Jimmy doing a slow clap with a folder under his arm.
"That's enough; is that mine?" Mooney motioned towards the folder under his partner's arm.
"Yeah, you're gonna be surprised." Deputy Jimmy handed Mooney the folder watching as he reviewed the information.
"Shit, let's go pick her up."
************
"Yeah fuck that big dick biatch." Leslie was viciously pegging Humbert Jenkins in the school library. His narrow butt dipped up in the frame leaving the rest of his body hidden from view until Leslie leaned over grabbing a handful of his hair bringing his head up into view facing Red's phone.
"You're such a drama queen Hum-Bert." It almost sounded like she was singing the words before she redoubled her efforts thrusting wildly down into him from the mounted position.
He'd squirmed around a bit unknowingly making the plastic nub on her end of the strap-on give her waves of pleasure. She was sitting atop his back with a handful of his hair while the nails of her freehand dug into his throat. Red was laughing at the criminal comedy of their struggle against one another. Leslie went weak and rubbery in the knees for a few seconds, naturally succumbing to the waves of pleasure coursing through her voluptuous curves. Her face was a twisted mask of indescribable pleasure as the eighteen year old nearly swooned. She almost slid off his back onto the thin carpet of the library before tightening her fist around the handful of hair at his scalp.
She couldn't see herself obviously, couldn't see the hateful, animalistic furrow of her brow, ruddiness of the tinted bridge of her nose and crimson hue of her cheeks. Leslie Anne Kennedy was unaware of the dilated nature of her hazel colored eyes coupled with the wetness of her lips with a visible coating of saliva dribbling down her chin, its remnants raining down on her victim in rain-like droplets at each thrust. She'd never been with man in any capacity out of a vow to her deceased father, so everything came down to instinct. That fucking plastic nub was wreaking havoc with her clit making her addicted to the sensations running through her body. Her lower back was curved as she popped her wide hips getting everything, possible from the squirming nerd beneath her. Leslie grunted locking her knees into his sides going for broke.
"Come on Humbert...Don't give up on us now baby. Just focus on me Humbert. Just look into my eyes baby." Red snaked along the floor capturing his wrists, fully backing Leslie up. Leslie tugged and yanked at his scalp unwilling even to give him enough slack to look at her best friend's face.
"She's almost there...You're almost across the finish line. Just keep looking into my eyes Humbert." At this point, Leslie was so enraptured, it almost felt as if she would become incontinent. It felt like she would explode at any second with the building pulses radiating throughout her hourglass figure. She struggled hard biting her lower lip in a vain attempt to stifle a primal scream.
"Uh oh, I think he's starting to like it Leslie." She couldn't hear a thing over her own heavy breathing coupled with his huffs and labored whimpering.
"NO!! ...you're making me!" His denial made her redheaded accomplice laugh outloud in heckling, garish fashion.
"The body doesn't lie nerd boy. You're rock hard from having your shit hole stuffed." Red taunted as Leslie grabbed another handful of his hair trying her best to finish.
"I-I don't want this!!" Leslie squinted, working just that much harder for her reward.
"Cum for us Hum-Bert." Red jeered.
"NO!"
"Don't be a douche, come on and bust that nut for us Humbert." He was squirming, twisting uncontrollably underneath the second most beautiful girl at Maplewood High School. She couldn't hear the wet, oily impacts of her crotch smashing into his butt incessantly.
"Yeah fuck that big dick biatch." She opened her eyes finding him pushing back into the base of her mount.
The sight of this caused some indescribable emotion to well up inside her bosom as she gradually eased up on his hair. Leslie huffed as her lips curved into a wide open mouthed smile thinking he liked what she was doing for him.
"You're such a drama queen Hum-Bert." Red was catching everything on her phone, her own pale features flushed as she laughed hard.
The auburn haired beauty got busy jerking him off roughly almost matching Leslie's cadence while Humbert's cries went shrill and labored from the dueling sensations. The nasty sounds of her heart shaped butt slamming into him was all she could hear as a massive orgasm ripped through her body stifling any audible sound trying to escape her gaped maw.
Leslie slumped over his back still buried deep inside his bowels. Her highlighted brown mane hid her face from Red as she planted the lightest of kisses in the center of his sweaty back. It only lasted the briefest of seconds as she composed herself.
"Hey?"
"What?" Humbert answered, sobbing.
"You want a ride home?"
They would eventually take Humbert Jenkins home adding insult to injury by stopping for a small cheeseburger and soft serve cone at the local Dairy Queen. The only competition for the small outlet was Happy's and Tastee Freeze at the opposite end of Maplewood. Red picked the nascent eatery for its location obviously giving her time to gauge Humbert's mental state. Neither cheerleader wanted to be outed for what they'd horrifically done, but Leslie found herself stealing glances at the traumatized nerd.
After dropping him off, Red wanted them to hang out at her place, but she declined almost getting into a fist fight with the Alpha Predator. Red thought she might snitch reminding her brunette co-conspirator that she'd done the deed and would get hard time while she would get a slap on the wrist. Melissa Reed had no idea that her best friend wanted to get away from her to hide what'd happened.
An hour later, Leslie was frenetically getting herself off over and over again to the memory. Alone in the dark, she kept replaying it again and again recalling Humbert's meek overtures with addled, clarity. She remembered the hunger calling out to her again and again, making her wish she somehow had access to him, hours after the incident. The stunning brunette told herself, he wanted it.
Told herself they had this special connection.
"Humbert."
Of course she was wrong, and it took a karmic shit storm of epic proportions to bring her back to some semblance of sanity along with Red and her hated enemy for life, April. The truth was staring up at her beautiful face from her phone in a five minute clip.
Leslie Anne Kennedy was a rapist.
It was a little bit after seven in the morning, but she'd discovered the clip two hours earlier watching it continuously. She sat upright, Indian style in her spacious bed in a simple white t-shirt staring at the phone between her thighs. Her face was frozen, a mask of melancholy realization of her condition. She'd watched the clip countless times as her room went from the darkness of night to the beginnings of daylight.
"Yeah fuck that big dick biatch." Her voice radiated from the phone as the loop played again.
Leslie was wet.
Leslie suddenly scrambled from the bed into her bathroom kneeling raising the toilet lid, violently regurgitating. She could've attributed it to morning sickness, but the invisible truth lingered about her person. Another bout of vomiting hit her deep in the gut forcing her head closer to the open lid. The stunning brunette prayed to the porcelain goddess over and over again before plopping down on her butt next to the toilet. She flushed it thinking of her now deceased friend. Melissa Reed stood in front of her hours earlier poised and ready to end her life with a weapon stolen from her father's arsenal. Only her current condition saved her from death.
"Huh?" She was alerted to incessant ringing from her phone on the bed.
"Hello?"
"WHAT'S WRONG-WITH YOU?!! YOU ARE A DISGUSTING BITCH TO DO SOMETHING LIKE THAT TO HIM!!" There was heavy sobbing on the other end of the line along with hoarse sounding screaming.
"Betty Joe?"
"YOU'RE EVIL LESLIE; A FUCKING MONSTER!! KEEP YOUR GODDAMN THOUSAND DOLLARS, BITCH!!"
There was no calming the hysterical cheerleader who'd come to realize what she'd idolized for so long. Betty Joe was the first person Leslie allowed to see her without the mask she'd worn since being gangbanged. She remembered the almost electric charge that came with the discovery of her affair with Sheriff Reed. That thought made her even sicker.
"Betty Joe, wait!"
"NO, FUCK YOU LESLIE; YOU'RE JUST LIKE THAT WITCH GIRL HUMBERT WAS DATING!! YOU BOTH NEED TO BE LOCKED AWAY FOR THE REST OF YOUR LIVES!!" The line suddenly went dead, leaving the reflected image of her assault of Humbert on the face of her phone.
Leslie softly dropped her phone onto the bed between her thighs, palming her stomach. There was nothing left to do but wait.
"Humbert." She curled into a ball, weeping.
There was no denying what she was anymore under the skin and now the world knew it as well. There would be no returning to school, no graduation and no future outside of the life growing in her stomach. The horror and pain in Betty Joe's voice left her shook along with the fact that she'd been watching the clip of Humbert's assault on a loop.
Upon finding it on her phone shared with the world at large, Leslie felt this sort of numbness engulf her. Something intangible swallowing her whole as she watched herself become a monster born of her own hubris, selfishness, and naivety at keeping company with another monster in the form of Red. She took responsibility for her actions mentally knowing she'd stalked Humbert afterwards wanting more of that enticing feeling. Everything had become clearer as the haze lifted from her eyes leaving the stunning brunette with the sobering reality of her situation.
Leslie thought of the time spent equally stalking Red's father with the single minded mission of wrecking havoc on him after discovering the full power of her sexuality. It was an emotional campaign to enthrall a man old enough to be her father and leave him the moment he declared his love for her. She took insane pleasure in making Sheriff Reed bend his will and shirk duty to acquiesce to her wishes. The power high was a placebo for what she'd felt for Humbert Jenkins as the fifty something became her sexual plaything. Betty Joe happened upon their tryst and even this made her feel powerful.
Humbert Jenkins hadn't escaped the warped tsunami of their shared situation along with Red. He'd become sullen, angry, and particularly malicious towards her in the aftermath. Leslie knew the blame rested solely on her shoulders knowing that she'd feverishly coerced him into another assault where she went even harder than before. She hated herself for that insane feeling of ownership over her victim.
She hated the warped feelings that she convinced herself were pure love between assailant and victim. Red was incensed after finding out that she'd viciously pegged Humbert a second time. Leslie tried to play it off, but now in hindsight, the gorgeous brunette knew the evil wisdom that radiated from her BFF'S luminescent green eyes.
Things spiraled even further out of control allowing the third member of their forced trio to assert her malevolent influence on the dual queens of Maplewood High. April seemed to be there always at Red's side whenever they weren't at school, always glaring at her with this disgusting smile on her doll like face. Leslie realized all too late that her chubby top heavy foil was something else altogether.
April was on a campaign to utterly destroy the friendship and tear the cheerleaders apart. She'd become a nigh-ghoulish confidant feeding into Red's more destructive tendencies while apparently coveting Leslie's body as well. Engineering a horrific gangbang by most of her male peers at the high school wasn't enough for April. She targeted Humbert Jenkins with the specific intent of emotionally harming him to destroy Leslie as well.
It was a karmic choice that drove the cheerleader to appear in that boys locker room and give herself to the men present. She truly believed that Humbert might have died after being hit by a speeding car the one night they were together in true biblical fashion. The hands grabbing, groping, and tearing at the flimsy garment covering her body melted away in her mind's eye followed by the untold number of times she'd been screwed in the boy's shower.
Even Coach Hamblen couldn't resist the opportunity mauling her like a ragdoll until she figured out his identity. The allure of her curves nearly caused a miniature riot in the locker room that evening. Through it all, her eyes mostly remained on Red's impassive face as the malevolent cheerleader realized her dream finally sullying her only competition on campus.
Finding out she was pregnant was a jolt to the system hitting with the force of a lightning bolt. Things got real for the entitled trust fund princess after visiting planned parenthood a town over. After finding out that she was with child, there was never any doubt that she'd be keeping it. Part of her thought it might bring Humbert into her life, but realistically, Leslie saw this child as a chance for redemption.
Now, everything was out in the open and she didn't know if they would let her keep the baby locked away behind bars. Humbert would likely hate her for carrying his child to term. The law would rip her baby away placing he or she into foster care or something. Leslie felt sick again barely making it to the toilet. She worried her child would be traumatized upon finding out the details of conception.
"I'm sorry baby; I'm really sorry for everything bad I've ever done." Dark thoughts began to engulf Leslie's mind as she got up wiping her lips with a hand towel dropping it to the floor before walking into the kitchen.
She was audibly breathing threw her mouth as she watched herself open a kitchen drawer finding the silverware inside. Before she knew it, there was a knife in her hand as she blinked a little bit from the glare emanating from its highly polished surface. Leslie Anne Kennedy hit rock bottom going lower than everything that recently occurred in her life along with this staggering sense of guilt over what she'd done to Humbert Jenkins. There was really only one thing left for her to do. Leslie wanted more than anything with every fiber of her being to make things right in the world again.
In the end, the monsters always die.
"Oh, what are you doing with the knife?" Leslie blinked profusely finding the housekeeper Rosa standing at the kitchen entrance holding a bag of groceries.
It looked like she'd recently visited the local farmer's market. The housekeeper would sometimes prepare what she termed healthy meals for her charge.
"Uhm, I don't know Rosa." The housekeeper carefully placed the bag on the counter watching Leslie who stood there knife in hand with her opposite wrist upturned.
"OH I'M SORRY I DIDN'T CLEAN THE KNIFE GOOD ENOUGH; I'LL TAKE CARE OF IT RIGHT AWAY!!" Rosa kept her body at an angle reaching carefully for the knife. Leslie offered no resistance as it was softly removed from her grasp.
"I-didn't mean it Rosa." Leslie mumbled not realizing the slight confession of her intentions. Rosa wrapped her arms around the girl giving her a deep hug.
"Hey, it's okay, sometimes things get a little crazy alright? You're a good girl and I love you very much. That's why I'm making you posole tonight; I'm gonna make sure you have a cute, chubby little baby. But you've gotta promise me that you'll eat it all, okay?" Leslie suddenly hugged her caretaker back, tears running down her cheeks.



"I promise Rosa."
"Oh, you looking a little tired little girl; I tell you what I'm gonna do Leslie. I make you something really nice for you and the baby, so you get back to bed and I bring it to you, okay?"
"Okay." Leslie sniffled.
Rosa took her by the hand leading the troubled teen back to her bedroom where she promptly tucked her under the covers. She stood there holding Leslie's hand for a good twenty minutes as she thankfully dozed off. Rosa remained at the entrance to her bedroom watching Leslie until she felt it was safe to leave her alone returning to the kitchen. She leaned against the wall calming her nerves fanning herself a little before removing a tall can from the grocery bag. Rosa popped the tap on the brew taking a deep chug before wiping her hand across her lips.
"Estúpida puta. " The housekeeper popped her phone out dialing.
"You've reached the law offices of Kennedy, Rosenberg and Brennan; we are unavailable to take your call at this time. Press zero to be directed to a live operator or leave a message at the sound of the beep." Rosa hesitated pensively before pushing the button to speak to a live operator.
*************
"This is the second instance of what has been termed in popular culture as revenge porn to hit the town of Maplewood in less than a week." Before the reporter could continue, the channel was switched to some garish variety show featuring a contestant dressed as a human sized fish to compete in a singing contest.
Patty stood off in the bathroom that connected her bedroom to her parents as a midpoint in this barbell shaped plan to their modest family home. Even though her father made a salary in the upper five digits, he'd remained in the first home he'd ever purchased with his wife's blessing. The compromise was a cabin purchased up the interstate ten miles out from the camp grounds.
Things kind of worked out due to Patty being an only child after her mother became infertile due to uterine prolapse. Patricia Clark at once became the golden child to her doting parents who spoiled her rotten leaving the teen with an unquenchable lust for popularity as a result.
Now all that had changed leaving the eighteen year old former cheerleader and popular high school student, a recluse.
Patty stared at her reflection in the mirror hating the fractured person that stared back. It was early enough in the morning and she'd just finished washing her hair in the bathroom sink. She instinctively started to redo her hair into her signature Cindy Brady ponytails, but stopped short dropping her hands to the edge of the sink. Her hair hung loose, stringy, and wet just above her shoulders with a visible plug missing where it had been snatched out by a monster disguised as a cheerleader.
One of her wisdom teeth had been loosened by repeated clubbing blows leaving her with a nagging pain that she refused to address. She looked down at the makeup kit sitting on top of the adjacent toilet retrieving an eyebrow pencil. Patty found herself unable to use it as her mother appeared in the doorframe.
"Need some help Patty?" The tiny pencil was shaking in her trembling hand.
"Uh, maybe I'll use my real face today; it's not like I've got anywhere to go mom." She dropped the pencil back into the makeup kit.
"Well how about we make it a girl's day out; I'll take you to the mall and get you that little cocktail dress you've had your eye on for a while. We can have lunch there or go wherever you like."
"NO!" Mrs. Clark was stopped cold as her daughter abruptly shouted.
"Patty?"
"Uhm, sorry mom, I can't do that. I can't do anything like that anymore and I don't want people looking at me." Her chest was heaving with emotion as she thought of the sex tape circulating around town after being nuked on social media by Red and April.
"Of course you can honey, we can put that cute little pink hoodie on you, and nobody will know the difference." Mrs. Clark reasoned. Patty had been a recluse since being released from the hospital keeping to herself ashamed even to look her father in the eye.
"PLEASE MOM!!"
"I'll hold your hand; we'll do it together, okay baby?"
"LEAVE ME ALONE!!" Patty screamed at the top of her lungs unwilling to budge even an inch. She couldn't look her mother in the face for more than a few moments feeling the shame of exposure. There wasn't a moment in the day her mind didn't wander back to April's bedroom where her tormentors waited frozen in time. It felt like she was broken, shattered on so many levels. Her parents would never understand.
"I'm sorry." Patty whimpered looking up finding her mother gone from the doorframe.
She'd only recently got up thinking a good washing of her hair might bring some clarity to her troubled thoughts. The lithe blonde was wearing a baby tee and some red and white polka dot running shorts. Patty sat on the edge of the tub brooding for a few seconds before rising shoulders slumped to find her mother.
The defrocked cheerleader wanted to make things right with her mother who'd seldom left her side since the ordeal began. Both of her parents were voluntarily out of their jobs living off the family's lucrative stockpile of savings. The guilt of wreaking havoc on her parents was stifling to the point that she'd been unable to get out of bed on occasion.
"Mom?"
Patty shuffled into the living room finding the front door open. She walked up to the screen peering out into the front yard at her parents. Her father was presently shoring up the picket fence at the far end of the lawn while her mother talked. It was obvious she was crying, but her father was stone faced. It was his default expression whenever their eyes met.
Patty watched her mother follow her father along the fence both engaged in heated discussion when a patrol car suddenly pulled up along the fence. She watched Mooney and Deputy Jimmy slowly exit the vehicle as her father became standoffish with the officers. Her mother stumbled over hands clutched to her chest as Patty's brow furrowed.
The officers looked there on official business which didn't sit too well with her parents as her mother buried her face in her father's chest. Goosebumps prickled up on her skin as her mouth hung open fearing the worst. She ducked to the side of the front door as Mooney gestured towards the house.
"No, shit fuck me; no fucking way!" Patty went into a frenetic shaking fit quickly slamming the door locking the deadbolt. She could hear their footfalls running towards the door backing away almost going into a seizure.
"NO!!! IT'S NOT HAPPENING!! THIS AIN'T HAPPENING!! SHIT MAN, FUCK!!" Left with nowhere to run, Patty retreated to the bathroom as the front door shook and creaked under the weight of her father.
She could hear her mother sobbing uncontrollably. Patty ran towards her bedroom thinking to climb out of its only window high on the wall but found it unmovable. Only the upper portion opened transom like, but she couldn't fit despite her thin, athletic frame. Her teeth were chattering as she heard some keys at the front door. She hopped up on the bed frantically yanking at the window like a caged animal before accidentally tumbling to the floor. Patty scrambled back into the bathroom on all fours as the front door swung open with a loud thud hitting the wall.
"DON'T HURT HER!!" Her mother shrieked.
"HEY THAT'S MY DAUGHTER MOONEY!!" Her father yelled amid sounds of scuffling. Patty nearly vomited slamming the bedroom door locking it. She bolted towards the open door adjacent to her parent's just as Deputy Jimmy's cowboy boot appeared at the edge of the door frame. Patty lunged for the knob using her weight to slam the remaining door closed in his face locking it.
"OPEN THE DOOR PATTY!!" Mooney was already at the opposite door trying the knob.
She watched it jiggle looking between the dual doors trapped like a rat. Her mouth was gaped with a scream trapped in the depths of her soul. Nothing was coming out as she went into a fit knocking the makeup kit on the floor. Trembling, Patty raised both fists to the sides of her head, nails digging into the tender flesh of her palms as she finally found her voice.
"LEAVE ME ALONE!!!"
Her voice was loud enough to be heard three homes over as she glanced down finding her hairdryer still attached to its extension cord. She would sometimes plug it into the bathroom socket and sit on the edge of her bed gossiping on the phone. Now, it represented a desperate out for the trapped teenager. She hadn't noticed the quiet that followed her outburst.
All reason gone from her mind; Patty knotted a makeshift noose around her neck glancing up at the shower rod above the tub. Her father in his infinite wisdom remodeled the bathroom a year earlier making the steel bar a permanent fixture going deep into the concrete hidden behind the wall. Now, his daughter was tossing one end of the extension cord over the bar making the still attached hairdryer float about in the air. She looped it again.
"I'M SORRY DADDY!! I'M SORRY MOMMA!! I LOVE YOU!!" Patty dropped quickly bending her knees, feet hovering off the floor as she sought to hang herself.
Her arms were folded across her chest as the cord drew air tight around her neck.
The door suddenly splintered under the weight of her father and Deputy Jimmy's combined weight. Mooney opened his door having used a butter knife from the kitchen to finesse the lock. Patty was quickly grabbed while her mother went into hysterics. The makeshift noose was removed from her neck while she was held aloft in her father's arms. She curled into a ball hiding her face in her dad's chest sobbing as he sat on the edge of the tub cradling his child in his arms.
"Daddy, I'm so sorry about all of this."
"You're my baby girl, the only one I'll ever have and goddam you for trying to leave us Patty." He broke in dramatic fashion as her mother knelt beside them hugging her daughter. Mooney and Deputy Jimmy watched the family reconnect.
"I'm sorry mamma."
"We love you no matter what happens; we're a family." Mooney was touched, but there was business to be had as he took a knee looking at the frightened girl.
"Patty you know you can trust me, right? We just wanted to ask you about Coach Hamblen." She looked at her parents who nodded their acquiescence.
"They made me go over there with this burlap bag on and a box with all this stuff to make it look like he was having an affair. I was told I had to get into Coach's house and just empty the bag on the floor, then hide. I- uhm, didn't have nothing on under that bag because they still had my clothes, my phone and everything."
"Who did this Patty?"
"Red, and the other crazy one; made me wear this track phone around my neck so she could talk to him on facetime and threaten him, blackmail him."
"Blackmail him, for what?"
"I don't know; they had something going on and I was just a means to an end. They did "stuff" to me and filmed it, made me open my phone and all my social media. I was gonna get fucking doxed and that tape was gonna be posted if I didn't do what they wanted, but they did it anyway!" Her mother was devastated as well as her father whose face was flushed with a mixture of grief and rage.
"They tricked me, told Coach he had to get back into the game and made him "Do It" to me; I DIDN'T KNOW THAT WAS GONNA HAPPEN, I SWEAR!! I'M SORRY DADDY, I DIDN'T WANT GRANDMA TO SEE ME LIKE THAT!!" Mr. Clark lost it as his wife tightened her grip on their only child.
"MOONEY WHAT ARE YOU GONNA DO ABOUT THIS SHIT?!!" He bellowed more out of distress than pure rage at the revelation of his sullied daughter. Mooney glanced over at Deputy Pete.
"Send a car over to Leslie Kennedy's house; I want her ass down at the station asap." Patty perked up looking at his face incredulously, tears flowing.
"WHY, SHE DIDN'T DO ANYTHING TO ME!!" Deputy Jimmy stopped short of leaving shooting a look at his partner.
"Patty, you said, "they made you do it" and everybody around town knows Red and Leslie were inseparable."
"NO, IT WAS THAT CRAZY BITCH APRIL!! SHE'S THE ONE WHO RAPED ME!! SHE'S RED'S GIRLFRIEND OR SOMETHING!! THEY'RE BOTH CRAZY AND I'M GLAD THAT BITCH IS DEAD!! I'M SORRY DADDY, I'M GLAD SHE'S GONE!!" He hugged his sobbing daughter to his chest, the family now openly crying as Mooney took it all in.
"Who's April?"
**************
My baby girl is gone." He turned up the decanter finishing off the fancy bottle of brandy letting it drop to the hardwood floor along with two other similarly emptied vessels.
He sat on the floor back to the wall knees drawn up into his chest staring liquor addled at the edge of his bed. The king sized bed hadn't been made up since he'd finally put his daughter out of the house. His clothing was stained and disheveled, his strong jaw littered with stubble under a running nose and baggy bloodshot eyes.
Reed wasn't so much looking at his mattress, but more beyond it remembering something horrific. He raised the bottle to his lips again silently frustrated at its empty state, bumping his head against the wall. No matter what, the former sheriff of Maplewood couldn't seem to wrap his head around what happened in the wee hours of the night.
Everything seemed a dream, obfuscated reality leaving him stuck in the eye of the tornado mentally speaking. Both of them could feel their shared world coming to an end with no way to stop it. She'd done too much without his parental oversight. He hadn't been looking out for her like before. There were no checks and balances for the troubled teen culminating in a future behind bars and the total financial ruin of their tight little family.
It had always been just the two of them, peas in a pod who shared a symbiotic understanding of one another. Both of them father and daughter, shared a uniqueness. Both equally similar genetically, ideologically differentiated by gender alone. He'd raised her in his image feeling a pride in her that he seldom openly expressed. It was tough love designed to steel her against the world.
Perhaps he'd gone too far leaving a irredeemable sociopath unleased upon Maplewood and the world at large. His affair with Leslie Kennedy had come in like a hurricane fogging his eyes, clouding his mind to everything crumbling around him. Reed lost himself in the buxom eighteen year old blessed with a body beyond her years coupled with an irresistible sexuality that washed over him taking with it years of quiet depression and loneliness.
There was truly nothing he could do to stop her from taking him whole rolling back the years making him feel like a teen again. Nothing to abate the gradual thoughts of a relationship despite their age difference and the fact that Leslie was his daughter's best friend. His cup was empty and barren like a desert, but the striking teen filled it to capacity. He knew it was wrong, but he'd fallen hard for this young woman even thinking of marriage.
Then it all went to hell.
She'd come to him out of the blue wanting to break it off, her behavior indifferent chaste and alien. Leslie talked of their connection relegating it to a physical attraction and little more, speaking with a wisdom akin to her adult appearance. If it was ultimately some mental game to break his resolve, it worked. He found himself desperate enough to beg her for one last tryst internally scared of what he might do if she refused.
There was no way he was going to let the best thing that ever happened to him, fly out of his life. This prideful, roughhewn lawman shattered at her feet becoming a feigning sycophant feverishly elated at the opportunity to please his young mistress. He'd gone down on her almost immediately thinking to keep it up until she changed her mind. There was nothing he wouldn't give her to remain a part of his miserable existence.
Then Red caught them.
Tears rolled down his face as the former sheriff broke down knowing that he would've killed his own daughter to protect Leslie Kennedy. They fought openly and only his experience and age factored into Red eventually being subdued and cuffed. This broken man swam about in the river Styx wallowing in self-pity and shame begging his daughter to spare Leslie.
She responded by hocking a wad of spittle right in his face and calling her own father a pussy. Her continual threats of ending Leslie took her father to a darkness that scared the fifty something. It was at this point that he realized what was going on around him, but it was way too late to stop it. Red was already long gone and destined for a life behind bars. Both of them knew that it was over for father and daughter.
He resolved to make it up to his daughter with full disclosure. It would be a decision he'd come to regret as he finally revealed details regarding her mother's abandonment of the family.
Reed cried openly still checking the empty liquor bottle at his side. That bit of honesty unfiltered, that truth destroyed all that was left of his daughter's sanity. She'd come to him while the man was waylaid in a drunken stupor and taken him in an affront to all that was holy. In his condition, there was no strength or resistance left to stop what she was doing as he was taken over and over again until he lost consciousness.
The most horrific aspect of waking up compromised beside his nude daughter, was her reason. Red left with nothing mentally and spiritually, resolved to bring him back into their fold using her body in an attempt to make him love her again. She offered herself as mate and daughter simultaneously. It was over for both of them at that exact moment.
There was nothing for father to do but shun and expel his only child from his life. He finally pushed Red out of his life only for his subordinates to show up later to inform him of her death. It felt like he'd killed her himself.
"Made you my daddy again; but this time it's gonna be so much better because we understand each other. You're the only one I have left in the world, daddy. I want us to be-closer than we ever were. Nobody wants us and ain't no baby gonna come between us. Ain't no bitch ever gonna use you to hurt me again because I'll take good care of you, okay daddy?"
That explanation kept playing over and over in his head again. He could hear her words on a loop but couldn't see anything of his daughter other than her silhouette.
"Baby?"
"I want us to be-closer than we ever were. Nobody wants us and ain't no baby gonna come between us. Ain't no bitch ever gonna use you to hurt me again because I'll take good care of you, okay daddy?"
"Baby, Leslie?"
His brow raised as he came to a logical conclusion that had been staring him in the face this whole time. Red was intent on murdering the love of his pathetic life and there was nothing anyone would've been able to do given her indomitable will. She'd drugged him leaving her father lying on the hardwood floor of their ranch house to seek her vengeance on a former best friend. His daughter plundered his weapon's cache retrieving a single pistol only to return visibly defeated much later. Red sat there in the living room drinking hard, all the fight taken out of her without a single punch thrown.
"Mine, she's having mine."
His bloodshot eyes widened as things suddenly became brighter in the trashed bedroom making his loss sting a bit less. His mouth hung open as his barrel chest heaved. Reed began fumbling about looking at his clothing realizing his disheveled state of being. Life found his limbs as he stumbled to his feet.
Leslie's laconic attitude made sense as well as the attempt at breaking up. She was scared of what people would think about their relationship and her obvious pregnancy. Reed was at once euphoric and crestfallen simultaneously. Leslie Kennedy made an informed decision to protect them both in his alcohol soaked mind. He was huffing and fidgeting about his bedroom eventually looking at his own reflection in the mirror on his dresser. The former Sheriff Reed was the picture of a man savaged by the world at large.



"You didn't have to make that decision without me; you wanted to protect me."
He was already fumbling out into an equally trashed corridor stumbling into his bathroom where he splashed water on his face. Reed was moving about on rubbery legs nearly toppling over if not for grabbing the towel rack to steady himself.
"It's gonna be okay; everything's gonna be fine." Reed didn't know if he were talking to himself or Leslie's phantom from that time.
He splashed water on his face trying to hardwire some sobriety into his system. There was an urgency to his movements oblivious to some insistent knocking at his front door. He opened and closed the medicine cabinet a few times before chugging a third of a bottle of mouthwash. He immediately coughed up the blue concoction along with some remaining portions of the liquor he'd been imbibing throughout the night.
The knocking continued as he wiped down his wrinkled uniform shirt with a towel dropping it absentmindedly to the bathroom floor. He was putting himself through the paces turning on his shower repeatedly before giving up altogether. Reed adjusted the open buttons on his shirt walking to the cabinet at the end of the corridor where he kept his arsenal retrieving his badge from its interior.
"We're gonna be fine Leslie, just fine and its gonna work out."
He pinned the badge to his chest noticing that it hung at an angle before strapping on his gun belt. The knocking continued as he walked to the front door snatching his patrol car keys from a wall hook. He'd checked out from everything around him internally with a single minded purpose as he opened his front door finding the mayor and his entourage waiting.
The crafty mayor had the foresight not to knock on the door himself, instead sending one of his minions to do his dirty work. The bespectacled city employee shrunk away when the big, barrel chested man's countenance suddenly appeared right before his eyes. The wiry thirtysomething stumbled down a step towards the mayor who stood flanked on either side by his entourage, all looking pensive.
"Oh hey Bobby, I've something really important to attend to, so let me just call you back later, alright?" The joyous tone of his voice threw the men off. They were expecting the stone faced, almost silently antagonistic lawman everyone had come to regretfully know over the years.
"We got some important business to talk about that can't wait none, right now." Mayor Laird replied, his voice already shaky. There were two extra men on either side of Reed's ranch house ready to swarm him if things got violent.
"Yeah okay, but I gotta take care of this Bobby." Reed was actually smiling and scratching his head as he continued walking towards his patrol car pushing past the mayor. Everyone else was busy doing sort of a doubletake.
"Yuh, going to see about making arrangements for your daughter?" His voice was uneven as he addressed the former sheriff, even more so when Reed stopped in his tracks still facing his patrol car.
This queasy sort of feeling engulfed him making his stomach turn painfully. He nearly regurgitated but managed to keep himself in check folding his arms in a manner that suggested he was feeling intensely cold. His fingers scratched his chest as he made sense of the mayor's question while everyone else looked at one another for some visual cue. Mayor Laird regretted listening to a subordinate's suggestion that the deputies be excluded from this confrontation as Reed glanced over his shoulder at the portly man.
"I got some, insurance about that; but I'm gonna call you Bobby. I gotta go marry me a woman who's having my baby. We're in love and all of that good stuff Bobby. We love each other for real and ain't nothing standing in our way now. It's gonna be beautiful Bobby; I'm gonna send you an invite to the wedding. I need to go now cause she ain't got no baby bump now and we got to hurry up or the wedding pictures will be messed up."
Reed relayed all of this insane information never turning to face the mayor who glanced around at his subordinates getting assorted shrugs and muted doubletakes before asking an obvious question.
"Who's uh, the lucky gal you marrying up with, Wyatt?" The former sheriff was standing at his patrol car door but perked up blinking profusely as a wry smile formed on his lips.
"Leslie, her name is Leslie Kennedy, and we love each other."
Before anyone could say another word, Wyatt Reed got behind the wheel quickly backing out bumping the mayor's vehicle smashing a taillight. They watched the crazed man speed off easily doing eighty miles an hour as Mayor Laird turned to his assistant.
"You're a butthead for telling me to keep things all nice and all; he's shit crazy and you're gonna be cleaning out your desk. But first, call over to the station and put a warning to them deputies for this uhm, Leslie Kennedy person."
**************
CARTEGENA, COLUMBIA
Her footfalls clicked along the earthen tiles, the spike heels creating this sort of incessant cadence as the sparse employees working the area kept their distance. It felt as if the locals lucky enough to work the luxury hotel could feel a sort of power emanating from her person. Her blue eyes scanned the room moving side to side as the rest of her body continued along as if using a track of some sort. The wire frame glasses on her classically European nose did little to hide the dead stare affixed to her arrestingly beautiful face.
Her blonde hair was professionally coifed in front with the rest folded into a thick Dutch braid that extended just below her shoulders. The cut of her designer business suit was professional but clung to her body enough to reveal a wealth of curves. Her hourglass figure was exaggerated with a large bust, powerful hips and buttocks. She was built like a goddess come to earth.
One lowly worker found his gaze catching the pronounced sway of her butt before being reprimanded and dispatched to the kitchen for a day of hard labor. He stole another glance sporting a visible tent in his pants as the goddess walked to the far end of the area bordering the main lobby. Everything about her was deliberate as she turned on a dime walking to the lift as a bellhop proactively pushed the button. The doors opened as if on cue allowing her to enter without a word of thanks, no gratitude or tip for the bellhop who mumbled under his breath.
"Perra atrapada."
She held a leather satchel in both hands before her person as the elevator ascended stopping at the top floor. She let it fall to her side tapping a rounded hip as she strolled to a room at the end of the corridor holding it like a much smaller handbag. The goddess hesitated at the door for a second or two before lightly rapping at it knowing the sound would carry. She stood there putting all of her weight on one leg with a curvaceous hip popped out almost posing for some unseen imaginary camera. Wet sounding footfalls approached the door followed by sounds of it unlocking as a tall muscular native with boyish features peered out at her.
"¿Puedo ayudarte a fallar?"
"Quizas mas tarde." She answered exchanging glances with the young man who appeared instantly enraptured with her visually.
The goddess pushed her wireframe glasses up on her nose peering down noticing his nudity enhanced by the fact this local was sporting a penis nearly knee length. She reached up softly pushing the door open walking by him without another glance. The huge luxury suite was immaculately furnished serving as a makeshift office with business accommodations on the far side of the room. She'd taken three steps into the room observing a peer standing there wrapped in a terrycloth robe pouring herself a glass of wine.
"Starting early, are we Anna?"
"Address me properly."
"My apologies Mrs. Kennedy; I've come with an urgent matter for your purview only." Although in her late forties, this mature brunette was stunningly beautiful in her own right, a contrast to the blonde woman standing before her.
Her looks harkened back to older days, a standard long forgotten buried by jealous tastemakers unable to achieve the standard. Although her subordinate stood a head taller, she radiated her own stifling power dressed in a loose fitting terrycloth robe that did nothing to hide one of her full breasts topped with a thick erect nipple. Mrs. Kennedy sported an olive colored tint that caused a few of the locals to believe she might be a native.
Adjacent to both of the women, another muscled gigolo was lying on an adjacent bed au natural. His own prominent endowment visible as his associate walked by Leslie only to be stopped by Mrs. Kennedy. She gave the youthful prostitute a lusty kiss that lingered for seconds unwilling to relinquish a grip on his manhood as she glanced at her subordinate.
"Karen, you really need to lighten up; everything is going as planned with all the relevant parts in place and all appropriate palms greased."
"There's an intangible."
"Whatever it is, get rid of it; aren't you supposed to be a fixer. I mean you come well endorsed and I understand you have some ambition of becoming a partner later."
"Mrs. Kennedy, be careful how you employ me." Mrs. Kennedy was given pause as she stared at the cold woman in front of her, brow furrowing.
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
"You are the intangible." The young gigolo was allowed to continue on his way disappearing into a bathroom.
"Excuse me Ms. McIntyre; what're you talking about." Karen opened the satchel bag removing a phone opening it before handing it to her superior.
"What is this?"
"Watch." Mrs. Kennedy found a clip on the phone staring at it unopened for a few seconds before clicking on it.
"Yeah fuck that big dick biatch." Leslie was viciously pegging Humbert Jenkins in the school library. His narrow butt dipped up in the frame leaving the rest of his body hidden from view until Leslie leaned over grabbing a handful of his hair bringing his head up into view facing Red's phone.
"You're such a drama queen Hum-Bert." It almost sounded like she was singing the words before she redoubled her efforts thrusting wildly down into him from the mounted position.
The wineglass hit the floor shattering into a million pieces. Mrs. Kennedy walked over sitting on a nearby loveseat visibly shook while Karen McIntyre watched unaffected. She shifted about adjusting the robe, hiding the nudity underneath before she glanced over at her subordinate.
"This phone and the accompanying clip were delivered to the front desk of my hotel this morning in a manila envelope. There was nothing else, but I gather Nova is displeased."
"Shit." Mrs. Kennedy leaned back on the sofa nibbling on a thumbnail, immediately pensive.
"I suppose the sentiment is that your daughter's impending legal troubles could be used against you while negotiating for our client's fight against extradition to the United States. We are scheduled to meet with her this afternoon in prison; what will you tell her when she asks?"
Mrs. Kennedy leaned forward elbows resting on her knees as she ruminated before staring at Karen McIntyre. There was no love lost between the two women, one a power broker of sorts while the younger a young shark, was nipping at her heels.
"Plan B will become Plan A, worst comes to worst and this judge shits on our bribe."
"Your daughter Mrs. Kennedy?"
"You take care of it, bury everything deep." She looked away towards the open balcony taking in the exotic view unwilling to stare at a sudden rival.
"You want me to take care of your personal business?"
"Anything else would be seen as weakness by Nova; take care of this and I'll make sure you get that assignment in Germany. A cold bitch like you would fit in real fucking good with those assholes. Maybe you'd like some German dick since Columbia doesn't seem to suit you."
Karen didn't react other than removing and cleaning her wireframe glasses for a second as the gigolo returned from the bathroom walking in her direction.
"Anna, look at me." Mrs. Kennedy glanced over at the young statuesque blonde who sat her satchel bag down stopping the youthful prostitute.
"Mírame chico, no te muevas." Karen caught his gaze more than her proficiency at his native tongue.
They exchanged glances but hers lingered almost lulling him into a serpentine trance as she leaned into his side running her nails across his ribcage. Her hand shot down encircling his ripe manhood just below the crown. Her thumb and forefinger slid down his thickening shaft as Karen leaned in whispering in his ear.
"La próxima vez que vea tu bonita cara; Te voy a follar hasta que esto tuyo deje de funcionar."
She punctuated this promise taking his ear between her lips as her fingers slid slowly down his shaft just above the base. Karen suddenly grabbed the base of his manhood, balls, and all with her fist as the young gigolo climaxed almost on command.
Several bursts of thick milky cum exploded from the barely twentysomething in fits and starts while Karen held onto his manhood like she owned it. Her fist was instantly glazed over, some of his youthful essence dripping from her fingers as she collected herself before Mrs. Kennedy's astonished hazel eyes.
Karen surprised her superior and the gigolo offering her soiled hand, placing it before his lips with a sense of expectancy. Her head leaned to the side as she stared deep into his eyes. He leaned forward eyes still locked with hers cleaning his own spunk from her fingers as Karen regarded Mrs. Kennedy stone faced as ever.
"I understand the difference between business that needs to be urgently attended to, and pleasure." The other gigolo stirred on the nearby bed watching intently as Karen picked up her satchel with a newly cleaned hand, walking out.
*************
"Somebody up there hates us."
"Shut up."
"No it's real Mooney; the man upstairs has got it in for us something serious."
"I need you to get your head in the game, we got another player out in the field and I don't want any goofy stuff either."
"Spoken like a true leader, Sheriff."
"Shut up Jimmy."
Mooney wondered if there was a twinge of jealousy in his partner's voice. Both men mulled taking a shot at the former Sheriff Reed's position over the years, but always relented. Now they were speeding towards the home of another puzzle piece in the web of insanity currently swirling about Maplewood, particularly the high school. The radio suddenly chirped with an incoming call from the station.
"Mooney, we got some trouble." Dispatch always called in ignoring radio protocol which irritated him, but today was becoming sort of frantic.
"Spit it out Mabel."
"Mayor done call down here saying he found the Sheriff all crazy talking a bunch of nonsense about getting married."
"So, what's that gotta do with us." Deputy Jimmy interrupted.
"Mayor's been saying that Sheriff talking about marrying that cheerleader girl from the high school, that Leslie Kennedy on the hook for that porno tape."
"WHAT?!!" Mooney was aware of the co-queen of Maplewood High through two of his kids.
"That's what I'm trying to tell you; he done drove off all crazy and drunk going to that girl's house or something." Both of the lawmen exchanged looks as they sped down the highway.
"Dispatch Linda over to the house to pick that girl up; we're enroute."
"Yes Sheriff." The Dispatch replied as Deputy Jimmy chuckled.
"Just rolls off the tongue."
Partners for years, both men knew each other well and their former boss even better. Neither fancied a direct confrontation with the man especially after he'd presumably been "benched" by the mayor himself. Deputy Jimmy's ringing phone interrupted the silent rumination between both men. He checked the face of his work phone finding a shit emoji sent by his angry live-in girlfriend Treena. He ignored it as a thought creeped into his head.
"So, you think Sheriff was making it with his daughter's best friend?" Deputy Jimmy met the eighteen year old on one of the many occasions Red visited her father at work.
"I don't wanna think about it; let's just sort this out."
"Makes sense you know? I mean I get why he was uh, kinda gone from work for a while; hell, if I had something as fine as that Leslie Kennedy girl, I'd be..."
"Fired by the same man we're going to intercept right now!" Mooney hated it when his partner aired out his sexual side finding it cringe inducing but a little off putting as well because he had two teenaged daughters, one around the same age as the increasingly infamous remaining cheerleader.
"Hey man, I'm just talking; no need to get that daddy antenna up on me. Ain't you never looked or appreciated another woman besides the wife, huh? You know you ain't some kind of saint Mooney." Deputy Jimmy looked away out his side window at the scenery shooting by in a blur.
"I've looked, but I love my wife."
"Don't tell me you've never thought about making it with somebody besides Elle?"
"I've looked and there ain't nothing out there good enough to make me ruin the best thing in my life. I've got everything I've ever wanted with Elle and more; why would I fuck that up?" Deputy Jimmy was already snickering as he answered what he considered an inappropriate question.
"Damn Jeb; the old lady gotta microphone up in this here patrol car or something?" He laughed making his partner bristle a little.
"If we wasn't busy, I'd pull over in potter's field and go a few rounds with you."
Mooney always threatened potter's field, this abandoned patch of land on the outskirts of Maplewood with nothing on it but an abandoned stable for livestock and horses destined for the glue factory more or less.
"Yeah right; hey I ain't married to nobody." Deputy Jimmy scoffed.
"I know, hell everybody knows Jimmy; it's why Linda wants to choke you out and we both know she'd have to get in line behind a bunch of your bed buddies."
"Fuck man, you make me sound like some kind of pervert."
"You don't think you sound like some kinda pervert?"
"I'm just saying we been partners on these here mean streets for a while now; we've had our fair share of scraps and watched each other's back out here and in the station with fucking Sheriff Reed and everything. You know me Mooney, you'd be the last person I expect to treat me like my aunt Essie Mae. That's all I'm trying to say man." The acting sheriff noticed the emerging heartfelt tone coming from his partner.
"Essie Mae?"
"Yeah my aunt from Cobb County; when I was a kid she damn near tore all the flesh off my back on account of catching me with my cousin Penny. See, I was well, visiting their homestead with my mom one Sunday afternoon after church and well, my cousin Penny was there and all. She was like this smudgy girl stuck in hand me down dresses and sneakers who was a tomboy. We used to wrestle and fight; she was one of the boys if you get my drift. I hadn't seen her for a good year or so coming up on her eighteenth birthday, so mom bought her a gift or two including this little red polka dot dress. She didn't think nothing of it shucking outta her clothes right in front of me while our moms talked in the other room."
"I don't like where this story is going." Deputy Jimmy continued recounting a moment in his past despite his partner's obvious reservations.
"Well I was just sitting there on the bed and I knew enough to look away, but Penny called me wanting me to look. I figured she'd gotten into that cheap dress, so I looked. My cousin was standing there holding her tits out, shaking them in front of my face and all. Penny was what you'd call, a late bloomer real skinny, flat as a board and teased about it by all the other girls. Now, she had these big ass 44DD's and boy was she proud of them. She just wanted to mess with my head, nothing else but my aunt Essie Mae walked right in on us."



"Didn't go well?" Mooney asked still reticent but intrigued.
"Beat my ass with her fists, feet all a stomping on my leg trying to get at my nuts while Penny cried and apologized trying to take blame for the whole thing. Mom was gonna chunk her for beating on me but got a gander at Penny making the wrong assessment of that there situation. She left my auntie alone with me and a knotted up hickory switch beating my ass bloody with it followed by a belt. Called me a fucking sodomite and shit before mom snatched me up outta there. Penny just got yelled at for being a loose woman, but dad was waiting for his turn to whup me when I got home."
"Sorry."
"Never could get those titties out of my mind, not because I was a pervert either. They were just the first pair I'd ever seen Mooney. I been chasing that rabbit for a minute now and barely got close. Look all I'm saying that Sheriff likely got himself caught up the same way. Maybe he was living some kind of dream with this Leslie girl."
"So, what do you think we'll find when we get there?"
"I think we should be prepared for the worst if you get my drift. We got this shotgun in the car and might have to bring it out if his nose is open that much. Man just lost his daughter and his job; might not care about his own safety, if you get my meaning Jeb?"
"Shit, you might be right Jimmy." His foot mashed down on the gas as the police siren blared out making the cars in front of them pull to the side of the road.
************
"HEY, PULL OVER TO THE SIDE, COPS COMING DOWN THE ROAD!!" Antoinette yelled from the back seat as a patrol car came barreling down the interstate.
"I see them coming, don't backseat drive me!" Carlos snapped back as his brother Mike sat looking at a phone. They pulled over to the side along with a station wagon a few feet in front of them as police car sped by into the horizon.
"Wonder what's going on in this hick town?" Carlos commented watching for a few moments before pulling back onto the road.
"Who cares, we need to get off two exits down from here." Antoinette instructed ruefully before making a play for her phone. Mike however was too quick for the sixteen year old turning a shoulder with a raised elbow that fended off her attempt.
"That's my phone Mike; give my shit back!"
"Who's sending you nasty movies, huh? You ain't got no business with this crap; want me to tell?"
He'd looked at the muted clip of the cheerleaders assaulting Humbert a few times morbidly enthralled. The trio of family members were likewise ejected from Chelsea's room as she was ushered off for more tests. The elder family members took precedence over the proceedings charging them with getting lunch for everybody. Antoinette had other ideas.
"I don't care what you do, but I wanna know something and I need that shit right now. Don't you fucking erase it or I'm gonna kick your ass!"
"You ain't gonna kick nothing, and where are we going again?"
"We're gonna see a friend, but you two might have to kick his ass." The brothers exchanged glances as the car reached the off ramp.
Their younger cousin presented the suggestion of this quick road trip as something beneficial for Chelsea. The mission to get lunch for the rest of the family had come while the trio plotted unfortunately within earshot of her mother who mistook their intentions. She quickly snatched the fifty from her mother already making plans to help her sister out emotionally.
"Whose ass are we kicking? You told us we were gonna pick up a friend of Chelsea's." Mike looked up from the phone staring into the backseat at his cousin.
"Look, it's just checking up on somebody that Chel asked about, okay? I wanna make sure he's okay and everything, maybe get him to go back to the hospital with us."
"I don't know about this." Carlos commented.
"It's just a stop for a few minutes because maybe he don't know shit that Chel's in the hospital. I just gotta find out then we can go wherever you want to get lunch. Really no big deal guys, don't give me drama about this, okay?"
"What's his name?"
"Brad."
"Boyfriend?" Mike asked.
"I don't know, but she likes him, and I thought maybe we could get him to go see her. She brought me over here before, but he wasn't home."
"Do you know if he's home right now?" Antoinette tensed up at the perceived barrage of questions knowing she hadn't met Brad that time but knew of him around school. He was the town hero for winning a championship, then he just flamed out according to hallway rumors.
"I'm just taking a chance, alright?"
"Hey, why'd you say we might have to beat him up?" Carlos interjected, concerned.
"We're coming up on his house, chill Carlos!" Her will was almost indomitable as her older sister when she was chasing a goal.
It was a common trait amongst the women in this family their consorts, brothers and other male contingents just excepted. They knew she'd be as strong as her older sister if not more, someday. The car slowed to a stop on the side of Brad's home. His truck was in the driveway, but the place seemed deserted and lifeless for some reason.
"I'm coming with you Antoinette." Mike responded to the sound of her opening the door. She 'd intended to get out leaving them behind to speak with Brad Tucker, plead her case. He got the door opened halfway when she pushed on it wanting him to remain seated.
"I gotta talk to him by myself; it's personal but drive around to the front of this house in five minutes."
"Nah, I'm coming too."
"Fuck Mike, just listen to me for once; this guy don't know you and I don't wanna give him the wrong impression. It's just that he gotta little weird after he won a championship for our school." Carlos sat up behind the seat staring at his cousin.
"Brad Tucker; you're talking about the quarterback who won a championship for his school after a few decades?" Carlos was a sports buff and remembered the hoopla about the win for Maplewood high before the local celebrity seemed to drop out of sight.
"Yeah, but he's weird now."
"What's wrong with him?" Mike was concerned.
"How the fuck should I know? Chelsea is really into this guy and I figured him showing up would help her recover just that much faster."
"Hey, I'll go with you Antoinette; I wanna meet Brad Tucker." Carlos offered.
"Fuck no."
"Why?"
"Well I think he hooked up with Chelsea so if you wanna hear about my sister's pussy and other nasty stuff, then come along. He's probably boned her a few times, or something cause she always talking about him. So, we ain't talking about football or nothing." Antoinette was purposely boorish and vulgar knowing it would put off her cousins who looked green around the gills at her stupid explanation.
She took the opportunity to snatch her phone from his grasp pocketing it.
"Five minutes, no less." Mike sounded stern but she didn't care walking away alongside the house.
Unexpectedly Antoinette was confronted by the sight of Brad Tucker sitting on the front steps of his home as she rounded the edge of the fenced off property. The fence was high enough that she could rest her elbows on it as Antoinette studied his posture finding that he was going through it. She knew beforehand that he darted Red and probably used her sister as a jump off.
The angry sixteen year old had it in her head to confront him with the sex tape of his deceased girlfriend while chiding him over his absence from her older sister's bedside. She was ready to engineer an ambush with her cousins if he didn't comply, if only to fulfill a wish of Chelsea's and deliver this guy to her in whatever condition. Antoinette wondered if he were sitting there worried about her sister or grieving for his dead girlfriend, a monster.
"BRAD!!"
His head weakly bobbed up revealing prominent bags under his eyes and a visible five o'clock shadow. He was wearing a blue and white t-shirt, some jeans, and sneakers, but looked a mess. She wondered if he'd been drinking as he continued sitting there unmoving while she looked around his large front yard.
"There ain't no fucking dogs around here, are there?"
"My dad took them with him."
He answered back not even questioning her identity or reason for addressing him from the other side of the fence at the front of his home. This made Antoinette nervous, but she resolved to go through with her plan.
"I'm coming in Brad."
"Sure."
Antoinette found the front gate a little loose on the hinges, pushing it open gingerly scanning the yard before walking up the brick inlaid walkway to the edge of his front porch. Something crunched under foot and Antoinette glanced down finding what looked like the shattered portion of a cellphone case. Her gaze traveled further finding more bits and pieces of the aforementioned phone before settling on Brad, himself. The collar of his shirt was ripped as he looked up into her face revealing a swollen left eye.
"I'm Antoinette, Chelsea's sister."
"Oh hey, I came by the hospital but saw Patty running out of there panicking and everything; so I took her somewhere to calm down. I guess uhm, they released her sex tape too." The crestfallen sound of his voice and slumped shoulders gave her pause bringing her inner fire to a simmer.
"They did something to you, too." He nodded looking away from her face to a nearby tree and bit a shrubbery on the edge of his yard.
There was a homemade swing hanging from one of its branches that Red refused to sit in after he crafted it to impress her. Her statement was definitive as she followed his gaze to the swing.
"Tried to tell my parents about it, but dad didn't wanna listen. I just wanted him to hear me because I was tired of watching my mom cry. Maybe he just didn't wanna know that his son got it from some girls. I thought maybe he'd say it was some kind of stupid prank gone bad or something. He shut me down, but I wouldn't stop talking even when he started punching me. I wanted him to know; it wasn't him in that barn getting pegged all night."
"Shit." Antoinette took a seat beside him on the porch still cautiously regarding the jock.
"We were getting into it this morning cause I didn't wanna go talk to Sheriff Reed, give my condolences for Red. I couldn't because she did this to me and I ain't gonna lie; I deserved every bit of it Antoinette. I even tried to make him look at that sex tape on my phone, but he smashed it and clocked me. He's ashamed of me even though I won that fucking game for this town. He just up and packed everybody in the car . I don't know where he went, but I'm not there. Guess I lost my family cause I got assaulted."
"Well your girlfriend's gone, but you can still press charges against Leslie, I think."
Antoinette was conflicted not wanting to concede her own anger and his words seemed to imply that her older sister might've been a jump off.
"Leslie didn't do anything to me; it was April."
"Who's that?"
"The first girl I ever failed; but not the last Antoinette. I'm sorry about what happened to your sister. I really liked her, even thought about dumping Red a few times to date her, but you know how it would've been. After I talked to Patty, saw what Red did to her and everything, I just thought Chelsea would be better off without me around."
"She asked about you this morning."
Brad perked up at this bit of information, his eyes widening for a few seconds before he slumped again all while Antoinette watched. She wanted to say something but found herself at a loss for words. Things hadn't gone as she planned leaving the sixteen year old perplexed.
"Antoinette, I think your sister is better off without somebody like me around."
"Well, why did she ask for you this morning?"
"Because she don't know me, and I like her enough to keep it that way."
"You didn't do nothing to her; you act like you did some mess around here like those cheerleader bitches. I'm telling you that she asked for you by name Brad; don't you think you should go see her, even if its to let her down?"
"Maybe."
"So, are you gonna go see her?"
"I don't know Antoinette." He was honest, both feeling a morning breeze running through the air. Not used to encountering such difficulty with another person, the spoiled teen stood up facing Brad Tucker working up some anger.
"If you don't come see her, I'm gonna kick your ass."
"Okay."
"Huh?"
"Okay, I understand you'll kick my ass and if I don't find it in myself to go there, I won't stop you. You can bash my brains out if you want because I ain't nothing but a fucking loser." Antoinette was blown away at his tacit confession, sitting down again beside the shattered jock.
"Did Red tell you that shit?"
"She told me a lot of stuff, but I never knew it was true until the night April got me all to herself for once. She hammered it home showing me how true it was; I ain't nothing but a godless sodomite. Ever since that night, I can't stop seeing her face, even when I take something to get the edge off."
"Who the fuck is April; I'm gonna pound that bitch." Her rueful retort signaled maternal instincts kicking in even as she unknowingly named the woman who'd assaulted her the night prior. Brad's eyes went wide as he turned in a panic.
"STAY AWAY FROM HER; SHE'LL MESS YOU UP REAL BAD!! SHE WILL MAKE YOU JUST LIKE ME ANTOINETTE!! PROMISE ME YOU WILL STAY AWAY FROM HER, PLEASE!! I DON'T WANT NOTHING BAD TO HAPPEN TO YOU!!"
"Get your damn hands off me." He hadn't realized his strong grasp on her bicep, but immediately released the girl.
"HEY, EVERYTHING OKAY?!!" Mike suddenly appeared at the edge of the house having climbed the fence and surreptitiously watched their exchange. Antoinette looked away from Brad finding Carlos standing at the edge of the yard just outside the fence. Brad looked at both men caring little whether he was in danger or not.
"Everything's fine, lets go." Antoinette stood up glaring at the jock who didn't meet her glance. Instead he looked at both men figuring rightfully so, they were family members as she backed off.
"I'm still gonna beat your ass if you don't go see Chelsea." She threatened as Carlos walked up the stone inlaid path to meet her.
"Yes ma'am."
"Uhm, hey uh, Brad Tucker right? I followed your championship run in the paper; good job getting that championship man." Carlos had simply meant to break the ice, but Brad straightened his back slowly standing up. Antoinette and her cousins quickly realized this guy was still in peak condition despite his situation as his gaze settled on Carlos.
"Hey, so you liked that game?"
"Yeah."
"Stay right there for a minute." All three of them didn't know what to expect as Brad disappeared inside his home for a few minutes returning to the front porch with a football.
"Go long."
He instructed Carlos motioning across his front yard towards the homemade swing in his front yard. Carlos happily cut to his left running deep into the large front yard as Brad threw the football to Antoinette's cousin before regarding her and Mike.
"That's the game ball; he can have it."
Before either of them could say anything, Brad disappeared inside slamming the door behind himself.
************
"¡Mierda, he estado atrapado en este maldito lugar todo el día esperando una llamada de su rica madre! ¡¡Podría dejarla en paz de todos modos!! ¡No es mi culpa si ella se retira!" Rosa was livid talking to one of her friends with a phone pressed against her cheek as she stood over a hot stove making her young charge a meal.
After making an emergency call earlier in the day; the housekeeper received instruction to remain at the home until further notice along with a month's pay sent to her through cash app. It wasn't what she expected happy for the sudden windfall but irritated at having to babysit an entitled trust fund baby in Leslie Anne Kennedy. Before her friend on the other side of the line could respond, Leslie called out to her from the living room where she'd been laying, still glued to her phone despite Rosa's protests.
"Coming." Rosa answered back in a learned tone of deference taking a plate of sliced up fruit into the living room where Leslie sat feet tucked under her.
"Shouldn't you be off to your other homes Rosa?" Leslie asked as she sat the plate on the coffee table taking the time to pick up some used tissues and a half empty cup of herbal tea.
"Hey, it's okay; I'm gonna hang around and take care of you for a bit." Rosa deflected.
"You can leave me alone here; I'm not gonna do anything crazy Rosa."
"How do you know?"
"Huh, excuse me?"
"Well, you was just standing there in the kitchen with a knife in your hand like you was dreaming up something bad. How do you know that won't happen again if I go away?" Her logic was simple and hard to fight, but Leslie was insistent.
"Rosa, I'm okay now." Leslie had been reclining on her side for most of the day letting the housekeeper baby her for the most part, but now she wanted a moment to herself as the world shrunk in on her to stifling extreme.
"I stay."
"Suit yourself, I'm going."
"Where you go Leslie?"
"Wherever she takes me Rosa." Leslie nodded towards the front door to her home which was bordered on either side with these narrow frosted windows.
Rosa flinched at the very real female silhouette standing on the opposite side while Leslie turned down the television able to audibly hear a dispatch radio. The bell rang a couple of times followed by some heavy knocking as Leslie righted herself glancing at Rosa.
"Answer it." The knocking was insistent scaring the housekeeper who hesitated looking as if she wanted to bolt from the house. Rosa reluctantly walked to the door stopping just short of it.
"Hola quien es?"
"Open the door ma'am, sheriff's department."
Leslie Anne Kennedy offered no resistance upon being arrested, following instruction without word as Deputy Linda cuffed her. She didn't know what to expect thinking perhaps the girl would be a carbon copy of the former Sheriff Reed's own daughter. Deputy Linda suspected her gender was the reason she'd been assigned to pick up Leslie, but respected Mooney giving him the benefit of the doubt.
Her window was fast shrinking as she hurried the cheerleader out of her home placing her in the back of the patrol car. Some neighbors in the elite gated community were already out loitering with varying degrees of interest, some wielding camera phones. Linda's eyes were hidden behind some mirror shades as she scanned the sporadic groups hanging around as another police siren chirped, albeit briefly.
"Ah dammit."
Her former boss was already parked blocking her patrol car headlight to headlight. Deputy Linda could see her former boss glaring at her from behind the wheel. Despite her initial intention of getting in and out quick, confrontation was staring her right in the face as he slowly got out looking like three miles of bad road.
"What we got here; what're you doing out of the station?" Even though he looked trashed, his tone rang aggressive, an open challenge of her authority.
"I got business here." Deputy Linda fidgeted slightly resting both fists on her gun belt pretending her hands were on her hips as he stared from her face to Leslie sitting cuffed in the backseat.
"What business is that Linda?"
"It's official, I'm bringing her down to the station if you wanna talk."
She tried to find the middle road unsure if she should press the issue that he was no longer sheriff of Maplewood. The fact that he pulled up in a patrol car gave her considerable doubt. Deputy Linda wondered if Reed found a way to squeeze out of the mayor's grasp. She glanced down at Leslie for a fleeting second. The teen's head was already lowered peering into her own lap. Deputy Linda steeled herself preparing to tell her former boss how it was, but thankfully a second alarm alerted both of them to the arrival of Mooney and Deputy Jimmy.



"What's going on out here; we got a fucking convention or something?!!" Reed tried to assert his dominance verbally over perceived subordinates noticing how both men exited the car with Deputy Jimmy hanging back while Mooney was obviously sizing him up. He looked at Deputy Linda noticing the position of her hands.
"Sir, mayor came by the station this morning; said you were being given a leave of absence." Mooney was moving laterally one hand pressed to his chest, the other hovering near his weapon. Deputy Jimmy remained behind the open door of their patrol car.
"I don't care what he said, I asked you a question!"
"Well sir, seems Bobby didn't frame it just right when he talked to you; it's uh, out of your hands. I really hate putting it to you like this, but you've been benched."
"I'll do it tomorrow, I want custody of this uh, suspect." Reed didn't miss a beat either unaware of his crazed appearance or indifferent to his employees. None of them had ever challenged him before and he wasn't going to back down living his personal mantra to the end.
Leslie looked up, watching everything from the backseat of the patrol car, visibly distressed. Deputy Linda was already fingering her weapon knowing the former sheriff wouldn't be able to survive a three way dance. His weapon sat loosely in its holster. He could draw it if he wanted with no hesitation and everybody knew where his daughter got her temper from. The defrocked lawman stared at his subordinates, eyes resting finally on Leslie.
"YOU OKAY IN THERE?!!" His voice was shaky and gravelly harsh from all the alcohol ingested over the last few hours. There was a light breeze wafting through the air as Reed stared at the gathered people, some of whom seemed panicked, but too nosey to run for cover.
"LESLIE?!!" He called out again staring directly at her face discovering abject fear mirrored there.
"I'm fine." She finally relented giving him a sliver of hope.
Just hearing her voice was mana from heaven, a tremor ran through his body at the sound of her voice that he hoped no one noticed. He looked over at Deputy Linda then to the housekeeper Rosa watching from the open doorway of Leslie's home, hands clutched to her chest. There was no doubt that any sudden movement on his part might be interpreted negatively. He glanced over looking at Mooney, audibly breathing while they were filmed by a large number of camera phones.
"Who did they put in my chair?"
"Me."
The former sheriff fought the burning anger threatening to explode from his person, not wanting Leslie to see him out of control any further. She was carrying his baby in his mind, a fragile lattice of sanity remaining to keep the peace. He processed staring intently at his former top deputy, knowing the man was right for the job before he even took it.
It was one of the reasons he leaned heavily on his subordinate over the years. He'd been intent on breaking him down mentally, emotionally, or otherwise to make himself look like the right man for a job he knew he didn't deserve. Wyatt Reed scoffed, shoulders slumping as he glanced back at Deputy Linda whose hand was now on her revolver.
"Figures, bet you couldn't wait to rub my nose in it, huh Mooney?"
"I'm gonna need your weapon sir; have you been drinking?" Deputy Jimmy tensed up watching from behind his door with the shotgun at the ready. Reed looked at acting Sheriff Mooney incredulously, then glanced back at Leslie before speaking.
"I want to talk to her, just for a minute." It was a demand half mumbled under his breath.
"I don't know if I can let you do that sir."
Reed's head dipped to the side as he rolled his shoulders causing his former subordinates to tense up. He looked as if he would pop as Jimmy brought the end of the shotgun up into his armpit. Some of the people watching from a distance started to scatter as Reed glared at the new Sheriff of Maplewood.
"She's having my baby Jeb, please." His shoulders slumped in defeat.
Sheriff Mooney took a long hard look at the fallen man standing before him before looking over at Leslie sitting in the back of the patrol car.
Leslie nodded.
"Okay Wyatt, you can talk to her for a minute or two, but I'm gonna need your weapon."
Sheriff Mooney felt a twinge of pity noticing his former employee's face lighten up a bit at being able to talk to Leslie. The deputies watched as he carefully unbuckled his gun belt holding it aloft until Deputy Linda retrieved it from his side still handling her weapon. Deputy Jimmy lowered his shotgun but didn't return it to their patrol car.
Reed stood there almost frozen in place until Sheriff Mooney nodded acquiescing to his single wish. Deputy Linda backed away a few steps as he turned arms outstretched from his sides walking to her car almost pigeon toed. The man they all knew and slaved under was long gone never to return.
Reed half stumbled to the open back window of the patrol car staring intently at Leslie caring nothing for the world around him. She sat staring straight ahead silently refusing to acknowledge his presence even as the fifty year old knelt on the gravel looking into the window at her profile. She was unmoving akin to a mannequin as he glanced down at his prostrate situation feeling rocks, pebbles and tiny bits of glass cutting into his knees.
It didn't matter one bit, because Wyatt Reed was here to shoot his final shot.
"I know about the baby; I know Leslie and I couldn't be happier. None of this matters anymore because we can be together now, get married. I want you, want this baby more than anything in the world. I don't care about anything else Leslie; I love you."
He looked down at his knees feeling the pain, hopeful that she would accept his proposal. He was already thinking ahead to raising his child, hopefully a boy that he would raise right this time. Red was gone but God had seen fit to give him a second chance to be the husband and father he should've been from the start. He was dedicated to spending the rest of his life making Leslie and their baby happy. There was nothing else he wanted in the world. Nothing else he wanted in the entire universe.
Leslie remained silent as Sheriff Mooney, the deputies and her housekeeper Rosa watched waiting for the other shoe to drop. It seemed that time had frozen for those fleeting seconds as Leslie slowly took a deep breath.
"Can you hear my voice, daddy?"
"YES!" Reed perked up at Leslie's use of her pet name for him.
"Do you understand me?"
"Yes, I do Leslie; I love you." He was shaking with joy simply from her speaking to him. His barrel chest was heaving, his mouth gaped to compensate for a near anxiety attack triggered by insane euphoria.
"I'm sorry about what happened to Red."
"Yeah, I know baby; I love you so much and I want us to be a family. I want this baby for us, want to be a good father to him." Reed was trembling with happiness, fingers interlocked in front of his chest as if in prayer to the stunning brunette teen.
"This is not your baby."
Those were the last few words he heard for the next couple of moments as audible sound left his person casting the man adrift in a hellish limbo oblivious to everyone around him. There was an echo to the spoken words, a heavy weight that landed square in his chest with the force of a cinderblock as he stared back at Leslie Kennedy's profile still unmoving. The backseat window of that patrol car was open but there might as well have been a thick brick wall between them for all he cared. His face was already twisted into something unrecognizable to his former subordinates.
"I fucked you because I was mad at your daughter. She made me do so many disgusting things, but I turned out worse than she expected. You have no idea what she did to me, and I hated her for it. I wanted my revenge; I wanted her to know how it felt to have someone stab you in the heart. So I fucked your brains out. I played with you like a toy. I enjoyed it when she caught us. I never loved you and I never will you bastard. I hate you."
The dam broke as Wyatt Reed former sheriff of Maplewood, cried like a baby.
"You will never see this baby. You will never touch this child, never know it on any level. This is not your baby and I'm rich enough to keep you away from it until you are dead. My family is wealthy, but you'd never even come close to making me use their money even with the best lawyer in the country. You are not the father. You will never be the father of my baby. I want you to listen and understand this daddy."
"Leslie." He mumbled still kneeling by the window as she craned her head looking him directly in the eyes.
"GO TO HELL!!!"
Leslie Anne Kennedy screamed in his face so loud, everyone present heard it. It carried with an empty echo like the remnants of a gun fired as she turned profile again. No one present knew what would happen next but Sheriff Mooney and Deputy Linda inched closer for altogether different reasons.
Reed was oblivious to the people hovering over him as he struggled to his feet standing a head taller than all of them. He glanced at Mooney for a few seconds nodding silently, then stared at Deputy Jimmy lips drawn tight on his face. Linda was positioned less than a foot away expecting him to lunge inside the patrol car and throttle his lover.
"You take care now; I'm going."
There was no idea if he was speaking with Leslie or his former coworkers. She was still sitting there staring straight ahead, shunning the shattered man. She'd inadvertently completed her mission to destroy the father of her best friend and worst enemy simultaneously.
"Hey Wyatt, let me have the keys' I'll drop you back home, okay?" Sheriff Mooney offered an olive branch emphasizing with the pain Reed was experiencing.
"No, its alright; I'm gonna hoof it back home. I need some air in my lungs Mooney; you're going to be a great sheriff for this town." Reed gingerly planted the patrol car keys in Mooney's palm, followed by the badge that defined his station in life for close to a decade.
"Come on, let me take you home Wyatt."
"I've made up my mind."
Reed turned staring longingly at the woman who'd rejected him, then at Deputy Linda nodding his head. He shoved hands in his pockets biting into his lower lip as a thought ran through his mind. He inched within earshot of Deputy Linda's patrol car passing the back window.
"Humbert Jenkins is gonna be A-Okay." He mumbled puzzling his former subordinates.
Leslie's eyes went wide, her mouth opening as she looked around failing to see the man she destroyed shuffling off. She twisted in her seat trying to look behind her out the back window as Deputy Linda noticed.
"MS. KENNEDY, YOU SETTLE DOWN IN THERE!!" It was futile, Reed was already half off the block heading towards the entrance of the gated community.
Leslie lost it becoming hysterical enough that Sheriff Mooney, his deputies, and Rosa crowded her at the patrol car. She knew what was implied, horrified at the thought of bringing more pain to the person she selfishly loved more than herself. Deputy Jimmy was busy warding off onlookers intent on crowding the patrol car to film the proceedings with their phones.
"Ma'am, what is it?" Sheriff Mooney asked looking off in the direction Reed had gone while Deputy Linda and Rosa struggled with Leslie.
**************
"That was uh, weird." Mike commented now behind the wheel while Antoinette rode shotgun. Carlos had taken the backseat currently enraptured by a surprise acquisition in the form of Brad Tucker's game ball.
"Whatever, I can't believe I ended up with the game ball." Carlos commented.
"Hey Antoinette, you okay?" Mike side eyed his cousin finding her brooding more than before. Both brothers were worried as she fidgeted about coming out of her jacket.
"What the fuck is wrong with this town?" She commented.
"Hey, I bet shit weirder than this goes on in a lot of these small backwoods towns. Don't sweat it, we come from a good family with morals; Chelsea just got caught up trying to help one of your friends."
"Patty was cool, but she was always looking for a come up and my sister just went along with it. Now she's in the hospital and her friend is on the down low because of some stupid shit she got herself into. I'm sitting here trying to figure out if I should put my foot up Patty's stanky butt for getting Chelsea involved. She's the one who talked my sister into joining that cheerleader shit in the first place."
"I think you should just concentrate on going to school and helping your sister recover." Mike did his best to be the voice of reason amongst the trio, but he was starting to feel it after the incident with April and now Brad Tucker.
"What cereal box did you get that shit from?" Carlos chimed in favoring the football in his hand.
"Shut up fool."
"I'm just saying maybe Antoinette's right."
"Right about what?"
"Everything."
Antoinette looked into the backseat heartened that maybe her cousin was starting to come around. Instead she found Carlos trying to covertly snicker obviously trolling her. She quickly snatched the football tossing it out the window into the blurred scenery.
"HEY!!"
Half of Carlos body was suddenly in the front seat as he desperately snatched after the long gone football while Mike laughed his ass off. Antoinette shoved back with an elbow trying to push him into the backseat. He looked back out the rear window seeing Brad Tucker's game ball bounce off another vehicle flying into a wooded area on the side of the road.
"MAKE A U-TURN MIKE, I GOTTA GET THAT BALL MAN!!" Carlos sounded desperate, his whining making his older brother laugh outloud as he hit a sharp U-turn making Antoinette inadvertently fly into her passenger side door.
"HEY!!" She yelled as the car sped halfway down the road barely stopping herself from flying into the dashboard with both hands outstretched.
Carlos jumped out of the car angry stopping momentarily to reach inside the passenger window punching her in the shoulder. Antoinette was way ahead of her cousin batting away his other attempts at hitting her digging her nails into the top of his fist. Carlos was just about two years older, but she'd always bested him physically in their youth.
"BITCH!!" Mike was still laughing his ass off as Carlos ran off into the tall, sun baked grass at the side of the road looking for his prize. Antoinette sat there gathering herself before noticing Mike watching.
"You better go help him find that ball or I'm gonna leave you on the side of the road."
"Bullshit."
"Try me, Antoinette." Mike threatened completely bluffing, but she didn't know that. Her older cousin had one of the best poker faces in his county. Antoinette scoffed jumping out of the car slamming his door as hard as she could.
"Asshole."
"Don't come back without that ball." Mike received a one finger salute for his troubles looking into his rear view mirror as she walked into the tall grass disappearing from view. He went to his phone reading some text messages.
She walked deep into the tall browning grass slapping intermittently at the mosquitoes biting at her uncovered arms wishing she hadn't taken her jacket off in the car. Antoinette was convinced Mike would leave her there on the lonely stretch of road if she didn't at least help Carlos find that game ball.
The sounds of chirping insects and birds assailed her ears as she realized this was truly the middle of nowhere noticing a high brick wall off in the distance separated by the patch of wooded greenery she was currently traversing. Antoinette recognized it as the border of the rich side of Maplewood little more than a tiny makeshift neighborhood for a high end middle class as her foot nudged the aforementioned game ball.
Antoinette retrieved the ball weighing it in her hand as she considered tossing it further into the wood to spite her cousin Mike. Ultimately another need superseded that thought as she looked around checking her surroundings feeling the need to pee. She dropped the ball gathering up the hem of her t-shirt dropping her pants squatting in the tall grass, nervous.
After a few minutes, Antoinette could hear the crunch of foliage under footfalls figuring it was Carlos. She leaned forward placing her hands on the game ball considering showing it to him before tossing if further into the wood. Antoinette managed to get her pants up as he approached. She was obscured in the tall grass hidden from view.
Instead of Carlos, Antoinette found herself looking at this disheveled, visibly distraught man who looked like some saddle bum walking the backroads. She opted to stay hidden in a standing squat taking stock of the man who slowly walked by with this weak shambling gait. He looked as if he would tumble over at any minute suddenly stopping in place. Antoinette could hear the man talking to himself thinking him crazed.
"Humbert Jenkins, yeah you're gonna miss that punk when he's dead. You're gonna beg me to come back, but I'm just gonna take my baby. He's mine, I-deserve that baby after what you did to my little girl. You're gonna cry Leslie, cry for me but I'm gonna take that baby somewhere you'll never find him. Oh, I'm sorry I failed you. I should've been a better father; we should've taken on the world together. You were right about us Melissa."
Reed had no idea he was being observed by one of his daughter's victims.
"RED!!!" He suddenly screamed at the top of his lungs almost falling on his face in the grass.
Antoinette watched the distraught man facepalm openly weeping into his hand as she took a good look at his uniform realizing he was a cop. She inadvertently crunched some brush underfoot drawing his attention. Antoinette got a good look at Reed's war torn features. She realized this was the sheriff of Maplewood, father of the girl who'd hospitalized her sister Chelsea. He continued onward as she stood up with the football.
"HEY MAN!!" She yelled without thinking.
Reed stopped short turning back to look at the sixteen year old for a few seconds, lightly nodding. There was no doubt this man had been emotionally gutted.
"Yes?"
"YOUR DAUGHTER PUT MY SISTER IN THE FUCKING HOSPITAL!!" Antoinette accused standing there with the game ball in her hands.
"I'm very sorry." She was caught off guard for the second time that morning blinking profusely at the offered apology. He turned away beginning to stalk off, but she wasn't through with the mentally battered man.
"HEY, I'M TALKING TO YOU!!" Antoinette screamed after him.
Reed didn't acknowledge her shambling off down the road with single minded purpose of criminal intent known only to himself. Antoinette's eyes narrowed, the feeling of disrespect from this man overwhelming her as she weighed the game ball in her hand.
"FUCK-YOU!!" Brad Tucker's game ball hit him dead center back of the head with a heavy thud.
Reed stopped in his tracks picking up the ball staring at it for a few seconds, before turning to find her standing there, chest heaving with rage. He lightly tossed the ball at her feet content to continue on his way. She would never know the former sheriff was focused on getting home to the cabinet holding his arsenal. He was intent on doing one last thing to hurt the lover who'd shattered his world. It would be motivated simply to elicit a genuine emotional response from Leslie Kennedy towards himself. He wanted her to feel something for him, even hate. Reed turned half hobbling off making Antoinette bristle with rage.
"NO TE LEVES DE MI MADRE FUCKER!! ¡¡TE VOY A MATAR PORQUE NO PUEDO MATAR A TU HIJA, PERRA!!" Despite being sixteen years of age, Antoinette was a sizable, slightly chubby version of her older sister. She tackled him from the back with a running lunge capturing the back of his thighs. Wyatt Reed went down like a sack of bricks as she climbed up his back raining blows to the back and side of his head.



The teen laid in several clubbing blows to his right temple and eye, a woman possessed. Reed jostled around on the grass under her in no condition for a fight after a night of binge drinking and emotional distress. He only wanted to dislodge the girl and continue on his way. He was being stopped from getting a pound of flesh he'd wanted since being shunned by the love of his life. Antoinette freed the beast going feral windmilling both of her chunky fists into his head exclusively.
Visions of Chelsea laid up in her hospital bed were juxtaposed with April overpowering and assaulting her on the floor of a women's restroom. She went wholly feral determined to beat this man to death if possible. She hadn't realized she was crying loudly in between piercing shrieks that carried down the road. Reed managed to roll on his side catching the girl by surprise as she tumbled onto her head. He flattened his palms against the hearth feeling punch drunk simply trying to stand up as Antoinette recovered sobbing wildly.
"HEY WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS SHIT?!!" Carlos appeared out of the tall grass getting the wrong impression as Reed stumbled in his direction about to topple over. Over his shoulder Antoinette was nursing a visible bruise on her temple.
Carlos launched a right hook that caught the former sheriff full on the chin flooring him instantly.
Antoinette ran in suddenly stomping on the man's head several times before getting a handful of his shirt laying in several sucker punches to his nose smashing it. The cousins continued battering the disgraced lawman eventually kicking and stomping on him not realizing Reed wasn't fighting back. Reed curled up into a ball hoping he wouldn't die. He wanted to live long enough to put a bullet right between Humbert Jenkin's eyes. Mike's car suddenly appeared on the side of the road speeding backward in reverse, stopping on a dime.
"WHAT HAPPENED?!!" Antoinette and Carlos regarded him as their elder ran around the back of the car.
"THIS FUCKER ATTACKED ANTOINETTE!!" Carlos screamed outraged as Mike noticed blood trickling down the side of his little cousin's face.
She stared back huffing as both backed off looking down at the man curled into a ball. All of them exchanged glances for a few seconds before his eyes settled on Reed who looked like roadkill at this point. He rolled over again slowly edging to his feet about to apologize again.
Mike shocked them both by laying a decisive blow right between the former sheriff's eyes.
All of them watched the man fall backwards unconscious rolling down an incline hidden by the tall grass. None of them knew what to do next as Antoinette flopped down on her butt hiding her face in her hands sobbing. After a few moments she noticed the game ball within reach picking it up holding it to her chest. The trio believed they'd murdered a man not realizing he was unconscious. None of them were willing to go find out if Reed was alive as Mike helped her to stand.
"Sorry about throwing your ball out the window," Antoinette apologized to Carlos.
************
Deputy Jimmy sat behind the wheel of his patrol car as he tooled onto a block drifting to a stop in front of the home he'd been trying to visit with Mooney before word of Reed came over dispatch. After the former sheriff's patrol car was relinquished, it was decided that each of the three deputies would split up to close the dysfunctional circle surrounding the now deceased queen of Maplewood High.
Deputy Jimmy was given the task of picking up April regarding the allegations from Patricia Clark and the revenge porn circulating throughout town. The embattled cheerleader had been coerced into something that resulted in a man's death. Somebody had to answer for this, and then there were allegations of sexual assault committed by two women.
"Shit, let's get this done." He turned off the car just as his phone started ringing. Deputy Jimmy pressed a finger to his temple finding that his live-in girlfriend was calling on face time, no less.
"Treena, I'm kind of busy here." Her angry face appeared full frame in his phone.
"You busy dipping your fucking wick in that Flora Bell bitch, huh?" She'd clocked him that morning before slamming their bathroom door in Jimmy's face. He would've hashed it out, but she stayed inside until he was gone.
"Honey, I'm on official business; we can talk when I get home."
"You talk to yourself butt head, I'm tired of listening to the poop falling out of your mouth!"
"Well what're you calling me for; what do you want?" Deputy Jimmy was being wholly facetious.
"You ain't nothing but a cheating dog!"
Treena was full on raging, a disembodied head in the face of his phone. Deputy Jimmy looked over his shoulder at the home presumably holding his suspect figuring it was too much to add to his day considering what he'd just seen with former sheriff Reed.
"If it's that much of a problem just leave the fucking keys on the table." This was his go to gambit to win disagreements with his lazy lady love. She always backed down when he floated the idea of her moving out.
"I'm gonna do that when I get back home, you jerk; I got myself a date tonight and I'm gonna put out because he knows my fucking name! You can eat me before I throw them keys in your stupid face!" Oddly enough her usual monotone was still present despite the raging emotion. Deputy Jimmy detected some laughter in the background fearing the worst.
"Treena where are you-ARE YOU OVER SOME GUY'S FREAKING HOUSE RIGHT NOW?!!" The laughter in the background ramped up tenfold. He could hear some female laughter intermingled figuring maybe she was hanging out with some of her gaming buddies.
"No you dumbass; I'M AT YOUR FUCKING JOB!!"
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING THERE?!!"
"DROPPING OFF ALL YOUR NASTY LAUNDRY ASSHOLE!! I KNEW YOU WAS SEEING SOME STANKIN POOH BUTT, I BEEN KEEPING ALL YOUR DIRTY DRAWERS FROM EVERY TIME YOU CAME HOME FROM CHEATING ON ME, ASS HAT!! CHECK IT OUT FUCK NUT!!"
Treena drew back from the phone revealing that she was indeed standing in front of the sheriff's station. In fact, she was standing in the parking lot at the entrance to the one story building. His unmentionables and a few extra items including a bowling trophy were strewn about the parking lot.
"TREENA!!"
A number of his coworkers were standing around laughing their asses off, one deputy was holding a pair of soiled boxers up with a stick. There was a visible skid mark in the crotch making Deputy Jimmy lose his temper.
"Hey, you can talk to my pussy, nasty butt!" Treena was having a moment of liberation going so far as to stick the phone inside her shorts giving him an up close with her unshaved muff. The phone went dead abruptly cutting off the cacophony of raucous laughter.
"FUCKING-BITCH!!" Deputy Jimmy got behind the wheel of his patrol car catching himself just as he was turning the ignition. He leaned back in his seat composing himself remembering there was still a job to do.
"Get it together man, we gotta take care of the shit first." He ran a comb through his slightly thinning hair before exiting the patrol car walking up onto April's presumed porch.
Predictably, his phone started ringing when his foot hit the first step. Deputy Jimmy wisely switched it off after verifying it was Treena calling again. The deputy took stock of the home's front porch unable to see into the front room window due to heavy curtains. Patricia Clark's confession of culpability in Coach Hamblen's death and the description of what had been done to her gave the man pause before ringing the doorbell.
Deputy Jimmy walked back down on the sidewalk taking a gander down the side of the house detecting some faint music coming from the perceived backyard. He decided to investigate the source of that music finding a woman hanging some sheets on a clothesline in the backyard. She was wearing this white rayon dress with tiny roses designed into the material. A frumpy wool sweater covered her upper half with the sash hanging loosely from her waist.
"Uhm, ma'am?"
She turned quickly hands to her bosom, the motion snatching the sheet in her grasp down so fast, the clothesline was vibrating. Some hung unmentionables ended up on the un-mowed browning grass littered with dandelions. Her pale features were moderately attractive, although her cheeks a bit jowly. Her face was devoid of makeup attesting to a natural beauty that seemed to be fading with time. This woman had the bluest eyes that were registering a wealth of apprehension at the sight of Deputy Jimmy.
"What has she done now?" He did a doubletake at her words upon noticing his uniform.
"Uhm, I'm looking for a kid named April."
"She doesn't live here anymore. I put her out." A cheap radio sat in a dilapidated lawn chair which matched the house's current neglected state as Deputy Jimmy folded his arms, rubbing his chin.
"And you are?"
"Her mother, name's Hannah but I usually use my middle name Betty; can't stand my last name Miller either." She seemed a bit flighty in the head, but in a tragic manner he couldn't put a finger on at the moment. The song "White Bird" by It's a Beautiful Day flowed from the radio as he found himself staring noticing that she kept the sheet in front of her torso, looking frightened despite knowing he was the law.
"Sorry to come back here without announcing myself ma'am, uhm, Mrs. Miller; I didn't mean to startle you." Deputy Jimmy glanced down finding a woman's slip on the grass bending over intent on putting it back on the clothesline.
"YOU DON'T HAVE TO DO THAT OFFICER!!" Hannah panicked dropping the sheet as she snatched the garment from his fingers.
"Uhm, sorry about that Mrs. Miller." He was caught off guard suddenly realizing this woman was sporting a ridiculously large bust that strained the buttons on her simple frock.
Her breasts were so big, there were gaps in the material of her cheap dress leaving voids that exposed the brassiere underneath along with the single line that informed her immense cleavage. She followed the trajectory of his gaze to her bust quickly wrapping the sweater about her chest even knotting the sash tightly at her waist.
"It's fine, just call me Hannah; I'm trying that for a while. There ain't no husband no more." There was a bit of salt in her voice that touched Deputy Jimmy along with the conflicted look on her face. It felt like she was worried he would attack her or something.
"I am truly sorry for your loss, ma'am."
"He ain't dead, he just ain't here no more." Deputy Jimmy cringed inside, internally fighting his urges knowing he was there to arrest her daughter.
"April move in with your ex-husband?"
"No, he's halfway across the country and I put her out yesterday; I don't think he could handle her now officer."
"Your daughter got any friends around here?" Deputy Jimmy was doing his best not to look at her bust and failing miserably. Hannah seemed to ignore it likely out of learned indifference.
"Uh, you might want to check with this girl Melissa Reed; she's the daughter of your boss, the sheriff. That nasty sodomite is uhm, April's girlfriend."
He was thrown for a loop at the fact this woman didn't know of Red's demise when it had been plastered all over the town by local news along with the sex tape currently circulating around Maplewood. This was ironic considering this was one of the charges being leveled against her daughter.
"That's not, uhm feasible."
"Why because your boss is the sheriff? If there's any place April would be, it's by the side of that evil girl. My daughter worships the ground she walks on officer."
"Hannah, I guess you don't know this, but Melissa has died."
"Oh my, I guess God's judgement was swift." The woman didn't even blink.
"Uhm yeah right; is there anywhere else your daughter would be? No other friends, nobody?" He couldn't reconcile the crestfallen look on her face with words that slightly outed her as some sort of religious zealot.
"I pulled her from school earlier this year because those cheerleaders were bullying her every day; they beat my daughter and tore her clothes off because of her breasts, made her walk out in front of that school naked! Then next thing I know my daughter is engaged in all sorts of debauchery with that-that Red person!! Caught both of them in bed, doing it!! That evil witch even put her hands on me something fierce and April too!!"
Hannah was starting to panic reliving the memories. Deputy Jimmy was conflicted on how to comfort her without touching but resolved to keep a good distance between them.
"I'm really sorry about that, but April is in real trouble ma'am."
"I'm not surprised, caught her up in that house trying to rape another girl officer!! They were fighting each other and if I hadn't come home early, she would've killed that girl!!" Deputy Jimmy quickly pulled out his phone switching it on bringing up a pic of Patricia Clark.
"This girl, Patricia Clark?" He showed Hannah the photo on the face of his phone making sure to keep his distance.
"WHO IS THAT?!!" She looked genuinely surprised.
"A girl who has reported your daughter for sexual assault Hannah; ma'am this is really bad, you sure you don't know where April is currently staying?" He tried not to sound accusatory, opting for the middle road verbally.
"She doesn't have any friends, never has and never will if what you're saying is true! I should've disowned her a long time ago, but I thought I could bring the lord into her life!! All this time, she was doing the devil's work in her room while I was working nights!! I've been trying to cleanse my house of her evil, but it's hard!! Real hard officer!! Every time I come home I've got to see that hole in her bedroom door the other girl made trying to get away from her satanic influence. I keep cleaning, but it's not enough!!"
Deputy Jimmy glanced at the laundry hanging on the clothesline looking down finding several stuffed garbage bags full of women's clothing.
"This is her stuff, right?"
"I got tired of throwing it out on the curb and the garbage man said they'd have to bill me for the extra stuff. I thought I could get some use out of her things by donating it to the needy; I've done my best to wash the evil out of these clothes so that other people aren't affected. Even read the bible over the wash." At this point Deputy Jimmy was way over her physical attributes glancing towards the house.
"Mind if I take a look inside, ma'am?"
"Be careful I burned some sage, but I still haven't cleansed the house fully." Deputy Jimmy backed away keeping a watchful eye on the woman hand at his holster as he tried the back door knob. The screen door opened easily, somewhat rickety as he gained entrance into the kitchen situated at the rear of the home.
"Fuck."
Deputy Jimmy found himself staring at the jagged hole in April's bedroom door. The interior of that smashed opening was inky black prompting the man to cautiously try the door, hand on his pistol. Even though this girl's mother said April was thrown to the streets, it felt as if someone might pounce from the darkness. Deputy Jimmy shoved the door open reaching inside switching on the lights.
A barren room was illuminated.
Gone were the numerous posters and flyers already trashed in a fit by April's mother. Most of the plastic bins that held her comics and other trinkets had also been thrown out. The bed remained sans the bedside table that had been included with the purchase of the home long ago and for some odd reason, April's television was sitting in a corner with the screen facing the wall. The bed was stripped and covered with a sheer plastic sheet. It was the kind they used at retirement homes for incontinent residents. Deputy Jimmy observed numerous stains on the mattress some of which were obviously blood. The hair prickled on his neck as he heard the screen door open finding Hannah standing at the end of the corridor watching.
"I keep washing and scrubbing, but those stains won't come out; I'm too embarrassed to have somebody come pick up that mattress.
"Uh, don't do any more cleaning; I'll get somebody to take care of this Hannah." She didn't seem to realize that she might be contaminating a crime scene.
"Thank you, but will you do me a favor officer?"
"What?"
"Can you remove something now?"
"Sure."
Hannah Betty Miller, April's mother entered the room walking lightly to the bed. She stopped short at the foot of her daughter's bed motioning towards the closet. Deputy Jimmy stared for a few seconds before coming over as she backed away. He wasn't sure what to expect finding that Hannah looked away almost ashamed. He just went with it snatching the door wide open.
"Shit."
Just inside the door hanging on a nail was a strap on harness with a huge black dildo attached. Deputy Jimmy facepalmed almost laughing into his hand because he was worried there was a body inside. Hannah looked perplexed as he glanced between his fingers noticing something odd. There was a nail, a screw actually protruding from the head of the fake phallus.
"What the hell?" He noticed a crimson tint on the end of the screw fishing his phone out snapping a few photos of the sex toy.
"She was trying to use that thing on the other girl; I guess that's what they were fighting about. I came home and found the other girl whaling away on the door with that baseball bat over there in the corner." There was a bat resting in the corner that he hadn't noticed before.
"Your daughter was trying to use this on Red?"
"No, the other one who came by a few times; the brunette girl that was kinda prettier than my daughter and that Red person. Both of them were naked, April was wearing that thing in the closet. I grabbed her and the other girl ran away."
Deputy Jimmy was snapping pics of the shattered bedroom door and the mattress while April's mother watched wringing her hands. She looked truly haunted by what she'd witnessed.
"Hannah, I'm gonna need you to come down to the station and give us a proper statement, okay?"
"Anything you say, I just couldn't deal with her anymore; you gonna stop her?"
"I just wanna find her ma'am; you wouldn't happen to have a recent photo of her I could borrow, do you?" Hanna somberly walked out of the bedroom turning to motion for Deputy Jimmy to follow her.
They walked down the corridor to the living room. All of the furniture there was covered in plastic illuminated by the sunlight as Hannah opened a curtain. She was trembling a little still wary of being alone with a man, opting to also open and crack the front door too. Deputy Jimmy glanced around as she sat on the couch leaning over holding her sweater closed with one hand, retrieving some albums with the other. He knew better than to have a seat next to this woman standing just close enough as she thumbed through the album.
"Hey, could you turn that one page back please." Hannah turned the page back revealing a photo of two kids, one presumably her daughter the other known to him and the town at large.
"Is that uhm, Brad Tucker?"
"Both of them grew up together for the most part, I even thought that boy would make an honest woman out of April one day; then I caught both of them right here in this living room wallowing in sin. I rebuked him from this house forever and April never forgave me for that. He was one of her only friends, then she popped up with that witch Red. Sometimes I wished I'd never come home and let them fornicate; then my daughter might not have gone crazy."
"I don't know, hindsight is 2020 Hannah; The Tucker boy was dating Red; did you know that?"
"The affairs of children outside of my daughter are of no consequence to me."
"Yeah, right." Hannah thumbed through one of the smaller albums stopping suddenly on a page peeling back the flimsy plastic wrapping withdrawing a photo, oblivious to the disdain on Deputy Jimmy's face. He stared at the photo offered for a few moments before taking it for a look at her reportedly infamous daughter.



"This was taken right before the school year started; uhm, sorry for her shameful attire." Hannah apologized still wringing her hands nervously.
"Well, there you are April." Mother and daughter were pictured in one of those old school family portraits with a somber blue background.
It was the type of family photo that had gone out of style with the advent of digital media. Hannah Betty Miller was dressed in the frumpiest old lady dress she could find expertly hiding her charms while her daughter visible from the abdomen upward, wore a simple long sleeved pink top with a very slight V-neck. It wasn't a plunging neckline, but the teen's obvious inherited charms were on full display in grandiose fashion through no fault of her own.
Although her cleavage was visually hinted at with a single deep line emerging from that muted neckline, her bust overpowered the lower portion of the photo. The dyed inky hair on her head framed a roundish cherubic looking face starkly devoid of makeup. Both women wore strained, manufactured smiles strictly for the camera.
"I just wanted a nice picture I could put on the mantle for this living room, but she had to go and ruin it. She was probably already the devil's concubine when we took that for all I know. I don't have any other children, just a criminal and a godless sodomite for a daughter. I guess God is punishing us both, huh officer?"
"I can't speak on it ma'am; perhaps you should try to find some compassion. I think that's in the bible as well; I've gotta go find your daughter on the streets. Don't you think she's scared? Maybe we can help her out with some kind of family services. I'm gonna call up Ms. Robby, she's our social service person. You're welcome to participate if that's what you really want."
"YOU THINK I DIDN'T TRY TO HELP MY DAUGHTER?!!" Hannah suddenly exploded in a fit of rage, more ashamed than angry at the man standing in her living room.
"Hannah, I wouldn't presume a thing, but there's been too much going on around here and now the law is involved. One troubled girl is already dead, and did you even stop to think about the toll that's taking on her father no matter what you might think of her? Sheriff Reed lost his kid and his job, nobody got no compassion for him either Hannah." Deputy Jimmy hadn't meant to lecture the woman, but the words seemed to flow naturally as a visceral reaction to her disdain for her own child.
"I love my daughter, but she's a monster."
"Yeah right, okay I'm going now. We'll call and set you up for an interview down at the station. Do you even want to know when I arrest your kid, or not?"
"She's legally an adult."
Hannah tightened the sash about her waist, folding her arms across her own huge bust averting her gaze as he left the house through the front door. Moments later, she could hear his patrol car speeding off in pursuit of her only child.
**************
Her beat up Gremlin skidded to a stop reminding Treena that her wayward boyfriend failed to fix her breaks like he'd promised almost a year earlier. Her backseat was full of stuffed boxes filled with the remainder of her belongings packed but never brought into his home since the day she'd moved herself into his place. Some discarded clothing and tattered boxes containing some plastic toys tumbled over the front seat into her lap. Treena scoffed in monotone fashion tossing these things aside before retrieving a chintzy eyeshadow pallet from her glove compartment.
"I'll fix you butthead; I'm gonna fuck the stuffing out of this guy and tell you all about it. Then we gonna make up and you gonna eat my pussy." Strains of "Loving You" by Minnie Riperton flowed from her radio as Treena touched up her makeup in the rear view mirror.
Repeatedly being called another woman's name by Deputy Jimmy had finally worn the tall former athlete down. Sometimes she told herself he was a means to an end keeping her out of her mother's house which freed the twentysomething of the nonstop barrage of acidic parental advice that continuously flowed from her parents.
"Damn cheater, I'll show you a thing or two." Treena reached into the garbage stuffed glove compartment pulling a half used vial of lipstick coating her lips with too much of it internally goading herself into action.
With no one else to vent to, Treena retreated to her online clique with her relationship problems excoriating Deputy Jimmy in such epic fashion that she received obvious crap advice to cheat on her wayward boyfriend in retaliation. Of course her friends were pranking her, but Treena ever the proverbial dim bulb, took the advice to heart. One of her online associates, some guy named DJ hit her up on Discord feeding her disenchanted narrative until it became apparent he was auditioning for the part of her lover.
The tall, willowy woman managed to work up the courage to send him a few pics of her bra covered breasts and a shot of her butt partially fueling their late night overtures into a fever pitch. Deputy Jimmy's verbal fopaa of calling her Flora Bell that morning, was the verbal trigger she needed to pursue comfort elsewhere.
"I'm gonna fuck this guy all day and tell you all about it; might even let him get the butthole, too."
Treena pulled a small bottle of mouthwash from the floor of her car chugging and swishing it about as she rolled her window down spitting it out on the street. She facepalmed realizing she was on a residential street noticing an elderly man mowing his lawn a few feet away. They exchanged stares for a few moment as he nodded obviously thinking her trash.
"Uhm, sorry." Treena apologized through her open side window. The old guy didn't acknowledge her picking up some hedge clippers starting to trim a bush in front of his modest track home.
Treena sat there hunched over listening to the rest of the song letting Minnie Riperton's soulful singing lull her into action. She was nervous about the prospect of sleeping with another man despite his obvious cheating. She'd squeezed into this tiny crop top with "Angel" written on the chest, the kind with the halo over the "A" coupled with a single cartoonish skate paired up with these words, spewing flames.
A tiny pair of cutoff denim shorts barely covered her longish, lean looking butt while she wore some knee length athletic socks matched with a pair of blue stiletto heels. DJ, her online potential lover spoke often of his love for women in socks and heels, so she was obliged to live up to his fantasy.
"Uh shit, guess I gotta do this." Now, it was time to put up or shut up.
Treena looked through her passenger side window at the modest white home with the well-kept lawn. There was a sprinkler watering the grass and a flowerbox under the front room window. She noted the condition of the home before looking at his pic sent to her on her phone. DJ was at least a year or two older but possessed a boyish charm that reminded the tall woman of a Harry Styles or some other teen heartthrob. He'd only sent two photos, but her favorite was him pictured sitting on a boat. DJ promised her a ride on the boat someday.
"Yeah, I'll worry about it later."
Treena slowly got out of the car leaving the windows finding the elderly neighbor across the street watching again. They exchanged glances for a few seconds before she realized he was looking at her salacious attire. She was instantly forced to do a reverse walk of shame rounding the front of her vehicle tugging down on the back of her cutoff shorts knowing the old man was watching.
It made her feel like a prostitute as she walked briskly up the walkway noticing a discarded big wheel on the lawn near the front door. Treena rang the doorbell more times than she intended wanting to get inside before anybody else happened along. She was surprised when a stern, hardened looking woman in a denim house dress and flowery apron answered.
"CAN I HELP YOU?!!" The woman yelled pointblank in Treena's face also noticing her shameful attire.
"Uhm, I uh, was looking for DJ?" This woman had some especially harsh features making peering at her problematic because it was something akin to looking at the stone faces on Mount. Rushmore.
It was like staring at a brick wall as she glanced over to her immediate right. Treena followed the trajectory of her gaze finding a boy standing there in a red hoodie and some cargo shorts with a ballcap backwards on his blonde head. This kid was walking by with a freshly opened bag of microwave popcorn in his hands. He stopped on a dime looking at the woman and Treena in the half opened doorway.
"CATFISHING AGAIN CHARLIE; I'M GONNA WHIP YOUR ASS GOOD THIS TIME BOY!!" Charlie's eyes went saucer wide as he broke out leaving popcorn everywhere. His mother slammed the door in Treena's face with enough force that her ears were left ringing.
"Damn, I'm stupid."
************
"Well ain't this an unsuspected shit show." Deputy Jimmy sat behind the wheel of his patrol in gridlocked traffic behind two cars and a semitrailer.
He considered turning on the siren but relented deciding to rest there in place as he glanced over noticing the photo of April on his passenger side seat. After dealing with his newly estranged girlfriend, his partner's sudden promotion and the drama surrounding the former sheriff, Deputy Jimmy settled back in his seat listening to some country music.
He picked up the photograph intently staring at the two women pictured. He took stock of mother and daughter respectively finding a tragic beauty in both. The elder Miller had done nothing to deflect from the shadow of her bad parenting making the deputy wonder about the mental condition of her only child. The woman's demeanor screamed of some sort of sexual trauma to the deputy.
The car directly in front of him shifted to the left seeking the furthest lane leaving him witness to the further deluge of cars and trucks that seemed to shifting off in the opposite direction. Deputy Jimmy moved forward into the vacant lane earning an angry honk of the horn until the driver in that vehicle realized he was the local law. He smirked noticing the other car decelerate a little.
He went back to the picture trying to figure out its siren call checking out Hannah for a few seconds before looking at April more intently. There was something about the forced smile on her face that spoke volumes. Both women were well endowed with huge busts, but the daughter far surpassed her mother. His eye settled on the muted line that appeared at the end of her v-neckline.
"Shit, are you kidding me?" A van was trying to pass him on the driver's side lane.
Deputy Jimmy waved off the impatient looking man behind the wheel incredulous that he would try to pass in front of a patrol car. Most people tended to linger behind until he moved onward, but this guy looked agitated for a few seconds before remembering himself.
"Where's the fire, hombre?" Deputy Jimmy asked himself noting another vehicle tailgating him as he glanced at the photo admiring the expanded busts of both women. The other vehicle eventually shifted over to the far lane which was less crowded as a dusty looking Chevy nova pulled into its place.
"COME ON RICKY, YOU BLOWING IT MAN!!"
"FUCK YOU JIM; ITS MY CAR AND YOU GET OUT IF YOU DON'T LIKE IT!!" Two teens were sitting behind the wheel arguing within earshot of Deputy Jimmy. He glanced over for a few seconds before leaning forward to turn up his radio.
"WELL IF YOU KICK ME OUT, I'M NOT PAYING AND YOU CAN STAY A FUCKING CHERRY!!" The pimply faced teen retorted ruefully as Deputy Jimmy paused listening more intently.
"THAT'S MESSED UP JIM, I THOUGHT WE WAS BOYS AND BESIDES, I SAW THOSE HOOTERS, FIRST!!" Deputy Jimmy perked up straight in his seat looking at the quarreling duo who noticed and decelerated appropriately.
"Fuck me."
He glanced down at the photo looking directly at April realizing he was driving down hooker's row, a stretch of road that led right out of Maplewood. The gridlocked traffic suddenly made sense. He had been on his way towards Happy's to pick up some takeout oblivious to that fact.
He caught himself before the siren could be switched on, instead driving a lane over riding the curb. He didn't want to draw attention to himself figuring out the cause of the afternoon gridlock. Deputy Jimmy glanced over out the passenger side of his patrol car finding the sidewalk bordered on the opposite side by a wooded incline. He bit the bullet and pulled up onto the sidewalk stopping the car. The photo was snatched off the seat as the deputy hoofed it up the stretch noticing a few daytime working girls several feet ahead.
They scurried in to the brush some of them while others stood their ground already jeering surprised when the deputy bypassed them his target already in sight. Deputy Jimmy kicked himself inside recalling that brief sighting a night or two ago that stayed with him. She was a walking spectacle that first night and nothing had changed between then and now. To some in this small hick town it was worth the price of admission just seeing her.
"You've found me." April stood there beside a pickup truck, two stuffed backpacks at her feet.
The short curly hair formerly blonde was now jet black shortened ringlets framing her pale cherubic features. Heavy mascara framed the bluest of eyes almost a feline mask about her face while her lips were painted a deep rich hue of burgundy. She was short, somewhat stout but the attraction was her massive bust barely hidden behind a tattered black wifebeater with the slayer logo on its front.
Her breasts bulged obscenely through the rips and tears squeezed into the smallest brassiere she could fit into underneath. A worn denim miniskirt, ankle socks and chucks covered the rest of her figure with bangle bracelets on one arm, a cheap studded band on the opposite wrist. Deputy Jimmy held up the photo finding a perfect match in the smiling teen.
"April, that's your name right?"
"If I say no, will you leave me alone?" The smile on her face was somewhat unsettling. Deputy Jimmy glanced down at the dual backpacks.
"Going somewhere?"
"I guess that depends on you, huh?"
She wasn't fazed in the least as he took out his cuffs amid a midday cacophony of honking horns and jeers from passing vehicles. A contingent of the male populace of Maplewood wasn't keen on losing the newest star attraction on hooker's row. April even obliged Deputy Jimmy, turning around so that she could be cuffed looking at the lost john sitting behind the wheel of his pickup truck glaring at them both.
"I'm gonna call your mother and let her know we found you April."
"I didn't say my name was April and I'm nineteen for your information. That means I'm legally an adult so why don't you let me know why I'm handcuffed?"
"Besides solicitation, I've gotta growing laundry list of shit to run you into the station for, little girl."
"Did you pick me because I stand out in a crowd, or what?" He realized this young woman definitely wasn't playing it cool as he picked up her meager belongings slinging one bag over his shoulder. April offered no resistance walking beside him back to the patrol car.
"Well let's see how much you stand out in the police lineup April."
"There's that name again; sure you got the right girl deputy, eh Jimmy?" April glanced at his nametag while he did his best not to repeat the same mistake made with her mother earlier. Her breasts had a life of their own however jiggling all over her chest while traffic slowed to a crawl because of her presence.
"This picture says otherwise, I'm sure your mother will identify you once we run her down to the station." He leaned April against the outside of his patrol car placing her bags on the hood. Her demeanor shifted when she got a look at herself in the photo.
"Shit, I don't wanna see that bitch." He raised a brow at her venomous aside still failing not to look at her bustline.
"Can't take the competition?" It was a dig at her inherited charms, but April chortled.
"There ain't no competition; besides, you'd never close the deal with her even with a signed permission slip from Jesus himself."
"So, you're admitting that you're April Miller, right?" It was a redundant question as he'd been going through one of the backpacks coming up with her state identification which he also held in front of her face. She smirked looking in the opposite direction.
"Who is it; enquiring minds wanna know?" April enquired about her victims wanting to know if Leslie was reporting her.
"You tell me."
"Not without a fucking lawyer."
"Ms. Miller, you've just told me; you have the right to remain silent, and to have a lawyer present during police questioning. Ma'am you are being detained and arrested on suspicion of sexual assault." April snickered as she was read her rights unnerving Deputy Jimmy who continued on looking through her bags.
He suspected the short busty misanthrope was presenting a poker face but couldn't be sure as she leaned there watching him going through the backpack containing her sparse clothing and unmentionables. She'd jettisoned a lot of the stuff initially brought to her temporary motel home along with a meticulously disassembled laptop computer she'd used to dox both Patricia Clark and Leslie Anne Kennedy.
As he went through her bags there on the side of the interstate, April suddenly recalled the small bag containing the thumb drives an archive of her activities online as well as proof of a multitude of her crimes. This started the beginnings of panic inside her monumental bosom.
April was a quick study of people which was a boon to her newly assumed profession as a prostitute. She could take one or two looks at a person, their slightest movements and body language and determine whether or not she could manipulate the person. It was a skill she'd picked up on during her last days with Melissa Reed aka Red.
The final test was her own mentor the last night they slept together. April had been determined not to falter as she demanded a seat at the intangible table between them. She'd managed to roll right through one of her lover's rage attacks nearly being strangled to death before emphatically taking the redheaded psychopath in a torrid one sided ravishing.
Just thinking about the look of defeat on Red's face made her wet as she watched Deputy Jimmy come up with one of her brassieres from the backpack. The bag containing the thumb drives sat off to the side on his trunk unnoticed. She focused on his face as he held the large underwire up staring more intently than likely intended biting her lower lip as her head rolled about on her shoulders. She looked away back towards the direction she'd come, Maplewood proper. It was her decision to work her way out of town never looking back. There was nothing left there anymore, and she wasn't going back hell or highwater regarding her captor again with a smile.
"40N." She informed whimsically.
"Huh, what?" Deputy Jimmy realized his focus on her brassiere quickly dropping it onto the hood in the growing pile of her belongings as the jeers and honking horns continued in the background. The gridlocked traffic had become a blur to the curious deputy.
"My official size Jimmy; say, is that your last name or first, a girl's curious you know?" Her rounded cheeks were ruddy, a knowing smirk on her face.
"Uh, my first; I hate my last name, so I got my first on this here nametag girl."
"You've got a captive audience; what's your last name Jimmy?"
"That's a secret April." Her demeanor, relaxed posture and warm smile put him at ease making the deputy doubt himself a little.
"Hey, I told you my secret; I've never disclosed my actual bust size because I used to hate my fucking tits. So I would tear all of the tags out of my bras, sometimes I'd paint on them until my mother whipped my butt for it; she's a total nutjob, you know Jimmy?"



"I've had the pleasure." He admitted finding another small coin purse full of condoms, lube along with a sample bottle of hand sanitizer. April intended to play it safe as she hooked across country.
"Waste of space right Jimmy?"
"Now I wouldn't say that young lady." April snickered at his answer knowing he was unaware that she was sizing him up mentally.
She made it a point to tuck her chin shifting slightly knowing it would cause her chest to surge parting the horizontal tears in the fabric of her wifebeater. Her pale intrusive bust started to bulge through those openings like baked bread.
"36G-32-34 to my 40N-45-46 says you're pissing on my dick right now Jimmy; come on, tell me your last name. What's the big deal, huh? I mean I do dabble in a bit of wicca, but hey, my hands are cuffed policeman. You've got me dead bang."
"Hennepecker." Her features went static for a second, before she burst into laughter as he paused what he was doing embarrassed.
"Having fun little girl?" April managed to compose herself looking around before settling those piercing blue eyes on his face again.
"Sorry I asked, kinda rhymes though; Deputy Jimmy Hennepecker. That's fucking rich man; sorry I asked deputy. If its any consolation, you're the first man who's ever put me in handcuffs although I can't say the same." Deputy Jimmy found himself chuckling a bit knowing full well she was shamelessly flirting with him.
"Admitting solicitation are we?"
"Admitting a sliver of my sexual history Jimmy; you won't judge a girl who likes to play a little rough, will you?" The expression on her face was inviting making him wish they were meeting for any other reason. This nineteen year old was smart, funny, and quick witted inviting an unfavorable comparison to his current live-in lover.
"Why you think you in them handcuffs?"
Both of them exchanged looks as he took off his cowboy hat regarding the lively girl he now regretted was a suspect in multiple crimes. He couldn't help snickering a bit under April's watchful eye still failing not to look at her intrusive cleavage peeking at him from the rips in her wifebeater. Ironically "Roxanne" by the Police was softly wafting from his patrol car radio.
"Jimmy?"
"What is it little girl?"
"Despite my situation, I kind of like you; too bad huh?"
"Yeah, guess we gotta get you down to the station; I'll phone up your mother later."
"You know I'm legal, but you're still gonna call my whack job mom up anyway. She ain't got no money to get me out and she wouldn't anyway. Probably wants you to put a bullet in me instead, she always hated me, and she put me out on the mean streets of Maplewood. Girl's gotta do what a girl gotta do, right Jimmy Hennepecker?"
"Call me that again and I might do it."
"Promise to treat me right before you put me down baby." April quipped internally clocking the time they were conversing. She continued playfully chortling eventually joined by the deputy fast becoming smitten with her razor sharp wit.
"Sorry you don't get along with your mother."
"Fuck Jimmy, I'm cool with it; honestly, she was kinda holding me back if you look at it a certain way. Did you know that zealot was trying to get me to cut my tits off so she could feel better about herself?"
"Uhm, really?"
"Yeah, now imagine me with no tits; I'd be just some fat girl out on these backroads."
"Maybe you underestimate yourself April."
"No tits and you wouldn't give me a second look; don't shit me Jimmy. I like walking my dogs out here on the strip. They're bigger than piss bucket Maplewood and my ticket out of here. Mom crapped away her good years fucking with me and hiding in the church. She's crazy for thinking I'd follow the same path to obscurity. I'm not throwing this away, I'm embracing it."
"Selling your body is embracing something?"
"Not exactly, but I certainly had you at hello Jimmy." He was taken aback at her correct assessment of him.
Deputy Jimmy was fast regretting the arrest of this youthful enigma enjoying the verbal interplay and her looks. If things were different, he'd be railing the snot out of this precocious nineteen year old with impunity. This woman knew what she was working with and had no qualms about it. The usual self-loathing, endless kvetching and sexual hang-ups were invisible on April from his perception.
Standing in front of him was a woman he'd been searching for most of his life and now he had to give her up before he even got to know her. The cars continued slowly jockeying up the street their blaring horns intermingled with the music coming from his car. He found April staring almost amused at the expression on his face. He wiped his brow knowing he'd been made. She was a working girl after all.
"Yeah that you did little girl; so I guess we gotta make a move here."
Deputy Jimmy forced his eyes away from her piercing stare beginning to stuff her belongings back into the backpack without searching its twin on his hood. April watched intently as he stuffed the small velvet jewelry bag into her pack with examination. She took a deep breath making her chest visibly heave as his eyes reluctantly returned.
"Hey, one more question before you take me in Jimmy?" She asked as he tossed her bags on his front passenger seat. He paused noticing a bit of desperation in her voice.
"Shoot."
"Were her tits bigger than mine?"
"Excuse me ma'am?"
"You know, your first girl; were her tits bigger than mine, or not?"
"Don't you think that's kind of personal April?"
"Man, you've got the look; I know that fucking look anywhere Jimmy. I've had these tits all my life since I was a kid and I always got the look if you know what I mean. So, since we're here with nothing better to do besides me getting arrested, I just wanted to know if her tits were bigger than mine."
He leaned against the passenger side window of his patrol car arms folded across his chest giving it a bit of thought. April mimicked his posture handcuffed staring ahead into the heavy shrubbery and gnarled twisted trees on this town neglected side of the interstate. He glanced out the corner of his eye sneaking a peek at her heaving profile.
"No."
April chuckled to herself eventually laughing hard and loud before stifling herself. Deputy Jimmy suddenly felt as if she'd been trolling him during their entire conversation angrily handling her meaty bicep as he all but shoved April into the backseat of his patrol car. She tried to follow him with her eyes as the rueful deputy stormed around the back of his vehicle before sliding behind the wheel. April knew a mark when she saw one, rolling her shoulders before speaking again.
"Hey Jimmy."
"WHAT?!!" He was leaning over about to change the station on his car radio but paused.
"I wasn't making fun of you for the record; I just wanted you to know that I understand what it's like." He half turned in his seat staring at her face still finding her gaze unsettling.
"What; you don't know nothing about me."
"I know frustration Jimmy; that's my job out here and no, I'm not coming on to you. I just wanted to know what she was like because you have that look and I know frustration when I see it, especially on a man's face. It's that look that says you either never closed the deal or didn't get to finish. I'm going for the latter Jimmy. You've been searching a long time I guess, but I'm supposedly going to jail for sexual assault. You really trust some john over a woman?" April was intentionally baiting him in a final shit test.
"Patricia Clark might think different." He thought himself clever, snarky unknowingly baited into giving up the name of her accuser.
April laughed in his face leaning back resting on the seat before responding to the fished accusation.
"Oh her; yeah I gotta confess to that shit Jimmy. I fucked her brains out because she asked me to; probably shouldn't have in retrospect, but she had this tight little ass. Maybe it was hazing gone bad, so is that like a misdemeanor or a fucking felony?"
"You know you're admitting a crime to a peace officer, right?"
"I ain't admitting nothing; I just said that I fucked her so hard, she didn't know her name the next day. My girlfriend did worse, but that shit is between them and she took it to the grave."
"So you really were dating Red?" A flush of emotion washed over her face signified by her tightly shut eyes for a few seconds before regarding him.
"I hated her and loved her at the same time; but she could fuck like nobody's business, if you know what I mean deputy? Fuck Red used to bully the shit out of me before mom pulled me out of school; then we just kinda, found each other. Oh and by the way, I fucked the living shit out of Melissa the last time we hooked up. Didn't know it would be the last time." Her eyes looked a bit wider pools of moisture welling up in them alluding to emotion hidden away.
"Sorry for your loss." Deputy Jimmy regretted asking the question.
"Everybody's gotta go sometime right?" April's voice faltered sounding as if she would cry as she averted her gaze looking out the passenger side window.
"Just offering my condolences ma'am." She slowly craned her head back in his direction looking directly into his eyes the way Red used to whenever they interacted.
"I wanna make you an offer based on the fact that I'll get out of this shit with a few months in jail or an outright slap on the wrist. Red was fucking with Patty and it was supposed to be a joke because she was tired of that skinny little blonde crowding her for clout. How was I supposed to know she wasn't playing along, me and Red; we're Bi. In fact Melissa was my first girl and Patty was my second. Man, I thought we had a threesome, but you're telling me that cunt is claiming rape?"
"Oh yeah, what about Leslie Kennedy, huh?" He was fully engaged forgetting himself.
"Bitch was mad because I was dating this geek she was stalking; and yeah, I did that shit on purpose because I despised that fake slut too. I don't wanna get into that shit, but she said it would be fair trade, her fat ass for the keys to her victim, Humbert Jenkins. You don't believe me, go ask him; I gave that nerd my virginity for Christ's sake Jimmy."
He was oblivious to the slant she was putting on her sexually homicidal actions.
"So you admit to assaulting Leslie Kennedy?"
"Man, I admit to defending myself from that dumbass skank; she tried to fuck me up after we got into my room. I just defended myself. Everything was going so nice Jimmy; I was giving it to her so good, we should've made a movie. Hitting that shit doggystyle and I was even considerate enough to use a black dildo. Leslie kicked me in the stomach and grabbed this bat I had in my room. I keep that shit around because sometimes assholes be lurking in my backyard trying to peek in my window."
"Damn." He was conflicted knowing his duty but starting to feel this woman was wronged in some way. Deputy Jimmy found himself kind of hoping things would pan out for April.
"Shit, when I think about all the times mom used to call me a fucking sodomite; I just wanna scream until I can't anymore. I hate this pissy little town and now that Red is gone, I wanted to disappear too. Now you're gonna make me spend one more fucking day here; man I'd rather take the bullet Jimmy."
"Maybe it'll work out April."
"Yeah probably, but then what will you do Jimmy Hennepecker? You're still gonna be here while I'm using my babies here to get some fool to take care of me. What's it gonna be like missing your best chance to scratch that itch, huh deputy?"
"You really gonna try to use your tits to bribe me April?"
"I'm saying that I'm one hundred percent sure I'm gonna beat these shit accusations and then I'm gone forever. Just think, you could've busted me for prostitution and we could've worked something out on the side. I know when somebody wants to cream my tits; you want it so bad man. It's cool, but that's never gonna happen if I either go up the fucking river on some shit charges or I get off and beat that shit. I'm not stupid, I'm telling you that you'll never get these tits if I do. This is not a bribe; I like you a lot, so I wanted to help you out. I wanted you to get that mind numbing jizz all over these motherfucking tits before they go on a circus tour."
"Fuck you." Deputy Jimmy turned up the radio pulling off as April leaned back glaring.
************
"Aw shit, just gets better and better around here." Sheriff Mooney sat behind the wheel of his car realizing the burden of his new position.
There was a noticeable gathering of people hanging around 2345 Oak Street obviously attracted there from the scandalous sex tape floating around town. Humbert Jenkins was not spared the extreme doxing his partner on film Leslie Kennedy received. His information had been posted along with his assailants in what amounted to nuclear winter on social media.
There was no telling who the unseen person was gunning for among the trio and he hoped to wrap things up with an interview of the teen. There was no way this was personal and one end of the triangle was already gone up in flames in what he truly believed was divine justice. Sheriff Mooney was disturbed by his lack of empathy for his former employer's daughter but resolved to see justice done in any case.
A news van was setting up to do a remote on the lawn right in front of Humbert's home which accounted for a good portion of the people gathered there. He garnered a bit of attention as he exited the patrol car taking stock of the emerging situation before using his radio to call up dispatch.
"Yes Sheriff?" Again dispatch failed to use proper radio etiquette, but he had bigger issues at hand.
"Send a car down to 2345 Oak; I'm gonna need some extra hands to get a handle on things."
"Oh, are they shooting the exclusive now?"
"What exclusive Ethel?"
"They been on the television talking about this exclusive about the dirty movie somebody put online with the sheriff daughter; it's legit right? Brett Sawyer wouldn't lie about a thing like that right sheriff?" Mooney shuddered noticing the cheesy anchor who mostly got by on his looks wearing a light plaid jacket and tan slacks. He never liked the local celebrity who unknowingly counted his own wife amongst his fans.
"I'll get back to you on that; get me a car over here." Sheriff Mooney lingered watching Brett in heated conversation with his cameraman Jed Huck. He took the opportunity to drift backward observing a few neighbors on the tightknit block actually sitting on lawn chairs facing Humbert's home. He tipped his cowboy hat getting a wave back from one of the neighbors, some elderly woman. Two teens walked by giving him a quick window into their conversation.
"Fuck that shit looked like it hurt, but I'd be down."
"Nah, I'd slap the shit out of any bitch trying to go up in my butt."
"Man, you see those fucking tits, though?"
"That guy is like, the biggest pussy in the universe, no shit." Some more teens were joining these two boys as Mooney turned his attention finding Brett almost ready to broadcast. He walked over coming within earshot of the chintzy reporter and his right hand in the field, Jed Huck.
"You keep filming no matter what; we need enough footage to go with my byline." Brett instructed the cameraman oblivious to Sheriff Mooney's presence.
"I don't know about this Brett."
"You're not paid to know Jed, you're paid to shoot, that's all." The embattled subordinate noticed the acting sheriff first followed seconds later by Brett himself.
"I'm paid to shoot too; so, you guys need to pack it up and move it out." Brett's brow furrowed for a few seconds recalling a not so pleasant interaction with the former deputy the night of Red's death. Mooney wasn't pleased with the ambulance chasing miscreant ejecting them from the scene during coverage.
"Come on, the news needs to get out Mooney! You can't stop progress man, its standard coverage bro!"
"You're in the way Mr. Sawyer; in fact, you're interfering with my progress and an open investigation, buddy." He made a point of walking between the two men asserting his dominance facing the bothered reporter.
"Like an interview?" Sawyer was quick on the uptake covertly motioning for Jed to turn his camera towards Humbert's home.
"I'm very private, don't much care for that there spotlight; tell your boy to direct that camera at his own shoes or there's gonna be consequences."
"SHIT MOONEY, YOU GOTTA GIVE ME SOMETHING!!" Jed thinking on his feet aimed the camera at the interaction. The light on his rig caught the acting sheriff's attention.
"How's about a ticket for parking it in the red zone here Sawyer; you got no business down here on somebody lawn making a public nuisance out of the place. Hell ain't no story here that you're getting tonight, so pack it in and get going. And don't worry, I got a patrol car coming to help with the move."
"So, how's Sheriff Reed gonna feel about you blockading the 4th estate, huh Mooney?! I think there might be a little birdie talking to the sheriff of this town about this!"
"I hear lots of things; but I ain't heard no talking birds Sawyer. I'm your fucking sheriff now." It took a few moments for the ambitious reporter to process the situation before shoving the mic in Mooney's face.
"SHERIFF MOONEY IS YOUR PROMOTION A RESULT OF FORMER SHERIFF REED BEING DEMOTED DUE TO ALLEGATIONS RELATED TO THE SEX TAPE?!!"
"No comment, camera off-NOW!!"
The second patrol car was pulling up adjacent at the rear of the news van. Brett Sawyer and his long suffering cameraman were ticketed and unceremoniously ejected from the front of Humbert's home. Sheriff Mooney caught a fleeting glimpse of the embattled teen in his second floor window before knocking on the door.
"Thank you officer; are you here to take our statement?" Mrs. Jenkins answered the door but was quickly interrupted by Humbert's portly father. Sheriff Mooney took notice of his semi-rough treatment also noting the man smelled like a brewery.
"YOU GOT A WARRANT?!! I DON'T GOTTA LET YOU IN WITHOUT NO WARRANT!!" His breath was hot on the newly minted sheriff's face, but he resolved to be diplomatic regardless.
"Sir, I came by on a courtesy call to hopefully speak with your son; honestly, we would like some answers so that we can find out who put out that unfortunate video. Revenge porn is illegal in our state, sir."
"THAT DON'T MEAN I HAVE TO LET YOU IN MY HOUSE; I GOT RIGHTS UNDER THE FUCKING CONSTITUTION!!"
Harry Jenkins was way past three sheets to the wind, an instant pariah at his place of employment in the hours since his son had been exposed. Mooney recognized the look of parental grief on the man's face as his wife shoved him aside. Harry skulked off towards the adjacent kitchen.
"HARRY GO GET SOME COFFEE!! I-ahm, real sorry about all of this officer; he ain't taking it very well. It's a bit much honestly and Humbert, won't come out of his room. I don't know what to do; can you help us?"
"That's what I aim to do within reason; mind if I come inside and talk to your son?"
"OH NO, I FORBID IT; WE'RE GETTING AN ATTORNEY AND WE'RE GONNA SUE THAT FUCKING SHERIFF!! YOU GO TELL HIM SHIT BIRD!!" Sheriff Mooney realized no one knew of his on the fly promotion.
"He's been uh, suspended Mr. Jenkins; he's not likely coming back to office anytime soon." Mooney explained as his wife looked over the lawman's shoulder noticing Brett Sawyer at the end of her stoop.
He placed something in her mailbox motioning towards it as a deputy approached menacingly. She watched the reporter half shoved into the passenger side of the news van as Harry pressed into the open front door obscuring her from view.
"We uh, picked up the Kennedy girl earlier today." Mooney offered.



"Is that supposed to make me feel better? You guys are just trying to distance yourself from a lawsuit! I'm gonna sue this whole fucking town!!" There was no doubt this guy was emotionally wrecked beyond comprehension so Mooney tipped his cowboy hat resolving to go through other channels.
"HARRY STOP IT!!"
"SHUT UP, HE'S PROBABLY TRYING TO GET IN HERE AND PLANT SOME MARIJUANA OR SOMETHING!!"
Mooney was already walking downstairs to talk with his deputy. Despite his reception, Mooney was intent on clearing the people loitering in front of the home. Mrs. Jenkins watched him walking to the middle of the street to talk to the other deputy.
"CLOSE THE DAMN DOOR!!" Harry Jenkins slammed the door with a loud thud.
The sound echoed lingering for a few seconds. He stumbled off towards a room at the back of the home pouring some liquor into his coffee out of view of his wife.
Mrs. Jenkins lingered at the window; eyes settled on the mailbox wondering what Brett Sawyer placed inside. She turned away finding Humbert sitting on the stairs watching. There was this static look on his face that she'd never seen before.
"Humbert?"
Before she could say anything else he got up walking back up to his room. She heard the door slam moments later. The house settled into an uneasy silence as she looked around feeling it. Mrs. Jenkins lingered at the front door feeling her shattered family before finally going outside to find Brett Sawyer's business card in the mailbox. He'd tackily etched dollar signs on the back of the card. Her son was adamant about keeping his assault a secret and now she knew why as she stared at some disparate neighbors watching from across the street. Her thoughts drifted to the woman responsible for her pain, Leslie Kennedy.
"Uhm ma'am?"
"Yes?"
Betty Joe stood there with a homemade basket she'd made with this undeniably earnest look on her face. Laura didn't initially know what to make of the girl figuring from the basket she was sent over by a well-wishing neighbor.
"My name is Betty Joe and I uhm, know your son. I'm real sorry about what happened to him, so I made some cookies. Could you give these to him and tell him I'm around if he wants to talk. My number is in the basket." She gingerly handed the basket over demurely.
"Why thank you, I'll make sure he gets these Betty Joe. Are you a classmate of his?"
"Uhm, we go to the same school, but I met him recently. I'm so sorry about those crazy girls that were messing with him and all; Humbert's a really nice guy. He didn't deserve what happened and I hope both of those girls end up under the jail."
"Well one of them is already gone; only that horrible Leslie is still around."
"No, there was another one; she was play acting like his girlfriend."
"WHAT?!!"
"Yeah, her name was April and I thought she was the worst until I found out what Leslie was really like. I think they were fighting over him or something, but he found out before they could do something else to him." Laura Jenkins felt like someone walked over her grave immediately thankful for the information.
"What were they going to do Betty Joe?"
"That April girl was planning on doing the same thing to your son that Leslie and Red did, only worse. I thought she was really crazy but Leslie was even worse. If I'd never seen that disgusting video, I never would've found out and would still be, uhm talking to her I guess. Ma'am, she was gonna pay me a thousand dollars for helping save Humbert from April, but I didn't take the money. I couldn't ma'am."
Betty Joe was truly remorseful despite having nothing to do with the situation.
"WHO IS THIS APRIL PERSON?!!"
Betty Joe fished out her modest phone bringing up the pic for Humbert's mother. All three girls were pictured there on the face of the phone, Leslie, Red and April. There was something unsettling about the top heavy blonde's eyes, something dangerous even reflected in a photo.
Mrs. Laura Jenkins covered her hand with her mouth looking up finding Humbert standing in front of his window peering down at them.
**************
"Oh my gawd look at that; I swear this town is going into the wood chipper Gladys."
"I can't believe she done come up out her house in that."
"Aw Miss Sally, I think its what them kids wear nowadays; things are certainly different from when I was younger. My pappy would've tanned my hide good and locked me in my room if I went out in public in my drawers like that."
"Heck, I couldn't even have a dress that was above the knees." Sally commented, both elderly women in their seventies watching from a safe distance down the store aisle.
Treena was standing a good ten feet away with a grocery cart stuffed to the gills with various odds and ends still wearing clothing designed to seduce her online lover who turned out to be an underaged kid. Having the kid's mother give her the stink eye before slamming the door in her face added to the mounting humiliation currently overwhelming the young borderline shut-in. as was her personal custom when rattled and upset, Treena had driven over to the only big chain grocery store in Maplewood. She was planning on capitulating to Deputy Jimmy by doing a deep cleaning of the house, cooking his favorite meal, and doing anything he wanted sexually.
She felt worthless.
"Hey Treena, you doing, okay?" Elle Mooney pushed her own grocery cart up the aisle beside the troubled woman who was meticulously moving cans of sliced tomato around on the shelf looking for a particular brand.
"Uh yeah, just looking for some Libby's canned tomatoes; I'm making a uh, pot roast for Jimmy tonight." Elle's toddler sat in the cart sucking on a bottle as Elle took notice of the tall girl's salacious attire.
"Are you sure, you okay?"
"Yeah, me and Jimmy gonna have us a real special night Elle; we been barking at each other a lot lately and that's really kind of my fault. He's a good man who provides for me and brings a lot to the table; I should be more grateful and understanding."
Elle's eyes dipped low finding the girl's longish buttocks protruding from the bottom of the denim cutoffs and the knee high athletic socks contrasting with the stilettos heels on her feet. Treena meekly glanced at her contemporary but remained otherwise focused on going through all the cans on the shelf semi-frantically. The tall girl looked wholly dejected from her experiences as Elle's infant took the opportunity to suddenly fling his bottle striking the woman in the bicep.
"OH MAX; I'M SO SORRY ABOUT THAT TREENA!!"
She was shocked when the tall willowy woman turned , face flushed eyes reddened from tears nodding in acceptance of being struck. She felt like the town whore but couldn't bring herself to leave the store. She felt trapped and was trying to wait until the lines at the register thinned out to leave.
"It's okay I'm a dumb butt." Elle went to retrieve the bottle at her feet, but Treena beat her to it with a standing split legged squat. Her business was unintentionally put on display in this posture giving the old nosey women at the end of the aisle something more to gossip about.
"Oh would you look at that Gladys; she ain't a wearing no panties!" Miss Sally commented within earshot.
"Positively disgraceful, if you ask me." Gladys added.
"I think she is one of them prostitutes out there on that damn road; you know I had to whip my Johnny's butt for going out there last month. He done come up in my house with them crabs."
"Oh no, tell me it ain't so Miss Sally."
"Oh yes it is, he done bought me a deep freezer to keep me from telling on him; the wife never knew where she got them critters from, but I knew."
"SHAMEFUL!" Both women chortled knowing Treena and Elle could hear them.
The sheriff's wife was dressed more conservatively with a long sleeved flannel shirt tied around her waist. She removed it helping Treena up and tying it around her lower half hiding her butt from view. Both of the elderly women continued chortling prompting Elle to uncharacteristically give them the one finger salute.
"Come on Treena, let's get out of here."
"Thank you."
"Don't listen to those old biddies; they don't know you and Jimmy should be ashamed of himself for making you dress like this."
"Oh no Mrs. Mooney; Jimmy's a good man."
**************
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" The impression of his cock could be seen in this obscene bulge as he stabbed into her throat with his member.
Frothy drool intermingled with his juices was freely running down her chin dripping in a foamy deluge onto her immense bosom. Some of her excess lipstick covered his shaft after he'd rubbed and beat his cock all over her face. April had no gag reflex to speak of at this point and was becoming exponentially more skilled with every john she serviced. Her roundish cheeks vacuumed inward with every outward stroke sucking him as hard as she could muster. She knew what she was doing creating a addictive suction that was driving her mark wild with lust. The fact that she was doing this handcuffed from the backseat of a patrol car was even more amazing.
Using her malevolent wit, April managed to get the name of her unseen rival from decades earlier out of Deputy Jimmy. She began slowly chanting the name "Penny" at first but continued as he drove along the interstate fully intending to bring her into the sheriff's station. April wouldn't let up knowing she was pushing his buttons psychologically intent on getting some sort of response out of the mentally overmatched officer. At the very least, she was hoping to goad him into striking her knowing it could help her case in some manner. She'd even begun chanting the name to the music coming out of his radio meeting every glance he stole through his rearview mirror with a gleeful smile.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" He was getting some deep penetration, balls touching her bottom lip unnerved that she managed a parody of a Glasgow smile despite the defilement. It was almost as if he were trying to choke her to death with his cock.
Deputy Jimmy shocked his captive suspect when he suddenly swerved off the road driving haphazardly down a wooded bluff deep across the underbrush like a madman. It felt like they were off-roading as the patrol car bounced and shook causing April to slide around on her seat. She wondered for a second or two if she'd pushed him too far and whether the distraught man now intended to kill her in some secluded spot. Despite that, she never stopped laughing and yelling "Penny" at the deputy throughout it all as they reached a wooded glen bordered on one side by a stream. Deputy Jimmy pulled up behind some gnarly looking trees that curved unnaturally from excessive winds providing cover from prying eyes.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! OOOOMMMFFF!!" The emotionally compromised deputy cupped the back of her head burying his entire endowment between her lips holding it there not knowing what to do next. April's face became beet red, her mascara running profusely down those rounded cheeks in darkened streaks.
Deputy Jimmy suddenly relented allowing life giving air to rush into her lungs. April was lying at a diagonal angle on the backseat with her head protruding from the patrol car. The deputy jumped frantically out of his car exposing himself before opening her door snatching her head outside it with a handful of her dyed locks. His fingers were soiled with fresh gooey black dye, but he didn't notice. He slapped his member on her cheek before running it harmonica style between her lips.
It felt like something possessed him, the deputy just lost his composure letting primal instinct take over as he began roughly yanking April from the backseat of his patrol car causing her to tumble onto the grass. The violently enraptured lawman had to catch himself from striking her as he gather her up shoving her head into the car again. Her dirt encrusted denim miniskirt was snatched up over her lower back revealing a bare chunky ass.
April had gone commando, easy access for her clients. The crazed deputy wasted no time shoving himself balls deep inside the chubby psychopath. There was an audible squelching sound coupled with a visible splash of wetness as he manically fucked her like his life depended on it. Despite her abnormal wetness, April was incredibly tight around his member.
This was easily the best pussy he'd ever had in his life and it came with the cost of his career and freedom. Jimmy's id was internally telling him everything would be worked out some way, but he knew that was a lie. He resolved to keep fucking this woman until he couldn't anymore and then settle up one way or another. His thoughts went from simply letting her go to someplace dark that made his face twist up into a macabre grimace of emotion.
His pelvis clapped thunderously into her butt creating these visible motion ripples across its squarish, chunky expanse. April took the rutting initially locking her knees but was forced to part her legs allowing his balls to slap into her slit. He was going so hard holding her hips that she was nearly lifted aloft from the grass as Jimmy edged closer trying to ram her to the other side of the patrol car.
After Humbert, this was exactly what the doctor ordered.
Her thick legs were already shivering from the incessant, pounding that came with his berserker rage. She was a squirter, but this piston-like thudding opened a new door as her essence ran freely down the insides of her thighs. A quick study, April began focusing on the feeling alone until she was able to flex on his intruding fleshy spear to the exclusion of all else.
Deputy Jimmy started feeling the massaging caress of her slimy inner walls as her pungent odor assailed his nostrils. There was no doubt she was made for sex and enjoying the elicit lifestyle after escaping an oppressive childhood under her religious zealot mother. Her knees were starting to falter and dip with the impending orgasm causing him to go harder, his own mouth agape.
"OH YEAH FUCK IT!! FUCK THAT PUSSY FOR ME BABY!! FUCK IT!! FUCK IT!! FUCK IT FOR PENNY!!" Hearing the name of his cousin sent a jolt to the system as Deputy Jimmy instantly backed off just as she started cumming.
April flopped down on her knees in the grass and muck shaking violently as she orgasmed extremely hard. Her buttocks were jiggling in only the way a fat girl can as he watched a deluge of clear liquid running down her thick, shortened legs trembling cellulite and all. She was loudly wheezing shaking all over on the verge of euphoric tears and something about this made him even harder. The animalistic deputy went at it again impaling her on his cock much to her delight.
April straightened her legs while her face was buried into the side of the backseat. This gave him a straight shot allowing him to bottom out inside. She was looser this time, but he continued onward plunging deep inside stopping after a while only to turn her around facing him. April ended up sitting on the edge of that car seat facing his erection. She looked up into his distraught features.
"Penny."
His palm collided with her cheek followed by a wad of spittle hocked on her face before he snatched her upright kissing her passionately. He found a ready and willing partner who enjoyed rough play unparalleled. Their tongues intertwined wrestling passionately as his mind swam around in the river of insanity considering sequestering the nineteen year old away to be his sex slave for the rest of her days.
There was no doubt of her ardor, this girl leaned forward kissing him giving as much as she got. There was a fire in his mind as well as his loins as he pinched and mauled her breasts digging the tips of his fingers into the shredded material of her wifebeater. One greedy finger found entrance inside the foam underwire cup discovering a thick erect nipple that excited him like Christmas morning.
"SLAP IT!!" April screamed in his face spittle hitting his nose, lips and chin as her elfish voice echoed off in the distance.
His hand collided viciously with the side of her left breast making them jiggle uncontrollably as he came to the realization April was more busty than she appeared. More slaps followed on either side of her breasts making April scream joyously at the sexual abuse before he dug both of his hands clawing into her mams.
Deputy Jimmy palmed the back of her head yanking the girl forward causing her head to collide with his chest before shoving her down on the backseat looking up at him. Her lower half was hanging out of the car as Jimmy lost and flung his gun belt into the open passenger side window of his car. April's ankles were raised in the air as much as possible despite the opened backdoor of the patrol car barely impeding him from going balls deep again.
She was squirting so much that it felt like she'd become incontinent. This man was unaware that she was doing everything in her power to leave physical evidence in his patrol car should he decide to off her. Her power wasn't her sexuality, but a learned pattern of thinking ahead as many steps as humanly possible. Everything was in service not so much to come out on top, but to cause as much chaos as humanly possible.
It was the very first lesson Red taught her that rainy night she finally snapped. Now, she was imparting that lesson to this bumpkin wondering if he would try to keep or kill her when all was said and done. Still grieving, it didn't matter to her which outcome followed their torrid, psychotic tryst. April was just enjoying the ride living for the moment.
Deputy Jimmy's pants were entangled around his ankles as he inched further onto the backseat between her legs pounding the stuffing out of his suspect. The backseat was wet glistening with her feminine musk which drove him to depths of sexual madness. His eyes were wide as saucers, nostrils flaring while his mouth hung open enough to reveal the fillings in his teeth. His hands pushed into the sides of her breasts creating this mountain of cleavage that he happily buried his face in shaking his head. April was short and rather stout, but able to lock her legs in the small of his back taking all he had to offer.
"OW, OW, OW JIMMY; IT HURTS SO GOOD!! DESTROY MY LITTLE PUSSY FOR ME JIMMY!! OW!! OOOH FUCK MAN, WAIT A MINUTE!! OW, WAIT A MINUTE!!" He assumed it was more dirty talk but soon realized she was legitimately complaining.
Despite that he couldn't get enough of her velvety confines trying to figure out some way to keep her around. Throughout the backseat missionary rutting, April never stopped rolling and bobbing her hips intent on making him cum inside her whether he wanted to or not.
"OW SHIT, OW FUCK IT HURTS!! YOU'RE HURTING ME JIMMY!!" Her voice went harsh from its usual childish tone shocking him momentarily out of his lust induced stupor.
"What, I'm hurting you girl?" There was drool running down his chin, his face matching her flushed countenance.
The sudden silence between them allowed outside sounds of nature to invade the backseat of the patrol car chirping of birds and crickets in the middle of that wooded glen. Her face was twisted into a wretched mask of pain as her mountainous breasts pressed up against either side of his chin. Her cunt was still clenching around his meat despite the brief interval as she gasped and winced.
"The cuffs, they're cutting into my wrists. I might be bleeding Jimmy." April replied meekly pretending weakness.
"Aw baby I don't wanna hurt you."
"Its okay Jimmy, it's just that you're on top of me pressing my hands into the seat. My fingers are mashed down behind my back, they feel like they're gonna snap off."
"Oh baby, that's the last thing I wanna do to you sweet April gal." His flowery words inwardly made her ill, but he jostled about still imbedded inside reluctant to disengage as he pulled the keys to the cuffs from his pocket.



Deputy Jimmy was completely gone from rational thought jostling a bit atop her until the cuffs came away in his hand. True to her words, April's wrist each bore a deep indentations of crimson that looked horrific. Jimmy examined her right hand finding it looked swollen planting little kisses on her bruised wrist. April hated this show of fealty, despised his affection.
"Keep fucking me Jimmy; I want you to bring it up outta me."
"Yeah."
"I like the way you take me Jimmy; you make me feel like a real woman and it hurts so good. Don't stop fucking me until it rises up out of me."
"What rises up out of you April girl?" He was already unconsciously calling her a pet name.
"You'll know when you see it Jimmy."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah." April's black painted nails were digging trenches in his hairy buttocks prodding him onward. Her ankles locked tightly in the small of his back mustering all the strength she had as he mistook it for encouragement.
His crotch was sore, inner thighs pulsing with life in a way they hadn't since his early youth as the middle aged man ground his cock deep inside her steaming cunt. April's rolling hips were taking an unprecedented physical toll on the man. Deputy Jimmy figured she was doing her best to sway him into letting her go despite the fact that he knew she would walk free by his hand. There was no way he could give her up after a lifetime of looking. If she wanted, he'd be more than happy keeping her whether she was imprisoned or not. This was the girl Jimmy Hennepecker had been looking for all his life beneath him, truly wanting him.
"Fuck Jimmy; it's starting to come out." At this point, April was directing his actions more than he was, essentially fucking herself using his body.
"Yeah, its coming out?"
"YEAH FUCK ME HARDER JIMMY, IT'S A COMING!!" April screamed euphorically prompting him to huff as he went harder due to the encouragement.
"YEAH, IT'S COMING?!!" She was practically wringing him out as he felt himself about to blow an epic load inside of her snapping honey pot. His face dipped into her cleavage, the man almost smothering himself before rearing up for air.
"JIMMY?!!" April was nearly squeezing the life out of him between her thighs, ankles interlocked in the small of his back.
"YEAH?!!"
"IT'S HERE, IT'S HERE JIMMY!!" April's eyes rolled creepily up into her head as her mouth hung open making it look as if she were possessed. She suddenly bore down on his shaft hard enough that it felt as if it would snap in two triggering his own orgasm.
The flip knife suddenly popped up out of her immense cleavage from its hiding place as April reached up snatching a handful of the hair on his scalp. His head was yanked back baring his Adam's apple as she snatched the blade out of her bust flicking the knife open at his throat.
"Can you see it Jimmy?"
*************
"Hey, you gonna eat that?"
"No, you can have it Antoinette." All three of them sat at one of the sparse picnic tables provided by the local Tastee Freez.
They'd driven out to the furthest point of Maplewood at Antoinette's assistance to have lunch and mull over what they'd done. She surprised her cousins by voraciously eating while they found themselves unable to even look at the burgers and fries in front of them.
"Man, I love these chili cheese fries; me and Chel drive out here all the time to get them; maybe we could bring some of them back for her. Carlos you're gonna have to hide them so those shitty nurses won't find out." She was talking glibly while the brothers shared knowing glances.
"Antoinette?"
"What?"
"Are we gonna talk about it?" Mike asked concerned.
"Talk about what?" She asked spooning the greasy finger food into her mouth with a spork as Carlos leaned in closer.
"What we did, to that guy."
"I don't know what you're talking about." Antoinette hunched over the chili cheese fries spooning more of the food into her mouth before regarding her half empty cup of soda.
"You know exactly what we're talking about, stop fucking around."
"What huh? What do you want me to say about it, eh?" Antoinette stared back at both of her cousins, irritated.
"Just, say something!" Carlos interjected.
"Something." Antoinette replied unwilling to capitulate.
"We're all going to jail for what we did and you just sitting here eating like ain't nothing wrong. We beat the shit out of that man and he was a cop. You know how fucked up that shit is, Antoinette? They're probably looking for us right now and you stuffing your fucking face."
"That's right I'm hungry Carlos; I wanna eat this shit in peace okay? You two can fuck off and turn yourselves into those shady cops if you want, but I'm gonna have a bite before they slap the fucking cuffs on me. Understand me cousin, I don't -GIVE A FUCK ABOUT WHAT WE DID!!"
"I don't believe you." Mike replied.
"I don't care what you believe. Fuck you Mike, besides me and Carlos here did most of the heavy lifting back there so you're in the clear. Tell you guys what; I'll take the bullet for this shit, that fucker was the father of the bitch who put Chelsea in the hospital."
"I DIDN'T KNOW THAT!!"
"Well, now you do; it's part your fault for wanting that stupid football back anyway!"
"Hey vete a la mierda Antoinette; ¡Nos metiste en tu mierda! Gracias primo!!"
"Bueno, tienes un puto juguete de fútbol, así que, ¿de qué te quejas, perra?" Carlos edged over snatching a handful of her jacket only for her to respond in kind slapping his hand away. Both of the cousins glared at one another while Mike glanced about noticing a few patrons watching.
"That's enough Carlos; you too Antoinette." His sibling and cousin immediately ceased hostilities.
"Uh sorry Carlos, I didn't mean it."
"Yeah me too, it's cool."
Both of them shared a quick hug squashing the disagreement as Mike watched the other patrons turning back to their meals and individual conversation. He could see that his brother was worried but Antoinette spoke up.
"Hey, it was my fault; I'll take the credit with the cops; you guys don't gotta worry about a thing."
"No, we're just gonna tell our parents. I'm tired of this crazy town and I'm not buying into this shit, obviously Chelsea wasn't and we need to follow that example and do the right thing. I don't care what you guys do, but I'm telling our parents, aunties, and uncles everything. We're not doing this shady stuff, we're better than that."
Antoinette and Carlos sat there processing what was said before her head dipped to tabletop. Carlos patted and rubbed her back while Mike gathered up their trash dumping it in the can. The ride back to the hospital was somber with none of the trio speaking, just listening to music. Antoinette got antsy sitting in the backseat beside Carlos as the hospital appeared through the front windshield.
He gave her hand a reassuring squeeze before all three got out of the car, Mike retrieving a box of food from the trunk. Carlos followed suite grabbing the second cardboard box walking towards the visitor's area where a few of their family members were congregating. The trio were lightly dressed down, but otherwise the family appeared jovial for some reason.
Antoinette bolted into the hospital just as her cousins started to confess what happened out on the interstate. She just wanted to see her sister one last time thinking that she would be carted off to the sheriff's station before long. There was this fire in her chest, but not born of anger like before. In her mind, Antoinette exacted a measure of revenge for her sister's injuries and current hospitalization.
She told herself that she wouldn't have any regrets no matter what happened. Everything she'd done was for her sister, so there was nothing further to reflect on morally or otherwise. The elevator door opened on her sister's floor and despite her stoning up, Antoinette found herself beginning to sob suddenly filled with the need to confess everything.
A surprise was waiting for her.
Brad Tucker was sitting at Chelsea's bedside which was surrounded by a shrine of flowers.
He was facing away from her holding her hand with both of his, both of them in their own little bubble. Chelsea looked happy that her longtime crush showed up to her bedside. Antoinette couldn't see his face but noticed her sister whispering something to him lightly nodding her head. There was even a potted plant on the floor next to the hospital bed. It was a powerful visual for the sixteen year old standing in the doorway of Chelsea's hospital room.
Antoinette slunk away from the door unwilling to interrupt if nothing else, to make herself feel better.
Their mother met her midway in the hospital corridor followed by her father and cousins. Her cheeks were cupped, a kiss planted on her forehead as she was told everybody stood with her no matter what. All of them went into a group embrace, hugging tightly as she cried tears of joy.
*************
"Hey."
"Hey."
"Hey, cut it out." His head felt like several cinderblocks had been dropped on it. His barrel chest rough and raw, the shirt covering it partially torn away revealing a visibly bruised scratched up discolored surface.
His right eye was partially shut with a weighted feeling like a lump of clay had been pressed into it. The ribs at his sides were aflame while his stomach felt like he'd ingested broken glass. The numbness in his crotch was welcome despite the sharp stabbing pain in his left knee. The tall swaying switch grass was intermingle with pussy willows framing his prone figure.
A hound dog with big floppy ears was lapping away at his face.
"Alright, you stop it boy; I'm waking up, thankfully." He tried to move initially finding it activated other pockets of agonizing pain across his body.
The dog was all over him, tail wagging profusely. Former sheriff Wyatt Reed found that he was still alive after being brutally taken to task by three kids, one of them looking for payback due to his deceased daughter.
The hound dog was sniffing away at his swollen left ear along with three claw marks left by his initial sixteen year old opponent. There was a prominent breeze sweeping through the wooded area that he was thankful for just letting the curious animal shower him with affection. He thought about everything that happened that morning wondering if he shouldn't stay put and let the almighty tender his judgement.
Another hound dog appeared out of the tall grass joining in on the mutual affection with his contemporary. Neither animal reacted as he managed to rub and scratch a little behind their big floppy ears thanking them. The sound of brush being crushed underfoot yielded an elderly codger, the kind of citizen that had seen many generations in the small one horse town of Maplewood.
Two more dogs remained at his side as Reed noticed the hunting rifle in his possession. He made this sucking sound out the corner of his mouth getting an instant reaction from the trained hunting dogs who returned to his side leaving Reed.
"Hey mister, you need you some help with uh, an ambulance or something?"
"Uhm, I'm okay; I'm gonna make it." Reed answered without thinking getting no reaction from the codger at all.
"Alright, well I'd really appreciate it if you could get up off my land and be gone before I get back." He disappeared into the tall grass without regarding Reed further.
It was pure unadulterated hell getting to his feet but Reed managed to stand upright after a few tries. He stood there looking down the road that led to his home with some emotion lingering. There was a stinging feeling at the corner of his good eye as he snatched up a handful of the tall grass examining it, enjoying nature. It was hard going but he finally continued on his way homeward bound, arms outstretched at his sides.
His fingertips brushed the tops of the long grass and brush as he went, serenely.
*************
The cool soothing feeling of the water engulfed her whole. She swam along just under the surface doing a few laps luxuriating in the feel of it on her nude figure. An added bonus was the weightlessness making it seem as if she were flying. Her mind was clear and free of the intrusive, grating static that plagued it for hours after discovering she was now alone in the world.
April swam about in the little stream after initially entering it to wash away her sin.
It was deep enough that she could submerge in it, but not drown. She recalled a moment in her childhood where at the age of twelve she'd been forcibly removed from a local pool at this youth center by her mother who frantically wrapped several towels around her torso trying to hide the 38 DD's she was already sporting at that young age.
The tongue lashing and forced scripture reading that followed, caused this epic fight between her mother and stepfather. He promised afterwards to take her to swim without her mother around, but never did. In those days, she just wanted to have a normal family like anybody else.
Now, at age nineteen, she knew the truth of her place in the world and that she would have to forge a happiness out of this cruel environment. Her mother spent so much time hounding and policing her body only to have the applecart upended by the arrival of her "true mother" Melissa Reed. April dived again under the surface of the water coming up again just floating there looking off in the distance.
The patrol car was there, the back door still hanging open as testament of the last divine test which she considered completed in her own way. Now, there was no going back to that life of oppression and boredom. From her point of view in the last couple of weeks, it felt as if she and all the people of Maplewood were slowly, painstakingly decomposing.
She craved exodus before she even knew it and it took an evil redhead to show her where the exit was. April would be eternally grateful for the rest of her days, not caring how much time she had left. Nothing else mattered because it was going to be her time now.
She swam over to the bank making sure to land at the side covered in grass so that her calves and feet wouldn't be covered in mud. Her dual backpacks and one doubled up plastic bag containing her "soiled" clothing waited as she stood upright letting the sun caress her ridiculous top heavy figure. She splashed happily in the water for a few seconds just frolicking before pulling at a lock of her recently dyed hair noticing a few errant blonde strands missed.
The flip knife in her other hand now cleaned, was used to shear herself free of those reminders of a life past.
April quickly dressed squeezing into an old favorite pink t-shirt with the slogan "GIRL POWER" written across the chest. There was a long stem rose in place of the letter "I" giving the item a juvenile slant. April decided to forgo a brassiere this time knowing it would help her chances of successfully hitchhiking across the state. A pair of matching 1980's vintage gym shorts completed her look with just the right of rear cleavage to compliment her enormous bust up front.
"Damn." April found some flecks of blood on her canvas sneakers after slipping into some ankle socks.
She tried to meticulously clean them but it remained noticeable regardless. She shrugged it off gathering up her things for the short hike up the wooded glen and back onto the interstate where she resolved to get in the first car or truck heading out of Maplewood. April whistled checking the battery on a burner phone, one of two which had been hidden in the second backpack. The stout buxom psychopath managed the steep hill with some effort due to her weight making it back to the interstate twenty-five minutes later.
Ten minutes after that she was sitting beside a morbidly obese neckbeard heading straight out of Maplewood. The price of admission to the semi was a simple flash of her huge breasts amidst a cacophony of honking horns. "KEEP on TRUCKING" by Eddie Kendricks serenaded her as she rode shotgun in the front of that red semi. April managed to pop her shoulders in time with the funky beat nodding at her incidental chauffeur, some guy named Eddie.
"Bye bitches." April saluted the "YOU ARE NOW LEAVING MAPLEWOOD SIGN" with one finger.
*************
Betty Joe sat on the curb with a plastic bag at her feet. She was looking at her phone waiting there as she noticed a few neighbors still watching Humbert's home. She still had a whole thirty minutes before she was to return home. Her authoritarian mother wanted her in the house before the street lights came on, so she would be cutting it close. Humbert texted her unexpectedly as she was walking off thanking her for the cookies.
She texted back in what became a short conversation eventually running to Happy's to buy him a burger. Now, she was sitting on the curb just outside his home waiting for him to come outside and pick it up. Betty Joe thought to put the white paper bag in front of his door but remembered his angry father yelling at the sheriff.
She sat on the curb knees drawn up into her chest texting her brother to "borrow" the family car and pick her up. It was a precaution as she glanced up noticing some peculiar behavior across the street. A few guys, two neighborhood boys were reclining on a patch of lawn adjacent to her across the street.
They were lying there each head facing the other's feet. Betty Joe realized in short order that the seat of her panties was visible cocking her legs pulling her dress down between her thighs. Her suspicions were validated when the boys got up slowly heading back towards their home. One scruffy looking kid turned giving her a middle finger.
"You get on up outta here before I come over there and tell your mom!" She yelled thick country accent and all.
"I got a Pitbull; I'll sic him on you if you try that shit!"
"Nasty tail little punk!"
"Bucktooth bitch, you look like Sideshow Bob!" His assumed sibling ran up half yanking the kid back towards the house. His insult cut deep because she was sensitive about her pronounced overbite.
"Hey, don't sweat that kid, his dad is always leaving him behind and stuff." Humbert appeared wearing an oversized hoodie and baggy sweats that looked two sizes too big. It appeared the lanky nerd was trying to hide in his own clothing. Betty Joe wondered if he appeared outside because it was getting dark out as she handed him the bag.
"It should still be hot and I got all of them condiments for you too."
"How much I owe you Betty Joe?" He pulled a wad of cash out of his hoodie, left over money given to him by Leslie Kennedy.
"A talk."
"I don't think I can do that Betty Joe."
"Alright, then just sit here with me for a minute or two until my ride comes." Humbert took a seat beside her on the curb looking across the street at the house the boys disappeared into. Betty Joe stared at his profile examining his face.
"You're staring."
"Sorry, about everything Humbert. I uhm, just keep thinking you deserve better. Don't get me wrong, I'm not trying to get you to talk about it, just saying how I feel if that's okay with you. Maybe me saying it, just saying it, is the right thing to do. You've been living a crazy life."
"Yeah, I'm toast around here and I'm never going back to Maplewood High."
"No one's blaming you; it's not your fault."
"Shit." He buried his face in the tops of his knees sitting beside her mimicking Betty Joe's posture. She raised a hand to pat his back but relented not knowing how he'd take it.
"Sorry Humbert."
"You didn't do anything, except save me from being raped again. Matter of fact, you're my hero Betty Joe."
"I can't take that compliment."
"Why?"
"Because I thought I was helping Leslie out; thought maybe you two were kinda working it out. She seemed genuinely worried like more than anything, it looked like she was in love with you. Humbert I swear I didn't know anything about what they did to you; a lot of the cheerleading squad are catching it on social media.



Everybody thinks we're like Leslie, and Red. I got kept home from school today, so I made you some cookies."
"Thanks Betty Joe; gotta admit my dad ate half of them with all the beer he's been drinking lately. My mom is hiding a bottle by her bedside and neither one of them are going to work. I think my folks might be getting a divorce soon. All they do is fight and it's all my fault."
"Because the tape came out?"
"They already knew about it, that's why I was out of school for a while. Got sideswiped by a car out on the interstate near potter's field. It was uhm, after I spent a night out there with Leslie."
"What?"
"Bitch was trying to take me somewhere near there because she thought she was gonna do it again. Leslie fucking thought she was gonna assault me a third time; but I wasn't going there with her. I uhm, snatched her phone and tried to jump outta the car."
"Oh my god Humbert." Betty Joe could barely look him in the face noticing he was trembling a bit.
"I threw her goddamn phone out there in some bushes and she spazzed; tried to beat me up, but we ended up..."
"You had uh, sex with her?" Humbert scoffed at the question looking away from her bucktoothed countenance still haunted by that fateful night.
"Hell Betty Joe, we lost our first times to each other; I got everything she took physically back, but I hate myself for that. I can hardly look in the mirror and I was just trying to stay away from her before that shit happened. All that bitch wanted to do, was screw me with that fucking strap-on! I showed her, Leslie wanted to drive me home afterwards; can you believe that shit Betty Joe?"
She didn't answer sitting there beside him as her thoughts drifted to the moment she caught Leslie sexually dominating Red's father. He was a big, barrel chested man and the sheriff of Maplewood, but wholly submissive to an eighteen year old with the body of a woman. Betty Joe nearly retched remembering Leslie's exuberant behavior and absence of shame after being caught. She'd even tried to coerce Betty Joe into having sex with Sheriff Reed for a moment. Her own personal shame popped up as she recalled regretting her idol's offer later that night between the sheets. Betty Joe was ashamed for wanting to emulate Leslie Anne Kennedy.
"Betty Joe?"
"Sorry, I get lost up in my own head sometimes when I think too much Humbert. I didn't know Leslie did "that" to you two times, I'm sorry."
"Blackmailed me."
"How?"
"Said that Red was gonna tell her father I assaulted them if I didn't let her do it again. Betty Joe, she got into my house and had the nerve to come back later telling my folks we were friends. I hated her for that shit, actually got the best of her a couple of times before she forced me into her car. I didn't think she'd wanna see me after potter's field, Leslie's crazy. Sometimes it feels like I see her face everywhere I look, even when I sleep."
"Humbert?"
"Yeah?"
"Uhm, do you love her?"
His hands were covering his face balled into fists, but he dropped them to his knees staring across the street not really seeing anything. Betty Joe waited patiently for an answer she wasn't going to get as he stood with the bag fumbling in his pocket for some cash.
"Goodnight Betty Joe." He offered her a few twenties, but she didn't want it.
"Goodnight."
Humbert Jenkins noticed her ride approaching lingering on the sidewalk with a foot on the first step of his stoop. Betty Joe looked distraught but didn't glance back as she got inside the car next to her brother. The similarly bucktoothed guy stared at Humbert for a moment before pulling away.
He lingered outside feeling the approaching breeze watching the approaching dusk on the horizon of Maplewood before going inside. Harry Jenkins was passed out on the couch holding a bottle pressed against his rounded gut. Betty Joe's container of cookies were on the edge of the living room coffee table almost gone with a few on the rug. Humbert walked over to his parent's bedroom finding his mother curled up into a ball talking on their rotary phone to an aunt.
She didn't notice him, but his name fluttered throughout the conversation. Humbert took the stairs up to his room which was in a state of disarray. He'd had an explosive tantrum when he found out about the revenge porn. Guilt poured over him for his behavior, so he started picking up his room setting up a snack table kept in his room. He sat down to eat switching on his television getting the local news instead of the streaming service he usually watched.
"Goddammit."
Leslie's face appeared on his flat screen larger than life, but it was a still shot of her sitting in the back of a patrol car. Someone had snapped and sold it to the local news. He found himself staring intently at her distraught features and hating that she was still stunningly beautiful. He could see the tears streaming down her cheeks, the ruddiness of nose and this spot under her bottom lip.
"Get this, a number of residents chimed in anonymously of course from today's poll and you'd be surprised to learn that quite a few would change places with the young man in that unfortunate video." The shot cut back to Brett Sawyer sitting beside a visibly disturbed female news anchor.
"Geez Brett, did you really have to go there?"
"I don't make the news Connie; I report it."
"Oh, is that what we're calling it today?" She was not amused. Humbert experienced this sharp pain in his chest scrambling to change the channel getting static before his blue ray load screen popped up.
He sat there on the edge of his bed looking into the light blue glow emanating from the screen entranced, but his mind remained affixed to Leslie's countenance as she sat in the back of a patrol car unceremoniously photographed by some clout chaser. She'd finally been brought low and there was no doubt April was the culprit.
Humbert told himself those mean girls were two sides of the same coin, but still saw every detail in the theatre of his mind's eye. Humbert hadn't been in close proximity to her since the night she tried to jump April in the parking lot of Happy's. He'd shunned her unknowingly playing into some sick rivalry between two very deranged women. The look of hurt on her face remained spiking something deep inside.
"Oh no you don't bitch; I'm not going down that road again." He couldn't have that getting up locking his bedroom door before retrieving a DVD from a pilfered tote bag still hidden under his bed. The disk bore the eponymous title "BITCH FUCK".
Humbert slid it into his console before resuming his seat tearing open the bag of takeout.
*************
"My, would you look at that; I'd say you're a natural Treena." Elle commented, both women standing in the kitchen looking at a brisket fresh out of the oven. Both women were camped out in Deputy Jimmy's kitchen working jointly on a veritable feast.
"Thank Mrs. Mooney." Treena replied still monotone which betrayed her emotion.
"Call me Elle, you know that girl; we've hung a little before. Jimmy's eyes are gonna pop out of his head when he sees what you've done around here."
The women had taken the time between cooking to do a protracted deep clean of his house and Treena even managed to pick up the front yard a bit. Elle's toddler was currently in the living room in a portable playpen before the television watching kid's programming involving some puppets. It was a welcome change for the tall, lanky woman who discovered that she was in a rut besides the problems she was currently having with her boyfriend.
Elle encouraged her to get out of her hookup clothing settling for a loose fitting dress stuffed in one of the garbage bags in the bedroom she shared with Jimmy. Treena didn't have the heart to tell her benefactor that she believed the dress belonged to another woman. Elle brought up the rear while Treena removed and reapplied lighter makeup.
"You think he's gonna kick me to the curb even though I'm trying to do what he wants?"
"I think you two should have a nice dinner and just talk."
"Talk?"
"Yeah, that's how you work it out Treena; that's how I work it out with Jed. Sometimes he can be a big dummy with things around the house and I kinda remind him, because I love him."
Both women were wearing aprons with Treena's hands hidden in big, oversized oven mitts. She'd been coached into whipping up a decent meal for her estranged boyfriend worried the whole time.
"I don't know if this is gonna work; I done tossed his unmentionables in the parking lot down to the station. He's gonna be real terrible mad when he gets home from work Elle."
"Don't you worry about a thing girl; I'm gonna sit in the cat bird seat and referee this thing so it don't get outta hand."
"But, what if it does?" There was no denying the apprehensive look on Treena's face, but Elle gave her a reassuring hug lightly chortling.
"Don't you worry about it none; I got the message out to Jed and he's gonna hang out. Now all you gotta do is put some good food in his belly and do your business in that there bedroom."
"Are you sure about that?"
"As sure as my name Treena; just found out I'm married to the head lawman in this here town of Maplewood." Before they could talk further, the sound of a car pulling into the driveway alerted the women.
Despite all of the positive reinforcement, Treena started trembling visibly shaking enough that Elle decided to calm her nerves by picking her toddler up and giving him to the apprehensive woman to hold. This seemed to work as Elle helped Treena sit on the couch before walking over to the screen door peering out into the front yard. She chuckled walking out the door leaving Treena and her toddler alone.
The newly minted sheriff of Maplewood Jeb Mooney, sat behind the wheel of his patrol car slightly gassed after a full day of work. There was nothing more soothing visually speaking than the sight of his wife half running to the car to greet him. Her head came in through the driver's side window planting a wet kiss on his lips. They ended up making out for a few seconds.
"Were you even gonna tell me you're the sheriff now, Jeb?"
"Mamma, its been a long day; you gonna have to cut me some slack. It ain't all its cracked up to be and I'm still sort of out in the field, if you get my drift."
"I saw you on the news pappa; you looked so handsome on the television."
"So, that mean you gonna walk on my back tonight?"
"Only if you promise to bust my back out tonight." Both of them chuckled some more before he glanced over finding Treena in the screen door of his partner's track home. She was motioning towards his patrol car for their toddler.
"Looks like you gave old Treena a mommy makeover, huh?"
"Well, whatever works; she's been walking around on pins and needles all day thinking Jimmy's gonna kick her out the minute he comes home."
"Yeah I got some text messages from a whole buttload of my deputies showing pics of his dirty drawers all over the station parking lot. That don't look so good making an idiot out of a man in public. So, he didn't kick her out or nothing?"
"Hasn't been home; kinda thought he'd be here with you." Sheriff Mooney prickled up at his wife's words, brow furrowed.
"Well, we ended up with Reed's patrol car so Jimmy took it looking for a suspect. I've been busy about town, but I figured maybe that trail ran cold."
"Think he's somewhere cheating on Treena?" Elle asked looking back at the twentysomething still standing behind the screen door with their toddler.
"I don't exactly know; I'm gonna call him up right now."
Sheriff Mooney made a call while his wife watched finding that it immediately went to voicemail. He called a few more times. This weird feeling slowly engulfed him as he straightened up behind the wheel looking from the face of his phone to his wife.
"What is it Jeb?"
************
Uhm, excuse me I'm here to speak with my client." The deputy looked up from the concierge desk at the entrance finding a disheveled looking man in a cheap suit sporting a five o'clock shadow. This shady looking individual was chomping on a small burger wrapped in foil. He was a lawyer.
"Client?"
"Leslie Anne Kennedy; my name is Wilson Brown and I've been assigned to represent her for the time being." He was carrying a ratty satchel bag in his other hand. Mr. Brown slid a card in front of the deputy, but the officer left it there noticing grease stains on it.
"We know most of the lawyers around town, haven't seen you before."
"Oh yeah, I'm from a town over, Cobb county deputy."
"Yeah right, uhm, she's being processed right now and you can see her when its uh, done. Funny, the girl's a trust fund kid so I'm shocked she didn't have some fancy lawyer show up." The dig at Wilson's appearance didn't go unnoticed, but he took another bite out of his burger.
"Well if its any consolation, I'm a proxy for the big money. You'll get a show when she arrives, you can bet on that."
"Is that right?"
*************
"Turn to your left." She complied finding a gathering of other deputies gathered watching as the first photo was taken.
"Face forward." Leslie turned facing Deputy Linda getting the second photo taken.
She noticed but didn't register the extra people obviously finding her a curiosity because of her looks and the fact that her sex tape had been reviewed covertly throughout the working day. Most couldn't believe she was only eighteen years of age and that coupled with the growing knowledge of her relationship with the former sheriff Reed.
There was much gossip after her discovery centered around Reed's nearly incessant absences now coupled with the knowledge that he'd been hooking up with this knockout. Their eyes were intrusive, but she remained stoic. Normally she would've been disturbed by this, but her mind wandered hoping against all hope that her baby's father still lived.
"Right hand." Deputy Linda's voice was harsh as she was taken and fingerprinted. Leslie followed through knowing this woman was impassive, unmovable despite attempts including overt bribery to get the female deputy to pursue her former employer.
"Hey Linda, she's got a visitor waiting."
"Humbert?' Leslie blinked looking at her arresting officer finding a stone face. Deputy Linda pulled on her bicep visibly annoyed.
"Eh, let him wait an hour; Ms. Lady here is going behind bars for a little while before her money takes over." Deputy Linda couldn't get the memory of her emotionally gutting Reed out of her mind. She had no love loss for her former boss but found Leslie's treatment of him brutal.
"Thank you Deputy." Leslie unexpectedly thanked the officer catching her off guard.
"For what?"
"Arresting me."
There was no way she could know Leslie was puffing up inside hopeful that Humbert Jenkins had come down to the station. She was okay sitting there behind bars happy in the fact that he was unharmed. Leslie was placed inside a cell taking a seat close to the thick door. Deputy Linda found it unsettling staring at the beautiful girl sitting there on a wall bench complacently.
*************
"COME ON, OUT OF THE WAY!!!"
Sheriff Mooney pushed his car to the limit until it was almost vibrating apart, the overhead siren blasting out its warning to the cars ahead, many who barely had time to drift over to the side for a full stop. He was driving like a bat out of hell weaving lanes barely shifting out of the way of a big red semitruck soon followed by another patrol car as he sped down the interstate which led in and out of town, heart thumping wildly.
Dispatch tracked the GPS in his partner's patrol car finding it on the outskirts of town. The coordinates put it smack dab middle in some privatized farmland. Sheriff Mooney couldn't shake the queasy feeling in his gut already blaming himself for losing track of his best friend during the day.
He unknowingly mimicked Deputy Jimmy's earlier frenetic path swerving wildly off road albeit further away from the end point hitting the bluff downward into the wooded area. Mooney pushed forward riding along this overly high fortified white fence. The roar of the engine was deafening as his knuckles whitened on the steering wheel. His phone was blowing up with repeated calls from Elle, but he was intensely focused on reaching the end of this journey hoping to find something rational.
It was his first official day on the job as the acting Sheriff of Maplewood and it had been a shit show from one end to the other. Some large weeping willow trees appeared on the opposite side of the fence at his right side, their branches dipping low into the road hitting his windshield, but Mooney pushed onward into a clearing.
There were already two state police cars occupying the glen adjacent to the stream running through the clearing as he pulled a sharp turn slamming down on the breaks. He was so flustered that he didn't bother turning off his siren jumping out of the car as a few state troopers moved to intercept him. Sheriff Mooney couldn't see them though, only focused on the sight twenty feet in front of his eyes, Deputy Jimmy's patrol car. Two more officers were standing at the car with mag lights illuminating its interior as a familiar face and peer approached. He knew the state trooper in passing, one officer Hankinson.
"HEY MOONEY, YOU DON'T WANNA SEE THIS!!"
"GET OUT OF MY WAY!!" The two troopers made a play for his arms in a futile attempt to stop the man from pushing forward. Mooney jostled with them as Hankinson raised his hands trying to calm the fast panicking sheriff.
"HE'S GONE MOONEY; JUST LET US TAKE CARE OF IT!!"
"HE'S NOT GONE HANKINSON, LET ME GO!!" Sheriff Mooney was reluctantly released going into a muted sprint stopping short of the compromised patrol car when he observed the splatters of crimson on the half down window of the patrol car. One of the attending troopers unintentionally turned his flashlight on Mooney illuminating him.
"JIMMY!!!" Mooney shoved the trooper inside getting a direct look into the back of the vehicle. There was nothing they could do to stop him from looking down onto the backseat to discover the fate of one Jimmy Hennepecker, former deputy of the small town of Maplewood.
"OH MY GAAAWD JIMMY!!" The state troopers grabbed Mooney by both arms supporting his weight.
Everyone present was haunted by what they'd discovered on the backseat of that patrol car, but none more than Sheriff Jeb Mooney, the man's best friend. One of the troopers, an older lawman who thought he'd seen it all mumbled a prayer under his breath. He was holding a partially stained photograph in his hands of two women. One of them, the younger, looked decidedly sinister in the picture.
"Hail Mary full of grace, the lord is with thee, blessed are thou among women, and blessed is the fruit of your womb, Jesus." The words trailed off as Mooney looked up into the man's weathered face, something dead inside the newly minted sheriff of Maplewood.
"Jimmy."
...TO BE CONCLUDED IN TWO.
The Reign of Terror will soon conclude in Maplewood.
*************
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"What's this?" I asked fifteen minutes later finding a gift bag on her kitchen table.
Both women seemed to be waiting for me. Rashida was still wearing her friend's bathrobe. I'd changed into Jaquan's surrendered clothing.
"Open it."
I was worried for a split second that I would find either Jaquan or Yoli's severed head in the bag. Instead I found a brand-new laptop and another mini camera. There was also some sort of chest harness in the bag.
"What's this for, Renee?"
"We got off to a rocky start, but I gotta admit you're my nigga. I wanted to show my appreciation and apologize for putting that minty shit all over your junk a few days ago. Besides, you deserve something nice for being a good guy."
Both women leaned in giving me each a kiss on each cheek. I felt a wave of emotion well up inside me glancing at both of them before dipping down to the tabletop.
"He so cute." Rashida commented smiling while nursing a mug of cola.
"So, I want you to do something with this instead of fucking around on that website." Renee instructed drinking from her own mug.
"What?"
"Build a website for my girl here; and make your money without someone's hand in your back pocket. For every dollar you get, that host site gets two and you got the smoke with Rashida, right here." I couldn't stifle a wide gregarious grin at her suggestion.
"What?" Both women looked at one another before regarding me.
"I got an idea."
**BEGINNING OF VOLUME TWO**
MAXIMUM BADONKADONK
I sat at Renee's kitchen table with a wry smile on my face as both women watched my expression change. My eyes darted back and forth between them from Renee's pale exotic countenance to Rashida's smoldering earthen beauty. They were a contrast, two extremes at the opposite ends of one another. Comically, both women took sips from their mugs at the same time, regarding me.
"What you looking at me for, I'm ain't doing porn." Renee said out of nowhere drawing her friend's attention.
"Well, he was looking at me, too; you trying to throw shade on my bag, huh?"
Rashida acknowledged the subtle dig at her side hustle.
"I brought him that computer so that he could help you secure the fucking bag."
"But I'm a porn star, right?"
"Star?" Renee comedically raised her eyebrows completely trolling her best friend as I opened my laptop knowing where things were going.
"Bitch." Rashida's brow furrowed giving me the idea that maybe her screen name referred to her temper. Renee took another sip, her slanted eyes narrowing as she slowly sat her mug on the table. It was time for me to intervene.
"LADIES, I WAS THINKING OF A WAY TO PROMOTE THE NEW SITE; I WASN'T LOOKING AT YOU RENEE, SO CHILL PLEASE!! RASHIDA YOU'RE NOT A STAR; YOU A SUPERSTAR!!" I wasn't looking at their faces, still looking over the attached manual for my new laptop. Seconds later, both women chuckled.
"You think you slick, huh little nigga?" Rashida mused.
"I'm taller than you."
"You know what I mean, asshole." She chuckled again as her friend leaned forward resting her elbow on the table. Her chin rested on her fist watching both of us.
"Stop calling me that word, too." I knew it was futile trying to get her to stop using the N-Word, but I tried anyway.
"Oh what is that; you don't want a new laptop and state of the art equipment, nigga?" Renee perked up, straightening her back unintentionally making her breasts bulge outward. I couldn't help ogling her equipment which made her laugh and palm the back of my head with a loud slap.
"Oh you don't want another fluid stream of liquid income along with your girl who's about to get big with all that monster ass, huh Renee?"
"I think he's been spending too much time with you girlfriend." Rashida commented.
"If you wouldn't have been skittish, we would've got there sooner." Renee replied full of trademark snark.
"He fucked Mintzy; that's nasty."
"Nasty, didn't I just catch you two niggas fucking on my damn floor, eh? He was balls deep in the back fucking door, wasn't he Rashida? Why don't you admit you wanted a piece when you saw him handling my Mintzy's old ass like a boss.? Stop faking the funk!" Renee never failed to disappoint verbally. I doubt Rashida even realized she was being dressed down for a few moments.
"Why you gotta put me on blast?"
"It's not like that, you're my girl for real; that being said, I'm disappointed."
"DISAPPOINTED?!!" Both of us blurted out at the same time.
"Yeah, you guys didn't shoot nothing."
"I'm just the talent so you should be directing those salty comments at the director, shouldn't you?"
I smiled at her acknowledgement still reading the equipment manuals for my set-up. There was no way I was getting between Renee and Rashida, both alpha females in their own rights. I glanced up finding both women staring waiting for me to engage. Instead, I took out my phone placing it on the table in front of them.
"I said I had an idea, didn't I?"
"Well, don't keep us waiting all day." Renee snapped her fingers in front of my face as I looked between them.
"Alright boss; I would like to thank you guys for giving form to a great promotional tool."
"What promotional tool?" Rashida took another sip from her cup.
"Your shit talking."
"WHAT?!!" Both women looked comically offended as I continued.
"Well, I intended to shoot a scene with Thunda here, but obviously things got out of hand in the planning stages; but even though we had uh, a successful trust exercise, I didn't get to shoot what I wanted. So, I wanna shoot something real quick that will definitely get more eyes on Rashida's current page."
"That's the plan?" Renee looked bored; shoulders hunched.
"No, our girl here needs a bad guy."
"MAN, WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT?!!" Rashida perked up straightening her back, looking annoyed.
"Think about it, we release her boy / girl scene, they blow up because of her history as a cam girl, the shitty looking sex tape and the stuff I shot. Then maybe we do more stuff, but eventually people, uh get well-BORED and Thunda is over exposed. We don't want that ladies; what we want is a narrative."
"NIGGA, WHAT IS YOU TALKING ABOUT, EH?!!" The irritated grimace on Renee's face matched her best friend and star attraction. My computer bag was on the table allowing the opportunity to give form to my idea as I opened the laptop I'd been using.
"A rival; Chi Town Thunda needs a foil. We're gonna get her a bad guy."
"You want me to fight a bitch, for money?" Rashida leaned on the table resting her chin on her elbow. I clicked on the folder containing all of the materials I'd shot of the recent girls I'd been filming.
"Not in so many words; but speaking in hip hop terms you need to be Biggie vs. Tupac."
"Calling me fat?!"
"Please Rashida; cut me a fucking break. In the old days, back when people were breakdancing, they'd battle. Rappers battle all the time, and you know cam girls get beefs sometimes, but it's never got big unless a celebrity was involved. So, just for the record your measurements are 38C-29-62, right?"
"Yeah, more or less." Rashida looked apprehensive as I turned the screen facing them.
"Meet Shawnee Thompson, she's 34A with a 32 inch waist, but I think it's a little bigger in the waist area. I was a little fucked in the head when we first met. As far as the rest, the tape didn't go all the way around her butt. I've christened her, Ms. WTF."
Both of the women looked frozen in place, wide eyed at the paused screen shot on my laptop. It was from the teaser I'd shot revealing Shawnee's humongous redbone derriere. It literally filled the screen with a portion revealing her cinched waist. There was no doubt that anyone looking at it would probably think it was photoshop, but I knew better. Shawnee Thompson was no doubt, a star in the making, Ms. WTF.
"Shit, that kills your booty, Rashida girl." Renee replied somberly half smirking. Chi Town Thunda didn't look amused.
"HEY MAN, WHAT'S UP WITH THIS SHIT?!!" She understood competition no doubt, but I saw the opportunity to make myself valuable no matter what happened afterwards.
"Capitalism, at least the modern version of it these days Rashida. I didn't know how things would turn out between us and I uh, discovered Ms. WTF here. Now, that things kind of worked out between us, I thought I'd take the opportunity to make some serious coin with a little bit of controlled opposition. Meet your bad guy, Rashida."
"You want me to go up against her?"
"Yeah, that's the idea."
"Her fucking ass is so much bigger than yours; homegirl, you gonna lose." Renee found the proceedings humorous, but Rashida's brow furrowed.
"You setting me up to lose?!"
"No, I'm setting you up to get the fucking bag. I'm setting up the venue and the price, she's getting a paid a fee while you get residuals from the online event. You're not gonna lose because you're the champ Rashida. You're Apollo Creed right now." Rashida glanced over at Renee who was taking a deep sip from her mug, cheeks flushed.
"DON'T YOU LAUGH AT ME; HE'S BEEN HANGING OUT WITH YOU WAY TOO MUCH!!" Despite her words, Rashida was grinning from ear to ear as I closed the laptop.
"Yup, I don't kill my enemies; I get them to kill each other." I repeated Renee Kelly's mantra perfectly making her cough up some soda as she laughed. All of us were laughing in seconds at the insanity of my plan.
"Baby Don King, you are my nigga every day." Renee commented dabbing at her cola soiled top with a napkin.
"Stop calling me nigga, please."
"I'll work on it, cutie."
"Well, what're we supposed to call you, huh fool?" Neither one of these women considered calling me by my name so I knew an alias would come in handy. Besides, why should the women have all of the fun?
"Mister D."
"WHAT?!!" Renee was already messing up her top again, laughing hard at my chosen moniker.
"Director, I mean I am-the director and uhm, since you keep calling me the N-Word, I added an honorific of my own choosing. I'm gonna be Mister D, from now on, alright?"
"I don't care what you call yourself as long as I get paid." Rashida laughed taking a final sip from her mug.
"Yeah okay, both of you make sure none of this shit gets into my daily business. We've gotta agree right here and now that uh, this stays under the radar." Renee was serious and I understood the gravity of what she was saying.
"I got you girl." Rashida capitulated.
"Mister D?"
"Group hug?" I raised my arms at the end of the kitchen table welcoming them over.
I didn't expect both of them to get up on either side jointly embracing me.
Neither one of them expected my hands to greedily squeeze both of their equally incredible derrieres. I got two generous handfuls of Renee's amazing heart shaped fifty inches, and Rashida's astounding, show stopper covered only in a robe. Both of them reacted facially in unison as Rashida's palm lightly slapped my opposite cheek while Renee rapped at the back of my skull with her knuckles.
"Hey man, don't be trying none of that Hugh Heffner shit around here." Rashida warned, half smiling.
"I call the shots on my booty, or did you forget that Mister D?" Renee added.
"Well, you only live once, or maybe twice." I rubbed the sore spot on the back of my head making them chuckle. Despite herself, Rashida planted a kiss on my forehead.
"Here's your twice right here, fool." Renee palmed the back of my head shoving my lips into her left ass cheek.
It was visually obvious esteemed baby mamma number two was wearing a thong. The material was stretched tight enough that I could see the undergarment plainly through the dashiki dress covering her person.
"You are so, spoiled." Rashida commented, busting me as her friend smiled.
"Yeah, not my fault; uhm, hey guys, how much baby oil do you have?"
"Why?" I just smirked.
**********************************************************************************************************
Thirty minutes later Rashida and I were walking the aisles of a beauty supply store with thirty dollars supplied by Renee. This store was located in an adjacent Korea town strip mall sparsely populated due to a big box store sopping up the local customer revenue for the past six months. Renee mentioned that she maintained business with the store because of desperation pricing and convenience. It was odd being paired up with Rashida after all the initial drama between us.
Hell, it was even weirder after hooking up with her and stranger that we were getting supplies for a new boy girl scene to be filmed this afternoon. I ended up pushing the small grocery cart along the aisles watching the hypnotically majestic sway of Rashida's enormous buttocks in those criminally skin tight shorts as she did a bit of casual shopping. That thing was serious ridiculous and now I had permission to look as she noticed.
"Man, I can't believe you still hawking; don't you ever get enough?"
"I'll let you know when I do." She snickered finding humor in my on the fly charm.
"Which do you prefer, me or Renee?"
"Didn't I grab both of you and get smacked?" I was playfully diplomatic.
"Come on, I want a straight answer; would you pick me or Renee?" She pressed again.
"Alright, if you didn't know me at all; would I have a chance to get with you, Rashida?" There was some movement detected out my peripheral vision. Some rail thin Korean teen was checking out Chi Town Thunda.
Her double globes were drawing attention to her innate wares like gravity. It didn't help that she had to repeatedly tug down on them to keep from getting a wicked public wedgie. The teen looked shaky and apprehensive in familiar fashion reminding me of my initial run-in with Ms. Rashida Sikes.
Besides being physically intimidating in a hood way, her authoritatively mean voice carried when she spoke. I remembered feeling verbally emasculated to the point that I decided to put a paper bag on my head afterwards instead of dealing. I noticed the android in the kid's trembling hands. He wanted something for prosperity and I really couldn't blame him one bit.
"Hell no, I like my men with some muscles, kind of beefy; don't get it twisted, I mean you alright and stuff." Rashida was handling some hair related product reading the back label.
"Gee thanks, a lot." I glanced over noticing the kid having trouble keeping his hands steady as Rashida continued up the aisle.
"Don't trip, at least you got the kitty."
"Gee, thanks again." I commented as Rashida tugged a particularly troublesome wedgie glancing at me smiling. That smile instantaneously morphing into a glowering scowl when she noticed the teen camera phone in hand.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING LITTLE BOY?!!" The teen scrambled off panicked. Rashida took a stutter step in his direction, but I snagged her arm earning an aggressive scowl. I relinquished my grip carefully, smiling.
"Don't beat up the money."
"Huh?"
"You're chasing off a fan Rashida; that's a potential sale but now, you've probably offended him. Look, I understand how you feel but its time to think like a business woman. Remember all of the traffic you had when you were a cam girl? That ain't shit compared to the web site we're building, so don't fuck up the money."
"So you telling me to let people perv on me, huh?"
"No, but it would be smart to maybe, look the other way if nobody out of pocket. I can build a website, but you've gotta help me out. Fuck, help yourself out Rashida." She looked skeptical placing a bottle of hair care product in my cart amongst several bottles of baby oil.
"You tell the other girl, that shit?"
"Ms. WTF?"
"Yeah."
"No, she's an employee whereas you're the face of the franchise. She's doing a paid job for you; bringing your stock way the fuck back up to where it was before you got busted by your boyfriend. Trust me, you got nothing to worry about." Rashida was staring at me, eyebrow raised.
"Man, you really need to stop hanging out with Renee." We'd filled the cart with several bottles of oil, other supplies, a few odds and ends needed for the beauty shop.
"What, you worried Ms. WTF is gonna take you out before you even get started?"
"Excuse me?"
"You already had tenure so to speak with the cam site; got the fans especially after my teasers making you resurgent, but her ass is BIGGER."
"So what you trying to say, huh nigga?" Rashida's brow was predictably furrowed at the perceived slight regarding her measurements.
She'd long since ceased tugging at her wedgie allowing her decadent lower cheeks to bulge defiantly. A tall, weird looking brother pushed a cart walking by getting an eyeful before his dumpy old lady punched him in the shoulder. It was further proof that I would be able to some serious coin if my plan went off without a hitch. I'd watched the clip of Rashida's downfall a number of times maintaining a copy for prosperity. It wasn't out of malicious intent, but it provided ideas how to properly frame that 62 inches of back porch.
"Her ass is way bigger than yours; but you have the better body by miles, Rashida. That's why I'm purposely giving all of your material a slick, professional look while her stuff is going to remain gritty. It's about a contrast that will raise your stock significantly."
"Bruh, you REALLY need to stop hanging out with Renee."
"I'm gonna ask you about that when we're done." I leaned over the cart palming a good handful of the nearest butt cheeks. I cupped the exposed bare portion enjoying the ponderous heated feeling of her skin. My phone buzzed with an incoming text.
"Shit." It was my cousin, Jaquan.
"Who is it?"
"My cousin, fucking Jaquan; he's probably worried I'm screwing Renee which is laughable at best. Honestly when ever I'm around both of them collectively, I feel like they're playing handball with me. Shit, Renee fucked me instead of the other way around; she just wanted to burn him at first."
"At first; you guys catching feelings or something?"
"Not even, I guess; besides if that were true, we would both be dead, wouldn't we? She busted us screwing on her floor and just watched." One aisle over, some elderly Korean woman was mad dogging us fiercely. Rashida looked embarrassed, to her credit nudging me.
"She wasn't always that tough; back in the day she was sweet, a real princess. Once she started getting the business from Jaquan and getting a baby; the girl went full thug. He was always messing around behind her back and then, he tried her straight up one day. Girl found some bitch sitting up in his house buck naked one time, laid both of them out right on the spot. She actually chased this girl through that nigga's screen door. Man, she put him in the hospital, too."
"I remember that; she got arrested, then my aunt moved her into the house with the baby."
"Dumbest decision ever."
"Yeah because, screwed the pooch with that one because now Jaquan had an inhouse prison guard; didn't stop him from getting around, either."
"That fool crazy, he even tried to push up on me when I visited one time; Renee asked me not to come over after that. A week later she was beating on him for trying to get with some high school senior. I was so happy when she moved out of there."
"My cousin tried to get at you?"
"Jealous?"
"What do you think, Thunda?" I gave the generous handful of ass, a hearty squeeze making Rashida yelp playfully.
***********************************************************************************************************
"Hey, yall thirsty?"
There was a whimsical look on her face in extreme closeup. Everything about her earthen beauty was on display with acute clarity. She was close enough that it felt like she were right in front of you instead of phone or computer screen. A bit of her snazzy updo hairstyle was apparent with a curly bang hanging down into frame like Super Man's iconic cow lick. Rashida licked her big, burgundy tinged lips hungrily. If you looked close enough, there was steady movement in the background somewhat out of focus. It you continued looking you would find this quivering, jiggling motion hypnotically waving like the ocean.



"Yall look really fucking thirsty to me; check it out."
Anyone still inquisitive would be shocked as the continuous undulating motion intensified in epic colored tinged fashion. Gradually it was revealed that Rashida was lying on her belly using a selfie stick as her shoulders appeared followed by the mountainous twin humps of her famous derriere began to rise way above her shoulders.
The canary yellow shorts had become defacto bikini bottoms from the powerful swaying motion shifting horizontally in frame. Shocking still, was the realization that her humongous mocha colored cheeks were ballooning from the undersides of those shorts in shocking detail. If you were listening with headphones, there was a continuous clapping motion accompanying the movements.
"Quench your thirst; free yourself baby." Rashida's authoritative voice added to the enchanting twerking motions as the clapping sounds of her huge, bulbous cheeks intensified.
"FAAAAWWWKKK!!"
Those high waisted shorts of hers were definitive panties at this point, a wealth of overly generous rear cleavage exposed for all to see as each of the dual mountainous ovals rotated violently mashing into one another like the clashing rocks of Greek myth. Audibly, the sound went to stereo quality highs as I groaned jerking several ropes of thick, milky semen across the expanse of her gigantic badonkadunk. The canary yellow garment was utterly defiled with congealed pools of ejaculated drizzling across the exposed flesh. Some of it was running into her thigh gap.
"Still thirsty, huh nigga?" My hand was prying one of her huge cheeks apart revealing the soiled crotch of those useless shorts.
"Hey Thunda; what did the five fingers say to "Dat ASS" huh?"
"What fool?"
"SLAP!!"
I slapped that big, dark chocolate cheek several times making it jiggle uncontrollably. You could see just how meaty and solid it was from the continued open handed slaps. My spunk was spread across both cheeks at this point leaving a sticky film as her logo appeared in thick crimson letters superimposed over her massive, twerking butt.
Her stage name faded out leaving a cryptic message in the same blocky, crimson letters.
COMING SOON!!
Renee sat in front of my laptop watching the trailer created and finished after a day of goofing off with Rashida. I'd quickly cobbled together something the moment we arrived home. She begrudgingly offed us her bedroom floor to film the last part of the scene side eyeing me all the while.
"You guys are so nasty." She commented watching it once more.
"Why you keep watching it then; like what you see baby?" Rashida teased earning a middle finger from her best friend / boss.
We'd arrived back at her place finding Renee causally sitting there watching television and texting. I figured she was talking to my cousin. He looked shaky when we left uniformly earlier that afternoon. During our absence Renee had taken the time to do a little cleaning around her apartment while ordering up a deep dish pizza.
She wasn't too happy when asked for the use of her bedroom floor, while Rashida was all in on the proposed teaser trailer. Visually I lucked out as she'd changed into a blue and white smock top along with some homemade daisy dukes. I got a couple of looks at the big pale, heart shaped derriere before she clipped me. Both of these women were doing a horrible job of keeping me grounded.
"How many times are you two gonna fuck on my rug; should I rent it out by the hour?"
"Maybe you should." Rashida continued teasing.
"Maybe I will, probably get taxes out of your paycheck girl. How long is this shit gonna take anyway?"
Esteemed baby mamma number two was irritated, but it didn't have anything to do with us. Something happened while we were out, but I knew Renee well enough to let it slide.
"Uh, working it out; don't forget Rashida's shorts in the wash, too." It was only fair that I wash the clothing I'd soiled.
Almost ten minutes after posting the hastily slapped together post, Chi Town Thunda's teaser clip was racking up views in the thousands. Rashida was happy with the money racked up on her new clip and a resurgence of interest in the one's already posted.
"Yeah right; you got my rug and my washing machine; what else you want for me, boy?" Even being purposely boorish, you couldn't get past her symmetrical beauty. I was determined to accomplish my goals despite that noise.
"Some spike heels, for Rashida here."
"ARE YOU SERIOUS?!!"
"Yes ma'am, I am Renee." I answered without fail or pause.
"AH SHIT, KNEW THIS WAS A BAD IDEA!" Renee stalked off leaving us in the living room. I'd been busy setting up the shoot while Rashida stood against the wall intermittently watching my progress and texting. Her sudden exit left this void in the room as I glanced over at her best friend.
"What you want me to do; she ain't gonna stop throwing attitude."
"You're supposed to be her best friend."
"I am all that and more; that's why I know when to leave her alone. When she get like this, it's all about flexing on the first idiot stupid enough to get in her face. I know my girl serious as fuck; think you know her better?"
"No, but I'm gonna have to be that stupid." Rashida scoffed as I stopped what I was doing walking towards the corridor leading to Renee's bedroom. She reluctantly followed with the intent of presenting a united front.
We found Renee leaning against the wall, slumped shoulders looking at the face of her phone. There was no doubt she heard everything said.
"I called uhm, to check on my baby girl. Yeah, I called her phone and she picked up. Told me she was eating some Cape Seed Bread with cream and strawberries spread on it. My little Daisy said that daddy's friend Akemi bought it over. My baby so smart, that she took a picture of her little desert."
"Ah man, sorry Renee."
"She sent me two pictures instead of one; check it out." Both of us glanced at the face of her iPhone finding diminutive, little Daisy Kelly sitting on my cousin's couch in Akemi's arms.
Both were smiling like they were taking a family portrait. I was devastated for Renee too. I'd wrongfully thought that tricked Jaquan into thinking he'd caught a STI would slow him down. However it looked, he proved us wrong by having his current jump off over to the house despite the presence of his daughter. Honestly, I was shocked that Renee Kelly hadn't driven over there with a loaded gun on her passenger seat while we were out.
"What now, Renee?"
"I don't know; seriously conflicted between doing what's in my heart or keeping it core. My little girl needs a mother because her daddy ain't about shit. All he got is his looks and a big ass dick; his skull got one fucking bean in it. Jaquan gotta have his women; man, I fucked him a few days ago and look at this shit!!"
"He's not in the picture, maybe he doesn't know it was taken."
"WHO-THE FUCK-CARES?!!" She screamed right in my face getting nothing further. I didn't know what to say or do after finding out about my cousin's stupidity. After finding him beating the brakes off Yoli, it was all I could do to keep Renee from plugging a few bullets into the tall lothario.
We just stood there, none of us willing to talk as I tried to figure out what to say. I shot Rashida a look wanting some help. She was fidgeting, trembling a little looking wholly conflicted.
"GIRL YOU KNOW I RIDE OR DIE WITH YOU, RIGHT?!! I MEAN, I'M DOWN TO TRASH A THOT WITH YOU BUT MY SHORTS UP IN THE WASHING MACHINE, RENEE!! FUCK, YOU SAY THE WORD AND I'LL KICK IT WITH YOU OVER THERE TO BEAT ALL THEM NIGGAS UP IN MY FUCKING PANTIES!! BUT WE GOTTA FUCK BOTH OF THEM UP, ALRIGHT?!!"
That definitely wasn't what I was expecting, and neither was Renee Kelly, esteemed baby mamma number two. Rashida remained fidgety, rolling her shoulders, brow furrowed signifying a readiness to be a wing woman to absolute mayhem.
Instead, Renee chuckled.
"You'd really go with me to fight a bitch in your panties, Rashida?"
"Yeah."
"Can I film it?" I interjected in a really stupid Freudian slip of the tongue.
Seconds later both girls were chuckling, eventually outright laughing when I joined in as Renee leaned over giving her best friend a hug. I knew better than to get close not wanting another slap to the head or otherwise. The humorous moment was suddenly interrupted by the ringing of Renee's phone. It was Jaquan. She answered putting it on speaker.
"Yeah, what's up Jaquan?" Renee answered coldly.
"OH HEY, I WAS JUST CALLING BECAUSE UHM, YOU PROBABLY GOT A PICTURE FROM DAISY, RIGHT?!!" The panic was evident in his voice.
"I saw both of them."
"AW BABY, UHM RENEE THAT GIRL WAS UH, JUST ONE OF THEM CHURCH PEOPLE FROM MY MOM'S CHURCH!! SHE WAS DELIVERING SOME PAMPLETS AND STUFF!! I DIDN'T KNOW SHE TOOK THAT PICTURE WITH DAISY!!"
"Okay."
"NO REALLY, AIN'T NOTHING GOING ON OVER HERE!! EVERYTHING'S COOL AND ITS JUST ME AND DAISY, OKAY?!!"
"Jaquan."
"Uh, yeah?" We could hear the fear and stress in his faltering voice.
"How's my baby girl?"
"Oh she's just fine; she's doing some work on her tablet. We had a really nice dinner and watched some of her shows, too. Uhm, it makes me miss the old days when we were all together. I cry every time I look at our little girl; thank God for her every day." Renee was staring at her phone with this blank expression worrying me and Rashida because of her lack of a reaction.
"Okay, anything else?"
"Uhm, my cuz still over there?"
"Yeah, you wanna talk to him Jaquan?"
"Is he staying over there with you; like spending the night or something?" My cousin sounded worried.
"Do you wanna talk to him?" Renee reiterated devoid of any emotion whatsoever. Rashida and I were blown away at her candor and non-committal attitude.
"Uh well, guess its cool yall hanging out; don't do nothing I wouldn't do." Rashida facepalmed while her best friend stared at the face of her phone stoically.
"Anything else Jaquan?"
"No."
"Okay then, I've got some things to do and I'll pick my daughter up in the morning. That okay with you, Jaquan?"
"Yeah, sure bae; I love you." He sounded sullen and disappointed.
"Laters." Renee hung up staring off into space for a few moments, afterwards.
Predictably, my phone started ringing moments later. She snatched it out of my hand staring at her baby daddy's number on its face. Renee draped an arm around my shoulder answering it on face time.
"OH HEY, I-UHM-WELL, I WAS GONNA TALK TO MY LITTLE COUSIN ABOUT!!"
"About what, Jaquan?" He looked stupid sitting on the couch with visible perspiration on his brow. I imagined he was going through the three stages of grief at that point.
"AH, IT'S COOL, I'LL HIT HIM UP TOMMOROW!! YOU STAY UP CUZ, I LOVE YOU LIKE A BROTHER, MAN!!" He sounded like an idiot.
"Jaquan?" Renee cut me off before I could even speak.
"Yeah?"
"I'm not fucking your cousin." She pointed the face of my phone down revealing that we were completely clothed before aiming it at Rashida, panty clad lower half and all. After a few seconds she turned the phone back towards her face without me in the frame.
"Do you think we're fucking now, Jaquan?"
"HEY, I WASN'T TRYING TO CHECK UP ON YOU GUYS; WE STRAIGHT, OKAY BAE?!!" I doubted he realized that he'd been shouting in this stupid okie tone the entire time we were privy to his conversation with Renee Kelly.
"Jaquan, is there anything else?"
"Nuh no, guess not."
"Bye." Renee hung up in his face taking the moment to switch off my phone and push it into my back pocket before turning to her best friend.
"So, I've got some wicked spike heels you can use for the shoot; they're studded. So you mind, or would you like something else."
"Uh no, thank you." She left us in the hall befuddled at her business like attitude.
*******************************************************************************************************
Things got more professional from that moment onward as I continued prepping for Chi Town Thunda's inaugural scene. I knew things had to be just right even with my limited skills as a supposed director. Up until this point I was going by instinct letting my imagination and lust guide my actions. Now, Renee Kelly upped the stakes charging me with setting up an adult website to maximize what she saw as the meager profits and compensation I'd been earning from an adult host site. I still intended to use the site to promote new material but was already thinking of things should success rear its ugly head. Renee's belief in me and the recent personal fallout from our association had me determined to make good for my mentor.
"Is all this really necessary, nigga?"
"Excuse me, what is my director name, Thunda?"
"Man come on; that shit sounds stupid." I was checking a feed on my laptop screen that allowed me to remotely monitor the small space we were using for the shoot.
"What is my director name? I wanna hear you say it, girl."
"Mister D; happy now, fool?!" At this point there was nothing Rashida could do to convince me that she was anything other than pure salt of the earth. The end of this boy / girl shoot would speak to the future of our working relationship, but it felt like we were becoming fast friends.
"She's right, that shit sounds stupid." Renee opinioned.
"Well I don't want you guys calling me nigga all the time." On my monitor, Renee was busy slathering baby oil all over Rashida's voluptuous body getting it to shine under the set up lighting kit she'd purchased for me.
"OKAY NIGGA!!" Both women chimed in laughing at the look on my face.
Renee switched on her sounds playing "Perfect Match" by Tech & Effx, perfectly setting the mood as Chi Town Thunda took up position with both palms flattened against the wall as if she were being arrested. We let the music do its magic on Rashida as she got into it beginning to sway from side to side. This woman opened up showing a sensual side doing this nude mating ritual, an end game striptease.
I'd brought down the lighting in the living room leaving only the set up lights which enhanced the look of everything exactly the way I wanted. Renee was sitting on her couch watching pensively. Chi Town Thunda could really move and shake her incredible hips in synch with the music. I was using a separate camera for closeups of her famous back porch.
It was Renee's idea to use the music throughout the shoot as I got my muse lying prone on the plush carpeting catching everything from two angles. I was always astounded at the disparity between the small of her back and the highest point of the well of her rich, chocolate derriere.
Renee got into the act using her iPhone to catch a perfect overhead shot of her best friend's massive derriere. I mimicked Rashida's self-filmed shot with her enormous butt jiggling visible high above her narrow shoulders as she twerked resulting in stereo quality claps of her warring cheeks. All of us were sweating by the time this phase of shooting was done.
"So tell me again why you're putting the cameras low on the floor?" Renee asked completely into the filming process.
"Its all about perspective, Renee."
"Perspective?"
"Yeah, I'm visually taking Rashida's 62 inches of natural chocolate and turning it into 124 for the viewing audience."
"I don't get it."
"Watch the monitor and be awakened to the power of cinema."
Chi Town Thunda was positioned on all fours with that glorious butt raised high into the air upper half low, embedded into the plush carpeting. She was a kneeling forty five degree angle of pure sex with her powerful calves crossed over one another. We were all familiar with one another to the point that I got naked without hesitation. In her current position, my muse's ass appeared doubled in size on the monitor.
She was comfortable assuming a decidedly submissive position underneath as I squatted behind open legged allowing my business to be visible to the camera. Right before I took her backdoor, my mind wandered back in time to one Erica Walton. That angry rebellious teen started me on this fateful path, and I couldn't be happier.
My balls were resting atop the parted halves of Thunda's cheeks as she tensed up around my girth getting used to the sensation. It would be the second time we had anal sex, only for the audience this time. Renee wasn't looking at us directly, just watching my laptop instead. A wiggle of her hips was enough to let me know she was ready, simultaneously demonstrating the inherent power of her stallion-like gams.
I found myself prompted, popping my hips while my body pretty much remained stationary. The feel of her luscious cheeks clapping into my pelvis was indescribably enchanting. Baby oil was slathered everywhere mixed with our intermingled perspiration. I was eventually long stroking her in a downward piledriving motion that ended with my balls slapping into her butt like weights.
"OOOOHHHHHH YEEEAAAHHH, FUCK IT FOR ME DAAAADDDY!! FUCK THAT ASS DAAADDYY!!" Thunda's hips were popping and bucking wildly making it hard to keep pace with her. I'd been working hard at concentrating stamina wise. But she was changing the equation.
"LOVE IT DAAAADDY!! LOVING THAT SHIT!! FUCK IT UP; FUCK IT OFF NIGGAAAA!!" Goosebumps were sprouting on her back as I rode it out trying not to be thrown across the room. Thunda was wagging that huge donk like a bitch in heat as my balls continued slapping into the cheeks.
"DAAAADDDY!! DAAAADDDY!! DAAAADDDY!! DAAAADDDY!! DAAAADDDY!!" Thunda was squirting in fits and bursts, enough that her essence was running down her thick, shapely legs. Her labored dirty talk melted away into aggressive sounding gibberish. This was enough to put me over the edge.
"AAAWWWWW SHIT!! SHIT GUURRLLL!! TAKE ALL OF THIS SHIT!!" I slid out of her rear end managing to covertly hide the condom in my palm as several ropes of milky ejaculate made an absolute mess of her enormous, shuddering badonkadunk. She collapsed face down with heavy impact causing motion ripples across that immense back porch.
"Ah shit, Mister D." Thunda moaned breathlessly as I knelt open legged allowing my member to rest in her rear cleavage for effect. Renee was standing off to the side catching an additional angle for prosperity, visibly flushed.
"Still sounds stupid." Renee commented breathlessly, seconds later.
All of us were laughing minutes later as I laid beside Rashida staring up at the ceiling. We were completely spent as Renee checked the footage she'd shot, regarding us collectively.
"You two goofs are gonna pay for getting that carpet cleaned."
"SERIOUSLY RENEE?!!" Rashida half laughed facepalming.
"YUP, NOW BOTH OF YOU GET UP AND WASH YOUR NASTY ASSES!!" She was smiling nudging me with her bare foot. Eventually we made it to the shower while she sat on the couch watching the scene we'd filmed, interested.
*********************************************************************************************************
I was feeling it everywhere at this point in the early evening. I was just leaning against the wall exhausted between my earlier episodes with Yoli and the absolute smashing of Rashida Sikes a.k.a Chi Town Thunda. There was no way I could've known that I'd be hooking up with her and if I'd known, I probably would've let Yoli twist in the wind. Part of me had to admit that a good bit of the weariness emanated from the emotional tempest created by my cousin Jaquan's proclivities.
Yoli was made for a shark like him, but malevolent in her own way. Fucking Yoli felt kind of like a defeat in hindsight. Despite my insistence on giving her nothing emotionally to feed on, she still managed to assuage a bit of guilt on her part. It was crazy because we weren't dating or anything. Maybe I was surprised at her innate savagery at getting what she wanted to complete that daisy chain between herself and Renee Kelly.



"You just gonna stand there?" Rashida asked washing the suds from her voluptuous figure. I'd zoned out staring at her enormous butt which probably wasn't a surprise to either of us at this point.
"I'm trashed girl, help yourself." I waved her off wearily.
"Aw, too much for you honey?" She smiled that earthen smirk that I'd become used to now. The steaming water cascaded down her torso as she cupped her breasts before rubbing her mound. I liked how open she was with me now.
"Yeah, but I get better." Rashida was caught off guard as I cupped her cheek leaning in for a lingering kiss. She chuckled for a few minutes before bringing her palm down on my naked butt.
"Damn bruh, you slick as fuck. Yeah, you're Jaquan's cousin alright."
"Don't remind me; pass the soap." She handed me the soap and I tossed it on the floor of the tub with a raised eyebrow towards the voluptuous sister.
"Fuck you." Rashida got out of the shower covering her front with a bath towel. It was plainly impossible to cover that ass. She didn't even try putting a little extra in her step as closed the door behind her.
My thoughts returned to Yoli unexpectedly once the door was closed remembering the toxic promise of sexual availability any time I wanted. There was no doubt she would show up if called, but I knew it was wrong. I didn't know if I would be able to abstain from using her. Jaquan was definitely feeling it leaving me curious about Renee's reaction to this latest slight.
I wanted to comfort her but knew it would be equally irresponsible. She'd have to work things out for herself. I resolved to stay out of their business as much as possible. I was so tired that I ended up sitting in the tub under the spray when Renee came knocking at the door. When I didn't answer, she opened the door, concerned.
"Get your ass out of that shower, boy." I gave her a thumbs up.
Renee took the remaining towel drying me off as I stepped out of the tub before wrapping it around my waist. She'd been more touchy feely since having her heart shattered by Jaquan and Yoli. Renee led me out into the hallway to her bedroom door stopping short to smirk at me. When I shrugged, she gave the door a light shove opening it for my viewing pleasure.
"Damn."
Rashida Sikes was out cold on top of the bed, snoring loudly. Somehow, she'd managed to squeeze into some silky pajama shorts and matching top undoubtedly provided by Ms. Kelly, our gracious host. She wasn't just snoring; these were the loud wet manly snores of a wino. I couldn't help but grin widely knowing I'd taken a toll on my comedic foil and overt braggart. There was no way I wasn't clowning the shit out of her after this as Renee caught the sight on her iPhone for prosperity.
"Congratulations Mister D; you officially got that good dick, man." She gave me a hard pat on the back, tucking her phone into the back pocket of her tattered daisy dukes. I followed Renee over to a hallway closet automatically surveying the sway of her own juicy rear end. That expensive phone was secure and snug against the swell of her pale butt.
"Check yourself." Renee warned pulling this vinyl duffle from the closet. She mic checked me suddenly tossing it into my chest as she leaned into the closet coming up with a rectangular box.
"Sorry."
"No you ain't."
The duffle turned out to be an air mattress which Renee inflated intentionally in the same spot where I'd plowed the stuffing out of her now snoring best friend earlier. I received a disparaging tutorial on the use of the accompanying air pump after she plugged it into the wall. Renee sat on her couch having a glass of wine parked in front of my laptop.
"Hey, thanks for everything Renee; you really helped things run smooth. Usually I just come up with stuff on the fly."
"How do you make it look so good? I've uh, looked at some of the other stuff on that host site and most if not all of it, is straight trash." I chuckled sitting beside her as the mattress inflated.
"Ms. Kelly, allow me to introduce you to the joys of video editing software." I brought up my editing bay walking her through a tutorial for the next thirty minutes. She was cutting her first teaser by the time my circular airbed was fully inflated.
"This is cool; I really like this." The loudly slumbering Rashida's digital clone was used to great effect teaching her best friend.
"Careful, esteemed baby mama number two has found another hat to wear." It was meant as encouragement, but she looked momentarily disturbed at the moniker. I didn't meet her eyes not wanting any drama for the rest of the evening.
"Let me get you some sheets."
I scratched my head as she disappeared returning with a pile of sheets and bedding. I was surprised when Renee prepared the bed herself instead of leaving it for me. It seemed the best thing I could do was focus on my editing bay starting the process of editing Chi Town Thunda's inaugural boy/ girl scene for the website we were building together.
She disappeared for a few moments returning with a steak sandwich and a tumbler of fruit punch. I chaffed inside getting angry at my cousin for messing this woman up repeatedly as Renee went behind her couch squatting looking over my shoulder at the laptop.
"You're really good at this stuff; maybe that's your career."
"Yeah, I was thinking of taking some classes in the fall, but my mom thinks otherwise. To her, there's no difference between this laptop and a PlayStation. Dad, well he's always kind of busy living his best life."
"It's your life; do what you want, or you could end up wasting it like I did." I perked up looking over my shoulder at her face. Renee was flushed, cheeks reddened and glistening with tears.
"You really need to DUMP Jaquan, Renee!!"
"Yeah I know; but I keep thinking about the first time we had sex. That motherfucker was so goddamn happy, you know? He screwed me over and over again until the next day; I just keep thinking about the look on his fucking face. He knew what he was doing. That asshole knew he was knocking me up and I was just, stupid. I mean yeah, he wasn't wearing a hat, if you get my drift. I told myself we were gonna be married someday halfway through the night. That nigga just wanted me barefoot and pregnant!"
I got up immediately as she backed away towards her front room window. Renee stared out over the neighborhood as I came up behind her placing a hand on her shoulder. Yoli's building was visible from that window adding to the drama.
"You're a successful business woman, free from wage slavery and my mentor. Rashida keeps talking abut how I'm acting like you and everything; you're also really smart and I don't wanna talk about your symmetrical beauty. You know that shit already, but my cousin is blind as fuck. Sorry about that shit, love don't love nobody, and you already know that Renee."
The whole time I was unintentionally lecturing her, Renee had both arms folded across her chest intermittently wiping tears from her cheeks. I felt guilty by proxy because my family member was responsible but couldn't stop myself once started.
"THANK YOU MAN!" She locked me into a deep hug, burying her face in my chest.
"Glad I met you, Renee." I reciprocated rubbing the back of her head for a few moments before we separated. She was beaming, still dabbing at tears on her rounded cheeks. Her naturally slanted eyes were a bit puffy.
"Careful, you might end up with another computer." She gave my hand a light squeeze before sauntering off towards her bedroom. I still couldn't help following the sway of that heavenly ass. Renee Kelly was the total package from head to toe.
"Stop looking."' She cautioned without turning her head.
"Yeah, sorry."
I got most of the scene cobbled together before my body called an audible. I barely managed to get under the sheets of my inflatable bed before drifting off. It was like sleeping on a cloud perfectly conforming to my body alleviating my aches and pains. I welcomed the darkness happily sinking into the mattress.
[DARKNESS]
********************************************************************************************************
"Huh?"
I was being kissed passionately, a tongue slipping in and out of my mouth swirling about. My bottom lips was suckled and nipped while I felt this wet sensation along my quickly fattening tumescence. Fingers were methodically stroking me to full hardness. I could hear this lathery sound that should've panicked me, but she completely blanketed my body under her own.
I could feel myself gradually becoming hard as a rock under her efforts. Those fingers were artistically skilled stroking my shaft, one finger tracing a line on the underside. I felt my testes being massaged lovingly by those lathery wet digits. It felt indescribable as some middle fingers rubbed my taint creating this heated sensation starting to engulf my pelvis.
I gradually opened my watery eyes finding hers there right above my own, cat-like. They were closer than I'd ever seen before, green piercing into me with the surgical sharpness of a blade. Almost alien, those sharply slanted eyes were studying everything about me as more of her symmetrical beauty came into focus.
The oval shape of her face shown bright in the darkness a bit of light off in the distance backlighting, framing her head. My member was so thick at this point that her touch almost felt painful. My erection pulsed, throbbing so much that my lips parted in a sustained gasp. Those damp lips pressed into mine, the tongue returning to parry my own. I took several deep breaths feeling fingers cradling the back of my skull.
Her tongue traced my jaw line in tantalizing waves sliding down to the side of my neck, suckling and nipping it with little bites. I whimpered a bit as my earlobe was suckled followed by the whole ear. Two fingers pressed into my lips promoting silence. The hand handling my endowment was sliding everywhere between my inner thighs, balls and taint sending waves of pleasure throughout my pelvis.
My legs were quivering uncontrollably as I tried to reach up, prompting this angelic presence to press down on my shoulders. She nuzzled the underside of my chin swirling on my Adam's apple. Her fist was stroking from tip to base now with these measured repetitions. I found myself trying to hump up into her softly pumping fist as precum drizzled freely down her fingers.
Her weight shifted significantly with her position mounting me, thick legs widely straddling me. We jostled a bit as I was mounted wholesale, pressed against her molten slit. She was hunched over my body; a silken long sleeved pajama shirt covered her torso but her lower half was nude. My hands were pressed down on either side of my head As she continued hungrily kissing me.
The entirety of my length slid inside up to the hilt making me moan into her mouth. Her walls tensed up around me tightening into a vice like grip as she arched really hard into the base of my cock. She held it there, her mound against mine for an eternity before her butt quickly started clapping wildly with my member trapped deep in her honeypot.
My vision cleared up a little more as she righted herself vertically discarding the silken pajama shirt aside revealing her awe inspiring body in its full glory backlit by light emanating from the adjacent corridor. The living room was otherwise dark as I looked up at the full undersides of her breasts. Her normally inverted nipples were fully erect, puffy, and engorged.
Both of her palms were flat on my pecs allowing me to feel just how steaming hot her pale skin was. I could feel her tensing up around me as I looked up into her face. We were wedged tightly against one another as she leaned over my body in a modified pushup position. Her face started to get bigger as she leaned down kissing me soulfully.
Audibly wet sounds of our coupling echoed off the walls as her heart shaped butt rabbited and clapped into my pelvis. Everything below the waist was moving at blurred speed. Every so often, she would hold in place righting herself before going at it again with unquenchable passion. Her essence intermingled with my own as she rode me however she wanted drawing my hands up to her breasts.
I could feel myself starting to climax. She seemed to sense it too, rocking and working her hips back and forth, shivering. I struggled to keep ahold of her breasts, squeezing and groping them as her whimpers filled the room. My hands were snatched away so that her fingers could interlock with my own as we synced up in organic fashion.
The building climax began washing over me in waves of pleasure so intense that my legs were drawn upward bent at the knee. The feeling was indescribable as her tightness retracted around the base of my member like she wanted to wrench it free of my body. I couldn't help arching up off the mattress trying to shove more of myself inside as my heart thumped wildly. Both of us were covered in perspiration, our glistening bodies catching what little light remained in the muted darkness of her living room.
...and then just like that; I exploded brilliantly inside her.
She cradled my body with her own, her large sloping breasts mashed against my chest as she kissed and suckled while my legs flopped about behind us. My hands found the full rounded orbs that made up her big, pale ass digging my nails deep. I clawed at her buttocks while her body became rigid akin to a marble statue. My mouth hung open nose and eyes running from the exotic feel of her all encompassing sexuality.
Her thumbs wiped away the tears running down my cheeks followed by a litany of light kisses all about my face. I hugged her tight to my body never wanting to let go, but she pushed my arms flat, upturned palms at either side of my head. My chest was heaving as she sat atop me still impaled, triumphant.
I whimpered a little as she dismounted covering me with the sheets and bedding once more. She knelt beside me on the living room floor donning the ethereally white pajama shirt leaving it open. My head tilted towards her, a satisfied smile on my face matching her own.
Renee leaned in giving me one more kiss, tucking me in like a child as I drifted off looking deep into her green, radiant eyes.
[DARKNESS]
**********************************************************************************************************
"WAKE YOUR ASS UP, NIGGA!!"
"HUH WHAT?!!" Rashida's voice jolted me out of the best sleep I ever had thrusting me back into the real in stark fashion. She was standing there beside my now half deflated air mattress covered up in a fluffy house coat and something that looked like a shower cap on her head.
"It's ten thirty in the morning; don't you think you should be getting your narrow ass up?" I scratched my head as the fog of sleep lifted from my eyes.
"Could you yell any louder? I don't think the neighborhood heard you, Rashida." She chuckled a bit as I flopped around on the mattress. All of the bedding and comforters wadded up around my midsection covering me from my abdomen to the underside of my chin.
"You're so nasty."
"Seriously, what did I do now? Don't tell me I slept walk and grabbed you by the pussy or something." Rashida was nursing a cup taking a few sips. She responded by pouring the almond milk she'd been drinking onto my crotch.
"HEY CUT THAT OUT!!" I jackknifed into a sitting position realizing what she'd been referring to at that moment.
My underwear was around my ankles leaving my morning wood on full display.
"You gonna have to take care of that yourself, Mister D; there's breakfast in the kitchen that Renee left for you." I quickly covered my business even though we knew one another biblically. Rashida used my stage name as a snide remark walking back towards the adjacent corridor.
"Renee's not here; where did she go?"
"Took her daughter to preschool, with Jaquan; not that it's any of your business. We've gotta take her rug down to the cleaners and I gotta go to work, too." Rashida disappeared around the corner leaving me alone in the living room.
"Guess it's none of my business."
I felt strange almost wondering if it had been a dream when Renee came to me earlier in the morning while it was still dark outside.
I was haunted.
*********************************************************************************************************
"Hey, I wanna ask you a question."
"Okay, what?"
"Did you get enough yesterday?"
Rashida asked as I sat in the passenger seat of her burgundy Toyota Corolla hatchback. After a brief, harassed breakfast, she'd pushed and prodded the entire time I was loading the rolled up plush rug into the back of her vehicle. I barely heard a word of it still thinking about what occurred earlier this morning. It was passion on a level I hadn't experienced before.
Something that washed over me like the ocean leaving me touched. She'd come sometime before the sun rose to take me with fervor unbridled fully. I could still feel her rounded hips grinding against me as she made love unlike the other times we'd been together. Even in the aftermath of that encounter, I was feeling it as my crotch reacted.
"I guess so, I don't know." Rashida chortled as we took the highway.
"I guess I should've gone easy on you; boy, you passed out in the shower. Yeah, the kitty chin checked you so bad, fainted in the shower." I raised an eye brow at the reimagined history. I remembered things, differently.
"You didn't pick up the soap."
"Wasn't no camera in the bathroom; I fuck for money, fool." She parried.
"I know, Thunda."
"You probably sitting there dreaming about the booty, ain't you?"
"You still didn't pick up the soap, did you?" Rashida snickered which should've lightened the mood, but my mind was occupied by everything that happened on that air mattress.
"Next time put a camera in the bathroom." She reasoned unevenly.
"So, I need a camera to touch you, huh?"
I unlined the question by placing my hand on her bare thigh giving it a little squeeze. When she didn't respond, I kept it up getting a rhythmic cadence to the caressing letting the tips of my fingers probe her inner thighs. Rashida kept her eyes on the road thankfully doing nothing as my palm slid up her warm, muscular thigh towards her crotch. A wide gregarious grin spread across her lips becoming a Cheshire cat's smile.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING?!!"
"Waiting for an answer; you need a camera to fuck me, huh?"
"You're silly."
My hand was deep between her thick, meaty thighs; middle fingers pressing into her crotch applying pressure. I could feel the humidity and heat rising as she basically did her best to ignore me. I purposely ran a finger along her slit pressing hard into it before abruptly withdrawing my hand leaning in the opposite direction. I got my phone out texting paying Rashida Sikes a.k.a Chi Town Thunda no mind at all.
"WHATEVERS!" I replied flatly.
To my chagrin there were at least ten text messages from one Yoli Van Allen, my not so favorite sexual misanthrope. I checked a few which turned out to be invitations to her apartment for sex with a selfie pic of her own uniquely heart shaped derriere. The content of those messages were thinly veiled begging for attention.
It was confusing figuring out if she was doing it out of guilt or more in line with her normally thirsty nature. I didn't feel like finding out, instead shooting a text to Shawnee Thompson, the second linchpin of the site I would be building. I sent a Good Morning text to Renee with an attached gif of some cute, dancing baby.
"You really think you something, huh?" Rashida asked out of nowhere.
"No I'm just a regular guy; you're the superstar, baby."
"Don't you forget it; next time you start playing with the kitty while I'm driving. You're gonna get lumped up." Rashida playfully threatened.



"Bitch if I could find a way to put my hand under the driver's seat, I would've never touched the pussy." I kept my tone casual and uninterested intentionally trolling my muse.
"Fuck you." Her hand came down in a blurring arc, slapping my shoulder.
"Pull over on the side of this freeway; I'll smash that ass in public, baby." Rashida actually flushed as she laughed off my dare.
"Stupid."
"You stupid Rashida; get that Nike endorsement and just-DO IT!!" There was more of a challenging tone in my voice, but we were still fooling around.
"Don't make me sit on your face."
"Yeah right; that's what I thought you'd say."
Rashida chuckled nervously while I went back to texting finding messages from my mother which didn't bode well for my future when she got home. Predictably Jaquan sent me a selfie of himself riding shotgun in Renee's car as they took little Daisy Kelly to preschool. Once again my thirtysomething cousin was posturing in decidedly immature fashion trying to assert his perceived position in Renee's life and affections.
Knowing her, I almost expected a second pic of her knocking his head off, but I noticed something in the photo. There was this static, uninterested expression on her face as she drove. The lack of emotion, her natural fire and feistiness, left me puzzled.
"Get out my car; take that rug into the cleaners and give them Renee's name, boy!" Rashida had pretty much been silent after our dueling exchange leaving me the victor in my opinion. We were parked on a corner in front of the cleaners Renee preferred.
"You not helping, huh?"
"Why do you think you're here, nigga? Men are for manual labor, capeesh?" I rolled my eyes at her crappy explanation having mistakenly thought we were in the situation together.
"You are so rude."
"Get out."
I was unceremoniously half shoved out of her ride as she popped the hatchback trunk. It took some doing before I managed to get the unwieldy rug from the back of her car as Rashida shoved the driver's side door open. The car rocked a bit as she managed to get one of her thick shapely legs out on the street. My phone started ringing in my back pocket as she righted herself with a hand on top of the car.
"Aw poor baby; need some help with that?"
"Ha ha, very funny; you're purely beautiful darling. I don't know what I'd do without you."
Rashida smiled before suddenly tossing her keys at me like a rock. I managed to catch them scratching my palm in the process. She held her palm upright expecting me to return her keys, but I shouldered the Cylindrical bound rug stepping up onto the sidewalk as she rounded the back of the back of the car.
"Gimme those keys, boy."
Before I could say anything, both of us heard an audible metallic rip as her yellow booty shorts parted down the middle. Her Jurassic hips apparently exacted a heavy toll on the weathered material also popping the sole button as well leaving Rashida exposed. I found myself looking directly at her panties with a satisfied smirk. Her brown eyes went wide as I noticed those yellow shorts looked smaller than before. I cringed a bit inside remembering I'd used the hot water setting washing them several hours earlier.
"GIMME THOSE KEYS!"
"Nah, you hang out baby." I was grinning like a jackal at the instant karma.
"GIMME THOSE FUCKING KEYS, NIGGA!!" Rashida panicked as the seam popped at her hip tearing fabric audibly. Her voluptuous lower half was rebelling in the worst way as she advanced with grievous intent. This caused the other side to burst outward as I started laughing backing towards the store's entrance.
"Hey Rashida girl, you'd better chill or everybody's gonna get a look baby girl. Better get "DAT ASS" back in that car." I wagged a finger as a few pedestrians walked by giving her the side eye. Luckily, we were in a mixed area otherwise Rashida's dimensions would've caused a riot of thirsty dudes.
"ASSHOLE!!" I laughed as she ran towards the car tearing those shorts even more. I raised her keys locking the vehicle with an echoing chirp from the chain. Rashida glared back at me with murderous intent.
"Be right back honey."
"GET BACK HERE FOOL!!" I was already pushing open the thick glass door finding a few people there ahead of me. There was a place to have a seat adjacent to a picture window facing the immediate sidewalk and traffic.
Rashida didn't make it to her side of the car, instead forced to press her abdomen against the passenger side door with two fistfuls of the reduced canary yellow material. It was the only way to keep herself manageably decent as her ridiculous bottom cleavage struggled to free itself for all the world to see. Honestly, the sight of this thick voluptuous, bottom heavy woman was staggering to say the least.
I ignored the messages on my phone capturing more than enough pics and a good bit of video of her humiliation for prosperity before my number was called. Her back was to me, but I imagined seeing her face at this point would scare off one of my nine lives.
"Rashida?" I walked out pocketing the cleaning ticket getting no immediate response.
"Hey, ready to go homegirl?" I pulled up beside her looking around at her face finding it horrifically impassive. She was rigidly upright still holding her shorts together in tightly balled up fists.
"Open my car door."
"Yeah, sure; hey, I was just fucking around, okay? I'm sorry." I chirped the door open making sure to keep myself between her and any potential pedestrians including the cleaner's customers. It was still early in the morning so there wasn't any considerable foot traffic.
Rashida opened the passenger side door with enough force to nearly yank it from the hinges before crawling into the vehicle on all fours. The torn, shredded fabric that were formerly her shorts remained behind on the pavement as she got behind the wheel wearing only a thong. She instinctively went to start the car remembering herself extending a open palm.
"Give me those keys." The authoritative tone in her voice scared the shit out of me.
"Sorry, here Rashida." She snatched them from my hand starting up her car, before looking me directly in the face. I was squatting outside the passenger side door level with her face as she rolled down the window.
"One block up the street is the city bus; it takes a good fifteen minutes to get back to Renee's place. If you set your ass down beside me right now, I might kill you. I don't wanna do that nigga; the reason I don't wanna do that shit is because you gotta get my bag straight."
Rashida leaned over slamming the door shut hard enough to make my ears ring before gunning it out of there, burning rubber. I felt like the idiot I was as I trudged down the street barely catching the bus in time. I knew I had to make things right walking to the back where I found a seat at the last window. My mind drifted down memory lane recalling the multiple times I'd fooled around with Rashida ending with Renee Kelly's invasion of my bed earlier in the morning.
I couldn't get over the passion on display which eclipsed the other times we'd been together. She come like a thief in the night taking me in a sustained passionate tryst that even now was causing me to pop wood at the thought. Thankfully, my phone started ringing.
"Shawnee, hey glad you called back."
"Cut the shit, when can I put those scenes out we shot?" She still sounded glib which lessened the impact of her tone which was all business.
"That's what I wanted to talk to you about; can we release just the ass job and that teaser where I pulled the blanket off of you? That still leaves you with two more to release later, I just don't want the others out for a minute."
"What, you don't want nobody to see my face?" Shawnee was quick on the uptake.
"No, I don't; but its not for the reason you're thinking or else I wouldn't have given you access to the scenes I paid you not to release."
"I can release them all if I want; you can't stop me because it's my fucking ass." She didn't sound angry, but her words packed a punch making me consider that I'd wasted the money trying to keep them off the grid.
"Well, sure can you do that; but it would be the difference between a little money and a whole lot of fucking money later, Shawnee."
"Excuse me, what do you mean?"
"A-LOT-OF-MONEY-Shawnee."
"HOW?!"
"Well, I'd like to meet up with you to talk about it, hopefully later if you don't have anything else to do?"
"This ain't something shady, because I ain't no criminal."
"No, I promise; just release those two trailers so that we can find out how they do. I already attached a bunch of links there so you should get traffic and some cash almost immediately. So, are you busy this afternoon or what?" There was a long pause before she spoke.
"I'm cool; so, you back with your girl, or what?" Shawnee reverted to hen status looking for gossip that I didn't want to give.
"No comment."
"Bruh, gone get yourself some makeup pussy; that shit's extra good when it's hate / makeup sex. That girl sounded like she was ready to do anything for you, so what's the problem, huh?"
"Like you said-she's ready to do anything...for everybody." Shawnee chortled getting a bit of what she was looking for while I glanced around the bus at the other riders.
"I bet you still gonna fuck her anyway."
"Already did before we met."
"You sprung." Shawnee commented inadvertently reminding me of Yoli. It was a comparison that made me cringe.
"Don't you got some television to watch?"
"Always." Shawnee took the initiative clicking off as I noticed familiar surroundings pulling down the cord to signal the driver.
My supposed secondary star Ms. WTF looked like a humanoid care bear in the face but was decidedly shrewd mentally. The strained parts of our conversation were likely a test of boundaries in our relationship going forward. I guess she thought I might be looking to hook up after sampling her wares during the impromptu shoot.
Her dimensions immediately struck me dumb along with her easy going demeanor. I checked the host site on my phone finding out that she'd done as asked probably during our conversation. The views were starting to rack up after ten minutes as I walked down the streets towards Renee's salon. I decided to check Rashida's new material.
"HOLY SHIT!!"
Rashida was fast approaching views in five digits with one of the paid minutes long clips, keeping pace. She was even naked in the aforementioned ass worship vid that resulted in her now destroyed shorts. I'd actually pocketed the offending garment not wanting it left behind on the sidewalk.
I realized that I'd gone too far and now it was possible that she'd try to pummel me the moment I showed my face in that shop. I recalled Renee driving me back to my cousin's house to catch hands from Jaquan after I'd similarly screwed up. Now, was no different in certain respects. She had to be at work in the salon by this point.
It was telling that Renee hadn't called to scold me or Rashida, herself.
"Well who do we have here walking down by my stoop without saying a hello, thank you or what not?!!" The hairs on the back of my neck stood up as I glanced to my right finding myself outside a familiar bodega.
"Oh, hey Mintzy; how're you doing?"
She was leaning just outside the entrance, a broom in her hands to sweep the walk. The top half of the broom was wedged into her voluminous cleavage. The Sicilian mature was wearing a brown sleeveless rayon wifebeater and matching knee length skirt with fuzzy flipflops.
There was splotches of dust and dirt on her clothing leading me to the assumption that she didn't clean up unless she absolutely had to. I remembered that she was somewhat dressed up when we'd met, perhaps because she was hanging out with Renee. This Italian mature was still built like a sexy Sherman tank.
"I'm doing lonely bright eyes, real fucking lonely if you, get my drift?" Her Rizzo sounding dialect always threw me off, feeling fake in some respects.
"I was just doing some errands, that's all." It was awkward, but I wasn't intimidated by her personally. It was Renee's stern warning to abstain from interacting with her land lady outside of a controlled environment.
"SANTA MADRE DI DIO, CHE COSA È QUESTA MERDA SCUSA CHE ACCADE QUI MAMMA?!! TU STAI SALTANDO DI NUOVO SU QUESTO CAZZO NIGGA!!" Her fourteen year old kid Antonio racist fuck that he was, added extra incentive not to engage. There were these sliding windows for street service that allowed the kid to shove his head out checking on his oversexed mother.
"SHUT YOUR TRAP AND DON'T YOU LEAVE THAT REGISTER, FOR NUH-THIN!!" Mintzy underlined her threat with a upward swipe of her broom whacking the side of the window just missing her son's head.
"MERDA MAMMA, STAI CERCANDO DI COLPIRMI PERCHÉ NON TI LASCERO 'PRENDERE UN CAZZO NERO!! CHIAMO ZIO VINCE!! LO DICONO ANCHE A PAPÀ!!" Antonio yelled back making his mother flush crimson which was considerable despite her deep olive skin tone. Mintzy's eyes were already expressive enough, but grew wider as she dropped the broom running into the store.
"Well fuck me; I'm out." I mumbled worried that whatever happened next would lead to some potential bodily harm.
Renee's warning about my head ending up severed and stored in a box outside her door gave license to my movements as I approached the edge of Renee's salon. At this point I was feeling more apprehension than previously interacting with Mintzy. Ultimately I decided to take my punishment like a man striding up to the glass door letting myself into the salon.
Audibly the shop was booming with a cacophony of various female themed conversations, laughter and jeers from the assembled woman and loiterers. The minute the door slammed loudly behind me, things got deathly quiet as I found myself looking directly at Renee Kelly, the boss. She was impossibly striking in an off the shoulder tribal peasant top and capri leggings over sneakers. Everything was immaculately white following her usual theme.
Her hair was drawn tight to her head with a snazzy curly ponytail in the back. This added to the Asian look of her features. Funny how you can get so much detail in a few seconds as her slanted eyes shifted to her immediate left. I followed the trajectory of her gaze finding Rashida Sikes just as I last beheld her with the added indignity of a pair of borrowed vintage parachute pants sporting an American flag imprint.
There were two female customers sitting in the waiting area. Renee's glowering customer was in the process of receiving some overly long blonde extensions, while Rashida's customer appeared horrified at my sudden appearance. The reason for this look was explained by the straightening comb currently in Rashida's possession exuding light wisps of smoke.
My angry muse was in the process of working on a customer's erratically jagged afro and the prospect of an accident went up a thousand percent upon my appearance. Rashida's face was a mask of feminine rage, furrowed brow, flaring nostrils, and gritted teeth. I glanced back at Renee, who shrugged while the rest of the female patronage waited to see what would happen.
I knew what I had to do raising my hands like Rashida was holding a pistol as I approached her work station.
The two portly middle aged sisters sitting near her station scrambled out of the way as she took the time to put down the straightening comb, before turning ready to destroy me. She used an arm turning her customer's chair towards Renee in one sweeping motion undoing the apron about her waist as I stopped short in front of her station.
I bowed.
Well actually I kowtowed kneeling cautiously before bending over assuming a face down fetal position on the tiled floor of the salon, silent. Some of the assembled women were shocked while a few chuckled as I noticed Renee's sneakers facing Rashida's work station.
"WHY ARE YOU ON THE FUCKING FLOOR, ASSHOLE?!!" Rashida bellowed standing over me. I was worried she would punt my head like a football.
"Because this is how you apologize to a queen."
The entire shop burst into uproarious laughter, but I remained bent over as her feet appeared right in front of my face. I was intent on remaining in that position refusing to look up at her face until the other shoe dropped, hopefully not on my head. I allowed my head to tap the floor several times in succession earning even more laughter. Rashida tapped the top of my head with her shoe, but I remained face down, waiting.
"Get up off that floor."
Instead, I handled the front of her feet planting a light kiss on them which had the assembled women hooting and clapping. Renee's feet appeared next to her best friend's as both women surveyed my subservient posture.
"OOOUCCHHH, HEEEEYYYY, WHAT THE FUH?!!" A thick belt struck my backside making me squirm and straighten up rubbing my butt. I found that thick belt in Renee's grasp hanging from her rounded hip. She looked half annoyed; half amused with a evil smirk on her face.
"Get your narrow butt off my floor before I whup you for real; I'm trying to conduct business in here, nigga." I was still on my knees looking between their faces. Rashida's still looked pissed but was smirking as well.
"GET UP FOOL!!" Rashida barked.
I quickly stood up into her waiting arms and a resultant bearhug that nearly squeezed the life out of me. Rashida Sikes was definitely no slouch in that department almost snapping me in two as Renee returned to her station. I noticed my erstwhile mentor wasn't wearing panties. Her delightful fifty inches staring me in the face through those almost sheer leggings.
"Stop looking." More laughter as Rashida relaxed her grip wagging a finger in my face.
"Don't you ever do that again or I'm gonna hurt you." She warned sternly.
"Uhm, sorry about everything."
Renee was watching for any shenanigans, back to working on her customer's hair. I noticed that one customer, some weird looking teen was catching everything for prosperity on her iPhone. I chalked it up to paying things forward as Rashida retuned to her workstation and relieved customer. I just stood there not knowing what else to do with myself before my mentor broke the calm.
"There's some lunch on the table in the break room; I got a vanilla coke in the fridge back there for you."
"Uhm, thank you ma'am." I replied like a scolded kid stalking off to the break area at her rear.
"NOW THAT'S HOW YOU SUPPOSED TO TRAIN THEM GIRL!!" Some snaggle toothed woman commented sitting in the waiting area with a magazine.
"AMEN!" Another commented.
Renee brought my things to the break area from her apartment. I didn't relish knowing that I'd see my cousin later but remembered an appointment with Ms. WTF a.k.a Shawnee Thompson. It was half past eleven in the morning, but it looked like Renee and her employees had been enjoying an early lunch as I found some white bags on the break room table.
I found a bag obviously meant for me containing two tacos, a chilidog, and some chili fries smothered in three cheeses. The food appeared to come from a takeout joint somewhere in the neighborhood as I sat down digging in hungrily. I wasn't really into spicy food quickly retrieving my specified vanilla coke from the fridge downing half of it.
"AAAAWWW SHIT!! AAAAWHHH SHIT!! SHIT!! SHIT!! SHIT!!"
I knocked over two chairs running to the tiny bathroom inside the breakroom as my stomach did somersaults, flip flops bubbling up wildly. It felt like I'd downed a barrel full of Mentos and pop rocks candy as I scrambled to the bathroom on all fours. I used three limbs while a freehand was reaching back covering my business.
The bathroom door was locked.
"AAAAWWW FUUUK!! AWWWWW SHIT SOMEBODY HELP MEEEEEE!! HELP ME SHIT!!" I screamed in falsetto fever pitch frantically shaking the door knob which held fast not budging an inch. I was having a panic attack uncontrollably belching as my eyes watered.



"Looking for these, nigga?" Rashida was standing there twirling the bathroom keys on her pointer finger.
"GIMME THOSE FUCKIN KEEEYYYSSSS, AAAAWWW GODDAMMIT!! GAAAAD-DAAMMMITT TO HELL!!" I screamed jerking wildly on the door knob as my stomach churned and bubbled. Rashida was all teeth, grinning like she'd won the lottery.
"Hey man, you need some help?"
"OOOHHHH PLEEEEASE GAAAWD JESUS WANNNT YOU TUH HELP MEEEEEE GIRL!! HAAAALP MEEEE!! AHHHMMM, GONNNA SHIT MY PANTS RAAAAAA-SHEEEE-DAAAAA!! PLEEEASE GAAWD AHM, SORRY!!" I lost my footing tumbling over still yanking madly at the immovable doorknob.
"Hey, I'm gonna run and get you some help."
"DON'T YOU LEAVE ME HERE GIRL; YOU DON'T GO NOOOO WHERE GIRL!! GET BACK HERE-YOU BITCH!! YOU HENIOUS FAAAWKING BITCH!! AWWWW SHIT!! JESUS LOVES YOU!! PLEEEASE DON'T LEAVE ME GURL!!" Rashida popped out of the room giggling gregariously as my bowels began to stage a prison break.
Suddenly strains of CUPID SHUFFLE ironically by an artist know also as Cupid, began blasting loud as fuck throughout the salon.
Rashida reappeared along with Renee Kelly and everybody else cramming into the break room on one side facing me. There were enough people to form two rows of women. Also, Rashida's parachute pants were now missing replaced with a micro miniskirt. Her big shapely stallion legs were on full display as she, Renee and all the other women started fucking line stepping to that increasingly annoying song laughing hard all the way. That same goofy looking girl was filming me squirming about on the floor with what I now knew was Renee's fucking iPhone.
"OOOOHHHHHH GAAAAWWWDDDD, IT'S A MADHOUSE!! A MADHOUSE GAAAWD DAMMITT!!"
Then it was too late.
**********************************************************************************************************
"Uhm, hey Mister D?"
"What is it, now?"
"Well, there's some clothes outside the door in a paper bag; everybody else is leaving because of the smell."
"Thank you and goodbye." Her name was Carlie, she was being trained to take Yoli's place, both about the same age.
"Mister D?"
"Yes?"
"Sorry."
I didn't respond now confined to a toilet as the cycle of retribution came full circle. There was no doubt that esteemed baby mamma number two was behind the spiking of my food. Rashida Sikes received her pound of flesh and then some as I was utterly humiliated before being allowed into the restroom, after the fact. There was a tiny shower inside the bathroom that was helpful, but I was so humiliated.
Both of my partners in crime sent the girl filming back into the breakroom to fill me in before she herself left. There was nothing left but sitting there looking at my phone. Rashida Sikes was nearing six digits in views on the host site, but I didn't know if I wanted to work with her anymore.
"Are you still voiding your bowels, home boy?" It was Renee at the door now.
"Yes, thanks to you."
"How do you know it was me?"
"RENEE-I KNOW!" Her resultant laughter indicated her guilt.
"She's my girl, that shit you did was seriously out of pocket. You really think coming in here and bowing down at our feet was gonna be enough after you put my best friend on public display?"
"Well she got her pound of flesh; so are we done, or do you have some more chemicals you wanna drug me with?"
"That's up to you babe."
"Somehow, I thought you'd say that."
"I've gotta step out; there's a cleaning service coming to freshen up around here and uh, I left your original clothes outside the door. Don't take this shit to heart, we're still cool and everything; Rashida is cool now, so let's bury this shit."
"Sure." I replied dryly.
"I'll make it up to you baby." Renee replied after a few moments.
Part of me was glad for the door separating us because me ego had been destroyed. Crapping myself in front off a room full of witnesses was psychically emasculating to say the least. It was true I'd equally humiliated Rashida on the streets, but I felt the inclusion of all Renee's staff and some customers, was overkill.
I honestly didn't know if I could look Renee, Rashida, or anybody in the face after that. When it felt physically safe, I retrieved my clothing which was left in a bag out side the door. I was grateful that I was wearing the clothing Renee gifted me originally intended for Jaquan earlier. Now, I'd just be wearing my own clothing once I got cleaned up.
There were also two cans of club soda which I checked with the attention to detail only a crack head would understand before chugging them. I guess that was part of Renee's peace offering. I was lucky there was a shower in the salon bathroom figuring there was no way Renee would let me use her apartment bathroom in my "soiled" condition. The shower was sort of a walk-in industrial affair probably used by custodians when cleaning the place.
There were no feminine touches to speak of and the shower walls were covered with deep evergreen colored tiles. There was a clear plastic shower curtain instead of the original sliding door as evidenced by the track on the floor outside of it which gave me the impression of cleaning up in a human sized sink. The floor of the shower was concave with an ancient looking drain at its center.
I was grateful once the shower water hit me full blast; it was appropriately hot and steamy providing a relaxing sensation to my embittered body. I still felt a little queasy, but the club soda was wholly therapeutic as I cleaned up. I'd tossed the remnants of my soiled clothing in the waste basket, discarding it just outside the door before locking myself back into the salon bathroom.
I was still beyond pissed, deserved, irrational of not; but I knew I'd have to find someway to work with Rashida. There was no way I wasn't going to be perpetually clowned for this, especially with so many witnesses. My mind drifted to all of the sex I'd had with Chi Town Thunda up until we'd pranked each other into this situation. I chaffed inside at the memory of bowing at her feet when the bathroom doorknob suddenly began jiggling. Some body was trying it from the other side.
"RENEE?" No answer.
"UHM, HEY IS THAT MAINTENANCE?!" I recalled the new girl mentioning Renee calling up a cleaning service. No answer.
"RENEE, IS THAT YOU?!!" No answer.
"RASHIDA?!!" No answer as I planted a foot out of the shower expecting the worst.
Either the girls were playing another prank or something else was going on. I panicked covering my lower half with the shower curtain at the sound of keys followed by the quick opening of the bathroom door.
It was Mintzy.
"What is this, huh; ain't you gonna shout me out, huh Brotha? What, I don't rank or nothing; is that it?!"
"HEY MINTZY, KIND OF BUSY HERE IF YOU DON'T MIND?!!"
"Heard you're having a problem with your booty; I got me a fucking problem too so maybe we can like, help one another out Brotha." Mintzy pulled the door up locking it behind herself with salacious intent as the bathroom became smaller by half.
"YOU DON'T WANNA DO THIS MINTZY; NOT THE RIGHT TIME!!" I warned, still embarrassed.
"Cazzo, non negro; Prenderò il cazzo se non me lo dai adesso, cazzo!! Sono stato fottutamente bagnato tutta la mattina da quando ho visto il tuo bel culo nero!! Stiamo scopando o stiamo litigando!!"
Mintzy peeled off her top revealing her enormous pendulous breasts visibly sweaty, hard tan lines and all. They were watermelon big extending from the top of her sternum downward covering her belly button. Despite her age, her boobs sloped outward from her chest in powerful sloping fashion with a rubbery jiggle topped with nipples that were almost half spheres of ruddy flesh themselves. Her muddy olive skin tone completely mute her areolas making them non-existent.
Mintzy's big expressive eyes and crazed smile told me she meant business.
"Non mi importa se eri coperto di merda; Lo leccherei e ti fotterò comunque il cervello negro!! Adoro il cazzo nero!! Lo stavo aspettando dall'ultima volta che abbiamo scopato!"
There was a crazed look in Mintzy's big, doe like eyes as she shimmied and tugged at the skintight rayon skirt making her huge boobs swing back and forth. She went for a zipper at the back tugging it down finally freeing herself of the offending garment in dramatic fashion as I found out Mintzy was going "commando" on this particular day.
I mentioned earlier that Shirly "Mintzy" Lozano being built like a sexy Sherman tank and seeing her nude other than her aforementioned flip flops was a testament to that analogy. An even more adequate description of this woman would be old school buxom, simply put.
Her figure uncovered was more of an hour glass than any of the women I presently knew as her huge boobs matched her semi-squared hips with a thick torso and pouch stomach in-between. Her shape was an exaggeration of old school standards that harkened back to a 60's esthetic. The hard tan lines highlighting a healthy bush made it look like someone had stenciled a two piece bikini onto her body while she slept.
"Ah shit Mintzy; do you know what they did to me?"
"I know all about that sorry shit; I sold them a couple of boxes of powdered laxative and some Cayenne pepper this morning. I knew they were up to no good hon, but I didn't know you were the one getting the shaft. But you ain't got nothing to worry about no more, Brotha."
"Why?"
"Cause you got yourself a big Italian mamma to take care of you now, babe. I'M GONNA CLEAN ALL THEM PIPES OUT FOR YOU, LIKE REAL FUCKING GOOD LIKE!!"
"MINTZY!!"
She crashed into me like a force of nature kissing my neck as her hands ran all over my body. Mintzy was not going to be denied another moment as her body blanketed and forced me into the tiled walls. The lusty Sicilian woman stole a fleeting kiss which evolved into her licking a trail down between my pecs to my abdomen. She was a lot more agile than I remembered taking me deep between her lips. I was a little worried that she might hurt herself as she managed to kneel before me loudly slurping, spitting on my junk in brief intervals. Mrs. Lozano's sex starved technique got results quickly taking me to the edge before she relented.
"SORRY BROTHA, BUT YOU GOTTA GIVE ME SOME OF THAT BEFORE YOU BLOW!! I NEED IT INSIDE ME, NOW GET YOURSELF DOWN HERE, WHY DON'T YA?!!" I was used to her grating East coast accent, but still found a bit of irritation at the manner in which she spoke. I decided I was gonna give her something to live for just like last time.
"Okay, fine Mintzy." Both of us were wet from the still running shower as I mounted her from behind half in and out of the shower.
"OH CAZZO, È APPENA QUELLO DI CUI MI SERVE!! VOGLIO CHE MI PRENDI LA MIA FIGA FRATELLO!! FAMMI UNA PASSEGGIATA DIVERTENTE, TUA MADRE NERA SCOPATA!!"
My balls slapped up into her bushy cunt with impunity as I just went for it with aplomb, fucking away at Mintzy's thick chunky backside. I found the same tiny heart tattoo inked on her cement cheeks with the banner bearing the name BRUNO written on it. This woman was solid in the rear with almost no give from my incessant pounding with nary a motion ripple.
Her cunt was really tight, more than before which made me think of her son's apparent job as her jailer. That kid would probably put a hit on me himself if he knew where his mother was at this moment. Mintzy's breasts were hanging ponderously touching the floor. There was a lattice of goosebumps on her back endorsing the effectiveness of my actions along with her words.
"LIKE THAT?!! YOU LIKE THIS SHIT MINTZY?!! THIS WHAT YOU WANT, HUH?!! YOU LIKE GETTING YOUR PUSS STUFFED BITCH?!!" She nodded her head feverishly as I underlined my dirty talk by shoving myself roughly inside on every syllable. The bathroom floor was fast becoming wetlands, but neither one of us cared.
"OH MIO DIO, TIRA I MIEI FOTTUTI CAPELLI, BELLISSIMO NEGRO!! VOGLIO AVERE I TUOI FUCKING KIDS PER DARMI QUESTO BUON FUCKING DICK!!"
Mintzy's head dipped low to the floor, but I got a handful of her scalp raising upper half off the floor pounding her even more. Her mountainous breasts were bouncing and jiggling all over the place until I reached around with one hand digging my nails into the tender flesh there. I'd been told, rather informed that Mintzy enjoyed rough sex and I'd already taken her in this manner before, so this was a continuation. She was squatting upright on the base of my cock. The constant motion made me a bit dizzy causing me to disengage.
"PUT IT BACK IN THERE BROTHAAA!! YOU PUT IT BACK WHERE-THE FUCK-IT WAS FOR CRYING OUT LOUD!!"
"Chill Mintzy; I'm feeling a little faded."
"Are you okay?"
"Yeah, just let me sit down for a minute." I was feeling queasy as Mintzy knelt there taking stock of the situation. She looked genuinely concerned for my welfare. I sat on the open toilet staring at my dirty bathroom hookup.
"Aw goddammit to hell; Renee done gone too fucking far with them stupid ass pranks!! Now my baby can't like, close the deal and everything. Well, lucky for you I ain't come empty handed or nothing."
"Huh?"
"Well I used to study a bit of nursing before I got myself married and all with Bruno; so I know a few things brotha."
"What, uh no Mintzy, please." She was already righting herself.
"Now don't you go giving me no lip; I'm pretty good about all this medical stuff. I kinda figured you'd be like, internally compromised, so I bought a little something with me from the store." I wasn't liking the sound of this at all. Mintzy was pulling her skirt awkwardly up, huge breasts dangling right before my eyes.
"Please god no, Mintzy." My stomach was starting to act up as she slipped back into her top failing to notice it was inside out.
"Shut up your mouth kid; I ain't gonna hurt you none; I admit I was a little selfish wanting mine before helping you out. We've gotta get you squared away and all, okay?"
She didn't care that I was shaking my head profusely in the negative. The smile on her face was supposed to be reassuring, but I had a difference of opinion as she unlocked the door giving me a glimpse of a plastic bag hanging on the outside handle.
"Mintzy I think I would like to go to a medical facility, if you don't mind?"
"You don't need no fucking hospital brotha, it's real simple you see; we just gotta empty you out. So, it's either an enema or you walking around for the rest of the day in a diaper." She produced a small box containing her boorish suggestion with every intent of using it whether I liked it or not.
"Fuck me stupid."
"Don't worry about it; I used to do this all the time for my uncle Sal when he got himself backed up." Mintzy grinned opening the box.
"This ain't over." I didn't mean it towards Mintzy.
...to be continued.
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(RECAP: The Aftermath of a Prank Most Foul)
"Chill Mintzy; I'm feeling a little faded."
"Are you okay?"
"Yeah, just let me sit down for a minute." I was feeling queasy as Mintzy knelt there taking stock of the situation. She looked genuinely concerned for my welfare. I sat on the open toilet staring at my dirty bathroom hookup.
"Aw goddammit to hell; Renee done gone too fucking far with them stupid ass pranks!! Now my baby can't like, close the deal and everything. Well, lucky for you I ain't come empty handed or nothing."
"Huh?"
"Well I used to study a bit of nursing before I got myself married and all with Bruno; so I know a few things brotha."
"What, uh no Mintzy, please." She was already righting herself.
"Now don't you go giving me no lip; I'm petty good about all this medical stuff. I kinda figured you'd be like, internally compromised, so I bought a little something with me from the store." I wasn't liking the sound of this at all. Mintzy was pulling her skirt awkwardly up, huge breasts dangling right before my eyes.
"Please god no, Mintzy." My stomach was starting to act up as she slipped back into her top failing to notice it was inside out.
"Shut up your mouth kid; I ain't gonna hurt you none; I admit I was a little selfish wanting mine before helping you out. We've gotta get you squared away and all, okay?"
She didn't care that I was shaking my head profusely in the negative. The smile on her face was supposed to be reassuring, but I had a difference of opinion as she unlocked the door giving me a glimpse of a plastic bag hanging on the outside handle.
"Mintzy I think I would like to go to a medical facility, if you don't mind?"
"You don't need no fucking hospital brotha, it's real simple you see; we just gotta empty you out. So, it's either an enema or you walking around for the rest of the day in a diaper." She produced a small box containing her boorish suggestion with every intent of using it whether I liked it or not.
"Fuck me stupid."
"Don't worry about it; I used to do this all the time for my uncle Sal when he got himself backed up." Mintzy grinned opening the box.
"This ain't over." I didn't mean it towards Mintzy.
***********************************************************************************************************
MAXIMUM BADONKADONK Ch. 02
Featuring: Shawnee Thompson a.k.a Ms. WTF?!! (34A-32-??)
Forty five minutes later I was considerably some pounds lighter thanks to the "assistance" of Mintzy standing outside the apartment building of my other future superstar, still bristling at the humiliation I'd received. On my way over I'd checked the released teaser and short clip of Ms. WTF finding them keeping pace with Chi Town Thunda. I already knew what I was doing and eager to get more content back up for the launch of my site.
I checked my messages again finding nothing from either of the two women who'd made my life miserable today. Seems like they were laying low which puzzled me because I didn't figure Renee to be the type. She usually came on like gang busters several steps ahead of her target before making the first move. This should've worried me, but I had righteous indignation on my side as I dialed up Shawnee.
"What's up?" She sounded like she hadn't moved since we'd spoken earlier in the day.
"Hey, I'm outside; is it okay to come over?"
"Shit man, I thought you were flaking on me." Her voice sounded glib, but I was starting to realize it was part of her self defense mechanism. I figured that few took Shawnee seriously and were shocked when she actually meant business.
"Not even, just got sidetracked for a hot minute."
"You fuck your girlfriend?"
"What girlfriend?" Shawnee was an unapologetic hen to the hilt, always fishing for information.
It was an undesirable trait, but I'd inadvertently opened the door to her query by stunting the first time we met. Shawnee laughed at my response. I could hear a television playing in the background affirming her as a sedentary creature of habit. It was something I'd deal with for the time being to get content. My stomach was still queasy from "food poisoning" making it unlikely that I'd get any footage of the boy girl variety.
"I bet you end up fucking that girl."
"Oh yeah, why's that?"
"Because you guys are in love." Shawnee laughed, weakly hiding her fishing attempt.
"Uh whatever; so am I coming inside or we just having a phone conversation?"
"Chill, come on inside." She abruptly hung up leaving me staring at her apartment building from the opposite of the street. The place looked no less sketchy and urban dangerous, but I had money to make in no uncertain terms.
There was a security door that led into the building that I found criminally ajar. It looked like someone battered the heavy reinforced door with a bludgeon of some sort. There was a thick glass window in the door covered with mesh wiring that was fractured and crumbling, but I pushed inside walking up the short stairs to Shawnee's apartment. I wondered if I'd have to split time between her and Porsha Simms, an earlier "starlet" discovered through a relative. I knocked on the door finding it unlocked prior to my arrival.
"Hey, its me; can I come inside Shawnee?"
"OPEN THAT DOOR FOOL!!" I did a doubletake thinking she was feeling herself already. It was triggering after what I'd gone through earlier. Before I could lose it, the door was quickly yanked open providing me with instant shock and a fight or flight reflex.
"Oh uh, shit."
I found myself looking directly at the chiseled chest and twelve pack abdomen of a guy at least a head taller than my cousin Jaquan. This guy was really dark skinned and cut all over with defined sinewy arms born in a gym. I had to look up at his face which was surprisingly juvenile with a barely there five o'clock shadow. A do-rag bandana covered his smallish head which was adorned with a innocuous stony expression.
"ANDRE, GET YOUR ASS OUT THE DOOR AND LET HIM COME IN HERE!!"
Shawnee yelled from her perpetual perch on the couch. I could feel a wall of humidity wafting from the small apartment along with a musty odor as I realized this guy was only wearing a pair of boxer briefs.
"Sorry sir; my bad."
"It's cool, it's just a business meeting uhm, Andre?" I offered my hand because I felt it was the respectable thing to do. He shook it gingerly as I noticed how small my hand looked in comparison to his own.
"He ain't my fucking husband." Shawnee laughed at our exchange as I cautiously stepped inside.
There was a bit of déjà vu as entered the apartment indeed finding Shawnee Thompson reclining on the couch in her cramped living room. The omnipresent odor of marijuana intermingled with everything else making me a bit queasy as I entered the living room planting my camera bag on the coffee table next to a large hookah pipe.
There were several bags of takeout and other snacks littering the table along with a few beers. Continuing the familiar tone was the big baggy, extra-large fleece sweats hiding her body. This time her clothes were a magenta tone while her surprisingly tiny feet were bare. Andre was still loitering by the door almost as if waiting for further orders.
"Andre close my fucking door before the landlord show up; you been sniffing around here all morning!!"
"Uh, okay Shawnee." He answered in a deferent baritone voice. I stood at the edge of the closest love seat noticing what I assumed were Andre's discarded clothes littering the cushions.
"Hey bruh, chill out right here." Shawnee motioned over her shoulder towards the ratty looking sofa lining the wall under her picture window. I shifted over taking my bag along sneaking a peek outside noticing that she could've been watching me from her window.
"I'm not interrupting anything, am I?" I had to ask as Andre hung near the edge of the living room watching both of us almost in this trance like state, facially.
"We already fucked man, we probably gonna fuck after you leave too; why you acting all sketchy?"
"I'm not acting sketchy; it's just a question Shawnee." She shifted on the couch into a reclining Buddha pose grinning at me in juvenile fashion.
"Hey man, Andre is my FWB dick on call nigga; we ain't dating no more, but he can't leave the ass alone. We have an understanding; -AIN'T THAT RIGHT ANDRE?!!"
"Uh yeah, Shawnee." He answered sullenly, nothing else changing in his general expression. I kept him in my peripheral view still unsure how he might react to our business arrangement.
"We go all the way back to high school, bruh. HEY ANDRE, TELL THIS NIGGA WHAT THEY USED TO CALL ME IN SCHOOL!!" I wondered if the man was partially deaf or something because she yelled when addressing him directly.
"AA." He responded scratching his temple, quizzically.
"TELL HIM WHAT THAT SHIT STAND FOR ANDRE!!" A forced smile spread across his face as he put his hands on his hips.
"ALL ASS!!" Andre responded enthusiastically.
"That's right because it's true my nigga; and it's all this ASS that's gonna get me the bag cause I ain't and I can't do no motherfucking nine to five!! I ain't built for that shit, but I'm built to last!! AINT THAT RIGHT ANDRE?!!"
"FUCKING A, YOU RIGHT SHAWNEE!!" He chuckled becoming more lively making me at ease a bit more.
"AMEN!!"
I realized Shawnee was faded which brought out the more thuggish aspects of her personality. Her own slightly juvenile features were disarming, and her hair was done up in two tight braids on either side of her head that reached to her neck. Fully clothed there was an argument to made that she was little more than a blob, but I knew what was hidden underneath.
Shawnee a.k.a. Ms. WTF was holding in no uncertain terms and a goldmine that I wanted to use as a counterbalance to Rashida Sikes a.k.a Chi Town Thunda. It was fully my intent to be Don King in this situation and reassert my dominance. After this afternoon, I was gonna push things to the limit.
"Hey uhm, I just noticed Porsha's not here; is she sleep in the back?"
"Hell no, I kicked her ass out last week."
"Why?" Shawnee looked at me eyebrow raised, smirk forming.
"Bitch owe me money." I burst into much needed laughter with Andre following suite seconds later. He'd become comfortable enough to take a seat adjacent to me on the other little couch. I wished he'd become relaxed enough to put his clothes on.
"Why am I not surprised; she owe everybody some fucking money." I commented.
"Yeah she so goddamn shady, I had to keep patting her down for my shit. Fuck, she tried some unsanctioned use of my FWB on some old sorry ass shit, too!! Look at his dumb ass sitting over there like he wasn't down to fuck her big dusty titties!! DON'T PLAY STUPID ANDRE; YOU GOT BUSTED!!"
"But Shawnee, she said we could make some money."
"FUCK ANDRE, YOU A GODDAMN HEAD CHEESE; SHE WASN'T GONNA PAY YOU NO HUNDRED DOLLARS, FOOL!!" I was uncomfortable with her weed addled scolding of a grown man.
"Wait, what?" I interjected, curious.
"Yeah she thought I was sleep, right; so, Porsha knew this dumb nigga got two peas inside his empty head!! Told him that she'd give him a hundred to fuck for that pay site you posted her shit on, bruh. She probably would've got away with it too if this nigga wasn't stupid as fuck!! He couldn't even hold her phone right to film that dumb ass shit!!"
"Oh really?" I wasn't surprised that Ms. Simms had gone into business for herself with predictable results.
"Yeah, I busted her putting hands on my dick!!"
"She said she was gonna give me a hundred." Andre mumbled.
"DID YOU GET A HUNDRED ANDRE?!!"
"No."
"THEN SHUT THE FUCK UP NIGGA!!"
"Hey guys focus; so did Porsha post any more stuff on her page?"
"HELL NO!!" Shawnee yelled obviously in her feelings.
"Why not?"
"BECAUSE I ERASED THAT SHIT; DUMBASS LEFT HER FUCKING PASSWORD ON MY PHONE BECAUSE HER SERVICE GOT CUT OFF!!" I couldn't help chuckling at the fallout of two friends.
"How much she owe you, Shawnee?"
"Fifty dollars."
"FIFTY DOLLARS?!!" I burst into laughter expecting her to make some monetary quote in the hundreds or more. Porsha Simms was a deadbeat, but I found her reaction excessive. So, it had to be more because of Andre than anything else.
"I don't care if it was five dollars, I still want my money!" Shawnee looked embarrassed.
"So, Andre is your man, right?"
"No, FWB nigga."
"Stop calling me that word; matter of fact you call me Mister D."
"What?"
"That's my director name from now on Shawnee, Mister D." It was her turn to laugh and chuckle. She had this sort of chirpy, nerdy laughter while Andre continued chortling as well.
"MAN YOU AIN'T NO MISTER D; FUCKING ANDRE OVER THERE IS A FUCKING MISTER D!!" Shawnee teased.
"Well, that's my name."
"You should call yourself, Sir Average homeboy!"
"Excuse you?"
"YOU PACKING THIRTEEN INCHES, HUH NIGGAAA?!!" Shawnee was out of pocket, but I wasn't keen on making any more enemies right away. I knew I had to bury my ego and ride it out as Shawnee coughed a bit thumping her chest with her fist. Andre was at her side in a moment patting her on the back, helping her sit upright.
"Sorry, man." Andre apologized with something akin to embarrassment reading on his face.
"It's cool; you guys really just friends with benefits?"
"YEAH, I TOOK HIS CHERRY TOO, DIDN'T I, ANDRE?!!" Shawnee was making both of us uncomfortable.
"Well she did; we broke up after that and now we uhm, friends and stuff." I realized I was speaking with a gentle giant.
"Shawnee, why did you get mad at him for fucking Porsha?"
"CAUSE HE DIDN'T CLEAR THAT SHIT WITH ME!!"
"But you're just friends, so that means he can fuck whoever he wants; unless you like him?" I was intentionally playing devil's advocate. Shawnee side eyed her friend zoned beau, face flushed from too much partying before craning her head in my direction, scoffing.
"Ain't no bitch got what I got; he ain't gonna find another one like me-ALL ASS!!"
Her bravado was all over the place giving me the opening I'd been looking for after a day of humiliation.
"I don't know about that Shawnee." Her eyes narrowed.
"MAN, YOU TRIPPING!!" Shawnee laughed in my face as I took the opportunity to call up Rashida's recent teaser on my phone. Instead of handing her the phone, I handed it to Andre.
The effect was immediate with his eyes going wide. I had the volume up allowing the thunderous sound of Chi Town Thunda's enormous ass cheeks to permeate the small, cramped living room. I knew what I was doing taking her inebriated condition into consideration. I was using another woman's huge ass to conduct a pissing contest with my arrogant discovery.
On my phone screen, Rashida Sikes had been slathered with baby oil from head to toe leaving her glistening and sparkling under the lighting popping, twerking, and putting all others to shame. It was only a few seconds long, but Andre played it on a loop completely enchanted. I could tell what he was looking at from the expression on his face. There were insert closeups of that monster clapping in slow motion splashing oil everywhere.
"GIMME THAT PHONE!!" Shawnee snatched the phone staring at it with similar results. I chuckled when she tossed the phone at me like a projectile, angrily smirking.
"You trying to start some shit, ain't you?"
"Why yes Shawnee; I am trying to start some shit." Shawnee chortled that angry sort of sister girl burst of anxious laughter covering her mouth with a hand, fanning herself with the other. I probably should've been alarmed when Andre placed a hand on her shoulder, but I wasn't.
"Motherfucker."
"I'm trying to make some money too; Don't you wanna make some money Shawnee?" Andre extended his arm around her shoulders drawing Shawnee closer. It took her a moment to calm down, still fanning herself.
"What's the deal?"
"Badonkadunk vs. Mega Badonkadunk." I motioned towards her indicating that I acknowledged her superior stats.
"WHAT?"
"I want you guys to battle online; I want a badonkadunk battle for fucking supremacy." I reiterated making Shawnee's brow furrow.
"Like a, fucking rap battle? Is that what you're talking about nigga?"
"Watch that shit; and uhm, yeah a battle for the title." A weird smirk started to form on her juvenile features as Andre grinned.
"Let me see that shit again." I handed Shawnee my phone allowing her to watch the clip for an extended period of time before she dropped it between her massive thighs biting her lower lip.
"I'm bigger than her, way bigger."
"So what's that supposed to mean to me, Shawnee?"
"What do you think it means; I'll wreck that bitch!" Her bravado surged as expected with added encouragement in a little hug from Andre.
"All in, Shawnee?" I offered my hand.
"ALL ASS, MISTER D!!"
Shawnee snatched my hand drawing me half off the couch with an unexpected display of strength. The look on her face was criminally masculine. If I didn't know better, I'd think she was planning a drive by on Chi Town Thunda. Andre was snickering in favor of his girl, likely feeling the same way as I fished out my original laptop computer and the dual cameras. I knew an opportunity when I saw one at this point. Shawnee opened a beer chugging it in moments while her beau watched my progress setting up. Andre even plugged my laptop into the wall socket. I was still a bit cautious around him.
"Hey Shawnee, if you're gonna do this; ain't gonna be no half stepping from here on out. I wanna get some footage and uh, I'm gonna set up a few social media pages for you too. But right now, I need some footage of that phenomenal ass, if Andre doesn't mind?"
"HE AIN'T RUNNING SHIT UP IN HERE!!" Shawnee couldn't help herself.
"Yeah but I still wanna know if he's cool with it anyway." I reiterated realizing the danger of a jacked up simp running wild in a fit of jealousy. Shawnee looked offended at my assertion turning to her designated boy toy.
"Andre get your ass up." Her towering companion stood up on command.
"HEY WHAT, ARE YOU DOING?!!"
Shawnee snatched down his boxer briefs right in front of me instantly receiving a slap to her rounded cheek by his emerging dong. It was sudden, jarring and I could've done without the visual of this horrifically giant uncut cock. She wasn't done exposing her FWB, quickly taking the upper portion of his cock between her stretched out lips. Her chubby fist handled the middle of Andre's shaft using three pudgy fingers to roughly stroke him to full hardness in seconds. The excess skin on his member puffed between her fingers as she got sloppy with loud audible slurps, spitting on his cock intermittently.
"HURRY UP AND FILM THIS SHIT, MEDIUM D!!" Shawnee broke contact long enough to yell at me.
"Sorry man, she get like this when we party." Andre offered contritely.
I didn't know what to say to that, shrugging as I started filming anyway. Shawnee was in the zone already now using both hands to stroke her unclaimed beau in jerky motions towards her stuffed mouth. This wasn't the subdued action I'd received upon our initial hookup and filming.
She was really getting into it slathering saliva all over this guy's knob with what looked like a cow's tongue visible at certain points. These giant veins started to sprout on Andre's anaconda, for lack of a better description. He seemed to forget I was there cupping the ide of Shawnee's head like a basketball. I was getting some awesome footage just going with it while the incidental stunt cock got topped off spectacularly.
"UNNGGHHHH, FUUHHHH, FUUUUKKKK!!" Andre groaned in distressed fashion as Shawnee popped her lips, continuing to slurp hard enough to make her pudgy cheeks vacuum inward.
Shawnee continued playing her towering partner like a flute stroking away from her lips while bobbing and rocking her head. His enormous member was swollen looking to be nearly the circumference of a beer can. Her eyes were tightly squinted, face flushed to reddened extremes as his hips began rock and shake. I noticed a muted indentation in her throat from the tip of Andre's cock. Both of them quickly began perspiring as the slurps got louder and wetter with rivulets of saliva oozing down her chin.



"AAAAWWWWW BAAAAEEEE, AWW BAAAEEE; IT'S- GONNA, IT'S CUMMING OUT!!" Andre was groaning sounding distressed now palming her head between his large hands, completely fucking her face. The gurgling, gagging sounds got louder as he lost himself forgetting I was there filming the whole thing.
"GAKKK!! GAKKK!! GAKKK!! GAKKK!! GAKKK!! GAKKK!! GAKKK!!" He got his opposite leg up on the couch which was a feat in and of itself as everything below his upper calve disappeared on her far side. Andre was popping his hips more rhythmically at this point, just letting go.
"BAE, IT'S CUMMING!! IT'S CUMMING OUT RIGHT NOW!! I'M GONNA DO IT IN YOUR MOUTH BAAAEEEE-BEEEEE!!" On que, Shawnee suddenly gagged and coughed as bursts of copious ejaculate filled her mouth.
Those chubby looking cheeks of hers ballooned outward as her hands became a blur on his strained meat. His cock was so hardened, it looked like it would explode. The crazy thing about it was that more than two thirds of it was still exposed as Shawnee continued jerking, now using her pudgy hands on different parts of it. Andre's grunts became unintelligible gibberish, sounding like someone was laying into him with body blows or something. His twelve pack flexed and undulated from her attentions as Shawnee began to gradually soften her touch, bringing him down.
"HE AIN'T RUNNING SHIT UP IN HERE!!" Shawnee blurted out coughing up a bit of ejaculate that issued forth from her mouth in erratic bursts soiling his crotch as she released one hand still using the other. The expression on her face was meant to assert her dominance, but I knew I'd triggered her.
"Does he need your permission to sign a modeling release?"
My heart was thumping from watching the sudden interaction between these lovers, but her attitude when high was insufferable. Her hand continued stroking his enormous member which was somewhat curved on the end. She'd drawn the loose skin back on it exposing the reddish, purpled crown going in swirling her tongue on it as he rubbed her scalp lovingly.
"I'm gonna be a model, Shawnee?"
"This gonna be a model, nigga!" She emphasized her words with a flick of her wrist causing a stubborn web of cum to ooze from the head of his cock. Shawnee eyed me before slurping it up like a string of spaghetti. She was definitely playing to the camera art this point.
"Well, let's make a proper shoot of it then, Ms. WTF."
"Why're you calling her that?" Andre questioned.
"That's what he's calling me, fool; that's my uh, stage name." Shawnee explained still stroking his member as I prepared my camera head mount.
"Stage name?"
"Yeah, don't you know nothing Andre? You can't use your real name when you make fuck movies."
"Why?"
"Shut up." The nature of their symbiotic relationship had a urban John Steinbeck, "Of Mice and Men" aesthetic to it recasting them as modern versions of characters George and Lenny from that seminal novel of my formative years.
"Don't worry Andre; I'll pay you."
"You gonna give me a hundred dollars to fuck Shawnee?"
"Yeah sure man; I'll make sure you get paid more than that if you sign a modeling release." Shawnee did not look pleased in the least.
"You trying to be slick, ain't you?"
"What?"
"YOU AIN'T GONNA HAVE ANDRE FUCKING THAT OTHER BITCH!!" The panic in her voice was real behind the forced urban bravado. Her digits tightened up around his member as Andre glanced over silently panicked.
"Of course not Shawnee; but you guys are just friends with benefits, right?" I was still filming with my camera on the table facing her.
Shawnee snickered nervously realizing what was being asked of her. I had no intention of pimping her obvious boyfriend out to Chi Town Thunda but thought it was fucked up that she was making all the rules. I was just having a bit of fun with Shawnee because of her boorish attitude the whole time I was in her place. Part of me was still butt hurt due to the drubbing I'd received earlier from Renee Kelly and friends.
"Bae, we can make money doing this, right?"
"I make money, okay?!!"
"But I can't do it too, huh?" He didn't sound angry or offended, only inquisitive. Shawnee glared at me for opening Pandora's box. I knew I had to interject, or I might wind up losing Ms. WTF.
"Andre, how about an audition with Shawnee, here?"
"Uhm yeah, sure."
*********************************************************************************************************
He was affable enough to help me move the coffee table out into the corridor before retrieving some comforters from Shawnee's bedroom which he apparently shared half the week. I wanted to get a shoot under my belt and do a good chunk of business before real life intruded again. I explained that I would set up a page for him on the pay site that I was currently fazing out of at Renee's instruction.
Andre didn't seem all that computer savvy only asking about the money he could make. I offered him a hundred in the end, but he didn't have a cash card which made it excruciatingly essential that I set up a page at this point. It was gonna be work getting this guy up to date in the twenty-first century.
"Why're you moving my furniture around?!!" Shawnee asked, still reclining on the couch in lazy, stoner fashion.
"ALL ASS." I answered back making her chuckle.
Seriously, I wanted to frame her beyond humongous derriere properly. I'd gone back and looked at some of the previous footage finding a good portion of it, unusable. This time I would be able to focus because now I had a stunt cock to take my place. Shawnee was accommodating enough to get up on her knees pointing her enormous magenta covered ass in our faces. I found myself wondering how she'd found sweats big enough to fit her lower half. Her shape was decidedly an uber pear shape, the most extreme bottom heavy woman I'd ever seen. I noticed that Shawnee had some well defined claves and ankles not typical of somebody her size.
"What're you looking at?"
"Your calf, its uh, not what I expected." I regretted answering the moment the words let my lips as she glanced back at me.
"Expecting me to have some fucking elephant legs or something? I got it together, got checked by doctors for that lipedema shit after watching Doctor Oz reruns. But I'm just a fat Puerto Rican bitch with steatopygia."
"What's that bae?" Andre sounded concerned.
"ALL THIS ASS DUMMY!!" Shawnee scolded.
"Don't listen to her, it's just a medical term for women with huge asses; that's all it means, okay?" He looked genuinely confused at the term. I was starting to wonder if he had even the slightest bit of a backbone as Shawnee resumed her position on the couch.
It was liberating having Andre there to work with Shawnee instead of having to navigate a shoot while simultaneously getting my rocks off. There was no doubt I loved what I was doing as well as pounding these huge asses. Lately I really had esteemed baby mamma number two to thank for my good fortune, but a ton of collateral damage came with our association. After today, I was determined to become master of my own destiny.
I chaffed internally realizing that I was thinking along the same lines as the conversation I'd had with Renee a day prior. Along with Rashida Sikes, they maintained an advantage on my money making ability. I'd already shot a few women for my amateur site, but they were literally the next level. I knew I'd have to become autonomous after this afternoon.
"Hey Andre, come check it out." He'd been standing off to the side patiently watching me lining up a shot of his undeclared girlfriend's humongous butt.
"Uhm, okay." He walked over looking at the shot on my screen, immediately grinning his approval.
"What is it; what're you two looking at?" She held her pose probably not out of any professionalism, but out of boredom.
"ALL ASS, Shawnee; hell, I gotta admit I should've left your nickname intact, but it works out so that we can pursue our own interests. Andre, tell her what you see." He looked at me grinning like we were doing something sneaky.
"It looks like a giant heart; it's perfect bae."
Shawnee's positioning with her knees pushed together, back arched with elbows resting on top of the loveseat created this perfect illusion that I managed to capture. Those magenta sweat pants were extra-large, but still tight across her planetary expanse. I liked the fuzzy texture of her clothing which threw the proceedings visually into Dr. Seuss levels of sheer absurdity as Shawnee decided to give us a pop of her hips. This gradually became a twerking cadence that ratcheted up in intensity causing those fuzzy sweats to slide down revealing her enormous derriere in grand fashion.
"KEEP THAT UP, IT'S PERFECT!!" I shouted encouragement.
She went into overdrive bucking her hips wildly until everything was revealed. The sight of her massive badonkadunk was astounding, but sexually insane in person with each cheek matching the size of my chest individually and collectively. If Andre weren't present, I would've pounced on her already. Today was all about business as I was already editing the upcoming clip in my mind.
I liked the individuality of each cheeks and Shawnee's distinctive way of clapping which made those cheeks rotate in circular fashion against one another. Her puffy peach was readily visible, situated at the bottom cuff of her enormous buttocks.
"YOU GOT IT GIRL, KEEP DOING THAT SHIT!! DAMN BAE, THAT SHIT IS FUCKING AWESOME!!" Besides being Shawnee's FWB, he also functioned as a booster propping up her ego. She went with it providing more insight into their dynamic.
"Cool, uh do it one more time." I had Shawnee repeat that shot three more times before she started grumbling.
"So, I'm just shaking my fucking ass all day?!!"
"No, but I would like to do some other parlor tricks unless you're dying to get railed by your FWB. I mean its really up to him after all because he's new to this."
"New to fucking?!! I broke him in, took his first time!!" Shawnee bragged again.
"Really; is that true Andre?"
"Uhm, we both did it together our first times. Yeah, I uh, blew my first load just from seeing that ass, it happened a couple of times before we really got down to it. It was hard at first, kinda like sticking your dick in a thimble but she got all that meat in the back to make up for it."
"ANDRE SHUT UP!!"
"Sorry." This was a point of contention for Ms. Thompson I knew beforehand because I'd been with her as well.
Shawnee had a shallow pussy which her voluminous cheeks enhanced. Even being supposedly average, I'd bottomed out inside her narrow walls. It was a frustrating lesson in benign design to keep her honest. I believed the accounts of her proportions eliciting instantaneous ejaculations nearly climaxing myself the first time I beheld it. I didn't know about Andre beforehand, and I didn't feel guilty now.
She continued the petulant atmosphere as we messed around with a few sight gags including wedging things in her cavernous rear cleavage for size comparisons including a can of Glade and a cylinder of Pringles potato chips before Andre ended the cycle by wedging his third leg between the cheeks.
"It's okay to start, right?" I was surprised when he asked.
Up until this point, we were just shooting random stuff and also I considered Andre her boyfriend. I just nodded realizing I hadn't noticed this guy's nudity the whole time.
He started fast right off the bat with his monstrous member wedged into her rear cleavage. The brother was so abnormally endowed that he was easily able to get a savage bit of frottage going no problem. I'd resorted to pushing into Shawnee's rear vertically during my hookup with her out of desperation and necessity. This guy was made for Ms. WTF's massive buttocks. From the camera's view, it looked like two cartoonishly huge body parts going at it sort of like a massive titty fuck. I captured the audible wet smack of his pelvis slapping into her jiggly cheeks. The motion ripples reverberated across her wide expanse as she moaned loudly.
"MMMMM-GET IT!! GET IT AAAWWWNNN-DREEEE!! FUCK THEM CHEEKS NIGGAAAAA!!" The shrill, whining nature of her passionate overtures added to the atmosphere.
"I'M FUKKKIN, FUH, FUUUUHHH KIN THESE BIG ASS CHEEKS, BAE!!" He was arching his hips in a wide arc up into that cleavage really putting his back into it this time. I made sure to frame there coupling allowing future viewers a perfect view of the gigantic heart that was Shawnee's derriere.
"¡¡VAMOS BEBÉ, FOLLA MIS GRANDES MEJILLAS DE CULO!! FOLLARLOS BIEN!! HACER FOLLAR EN ESE CULO GRANDE BONITO NEGRO!! ¡¡HÚMAME, HAZ UN FOLLADO LISO!!" The blistering heat of the moment provided Shawnee an opportunity to remind me that she was, indeed, Puerto Rican.
"AWWWW BAAAEEE!! AWWWW BAAAA-BEEEE!!" I was capturing the proceedings with a tight shot.
Andre used his huge hands to mash her pillow sized cheeks tight around his member. This provided the interesting visual of his equally enormous cock rising from her tight cleavage like some obscene submarine periscope. The loose skin on his cock was stretched taut revealing the reddened, purplish head of his crown like a fleshy spear. At this point, both of them were going into the final lap, the point of no return.
"COME ON BABY!! DO IT!! DO IT!! DO IT!! DO IT!! DO IT!! DO IT!! ¡¡HÚMAME, HAZ UN FOLLADO LISO!!" Shawnee's shrill pleading overtures had the desire effect as Andre went into overdrive smashing her cheeks so hard that it looked like the effect was causing my camera to shake. It looked like an earthquake was spontaneously occurring.
"AWWWWW YEEEAAAHHHH BAE!! AWWWW YEEAAAHHHH!! OOOOOHHHHHH BAAAAAEEEEE!!" He was huffing, almost completely gassed from the exertion as his huge cock went into a blurred series of stabbing motions before stopping on a dime. More than a third was exposed high above her shuddering cheeks as he went still, unmoving. It looked like a time stop as I wondered what happened.
"SHIT!!" I yelled as a thick, explosive burst of semen spewed from the strained head of his cock.
Two more bursts followed raining down on Shawnee's enormous, backside. He was wedging her cheeks around his cock with all his might. Luckily, I kept the shot focused on his member as a thick gluey deluge of ejaculate bubbled out of the head of his cock running down the vein covered shaft in three oozing streams pooling in her deep gluteal cleft. Andre was still motionless, mouth agape as Shawnee chuckled content in her hold over him.
Andre was visibly trembling as he released her cheeks allowing them to jiggle and flop partially open. I got a shot of her half opened crack as his spunk drizzled down coating her peachy cunt. Shawnee's face was glib, her rounded cheeks flushed. She was looking me right in the eye, but her gaze dipped low to the tent I was sporting.
"Your girl ain't got nothing on me, chico de casa."
"You think?"
"I know baby; you just signed her death certificate man." Shawnee sounded sure of herself, smiling at the thought of overshadowing Chi Town Thunda.
"Damn, that was good. Uh, did I do okay?" Andre found his voice.
"You did great man, perfect actually. Wanna do some more scenes?" I offered making Shawnee perk up, brow furrowing.
"YOU MEAN, WITH ME RIGHT?!!"
"Who else Shawnee?"
"No me jodas, negro; Andre es mi propiedad personal. ¡¡La polla me pertenece exclusivamente tonto!! ¡No lo tuerzas!" it sounded like a warning, or a threat.
"I don't speak Spanish, Shawnee." I was still filming the aftermath of their coupling in wide shot this time ignoring the aggressive tone of her voice. The shelf like nature of her ass bent over added to the visual with his thick oozing seed everywhere even on her exposed lower back.
"You want me to spell it out for you?" Andre went to the bathroom dutifully returning with a hot towel cleaning her up. This guy was intently focused as I filmed him wiping her clean while Shawnee glared at me.
"Not particularly."
"Andre, go down to the corner store and get me some beer." He looked conflicted at the order staring at me worried. I didn't think he knew I'd hooked up with Shawnee before. This worried me because he was obviously smitten with her.
"I'll walk over there with you man." I wanted to be reassuring.
"No, he don't need no escort; he's a big boy. ¡¡ANDRE, HAZ LO QUE TE DIJE Y PRISA!!" Shawnee exerted her will.
"Sure, got it bae."
My heart sank as he sullenly dressed with expediency somewhat averting his eyes from either one of us before stalking off like some dejected step child. He pulled the door up behind himself, but his strength caused a heavy wooden echo as it slammed shut. I looked from the door to Shawnee finding that she'd been eyeing me the whole time.
"I don't want him fucking that black ass bitch you got hid somewhere." The growling aggression in her voice spoke to the raw emotion roiling around in her chest.
"I figured as much."
"Andre and me, we got ourselves an arrangement and you ain't fucking that shit up!! Now, I'll do what you want with this porno crap because I like money, but don't get it twisted. Fuck with me and I'll let you meet my cousins! They're OG Kings if you get my drift!!"
I folded my arms as she threatened me, making me reconsider things. Shawnee Thompson was decidedly gang affiliated validating my thoughts of the area she lived in upon our fist meeting. It was a predominantly black area presided over by a different gang, the one she mentioned controlled more of the area bordering downtown and the west side of the city.
"I'm supposed to thank you for that, right?"
"Hey man, remember when you got these cheeks last time you were here? Remember how you were giving that girl the fucking business while I was bent over in front of you, huh?"
"Yeah, so what?"
"What's her name?"
"Why?"
"What's her fucking name, papi?"
"Yoli."
"Well Andre, he's my motherfucking Yoli. I know what I'm doing and why I'm fucking doing it! He's gotta pay his dues and you ain't getting in the way of it with that black ass hood rat!!"
Shawnee's words put things in perspective as I watched her sit upright on her loveseat glancing at the coffee table. Her tacit analogy of Andre gave me disturbing thoughts of my cousin Jaquan even though this guy seemed utterly timid and complacent despite her treatment of him.
"Okay, can we do business or not?"
"What do you think we're doing right now?" Shawnee reached into my camera bag out of the blue finding the condom she'd been looking for. Her pudgy fingers ripped open the gold packet as she raised an eyebrow at me.
"Aw fuck." There was no doubt I was going to be a bastard.
"He know the deal; Andre ain't coming back until I tell him to." Shawnee admitted revealing her request for beer to be little more than some street code between them. A verbal sock on the door as I walked over to her exposing myself.
Shawnee's tongue snaked out tickling the head of my cock for a few seconds before it was slurped deep into her mouth. My body responded immediately becoming rock hard in her gullet as I pushed further knowing she wouldn't have a problem with my girth with Andre as a regular partner. I palmed the back of her head until all of me was gone from view.
Shawnee surprised me by withdrawing with frothy saliva bubbling up on her lips. She methodically rolled the condom onto my cock roughly using both hands. Her pudgy fingers stroked me for a few seconds before she went down on me again breaking contact even quicker as she started to get up from the love seat.
"Help me out."
She offered both hands laboriously kneeling in front of me with some effort. We'd already moved her coffee table out into the adjacent hall leaving a big enough space between her dueling love seats. Shawnee snatched some bedding off the couch, patting out a pallet on the living room floor. Watching her made me feel guilty for a few seconds before I thought of pounding that massive butt from the back. She surprised me by laying on her back instead looking up at the ceiling.



There was this huge living mountain of flesh lying before me bottomless. Shawnee chuckled looking up at my disappointed face. She knew what I wanted but opted to lay on her back chuckling.
"Hey, I'm gonna show you something." She squirmed around on her back until she could roll her fuzzy magenta sweat top up revealing her big, sloping belly in all its watery glory. I was puzzled remembering her reluctance to get fully nude last time.
"What?"
"Just watch."
Shawnee pushed her thick oversized gams together pressing the feet together uniformly before raising them together pointing at the ceiling. This seemed to involve considerable physical effort on her part as she grabbed the back of her knees gasping from the exertion. I was about to comment when Shawnee started up again getting her legs level with her torso. She gradually calmed down, controlling her breathing before parting them a bit at her sides.
"Oh shit." Shawnee shifted locking her arms around the back of her lower thighs making her opening plain and visible, her gigantic ass flaring out underneath.
"HUH, HURRY UP AND FUCK ME QUICK!!" Shawnee gasped feeling every bit of it.
Two thirds of my cock bottomed out inside her shallow cunt giving me one hell of a stinger, but I persevered. All guilt flowed right out of me as I pounded her tiny pussy to mush while she remined stoically quiet, wholly concentrating on maintaining the awkward position.
The feeling was incredible as my balls slapped tantalizingly into the bottom of her massive butt cheeks. It was odd, but horizontally, my member was cradled on either side by these redbone cheeks like some hot dog in this position. That nick name of hers was making more sense by the moment. Ms. WTF was an ASS MAN'S dream and nightmare come true simultaneously.
"AAAAHHHHH!! AWWWW SHIT!!" I yanked my cock out leaving the condom behind spurting a considerable amount of cum on her muff and slit. The vestiges of my spunk rained on her darkened inner thighs as I leaned over in a pushup position against her captured legs.
"Like that shit, payaso?"
"I can't believe I was mad you were laying on your back."
"A real woman knows how to make it good from any position; usually I do this for anal, but Andre be losing his shit all the time. Fucking hurts if you get my drift?"
"Too much information, but I'd like to film that sometime."
"Of course, why'd you think I showed you?" Her puffy labia was sandwiching my cock as diligently as her voluptuous ass cheeks. I was humping them back to full hardness.
Shawnee went quiet enjoying the sensation while demonstrating some addition athleticism parting her legs allowing them to rest on either side of mine. I stole handfuls of her love handles working myself into a frenzy for the next ten or twenty minutes until I managed a second load completely soiling her cooch and inner thighs. She surprised me by reaching down for a handful of my spunk before slurping it between her lips. I watched somewhat addled at the sight before cleaning up the evidence of our hookup. Shawnee diddled herself to an additional climax while I filmed revealing a prominent clit I failed to notice before.
"Don't feel guilty about Andre; he knows what we're doing."
"I take the fifth, but I needed that Shawnee; its been a fucked up day for me up to this point."
"Wanna another blowjob?"
Shawnee flinched a little when I went to roll her fuzzy hoodie up along with the cotton tank she preferred wearing to hide her non-existent chest, but eventually allowed me to raise it up folding it behind her neck. Despite barely having even the hint of boobs, her nipples were really thick and erect. I mounted her chest legs spread wide because of her size and pushed forward into her mouth. She went with it allowing me to basically hump her face, eventually fucking away at it.
On every outward stroke, she'd suck as hard as possible going slack when I plunged inward. Now knowing her gag reflex was a myth, I got a good rhythm going popping my hips. Her tongue would tickle and slather saliva all over my balls until I was bothered enough to press one into her mouth. This went on for a good twelve minutes before my inner thighs tightened up.
"I'M GONNA CUM, DON'T MOVE!!" I blurted out retracting my cock from her mouth as her chubby cheeks inverted, vacuum sucking. My eyes were watering from the sensation alone as I cleared her lips with a wet, sticky drooling pop.
My cock was resting flat on what would've been her cleavage if she had even a hint. I squatted open legged over her torso sliding my slimy prick on her breast bone leaking copious amounts of precum all over her chest. I made a play for her arms a few times before capturing her chubby hands directing Shawnee to interlock her fingers over the top of my tumescence. She followed suite pressing me hard into her doughy torso as I leaned forward into a pushup position again.
"DON'T LET IT SLIP OUT, PRESS IT DOWN REAL TIGHT SO I CAN CUM!!" Shawnee managed to press down even tighter locking my cock against her porous upper body.
I began bucking my hips wildly, almost twerking on her chest running my cock along her flat chest while my balls slid on her belly. It felt really good as Shawnee added her own twist to the proceedings by sticking her tongue out slathering saliva on my abdomen as I began to crest, arms and legs quivering.
"OOOHHHHH SHIT!! KEEP IT UP!! KEEP IT UP BABY!!" Shawnee ever sexually adept, was already sliding her gooey fingers along my thickening girth. I could feel the spunk being forced out of my crown.
I whined shrilly as the head of my cock dilated ejaculating a sustained milky strand of cum from the head. The underside of her chin and upper torso was glazed over with everything that followed before I leaned to the side on a knee jerking the rest onto the upper swell of her sloping belly. Shawnee went with it rubbing my spunk all over her body, licking some from her fingers. It was a given that she'd clean me off with one long sustained vacuum suck before I relented, heart thumping. I'd been wearing my head band mounted cam the whole time and didn't even realize it.
"Where'd you get that shit from?" Shawnee asked chuckling.
"Just popped into my head; now you can't say you've never been tit fucked. That shit felt fucking good, definitely Ms. WTF, for real Shawnee." She chuckled facepalming having come down a little from whatever she was high off.
"You fucking crazy."
"Sure, think you'd be up to doing what we just did with Andre?" Her eyes went wide realizing he still hadn't returned yet.
"Fuck, help me up; that idiot still waiting around outside!"
I managed to pull Shawnee to her feet with some effort. She was a good five six in height, criminally wide and outrageously bottom heavy. She snapped up her phone texting wildly as I delivered loud slap to her rear. Her mood was lighter as she retaliated by pinching my own nude bottom. It was one of those pinches girls do to punish you were her nails get a little piece of the butt in pincer fashion. I winced still grabbing a handful of her butt anyway as she turned to me.
"Alright he's on his way back; you guys put my fucking furniture back. I gotta shower after both of you fuckers been all up in my fat ass." She instructed breezily grabbing her discarded sweats.
"I ain't gonna lie; I wanna fuck you one time for a whole goddamn day." My hand was still on her huge butt.
"Stay on my good side and we'll talk about it." She gave my cock a squeeze before comically waddling into the nearby bathroom adjacent to the alcove behind her apartment door. Both of us had done a job on Shawnee. She paused inside the open door hunched over managing to pull my used condom from between her massive thighs.
"Sorry."
Shawnee smiled raising a middle finger slamming the door in my face. I shrugged making myself decent picking up her living room. Andre showed up twenty minutes later with a paper bag full of soda, assorted snacks, and the aforementioned beer. He'd taken the time during our tryst to get some local takeout. The innocuous look on his face did nothing to alleviate the waves of guilt suddenly washing over my psyche. This guy was a willing cuckhold of sorts, but I did wonder about Shawnee's description of him as her Yoli.
"Hey, you didn't have to do that; I 'll pick up the living room."
"No, its cool; help me get the table back in here." He stared at me for a second before glancing towards the closed bathroom door where Shawnee was presently showering. There was a flash of emotion in his eyes that I forced myself to ignore.
"Uhm, yeah; so you guys finished filming and stuff?" My mind went blank for a second.
"Yeah, just gonna do some editing and uploading before I go." I answered measuring my words.
"That's great man, it's so cool how you're a movie maker and everything." It sounded like he was searching for something to say.
Now I felt like crap about to apologize when the bathroom door opened with visible steam issuing forth from it as Shawnee stood there looking at her reflection in the mirror over her sink. She'd traded her fuzzy sweat suit for a XXL night dress. It was navy blue bearing the Chicago Bears mascot on the chest. Her enormous derriere made the material ride up exposing her thighs from a side view. She causally noticed us looking with a soft smile.
"PUT MY COFFEE TABLE BACK!!" Shawnee chuckled. She liked being the center of attention and surreptitiously enjoyed the fact that she'd slept with both of us in one day. I could tell form the look on her face and it made me feel a little stupid.
We got the table back into the living room making things familiar for our host as I got down to editing while Andre and Shawnee dined. I waved off joining them feeling guilty about the nasty sex I'd had with my Ms. WTF. I updated her site page with the scenes with Andre, happy that her face wasn't visible in any of them. I wanted her full reveal to come on my new website. I was confident that I'd stoked a competitive fire between my two stars without them even meeting as yet.
Shawnee's page was identified with a static number and didn't have the number of views it probably should've outside of the scenes linked to my very active page. She got on my nerves today, but I took this online shortcoming as a slight because of my pride. I changed the heading on her page replacing #3609971BB with the aptly titled "ALL ASS".
"Oh, you think you funny, huh?" Shawnee looked over my shoulder at the laptop screen.
"You don't like making money?"
"Alright whatever, I been making some good change on those clips today." Andre sat there with a cardboard container of hot wings in his lap drinking soda watching television. It was some online show with a masked guy and a weird looking alien baby that was obviously a puppet. He perked up turning to me with a question.
"Are you gonna make me a page on that site, too?" I was a deer caught in the headlights looking up at Shawnee.
Before I could formulate an answer, a phone started ringing from the other side of the love seat Andre was sitting on. He looked spooked staring at my face before looking to Shawnee. It was sort of a kid in trouble expression that puzzled me. Andre didn't move still looking at his girlfriend for a few more seconds and I could swear that he gulped.
"ANSWER IT FOOL AND DON'T YOU GO NOWHERE!!" Shawnee snarled.
The atmosphere was tense and awkward as Andre put his meal slowly on the coffee table like it would blow up in his face. He never took his eyes off us as he leaned over retrieving a ratty looking backpack and the android phone inside. The sound of the phone permeated the cramped living room. Shawnee was standing at my side glaring at her beau, her breathing audible as he raised it to his ear.
"Hello?"
"WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU ANDRE?!! IT'S FUCKING EIGHT IN THE EVENING AND YOU AIN'T HOME LIKE YOU SAID YOU'D BE, NIGGA!!" An unseen female's voice emanated from the phone in stereo loudness. I wondered if Andre meant to answer it in this manner.
"I'm just hanging out." He replied meekly.
"HANGING OUT?!! THAT WHAT YOU DOING IDIOT, OR ARE YOU DOING SOMETHING ELSE?!!"
"Uhm no, well I-I'm just kicking it Stacey." There was a long pregnant pause after this accompanied by the sounds of multiple children playing and roughhousing in the background. I could also hear a television playing some sort of game and other muted voices. Wherever this woman Stacey was calling from, was a full house.
"WELL, ARE YOU COMING HOME TO TAKE CARE OF THESE KIDS?!!"
"Uhm, yeah?" He glanced out the corner of his eye at Shawnee probably failing to realize he'd answered Stacey's question with a question. The tall muscular simpleton probably also failed to realize he was shaking his head in time with each syllable spoken by Stacey.
"GET YOUR ASS UP AND GET HOME; AND YOU BET NOT BE HANGING OUT WITH THAT SLOPPY ASS THOT EITHER!!" Andre wisely clicked off the call as I was given the impression that Stacey wasn't finished running either him or Shawnee down.
"Uhm, I-gotta leave...sorry bae."
Shawnee's meal suddenly crashed into his face raining hot links, wings, and fries all over the couch around him. Andre scrambled to his feet quickly sliding around with his backpack as she snatched up a beer can flinging it at him, It hit a glancing blow off his left shoulder ricocheting into the adjacent corridor with a heavy thud as he bolted. An object fell from his backpack as he ran down the stairs.
"THAT STANKY HOE KNOW HOW TO FIND ME IF SHE WANT THESE HANDS!!" Shawnee yelled after him as I leaned over finding a tattered sketchbook on the carpet.
"Gimme that shit." Shawnee snatched the sketchbook from my hands attempting to rip it in two, but I took it back.
"I'll catch him and get this back." I stammered noticing her wringing her hands, teeth gritted.
"I DON'T GIVE A FUCK!!"
I ran down the short stairwell from her apartment building outside to the empty pavement. It looked like Andre got out of there with the quickness, but I noticed him half a block away yelling after him as I ran further. He was moving at a good clip before looking over his shoulder prompted by my yelling. I was gassed as he ran back seeing what I wanted. I handed the sketchbook to Andre still hunched over catching my breath.
"Thanks." Andre replied meekly looking ashamed.
"You're welcome, but I gotta ask even though its none of my business man; who's that on the phone?"
"Aw man, that's just my wife."
"HUH?!!"
"Yeah well I gotta go now because she's gonna be mad if I'm any more late. It was cool making movies today; hope I get another chance though." I didn't know what to make of things, but I was curious to his situation.
I took out a pen motioning for his sketchbook. I found a page writing the email address for the host site there along with Shawnee's page info. I also included my number as he stared blankly. This guy seemed perpetually addled but now the forlorn look in his eyes spoke of an immeasurable weight on his shoulders. The man was a human shuttlecock in my opinion.
"Uhm, can I ask you something?"
"I guess."
"You fucked her, right?" There was a long pause as we stared at one another.
"You really married?"
"Yup." Andre answered walking away sullen.
He was crestfallen leaving me affected as I walked back to his "girlfriend's" building unsure of what I'd find when I got there. I was already regretting scribbling my number in his sketchbook, but figured he'd call if he had trouble setting up an online page. I honestly wanted to give something back, but Shawnee's words came back to me as I entered the building walking up to her apartment door. Thankfully, the door was unlocked allowing me to gain entrance and access to my stuff. Shawnee was sitting on her loveseat taking a hit from her hookah.
"You find him?"
"Yeah, I found him."
"Give him that stupid sketch book?"
"Yeah." Shawnee took another big hit from the hookah watching a Dave Chapelle concert on her television. I noticed the food scattered all over the loveseat where Andre formerly sat. I looked over at my Ms. WTF casually watching her program falsely acting like she hadn't a care in the world.
"Wanna fuck?"
"Next time, I gotta go Shawnee; we good?"
"That's up to you." The glib expression on her face faded away leaving something akin to the truth hidden deep within her core.
I nodded methodically putting away my things as Dave Chapelle went through his routine. The guy was comedically brilliant in this special but neither of us were laughing. It was perplexing trying to figure out Shawnee Thompson's connection to Andre who had been revealed as a married man. She took a few more hits from the hookah before looking at the face of her phone texting away.
She'd put on some magenta colored socks in my absence signifying it as her preferred color. I dialed up a car wanting to go back to my cousin's house. There were no messages from Rashida Sikes or Renee Kelly. I wandered if they were done with me.
Maybe Ms. WTF was destined to become a solo act on my new website once it was completed.
I dialed up a car opting to wait out front instead of wading around in the thick tension permeating Shawnee's home. Her eyes followed me to the front door, but she remained calm in her perch, just watching. I stared at her taking it all in from the top of her head to those cheap fuzzy socks on her tiny feet. Her expression had become somber by the time I was inside my ride on the way home. A mile away my phone rang. I answered it without looking at the face.
"Hello?"
"Hi, it's Yoli; haven't heard from you in a while."
"That's not true, its only been a day." I replied soberly. The thought of hanging up in her face presented itself as she continued.
"Well it feels like forever and I was just checking up on you."
"I'm good." I cut her off.
"Don't hang up, I just wanna be on the phone with you for a little while. Can't we talk or do you really hate me now?" Yoli sounded shaky, almost like she'd been crying.
"What's wrong Yoli?"
"I just wanna know you don't hate me." I took a long deep breathe audibly which I'm sure she could hear.
"What's wrong with you; why're you calling me up saying shit like this?" Her whimpering ratcheted up a bit worrying me that more drama was incoming. That was the last thing I wanted tonight.
"Hey, I fucked up because I had sex with Renee. I fucked it up even more by sleeping with her man, Jaquan and I know how much it hurt you to see us doing it. You looked so bad that it hurt my heart and I'm so fucking sorry for doing that to you. I want us to be... I wanted, uhm your forgiveness, but that's stupid too. I'm guess I'm a slut."
"So what do you want from me?"
"I was just hoping we could talk is all; been feeling really lonely and I got stuff going on. I'm trying to get myself together, but all I see is your face looking sad." My heart was racing, nostrils flaring from the weepy sound of her voice.
"You want me to make you feel better, huh bitch? Is that what you want?"
"No, I want to make you feel good."
"Huh?"
"All I have to offer is myself, my body and you can do whatever you want. You can do anything with me, I told you this; but you haven't called." I facepalmed realizing what she meant.
"Yoli?"
"Yeah?"
"Bye." I ended the call as my car pulled up outside Jaquan's house.
I stood in front of his house replaying Yoli's call in my head over and over again telling myself I'd done the right thing. The woman was a irredeemable reprobate with nothing to offer but her tall, lanky figure and deceptively wide hips. I found myself staring at the spot on the front lawn where I'd been sitting that day after finding Yoli getting her back blown out by my cousin.




It still hurt, and I'd only managed to keep my cool through sheer ego and esteemed baby mamma number two, Renee Kelly. I was of the opinion that I'd fake it until I'd made it when t came to the troublesome yellow bone. The fact that she was able to emotionally injure me spoke to that youthful naivety still within my chest. Even knowing this, I still wondered what she was doing now that I'd hung up on her. I felt somber as I entered the house.
"Uh, oh okay?"
I found myself looking at some girl from the back who was more inline with my older cousin's penchant for picking damn near flawless women. This woman was wearing these ultra-sheer pantyhose with a flower vine pattern on the sides covering these amazingly perfect legs. Some glossy black Maryjane spike heeled pumps added height that would allow her to look me right in the eye when we were facing one another. My gaze drifted upward finding an incredible heart shaped ass that wouldn't quit sitting at the bottom of a cinched almost waspish waist.
"Stop looking."
"Renee?"
She glanced over her shoulder with a smile, her symmetrical beauty made up professionally. Her normally pinned up hair was down in flowing raven tresses now intermingled with light brown highlights. It was a jarring change along with the nature of the makeup which consisted of light base cat like smoky eyeshadow and black lipstick covering her full lips. I didn't know what to make of it as she turned facing me holding a small, thin designer purse.
Her hourglass figure was covered in a similarly glossy black Chinese mini dress with vine and rose imprints inset. It had a high collar typical of the culture. It looked like she was smiling but I realized it was just the way her makeup was applied as her gaze made me feel small. I felt like a stranger to her in my cousin's living room.
"Oh hey cuz; we're stepping out for a concert at the pavilion; Renee loves Raheem DeVaughn, so she got a sitter."
My cousin appeared in an immaculate black suit with a glossy crimson shirt that matched Renee's dress. There was no doubt she probably bought his ensemble. Renee slightly tilted her head getting a peck on the cheek while glaring at my face. I felt a wave of emotion wash over me that I barely managed to hold at bay as Jaquan took her hand.
"Don't wait up." Renee said with an ice cold tone that made me queasy.
That queasy feeling settled in my gut as I watched the couple walk down the short flight of steps leaving me alone for a night on the town. After the heavy screen slammed shut, emotion welled up inside nearly making me nauseous. I was instantly distraught thinking Renee Kelly completely done with me at this point.
I regretted playing that stupid prank on her best friend with every fiber of my being. I planted my camera bag on the dining room table already going through the five stages of grief. It hurt like hell that she was going back to Jaquan after all of the bullshit he'd pulled. I hunched over burying my face in my hands.
"Hey."
"Huh, what?" I looked up from my cupped hands.
Renee Kelly was standing there at the edge of the dining room with her purse.
It was still jarring seeing her in this fashion, almost frightening. I felt embarrassed, humiliated that she might've been there watching me fret like a petulant child. There was a stinging sensation at the corner of my eyes, unformed tears ready to go.
The lighting was low where she was standing which made her makeup stand out even more. She looked almost alien with the sharp angled eye shadow and equally dark lipstick on a milky pallor. She was staring at my face silent before closing the distance between us. Renee stood over me emotionless reaching down cupping my chin.
Her tongue slid into my mouth twirling sensually about as she gave me a soulful kiss for a few seconds.
It was over before it began as she turned on her heel walking back out of the house without saying another word. The heavy screen door slammed shut a second time followed by the sound of my cousin's car speeding off. My heart was thumping so hard, it felt like it would burst from my chest. I was so hard, it hurt. I got my phone out calling in an unpayable debt.
"Yoli can you come over?"
...to be continued.
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"Renee?"
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Her hourglass figure was covered in a similarly glossy black Chinese mini dress with a vine and rose imprint inset. It had a high collar typical of the culture. It looked like she was smiling but I realized it was just the way her makeup was applied as her gaze made me feel small. I felt like a stranger to her in my cousin's living room.
"Oh hey cuz; we're stepping out for a concert at the pavilion; Renee loves Raheem DeVaughn, so she got a sitter."
My cousin appeared in an immaculate black suit with a glossy crimson shirt that matched Renee's dress. There was no doubt she probably bought his ensemble. Renee slightly tilted her head getting a peck on the cheek while glaring at my face. I felt a wave of emotion wash over me that I barely managed to hold at bay as Jaquan took her hand.
"Don't wait up." Renee said with an ice cold tone that made me queasy.
That queasy feeling settled in my gut as I watched the couple walk down the short flight of steps leaving me alone for a night on the town. After the heavy screen slammed shut, emotion welled up inside me nearly making me nauseous. I was instantly distraught thinking Renee Kelly completely done with me at this point.
I regretted playing that stupid prank on her best friend with every fiber of my being. I planted my camera bag on the dining room table already going through the five stages of grief. It hurt like hell that she was going back to Jaquan after all of the bullshit he'd pulled. I hunched over burying my face in my hands.
"Hey."
"Huh, what?" I looked up from my cupped hands.
Renee Kelly was standing there at the edge of the dining room with her purse.
It was still jarring seeing her in this fashion, almost frightening. I felt embarrassed, humiliated that she might've been there watching me fret like a petulant child. There was a stinging sensation at the corner of my eyes, unformed tears ready to go.
The lighting was low where she was standing which made her makeup stand out even more. She looked almost alien with the sharp angled eye shadow and equally dark lipstick on a milky pallor. She was staring at my face silent before closing the distance between us. Renee stood over me emotionless reaching down cupping my chin.
Her tongue slid into my mouth twirling sensually about as she gave me a soulful kiss for a few seconds.
It was over before it began as she turned on her heel walking back out of the house without saying another word. The heavy screen door slammed shut a second time followed by the sound of my cousin's car speeding off. My heart was thumping so hard, it felt like would burst from my chest. I was so hard, it hurt. I got my phone out calling in an unpayable debt.
"Yoli can you come over?"
***********************************************************************************************************
MAXIMUM BADONKADONK Ch. 03
Featuring: Shawnee Thompson a.k.a Ms. WTF?!! (34A-32-??)
Yoli Van Allen-32B-26-36 (28 years old)
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It was majestic.
It was stupendous.
Incredible.
There was no escaping it because it was right there in your face rising up like some inescapable monolithic juggernaut.
An immovable object, twin mountains swathed in garish magenta, covered with tufts of light fur which made it stand out surround on both sides by deep pools of darkness. The loud oppressive musical tones of GENOCIDE PART 4 by Lil Darkie filled my headphones as a Seuss inspired enigma filled the screen in letterbox aspect. It was weird, intentionally left for further examination.
Then, it moved.
This mountainous magenta colored thing moved in an instant; a thing alive. It looked like something created by Jim Henson by way of Tim Burton flopping over as if bowing to the viewing audience.
The music abruptly cut off mid-lyric.
WTF?!!
It changed.
The garish, fur covered heart was now a reddish olive colored thing of fleshy material. This single object now revealed in its component parts. Two massive ovals of concave smooth material, dual gigantic egg shapes merged with the stem revealed as two, thick shapely legs.
It only lasted five seconds.
It moved again.
The fleshy heart is back now, immobile again.
Ms. WTF appears in the same garish magenta colors, a website hyperlink underneath the big block letters.
That massive fur covered heart suddenly twerked again blinking out into thin air.
Only the name remained for a full minute along with a link that would lead you straight to Shawnee Thompson's page should you drum up the courage to click on the rabbit hole provided.
I sat at my cousin's dining room table finishing up a TIK TOK page created to draw attention to my second muse. It was a gamble that if successful, would give Shawnee some coin for a minute while I prepped all of the off the books footage I'd captured for my own personal website. I was computer savvy, but not exactly a whole geek, so it was going to take a bit of time assembling the project.
In the interim, I still wanted money coming in as I rifled through some old files from the early days after I'd started this path with one Erica Walton some time ago. It was a bit of busy work after being shocked to my core by Renee Kelly's sudden reunion with my lothario older cousin Jaquan. Some rapping at the still unlocked screen door jarred me out of my inner rumination.
"IT'S UNLOCKED, COME!!"
Yoli appeared ironically standing in the same spot occupied by Renee almost thirty minutes earlier. I'm sure Yoli would've appreciated that knowledge if I were brave enough to tell her. She was there dressed in only a red flannel long sleeved nightdress, mismatched athletic socks, and loosely fitted ankle length punk boots.
Her long, slightly lanky legs were almost birdlike sticking out from under the collared nightdress. Yoli's hair was frizzy, brownish gathered up into a bushy ponytail at the top of her hair while light adequate makeup accentuated her odd beauty.
"Stay right there, don't move." I ordered casually. She was beaming but her smile melted away to visible worry as I logged out of my laptop closing it. I sat there staring art her in my cousin's dining room taking in her countenance.
"You called, so I uhm, came right away."
"Take that night shirt off, Yoli."
Yoli reached down grabbing the hem of her nightdress as quickly as I'd spoken peeling it off like a t-shirt tossing it on the floor between us. It was double jeopardy as her body was accentuated in the low lighting. Yoli knew how to accentuate revealing a pair of black string bikini panties which she awkwardly doffed trying not to break eye contact.
Those panties were tossed on top of her clothing as well leaving the tall miscreant standing demurely in front of me shoulders and arms flexed inward, fingers interlocked in front of her bare muff. She raised one of her long legs for a second crossing it over the other watching her own feet before returning my gaze.
"Want me to take off the socks and shoes, too?" She asked timidly.
"I want you to turn around and face the wall." I was still sitting there at the dining room table like some ruler on his throne.
She turned into the wall almost wedged into it allowing me a glance at the difference maker in her long, lean model's figure. Her perfect hips shot out from a tiny waist at dual forty five degree angles. These saddlebag hips replete with acute hip dips didn't have an ounce of visible cellulite coming together to give Yoli a deflated, yet perfect looking heart shaped butt albeit two sizes smaller than Renee Kelly, her former employer, and my mentor.
Her almost jaundiced yellowish skin tone was uniform across her figure which spoke to Yoli's habit of going au 'natural in her apartment. I didn't realize my breathing had grown heavy as I got up unbuckling my belt losing my pants and underwear. My strange yet brief interaction with Renee left me extremely horny and in need of a body.
Yoli moaned upon touch as I handled her hips pressing myself into her butt, wedging it hard. I didn't know my own strength as her legs parted a little causing her to grind into the wall at an angle leaving her muff mashed into the edge. Yoli's cunt had to be parted by this action as I conducted a criminal bit of frottage before my hands shot up completely covering her small perky tits.
One of her other odd physical attributes, were the large pointy nipples that topped her B-cups pressing into my palms, ticklish. I resorted to rubbing them between my thumb and forefingers making her start to moan in that signature yowling tone sending shivers up my spine. Her breaths came in short huffs as I caressed her perfect abdomen and cunt sinking my middle fingers inside.
Her insides were heated and excessively gooey to the touch making audible squelches that both of us could hear. Yoli seemed to be struggling mightily not to cry out, biting her lower lip stifling a few of her moans. This only excited me more as I began roughly frigging her cunt until her slimy essence was running down my invading digits.
Those huffs of air got hoarse and labored with Yoli involuntarily twisting from side to side as I ran the underside of my cock along the crack of her ass. It became apparent that she was trying to hump into my cock but was failing due to my rough treatment. I rubbed her excessive juices all over her crotch and inner thighs before going back for more inside. Yoli whimpers and light sobs came in fits and starts, finally breaking something.
"I'm cumming on your hand; I'm cumming on your precious fingers, oh shit. I-it feels like I'm gonna explode." She was half whispering, afraid to speak normally.
I snatched my hand away digging my nails into her bicep, yanking her about to face me directly. I unintentionally shoved her back into the wall at the edge of the dining room glaring into her gasping face. I was surprised and taken off kilter finding her face completely flushed crimson along with her neck and upper chest area, including her breasts.
My brown eyes caught hers for a few fleeting moments before I ducked capturing her right thigh raising it level with her hip. She looked enraptured as I stuffed her full of my covered cock. I'd taken the time to roll one on while she was facing the wall. I released her leg allowing it to fall still deep inside her pot as my hands grabbing hungry handfuls of that soft, floppy butt.
I started roughly yanking her into my thrusts fucking the flighty yellow bone wildly. Our pelvises clapped together wetly as I redoubled my grip on her buttocks. It was a different sensation I wasn't immediately used to doing it standing up but being with Yoli was like doing it with a life sized action figure.
Her athleticism and unnatural limberness were bonuses. I'd never given a thought to the possibility that she could be double jointed. Her cunt was just so volcanically hot and slippery almost on command. I got crazy for a minute savagely fucking away at her box before clamping my teeth on one of her thickened nipples.
"Thank you, I love having my nipples bit. I love it so much; do whatever you want to me!! Use me however you want. I want what you want now and always!! Yes, treat me anyway you want, but don't ever shun me." Yoli continued whispering breathy encouragement while I nibbled and suckled her phallic nips, rutting about in her cunt.
"Shut up bitch."
I snatched up both of her long, lanky legs as she gasped wrapping her arms around my neck. Her cunt was dripping moisture everywhere as she interlocked those slender gams in the small of my back. My balls slapped up into the bottom of her clapping cheeks as my fingers dug trenches into her buttocks. Yoli was holding on for dear life taking all I had to give.
"Kiss me."
"No."
"Kiss me please."
"Hell no."
"PLEEEEAAASSEEEE!!" She cried out weepy and desperate making me grit my teeth in an aggressive snarl.
I took things a bit further inching back from the wall she was pressed against. Yoli let go of my neck reaching up as she became horizontal grabbing the wall edge with both hands. I could feel the strain it put on her lithe body but relished the straight shot as my cock piston fucked her cunt into a sloppy mess.
The mounting rapture on her face signaled the oncoming audible theatrics that went hand in hand with any climax she'd experienced. Physics reared its ugly head forcing her to hook a hand around the back of my neck while still trying to remain horizontal midair. Her soft whispers of encouragement were now breathy moans of pleasure and excitement.
"Just one kiss?"
"No."
"WHY?!!" Yoli cried out like some spoiled toddler.
Her head rolled around on her shoulders going into the throes of an impending climax. She was just shy of a hundred twenty five pounds but still seemed lighter even. It was easy to handle her as I wrenched back causing her to grab a handful of my t-shirt to steady herself. This caused me to falter and lose my footing briefly allowing Yoli to ride me down onto the floor.
I found myself looking up in her face as she squatted open legged impaled to the gills. Her long back went from an arch into a straight line as she supported her weight on both hands reaching down spreading her flower revealing everything. My fleshy circumference puffed out from her outstretched slit as Yoli looked from my face back to our connection. The rest of me slid wetly inside as she gasped.
Another rubbery limbed surprise was waiting as Yoli arched backward curving her spine inward mimicking a letter C driving her abdomen and crotch forward with the skill of a contortionist. That spongy heart shaped butt began wildly clapping and bouncing in my lap as the euphoric yellow bone got it on with extreme prejudice.
She was taking me from stem to stern bucking her wide hips into me intentionally curving my cock as it slapped against her muff. Yoli was getting into the zone, her expressive eyes tightly shut leaving my fingers to dig into her thighs, squeezing and caressing them. This woman was an incredible lay and I didn't doubt she wasn't aware of that fact. What rankled, was that she believed she could fuck her way to redemption.
"YES!! YES!! YAAAAHHHHHH!! OOOHHHH YAAAHHH!!" The dam burst literally and figuratively as torrents of her female essence started spraying my crotch and abdomen in fits and starts. I felt a bit of nausea not just because it looked like she was taking a whiz on me; but the sounds she was starting to make triggered a forcefully suppressed memory.
For the briefest of moments, I was transported back in time a few days ago to the exact moment I found her under my cousin getting railed to hell and back on the end of my older cousin's phallus. They were so into it, they failed to notice my presence right away. I'd never forget the enraptured expression on Yoli's face as my cousin Jaquan beat her back out lying draped over her bony figure.
"GET OFF ME!!"
"Huh, what's wrong?"
"Just, get the fuck off me, okay?"
"Yeah, sure." She was completely flushed, chest heaving from the workout, but otherwise seemed able to calm herself, albeit gradually. Yoli swung one of her long legs over my body disengaging leaving my penis still pointing up at the ceiling. She looked worried with this hangdog expression kneeling by my right hip.
"Did I do something wrong?"
"Yeah."
"Sorry." Yoli was contrite, but I knew not to read into anything coming out of her mouth.
"Yoli?"
"Yes?" Her shoulders were slumped, hands resting in her lap. She seemed on the verge of tears, but that had been an ongoing state for her since we fell out.
"You're just fucking me because you feel guilty about Jaquan."
"I'm having sex with you because I like you, too. Are you disgusted by me; I mean are you thinking about that time you caught us doing it in his bedroom?"
"So, you know, huh?"
"I know and I also know you probably hate me."
"Then why are you here?"
"I don't know yet, but I think we should find out together."
Yoli reached down grabbing one of her ankles pulling it forward until she was able to remove her boot and accompanying mismatched sock. The opposite boot and sock followed as she proved her double-jointed nature. I lay there watching as she neatly tucked both socks in her boots before setting them on her pile of clothing.
Yoli gave me a weak, shaky smile standing up never taking her eyes from my face. It felt like I was being studied as she nervously nibbled on the tip of her pointer finger. She turned and walked out of the dining room into the barbell shaped corridor that held the bedrooms in the house.
"Yoli?" I followed moments later finding her laying on her belly in Jaquan's bedroom.
"Take it back." She murmured softly.
"WHAT?!"
"Take back what we took from you that afternoon."
Yoli lay there in my cousin's bed in the darkness, her pale golden hue visually illuminated against the black coverlet. She was silent after that only her breathing audible inside my cousin's space. There was truly no boundary she wasn't willing to cross in flighty manner and I should've been disgusted by this, but I found myself thinking of Jaquan. He was currently out with his esteemed baby mamma number two, Renee Kelly.
I thought about her face breaking as she realized his betrayal again juxtaposed with the woman who left with him for an evening that would no doubt end in her bedroom much to their toddler daughter's delight. Me, I was out in the cold more or less with a puzzled on my lips after she'd returned to kiss me for a fleeting second.
Yoli licked her lips as I stripped off my shirt becoming nude other than a pair of socks. She looked passionately somnambulistic waiting without movement as I climbed onto the plush bedding mounting the back of her thighs.
She reached back spreading her deceptively full cheeks exposing herself as I pressed into her slit. The excessive wetness of her snatch was audible as I fed more of myself inside her box until the base of my cock was pressed against her floppy cheeks. They parted wider than you would've thought possible accommodating and cradling my girth perfectly. Yoli moaned as I took the time drawing my knees forward adjacent to her rounded thighs. I didn't stop until I couldn't move anymore.
The sounds emanating from her added to the situation as I draped my upper half down on her torso. My chin was hooked over her right shoulder allowing her to turn into a passionate kiss full of saliva amid swirling tongue. Yoli was a sexual phenom able to satisfy a man from any position. Jaquan had been savagely fucking her into the mattress on the very spot we were occupying, and I was going to do the same if not more.
Yoli tensed up allowing her cheeks to nestle my shaft in their pillow softness. Her tunnel contracted tight at her opening with barely any outside movement. This turned out to be a subtle flexing movement designed to mutely prod me into action. My breath came hot and heavy on her cheek as we kissed some more. Her lower back arched into the bed adding to her efforts as I reared up digging my nails into her shoulder blades from above.
I drove forward with everything I had getting this ticklish sensation as I brushed against the end of her canal. Yoli huffed and whimpered sounding distressed. I held it there stationary not caring if my weight was a factor for this thin girl with unnatural baby making hips. The loose, floppy portion of her lower cheeks spread wider than before every time I pushed forward.



Sexually adept, Yoli adjusted her internal massage to my excruciatingly slow thrusts. We kissed, nibbled, and suckled one another's bottom lips getting wet and sloppy with plenty of saliva as she began arching up into each labored intrusion. I liked the way her ass felt all around me and the oily tightness of her hungry cunt. We weren't just having sex; we were digging deep into one another's souls.
Her ear got caught between my teeth as a chew toy before I slathered saliva behind that same ear before sucking on her neck vacuuming my cheeks. The sustained gasps, whimpering sobs and enraptured yowls sent tantalizing jolts along my shaft. Through it all, she remained perfectly still other than her hips which had graduated into a tight circular motion.
Yoli invited me into a bed that wasn't hers to take back something that didn't belong to me in the first place. My bruised ego and shattered heart were collateral damage of her unquenchable desire to forge a symbiotic connection between Renee, Jaquan, and myself. This woman was driven wanting inclusion in a tantric circle of passion. My back was aching, but I still tried to get into her belly on every, limb shaking, trembling stroke wanting more of the ticklish sensation on my crown.
One of us had to give and it was a foregone conclusion that it was going to be me. My butt rabbited, clapping down with piston efficiency as Yoli made little noises signaling every thrust. None of this deterred or caused Yoli to change her technique which enhanced everything. I could feel myself swelling up inside as her entrance seized up at our junction. Yoli captured my thumb between her puffy lips sucking on it as a faux cock.
She was really putting in work on that digit making me even more horny. The audible sound of her cheeks being clapped got progressively louder along with the squeaking of his mattress. I was dripping sweat all over her back, streams of it running down my brow. There was no doubt she was sweating just as heavily as my inner thighs pulsed.
At that instant, a flash of memory stabbed into my spirit like broken shards of glass. Yoli's blissfully enchanted face distorted to cartoonish extremes as she was pounded and rutted into mush. Little details I hadn't noticed before in extreme clarity, eyes saucer sized, nostrils flared with a bit of glistening drool on her big lips. The loud squeaking of a mattress echoing under two bodies with enough force to make her bounce up off it.
His primal grunts accentuated by a labored whine deep in his gullet. I realized I'd come just as his climax was cresting. Half a second into my intrusion there was doubt he was filling her. This yellow bitch was loving every bit of it as I retreated to sit on the front lawn, defeated. No doubt they'd likely finished up as I sat there with a pedestrian's dog licking my face.
All ten of my fingers parted the halves of her floppy, heart shaped ass revealing all of her openings. I pinched and tugged at the latex sheathe covering my tumescence tearing it from my person as the first thickened ropes of cum spurted out. That first rope sent a shiver up my spine making the hairs on my arms stand up. That gluey rope shot out a straight line right up her rear cleavage. The second burst pooled in her rear cleavage while the third shot diagonally across her right butt cheek.
The rest sputtered out in gooey fashion leaving pools and splotches all over the lower half of her curvy, partially shallow rear end. My fingers returned again spreading her apart, the motion causing rivulets of jizz to run over her compromised cunt. The inherent looseness of her flesh down stairs allowed me to peer inside her honeypot at the hot pink flexing of her inner walls.
I sat there awhile watching the movement, white noise in my head.
Yoli remained deathly silent, unmoving still illuminated against in the inky darkness a stark contrast between her jaundice pallor and the soiled bedding. My gathered spunk decorated her widened butt, a sensual Dali painting. I felt weird and disjointed physically realizing how weak and pathetic I'd been for invoking this supposed free spirit. I didn't know whether to classify Yoli a loose, free spirit or some sort of succubus.
There were arguments to made on both sides from her blissful decimation of boundaries to the stalkerish creature intent on sleeping with my cousin because of his connection to her obsession. There was no way of telling what her true motivations and I was scared to ask outright. Yoli would undoubtedly tell me the truth no matter how hurtful and be ready to sacrifice her body afterwards. I dismounted, kneeling at her side, as Yoli glanced lazily up at me.
"If you do it enough times it gets better; but I don't expect you to stop hating me anytime soon." She offered drawing her arms around a pillow in a tightened hug.
"Maybe I hate myself."
"You shouldn't."
"We didn't have nothing going on; it just hurts because it was my cousin. It hurts because I got to be with you to fill a need, you used me as a proxy for Renee and then, you got what you wanted from her. So, I was a backup for your unrequited passion. I don't know if I'm a backup right now. Maybe you were thinking about Renee or my cousin while we were fucking."
"I wasn't, but I wouldn't disrespect you by telling you that."
"I'm messed up, honestly." Yoli's eyes were watery, but she wasn't crying. She rolled over on her back still looking at my face.
"I'd apologize forever if I have to, but that ain't gonna do it, come here." She raised both arms inviting me between her long legs.
I slid easily inside her warm, sticky confines as she wrapped her arms and legs around my torso. I bottomed out feeling the spongy cushion of her lower cheeks cradling my balls as Yoli gave me a peck on the cheek. I looked her dead in the eyes for a long time before kissing her passionately following suite wrapping my arms around her back.
The left side on my face pressed against the right side of hers, our chins hooked over each other's shoulder. We knew none of what we'd done meant anything. Yoli knew I was finding tactile comfort in her arms, my tumescence resting deep inside her.
We drifted off into a deep sleep like this.
*********************************************************************************************************
"Wake up cuz."
"Huh?" My eyes found it still dark in his bedroom, but it was probably just before dawn.
Yoli was still under me asleep. We remained sensually fused together as I wiped the tortured sleep from my eyes finding what should've been a horrific sight.
Jaquan was standing there just inside the door staring at us. I found a patchwork quilt covering our nude bodies as I supported my weight on both elbows expecting the worst. Jaquan was leaning against the door hands in his pockets still wearing the suit from his night on the town. His collar was opened along with a few buttons exposing his chiseled chest. He was lightly shaking his head at us, putting a finger to his lips while motioning at a sleeping Yoli.
He gestured with his head wanting me to join him in the living room before pulling the door up behind him. I started to rise, but Yoli shifted in her sleep unconsciously trying to pull me back down on top of her lithe body. She smiled in her sleep as I gifted her a kiss rewarding her for the deep slumber. It took some doing, but I managed to disengage and slip on a pair of sweats that belonged to my cousin.
"Man, when you gonna put a ring on it?" Jaquan was subdued.
"Eh, probably never; sorry about using your bed. You gonna knock me out, now?"
"Nah, it's cool man; I would've beat both of your asses if you used Daisy's room, but it's cool. I just stopped by to get some clothes for a couple of days." He sounded different.
"What's going on, Jaquan."
"Nothing, just a couple of days with Renee and my daughter at her place." My heart skipped a beat when he said that, and I think he noticed the look on my face.
"Oh, well that's cool, man."
"It's just a few days to be a family, but we haven't talked about anything other than me fucking around. I told her about Yoli, too."
"How come you're not in the ICU?" Jaquan chortled, facepalming.
"I can't tell you cuz; I uhm, confessed everything and Renee didn't react. She gave me this kiss, you know what I'm saying, right?" I really didn't want to, but I nodded anyway.
"So, what now?"
"I don't know; she just asked me to pick up some clothes for two days. I've gotta get back so we can take our daughter to school. It's kind of a parent teacher thing going on down at her charter."
"Are you gonna get back together?"
"I don't know, but I'm gonna try." There was a look on his face that I'd never seen before. It tugged at my heartstrings and made me a little nauseous. Jaquan had a pull on suitcase packed while we were sleeping in his bed.
"Good luck." It was the right thing to say, even if I didn't want to.
He was family.
"I appreciate that; I'm sorry for hurting you cuz."
"Thanks." We embraced for a second, before he grabbed the extendable arm on his suitcase walking down the short stairs to his front door.
"Better wash my sheets or I'm gonna beat your ass." The door slammed shut seconds later followed by the sound of his car speeding off.
I sat down on the couch resting my elbows on my knees, heart heavy. It felt like I was losing something precious. My feelings were erratic and disrespectful, but it felt like a loss. There was this burning desire to know why Renee had taken him back. It was a question I wanted answered with every fiber of my being, but I knew never to ask it. The answer would lead back to my situation with Yoli. I told myself I was using her body, but I didn't know at that moment. There were no definable feelings for her, but Renee probably felt the same way about Jaquan.
Maybe she felt that way about me, too.
"Hey?" Yoli appeared at the edge of the short corridor wrapped in a sheet.
"Good Morning."
"I woke up, you were gone." She kept her distance leaning into the door frame peering at me inquisitively.
"Jaquan was here."
"I uhm, heard; I listened." Her duplicity was revealed, but I didn't care at this moment.
"Well, we gotta wash those sheets."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Well, that tells me that we can mess them up some more." The sheet wrapped around Yoli's body fell away from her shoulders as I glanced down at the pile of her clothing in the middle of the dining room floor.
********************************************************************************************************
Two hours later I was stuffing the last of the bedding into the washer in my cousin's garage which was set up as an impromptu laundry. There was a dryer there as well gifted to Jaquan's mother back in the day once Renee set up her salon. Yoli drifted out after making us a couple of messy omelets along with some equally sloppy French toast.
She gave me some song and dance about a job interview to get out of doing the dishes and the soiled laundry. Yoli just squeezed by after taking some prolonged back shots to that floppy butt for a good portion of the morning before her car arrived. The last thing I tossed into the wash were her discarded panties. I received a few texts from my mother indicating that she would return in a few days.
"Just what I needed." I texted back a few obligatory emojis, before checking Ms. WTF's online status on social media.
"Oh wow."
Shawnee's TIK TOK clip had gone viral in no uncertain terms with a few laughable copycats since I'd posted the short several hours earlier. I opened up her onsite page finding it bustling with activity. I already figured she likely knew of her burgeoning popularity but decided to work up at least two more for a few other heavily trafficked sites.
I opened up Rashida's page finding out the activity there equal without the benefit I'd employed for her manufactured rival. I'd had a teaser worked up for her but hesitated considering we hadn't talked since our mutual dustup. It seemed plausible tactically to wait until we hashed things out one way or the other.
This unavoidably brought my thoughts around to Renee Kelly and her alleged reunion with my cousin Jaquan. Something felt different this time as I recalled him telling me that he'd confessed all of his affairs and side chicks to her. I wondered what she's done to get a confession that epic.
For some reason, my mind kept repeating our last interaction over and over again. There was this strange aura about her from the moment I laid eyes on her waiting for my cousin. She felt like a stranger looking drastically different made up for a night on the town. The memory caused me to chafe internally as I went into mental hysterics before she returned to give me a kiss. It was soulful and passionate beyond belief. It was traumatizing yet simultaneously stimulating to the max.
Maybe it was a goodbye kiss?
I resolved to put things out of my mind until the other shoe dropped not knowing if I even wanted that to occur. Just in case things were irreparable, I decided to throw my creative weight behind Shawnee while looking for another "star" for the site I was building. I re-watched the TIK TOK clip several more times sitting in the dining room at my laptop before dialing up Shawnee, curious.
"Hey Medium D, what's good?"
"Mister D." I corrected.
"Still sounds dumb; think you might wanna change that shit." Shawnee sounded more level headed this time, but still retained that edginess I hadn't noticed upon our initial meeting. She'd made a genial first impression, but know I was starting to get the real person.
"Question; do you only have baggy clothes?"
"Why?"
"Answer the question bitch." I asserted myself taking her personality into account.
"I have uhm, a few lying around. Why do you wanna know?"
"I wanna know what you look like without a tarp on; I want some variety for our next shoot. You've seen your numbers this morning, right?"
"Why do you think we're talking, Mis-tah Dee? Oh fuck, change that dumbass name for the love of god, man."
"Please Shawnee, I wanna make you some more coin; you gonna make things hard?"
"Well, you got my paper straight on the quick; it's been under twenty-four hours and the stuff we shot is blowing up, so I guess you know what you're doing. I suppose we can do a little more, but I don't like tight clothes. I got my style set, understand?"
"That's all you wear, just slouchy sweats and jerseys, huh?"
"Fuck you."
"Fuck yourself, I wanna take this shit to the next level; you need to get bigger Shawnee."
"YOU WANT ME FATTER?!!"
"No, I want you defined; I want your shape exposed so that people can see what you're working with."
"I don't know about that shit." Shawnee sounded hesitant even though she was pocketing a good bit of cash in under twenty-four hours. I didn't want to push it further, especially after she'd gone off the rails with her married beau, Andre.
"Think about it, and call Andre, too."
"Laters." She hung up.
It felt like I'd triggered her with the abrupt way she hung up after I made my thoughts known, but it wasn't unsuspected. I finished picking up the house taking stock of the recent women I'd met in my life finding most motivated by some kind of personal issues. I'd stockpiled a ton of unedited footage that could be edited into new content if push came to shove.
I called up the raw footage of Shawnee getting her cheeks clapped in a powerful ass job scene shot on the fly. I started gathering up all the footage into one folder when the front door opened unexpectedly, heavy steel screen door slamming seconds later. I didn't look up figuring Jaquan might've been already tossed out of Renee's place. I could hardly wait to hear the swerve she'd pulled on him, smirking to myself.
"Don't you ever get up from that table?"
"Oh, uhm Renee?" She was standing there ironically in the same spot Yoli occupied upon coming over last night.
She continued the weird fashion change wearing a blocky, denim ballcap emblazoned with the word BOSS spelled out in sparkling rhinestones. Her torso was covered in an extra-large white t-shirt, Nike wristbands on her arms while her decadently shaped legs were covered in white, butterfly print, cropped leggings, crew socks and Adidas sneakers.
It was a different look than I was used to in the time we'd known one another but fit with her woman in charge esthetic. Her symmetrically porcelain beauty remained the same from last night with the smoky cat like eyeshadow and darkened lipstick.
"You know my name; what are you doing?"
"Working, uh where's Jaquan?" Her slanted eyes narrowed as a wry smile formed on her lips closing the distance between us. She pulled out a chair across from me sitting down facing the back of my laptop.
"Sitting in a park, holding a rock I gave him." She placed a medium sized paper bag on the table. There was something cylindrical inside it, but I didn't know what it was off the bat.
"Uhm, okay."
"We had an appointment for an STD screen this morning; I drove him to the hospital first, then I drove him to a park a mile away from my place. He's supposed to be reflecting."
"Right." I replied trying to sound uninterested. I didn't want to ask her about the status of their relationship as she tightened her grip on the bag, almost fondling it for a second.
"So, you're not gonna ask me?"
"What?"
"Don't be coy; you're not gonna ask me about Jaquan at length?" I stopped tapping away on my laptop straightening my back looking at her face. Her mood was indecipherable. I didn't want to trigger her.
"No, I'm not."
"But you wanna know all the same."
"I'm not asking."
Renee drew the bag over between her hands wrapping her fingers around it as I continued tapping away at my laptop. I wondered if she'd taken to drinking to cope with my cousin's rampant infidelity. She seemed pensive tightening her grasp on what looked like the neck of whatever was inside it before speaking. There was a knowing smirk on her face.
"So, you called up Yoli, last night?"
"I did."
"Why?"
I stopped working instantly put on the spot. It felt like something was twisting inside as I tried to think of some innocuous answer to the question that would maintain my dignity. My weakness laid bare, left me suddenly ashamed of my actions. It felt like she already knew the answer to the question as evidenced by the smirk on her face.
"I had a good time last night at the concert, that's all I was looking for was a night on the town. I didn't have anything up my sleeve and it felt glorious, but your cousin thought otherwise. He was falling all over himself catering to me. It was humorous, but I was enjoying the attention. Kind of felt like the old days when we first started dating. He was so attentive and chivalrous, opening doors and such. I honestly appreciated it."
"So you're back together?" It just came out, the question snatching a life of its own.
"He wasn't even gonna come up to my place, but I asked him up to take a look at Daisy. I'm pretty sure he thought I had something up my sleeve, but I didn't. I got into this silk pajama set while he was sitting in her room watching our daughter sleep. We had some white wine and talked a bit about her, laughed about some of our past. Then he broke down; seriously broke down crying hard as he confessed everything. I had to get him some tissues, while I sipped my wine just listening."
"Oh, your plan worked, huh?"
"What plan?"
"Benign indifference; I did the same thing to Yoli a few days ago." I admitted feeling like this was familiar territory.
"No baby; I didn't care about any of that stuff. I just wanted a night out looking my best with him. Those concert tickets were a godsend. I didn't ask him anything, but Jaquan told me everything. I let him rest his head in my lap until he calmed down before pouring him another glass. He wouldn't stop talking about cheating and apologizing for hating you because we had sex. I told him quite casually about our shared sexual experiences, but admitted I liked it after that first day we hooked up."



"Liked it?" I perked up hoping the conversation was going where I thought it was.
"So why'd you call Yoli, last night?"
"Uhm, shit." Renee leaned forward resting her elbows on the table staring at me with that indecipherable expression. I didn't want to answer, but hoped she'd give me a pass and that we were gonna do it.
"Did I make you horny?"
"Yeah."
Renee pushed the paper bag aside turning my laptop around to face her. She started tapping away at it while I sat there watching. Sounds emerged from its speakers of the ass job scene with Shawnee and Andre. Renee watched without emotion for a few seconds before she raised an eyebrow.
"Damn, this bitch got a huge ass; what're you calling her again?"
"Ms. WTF."
"Serious? Well, it suites her more than your dumbass screen name. We're gonna have to come up with something better for you, bruh. Goddam that shit is way bigger than Rashida's. You measure it?"
"I was gonna, but now I think it's best if I don't."
"Why is that?"
"Adds to her allure, makes her an enigma to the audience and that's what we want. She's gonna be a good rival for Rashida."
"And what about Rashida; are we gonna be cool with the fucking pranks, or are you up in your feelings?" I chaffed inside recalling the horrifically embarrassing retribution visited upon me.
"We can make money together."
"But are you guys, cool?" Her tone let me know she meant business. I figured maybe she was here to gauge an assumed animosity between us.
"Yeah, I'm good with Rashida." She looked skeptical before looking at the laptop screen again.
"So, who's this nigga; he's got a huge fucking dick." She asked casually.
"Oh uhm, that's Shawnee's guy; we shot some stuff, and it was cool because it allowed me more freedom to set up better shots." She hunched over watching Ms. WTF having her humongous cheeks fucked, actually turning up the volume.
"So when is this guy fucking Rashida?"
"Nah, that's not happening."
"Oh, I know she'd be down to fuck this pretty motherfucker; he's definitely her type. Fuck, I think he's bigger than your cousin. He can really get it hard too; that's kind of rare if you know what I mean. A lot of these huge dick niggas can't really get it up all the way, so this cutie got an edge already."
"Too much information, and no."
"Don't be jealous; I'm sure Rashida will still hook you up." My brow furrowed at the backhanded insult.
"It's not that, thank you; Shawnee is way on the possessive side of things."
"How possessive?"
"OJ Simpson possessive."
"Oh well she'll get over it." Renee replied casually watching the scene a few more times.
"I'm serious and I've already had that conversation with Shawnee. Renee, she's seriously not having it; not even a little bit and I've already been threatened with bodily harm if Rashida even gets in line sight of Andre."
"Oh, is that his name?"
"Renee please; Shawnee's kind of, gang affiliated."
"I won't let nothing happen to you." She commented smiling to herself as she began tapping around on my laptop.
"Please don't."
She turned the laptop back in my direction making me angry at myself inside for not hiding the clips from her. Renee sat there pensive before glancing out the corner of her slanted eyes in my direction. This time I knew the wheels were turning making me dread whatever was on her mind. She unexpectedly chuckled leaning over placing a hand on my thigh.
"Hey man, you fucked Yoli really good last night, eh?"
"HUH?!!" Once again, I was caught off guard.
"Jaquan told me he found you passed out in the pussy; so, you two got it in last night, right?" It felt like I was being interrogated.
"I already said that."
"No, you just admitted she was here last night; I asked you if you fucked her brains out." I was definitely being interrogated.
"I fucked her brains out, okay?" I blurted out averting my eyes.
Renee scooted the chair out a little facing me even leaving her hand on my thigh. I eventually glanced back finding her looking at me with a whimsical expression. This made me feel small under her gaze reminding me of the initial confrontation that led us to this point. It came to mind that none of that would've happened if I'd just ratted Jaquan out and given her information right off the bat.
She'd taken me down a rabbit hole that seemed to lead back to her. I'd seen her during this short time in a variety of moods, but this one reminded me most of the first time we'd slept together. It was child's play for her, but a life changing experience for me. This embarrassed me as she sat there kneading my thigh.
"Don't be that way; I want you to tell me about it."
"Huh?"
"Tell me what you did to her last night." Renee reiterated sliding her palm further along my thigh giving it a squeeze. I couldn't believe what I was hearing as she gave me a reassuring smile.
"You're serious, aren't you?"
"Tell me." Her eyes narrowed as she licked her lips with a muted nod.
"Uhm, I didn't get up to meet her. I was sitting in this chair, on this laptop when she came inside. I told, uh ordered her to stand over there by the door while I finished what I was doing. Told her to take off her clothes right over there by the door."
Renee glanced over at the spot where Yoli had been standing the night, prior.
Her thumb brushed against the underside of my crotch, lightly brushing over it.
I could feel the heat from her palm on my inner thigh. Both of us stared at her hand, Renee looked up meeting my gaze making me queasy. The dark eyeshadow made her eyes stand out, brought out the green in her pupils. Renee felt like a stranger of sorts glancing down as her palm covered my crotch, wanting me to continue.
"She took everything off, tossing it in the middle of the floor except for her shoes; I made her face the wall. Uhm, wanted her looking the other way because..."
"Because?"
"I got out of my pants and grabbed her from behind, well uhm, grabbed her pussy, don't laugh. We got into it really hard against the wall, then I kind of lost it. Turned her around and started doing her standing up. Yoli wrapped her legs around me and we ended up on the floor, then I got mad, so I told her to get off me."
Renee's hand was resting on my crotch all fingers extended, spread apart. I realized she was slowly kneading me into full hardness. I could feel goosebumps sprouting all over my body as she got her perv on maintaining an innocuous expression. I watched as she squeezed and massaged my tumescence through my jeans.
She was seriously feeling me up as I continued.
"Yoli knew why I was mad, but she didn't say anything. She went in Jaquan's room and got in his bed. Told me that she wanted me to take everything back. Take back that day I found them there. So, that's what I did and that's how Jaquan found us this morning."
Renee sat there for a moment, her hand static over my crotch before leaning back in the chair exasperated. She scoffed with her hands between her thighs staring at me like I was the biggest disappointment she'd ever seen.
I watched as she removed her baller cap setting it on the table, shaking out her now streaked mane of hair. It was fuller than I'd ever seen it before, almost femme fatale retro and decidedly unfamiliar. Renee picked at a few errant strands never taking her eyes off me as my shoulders slumped.
"Don't you get it; I wanted to hear a steamy sex story. I wanted you to give me the blow by blow, but instead you dropped the ball. Fuck, do I intimidate you that much?"
I was an artichoke and Renee was peeling away all of the layers. I was dumbstruck not knowing how to answer and confused as to the reason I felt so intimidated in front of her. I glanced away looking towards the small corridor between Jaquan's bedroom and Little Daisy Kelly's. No wonder my womanizing cousin broke down in front of her when it was them alone. Her breathing was audible in the quiet dining room.
My gaze returned as Renee closed my laptop pulling it towards her chest. For a second, it seemed as if she were preparing to walk off with it, but instead she left it, handling the paper bag instead. She opened it drawing out a tall cylindrical clear bottle of baby oil. Her thumb brushed over the pink cap as she glanced at me, eyes narrowed.
"Man, you've gotta get it together. You want a woman to respect you, but you don't want to earn it. We want a man, not a boy pretending to be what he thinks we want. Don't get it twisted, women objectify men just as much. The real deal is in short supply and that's also because of us on some level. I never intended to take you under my wing, but now you're here and sorry, ain't no going back. Do you know what that means?"
"No."
Renee surprised me by slamming the bottle down on the placemat in front of me with authority. She leaned back in the chair glaring at me with those green cat eyes of hers as I waited for the next shoe to drop. It seemed like she was waiting for some kind of reaction, but I still didn't know what to do. Renee leaned forward watching me intently with her elbows resting on her knees. My gaze found its way down to the shell toe adidas on her feet.
I noted the metallic streaks of reflective silver on the iconic three stripes signifying the brand. Renee suddenly stood up drawing my attention to her impassive beautiful features. For a second, I thought she might strike me, but she got behind my chair grabbing the sides of my head. I was made to look at the bottle of baby oil as she leaned in close to my right ear.
"Despite the reason I opened my legs to you, I think I've added a lot to your life socially. Besides fucking me, Mintzy, Rashida and my stalker, Yoli, you've been spoiled quite a bit; don't you agree?"
"Uhm, I guess."
"Is that pride or fear I hear in your voice? Think I'm gonna cut you off, huh?"
"I-don't know." My voice was nearly a whisper.
Her hand appeared on my left side, palm resting flat on my sternum. My heart was thumping wildly inside, and I knew she could feel it. She slid her hand over pushing into my nipple with a thumb almost digging a nail into it. Her breath was hot on my right cheek as her other hand slid over that shoulder down onto my crotch.
"Don't move, not one fucking inch." She hissed in my ear before nibbling on it making me wince.
Her nimble fingers quickly unbuckled and unzipped, drew down my briefs in a blur exposing all of my endowment. Renee handled me with her right hand watching as my cock fattened in her palm. My body was attuned to her touch reacting naturally as my prick straightened into a fleshy rod, copious veins sprouting on its surface as her hot breath caused me to perspire.
Renee got everything out of my jeans. My balls were exposed trapped between the warring halves of the zipper on my jeans. I tried to control my trembling as she cupped my balls, rolling them between her fingers stroking my shaft in tandem.
It only took moments for the precum to bubble up on the crown of my penis. I didn't want to make a sound, but I was starting to slip away with a long sustained gasp. Renee took me from stem to stern, still caressing my balls rhythmically.
Her nails were painted in glossy black lacquer contrasting with her milky skin tone. This was a further contrast with my own medium brown tone as she added a light feathery twisting motion that took me over the edge. A thick, oily rope of ejaculate spurted out of me followed by several others as Renee milked me with precision.
She graduated to three fingers; middle, pointer and thumb coaxing out the rest. The edge of the chair between my legs was soiled along with a few gooey puddles between my feet.
"Don't move." Renee reiterated again leaving my exposed cock pulsing between my thighs.
I tried to look at her, but she turned my face toward the table before uncapping the baby oil. Our heavy breathing was audible if nothing else in that dining room. I kept my eyes forward watching Renee slather baby oil on her hands until they glistened in the daylight. The slick, wet sounds her motions were making sent jolts to my already depleted endowment.
Those lovely hands and nimble fingers returned handling everything kneading and rubbing the oil into my package. Renee rubbed in a few more handfuls, even oiling up my inner thighs before adding two fingers on my taint. She was making almost undetectable circular motions there between my balls and backdoor that should've alarmed me. I remained still trusting her not to go there, worried that she might anyway.
My cock fattened again, harder than before as she rubbed and pinched my inner thighs close to my package. The slit on the head of my cock dilated releasing a watery ejaculate that drizzled down my thickening shaft. Renee went for the oil again adding more to my crotch before covering the crown while her other hand jacked me to oblivion. She was using a rough stabbing motion this time, breathing hard from the exertion as I arched involuntarily towards her hands.
Her right fist eventually started pounding into the base of my cock triggering a second toe curling orgasm as she suckled my ear. There was cum all over my exposed crotch and inner thighs. Renee continued beating me off until I flopped about on the chair.
She let her hands rest casually holding my half wilted shaft while the other hand cradled my balls. I was drenched in perspiration, so much so that I was close to blowing sweat bubbles. Renee was gasping too, her welcome breath heating things up as she surprised me by licking a salty trail along my cheek. The tip of her tongue tickled the corner of my mouth until I accepted her inside.
I almost reached up cupping her chin but kept my hands at my sides instead. Renee slathered saliva all over my right cheek licking a trial from my jawline to the back of my ear taking it between her teeth for a second or two. I cried out when she nipped it before hungrily sucking on my lobe. Her tongue dipped deep inside my ear making me gasp.
My cock sprang to life in her palm albeit slower this time. Renee helped using her hands to massage everything with little to no pressure. Her tongue remained inside my ear twirling, fellating it nonstop as I got reached enough hardness to be fully handled. Her thumb and forefinger encircled the base of my cock sliding back and forth for seconds coming to rest right above my balls. I felt those two fingers tighten around me as my cock strained and bobbed.
"Fuck it, fuck my hand."
My entire ear disappeared behind her lips, her cheeks vacuuming inward for seconds before I felt a gust of chilled air freed from her maw. I realized her free hand slid under my shirt rubbing and pinching my nipple. Renee alternated using the whole hand to palm my pec in clawing fashion. It was embarrassing, humiliating and sexually exciting to the max.
Renee continued working magic behind my right ear nuzzling and nipping as my lower back arched into her fingers. After a few repetitions, Renee added a third finger then a fourth seconds later. Her thumb and forefinger remained tight creating an enticing friction while the remaining fingers were slack. She was breathing in time with me encouraging me to fuck her palm. The excessive oil intermingled with my repurposed spunk created this spine tingling friction for all of the barely ten minutes I was able to last.
My spunk spilled out watery onto the edge of the chair as Renee used thumb and forefinger like tongs while cupping her palm under my crown allowing the rest to pool there. She reapplied it to my member and mound rubbing it in vigorously until I had enough.
"Please Renee." I softly begged off finally allowed to turn my head and look at her profile.
Renee was focused on rubbing me down licking her bottom lip before letting my cock flop down onto the soiled chair between my thighs. The seat cushion was really messed up stained with my spunk and the vestiges of excessive baby oil. I felt intimately compromised still facing the other side of the room as her footfalls told me she went into the kitchen behind us. The sink faucet erupted to life loudly as she audibly squirted liquid soap on her hands, washing them profusely.
The front of my t-shirt was greasy, soiled with oil and the vestiges of my own fluids, but the crotch of my pants and inner thighs really told the tale of what happened.
Renee Kelly esteemed baby mama number two, milked three loads of cum out of me in under thirty minutes. I heard her rip down some paper towels drying her hands before her footfalls approached. Her hands appeared over my shoulder capping the pink top back on the bottle of oil. Renee used a third of the bottle to milk me dry as she walked around to my side putting it back inside the paper bag. I was trembling a little as she picked up her iPhone making a call.
"Hey, how're you doing?"
"I'm good, real good Renee." Jaquan answered back sounding contrite, utterly subdued.
"You still have it?"
"Yeah, see." She was using facetime to communicate with my cousin, still impassively looking at the face of her phone. Renee glanced over at my equally subdued countenance.
"Say hello to your cousin."
Renee faced her phone in my direction allowing me to see that Jaquan was indeed, sitting in some park near her place and business. He looked strange in an odd vulnerable way that I couldn't immediately put into words.
"Hey cuz, how you doing?" I wasn't given the chance to answer as Renee turned the phone back in her direction.
"He's fine, I'm on my way to pick you up; we'll have some ice cream with Daisy, later."
"Okay honey, love you." Renee clicked off midsentence.
I sat there watching her texting for a few minutes seemingly ignoring me. Emotion started to seep into my psyche. Renee seemed to sense this glancing at me out the corner of her eye.
"Don't get in your feelings; I want you to do what we talked about; make me some money and get it together. Find a way to be a man who's not intimidated by a beautiful woman, then I'll do to you what I'm gonna do to your cousin Jaquan with the rest of this baby oil." Renee picked up the bag walking to the door.
She knew my eyes were following that big, heart shaped butt of hers, but didn't say anything this time. The loud heavy slamming of the reinforced screen door shook me out of my stupor seconds later.
My head rested on my hand, elbow on the edge of the table. I was completely messed up between the knees and chest. I didn't know what to think for a long time staring at my laptop remembering her conditions delivered with malice or overt emotion.
There was no doubt who was in charge between us, never had been in the history of our association. Pools of my wasted spunk were still running off the edge of the seat as I resolved to shower knowing Renee was on her way to do something much more intensive with Jaquan. The thought of it twisted me up inside as my phone rang.
"Hello?"
"HEY SON, WHAT'S GOING ON OVER THERE?!! YOU STILL BOTHERING YOUR COUSIN?!!" Even though she was bringing drama, I was glad to hear my mother's voice.
"Hello to you too mom, and that's a no. WHO SAID I WAS MESSING WITH JAQUAN?!!"
"CHECK YOUR TONE SON, I GOT A TEXT FROM YOUR COUSIN A FEW DAYS AGO!! YOU BET NOT BE OVER THERE MESSING UP HIS HOUSE BEING DIRTY AND EVERYTHING!! DO SOME CHORES, WASH THE DISHES AND TAKE OUT THE TRASH!! MAYBE YOU CAN MOW THE LAWN TOO!!" I smiled at her stereo quality rant sitting there with a soiled, exposed crotch covered in my own spunk.
"Maybe I can clean out the chimney too while I'm at it?" I replied snarkily.
"They got a chimney over there boy?"
"Jaquan can go out and buy one from Walmart if they don't mom." She had a delayed reaction to my petulant joke.
"WATCH YOURSELF, I'LL BE HOME IN A FEW DAYS!!"



"Yes mother."
"Love you son." She admitted.
"I miss you, mom."
"Why don't you call up your father; I'm sure he'd like to hang out with you." She meant well.
"Sure."
Mom had to know I wasn't calling up my dad; she knew he was more akin to Jaquan in boorish midlife crisis fashion. Honestly, her bringing him up reminded me of the very first girl I'd ever filmed, Erica Walton. I wondered if she were still making her mother's life a living hell.
*********************************************************************************************************
Around midafternoon, I finagled a meeting with Shawnee hoping to make my case. Her views were skyrocketing throughout the day giving me hope that I'd be able to steer her in the desired direction. I was still sore from the sexual dress down I'd received but resolved to push forward with my plans. I wanted to see things through to completion if nothing else. I was surprised to see Shawnee outside her building on the stoop below her apartment window.
"What happened to you?" Shawnee chuckled at my pigeon toed walk from my rented ride.
"I take the fifth; have you thought about what we talked about?" I leaned against the wall supporting my weight on one hand. I resisted the urge to grab my junk in front of her. Shawnee was observant to a fault.
"You don't like how I dress?"
"That's got nothing to do with it Shawnee; it's all about promotion. I know you've seen your views today, right?"
"YOU DO THIS TO THAT OTHER BITCH?!!" She blurted out emotionally raw.
"Oh yeah, you have no idea, girl." I remained calm controlling my tone. There was no way I was getting caught up in her wake.
"Really?"
"Yeah, think you're the only one with hang ups? Chi Town Thunda almost made me quit doing this shit; Rashida was giving me the business because she thought I was a pervert. Her fucking attitude was making me so hypersensitive that I was praying her clips would flop, but they didn't. Now, I'm on the hook because I've gotta deliver and she ain't gonna make it no easier for me, either."
"Why don't you just fuck her." The comment was meant to be playfully boorish.
"Been there, done that; so what're we doing?" Shawnee chuckled slapping her knee.
"Laugh later, you got the shit or not?"
"Alright man come on inside; don't say I didn't warn you. I look like a fucking humpty dumpty type bitch."
"Yeah in the shit you got on right now, bitch." I slapped her humongous ass making it jiggle through the baggy sweats she was wearing. Shawnee responded by grabbing a handful of my already sore crotch. I doubled over making her giggle even more.
"Damn, what the fuck you been doing?"
"I-TAKE-THE-FIFTH-ASSHOLE!!" Shawnee burst into laughter holding the door as I hobbled into her apartment finding it uncharacteristically clean. I was heartened to find a pile of clothes on one of the dual love seats as she expectedly switched on her flat screen television. I took a seat next to the clothes as she channel surfed.
"So, what now?"
"Strip, take everything off right now." I wasn't even gonna waste time.
"You don't look ready for this." She chuckled.
"I'm sitting this one out baby; this is ah, pretty much a costume fitting. Just take all of your shit off and toss it over here in front of me." I shifted about in my seat trying to get comfortable while she hesitated watching me with a mischievous grin.
"You've gotta tell me what happened."
"No I don't." Shawnee was wearing XXL sized clothing, a billowy white t-shirt, charlotte hornets jersey and these light blue sweats that were so big, it looked like a blanket was wrapped about each leg. She was a messy pile of clothing and I wanted a sustained look at her body this afternoon.
"I'm gonna keep asking." She peeled off the jersey tossing at my face. I batted it away onto the rug at my left side.
"I know."
I figured she'd lose the white t-shirt, but the sweats followed instead. It was comical watching Shawnee do this running in place motion until the cheap sweats were free of her legs. Instead of bending over to pick them up, Shawnee did this goofy looking kick that missed by a mile.
"Can't bend over and pick them up?" I taunted earning a middle finger.
Shawnee took two steps forward then purposely turned her back to me. That t-shirt rode up as she bent over giving me the mother of all moons with her beyond massive badonkadunk. It was the first time I didn't have a reaction to the sight, just taking in her mountainous cheeks with an undercuff so defined, there was a little shadow where her thighs connected. Those iconic cheeks were mashed together with an undefined diamond shaped negative space between her legs. I couldn't see any underwear.
"You're not wearing any panties?" Shawnee groaned using her nearby entertainment center to right herself.
"How much you wanna bet I'm not?" The sweats hit me in the chest.
"Shut up and lose the shirt."
She grabbed the hem of her shirt looking a bit anxious before peeling off the garment but held it in front of her body instead of tossing it over. I didn't push at this point, instead going through the pile of clothes on the love seat beside me until I found some light blue harem pants. It seemed the easy route to go tossing the pants to Shawnee. Predictably she dropped the shirt to catch the pants giving me a view of her in her underwear.
"Oh, so you are wearing panties." This was indicated by a patch of gray cotton material covering her muff.
The dual strings at her sides were tied into a neat bow reminding me of an earlier conversation during our inaugural meeting. A matching gray sports bra covered her non-existent breasts in ceremonial fashion. Shawnee stood there feeling the burn apparently, with hands on her overly wide hips. Sans the copious layers of clothing, she was the epitome of a pear shaped woman from narrow shoulders, too wide hips to the perfect inverted triangle of her covered sex.
There was a symmetry to her figure, a natural form suited for the weight she was carrying around. I'd never admit it, but sans a good hundred fifty pounds, Rashida Sikes would still be dwarfed by her enormous derriere. The difference maker was her legs which could be classified as human sized drumsticks on the shapely side with damn near perfect calves and feet.
"Having fun?" I smirked at the cheap flip flops on her tiny looking feet.
"Put the fucking pants on, bitch."
"Yes sir Medium Dee."
"Mister D."
"Sounds stupid."
"PUT THEM PANTS ON!!" I growled at her insistence on making fun of my stage name.
Unknown to them, I'd already decided to dispense with the moniker for something new, but just couldn't figure what. Shawnee had less of a hard time stepping into the harem pants drawing them just above her perfectly round navel. They fit perfectly looking a thousand times better than the sloppy affair she draped about her body. Shawnee pushed out her sloping tummy hoping to discourage me, shoulders pushed back emphasizing what she thought were the unappealing portions of her anatomy.
"Those look perfect Shawnee; why don't you wear those instead of the slouchy shit?"
My star Ms. WTF smiled turning her back to me for effect. The harem pants still covered her Jurassic expanse perfectly giving those boulder cheeks some well needed definition. Shawnee bent over as if touching her toes giving a silent explanation of her plight. Her monstrous cheeks were freed as the material failed to follow her movements in spectacular fashion. Again I received a stupendous moon as Shawnee laughed her ass off.
"Now you know motherfucker."
"Alright and stop mooning me. It's not helping my situation over here." My balls were so sore.
"Come on man; did your girlfriend tap that ass too much, huh?"
"Not even, but FYI, she got nailed last night if it's any of your business. That's not why I'm hurting though." I rifled through the pile finding this white knee length tube dress. It wasn't the sort of thing I thought she'd wear imprinted with tiny roses, knee length. I looked at Shawnee who shrugged. I shrugged and tossed it to her.
"Seriously?"
"Lose the sports bra." Shawnee's brow furrowed as she slid the elastic material off one shoulder, then the other covering her mild breasts with a forearm. She instead tugged the bra down under her tits half turning to pull the dress over her chest.
"Alright, looks shitty, right?"
"No, I actually think it suites you, turn around."
Shawnee turned her back to me revealing an enticing view of her covered buttocks which stuck far from the small of her back, shelf like. The material of the dress rose a little higher in the back giving me a view of the back of her knees.
"I wish my balls weren't so swollen." I liked the view, and my junk approved as well.
"Oh yeah, what would you do?"
"You know what I'd do." I joked back with a smirk; Shawnee was full of shit.
"Show me." She dared thinking I wouldn't.
Shawnee chirped when my fingers pinched her huge bum, eventually palming it much to my chagrin. My overworked tumescence twitched to life, but I wasn't having it unfortunately. This didn't stop my appreciation of her zaftig proportions in the least. She seemed to expect different reaching backwards palming my crotch, laughing when I winced.
"You think that's funny, huh?"
"Yeah, kinda do." Her childish looking face got my ire, chubby cheeks, and all.
I wrapped my arms around her waist pressing into her deep butt despite the pain and irritation from the earlier milking I'd received. Shawnee went with it rocking a little bit on the underside of my shaft which was pointing vertically upwards to my belt line. I cupped her sex with four fingers rubbing and caressing her slit. Shawnee had a really puffy, fat cunt that I ached to pound while she continued grinding her huge cheeks into me.
"You gonna try to fuck with a broke dick, huh nigga?"
"No, I'm gonna make you cum all over yourself, we're gonna do some work and then I'm gonna bounce. I'm gonna fuck your brains out the next time I see you after that, and I'm gonna post that shit on my page."
"Oh yeah, show me." Shawnee challenged.
I gave her a long suckling kiss on her chubby left cheek raising her dress up getting four digits into her skin tight panties. The puffiness surrounding her slit provided a tight fit for my intruding fingers inside her shallow cunt.
Still, I managed to get inside up to my knuckles jilling Shawnee into soaking wetness. My pelvis pressed hard into her butt which was now becoming a part of my technique. My recent experiences were starting to inform my sexual being as I resolved to do to Shawnee, what Renee had done to me earlier in the morning.
"You talk shit about a medium dick , but you got a tiny pussy."
"Fuck you, my man likes it."
"I like it too baby; I like it a lot and I really am gonna fuck your brains out even if you gotta man. You lucky I got jerked off all morning, otherwise I'd be pounding your shallow cunt." Shawnee glanced over her shoulder with a wide grin letting me know I'd fucked up.
"Are you for real, serious? That's why you limping around, buck broke?"
"Shut up."
The tips of my finger curved up inside her finding a particular bumpy ridge of overly sensitive flesh which I intended to take advantage of in retaliation. Shawnee's thighs tightened around the offending hand, but that didn't stop my hyper aggressive frigging of her cunt.
Shawnee liked it enough capturing my wrist with both of her chubby hands but softening the grip as I continued. I chastely peppered her adjacent cheek with rabbit kisses unwilling to put anything in her mouth other than my cock. My other hand suddenly yanked her dress down exposing her bare breasts. Shawnee quickly covered up, slapping the offending hand.
"Leave them out."
"No, they're ugly." Shawnee replied desperately holding her dress up as I continued tugging at her frock from below. Her flattened, sort of flabby moobs were definitely her weakness.
"What'd I do with your tits the last time I was here?"
"They're ugly."
"Shawnee?" I blew into her ear before sucking on her earlobe finally snatching the flimsy material down exposing her chest. Her nipples were little bullet points begging for attention. Her eyes squinted shut as my thumb pressed and rolled one of the fleshy treats.
Her muff was lightly furred and soaked from my constant pumping fingers. I managed to detect her clit, mercilessly teasing it with my thumb until she squirmed. The jerky movements of her enormous butt did my pulsing cock no favors as she noticed. Shawnee seemed embarrassed that I was getting a reaction out of her with this silly smile forming on her juvenile features. She used her ham fists to free herself of my hand, wheezing from the stimulation. I covered both of her breasts, playing with her nipples pressing down on them.
"If you don't stop, I'm gonna break your dick some more."
"You don't wanna cum?"
"I don't want your girl coming after me."
"She ain't here; you scared to get off baby girl?" Shawnee half turned staring at my face incredulously. I tugged down on her dress a little further wrapping my arms around her waist.
"You crazy."
"Oh, so you don't want me to eat you; is that right Shawnee?" The look of surprise on her face was worth saying something so cringe.
She didn't stop me from slipping the dress over her head dropping it on the coffee table next to her omnipresent hookah. I considered Shawnee might be some sort of hoarder from all of the various Knick knacks and various urban oddities. A nudging glance from me got Shawnee to discard and toss her sports brassiere on top of her dress. We stared at one another for a moment before I snatched her into my body in a deep hug grabbing greedy handfuls of her ass. Shawnee rubbed a hand over my sore crotch prompting me to push away as she laughed.
Minutes later, I was prying apart her slit finding a prominent clit that I teased, tickled, and suckled making Shawnee moan in girlish fashion. I went at it voraciously making her squirm around on her favorite loveseat. I went sloppy slathering spit everywhere feasting on her peach. I alternated between this and using three fingers curved up into her special place. Shawnee used both of her hands spreading herself apart as I went at it even more. Somewhere along the line while jilling her cunt, I vacuum suckled her nipples sending her down a toe curling path to climax. Shawnee started slapping at her clit in short intervals, squirting wildly. I matched her slapping motions rhythmically teasing her special spot.
"Come on man, give me a little."
"Can't, hurts too much."
"I'll make you feel better, promise." Shawnee was lightly begging, face flushed crimson.
I used my middle finger twirling it around inside her getting an immediate reaction as she flopped about on the seat. Shawnee added a few fingers on her clit getting even more hot and bothered as I went back to her right breast sucking for all it was worth. She began whacking her plump thighs together eventually trapping my hand between her legs, my fingers in her snatch.
"Come on man, how about a few minutes?"
"I don't think so, take your orgasm like a good girl." Honestly, I was just riding it out seeing where the situation would go already feeling embarrassed. There was no doubt that Renee would shake her head disparagingly if she were present. Shawnee moaned flopping her legs vigorously around my wrist as I fingered the hell out of her.
"Serious, I'll suck it for you."
"Yeah?"
"I'll make it good, promise." Her knuckle brushed against my crotch a few times before her fingers got my zipper down. She got a few fingers inside rubbing my semi-erect shaft.
"You don't wanna wait for next time?"
"How about a sample?" I unbuckled exposing my sore endowment under her watchful eye. Shawnee took me easily enough allowing half of my tumescence inside. To her credit, Shawnee was soft using just her tongue with a light suction for a good ten minutes.
"Come get some of this."
"That's a sample too, Shawnee?" Her chubby fist was full of my pants, tugging them downward as I leaned over her body.
"Stop playing with me." She was chuckling but meant business using that fistful of the front of my jeans to get me between her legs.
"Shawnee."
"Just a little bit, you got me all horny." I shrugged pulling my pants down midthigh as Shawnee held her flower open with both hands.
Her pussy was puffy and richly pink inside below her prominent clit. My eyes watered a bit as I pushed the crown inside until half of myself was engulfed. Shawnee gasped squinting her eyes tight as I hovered above her on the loveseat with one foot on the floor. I let it rest there trying to acclimate to her steaming confines, but it was ultimately too much.
"Sorry, this ain't happening." I apologized.
"Really?" Her eyes opened wide as I nodded, defeated.
"Yeah, I'm fucked up downstairs." I withdrew but left my pants down because of my sore crotch.
Shawnee righted herself watching me pensively before getting up with a chuckle. My eyes followed Shawnee's hyper pear shaped figure, enormous cheeks bouncing as she left the living room. I could hear her messing around in the kitchen and some running water.
"Put this on your junk, stupid." She returned smiling with a large ice pack. It was one of those vintage reusable types that looked like a bag with a screw on cap.
"Thanks, now put this dress back on." The icepack felt heavenly on my crotch.
"Asshole."
"I really like that dress on you; don't know why you wanna hide in all of those fucking clothes because you have a great body Shawnee." I leaned back on my loveseat as she ruefully snatched the dress from the coffee table.
"Wanna hear a story about this fucking dress, nigga?"
"Yeah and stop calling me that." Shawnee ignored me carefully stepping into the dress beginning to pull it up her ridiculously wide hips, stopping when it covered her muff to glare at me like she wanted to fight.
"My old Tía Clarita bought me this for a family get together right after I graduated from high school; said I dressed like a lesbian. She's always thought I was a lesbian. Threw shade at my girl Porsha because she thought we were doing it, but she was old as fuck, so I let it be. My parents made me put that shit on for a nice Sunday of church before what was essentially a backyard party. "
"Go on." I prodded lightly silently dreading what she might say.
"I'm chilling at the party that afternoon with my cousins and check it; most of the females there are throwing me shade because of the booty, right?!! Ain't nothing I can do about that shit, so I'm all like fuck it. Some of the guys there are all up in my face something fierce. I mean seriously crowding me and that's exactly why I didn't even wanna wear that shit. ¡¡Mi papá y mis tíos tuvieron que revisar la barbilla de algunos de esos imbéciles en serio!!"
"Don't speak Spanish, girl."
"Well fuck, I got heat from the old people like I was doing the shit on purpose. My Tía started giving me the shits even though she bought the dress. The drama was so intense that I snatched up a beer and tried to chug it in the bathroom when this goofy looking fucker ran up on me. He was all up in my shit, like the moment I got out my dad's station wagon. Asshole Dominican fool with some big, everlasting ears!!" Shawnee was adjusting the dress around her underarms and chest.
"What happened?"
"I didn't wanna get busted chugging beer and so I was hiding in my cousin's bathroom when this fool Ernesto run up in there; man, the thirst was real with this payaso!! I mean, I've always had people running up on me cause of the booty, but Ernesto was on another level. He was almost crying to cop a feel, but I told him I'd split his wig if he went there with me!!"



"Did he go there with you?"
"PULLS HIS FUCKING DICK OUT IN FRONT OF ME!!" Shawnee stopped fooling with her dress, standing across from me with her hands on her hips.
"Really?"
"¡¡SE HA SACADO SU FOLLADA POLLA Y YA SE ESTÁ CORRIENDO!! ¡¡ME GUSTA REALMENTE DURO Y MIERDA!! Man, he was just letting go all over the place like there was no tomorrow and shit!!" Her Puerto Rican pedigree was confirmed in dramatic fashion leaving me exasperated by the sudden language change.
"ENGLISH PLEASE!!"
"Look, that fool probably thought he could change my mind or something , but he wasn't even a five minute man cumming all over the place. Gotta little mess on my dress too."
"Wait a minute; you're telling me that some idiot got so hot and bothered that he exposed himself to you?! You're saying this guy bust a nut just from looking at you? Not even that monster booty, huh?"
"Yup." I leaned back on the loveseat palming the icepack in my lap whimsically staring at a befuddled Shawnee Thompson.
"Well damn Shawnee; I guess you really are Ms. WTF." I rested my chin on my fist smiling slyly at her. The veritable cat that swallowed the canary.
"How come I don't like that look on your face?"
**********************************************************************************************************
Shawnee was pissed off but didn't deny my crazy plan to swell views on her alter ego's social media pages and the pay site hosting her adult content. She'd already clocked a couple of hundred dollars, but I knew that was peanuts considering the site owner cut of her profits. In the end, I was burdened with a backpack stuffed with her usual baggy clothing and some extra sweaters for coverage along with my camera bag.
She'd nearly pummeled me at the suggestion when it was made, but eventually acquiesced when I offered to buy her lunch at the food court. I was also surprised to find that she owned a dingy looking 1987 Volkswagen Beetle. I was nearly tossed from the car at an intersection for expressing shock that Shawnee could get behind the wheel with that big ole ass of hers.
"FOLLANDO A, ¡¡TE VOY A PATAR TODO TU CULO ESTRECHO PARA ESTA MIERDA!! REALMENTE USTED EN ALGUNAS VIEJAS MIERDAS PERVERTIDAS JUSTO AQUÍ NIGGA!! ¡¡QUIERO FOLLARTE POR ESTO!!"
Shawnee tooled through the strip mall parking lot with one hand on the wheel while the other was inches away from my left temple wildly gesturing and finger snapping as she ranted in Spanish.
"English."
"YOU WANNA GET TOSSED UP NIGGA?!! YOU WANNA GET LIT, HUH FOOL?!! I TOLD YOU HOW I FEEL ABOUT THIS SHIT AND YOU GOT ME FUCKED UP!!"
Shawnee was on a roll.
"OH HOMBRE, QUIERO GOLPEARTE TU FOLLADA CABEZA POR ESTA MIERDA JUSTO AQUÍ MADRE FUCKER!! ¡¡REVISE USTED MISMO ANTES DE DESTRUIRSE PERRA!!"
She was screaming so loud that her voice carried outside of the car as we tooled through the vehicle laden labyrinth.
"You are so negative." I commented with the camera bag in my lap.
I was wise enough not to meet her gaze as we found a spot between an SUV and a shitty Miata with the top still down. Shawnee had this herkie jerky way of parking that made me glad I'd tightened my seatbelt as she squeezed between the two cars. At this point I doubted she would get out of the car.
"What this gotta do with porn; I mean, ain't that what we're doing, eh?" It sounded like she was gassed before even leaving the car. Shawnee had a mini-panic attack that manifested itself as thuggish aggression, but I wasn't fazed in the least.
"Everything, you saw the views on that TIK TOK video, didn't you?"
"So what?"
"I put a fucking link to your page on that shit and look at all the traffic you got. Fuck, look at the money you've made sitting on them boulders you call an ass, bitch. Don't you wanna keep the money coming in or do you wanna be like your girl Porsha?" She contemplated my words silently handling the steering wheel.
"If you wasn't cool, I'd be lighting you up with a two piece."
"I know, so are we green, or not?"
"Uh, okay." She sounded exasperated, beaten down mentally.
I slipped into the chest harness fitting the camera in place as Shawnee silently bristled. I got out of the car donning a windbreaker she loaned me to cover the rig before slinging my camera bag placing her backpack on top of the Beetle.
"Stay right here, I'm gonna come around to your door."
The strip mall was pretty crowded, and we were a good distance from the entrance which would give me more than enough time to get what I wanted. Shawnee was predictably reticent as I rounded the back of her car stopping at her rolled down window.
"Do I have to?"
"No, but I'd like to get this shoot; it's up to you." I knelt by the open passenger side window rubbing her bare shoulder.
"I hate wearing this dress." She admitted.
"Tell you what, we'll do a compromise and then go inside and pick up Andre, okay?" She stared at me brow furrowed before unlocking her door.
Shawnee knew exactly what I wanted half spilling out of her car with great effort only to turn around bending over inside the open passenger side door. She gathered up the hem of her dress allowing me to film the mountainous swell of her enormous backside. Before leaving her place, I'd come across some high waisted panties that while large, didn't seem a match for her prodigious dimensions.
Shawnee surprised me by squeezing into them anyway turning them into a forced thong of sorts. Through my camera lense, her butt appeared bigger than my entire upper half. When it was all said and done, her cheeks were the real boss of her.
"Are you getting this?" She asked annoyed as I glanced over finding some brother having a stroke of luck as he happened by the back of our vehicle.
The thirtysomething was smiling like a jackal giving me the thumbs up.
"FUCK IS YOU DOING?!!"
A woman, presumably his girlfriend or wife, laid into the witless voyeur with a vicious open handed slap to the back of his head that sent the man stumbling forward a foot ahead. I exchanged glances with the stout, misshapen sister pushing a raggedy double baby stroller by full of whining toddlers.
"YOU TWO NEEDS TO GET YO'SELF A ROOM, FREAKS!!" I just shrugged covertly filming out exchange for the epic episode I'd be cutting later in the evening.
"Oh, I got my keys off the floor baby." Shawnee popped up causing her Beetle to shake a bit as she righted herself.
She deftly faked an exchange between us as we watched the women pushing the cart away still glancing back with all the hate.
"He ain't getting nothing tonight, but I bet he's going to bed with a hard dick." I commented finally getting Shawnee to chuckle.
"You got me fucked up, for reals." She was amused as I licked the end of my finger using a finger to figure out the direction of a particularly strong breeze. Shawnee nudged me in the sternum when I reached behind grabbing a handful of her butt.
"Move it out."
That breeze was quite fortuitous as I got some awesome up skirt shots which were helped along revealing her monstrous cheeks jiggling loosely. Shawnee tugged down on her frock tightened a portion of the fabric unwittingly giving me a good tight shot of the thin material stretched across her huge butt. It only took a few minutes before she figured out I was still filming stopping on a dime as I crashed into her. The sudden stop was like walking into a fleshy wall.
"Like that, eh?"
"Funny, go inside, I'm gonna hang back a bit." I made a play for the back pack but Shawnee redoubled her grip on it forging ahead.
There was no doubt Shawnee intended to use the bag to obscure her butt in some fashion, but nature and genetics conspired against the pear shaped ingénue. She slung her bag over both shoulders briefly before opting to carry it like a purse. The bag humorously rest on the upper swell of her shelf like butt eventually bouncing with every step in lively fashion.
I had a good laugh as Shawnee drew a ton of unwanted attention both male and female. A few brave souls actually stepped to her interested but got nothing as she ignored all thirsty suitors with impunity. The only complaint I had was her plodding nature and cadence of her walk which made her look like a sulking adolescent. I followed enjoying the view until she planted that huge ass on a bench near a department store.
"Had your fun yet?"
"Nope." I sat beside her really close to discourage a few lurkers that were loitering nearby some with phones at the ready to get some android footage of their own. Shawnee nudged me with her elbow, hiding her torso with the backpack tucked in her lap.
"I'm hungry, get me a Cinnabon." Sitting down, Shawnee was almost a head taller than me.
I was side eyeing her noticing a women's restroom nearby. The look on her face gave no doubt that she wouldn't ditch her dress the moment I walked down to the extended customer line currently snaking out of the food outlet. I considered letting her ditch the getup but knew I might not get another chance with her out in public. Shawnee scoffed when I stuck my hand out wanting the back pack.
"AQUÍ CULO MUDO!!" I barely intercepted the back pack from slamming into my head.
"You are so rude."
I played it off getting in the winding line leaving Shawnee to her own devices. Even though the economy had taken its toll on this mall, there was enough foot traffic to make it fill like a holiday weekend. I glanced around noticing the bustling business before my eyes settled on an uncomfortable number of outlets going out of business.
It was a sign of the times as my phone started blowing up.
"Yeah?"
"Why you hiding from me; we cool, right?"
"Hello Rashida."
"We're all good right? Renee said she saw you this morning and it's still on for us to work together! I heard you been blowing up that other bitch's spot. What, you giving up on me, huh? We ain't cool?!! YOU MAD?!! YOU MAD,HUH?!!" Rashida was beginning to rant. I figured Renee Kelly was stirring the pot and want to shut that shit down.
"Can I get the mic; or are you gonna talk my fucking head off?"
"GO HEAD, SPEAK!! ELABORATE THE SITUATION!!" I chaffed inside at how she felt the need to control both sides of the conversation.
"I already told Renee I don't have a problem continuing our working relationship, but then again, she told you that Rashida. I don't know why you calling me up with this shit, but I wanna finish what I started. We fucked around and messed with each other, but we got what we deserved. I'm embarrassed as hell, but I gotta job to do for Renee; get off me like that!! I wanna shoot some more stuff with you, but I'm working right now!! I love your badonkadunk and I love your style, but you can be fucking difficult. That doesn't mean I wanna throw away the opportunity to make money, okay?!!"
There was a long pregnant pause that allowed me to detect some strange noise in the background.
"That's fucked up Rashida; take my ass off speaker!"
Telltale female jeers, peer commentary and laughter exploded from my phone giving away our now public conversation. There was no doubt she was at work in the salon. I had to catch myself from hanging up in her face, but Rashida clicked off speaker.
"Uhm, sorry."
"Whatever, I don't care; I'm at the mall on 95th and I'll be here until around about five or so; I think you should join me."
"But I'm at work." She stammered.
"Renee will let you go; I'm gonna get back to what I'm doing. So, if you chicken out, I'll see you tomorrow baby." This time I did hang up in her face.
I knew this would bruise her ego, especially since I'd finally fucked her to distraction a short while ago. This prevailing series of hookups coupled with the money I was bringing to her coffers, would bring her to the mall to stunt. It was a gamble I was willing to take at this point. I'd stockpiled enough footage to push through my plans with a course correction if necessary.
Besides the master manipulator, Renee Kelly wasn't gonna let that happen. Shawnee was still sitting on the bench as I drew closer to the counter. She'd picked up some middle aged brother willing to shoot his shot while another guy, some teen, sat uncomfortably close to her fake staring at his phone. Shawnee was sandwiched between the unwanted suitors as the old dude obviously talked her up.
She looked sufficiently relieved when I texted her to join me at the line near the counter. Ms. WTF arrived at counter with old man Casanova and the black version of 80's teen, Anthony Michael Anthony Hall, in tow. I got some great covert footage of Shawnee trying to outpace the two idiots, plodding along shoulders, and back hunched like some troubled runaway. Shawnee looked unnerved by the attention she was getting, stumbling a bit as she got near me.
"WHAT'S UP BRUH?!!" I greeted the middle aged brother wrapping my arm around Shawnee's waist. My hand slid down palming the outrageous swell of her massive butt giving it a hearty squeeze before his widened eyes.
"Oh yeah, uhm, stay up." He looked alternately embarrassed and irritated shrinking away while the skinny teen filmed the exchange with his android. That guy wasn't interested in nothing but getting Shawnee's huge butt on his phone.
"Check out your fan Shawnee." She glanced over glaring at the weaselly teen, looking from his phone down at her butt, then back at him again. I felt her tense up in my arms likely about to pummel what looked like a seventeen year old.
I pressed my lips against her cheek in a squishy kiss that distracted her.
"HEY MAN, YOU DONE?!!" I yelled above the loud ambient chatter. Called out, the skinny kid played it off losing himself in the crowd as Shawnee turned to me.
"You can get your hands off my ass, now." She was beyond salty.
"Oh, what do you want to eat?" I played it off too, but my hand remained planted firmly in the center of her uber' badonkadunk.
The large treat was enough to steady Shawnee's nerves a long and with a drink enough to get her upstairs to another food court. I practiced diligent chivalry blocking her rear end from further public scrutiny as much as I could as we went up the escalator. I checked my phone finding no further activity from Rashida as Shawnee killed the large bun getting vanilla frosting all over her fingers. She wiped her hand on my windbreaker in a show of defiance and scowled when reminded that it was her property. I couldn't help messing with her butt a little more in retaliation until she turned pinching the shit out of my cheek with a fake smile.
"So, where does Andre work up here?"
"Right over there; he should be getting off in ten minutes; but you still gotta get me some more food. A fucking Cinnabon ain't lunch." I followed her pointer finger to a crowded food outlet bustling with teenage activity.
"You've gotta be kidding me?"
"Nope, go look for yourself."
Andre worked at motherfucking Hotdog on a Stick.
What is that you might ask?
This garish fast food business featured employees mostly young teenage girls dressed in primary colored uniforms in vertical broad stripes and big bucket hats similarly decorated. The franchise was purposely frozen in the sixties style wise and these kids had to bear the brunt of that decision to make a buck. The guys faired a little better only in the hat department being allowed to wear a ball cap instead of the bucket.
Andre however drew the public shame lottery wearing an il-fitted uniform with high water slacks and a shirt tightly fitted to his chiseled chest. Her towered over the register he was working with a short annoying manager barking orders at him while he rang up thongs of teenaged customers. He seemed popular with the girls which didn't surprise me one bit.
Shawnee wanted pizza, so I opted for a good sized box from the neighboring Sbarro outlet along with a bucket of fries and some soda. This seemed to calm her nerves as I charged my minicam in an available outlet. Shawnee tore into lunch ravenously while Andre shifted to cleanup mopping up some sick toddler's vomit off the mall floor. My heart went out to him as the portly, androgynous manager stood there micromanaging him.
"I told him to get some new pants, the nigga look like Peewee Hernan in that shit." Shawnee commented.
"You could buy him some pants with your money." I retorted referring to her site profits.
"My money is my money." Shawnee stated flatly getting under my skin.
"Special." I replied full of snark getting up from the table for a nearby ATM.
Of course there was a line in front of it that made me facepalm, but our table at the food court were a few feet away. I took Shawnee's backpack of clothes with me earning a middle finger. It took a few minutes as I checked my phone for messages finding a text from Rashida made moments earlier. My gambit paid off as I texted my location. Andre was getting a dress down from his manager the whole time.
"You getting me some paper?" Rashida appeared at my immediate left dressed in ghetto couture.
Rashida Sikes a.k.a Chi Town Thunda was adorned in the finest ESTY fashion with my attention resting first on these form fitting leggings with erratic patterns of black white and gold. I couldn't explain it any better than it looked like something a clueless trust fund baby would wear. A pair of Prada cork wedge sandals gave her the height advantage over me while her bust was daringly hidden behind a stylish black crochet halter.
"Not even; surprised you showed up." I folded the money between my fingers stepping to her offering a hand which she ignored glancing back at some instant fans. A throng of would be filmmakers shank away from her challenging glare tucking their phones away instead of looking her in the face.
Her hair was pinned up in a nice curly updo that made her face stand out. A pair of designer shades were sitting on top of her head. I wished I hadn't been charging up my camera so that I could've captured the excellent exchange. Rashida could definitely teach Shawnee a thing or two about dealing with lurkers.
"You wanted me here right? I mean you were out of pocket on the phone; now, you scared?"
"Please, excuse me for a moment." I left her there walking past an oblivious Shawnee texting away on her phone while her sole teenaged fan lingered nearby, android at the ready. Andre was finishing up when I tapped him on the shoulder.
"Hey man, what's good?"
"Came to pay you for the shoot; I'm a man of my word." Andre's eyes lit up when I pressed the wad of five twenties in his hand.
"Thanks, I'd needed this cause I gotta pay a bill. I been trying to pick up some extra shifts over here but Pat the manager ain't having it." He looked way happier than he should've been for a measly hundred buck payout. I thought about Shawnee and his unseen wife not envying the man caught in what seemed a perpetual tug of war.
"So, are you getting off; I gotta money making opportunity for you right now."
"Uhm, just gotta clock out; who's your friend?"
"Huh?" I followed his gaze over my shoulder finding Rashida standing behind me taking it all in with an inviting smirk on her face. My heart leapt into my throat as I glanced over finding Shawnee thankfully talking on her phone oblivious to the situation.
"Hold that thought."
"HEY FOOL, WHAT'S UP WITH YOUR HANDS?!" I looped my arm in hers, leading Rashida a good seven feet away from Andre drawing attention thanks to the loudness of her voice. We dipped into a side alcove containing restrooms.
"Chill, I don't want you to talk to that guy; it's important."
"WHUT-YOU JEALOUS?!!" Rashida was going into full head popping hysterics raising a finger that I put down gently covering it with my hand. She raised that finger a few more times with the same result as I explained.
"With all due respect, I wanna keep the peace. Look over there at my table; see the girl sitting there?" Rashida glanced over me at the table where Shawnee was still blabbing away on her phone.



"That fat chick, so what?"
"So what my ass; that's your bad guy FYI, Rashida!" She took another look over my shoulder turning back to me brow furrowed like Deonte Wilder.
"THAT'S THE FEMALE YOU WERE SHOWING ME?!! SHE LOOK LIKE A FUCKING CHIPMUNK!!" Rashida wasn't impressed.
"Well, Andre is her man and she's extremely possessive; if you get my drift?"
"You saying she gonna throw hands for her man; is that what you're telling me, huh?" Rashida removed the designer shades from her head folding them in her hand making a fist.
"I ain't telling you shit; I think formal introductions are in order. Do me a favor and don't "see" Andre, okay?" I gave her bicep a light squeeze earning a sneer instead.
"I'll knock her fat chipmunk ass out, if she get up in my face." Rashida folded her arms across her chest wagging a finger in front of my nose.
"Don't, be nice."
"I don't have to do shit, bruh."
"Please." Rashida scoffed donning her shades in begrudging acceptance.
She pushed past me magnetically taking my attention with her as I shot a look at her equally show stopping derriere in those skin tight leggings. Rashida knew I'd be looking glancing back peering over the top of her shades before walking forward a few feet unaware that I was catching it with my own hastily produced android.
Shawnee was still excitedly talking to whoever on her phone not registering a natural rival standing five feet away from out food court table. Rashida was taking it all in arms still folded, designer purse dangling from her rounded hip. I glanced over finding Andre where I left him, eyes now wide as saucers. I motioned vigorously for him to get lost around a corner as I walked over.
Thankfully, the manager appeared again with more issues leaving me free to make innocuous contact with both women. I strolled right in Shawnee's line of sight. She glanced at me still gossiping, eventually shrugging her shoulders when I gestured to her opposite side. She followed my motion finding Rashida Sikes. There seemed to be a literal time stop as Shawnee froze confronted by her opposite. Both women exchanged glances making me a bit antsy before Shawnee spoke.
"So, you the other one, eh?" The expression on her face was wholly antagonistic, brows raised incredulously.
"I think you got it twisted, you the other one, darling." Rashida gave as good as she got making me worried enough to approach.
"Mira a esta gran perra tratando de hacer un truco." Shawnee replied in Spanish as I slammed my palms on the table.
"SO HEY, THIS IS RASHIDA; I THOUGHT YOU GUYS MIGHT LIKE TO MEET ONE ANOTHER!!" I grinned like a madman sort of putting my body between both of them.
"Who told you to think?" Shawnee replied coldly.
"EXCUSE ME?!!" Rashida lurched forward, but I turned into her reaching behind her rubbing her lower back. She shot me a defiant look that said she was close to tossing haymakers as Shawnee suddenly chuckled.
"Hey, it's cool, don't get excited." Shawnee's arms were folded across her chest with the phone close to her ear.
Whoever was on the other side, got a front seat to the female drama. Rashida gave me this outraged look before regarding her rival. Her mannish strength was evident as she used an arm shifting me to the side. She stared Shawnee in the face also scanning the food cluttered table as I worried that she'd lay into Shawnee.
"Yeah alright, having a bite, are we?"
"Sure, would you like something to chew on?"
Shawnee gestured towards some remaining pizza slices on the table. The cardboard box containing the fries had been savaged and discarded up into a clunky ball in the center of the box. Even I had no clue how savage these women could be watching this pissing contest. Rashida grimaced looking disgusted at what was jokingly being offered intrinsically knowing any physical reaction would give Shawnee a pyrrhic victory. I was still doing my best to catch the rest of the exchange as I cut in.
"Hey, I got you covered Rashida; what would like to eat?" Both women were glaring at one another. Rashida's chest swelled up visibly making me think it was about to go down.
"SHAWNEE, YOU NEED SOMETHING?!!" I blurted out.
"Space."
"Huh?" Shawnee surprised both of us by standing up, her own chest puffed up. Height wise Rashida had her by a few inches, but Ms. WTF was a living brick wall horizontally. Rashida tucked the shades in her cleavage ready as both women faced off.
"CUT, THAT'S EXACTLY WHAT I WANTED?!! YEAH THIS IS GONNA BE A COOL FUCKING SHOT FOR THE SITE!!" I stammered holding my android up horizontally filming both women. Rashida didn't look fooled in the least.
"Yeah right payaso." Shawnee stalked off to the bathroom taking a third of the excited stares from enchanted spectators with her. I watched her violently shove the restroom door open with both hands.
"Big booty bitch." Rashida snarled getting her phone out starting to text. There was no doubt Renee was about to get a blow by blow as Andre reappeared holding two sodas. Her body language changed, softening as he approached offering the large styrofoam cup.
"Hi, my name is Andre; do you like cola?" Rashida glanced back at me, before casually taking the soda.
"I'm Rashida, its nice to meet a gentleman."
"Aw thanks; you here to meet Shawnee, right?"
"Unfortunately, I guess." Rashida was smiling at this tall guy obviously approving of what she saw. I noticed that she popped a wide, ridiculously curvy hip in his direction.
"I'm sorry if Shawnee was mean, she's really nice once you get to know her."
"Why would I wanna do that?" Andre scratched his head trying to come up with an answer as she stared down at his highwater work pants.
"Uhm, she brought me a PlayStation." Rashida glanced back at me wide eyed.
I knew what she was thinking but got a text message on my phone thankfully. It was from Shawnee telling me that she wasn't coming out of the bathroom until Rashida left. I texted back while her married boyfriend made small talk with Rashida leaving me with a conundrum.
"Hey bruh, let me get at you for a minute."
"Uhm sure."
I commandeered the soda for myself walking Andre away from Rashida at a brisk pace. She doubtless knew why I was interjecting myself looking smug as she had the audacity to sit in Shawnee's place one luscious leg folded over the other. This wasn't what I planned, and I was making a short sighted statement by hanging up in Rashida's face earlier. I was going to have to do a full set of mental gymnastics to work this shit out. Andre looked befuddled.
"Hey man, Shawnee's pissed off at me."
"Well, I don't see her around, so she mad about Rashida, ain't she?"
"Refusing to come out of the ladies room until I get Rashida to leave; but if I fucking tell her that, bitch ain't going nowhere. Consider this, she can go into the ladies room with your girl. What do you wanna do about this?" Andre scratched his head looking around at some of the foot traffic.
"I don't know, but I'm glad she wearing that dress."
"Why?"
"Shawnee carry box cutters; she real good at using them too. That's why I knew not to come over there when your friend was talking to her. If she ain't bigger than the girl, she'll use a box cutter to get nasty."
I felt faint listening to this additional information. I still had Shawnee's backpack slung across my shoulder mulling things over as I looked over the railing at the lower mall level. I noticed a Lane Bryant outlet with a big GOING OUT OF BUSINESS sign plastered in the window. The traffic there was sparse no doubt due to most of the good stuff already being snapped up by its plus sized clientele.
"Hey Andre, wanna make another hundred bucks today?"
"Sure, but Shawnee probably mad at you; I wouldn't hang out at her house until she call you up."
"We don't need her house when we have cinema verité." A plan was forming that would've made esteemed baby mama number two proud.
"What's that?"
"Don't worry about it, come with me, bruh." Andre followed cautiously as I went back to the table finding Rashida enjoying her obvious social victory still sipping on her soda. She stopped texting noticing me frantically packing up my camera.
"What's going on?" Rashida was clueless.
"Nothing."
My camera was fully charged at this point as I handled it while Andre and Rashida looked on befuddled. Despite my denial, Rashida followed both of us to a booth at the far side of the court adjacent to the escalator. I marginalized her while strapping the chest harness to Andre as she watched.
Shawnee continued texting ever increasing drama as I watched not responding back while I attached the camera. Luckily, a lot of pedestrian attention was centered on Rashida's donk as I had Andre wear the oversized windbreaker. I mounted my old camera while activating the new already charged one.
"What's going on?"
"A shoot, geez haven't you figured that out yet?" I replied like she was the village idiot.
"Oh so you gonna be out of pocket, too?"
"No, I'm doing what I told you about a couple of days ago; you gonna help me out or what?"
"WHAT YOU WANT ME TO DO?!!" Rashida feared the worst.
"Watch my stuff; me and Andre gotta take care of something." My phone was still blowing up with increasingly panicked text messages. Shawnee probably thought we left her behind so that her beau could bang out Rashida.
"That's all you want me to do; just sit here?!!"
"That'd be a start." I leaned over planting a kiss on Rashida's cheek before quickly ushering Andre back down towards our original table.
"Dial up Shawnee and give me your phone." Andre was as confused as anybody but acquiesced handing me the phone as it started ringing.
"¡¡MADRE DE CULO NEGRO!! ENGAÑANDO CON ESA PERRA NEGRA!! ¡¡VOY A CORTARTE TUS FOLLADAS BOLAS CON UN CUCHILLO DE MANTEQUILLA POR FALTARME!! ¡¡FOLLANDO NIGGA!!" Rapid fire vitriol spewed from the phone in Spanish. Shawnee sounded like she was having a meltdown.
"It's me."
"FUCK IS YOU DOING WITH ANDRE'S PHONE, EH BITCH!!" I had to take the phone away from my ear because she was screaming at the top of her lungs.
We were standing right down the mall alcove leading to the restroom she was currently self-sequestered. Some girls spilled out of the ladies room looking backward as we heard Shawnee in real time simultaneously.
"My phone is charging, and I just walked Rashida out of the mall; she never even talked to him, okay?"
"What is that, eh? What are you saying to me?" She was sniffling, gradually getting herself under control.
"Hey, we already talked about that shit and I ain't fucking with you about Andre, okay? I had an issue with Rashida over the phone and she turned up. I didn't mean for that to happen, but since it did I thought you guys should at least meet. I was wrong about that, and I'm sorry Shawnee."
"¡¡ODIO MIERDA A ESA MADRE DE CULO CLAVE DE DOO NEGRO!! ¡¡Ella es una puta QUIERO CORTAR A ESA PERRA!!" Shawnee definitely wasn't a fan of Rashida.
"English."
"So what now; you dumping me cause I don't like your girl, eh?!! Mad because I ain't playing second fiddle to that piece of shit and now you ain't working with me no more, huh?!!" I could hear the anxiety in her voice.
"I didn't say that; didn't say any of that shit and you know it. I wanted to complete my shoot with you and Andre so that we could get some serious paper, but I guess Rashida rattled you." It was the tiniest poke of the finger to her ego to see what she was made of.
"I ain't scared of her, fuck you."
"I didn't-say that. She caught you by surprise and that's my fault. I wanted to make some money and give Andre another hundred bucks."
"I AIN'T SCARED OF NOBODY!!"
"Right, so do you wanna do a couple of more things here, or go home and lay down?" Shawnee's sniffles and coughing continued eventually becoming the familiar chuckle I was used to at that point.
"Whatever, what you wanna do, huh nigga?"
"Stop calling me that."
"MISTAAAA DEEEE!!" Shawnee shot back making me realize just how stupid the name sounded. I shook my head as Andre looked around, probably wanting nothing to do with any of us.
"If we come down, Andre and myself; will you come out of the women's restroom and we can talk about it?"
"Sure." I could still hear her sniffling, coughing a bit trying to get herself collected.
We walked down the stuffed corridor finding Shawnee peering form the cracked restroom door. It didn't seem she would come out until an embattled mother with several screaming toddlers in tow, half forced herself into the public restroom. Shawnee meekly emerged with a fistful of tissues, eyes swollen and puffy.
It honestly looked like she was suffered from a cold as she turned awkwardly facing the wall not caring who was staring at her humongous back porch. Andre went with her wrapping an arm around her shoulder whispering in her ear. I'd already told him what I wanted, so I walked back across the far end of the food court where Rashida was waiting perturbed.
"Where you been?"
"Hold on, wait for it." I sat on the side of Rashida facing the rest of the food court. I was a good distance away but still able to see the other side and the opposite escalator.
"Wait for what, huh?" She looked over my shoulder down the food court.
Andre appeared with Shawnee escorting her to the other escalator, both still talking as he comforted her. There body language said as much as Rashida leaned back with a knowing smirk on her face. She was claiming the victory in their initial meeting as I noticed.
"You happy now, Rashida?"
"I didn't do anything to her, I don't know what you're talking about." She sounded gregarious.
"Right, so we good or what?"
"I came didn't I?" Rashida glibly replied finishing off her soda as I glanced back over the railing at our back.
Andre hung back on the lower level following Shawnee into the department store outlet. It looked like he was following my direction perfectly. I was putting a lot of faith in him to get the shots I wanted as Rashida peered down onto the floor.
"What's going on?"
"A scene for our website; don't you get it? I'm breaking out of my limitations and right now everything is riding on Andre down there. I got him strapped with a chest harness. All he has to do is follow his girlfriend around the store as she fake shops gathering up some clothes, before tapping that huge donk in one of the changing rooms. I'm gonna go down in a minute and try to get some extra coverage."
"Wow, you are one sneaky guy; I don't know if I trust you anymore."
"Have I ever lied to you?"
"No, guess not."
"Well, what if I asked you to do something like that; would you do it?"
"Do I get to fuck Andre?" I turned finding her shrugging at the suggestion.
The hair on the back of my neck stood up remembering Andre's admittance that his girlfriend was prone to knifing antagonists. This was a slippery slope because there was no way she was listening to me.
"Damn bitch."
...to be continued.
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"Don't."
"What, I ain't doing nothing." Rashida shrugged but was grinning and I swear I could see the wheels turning in her head. I turned fully around facing her putting my arm around the back of the booth behind her head.
"Okay you came, you saw and conquered and now you wanna twist the knife, right?"
"What do you care, she asked for it with her shitty attitude." Rashida admitted.
"Okay I agree that she started it, but its my fault for hanging up in your face. You never would've come down her otherwise, right?"
"Right."
"Good, so you admit that you're getting off on intimidating her, aren't you?" She looked the other way barely stifling a smile that I would've been blind not to catch.
"What do you want me to say, huh?"
"What can you say if your ego is so fragile that you have to belittle another person. Let's see how things would've worked out if I didn't have this backpack and Shawnee was wearing her normal clothes." I pulled the backpack in front of us unzipping and cautiously going through it until I confirmed what Andre admitted earlier.
"What're you looking for?"
"Wait for it."
"No serious." Rashida leaned in closer peering into the backpack.
"Yup."
I found a Flip n' Zip knife and two box cutters in the pockets of her sweats. This spoke to untold stories I had yet to be told. Rashida looked alternately shocked three parts indignant after finding out the possibility that she could've been shanked in proper conversation with the larger girl.
Yeah, she was the taller of the two, but Shawnee had the width and weight advantage which wouldn't have boded well for Rashida, especially in a closed space like a public women's restroom. Besides the possibility for violence, it reinforced Shawnee's inherent fragility. I put her property back glancing at Rashida who looked conflicted.
"That bitch was gonna cut me?"
"I had the backpack; maybe you should rethink that little nugget in your head about messing around with her boyfriend. She's really possessive and uh, by the way he's married, too."
"WHAAAT?!!"
"Yeah, kinda left that out; so, still wanna fuck him?" Rashida scratched her temple considering what was exposed.
"You trying to get me fucked up." It was more of a declarative statement than anything else that I took umbrage at while zipping up Shawnee's backpack.
"No, you trying to get yourself fucked up. So I advise you to take the gracious W you already have, and we'll call it a day for uhm, workplace safety. I've gotta finish my shoot and if you're still willing, we can definitely do something tomorrow. You don't ever have to see Ms. WTF in person, again."
"I ain't scared of her." Rashida commented salty.
"Heard that before, today from Shawnee as a matter of fact."
"Were you always this sneaky?"
"Currently learning from the best, your boss actually." We stared at each other for a few minutes before chuckling at the insanity of the afternoon. I knew she felt like an idiot for underestimating an adversary, but I wasn't gonna rub her nose in things. I just wanted her to know the possibilities of negativity.
"Tomorrow huh?"
"You've seen that ass downstairs; kind of got a full plate." Rashida surprised me by leaning over planting a light peck on my cheek. I stole a good handful of her own considerable butt as she stood up slinging her purse. She waited until I was done with a sarcastic smirk.
"Better call me."
She pulled out her phone walking off into the crowd. She put a little extra in her step making those awesome cheeks pop and jiggle from movement. I glanced over finding the weaselly teen that had been dogging Shawnee earlier, sitting the next booth over.
"Man, you're a fucking legend." His eyes were big as saucers.
There was nothing I could say that wouldn't make me look like a douche, so I nodded gathering up my two bags walking to the escalator. Honestly, I wouldn't have been in this situation if it weren't for fateful meetings with two vastly different women. My mind wondered back to my inaugural girl, Erica Walton. She was the daughter of my wayward father's girlfriend and we'd been left to our own devices.
She'd talked me into shooting a sex tape with her which led to a number of adventures off the cuff. It seemed like a domino effect as other lined up in karmic fashion until I ran across Renee Kelly, my cousin Jaquan's estranged ex, one of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen.
As expected, the store had been ransacked by throngs of women making off with the best stuff leaving it visually bombed out after the fire sale. This worked leaving it sparsely populated by retail scavengers and the like. The staff was made up of mostly teenaged girls and older man in his fifties who looked out of place walking up the ransacked aisles trying to pick up after the customers.
He didn't look like management who seemed to have bailed some time ago leaving a bunch of girls holding court at the far end of the outlet. The dressing rooms were at the other end of the store off in an angled corner mostly out of view of the front counter. I got some stares from random women as I walked to the back with my phone to my ear. I found a row of changing rooms with thick creased curation, an industrial version of the ones used for showers.
"Hey, I'm here; where you guys at?" I dialed up Andre.
"AAAAAHHHHH, FUUUUUKKKKK, AWWWNNN, AWWWWWNNNN!!" Andre sounded enraptured along with the seriously audible sounds of the sloppy blowjob he was receiving. Shawnee was obviously going to town on him and there was no doubt about her motivation.
"Concentrate, where are you guys? I'm back here in the dressing rooms."
"AAAWWWW SHIT, HUH-HUH-AWWWN!!" There was some rustling of thick curtains at the furthest cubicle before his hand appeared giving me the thumbs up.
We were essentially alone in the area, but I waited a few minutes as a few hopefully clueless customers filtered out of some dressing rooms. I kept my phone to my ear faking the annoying expression of a partner dragged into a plus sized women's clothing store. When the coast was clear, I stepped in front of the curtain drawing it back just enough to peek inside.
The first thing I saw was Shawnee's mouth stretched obscenely wide around the upper third of Andre's ridiculous circumference. His cock looked fake like a dildo curved at the end some cartoonish representation of the letter J. Shawnee's pudgy hands were positioned at the base and mid-shaft sensually stroking veins onto the loose surface as his uncircumcised member fattened even more.
Her eyes were still puffy from her earlier meltdown, shut tight as she displayed more vigor than I'd ever seen before. The passion was palpable and infective as I sprouted wood just watching. Andre's eyes were tightly shut in symbiosis, mouth agape face glistening with perspiration.
"DAAAAMMMN YOU MAKING IT CUM OUT! AWWW SHIT IT'S CUMMING OUT!!" He didn't notice when I pulled the windbreaker to the side finding the camera still catching everything.
"Dame una buena carga por todo este culo bebé. Quiero que le depiles todo este culo a mami. Mójame, necesito un baño de semen de esta gran polla de culo. Damelo bebe. Quiero una carga, Andre."
Shawnee was making sweet love to her man's cock, kissing it, tapping it on her cheek, slathering saliva all over the underside of his shaft before sucking hard on one of his balls. She took it to the next level sticking her tongue inside the hood covering his crown drawing the loose skin back so tight that the head looked like a serpent's. It disappeared between her lips completely followed by the loudest slurp I'd ever heard.
"BAAA-BEEE!!" Andre groaned.
Shawnee had been sitting on this wooden bench inside the booth. I watched her carefully turn around dress gathered up in her arms revealing her immense panty clad derriere. It looked like she wanted to be taken from behind, but Andre was past the point of no return as torrents, ropes of thick gluey cum began hosing down her covered cheeks. I was in shock, myself known in the past for similar explosions of lust, but this was becoming epic on another level.
The first rope was thicker than the head of his cock shooting straight up her back. It was smart of Shawnee to gather up her dress pulling it far up her back to her armpits as Andre sexually relieved himself in dramatic fashion. I checked the camera happy to find it still operational. I was enthralled too but distracted by some bumping a few feet away. I glanced back finding a fast disappearing head of presumably, an employee. I walked down the aisle getting to the edge of the dressing room area.
"Hey, don't sweat it; come back." Andre surprisingly called after me.
I went back finding him tapping his huge cock on Shawnee's now exposed ass cheeks. Her panties were completely ruined. There was no way Shawnee was walking out of the store wearing underwear that now looked like wet tissue paper. Andre had drawn them down into her deep undercuff. Streaks of cum were running down the back of her thighs pooling into the back of her knees.
"Shit Andre, man you lit her up."
"Uhm yeah, this like my third load; we did it three times already, too." He sheepishly admitted shocking me to my core.
"Fuck." I commented getting some snickering from Shawnee still bent over head between her knees. I was doubly amazed that she was kneeling on top of the wooden bench that should have splintered under her weight.
"Take care of this payaso." Her hand appeared holding a laminated box containing some glossy looking panties. It was obvious she wanted me to replace her soiled underwear.
"Oh, uh yeah I'll get those for you." It was awkward and Andre wasn't making matters any better still rubbing his spunk all over her massive ass. Both of them seemed to be in their own little world.
I nodded, mostly to myself walking to the end of the dressing room alcove out onto the store's floor. There was an obese, angry looking elderly black woman obviously pretending to look at some hanging dresses on a display. Her piercing stare humbled me as I tucked my chin continuing onward. The group of teen girls working the counter were happily engaged in peer commentary and mirth as I approached.
I noticed a couple of Andre's female coworkers hanging out too. One of the girls, this really diminutive sister noticed me scurrying behind a larger companion snickering. This caused the rest of the girls to look at me, all grinning like jackals. I had no choice placing the panties on the counter.
"Okay what do have here? Very good taste you have sir, oh size eighteen, huh?"
The girl ringing me up looked a bit older than her friends. Her nametag read Charity, but she looked like a bitch.
"Yeah can you ring that up please."
"Yes sir, oh you'll be happy to know these pants have a whole lot of give on the elastic waist band." The other girls there burst in half stifled laughter, turning their backs to me when I glared at them.
"THANK-YOU CHARITY! Can we move this along please?"
"Sure, you're in luck because we're having a fire sale. These panties usually go a lot higher, but your cost is a thrifty twelve bucks. So, I'll take about thirty."
"Excuse me? Come again?"
"Thirty dollars to be exact; you're getting the discount and paying a gentleman's NDA for hooking up in our dressing rooms. So, forty now-ten for asking the question or security intervention along with our CCTV footage."
"Keep the change." I plunked a fifty on the counter, biting the knuckle on my other hand.
"Obviously." She pocketed the cash as her friends watched, humorously engaged.
Their uproarious laughter followed me back to the dressing room area where Shawnee swapped out the panties putting her defiled ones in the plastic bag. I offered her backpack and the opportunity to change into regular street clothes, but she pushed it into Andre's arms instead. We both watched her shake and shimmy, squeezing into those XXL panties that seemed a sliver too small.
Shawnee played to the camera drawing them up into her cavernous rear cleavage. I took custody of my camera and harness as the happy couple made out in front of me like nothing else mattered. They were hugged up like drunken lovers leaning into one another as I followed them to the store exit.
"BYE ANDREEEEE!!" All of the girls yelled in unison like we were at a high school pep rally. The walk of shame was all too real, but Shawnee was glowing arm hooked in his, both wedged tightly together. Charity didn't look the least bit amused but waved the fifty dollar bill at me.
"Bitch." Her punchable face reminded me of Gabrielle Union for some reason.
Shawnee's huge derriere continued to draw attention that I more than happy to film with the remaining power in my camera as the couple strolled towards the mall exit and the adjacent parking lot. Her behavior and continuous PDA and open groping of Andre spoke to the visual trauma I'd inadvertently inflicted on Shawnee by introducing her to Rashida Sikes in person.
The inherent animosity between them caught me off guard akin to the relationship between snake and mongoose. I'd have to figure out which was which in the coming days, but now I was intent on stockpiling footage of both for my website. Walking a foot or so behind the couple, I was able to catch a few fleeting glimpses of her glossy black panties taut across cheeks bigger than my torso. I wondered if she hadn't drawn her dress up a bit for the camera.
Shawnee was putting way too much in her step letting her cheeks bounce wildly unlike the plodding steady gate she used earlier. Their fingers were interlocked, the couple happily talking about everything under the sun forgetting my presence as well. Out in the deep parking lot, Andre let his hands do the walking, palming, and grabbing handfuls of meat that dwarfed my own regular mitts.
As we got deep between the cars, Shawnee surprised me by raising the hem of her dress allowing me to get some great shots of her panty clad butt outside. Once or twice she acknowledged me with a smirking stare over her shoulder. It seemed the meeting with Chi Town Thunda unlocked something hidden inside as she also grabbed a chubby handful of Andre's butt making the tall simpleton jump. This led to them pressed against the driver's side of her car making out, hard.
"Wow, you two probably should get a room." Shawnee broke the kiss, her arms wrapped around his waist as she looked at me smiling. Her expression was somewhat frayed and emotional, eyes still puffy.
"Don't you ever fuck with me again, alright?"
"I apologized; she wasn't supposed to be here Shawnee."
"You didn't have to bring her over."
"Yeah, sorry again; but we good, right?" Her passenger side window was partially down. Shawnee tossed the keys into the window.
"Hold that thought, I gotta find my keys." She opened the door kneeling across both seats on her knees making the car rock under her weight for a few seconds.
Andre exchanged glances with me, both of us befuddled.
I nudged him with my elbow drawing his attention down to Shawnee's mountainous exposed cheeks. Those glossy panties caught the approaching dusk sunlight perfectly drawn deep into the crack of her butt like bikini bottoms. He didn't waste any time fishing out his cock as Shawnee rewarded us with an extra scene on the spot.
It seemed she was finding her inner exhibitionist as he stabbed into her with animalistic vigor. I knew she had a shallow cunt, but you couldn't tell from the angle as her wealth of rear meat completely hid his third leg. I regretted removing the chest harness angling inward until I opted to give him the camera directing his hand positioning.
She was beyond wet resulting in these audible, sloppy claps of her cheeks on his girth. Even from my vantage point, the view was incredible as Ms. WTF added to the street cred I was going to build for her online. They were moaning and making so much noise that I was obliged to go on the move walking around the neighboring cars on lookout.
The whole affair left me anxious and a bit heady patrolling the tight radius just outside of two people hooking up in the worst way. Shawnee's Volkswagen bounced and squeaked as Andre did his best to beat her back out in public. I noticed a full nuclear family coming up the lane strollers and all quickly retreating back finding the lovers way ahead of me standing upright. Shawnee even waved at one of the kids as they passed by while the father gave me the stink eye. I turned back looking sharply at her flushed face.
I realized after they passed, Andre's hands were under Shawnee's dress digging into her panties. I leaned over looking through my passenger side window finding out what was happening. Andre was jilling Shawnee off from the other side of the car. I gave them an all clear allowing him to raise her dress higher giving her more back shots as I got some coverage from the opposite side of the window. Dude was giving her wrecking ball strikes trying to get off quickly as Shawnee half laughed rolling my window down.
"Bet you wanna stick your dick in my mouth, huh?" She taunted.
"I'll take a raincheck."
"Mierda de pollo, hijo de puta, luego mira con una polla dura, perra!!" Her butt was visible from my vantage point rising over her shoulders as Andre gave it to her.
"English."
"Fuck you." She giggled before going into a shivering fit. I guess it was easy for her boyfriend to hit all the right spots all things considered.
"HUH-HUMMPHFFF, HEY IMMA BOUT TO GUH-GUH-GOOO!!" The beetle was rocking in my direction from their combined weight as he got ready to cum.
"Pull'em to the side!" Shawnee blurted out as I managed to get around the back of the car in time.
Andre yanked up on the right side of those black glossy panties exposing one full cheek. It was like looking at a enormous, fleshy olive colored egg as streams of milky cum blasted it in nearly unrelenting waves creating a glazed mess. Shawnee added a little extra with a pop of her hips, going into a subdued twerk that was still quite audible. Andre was trashed and addled out of his gourd as his girlfriend peered over her driver's seat out the tiny back window.
"Oh!"
"Oh, mierda, la cagamos." She cupped a hand over her mouth chuckling into it as she retrieved her car keys. Andre looked over my shoulder and I followed suite.
"English goddamit, uhm oh shit."
Shawnee stood upright as Andre partly shielded her exposed butt from view. All of us found ourselves looking at the same woman Ms. WTF and myself encountered hours earlier when we first arrived. She was not pleased in the least, but her husband looked secretly stoked at catching the tail end of our shoot.
"YOU NEED JESUS IN YOUR LIFE, DAMN FREAKS!!"
She roughly shoved her husband forward with a caveman's sense of ownership as Shawnee burst into laughter. Andre facepalmed as I realized I'd filmed that exchange as well. My renewed starlet had overcome an obstacle in my opinion as she wantonly made out with Andre.
"Can we go now?" I asked humbly. Both of them stopped making out, staring glibly at my face.
"Sure." Andre handed me the small camera, side eyeing his girlfriend.
I was left in the parking lot. Shawnee did have hard feelings after all.
**********************************************************************************************************
Forty five minutes later I was trudging across my cousin's lawn, camera bag in tow. I'd had the misfortune of forgetting to charge my phone finding out that it was out of service. So, I was obliged to use public transportation which wasn't a problem other than travelling through some seriously rough neighborhoods to make a five block walk to Jaquan's house.



At this point I just wanted to crash and watch some television, but my phone lit up with messages in the double digits, half of them from Yoli of all people. She was probably looking for a hookup , but I wanted a break from female drama. I scored some leftover barbecue and a few canned sodas settling in for a superhero flick when someone started rapping on the reinforced screen door with enough force startling me.
"WHO IS IT?!!" I yelled just out of view of the half open front door. Luckily, I'd locked the screen door remaining instinctually vigilant after entering the house.
"YOU OPEN THE DOOR AKATA; I AM HERE TO SPEAK WITH JAQUAN!!" I was surprised I recognized the voice of my cousin's last conquest. I walked to the edge of the short stairwell leading down to the front side door.
"Akemi?" I peered cautiously around the edge of the dining room finding her on the other side of the screen door.
It was just after dusk, and really dark outside. Suffice it to say, I'm ashamed to admit that Akemi's features were obliterated, merging with the evening darkness. She was wearing this angelically white kimono styled boho top and some really tiny booty shorts that were candy apple red.
"AKATA, DUMB BOY; YOU OPEN THE DOOR THIS INSTANT!!" Akemi was beyond indignant banging on the door like her life depended on it.
"Jaquan is not here." I stepped out in full view of the screen door.
"YOU ARE MENTALLY IMPAIRED, GET DOWN HERE AND UNLOCK THIS DOOR!!" She demanded.
I walked down the short stairwell noticing that her eyes bore into me as she waited to be let inside. Luckily, my cousin was across town with esteemed baby mama number two. Part of me wanted to find out what was going on during my day long excursion about town. The moment I clicked the lock on the screen door, Akemi shoved me aside with a swipe of her arm running up the stairs into the living room.
"JAQUAN?!! JAQUAN, WHERE ARE YOU?!! I TALKING TO YOU NEEE-GAAA!!" Her accent was molasses thick as she disappeared into his bedroom returning seconds later glaring at me.
"He's not here Akemi." I took a seat on the couch, casually reclining.
"WHERE HAS HE GONE?!! Her hands were on her hips as she pivoted about walking into the kitchen like a runway model. I guess she thought he might be hiding in the kitchen or something as I was stricken with an acute case of Deja' Vu.
"He's not here; geez, haven't you heard a word I've said? I let you in out of courtesy because you're his little friend."
"Little friend?"
"Yeah."
"LITTLE FRIEND, IS THAT HOW YOU SPEAK TO ME, EH DOM FOK?!!" If I wasn't mistaken, I believed she called me a quote, unquote "dumb fuck."
"Excuse you?!! I think you should kick rocks baby." I folded my arms across my chest making a gesture towards the door, brow furrowed. Akemi wasn't having it, bending at a ninety degree angle pointer finger inches from my face.
"I-AM NOT YOUR BABY; I WILL HAVE JAQUAN SMASH YOUR HEAD DOM FOK!!"
"Sure whatever you say; please leave now." I didn't care in the least knowing where my cousin was. Jaquan definitely didn't care either.
"Oh, so you act to have no fear akata? I will tell him to kick off in your ass and Jaquan will do it!! He will do it because he love me!! Oh you think that because you are family with him, that he will deny my request, eh?!! I have control over him, you do not understand!!"
I was truly tired of her bullshit resting my cheek on my fist fake yawning as she spoke before delivering the burn.
"Oh yeah Akemi; if that's true, where is he right now?" Akemi righted herself considering what was asked.
"I will speak with him; there are things we must talk about."
"With all due respect, that's none of my business and if that's true, then you would know where he was right at this moment. I'm guessing he probably ghosted you, right?" It took a few moments for my words to sink into her entitled psyche.
"He love me." She was telling herself more than making it a declarative statement.
"Keep it 100, he dumped you."
"No!"
"Yes he did, you got dumped; fuck, I bet he even called you up, probably yesterday and told you that Akemi." Her brow furrowed; nostrils flared as her cheeks puffed up. I wasn't done sticking the knife into her ego having had good practice earlier with my two starlets.
"That's why you're over here right now, ain't it? You're here to whip that motherland pussy on my cousin, but he don't care. Akemi, there will be other guys, okay baby?" I ramped up the douche factor to a thousand.
The pancake slap that followed, wasn't exactly unexpected. It still hurt, a lot.
"I DO NOT CARE WHAT YOU SAY DOM FOK AKATA!! I-AM-NOT DUMPED, I DO NOT CARE IF THAT NEEE-GAAA AKATA CALL AND TELL ME WE OVER!! HE WILL CRY FOR THIS PUSSY AKATA!!" Akemi ranted as I favored my cheek.
"Yeah whatever, I'm sure he's gonna get over it. Would you leave now?" Despite being slapped, I was smiling.
"Who is there beside me?"
"Ask him yourself; or is he ignoring your calls too?" She stood there silent for a few moments.
"DOM FOK!!" Akemi stormed out slamming the heavy screen door behind herself.
Comedically she was still doing that sort of runway walk as she left. I got a fleeting glimpse of her juicy bubbled butt, protruding apple cheeks and all. I scoffed before closing the door redoubling the lock. I finally had that meal and passed out a third of the way into my movie night.
*********************************************************************************************************
"Yeah, what?" I was awakened in the darkness of my living room to hear weeping on the other end of the line.
"Do you still hate me?"
"Yoli?"
"I was calling all day and you ignored me; I'm sorry about everything. I'll do anything to make it up to you, but you won't give me a chance. I texted you and texted you, but you wouldn't even message me back. Just tell me what I have to do. That's all I'm asking." My head was still full of cobwebs, but I knew a shit show when I heard one.
"I was out doing some work, I forgot to charge my phone and passed out on the couch." I replied monotone devoid of any emotion, still gauging the situation.
There was a long pause on the other end of the line.
"We can be friends with benefits, can't we?"
"Aren't we that already?" I coughed a bit sitting up on the couch as some news program played on the television. The clock read three in the morning as some weird sounding moans and whispers emanated from the other side of my android.
The silence continued, but I could hear her breathing hard.
"Yoli, you there?"
"Oh yeah I'm here, I thought you were gonna say something else. I was waiting for you to finish because I want to make sure I hear everything you have to say. I'm not rude and I don't talk over people because that's wrong. I mean, you can always call me any time, no matter what. I like talking to you. I like making you happy, but I guess I screwed that up because I'm a piece of shit. But it's okay because I'll do whatever you want. I-mean it."
"Yoli, it's three in the morning."
"Uhm, yeah sorry about being a psycho; I-I mean I'm pretty normal and everything. It's just that I was kind of hoping for a little..."
"What?"
"I was hoping uhm, that we could kind of get together. You know, like last time."
"OH, UH WOW!" She seemed to like hearing my perked up reaction, but I was still pretty much drained from the day prior. I could hear her muted, airheaded chuckle likely stifled with a hand covering her mouth.
"You didn't pick up, and I was calling all night hoping for a little. I even put on something special for you."
"Really?"
Seconds later I received a pic on my phone. Yoli was wearing a sheer white teddy keeling upright in what I assumed was her bedroom. She'd changed her hairstyle into a curly light brown mane with light streaks professionally made up looking like a treat. She looked fucking amazing and I popped serious wood from staring at the photo alone.
"Yoli?"
"Yes?"
"Fuck me, get over here bitch." She laughed gregariously hanging up in my face.
Despite my excitement, I passed out again for an indeterminate amount of time.
I don't know how long I was out, but my phone poked me out of a deep slumber again as I unconsciously answered it, drool on my bottom lip.
"YUH?"
"I'M COMING UP THE STREET AND I'M GONNA JUST START DOING IT AS SOON AS I SEE YOU!! IS THAT OKAY?!!" Yoli sounded euphoric, so happy that I was caught up in her wake frantically yanking my pants and underwear off. I half tripped going down the short stairwell unlocking the main and screen doors.
"ALRIGHT, DOOR'S UNLOCKED; FUCKING DO IT YOLI!!" My cock was so hard that it was pointing out from my body in a horizontal line. It was already pulsing at the sound of her voice. Later I'd chalk my situation up to a whole day prior of filming people having sex with no release of my own.
"YEEEAAAHHH, I'M A FUCK YOU SOOO HARD!!" Yoli screamed back, so happy that she sounded like she was bouncing off the walls of her Uber. I could've swore I heard the driver admonish her as I excitedly ran back up the stairs sitting on the couch at an angle with my cock pointed at the door like a rapier. I was actually giddy as fuck.
Yoli snatched the door open looking at me with sex crazed eyes and a wide open mouthed grin as her hair caught the subtle breeze just outside. She came in with nothing covering her body except a fuzzy, beige peacoat that looked too big for her lithe frame but came down just enough to cover her sex and the top of her thighs. Seeing me there in nothing but a t-shirt I was too lazy to take off, set her off visibly trembling with lust. She popped a button dropping the cumbersome coat from her shoulders to the floor at the bottom of the stairwell.
My tumescence reacted pulsing so tight that precum began running freely from my crown.
Yoli's one piece teddy fit like a competitive swim suit but was nigh invisible in the front putting everything on exciting display. Her small sloping breasts were encased in an underwire which molded them into dual tear drops of enticing flesh over her picture perfect bikini abs. The angelically white lingerie appeared painted on her long sleek figure. It had the added effect of accentuating her wide hips and impossibly long model's legs to an unheard of degree almost making me handle myself.
"That's just how I like it, ready for me, huh baby?" She was gasping, almost hyperventilating as excited as I was, maybe more so in retrospect.
She walked up the stairs doing her own runway style walk irony not lost on me after that visit from Akemi. Yoli stopped at the very edge of the steps running a few fingers through the hair on the left side of her head, smiling wholly encouraged. She strode over in two steps raising her right leg planting it outside my left thigh. She'd completed her ensemble with a pair of white stiletto heels.
I wondered for an instant if she wanted me to remove the presented shoe when she suddenly withdrew her leg turning on a dime. Yoli faced away from me towards the front door at the bottom of the short stoop. This steaming hot yellow bone knew exactly what I wanted to see; we were well acquainted at this point.
Yoli stood there letting me take it in for a few seconds before covertly popping the clasp beneath her thighs. The tightly drawn material popped free with a rubbery elasticity that surprised me. Her heart shaped butt flopped free with a pronounced clap of her dueling cheeks. It became apparent that she was softly twerking with minimal movement of her thighs.
Yoli glanced back over her shoulder with a self-assured smile. We both knew how proficient she was at pleasing a man as she turned placing her foot on the couch beside my thigh. Her muff was freshly shaven and wet looking. I timidly raised a finger running it along her slit making Yoli's eyes flutter.
"UHHH-OOHHH!!"
Yoli caught me off guard turning a cartwheel ending up headfirst in my lap upside down. Her muff was right under my nose bordered by her heart shaped cheeks as those long legs closed on either side of my head. Her inner thighs cushioned my face on either side of my head drawing me into her cunt. She swallowed me whole from stem to base and it felt heavenly. Yoli's knees bent right behind my skull prodding me into her snatch.
I wrapped my arms around her waist going down on her with feverish passion. Her head bobbed in my lap while she vacuum sucked me with absolutely no gag reflex. I leaned at an angle giving her some relief still upside down allowing her to handle and massage my balls. This gave me license to squeeze and fondle her buttocks to my heart's content.
We went at it for a while, a literal figure eight of undulating bodies passionately pleasing one another. Yoli went sloppy with copious amounts of saliva mixed with my precum. Her breathy moans and sighs enhanced everything as we got into one another to the exclusion of all else. Her clit became a plaything that I licked and teased mercilessly alternately sucking on it making her squirm. Yoli never seemed to relent letting me remain balls deep in her gullet. My lower back arched up humping her mouth finding no resistance as she breathed through her nose.
I could feel myself about to cum but couldn't bring myself to break away. Instead, I redoubled my efforts on her juicy peach eating a decadent late night meal.
My hips shot up off the couch ramming my endowment into her mouth as I lost control. Several ropes of cum filled her maw in eye watering reams of pleasure. Yoli never let up, vacuuming her cheeks as hard as she could creating a sustained suction until my arms flopped at my sides conceding defeat. Her long legs released my head as my glistening member slid out of her mouth.
Yoli righted herself in with impressive athletic flair sitting beside me as she cupped a hand under her mouth. The nasty yellow bone retained my seed wanting me to see her swallow it. After gulping it down, Yoli effortlessly slid between my legs taking me whole again, bobbing and twisting her head in my crotch until I was fit to be tied.
"COME HERE GODDAMITT!!" She happily shrieked as I snatched her thin body up, roughly tossing her on her back looking up into my crazed face.
My balls slammed into the outside of her slit as I slid inside deep with almost no friction. Yoli was beyond wet with visible cream churned and splashed about as I hooked her long legs over my shoulders. With one foot planted flat on the floor, I went into a hovering fetal position cradling her flexible body under my own.
My cock stabbed into her relentlessly while I grunted like a Neanderthal with each plunging intrusion. Yoli let out a yelp of pain and pleasure matching my cadence audibly. Her pussy got even wetter, a stream of liquid lust running down the crack of her big floppy ass.
"FAAWK!! FAAWK!! FAAWK!! FAAWK!! FAAWK!! I WANNA DIE ON YOUR FUCKING DICK!!" Yoli's hips bucked upward into my thrusts taking everything I had to give euphorically.
"HARDER!! FUCK ME HARDER!! PLEEEEASE HURT MEEEE WITH YOUR COCK!!"The hysterics continued and could probably be heard several door over, but we had no fucks to give. We were enjoying one another to the fullest.
"YEEEEHHH, YEEEAHHHH, YAAAAAHHHHH!! AWWWWWW FUUUUHHH, FAAWWWKK!!" Something shattered deep inside her as she wrapped her arms around me in what I thought was a death grip screaming as Yoli clawed my back into raw meat.
Her box rose into my thrusting pelvis leaving it nowhere to go, even moving with me when I tried a circular motion. We'd become animals in the basest of terms, violently mating caring little about the world around us. Using that dexterity, Yoli ended upside down again with her head level with her shoulders as I plunged her out, thighs embarrassingly quivering. The tremors proved contagious as I nearly had a seizure from over exertion with this hell cat, almost unwilling to pull out.
"DO IT, I WANT YOU TO DO IT ALL OVER MEEE!! MESS ME UP AND THEN DO IT SOME MORE!!" Ever sexually adept, Yoli popped her hips sharply dislodging my cock which started erupting jizz on command.
She was still head over heels literally with my nails digging into her thighs while the underside of my cock sawed her puffy slit. Yoli appeared enraptured mauling her own breasts as my spunk spoiled everything.
"Shit, that was...something." I commented, still sexually wired. I released Yoli's thighs flopping down beside her as she righted herself.
"I've been waiting for that all day." She admitted.
"Me too."
"Go again?"
"Huh, what?" Yoli used a finger to draw down the cup hiding her breast revealing the pointy nipple underneath. She raised an eyebrow with a Cheshire cat's smile.
********************************************************************************************************
My fingers reacted instinctually contracting around a pillowy softness. Something between my digits malleable conforming spilling between all five as I squeezed unintentionally hard. Its earthen warmth was intoxicating prompting me to grab more feeling a dampness at my fingertips. My full palm found this sort of watery softness that shifted shape within my grasp as I delved into more of a growing wetness.
The ends of my fingers encountered these defined grooves that invited even more exploration sinking deeper to the knuckles. There was a pressure enveloping my invading fingers, almost devouring them. Still, I forged ahead feeding this narrow opening as the underside of my fingers rubbed along each of those acute grooves. My fingers were suddenly inundated with a gooey wetness as her lips pressed against mine.
"I know you're awake, open those pretty brown eyes." Yoli's face came into view directly above mine framed by her hair which provided a sort of intimate curtain between us.
"Uh oh, good morning Yoli." We were both nude, her body half draped across mine with her fuzzy beige peacoat used as a blanket over our torsos.
My opening eyes were taken as acquiescence as she began making out with me, morning breath be damned. I was fondling alternately fingering her in my sleep to some extent. This may have been facilitated by her right hand which was closed in a tender fist around my shaft, softly stroking me to full hardness. Just hours earlier before dawn, we'd fucked ourselves to oblivion.
Yoli had me fully erect in the most casual manner as she used her tongue to frame my lips before suckling the bottom one. She became more animated using her left leg to rub my thighs and the underside of my balls. She went with a sweeping motion of that one long leg starting to push her hips towards me. Yoli was humping my right side as she got her perv on shamelessly.
"I think we both know where this is going." I half yawned, as Yoli added a twisting motion jerking me harder.
"I was going to take it, if you didn't open your eyes right now."
"Are you serious?"
Yoli slithered across my body as I felt myself enter her honey laden confines, spreading her legs keeping both of us covered under her coat. Her dexterity and feline control over her body was something to behold as she slid down until my balls were cradled by her soft, floppy cheeks.
Her arms went about my neck, hands gripping the opposite fronts of her elbows leaving my head propped up so that we could make out. My head was positioned at a forty five degree angle allowing her to hungrily kiss me as she began grinding me up in her box. This was slow, methodical, and infinitely passionate. Naturally, my hands were full of her heart shaped butt and Yoli would have it no other way.
"Would you press charges if I took what I wanted?" Yoli asked, the question ending in a sustained moan.
"Nah, I think you'd be too happy in jail with a bunch of studs around."



"There are worse ways to spend a weekend, but first you're gonna fill my cup." She emphasized her words with these deep arching strokes into my pelvis.
"I don't know about that."
"I'm safe, you can feel the implant under my skin if you want." She motioned towards her inner right bicep revealing a stick like discoloration.
"Oh, I uhm, never thought to ask."
"Maybe you should've, instead of telling your cousin that I burned you." There was no anger or malice in her voice, just her lazy cadence and unnatural calm juxtaposed by her sawing hips. Yoli was getting her freak on with nothing held back.
"Uh, shit."
"He threatened me, told me to stay away from you. Jaquan called me up talking a mouthful before I realized what you'd done. He was being so mean that I just let it fly; but I went and got myself checked out, well because you know?"
"So, you ain't mad?"
Yoli tightened her grasp around my neck losing herself as her big, floppy butt clapped and grinded into me with unbridled fervor. It was all I could do other than hold on for dear life taking a pounding. On each inward stroke of her hips, Yoli would remain still in these prolonged intervals trembling a little before going loose popping her hips wildly.
My hands were full of golden hued flesh that defied my attempts to control it, almost immaterial in my grasp. I loved this undisciplined part of her lithe, athletic body. Her pointy nips poked into my chest as she molded her body to mine going into overdrive. Her mouth covered my own, muffling her own yelps and mounting screams.
"UH-UH-UHHHHHHHH, YOOOL-LEEEEEEE IT'S CUMMING OUT, CUH!! CUMMIN SO HARD!!" Yoli intrinsically sensed the exact moment of my climax arching deep into my pelvis, grinding her mound and holding. Her body tensed up like never before, limbs locked as I exploded inside losing control squirming underneath. I was a wet fish of movement while she remained rigid soaking up everything I had. Throughout my climax, Yoli's lips were locked with mine, tongue swirling in my mouth.
I'm ashamed to admit that I clawed up her buttocks.
Finally my body flopped down flat on the couch, hands wearily falling away from her butt.
"How do you do that?:" I asked weary.
"What?"
"How do you know the moment I'm gonna cum? How do you know when I'm done?" Yoli propped her chin up resting it on her fist on my pecs, staring at my face smiling.
"You make this face; I think it's cute. You always start squinting, there's these lines at the edge of your nose, the corners of your mouth when you're gonna cum. The other part's easy; you stop squeezing my ass." We both blurted out laughing in fits and stops as she leaned down hugging me tight.
"You got me there baby." I casually fondled one of her scratched up ass cheeks as she planted a few rabbit kisses on my cheek.
"I wish I was good; wish we could be." She whispered in my ear.
"Yoli?"
"Just admitting how much I fucked up; I messed it up fucking your cousin and you can't see me how I want. We're so good together, but I can't have you and I'm gonna be sorry for the rest of my life. The most I can hope for is that you'll always use me for sex."
"Things change."
"Not this; I won't let it because it's what I deserve. I'm a shitty person for what I've done, and I don't deserve any forgiveness. Obviously, I've got issues, huh?" Yoli didn't look at my face opting to keep her face buried into my right shoulder.
"Wanna tell me about it?"
"Not particularly; you'll run away and never come back."
"Try me." I was scared.
"No, I want you to fuck me some more; I like the way you feel. I love your smell and I want you to keep me full of your cum. I'm fixed and I hope you don't think I'm disgusting for admitting that. Just, be patient with me sometimes because I get a little weird when I like somebody."
"Police involvement weird?"
"Not yet, just super needy; I couldn't stop crying yesterday when you didn't text me back, couldn't stop blowing up your phone. I'm a piece of shit, we aren't together; I'm a jump off and that's okay if we can keep doing this."
"I don't know what to say to that."
"You don't ever have to say anything about it; but if you change your mind, I'll try to understand." She looked up at my profile gauging my reaction, bottom lip slightly quivering.
"We don't have to talk about that."
"Sorry for the honesty; maybe you can fuck me some more to cover it up." Yoli offered.
We remained interlocked for another hour and a half enjoying the feel of one another's skin dozing off for a while before my ringing phone alerted us. I let it ring for a while considering letting the call go to voice mail, but Yoli got up annoyed at the incessant ringing. Her body looked incredible lit by the morning glare of the sun; horizontal patterns played across her figure from the venetian blinds on the window. Yoli stared at the face of my phone, her expression going static as she turned.
"Rashida's calling you?"
"Oh yeah, we're supposed to do something today." I scratched my head reaching out for my phone. Yoli surprised me by disconnecting the call.
"Did you fuck her?"
"Yeah."
"Figures." Her face drained of emotion, brow furrowing giving me a first look at the easygoing yellow bone's demeanor when angered.
"It was for her site, Yoli." I trickle truthed omitting the fun we'd had that day. Yoli was right about us not being an item, but her face made me feel uncomfortable.
"Sure."
The phone started ringing incessantly prodding her to hand it to me without further malice. We exchanged glances for a few moments before she retreated to the bathroom slamming the door. The echo remained as I answered Rashida's call.
"What's up?"
"Hey, you ducking me?"
"No, and why're you calling me up this early in the morning?"
"NIGGA ITS TWELVE OCLOCK!!" Rashida yelled into the phone giving me a wincing seconds long migraine. A nearby clock validated her statement as the shower went full blast next room over.
"Stop calling me that slur."
"You want me to say that dumbass name; or are we not filming anything today? I do believe you told me to hang back yesterday because we were shooting today, right? Your chubby chipmunk still up in her feelings, or what?!"
"Cut it out; you didn't have to floss so hard yesterday. Shawnee didn't wanna come out the ladies room after you guys faced off."
"REALLY; THAT BITCH SOBBING?!!" I facepalmed realizing that I'd boosted her ego.
"Forget I said that."
"She scared I'll take her man, huh?"
"That's not happening."
"OH YEAH, HOW'S THAT?!!" I resolved to knock her down a peg or two as the shower raged on in the next room. I was preoccupied with Yoli, and an egomaniac was blowing up my phone.
"I'll be down there, alright?"
"Bring me that pretty nigga; I don't care about your fat chipmunk girl."
"NOT HAPPENING!"
"Later." I hung up knowing a storm was brewing.
There was no way I was getting out of this one without Renee's help. I figured that I'd appeal to her better nature due to the Jaquan situation. She'd be able to understand more than anyone else. I felt someone loitering in my peripheral vision.
It was Yoli.
"Uhm, so you're gonna go fuck Rashida?" She looked pensive wrapped in a bath towel; arms folded biting the nail on her pointer finger.
"Come over here and sit down."
This non answer didn't sit well with Yoli who began bouncing on the balls of her feet for a few seconds before retreating to the bathroom again, slamming the door. I got up taking the initiative shoving the door open finding a nude Yoli fishing around in the clothes hamper finding one of Jaquan's t-shirts slipping it over her body. She didn't look at me, instead sitting on the edge of the tub, shoulders slouched. Yoli stared down at her own bare feet turned inward towards each other.
"So uhm, I'm getting trashed; tossed away like nothing for Rashida's big ass, huh?"
"No, you don't understand; it was just for the site. It's about money doing uhm, stuff." My explanation sounded shitty, even to me.
"But you liked it, didn't you; you know, that big fat ass. It's what all the guys like, the brothers you know? When I was uh, going to private school I really didn't see a lot of brothers around. Funny, no one ever talked about me or sweated me like Rashida every time she walks down the street and the white boys said I had a sloppy looking ass. In the hood, I don't measure up and now you're gonna throw me away."
I stepped into the bathroom sitting on the toilet.
"You knew what I was doing, or did you forget? Don't act like you didn't know Renee wasn't trying to get us together either. If I were throwing you away, why would I have called you the past two nights, huh?"
"Free pussy."
"But I already fucked Rashida for a scene for my page; if I was so into her, why did I call you, Yoli?"
"Free pussy, no strings attached." I rubbed my temple staring at her recognizing that she was trying to gaslight me but still wanting to hash it out.
"Yoli, I've been with several women, alright? This thing started with a girl talking me into doing a sex tape so that she could stick it to her mother and now, it ended up like this. You knew this when I came to the shop, so what's up?"
"Did you have to fuck Rashida?"
"Why, you don't care about the others? What about Renee; didn't you give up your job to fuck her? Didn't you fuck my cousin because of Renee? What makes Rashida any different?" Her shoulders stiffened up at the mention of Renee's righthand.
"Karma is a bitch."
"Huh?"
"Yeah guess I deserve what I get for fucking your cousin; big hypocrite here!! What am I getting upset about; we're kind of pornographers, aren't we? I did stuff for you too; but you gotta get them all, huh? Probably loved getting behind her and tapping that shit, right?"
"Fuck it then Yoli!"
I got up going back into the living room noticing her lingerie on the floor next to the couch. She was on me in a second wrapping her arms around me from the back, tight. Her face was pressed into me as she stifled some tears.
"Hey, I'm good and everything, alright? I just got things all twisted up in my head so don't think I'm jealous or nothing. It's cool, I'm okay about-UHM, ALL THOSE GIRLS YOU FUCKED!! ...even her, so don't put me in the garbage. Please don't throw me away." She was crying into my back. I turned around finding her rigid, shoulders slumped still looking at her feet. I cupped her chin raising her face so that I could look into her eyes.
"Tell me what you want."
"Hey, I ain't got no problem, okay? I just want you to be happy." Yoli sniffled grabbing both of my hands raising them to her lips.
"Yoli."
"I'm gonna get a car and uhm, go home. Maybe we should take a little break tonight, but if you call, I'll be here to sleep with you. You do, you okay? I'm gonna get myself good, and uh get a job to keep busy. Hey, a girl can't live off her parents forever, right?" She gathered up her lingerie balling it up stuffing it into the pocket of her peacoat before picking up her shoes leaning against the wall.
"Wanna hang out?" I offered feeling low as she texted up an uber. The coat covered enough of her body that it wouldn't be apparent that she was clad only in my cousin's t-shirt.
"You're busy; but I don't mind a quickie." She looked up wiping away an errant tear running down her cheek. Yoli mounted my cousin's poor couch on her knees with her elbows resting on the back. She glanced over her shoulder expectantly.
"I don't know about that."
"Now we both know that's a lie; give a girl one for the road." She'd gathered up the coat and t-shirt exposing everything from the middle of her back to her bare feet.
*********************************************************************************************************
It was close to three in the afternoon by the time I made it to Renee's salon. I'd taken the better part of the day cleaning my cousin's house, doing a little editing, and seriously wiping down and disinfecting his couch. I thought about texting Yoli but felt conflicted knowing that I'd fallen into a trap of sorts. She'd given me a shit test which I managed to side step mostly by remembering that she fucked my cousin.
I came to the realization that excuse was getting more flimsy every time we slept together. There was no doubt we clicked sexually, but she was wholly untrustworthy and underneath it all, I was still a nice guy. She seemed more upset than anything that I'd slept with Rashida above all else. The harsh treatment directed her way meant nothing in the scheme of things as I approached Renee's business halting in my tracks.
"Fuck." Images of my degradation at the hands of Renee Kelly popped into my mind. I worried that Renee and company would be waiting for me to enter so they could have a good laugh about making me shit my pants.
I crept close to the edge of the building peeking into the window finding a full house and more than enough familiar faces. They probably had another bet going about one thing or another as I texted Rashida to meet me in the break room. I walked around the side of the building with the intent of going into the rear entrance of her shop.
"Where are you going?" I was halfway down the side alley when Renee appeared.
"Whoa."
It was like looking at a stranger seeing Renee standing there looking at me. Her hair flowed over her shoulders, similar to this cartoon character Jessica Rabbit for lack of a better description. The smoky eyeshadow remained a part of her revamped look along with the darkened lipstick. A black racer's collared shirt covered her chest.
There were black and white checkers running up the sides to her armpits matching the pattern on her collar. A pair of black tye dye calf length leggings were literally painted onto her thick gams with tasseled crew socks and her favored shell toe adidas completing the look. It still felt like looking at a stranger.
"Come here to me." She was holding a curling iron, but I didn't feel threatened, just intimidated. I backed up stopping a foot short of Renee.
"I was going into your breakroom."
"I know, but I want to talk to you first." There was something off putting in her voice that threw me off as she closed the distance.
"What's up?"
"I gave you food poisoning; I did it all by myself because I wanted to teach you a lesson for fucking with my best friend."
"Ancient history."
"No, I want you to understand me; I fucked with you, embarrassed you on purpose and laughed about it." Renee edged closer looking up into my face. I couldn't read the expression on her face as she favored the curling iron.
"You want me to be mad?"
"No, I want you to be informed; and I also wanted to let you know that I'm aware of the shit that went down at the mall yesterday. Man, you're really gonna go with the Biggie, Tupac shit, huh?"
"Yeah, but I gotta admit it went too well; now both of them really are enemies." I admitted expecting her anger.
"I like it."
"You do?"
"Of course, Rashida's been running off at the mouth all day about running your chipmunk bitch into the women's bathroom at the mall. Can't get her to shut up about it; I haven't seen her like this in a long time. So, what's your next move?"
"Finishing the website, getting a host server for it and uhm, stockpiling content. Oh yeah, I've got two killer trailers coming up from the mall and uh, Rashida's getting an extra social media page along with Shawnee so the animosity can continue. I need to get some footage of her talking shit today."
"Are you gonna fuck her?"
"I don't think so."
"So you're mad even though I told you I did that shit to you, huh? You can't suck it up and get the bag for us? Did I make a mistake giving you that laptop?"
"No, not at all Renee; I know what I have to do and I'm eventually gonna put another scene together, but it's gotta be different than what we've already shot. I've got a real golden champ vs. scrappy underdog thing with Rashida and Shawnee. Her stuff has to be glossy and cutting edge, while Shawnee is the street challenger. Sounds stupid, right?"
"I don't think you feel that way; what I do think, is that you're being a tad bit patronizing. Don't fuck with me, I know you like the back of my hand now. You're already committed but feel the need to make me think I'm involved in your fucking creative process."
"What's going on here?"
"I think you know."
"I don't know anything; maybe you should enlighten me Renee." She quickly placed the curling iron around my neck letting it hang there as she took my wrist, turning my left palm upwards so that she could look at it.
"Did you fuck Yoli again, last night?"
"Yes." I didn't lie.
"Do you wanna fuck me?"
"Yes."
"Tell me what're the odds of that happening if you're gonna keep being Jaquan's garbage man? Do you remember what I told you would happen if you proved yourself to me? Proved you could be a REAL MAN, instead of my number one fucking fan, huh?"
"I remember."
"I know you do." Renee relieved me of the camera bag and her curling iron, slinging it over her shoulder backing away. Throughout the whole diatribe, her expression never changed.
"Are we good; I think you should tell me instead of this passive aggressive shit."
"I like stability, I like controlling my own space because I need security and you've been too much of a fan. All the pussy I got you, and you're still thinking like a kid. Passive aggression is good when I caught that yellow bitch walking out of Mintzy's store with Jaquan's shirt on her bony ass. Go over there and get his property back, then take it to him upstairs."
"Renee?" I stopped short of explaining things.
"Come down and do your thing with Rashida after you've done what I said. I'm not taking anything away from you; and that reward is still on the table. Is that enough incentive to keep those tears at bay, huh?"
"Sure."
I was at once hurt and livid wishing she were a guy so that I could flatten her nose. That thought gave me pause knowing that she really wanted me to explain things to Jaquan. I wondered if it were some sort of ambush to punish me for sleeping with Yoli again.
"Do what I told you." I gritted my teeth stomping by her averting my eyes.
There was no way she didn't know how pissed off I'd become. Her sharp tongue coupled with the toxic infantilization lit a fire in my chest as I stormed across the street to Yoli's building. Renee was playing basketball with my ego like Kobe Bryant and winning like the boss we both knew she was.
I was almost frothing at the mouth as I reached the gate ready to throw a haymaker. I grabbed the rungs on the gate breathing through my mouth gasping at the harsh treatment alternately ashamed that Renee was able to force such a reaction from me. I ended up leaning against the gate trying to get my bearings.
"Fucking bitch."
I mumbled under my breath further shamed that I instinctively checked my tone. My posture was that of a person being patted down as I leaned into the fence like I was being arrested. Something felt off prompting me to look over my shoulder.
Across the street, Renee Kelly was standing behind the glass door of her salon watching me, arms folded across her chest. It felt emasculating on a whole other level. It felt like she was my parent covertly watching to see if I misbehaved at school or something.
My fists balled, nails digging into the palms of my hands as I opened the gate walking up the stoop ringing the bell on Yoli's exterior mailbox.
"WHO IS IT?!!" She answered from the intercom.
"YOU KNOW WHO IT IS; I'M HERE FOR THE SHIRT!!" Yoli didn't waste anytime buzzing me into her apartment building. I looked back as I entered finding Renee gone. There was this queasy feeling in my gut as I navigated the stairs finding Yoli waiting.



"Oh, looks like she went in on you, huh?" My face was an open book.
"Where's the shirt?"
"She tell you not to talk to me; are my dick privileges revoked?" This was a little more snark than I was used to from Yoli. I sat down in the stairwell adjacent to her door. Yoli joined me lighting a cigarette which I didn't mind in the least.
"No, but I wish she hadn't caught you wearing that shirt."
"I don't feel like saying I'm sorry this time. I'm not apologizing for not wanting to walk the streets naked. Left my frigging coat in the uber, wanted some smokes and a few beers to take the edge off. Honestly, I thought she was gonna make me get naked right on the spot."
"Nah, she decided to give me the business instead."
"I figured; must've really been bad from the look of things. Guess she's on that grey rock shit, now."
"Grey rock?"
"Oh yeah, she's brutal with that. I remember when I first started working there; she was kind of dating this pretty boy with a five figure job who thought way too highly of himself. She went through his phone and found out he was on Tinder; mind fucked the shit out of him until he begged her to dump him, and you know what she told him?"
"What?"
"Nothing; just stared at him and didn't do shit. The poor guy was sending flowers to the salon for two months before he got the courage to fade away. Better watch yourself, she'll make you crazy if you let her."
"Shit."
"Every now and then in the old days, we'd all get a kick out of her drama. There were always guys coming in and out of there crying like babies, showering her with gifts to get nothing in return. What're you gonna do when she starts turning the screws in your head?" I sat there listening, chewing on my thumbnail.
"Nothing, thanks."
"For what?"
"The bandage for my ego." I glanced over finding that Yoli was a few sheets to the wind. It looked like she'd made a day out of drinking and smoking, But I still kissed her on the cheek anyway. This brought a smile to her face.
"Eh, we should stop doing it for a little while until she forgets about me. Renee's never gonna forgive me for everything I've done, and neither is Rashida." Before I could inquire, Yoli got up retrieving the perfectly laundered and folded shirt belonging to my cousin.
"Thanks Yoli."
"You can thank me whenever we hook up again; I wanna walk funny the next day, okay?"
"Shut up." We kissed a little more starting to make out before she pulled away smiling. I stayed there until she softly closed the door in my face.
My mood darkened as I crossed the street to the salon. I could see there was a full house of customers alternately being serviced and hanging out. I resolved to go the pulling the band aid route handling the door only to find it locked. I tried it a few times focusing solely on the handle before looking up finding the women inside staring pensively at me.
Rashida was presently applying extensions to some middle aged woman watching a movie on a wall mounted monitor paying me no mind whatsoever. Renee however was standing behind her customer as I noticed her motioning for me to go around the back. We exchanged glances through the glass window in the door for a few seconds before I angrily trudged around the side of the building.
"I'M HERE!!" I was shaking by the time I reached the top of the stairs convinced Jaquan was waiting with a loaded fist to knock me out again. I didn't want any subterfuge at this point considering throwing hands with him as a proxy for Renee's egregious shitty behavior.
"Hey cuz, come on in and have a seat; I'll be finished in a minute." Jaquan was standing at the kitchen counter cutting up some fruit on a chop board.
Jaquan didn't pay me any mind, focused on his work while noise from some children's show blasted through the house. Even though I hadn't seen her upon entering the back door, Little Daisy Kelly was obviously present. Jaquan was wearing this white collared Polo t-shirt, a beige pair of slacks and white adidas matching esteemed baby mama number two. I looked at the laundered folded shirt in my hands regarding him.
"Hey man, I had Yoli over last night and she wore one of your shirts when she left." Jaquan dropped the knife whipping his head in my direction. Before I could react he was on me in a second clamping a hand over my mouth. I raised a fist nervously ready to fight back.
"Hey, my little girl is right there in her room; hold up." He was half whispering gingerly letting go of me. He backed cautiously over to the cracked door of Daisy's room peering inside. I felt like an idiot as he pulled the door up palming the back of his head with a smile.
"Uh, sorry."
"It's cool, she's taking a nap right now. That's why the television is up so loud; it's the only way I can get her down for a nap. Hey man, Renee already told me about that a little while ago."
"So you're not gonna beat me up?" Jaquan chuckled going back to what he was doing at the chopping board. There was a food processor next to the board.
"Come on, we're past all that noise; have a seat and I'll make you a smoothie." I sat pensively at the edge of the table closest to the back door watching as he opened Renee's fridge removing a vat of plain yogurt.
"Renee was mad at me; I thought she wanted you to dot my eye."
"Aw that's not fair; she doesn't care about who you sleep with; maybe, you guys should talk and hug it out." He was surprisingly easygoing blending the fruit and yogurt as I found my camera bag on the table.
"Where's my cousin?" Jaquan laughed pouring the fruity concoction into a large plastic tumbler.
"Chill, I like to cook alright? Got a left over calzone from last night's dinner; you wanna hit it, or would you like me to make you something else?" He placed the large cup in front of me waiting for an answer.
"Where the hell is my cousin?"
"No calzone?"
"No, uhm yeah I'll take it." Jaquan laughed in a way I'd never heard.
He fished the Italian treat from the fridge microwaving it as I realized the difference in his normal demeanor and now. Most of the time, he was pensive nervous looking over his shoulder for Renee while doing his dirt. I started tearing into the impromptu meal as he took a seat watching. He was really into the whole house husband thing bringing all sorts of unasked questions to the fore.
"Hey, so when you and Yoli gonna jump the broom; seems like you, uh like her?" He was even measuring his words.
"It's just physical, know what I'm saying?"
"Yeah, I hear you; I remember those days. Honestly, I don't miss them too much; got my little girl to look after and there's always tomorrow." I was puzzled.
"Are you back with Renee?"
"No, not at all; I'm just trying something a little different." I stopped stuffing my face giving him the once over.
"No serious, what's going on Jaquan?"
"Just hanging out with the girls; doing what little I'm actually good at, you know? Daisy's happy and we've already told her that I'm just visiting. Just reminded me, I've gotta pick up the living room; kid likes to dump all her toys everywhere."
"What about Renee; she want you back, or not?"
"I don't know and I'm not asking; we've slept together two times since I've been over but I ain't pushing nothing. She knows how I feel and its really her decision in the long run. I'm just thankful for our bundle of joy. You know I really don't have a good relationship with my other kids. I'm just glad for the chance to be a father."
"Jaquan?"
"What?"
"Maybe she's uhm, messing with your head." I expected him to blow up, but Jaquan rolled his shoulders before weakly smirking.
"It's cool; we're grown people here cuz. Renee can do whatever she wants and neither one of us has any business telling her otherwise. Hell, she could sleep with a guy, fuck a guy right now while we're talking, and I can't say shit about it. I wouldn't dare after everything I put her through over the years."
"But how would you feel about that; how would you feel if she did screw someone else?"
"None of your business and you better not let her hear you talking shit. She might not return your laptop and then you'd have to keep shooting all those big butts on your crappy equipment."
"SHE TOLD YOU ABOUT THAT?!" Jaquan clapped a hand over my mouth for the second time quieting me.
"Don't wake up my girl; and yeah I know what you guys have been doing. We don't have any secrets. Heck, if I wasn't stepping out with Akemi, none of this stuff would've even happened. Guess you got lucky with my old lady and her friends; watch out for Mintzy though. She's been uh, trying to visit since she found out I was crashing here."
"Hundred miles and running, way ahead of you, Jaquan. Man, she rolled up on me in the bathroom one time. If it wasn't for her shitty kid, I would've bust her down to the white meat. Hey, you know about Mintzy, about Rashida, too?"
"Man I told you we ain't got no secrets; watched a few of your flicks after we put Daisy to bed the other night. Renee put her hands in my sweats saying she wanted to see if I liked watching my cousin getting wet. I thought she was doing one of those shit tests, but we ended up getting it in all night. Heck, we was doing it for half the day after Daisy got packed off to school."
"Too much information."
"Sorry, but you know what you're doing. That stuff looks professional, so you need to get along with Renee cause she got all your girls. What would you do with no supply, she basically gave you an upgrade and thanks, for not making one of those with my esteemed baby mamma number two. Then I really would have to dot that eye for you cuz."
"Damn Jaquan, I can't get over how much you've changed."
"Man, I just take it one day at a time; gotta keep things in perspective for my little girl. You know I even shredded my social media and got a new phone. Renee didn't care about that even when I smashed my old sim card with a hammer. She said I was free to sleep with whoever I liked and meant it. That hurt like a motherfucker because I thought I was making some grand gesture. Even slept on the couch until she came in with your skin flicks."
"What if she doesn't want you back, like that?"
"I'll deal with it; but I just want Daisy to have a father she can be proud of; know what I'm saying?"
"Yeah, I get it." Jaquan sat there silent, pondering something outside of our conversation.
"Speaking of uh, this new look; Akemi came over the other night. She was looking for you and I don't think she got the memo."
"Oh, she's crazy like that; my bad on that situation. That girl is a princess so you'd better watch out because she might pop up. Akemi didn't take to well to being let go; she said it wasn't over because we slept together. I hung up, blocked her while she was calling me all kinds of "NEE-GAAAS" when she wasn't referring to me as an Akata. She acted like she was doing me this grand gesture sleeping with me."
"She slapped me." Jaquan chuckled as I finished the rest of the calzone.
"Surprised you didn't screw her."
"Stop it; besides, I don't want another two piece from you besides Renee busting my balls about it."
"I don't care about Akemi; I was just hitting that."
"Sure you've changed, not gonna miss that chocolate bubble?"
"Even if I did, Renee wouldn't care; the only thing between us is little Daisy Kelly. Both of us are adults, she can see whoever she wants. I don't have a say in any of that noise and I don't want to either. Excuse me, I gotta pick up the living room."
The raw emotion and sorrow in his voice spoke to his true feelings. Jaquan had the courtesy to fill my tumbler with the remaining smoothie before shuffling off to the living room.
I sat there at the kitchen table peering down the corridor that led to the living room. Some of the toddler's toys were strewn about the floor leading to the main room. There was no doubt Renee hadn't told him everything about our relationship and now I was watching my cousin dutifully cleaning like some indentured house husband. There was nothing wrong with it, but something felt off.
Jaquan was behaving drastically different juxtaposed with Renee's own changed demeanor. I thought about her attitude towards me since that first night I'd discovered them going out for the evening. I thought about the intensity of our last few exchanges as I sat there staring at my camera bag. My phone started ringing at that second on a dime.
"Yeah?" It was Renee.
"Come down to the break room; I have some time for you now." She hung up abruptly sparking my ire as I glanced at the cameras bag containing the things she'd purchased for me along with my original laptop and cameras.
I felt overly anxious looking down the corridor watching Jaquan using one of those carpet brooms to give Renee's plush rug a good cleaning. I thought about the many times I'd used that rug for Rashida Sikes, eventually fucking her on it for an inaugural scene on the new sight.
This led to thoughts of all of the casual acquaintances that included herself as my gaze traveled around the apartment. Finally I found myself looking at my cousin taking piles of laundry into a room that I'd also had sex in with Mintzy. I snatched up my camera bag happy to leave him alone feeling like an intruder.
"Having second thoughts?" Renee was waiting in the breakroom off to the side of the door as I walked inside. She was standing there with her phone looking like she'd been texting.
"Not exactly." I pulled out a chair sitting at the table.
"It's been five minutes; getting it out of your system, huh?" She challenged still standing at the counter watching pensively.
"About to, Ms. Kelly." I unzipped the bag removing the new laptop she'd given me and the additional camera equipment before removing my own separating it into two piles. Renee walked over to the table taking stock of what I'd done.
"What's this?"
"Me being responsible for myself; I'm gonna do things my own way." Renee leaned against the table looking at me with a furrowed brow. I opened my laptop switching it on to begin a transfer of information back to my original.
"So you're quitting because I got under your skin; tucking your tail over hard love?"
"I'm not quitting but you've shown me that I really do need to earn your respect, if not this laptop. I'm gonna do what you asked, but I'm not good with this passive aggressive shit and by the way, you've been making me really uncomfortable. I'm not gonna try to figure that out, I know better."
"So you're admitting that I intimidate you?"
"No, you're admitting that you like feeling superior to everyone around you." Renee used her pointer finger to direct my gaze to her face. I didn't try to hide the emotion roiling around in my psyche.
"I hurt your feelings, huh?"
"You know; why do you need me to say it?" I countered pensively.
Renee glanced over at the things she'd purchased initially as a reward for me. I didn't want to part with the stuff, but it had shortly become a noose I didn't want around my neck. I began transferring files between laptops as Renee went back to texting without a word. I worked at not looking in her direction not knowing if I should leave when I was done. Renee walked by into the salon for a few minutes before returning. I didn't follow her with my eyes.
"Hey, do you have to watch that, or is it gonna finish up on its own?" She returned seconds later.
"It's pretty much automatic."
"Will you come with me, or are you too butthurt to do even that?" I pushed back from the table methodically facing Renee Kelly, esteemed baby mama number two.
The impassive expression on her face made me bristle inside.
She was holding the rear screen door open for me but walked ahead at the last second. I found myself trailing her into the backyard and the stairs leading back up to her apartment. Renee stopped midway right below her floor sitting on the step facing me with her phone between her thighs. She averted her gaze looking at my feet for a few seconds before motioning that she wanted me to sit beside her. I reluctantly took a seat beside Renee unwilling to look her in the face when she started speaking.
"I'm just a person; a human being like anybody else. The problem is that people treat me differently because of the way I look. For the longest time I did everything I could to be one of the girls, but that shit wasn't happening. I was always that "light bright bitch" to my sisters. All the boys didn't make it any easier trying to get into my pants twenty four seven. So, I decided not to fuck with anybody not on my perceived level until I met your cousin. I'm really grateful to him for one reason."
"What's that?"
"He made me feel like one of those neighborhood girls I wanted so badly to be a part of, back in the day. After he got what he wanted, Jaquan treated me like a jump off, until I woke up one day with that nigga beside me and looked in the mirror. At that moment, I realized he was just another one of those niggas trying to get into my pants twenty four seven. I was so mad about it, mainly because he wasn't treating me the way I felt I deserved. I was just a baby mamma. I guess he got wise or something because now I'm special again. Do you know when that was?"
"When?"
"Two days ago my friend; it's so liberating having a guy cry into your pussy while confessing everything. I felt like the fucking pope or something."
"Renee, why are you telling me this shit?" She nudged closer taking my right thumb in her fist gently squeezing it.
"You didn't lie to me when I asked about Yoli; passed my lie detector test man. I'm grateful to you for that bit of honesty, but I have to be honest too. You pissed me off by fucking her as a proxy for me. I didn't want you sleeping with her after she screwed my uh, baby's daddy. You keep fucking that yellow bitch, even though I got you with Rashida." Her raw honesty made things instantly awkward between us.
"At first I didn't want her to think she hurt me; so I fucked her to get that across. Really I was doing it to make myself feel better. I shouldn't even have been mad, we aren't dating. It's weird because she was acting pissed about me being with Rashida this morning."
"You told her what we're doing?!"
"No, Rashida was blowing up my phone earlier and she picked it up noticing who was calling. She got twisted about it, even though she knew about me being with other people beforehand. I feel like a hypocrite just talking about this."
"Don't, Yoli and Rashida had heat on the down low; when I first hired her they clashed and Yoli thought I was in her camp running my girl down. I told her where to go with that shit, but Rashida started bullying her until I stepped up offering both of them the unemployment line."
"Makes sense, now." Renee fished around in her pocket producing a key chain standing up.
"Come on."
Instead of continuing onward to her apartment, Renee unlocked an adjacent door opening up the apartment directly under hers motioning me inside. A fresh paint odor stringently assailed my nostrils as I cautiously peered inside. I went in finding a sparse replica of her place sans complete furnishings. There was nothing but a table in the functional kitchen. I found some used cans of paint and a garbage can full of used takeout. Renee followed me inside pulling he door up hitting a bank of light switches illuminating the living room at the end of the corridor.
"What's this about?"
"Go take a look around." She leaned against the door motioning for me to continue.
There were some differences with doors placed differently due to apartment positioning. There was a large, tufted ottoman in the living room along with a few folding chairs. I noticed a small television on a milk crate before checking out the bedroom witch had a plain bed devoid of sheets and bedding. I turned around finding Renee leaning into the closing door. I immediately knew I didn't want to be there with her moving towards the door.



Renee grabbed a handful of my shirt pulling me into her chest and waiting lips. Her tongue slid into my mouth for a few seconds before I pulled away with thoughts of my cousin and her daughter upstairs. This didn't dissuade Renee in the least who was already gathering up her shirt with one hand before beginning to pull down her leggings exposing a sheer pink thong. Her shaved muff was visible as I shook my head attempting to deny her.
"No, don't." She stopped with her rounded hips exposed halfway looking up at me.
"You said you wanted to fuck me earlier, right?" I shook my head denying the truth even though I wanted to pounce on her.
"Thinking about your cousin upstairs, right?"
"You know it'd be fucked up to do this right up under him; come on Renee." I half whispered trying to look away but failing miserably.
"So, you don't wanna have sex with me right now, this minute?"
Renee raised the stakes along with her shirt revealing a matching sheer brassiere underneath. It was a flimsy glorified sports bra that left nothing to the imagination either. I struggled to answer to find an answer to her question. Renee continued tossing her shirt onto the floor before stopping with her thumbs inside those leggings.
"Answer me."
"Jaquan." I mumbled his name wanting to illicit a bit of shame from her, but she folded her arms across her chest.
"I can call him up right now and tell him what I'm about to do to you; it won't make one bit of difference if he cares or not. Nothing's gonna change about my life one way or the other. Come on, let's make up and baptize this bed."
Renee peeled off her brassiere tossing it on top of her discarded shirt making things even harder as she climbed on top of the bed kneeling upright giving me a look at her own impressive fifty inch derriere, half exposed. This lasted a second as she used her thumbs drawing them down as her pale butt appeared fully exposed.
Renee added to my mounting anxiety folding her calves over one another bending over in the bulldog position. Her big ass became an oversized heart with her nestled peach exposed at its core. I was already trembling wanting to run from the room as she glanced back staring pointedly at my face.
Esteemed baby mama number two Renee Kelly was done talking.
The tremors ratcheted up as I stared at her slightly waving backside. She was challenging me to walk away because I'd made a play for independence by returning her gifts. I thought about what Yoli told me getting angry when images of her banging Jaquan juxtaposed with that advice. He hadn't thought about me when he was slipping her his number.
In fact neither one of them were because they were dying to fuck one another. She'd heard me call out to her but went there anyway. In fact, they'd been at it all day until I happened upon them. There were no promises between any of us including Renee. Her heart was thumping hard even though I didn't want it to, and I think I hated Renee a little for that.
That huge heart shaped derriere left me struck as I realized Renee was mimicking the posture Shawnee used in that posted teaser trailer online. She was still silent letting it wave back and forth, tempting me.
The sighing moan that accompanied the flat of my tongue along her slit, sent an electrical charge directly to my cock. I buried my face deep between her ass cheeks lapping at her pussy like it was my last meal. There was no doubt she could feel me trembling in a mixture of defeat and lust. I was wholly betraying my cousin after he opened his heart ignoring a warning from another sexual reprobate. I just couldn't stop myself recalling Yoli's description of Renee's behavior as uniquely grey rock.
I didn't want to think about anything as she got sopping wet. My shivering fingers dug into her butt sinking deep as I sucked and slurped like my life depended on it. Renee was moaning loudly wagging her big butt on my face with increasing intensity. I was disassociated watching my hands draw her leggings and panties down to her knees. Those shaking fingers pried apart her juicy peach feasting even more finally attacking her button. The tip of my tongue wrote the letters of the alphabet on her clit in intervals slipping into her folds.
Renee's head dipped low touching her forehead to the exposed mattress. There was a sudden dip in her lower back mashing her peach into my slobbering maw as these distressed whines started to fill the room when Renee unexpectedly flattened against the mattress. This left things in perspective where she desired them to go filling my vantage point with her bounty from her perfectly cinched waist to the prominent dual curved under cuffs of her cheeks. My gaze traveled over the narcotic swell of her luscious derriere finding the perfect shape of a spade informed in the language of her form.
Renee Kelly lay face down on that bare mattress fully cognizant of what was being asked of me and what it meant to take something graciously offered. Her hands reached back clawing into those big pale cheeks prying them apart offering up my fervent desire made flesh. This wasn't the Renee Kelly I'd come to know. I was looking at someone else, a woman born of some heated, inherent cruelty as I was reminded once again of Yoli's recount of many broken suitors begging for her attention even if it meant being irreparably shattered. Yoli would know because the same offer had been made to her with her livelihood as payment.
Like all others before her, Yoli failed. Now, it was my turn to make a choice between the throbbing lance between my legs and my cousin's possible happiness. I could feel the skin tightening up on my face as overwhelming emotion overtook me.
I forced myself face first into her milky derriere, hoping it was a middle ground instead of fully betraying my cousin and their daughter.
"NO!" Renee growled into the mattress turning over into a sitting position as I stood wiping a forearm across my glistening lips.
I was breathing hard, chest heaving as she sat up in front of me leaning backward supporting her weight on flattened palms. The expression on her face was unyielding, emotional static as she gradually straightened her back. Her nimble fingers shot out unbuckling me in seconds, but she paused at my zipper, still watching my expression. A wry half smirk formed on her lips as she let me be, instead rolling her leggings down further glaring into my eyes.
"Take care of this for me." Renee spread her legs wide sitting on the edge of the mattress. My breathing was audible, the crown of my throbbing erection visible above my belt line.
Her left hand palmed my scalp as I knelt before her finishing what I'd started as a compromise. I kept my eyes on her honeypot, willing myself not to look up at her face. It was the worst of gender reversals as I realized what I was doing. Renee Kelly was reasserting her dominance over the situation between us essentially making me top her off like some desperate jump off.
It was humiliating and pathetic as I continued hearing Yoli's words in my mind still witnessing her with Jaquan in my internal theatre. My brow furrowed bringing with it a tightness at the corner of my nose and lips. Renee's loaded offer swirled around in my gut becoming the millstone it had deceptively been the whole time as she finally crested. Renee leaned forward trapping my head between her palms, mashing me into her sex as she came.
Then it was over as she relented leaving me with a direct look at her puffy mound and the slight line of pink that was her entrance.
I remained on my knees staring at her pussy, her heavy breathing audible in the spartan bedroom. Her nostrils were flaring, mouth partially agape as she regained herself sitting upright with her legs still spread before me. Renee looked at me for a long time before finally licking her lips as she reached down for her leggings.
Insult was added to psychic injury as she stood up leaving my eyes level with her crotch as she pulled up her pants like she'd just taken a piss. For some reason I just stayed there on my knees as she gathered herself running her fingers through her hair, cracking her shoulders. I knew she was looking down at the top of my head, but I couldn't raise my eyes to meet hers as she spoke.
"Take as uh, much time as you need; come downstairs when you're ready."
"Yeah, okay." I mumbled as she half stepped over me opening the door. I glanced up at the creaking sound that echoed off the empty walls knowing she lingered.
"Jaquan will be proud." Renee emphasized her words by pulling the bedroom door up behind herself with a pronounced thud that lingered after she was gone.
Renee's laptop was planted firmly back inside my bag when I found the courage to return to the breakroom.
I also found Rashida retrieving some bottled water from the fridge regarding me with a knowing half smirk of her own. Upon closer inspection she wore more of an anxious peevish expression that told me she was in the know. Her hair was half done with the other half unkempt appearing caught between start and finish.
More importantly she was wearing this stark white one piece bodysuit under a skintight denim jumper. The rugged material of her short overalls contrasted nicely with her rich mocha complexion. Her extraordinary legs were on full display with some white wedge sandals giving her an inch or two of height over me.
"Oh hey man; I kind of got tired of waiting for you, so I started getting a touchup on my hair. You don't mind, do you?" Her consolatory tone was comforting as I handled my original laptop which had been left untouched.
"I don't mind waiting for you; take as much time as you need Rashida." I hadn't realized that my tone was somewhat muted.
"Thanks, I gotta customer right now; doing some braids so Renee should be back in a little while to take Daisy upstairs and finish my hair. It's still cool, right?"
"Sure, where is she?" I asked unconsciously.
"Upstairs, with Jaquan...Daisy's down here sleep on the couch out there. It ain't that many people hanging around if you want to watch the tv or something." Rashida paused for a minute definitely handling me with kids gloves.
"Nah, I'm good." I went to sit down but she grabbed me up in her thick arms with a tight hug.
"Hey, you know, shit happens sometimes." Her grasp was way too tight as she seemed to have trouble admitting her emotions. I didn't know if we were talking about our recent difficulties or my upstairs test of faith.
"Yeah, but when that happens, I got this right here." My hand was firmly clawing into her huge butt like an eagles talon.
"You stupid man." Rashida planted a wet kiss on my cheek before returning to her customer.
*********************************************************************************************************
Her cheeks were so massive the letterboxed frame had this perpetual flickering shadow overcast that fluctuated from the intrusive up skirt and her jiggling cheeks. A few times one of her chubby hands would appear in frame tugging down on the hem of her light frock or even holding it with her fist until her own forward motion negated the action.
Very faints strains of Nicki Minaj's "Good Form" could be heard over the audio. This juxtaposed with a suddenly jump cut and wide shot of the mall followed by a similar cut to the interior of the mall from second floor level as people milled about. The lurking, creepy up skirt followed getting more of the mountainous cheeks, so close this time that nervous goosebumps were visible on her moderately olive colored skin.
The next cut followed this time from a distance capturing the back of her head from the top of it down to the uncontrollable jiggling of those humongous cheeks. Several people with their faces digitally obscured could be observed reacting wildly to her as she awkwardly trudged through the mall. The backpack she wore bounced wildly on the upper swell of her buttocks until she had the foresight to slide it off her shoulders.
Audibly, shallow strains of "All In A Day" from Berner, Young Thug, YG and Vital gradually ramped up in volume making this a impromptu music video as more pedestrians began visibly following her camera phones at the ready. More up skirt followed this time presented in frenetic jump cuts intercut with various shots of people enjoying the mall, all faces digitally wiped.
Another shot of the shopping mall followed before going to a static shot of this bottom heavy woman sitting on a bench inside the mall, her own face digitally obscured this time. The music cut abruptly to the busy sounds of the mall along with muted mumbling as some middle aged would be lothario tried his best to make the hard sell to the visibly uninterested girl.
Audio managed to catch a monetary offer which got a reaction as the thick woman immediately turned in the opposite direction finding some lanky teen nervously sitting beside her camera phone in hand. She hunched over resting her elbows on both knees, double facepalming. Both men took the opportunity leaning back staring at the Jurassic upper swell of her gigantic buttocks.
This quickly cut to a lurking point of view navigating a jungle of packed clothing racks frantically searching this fabric labyrinth catching errant female customers shopping as the music returned sped up dramatically. The unseen lurker seemed to be panicking hitting numerous aisles sometimes finding random shoppers, facially wiped. The lurker's point of view settled an aisle of changing rooms slowly advancing until only one appeared in the frame.
"AAAWWWW SHIT, HUH-HUH-AWWWN!!" Exploded from the laptop speakers as the unseen lurker's trembling hand appeared in frame nervously about to draw the curtain back.
A jarring jump cut followed with this woman's enormous ass almost filling the frame from end to end barely covered by some ill-fitting white panties, both mountainous cheeks bulging and jiggling from the presumed lurker's point of view as his massive dong railed her shallow cunt without fail or mercy. His business was so cartoonishly huge covered with visible veins, that it looked like a dildo.
Her gigantic cheeks cradled his member on both sides, but it was still visible from the top judiciously plunging out her resized confines. The exposed portion was covered in a milky froth as she creamed uncontrollably. Her comparably small waist at the top of the frame legitimized the fact this was no simple fat girl.
"DAAAAMMMN YOU MAKING IT CUM OUT! AWWW SHIT IT'S CUMMING OUT!!" Andre's voice exploded from the speakers as he euphorically shot ridiculous loads of cum all over those shuddering cheeks. His excessive spunk drizzled down the exposed lower portions and bulging rear cleavage eventually dripping for a few seconds before jump cutting to black.
Three letters slowly faded in sequentially, W-T-F followed by a question mark and exclamation points on black. An honorific appeared in a cartoony font debuting her screen name in dramatic fashion.
Ms. WTF?!!
A final seconds long jump cut revealing another massive badonkadunk encased in garish leggings, this woman's even smaller waist visible in frame. This woman was obviously peering down an adjacent escalator at the department store outlet where Ms. WTF was presently getting her cheeks clapped. This teaser ended with a link to Shawnee's page.
"Uhm, hey cuz." Jaquan appeared at the back door, half standing outside it. We exchanged glances that told me he'd been informed. I waited for the other shoe to drop while he did likewise.
"Hey man, what's up?" I pushed out a little from the table expecting the worst as he stepped inside cautiously. I closed my laptop.
"Just picking up little Daisy; I promised to take her to the park and I wanna get it out the way because it's getting late." He sounded uneasy and his face said as much.
"I was finishing up a trailer for, uhm you know, right?"
"Yeah she told me what happened and uhm, thank you for that. She's coming down right behind me so I gotta get going bruh. Hey, I would've understood if you went there with her, but I'm glad you didn't man." Jaquan admitted.
"We don't have to talk about it."
"Yeah, but I didn't deserve your loyalty; still, thanks a lot."
Before I could answer, Renee made herself known with a harsh shove as she walked into the store regarding me and my cousin. I was getting used to the angry makeup and she was wearing a bandana headband with her shoulder length tresses flowing out the back. The change in her clothing to a Bulls jersey and baggy sweats intentionally informed me that my cousin had been used as a sexual proxy. Renee looked between our faces settling on Jaquan.
"Don't you have somewhere to be?"
"On my way right now; we still talking Daisy out for ice cream?"
"I might be busy; I'll let you know if I'm joining you." As she answered, her piercing gaze settled on my face making the atmosphere inside the breakroom infinitely uncomfortable.
"I'm going."
He leaned over kissing her on the cheek before disappearing into the salon. Renee's gaze never left me as she verbally snubbed my cousin. After he was long gone, she looked in the direction he'd gone before settling on my face again.
"I got a lot done while you were, uhm gone." I tried to break the ice.
"I wasn't gone, I was fucking Jaquan's brains out." The definitive aggressive tone left me at a loss for words for a few seconds.
"Uh okay, I gotta lot of work done, Renee." I opened the laptop computer pulling up my editing bay.
She walked over wanting me out of my chair. I obliged offering her the headphones attached to my laptop, but she waved me off sitting down starting the teaser. After a few seconds she leaned in watching more intently eventually putting on the headphones. I backed off retrieving a generic can of cola from the fridge as she watched the clips several times in succession breaking into a smile that eventually became this prideful grin as she removed the headset regarding me.
"So, I approve; where's the rest of this episode?"
"In pieces in Shawnee's folder on my desktop." I took a deep drink feeling I'd earned it as Renee went back to watching the trailer.
"I love how you stuck Rashida in there at the end; it really felt like shit was about to go down. Man, this looks like a movie trailer instead of some porn shit; almost feels like one of those superhero movies to me. Hurry up and edit the rest of this together, I wanna watch it."
"Yes ma'am." It was the first time I felt like I was talking with the Renee Kelly I remembered.
"So when do I meet her?"
"Huh, who?"
"The other one, you call her Ms. WTF, or something right? I wanna meet her in person." I paused not expecting the request as Renee turned to me getting up.
"Uhm, I don't know about that because she's got heat with Rashida. Legitimate "Get the Fuck Outta My Face" heat and I had to step between them otherwise hands would've been thrown. I still think she's kind of pissed at me because Rashida turned up at the shoot."
"What's her name, real name?"
"Shawnee."
"I wanna meet her."
"But what about Rashida?"
"I want to see her in two days out front; You don't gotta worry about Rashida because I'll handle that. You have her here on set for another shoot; leave everything else up to me." Renee was not to be denied.
"On set? Are you talking about your apartment upstairs?"
"Nigga, where did I take you this afternoon?" She snatched the soda from my hand taking a deep drink out of it.
"That apartment right under yours?"
"Mintzy evicted the tenants two weeks ago; I got her to let me use it for a while until she finds some new renters. They left some of their furniture behind, so it's a win-win situation for us. For fuck's sake man, you didn't think you were gonna keep shooting porn in my apartment, did you?"



"I was working on it; I would've found someplace." I lied as she pushed in close wrapping an arm around my neck. I trembled a little in close proximity with both of us facing the entrance to her salon.
"That's my job baby; you just do what I want; got it?"
"Yeah." The arm wrapped around my neck was holding the can. Renee pressed it to my lips allowing me to empty it. I couldn't help but noticed her impressive cleavage and that was the idea.
"I don't give a fuck about what you thought you were doing upstairs. I know you now; so you weren't making some grand gesture up there. You were lying to yourself, baby. Tell me, who're you gonna paste my face over tonight?"
"I'm taking a break from Yoli, okay?" Renee snickered making me feel uneasy and small.
"I don't care; you can fuck her as much as you like. I can honestly tell you that it'll be a couple of hours before Jaquan can get it up; and when he does, I'm gonna drain his balls again. You need to get up off your little high horse, stop being dramatic. It's a bad look you don't wanna show me if you want respect. Hey, thanks for the head; you got me real wet for your cousin, nigga."
Everything said cut into me like a knife, but I was determined to soldier through it.
"You're welcome." I tried to sound cold, mimic her attitude, but it came off audibly lame. Renee released me slowly looking as if she were about to laugh with this shit eating grin on her face.
"Two days, Shawnee needs to be out in front of my salon." She cautioned disappearing into her salon leaving me holding the empty can.
"Damn."
*********************************************************************************************************
Two hours later I'd returned to the apartment while Renee finished doing her best friend's hair. I was allowed to sit near her station to get some pick up for a teaser expanding on the virulent rivalry I'd fostered between my two starlets. Honestly, I hadn't counted on being so successful, but once Shawnee's boyfriend came into play, everything else felt into place. I really didn't want them to meet up preferring to create the rest of the rivalry through editing and social media. Now I had my defacto producer saying otherwise and essentially charging me with mixing oil and water. I was worried about Shawnee's threats of being at least tangentially gang affiliated and we hadn't talked since she left me in the parking lot.
I checked her online page finding it electric with activity and enough views to make me worry that I'd done too much on her behalf. Andre had been a sticking point with her accusing me of trying to steal her boyfriend away to sleep with Rashida. Now that my opposing stars met, things were pretty much set in stone with them easily hating one another. It wasn't lost on me that Andre mentioned Shawnee's proclivity for using box cutters when threatened while Rashida was the definition of intimidation before even speaking. Her authoritative voice and posture was easily rattling to people unfamiliar with her, somewhat matronly to those in the know.
Shawnee Thompson wasn't in the know.
"Well, let's get this party started."
Similar to the high wall in Renee's flat, I'd be using it as a backdrop for Rashida keeping with her luxurious theme. Besides being situated differently, this wall had a brown slate bricked texture that was perfect for my needs. I tentively planted one of three fluorescent light strips at the bottom of the wall. I like the reflective nature of the hardwood floors as well, pulling the large, tufted ottoman to the center of the living room. My equipment was charging on the other side of the living room as I went into the bedroom to see if there was anything I wanted to do there.
"Fuck me." There were three golden condom packets on the bare mattress.
All of them were ripped open, empty. I was glad when I discovered a wastebasket on the other end of the bed containing the slimy evidence that Renee had done what she wanted, baptized the bed.
"HEY CUZ, YOU HERE?!!"
"In the bedroom Jaquan." He appeared at the door suitably embarrassed with some sheets and blankets under his arm.
"Sorry about this bruh, you know how she gets when she wants something. I just bought Daisy back and got her down for bed when they told me you were up in here. Sort of, wanted to get rid of the evidence, if you know what I mean."
"Where's Renee?"
"Oh uhm, she's giving Rashida the once over; man, you're gonna love what she's done with her hair and makeup, too." I couldn't believe I was taking to a guy that had just recently continually chided me for a lack of action, low key assuming I was a virgin. Now I was watching my cousin walking about this living room marveling at what I was doing.
"Hey man, what the fuck is going on between you two?" He stopped turning to me giving it some thought, arms folded scratching his temple.
"I'm just trying something different."
"No, you're acting like a fucking pod person; did Renee put some more of that green shit on your dick or something? How'd she get you to cop to everything?"
"She didn't do nothing man; it just hit me while we were out at that concert. All she was doing, was having a good time not pressing me or nothing. We even danced during one of the sets, and then-well, she gave me this kiss, you know? It was one of those soulful kisses a woman gives you when they know you're gonna be there for the rest of their life. I-I just kept thinking about how I was hiding all those other women and Yoli. I was cared that your yellow bone girl gave me something that would keep me apart from this beautiful woman who'd given me Daisy."
"So you confessed?" Both of us started making the bed.
"Yeah, I didn't even make it back to her place. I was driving her home and my heart was just thumping, I'm all sweaty as fuck because I knew I wasn't shit. Man, I just broke down in my ride blubbering like a bitch. I was crying so fucking hard that snot was coming out of my nose. It was so bad, that I had to pull over."
"What'd she say when you told her?"
"She told me she already knew and grabbed my finger giving it a little squeeze like she used to do when we first started dating. I couldn't take that shit because she wasn't acting mad or anything, just looking at my face all quiet. I couldn't hold it in anymore, just kept confessing everything because I wanted her to hit me, I guess hate me or something."
"She didn't do anything?"
"She held my hand watching me lose it , just doing that little squeeze over and over again until I calmed down. We sat there for a long time before she asked me to come stay with her for a few days. Said we could do some family stuff with Daisy." We tucked our respective ends of the sheets under the mattress before covering the bed with a quilt.
"You're not worried-like about her being vindictive?"
"Whatever happens, just happens cuz; we talked about it and we're gonna try something different. I don't know what that means exactly, but I hope we can come together someday. So uhm, nobody owns the other person, and we can see whoever we like. Personally, I'm done with that shit."
"But, what if she messes around with another guy?"
"Like when you went down on her this afternoon?"
My chest tightened up, goosebumps prickling on my arms because we were alone together, and he could take me apart with ease.
"Chill, we don't hide anything from each other anymore; I know she wanted you to do more, but you didn't. I love you for that man." I stupidly offered my hand, but he drew me into a brotherly hug.
"Alright that's enough love, Jaquan." I was smushed into his chiseled chest.
"You got it." He let me go as I took notice of his odd apparel which consisted of a makeshift crop top and sweats over sandals.
"Hey man?"
"What?"
"WHAT-THE-FUCK ARE YOU WEARING?!!" Both of us laughed playfully boxing with one another as he got me in a headlock. Renee suddenly appeared in the doorway staring pointedly at both of us mid horseplay. Both of us stopped standing side by side, shrugging uniformly in answer to the question on her face.
"OH HEY, IT LOOKS REAL NICE UP IN HERE!!" Thankfully, Rashida's voice interrupted any snarky comment Renee might've made likely questioning our sexuality.
We found Rashida standing in the living room looking at the wall already instinctively realizing it was a part of the shoot. Esteemed baby mama number two outdid herself giving Rashida this badass sister girl mohawk hairstyle shaved close on the sides with a majestic crest of teased curls on top.
The close sides of her head had dual lines shaved there accentuating these long sharp side burns for lack of a better description. She turned to us smiling with burgundy coated lipstick that enhanced her mocha skin tone. In fact she'd been made up professionally for this shoot putting a bit of pressure on me.
"It's gonna look even better with you right here in the middle of the frame." She was looking about reminding me of Jaquan earlier when Renee spoke up.
"Take off your jumper; lets get this going." Rashida's expression fluctuated as she looked at her best friend, then at Jaquan.
"Carlie's watching Daisy for us; I wanna get this taken care of and we already discussed this shit downstairs." I had no idea what they were talking about and wasn't sure I wanted to find out. Luckily, Jaquan spoke up instead.
"Hey, it's all good, I'll go up and ;let Carlie go."
"No, go wait in the kitchen, I wanna talk to you." It sounded like an order and Jaquan responded to it as such filing out of the living room. Renee looked between us before settling on me, her own new look makeover reapplied smoky eyeshadow and all.
"So, get started; I wanna see it through."
"I can take care of things if you and Jaquan wanna go back to your place. I'll text you when its done if Mintzy needs her place back. Don't worry, I got this all planned out."
"Me too, right Rashida?" I glanced over finding her ponderously slipping out of the denim jumper kicking off her wedge heels.
Underneath the white one piece body suit looked like competitive swimwear with her ridiculous hips and muscled stallion legs making the difference. Her sixty two inches of oppressive derriere was enhanced by the thong like back of the suit.
"Hey, you've seen it before." She snapped looking oddly uneven.
"Never gets old, but I'm gonna make you look like a million bucks." I complimented.
"Only a million bucks?" We both chuckled having earned a renewed comradery over the last few hours. There was still a bit of edginess between us at the mall, but things felt familiar.
"I got a couple of bottles of the baby oil we brought, take everything off; I want you shiny for a few pics, then I want you to put that body suit back on for the shot. You're gonna look great against this wall." Rashida peeled off the body suit comfortable with being nude in front of me.
There were a few fold out chairs in the spartan living room. Renee was sitting on one texting like we weren't even there. I watched her for a few moments expecting her to look up before glancing over finding Rashida doing the same. There was some underlying tension in the room that wasn't connected to me in anyway. I wished Renee would leave the room so that I could get it out of my starlet.
"Help me out with this." Rashida handed me the clear bottle., pushing it into my hands as she turned her huge butt in my direction.
She knew me well allowing me to slather that oil all over her body from her chest to her calves. Rashida Sikes aka Chi Town Thunda was the definition of bottom heavy voluptuous that I wanted to convey to our building audience. All of her online content was active, but I'd gone overboard working on Shawnee's stuff as of late. I knew I'd have to be just as diligent with the "star" of our website. Rashida liked the attention more than her counterpart, luxuriated in my hands caressing her curves.
Nothing was wasted as I had the foresight to wear the chest harness capturing her impromptu massage. I made sure to get closeups of my hands cupping her modest breasts, teasing, and pinching the thickened raspberries that were her nipples.
Both of my hands slid along her abdomen which was world's away from the sloping belly Shawnee kept hidden from public view.
One of my hands dipped low covering her freshly shaved muff making Rashida bite into her lower lips turning her back to me. She was starting to react, her skin becoming humid to the touch. My hands were sliding all over this pear shaped sister. I was starting to lose myself when I glanced over finding that Renee left the room while we got ready.
"Go stand over by the wall." I gingerly instructed, not bothering to hide the visible tent in my pants. Rashida gave my covered erection a playful pinch before taking her place.
"Alright, what now?"
"I'm filming, strike a few poses while I get some pics; then I want you to assume the position and clap those cheeks."
"Maybe you wanna clap these cheeks." She taunted making me smile as I got several pics in succession.
Rashida did the whole runway walk while I filmed from different angles. The low angle camera view was stupendous as we lost ourselves in the work. I helped things along by playing "They Don't Know" by Rico Love. This added to the jovial atmosphere helping Rashida get into it even more.
Eventually she graduated to an improvised routine that would've caused a riot in a strip club. This woman was a twerk queen de jure with no parallel or rival. I set up the camera to catch the master shot while I detached and used the smaller version to get specific shots. She seemed to forget I was there doing her thing happily. I was already editing things together in my head when the music stopped abruptly.
"Can we move this along?" Renee was sitting there watching like she'd never left. The pale beauty reclined casually disregarding the fact that she'd cut the mood.
"What, somebody renting the fucking place, huh?" Rashida challenged.
"No, its just that I don't know how long he can keep it up while you two play around. So, let's get this over with and you two can go back to your little model shoot."
"What're you talking about Renee?!!"
"YEAH, WHAT THE HELL?!!" Rashida reiterated standing at my side. Renee leaned forward looking directly at her best friend and right hand breaking into a smile that made Rashida react shaking her head vigorously.
"What is this, what's going on?"
"YOU WERE SERIOUS ABOUT THAT SHIT; ARE YOU FUCKING CRAZY?!!"
"I'll show you how crazy I am, bitch." Rashida wasn't having it as Renee smiled reclining with a glance over her shoulder.
"Wait a minute here, what?!!" I was starting to catch on to the unspoken meaning between them.
"COME IN HERE!!"
Both of our eyes widened as Jaquan walked into the living room wearing what was obviously Renee's bathrobe. He looked a deer in the headlights while his supposed girlfriend stared between his shocked expression and ours. Rashida covered herself with her jumper.
"WAIT A MINUTE HERE; YOU'RE NOT SERIOUS, ARE YOU?!!" Rashida looked spooked and I was no better facially.
"Uhm, sorry about this; I know how it looks and its okay if you don't want to." He apologized, the words becoming little more than a whisper under Renee's gaze.
She looked like she was enjoying herself as Rashida laughed nervously.
"Stop fucking around."
"Who's fucking around, my jaw is sore from blowing the shit outta him; you gonna make all that work, for nothing?"
"Come on bitch; you want me to fuck-YOUR MAN?!!" Renee was nodding her head as Rashida spoke with this amused look on her face.
"Hey, we're co-parenting our little girl; we're not doing the monogamy thing right now. It's kind of a pilot program and now that I know he came at you in the past; what's the big deal, huh Rashida? I ain't hating on you, I want to give you the opportunity to see what it's like. Come on, you said that you'd have been down if he wasn't my man that time; so, what's the problem? I'm giving you a pass, we're not a couple. We have a kid, and we're cool like that."
Rashida was at a loss for words while I was horrified. Jaquan had taken to looking the opposite direction out of the room.
"You're crazy." Renee facepalmed making me hope that it was some ort of joke, but then got up grabbing my cousin's hand. Both of us watched her lead Jaquan over to the ottoman and start undoing the sash on his bathrobe.
"Wait, I don't know ." He half whispered not really stopping Renee from undoing his sash, opening the robe as his embarrassing tumescence appeared. She didn't say anything looking at us before gently directing him to sit down on the tufted ottoman.
"Baby I want you to have a snack, but Rashida's fronting when this is all about business. You ain't mad that your cousin topped me off and could've done much more if he wanted, right?"
"But uhm, no-I guess it's okay?"
"Damn right it's okay but Rashida's fronting; didn't you try to get at her before when we first started dating?" He glanced down at his bare feet, but Renee lifted his gaze to her face with a pointer finger under his chin.
"Bae, we already talked about that."
"You wanted that ass, right Jaquan?" Her hand caressed his cheek in loving maternal fashion. Renee glanced at us demonstrating her dominant will as he answered.
"Yes."
"That's right Jaquan, you did; and you know deep down on some level you wanna slice of Rashida. Oh excuse me, we call her Chi Town Thunda, don't we?" She was looking at me with Rashida partially hiding at my back.
"Yeah, and I'm not shooting this."
"Fine, but you ain't leaving either; you're gonna watch."
"I AIN'T FUCKING HIM RENEE!!" Rashida added with conviction.
"Yeah I heard you before; so let's see who's right, okay? Let's find out who's clout chasing when they don't have an easy target like uh, that chipmunk girl you keep bragging about. I know you too; remember how stupid you were acting when I tried to set you up with "Mister D" here?"
"That's different; we're working together on this thing."
"Yeah, but didn't he end up getting inside your panties bitch; yes or no?" Renee's will was engulfing all of us at this point.
"YES!" Rashida answered begrudgingly.
"That's right and you didn't know this nigga from Cain; think about all the times you guys have fooled around and make it make sense that you're gonna pass up a certified twelve inches of cock. Thot, I even set the fucking table for you and you don't appreciate nothing!!"
"You're power tripping; ain't that like clout chasing?"
"I get clout every time I show my face; now both of you fucking posers are gonna get it together or why're we even doing this shit? Come over here and watch, Rashida."
"Bae?" Jaquan tried to interject, but she pressed a finger to his lips.
"Come over here and watch me, Rashida." I couldn't believe my eyes as Rashida complied standing just out of arms reach of her best friend and boss. Renee glared at her until she dropped the jumper onto the hardwood floor.
I watched my cousin gently pushed down on his back with his head hanging over the edge of the ottoman. His height only allowed his torso and pelvis to rest as Renee opened the robe revealing his partial erection which dwarfed mine even in that state.
"This is what you say you ain't gonna fuck; you're full of shit Rashida." Renee was handling his member cradling his balls in one hand stroking the loose flesh on his own uncircumcised member with the other. Rashida was unmoving watching as I felt conflicted.
"Jaquan, you okay man?" I asked.
"He's fine; go check the kitchen door and make sure its locked. The last thing we need is Mintzy running up in here. Think she'd turn down this prime BBC, huh bitch?!!" Rashida didn't respond but stood there watching as Renee knelt between his legs.



I'd had enough of Renee's attitude storming out of the living room to the kitchen locking the backdoor putting on the chain for good measure. I lingered trying to figure out the best course of action able to hear Renee audibly sucking off my cousin even from this distance. I looked down at my chest realizing I was still filming and hurried back to the living room.
Rashida Sikes aka Chi Town Thunda was now down on all fours between my cousin's legs giving Jaquan a clinic on fellatio. Renee Kelly sat on a fold out chair with a shit eating grin on her face watching approvingly. We exchanged glances before she turned on the music again, trolling me.
Thunda was going to town like her life depended on it working his member with two fists. It was like she was fucking him with her face with this savage primal attention to detail that left me shook. The loose skin on his prick bulged between her fingers as she jerked like her life depended on it. Frothy saliva began to drizzle down his member covering her fingers, but Thunda couldn't get enough. It was like watching a car wreck as she stroked, jerked, and ran her tongue along the underside of Jaquan's cock.
I was fidgety turning away few times before Renee angrily snapped her fingers wanting me to continue filming her best friend with her man. I avoided looking at my cousin's head focusing on Thunda instead. She went low sucking on his balls, vacuuming her cheeks until she got a long distressed moan from Jaquan. I think I even saw the tip of her tongue flicker about his back door for a second before she stood up completely hot and bothered looking right at me, conflicted.
"Uhm sorry I gotta do this." She offered somewhat contritely shifting to the side of the ottoman.
Thunda opted to mount Jaquan reverse cowgirl giving me an incredible shot as my cousin's purplish crown pushed inside stopping after the head was covered. Thunda's cunt was somewhat shallow, but not as much as Shawnee which gave her the edge. I could see the muscles in her back flexing as she adjusted to his girth. I'd given her some trouble during our hookup, but this was another level.
Thunda went into a crouching squat, her weight causing a little bit of curve in my cousin's member. I glanced over finding Renee leaning forward pensively watching. Thunda looked over her shoulder at her friend, teeth gritted. She was feeling every bit of the twelve inches buried inside not even a third. She started timidly bouncing on his cock struggling not to topple over.
"Help her out baby." Renee instructed lightly.
Jaquan's hands appeared in my camera frame handling her twenty nine inch waist. I got a closeup of his finger sinking into the flesh of her rounded hips before suddenly yanking her down onto his cock hiding everything from sight. Thunda's bloodcurdling scream reverberated throughout the apartment for an instant as she went into a trembling fit. It almost looked like she were having a seizure as I stepped forward concerned. Renee grabbed my arm roughly motioning towards her friend.
"I-I'M CUMMING!! FUHHHHH, FUUUUCK!! I'M CUMMING ALL OVER THIS DICK!!" Her head slumped forward going low enough that it looked like it would end up between her thighs. Thunda sat in an upright fetal position, still shivering. The room went quiet as I looked back at Renee, who shrugged innocuously.
"Are you okay, Rashida?"
"Uh yeah, I'm done for the night. Can we stop please?"
"Sure."
Rashida Sikes half toppled over righting herself before walking pigeon toed out of the room, a hand covering her muff. The loud slamming of the bathroom door followed. Renee was texting for a few seconds before standing up checking the mounted camera. The outrage on my face was palpable, but she looked unaffected as she stood over Jaquan.
"Come on baby, I just got through talking to Carlie; I'm gonna drive her home. You guys want anything to eat?" My mouth was dry, and I wouldn't have trusted myself to speak otherwise.
"We cool, bae." Jaquan looked ashamed sitting up already doubling the sash on the robe covering his body.
"Good, do me a favor and pick up some pads for my girl."
"Yeah, sure."
"I want that chipmunk girl in front of my place, two days." Renee Kelly stood there for a few seconds before leaving us alone to our own devices.
I didn't know what to make of anything, just that my cousin allowed himself to be used and degraded. Rashida allowed herself to be used as well and I still had no clue what the fuck was going on with either of them or esteemed baby mama number two. Didn't know if I wanted to find out either.
Jaquan avoided looking at me directly walking towards the bedroom where his clothes waited. Ten minutes later I heard the backdoor open and close signaling his exit. I took it all in bearing witness to an atrocity of betrayal between two women that were supposed to be best friends. I wearily removed the camera harness from my chest placing it on the ottoman without looking.
"Shit." There were droplets of blood on the hardwood floor. In fact there was a light crimson trail leading out of the living room. I went to the bathroom door listening intently.
Rashida was weeping softly behind the closed door.
"Hey, are you okay?"
"Just give me a minute." She responded audibly trying to hide the fact that she was crying.
"The shoot is over if you wanna go home."
"I can do it; just give me a minute okay?" She perked up sniffling and coughing a bit shredding my heart.
"We can pick it up tomorrow or later, I got enough footage." There was a long pause as time seemed to ebb to a full stop.
"Uhm, can we like, uh-hangout until the morning?"
"Sure whatever you want."
"Thanks." I was exhausted from the drama and irate at Renee for what she'd done.
I wondered what happened to the woman I'd met that fateful day Jaquan decided to ditch his daughter to hook up with Akemi. The person sitting in the living room this evening was a complete stranger. There was a light knock at the door. I answered it finding a paper bag filled with some pads, a couple of sodas and a card from the salon. I opened the card finding a simple "I'm sorry" written there in his shaky handwriting.
I walked to the living room sitting on the edge of the ottoman as Rashida appeared wrapped in a towel. I just motioned towards the bag.
**********************************************************************************************************
"You lied about cumming, right?"
"I just wanted it to be over."
"Why'd you do it Rashida?" I was looking at her bare back.
"Because she was right about me."
"No, she wasn't."
Rashida turned over facing me drawing the sheets up into her armpit. We were sharing the bed, both nude but not doing anything. I'd relinquished my underwear in the absence of hers to assist in holding the pad in place.
"I want to finish the scene we were gonna shoot tonight; we can do it tomorrow so don't leave, okay?"
"You can call me, and I'll come back."
"No, just stay in this apartment and wait; I have to work tomorrow."
"Oh."
"You're not gonna leave if I go to sleep, are you?"
"I'll be here when you open your eyes." Her makeup had been washed off, but remnants of mascara remained.
A soiled tear ran across her cheek as she caressed my face. Rashida lifted the blanket rolling in close as we spooned. I reached across her body getting the bedding tight around our bodies cradling her into me. I wiped away the wetness on her face nuzzling into the back of her neck with a light kiss.
Sometime later, we drifted off.
...to be continued.
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(RECAP)
"You lied about cumming, right?"
"I just wanted it to be over."
"Why'd you do it Rashida?" I was looking at her bare back.
"Because she was right about me."
"No, she wasn't." Rashida turned over facing me drawing the sheets up into her armpit.
We were sharing the bed, bot nude but not doing anything. I'd relinquished my underwear in the absence of hers to assist in holding the pad in place.
"I want to finish the scene we were gonna shoot tonight; we can do it tomorrow so don't leave, okay?"
"You can call me, and I'll come back."
"No, just stay in this apartment and wait; I have to work tomorrow."
"Oh."
"You're not gonna leave if I go to sleep, are you?"
"I'll be here when you open your eyes." Her makeup had been washed off, but remnants of mascara remained.
A soiled tear ran across her cheek as she caressed my face.
Rashida lifted the blanket rolling in close as we spooned. I reached across her body getting the bedding tight around our bodies cradling her into me. I wiped away the wetness on her face nuzzling into the back of her neck with a light kiss.
Sometime later, we drifted off.
***********************************************************************************************************
MAXIMUM BADONKADONK Ch. 05
Featuring: Rashida Sikes a.k.a Chi Town Thunda or "Thunda" (38C-29-62)
Yoli Van Allen-32B-26-36 (28 years old)
Special Guest Star: Mrs. Shirley "Mintzy" Lozano-44GG-48-54 (48 years old)
"Hey, wake up."
I was shaken out of a deep sleep with my arm draped over Rashida's side. She'd shifted in bed last night facing me as her worried looking face came into focus.
"This never gets old."
"Somebody's banging on the door; go see who it is!"
Before I could say anything, another series of knocks jolted me further awake. It honestly sounded like somebody was hitting the door with a metallic object as sat upright while Rashida gathered the blankets tightly around her semi-nude body.
"Stay here while I check it out." My voice faltered, slightly falsetto.
"Duh!"
I got up going commando pulling my pants up cautiously going to the bedroom door, glancing back at Rashida who silently prodded me to check it out, anxious. The knocking continued as I cracked the door peering out in to the corridor hearing that metallic jangling. I didn't have a weapon of any sort, panicking as I remembered my camera equipment on the kitchen table. This left me little choice as I decided to see what was going on creeping to the edge of the corridor facing the kitchen.
"Goddammit." Mintzy was standing at the backdoor peering into the little rectangular window in the door. I opened the door finding her standing there with a large, old fashioned key ring.
"Shirley, what the fuck are you doing here this early in the morning?" She was wearing a slip covered with a ratty looking brown button up sweater.
"Looking for Rashida, she ain't show up to work and Renee needs someone to watch the fucking place. You guys uh, getting it in or something?" Mintzy pushed her way inside shoving me aside taking stock of the surroundings.
"Excuse you!"
"You're welcome even though you haven't thanked me for this swell little spot to make them porno flicks of yours. Hey bright eyes, why ain't' you thanked me yet, huh brotha?" I closed the door as Rashida's head popped out of the bedroom.
"DAMN MINTZY, YOU DOING HOME INVASIONS FOR THE DICK NOW?!!" Mintzy's eyes went wide like she'd caught us in the act or something. She leaned over at the waist peering down the corridor at Rashida.
"You'd better get your black butt downstairs before the rubes empty the cash register! Renee ain't gonna like that one bit girlfriend."
"WHERE SHE AT?!!"
"Taking a day or something, I don't know; the new girl told me as much before asking me to see if I could get in touch with you. She's been holding down the fort scared to call Renee back, so I kinda figured you guys was screwing each other's brains out. WELL, LO AND BEHOLD!!" I just stood there bare chested with my hands on my hips content to let Rashida have the ball on this one.
"WHAT I DO AIN'T NONE OF YOUR BUSINESS!! I GOT IT, GET GONE AND TELL THAT LITTLE SNITCH I'LL BE RIGHT THERE!!" Rashida was not in the mood.
"Tell her yourself girlie; in case you forgot, I own the building." Rashida scoffed loudly slamming the bedroom door.
A few seconds later the door opened revealing her storming into the living room for her clothing wrapped in a sheet. She did all this while furiously texting. I figured she was communicating with her coworker downstairs as Mintzy directed her attention towards me. I knew the deal waiting for her to make the pitch. This was a woman who'd barged into the bathroom wanting to screw me even though I'd been defiled in a horrific prank.
"So, how's business, bright eyes?"
"Nothing's changed, Thanks for letting us use the space Mintzy."
"You can call me Shirley if you want; looking a lot better since I found you with that hole in your butt. How're you getting on brotha?"
"Better than the last time we met." I answered ruefully. The sound of the shower starting cut into our conversation.
"Oh are you still sore about that?"
"Wouldn't you be, Shirley?" There was a styrofoam cooler on the counter top. I found a can of soda floating around in the melted ice. I popped the can, but Mintzy snatched it pouring it out in the sink.
"Don't drink that poison, you'll mess up that fine body of yours. You want eats, I'll get you eats, after?" She framed things like a question, but we both knew what she meant. I scratched the back of my head as Rashida appeared.
"Mintzy, you do you, okay honey? Oh, and I'll be back later, so stick around."
"My offer still stands, Rashida."
"Don't you go nowhere; we're gonna finish what we started last night." Rashida had got into her clothing leaving one overall strap down with the white bodysuit exposed underneath. She planted a purposely wet kiss on my cheek earning a groping handful of her huge butt as she walked out the backdoor in front of Mintzy.
All of this was of course done for her benefit.
"Hey ain't that the business; what I gotta do to get me a little of that treatment?" I really couldn't tell if she were joking, but out history suggested otherwise.
Karmically, I owed her one besides letting us use the place.
"Get in the bed and wait for me to get out of the shower."
"OH, AIN'T YOU SOMETHING?!!" I got up off the counter with the intent of walking by Mintzy but helped myself to a big handful of her massive bust. It was like she was waiting for me clawing all of my endowment with her right hand for few seconds.
I half expected Mintzy to run in on me as I washed up under the steaming spray, but she didn't show up. It was refreshing and stress relieving without the gender flipped panty raid that occurred our previous meeting. Thinking about her I couldn't tell if she was a sex starved bird brain or some rambunctious cougar.
I'd been advised by Renee to limit my interactions with Mintzy but after last night, I was questioning everything.
I shuddered at the "help" Mintzy provided at the conclusion of an aborted tryst, but realized it allowed me to function for the rest of a momentous day with Ms. WTF. I shuddered that now Renee was looking to make the acquaintance of Shawnee Thompson and the probable reason for that as I switched off the shower.
"Mintzy, uhm I mean Shirley?" She was waiting on my bed now free of the sweater wearing only the silken slip underneath. The off white chemise contrasted with her rather muddy, olive complexion.
"Yeah brotha?"
"Where is your son, Antonio?"
"Why're you asking me that at a time like this, huh?"
"Are you fucking kidding; do you not realize your kid is one step away from committing a hate crime on me, Shirley?" The thought just came into my mind as she considered my explanation before retrieving her phone from the sweater bedside. I watched her dial up her son from the doorframe of the bedroom.
"WHAT'D YOU WANT MA; AND WHY'RE YOU FACE TIMING ME?!!" The faux love loss between mother and son was palpable.
"WHERE ARE YOU?!! YOU BETTER NOT BE PLAYING HOOKEY AGAIN OR I'M GONNA HAVE YOUR UNCLE OVAH WITH THE RAZOR STRAP!!" Mintzy was full of shit.
"MAAAAAA!! WHAT THE FUCK?!! I'M THERE RIGHT NOW, JUST HAVING A SQUARE BEFORE CLASS!!" I didn't feel bad for causing this kid grief after all of our casual interactions.
"OH YEEEAHHH, SHOW ME WHERE YOU ARE ANTONIO; YOU JUST TAKE THAT EXPENSIVE PHONE AND TURN IT ALL AROUND SO I CAN SEE WHERE YOU ARE!!" The grumpy teen complied as Mintzy turned her phone briefly in my direction allowing me to see her son directing the camera around his campus.
"HOLY SHIT MAMMA!! NON POSSO CREDERE CHE STAI BUSTANDO LE MIE PALLINE IN QUESTO MODO COSÌ PRESTO IN FUCKING MATTINA!! MI PIACERESTI DAVVERO A UNCLE BOBBY, NON VOI?!! NON POSSO CREDERE CHE LA MIA MADRE SIA UNA BECCA DIO!!" Antonio Lozano was livid, but clueless.
"CHIUDI LA BOCCA PERCHÉ NON VOI?!! SANTA MADRE DI DIO, COME OSI PARLARE ALLA TUA MADRE CON UN TONO TALE DISRESPETTOSO!! HO QUELLA CINGHIA DEL RASOIO CHE TI ASPETTA QUANDO TORNI A CASA DA QUELLA COSTOSA SCUOLA PRIVATA, IO STO SPRECANDO TANTI SOLDI, PICCOLA MERDA UNGRATEFUL!!"
Mintzy could give as god as she got with a Italian language dress down that gave me pause even though I was linguistically challenged. She hung up in his face bristling a bit at whatever was discussed between them.
"Happy now, bright eyes?"
"Not yet, let me see them."
Mintzy tossed the phone on top of her sweater getting into a kneeling position in the center of her bed. I watched her pull the slip over her head tossing it aside too. Her huge, boulder sized breasts appearing with a healthy jiggle certifying their weight. I stared for a minute as she resumed the sleeping buddha pose from when I entered the room. I dropped my towel to the floor closing the bedroom door with a light shove. It swung shut heavier than I expected.
"Now that's what I'm talking about right there." My erection was pointed in her direction.
Mintzy was already panting anticipation as I crawled in bed kneeling upright at her side, handling one of her huge breasts feeling the weight. Her muddy skin tone made my fingers stand out buried in that plush expanse. My thumb brushed against a thickening nipple. It was oddly shaped like a half raspberry surrounded by tiny similar bumps that demonstrated her mounting lust.
Things were awkward because of her buxom proportions leading her to lay flat on the bed so that I could handle both of her breasts, suckling those nipples. Expectedly, her lips brushed against the head of my cock a few times until I got her meaning pushing inside. This was another forte of Mrs. Shirley Lozano aka Mintzy. In short order I was rhythmically humping into her mouth.
She moaned and wriggled around under me as I squeezed, massaged, and groped driving my prick into her maw. Mintzy was wearing some lilac colored granny panties that embarrassingly reached above her navel. I think she was a little embarrassed because she fidgeted a bit drawing her knees up trying to get the offending clothing item free.
"NO, LEAVE THEM ON MINTZY!!" I ordered sternly as my glazed member slid free of her lips.
"Why?"
"I like them; I wanna fuck you with them on Mintzy; in fact, I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you with them on. If you take them off, I'm not doing shit."
"Geez, if you feel that way about it; have it your fucking way, brotha."
"Shut up and suck my dick."
Her expressive eyes went wide acknowledging my tone, but her cheeks vacuumed inwards around my cock remaining that way as I stroked her mouth. Mintzy was finally getting what she wanted since bursting into Renee's bathroom a few days ago. I wasn't myself, but she didn't care intent on getting what she wanted regardless. I shuddered at the memory of the "helpful" enema I'd received that afternoon.
Mintzy was right in that it helped me to function for the rest of that day, but she wasn't fooling anybody as to her motives. Besides that, I was getting tired of her oversexed MILF routine. I committed to giving her as much dick as she wanted while we had the chance. Rashida wasn't going to return for a good while and Renee was off hiding out from righteous judgement.
"Yeah, that's good Mintzy; I'm gonna do something to make you feel good, too." My hand slid into her panties finding a smattering of hair and her slit. I could feel the dampness in the crotch of her underwear.
For some reason this made me more sexually inquisitive leaning across her body drawing the rayon material to the side exposing her bush. Mintzy tried to cover it with her hand, but I tugged at her thumb until she moved it resting my palm on her muff. I began rubbing it letting my middle fingers dip into her opening.
She reacted instantly squeezing her thighs together, clapping them on my offending digits before spreading her legs outright. I like the way she kept her knees bent; calves folded behind her thighs. She moaned beginning to move her head as I fingered her to distraction until she slammed her legs shut trying to roll on her side.
"Don't, let me play with your pussy; I wanna make you feel good Shirley." Mintzy managed to nod her head with a mouth full of cock. I went harder on her cunt making her squirm about until I got a surprise burst of wetness. Her nails dug into my butt clawing at it passionately as I realized what she wanted.
I straddled her face, burying myself deep in her mouth. Mintzy cough, gurgled and eventually gagged prompting me to draw my cock backward. She quickly pulled me back towards her face wanting more of the rough treatment. We found somewhat of a compromise with both of my knees on either side of her head, me facing her feet.
I went for broke mounted across her chest going at her cunt with both hands spreading it apart like butterfly wings. Mintzy's sex held a surprise in that it looked nondescript informed by a muted slit but parted wider than expected revealing a rich glistening pinkness inside. Her clit was very prominent, almost phallic in nature and sensitive to a fault. I slid up her body a bit finding adversity in the motion because of her huge tits.
"Oh baby è quello che volevo. Volevo le tue belle labbra e la tua bocca sulla mia figa. Succhialo per me, poi guida quel grosso cazzo nero dentro di me!!" I had to use my weight to keep Mintzy from bucking me off the instant my tongue contacted her button.
I lapped at her clit making it swell and come out of its hiding place in her furry muff. My fingers pressed down on both halves of her compromised cunt keeping it on display as I went further making her tremble underneath. From this position, my cock was unable to reach her mouth ending up nestled in Mintzy's sweaty cleavage.
She found a compromise of her own mashing her breasts around me while lapping at my balls. My buttocks were captured in her fingers, nails clawing deep as I went down on her with nothing held back. She really started bawling when I trapped her clit between my middle fingers dipping the tips inside her sex. I used my hand in a brutish rubbing motion sending her into hysterics.
"Oh quella merda si sente così fottutamente bene; continua a fare quello che stai facendo laggiù fratello!! Lo adoro!! Lo adoro, cazzo!!"
"You like that Shirley, like getting fingered, huh?" At this point, my endowment was sliding all over her chest barely held in place by her huge tits. My invading fingers were a blur of motion getting oily splashes of her essence everywhere.
"PLEASE GIVE IT TO ME; I NEED IT RIGHT NOW!!" Mintzy was blubbering, the sparse bit of eye shadow around her big eyes running in streaks down her pudgy looking cheeks.
"ALRIGHT HERE YOU GO-MINNNN-ZEEEEEE!!" A solid wet sounding thud accompanied the vicious thrust as I went immediately balls deep inside her letting it remain there. Mintzy was built to last, a fleshy immovable object that I was determined to move. Despite her zaftig frame, the Sicilian mature forced her grinding cunt into the base of my cock.
At the height of that lower back arc, I just started screwing her as hard as I could not trying to last for any appreciable amount of time. Her abdomen was undulating while her hips rocked and shifted about on the mattress. Mintzy's honeypot had this weird sort of conical shape to it where it narrowed the further you plunged.
She was truly neglected lying underneath me in a severe state of emotional distress grabbing fistfuls of her hair as her melon flopped about on her chest. The motion ripples on her breasts reminding of the ocean as I kept slamming into her cunt like I wanted to destroy it. Mintzy's hands grabbed fistfuls of her own breasts including her nipples, pinching, and squeezing.
I pressed down on the back of her thighs straightened my back, essentially kneeling between her legs. Her milky essence was running freely down my shaft as I balled her out with prejudice. She was literally splashing as the base of my endowment rammed her box into oblivion. Mintzy reached you raking her nails across my biceps going stiff under me.
Her nipples were more prominent and erect than all the other times I'd seen them. Her head went at an angle, chin raised as she bit into her lower lip. It looked like Mintzy was trying to hold something inside that was fast rising to the top. She was rocking and shaking all over, trembling uncontrollably chewing on that bottom lip continuously.
"OH MIO DIO, SCOPAMI, MADRE NERA, CAZZO!! SCOPAMI A MORTE CON QUEL CAZZO NERO!! OH!! OH!! OH MIO DIO, SI!! HO BISOGNO DI QUESTO COSÌ CATTIVO DA COSÌ A TEMPO VOI BASTARDO NERO!!" Her voice went hoarse, dryly declaring her affection for me in her native language. Mintzy's pelvis sawed wildly on my base sending me into overdrive. These electric pulses flared up in bursts across my inner thighs as I crested.
"HERE, TAKE ALL OF THIS!!" My cock popped out resting on her bush spurting wildly across her pelvis and belly. I like the tactile sensation rubbing the underside of my glans on her mound as she wriggled about. Mintzy's hand appeared between her legs wildly frigging herself until several bursts of moisture exploded from her box.
"OH NO YOU DON'T BITCH!!"
My cock slammed home with just as much force as I grabbed her hand leaning over her body. That captured hand was held down adjacent to her head while her opposite hand ran frantically along my side until I pushed that one over her head too. I pounded into her until my erection returned with a vengeance.
Mintzy's loud wails and hoarse sighing gasps were fuel to the fire as I pounded her box to mush without really pulling out. We were doing this sort of grinding, tightly wedged together. Her legs remained apart like some frog waiting to be dissected as I did my absolute best to push her through the mattress. Mintzy's huge melons were an afterthought as I worked myself back into steel hardness.
"COME ON MINTZY, FUCK ME!! SHOW ME SOMETHING!! SHOW ME WHAT YOU CAN DO WITH A GUY THAT'S BARELY NINETEEN, BITCH!! TALK SOME MORE OF THAT ITALIAN SHIT!!"Admittedly, I was getting more of a charge out of this dirty talk than Mintzy.
"OH MERDA MI STAI SCOPANDO COSÌ GIUSTO!! ADORO IL CAZZO NERO!! ADORO SCOPARE UN GRANDE CAZZO NERO!! TI SCOPER TUTTO IL GIORNO, BELLISSIMO BASTARDO NERO!! PAGherò PER QUESTO CAZZO!! TI AMO!!"
Mintzy was suddenly struggling with all her might to raise one of her hands off the mattress, but I held her down by the wrist. This didn't stop her from audibly straining against me until I realized what I was doing releasing that arm. Her palm came flying at my face so fast I flinched. I thought she was trying to slap me, but instead, Mintzy cupped the back of my head burying my face in her enormous tits.



My opposite went to grab her hand now allowing her other to double up on my scalp. Mountains of sweaty, pungent olive colored tit flesh smothered me. Her legs clamped down in the small of my back, interlocked. Now, I was fighting an uphill battle for air as Mintzy took over bucking her ankles essentially fucking herself with my prick.
"Vengo!! Vengo!! Vengo!! VENGO BAMBINO!! VORREI AVERE IL TUO BAMBINO!! STO ARRIVANDO!! OH SÌ, VENGO!! AAAWNNNN, AWWW FAWK BROTHAAAAA!! VENGO!! VENGO!! VENGO!!" I managed to wrench free for a few moments of life giving air, but Mintzy redoubled her grasp.
I reached down blindly grabbing handfuls of her hips pinching as hard as I could to free myself before the Sicilian mature accidentally smothered me to death. Mintzy went with it unfortunately moving her hips every which way matching my cadence perfectly. Thus, I was forced to repeatedly slap away at her right buttock like my life depended on it until she suddenly released me, all limbs spread eagle.
"OH MERDA!! MERDA!! MERDA!! MERDA!! MERDA!! MERDA!! VIENI IL TUO CAZZO!! VIENI IL TUO CAZZO BROTHA!!" All of the energy drained from her body, except for her wildly flopping pelvis which bounced and torqued on my cock. I was accidentally expunged from her snapping cunt as Mintzy went over.
My pelvis was undated with a sustained spray for a few seconds followed by bursts of moisture from her gaped box. An frothy deluge was running down the crack of her jiggling ass leaving me astonished at the sight of her utter rapture. Mintzy was blasted out, her massive bust heaving as she wiped sweat from her brow.
"Oh shit, that was just what I needed brotha." A continuous stream continued drizzling from her slit. I wasn't sure whether or not Mintzy had become incontinent.
"Mintzy?"
"Yeah brotha?"
"What about this?" I motioned to my erect penis, still kneeling upright between her legs. Her eyes widened in realization.
"Are you serious?"
"Yeah, I'm serious." I flicked it with my pointer finger making it wobble for a few seconds.
"Aw shit; thank god I got these fucking tits." Mintzy folded her forearms across them which caused the mammoth knockers to bulge decadently in two directions.
The sight gave me a few ideas as I stared getting up from the bed.
"Hold that thought."
"Hey brotha, where you going?"
"I'm hitting the shower; don't you go nowhere." I pulled the door up walking across the hall to the bathroom in the buff.
I had every intention of returning to the bedroom with my camera knowing Renee wouldn't allow me to post any content containing Mintzy. I just wanted it for prosperity, taking a quick steamy shower surprised that Mintzy didn't feel the need to intrude. I dried off with the half damp towel used earlier by Rashida returning to the bedroom.
Mintzy was passed out on her back, snoring loudly.
********************************************************************************************************
You could barely hear what they were saying. The happy couple was hugged up together as the camera dipped low capturing the glossy black panties riding deep into the crack of her humongous ass. Both of the massive olive tinted ovals that made up that mountainous derriere seemed to be tussling for dominance.
The couple's incessant chatter was marred by shaky audio and a persistent early evening breeze. There was a quick jump cut revealing the couple further out walking between parked cars, seemingly moving faster, some mischief in mind. The female's dress composed of light material kept riding up exposing those ill-fitting satiny panties. His large hands were liberally grabbing handfuls as they disappeared behind an SUV.
The lurker following them seemed panicked, frantically searching the labyrinth of parked cars desperately searching for the missing couple. All seemed lost until familiar sounds were heard. The lurker followed the slapping noises and moans like a madman worried he was missing out on something.
The sounds became louder as he cut around a station wagon squeezing between it and a GMC truck ending up on the passenger side of a Volkswagen beetle. Glancing into the window on that side of the car revealed her, face completely flushed in sexual bliss.
"Bet you wanna stick your dick in my mouth, huh?" She taunted.
The lurker seemed to stumble backward drifting around the back of the car finding her neighborly boyfriend smiling receiving a wink that was visible through the mosaic hiding his identity. An abrupt jump cut put everything out there on a platter with this woman's globe sized cheeks wildly bouncing on this guy's equally huge cock. His member was so huge that the overhead view exposed the shallow nature of his woman's cunt.
Her massive cheeks were cradling his member on either side more than making up for her shortcomings. It appeared that a fleshy bar was being forced inside her cunt as the enraptured Boricua yelped and groaned in pure bliss. The entire frame was rocking as he gave her the business, making that ass jiggle all over the place. Then time froze; the happy couple stuck in place.
Ms. WTF stuck bent over with her massive derriere half exposed and lasciviously lanced by Andre's third leg.
My phone was ringing disturbing the editing session.
"Yeah, what's up?"
"We got some pizza and stuff down here; come get some lunch." It was Rashida downstairs in the salon.
"Oh yeah, what's in it, huh?"
"Don't be that way, come on down here fool." She hung up before I could respond. I mulled it over before getting up to check on a still passed out Mintzy snoring up a storm. I'd long since placed a quilt over her prone body.
Downstairs I found a full table with two large pizzas, mozzarella sticks and a box of wings. I happily stacked a plate pausing for a moment remembering the horrific prank that had been played on me. My gaze found the restroom door a few feet away.
"RASHIDAAA!!"
"Whu-WHAAAT?!!" She came running into the breakroom but stopped short when she saw the plate in my hands. Rashida had this sly grin on her face that didn't make me feel any better.
"Uhm, this pizza taste funny; try it." I offered a slice as she snickered.
"Man, you crazy."
"But I ain't stupid." Rashida facepalmed laughing into her hand as she walked over taking a bite of the pizza to calm my nerves. I had her try some of the other things on my plate before she begged off.
"Hey man, Renee was the one doing that shit to you; I just wanted to beat your ass."
"Fair enough." I started stocking my plate again.
"Come out into the salon for a minute."
"Why?"
"Just come out." Rashida snatched a slice of pizza from my plate snacking on it as I took in her curves. She was still wearing the same clothing from the day prior. I was reminded of the foul situation, the night prior as she snatched up a mozzarella stick.
"You eating all my shit you big booty bitch." I commented in a faux mongoloid voice.
"Come out." She laughed turning to leave the breakroom inadvertently giving me a view of her inviting ass cleavage. I followed like a mouse following the Pied Piper.
The denim jumper looked like panties in the back.
"Big booty bitch." My hand collided with the closest cheek. The wet smack of my palm was loud and audible.
"Save that for later." Rashida tugged at the material drawing it from her butt with a wiggle of her hips.
Outside the breakroom, the first station was Renee's. It was empty and immaculately cleaned. A sheet covered her chair and everything around it bore the visual evidence of the work being done in the salon. This spoke to her authority unseen as I looked up finding the shop sparsely populated.
There were six women present including the two currently being serviced by Rashida and new employee Carlie. The wafer thin bespectacled sister wore a headwrap over a wealth of braids, almost hidden from view by the morbidly obese woman in her salon chair.
Rashida went back to her own chubby client working on some extensions. Both of the clients seemed related, perhaps mother and daughter as I glanced at the waiting area finding an elderly woman perusing a magazine. I noticed her glancing at me over the top of the magazine. Two women were under hair dryers also watching me instead of the chick flick on the overhead monitor.
"Rashida, why did you call me out here?" She exchanged glances with the other women making me look around at each individual woman present. Each of them sort of averted their gaze before I settled on Carlie. She made this sort of nervous teeth gritting expression looking down into her customer's scalp.
"What?"
Rashida reached over picking up the universal remote muting the movie. The shop went silent as she stood there grinning at me. I shrugged not getting her meaning for moments before it became apparent what was being communicated. Mintzy's loud snoring filled the salon, probably coming from a connected pipe somewhere. Her sex induced slumber carried through the room with a pronounced echo as my shoulders tightened. I glanced at Carlie who raised an eyebrow before turning to her station.
"Oh."
The shop burst into uproarious laughter, one of the women in the waiting area doubling over. They had been audibly privy to my sexual gymnastics with the Sicilian mature. I didn't know what to do feeling like I was on public trial in the middle of the floor. Rashida and her client were laughing hard, while the new girl did her best to soldier onward with a smile threatening to invade her face. I looked around at the laughing harpies taking it all in before saluting.
"Ladies, I'm out." I started out of the salon.
"GO EASY ON HER YOUNGBLOOD!!" The elderly woman sitting in the waiting area yelled after me with a head full of pink rollers. I stopped short at Rashida's station side eyeing her for throwing me further under the bus than I thought humanly possible. More specifically, I was eyeballing the pronounced shelf like swell of her butt.
"I'll see you upstairs, better be ready, Rashida." My hand landed with the second loud, audible slap to her rear to much extended laughter and applause.
"Fuck you!" She laughed slapping my butt in retaliation.
The laughter followed me into the breakroom, and I took a whole box of pizza along with some sodas as recompense for providing unintentional entertainment for their sewing circle. I was glade Renee took the day off which left the mood noticeably lighter. There was little to no doubt she'd made herself scare because of what happened the night prior. Personally, I didn't know how I'd look my older cousin Jaquan in the eye after last night.
"Oh hey, so you're up already?" Mintzy looked disheveled having a styrofoam cup of tap water. She flinched a bit at the sound of my voice.
"Good morning to yourself, brotha." I set the box and sodas on the table. Mintzy was only wearing her granny panties, looking trashed from our early morning tryst.
"More like afternoon; so what're we gonna do about it?" She took a deep drink from the cup wiping a finger under her bottom lip.
"Do about what, exactly?"
"This." I drew my pants down revealing my semi-erect penis.
I looked down at it too handling myself as the cup hit the linoleum. Mintzy did this sort of half smile, nodding her head a bit in my direction. I nodded back still stroking myself closing the distance between us. I boxed her in with her butt pressed against the edge of the counter but just stared into her big round eyes. She fidgeted a bit looking awkwardly up into my face.
Her hands slid under my shirt caressing my sides. Her finger began rubbing and pinching my nipples as she glanced down watching my endowment fattening. Her fingers encircled the base of my cock while the other palmed the underside of my shaft. She kept looking up into my face waiting for a response. Mintzy was breathing through her mouth in huffs.
Her huge melons dragged against my abdomen as she awkwardly knelt and dutifully pulled my pants down around my knees. Mintzy got right to it slurping and lapping, teasing my glans with the tip of her tongue. She folded her arms under her breasts providing a fleshy shelf for my cock to tap against. Mintzy redoubled her efforts reaching under her bust grabbing her elbows making her huge bust even more prominent.
I tapped my member on her cleavage getting several motion ripples before shoving my cock inside her mouth. She left her mouth agape allowing me to see my cock plunging and out of her maw. Her cheeks would vacuum inward on outward strokes with audible pops that got me even more excited. Mintzy got sloppy allowing herself to drool into her cleavage profusely.
Once there was a veritable pool of saliva there, I dipped my wick vertically between her tits. Her fleshy pillows provided just the right amount of slippery friction. I pulled out handling the sides of her breasts driving my prick horizontally between her tits. Mintzy kept up the drooling as much as possible when I wasn't alternating by fucking her mouth.
Her technique was leagues different from the other women I'd been with; a contrast between desperate matronly lust and deferent service. I found myself working in and out of her getting these audibly nasty slurps and pops leaving quite the mess. Mintzy used her fists shoved hard into the outsides of her breasts taking a plunging as my crown tickled her breastbone. I didn't even realize one of my hands was holding the kitchen sink faucet and the edge of the counter.
I leaned over the counter using my hips to take her orally, hunching over in pleasure. Squelching sounds were filling the kitchen along with long syrupy slurps. Mintzy was getting nasty, even going for my balls with the flat of my tongue. I howled when she took one of my testes whole sucking hard. This left me with a knee and half of my torso up on the counter.
Mintzy took everything rubbing and caressing my left thigh, lovingly. It took a while for me to regain my composure righting myself to take a good look at her sloppy, saliva drenched visage. Mintzy was a mess from her nose to the upper swell of her enormous breasts. She didn't say anything kneeling in front of me, her lips inches from the head of my cock. The Sicilian MILF leaned forward slurping me between her lips to the hilt.
"AAAWWWWNNN, AHHHHHH SHIT, AHHHH SHIT MINTZY!!" She was vacuuming her cheeks really hard trying to suck the melanin off of my prick for a prolonged period of time. I gasped digging my fingers into the edge of the counter before relenting. I glanced down finding her gasping, licking the fingers on her right hand.
"Brotha, are you gonna let me suck it some more?"
"No." I offered both hands, helping Mintzy up to her feet.
If her son Antonio had walked into the kitchen, I would've been dead on the spot. Mintzy was literally blowing bubbles of saliva and precum down her chin with a liberal amount drizzling down the swell of her enormous breasts. I put both of my hands on Mintzy's shoulders facing her towards the corridor leading back to the bedroom. Mintzy looked back at me, faux quizzically. My prick was comically poking into her rear cleavage as she pointed towards the hall.
"That way, huh brotha?"
"Yep."
I hung back watching the buxom mature traverse the corridor stopping midway turning giving me a view of her impressive profile. The word "Rubenesque" came to mind when looking at the thick hourglass figure that skewed larger either through childbirth, age, or both. I wondered what she looked like at my age figuring Shirly Lozano to be a showstopper of classical proportions akin to a Sophia Loren. Age added excessive volume to her bust and hips.
"That way?" She pointed towards the bedroom.
"Yeah, that way Shirley." Her head dipped low between her shoulders before she disappeared into the bedroom.
I took a minute to ramp up anticipation taking a moment to eat a slice of pizza and a mozzarella stick before conducting a casual stroll into the corridor leading to the bedroom. Considering the fact that our upcoming hookup would be heard downstairs, I was intent on putting on a show.
I took a peek into the bedroom finding Mintzy waiting bent over the bed legs apart, palms flattened on the mattress. I noticed her panties were a little more sheer than I thought giving me a view of her somewhat blocky looking derriere. Mintzy sighed a little as I pulled those cheap underwear down to her knees.
"OH SI, OH DIO!! DAMMI QUELLO DI CUI HO BISOGNO!! LO SENTO COSÌ PROFONDO NELLA MIA FIGA!! OH SI!! OH SI!! FAI L'AMORE CON ME FRATELLO!! BELLISSIMO BASTARDO NERO!! FAI L'AMORE CON ME!!" She was already yelling a few seconds into it.
Her insides remained gooey, steamy, and inviting in its conical esthetic granting deep penetration. Mintzy dipped to the right, legs trembling as I long stroked her box. My fingers dug into her thick butt cheek squeezing hard.
"LO STO SENTENDO COSÌ PROFONDO!! LO VOGLIO AMANTE PER SEMPRE!! OH PRENDIMI!! FAMMI L'AMORE TUTTO IL GIORNO BAMBINO!!" Mintzy was definitely feeling it.
She went in the opposite direction starting to shake uncontrollably. I dug into her waist holding her stationary as I pounded concrete out of her tough rear end. Her breasts hung low rocking back and forth brushing against the mattress. After a while it seemed as if I were holding her up as Mintzy's knees dipped. This drove her butt directly into my crotch at an angle. I noticed her feet turned inward towards one another finding her attempts to stay upright humorous.
"MERDA!! MERDA!! MERDA!! MERDA!! VOGLIO IL TUO VENIRE!! MERDA!! MERDA!! MERDA!! PER FAVORE, USA LE MIE GRANDI TETTE PER VENIRE BAMBINO!! FUCK MY TITS!!"
"LAY YOUR ASS DOWN!!" The last part of her lustful declaration sent me over the edge as I shoved Mintzy down on her back, panties still around her knees.
Mintzy was lying at the edge of the mattress allowing me to quickly straddle her abdomen as she pushed her mountainous tit flesh around my cock. My erection disappeared from view as I desperately drove my prick into her jiggling cleavage. Mintzy did me one better folding her arms across her bust trapping my shaft.
Several bursts of milky semen spurted out hitting the underside of her chin, as Mintzy gasped mouth agape. She opened the deep crease between her boobs causing my cock to drift upward. Thick gooey semen bubbled out covering her erect nipples, particularly on her left breast. I used my cock to smear it all over her tits before fucking away at her tits until I'd had enough. I collapsed onto the mattress feeling it everywhere.
"Oh wow, thanks for that, brotha."
"Sure." We were laying together, both staring up at the ceiling.
"No, I mean it; I think I'm good for a while, know what I'm saying?" Mintzy was waxing nostalgic, a hand covering her mound.
"So tell me Shirley; are we good now? Have I paid you back for helping me last time?"
"Oh yeah, and you do whatever you want up in here; I don't even know how I'm gonna make it to my store. You done busted up my back, like real fucking good, brotha."
"Well, I think you earned it in spades; what do you think Shirley?"
I didn't hear anything else because she dropped off into a deep slumber with her panties still around her knees.
*********************************************************************************************************
Those massive cheeks were cradling his member on either. His fleshy steel bar was being forced inside her cunt as the enraptured Boricua yelped and groaned in pure bliss. The entire frame was rocking as he gave it to Ms. WTF making that massive ass jiggle all over the place. Her thick legs were bent at the knees bouncing into the upper portion of his ridiculous girth.
He was starting to get into this public display of carnality no doubt also prodded by the distressed whimpering of the hyper-pear shaped Boricua bending over, head inside the car. The glossy black underwear barely covering her cheeks provided a sharp contrast with her sand colored skin tone. His nervous fingers pinched the satiny material wedging it deep into her crack. One side of her ass was exposed revealing a huge fleshy jiggling oval that sent him over the edge.



"Pull'em to the side!" Streams of milky cum blasted it in nearly unrelenting waves creating a glazed mess.
The first burst shot across the extended swell of her rounded hip with several erratic bursts splashing the gluey substance everywhere. Rivulets and web-like strands of cum left one half of Ms. WTF's enormous ass glistening in the diminishing dusk of early evening. His fake looking member lingered in the frame for a few seconds providing an unintentional size comparison.
Ms. WTF's derriere looked like a moon as the backdrop to his curved penis. She suddenly began wildly twerking splashing his cum everywhere, even getting some splotches on the camera lens. The stereo quality sound of her clapping cheeks was deafening for those few seconds.
"YOU NEED JESUS IN YOUR LIFE, DAMN FREAKS!!" The lurker quickly pivoted towards the sound another woman's voice.
The stocky, slovenly looking woman's face was digitally wiped along with that of her equally slovenly male counterpart. She stared for a prolonged period of time before roughly shoving her partner out of frame. The couple's playful laughter was heard as everything faded to black leaving Ms. WTF spelled out in negative space. The car door could be heard slamming followed by the sounds of Shawnee's Volkswagen Beetle starting up.
"OOOOWWWW, what the hell?" I touched my cheek where I'd received the open handed slap removing my BOSE headphones.
"Man, I've been yelling at you for ten minutes." Rashida was standing at my side.
"You didn't have to slap me; what is it?"
"You're wrong bruh; how you gonna leave Mintzy laid up on the bed like that? You didn't even pull her fucking panties up."
"We have an understanding; besides, I was gonna go back for left overs." Rashida knew I was trolling her looking at me with this gregarious smile, before pinching my cheek hard. I batted her hand away pinching her big ass for the third time in a day.
"Damn bruh; you a legend downstairs! A couple of my customers asked for your number."
"I ain't messing with those old broads who were sitting by the window." I was joking, but serious about the old women who were eyeballing me.
"They would probably pay your rent; anyway, you need to get downstairs."
"Who's down there."
"You know." Her smiled faded a bit making me instantly anxious. I knew better than to probe further getting up from the table. Rashida watched me close my laptop following me with her eyes as I walked out the back door.
"Shit." I peered over the edge of the banister from the second story back porch to find Renee's car parked in the alley downstairs. I glanced back into the apartment finding Rashida standing there looking at me pensively.
"Go on down there; it's your turn."
I dreaded looking at my benefactor's face after the enduring her throwing her weight around the previous night. There seemed to be no figuring out Renee Kelly lately. She appeared to be on some sort of power trip making me wonder if that earlier anti-heroic version of her was assumed on my part.
The woman was unnaturally adept at pushing buttons much to everyone's chagrin around her. I thought of Jaquan's altered demeanor wondering if I were next for a personality change as I walked downstairs to the passenger side of her car. The window was down affording me a direct look at her profile.
"Get in." I detected the slight fragrance of weed in the car while strains of "Free Yourself" by Fantasia ebbed from the car at a low volume.
As soon as I got in pulling the door up, Renee leaned over quickly drawing the seatbelt across my chest locking it in place. I hated myself for flinching in that instant instead resolving to look away. She took the car out of drive slamming down on the gas.
We took off like a rocket, the car bouncing a bit down the alley. She was driving so fast that I was caught off guard and doubly so when Renee hit the brakes a few moments later. I lurched forward stopping myself from flying through the window by pressing my palms against the dashboard. The car settled down as I looked over at her incredulously. Her eyes were hidden behind some mirror shades that I knew belonged to Jaquan. I almost asked her where he was, but instead sat there with her staring out onto the adjacent side street.
"So, where are we?" She asked coldly.
"In a pretty bad place, ma'am." I wasn't gonna lie about shit at this point.
"Must be pretty bad if you ain't even gonna say my name."
"Ah yeah, that's about right." Her dark, crimson streaked hair was drawn into a tight shoulder length ponytail. Her extravagant curves were hidden behind a black short sleeved minidress with a native American print on the front in primary colors. Her feet were bare, but some overly ornate, rhinestone sandals rested on the driver's side floor.
"Is hate too strong a word?"
"Yeah, but I just wanna know what's going on with you lately, no bullshit."
"I'll do you one better; I'll bet you a hundred dollars right now that I can change how you feel about me without so much as a word."
"What're you talking about?"
"Is it a bet or not?" She offered her hand, waiting.
"Sure Renee, whatever you say."
We shook on it solidifying the bet by snapping our fingers. She sat there staring out the window no-look reaching into her cup holder producing a phone. The trick continued as she unlocked the phone handing it to me. I found myself looking at a fifteen second video clip as she removed my cousin's shades.
"Oh fuck me, Renee." I lost the bet.
"Don't ask me how I feel; just tell me if hate is still too strong, a word?"
"No."
"Now rhetorically speaking; don't you wish you'd fucked me the other day?" I sat there with the phone between my thighs, face down. Renee reclaimed the phone returning my cousin's property to the cup holder while I avoided looking at her.
"So, are we in business, or what?" I forced myself to glance over at her profile.
"I won't question you again."
Renee Kelly turned revealing what I already knew was hidden behind those shades. The darkened eyeshadow made sense along with her sudden love of burgundy lipstick. There was nothing I could really say to her as she put the car in reverse backing down the alley to her apartment building. Fantasia Barrino's soulful lyrics left a bitter taste in my mouth.
"Here take this." Renee handed me a laminated card from her cup holder.
"What's this?" There was an hyperlink written on it, puzzling me as I looked over at her.
"Backup plan just in case you got up in your feelings; man, you've always gotta stay ten steps ahead of everybody if you truly want to be successful. I know this real smart Korean kid named Eddie; mom's a client of mine, don't ask but he put together a website. All you have to do is plug your stuff in there and we can get it moving."
"You didn't trust me?"
"Says the guy who left my landlady bombed out with her panties around her knees."
"Rashida told you about that?"
"Nigga I saw it with my own eyes; we were trying to get your attention for a minute, but you were zoned out in front of your laptop. I told Rashida to wake your dumb ass up while I got the car."
"Sorry."
"Don't apologize to me for something stupid; don't you know anything? A woman like me will never respect you if you show the slightest bit of weakness. I'm surprised you didn't try to handle me with kid gloves when you got in my car. I want you to be different and the road to that ain't easy. You can't be a fucking simp."
"I got it; so you just gonna talk trash, now; this some kind of tough love, huh Renee?!"
"What do you think, nigga?" I hesitated.
"Fuck it."
"See, you folded with your tail between your legs; tell me why you did that?"
"What do you want me to say; what do you want from me?" Renee handled my wrist, drawing my hand into her lap as she raised the hem of her minidress revealing a sheer black thong. She pressed my palm over her muff.
"When you figure that out, you'll get this for real." She emphasized her words by roughly shoving my hand back into my lap. She used her other hand to press a button on her hand rest unlocking my door.
"Yeah, right." I got her meaning.
"Don't forget, I want that chipmunk girl in front of my place in a day." Renee Kelly was already gunning it down the alley burning rubber as she hit a sharp right honking her horn.
I'd been checkmated again.
My gaze remained on the empty alley as I considered everything I'd learned. Our talk left a stinging sensation, this searing burn in my mind. Renee Kelly had picked up the habit of schooling me every time we interacted, and I didn't like it one bit as I examined the card further finding some additional contact information.
Renee truly was ten steps or more ahead of everyone around her with one known Achilles Heel in the form of my cousin. I didn't know how I'd look him in the face after this particular talk with Renee Kelly. My thoughts drifted to the now earlier days of shooting makeshift porn casually making a buck. I had a sly mentor in Renee, and she was turning this situation into work.
"Oh, you're back." Rashida was sitting in the living room nursing her phone. I didn't reply walking to the bedroom to find Mintzy gone.
"Yeah, I got her up and out of here because Antonio was looking for her downstairs in the salon." She explained further as I turned staring for an extended period of time. She kept her gaze on her phone but stole a quick look in my direction. She kept up this pretense as I sat on the tufted ottoman in front of her.
"So, we ain't gonna talk about it?"
"None of your business."
"Bullshit, look what happened last night Rashida."
"So." She didn't sound convincing in the least and there was no way the elephant in the room would be left unchecked.
"I saw that clip on Jaquan's phone."
"Sure you did; Renee showed you that shit to get you back on her side. It ain't what you think man; I don't get down like that, but shit happens sometimes."
"Fucking my cousin happens?"
"I didn't fuck him; check your tone because you don't know a goddamn thing. I was all screwed up after I got busted doing cam shows at that hotel. See, I thought I had my man fooled, but he cat fished me. Humiliated me in front of my uh, subscribers. Yeah, I was messed up and Renee kept talking shit about getting back on the horse. Kept fucking riding my ass about it. I just wanted to curl up in a ball and die, but I listened to her."
"Tell me the truth."
"Got dolled up and went to this hole in the wall. Can't forget that local watering hole; the owner named it "The Bone Room" after that Spike Lee movie, you know the one, right?"
"Yeah, that was in School Daze."
"Yup, you can barely fit three motherfucking people in there on a good night, but Thursdays are club nights with Theo, the DJ. For the first time in a long time, I went stag to a fucking club because I wanted to forget about Harold. Put on this canary yellow dashiki dress with my skimpiest thong underneath it and went looking for a night of free drinks."
"Rashida?"
"Well fuck, you saw the clip, right? You know I ran into Jaquan up in there and we ended up sharing one drink too many in the club. We were back by the cramped bathrooms using one of those tall bar tables. There was like one chair, but your slick ass cousin said I couldn't have it because my ass was too big. We were toasted and some of his boys were crowding me, but Jaquan was cockblocking hard. Said he was watching out for his girl's best friend. We kept toasting and roasting each other; next thing I know he's under my dress getting a handful of everything. I was fucked in the head and sauced; so I thought it'd be funny to pull his shit out in front of his boys." There was a long pause as she gathered herself.
"Still say you didn't fuck him."
"I was drunk off my ass with a handful of this nigga's dick; He was helping himself to my ass and filming the shit while everyone was laughing. The bitches were hating, so wasn't no help was coming. Guess I thought I was hurting him until that fool came in my hand. I shoved him hard and ran into the bathroom while people were laughing. Kind of passed out on the toilet until security got me up and into a cab."
"And you didn't tell Renee, huh?"
"Think about what you just said, nigga; are you fucking crazy? We never talked about that shit; acted like it never happened and I was down with that, but now Renee knows. I gotta take one for the team now; so you gonna hate on me for making a mistake?"
"That ain't my call; but I feel like I'm in bed with Renee and Jaquan. I feel like their unofficial adopted stepchild and that's way screwed up considering I've been with Renee, Mintzy, Yoli and you, Rashida. Honestly, I don't know what's gonna happen next. Think my cousin slept with Mintzy?" Rashida chuckled raising her head regarding me for the first time since I sat in front of her.
There were tears in her eyes.
"None of my business, but Renee wants me to finish what I started with her man."
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!" Rashida got up grabbing my forearms, sniffling.
"Hey, just film that shit and we'll deal with it later. You been knocking Mintzy down all day; probably got a few blanks in the chamber anyway. I-I mean we can always shoot another scene after you eat your Wheaties. Just let me do this; we'll hash it out later." I pondered her words.
"Well, it's the ladies prerogative" She gave me a hug.
**********************************************************************************************************
The aspect ratio of the trailer was letterbox starting with a vintage grindhouse styled cinema screen introduction, complete with the old drive-in music before jump cutting to black. Faint opening strains of "They Don't Know" by Rico Love softly emanated from my laptop speakers as some clouds started to appear gradually filling up the screen eventually giving the viewer the impression of flying high in the sky akin to a plane. In the distance, something appeared in the distance getting closer until CHI TOWN THUNDA was spelled out in three dimensional, blocky gold script with the texture of cracked marble.
Flashes of lightning amid the rumblings of thunder ended the intro fading to black leaving the music.
A side view of Thunda's head appeared in silhouette highlighted by the earthen tone of the wall behind her. The wall appeared to glow in contrast with her figure. A sudden jump cut revealed a full body profile standing against the wall highlighting her decadent curves and the shelf like swell of her huge butt. A jump cut followed revealing her head still silhouetted except for her brown eyes staring directly into the camera.
A full body view from a distance followed with Thunda leaning against the wall in arrest posture. She gradually started twerking in sensual fashion completely obscured in defined shadow. This was broken up with several jump cuts of her erotic dancing from various angles which made sure to capture every serpentine move and curve.
"Turn the lights on." Wafted from the speaker, a lucid part of the song.
Thunda was suddenly revealed against the wall in arrest posture, clothed in a white one piece bodysuit. A change in the lighting went with the shift making the skimpy layer appear to glow. Her certified sixty two inches of ass was put on display in dramatic fashion sans music as the camera slowly dollied in until all you could see was her badonkadunk from the lower portion of her small waist to the very bottom of her voluptuous ass cheeks.
The camera remained on it for a whole minute giving the viewer time to take it all in visually. A disembodied hand suddenly slapped her right cheek causing a brief flash accompanied by the sound of a thunder clap as the screen went blinding white for a millisecond.
The same shot followed from the exact instant her monster butt was slapped, except now the viewer was given the rest of the image with her naked cheeks jiggling from the kinetic motion as the screen faded to black revealing a hyperlink to the new website.
"Chi Town Thunda? Yeah that name fits her to a T; bruh this is some good shit. I mean it looks, really professional. You should be doing this for a living, cuz."
"I am, Jaquan."
"You know what I mean; uhm , thanks for showing me the trailer. I liked the other one with uh, Ms. WTF; that's what you call her, right?"
"Yeah." I was instinctually short with him after finding more of his dirty laundry dumped at my feet.
He was in his thirties and I was barely nineteen. I'd already acquiesced to Renee's wishes regretting it when he appeared in the apartment looking anxious. He knew most of his dirty secrets had been laid bare by his own hand this time. Sometime before he appeared, I decided to leave things off the table while I was prepping the new website. For his part, Jaquan sat in front of my laptop waiting patiently as I set up the shoot. Rashida was occupying the bedroom with the door closed.
"Hey, my face ain't gonna be in this shit, right?" I stopped with some lighting in hand, glaring at him.
"Why would I do something like that?" It was rhetorical.
"Just saying both of us could get in trouble, especially if your mom finds out. She's coming home this weekend."
"I know and I have no intention of telling her that I've become an adult film director. Think that kind of shit would mess up Christmas, don't you?" He snickered nervously still trying to break the ice.
"Auntie would beat your ass." It was an attempt at humor.
"Hell, she'd put me out."
Jaquan sat pondering my words with nothing else really to joke about as I finished setting up. He helped me position the tufted ottoman. Both of us were embarrassed at the situation. Renee was out shopping with their little girl. She'd given me the okay for his use through text, but I couldn't let it go.
"If you don't wanna do this; I won't shoot it. Things might be sketchy with Rashida ; I saw that clip and I don't give a fuck. I'm gonna ask anyway; were you really trying to fuck your girl's best friend?"
"Damn, you judging me?"
"No, I'm asking a question. Are you gonna answer me?"
"Saw her down there, shit just happened. I didn't have no plan or nothing; Rashida popped up and we started talking about her breaking up with her man. Guess we drank too much, and I got out of pocket. We never talked about it after that; shit, I forgot I even filmed it."
"Guess you were making porn before me, huh?" Jaquan chuckled nervously.
"Couple of nights ago, I was lying with my head between Renee's legs watching a movie while she went through my phone. Kept getting these messages that my phone was low on storage and she asked if she could delete some stuff. Told me she could get my phone working like new, so I didn't care. She found the clip and put the phone in my face while I was still lying between her legs. Both of us were naked, but I felt nude."
"She beat your ass?"
"She fucked my brains out over and over again, not letting me even explain things. Renee kept putting her hand over my mouth whenever I tried to say anything. I mean, she was going to work on me like somebody slipped her Spanish fly or something. Renee even stayed home for a half day fucking me."
"You didn't even talk about it, huh?"
"I-I was scared, and she was all over me with PDA and family stuff with our little girl. For a minute, I thought she was gonna shoot her girl; but Renee finally said we were never gonna talk about it."
"And you were okay with that?"
"I DON'T WANNA LOSE HER!! Look I've been walking around on eggshells, but Renee hasn't been done anything. Then last night she told me I was getting my wish. Told me she wanted me to fuck her best friend for your website. I didn't wanna do it, she wanted it. Fuck, she topped me off before I did it last night."



"I don't wanna hear anymore; let's get this show on the road before she shows up." I left him in the living room knocking on the bedroom door.
"Rashida?" She didn't answer prompting me to open the door.
She was just sitting there on the bed topless with the bodysuit peeled down to her waist, she was leaning back supporting her weight on both hands. Her breasts were exposed and despite our history, she didn't seem concerned about being exposed.
The look on her face read a mixture of anger mixed with two parts apathy. I recognized the dispute stepping into the room pulling the door up behind me, leaning against it. She cocked her head to the side, brow furrowed. That look said volumes giving me words to say.
"There's your story, his story and the truth is somewhere in the middle; I shouldn't know about any of this shit and I'm gonna act like I don't know, alright?" Rashida scoffed with an angry half chuckle.
Instead of answering me, she stood up peeling off the rest of that white bodysuit. She regarded me with a sarcastic look once she was nude before reaching for a bottle of baby oil which she tossed to me. I'd barely caught it when she pushed me aside leaving for the living room.
I hurried after her worried that my cousin would get coldcocked before I could shoot anything. Instead, Rashida was standing in front of him with her hands on her hips. Jaquan looked as if he thought the same thing, visibly tense. Renee Kelly was the engineer of this situation and I was hired help as both regarded me.
"So, what're we doing?" She asked, still visibly annoyed.
"Well, first we're gonna get you guys oiled up, then you're gonna mount the ottoman on all fours. Uhm, you guys know the rest; hey cuz no homo, but there's some oil in the back. You can use the bathroom to get ready."
"Fuck that shit, why can't he get ready out here; we know each other, right Jaquan?"
"Well, I think it would be respectful if I did it in the bathroom." Rashida bit her lower lip obviously stifling something.
"Oh now you gotta problem with doing shit in public, huh nigga?" He looked like a deer caught in headlights as I interjected myself.
"Maybe you want the bathroom, Rashida?" I offered an olive branch.
"SHUT UP AND OIL ME DOWN!!" She screamed in my face out of nowhere, turning her back to me.
I sucked it up wanting to get the shoot over with before she pummeled my cousin. Normally there would've been no way a woman would've been allowed to speak to him like that. But this was unfamiliar ground for me as an observer. I just started rubbing the oil into her body as he stood there watching mutely. Her angry breathing was audible, the tension palpable.
"Shit happened; that's what you're going with?"
"Sorry." He apologized.
"You ain't sorry for shit Jaquan; you sorry about what happened. I know you told her everything, right? Think that shit ain't gonna come back to bite you on the ass, nigga?"
"Renee knows everything; I didn't lie."
"You didn't tell her everything fool; didn't tell her how much you wanted some ass that night." I continued soldiering through the shoot rubbing her neck and arms down before shifting to her front.
"I told her."
"You wouldn't have told her if she didn't find that shit on your phone; and by the way, how did you tell my girl about what you did?"
"Hey, guys, let's not talk about this right now." I interjected again trying to calm the waters. Rashida offered an upraised palm for some oil with she liberally applied to her bare muff glancing at Jaquan with a half-smile that read danger. She turned in his direction rubbing her slit with the oil, but my cousin looked elsewhere.
"What's the problem; you know what I look like." He turned his head, angry.
"Things are different now Rashida; I'm sorry about that night."
"Sorry about what exactly?" I was down on my knees working her thick powerful legs. At this point she was catching the light perfectly.
Jaquan drew the tank over his head dropping it to the floor revealing his chiseled chest. He stared at Rashida for an extended period of time, both caught up in a shared memory that scared me in my partial naivety. She took a step forward crossing an invisible line starting to undo his belt buckle.
"I can do that." He tried to move her hands away from his belt, but she insisted still glaring with that knowing half smirk that spoke of the reality of their shared connection.
"But I'm gonna do it nigga; you know this is what she wants. Are you thinking about this? Do you realize what we're doing and why? Did you ask her, or are you scared she's gonna put you out on the curb? Man, I ain't never seen a nigga that clout chased as much as you."
"Bitch, you ain't innocent."
"You thirsty, she knows it and now she wants us to act it out. That's what we're doing here, right now." She roughly unbuckled and slid his pants down just below his balls. His hidden erection betrayed his prurient interest rising up to lightly graze her muff as both of them watched.
"At least this ain't throwing me under the bus." Considering their heat, I was surprised when she motioned for the bottle slathering oil on his tumescence. She used an excessive amount beginning to stroke his fattening member.
"Uh, I'm getting the camera."
"What you telling us for? Just film this shit, I want you to get everything because I ain't ever bending over in front of this nigga, again." Rashida's other hand was rubbing the oily excess on my cousin's washboard abs.
It felt like I shouldn't be there, but I had a job to do. I turned on the stationary camera I'd received from Renee before getting my original for closeups and inserts. There was no doubting both of them looked visually good together with equally impressive bodies. I got a lot of pics while filming Rashida as she massaged and rubbed him down with a lot of attention to his chest, shoulders before embracing him to cup his buttocks. If you didn't know them, you'd see a picture perfect couple instead of a shitty boyfriend and shady best friend.
"Touch me, stop fronting; Renee ain't here so you can stop pretending." He just stood there unmoving with his prick standing out like a flagpole. Rashida went back to his prick with both hands stroking hard enough that I could hear the wet oily sounds of her fists on his meat.
"Okay you don't like that shit; how's about this?" Rashida slowly turned pushing her butt into his crotch, She reached down grabbing his hands cupping her breasts with them. She held them in place glancing at me with that sarcastic smirk.
"You getting this, Mister D?"
"Yeah and I kinda, stopped calling myself that." Rashida snickered which lightened the mood, thankfully.
She bent at the waist putting her hands on her knees pushing her huge butt into his crotch. Rashida glanced backwards, popping her hips on his tumescence. I was surprised at the lively nature on display as she popped her hips low managing to lodge his erection between her cheeks.
"Get over here; you can't get this from there." I walked closer zooming in catching a side view that left no doubt his business was firmly planted. Her twerking hips were literally jerking Jaquan off, no hands. The loud clapping of her cheeks was audible.
"Oh, that ain't good enough for you?" Rashida stood up looking at me before glancing at him.
She looked him up and down before looking at me again as she handled his cock grabbing the middle of his shaft. Jaquan was doing his best not to react facially and part of me thinks he didn't want to reveal much of his true nature while I was present. This left him stiff and little more than a walking dildo while Rashida was definitely playing to the camera. He allowed Rashida to lead him over to the ottoman where she planted that big ass never releasing his member. Something was playing out between them and I had a front seat whether I wanted it or not.
"Watch this, bruh." She was undoubtedly talking to me but looking up into his face waiting until he managed to stare back.
Half of his twelve inches disappeared between her plush lips remaining hidden for a prolonged period of time before sliding out of her mouth. Rashida Inhaled more of him on the second go, this time sucking him with purpose as her cheeks vacuumed inward. When she relented again, gooey strands of saliva were running down his shaft. This built, bottom heavy sister was putting on another clinic in fellatio while I filmed, not unaffected myself. Rashida lingered on the crown slurping audibly until he drew back, already sweating.
"Stop playing man; do what you did last time." Her right hand was handling him stroking their slimy intermingled juices along his vein covered shaft. She kept looking up at his face like she expected something. All she got was a stone mostly impassive face as she glanced over at me, specifically the camera.
"See, he knows his woman is gonna be looking at this shit later so he's playing the role. If none of this shit was here, your cousin would be handling things; ain't that right, Jaquan?"
When he didn't answer, Rashida went back to handling his business, both hands framing the base of his cock. It looked like someone shoved a steel bar between her thick lips. Rashida went harder this time gagging herself a few times before relenting again, coughing a little.
"Hey bruh, how'd you get rid of your boys that night? How hard was that or did you do a donut around the block at three in the morning, huh? Guess you would've been shit out of luck if that fucking towelhead hadn't put me out of his cab, right nigga? I wasn't black out drunk, but I was faded so I knew you weren't even five minutes behind him."
This time Rashida got a little more than two thirds of his endowment past her lips, but only for a few seconds as she went back to her secondary technique, loudly sucking him off. Jaquan was drenched in perspiration somehow managing not to blow a load in her mouth as she frenetically stroked his meet with both hands while sucking hard on just the head. It was like she was playing a flute as she frantic motion got veins sprouting all over the shaft. He was finally starting to break, moaning, and gasping as she released the crown with an audible pop of her lips. I found her staring at me, brow furrowed teeth clenched.
"Hey man, come a little closer because I want you to see why Renee made him do that shit last night." She momentarily went back to sucking my cousin's soul free of his body as I lined up the shot. Her "acting" continued unabashedly accompanied by the sounds of her loud slurping. White, foamy drool ran down her chin ending up on the floor as Rashida worked him towards climax. She relented abruptly breaking the fourth wall again.
"Hey director, what do all of us together and his women have in common?"
"I-don't know, Thunda." I was sure to call her by stage name. I didn't want to have to scrap the audio as She cocked her head to the side like she'd done earlier.
"Oh, you don't know what that is, huh?"
"No."
"Well, let me show you then, baby."
Rashida motioned me closer as she reclined backward drawing her knees up until she was sitting with her thick stallion legs spread apart. Jaquan was obliged to get closer than he likely wanted while she supported her weight leaning back with her left palm flattened on the ottoman.
"Check this out." Rashida pressed the crown of his huge cock against her slit applying pressure until it plopped in with a visible splash of her wetness. Instead of sinking further, she pulled it out repeating the motion several times for the camera as she explained.
"You, him and baby mama know about my shallow pussy. That's why she told him to help me out; ain't that right fool? Yeah, I was drunk off my ass, but I remember how you kept twisting this pipe every which way trying to get it inside me on your living room floor. Man, you should've seen this nigga, bruh. He was damn near throwing a tantrum until I did this!!"
Her fist began this twisting motion adding to the sensation as his knob repeatedly plopped in and out of her soaking wet box until he lurched forward threatening to topple over onto her. Rashida fended him off with her right elbow never relenting as Jaquan found a compromise resting a hand on her shoulder. She was squirting at this point biting her lower lips as her actions got more audible. I doubted ether of them realized the synchronicity of their heavy breathing as he began to cum.
"GET CLOSER, YOU'RE GONNA SEE IT!!" I opted to use the zoom feature at this point.
"SHUT-UP!!" Jaquan blurted out losing it due to her continual chiding born of his version of events between them.
Rashida went harder as several thick coats of gooey ejaculate began erupting out of his crown. Her hand covered the middle of his shaft pressing it down lengthwise against her slit. Sandwiched on both sides by her labia, Jaquan ejaculated even harder eventually covering her cunt with his semen. This didn't stop her from wiping up a handful of spunk stroking it into his cock as her right hand beat him off into nirvana.
"NO YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP NIGGA!! YOU SHUT YOUR ROT MOUTH, BITCH!! TELL YOUR COUSIN HOW MUCH YOU LIKED THIS SHIT THAT NIGHT!! TELL HIM JAQUAN!! BETTER YET, LET'S SHOW HIM WHAT HAPPENED NEXT!!"
Rashida ruefully tossed his prick aside getting on all fours atop the tufted ottoman, waiting. Glistening with perspiration and baby oil, she resembled a bronzed statue; some tribute to my cousin's rampant infidelity and unforgivable betrayal of a friend. Her massive ass was visible over her shoulders in this position.
"Wait a minute." I interfered drawing his attention as she now refused to look in his direction, focusing on the wall ahead. I managed to quickly strap the chest harness to his body, ignoring their animosity in service of the shoot. He looked ready to paste Rashida one for outing him.
"ALRIGHT BITCH, YOU WANT IT, YOU GOT IT THOT!!" Jaquan mounted her in the bulldog position atop the ottoman.
He was balls deep in her backdoor.
"YEAH SHOW ME SOMETHING NIGGA!! SHOW YOUR COUSIN HOW YOU WENT THERE THAT NIGHT!! SHOW HIM HOW YOU ROLLED ME ONTO MY STOMACH AND GOT IT!! COME ON, BABY MAMMA AINT HERE!! NIGGAAAA!!"
His balls began slapping her into her cunt as he pounded her ass to mush. The visual coupled with the motion ripples and her thick gams was staggering. Jaquan was trying to gape her hole earning vibrant splashes of oil and perspiration. In short order, I realized Rashida was doing her best to stifle her groans, biting into her bottom lip as things played out.
Both of them relived a night of drunken lust and betrayal. I captured several advantageous angles for editing later, while he was filming his endowment slamming into her huge butt dead in POV. Rashida couldn't hold out finally yelping and moaning in coerced ecstasy. He was pounding her with the force of a wrecking ball.
"CUMMING!!"
Jaquan groaned withdrawing from her backdoor as several bursts of cum splashed across the monstrous heart shaped derriere. He leaned over, stroking out the rest as she buried her head between her thick, defined arms. The arch of her lower back raised her derriere high into his abdomen as things calmed down considerably. As things quieted, we could hear Rashida's light sobs as his head dipped low in realization. I watched him withdraw kinda fidgeting avoiding my face. He snatched up his clothes stalking off to the bathroom, slamming the door.
Rashida flattened out while I retrieved a towel from the bedroom.
"He called me a uber; I left a shoe behind that night." I draped the towel over her butt.
Moments later, I knocked at the bathroom door surprised when he opened it without hesitation. Jaquan was sitting on the toilet still wearing the harness and camera. I didn't know how to approach things, but he leaned back slowly rolling his head in my direction. My cousin sat there in his birthday suit, completely drained.
"You hate me right?"
"I need the camera Jaquan." In reality, it felt like I needed a shower more than either of them. I guess I was a bit resentful after being forced to witness the truth of things. I resolved to get Renee that hundred bucks I owed.
"I really did forget about that night; I wasn't trying to hide anything from Renee."
"Tell her that; I'm your family."
I reclaimed the camera and harness pulling the door up walking back to the bedroom to retrieve a sheet for Rashida. While I was inside the room, I heard the kitchen door close. My cousin Jaquan completed the task given and I knew Renee would appear sooner or later before the day was over. Rashida was sitting there staring at me as I returned.
"Can you help me to the bathroom?" Her butt was planted on the towel.
"Sure."
*********************************************************************************************************
The drama was too intense to hang around, so I took a stroll down to the corner store after checking on Rashida in the shower. I instantly regretted this as I neared Mintzy's bodega finding a crowd of teens loitering around the entrance. A bunch of fourteen to seventeen year old's wouldn't have bothered me if it weren't for the presence of one Antonio Lozano, a self-declared enemy.
The minute I saw him there, images of all the ways I'd screwed the stuffing out of his mom came to the fore. I would've turned around, but my ego wouldn't allow it. His back was to me, but an associate tapped Antonio on the arm, alerting the aspiring thug to my presence.
"What're you doing round here?!!" He questioned with authority, side eyeing his youthful subordinates.
"Excuse me."
"Ehi, questo fottuto bambino di catrame non sa quando sta parlando il suo padrone!! Prendi un carico di questa merda!!" Whatever he said in his language made the other boys burst into laughter.
"No, I'm saying excuse me, I'm going inside to buy stuff." I wasn't in the mood.
"NO YOU AIN'T BLACK!!" His boys continued laughing giving him a confidence boost as his posture became more confident.
"Why?"
"YOU AIN'T GOT NO PASS!!"
"What kind of pass?" Antonio looked around at his snickering friends covering his mouth with his fist to hide his own laughter. A couple of the teens thought they were covertly trying to get behind me as he answered.
"Uhm, a black pass." All of them burst into laughter as I fished out my phone holding it up facing them. One of the kids, some bowl cut wearing moppet, took the opportunity to ride off on his dirt bike.
"Could you say that for the camera, Antonio? I'm live streaming on social media, bruh. Tell me how your little store isn't for black people, okay? Tell everybody about the black pass, as you called it. Let's go viral with this shit."
"Tu fottuto spia!! ANDIAMOCENE DA QUI!!" Everyone scattered to the four winds.
I stood there for a while watching knowing I'd been bluffing.
The teenage idiot hadn't even taken the time to look at the face of my phone. I'd taken it out thinking of recording Antonio but figured I wouldn't have time before one of his friends tried me. I shot a text to Shawnee setting the table for what I hoped would be her meeting with Renee Kelly.
I was worried a bit after being left behind in the mall parking lot. Shawnee's TIK TOK page and Ms. WTF page were still blowing up from my efforts. She was making enough money that I was sure we weren't through. Her meeting with rival Chi Town Thunda yielded its own problems as I thought about what I'd just shot.
"What're you doing?" Yoli suddenly popped up behind me, having emerged from the store.
"Using my phone, uhm, what you got going on?" I slid my phone back into my pocket trying to look innocuous but found her watching my movements.
"Aw that's so cute how you're hiding your phone because you don't want me to see you texting Renee." She wasn't known to be coy.



"Forget that, what're you wearing?" Yoli's thin frame was draped in what looked like an oversized off the shoulder beige sweater the stopped just below her crotch leaving her long legs exposed.
"My clothes, what's it to you?"
"No, WHAT-ARE THOSE?!!" I pointed at the winged wedge heels on her feet. The odd looking white Adidas gave her a height advantage by a few inches as Yoli cupped a hand over her mouth chuckling.
"You don't like my shoes?"
"Somehow, they're all you girlfriend." Yoli leaned in squeezing my bicep getting close to my ear.
"Know what's under this dress?" She whispered into my ear.
"Nothing."
"How'd you know?" We both laughed and jostled a bit, horse playing on the sidewalk. I leaned up against a corner streetlight checking her out for a few seconds glad for the distraction. Her hair was blown out like some crazy lion's mane as she stared back pulling on a strand.
"So, what're you doing, like serious?" She asked again trying to sound coy.
"I came down here to get some snacks but ran into Jim Crow."
"HUH?!!"
"Antonio, Mintzy's kid; he was out here trying to get a hate crime going. Don't worry, I handled it. What about you?"
"Smokes; wanna get a bite, my treat?" Yoli flashed a pack, playful and bouncy like some excited kid. She grabbed one of my hands tugging on it, but I didn't budge.
"Maybe some other time, I've got people waiting."
"You don't know what you're missing, the deli's right over there, best pastrami in the city. Come on, buy me lunch." Yoli sidled into my body pressing close. My hand was inadvertently touching her crotch. She wasn't lying about the lack of underwear.
"Oh now I get it, you stand out here bumming for lunch on your downtime." Yoli giggled yanking on my arm until I capitulated hitting the short crosswalk. She redoubled her grip on me walking with a lanky drunken gait.
The deli of note was a corner shop owned by a guy I'd met briefly the first time I'd ever visited Yoli's place. Sal Abelman was the guy who'd let me into the apartment building to leave a card under Yoli's door. The place was tight with room for three tables inside while two umbrella tables offered outside dining.
I was ushered into one of the tables close to the counter while she ordered a footlong pastrami sandwich for us to share. I found myself staring at the subtle curve of her butt as she gleefully conversed with Mr. Abelman.
"Oh, I see Yoli managed to catch you again, young man!!" He mused while ringing up our meal causing Yoli to half turn in my direction waving his comment away dismissively.
"Is that right; what else did she tell you sir?"
"Well, if you REALLY wanna know..." Yoli clapped her hands over my ears suddenly in my lap pressing her torso into my face. There were a couple of old guys there laughing it up as I playfully swiped her to the side. Yoli settled for sitting on my knee instead.
"DON'T LISTEN TO THIS GUY!!" Yoli blurted out earning more laughs. The rampant humor of the situation was welcome after an afternoon of drama centered around my cousin. This brought triggering thoughts of Yoli's hookup with the man in question.
"What happened?" She noticed.
"Eh, nothing." Yoli brushed a few fingers across my cheek, then captured my hand kissing the top of it. My own hand was resting on the upper swell of her floppy butt. She smiled as I wagged my knee, sitting there like she was talking to Santa.
"Hey, I know it's too soon, but you never have to promise me anything. Can we just have lunch, then?"
I was still thinking of her getting smashed by my cousin but nodded anyway. Yoli picked up a half of the pastrami sandwich feeding it to me, then taking a bite from it herself. Mr. Abelman looked as if it were the cutest thing he'd seen in a while.
"I want an invite to the wedding you guys." He commented as Yoli gave me a sip of her soda.
"Shut up, you gonna make him run away." More laughter from the old guys hanging out there. I noticed they were playing chess.
"What've you been telling these guys, Yoli?"
"Nothing, but I need somebody to talk to when you don't call."
"No girlfriends?" Her nose prickled at the suggestion.
"I got fired, so no."
"Sorry about bringing that up." I apologized.
"I'll accept if you give me a kiss." I didn't reply one way or the other, but that didn't stop her from stealing a peck on the lips in front of an audience. I glanced at Mr. Abelman's counter remembering myself.
"Oh, excuse me sir; can you make me another pastrami sandwich?"
"Of course, this is my function young man; what kind of bread would you like?"
"Hold that thought, let me ask her." Yoli stopped snacking mid-bite staring pointedly at me.
"Ask who?" I realized my mistake too late as her brow wrinkled.
"Uhm, Rashida; she's back there and I thought she might be hungry." Yoli lowered the sandwich between her thighs silently processing my answer.
"Why're you buying her food, huh? She got money and I don't got no job. As a matter of fact she's happy I got fired and shit; I know that fat cow. Wait, were you hanging out with her before I saw you across the street? What were you two doing, huh? Were you fucking that bitch?" Her face flushed crimson from one cheek across her nose to the other as she ranted.
"Yoli, I just wanted to buy her a sandwich."
"That is not what I asked you!"
Mr. Abelman looked like a deer caught in the headlights while the old guys in the corner stopped playing chess to see what would happen next. I was caught on the spot as Yoli ripped into me like we were dating.
"Aren't you sexually fluid?" I was trying to be coy and retain a shred of dignity, but instantly regretted it as her face began to twist up like she were about to ugly cry.
"Yeah, I am; sorry." She put the sandwich down grabbing her lighter and cigarettes. Everybody watched her stand up snatch open the door and stalk off.
"YOLI!!" I ran out after her as she stormed down the street towards her place, head low, arms folded across her chest. It looked like she was experiencing the coldest day in her life.
"DON'T FOLLOW ME; PLEASE!!" She broke into a light run, arms still folded tight across her chest. I watched her for a minute until she reached her building half a block down. I was wholly confused and embarrassed resolving to get some answers one way or another as I walked back to the deli.
"So that's a no, on the sandwich?" Mr. Abelman asked while his friends went back to their game of chess.
**********************************************************************************************************
My head was still filled with white noise from an assortment of drama throughout the day and I still hadn't seen Renee Kelly yet. I purchased a bag of food from the deli and received a wealth of unsolicited advice from Mr. Abelman and his associates. The general consensus among my elders was that I should've lied about Rashida even though I reiterated we weren't dating.
I managed to retrieve five twenties from a portable ATM at an adjacent business with the intention of paying my debt to esteemed baby mama number two. I felt like an utter fool now that I'd found out what really happened between Jaquan and Rashida. It shouldn't have fazed me knowing his proclivity for multiple women, but he'd apparently stalked and hunted her down that night.
Both of them were complicit in their own way about hooking up. I surmised both were three sheets to the wind, too hot and bothered to make it to his bedroom ending up on the living room floor. Their betrayal and its price would be devastating. I didn't want to find out, but now I was caught in the middle. One of the details that played continually in my head was her admission that he'd shoved her in an uber after he was done using her body.
It was negligible whether Renee would remain wholly indifferent to him after this had come to light. I was sure she didn't appreciate being backdoored into a polygamous situation with Jaquan. Obviously, he'd confessed, it was a given that she'd talked to Rashida about things before coercing both of them into a reenactment on camera.
"Hey, bought food!" I called out as I entered the back door, kitchen adjacent.
"Not hungry, I gotta check on something downstairs." She appeared walking out of the living room with purpose towards the door.
"You wanna take something with you?" Rashida stopped at the edge of the table but didn't regard me facing the open door.
"You got enough stuff on camera, right?"
"Yeah."
"Good, I think I'm gonna chill out for a minute; call me when you need some more stuff." She replied stoically.
"Hey, you wanna talk about it?" I offered even though I'd had enough of drama.
"Been there, done that."
She walked out without looking me in the face as I sat the bag of food down. I went to the living room finding Renee sitting in one of the fold out chairs waiting. Her unexpected appearance made me flinch before I noticed she was sitting there zoned out. I was reminded of the night she'd learned of Jaquan's hookup with Yoli.
"Renee?"
There was an object in her lap, a single high heeled shoe.
This confirmed the betrayal of two people who'd probably never be close to her again. Rashida Sikes aka Chi Town Thunda had been outed having a pedigree from the streets. She'd mentioned losing and leaving a shoe behind during their drunken entanglement.
I cautiously took a seat beside Renee still looking at the shoe in her hands. Confronted with this infidelity so foul, Renee had undoubtedly gone to my cousin's home and retrieved the evidence for herself. There was nothing I could say to make her feel any better, so I took the shoe placing it on the other side of my opposite leg.
"Here, this is for our bet." I fished out the hundred bucks, offering it to her.
"Hold on to it for me." She spoke devoid of emotion as we stared across the room. Both of us knew she'd only made the bet because she knew I was angry with her.
"So, what do you want to do?"
"About what?"
"All of this, the shoot and the website you wanted me to build?"
"Nothing's changed."
"Are you sure?"
"Didn't you say that you'd never question me again?" I nodded instead of answering outright.
Renee suddenly leaned over me snatching up the shoe. I watched her slanted green eyes glare at it like some monkey's paw before she planted it in the middle of that tufted ottoman. I followed suite picking up a camera taking a few still shots of it to close out the shoot.
"I'm gonna hang out and finish up the site tonight; what're you gonna do?"
"Have dinner with Jaquan and my little Daisy; if you'd already earned it, I'd be coming back down here in the middle of the night. I'll have him bring you a plate." It felt like there was a stone in the pit of my stomach as she slung her purse leaving me alone in the living room.
I was reminded of Yoli in that instant.
Honestly, I was glad to see her go.
I glanced around at the empty apartment still feeling the drama that occurred lingering. So I started cleaning up the place to the best of my ability while intermittently checking online activity between some of the social media platforms where I'd set up accounts for Shawnee. I'd posted Rashida's teaser earlier and it was lit on fire with steadily rising activity.
One of Shawnee's mall scenes was blowing up making me glad I was sitting on the other. She had to making some serious coin even with the site deductions. Halfway through cleaning and pulling laundry from the bed, I started making new material from the recent shoot when a handyman knocked at the door with the delivery of a vintage looking fridge. I'd left an impression on Mintzy.
Yoli started texting me later in the day with various emoji's that communicated some regret for her behavior at the deli. I half considered taking the food I'd bought over to her place but didn't want the drama. When I didn't answer her overtures, my phone started ringing. I put it on mute next to the laptop continuing to work on the site which was a whole lot easier after Renee's contact did the heavy lifting. The phone kept ringing on mute with the flashing light finally prompting me to answer.
"I don't think we should be talking right now."
"I-uh, I agree with you one hundred percent, I really do and I'm sorry for showing out at Mr. Abelman's. I hope you can accept my apology for that; if you want, I'll go down there and apologize for making a scene. Just tell me you aren't gonna shut me out because I can't stand it."
"You don't have to do that; it's okay Yoli."
"No, I embarrassed you and I had no right. Just say that we can still hangout sometimes because that's what I really want okay? Don't throw me in the garbage, I can be good."
"Stop saying that shit. You need to come up off some information and tell me what's up with you and Rashida?" There was a pause on her end of the line long enough to make me think she'd hung up.
"WHY'RE YOU ASKING ME ABOUT HER?!! YOU KEEP TALKING ABOUT THAT BITCH, AND I AIN'T GOT NOTHING TO SAY ABOUT THAT FUCKING SHIT!! DO YOU ASK HER ABOUT ME WHEN YOU'RE FUCKING THAT FAT ASS OF HERS, HUH?!! YOU JUST LIKE HER CAUSE SHE GOT A BIG, BLACK ASS!! YOU KEEP BRINGING HER UP!! YOU IN LOVE?!!"
"Have a nice day Yoli." I hung up in her face.
My phone started ringing off the hook incessantly, so I turned it off as Jaquan knocked at the backdoor. I facepalmed at his timing sliding back in the chair rising to open the door. He had a plate of food and a few sodas immediately noticing the fridge and bag of food already on the table. I motioned for him to come inside. He still had this humbled expression on his face.
"Hey man, I don't wanna talk about any of your shit today, but if you're so inclined, I'd like some advice from the old you."
"What's bothering you?" We both sat at the table. He'd bought a porkchop, veggies rounded out with mac and cheese. There was an individual piece of cheesecake wrapped in plastic wrap similar to the plate. I turned on my phone finding that it was still ringing off the hook.
"Oh, who's that blowing up your phone?"
"Yoli."
"You guys going out or something?"
"No, we were doing FWB; but I thinks she's trying to backdoor a relationship on me."
"You tell her you love her?"
"Fuck no."
"She tell you; she love you?"
"Nope."
"Then don't do shit; you're doing the right thing." He opened the bag plucking out a puffy, homemade oatmeal raisin cookie. It was fair trade since he bought me a dessert. I probed his casual advice further as the phone continued blowing up.
"What do you mean?"
"Cuz, women thrive on attention especially after you've fucked them. See that's the allure that keeps you coming back up until you clapping the cheeks and once that's done, females start panicking. They start crowding you and invading your personal space like a crackhead, so you don't do shit."
"Why?"
"Because that puts the direction of the relationship in their hands."
"Why would I want something like that Jaquan?"
"Because she will have to put up with the shit or come at you hard; either way you end up running the show. She acts crazy, you cut ties because of it with a clean slate, or she deals knowing she's looking the other way until she can't anymore."
"So, what about Renee?"
"That doesn't apply because she's different."
"But you did the same thing to her."
"You got it all wrong man; I didn't cheat on her because I'm a dog. I didn't cheat on her to make her decide to be in my stable, cuz. She's different, a real life princess and I was always intimidated by her even when she was a virgin. Renee is the kind of woman that you can't stop looking at like the sun. You thirst just to get a look, and then it burns you up because you know you don't qualify. I never felt like her equal; fuck, I cried when we were doing it and that's why I kept cheating. I felt comfortable with women I saw on my own level. Sometimes, I wish I'd never been with her."
"Why Jaquan?"
"Because I messed her up; ruined her for the real person she deserved. I'm guilty of that and we both know it. It hurts so bad even when I look at my little girl who's the spitting image of her except for wearing a miniature version of my nose. Renee's a queen and she gave me a princess that I love more than my life. Right now, I'm just trying to get all of the good memories I can before it comes crashing down."
"Fuck Jaquan; why'd you lie about Rashida?"
"I just lied to you, but I told Renee everything. Truth be told, I wasn't looking for anything that night, it wasn't premeditated. Rashida just turned up and I started feeling a certain way because I felt like she was on my level. I was always looking at her ass, but I wasn't planning anything. We were just having drinks and it got out of hand when we started touching."
"Why'd you do it?"
"I was sitting in my car worried about her telling on me; then I just happened to see her getting put out of that uber. She was sitting in this bus shelter, obviously stinking drunk and she just leaned over like she was gonna sleep there, so I picked her up. I took her to my house and fucked her on the living room floor. We fucked each other because she was trying to get over Harold, me because I felt like she was just a regular person like me. We just didn't talk about it afterwards." I pondered his words.
"Jaquan, I don't think this is gonna turn out well; what are you gonna do when it blows up in your face?"
"I don't know; I just wanna get all the good memories I can, even if it means bending the knee to Renee. I'm okay with that because we both know she deserves better. Guess I'll take my punishment like a man when that happens." He sounded honest.
"Sorry mom asked you to babysit me?"
"Hell no, feels like we really got to know one another, bruh. You surprised me man, didn't know you were such a player. Feels kind of like you're my little brother from another mother." Neither one of us said anything after that as my phone suddenly started blowing up still on mute.
"Yoli again."
"She's easy, the crazy ones always are. Tell you what cuz, let's go downstairs and you'll see what I'm talking about."
I didn't know what he was talking about, but we left the apartment walking downstairs taking the alley around the side of the building. I didn't know what to expect until we were standing at the end of the alley facing the opposite side of the street.
"Oh."
Yoli was standing there in front of her building looking directly at both of us. She was just inside the front gate both hands holding the bars like she was jailed. I glanced over at Jaquan who gave me a pat on the back.
"Go talk to her; do what you want man." He turned trudging off to the back of the building.
"Hey man?"
"Yeah?"
"Are you sorry for knocking me out that time?"
"Nope."
With that, Jaquan disappeared around the side of the building as I turned about finding her gaze burning into me. I could see the phone in her hand still flashing from calls I obviously wasn't expected to answer. She seemed intent on calling until I picked up. I steeled myself walking across the street noticing that her head followed me until I was within five feet of her. Her face was a mess of running mascara and tear glistened cheeks.
"I'm working on my crazy." She said flatly, sniffling a bit.
"Yoli, I've been with seven women including yourself, and Rashida. We hooked up after you fucked my cousin, and a couple of times for that website business. You know I've been with other women; what's up with Rashida? What makes her different than the rest?"
"I feel like god's punishing me."
"What does that mean; what's going on with you two?"
"Eh, she treated me like crap all the time, always blabbing that sister girl bullshit and threatening me. I loved Renee and she was always in the way. She liked calling me out in the salon, telling everyone I was a fucking lesbian. I didn't care about what people said or thought, but Renee started getting weird on me. I felt like a freak, and honestly, that bitch was right about me. I could barely stop thinking about all the ways I'd turn Renee out given half the chance. One day I get a little back embarrassing her about her cam shit, and she was gonna beat my ass in front of that salon."



"Renee stopped it, right?"
"Unfortunately." I realized she was looking across the street probably still hurting from her exile as an employee.
"Maybe that was for the best."
"You don't know shit." Her voice sounded harsh, uncharacteristically different. I didn't know what to make of her explanation.
"Tell me what you want, Yoli."
"Come over here and I'll tell you." I stared for a few minutes before walking over facing her directly.
Yoli appeared to be holding on for dear life, knuckles whitened. The expression on her face gave me pause but she waited for me to come closer. Her phone dropped to the pavement outside the fence with a clank and I bent over to pick it up. When I stood up her hands shot out grabbing handfuls of my shirt. Her thin arms were able to reach between the fence bars drawing me the rest of the distance. Her lips pressed into mine for the briefest of seconds.
"That's what I want." Yoli deftly slid the phone out of my hands drawing back before turning leaving me outside alone.
I watched her go no wiser than I was before coming outside to meet her. I was enmeshed in drama despite how I felt about it remembering my cousin's words of wisdom. Jaquan had been proven right in this assessment and also consumed by his own ideology as I walked back across the street.
Whether he wanted to admit it or not, Renee had apparently decided to look the other way while Rashida seemed angry and devastated at him for minimalizing their joint betrayal and one night stand. I thought about her attitude towards me initially and the circumstance that both of us slept with her with me unknowingly following in my cousin's footsteps.
I checked my phone finding a text from Shawnee asking what I wanted. Obviously, she'd returned my overture because of the dollars she was racking up.
"What's up?" She sounded more like herself answering the phone this time.
"Saw your numbers a while ago; I thought we could work out some more scenes and talk a bit." I tried to edge into things knowing I somehow had to get her over to Renee's salon.
"Oh yeah, what about all that shit we shot at the mall, huh? You only put out one fucking scene and I saw that shit on TIK TOK blowing up. That's why I'm getting paid on my page, right?"
"Yeah."
"I didn't ask you to make no fucking Tik Tok page; and I know you trying to be on the come up off my ass. So, what're you really trying to do, huh payaso?"
"Trying to make more money than you're about to bitch about, Shawnee. I paid you to keep your first scenes off the grid because I knew you could be big, and I wanted to catch lightning in a bottle. You posted your stuff this week and its been hitting non-stop which means there's a growing audience of perverts out there dying to see more of Ms. WTF. Before you start calling me Jerry Heller, I haven't taken any money from you. I haven't posted a lot of the stuff we shot for this very reason."
"If I'm so big, what I need you for, eh?"
"You don't, but you know what I bring to the table and that's why I called you. Can't we talk face to face?"
"I didn't say we couldn't; I just asked what I need you for."
"Ask your friend Porsha; she put you onto the game, and I fucking delivered the bag. I'm not gonna apologize for taking you out in public, because I knew your audience needed to see you in real life among other people. Why you trying to figure out how to throw away the bag, I'm coming up with new ways to make you even bigger. Now people, your fans know how much you stand out in comparison to other women. Now, we've got a somewhat professional looking scene wrapped up which gives you the illusion of being a professional model. Goddammit, you TELL ME what I NEED you FOR, SHAWNEE!!" I was leaning against the alley wall almost ten feet away from Renee's salon door.
"¡Hijo de puta, no puedes aceptar bromas! ¡¡Solo estoy jugando contigo, no me llores, hombre!!"
"English please." Shawnee chuckled in scoffing fashion but didn't fool me one bit.
I knew her like the back of my hand for the most part. Ms. Thompson was at her best, a professional grade slacker. Yeah she liked getting paid, but I couldn't see her taking the time to shoot her own stuff and if she did, it would look like shit. I'd forced her out of her comfort zone and would do a lot more if she let me, especially after my two day emotional gauntlet with Rashida Sikes.
"Ah, what the fuck man; you want the fillings out of my fucking teeth already, eh?"
"No, I just want us to meet so that I can put you up on game even further. Can you do that for me without the extra bullshit?" She chuckled sounding somewhat off because I'd verbally backed her into a corner.
"You slick, straight up Don King, looking ass nigga."
"So, what's it gonna be, Shawnee?" I didn't deny I wasn't exploiting her.
"Okay."
"Yeah?"
"¡¡¿No escuchaste lo que diablos dije tonto?!!" I knew I had Shawnee hooked. She always went into Spanish whenever she felt like she was being coerced.
"I'll text you the address tomorrow."
"Oh, you ain't coming over today?" I could hear some movement on her end of the line, imagining that she was trying to sit upright instead of reclining on her favorite love seat.
"No. I'm done for today."
"Them balls hurting again, huh?"
"Fuck you." We hung up on good terms, but I was worried what would happen when she met Renee Kelly, my silent partner and Rashida Sike's best friend.
Their unplanned first face to face meeting ended with radioactive levels of mutual acrimony that would've doubtless become physical if I wasn't unknowingly in possession of Shawnee's weapons of choice. I remembered Rashida's expression when those knives were shown to her wondering if listening to Renee Kelly was a good idea after all.
Then I remembered myself and Chi Town Thunda's situation with Jaquan.
Tomorrow would be the best time for a face to face with my producer, esteemed baby mamma number two. I got up walking to the edge of the building adjacent to the salon entrance. I found Renee sitting out front at one of two small tables provided for customers. She was leaning back in a chair reading a kindle.
"Tomorrow, at noon; make it happen." She didn't look up or regard me further.
Just inside the shop, little Daisy Kelly was playing with some adorable animal plushies. The toddler seemed to feel me looking meeting my gaze with a replica of her mother's piercing glare. I waved, but she went back to playing with her toys, ignoring me. It felt like I'd done something wrong prompting me to half turn looking back down the alley at the adjacent street.
I realized I'd been in full view of her shop's picture window. She'd likely watched my exchange with Yoli from that chair. There wasn't anything I could do about that now, but I would accomplish my set goals the following day. I went back upstairs to our impromptu studio.
"What're you doing?" Mintzy was sitting at the table finishing off the plate delivered by my cousin. She was caught midbite eating my mac and cheese after killing the generous porkchop meant for me.
"Oh, was this for you, brotha? I just got myself a thing for a good piece of meat, sorry and all; your cousin is one hell of a cook. I just love black food, all them spices and everything. I figured It wouldn't be a bother since you got this sandwich right here."
I noticed the pastrami sandwich next to my ravaged dinner plate with a big bite taken out of it. I leaned against the door, folding my arms across my chest. Mintzy had herself, quite the repast.
"Shirley." Her eyes went saucer wide when I motioned towards the bedroom.
"Back, there?" She motioned toward the bedroom mimicking my motion, pointing with a single finger.
"Back there, Shirley." I nodded.
For the second time in twenty-four hours, Mintzy looked as if she were walking to the gallows. She'd freshened up with a bit of makeup enhancing her muddy olive colored features. However I didn't find the crappy looking sleeveless shift dress covering her buxom figure appealing in the least. I chalked it up to the vomit inducing floral print that looked like something an elderly woman would wear. Mintzy seemed to realize my take on her choice of clothing suddenly drawing it over her head in one sweeping motion. It hung at her hip as I took in what was underneath.
"Damn Shirley."
Her immense bust was encased in an appropriately sized underwire bra, but this didn't stop it from pushing her breasts together into dual mountains of jiggling cleavage. Her abdomen and crotch were covered with this plus sized, open bottomed girdle with garters connected to some sheer nude stockings. Everything was utilitarian white color wise and she added a bit of her own flavor to things with the cheap looking flip flops on her feet.
"Uh, I wanted to wear something nice for you and all; but Antonio's been hawking me ever since he got home." She stood there demurely explaining her mismatched outerwear.
"Mintzy?!"
"Yeah, back there, right brotha?"
I nodded prompting Mintzy to drop her head as she slowly walked to the bedroom to be judiciously railed. She was going to be my repast after a day of shenanigans. I just wanted some guilt free sex, and maybe to stick it to her racist son, too.
It became apparent that Mintzy found her stride during our earlier hookup when I found her bent over the edge of the bed with both palms flattened on the mattress. Sinking three fingers beneath the open bottomed girdle I found her bare snatch, sinking some fingers inside.
Mintzy was beyond wet making me wonder if she were already in this state when I walked into the kitchen. Her legs started quivering reacting to the sound of me unbuckling my belt and unzipping. She dipped at the hip a bit waiting to be pierced as I stepped out of my pants and underwear. I rolled a condom onto my cock as she wriggled even more in anticipation.
Mintzy made this sudden, throaty gasp when my cock slammed inside of her balls deep. She was so wet; it was running down her inner thighs after a few seconds. Her somewhat blocky looking ass was thrown backward into me like wet cement. She was more than ready this time bucking and working her hips into me with wet passion. I imagined that she was burning through a prolonged sexual drought finally getting what she needed.
Her legs started quivering uncontrollably, so I nudged her up onto the edge of the bed so that she could resume the position with more support for her pendulous breasts already scraping the bare mattress. Her muddy looking olive hued butt exhibited motion ripples across the lower part of her cheeks.
My eyes settled on the tiny heart shaped tattoo with the banner over it which read BRUNO. It seemed out of place as my balls slapped into her slit. I liked the way her cunt tapered off in conical fashion going harder. Her breasts were free of the brassiere now, so I started undoing the hooks in the back. Once the last hook was painstakingly undone, the undergarment popped free of her body with an elastic motion.
This seemed to free up a range of motion as she dropped her head onto the mattress giving me even more of a stationary target. My eyes were focused solely on her butt which became this blocky, unattached target for my member. Mintzy was visibly creaming all over my shaft with droplets soiling the bare mattress. She rose up straightening her arms, locking them in place while shaking out her hair.
I eventually got her meaning grabbing a handful roughly pulling back on it until her gaze was forced straight ahead towards the room's window. Mintzy went with it spreading her legs further apart just the way I liked it. Goosebumps prickled up on her back, but I knew she was far from climaxing. One of her hands rose in the air, fingers clawing at nothing.
I snatched up the wrist of that hand really giving her some serious back shots with this added leverage. I could feel the heaviness of her breasts bouncing all over her chest, even from the back. The husky sounds she made sent jolts of sensual electricity sparking up my spine. Both of us were close to the precipice. It seemed like we might cum together.
Neither one of us wanted to spoil things by talking. Mintzy at this point, was shoving her thick, cement like derriere down onto the base of my cock with just as much energy. It felt like she was wetting herself as I released her wrist grabbing a big handful of her left tit. My fingers found the nipple of that breast erect, harder than it had ever been now a squarish, blocky nub.
Her throaty moans were starting to ramp up in intensity and volume. The distressed droning sound of her husky overtures had my inner thighs pulsing as we started to crest. My other hand reached under her arm grabbing an additional greedy handful of her right tit. Mintzy started to howl as I squeezed, groped her huge breasts, pinching and rolling both nipples.
I kept at it, both of us now kneeling upright on the mattress. Mintzy was so enraptured, I could hear her audibly choking on saliva, hiccupping a bit between those breathy groans. I captured her left ear between my teeth nibbling and suckling it making her burst.
"FUCK QUELLA FIGA!! SCOPA IL MIO GRASSO CULO ITALIANO, GRAZIOSO RAGAZZO NERO!! FUCK ME DEEP!! FUCK QUEL CULO QUANTO VUOI!! DAMMI QUELLO CHE VOGLIO OH MERDA VOGLIO AVERE I TUOI BAMBINI!!"
I don't know if Mintzy was trying to signal me in her own way, but I went animalistic pounding her box so hard the dark, olive colored mature was forced to support her weight on her hands and knees trembling out of control as I matched her shivering, zaftig frame. Her arms went rubbery along with her thighs for a few seconds, then she collapsed face down inadvertently freeing my cock from her steaming snatch.
It couldn't have been timed perfect as the sudden motion ripped the condom from my penis at the moment of climax. Mintzy erupted in a body wide shaking orgasm as I began literally hosing her down with milky ejaculate. Her quivering cheeks were completely glazed along with her lower back as a result.
"Let me taste it brotha; feed it to me." Mintzy was on cloud nine, gasping loudly from the exertion.
Not one to disappoint, I pushed my cock into her gullet receiving a scintillating clean up blowjob that evolved into a full on face fucking. The Sicilian MILF rolled onto her side at an angle to give her massive breasts some relief allowing me to essentially mate with her face for a long while until I began to crest again. Mintzy's technique involved extreme vacuum sucking, holding it for the duration taking everything.
I dehumanized her enraptured until I felt myself about to explode again. She was ready, waiting with a handful of her left breast raised allowing me to bury my cock in her sideways cleavage. My own loss of humanity factored into things as I positioned myself in a pushup position across her side with my prick buried deep between her mams.
I flopped and fucked away at her cleavage eventually spreading my legs wide as I began ejaculating wildly into the cavernous negative space between her knockers. The buoyancy of her boobs factored into things feeling like oversized rubbery balloons against my pelvis. The wet slapping sounds of my pelvis colliding with her enormous tits filled the bedroom until I relented kneeling upright.
My lower abdomen, crotch and penis were glazed over with cum while her cleavage was a messy lattice of webby ejaculate. I'd even managed to leave a slightly visible reddened bruise between her tits in the shape of my prick. Mintzy was wearing the warmest smile as her big expressive eyes surveyed the mess I'd made of myself.
"Shirley, you can eat my dinner anytime you want." She reached over rubbing one of my inner thighs visibly pleased.
"If you want this place; I'll let you move in."
...to be continued.
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(RECAP)
My own loss of humanity factored into things as I positioned myself in a pushup position across her side with my prick buried deep between her mams.
I flopped and fucked away at her cleavage eventually spreading my legs wide as I began ejaculating wildly into the cavernous negative space between her knockers. The buoyancy of her boobs factored into things feeling like oversized rubbery balloons against my pelvis. The wet slapping sounds of my pelvis colliding with her enormous tits filled the bedroom until I relented kneeling upright.
My lower abdomen, crotch and penis were glazed over with cum while her cleavage was a messy lattice of webby ejaculate. I'd even managed to leave a slightly visible reddened bruise between her tits in the shape of my prick. Mintzy was wearing the warmest smile as her big expressive eyes surveyed the mess I'd made of myself.
"Shirley, you can eat my dinner anytime you want." She reached over rubbing one of my inner thighs visibly pleased.
"If you want this place; I'll let you move in."
...to be continued.
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MAXIMUM BADONKADONK Ch. 06
"Wake the fuck up!"
"HUH-WHAT?!!" I opened my eyes finding myself looking directly at Renee's face. I was still nude from the night prior with a ruffled sheet covering my sex and nothing else. Thankfully, Mintzy had let herself out sometime after I passed out.
"Get dressed, she's on her way."
"WHO?!" I covered myself further as Renee stood up. She'd been leaning over me on all fours slowly withdrawing from the bed still eyeballing me.
"Your chipmunk bitch."
"HUH?!!" I sat up making sure to keep my crotch covered under her piercing gaze.
Ever the fashion picture, Ms. Kelly was decked out in a white ensemble of embroidered Bardot smock top and billowy boho long pants sheer enough to see the white thong underneath. Her makeup was more normal looking and essential, eschewing the sharp smoky eyeshadow and deep burgundy lipstick of recent times.
"I think you're beyond high on your own supply if you get my drift. It's out of hand when I have to watch a middle aged woman doing the walk of shame at six in the morning. I thought I told you to cool it with Mintzy?"
"Mintzy's building, Mintzy's apartment and lest I remind you, Mintzy busted into your bathroom and jumped me after you gave me food poisoning. Dare I say or go further, Mintzy called herself helping me out with a forced enema and still wanted to go afterwards, on that very day. Sorry to disappoint." I was in no mood to be scolded.
"Forced enema?"
"Yes, said she used to do it for a relative."
"OH SHIT!!" Her beautiful face broke as Renee covered her mouth failing to stifle some laughter.
"So, that being said; I feel I have every right to pound the shit out of her pussy until it falls off or she hides every time she sees me. And if you're thinking of asking; I beat her back out last night after she unceremoniously helped herself to the plate Jaquan bought me, for dinner. She got the business three times in a row before I crashed." Renee was laughing through my entire terse explanation. It was good to see her smiling full of humor, even self-depreciating as it were.
"Okay, I'm sorry; get cleaned up and go downstairs to meet her."
"How does she know where to be?"
"I texted her fifteen minutes ago; said she'd be here around ten thirty; its nine fifty right now. You've had more than enough time to sleep it off. "
"You texted her?" Renee slid a white sun visor on adjusting her shoulder length ponytail.
"Wash your ass."
"Fifteen minutes, ago?"
"Makes you wonder what I was doing, huh?" She smirked making a jerking motion with her hand as she turned opening the door.
That thong was completely visible, accentuating her own fifty inch derriere in angelic fashion. The throbbing of my member was not unexpected as esteemed baby mamma number two stopped facing the outside corridor.
"Stop looking." It was my turn to laugh.
After getting showered and dressed, I was left with barely enough time to make it downstairs to the front of the building. I was anxious wondering how Shawnee would take the swerve trying to figure out what to say when Renee appeared. I was worried that she would flip me the bird, sever all ties or worse considering the episode at the mall.
I'd forced her out of her comfort zone by making her wear tangentially revealing clothing considering her monumental proportions. I figured it a necessary evil to bring her out in the real world. It was my true intention to make Shawnee look her best. Digitally wiping her face was a necessary evil because I wanted her to fully appear on the new website already formed.
I found Shawnee already standing on the sidewalk waiting, surprised to see her wearing the dress from that day, albeit with an XXL black hoodie unzipped and some reeboks that looked too big for her small feet. I figured maybe they belonged to Andre. I stood there for a few seconds at the edge of the alley admiring the shelf-like quality of her immense ass.
Her hair was styled into Dutch braids with two shoulder length braids behind her ears and a smaller one in the back. This was a surprising bit of femininity from a woman who preferred hiding herself under layers of sweats. I had to know what brought on this change.
"Shawnee." Her shoulders jumped, flinching at the sound of my voice coming from a direction unexpected.
"Hey why you creeping?"
"I'm not creeping, I just walked around the building from the back." She cocked her head to the side at my explanation, hands on her overly wide hips.
"You know you creeping; I bet you were checking me out, weren't you?" Her Volkswagen beetle was parked right in front of Renee's salon, but she'd been standing at the edge of the alley. I figured it was a defensive tactic to see me before I saw her.
"Is that even a question?" I mimicked her stance putting my hands on my hips.
"Yeah, you were looking." She seemed decidedly jovial putting me at ease.
"Hey what's up with the dress; I thought you hated it?"
"Well you texted me so early, I thought you wanted to do something; where're we shooting today? I hope it's not in that salon, I might wanna get my edges touched up."
"Funny no; and uh, I didn't text you Shawnee."
"¡¡No me jodas, idiota!! Me levanté y puse esta mierda para que pudiéramos ganar algo de dinero y ahora, ¡¡quieres jugar!" " At least she was still smiling.
"English please."
"OH YOU DON'T WANT ME TO TALK NO ENGLISH BOY; TRUST ME ON THAT!! IF YOU AIN'T CALLING ME UP, WHO ON YOUR PHONE, HUH?!!" Shawnee lurched forward faux-threatening as I begged off laughing.
"I did."
Both of us found Renee Kelly standing there on the sidewalk with my cousin Jaquan who was holding little Daisy Kelly. She had two white plastic bags draped over her folded forearm holding it like a purse. The family was presenting a united front as Shawnee looked between us, question broadly on her face.
"And uhm, who-is this?" Shawnee asked brows starting to raise, pointing at Renee but looking at my face.
"OH, SORRY I'M HIS BOSS, IF YOU KNOW WHAT I MEAN?!! MY NAME'S RENEE KELLY!!" Jaquan and I were visibly shocked as Renee manifested this big, goofy smile stepping forward offering her hand. Shawnee looked surprised cautiously shaking her hand.
"Name's uh, Shawnee Thompson." She was rightfully hesitant meeting a complete stranger.
"Mommy, who is the fat lady, she's mean." Little Daisy piped up.
"Oh no baby, you don't say that; mommy's fat too, okay." Renee continued the act looking embarrassed at her daughter's outburst. Daisy was keeping it real with a miniature version of her mother's signature scowl on her cute little face. Renee handed Jaquan the bags taking the precocious toddler in her arms.
"You not fat, you got a big booty."
"DAISY WHERE'D YOU GET THAT FROM; JAQUAN WHAT'RE YOU TELLING OUR DAUGHTER?!!" I watched hands in pockets along with Shawnee while my cousin waved off the question, shrugging.
"Mommy she looked at us mean; I'm scared." The toddler hugged her mother tightly around the neck as Renee rocked her slightly turning back to Shawnee.
"Apologize or you're going into time out."
"I'm sorry, you're not fat." Daisy teared up as Renee rubbed her back slightly rocking her. Shawnee didn't look especially upset, actually kind of taken with the cute little moppet.
"¡¡Oh, ella es tan linda!! ¡Parece una muñequita! ¡¡Solo quiero llevarla a casa!! ¡¡Hola mami!! OH, SORRY, ¡¡I GO INTO SPANISH WHEN I'M NERVOUS!! "Shawnee inched forward offering a hand, but Daisy hid her tiny face on the other side of her mother's head.
"I'm so embarrassed, I got some breakfast here; would you please join us upstairs so that we can talk?"
Shawnee didn't know what to make of things but was visibly intrigued noticing Jaquan. He tried to look harmless, but there was no way he didn't notice her humongous butt. That thing was visible from the front like nobody's business.
"Uh sure, I guess if it's okay with you little girl?" Unsurprisingly Daisy nodded in the negative taking little peeks at Shawnee. She was smitten with the kid standing there trying to get glimpses of the toddler's cute face. Jaquan looked suspicious of his baby mama and daughter but said nothing.
"Come upstairs to the second floor; I just wanted to meet you in person." Renee offered as the salon door opened revealing new employee, Carlie.
"You want me to take her; I've got her favorite program on the monitor?" Carlie seemed genuine, and Daisy reached out with both arms, already familiar with her sometimes babysitter.
"Would you, I'd really appreciate it; you can take off tomorrow and I'll still give you full pay, Carlie. Sure you don't mind?" I side eyed Jaquan who looked confused at Renee's saccharine behavior.
"Thanks Renee." Carlie disappeared into the shop with little Daisy Kelly and a small separate bag of donut holes. Renee handled the other bags leading Shawnee down the side alley to the back of the building. I already felt like a third wheel while Jaquan shrugged it off.
We hung back unconsciously of the same mind taking in the view. Renee Kelly's perfect fifty inch butt sitting at the bottom of her tiny waist was distinctly different from the twin mountainous cheeks of Shawnee Thompson which unintentionally bobbed one after he other making her cotton frock bounce and jiggle uncontrollably.
Jaquan was mad dogging both of them, probably thinking the same thing, even wondering what both would look like in the buff. Shawnee had more of an outrageous pear shape while Renee's stunning hourglass figure skewed almost cartoonish in comparison.
"Both of you, stop looking." She called out without looking back. Shawnee glanced back somewhat flushed with an impish smile on her face acknowledging our leering.
"Sorry, I'm gonna keep looking." I was just being honest.
"Yeah, like he said." Jaquan added.
The perving continued as we followed them around the back of the building. Renee turned back as we came around the building slapping both of us on the bicep then making us walk ahead while intermittently tossing pebbles at each of our butts in retaliation.
Shawnee found this hilarious but refused to get involved when offered a pebble from the gravelly alley. Renee maintained the jovial mood getting close behind us nudging our butts with her knee as we walked. Jaquan got the same treatment although because of his height it was more kicking him in the lower part of his thigh.
"Look at that ass, Shawnee; girl, you need one of these in the house. "Renee reached up grabbing a handful of my cousin's butt while Shawnee guffawed. She did it so quickly that he instinctively arched his pelvis forward trying to avoid her.
"WHAT YOU LOOKING AT, YOU WANT SOME OF THAT TOO, EH PAYASO?!!" I was also goosed in the most painful fashion possible as she laughed.
"HEY BITCH, WATCH THAT SHIT; I'D LIKE MY LOWER INTESTINE BACK IF YOU DON'T MIND!" This broke the bank as both women laughed hysterically.
Jaquan walked further to the gate opening it for them as I veered away from Shawnee and a game Renee who pinched me without mercy. Renee eyed her partner holding the gate open out the corner of her eye while Shawnee raised a brow.
They weren't fooled, both attempting to run by Jaquan getting caught up in the gate opening because of their dueling butts. Shawnee almost squashed Renee horizontally speaking. My tall cousin reached downward bringing his palm in a loud slap to the fifty inch rear of esteemed baby mamma number two. Renee responded with a playful punch to his bicep while I got as much of Shawnee's butt as I could manage like there was a fire sale.
They returned the favor peppering both of us with slaps which ended up with us chasing them to the second floor. It was a breath of fresh air seeing Renee relaxed and playful as she gave Shawnee a tour of the apartment. We settled down in the living room having breakfast ironically using the tufted ottoman as a table.
"So, how long have you guys been together?" Jaquan draped a clean sheet over the ottoman as the three of us side eyed one another while Shawnee went into one of the bags.
"Too long; I would've traded this one in, if he didn't make good babies." Renee leaned over Jaquan's shoulder placing a breakfast sandwich in front of him. I recognized it as an item from the deli at the end of the block.
"How many kids do you guys have?" Shawnee asked taking a bite of the stacked breakfast treat.
"Only the one, and Daisy's more than enough for this guy."
"Way you talk, I'm surprised you don't have some more running around here. So, you guys uh, don't like a lot of furniture, or what?"
"I live upstairs, and Jaquan's got another with someone else. So, he's got his future generations covered cause I ain't messing up this body anymore." Both of them were getting along famously as Shawnee nearly spit out some orange juice she was sipping from its cheap plastic container with a straw.
"Shit, I wish I could mess up my body and look like you." Shawnee commented not hiding her respectful envy.
"Stop it, you're really pretty and I like the Dutch braids; that's one of my specialties downstairs." Jaquan and I were just sitting there eating watching things play out. I found myself waiting for the other shoe to drop.
"Thanks, but I could lose a few pounds."
"Nah, you're perfect the way you are; why do you think this fool over here calls you Ms. WTF?" Renee leaned over rubbing her arm in what appeared a casual test of boundaries.
"I'm sitting on it." Shawnee just chuckled.
"How could I miss it? Damn girl that thing is huge; bet you have to beat the guys off with a stick, huh?"
"Not as much as you."
"Shit girl, you know I got that conceal and carry." Both of them continued the good times, laughing hard.
"¡¡Maldita sea, amo a esta perra!! ¡Tenemos que salir más a menudo! ¡Podemos ser dos grandes zorras juntas!" Shawnee leaned into Renee, snickering.
"English please." I commented earning a nudge in the arm from Renee.
"So you're Puerto Rican?" Jaquan queried taking a sip from his plastic bottle of orange juice.
"Yeah."
"But your name is Shawnee Thompson, right?"
"Step daddy last name is Thompson; mom's maiden name is Rivera. All she got from that fool was a last name, and his paycheck every other Friday when she met him clocking out with that skillet. Eh, it was fair trade I guess because he loved her gran culo gordo! ¡Le encantaba golpear esa mierda por la espalda cada vez que podía! That fucker's gone now, but I know he missing mom's booty every day!!" Shawnee sounded almost manic as she spoke. She looked happy just to be here with us.
"Oh, your parents are divorced?" Renee asked.
"Yeah, step dad liked step daughter's ass too much; fucker started creeping up in my bedroom at night. I had to wear like, three sweat suits and lay on my back to keep him from stripping me in my sleep. He wouldn't do it if he couldn't get me from behind." The jovial mood in the room died with her explanation.
"Shawnee, I'm sorry." Renee apologized contritely sparking her gaze to travel between all of our faces.
"Oh hey, so over it like years over it; don't make things serious. Told my mom and tía about the creeping. So check it out; mom sent me over my cousin's house got up in my bed under the covers with that skillet, right? Stepdaddy turned up in the middle of the night from his factory job thinking he was about to hit it, but he got so many concussions that night. Momma locked herself in my bedroom with him and got it in, if you know what I mean?"
"Did he go to jail?"
"I was eighteen and scared, didn't want no cops because I thought mom would go to jail. The checks kept coming after she put him out, so I guess he was paying her not to meet him at work with that skillet. You know, I have that skillet now; even cooked some eggs and chorizo yesterday."
It was meant to be a joke, but we all kind of sat there processing as she glanced down still sipping her orange juice. Now, I was especially feeling things because the excessive clothing usually draped over her pear shaped body made sense in hindsight.
Her overall jovial nature and admittance of being harassed for her body had gone right over my head with no mention from her on again off again best friend Porsha Simms. I never would've guessed her backstory because I was all messed up over Yoli that day. Shawnee glanced around at us, probably starting to feel like an alien.
"Did he tell you about our mall trip? We actually went out in public and shot some good stuff; it was crazy!! I got these cheeks clapped serious like; ¡¡Todos se estaban volviendo locos por estas grandes mejillas mías!! ¡¡PENSÉ QUE ME VA A OBTENER BUM RUSHED SERIO COMO!! ¡¡TODOS QUERÍAN UNA PIEZA DE ESTE AQUÍ DETRÁS NOVIA!!"
Shawnee was trying to lighten the mood.
"I've seen it edited together; that's why I thought we should meet." Renee replied.
"What, changed your mind now? Changed your mind because of some stupid ass story, huh? Would it make a difference if I said he was like, "OLD AS FUCK", huh Renee? Sometimes I just say shit out the side of my mouth because I don't kick it with a lot of people. Come on, it's cool chicos; you don't wanna sleep on all this back here!!"
Shawnee emphasized her statement by reaching back smacking her derriere. Renee chuckled a bit encouraging her to continue. She nodded vigorously reaching over shaking Renee on the shoulder until esteemed baby mama number two started nodding. Shawnee looked at me nodding with this goofy smile until I started smirking before glancing at Jaquan. He was stoic, unmoved eventually raising a brow at the situation as Renee slapped his bicep with a loud smack.
"¡¡¿ASÍ QUE QUIERES JUGAR DIFÍCILMENTE, BONITO NEGRO?!! ¿ES ESE NIÑO EN CASA?!! ¡¡TE VOY A MOSTRAR ALGO REAL!! ¡¡ME VAS A JERKARME, MUCHO!! ¡¡ECHALE UN VISTAZO!!"
I had no idea what she was saying but got her meaning as she bounced in her seat from the waist up, wholly animated. The way she was rolling her neck and shoulders got to me, making me laugh outloud.
Shawnee shook out of her black hoodie letting it fall to the floor. She tried to scoot back in the chair but her enormous butt knocked it over with unintended force. We watched the pear shaped ingénue run over to the wall leaning against it unknowingly mimicking her worst enemy's stance, wildly twerking.
Her massive shelf-like backside jiggled and bounced all over the place before she settled into a frisk position as those cheeks started clapping. The sound was louder than I expected because of her enthusiasm. The bottom of her lower cheeks began to appear making us wonder if Shawnee was wearing underwear.



She glanced back at us as Renee started clapping. Shawnee gathered up the hem of her dress raising it higher well above her abdomen. All of us found out that Shawnee Thompson was indeed wearing underwear in the form of some white thong panties that were more ceremonial in nature due to her epic proportions.
I glanced over finding Jaquan blown away before both of us found Renee side eyeing us. Shawnee went further bending over getting additional motion ripples to appear across her huge derriere. The crotch of her panties were visible covering her snatch for a few seconds before she stood up to three rounds of enthusiastic applause. Shawnee had a bounce in her step and movements still keeping her dress above her waist as she rejoined us table side.
"OW, HEY SHAWNEE!!" Her palm collided with the back of my neck. I fell for it, turning right into her swinging hip as she butt bumped me in the face. I got an unintentional closeup of her white lace and mesh thong.
"DON'T BE MAD BABY; TELL YOUR FRIENDS WHAT THEY USED TO CALL ME IN HIGH SCHOOL!!" Shawnee was in complete clown mode at this point; just doing her best to erase the awkward reveal of her past. I rubbed the back of my neck as she hugged me from the back kissing the back of my head.
"You need to calm down." Renee and Jaquan were busting up. I intentionally played the straight man on a minute level. I leaned over righting her chair at the edge of the ottoman.
"Diles lo que solían llamarme tonto negro!!" Shawnee slapped my neck again.
"ALL ASS!! ALL ASS!! ALL ASS, HAPPY NOW, YOU GOOF?!!" Jaquan lost it actually spitting out some of his juice. Renee was flushed red patting him on the back as Shawnee sat down. She grabbed my bicep wrapping her arms around it still snickering.
"They really call you that in high school?" Jaquan asked.
"¿QUÉ ES USTED, CIEGO O ALGO? ¡¡¿TE HAS PERDIDO TODO ESTE JODIDO CULO, TONTO?!!"
"No seriously, that's what they supposedly called her." I vouched.
"Yup; when I was in school they made me wear sweat pants instead of shorts at gym. They didn't want me fucking starting riots or nothing. That shit still bounced like a motherfucker though." We were settling down a bit now that Shawnee felt that she successfully changed the mood.
"That's why I call you Ms. WTF, right bitch?"
"Whatever's." Shawnee replied with attitude and swagger, flinching when I leaned under her dress grabbing a handful of ass. I gave her a nasty pinch using all five fingers as she playfully chirped.
"EW NASTY, WATCH IT BEFORE I SIT ON YOUR HEAD, FOOL!!" Renee doubled over as Jaquan rubbed her back finally settling the stunning MILF down. Despite her words, Shawnee leaned forward on the seat with the dress gathered up exposing her ridiculous situation. Her massive cheeks were bulging through the open portions of the fold out chair.
"Hold that thought Shawnee." I quickly ran to the kitchen retrieving my camera returning for several pics of the sexually ridiculous sight and a few seconds of footage. There was a loud metallic creak that prompted Shawnee to bolt out of the chair.
"Holy shit bruh!" Jaquan was amazed at the sight of the foldout chair warped by her weight. Shawnee leaned against the wall fanning herself, completely flushed while we laughed. I dragged the destroyed chair to the center of the room getting some photos and footage of it as well.
"And that my cousin, is why we call her Ms. WTF."
"Yeah, too bad you're taken, or I'd show you the other reason why they call me that shit." Both of us, me and Jaquan froze instantly looking over at Renee who sat there arms folded across her chest. She did not look happy in the least as her slanted eyes scanned the room settling on Shawnee, a deer caught in the headlights.
"Bae?" Her luminescent eyes narrowed into slits as she bit into her lower lip.
"JUST FUCKING WITH YOU GUYS!!" Renee laughed out of nowhere, as we collectively groaned. Shawnee was leaning against the wall fanning herself with the hem of her dress.
"Damn bitch, you had me scared as fuck." Shawnee admitted.
"It's cool, you wanna try it out?"
"Eh, excuse me?"
"I said, do you wanna try him out?" Renee repeated as my cousin's mood visibly shifted. It looked like the color drained from his face, his expression drifting towards somberness. Shawnee noticed before staring at my face.
"So uhm what; you guys swingers or something?" I was worried she'd think this morning was a setup, but Renee chuckled folding one leg over the other.
"No, we're not a thing; Jaquan and I have a child together that we co-parent. He's free to do as he pleases sexually, we both are in all honesty. You mentioned coming here to do a scene; I thought I'd make the offer as a courtesy." Shawnee turned to me arms folded one finger raised.
"She's serious, ain't she?"
"Yeah." I admitted.
"Of course I'm serious, we're hopefully in business together Shawnee. Can't make the whole website thing work out with one girl. These days it's hard to make a dollar out of fifteen cents without somebody's hand in your pocket. I like you; I think you're money too. So, not trying to freak you out by offering twelve certified inches of chocolate."
"Oh wow; oh shit you're really serious, eh?"
"Only as serious as much as your comfort zone. A women's prerogative is tantamount in getting the bag; don't you think?" Renee effortlessly shifted into business mode, still managing to sound innocuous taking a bite of her breakfast croissant.
"Yeah, I guess so." Renee chuckled at her reticent answer side eyeing Jaquan who didn't look pleased. I gathered she was still surreptitiously busting his balls over the Rashida incident.
"Hey Shawnee, I've got an idea if you'd be comfortable with it; nobody will touch you in any way unless you want it. I can assure you that Jaquan won't see a thing unless you want. So, are you game or not?"
"Uhm, sure I guess; what do you wanna do?"
"First things first; what's your cash app?" Renee took out her iPhone smiling mischievously while my cousin sat beside her silent but radiating disappointment.
*********************************************************************************************************
"Hey, is this on the up and up?"
"She paid you, didn't she?" Shawnee was still reticent after Renee ushered us out of the living room to be alone with Jaquan. I gathered she was going to press her point with my cousin after paying Shawnee for a scene she would actually be present for.
"I know, but ain't that her man in there?"
"You can still back out if you want; just send the money back through your cash ap." I was intrigued to see what Renee was up to after watching her interaction with Shawnee.
"Fuck that shit; come on, that's her guy, right?"
"Seems like you really are Ms. WTF."
"Man, you better not have me fucked up over here on some swinger bullshit." I knew Renee made her nervous once she turned down the nice girl act.
The atmosphere in the room changed once the notion of Jaquan's involvement was mentioned. I was busy trying to wrap my head around whatever she might be holding over him.
"HEY, YOU CAN COME IN HERE NOW!!" Renee shouted from the living room. She looked at me getting little more than a shrug and hand motion towards the bedroom door. I'd been instructed to set up the stationary camera facing the wall and was now wearing the chest harness as she instructed. Shawnee made me go out first.
"Oh mierda, ¿qué diablos es esto?" Shawnee clasped her hands to her chest, burying her face in my side.
Jaquan was sitting in the center of the living room on one of the undamaged fold out chairs, nude. There was a black bag over his head, and it looked as if she'd slathered baby oil all over his chiseled frame.
"Renee, what's going on here?"
"You're filming right?"
"Yeah."
"Make sure you cut out the part where you say my fucking name; Shawnee, are you having second thoughts? You're still dressed, what's up?"
"Oh, it's nothing; she's got issues with showing everything not her butt and legs.
Body issues, right Shawnee?" I earned an elbow for the stilted explanation.
"Nah, I suck from the waste up; no titties and a fat belly too." I noticed Renee was wearing latex medical gloves while an industrial sized bottle of baby oil was beside my cousin's chair.
"Nonsense, let's have a look."
"Okay, but I'm not lying." Renee was already removing the gloves dropping the discarded latex items in my cousin's lap.
This was not lost on me as she closed the distance reaching down casually raising the hem of Shawnee's dress making her flinch a little. Renee went about it so methodically, there was no pushback as her stomach and this really tiny tube top thing that I supposed was a brassiere, came into view.
Shawnee trembled but reached up tugging at the bottom of the top until her barely there breasts appeared. Renee took note of the small pyramid tattoo between her tragically shallow cleavage. I saw her checking out the script tattoo inscribed on her left boob, as well.
"So yeah, ugly dude tits and uh, I got this praying hands tattoo on my right shoulder, an incomplete sleeve; don't forget the Klingon tramp stamp too."
"What?" Renee was standing in front of her still holding the dress up looking at her body.
"You didn't see it, my tramp stamp right over my ass?" Shawnee half turned revealing the tramp stamp, but Renee seemed uninterested.
"I didn't even see that; let's chalk it up to this wagon you're dragging girlfriend. So, you don't wanna lose the dress?"
"Well, you don't wanna make people throw up on their monitors, do you?" Shawnee tried to be coy but looked nervous. It felt like I was looking at a medical examination as Renee looked her up and down.
"There's nothing wrong here, you've got a cute body, but I understand. I remember when I started getting my tits early; now, there's a story. Tell you what, let's swap this dress out." I was shocked as Renee slipped her smock top off revealing her large bare breasts handing it to Shawnee, who flushed crimson.
"Oh shit, I'm so intimidated." Renee stripped off her dress, draping it over her shoulder.
"Please, now put this on; trade me your tank, okay?" I watched both of them swap out tops, Shawnee noticed.
"Having a good time over there fucker?"
"Oh don't worry about him, he's seen them before." Renee mentioned catching her by surprise.
Jaquan silent, jostled about on the chair, but didn't remove the hood. He settled down moments later as Renee slid the tube top over her breasts comically stretching the material. Her nipples were visibly protruding, but Renee remained all business. She walked over rubbing my cousin's shoulder eventually flattening her palm on one of his pecs. I gathered this was to calm his nerves more than anything else.
"Sure you guys aren't swingers?"
"Positive, now turn around and do that twerk thing so I can get this over with." I stood off to the side sitting on one side of Jaquan as instructed while Renee took the other remaining chair situated a little behind my cousin.
"That's all you want me to do?"
"Of course not, but I feel this would be cathartic and both of these niggas been hawking that big thing of yours since we walked in here." Shawnee chuckled turning her back to us pressing her palms against the brown slated brick texture of the wall but stopped short looking back at me.
"Hey payaso, your girlfriend know about all this shit, eh?"
"What girlfriend?" Renee asked as I went white as a sheet gesturing with my hands for her to shut up. Renee looked from me to Shawnee.
"Yoli, that's her name right?" I facepalmed.
"Don't worry about her Shawnee; she's publicly traded. Isn't that right Jaquan, nod your head." He followed suit with a meek nod, probably glad to have his face covered. It wasn't lost on me that it felt like he was being wholly objectified as she glared at me before smiling at Shawnee.
"Oh you know her?"
"She used to work for me."
"Doing this?"
"No, she worked in my salon downstairs; but she traded her job for a favor."
I looked into the stationary camera finding that Renee's hand was solely in frame firmly handling Jaquan's member. Neither me nor Shawnee noticed that she'd been lightly stroking my cousin's tumescence. Shawnee's massive pear shaped derriere appeared highly visible in the background as I realized what she was doing. My cousin was obscured in profile only, his head and part of his body cut out of the frame. Renee's pale hand contrasted sharply with his dark skin.
"That sounds stupid." Shawnee commented turning towards the wall. Renee's smock top barely covered the upper swell of her humongous ass.
"Well, I like to think she got what she wanted."
"Oh, and what was that?" Shawnee asked beginning to twerk.
"I think I'll tell you about that some other time; more twerking less talk." Ms. WTF went to work popping her hips causing her olive colored cheeks to do this sort of rotating move into one another.
The loud thunderous claps were captured audibly louder than before. Renee's disembodied hand began stroking Jaquan's huge prick almost in synch with Shawnee's movements. Being a larger girl necessitated her to slow down in intervals, but she alternated bending further at the waste with jiggling horizontal movements that caused waves of motion, even at the back of her thighs a bit. Renee would slow down a bit sliding three fingers along the thick pulsing shaft until Shawnee went back to clapping, bouncing on the balls of her feet.
Jaquan's abdomen was undulating at this point trying to hold on for dear life. He hadn't been allowed to see anything, only use his ears imagining what was happening on the other side of the bag covering his head. Shawnee's twerking claps seemed to get louder as she flushed getting hot and bothered still facing the wall.
Things got more heated as she took an interval clumsily losing her panties. I guess she just decided to go with it resuming her bionic twerking while Renee sat watching and pleasing Jaquan. Shawnee glanced back over her shoulder, cheeks ruddy with an embarrassed look on her face. I noticed that she'd started fingering herself.
"Come over." Renee instructed.
Shawnee looked over her shoulder hesitant for a second before turning around with both hands covering her bare muff. She looked over at me before looking at the pale sister sitting there continually stroking my cousin's cock approaching his breaking point. Her thin fingers were harvesting veins all over his cock as Shawnee approached stopping short. Renee's green eyes bore into hers while she continually massaged and caressed his member.
"Oh, mierda. Oh, fóllame." Shawnee looked at me again, but I didn't react just waiting.
"Come on, you know it's okay Shawnee." Renee half whispered.
She leaned over timidly touching Jaquan's prick drawing her hand back as if aflame, then she ran a single digit along the bottom of his shaft making sure to keep eye contact with Renee in intervals. It was an odd bit of déjà vu considering something like this played out with Renee and Rashida Sikes the first night we'd started using the apartment.
Shawnee demonstrated a hitherto unknown range of movement actually squatting open legged in front of Jaquan, staring at Renee's hand gliding along his shaft as my cousin began to squirm. Her eyes looked comedically crossed at the fleshy spear pointing up towards the ceiling.
I noticed some movement from Renee who was reaching up into her hair drawing the elastic hairband free. She shook out her dark highlighted locks as Shawnee watched enchanted. Renee's other hand appeared in frame sliding the elastic band along his shaft below his testicles tying it off before releasing it as she backed off, hands disappearing from the shot.
Shawnee was on all fours probably due to her weight, her head between my cousin's thighs. She looked up at Renee for a few seconds getting an approving nod before gingerly handling his cock. Jaquan reacted to her touch arching on the chair bringing his crown too close to her face.
Half of his member disappeared Between her lips followed by this really loud slurp as her chubby cheeks inverted, hard. Both of Shawnee's chubby hands rose handling his cock like she was playing a clarinet. The slurping sound got louder as the rest of his cock began to disappear between her lips. Even Renee's eyes widened as Shawnee completely throated Jaquan's twelve and a half inches to the base framing her lips with both chubby hands. The sensation must have been incredible because this tortured, hoarse lilting moan emanated from the inside of the bag on his head.
Renee shot me a look making a hand gesture asking if I was getting this on camera. I nodded watching tears start to stream down Shawnee's chubby cheeks as her face went beet red. It appeared the Puerto Rican SSBBW was playing to the camera and Renee Kelly at hand, Jaquan in that instant. She was putting on a show prompted by Renee's beauty and confidence in allowing her to please what was obviously, her man. Her head suddenly whipped backward as she coughed profusely, cupping a hand under her chin.
Shawnee coughed up a deluge of precum and saliva letting it pool in her cupped hand before reapplying it to his straining cock. Her clarinet hand positioning continued as she fluidly stroked and played with his cock enthusiastically.
Renee ended up getting a lesson in giving her man a head clinic as Shawnee pressed her lips to his crown peppering it with several rabbit kisses, her tongue intermittently appearing to tease and tickle the purplish head of his member.
For some reason, I kept thinking of a cow's tongue when she would do this motion until she throated him again holding position a little longer this time. Jaquan lost it humping into her mouth forcing her to break the seal in order to breathe as she wildly jerked him off, both pinky fingers extended. I realized handling him was no big deal to Shawnee who regularly slept with her own overly endowed boyfriend, Andre. He was definitely bigger than my cousin. My heart was thumping like crazy, pants tented as I dutifully filmed.
"You don't just have to watch; let me help you." Renee whispered in my ear. I'd been so enthralled watching Shawnee's performance, that I hadn't noticed her slide behind my chair.
My left ear slid between her lips, teeth gnawing on the rim and my earlobe as both of her hands appeared just under my armpits, fingers pinching my nipples. Renee's breath was hot on my neck as her nimble fingers undid my belt buckle before unzipping me to find the head of my cock protruding from the top of my briefs. This didn't satisfy the stunning milk colored beauty who methodically exposed everything.
Shawnee was in the zone, eyes tightly shut blocking out everything as she lurched forward orally making love to Jaquan's prick, sensually moaning, and slurping loudly as her humongous ass jiggled and bounced with each movement. Likewise, Renee Kelly had things well in hand applying a rough twisting motion at the base of my cock while whispering dirty promises in my ear that I'm sure my camera picked up.
"I'm gonna do so much worse to you when the time comes, baby. I'm gonna make you fuck my brains out and then I'm gonna fuck you until you pass out. Hurry up and reach my level because my pussy is so wet for you; find me."
I was liberally running torrents of precum down my shaft to the junction where her forefinger and thumb met around the base of my prick. She'd milked me dry before, but this was different altogether as Renee continued verbally molesting me barely above a whisper. The loud slimy sounds of Jaquan being sucked off added to the atmosphere as I failed to stop myself from humping the two fingers framing the base of my cock. I was gonna cum and didn't care about much else while Renee continued pinching and rolling my nipple with her other hand.



"You gonna cum for me, huh baby?" I just nodded feverishly thankful there was a mounted camera catching everything. The one strapped to my body was shaking and drifting all over the place at this point.
"You gonna give me a load, huh? You gonna make a hot load of cum for me, huh baby? Make some cum for me; I really do. I want you to do it for me baby; do it for me." Renee's wet bartering sounded like begging as I started to crest.
"Uh-uh-okay." I whimpered as she frenetically tugged at the lower half of my cock above my mound.
"I want you to give it to her; I want you to blow a load on that fat ass, okay?" Her breath was coming in ever increasing huffs on my left cheek.
"Uh-kay." My stomach was turning, inner thighs pulsing signaling an incoming climax. Renee's face suddenly appeared directly in front of me, blocking my view of Shawnee literally sucking the pigmentation off my cousin's cock. Her tongue invaded my mouth in a hungry sensual kiss that seemed to last forever.
"DO IT!!" She lost it mounting my left thigh frantically jerking me off with a tight fist. Her large breasts were exposed appearing below the ill-fitting tube top, bouncing in my face. I got a mouthful of her tits and one good slurp in seconds before Renee drew back from my field of vision.
"CUM FOR ME!!" I was trembling all over as I got up aiming my cock at Shawnee's massive dueling cheeks. Even though she wasn't looking at me, Shawnee pulled another trick out of the bag managing a mild jiggle of each butt cheek independently.
A thick wad of cum exploded out of me cutting a diagonal swath across her mountainous, shivering expanse followed by the second which landed in her rear cleavage drizzling down into that cavernous gluteal cleft. The rest was wild shots, pulses of oily glaze that vandalized those massive jiggling cheeks.
Renee wasn't satisfied, suddenly behind me for the reach around hand job stroking out the rest with purpose getting everything until one last gooey web was left hanging from the head of my cock until it finally oozed down her right cheek. Renee's hand disappeared just as quickly leaving me addled witnessing my handiwork.
Shawnee took this as an opportunity mid climax to bury half of Jaquan between her lips, using the tips of all ten fingers in a pinching motion on his exposed meat violently jerking on it so hard, her hands became a blur. It sounded like she was choking on his elongated cock before her cow tongue appeared in intervals painting the letters of the alphabet on his urethra. She straightened her back loving his cock getting sloppier in the process if that were humanly possible, taking him to the base. Renee tapped me on the shoulder motioning towards Jaquan's long muscular left leg.
It was shaking like he was being tasered, the toes on that foot curling as his foot swished back and forth horizontally like a windshield wiper. Ms. WTF was messing him up and revealing herself as a head queen unparalleled in the process.
"OH MY FUCKING GAAAWDDD, AAAAHHHH SHIT!! FUUUUHHHHKKKKKK IT, MUTHAAA-OHFUHHHH FUCK MEEE!!" Renee stood off to the side watching her baby daddy exposed as a whiny bitch, orgasming in a variety of tones from baritone to near falsetto.
"DAMN BRUH, DAMMIT MAAAN!!" My camera was focused on Shawnee's head impaled through the mouth with my cousin's certified twelve and a half inches when the first burst hit.
Shawnee hiccupped releasing a deluge of in-progress ejaculate that came in thick, milky waves running down her chin. Undaunted, Ms. WTF went at him showing off vacuuming her chubby cheeks on the upper portion of his member super hard as he squirmed about on a sweat soaked fold out chair.
She let her mouth open allowing more spunk to run down as she beat his meat on her lips, right cheek before deep throating him again. Jaquan was yelping like a shot dog as she slowly drew her lips backward until the purplish head of his member was free with an audible pop of her lips. Both of his legs were shaking uncontrollably, his head rocking side to side like a flicking light switch.
Shawnee pressed the underside of his extended shaft into the center of her face swirling her tongue on his taint. Ms. WTF was certified and unintentionally baptized when an unexpected burst of watery cum flowed from the head of his cock glazing her face over. For a second I thought him incontinent as Shawnee finally relented still handling his member. She looked right into my camera blowing a big cum bubble with her goofy smile.
"What?" She offered with a playful shrug.
Jaquan was done, sitting there slack with his head hanging over the back of the seat. I wondered why he hadn't grabbed Shawnee during his ordeal. I knew I would've lost it and probably fucked the shit out of her if she did something like that to me. Then I noticed that my cousin's hands were bound with what looked like an extension cord. I glanced up into Renee's face as she tugged the ill-fitting top over her breasts.
"He was tied up all this time?" Renee smiled giving my cheek a hard pinch.
"Ustedes, hijos de puta, están locos aquí!! OH MIERDA ESTE NIGGA ESTABA MI CARA ARRIBA!! FUCK HOMBRE, ¡¡¿NO OBTIENES NADA DE TU MUJER?!!" A towel hit Shawnee in the face as she giggled uncontrollably. Renee took note of my cousin flopped out on the chair.
"Jaquan?"
He didn't answer.
"Hey man, you good?"
He was silent as Shawnee looked up from wiping her face, a brow raised.
"Shit." I got up with the intent of pulling the bag off his head along with Shawnee and Renee.
"DON'T TAKE IT OFF!! LEAVE IT THE FUCK ON, OKAAAAY?!!" He yelled stopping us.
Shawnee flinched like she was in a slasher film while Renee raised a fist at the sudden movement. All of us looked at one another before Shawnee motioned at Jaquan's still twitching right foot. It seems my cousin was way beyond embarrassed. Both of the women started laughing like jackals, my pear shaped ingenue doubling over towel in hand.
"Stop laughing, just untie me." Renee capitulated through laughter releasing his arms while Shawnee rolled around on the floor with the towel covering her face.
"There's nothing to be ashamed of Jaquan; you just got your soul sucked out." Renee teased messing with the bag doing these little pinches to the material. He grabbed the edges of it holding it to his head, audibly giggling too.
Me, I was stoked already editing the footage together in my head.
"Fuck yall." Jaquan sounded rueful making esteemed baby mamma number two laugh even harder.
Shawnee had already rolled over on her belly watching the couple leaving me another opportunity to capture pics and footage of her massive rear end high over her shoulders in this position. A substantial amount of the sparse makeup she wore was now rubbed off attracting Renee's attention.
"Damn girl, we gotta get you squared away; half your face in that towel." Shawnee laughed looking down into the hand towel finding it stained with some of her makeup as Renee regarded Jaquan.
"TAKE THAT BAG OFF YOUR HEAD!" Her palm collided with the back of his head.
"Don't wanna."
"Ah shit, I'm sorry about that; guess I turned your man into a gimp." Shawnee playfully commented making us bust up. I'd even forgot that my business was on display, quickly tucking it away.
"JUST GET OUT OF THE LIVING ROOM AND I'LL TAKE IT OFF!!" He sounded desperate.
"Alright, enough of this shit." I offered my hands helping Shawnee to her feet with some considerable effort while Renee pressed a finger to her lips thinking up some more mischief. Both of the women walked to the edge of the living room standing out of his field of vision.
"They're gone."
"You bet not be playing with me, nigga."
"Man take that shit off your head; you acting like a bitch." Jaquan lurched forward on the chair elbows resting on his knees. He went to take it off, hesitating again.
"They gone?"
"Yeah man, they went to the bathroom because you lit Shawnee up."
"Cool bruh; shit, where'd you find that bitch? She can suck a golf ball through a fucking straw my nigga!! I ain't never felt nothing like that before! Fuck man, I don't care about the booty."
Jaquan drew the bag off his head revealing a glistening sweat soaked visage. His brow was raised, deep creases in his forehead eyes bucked out with a hanging bottom lip. He was honestly jacked up in the face still unaware of the two women watching him.
"Hey cuz, check it out."
My arms were folded, but I was pointing at the women just out of his field of vision. Jaquan followed my pointing finger finding Renee and Shawnee watching. Renee's hands were on her hips, indignant at the verbal endorsement while Shawnee happily waved.
"YOU WRONG BRUH!!" Jaquan got up almost running from the living room, probably not even cognizant of his own nudity.
"Get back here Jaquan!" Renee yelled after him pursuing my cousin to the edge of the living room. It was no use signaled by the slamming of the bathroom door moments later. I turned to a smiling Shawnee aka Ms. WTF.
"Come here you." I wanted some satisfaction out of that huge ass.
"Oh no you don't; you got some work to do nigga." Renee caught me unawares again by the ear snatching on it making me double over. I received a hard swat to the butt and nudge towards my laptop in the kitchen.
"Shawnee, you up for a quick road trip?"
"I guess, why?"
*********************************************************************************************************
After an epic struggle to get Jaquan out of the bathroom and a subsequent shower for Shawnee with Renee serving as door guard, both women left us to our own devices. I was tasked with finishing editing for the scene we shot and completing work on the site while Renee spirited Shawnee away on some little side mission that for another scene to be shot when they returned. Jaquan was still embarrassed taking over the apartment bedroom to crash and recuperate. The guy went into a dead sleep the moment his head hit the pillow leaving me to soldier onward with a tragic case of blue balls.
Whoever Renee hired was extremely thorough leaving just the insertion of individual entries at this point. I plugged in my firsts scenes with Rashida and Shawnee working multiple social media platforms uploading several teasers to keep interest high. I found some footage I'd shot the first night Rashida hooked up with Jaquan on camera hesitating whether or not to make it available for public consumption.
"So uhm Thunda; what's your beef with Ms. WTF?"
"What beef nigga; you talking about beef to eat?" Ambient female chatter could heard I the background. I'd been sitting on a footstool right behind her work station as she sat in her own salon chair being worked on by Renee.
"You know what I'm talking about?"
"NO, I DONT FOOL!" Rashida's attitude poured out of my laptop speakers like hot maple syrup. On screen her own considerably huge butt was greedily spilling out of the sides and open portions of the back.
"So, I guess you were intimidated, huh?"
"EXCUSE ME?!!" Offscreen Renee paused allowing her to pivot in the chair giving me a shot of her powerful, defined stallion legs. Her aggressive body language read perfectly for a viewing audience.
"I-uhm, said you were intimidated; is that right?"
"INTIMIDATED OF WHAT?!!"Her outburst was jarring making me snatch the headphones from my ears momentarily.
"Why don't you tell us, Thunda? I-mean it was serious from the moment you two uhm, met."
"Man you don't know shit, you talking shit; and old girl was seriously out of pocket!! Look at me and then, look at her, seriously!! Your girl's delusional; how in the hell you think she's anything special fool?!! Obviously, she's the opening act for the main event!!" There was loud applause and female jeers from the salon sewing circle who were present at the time.
"Some people might say you intimidated because her ass is bigger?" I framed the passive insult as a question knowing the result.
"Nigga, you can take that fat chipmunk looking bitch-AND STEP!!" More uproarious laughter and peer commentary followed as I shifted the camera upward a bit catching Rashida's side.
I got her from the back as Renee worked on her hair also capturing her shoulder. Rashida was sitting there with one leg folded over the other, arm raised from the elbow upward into a defiant fist. Her bangle bracelets clinked as she spoke motioning with a raised finger, admonishing me.
"Why you mad?"
"Who's mad darling?" Background laughter continued as I pressed onward.
"Well uhm, you sound mad about it."
"About what?"
"Ms. WTF?"
"WHAT?" The building mirth from her clueless sewing circle provided perfect ambient chatter in the background.
Rashida Sikes was honestly just being herself. I hadn't told her beforehand that I'd be asking her questions. Honestly, I felt part of her attitude was based on the fact that I'd shown her the straight razors Shawnee usually kept on her person that afternoon. I was just trying to put things in perspective after their initial animosity but regretted it in hindsight. Now, I was cobbling this interview together knowing I'd be building on it later in the day.
"Miss-What-The-Fuck; that's what they call her Thunda." There was a long pregnant pause after I mentioned Shawnee's stage name.
"SHIT, THAT'S WHAT I SAID WHEN I SAW THAT BIAAATCH!!" The entire salon burst into uproarious laughter as a couple of the younger women fell from their seats rolling on the tiled floor. The atmosphere reminded me of some kind of shitty slumber party in respects.
"STEP OFF!!"
Rashida got cute standing up revealing her huge heart shaped badonkadunk to the camera. Visible from the small waist downward, her rear cleavage bulged and protruded from the bottom of her denim overalls. She popped a hip out at me slapping that cheek, before twerking for a few seconds to raucous applause. The clip abruptly ended as Jaquan appeared in the kitchen texting on his phone before noticing my work. He still looked wasted from Shawnee's blowjob.
"Aw shit bruh; what you got there?"
"Just a interview I shot the other day before you did your thing with Rashida; I'm sticking this on your scene with Shawnee."
"Why?"
"Partly because its comedy gold; but really because I want people to buy into the rivalry between Shawnee and Rashida. She's really going at Shawnee in this segment." I offered him my had phones watching as he listened to Rashida verbally savaging her rival.
"Man you crazy; you gonna have these bitches shooting at each other."
"Why do you think Renee wanted Shawnee to come over today; she's gonna squash this noise before it even goes online. I'm just setting the table Jaquan." He fished a bottle of water out of the fridge setting it down in front of me before getting one for himself.
"Don't you know anything; you can't put a bunch of women together and not expect shit to blow up in your face."
"That's why its gonna blow up in Renee's face."
"She orchestrating this shit; at some point she's gonna come up off this some kinda way. I mean she really don't like other women for the most part, and she's just kind of tolerated her best friend. Now she knows we fucked, so bets are probably off."
"Yeah that's fucked up; reminds me of that saying of hers about enemies." Both of us sat there remembering in tandem.
"We don't kill our enemies; we get our enemies to kill each other." We spoke at the exact same time repeating Renee's mantra.
"Yeah that's right cuz." He waxed nostalgic taking a sip of water from his bottle.
"Pardon me asking; but how are you still alive Jaquan?"
"How the fuck am I supposed to know bruh; she doesn't want to talk about any of that shit and we're still sleeping together every night."
"Did you finally break her?"
"Not even man; listen, whatever happens just happens. As far as I'm concerned every moment I get with her and Daisy is precious."
"So you don't mind being pimped out as a stunt cock for these uh, movies?"
"I should be asking you that shit nigga; by the way, what're you gonna do when your mom gets back."
"I don't know, I was just winging it."
"Well you better figure something out quick; you know she stay up in your business. Maybe you should get your own place or something." I took a drink of water looking around the kitchen.
"Mintzy offered me this place."
"Don't wake up with a shotgun barrel in your mouth cuz." We downed our drinks together as my phone started ringing.
It was Yoli.
********************************************************************************************************
I walked across the street right out of the alley finding her standing where I last saw her the night prior. Yoli was wearing a crop top black tee with the Twisted Sister logo on its chest Her wide hips were covered in this distressed stonewashed miniskirt which made her already long legs, appear even longer with feet covered in some ratty looking chucks. She was holding onto the fence bars for dear life as I got within five feet of her.
"So, spending the night at Renee's, huh?"
"Something like that, but its not what you think Yoli." She wasn't looking at me, just watching her former place of employment like some caged animal.
"Tell me what I'm thinking."
"I can't do that."
"Reasons?"
"Our recent history; so, what did you want to talk about?" Yoli still wasn't looking at me, just intently focused on Renee's salon.
"Man, I just wanted to see you; that's all I wanted for real. I thought you were at Jaquan's, but you came out of that alley on the side of the building, so that means Renee. I mean, you say you're not fucking her, so who are you fucking?"
"I am not fucking Rashida Sikes."
"Spoken like a true Bill Clinton." She scoffed looking at me finally. Her visage was strained in the same manner as our last face to face.
"I'm working on a project; it's business, nothing else."
"Why so secretive, we're just talking about fucking, right?"
"I guess." She made me feel like an idiot as I scratched the back of my head acknowledging the truth of the matter.
"How come you won't use me for your little project? My ass not fat enough for you, huh? Renee got you all spoiled with her fucking bitch ass tar baby? How come I'm not good enough for your little thing, and don't say shit about your cousin! I've turned myself over to be your fuck toy, so why you throwing me away, huh?"
"Look, I don't want this shit right now Yoli!"
"You don't want me because you've got that dookey ass thot; ain't that the truth of the matter?"
"NO ONE'S THROWING YOU AWAY, I'M WORKING!!"
"Just promise me that you won't ever fuck Rashida again." Yoli mumbled sparking my curiosity, but I didn't want to keep sparring with her.
"Hey, I'll call you, okay?" I started walking back getting into the crosswalk before she called after me.
"DON'T LET ME SEE YOU WITH THAT BITCH!!" I kept walking thinking about the likely outcome of a physical confrontation between them. Rashida would likely destroy the slight of build, Yoli. Still, her direct threat left me shook.
Renee's car was parked in the alley behind the building. I wasn't ready to see her right away after interacting. My mind tumbled over and over again weighing what was said between myself and Yoli. I thought about the fact that I'd caught her getting railed by my cousin Jaquan. Then I thought about how my cousin slid into my life with full transparency after said incident. Truthfully, their betrayal stabbed deep inside me when it shouldn't. All of this started with Renee Kelly's intimate introduction into my life and part of me felt it might've been revenge on his part.
Yoli was a grown woman no matter how flighty in the head. It was her decision to fuck my cousin and he was blood when it was all said and done. It wasn't fair of her to backdoor me into what seemed to be some kind of relationship. Still, all of her animosity seemed directed at Rashida Sikes, for some reason.



"A little help here." I was leaning against the back of Renee's car as Jaquan appeared in the adjacent backyard lugging some rolled up carpeting.
"Yeah sure, I got you man." He noticed the look on my face as I approached.
"What's going on?"
"Man, you better stop messing around with that yellow bone; she's definitely got a few screws loose."
"Take your own advice much?" I replied full of snark.
"Okay I'll give you that, I deserve it obviously bruh. As a matter of fact, I was checking her out for a few seconds when we met because she was holding; I didn't expect her to pass me her number on that gum wrapper."
"What?"
"She passed me her number on a gum wrapper when we shook hands. I was surprised, but she was uh, packing some ass back there and uhm, I guess that's why I asked you about her. I was flattered that she would come at me, do some shit like that right in front of Renee."
"Bitch."
"Man I'm sorry about what happened; she was on me the moment I opened the screen door; guess I got caught up because she's a crazy fuck and everything. We did everything cuz, front and back if you get my drift. I'd fucked her so many times before you even showed up."
"Payback for Renee, right?" My voice faltered.
"Sorry, but I wasn't even thinking about that shit because she was all over me like a fucking hype. I ain't gonna lie, Yoli knows how to fuck like nobody's business. I got caught up before any game could be run on her; I want you to know this because I don't want you getting gassed in the head."
"Fuck you." Jaquan dropped the carpet roll on the grass.
"SO WE HATING EACH OTHER, NOW?!!" He had both arms raised as if inviting a fist fight.
"You family, she ain't motherfucker." I just folded my arms across my chest as he calmed down watching my body language.
"Hey man, saying sorry ain't gonna fix shit; but you can punch me in the face if you want? I shouldn't have knocked you out for sleeping with Renee. Wanna punch me?"
"I can't do that Jaquan."
"Why?"
"Because I don't have enough stopping power to knock you out nigga. Man you are a fucking dog, but you're my cousin. What would it look like fighting you over a jump off?" Neither one of us could look at each other's faces for a few moments.
"You like her, don't you?"
"Eh, I didn't know, don't know now obviously. She's a hot mess and she's been giving me heat over fucking Rashida of all people. Frankly, I'm a little pissed off about that shit from a sketchy bitch."
"Oh yeah, they never got along; Rashida was always getting into it with her over all kinds of shit. I think it got serious because she caught Yoli with her phone; Renee had to break it up or your girl would've uh, got a two piece and more from Rashida. That's why Renee moved her station over by the front door."
"Seems like it's more than that; Yoli despises Rashida like she motherfucking Bin Laden or something."
"I don't know man, but that yellow bone is whack in the head; she already running game on you. She gonna keep coming until she get what she wants, or you draw a line. Women can only do what you let them do."
"Oh yeah, what about Renee, huh nigga?"
"Fuck you." Both of us stared at one another before breaking into some awkward chuckling.
Jaquan decided he didn't need any help after all shouldering the rolled up carpet going onward to the second floor apartment. I was left to process things. I pulled out my phone dialing up Yoli but got voicemail several times.
"Guess we'll settle up later."
**********************************************************************************************************
I returned to the kitchen finding the lights on, a full makeup kit on the table where my laptop had formally been. It had been pushed to the side in favor of the women's toolbox. In my brief absence Jaquan managed to drag another ottoman of garish hot pink color into the second floor apartment. Presently Shawnee was sitting on it facing away from me with her enormous ass spilling over the edge. She was wearing a makeup bib which covered the upper half of her torso. I quickly realized the only bit of clothing on her body was the oversized white thong. There were bags of burgers also on the table as my foot nudged my camera bag on the kitchen floor.
"Hey, what the fuck man; you threw my bag on the floor, Renee?"
"No, I put your bag on the floor because I needed the room; go help your cousin out." She was using a brush on Shawnee's face paying me little mind. I noticed she'd touched up her Dutch braids as well. The ends of the dual ponytails were undone combed out into rectangular puffs.
"Having fun, Shawnee?"
"She's not talking to you right now?"
"Oh, and why is that?"
"Can't you see I'm working on her fucking face." I walked around taking a look at Shawnee's in progress face getting a shock.
"GODDAMN, WHO IS THIS WOMAN?!!" Esteemed baby mamma number two had outdone herself.
She'd created a true muse with softened features, defined brows, lashes and eyeshadow that brought out her eyes. Normally Shawnee Thompson had much more of a cherubic countenance which made her look like a high schooler in the face, but now I was looking at something different. This was a woman, a damn good looking, sultry beauty that caught me way off guard.
"OUT!!" Renee shouted waving a makeup brush under my nose making me sneeze.
"OKAY...Hey baby, I'll call you later." I raised my hand making a phone gesture smiling meekly at Shawnee who was struggling to hold in her laughter.
"FUCK OUTTA HERE!!" Renee loudly swatted my butt ejecting me from the kitchen.
"Why you so mean girl?" I replied in faux falsetto tone favoring my butt as I exited. Shawnee's chuckling followed me down the corridor to the living room.
Inside the living room, Jaquan and I unrolled the plush pink rug which was a mirror version of the white counterpart one floor upstairs in Renee's apartment. There was a big three pane picture window looking out onto the street facing Yoli's building across the street. We unfurled the rug right under the window per Renee's instruction. She seemed to be showing a true interest in the impromptu shoot she set up.
Shawnee looked happy at all the attention she was getting and a possible new attractive friend likely to bring her own stock up. Jaquan gave me a nudge wanting me to look out the window. I glanced down finding Yoli sitting out on the curb in front of her building smoking. She was still laying visual siege to Renee's salon looking very small against the rest of the world.
"Uhm, not sure about this." Our attention was drawn back to conversation from the women emanating from the bedroom.
"Trust me bitch; don't tell me I wasted money getting you waxed and everything."
"Nah, I just hate showing my body like that."
"Yet you let me buy these fucking heels and that other stuff right? Renee sounded a little annoyed.
"Ah yeah, sorry I'm just weird about my ugly little tits and flabby shape. It's like god said "I'M GONNA GIVE YOU ALL THE ASS, BUT YOU AIN'T GETTING NOTHING ELSE BITCH", ¿SABES LO QUE ESTOY DICIENDO, RENEE?" We crept to the edge of the living room peering into the half opened door.
Shawnee was standing there with her back to us nude, except for a pair of black heels on her feet. There were a few bags on the bed along with two shoe boxes. Renee was partially obscured touching up portions of her hyper-pear shaped body with makeup.
Shawnee appeared to have piqued Ms. Kelly's creative zeitgeist, as she used a brush to blur out the natural stretchmarks on her appropriated muse's hips and gluteal cleft. I was sporting some serious wood and probably my cousin too. Jaquan was looking right over my shoulder burning a hole in Shawnee's massive badonkadunk.
"Stop looking, both of you." Renee kicked the door closed from the other side as Shawnee looked over her shoulder winking at us. The slam echoed in the shortened hallway.
"WHY YOU SO MEAN RENEE!!" I repeated the falsetto tone I'd used earlier making my cousin burst into laughter as we walked back inside the living room. Both of us turned the tufted ottoman on its side rolling it off into the corner.
"Jaquan, I'm gonna show you how to film this scene because I'm gonna beat that up."
"Stop playing; I'm hitting that."
"You gonna hit your right hand because I'm about to put a baby in that bitch."
"Bullshit, ain't I the uh, stunt cock, bruh?"
"You wanna be a stunt cock, huh; go set yourself on fire, get in a car and drive that shit off a cliff cause I'm fucking that pussy, "BRUH" nigga!!" Both of us sidled up to one another bumping chests.
"Rock paper scissors?" Jaquan offered.
"Best two out of three?" I gave it some thought raising my own fist. Both of us started shaking our fists with Jaquan winning first with paper over rock, me second with scissor over paper. I took a deep breath ready to fight for the pussy if I lost.
"I WIN!!"
Renee's palms slapped the back of our necks collectively. We simultaneously favored the back of our heads finding her irritated with both of us. Shawnee was wisely covered in a robe standing off to the side as Renee continued being a buzz kill grabbing our ears in her pale fists.
"So, you two niggas out of pocket; I need both of you to run an errand for me; think you can do that shit?"
"What you want us to do?" Jaquan asked ruefully while my eyes drifted over towards Shawnee.
The robe barely extended to the furthest curve of her ridiculous hips. This left me looking at a perfect inverted triangle between her thighs. That patch of satiny black likely belonged to panties or some sort of lingerie underneath. Shawnee was having the time of her life being a sexual being, just grinning back without a word as Renee snatched at my ear making me yelp.
"Both of you goons, are gonna go pick up some food from Mr. Chows."
"WHAT?!!" Again we yelled in tandem. Mr. Chows was a Chinese restaurant ten miles away and it was obvious we were being kicked out of her pirated shoot.
"Yeah, and bring some ice cream back for Daisy too, for when she gets home from school."
"Okay." Jaquan replied sullenly walking away fishing in his pocket for keys while my eyes lingered on Shawnee. I glanced at Renee holding the digital camera she bought me. I made sure Jaquan wasn't looking grabbing a handful of her butt, instead. Renee paused for a second, looking over her shoulder at me, slanted eyes now slits.
"Oh, you wanna play?"
I bolted out of the living room as Shawnee chortled.
"Bye." She called after me in a flirty voice.
Jaquan was waiting in his Mustang convertible with a knowing smirk on his face as I got in beside him. I was a little worried he'd witnessed me groping his woman, but he turned the music up loud. He reminded me so much of Renee even speeding down the alley only to stop on a dime at the end of it. Like before, I had to stop myself from flying out of the seat by pushing my hands into the dashboard.
I quickly snapped my seatbelt into place as he put on his mirror shades. A familiar face appeared as we rounded the corner. Mintzy was outside her corner bodega sweeping up while her son and two associates loitered nearby. She was wearing a shitty looking turquoise housecoat and her favorite ratty wool sweater as Jaquan took notice.
"Mintzy always look like a fucking bum." He commented.
"Shirley didn't look like that last time I saw her."
"Shirley?"
"Yeah, don't you know her first name?" He grinned acknowledging a truth unspoken as we rounded the corner heading down the road towards the front of Renee's Salon.
"Hey, check it out." I glanced over finding that Yoli was still sitting out on the curb smoking, intermittently staring at the face of her phone.
"Don't." I averted my eyes, but he kept rapping my bicep with his knuckles until I glanced over towards his open driver's side window.
There was no real traffic on the street as Jaquan pulled up to the crosswalk placing us between Yoli and the salon. He expertly drifted to a stop flashing his lights as he continued nudging me with his elbow. I leaned over looking through his window finding her sitting there staring me directly in the eyes.
She was sitting on the edge of the curb in an upright fetal position with her arms wrapped around her knees. There was a lit cigarette in one hand, her phone in the other. I didn't know what to say freezing up as she took a few drags on her cigarette. She slowly went from a casual expression to a sly knowing smile as I sat back in the car.
"CUZ, CHECK IT OUT!!" He began excitedly elbowing me in the ribs, until I took a second look.
Yoli was still sitting there but now her long legs were parted, cocked wide open flashing the crotch of her panties at both of us. She took a few more drags on her cigarette before flicking the butte at the car, raising an eyebrow. The slight arch in her brow and half smirk said more than she could've relayed verbally.
"She's looking at you man."
"No, she's looking at both of us, Jaquan." He looked at me doing a doubletake before taking another look.
I watched him motion towards me earning a nod in the negative, followed by another motion towards himself earning another negative. Jaquan motioned towards both of us, getting a full beaming grin.
"Aw man, she's serious." Both of our phones started ringing off the hook simultaneously with dual facetime requests.
"IT'S RENEE, GO!! GO!!"
The light ahead turned green as both of us fidgeted around in the front seat like someone tossed a grenade into the car. Jaquan hit the gas propelling the car forward as if we were in a drag race. The calls stopped the minute we cleared the intersection proving that we were visible from the second floor apartment.
Renee Kelly knew her business assigning us that food quest because Mr. Chows was extremely busy with a line snaking out of the door. Neither one of us brought up the women preferring to talk of old times, some sports also trading funny anecdotes about our parents while we waited. It felt good to get away from the drama even if it were to get us away from Shawnee.
A few ladies walked by staring at my cousin, but it was like he didn't even know they existed. One of them, some thin blonde looker came back with her phone in hand, but he waved her away earning a death glare. We decided that he would spring for the Chinese food, while I picked up the tab for the ice cream.
While we sat outside the restaurant waiting, I received the first in a series of pics from Renee of the shoot. I kept it to myself initially while my cousin watched videos on his phone. I was heartened to discover my mentor fully indulging in her creative musings with what appeared to be an actual photo shoot with the revamped Ms. WTF. Shawnee Thompson had truly been made over in a black lace bralette top and matching high waisted thong.
I took a closer look realizing Shawnee was wearing some fullback lace panties. Her infamous derriere turned everything she wore into thongs at this point. She was expertly posed on the pink rug and ottoman in a series of cheesecake pics that were visually scintillating.
I couldn't believe this was the same female who normally hid her figure under layers and layers of sweats essentially looking like some humanoid sports mascot. Renee outdid herself giving me an appreciation and understanding why we were tossed out of the apartment. There was no way that shoot was happening with either of us present.
I perused my personal favorite of the set which depicted Shawnee lying on her stomach, ass up to the world as large as the afternoon sunlight played off her mild olive skin tone giving it an almost orangish glow. I texted Renee asking if she wanted me to post the pics on our site only to be informed that she'd assisted Shawnee with the establishment of an Instagram page instead before sending me another set of photos. True to her ethos, Renee Kelly was ten steps ahead of me.
Shawnee Thompson, my Ms. WTF appeared in a light blue competitive swim suit that struck a compromise between her body issues and Renee's desire to turn her into a plus sized sex symbol. Her upper half was hidden away while her "assets" were allowed to flourish. The backshot alone forced me to dig my hand into my pocket to readjust myself. Renee did such a good job that I was getting impatient waiting for our order, when a seconds long clip appeared in my messenger along with smiley face emoji.
"SHIT!" Jaquan perked up next to me, looking at his phone.
"What?" He excitedly handed me his phone looking like a kid on Christmas morning.
"Check it out." Shawnee was seen lying face down pretending to read a book while biting an apple, casually making her cheeks clap. This was definitely a callback to my original shoot with Rashida Sikes aka Chi Town Thunda.
She was perfectly still above the waist as the twerking and audible claps became loud enough for this guy sitting next to my cousin to hear. I looked at the clip on my phone finding Shawnee sitting on the pink ottoman leaning back on both hands with her thick legs spread apart. It was almost like she were looking right at me from the face of my android as she glanced down at her crotch. Ms. WTF took it one step further licking her fingers before applying them to her mound, looking up at me licking her frosted bottom lip.
"JAQUAN GET THAT FUCKING FOOD, WE GOTS TO GO!!"
Not ten minutes later Jaquan was gunning it down the street halfway there when we realized there was still the matter of securing ice cream mostly for his little girl, Daisy. Making a U-turn that would've made Speed Racer proud, my cousin burned rubber to the closest grocery store which turned out to be a mile and a half away from Mr. Chows restaurant.
"Get out."
"You ain't going in with me, Jaquan?" Ironically, there was a winding line of cars leading up to the whole foods store. We were at the tail end of that caravan.
"Just run in and get the shit; it's better than us waiting for a parking space."
"Uhm, okay man; uh what kind of ice cream should we get?"
"DON'T YOU KNOW NOTHING?!! Uhm, Daisy likes them strawberry shortcake popsicles, snag a box of those and some cookies and cream for Renee."
"Uhm, sure man; pick me up by the store entrance, right?"
"WHAT YOU WAITING FOR, GET A MOVE ON NIGGA!!" Jaquan tossed two twenties in my face emphasizing his impatience. I knew exactly how he felt opening the door, stepping a foot onto the pavement.
"Picking me up by the entrance, right?"
"BRUH, GO GET THAT FUCKING ICE CREAM!!" I left the car taking a few steps away from it as he stared at the face of his phone grumbling to himself. I turned going into a little sprint when the sound of burning rubber assailed my ears.
Jaquan peeled out of the parking lot leaving me behind.
Thirty five minutes later I arrived outside Renee's salon in an uber lugging plastic bags filled with a tub of ice cream for Renee and a box of the ice cream popsicles for Little Daisy Kelly. It took a while for me to rent a car to pick me up from the grocery store after braving the congested aisles and extended time waiting to be checked out.
Jaquan pulled a fast one leaving me with the quandary of pursuing him right away or purchasing the items his woman / my mentor requested, Renee herself actually stalling both of us. The one heartening thing arriving at the front of the salon was Yoli's disappearance from her curbside perch. I stepped out on the pavement turning to find a site that made my blood boil through the picture window of her shop.
Little Daisy Kelly was sitting on the sofa in the waiting area watching a kids movie on the salon monitor. She was eating a strawberry shortcake popsicle. Her cute little head turned in my direction with a miniature version of her mother's scowl on it. We exchanged glances for a second, then she went back to watching her movie ignoring my presence.



"Mother-Fucker." Jaquan had purposely driven me out of the way with the plan of getting to Ms. WTF unimpeded.
Renee was standing right there in the door chomping on a popsicle when I threw it open. She was doing a horrible job of concealing her mirth at the situation. I snatched open the fridge finding a matching box of shortcake popsicles stuffed haphazardly into the freezer. Renee's ruddy cheeks gave way to incessant chortling as I tossed the bags on the table.
"I'm gonna kill your nigga."
She closed the distance with the popsicle in her mouth wrapping her arms tightly around my chest in a stranglehold. This didn't deter me in the least as I slammed the fridge door with enough force to make it rock in place dragging Renee along with me to the beginning of the corridor. Her hands slid down to my butt pinching hard as she used her weight to drive me against the wall. Her popsicle was shoved into my mouth.
"You were stupid, you got what you deserved." I guess she just couldn't help herself.
A sudden surge of adrenalin ran through my body triggered by the abject humiliation and Renee's verbal acknowledgment of the con. She still didn't help matters any by chuckling in my face. I dipped low grabbing Renee tossing her over my shoulder as she shrieked.
She had no choice in the matter hanging there as I walked into the living room finding Shawnee laying on the garish pink ottoman chomping on a popsicle. I glanced around the room finding that other ottoman used as a table with the remnants of their meal littering its top. Jaquan was standing there in nothing but some boxer briefs, chomping on a fucking strawberry shortcake popsicle.
"Oh, hey cuz." He greeted, wide eyed at the expression on my face as I carefully sat Renee down on her feet. I took the popsicle out of my mouth looking at it for a second, before regarding him.
"Jaquan?"
"Yeah?"
"I am-GONNA SHOVE THIS FUCKING POPSICLE UP YOUR NARROW ASS!! COME HERE NIGGA!!" I ran at him in a mad rage, but he deftly sidestepped me as I tumbled head over heels into the wall.
Jaquan sprinted in a wide arc right around Shawnee going close to the wall before disappearing into the bedroom. I shook the door knob like a crazy person getting no where as the women laughed. I turned away from the door looking at a completely flushed, giggling Renee.
"Oh." The humor drained out of her beautiful face as she started moving laterally.
She barely made it to the bathroom door slamming it in my face as I managed to throw my shoulder into it a few times almost getting inside until a final shove from her resulted in it being locked. I tried the door a few times grunting like a rabid animal as Renee continued laughing from the other side, before turning my attention to Shawnee. She had been snacking and looking at her phone, now a deer caught in headlights.
"Hey, I got an Instagram page now; I already got a couple hundred followers. Ain't that cool, payaso?" I just stared back noticing the camera charging still attached to the chest harness.
"Uhm, I saw all the foul shit that Rashida bitch said about me, but Renee explained everything so its okay. Hey uhm, I got a bunch of likes on this pic, damn man; Renee thinks I could be an influencer. What do you think?"
Shawnee was wearing this hot pink lace paneled body suit, massive cheeks spilling out in the back even from across the room. I stripped off my shirt watching her as I strapped on the chest harness. Her expression started to change as I undid my belt buckle hawking her.
"Hey you mad, payaso? Come on man, it was just a fucking joke. Come on homie, we shot like three scenes for Renee's website. Uhm, I'm kinda tired right now; can't you get that Yoli girl or something?" Shawnee's eyes were big as saucers, mouth agape as I walked around the ottoman looking at her prone body.
"Oye, te estás volviendo loco, ¿eh tonto? ¡Tu primo ya te adelantó! ¡¡Vamos hombre, cálmate!! ¡Ya me duele el coño! ¡¡Renee, será mejor que vengas a buscar a este negro!!"
Shawnee was getting anxious. I disappeared from her field of vision standing at her bare feet, unzipping. From my vantage point, Shawnee was sporting twin mountains of rear cleavage as I noticed a distinct handprint on her right cheek. Jaquan had indeed enjoyed himself while I was stuck miles away.
It felt like an out of body experience as I watched my hands flatten out against both cheeks digging fingers in up to the knuckles. I recalled discovering her right after Jaquan pounded out Yoli. Shawnee flinched looking over her shoulder concerned as I spread her cheeks finding exactly what I was looking for on her person.
There was a clasp, a single metallic button holding the stressed material to her ridiculous body; right between her thighs.
I popped it.
Freed, the strained material shot in two directions leaving her massive derriere fully exposed. My hands dug into Shawnee's hips at the junction where they met her thighs drawing her backwards into my freed cock. She was already sopping wet allowing me to go balls deep inside her cunt. Ms. WTF's twin peaks jiggled, bounced, and rippled as I slammed into her like my life depended on it.
She was whining and yelping in seconds as I clapped those monster cheeks to my heart's content. Despite her size, the arch in her lower back created a high rising fleshy target for me to stab into repeatedly. Shawnee rose up on her palms, driving herself into my thrusts with just as much fervor. It appeared I'd triggered something deep inside as she added a roll to her undulating backside.
"¡¿QUÉ MIERDA PASA CON USTEDES?!! ¡¡TODOS ESTÁN TRATANDO DE DARME UN BEBÉ DESDE QUE LLEGÉ AQUÍ!! Ustedes, hijos de puta, no pueden obtener suficiente de este gran culo gordo, ¿verdad? ¡¡OH, MIERDA!! ¡¡OH, MIERDA!! ¡¡TU PRIMO ESTABA MI ESPALDA Y AHORA ESTÁS AQUÍ INTENTANDO DARME UN BEBÉ NEGRO!!"
"TAKE THIS DICK!! YOU FUCKING TAKE ALL OF IT!!" My right hand was spanking the shit out of that right butt cheek before I even realized what I was doing.
"¡¡OH SI!! ¡¡OH SI!! ¡¡BOLA ESA MIERDA!! HE SIDO UNA CHICA MALA!! ¡¡Qué gordo papi! ¡¡QUIERES SER MI FOLLADO PAPÁ!! ¿QUIERES ENTRAR EN MI HABITACIÓN DE NOCHE Y GOLPEARLO POR LA ESPALDA, NO?!! ¡¡¡ESPOSA ESE CULO GRANDE PARA MI!!"
Shawnee snapped in dramatic fashion as I went to slapping both cheeks, mashing them together in brief intervals enjoying the rear cleavage. The sounds of our sweaty bodies collided together echoing off the living room walls.
"PLEASE CUM!! PLEASE CUM FOR ME!! GIVE IT TO MEEEEE!!" Shawnee was almost drooling at the mouth from our rage fuck after being with my much larger cousin earlier. She'd fucked him three times before I arrived but capitulated in what was to be her sexual swan song for the rest of the day.
"YOU WANT IT, HUH?!! WANT ME TO BLOW UP THIS FUCKING DONK YOU GOT BACK HERE, HUH?!!" The words were pouring from my mouth without thought, pure streams of consciousness.
"¡¡POR FAVOR PAPÁ!! DAME UN POCO DE CORRIDA!! MI FOLLADO CULO ESTÁ EN UN FOLLADO FUEGO!! ¡¡PÓNGALO CON TU CORRIDA!! ¡¡OH POR FAVOR PAPÁ!!" Shawnee was half hiccupping, half sobbing as I railed her hypersensitive cunt into hamburger.
"Oh shit." I mumbled as my cock slid out of her steaming honeypot.
My member was cradled in the deep gluteal cleft between her twin mountains. Several thick bursts of cum defiled her jiggling olive colored backside in unyielding wave after pulsing wave as Shawnee softly twerked rubbing her slit from the front. She was sitting upright on her haunches wedged tightly into my pelvis as my cum pooled in that junction. I was still holding her waist, both of us breathing heavily.
"So you got that shit out of your system?" I wearily glanced over to my right finding Renee standing there taking it all in with a smile, shoulders hunched.
"COME HERE YOU!!"
I swiped at her small waist snatching her into my body as Shawnee rolled off the ottoman. Actually she tumbled off from the sudden movement as I tossed Renee on it yanking her boho pants down mid-thigh burying my face in her snatch.
"HEY ASSHOLE!!" Renee yelled as I pulled her thong to the side with my teeth. I lapped at her pussy for a few seconds before rearing up.
"JAQUAN COME SAVE YOUR GIRL!! I GOT YOUR GIRL OUT HERE NIGGAAAA!! COME SAVE HER BRUH!!" Renee and Shawnee were laughing their asses off as I went back to slurping on her snatch.
"GET HIM OFF ME!!" Before I knew it, my ass was upended in a backward roll.
Shawnee quickly planted her humongous butt on my chest pinning me to the floor. Renee got up laughing as she yanked up her pants.
"GET OFF ME SHAWNEE, HER PUSSY IS GONNA BE EATEN!!" There was no way I was getting up off the floor as I heard the bedroom door open. Instead she doubled down making me groan under her weight as Jaquan appeared over her shoulder grinning.
"Hey cuz, don't hate the player, hate the game."
"FUCK YOU!"
Everybody in the room was laughing as I squirmed around under Shawnee. Renee returned shoving a popsicle in my mouth. I eventually relented laying flat while the happy couple made good their escape taking my bags of ice cream with them.
**********************************************************************************************************
"Hey man, we good?"
"Shut up."
"Come on, I let you hit it."
"Shut up."
"Don't be a hater, ain't you always talking about how this is business? You should be happy; we got a lot of stuff done today and I actually leveled up."
"I don't wanna talk about it."
"Honestly, you hit it first and did you forget about all the stuff we did before? Man don't be salty because your cousin got to the finish line first. Remember the last time you were at my place; didn't I send Andre out? We blew it up too, so why don't you be cool with the hate?"
"I know you're talking to them; that bitch is getting ate the fuck out if she stick her head up in here. I don't care if that nigga watch, but she gonna get got for slapping me around all day. I'M GETTING THE PENALTY BOX-her box, my nigga." Shawnee was chuckling the whole time sitting on the edge of that pink ottoman.
"You really threatening to eat Renee out fool?"
"If she come in here, she bet not be wearing no pants."
"You crazy."
"Shut up I've gotta edit all this shit together; if you ain't gonna help, get ghost. And furthermore, why're you wearing that shit again?"
Shawnee post dust up with Jaquan and Renee decided to return to default mode wearing this XXL fluffy hoodie and overly baggy leggings efficiently obscuring her curves from prying eyes. The hoodie was oddly equipped with some fuzzy rabbit ears that nobody was talking about.
"Renee got this at the mall; stop being a hater."
"No."
"There will be other times, payaso."
I stopped what I was doing looking up from my laptop at her. Shawnee didn't know I'd looked up that phrase she'd continuously called me. Shawnee Thompson lovingly or not, had been referring to me as a clown in the Spanish language. She was engrossed in her phone not even looking at my face.
"You know, I looked that up and I know you've been calling me a clown." Shawnee's smile dropped as she glanced up from her phone at me, chuckling in sneaky fashion.
"Hey man?"
"GET OUT!" She mused silently for a few minutes before getting up and trudging out of the living room. The door closed a few minutes later leaving me alone to work.
Despite my issues, I continued working on her scenes and the website simultaneously. Basically I was just plugging in scenes similar to the original site I'd started posting stuff on. There was no denying the inherent artistic merit of Renee's work as I found myself striving to keep up with her creatively. I dug into the left over Chinese food working up a logo for Ms. WTF that incorporated flashing images of everything we'd shot of her since our initial meeting.
Renee upped the ante by getting personally involved with Shawnee.
My inner dialogue was interrupted by knocking coming from the front door. I was a little antsy considering we'd been using the backdoor since taking over the place. I wondered if Mintzy's son discovered my presence in the supposedly vacant apartment. I carefully sidled up to the door checking the opposite side through the peep hole.
"What're you doing here?" I opened the door to let Rashida inside.
"Nice to see you too, ain't you happy to see me?" Despite her words, Rashida looked antsy like she was sneaking around. I gathered she was worried Jaquan was present as she stuck her head inside the doorway looking over my shoulder.
"Thought you said you were taking some time off?"
"Renee called, wanted me down here." I stepped aside allowing her to enter the apartment. She was wearing a dashiki print peasant top and some of the skimpiest jegging shorts, I'd ever seen. Her cinched waist looked even smaller adding to the grandiose swell of her huge derriere. The rear cleavage was unavoidably stimulating.
"Shit."
"What, you don't wanna shoot me today? I mean, looks like you were getting ready for something." She walked into the apartment taking stock of the added pieces of furniture. Her eyes settled on the half-eaten plates of Chinese food and the discarded lingerie left behind by Shawnee.
"Uh, kind of finished what we were doing, today." I awkwardly offered.
"Who is we?" Rashida turned arms folded, brow raised.
"Renee didn't tell you?" I closed the door making sure to lock it before walking over to the window looking at the street below. Jaquan was standing out in front of the shop talking to Shawnee.
"You've got to be fucking kidding me; you brought that chipmunk bitch into my backyard?" Rashida was at my back peering over my shoulder again.
"Renee wanted her, and she called you too."
"I'M OUTTA HERE!!" Rashida went for the door starting to unlock it.
"So you are intimidated by Shawnee, huh?"
"Don't- Don't even try to mindfuck me, okay? I just don't need the drama right now."
"Okay, but you're gonna run into her and Jaquan if you go out the front. Maybe you should use the backdoor to sneak out." Rashida stopped turning toward me with a snarky expression.
"Funny."
Despite her annoyance at my assertion, Rashida walked across the apartment to the back door in the kitchen. There was no way I was stopping her, but I was curious enough to follow her pulling the door up behind.
"Oh, uh okay."
Antonio and his entourage were sitting midway down the rear flight of stairs, some of the kids actively smoking. Luckily, Rashida preceded me down those stairs drawing their eyes to her wealth of abundant rear cleavage.
"AW SHIT, YOU SEE ALL THAT, ANTONIO?!!" One teen asked visibly astonished.
"Shut the fuck up, I know her."
"YA DREAMING MAN, YOU DON'T KNOW THAT BITCH!!"
"Yeah I do; show some respect."
"Stop simpn; sembri una piccola cagna!! Non devo rispettare un negro, culo grosso o no!!" Antonio's like minded friend obviously said something divisive judging from the other guys reaction. It hit with the force of a cluster bomb as some of the boys lurched in his direction, threateningly.
"STRONZO CHE LAVORA NEL SALONE AL PRIMO PIANO E STA A BENE, CAGNA!! OTTIENI IL CAZZO DAL MIO PORTICO!! TU IL NIGGA, NON LEI!! KICK ROCKS YOU BUM ASS NIGGA!!" The offending party was ejected from their circle post haste.
I drew back inside opting to take the path of least resistance. Rashida obviously didn't want any parts of Shawnee or Jaquan and she wasn't exactly on the best of terms with Renee currently emotionally somnambulistic. She'd been finagled into a face to face by Renee and wanted to get out of it as I half ran down the front stairwell. It was early dusk giving everything a orangish hue as I opened the front door on the first floor stepping out onto the street at the far side of Renee's salon.
"OH HEY BROTHA!" I found Mintzy just outside the door sweeping up with a push broom. She still looked ratty as hell in her civilian garb. There was a little rectangular cardboard box full of litter at her feet.
"Oh hey, excuse me Shirley."
"Hey, be cool with the first names, Antonio might be hanging around in like, earshot or something."
"Whatever, your son is in the back of the building smoking with his little friends."
"He better not be smoking weed." I did a slight doubletake at her concern for what he was smoking if not the fact that he was underage.
"Yeah, excuse me for a minute."
"Hey beautiful, you ain't got no time for me no more; what, I look like chopped liver to you or something?"
"Not even "Mintzy" okay? It's just that I was looking for my cousin and probably Renee."
"Oh they're on the side of the building with some fat Mexican." I did a doubletake for the second time in minutes realizing the apple didn't fall far from the tree. I didn't feel the need to clarify Shawnee's ethnic identity.
"Eh, thanks Mintzy."
"Call me Shirley."
"Bye Mintzy." I left her there on the sidewalk half running to the edge of the building expecting the worst. I doubt she even picked up on my displeasure.
The interior of the salon was sparsely populated with a few customers split between Carlie and another new employee I didn't recognize. I recognized two older women sitting in the waiting area. Both of them were witness to my degradation and other antics days ago.
One of the middle aged women tapped her cohort motioning in my direction as I cleared the picture window, chin tucked. I was too embarrassed to meet the eyes of women who'd watched me soil myself at the hands of Renee Kelly. I got to the edge of the building finding Jaquan leaning against the wall at the beginning of the side alley.
"Hang back, its going down." He gestured towards the middle of the alley where Renee was standing between Rashida and Shawnee. It didn't look good from Rashida's body language indicated she might throw hands.
"What's going down?"
"Renee is trying to get them to hug it out." Shawnee's posture and deceptive grimacing smile told me things were bleak in that regard. These women went together like oil and water not to mention Shawnee just watched the interview Rashida gave in regards to their rivalry.
"Shouldn't we be over there; it doesn't look good." Renee was standing between them arms folded talking while waving her hand between them to emphasize her point.
"Renee said hang back; you think Shawnee can throw hands?"
"Man, she carry straight razors Jaquan!"
"Serious?" Shawnee hands were hidden in her pockets, her face twisting up in the same manner I remembered from the mall dustup.
Both women were a distance from one another as Rashida paced in a tiny circle in heated discussion with her boss and friend. Part of me wondered if it was a setup considering what was now known between Rashida and Jaquan. I looked back at Jaquan who had his phone out filming the impromptu summit.
"Man come on."
"Might be funny." He admitted.
"Watching Rashida stomp somebody out?!" I lurched forward, but he grabbed my shirt.
"Trust Renee, you know she's the boss bitch; she knows how to get people to do what she want." He reassured.
"Like getting you to be faithful?" I retorted.
"Low blow cuz."
"Come on, let's get over there and break it up." Again he stopped me motioning towards the female collective in the middle of the alley.
"Check it out." Rashida stood off to the side as Renee talked to Shawnee with both hands on her shoulders going into a deep hug rubbing the larger girl's back as they embraced.
Rashida watched looking embarrassed as Shawnee eventually capitulated wrapping her arms around Renee. I watched as Rashida drifted in close eventually offering her hand to Shawnee who looked at her new benefactor before reaching out. Jaquan knew his esteemed baby mamma number two, well. I watched both women shake hands tentively, both looking conflicted.



"Son of a bitch, I'll be dammed."
"Now, we go over cuz."
Rashida's body language still read aggressive, but she remained inert, shifting her weight from one foot to the other while Renee looped her arm in Shawnee's holding her close. There was the faintest possibility that a fight could still happen at the drop of a hat, but Renee doubled down looping her other arm in Rashida's getting both girls closer. I was surprised as the rivals gingerly hugged one another at Renee's prodding still looking mutually weary of one another.
"Goddamn, you're actually hugging it out." I commented as Rashida shot me a look.
"Well uhm, we're just trying to get the bag; I ain't trying to hate on her or nothing."
Shawnee replied, not sounding too convincing.
Renee Kelly's gambit of hanging out with her all day had worked out for the better. I doubted it was a budding relationship she wanted to sever because she didn't like somebody.
"I guess I got caught up too; but you wrong for playing us." Rashida added.
"WHAT-WHO, ME?!" I looked between them at Renee's smiling face.
"You was on that Don King shit; don't even try to lie." Rashida gave me a playful punch to the shoulder. I pivoted walking back towards the edge of the alley as Jaquan called out to me.
"WHERE YOU GOING CUZ?!"
"Uh, I'm gonna go lay out in the street and throw myself under the bus for a change." Laughter followed me as Rashida ran up behind me snatching my wrist.
She captured my arm pressing into my body, giggling.
"I ain't mad at you; why you extra salty today?"
"Ask Jaquan."
"Hey, we hugged it out, what're you mad about?" We stopped just short of the edge of the alley facing one another.
"Nobody's hugging it out with me." Rashida chuckled offering me a hug.
There was no way she was surprised when I filled my hands with two generous handfuls of her derriere. My palms were filled to overflowing with the exposed portions of her rear cleavage. She shrieked standing on her toes when I squeezed as hard as I could but didn't break contact. Renee gave me a sarcastic look, while my cousin and Shawnee laughed. Overall we'd all enjoyed a nice day and had a few laughs.
Rashida playfully pinched my butt in retaliation.
"Oh, what you want?" I heard her say facing away from me towards the end of the alley. I relaxed my grip looking over my shoulder.
Yoli was standing five feet away glaring at us.
"Yoli?"
I separated from Rashida finding her standing there with this stiff shouldered posture. She was visibly breathing hard, the nostrils of her button nose flaring. Her fists were tightly balled up, knuckles whitening.
"What did I tell you?" Her voice was ice cold.
"Hey, you need to calm down, Yoli." She looked enraged bordering on the deranged as Rashida looked between us.
"WHAT-DID I TELL YOU?!!"
"Hey, you guys dating or something?" Rashida asked concerned.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP!!" The venom in her voice was real; I'd never heard the usually easygoing twentysomething sound this way.
"Excuse me?"
"What are you deaf and fucking dumb crispy? I SAID-SHUT THE FUCK UP!! STAY IN YOUR GODDAMN LANE THOT!!"
Yoli looked Rashida dead in the eyes this time still standing there stiff as a board. Rashida suddenly lunged forward but I was way ahead of her blocking them with my body. Undaunted, Yoli took a step closer visibly outraged.
"I THOUGHT I TOLD YOU I BETTER NOT SEE YOU WITH THIS BITCH!! SO, WHAT WASN'T I CLEAR ABOUT?!!" Rashida looked at me, still jostling wanting at Yoli. Jaquan was hurrying towards us to help while Shawnee looked enchanted at the situation.
Renee was standing there silent, arms folded.
"LET ME GO NIGGA; I'M GONNA STEP INTO HER!!" Rashida growled getting femininely feral.
"Yeah bring it here!! I want-ALL OF IT BITCH!! COME ON, GIVE ME SOME RASHIDA!! SHOW ME SOMETHING REAL!!" Jaquan captured Rashida opposite arm as we lifted her off her feet drawing her back a foot or two as she struggled wildly.
"YELLOW SLUT, I'M GONNA BUST YOUR GRILL!!"
We weren't having that shit, dragging Rashida back further but Yoli began closing the distance, still tensed up starting to look manic. The look on her face was startling, eyes wide enough to make her pupils dots in pools of calm, nostrils flaring, mouth agape.
"Please, I'm begging you; show me something other than talking shit all the time. LET HER GO!! LET THAT MOTHERFUCKING BITCH GO!! I'll show you something better than those SHITTY CAM SHOWS you used to do before you GOT BUSTED OUT!!"
Rashida relaxed calming down a bit staring incredulously at Yoli who was already shaking her head, insanely grinning.
"Yeah, I did it crispy; I put you on blast with Harold. Why do you think I had your phone that time huh?!! I GOT LIKE THREE FUCKING PHONES-EXPENSIVE SHIT!! I DIDN'T WANNA STEAL YOUR CRAP, I WANTED YOUR MAN'S NUMBER!! I wanted him to know what his crispy thot was doing behind his back nigga. I TOLD HIM WHERE YOU WERE BITCH!! Did you like getting that FAT, STANKY ASS RAILED IN FRONT OF AN AUDIENCE HUH?!!"
"Why did you do that?" Renee asked visibly shaken.
"She wasn't never gonna let me get close to you; I get that, but she kept rubbing my fucking nose in it every goddam day and trying to get me to quit!! I would've taken care of her back then, but I didn't want you to hate me Renee; I got what I wanted anyway, and you threw me away. YOU THREW ME AWAY!! NOW THIS BITCH IS CREEPING UP IN MY BUSINESS!! I'M NOT GETTING THROWN AWAY AGAIN!! I told him not to fuck with this crispy bacon!!"
Shawnee was caught up in the situation, face flushed. Mintzy appeared at the corner of the alley drawn there by the commotion. Rashida's face started to break in a flood of emotion while we redoubled our grip on her arms to keep Yoli from being murdered.
"You told him?" She asked, starting to sob as her eyes became watery.
"Bitch, I fucked him too." Yoli's face morphed as she grinned like a jack o lantern. The lithe yellow bone was undeterred taking another step towards us.
"GET OUTTA HERE!!" Jaquan yelled.
"Fuck you; hey Renee you'd take this nigga back after his head was between my legs? I don't rate no forgiveness, but this asshole can be up under you, huh? We can't be together, all of us?!! Wasn't my head between your legs too?" Yoli was having a full meltdown as Rashida started struggling heavily between us.
"You made your choice." Renee answered coldly.
"It was too sweet to pass up; just like Rashida's man. He wasn't my type, but I gave him the five star treatment, if you know what I mean. HEY BITCH, I FUCKED YOU OVER AND I FUCKED YOUR MAN TOO!! LET THAT BITCH GO!!"
Rashida lost it wriggling wildly managing to loosen my grip on her arm, but Jaquan held fast unsure of what to do. Shawnee's hands were clasped over her chest while Mintzy watched from a safe distance.
"GET OFF ME; I'M GONNA KILL HER!!" Rashida screamed at the top of her lungs.
"YEEAHHHHH KILL ME KRISPY; FUCK ME UP FOR TURNING YOUR MAN OUT AFTER HE WENT UP IN THAT STANKING HOLE OF YOURS!!" It sounded like Yoli was starting to hyperventilate from euphoric excitement.
"GET OFF ME!!"
"Hey girl, your nigga was still calling me, but I ghosted his ass. Guess he was tired of your thimble pussy, huh?" Yoli started laughing hysterically doubling over.
I was suddenly wrenched into the air colliding with my cousin accidentally freeing Rashida. The righteous indignation and rage washed over this dark beauty infusing her with something akin to superhuman strength in that instant. The adrenaline rush was real as she ran up on Yoli. I saw Shawnee cringe covering her eyes expecting the worst.
Yoli's fist caught Rashida dead center in the face obliterating her nose on contact.
The stopping power was real as she peppered Rashida's face again hitting a right eye fattening her lip. The bigger woman lunged uncoordinated at the smaller, thinner target finding a wiry agile opponent who laid in several blows exclusively to her face. Yoli's fists were blurs of motion repeatedly targeting and obliterating Rashida's face turning it into mush.
She was a skilled fighter actually assuming a boxer's stance landing two more blows to Rashida's temple. There was this jangling metallic sound that alerted me to the house keys on Yoli's right fist. The improvised knuckle duster was getting splashes of red from the dark woman's face. Rashida stumbled back, dazed almost toppling over.
"SHOW ME SOMETHING BITCH!!" Yoli sounded as if she were about to have a coronary, smiling like a jackal.
She did this stutter step getting caught as Rashida got a handful of her black crop top. This didn't stop Yoli from delivering a resoundingly loud vertical slap to the middle of Rashida's face that sent her tumbling over like a ton of bricks. The neck of Yoli's shirt was torn away leaving this gap exposing one of her small breasts.
"LOOK AT YOU KRISPY; YOU LAYING ON THE GROUND!!"Adding insult to copious injury, Yoli no look planted the bottom of her sneaker dead in the center of Rashida's butt staring over at Shawnee, shrugging arms outstretched.
"Oh hey, my name's Yoli." Shawnee shook her head incredulously at the scene unfolding in front of her, nervously smiling and nodding back.
"YOLI, GET OUTTA HERE!" I shoved her aside intending to go to Rashida's aid, but she was quick on foot, getting between us shoving me back violently.
"OH YOU THROWING ME AWAY FOR THIS WHORE?!! YOU IN LOVE NIGGA?!!" She shoved her pointer finger into my temple, but I batted it away. Yoli desperately grabbed handfuls of my shirt getting hysterical bodying up to me like she wanted another street fight.
"MUTHAAAA-FUCKAAA!!" Rashida's fist appeared out of nowhere colliding with the Yoli's right eye like a thunderbolt.
Rashida palmed Yoli's head like a basketball, but the feral yellow bone shoved a thumb into her eye. The women struggled mightily against one another leaving Rashida no choice but to purposely fall onto the thin girl. The women became an entanglement of limbs as I went in trying to pull them apart, kicked several times in the process.
The last kick landed on the front of my shin sending me to the ground as the brawling women rolled about in the gravel. Somehow Yoli managed to mount Rashida from the back with her long legs on either side of the woman's head. The back of her fist collided with the right side of Rashida's face while she maintained a fistful of the hair atop her scalp.
Yoli continued clubbing Rashida on either side of the face getting splashes of crimson. The larger sister was obliged to crawl forward with Yoli almost riding her back as she laid in several stiff punches fully visible to a gathered crowd screaming for her life. Mintzy was horrified, now flanked by her son Antonio and his clique along with some neighbors. Rashida raised an arm shielding her face only to have Yoli attack the opposite side decimating it.
"THAAATS ENOUGH, STOP IT YOLI!!" I screamed at the top of my lungs.
She stopped instantly releasing the fistful of Rashida's updo, allowing her to collapse facedown on the pavement. Her chest was heaving as she crossed her arms rubbing her biceps. Yoli's right eye was swollen and other than a few scratches, she was unharmed. Her hand clutched at her tattered shirt, mouth hanging open.
"I told you to promise me, but you didn't. You ignored me and chose her instead. You tossed me in the trash like everybody else. Why can't I have this?" Several people in the gathered crowd had cell phones out recording.
"I didn't throw you away."
"Yes you did, and then you and Jaquan made fun of me earlier today when you were in his car. Even if you didn't want me no more, I told you not to let me see you hanging around with her."
"We're not together Yoli. What you did just now, was wrong and you need help."
"So you are throwing me away? You might want to think about that okay?" Yoli was breathing heavily, brow furrowed. There was no doubt I was being threatened.
"I don't know you. I don't want to know you." Her face broke as tears began streaming down her cheeks. Yoli sat down right there on the spot hunched over, arms folded across her chest. Her head dipped, chin digging into her chest, dejected.
Jaquan walked by gathering Rashida up in his arms carrying her past us. She was crumpled up in his arms, her powerful legs hanging limply. Shawnee was still flushed, unsure of what to do as my cousin carried the defeated woman past Renee who stood there taking in the whole scene impassively. Some people including Mintzy and Antonio were approaching cautiously regarding us as I looked to Renee.
"What're you gonna do?" She asked me.
"Go home." Police sirens were audible in the distance.
...to be continued.
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(RECAP)
"I don't know you. I don't want to know you." Her face broke as tears began streaming down her cheeks. Yoli sat down right there on the spot hunched over, arms folded across her chest. Her head dipped chin digging into her chest, dejected.
Jaquan walked by gathering Rashida up in his arms carrying her past us. She was crumpled up in his arms, her powerful legs hanging limply. Shawnee was still flushed, unsure of what to do as my cousin carried the defeated woman past Renee who stood there taking in the whole scene impassively. Some people including Mintzy and Antonio were approaching cautiously regarding us as I looked to Renee.
"What're you gonna do?" She asked me.
"Go home." Police sirens were audible in the distance.
...to be continued.
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"So where we at?" Renee asked.
Yoli was arrested after a good hour of hashing things out with me, Renee, Jaquan along with several pedestrian witnesses of the heinous street beating delivered to one Rashida Sikes. Yoli sat dejected with some leery cops flanking her on either side, dutifully standing to be handcuffed when instructed. There was no emotion on her face as she was marched past a crowd of spectators placed in the back of a police cruiser.
Rashida was taken to county where she received medical attention sporting swollen eyes, a flattened nose which was miraculously not broken and a cut lip. A number of blood clots in her mouth guaranteed an overnight stay from the laconic doctor conducting the examination. She would be okay physically, but mentally was another thing.
Rashida Sikes had been publicly humiliated and destroyed. I obviously wasn't allowed inside her hospital room leaving Renee to sit with her until relatives arrived. Jaquan remained behind with little Daisy Kelly leaving Renee to ferry Rashida to the emergency room after the cops declined to call up an ambulance.
Their denial had come on the heels of her refusal to speak about her assault, while Yoli's arrest was prompted out of immediate public outrage.
Shawnee Thompson said her awkward farewells before driving home as I wondered if I'd see her again. Renee and I didn't talk much when she brought my camera bag out of the apartment before we took Rashida to the hospital. In fact no one talked during that car ride as she drove holding her best friend's hand.
"Did you hear what I said; where are we?"
"Where we were before all this shit happened tonight. If you're asking about the website, everything's ready to go whenever you want. All you have to do is login and launch it."
"That's not what I'm talking about; tell me what I'm talking about?" Strains of Love Galore by SZA were playing inside Jaquan's car. Renee Kelly remained stoic throughout the whole ordeal and was sitting there staring out the windshield.
"You stood back and watched Yoli beat your best friend bloody; I guess you wanted her publicly shamed because of the shit with Jaquan a while back."
"Why do you say that?"
"I saw your face Renee; I saw you when I was trying to pull them apart. You could have cared less, and I understand it. I don't wanna do the passive aggressive thing with you; I'm gonna call it a night." My hand went to the door, but she covered my hand with her palm. I settled back in the passenger seat.
"Ever since I was little, people treated me different because I was "light bright" and when I realized these people were just color struck, it was a hard pill to swallow. Like I've said before, I went hard in the paint trying to prove my blackness, but certain people made it hard to breathe in school. Mostly the dark skinned sisters, so I just let it go and became that princess. Petty fucked up and entitled, kinda lonely too. Rashida was my girl, dark chocolate, sassy, "strong and independent" to a fault. So you know what I found out?"
"Just tell me."
"She's just like those girls that gave me hell back in school. It's my fault really because I realized I was color struck too. You see, Rashida Sikes was my "black friend" as fucked up as that sounds. She fucked Jaquan because she wanted to and nothing more. It was a clout chasing dream to screw the mulatta queen's king."
"I'm turning in, drive safely."
"No."
"Excuse me?"
"I want us to launch the site right now, together. Then I'll go home to Jaquan and Daisy."
"Okay, we can do that Renee."
Renee sat on the couch watching as I set up the laptop bringing the site up. In the light of my cousin's dining room I noticed splotches of blood on her top where she'd cradled Rashida's head as she drove to the emergency room.
She'd become an enigma of sorts I the last few days as I found myself becoming increasing reticent of her presence. I wondered if she realized this or even cared as she sidled up to the laptop staring at our collective handiwork. She stopped me from launching it at the last second.
"What?"
"Are you sure everything is done?"
"Yeah, everything is linked through the social media accounts and the new clips and trailers have a hyperlink imbedded leading viewers directly to our online doorstep. All you have to do is turn it on Renee. Isn't that what you want?"
"Once we turn this on, there's no going back for any of us; we'll be uhm, pornographers. No more minutes long clips and teasers, you'll have to come up with new content on the regular and deal with the intangibles of such a life. Are you ready for that?"
"I was doing this before we got acquainted, but this is your baby more or less. You paid for the work to be done and I've delivered. If we don't activate this football, then what was all the shit we've gone through worth? You got my cousin involved and I never wanted that. It's too close to home and my parents wouldn't understand, but I've never felt more creative in my life. Tell me you didn't feel the same way when you were doing that photo shoot for Shawnee."
'What're we waiting for?"
We pushed the ENTER button together.
Once the site was active, Renee switched off the laptop closing it. She flattened her palms on top of it unplugging and packing it up as I watched. She looked deeply contemplative before tucking the new laptop under her arm regarding me.
I noticed a return of the savage war paint makeup.
"I'm borrowing this for a few days, okay?"
"Well I told you a few days ago that I wanted to earn that laptop; I still consider it yours anyway."
"This is your laptop; I'm just borrowing it; but you still have something to earn."
"Oh yeah, what's that?"
Renee captured a handful of my shirt pulling me into a sensual kiss. Her tongue slid into my mouth swirling about for a few seconds before she relented. Renee wiped a finger along her burgundy painted lips staring deep inside me with those slanted cat like eyes surrounded in smoky eyeshadow. I was caught in her gaze, heart thumping in my chest.
Renee turned on her heel walking out of the living room without another word. The heavy steel door slammed shut moments later. My eyes didn't follow her because I was glad she was gone. For the first time in a while, I didn't use my laptop opting to have a bite to eat and a movie before dropping off.
*********************************************************************************************************
I woke up midday sometime after eleven sitting up on my cousin's much used couch scratching my head. I picked up my phone finding ten or eleven calls from Shawnee probably looking for answers, gossip, or both. Jaquan also texted to remind me of my mother's imminent return the following day. While I was looking at that text, several rows of texts from an unknown number began appearing one after the other confusing me.
A few of them contained heart emojis and other nonsensical items like memes. I figured I was getting spammed deleting a good number of them. This seemed kind of futile as more popped up, all delayed seemingly because my phone had been switched off during the night. I glanced over at the table finding my original laptop and equipment, but let it sit there undisturbed.
I was still rattled by the insane donnybrook that left Rashida lying face down in her blood. I thought about her personality figuring that she wouldn't be able to return to work anytime soon after being publicly humiliated. No one would've ever guessed Yoli capable of beating the larger woman into submission in such decisive fashion. The guilt I felt was overwhelming as the catalyst for Rashida's assault.
It made me shudder inside being so clueless to the lithe yellow bone's true nature.
I'd been on the crazy train the whole time we were interacting oblivious to the danger of it all. Yoli's infatuation with Renee Kelly had shifted to me with disastrous results. She'd warned me not to be seen with Rashida, but I hadn't taken her serious in the least. About viewing the women side by side would come to the same conclusion given Yoli's flighty personality.
"Hello?" My phone started ringing. It was Shawnee Thompson aka Ms. WTF.
"Hey man, how come you didn't call me back?"
"Sleeping much; you understand the concept, right?" Her resultant chuckling was expected.
"Sorry, so you gonna be there?"
"Where?"
"Renee called, set up a shoot for this afternoon around three." I remembered her confiscation of the laptop sitting upright scratching my shoulder.
"I think I'm gonna sit this one out if you don't mind."
"Fucked up, huh?"
"What?"
"You know what I'm talking about; your girlfriend going ham all over that black puta's face last night. Shit, what kinda dick are you giving that bitch, eh? You got your girl going Kill Bill on a thot!! That shit felt like a prison yard beatdown or something!! Uhm, that's the girl you were talking to when you were hitting me from the back that time, right?"
I was reminded of our inaugural meeting coming on the discovery of Yoli's hookup with my cousin.
"I am not dating Yoli, nor have I ever been, for your information."
"Hey, we good people, eh? I just don't want no trouble with that girl cause she acting like Wolverine on some wild shit, my nigga. So uhm, that was her, right?"
"Uh, yeah." I admitted.
"SHIT!!"
"Don't worry, she only seems to hate Rashida; she never mentioned anybody else."
"I guess that's one thing we have in common; I can't stand that bitch either. I was laughing my ass off last night when your girl was riding that big ass heifer all over the alley!! She so fake, that's why she didn't get a two piece; she got the whole fucking box of chicken!!" Shawnee seemed to be amusing herself at this point.
"I thought you guys hugged it out?"
"That was about money, nothing messes with the bag." I leaned back on the couch pondering her admission knowing Rashida felt the same way. Renee Kelly was the only person capable of making the two women get along.
"Alright you have fun today."
"You really ain't coming; Andre asked about you?"
"Andre?"
"Yeah sorry, bringing my own talent; wanted Renee to meet him, it's cool."
"Nah, I'm good."
"Alright, laters." Things felt a little off after hanging up knowing I'd been threatened by Shawnee over Andre.
My laptop sat on the table staring me in the face, but I resisted the urge to open it and check the progress on the newly launched website. I was stopped by images of Rashida crawling around the alley while Yoli pummeled her. The guilt was real making me perturbed with Shawnee for the disingenuous burial of the hatchet the prior evening.
She seemed tickled to death at having a front row seat for that beatdown, but I remembered Shawnee's own meltdown when visually confronted with a rival more than able to steal her man. Now, she'd become comfortable enough to take Andre around other people when she'd coveted him before. In that past behavior, I could definitely see parallels with Yoli. I decided it was definitely a good time to take a break from the crazy train.
In a Freudian dedication to Yoli's drama, I decided to forgo technology for a bit of the afternoon in favor of the rectangular patch of grass at the front of my cousin's home. I wanted to wash over the memory of sitting there mentally fucked after finding Yoli and Jaquan getting it on. I gathered some sodas in an ice bucket and some leftovers from the fridge after planting a lawn chair out front.
Perhaps as a sign of divine acknowledgment of my decision to eschew the computer, I found the same couple from that day walking by with their overly friendly German shepherd. The leash less pet bounded into me licking away at my hands and jumping up on my chest to do the same to my face before his owner subdued the happy dog. I hunkered down to enjoy an impromptu brunch opening a can of cola.
"Shit." Akemi was storming up the pavement obviously coming in my direction.
Of course she was dressed to sexually impress in an African print minidress and bejeweled Greek sandals. Her legs and bubble butt were accentuated to extremes, but I wasn't impressed. Remembering our last exchange I was determined to avoid another confrontation with this entitled princess. I was lying prone on the lawn chair level with her shapely legs oiled down for effect. Akemi looked ready to make the case with my absent cousin Jaquan.
"NO!! NO GO AWAY!!" She was a good five feet away looking even more determined at my outburst.
"HE'S NOT HERE, KEEP IT MOVING!!" I continued waving my hand in front of the undaunted woman as she stepped onto the lawn.
"WHERE THAT NEEGA, YOU TELL ME!!" She stopped short one hand on her hip, the other finger pointing downward indignantly.
"Uhm, nope."
"DOM FUK, YOU TELL ME WHERE THAT NEEGA JAQUAN?!! TELL ME RIGHT NOW AKATA!!" I wasn't even looking at her face instead focusing on her deep chocolate legs.
"Why do you scream everything; are you hard of hearing?" Akemi closed the distance quickly standing at my side. She bent over shoving her middle finger in my face.
"WHERE THAT NEEGAAA?!!" I'd just about had it with her at this point.
"Jaquan is with someone else right now and he's not gonna miss you; so, why don't you kick rocks Akemi."
"What-did you say, eh?"
"He's moved on Akemi, get the message. There's nothing you've got that tops the other woman; I've seen her, and you lose." My words seemed to hit her considerably hard as she stood there reflecting before breaking into a toothy incredulous smile.
"WHO DEES BEEECH, AKATA?!!"
"Is that some kind of racial slur; are you calling me uh, the n-word? I mean that shit never gets tired girlfriend; my cousin likes real women; know what I'm saying, huh? Even if you measured up, you have the worst attitude! Can't you just leave?"
"What are you-dom fuk? You a cripple in the eye NEEGA; you LIE and YOU LOOKING AT ME!!"
"Please honey, I've definitely had better." I waved her off casually reaching for a cola as she scoffed in disbelief.
"WAHALA, you-ARE A VIRGIN!! You would die to have me if I give you the chance!! Your little dick cries for a real woman like me, DOM FUK!! Not even FAT WOMAN WILL HAVE YOU BEECH ASS AKATA!!"
"No seriously, what does that shit mean?"
"NEEEGAAA!!" Akemi yelled in my face.
"Yeah, that's what I thought you were saying baby; can you like, get the fuck off my property now?" I looked away from her towards the other side of the street taking a sip from my cola.
"Who Jaquan laying up with?"
"You don't wanna find out Akemi." I took another sip of my drink leaning in the opposite direction.
"Tell me."
"Why because you have such a sterling personality?"
Akemi walked around the edge of my lawn chair wanting to get in my field of vision again. She snatched up my soda pouring a bit of it on my head before dropping the rest of the can in my ice bucket. Not done, she kicked over the plastic container holding my lunch as I jackknifed into a sitting position.
"Alright, police it is, Akemi."
I got up shaking out my t-shirt walking around the side of the house to the entrance intent on getting my phone off the charger. I knew Jaquan didn't want anything to do with her but was smart enough not to call. I really didn't want to add another car to the crazy train I'd been riding all weekend. More police intervention seemed the cure hours after the incident at Renee's building.
"GET OUTTA HERE!!" The heavy screen door slammed loudly as Akemi followed me inside. She was right on my heels shoving me aside storming into Jaquan's bedroom as I took my phone off the charger.
"Where that neega?" She returned angrily bodying up to me, pressed into my chest like we were playing a game of street ball.
"Check this out Akemi; me, calling the cops." I didn't want to call the police but figured I could scare her off.
Before I even realized it, Akemi had a handful of my crotch. Her fingers closed around my package squeezing, pinching, and kneading me to full hardness in seconds. The stark expression on her face contrasted with the increasing motion of her fingers. Akemi edged even closer reaching deeper between my legs running her middle fingers roughly between my thighs.
"STUPID, YOU WILL CALL NO ONE, BEECH NEEGA!!" Her breath was stifling hot on my face.
Akemi asserted herself further with a peck on the lips that could've been classified as a headbutt. Her hyper aggressiveness continued as she grabbed the back of my neck shoving her tongue into my mouth. Her movements were razor sharp and decisive, taking me out of the game in an instant as my butt collided with the edge of the dining room table rattling and knocking over a few odds and ends.
I didn't know what to do with this situation, my hands frozen at my sides. My belt was quickly undone revealing a painfully hard prick already peeking over the elastic waistband of my boxer briefs. Akemi went into with both hands yanking down on my pants and underwear exposing my entire pelvis and engorged cock bobbing about in front of me.
Her nails clawed into my butt digging trenches across them before Akemi went after my shirt snatching it away from my body in a blur. I was being literally manhandled in my cousin's house as she shoved both of her hands violently into my chest with enough force that I was almost sitting on the dining room table. She took a few steps backward relieving herself of the minidress revealing a tight, cut body that told me she was a beast in the gym.
Underneath that African minidress, Akemi was topless wearing only an extremely skimpy thong. It was white contrasted sharply with her deep dark chocolate complexion. Akemi was well defined almost cut from marble with legs to kill for. Jaquan lived up to his reputation of hooking up with the hottest women in town.
"Zan dauki budurcin ki in maishe ki mara da bulala!! Sannan zaka kaini wajen dan uwan ka Jaquan ni ma zan yi masa irin wannan, yar iska!!" Akemi went into her native language leaving me verbally in the dark.
She planted a knee on my favorite couch cupping one of her perfect sloping breasts before turning her well defined back in my direction. Akemi unveiled a tight, buoyant looking bubble butt perfectly accentuated by the skimpy thong on her derriere. Akemi planted her elbows on the top of the couch kneeling upright waiting as my gaze fell on the twin almost perfectly round globes of her rear end finding her gluteal cleft deeper than one would've expected.
It almost looked fake upon first glance as I lost my pants. Demonstrating an awareness of her own allure, she meticulously popped her hips for a few seconds managing a muted clap. I picked up a condom expecting her to react in some way but ripped open the packet when she didn't. Akemi slid out of her panties in response.



"SAMU DAMBAR DUNIYARKA KASAN NAN KA SHIRYA NI!!" Akemi half snarled. I rolled the condom onto my penis as she glared pissed that I didn't become a slobbering savant at the immediate site of her nudity.
Both of my hands came down in a loud clap on the compact roundness of her hips causing Akemi to twist at the waist looking as if she might strike me, teeth bared. Her slit was somewhat odd, larger length wise with visible folds of a lighter shade. Her labia parted revealing a rich internal pinkness dead center of those folds that hungrily accepted the tip of my cock. Her cunt was molten hot on just the tip, tantalizing enough that the rest of my crown slid inside finding stern resistance.
The tightness whether natural or a byproduct of her fitness regimen, was incredible feeling pneumatic and addictive enough that a third of me almost stabbed inside. I felt a sliver of pain like my member was bending as Akemi watched over her shoulder, teeth gritted from the intrusion. Her back rolled and flexed as I found the rest of myself inside up to the hilt.
"Damn, you're uhm, really tight Akemi." I admitted under my breath.
She arched her back curving her spine making the back of her head nearly touch my forehead, then popped her hips sending a jolt through my member. I grabbed at her butt finding it akin to a defiant muscle trying to get control of the situation as she rolled, bucked, and popped her hips driving that ass into me. Her movements were serpentine leaving me to keep up with her sexually.
Akemi began making these labored gasps that sounded like she was in pain, sounded like was having a bullet removed or something. Her dusky pallor contrasted sharply with my standard brown color as she ground me to hamburger. This fleshy sleeve appeared on every outward stroke clinging desperately to my cock until I forced these excess folds back inside her athletic body. I managed to find a rhythm which seemed to infuriate her.
Akemi grunted shoving her butt into my crotch in these disjointed jerky movements intended to speed things along. After a few minutes, I just stood there letting her do all the work starting to whine and grunt from the exertion. My eyes were focused on the sight of my cock being engulfed by this weird fleshy accordion sleeve. It was disconcerting visually but felt heavenly as she began to push and hold for second long intervals.
Akemi was starting to feel it dropping down flattening her palms on the couch cushions. She lost a range of motion allowing me an opening which I took wholeheartedly. Akemi shrieked when I started pounding and blowing her back out. That sleeve thing didn't appear again as I fucked to cum and nothing more. I covertly rolled the condom halfway down leaving the covered half inside.
The audible slaps of our bodies became audible as I went harder trying to get her to curse me out or call me a racial slur in her language. Her entitled attitude extended to her sexual presence with the sole kiss presenting her apple bottom like some prize possession afterwards.
Akemi was feeling every stroke mumbling, whimpering, and whining as slammed into her from behind. She tried to reassert herself arching her back and twisting back into the base of my endowment. One of my hands slid up cupping a breast, but she slapped it away. The stinging sensation of that slap prompted me to go hard in the paint on her barely jiggling butt getting me across the finish line ten minutes later.
Several ropes of ejaculate began glazing over those muscular cheeks in waves. I was a massive load of spunk that even pooled in her lower back. Some of it was drizzling down into the deep crack of her butt. Akemi rocked back and forth cooing and mumbling to herself looking back over her shoulder at my progress.
She decided to do her best twerk splashing a bit of my spunk about. Akemi straightened up kneeling on the couch as she noticed the missing condom. She reached down between her legs drawing a full condom from her tight snatch holding it up for me to see.
"Sorry, your pussy is so tight."
"OF COURSE IT'S TIGHT YOU DOM FUK; TAKE THIS NASTY THING AND DISPOSE OF IT!" Her attitude was unchanged as I took the condom disposing of it in the toilet. Thinking ahead, I returned with a warm hand towel wiping down her tight bubbled butt.
I didn't look at her face but made sure to meticulously clean her cheeks and cunt which gradually evolved into a sort of massage separated by the cloth. Akemi got into it going into a prone position on the couch. Eventually the towel ended up on the floor as I pried her cheeks apart wanting another go at that large slit. Those excess folds didn't seem so odd now but were still a curiosity.
Her cheeks were a hand and a half larger, resilient against my probing fingers. Akemi seemed to like the feel of my hands visibly relaxing allowing me to spread her apart even more. She was wetter than before easily taking a few plunging fingers moaning softly. I rolled on another condom with the intent of mounting her in a pushup position.
"No." She stiffened up when I pressed against her opening.
"Oh, we're done?"
"Use the other; my farji is sore; use the other." I was surprised at the request, prying her cheeks apart to find that she was "experienced" with anal sex.
"I'll get some lube."
"No, you will not put fucking chemicals inside me Akata; come bring yours up here. I will take care of it." Akemi took half of my prick in a sloppy affair that lasted long enough to sufficiently lubricate the condom. Her sexual habits leaned towards doing only enough to get what she wanted.
She was more or less, a lazy fuck.
Taking the back door was a revelation of her latent proclivities as she flexed perfectly around my invading unit. I was probably a little above average but had no doubt my cousin Jaquan made good use of her tight bubble butt during their time.
This theory was born out as I had no problem pounding her defiant buttocks into mush. Akemi rolled and ground back into my efforts with renewed enthusiasm. My hands which were on either side of her were captured by the thumbs as she parted her legs a bit allowing me to really give it to her.
She seemed to know exactly when to raise her hips meeting my thrusts as wet claps of sweaty flesh permeated the room. Her athletic legs parted even more until I was wedged between them as her solid butt bounced up into me fiercely. I was suddenly of the idea that anal was her preferred sexual method as she bobbed and twisted under me. Akemi was stroking my shaft feverishly rotating and popping her hips into my pelvis triggering an impending climax.
"Oh fuck, wannan beben ass nigga shine yake kawo ni!! Ina jin sa a cikin gindi na!! Kada ku daina lalata ni!! Neveer ya daina lalata da ni nigga!!" Akemi seemed to use her native language whenever she felt awkward.
In that instant I filled my second condom to the brim with thick jizz as she shivered and vibrated beneath me, toes curled. I locked my limbs straightening my back right above her as the claps got louder and louder while she gasped loudly. Inspired in the middle of her feverish climax, I decided to help Akemi out by reaching down to diddle her clit.
The resultant, labored groan and uncontrollable wriggling of her legs caught me off guard. I backed off kneeling between her legs as Akemi reached down finishing herself with three finger buried in her snatch. The couch cushions were soaked through and she was visibly creaming. She eventually settled down, breathing hard.
"Akata dom fuk, get off my legs."
She curled up into a ball as I sat on one side of the couch, the unsoiled cushion. Both of us rested there sexually addled post coitus. The filled condom was still dangling from the end of my penis as Akemi righted herself staring at me expectantly.
"What?" I shrugged.
"It is acceptable to weep before me; I have taken away your sad virginity. It is acceptable to graciously thank me for this favor and now you can deny me nothing." I almost facepalmed.
"I think I'm gonna hold it in Akemi; uhm, no man wants a woman to see him cry. I don't know what I'm gonna do after this life changing event. Suddenly I don't wanna read comics, play video games, or collect action figures anymore. I'll never be the same again; oh why oh why did you take my virginity, Akemi?" She was smiling as I blatantly trolled her.
"Perhaps there is an older male in your family who can show the rest of the way to be a man. I suppose you can move off Jaquan's couch and find a job at the local McDonalds. In time you will come to cherish this opportunity I have given you." She seriously believed the hype, actually rubbing my back.
"You won't be there for me Akemi; won't marry me?"
"Oh no dom fuk Akata; this great favor should hold you for a time. Someone like you must be with a fat woman." I hunched over hiding my face in my hands as she stupidly lectured me. I was grinning like a jackal.
"OH NO I'M FEELING IT; WHAT WILL I DO NOW?!!"
"Therapy lots of it, Akata." With that, Akemi got up disappearing into my bathroom for a quick shower.
I was glad she was momentarily gone laughing my ass off drowned out by the sounds of the shower. I was kind of grateful for the intrusion and subsequent tryst because it took my mind off things. I decided to play along as she returned wrapped in a towel. She dropped the towel sliding back into her panties as I sat watching. There was this pensive expression on her face as she turned to me holding her minidress.
"Now that I have given you the greatest gift in your life, you can refuse me nothing."
"Oh, I can't?"
"No, you are now my beech neega; I have power over you." She explained being "sprung" in her own unique way as I stared back unfazed.
"Well uhm, sure okay if you say so Akemi." She picked up my phone staring at its face before plunking it down into my palm with a defiant air about her person, clunky seduction notwithstanding.
"CALL THAT NEEGAA JAQUAN!"
"Right now?"
"YES I WANT TO MAKE HIM AWARE OF WHAT HAS BEEN DONE WITH HIS DOM FUK COUSIN!! I WANT TO SEE HIS DESPAIR BEFORE I ORDER HIM TO RETURN HERE AND KISS MY ASS!!" I couldn't deny her retarded regality. Her arrogance wasn't so much off putting at this point as it was simply humorous.
"Okay Akemi; if that's what you want." I did her one better dialing up my cousin on facetime. Jaquan picked up immediately.
"HEY CUZ, WHAT'S UP?!!" Upon hearing his voice emanating from my phone, Akemi plopped down beside me with an arm around my shoulders. I was still in the buff, leaving my bare chest visible.
"LOOK WHAT I HAVE DONE WITH YOUR DOM FUK COUSIN JAQUAN!!" She had this crazy glib expression on her face meant to stick it to my cousin, but he didn't react.
"Oh, what have you done?"
"I FUCK HIM!! I FUCK HIM GOOD AND TAKE AWAY HIS SAD VIRGINITY, NEEEGAAA!! NOW YOU WILL UNDOUBTEDLY CRY ABOUT THIS EXPERIENCE!!" Akemi was malevolently congratulating herself believing she was sticking it to my cousin.
"Is this true cuz?"
"Yeah."
"Alright cool." He replied without verbal malice, half smirking.
"WHAT-DID YOU SAY NEEGA?!! I TELL YOU I FOK YOUR DOM FUK COUSIN AKATA!! I FOK HIM GOOD BEECH NEEGA!!" Akemi leaned in irate at his lack of response trying to snatch the phone from my hands, but I held fast to my phone.
"What's going on over here?" Renee's glib face appeared on the face of the phone staring back at both of us. Akemi's eyes became big pools of white finally confronted with what she considered the other women.
"I lost my virginity today, Renee." I confessed continuing to troll Akemi.
"Oh, is that right?"
She tilted the phone allowing both of us to see Jaquan's bare chest as she took a seat in his lap. Renee's own sloping 36D cups were visible, nude. We realized both of them were naked as well, Akemi looked utterly shocked to her core at her polar opposite.
"Yeah, I cried and everything." I continued noticing her pale cheeks ruddy from the inherent humor of my situation. Renee cupped my cousin's chin giving him a deep, soulful kiss that made Akemi suddenly shriek like a banshee.
"WHAT-THE-FOK, NEEGAAA?!! ZAN SAMU DAN UWANA DAN INA SHIGAKA!! ZAN YANKA WATA BUDURWAR KU TA KASHE KADAN NEGRO!! SANI WACECE CUTAR DA NAKE!!" Akemi snatched the phone out my hands screaming into its face.
"You kids have fun now."
Renee and Jaquan ended the call together. Akemi spiked my phone on the floor frantically squeezing into her minidress. There was no doubt she was devastated putting the dress on backwards.
"Told you Akemi." I wagged a finger.
"FOK YOU AKATA!!" I tried to dodge it, but she kicked me in the left shin scrambling to the front door like she was on fire. Akemi was so flustered that she struggled with the door handle becoming hysterical starting to cry loudly.
"Hey, let me help you with that." I started to get up.
"STAY AWAY FROM ME, I HATE YOU BEECH NEEGA!!" She was so distraught, she held up two fingers making the sign of the cross for a few seconds, before managing to get the screen door open. Akemi bolted along the side of the house, sobbing audible for a few fleeting seconds.
"Told you." I commented retrieving my phone.
***********************************************************************************************************
Later in the afternoon, I finally managed to log onto the website finding it awash in activity. My activity was prompted after checking Shawnee and Rashida's social media pages. Chi Town Thunda's faux interview in the salon was blowing up as I read a number of disparaging comments directed at Rashida.
I noticed links which I clicked that led to a world star type site and randomly posted clips of the street fight between Rashida and Yoli. It was filmed from a safe distance, but you could make out her face a bit before Yoli turned it to mush. The comments section on this page was particularly brutal. I followed that link around the net, finding different versions shared across multiple platforms.
"Damn, this is bad." Rashida was being roasted.
Shawnee's now iconic TIK TOK video was being badly emulated by a number of male and female impersonators. The hyperlinks on that page led me into this internet rabbit hole that prompted me to call up Renee. It was well after three, so I wasn't surprised when the calls went straight to voicemail. I remembered Shawnee and Andre's afternoon appointment with Ms. Kelly calling up Rashida instead.
"Hello."
"Hey Rashida, I'm just checking up on you." There was some coughing on the other end of the line and a bit of movement.
"What you want?"
"I was concerned." I didn't want to mention the online activity hoping I'd get some tangential information.
"You don't care about me; you let your girlfriend beat my ass all over that fucking alley last night. Why didn't you tell me you were dating her, huh? What do you want nigga?! I got blood clots in my mouth and my right eye is bloodshot!! You don't care!! Don't you dare bend the knee to me again because I'll kick your fucking head off!! YOU LET HER DO THAT TO ME, YOU, AND IT'S YOUR FAULT!! DON'T EVER TALK TO ME AGAIN!!"
"RASHIDA I DO CARE, YOLI'S IN JAIL!! I TOLD THE COPS WHAT SHE DID!!" My heart was racing as Rashida started losing her composure. Someone snatched the phone away from her as she continued losing it.
"Hello who is this?"
"I'm a friend of Rashida; I was worried about her."
"She can't have no calls right now; fuck off." The unknown person slammed the phone in my face.
I sat at the table for a long time after that completely shook. It was a mistake to call her so early but now I knew to keep my distance if another meeting between us were in the cards. I wasn't culpable for the animosity between her and Yoli. That incident was born out of a stalker's infatuation with Renee Kelly. Chi Town Thunda's page was alive with activity and I ran through the comments finding and deleting some of the links to that fight video.
It was futile but I had to try something. I cross referenced the activity between pages finding a perfect storm that eventually overtook me. She was popular but was in danger of becoming a laughing stock because of the fight. I had to find some way to balance the scales. I instinctively called Renee again, but the call went to voicemail.
This caused me to feel like an idiot for coming up with the rivalry idea in the first place. Renee's words the night prior came back to haunt me in dramatic fashion. I regretted launching the website with her in hindsight. My mentor in all things feminine and salacious proved to be ten steps ahead once again, if not more. There had to be some way to make things right with Rashida, but I didn't know what that would be.
My internal devil's advocate played back the memories of her hubris upon meeting Shawnee Thompson for the first time juxtaposed with her recount of the first time she'd been humiliated online in front of her subs. It turned out to be her boyfriend tipped off by Yoli. The emotional damage was real coupled with the fact that a smaller, lithe woman considered beneath Rashida in every way possible, bested her.
"Hello?" My phone started ringing again.
The other side of the line clicked off in my face. I checked it finding an unknown number as a number of texts followed containing various emojis. I tried to call back getting an automated prompt telling me the other party hadn't set up their email yet. More texts started coming in like wildfire before I opted to block the number.
I ran through my emails cleaning out my inbox finding one from Tressie Fisher for some "Youth Social" at my mother's church.
I'd shot some stuff with her for my page in the early days before Renee Kelly became a staple in my life. I shuddered at memories of the first disturbed woman I'd slept with realizing she was a karmic test before I happened upon Yoli. She was supposedly the golden child at my mother's church destined to become a pastor with her own successful congregation.
However it turned out that her parent's best wishes were marred after making a Faustian deal with said church to bury some horrendous sexual misconduct with a former pastor. Tressie blackmailed me into shooting a scene inside the church wanting me to release it on the site to humiliate her mother and the establishment.
"Fuck that noise." I deleted the email.
I ordered a pizza, watched two movies, and checked my phone for messages which never came. Renee was really exploring her creative side lately. I checked Shawnee's Instagram finding a new set of photos. Some included Andre faceless in a classic pose with him standing behind her with his hands on her sloping belly. Her hands were covering her small breasts.
Renee really brought out the best in Shawnee earning the glib Puerto Rican's trust. In a very short time she learned to shoot Ms. WTF for maximum effect. The bottom heavy amateur model's hair was done in this jazzy looking mohawk with flat twisted sides. Shawnee was truly a plaything, some sort of living doll for Renee Kelly. I got inspired from these pics opening my editing bay.
I pulled up the footage I'd shot after returning from the grocery store where Jaquan intentionally stranded me to have first dibs at Ms. WTF. I downloaded the first set of pics from her first shoot with Renee creating a flashing montage of images to the opening strains of Lil Wayne's "She Will" that ended with her personalized logo.
I really didn't have any footage leading up to the impromptu sex scene shot using a chest harness, so it ended up being this twenty minute POV scene of Shawnee's massive ass getting judiciously railed with only my abdomen and endowment visible. I cropped it at certain points giving the illusion of multiple shots before the grand finale as I blasted the lower portion of her donk into milky oblivion. I watched it a couple of times wondering who would end up the bigger star before moving onto my next project.



My phone started ringing again.
"Hello?" No answer, just some labored breathing.
"HELLO?!!" I was starting to get worried.
"It's me; I just wanna say I don't blame you for nothing. I'm on some serious meds right now, okay?" Rashida sounded punch drunk and three sheets to the wind. My heart skipped a beat at the sound of her voice as I turned away from my laptop hunched over, phone to ear.
"Hey, I'm sorry about all that shit; I care about you. Make no mistake about it, you're my friend Rashida."
"Look, I just wanted you to know it's okay; I got my butt kicked all by myself. Don't worry about nothing." I could hear labored breathing knowing her nose was swollen beside the mouth full of clots.
"I gonna do it anyway; I'll never let anything happen to you again." I promised.
"If you wanna do something, don't let that chipmunk bitch get bigger than me." Rashida gasped.
"Don't worry about that."
"NO, I MEAN IT!" She started coughing really hard. It took a while for her to get things under control as I pondered Shawnee's inherent duplicity.
"Alright, I'll take care of it; are you okay?"
"I'm good, but I'm gonna get better than before. I just don't want you betting on the wrong horse while I'm on the mend. I've been watching all the noise online; you take care of it." I was heartened to earn her forgiveness, but worried about what she'd watched online.
"Rashida?"
"What is it?"
"Uhm, nobody knows who you are; it was really dark outside. But since it happened, I thought you might like to deliver a message to your haters. I'll tape it right now on this phone if you're down?" There was a long pregnant pause before Rashida answered.
"I'm down; you recording right now?"
"Just started, start whenever you're ready." I hit the record button.
"Hey all you bitches know who I am; you don't know shit about that life but I'm gonna teach you, so take a front row seat and stop hating long enough to learn who run this. I'm gonna rise like motherfucking Scarface and you haters gonna be looking up at the Goodyear blimp under my heel. Chi Town Thunda for life, hoes!"
She didn't speak after that for a minute, so I assumed she was done.
"Alright, I'll deliver this message to your haters." I promised, utterly inspired.
"You better." She threatened coughing profusely before hanging up.
I returned to my editing bay with renewed purpose calling up the clip I'd just completed for Ms. WTF. I settled for a ending teaser using footage of Chi Town Thunda from our previous shoot. Onscreen I was at the tail end of the money shot adding the tease in the form of a flickering television screen effect that morphed into Thunda's shadow twerk routine adding instrumentals from Future's "Life is Good " for the minute and a half duration.
Rashida was completely obscured in shadow with her decadent silhouette making the case for her crown to remain untouched. I uploaded the separate clip on the social media sites linked to vids of her beatdown making sure there was a clear path to the newly launched website. I took it a step further shooting a link into Shawnee's comment section finally sending it back to Rashida. She responded with a clapping hands emoji.
"Solid." I felt like I'd taken a shot at her haters in the comment sections of those beatdown vids.
The views started almost instantly as I took the time to do some cleaning around Jaquan's home. My mother was coming back the following day and would be collecting me from his house at two. Suddenly I was seized with a fear of that return after having so much autonomy in her absence. No matter what I did, she would always see me as her little son and nothing else.
I'd be living a double life under her roof and I didn't even want to think about my wayward father still on a month long vacation out of town. My thoughts shifted to the shoot currently happening at Renee's place. I wished I could be there to see what she was coming up with. This gave me another bit of inspiration as I began searching the net for a template.
***********************************************************************************************************
Renee returned sometime after eight with my laptop unceremoniously stuffed inside a plastic grocery bag along with some of the accessories and a few extra extension cords. She also dropped off half a box of pizza from dinner at the shoot. She walked into the living room going straight to Jaquan's room cracking the door as if she expected someone to be inside.
"Where's that African female?" She questioned.
"Long gone; I'm afraid you've already killed her Renee; at least her insufferable ego anyway."
She was wearing an black workout t-shirt and some stonewashed jeggings that accentuated her shapely legs. The white shell toe adidas on her feet spoke to the likelihood that she'd come to rumble.
"Oh yeah, how's that?"
"She kicked me in the shin and ran out crying." Renee had gone back to the sharp smoky eyeshadow and burgundy lipstick signaling a bit of worry for me.
"She couldn't handle it, huh?"
"Not even a little after you guys hit her with the Adam and Eve bit." Renee smiled giving my cheek a harsh pinch sidling up to my laptop.
"I saw the new stuff you put out for Rashida; I approve but I don't want you calling her. You shouldn't have called her. Girl's gotta get her head together after that ass whipping."
"She called me back and approved of the spot. I just did what she asked."
"But who's the boss?" Ironically or not, her shirt was emblazoned with the phrase "Act like a Lady, Think like a Boss" with the words themselves warped due to the size of her bust.
"The answer's on your shirt." I tried to be coy.
"What would you have, without me? Would you have some state of the art camera equipment and a brand new laptop? Would you have the talent to make an impact, or would you still be scrounging pennies on the dollar posting clips on a host site?"
"You're the boss." That's what she wanted to hear. I was upset because things turned on a dime in the middle of a conversation with her planting my butt on the well-used couch.
"I know you're mad, but I'm not lying, am I?"
"Of course not, I wanna know where the hate is coming from? Let's put our cards on the table for once." Renee's lips curled into a smile as she turned to me.
"Oh I don't mind putting my cards on the table, but who told you we were playing at the same table?" I leaned back on the couch; fingers interlocked.
"Alright you get points for the upgrade, but I was already doing this shit on the low."
"And your paper was low; other than the crazy church girl, how would you get it going without me?" Her dig at my earlier encounters was not taken in vain. I'd truly hit my stride in the short time we were really acquainted, but one thing stuck in my mind.
"I discovered Shawnee."
"I upgraded your chipmunk bitch; she's more of a whole woman now, instead of a floating ass." Despite the budding fight we were having, I couldn't stop looking at her legs and the perfect inverted triangle that made up her crotch.
"Want me to turn around?" Renee called me out.
"No, I don't trust myself and you've played that card one too many times." I admitted scratching my temple while she smiled, arms folded across her chest.
"Relax I like you enough; so, I'm gonna need you to do some of that editing magic for me."
"What's up?"
"You're really good at editing, take care of the scenes on our laptop; I've already paid you." I looked at my phone finding a few hundred bucks there.
"You're paying me upfront now? I usually took my payment in trade posting scenes on my page."
"That's why you don't have nothing but pocket change. You know you have true power when you don't have to listen to anyone, when someone's opinion is truly just that. Before you get even angrier, Jaquan told me your mommy is coming home tomorrow to pick you up. Do you really think you'll be able to work with someone breathing down your neck?"
"I'm working on it."
"Yeah, sure." Renee sort of glared at me walking to the door to let herself out. Five minutes after she was gone, I had this internal rage out because of the callous way in which she spoke to me.
Despite the lingering sting of her words, I found myself booting up the laptop left behind finding an ERROR bar on its screen. There were a large number of folders on the screen in the double digits. It looked like a kid got into the computer and wreaked havoc as I began sorting things out. I found a number of crappy AVI movie files recorded in the wrong format sorting them into a single folder. I would've called Renee back, but didn't want any snarky comments as I found several files of Shawnee that looked odd from the thumbnails.
"What is this horseshit?"
The first thing I saw when I clicked was this off kilter shot of Ms. WTF from the bicep down shot on a slanted angle. It became apparent this was attributed to either loose fitting of the chest harness and the frantic nature of the person it was strapped to, my cousin Jaquan. Ms. WTF's laughter and constant jeering dual language poured out of my speakers making it necessary to bring the volume down.
"¡¡MALDITO HOMBRE, NECESITAS calmarte con esa mierda!! VAS A CONSEGUIR ESTE CULO DE VERDAD, ¡¡¿OK?!!"
The camera dipped low revealing his fingers digging into her boulder sized cheeks. She was wearing a light grey teddy with one spaghetti strap off the shoulder. Ms. WTF was almost jumping in place slapping at his hand as Jaquan groped her.
"I'm just trying to get this shot, stop moving!" The shot became indecipherable as he got even more handsy with her resulting in the worst shaky cam I'd ever seen.
Beyond the opening moments, the rest was trash.
The next couple of shots were tossed as well making me wonder why Renee hadn't stepped in to actually direct. I trashed ten more clips for various reasons just dragging them into the recycle bin but left them there preferring to do a group delete as I found another workable clip.
"Now uhm, you just stay like that so I can get a good shot."
Jaquan was heard but not seen for a few moments in the darkened frame as it became apparent that I was looking at an extreme closeup of his palm. His hand drew back revealing that he'd set the camera on the floor a few feet away from them. His face appeared in frame a few times squinting into the camera instead of just looking into the viewfinder or monitor.
Ms. WTF's teddy had been pulled down stopping at the bottom of her waist leaving this extremely unflattering side view as Jaquan handled her hips driving himself home. She looked towards the camera wincing, gritting her teeth as he plunged into her without a care in the world. Instead of turning away, her expressions took a lot away from the shot as Jaquan plowed her own shallow cunt.
It was the one thing she literally had in common with Chi Town Thunda. The way he was going at it made me think that similarity was a thing of the past.
"¡¡MALDITO NIGGA, ESTÁS INTENTANDO ROMPER MI MIERDA, O QUÉ?!! CALMA LA FUCK ABAJO!! MALDITA, TU POLLA LE DUELE COMO UN MAMÁ JAQUAN!!"
Ms. WTF was not pleased. In arrogant contrast, his head dipped into the frame several times looking into the camera with this stupid expression. You could say he had a very punchable face. Jaquan even did a thumbs up to the camera with her visibly annoyed face in frame.
"YUH-YUH-YEEEAAHHHHHHH!! THAS HOW YUH-YUH-YOU DO IT, GUUURRRLLL!!" He sounded like a boorish idiot.
"SHIT MAN, WHY DON'T YOU CUM ALREADY?!!" She'd had enough of his antics as the clip abruptly went to white static snow. After looking at that clip, I sat back in the chair rubbing my temples, eventually retrieving a beer from the fridge.
"What the fuck is going on?" Another clip revealed a wide angle shot of the living room from camera's view planted on what looked like the tufted ottoman.
Ms. WTF was sitting wearily on the other garishly pink bit of furniture looking like she'd been hit by a bus. Jaquan thankfully wrapped in a towel was comedically explaining something to her as she shook her head wearily. I couldn't hear anything because my idiot cousin managed to mute the sound.
Things went mildly disturbing as my cousin lost the towel proudly displaying his cut physique drawing her limp, chubby hand to his penis. I set the clip aside for a later discussion with my cousin about the disturbing visual. She was lazily playing with his limp penis as the clip ended.
"She wants me to fix this shit; what's the fucking deal?" I was perplexed going back in to the recycle bin To make sure I wasn't deleting anything usable. I always double checked visually instead of blind clicking the icon.
"What's this?' I discovered five unknown video clips in the bin, restoring them for review. I clicked the first one.
I found myself looking at a POV shot from the inside of Mintzy's store. This shot was taken from a chest mounted camera finding Andre standing in one of the overstocked aisles looking over a large bag of chips. He put the bag back staring at the camera holder with a nervous grin before walking the next aisle over. The stalker point of view continued moving up the aisle following him. Andre was holding a pack of dollar cookies but put them back when he noticed the camera again.
"You want those cookies? I'll buy them for you." Renee's voice gave her away as the culprit.
"You filming me?"
"Yeah, it's kind of like a documentary thing; you don't mind, do you?"
He looked at the cheap peanut butter sandwich cookies ultimately putting them back on the shelf. Renee's hand appeared briefly in the frame picking up the dollar cookies showing them to the camera before offering them to Andre.
"Uhm, well I guess it's okay. "He reluctantly took them.
"Get anything you want, I'm paying." There was an odd theme to the video as he stared apprehensively when her hand appeared in frame again offering the bag of chips. He hesitated for a second, eventually taking these as well.
"Thanks ma'am; that's pretty nice of you, but I got some money." He was cradling the snacks to his chest like they were his most prized possession.
"Go on, get whatever you want; it's no big deal between friends, right?"
"Uhm okay, if you say so, ma'am."
"I do, why don't you get some drinks; would you like some beer?"
"I don't really drink that much, sodas fine."
"Get some beer."
There was a cooing matronly nature to the way she spoke that seemed to lull Andre into casual compliance. She followed him up the aisle continuing her "documentary" filming, using the camera to get shots of his butt surreptitiously. The camera would move up to his face when he glanced over his shoulder perhaps feeling her slanted eyes on his person.
Andre looked somewhat uncomfortable as he went to the standup coolers removing a two liter of soda and a six pack of malt liquor. The brand King Cobra, signified Andre's novice drinking status revealing him unaware of its status as canned rock gut.
"Get another one." Renee softly prompted.
Mintzy was briefly seen ringing up the items ogling Andre in the most obvious way possible. The camera dipped low as Renee's hand appeared in frame swiping a debit card to pay for the items. Andre started out of the store carrying the doubled up bag in his arms like a newborn. There was the expected blurring motion as she half ran after Andre finding him a good five feet away walking back towards the salon.
"Hey what's up; you running away from me?" Andre froze in place gradually looking back at her.
"Ah just taking this stuff back."
"Yeah, hang back for a minute homeboy; matter of fact come here."
"Uh?"
"Come here to me; you said I could film you for my documentary, right?"
"Uhm, that was for in the store, right?"
"You said I could film you."
Renee asserted herself vocally approaching until his face was in closeup from a lower camera angle. Andre looked even more apprehensive as I figured Shawnee was getting railed by Jaquan at that very moment. I figured Renee was distracting him from the shoot for her benefit.
"Uhm okay."
"Why you so nervous?"
"Nothing."
"Am I making you nervous?" Renee's frank question made him visibly cringe answering the question before he did.
She appeared to be standing right under him as the camera dipped low to his package finding a highly visible bulge. I didn't blame him knowing she got the same reaction from me the first time we slept together.
"No uh, it's the camera." He obviously lied.
"The camera; are you serious?"
"Uhm, I always get nervous when like, somebody put a camera in my face. Uh, I'm shy and don't really like being on camera, a lot."
"So, it's not me right?"
"Nuh, No." Andre laughed nervously in extreme closeup sounding a bit nerdy stopping in fits. The camera seemed to get closer until he stumbled back a step.
"Are you sure I'm not making you nervous?"
"Yeah, I'm sure."
"Let's see." Renee's hand appeared in frame cupping the left side of his face. She caressed his cheek for a few seconds before he drew away, chuckling nervously.
"Stop playing ma'am." He laughed nervously as she watched silent.
The camera lingered for a bit as Andre fidgeted. After a few seconds, he was just standing there on the sidewalk staring blankly into the camera as the clip ended. I sat there pondering what was seen, noticing the clips were sequenced numerically.
I clicked the second one.
The extreme closeup continued with Andre apparently sitting in Renee's apartment one floor above the shoot sight. I recognized the white wall directly behind his head as the same used in the first shoots with Rashida Sikes. He looked a little more relaxed intermittently giggling at the camera's intrusion looking away a couple of times.
"Why're you laughing, do you see something funny?" Renee's voice sounded well within his personal space.
"Nah, you like filming me?" He laughed raising a can of King Cobra to his lips taking a healthy swig.
"I can't film you Andre?"
"It's okay," He answered voice faltering, raising the can to his lips again. Andre averted his eyes chuckling again.
"Andre you keep looking over there; nothing's there, you don't want to look at me? Come on, aren't we friends? Don't you like me Andre?"
Her hand appeared in frame briefly poking his chin with her pointer finger. Andre's head dipped, chin into his chest looking up wide eyed.
"You're real nice, and thanks for buying these snacks."
"Don't you like me; we're friends, right Andre?" He looked away on either side acknowledging this claustrophobic atmosphere between Renee and himself, draining the can.
"You're really pretty."
"I know, but don't you like me?" She pressed again making him snicker nervously.
"Yeah."
"So, it's okay if I film you and ask some questions because we're friends, right Andre? I'd hate to think you're uncomfortable with me because of my appearance. So, can I ask you one question Andre?"
Andre fidgeted in place, visibly nervous looking about the living room obviously avoiding her face.
"Yeah, okay." The camera dipped low revealing that he was sitting on a tall stool as her hand appeared resting on his thigh.
"Is it true?"
"WHAT?!!" The camera was still pointed down capturing his crotch and legs.
"Come on, you know what I'm talking about Andre." Her hand caressed his thigh giving it a little squeeze making him jostle about eventually calming down as her hand rubbed it.
"Ask my girl." He answered trying to casually assert himself and his relationship.
"But I'm asking you if it's true what they say?"
Renee's disembodied hand was massaging his thigh sliding back and forth near his crotch but going no further. A visible bulge started to appear from her subtle actions.



"Just ask my girlfriend."
He parried as the camera briefly shot up revealing a nervous smile on his face that became awkward giggling at the intrusion. The sound of another can of beer opening could be heard before he raised it to his lips drinking. Renee's hand appeared in the frame taking the can away.
"I'm asking you Andre. I'm asking because you said we were friends. You said we could talk about things, so I'm asking you if it's true what they say?"
He doubled over laughing as Renee followed him, the frame centering on the ridiculous bulge in his crotch. He tried to compose himself a bit before glancing up into the frame dead on, smiling with this blank expression in his eyes. I knew how jealous his girlfriend Shawnee was having even been threatened by her at the thought of pairing Andre with someone else. Renee seemed to let the camera sit there recording his reactions for an extended period of time.
"Andre?"
"Yes ma'am?"
"Can I see it?"
His nervous laughter tapered off, head rolling about before taking another swig from the can that had been set aside on an adjacent stool. These were new pieces of furniture that I hadn't seen before. He snickered a bit longer trying to avoid answering her.
"Come on Andre; you know where she is brother. You said we're friends and all; we're grownups here, adults and I'm just asking you if I can see it."
Despite speaking matronly, her tone rang clinical overtly detached in some respects as he glanced at the floor mutely nodding. The camera started moving gradually until his face was captured in closeup from his forehead to his bottom lip. The sound of his zipper being drawn down flowed from my laptop speakers. It actually felt like I was standing inside her living room watching. I was innately uncomfortable watching the clip.
The camera dipped low finding her hand unsnapping the sole metal button keeping his worn jeans together. Andre's boxers appeared with a hint of the freakish crown of his enormous prick covering his navel. Her other hand appeared in frame taking liberties raising the hem of his striped t-shirt exposing his six pack abs.
"Oh Andre, I think you really do like me, huh?" Her left hand grabbed a fist full of his boxers yanking them down exposing the rest of his third leg and part of his balls.
Renee's audible shriek changed the mood momentarily followed by some light chuckling as she handled his cock with authority. Her hand looked especially small grasping his thickening shaft. The camera shot up quickly revealing his face.
He started to smile, but bit into his lower lip as the camera returned salaciously to his endowment where one pale hand was wrapped around his prick while the other lightly pinched and teased the spade like head of his member. Renee broke into little bits of anxious laughter amid these sustained gasps.
"Holy shit Andre; it's really true. Damn you're holding man; oh shit. Fuck me, I think it's almost as wide as my wrist; have you measured it?"
She made a fist turning her wrist up beside his cock for an embarrassingly accurate comparison of his size.
"No ma'am; I never did that."
"Why would you? Damn it's just huge Andre; I mean uh, fuck it's a donkey dick man. Shit look at all the veins on this thing. Wow, Andre this is, like so fucking cool man. Oh my god, this is stupid thick; so you got a lot of girlfriends hanging around, don't you?" The joy in her voice as her disembodied hands handled and caressed his endowment was innately awkward.
"Okay you saw it; I'm gonna pull my pants up."
"Why, I'm still looking at it Andre; we're friends, right?"
"Yeah but-!"
"And you said I could look at your thing, didn't you?"
"But you looked, so I should pull my pants up." It was obvious Renee was wearing the chest harness as it shot up again revealing her right hand cradling his face.
"I'm not finished looking at your dick." Her other hand rose into the frame pointer finger poking his forehead emphasizing her point.
"But Shawnee..."
"Shawnee is getting fucked right now Andre. So, what is it like being her cuck? You know she's getting back shots all day and we're just talking man. You're helping me; don't you realize that Andre?"
"Helping you?"
"Yeah, we're making a documentary together."
"We are?"
"Yeah, ain't nothing wrong with that, right?"
Both of her hands were cupping his cheeks in tandem. Renee gave them a healthy pinch as her soft reassuring chuckle emanated from my speakers when he reacted by squinting his eyes momentarily.
"Okay." He acquiesced shakily.
The camera dipped low finding her returning pale hands covering his thighs, thumb pushing nails into them until he accommodated her efforts spreading them. She was beside herself greedily exposing his large balls further letting them rest partially atop his thighs. Renee's fists captured his briefs and pants yanking downward with purpose. Andre's large hand appeared between his legs trying to timidly stop her.
"ANDRE!!"
Renee captured his thumb drawing the hand away immediately yanking his clothing to his knees with a self-satisfied gasp. The camera settled on his junk giving me the impression Renee was admiring her handiwork before one hand dipped in grabbing him at the base. His cock looked ridiculously fake as she pointed it towards the ceiling chuckling to herself. She shook it around snickering to herself at its solid state.
"Oh fuck, look at that shit." The clip ended abruptly.
The third clip started with Renee continuing her examination of Andre's endowment comparing it to the size of her universal television remote which it dwarfed. She followed this up by placing a drafting ruler beside it, also dwarfing that as well before she went for the trifecta by placing an empty Pringles can beside his cock. Renee took things further sheathing his endowment with the Pringles can over his member laughing playfully.
"Okay, alright you got to see it so, can I have my pants back?" In the blurred background you could make out Andre's discarded pants and boxers.
"Just one more thing, okay Andre? Don't be such a fucking downer man; I'm getting some really good stuff here! You don't even have to do anything but fucking sit there. Look, if you don't wanna do this while your girlfriend fucks another guy right downstairs, I understand. You wanna be a fucking simp, huh?"
"I ain't no simp."
"Uhm, yes you are Andre; don't you know what that means, huh? A simp plainly means for your information, "Suckers Idolizing Mediocre Pussy" and we both know I'm far from mediocre. Is that what you want to be in your life, a fucking tampon for your supposed girlfriend, and your wife nigga? Still trying to figure that one out, bruh."
The camera dipped up finding Andre sitting there hunched over with his hands resting between his legs. She let it linger there watching pensively, her now heavy breathing audible. He looked dejected, defeated mentally. He looked up at the camera biting his lower lip, befuddled. Her hand appeared cupping the underside of his chin.
"Look at me Andre." He was blinking profusely but managed to look directly into the camera.
"Hey, I want to apologize for that; I was out of pocket. We're still cool, right?" He nodded visibly trying to control his emotions.
"I'm serious."
The shot went dark as she leaned in kissing him, presumably on the cheek. Renee drew back watching for a few moments before the camera panned down revealing her hand on his bare thigh.
"Okay."
"Good, I'm glad we can still be friends; I want that, don't you?"
"Yeah."
Her hand was seen handling his member running up and down his shaft. Renee was softly masturbating him as she spoke in a cooing manner. Both of them knew she was fully taking advantage of the situation.
"So it's okay if we do a little bit more, right?" The clip ended abruptly before he answered.
When the third clip was activated I found Andre's member taking up the frame almost isolated sticking upward like some fleshy lightsaber. The background was out of focus for a few seconds before the wall came into view that he'd formally been sitting against. I detected an obvious time jump and likely more toxic coercion realizing Andre was now strapped with the chest cam.
In the distance Renee walked into her living room carrying something on camera for fleeting seconds giving the viewer a brief glimpse that would silence and bring credence to claims of physically intimidating Andre. I heard an object placed on the floor nearby with a clunky sound before her disembodied hand appeared hovering over his endowment.
"Relax, you're really gonna like this." She instructed as her other hand appeared holding a half gallon sized clear bottle filled with some liquid that I determined to be lube. She began watering his crotch down rubbing the oily liquid into his genitals and inner thighs.
"What is it; I-I mean what are you doing?"
"Geez, are you a fucking retard? I'm gonna give you a hand job." Her words stung as I feared the worst.
"No, uhm, it's getting warm; that's what I mean." I cupped my hand over my mouth watching as my worst fears came to light.
"It's just lube that I make for my customers; don't worry its watered down quite a bit, Andre. If I put some of it on your dick unfiltered; now, that would be something to film."
Renee chuckled off camera now liberally spraying the concoction all over her outstretched right hand until it was dripping from her fingers.
"It's just that I never felt something like this before."
"Oh yeah, wait until I get started baby; you're gonna love this shit."
Renee's fist enclosed around the middle of a shaft so thick she was unable to close fingers about it. Her fist began sliding weakly in limited repetition neither touching the base of his endowment or the head. In seconds, the camera shook a bit as Andre wriggled about starting to experience the sensation.
"It's so warm; your hand is..."
"You like it?"
"Yeah, it feels good." Andre admitted voice beginning to falter as her strokes increased. The loose skin on his huge, uncircumcised prick was becoming tight revealing a painful looking erection Renee added her other hand using her palm on the tip of his purplish crown in teasing fashion.
"Tell me what it feels like Andre."
"Aw, its feeling so warm, no it's hot and your fingers...it's like I can feel each one of them on my dick. This feels so good, ma'am." His lower back arched up off the floor, but Renee flattened her palm against his abdomen pushing him back down on what I assumed was her plush white rug.
"Would you like me to stop?"
"No please, keep doing what you're doing. Ah, it feels in-incredible...AAAAHHHHH, AH, AHH, AWWNNNN!!" The hand that pressed down on his abdomen, was now cupping his balls. I could see what she was doing from the camera angle mounted but gathered that his head was propped up likely on a pillow or cushion.
"So, you like how this feels right; like what I'm doing right?"
"YEEEEAAAHHH!!" His pelvis was shaking as she went a bit harder methodically stroking his entire prick letting her palm tease and tickle the bulbous spade shaped crown.
"If you like, I can gift your girlfriend some of this lube and she can rub it on your dick. This will make you fuck her brains out, if not to death. Would you like me to give her some of this, Andre?"
"OOOOHHH YEEEAAAHH!!" I shuddered remembering how Renee had similarly milked me to distraction all while dressing me down for sleeping with Yoli among other things. Now I was watching what would be a public display of her talents if it hadn't been scuttled in the recycle bin of the laptop.
"Then you have to keep this a secret, okay?"
"AWWWNNNN, AHHHHH O-KAAAAY!!" Renee was squeezing his shaft as hard as she could with more of her arm gradually revealed as she leaned into it, bicep flexing from the exertion. Her other hand wasn't visible between his legs, but his flopping legs spoke to the activity unseen.
"We're secret friends, right Andre?"
"FUUUHHH, FAWWWK!! OH YES, WE'RE ANYTHING YOU WANT!!" He sounded feverish, sexually addled getting more euphoric and involuntarily animated from the waist down.
Her jacking fist was a blur of motion isolated to the middle of his thickening shaft. Andre was popping his hips up into her jerking overtures. The wet slick sounds accompanying her actions were highly audible.
"So that means you don't tell, right?" Renee was leading him where she wanted.
"YEEEESSSS!!" Andre reached his breaking point.
Renee leaned further into the frame visible from the shoulder down stroking away for all she was worth as he flopped about on the floor. The wet oily sounds seemed to get louder as splashes of the lube flicked onto the camera lens.
Andre sounded like he was being reamed as rivulets of clear pre-ejaculate drizzled down over her frenetically pumping fist. The veins on his cock were visibly swollen to the point of bursting while the pointed head of his cock was tinted in shades of deep fleshy purple with frenzied shades of red wine colored crimson.
Renee suddenly stopped on a dime, just handling him at the shaft, her labored breathing audible from the speakers. There was this pregnant pause like she was waiting for something.
"SHIT!! FUCK!! AWWWNNN IT'S-IT'S CUM-CUMMING-CUMMING OUT!!"
A thick rope of semen spurted powerfully from the head of his cock along with several others as Renee held his member pointed upright at the ceiling. Renee's stationary fist ended up completely glazed over including thick stringy webs of cum on her wrist. She didn't move but allowed Andre to hump upward into her hand essentially fucking it as much as she wanted until he began to calm down.
"Did that feel good, huh Andre?"
He folded his knees up into the frame trying to whack his legs together but seemed too weak to do so as her fist started sliding along his shaft again. The semen running from the head of his cock was unending.
"That was incredible, ma'am."
"And it's our little secret, right?"
"Sure."
This guy was all gooey in the middle and probably would've gone out and killed somebody if she wanted. Renee's snickering was audible as she slid her fingers up around his glans.
"Damn Andre, you made a mess; let me clean this up."
Renee's head appeared in frame fully for the first time bringing with it some surprises. Her eyes were covered with these big, blocky looking cat eyed glasses pushed up on her nose while her hair was thicker than usual and deep brunette. She was obviously wearing a wig and the glasses to hide her identity.
"AAAAWWW SHIT!!"
The overly large head of Andre's cock disappeared between her lips exclusively while her hands mimicked a technique I'd watched Shawnee use on Jaquan days prior. Renee Kelly prove to be a capable mimic playing his enormous prick like a clarinet.
"THAT FEELS SOOOO GOOD!! AWWWNNN, FUH-FUH FUKKKKK!!"
At this point Andre was somewhere over the rainbow as Renee added her own twist to the stolen technique vacuuming her cheeks, hard. The loud slurp was never ending as she roughly jerked with both hands towards her pursed lips.
"DAMN THAT FEELS GHUUUUDDDD, AWWWW FUHHH!!" The head of his cock thumped the back of her throat resulting in these gurgling noises, but she didn't break the seal as he eventually calmed down.
He settled down breathing hard, but the oversized head of his prick remained hidden behind Renee's lips as she studied his reaction. A few seconds later her hands left his member as she stared with a full mouth. I noticed that she'd also taken the precaution to use makeup to completely shade in the area around her eyes making the blocky thick framed glasses, an impromptu domino mask. Only people who closely knew Renee would be able to suss out her identity.
"Oh that feels good how you tickling my pee hole with your tongue." His coarse admiration notwithstanding. Andre was a full convert at this point. Renee released the spade like head of his cock sitting back on her haunches watching his face impassively.
Her dark painted lips parted releasing a deluge of froth, saliva intermingled with his cum running down her chin. It was the nastiest display of sexuality I'd ever seen from Renee Kelly. She sat there on the back of her calves allowing his spunk to drip off her chin, now gazing into the camera impassively.
The clip ended.
I found myself sweating profusely just from watching these clips and I was sporting serious wood. The interaction between Renee and Andre was overtly taboo in a way only cheaters can attest to with everything being done on the low.
Now, I understood Renee's demand that I cobble something together out of the crappy shoot she'd allowed Jaquan to direct. I sat back gauging everything I'd seen realizing how many steps ahead Renee was in front of us all. Her earlier comment referring snarkily to Shawnee using the same insult as her best friend, was symbolic of the intricate con playing itself out in front of my clueless eyes.
Renee Kelly had been fishing for Andre the entire time.
I hit the fourth clip.
Andre was stripped completely nude other than his greying mismatched athletic socks and ratty looking Nike track shoes. He was lingering at the far end of the wall looking much like a zombie dragging his fingers across its finished surface. The tall, ripped simpleton appeared entranced as I realized that I was seeing everything from the point of view of that same chest cam when Renee's naked thighs appeared on either side of the frame.
"ANDRE COME OVER HERE AND EAT ME!" She sounded indignant as the sound of her fingers snapping blasted from my speakers.
I watched him cover his face with his hands for a few seconds as Renee got even more indignant still snapping her fingers, eventually clapping until he lumbered over. Halfway Andre got on his hands and knees crawling forward towards the camera between her thighs.
"You know how to eat pussy, don't you nigga; or do I gotta break out the coloring book for that shit, too?!" Her pale hand followed by her wrist and forearm appeared as Renee spread apart her flower for Andre to feast.
"Oh yeah, suck me fool."
Andre lapped at her cunt like he was licking an ice cream cone for a minute or two before she groaned out of frustration. Renee's other hand shot out palming his head along with the other mashing his face into her cunt.
I flinched at the earsplitting shriek that followed, then chuckled at the karma. Andre bless his dear sex addled heart, had accidentally nipped her clit with his teeth.
"I'M SORRY!!" Obviously, the clip ended abruptly in a flurry of movement.
I played it several times getting a good laugh at Renee's expense. She'd come out of nowhere with a shitty attitude repeatedly making me feel little more than a lackey. I fished out my phone thinking of calling her up to gloat about the blooper but thought of the last horrific prank she'd pulled on me before going dark. I stared at the last clip knowing what I would find when I opened it. There was no way she wouldn't finish what she started after going through so much to get her hands on Andre.
I hesitated getting a drink before hitting the last link.
"OWWW!!OOWWW!! OOOHH FUK!! FUKK!! FUH ME!! FUKKK!!" I expected more sex finding a perfectly framed shot of Renee's fifty inch butt being lanced in all its heart shaped glory. Andre was hitting that shit balls deep giving it his all and she was taking it like a champ. His hands were locked around her small waist drawing her into his pelvis with burning passion. Comically what I assumed was a magnum condom was visible partially on his member.
Andre's grunts rhythmically matched her distressed whining as he used his huge cock to give her a beating. Every stroke stuffed her full to the brim with some thrusts appearing to bend his cock a bit with wince inducing proficiency. There were motion ripples everywhere as I wondered what she'd said or done to get him truly into the game.



Renee in the time between the last clip had covered her torso with a large t-shirt that I recognized as Jaquan's property. It was tied into a halter midway up her back as she lay on the plush white carpet head to the floor, big pale ass raised high in the air. The loud stereo quality claps of their extremities prompted me to adjust the volume.
"SHIT!! SHIT!! SHIT!! SHIT!! SHIT!! MOVE, HURRY UP NIGGA!!" Renee crashed forward on her belly disengaging them but kept it moving rolling on her side launching these aggressive kicks at Andre as she stumbled to her feet. From his point of view, Renee reached down grabbing his cock like a fleshy leash.
"YOU COMING WITH ME MOTHER FUCKER!!" From Andre's point of view she began a death row march across the living room headed directly to her bedroom.
Some of the heavy mascara surrounding her eyes was running down her pale cheeks in streams giving her symmetrical beauty a haunting quality. Renee got to her door letting go of his cock shoving it open with authority. You could actually hear it hit the wall as it swung open as she turned facing the camera.
"Get in there." She motioned with her head; the bed visible.
"Uhm, you want me to lay in your bed?" He asked timidly.
"WHAT-DID-I-SAY ANDRE?!! GET YOUR ASS IN THERE!" Renee snarled quickly shoving him inside. There was a flurry of movement as Andre landed on his back facing her in the bedroom doorway. Renee stripped off the t-shirt revealing her impressive physique to the camera.
"Uhm, you look mad."
"Mad; you nipped my fucking clit and you in there trying to blow my back out! You trying to push that fucking nightstick up into my chest, huh?!!"
"But you said..."
"SHUT THE FUCK UP!!" Renee shocked me by reaching down grabbing both of Andre's long legs spreading them wide apart pushing them into his chest.
I watched as she climbed up between his legs handling his cock, literally impaling herself on half of it before righting herself with his calves as leverage. I did a double take realizing what she was doing.
"This feels, kind of weird ma'am."
His complaining was drowned out by her gasps and feminine grunts as she got into a standing crouch between his legs completely stuffed with the extra obscenely protruding from her labia.
"You-AAAAHHH, you wanted to blow my back out; well Andre, nigga...I'M RETURNING THE FAVOR!!" Renee quickly began popping her wide hips, twerking, and rolling into his endowment taking more and more until all of his cock was hidden deep inside.
She paused for a moment mouth agape, some drool running off her bottom lip.
"It kinda hurts, like this."
"Be quiet, I'm getting used to this; you're way bigger than I'm used to getting." It looked like she would falter and topple from the bed, but I knew Renee Kelly to be extraordinarily stubborn when it came to getting her way.
"I-don't like it." Andre complained, lying flat on his back legs folded backward with his ankles adjacent to her ears.
"I know."
I recognized the position from some early Japanese porn I'd watched but doubted Renee Kelly knew the origins of what she was attempting on camera. In those movies, the theme was role reversal and female on male dominance. Renee was enacting the Amazon position designed to force the male partner into a sexually submissive role during coitus where the female partner mounts and fucks her male counterpart missionary style.
Renee flattened her palms against his chest clapping her huge derriere down onto the base of his cock. She was getting all of it with every deep, long stroke essentially fucking the stuffing out of Andre. I wondered what was going on a floor below with Jaquan unknowingly an accomplice to her malevolent plans.
It made for an interesting case of someone's eyes being bigger than their stomach as she made the "ugly cry" face. She bit her lower lip trying to control her reactions, but eventually gasped blowing a gust of misty saliva. Everything was from his point of view making it look to the viewer like he or she was being royally screwed. Renee tried to hold it in with these muffled screams emanating from my speakers but lost it.
"OOOOHHHH FUCK!! GET THAT SHIT!! GET THAT SHIT!! GET THAT SHIT!! FAAAWWKK MEEEE!!" Her cold detached persona melted away leaving that thuggish street girl she kept locked away from prying eyes. Andre literally beat down that door. Fuck, he probably shattered it as she went into the throes of an intense orgasm.
Renee collapsed draping herself between his legs still feverishly popping that huge pale butt of hers into the base of his cock. I watched her sexual meltdown feeling a sliver of jealousy because I felt that I'd never make her cum in that manner while it was par for the course for a mostly clueless Andre. She was truly getting it pushed in leaving everything on the table. She eventually calmed herself. The shot went dark as she laid across his chest covering the camera.
"Oh my god Andre; I'm done man. I can't go anymore." Renee confessed in half whispers.
"Can I put my pants back on now, ma'am?"
"Sure Andre and get the fuck outta here." Renee rolled off lying on her back fanning herself.
I watched him slowly get up and regard her with this anxious look before being waved out of her bedroom. From his point of view, Renee's bedroom looked like the scene of a crime with her sprawled out completely sated as the clip ended.
I sat back staring at the paused ending wondering what happened next. Renee had come to me in a foul mood after an afternoon of messing around with Shawnee's boyfriend. I suppose she had buyer's remorse after ending up judiciously gaped, a crash test dummy in her own bed.
I opened up the website scrolling to the bottom of the page where the updates were listed finding two blacked out thumbnail windows with only a question mark as an identifying title. I found my administrator privileges inactive, becoming agitated after several attempts to open the clips.
"What is this happy horseshit?" Renee blocked me out of the site we'd created together.
I checked my phone again realizing it was the middle of the night. I rummaged through my camera bag finding a thumb drive downloading the clips onto it for safe keeping before going to bed.
**********************************************************************************************************
I woke up the following day sometime after ten hoping that I'd just been drowsy the day before attempting to log back into the site I'd just created with Renee finding that I was still locked out. I had a near panic attack dialing her up only to get voicemail repeatedly. I dialed up Jaquan's phone instead surprised when Renee answered in facetime.
"Don't panic, I'm just doing you a favor." She answered a question unasked, stoking the fire burning in my chest.
"YOU SHUT ME OUT, WHAT THE FUCK?!!"
"Calm down."
"RENEE, I WORKED ON THIS PROJECT FROM START TO FINISH; HOW YOU GONNA DO SOME SHIT LIKE THIS?!" Renee stared back unbothered with a sleep bonnet on her head wearing pajamas. She was still in bed as well, but I couldn't see my cousin.
"Calm down or I'm going to hang up in your face." I forced myself to settle down waiting for her explanation.
"Alright, I'm okay."
"Now that you're settled; I did lock you out of our mutual situation not because of some nefarious plan, but because your mother is coming back from vacation today. This limits your mobility severely and I'm stuck with some extra duties now because you have to maintain a level of anonymity. I need you to figure out if you want to be a teenager now, or a man. If your mother finds out what you've been doing, all hell will break loose."
"Understood, but you should've given me a head's up."
"What did I tell you about power? I don't have to do shit I don't want to do."
"Well with respect; what you did was still messed up."
"So."
"Oh yeah, what happened on the shoot yesterday? Most of the stuff you shot looked like shit." I already knew the answer but wanted to see what she would say.
"I didn't shoot that stuff, it was Jaquan." She didn't lie.
"Why did you let him do that; it was a waste of money?"
"I have a business to run; my shop was packed with clients and I can't be in two places at once. Jaquan had to step up to the plate and he screwed up."
She lied.
"Oh, sorry Renee. I managed to get a serviceable scene out of that mess, what do you want me to do with it?" I decided to keep things business noticing she was glaring at me from the face of my phone.
"Nothing, I'll take care of things for now. Make sure you lock your laptops, so mommy doesn't go snooping." I decided to keep it business instead of revealing what I knew.
"Yeah sure, where's Jaquan?"
"Downstairs on the second floor; I needed a break. I'll tell him you called, maybe we'll see you off before your mother shows up." Renee ended the call before I could even say goodbye.
I sat there contemplating the lie she told knowing that something was amiss. I was sure Renee was starting to put distance between me and that website. She had something going on that I wasn't privy to, and it wasn't going to end well if I didn't get in front of things.
I got cleaned up, packed up my things before returning to the laptop checking the thumb drive. Everything was intact for safe keeping. I decided to leave the semi—organized desktop as it was but returned Renee's footage to the recycle bin. I was tired of her attitude, determined to find an equalizer of my own as I dialed up Shawnee.
"I'm sleep, what you want?"
"Good morning to you, too Shawnee." This time I was shopping for information.
"What you want?"
"I got the stuff you guys shot yesterday; what happened?"
"Your cousin stupid. He was trying to fuck more than filming anything. That shit got tired real quick and I'm glad Renee took Andre with her on a few errands because he would've been throwing hands with Jaquan."
"Why didn't Renee shoot your stuff?"
"Said her shop was full of clients, wanted me to get a bunch of stuff for her website. I didn't know she would be gone for three hours, but she did come back later and shoot a scene with me and Andre. It was kind of weird."
"What do you mean?"
"Didn't you see it?"
"I just saw the messed up stuff she brought me last night; what was the scene?"
"Go watch it, I'm tired as fuck so, I'm gonna need a few days off if you called me up looking to shoot." I could hear the ruffling of sheets and someone mumbling in the background. Andre was likely sharing a bed with her which bore itself out with some audible kissing.
"Tell Andre I said hello."
"He ain't here."
"Oh, it's like that, huh?" Shawnee chuckled as the other person continued kissing her. I could hear their movements become more audible.
"BYE!" I heard two people chuckling into the phone before the call ended.
I sat there pondering things wondering who the new person was before returning to my laptop. I stared at the public side of our website focusing on the trio of black out clips in the updates section. There was no way I was getting into the administrative side of things, so I went to the subscription page finding that Renee was charging thirty bucks.
My curiosity prompted me to buy a subscription to my own site to see the hidden items. Two out of the three windows popped up with thumbnails featuring Andre under the disparaging title "BUCK BROKE BBC" and even more off-putting, the other featured an extreme close up of Shawnee's face titled "GOT GOT".
The other guy who'd created the template had been working in tandem with my efforts from the look of things. These weren't available but there were trailers attached when you clicked on them. I clicked on the clip featuring Shawnee's face opening a player in the center of the page.
I watched the trailer boot up mimicking movie previews you'd see in theatres before I found myself looking at an anxious Andre standing in a corner next to a front door.
"Where do you think you're going?" Renee's voice was digitally altered making it lower with audio tweaks.
"Uhm, you said..."
"You're not going anywhere; I've got a job for you babe." Andre was a dear caught in headlights.
A quick jump cut revealed the corridor in the second floor apartment we were currently using. Andre was standing just inside of it with the adjacent kitchen out of view. Shawnee could be heard getting pounded out as he faced the camera bewildered. I could tell he didn't want to see what was happening in person. Just out of focus in the background you could see two people fucking like animals.
Shawnee was lying on her back atop the pink tufted ottoman that had become synonymous with her online persona Ms. WTF. Jaquan was literally going ham on the pear shaped BBW like nobody's business. I was sure her cunt wasn't shallow any longer. It sounded like she was being gutted with every thrust.
"Hey man; you my nigga?" Andre was visibly disturbed, arms folded across his chest as he stared at his feet.
"Uhm."
"I SAID-YOU MY NIGGA, RIGHT?!" She demanded in near baritone tone visibly shaking him.
"Yeah." He answered timidly.
"Then take care of it." The atmosphere was uncomfortable.
It felt as if Andre had been jumped into a gang or worse, was being pimped out. Making things even worse, he slowly stripped to the buff in the corridor with Jaquan wrecking Ms. WTF culminating in his loud verbal orgasm not five feet away from her boyfriend.
What followed was the most artistic shot in this trailer which spoke to Renee's natural mimicry of other's talents. It was an overhead shot looking down on a sexually disheveled Ms. WTF lying face up on the pink ottoman with all limbs hanging from the edges.
The light grey teddy covering her body was peeled down exposing her breasts and the upper swell of her belly as a nude Andre entered the frame. There was a jump cut to a medium shot of her face completely flushed along with the exposed portions of her chest. Jaquan had completely sorted her out sexually and now her even more endowed boyfriend was about to get a piece. Andre was seen in profile, his third leg looking like some obscene spear as her eyes widened in realization.
Next was a closeup of the bulbous head of his well-used member pushing against her soiled, puffy mound. Shawnee's whimpering moans and gasps of pain made me wince as his crown started to disappear inside. Only the top third of Andre's member was able to fit inside her swollen walls. Every time he pushed inside she would let out a little shriek and lilting whimper. You could tell he was trying to take it easy knowing what she'd already been through.
"GET IT FIXED!!" Renee's altered voice yelled followed onscreen by a sudden jump cut.
Ms. WTF's enormous ass getting pounded to mush followed in point of view mimicking the scene I'd recently posted before being locked out of the new site. It only lasted a few seconds replete with excessive money shot before jump cutting to the darkened hallway again with Ms. WTF passed out in the background on the ottoman. Andre was standing there looking back towards his prone girlfriend.
"You done real good; I'll call you." Renee's altered voice congratulated him.
The trailer ended leaving me reeling at the tone.
Even as a subscriber I could see the heavy view count on these trailers that rivaled the scenes already posted there.
I set up passwords on my laptop and the one gifted to me leaving the newer model out on the dining room table. I took custody of the extra camera equipment packing my bags feeling morally nauseous at what I saw on the site. There was more probing to do, but I didn't have much time so I left the laptop in the middle of the table where Renee could see it as some sort of statement. My phone was already ringing as I slung my camera bag and started dragging my suitcase to the front door.
"Hello?"
"WHY AREN'T YOU OUT HERE?! I'VE BEEN SITTING OUT HERE FOR TEN MINUTES!!" Actually it was five minutes as my autonomy melted away with the arrival of my mother.
"Coming."
Mom was sitting behind the wheel of her car already irritated with me for supposedly not being on the curb to jump right into the car when she drove up. I was honestly glad to see her wanting to put some distance between me and the situation with Renee. Despite what had been implied, I was looking forward to returning home and my own room.
Things had started out as usual with my cousin Jaquan until Renee decided to take me home with her that fateful afternoon. Nothing had been the same since then with the association yielding a plethora of sexual experiences, some bringing monetary gain. I hopped into the car thinking that I'd put the digital equipment in my closet for a few days until I felt better about my situation.
"OH HEY JAQUAN; HEY GIRL!!" I was stuffing my suitcase in the backseat of the car when I glanced over my shoulder finding my cousin, Renee and little Daisy Kelly coming up the sidewalk.
"HEY AUNTIE, ENJOY YOUR TRIP?!!" Jaquan looked happy to see my mother, an authoritative member of the family at large. The small family unit were dressed similarly in matching white t-shirts with some kind of primary colored design on front. Renee and Daisy were wearing matching white capris leggings and sneakers.
"I WOULD'VE SPENT ANOTHER WEEK, BUT I DON'T HAVE THE VACATION TIME!! EW, YOUR LITTLE GIRL LOOKS JUST LIKE HER MAMMA!!" I planted my camera bag on the backseat getting in beside my mother without a word to the family.
"Thanks, it's nice to see you, too." Renee commented demurely.
"EEEWW CHILD, YOU'RE SO CUTE!!" Little Daisy Kelly stared back with a scowl standing there holding her mother's hand without a reply. Renee nudged her daughter.
"Love you Auntie." I sat there looking straight ahead not wanting to meet Renee's glance. I could feel her staring at me with those decidedly malevolent looking slanted eyes.
"See you later cuz."
"YAAAH!" I no look waved earning a shove in the bicep from my mother; she wanted me to thank him for letting me stay there. I glanced over finding them standing on the sidewalk. Jaquan was smiling earnestly, but Renee and little Daisy were outright glaring. A chill ran up my spine at the expression on Renee's symmetrical face.
"Hey, thank you for having me, Jaquan."
"You can come over anytime, cuz." Renee noticeably shot him a look while little Daisy Kelly smiled at a nearby squirrel.
"ALRIGHT GUYS, WE'RE GOING!" My mom pulled off thankfully ferrying me out of there and away from Renee's influence. I started feeling better as we got further away.
"Your cousin back with that girl?" Mom asked five blocks away.
"I think they're working on it." I replied noncommittedly glancing over to find my mother shaking her head with this sort of scowl on her face.
"Oh no."
"What mom?"
"Oh that Renee girl ain't right; you know she hit your cousin in the head with a skillet before? Chased some girl right through the screen door with that same skillet; that's why your Aunt had to replace it with that heavy security door."
"I heard about that." I admitted stifling a chuckle.
"I told her not to move her into the house, but she thought putting them under one roof would force them to be a family. Wasn't even a week before she was trying to send him back to the hospital. It ain't enough she's getting child support from Jaquan's mother; she stopped him from going to school, too."
"Really?"
"Oh yeah, she's a control freak. That girl's got to have everything her way, and every time he didn't listen, she raise holy hell up in that house. She actually drove your aunt out of the house, she's just mean and that little girl gonna grow up to be just like her!"
"Come on, mom." I begged off, half chuckling.
"Don't you take up with no girl like that; I don't want no evil grandbabies." Both of us were laughing as I realized we were going in the wrong direction.



"Hey, where are we going?"
"We're gonna get you some new clothes at the mall." She answered glibly.
"Now?"
"Didn't you get Tressie's email? You know, the one about her "Youth Social"? I've got two asking you to attend and I think it's a good idea; we're getting you some decent clothes, so you don't embarrass me." I facepalmed.
"I don't get a say in this?"
"Boy, you know how many people want their kids on the youth council of our church? This is a great opportunity for us; don't mess this up!" There was no way I was telling my mother that Tressie Fisher was in reality, a crazed sexual narcissist and reprobate who cared nothing for the church hierarchy she'd been practically born into.
"Come on mom; there's no way to get out of this thing? You just got back from vacation; don't you want to rest?"
"You're going; I'm going home son. I've got jet lag, boy!"
"Thanks." She chuckled giving my head a pat as we hit the freeway offramp.
We ended up at the local mall where I'd staged a public sex scene between Andre and Shawnee. Ironically, it was the start of the toxic animosity between Shawnee and Rashida. It felt odd returning in the company of my mother socially neutered after experiencing social autonomy during her vacation. Mom was getting in some lost maternal points continually pestering me into a men's wear store purchasing a couple of shirts and slacks along with some dress shoes.
The infantilization continued as I was made to wear one of the outfits, a long sleeve white dress shirt, black slacks, and shoes for my forced attendance at the Youth Social with Tressie Fisher. After using the food court for lunch, karma reared its ugly head once again as my mother noticed the same clothing store used for Shawnee and Andre's sex scene.
"You go ahead mom; I'm gonna hang out for a minute." I begged off noticing Andre's place of employment.
"Don't you lose that stuff, and don't you go anywhere either." She wagged a finger in my face before hitting the escalator downstairs to the clothing outlet. The going out of business sale was still going on to great effect. I suspected the crowds of women running through the place.
"Got it." I waited until she was gone before getting up and walking over to the Hotdog on a Stick outlet.
It was crowded with customers, but I managed to find Andre behind the counter doing some janitorial work. I kept my table in view as I tried to get his attention. One of the girls working the counter noticed me looking in his direction and motioned. She went to the back tapping him on the shoulder getting his attention after a few moments.
Andre noticed me and I gestured towards my table hoping to get some information on his impromptu shoot with Renee. He disappeared behind a door as I walked back to my table assuming he would join me. Instead, the girl appeared a few minutes later at the edge of my table.
"Hey uh, Andre said he can't talk to you today." I was surprised noticing the nosey look on her face. She was hoping to hear something that would be gossip fodder to the coworkers.
"Thanks." I played it off taking a drink from my cup of soda.
Renee Kelly's influence had ingulfed him as well. At first I thought maybe Shawnee was the culprit, but she sounded like her usual carefree self. Her behavior was borderline hysterical after meeting Rashida, but I'd made the mistake of bringing her into Renee's circle. There was a story I'd yet to hear and now it was all about finding the right key to unlock the whole thing.
Andre's coworkers at the counter were watching me like a hawk with the same thing in mind, so I was pretty much stuck to that booth until I could slip away unnoticed. One thing I knew, was teenage girl, subsequently female hen habits at this point. Luckily, it got pretty busy there with a surge in afternoon customers just as I received a text from my mother summoning me downstairs to the clothing outlet.
"OVER HERE BOY; GET OVER HERE!!" One seriously embarrassing thing about my mother is that her voice tended to carry across vast distances. Out in public it usually made us appear as some unlikely comedy duo with me the perpetual straight man.
"Coming." My heart leapt into my throat as I found my mother making small talk with the same retail clerk who'd blackmailed me for shooting porn in the store changing booths. The other side of the counter was somewhat elevated, and this female was leaning on it having a lively conversation with my mother.
"There's three tables of stuff back there including some name brands and a rack of designer dresses thirty percent off, ma'am. Tell you what, I'll give you an additional ten percent if you find anything you like."
"My but you are a really nice girl, Charity' I think I'll take a look!" My mother was excited as Charity casually glanced at me resting her chin on her palm. She was leaning there surreptitiously smug after looking at me. There were some large plastic bags on the counter containing mom's purchased swag.
"Alright ma, I'm just gonna sit outside on the benches." I started to walk away with my own bags.
"NO YOU STAY RIGHT HERE, AND DON'T YOU GO NOWHERE!!" She barked stalking off leaving me stuck at the counter with Charity who was already sizing me up. I averted my eyes raising a hand to my chin half turning away.
"So, the undercover freak is a mamma's boy, huh?"
There was another girl behind the counter, some chubby misshapen built sister with a head full of locks, smirking as well. Charity turned in my direction arms folded on the counter as I noticed some invitingly deep cleavage accentuated by her collared work t-shirt. The other girl was smacking some chewing gum, definitely in the know.
"How much?"
"Sixty bucks man; I'm consistent." Charity stood up looking over my head towards the milling crowd in the back that now included my mother. I fished around in my pocket coming up with a few bucks, realizing I was short.
"I don't suppose you take cash app, do you?"
"I'm accessible." Charity reached under the counter retrieving her phone, a modest android.
"This how you make your money; blackmailing people?"
"Blackmailing you, mamma's boy." Charity showed me her cash app ID on the face of her phone while her coworker stood there snickering at the grift.
"Anybody ever tell you that you look like Gabrielle Union?"
"All the time, seventy bucks please."
"Excuse me?"
"Seventy bucks; now that includes a fee for the asinine question. You wanna get taxed for irritating me too." She nodded towards the now dissipating crowd of shoppers. The back of my mother's head was visible as she held up some gawdy looking shawl.
"No."
"Add another ten for my girl Shanequa here; its gonna be our lunch hour in a minute." I winced forwarding her the funds as her crappy cohort blew and popped a large pink bubble. My mother returned seconds later ecstatic with the shawl and a few other items.
"HEY THANKS A LOT CHARITY, I FOUND EXACTLY WHAT I WANTED!!" Charity took the items removing the security tags but instead of ringing them up, she placed them inside the bags on the counter.
"Glad to be of service ma'am."
"I'll pay for the stuff; you don't have to do that."
'Hey, it okay, we're going out of business here; they're just gonna toss the stuff in the garbage anyway if nobody buys it. Besides, I'm the manager here." I chafed inside knowing I'd paid for the stuff on the low. Charity didn't even try to hide her amusement looking directly at me in front of my mother.
"Hey boy, give her a tip for me!" I did a doubletake at my mother's request.
"HUH?!!" I grimaced, outraged.
"GIVE THIS NICE WOMAN A TIP FOR YOUR MOTHER!" Mom bellowed making Charity and Shanequa burst into laughter.
I reluctantly fumbled around in my pockets coming up with a twenty quickly snatched by my mother rewarded to my blackmailer. Not finished there, mom snapped her fingers in front of my face while I was still staring at my blank palm before giving me an overly rough shove in the arm. I snapped up her bags following her out of the store as both girls watched gleefully.
"BYE!!" They called after me laughing.
I stiffened up in the shoulders pausing to glare back at Charity and friend. She was holding the twenty up making a point to stick it into her deep cleavage as Shanequa continued laughing. A line was starting to form at the counter, but she had to stick it to me, as I bristled.
"You wanna go back and get her phone number son?" Mom asked smiling when I stepped outside the outlet.
"WHY?!!"
"I think she likes you son; you guys would be cute together."
"What about Tressie, aren't you selling me to her on a donkey or something?" I earned a smack to the back of the head, but my empty wallet hurt more.
**********************************************************************************************************
"No ma, please don't."
"Come on, open your mouth."
I reluctantly opened my mouth getting a sustained blast of breath fresher which she kept in her purse. The embarrassment continued as we sat in the car adjacent to our church thirty minutes later. She wasn't done also retrieving some lotion from the same old lady satchel type purse to slather my face with. We jostled and struggled as I was reminded of a youth getting the same treatment every time we went out as a family.
"I got it covered, please." I begged off even as she was spraying my neck with some perfume from her purse.
I'd joked earlier about being fixed up, but it seemed that was the case as I noticed something out of my peripheral vision. We were parked beside the children's daycare and Sunday school at the back of the church. My mother looked over noticing it too.
"OH HEY, TRESSIE!!" I facepalmed realizing the twentysomething Sunday school teacher had been witness to my humiliation. I got nudged in the arm by my mother prompting me to look out my passenger side window at her.
"Uhm, hey." Mom slammed a fist into my arm harder.
"OW, HELLO MS. FISHER!!" I yelled prompted by the pain.
She was standing there on the other side of the fence wearing a collared pink, sleeveless top and this billowy light blue skirt printed with these bits of white in the shape of palm leaves and what appeared to be tiny pink flamingos. It was an odd choice, but I figured her supposedly devout mother held onto her life with an iron grasp. It was the one thing we had in common. Much like my blackmailer from the mall, this woman reminded me of a celebrity as well.
Her face bore parallels, similarities to Ayesha Curry before the tragic weight loss. Even though she was dressed conservatively, her impressive bust strained against the material. She started towards the gate to meet us at the car, and I went to let the window up. Mom parried that attempt lowering the window back down from her window console. I got another hit in the thigh this time.
"It's so nice to have you." Tressie knelt by my passenger side window reaching inside to shake my mother's hand while regarding me.
"Oh I'm just dropping him off Tressie; maybe you can get him right with the lord." I cringed almost dying inside as she looked at me with this wholesome smile perfectly mimicking innocence she'd long since left behind.
"I'll do my best ma'am; hope you don't mind leaving your son with me for a few hours?"
"Wanna keep him?" I died inside a second time as they spoke like one was lending the other a cup of sugar or something. Tressie laughed giving my opposite arm an encouraging rub in full view of my mother.
"So, your mom tells me you're indecisive about the future; wanna come inside and talk about it before the others arrive?"
"Others, what others?" Tressie smiled reassuringly still kneeling beside my car door as she peered over finding my camera bag on the back seat.
"I run a Christian youth think tank, I have an open spot and your mother agrees that you would be a nice fit. I see you have your camera bag there, so maybe you feel the same way, too?" It was apparent my mother had done more than answer her emails.
"I don't know how I feel; maybe my mother would like to answer that question for me too." Mom laughed nervously while pinching my arm in full view of Tressie Fisher. I wondered what she would think about leaving me with her if she knew the woman behind the façade.
"It's okay, I hope I can change your mind about the church." Tressie laughed unfazed.
"You wanna keep him for a couple of days?" Mom added.
"Can I ma'am; it will probably take a few days to whip him into shape." Neither one of them seemed to care that I was being objectified on the sly.
Tressie stood up opening the door for me, but I hesitated. Undaunted she surprised me by stepping one door over going into the backseat retrieving my camera bag as I was half shoved from the car. Mom wagged a finger at me out of her field of vision, an obvious threat. Tressie slung my bag across her shoulder offering her hand. I looked back finding myself under more scrutiny as she took the initiative and my hand.
"I'll drop him off at eight, like we agreed."
"Sure you don't wanna keep that boy?" I did a doubletake as more surreptitious discussion was revealed.
"Be careful what you wish for; you might not get him back." Tressie joked as my mom put on some shades driving off leaving us on the sidewalk. I turned to Tressie while she was still watching the car disappear in the distance.
"Laying it on a little thick, are we?"
"You never called; you don't like my pussy or something?" Her mask dropped away like it had never been there in the first place.
"No, but your fucking brother dropped a cake off at my house while we were getting it in, bitch." I shuddered at the memory of her demonic looking brother I believed to be a literal murderer at the time.
"My mother's doing; I wasn't trying to threaten you."
"Bullshit, just like that story about Pastor Grey." Tressie glanced at me flashing a bit of anger.
"I didn't lie, about everything." She started walking back to the gate as I followed taking notice of her curves, the subtle sway of her derriere.
"Sorry."
"Prove it."
My hand shot up in an open handed slap that landed right between her cheeks, middle fingers ending up between her thighs. I boorishly worked my fingers into the billowy folds of her dress rubbing her slit. Tressie turned mashing her lips into mine shoving her tongue into my mouth. Both of my hands dug into her buttocks squeezing for all I was worth. She was a sloppy kisser molding her body into mine before remembering herself. Tressie wiped her lips backing away with a smile running a finger under her bottom lip.
"I'm afraid I'm gonna need some more proof."
I started walking with purpose backing her into the door leading into the basement bible study. My hands reached around pulling her into my body pinching handfuls of her butt. Tressie wrapped an arm around my neck using her freehand to no look open the door causing us to collectively fall inside. She gingerly released my camera bag to the floor at the side of the door. My hands got busy pulling up that tablecloth of a dress finding her bare cheeks waiting. I thought she was going commando until my fingers found a sparse bit of fabric. Tressie wore this tiny little pair of panties that left me intrigued.
"How do you get these on?"
"Wrong question, you should be asking me how I get these off." She answered kissing me passionately as her nimble fingers went after my belt buckle undoing it and my zipper quickly.
My pants were yanked down mid-hip as Tressie bent over thinking to blow me, but I had other ideas after my recent frustration slamming the door and turning her into it with force. She went with it gathering up the bottom of her dress exposing her big, semi chunky derriere.
This redbone female had a skin tone akin to peanut butter that contrasted slightly with my own as I drove my prick into her snatch. She was already sopping wet which was no surprise to me as I started clapping her cheeks like I'd just escaped from prison. Loud squelching noises filled the bible school as I took her wildly from behind.
The well-defined tan lines on her thick butt added visual enticement making me go harder in the paint. Tressie Fisher was leagues different from the last woman I'd been with, Akemi. She locked her knees in place moaning as she began pushing back into my thrusts. She started to cream almost instantly leaving this foamy residue on my cock.
Tressie was using one hand palm flattened against the back of the door, while her other held fast to the excess material of her dress. I liked the way her butt jiggled and bounced with every long stroke she received. She dipped at the hip, legs starting to shake one after the other, eventually both collectively. At this point, I was basically holding her upright savagely plunging inside her snatch.
"Tell me when you're gonna cum." She instructed surprisingly lucid.
"I'm gonna cum."
Tressie reached back disengaging us quickly turning as she squatted, open legged. She took me to the base in one motion just as I went into the throes of a frenetic orgasm. Knowing her proclivities beforehand I applied pressure to the sides of her head palming it like a basketball. Tressie Fisher liked sex rough and wild with nothing withheld.
Several burst of cum filled the beloved Sunday school teacher's gullet without missing a beat. She swallowed each in succession until I was spent breathing through her nose the whole time. Sexually dazed post coitus, I glanced down at her face still stuffed full of my tumescence. She kept her mouth open as I pulled out noticing the vestiges of my climax on her tongue.
She swallowed.
"I think I'm gonna need just a little more proof."
...to be continued.
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(RECAP)
Tressie reached back disengaging us quickly turning as she squatted, open legged. She took me to the base in one motion just as I went into the throes of a frenetic orgasm. Knowing her proclivities beforehand I applied pressure to the sides of her head palming it like a basketball. Tressie Fisher likes sex rough and wild with nothing withheld.
Several burst of cum filled the beloved Sunday school teacher's gullet without missing a beat. She swallowed each in succession until I was spent breathing through her nose the whole time. Sexually dazed post coitus, I glanced down at her face still stuffed full of my tumescence. She kept her mouth agape as I pulled out noticing the vestiges of my climax on her tongue.
She swallowed.
"I think I'm gonna need just a little more proof."
...to be continued.
**************
Maximum Badonkadonk Ch. 08
Featuring: Renee Kelly-36D-32-50 (25 years old)
Ms. One-???-??-?? (25 years old)
Tressie Fisher-48EE-44-48 (23 years old)
* Introducing: Vicky Stone-41C-38-58 (23 years old)*
"I think I'm gonna need just a little more proof."
"Okay Tressie, here you go." I tapped the length of my shaft on her lips and cheeks wiping our mixed juices on her face until it was glistening. She took me whole again to the base, vacuuming her cheeks making me howl at the enticing sensation that slightly bordered on pain.
Tressie started methodically working me slurping and sucking loudly, pursing her lips allowing me to slap my member on her lips getting little splashes of moisture. She took me back inside sucking hard on my member until I couldn't take it anymore. She pressed on sucking even harder letting froth run from her lips down her chin. There were splotches of moistures on the floor between my feet.
I pushed her away handling my member as she wiped her mouth with her forearm. I couldn't wait immediately getting down between her legs noticing the excitement on her face. Tressie reached down pressing me against her slit handling it until it slid inside. She laid on her back as I went balls deep inside with her arching up into the initial thrust.
Neither one of us cared that we were screwing just inside a door separating us from the street outside where both of had just saw my mother off. I'm couldn't lie to myself that it felt good to return partially to the days before I'd gotten entangled with Jaquan and Renee Kelly.
Tressie Fisher was than willing to be a sexual pin cushion even if she was a little whacked out. I should've been running for the hills but was becoming acclimated to the crazy women in my life. Tressie arched up into my humping pelvis holding that position above the floor as my balls slapped against the bottom of her butt.
"Fuck it."
"Huh?"
"Fuck it."
"What?"
"FUCK ME HARD GODDAMMIT!!" Tressie lost it shrilly yelling as her hips buckled, butt bouncing into my thrusts as I drew my knees forward under her sides.
A few of the buttons on her blouse had come undone revealing hints of the deep cleavage underneath. Her mouth hung open as she rocked herself into a frenzy underneath me, wrists and ankles interlocked on my back. My eyes were glued to her jiggling cleavage wanting to see if I could make more buttons pop. Her cunt tightened up around me as she started twisting in a counter clockwise motion taking my endowment wherever she wanted.
I went at her with piston-like efficiency neither of us giving a damn about anything. She was bouncing on my business as her bust jiggled all over the place eventually popping another button. I got peeks at this beige underwire held together with a front strip of what appeared to be Velcro or maybe a zipper. Tressie noticed and went to undo the last buttons.
"DON'T TOUCH IT; I'LL DO IT MYSELF!!" I quickly shifted gathering her legs up over my shoulders popping my hips for all I was worth making those 44EE's bounce like giant bags of jello causing the last two buttons on her blouse to come undone. Tressie's cleavage burst free like two honey colored melons come alive as her hands slid under my shirt raking nails across my abdomen.
I wanted complete exposure fueled by my thrusts alone continuing the sexual drubbing until her breasts began to surge upward revealing what appeared to be nursing pads cover her saucer sized nipples. An unwanted failed pregnancy left her with the ability to lactate. She'd delighted in feeding me some of her milk in crazed fashion during out initial encounter. Now, I knew what to expect for the most part as her cunt began snapping on the upper portion of my shaft.
"YOU-YUURRRR MAKING ME CUMMM!!" Tressie sounded as if she were hyper ventilating, her voice faltering from being pinned to the floor and railed. It seemed like it had been awhile since she drained her boobs, because rivulets of milk was running from beneath the pads some of it pooling in her cleavage and neck. Her shoulders rolled as I grabbed her wrists driving myself crashing into her box. The halves of her blouse were spread apart on either side of her prone body.
"GHUD-GHUD-GAAAWWWDDD, OH GAAAWWWDD DON'T STOP FUKKING ME!!" Her shapely legs were quivering uncontrollably draped over my shoulders. Her enormous teats were now pooled up cradling her chin free of their lacy confinement. I got into a kneeling open legged squat slamming myself into her with the force of a wrecking ball.
"GHAAAWDDDDD, NUH-NUH-NEEEVER STOP FAAAWWKING MEEEE!!" I crouched over her body grabbing her shoulders yanking her into my piston thrusts starting to feel it myself. She was soaked between the legs, big chunky butt rolling around in this wild semicircle. Her screams were echoing off the walls along with the wet sound of our bumping uglies.
"SHIT!! FUK MAN!! YOU BETTER THAN LAAAASST TIME!! FUH-FUUKKK, GHUD GHUD!!" Honestly, I'd gotten a whole lot of practice with a plethora of different women since we initially hooked up in this very basement Sunday school.
Tressie's bottom lip began quivering as she squealed with delight. Her mound was wrenching me all over the place as torrents of moisture drenched the base of my cock. She was full on squirting at this point, wriggling around on the floor underneath me. I reached my zenith knowing how I wanted to finish.
"PUSH EM'!!"
"GHUD-GHUD!! WHUUAAAT?!!" Tressie was completely flushed, bucking frantically as she struggled to comprehend me.
"PUSH EM TOGETHER!!" Tressie nodded mouth agape, clawing at her huge pendulous breasts peeling off the pads revealing her thick milky nipples.
Her fists mashed into them from the outside causing a burst of moisture in minute squirts as I pulled out dropping her legs to straddle her chest. The head of my member barely touched her tits as several bursts of cum shot into the underside of her chin, everything pooling in a puddle just above her boobs. Tressie's legs were clapping together in dire need as I finished jerking out the rest. Her lower back was arching up off the floor begging for satisfaction without words.
"CUMMING!! CUMMING!! CUMMING!!" I quickly slammed myself home causing her cunt to snap down on the middle of my shaft as she got off with a long sustained whimpering cry of satisfaction. I ground into her riding it out until she started to become more manageable. Her legs flopped to my sides bent at the knee, cunt still stuffed.
"Oh shit, why didn't you call me?" She asked running her fingers through her hair.
"Been kind of busy." My chest was pounding, our clothing disheveled.
"Ah, you'll call me now, won't you?"
"Maybe." Tressie covered her face, chuckling into her palms as I disengaged sitting beside her pants still halfway down.
"That was just what I needed; think you might be my new boyfriend."
"Did my mother trade me for a pack of cigarettes, or something?" She chuckled touching a hand to her chest coming away with my splooge webbed between her fingers. I watched her play with it, sexually enraptured.
"Someone's been teaching you; got yourself a sugar mamma or something?"
"It's complicated."
Renee Kelly and the other women were the last thing I wanted to talk about as she sat up beside me facing the door leading out into the kid's playground. I glanced down noticing a big wet stain on her skirt at the same time she did, both of us chuckling. Tressie draped an arm over my shoulder.
"Did she dump you for another boy? That would be so tragic after training you like this." I ignored the taunt focusing on the heavy sway of her meaty looking breasts.
"Guess it worked out for you."
"You're so snarky and mature; surprised you didn't whip out your camera and film me." Her words sparked something deep inside that I ignored noticing my camera bag bedside the door.
"So how long we have to fake this Youth Social thing?"
"I wasn't lying about that shit; that's a real thing."
"Gee thanks."
"Don't worry, you'll like it; besides, you get to hang out with me and get your rocks off with a sick bitch. I run a tight ship and keep things close to the vest. It's just a few guys on the low hanging out so that I can keep my budget for cool things like drugs and alcohol."
"Embezzlement from a church, cool."
"Fuck you." Tressie pinched my cheek and I responded by reaching behind to pinch her bum.
"So, how much time we got before things get going." I pulled out my phone staring at its face. It was a little after four in the evening.
"Hour and a half." We exchanged glances for a few seconds before snickering at the fact that my mother had been tricked into pimping out her son.
Tressie rose up kneeling beside me adjusting her long skirt displaying the large wet stain over muff. It looked as if she'd become incontinent during our hookup. At her prodding, I pulled out my camera filming it as she got up walking about giving me a show. She did a little pirouette for me, blouse still open displaying her huge breasts swaying from the motion before shimmying out of the cumbersome skirt altogether.
Now freed of the garment, the nature of her voluptuous body was clearer from the waist down. Her waist was a bit on the wide side assisting a torso genetically designed to carry her bust while her hips and legs were curvy, gams model length, aesthetically speaking.
"How are you gonna spin the wet stain when the others get here; gonna tell them you went pee pee?" She answered at first with a middle finger, before discarding her blouse shutting down the room.
"Hey jerkoff in case you forgot; this is a fully functional daycare center as well. Comes with a washer dryer in the back for kiddies that go poo. We haven't been running it much lately because of a lack of volunteers."
I continued filming as she draped her skirt over an arm walking to a little alcove containing sliding shutter doors on one side. She pulled them back revealing the vintage washer and dryer.
"Looks like you've got it all worked out." I commented.
"I'm a work in progress."
Tressie pulled some hand towels down from an overhead shelf casually moving me aside entering a tiny adjacent single toilet rest room. I watched and filmed her cleaning up my spunk. She glanced at me encouragingly prompting me to reach in handling one of her breasts. I got some footage of her lactating in fits and stops.
"I don't mind as long as you do both of them." Tressie stripped away her brassiere which was trapped under her pendulous, elongated boobs. I couldn't help but laugh as she got cute placing one of the cups on my head like a ball cap.
"Hour and a half, huh?"
"Yup."
My trusty head mount came into play after that allowing me to stand behind her as she looked at her reflection in the mirror as my hands appeared under her arms cupping her breasts from the bottom. I began kneading and massaging those huge udders getting visible bursts of milky spray eventually marring the small mirror with flecks of moisture that ran down its reflective surface.
Tressie seemed to like having her breasts roughly fondled gradually rubbing her mound eventually fingering herself while reaching back handling my fattening member. I started kissing and suckling her neck as she tapped my member on her right thigh. Tressie Fisher was a twenty three year old with the body of much older woman, the literal definition of a brick shithouse. Her hourglass figure skewed towards the extreme in its own unique way much more different than say, Renee Kelly.
Although she was carrying a little more weight in the right places, it was more genetics whereas Ms. Kelly was a combination of that, regular gym visits and good living. Her efforts were getting me highly aroused as I pinched and twisted her nipples inundating my fingers with milk.
I reached down positioning my member into her pronounced thigh gap cradled on each side by her labia. I wasn't inside, but she could definitely feel it as I sawed my member along her slit. We managed to work up a really good rhythm as my hands slid down to the junction where her pelvis met her thighs.
Tressie started diddling herself, going to work on her clit as her butt bounced off my pelvis. Although she was definitely buxom, Tressie was decidedly loose and jiggly in the bust, hips and upper swell of her chunky butt. Even though I'd started casually filming our tryst, it felt good to just have sex.
Besides Yoli and later Akemi, everything else had been business for the most part. It felt like I'd backdoored my way into a rut I couldn't perceive until Renee locked me out of the site. It was more of a creative issue for me besides the obvious pleasure, but today I was content to enjoy Tressie to the fullest.
"Put it in already." She stood on her toes as I dipped down positioning myself at her entrance. Tressie groaned as I penetrated her up to the hilt as much as possible despite her thick backside.
"Just let it rest inside; lets enjoy it together." She nodded feverishly as I continued squeezing her tits squeezing them hard enough to squirt milk on the mirror and sink top. I went for her clit teasing it as her insides tensed up around my girth.
"Damn, why didn't you call me?"
"Told you, I've been busy Tressie." I rose slightly on the balls of my feet pushing into her from behind while we were vertical. Her lower cheeks were a bit loose parting to naturally accommodate me. I found myself repeating the motion as she gasped and sighed.
"Making those dirty movies?"
"Yeah, more or less." My fingers were rubbing her mound, still teasing her clit.
"Can you make some movies with me; you know I'm down. Didn't you like what I did last time? AAAHHHH SHIT, KEEP IT UP!! You make serious money doing that?"
"Getting by; but I've had some issues lately." Tressie's hand covered my own helping to grope her own breasts. She was endowed enough that our individual hands were able to squeeze in different portions.
"Why?"
"Silent partner bullshit." I admitted starting to push into her with more force.
"Fuck that; do your own thing." Her back arched and twisted adding to the sensation.
"LIKE THIS?!!" I suddenly pushed her over giving her a series of frantic back shots that made her cheeks clap loudly while her tits ended up resting in the small sink.
There was nowhere to go in the tiny restroom which necessitated Tressie planting her palms flat on the toilet lid. She was feeling everything rolling and grinding into my crotch. I went counter clockwise working against her efforts which was mutually beneficial for both of us.
Eventually she was shifting from one side to the other bending slightly at the knee taking me on a ride back and forth while I did my best to match her movements in the opposite direction. The cramped space added to the illicit allure besides the fact that we were hooking up in the basement of a church. I wanted to pound her butt into mush again, but the overt pleasure was in the physical denial. I was forced to adapt to my surroundings instead of getting what I wanted.
Likewise Tressie was required to maintain her end of things by keeping her palms flat on the toilet seat. I pulled out allowing my shaft to rest in her rear cleavage as spunk poured out of my crown. Tressie moaned sawing her butt along the underside of my member. She was definitely good for cleaning the pipes as we enjoyed one another to the fullest. Across the hall we could hear the washer finishing up.
"Thank god mom put me on the pill after that Pastor Grey shit." Tressie turned wrapping her arms around my neck for a soulful kiss. Part of this I suspect, was to stop me from commenting on the tragedy that informed her duplicitous character in current times.
"Killing the mood much?" I commented despite her efforts.
"Price of admission; did you get some good footage?"
"Probably, I wasn't even thinking about it; I just wanted to have a good time." My hand was full of her left ass cheek.
"Then you're gonna join my little club, right?"
"What's up with that?"
"Like I said before, it's all total bullshit that I set up so that I could have unmonitored free time to pursue my prurient interests. Got a couple of friends besides my brother Demon who I'm sure you're familiar with and it's just good times all around."
"Well, I'd be down if you hadn't mentioned that nigga." I shuddered at the thought of the aptly described features of her albino looking older sibling. That guy had given me the creeps bordering on nightmares ever since that fateful night I discovered Tressie sneaking out of the church.
"You're scared of him? He's really harmless and besides; he's kind of off the grid right now."
"Jail?"
"None of your business, but I'll tell you what; hang out tonight and if you don't like it, we'll call it a day. I've got a great girlfriend you should meet. You'll definitely love Vicky for that little porn site of yours."
"Vicky?"
"Wait until you see her; rather wait until you see the ass." My ears perked up at the possibility of finding another "model" to post on my original site.
As far as I was concerned, Renee Kelly had swept the table getting a functioning website out of me for the few hundred bucks she paid me overall the previous night. She'd leveraged her underhanded dealings with constant reminders of sexual access to a plethora of women after being allowed into her social circle. I also felt guilty about inadvertently leading Shawnee and Andre into her influence.
"So Tressie, tell me more?"
"Oh you're interested, huh? I'm jealous already."
I responded by kissing her getting an automatic response as she drew me into her curves, arms wrapped about my waist. We were already grinding into the door frame, but Tressie had to retrieve her dress from the washer. I watched her stacked frame walk across the corridor filming everything.
I absentmindedly realized I still wore her brassiere on my head looking like a true boob.
"Shit."
My camera caught sight of this middle aged woman at the end of the short corridor albeit just her head sticking into the Sunday school from the door that led up into the main church. Tressie was still partially nude wearing just her mangled underwear and the conservative flats on her feet. Moreover, the Spanish woman was looking directly at me face scrunched into a scowl. Tressie followed my eyeline down the corridor finding the floating head staring at us both.
"Oh Rosa, there's no need for service down here right now; give me another hour until the rest of my group shows up, please." Tressie was wholly casual about being visually compromised.
"Sí, señora; oh dios mio esta gente." The woman slunk away from the door with a half whisper crossing herself.
"You're not worried about her telling somebody?"
"Apparently, neither are you." She motioned toward my crotch. My endowment had been fully exposed the whole time. Tressie laughed as I tucked myself away.
"Fuck, I'm gonna get excommunicated and kicked out of my house."



"We don't do that shit here; besides, I hired Rosa's janitorial company. You know I'm one of the church secretaries, right? I make the decisions about that contract; you think she's gonna fuck that up because she saw a penis?" Shades of Renee Kelly floated across my frontal lobe.
"You were naked, too."
"You know how many times Rosa's seen me naked?" She was getting ready to step into her skirt as I glanced at her underwire brassiere in my hand.
My free hand came swinging in an upward arch slapping her thick cheeks making them jiggle. Tressie glanced over her shoulder at me with a gregarious smile. I was just going with the flow determined to fuck her as many times as she would allow. She turned to me taking the brassiere tossing it on top of the washer before kissing me passionately. Her fingers unzipped me drawing out my erect penis. I put my camera on the washer besides her bra.
"Oh you're definitely joining my sewing circle."
"Shut up and fuck."
**************
Tressie Fisher ended up on wobbly legs after our last hookup finally deciding it was better if I waited upstairs in the church proper while she got herself together. To that end I was unceremoniously ejected from the basement Sunday school instructed to take a seat in a row of pews at the front of the church.
The area was marked off with some flyers on the end of the seats for two rows. I experienced a bit of embarrassment having to pass janitor Rosa vacuuming the center aisle leading up to the altar. She briefly shot me a look, but otherwise kept her eyes low bearing out Tressie's assertion that she was their boss. A few people were gathered, about three. Two guys were engaged in spirted hushed tones.
"Hello." One of the guys with a topknot afro puff and beaded goatee shot me a look while his friend didn't bother to give me a look. I figured out pretty quickly they were a couple looking elsewhere to the only other occupant.
A woman was sitting alone the second pew from the front row facing the altar. This woman had a short, cropped head of curls with a slightly reddish tint to it. From my vantage point at her back, the woman was wearing a red leather bikers jacket. She looked at first glance to be somewhere between five seven and five ten in height. There were small ruby red earrings in her ears. My curiosity compelled me forward as I noticed the couple pensively watching me, almost waiting. I found myself hesitating but managed to get a gradual look at her face.
She was gorgeous.
I don't mean she was attractive, not cute but absolutely gorgeous in an old school way with a beauty mark on her cheek. She appeared to be a redbone, with somewhat of a deep tan enhancing her skin. I drew comparisons of her looks with a thick version of Eva Mendes. This woman was striking in all the worst ways instantly intimidating me on a whole other level.
I found myself comparing her looks with Renee Kelly finding the women on par with one another. I inched closer finding that she was sitting there with her arms folded across her chest, one leg folded over the other. She was wearing a black tube top and leopard skin capris leggings over black ankle boots.
She was incredibly thick, especially in the thighs.
Her head was at an angle, body language reading uptight, pensive as I noticed a slight tapping noise. The tip of her boot was hitting the back of that first pew. I stood there watching for a few moments eventually deciding to take a seat on the edge of the pew she was sitting, at the opposite end. This had to be the woman Tressie mentioned and I was filled with all kinds of thoughts as she glanced at me directly.
"Uh, hello?" I was in the process of sitting down.
"Don't sit here."
Her stern delivery hit me like a haymaker. I stumbled away across the aisle embarrassed.
I hadn't been that embarrassed in a long time, and it still didn't feel any better. The gay couple were snickering at my rejection while this woman went back to staring at nothing. I sat apart from them silently bristling. My ego was nuked to hell in that instant sending me mentally back in time in a review of all the women I'd bedded since starting my "career".
Renee would've laughed at the situation as I glanced over finding myself effectively marginalized, and invisible. Another couple arrived shortly afterwards looking decidedly vanilla compared to the first three members of this group. Tressie followed them up the aisle stopping at my pew away from the others.
"Are you gonna join us?" It felt like I was forced to look forward, because if I glanced I her direction, I would see that woman again.
"I can hear fine from over here." I mumbled feeling like a butt hurt geek.
Not to be denied, Tressie took my hand leading me to the first pew in front of the one containing the brooding sociopath who'd shredded my ego with little to no effort. In a bit of compromise, Tressie allowed me to sit at the very end of the aisle while the woman sat directly behind me in the middle some six or more feet away. The look on her face told me she understood as she regarded her associate sitting behind me.
"Aren't you gonna introduce yourself, Vicky?"
"No, I'm not." She replied equally cold drawing clear parallels between her and one Renee Kelly. I was starting to wonder if all stunningly beautiful sisters behaved this way. This line of thought diminished me along with the urge to turn around and yell my sexual body count in her face.
"If you're on your period; it's okay to go home, bitch." I did a doubletake earning a light pinch to the cheek as she walked to a chair placed in front of the pews. It felt like Vicky's eyes were burning a hole in the back of my head.
Turns out the couple that preceded Tressie into the church were sent by the pastor, a young recently married and very vanilla couple by the name of Oliver and Phoebe. Their inclusion in the group meant that Tressie had to actually come up with something on the fly. She ended up giving a brief bible study class after we introduced ourselves.
The first couple I met were Deidrick and Cedric, high school sweethearts long before they'd come out of the closet leaving one Vicky Stone, who mumbled a greeting while checking her phone. Her eyes would remain glued to that burner for the duration of the meeting. I decided to force myself not to look at her in order to mentally cauterize my bruised ego. After a brief thirty minutes of bullshit, Oliver and Phoebe excused themselves to a prior engagement.
"Who invited the dead weight?"
"There was nothing I could do about that; they're friends of the pastor." Tressie explained rolling up the notes she'd faux-taken during the fake meeting.
"I wasn't talking about them." Vicky commented directly behind me as Deidrick and Cedric snickered. I didn't know what to do about the slight and I didn't feel like dealing with another female asshole. Her comment steeled my resolve.
"Be nice, he's cool."
"And perceptive too; I'm out." I got up without looking at anyone else starting back towards the front of the church with jeers following me from Deidrick and Cedric, Vicky silent. Tressie ran after me catching me at the double doors leading out into the church lobby.
"Hey, don't be that way; let me explain it to them."
"Nah, don't bother; I'm gonna get my bag out of the basement and kick rocks, but we can hook up sometime. I'd love another piece of this ass." I palmed a handful of her butt in full view of her cronies. Vicky remained facing the other direction looking at the face of her phone.
"Stay, lets hang out some more; I'll get rid of them." She whispered as I drew her closer, stoically.
"Eh, just uh, kick it with your friends like you always do. I'll text up a ride home." Tressie pouted.
"I'll drive you home; don't forget I promised your mom."
"You did." I was completely down for more shenanigans as Tressie went back towards the front of the church to address her friends.
I was still feeling the sting of that initial rejection beating myself up on the inside for getting overly bent out of shape. Downstairs I remembered Renee's brutal dress down days earlier about being intimidated by her looks. I gathered up my belongings walking out back into the yard leaning against the fence waiting for Tressie to join me. It was already dusk, and I was looking forward to getting home to my room after being away for some time. The sound of someone mowing the lawn could be heard in the distance as I considered things.
"Ah shit."
I found Tressie walking up the sidewalk from the far side of the church with Vicky, both in deep heated conversation. Both stopped a good ten feet away from me still verbally engaged as I made a concerted effort to look the opposite direction.
"Come on, I'll drive you home." Tressie rubbed my shoulder as I noticed Vicky lingering.
"What's up with her?" I nodded towards the girl still waiting pensively a few feet away. She appeared to be glowering at me still nursing her phone.
"She's coming along, I'm dropping her off too."
I glanced back at Vicky finding the reason for Tressie's earlier endorsement in the fact that she was decadently shaped like a coke bottle, maybe more like a pear overall. She was bottom heavy in a way that was unique with fairly long legs, but that look on her face.
"Why don't you just take her instead?"
"You don't wanna fool around?" Tressie replied trying to open my nose further.
"Three's a crowd."
"Man, she really got under your skin, didn't she?"
"Yup." I didn't feel like lying at this point and Vicky knew she got to me. She was still there, brow furrowed trying to intimidate me further.
"She's really a nice girl." Tressie offered.
"No she isn't and shame on you for lying in front of a church bitch." We both stared at one another for a few minutes chuckling.
Tressie leaned finding me more than ready as Vicky scoffed and began closing the distance between us. I couldn't help but notice her prominent hips; the saying in my mind "Ass so big, you can see it from the front" playing repeatedly in my mind as she appeared.
"So we going to eat, or what?"
"I've got to drop him home first." Vicky looked exasperated beginning to stalk off presumably towards Tressie's car.
"Why don't you just take her, I don't have a problem getting a uber."
"I'm not giving up my fun; I'll drop her home first." Vicky perked up hearing what was being suggested turning to both of us.
"NO, YOU TAKE HIS ASS HOME FIRST!!" She shouted overly dramatic.
"Vicky, it's no big deal." Tressie tried to mediate.
"I DON'T WANT HIM KNOWING WHERE I LIVE!!" She shouted again.
"Excuse me?" My brow furrowed at her behavior making Tressie snicker and pat me on the back. Vicky looked between us as Tressie folded her arms defiant.
"Alright, I'll walk home then." Vicky turned on her heel walking off in a huff.
I was beyond offended but noticed that this woman had a large, elongated pear shaped derriere. Her leopard print leggings did her no favors, skin tight enough that her thong was visible underneath. Her demeanor towards me was unjustified on the surface as Tressie took notice.
"Told you." She whispered.
"Ah fuck it; just take her home. I'll wait here for you to get back."
"You sure?"
"Yeah, I'm fucking tired of her and I barely know her name." I glanced down the sidewalk noticing that Vicky was standing there waiting despite her insistence on going it alone. Tressie walked down to meet her with both women disappearing shortly afterwards.
I decided to occupy my time sitting on the monkey bar in the little playground checking my messages. I found another collection of texted emojis in the triple digits deleting all of them after calling up the number and getting voicemail. I blocked the number and logged into the site I'd built that was now pirated. I discovered that my work had been continued with the social media accounts worked up in tandem with Renee all linked.
My idea was in full swing making the page come alive with views. I bristled feeling I'd played myself as I noticed a new window advertising another update with a disturbing thumbnail. It was a pic of Andre in the buff and the view count was extremely high comparable to the clips featuring the current marquee stars, Chi Town Thunda and Ms. WTF.
The scene was still locked so I went over the comments section finding that Renee's hastily slapped together alter ego had earned quite a bit of a following with most people finding her running coercion and subsequent tryst the stuff of legends as one hapless incel described. She'd only donned the wig and glasses to hide her identity, but now had fans coming out of the woodwork begging for more.
Renee Kelly had unintentionally become one of the girls on the website she owned. I wondered what my cousin thought about the situation realizing she'd buffered herself from blame by letting him have guilt free sex with two women over the last few days. The thumbnail depicted Andre looking once again, a deer in headlights. I figured it was the reason he didn't want to talk to me and couldn't blame him.
Renee Kelly was a beautiful great white shark.
A text popped up while I was looking at the site from my phone. I opened it finding a message from Tressie telling me to look to my immediate right. I glanced over finding her behind the wheel of a navy blue Toyota Yaris. There was no telling how long she'd been sitting there watching because I'd gone down an online rabbit hole.
"You having fun there?" She asked as I slid in beside her tossing my bag in her backseat.
"Shut up, getting a bite or did you already do that with uh, Vicky?" I intentionally behaved as if I didn't really remember her name, but Tressie wasn't fooled.
"Damn, she really got under your skin, huh?"
"Whatever gave you that idea?" I raised an eyebrow.
"Hold the salt; so, what do you think of her?"
"WHO?!!"
"My girl, Vicky Stone; she's got a big ass and I know you like that shit. She's a little rough around the edges, but couldn't you imagine her on that little porn site of yours, huh?"
"No way, she's toxic; a real fucking princess if I ever saw one. Probably slumming having a laugh down here with the little people so she has shit to talk about with her rich friends. Had the nerve to tell me not to sit next to her after I said hello-HELLO!! Fucking daddy's girl would probably send a team of lawyers after me for a selfie!!" Tressie watched amused at my rant.
"Is that right?"
Fuck that rich bitch." I scoffed.
Tressie laughed reaching over pulling a seatbelt in front of me before driving off. She turned up her music driving a bit faster than I was comfortable with making this ill-advised U-turn down a narrow residential street. Ironically, she was blasting the song "A Lot" by 21 Savage as she tooled down three blocks before making a shaky wide arc into a four lane street narrowly being missed by an approaching car. She giggled at the worried look on my face, bobbing her head to the music. I barely got my bearings as she skidded to a stop at a multilane intersection nudging me in the shoulder.
"What?"
"Check it out; you know this place right?" I glanced across the intersection finding a section of low income row houses adjacent to a rust encrusted railroad overpass. In the distance was a boarded High-rise housing project building. The foot traffic in the area was sporadic with a cluster of verifiable thugs hanging out on the far corner.
"Eh, Tubman Estates, right?" Gentrification had come to the impoverished area threatening "neighborhood renovation" while the current clients were slated for new affordable housing in a similar looking suburb at the city's outskirts.
"Yup!"
Tressie hit the gas speeding across the intersection making a sharp turn up an alley adjacent to the overpass. This alley was a mess of garbage, discarded stripped vehicles and random foot traffic with an assortment of unsavory types. I didn't know what was going on starting to get panicked as Tressie sped past the boarded up project apartment.
I rolled my window half up peering out at the property. Some of the boards had been pried loose by squatters seeking shelter. The property was bordered by a large temporary fence with plenty of NO TRESSPASSING signs visible everywhere.
"What the fuck is going on Tressie?"
"Relax, ain't nobody fucking with you." She replied calmly as we approached the end of the block and a half-length alley. She leaned forward with both hands on the wheel scanning the area ahead breaking into a knowing grin. I followed the trajectory of her gaze.
At the very end of the alley Vicky was just taking a seat on a discarded chair, cigarette in hand still watching her phone. Tressie lowered her music as we crept forward.
"What's going on?"
"I wanted you to see the rich little daddy's girl that pissed you off so much."
Tressie slowed her car to a veritable crawl creeping up right in front of Vicky Stone. I realized the cigarette in her hand was actually a joint. Her jacket, and phone were the most expensive things in her possession, apparently. The music eventually caught her attention.
"Motherfucker."
If looks could kill, both of us would be dead in a hail of bullets as Vicky stood up quickly walking to my passenger side door. She started yanking on the handle as Tressie laughed eventually unlocking the door from her driver's side console. Vicky snatched the door open yanking on my shirt sleeve.
"GET THE FUCK OUT; GET YOUR ASS OUT NIGGA!!" I was half tossed from the passenger seat onto the yellowing, littered grass as Vicky jumped into the front seat on all fours.
"Hell, what's your problem?!!" I gathered myself finding her elongated pear shaped butt staring me in the face.
"DAMN BITCH YOU GOT ME FUCKED UP!! WHY YOU PUTTING ME ON BLAST FOR WITH THIS GODDAMN SIMP, HUH?!! YOU WANNA GET SOME HANDS, YOU WANNA THROW HANDS, YOU WANT THIS TWO PIECE I GOTS FOR YOU, HUH TRESSIE?!!"
The masculine tone of her voice seemed to make the windows of Tressie's car shake. Vicky was kneeling on all fours with her face directly in front of the Sunday school teacher.
"I thought you was hungry."
"Bitch, please." Vicky settled down sitting in the passenger seat I'd formerly occupied.
She glanced at me standing there outside the car for a few moments bristling, then slammed the door with authority. I think she fully expected Tressie to drive off and leave me behind. The women talked a little as I stood there fighting the urge to sucker punch Vicky.
Vicky cursed under her breath opening the car door laboriously exiting it. She still avoided looking at my face as the bitch bent over pulling the lever under her seat. The passenger side seat folded sliding forward revealing a cramped backseat.
Her thong was visible riding high on her wide hips as she bent over along with the beginnings of a deep gluteal cleft surrounded by some light but visible stretchmarks perceptible because of her skin tone. She reached back roughly yanking up her leggings as she turned facing me. It felt like she thought I would rush her or something.
"Hurry up and get in; I'm hungry!" She had the nerve to bark at me motioning towards the backseat as Tressie watched amused.
She snickered when I reluctantly hopped in the backseat wanting to keep it moving. Instead of pulling the seat back we watched her return to her post retrieving what appeared to be a small shaving kit bag. Before I even realized it, Vicky was shoving it between the seats into my chest as she got into the car like she'd just committed a robbery.
"What's this?"
"PUT THAT BAG UNDER THE SEAT AND SHUT UP!" Vicky barked slamming the door hard enough to make the window shake.
"Excuse me?"
"You're excused; damn I hate when they talk too much. Simps be trifling pretending like they don't know their place. PUT THAT SHIT UNDER THE SEAT, BOY!!"



I had a chest full of fire holding the bag literally. There was a stringent smell of weed emanating from it and I could feel something dangerous inside. I shoved it right under her seat bristling with righteous indignation.
"Can't you be nice to him?" Vicky scoffed at the question rolling down the window letting her arm hang out.
"WHY?!!"
Tressie gunned it taking us forward into another wild turn as she sped along the street across the intersection behind the first set of row houses pulling up to the second from the last. The stunningly rude beauty quickly hopped out of the car pulling the seat up sticking her hand in my face.
"What?"
"GIVE ME THAT BAG FROM UNDER THE SEAT DUMBASS!!" She snatched it out of my hands just as I was pulling the bag from its hiding place.
My arm was jerked forward by the sudden violent motion almost dragging me outside of the vehicle. Vicky stalked off into the back door of the unit returning moments later in heated conversation with some rail thin guy following her outside. I didn't feel comfortable wondering if I were looking at a drug deal.
The shady looking guy made the mistake of grabbing her bicep. Vicky pivoted launching a powerful looking sucker punch into his chin. The guy keeled over head first into the door as she stutter stepped back fists raised in anticipation of a fight. Drawn by the noise, a large obese sister appeared at the back door surveying the physical carnage.
"I'M GONNA TELL ON YOU VICKY!!" Her voice was surprisingly juvenile as I figured out I was looking at a teen probably the same age as the kid nursing his chin laid out.
"You better get your fat ass out that door before I come give you something to live for, bitch!" The girl damn near vanished while the thin kid remained on the pavement likely waiting for her to leave. Vicky pointed at him as she walked back to our vehicle getting inside.
She gave me this look as she got inside that was pretty much daring me to say something as Tressie drove off thankfully leaving the neighborhood. I thought about Renee Kelly finding some parallels in this equally stunning alpha female. The blows to my ego would continue as long as I was in the toxic Chernobyl-like sphere of this woman.
It gave me a bit of reflection and sad realization that I was little more than a plaything for women like this and a nuisance at worst. Rene was right about me benefiting from her presence, sexually and otherwise. I'd helped her mostly curb my cousin Jaquan and provided manual labor eventually giving her another easy side hustle.
Vicky Stone was my unwanted confirmation in some respects leaving me shook as I struggled to control my bitterness. Everything had become so easy with the presence of esteemed baby mama number two. She'd opened doors for me that were now likely closed.
"We're here; you don't mind chicken, do you?" Tressie asked pulling into the parking lot of a mid-city greasy spoon. It was a converted chicken outlet painted in red and white partially occupied by students from a local college.
"Who cares; I'm hungry!" Vicky was beyond boorish.
Predictably she got out of the car slamming the door behind herself, but Tressie opened her door letting me out on the driver's side instead. Vicky lingered for a second arms folded, before both girls began walking towards the takeout joint. I couldn't take it anymore having already pulled my camera bag from the backseat. I leaned against the side of the car getting my emotions in check pulling up Uber on my phone as Tressie noticed.
"Come on, we're getting something to eat."
"I'm gonna call it a night." I was already on the App looking for a bargain when Vicky decided to verbally stick another pin inside me.
"Aw, did I hurt your feelings?" She taunted.
"Yeah you did; I think I hate you." I admitted without looking at her face.
Both girls exchanged glances, each looking amused for one reason or another. Unexpectedly, Vicky walked back arms folded across her chest with this impish smile on her face that pissed me off. She rested an arm on top of the car leaning against it biting her lower lip for a few seconds studying my face. She rolled her eyes in a playful manner looking away at Tressie before turning back to me.
"I really did hurt your feelings." She gloated.
"Hate you."
"So, I'm supposed to like you and be your friend because you know Tressie. That's supposed to make you some kind of nice guy, make me comfortable enough to breathe the same air as you when we both know you really just want me to bend over so you can have your nerdy little five minutes of fame. Am I getting hot?"
"Hate your guts." Vicky put a knuckle in her mouth partially stifling some laughter.
"Tressie likes having sex, a lot; so just because you were probably fucking her before I got to church doesn't give you a panty pass with me. Man I gotta be honest; it looked like you were gonna cry when I told you to piss off back there in the church. Are you gonna cry now because I won't "act" nice?"
"Over it; enjoy your chicken."
"I don't believe you ."
"I don't care." Vicky looked glib suddenly cupping my cheek drawing my head in her direction. I couldn't help internally wilting in her presence hating her classic beauty. Her thumb brushed my bottom lip and I gingerly pulled it away.
"It doesn't matter if you hate me, because I know that you'll come running if I bend over."
"Fuck you."
"Now ain't that the twelve hundred dollar question?" Her hand was caressing the back of my head, but I parried it away as she backed off insufferably smug.
"Fuck you!" I didn't know what else to say.
Vicky Stone walked five paces before stopping in her tracks to peel those leopard print leggings down revealing her big, elongated heart shaped butt, fuchsia thong, and all. I reacted involuntarily popping serious wood at the sight of her derriere.
She continued standing there literally mooning me with her warring cheeks devouring that thong. It was a morality trap, the sexual Kobayashi Maru that dictated a no win situation. If I followed, she would be right in classifying me as a thirsty simp, but if I didn't move, I would never find out if she were simply teasing me or offering an opportunity.
"HATE YOU!!"
Vicky laughed hard yanking her leggings up jostling about until they felt comfortable. She returned wrapping an arm around my bicep pulling me away from the car. It seemed she was meeting me halfway leaning into my body as we joined Tressie who took my other arm. All three of us walked into the takeout joint together. Vicky remained in custody of my arm while we ordered still warmly smiling because she'd rattled me. Both girls sat opposite me eating ravenously while I mostly watched picking at my food.
"Hey, you in love with me yet?" Vicky asked between bites of chicken strip.
"I don't think so."
"Man, you're really playing the role; you know you're getting hung up on me and I know it too. I hate it when simps get caught up just because you smiled at them. Wanna take me home to meet your mother?" Tressie side eyed her running buddy knowing she'd set up a date with me on the low.
"God yes; that would teach her a lesson about meddling in my life." Both girls burst into hysterical laughter for a few minutes drawing the attention of some of the other patrons and a few of the counter staff.
"This guy is funny; what's he like in bed?" Vicky asked her friend tearing into another strip.
"Shockingly good, no shit." They snickered again; the kind of chortling heard in a locker room after a dirty joke. Some elderly woman and two preteens were in earshot. She didn't look pleased.
"No shit?"
"We did it four times before you showed up." Vicky leaned forward resting an elbow on the table, chin in her palm.
"Damn, that's quite an endorsement considering you're a simp."
"Hate you." I followed this up with a loud slurp from my cup of soda.
There was this weird sensation in my crotch; I found Vicky's bare foot between my legs. She sat across from me nibbling on a fry with a sly half smirk. Tressie sat there also looking mischievous as she rubbed my business using the ball of her foot and eventually her toes.
The booth we were sitting in really didn't obscure anything as I found the elderly woman sitting across from us, horrified. She gathered up her young charges quickly ushering them out of the restaurant making the girls at the table burst into more laughter. I went to move Vicky's foot, but she pressed further pushing into my crotch.
"Not into feet, cut it out." I tried to move her foot, but Vicky held fast.
"Give me a massage, pull my toes." She snickered.
"Ew, I'm eating."
"You could be eating, if you play your cards right."
Vicky raised an eyebrow glancing over at Tressie. Both of them exchanged glances looking back at me silently implying something that caused a bulge in my crotch. Vicky tapped my tumescence with her foot, actually used her toes to gauge its size with a pinch.
"Cut it out."
"You really not gonna rub my feet?" Some of the workers behind the counter were looking directly at us. Her actions were out in the open, much to my chagrin.
"She really likes getting her feet rubbed; maybe you should do it." Tressie advised.
"Do you rub her feet?" I countered still cognizant of the eyes watching us. Vicky continued rubbing and squeezing my cock with her feet under the table while snacking above it, wholly engaged.
"I rub a lot of things." Tressie half turned in the booth blatantly planting her hand down between Vicky's thighs.
Both girls bust up laughing continuing the cringe factor as a nervous looking manager approached. I shifted a bit as he got closer trying to hide what was happening in my lap. Vicky stared pointedly at him radiating menace.
"Uhm, I'd like to ask you guys to keep it down a bit; and stop doing that."
"Uh alright sir."
"Stop doing what?" Vicky challenged.
"You know, what you're doing."
This middle aged guy somewhat paunchy in the middle with a weird gait was infinitely out of his league with Vicky before he even realized it. She continued rubbing my crotch more animated this time as I cringed trying to shrug away the embarrassment.
"No, I don't; why don't you tell us what we're doing that makes you so uncomfortable, eh Kennard?" She motioned with her pointer finger at his nametag.
"Ma'am we have other customers here."
"So, they're more important than us?" Vicky challenged again.
"There are other customers here; we can see what you're doing from the counter ma'am." Store manager Kennard was doing his best to handle the situation with kid gloves.
"What am I doing?!"
"Uhm, that." He motioned towards her foot in my lap.
"I don't understand, Kennard." Tressie was having the time of her life watching the manager twist in the wind. I tried to get Vicky's foot out of my lap, but she suddenly nudged me in the balls with more force than intended while he watched. I doubled over from the pain bumping the table with my head.
"WELL, NO SHOES NO SERVICE!!" Kennard had enough asserting himself as Tressie leaned forward rubbing the back of my head as Vicky relented. She jumped up in his face causing the meek looking gut to flinch like he'd been struck.
"Kennard, I think that I'd like to leave your establishment; the accommodations are severely lacking. I am considering filing a very detailed report for shabby service with the better business bureau." Her flippant behavior drove the embattled manager to his limit, blinking profusely and gritting his teeth.
"OUT, ALL OF YOU!!" There was a tinge of falsetto tone in his voice.
Vicky suddenly sat down, planting her huge, elongated butt in my lap. I was so hard, there was no way she didn't notice my business deep in her crack. My face registered the sudden stimulation making some of the other patrons burst into laughter. Vicky went with it popping and rolling her hips on my junk as the manager had a conniption. Tressie slid out of the booth behind the much shorter, slight man. Vicky snatched at his hand still twerking on my junk.
"HELP ME KENNARD; HIS THING IS SO HARD!! WANNA TOUCH IT, HUH?!!" He panicked slapping away at her hands so flustered that he turned to scurry off only to run face first into Tressie' huge bust. She grabbed him by the shoulders gently pushing him back.
"Sir, that was uncalled for; I'll have you know I'm a born again Christian."
"IT-WAS AN ACCIDENT!!" Manager Kennard blurted out.
"Right, so tell me sir; would you like to come to our fellowship orgy?"
Vicky leaned back into me essentially turning me into a human chair still playing to the laughing crowd. The manager shrank away from Tressie horrified even as some of the teen workers behind the counter laughed. Tressie grabbed his hand pressing it to her right breast, but he snatched back.
"GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE!!" He was gone back through the counter door letting it slam loudly. Tressie scurried behind him at a stutter step until the heavy door closed in her face. Vicky's huge butt was bouncing in my lap as I gave up hiding my face in my hands.
"IT'S ONLY "ME TOO" IF I REPORT IT!!" Tressie yelled as Vicky finally got out of my lap. She snatched up her empty soda cup walking to the dispenser refilling it. I was grabbed by the forearm and snatched out of the booth by Tressie to much raucous applause from the other appreciative customers.
"There's no free refills, you have to pay for that." One teen employee informed Vicky as she replaced the plastic lid and straw.
"You gonna take it out of my hand?"
She turned glaring at the employee daring her to reach for the soda as she took a long slurp on the straw. I kept my hands over my face letting Tressie lead me out of the takeout joint while Vicky brought up the rear moving slow enough to give them an opportunity to oppose her.
Wisely, nobody did.
"What's wrong with him?" Vicky asked as Tressie led me back to her parked car. I was still covering my eyes with both hands, camera bag hanging from my shoulder.
"Nothing, he's just got this stick up his ass."
"LET ME PULL IT OUT FOR HIM!!" Vicky clawed into my butt like she was trying to rip it off. I hopped up in the air running to the car with her at my back. She definitely had a latent tomboyish vibe that was hard not to notice.
I got half tackled into the side of Tressie's car as she used her keychain chirping the doors unlocked. Vicky opened the door, pulling the passenger seat forward. I was glad to get into the back seat, but Vicky crawled in behind me.
"What're you doing?!!"
"What, I can't sit with your dumb ass?"
"I don't care!"
Tressie was already driving out of the parking lot, but Vicky remained on all fours across my lap. I found my face uncomfortably closer to hers unsure of how to react. Her expression was a veritable enigma giving me nothing to go on but sight alone. She got close enough to kiss, glistening lips right in front of mine.
"Go ahead."
"Huh, what?" Vicky answered with a bounce of her hips, making her butt jiggle.
It looked pillow soft and inviting with a bit of her gluteal cleft present. She was right across my lap too close for comfort to look down at her chest. Her head matched my movements as she looked me dead in the eye wagging her big butt as the car rocked and shook while Tressie sped down the street.
"Don't you wanna feel it?"
Vicky popped her hips for emphasis getting an unintended result as the tops of her rounded hips appeared along with part of the thong which rode way too high. My endowment was literally pulsing just from looking at her backside alone.
"Cut it out." I tried to look away, but she followed my movements making sure her face and butt were the only things I could see.
"What if this is your one chance? What if this is the only chance you get to at least touch it? Come on, we both know you wanna do it; so why don't you?" Her breath was hot on my face and she was impossibly beautiful getting even closer.
"Fuck." My finger barely grazed her right butt cheek finding it as soft as it looked.
My fingertips dipped and sunk into the flesh taking stock of the feel of the leopard print legging s covering her butt. My hand slid down palming the undercuff for a few seconds when the car suddenly skidded to a halt. Vicky quickly gave me a wet peck on the lips.
"TIMES UP!!"
She suddenly drew back laughing her ass off making me feel like an absolute idiot. Vicky Stone sat there with her back against the passenger side window holding my phone and wallet. Tressie got out of the car walking around to the passenger side window as Vicky pulled a ten from my wallet handing it to her.
"HATE YOU!! GODAMMIT, I HATE YOU!!" I was forced to lean over in several failed attempts at snatching my property ending up with her palming my face like a basketball.
"Relax simp; chill yourself before you kill yourself nigga!" Her tone let me know she considered the blatant robbery horseplay.
"SHIT!!" She pushed two fingers into my temple shoving my head in the other direction while hiding my phone under her huge butt.
"Come on bruh; it's just the price of admission. Besides, I want something to drink, don't you?" Tressie was walking into a corner liquor store. I'd been so caught up in Vicky's features, the entire jaunt went over my head until we were parked.
"Help yourself, oops, you already did; petty criminal much?"
"Extra much?"
Despite the limited space in the backseat, Vicky leaned towards me giving my cheek a slap with my own android phone. It fell into my lap as she leaned back still in custody of my wallet. She started looking through it pulling out my id card perusing it for a moment before tossing that at me too.
"You gonna let me look through your purse?" The wallet hit me in the chest as Tressie walked out of the corner store handing her a paper bag through the open passenger side window.
Vicky opened the bag revealing a bottle of Hennessey and a pack of Twizzlers. I watched her pour some of it into the soda cup from the restaurant. She offered the bottle, but I declined as Tressie pulled off doing a jerky wide U-turn back down the street probably faster than she should've. It was still early evening, and the street lights were already on as I put the things back in my wallet while Vicky bit into a piece of red licorice.
"What do you do for fun?" She asked between sips of her brew and bites into the elastic candy.
"No."
"Come on man, you wanted me to talk to you; I'm fucking talking to you and everything. Want me to smile too, huh?" I side eyed the disingenuous wide grin on her face in response to my well justified attitude.
"No matter what I say, you're just gonna burn me."
"You're right, I am." She started laughing taking the time to pour a little more Hennessey into her cup. In truth I considered mentioning my recent activities but declined internally horrified at what she might say or do with the information.
"Excuse me for asking, but are you always this rude?"
"Well that depends on your definition of rude; I've known Tressie for a minute and you-well, I consider you a work in progress anyway. You know you wanna get in my panties, so stop acting like a nice guy."
"You haven't given me a chance to act like anything except your straight man in a lopsided comedy act. I like to think I am a nice guy overall even though; I do wanna get into your panties. Ever since we met I've been going back and forth between fighting you or fucking your brains out, honestly. Personally though, I think you're a glorified tease."
"Wow, an honest thought from a simp."
"HATE YOU!!"
Both of the running buddies started laughing again as Tressie continued being the chauffeur from hell. I glanced out my backseat window noticing we were speeding down a really long street bordered on one side by the same railroad overpass from earlier. We were definitely back in Vicky Stone's project stomping grounds and this made me uneasy.



The street lights went dark halfway down the extended drive necessitating the use of high beams as strains of "When will I see you Smile Again" by Bell Biv DeVoe blasted from the vehicle's sound system into the growing inky darkness. I could hear some gravel underneath the tires as Tressie started shifting to the right of the narrow street.
I wanted to ask where we were going but let peer pressure keep my lips shut. We were barreling across what looked like an abandoned parking lot as the vibrations from her crazy driving caused me to rock and loose partial balance in the backseat.
The sound of gravel and cracking rocks got louder as I reconsidered questioning our destination when Tressie hit a sharp left that sent my head into Vicky's lap. The turn seem to go on forever and then we skidded to an abrupt stop. Still ever the beautiful A-hole, Vicky dripped a bit of her drink onto my forehead making me sit up with a start. I found her waving a Twizzler in front of my face poking my lips with it until I snapped a bit off with my teeth.
"Well, we're here; let's get this started." Tressie put the car in park lowering the radio.
"GET WHAT STARTED?!!" My voice gave away my apprehension.
"Damn, you scared, nigga?" Vicky coughed, choking a bit on her drink. Tressie rolled the front windows halfway up before pushing into the backseat on my opposite side. In short I found myself between two damn hot twentysomethings.
"Still hate you."
Tressie cupped my chin turning me away from Vicky into a deep soulful kiss that went on forever while her friend sat watching. The decadently thick redbone inched closer beside me rewarding me with her own equally passionate kiss as I found my mouth full of her swirling tongue. Tressie's hand was already firmly in custody of my package lightly squeezing and massaging it to full hardness. I could taste the alcoholic flavor of Vicky's drink in my mouth as her hand covered my pec, rolling the nipple between her fingers.
Tressie went in next digging her finger between my legs right under my balls. Vicky was leaning with her elbow on the backseat, cheek on her fist, watching. My arm snaked around Tressie's back, fingertips pressing into the outside of her left breast. Vicky's palm was resting on my right thigh massaging and rubbing it in a muted sliding motion.
"Ready for your initiation?"
"Uh, initiation?" Both of them were right in front of me, face to face.
"Yeah simp, tonight's your lucky night cause we're gonna turn you out. You getting jumped into our circle, or is that too scary for you, huh?" Vicky explained wetly.
I let go spectacularly kissing her, sinking my tongue deep into her mouth. It was like she was waiting for it as she moved closer cupping the opposite side of my chin. My right hand accidentally found her breast squeezing what felt like a little over a modest handful, yet it was topped with a large nipple. There was no brassiere underneath. Tressie's hands were under my shirt from the back lightly raking her nails down my spine as it became clear she was beginning to undress me.
"You taking my shirt off?"
"Didn't we say you were getting turned out?" Vicky replied as Tressie ran the flat of her tongue along my back. Her hands shifted around to the front playing with my nipples as Vicky continued the motion eventually tossing my shirt in the front seat.
She returned nuzzling my chin with these kitten laps of her tongue as Tressie's fingers slid down undoing my belt buckle. Both girls were almost one coiling being around my person working in tandem as Vicky's fingers slid my zipper down exposing my boxer briefs. Each one of them took a side working my pants down below my butt, package fully exposed in the front.
"You're taking my pants off, too?"
I yelped as Vicky nibbled on my earlobe while Tressie's tongue invaded my left ear twirling about making me squirm. Somehow my shoes left my feet as the girls redoubled their efforts managing to jointly relieve me of my pants and boxers leaving me with nothing but a pair of black socks. The duo relented dually relaxed on either side of me as I looked between their faces, worried.
"AW SHIT FUCK ME STUPID!!"
"What?" Tressie asked innocuously.
"YOU GUYS ARE GONNA KICK ME OUT OF THE CAR AND MAKE ME RUN AROUND OUT HERE, AREN'T YOU?!!" I lurched forward trying to grab some of my clothing off the front seat but both women planted their palms flat on my chest pushing me back. They were laughing hard for a few minutes before things tapered off.
Vicky slid out of her jacket tossing it on the front seat still smiling before drawing the black tube top over her head. Strains of "I'm what you Need" by Chante Moore wafted from Tressie's satellite radio as I got a first look at Vicky Stone topless. Her tits sloped outward from her chest a bit saggy but topped with these really thick nipples. She was thick, big boned built to last with a womanly body that she probably should've still been maturing into.
I glanced over my shoulder finding Tressie undoing the last button on her sleeveless top allowing her enormous breasts to do the rest of the work as the material parted revealing the underwire struggling to contain her charms. She smiled, more of a smirk leaning down hitting a lever which made her driver's seat slide forward bent at an angle.
Vicky's shoes flew by my face onto the front seat followed by Tressie's. My heart was thumping wildly at this happening not unnoticed by the rude redbone sitting in front of me. She planted her palm flat on my sternum, eyes going wide.
"Tressie, this simp is gonna have a fucking stroke or something; his heart's beating so fast!"
I was in no condition to deny her claim, bullshit or not with a fully engorged penis pointing straight up at the car ceiling. She also palmed my chest grinning to herself before kissing me.
"I bet you're gonna call me after this." Tressie teased.
"Bitch."
My fingers gave her butt a nasty little pinch making her playfully yelp before suckling my left nip. This wasn't just sucking and nibbling, she was full on making out with it as Vicky turned that huge, elongated butt in my direction straddling my lap with both of her hands on the folded over front seats. She closed her legs forcing mine together uncomfortably mashing my balls between embattled thighs. Vicky's Stone's huge butt wagged and twerked a few inches from my face demanding attention.
My hands, fingers trembling a little bit dug into the elastic waistband of those leopard print leggings meticulously peeling them down like some second skin revealing an initial gluteal cleft that seemed to go on forever. That fuchsia thong riding high on her hips was all but visible with the back completely hidden between her warring cheeks. It wasn't exactly a true heart shape, but two huge ovals comparable in size to my torso.
Vicky arched her back as the leggings caught in the deep under cuff where her thighs met the bottom of her cheeks. My digits sunk deep into the pillowy flesh stealing handfuls of this softness as Tressie leaned in kissing me, passionately. She helped herself to a handful as well before outright handling a cheek as I followed suite grabbing the other.
We jointly parted those huge cheeks revealing the crotch of her panties. Tressie leaned in running the flat of her tongue along the side of her left cheek before reaching in further massaging the diamond shaped patch of damp material. Vicky groaned shaking that big butt insistently wanting more.
Tressie continued kissing and nibbling her captured cheek eventually prying that isolated material away from her slit. Vicky moaned as Tressie went further spreading her labia apart revealing the rich pink inside of her honeypot. Vicky was visibly wet and ready for whatever, insistently wobbling her butt in my face. Tressie cupped the back of my head driving my face into her wet snatch.
Vicky arched back into my face as the tip of my tongue found and twirled on her clit. Her cheeks engulfed my features hiding them from view. Tressie's fingers appeared between her legs from beneath working Vicky's clit furiously while I lapped at her walls. Her whimpering and moans were distinctly feminine adding to the sexual atmosphere inside the car.
Tressie leaned over her back making out with her friend as I wondered if they were lovers. I could hear them making out wetly. I lost myself in both of them sinking my teeth into a buttock which got an excited yelp out of Vicky. She shoved that butt sharply into my face until my back straightened out against the back seat. She returned to the seat beside me as Tressie's huge breast pressed against my lips until I took it inside. My gullet was filled with her milk in moments as she squeezed her tit from underneath.
The beautiful redbone impatiently shimmied out of her leggings and thong becoming nude while Tressie was nude except for the underwire monstrosity currently wrapped about her abdomen. She'd become too hot and bothered to strip off her brassiere kneeling at my right side while her associate handled my erection.
It was incredible that I was having an impromptu threesome and awe inspiring that two voluptuous women could move around so freely in the limited space of the backseat. The rising humidity was turning the car into a sauna making us visibly perspire and slide around each other's bodies. Vicky knelt at my other side leaning in sucking Tressie's other teat voraciously. Her cheeks vacuumed inward making the buxom Sunday school teacher whimper wrapping her arms around our heads.
Both of us jointly diddled Tressie to distraction making her roll and pop her hips essentially fucking our hands in intervals. I dug nails into Vicky's thick pillowy ass squeezing and groping for all it was worth eventually finding her slit. Three fingers slid into her box caressing her inner grooves vigorously.
Tressie's milk engorged breasts were making thing messy and slick as Vicky pressed her lips against mine running a portion into my mouth. I coughed a little as she opted to show more of her antagonistic side managing a squirt or two on my face. Tressie could've cared less about her bust being weaponized as both women turned facing the back window displaying their equally big butts on either side of me.
There was no way I was missing this sight turning about planting myself between the seats uncomfortably.
There were similarities between both friends that left me visually shook staring at their big butts side by side with Vicky having the biggest derriere at a size and a half larger while Tressie's bust was her most dominant feature. The sexually demented Sunday school teacher's backside had this chunky quality to it offset by her waist which rode the line between fat and "phat" while the good Ms. Stone's back porch was more than likely to stop traffic.
It was defined, cinched at the waist and deeply creased with an under cuff between the bottom of her buttocks and the top of her thighs. I slapped the shit out of each of these butts as the duo sighed and giggled sinking my fingers inside allowing them to give themselves back shots simultaneously fucking the shit out of my fingers. I joined them positioning myself between both women with several fingers perfectly divided between each of them.
All three of us were facing the back window making out, swapping spit, and generally enjoying ourselves. My criminally erect cock was molested with roguish aplomb by each redbone, then collectively making me squirm and hump into their hands. The head of my cock was leaking precum on the backseat as the duo glanced across me at one another. Before I could even think to get worried, Tressie and Vicky threw open their respective doors leaving alone in the car for all of five seconds.
I scrambled after them desperate for more.
"Well goddamn shazam!"
Both women were lined up side by side at the back of Tressie's car, assuming the position sweaty palms flattened against the back window derrieres on grand display. Honestly, I almost came just from looking at both of them bent over like that. I was being offered a choice wondering if it made a difference which went first. Sensing my hesitation, both women began twerking, audibly clapping their cheeks. I could feel myself getting harder than before listening to the dual audible cacophony kicked up by their actions. For me, the choice turned out to be simple.
"AW SHIT MAN!!" Vicky was so wet that I slid right in up to the hilt. My balls literally slapped between her wide spread legs.
Her pillowy, floppy at the bottom derriere surrendered to my manic thrusts parting wider than I would've thought. I was like taking a big, heated marshmallow as I gave her the most vicious back shots I could muster. Those bouncy dual mountains jiggled all over the place with visible motion ripples as I glanced over finding Tressie fingering herself matching our rhythm. She almost looked as if she would burst into tears if I didn't give her some attention.
"UH-UH HUH, YEEAAH!! YAAAHHH!!" Unlike her classically beautiful friend, Tressie locked her knees the minute my hands went to her waist.
I was presented with a stationary target giving Tressie's tighter insides something to live for, even after having sex with her multiple times in a row earlier that day. Her gasps were more guttural in nature almost tortured as she shifted weight from one side to the other working to accommodate me.
Her pendulous knockers were swinging in pendulum fashion tapping her bumper as I got splashes of moisture from her swollen cunt. It felt like pushing into a solid muscle putting pressure on my tumescence. Vicky's twerking donk was calling out to me in the worst way and she knew it, grinning at my expression.
"FUK MAN, FUK IT, YOU GOT ME FUCKED UP!! AWWWNNNN, AH-AH SHEEET!!" Vicky Stone was sopping wet with enough friction to send me into overdrive. Very audible squelching sounds accompanied my thrusts into her wildly jiggling butt as I opted to get rough hooking my fingers into her shoulder blades from behind.
You could audibly hear Vicky being gutted as her juices began running down her inner thighs. I pried her apart watching as my cock plunged in and out of her slit. When you handled her cheeks from the back they conformed to the fingers sinking in the flesh allowing one to create this mountain of rear cleavage to stab into. Vicky reared up onto the side of the car looking over her shoulder at me, mouth agape.
Even in the darkness with just the three of us, Vicky was stunning to look at beauty mark and all. My arms wrapped around Vicky's abdomen drawing her into a rear hug peppering her cheek with kisses. Her wide hips rolled about akin to a belly dancer grinding my shaft into raw meat. I couldn't help myself, I just wanted to finish with her.
"Make her cum, fuck that bitch-FUCK HER!!" Tressie whispered into my ear wetly before shoving her tongue into it on my opposite side. Something about the weird sensation sent a surge to the base of my member, fattening my shaft inside.
"KEEP DOING IT!! KEEP DOING THAT SHIT!! OH FUCK, YOU-FAAAHHH, AHHHH FUCK YOU!! FUCK YOU!!" Vicky sounded as if she were on the verge of tears starting to tremble locked in my grasp. Tressie decided to share the love sinking her tongue into Vicky's ear making her squirm and curse us out collectively.
"DO IT BITCH!! FUCK IT OFF!! FUCK THAT DICK!!" Vicky apparently had enough of the weird sensation snatching her running buddy and friend into a standing hug that looked more like a choke.
Her slightly defined, meaty bicep ended up right under Tressie's chin as both women made out furiously. My hand shot up between her thighs, middle fingers embedded in her cooch.
"OH SHIT!! AWWWNNN, I'M GONNA CUM ON YOUR FUCKING HAND!!" Both of her fists captured my wrist nearly wrenching it off as she used my hand like a sex toy, creaming all over my digits.
"YOU GOT-FUH!! FUH!! YOU GOT ME FUH-FUKKED UP!! I'M GONNA CUM ON SIMP DICK!!" Vicky insulted in the throes of a burgeoning climax.
Both of the women were dripping everywhere. My cock felt like it was in a vice as she demonstrated more dexterity than a girl her size should've possessed by contracting the circumference of her popping hips. Vicky Stone was essentially wringing me out with her cunt.
"HUH-HUH-HATE YOU!!" This set both girls off spectacularly, the duo simultaneously creaming on my prick and right hand.
I'd curved my fingers inside of Tressie relentlessly attacking a certain bumpy ridge inside. We were well acquainted sexually at this point before I'd even laid eyes on Ms. Stone. My criminal minded redbone went rigid pressed against the car as torrents of wetness came in fits and starts, setting off Tressie.
Instead of yowling like the nasty alley cats these two actually were, both locked lips in a deep passionate kiss moaning and whining into each other's mouths. Tressie managed to slide in front of Vicky grabbing handfuls of her hips essentially sandwiching the woman between us. The buxom redbone went further clawing into Vicky's buttocks furiously grinding muffs as I crested.
"AAAHHHH, AAAAHHHH, AAWWWW SHIT, CUM-CUM-CUMMING!!" I slid out, more accurately plopped out of her steaming box as thick, gooey webs of cum started making a serious mess out of Vicky's shuddering ass cheeks.
Before I even realized it, Tressie's hand was handling my member viciously stroking out the rest. I was so enraptured, there was a bit of drool on my bottom lip. Tressie tapped and beat my cock on the upper swell of her friends buttocks as I started to feel the night breeze wafting around us.
"I'm gonna be limping for the rest of the week." Tressie admitted scratching the top of her head. She wearily disengaged from our triple clench limping with a hand pressed to her lower back. Vicky remained pressed against the back of the car in an upright pushup position, chuckling.
"Big things come in simp packages; you uh, surprised me."
"Oh really?" I was busy rubbing my spunk all over her butt, enchanted at the sight. Tressie opened the car door retrieving her friend's soda cup taking a deep drink.
"Hey leave me some, bitch."
"You got the bottle!" Tressie sniped back unfazed for another drink.
"You know I can't drink raw Hennessey; gotta mix that shit with something and we ain't got no more coke!" Vicky perked up peering over the top of Tressie's Toyota Yaris. She was mad dogging her friend while I continued rubbing and caressing her body in post coital haze.
"Ain't my fault!" Tressie argued back.
"YOU SHOULD'VE BOUGHT A TWO LITTER OF COLA!!" Vicky became more animated getting my attention.
"Yeah, so what?" Tressie took another drink.
"I KNOW YOU DIDN'T!!" I was suddenly shoved back losing balance toppling on the concrete bare assed other than my socks. I struggled to my feet hearing a burst of laughter and the slamming of both car doors.
"No."
The car started to speed off as I got up running down the winding road with my business on full display. The gravel and pebbles were hell on my feet. I was starting to get gassed as the car pulled further ahead. Their laughter echoed into the night.
"OH YOU MOTHERFUCKERS!! OH YOU BITCHES!!" I was sobbing in panicked pursuit when the car stopped on a dime causing me to face plant into the back of it with a loud thud. Their laughter was omnipresent along with the highly annoying strains of fucking "Party Rock Anthem" by musical tools de jure, LMFAO. They eventually lowered the irritating song.
"Hey man, get your ass in the car." Vicky snickered sitting shotgun in the passenger seat next to her partner in crime.
She had the nerve to motion with her arm as I gathered myself. I went to the door, but they pulled ahead in fits and starts finally stopping again. Vicky finally opened the door stepping out arms folded across her chest. She'd put her tube top back on while they were trolling me with the car.



"Bitch, I ain't even gotta say it this time."
I hopped into the backseat with Vicky right behind me. Tressie sat behind the wheel with her sleeveless blouse on, but the brassiere still around her abdomen otherwise nude. I stared daggers at Vicky starting to get dressed but she snatched my pants raising a fist.
"Don't cry on us man; it was just part of the initiation."
"Oh yeah; did you do that shit to those two moist brothers?" I recalled the equally irritating couple, Deidrick, and Cedric.
"Yeah, they didn't care though."
Vicky snatched my shirt tossing it onto the front seat. She straddled me getting a reaction in moments as I started to breach her steaming quim. She arched her back completing her impaling. This was her version of an olive branch as my hands slid across her derriere.
"This doesn't change anything; I still hate you."
"I know." She moaned giving me a deep soulful kiss, grinding my cock up in her simmering honeypot.
I was grinding back into her seconds later while Tressie wearily made herself decent. We forgot about her after a while. Vicky fucked me all the way home.
Despite the constant trolling, outright bullying and public humiliation; this was one of the best days in my life. Tressie stopped two blocks down from my home so I could get dressed, but I had a hard time looking away from Vicky's face. She looked amused still bottomless casually reclining there while Tressie touched up her makeup in the rear view mirror.
"Man you keep staring; you falling in love, simp?"
"You know what that shit means, right?"
"Suckers idolizing mediocre pussy; so what?"
"Exactly." It took her a while to figure out my meaning, but the following slap to the face signaled her awareness of my underhanded burn. Tressie found it all too amusing staring at us collectively between the front seats.
"You two are so cute together."
"Shut up Tressie." I looked out my passenger side window as she pulled up in front of my house. Vicky was lightly caressing my scalp as I relented kissing her goodbye.
"Yup, definitely cute; don't let Demon find out, though." Vicky shot her friend a look that made me perk up.
"WHY?!!"
"She's his girlfriend." My stomach went sour as I glanced at Vicky looking every bit of busted.
"You mad?" She nibbled a pointer finger sitting beside me still bottomless.
I snatched up my camera bag still unable to tear my eyes away from her stunning beauty. Internally I was juxtaposing Tressie's horrific freckled albino of a brother with the goddess staring nervously at my face waiting for the other shoe to drop.
"No, I'm good." I got out of the car slamming the door behind me.
"Call me." Tressie sped off into the night leaving the shallowest echo of her voice in the distance. I stood there watching the semi-empty streets pondering what occurred and the likelihood that my life might be in imminent danger.
"Hate you." I whispered trudging into the house only to find my mother waiting, garish bathrobe and rollers favoring a belt. I avoided corporal punishment but was "grounded" much to my chagrin.
**************
The situation with Vicky Stone left a bad taste in my mouth over the next two days as I generally played the role of a lay about son around the house. My mother made sure to give me supposed hard labor while admonishing me more than once about getting "mannish" towards Tressie Fisher. Of course it was futile trying to plead my case due to Ms. Fisher being as pure as the driven snow.
Mom had taken the initiative to contact Tressie's mother about her whereabouts even though she was in her early twenties. Mrs. Fisher took everything in stride assuring my mother that I was in good hands before begging off further conversation. This infuriated my mother on the downlow which translated to more manual labor for me. I received a call on my second day back.
"Hello?"
"Where you been; you fell off?" It was Rashida Sikes.
"Oh you haven't talked to Renee?" At this point I knew when someone was fishing for information or gossip.
"We're talking, ain't we?"
"She told me not to call you, plain and simple." I was brief.
"So, she put you out; we not working together anymore?"
"Ask Renee?" I quipped.
"Why're you so salty; I was just thinking we could work something out together, me and you? I liked what you did last time we talked and wanted to see if we could blow up the spot some more." She was definitely fishing for information.
"Look you know she locked me out of the site we built; I mean, just hook up with her if you wanna do some more work. I've been effectively benched."
"Damn, you're mad." I was not in the mood to hear this bullshit.
"How're you doing Rashida; you good?" I knew how she'd take it, but I wanted to stick it to her without being direct. I figured she was doing the flying monkey routine for Renee for one reason or another.
"Baby I'm better than good; you being extra with it, take care of yourself." She hung up in my face, but I wasn't angry.
My bag sat undisturbed in the closet for the past two days as a biproduct of my disdain for the female species, but Rashida's call sparked a bit of interest in what might being going on outside of my social circle. I considered calling up Shawnee but relented knowing it would lead to more fishing attempts from another gossip. I considered Andre but knew that might be a dead end as well.
Thinking about his peculiar behavior finally prompted me to bring up the site on my phone. I found that new entry as well as another thumbnail with a question mark. Andre appeared in all his glory in the main window under an video entitled "Don't Hate the Player...". This told me instinctively that Renee Kelly was still going strong in this new side hustle. The house was empty, but I still locked my bedroom door.
"Hey where are you going?" The episode started in the middle of a situation with Andre standing in the corridor leading to Renee's front door still as uncomfortable looking like the inaugural clip.
"Uhm, you said I could go."
"I said-I'd tell you when you could go; and who told you to put your underwear back on?" Renee's edited voice sounded cold and clinical.
"I thought..."
"No, I do the thinking and you're not done here, okay? Were you really going to leave here in your underwear?" Despite towering over her, Andre looked worried and bedraggled.
"I was just checking the door."
"Hey, I thought we were past this, weren't we?"
"Uh, we are ma'am." Andre replied in a half mumble.
"I wasn't talking to you."
The point of view shift in a blur giving me a shock in the person of Shawnee standing there in the corridor. She was wearing this XXL peach colored hoodie with matching adidas leggings and white sneakers. I chalked her attire up to Renee's omnipresent influence as she looked equally befuddled. An expensive Sherpa tote was hanging from her shoulder.
I chaffed internally at Renee's innate ability to bend people to her will. Shawnee threatened me in the past regarding Andre, but now bent over backwards for a woman she barely knew. I didn't know the catalyst for this decision and didn't want to find out.
"I didn't say nothing; I ain't got nothing to do with him acting like that!" Renee got closer to Shawnee who looked apprehensive when her pale hands appeared in frame cupping her chubby cheeks.
"Do you mind if I talk to him alone, or do you want to remain here, and watch?" I cut the clip before I could find out what happened.
I searched the related social media accounts finding that Renee's popularity eclipsed Rashida and Shawnee's in leaps and bounds. I noted that a single photo of her existed on Shawnee's page. It was taken from a distance intentionally blurred enough to obscure any pertinent details of her visage. She didn't have a stage name but coyly titled the pic with a single question mark.
Her disguise was jarring from a distance, but those decadent curves gave her away to people in the know. There were thousands of fans begging for more, even offering to be "disciplined" on camera. The thought of texting my cousin came into play, but I knew Renee's playbook at this point. Before, she'd resorted to using Jaquan to punish me after being personally outed in her business. I hit the clip again.
"I don't care; do whatever you want!" Shawnee was seen briskly leaving the apartment, hoodie over head slamming the door behind her. The camera turned towards Andre standing there wide eyed.
"Oh man, I am so sorry about that; are you okay?" Her tone skewed maternal.
"She's gonna be okay, sometime she be mad and stuff."
"I'm not talking about her; I'm worried about you." Her hand appeared in frame cupping his cheek in similar fashion before dropping out of frame as they traversed the corridor to the living room.
"Me, uhm, I'm good miss." The point of view dipped low in frame revealing her hands already in custody of his endowment. Renee encircled his base with three fingers while her other was giving him measured long strokes. She wasn't going to wait one minute after Shawnee was gone, immediately handling her favorite toy.
"Yeah, you're good alright." I was surprised when she began spitting loogies all over his crown starting to go faster with audible slickness.
Renee continued doing this until his purplish head caught the light, glistening. A jarring jump cut followed. She switched perspectives this time as it was apparent Andre was wearing a head mounted camera. I was treated to a view of Renee in this sort of sheer decorative kaftan that left nothing to the imagination other than what appeared to be a shiny black, micro G-string. Her disguise including the deep smoky eyeshadow behind the thick glasses gave the situation a sinister atmosphere.
"You need somebody that appreciates you; need someone who can appreciate a big piece of meat. Someone who knows your worth, someone who compliments and enhances you, baby. You need someone who can take care of you."
Renee was practically curling Andre's huge dong while talking him up between repeated hocks of saliva that intermingled with his precum. His member looked unreal, mistaken for a prosthetic if you didn't see him nude.
This was a different side of Renee composed, calculating yet wholly feral on another level. I didn't recognize this woman; hadn't since the night she went to the concert with Jaquan. This new version of Renee Kelly, esteemed baby mama number two was, detached.
His cock disappeared between her lips about a third as her fingers caressed and stroked the thickening shaft. It was mind numbing seeing this usually uptight, urban goddess actually pleasing this man with no motion wasted. I was reminded of the last time we slept together on that air mattress in her living room. Renee had come in the early morning darkness of the am, intent on fucking me into unconsciousness. Hours earlier, she'd cried in my arms over my cousin before disappearing into her bedroom.
"AAAAAWWWWW SHIT!! AWWWWW FUHHHHHHKKKKK!!" Andre lost it in dramatic fashion as the camera started going into shaky cam territory. Renee was literally sucking the black off of his cock now using a stroking twisting motion up and down his shaft. She taken his girlfriend's technique, refining it to her unique tastes.
Yeah Shawnee Thompson aka Ms. WTF was one of the few able to throat Andre, but Renee Kelly was on a whole other level altogether. The sounds of her slurping and vacuum sucking replete with gasping pauses, sent jolts to my cock through the headphones covering my ears.
"AWWWWWWWWFFFF-FUH-FUUUKKKKKKK!!" His lower back arched up, driving his cock into the back of her throat with the force of a battering ram.
Renee coughed profusely hocking up the big, spade shaped head of his member cupping a hand under her chin. Her free hand was a blur of motion pistoning his meat like a jackhammer. I just about lost it as she leaned forward hovering over the head drooling a foamy mess all over his member and her fingers. She was working sloppy, even blowing gooey bubbles on his cock.
"WHAT'D I TELL YOU ABOUT THE FUCKING DICK, HUH NIGGA?!!" Renee scolded.
"SUH-SORRR...!!"
"SHUT THE FUCK UP JAQUAN!! SHUT AND GET IT FIXED!!" I caught the Freudian slip which oddly gave me a glimmer of hope that we might one day see the return of the original Renee Kelly. I couldn't tell if she caught the subconscious admission, but she went back at it hard, even raking her teeth across the head of his penis.
DAAAAMMMM, AAAHHHHHH SHIT!! AH SHIT!! AH SHIT!! AH SHIT!!" It literally sounded like her mouth was being plunged as she knelt between his legs going for broke. Her fists covered the head entirely and encircled the base of his member as her tongue flittered out teasing the middle of his shaft.
"I'VE GOT SOMETHING FOR YOUR SORRY ASS!!" Renee ripped at the V-neck of her kaftan tearing savagely until her large breasts appeared. She wrapped those milky tits around his baton sized cock interlocking her fingers.
I felt pangs of jealousy well up inside me unexpectedly as Renee gave Andre the tit fuck of a lifetime.
She was kneeling upright sitting on her haunches, bouncing wildly. His member was flushed, almost burgundy from the continuous stimulation and friction. Renee went at him so intensely that one of her shoulders emerged from the ripped up material of her kaftan.
Renee suddenly throated a good half of his cock for a few seconds before gagging and withdrawing hand covering her mouth. The thick mascara masking her eyes was running down her cheeks in streaks. Andre groaned and mumbled gibberish in this animalistic growl that caught me by surprise.
"I'M SORRY BUT I GOTTA FUCK THE SHIT OUTTA YOU MA'AM!!" This was unexpected.
Renee looked surprised as well, flinching backward as if she were going to scurry off on all fours but remembered herself as Andre's large golem-like hands appeared in frame grabbing her waist. The crazed mumbling, half laughter continued as he drove himself home inside her with impunity. The first thrust looked painful with his exposed half bending a little, then all of his thickened shaft disappearing inside up to the balls.
Her waist looked especially tiny in frame contrasted with the perfect inverted heart that was her fifty inch derriere. Stereo quality claps of flesh on flesh filled my speakers as Andre began the long, arduous process of beating out the back of one Renee Kelly, jack of all trades including porn director; master of none.
Cognizant of maintaining her anonymity, Renee used the billowy dress to hide herself from the waist up, covering her head completely. Thus, esteemed baby mama number two was transformed into a disembodied lower half. Her screams of pain and pleasure caused me to fumble with the volume on my laptop.
This usually timid giant was plowing the stiffness and attitude out of her big pale ass with pelvis shattering blows. His mounted camera was catching everything in exquisite detail as Renee creamed all over his member in a thick milky discharge not far from her skin tone.
Andre was making those cheeks clap like a boss as he took it to his tormentor, finally pushed too far. I actually felt bad for both of them; her for getting rodded out and Andre for what would inevitably follow. Renee Kelly definitely wouldn't be walking right for a week, if not a month. The guy was doing everything in his power to leave an impression that would last.
"AHM, FINNA CUM!! FINNA CUMMMM!! AWWWHHHH!!" Suitably warned, Renee dropped down flat into a prone position held in place by his calloused palms pressing down on her abundant ass flesh.
This guy was a jizz making machine as torrents of ejaculate glazed Renee's established fifty inches over. It was like she was being hosed down as Andre groaned and humped into her rear cleavage trying to sate himself. His veiny tube-like penis looked like a little league ball bat wedged in the crack of her ass. Renee's head appeared looking straight ahead from the camera, arms casually folded over one another.
"There's gonna be consequences for this Andre." The girl was not pleased as the screen went black with an ominous "TO BE CONTINUED" hinting at further sexual malfeasance.
"What the fuck?" I clicked a provided link to find out what she meant only to get a karmic slap in the face. Renee Kelly set up a page for herself on my original host site. The scene in question was behind a pay wall for thirty bucks.
The side hustle was real.
I was disturbed from deep thought by a loud persistent knocking at my front door. Mom was out for the day running some errands which meant probably seeing a certain male friend amongst other things. The knocking continued making me wonder if it wasn't some kind of bill collector or an aggressive Jehovah's Witness. Luckily, I religiously made sure the front and screen doors were double locked. I'd be able to see the person before they even knew I was there. I took a peek out at the front porch right as another series of heavy knocks hit the door.
"Shit." Vicky Stone was standing on my porch. It was a little after two in the afternoon but pretty sunny, so I wasn't surprised to see her wearing shades.
Today she was wearing a tube dress that went from her chest to just below her muff showing off some oiled down legs. Her short curly hair glistened in the sunlight with a cute barrette off to the side.
"WHAT DO YOU WANT?!!" I was kind of glad to see her despite knowing that associating with her might put me on the radar of a human monster.
"Uhm, I moved in next door and wanted to borrow a cup of sugar." To emphasize her point, Vicky held up the tin measuring cup she'd been using to beat on my screen door. I couldn't help but smirk at the cuteness of the situation.
"Are you serious?" I asked as I opened the front door, leaving the screen locked.
"Yeah, I want some fucking sugar; and bring me a cup of ice water too; its hot out here!" I wasn't surprised at the authoritative tone or Vicky's entitled penchant for barking orders. I went to the kitchen smiling retrieving a plastic bottle of ice water from my fridge.
"You really wanted to borrow some sugar?" I sat down beside her on my front porch with my own bottled water.
"Come on, just let me get away with that dumb shit. I took two buses to get over here." Vicky's rather smallish looking feet were adorned in a pair of Nike flip flops. I noticed a toe ring on one of her bottom digits.
"No seriously, why are you here?" She took a deep swig draining half the bottle, pondering the question.
"Ah, I guess I felt bad because you found out I'm a thot."
"I don't care about that; I care about the fact that you're somebody's girlfriend, especially or specifically Demon's wifey. You know how fucked up that is, Vicky?"
"It's not what you think." I couldn't help looking at her glistening thighs.
"Vicky, he knows where I live; fuck, the nigga knows what my mother looks like, bitch."
"It's not what you think, man."
"Oh yeah?" I decided to be coy removing her sunglasses but found some slight bruising under her right eye. Vicky had a partial black eye that gave me pause.
"I think you're somebody's punching bag." She snatched her glasses back but didn't put them on.
"You don't know shit home boy; my brother was mad that I clipped him a couple of days ago. His little balls dropped, and his ego gave him the wrong advice. Right after we brought you home, that fool tried to jump me when I came in for the night."
I remembered the lanky teen getting a wicked sucker punch from what I now knew to be his older sister.
"Looks like he got some payback."
"Is that what you think?" Vicky pulled out her phone bringing up a pic before handing me the android. I found a pic of her sibling looking like he'd just gone ten rounds with Mike Tyson in his prime.



"Oh-kay."
"Hey, can't we be cool?" She asked out of the blue.
"Well, don't you think I'm a simp?"
"You make me laugh, and I want you to eat my pussy." I did a double take at her blue language admission.
"What about Demon?"
"You're not supposed to bring that up; I rode two buses over here looking cute for you and we ain't even fucking yet. Damn, you really gonna make me work for it, huh?"
"Nothing in life worth having, is free Vicky."
She stood up facing me leaning over with both hands on my knees. I thought we might kiss but she turned planting her butt in my lap. My business slid right up between her cheeks against the kitty. Vicky knew I was completely sandwiched by the warring halves of her derriere. She even wriggled a little bit getting me snug in there.
"Come on, I want you to be my simp."
"That all I can be to you, huh?"
"Man, there's levels to this shit; you gotta be willing to work your way up to the top of the pyramid." She emphasized her point as some guys walked by looking at me like they wanted me dead out of peer jealousy. Vicky smiled disingenuously waving at the two boys. When one waved back, she gave him the middle finger.
"Mom always warned me about pyramid schemes."
"Where she at now?"
"Eh, running errands." One of my hands slid under her dress encountering the heated side of her thigh.
"Oh, so there is time for you to eat the kitty, huh?" My palm collided with her butt from the side creating a slight motion ripple on the surface of her frock.
"That depends."
"On what, exactly?" My hand was already under her dress, a single finger breaching her tight panties caressing the crease between her thigh and pelvis.
"Tell Tressie to drive up here and keep going; then we'll talk about it bitch."
Vicky looked over her shoulder down at my face with this telling grin letting me know she was busted. She started tapping away on her phone only for her partner in crime to speed by like she was running Nascar.
"You think you know me, don't you?"
"I know your big lazy ass ain't taking no two busses with a tin cup to ask for some fucking sugar!! Now, I'm gonna get what I want out of this!!"
Both of my hands were under her dress clawing big handfuls. Vicky stood up allowing me to take it one step further in public as my head disappeared underneath biting into her left butt cheek.
My ringing phone interrupted the public nuisance we were about to engage in, much to my chagrin. I pulled out my android intending to deny the call, but Vicky snatched it up with authority.
"WHO RINGING THIS PHONE?!! OH, HE BUSY RIGHT NOW AND HE AIN'T CALLING YOU BACK!!" I panicked worrying that she might be talking to my mother, but she held it away with one hand while pushing against my chin giggling.
Vicky Stone is a big full figured woman with an acute bottom heavy hourglass shape and a ham fisted right hook. Thus this being said, I knew better than to wrestle with her instead resorting to tickling her sides until the phone ended up in my grasp.
"Oh shit." Renee's phone number stared back at me.
"WHAT, IS SHE YOUR FAMILY OR SOMETHING?!!" Vicky actually looked worried for a second.
"Ah, it's complicated." Her brow furrowed as the phone started ringing again, on facetime.
Vicky snatched the phone in a blur running to the end of my walk answering it quickly. I ran down after her finding her palm raised for me to talk to as Renee's face appeared. She walked a little further still motioning for me to remain where I was. For some reason, I stood there watching.
"Oh hey you don't know me; I was just messing around with your man's phone so, just jokes alright?"
"He's not my man, but we're acquainted." Renee replied ice cold.
"Yeah figures, I got acquainted with him a couple of nights ago. Figured we're "acquainted too" but I just had to check." She was smiling at Renee probably because just her face was visible, but her body language was another thing.
"So, now that explanations are out of the way; would you like to relinquish his phone?" Renee was verbally drawing a line in the sand.
"I might just keep it; both of them."
"Fine, I'll pick him up later." Renee ended the facetime call without speaking to me, but her message was clear. I figured Rashida reported my reticence from our earlier conversation. Vicky turned to me, phone at her hip.
"So, wanna side piece huh?"
"Didn't you say I was a simp?" I caught myself, opting to see where Vicky would go with the conversation. She looked emotional, folding her arms biting into her lower lip glaring at me.
"So you gonna throw shade at me, and you got a fucking Lite-Brite bitch tucked away. Fucking-I felt like a piece of shit thot when Tressie put me on blast; and by the way, she did that shit because you were paying too much attention to me instead of her. What do you think Lite-Brite princess will do if she finds out about that shit, huh?!!"
"Vicky."
"Man, I REALLY felt GUILTY and I thought you HATED me for well, not disclosing my relationship status right off the bat. Came over here looking cute willing to fuck your forgiveness. So, I guess we both dirty, huh nigga?"
"We may be dirty, but one of us is deaf. Can I get the mic, or are you still bitching?"
"MOTHERFUCKER!!"
She shoved me in the chest with both arms, but I was quick grabbing dual handfuls of her big butt yanking her into me for a deep, soulful kiss full of dueling tongues. Vicky relaxed seconds into it not caring that my hands were under her dress palming her directly. The thick redbone wrapped her arms around my neck crossing her wrists as we broke the kiss, still embracing.
"Still think I'm a simp?"
"Can't you be my simp; I'll be your thot?" She offered with a half grin.
"Wanna go inside and talk about it?"
Despite her being a few inches shorter than my standard six feet and despite the weight that came along with her zaftig brickhouse figure, I tossed Vicky onto my bed with ease. She bounced comically on my mattress almost falling on the floor but caught herself as I grabbed her waist. I found a pair of horizontally striped panties staring me in the face stretched tight across her muff.
I didn't waste time pulling them to the side to feast on her snatch. My thumbs pried her flower apart finding a ready and willing clit that I hungrily devoured in a series of slurps before writing the letters of the alphabet on it as she groaned. Showing a flair for the dramatic, Vicky grabbed both of her ankles drawing her spread knees into her chest. She was way more limber than I imagined.
Matching her enthusiasm, I used my tongue to penetrate her snatch savoring its unique taste. She really got what she came for as licked and lapped her slit peppering her inner thighs with little kisses and bites. I went at the creases between her thighs creating hickeys making her squeal and squirm. Vicky's whimpers and girlish moans engulfed me fueling my actions. Her clit was engorged begging for attention which it got in spades.
I used my tongue as a scoop having the meal she was offering in several courses. Vicky managed to keep her thick shapely legs up and folded at the knees, reaching down palming the back of my head. Brief pulses of electricity ran throughout her body as she arched up into my mouth, cupping her breasts rolling the nipples. I reached up exposing her bare breasts completely covering them with both hands.
"Oh my, but you're nasty." Vicky whimpered sitting up, both powerful thighs resting on my shoulders. My fists were full of her luscious hips, flesh protruding between fingers.
Those panties were almost ripped off.
I lunged forward burying my face in her snatch making Vicky flop around on the bed even more. She was getting what she came for in spades as I decided to add two fingers curved up into her special place. That bumpy ridge hidden inside became a personal plaything as I tickled and teased it causing her to get visibly wet.
Her wide, longish hips began rolling, undulating from my efforts making the mattress bounce, springs creak. I went for broke at the signs of an impending climax prying her slit wide apart in a sexual autopsy to get at her clit. Torrents of her essence splashed into my mouth in fits and starts as Vicky started tugging at my ears, rapping at my scalp.
"FUCK YOU MAN, YOU GET THIS!!" She was loose all over sliding off the edge of my bed nearly taking the mattress with her in the progress. She flopped over on her belly with that huge, elongated donk staring me in the face.
"GET THIS!! GET THIS!! GET THIS!! GET THIS!! GET THIS!!" That huge butt was wobbling and jiggling all over the place as I got her from behind eventually wrapping my arms around her upper abdomen. Her own, semi-defined arms hung at her sides as I put her in a standing modified Heimlich maneuver. The wet clap of her cheeks echoed off my bedroom walls.
"DAAAMMNNN MAAAN, WHAT'RE YOU DOING BACK THERE?!!" The head of my cock was hitting one of her walls at an angle with this kind of muted thud. Her semi-solid badonkadunk conformed to the jackhammering intrusion just enough to enhance the penetration as I peaked.
My arms whipped away allowing Vicky to flop face first on my bed as I shot rope after rope of thick jizz across her shivering backside. After a while I realized that she'd begun voluntarily twerking. I loved the way her cheeks rotated into the clap briefly exposing the peach between her thighs. Ms. Stone sounded as if she'd run a marathon, gasping, and wheezing. Both of us were sated for the moment chortling at the situation.
"You gonna tell Lite-Brite what we did right after she hung up in her feelings?"
"Is that what you want?"
"Yeah." She answered frankly getting a slap to the rear that soiled my hand. I scurried off to the bathroom for a warm towel cleaning my hand and her inviting wide expanse. Vicky looked happy to be catered to in any capacity.
"Don't tell your boyfriend; and tell Tressie to keep that shit on the low."
"It's not what you think, Demon's a really nice guy..."
"That looks satanic as fuck; oh, and he fucks you." I finished the sentence still wiping her clean.
"That's why I started dating him for your information stupid; no simps would dare come at me while he's around. Don't get it twisted, we only did it, like three times."
"That's supposed to make me feel better; talking about my endangered life for your information?"
"He don't care what I do; but what about your milk princess, huh?"
"THAT'S MY COUSIN'S GIRLFRIEND!! THEY GOT A BABY TOGETHER!!" I blurted out irritated at her assumption.
"But you still fucked her, right?" Vicky was busy shimmying into her panties having a hell of a time getting them up her thighs under my watchful eye.
"It's complicated."
"Not as complicated as being my simp." She offered prompting me to lift her dress up to give her big butt an epic wedgie.
This caused Vicky to stand up on her toes with a yelp turning to give my face a pinch while tugging the material free. She was smiling at me; I was smiling at her unsure of things as she faced me smoothing her dress.
"So, you care?"
"If I cared, I'd be grabbing this instead of your face." She balled a fist up around my crotch making me double over in pain. My forehead bumped hers as she relented, chuckling.
"Hate you." We kissed again, lightly.
"Guess I'll have to take those two buses back home; Tressie was probably hoping to get in on the action. Maybe we should've let her, and your milk bitch, too."
"Honestly, I was working for her; but she benched me."
"Maybe you should do your own thing."
"Thought I was Vicky?" I couldn't explain it but there was this sort of electricity between us.
I was certain she could feel it but didn't want to put myself out there by asking outright. Instead, I dutifully called up an Uber eventually sending Ms. Stone on her merry way. We didn't talk much, just sat on my front porch enjoying the day and one another's company. I wasn't going to ask about her "entanglement" and she wasn't gonna probe into my "complication." She'd taken an instinctive dislike to Renee and vice versa.
Esteemed baby mama number two would be making herself known later in the day and I wasn't looking forward to it one bit.
**************
I was still weighing the pros and cons hours later when my phone blew up with double digit text messages full of kissy face emojis among other things. The number was unfamiliar and went straight to voicemail when I called back. This was a new number meaning I was getting text bombed from two different people, or the person went out and bought another disposable phone.
The only logical deduction led to Yoli, but she was probably still behind bars for assaulting Rashida Sikes. I still shuddered at the thought of just how little I actually knew of Yoli before she shocked the world by beating the shit out of Rashida in a one sided street fight. I couldn't un-see a bloody, battered Rashida crawling around on raw gravel between Yoli's long, lanky legs as she pancaked her face into mush with the back of her fist.
I still felt responsible and figured it was another knock against me with Renee. Perhaps it was the reason she locked me out of the site.
Ever since she'd come into my life, things had gone sideways into this weird polyamorous series of relationships. Renee could rightfully be seen as the catalyst, but the actual blame lay squarely at the feet of my thirtysomething cousin Jaquan. I'd unknowingly in part, engaged in a number of sexual trysts with women from his sphere of life.
From the outside things seemed improbable, but I'd run through quite a few women due to what can only be termed a sexual "butterfly effect" set in motion when he ditched Renee and his daughter to go on a date with new girl and entitled princess, Akemi. I'd even slept with her within the last few days which should've closed the circle, but there was the question of Renee Kelly.
What the fuck was going on with her?
I didn't have long to wait receiving a text message summoning me outdoors where she was waiting in her car. It was just after six in the evening when she popped up. Renee was sitting behind the wheel texting furiously. I could see her from my front porch sitting there intensely focused making me consider going back inside. Something inside prompted me to go meet her.
Withdrawing from the situation would be seen as a sign of weakness by esteemed baby mama number two; in my opinion, there was nothing to capitulate or apologize for. So, to that end, I stuffed my hands in my pockets and walked up to the passenger side of her car. She unlocked the door without word, and I got inside without word or greeting. She pulled off from the curb at a good clip making me feel as if I were taking a ride with the mob.
"You're angry that I locked you out." It was more of a declarative statement then a question.
"You explained it to me."
"But it doesn't negate the fact that I took something away from you; maybe you think we should've sat down and discussed the matter." Her tone sent an angry shiver running through my body, but I kept it below the surface.
"You had your reasons."
"Yes, I did, and it ended up ruining what we have."
Before she could go any further, my phone started blowing up ironically with Vicky's number. I pulled it out glancing at the screen finding a facetime request. Renee snatched the phone out of my hand answering it. Vicky's face appeared on my android screen.
"We're talking right now; is it important?" I detected a slight uneven tone in her voice.
"Checking on your investment, huh?" Vicky sounded taunting right off the bat.
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me; wanna hear it again?"
"Please."
"I said, checking on your investment?" Vicky was definitely taunting Renee at this point.
"I could ask you the same thing; eh, what's your name?"
"Vicky Stone; would you like my address too? You can come see me right now if you want; I've got a few minutes I could spare you."
I straightened up thinking to take my phone back, but Renee flushed, laughing outloud at the suggestion of a fight. She touched a pointer finger to her lips silencing herself before handing me the phone.
"You rang?" I didn't know what else to say to Vicky.
"Guess I didn't do a good enough job earlier, huh? Had to go with the B team, huh?"
"Stop it."
"So, you're taking me out this weekend; and you WONT be CREEPING afterwards." She ended the call abruptly leaving an awkward silence with Renee.
She didn't say anything but let her seat back a bit cruising with her hands at the bottom of the steering wheel. Renee's face was still flushed from laughing we drifted to a stop at the light. She turned up the radio filling the car with R. Kelly's "Legs Shakin' " before opening her center armrest removing some lip gloss still painting her lips as the light went green.
Her hair was drawn back into a tight ball. It seemed she was fond of kaftan blouses wearing an embroidered white number over some tight jeans and simple sandals accessorized with a rhinestone heart centerpiece. Renee finished what she was doing putting the lip gloss back. She softly took my hand, gingerly pulling it into her lap. My fingers were pressed against her muff.
This was a karmic test of my loyalty to her or the other thick redbone who'd un-expectantly thrown herself into perceived competition for my affection. Quite simply if I pulled my hand away it would be perceived as some fealty to Vicky, but if it remained, she would be perceived as little more than a jump off by Renee. We were tooling down a number of side streets for parts unknown. I should've been alarmed but all I could think about were my fingers pressed into her muff. It was dark out already but some of the streets we traversed were still partially filled with people, mostly frolicking kids.
Renee was reclining with an arm propped up on the driver's side window while steering with her sole hand at the bottom of the wheel.
Since she crossed the line first, I used two middle fingers to rub her snatch through her jeans. Renee didn't react, so I went a little more intently with three fingers actively jilling her off as she drove. The heat emanating from her snatch was undeniable, but I couldn't tell if she was wet.
After a few minutes of uncertainty, I started to withdraw my hand figuring now would be a good time to regain my dignity. Renee had other ideas however pulling my fingers to her crotch spreading her legs wider. I glanced from my captured fingers up to her profile, She didn't look in my direction, but licked her lips for a second. I was already sporting a visible tent but realized this was nothing more than a subversive pissing contest with Vicky.
Thus enlightened, I resolved to make her pay dividends for playing sexual badminton with a perceived rival. This time I cupped her muff completely using my middle fingers on her slit directly. I gradually increased the friction and pressure looking for any reaction from this goddess with immovable masculine pride afforded her for years.
My mother's words regarding Renee Kelly's need to control everything around her, rang true. She was considered toxic in her own right by my mother, and by extension, Jaquan's mother. By this time, I was vigorously massaging her snatch feeling a bit of movement in her hips. It took minutes but Renee started grinding my fingers beginning to get off as we turned into an alley. The car sped up down the narrow alley barely missing a few errant garbage cans as Renee snatched my hand out of her lap, switching off the music.
"What?" She leaned against the steering wheel; her chest pressed against it.
Instead of answering me, Renee tooled down several alleys before making an odd left turn up a cluttered street that gave me the impression we were making some sort of elaborate U-Turn. Things became clearer as she skidded to a stop sitting behind the wheel, mute contemplative.



I looked out her window finding the back of her building from the opposite side as she reached down for her cell phone texting again. Renee was ignoring me which led to some considerable apprehension on my part. I was about to question her, when the pale, milky beauty turned to me, legs folded up behind the passenger seat. She cupped the underside of my chin.
"Come up when I text you."
Renee slid out of the passenger side of her car leaving me to my own devices. It was so sudden and abrupt; I was given pause noticing even her driver's side window had been partially left down. I leaned over trying to raise the window, but it was of no avail. I settled back into my passenger seat wondering what would happen when she called.
My thoughts shifted to the impromptu date Vicky Stone had initiated. There was no doubt it had been born out of a sudden rivalry that reminded me of Rashida Sikes and Shawnee Thompson. That particular animosity reached nuclear levels within seconds even prompting Shawnee to threaten me should her beau Andre come in contact with Rashida.
Somehow, Renee had blown way past those initial reservations basically strong arming Shawnee enough to post it on the website. I wanted to know about that situation but didn't know what level of fealty the thick Puerto Rican had towards esteemed baby mama number two. I already knew Rashida ratted me out from our earlier conversation, so I wasn't keen on initiating another probing conversation that might be leaked back to Renee.
It was all a moot point considering I was sitting in her car outside that back of her apartment building, waiting. Considering her exchange with Vicky made me wonder if I shouldn't foot it out of this dubious situation. There was no telling how Renee would react if I did that.
I couldn't lie to myself. I wanted to find out what was waiting once Renee texted.
I glanced at the face of my phone finding a text from Vicky which turned out to be a pic. It was a back shot picture that seemed to be taken with the use of a selfie stick. She was lying on a bed in what appeared to be a cramped, clothes littered bedroom. She was laying on what looked like one half of a disassembled bunkbed. I found myself taking stock of her surroundings noticing the cracked light blue paint on the walls.
There was a visible fissure in the wall with a little crater on the wall that probably resulted from a skirmish with a sibling. Part of a bedside table was visible with scattered unmentionables and a tin ashtray visible. My eyes settled on the panties stretched across her huge longish looking badonkadunk. They looked at least two sizes too small to belong to the cinnamon tinted redbone, but she somehow squeezed into them.
I was about to text a response when Renee texted me. She wanted me to come up the backstairs to her apartment.
Despite my shameful excitement, I tried to moderate my approach to things cautiously walking up the stairs ignoring the images of her Renee Kelly's naked body in my mind. I didn't know her current status with my cousin Jaquan but had recently seen enough evidence to suggest some sort of open or polyamorous agreement. I wasn't asking especially with a beautifully stunning mulata with a ridiculous hourglass figure waiting.
He knew that I'd been with Renee on more than one occasion to put it mildly; but something felt different tonight. I mixed the blame on recent events and the sudden appearance of Vicky Stone in my life. Even considering my almost encyclopedic carnal knowledge of esteemed baby mama number two; I was starting to sweat bullets, heart thumping.
There was a pink lace bow tied around the door knob that puzzled me as I opened her backdoor. The first thing that hit was this humidity and the accompanying smell of smoldering incense. I actually recognized the scent as this cheap fragrance known as "Black Love" usually sold by street vendors near a local strip mall. It's pungent, enticing odor came in waves as I stepped inside the darkened apartment.
There was a light on over the kitchen sink providing a sole source of illumination that drew my eyes to the tiled floor. There I found discarded clothing telling me that Renee stripped down as soon as she walked into her place. I followed her trail ending up in the middle of the darkened corridor leading to her living room. The last item was a large underwire brassiere on the floor as strains of "Love Galore" by SZA played lightly in the background.
Her living room was darkened lit for mood with the addition of two cylindrical floor lamps on the far end of the room against her wall. They were intricately textured, earthen colored providing a warming hue to the otherwise darkened space. It felt like I hadn't been there in ages despite it having actually been a week or so. Other than the lamps, everything else was as I remembered it. I walked towards her leather couch finding a camera on the coffee table seemingly waiting for me. It was new, purchased to work with the laptop I'd returned to Renee.
"Look at me."
She was standing there leaning against the far wall observing me. Her lush hourglass figure was covered with an open long sleeved men's business shirt. It was white catching the bits of light offset by the lamp. Her pallor stood out even more in contrast with a ink black thong covering her muff. Renee completed the look with a pair of black pumps, but the real story was found right in her face.
"Uhm so, what is this?" I motioned towards her.
She was wearing the disguise I'd already seen in the scenes she shot during my absence. Her symmetrical beauty perfect in every way with her green eyes hidden behind a pair of thick white cat-eyed glasses. The exceptionally dark eyeshadow was more like grease paint filled in the negative space behind her frames making her pupils nigh luminescent. The dark burgundy lipstick was back looking even darker against her milk colored pallor. She'd even taken the time to apply a brown colored wig hiding her own shoulder length locks.
This was Renee Kelly's reveal.
"You get to make up a stupid stage name; but I can't have an alter ego?"
"Why do you need an alter ego?"
"Don't fuck with me; I think you've been watching my progress." Renee was calling me out, but I decided not to confirm her stated suspicion in any way.
I remembered using my cash card from the original host site to buy a membership into the site I'd built. That pay site was new enough that a person with exceptional OCD would be able to suss out my membership. Part of me instantly thought that Renee paid me through cash app to easily monitor my intrusion upon her domain. Now it was likely she was looking to put everything on the table in her favor. I wasn't about to capitulate to her increasing oppressive ego.
"Why do you need an alter ego, Renee?"
"Renee liked the mechanics of shooting those little skits, those adult movies however short. You've done it yourself; involved yourself in the process to reap the obvious benefits. Think you would've ever had the slightest chance of screwing Chi Town Thunda or Ms. WTF without bringing monetary gain to the table? Why can't Renee get a little piece of the action, too?" I hated the way she made sense, even when everything was designed to end up in her benefit.
It wasn't lost on me that she was speaking in the third person while in disguise.
"Why tell me about all this, now; you already benched me?" The way she was leaning against the wall with one leg drawn up, was messing with me on a serious level.
Her deep cleavage and flawless bikini ready stomach were harvesting drops of perspiration on my brow. The business shirt unbuttoned down the front of her torso seemed on the verge of parting for a busty reveal but seemed held in place by her erect nipples. The ink black thong covering her sex rode high on her rounded hips each approximating a perfect semi-circle of either side of her body. Her natural feminine appeal was off the charts, veritably radioactive on sexual levels. It honestly felt like I was looking at an alternate version of Renee Kelly.
"Renee wanted you to meet me." She answered again making me figure she was covering her tracks audibly.
Our exchange felt like some kind of verbal duel or sorts. The weird vibe made the hair on the back of my neck and arms stand up, but she was just leaning against the wall observing me. I emphasized with Andre wholeheartedly at this point. Renee Kelly was intimidating normally, but this was off the charts levels of apprehension I was getting from her in the moment. I decided to go with it and see what would come next.
"Who are you?" My voice echoed a little, offset by the light mood music.
"Ms. One."
There was a long pause as we stared at one another amid the soulful vocals of SZA enhancing the strange vibe in the living room. I thought back to the last night I'd spent inside Renee's home and how she'd come in the early hours of that morning taking me in the darkness. The intense passion left me completely spent, unconscious in its tsunami like wake. She'd come to take me and screwed me with mounting intensity that left no doubt I was the submissive in that exchange. Now, I felt as if I were looking directly at that creature for the first time since that night.
"Hello Ms. One; nice to uhm, meet you." Her nostrils flared a little probably feeling slighted at my tone which could've been taken as patronizing.
"Pick up the camera."
She instructed slightly gasping in anticipation. I guess she was getting the feels from sharing a hidden aspect of herself. Renee knew me pretty well sexually speaking and otherwise, so it stood to chance that she was appealing to my artistic nature.
Despite my inherent reservations, the camera found its way into my hands as she turned facing the wall assuming a position both of us were well familiar with. Her palms flattened against her wall; legs spread wide apart feet planted flat. Her heart shaped derriere emerged from the bottom of the oversized men's shirt until her cinched waist appeared.
It was almost as if she wore nothing underneath, both cheeks bloomed outward capping her long shapely legs. Renee, excuse me Ms. One pivoted from leg to leg shifting her weight giving the camera and by proxy the future audience, a good indication of her charms. She lifted a leg folding it at the knee, pivoting suddenly in my direction.
The camera was given a personal view of the perfect inverted patch of glossy fabric covering her muff. I unconsciously adapted to her movements stepping backward until her abdomen, waist and the upper swell of her hips were captured in frame. It was at that point I realized Ms. One was rolling her hips sensually to the "Love Galore" which seemed to be playing on a loop enhancing this impromptu shoot.
Just as SZA was soulfully crooning the song's hook, Ms. One turned back to the wall barely twerking which caused those cheeks to synch up clapping to the music. Her movements felt choreographed, almost hypnotic as the camera caught the individualistic rotation of each cheek mashing into one another.
It was enchanting, hypnotic on another level as she stopped turning profile to the camera. The side view was phenomenal emphasizing the decadent swell of her rear end.
Ms. One began a runway walk along the wall out of frame necessitating a backward retreat to get all of her in the shot as she arrived at the window. She stood there looking out at the city skyline wholly visible from her front room window at night. I gradually got close enough the view was visible in frame adding to the atmosphere which was different from anything I'd shot before.
Ms. One looked awesome from this vantage point as I unconsciously drifted closer and closer, her face filling the right side of the frame in profile. She suddenly turned looking directly at me and the audience in extreme closeup. It was jarring in its spontaneity making me instinctively flinch.
"I see you." She half whispered turning back to the window.
The men's long sleeved shirt slid off her shoulders to the floor at her feet. Ms. One went back to her default position flattening her palms against the window glass this time. It seemed an eternity before I got an epiphany capturing a full body shot of this position before graduating to a low angle view looking up from the floor.
This view captured everything in exquisite detail making her established fifty inches appear even larger in the dimly lit room. The music, sweet incense odor and humidity were getting to me in the worst way. I was starting to become drenched in perspiration sporting a close to bursting tumescence. Despite my condition, I was dedicated to finishing the shoot.
"I want you." Ms. One whispered to no one in particular, nearly a silhouette in the darkness other than her pale skin.
She turned back facing me framed against the large oblong windows of her living room becoming an intimidating shadow. I'd given it some thought of what a shoot with her would be like in the past, but this was beyond my expectations. In the lowered light, her eyes stood out almost catching the light similar to a cat.
Her disguise was perfect in that it took nothing away from her allure, only enhancing it exponentially. Ms. One turned backward in a counter clockwise motion runway walking to the wall again resuming her original position. Everything was captured from a low angle as she waited. For some reason, I felt embarrassed getting to my feet while she stood there looking straight ahead until I positioned myself in front of her.
"Mount the camera."
I looked over at my right finding a camera mount that was chest level. I hadn't noticed it before, but carefully took the time making sure it was properly attached. My heart was thumping hard, but she always had that effect on me since we'd started inhabiting one another's sphere. Ms. One waited, silent.
Her hands slid under my shirt while I faced away, fingertips playing with my nipples. One hand ran long my abs descending down unbuckling my belt. There was this sort of rush as she handled me making me feel excited simultaneously embarrassed to have my masculinity drawn away as she asserted herself.
Ms. One did everything for effect calculated for maximum yield. My fully erect cock stood out in front of my body pointing at the roughhewn surface of the wall adjacent to the corridor leading back towards the bedroom and kitchen.
"I'm going to fuck you until the sun comes up." She was embracing me from the back, her breath hot on my left ear as she handled me.
I hated myself for trembling as her hands slid away from my body leaving me sensually shook. Her footfalls told me that she'd returned to her perch, waiting. I glanced over my shoulder finding this was the case indeed as Ms. One waited there like she'd never moved. She wasn't looking but waiting all the same as I found the courage to strip nude. Ms. One turned looking at me just as my pants slid down midthigh.
She became animated reaching down to her hips suddenly snapping two tiny metallic clasps.
That last bit of material was tossed aside as I fumbled out of the remaining scraps of clothing covering my body. The floor was heated a bit as I walked across the fluffy white carpeting to Ms. One. My prick was pointing out in front in accusatory fashion finding the twenty-five year old guilty. My cock was so hard, it was veritably vibrating covered with some sprouting veins.
I glanced in her direction finding her lips slightly apart, nostrils flaring. It was the first time I noticed Renee visibly excited chalking it up to the reveal of her alter ego, Ms. One. Those eyes bore into me seeming to get brighter until we were furiously making out in nasty, sloppy fashion. Her nails dug trenched into my right buttock while she handled me with her freehand taking ownership of my member. I felt myself being inserted into the prominent gap between her thighs.
Her labia sandwiched me deep as Ms. One tightened her legs together clawing into my other buttock. My shaft was riding deep lengthwise between her lower lips allowing me to feel just how steaming hot she was beneath. Her back was resting the walls as she pulled me tight against her body. She was literally dripping and running down my shaft.
Her nails dug further, painfully into my buttock, these little pin pricks lighting up the senses. Our faces were close together, the heat from our synched breathing occupying the space between us. Her lips were glistening in the darkness slightly apart. Her tongue flickered behind them drawing me in until we were soulfully kissing replete with dueling tongues and copious amounts of saliva.
Slurping and sucking sounds were wholly audible as she handled my hips at first awkwardly pushing until I tried to back away, then slamming my pelvis into her muff. This happened a few times before I realized what she wanted. Ms. One wanted her thigh gap fucked viciously and I was more than willing to oblige. I ended up leaning against the wall palms flattened leaning into her body.
The friction and slickness was mind numbing along with the moisture. Ms. One was dripping wet slathering her essence with every oily stroke of my hips. She tightened her thighs around my cock increasing the pleasure exponentially for both of us. Ms. One really got into it forcing me to arch into the vise tight inverted triangle informed by the negative space between her thighs.
In seconds she was matching the intensity arching into me just as fervently. I wanted to reach down for dual handfuls of that huge pale derriere but found that I had to steady myself to accommodate her. She was starting to audibly moan and gasp, popping her hips into mine just as intently. Her large sloping breasts were full, barely moving, just swaying side to side as she added different speeds to her actions.
This became a bit too much sending me over the precipice in short order. I could feel the undercuff of her proud fifty inches cradling and teasing the head of my prick. Another tinging sensation was added to the mix as my inner thighs seized up. Ms. One apparently sensed a shift in my movements working harder to tighten her thighs further while creaming all over my tumescence.
We knew jointly that I would cum buckets in short order but didn't care bumping and grinding like out lives depended on it. Even in the dim darkness, her cheeks were flushed giving her symmetrical features a cherubic quality. I lunged in closer pushing into her with rising fervor as torrents of precum ran down her inner thighs mixed with juices that were lubricating everything.
She cupped my chin kissing and sucking on my bottom lip still working my hips with her hands, nails digging into the flesh keeping me alert. Ms. One was smoldering in this respect taking things further when I thought we'd reached a zenith of mutual skinship. Her kisses became more predatory, voracious with laps of the tongue to my chin and left cheek as the humidity engulfed us wholesale. Her lips pressed into my cheek nipping it before a discovery was made of my neck.
It seemed like she was doing her best to give me a hickey with this sustained suction that forced me to press into her more. Just as her hands were blanketing my buttocks, I came to the realization that she was fucking me tonight and not the other way around.
This meant that I would be riding it out in dramatic fashion however things played out. Both of us were synched up arching into one another allowing our pelvises to slap together audibly. I could feel her creaming all over my cock despite there being no penetration. The thought lingered in corners of my mind to take it further and impale her, but the logical side vetoed the idea murdering the inherent stupidity off where it stood. At this point I was fully engorged and fattened between her legs with my stomach doing flip flops as I began the final lap.



Ms. One wrapped her right arm around my back reaching up hooking fingers into my opposite shoulder blade. I felt myself melting away, already yielding to her embrace in what should've been a violation of my masculinity. Since the first time I'd come into her home, she'd always had my number whenever she wanted. It had been a sticking point between us recently as she chided me for being swayed by her appearance.
Now, here was a demonstration of blatant hypocrisy as she used that talking point, her power over me for her own ends. Doubtless she sussed out my opinion on things but would never speak of it without being prompted verbally. Ms. One was something new altogether a release of sorts. The space between our grinding bodies subtly contracted until we were rubbing into one another.
My spike was taken for a wet, oily ride between her thighs occasionally brushing up into the bottom of her healthy cheeks. I reached my limit groaning in distressed fashion, involuntarily twitching, eventually trembling as her rolling gyrating hips coaxed me across the finish line. She sensed the inevitable in my shortness of breath clamping her legs tightly together as I began to climax.
Those heavenly lower lips were sliding effortlessly along my shaft with the this slick sound accompanying my rising grunts. Her rolling hips made me whimper into her ear clutched tightly in her embrace. I could literally feel the spunk surging along my shaft causing goosebumps to sprout all over my body as the first scintillating burst hit.
I yelped like a wounded animal as she worked at milking my load.
Ms. One loosened her grip reaching down withdrawing my member aiming it at her mound. Her jacking fist became a blur of motion earning multiple ropes of sticky ejaculate. Her muff completely soiled, Ms. One rubbed the tip of my penis into the mess for a few seconds before dabbing some of it with her free hand.
I got a shock when she slurped my spunk off her fingers, following up with more until her muff was clean.
I watched silent, chest thumping as she finished her green eyes staring up at my shocked expression. Her hand continued stroking my member as we exchanged positions with my back against the wall this time. My hands were freed to cup and fondle her breasts as much as I wanted. Ms. One reacted slightly to my touch with a barely there gasp upon contact.
Her breasts sloped perfectly, full, and defiant against my groping fingers. It felt like two powerful muscles pushing back against the pressure being applied. She batted away my hands leaning in taking a nipple between her lips slurping and rolling her tongue on it. Eventually she slathered saliva all over my pec before drifting over to the other. All the while, her hand was applying a twisting motion at the base of my shaft.
My greedy fingers would not be denied going for the twin globes of the heart shaped derriere, hungrily squeezing. Ms. One moved in closer allowing me to sate my tactile lust for a few moments twirling her tongue on my sternum. It was an odd feeling as she used both hands to masturbate me, breathing heavily. Her lips provided a strong suction in that area of my chest as I gradually lost my coveted grip of her back porch as she knelt open legged before me.
The pale beauty engulfed all of me between her lips to the base framing her lips with both thumbs and pointer fingers. My moans echoed across the living room as she unveiled a new technique throating me only to draw her lips back agonizingly slow.
Ms. One drew her lips backwards across my throbbing meat until the head remained solely in her mouth. Her tongue swirled and teased the tip until I was fit to be tied before sinking deep until the base of my member touched her lips. This occurred in seven intervals before she went for broke wantonly sucking me off incorporating the use of her fingers doing quite a bit of fondling, groping, and pinching herself.
She found her stride working wet and sloppy making me shiver and squirm from her touch. Renee Kelly had been blurred, obscured, and overwritten with this new aspect. I recalled the subtle changes in her appearance letting the realization come naturally that I'd witnessed the birth of Ms. One over the last few weeks.
She was never the same after finding out that my cousin slept with one of her employees. I remembered the shattered woman clinging tightly to me unwilling to let go in her grief. To the outside world she was cold, calculating segregating her valuable warmth solely to her heir apparent, little Daisy Kelly with bits or crumbs left to my cousin Jaquan. The frenzied sex and desperation was unbecoming for a time merging with my own bruised feelings as the other half of the equation.
Seeing her so distraught and embattled caused me to go towards Yoli with this flimsy excuse about taking the power back. I thought I'd managed things and found a way to placate her burned edges, but I was wrong. The creature kneeling at my crotch was sucking me off with that same amount of desperation.
Something had taken hold deep down inside her psyche and blossomed into Ms. One.
The entirety of my tumescence disappeared between her lips for nearly ten minutes before she drew back releasing a dripping, vein imbedded bar of chocolate. Ms. One knelt on her haunches gasping , chest heaving as she surveyed her handiwork. It felt like I could cum at any moment and especially if she took me whole again.
Instead she turned on all fours crawling into the center of the plush white rug covering that part of her living room floor. This woman knew what I wanted at all times assuming a frog-like stance on the rug waiting. The inverted heart was presented, offered in the dimly lit room. She faced away from me with her legs parted, displaying her glistening peach.
"Even if you cum, don't stop." Ms. One whispered wetly.
She was blisteringly hot inside, gooey with lust and tight. The second the tip of my crown started penetrating her, Ms. One pushed backward engulfing me just remaining there letting us both enjoy the sensation. Her pale butt popped each cheek individually, then both giving me enough visual stimulation to wildly thrust deep. She arched her back into the thrusts slinking down onto her belly.
I followed her down to the plush carpet embedded balls deep. My knees drew up adjacent to her wide hips giving me leverage to pound her snatch as hard as I wanted. I was trembling all over, shivering like I was freezing as I plunged her from behind. I didn't know if I could last as Ms. One tensed up around me on every outward motion.
"AWWWWNNNN, FUCK ME HARD AS YOU CAN!!" She gasped in the darkness making me go from 0 to 1000 in seconds. I bucked into her hard shaking all over clapping those big pale cheeks like my life depended on it. Ms. One was giving me a stationary target.
Her snatch was creaming, spongy to the intrusion as I made a mess of it with no fucks given. Both of us were sweating profusely. She was lying flat with her head turned left, unmoving. Every time I pushed in to the hilt she would let out this sighing gasp that excited me to no end. It was soft, womanly, and audibly stimulating hearing my thrusts accompanied by these squelching sounds.
I was arching my back as much as possible into her cunt. At one point, I pushed as far into her as I could letting it rest in her steaming canal. Ms. One took the opportunity to sway and move her hips horizontally, then vertically then followed with instant rotating, bucking her hips in intervals. This continued for a good fifteen minutes ending when I started flooding her with cum. She knew how to please a man ten times over tightening up around me as her hips methodically bucked, milking me in dramatic fashion.
Ms. One laid there face down spread eagle stuffed to the brim with my endowment, creampied to oblivion rubbing the plush white carpet underneath us. She was literally caressing it as you would a pet, softly gasping. I instinctively pushed forward prompting her to sway that fifty inch derriere underneath. There was a slight change in her moans, becoming more breezy as I stroked my half erect tumescence inside.
She'd instructed me to keep going and I was starting to feel myself fatten engulfed by her slimy walls. The view of her butt barely moving in a light twerking motion was coaxing me back, making me hard as a rock. Right at the top of her heart shaped butt, these dimples appeared just inches below her waist attesting to the internal effort being exerted on my meat. Ms. One shifted a bit looking over her shoulder at me.
"Come, lay beside me." Both of us rolled on our sides still connected, still merging in slow measured strokes. Her lush butt pressed into my lower abdomen and crotch cradling everything exposed.
Her shapely leg rose slowly in the air hanging there until I took custody of it. This allowed extra depth into her steaming pot which prompted me to buck into her fervently. Ms. One's breathy moans and whimpering took me places sending jolts of sexual electricity racing along my member and inner thighs. She was foamy inside, some of it running down the deep crack of her ass. The sounds coming from our coupling went lathery along with this rising cadence in her voice.
Ms. One was about to cum, and it excited me more than anything. Our movements were a bit out of synch at this moment with her getting wiggly.
There were goosebumps popping up along her spine and upper arms. She arched in a dangerous curve of the lower spine pushing everything into me until there was nowhere to go. I held in place as she rolled her hips trying a plethora of speeds and counter clockwise movements. Audibly there were little huffs of heated breath coming in increasing erratic intervals as Ms. One got herself over the precipice using me as a stationary mount.
"MMMM-MMMUHHHH,MUH,MUH, MMMMMMMM SHIT!! FUHHHHH-UUUUCKKK!!" Ms. One seized up going wild in my grasp, flopping around like a wet fish, but maintaining the airtight seal between her derriere and my crotch. She was exploding, tensing, and massaging my cock with her walls. The deep intakes of air and the subsequent huffs of air gave me the impression Ms. One was doing her best not to cry out. Her immovable resolve maintained even in alter ego.
"MMMMM-MMMMMMMM-MUUUHHHHTH-FUFFF-FUH,FUH, FUUHHHKKKK!! GET IT OUT!! TAKE IT OUT!!" Ms. One shifted disengaging us with a roll to her side, but quickly rolled over back into me draping an arm across my chest possessively.
"LAY DOWN FLAT, DON'T MOVE!! DON'T FUCKING MOVE OR I'LL KILL YOU!!" I got an extreme closeup of her face twisted into a weird half angry, half euphoric mask of sexual agony.
Her pale cheeks were streaked with running mascara dripping off her face onto mine as she mounted my body. There was this frenzied movement of limbs between us resulting in Ms. One pinning one of my arms over my head as she scooted back into my erection. I felt my cock slide into her rear cleavage as her palm appeared over my face inches out.
"Just-stay still; don't do anything; let me have this my way, okay?" Ms. One was gasping as I nodded my acquiescence. She slowly leaned back, one of her arms reaching back with me feeling her fingers handling me seconds afterward.
"UH-UHHHHHH-OH, OOOOOHHHHHH, AHHHHHHHHH!!" She pushed me against her backdoor unexpectedly, looking down at my reaction between her large sloping breasts. Our intermingled juices, two parts cream mixed with a abundance of perspiration were a potent natural lubricant. Her knees buckled together as she squatted over my body eventually spreading her shapely gams, wide.
I was given a full view of my cock deep in her ass completely sheathed.
"DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!!"
That big pale butt bounced on my pelvis in perfect cadence with her exasperated instruction as Ms. One beat out an impromptu dirty limerick using my shaft as a musical instrument. Those milky globes felt heavenly bouncing in my lap. It was what she wanted, and I was more than willing to let Renee get it out of her system, so I went slack with my arms over my head. She was getting it in with increasing intensity, rebuilding the climax she'd aborted halfway.
"AHHHH-AAHHHH, AWWWW, MMMMM-MMMMM-AWWWNNNNN!! CUMMING ON YOUR DICK!! CUMMING ON YOUR DICK!! CUMMING ON YOUR DICK!! MMMMM-AWWWWWNNNNNN -AWWWW SHIT!! FUH-FUH-FUKKK!!"
A burst of moisture exploded from her quim, some of the spray reaching my face. A few more burst followed in fits and starts before she lost it in a screaming fit as a sustained spray completely undated me with her liquid lust. Ms. One had been leaning backward atop me supporting her weight with both hands, but she reached down slapping furiously at her clit. Some of the wetness was spraying outward between her fingers.
Ms. One was completely flushed from her forehead to her abdomen in a way I'd never seen before. I couldn't tell you what was going on in my mind laying there on her carpet taking it like a champ until she rolled away into a fetal position next to my left side. My cock was still pointing upward as she recovered herself facing away down towards my feet.
"Ah shit, don't do nothing; I-I'm not finished, yet." She sounded finished while I was chalking my tumescence up to the shocking display of her raw sexuality. Ms. One wearily turned half crawling to my crotch where she handled my member vacuum sucking on half of it before mounting. She whimpered a bit gingerly inserting me with huffs until I was embedded.
"Just- Let me, AAAHHH-AAAHHH-have you for tonight. Don't do anything but lay there. Please, just don't move or anything."
There was a sliver of vulnerability in her voice which went contrary to her sudden movements. Ms. One draped over my torso pressing her lips against mine. It wasn't a kiss, but her tongue lapped at my lips until I opened up allowing entrance.
The tip of her tongue probed around meekly teasing my own until I became more animated graduating into a full blown make out session as her butt rabbited, fluttering into my pelvis. I'd definitely done damage even able to feel our mixed juices running down my shaft inundating my crotch. I could feel her tensing up on each inward thrust as she continued fucking me on her living room floor.
"Can you feel it?"
"Huh?"
"Can you feel how hard I'm fucking you?" I could feel everything. She was putting this pressure on the middle of my shaft every time she ground into me; engulfing me deep on the outward strokes.
I was being devoured.
"Yeah."
"Wouldn't you like to have this, all the time?" She asked out of the blue.
I hesitated answering the non-answer dying behind my lips as she rode me to nirvana. It caught me off guard sending my thoughts to my cousin and her daughter for the second time that evening. It was so out of character for her to ask something of this manner, especially in the midst of a tryst.
Her head was resting on my chest. I could feel her breath hot on my pecs. Her hands were caressing my sides lazily while her big butt worked at grinding me up, bouncing and clapping on my crotch. I was immediately a coward closing my eyes with an audible moan building inside.
"Aren't you gonna answer me?" She asked again in the darkness.
"Ms. One." I mumbled.
She perked up elbows resting painfully on my chest peering at my face. My eyes weren't fully closed, but an extreme squint allowing me to look at her face. Her own narrow, slanted eyes widened in perceived desperation for seconds before becoming slits themselves as she righted herself riding me cowgirl. Her brow furrowed, nostrils receding back while gritting her teeth.
I could feel an unintentional storm brewing inside this one of a kind woman as she popped and bucked into me.
Those huffs of air became angry grunts activated by my silence. I didn't know how to answer the question considering what she might be suggesting. I wondered if she were thinking of how things would be explained to my cousin Jaquan, or even her child who'd already come to know me as her father's relative. The reality of the question informed my lack of an answer, but I couldn't tell a queen that.
Her nails raked down my pecs and abdomen, hands rising up cupping the undersides of her breasts as she rode me like her life depended on it. Both of us were merged together feeling every minute nerve and spark across our collective synapses.
The movements of her waist and hips flowed up into her abdomen, fingers digging deep into the supple flesh of her perfect chest pinching and rolling her nipples. The expression on her face remained the same as she arched her back again driving her cunt into my muted thrusts. It felt like she was forcing an answer out of me as I started grunting and whining in like manner.
"Ms. One!!" I whimpered.
"MS. ONE AIN'T HERE ANYMORE!!" She violently snatched the wig from her head in this sweeping motion spiking it into my face as she shook out her full head of hair. The expensive camera glasses meant to hide and distort her features slid across the living room floor.
"Renee?"
The music had long since stopped leaving only the stifling humidity and scent drummed up by our bodies. It seemed darker in the living room despite the presence of those cylindrical lamps in its corners.
Renee Kelly stopped humping me on a dime, staring down at my face. I opened my eyes looking up into her light green eyes which were catching the light, almost glowing surrounded by pools of darkness. Her cheeks were smudged with running mascara, lips apart huffing.
Her hanging brunette locks were still tinged with highlights of rich earthen hues barely perceptible. Her head cocked from one side to the other examining my face finding my reticence. Her hands cupped my cheeks in similar fashion to the clips I'd seen online, lips coming in quivering for a weak kiss.
"Are you going to answer me, or not?"
I was still captured inside her body as she sat upright breathing hard. Renee Kelly left no doubt what was being asked of me point blank in the darkness of her home. There was no mention of her situation with Jaquan or the effect her question would have on her own daughter. At that exact moment Vicky Stone popped into my head which was weird considering we'd just met only a day and a half earlier.
In that instant I came to believe her actions motivated by the arrival of another perceived alpha-female, a rival more than willing to engage her in any way possible. There wasn't anything outside of light banter and the physical going on between Vicky and myself, but she'd challenged Renee. This was merely a way of asserting her dominance over the situation.
"I'll give you everything back; you can do whatever you like and, the apartment below me is still empty. I can make it yours, and Mintzy likes you. We'll be close all the time and I'll come down and share a bed with you." Her Faustian offer threw me further for a loop putting things in perspective.
Renee Kelly esteemed baby mama number two, was bartering.
"She can't give you anything, but I can give you the world. I can help you make money, a lot of it and not just with the website. You know how smart I am, you know what I bring to the table. What can that trashy bitch give you besides her stankin puss? Haven't I proven myself enough? I bought you into my circle and gave myself to you! If you're mad about the way I treated you, then I apologize!! You can have everything you want, okay?!!"
The mascara was running down her pale cheeks again as she started to panic. I knew it was her plan to enthrall and open my nose further than before. I'd fumbled things badly, not answering her and perhaps it was for the best. Renee Kelly was exposed, desperate and raw unintentionally making Vicky Stone larger than life, a threat to her all-encompassing ego.



I thought again of my mother's assessment of Ms. Kelly as a control freak finding merit in her words. I doubted the validity of Renee's offer pushing up on my elbows looking directly at her face. Her flawless symmetrical beauty was a mirror of the scarred, fragile creature hiding behind it.
"Won't you answer me?" She was almost begging.
A wave of emotion overtook me as I cupped the back of her head drawing Renee in for a fleeting soulful kiss. In reality, we'd only been in one another's lives for a brief moment, but it felt like a lifetime. I'd come to know this fierce uncompromising woman on many tiers mentally, spiritually, and otherwise. I drew back still raised up supporting my weight on elbows watching pensively.
"What about Jaquan?" I cowardly whispered hoping to deflect the outcome defeating myself in that instant.
Her green eyes widened more than ever before gradually becoming slits surrounded by pools of darkness. That was the only thing that changed on her face, but it spoke volumes as she began to work her muff in a methodical sawing motion. Renee's chin dipped into her chest causing her locks to cover her eyes a little, but there was no doubt she was looking deep into my eyes.
Her lower lip hung a bit as she huffed riding me in silence knowing what she wanted to hear. It was the moment I was supposed to melt declaring unwavering fealty to this black queen. I knew what I was supposed to say, knew it was the easy way out of a situation outside of going cold turkey. Something inside kept me from answering even though it was on the tip of my lips fighting to be free.
Lady or the tiger, indeed.
Her face was glistening in the darkness, more of the heavy mascara running down her cheeks, some dirty droplets hitting my torso and parts of my abdomen. I could feel her all-encompassing will pressuring me to answer her siren call and forswear a perceived rival.
Renee Kelly was unused to be denied on any level and usually responded with overwhelming force or razor sharp coercion when angered or threatened.
Those huffs were going a bit longer now as her nostrils flared. Those ethnically cute nostrils which were a plain indicator of her ethnicity sitting in the center of her pale face. Those huffs again, going longer becoming labored moans of pleasure and despair. She wanted me to bend more than anything in the world at that moment.
It became too much as she flattened against my chest reaching up softly caressing my shoulders. She peppered my sternum with little kisses before lapping at a nipple, then suckling it. Every downward thrust of her heart shaped derriere lingered just that much longer. I could feel her pressing down on the base of my cock with everything she had. Renee was giving it her all, but I was otherwise verbally mute to her efforts.
I wanted to yield to her wishes, but the promise of nothing but a prefab space in her circle held little sway now that I knew she could take it away on a whim. I didn't want to become a part of the strange porous entanglement that currently engulfed so many people. Now I was breathing just as hard, matching her long, intensive moans and gasps unintentionally.
Her tongue was twirling around my nipple, taking little bites and nips as she mashed and ground into me still holding for minute long intervals. It felt heavenly but I was mentally preoccupied knowing this woman was in a similar state. She felt as if she always had to be five to fifteen steps ahead at all times.
I kept telling myself that Renee would do something crazy because I denied her, but those fluttering hips made me care less as time passed.
I hate to admit it, but it felt like we were drifting away on a cloud. Renee face down in my chest, began shaking and nodding her head making these agitated moans. Her hair itched a little as she straightened up a bit fully draping my body. This fiery tinge of pleasure shot though my shaft centering on the tip of my crown.
I was about to cum and this would be the end of it for tonight. Maybe the end of things for us, after tonight?
Her arms encircled me, fingers interlocking at my back as she adjusted drawing her knees level with my hips. All I could see was the top of her head shaking and nodding as she hooked her chin over my right shoulder. Then her nails dug into my shoulder blades from the back. Her lips nuzzled my neck, tongue darting out spear like into the sensitive flesh. That enticing suction sent waves of pleasure everywhere earning this sustained moans.
That butt was rolling, grinding, and wringing me out, but she was otherwise immobile. I could feel her taking me from stem to just under the tip of my crown with these deep strokes. Suddenly I felt a surge of hatred for my cousin knowing he spoke truth to power in his assessment of this woman as a queen he'd sullied.
Renee's teeth suddenly came out of nowhere sinking into my shoulder blade.
That sudden bit of fleeting pain sent a shockwave coursing through my cock as I climaxed hard filling her cunt to the brim. Renee mashed down wedging her cunt airtight into my crotch taking everything as I flopped around underneath. My legs were almost mimicking a run in place getting traction in the plush carpeting. My lower back arched upward finding staunch resistance in the flawless figure holding me down. I realized her teeth were still embedded in my shoulder as I felt a sustained shiver running through her body.
Renee Kelly esteemed baby mama number two, was orgasming in perfect synch with my own powerful bursts.
There was nowhere I could go that her snapping cunt didn't follow, eagerly swallowing up my seed. Renee held her position clamped to my body as I bucked and shook, spewing everything left in my balls. My face twisted into an ugly mask, eyes squinting to shut out the white light and subsequent spots erupting across my corneas.
She was truly riding me like her life depended on it. If ever I married in some future time; thoughts of Renee Kelly would intrude upon my honeymoon night. My mouth was agape, an actual stream of saliva running from its side. Renee lapped it up to my lips kissing me soulfully. I could taste the salty metallic flavor of my own blood on her lips. We were spent with nothing left. My eyes fluttering as I began to drift off.
"No, open your eyes and see." I forced my weary eyes open finding the beginnings of sunlight creeping into the living room.
Renee Kelly made good on her promise to fuck me until the sun came up.
I lost my sight to exhaustion feeling her dismount with the sudden rush of incoming air. Her scent was everywhere about my person as I listened to her careful movements. There was a bit of sniffling, some coughing and finally the unmistakable sound of sobbing.
I wanted to tell Renee what she wanted to hear, but I was imprisoned in my own body as the darkness clouded over what little cognizance remained. It felt as if I were falling into an abyss as Renee drifted away, likely forever. I tried to will myself to speak, but she was already gone from the living room as the sandman stole my consciousness.
...to be continued.
**************
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(RECAP)
"No, open your eyes and see." I forced my weary eyes open finding the beginnings of sunlight creeping into the living room.
Renee Kelly had made good on her promise to fuck me until the sun came up.
I lost my sight to exhaustion feeling her dismount with the sudden rush of incoming air. Her scent was everywhere about my person as I listened to her careful movements. There was a bit of sniffling, some coughing and finally the unmistakable sound of sobbing.
I wanted to tell Renee what she wanted to hear, but I was imprisoned in my own body as the darkness clouded over what little cognizance remained. It felt as if I were falling into an abyss as Renee drifted away, likely forever. I tried to will myself to speak, but she was already gone from the living room as the sandman stole my consciousness.
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"OW, WHAT?"
The pain in my right thigh was fleeting as I opened my eyes staring up at the white slightly glittery finish on the ceiling. It was the first time I noticed that particular aspect of Renee's living room. I was trashed tilting my head finding Rashida looking down at my face.
"Get your ass up; you gotta go nigga." I immediately realized I was nude going to cover my package with both hands lying on the carpet. She'd thrown my underwear over my business and I was grateful.
"Renee?"
"Don't worry about that shit; put your clothes on."
Rashida was all business, but there was a sliver of aggression in her tone that didn't go unnoticed. There were bits and pieces, little aches of the body left over from a night of savage lovemaking. The thought flittered through my mind as Rashida stood over me like a disparaging parent.
"What now?"
"What you mean, what now?"
"You mad at me about something, Rashida?" I didn't want to wait addressing the elephant in the room on the spot. The sunlight in the living room was biting causing me to shield my eyes as she scoffed.
"I ain't got no beef with you nigga; you might wanna put your clothes on before your trifling cousin show up with little Daisy."
"Oh shit." I got another surprise sitting up quickly in the buff.
Shawnee Thompson was leaning against the back of Renee's sofa, large donut, and plastic bottle of orange juice in hand. Her hyper-pear shaped figure was covered in a magenta velour track suit. The top was unzipped revealing a white Bowknot bustier matching the wedge lace up sneakers on her feet. This more form fitting attire and her makeup spoke to the influence of Renee Kelly, but her long hair tied off into dual Dutch braids harkened to her distinctive Latin heritage. She was meekly smiling with pronounced dimples enhancing her chubby cheeks.
"How long have you been there?"
"I put your boxers over your junk; you was laid out dead to the world." Shawnee chortled while Rashida nudged me with her foot again.
"GET YOUR CLOTHES ON AND GET OUT OF HERE!" There was no denying her attitude, but I decided to fight that battle another day.
Both of them stood there watching me get dressed. I was feeling it everywhere with images of Renee's tour de force performance throughout the night. It felt like I'd run a marathon as the question she asked flowed into my mind leaving traces of anxiety that started to sprout and grow.
Anxiety started to creep into my psyche as I pulled on my t-shirt facing Rashida and Shawnee. It was beyond weird seeing them side by side considering what happened upon their initial meeting. Rashida was wearing a paisley print tunic blouse and a pair of denim print jegging booty shorts designed to showcase her powerful legs. A pair of cheap flip flops were covering her feet.
"Where's Renee?" The large bandage on the bridge of her nose and some lingering bruises spoke to the embarrassing loss in that street fight with Yoli.
"Don't you worry about that; here take your shit and bounce!"
She pushed a tote bag into my arms gruffly which I unzipped finding Renee's camera equipment. I was puzzled, but Rashida handled my bicep sort of driving me towards the corridor leading to Renee's kitchen and the back door.
"What's up with you?" I asked again.
"Nothing, didn't I tell you Jaquan was coming here with Daisy?"
"He's my cousin in case you forgot; and we've all been with one another in various combinations over that last couple of days. Fuck what you say Rashida; this feels like bullshit."
"Man, I ain't gotta explain shit to you; I gotta run the shop today and you need to get up outta here!" Her alpha female attitude didn't faze me in no large part due to the memory of Yoli owning her physically. I was looking between her words at what was really being said.
"She wants me gone, right?" Rashida put her hands on her hips for a few seconds before crossing them over her bust.
"We can talk about it later, okay?" The attitude melted away leaving her looking exasperated.
"No."
I rushed to Renee's bedroom door shoving it open as her BFF futilely tried to stop me. I could feel Renee's presence on the other side wanting answers directly from her. The door swung open hitting the wall loudly. There was this rack of shoes on the back of the door that dislodged falling to the carpet.
Renee Kelly was sitting there in her bed propped up against the headboard on a large number of pillows.
An extra-large terry cloth bathrobe was loosely covering her nude body as the smell of body wash and perfume assailed my nostrils. A bed tray rested across her lap covered with various articles of makeup. She was holding a handful of cotton balls. It appeared that she was in the process of removing her makeup. Her face stuck with me devoid of the war paint she'd been wearing recently.
Her symmetrical unparalleled beauty remained unfettered, but her countenance was tragically stark. I noticed the bedding littered with discarded odds and ends giving me the impression she'd been occupying herself behind closed doors. I found the wig and thick glasses at the edge of the mattress, discarded. Her head weakly rolled in my direction; green eyes watery in an instant.
"He's going, sorry Renee." Rashida leaned inside cautiously pulling the door up closing it in my face. Renee's eyes never left me as the door closed with a muted thud. Rashida got in between me and the door, brow furrowed.
"You're going."
"Yeah, guess I am; take care of her." I'd never given esteemed baby mama number two, an answer to her question as I glanced to my right finding Shawnee standing there looking innocuous.
"Hey, I'll take you home, payaso." She offered.
Shawnee took the bag slinging it over her far shoulder walking me into the kitchen towards the backdoor. There was this weird dead feeling in the air. Rashida remained behind at her friend's bedroom door almost guarding it. There was no doubt Renee Kelly flamed out mentally after being denied.
She'd gone for broke, but I wouldn't relent out of multiple reasons, my wayward cousin, their small child and last but not least, her own stifling ego. I dealt a heavy blow to Renee by mentally running away from the question of personal inclusivity. There was little doubt she'd bounce back and likely come looking to assuage her ego in some way. It was a waiting game at this point as Shawnee walked beside me down to the back alley and her waiting Volkswagen beetle.
"So uhm, some night, huh?" Shawnee asked barely half a block away from Renee's building.
"It's private." I didn't waste words.
She let things sit for a while as I took stock of her appearance noticing the professional level makeup job and the multiple stud earrings in the ear facing me and the thin link white gold chain about her neck. Her scent changed as well leaving me befuddled whether it was some expensive perfume or a sweet smelling body wash. The slacker version of Shawnee Thompson had gone the way of the dinosaur. This new look was different, a more refined version of all that had come before.
"What?" She noticed me looking.
"What happened to you?" Shawnee chuckled shooting me a sly glance.
"I look busted or something?"
"More like you've been drinking the Kool-Aid; if you get my drift." She returned my assertion with a few chuckles that drifted off into the silence as we tooled down a few side streets towards my neighborhood. I'd mumbled my address as I got in beside her.
"No really, I don't look good or nothing?" She asked after a few minutes.
"That's not what I mean; looks like you been sleeping in Renee's closet or something. She make you her Mini-Me, or something?"
"¡¡Escucha a este hijo de puta de aquí!! ¡Tienes el descaro de estar hablando mierda sentado en mi auto como una cabeza de paloma!" This didn't sit well with Shawnee making her feel as though I was insulting her appearance.
"English please."
"Just cause you been fucking way up out your league all night make you think it's cool to throw shade at my glow up! I don't care what you think, I can look good too asshole! Fuck man, I'm more than just a big ass and you riding off my coattails anyway!! Renee got me straight personally and my money's right too!! I'm an influencer on social media and I got paper for wearing the product. What you got besides your dick in your motherfucking hand, huh?!!"
The rant came out of nowhere as we pulled up to a red light.
"You got me baby." I replied dryly before opening the door leaving her alone in the car.
Luckily, there was a bus stop that would carry me the rest of the way home as Shawnee drove off making a point to burn rubber pulling off. The noxious feeling lingered in the air about me as I sat on the bench waiting. The look on Renee's face haunted me. It felt like I'd done some sort of horrific act that burst the fragile bubble that was our implied relationship of convenience.
Honestly, it felt like somebody had died as I started to regret not going with it and acquiescing to her wishes. She likely took it as my choice of a woman I barely knew over her. I tried to think from her perspective finding that my nonverbal denial would seem a slap in the face after all she'd brought to the table since we started hanging.
My mind drifted back to the morning after she'd learned of my cousin's infidelity with her employee, Yoli. Both of us took dual hits finding comfort in one another. At that moment she'd become a little more human in my eyes and I hated seeing her like that. I think I was more comfortable with her being ten steps ahead of everyone else in the room.
I couldn't take it running back to her unstable admirer with a half assed story about taking back the power. Almost everything since we met was virgin territory. Her sudden aggressive turn caught me and everyone else in her sphere off guard dredging up even more hidden betrayals. It was like she wanted to push everyone around her to the limit, including me.
I opened the bag finding the camera, and related equipment along with some portable drives that likely contained everything she'd been working on up until last night. This had an air of finality to it that left me shook, but still smart enough not to call her up.
I wondered if this latest meltdown came due to Vicky Stone's flippant attitude and overt defiance or was it born of my denial?
"Fuck me." I told myself as the bus appeared.
The weight of things had me forswearing the production of more content as I reached the corner across the street from my corner house. I still needed a shower and the comfort of my own bed. Knowing Renee, I'd decided to wait and see if the other boot dropped. My interaction with Shawnee was disconcerting as well. Ms. Kelly had taken the former slacker under her wing transforming her into a plus sized imitation.
At this point, it was all about the money. This made me wonder about Andre who'd become lost in the shuffle since we first met. Part of me felt as if he'd been a bargaining piece, the price of admission into Renee Kelly's circle. Esteemed baby mama number two definitely made good use of the impromptu stud. Thinking about the scenes she'd shot featuring herself, felt like some manner of self-imposed litmus test.
"WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?!" I walked in as my mother was heading in my direction to leave for work.
************************************
Ninety minutes later I was lying in my bed staring at the ceiling after a particularly biting parental monologue from my mother that ended with me actually being "grounded" for a week at age nineteen. I was emotionally drained besides being physically depleted from a night in Renee Kelly's arms.
I replayed our tryst over and over again in my head finding that it felt distinctly different from previous encounters.
Renee's desperation read wrong on so many levels but didn't lead anywhere logical and that was singularly scaring the shit out of me. She was playing some game and I didn't know if I was across the chessboard or a puzzle piece. My phone started ringing at that moment.
"Hello?"
"Hey man, you forget about me or something?" It was Vicky Stone, Renee's nemesis and my, whatever we were becoming.
"Hardly, what's up?"
"What're you doing fool?" I felt a welcome lightness in her banter.
"Laying down actually, I was trying to get some rest."
"WRONG!"
"Excuse me?"
"WRONG FOOL!" Vicky repeated again making me smile and facepalm.
"Okay I'll bite, what am I doing Vicky?"
"Meeting me at the park by your house in like, NOW!"
Her playful banter was infectious making me grin to myself. After our initial hiccup of mutual first impressions, I had to admit we clicked on some level at least.
"Oh well, I'm grounded."
"Grounded, how fucking old are you nigga?" She sounded incredulous at my predicament.
"Nineteen, actually closer to twenty."
"Get your ass over here; got me waiting outside getting bit by fucking mosquitos and shit."
"Coming dear."
I stretched the truth a bit taking time to jump into the shower freshening up before tossing on a hoodie some boardshorts and sandals. It was only ten minutes or less, but I still felt a little anxious walking to the park to see Vicky Stone. It was just after eleven in the morning as I neared the edge of the park noticing what was unmistakably Vicky sitting at some picnic benches under a tree near the opposite side of the area.
My heart thumped at the sight of her sitting on top of the table in this all white ensemble consisting of a spaghetti strap tank and matching shorts. She looked like some giant kid sitting there looking at the face of her phone. Vicky noticed me quickly getting up giving me a view of the flimsy looking scallop hemmed shorts stretched across her lower half. Vicky met me halfway out in the field smiling evilly.
"HAAAAAY-AAAAAYYYY!!" Vicky spread her arms wide wanting a big hug but palmed my face when I went in arms outstretched. She roughly pushed me in the center of the face.
"What the fuck Vicky?!"
She giggled coming back towards me again grinning like a jackal with a slap to the bicep that stung a bit before backing away giggling. Ms. Stone was acting like some oversized kid bouncing back as I noticed the sheer nature of her clothing. It was made of some knit material that left nothing really to the imagination if you looked hard enough.
Vicky did this sort of pirouette giving me a view of the back and providing a reason why she'd been sitting on that picnic table waiting. Her rear cleavage was absolutely ridiculous hard tan lines and all way below the hem of those knit bottoms which fit loosely in the back catching the light breeze.
"OH SHIT!" I was instantly lost in the moment as Vicky stopped on a dime making me crash into her body for a few seconds.
"Asshole!"
Vicky rewarded me with an even rougher shove to the sternum that nearly caused me to topple over. My left foot was on a rock in the field contributing to the near accident. I barely caught myself as she ran a few feet forward towards the tables with this lively laughter, jiggling cheeks, and all.
"HEY COME HERE GIRL!!" I found myself running after her, both of us acting like grade schoolers.
"YOU CAN'T CATCH ME!!!" Vicky took off running hard. It was equally difficult not to laugh at her awkward gait because she looked like a big ostrich running across the grass with her arms folded across her chest. Her horseplay got the better of me as I closed the distance between us reaching out unsure if I wanted to grab her arm or that big, jiggling butt.
"BRING THAT ASS HERE VICKY!!" She glanced back finding me a fingertip's distance away suddenly kicking it into overdrive bounding easily away from me laughing and giggling like a demented toddler.
"COME ON, CAN'T YOU KEEP UP BITCH?!!" Vicky taunted.
"HATE YOU!!"
I picked things up from my end speeding after her as she neared the picnic tables. My left hand was outstretched aimed directly at her bouncing cheeks, tan lines, and all. I figured I deserved something for the impromptu workout. Vicky suddenly stopped short of the tables so quickly that I wasn't going to be able to avoid colliding with her.
"MOTHER-FUCKER!!"
Her fist smashed into my nose flattening it with the force of a battering ram. It was so sudden and vicious; I was instantly laid out on the grass looking up at the afternoon sun. It honestly felt like I'd been hit in the face with a baseball bat.
Her stunningly beautiful face appeared in my field of vision as a bird flew by overhead. She looked pissed off to the ninth degree.
"Vicky-whas, why did you, do that?" I stammered tasting a bit of blood that trickled from my abused nostril. My nose was obviously busted. One of her thick legs flew across my chest as she stood over me open legged giving me a view of her virtue.
She'd gone commando.
"You got me fucked up."
"Whut- Vicky, what're you talking about?" I didn't know what she might do next hearing some faint laughter from other pedestrians off in the distance. Vicky dropped her phone onto my sternum, her face completely flushed with anger.
"What is this Vicky?"
"LOOK-AT-IT-NIGGA!!" I fidgeted a bit raising it to my eyes finding something that stopped me cold.
I was laid out on Renee's white rug my head partially obscured while she reclined in a resting buddha pose beside me, both of us wearing our birthday suits. Renee's face was hidden, cut out of the pic from the bridge of her nose downward, big areas of her nude body reddened with a scratch or two. I fared no better in the buff with a caked up, cum stained abdomen, crotch and even visibly my inner thighs as well. The evidence of an epic night of lovemaking was right before my eyes and it was...nasty.
"Shit."
"Keep looking at that shit, there's more. KEEP LOOKING OR I'M GONNA STOMP YOUR NUTS, BITCH!!" I scrolled to the next pic finding another blow to the head.
Rashida was there from the shoulders down, nude with that confirmed sixty two inches of dark chocolate on full display. So big was her rear end, my crotch was obscured from view because she was lying beside me.
I scrolled to the next pic finding the same with the added element of Renee's hand in frame grabbing a clawing handful of Chi Town Thunda's enormous butt. It looked to all the world as if we'd enjoyed a threesome. My heart was racing as I found another unexpected clip, a thirty second video.
"FUCKING ASS, I'M GONNA...!!!" There was no mistaking the enormous dueling cheeks of Shawnee Thompson, a woman I'd discovered and christened Ms. WTF!!



She was sitting, rather grinding atop my prone body.
I was completely knocked out from the frenzied unyielding sexual gauntlet at the hands of Renee's alter ego, Ms. One. There was no way I was actually fucking Shawnee in that clip or so I thought as two pairs of hands, milk and dark chocolate dipped into frame jointly spreading her mountainous cheeks apart to reveal my business firmly implanted in the slacker's Latina cooch. I was rendered mute, incredulous at the hatchet job done to my reputation in one single night.
Esteemed baby mamma number two hated Vicky Stone that much; but I knew the truth.
"Vicky?"
"Give me my phone." One of her eyes was twitching and Vicky was grinding her teeth still standing over me.
"I can-explain this."
"GIMME MY FUCKING PHONE!!" I inadvertently scrolled finding a final pic of my defiled member firmly in Renee's grasp with the accompanying text.
"ALL YOURS NOW" was written in all caps with a definitive sense of finality to things signifying what I believed to be an end to our relationship, personal, working or otherwise.
Vicky made good on her threat suddenly stomping down on my crotch making me double over in a fetal position on the grass. She reached down swiping the phone from my hands stalking off. I lay there watching her stomp off only to suddenly stop and come charging back enraged. I sat up ready to deflect any punch or kick, but none was forthcoming as she stared at me breathing hard, fists clenched.
"You had me fooled; I knew about that dumb shit with Tressie, but she's just fucked in the head man. We took care of that shitty pastor, but I guess there's always another fucker waiting right around the corner, huh nigga? If I ever see that milk bitch of yours, it's a wrap for her. Fuck you man, fuck you with everything I am you bastard. I WASN'T SUPPOSED TO FEEL ANYTHING!!!"
Vicky ran off past the picnic tables, the sidewalk and disheveled, unkempt grass on its opposite side to a waiting car. I looked after her finding a horrific sight as she got in shotgun in the front seat. Her declared boyfriend was sitting behind the wheel. His head turned in my direction, those evil eyes glaring at me for a second or two while Vicky was hunched over in the front seat hiding her face.
His street name was Demon, and he was Tressie's brother and a walking nightmare.
His car slowly pulled away from the curb moving down the street like it was a Sunday drive. I sat on the grass watching until it disappeared from sight. Once it was gone, the heaviness of the situation set in on me feeling like a boulder on my chest. I laid back down looking up into the sky pondering everything that happened during the night trying to figure out when it happened. The whole thing still felt like some kind of enchantment cast about my person.
Other than Shawnee, those pics were taken during the night but I didn't distinctly remember falling asleep. I realized this was Renee's endgame, the thing she'd been alluding to the whole time right under my nose. Ms. One had come into being slowly right before my eyes from the moment I found her about to go out on an evening with my cousin Jaquan.
My mind shifted back to an earlier night when Renee approached just before dawn. She took me in similar fashion, but last night was a masterful sexual performance.
I dug out my phone dialing up Renee finding expectantly that my call went straight to voicemail. I called again and again despite knowing the result beforehand almost going into a panic. Some part of me thought Renee would offer some sort of explanation or even gloat, but I got nothing. The same happened with Rashida but I only called half the number of times realizing I was blocked.
By the time I got around to Shawnee, there was no surprises left in the tiny box that made up my mind. Ms. WTF had gone so far as to block me on social media. I couldn't look at the pages I'd created for her. I bit my lower lip trying to control myself figuring out the scope of the premeditated attack against my person as I dialed up my cousin Jaquan.
BLOCKED
Now that fucking hurt even more than the others because my cousin sold me down the river after getting me involved in the first place. I thought about the first time I'd met Renee Kelly that afternoon a while ago after he ditched her for a piece of ass. I was miles down the rabbit hole before I even knew it. She'd been coyly giving me hints this entire time and I was too stupid to figure it out.
Lady or the Tiger, right?
I'd been sitting in a cage with the tiger as my jailer. I was used and not for my talent either; I'd become a living weapon of mind destruction used to lay my cousin low. Those first times we'd been together stuck in Jaquan's gut like a bowie knife twisting over and over again until he capitulated. After he literally knocked me out, Renee had become emboldened keeping me beside her fogging me over with her associates.
I doubted Rashida was initially on board, but benefitted none the less, now having a revamped platform to make more money than before using her massive derriere. I thought about Shawnee working it out in my mind that she'd been bought into the fold with very little ease after being psychologically evaluated by Renee upon their initial meeting.
The price of admission was obviously Andre, her married boyfriend.
I recalled Shawnee's over eagerness to please after meeting someone she considered her obvious superior. Renee sweetened the pot with a makeover and copious gifts likely using the same kind of backhanded compliments I'd received. That fucking earth mother façade probably worked even better on someone with little to no real self-esteem.
Andre had become little more than a pack of cigarettes passed around on the prison yard. I was sure of it despite not being clear on the exact timeline. I'd watched along with countless other online users of the website; the emergence of Renee's alter fully realized. Ms. One came into being in that first video in which she seduced Shawnee's boyfriend.
"Mister?" Some kid dipped into my field of vision tipping the ball cap on his head.
"Yeah?"
"Are you just gonna lay here in the grass all day?"
"Why?"
"Well mister, we wanna play ball; so can you move?" I sat up finding several kids standing around, some with baseball equipment looking at me inquisitively.
"Sorry kids, have a nice day."
My head felt like somebody hit it with a bag of hammers as I took my time trudging home. I recalled Vicky clocking one of her siblings the first day we met. She'd laid that guy out much in similar fashion to the treatment I'd received today. Her hands were fast and heavy, I resolved never to let anyone hit me unchallenged again as I pinched my nose to keep it from running blood.
I hadn't been able to even explain myself, but it was okay because the stunning beauty inadvertently revealed that she liked me. I was happy and sad at the same time despite the hypocrisy and duplicity of a number of people recently orbiting around me. I noted my own suspect behavior as well.
I tried calling Jaquan several more times getting voicemail every time. I wanted him to explain things to me because we were supposed to be family, but he'd obviously made a choice. The clueless idiot didn't take into account our mother's relationships and constant stream of communication.
I figured I'd have to work towards a distanced forgiveness because their was no way I could ask him to choose between his child and me. I managed to get home half staggering up the stairs with visions of a bottle of aspirins routinely kept over the kitchen sink. The computer bag, camera equipment and laptop remained in my possession. This couldn't be an accident after everything Renee planned beforehand.
I cautiously started up the laptop getting the desktop but dug around in my room coming up with a barely used portable hard drive. Nothing looked different, but I decided to take the laptop off my Wi-Fi connection before transferring all of the files to the hard drive. I began auditing the files finding a wealth of material, some shot by me but others filmed by Renee. There was no immediate danger visible digitally speaking, but I tossed the hard drive into a drawer opening one of her files. The thumbnail on the clip bore an extreme closeup of Shawnee's face that looked emotionally weird.
"I thought we were cool; aren't we cool with one another, huh?" Renee's voice filled my headphones as Shawnee appeared full frame uncomfortably close. Her chubby cheeks were flushed, it looked like she'd been crying.
"We are, we're friends."
"Are we? I don't know bitch because I'm not feeling it at all here. You see, what I'm thinking is that we have a one sided affair here of give and take, right uh Ms. WTF?! I don't think you give a shit about me; do you bitch?"
"You know how I feel Renee."
Renee's hand suddenly pancake slapped the shit out of Shawnee's left cheek making her double over favoring it. The slap was really loud with a lingering echo as Renee's hand roughly yanked down on that hand revealing that reddened cheek.
"Make it make sense bitch; tell me all about it slut."
"BUT, YOU KNOW RENEE!!"
Shawnee was instantly pancaked again in the same spot even louder as I gathered Renee was wearing the chest harness. The large pear shaped SSBBW was standing in the same spot against her living room wall that ironically was used during her seduction of Andre. Shawnee shrieked and flinched as Renee cupped the slapped cheek.
"Make it make sense, SHAWNEE!!" I figured part of the reason my former discovery was struck had to do with the use of personal names. This clip was unusable because of the intrusion of real life, if not the overt violence between the women.
"I thought it was okay; I just thought since we all did stuff together that you were okay with us sleeping together. We weren't having an affair Renee; it was just sex and you fucked Andre too." Shawnee explained flinching throughout.
Renee's fist collided dead center with her face making Shawnee drop out of frame.
"YEAH I FUCKED HIM BITCH; SO WHAT?!!" The clip ended leaving me with more questions.
I went through a few files containing an inordinate amount of photos from Renee's improvised photo shoots featuring Rashida, Shawnee and surprisingly herself as "Ms. One". These were obviously designed for social media as my gaze found another breadcrumb, a thumbnail featuring my cousin and Shawnee. I clicked on it getting the next piece of the narrative. The date on that clip was the same night Renee seduced Andre.
"Look at this girl; can you believe this shit right under your nose?" Rashida's authoritative voice was heard.
"Nothing this dumbass nigga do surprises me anymore."
Shawnee and my cousin Jaquan were sleeping in the bed of the second floor apartment provided by Mintzy. Both of them were cuddled up under the bedding. From the positioning of the camera, Shawnee was draped across half of his body with an arm across his chest along with one of her thick legs. Jaquan's hand was palming the back of her head as they slept. Rashida appeared in frame from the abdomen down to the midpoint of her own stallion legs before the camera dipped up showing her incredulous features.
"What you gonna do?"
"Use her, what else? Hey girl kick back for a minute, let them bitches sleep." Renee cautioned as the clip abruptly ended.
Normally I would've been creeped out by Renee's response, but that was before I knew who she now truly was in hindsight. The wheels always seemed to be turning in her head regarding the people around her and this fact was born out by Rashida's very presence in the clip. There was no doubt she saw all of us as living assets.
There was even the nagging thought that she knew about Jaquan's hookup with Rashida way before she supposedly "discovered" the video clip on his phone. My mother's assessment of this woman was spot on, my aunt's charity and goodwill helped foster a literal villain into the family. I was insanely creative, didn't consider myself a pornographic Mozart, but Renee was quite literally Antonio Salieri, a gender bent Iago of sorts.
I figured our initial meeting piqued her interest in "playing" with me, nonetheless.
Even thinking about our "relationship" whatever it was ignited a hateful physical reaction that accompanied the memories of what she'd done to me throughout the night. I tooled around on the laptop finding another clip with Jaquan's face this time.
"Renee."
My cousin was standing there in the buff, a towel wrapped around his waist. He was standing next to that well used tufted ottoman. Shawnee sat next to him looking like she'd been sexually flogged and dragged behind a stagecoach or something.
"WHAT DON'T YOU UNDERSTAND, HUH?! FUCK HER JAQUAN!! FUCK THAT BITCH!! YOU KNOW HOW TO FUCK, RIGHT NIGGA?!!"
"Baby please; she's tired."
His arms were outstretched low adjacent to his hips. Shawnee was indeed weathered to the max, breathing from her mouth while the light grey teddy hung loosely from her midsection like she was molting a second skin.
"Too tired to make the bag; is that what you're telling me Jaquan? Maybe you two fuckers should've thought about that shit before having sex last night; or was it making love you two were doing in that bed?" Renee sounded livid, but I knew the emotion was fake.
"Uhm, we were just sleeping." He offered.
"I'm going to tell you one more time and one time only nigga; fuck her brains out right now."
Renee sounded ice cold. He stared back at her for a few seconds before glancing over at a visibly flushed Shawnee. Ms. WTF glanced down at her own bare feet hanging off the edge of the ottoman before slowly getting on all fours as I cut the clip.
I recalled another clip detailing Ms. One's continued abuse of reluctant stunt cock Andre. That memory came to the forefront because she'd coerced him into screwing his girlfriend after Jaquan had completely ran the exhausted Boricua through. Shawnee ironically called me the night she was discovered with him. I could hear them getting cozy from my end of the phone, but thought it was Andre. I chaffed at the thought everything around her were playthings to be used.
My mind returned to Vicky again reliving the hurt written all over her face despite obviously belonging to the streets. I opened another folder finding some pics of Shawnee, Andre and Renee hanging out at the mall. These were obviously never meant to see daylight. I went through a few of them finding nothing out of the ordinary before moving on.
"So what's up, huh chipmunk, huh fat bitch?!" Renee was completely thugged out in this video clip.
"Nothing."
"What do you mean nothing; I asked you what's up, so what's going on with all this hesitation in your motherfucking voice, huh chipmunk?! You got love for my man, but you ain't got no love for me, right bitch?"
"HUH-WHAT?!!" This appeared a continuation of the earlier video with Renee confronting Shawnee.
There was consistent angry laughter and jeers in the background obviously Rashida Sikes. Shawnee was boxed against the wall just inside Renee's living room looking as if she wanted to bolt at the first opening. Renee still wearing the chest mount repeatedly reached into frame snatching and yanking on her left arm. Shawnee was being terrorized with no personal space between the women.
"OH, SO YOU'RE UH, DEAF NOW?!! IS THAT RIGHT BITCH!! SPEAK UP!!"
"No." Shawnee whimpered.
"ACT LIKE YOU FUCKING HEAR ME, BITCH!!" I flinched as Ms. One's hand flew into frame striking Shawnee in the forehead. This was an overhanded slap that caught me off guard while Rashida gloated off screen.
"Watch out, she might have a knife!!" Rashida warned. The camera turned towards Rashida standing within arm's reach of their victim visually power tripping on the whole situation.
"What?"
"Yeah chipmunk be carrying some box cutters and shit; she might cut you." The camera serving as Renee's POV turned quickly back towards Shawnee who suddenly looked smaller in stature in frame.
"Is this true?"
"No."
"Yes it is, I saw that shit in her fucking backpack at the mall; got told she like carving bitches up who intimidate her and everything!! She looks like she'll cut you girl, better watch out!!" Rashida countered while Shawnee in frame shook her head profusely denying everything.
Ms. One looked between the two women settling back on "her Ms. WTF" getting closer.
"Hey chipmunk, you gonna cut me?"
"NO!!"
I was unprepared for the jump cut that followed into this extreme closeup of Shawnee's horrified face tears, running nostrils and all. Ms. One was bodying up to her, mashing the larger girl into the wall behind them. There was doubt Shawnee knew she was in the presence of a real Alpha-Female.
"Sure you ain't gonna cut me, huh Shawnee?!! You wanna fuck my face up, huh slut!! SPEAK!! TALK OR I'M GONNA LIGHT YOUR SHIT UP FOR REAL MA NIGGA!!" I could barely make out what was happening due to the extreme shaky cam footage on the monitor.
"NUH-NO PLEASE RENEE; STOP!!"
"STOP PLAYING WITH ME. I GANK- I FUCK YOU THE FUCK UP MA' NIGGA!! WHAT'S MY NAME BITCH?!!" Her voice was harsh, the tone beyond savage as I got a full reveal of Renee Kelly a.k.a Ms. One fully enraged with no filter.
"Ms. One."
"SAY IT AGAIN NIGGA; SAY IT LOUD AND PROUD HOE!!"
"MS.ONE!!!" Shawnee screamed at the top of her lungs as Renee's forearm shoved into frame under her chin.
She quickly backed off almost stumbling back giving me the inclination she was coming to her senses. Rashida appeared in frame sort of hunched over tossing a kitchen knife on the living room floor at Shawnee's feet, grinning like a jackal. Shawnee looked at the knife at her feet looking directly up into the camera.
"Gone head, pick that shit up Shawnee."
"No."
"PICK IT THE FUCK UP BITCH!!" Ms. One screamed almost blowing my ears out. I had to slide the headphones away from my ears for a second or two before continuing.
"OH MIERDA POR FAVOR NO MATAR MI CULO!! ¡¡SIENTO REALMENTE QUE SU NIÑA ME VEA A SU MARIDO YA MÍ EN LA CAMA JUNTOS!! POR FAVOR, NO ME MATA FOLLADA SRA. ¡¡KELLY!!" Shawnee begged off in her native language as Rashida stood off to the side watching amused.
"ENGLISH BITCH!! PICK THAT MOTHERFUCKING KNIFE UP AND COME OVER HERE AND CUT MY ASS!!"
"I-uh, I don't...PLEASE!!" Shawnee pleaded scaring me for her safety even though I knew the outcome beforehand.
"PICK-IT-UP!!"
Ms. One screamed almost losing her voice scaring Shawnee into timidly grabbing it with both hands. The large pear shaped BBW refused to stand upright looking down at her own feet sobbing. I hunched over the laptop waiting.
Ms. One's hand appeared in frame brandishing a beretta, clicking the safety.
"Look at my face Shawnee; I want you to see this shit for fucking with my little girl."
This was a new development that came out of nowhere as my brow furrowed fearing the worst. Shawnee righted herself trembling completely shattered mentally speaking.
"SUH-SUH-SORRY!!!" She apologized while Rashida watched, arms folded across her chest.
"Daisy saw you two fuckers in bed together; I had to explain that shit to a toddler." Ms. One made these jerky stabbing motions with the weapon in Shawnee's direction.
"PLEASE RENEE, I'LL DO ANYTHING YOU WANT!!"
"Right." The sound of the pulling trigger filled my ears. It was this loud snap that left a ringing sensation in my right eardrum.
Nothing happened.
Shawnee stood there full body in frame staring blankly into the camera as the knife fell from her hands. It ended up sticking straight up into the floor as she became incontinent pissing all over the floor. Rashida glanced down at the growing pool around her feet with both hands on her wide hips as the gun disappeared from frame. Chi Town Thunda glanced towards the camera with a toothy grin.



"Shawnee." Ms. One sounded calm.
"Yes?"
"Girl, you know that was fucked up. Little Daisy walked in here and ended up seeing you guys laid up. You didn't give me no heads up, so now I had to make some shit up to keep me and Jaquan from explaining the birds and bees to a toddler."
"I'm sorry about that Ms. Kelly."
"You should be; and call me Renee girlfriend. You didn't notice there wasn't no clip in the gun, huh chipmunk?"
"No."
"Shawnee, you brought this on yourself. Wouldn't you do the same if you had a little girl? I mean, you've told us yourself how you got assaulted by your stepdaddy, so you obviously can't expect me to be any less protective, right?"
This pale bitch was using Shawnee's history against her beginning to mentally wash out the assault she'd just committed.
"Well yeah when you put it that way, I guess I understand things better." Shawnee admitted looking like five miles of bad road drenched in perspiration, tears and mucus running from both nostrils.
"What is there to understand Shawnee; I'm right." Renee corrected.
"Yeah, that's what I meant."
"Damn bitch, you pissed all over the floor." Rashida looked disgusted looking between Shawnee's face and the puddle. This caused the traumatized woman to stare at Renee looking into the camera fearful of what would happen next.
"Leave her alone Rashida, get her a mop so she can clean that shit up. Oh yeah, bring some plastic bags in here so she can put those piss soaked clothes in the wash."
"Sure." Rashida stalked off with a scoff.
"Shawnee?"
"Yes Renee?"
"Hey uh, I found some more online brands that want you to represent them; there's a lot of money in it for you well, if you're down."
"I'm down Renee." Shawnee was wiping her tears and half of the makeup off her face with her forearm. She looked relieved at the emergence of Renee's more familiar side.
"Shawnee?"
"Yes?"
"You my nigga?" Renee asked knowing the answer as I became so disgusted, I shut off the clip.
I couldn't watch anymore because I was honestly disappointed in myself for spending as much time with these women as I had. Obviously, I'd gone down that rabbit hole led there by Renee Kelly followed by Rashida Sikes unwittingly bringing along Shawnee Thompson and Andre. I couldn't blame Andre for not wanting to talk to me, but Shawnee bought in wholesale after some trinkets and an inclusivity previously unknown was offered. I chuckled knowing that her old friend Porsha Simms never would've fit in with Renee's clique.
"Esteemed Baby Mamma Number Two" surreptitiously engulfed me with her appearance, malevolence, and harsh charm. I'd become a convert and employee before I even knew it. Taught her a new skill which would doubtless be used to fill her pockets full of cash. Shawnee was the last thing she'd gleaned from me, another new convert. My phone started flashing with an incoming call. It was an unknown number.
"Hello?"
There was a bit of hesitation on the other side of the line along with some ambient chatter in the background. Sounded like some sort of office or public area frequented by crowds of people.
"HELLO, WHO IS THIS?!!"
"Uh sorry young man; this is all very disturbing but I'm calling for a young lady friend of yours. My name is Mr. Abelman.
************************************
Almost thirty minutes later, I was taking an elevator up to the third floor of Little Company of Mary hospital. The hits kept on coming after I received a visitor's pass thinking quickly on my feet. I revealed the fact that I wasn't family to the patient but caught myself claiming to be a sibling finding Mr. Abelman standing in the middle of the corridor wringing his hands. He'd been there for most of the night since two in the morning after finding her sprawled out on the sidewalk halfway between his deli and their shared place of residence.
"Oh thank you for coming down here; I'm just so tired and I've been up all night with the wife here!"
Mr. Abelman looked weather beaten and stressed out with good reason as I noticed his wife sitting in the corridor. We exchanged glances acknowledging one another with a simple nod. She didn't look angry for the inconvenience, just understanding.
"What happened?"
"Well its near end of the month and I always stay a little late to the business working on my taxes with the wife Shira here. You like my wife, she's a good earthly woman who puts up with my shenanigans. Well, enough about that already, young man because we locked up and were coming down the street and there she was lying there on the sidewalk. The wife was scared it was one of them drive by shootings, but I told her that's only in those bad neighborhoods; no offense there. Luckily, she was still breathing, but whoever did that to her, was a monster. She's not talking to the police or nothing."
"What the doctor say?"
"Concussion, more than one maybe; some other shit I don't know; are you gonna look after her, or what?" He was truly at his wits end and I didn't blame Mr. Abelman one bit.
"I got it."
I pushed open the door leading into her hospital room finding a horrific sight that further shook me to the core leaving me emotionally shattered as I collapsed into the door frame trying to gather myself. Her face was puffed up beyond near recognition, both eyes and nose swollen with stitches in her lower lip. She'd been tucked in by the nurses with one arm above the bedding sporting a wrist cast and sling.
There was a visible bruise on her left temple that stood drastically out because of the greasy look of her natural yellowed tone. I managed to inch closer to the bed finding a literal handprint on her neck. The air in the hospital room was stale, an air of death lingering about as I started to break.
"Yoli." I mumbled under my breath covering my face with both hands.
"Yes?"
She answered barely above a whisper slurred speech as I looked up incredulously. Her eyes slowly started to open as much as she could manage, her dry cracked lips trying against hope to form a smile. I didn't know what to do, just staring for a while as she stirred.
"What happened?"
"You called but, you wasn't you." She replied words slurred as I noticed a missing tooth along with a light trickle of blood from the corner of her mouth. I got some tissues dabbing at it but she winced under my actions making me hesitate.
"I don't understand Yoli."
"You texted last night, wanted me to come outside and talk. I uhm, was so happy to hear from you. I ran outside, but you wasn't you, alright?" I stared at her face realizing how much it hurt for Yoli to speak. Her mouth was full of blood clots.
I got my phone out looking at my texts; I pulled up my google drive restoring the altered data on my phone. There it was right in front of my eyes; messages sent from my phone during the night to Yoli. Very simple message and all that was needed to get a girl driven nearly insane from loneliness to run out into the night.
YOLI I NEED YOU, I'M OUTSIDE-the message was simplicity in and of itself.
"Got scared that you might've changed your mind, so I ran down the street towards the bus stop, but they were there waiting and some more coming up behind me real fast. Man, Rashida really wanted to win this time. I think there were six of them, not sure because I got hit with uh, I think a bottle. Hell, she got her revenge, but I didn't care."
"I'm so sorry."
"Why did you call me out there; did you want this to happen to me?"
"I didn't send that message Yoli."
"Oh, Renee huh?" She managed to reply after a few minutes of struggling.
I sat next to her bed staring at the doorway too ashamed to look at her face. I thought about the weird detour Renee had taken me on back to her building and how she made it a point to park in the alley. Obviously, Rashida and others were camped out front or in her salon.
"Yeah."
"I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did when she opened those beautiful thighs to me." I glanced down at my feet reflecting on the emerging scope of Renee's activity in the last twenty four hours.
Besides screwing me into nirvana, she was also setting up an ambush using Yoli's one known current weakness besides herself. Rashida proved cowardly enough to come with enough backup to insure a decisive victory no longer underestimating her lanky foil. Yoli destroyed her ego and street cred in that alley next to Renee's salon. This was the blow back; the boomerang return of karma once again using me as a weapon. My chest tightened up as Yoli cranked her head in my direction.
"Told you she'd make you crazy if you let her."
"Yoli."
"You threw me away for them and now, they've done the same to you. How does it feel to be tossed from heaven?"
"Bullshit, I never threw you away; Yoli you shocked me and the neighborhood when you beat the shit out of Rashida. I guess, nobody saw it coming and it scared me a little bit."
"Scared her too, but not enough to make her leave me alone. I didn't want that karma, but I fucked her over first and then you fucked her too. I knew this shit was gonna happen, but I knew you wouldn't listen to me as long as Renee was in your head."
"Yoli, I'm sorry."
"You have nothing to apologize for; besides, I fucked your cousin, right?"
I didn't answer just sitting there besides Yoli staring at the half opened hospital door. There was no doubt about my winding trip through what was turning out to be a weird polyamorous mess of entanglements. We kind of hit it off for a minute before I discovered myself an item on her "To Do" list born out of an obsession with Renee Kelly.
Finding her with Jaquan drove that point home undoubtedly with hammer on nail efficiency, but I was unable, likely unwilling to see the truth for what it was. That episode in her apartment felt like genuine bonding until I found her under my cousin stuffed to the gills. My own ego wouldn't allow me to accept that truth.
Neither would Yoli's. It prompted her to pursue me while I used her body to buffer my hurt feelings. We just got our own little weirdness going on blossoming out of her obsession.
"Fuck, I can hear you thinking; stop it because that's what is gonna lead you right back to her. Don't deny it, I know her intimately, watched her and you have one good chance right now from the outside."
"What's that Yoli?"
"Longer you stay away, the weaker her grip becomes. She'll be forced to cross that line but it you ain't gonna like it one bit. Be careful with Renee; she breaks toys that become of no use to her. Ask your cousin what he had to give up to be in her sphere again."
"He blocked me." Yoli laughed for a few seconds before coughing up some blood which I wiped up with a paper towel.
"You'll find out soon enough; so, what made her turn on you so quick?"
"Her Bizarro."
"What's that?"
"Don't worry about it; what're you gonna do about being up in here, you know, hospital bills and such. Do you have anybody you want me to contact Yoli?"
It was hard looking at her battered face knowing I was the cause of it. There was no hiding the swirling mixture of sorrow, malice and grief visited upon this trouble woman.
"What do you care? You already threw me in the garbage."
"I'm serious, I have some money to help with the bill."
"Fuck that shit."
"Please Yoli."
"Misplaced guilt talking, but it makes me so happy anyway. I wish we could do it right now, but I'm on the mend as you can see lover. Don't worry about a thing, I've got a black card."
"Stop playing."
"You don't know me, really; I'm sorry about that, truly sorry." She motioned weakly with her good hand wanting me to take it.
I leaned forward gingerly taking that hand with both of my own. Her knuckles were skinned on this hand probably stomped underfoot. There was a long bruise and similar skinned flesh on her inner bicep probably more under the sheet too.
"Let me help you Yoli."
"No, I want to help you for real this time. I want you to be okay and happy without the drama. I want us to see one another just one more time, when I'm not looking like a demented cabbage patch doll in the head. Maybe do it one or two more times, then let it blow in the four winds. Will you let me help you this one last time?"
There was a rock in my throat impossible to swallow as she spoke.
"Yes." I mumbled, squeezing her hand lightly.
"Take a real good look at me; imagine I'm Renee Kelly for a good fifteen seconds laying here in this hospital bed, then turn around and walk out of here. Leave this hospital and don't look back. If its meant to be, we'll see each other again and on that day, I'll make sweet love to you like we never separated."
"Yoli."
"Go, I don't think I'll be this sane for a long time; let's make the best of it."
I took several deep breaths staring intently into her face, my vision starting to blur because of tears streaming from my eyes. Yoli for all she was worth in this moment, managed to widen her swollen eyes staring deeply at my face for those allotted fifteen seconds with a partially jagged smile on her cracked lips. My grip tightened on her soft hand caressing and massaging it well past those fifteen seconds. Yoli remained true to her sage words of wisdom.
She slow and painfully turned away looking at the wall.
"Yoli?"
"Yoli!!" Her hand slid from my grasp emotionally intangible moving up to her chest as I watched more tears running down my cheeks.
"YOLI!!!" She turned away into a fetal position denying me.
There was nothing left but acquiescence to the lady's wishes. I got up dutifully putting the chair back in place before walking out pulling the door up behind me. I started power walking down the corridor as two people approached, an elderly couple Caucasian.
I found myself exchanging glances with this distinguished looking gentleman for the briefest of seconds. His assumed wife looked emotionally drained; her arm looped in his not meeting my gaze. I was similarly a mess but nodded acknowledging him in that instant.
I got into the elevator noticing him looking back at my face before the doors shut.
************************************
The open window at the back of the bus provided a welcoming breeze as I sat in its last seat thankfully alone and devoid of other pedestrians. There was no trusting myself to take a uber over to Renee Kelly's salon, her seat of power. I'd failed Yoli wanting to confront her directly and even my cousin physically if he stood in my way as her proxy.
The guilt was overwhelming and I knew I couldn't handle it without somehow challenging these sick people in some way. I honestly didn't know what I was gonna do already eschewing Yoli's advice in favor of some measure of vengeance. I was tortured with mentally fabricated images of Renee laughing in my face after being challenged.
The entire night of passion turned out to be a tight knit hatchet and retribution play topped off with a heaping helping of "Alpha Female" posturing to the ninth degree. It was surreal how Renee managed to take me out of things in one night wreaking havoc on my budding relationship with a perceived rival while simultaneously setting her former employee up for an ambush that nearly took her life.
Ten steps felt more like twenty, fifty even a hundred. My anxiety began to ramp up two city blocks away from her place, but images of Yoli's demolished face steeled my nerves. I decided to exercise some caution getting off one block ahead of things by this little median that served as a tiny park with some trees, foliage, and a few benches.
I hesitated a bit as the bus pulled off the curb leaving me alone facing the direction of Renee's stronghold. I found myself with a bit of indecision, this voice in the back of my head telling me to turn back. I backed into the foliage walking to the edge of the median peering between some bushes eventually using the zoom feature on my phone's camera as makeshift binoculars.
I could make out nothing out of the ordinary noticing some sort of handyman or window washer putting the finishing touches on the salon's windows with a squeegee. Some kids were hanging out front using one of her tables while a few rested atop a ten speed and dirt bicycle, respectively. For some reason this renewed the angry energy simmering in my heart.
Somewhere off in the distance some asshole was blasting this fucked up 80's song "Hello" as I stumbled through the bushes braving oncoming traffic to make it to the sidewalk. Nervous energy abound, I was actually trembling at the upcoming confrontation as I walked slowly to the intersection containing Renee's salon. I used my phone to snap a few pics of Renee's building as I approached figuring they would come in handy for this as yet unformed plan in my head.
I remained low key shaky as I reached the opposite side of the intersection facing Renee's salon and place of residence. I still didn't have a plan walking across the street. Now I could see the handyman was actually putting this opaque glass film on the window. There were photos of women on it advertising services offered inside.
I knew better; Renee was putting up a shield so that no one could look inside her shop without opening the front door. I walked up to the door noticing the same bit of work done to the rectangular glass pane inset as I grabbed the handle.
"Shit." It was locked.
"You have to ring the door bell to get inside son." The handyman, some older brother in his sixties was obliging oblivious to my intent.
"Thanks." I pushed the doorbell which had this loud insectoid buzz that was instantly annoying.
No one answered even after several repetitions.
"Are they closed today sir?"
"I don't think so; they were in there a good ten minutes ago, full house and everything." He responded piquing my curiosity.
"Sure?"
"Yeah, that there Carlie girl paid me in cash; even got me some more work coming up remodeling the place." He looked happy standing there in a workman's old school boiler suit littered with paint splotches. This guy had one of those Steve Harvey smiles, all teeth.
"Remodeling?"
"Yeah, she's taking over from her cousin."
Just like that I was hit in the gut with another puzzle piece previously unknown. Renee never mentioned family outside of her daughter and Jaquan. Now she'd positioned her relative amongst people she considered beneath her, playing pieces in her own perceived scheme of things.
"Is that right sir?"
"Oh yeah and I personally think it's beautiful to see this kind of thing in the community. That Carlie girl is one smart cookie studying business, marketing and such with family watching her back all the way. Ms. Kelly is definitely what we need to rebuild our communities the right way."
His horse smile was grating on my nerves despite his cluelessness about the true nature of Renee.
"Right." I turned quickly to the door knocking incessantly ringing the doorbell almost simultaneously before he intervened, concerned.
"Hey son, you got business in there; they owe you money?" He stopped me by simply putting a nonthreatening hand in front of my chest, but not touching in any way. I was breathing hard trying to maintain my composure.
"Something like that sir." I responded tersely. He looked alarmed obviously threatened by the inherent aggression in my actions.
"You can't do nothing like that son; I'll try to see what I can do for you with these people. They're good girls in there and don't you worry none. Just back on up a little bit while I talk with them, okay?" I hated the fake smile on his face.
"Yeah."
"Name's Cedric by the way." We shook hands; his grip roughhewn and strong. I knew it was a test figuring my softer grip would put him at ease.
"Nice to meet you Cedric."
"Obliged, now you gone head and step a few paces back."



I was done with civility shrugging as I stepped back ten paces from the front door near the curb and No Parking sign out front. One of the kids sitting at the table out front slowly stalked off down towards Mintzy's bodega. Cedric pressed into the door at an angle ringing the doorbell once.
The door opened enough to let him slither inside, slamming afterwards followed by the sound of keys turning the deadbolt. This made me feel like a criminal, some sort of degenerate standing there outside.
Ten minutes passed as I noticed Cedric's unattended cart. Some of the errant film used on the windows had fallen onto the concrete carried up the street by the afternoon breeze. The feeling of stagnancy that began in Renee's living room lingered about my person most foul to my sixth sense.
After a while I turned my back to the shop front looking across the street at Yoli's apartment building. I could almost see the ghost of that troubled yellow bone there behind the gate watching the salon pensively. It seemed as if she were laying siege to Renee's place of business during that time, but now I intimately knew what she was feeling. Both of us were erased from her existence in a concerted effort designed to maximize a sense of loss unbearable.
This I knew undeniably recalling Jaquan's final mental break on the night of that concert. The pale queen admitted the cathartic nature of it openly while I was unknowingly enraptured. We were all right under her nose and beneath her. Although Yoli was outside of that sphere after cashing in a Faustian deal, she was honestly trapped in a web of her own making.
"Huh?" I glanced to my immediate right noticing a few people carefully walking out of the alley. There were two women and a few children, one of whom gave me this fearful glance.
I was given the impression they were sneaking by trying not to alert me as I turned towards the alley finding some portly sister with a freshly done coiffure that contrasted with her ratty looking clothing. Her eyes were big as saucers clutching her purse to her chest.
"Son of a bitch." They were letting people out of the salon through the rear breakroom entrance. The woman stumbled out of my way as I made for the side alley.
"HEY BOY, CHE CAZZO STAI FACENDO QUI RAGAZZO?!! Sei venuto qui a cercare un ragazzo che frusta il culo?!! VUOI LINCIARE NIGGA!!"
Mintzy's son appeared a few feet away from me accompanied by the kid that earlier evacuated one of the tables outside of the salon. Another rough looking wannabe tooled next to them on his dirt bike.
"I don't have time for this shit, kick rocks Antonio!"
"Penso che tu abbia avuto un sacco di tempo per far frustare il tuo culo nero su tutto il fottuto boulevard negro!!"
The guys accompanying Antonio appeared to be in synch with whatever racist shit he was spewing at the moment with more on the way. This youngster not even really in high school had shown up ready to do work, but I didn't care.
"I'm serious leave me alone dude."
"GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE BRUH!! YOU DON'T BELONG AROUND HERE!!" The kid was feeling himself as more kids rounded the corner, a lot on bikes and one even skateboarding.
"Better go back with your mamma and leave me the fuck alone Antonio!"
The ratty looking fifteen year old at his side seemed to take exception at this nudging by Antonio only to be shoved back by the kid addressed. This punk walked right into my chest as the air filled with jeers and insults directed at me in two languages.
"I KNOW WHAT YOU BEEN DOING AROUND HERE BLACK!!"
"So what, fuck you!" I was done with this shit.
"SCOPANDO MIA MADRE!!" Antonio shoved me in the chest with all his might actually trying to grab handfuls of my shirt, but I was ready with a right hook blasting into his left cheek.
Antonio went down hitting the edge of the handyman's cart upturning it ending up on his side. The other kids looked down at their fallen comrade who was struggling to his feet stunned.
"MERDA SACRA, CAZZO FOTTUTO, CULO CULO FUCKING NIGGA!!" Antonio's right hand guy launched two punches at me demonstrating some skill as I blocked one only to have the other collide with my right eye.
I was suddenly struck in the back apparently by the front wheel of a dirt bike. One of the little punks popped a wheelie launching the bike into my back as a projectile. The kid laid in a few blows that glanced off my face but landed squarely in my scalp as the others began to swarm me like bees. The skateboarding kid whacked me in the side of the head with his ride.
I went down as Antonio and his confederates began stomping on me caught up in youth fueled rage and hatred. There was nothing I could do but weather the beating. There were too many of them. Antonio and friends were looking to end my life, some spittle hit my face as I received a particularly hard kick to the back of the head from one of the kids barely out of eight grade.
"ANTONIO NO, WHAT'RE YOU DOING ANTONIO!! OH MIO DIO COSA STAI FACENDO QUI PER LE STRADE COME UN QUALCHE TIPO DI CRIMINALE!! Mi vergogno di averti per figlio!!"
Mintzy appeared out of nowhere grabbing and pulling on the kids bodying her way into the circle of people stomping and spitting on me. Most of them seemed fearful of an adult, but a lot lingered glaring at her as well. She was wearing a shoddy looking sleeveless housedress, hair full of pink rollers and headwrap, fuzzy slippers on her ashy feet. She grabbed a handful of Antonio's collar shaking him senseless.
"SE NON TROVI QUI FUORI A SCOPARE I NIGGERS, QUESTA MERDA NON SAREBBE ACCADUTA!! ORA DEVO PRENDERSI CURA DI QUESTA DISGRAZIA!! SEI UNA MADRE DI MERDA!! FUCK YOU BITCH!!"
Antonio yanked away from his mother tearing part of his shirt in the process.
"Antonio, what're you saying to me, I'm your mother. You can't talk to me like that, your father..."
"SHUT UP MA, JUST SHUT THE FUCK UP!! OGNI CORPO SA COSA STAI FACENDO QUI NEL SALONE DI RENEE!! Tutti sanno come ti sei scopato questo ragazzo!! STANNO RIDENDO DI ME DA QUI MAMMA ED È TUTTO IL TUO CAZZO DI FUCKING!! TI HO SENTITO SCOPARE QUESTO NIGGA!! I HATE YOU!! I FUCKING HATE YOU!!"
This kid snapped pointing an accusatory finger at his mother wiping his eyes with his forearm.
"Antonio." All of the energy poured out of her body, shoulders drooping as she stared at her distraught son.
"I TOLD ON YOU!! I TOLD THEM AND THEY'RE COMING HERE TO SEE YOU MA!!" I was still on the ground watching along with the other kids and various associates.
"Antonio no, why did you do that? You're my son and I love you so much."
"GET OUTTA HERE!!! GET YOUR ASS BACK DOWN TO THAT STORE AND DO YOUR JOB UNTIL THEY GET HERE!!"
The weight of the world was on this kid's shoulders as well as mine. His rough looking friend took the opportunity trying to stomp on my head but stopped because of a sudden police siren. Some of the kids scattered but Antonio stood there looking at his mother Shirley Lozano a.k.a Mintzy. Two beat cops stepped up onto the curb surveying the scene.
"What's going on here?" The cop's question resulted in a juvenile cacophony of jeers and accusations mostly painting me as some thug looking to rob the salon.
I remained on the ground knowing to wait until spoken to when Carlie emerged from the salon. The second cop walked her over to the alley taking a statement. The handyman appeared shortly afterward standing beside Carlie faux vigilant.
I failed to listen to Yoli.
She was right and I ended up being publicly humiliated being frisked having my wallet emptied out on the hood of their patrol car. At this point there was quite a scene at the front of Carlie's salon. I was likely being painted as some stalker noticing the approaching officer removing his cuffs. I kicked myself inside for not listening to Yoli as the police began to roughly handle me.
"Excuse me officer, what're you doing with this young man?"
"This is official police business; I'm going to have to ask you to stand away." One of the officers, this ripped looking brother answered back.
"I am legal counsel for this man; I'd like to know what station you are taking him to so that bail can be posted."
"You trying to tell me that you're representing this guy right after he committed a crime?" The black cop had this baritone voice sounding amused.
"I respect and understand your responsibilities as a public servant; I'll give you my card in fair exchange for your own before I collect the names of all the pedestrian witnesses who bore witness to an assault with racial undertones by several of these troubled youths. I like to have my ducks in a row for the lawsuits to come."
I couldn't see who was speaking in my name facing Mintzy and her son Antonio who were oblivious to everyone else. Both of them had run into a brick wall of differences culminating in my assault on the sidewalk. She looked wholly defeated older than she usually appeared. Her big expressive eyes looked especially droopy; cheeks jowly standing there defeated.
I should've been afraid for my own life, but all I could see in front of me was a fallen woman looking lovingly upon her only child who'd betrayed her. Part of me wondered if Antonio walked into the salon on one of those days when I was upstairs banging his mother. Rashida warned me the sound carried through the pipes.
"Come with me bruh, we gotta talk."
"Yes officer."
"WATCH YOUR MOUTH!!" This brother was a complete tool who took me by the cuffs walking me a few feet beyond the alley. I gathered he was going to intimidate me in some fashion as I found myself looking at his barrel chest. I tried to look back, but he forced the issue making me face the direction we were going.
"Sure." His nametag read last name Johnson.
"If you don't have any business over here, you shouldn't be here bruh. It's real easy to get hemmed up on some dumb shit when you're in the wrong scenery man. Whatever you think you were looking for over here, ain't here no more. I could take you in right now and it might be a week or more before your paperwork gets turned in high money lawyer or not. You got what it takes to hang in general population nigga? If the answer is no, then you should be out of here after these cuffs come off. She ain't here no more; get that through your head bruh."
Suddenly I was talking to a useful playing piece on the chess board.
"Alright officer, tell nobody I said goodbye."
He looked as if he wanted to slug me, but roughly took me back to the other officer who was talking to some of the kids still obliviously hanging around despite having committed an assault. Mintzy was still leaning against the wall now smoking a cigarette. Antonio was nowhere to be seen.
"Huh?" I got my first look at my impromptu savior talking to some of the pedestrians taking numbers and passing out his business card.
I found myself looking at this tall, elderly looking Caucasian man with a head of hair and full beard the color of snow. He was wearing this gray double breasted business suit with a burgundy vest. This man who was a head and a half taller than me, was familiar.
"Stay out of trouble."
Officer Johnson growled close to my ear aggressively intimate. I called him out as a pawn. Renee's cousin Carlie was standing in the now open front door of her salon along with some other women I didn't recognize. I saw her exchange glances with Officer Johnson as I was uncuffed.
"Come with me young man; it will look better if we leave together." I was overwhelmed and confused to distraction as the lawyer took my arm leading me towards the crosswalk facing Yoli's building.
"Uhm, who are you sir?" I asked in the middle of the crosswalk.
"Arthur Van Allen; I'm a retired corporate attorney."
"How do we know one another sir?" The officers watched from their patrol car casually pulling ahead in front of the salon. Carlie didn't even try to fake it walking out to the passenger side conversing with the cops grinning triumphantly. The handyman was busy righting his cart.
"I'm Yoli's father."
"EXCUSE ME?!!" I noticed a woman waiting on the other side of the street standing just inside the gate of Yoli's apartment building.
"I assure you I am Yoli's father; we adopted her when she was five and its been uh, work ever since. This is her mother Jane." I got a closer look at his wife, this equally silver haired woman who appeared stressed out but had a worldly disposition I couldn't put my finger on at that moment.
"Nice to meet you; we've heard so much about you from our daughter."
"You have?"
"Don't worry, we understand our daughter's complications; we're here to pick up her things. She'll be returning home with us to recover." We walked up the stairs as I noticed Jane Van Allen with her daughter's house keys.
"I don't understand; I mean, thank you for helping me and all, but this is strange."
"Are you seeing our daughter, or are you sexually involved only?" His question jarred me into a sudden stop as Yoli's parents regarded me. All of us were standing in front of the apartment door.
"Uhm, I met Yoli across the street at that salon; she got fired. Sir, I've been with your daughter, I'm not gonna lie."
"Is that all it is between you and Yoli? She's talked incessantly about you with us for a minute now." Her mother questioned.
"Ma'am, I really like Yoli and we seemed to have something together, but there were some mistakes."
"Cheating?"
"We never uh, solidified our relationship outside of well, you know." Before Mrs. Van Allen could speak, the cops across the street suddenly booted up their siren for a few seconds. We took the hint going inside Yoli's apartment to continue our impromptu dialog.
I found myself in Yoli's apartment opened by her mother going over to the window first peeking down at the salon finding that the car lingered along with some lively foot traffic. Things looked positively jovial out there as Mr. Van Allen joined me staring out the window.
"So, you uh, adopted Yoli? Did her parents pass away?"
"We went with that narrative for a while, but she's always known that she was abandoned. It's the crux of her disfunction."
"Abandoned?"
"Yes, her mother was a colleague of my wife's down at university some time ago. Yoli's mother was a professor held in high regard in academia and our social circle, but she had some, issues."
"Drugs?"
"That came later, much later unfortunately for our daughter." Mrs. Van Allen answered taking stock of Yoli's cluttered apartment. I wondered where Yoli's oft mentioned roommate was as I noticed her mother starting to busy herself picking up the cluttered living room.
"I think she has a roommate." I offered.
"No, she doesn't; we've paid her rent since she left home. She has a black card that I monitor, but recently hadn't been using. She figured us out and didn't want us to know what she was doing. Yoli's been cross with us for the last year and a half."
"Wait, she was telling the truth about that? I didn't believe her and I was worried about her hospital bill ma'am."
Mrs. Van Allen was a weathered but still attractive woman somewhere near her sixties, her oval face was devoid of makeup silver hair drawn back behind her ears.
"Thank you; our daughter has a trust that pays her basic living expenses; we had to limit it or else she would've depleted it by now, I'm sure."
"She's bad with money?"
"No, Yoli has a severe need to please other people, no boundaries and very little understanding of the world around her. She would give you the shirt off her back and the world along with the moon simply to be accepted." Mrs. Van Allen continued.
"I picked up on that ma'am; she was obsessed with being a part of her employer's inner circle. Being ousted from it, messed her up."
"Renee Kelly, yes we're aware of her." Mr. Van Allen interjected.
"Excuse me?"
"We subsidized her small business in exchange for employment for our daughter; Yoli was sort of drifting in and out of society until she found and glommed onto Ms. Kelly over there. We hoped for the best, but recently Ms. Kelly made good on her loan returning ten percent of our initial loan per our mutual agreement."
"Yes, we discovered she'd terminated Yoli's employment against our wishes."
"It was complicated ma'am."
"But still against our wishes seeing as how we saved her business. She was barely making rent when the offer was presented. We were assured she would be capable of directing Yoli towards some sense of normalcy. Our trust was misplaced, it seems."
"Did you know she's given that salon to her cousin? The young lady out front talking to the cops?"
Mr. Van Allen looked over at his wife, the two exchanging glances. The hairs stood up on the back of my neck as Mrs. Van Allen took notice of my frayed condition.
"Are you injured young man; we saw what happened over there."
"Mostly my pride, they were kids just punks. I need to run a hot towel over my face, that's probably it." I downplayed my moderate injuries intrigued with discovering more of Yoli's backstory.
Outside, the patrol car was finally pulling off from the curb, but I doubted those cops were out of the neighborhood. We watched Carlie converse with some of those kids that assaulted me before going back into her place. The salon door was left wide open.
"Do you know anything about what happened to our daughter young man?"
"Yes, I do sir; you're probably not going to like it though."
"Please, she's not been forthcoming with us and refuses to file a police report."
"I know, Mr. Abelman told me; he's this older gentleman, a neighbor who lives in this building with his wife. They're good people sir, nothing shady at all."
"Mr. Abelman is the manager of this unit; we've had him keeping an eye on Yoli for us. It's all very clandestine, but in her best interests we assure you." They noticed the shocked expression on my face.
"We love our daughter." Mrs. Abelman added.
"Yoli doesn't know about this stuff, besides her trust, right?"
"I know how this looks, but we have her best interests at heart. We needed her to have some sense of agency, feel that she was outside of this family. Yoli is good at talking and being a social butterfly; she was an academic standout when she bothered to go to school for any length of time. It's just that she's broken inside and we have, to watch her."
"Damn." I sat on Yoli's couch palming my temple while they watched.
"She was abandoned by her mother when she was five; her mother just disappeared leaving her in this brownstone apartment to fend for herself. Jane was concerned after not hearing from her mother for a week or so, this acclaimed scholar and academic had expressed severe reticence at being a mother right before disappearing. Jane found Yoli in that apartment living almost ferally and brought her home."
"Oh my god." I mumbled under breath.
"We were already past our prime and fully intended to allow child services and the authorities to deal with the issue, but Yoli just seemed to fit. We don't have any biological children of our own you see; and she was so beautiful and smart excelling at anything, any challenge if only for a bit of praise. And you see young man, therein lay the problem."
"I don't follow."
"She excels academically, physically; hell, she's even aced modern dance and uh, boxing along with some martial arts. My little girl has a brown belt in one of them, although I don't know which. Yoli has so many trophies and certificates, but none of that means anything."
"Why?" Mrs. Van Allen took her husband's arm looking in my direction before nodding to him.
"We sort of figured out she thought these things would please us; Yoli wanted to be the perfect daughter because in the back of her mind, we'd put her out on the streets if she was less than perfect. The trauma visited upon her never went away and no amount of therapy seemed to work."



"One of her teachers decided to give her a B on an assignment and she continuously harassed the poor woman wanting another chance to take what was simply a practice test. It was her first public meltdown, we had to take her on academic sabbatical."
"Yoli begged us for days on end not to put her out even though we had no intentions of the sort. We thought she might get better with therapy, but then we got a visit from one of her classmates who perceived himself as her boyfriend."
"He outed her." I added.
"We're open minded, so we just acknowledged the young man's concerns but later, it was so much worse."
"What happened?"
"The other girl in question discovered our daughter "entertaining " a number of her male classmates. She was devastated wanting nothing more to do with Yoli, but our daughter didn't seem to have the capacity to understand how much she'd hurt that girl. Understand, we're very liberal minded, we had the talk with her."
"I know what happened." I interjected before Mr. Van Allen went further.
"Then you understand that she'll do anything for approval, even use her body."
Mrs. Van Allen already knew the answer to that question in ways only a mother could just by looking at a person's face. Images of my numerous interludes with Yoli and her pinned down under my cousin flittered about my mind. I hunched over mulling whether to continue talking with them.
"It's okay, you seem like a really nice guy." She seemed to know what was going on behind my eyes.
"I'm sorry ma'am, but I feel responsible for Yoli ending up in that hospital."
"Could you elaborate."
"We kinda hit it off when we first met; I was with your daughter, a lot. One day, I found her with my cousin who is Renee's uh, significant other. I was uhm, mad and didn't want to be involved with her anymore. Even though I said that we were still sleeping together. She got like, really angry and jealous when I started working with one of her former coworkers. I'm sorry but they got into a fight across the street, Yoli humiliated and sent this woman to the hospital."
"Oh no!" Jane Van Allen fretted.
"It's my fault she got hurt ma'am; I'm really sorry."
"You were involved with the other girl?" Her father asked instantly putting me into a dilemma.
He was unknowingly asking a question that would expose my culpability in his daughter's injury along with my recent activity shooting amateur porn. I'd shot footage of Yoli but turned it over to her on a thumb drive after we'd fallen out. I hesitated trying to find some basic answer that wouldn't lead to more questions. I found resolve in the fact that I'd been exiled from Renee's supposed inner circle.
"Yeah, I guess I was mad but I didn't know Yoli would get so angry after she slept with my cousin. She was also mad because she found out the other girl did the same thing but didn't get fired. I'm sorry but I've got to disclose that other girl was bullying your daughter beforehand. I didn't know that, and uhm, we were working together which made Yoli feel more isolated afterwards."
"You worked at that salon?"
"No, the other girl uhm, does part time work as a cam girl." I softened things up noting the latent horror in their faces fearing the worst.
"What were you doing with this uh, cam girl?" Jane Van Allen queried wringing her hands while Mr. Van Allen looked stoic.
"Social media, uhm helping her shoot content for a website."
"Adult work?"
"Uhm, yeah; yes sir." His eyes narrowed, face clouding over.
"Was our daughter involved in this kind of work?"
"No." I watched Jane Van Allen bury her face in her husband's chest relieved their daughter wasn't involved in pornography.
I had to lie after all Yoli had gone through. Two scenes were currently on the original host site that started this mess. I really was responsible for everything in hindsight. Renee used me to subsidize her income proving yet again how far ahead of everyone she always was.
The woman was a strategist also gifted uniquely with the ability to take something and upgrade it for her own use. This was apparent from the moment she locked me out right after the launch of an adult website she steered me into creating. Her hustle would be inspiring if not for her ingenuity at getting people to serve her needs to the exclusion of all else.
"Uhm excuse me sir, and ma'am; do you mind if I use the bathroom here?"
"Help yourself, we have to call porters to box all of Yoli's belongings up for storage."
"Storage?"
"Yes, she will be returning home with us until she is well enough for sabbatical. We've decided to place Yoli in assisted living for a time until she can properly function as an adult. It's for the best."
"Does she know about that sir?"
"She will come to understand, its for the best." Jane Van Allen replied aping her husband's answer.
I found myself staring at the Van Allens coming to some understanding unsaid about their relationship with adopted daughter Yoli Van Allen. All their talk of loving this troubled young woman they raised felt shallow considering what she'd been through. It seemed as if they threw money at the problem for the most part instead of talking and legitimately caring for her. Now these people were intent on putting her into storage.
"Can I ask a question?"
"Yes young man; you've earned the right." Mr. Van Allen admitted.
"Did anyone ever try to find Yoli's birth father?" Both of them exchanged glances before Jane spoke.
"From what we understand, this uh, man would be of no use. He was many years younger than Yoli's mother. I'm afraid to admit he was barely around your age now when Yoli was conceived. She was supposed to be his mentor in academia, but I suppose they became lovers after a fashion. It ended very badly and Lamar was never the same again. Yoli's mother started her tenure after being transferred here to university, five months pregnant."
"Lamar?"
"Tyrell, Lamar Tyrell; I can't elaborate but it's best he remains unaware." She added again sounding robotic to my ears.
"It's for the best, right?"
A knock at the door interrupted us. Mr. Abelman appeared following up with the Van Allens who began making plans to have some people pack up their daughter's apartment. At this point I was becoming a good study of people noting Mr. Abelman's deferent nature before the power couple. They were capable of playing chess with Renee Kelly.
I took the opportunity to slip into the narrow corridor leading to the rest of Yoli's apartment bypassing the bathroom which was similarly cluttered with haphazard items and bits of clothing. The floor was made up of tiny black and white checkered tiles. The interior was cramped, her tub a vintage high sided model matching the sink like something from the twenties. There were some fashion magazines and junk mail littering the floor as I cracked the door listening to her parents converse.
I was on a mission to protect Yoli's reputation and cover my ass.
From the bathroom door, I could see her kitchen at the rear of the unit cluttered up, short counters topped and packed with numerous unopened boxes of cereal, pop tarts and various items. There was a ten speed bicycle wedge at a forty five degree angle against the back door leading outside to the second floor back porch. The Van Allens were conversing with Mr. Abelman joined by his wife allowing me to slip across the corridor into Yoli's bedroom.
"Shit."
Yoli's bedroom was a testament to shut-ins and hoarders abroad with this large odd looking floor mattress as the centerpiece of a bedroom cluttered with various toys, knickknacks boxes stuffed full of magazines and books. These were ladies magazines and dirt rags like the Enquirer mixed in with what looked like college level school text books.
The floor mattress was made to look like a massive anime themed cat fluffy ears, appendages, and all. I found it hard to stifle a half smile noticing the dressers piles high with beauty product, baskets of the high end stuff. I took a step accidentally stepping on some robot action figure nearly toppling into the cat bed head first.
"Sorry Optimus." My hand was on something hidden under a bath towel among other disparate items in the bed including more than a few sets of thong panties.
"Oh fuck me." I mumbled finding myself in possession of this massive vibrator. This was one of those "Magic Wand" numbers I'd seen in a lot of Japanese porn but bigger than I'd ever seen. I tossed it aside looking to my immediate right finding a few photos on the sliding doors of her closet.
"Oh." There were three pics simply Scotch taped there, one of Renee taken some time ago.
She was looking away but still seemed aware at her work station. The other was more alarming because it was me taken at some unknown time in front of the salon from a distance. It looked like something taken from her phone enlarged and cropped using a laptop. There were a few other sex toys scattered about as I found what I was looking for in the corner. A expensive laptop sat atop a milkcrate plugged in and active, another photo from the salon as the screen saver.
This was a group pic with Renee, Yoli, Carlie (Obviously taken before I came into the picture) and Rashida. Yoli had taken the time to edit a shit emoji over Rashida's face. The hate was that real. Sticking out of the computer's side port was the thumb drive I'd given Yoli containing all of the footage I'd shot of her the first night we hooked up. I scrambled for it unplugging the smoking gun turning to find Mrs. Van Allen in the doorway staring at me.
"Uh, I loaned her some movies, ma'am."
"I like you, don't ruin it by lying to my face; you definitely want to keep me and my husband on your good side young man." Her face remained static with just the slightest indication of her displeasure in the age lines at the corner of her lips and the wrinkles in her forehead.
"I felt bad, didn't want you to see this because you've already been through enough. She never did anything with the stuff on this thumb drive ma'am."
Mrs. Van Allen folded her arms across her chest rubbing a bicep as she surveyed the excessive clutter in the room focusing on the copious beauty products gathered about.
"Yoli wanted to be a model in her last year of high school, I knew a photographer and got the ball rolling. She barely had a few shoots under her belt before endorsements started pouring in. We were getting boxes of this stuff addressed to her, then one day she just stopped."
"Burnt out?"
"No, she enrolled in a critical thinking curriculum preferring pursuits of the mind over "exploiting herself" as she put it when confronted. Another mess I had to personally clean up, also an affair with her married female photographer too. She left that woman a mess and her marriage barely survived. Yoli said uh, Marisol was uhm, crowding her, stifling her aura. Honestly, it was the first time I employed corporal punishment, on a nineteen year old no less. I was so defeated when she looked back at me asking if her parents were "throwing her away"; almost triggered another meltdown in both of us. She offered to return to the affair if it meant "we still wanted her " and weren't putting her out. She craves acceptance and, love young man; starves for it constantly."
"Therapy?"
"Had sex with her therapist; his marriage didn't survive and we obviously shredded his career. Do you understand what I'm trying to tell you?"
"Yeah, but I feel like shoving her into a home isn't the answer ma'am." I slowly got up pushing the thumb drive into my pocket.
"I think I like you, but you don't understand our daughter. She's work, twenty four seven, three hundred sixty five days out of the year. We're tired of this shit and Renee Kelly was obviously in the same mindset, even though we assisted her with a flagging business and provided her with a stipend. Yoli must have annoyed her so much, she didn't want the money."
"That's my fault too, ma'am."
"How?"
"I unintentionally built her a new stream of revenue; I didn't know what I was doing at the time. She was ten or more steps ahead of me this whole time. It's my fault, I take responsibility for everything that happened to put your daughter in the hospital. I wanna say I was used ma'am; I won't but I didn't know what I was doing. Now, I just want to do the right thing and flush this thumb drive."
"What's on the drive?"
"Yoli having sex, with me; we were hanging out here and she implied that she needed cash after being fired by Renee. There's this pay site that a lot of people use to make money selling sex; I didn't know any of this shit about Yoli ma'am."
Mrs. Van Allen suddenly cupped my chin. I could feel her nails in my flesh, her face clouding over.
"You're going to flush that drive while I watch; if you're lying to me, I'll destroy you, then I'll tell my husband."
"I'm not lying and you can tell your husband anyway; I just didn't want you to see Yoli like that ma'am." It felt like she could throttle me to death if she wanted.
"I've seen my daughter every way a parent shouldn't and yes, I've considered throwing her away. When I think about it sometimes, I hate her birth mother for putting us in this position. Her father is useless and an embarrassment to his wife and children. He was little more than your age when she took him and turned the poor lad out."
"Yoli's father?"
"Lamar Terrell; he was "indoctrinated" by my long time "friend" and associate; she warped his mind gone before his parents could even react. To our great shame we hid her away professionally, while assuring he would "make it" in our circles as a caveat. Yoli is unfortunately our "monkey's paw" and she's going away to get better; do you understand?!"
"It's for the best." I answered as she released my chin, favoring her hand.
"Do you know why I told you all of this shit?"
"No ma'am."
"One day Yoli is going to find true autonomy independent of us; it's a given. If she ever appears before us with these talking points, I will find and take care of you by any means necessary; pardon the expression."
I didn't say anything but gathered her meaning being marched across the corridor back to the bathroom where I promptly flushed the thumb drive under her watchful eye. Mr. Van Allen's ninth hour rescue of me from some jail time and much worse notwithstanding; the Van Allens were decidedly dangerous. My bicep was still in her grasp as Jane Van Allen got in my face brooding.
"I want to know what you created for Renee Kelly; as a matter of fact bring up that site on this." Her I-phone was slammed into my palm. There was no way I was getting out of anything, so I brought up Renee's site. She glanced at it for a few seconds before bookmarking it.
"My husband went down to Mr. Abelman's apartment to settle some affairs; I think you should go now."
It was late afternoon as I crossed the gate in front of Yoli's apartment building knowing I'd never return. Mrs. Van Allen's words stuck to me like glue as I glanced across the street finding some of the punks who attacked me still hanging out. Carlie was even playfully being taught how to ride a skateboard by the kid who'd hit me with it. It seemed I was all but forgotten, but I'd unwittingly been given more pieces of a puzzle I never wanted to solve.
"She's a fraud."
So much came to the fore in a day triggered karmically perhaps by my expulsion from a faux inner circle. I took stock of my experiences in exquisite detail happening upon one uneven piece.
************************************
I arrived home just before dusk knowing it was a race against time. I still had a loose end to be tied up in the form of Renee's laptop computer. Her bootlicks in a hurry to get me out of the apartment likely mistook it for my property. I encouraged my uber driver to challenge the speed limit. Renee Kelly would be compelled to cover her tracks completely and I didn't know what lengths she would go to quote unquote bury the body. I didn't want to find out with visions of Rashida climbing into my bedroom window. The sudden foil didn't like to get her hands dirty.
"Son of the bitch." My car pulled up on the side of the house. From my vantage point I could see my cousin Jaquan standing on my front porch. He was looking directly at my uber as I stepped out, mirror shades expectedly covering his eyes.
"AW SHE IS SO PRETTY, JUST THE CUTEST LITTLE GIRL!!" My ears were assaulted with the familiar falsetto screech of mom's voice.
"I'm a princess."
Little Daisy Kelly replied earning more doting and laughter from my parental unit. I was looking my cousin dead in the eye working an internal herculean effort to keep my emotion in check as I approached the front of the house.
"Thank you so much; I'm so glad we were able to retrieve my property. We're lucky you were home and Daisy got to see her favorite auntie." My blood ran cold at the sound of Renee's voice.
The whole family was standing on my front porch, Renee slinging her computer bag across a shoulder like a purse. She was wearing a white sundress trimmed with an ethnic print at the neck, midsection, and hem, respectively. It stopped high on her thighs leaving her thick shapely legs exposed white wedge sandals on her feet. Despite all I'd learned, her ridiculous hourglass figure was the realest thing about Renee Kelly. I popped wood, but it wasn't visible luckily for me as Jaquan slightly altered position glaring from behind his shades. This nigga was actually standing guard.
"Stop looking." I cracked a half smile, actually more of a smirk caring little that she spoke.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING BOY? COME ON UP HERE AND SAY HELLO TO YOUR COUSIN AND HIS LADY!!" Mom appeared clueless holding little Daisy Kelly. That spoiled little princess was definitely her mother's child wrapping her arms around my mom's neck feigning fear at my presence. Renee didn't turn around giving me only a view of her back.
"Nah, I'm good." I replied without verbal malice.
"He's scary." The toddler commented earning a deep hug from my mother as her parents responded.
I watched Jaquan take custody of his little girl holding her to his chest cradling her tiny head. I really had to give it to that kid as I backed onto the lawn just in front of my house clearing a path for them to pass as they descended the front steps. Renee turned around chin tucked holding my cousin's arm as they walked down to the sidewalk. She didn't look in my direction and neither did Jaquan. I found myself looking at little Daisy Kelly who surprised me with a wave goodbye. We knew this was the last time we'd see one another.
"NO MATTER WHAT; WE FAMILY AND I LOVE YOU CUZ!!" I yelled after them. I saw Renee glance at Jaquan, a look of concern on her face, more pensive actually.
Jaquan didn't let her down walking to her car placing his daughter in her car seat. I stopped looking as he got in the passenger seat, arms folded across my chest.
I waited on the lawn eyes averted from Renee's car until it passed by me speeding off to only god knows where.
"HEY, YOU GET IN THIS HOUSE; YOU'RE SUPPOSED TO BE GROUNDED AND YOUR FATHER'S BEEN CALLING ME!! HAVE YOU BEEN IGNORING HIM, BECAUSE I'M GONNA ADD ANOTHER COUPLE OF DAYS TO YOUR SENTENCE BOY!!"
Mom's screeching voice was wholly welcome as I slowly walked up the stairs feeling a days' worth of grief and familial pathos on my shoulders. I glanced at her slightly trembling holding the screen door open for my mother.
"You hungry?"
"Yeah."
"I got some chicken on the stove from Churches; wash your hands boy." I followed her inside locking the screen door. Then something snapped as I slammed the front door with all my might. The diamond shaped window vibrated as the sound briefly echoed across the living room. I mashed my face into the back of the front door leaning against it at a diagonal angle.



I was crying hard, ugly crying and it was weird because I didn't give a fuck about Little Daisy Kelly, Jaquan, and Renee Kelly.
Out of the blue this soothing warm embrace engulfed me making things start to fade away like my cousin, his daughter, and their ultra-feminine captor. At that moment I knew everything was going to be okay. I sniffled and coughed a bit feeling her arms tighten around my midsection.
"You're my strong boy; I love you and you're gonna be alright son." Mom was leaning into my back hugging me tight to her bosom.
Bless an old school mother who knew just the right thing to do for her emotionally ailing son, my mother went into love bomb mode catering to me for the next hour and a half getting me to clean up while she set a plate out on the table for me. She didn't ask about the obvious tension between me and Jaquan sitting beside me just watching as I cleaned my plate. The spell was broken when her boyfriend called, but I was grateful enough taking the garbage out without being prompted.
Mom was inside her room seemingly talking to one of my aunts when I returned. She wasn't being especially covert, but I managed to hear part of a conversation.
"I should've let him stay at home instead of going over there; now that bitch got my baby all upset. Huh, no he was here too, looking like a dummy while she rubbed his face in it. I don't know dammit, I hope not and you know how that old evil looking girl like to control everything, huh?!! YEAH, WEARING THIS OLE' TIGHT ASS DRESS SHOWING OFF HER ASS FOR ANYBODY WANNA LOOK!! If she didn't have that cute little baby, I tell her to get out of my yard! I DON'T KNOW, STOP ASKING!! Lord, please don't curse me like that!! NOW YOU'RE BEING EXTRA HAZEL!!"
I leaned against the door getting more unintended positive reinforcement from my mother's intended clandestine gossip. She didn't know I was there just outside of her closed door, listening.
"Shit, you don't know why Doris bought that old slant eyed heifer into their house? NO, SHE COULD'VE CARED LESS ABOUT JAQUAN HAVING ALL THEM OTHER GIRLS!! Hazel, you ain't listening and you talk too much!! Don't get mad at me because you left out of things!! OKAY, I'M SORRY!! You know that numb nut, Jaquan stupid is as stupid does, signed his parental rights over to that girl!! YEAH!! YES HAZEL, HE SIGNED THEM AWAY!! I don't know what made him do it back then, but Gloria bought that girl into the house, paid her child support hoping she could get her to tear that paper up. Yeah, she ended up putting a deposit down on that stupid salon to keep seeing her granddaughter! Then she got tired of looking at the girl and moved into a condo!! Get this, that evil girl moved out and didn't tell Jaquan where she was for months!!"
Honestly, it felt like the man upstairs was uh, caping for me in hindsight as I discovered more of Renee's actual history.
"HAZEL, I'M HANGING UP CAUSE YOU ARE BEING OUT OF POCKET!! Yeah, well my boy bet not come up in here telling me he got that girl pregnant or something.
No, nuh no Hazel; I'M NOT ASKING HIM SHIT!!"
I chuckled to myself realizing my mother was too weirded out to ask me about my outburst and it's relation to Renee Kelly. There was no way I'd cop to sleeping with my cousin's girlfriend and baby momma multiple times and I definitely wasn't talking about the crazy polyamorous situation that was starting to form before Renee pulled the plug. It just felt good knowing how much mom loved me not wanting me to end up with somebody like Renee. The sudden ringing of the front door bell startled me. I heard my mother stumbling about trying to get out of bed.
"HAZEL, I GOTTA GO! I THINK GENE IS OUTSIDE!! WE'RE GOING OUT! Huh, no you ain't coming with us. Hazel, you're doing it again and I'm gonna hang up before we go there!! NO I AIN'T BRINGING YOU NO PLATE!!" I edged into the living room looking through the small diamond shaped window finding my mother's boyfriend outside.
"Get away from that door and go back there, clean up the kitchen."
"Sure mom."
She was already dressed for an evening out with her purse and shawl over one arm. She smiled warmly pinching my cheek as I realized she kept her boyfriends outside of the house. I locked up after her and finished up my chores as my thoughts drifted towards Renee and Jaquan.
"Gilded cage, makes sense." I thought of Jaquan's simplistic explanation about cheating on Renee throughout their relationship until she finally road him into the dirt.
I went back into my room retrieving my laptop booting it up. There was the slightest possibility that Renee Kelly figured ahead realizing that I'd likely copied the information and files from the laptop. I was confident my mother hadn't allowed her into my room, retrieving the work laptop herself. It was grating watching my mother interact with a woman she very openly didn't like. Renee just rolled with it confident that she was in control of her own little sphere.
Now I was outside of that bubble and I intended to do some more digging around as I pulled the portable hard drive from its hiding place under my dresser desk. I kept most if not all of the adult material hidden on backups under the bottom drawer. My mother wasn't really computer literate, but she knew how to turn on a laptop. I opened one of the folders finding another video thumbnail of Shawnee's face in visible distress.
"Hey, are you upset?"
"No, I'm fine Ms. One."
Shawnee was seen from the camera's point of view; hand held this time. She was wearing a grey adidas track suit and pink cotton tank top. There was a twisted gold chain link about her neck, the thick kind favored by a lot of rappers and her ears were adorned with luxurious multiple earrings in each of the six piercings , three on either side. Shawnee was glancing down at her own feet dabbing makeup on her chubby cheeks intermittently.
"No, I'll tell you when you're fine chipmunk; I'm just, getting a certain feeling from you." Ms. One sounded casually dangerous.
"I'm okay, I ain't making no feelings or nothing." Shawnee dabbed at her chin with the pad before Ms. One's pale hand shot into frame snatching it away.
"We talked about this right; tell me we didn't talk about this shit beforehand?"
"We talked about it." Shawnee admitted reluctantly.
"So, you're still gonna be this way after all I've done for you bitch. Look at you, I made you money, you-ARE-money "Ms. WTF?!" Fucking gold, clothes, makeup, and endorsements chipmunk; yet you still all up in your feelings about some eggplant, huh? Tell me I'm fucking lying, bitch?"
"Look Renee, its uhm-AAAWWWHHH!!" Ms. One's hand shot into frame striking her with a resoundingly loud pancake slap. Shawnee favored her cheek averting her eyes away from the camera.
"What, is my name?"
"Ms. One."
"That's right, now I want you to tell me if one little eggplant is worth all the shit I gave you. As a matter of fact, why don't you tell me what I've done for you since you've got such a short fucking memory."
Her voice was ice cold.
"Helped me, mentored me getting me cleaned up from being a sloppy floating ass, made me a whole woman independent with several streams of revenue coming in and endorsements on social media. I'm uh, allowed to live here in the studio with my man and uhm..." Ms. One's hand appeared fingers snapping inches away from Shawnee's face as she flinched.
"Your man?"
"Andre."
"Your man?" Ms. One repeated again, the room becoming silent as she struggled to find the answer expected of her.
"Uhm, eggplant?" Shawnee answered uneven as Ms. One snickered off camera.
The camera suddenly veered a sharp right finding Andre sitting in the bed wearing nothing but boxers. He looked clean shaven, fresh haircut with a noticeable diamond stud in one ear. Ms. One was obviously marking her territory as I noticed the glazed over look in his eye remembering that was how I usually looked at her.
"Hey, you my nigga?"
"Yes ma'am Ms. One." He answered without hesitation, grinning from ear to ear as the camera shot back to Shawnee purposely staring the opposite direction. Ms. One cupped her chin forcing the SSBBW to look directly into the camera.
"You my nigga?"
Shawnee was truly a deer caught in the headlights and perpetual fall woman for Ms. One who was intent on exerting her influence over the woman directly and otherwise. Her meticulously shaped brows arched upward as she struggled against her inner nature.
Her makeup was visible due to the high definition camera allowing me to detect the perspiration on her brow. Her lips glistened with expensive gloss and her hair was done immaculately. Faustian deal notwithstanding, the pear shaped Latina was being forced to declare her loyalty outright in front of her boyfriend.
"Yes."
The camera remained on her face in medium closeup while Ms. One remained quiet studying her for any reaction. It seemed to go on forever before she spoke as Shawnee sat there unable to look away from the camera lens. She looked off balance, shook to her core unable to truly express herself.
"Can you believe this shit?"
"She didn't have no problem answering you when you helped her out with a place to live after catching that eviction. Maybe homegirl should pay those bills next time."
The camera veered over towards the door as Rashida walked in still sporting the nose bandage and some bruising from the beating she'd received from Yoli. Despite that, Chi Town Thunda looked impeccable with a wicked pony hawk type updo.
Her incredible body was accentuated by a canary yellow one piece swimsuit that rode really high on her powerful hips. I could see that she was wearing a pair of matching stilettos as she walked right up to Shawnee who looked down at her feet again.
"Chipmunk, I want you to tell me, I want you to look me in the face and tell us you cool with Andre getting fucked. I mean, we're gonna do it anyway, but it would be nice if you weren't downstairs moving out while this nigga having his best day. Look at him, don't you want him to be happy, bitch?" Ms. One was flexing.
"IT'S OKAY, I DON'T CARE!!" Shawnee blurted out barely stifling emotion as the camera switched between Rashida's grinning face and the increasingly uncomfortable Latina.
"Yeah okay; don't you move from that spot. We want to show you how to fuck a nigga right; and its okay if you get up in your feelings. Look, we're trying to help you out with this problem."
"Problem?"
"Yeah, you act like a sorry bitch who doesn't appreciate the world that's been given to her. Do you have any idea what you're capable of Shawnee, huh? No, you don't and you never will if you can't let go bitch. Look at your man; look how happy Rashida's making him."
The camera shifted over finding Chi Town Thunda on all fours wantonly sucking Andre off. Her certified sixty two inches rose high above her shoulders as she cupped his balls, steadily stroking his member with the upper third buried between her thick lips. I was wearing headsets which made the audio immersive more than I wanted.
Ms. One shot intermittent reaction shots capturing Shawnee's obvious despair while my ears were filled with wet, syrupy slurps intermingled with the sounds of spitting and coughing. Andre added to the impassioned audio with this sustained masculine groan that seemed to leave an echo. The veins visible on his member looked ready to burst.
"How you like it Thunda?" Ms. One sounded glib.
"Damn, I could suck this shit all day bitch; chipmunk was sleeping on this nigga for real!"
She went back to vacuum sucking the upper third of his member half snickering, this time adding a little bit of teeth grinding to the fray. Andre was already drenched in perspiration completely euphoric as streams of frothy saliva drizzled down his rubbery looking shaft.
"Fuck, I wish I weren't shooting right now; I want some of that dick too. My pussy is so damn wet now, but it's okay I'm gonna be fucking him tonight anyway." Despite her words, Ms. One's hand dipped into frame handling part of his endowment stroking away along with Rashida who was going to work on his cock, hard.
There were a number of bangle bracelets on her wrist which added a strange cadence to the action. Andre grabbed fistfuls of the bedding appearing to avoid handling Rashida's humongous derriere.
"Damn, I wanna suck on this shit too; hey chipmunk, how we doing over there?" Ms. One teased finding her whipping girl staring blankly at the proceedings blinking profusely.
"You gonna make her cry." Rashida commented between slurps.
"So what; do you know what her man put me through training the nigga? Andre, remember how you fucked up the first day we fucked? Remember that shit? Tell Thunda what you did nigga." His head rolled on his shoulders, snickering a little which earned a balled up fist around his left ear from Ms. One.
I uhm, nipped her clit with my tooth; I'm really sorry about that Ms. One."
"It's okay that was the first day we ever met; besides, I fucked the shit out of you while your bitch was making my money downstairs. We had a real good time, didn't we baby?" Her hand was caressing his cheek in frame.
"Yeah, that was great." Andre admitted, stupid sycophantic grin intact.
"No, what did I tell you about lying Andre."
"Uhm, yeah sorry; that was the best pussy I ever had Ms. One." The camera swung around finding Shawnee about to burst into tears. She was falling to pieces being deconstructed mentally on a continual basis.
"He really nipped your clit?"
"Oh yeah, but he's so much better now girlfriend; Every time he's over, I get topped off like you wouldn't believe. Andre eats pussy like it's going out of style; ain't that right nigga?"
"Yes Ms. One."
"Serious?" Rashida asked stroking his fake looking schlong with dual twisting motions.
"Fuck yeah, you should've been over here the other day; Andre topped off my cousin Carlie so good that she lied to her man and stayed over. Ain't that right Andre my nigga?"
"Yup."
The camera pointed at Shawnee catching her lower lip quivering uncontrollably as the other two women continued sexually gossiping. Andre was enraptured to the exclusion of all else one hand still hovering in the air trembling.
Shit girl, you're the truth!" Rashida commented twisting dual fists simultaneously around the base of his member and just below his crown.
"Try it out; this nigga certified as fuck. Aw shit, Carlie's downstairs right now, I'm gonna call that bitch cause she can't get enough of this nigga head game." Her pale hand was rubbing and caressing Andre's head like some loyal pet while she spoke.
"I'm a have to get some of that shit." Rashida commented, both women ignoring Shawnee completely.
"Hold up, take the camera for a minute girlfriend."
There was a flurry of blurred movement as Ms. One handed off the camera before the shot steadied finding her in full disguise throating a good half of Andre's endowment with no problem. She'd apparently had a lot of practice. A twinge of emotion ran through me making it seem as if I'd been replaced sexually by the clueless stud.
"AW SHIT, AW SHIT THAT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD MS. ONE!!" Her improved technique got instant results in his overly theatrical cries of ecstasy.
Renee still used Shawnee's technique, but now added her own twist to it allowing the large spade like head of his cock to clear her lips but pursing them tightly while mimicking the feel of penetration forcing it to part her lips in a good ten repetitions before almost throating more than a half letting it linger in her throat as Andre squirmed and happily mewled.
Shawnee was never getting this guy back.
"I LUB YOU MS. ONE!! I LOVE YOU GIRL!! AW SHIT, I LOVE THIS!!" Ms. One drew back leaving a nasty web of saliva and precum hanging from her chin attached to the head of his cock. She went back in for a few seconds doing the penetration thing with her lips again while Rashida laughed and clapped hooting like some country hick.
"Damn Ms. One; you got a nigga wanting to put a ring on it."
Rashida giggled as Ms. One drew back wiping her chin laughing too. She was wearing a simple t-shirt with her awesome lower half on full display. Rashida's hands appeared in frame roughly stroking Andre's cock like she meant it.
"Sometimes I make him cry for the pussy; he loves me. Ain't that right nigga?"
"MOTHERFUCKING RIGHT MS. ONE!!" Andre screamed with some base in his voice. It was more authoritative sounding than before as his hand palmed one of her large sloping breasts through the t-shirt. Ms. One went the extra mile cradling his head nursing him through her t-shirt like some infant.
"He loves me bitch." Rashida turned the camera back on Shawnee who sat there helpless with streams of mascara darkened tears running down her chubby cheeks.
"WHY YOU CRYING?!!" Rashida yelled, indignant.
"Non mi importa di quello stronzo. Non significa un cazzo per me e puoi averlo comunque! Non mi interessa!!" Shawnee replied in her native tongue, her voice shaking uncontrollably.
Renee closed the circle around her in record time controlling everything that mattered in her life, even her place of residence. Upsetting the boss bitch would undoubtedly be catastrophic to her life on a massive level.
"You're not?" Ms. One responded as if Shawnee spoke English.
"NO!!"
"Sei sicuro di quella puttana? Ho il tuo uomo, ho la tua borsa, ho tutto ciò che pensi di possedere e anch'io possiedo il tuo culo grasso, troia!! Vuoi scopare con me cagna?!! Ti sfido Shawnee!! fanculo con me negro!!"
Rashida did a double take, surprised when Ms. One spoke to Shawnee in fluent Spanish. The large pear shaped Latina's eyes went wide, mouth hanging open at the realization that her antagonist was bilingual. She wouldn't even be able to hide verbally in her own language.
"What, I went to a magnet school before high school; bitch, I speak four languages. I've known what you were saying the whole time and for your information; you never fucking asked."
"YOU-WHY DIDN'T YOU!!" Shawnee could barely get the words out between gasps and hiccups preceding the deluge of tears running down her cheeks.
"This is America; we speak the queen's motherfucking English over here my nigga!" Ms. One trolled as Rashida burst into uncontrollable laughter.
Ms. One peeled off the shirt revealing her impressive physique to Shawnee hands on her hips after tossing the shirt aside. Her build was intimidating, her obvious intent meant to humble Shawnee exploiting the woman's body issues. Ms. One glared at her waiting until Shawnee found the courage to face her.
"Yeah, you're right." Shawnee admitted wiping her tears with her forearm taking off a good portion of the makeup caked onto her face.
"Look at me and look at your sloppy ass; I have to use fashion tricks to make you a whole woman while I'm the real deal. The least you could do is be grateful I'm even looking at your face. You're crying because you think like a child. I'm trying to help you, but you hung up on a married nigga who don't even love you. He loves me now because I've shown him what a real woman is my nigga. What're you gonna do about it; we fucking your nigga and you're gonna watch everything or I'm gonna fuck you up bitch."
"WHY DO I HAVE TO WATCH?!!"
"Because it makes me horny."
Ms. One started laughing maniacally as Shawnee slid to the floor burying her face in her hands. Despite how I felt about Shawnee this was beyond cruel making me wonder if both women were trying to drive her into self-harm. Thankfully, the clip ended at that moment giving me time to reflect.
Renee had a noticeable habit of letting it all hang out whenever she felt comfortably in charge of everything around her. There was no doubt Shawnee Thompson knew she'd been swallowed whole as I found another clip.



"Hey girl cut the shit out."
Shawnee was seen from the back her massive derriere filling most of the frame, upper half hidden inside Renee's tub. It sounded like she'd become sick at some point running into the bathroom. Obviously, Ms. One wasn't done tormenting her.
"You really looking at this all wrong Shawnee; I personally think you're overreacting girlfriend, seriously. We said you could fuck him too after we're done. Hey, it's not like you didn't have a head start anyway and you gotta bring something to the table my nigga. You're being, very immature about this Shawnee. Come on, stop crying and get it together. Its just a dick; a really big motherfucking dick but you gotta know that shit's community property now bitch."
The sobbing and tortured retching made it hard to watch as the camera rose up a little verifying Ms. WTF was indeed, headfirst inside the tub. The loud crying echoed off the walls as Ms. One took it all in silently for an extended period of time.
"Hey, you wanna talk to her about this shit?" The camera dipped down revealing Ms. One's luscious thighs atop the toilet.
Andre's head was wedged tightly between her legs, but he had enough range of motion to nod in the negative. Her pale hand appeared caressing his scalp.
I cut the clip hitting another out of disgust.
The next shot hit like a lightning strike with Ms. One and Chi Town Thunda stereo humping their new favorite boy toy. Andre's head was pointed towards the end of the bed, his face hidden by the twin chocolate globes of her immense derriere. Ms. One was facing the headboard, both women bucking and popping their hips like they were on fire.
Andre was literally being treated like a two dollar whore with both women manically fucking him to oblivion. Rashida was facing the camera rolling her hips looking enraptured as her box was serviced with extreme prejudice.
"AW SHIT, I'M GONNA BE COMING AROUND HERE A LOT FROM NOW ON; SHIT, THIS NIGGA EATING IT ALL UP!!" She reached between her thighs lightly scratching Andre's scalp. Both women were whining and whimpering so much that I lowered the volume.
Ms. One at this point assumed a crouching open legged squat impaling herself to the max. Her fifty inches of fame were pneumatically bouncing on his member motion ripples everywhere providing quite the sight for the audience. At first, she was balancing using his knees but eventually straightened her back using the headboard for leverage.
It looked like she'd gone into the zone, both girls yelping wildly and screaming. I started to hear some additional whimpering realizing that Shawnee was now filming the impromptu threesome. I ended the clip going for another chronologically.
"FUCK!!"
I was unprepared for the point of view perspective of Thunda's enormous cheeks getting clapped through the backdoor. There was no way Andre would fit into her shallow cunt, a trait she ironically shared with her faux rival Ms. WTF who was visible sitting against the adjacent wall watching.
Shawnee looked emotionally drained just wanting to get it over with as he went balls deep on every stroke. Thunda's upper half was partially visible in the frame revealing that she was "feeling it" in no uncertain terms.
"That's enough, I gotta hit it again." Ms. One reached down literally snatching his epic member free while her other hand produced a wipe cleaning it for her use.
Thunda wasn't complaining lying there on the mattress breezily enraptured. It was the quietest she'd been during the whole shoot as Ms. One addressed Shawnee.
"Chipmunk, get over here and knob him off for me; my jaw is tired."
The sound of her voice was innocuous as Shawnee wiped her face again with her sleeve. I wasn't surprised when she timidly approached gingerly taking his cock between her lips tasting the left over residue of Chi Town Thunda.
"Yeah clean that up for me; then you can suck it after I'm through, too." It was weird seeing Shawnee's head hovering over Thunda's huge ass in profile lightly sucking the tip of Andre's penis.
"The head is shit." Andre was audibly heard complaining.
"What babe?" Ms. One replied.
"Her head game is trash; she still mad." This guy really was never going back to Shawnee; he'd been completely turned out tattling on his now ex-girlfriend.
"GET IT FIXED HOE!!" Ms. One's hand appeared again palming the back of her head using it like a fleshlight to pleasure Andre.
Everyone was interrupted abruptly by the sound of a door closing in the distance, likely from the back of the apartment near the kitchen. Footfalls followed making me wonder if Jaquan was about to appear as the camera shot towards the doorway. I was expecting the worse but Carlie showed up instead standing there with this mischievous grin.
Her braids were done up with an African head wrap, a long sleeved fuchsia sweater covered her chest while her lower half was hidden behind a flowing skirt of similar material as her wrap. The big glasses on her face invited comparisons to a soft gender bent Steve Urkel uhm, corrected Myrtle Urkel if the character was actually female.
"Damn, it looks like you guys used him up. I can still get head, right?"
"Come on in Carlie; we just getting started with this nigga." Ms. One commented unfazed by the intrusion.
Carlie shimmied out of her skirt revealing a narrow waist and hips with a bit of volume, those hips kind of anchor shaped over some thin yet toned legs. Her fullback panties were tight across her muff as the clip ended.
I thought of the girl who seemed like some quick hire by Renee simply to man Yoli's station. She was apparently a blood relative of Ms. Kelly's being groomed to take her place as the salon's owner. I wondered if Renee had been planning an escape from the get-go, or if she'd put a plan into motion after figuring out she could make some extra coin from my talents.
The more I thought about it, the more it made sense. I remembered the first time I hooked up with Mintzy at her insistence now seeing it as a test run for her plan. Even her best friend Rashida Sikes was another test I passed with flying colors. I got smoked out and blinded by those fifty inches of pale malevolence.
"SHIT!!! SHIT!!! OH FUCK CUZ!! I'M GONNA!! GONNA!! SHIT!!! OH FUCK HOLD ME, DON'T LET GO BITCH!!" Carlie sans big blocky glasses drenched in perspiration from head to toe was seen sitting on a love seat nude Indian style.
Her breasts stuck out bell shaped fuller on the bottom with visibly large saucer sized areolas. They were just over a handful with kind of a semi-spongy appearance. She was decidedly long and lean both legs spread wide, oddly bent inward at the knees. Her ankles were hooked over Andre's shoulders, the top of his head in the bottom of the frame.
These loud wet slurps had Carlie fit to be tied squirming everywhere while Thunda stood behind the love seat holding both of the thin girl's hands for support. It honestly looked like Carlie was giving birth on the edge of that love seat which I recognized formerly from Shawnee's apartment. The camera dipped in close finding Andre lip locked completely covering her muff. He was screwing her with his tongue exclusively.
"OH SHIT THIS MUTHA, OH FUCK ME!! HE'S GONNA MAKE ME DO IT!! FUCK CUZ!! REN- MS.ONE HELP ME!! SHIT!! SHIT!! MUTHA-FUCKA!!"
Carlie's hips were popping and rolling wildly but Andre remained fastened to her snatch like a lamprey eel. Those slurps sounded like he was drinking a milkshake or something as Carlie lost it in dramatic fashion.
"NEE-NEE-NEE!! FUK!! FUCKIN!! OH, OH SHIT!! NEE-NEE-AW SHIT!! IT'S , OH SHIT IT'S CUMMING!! BABY, IT'S CUMING!!"
Everything else after that was indecipherable to the ear as the muscles visibly tensed up in her biceps and thighs while Rashida held fast steadying her.
To say I was unprepared for the explosive burst of moisture that splashed all over Andre's head, would be an understatement. I actually flinched as Carlie suddenly clapped her hands on either side of his head wildly sawing her cunt into his face.
More bursts of moisture spewed from her snatch visibly wetting even his hair. It was surreal the amount this slight girl was squirting and it seemed to go on forever until she flopped out on her back. Rashida actually jumped away at the first burst shocked as anyone in the room.
"Shit girl, what the fuck; did you pee on that nigga?"
Carlie raised a hand weakly rubbing her forehead before flipping Rashida the bird with a satisfied chortle. Andre was still visible in frame suckling her inner thigh at the junction where it met her crotch.
"Hey Carlie, I can post this right?" Ms. One asked.
"Hell no, if my man see that shit it's gonna be my ass; and you bitches too." Carlie stretched her arms out over her head folding one grabbing her elbow as Andre continued lapping at her slit lightly. She bit her bottom lip looking from Rashida to Ms. One.
"What?"
"You know what; I think it's time cuz." Carlie said breezily rubbing Andre's head.
"OH REALLY?!!" Ms. One sounded excited.
"Hey, what're you guys talking about?" Before I could find out, the clip ended necessitating a mad dash across my desktop to find the next one in succession. I shuddered finding another clip of Shawnee's face in extreme closeup.
Unexpectedly I found Renee in a short kimono robe and Shawnee hugging it out by the front door of the second floor apartment. The chubby, pear shaped woman was holding on for dear life while Renee patted her back caressing her head in matronly fashion. She was ugly crying as Renee lightly rocked her. I figured Rashida was standing there still filming. It went on for a while making me forward it a bit until they looked like they were talking.
"Hey, you're going to be okay; I've got your back and I'm sure he didn't mean that shit. We're gonna just take him home to his fucking wife until he cools off. That shit is on us, okay Shawnee?"
"HE SAID HE HATED ME!!" She lost it again burying her face in Renee's shoulder. Shawnee was consoled as Renee glanced at the camera barely stifling a smirk. She wasn't wearing her Ms. One disguise, so it felt like some time passed between clips.
"See that's what we've been trying to tell you this whole time, but you were too stupid to listen. You can't trust a man; especially a nigga with the good dick. Babe, you've gotta understand these kind of niggas got options so you can't be claiming them or shit will go sideways quick. What you got at the end of the day, huh girl?"
"I don't know." Shawnee replied timidly.
"WRONG BABY!" Renee cupped Shawnee's cheeks making her flinch again. I doubted whether the girl knew whether she was coming or going at this point as Rashida chimed in with her opinion.
"Look we had beef in the past, but we ain't your enemies chipmunk; we supposed to be girls and we didn't tell him to say that shit to you. We didn't tell him to smack you either; can't you see we all in this shit together? We just pulling your player card because we know the truth about that nigga. You think you in love, but you ain't bitch, its just dick on the brain."
"I don't understand."
"You will in time, but not if you walk out of here like a loser. I want you to suck that shit up and get it fixed because how you gonna blow up some more endorsements being a hot mess? That nigga is just another dick in a long line of fucking dicks that are here exclusively for our personal use. Just say it one time like we told you Shawnee; say that shit right now bitch."
She looked between Renee and Rashida nervously.
"Niggas ain't shit."
Instead of a slap, Shawnee was rewarded with a peck on the cheek and a deep hug full of emotion. Renee took it one step further pinching the girl's chubby cheeks smiling warmly. Rashida's hand appeared in frame rubbing Shawnee's shoulder.
"Say it again."
"Niggas ain't shit." Renee blushed looking over at Rashida with a sly wink that I'm sure mark Shawnee didn't catch while rubbing the girl's back.
"Hey Renee, she's starting to figure it out." Rashida added off camera.
"I hope so, are you still gonna quit Shawnee; I really like you and you're definitely an asset. Please, let's be girls again and make a lot of money. You're gonna meet so many hot guys and none of them are gonna be shit, but you'll have your pick of a lot of good dick."
I sat incredulously in front of my laptop watching as Shawnee's chubby cheeks flushed crimson.
"Well, I uhm, didn't know what you guys were doing before. Its kind of like uh, hazing right? The shit they do in sororities, right?" Renee stood there arms folded across her chest with a momentary look of confusion as her victim made excuses for her own abuse. She stared back at the camera for a second or two before answering.
"If you say so."
"I KNEW THAT'S WHAT IT WAS; YOU GUYS BE TRIPPING!!" I cringed gritting my teeth at the sight of gender flipped buck breaking that had Shawnee shucking and jiving with her abusers. Deep down there was no way she believed any of that shit.
"So, you're cool with it, right?"
"Sure Renee; I trust you." Renee's brow furrowed as Rashida spoke up.
"We still fucking your man."
"What man?" Shawnee answered like the trained seal she was.
I stopped the clip finding another depicting the living room of the second apartment now accessorized with bits and pieces of Shawnee's furniture. The place was pretty much a mess and no surprise because Shawnee was not the cleanliest person.
The pear shaped ingenue appeared in frame picking up the place while Renee watched still wearing the short kimono robe sipping what looked like a cup of coffee. Rashida was still wearing the harness walking across the living room taking the audience with her as she called out to Renee and Shawnee.
"Hey yawl, check out your cousin Renee."
Carlie was sitting in Andre's lap facing him with her arms wrapped around his neck. He was cradling her to his chest leaning to the side facing the camera smoking a thick blunt. The joint was rather large as he took several puffs completely relaxed. Renee and Rashida's laughter could be heard as the camera moved around facing Carlie just as he passed her the blunt. She took a few puffs but instead of giving it back, gave Andree a deep sensual kiss that lingered. Both were still nude.
"Oh you in love now?!" Rashida asked.
"What's not to love, he pretty, got body and check it out down there to see what else." Carlie sounded high. Rashida dipped down taking a look.
"OH HELL NAW!"
"What?" Renee dipped in as the camera focused on Carlie's compact little bubble of a butt.
"Oh shit, are you serious?"
Andre's massive balls were visible right under her butt looking like two brown tennis balls comparable in size and shape. Carlie was completely stuffed to the gills with his man meat enjoying herself. Rashida's hand dipped into frame handling one of her cheeks revealing the base of his rod barely protruding from her tiny cunt.
Carlie was holding the blunt to his lips allowing him to puff in-between wet, sensual make out interludes.
"Carlie, you popped your cherry while we were out?"
"Yup."
"Ew girl what're you gonna do about that police officer boyfriend of yours, huh? That nigga jealous as fuck, you trying to get Andre caught up in some shit man!"
Carlie didn't answer Rashida, instead taking a few puffs on the blunt.
"FUCK THAT NOISE; I'll WHUP HIS ASS!" Andre piped up as Renee stood in frame surveying the situation. All of the women ignored him.
"I thought you were kidding about doing that shit."
"Well it didn't fit in my ass like we wanted, so I just let nature uh, take its course Renee."
"This is serious; I don't want some simp driving by the salon every day because you hurt his feelings. Carlie took an abbreviated puff on the joint before Renee snatched it taking a deep drag.
"I got it all figured out cousin; I'm gonna make up some drama and break up with him for a month or two. Then when enough time has blown over, I'm gonna hook up with him and make up some shit about a one night stand with a made up nigga that he's never gonna find. Trust me he's gonna take the consolation pussy that comes along with that bullshit."
"She's definitely your cousin all right." Rashida commented reaching in frame for the joint.
"Hey, you don't think I can whoop a nigga's ass?" Andre sounded hurt quickly silenced with a deep sensual kiss from Carlie.
"Baby, you're just here for love; now give me that good-good."
His concerns were blown over as she wrapped her arms tight around his neck flattening her soles on the couch cushions. Carlie started bouncing in his lap essentially long stroking herself. She was taking thirteen plus inches with no issues leaving a thick creamy residue on his muscular shaft. It was actually nasty to look at from my perspective. Her bubble butt was a solid mass with little give or resistance.
"You better get her off of him before she get pregnant." Rashida laughed as Shawnee inched in sitting beside them watching intently.
Her crestfallen face would've tugged at my heartstrings if not for her assistance in epically fucking me over. Renee took another puff handing it to Shawnee before walking out of frame. Instead of taking a hit, Shawnee sat with her shoulders slumped looking at the smoldering joint while stealing glances at Andre right beside her on the love seat.
There was this natural curve to his member that made it look like a dildo on camera. Carlie's tight box was visibly fitted to it with this sort of fleshy sleeve around his girth. Every time she long stroked herself, more creamy residue would run down his shaft over his balls in various consistencies. Andre held out his hand wanting the joint, but she hesitated.
"Give it up bitch!" He mimicked Renee's habit of snapping her fingers to emphasize urgency.
Shawnee stared at it for a second before handing it in his direction withdrawing when Andre reached for it, taking a big hit. She took a few more hits exchanging glances with an indifferent Carlie before blowing a cloud of smoke in his face.
"Niggas ain't shit." Shawnee reclined on the couch resting an elbow on its back as she finished off the joint.
The former couple stared into one another's eyes while Carlie happily bounced in his lap pleasing herself with the only part of him that mattered. The look of utter contempt on Shawnee's face told me this was the exact moment she went completely heel.
Renee's bootlegged desktop was a sea of folders containing various photo sets and video clips meant to be edited together. I went through some of the others finding different shoots and a few solo clips of Andre prodded into masturbating. It seemed like Renee was running talent around the clock like she knew something beforehand. I couldn't tell where in the recent timeline I was as all of this shit was going down. I found more clips from that night spent turning Andre completely out.
It was jarring seeing Renee Kelly sans disguise, long dark locks fully down with her arms and legs wrapped anaconda tight around Andre while his big mitt-sized fingers dug trenches in her abundant buttocks. She was on top of him bucking and popping her hips like her life depended on it while the other girls jeered and catcalled. Andre had long since mastered his mistresses needs and wants. Her teeth were lightly biting into his neck. I detected this feral growl as she reached nirvana.
I found a new clip to watch before they climaxed.
Another video held an astounding feat only Andre could've accomplished as Rashida sat in his lap impaled up the backdoor. What was astonishing, was the sight of this big, thick woman with both stallion legs spread wide apart knees folded over his biceps as he stood up. Andre bounced the bottom heavy Thunda like she weighed little to nothing finally exploding in dynamic fashion before sitting back down again only to be handed another joint.



I went to a second clip finding the tail end of a three on one blowjob between him, Rashida, Carlie, and a renewed Shawnee which ended with him ejaculating copious amounts of semen all over their collective faces.
The trio ended up equally glazed over blowing bubbles and laughing girlishly having the time of their lives. The spirit of hedonism was rampant in that second floor apartment as I found more clips one showing Shawnee laid out on her back legs spread high in the air with Carlie sitting on one pinning it down while Rashida took the other.
They were anchoring her to the floor while Andre plowed the hell out of her available orifices. Shawnee looked happy to be part of things and nothing more. I clicked on another finding Renee with her hair wrapped in a towel blushing before looking over her shoulder where Carlie was beating Andre's back out in the amazon position while he smoked another blunt.
At some point she lost her head wrap now covering her head with a Bulls baller cap that belonged to my cousin Jaquan. Andre was wearing my cousin's mirror shades in complete nirvana content to let himself be plowed while he smoked. Renee was in frame looking proud of her little cousin signaling it with a shrug.
Even more telling was the next to final clip in the scene which revealed Shawnee wearing nothing but her pink tank top on all fours with her massive ass rising high above her shoulders, a pronounced arch in her lower back letting Andre viciously have his way with her from behind.
He was fucking away at her enormous derriere with sledge hammer proficiency as the sound of his pelvis slamming into her butt filled my headphones with wet audible claps. I was sure he was going raw in her backdoor because she couldn't take it anywhere else.
Shawnee Thompson was casually texting on her I-phone throughout it all with a bored look on her face. Renee and Rashida's legs from the thighs down were visible giving me the impression they were standing over the former couple watching.
"UGH, TAKE ALL THIS NUT CHIPMUNK BITCH!!" Andre blasted several waves of cum all over her olive colored cheeks, and she could have cared less.
He appeared to take exception to this flicking his penis getting some to hit her chubby left cheek. Shawnee stopped playing on her phone dabbing up the spunk rubbing it between her fingers examining its consistency before rearing up on all fours glancing back at him.
Andre didn't expect her to backhand him with authority. The sound of her knuckles swiping across his face was audible. He went over headfirst on his side with a thud.
"Sorry." He apologized timidly as the clip ended.
There was one last clip in that particular scene but I hesitated starting to instinctively organize it into a folder for editing. I couldn't help myself knowing that I'd want to see it assembled despite all that happened. I started to organize all of the material on the portable hard drive taking time to go into the kitchen for a break noticing it was pitch black outside the kitchen window.
The street lights were on as I checked my phone finding that I'd been watching this four on one reverse gangbang for a little over two hours. I walked to the living room sipping a can of apple juice looking through the peep hole in my front door at the stoop. It seemed mom was spending the night with her boyfriend leaving me with the house for the night.
I still felt overwhelmed from watching the scene which I assumed was never meant to be seen in that manner, or at least edited heavily. Renee would never have shown me those clips after gauging my response to her villainous actions over the last few weeks. The fact that she turned up with her daughter and Jaquan spoke to her sense of urgency in retrieving what we both knew to be a smoking gun.
Thanks to mom, I now knew what was being held over Jaquan's head this whole time. Everything Renee did was premeditated and well thought out. I strolled back down the corridor to my room pondering her endgame beyond my expulsion. She got rid of Yoli, collared and controlled Rashida, built up and broke Shawnee before expunging me from her inner circle.
Now, I knew why after watching her interact with Andre.
I went back to my laptop clicking on the last portion of the scene shot that night. I was surprised to find myself looking at Renee's apartment again feeling an instant twinge of emotion at the familiar sight. Her living room was brightly lit and I noticed a bottle of champagne in the foreground hearing some light chatter amid little girlish snickering.
"Thinkin Bout You" by Frank Ocean wafted through Renee's apartment as all four women lounged in the buff on her white rug. For some reason I found this oddly reminiscent of The Last Supper watching the nude women in fellowship with one another.
Carlie was laying on the end closest to the camera, her head wrap reapplied with the little ball of fabric above her forehead. Renee Kelly was next casually lounging resting her chin on her fist internally waxing poetic with her hair down cascading over her shoulders. Rashida was in the process of emptying a wine glass of champagne while Shawnee was last back to nonchalantly texting on her phone.
All of the women were laying nude on their stomachs.
"Tonight was the bomb; thanks cousin." Carlie waxed nostalgic glancing at Renee.
"You're family, and you know how we do it around here. I got nothing but love for you Carlie; that's why I'm passing all this to you. Hey, you wanna make this something we do every now and then?"
"Fuck yeah, I can barely feel my legs right now."
"Tell me about it girlfriend, I'm gonna be sitting on a pillow for the rest of the week; Andre lit me up. I didn't think anybody could handle my big ass."
Renee and Carlie listened to Rashida's endorsement with whimsical smiles on their faces before all three turned to Shawnee who's face was devoid of emotion.
"Niggas ain't shit."
Rashida, Renee, and Carlie registered Shawnee's reaction faces going static for a few moments before all of them burst into uproarious girlish laughter.
Rashida brought her palm down on Shawnee's enormous bare ass with a loud slap that echoed across the living room as Carlie perked up with a new thought. She nudged Renee getting her attention motioning towards the camera.
"What, I like filming everything."
"Well okay, but what about Andre?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well you've been filming all night; we've pretty much emptied him out, but you know, we been using his real name on camera this whole time."
"So what?"
"You said we need to use aliases, remember? I was thinking we could like, call him Andre 13.5 Renee."
"13.5, I don't get it?" Rashida replied, brow furrowed.
"That's how big his dick is; remember we measured it last time." All of the women sans Shawnee burst into laughter again, Rashida filled her glass again as they calmed down.
"Nah, that's stupid." Shawnee replied noncommittedly attracting the other women's attention.
"OH YEAH, THEN WHAT WOULD YOU CALL HIM, HUH?!" Rashida thuggishly challenged.
"Mister D." Everyone glanced at one another silently.
They burst into laughter including Shawnee who unknowingly reestablished herself as Ms. WTF?!! amongst her peers. She wasn't the girl I'd discovered lounging her life away on a couch or this way too eager to please sycophant of Renee Kelly. She was now a fully realized version of her alter ego, Ms. WTF?!! for real now. I was about to click off the clip when Renee suddenly perked up glancing over her shoulder towards the corridor.
"HOW WE DOING BACK THERE?!!" A rough edit followed.
The jump cut was quick and jarring suddenly giving me an up close and personal view with this tight looking compact bubble butt. It had a rubbery look to it offset by the slight discoloration created by panties that usually covered it. You'd think it shallow if not for the moderately deep gluteal cleft that made it look like a baby big butt not fully expanded to its full potential. There was a straight line that informed the under cuff over these perfect looking thighs not overly big, just right. The waist above was cinched enough to make it a slight heart.
"Carlie."
I was frozen in place wondering about the significance of shooting her cousins butt in such a close up when the camera continued its sideways journey revealing a very familiar sight. The tiny waist smoothly flowed into decadently rounded hips, my eyes following the outline which informed dual forty five degree angles that tapered off into full womanly thighs. I found two slight dimples I'd never noticed before in the small off her back with the high beginning of a deep gluteal cleft I always longed to run my tongue through but never did.
That cleft created to overly large teardrop shapes wedged tightly together, the whole informing a perfect heart shape, rich for the probing eye. I knew that forty five degree also from another angle sort of forming its own little shelf until you reached an equally deep under cuff, but two rounded shapes separated by a perfect negative space in the form of a diamond. Everything there was natural, perfect a feast for the eyes. You could slightly make out the puffy looking peach me and others happily feasted upon. The milky pallor made everything ghostly and ethereal.
"Renee."
Next were two rich chocolate globes akin to twin boulders fighting for dominance, both a two sizes and a half bigger than basketballs, extremely full and packed. The waist above looked especially tiny leading upward to an upper body that seemed to belong to another woman. There was a pronounced trench running down the center of her back that signified the position spine just under the skin. So prominent and huge were those cheeks, a bit of her lower back and its subsequent "J" shaped arch was hidden in this prone view.
If you looked real close you'd find that she had this horizontal lattice of stretchmarks across the halves that emanated from the cavernous valley that ran in a slightly jagged line separating those cheeks. Her undercuff was equally deep and intrusive hiding the tops of her thighs under extra meaty flaps that formed the bottom of her buttocks collectively. The monstrous thighs in frame were ridiculously powerful looking. The owner was truly a stallion, thunderous. There was no escaping the thunderous shelf-like swell that you could set objects on, with no problem whatsoever.
"Rashida."
Finally, the camera settled on an ass so huge and immense, it looked like a living mattress in the prone position. Its sheer size overwhelmed the frame with the ends slightly cut off even though the person holding the camera seemed to have backed up a bit. This wasn't the shapeless mass of flesh you'd find on some morbidly obese woman, but literal twin mountains of light olive colored magnificence with a underlying smidgen of red that provided a uniqueness to the tone.
This Latin woman's waist was sufficiently wide enough to support the excessive wealth of flesh that followed with a cavernous cleft that skewed wide into this little inversion shaped like and upside down teardrop shaped indentation. It was an odd bit of implied rear cleavage at the top of her back just under the nerdy tramp stamp written in Klingon.
Taken as a whole in one viewing this was a living globe spilt right down the middle into the oak like thighs that gave way to surprisingly well defined, shapely calves and tiny feet. That last bit of information came from memory as the frame was barely able to accommodate the lowest portion of her waist, the expansive swell of her cheeks squeezing in the blocky undercuff that spilt into the junction where her thighs began.
If the previous donk was able to easily hold a few objects, you'd have no problem setting a table full of items on this thing. She didn't have a shelf back there, more of a dresser completely full with slight bits of cellulite visible in the deep cleft and bits of those oak tree thighs. There was only one thing you could say when presented with it.
"What the fuck Shawnee."
Before I could react there was another jump cut returning me to Carlie's tight little buns with the cameraman's huge cock in frame manically stroking as bursts of cum began to fleck and rain down onto her compact cheeks. She arched a bit getting some on her tight little peach as he followed the line of succession getting some sustained bursts on Renee's fifty inches of heart shaped perfection.
She squirmed a little kind of twerking making the lower half of her cheeks jiggle as he moved to the next woman. Rashida was full on twerking, making her huge cheeks clap with stereo quality loudness. The camera man was audibly heard struggling with his member jerking harder than before as a few thick ropes created a lattice of crisscrossed lines on those buns the consistency of cake icing.
While some of his spunk was pooling deep into Rashida's crack, the point of view settled on Shawnee sarcastically smirking, flushed a little bit in mute challenge. His hand left his endowment long enough to wave at her earning a chuckle that made her look positively juvenile. The poor guy's hand went back to his wilting junk jerking away amid light giggling from the other girls as Shawnee flattened out presenting her own IMAX sized cheeks beginning to twerk.
She was able to match Rashida's motions exactly, but the volume of her derriere made things appear slow motion on camera.
"Shit, fuck; you guys stop fucking with me; HUH, HUH, SHIT I'M DOING MY BEST!!" Jaquan's voice filled my headphones along with their laughter and jeers. Shawnee buried her face in the carpet giggling uncontrollably.
"I got your back bruh." Andre 13.5, a.k.a the newly christened Mister D, stepped into frame right over Shawnee stroking his member which appeared to be coated with some of Renee's homemade lubricant.
Several powerful ropes of cum exploded from the spade shaped head of his penis essentially hosing his ex-girlfriend down in dramatic fashion. The sight of this instinctively motivated Jaquan who managed a few gooey ropes of his own adding to what can only be described as an epic deluge. Her enormous derriere was glistening in the light bukkake defiled to oblivion.
There were literal chunks of congealed ejaculate floating on the surface of her cheeks, some pooling between her inflated thighs likely running down soiling the plush white carpeting. Shawnee didn't seem pleased about Andre stepping in refusing to look at him picking up her phone again. Rashida reached over emphatically taking the phone getting a evil glare from Shawnee.
"Come on Ms. WTF; you know how it is bitch." Rashida reasoned still smiling.
Both girls leaned over giving each other a peck on the lips. It was innocent enough as they separated smiling at one another.
"Niggas ain't shit." Shawnee glibly replied as Renee and Carlie snickered.
I sat back arms folded waiting for the inevitable jump cut which came without hesitation revealing all of the women laying there on their stomachs facing the camera, butts soiled. Jaquan and Andre were in the background watching visible from the chest down, just out of focus. Both of them were wearing their birthday suits as I focused on Renee's symmetrical face exclusively.
"Bye." She waved meekly as the clip ended.
It was an ending to be sure, but I wasn't satisfied.
At this point nothing was off the table when considering the machinations involved in doing so much dirt behind my back. It was humiliating, emasculating leaving me reeling emotionally for the second time as I stared at Renee's symmetrical beauty frozen on my laptop computer. I found myself wondering what her plans were knowing I'd put her on blast with Yoli's parents, the Van Allens.
In particular I was given the impression that Mrs. Van Allen would be coming for Renee like a force of nature which also meant my cousin Jaquan by proxy. Now that I knew about the matter of his forfeited parental rights, things were complicated. I withdrew Mr. Van Allen's card from my wallet but stopped short of calling him up. It was the middle of the night afterwards.
"Huh?" It was quiet in my bedroom as I heard something hitting my window.
I would've shrugged it off but it continued at my back window over my bed. I swiveled in my chair staring at the window listening. These little pings continued making me realize someone was tossing pebbles at my window. The first thing that came to mind was Renee Kelly.
I got up feeling a mixture of emotion wondering if she was back to investigate whether I'd made a copies of her content. I leaned over my bed yanking the curtain back with the intent of yelling something at her. She had to be standing in my backyard. That's what my window faced as I got the shock of my life.
Demon was standing in my backyard with a handful of pebbles that he continued tossing at my window pane.
...to be continued.
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(RECAP)
I sat back arms folded waiting for the inevitable jump cut which came without hesitation revealing all of the women laying there on their stomachs facing the camera, butts soiled. Jaquan and Andre were in the background watching visible from the chest down, just out of focus. Both of them were wearing their birthday suits as I focused on Renee's symmetrical face exclusively.
"Bye." She waved meekly as the clip ended.
It was an ending to be sure, but I wasn't satisfied.
At this point nothing was off the table when considering the machinations involved in doing so much dirt behind my back. It was humiliating, emasculating leaving me reeling emotionally for the second time as I stared at Renee's symmetrical beauty frozen on my laptop computer. I found myself wondering what her plans were knowing I'd put her on blast with Yoli's parents, the Van Allens.
In particular I was given the impression that Mrs. Van Allen would be coming for Renee like a force of nature which also meant my cousin Jaquan by proxy. Now that I knew about the matter of his forfeited parental rights, things were complicated. I withdrew Mr. Van Allen's card from my wallet but stopped short of calling him up. It was the middle of the night afterwards.
"Huh?" It was quiet in my bedroom as I heard something hitting my window.
I would've shrugged it off but it continued at my back window over my bed. I swiveled in my chair staring at the window listening. These little pings continued making me realize someone was tossing pebbles at my window. The first thing that came to mind was Renee Kelly.
I got up feeling a mixture of emotion wondering if she was back to investigate whether I'd made a copies of her content. I leaned over my bed yanking the curtain back with the intent of yelling something at her. She had to be standing in my backyard. That's what my window faced as I got the shock of my life.
Demon was standing in my backyard with a handful of pebbles that he continued tossing at my window pane.
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My heart leapt into my throat; I was kneeling upright in my bed filling up my window frame. There was no where I could go and no way to pretend like I wasn't home. I found myself cursing Tressie Fisher his sexual whack job sister remembering that he'd delivered a cake to my home the same day we were screwing around in the basement of my mother's church. I didn't know he was her brother at the time and Vicky Stone hadn't even come into being for me.
Yet here this creature was standing in my backyard still tossing pebbles up at my window with this satanic expression on his face. He literally looked possessed in my opinion with bleached pale skin dotted with freckles, this natural domino mask of pigmentation around his eyes. The guy had a fucking widows peak for Christ's sake.
Demon smiled up at me still tossing the pebbles one by one which hit the glass right where my face was until he was done. He motioned towards the backyard pointing down to the grass wanting me to come outside. I nodded in the negative. I was relieved momentarily when he walked away until he returned with a huge stone intending to break my bedroom window.
"HEY NO, DON'T DO THAT!! I'M COMING OUT!!" The motherfucker was already ready to pitch that rock at my face but stopped on a dime with this evil looking smile. He actually had the nerve to juggle the large rock instead as I waved off getting out of my bed.
"Ugly Freddy Krueger motherfucker' I ain't going out without a fight." I figured Vicky Stone sent him to beat me up for the perceived slight fueled by Renee's betrayal. I wasn't going out without a fight drawing a Louisville slugger from my closet.
I was done getting my ass kicked and Demon was gonna eat some wood. Also I was worried he might pop up when my mother was home. Carefully unlocking the door, I went out onto the porch peering around the corner of my house from the steps. Demon wasn't there, but I couldn't directly see into the backyard chaffing at the thought of walking back there and finding out.
"Hey, we got beef?" His voice came a distance away behind me. I turned finding Demon standing just outside of the hedges at the front of my house.
"Uh, huh?" I gulped and swallowed as he stood there still smiling evilly. I came to realize he wasn't so much smiling instead grimacing. It was the default expression on his face as he stepped out in front of my steps.
"What's up with the bat; is that really what you wanna bring to a gun fight nigga?" Demon was wearing a vintage members only jacket flannel shirt, jeans, and chucks. He opened the side of his jacket revealing what looked like a magnum in his waistline.
"Uhm, sorry." He was far enough that I could never reach him without taking a few bullets for my troubles.
"Man, put that shit back in your house and come around to the side." He lingered watching as I cautiously put the bat inside my doorway knowing he still had the drop on me.
I pulled the door up leaving it slightly ajar meeting him on the sidewalk at the side of my home. It felt like I was coming to a western shootout finding Demon standing in the middle of the pavement glaring at me. He raised a hand stopping me in my tracks keeping a little over five feet between us. I wished I could stop my right leg from trembling hoping he wouldn't notice.
"You hooked up with my sister Tressie, right?"
"Uh, yeah." I didn't know whether he'd spoke with his loopy, troubled sister also figuring Vicky snitched on me out of spite.
"She tell you about that motherfucking Pastor Grey?" His thumbs were buried in his waistline.
"Uh, I don't think so."
"Don't be that way little nigga; I could've plugged you a few times when you came out with that baseball bat come on, be honest." My heart started thumping hard in my chest thinking he was here to kill me for knowing too much.
"She told me a lot of stuff; I didn't believe her man." I figured my answer was middle of the road.
"Right, you keep that line of thought bruh. Look man, sometimes you gotta get dirty to get justice. I care about my sister, but she's got some issues. I'm sure you'd do anything to protect your mom, right?" It sounded like a threat.
"Hey man, don't do that shit; I fucked your sister and your girlfriend, I heard some shit, but don't fuck around with me about my mother. Just shoot me then, nigga."
There was no way I was taking another threat or even listening to this guy I'd never spoken to before.
"See, you understand me." Demon replied.
"So what." I countered meaning it despite the fact that he was armed.
"Hey man chill the fuck out, it's not that kind of situation; no hard feelings and I even brought you a peace offering."
Before I could say anything else stupid, Demon turned around walking down the sidewalk to his waiting Monte Carlo. He left the radio and high beams on, probably thinking the extra illumination would help him get the drop on me.
He walked to the passenger side of his car with his back to me leaving me momentarily wondering if I should bolt back to the house and lock myself inside. There was some mute whispering in dual harsh tones before Demon surprised me by whipping his belt out of his pants doubling it over his fist towards the passenger side of the car. He tried to yank the door open but found strong resistance as the door slammed two times with a loud heavy thud.
"GET YOUR TRASH ASS OUTTA MY RIDE BITCH!!" Demon snatched Vicky Stone from the front seat of his car with enough momentum to send her careening into my backyard fence. She had to use her hands to stop herself as Demon got behind the wheel.
"PUNK BITCH!!" She yelled back.
Instead of driving off, Demon got out of his car staring at her for a few minutes. He power walked over to Vicky turning her facing the fence laying in several swats from his belt across her big, jiggly butt until she was sobbing. He motioned towards me with the belt walking back to his vehicle speeding off into the night leaving us alone on the street. She favored her butt still wearing the outfit from earlier in the day at the park.
"Fuck you looking at, huh?"
"Good night."
"YEAH WELL, YOU BETTER RUN BEFORE I KICK OFF IN YOUR ASS!! YOU WALKING AWAY FROM ME?!!" Vicky was just making herself crazy at this point. I'd walked about two feet when she started bounding towards me with criminal intent. She stopped short when I turned back fist raised.
"Don't."
"OH YOU GONNA FIGHT ME?!!" Vicky looked crazed and surprised at the same time.
"I'm not taking another ass whipping today; You beat me up today and that's all you're getting Vicky. So yeah, I'll fight you if I have to because I'm not taking any more shit today." We stared at one another, her probably sizing me up and as suspected, Vicky got her fists up in a boxer's stance.
She came right at me like a raging bull barely giving me a second to get my hand up. She tried two glancing rabbit punches with her left hand, but I managed to bat them away angering her enough to come at me with a right. It glanced off my cheek as I pivoted unintentionally going into a boxer's stance as well. Both of us were doing this sort of bouncing dance of sorts spinning about on the sidewalk eyes locked on each other.
Vicky came in with an attempted roundhouse right but I got out of the way giving her a rough shove in the chest. This woman was thick and strong as a bull. I barely moved her but continued bopping and moving trying to stay off to her side. Her palm shot in swiping my nose, but I managed to make it collateral damage shoving her in the forehead.
"YOU SAID YOU'RE GONNA FIGHT; THEN KNUCKLE UP!!" She wanted some action and I suspected she might be somewhat three sheets to the wind from the look of her face. Vicky's features were flushed, eyes a bit reddened but that could have been from the public butt whipping Demon just gave her.
"YOU KNUCKLE UP; YOU'RE THE ONE ALWAYS HITTING PEOPLE!!" I shot back slapping away two more attempts on her part to rock and sock me. We were being utterly ridiculous dancing about in front of one another beside my house.
"YOU DESERVED IT!!" I barely ducked as that trusty big right hand just grazed the top of my head.
"BITCH, THE FIRST TIME WE MET, WE HAD A THREESOME; OR DID YOU FORGET THAT SHIT ALONG WITH YOUR FUCKING PANTIES?!!" We went back and forth doing this side to side stutter step as she closed the distance between us taking away the advantage of my reach.
"Oh, yeah that's right." Vicky stopped abruptly standing in front of me as if someone pulled her plug.
"I'm sure Tressie told your ass about what we were doing in the church basement, right Vicky?" I kept it moving slowing down a bit.
"Tressie's a freak; so uhm, you were REALLY FILMING YOURSELF with other girls, huh?!!" It seemed like a lightbulb came on over her head as I stopped moving looking at her profile.
"It's not exactly like that; well, kind of Vicky, but that had nothing to do with you until you pissed off Renee. I know how fucked up that shit looked; I accept that ass whipping you gave me in the park this morning; but that ain't happening no more! I'm sorry Vicky, really sorry okay?!! I'm going in now and we don't have to see each other anymore." I backed off cautiously hands raised as if she were pointing a weapon at my face.
"GET OVER HERE!!" Before I could even react, Vicky's right hand was grabbing my left shoulder with authority. I was swiped around in a sharp curve hitting my fence like a car crash. The post hit my ribs as she pressed in hard, her boobs mashed into my face.
"NO, STOP!!" I wrapped my arms around her waist using my weight to roll us vertically until I was in front of Vicky, her butt pressed into the fence now.
My head was right under her armpit leaving that arm across my back. She slapped it a few times getting no response from me. I had to press harder into her when she jostled trying to use the free hand. It appeared to all the world and passing traffic that I was struggling to contain a wild bull.
"Get off me." Vicky was breathing hard, gasping for air obviously gassed.
"Stop trying to hit me."
"Why don't you fight back then?"
"I don't wanna fight you; just wanna go in my house and we can call it a day." I was gassed too as Vicky pressed into me forcefully. I was hoping that she didn't realize one of her legs was right between mine. All she had to do was knee me in the family jewels.
"So you just gonna walk away from me, huh?"
"That's the idea."
"So uhm, I don't meet your fucking standard or what?!! I mean you got all those bitches, what you need me for, huh? I ain't good enough to be a part of your little stable, huh nigga?!!" I got indignant at this feeling like I was being gaslit.
"What the fuck are you talking about; I thought I was supposed to be your simp?!!"
"You were but then...well, you know."
"Know what Vicky?!"
Instead of answering me, we ended up jostling and wrestling against one another getting even more gassed in the process. Vicky finally realized where her right leg was situated raising it into my crotch. It wasn't her trying to knee me in the nuts, but more of a warning letting me know she could if she wanted.
"Man, you made me feel something, alright. I just wanna smash the fuck out of that light skinned bitch, but you made me get up in my feelings. I can't stand that shit; come on, get off me for real this time. I won't beat you up."
"You ain't gonna beat me up even if you want; I told you I'm tired of that shit. The fucking bar is closed Vicky."
"Just because of this morning?"
"Not just; some punks tried to beat the shit out of me a few hours ago and I almost got jacked up by the cops too." Her knee remained pressed against my balls despite the explanation, but she seemed to be calming down.
"Seriously?"
"Yeah, so why don't you come back tomorrow and we can finish this shit; I'm tired as fuck. I've been through enough today bitch."
"You don't give a shit about me, huh?"
"You beat my ass."
"You cheated on me." Vicky shot back shakily as I partially relaxed my grip looking at her face. She'd definitely been drinking but seemed lucid enough.
"EXCUSE ME?!!"
"Well, since I caught feelings when your lite-brite bitch sent me those pics; it's kind of like you cheated on me whether we were actually going together or not." Her knee was still pressed against my junk, but we were glaring at one another.
"Either you knee my nuts and get your stomp on Vicky; or I'm going inside my house and you can fucking beat the shit out of yourself all night."
Somewhere off in the distance a large dog was incessantly barking. She was still stunningly beautiful under the streetlights beauty mark and all. Vicky lowered her knee going a bit slack in my arms.
"Damn, you had me fooled. I really thought you were a simp when we met because you had this crybaby look on your face when I told you not to sit next to me. Now, I see you're really one of those sneaky motherfuckers all up in a girl's panties before she even knows she likes him."
"Bullshit, we had a threesome Vicky. I know you were there with Tressie, I'm pretty sure I got all of this back here, bitch!"
I finally got a big heaping handful of her enormous jiggly butt squeezing with authority. My thumb accidentally slid underneath confirming tactilely that she wore no panties. I didn't let go maintaining a clawing handful.
"Oh, so now you gonna try to fuck?"
"Screw you, I'm out."
I let go ruefully backing off both hands raised. If she came at me again, we would earnestly fight, but she stood there sort of hunched over on my fence catching her breath.
"Hey!" Vicky called after me.
"GOODNIGHT VICKY!!" I was not in the mood, despite a raging erection straining against my jeans.
"Aw, can't a girl have a cup of water?" I turned back looking at her wearily making the sign of the cross with her hands, begging off.
"Stop fucking around."
"No I'm serious, can't you give a bitch a cup of water? My ankle hurt too, come on man, just a little cup of water. Don't spit in that shit either." She sounded like a whining kid as I watched her supporting her weight on my fence.
"Hate you."
I mumbled walking back wrapping an arm around her waist. Vicky reciprocated draping her arm across my shoulder as I helped her into my house. I took her straight to my bedroom sitting her down on the edge of the mattress.
"Thanks man, I really appreciate this."
"Shut up, don't touch nothing." I left her there getting a tall glass of ice water from the fridge but thought better of it pouring the liquid into a plastic cup instead. Vicky Stone like to use her fists to deal with emotional issues.
"Hey man, you got a microwave burrito or something, I'm hungry?"
"Shut up!" I snapped back from the kitchen tossing a small portion of some left over lasagna into the microwave.
"I owe you one." Vicky called back sounding distracted as I fished the bowl out after a minute or two.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?!" I found Vicky sitting in front of my laptop looking at one of the clips from Renee's stolen desktop.
"Chill, I was just looking at your shit; this translucent-type motherfucker is nasty." Her hatred for Renee Kelly was unending and radioactive as I placed the food down looking at the screen.
I was further embarrassed finding an extreme closeup of my own junk from the navel down just below my balls with Renee's knees in frame next to a very familiar bowl full of foamy green tinted cream. Renee Kelly was lathering me up with meticulous attention to detail. My endowment fattened on screen becoming erect as she worked. Both of us watched her work it into my skin before using a rag to clean the excess away.
"I thought you liked him?" Rashida's voice was heard in my speakers. Vicky unplugged the headphones beforehand.
"What's that got to do with anything; I got his written consent and he's been fucking around all over the place too. Just do what I told you; he ain't gonna wake up for a while."
Rashida's huge badonkadunk landed on my business like some dual fleshy UFO; Renee had the common courtesy to insert me as she squatted eventually sitting atop my cock. She started slowly riding me, but Vicky cut the clip short.
"Were you trying to get me hooked up into this shit?"
"Hell no." I answered confidently enough for her to believe me.
"I bet you were; you really are slick." She picked up the bowl starting to munch on the lasagna.
"Hey Vicky, you can eat this shit on the front porch and leave the dish there; I'm going to bed. It's been real, have a nice life and stop pummeling all of your potential suitors. Guys really don't like getting sucker punched."
"You really gonna kick me out?"
"Yeah."
Instead of moving, Vicky hit another clip which opened revealing Renee sitting on her couch in profile. She was looking at her phone. I got the impression this wasn't planned. It seemed as if she left the camera running.
"You gonna be okay?" Shawnee asked off screen.
"Well yeah, I've gotta be, right? This could've been avoided if that nigga made the right choice. He picked that funky redbone thot over me!! I asked him and he didn't say shit; he didn't have the balls to tell me he wanted that smelly thot!! What huh; did I fuck him too much or something? Just because its new, don't mean it's fresh!!"
Renee sounded dejected like some petulant, spoiled kid.



"Niggas ain't shit." Shawnee responded adhering to her social programming.
"Yeah that's right-HEY TURN THAT OFF!!" Renee noticed the camera looking panicked that she'd been filmed jumping up holding a robe to her body as the clip ended. Vicky stared at the folders on the desktop silently finishing her meal.
A sly smirk appeared at the corner of her lips. Me, I wasn't fooled in the least and then there was the question of the funky redbone thot sitting in my bedroom.
"Don't get it twisted; oh yeah, why did your boyfriend toss you out of his car Vicky?"
"Don't you think that's personal?"
"Fuck you, spill or blow."
"Alright, he thought I treated you like shit because I didn't give you no chance to explain. Then he was mad because I came over your house after that threesome; he didn't regulate that shit. He mostly gay anyway so I don't know why he copped an attitude."
"Damn Vicky; hurry up and go home." I was exasperated with this woman. I sat on the edge of my bed noticing a comic which I began thumbing through as she finished her meal drinking from the tumbler full of ice water.
"I can't believe you kicking me out."
"Believe it." I didn't even look at her.
"You're so mean to me after I admitted that I caught feelings; so what Tressie was involved the first time we hooked up. I came over the next day to get with you because I think you're cute. You're the one with all the side chicks and you mad because I gave you a two piece, or two. What, you got lite-brite on deck or something; I'd love to choke that bitch if you do?"
"Bye Vicky."
She sat there staring with this goofy smile forming on her face not believing my sincerity. I added to my nonchalant stance laying down on my back reading the comic as she stood up. I watched her sitting there waiting for me to make a move for a few seconds, but then she abruptly stood up looking like she were going to leave.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?!" Vicky got out of her top exposing her bare breasts. Her nipples were visibly hard, little nubs pointing outward from her chest.
"I'm too tired to go home; let me crash here with you." She answered losing her shorts becoming nude from the ankles up. Her shoes followed after she sat down on my bedside smiling mischievously.
"Get your ass outta here."
"Don't be that way; I'm just really tired and you're sleepy too, so we should just crash and call it quits in the morning."
She was already climbing over me on all fours yanking at the bedding in an attempt to draw it down. Vicky was a thick, packed woman with big shapely legs, the whole package making me feel a little intimidated as she got under the sheets beside me facing the wall.
"Are you serious?"
"Yeah."
"You're full of shit."
"Hey, don't wear those clothes in the bed with me; I'm really sensitive to dirt and stuff. You were laying there in the grass, so don't bring no germs under the sheets with me or nothing." She sounded like an educated idiot but made me smile anyway.
"No germs huh?" I'd already started stripping down to the buff.
"Yeah, my skin gets a rash easily when it's irritated and shit. Hurry up unless you wanna stay up and jerk off to that Morlock bitch. I'm just getting a few winks and you can do whatever you wanna do. I don't care, but don't get funny."
"Get funny?" I slid under the sheets beside her. My business poked into her big, elongated rear end causing Vicky to slightly stir half glancing over her shoulder.
"What's this poking me?" She reached back finding my cock in her hand.
"YOU KNOW WHAT THAT IS!!" I admonished Vicky who had things firmly in hand. She gave me two or three hearty squeezes despite my harsh tone.
"Oh, well there's not that much room; just do it like this and don't try any funny business." I was surprised when Vicky Stone pressed my endowment lengthwise in her rear cleavage. She got it inside really deep sandwiching my member snuggly on both sides.
"Hey."
"Look I'm just trying to make it comfortable for both of us; don't read anything into this, okay?"
"I won't; we sleeping or what?"
"Yeah."
Vicky positioned herself in my modest bed at an angle which allowed my member to sink deeper into her rear cleavage. Less than five minutes later, I could feel her softly stroking my shaft putting a little extra into the downward motions towards the wall in front of her face. It was rough going, but she started to perspire adding to the sensation.
"What're you doing Vicky?"
"Trying to get comfortable; do you mind?" She sounded annoyed but kept it up while we talked.
She took this as a signal going a little harder really putting pressure on my endowment. I inched and humped upward into her downward strokes finding a mutual rhythm that we jointly exploited for what felt like hours as her breathing started to give her intentions away. I was too close to gamble away a pending orgasm on some playful banter, already huffing as well.
Vicky added pointed flexing of her butt cheeks as I got really excited barely stifling myself. This sort of pinching feeling accompanied my climax as I burst dramatically splashing between her buns in waves soiling myself because of our proximity.
"Hey, what're you doing back there buddy?" Vicky barely stifled an exasperated laugh reaching back handling my glazed over manhood pressing it harder between her cheeks. She slathered my spunk over her butt still looking at the adjacent wall in front of her face.
"Nothing, trying to get comfortable; do you mind?"
We repeated our hysterical bonding with another round of well lubricated frottage getting similar results which she sexually rolled into the next tryst as she faceplanted on her belly. I pounded her rear cleavage as hard as I could eventually losing all of the bedding to the bedroom floor.
Vicky Stone was a mess from the middle of her back to her upper thighs when all was said and done. I wasn't much better with stained abs, crotch, and thighs alongside my inner left forearm. My bed was a sexual disaster zone and we hadn't even had intercourse yet.
"Are you comfortable yet?" Vicky asked glibly.
"COME HERE BITCH!!" She shrieked as I turned her over, lancing her to the mattress.
Her big, thick gams locked into the small of my back as we continued working things out. Honestly, I plowed her nearly senseless with no fucks given. I'd dropped several loads inside her snatch before she thought enough to let me know she was equipped with an implant. I pressed a finger outlining it, but this discovery devolved into a torrid make out session and even more deep, soulful plunging.
After a while of trying to figure where one began and the other ended, we settled for cuddling under the sheets after I lost a friendly game of rock, paper scissors to see who would turn out the light.
"Did you really choose me over her?" Vicky asked cradled tightly to my body. My lips were nuzzling her ear, intermittently suckling her lobe.
"There was no choice to make; it was always gonna be you." I answered without hesitation, but she didn't get it.
"So, you gonna make movies with me now?"
"No."
"Well if you did, what would you call me?"
"Ms. Hate."
We drifted off to sleep wrapped tightly in one another's arms and other limbs. There was no doubt both of us slept like rocks.
*******************************************************************************************************
I awoke finding Vicky staring at me with this sort of breezy smile on her face. I couldn't help my reaction to her stunning features which harkened back to old school beauty standards even down to the beauty mark. Despite her passing resemblance to Eva Mendes, Vicky Stone was distinctly her own person with dark eyes that were soulful looking directly into my own brown eyes. Her lips were close enough to kiss, almost begging for it.
"Vicky, really?" Her fingers were encircling my shaft near the base lightly tugging and stroking my member with a feather soft touch. We were still tightly wrapped up in my bedding wedged against one another.
"Come on, don't you wanna start your day off right?"
She leaned down kissing me finding a willing reciprocate as we started to make out. I liked waking up next to her, luxuriating in the feel of her naked curves under the sheets and blankets tightly wrapped around our bodies. My left arm ached a bit because we fell asleep with Vicky using it as a pillow. She leaned into the left side of my body jerking a bit harder on my member.
"That feels good Vicky."
"You like it; wanna cum by yourself or with me?" I answered my redbone paramour with another kiss that furthered our active make out session.
I could feel her thick right leg covering my left ever so slight moving up and down giving me the impression she was humping me. I used my half sleeping arm to nudge her forward with things getting a little awkward between the sheets as she mounted me cowgirl draping her body over mine. I took the initiative quickly rolling over on top of Vicky missionary. She was already wet and sticky. Both of us were not exactly fresh after a night of hysterical bonding and unrequited passion. We continued kissing and making out enjoying one another to the exclusion of all else.
"You feel good; I think I could get used to this Vicky." I admitted slowly working my hips. She kept up with me lightly rolling her hips up to get my thrusts with every plunge. We were in perfect synch merging and keeping up the good feelings that started in the early AM hours prior.
"Yeah, I like it too and your mom is cool with it too; so, I can stay over for a minute, or what?"
"Why'd you bring up my mother?"
"It's no big deal."
"No seriously, that's not something you mention during sex Vicky." Despite the direction of our conversation, we kept up the cadence of movement under the sheets.
"Hey, don't trip out, but your mom was here."
"HUH-WHAT-OH SHIT!!" I bolted up supporting my hands on both palms. Vicky wrapped her big legs around me interlocking her ankles in the small of my back.
"Yeah, somebody turned on the light around five and, it was your mom. She cracked the door staring at us; I uh, took the initiative."
"TOOK THE INITIATIVE?!" I jostled a bit, but Vicky palmed my cheek with a little chuckle.
"We talked a little, told her my name. Hey, she remembered me from church and stuff. It's cool don't worry about it man." I could feel somebody tap dancing on my grave as thoughts of my mother and her huge purse stuffed full of bibles colliding with my head, mentally intruded.
"SHIT, I'VE GOTTA CALL HER; EXPLAIN!!" I was delirious at the thought of being caught in a compromising position. My mother had a 1950's ethos regarding my rearing never even signing off on me dating. She was stiflingly strict for all of the four years of high school. It was a miracle I'd even got laid in spite of her overview.
"Don't worry she figured it out; two naked people is pretty self-explanatory."
"You think its funny Vicky?"
"Yeah nigga; you acting like a bitch." She started laughing hysterically in my face. My brow furrowed as I glanced down at our connection. I was still buried deep in her snatch.
"HATE YOU!!" Vicky shrieked as I snatched up her luscious thighs gathering them together as I drove myself deep inside.
I pushed them apart adjacent to her sides giving this lovely miscreant the business. This stacked twenty something found herself crumpled into a ball as I bucked my hips wildly getting audible gooey smacks. Her moans and little whimpers echoed off the walls before she bit into her bottom lip trying to quiet herself. Unfortunately, I broke this second bit of synchronicity looking over my shoulders a few times scared my mother would appear in the open doorway.
"What?" Vicky asked as I stopped abruptly.
"Is, she still here? Is my mom still in, the house?" I unconsciously wrapped some of the sheets around my shoulders feeling this unique kind of shame. Vicky found this funny as well busting up laughing when I looked back a third time at my bedroom door.
"HATE YOU!" I would've continued, but Vicky shoved me out of the bed onto the floor walking out of my room in her birthday suit. The bedding hit me in the face as she strolled down the corridor.
"HEY COME BACK HERE! YOU CAN'T WALK AROUND NAKED!!" I started after her but found something stuck to the outside of my bedroom door. The bathroom door slammed in the distance as I found a folded up piece of notebook paper taped to mine. I unfolded the paper finding a pair of condoms and a hastily drawn angry smiley face.
"Damn." The shower started up taking me away from the worry that my mother would verbally castrate me later. Her version of the talk consisted of "Don't bring no babies up in this house" and nothing more while my father avoided the conversation altogether. I walked down to the bathroom finding the door locked.
"HEY!"
"SHOTGUN FOOL; A GIRL'S GOTTA HAVE A LITTLE "ME TIME" IF YOU KNOW WHAT I MEAN?!! DON'T WORRY I KNOW YOU'RE SPRUNG ON ME AND EVERYTHING, BUT WE GOTTA TAKE A BREAK SOMETIMES!! DON'T CRY, I'M JUST TAKING A SHOWER TO FRESHEN UP!!" Vicky sounded pretty carefree and glib, making me unintentionally smile as well.
"I don't know how you got in my shower with that big ass head of yours!" I stalked off to my room finding some pajama pants to slip into. I noticed my laptop computer was still open with an incriminating screenshot frozen on my media player.
Her face was there frozen in place mid-motion attempting to switch off the digital camera she'd become so fond of after its introduction in her life by yours truly. I couldn't deny the allure of the camera to her all-encompassing ego. In retrospect I'd become sort of a mentor, a teacher even introducing her to amateur filmmaking.
Who cared if we were making pornography as long as it was creative. We were one hell of a tandem for a hot minute until she brought things to a dramatic close by attempting to openly bend me to her will. Renee would never know how close she'd come to that goal but thank the most high for Vicky Stone. There was little doubt things might have gone differently if she hadn't discovered me with a blatant physical rival.
"What are we doing?" I glanced over my shoulder finding Vicky standing there.
"Thinking."
She was leaning into the door with a large bath towel cover her nudity from the front. This was futile because of her curves, particularly her hips that provided a glimpse of her defined tan lines. She was using the end of the towel dabbing at her still wet features.
"Man, I can't leave you alone for a minute." Neither one of us said her name, but our eyes were affixed to my laptop screen.
"It's not like that Vicky." I closed the space intending to take her into my arms, but found the towel shoved roughly into my face.
"Take a bath, you stink." She was still smiling avoiding the awkwardness of our exchange. I couldn't help but look at her very fetching nudity.
We didn't say anything further to one another about Renee's frozen visage on my laptop screen. I smiled back walking to the bathroom leaving her there closing the bathroom door behind myself, quickly stepping into the tub.
"AH, HATE YOU!!" She'd used up the hot water. I hade no doubt Vicky was laughing her big ass off at my predicament.
Despite my situation, I managed to get properly cleaned up with a brisk cold shower. I was a little worried about leaving my laptop opened but knew how it would look if I made a concerted effort to go back and close it from view.
There was no doubt I had to find it in myself to trust in Vicky on some level and the present provided a perfect opportunity to see what she would do out of view. I just wanted us to have some time together without the outside world intruding. I liked the idea of waking up with her wrapped around me. She wasn't perfect, but I wanted us to have the experience together.
No one would be intruding on our situation now that I was expunged from a toxic friend group.
"What are you doing?"
"Making breakfast, you don't mind, do you?"
"Not as long as I get the view." Vicky smiled giving me a peck on the cheek. She was wearing one of my mother's aprons from the kitchen closet, and nothing else.
I took a seat at the kitchen table facing her backside with a mischievous smile of my own. The adjacent countertop was a mess of spilled pancake mix and discarded eggshells. All four of the burners on the stove were covered by two skillets, one small and medium sized pots. Vicky Stone was burning for me, the small pot bubbling with some grits.
She glanced over her shoulder at me a few times heartened that she had a captive audience. Honestly, I was really enjoying the view of her naked backside and she wouldn't have it any other way. I found myself tracing those hard tan lines that outlined the very top of her big, elongated butt.
I loved Vicky's pear shaped esthetic; her shoulders were somewhat narrow adding to the visual drawing the eyes to her arching hips. Size wise, Vicky was smack dab in the middle between Renee Kelly and Rashida Sikes leaning towards the latter.
There were these tiny, slight love handles on her figure that perhaps hinted at her older body in the future. I wanted to see her grow into that mature figure, watch her narrow looking face fill with age. A shudder ran through my body making me worried that I was unconsciously using Vicky to get over Renee in the same way I'd used Yoli as a proxy. My gaze drifted down to my bare feet.
"You don't like what you see, huh?"
"Are you kidding?" Vicky set a stacked plate down in front of me. Honestly, her cooking skills were middle of the road, but I couldn't deny the sentiment behind the smoking plate as she stood over me with the spatula at her wide hip.
"So, since you like how I burn; I can get a little payback, right?"
"What?"
"Don't worry I'm just asking for some appreciation head." I coughed, half choking on a mouthful of pancake making her laugh and rub the back of my head.
"Damn Vicky, you just gotta ruin everything, don't you?"
"Well they say there's no such thing as a stupid question, right? You don't know if you don't ask right?" I looked up at her face finding that she thought she was asking a legitimate question.
"Yeah sure, whatever you say."
I half turned in my seat lifting the apron up exposing her slightly doughy abdomen and lightly furred muff pressing my lips to her belly. Vicky chuckled for a moment shuddering when the tip of my tongue dipped into her belly button.
I swirled it inside before running the flat of it over her navel giving her belly rabbit kisses as my hands reached around handling her excessive derriere. Vicky leaned in wanting more as I managed a single digit inside twirling it about. A few minutes into this, she leaned over wrapping her arms around my head. This allowed more of my fingers to slip into her confines working her grooves until I found that familiar spot, the bumpy ridge that was her secret place. Success came swiftly as evidenced by my drenched fingers.
"Oh yeah, you're definitely one sneaky motherfucker." Vicky gasped feeling my inquisitive digits moving around inside her. Her words goaded me into becoming more forceful with her secret spot getting instant results.
Her shapely legs went rubbery wobbling so much that she leaned further into me making her weight an issue. I swiveled towards using my other hand to tug a portion of the apron aside exposing one of her breasts. Vicky's breasts were decidedly a C-cup, a little sagging with a sloping shape topped with dime sized pecan hued areolas and a prominent blocky nipples.
She was decidedly sensitive in this area reacting to the vacuum suction applied to this weak spot. I nursed on her boob going sloppy allowing saliva to flow freely on her skin. Vicky tugged the other side of the apron exposing both breasts allowing the other the same treatment.



"Uhm, can you bite them, my nipples? I like it when somebody bites them." She asked meekly.
"Somebody?"
"You just gotta ruin everything, don't you nigga?" Vicky gasped into my ear.
"Hate you!"
Vicky's retort was stifled as I slurped loudly on the closest breast swirling my tongue on the fleshy nub as she requested. I nibbled on it like a tasty treat making her quiver and shake cupping my cheek. We went at it for a few minutes as she switched feeding me the other moaning loudly. Three fingers of my other hand furiously pumped in and out of her snatch which was now a sopping wet mess.
Vicky planted her butt onto my thigh riding it like a sawhorse. Her lips came hungrily for mine as she sawed her opening on my leg humping it. I took both breasts in hand squeezing as hard as possible intermittently rolling her nipples. Vicky howled with delight at the rough treatment.
"Oh baby, you trying to put me out on the corner, huh?"
"What?!"
Vicky quickly got down on her knees at my side going at my pajama bottoms with feverish intent until I was exposed. I was swallowed up just above the base with her head bobbing in my lap. This thick redbone buried me to the hilt in seconds letting it rest for moments before sensually running her tongue on the underside of my shaft and crown. Her sharp hawkish eyes bore into me nonverbally prodding me to look at her do the deed.
It felt awkward seeing her lips stretched around my member almost twenty-four hours after she'd pummeled me in the park down the street. Vicky pushed out on my leg getting between my thighs to get a better vantage point. Her thumb and forefinger surrounded the base of my member, while the other hand raked nails across my inner thigh.
At this point there was nothing I could do but let her go at it unfettered. This was way different from the first time we hooked up in that torrid threesome that seemed to leave my original partner Tressie out in the cold. Vicky was getting progressively sloppy as my eyes settled on her big, bobbing backside. She accommodated me scooting forward so that I could get a big handful of those cheeks.
"Hey!" She stopped abruptly looking at me, brow furrowed.
"What?"
"You not thinking about that cottage cheese built bitch while I'm topping you off, are you?"
"MUTHA-FUCKA!" My palm clapped down on her left buttock making it jiggle uncontrollably much to my delight and Vicky's chagrin. I smirked as she favored it before flicking her pointer finger on my cock making me double over in pain.
"DAMMIT-HATE YOU!!" I started spanking both of her cheeks mercilessly making those buns jiggle all over the place while trying to turn away so that she couldn't mess with my member. It was all in good fun with both of us giggling joyously eventually kissing and making out.
Vicky went back to sloppily blowing me with renewed passion leaving me laying at an angle with my butt half hanging off the chair. The thick redbone drew the apron down baring her chest. She bodied into me on her knees sucking and slurping loudly even rearing up tapping my cock on her left boob. Vicky hocked a few loogies on the head of my member rubbing her blocky nipple on it. She repeated the action with her other tit before running it against her breast bone. I reached down cradling the outside of her boobs attempting to push them around my shaft.
"I don't have a lot; sorry I'm not like lite-brite." Vicky sounded timid covering my hands with her own.
"Don't." I leaned forward cupping her cheeks with a reassuring kiss finding her flushed afterwards.
"Stand up." She softy instructed.
Vicky offered her hands helping me upright before burying me in her throat gagging herself with my endowment. I tried to draw back, but her fingers dug into my butt. I fucked her mouth after that as rivulets of saliva mixed with precum ran down her chin dripping onto her chest. Her bust was sticky glazed over and enticing to the eye. I pulled out of her mouth attempting to push them into her cleavage again.
"My tits aren't that big, I'm not like-!" I silenced her with a finger to her lips.
"Hey, just interlock your fingers over my dick." I'd already cupped the outsides of her breasts encouraging Vicky to follow my movements crisscrossing her fingers trapping my endowment in her shallow cleavage. Her sloping boobs were teardrop shaped sort of east west position wise.
We managed a tight fit.
Vicky held on as much as her soiled hand would allow as I ran the underside of my member along her breastbone grinding and fucking her tits. Her breasts weren't exactly small, but worlds different from other women I'd been with like Mintzy who had the biggest tits of all the women I'd slept with.
I found myself revisiting Shawnee whose similar body issues were wiped away when I did something similar. My nemesis would later build her up only to tear her down repeatedly until Ms. WTF fully exhibited a kind of Stockholm syndrome. Vicky in my opinion could never be subjugated in such a manner. Her will was too strong despite a surprising demureness kept hidden away.
"You like this; I mean, am I doing it right?" She asked letting out these little huffs created by the kinetic motion of my member sliding along her sternum.
"Feels good." I moaned not wanting to break the atmosphere.
"Anything you wanna do to make it better; I'll do it, okay?"
"It already feels like I'm gonna cum." Vicky responded by tightening her interlocked fingers providing that extra bit of slickened friction as I grabbed her shoulders cresting.
The first scintillating burst shot straight upward hitting the underside of Vicky's chin leaving a wide slimy trail back towards her compressed cleavage. The second skewed diagonal going over her left shoulder as she gleefully chortled. The third was a literal burst that caught her chin and bottom lip respectively as she giggled. Vicky appeared happy to get me off as streams of cum pooled in her mashed together breasts. I kept it up enjoying the feeling immensely.
"You liked that, right?" There was this light in her eyes, a bit of sparkle in her smile.
"I loved it Vicky."
She released my cock taking it in her right fist suddenly jacking the shaft furiously. I tried to weather it but ended up yelping as she laughed releasing my endowment making it a point to lick my spunk from her fingers staring me in the eye. My member was pulsing and throbbing, my shuddering heartbeat radiating through my chest like I'd run a marathon.
"Like that too?"
"Bitch."
Vicky's head shot forward as she manically throated me vacuum sucking while twisting her right fist around the base of my shaft. I yelped and whimpered, then screamed pushing back on her forehead disengaging us. Vicky was breathing hard with her pretty mouth hanging open, wholly pleased with herself.
"How about that; you liked that too, right fool?"
"GET UP!" I surprised Vicky handling her bicep taking my thick lover just inside my bedroom door. She went with it looking somewhat apprehensive as I motioned towards the edge of my mattress.
"What?"
"Bend over."
"Uhm, you still wanna, do more?"
"BEND OVER!" I reiterated forcefully getting a wide smile and grin as she flattened her palms on the bed. Vicky perked up flinching when I suddenly yanked the belt from my discarded jeans. I doubled the belt over my fist much in the way Demon had the night prior after she insulted him in the streets.
"You gonna whup me?" Her brows raised, mouth hanging open.
Instead, I opened the belt wrapping it around her waist with the buckle at the back tightening it. I wrapped the excess around my fist looking Vicky in the eyes the whole time. She got my meaning turning back to the bed facing my window as I buried myself inside from behind. This wild arching sensation ran through my body making it feel as if I were climaxing again as those big, semi-solid cheeks began clapping into my pelvis.
I'm not ashamed to say I treated Vicky Stone like some prize stallion riding her into the edge of that bed as she creamed all over my girth. She eventually raised one leg up onto the edge of the mattress adding some extra depth to our frenzied tryst. She remained that way until I waxed her backside all over necessitating another shower which we both shared.
"Damn, you're trying to put a ring on it, ain't you?"
"No."
"Come on man, let's talk for real; you feeling me right? I know you're not gonna play the role and front on me, right?" I was busy lathering up her back as she placed her cards on the table.
"How long have we known each other Vicky? You sure this ain't some trick to make me your simp? Didn't seem like love at first sight when we met, huh?" My hands were lathering up her breasts lingering and tugging on her nipples.
Vicky turned into my body with a deep, soulful kiss that made me pop wood.
"Don't play with me right now; tell me you're feeling me." She sounded a little anxious already rubbing my side while her other hand maintained custody of my endowment. We looked in one another's eyes breathing in synchronicity.
"I feel you, uhm am feeling you?"
"Don't get scared now slick; you got my eyes on you and now you'd better be faithful to me. I uhm, just want to try it out with you, okay? So don't go back sniffing around lite-brite or I'm gonna fuck you up."
"Oh, threatening me again?"
"Don't fuck her, don't fuck anybody or I'm gonna repossess this dick nigga." Vicky twisted her fingers around the base of my member sexually emphasizing her point.
"Don't threaten me; you have nothing to worry about except that mouth of yours. When I first saw you, there was this little spark that went through my body. I can't explain it, but when you told me not to sit next to you, it felt like a knife went into my heart Vicky."
She planted some light kisses in the center of my sternum looking up into my eyes.
"When your milk bitch sent me those nasty ass pictures and that fucking video; I threw my phone against the wall. Luckily, I could put it back together again, but I felt like you made a fool out of me and I wanted to get you back for that. So uhm, yeah I cried, a lot. One of these days, I'm gonna choke that bitch." We stood under the spray staring at one another.
"Vicky?"
"Yeah?"
"We can see whatever this is, just forget about all that bullshit that happened." I drew her into a deep hug squeezing her tightly.
"Is that what you want?"
"Yeah, fuck those people; besides, I've got a feeling they're gonna get some sweet karma real soon." We gave one another a series of pecks on the lips.
"Still wanna choke the mayonnaise out of lite-brite."
"Whatever."
The conversation became playful banter as we washed up for the second time that morning. Vicky even cleaned up the mess she made of the kitchen while I scarfed down the breakfast she'd made.
"Thanks for making me breakfast Vicky."
"Well it was the least I could do."
"Huh?"
"Your mom left you a plate in the microwave; that shit was good." It took me a moment to get her meaning.
"BRING YOUR ASS HERE GIRL!!" Vicky was way ahead of me locking herself in my bedroom leaving me to finish the cleaning as her phone rang. I gathered up the garbage taking it out back to the can returning with the intent of running a mop over the floor when I noticed my door still shut. There was some muffled talking that I assumed was Vicky likely gossiping with Tressie.
I inched closer to the door trying to figure out if I should knock or just barge in full of bluster. I wanted to be the funny one this time, but then hesitated wondering if they were having one of those serious girl talks us male types weren't supposed to hear. Whatever they were talking about was going a mile a minute leaving me with a choice to make.
"TELL TRESSIE I SAID HI, BITCH!!" I yelled outloud causing some sort of commotion on the other side of the door. I heard some stuff falling onto the floor worried that Vicky might be screwing around with my laptop. It wasn't outside the realm of possibility that she would attempt to delete the footage on the portable hard drive connected to it. I found the door still locked trying to turn it a few times.
"WAIT, I'M UH, COMING!! HOLD UP, I'M GONNA OPEN THE DOOR!!" I heard a few more things jostled about fearing the worst as I tried the doorknob again.
"Hey, what's going on Vicky?" I asked as she opened the door cautiously stepping back.
The look on her face gave me pause.
"Nuh-Nothing."
Some of my things had fallen on the floor from a nearby shelf but the laptop remained the same, untouched for the most part. I had no doubt Vicky might have been perusing another of the pirated files from Renee's computer. I looked at her finding something unseen before that I couldn't place, but it felt familiar.
"Are you sure?" Vicky was dressed now, her body language reading uncomfortable.
"Uhm yeah sure, look I've got to get, back home."
"Is everything okay?"
"Sure, everything's, fine; I got shit to uh, take care of alright?" I reached out softly taking her hand noticing she averted her eyes from my face. I felt a pang of regret shoot through my body not knowing why. I cupped her chin getting her to look me in the face.
"Hey, I'm feeling you Vicky." Her cheeks flushed as a quivering smile formed on her lips. Her eyes looked watery making me concerned.
We shared a kiss that she broke all too abruptly.
"I've gotta go."
"Okay."
I was surprised that Vicky let me get her an uber to ferry the young lady home. It was a good ten minutes of excruciating near silence between us as she remained aloof sort of keeping her distance. Vicky even picked up the things she'd inadvertently knocked on the floor and helped make the bed. We finished up right as her car arrived out front.
"Hey Vicky, we're okay right?"
"Yeah, you're good to go." She leaned back against the wall adjacent to my front door still wearing the exact same weak smile on her face.
"We're good to go, right?" I rubbed her forearm as the car waited out front.
"Hey, you know I was fucking around in the shower, right?" It came out of nowhere.
"No."
"I was messing with you okay; we cool and uh, everything alright? I'm just saying there's uhm, no exclusivity between us." She wasn't looking me in the face.
"What is this shit?"
"Nothing, I'm just saying that I was messing with you; I-don't care if you hook up with other people." Vicky still wasn't looking at my face. I went to caress her cheek, but she lightly parried my hand.
"Excuse me, what's going on here?"
"GOTTA GO!!" Vicky pushed past me running to the waiting car.
I followed out onto my front porch walking halfway down as the Prius pulled off from the curb. I got a good look at her sitting hunched over in the back of the car whipping out my phone frantically dialing her up. The calls went straight to voicemail, but I kept calling still staring at the direction she went.
I sat on the porch watching as if she might come back eventually going back inside to my room. My gaze traveled around my room settling on the laptop. I sat down in front of it studying my desktop noticing three folders isolated separate from the sea of others. The first file was some clip of Andre 13.5 jerking off which I quickly closed followed by a second detailing a pov shoot. I recognized my work watching Chi Town Thunda's twin mountain bouncing on my cousin's junk. I also abruptly closed this one clicking on the third.
"YOU WANT IT, HUH?!! WANT ME TO BLOW UP THIS FUCKING DONK YOU GOT BACK HERE, HUH?!!" The words were pouring from my mouth without thought, pure streams of consciousness.
"¡¡POR FAVOR PAPÁ!! DAME UN POCO DE CORRIDA!! MI FOLLADO CULO ESTÁ EN UN FOLLADO FUEGO!! ¡¡PÓNGALO CON TU CORRIDA!! ¡¡OH POR FAVOR PAPÁ!!" Shawnee was half hiccupping, half sobbing as I railed her hypersensitive cunt into hamburger.
"Fuck." Vicky had been looking at this clip of me manically screwing the stuffing out of Ms. WTF looking to all the world like some sort of degenerate sex fiend. She knew I'd been with other women so this didn't make sense regarding her attitude.
Renee appeared in frame with a popsicle between her lips amused at my progress.
"So, you got that shit out of your system?" I facepalmed watching myself half tackle Renee burying my face in her snatch as she giggled along with a weary Shawnee. I stopped the clip facepalming.
"Shit."
******************************************************************************************************
The next two days were excruciating with my calls to Vicky going straight to voicemail before outright being blocked altogether. I wanted to call Tressie but remained undecided initially because she was friends with Vicky before me. My mother expectantly read me the riot act not so subtly hinting that I might want to start looking for a place of my own if I wanted to entertain women.
A couple of hours later she awkwardly asked about Vicky looking for particulars which I was unwilling to give. Ever the watchful mom, she sensed my crestfallen nature mentioning that Vicky introduced herself and apologized for being caught in my bed. I gave her a peck on the forehead about to return to my room for a bit of gaming.
"Son?"
"Yeah?"
"Does Tressie know about Vicky?"
"No, of course not; why would she mom?" I lingered at my mother's bedroom door staring as she watched an old movie from the 80's.
"You know those girls are cousins, right?"
"WHAT?!!"
"Yeah, they're cousins, although Vicky is not actually blood related. She's the step-daughter of Tressie's uncle from a previous marriage. I met her a while back at one of the women socials set up by Tressie's mother through the church." I didn't know what to make of things as mom took notice but kept watching her movie.
"I didn't know that."
"Her father left that girl with her step-mother and all hell broke loose. I'm just saying be careful son."
"I really didn't know that mom." I lingered in the door way intermittently staring down at my phone noticing a number of text messages from an unknown number.
It was nothing more that scores of heart emojis and romantic memes.
"Is that her?"
"Not even, hey enjoy your movie, okay?"
"She seems like a nice girl." Mom added as I nodded leaving her alone to sit on my front porch. I figured Yoli might have access to a phone wherever she was currently sequestered. I'd tried to call the number back but it was a one way affair frustrating me further. I tried Vicky's number getting nothing, then settled on Tressie.
"Hello?"
"It's me, don't hang up."
"Of course not, you're finally calling me, huh?"
"It's not that kind of call; have you heard from Vicky? I've been looking for her." I scratched my head looking across the street at some kids playing in the front yard of the two story house across the street.
"Maybe, you should let her have some space."
"Excuse you, what did she say about me?"
"Girls don't betray another's confidence; don't you know that cutie?" I wasn't in the mood.
"Especially cousins, right?" There was a prolonged pause on the line as I straightened my back waiting.
"Wanna hook up?"
"Especially cousins, right Tressie?" I pushed my point verbally getting a five minute wall of silence.
"DO YOU WANNA FUCK OR NOT?!!"
"What a lady; hey don't worry about it, I'll ask her myself Tressie."
"HEY WAIT!!" I hung up in her face dialing up a car.
Thirty minutes later I found myself pulling up on the side streets near Tubman Estates. I found myself looking at the back of the closest row house to the curb knowing Vicky Stone resided there. I was worried about my safety marginally but tired of wondering what I'd done to alienate her. I wanted answers and traveling to her place was the only way to get them.



All of the units seemed to share a common backyard lazily bordered by a chain-link fence in need of repairs in some spots. There was a stripped car in her backyard that looked like it had been there for a minute due to the kid drawn graffiti detailed on the hood and sides missing doors. Some toys were in the front and back seats along with torn garbage bags of discarded clothing. I felt the back door was the best place to knock considering I'd observed Vicky using it as her primary entrance.
"Hello, anybody there?"
I knocked on the screen door finding the inner door partially opened. Glancing inside, I observed a ratty looking environment from the adjacent kitchen to an alcove that led into a bigger room containing a large television. There was a girl sitting in front of the set who didn't move despite my calling out.
"Yeah, what you want?" I got an up close and personal as the tall lanky kid appeared obviously Vicky's sibling. He looked younger than I remembered probably fourteen.
"Hi, I'm looking for Vicky, uhm Vicky Stone your sister?"
He was staring at me inquisitively, even trying to look over my shoulder to see if I was alone. The kid was wearing a baseball shirt and jeans with bare feet in need of a wash.
"What you want with her; she tell you to come over here?"
"Not really sir, I just wanted to talk to her for a minute or two."
"Why?"
"Honestly, I think she's mad at me and I don't know why, uhm?"
"Justin."
"Nice to meet you Justin, I'm..."
"SHE AIN'T HERE!!" He cut me off not caring about my name as I noticed the girl in the background stir. I didn't know how Vicky would take things with me invading her personal world, but I was equally undeterred. I glanced over his shoulder noticing a box of generic cornflakes and a bag of granulated sugar turned over. It's contents spilled onto one of the plain wooden chairs at a rickety looking table.
"Sorry Justin, I'll wait out on the curb."
"She really ain't here, just left with Tressie. Might not come back until real late and everything." I chaffed inside knowing Tressie cut off my face to face with Vicky.
"I'll hang out for a bit, thanks." He nodded as I walked away going through a downed portion of the fence to the street. The girl, probably his sister, turned back to the television. I realized she was eating cereal.
My heart was racing as I fought through emotion wanting simply to talk with Vicky Stone who'd turned on a dime leaving me in the cold for a second time in days. The familiar feeling of my expulsion from Renee's inner circle felt similar as I gave a courtesy call to the thick redbone that went unanswered. I glanced over the fence at the squalid environment noting the stripped car sat on a large rectangular concrete foundation. Apparently there was once a garage there. My thoughts flowed to the condition inside Vicky's home.
"Shit."
I lingered there on the sidewalk until the three bags of fresh groceries and snacks were delivered. I ordered the food wanting her siblings to have something decent to eat. It was just a hunch, but it felt good watching both of Vicky's siblings react to the delivery. If nothing else, their excitement made me feel like a human being again as I resolved to trudge across the street to the other side of the abandoned high rise project, hands in pocket.
"HEY!!" Justin was standing off in the distance in his backyard as I crossed the multilane street.
"YEAH?!!" I shouted back.
"THANK YOU MISTER!!" He waved making me feel like Santa Claus. I waved back making to the other side of the street as he ran into his home letting the back screen door slam. Part of me wondered if Vicky would think I was trying to manipulate her in some fashion, but I didn't regret it.
That bit of goodwill faded away as I noticed a large group of dangerous looking guys congregating near the overpass that bordered the back of the building. I knew Vicky and Tressie might be on the long adjacent street behind the abandoned high rise but forgot the inherent danger of walking in what was an isolated area in a really bad neighborhood.
I turned around deftly slipping my wallet out of my pocket unzipping and placing it covertly in my underwear. It was something I'd learned in high school to keep from getting robbed by the thugs there. No self-respecting guy would go into a man's underwear, even for money. A lot of my peers used this tactic to keep their lunch money.
"HEY, HEY YOUNG BLOOD!! WHAT'S UP!!" Goosebumps prickled up on the back of my neck at the baritone voice calling out to me. I turned finding this shady looking guy with a head full of locks closing the distance between us. He looked threatening visually, but I knew running would be blood in the water to sharks.
"What's up?" I manufactured an innocuous tone.
"You looking or you looking young blood?" He stopped short minding the distance between us giving me some street respect.
"Excuse me sir?"
"Got some good weed man." He was a merchant of sorts.
"Nah, I'm cool."
"OH, YOU DOWN HERE FOR FEMALES, HUH?!!" The dealer chortled to himself thinking he had me figured out.
"Ah no, I'm not down here for that?" I waved off.
"Man ain't no shame in the game, people got needs and if you ain't looking for weed, you looking for trim. You ain't gotta be ashamed bruh, there's some fine bitches back here!"
"Right." I started walking away as he laughed.
I managed some distance between us getting to the edge of the building starting to well up from anger. Luckily, he didn't follow as I rounded the corner initially intending to call up a car for home. This nagging feeling stayed with me prompting me to walk down the street towards the opposite end of the closed housing project.
I started getting real with myself realizing that I could've just got rolled. Yet I trudged forward intending to round the corner on the other side which would allow Vicky and Tressie to see me from a good distance away. Halfway there I was assailed by the persistent honking of a horn obviously directed at my person.
"Son of a bitch." Tressie was honking her horn repeatedly trying to get my attention.
"IS VICKY WITH YOU?!!" I shouted still walking to my destination.
"WHERE YOU GOING?!!" She shouted keeping pace with me one lane over.
"NONE OF YOUR BUSINESS!!" I yelled back.
Tressie hit the gas pulling forward making it to the end of the block doing a sharp U-turn speeding back in my direction. Her driving skills alarmed me outside of the car as well as in inside it. Her passenger side window was rolled down as she leaned over addressing me.
"HEY GET IN HERE!!"
"NO!!"
"COME ON, I'LL TAKE YOU THERE!!" I walked by her continuing on my way intent on finding out for myself as Tressie put the car in reverse backing up adjacent to me again.
"IT'S COOL TRESSIE!!"
"JUST COME OVER HERE FOR A MINUTE; JUST A MINUTE!!" She yelled from her car sounding more desperate than I'd ever heard before. It gave me pause as I considered things before walking to the outside of the passenger door.
"Look, I got this shit alright; so, just go on home."
"Fuck man, I didn't know you were so goddam stubborn! I'm not trying to do anything to you, but you act like you can't trust me or something! Look if you want to see Vicky, I'll make sure that happens okay? You've got your fucking masculinity points for today; get your ass in here! I'm tired of this shit between you two; should've kept you to myself!"
"Kept me to, yourself?"
"Well yeah, I thought you might like to make one of those fucking sex movies with her; didn't know you guys were gonna end up compromised and shit!"
"You wanted me to make a porn with your cousin, right?" She hesitated looking out her open driver's side window visibly weighing the options of answering me.
"Who told you?" Tressie answered ruefully.
"My mother, you forget she met Vicky at some church thing you and your mother put on, huh?"
"Shit, I forgot about that."
"Yeah, so you weren't gonna tell me about that, right?"
Tressie leaned back into her seat as a truck pulled up behind her vehicle. Some guy with a cowboy hat sat behind the wheel visibly put out that we were having a conversation starting to beat on his horn. Tressie put on her signal directing him to pass, but he sat there anyway wanting his way.
"Hey, get in here, I'll drive you."
I looked back at the angry guy beating on his horn yelling something inaudible which I was sure included a few racial slurs. I slid in beside Tressie just as he decided to take advantage and pass almost too close on the driver's side.
"LEARN HOW TO DRIVE, YOU DUMB BROAD!!" He yelled at Tressie leaning across some kid in his passenger seat I hadn't noticed.
"GOD LOVES YOU!" Tressie hollered back as he sped by to the end of the block. I unconsciously snapped on my seatbelt as she hit the gas speeding in his direction only to hit another wide U-turn. I had to hold on for dear life as Tressie hit a right turn speeding in the opposite direction from where I was going.
"HEY!!"
"HOLD ON I'M TRYING TO DRIVE!!" Tressie held up a hand wanting me to chill as I looked from her face out my side window reacting to some honking horns from other angered drivers.
"WE'RE GOING THE WRONG WAY!!"
"No we're not; cut it out you're making me nervous!"
"Hey, I was trying to get around the side of Tubman Estates! You said you'd drive me there!" Tressie shifted over into the left lane speeding towards an onramp.
"WRONG!! I JUST SAID I'D DRIVE YOU!!" We sped onto the freeway with Tressie shifting between cars into the middle lane. It was the middle of rush hour and I'd suckered myself distracted by the environmental strife caused by that other driver.
"Goddammit, you lied to me!"
"I didn't lie to you; I said I'd drive you but I didn't say where. You're not gonna compromise my spirituality because you're up in your feelings about my cousin!"
"Oh you admit it then?!"
"Over it, maybe you should get over it too."
"Where are we going?"
"Don't worry about it." She was wearing a silk blouse top and long skirt that did nothing to hide the curves we both knew she was abundantly blessed with. Tressie looked irritated in a manner that reminded me of our first meeting. She'd thought initially that I was attempting to blackmail her because of the glimpse I'd got of her clandestine lifestyle outside of the church.
Things obviously turned out differently.
"You taking me to see Vicky?"
"Didn't I tell you to give her some space; what didn't you understand about that?" We were bordered on both sides by a bity bus and a minivan full of screaming children. Tressie was speeding along oblivious to the lack of space between the cars.
"I'm just trying to find out what triggered her; what's wrong with that?"
"You're not listening; now I can guarantee she's gonna hang back even more! None of that shit would've happened if you just waited for her to make contact. Look, you can't force things like this because you'll run her off."
"I DON'T EVEN KNOW WHAT I DID!!"
"THAT'S WHAT I'M TRYING TO TELL YOU!!" Tressie shot back making me even more addled than before.
"Last time Vicky was mad at me; she tricked me into a beatdown in a park! Now you're fucking telling me she's a delicate little flower, right?!"
"I'M JUST SAYING WAIT FOR HER!!" Tressie screamed louder than I'd ever heard. I decided it was futile to keep going back and forth with her so I leaned over resting my arm on the open passenger side window.
I found myself reminiscing along my personal timeline with Tressie Fisher and Vicky Stone. Ever since I'd gone into Tressie's Sunday school classroom, there was no I had a ticket on the fucking crazy train. Vicky Stone was triggered by something I'd done before meeting her and some shit sent to her by a megalomaniacal narcissist, but not the absolute fact that I'd boned her own cousin several ways to Sunday, no pun intended.
"Okay." I said out of nowhere.
"What?" Tressie glanced over at me, brow raised as I checked my phone finding more texts stuffed with heart emojis and other displays of affection. Yoli was going overboard today, it couldn't be anyone other than her probably heartened by my appearance at her hospital bedside.
"Okay, I'll wait until Vicky reaches out to me." Tressie did a doubletake glancing over at my face.
"You're serious, right?"
"Take my ass home babe." I wasn't even looking at her face.
"Uh okay, you know we have a meeting this Saturday, okay? Vicky will be there alright?" It felt like her version of dangling a carrot in front of my face, but I wasn't biting.
"Sure."
I leaned over turning on her radio finding Alicia Key's "UNTHINKABLE" to serenade us all the way back to my house. I sat there relaxing as best I could on the outside tapping my foot to the music but seething inside spiritually exhausted with all of the female fuckery in life as of late. Thinking about it at that moment left this bad taste in my mouth that I wanted to wash out. I didn't want to end up like my cousin Jaquan. I was tired of females using my head like an emotional pinata.
"Sorry." Tressie apologized as we pulled up on the side of my house.
"Don't sweat it; we're adults, right?"
"You're mad."
"What time is that meeting this Saturday?"
"Two in the afternoon."
"Is that meeting time or, our time Tressie." I asked unsnapping my seatbelt.
"Huh?"
She didn't expect me to lean over and give her a light kiss on the lips. Tressie Fisher sure as hell didn't expect me to cup one of her large breasts giving it a hearty squeeze. I didn't wait for an answer opening the door to step out onto the sidewalk by my home.
"Uhm, the meeting's at one." Tressie called after me before driving off. I stood there with my hands in my pockets and this half smirk on my face that was interrupted by the intrusive impact of a hand slapping the back of my head.
My mother was standing behind me having observed our exchange in part. I glanced towards the backyard noticing that she'd set the sprinklers out.
I was grounded again.
At age nineteen no less.
*********************************************************************************************************
Oddly enough after reading me the riot act , I found that I would still be allowed to attend the Saturday meeting of Tressie's faux "Youth Council" which was nothing of the sort. I found that funny because I had every intention of blowing it off in silent protest of my treatment and a strong desire to get off the crazy train.
Paranoia visited a wealth of riches upon me as I made a secondary copy of Renee Kelly's desktop also isolating what I considered to be their "season finale" that culminated in a four on one gangbang until Jaquan appeared at the end. Despite all that happened, I couldn't deny my creative jones beginning the long arduous task of editing it all together. It would be easy this time without Renee hovering over me and all the time in the world.
"Hey man, its okay if you don't want to do it. Nobody is trying to force you to do anything you're not comfortable with."
"I thought you guys were playing with me."
"Its just a joke okay; you don't have to get so salty. I mean you're hurting me and I thought we were cool. Do you know I'll lose money because of this? Yeah it's a joke, but I still got a hundred fifty bucks on the table."
"Hundred fifty bucks?"
"Yeah man, I thought it would be funny and stupidly thought we were cool. I made the bet so that I could get some extra money for books. I'm a psychology and business major, that takes a lot of money. So, now I'm not gonna be able to get books for my classes and probably won't graduate because of a little bet."
"Sorry."
"So, you're not gonna do it?"
"Can't you just call off the bet?"
"No, because I already made it and that's like, really legal and stuff. So, you gonna let her take my money and books away? I thought we were cool; I thought we were friends but I guess you don't care about me, huh?"
"I care."
"If you care then you would do me this tiny, little favor for reals Andre."
I'd happened upon a video clip that solidified my acrimonious opinion of Carlie Kelly, Renee's younger cousin and toxic heir apparent. Andre 13.5 or their recently christened "Mister D" with my failed alias, was sitting in a chair in the breakroom in medium closeup. I guess Carlie was entertaining herself with the one or two marbles that made up Andre's grey matter.
"Okay I'll do it." He replied sullenly to some raucous jeers that let me know there were others inside the break room.
"HURRY UP AND DO IT ANDRE!!" Carlie's hand appeared in frame snapping her fingers inches away from his face, insistent. The younger Kelly was a quick study of her older family member and mentor.
The camera was somewhat stationary, a bit shaky leading me to believe Carlie was experimenting with Renee's equipment at Andre's expense. He looked up from the chair at her eyes bucked almost silently begging before leaning forward into this humongous black ass. This wasn't Rashida Sikes by a long shot, and it sure in hell wasn't Shawnee Thompson's epic derriere.
This was just wrong on so many levels, some morbidly obese woman's backside with a wealth of jiggly cellulite and love handles on top of love handles. There were shocked gasps, shrieks, and jeers from the other women in the room as Andre serviced this woman. The camera turned away revealing Carlie's outstretched palm being greased by a least two other women in the room.
They were all visible from the abdomen down retaining an undeserved anonymity as the camera found Andre facially buried between two cheeks with the consistency of garbage bags stuffed with jello. I caught a glimpse of the owner of said ass retching a little with recognition. She was one of the older women who regularly sat in Renee's salon. She was there when I got massively humiliated by a prank gone overboard.
The laughter and peer commentary continued, mostly ripping Andre.
"Ah fuck it." He suddenly stood up probably startling Carlie because there was a bit of shaky cam before I realized that he dropped his pants. I guess he decided to throw caution to the wind stuffing the woman full with vicious back shots. The reaction was raucous and even more heartbreaking.
"YOU KNOW YOU GONNA GIVE ME A HUNDRED MORE BUCKS, BESSIE!!" Carlie yelled authoritatively.
"DON'T WORRY I'LL PAY YOU GIRL; I GOT IT, OH SHIT!! HE'S GETTING UP IN MY GUTS!!" The elderly sound of her voice made me shut it off.
"Oh man, what the fuck?" I was disgusted feeling twinges of guilt.
It was still two days until Saturday and I had a wealth of time on my hands so I decided to go on a side trek to the mall where Andre worked hoping that Renee hadn't talked him out of his job. Once she got her hands around your neck, that was pretty much it for free will until she discarded you.
I wondered if Andre were still in her inner circle given the four on one reverse gangbang I was currently editing. There were at least two more clips that indicated Renee or likely Carlie had taken to outright pimping the reluctant stud.
I opted for the bus conserving the bulk of the money paid to me over the past few weeks. Renee had taken it upon herself to pay me through cash app from an account she eponymously referred to herself as "boss bitch" which was just too damn accurate.
She'd gone through great lengths to hide her identity which gave me some leverage with her pilfered desktop. I was literally holding a nuclear football. It was my prerogative whether or not it was going to come into play. Ironically, I thought of my cousin Jaquan and his little girl Daisy Kelly knowing that Renee would likely disappear with his kid if publicly outed.
I loved my Aunt Gloria who'd gone through so much trouble to have access to her grandkid on the regular. She was seldom seen these days mostly keeping to herself on the northside of town involved in mostly philanthropic activities since retiring from the medical field.



Her late husband Phillip sacrificed much to put her through medical school before losing his life to prostate cancer. I remembered him as this gruff fellow almost merged with his lazy boy watching the news non-stop. Aunt Gloria was much more different, a social butterfly and definite earth mother keeping a small little garden in the back of their home in the old days.
There was a lot of red tape to be untangled even if I did want to use the "nuclear football" to exact some measure of retribution on Renee. But then, I'd be no better than Yoli, Jaquan, Rashida, Shawnee and probably even her protégé Carlie Kelly. What I would believe to be a pyrrhic victory, would be nothing of the sort.
After the social "fallout" Renee would likely consider herself the victor because I went to such lengths to bring her down. After hashing things out with Vicky, I decided to let sleeping dogs lie and find out what was going on between us. Now, Vicky changed that equation out of the blue.
I did my best to keep Vicky on the periphery of my mind, but sometimes found myself angry that she didn't trust me enough to talk things out before distancing herself from me. Sometimes I was scared at what she might say and had to admit this was the reason I was initially going to blow off her cousin Tressie.
I'd decided to make it a game time decision as I glanced at my phone finding more "positive reinforcement" from Yoli in the form of the copious amounts of love bombs sent to my android semi-regularly. I considered calling her up, but remembered the threat levied by her adopted mother. She could be anywhere in the country and I didn't have a clue.
Maybe it was better that way.
"Aw shit, fuck man." I found Andre outside his little job at the Hotdog on a Stick outlet in the mall. He was swabbing the deck with his trusty mop. Despite appearances, this was a good sign.
"I came to see how you were doing Andre." He wasn't happy to see me in the least, and I couldn't blame him.
"What you want man?" He tried to sound tough, but I already knew him to be a gentle giant.
"We haven't talked in a while; I thought we could catch up."
"Catch up to what?" Andre towered over me still wearing the badly fitting uniform with high water pants revealing dingy athletic socks above his cheap black work sneakers. His hair remained professionally cut and he was wearing a diamond stud in his right ear.
"Just talk."
"Can't you see I'm at work?!" His tangential aggression was becoming more overt.
"Shit man, its cool Andre; I just wanted to apologize about Renee and all that other stuff." I backed off intending to walk away when he dropped the mop.
"DON'T COME AROUND HERE NO MORE; YOU JUST JEALOUS ANYWAY!!" I looked over my shoulder finding him glaring at me. I stopped turning around facing this large doofus the size of a basketball player.
"What do I have to be jealous about?"
"YOU DON'T MEASURE UP, HA, HA, HA!!" I guess he wanted to piss me off.
"Really?"
"YEAH I'M DADDY LONGSTROKE NIGGA!! YOU STILL ON THEM FUCKING TRAINING WHEELS MY NIGGA!! THE LADIES CHOSE RIGHT SO DON'T CRY, JUST GET YOUR STROKE ON LITTLE MAN!!" I realized he was angry but it felt off, kind of fake as I considered things.
"Okay, take care Andre."
"PUNK!!" He yelled back picking up his mop as I turned to walk off finding an unwanted familiar face.
"Somebody upstairs hates me." I commented to myself confronted with store manager Charity who'd already extorted a couple of hundred bucks off me. It honestly was my fault for using her store for an impromptu porn shoot.
"Lover's quarrel?"
"Excuse you!" I pushed past Charity walking to the other side of the food court intent on getting something out of the trip in the form of a good slice of pizza from the Sbarro outlet.
I was bristling at Andre's attitude still taking responsibility for bringing him closer to Renee via Shawnee. Maybe it was his way of lashing out at me for setting him on the path to becoming a bed buck. Still, his words dug into me and at the end of the day, this man was an adult capable of making his own decisions. I got a couple of slices, fries and a large soda settling into a booth facing his outlet on the other side of the food court.
"Oh here we are again, she's not done." Charity was standing at the edge of my booth grinning.
"Come on, looks like you get to buy me lunch today."
"Oh I don't think so; you got nothing to blackmail me with." She looked about snickering to herself as I took a bite out of one of my slices.
"I keep you company." Charity offered.
"YAAAY-nope." I clapped like a trained seal with both arms outstretched over the table for a few seconds before deadpanning. Charity folded her arms still not dissuaded.
"Don't you want a pretty girl to sit with you; I can bring up your social stock."
It was my turn to snicker and laugh leaning back in my booth taking a slurp from my soft drink. Charity stood there with this million dollar smile on her face as I found myself making a comparison internally that she heard before.
"Don't you say it."
"Well you do look like her, a lot." Charity already "taxed" me during our last confrontation for comparing her to Gabrielle Union. There was nothing she could do to grift any money off of me in open public, but she took a seat beside me anyway helping herself to the untouched slice.
"We're both insufferable bitches who like to emasculate our men, so sue me." She took another bite.
"Good to know; I gotta watch my family jewels and my fucking silverware around you." Charity was undisturbed snatching my soda discarding the top and straw taking a deep drink from my cup as I watched incredulously.
"Man, you are beyond entitled; aren't you?"
"You should count your blessings; you're getting the low-grade version of me instead of the whole package."
"You don't say?" I bit into my slice noticing her healthy bust. She looked down at her muted cleavage giving the bottom of her work shirt a little tug making it more prominent before smiling at me.
"Look I admit to being horrifically malevolent normally, but I've recently been uh, stripped of my rightful place in society. I was coerced into this job by my father for the purposes of rent payment. It's been quite humiliating to say the least."
"And why are you telling me all this?"
"Well, you've been, unintentionally I might add, the best thing going on this summer; and somewhat profitable." She finished up her pilfered slice going for some of my fries but I snatched the paper carton away.
"You don't like paying for anything, do you?"
"Do you think people ask Meghan Markle to pay for shit after they kicked her ass out of Buckingham palace?"
"Oh so you think you're a princess?"
"I am a princess or was until an unfortunate series of calculations left me here slumming amongst the unwashed masses."
There was no way I could ignore her attractiveness, but I was well versed in dealing with drama queens at this point. At least I liked to think so, but the jury was still out on that shit. Despite being an uber bitch, Charity was, hot.
"So what you're saying is; It's beyond your control, huh?"
"DON'T SAY THAT FUCKING SHIT TO ME!!" Charity clapped a palm over my lips, teeth gritted for a few seconds before remembering herself.
"And you're crazy too, big surprise." I drew back as she collected herself looking slightly rattled.
"Please excuse me for that; you unintentionally uttered triggering words that I don't take kindly to; I'm very sorry for doing that."
"Whatever."
I started piling the trash onto my tray with the intent of tossing it out as I left, but Charity leaned over in my direction grabbing my bicep. She slowly relented then got up on her knees facing back towards Andre's outlet. It felt like she was undoubtedly trying to use her figure to keep me there. She had a tight round butt that was level with my face.
"I won't stop you from going but I thought I could offer my expertise in exchange for lunch. What are you planning to do about Andre's sleight? Even though he's pretty much a Cro-Magnon, you must be absolutely seething with indignation."
"Gee what do you really think about him Charity?"
"Don't white knight me; he is utterly moronic in the worst way. I must know what you have in store for the simpleton." I followed her gaze to the outlet finding Andre filling the soda dispenser with ice haphazardly standing on a short ladder under the watchful eye of his rather androgynous manager. His words lingered enhanced by her perception of it.
"Well, you're the expert; what do you suggest?"
"No."
"What?"
"You can't ask me something like that without giving me a little background on the situation. Like are you two fighting over his fat girlfriend, money or uh, is it a bad breakup between you guys? Andre's obviously the top if you ask me, but maybe I'm wrong."
"Fuck you very much, I'm straight."
"Don't be extra, so it's about the fat girl, right?"
"It's complicated." Charity glanced down at me returning sitting beside me taking another deep drink from my soda.
"Bullshit."
"Huh?"
"You're full of it; obviously, you've done something so morally reprehensible that even a high functioning idiot like Andre can suss it out. Is this about that weird little threesome you guys engaged in inside my store, that time? By the way, what kind of cheeseburger did you wave in front of his cow girlfriend to get that happening?"
"Forget it."
"Don't be that way, I'm intimately invested; don't you want to hear my recommendation? I suppose you could be fighting over money though."
"He got paid." I mentioned without thinking as her eyes lit up with a fleeting glimmer. A wide knowing grin spread across her pretty face making me want to bolt as she inched in closer beside me.
"Online porn?"
"Shit."
"I know you're good at sharing; it's out of the bag now, so maybe you should unburden yourself with some facts. So, you got those idiots to perform in public and uh, pocketed the cash, right? Oh yeah, tell me I was wrong about you."
"You're wrong about me." I deadpanned not fooling Charity in the least as she inched uncomfortably close.
"Okay let's start over, my name is Charity Gilbert and I'm functionally evil motivated by monetary gain. It appears you're a fellow asshole trying to exploit a former special education student from my high school." Just like that things made a little more sense regarding my former "friend" Andre 13.5 a.k.a "Mister D".
"You knew him before he came to work here?"
"I'm well acquainted with both of them; I used to teach a general studies class for the academically challenged. Andre is legitimately, scientifically, and legally dumb. Like I've said, he's high functioning, but his fat girlfriend is plain dumb. The stupid leading the dumb if you will."
Charity took another drink from my cup letting some of the ice swish around in her mouth as I figured her out.
"Shawnee tried to kick your ass, didn't she?" Charity scoffed to herself at the question.
"Stupid bitch threw a chair at me in front of the class; got her blimp ass suspended."
"Why?" I pressed in closer stifling a smile.
"The retarded motherfucker told her." Charity's brow furrowed but in a different way than the girls I already knew. It took the form of a single line in the middle of her forehead telling me the memory really pissed Charity off.
"Come on Charity." I snatched my cup back drinking the remaining soda as she rolled her neck in only a way angry black women can.
"I just took one pic, that's all. I mean, you don't see a cock that big every day and there honestly wasn't time to do much else before the bell. I guess you could say I put him on my "To Do" list; if that's what you're asking?"
"Consider yourself lucky Shawnee didn't do more." I chuckled.
"Bitch came back the next day and ordered Andre to walk out of class with her! She made the gimp stay out of class for the remainder of her suspension then had him stupidly threaten my reputation if I ever "touched" him again."
"You don't say?" I mused smiling.
"Quite honestly that shit was never going to happen; I had friends in high places, owned that high school. You see, I was student body president and she was society's garbage. Bitch actually tried to get Andre to snitch on me but she went to the wrong vice principal. Other than some "heated girl talk" I got off with a slap on the fucking wrist, just stopped teaching that class and what not."
"Shawnee got what she wanted too; you couldn't go near him, huh?"
"Karma's a bitch and she probably was too dumb to know her station in life. I mean anyone with half a brain would know not to fuck with someone who can influence her connected peers and teachers academically. Since Jayson refused to beat Andre up for me citing his "retarded status"; I had to tighten things up around that sloppy cunt. Remedial studies became a living hell for Shawnee. I appointed the student teachers for those classes."
"What did you do?" Charity's smile unnerved me as she reached into the empty cup retrieving an ice cube to suck on internally reliving her revenge.
"I made her a star."
"Fuck does that mean?"
"Every question asked in class was posed to her, all of her assignments were graded right after she entered the class and marked with a big red felt tip marker. I uhm, told my subordinates to draw a devil head emoji at the top of her badly graded papers. I had my student teachers carpet bomb the class with surprise quizzes telling the other dummies in there things would get back to normal when Shawnee Thompson passed a test."
My blood ran cold at the familiarity.
"Blood in the water; so uhm, you didn't kill your enemy, you got them to kill each other, huh?" The mantra was clear as day.
"Of course, I'm certifiably irredeemable; eventually I was surprised she had enough head space to figure out it was me. She made a little scene in the cafeteria but there were too many students between us and the school safety officer was there stuffing his stupid face with eggs. It was infinitely satisfying seeing her so distressed and do you know what I told her right then and there?" I already knew the answer.
"It's beyond your control, right?" Her eyes narrowed, cheeks puffing up a bit as a forced smile appeared on her pretty face. She really did favor Gabrielle Union in this moment.
"Correct, bitch dropped out a month later but it was a pyrrhic victory; took Andre with her, actually made him drop out of high school with her. Things never would've happened had I been allowed to "get a little" from that simpleton, but she had to get all up in her feelings. His fucking cock was damn near thick as my wrist, and she denied me."
"Oh so you should be happy now because he's available." I offered glibly removing an ice cube to suck on mimicking her actions. Charity's eyes lit up as she leaned backward in the booth resting her arm on its back behind my shoulders.
"OH, THEY BROKE UP?!!" In this instant of exuberant excitement, Charity looked like a recently graduated teenaged girl.
"Not exactly, but I'd say she's less inclined to give a fuck at this point."
"You simply must tell me what you know; I have to have it!" Charity was excited.
"Let's just say Shawnee found out she was a big fish in a small pond."
My aside resulted in Charity becoming more animated inching in uncomfortably close as my eyes were drawn to that pronounced bust again. Her tits were big, but I had no idea of their true volume besides the faint outline of her bust and the single line that informed her cleavage. She knew her strengths taking my discarded straw and sticking it between her tits. It was a tight fit to say the least as Charity looked from it to my face smiling.
"38 F, for your information; 38F-29-39 for your complete information, so are we sharing or is that it for lunch time?" Her smile was sparkling and there was no doubt she knew I was invested as I pulled out my phone bringing up Renee's site.
"See for yourself Charity." She drew her legs up on the booth leaning intimately into my chest looking at the face of my phone.
"Chipmunk, I want you to tell me, I want you to look me in the face and tell us you cool with Andre getting fucked. I mean, we're gonna do it anyway, but it would be nice if you weren't downstairs moving out while this nigga having his best day. Look at him, don't you want him to be happy, bitch?" Ms. One's voice flowed from my phone as I nibbled on a fry.
"IT'S OKAY, I DON'T CARE!!" Shawnee was visible in extreme closeup, face wet with perspiration and tears, chipmunk cheeks flushed crimson from stress.
"OH MY GAWD, OH MY FUCKING, OH SHIT!!" Charity yelled bouncing excitedly in place fanning herself, snatching my phone with both hands bringing it close to her suddenly scrunched up face. I tried to snatch my phone back but she bodied into me letting her hand rest on my crotch.
"Hey?"
"I'm looking, relax cutie." Charity gave my member a little pinch.
The degradation of a former rival seemed to excite and energize this woman to the extreme. She slid over a little feet still folded under her watching the scene completely engrossed as I vicariously found myself enjoying her reaction. Andre had been outed and I should have felt sympathy, but I couldn't deny my feelings especially after seeing Renee's little farewell orgy on my laptop. Charity had to be looking at the edited version while I had the raw information at home. This self-declared villainess was grinning like the cat that caught the canary, biting her lower lip.
"Oh yeah, but he's so much better now girlfriend; Every time he's over, I get topped off like you wouldn't believe. Andre eats pussy like it's going out of style; ain't that right nigga?"
"Yes Ms. One."
"Serious?" Charity didn't seem to care about the other patrons around in the adjacent booths at either side of us turning up the volume on my phone.
"Fuck yeah, you should've been over here the other day; Andre topped off my cousin Carlie so good that she lied to her man and stayed over. Ain't that right Andre my nigga?"
"Yup." Andre was seen on the face of my phone nodding his head in time with Ms. One's words as Charity turned in her seat looking across the food court directly at him in real time visibly excited. I was momentarily worried she would bound over the table and jump him on the spot.
"My eyes have been irreparably opened." She admitted without looking at me.
"No they haven't." I snatched my phone out of her hands quickly forwarding the clip before giving it to Charity.
"He loves me now because I've shown him what a real woman is my nigga. What're you gonna do about it; we fucking your nigga and you're gonna watch everything or I'm gonna fuck you up bitch." Ms. One was verbally destroying Shawnee.
"WHY DO I HAVE TO WATCH?!!"
"Because it makes me horny."
Charity watched her hated rival sink to Renee's floor covering her face with her hands, sobbing. Some of the other patrons were starting to notice us as she continued watching Andre getting turned out in front of his girlfriend. I noticed a woman angling our way for a set of empty tables right in front of my booth with a group of children in tow. Charity could have cared less watching intently with a hand to her chest, excited.
"Alright, that's enough." I took back my android pocketing it while standing up with my tray walking away from the booth as the woman placed a number of shopping bags on the table in front of us exasperated from her gaggle of screaming kids.
"WAIT!!" Charity scrambled after me slinging her purse looking half crazed.
She sidled up to me looping her arm in mine pulling on it until I turned to face her. There was this lively look in her eyes that left me unsettled. She was no different than Renee Kelly in my opinion. I'd picked up on that much recognizing the vibe finding myself curious to learn more from her. Charity pivoted gingerly taking my other arm with an inviting million dollar smile.



"Oh don't turn the tap off now; you simply have to show me more."
"Why should I do that; you haven't delivered on your part of the bargain." I nodded towards Andre's place of employment again.
"All in due time; I hope we can be friends, honestly."
"Friends, are you kidding after extorting me for money?" Charity rolled her eyes glancing around the food court before settling on me again.
"That was before I knew you were a kindred spirit."
"I don't think so."
"All I'm asking for is a bit more of the taste; I know how you feel, truly. You're conflicted about his callous treatment of you even though you used him for profit and his slob girlfriend too. You've given him fifteen minutes of freedom and freedom from being her baby's daddy for the most part, the fool doesn't even see it because those awesome women have opened his nose. He overestimates his value, but I'm sure you will reestablish the status quo. Please indulge me a bit longer; that's all I'm asking."
"I'm not like you Charity."
"You have potential; care to explore it?" She raised an eyebrow.
Ten minutes later Charity was yanking back the chintzy curtain to one of the changing rooms shoving me inside it with enough force to make me crash into a sitting position facing her. I wasn't gonna take that lying down standing up into her waiting lips as she got extremely hot and bothered after looking at the video of Shawnee's degradation.
Charity wrapped an arm around my neck while reaching up grabbing the curtain rod as one of her legs rose caressing the outside of my thigh. At first I was caught up in her wake, but quickly adapted with dual handfuls of her tight, compact apple bottom squeezing for all I was worth.
The store already closed out of business and devoid of other employees had papered over windows and barely any product left on the shelves and racks. There were a few tables of stuff left that Charity was obligated to put outside the retail outlet for a dollar sale, but she had other ideas as we went at it. She responded well to the tips of my fingers pressing into her covered slit standing on her toes initially.
I wanted to make her even more horny as I tried to go for her neck but found that her head followed my every movement. This woman was seriously backed up sexually speaking as she got her perv on roughly jerking me off through my jeans. I liked the frenzied feel of her hand attacking my crotch getting so hard, my prick was already poking through my underwear even though she couldn't see it.
Charity shoved me into a sitting position rushing in turning drawing the curtain up to hide us from view. I clawed and groped her tight bubble butt eventually delivering a few harsh slaps to it before she parried my hand. She turned with this knowing smile that spoke to her smug confidence earning three fingers quickly shoved between her legs manically rubbing her cunt through her employee standard khaki pants.
I was seriously trying to give her rug burn not even looking at her face but thinking of the next thing I was gonna do to her sequentially. Charity held on for dear life to the overhead railing with both hands enjoying the feeling of me jilling her off still dressed. I guessed we were just fooling around, but she suddenly captured one of my hands running her tongue across my palm leaving it sticky. Before I could form a question, Charity was unsnapping those work pants drawing her own zipper down to shove my compromised palm into her panties.
Her muff was clean shaven and puffy looking, nice to the touch as she callously directed three fingers along her opening. This bitch was already wet allowing my fingers to slide inside her with no effort whatsoever. Not one to be outdone, I put my own recently considerable experience to good use shoving my digits further into her box curving upward to that special place. Charity gasped sounding like she'd been burnt or something responding by arching her hips in my direction. At this point she was beyond horny reaching down with both hands basically humping and grinding my invading hand.
This didn't deter me in the least as I continued tapping out some obscene Morris code on her g-spot making Charity squeal and squirm with delight. It was weird watching her muff shiver and move almost robotically in this sort of three point cadence reacting to my efforts. I took it one step further mashing down on that bumpy ridge inside keeping up the intense pressure making her grit her teeth and bite her lower lip. I could feel her oily essence running all over my fingers soiling the seat of her panties. I tried to go harder but ended up making her go weak in the knees, legs all rubbery. Charity fell forward into me cradling my head as I fingered her again using my thumb on her clit for added effect.
It felt like she was incontinent was my working fingers were undated with bursts of moisture and wetness running down her inner thighs. Charity lost it flopping into me smothering my face with her covered breasts. My tongue found her rich inviting cleavage dipping into the exposed portion of her collared V-neck work shirt. I was rewarded with the mild taste of cocoa butter or some sort of cram she used on her skin retching a little from its soapy consistency. She was pretty much limp at a diagonal angle leaning into my body as I fingered and taped on her secret spot willfully.
The material of her cotton shirt rubbed across the whole of my face prompting me to bite into the juicy hidden flesh there. Charity yelped in pain as her hand appeared in front of my face yanking the shirt up exposing a grey colored sports bra that confirmed she was carrying more than it appeared. It was one of those models with the zipper down the front, but Charity pulled up releasing this big spongy looking breast that caught me off guard. It was rich chocolate mocha topped with a large yet subtle areola. Her exposed nipple was a rounded shape, sort of a prominent bump that she pushed between my lips. I was happy to oblige nursing her tit like a newborn babe. I contrasted this with intense pressure applied to her spot again holding it there as she whimpered.
Charity sounded unintelligible and distraught this time reaching down with both hands pulling her panties and khaki pants down mid-thigh revealing the soiled crotch of her underwear. I like the way her thighs looked indicating a woman who worked out on the regular to enhance her natural attributes. She had this semi-lean model's build packed with curves in all the right places, large boobs, and a tight rounded, packed butt. Charity half turned actually sitting on my lap facing outward into the store. The dressing room curtain was opened by our mutual actions and she didn't seem to give a fuck about closing it again. So, Charity rested on my left leg which allowed my to suckle the exposed breast and vigorously finger her to nirvana.
Her pretty little mouth was open giving no compunctions about stealing a kiss or two which proved awkward because of our positioning. It was kind of like me going towards her right cheek while she let her tongue hang out trying to lick my own in kind. I was unwilling to give up her tit and she was lost in her own pleasure, but wearily reached up unzipping the sports bra properly. I was unprepared as it snapped open with a considerable bit of elasticity exposing two big spongy looking breasts that perfectly sloped from her chest with a slight jiggle. I was taken aback art her bounty. Charity Gilbert was the epitome of slender and stacked.
"Please, fuck me." She whimpered finally finding her voice and words I could understand.
We both watched my glistening fingers emerge from her honey pot. Charity took them between her lips sucking them clean before I cupped her cheek getting a proper kiss. She allowed me to pull her legs up into my lap so that I could remove her shoes and pants. Charity helped draw down her underwear to her knees with me completing the action tossing them outside the changing room.
Her shaved cunt was inviting to my learned proclivities as I resolved to continue my sexual performance. I planted her butt on the inside bench hooking her legs over my shoulders for a taste. Her brown eyes went wide as I parted her flower going for the clit writing the letters of the alphabet on it. Both of her hands appeared on either side of her cunt pressing down holding her labia apart.
Thoughts unintentionally surfaced of Andre going down on Carlie giving me the impression that I was reacting to his earlier insults still burned at being shut out of Renee's swinger party as it were. I felt a bit of shame but Charity was none the wiser benefitting anyway as she caressed my head while biting the nails of her other hand.
I made a meal of her snatch in that spirit of competition and also as an unspoken apology for the thoughts themselves. The girl in front of me was on Renee Kelly's level, but paled in my opinion. I pushed on the back of Charity's thighs raising her folded legs into her chest eating wantonly until there was visible evidence of our intermingled juices.
Charity Gilbert creamed so much that it was visibly running down the crack of her tight bubble butt.
I stood up in front of the malevolent store manager who held both of her thighs in place thinking I was going inside. Instead, I managed to get her standing momentarily before bending her over. Charity flattened her palms on the sweat soaked bench presenting that apple butt both legs spread wide apart. She understood my desire unceremoniously rewarded with a savage thrust balls deep.
The resultant shriek sounded as if she'd been gutted as I grabbed her narrow waist popping my hips into her like I was twerking. Something about Charity told me I had to go the marathon route to actually please her. She was pretty limp from the waist down taking repeated sledge hammer level back shots that echoed around the empty store.
Although not actually big, Charity's butt was really dense in a way that made me wonder if it was from working out or simply natural. It felt like smacking into a block of wet cement, unyielding. She spread her legs a little wider allowing me to really give it to her as I noticed froth building and foaming around our connection. She was feeling everything and I opted to give her more service reaching around diddling her clit.
I'd learned this technique on the day I'd first managed to tame Rashida Sikes in Renee's bathroom. Charity was a lot smaller than Chi Town Thunda, more malleable to my efforts. This shrill whine erupted from her that kind of scared me because it came out of nowhere. She sounded like a banshee or something as she crested.
"DA-DEE! DA-DEE! DA-DEE! DA-DEE! DA-DEE!" Charity chanted this disturbing mantra as her long runner's legs shook uncontrollably.
Her hips buckled out of nowhere wrenching down on my member dislodging it when she hit her knees to the carpet. Charity was still wriggling uncontrollably looking as if she were praying to some unseen goddess faced away from me. She was face down making me worry for a second, then calmed my nerves sliding her shirt over her head.
That work shirt ended up on the bench beside her prostrate form as she rose up working the opened sports bra off her shoulders. That thing looked like double holsters for guns and actually were making me chuckle inside. Charity grabbed my cock with authority throating the entirety of it. Her technique was decidedly emotional as she worked her head back and forth soulfully slurping on me like some decadent treat.
I could feel it all over as she made love to my cock making her big sloping tits jiggle from the motion. Charity was giving me this impassioned head sensually sucking me to distraction obliging me to lean forward in a sexual role reversal. Charity's other hand caressed the outside of my right thigh as she moaned and hummed gasping in short breaths.
I was about to explode but drew away looking down at her enraptured face. I couldn't tell if it were sexual theatre or that she was really feeling it as she flinched a little. That little bit of movement turned me on as I shoved my member in her mouth fucking it like a surrogate vagina for a few seconds before she coughed me up. This lovely rich chocolate ingenue surprised me by pushing my shaft between her breasts.
The visual of her cupping her breasts tightly from the outside was nearly enough to make me cum alone. But I started slowly running my member along her breast bone decadently cushioned on both sides by her lush mams. Her erect little knobs were enticing enough that Charity picked up on it tapping my cock on them in intervals. She even pushed a nipple against the slit on my crown before vacuum sucking hard just on the head with a loud slurp.
"Damn."
I got Charity's butt planted on the bench again hooking one leg over my shoulder while the other hung limply to the floor as I plowed her with no fucks given. At this point her cunt looked swollen while she winced and gritted her teeth taking it like a champ. Neither of us were surprised when she started queefing and squirting in bursts. Her palms flattened against my chest turning into claws as I realized she was silently begging off. Charity was breathing hard through her mouth with this joyous smile on her face.
"Huh, who taught you?" She half gasped.
"Why?"
"Medium cute, but you fuck like a king; nigga who taught you how to satisfy a woman?" A bit of the well-hidden street persona slipped out with the question, but I wasn't surprised.
"Make me cum and I'll tell you."
Charity grinned widely like some Cheshire Cat probably a little offended at my answer. She leaned forward handling me with both hands cradling the base of my member. I watched her bury all of me to the hilt letting it rest there until she started to gag. Then her head began short, muted bobs never disengaging as she breathed through her nose fucking my cock with her mouth. The wet, squishy sound added to the atmosphere as she methodically got me to the precipice. My leg trembled a bit signaling an upcoming climax prompting her to disengage with a deluge of saliva and precum running down her chin.
My shaft disappeared into her luscious cleavage, but this time Charity interlocked her fingers on top of my member. This beautiful slim stacked villainess began shaking and bouncing her spongy tits on my cock with serious intent. Her hands were almost a blur of motion as I started feeling it between her fleshy cushions. My inner thighs were on fire as several bursts of thick ejaculate exploded from her tightened cleavage like a geyser.
It felt absolutely heavenly waxing those big sloping tits of hers. Charity kept it up until I managed to calm down enough. She released me with flair , arms outstretched like she'd just performed some magic trick, grinning. Charity Gilbert had reclaimed her sexual pride, albeit with a glazed over chest. My spunk was running down into her crotch.
"So, now that you've been taken care of; who taught you?"
"The same girl you watched teaching Andre." Charity leaned back in the booth resting her back against the wall just below the clothing hooks glancing at her reflection in the adjacent mirror.
"You've made quite a mess of me."
"Mad?"
"Hardly, I haven't had some good dick in a long time. Dad's kind of stuffy and controlling these days." I chuckled at the explanation watching her gathering her wits.
"So he knows his daughter."
"Fuck you." We chuckled staring at one another's exposed privates. I hadn't undressed, only used what was needed about to pull my pants up.
"Andre?"
"Oh yeah, him; I'll put it to you this way; a dick ain't nothing but a handle to turn a motherfucker over with. My ex-boyfriend Jayson learned this the particularly hard way after I discovered one of his infidelities." Charity straightened her back gathering up her shirt and sports bra. Her hair was all over her head from being sexually mauled.
"I don't even want to know."
"Too bad, you'd love having your prostate milked." She was leaning over gathering up her pants, deciding to separate her panties because of their soiled nature.
"No I wouldn't." Charity giggled in this sneaky way that brought back her admitted malevolent nature.
"So, now you're gonna turn evil on me, right?"
"Baby, there's nothing I can do with you in your present condition; like I said, you're cute and fuck like a beast, but unrealized economically speaking. Best case scenario, friends with benefits, fuck buddies if you're interested?"
"Gee thanks; I'll hide the check if I win the lottery bitch." Charity snickered gathering her clothing under an arm.
"I really like you; don't rule out being uh, a fuck buddy."
"Side dude." I corrected.
"Is that what they call it?" She leaned against the side of the booth staring at me. It felt like she was looking right through me in a uncomfortably familiar way and I was pretty sure Charity knew it.
"Like what you see?"
"Want a bit of advice for the marvelous fuck?"
"Shoot."
"The worst thing you can do to somebody like me is make them "normal"; make a queen a lady in waiting and she'll profess her undying love to you. There is nothing more horrific than a woman whose power has been broken, snapped in two. That's what your fat friend Shawnee experienced in oh so exquisite detail. Maybe you, can try the technique out; give it a test run of sorts."
"You volunteering Charity?"
"God no; but I would like to leave you my number in case you change your mind about being fuck buddies. Just don't get it twisted when I get a guy; its all about security and the fucking bag I lost."
"You should go into telemarketing."
"So, that's a no?"
"Next time I see you, I'm gonna fuck you in the ass on general principal." Her eyes lit up as a gregarious smile spread across her narcissistic face. Charity went into her purse writing her number and email on a fifty dollar bill.
"That's a promise." She shoved the bill into my mouth before ejecting me from her store, still nude.
There was a line of ladies waiting outside the outlet even though the place was pretty much closed. The allure of dollar items remained unfortunately putting Charity and myself unintentionally on blast as she unlocked letting me out. I had to do the walk of shame past her remaining coworker, the same blob like female who was there with Charity snickering at the sight of her manager associate looking like three miles of bad road.
"Oh you got it like that baby boy?!!" She called out sounding like a gender bent porch monkey in drag. I still hated the fact that she got to stuff her face off my dime last time I was extorted for money. I ignored some of the disparaging stares from fellow mall goers loitering near the entrance. Her words of advice lingered during my journey home.
Later that evening I sat in front of my laptop with Renee's pilfered desktop sitting in front of me. Charity's words on Andre came to me again the meaning unfurling as I started pulling all of his solo clips into a single folder. It made perfect sense as I found the pay site I made a while back for Andre still active.
My initial reason for doing this centered on getting the dim bulb stud paid. Part of me felt guilty after he'd been cucked by Shawnee upon our initial meeting. He knowingly held back outside her apartment with full knowledge that his girlfriend was getting railed. I forgot to tell him about it and that was a good thing because Renee would've likely grifted him out of it as well.
"A dick ain't nothing but a handle to turn a motherfucker over with."
I smiled to myself redesigning his page and online persona simultaneously. I kept it simple adding a ton of new elements including a wealth of rainbows and other alternative triggers. I was determined to make "Andre 13.5" as popular as Chi Town Thunda and Ms. WTF. Of course I had the debit card connected to his pay site. Whatever he made would be some sweet pocket change for me after he tried to put on his big man pants with me.



We both knew he was nothing more than a walking sex toy to the women currently using him. Renee made it way too easy having shot loving videos of the man in the double digits. I wanted to make some money before I hit him with the knockout punch. I even sent Charity Gilbert a link to the redesigned pay site knowing how much she would appreciate it.
"Well, she likes it." I leaned back in my chair smiling at my handiwork as Chingy's "Holidae In" became the unofficial anthem of Andre 13.5 a.k.a Mr. D's new "down low" esthetic.
Charity shot me a topless selfie back in fair trade even allowing her face to be seen in the pic.
**********************************************************************************************************
A day later I'd racked up a considerable bit of passive income with barely any effort at all mowing my lawn at the time. Most of my neighbors used pretty much the same landscaping business made up of two Latin guys with a stuffed pickup truck. My parents scoffed at paying someone to do the lawn when they had a perfectly good son to do the heavy lifting.
Other than a few random love bomb texts, my phone didn't ring much and there was still no texts from Vicky whatsoever. I'm not gonna lie, this made me exceedingly angry at her putting my original idea of blowing off Tressie's faux "Youth Social" and see a movie or something. I was conflicted thinking it might be seen as a sign of weakness and that was the last thing I wanted.
"Calling already; that's not a good look." Charity sounded expectantly smug.
"I need you."
"Well goddam if you're not going to make it interesting, I'm gonna have to air on the side of caution with a firm "NO" cutie."
"Bitch, why would I bother calling if I wasn't gonna make it interesting?" There was a moment of silence on the phone and the sound of some movie playing in the background.
"How much are you gonna pay me?"
"I'll pay you in inches." Charity chortled before outright laughing at my suggestion.
"Thirteen point five inches to be exact, bitch." The phone went silent for a few seconds.
"You're serious, aren't you?"
"Charity, I know you want to scratch that little itch; don't deny what we both know, think about it. Imagine Andre gaping your uptight cunt with all that meat; and he's obviously been trained like me, even more so baby. You'd finally get what you wanted in premium condition."
"Can you deliver?" Her voice was devoid of humor, deadly serious.
"Will you do what I want?"
"Depends."
"I'll toss in some sanctioned free time away from your father too, but make no mistake about it, that tight little bubble butt of yours is mine no matter what happens. I'm a man of my word Charity." I could hear her moving around. It sounded like she was in bed or something.
"I've had a lot of disappointment in my life since I fell from grace and whatnot; it gets very frustrating living amongst mouth breathers with no discipline or plan for an increasingly shrinking economy. Despite the loss of assets, I manage. You know what I'm trying to say, right?"
"You're threatening me."
"If you don't deliver; you'll be begging me to stuff three fingers in your ass."
"Okay."
"You're not mad or butt hurt about being threatened?"
"No."
"Okay, so how are you going to get me away from my father? The idea of a bit of free time intrigues me."
"What good, self-respecting father would deny his little princess the opportunity to, go to church?"
"HUH?!"
"Don't worry about it; oh, and Charity?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm gonna fuck you in the ass and since you threatened me; I'm gonna film that shit and post it online."
"Motherfucker." I hung up in her face.
Yeah she threatened me, but I had been sitting there during our conversation using what she gave me to find a way to nullify her threat as she issued it. The slim stacked villainess made a fatal error in giving me her last name Gilbert which allowed me to find her street address and number for the landline in her house. I searched social media after hanging up finding an expired thread which pretty much explained her to me in somewhat exquisite detail.
I knew she wouldn't be able to resist Andre 13.5 and self-joked that I could even toss my cousin Jaquan in the ring with her too if he wasn't locked up by esteemed baby mama number two. I bookmarked her social media thread and Linked In page and other contacts with my phone before checking Andre's online status.
"Yeah, a dick ain't nothing but a handle to turn a motherfucker over with; and if you fuck with me, I'll grab your dick Charity Gilbert." I was starting to get into the bad guy thing noticing that Andre was racking up the coins from a decidedly male audience. I rewarded his followers with a shower video shot by Renee with my "boy" all lathered up. Hey, it was the least I could do for his fans. I even started an Instagram page for "Mister D."
Yeah, evil was starting to feel pretty good.
I decided that I was going to be the ghost in the machine and profit from it as well. Now that Vicky Stone was effectively shunning me, I had no compunction about flexing and finding my inner "Hollywood Hulk Hogan." My search of social media continued with a stop at Shawnee Thompson's page finding her still active with some less than stellar pics posted there outside of Renee's influence.
The page was also flooded with these annoying memes and photos of places and hotel rooms she'd been. There was an incriminating photo of Shawnee with some big, black football player type. She was in the pic wearing the grey camisole bought by Renee while the guy's face was digitally wiped obscuring his identity. I figured she was getting flown out by "interested parties."
"Figures." I settled on one last pic which was a close up of her in some luxury suite in Miami.
Shawnee was lying in bed with a sheet over her head. The way the pic was shot made you feel as if you were under the covers with her, real intimate. The sunlight filtering in from the room added to the ethereal quality of the pic. At first glance she looked serene professionally made up with visibly flushed cheeks. I found myself staring at her eyes which upon closer inspection, were devoid of a soul. This wasn't the girl I met a while back. This was a living mannequin of the woman.
"Ew girl you be wilding out on the dick!" Some unseen female commented.
I found a brief two minute clip that appeared to share the same timeline with Andre's unfortunate pimping out to one of Renee's customers. I noticed this was a transferred vid from a phone. The person holding the phone was level with Andre who was sitting on a chair in profile from the abdomen down with his "talent" on display. Carlie was kneeling between his legs with her hand cupped under her chin amid raucous jeers and peer commentary.
"You getting this shit?" Carlie coughed a little questioning the unseen camera woman.
"I missed it the first time, go again girl."
"Damn bitch, you supposed to be my girl!" More loud peer commentary followed along with this girlish laughter. I was given the impression the unseen women were personal acquaintances of Renee's little cousin. Carlie was stunting unaware she was taking advantage of a savant.
"I GOT YOU GIRL, I GOT YOU!!"
"Okay don't fuck it up this time bitch!" Andre's cock was sticking up I the frame curved at the end still looking fake. Carlie wrapped a hand around the base of his member looking up and around at her unseen gathered friends as they yelled encouragement.
"GONE GIRL, GONE!!"
"GET IT!! GET IT!! GET IT!! GET IT!!" They were chanting as Carlie knelt between Andre's legs sitting on his haunches. Her nerdy glasses were up resting on top of her forehead up against the ball that made up her headwrap.
Carlie lurched forward completely throating Andre hiding his cock from view with just a bit visible above the base. The young cosmetologist had taken the time to shave his mound clean. It was like watching one of those nature shows where a python swallows a small rodent. There was a gross bulge in her throat below her chin looking like some kind of tumor. Her friends were applauding wildly almost drowned out by Andre's labored groaning.
"EW, LOOK AT THAT!! OMFG GIRL!! DAMN BITCH!! HA!! HA!! HA!!" Her associate holding the camera was taken aback laughing hard in this annoying hiccup manner. The camera veered sharply to the left quickly revealing three more women who were definitely associates of Carlie's. They all looked like geeks, nerds kind of built like lanky kids.
"UUURRGGPP!!" Carlie drew back having gone into survival mode suddenly regurgitating a milky goo all over Andre's bare crotch. Even more sickening was the bursts of thick, glue like spunk that blasted Carlie's round face without warning. This caused even more cackling laughter as he took the opportunity to jerk out more of his cum giving her an epic facial.
"AW SHIT, YOU NASTY CARLIE!!"
"FUCK YOU!!" Carlie laughed still retching from having her throat resized amongst jeers and bits of applause from her friends. She looked around feeling the love as they chanted for her to give Andre a kiss with her soiled lips. She found the middle road planting her plump lips on the underside of his big spade shaped crown.
"I regret not getting a slice of that." I made a separate folder for Carlie as my phone chimed with an incoming message. There were more love bombing messages coming from Yoli now sequestered in some remote location.
A attempted return call bounced to a mailbox not set up so I just got the automated message. This seemed to be by design. I kept my line available out of guilt over her assault, but also wanted her to have a life line out of her situation. She'd managed to overcome her issues for a second to turn her back to me as a last tutorial to deal with a nuclear narcissist.
Then she was gone leaving me to honor her wishes after one last dance at the front of Renee, now Carlie's salon. I was motivated to let the Van Allens take up the fight bolstered by what II thought was a burgeoning new relationship with Vicky Stone who ended up shunning me for unknown reasons. My inner thought process was interrupted by my ringing phone.
"Hello?"
"Hey uhm, I hope I didn't bother you but I wanted to ask a favor?"
"You wanna come over Tressie?"
"Stop it." She sounded different making me anxious inside that she might be expunging me from her circle too. I hated the anxiety getting tight around the shoulders with building indignation.
"Well what do you want?"
"Would you mind being picked up at twelve thirty instead of one?"
"Oh?" My brow raised as my nerves calmed thinking Tressie Fisher really wanted to get started earlier.
"No?"
"It's cool, can't wait, huh?"
"We're going to have another fund raiser and the church needs a little help getting things ready. We're also having a bake sale and clothing drive to help this local charter school." Tressie was all business, but I sat there smiling thinking of all the ways I was going to bend her into a sexual pretzel.
"So, not coming over, right?"
"Bye." Thoughts of Vicky came to mind as Tressie ended the call. I was determined to see her in a few hours and get some answers.
********************************************************************************************************
I found it hard to sleep that night tossing and turning before getting up at five in the morning to game until sleep finally claimed me. Even gaming brought me no solace as I thought more about Tressie's behavior on that call. She was uncharacteristically business giving me weird vibes that reminded me of the morning after my epic hookup with Renee Kelly.
I was determined not to repeat that experience. More than anything I was intent on making a statement to solidify my independence from these women as a collective. To that end I'd made arrangements to cement that ideology to Vicky Stone. Her stunning beauty haunted me as I finally drifted off letting the diminishing darkness claim me.
"HELLO?!!" My phone was ringing off the hook as the sharp sunshine hit my barely opened eyes. I'd fallen asleep with my trusty android adjacent to my right ear.
"I've been calling nonstop; are you gonna come out of your house?" I glanced at the face of my phone finding that it was about twelve forty five.
"Oh shit, I overslept."
"It's after twelve, you party with yourself all night thinking about me, huh?"
"You wish, let me hit the shower real quick."
"It's twelve forty five!"
"So, you like a manly smell or would you prefer me to raise my hand if I'm sure once we see each other?" Tressie groaned at the bad joke.
"Hurry up!"
"You could always come in here and join me?"
"HURRY UP!!" She hung up abruptly as I jumped out of bed snatching up some clothing. I had the quickest shower I could muster running down the stairs of my house almost tripping because I was squeezing my foot into a sneaker.
"What the fuck is this?" I found a surprise waiting.
A burgundy 1972 Buick Skylark sat waiting on the side of my house windows rolled down. Tressie wasn't behind the wheel. The woman sitting there facially reminded me of retired actress Lark Vorhees in her youth from that Saved by the Bell show. Her method of dress skewed close to Tressie Fisher's conservative esthetic, yellow collared short sleeved blouse, and long flowing navy blue skirt from my vantage point. I scratched my head as she leaned over smiling.
"Hi, I'm Phoebe; we met last week at the Youth Social? It was my first with my husband Oliver; you remember us, right?"
"Uhm, I guess so; what's going on here?"
"I know this is sudden seeing as how we really haven't spoken at length, but Tressie called me late last night and asked if I would be willing to pick you up. She's terribly busy getting things together for tomorrow's service."
Her explanation hit like a brick to the gut.
I was starting to get serious ostracization vibes staring at the face of some woman I'd never spoken with coerced into giving me a ride to church. Tressie Fisher was pulling the rug out from under me and I wasn't even going to play that game starting to turn around under Phoebe's gaze.
"Sorry, I was gonna tell her uh, something suddenly came up. I'll make sure Tressie pays you back for the gas, ma'am. I was backing off as she looked confused, before speaking up.
"Sorry to hear that, I really wanted to make your acquaintance. Are you sure about this, because I know for a fact Tressie was busy with a whole bunch of volunteers down at the church. I just saw her right now, and she actually texted me that you were getting ready to join me in this car. Are you sure; we could really use your help, sir."
I found myself reluctantly walking back to the car fuming inside as Phoebe popped the door lock at the passenger side. She sat there smiling as strains of "Who Can I Run To" by Xscape wafted through her ride. Phoebe actually waited for me to snap my seat belt in place before pulling off. For some reason she barely seemed real looking like a living Barbie Doll in my skewed opinion.
"I'm very sorry you were disappointed." She said once we were on the freeway.
"Who said I was disappointed?"
"I'm a good study of people; it was written all over your face when you saw me instead of Tressie."
Phoebe caught me off guard because for some reason, I expected her not to address the elephant in the room, or car for that matter. She got right to it sounding casual about the whole affair while I looked away out my passenger window left with no option but to ignore the question.
"Uhm, that's not true." I lied.
"It's okay I understand what its like when you don't get what you were expecting. You were expecting Tressie, right?" Phoebe continued ignoring my body language needling into my psyche.
"Don't you think that's prying?"
"Is it? Am I being too forward by asking you that question?" I scratched my head starting to feel like she knew more than she was letting on.
Phoebe looked almost robotic sitting there behind the wheel with her hands at the two and ten positions on the steering wheel. My foot nudged something on the car floor. I reached down picking it up finding this hardcover book. It read "Why Can't Women Have A Junior" on the face which was a head scratcher.
"Aren't you married?"
"Yes for seven years now; my husband Oliver is otherwise occupied so I had to carry water with the church today. He's promised me a really extravagant date night in return for playing golf with his boss, Larry. I'm don't mind flying solo from time to time."
"Is that right?"
"Yes."
"Well excuse the fuck out of me Phoebe." It was my intent to be boorish, but she smiled to herself listening to the music as I tried to figure her out.
"That was supposed to bother me, right?"
"I wasn't disappointed when I saw you; something really did come up." I lied again getting no reaction one way or the other as we slowed down behind another vehicle near the freeway offramp.
"I apologize; it was inappropriate for me to ask you that initial question. Its just that the first time we saw you, Oliver, and I especially; you gave Tressie an especially familiar hug right in front of our faces. My curiosity got the better of me, and for that I apologize for invading your privacy."
"Just forget about it, it's alright." It really wasn't. I sat the book back down on the floor as traffic started to loosen up.
"I hope we can be friends."
"Sure." I felt like flipping her the bird, but we were already shooting down the off ramp triggering the rampant anxiety it had taken half a night to work through.
I recalled it being more than a especially familiar hug Tressie had received. I pointedly grabbed a big handful of her ass in front of everyone as some sort of power play to assuage my butthurt feelings after being rejected by Vicky Stone. Now, I regretted it not because of what I did and why, but because of what it led to in hindsight. I was angry because when all was said and done, it was nothing but another epic mind fuck.
"Shall we go?" I'd zoned out not realizing we'd parked adjacent to the church front. Phoebe's explanation of things was born out as I noticed a number of guys milling about coming in and out of the building.
"Whatever you say." I replied dryly still annoyed at her nascent prying.
I walked through the double doors secretly nervous at the prospect of visually confronting Vicky Stone only to find her missing. There was some long time church members I recognized helping to set things up tables and all. I was at once confused before Phoebe drew me back to her car trunk removing several boxes which I carried into the church.
Inside the double doors leading to the main floor I found Tressie predictably surrounded by a group of women, some elders flocking around her in a semi-circle. She glanced at me with a wave inadvertently directing the women's attention in my direction. I greeted them chastely feeling some surprising shame due to the fact I'd literally defiled the building with Tressie the last two times I was present.
"Is everything okay?" Phoebe was standing beside me offering a plastic bottle of water.
"Sure it is; don't read into this."
"Okay look, I want to reiterate that apology and hope we can start over the right way. My husband is my rock and best friend who usually keeps me from putting my foot in my mouth, literally my better half. I'd like it if you'd accept it." She offered her hand looking earnest.
"Okay, we can try it out." I shook it out of immediate obligation but still felt like giving her the bird.
Something seemed intrinsically artificial about Phoebe. She seemed glad for the implied reset drifting off to one of the female groups to help out for the upcoming service. I noticed the genders were mostly working separate as I took a seat ironically in the same spot I first come across Vicky.



Ms. Stone was conspicuous by her absence making me think she ghosted the proceedings to avoid me or Tressie texted her that I was present. This sent me spiraling into defense mode entirely internal and wholly neurotic on a social level as I imagined everyone present beside myself being in the know about our brief whatever and its sudden end.
Tressie was socially sequestered by her older female peers who perhaps looked to her leadership in the church's front office and were participating in a bit of brown nosing despite their age. I started working out an exit trying to find a way to get out of things in the least asshole manner possible.
"Hey, I've bought you a plate."
"Huh, oh thanks." Phoebe appeared at me weak side with a paper plate filled with some fried chicken, mac, and cheese along with some potato salad. She was also holding a styrofoam cup of fruit punch handing it to me after I collected the plate.
"Well, didn't look like you were going to come to the table we set up in the hall; besides, it gives me someone to cater to since Oliver isn't here."
"Huh?"
"Idles hands, the devil's playground; you've heard that, right?"
"That's a Jessica Alba movie, right?" Phoebe laughed at my answer taking a seat beside me. Her clothing made it look like she'd stepped out of the fifties or something.
"No, it's an old saying actually." Phoebe followed the trajectory of my gaze to Tressie again. It was obvious she thought we were having some sort of fling. My id was telling me to go with it and blow the duplicitous redbone's cover. I wasn't having any of that after my situation with Renee Kelly and its abrupt ending.
"So, how long have you been coming to this church?"
"Couple of months, we just moved back because Oliver got an opportunity to double his salary. Both of us have decided that we're going to retire by forty. Me, I'm currently employed at a company that makes greeting cards and I couldn't be happier."
"What box did you read that stuff off of Phoebe?" It was a Freudian slip making me facepalm with my free hand, but Phoebe appeared unbothered.
"Yeah Oliver and I get that a lot; we were high school sweethearts and got voted cutest couple. Funny, some of out classmates tried to break us up, but we persevered. Don't feel bad, I like it when someone is real with me."
"Don't get that a lot?"
"I was daddy's little girl growing up, pretty much a princess even at school. People were always really nice to me, so I can appreciate a bit of honesty, but not too much or I'll have to tell my husband on you."
"You ain't got nothing to worry about with me." My gaze drifted away following Tressie near the pulpit directing volunteer traffic as I downed my cup of punch. It dawned on me that we still hadn't spoken to one another. I could feel this invisible wall between us as I fished around in my pocket looking for my phone.
"I'm sure, let me fill your cup."
Phoebe casually took my cup walking away as I got my phone out finding a plethora of texts from my "secret admirer" and a few from Charity Gilbert. She was supposedly running late but my confidence was already shook as I realized I'd wasted a favor from her for nothing. I was frustrated feeling cheated out of the powerplay I'd set up to show Vicky she was no big deal.
"Uhm, hello again mister." I looked up finding Justin, Vicky's younger brother dressed up in a nice t-shirt and slacks. I glanced around him finding his sister sort of dressed up, but still noticeably slovenly.
"Oh, you came to help out Justin?"
"Kind of, we're having a Saturday Sunday school today and watching a movie, too." It was obvious Tressie had no intention of hooking up with me as my face scrunched up. Justin's sister didn't say anything, just had this distant sort of smirk on her face.
"That's great man, you stay up." It was meant to be dismissive but the kid stuck his hand out wanting to shake.
"Uhm, Vicky said we're supposed to thank you for uh, those groceries you sent to the house. We was pretty hungry that day, sir." I shook his hand feeling for the fourteen year old who'd been put on the spot by his sisters. The other slovenly girl simply glanced at me raising a thumb. I followed suite knowing I'd done the right thing.
"Hey man, don't worry about it; where's your sister?"
"Right there." Justin pointed over my shoulder prompting me to unconsciously whip about in my seat like someone was pointing a gun at me.
Vicky Stone was sitting there two rows directly behind me close to one of the set of double doors that led onto the church floor. My heart went into overdrive thumping at the sight of her sitting there with light makeup accentuating her old school beauty, hair done up with two combs on either side as I noticed her bare shoulders.
Vicky was wearing a striped mini dress; this bodycon type that was basically a tube of fabric covering her luscious figure. To say I popped wood would be a titanic understatement. She was looking straight ahead but her eyes drifted toward me for a second along with a slight half smirk before she tucked her chin. Vicky looked down at her feet avoiding my face, kind of smiling. I drew back almost shaking.
"You gonna go talk to her?" Justin asked earnestly.
"Uh, ah don't know." It seriously felt lie I was going to have a heart attack at the sight of this woman.
"Talk to her." The other sibling spoke up with a sneaky grin that was all the encouragement I needed. She was using a tablet, but both siblings were smiling as I glanced back again.
"Is it okay?" I glanced around noticing Tressie still occupied seemingly unable to run interference.
"We like you." Justin added.
I took this deep breath leaning forward in the booth almost like I was going to put my head between my legs reaching up grabbing the pew in front of me. I wanted to adjust myself but didn't want Vicky's siblings to notice, so I tuned in the opposite direction kind of sliding off the edge of the seat as I stood bent over. Luckily, I was able to shift things around covertly straightening my back as I turned in her direction, opposite end of my seating.
She was still looking down almost self-forced, chin tucked inward. I stood there staring as Vicky gradually realized I was looking at her. Her head shot up, hazel eyes staring in my brown ones as she legitimately flushed. It looked cute given her sort of reddish olive toned skin. I kinda nodded sideways as she began to fidget.
"HERE YOU GO BAE!!" Some slightly taller string bean of a guy appeared balancing two plates on one arm, stacked drinks on the other. He was a fucking pretty boy who was oblivious to my presence; at least for a few seconds anyway as we locked eyes. Vicky's eyes went wide as saucers, her shoulders hunching as she inched down a bit.
"Oh hello, my name is Bentley." I was given the impression he would've offered his hand if both weren't occupied.
"Nice to meet you, my name is Mud."
Before he could say anything else, I did an about face walking in the opposite direction trying to control myself. I heard a short, stifled snicker come from Vicky's sister cementing my instant enmity towards her forevermore. I didn't know exactly where I was going noticing an old lady near the pulpit.
The choir seating was at least three and a half rows upward with the top just a few inches below the ceiling. I decided I would perch on high waiting for the other shoe to drop saving my pride. Karma was visited instantly upon me before I'd even gone through with my dumbass powerplay born of resentment.
"Where are you going?!" The elderly church lady asked half standing in my way.
"Uh, I'm going up yonder, ma'am." I edged past her caring little how she took the pun or even if she got my dig at the Baptist church.
I walked up the aisle using the railing which was sort of rickety planting myself in the top seat center aisle. The elderly woman glared after me, but I fished out my phone finding some consolatory love bombing from a remote location Yoli.
I checked my online business finding the coin rolling in this fine wasted afternoon.
Andre 13.5 was experiencing a glut of new fans leaving me with some decent pocket change. I wanted to get out of a no-win situation as I noticed the old biddy complaining about me to Tressie. I glanced over finding Vicky's chubby slob of a sister damn near rolling in the aisles quickly noticing her elder sister scooting over behind her. The duplicitous redbone thot launched a loud pancake slap to the side of her sister's head as Tressie began her ascent up the choir aisle.
My eyes became slits of fury staring at her in a manner that suggested a new course of action instead of the present one. I mean if looks could kill and whatnot, so she stopped at the lower stairs as my phone chimed with a text.
Thankfully, Charity Gilbert was walking into the church giving me a written heads up.
"Hey, I invited a friend too baby." I sneered right into her face even glaring at the elderly tattletale. It didn't matter to me that I was burning, rather napalming some bridges here. I just wanted to get a little dignity back, even with a fake side chick a.k.a. Charity Gilbert.
Tressie stared after me looking half pissed, half distraught.
This wasn't surprising considering I was holding the bulk of her secrets. Maybe she was reconsidering our entire sordid association, but I didn't care. I just wanted to shove Charity Gilbert in these bitches faces and regain some dignity.
"Hey, don't go anywhere, we still need a little more help around here, okay?"
"Good luck with that baby."
I snarked without regard for the woman in her presence. As far as I was concerned, this was the last time I would show my face around the church no matter what my mother said. Vicky was gone along with her sister leaving Bentley holding the bag. Their plates and drinks sat untouched because he was waiting for her to get back. Justin stared at me finding a stone face akin to Mount Rushmore.
"Sorry." He apologized making me reconsider his motives.
Bentley sat there reading one of the left over church programs with this forlorn expression on his face. At that moment, the double doors in front of me opened revealing Charity surprisingly dressed in pious fashion. In short, she was dressed like a bag lady in my opinion.
It looked like she raided Aunt Ester's closet from that old Sanford and Son sitcom. She was wearing this dowdy looking dress covered with a natty beige sweater completely hiding the awesome figure underneath. We exchanged glances for a second or two as it became immediately apparent why she was dressed in this manner.
Charity Gilbert's father appeared right on her heel pushing the door open with this ferocious expression on his face. This guy was on to his daughter apparently obviously here to make sure his little girl wasn't engaged in shenanigans. He was decidedly blue collar and damn proud of it as we regarded one another.
"HEY THIS LOOKS LIKE A DAMN FINE CHURCH YOU GOT GOING ON HERE!! I'M BILL GILBERT, AND YOU ARE?!!" This guy was fucking scary from a "Chad" point of view. He was a big solid mass of sinewy muscle and verbal attitude sticking his big mitt-like hand in my face. The only way I could describe his voice was monstrously aggressive.
"Oh nice to meet you sir, my name is mud; you can talk to Tressie Fisher over there, I have to help out with the lovely bazar we're having tomorrow. Hope to have you present for the festivities." I modified my speaking voice sounding almost effeminate on purpose as Charity visibly cringed.
"CAN'T YOU SPEAK TO THE NICE MAN HERE, CHARITY?!!" Mr. Gilbert nudged his daughter in the side prompting her to offer her hand which he immediately swatted down.
"Uh, I'm Charity, nice to meet you, uh?" Her father didn't seem to even want her to touch the hand of the opposite sex.
"Mud, that's my name." I noped out of there into the church lobby.
The hits kept coming making me consider the man upstairs was getting payback on me for what I'd done with Tressie the last two times I was inside his house. Vicky was standing just outside the double doors looking larger than life in that striped mini dress that was a tube form fitted to her decadent curves.
Now I was getting a full figured view of her body finding that it extended to her knees leaving really nothing to the imagination. The outline of her panties was visible through the material and her feet were covered with low gladiator type sandals. She looked amazing and my body went into overdrive proving that fact.
For a few moments all I could see was her face in extreme closeup before gradually realizing she was standing there with her slovenly bum of a sister. I looked over finding that Vicky had a balled up fist around her sister's ear and some of the thick braids on her head. It looked like she was palming a basketball instead of a sixteen year old's skull. Vicky still appeared embarrassed as we faced one another too close for comfort.
"Uhm, hey." She mumbled making me wilt inside.
"Shit." I mumbled unable to look away as Vicky turned to her sister with a rough shake of her arm. The girl's pizza face was already grimacing from the pain some tears running down her pockmarked cheeks.
"OUCH, SORRY OKAY?!!" An apology was forced out of the sister. Vicky had custody of the tablet in her free hand.
"Wait until we get home, I'm gonna deal with you; GET YOUR ASS IN THAT CHURCH AND FIND RELIGION!!" The tablet was used to swat the youngster's butt with enough force that it might have been damaged. The female slob shrunk away defeated as we stood there hesitating.
"Now that's how you supposed to teach them kids; they don't do that enough these days." Two fortysomething volunteers were commenting on Vicky's impromptu parenting of her sibling. She nodded towards them with a knowing smirk before looking in my direction still sort of flushed.
"Um, I haven't called you because..."
"NO!" I backed off leaving the church doing this power walk in the opposite direction not caring where I was going.
I didn't want to hear about fucking Bentley or some bullshit excuse why shit went sideways that morning. Once I laid eyes on that guy, I was pretty much done. I wasn't giving her the opportunity to join Renee Kelly in the growing club of women playing mind games with me. My heart was still thumping and I was sporting some serious wood, but I just wanted to get away.
"HEY WAIT!!" She called after me getting close as I turned facing her ready to have it out.
Instead of Vicky, I found Phoebe standing there on the sidewalk with a drink in hand breathing hard. I looked at her still trying to calm myself when I realized it wasn't Vicky. She hadn't followed me after all preferring the Bentley guy over me and I'd made a fool of myself having Charity show up there.
"You ran down here to give me a cup of punch?" I was breathing hard, heaving as Phoebe approached extending the cup in front of her with a stiff arm. Over her shoulder there were other spectators watching us on the sidewalk adding to my humiliation.
"I think you need this to uh, cool down." I took the styrofoam cup and chugged it letting it fall onto the pavement still angry. Phoebe squatted down picking up the cup holding it with both hands.
"Alright thank you Phoebe; now if you will excuse me."
"Hey, could you help me out with one more thing?" I was backing off weary of her intentions because her behavior was setting off alarms, but I was becoming intrigued.
"Oh, what's that?" There was a momentary look of surprise on her face that lasted a second or two as Phoebe collected herself.
"Well, I mean uhm, there-uh, there's these boxes of homemade preserves that I left back over to the house and I'd like to get them over here to the church for the bake sale and all. I uhm, well there's like a lot of them and I could use a man's help putting them in my trunk. I was uhm, hoping you might help me out." She was basically stuttering and fumbling over her practiced excuse to get me alone somewhere.
"So you wanna take me to your house?"
"WELL I NEED HELP; THOSE BOXES ARE HEAVY!! So uh, that's why I asked you; I need your, help." Now I was really intrigued.
My eyes drifted down to the styrofoam cup in her hands watching her play and fiddle with it. Phoebe wasn't unattractive in the least. It's just that you wouldn't think her capable of any duplicity because she seemed perfectly innocuous. I mistook her interest for plain nosiness initially, but I was starting to think I was wrong.
"Let's go."
She hesitated for a minute then turned on a dime walking back towards her car parked ten feet away glancing back to make sure I was following still cradling that styrofoam cup in her hands. I hung back checking her out for the first time since we met noticing what appeared to be some muted curves hidden by her clothing. Phoebe looked a bit shaky nervously going to the passenger side door unlocking it after two tries.
She walked around the far side of her vehicle getting behind the wheel next to me putting the cup on the dashboard. For some reason this struck me odd and I tossed the cup out of my open window onto the church lawn in front of spectators. Phoebe stopped turning her key actually getting out of the car returning tossing the cup in the back seat of her Buick.
"Now, we really must watch and manage our carbon footprint on the lord's planet. We've gotta be good tenants." She explained.
"Is that right?"
"Well yeah, honestly I was quite shocked right now that you would blatantly litter right in front of me."
"It was a political statement."
I glanced into the side mirror as we passed the church knowing we were visible to the people there. I got a glimpse of Vicky standing on the pavement there with her siblings. She was talking to Bentley now holding their uneaten meals in styrofoam cartons. I bristled thinking he'd make a nice simp for Vicky.
"I was wrong, I thought it was Ms. Fisher, but it was her cousin Vicky instead." Phoebe commented as I rubbed the back of my head silently flustered.
"Tell me more Phoebe." I trolled.
"I distinctly saw you grope Ms. Fisher, Tressie so manly like you owned her; Oliver saw it as well, so we thought you two were having an affair."
"She's not married, how could we be having an affair?"
"Oh come on, you know what I mean; it seems so taboo because of her station in the church and her position as the Sunday school teacher. So salacious and inherently wrong for a woman of the most high, so exciting. Just the way your hand was digging into her bottom like that in front of everyone. It felt like a challenge to the world, if not God as well." Phoebe looked excited explaining her thoughts on something I'd done out of childish spite.
"Now what do you think?"
"You were trying to make her cousin jealous instead."
"Oh yeah?"
"Your reaction to Vicky today and how you looked almost frightened of her, solidified my suspicions. The expression on your face when that other gentleman appeared. The way she struck her younger sister and dragged her out into the corridor for laughing at your pain; it's right between the eyes."
"What?"
"Both of you are in love with one another."
"You know everything, don't you?"
"Well, are you denying it?"
I didn't answer but sat in silence brooding as we pulled onto a block that was upper middle class with a plethora of expensive homes. I knew of this neighborhood but had never traveled there. I found myself staring at some expensive homes, some of which looked like mini-mansions. It brought the question to mind of why Phoebe and Oliver would travel miles to a church in the quote-unquote hood.
She'd remained quiet since sharing her "AH HA" moment with me, looking anxious as we went down this winding road that led to a cul-de-sac bothered by a larger house and a wooded area that appeared to be a designed bit of landscaping brilliance. Phoebe pulled into the driveway of this nice looking ranch styled home with a connected double garage. It looked like something from the fifties.



One of the double doors of the garage was up as Phoebe parked a few feet from the front door. I noticed two double stacks of boxes just inside the garage making me think she might me legit.
There was no doubt I was reeling from an unfortunate series of events as Phoebe switched off her car sitting behind the wheel for a bit. The doubt started coming in when she popped the trunk making me suddenly embarrassed. Phoebe got out of the car walking to the trunk where she retrieved a white garbage bag filled with empty plastic bottles making me facepalm as I stepped out.
"What? The human race has to be responsible for the planet or we'll leave a barren wasteland for future generations. Collecting a few plastic bags full of these empty bottles is the least I can do, and it all gets donated to a charity for underprivileged kids."
"It's not that, but I didn't figure you for a tree hugger."
"It's not about being a tree hugger, it's about common sense on a global level, excuse you." I waved off ceding defeat walking into the garage for the boxes. There were about six boxes which fit snuggly in her trunk. Once I finished closing the trunk, I found Phoebe just inside her screen door watching me intently.
"Ready, we can go back now."
"Would you come inside for a moment please?" At this point I had Phoebe pegged as a new age weirdo or someone who just happened to be especially nosey.
Inside her home I found the retro kitsch continued with furniture that looked vintage but was actually designed to appear that way. This was offset by a large projection style television adjacent to a fireplace in the living room. The screen was lowered as I glanced in the opposite direction noticing the paneled walls covered with some framed photos of Phoebe and her husband Oliver.
I walked over taking a look finding them in various locations and a few with friends. Phoebe was seen on a boat off Catalina Island while Oliver appeared in another hiking some mountainous region with friends. After a few seconds, I noticed the majority of these photos didn't feature them together other than the larger one which depicted a fairytale like wedding. Phoebe's dress was incredible white, inset sequins, veil, and long flowing train. Oliver wore a simple black tux but pulled it off well.
"Excuse me, do you drink? I'd like to have a glass of wine with you." The entrance to her kitchen was one of those Dutch doors that opened halfway, looking kind of like a window. Phoebe was visible from the waist up holding a bottle of red wine.
"Uhm, sure." She opened the lower half allowing me into her kitchen which looked like something you'd find in a magazine shoot. Everything was white while the walls were covered with various drawers each with little red knobs. I noticed a huge cookbook on a countertop somewhat cluttered with various culinary odds and ends.
"Lafite Rothschild; care to help me finish this off so that I can recycle the bottle?"
"It's a little rich for my blood, but I'll take a glass." There was a cutting board with some cheese there along with an open box of crackers written in some foreign language. Phoebe poured me a glass refilling her own. We toasted leaning against the countertop sipping the wine. I was economically intimidated to say the least.
"Now you have to help me polish this off."
"Are you going to be able to drive without getting a D.U.I.?" Phoebe snickered into her glass as we toasted again taking duel sips of the wine. She cut me a slice of the cheese placing it on a cracker, but instead of giving it to me, she put it in my mouth herself.
"Hey, what's up?"
"What do you mean?" She asked shrugging a little as I finished chewing on the cracker noticing a napkin in her other hand. Phoebe dabbed at my lips cleaning off the crumbs with a straight face.
"Come on, don't you think this feels kind of weird? Correct me if I'm wrong about this shit, whatever it is Phoebe."
We were leaning against the counter facing her cluttered kitchen table. It was one of those foldable models cover with this a vintage checkered red and white table cloth. Every bit of Phoebe's home was designed for entertaining and dare I say it, flossing. She turned facing the counter sort of bent over it pondering my question. I caught her eyeballing me out the corner of my eye feeling anxious.
"Well, I was hoping I could get you to handle me like you did Tressie; I can't get the image of the way you grabbed her ass, out of my mind." Phoebe finally admitted drawing my full attention.
"You guys talked, didn't you?"
"Girls understand one another; we drank the first half of this bottle before she told me what you were like." Part of me wondered if Phoebe intentionally got Tressie sauced up to find out.
"Curious huh?"
Phoebe cupped my cheek leaning up on the tips of her toes giving me a light peck on the lips. Her left leg rose upward until her knee was rubbing the underside of my crotch. I was surprised still holding the wine glass which she gingerly took placing it on the counter.
"Grab my ass, hard."
All ten of my fingers dug into her butt curving at the tips nails deep into flesh somewhere between solid and spongy soft. There was a contrast with in feel almost watery to the touch near the bottom of her cheeks. Her softness conformed bulging between my fingers as Phoebe moaned standing on the tips of her toes going upward nuzzling the underside of my chin.
"Squeeze harder." She gasped flicking her tongue on my Adam's apple.
Lady's prerogative ruled the moment as I did my best to close my fingers into dual fists bringing the torturous pressure she desired. Phoebe gasped emitting these huffs of heated breath onto my neck lapping at my chin again before nipping it with her teeth. She buried her face in my chest breathing hard starting to sound oddly euphoric. Her lower back arched into my upper left thigh, knee rising again into the underside of my business.
"HARDER!!" Phoebe whined louder in shrill fashion grinding her mound on my available leg.
She was probably just under five seven with this medium build a bit on the wide side horizontally speaking. I found myself lifting her off the kitchen floor making our uglies level with one another as she started trembling. Phoebe locked her lips on my throat vacuum sucking like a vampire or something.
I was all the way erect, diamond hard and ready to give it to her in the worst way. Her arms hung limply at her sides as she started shivering uncontrollably in my grasp. It was kind of like she was being jolted or tasered as I realized this woman was having a particularly powerful orgasm.
"OOOHHHHH FUCK, I'M CUMMMING AH!! AHH!! AWWWWW!!" I just held on for dear life letting her ride it out suspended just above the kitchen floor which had this even weirder tiling scheme of black squares offset by white.
I felt her legs stiffen up under her ankle length skirt wedged against my body.
Actually Phoebe went fully rigid in my arms like this human ironing board or something. Her hands rose caressing and squeezing my biceps. She seemed to be applying her own desires to my arms gasping and wheezing as she crested. I didn't know what to make of it figuring it was something on her bucket list. I kept up the pressure as she tilted her head upwards capturing my bottom lip between hers sucking on it as well.
"Ah, that's just how I imagined it would feel; you've got a damn good pair of hands. Put me down now, I want to suck your dick." Honestly, she sounded drunk, but I knew that wasn't the case as she was utterly lucid before we got into the clench.
Phoebe went after my belt with nimble fingers nervous working at my buckle before finding my zipper yanking it down so hard I felt it under my navel.
I was literally jerked forward with the sudden motion automatically reaching towards my crotch as her fingers managed to pull me free of my pants. My hand hovered over her head as she slurped me between her lips. Phoebe didn't look like she had a wealth of experience in this department bent at the waist at a literal ninety degree angle.
"OW, HEY WHAT THE-?!!" Phoebe nipped the head of my cock with a tooth.
"Oh sorry about that, I really don't get to do things like this very often; don't worry I'll make it feel better." She was sort of babbling, then got on her knees back straightened facing my endowment. I was further alarmed when she handled me with two hands looking like she was going to yank my cock free of my body.
"HEY GODDAMMIT!!" I swatted her hands away concerned. She remained there hands raised like I was pointing a gun at her which should have been comedic.
"Uhm, can you just kind of show me how to suck on your penis? I want to do this the right way; so uh, just kind of go for it." Her apologetic tone set off a number of alarms and red flags.
"Don't you do this for your husband, Oliver?"
"Well he does his own thing." Her explanation was puzzling.
"What's that supposed to mean Phoebe?" She was kneeling before me with both hands palms flat on the tops of her covered thighs. I saw her eyes flicker at the question knowing there was trouble in paradise.
"Forget about Oliver, we can talk about it some other time if you want but I need to have sex with you in my kitchen. I want you to really ravish and fuck me vigorously like you did Tressie. She said that you know how to make a woman, really feel it. I want to feel it, I want to feel anything!! You can do what you want, just fuck me in this kitchen."
"It has to be the kitchen?"
"Yes, that's the dream I keep having. I see you grope Tressie in the church, then I come home and you're here to fuck me like an animal!! I want you to do me like you did her; she got me so fucking wet that I jumped at the chance to pick you up today."
"Tell me more."
As soon as she started to explain, I pushed my cock into her mouth making her gag, then quickly withdrew it while Phoebe coughed. I poked it inside again as she started to speak again, withdrawing tapping it on her chin and right cheek. Phoebe picked up on my impromptu technique opening her mouth like she was about to take some medicine accepting a third inside. This time she used a softer, cautious suction on the head of my member. I poked her directly but didn't really get into it realizing its what was asked of me.
"When I push it into your mouth just a bit, suck really hard like you don't wanna let it go. Force me to pull it out while you suck on it as hard as you can Phoebe." She nodded starting to go harder, but I drew back freeing myself.
Phoebe hesitated about to speak but held her mouth open waiting. The resultant suction when I went inside was incredible this time. She was following my direction diligently as I pulled out getting an audible pop and little splash of saliva. We continued with this series of repetitions and I doubted it dawned on her that I was gradually fucking her mouth. Excess saliva was pooling in her mouth starting to bubble up on her chin. Phoebe cupped a hand under it trying to keep it from soiling her floor.
"Don't, let it run off your chin, you've got to get nasty for me if you want the rest Phoebe."
"The rest?" She gasped between slurps of my member.
Phoebe had long straight shoulder length brownish hair done up in what could only be called some sort of retro ponytail style. My left hand got ahold of that ponytail softly wrapping it around my fist while her head bobbed becoming monotonous. Foamy drool was running down landing on her blouse making it visibly wet and drenched.
"Hey?" My member slipped from her lips easily leaving the housewife visibly anxious.
"Yes?"
"You really want me to uh, "ravish" you?" I guess it was my demeanor or the abrupt manner in which I asked, but she glanced away for a second or two before answering.
"More than anything in the world; I just want to be, uh desired."
I tightened my grip on that ponytail fucking away at her mouth like it was going out of style. Phoebe went with it settling on just keep her maw slightly agape providing this bit of friction as the head of my cock brushed her lips on every stroke. I noticed her eyes were a lighter shade of brown than mine and her flushed cheeks as she coughed and gagged on my member.
The top of her short sleeved blouse was nearly translucent from the continuous deluge of salvia and precum providing glimpses of what looked like some floral print underneath. Her breasts were two handfuls at least and solid looking from my vantage point over her. Vastly different from Vicky Stone's smaller kind of deflated offerings.
"Aw shit."
I leaned back against the counter disengaging us. Phoebe brought both hands up near her face one about to cup or wipe her chin but hesitating while the other covered her left breast like she were going to pledge allegiance or something.
"What did I do wrong this time?"
"Nothing." I was disgusted with myself for letting images of Vicky invade my mind.
"It's okay."
"Huh?"
"I don't mind if you think about her."
Phoebe called it on the nose as I leaned against the counter with my business hanging out the front of my jeans. She sat there on her haunches orally defiled, palms flat on the tops of her thighs waiting, breathing in huffs through her mouth.
Her husband came to mind as I stared at her face, frothy drool running off her chin, this married housewife desperate for attention; starving for any kind of attention. This didn't make sense in the least as I stared at her beauty noting that other than some nosiness, Phoebe was sort of bland. The photos hanging in the living room told the tale in that her and husband Oliver appeared separate in all of them except for the wedding photo centerpiece.
"I grope Tressie, in the dream, you come home to find me waiting for you and then what? Tell how it is in your dream Phoebe. I want to do it right; can you help me do it right for you? I want to satisfy you instead of myself. It's kind of what I've been doing for the longest time now. I think we should put my "training" to good use, don't you?"
I was remorseful and mad at myself for going into autopilot. Ever since that first day at her apartment, Renee Kelly had been subtly training and vetting me for her circle. I wondered if it was revenge for what I'd said when she intended to storm out of Jaquan's house when she didn't find him there.
She kept me close and probably found the fact that I was intimidated by her, intoxicating. She'd slowly brought up my sexual endurance and tangentially altered my programming, sexually speaking. It was a deep personal defeat even admitting it to myself internally. Looking at the desperate woman kneeling in front of me spoke to that truth.
"I want to make it just as you dreamed; help me Phoebe."
"Well, I suck on you, but in the dream I'm doing it good like the nasty movies and then; well, its so good that you're really hot and bothered, so much that you pick me up and set me down on that counter behind you."
The minute the words left her mouth I quickly grabbed her at the biceps getting Phoebe to her feet before handling her at the waist. I planted her carefully on the counter facing her closely.
"Now what happens next in the dream?"
Phoebe grabbed both of my thumbs drawing my hands up to her bust. I followed her lead covering her breasts squeezing hard like I'd done earlier with her butt. I was surprised to find both of her tits resistant to my groping fingers feeling extremely solid, and heavy.
Phoebe suddenly grabbed fistfuls of that canary yellow blouse ripping it open sending buttons flying everywhere revealing her breasts encase in a tight fitting underwire brassiere. It was a white floral print, with thousands of tiny little green stemmed roses decorating the material. Her breasts had these defined tan lines that went high above the brassiere revealing her original skin tone was a shade and a half lighter.
"34DD, the doctor said these were a pretty good size for my body type; I'm uh, thick boned and I just wanted to even my figure out because my torso looked weird without bigger boobs. I was like, a 34B-Cup before , so it didn't really work with a 26 inch waist and a 38 inch butt. Well, my waist is a little bigger now." Phoebe was ranting going into this sort of babbling cacophony absentmindedly revealing some body issues.
"Phoebe."
"My friend Barb highly recommended this doctor down in Miami; Oliver sure as heck didn't care and uhm, you think I should've gone smaller, or bigger?" She covered both of her enhanced tits with her hands continuously kvetching.
"PHOEBE!"
"Yes?"
"What's next?"
She dipped her chin, but I raised it up staring at her soft spoken beauty unintentionally comparing her to the other women I'd been with. Memories of being called out for being physically spoiled came to the fore. Shawnee's words in her car stabbed at me as she tried to call me out for using her for profit in a roundabout way even as I vacated the vehicle at an intersection. Now, she was likely selling her body through social media after being mentally warped by Renee Kelly.
I didn't believe my pale mentor had these thoughts, and I hated her for it as Phoebe hooked both pointer fingers into the cups tugging until her own saucer sized areolas were visible topped with thick nipples. Her tits were decidedly "bolt ons" with very minimal scarring visible.
Phoebe seemed to just want them bulging out of the top of her brassiere as she hunched up getting two timid fistfuls of the ankle length skirt covering her legs so much only the black toes of her flats were visible. She didn't move or tug up on the abundant material staring at me expectantly until I got her meaning. I reached down gathering the hem up exposing her feet and calves.
"PHOEBE!!"
"What?!!"
She quickly covered her legs again almost ashamed, but I raised the floor length dress again up to her thighs having been surprised to find a pair of legs that were smaller shorter versions of ones I personally associated with Rashida Sikes aka Chi Town Thunda. The difference in these gams lie in the tone and musculature.
Her lap was still covered with the excess material pooled there hiding her virtue. I went after it baring her crotch finding the same sharp well defined tan lines extending above the waistband of her panties which matched her bra, white with a floral print. I guess her underwear was a set.
"Okay, I've got horse legs I admit it; I thought running would help trim the fat off my big thighs, but they just got like this. I'm dieting, hopefully that will fix these ugly-MFFRRGHH!!" I stifled another blathering rant with my lips giving her a kiss that let her know we were done talking about shit.
I pressed between her legs with the head of my member tapping the underside of the kitchen counter. Phoebe was startled at my sudden passion, adjusting seconds later allowing my tongue to swirl about in her mouth. She acted like some inexperienced teen and that puzzled me after looking at her semi-clothed body. My hands went back to her lap gathering the material there as she reached down handling the excess.
I pried her panties to the side finding a shaved muff and tight slit could best be described as a single line. My thumb pushed against it finding that it open easily looking soft and tender. There was a juicy looking tenderness inside it that called out to my secondary proclivity as I handled the back of her knees pulling her butt to the edge of the counter.
Phoebe howled the moment my tongue entered her snatch involuntarily arching her lower back. Her mound mashed into my lips as I went for the five star treatment attacking her folds initially before tickling and suckling the clit in a shamefully phallic manner. She was already palming my head cooing PG-Flavored encouragements as I happily serviced her cunt like it was my last meal. I, was very loud working intentionally sloppy.



"OH THIS FEELS SO VERY NICE; I NEVER KNEW!! Oh yes, all the girls always said it was like pulling teeth trying to get guys down there to eat but, OH, YOU'RE DOING IT!! YOU'RE LICKING MY PRIVATES LIKE THE NASTY MOVIES!! OH-CRAP, OH CRAP YOU'RE BEING DIRTY AND MAKING MY COOCHIE SO WET!!" I almost laughed into her holiest of holies.
"OH, OH!! OH SHEESH!! I CAN'T BELIEVE!! CRAP THIS FEELS AMAZING!! WOW MAN!! OH IT'S SO DIRTY AND TABOO HERE IN MY KITCHEN!! YOU'RE BEING SO LOUD AND IT'S EXCITING!! I LIKE IT!! OH DARNET!! OH SHEESH!! AW FUH!! FUH, I'M FUH!! IT'S STARTING TO GET!! AAAWW FUCK!! OH SHIT!! FUCKING EAT IT!!" I'd found the key to the mental door holding back all of that backed up blue language as Phoebe's legs bounced on the edge of the counter.
"SUCK THAT SHIT!! EAT IT YOU DIRTY MAN!! OH FUCK, YOU'RE MAKING ME!! MAKING ME FEEL!! AW SHIT I'M GONNA BURN IN PERDITION FOR THIS!! WOW, THIS IS SO FUCKING GOOD!! AW, LET'S BE REAL GOOD FRIENDS FROM NOW ON!! MOTHER MUTHA THA FUCK?!!" My thumbs were holding her labia opened so that I could get at her inner grooves using this wavy motion, abruptly shifting to the junction where her thighs met her legs. I nibbled that sensitive spot intermittently swirling the tip of my tongue on it until she squirmed almost falling from the counter.
"OH FUCK!! SHIT!! SHIT KEEP DOING THAT!! I LIKE IT!! I LIKE IT SO MUCH!!"
Phoebe flopped around in the counter starting to crest again nibbled on that tiny spot like I was eating corn on the cob. I went for broke biting down on that secret spot when Phoebe's hand shot down slapping at her entrance with intervals of frantic rubbing of her own clit. I was surprised, but the lady knew what worked for herself.
Phoebe was visibly oozing a glazed stream of wetness soiling the seat of her compromised panties in increasing waves until it ran off the counter in front of me. Seriously, this was a miniature water fall of sorts as she moaned and whined making me rock hard.
I couldn't wait a moment longer standing upright between her legs as she rubbed herself to oblivion. Phoebe manifested the ugly cry face, flushed to the max in a way that I'd never seen before. I decided to add a little extra to the proceedings pushing two fingers into her cunt.
"Shit, I can barely get a finger inside." Her inner walls were puffed up undulating and pulsing as Phoebe continued frantically rubbing her clit.
She was desperate to get herself off at this point. I tried pushing a finger inside making her flinch a little bit before returning to her cunt proper. Her essence was everywhere making things messy between the thighs. Ironically, this was similar to Tressie Fisher making me wonder about all the possible trim I'd missed out on with these church girls.
Maybe deep down, most of them were undercover freaks willing to get down and dirty with the right amount of discretion. Phoebe's eyes were tightly shut, mouth opened with breathy moans and barely audible mutterings in what amounted to a stream of sexually induced consciousness. She didn't see me dropping my pants to my knees.
"OH FUCK ME!! OH MY GAWD FUCK ME!!" Phoebe screamed at the top of her lungs going over the edge in copious squirting fashion blasting oily waves of her wetness all over my crotch and upper thighs.
I'd thought ahead using my free hand to keep my shirt up over my abdomen. She was so turned on; her hand was palming her muff squeezing out the excess juices. The head of my member was surrounded by her middle fingers. I gave her a little thump watching her facial reaction. My buried crown was in heaven from the intense heat just inside her lower lips.
"Uh, its big and I can feel it pushing forcefully." Phoebe commented facially covered with a rising perspiration.
"It's just the head Phoebe; wrap your arms around my neck, okay?"
"Uhm, what?"
"Wrap your arms around my neck." I reached out side of her billowy skirt squeezing her thigh pulling her butt closer to the edge of the counter as her thick legs dangled shakily. Phoebe looked scared but did as I asked feeling a little more of me pushing inside to a muted stop. I couldn't believe how tight her cunt was as a married woman.
"Don't hurt me, I mean, down there."
"He doesn't sleep with you, does he Phoebe?"' It was her turn not to answer an uncomfortable question sniffing a little before looking at my face.
"Tressie said you could make me know what it's like to be wanted; I guess that was all I was looking for honestly. Just wanted that fantasy of some guy I really didn't know wanting me enough. Uhm, its lonely around here and I've run out of things to occupy myself with. Tressie said you would make me feel like a woman."
"I get it, I really do; I think you shouldn't tell your business to other people Phoebe. It makes it easy for them to use you. Now you're gonna wrap your arms around my neck real tight and we're gonna finish that dream of yours."
My hands were under the large skirt, fingers digging into the outside of her thighs spreading until her butt was sitting in my palms. Both of us were looking down as I did this sort of bumping motion getting more of my shaft to disappear inside her cunt.
Despite her being extremely wet, her tunnel felt incredibly swollen pressing down on me from all sides. Dare say it felt like there was a hand inside squeezing my cock with this herculean grip. Phoebe and I watched the upper half of my member poke her cunt until I started to get comfortable with that bit of penetration.
"Ready?"
"Uh yeah." She didn't sound ready, but I couldn't wait any longer.
I snatched Phoebe from the countertop onto my cock holding her to my body like a human sized infant. The resultant scream had my ears ringing as her weight did the work impaling the woman up to the hilt. The tightness was incredible nearly squeezing the life out of me as Phoebe clawed my shirt trying to tear it into shreds.
Her limbs tightened around me in like an iron maiden as I sort of staggered back holding the woman aloft. I dipped low at the knees, almost too low before standing straight up mashing our uglies together in an airtight seal. Phoebe was sobbing in my arms as I rocked her lightly.
"I THOUGHT YOU WERE JUST GONNA POKE ME THERE!!" She was kind of pissed.
"Hold on Phoebe; don't let go." She found herself moving backward until her butt touched the edge of the counter eventually slightly resting on it. Phoebe looked as if she wanted to paste me one but redoubled her grip on my neck.
My hips started bucking wildly and frenetically driving my cock into her swollen snatch fighting every inch of the way. Phoebe reacted instantly rolling her head about and backwards as if it would disconnect from her shoulders. It was extremely tight, hot, and gooey feeling as if she would snap my shaft in two, but I went at her with nothing held back.
Everything was hidden under her dress from view with both of us feeling it in varying degrees of slight pain and pleasure. She got wetter making things tolerable as I inched closer getting more depth. The first couple of thrust would stop halfway like I was hitting the back, but each successive thrust got a bit more until I was railing her properly.
"AWWW FUCK!! FUCK ME!! FUCK ME HARD DADDY!!" That came out of nowhere but I was too focused on resizing her narrow box to address it.
"SHIT!! FUCK THAT!! FUCK IT FOR ME!! AW FUCK THAT PUSS SEE!! DADDY!! DADDY'S FUCKING ME!! "Phoebe was delirious with lust letting an arm slip from my neck to balance herself on the counter. I was wrenched to the side from her motion as she swiped some of the knickknacks on the kitchen floor. It became apparent that she was trying to support her weight on an elbow so that she could move her hips.
"GET MY PUSSY AND BLOW THAT SHIT UP!! I'LL JUMP IN THE LAKE OF FIRE TO GET SOME DICK LIKE THIS!!" Phoebe's feverish endorsement was threatening to change my opinion of myself even though I knew I was slightly above average.
She'd probably go insane if Jaquan or Andre got ahold of her.
Her breasts didn't really move but sort of vibrated looking as fake as they were. The nipples were plump but I didn't know if they were part of the bag up job done by some buffet line plastic surgeon. Otherwise Phoebe was short and stacked, built for breeding more or less.
Her blouse was off one shoulder, the bra strap digging into the flesh there because of the weight of her artificial boobs. I went for it sliding the strap down sucking on that available tit. She didn't react the way I anticipated twisting about flattening her other palm on the countertop.
I realized what she was doing capturing both of her legs behind the knees.
"POUND ME!! OPEN THAT SHIT UP FOR ME!! I WANT TO BE A HARLOT!! OW, AW FUCK!! HURTS SO GOOD!!" She ended up with her lower half suspended off the edge of the counter as I gave her the business end of my cock like it was my last meal.
Phoebe was finally getting the attention she craved to distraction. I was taking responsibility for igniting this fire in her loins because I was upset that Vicky Stone rejected me. That funky redbone's visage appeared in my mind's eye.
"Damn." I slowed down a beat or two just as Phoebe leaned back on the counter top getting tired from the exertion, but no less horny.
Everything was hidden under her long dress, but my hands were full of what felt like a thick, muscular butt. It was a comedy of awkward movement because my pants were below my knees along with her wealth of clothing. We disengaged and I gently lowered Phoebe to the floor. Before I could utter a word, Phoebe was sucking my cock with fervor.
This lasted for a few seconds with her stopping to slide her blouse free of her body. She fumbled reaching back trying to unclasp her brassiere and I followed suite kicking off my sneakers. I tossed my own navy blue collared t-shirt aside shimmying out of my jeans and underwear as Phoebe got on her knees sucking me off a bit more. It looked like she'd happily found her stride, but she stopped working on her brassiere again as I tried to help.
"Take your socks off and go sit in the living room; I'll come to you." Phoebe was glib and hungry for more.
"Is that okay, what about your husband?"
"HE WON'T BE HERE UNTIL LATER!!" She closed both doors as soon as I cleared them leaving me in my birthday suit in a strange home.
I was in alien territory instinctively worried as I glanced around the spacious living room allowing my eyes to settle on some weird statue. The sculpture was some sort of anthropomorphic elephant whose nose was a large phallus. It was about two feet tall bordering the front doors. That one was a real head scratcher as I absentmindedly sat on a sofa which was partially facing those Dutch doors of the kitchen.
"Are you comfortable?" Phoebe opened the top portion of the Dutch door staring at me visibly nude from the waist up. Her manufactured breasts looked a bit more impressive uncovered. They sloped on her chest meticulously sculpted. The hard tan lines detailed the type of brassiere she usually wore and there was this muted line below them, the beginnings of her abdomen.
"Hardly."
"Well, let me help you with that." Phoebe pushed the lower portion of the door open standing before me fully nude.
In short, Phoebe was literally sculpted in a manner that only someone with an appreciation for the female form would truly appreciate. She appeared to have this sort of rectangular shape from the shoulders to her hips everything well defined, no visible cellulite other than some baby fat on her biceps and a bit of her underarm in this tiny triangular shape.
Her breasts stuck out from her chest wholly constructed which made it a shame they weren't real. Her abdomen was flat, this single muted line leading to what you would call a bikini navel.
For me, the real story lie with her hips which were an anomaly in their wideness making it look as if two different women had been merged from a moderately built woman and some thick sister in her prime. As mentioned before, Phoebe was possessed of a pair of thick muscular gams, stallion legs that rivaled Rashida Sikes.
Her short stature would be the difference maker if the latter were here for a proper comparison. But it looked as if she worked out on the regular owing to their well defined nature. I got a look at the shoes she'd been wearing under her floor length frock, wedge platform Mary Janes that added to her height and posture. Phoebe was closer in height to five foot five than what I originally thought.
She was looking at my expression pleased that I obviously like what I was looking at nibbling on the tip of a finger under my discerning eye. Phoebe turned profile to the left almost pressing into the door frame giving me a look at her in profile resembling some sort of living Barbie Doll with ethnic curves. Her butt was this perfect semi-circle from the side with the hard tan lines on her body becoming this built-in bikini or sorts. It looked as if she favored high waisted panties on the regular as she allowed herself to be ogled turning her back for my enjoyment.
The retro esthetic, that figure eight shape and hourglass form was realized here with everything just making sense now that she was nude. Her butt fit perfectly with a declared twenty six inch waist although I would've placed her hips and ass at forty four inches instead of the stated thirty eight. Again those tan lines enhanced everything making my cock hard enough to cut diamond. It was bobbing in front of me in anticipation.
Phoebe glanced over her shoulder at my face slowly turning around to face me still anxiously nibbling a pointer finger.
"Do you, like what you see?"
"Shit, I wish I had my camera; this is the first time I thought about filming in days Phoebe." It was a Freudian slip, my second in a day and I worried I might have killed the mood when she dropped the finger from her mouth looking confused for an instant.
"Thank you."
"For what Phoebe?"
"Seeing me as a woman; you don't understand what its like." Phoebe crossed the living room taking enough time to let me continue appreciating her figure.
She leaned over placing her hand on the back of the sofa giving me a kiss. It was devoid of tongue but I wasn't complaining as she planted her right foot on the outside of my thigh. It was her attention to mount me cowgirl as she reached down pressing my head against her slit.
Both of us watched it bump and push into her still tight cunt until the upper half disappeared. Phoebe began this sort of bouncing motion grimacing as I started to feel her familiar walls parting. I gasped loudly watching my shaft fully engulfed. She arched her lower back working herself on my member with some gawky movement of her hips coating my endowment with her essence.
Her opposite foot landed on the outside of my right thigh with Phoebe letting her weight do the rest. She opened her legs wide adjacent to her sides squatting giving me a view of her breasts, abdomen, and lanced muff. Her huffs and gasps added audible enhancement to the proceedings.
"Can we just let it rest there for a few minutes? I mean, don't worry, I can't have children, uhm it's a medical condition."
I grabbed her waist as she cupped my cheeks. Phoebe didn't kiss me but leaned in instead creating this wicked arch in her lower back that made her butt look bigger than it actually was from my viewpoint.
My hands slid down over the upper swell of her smooth cheeks eventually parting them enough to make a portion of my shaft appear. She was so tight, it curved up into her snatch as Phoebe pushed down engulfing it again. We worked together with her hips pressing downward into my thrusts picking up speed after a while.
To her credit, Phoebe never changed posture riding me with some newfound skill as my balls began to slap the bottom of her cheeks. Phoebe returned to hugging me tightly with her chin hooked over my shoulder. This gave me a view of her bobbing tanned cheeks unparalleled. It really did feel like there was a hand inside her snatch jerking me off.
"I'm gonna cum Phoebe; I'm gonna blow a load with this tight ass pussy!" I couldn't hold it in any longer as my thighs started tightening up.
"Tell me when it starts happening, okay?"
"IT'S HERE PHOEBE!!"
Unexpectant, Phoebe rose up leaving the very tip of my head pressed inside reaching down between her thighs stroking my cock with purpose as I began twisting and squirming blowing my load against her slit. Both of us watched my spunk start flowing from her swollen puss, drizzling down my shaft like cake frosting. I could see the musculature in her bicep as Phoebe beat me off intensely. Both of us were gasping, whining, and whimpering like wounded animals. Her fist was covered in my spunk as I found a nipple to suck. I plopped out of her snatch spurting more cream onto her mound as Phoebe cooed.
"You liked that, right?"
"I wish I'd filmed that shit, sorry." She responded by giving me this sensual kiss full of dueling tongues as a reward for validating her womanhood.
I couldn't help but grab her buttocks squeezing as hard as I could. Phoebe groaned leaning hard into my body making out with me like we were lost lovers. She reached back pressing my cock into her slightly shallow rear cleavage. I interlocked my fingers over the shaft grinding along her back door.
"We can talk about it next time if you want? I've never done a sex tape, but if we do, you can't show anybody." Phoebe was blissful arms wrapped around my neck as we started to make out.
We were alerted by a set of jangling keys; front door opening before we could move an inch.
Oliver walked into the living room stopping dead in his tracks at the sight of his nude wife sitting atop some stranger he'd met briefly at a church. He was carrying what looked like a latte which hit the living room floor with explosive results. Before we could react, two faces familiar to me walked into the living room taking it all in, both also in possession of cups of expensive coffee. Deidrick and Cedric were amused at the situation, both smiling in a manner that made me wish for a gun.
Oliver was blinking profusely looking as if he were in a state of shock as I started to apologize.
"GODDAMMIT PHOEBE, I THOUGHT I TOLD YOU I WAS USING THE HOUSE TODAY BITCH?!! THAT'S YOUR PROBLEM!! YOU NEVER FUCKING LISTEN TO ME AND NOW I HAD TO SEE THAT STANKY FISH OF YOURS!!" My eyes went wide as saucers as I noticed his posture, hands indignantly on his hips.
This nigga was gay.
"YOU SAID YOU WERE GOING TO THEIR FUCKING HOUSE, DON'T YOU YELL AT ME OLIVER!! HEY FUCK YOU TOO!! I CAN'T COUNT HOW MANY TIMES I'VE WALKED IN ON YOU GETTING YOUR SHIT PUSHED IN, SO I DON'T WANT TO HEAR SHIT OUT OF YOUR MOUTH!!" Phoebe gave as good as she got.
"He was about to get it pushed in right now." Deidrick added.
"Chinese finger cuffs on this queen, for real girlfriend." Cedric piled on smacking his lips in garish fashion as his lover pulled out a phone intent on capturing the situation for prosperity.
"DON'T TAKE MY FUCKING PICTURE MAN!!" I yelled.
"Tressie is gonna love this shit." Deidrick ignored me as I wrapped my arms around Phoebe intending to stand up with her still attached.
"Come on get up so we can see the ding-a-ling; we wanna know why Vicky so hung up on you too." The gay couple were unfazed at the prospect of being assaulted.
"Oh yeah, she's probably gonna do a drive by on you for this shit darling." Deidrick opinioned.
"YOU MAKE ME SICK PHOEBE; I CAN'T EVER HAVE ANY FUN!!" The falsetto sound of his voice echoed. Oliver turned running out of the room between his friends leaving all of us in an awkward situation as Phoebe addressed the couple.
"Hey, I'm sorry; Oliver did tell me he was going over to your place last night. We're gonna leave after a shower, so you can have the house if you want?"



I was shocked at her apologetic tone to these men who were likely going to run a train on her closeted husband.
"Don't worry about it baby girl; we'll take Oliver over to the forest preserves and have us a little "nature walk", if you know what I mean?" Deidrick replied while his lover tried to get closer filming me. I put a hand up covering the half of my features facing Cedrick.
"I'M GONNA FUCK YOU UP MAN, STOP FILMING!!" I threatened.
"That would serve you right, my man is a golden gloves boxer nigga." Deidrick snickered.
"I wouldn't waste my time; besides, I wouldn't want to knuckle up with that bitch Vicky. You know she obsessed with this cheating nigga, right?"
"Ain't that the truth." Deidrick and Cedric left us alone in the living room without another word. Phoebe looked humiliated, but not as much as I'd been during the awkward situation.
"It's complicated." She explained.
"It's cool, can we get that shower please?"
Phoebe leaned in kissing me wantonly, freed from hiding her secret. This was way more passionate culminating with me taking her doggy style on their retro coffee table. I waxed her shuddering cheeks finishing up an impromptu salacious afternoon.
Phoebe explained afterwards that Oliver bought the sofa and coffee table as her reason for defiling those particular furniture items. It was a true war of the roses between the young, successful married couple after she'd learned Oliver had initially hooked up with the gay couple on snapchat. Thus was explained her presence in the church that afternoon. Oliver was meeting Deidrick and Cedric for the first time.
A public place was safe for meeting online partners. What could be safer than a church?
*********************************************************************************************************
The ride home was semi-quiet and uneventful with Phoebe engaging in small talk for the most part. She seemed able to compartmentalize her experiences to the extreme engaging in a legitimate conversation with me devoid of ulterior motive for the first time since we met. She even suggested some colleges I could look into to explore my talent for filmmaking outside of amateur porn mentioning a summer program for aspiring directors.
Things were okay, but she got kind of handsy once we pulled up on the side of my house. It was probably eight in the evening and I was physically taxed ending up giving Phoebe my number. She started talking about Oliver going on some business trip to Salt Lake City and inquiring if I would like to be a guest at their home. I was noncommittal with other things on my mind as she drove off. I needed an extra shower after that weird experience finding my phone ringing on my desk when I got out.
"Hey, so how did you like it Charity?"
"NOT PLEASED AT ALL, ESPECIALLY WITH YOU AT THIS EXACT FUCKING MOMENT!!" If I was right in front of her, there probably would've been violence.
"Yeah, I've been meaning to ask you about that. What was up with those shitty clothes girl? Why were you dressed like a bag lady?" I mean, was I supposed to put a glass slipper on your fucking foot since you dressed up like Cinderella before the glow up, or something?"
"Father."
"Your dad did that to you; he wanted you to be embarrassed?"
"Father is convinced that I'm always looking to hook up with guys; its his way of making me less appealing and I really don't appreciate you FUCKING ABANDONING ME THERE ASSHOLE!!"
"Calm the fuck down or you get no Andre bitch. What happened Charity; did you get exposed?"
"Hardly, Tressie was very accommodating and disgustingly pious to the extreme. I almost thought she were after my father and he was tickled to death with the attention. Now because you wanted to stunt on a vastly undeserving female, we're members of your church. By the way, really didn't appreciate the mad dogging from that Vicky person all afternoon after I mentioned your name. I so abhor organized religion nigga."
"Cool."
"THEY'RE GONNA BAPTIZE ME MOTHERFUCKER!!" Charity screamed into the phone making my ear ring.
"Chill the fuck out; so, your dad trusts Tressie, right?"
"YEAH, SO WHAT?!!"
"Then everything worked out because you're going to join the Youth Social; its this little group that she presides over being trained to be the next generation of our church. It's her personal pilot program of sorts, very exclusive."
"I HATE church, DO you UNDERSTAND?!!" Yeah, Charity definitely would've harmed me if she could get hands on me at that moment.
"I thought you were intelligent, a woman of vision Charity. Your dad was probably smitten at hello after he got a look at Tressie's huge tits, so how do you think he'll react when she drives over to your house to pick you up for the entire afternoon and early evening? She's got a nice car with a big trunk that could hold a tote bag with some decent clothing to show off those big tits of yours too. You can get salty with me if you want; but a dick ain't nothing but a handle to turn a motherfucker over with, right bitch?"
It was quiet on her end of the phone before she started chuckling.
"You're a quick study; this better work out or I'm gonna stick it to you. I think we're more alike that you know. You have the makings of a good villain my friend. I'll play it your way, okay?"
"You don't have no choice, and Charity?"
"What?"
"I'm still gonna fuck you in the ass next time we're alone, hard." She started laughing in this lively manner before retorting.
"Yeah, and I'm gonna shove two fingers in your ass and milk your prostate while you do, nigga." She ended the call before I could shoot back.
After that I settled in for the evening thinking about Phoebe, Charity, Tressie before thoughts naturally settled on Vicky. Those jerks Deidrick and Cedric mentioned Vicky being obsessed with me while Charity alerted me to some malfeasant behavior on my redbone ex-girlfriend's part.
That single thought alone perplexed me as we'd briefly claimed one another before she shifted gears making a concerted effort to disappear from my life. In that time I'd ached for her despite the fact we hadn't known one another that long. something just seemed to spark between us and I know she felt it despite showing up to church with that fucking Bentley guy.
My thoughts flowed to that dress she was wearing which fit her like a second skin. Despite myself, I fantasized about fucking her brains out while she were wearing it eventually ripping it from her body grabbing those wide hips. She had to know the effect seeing her in that would have on me. The thought came to mind that Vicky was trying to stick it to me emotionally.
That bitch knew she left me high and dry without an explanation but had the nerve to come to church stunting. I didn't know if I wanted to fight of fuck her like animal. I wished I'd really shown her how much her hated enemy Renee Kelly taught me. I wanted to see what kind of panties were hidden underneath that minidress. I wanted that dress as a trophy for my hurt feelings as my mind went to a dark place.
That Bentley guy was probably fucking her right at this moment while I was laying in bed pining over the bitch.
My imagination got the better of me as I pictured this whole romantic scenario between the two fucking, making love like it was their honeymoon or something. I wanted to pounce on that tall lanky fucker and beat him to death for touching my woman.
My chest tightened up bringing with it this irritation at the corner of my eyes. I considered calling Phoebe back to share my bed. Oliver sure as hell wouldn't mind getting rid of the inconvenience that was his wife. Their arrangement struck me weird and unnecessary. There were legions of men out there who'd die for the opportunity to have a woman that looked like Phoebe.
I pondered many things watching some zombie movie as I drifted off into a troubled sleep.
"HUH, What? What the hell?!" I awoke some hours later to incessant knocking on my window. I rolled over drawing the curtain back looking out at my backyard.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING HERE?!!" I found Vicky's face in extreme closeup grimacing when our eyes met.
"COME OUT HERE!!" She yelled in my face separated by the window pane. Vicky was holding onto the ledge which was a good seven or more feet off the ground. Her shoulders were bare telling me she was still wearing the dress from earlier in the day.
"OH NOW YOU SHOW UP?!! AFTER YOU GHOSTED ME BITCH?!!" The anger burst out of me without warning at the sight of her stunning beauty.
"COME OUT HERE OR I'M GONNA BREAK YOUR SHIT AND CLIMB IN THERE NIGGA!!" She screamed back equally livid. I noticed some movement just over Vicky's shoulder quickly getting up on my knees in the bed snatching my curtains open.
Bentley was standing in my backyard pacing back and forth manically.
"OH YOU BROUGHT YOUR NIGGA?!! TELL HIM I'LL BE RIGHT OUT TO GET ME SOME BITCH!!" I jumped out of bed running down the corridor to the living room barefooted. I was just wearing a t-shirt and pajama bottoms, but I knew I was beating that Bentley guy senseless.
"HEY WAIT!!" Vicky yelled loud enough to be heard from the outside of my bedroom window. I nicked my fingers on the door frantically trying to open it impaired by my own bloodlust.
I managed to get it open almost taking my screen door off the hinges bolting down the front steps ready for war. I found Vicky running in my direction like she was going to football tackle me but evaded her with a sudden spin to the blind side. Bentley looked horrified starting to hop in place which I figured was him getting ready to throw hands.
I launched a haymaker intending to knock his head clean off his shoulders but this fucker dropped down making me miss by a country mile. I tossed a few more blows his way catching my rival in the chest. I hit this skinny guy so hard, it was audible. It sounded like his chest was hollow as I pressed in trying to grab a fistful of his shirt.
His hand was in my face blinding me for a moment, but I was possessed by Ares the god of war launching dirty kicks into the back of his left thigh several times swinging wildly. A few of my crazed punches struck gold before I was yanked back with enough force to rip the collar of my t-shirt.
"STOP IT!!" Vicky screamed trying to separate us.
"FUCK YOU VICKY; YOU BROUGHT THIS FOOL OVER HERE TO FIGHT, RIGHT BITCH?!!"
"NO!!" She denied as that same dog barked incessantly off in the distance. I didn't care if the neighbors heard and my mother was out for the night with her boyfriend. My eyes were laser focused on Bentley's face making me want to turn it into mush no matter what.
"HEY MAN!!" He parried another haymaker shoving me with considerable strength as I tried to channel my cousin Jaquan the day he knocked me out.
I was naturally doing this boxer's stutter step as Bentley shocked me by flipping head first over my fence nearly landing on his head. Vicky suddenly swung her own haymaker into the inside of my bicep with enough force to send a shockwave through my arm. She clamped down on my arm dropping onto the grass tussling with me. Emotion rewarded me the strength of Hercules as I shoved her aside struggling to my feet. Vicky snagged my leg almost yanking my pajama bottoms off as Bentley took a few steps back, fists raised.
"GET IN THE CAR; WAIT IN THE FUCKING CAR BENTLEY!!" This was enough for him as the cowardly suitor turned tail running down the street away from my house. Vicky managed to wrap her arms around my waist, still on her knees.
"PLEASE STOP, I DIDN'T COME HERE TO FIGHT!!" She begged with conviction as I turned my furrowed brow in her direction.
I nudged away from her with force, making Vicky fall over on her side in my grass. I didn't feel like hearing it starting to stalk off with the intent of finishing the fight if necessary or just going back into my home. She tugged down on the end of her minidress trying vainly to cover her big thighs.
"GOOD NIGHT VICKY!!" I was already at my gate power walking around the side of my house looking over my shoulder in the direction Bentley had run. There was no sign of the tall, skinny coward on the streets but a few parked cars the next block over. I was of a mind to walk back there and check those cars but thought better of it.
HEY!! DON'T YOU WALK AWAY FROM ME!!" Vicky stumbled after me missing a shoe caring nothing at all that it was in the middle of the sidewalk.
"WATCH ME!!"
"COME ON PLEASE!!" She was limping favoring her knee but I thought it a ploy to appeal to a fast disappearing sympathy. Vicky stopped in the middle of the sidewalk watching me leave.
"If you listen to me one more time I'll never bother you again." She said it plain and simple stopping me in my tracks. I turned around looking at her standing there kind of hunched over rubbing her right knee feeling instantly horrible.
"What did you bring that nigga over here for, huh?"
"He gave me a ride; I don't have no fucking car and Bentley lives around the corner from me in the nice apartments."
"That's special, so you wanted me to fight your new boyfriend?"
"He's my simp, uh from time to time; we have never slept together." Vicky was breathing hard still adjusting her frock pulling up on the top of her minidress to keep a boob from popping out in front of my eyes.
"You expect me to believe that?"
"You brought that raggedy bitch to church today trying to stunt."
"Yeah and it didn't work, so what?"
"You fucked Phoebe too; don't lie, I saw you at her house. Deidrick and Cedric snitched you out; bet you made one of those dirty movies with her too, huh?" It sounded like she was just trying to confirm things and I didn't want any more drama.
"Yeah, I fucked Phoebe; so you know her husband bats for the other team and she wasn't getting any. So yeah, I fucked her, so what's that got to do with you bringing that nigga "Bentley" over here, huh bitch?" I didn't care putting everything on the table.
"Tell me, did I REALLY MEAN anything to you at all, or where you gonna keep fucking other women?" After being shunned and ghosted by this woman, I found this egregious.
"No, I wasn't gonna fuck no other women; but you cancelled us when you noped out of my house that day. You didn't give me a fucking chance and I was just up inside you Vicky!! YOU HAD YOUR FUCKING COUSIN CAPING FOR YOUR SCARED ASS!! YOUR COUSIN WHO I FUCKED!! YOUR COUSIN WHO PASSED ME OFF TO PHOEBE TODAY!! Oh yeah, she set that shit up, or didn't you know shit? I GUESS YOU CAN GO FUCK THAT NIGGA BENTLEY NOW!!"
"I came to talk."
"Mission accomplished; make sure to give that skinny fool the five star treatment Vicky." I started to back off unable to turn away from her face as it flushed with emotion, eyes glistening.
"Wait."
"For what, you think I'm some kind of scumbag because of that shit I was doing with all those women before and while I met you. You're supposed to this big tough hood chick, but you're all about drama Vicky. I liked you, really liked from the first time I saw you and just so you know; I wasn't ever going to film you in one of those movies. I don't wanna share you with the world, but you think I'm trash because of it. I'm not slick and I'm not fucking with you, so let's stop this crazy whatever; you can go fuck your simp."
She was starting to sob making things outside emotionally heady, then she did something unexpected.
Vicky Stone dropped to her knees flattening her palms on the sidewalk crying loudly for a few seconds before looking up at my face. The expression on it destroyed my heart making it impossible for me to leave her there.
"Please, I want to tell you the truth about that day, and then I'll leave you alone."
"Okay Vicky." That was the last thing I wanted in that moment. The last thing I wanted in forever.
I went to her taking a hand almost snatching her up into my arms. We walked to the bottom of my steps having a seat. Somewhere off in the distance that dog was still barking. Vicky inched close leaning into my side as both of us stared out at the residential street and my neighbor's home across the way. My heart was thumping as Vicky interlocked her fingers in mine.
"Promise to let me go after I tell you."
"No."
"You'll let me go; I'll make you."
"No you won't; let's go to bed and start over." Vicky smiled a little sniffling wiping her reddened nose with her forearm. She coughed a bit getting my attention, but I quickly glanced away.
"If I get in your bed we won't get any sleep; so I can't."
"We'll sleep on the floor." Vicky leaned into me burying her face in my bicep for a few seconds. She was smiling when she came up with tears streaming from her eyes.
"You don't need me, I'm bad for, people. I'm sorry about Bentley, but I needed the ride and he was there playing video games with my brother. You never had anything to worry about, I'm never having sex with him. I just, have a simp."
"Maybe you should tell Bentley that?"
"I have but he thinks if he hangs around enough, I'm gonna see the light and bend over for him. We've talked about it and he's made his choice."
"You want me to go to jail Vicky?"
"I want you to understand that I'm a piece of shit. Maybe make you hate me for treating a guy like toilet paper, but I can't lie to you anymore."
"Just don't tell me; I don't want to know then."
"Too late you're gonna find sooner or later." Vicky squeezed my hand making me anxious as my heart started thumping.
I panicked cupping her cheek for a deep soulful kiss. We started going at it for a few minutes before she broke away gasping. Vicky brought our intertwined hands up to her chest disengaging to press my palm against her chest. Her heart was beating as wildly as mine. We were in synch, perfectly and I felt a warmth engulf me. We started to make out some more forgetting about the world around us. Vicky drew back again with more tears streaming down her face.
"I want to make love with you, not fuck; but if I get in your bed, I'm never gonna have the courage to go through with it. If I don't tell you its gonna be all fucked up and you're gonna hate me anyway. I don't want that, but I can't get out of it either."
"Don't tell me; I don't care." I wiped some of the tears from her eyes but they were coming too fast, mine too.
Vicky's phone appeared from her cleavage. She was storing the cheap burner phone in her brassiere. I felt it when she pressed my hand against her bosom. Sniffling, Vicky began working her fingers on its surface for a few seconds before handing it towards me.
"NO, I WON'T!!" I shot back.
"PLEASE, IF YOU CARE ANYTHING ABOUT ME AT ALL; YOU'LL LOOK AT THIS RIGHT NOW!!" She was starting to cry again and I couldn't take it snatching the phone and tossing it away from the porch onto my front lawn. Vicky started to go after it, but I grabbed her bicep roughly.
"I'll buy you a new phone, any phone you want. Stay with me Vicky; I want to be with you."
"I want to be with you too, but if you don't look at the truth, I'm gone."
Vicky carefully disengaged my hand walking over to the grass to retrieve her phone. Instead of walking back she started tapping away at her phone resulting in a text being delivered to my phone inside. There was no way I was going inside the house to retrieve my phone. We stared at one another. I knew she was serious, deadly serious and there was no escaping whatever it was she wanted me to know.
"Show me." My shoulders slumped as she did a gallows walk handing me her phone with a pic on its face. I took a while before looking at it, scared at what I would see.
"What is this?"
"Me."
It was a mugshot.
Her curly hair was a bit longer hanging wetly framing her beauty, a few errant curls about her brow. Heavy mascara framed her hazel eyes some of it running down her cheeks from apparent crying. Some kind of bruise was on her neck kind of like a hickey. Vicky was wearing an oversized sweatshirt that seemed out of place. It was the kind used by cops when a female suspect was scantily clad.



She stood there with the placard hanging from her neck. The pic was part of a text sent to her clandestinely from a blocked number. Under it was written "TWO COUNTS OF PROSTITUTION, ONE COUNT OF THEFT" as I started to reel from sensory overload. Vicky stood there watching my face. I found there was more there scrolling down to find another message which read "DOES HE KNOW?" which made me facepalm and double over.
"WHAT IS THIS?!!"
"It's me, who I really am, and you can thank your lite-brite for this shit. Renee called after she sent this to my phone, told me she would tell you if I "talked shit" to her when she called. Said I had to be nice when she called so that's why I closed your door. That's why I locked it because we were talking. She kept fucking with me asking if you knew how dirty my panties were. She asked if I were giving you my money like a good whore. I swear one day I'm gonna beat the shit out of her and the cops are gonna shoot me to save that bitch. Psycho wanted me to end it with you because she found out I have warrants. So, that's what I did, sorry I hurt you."
"You're a hooker?"
"Kind of, needed the money but all that's a moot point now."
I sat hunched over in a thinker's pose running through my memories of the stunning redbone stopping on a particular one. Vicky sitting on that chair behind the boarded up Tubman Estates. Her volcanic anger made sense now as I thought of the threesome we had with her cousin Tressie Fisher.
The defensiveness and toxic overacting on her part made perfect sense in hindsight. My gaze settled on her feet slowly rising until I was staring at her face. Still stunningly beautiful, Vicky was nodding her head in silent affirmation of her truth. The mascara was running down her face much like it had the night she'd been arrested.
"What now?" I asked somberly starting to huff.
"Got a bench warrant; cops know where I live now. So, I'm taking a uh, vacation." Her fingers were interlocked in front of her body as I tried to make sense of the world.
"You sell your body for money?"
"I have, for other things too."
Something dark was engulfing me as I sat there watching Vicky. We were illuminated by the lights from a grey Tahoe which pulled up in the street in front of us. Simp Bentley was sitting behind the wheel looking anxious. Vicky was doing her best not to sob outloud. Her hands were shaking as she continuously wrung them starting to lose it. Some sort of force took hold from head to toe leaving me petrified. I was stone personified as Vicky Stone fidgeted waiting for the other shoe to drop.
"Am I your simp too, Vicky?"
"No."
"What am I?"
"Somebody better than a prostitute and a thief; somebody who deserves better than a selfish bitch who didn't even graduate high school. A good man better than the disgusting pastor who paid for it. Now you can be with a good girl instead of me."
I was shook to the core watching her back away into the darkness walking to Bentley's car getting inside. It sat there for a moment as I exchanged glances with my rival knowing I'd got more than he ever would unless he was willing to pay for it. I was frozen unable to get up or even move with the images of Vicky sitting on that chair behind Tubman Estates. She was waiting for a john that day we met, went out to eat and fucked.
Demon knew what she was and it angered him because she was a liar. He'd whipped her with his belt against my fence that night.
Bentley pulled off into the night taking Vicky out of my life.
I sat alone in the darkness of the night on those front steps for two hours just looking out at the street. My heart shriveled up along with the inherent goodwill I extended towards most people when meeting them for the first time. The catalyst for this mindset inflamed my thoughts making me clench my fist until it felt like the circulation was cut off.
"Renee Kelly, you're gonna be sorry."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
*************************************************************************************************
Notes:
Charity Gilbert appears courtesy of "Hope, Charity & Faith" (Completed Series).
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(RECAP)
"Am I your simp too, Vicky?"
"No."
"What am I?"
"Somebody better than a prostitute and a thief; somebody who deserves better than a selfish bitch who didn't even graduate high school. A good man better than the disgusting pastor who paid for it. Now you can be with a good girl instead of me."
I was shook to the core watching her back away into the darkness walking to Bentley's car getting inside. It sat there for a moment as I exchanged glances with my rival knowing I'd got more than he ever would unless he was willing to pay for it. I was frozen unable to get up or even move with the images of Vicky sitting on that chair behind Tubman Estates. She was waiting for a john that day we met, went out to eat and fucked.
Demon knew what she was and it angered him because she was a liar. He'd whipped her with his belt against my fence that night.
Bentley pulled off into the night taking Vicky out of my life.
I sat alone in the darkness of the night on those front steps for two hours just looking out at the street. My heart shriveled up along with the inherent goodwill I extended towards most people when meeting them for the first time. The catalyst for this mindset inflamed my thoughts making me clench my fist until it felt like the circulation was cut off.
"Renee Kelly, you're gonna be sorry."
**********************
MAXIMUM BADONKADONK Ch. 11
Featuring: Charity Gilbert-38F-29-39 (19 years old)
Phoebe -34DD-26-38 (28 years old)
Shawnee Thompson a.k.a Ms. WTF?!! (34A-32-??)
Introducing: Esther-46-38-62 1/2 (47 years old)
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It was just after seven in the morning but I'd already run several laps at the local park. I was doing my best to put everything behind me including Vicky Stone. It was already two weeks and I hadn't returned to church and that Youth Council front group run by her cousin Tressie. I just couldn't bring myself to look at her face in the aftermath but didn't wholesale rule out returning to use the inherent freedoms offered from a semi-vigilant mother. Part of my actual reason for running laps was to stall out until my mother went to work. She'd asked about Vicky one time too many.
If I had to be honest, I think I was running this track at the park to get away from my memories of Vicky now serving time on a bench warrant and apparently some misplaced words directed at her judge. I was already running from my cousin Jaquan who'd betrayed me in exchange for his parental rights. I wasn't supposed to feel that way I suppose in retrospect, but he hadn't disclosed this even after being in the know about what I was doing with his esteemed baby mama number two. I kept thinking if I hadn't been staying over there none if this would've happened, but I still would've met Vicky. We would've been free to explore our feelings for one another.
Nothing would've changed about her criminal past; she still would've been a prostitute on the low.
I stopped half skidding to a stop hunched over, hands on knees wheezing from exertion. Droplets of perspiration hit the concrete with these splashes. I straightened my back looking around the park listening to the chirping birds and other ambient chatter. Across the way a couple were running together keeping pace together in perfect synch. Something about that struck at my core as I recalled Vicky's ambush of me in this very park. She hadn't been forthcoming with me and I was angry that she didn't show me the texts and video clips before acting on her feelings. We could've worked through it and given our mutual enemy the middle finger.
We could've been something, but she was too wrapped up in her fucking feelings.
A couple of days later, I went to the clinic to get checked out. I was clean, but my mind felt dirty, nasty for stupidly trusting Vicky. There was no way I could talk to my parents about what I was going through and my father would've verbally dragged me from pillar to post. Mom, well she probably would've gone medieval on my ass in no uncertain terms.
She'd been mentioning my dad for the last few days talking about some garden party at his relative's home. It would be particularly awkward since my dad hadn't socialized me with his part of the family after the divorce, so it was always weird. I was intrinsically an alien thing of curiosity for the distant members and that party would be no different. I was by default, a mamma's boy.
"Bitch." I said to no one in particular and not directed at esteemed baby mama number two in general. No, I was incensed at a man today, a black man in color alone. He was due for a reckoning of sorts as I trudged home to take a shower and get some breakfast.
There was only one person I was aware of with the ability to supply my antagonist with access to Vicky's criminal history. One man stupid enough with his nose open wide enough to put his own career in jeopardy. One really stupid beat cop with nothing but muscle between his ears. I doubted there was even a pea rattling around in his empty cranium. Vicky sent her mug shot to my phone that night thinking to reveal the truth even if I ran her off. Time was running out after a promise had been broken. Despite her rough upbringing and criminal mind, she hadn't realized she was strapped down on a table for dissection mentally speaking.
An uber narcissist with an axe to grind would never keep her end of a hastily agreed upon bargain.
I found myself examining that mugshot over and over again going through a wide range of emotions. I must have gone through several stages of grief repeatedly before I realized the origin of that mug shot. Serendipity had come to balance things out after I was attacked and beaten in front of that salon only to be nearly arrested for it later.
Officer Johnson was going to give me a pound of flesh, hell, I was gonna take a few pounds out of his monkey ass when all was said and done. Weaponizing Vicky's mug shot was going to cost him big as I spent the following days going through his social media. It was enlightening to say the least finding at least three accounts under anagrams, variations of his name. Officer Chris Johnson was a very bad boy indeed.
"Damn, this big Deebo looking nigga get around like motherfucking Tupac." I sat in front of my laptop working intently on a digital dirty bomb of my own.
The cop in question was the definition of a player with a separate account for Carlie, another for the numerous rats he encountered while patrolling the mean streets of our fair city and finally one for the wife and kids. The last being distinctly G-Rated with myriad family outings and video clips of him parenting his small children like some horrible parody of Mr. Rogers in blackface.
Contrasting that with his other more salacious account, it was enough to make you wretch out of moral indignation. His page with Carlie Kelly was more geared toward them being a loving couple with tons of kissing pics and one were he'd found a way to go on an excursion to Vegas. I wondered how he finessed the wife for that one. I got out my phone dialing up a recent coconspirator and self-appointed mentor in all things "Mean Girl" evil.
"SPEAK, WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU WANT AT THIS HOUR IN THE MORNING?!"
"Good morning to you too, Charity." She yawned into the phone definitely sleeping in after her manager's job ceased to exist.
"What do you want asshole?"
"Hey we're cool right? I know you're not still mad at me after I found a way to get you out of your dad's shadow, right? Come on Charity; you're supposed to be mentoring me in the ways of the Sith, aren't you?"
"You haven't been coming to "CHURCH" lately but I can tell you who has FYI, nigga. My father just loves the place and he's still up my ass when he's not desperately fawning all over that Tressie person. So, you've delivered nothing and haven't made recompense as we mutually agreed, nigga."
In this moment I remembered Charity's mother being mentioned as some high powered lawyer. The daughter definitely had the lingo down as I cracked my knuckles.
"I'm working on that."
"Work harder; now what do you want?"
"Well now I don't know because you've made it so awkward to ask."
"WHAT-THE FUCK-DO YOU WANT?!!" Her voice cut into me through the phone.
She was bristling at her situation, but unable to shake me off socially because her father was fast becoming a fixture in the church. To make matters worse, both of them were scheduled to be baptized in front of the full congregation during the upcoming service.
"Uhm, can I have a pic?"
"What?"
"A pic, just one pic Charity?" I heard some movement figuring she were lying in bed, now stirring as I danced around the request.
"What kind of pic, nigga?"
"Well Charity, I don't know how to properly put this in the appropriate context."
"YOU BETTER TELL ME OR I'M GONNA HANG UP IN YOUR GODDAMN FACE!"
Charity screamed in my face through the line.
"Titties." I responded in sort of a hushed tone. The line went silent for a few moments making me think she'd hung up.
"You want a pic of my fucking tits; is that what you're asking me?"
"Well it's really not that bad and I'm not gonna be using it to jerk off or nothing; and of course I want you to wear a bra, probably a nice underwire if you have it Charity. Now, I want a good close up with tons of cleavage, cool?"
Charity Gilbert hung up in my face.
Seconds later I got an emoji filled explicative laden dress down via text that ended with Charity demanding I deliver Andre 13.5 to her or else there would be hell to pay. I believed her already dialing up a more malleable replacement for my devious ambitions.
"Good morning." Phoebe answered full of life, eternally good natured.
"Good morning, sorry for calling you so early, but I hoped we could see one another." There was the muted sound of a sprinkler in the background.
"I've been up for hours doing a few things around the house and my gardening, so it's okay. Is this what I think it is; are you making one of those uh "booty calls" huh?" Phoebe was the queen of awkward Will Ferrell type cringe verbally speaking.
"Is that a possibility?"
"Well why ever would you call if you weren't in the mood? I have to be candid of course and admit that I've masturbated a lot lately. We are, talking about getting together, right?"
"Uhm, sure if you can send me a dirty pic." I decided to go with the flow.
"You want a dirty picture to masturbate to; is that right?" My brow furrowed as the cringe fest continued.
"Sorry, I shouldn't have asked; I just wanted a really nice pic of your beautiful breasts in a nice underwire brassiere. I can't stop thinking about that afternoon Phoebe. I never thought in a million years something like that would happen, especially with a woman like you." I was partially trolling, deciding to engage in the sitcom level awkwardness.
"What kind?"
"Huh?"
"What kind of underwire would you like? I've got about fifty or more in various colors and prints. What is your preference?" I was taken aback suddenly presented with a wealth of riches like I was shopping on amazon.
"Uhm, red?"
"What shade, I've got several and one vintage with a Dalmatian print."
"Cherry red is good; oh, would you happen to have one a size smaller that you could squeeze into Phoebe?" There was silence on the phone making me think I was busted in some fashion. I was worried thinking I would have to make contact with Tressie as a third option.
"Well I bought this nice vintage number online two months ago, but its more magenta than cherry. Besides that, the cleavage is a bit much and hard for me to keep things from uh, bursting out. You wouldn't mind that, would you?"
"Of course not Phoebe." I went with it further.
"Alright I'll send it to you in about ten or twenty minutes; let me go dig it out of my closet."
"Gee thanks, I knew I could count on you."
"No problem; although I want to take it out in trade, if you get my drift?"
"Totally, I'll hit you up later today."
"Have fun and save a little for me okay?" She chuckled nervously almost sounding reticent on the phone. I imagined her looking around like she was afraid someone might overhear.
"You ain't got nothing to worry about; I promise you." We hung up chuckling, both of us were getting what we wanted and I was getting some bonus pussy as well.
As soon as I hung up, a pic came in from Charity depicting her own impressive bust natural as it were, in a staggering demicup brassiere. In the brief time I'd found a replacement she apparently had a change of heart providing me with five good pics that were blistering stuff. My favorite was a pic of her from the chin down sitting upright in her modest bed legs spread apart revealing a matching panty set sheer in the front. Despite all her big talk and bravado, her ego remained her biggest weakness. I texted a response which got my phone ringing in seconds.
"YOU DON'T LIKE WHAT YOU SEE?!!" Charity was livid.
"Are you crazy? Of course I like what I see, but I found somebody to fill that role I needed so your services while appreciated, are not required. Would you like me to delete your little pics Charity?"
Proving my point she was laughing evilly as I was talking cutting me off at the end of my sentence. I could hear "I Wanna Be Down" by Brandy playing in the background as she chortled in disbelief.
"You REALLY DON'T have to be EXTRA; I sent your funky little pics, okay?"
"Sure, I don't want any litigation so I'm gonna delete them okay baby?"
"YOU'RE SO IMMATURE!" Charity yelled earning some loud knocking at her door in response. I heard her scrambling about suddenly switching off the music as her parental warden beat on her bedroom door. I couldn't help myself going in for the kill.
"Hey Charity; sorry but it's beyond my-!!" She hung up in my face again before I could use her trigger words.
I was sure I was going to pay for that shit as I went back to mining Officer Johnson's social media accounts. My phone chirped again with Phoebe's contribution which was visually staggering in its own right although her boobs were artificial in nature. She also texted about hooking up with me around three in the afternoon. My phone rang again with Charity's number a third time. I thought about letting it ring, but figured I had nothing to lose.
"Hello?"
"WHO THE HELL IS THIS?!!" Her father's voice boomed out of my android and I could swear I heard some whimpering in the background.
"Oh hey sir, we met at church a couple of weeks ago; I apologize for not getting your permission to speak with your daughter Charity beforehand, but I assure you it was an emergency."
"WHAT THE HELL YOU SAY?!! WHAT KIND OF EMERGENCY SON?!!" Even I was intimidated by his baritone voice.
"Well Mr. Gilbert, I hate to be open about someone's secret shame, but Charity has expressed reticence, dare I say even fear at the prospect of being baptized. I was simply advising her to come to you in the spirit of the lord, trust you and uh, make these concerns known. I thought maybe you two could find the answer together before the fateful day arrives. Has dear Charity always been afraid of water?" I made sure to use a sexually ambiguous tone.
There was a few minutes of silence afterwards.
"HEY, IS THIS TRUE WHAT I'M HEARING ABOUT YOU CHARITY?!!" His voice was so loud, my ears rung a little bit.
"NO DADDY!! HE'S LYING ON ME!! IT'S NOT TRUE!!" She screamed just as loud, sounding as if she had been sobbing. I also suspected she answered out of fear and likely a bit of ongoing corporal punishment by a ridiculously overprotective father trying in vain to parent her after the fact.
"Hey man you seem like a okay fellow, but Charity is not allowed to talk to boys while she's living here. I ain't trying to discriminate against you or nothing, heck I even got a friend like you at the job!" I had to cover my mouth to keep from laughing in his face.
"UNDERSTOOD MR. GILBERT!!" I yelled in a practiced falsetto tone.
"YEAH RIGHT; HEY CHARITY WE GONNA TALK ABOUT THEM FUCKING DRAWERS YOU WEARING AROUND MY HOUSE!! YOU TRYING TO SNEAK ONE OF THEM BOYS UP IN HERE?!!" Before I could hear the answer, the line went dead.
I shrugged it off but thought better of leaving my charge to her fate. I mean, she was supposed to be tutoring me in the ways of young adult evil and I couldn't very well leave Charity at the mercy of her clueless father. I ended up making a reluctant call to preserve the relationship and insure she wouldn't be coming after me in some fashion. I wasn't in the market to add another female antagonist to my life.
"Oh you're finally calling." I was surprised when Tressie picked up almost immediately.
"Yeah but it's not about what you think; I really need your help Tressie; can you help me out right now, or not?" I presented a verbal ultimatum giving her no real wiggle room.
"What do you want me to do?" She sounded worried.
"Go pick up Charity Gilbert and bring her to my house right now."
"EXCUSE ME?!!" The attitude erupted out of her voice reminding me of the sister girl hidden behind all of her personal issues and tangent nymphomania.
"We were talking right now and her dad caught her; She was bitching about how he's wrapped around your finger, so I thought you could get her out of the house. She might be getting her ass whipped at this very moment."
"OH, SHE SAID THAT ABOUT WILLIAM?!" Tressie's tone changed on a dime forgetting her outrage.
"Yeah I don't know what you've got going on but go get that bitch before we end up with some more drama!"
"What do you mean, we?"
"Hey, we're in this together as fellow perverts, right? Can't you do me this one favor?"
"You think he'll let her go with me, without tagging along?"
"Makeup some religious shit; tell him you two were going to work on that baptism this weekend. I don't know, flash him some cleavage or something Tressie! I just want you to interrupt the shit show in that house for an afternoon."
"I'll call you back." She hung up not answering one way or the other.
I resumed my activities finding a bunch of pics with Officer Johnson and Carlie hugged up in their Vegas hotel room. You'd almost think them an engaged couple if you didn't know better. The smug look on this body builder with a badge made me want to toss a brick at it, but I knew my strengths resolving to still throw that proverbial stone and hide my dirty hands. I relaxed for a while lying in bed watching Tron Legacy on a streaming service almost dozing when my phone started ringing.
"Yeah?"
"I'm out front nigga."
Charity sounded ferociously angry with me, but I got up casually walking to my front door peeking through the diamond shaped window inset at the street. She was standing at the side of my house wearing this horrific lumberjack flannel dress. It was pretty much a long sleeved drape covering her figure, a fashion sacrifice traded for some momentary freedom.
I had to hang back a minute chuckling as my phone starting ringing again before I opened my front door walking out onto my porch. The minute our eyes met; Charity started walking towards me with evil intent. I held up a hand, palm facing her which made her halt on a dime.
"HEY, I KNOW YOU MAD, BUT DON'T COME OVER HERE FUCKING WITH ME AT MY DAMN HOUSE!! I SAVED YOUR ASS FROM A WHIPPING AND YOU CAN GO BACK HOME IF YOU THINK OTHERWISE BITCH!!" I just wanted to assert my dominance and control my space, nothing more as one of my younger neighbors appeared on a porch across the street. Charity Gilbert looked like a serious bum in that getup.
"You didn't save me from shit; I got a whipping if that makes you happy." Her pride had taken a heavyweight blow and I'd given her a post-fight sucker punch verbally speaking.
"Where's Tressie?"
"Helping my father out after dropping me over to Mrs. Hady's house for some spiritual counseling."



"Who the fuck is Mrs. Hady?"
"How should I know; I guess you want a reward now, huh?"
"Get in here before more of my neighbors come outside to see the clown." Charity stomped by me and tried to toss an elbow, but I deflected it pulling the door up locking it. That crappy dress was probably three sizes too big for the amazing body hidden underneath. Her father knew exactly what he was doing reverse engineering a female geek.
"ALRIGHT NIGGA!"
"Hey what're you doing?" Charity was angrily stripping the dress off, pulling it over her shoulders like it was aflame. Her underwear was similarly altered with this sort of old lady's brassiere and granny panties that made me chuckle in her face. She was wearing a pair of reeboks with no socks.
"Let's get this over with!" Charity popped the loose fitting brassiere revealing her phenomenal rack before doffing the crappy undies assuming the position on my bed doggy style. Without the clothing she was amazing to look at, but I wasn't in the mood opening my closet.
"Okay girl."
"ARE YOU GONNA FUCK ME, OR NOT?!!" She yelled indignant.
"Not." I yanked down an oversized gym shirt from my high school tossing it into her face before pulling some old blue sweatpants from a dresser that had accidentally been shrunk in the wash.
"What is this?" Charity knelt upright on my bed holding the gym t-shirt in both hands, brow furrowed.
"A measure of dignity." I hit her in those pneumatic breasts with the folded sweat pants. Nobody had to tell Charity twice as she got into the clothes looking more respectable.
"I thought you were gonna collect on your marker; you know, fuck me in the ass real hard like you said before?"
"Maybe later; come over here and help me do some evil." She looked intrigued actually taking a seat on my lap in front of the laptop.
"What're we doing here?"
"Catfishing."
This seemed to quiet her a bit as I explained my intention to create a fake profile to catch Officer Johnson solely for the purpose of lending credibility later when his world came crashing down. I wanted to be a part of his friend group along with the almost exclusively female members of his secret circle. Of all his profiles, this was the one he visited most frequently. While I was explaining my evil plan to Charity, he popped up three times posting some pics of him flexing as he rode shotgun in his patrol car.
"Oh you've got to let me have this." Charity was starting to get excited.
"Don't fuck this shit up."
"Do you realize who you're talking too? If you really knew about me, you'd just turn this shit over right now and go on to whoever is your next target. I've got this on lock, trust and believe."
We created a fake profile using her pics after all after some back and forth. Charity chose the name Treena which seemed like an odd choice initially, but she actually got a response from good ole Officer Johnson after a good thirty minutes of catering to his ego and an additional private pic of her partially covered boobs. Charity lifted the shirt revealing the undersides of her healthy breasts but that seemed to break the dam as he started texting back continuously. I actually laid back finishing my movie while she chatted him up.
"Hey?"
"What Charity?"
"Take a pic of my butt; I'm trying to get a dick pic from this idiot." Charity flopped out on her belly laying on my bed with her full thirty nine inches on display. I completely understood her father in this moment feeling a twinge in my crotch at the sight.
"Take a few just in case he asks for more." I got ten shots while she laid there pulling the curtain apart staring into my backyard waiting.
"Hold on Charity, I got a really good angle."
"Good, I've got this guy eating right out of my-ARE YOU SERIOUS?!!" I mounted her getting two thirds of my cock inside as she leaned over looking at my face.
"Well, you offered earlier." I emphasized my point burying the rest in her snatch.
"Nigga."
Charity rolled on her side drawing her knees up into her abdomen, assuming this sort of fetal position. I followed her movements rolling with her reaching under that gym shirt squeezing those luscious breasts. I continued pumping my hips getting some serious depth. She grumbled a bit removing the gym shirt tossing it onto the floor. Her hands covered my own as she began to moan.
"What about the douchebag cop?"
"He can wait, probably drive that muscle head nuts when you ghost him for thirty minutes or so."
"Oh, only thirty minutes?"
"Shut up."
At this angle, her ponderous buttocks felt heavenly on a good portion of my endowment. With her legs closer together, it was work giving it to her proper. One of my hands slid down to her muff palming it letting a thumb brush her clit. Charity squeezed and ground backwards into the base of my member.
We jostled about in the bed until I was mounting her in the prone position again. Her thick apple barely moved as I bounced and popped my hips. Charity flattened out with her arms spread out legs apart sweats around her knees. She visibly flexed on every inward thrust.
"You've got a hard ass." I grunted.
"You calling me a hard ass?!"
"No, you've got this really hard fucking ass; you work out or something girl?" Charity chortled flexing her cheeks around my member with purpose.
"Man you think my father would let me have a gym membership? I have a workout regimen that includes a whole lot of squats in three sets of repetitions throughout the day and week. I like to keep my shit tight and you're not complaining, are you?" Charity arched her lower back giving me more of a straight shot now.
Before I could answer, my doorbell rung jolting us both out of the moment.
"Expecting company?" Charity raised an eyebrow as I glanced at my phone.
"Well, yeah sorry." I dismounted as she took silent umbrage starting to pull her borrowed sweats up. I buckled up half sprinting to the front door.
Phoebe was standing out on my stoop oddly wearing a large raincoat and some sunglasses. I thought she would call instead of just showing up at my home. I hesitated as she rang the doorbell once again. I opened the door finding her pressed into my screen door with her back to the street.
One of my neighbors, a young kid across the way happened to be sitting there with a few friends. His mother was a notorious neighborhood hen who sometimes gossiped with my mother. I opened the screen door snatching Phoebe inside. She went for an awkward frantic kiss but ended up giving my chin a peck instead.
"I thought you were gonna call."
"Isn't this more exciting meeting up clandestinely; having a tryst during a hot summer afternoon?"
"What are you wearing?" She was already popping the buttons on her raincoat dropping on my carpet.
My eyes nearly popped out of my head finding myself staring at her bust hidden behind this light blue baby tank with a care bear on the chest. The spaghetti strap looked as if they would snap under the weight of her big, enhanced boobs. Her navel was visible above matching old school gym shorts that rode high on her wide hips. Phoebe completed the look with some athletic knee high socks and canvas sneakers. I was floored instantly regretting Charity's presence in the back.
Phoebe twisted and turned smiling at my reaction finally facing her back to me earning a sustained gasp on my part. That huge butt of hers was bringing down the house, cheeks extending far below the material making those shorts a skimpy bikini in the back. Her hard tan lines enhanced everything as she got total validation in the form of a visible bulge in my pants.
"The bedroom's back there right?" She asked half giggling.
"Yeah." I answered lust addled.
"COME AND GET ME, HA HA HA!!" Phoebe suddenly bolted down the hallway leaving me with a view of her decadent cheeks jiggling everywhere.
"HEY WAIT!" I stumbled after her but it was too late.
I stopped short looking at her profile facing the open door of my bedroom. The cat was out of the bag as I walked down the hall peering into my room finding Charity Gilbert sitting in my desk chair one leg folded over the other with a smile on her face. She looked like the proverbial cat that ate the canary as Phoebe turned facing me.
"Why is Charity Gilbert sitting in your bedroom?" She asked looking shocked.
"Oh, you know her Phoebe?"
"Yes, she's a member of our church and Tressie's been vetting her for the Youth Council; are you uh, having an affair with her?"
"Wait a minute here; I think I should be asking the questions here Phoebe." Charity interrupted becoming more alive in the eyes staring at both of us.
"I think the man should speak in situations like this." Phoebe responded.
"Oh wow, so regressive about a few decades; and uh, what're you doing here?"
Charity was starting to become more lively perking up in the chair as Phoebe clutched at her top looking down at the incriminating clothing, then Charity's face before settling on mine.
"Were you having sex with her?"
"Yes, I was Phoebe."
"Well I would've come if you called, you didn't have to get somebody else. I'm so embarrassed, we won't talk again, okay?" Phoebe pushed by me walking back to the front room.
Charity surprised me by running past chasing my afternoon hookup to the front door.
"COME NOW, I CAN REALLY EXPLAIN EVERYTHING; IT'S NOT WHAT YOU THINK!" Phoebe had already picked up her coat handling the door knob when Charity caught her by the arm.
"What do you care? You two can get back to having fun; I've got some uh, errands to run."
"Stop lying and get back there; you're butthurt, but he didn't pick me over you. We have uh, kind of an arrangement and I was helping him out this afternoon." Charity was a head taller handling Phoebe's shoulders with authority.
"I was supposed to be helping him out."
"Married bitch, I already told you its not what you think and you need to act like an adult. We both know what you came here for and there's nothing wrong with that ; especially when your husband gay."
"HE TOLD YOU?!!" Phoebe's eyes flashed registering her anger.
"Please, I know a gay man when I see one and he's been practically ignoring you the few times we were at church. Besides, it doesn't take a rocket scientist to figure that shit out when Oliver's all hugged up with Deidrick and Cedric all the time. People talk you know; you have every right to get your needs fulfilled honey."
Charity cupped Phoebe's cheek as she spoke completely asserting her authority over the woman who almost seemed like her subordinate in some respect.
"You really think it's okay?"
"Come on, get with the program bitch." Charity gave her cheek a pinch smiling like some toothy she wolf.
"BE CAREFUL, SHE'S EVIL!" I interjected.
"Don't play yourself nigga." Phoebe allowed her bicep to be taken as Charity looped an arm walking her back to my bedroom.
Her clothing still sent shockwaves to my crotch as Phoebe noticed Charity's panties on my hardwood floor. She actually allowed herself to be placed on the edge of the bed facing my desk and the open laptop.
"This feels kind of awkward."
"Hold that thought." Charity went back to my laptop sending Officer Johnson the pics I'd taken of her nude derriere. I hovered near the door not wanting to give Phoebe the wrong idea. The shitty part of me figured I could close the deal with Charity if things went south.
"What's going on in here?" Phoebe asked.
"Your boy toy is trying to get revenge on one of the people responsible for breaking him up with Vicky Stone; did you know about her Phoebe?"
"OH REALLY!" I was surprised at Phoebe's reaction as Charity waved her over to the laptop.
"See this guy, he's a dirty cop and a fucking serial cheater; oh, he's sent us something, slid up in my DM. OH, APPARENTLY, HE'S GOT A BIG COCK, TOO!!"
Both of the women pushed into one another faces inches away from my laptop screen.
"TURN THAT OFF!" I yelled trying to reach between them, but Charity batted away my arm while scrolling through the other dick pics on my laptop. Phoebe looked shocked at the number of pics glancing back at me for a second.
"Yeah this guy's scum alright."
"He's a cop?"
"Yeah and a slut with a bunch of women laying around; probably has a bunch of illegitimate kids too. But I've gotta admit, I'd like to sit in his lap, right girlfriend?"
Instead of answering Phoebe looked back at me with a hand over her mouth.
"Don't worry about him; this nigga probably thinks he's having a threesome with us." Charity was tapping away on my laptop chatting with Officer Johnson, giggling to herself.
"Take my clothes off bitch." I tossed Charity's discarded flannel dress at the back of her head, but she ignored me putting the garment next to the laptop.
"Were you uh, trying that? I mean, we could've talked about it, I guess."
"I had Tressie pick her up because her daddy--!!" Charity quickly swiveled in my chair standing up pressing into my body as if we were about to have a street fight.
Her forehead was pressing into my nose and upper lip as she bodied me into the edge of my bed. Phoebe flinched stumbling backward as Charity put her fists on her hips addressing me in snarling fashion.
"WE DON'T TELL OTHERS PERSONAL BUSINESS; WE-DO-NOT, BECAUSE THEN THAT SNITCH BECOMES A TARGET!!"
"Are you threatening me in my fucking house?"
Charity's eyes slid to the right finding Phoebe standing there visibly horrified at the dustup out of nowhere. She probably thought we were ghetto and I didn't want to give her that impression, but I'd made up my mind that Vicky was the last woman putting hands on me. Charity giggled, chortling a bit as she looked between Phoebe and me before speaking.
"Well, I like to make love instead of war Phoebe; how about you?"
"I've never had a fight in my life." She raised both palms shaking her head in the negative.
"Then it's decided."
Charity shocked both of us peeling my gym shirt over her head dropping it to the floor as her sloping breasts jiggled a bit from the quick movement. Phoebe was caught off guard along with me actually hiccupping in surprise as Charity slid a hand under my shirt rubbing a nipple. She looked like she wanted to bolt from the room like we were circus freaks or something.
"Phoebe don't be extra; how come women can get naked in front of each other, use the bathroom and even check each other out with no problem, but it's different now because I'm gonna fuck?" There were definite similarities between Charity Gilbert and my nemesis.
"Uh, maybe you wanted some privacy; I can come back some other time."
"Don't you wanna watch?"
"I don't think so."
"Yeah I'm sure of that; have a seat, hang for a minute."
Charity kicked my chair making it roll over to Phoebe who reluctantly took a seat half facing us but directed at the door. My evil "mentor" thought this was amusing making this smug sort of grin that was starting to become her calling card.
"I'm not sure about this." Phoebe admitted.
"Are we ever sure about anything before we try it out? You were obviously able to get out of your comfort zone for some dick; what's different about this?" Charity pushed my t-shirt up lapping at my erect nipple, swirling her tongue on it. Her hands were undoing my belt buckle and I decided to go with it, sexually activated.
"That was different."
"Did it feel good; did you cum?"
"That's personal." Phoebe answered almost as if she were being interviewed for a job.
"And this isn't; I mean, we're all adults here and I know you've seen this." My cock was in her fist level with Phoebe's eyes.
She nibbled a finger looking up into Charity's face without an answer as my shaft was stroked in measured fashion. Phoebe looked at me, but I turned my head not knowing how to react or what to say. I wanted to fuck Charity right there on the spot. Charity folded my shirt over the back of my neck going after my other nipple sucking really hard, nipping at it making my endowment swell up in her hand while Phoebe watched.
"Did you see that Phoebe; notice how his thing plumped up in my fist? You've had a similar experience when you two hooked up, right?"
Charity was working Phoebe's mind pressing into my side positioning me facing the shocked housewife as she began twisting and roughly jerking me off for an audience of one. I liked the mean hand job enhanced by her huffing in my ear mad dogging her slightly innocent peer. Veins began to sprout on my shaft as Phoebe sat there with both hands hidden between her inner thighs.
"Phoebe, wanna see him cum real hard, huh?"
"Uhm, well I don't know; I guess." Her head tilted to the side as my mind made the facial comparison with retired actress Lark Voorhees in her youth. There was just no way of getting around that comparison as Charity audibly beat me off even more frenetically.
"AW, AH!! AH SHIT, STOP!! STOP IT'S CUMMING OUT!! AW FUCK!!" I didn't fight it but let go as my head rolled backwards on my shoulders nearly colliding with Charity's ego fueled cranium. Phoebe leaned forward in her chair like she was watching a television program, hands still between her legs.
"Keep watching, I want to see your face when he cums." Charity grunted jerking like she wanted to rip it free of my body.
My inner thighs tightened up, everything getting hot as clear precum bubbled and dripped from the head of my cock. Phoebe hunched over further elbows resting on her knees watching intently. My hips twisted and shook, legs starting to go rubbery from the bionic fap as I inadvertently arched out presenting a damn good view of my endowment to our audience of one.
Charity leaned into my back sort of supporting my weight continuing the ferocious "happy ending" until I nearly screamed. Instead I got rather theatrical biting a knuckle as it felt like I was about to piss acid.
"OH GAWD!! SHIT!! SHIT!! AW, AH SHIT, FUCKING BIT, DAMN AH, AH, MOTHERFUCKA!!" Charity harvested a thick wad that exploded from my crown in toe curling fashion, still frantically beating me into submission as more ropes followed ending abruptly.
She didn't relinquish my cock staring pointedly at Phoebe who was squirming in place pointing at my member. Both of us looked down finding a web of thick gooey cum hanging from the head of my penis with the opposite end hovering between my knees.
"Oh yeah, think he liked that Phoebe, huh?"
Charity continued stroking my member with her thumb and forefinger. I could actually feel her working that last stubborn strand out of my urethra. Charity laughed having a good time at our expenses holding my endowment in the palm of her right hand letting that strand of cum extend further.
"Uh, ah don't...I uh, think." Phoebe was mumbling both hands stuffed between her thighs wriggling and twisting in her seat.
"You know it's good when cum is this thick. I like playing with cock in case you hadn't noticed. I used to fuck around with this dumbass basketball player named Byron. He had a huge cock Phoebe, so one day I got him on fifth period lunch. Made that nigga cum like three fucking times in a row and you know what?"
"What?" Phoebe whispered finger in her mouth.
"They had a big game that day, but he fucking lost because I jacked him off like a boss! Hey, I bet against my own basketball team!! I got paid for milking him like a fucking cow!!"
"That sounds horrible!" Phoebe commented, brow furrowed.
"He wasn't mad." Charity laughed applying more of a twisting motion around the base of my cock as she watched that single thread of gluey ejaculate extend further.
"She's evil; I mentioned that right?" There was no response as she watched Charity's progress.
"Man, can you imagine what I'd do to you with a jar of Vaseline and six hours?"
I was about to respond with some boorish comment, but Charity locked her fist around me jerking really hard again. She actually made me squawk and attempt to twist away but it was no use as she followed my movements herding me back and forth in front of Phoebe's eyes.



"Hey babe, it's okay to let go." I thought she was talking to me.
Phoebe spilt out of the chair catching that string in her fingers shocking both of us when she slurped it up like a strand of spaghetti. She wasn't done, sucking half of my member between her lips like a woman possessed. Charity's fist covered the other portion stroking towards her lips as I started to climax in Phoebe's gullet.
The slightly timid housewife grabbed my hips burying more of me until her lips touched Charity's fist. Her inexperience was still plain as day judging by the awkward jerky, bobbing movements of her head. Phoebe released me with a loud audible slurp.
"How, uhm; how did you know?" Phoebe asked, hand cupped under her chin.
"Girls know one another babe; so now that we got that out of the way, the best part comes next."
"Best part?"
"Yeah, we treat this nigga like a prostitute. I wanna make him walk funny; you gonna help out, or what?" Phoebe's chest was heaving, but she had this kooky smile on her face starting to shake her head as Charity released me.
"WHO YOU THINK YOU GONNA TREAT LIKE A PROSTITUTE?!!" I cupped a hand over my package looking Charity in the face.
She was grinning like a jackal no look closing my laptop before dropping her sweats. She was sculpted perfection topped with an awesome pair of spongy breasts drenched in rich chocolate. Charity wrapped her arms around my neck with a passionate kiss that seemed to go on forever as I realized Phoebe was blowing me.
"Rule number one; don't talk yourself out of a good time." Charity advised as Phoebe broke contact tugging my pants off leaving my socks as she went back to fellating my manhood.
Charity stripped off my t-shirt making me nude otherwise making out with in wet, syrupy fashion while Phoebe's head did this herkie jerky, bobbing movements in my lap. It was different than our initial tryst where I had to tutor her through oral sex, but now she seemed energized due to Charity's presence. I winced a few times from her teeth scraping me as Charity noticed glancing down.
"What're you doing?"
"Blowjob?" Phoebe answered, looking immediately intimidated as Charity shook her head slowly nonverbally disparaging the housewife.
"No, you're not doing it right; haven't you ever pleased a man?" I started shaking my head trying to avert a situation but Charity pressed a hand to my lips.
"Well, there was this guy named Edward, and uhm."
"NO STORIES PHOEBE!!" Charity groaned frustrated as the inept member of this impromptu threesome fidgeted, embarrassed.
"Sorry."
"There's nothing wrong with what you're doing if you're just trying to get it over with; but Phoebe, don't you want a man to thirst for you? Want a man to miss you so much that he's almost dying to please you in any way; so insanely into you that he's dangerous to other men standing too close to you, huh?"
"Well, when you put it that way, who would refuse?"
"Someone like you without the benefit of, me Phoebe. Today's your lucky day because I'm gonna get you ready. As they say; when the student is ready, the teacher will appear. In your case, I'm the master. Let us begin apprentice."
While she was spouting that bullshit, Charity kept her palm pressed against my mouth while long stroking my cock with the other. The whole time she was talking I was stuck between laughing outright and verbally admonishing her. I was sitting half off the edge of my bed facing Phoebe as Charity got behind me for the reach around continued hand job taking stock of her circumstantial competition. It was a mini test of wills that saw Phoebe avert her eyes.
"Are you going to show us what's under that quaint top, or not?" Charity was asking, but it casually felt like an order as I started to get a familiar feeling.
Phoebe raised the hem of that baby-tee enough to give us a view of the underside of a brassiere that was obviously a size and a half smaller than her bust. After a few seconds she raised it revealing a staggering cleavage forced into that undersized bra that made my cock pulse in excitement. Charity gave my shaft a really hard squeeze in silent admonishment.
"Come on, get in the game Phoebe."
The tee slipped over her head ending up stretched between her hands as she sort of looked down at her own feet embarrassed. This made her enhanced mams bulge until one of her areolas slightly appeared. The hard tan lines provided this visible outline high above the cleavage line of her brassiere which was one of those models with the clasp in the front.
Phoebe cupped her boobs from the bottom needlessly lifting them as she looked up at our faces. Her gaze went down to my endowment for a few seconds watching Charity giving me some serious hand magic, then Phoebe went for it undoing the clasp between her enhanced boobs.
"Wow." The expensive underwire popped away from her chest with some elasticity, like a snapped rubber band.
Phoebe demurely covered her breasts with a forearm, but eventually let it drop to her side slowly looking at the expression on our collective faces. The molded aesthetic and look of her chest left no doubt about their origin. Me, I wondered what they looked like before she went under the knife as Charity released me curious.
"How much?"
"Thirty five hundred; my insurance took care of it for the most part. I just wanted to be uh, better."
"Self-improvement, impressive."
Charity sidled up to Phoebe reaching out making her flinch. She smirked taking the expensive brassiere staring at it for a few moments before eyeing Phoebe. I didn't know what to expect as her eyes settled on the brassiere once again.
"You don't mind, do you?" Phoebe shook her head acquiescing as Charity slipped into the brassiere finding it a perfect fit despite the differences in the size and shapes of their breasts. She tugged it into place glancing back at me with a toothy smile.
It looks nice on you." Phoebe complimented.
"It fits perfectly; why were you wearing something too small when you've purchased all of this?" Before Phoebe realized it, the underside of her boob was resting in Charity's hand.
Her thumb brushed the erect nipple as I watched the women interact. Neither had no idea I was studying their behavior for future reference. Charity Gilbert was giving me "Howling Man" vibes from this vintage episode of the Twilight Zone. I could see her malevolence like I was looking into an open window as she stretched and pushed against Phoebe's boundaries.
"Watch me, and then Phoebe, do."
Somehow in my bedroom, no less a modicum of Charity Gilbert's former feminine ambiance returned as she began handling me like a boss bitch incarnate. Her lush lips pressed into mine, tongue slipping into my mouth swirling about until we were making out wantonly. She drew back, our brief session passion proved as evidenced by the web of saliva connecting our lips until she wiped it away looking at Phoebe again.
"Watch, then do."
Instead of making out with me again, Charity took ahold of my manhood at the base while cradling the back of my head with the other allowing my noggin to rest on the pillow beneath. She glanced back at her charge slowly squatting before taking all of me in one slurp that quickly became a clinic on sustained nasty, drippy sloppy top.
I couldn't help flopping about whining, whimpering, and moaning as Charity became the epitome of her name driving me to the precipice in moments. She broke contact looking at a visibly flushed Phoebe. Instead of verbally instructing or taunting, Charity used the tip of her tongue to tease the tiny opening on my crown.
My toes curled as my knees automatically drew upward towards my chest in an attempted upright fetal position. It felt so good I nearly forgot Phoebe was there as Charity pushed down on the closest leg flattening it out against my mattress.
She redoubled her grip including my balls as well as the base of my endowment staring at Phoebe once more. The unspoken challenge seemed a thing akin to the rising humidity between Charity and myself as the neglected housewife flushed crimson ruddy in the cheeks groping one of her enhanced breasts. We could hear her breathing hard as she struggled to make a decision.
"AW SHIT!! AH, AW SHIT!! DAMN!! DAMMIT!! CHARITY!!" Everything disappeared into her mouth down to the base, but this time Charity pressed two fingers against my taint rubbing in a small circular motion. Phoebe jumped a little when I started flopping about on the bed breathing even harder as Charity went for broke for seconds breaking off again. The tip of her tongue swirled about on my crown again like a fleshy lollipop. Again she just stared at Phoebe.
Everything from Phoebe's forehead to the upper swell of her large breasts was glazed over with perspiration. Charity continued teasing and twirling her tongue on my tip as she the cinnamon hued housewife did this stutter step timidly kneeling down in front of her teacher bringing both of her small hands encircling the base of my endowment.
Phoebe leaned forward adding the tip of her tongue to the underside of my shaft. Both women began licking slimy trials up and down my shaft, each taking a turn lightly suckling the head of my cock. The feeling was indescribable as Phoebe was allowed to lean further into my crotch taking the upper portion pf my member between her lips.
"WHUT-ARE-YOU-DOING?!! AW SHIT!! I'M DEAD!! I'M DEAD MAN!!" Phoebe's cheeks vacuumed inward in this sustained oily slurp completely audible to everyone in my bedroom. She wasn't going to stop as Charity took the opportunity manically stroking the rest towards Phoebe's lip lock on my meat. The dam burst if you get my drift.
Charity giggled at my predicament while Phoebe took everything I had to offer slurping and swallowing without breaking the seal. She'd found her technique after being tutored by me and now Charity who wasn't helping matters any laughing like the nasty twentysomething she was intermittently looking at my expressions.
I tried to hide my face with a pillow but she tugged at it kissing me wantonly. We fought for the pillow until she managed to snatch it away tossing it on the floor. Phoebe continued vacuum sucking me until I was fit to be tied.
"MAKE HER STOP, PLEASE!!" Charity tapped her charge on the head getting my member freed with an audible pop of her lips. Both girls started laughing at my depleted member. Charity eventually regarded me while rubbing my inner thigh.
"Are you fucked gassed already, huh nigga?" My vision was blurred noticing some movement at my peripheral.
"Shut up."
"Oh no my good man; after all the shit you've been talking lately, we're getting ours so you better take a look at something nice while you can."
"What, are you talking about?!"
"Check it out."
I wiped some of the sweat from my eyes glancing over to find Phoebe keeling on my chair facing away from me. Her self-declared thirty-eight inches was being displayed likely at the nonverbal prompting of Charity Gilbert. She was definitely bigger with everything stuffed into those booty shorts.
Her clothing was well calculated to get a response out of me as my cock began twitching to life at the sight of the humongous peach that was her big, tanned ass offset by those really hard, almost drawn on tan lines. It was sort of an organic built-in bikini that bulged from the bottoms of those shorts like baked bread. From this vantage point, only her virtue was covered.
"Why do you tan; you're a sister, aren't you?" Charity asked plainly slightly breaking the spell.
"Uhm, well I got friends that tan and uh, they're not black. So, it's kind of awkward talking to your friend when they're laying in a tanning booth. Now I just kind of like the way it looks. Guess it's my style, honestly."
"Right." Charity grabbed the waistband of her gym shorts drawing the stressed material down over the round curve and swell of her big solid butt.
Despite its size there was no give or involuntary movement making that huge muscular construct entirely dense with no give at all. In contrast, her virtue was plainly visible, a peach halve waiting desperately for action. The sight was causing my member to throb as Charity gave it a few squeezes.
This rich chocolate covert diva proved her opportunistic nature again quickly mounting me reverse cowgirl only to shove her butt right into my face. I went with it reaching up clawing her solid backside earning a long sustained moan. We went into the 69 position for all of three minutes before I felt the return of Phoebe's tongue added to the proceedings.
"Suck on his balls, do that little vacuum thing you do while I give him the business. We've got to make him just as hard as he was before, if not harder." Charity instructed softly.
My testes were suddenly slathered in saliva as Phoebe licked, spat, and eventually applied that tantalizing suction to my family jewels. Charity's mouth and two fingers went to town on the entirety of my cock sheathing it for long intervals then allowing her peer to spit and suck on it for a few seconds. I knew I was defeated rocking and squirming, wildly licking away at Charity's snatch.
"PLEASE, FUH, FUH!! AW SHIT, PLEASE FUCK ME!!" I broke in dramatic fashion.
"Phoebe, he wants you to ride it."
My view was happily obscured by Charity's way above average apple bottom, but the bed creaked and shook as Phoebe climbed into it which was a feat in and of itself because my mattress was a twin XL. The weight figured into things as I felt myself being handled. There was no mistaking Phoebe's touch or the pushback from her overly tightened cunt which seemed more swollen than out first time together. Charity scoffed after a few minutes of this bobbing, shaking activity with just a bit poking inside.
"Fuck I was gonna let you go first, but shit, let's switch it up."
Charity demonstrated the agility of a cat sliding around while Phoebe inched ponderously up my abdomen coming to rest that big thick ass on my chest. The malevolent villainess was already riding me sawing her hips back and forth as Phoebe stumbled about opening her legs wide, feet planted flat on my mattress.
Charity could have cared less this woman was nearly collapsing my chest, interested in getting hers exclusively. I grabbed Phoebe's hips pulling her close enough to eat. She looked really nervous until my tongue grazed her clit. I felt a shiver run through her body. Phoebe reached down spreading her flower apart feeding me her virtue.
At once she looked enraptured pushing forward until her inner thighs cradled my cheeks. I found myself looking up into her face framed by the undersides of her big, enhanced breasts, nipple erect assuming these nub shapes with the thickness of pencil erasers. She shook and trembled, the arm supporting her weight wobbling as if she could collapse at any moment. Charity's hands appeared cupping and rolling Phoebe's nipples.
This set her off something fierce along my etching the letters of the alphabet on her clit. Charity's nails were digging into the flesh adding to my imminent danger as Phoebe slid forward mounting my face proper. Fellatio was her trigger, a distinct weakness that had Phoebe shivering all over the place. There was no doubt she was humping my face triggering survival mode.
Her fingers caressed my head as I in turn tried and nearly failed to grab big handfuls of Phoebe's butt. It wasn't the positioning, just he fact her butt was a solid mass completely smooth to the touch. My probing digits scraped the surface encountering Charity's busy digits as well. She was grabbing big handfuls and probably doing more because everything went dark.
Phoebe wasn't particularly tall, but she was built like a short brick shithouse with baby making hips that rivaled one Rashida Sikes albeit covertly. From the waist down she was her own breed of stallion kowtowing over my head like she was coveting it. The perspiration was intense making it hard to breath especially with a mouth stuffed full of Phoebe's neglected pussy. It was possible that I might be smothered to death, but there were worse ways to go.
Life giving air and a well needed break were suddenly mine as Phoebe straightened her legs allowing me to see what was going on inside my cramped bedroom. She was still bent over, but now pressing both palms flat on either side of my bedroom window kind of bent at the knees. My gaze traveled from her sculpted boobs down her abdomen finding a shock to the system.
"Oh my gawd." I mumbled with a mouth full of Phoebe's essence.
I was treated to the view of Charity Gilbert's large sloping natural breasts from the underside, jiggling and bouncing all over her chest. I was looking upward at her tits, throat, thin neck, and the underside of her chin as she took over like a true boss bitch; the second in my life.
Charity lost in her own raging libido was eating Phoebe like it was her last meal.
From my vantage point, she was really in there licking, nibbling doing all the extras with bells and whistles. Droplets of moisture were hitting my face like rain droplets while Charity ate her lunch and dinner from the back of Phoebe's big, tanned wagon. I glanced back up finding the housewife's enraptured features.
"OH GAWD!! OH SHIT!! I'M HAVING A HOMOSEXUAL EXPERIENCE!! I THINK!! AW SHIT!! FUK!! I THINK I'M BECOMING A TWO STREET PERSON!! OH SHIT, EAT MY PUSSY BITCH!! SODDOM AND GAMMORAH THAT SHIT!!"
The cringe was that real.
Unfortunately, it was so real that Charity gurgled, and choked probably laughing into Phoebe's holiest of holies. A deluge of moisture rained down on my abdomen accompanied by profuse coughing and half gurgling from Charity. There was this wet stain running down the front of her body into her sawing crotch as she did her best to ride me through my bedroom window.
Her hips were going a mile a minute as I panicked looking up into Phoebe's descending womanhood. I squawked thinking I was about to be squashed, but Phoebe landed softer than I thought shoving her cunt into my face. Charity's disembodied hand appeared wildly frigging her clit making the rest of her weight land with the force of a boulder.
"OH SHIT I'M GONNA TINKLE!! I'M GONNA!! GONNA!!"
"DON'T!!" I screamed as Charity laughed working even harder proving her sexual ambidexterity.
She was ringing me out sliding her hips back and forth frantically. It almost made me want to shove Phoebe aside long enough for me to pound the stuffing out of her as retribution.
"AW!! AW!! AW SHIT!! LOOK I'M REALLY SORRY!! PLEASE FIND IT IN YOUR HEART!!! AW SHIT!! PLEASE FORGIVE ME FOR THIS!!" Phoebe apologized profusely as Charity worked her into a bubbling mess.
She was making the ugly cry face squeezing and pinching a nipple with one hand while palming my scalp with the other in a sitting crouch.
"WAIT A MINUTE!!" It was too late as the first bursts hit my face, enough of it filling my mouth as I tried to get Phoebe from her mount on my chest.
This apparently triggered Charity enough that she went even further into overdrive popping her hips as if her life depended on it. She was nearly snapping me in two while Phoebe damn near caved in my chest rolling to the side still frantically rubbing one out all over me.
I finally got a view of Charity atop my manhood bucking like she was in a rodeo with one hand palming the back of her scalp, the other flattened on my abdomen. Her tits was majestic bouncing vertically on her chest. The disgraced diva was biting her lower lip, brow furrowed as she tried to grind my cock off.
"CHARITY GET THE FUCK OFF ME, NOW!!" She stopped on a dime starting to grin.
"You're tapping out; not surprised in the least."
This chocolate beauty who also reminded one facially of a certain actress proved her limberness, dismounting like it was no big deal while Phoebe lay in my bed vigorously fingering herself. I stared between both incredulous at being tossed between them like wild dogs fighting over a piece of meat. My eyes settled on Phoebe, hands already snagging her ankles yanking her over the edge of the soaked mattress.



I pushed her legs high into the air shoving myself inside her soaked snatch with authority. Her hazel eyes went glassy face starting to break earning all of the ugly crying that followed. Even though she was sopping wet, Phoebe's cunt remained narrow and tight. It took three good shoves before I got everything inside much to her sensual chagrin.
I was literally rodding her cunt; railing it, doing my best to resize it as the neglected housewife got a wealth of attention long denied by her closeted husband. She was slathered in perspiration. I could see the copious amounts of sweat running from the brow some of it getting into her mouth.
Phoebe started blowing salty bubbles in order to deal with the intruding long strokes I was giving her. Her big, enhanced breasts barely moved despite what was happening as she took everything with nowhere to go. The wall was behind her providing a place to flatten her palms. In short order, she started using that wall to push down into my thrusts while lying on her back.
"DON'T YOU LEAVE ME OUT NIGGA!!" Charity yelled drawing my attention. Charity planted her smaller yet equally tight derriere in my desk chair drawing her knees up playing with herself. She was bundled up in my chair visibly desperate for action.
We exchanged glances before I looked down at Phoebe.
She knew what I wanted rolling over onto her belly with the big, muscular butt sticking right up in my face. My gaze went back to Charity with a half smirk and a shrug, then I went back to clapping those tanned cheeks. Those really hard tan lines were built-in panties slamming into my crotch audibly.
"Fucker." My cheek was slapped, but I barely noticed it as Charity scrambled up onto my bed getting innovative. She mounted Phoebe's back using her shoulders for leverage as she thrust her tight round butt towards my face.
I shrugged a second time burying my face in her snatch.
Angered at my decision, Charity began twerking on my face getting me to withdraw earning herself a few raw slaps to the ass. Undeterred, she molded herself to Phoebe's back mounting her butt right over the much larger one. I gave her some back shots for a few minutes but went right back to Phoebe to continue frustrating her.
I was starting to get an understanding of this self-proclaimed malevolent. It was her own words of advice regarding the psychological effects of ignoring a beautiful woman that informed my actions. After a few intervals of frustration, Charity turned to me angry.
"I'm sorry Charity, it's beyond my-!" She clamped both hands over my mouth piquing my curiosity.
I wondered about the origin of that phrase and its effect on her as Charity threw open my bedroom door storming out in the buff. Seconds later my shower roared to life as Phoebe stared down the corridor towards the slammed bathroom door.
"What was that about?"
"I don't know bitch." Phoebe had long since mastered curving and creating the perfect arch in her lower back as I went back to work beating up her cheeks until at long last I exploded all over them.
She was completely glazed over with my spunk holding that position allowing me to rub my glaze everywhere before faceplanting from the exertion. Charity returned seconds later wrapped in a towel smelling of my mother's body wash. She dropped the towel revealing her refreshed and still amazing figure. Both of us got the stink eye as she planted her tight round butt at my desk resuming the ongoing conversation with Officer Johnson.
Phoebe scratched her head looking befuddled as we were both ignored by Charity Gilbert doing a slow burn. There was no way she could contain her anger, and I liked it. I noticed it was just after two in the afternoon finally thinking of my mother who would be returning in just under three hours.
"Hey Phoebe; better hit that shower up while we still have time before my mother shows up."
"YOU LIVE WITH YOUR MOTHER?!!" She was caught off guard, one brow raised.
"Not rich; going to school in the fall." I countered feeling a bit embarrassed as Phoebe righted herself edging to the end of the mattress.
"Community college." Charity mumbled thinking it an insult.
"But still able to come and go as I please without handcuffs unlike a fallen princess; come again, huh slut?" I countered without emotion as Phoebe grabbed the towel off the floor staring at both of us.
"Guess a shower is in order, before I leave."
"No one cares." Charity snarked again.
Phoebe filed out to the bathroom leaving us alone. I watched my supposed mentor engaged in a rambling conversation also taking stock of Charity's nudity. She glanced at me for a moment, then swiveled in my chair using her phone to take a pic of her slit up close and personal for the good officer.
"What that nigga talking about?" I asked.
"He wants to fuck; isn't it obvious?" Charity replied sending him the pic while I watched. She was really butt hurt at being the odd woman out of a threesome, so I decided to push my luck.
"You gonna fuck him Charity?" I laughed.
"If I do, would that fuck up your little plan?"
"I'll tell you this; I'm gonna tell you just one time that a dick ain't nothing but a handle to turn a motherfucker over with. Do we understand one another?" Charity didn't look giving me her profile instead. I watched a smirk form on her face as she glanced at me eyes narrowed.
"Using my own words against me?"
"So you understand them."
"I understand you just fine."
She went back to the conversation at hand receiving a long video of the muscle head cop jerking off. Charity played the clip on my laptop filling the room with sounds of Officer Johnson's overly theatrical grunts and groans. The guy was a tool and I was going to screw him like he screwed up my situation with Vicky Stone. My bedroom reeked of body odor and sex obliging me to open the window wide and spray damn near a whole can of Glade as Charity sat there in her birthday suit.
"What are you doing?"
"What does it look like I'm doing Charity?"
"You've got your dick in my face."
"Obviously, and why am I doing that Charity, huh bitch?" I thumped her cheek with the end of my cock, then rubbed it towards her lips making the defrocked princess chortle.
"Asshole." Her teeth scraped the upper half of my member in a nonverbal threat, but then she audibly vacuumed her cheeks sucking me all the way inside.
Honestly, I just wanted to see what Charity would do after being second choice against a sexual novice. Phoebe was still showering as I pulled free of the tantalizing suction.
I snatched Charity out of my chair making out with her hard, then shoved her down onto my bed impaling her snatch feverishly. Despite her feelings, I found outstretched arms wrapped around my back along with her interlocked ankles as I took her. Rejected and devalued left Charity eager to reassert her dominance. She was expertly rolling and popping her hips in manic fashion as We went at it while Officer Johnson waited online.
"Get down on the floor; on your knees!" I grunted into her ear before nipping it as she unlocked her ankles.
Charity rolled off the edge of my bed following my direction as I stood over her presenting my cock. She grabbed it in her right hand roughly jerking me so hard, I had to tug at an earlobe.
"Smile for me!"
The resultant condescending smile was perfect as I cupped her chin and the top of her head rubbing my tumescence on the right side of her face. I could feel it coming which made me go harder ramping up the soft friction.
The first burst splashed everywhere while the second was more of a thick gooey rope that went over the bridge of her nose. I did the harmonica thing on her lips blasting out the rest before Charity begrudgingly took me between her lips for a cleanup blowjob despite her soiled face. Her chest was heaving from the experience as I found Phoebe watching visibly amazed.
"Wow, that was hot." She commented breathlessly as I pulled Charity to her bare feet.
"Watch, then do." Charity replied sounding annoyed but staring holes into a perceived rival.
"Okay, how's this?" Phoebe walked over surprising us both when she cupped Charity's face lapping up my spunk before hungrily tongue kissing Charity sharing my jizz. I watched them forgetting myself in that moment.
"Better go wash up before your mother gets home." Phoebe cautioned me out of my trance licking her lips while Charity grinned.
I doubted Phoebe even realized the burn.
The shower was sort of brief because of a lack of available hot water which gave me an unwanted memory. I found myself scrubbing the tub after noticing strains of hair that obviously belonged to my female guests. I didn't want to take the chance of my mother finding evidence of my salacious activities.
This ended up with me cleaning the tub two times in a row before I felt it was safe. It was slightly cathartic for me because the memories plagued me constantly. My thoughts usually ran the gambit from Yoli to Vicky with a certain woman going unnamed even in my mind. I didn't say her name because I wanted her diminished; Charity Gilbert was my stalking horse of sorts.
"What's going on in here?" Charity and Phoebe were sitting extremely close to my laptop talking in hushed tones.
One of the chairs from the kitchen had been brought inside my bedroom so the girls could sit side by side. Phoebe was oddly wearing Charity's crappy looking brassiere filling it out quite nicely. I glanced down finding her wearing the matching underwear as well. The sight of them bonding was alarming considering Charity's malevolence. I got dressed in a t-shirt and jeans noticing the linen removed from my bed tied on a bundle.
"Do you have a washer?" Phoebe asked without looking.
"Yeah, in the basement, why?"
"Maybe you should use it or would you like mommy to find out what we've done this afternoon." Even scarier, Charity completed her sentence. I snatched up my bedding running down stairs stuffing it into the washing machine. I pulled a new set of yellow sheets and a different quilt returning to my room finding the girls still sitting there. Neither budged one inch as I remade my bed side eyeing both who barely knew I was there.
"What's going on over there?"
Instead of answering, both women shushed me as I tucked in my sheets.
"Alright cut it out; what the fuck is this?" I peered over their shoulders finding another video of the "good Officer Johnson" jerking his junk, this time with his face revealed. I didn't know how long the clip was, but there was evidence he'd cum a number of times while I was doing chores.
"Charity set up another account for me too; that dirty cop is masturbating for me; ain't it cool?" Phoebe smiled all teeth as I noticed some pics on my desktop which explained why she was wearing Charity's brassiere.
"Not cool; I just needed the one account."
"Wrong stupid; you don't know anything about evil women except what you've experienced. Just because you played some mind games today, doesn't mean shit outside of a controlled environment." Charity motioned towards the bedroom walls giving me a knowing wink.
"Bitch."
"Think I wasn't going to get mine, huh?" She chortled as I covered Phoebe's ears with my hands looking her in the eye.
"When all is said and done; I'm gonna fuck you so hard in that tight ass of yours Charity Gilbert." Instead of being threatened, Charity licked her bottom lip.
"As I was saying before, the name of the game is pile on the intended target. Unfortunately, there's no fucking way we're ever going to meet up with big dick Johnson here, but teasing him to distraction is utilitarian. You want to tarnish the good name of this fucker, get your revenge? You need bodies man, a bunch of delusional bitches to get the word out on this bastard. I figured two heads of the hydra was just what the doctor ordered to get the ball rolling; when you give the okay, of course."
It felt like Charity Gilbert was selling me a used car.
"So, the two of you are gonna screw this tool over?"
"No, we're just establishing a relationship online by waving our digital panties under his nose. We're opening those nostrils wide enough to drive a semitruck through. I've already cross referenced several of his other female acquaintances and got a few to accept me and Phoebe as friends."
"I thought my online name was Faith?"
"SHUT UP PHOEBE! Like I was saying; it's all about building that nasty little hypergamous bridge amongst the girls out there. Then we'll start asking about the officer here and whether they "KNOW HIM" in the biblical fashion of course; those roads are gonna be wide open for all sorts of probing questions, tiny little details and maybe, a fake thread about getting a social disease from Officer Johnson."
"YEAH WE'RE GONNA SAY HE GAVE CHARITY HERPES!" Phoebe was way too excited.
"CUT IT OUT PHOEBE!!"
"Oh my gawd." I sat down on the edge of my bed arms folded across my chest.
"WHAT?!" They replied uniformly.
I just waved them off thinking I was looking at the reincarnation of Abbott and Costello in two black women. I was a fan of vintage television and movies; they were not and wouldn't understand if I told them. Both turned back to the laptop as I noticed the time was drawing close for my mother to make an appearance. I checked my phone finding a few recent calls from Tressie Fisher. I got up grabbing Charity's flannel dress plopping it down in her lap without word walking outside on my front porch.
"Oh, you're finally calling me back?" Tressie sounded as if she were waking up from a nap.
"I was kind of busy; what's up?"
"Oh I'm sure you enjoyed yourself with Charity; she's got a gorgeous body but I know it was especially difficult getting that massive stick out of her ass."
"Damn, tell me how you really feel Tressie."
"Whatever, can you get an uber to take Ms. Gilbert home; I'm too exhausted right now and I can't stand her attitude."
"I'll do it for a favor."
"HAVEN'T I DONE ENOUGH FOR YOU TODAY?!"
"Chill, its not like that; I was hoping you'd get the "Youth Council" together on Saturday, preferably with Charity in attendance. I want us to get together, and talk."
"I don't like the sound of that, but sure as long as I don't have to drive over there and see that bitch today."
"Sold American." We hung up as I pondered the mutual animosity between Tressie Fisher and Charity Gilbert. I figured maybe the young Ms. Gilbert was beyond out of pocket during the initial trip to my home.
Back in my room I found the women dressed with Phoebe trying to make Charity a bit more presentable. She was still dressed in ridiculously sexual fashion with those cheeks bulging out of her gym shorts matching the equally exciting cleavage up top. Her raincoat was folded neatly on my bed.
"Heads up, I'm gonna call you a uber Charity; Tressie's too tired to take you back home."
"I can imagine why." Charity commented acidly making Phoebe do a doubletake while I waved her off pulling out my phone.
"You don't have to waste money; I'll drive her home, okay?" Phoebe volunteered.
"Sure I guess; but don't trust this woman, she's evil."
"Yeah sure." Phoebe gave me a peck on the cheek grabbing her raincoat off the bed as she passed.
I couldn't help swatting at her thick, muscular butt. When Charity pushed by intending to leave without word, I grabbed a big handful of her left ass cheek digging my nails into it, hard. She stopped letting me squeeze and pinch that cheek with all my might.
"Don't forget what's gonna happen next time."
"Promises, promises nigga."
Charity licked her bottom lip again side eyeing me before pinching my balls especially hard. I doubled over giving her a window of opportunity. The entitled princess made good her escape as I squirmed about on my bedroom floor.
An hour and a half later I was sitting at the kitchen table having a pretty nice meal of Chinese takeout with my mother listening intently to her gossip and tell me about her day at work. We were enjoying one another's company but my mind drifted to the fact that she'd endorsed Vicky Stone. I hadn't told her about the big revelation and didn't intend to.
That secret was going to the grave along with my heart. I sat there also analyzing Charity Gilbert's behavior. She wasn't comfortable until she knew she controlled the room. This was an exploitable weakness as I'd pulled up her browsing history on my laptop computer collecting screen shots of everything.
"Son?"
"Yes mom?"
"You're an adult now and all, but I want you to know that you'll always be my little boy. You're a young man and the world is out there waiting for you, girls and all that stuff. I'm just saying; don't bring home the first thing you find under the hedge bush."
"Excuse me?"
"You're grounded except for church for another week. I looked the other way with that Vicky girl, but I'm not gonna let you play whack a mole with these fast girls, this summer." The hair on the back of my neck stood up as my mother got up fishing a decadent slice of apple pie from the takeout bags.
"Yes mother." I answered sullenly realizing my nosey neighbor was the snitch.
"Grounded, oh yeah you've gotta go to your father's thing too on Wednesday."
Mom pinched my cheek as she strode out of the kitchen. I was embarrassed, but happy at the same time for some reason.
**********************************************************************************************************
I found it hard to sleep waking up in the middle of the night checking my phone for some reason. There were several text messages sent thirty minutes before I stirred full of various emojis. I had no idea where Yoli was texting me from, but she had been especially active tonight.
It felt like she was aware of my clandestine actions with Charity and Phoebe which led me to the memory of her pummeling Rashida Sikes with impunity. It seemed she was more than a little loopy after speaking with her adopted parents. I tried to imagine what kind of assisted living facility she was living in and what it was like but drew a blank. She'd tried to warn me, but I didn't listen.
"Miss you." I texted back almost instinctively. I really did miss her after all despite our crazy past.
She sent a smiling face emoji with hearts instead of eyes. I wasn't surprised responding with a kissy face emoji. The same returned seconds later followed by several others. They were coming in so fast I couldn't respond in time settling for a text message.
"Take care." I shot back getting a sad face emoji which pretty much ended the conversation. Yoli sent a pleading face emoji that I didn't respond to feeling guilty. Part of me thought she might break out of the assisted living facility if I did anything else.
I thought about all the times we'd slept together remembering her crazy behavior stemmed out of my reaction upon catching her with my cousin Jaquan. She was a woman of secrets and a gatekeeper unknown to me for the reality of my situation as it were. Another emoji came in, this one a large heart but sleep was already claiming me.
The next day I got up late finding a note from my mother reiterating the house was being watched should I decided to have female company over. I should've been angry but found it humorous that I was riding the line between being her slightly inept son and a full blown pornographer. I got a bowl of cereal and a banana planting my butt in front of my laptop.
I checked the fake social media pages for Charity and Phoebe finding Ms. Gilbert still communicating with Officer Johnson likely through her phone. My best guess was that she was stringing him along with the idea of some monetary gain for herself in the interim. Their chat was all blue language and dirty pics. Phoebe's page was inert matter despite several overtures from the randy police officer.



I continued surfing through social media finding a couple of new posts on Shawnee's public page. Of particular interest was this pic of Ms. WTF sitting on this lounge chair inside a posh hotel suite. Whoever took the shot was pretty skilled capturing an arresting composition of her from the back. I placed my former discovery in Miami again appearing to be taking part in a porn shoot. The sparse film crew was slightly out of focus but didn't look like anyone I recognized.
Ms. WTF wore a tiny light blue marine colored brassiere. The massive attraction that was her humongous derriere was covered in a pair of mesh plus sized panties; the kind with the strappy back cutout. It was silken black shiny catching the light. There was a bit of familiarity there as evidenced by the tattoo on her lower back written in Klingon.
I accidentally refreshed the page finding another pic from the opposite side. Shawnee had crossed a line fashion and makeup wise never to return to those humble origins. This was depicted in the expression on her face which appeared somber upon first glance. It was only when you focused, that you noticed the soulless eyes. Her chubby cheeks were puffed up, that little mouth a half smirk; wholly sarcastic. This was truly a behind the scenes deal suggested by her slumped over posture and a rambling note explaining the pic. It was written in two languages.
" No solía tener nada más que un sofá para tumbarme y ver la televisión.
Ahora, debido a lo que me siento, tengo el mundo y no soy menos feliz.
Niggas no es una mierda. "- SPANISH
"I didn't use to have nothing but a couch to lay on and watch tv.
Now because of what I sit on, I have the world and I'm no less happier.
Niggas ain't shit." -ENGLISH
Written in two languages was evidence of Shawnee's self-awareness throughout a prolonged period of unyielding degradation. A true villain had invited her into an oppressive circle, vetted her crippling lack of self-esteem and acted with surgical precision to separate her from her simple minded boyfriend, himself an anomaly of sorts.
The symbiotic relationship shared between them was repeatedly attacked over and over until it snapped in two. Andre was the object from the start and she was the byproduct. Looking at her expression here on my laptop made it clear that Shawnee Thompson knew all along at some point. Fighting back was never on the table because it meant leaving the table with nothing and Ms. One made that clear in no uncertain terms.
I knew Ms. One was keenly aware her victim was playing along to get the dogs snapping at her heels to leave.
Shawnee had a healthy tan that gave her light olive colored skin an earthen hue. It looked good on the lazy twentysomething. Shawnee was a professional near do well now in the know how to get the bag with little to no effort, but that didn't make things any less soul depleting. The promises made to her in between the intense attacks on her mind and body were kept.
Ms. WTF represented a large number of products online from plus sized lingerie to erectile dysfunction spray and the like.
It looked as if she had taken to her lifestyle easily, but the dead look in her eyes returned again and again. I thought about her interactions with Charity Gilbert during their years in high school and how she'd also taken a loss there after a pyrrhic victory. I knew she was online at this moment refreshing the page again.
"Oh wow, this ain't a good look girl."
Shawnee was leaning against a counter in what looked to be some sort of luxury residential hotel. She was in full body profile in the tightly cropped photo facing what looked like a kitchenette. Her hyper pear shaped figure on display in a black mesh bodysuit.
There was no doubt it looked incredible on her, but I was looking at the aftermath of that porn shoot. Shawnee looked as if she were posing leaning against the wall running a hand through her shoulder length hair. Her mascara was running down those chubby cheeks. Emotion was running off the pic; it was powerful stuff. On the grey carpet at her spike heeled feet, was a deluge of trash, discarded takeout with a pull on suitcase toppled.
I saved the pic for future reference scrolling through more of her pics. I was taking a virtual tour of her life after my supposed fall. I found other pics of some shoots and a few that spoke to some escorting on her part. There was no doubt she was making coin, but her core looked burned away. No doubt she realized her own status as some social experiment in the interim between a coerced affair between her man and untouchable benefactor.
This was a woman who'd forced her boyfriend to pull out of school for the duration of her expulsion after a dustup with Charity Gilbert. Serendipity on high brought the missing pieces of her life story to me in exquisite detail. One of her small breasts, now pierced was exposed. The strap and underwire holding and shaping that "moob" ripped from her shoulder.
"Oh, what's this shit?" I found a hysterical laughing emoji in her comments section with a link attached.
"GOT DAYAM LOOK AT ALL THAT MOTHERFUCKIN ASS!! THIS BITCH BROKE THE BANK SICK WITH IT MA NIGGA!!"
"OH HELL YEAH, AND YOU CAN FUCK TOO!!"
"STRAIGHT?!!"
"COME UP OFF FIVE BENJAMINS, DAT ASS OPEN FOR BUSINESS!!" I could barely hear these two guys talking in POV over the loud booming trap music and dense indecipherable chatter.
This environment was darkened, striped of detail but a fleeting glimpse of a familiar lounge chair identified the place as Shawnee's assumed suite. The camera person was filming a party and the room was filled wall to wall with people, mostly rapper types. Mostly brothers all tatted up with a plethora of expensive jewelry on display. Most of the chatter I could understand had this thick, southern flavor to it. This was down south syrupy thick which made others from different states wrongly assume much about the speaker's literacy. There were a large number of criminal looking dudes in white tanks draped with all manner of gold and diamond encrusted swag.
"DAYUM BITCH, YOUR ASS GOTTA MUTHAFUCKIN ASS!!"
"BRUH, YOU WRONG FOR DAT!!"
Shawnee a.k.a Ms. WTF was crawling around on the crowded hotel room floor wearing that black mesh bodysuit. My suspicions were confirmed in that it was a thong in the back disappearing between her massive butt cheeks. A studded dog collar encircled her neck connected to a chain held by a golden toothed rapper I'd seen in a few videos in passing.
The brother looked like a glorified crackhead with a head full of short dreads dyed blonde. The clip was a good three minutes of more jeers and people having the time of their lives. Shawnee went about on all fours at his side on a floor littered with various bills and c-notes. I noticed some disparaging expressions on the faces of women in attendance. Someone went overboard pouring a cup of beer onto Shawnee's enormous butt.
"Fuck."
Shawnee took it like a champ still crawling around at her sponsor's side. She didn't even respond when a few hands groped and grabbed big chunks of her humongous ass. This was beyond exploitation as she went the extra mile rearing up on her knees so that people sitting on a couch could tip her by sticking wads of cash into her mouth.
In this posture Shawnee kept her arms folded, wrists limp like a dog. It looked like she might be barking for tips. This gross looking homie with a mouth full of gold reached around helping himself to a clawing handful of her butt earning a violent shove from his girlfriend sitting there beside him as the clip ended.
That was beyond fucked up as I clicked on the original poster's name ending up on a page showcasing tons of thick online influencers. I found more pics of the party eventually discovering another link. This led to some crappy looking Worldstar type site sending my laptop protection into overdrive. In the end, I found what I was looking for clicking the link.
"UN, UN, TAKE ALL OF THAT DICK BITCH!! POP THAT MUTHAFUCKIN PUSSY!! UN!! UN!! AW SHIT!!"
"MAN YOU STOOPID; YOU UP IN HER BOOTY HOLE NIGGA!!" The music was still loud and annoying but muffled by the walls of the bedroom which was similarly stuffed full of guys. There was visible smoke wafting about in the air from a number of cigarettes and joints.
This sinewy rail thin guy wearing a ratty fishing hat, dingy tank top and nothing else was clapping Shawnee's mountainous cheeks with no fucks given. This was an overhead shot from some guy's I-Phone and I had to give him credit for perfectly framing that monster booty. It bounced and jiggled all over the place as Shawnee got it with the force of a battering ram.
"DUMB ASS, NIGGA HAM UP IN THAT PUSSY CAUSE THAT SHIT LITTLE AS FUCK!! THAT FOOL GOT A DING AH LING WHILE I'M WORKING WITH A MOTHERFUCKING BAT!! FUCK OUT OF HERE WITH THAT NOISE!!"
The mood in the room was jovial, rapturously so in hindsight as the overhead shot shifted a bit. Another smaller, stupid looking guy was pinned under her with nowhere to go.
Ms. WTF was riding this short stubby brother cowgirl taking it in the backdoor. The expression on Shawnee's face was unchanged, with this fixed half smile. Both men were bucking and sawing into her available openings as the spectators laughed, jeered, and tossed wads of cash on her back and enormous buttocks. Double penetration was no big deal for my former Puerto Rican ingenue.
"HEY PLAYA CHECK THIS SHIT OUT RIGHT HERE!!"
"NAW ERNIE, DON'T DO THAT SHIT!!" The aforementioned "Player Ham" began squirming around under Shawnee finding it futile to dislodge her.
"NIGGA I'M GIVING YOU A HEADS UP!! TAKE IT HOW YOU WANT IT PLAYA HAM!!" The owner of that squeaky voice's huge cock appeared in frame embedding itself in Shawnee's mouth. The movement was so sudden, a few of the bedroom voyeurs were shoved out of the way in a bit of shaky cam.
"BALLS DEEP!! BALLS DEEP!!" This chant blasted from the speakers of my laptop.
Ernie orgasmed on the spot blowing several ropes down Shawnee's gullet as evidenced by rivulets of the stuff running down her chin as "Player Ham" screamed bloody murder trying to wrench his head out of the way. He didn't want a circumstantial facial as his friends applauded.
"YOU WRONG FOR DAT NIGGA!!" Someone yelled above the laughter.
I heard an unseen female making some racket in the room obviously disgusted by the carnival atmosphere with Shawnee at its epicenter. Another observer was sufficiently inspired suddenly jerking out several ropes of thick cum across the expanse of Shawnee's monstrous backside.
Outside of the camera's view, the racket involving the other women got progressively louder as another prick found its way into Shawnee's trained mouth. I could tell she was voluntarily popping and grinding down on both of her prepaid lovers. By this point a number of guys had their cocks out jerking wildly while some innocuous looking guy waited condom in hand.
"Damn, so that's what it's like these days, huh?" The money came in waves raining down on her body as the clip ended.
I perused the comments under the embedded video finding things split sixty forty with the prevailing sentiment being that Ms. WTF was an Uber thot, queen of skanks. A lot of those comments admittedly came from female viewers. I downloaded the video returning to her page finding more pics. One detailed the damage to the luxury suite done by the partygoers while the other pic revealed a counter top with wads of cash in rubber banded bundles from one end to the other.
Shawnee Thompson a.k.a Ms. WTF, got paid in full.
I went back to the pic of her face staring at it trying to reconcile the photo with my initial memories of our first meeting. Those first few hookups were decidedly amateurish, but I'd managed a stockpile of footage still on my original laptop predating Ms. One. I examined her view count finding that she was floating at fifty thousand followers making for a profitable opportunity to get in on some of that ass cash.
I scoffed sitting there remembering our last exchange in which she accused me of riding her coattails for profit. If that wasn't bad enough, she helped Ms. One screw me over with Vicky Stone.
"I know your worth baby."
I hit her cash app with a single dollar also leaving the ubiquitous message "ALL ASS-keep them cheeks up" to let her know the sender of that buck, was in the know. Seconds later my phone chimed with an incoming cash app from her. I figured she knew it was me and sent the dollar back.
"Oh, okay." Shawnee Thompson responded by sending me fifteen hundred bucks.
Two minutes later, another pic appeared on her page with the real retort from Ms. WTF.
She appeared sitting in the same bed from earlier with her back to the headboard, big thick legs spread wide apart, spike heeled Mary Jane pumps on her feet. Her knees were drawn up allowing her to plant her feet flat before her decadent hips. One of her hands held a spread of hundreds in a fan shape while the other gave me the one finger salute.
The look on her face remained the same, head cocked brow slightly furrowed.
"NIGGAS AIN'T SHIT!" Was written in the side column as an aside to my gift of one whole dollar.
I chuckled knowing that she wouldn't be able to block me because my cash app was connected to another account not listed on my page. My phone lit up with another burst of emoji filled messages from Yoli, but I didn't respond pulling up Andre 13.5's page on my original pay site. It was a weird coincidence, but I found that his popularity was reaching a fever pitch along with my coin from the pilfered videos shot by Ms. One.
"The struggle is real." I chortled to myself shuffling off to take a much needed shower.
*********************************************************************************************************
I was already thinking of several ways to get out of wasting an afternoon with my father as he pulled up on the side of the house honking his horn incessantly. From my steps, I could see him on his phone while slamming his fist on that horn.
Obviously, this was supposed to give him an opening to berate me for most of the drive over to my uncle's home up on the northside of the city. I wondered if he realized he'd been employing this tactic for the last five years of my life, if not longer.
He just wasn't really good at parenting or anything else besides making money. I wondered if he even realized I'd graduated high school for over a year now as he was on a European junket with friends at the time. I got this really cool postcard from him while he was up in the Swiss Alps. My dad is a great guy, to everybody else.
"BOY, I'VE BEEN SITTING OUT HERE FOR DAMN NEAR THIRTY MINUTES!!"
Actually it was five whole minutes and I was a little offended that even this didn't warrant his full attention.
"Sorry."
"Don't be sorry, just get it together. One of these days you're gonna have to stand on your own; I'm not going to be there to hold your hand for the rest of your life."
"Sorry." I deadpanned again drawing his attention as we tooled down the freeway in his Lexus. Usually I wilted in his presence, but absence made the heart not give a shit at this point.
"STOP APOLOGIZING FOR EVERYTHING!! I'M JUST TRYING TO MAKE YOU A RESPONSIBLE ADULT SON!!"
I threw up in my mouth a little at that happy horseshit. I considered clocking him, but averted my eyes looking out of the passenger side window instead. I could feel his eyes stabbing into me but didn't, particularly care.
"You got a job?"
"Working on it."
"So what; you planning on living off me and your mother for the rest of your life, huh?"
"Going to college next month." I wasn't fazed knowing he was still working me.
"Community college, that ain't no real schooling; what're you taking up?"
"Film and writing; basically entertainment. I want to be a director someday." He started chuckling halfway through my explanation which was no surprise at this point in my life. My phone buzzed with an incoming message thankfully taking him out of the equation as I found some emoji filled messages from Yoli. I happily texted back telling her she was the best part of my emerging day.
"NOW THAT'S JUST DAMN RUDE!"
"Huh?"
"TEXTING WHILE I'M TALKING TO YOU!! Put that goddam phone away boy! That's the problem with you kids today; you just live up in them things! You gotta get out in the world and find your destiny!"
"Destiny?" That was a new one; I had to catch myself from chuckling.
"Doing what you were meant to do; geez, don't you know anything? I already had two trades under my belt when I was your age boy. What's playing with some old video gonna do, huh? That shit gonna put food on the table, a roof over your head and clothes on your back, boy?"
"Of course."
"Think you know everything, don't you?"
"I don't know how to answer that without getting some more of your infinite wisdom in return sir. All I can say is that I'm going to school and uh, working on passive streams of income. In this day and age, I want to be my own boss because its not the same as it was in your day and age. Can't you understand my point of view dad?"
I decided to be real in that moment. Just wanted to give him a chance to rise to the occasion if only for the briefest of moments.
"Let me tell you something; you will never know more than me. I was lucky to make a life here thirty years ago and the least you can do is appreciate what I've built instead of laying up on your ass. Are you gonna be ready when it's time for you to hit these streets out here? You're stupid, and you better find a way to get it together or you're gonna end up being a goddam bum!"
"Thanks father." I replied mutely catching all the feels as we hit the off ramp.
"Your mother tells me you got yourself a little girlfriend; wants me to talk to you about that shit. All we 're trying to say is make sure you strap up because we ain't taking care of no fuggily grandkids. Uh, so how fat is she, huh boy?"
"Oh you're gonna find out dad." This earned a slap to the back of my head, but I continued texting up a recent convert as we pulled up to my uncle's two story McMansion.
Truth be told beside my antagonistic relationship with my father; it was especially problematic dealing with his side of the family as well. Most of my dad's side of the family skewed much older than me with the relatives in my age group regularly demonstrating a practiced indifference that stretched over a decade.
After my parents divorce, my father had become a paycheck parent essentially sending child support and little else. That being said, our interactions with one another felt strained, forced, and uncomfortable on an infinite level. He blew up the marriage and his family was still unaware of this resulting in the aforementioned treatment. It made me feel like an illegitimate child honestly speaking.
The occasion for todays trip to my uncle's abode was the recent acceptance of his second oldest son to an ivy league school. Might I mention this was his second set of kids with a third and much younger wife. The first bowed out without a word or even a "Dear John" letter. The second had a side dude and cleaned out most of his saving accounts before he barely lost his home.
The final was a "fixer upper" with tired, wretched features and a thick body with massive anchor shaped hips with a densely packed butt. They'd been together long enough but I suspected she just tolerated him for the security and comfort. Whenever I visited with my dad, my eyes would linger on her butt out of view of everyone else. Her tired slightly freckled face brought her visual stock way down.
Today my father's side of the family was out in full force. He lived inside a gated community at the top of a cul-de-sac in this two story colonial home. The connected two car garage and long driveway were stuffed with vehicles along with some cars in front of neighbor's homes.



"Don't embarrass me."
My father warned before we got out of the car. My uncle Grady was in his early seventies and quite well off financially speaking. I guess my dad thought he was going to get some off that cheddar once he croaked, so he usually brown nosed much to my chagrin.
"GODDAMMIT, I'M GONNA REPORT THIS TO THE HOMEOWNERS COMMITTEE, ESTHER!!" The first thing we saw after exiting the car was some white guy complaining to my uncle's very understanding third wife. Esther was the problem solver because my sedentary uncle couldn't be bothered.
"Yes I understand Mr. McCarthy; you're well within your rights and maybe we should've notified you that family were coming over this afternoon. I get it, you're absolutely right to report your concerns, but even if you do, I would still like to compensate you for the inconvenience."
"THIS IS AGAINST THE RULES AND-oh, compensate?"
"Yeah, what else can I do Kevin? I don't want any bad blood between us and maybe you could use a little extra pocket change in the interim. Do you have cash app, or some other method of receiving instant funds. I want to make sure you're paid before I return to my guests." After that, the neighbor seemed placated as they huddled close together further conversation now little more than mumbling.
"Damn dad, guess auntie got a handle on it, huh?"
I turned finding myself abandoned on the sidewalk in front of Uncle Grady's home. I folded my arms feeling the abandonment knowing he was probably already brown nosing my uncle.
I glanced back towards my aunt getting an eyeful of her figure from the back. She was a southern girl transplanted from Oklahoma proper retaining her thick southern accent. The way she spoke was uniquely disarming while her facial features skewed comparison wise towards this singer named Macy Gray. From her shoulders to her lower back, her figure was a perfect rectangle, but below that was this really thick, floppy looking butt.
It was a perfect heart shape longer than it should be with a visible crease where it met her thighs. Esther was wearing these skin tight, distressed knee length jeans. I kid you not, the way those jeans were stuffed reminded me of sausage casings. That oversized inverted heart looked almost fake as Esther regarded me.
"How long you been there?" She asked with a gregarious welcoming smile.
I couldn't help but focus on the smattering of freckles covering her nose and cheeks. My irritated mother sometimes called them blackheads after my dad had been caught staring at a rare joint family function.
"Long enough to see you bribe the racism out of that guy."
"Kevin's not that way; so, your father's already back there skinning and grinning up in my husband's face, huh?"
Esther was wearing this paisley halter, the kind that looked like a bandanna tied around her torso. Her boobs were nice from a clothed standpoint, but I wondered if they sagged underneath. She was a bit under half of Uncle Grady's age at forty seven.
"You know it."
"Come on, let's get you a plate." Esther gave me a look that hinted of her awareness that I was possibly checking her out. She draped an arm around my shoulder walking us between the parked cars in her driveway towards the elongated backyard at the rear of the house.
"Aren't you in college already?"
"Some classes next month; uhm, taking film and writing." I half mumbled.
"OH, YOU'RE GONNA BE RICH ONE DAY, HUH?!!" Esther gave me a little squeeze of affirmation that wiped out my dad's hard work during the trip to her home.
"I hope."
"You're gonna make it; don't doubt yourself. So tell me, you gotta girlfriend?"
"Several."
Esther chuckled as we entered the packed backyard finding my Uncle Grady holding court in the center of the yard surrounded by a number of hopefuls including my father who stood behind his lawn chair. He was, indeed, skinning and grinning at this backyard barbecue.
My cousin Tommy the guest of honor, no showed his own party. It was explained he was across country on some bonding trip with his future teammates on the basketball team.
Some of my relatives grumbled that he was separating from the family because he was going to be in the NBA. Other than some light chatting with a few of the older people there, I was persona non gratis with my peers. I repeatedly got looks of indifference and even mild annoyance prompting me to take an available seat at my uncle's table.
"Hey boy, how you doing?" Stevie Wonder's "AS" was blasting in the background as I leaned over shaking his big mitt-like hand. My uncle loved the oldies and had good musical tastes.
"I'm good, just having a nice summer."
"Don't you think you should be working instead of mooching off your folks? The first thing I instilled in my boys Randy and Sean were self-sufficiency and purpose. They both already own homes, Sean got a nice looking wife with some big legs and done gifted me some nice grandbabies. Randy just got promoted down at the bank, you should see his woman too, big ones like melons. Tommy gotta beat them off with a stick because he light skinned. Your dad tells me you got some fat little thang calling her your woman and such. Better use protection cause your mamma ain't gonna let you lay up in that house with a pregnant jump off."
"Thank you sir." I looked across the table at my dad's face finding it devoid of emotion.
"You stop riding your nephew and eat up some of this good cooking." Esther appeared setting a stuffed plate down before her husband with another which she put in front of me.
"What I tell you about meddling in men's business?"
"I don't recall, but you kin tell it to me tonight before you sleep on that there couch in the living room." Esther offset his power play with a tug of his snow white beard and an extended peck on the cheek that left my uncle smiling.
"We gonna talk about it before I sleep on that there couch; for a real long time Esther girl." He retorted.
"Oh you gonna take more than one blue pill?" There wasn't a hint of attitude or anger in her voice still jovial and inviting to the ear.
"Gone git up outta here; don't you got someplace to be with those little friends of yours?"
"I'm a moving poppa."
Uncle Grady gave her big, elongated butt a loud, wet smack from his palm that made it jiggle a little as his sycophants around the table chortled and jeered. Most of our eyes followed the sway of those buttocks as she walked back towards the house.
"Every time she leave, I remember why I married her." The table sans myself burst into uproarious laughter.
My gaze drifted down focusing on the plate in front of me with some ribs, hotlinks and generous helpings of potato salad offset by a chunk of baked mac & cheese. To the others sitting there I probably looked like a homeless person unfairly allowed a place at my uncle's table. Their conversation went the way of the dinosaur becoming indecipherable gibberish as I fished out my phone watching some videos online. Actually I was bristling at my father's continued betrayal feeling he'd stepped way out of line to continue currying my uncle's favor. I found that I couldn't look him in the face.
"BOY!"
"Uhm, yeah dad?" He was sitting there glowering as I realized my uncle spoke to me.
I looked around the table finding a number of my relatives watching our interaction. I glanced to my right finding this dark-skinned woman sitting there with a baby eating some carrot sticks from her plate. Uncle Grady looked beyond pissed.
"Hey, you know how rude it is to sit at a table with people looking at your phone?" I leaned back in my chair looking from the phone to his face.
"You're absolutely right Uncle Grady." I pushed out from the table stalking off through the crowded yard.
More relatives and their peers arrived since I had a seat. About a good seven feet out, I glanced back finding my dad in the process of standing up at the table. The look on his face told me he meant business and I wasn't having none of that nonsense. I lost myself in the people wondering if some of them even knew whose house this was. I actually squatted down watching my father walking about looking for me getting near one of the cars parked on the other side of the yard.
"Fuck that noise."
I went to the opposite side of Uncle Grady's house finding this narrow walkway between it and the two car garage. Leaning into the edge of the house I peered back finding my father angrily walking back to the table finding his chair taken by someone else. My uncle was playing with a small child, bouncing the kid on his lap. Dad probably thought he could get it in with me on the drive back to my house. I resolved to get out of there pulling up my Uber account. My signal was bad on this side of the two story home as I was distracted by some chattering at my back.
Three boys ranging in age from twelve to one chubby kid who looked fifteen were loitering around a cinderblock with one standing on it. I recognized the kid standing on the cinderblock with his fingertips digging into the windowsill. It looked as if he were trying to climb into the window. This kid was one of the children of that dark skinned sister who'd been sitting beside me. All of them looked excited and preoccupied failing to notice me standing there. I definitely wasn't hiding, but they were laser focused on whatever was inside the window as I inched over behind all three of them.
"He's always out showing his butt and I'm getting tired of that noise! Yeah, he's always got people over here with these dumbass parties and by gawd Lucy; I got one foot out the door and the other one on a fucking banana peel! Yeah well, he ain't got nothing for me in that there will of his, and I got my name on some of them there insurance policies!! I make my own damn money; he don't give me nothing outside of that cocktail weenie between his legs once a month!"
The thick as molasses southern drawl of my auntie Esther was unmistakable as I got up on my tip toes peering into the window.
I got way more than I bargained for staring directly at Esther's big, floppy elongated buttocks in a pair of bikini briefs with a paisley print. I guess that was her thing noticing the ridiculous nature of the large, inverted heart shape of her cheeks. Her age was evident in the patterns of visible stretchmarks at her lower back also framing her overly wide hips and cheeks. I noticed a few freckles on that incredible rear that kind of blended into her orangish, auburn skin tone. Esther was somewhere in the middle between a yellow bone and redbone.
I figured she was getting darker as she aged like a lot of lighter sisters tended to do. Esther looked like she'd just got out of the shower talking on her phone while holding a towel over her breasts. Her figure was a perfect hourglass outside of her butt which looked like it had been removed from her back inflated two or three times and reattached. I got out my phone filming the aspiring peeping toms, before flicking my middle finger against the noggin of their ring leader.
"What're you doing Mike?" He whispered looking at the partner in crime to his right.
"No boys, I'm doing all the shit." I still had my phone out filming as all three flinched eventually facing me in that narrow walkway.
"WE WASN'T DOING NOTHIN!" The chubby kid blurted out earning an angry shove from his friends. I kept filming the exchange looking between their faces.
"Cut it out boys; I got all this shit on camera so I know what you were doing. Look I know what it's like at your age with hormones and everything but unfortunately it's a different time right now. You can't do stuff like that anymore without consequences. You wanna be locked up on some nonsense, huh?"
"NO!" All three replied in unison, heads hung low.
"I'm gonna hold on to this so don't get no ideas about snitching me out, because your mammas could find out real easy. You guys wanna test that out right now, huh?"
"No sir, please don't snitch on us." Little Mike commented while one kid glared obviously furious that he hadn't been afforded the opportunity to peep.
"You're not old enough for this to be considered snitching ; beat your feet boys." Two of them ran around the side of the house into the thick crowd, while little Mike lingered.
"Aw you know you gonna peek too, you ain't fooling nobody."
"So, I'm just snitching on you instead of keeping it a buck between us, right? There's like a whole table full of old ladies around the corner; how would you like them to see what you were doing to Uncle Grady's wife?"
"I'm going." He kicked a rock turning the corner bristling. I chuckled as I was about to delete the footage.
"How long have you been there?" The hair on the back of my neck stood up at the motherly sound of Esther's voice.
I glanced over my shoulder finding her upper half hanging out of the window grinning at me like I was caught in the act. She'd taken the time to wrap a red silk robe around her body, but one of her boobs was visible in its entirety. Esther had a really nice medium sized areola topped with a thick nipple. She followed the trajectory of my gaze covering up appropriately. I felt like my goose was cooked.
"It's not what it looks like auntie."
"OH REALLY?!" She was amused resting her chin on her elbow still grinning at the anxious expression on my face.
"Yeah uhm, you see these kids were back here peeking at you after you got out of the shower and uh, I stopped them. Uh, I got it filmed, I-mean I got those little perverts on camera doing it. Don't worry though, I got rid of them and everything."
I was stammering because Esther was one of those women who had a complete poker face despite whatever was going on in their heads. I recalled family gossip of her stomping out Uncle Grady's wife number two for the audacity to show up on his doorstep with her suitcase. Supposedly she even finessed the sheriff's department out of arresting her that day.
Now, she was leaning out of her bedroom window staring at me with a smile that reminded me of a gator.
"I knew I shouldn't have taken the air conditioning unit out of this here window. I want you to be real with me or there's gonna be consequences. What did you hear just now?" Her tone didn't change a lick, but I got her meaning.
"I guess you mad at Uncle Grady."
"...and?"
"Uhm, one foot out the door, and the other uh, on a banana peel, Auntie Esther?" I framed my answer like a question trying to soften the blow as I played back her conversation in my head finding the forbidden nuances inset. My eyes flashed unwittingly the revelation of a possible motive for her marriage to my uncle.
"Damn boy, I knew I shouldn't have taken this air conditioner out of the fucking window. Come over here, I wanna talk to you for a minute." She beckoned me towards her with a curved pointer finger, still smiling.
"Hold that thought." I backed away a few steps peering around the corner at the backyard. That little shit Mike was blabbing to my dad pointing in my direction. My father stood up looking pissed as Mike tugged at his wrist.
"OH SHIT!" I withdrew bolting down the narrow space between the house and garage. I would've cleared the window but Esther reached out snagging my collar.
"HOLD UP, WE'RE TALKING!" She was more forceful in tone this time.
"DAD'S COMING; HE'S GONNA BEAT MY ASS!!" I was in full blown panic, but Esther redoubled her grip getting a handful of my t-shirt until my navel was exposed.
"GET UP IN THIS HERE WINDOW, HURRY!!" She ordered, looking worried as well.
"BUT?!!"
"SHUT YOUR HOLE AND DO AS I SAY BOY!!" I had to follow her direction or risk running off leaving my torn shirt in her hands.
That would make for an interesting situation with my already pissed off father and everyone else if Esther walked up out of the house with the ripped up garment in hand. I hopped up on that cinderblock below her window finding it a bit wobbly under my weight. Esther accommodating as ever leaned over grabbing the back of my jeans mid-hop as I did a vertical jump.
Things went loopy for a second as I faceplanted inside the window onto my head. Esther was partially responsible stronger than she appeared quickly yanking the rest of my body inside the window. She bodied me over to the side as I flopped down on the hardwood floor. I crumpled into a ball looking right up into the underside of her inflated buttocks, stretchmarks, freckles, and all.
"OH HELLO THERE; SOMEBODY IS LOOKING ALL TENSE AND EVERYTHING!!"
"Hey Esther; you wouldn't happen to have seen my son back up around here?" My father sounded gassed but changed his tone upon addressing my uncle's wife.
Esther's butt got bigger from my perspective as she leaned further outside the window talking with my dad.
"Well I don't rightly know if I should speak on it considering how surly you're looking right now. You intend on laying hands on that son of yours, eh?"
"Come on Esther; you know how it is with these damn kids these days. They get a little height on you and suddenly they're mouthing off. We just gotta have a talk is all, Esther. You see my boy, huh?" I was scared to death knowing she could toss me to the proverbial sharks if she wanted.
"You gonna whup him?" There was a long pause.
"Well, I'm gonna go on back to the yard there and hang with Grady." My dad folded not wanting to create bad blood with Esther.
"Hey, I tell you what; I'll find him and uhm, bring him back to his house for you. You two need some time to cool off; I hate seeing such a fine strapping man all a flustered and everything."
"Oh that's alright, I can take him home."
"I insist, besides maybe he needs some space and maybe you do too; I talk with Grady about things like this a lot, you know what I'm saying, huh?" Another long pause followed as strains of "Don't You Forget It" by Glenn Lewis wafted through the air intermingled with muffled chatter and laughter coming from the backyard.
"Well thank you very kindly Esther." My father's own southern twang was noticeable in that tiny instant. He'd worked decades to submerge it, but it popped up when he was overly emotional. I started to move, but Esther nudged me with her bare foot.
"Think nothing of it, now get on back there and enjoy yourself!" Her tone was glib throughout their exchange.
Esther remained propped up in the window likely watching my dad walk off while I lay there unavoidably admiring the decadent bulge of her cheeks eating up those paisley printed panties. My gaze drifted upward finding her staring down at me aware of my actions. She stepped directly over my chest walking across the room to her bedroom door locking it before turning to me. I recovered standing up noticing the deadbolt on the door while her hand was still on the knob.
"Uhm, thanks." I averted my gaze scratching the back of my head as she walked over doing a tight circular path around me that made it appear she was checking me out. Esther stopped in front of me tightening the sash on her robe with a smile.
"So, you eavesdropped on my conversation, huh?"
"Uh, didn't mean to; I was trying to get away from my dad, obviously. Hey, it's no big deal because I didn't really hear anything."
"But you heard enough youngster and that means we got us a situation here."
"Nuh no auntie; we ain't got no situation here ma'am." I felt like running from the room, but the door was deadbolted.
"You know what I used to do for a living?"
"You don't have to tell me." I begged off as she played with the sash on her robe.
"I kind of worked in corporate mediation, do you know what that is, huh?"
"Sort of ma'am."
"Basically I was a fixer of problems no matter how bad up until I forgot to dot an I and cross a T, kiddo. So, my upper level five figure salary went into that there wood chipper. You'd be surprised what you'd do to keep up a standard of living you'd become accustomed to, ain't that right?"



"I guess."
"Hey, I wanna let you in on a secret right here, right now and all. It's not something you can say no to since you're already kind of in my particular bag as it were boy."
"I ain't going nowhere, you've got me Esther." There was no way I was going to get off this crazy train until the conductor let me off. I was going to hear this suddenly darker woman out one way or another.
"Grady's first wife left him for a boy toy; some young man not much older than yourself with a huge pecker all those years ago. In fact since he was all dick and no brain, the poor man child was left out in the cold when she suddenly died in an industrial accident. Since he wasn't legally married to her, the settlement and extra life insurance money went to good ole Grady out there in the backyard. That's the real reason he's so rich."
"Not to hear him tell it, ma'am." I was blown away.
"He'd have burnt through it all if I didn't have ahold of his wallet. I'll have you know we met at a hotel party over there in Houston; I was kind of the entertainment with some acquaintances. Well a girl's gotta pay the bills and he was one of those big ole tippers thinking his money made him a big shot. I'll just say he was funny and able to keep it up until I got mine initially. We just sort of fit together, but that don't make him no less an asshole. It's been real hard dealing with his undeserved ego lately."
"Auntie, I'd never tell anyone about this right here; I understand how you feel so there's no problem."
"I beg to differ; let me hip you to the art of the deal."
"Okay." Esther took a few steps backward pulling the shade down over the open window.
"In order for one of these under the table agreements to hold sufficient water, both parties have to be in total agreement each with somethin to lose."
"I don't understand."
That was a lie because I wanted to lull her into a false sense of security and get some wiggle room out of this situation if possible. Esther was about to make the hard sell, and I found myself unable to stop checking out her hourglass figure, especially those stupidly wide hips.
"Drop your pants."
"HUH-WHAT?!!"
"Get your britches down right now, underwear too. Don't make me ask a second time or the least of your worries is gonna be an ass whipping by your butt kissing old man."
We sort of went into this slow burn staring at one another. Esther's expression was devoid of emotion one way or the other as I pondered what this older woman of forty seven was like at my age. I went with ripping the band-aid off style unbuckling and shoving my jeans and briefs down midthigh. Esther motioned with her finger wanting me to pushed them down further to my knees as she picked her iPhone up off a nearby dresser. It was just after the middle of the day but she had the lights on brightly illuminating her bedroom. She pointed it at my exposed business getting some camera footage for a few seconds.
"Alright that's good for starters. Now you go on and bend over that there bed."
"WHY?!!"
"Bend over." Her voice was ice cold.
Despite my reservations, I followed her directions flattening my palms on the mattress. This room was very cozy furnished with an eye towards her southern roots. The bed itself was vintage with a fence like headboard that gleamed in the afternoon sunlight. Several country styled comforters covered the bed with top looking like a homemade patchwork quilt. Behind me just adjacent to the alcove to her door was a sliding doors closet. I heard Esther slide the door open and reach inside the closet. Part of me was considering fisticuffs if she were going to try to peg me or something.
"OW, HEY!!" A thick black belt collided with my bare ass in an audible slap. I flopped out face first turning to find Esther doubling it over her fist staring at me brow furrowed.
"Get on back up here for one more; I gotta put some respect on your daddy's name."
"Are you kidding?!"
"Get back up here or you gonna get a whole ass whipping from me boy." I received another swat from the belt which accidentally scraped my balls. Esther casually returned the belt to its hanger as I rolled around on her bed getting my bearings. I started pulling up my pants when she grabbed her phone again.
"Who told you to pull them pants back up?"
"You ain't finished whupping me for dad?!" My legs felt rubbery as she processed my answer.
"Hey youngster we ain't a finished negotiating; I'm gonna tell you what the blonde bitch who messed up my career told me kiddo."
"What's that?"
"My old job was to break people; I was the fixer until a fucking Karen popped up in my life. You could say I've learned my lesson well, so now I'm writing your story for my own self preservation should I get busted."
"A fucking Karen?"
"That was her goddamn name; come over here with me boy." I yanked up on my pants following her around the bed where I discovered a draw string hanging from the ceiling. It was obvious Esther wanted me to pull down on it. A really narrow attic staircase was revealed as she explained.
"So, this is how things are gonna go; me and you been having an affair for a little while. We're real good ole fuck buddies and you're madly in love with me, uh because I'm the most beautiful older woman you've ever seen. Yup, that's what we'll do about this situation, kiddo."
"I don't follow."
"Get up them stairs and find out."
The attic stairs were real narrow like some drawbridge coming out of the ceiling from a door I never would've noticed in a million years. I was apprehensive but figured this might be an opportunity to stick it to my uncle judging from Esther's words. Charity Gilbert could've learned a thing or two about covert malevolence from this woman. I would never look at her the same way again as I reached the top of the stairs.
"GET ON IN THERE!!" Esther's foot collided with my butt sending me stumbling inside the small attic.
There was this large grey bean bag bed in the middle of the floor. I faceplanted on top if it finding it work to turn over facing the attic draw door as Esther pulled it up sealing us inside. The drawstring retracted up into the room hanging level with her head. My eyes caught those big, luscious cheeks bulging out from the hem of her short red robe.
It was sort of a faux kimono with a Chinese dragon and some other illustrations on its surface as she glanced down at me. We were sequestered at the very top of Uncle Grady's home alone together for obvious reasons. "DANGER" by Erykah Badu was playing in the backyard intermingled with ambient guest chatter as Esther undid the sash on her robe letting it drop to her feet.
"Last year your uncle got it in his head that I was stepping out on him; some of his idiot friends put that notion in his fucking head. Your fine upstanding uncle had the audacity to have the place bugged trying to catch me with some shit he got off amazon. Maybe it would've worked if he remembered I handle all the bills around here. So, he ended up sleeping on the couch for three months and you know what?"
"What?"
"It didn't change shit; so I got this attic in fair trade for letting him back into our marital bed. You're just looking at one part of my private sanctuary boy. Oh, and obviously I entertain up here because it's the most secure place in this house to fuck without being interrupted."
Esther slightly bent at the waist drawing those panties down with some effort because of the nature of her huge backside eventually getting a shapely leg free followed by the other. She tossed the panties in my lap standing there giving me a look at her in the buff.
Those country genes were apparent in her five seven height and exaggerated bottom heavy hourglass figure. In fact her butt was so big you could quite literally see it from the front in that her hips were almost the perfect halves of a circle on either side of her body. Esther was meaty and thick in the biceps while her legs were giant drumsticks of inviting flesh. Those prominent stretchmarks spoke to her age more than any weight issues telling a story of her history concentrated at her underarms, hips with some lines on her knees as well.
Her stomach was mostly flat but had a kind of sunken in look with a slight muffin top at a cinched former wasp waist. Everything came back to that ass which had the side effect of making her legs look shorter than they were. I was obsessively a hips, legs and ass man to a fault but noticed her full breasts which while slightly sagging, were a good D-Cup or more. My cock was standing up at attention ready for some serious action. I hadn't zipped up making my opinion of Esther's body apparent.
"You like looking at an old woman, huh boy? Like what you're looking at? I'm thinking you're understanding the opportunity right here in front of you; now tell me I'm wrong." Instead of answering, I slipped out of my t-shirt followed by the jeans and boxer briefs becoming nude other than my socks.
"Don't look so happy, I'm gonna keep you locked up in here until I gets my fill of you."
Esther squatted at the edge of the big circular floor bed getting on all fours beside me. She crawled forward until my head was adjacent to her butt. My heart thumped in my chest in a way that it hadn't since my time in a toxic clique. I hated myself for that getting behind Esther on my knees.
From this vantage point, her big butt resembled this huge, elongated teardrop shape. Saddlebag hips to the extreme with a pronounced rubbery jiggle. I traced a finger along the stretchmarks finding the pattern enticing on an ass bigger than my chest and arms together. The heavy weighted jiggle was real as I spread Esther apart finding a meaty looking half peach staring me in the face. She was lightly shaved downstairs and damp inside as I pushed a thumb inside.
"So, you gonna make this official, or what?"
I went balls deep on a dime with impunity. That first thrust was epic in that a hard motion ripple ran across the surface of her big floppy ass. Conscious thought was not present, just raw instinct as I started clapping those huge now watery cheeks no fucks given. That wild jiggle was all over the place completely exposing the bottom heavy mature who was starting to moan, shake and bump her derriere into my thrusts.
Fingers clawed into the doughy love handles at her waist for leverage as I grunted inching forward until we were wedged tightly. My mindset was shoving my cock inside on a sexual kamikaze mission. Esther was puffed up internally, sort of loose but sopping wet. She twisted at the waist putting some exquisite pressure on my shaft, then popped the opposite way suddenly.
"Sure you ain't got no girlfriend boy?"
"Girlfriends Esther." I reiterated using my prick to follow her wagging hips mimicking the circular motions of her big jiggly butt.
It seemed like she was trying to buck me off, but I got up into a crouching squat pushing down until Esther arched her lower back. We were now going at it bulldog style with my balls slapping into her cunt. The forty something's face was scrunched up multiple furrows on her brow, eyes tightly shut, mouth hanging open as I topped the shit out of Esther's middle aged cunt.
Whether she knew it or not, Esther was giving me exactly what I needed. Those pronounced motion ripples were radiating outward from my stabbing thrusts as I shanked her pussy. My efforts were having an effect as that pear shaped monstrosity waved back and forth horizontally. I pulled out quickly.
"You're busting your load already?"
"I wanna see your face auntie." She looked legitimately shocked as I rolled her on her back burying my face between her thighs. There was no way Esther was expecting that as I decided to do my best to hit her with a sexual shock and awe.
"OH, OH NOW BOY; WHAT'RE YOU DOING DOWN THERE IN MY PIE?!! YOU GOING TO A PIE EATING CONTEST?!!" Esther's abdomen was trembling as I hooked her legs over my shoulders getting extremely sloppy with her cunt. My thumbs pried her aged labia apart exposing a prominent clit which I went after making Esther howl.
"DAMN BOY, YOU ARE EXCEPTIONAL AT EATING CAT!! MAKE SURE YOU CLEAN THE PLATE!! AW, AH SHIT!!" she groaned and flopped about as my mouth wedged tightly against her opening, tongue roaming all over claiming this sexy bottom heavy mature as my own for the afternoon.
"UNG!! UH, FUCK!! UH SHIT!! YOU GOT ME CREAMING ALL OVER THE FUCKING PLACE!!" Her thighs clamped around my ears forcing me to laboriously part them not without some serious exertion on my part.
I quickly slid up to her face shoving my tongue in her mouth with my deep plunging prick simultaneously. Her big drumstick legs were captured between my biceps as I pushed forward causing that big, loose badonkadunk to rise. My balls were tightly wedged and grinding down on her snatch. I was rolling my hips in a counter clockwise motion as she opened her eyes with a toothy grin. I went harder not pumping, just rolling my hips intensely as she managed a chortle.
"You trying to get a baby up outta me or something?"
"This is a once in a lifetime hookup; I want to enjoy everything since we're in business together. I'm gonna need something to jerk off to tonight when I'm in bed."
Esther snickered with one tear running from her left eye down a freckled cheek. She cupped my face working her hips in a counter clockwise motion. The symbiosis was amazing coupled with the taboo aspect of fucking my shitty uncle's obvious trophy wife.
"Can you give it to me right?"
"I'm sure as hell gonna try auntie." She bellowed as my balls bounced and trampolined her slit causing it to cream.
Esther's tits became a blur of motion swinging vertically as I used a collection of skills cultivated from all of the women I'd slept with up to Esther. We were definitely committing a cardinal sin of sorts. More of her essence was frothing up around our connection making her insides lathery.
"AH, AH OH!! UNG, UH FUCK!! YOU GETTING IT BOY!! YOU'RE TRYING TO MAKE IT YOURS, AREN'T YA?!!" Instead of answering, I gave Esther a full mouthed kiss nipping and sucking hard on her bottom lip. She wrenched her head away as I grabbed one of her tits in both hands vacuum sucking on the erect nipple. This made her yowl and shake uncontrollably as I repeated the action with her other boob.
"AH DAMN YOU'RE MAKING IT YOURS!!" Esther managed to reach up grabbing her ankles spreading her legs apart wider than you would've believed considering her build. Her limberness bordered on the supernatural as I pounded the stuffing out of her cunt getting these audible squelches that echoed off the walls.
Those gams were trembling uncontrollably forcing Esther to bring her legs together wrapping her arms around the back of her thighs. She hooked and interlocked her fingers in an upright fetal position. This made her cheeks bulge outward cradling the underside of my shaft as it battered her swollen puss.
I wasn't satisfied with this posture because it didn't give me enough access to her huge butt, so I turned Esther into a side reclining position raising her left leg high so that I could get in deep. This felt heavenly prompting me to trap that powerful left thigh in a bearhug sawing into her snatch. My balls ground into her inner right thigh while Esther held on for dear life. She eventually captured the back of her knee allowing me to maul her breasts pinching and rolling her nipples.
"GET YOUR ASS FACE DOWN AUNTIE!!" I was shivering with lust barely managing to get this bottom heavy mature face down in her own bean bag bed.
My fist was wrapped around the base of my endowment trying to hold it as we clumsily jostled into position. Both of us were drenched in perspiration which made it hard to maneuver on the ponderous circular mattress. Esther did her grand best faceplanting on her belly reaching back barely able to spread her those cheeks.
"GIVE IT TO ME BOY!!" Her voice was muffled by the mattress, half of her head hidden in its folds as I let go firing several gooey ropes across her huge watery derriere.
These weren't just any cum shots, but big pelvis throbbing bursts of liquid joy. I got off at least seven bursts glazing everything in sight before filling Esther's cavernous rear cleavage full of goo. She knew what I wanted, mashing those cheeks getting my spunk to web in that cleft before letting both halves slap together with a final ridiculous jiggle. I was on all fours staring at the lattice of jizz all over her backside enraptured. Esther was laying there on her belly looking as if she were sunbathing.
"Girlfriends, a lot of them, huh boy?" She chuckled.
"Well I'm gonna dump all of them because of this right here." My hand came down in a loud slap on her big ass making it jiggle and wobble for a few seconds.
"You trying to give me a big head?"
"Hell no, but I'll tell you one thing; I wished I'd filmed that shit for prosperity."
"Oh, now you talking about making sex tapes; sorry hon, I can't do that for obvious reasons." I was sitting Indian style adjacent to her butt resting a hand in the middle of the nearest cheek. My spread out digits looked miniscule against the swell of just one ass cheek.
"How big is this fucking thing Esther?"
"You wanna embarrass an old girl, don't you?"
"No, I want to know the actual size of this monster for real; you probably figured out I'm an ASS and LEG man; so if you actually know your size, can you share it with me?" Esther half turned peering inquisitively into my enraptured features. I returned her gaze but went back to watching the cheeks as she chuckled.
"Damn, you're serious."
"Yup."
"Well if you must know, I measure round about a good sixty two and one half inches; before you ask anything else that's 46-38-62 and a half inches. Sometimes, I miss the good old days when I was just forty eight inches, but the women in my family kinda blow up late in life, if you know what I mean kiddo."
"Damn you're exactly half an inch bigger than Thunda, but still not even close to Ms. WTF; I can't believe this shit." I'd zoned out still pinching and rubbing my spunk into Esther's buttocks. I felt like a kid on the beach making a sand castle as my mind started working a mile a minute.
"Hey, you're not thinking about making things weird between us, are you boy?"
"I just fucked my auntie; how much weirder can it get outside of that, huh? Yeah Esther, you said a deal isn't solid unless both of our under the table agreements hold sufficient water, both parties have to be in total agreement each with something to lose, right?" Esther turned on her side in a reclining Buddha position, curious.
"What are you going on about?" It was my turn to lay on my belly beside her as I explained.
"Insurance that I can't in any way fuck you over, and for you to have enough leverage to feel comfortable about this "marriage" to my Uncle Grady. Honestly, he gets on my nerves and this afternoon he pushed me to the limit with shitty talking points from my own brown nosing dad. Truth be told, I never would've snitched you out because I ain't got a dog in this fight Esther. But now I do and I wanna get something out of you."
"What's that?"
"First things first; I've been sort of making online porn for a while now, but recently stopped. Your husband and everybody else has been calling me a bum for living at home and I'm tired of that shit. Esther, I've got nearly four grand on a cash app card; and that's without even trying hard."
She surprised me by looking shocked at the confession as I rubbed the rounded swell of her hip giving it a little squeeze. Esther traced a single finger along my chin bringing me in for a kiss that made my youthful tumescence start to fatten. I rolled over retrieving my phone from my jeans bringing up the original pay site.
Esther was hesitant, but took the phone clicking on a clip of my inaugural video of Shawnee Thompson. From the sounds, I knew it was the extremely popular ass job clip. Esther rolled over on her belly beside me watching nibbling a nail.



"It's always the quiet ones; damn boy you're gonna give your parents heart attacks. I know your mom and she's probably gonna strip the flesh off in your hide."
"She ain't gonna do that to me for fucking my uncle's frustrated trophy wife?" I countered making Esther chuckle and kiss me more.
"Why're you showing me this?"
"Hold that thought, I wanna do a demonstration." I took the phone activating the camera on it alarming Esther who pulled away a bit. I reached over rubbing and squeezing her shoulders with as innocuous a look as I could fake.
"I can't make no sex tapes with you."
"Not asking you to Esther; this is a demonstration that doesn't involve anything other than your already waxed monster back here. Could you trust me not to fuck up; don't be like everyone else?"
"Well what're you gonna do?" I got on my knees scooting around until my endowment was staring her right in the face. I pointed the camera directly at her lower back and the upper swell of her ridiculous buttocks.
"See, the camera is obviously not on your face Esther." I was filming her badonkadunk capturing it from an upside down angle.
My position in front of her face necessitated I actually lean over the top of her head to get the shot I wanted. The crown of my member brushed against Esther's big lips. Not surprisingly, Esther started fellating me with an enticing suction even when I reared back phone in hand.
She kept it up while I rotated the shot getting what I wanted visually. The neck was slow and sensual, but good enough not to break contact while I uploaded the shot of her big jiggling waxed cheeks onto my original page. I put the phone down right beneath her chin enjoying the head for a few more minutes. Esther broke contact at the sight of her giant butt in a thumbnail on the sight.
"WHAT DID YOU DO JUST NOW BOY?!" I flopped down beside her using my finger to nudge the phone towards her cleavage.
"Watch what happens."
Both of us watched the clip rack up views like a slot machine as the comments section started blowing up with countless fans and simps begging for more. I didn't put the fifteen second clip behind a paywall, but simply entitled the video "TIP IF YOU WANT MORE" in a gamble. Within ten minutes the clip was north of sixty bucks speaking to its obvious popularity as Esther glanced over at me.
"I get it kiddo, but you know I don't need money."
"But I need you Esther; not right now, but sometime in the future so that I can get something that was taken from me. There's no way I would ever show your face, but I've got one hell of a creative idea if you decide to bless me with this goldmine." I emphasized my point by running my fingers across both expansive cheeks.
"Tell you what; I won't say no, but are we talking or fucking?" Outside "ASK OF YOU" by Raphael Saadiq played across the overcrowded backyard.
Esther rolled on top of me taking the lead but stopped peering down into my face before turning around facing my feet. This forty-something knew exactly what I wanted to see flattening her soles outside of my thighs. She rode me through two back to back orgasms reverse cowgirl with my nails digging into her succulent flesh the entire time.
We tried to squeeze into the small one person standup shower in her personal bathroom, but it proved futile partially because I couldn't stop groping her. Thus, I was left ruefully alone to wash up eventually finding Esther squatting on the toilet watching the progress of her clip on my phone as I emerged.
"Damn, it's still making money. That's so crazy because I'm not even doing anything, just laying there; nothing to see but my waist and butt; seems to be driving the boys crazy, huh?"
"That's why I wanted you to see my business model in action." Esther raised an eyebrow regarding me sort of irritated.
"The host site is getting most of the money off your work; you might as well build your own website." I was rubbing some of her lotion on my arms but internally chaffed at the resultant memory.
"I did; but it got snatched away from me." Esther leaned back on the toilet, now visibly pissed.
"Who done my favorite nephew wrong, and how'd you let something like that happen? I thought you were smart and everything?"
"Ah, I was tricked into it by someone acting like a friend; then all of a sudden I got axed out of the equation once it was done auntie. It's my fault for not paying attention, no doubt. I ain't got no paperwork that shows I even made the site because everything was paid under the table. The "owner" changed the administrative codes locking me out twenty-four hours after it launched."
Esther sat hunched over on the toilet assuming the thinker's pose still looking at the progress of her single clip on my phone.
"So, you want to build another site; is that what you're trying to do boy?"
"I uh, think." Esther straightened her back giving me a disparaging look before flushing away her pee wiping as I watched. She got up turning to the sink washing her hands as her big floppy donk rubbed against my business.
"When you know what you're doing; I'll help you set it up properly. Until then, you ain't doing nothing but playing with chump change."
"I already know that." I answered with more emotion than intended.
"Then why'd you get played, huh?" Esther emphasized her point by roughly pushing a washcloth into my chest as she passed. My eyes followed her chastely feeling like a fool for thinking I could manipulate her into my next star attraction.
"Sorry, you're right." I admitted crestfallen watching Esther bend over. She was already pulling her kimono styled robe tight around her body. My phone was still in her possession giving me the inclination Esther might delete her video clip.
"Hey boy?"
"Yeah?"
"That girl was real fucking pretty, huh?" I couldn't answer looking at my own bare feet against the minute black and white tiled floor of her bathroom.
When I found the courage to look at my Auntie Esther again, she'd discarded the robe crawling back onto the beanbag bed again with her "goldmine " staring me right in the face. She flopped out on her belly glancing over her shoulder waving my phone.
"Three hundred dollars' worth of tips means we gotta give the people what they want."
***********************************************************************************************************
My father predictably didn't contact me and I didn't expect a confrontation right away because my auntie had the forethought to give my mother a friendly call "apologizing" for the dustup between us.
My father was surreptitiously put on blast for his egregious actions during Uncle Grady's backyard get together. Of course my mother wasn't going to confront me about it because of her running acrimonious relationship with my dad post-divorce decades ago.
Mom would never guess what occurred between us for the whole of that afternoon and I was left with a glimmer of hope that I'd discovered a new star attraction, a living gimmick to draw more attention to a probable new website.
I went online later in the middle of the night shopping for a disguise should Auntie Esther change her mind. Even if she didn't, we'd already made a few video clips for my original pay site, one of which was blowing up along with that first teaser. The second five minute clip was a back shots affair with Esther's big floppy donk bouncing on my business until I added more spunk to it in spectacular fashion.
Both of us watched the views run up in similar fashion before getting it in until we were spent. The last two second long clips were being held back because I wanted to properly edit them if I got the okay. My camera bag sat in the closet since the drama with Vicky unfolded. Now, I was checking my equipment considering new horizons after I dished out some karma.
"Well, look at this happy horseshit right here." My fingers did the walking ending up on Carlie Kelly's page.
There was a new pic of her hugged up with Officer Johnson flashing a particularly shiny ring. The nigga was already married, so it appeared he was faking the funk with the impressionable girl. I couldn't stop focusing on her cheesing face in extreme closeup. I opened two more pages of women connected to the philandering officer.
"Guess this nigga trying to cover his bases." I found another pic of this dark skinned sister from the waist down modeling some skimpy white panties that looked really nice on her narrow dusky cheeks.
Curiosity piqued; I went to another picture finding the owner of that butt to be a severely ratchet looking horse faced chick. She was ugly enough to make me click away finding a different photo that spoke to my proclivities.
"Well son of the bitch." I started laughing my ass off at the next photo which was a very familiar sight. I had to keep it down because my mother was sleep down the corridor and our walls were somewhat paper thin.
The skimpy string bikini styled panties were canary yellow and basically ceremonial in nature because of the big smooth boulders masquerading as butt cheeks. Her rich dark skin contrasted perfectly with that bit of fabric as she laid across this hotel bed with a beige coverlet.
Even though her identity was obscured, I'd banged the shit out of her on a few occasions visible here from the bicep down to her thighs. Foremost in the pic was an expensive bracelet on her wrist catching the light. It seemed Officer Johnson was a simp in the worst way for Carlie and one Rashida Sikes.
"Bad girls."
I was chuckling clicking on a few more pics eventually finding a photo of both women kicking in front of a certain salon. I know it was after my last episode there as evidenced by the altered windows. Rashida and Carlie were striking a pose with their arms extended showing off the bracelet and ring collectively. There wasn't a hint of animosity between them as I recalled Carlie's shitty plan to gaslight her boyfriend after losing her cherry to our mutual acquaintance, Andre 13.5.
"Officer Johnson, we really need to get you in the game boy." I downloaded the photo of Carlie and Rashida kicking it while texting Charity Gilbert. It was an hour after midnight when my phone rang with her number.
"Don't you ever sleep?" She yawned into the phone.
"I know this is gonna sound crazy, but you've got a burner phone, right?"
"Who told you that nigga?!" Charity modified the volume of her voice midsentence half whispering into the phone.
"I just guessed bitch; I'm ready to cut the cord on some of these fuckers and don't you want your Mandingo, per our agreement, huh?"
"Oh wow, you've awakened me; what's up?"
"Officer Johnson is a motherfucking simp; you know that nigga been hooking his bitches up with swag, fucking diamond rings and like, a tiffany bracelet. What'd you and Phoebe get for those pics of your ass and tits?"
"ARE YOU FUCKING SERIOUS?!!" Charity clamped a hand over her mouth. I heard some frenzied movement on the other side of the line followed by incessant knocking at her bedroom door. The dragon had been awakened as the sledgehammer force of his fist rapping at her door increased.
"WHY THIS DOOR LOCKED; WHAT YOU DOING IN THERE CHARITY?!!" I was already busting up at the humor of Charity's situation with her father.
"SORRY DADDY MY PERIOD JUST CAME IN; CAN YOU GET ME SOME TAMPONS FROM THE BATHROOM?!!" Charity yelled back at her father as I doubled over holding my gut. This shit was making my stomach hurt.
There was this long pause as she pushed the deception further.
"DADDY I'M JUST BLEEDING ALL OVER THESE SHEETS, YOU WANNA COME IN AND SEE?!! I THINK WE'RE GONNA HAVE TO THROW THESE OUT BECAUSE OF ALL THE PERIOD BLOOD!!" She muted me because I was rolling on the floor at this point.
"Uh sorry baby girl; you can handle that without me. I'll get you some new sheets for your bed honey." All of the base was gone from his voice, sounding contrite at something he'd never wrap his head around.
"OKAY DADDY, I FOUND A PAD RIGHT HERE! DO YOU WANT ME TO PUT MY DIRTY PANTIES IN A PLASTIC BAG AND HANG IT OUTSIDE THE DOOR?!!"
"I'm going back to bed, just chuck them in the wash." Mr. Gilbert slunk away from her bedroom door defeated.
"Oh Charity, you're so savage."
"Fuck you, now tell me what's up with that shitty fuck boy Officer Johnson?"
"I guess he's got two main topflight bitches who rank way above you and Phoebe because he hooked them up, one got a bracelet and his number two, got a diamond ring Charity. So, I don't know, maybe he's got a list and you were naughty."
"What's so funny nigga?" I loved how she verbally went street when pissed.
"I'm just saying that I figured you might wanna start rolling that snowball down the hill, if you get my drift." Charity was quiet for a minute pondering the metaphorical handcuffs I'd just removed from her wrists.
"Restrictions?"
"If it gets back to me; you're going down with me and no Mandingo."
"You promised me Andre before I got involved in your shit."
"Okay you're right; so if you gotta burner phone I'll get right to work on delivering that dildo to you post haste Charity."
"I think I have one or two laying around; got my first because Jayson kept going through my iPhone after somebody snitched me out. How'd you know I had a burner phone?"
"Because you're a conniving bitch." I laughed as she mumbled something inaudible into the phone.
"Oh I wanna stick three fingers in your asshole and make you my puppet nigga." That was definitely not what I wanted to hear knowing she threatened me with a hand cupped over her mouth.
"Charity?"
"What?!"
"Can I have a titty pic?"
She hung up in my face as I continued laughing my ass off.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
*********************
Notes:
Charity Gilbert appears courtesy of "Hope, Charity & Faith" (Completed Series).



        Maximum Badonkadonk Ch. 12

        Breaking bad, and getting a ton of pussy in the process.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/maximum-badonkadonk-ch-12

Title: Maximum Badonkadonk Ch. 12

Author: mondotoken

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Breaking bad, and getting a ton of pussy in the process.

Tags: black women, filming, milking handjob, bigass, cheating, public sex, humiliation, big tits, anal sex, bbw

Series: Maximum Badonkadonk


(RECAP)
"Fuck you, now tell me what's up with that shitty fuck boy Officer Johnson?"
"I guess he's got two main topflight bitches who rank way above you and Phoebe because he hooked them up, one got a bracelet and his number two, got a diamond ring Charity. So, I don't know, maybe he's got a list and you were naughty."
"What's so funny nigga?" I loved how she verbally went street when pissed.
"I'm just saying that I figured you might wanna start rolling that snowball down the hill, if you get my drift." Charity was quiet for a minute pondering the metaphorical handcuffs I'd just removed from her wrists.
"Restrictions?"
"If it gets back to me; you're going down with me and no Mandingo."
"You promised me Andre before I got involved in your shit."
"Okay you're right; so if you gotta burner phone I'll get right to work on delivering that dildo to you post haste Charity."
"I think I have one or two laying around; got my first because Jayson kept going through my iPhone after somebody snitched me out. How'd you know I had a burner phone?"
"Because you're a conniving bitch." I laughed as she mumbled something inaudible into the phone.
"Oh I wanna stick three fingers in your asshole and make you my puppet nigga." That was definitely not what I wanted to hear knowing she threatened me with a hand cupped over her mouth.
"Charity?"
"What?!"
"Can I have a titty pic?"
She hung up in my face as I continued laughing my ass off.
*********************************************************************************************************
MAXIMUM BADONKADONK Chapter 12
Featuring:
Charity Gilbert-38F-29-39 (19 years old)
Phoebe -34DD-26-38 (28 years old)
Tressie Fisher-44EE-44-48 (23years old)
Andre 13.5
Guest Star: Esther-46-38-62 1/2 (47 years old)
Carlie Kelly-36C-25-36 (20 years old)
Cameo: Shawnee Thompson a.k.a Ms. WTF?!! (34A-32-??)
*********************************************************************************************************
"Wow, I guess Charity's motivated."
Almost eight hours after I took the cuffs off my "partner in crime" was running wild online as evidenced by several social media pages. In short the lesson was reinforced that you never underestimate a scorned woman in any capacity. I myself had recently taken that class and was now getting a refresher course as an observer.
Charity Gilbert started contacting Officer Johnson's myriad hookups and side chicks sowing the seeds of dissension with a razor sharp edge. I was bearing witness to a real life butterfly effect I'd weaponized by forwarding pics of the luxury jewelry gifted to Carlie Kelly and Rashida Sikes, respectively. Memes disparaging black men started popping up across several pages along with negative testimonials about the good Officer Johnson.
"Oh shit, it's getting real out on these streets." One humiliating pic posted on one female's page revealed a pair of Officer Johnson's tighty whities with a skidmark up the middle of its interior. It got me wondering why some woman would take a pic of that let alone save it for prosperity.
Before I could finish that thought another pic appeared revealing the officers feet sticking out from under the covers of some young ladies bed. One sock had been removed revealing some gnarly looking fungus on his toenails. There was an accompanying second long clip of the woman who favored Phylicia Rashad removing the single black sock before looking at the camera disgusted.
"Damn bruh, you need to hit up that Dr. Scholl's my nigga." It was passive revenge but felt invigorating none the less as I found another interesting clip.
My laptop screen was completely filled up with some sister's big, bubbled butt in a pair of ill-fitting booty shorts with the now universal phrase "DIVEST" emblazoned across the ass in the OLD SPORT cheerleading font.
This was a clip that saw the weird Muppet looking woman with a head full of dreads pluck down glowering in front of the camera producing a large pair of scissors. This disturbed female presented the scissors to the camera leaning back suddenly producing a sneaker.
It was one of the BIG BALLER brand, a single shoe of a pair easily worth 495.00. This woman identified by the simple screen name of Funkadelic Poppy began methodically cutting the toe off the shoe.
"My only regret is that your foot isn't in this fucking shoe."
I was shocked at the authoritative sound of her voice as she cut through the shoe holding the severed piece up in front of the camera. I surfed around finding more disparaging comments posted to the officer's main page most focused on pics that contained his wife. I found a link left by some anonymous woman identified only by a shit emoji.
"Aw damn bruh; say it ain't so."
That link led to a homemade sex tape that seemed to be filmed without the officer's consent. This humongous black woman that looked like something akin to Jabba the Hut was basically engulfing Officer Johnson in an abomination of cowgirl styled sex as he screamed reaching several octaves.
"I'M CUMMING BIG MAMMA!! I'M CUMMING SO HARD FOR YOU!!" I could make out his head, and arm and one foot under the generous folds of flab draped across her mountainous body. Big Mamma had this incredulous look on her face mouthing "WTF" to the hidden camera.
"Nigga you just put it in." I gathered this female wanted the sex tape to prove that she'd actually slept with him.
I almost dialed up Charity to gloat but thought better of it. I decided to let her continue wrecking online havoc with that fucker's life. She was probably having the time of her life as I closed the page checking my emails. Luckily, I found a notification from my community college beckoning me downtown for a critical meet and greet for prospective film students.
I got cleaned up and hit an Uber downtown arriving on campus thirty minutes later. On my way to the campus, I checked my original page finding that my auntie Esther's dual video clips were racking up views and even more coin. The comments section was stuffed to the gills with encouragement and various offers including one from a very persistent sheik inviting Esther to Dubai.
"Tips open lips." I typed three words and received five hundred bucks on my cash app five minutes later. That caught me off guard, so I logged out instead of continuing the unintended catfishing episode.
The city college was a series of two buildings on opposite ends of one downtown block adjacent to the elevated track which snaked through the heart of the congested area which was pretty much wall to wall people during rush hour and most of the day.
I was headed to the main black six story building which was the site of the original campus before an uptick in student enrollment necessitated the purchasing of an additional building around the corner with other classes situated in some surrounding office buildings. My car took us past the newer building which had a large gathering of people loitering outside it even though the summer classes were sparse.
I found myself people watching noticing quite a few honeys strolling up the sidewalk. I couldn't help but wonder what each looked like in their birthday suits feeling inherently ashamed of those thoughts when one or two would catch me looking from the car window. There was the thought that my recent activities had corrupted me in some way.
Ever since I'd met Erica Walton that fateful evening, I'd been on a slippery slope that led right to the now infamous Ms. One, who I suppose was my mortal enemy at this point. I chaffed inside as I got out of the Uber feeling that she'd probably forgotten me. Nuking Vicky Stone was her parting shot which left me devastated.
Despite the emotion elicited by those memories, I fought to shove them to the back of my mind as I walked into the main building getting directions from the concierge desk just inside the door. My actual classes would be taking place around the corner in the newer building which was mostly earmarked for the performing arts and some administrative offices on the top floor, but today I was headed to a second floor classroom for an orientation of sorts.
My phone chimed in my pocket as I walked the moderately packed corridor to a set of elevators at the end of it. There was a garbage can with a rounded top between the lifts with some sort of flyer attached regarding the film workshop I was taking.
As I got closer, I noticed the floor leading up to these elevators was littered with these flyers. I snagged one of the lime green pieces of paper perusing it as a bell sounded signaling the arrival of the lift. I was unprepared for the rush of people going in opposite directions finding myself literally swept up into the nearest car. Getting used to the deluge of people surging in was somewhat disorienting. I got my phone out finding some emoji texts from Yoli.
"Checking out some classes downtown." I'd got into the habit of texting her as if we were actually talking. Yoli would only respond back with emojis and I respected that remembering her insistence on getting better before we met again.
Yoli responded with a thinking emoji, then followed up with kissy face and love emojis. I smiled to myself glancing up finding my gaze resting on this big chunky butt in some thin pinstriped pants with this ridiculous visible panty line. The owner was some doughy looking redhead with a buzzcut who noticed me looking and placed a binder over the middle part of her squarish, clunky backside.
"Sorry." I whispered.
Luckily, the elevator opened at that moment sweeping both of us into this narrow corridor with an inordinately high ceiling stuffed with students, visitors, and faculty. It felt like visiting an alien world of sorts leagues different from the completely black high school I'd graduated from a little over a year ago.
I hadn't intended to take a year off before pursuing higher education, but it just worked out that way other than the occasional attempt by my wayward father to get me to enlist in the military. I nudged and bumped my way through the corridor eventually getting inside this classroom after having to present an ID to some teacher's assistant.
"Oh hello, my name is Steven and I'll be one of the instructors running the workshop next month." He was some thin guy who reminded me of Richard Belzer with a duck dynasty beard.
The mood was casual as evidenced by his light blue denim shirt, skinny jeans, and canvas sneakers. I introduced myself briefly before finding a seat near the back of the classroom which had this oblong rectangular floorplan. My prospective peers were disparate, a melting pot of students mostly Caucasian with the rest an even spread, racially speaking.
Each desk had a cheap paper folder on it with a number of handouts inside. I filled out a form or two for the workshop and one elective one sheet which asked some multiple choice questions as part of a social exercise. One of the questions asked what fictional character I felt like. My answer later struck Steven amused and curious.
"James "Sonny" Crocket, from Miami Vice?" He questioned from the front of the class drawing attention to me along with some laughter and one or two jeers.
"Uhm, yeah I guess."
"Care to explain?" He put me on the spot in front of everyone making me a bit anxious, but I answered the only way I could.
"Iman, Melody Griffith and Helen Bonham Carter." The class laughed sporadically at my answer with a few jeers aside as he pondered my answer.
"I'm afraid I don't follow."
"Serial Killer, Prostitute and Drug Addict." Half of the class responded to my answer in a loud verbal mixed bag of laughter and outraged peer commentary. I noticed a few girls in the class giving me the stink eye but it was an honest answer if nothing else as Steven quieted down the class with another question.
"Name a favorite movie, not Star Wars or any superhero stuff?"
"Easy, Conquest of the Planet of the Apes, not the remake, the seventies version with Roddy McDowell playing his own character's son, Caesar."
"Why?"
"Can't believe that movie got made; and by Fox Studios no less."
Some of the older people in the class got my answer while most of my peers age wise remained essentially clueless. Steven acknowledged my answer and fitting undertaking of the workshop which prompted other classmates to try mimicking my odd answers to little or no effect. My phone suddenly chimed really loud with a text message I thought was Yoli again, but I was wrong.
"Uhm, sorry." I apologized to the class as Steven question some befuddled looking female student.
Pleased with herself Charity Gilbert sent a number of updates on her progress completely doxing Officer Johnson. Her unchecked malevolence had grown in leaps and bounds apparently culminating in numerous dick pics and masturbation videos being posted on the same adult pay site I initially used.
She'd made a fake profile for the hapless officer under the moniker "Officer Dick" listing him as a gender fluid, totally bisexual public servant looking for the right fit "pussy or bussy" offering up his virgin butthole for the pronoun of his dreams. She'd gone as far as to make a logo at the top of the page depicting him sitting in a bathroom stall handling his soiled junk. A rainbow hovered above his head in a criminal use of filters.
"Alright it was nice meeting you all and we'll have you back first day of next month."
Steven ended the session with the masses predictably filing out like someone was pointing a weapon at them.
I remained seated chuckling to myself as people walked up the narrow aisle towards the door. There was some congestion in the aisle next to my seat and my phone was accidentally knocked out of my hands onto the grey carpet. I scrambled after it only to have it kicked one aisle over by exiting students. I ended up on my knees atop a desk chair stretching out to snag my android with the tips of my fingers.
"Oh I'll get that for you sir."
I was hanging off the seat looking up to find this woman sitting at the desk under which my phone sat. She appeared to be from the motherland, Ethiopian or maybe Somali. She had this big bushy afro under which sat a narrow attractive face with exquisite cheekbones devoid of unneeded makeup. Her eyes were round, striking, and prominent with a narrow nose and dark chocolate lips. She was wearing a black turtleneck, matching short jacket and some blue jeans. I nearly faceplanted but she pushed into my arm allowing me to right myself.
"Uh, thanks."
"Zoya Berhan, that is my name." She definitely had an accent as I told her my name while trying to scrape my phone off the floor. Zoya however beat me to it leaning over bent at the waist snapping up my phone with some considerable effort.
"Hey thanks uhm, Ms. Berhan." Instead of handing my phone back, she glanced at its face for a second too long making me fear the worst.
"OH, I AM GOING NOW!" Zoya got up moving faster than expected tossing my android onto the desktop like a thrown rock as she snatched up her bag. Officer Johnson was still depicted on the face of my phone handling his junk.
"IT'S NOT WHAT IT LOOKS LIKE!" Zoya wasn't having it scooting up the aisle like she was running from the plague.
I was given a backshot that made things even more tragic in hindsight as she was rocking a big heart shaped butt on par with the infamous Ms. One. Her VPL (Visible Panty Line) was just as razor sharp as the initial girl seen earlier in the lift. The glossy black jacket actually more of a swim shrug, accentuated the narrow wasp waist over a perfect inverted heart.
She wasn't more than five four in height and now I was probably a degenerate in her opinion. The pic of Officer Johnson was now an accidental screen shot created when my phone went underfoot of some unknown student. I quickly deleted the pic restoring my original wallpaper.
"Hey, do you have a minute?" Steven was leaning against the desk watching me the whole time.
"Uh yeah, I guess."
I was sure I was going to be kicked out of the workshop, but he actually wanted to give me the opportunity to work as a teacher's assistant for the program. Steven liked my quirky honest answers to his questions wanting to avoid the deluge of brown nosing and opportunistic females willing to up their grades in trade.
I was stoked.
***********************************************************************************************************
"Hey bitch you got my burner phone?"
"You don't even say hello? No good afternoon, no how're you doing today? You call me up at odd hours of the night demanding things with nothing in return and expect me to jump through hoops? And you had the audacity to ask me for a titty pic last night nigga."
"Stop using that word; it's unbecoming of a queen like yourself." I countered sitting in the back of an Uber traveling to my next destination.
"Don't blow smoke up my ass, you just want something else for nothing." Charity scoffed talking fairly loud.
"Dad's not home, huh?"
"How do you know that? ARE YOU OUTSIDE OF MY HOUSE?!!"
"Calm the fuck down; do I know where you live Charity?" There was a pause as she considered the question.
"Well, you're very resourceful." She hated admitting when she was wrong.
"Got my burner?"
"Yeah."
"Charity?"
"What?"
"Where's your daddy?"
"Why do you want to know that; you're not coming over here to fuck in my bed negro. I don't know what it is about you but you're so extra with it; stepping over boundaries and everything. Think I'm your sidekick or something, huh?"
"Where's your daddy Charity?" Another pause followed.
"SHOPPING!!" She answered through gritted teeth.
"Charity?"
"Daddy is out buying new sheets, drapes and intimates for me, fucking panties and other unmentionables with-!"
"Spit it out girl."
"HE'S OUT WITH THAT TRESSIE PERSON!!" I muted the phone busting up in the back of my Uber knowing she would hang up without me getting that burner phone.
"So, I'm not even asking, but are you free this afternoon?"
"Well, daddy didn't specifically tell me to stay here or anything; I was usually at work at this time. You know, I've still got the keys to that store at the mall? That place was a total rip-off fashion wise." I perked up in the backseat.
"Hey Charity; want your Mandingo today?" The driver raised an eyebrow, but I waved him off.
"HUH?!!
"But first we're gonna have to get you something nice to wear because that blue collar shit ain't making it babe. Want me to buy you an outfit Charity?"
"Is this a trick question?" She sounded truly apprehensive.
"So, where do you live?"
"You're not fucking in my bed."
"Charity."
"I mean it, you simply can't visit here because things aren't as simple as they might seem. Daddy is incorrigible when mismanaged and I've brought myself the slightest bit of breathable air from his draconian parenting. He doesn't care that I've graduated high school with honors, still maintain some workable connections in the academic community and absolutely bristles at the fact that I have to wait another year and a half to enter a decent college down state after my record is expunged."
Charity was rambling not realizing I had her on speaker the whole time.
"Charity?"
"Make no mistake about it, I'd love to teach you a lesson and fuck you unconscious; but it's just not feasible at this time. Oh, but you won't take no for an answer and I'll have my tits out in moments after your arrival. Even though you make love like an animal, I'll be left to fend for myself when daddy shows up to lay that razor strap across my butt. You'll abandon me to my fate and make some smart ass comment, won't you?"
"Charity, where the fuck do you live?"
"Uhm, promise me you won't come over and pin me down with your cock. I need assurances that you're not going to bend me over and pound my ass from the back; and definitely no anal sex today. I simply can't do that here in this house and uhm, well it's not feasible, for uhm, reasons."



"Are you gonna tell me or not?"
My driver was some brother named Walt a few years older than me. He'd been giving me some crazy looks through his rear view mirror while Charity rambled on and on about all the things she wasn't going to do. We both knew that Charity was talking out the side of her neck, but I imagined he was amused and a bit intrigued at her candid sexual talk.
"Promise."
"What?"
"Promise you won't fuck me in my house; I have to have insurances of your honor. I'm apprehensive that you might just do what you want and get me to have a nasty sex session with you. I mean, I really don't mind but Daddy has the tendency to pop up at the most inopportune moments.
"CHARITY!!"
"Yes?"
"I promise I won't fuck you in your house if you don't want me to, okay?"
"Okay." She answered sounding almost disappointed.
"Where the fuck do you live?"
She hesitated for another few minutes before mumbling her location probably thinking I was going to come over and do her anyway. Walt was grinning and snickering doing his best to remain professional as I altered my course on the app allowing him to change direction for Charity's house.
"Hey uh, mind if I ask you a question?" He asked once I was off the phone.
"Shoot."
"Is she uhm, a "but her face", or one of these uh, fatties? I ain't judging bro, but she sounds hella sedity with that fake white girl accent. Sorry, that's your female, I ain't trying to hate or nothing."
"Walt, she looks exactly like Gabrielle Union in the face; I shit you not; her body is smoking hot topped with these awesome fucking tits, big natural tits man." It was just guys in his car so I didn't mind a bit of locker room boorishness.
"The hell you say; I'm calling bullshit."
"Bet you double the cost of this ride." I challenged.
Thirty minutes later we were pulling up to a bungalow styled home bordered by some large hedges two houses over from a side street. Walt made the bet after some chiding. Charity didn't respond to the first two texts, then chimed in asking us to drive around to the alley. We haggled a bit before she admitted her father had security cams that captured the front of her home and the adjacent street.
According to her we would be plainly seen which would mean more trouble for her when he checked the footage. Walt scoffed a bit thinking I was trying to finagle him out of some cash, but ultimately drove around to the edge of the alley behind her garage. There were two large garbage bins adjacent to the driver's door and some high unkept foliage.
"Hey man, what the fuck is this?"
"It's cool, she's coming out right now; her father is kind of crazy protective."
I noticed Walt fumbling around in the front seat hunched over head almost touching the steering wheel. I was momentarily worried he was going for a weapon. I couldn't blame him; this was a fifty percent hood parted down the middle between aging boomers and recent millennial transplants gentrifying the area.
"I don't know about this?"
"Chill, here she is right now."
"Oh, uhm really?" Before Walt could react Charity popped up beside his driver's side window with her back to him stuffing the garbage cans with three bags of trash.
He was given an up close and personal with her thirty nine inches in some stupid looking beige khakis stretched tight across her compacted bubbled butt. She was wearing a navy blue collared t-shirt that I recognized as her old uniform from the mall. Walt appreciated the view but stuck his hand in the back seat wanting a payout as Charity hurried around the back of the car, head still obscured from view.
"What you want? Check it out homie." Charity tried the door kind of frantically acting as if her father would appear any minute. Walt popped the lock allowing her to jump into the back seat slamming his door behind her.
"WATCH THE DOOR-oh, shit fuck me; you're right." Charity had been wearing some shades I recognized as Phoebe's property, snatching them off glaring at my driver.
Walt was struck silent staring at her with eyes wide as saucers.
"Told you nigga; now half my ride is free." Charity looked between our faces snapping her seat belt into place.
"I don't know what you two are talking about, but you need to drive straight down this alley so I don't get busted. HEY, YOU HEAR ME TALKING MOUTH BREATHER, GET THE GAS NIGGA!!" Charity was still hunched down in the backseat coming up with a scarf which she wrapped around her head knotting it under her chin as I grinned like a porch monkey at Walt.
"Acts like her too." Charity cocked her head at an angle looking first at Walt, then at my grinning face before rewarding me with a slap to the opposite cheek.
"DAMN BRUH!!"
"Are you gonna drive or keep looking at my tits?" Walt shrugged off her attitude speeding down the alley hitting a right in the opposite direction from her fortified residence.
I didn't say anything else and neither did Walt turning up his music to soften the mood between us as Charity dug around in her purse coming up with the burner phone. I shifted about coming up with this cheap voice changer I'd ordered some time ago online.
"Who're you gonna fuck with now?"
"Don't worry about it; I'm doing this for you babe." I plugged the burner into an available charger in the backseat as Charity got more comfortable noticing Walt staring at her in his rear view mirror.
"You told him that shit, didn't you?" She hissed making me laugh aloud which was the only confession Charity was getting from me today.
"Well Charity, you do look like her, a lot." I got some punches to the bicep as she pouted.
"HOW DO YOU KNOW MY NAME?!"
"Your boyfriend told me, and sorry, not sorry, he didn't lie about a thing." Walt was glib adjusting his mirror so that Charity's bust was visible. There was no way she didn't notice as her gaze settled on my smirking face.
"Better not laugh or I'm gonna slap the shit out of you nigga. Why you keep playing with me, huh?!"
"You ain't gonna slap nothing; I'll push you out of this ride on the fucking freeway Charity. Stop performing, I really just wanted the phone, but then I stupidly decided to get you something for that good trouble you've been putting on Officer Fuckboy today. Shit I ain't gotta put up with this noise, and I'm still gonna fuck you in the ass when it's all said and done, bitch."
Walt was laughing hysterically as Charity glanced at the back of his head. She raised a fist but I captured her wrist pulling it down into my lap. She tried to snatch her hand back but found it futile as our driver found it hard to get himself under control.
"Stop laughing at me or I'll give you a shitty rating." Charity threatened.
"Don't listen to her Walt; she's all bark-OW!!" Charity pinched my balls in retaliation, gritting her teeth. Her beauty was undeniable as was the educated guess that neither Walt or myself would ever have a chance with her under normal circumstances.
"Let my wrist go or I'm gonna pinch it again." She threatened squinting her eyes as her cheeks swelled up. It was an odd face to make when she was angry, but I found it cute for some reason.
"No, you're just gonna slap me again; then I'm gonna push you out of this bitch and watch you roll down the fucking freeway-OW, YOU LITTLE-OW!!" Charity pinched my balls two more times as I spoke sending waves of pain through my crotch.
"NO FIGHTING IN THE CAR!!" Walt interjected causing me to receive another pinch which beside smarting like the dickens, made me start to get aroused. Charity noticed giving my crown a nasty pinch.
"It's cool man, sorry."
"Yeah, he is sorry as fuck. Nigga, today you're gonna buy me a bunch of shit or I'm gonna twist your fucking nuts off."
"Oh yeah?"
Charity pinched at my balls again but shifted to attempts at digging her nails into the head of my cock. Her shitty attitude and aggression were making me rock hard as she attempted to mess with my shaft through my jeans. I bit my bottom lip just letting her do what she wanted getting a charge out of her behavior.
After a few minutes we both knew that she was starting to get her perv on as strains of "One In A Million" by the late Aliyah filled Walt's car. Charity did this sort of scratchy movement raking her nails along my shaft. She alternated mashing her thumb down on my crown using the friction to make me squirm.
"How long have you two been dating?" Walt asked breaking the silence.
"I don't know; how long have we been going out babe?" Charity was wholly facetious, still socially aggressive towards the driver.
"Seems like forever Walt; guess I'll have to keep Charity since I potty trained her." I had to hunch forward quickly because she tried to claw my package. We jostled a bit before she settled down with the half smirk that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.
"Oh you potty trained me is that right?"
"Yup, now I'm gonna have to wash your mouth out with soap because a bitch don't know how to keep her mouth shut when men is talking."
I was honestly just messing around but Charity's eyes went wide, then narrowed into slits as her captured hand twisted about landing a series of fluttering slaps to my balls in retaliation. This freed her hand which came up cupping my chin as I snapped my seatbelt roughly wrapping an arm around the pissed off diva. Charity pushed her pointer finger between my lips eventually sticking it inside my mouth. For some reason, I started sucking on her finger lapping at it with my tongue.
Charity was caught off guard withdrawing her finger as I vacuum sucked on it. That digit cleared her mouth with an audible pop.
"You are so disrespectful." Charity wiped her finger on my t-shirt as I drew her in closer wrapping my arm around her abdomen.
"What if I just did everything you wanted, followed you around like a good little puppy dog and hung on your every word as if it were the gospel truth; how would you treat me? Don't fucking lie Charity!"
"I'd treat you like shit." She didn't hesitate chortling into some serious laughter as I cupped the underside of her right breast with a hearty squeeze.
"So, you want everything to be easy so you can make yourself believe you're so much better than the people around you, right? I accept you as a mean, conniving diva who's been forced to slum down here with the little people, and you mad because I won't kiss your ass too?! Sorry I met your superior before you popped up on my radar baby; but take that silver medal and keep it a buck."
Charity Gilbert didn't respond but remained squeezed tightly into my body without a word about my hand squeezing her tit. I was working it over like a stress ball eventually finding the erect nipple pinching and rolling it.
I'd unintentionally read her.
She looked crestfallen sitting there pondering my words as I flicked her thickening nipple through the material of her work shirt. There was no doubt she didn't want to wear the clothing provided by her father which was designed to make Charity as visually unappealing as possible.
I didn't look at her but stared ahead intermittently looking out my passenger side window at the passing cars on the freeway. It was middle ground for me as well because I wasn't normally this "honest" with the women I'd met beforehand. I guess it was easy with Charity Gilbert because she'd initially blackmailed me out of some money when we crossed paths.
"Do you miss taxing me for dollars when you managed that store at the mall?"
"Yeah." She admitted relaxing a bit in my arms as the car slowed down finding some mild gridlock near the downtown area.
We would be in that car for another twenty thirty minutes because Charity resided on the westside of town, while I was a southside boy. The mall was right in the middle, between our respective abodes. My fingers were pinching and teasing that single nipple relentlessly as she squirmed a bit starting to heat up. There was a half smirk on her face that was starting to become normalized between us. It was the expression Charity made whenever I'd successfully bedded her. Her palm was caressing the inner thigh of my right leg.
"Why're you wearing those clothes?"
"Daddy keeps most of my stuff in his bedroom closet now so that he can make sure I'm not wearing anything slutty; I really didn't dress like that before, but mom took everything as recompense for my shortcomings."
"What shortcomings?"
"I can't talk about that, but I just didn't want to go out dressed in those ratty old lady dresses. Honestly, I've been at home most of the time because I didn't want anyone to see me like that. Dad doesn't care, thinks he's gonna fix me by infantilizing me, but it's too late; I'm a whole bitch."
"That you are Charity Gilbert." Ironically "Kissing You" by Total flowed from Walt's satellite radio appropriate as Charity pulled the scarf from her head leaning in giving me a deep soulful kiss.
"Hey, don't get mad, but you two are cute." Walt commented watching us in his rear view mirror.
"Don't get it twisted Walt, she's evil."
I commented as Charity went at my neck working on giving me a hickey. He chuckled unable to see her palming my junk, massaging it. I leaned forward looking down at her purse on the outside of her hip. Charity followed my gaze quizzically.
"What?"
"Let's have a look inside; I don't trust you."
"I don't know what you're talking about; what could I possibly be doing-OH!!"
"What's up; everything okay back there?" Walt asked, concerned.
"It's fine, I uhm, thought I left something behind."
In reality, I'd used the purse as cover to hide my actions. The minute it was in her lap, my fingers drew down her zipper snaking inside under her modest panties. My middle digits began rubbing her slit finding a revelation in that Charity Gilbert was beyond wet.
Despite her rich chocolate complexion, Charity flushed when I penetrated her using my thumb to tease her clit. I wasn't trying to fuck but wanted to jill her off in the worst way just to keep her off balance. Her modest purse was cover from prying eyes.
For the next fifteen minutes, I gave that minted mean girl the business end of my fingers with extreme prejudice. I fingered and rubbed her into a gooey mess as Charity got so hot and bothered, her head rolled about on her shoulders then limply into the side of my face.
At this point I was three fingers deep inside her snatch enjoying the vicarious thrill of sexually exciting and masturbating a beautiful woman. Her own right hand covered my crotch behind the driver's seat zipper opened, nothing more. Charity Gilbert was literally putty in my hand. I was given the impression she would've done more, but I was too good ultimately cheating myself out of a likely hand job.
"You are so bad." She moaned covertly into my ear at a barely audible whisper.
My fingers were drenched in gooey richness as she nibbled and sucked on my earlobe trying to control herself. I didn't have any real purpose beyond making her cum. Charity limply slumped against my body mashing her thighs together trying to deal with the sensation intensely mauling her own breast. She was so wet there was no doubt she had to be closes to sliding around on the backseat. Charity took my t-shirt sleeve between her teeth sucking on it giving me a big wet stain as she tried pacifying herself.
"Want me to suck it?" Charity breathily whispered picking at my belt buckle and zipper feverishly.
"UHM, HEY WE'RE COMING UP ON THE MALL IN LESS THAN TEN MINUTES!!" Walt interrupted out of nowhere making Charity flinch and bump her noggin into the side of my head. Both of us favored our injuries in tandem.
"SO WHAT?!!" Charity bellowed out of frustration while my fingers were still buried inside her messy snatch.
"What you mad at me for; ain't this where you guys wanted to go?" Walt replied devoid of emotion looking at her through his rear view mirror. Charity Gilbert looked shot out and flustered with more than one hair out of place as I tried to figure out how to covertly remove my fingers.
"AH, DON'T LISTEN TO HER; SHE JUST NEEDS TO RELEASE SOMETHING!" I laughed earning an elbow to the gut that was audible.
Charity groaned leaning across my leg covertly dislodging the intruding fingers. This allowed me to reach down giving her butt a little pinch which resulted in another attack on my manhood however brief. This happened as we were turning into the mall parking lot, so I was pretty sure Walt missed the particulars.
Charity went a little old school battering my side with her purse before I got her under control with a kiss on the cheek. I liked the back and forth knowing there was nothing substantial behind our interactions other than the give and take. Walt started pulling up to the curb three or four cars behind while she tugged at her shirt trying to make herself presentable.
"You're still peeking at me? Geez, what else did he tell you, huh?"
Charity caught him looking as the car sat idle, then looked over finding me gesturing towards my chest. Her face did that weird scrunched up thing, eyes narrowing cheeks puffing up while her lips curved into a sarcastic smile. Charity tapped the back of the driver's seat with her knuckles despite my efforts to stop her.
"HEY, WHAT'RE YOU DOING?!" Walt leaned over, head appearing between the seats.
"Making your shitty little day mouth breather." Charity yanked her short sleeved shirt and underwire brassiere up letting her large breasts flop out right in front of his eyes.
"CUT THAT SHIT OUT CHARITY!"
"Fuck you; hey Walter, I'm a 38F for your information! You like big natural titties, huh nigga? You two goofs must've had a real good time talking about my boobs! Did you guys jerk off?!" Charity handled the undersides of her tits jiggling them for a second before ruefully pulling her shirt down.
"Nah, you're crazy." Walt sounded uneven while I found myself embarrassed for Charity. She seemed like the ultimate attention whore in that moment.
"Oh I'm crazy huh; but you'd hit this, if I let you, right fool?!" I gave her a light shove in the shoulder getting another elbow in return.
"Man, yall gonna have to get out of my ride!" Walt tooled over to the curb in front of a bus partition in front of some elderly woman sitting there with several bags. Charity snatched up her purse shaking the handle until he unlocked it. She half tumbled out onto the pavement as Walt offered me some cash to cover the lost bet.
"Hey Walt, sorry about the shit man." I unplugged the burner phone pocketing it.
"It's cool bruh; I wouldn't have said nothing if you fucked back there." He seemed aware that we'd been fooling around on some level, probably because Charity was suddenly quiet.
"Wanna smell my fingers?"
"Get the fuck outta here!" Walt laughed as I got out behind the driver's seat.
He pulled out into the far lane speeding off leaving me with Charity Gilbert on the curb. I was happy we made it to the mall before she managed to drama both of us out of the Uber. I stepped up onto the curb finding Charity huffing fists balled looking as if she were going to bash my head in with her purse. The elderly woman sat there between us; she was actually a bag lady upon second glance.
"Your fly is open."
"Oh shit, I'm sorry ma'am." I apologized zipping up before I realized she was talking to Charity. It took her a moment or two to realize her panties were visible through the opening.
"GAWD!!" Charity spun around facing the wall of the partition zipping up, making me chuckle. Before I could say anything, the embarrassed diva took off running around the nearest corner. I glanced down at the old woman kind of smirking. I took my time walking around that corner hands in pocket.
Charity was sitting on a set of white benches staring across the dense parking lot. The pricey handbag was the only link to her former life in rarified waters. I knew better than to say anything waiting for her to cool off.



"Would you please be nice to me?"
"Yeah, sure." I took a seat next to her offering my hand. Instead of taking it, Charity went into her purse producing some wipes which she used to meticulously clean her essence from my right hand.
"That Walt guy was watching us in his rear view mirror; he saw what you were doing."
"I would've stopped."
"I didn't want you to; I like the way you handle me sometimes, but I guess I wanted to just, do something. In the old days I would've had Jayson beat the shit out of him for that. Hell, maybe even got off to it too, in retrospect. So yeah, I'm not a good person and I've been paying for it ever since things went south in my so called life."
"Who is Jayson?"
"Ex-boyfriend; kicked me to the curb for a hag; all that time and effort wasted with nothing in return. I would've shredded his ass but Daddy already took my phone and laptop after mom had them scrubbed. Yeah, if you saw him, you'd never fuck with me. I could make him do all kinds of things, even take three fingers while I filmed it."
"Charity Gilbert, what the hell is wrong with you?"
"One of my friends said he'd never let me do it; but I knew Jayson was cheating. I already knew what buttons to push especially after hours of doing it, so we played a game. Then, he was literally putty on my hand, three fingers to be exact. I told him nobody at school would know, none of his boys or the football coach. Told him it was a onetime thing, but he let me do it again because he thought I was leaving him. Maybe he thought I'd tell."
"Charity, what the fuck is wrong with you?"
"I'm a control freak."
"Yeah, kind of figured that out already." I minimalized her issues on purpose not wanting to offer any sort of anecdote or empathy. After Vicky Stone, I was emotionally burnt out but eager to level up psychologically.
"I made him cum a bunch of times; so he apparently liked having his prostrate milked."
"You wanna control me; is that why you keep bringing that shit up?"
"Man, I'm so fucking frustrated, angry and pissed off most of the time because I used to have it all. A nice cushy room in my mom's condo, everything I ever wanted in clothes, jewels and electronics while being at the top of the food chain in my school. I was the student body president, then it all went to shit because Jayson cheated, again. Even gave the little bitch his letterman's jacket publicly declaring his "love" for her and making me the side chick by default."
"What did you do?"
"When I saw that motherfucker on television saying all of that shit; man, I bitched out like you wouldn't believe. Found out about her little secret because you see; all of us pretty people have the same fucking habits. She was hiding a down low boyfriend too; some meek little wimp who almost fainted when I smiled at him. So, I fucked his brains out in my living room and let him cum all over the place, then as was my habit, took a naked pic of him."
"Showed it to Jayson, right?"
"Jayson almost killed that nigga and I could've cared less because he was right where I wanted him. I thought I had the shit locked down especially after filming him exploring his "feminine side"; told him everything would be okay as long as he kept his priorities in place. You see, I was going to be an NFL wife and divorce that nigga after having two picture perfect insurance babies. Had it all planned out, even made him snatch my letterman's jacket off of that ratchet cunt's back. He delivered that jacket putting it around my shoulders while she watched, and I laughed my fucking ass off in her face."
"Snore, so you conquered the world in high school bitch; tell me, who brought you down?"
"Jaleel, the down low boyfriend; how was I supposed to know that nigga was the right hand of God?" Charity scoffed glancing over her shoulder at the foot traffic while I wrapped my head around her answer.
"So, why tell me all of this."
"You remind me of him in so many ways; and that's why I want to stick three fingers up your ass. It would be methadone for everything I've lost. I wanted you to know that because you keep frustrating me just like he did before that knockout punch came from on high."
"That's not gonna happen."
"Might." Charity looked at me smiling as she interlocked her fingers with my own. The confession was a long time coming whether I was the one hearing it or somebody else.
"Maybe you should do that nasty shit to Officer Fuckboy." I offered.
"Silly boy; he's been terminated over two hours ago. I thought you were offering me a shopping spree because of that certified spanking he got from the ladies. Haven't you checked my work at all?"
I got out my phone pulling up the results finding that Charity had indeed rolled a snowball down the proverbial hill. Officer Johnson's side chick page had disappeared, went poof up into the air as I imagined he was starting to feel the weight of his innumerable sexual conquests crashing down on him like the spartan army. I clicked on his main family page finding a few humorous videos there. One was simply a laptop computer piquing my curiosity.
"Bae, we ain't gotta do this; I told you somebody got it twisted! It's just somebody messing around down there at the station; you know how the guys are, it's jokes!! WHY YOU GOTTA BE UP IN MY SHIT LIKE THAT BAE!!! AIN'T NOTHING GOING ON!! BAE?!! BAE?!!"
A woman's hand with long detailed nails appeared in frame setting a glass of wine on the counter next to the laptop.
"Open it."
"I TOLD YOU AIN'T NOTHING IN THERE BAE!! COME ON, THINK ABOUT ALL WE GOT HERE, THE KIDS!! BAE!! YOU KNOW I LOVE YOU, RIGHT?!! AIN'T NOTHING GOING ON BAE!!" The big muscular police officer was nowhere in frame but heard audibly becoming progressively hysterical as the clip continued.
"I'm not going to tell you again, open this laptop or I'm calling I.T. from my job over here."
"BAE-BABY I LOVE YOU SO MUCH!! DON'T DO THIS TO ME BAE!! PLEASE BAE, LETS JUST BE HAPPY!!" The hysterical blubbering was jarring. It sounded like he was blowing snot bubbles on the verge of regurgitating.
"Stop crying, as you know we live in a no default divorce state, but since I have a vagina, you're utterly fucked once I speed dial my attorney. And less you forget, Jasmine never liked you. It's go time nigga; make your choice."
He was blubbering, whaling uncontrollably as she spoke making it feel as if he'd received some form of corporal punishment beforehand. Office Johnson was sniveling, blowing snot, and hiccupping excessively. His trembling hands appeared in frame fumbling with the laptop unlocking it. Mrs. Johnson's hand quickly slapped his away turning the laptop towards the camera, inserting a USB Flash Drive.
"Get out of here, pack your things up." Her fingers were dancing across the laptop keys in a blur of balletic movement ending the clip.
There was a pic of what I assumed was the outside of Officer's Johnson's home. The photo was taken through the open front door revealing this walkway leading up to it bordered on either side by tall hedges. A few feet outside it just before you reached the adjacent sidewalk, were several trash bags full of his belongings. The pavement around it was littered with various odds and ends.
Charity leaned in looking at the carnage with me, wrapping an arm around my waist sharing the experience as I found a clip revealing Mrs. Johnson to the world. She was this slender black woman with some noticeably wide hips sitting in what appeared to be a spacious modernly designed living room. This woman looked like a supermodel; her face told you she meant business as she sat drinking before going into what sounded like a state of the union type address.
"I've put my husband out of this house and cut up all of his credit cards. He will not be allowed access to his children pending a psychiatric evaluation and battery of STD tests. Fortunately, my children are away at summer camp, so it affords me ample opportunity to find an adequate nanny which my unfortunate husband will be paying for among other things. So, that being said; message received whoever you are. You wanted the nigga; you now have him. Officer Johnson, is for the streets and obviously so, are you; I guess plural."
She took a sip of wine from her glass.
"You were upset about the trinkets he bought using my credit card, huh? Pathetic ladies, utterly irredeemable, but I guess I don't have to tell you that shit, right Carlie? Let me tell you this babe; that ring and bracelet are the most expensive things you're ever going to get from my soon to be ex-husband. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have to get ready for a date. Hell, I'm lying; I'm gonna fuck the shit out of my newly minted boy toy after I put this on his finger."
Mrs. Johnson put the wine glass down picking up her husband's wedding ring which she showed to the camera before the clip ended.
"Damn, she's savage as fuck; took over his page and everything." Both of us found a pic of Mrs. Johnson inside a deep walk-in closet.
One side was lined with meticulously hung clothes while the opposite was rack upon rack of shoes. She was standing with her back to the camera wearing a skimpy brassiere and panty set. It was the kind that was bits of triangular fabric held in place with miniscule gold chains. She was thin with this pronounced bubble butt on display. Her body was oiled down catching the light.
One of her hands brandished a pair of scissors.
"No rest for the wicked, huh?" Charity reached down using her finger to scroll over to Carlie's page where I was not surprised to find some pics of Officer Johnson's things just inside the door of a very familiar apartment. It was the second floor apartment I'd been using in the last days of my association with her aunt's toxic set.
"That nigga ended up with two bags of shit."
"Can I cook, or can I cook, huh?" Charity covered the face of my phone looking up into my face. I gave her a peck on the lips that turned into a brief make out session.
"Alright, let's do some shopping; I'm interested in seeing you in all your glory. We're gonna get you some clothes and I'll figure out something to square it away with your dad, or we can get Phoebe to hold onto your shit."
We were on the far side of the mall from where we usually congregated. There were a number of high end stores in this section making it the center of attention and foot traffic. Charity clung to my side pressing into my body unwittingly revealing her embarrassment at being out in public dressed in her old uniform. Me, I was on a mini-mission to find out more about this defrocked villain.
Her drubbing at the hands of someone she considered beneath her was utterly devastating. I wondered if I was crossing some karmic line by associating with Charity Gilbert.
She was a means to an end; a tool, this weapon of mass destruction that I would use to level up. To that end, it made sense to dole out rewards when necessary to keep the tiger from biting my hand off or eating me alive.
"Here we are."
"Hey, you do know this is rather high end; you have to have a bit of coin to shop here, understand?"
"So uhm, you wanna go to the second hand store across the street from the mall, right? Everything's under twenty dollars over there Charity." She tugged on my arm hiding in my side to cover the grin on her face.
We got looks from some of the foot traffic passing by as I looped an arm escorting her inside the clothing store. Inside everything was well lit with rows and stacks of clothing as far as the eye could see. I would say the pedestrian traffic inside was one third of what it would be normally.
The changing rooms were dead center in the middle of the floor doubled over back to back. Each one came equipped with saloon doors that covered the middle of each booth. A frumpy dumpy looking security guard passed by making sure we could see him getting a nod of acknowledgment from me while Charity scoffed.
She was beyond insulted as we strolled up to the elevated front counter finding three teens manning the registers. It was a weird Bizarro situation because I was reminded of Charity's former job as a manager across the opposite side of the mall at a now closed store. All three were smiling, perky Caucasian girls wearing their street clothes with only a name tag to identify them as employees. The security guard took up post at the end of the counter but I ignored him.
"Excuse me, uhm Heather?" The main girl obviously a manager half leaned over the counter smiling at me in a genuine way.
"Yes sir, what can we do for you?" Heather was this sort of chubby teen with a head full of curly blonde hair appearing the oldest out of the trio. The other two girls were staring at our interaction, one female with a mouth full of metal as I glanced at Charity then back at Heather motioning towards my partner in crime with a thumb.
"Can you pimp my ride?" Charity's purse slammed into my butt loudly as the girls burst into laughter along with the security guard whose name was Smithy.
We ended up talking for a minute as I sat outside the store on some benches waiting for Charity to find some decent clothing. Heather and one of her friends got involved taking my joking request at face value. A stern faced supervisor, some jerk with a buzzcut showed up to reprimand Smithy taking him away from our conversation allowing me to dig out the burner phone for use. I attached the voice changer dialing up Hotdog on a Stick.
"Hotdog on a Stick; how can I help you?" Another female teenager answered with manufactured glibness.
"I'd like to speak to Andre." My altered voice was deep and menacing, basically the same audio resonance as the killer in these old slasher movies called Scream.
"Uhm sorry sir, employees aren't allowed to have personal calls."
"PUT THAT NIGGA ON THE PHONE BITCH!!" There was this sort of jangling sound that made it seem as if she'd dropped the receiver. I fully expected this girl to hang up but was surprised when I heard some talking recognizing the living dildo's voice.
"Hello?"
"YEAH NIGGA, HOW'S IT DO?!! YOU THAT MOTHERFUCKER THAT'S BEEN FUCKING MY BITCH!! AIN'T THAT RIGHT FOOL?!!" He didn't answer taking the time to process my question.
"You want to order a hotdog on a stick?" I did a doubletake looking at the face of the burner phone.
"MOIST ASS NIGGA; YOU FUCKING MY BITCH RIGHT?!!"
"Uhm, I don't understand."
"I TELL YOU WHAT; I'M GONNA COME DOWN THERE AND STICK THAT FUCKING HOTDOG UP YOUR ASS!! YOU AIN'T SHIT NIGGA, I'M GONNA WET YOU UP BRUH!! YEAH, I MIGHT EVEN GET WITH YOUR GIRL, TOO!!"
"Who is this?"
"HEY NIGGA, I'M GONNA COME DOWN THERE AND SQUARE UP!! DON'T PLAY THE ROLE, I'M GONNA BEAT YOUR ASS NIGGA!! PUNK ASS, MOIST BUTTER BOOTY, FUCKTARD!!"
"I'm hanging up now." Andre was beyond spooked ending the call with a whimper.
My first salvo was nearly complete as I went back to social media checking on Officer Johnson's progress. I figured Shawnee was long gone, no longer cohabiting an apartment with Andre 13.5 leaving her former boyfriend to Carlie or his oft mentioned wife. That was a mystery for the ages I was unwilling to delve into preferring to continue the coup de grace before the day was over.
Mrs. Johnson's appropriation of her husband's page continued with a new posted pic for the benefit of all of his extramarital dalliances. This woman took stunting to a whole new level in a pic which imitated the famous Janet Jackson cover of Rolling Stone. She was still inside that closet, but now joined by some big, buffed guy face obscured because he was kissing the back of her neck.
His large hands were covering her breasts; an open bottle of champagne hung from her small fist as I read the caption.
"Thinking about posting the sex tape online."
I folded one leg over the other pleased as punch at this turn of events. At that moment I was thrust backward in time to the night Vicky Stone confessed everything in front of my house. Officer Johnson was responsible for stealing away my happiness and locking Vicky away in my opinion. I wasn't going to allow that fucker one moment of peace.
Carlie Kelly was not going to be allowed to provide a soft landing for that asshole as I looked up her page finding a new pic which depicted the good officer's shoes lining the wall inside the bedroom. His garbage bags full of shit were stuffed in the closet. I got up walking over to an adjacent greeting card store where I purchased a medium sized manila envelope, a felt tip marker and one blank label. My phone started ringing as I made the purchase.
"What's up Charity?"
"Where are you; did you ditch me?"
"No I was sitting outside waiting for you to finish up; and I was rolling a snowball of my own."
"Can you come back in here; I'm in the middle changing room facing the door." My brow was furrowed as I considered what kind of drama she was having now.
"I'll go to the counter and pay for the shit; just come out."
"Please."
"Huh?"
"Just come over here." I wasn't used to her begging, but I'd been screwing around with her head for a minute. A caveat, Charity was a necessary evil that I needed to pacify in some respects.
"Okay."
I reluctantly strolled back into the expensive boutique finding it still sparsely populated with various women and their long suffering partners. One of the girls from behind the counter, some scruffy redhead was eyeballing me with this goofy look on her face waving back when I waved. I navigated the stuffed clothing racks finding some benches facing the changing room doors. I noticed a guy or two looking equally put off at our shared predicament.
"No, she's around the other side in the middle." Scruffy redhead called out before I could sit.
"Thanks."
On the other side it was easy to find and sit in front of Charity's changing room. Her purse was visible on the floor under the double saloon doors along with her bare calves and feet. I took the opportunity to glance at my phone waiting for her to finish up.
"Are you there?"
"Yeah."
"Good, I was starting to get nervous thinking you were messing with me again. I didn't want to look like a fool when I got to the register and didn't have the money to purchase these items. You do realize we're going to have to stop at your place so I can change clothes, right?"
"I'm gonna fix it so that you can take that stuff home with you Charity."
"Dad's never gonna let me wear these clothes."
"Shut up, stop being so negative." She didn't respond as I continued looking at my phone wholly disinterested.
I shot a text to Tressie Fisher looking to ply my leverage over Mr. Gilbert with her big tits but got no response in return. I ended up in a lively text conversation with Phoebe finagling her into the role of "Ms. Hady" for the purpose of explaining Charity's appearance. Phoebe was working from home with little time for me, but we made plans to hook up later in the week. I got out my voice changer walking back into the aisles away from Charity's changing room dialing up Andre again.
"Hello?" The person answering the phone didn't wait immediately putting him on the line.
"HEY NIGGA I'M COMING FOR YOU!!" My voice sounded particularly menacing.
"Sir, this is a business line and I'll have you know that I'm having this call traced. You will be on the receiving end of some litigation if you continue playing on this phone."
"OH YOU FUCKING HIM TOO?!! TELL THAT NIGGA I'M WHUPPING HIS ASS FOR CHEATING ON ME!!" I just went with it, going with the flow as the conversation evolved.
"Come again?"
"NAH IT'S COOL BRUH!! TELL THAT NIGGA I'M GONNA POST THAT LITTLE MOVIE WE MADE ON SOCIAL MEDIA!! YOU CAN WATCH HIM TOPPING ME OFF BITCH!!" I hung up in the manager's face turning to find Heather the store manager staring incredulously at me.
"Uh, just playing a prank on my cousin." I was afraid she'd call security or worse, the cops. The seventeen year old cupped a hand over her mouth snickering.



"I used that same voice changer to trick my boyfriend into admitting he cheated on me." We both shared a hearty laugh at the coincidence.
"HEY WHERE DID YOU GO? COME OVER HERE AND HAVE A SEAT FOR MY REVEAL!" Charity called out from a good five feet of distance.
She was still inside the changing room wanting me to have a seat so that she could show off. I thought this was stupid considering I already knew what she looked like naked. Heather nudged me over to the row of changing rooms gesturing for me to have a seat.
"Alright I'm here, come on out." Those double doors opened.
Charity Gilbert stood there in front of me wearing a white floral print, V-neck spaghetti strap mini skater dress and matching stiletto heels, the kind with the accompanying straps that wrapped around the calves.
In my absence, Charity took the time to oil down her cleavage and legs making them glisten and pop under the store lights intermingled with the afternoon sunshine from an adjacent picture window in the shop. She was striking in a way that made my heart flutter while my crotch bulged. This seemed to be her goal as she stood there posing for me doing a little pirouette. Slender and stacked barely did her justice and I emphasized with the Jaleel guy who'd ultimately taken her down.
"You obviously like." There was a knowing glint in her eye that should've irritated me. Her hair was still sort of this unkempt bob that looked rough, evidence of my mischief during our Uber ride, earlier.
"Damn." I facepalmed at my own inherent honesty upon seeing her with a bit of her social raiment regained. Charity did a little runway walk in a tight circle ending up directly in front of me. I looked up into her bulging cleavage.
"Wow, Its like you're a whole new person; mind if I take a picture? Our boss likes to post photos of the product online. You could get some exposure; you're a model right? I mean, you usually see them dressed down when not on a shoot. So, you're a model, right?"
"You can have a few shots, but make sure I get posted." Charity was glowing with validation having never answered the teen's question. Heather snapped her pics running back to the front counter as I went to follow. I wanted to pay for the outfit, but Charity lightly took my arm.
"What?"
"I have one more outfit I'd like to show you."
"Ah come on Charity; let's get something to eat upstairs in the food court." I wanted to get to the upper level and surveil Andre 13.5 from a safe distance as I continued my plan.
"Just one more outfit, please." Charity begged again throwing me off as I followed her to the entrance of the booth. I stopped short of the double salon doors. She glanced over her shoulder just inside smiling at me.
"Alright show me."
Charity slid the dress over her shoulders much like one would remove a t-shirt hanging it on a wall hook. Underneath she wore what looked like a skimpy bikini with three angelic white triangular strips embroidered with gold lining held in place by these tiny golden chains.
There was a moment of clarity as I realized she was wearing a white version of the same outfit as Officer Johnson's wife. Her magnificent bust and toned athletic figure were staggering. I was sexually shook to the core as she studied the expression on my face.
"Mrs. Johnson wore it first." I half mumbled.
"I'm wearing it best or do you disagree?"
I pushed one of the salon doors open cupping her cheek slipping my tongue into her mouth. Seeing her even partially renewed was a powerful aphrodisiac as I reached down cupping her left ass cheek finding it a bit slippery to the touch from the oil covering her striking figure. Charity Gilbert was a very calculating woman indeed with everything done for full effect. I took mental notes as she unbuckled and unzipped me exposing my package.
"You're so extra; stop being bad." Charity softly pushed me back outside the salon doors still maintaining custody of my exposed cock. She peered out looking about before drawing me closer as she pulled up the doors carefully isolating my member.
"Charity?" Her pointer finger pressed against my lips quieting me down before she withdrew it to her own plump lips cautioning me to be silent.
Charity reached back for her own folded khaki pants tossing them on the floor at my feet. She knelt on those pants encircling the base of my member behind my balls squeezing tightly. Charity Gilbert took me whole with her lips pressing against my pubes, bottom lip nuzzling the underside of my testes. Rewarding her in the manner I'd chosen lent purpose to the wanton purposeful fellatio I was receiving.
She was giving me the blowjob of a lifetime and it was sloppily audible.
Unfortunately, it was all too brief as some fat woman appeared a few feet away from us with a handful of clothes. I was pressed against the salon doors obscuring our salacious actions.
"Good afternoon ma'am; here uh, with the wife." I decided to go on the offensive greeting the glaring woman with a shit eating grin.
"Who cares?!" She sneered stalking off rounding the corner of the dressing rooms. That sloppy female probably was going to use the opposite side because of my presence and I was cool with that.
"What're you doing? Get in here." Charity faux scolded.
This rich chocolate beauty was already bent over palms flat, long legs locked in place. I leaned back peering out of the changing room for a second before drawing those bikini bottoms to the side stuffing her drenched box to the hilt.
Charity knew what she was doing providing a stationary target as I thumped her with these audible smacks of my pelvis bouncing off her tight bubbled cheeks. Her body was a temple and those resilient cheeks proof of her daily fitness routine. I was reminded of Phoebe similar except on a larger scale.
"Don't go for the marathon; tap me on the shoulder when you're about to cum." Charity whispered.
"Be quiet, that cow might hear." I whispered back.
Any thought that Charity was going to let me have my way with her were scuttled as she parted her legs a bit more before twerking on my junk. This wasn't just any old twerk but something special because only her butt was popping wildly, even rotating while the rest of her remained frozen in place.
Another component of her sexual proficiency was revealed as I was taken to task already on the verge of blowing my load deep inside her snatch. I thought about capturing the view with my android, but it was already too late as I started manically tapping out on her shoulder.
The second I tapped on her shoulder; Charity did this sharp dip of the hip into a magnificent booty pop that ejected my creamed member from her snatch. Before I could react, she'd throated me to the hilt wrapping her arms around my thighs as I emptied a quart of jizz straight down her gullet. My vision blurred as I felt disoriented for a few seconds losing reason.
"CHARITY!"I stifled myself but it was too late as she let go covering her mouth chortling.
Nothing seemed to phase Ms. Gilbert when she was on her game as she stood up into my chest dutifully tucking away my very satisfied member. Charity lightly shoved me outside the door wiping a finger under her bottom lip slurping up my residual spunk. I flopped down on the bench outside looking at my own feet.
"Uhm, is everything okay back here?" Heather reappeared moments later looking between me and Charity's changing room doors.
"Yeah, here's my card young lady. Can you ring up her stuff for me please?" I handed her my cash app card.
"Sure, and uhm, sir?"
"Yes?"
"Your fly is open."
Ironically when I we were collecting Charity's bags from the counter, I had this nagging feeling at the back of my skull prompting me to look over my shoulder. I found that same fat woman glaring at me from across the shop floor. I didn't get it right away but soon realized what was going on tapping Charity.
The dressing room she had been using to change was directly in front of the one we'd been using. She got an audio show of my brief tryst with Charity Gilbert. Both of noticed the flushed expression and flaring nostrils which gave me the impression she might have been la little more than turned on by our antics.
"Sucks to be her, doesn't it?" Charity commented as we took an escalator up to the food court.
"You were in her shoes a little while ago before I bought you a makeover."
"That's different because I'm actually hot."
"Yeah, that you are Ms. Gilbert." My hand snuck under her dress giving her butt a little pinch. Charity smiled giving my closest cheek a pinch. I was considering spiriting her away to a quiet place to finish what we started in that dressing room when she spoke up.
"So what're we doing next?"
"You my friend, are going to do one of two things right now." I flashed the completed manila envelope before her eyes while fishing around in my pocket producing a cheap thumb drive which I placed inside the envelope. I has Charity lick the minty swath of adhesive sealing the drive inside.
"What's that?"
"Season finale for one Officer Johnson." Her eyes went wide at the mention of his name.
"You really hate that guy, don't you?"
"No, but he should've done his job instead of bending the knee to a fucking sociopath. Now I've gotta take a piece off the board."
"So uh, we're playing chess, are we?"
"Still trying to figure that shit out Charity; would you do me the honors?" I handed her the envelope.
"What am I supposed to do with this?" She asked as we reached the top of the escalator.
"Just outside the automatic doors at the end of this very crowded corridor, right at the curb waiting in the red zone, is a canary yellow Ford Focus. Behind the wheel of that car is a guy named Juan. Simply go out there and give him this envelope. That all you gotta fucking do while I get our food babe."
"Oh, is that all?" Charity retorted sarcastically.
"Well, if you more than a bit obliging; perhaps you could give him a look at the girls." I motioned towards her show stopping cleavage.
"Asshole."
"Well you were in a giving mood earlier with Walt." That purse slammed into my butt again as she trudged down the corridor with the envelope.
While I was waiting in line to pay for our meal, noticed my Auntie Esther's middle eastern admirer upped the ante with another five hundred bucks unintentionally covering Charity Gilbert's mini shopping spree. I pulled up my original page finding this guy was desperate to get his hands on Esther's big, elongated pear shaped butt. I shot her a text about the offer as an aside, but she dialed up within moments.
"Boy you still trying to get me caught up in your shenanigans?"
"Not even, but there's a guy with all the money in the world shooting me five hundred bucks on a whim. Now I'd be remiss if I didn't let you know about it auntie."
"Watch yourself, I told you I can't make no dirty movies with you boy."
"Dually noted, thanks for the money."
"Right." She sounded skeptical.
"Well, guess I'll go now and uh, enjoy this thousand dollar windfall."
"THOUSAND DOLLARS!"
"Yup."
"I thought you said it was five hundred boy?"
"Oh yeah, he sent me an initial five hundred when I told him "Tips open lips" but he probably thought he was talking to you, huh Auntie?" There was a long pause on the phone as I moved closer to the register getting ready to pay my bill.
"So how would this thing work; if I was like, interested?"
"No one would ever know who you were; I bought you a disguise and we'd just give you a stage name. Don't worry, I'm pretty good at this auntie." She chuckled in a way only a country person could giving me a hopeful sign that I'd actually get some more footage of that money maker sitting at the bottom of her waist.
"A wig and glasses ain't gonna work boy."
"Who said anything about that; I have something a little different in mind auntie."
"You trying to get me in trouble, ain't you?"
"Well, if it means at least getting some more of that ass, yeah." She chuckled for a minute or two.
"I'll think about it." I got off the phone as Charity appeared.
We had a nice lunch on my auntie's dime and I was secretly stoked that I was making money off my next intended target Andre 13.5 as we sat watching Hotdog on a Stick. Truth be told, I was itching to release my creative muse. Originally I'd intended to edit Ms. One's farewell reverse gangbang together but couldn't stomach looking at it after what happened with Vicky Stone.
Auntie Esther's second long clips featured required no editing what so ever, I could only extend the length, but it would be too obvious as a loop. My original page was starting to see a substantial uptick in activity, but it felt like I needed to do more as Charity sidled close to me staring at the face of my phone.
"Are you gonna get back into the business?"
"Who said I stopped?"
"Well I was just thinking that I'd be amenable to making some passive income if my identity was uncompromised with attention to detail. It looks like you're missing it, the creativity and all."
"I fell into it by accident, then somebody helped me nurture it until they harvested all the fruit and left me out in the cold. Yeah, I miss shooting and editing video clips together. Part of it was seeing the audience reaction to my stuff on this site and social media."
"Don't sweat it, their shit probably sucks without you around to make it look good."
"Nah, my nemesis has an unnatural talent for mimicry besides her beauty and shape. I unwittingly taught her my craft and that sucks because no one even knows I was there."
"Rebuild, she may be able to imitate your style, but she ain't got your innate creativity. You blow up again, and her viewers will come to you. Isn't that what you want, validation?"
"I haven't figured that out yet; that's why she was able to take advantage of me."
"I hate that."
"What?"
"How you never say her name, just allude to the woman like she's larger than life. Even before you were messing around with me, being extra with everything; I told you something. Do you remember what that was, huh?" Charity was eating a freshly made cobb salad giving me the side eye as I recalled her initial words of wisdom.
"Oh yeah, I believe you said the worst thing a guy like me could do to somebody like her, is make them "normal" turn a queen into a lady in waiting. I'm paraphrasing, but I'm right, huh Charity?"
She'd snatched a breadstick from my plate munching on the mozzarella covered snack giving me a toothy grin. I knew I was looking at a shark but was unfazed.
"So you remembered."
"Isn't that obvious bitch?" To emphasize my point I put a hand on her bare thigh sliding it under her dress close to her snatch.
Charity pushed in closer to me playfully shoving the uneaten half of the breadstick into my mouth before covering my bulge with her hand. She gave me a hearty squeeze as I stretched my arm across the back of the booth.
She gave me a peck on the lips intending on going back to her salad, but I wrapped an arm across her chest fingers slipping inside her cleavage. I loved the spongy feel of her breasts and the contrast in her really hard nipples. We started to make out for a few seconds, then she pushed back.
"Shit, nigga you got me ready to ride it right here in public."
"Language Charity, don't you want your Mandingo today?" Charity looked surprised at my candor partially leaning back in our booth glancing across the food court at Andre's place of employment.
"You're serious, aren't you?" I pulled out the burner phone attaching the voice changer.
"So Charity, are you cool with Andre; I mean does he feel the same way about you that Shawnee did?"
"Don't bring up that pig; and for your information, Andre was and is always going to be a dim bulb." She hated any kind of perceived loss which explained the flash of attitude towards Shawnee.
"So you don't mind walking over there and introducing yourself, huh?"
"All the time I was working right downstairs, all the times we actually saw one another, the goon never acknowledged me. Fuck, I don't even know if he remembers I was his teacher at one point. So, what're you planning, huh?!"
"Don't worry about it, there he is right over there mopping the floor." True to my words, Andre was swabbing the deck in front of his fast food job. Charity looked hesitant for a second.
"Come on, just say hello Charity; get reacquainted with him. What, you can't close the deal even with a makeover?"
"This is a game you're playing, right?"
I didn't say anything snacking on a large slice of meat lover's pizza while she sat there gauging my lack of a response. Her brow furrowed in irritation at not being allowed inside my head. By the time I was on my second slice, Charity was cautiously walking towards Andre taking a hell of a lot of attention with her.
Andre actually flinched when she tapped him on the shoulder, then scratched his head looking like an okey doke. There was no doubt his eyes were buried knee deep in her hot chocolate cleavage. Charity played demure with light touches to the bicep batting her eyes for effect as I dialed up his manager.
"Hello?"
"HEY MAN, DID THAT NIGGA LEAVE YET? I THINK HE GOT MY GIRL THERE AND THAT BITCH STOLE MY PAYCHECK!! FUCKING ANDRE TOLD ME WE WAS EXCLUSIVE BUT DAT BUM RUNNING UP IN MY BABY MOMMA TOO!! COME ON MAN, YOU KNOW HOW IT IS, RIGHT?!! HE GOT A BIG ASS DICK, YOU SEEN IT RIGHT?!! YO HOMES, YOU AINT SAYING SHIT!!"
"Uhm well, I thought I told you not to call here? Phone calls traced and everything, uhm sir?"
"LOOK NIGGA, I KNOW HE TAPPED YO SHIT TOO; I'M DOWN WITH SHARING THE MEAT BUT THAT STANKY FISH IS OFF LIMITS BRUH!! MY BABY MAMMA GOT A SLICE AND NOW SHE TRYING TO STEAL THE FRANCHISE PLAYA!! HEY, YOU THAT TRAP BE DRESSING UP REAL NICE IN THAT LINGERIE, RIGHT?!"
"Suh, sir I'm really not..."
"WE GURLS RIGHT NIGGA?!! THAT FUNKY BITCH CHARITY GONE RUN OFF WITH OUR STUFF!! TELL ME YOU AIN'T DOWN TO FUCK WITH THAT BIG PRETTY NIGGA YO!! MAN THAT NIGGA GOT ME BOTTOMING FOR HIM, IT'S THAT REAL!! YOU KNOW ABOUT THAT RIGHT PLAYA!!"
"Well, I'm in a long term relationship with a dental hygienist." The manager admitted not aware that I was shooting from the hip for my own amusement. I just wanted one thing from him and could tell he was close to the precipice.
"BUT YOU SEEN THAT MEAT RIGHT PLAYA?!!" I could feel myself on the verge of getting something out of this androgynous guy, verbally speaking.
"Andre is a very, uhm handsome man and we love him around here, but this incessant calling is putting his job in jeopardy uhm, sir?"
"HEY BRUH, COULD YOU DO ME A SOLID?!!" I was also using my regular phone texting Charity with instructions to get Andre's phone number. She played it off which really didn't matter as Andre continued mopping while she stood there.
"What, is it? I uhm, mean what do you want?"
"MAN, JUST GO LOOK AND SEE IF CHARITY AIN'T ALREADY OUT THERE TRYING TO GET THAT NIGGA TO SKIP WORK SO THAT SHE CAN GET HER GUTS STUFFED!! THAT'S OUR MEAT RIGHT?!! STOP PLAYING MAN, YOU KNOW HOW WE DO IT BRUH!! GO SEE IF SHE OUT THERE FUCKING WITH HIM!!"
"Alright, but you have to stop calling after that, okay?"
"WORD!!"
I sat waiting munching on another slice having a drink of cola as Andre's manager gradually appeared at the edge of the outlet indeed finding Charity there. I almost busted up while drinking from my straw as the bowling pin built man visibly fretted upon discovering Andre conversing with Charity Gilbert.
My gaydar was right on point as the manager nibbled on his nails for a second before stalking back inside the door going behind the counter with his ass tight. He had this sort of penguin walk that made me snicker. I was waiting when he got back on the phone.
"Uhm, well I uh, have news. You're going to have to keep it together sir."



"SHE WIT DAT NIGGA ANDRE, RIGHT?!! COME ON MAN, THIS IS MY LIFE WE'RE TALKING ABOUT HERE!! I LOVE ANDRE 13.5 MY NIGGA!!" I went overly dramatic, making it sound as if I were on the verge of tears.
"13.5?"
"YEAH, DATS HOW BIG HIS DICK IS BRUH!! COME ON MAN, WE DON'T KNOW EACH OTHER!! TELL ME MOTHERFUCKING CHARITY AIN'T OUT THERE WITH DAT NIGGA RIGHT NOW!! SHE TEXTED ME SHE GANKING DAT MEAT BRUH!! I LOVE HIM!!" I had to clamp my hand over the phone to keep from messing up my prank call.
"Sorry, they're together, sir."
I burst into maudlin tears bellowing into the phone with a straight face from my side making it sound as if I'd had a death in the family. While I was "crying" I took the opportunity to dab a mozzarella stick into a plastic cup of marinara sauce. One booth over, I found some kids watching my theatrics wholly amused while their obese mother was not. The bespectacled sister's eyes were covered with some old school shades, but I could swear I saw her beady eyes digging deep into my own.
"Are, you gonna be okay?"
"NAH BRUH, I JUST LOST THE BEST THING IN MY LIFE TO A STANKY, DIESEASED FISH!! HE'S ALL YOURS TO SHARE NOW, BUT YOU BETTER HIT UP DAT FREE CLINIC!!"
"Don't do anything rash; I'm really sorry about this turn of events."
"THANKS MY NIGGA; TOO BAD WE DIDN'T MEET FIRST, HUH?!! ANDRE 13.5 HAS RUINED ME FOR ALL OTHER MEN!! STAY UP PLAYA!!" I was still faux bellowing while looking the stern woman in the face. Her kids, all five of them were laughing hysterically.
"Hey, uh you can call me if you get low, okay?"
"WORD!!"
"Don't worry, you're gonna find a nice guy out there waiting for you; my guy Charlie is a godsend." I felt kind of bad this manager was concerned over something not real.
"I'M OUT BRUH!!"
"Okay, call me." I hung up not knowing if he was still talking snacking on that mozzarella stick while my neighbor in the other booth gathered up her amused children. She slapped the oldest child, some boy who looked a lanky fourteen making him gather up the shopping bags as she wagged a finger in my face.
"You need Jesus in your life."
My retort came in the form of an extended slurp from the straw inside my large cup of cola. This didn't please the short, sloppy mammy one bit as she grabbed a fistful of her son's shirt yanking him away from my direction. This shitty mom slapped at the back of his neck until he complied under considerable duress. When I turned back towards Hotdog in a Stick, the manager was giving Andre the business while Charity stood by watching phone in hand.
The androgynous manager was really giving it to Andre as I yucked it up from the opposite side of the food court. I helped myself to the rest of Charity's salad as Andre was unceremoniously dragged away from Charity who was already calling me, phone to ear.
"Having a laugh over there?"
"You get his number?"
"Of course, but what the fuck are you doing? I feel like a clueless idiot right now; are you gonna let me in on a few things."
"Maybe, but I think you should ask Andre if he knows a good place to get your hair done."
"WHAT?!"
"Don't fuck my shit up; make sure you ask him about getting your hair done."
"I don't get it."
"Make-sure-you -ask Andre, where you can get your hair done Charity." I reiterated noticing that my former stunt cock's manager was returning. He had some extra choice words for Charity that I couldn't hear but was no less humorous. I started laughing my ass off glancing back over my shoulder out of habit.
"Shit." Ten feet away from me stood Carlie Kelly looking directly at me like a deer caught in headlights.
We exchanged glances as I noticed a bowl of multicolored yogurt in her hands. Her round face and big clunky glasses sat under a tightly wound headwrap with a ball of fabric atop her forehead. A spaghetti strap tank cover her torso along with a conservative matching black sweater. Some skin tight jeans spoke to what I knew to be hidden under her clothes. I froze at the sight of her but had to catch myself from twirling a finger at her wanting to see what her bubble looked like clothed. I noticed another girl with her tracing the invisible eyeline between us.
"Hello, you still there?" Charity's voice snapped me out of that seconds long trance.
I slowly raised the phone to my ear still looking Carlie dead in the face.
"Don't come over, hang out over there for a minute."
"Is everything okay?" Charity noticed the change in my voice as I watched Carlie fidget nervously raising her iPhone in my direction. I straightened up in my seat aiming my phone in her direction for dueling pics if necessary. My plan was in jeopardy, everything wound tightly making my heart thump.
She took a few pics of me sitting there and I responded in kind taking just as many. This seemed to piss Carlie off who took a step or two towards my booth until her friend tugged at her sweater sleeve. Both of them then proceeded to walk this big semi-circle around me headed in Charity's direction. I didn't follow them with my eyes instead updating my afternoon partner in crime.
"Officer Johnson's number two is headed your way Charity."
"WHAT?!!"
"Relax, she doesn't know you exist, remember? So why don't you hang out over there and see what happens?"
"I'm not taking an ass whipping for you, and she's got a friend."
"She doesn't know you bitch, remember?"
"What do you want me to do nigga?"
"Be nice, you know Andre is community property; and she's kind of his manager now instead of Shawnee."
"OMFG, SHE'S A PIMP?!"
"Shut up Charity, the bitch is almost there; just, be like water."
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean."
"I think you guys would make some great fast friends; you know, Carlie does hair for a living when she's not sitting on Andre's face. A little bird told me that she even runs a salon where they do awesome hair. Hey, wow Charity; don't you need to get your hair done to complete your makeover?"
"Nigga."
"Show me how smart and resourceful you are; Charity prove you're really more than a pretty face." I hung up gambling everything. Internally I was working out some alternatives if things went into the wood chipper. I got out my burner phone dialing up Andre's boss again.
"Hello?"
"HEY BRUH, I JUST WANTED TO APOLOGIZE FOR HANGING UP IN YOUR FACE!! THAT SHIT WAS RUDE MY NIGGA!!"
"Oh, are you feeling better now?"
"I CAN'T STOP CRYING BECAUSE ANDRE WENT STRAIGHT ON ME BRUH!! CHARITY'S RUBBING MY FACE IN IT!! SHE TEXTED ME THAT SHE'S GOT SOME FRIENDS COMING SO THEY CAN TURN HIM OUT!!" I went back to fake sobbing like some devastated kween.
"Hey, it's gonna be okay; you've got to keep it moving when things like this happen fella." His voice was muffled giving me the impression he had a hand cupping the receiver.
"I'LL NEVER FIND ANOTHER GUY LIKE HIM!!"
"Yes you will, I believe in you; come on guy, the sun's gonna come out again."
"BRUH?!!"
"They'll be other guys."
"BRUH?!!"
"Yes?"
"HEY MAN, COULD YOU GO CHECK AND SEE IF THAT BITCH BROUGHT HER FRIENDS TOO?!!" He didn't answer but I hear the phone being set down presuming he did as I asked. I was basically calling an audible on my own plan trying to give Charity Gilbert an assist.
"Uh yes, there's another girl at the counter asking for Andre." I went into hysterics making sure no one was privy in the neighboring booths.
"BRUH, CAN YOU KEEP HIM OVERTIME?!! DON'T LET THOSE BITCHES GET MY MAN, ALRIGHT?!!"
"Well, that's not feasible; Andre is scheduled to get off in ten minutes. I can't just slap some extra time on his shift. We're a business with strict scheduling, I've got someone coming in right now for the afternoon shift."
"OH I GET IT!"
"What?"
"DON'T THINK YOU'RE SLICK!! JUST CAUSE YOU THE BOSS, ANDRE ALL UP UNDER YOU AND SHIT!! SO, YOU GETTING THOSE CHEEKS CLAPPED AT WORK, HUH?!!"
"Uhm, no!" He denied sounding audibly feminine at this point.
"THAT'S REAL FOUL BRUH!!"
"Hey, wait, my name's Patrick; maybe we could meet for coffee?" He was whining.
I abruptly ended the call watching Charity sitting adjacent to the counter one leg folded over the other. Carlie and friend were standing at that counter obviously waiting for Andre to appear. Side by side, Charity Gilbert obliterated Carlie Kelly in the looks department. Sexually from my estimate, both women were neck in neck sexually; but I'd never slept with Carlie.
Andre's manager appeared at the counter talking to Ms. One's niece letting the cat out of the bag when he gestured towards Charity. Both girls then turned towards Charity worrying me that fisticuffs were about to happen when she stood up facing off with Carlie. I almost ran to the rescue but held back at the last moment.
"Well look at that, son of the bitch." Charity Gilbert proved her mettle as I watched both girls hash things out in moments.
They conversed while the odd girl out sat snacking on the yogurt she was sharing with Carlie Kelly. It looked like the conversation shifted to Charity's apparel as she did a pirouette showing off her figure then motioned towards her hair as if despairing. My heart skipped a beat in happiness when Charity received a business card. I watched Carlie gesture towards her friend's head then follow up by touching Charity's unkempt bob as Andre appeared.
He stopped in his tracks looking ill. I half expected him to run back inside the heavy door at his back, but Carlie motioned for him to come over. She took his hand interlocking fingers in ownership talking to Charity while Andre adverted his gaze visibly anxious. The situation ultimately diffused itself as I watched Carlie walk away with Andre and her friend hitting the escalator down to the floor containing the parking garage. My phone expectedly started ringing.
"You gonna pay for me to get my hair done? Carlie thinks I should get Ghanaian extensions and it's a little pricey. Oh yeah, and uh, fucking Andre is gonna run you an extra two hundred."
"I'm not fucking him bitch."
"You won't treat, but you want me to spy for you, huh nigga?"
"Point taken; I'll cash app you the funds." It felt like Charity was getting a little retribution out of my wallet. She'd never know I'd paid for her afternoon with cash from some billionaire sheik a world away.
"I actually have to schedule Andre with her; can you believe that shit? Oh, and her friend was next in line for those 13.5 inches. Honestly, I'm not even sure I wanna fuck him anymore."
"Make sure you strap up baby." I chortled.
"Well, I do have some free time and the keys to a certain closed store at the bottom of the escalator here. Maybe, you could come down and get a little something hot and wet, right about now?"
I glanced over my shoulder finding Charity Gilbert going down the escalator. There was no way I was turning down more wild public sex with this sexy diva. I told myself that I was going to get my money's worth for all the shit I'd bought her that afternoon as I ran down after Charity.
She'd already unlocked the store whose windows were papered over signaling its dead status. I hesitated at the door finding it unlocked before sticking my head inside. No one was watching as I cautiously slipped inside for more afternoon nookie. It was inky dark inside with a tiny bit of illumination near the door because of the ambient sunlight filtering in behind me.
"Charity?"
"NO, DON'T!!" She blurted out in the darkness scaring the shit out of me. It sounded like she was being menaced in some fashion as I ran towards the sound of her voice.
"CHARITY!!" I stopped short of the dressing room lining the wall at the back of the store.
Her legs were visible from the knees down. She was sitting in the same booth we'd initially used for our first tryst.
"Charity, are you okay?"
"I got my period."
I was relieved with the situation striking me funny. Charity's head appeared from the booth staring at me with this crestfallen expression.
"Oh man Charity; I guess it's beyond my control." It was too late to catch myself.
I barely got my arm up in time as her shoe ricocheted off my chest. Charity Gilbert's accompanying snarl scared me a little, but not much.
Two hours later, she was sleeping soundly in my bed curled up into a ball wearing my gym sweats again accessorized with a maxi pad. A bottle of water was clutched to her chest as I went back to my laptop computer following up on Carlie Kelly. I'd had a particularly volatile item delivered to Officer Johnson's precinct earlier in the day.
Charity Gilbert had been used to even keep the driver from identifying me should certain strings be pulled in an investigation. I knew it was a personal matter but didn't know how good Officer Johnson was at his supposed job. I retained Vicky Stone's mug shot as evidence of misconduct should certain things be discovered.
"Other than Charity here, today has been a good day." Phoebe agreed to pick her up and drop the unfortunate girl at home to solidify her alibi.
Carlie Kelly's social media provided a wealth of information in several new pics. The first was Officer Johnson's belongings strewn all over the corridor. The front door of that second floor apartment was ajar with a few people standing outside it. Something big occurred in the time between her meeting with Ms. Gilbert and our arrival at home. This was the last entry on her page preceded by two video clips. I found one with a guy faceplanted on the floor of Carlie's bedroom.
"GET UP OFF THAT FLOOR!! YOU WANNA FUCK MY WOMAN, I'M GONNA BEAT YOUR ASS!!" Andre 13.5 wasn't looking too good. I could hear peer commentary and the crying of women as Officer Johnson appeared in frame looking crazed.
"YOU DONKEY PUNCHED HIM IN THE BACK OF THE HEAD!!" Some woman yelled offscreen.
"SHUT UP BITCH, WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU ANYWAY HOE?!!" His foot collided with Andre's side further incriminating himself while I cheesed and snickered. This woman appeared in frame flopping down covering Andre's body with her own in a futile attempt to protect the unconscious idiot as Johnson turned towards the camera.
"This your side dude, huh? You been playing me all this time and look what I just gave up for you bitch!! I GAVE UP MY FUCKING FAMILY FOR YOU CARLIE!! GAVE IT ALL UP, MIGHT LOSE EVERYTHING BECAUSE I TRUSTED YOU!! And you been playing with my heart with no fucks left to give!! YOU GOT ME FUCKED UP CARLIE!!"
I noticed the camera shaking as he ranted not five feet away. This bastard had the nerve to fiddle with the truth of his situation gaslighting his side chick.
"I didn't ask you to do that." She whimpered.
"I LOVED YOU GIRL AND YOU CHEATED ON ME!!" There were tears streaming down his cheeks, mucus running from his nose as things went tits up in his life in just under twenty-four hours. I had no sympathy for either party as a familiar voice spoke up off camera.
"I think you should pack up your two bags of shit and get the fuck outta here."
Officer Johnson was crying into his hands looking all of a bull smashing about in a shop of fine china. In the background, the bedroom was trashed to hell. He looked up from his big, mitt-like hands into the camera starting to rage again.
"FUCK YOU RENEE!!"
"Obviously you've fucked yourself and I ain't about to let you drag my little cousin down with your dumbass. If you really cared about her, cared about your goddam wife and kids; nigga you would've got a divorce, but you made my cousin your jump off fool! You well, it's like...YOU-VICTIMIZED-HER!! Know what I'm saying here? Got it, huh?! Sexual misconduct is real serious for cops, right nigga? UNDERSTAND ME!! GET THE FUCK OUT NIGGA!!"
Officer Johnson was obliterated by a true apex predator disguised as a mulata femme fatale.
"Is that what you want bae?" This motherfucker even called his women by the same pet name. I definitely had no fucks to give for any of this shit as Carlie Kelly answered.
"I don't want to be with a cheater." Her meek sounding answer deflated him.
"I WANT MY RING BACK!!"
"Take your little piece of shit and get the fuck out of my place! You'll pay for all the shit you broke too nigga!" The camera shook a bit before the ring flew into his barrel chest hitting the floor with a pronounced bounce. Renee snatched it from Carlie's finger.
"I ain't paying for shit thot!" His face twisted into this crazed half smile, more of a grimace. In the background the sounds of sirens were getting louder.
"Yes bitch, you will pay me in full; kick rocks!" I shuddered at the ice cold tone.
"CARLIE!!" He reached out a hand making her flinch, meltdown complete as the video clip ended.
My handiwork was laid bare potent and deadly, an instant success with the simultaneous delivery of that flash drive containing Carlie Kelly's indiscretions to Officer Johnson's workplace. I'd included the clips of Carlie servicing Andre in the breakroom of Renee's uhm, excuse me Carlie's salon before an audience.
A bit of editing magic isolated the best of Carlie's romp post defloration by Andre 13.5. I shuddered realizing both were lucky to be alive in the face of a jilted crooked police officer. The next clip seemed to address those concerns with Carlie pictured sporting a puffy right eye and cut lip.
"Hey to all the strong black women out there who have been dating or hooking up with Officer Derrick Johnson; I want you to take a good look at my face. Derrick is an abuser and narcissist who has been mistreating me and taking sexual advantage of other women using his job as a public servant. He has struck me on occasion and shaken me until I acquiesced to what he wanted. Look at my face, Officer Derrick Johnson is an abuser, HE-WILL-ALWAYS BE AN ABUSER!! I'm doing what a responsible, strong black woman is supposed to do, pressing charges. Feel free to use my comments section to talk and commune in sisterhood."
"Wonder who wrote that shit."
I acknowledged the manufactured nature of things surmising her older cousin as the ghost writer of that bullshit statement. Another pic popped up while I was reading the statement. It was a photo of two garbage bags out on the curb in front of the salon.
I was done fucking with Officer Johnson.
*******************************************************************************************************
The following day and a half were uneventful with a visit to the college scheduled to hash out my duties as a TA once the program started. Considering the parental complaints lodged against me, I even started looking for regular work filling out a few online applications. My auntie Esther's clips were still racking up views and a bit of coin especially after I'd released all four of the minutes long videos.
I needed new material but was stuck mentally when it came to approaching my "rich uncle's" trophy wife. She didn't need the money but seemed interested after finding out about a potential Dubai based sugar daddy. I looked into that situation finding some unsavory rumors about what flown out sugar babies were required to do for the bag. In short, Auntie Esther wasn't going for that shit.
Her hourglass figure was actually this hyper-pear shaped affair with a big, long floppy donk visible from the front and thighs tightly wedged against one another. I wondered how most of her emerging fan base would feel if they got a look at her world weary, decidedly weathered face. She was ugly, just really mature with features that indicated her deep southern roots without explanation.
Esther's voice and syrupy accent were a perfect match with those looks, but her body was the thing of legends. She was the show stopper that I needed if I were going to return to shooting online porn. I went into my closet pulling out a small box that had been delivered while I was out with Charity. It contained a wrestling mask intended to be part of my aunties online persona.



I checked my phone finding nothing from any of the women I'd been hanging out with over he last few weeks. Charity was on the mend having a horrible time of things from her monthly visitor. It felt like the man upstairs was giving her the business for lying to her father in true karmic fashion.
She'd been put through the ringer so I decided to let sleeping dogs lie instead of pushing her to infiltrate Carlie's salon like I originally intended. I was still dodging that overly interested sheik online, so was hesitant to respond to commenter's question about the mystery badonkadunk belonging to my aunt. I went to Carlie's page finding a pic of Andre laid up on a couch wrapped in several comforters.
"Huh?" There was some knocking on my front door distracting me from the laptop.
It was around eleven thirty in the afternoon and I hadn't asked anyone to come over. Expecting the worst, I sidled up to the door peeking outside through the diamond shaped peep hole.
Phoebe was standing there in front of my door holding a paper bag stuffed with takeout. She looked predictably anxious piquing my curiosity. Today she was wearing this vintage embroidered flowy peasant dress. The angelic white material and Indian print fit her impressive figure nicely, but I glanced over the top of her head noticing my nosey neighbor sitting across the street porch watching.
"What're you doing here?" I opened the door stepping outside pulling it up behind me.
"I was out uh, running some errands and thought I'd get you some lunch; you haven't eaten yet, have you?" She sounded earnest but I didn't believe her one bit.
"No, but thank you for brining me lunch, and some food too." I glanced down noticing some cowboy boots on her feet as she took a second or two getting the pun.
"YOU'RE SO BAD!" Phoebe chortled.
"Do you mind if we sit out here on the porch?"
"What, you changed your mind already?" She sounded worried.
"Not in the least, but I've got to keep up appearances right now; and there's a sentry posted." I nodded my head in the direction of the nosey neighbor watching.
Phoebe's brow furrowed for a second, then she walked down a step planting her butt there. I sat down beside her as she started taking things out of the paper bag.
"I used to have a nosey neighbor back in the day too; but you know my secret so obviously the parents had nothing to worry about."
"How do you think they would've felt about me showing up to your door?" Phoebe removed two circular foil containers, one holding a salad while the other held a deep dish pizza pie that made my stomach growl.
"Dad would've had the twelve gauge out for you."
"Hey, I'm a nice guy!" She looked at me with this half smirk on her face.
"Don't you know girls don't want a nice guy at first; we want the exciting guy. Daddy always knew that and in hindsight, maybe that's why he was always so friendly with Oliver. Probably blew his mind when we got married."
"I'm the exciting guy?"
"Yeah." She admitted removing a styrofoam cup of soda and a bottle of water from the bag.
Her dress was casually diaphanous allowing me glimpses of her bust. I felt like snatching her inside for some shenanigans but didn't want to chance it while the neighbor watched. I didn't care what that old biddy thought but didn't want the drama from my mother. Phoebe reclined stretching a leg out with this little wag of the tip of her cowboy boot.
"Thanks, I've never been the exciting guy; most of the time that title went to my cousin Jaquan."
"Oh really, what's he like?" She took the plastic lid off the tin offering me a plastic fork with my salad.
"He's the exciting guy."
"Well, that's no answer; since we're sitting out here under observation, can't you give me a little more detail?"
"Shit Phoebe, he's the guy has no problems at all with the ladies, the kind of brother your dad would meet at the door sporting a fucking kill switch. Yeah, your father would blow my cousin away because there would be no doubt he would be pounding the snot out of you within thirty minutes."
"Gosh darn it, that was way too much information; I was making polite conversation and you had to get all mannish." She sounded legitimately offended.
"It's my fault for bringing him up, but I was triggered when you asked me about my cousin."
"Oh really, I'm sorry." Phoebe poked a straw into my drink handing it to me.
Having a beautiful woman catering to me was throwing me off guard. Despite the fact that I was messing around with a married woman, this was heartening. My thoughts shifted to Vicky making breakfast for me the morning our troubles began in earnest. Guilt and shame enveloped me forcing those thoughts down into my subconscious.
"He boned my girlfriend earlier this summer; well, kind of girlfriend."
"OH, I HAD NO IDEA!! So, you have a girlfriend too?"
"No, actually I'd just met Yoli and she seemed cool, but then shit went sideways. Please don't ask me to elaborate Phoebe, it's way too fucking complicated." I admitted finishing up the salad as she sat beside me holding the soda.
"So you've had two girlfriends this summer, right?" Phoebe pushed the straw between my lips allowing me to take a sip of soda. Across the street the nosey neighbor leaned forward in her lawn chair watching intently.
"Neither one of them were my girlfriends."
"Come on, we both know that's not true. You're even trying to get revenge on that cop for messing up your relationship with Vicky." Phoebe sat the soda down on the porch offering me the tin. The delicious thick pizza pie had been cut into four separate pieces.
"We were sleeping together Phoebe, nothing more."
"The lord doesn't like a fibber."
"What will you tell him when you get to the pearly gates; don't throw rocks in a glass house." There was a flash of emotion in Phoebe's face at my retort.
"Shit." I chortled at the sudden burst of blue language.
Phoebe drew her knees up wrapping her arms around them as I killed a thick slice of pizza pie. I followed her gaze towards my nosey neighbor who appeared to be talking on a flip phone. We were unfortunately providing a bit of entertainment to the old woman who leaned back in her lawn chair fanning herself. Phoebe's curves were distracting as I traced the visible outline of the high waisted women's briefs under her dress. She looked at me grinning.
"I thought you could use some company and well, Charity certainly isn't around. Uhm, well you know how it is for me and Oliver's been sleeping out like the male harlot he is these days. Maybe, I wanted some satisfaction too; so you won't hold it against me will you?"
"I am gonna hold it against you Phoebe."
"WHAT?!"
"I'm gonna watch you cum all day." Her eyes widened into saucers, cheeks flushing despite her rich olive complexion.
She straightened her back, arms still wrapped around her knees staring at my face unable to talk for a second. Her heels touched the back of her voluptuous thighs as she ran a hand over her hair tugging at the ponytail. Phoebe seemed to be some sort of Mod or maybe had a rockabilly fashion sense from the way her hair was styled to her sense of overall fashion. Today she was even wearing a bit of makeup which she didn't need in any sense of the word.
"Last time uhm, I really hate admitting that I didn't get enough; it just got crazy once I met Charity and then all of us were just, doing it. Lord forgive me, but I masturbated furiously that night. Honestly, I was still frustrated so much, that I had difficulty working. I bet you can't guess what I was doing today?"
"What, masturbating?"
"No silly, I um, wanted some satisfaction at a moments notice. I mean, you know I'm not getting anything from Oliver and well; a girl's got needs, right?"
"Sure."
"I uhm, went out to get myself a dildo. Charity made fun of me for not having one; said all woman were entitled to a sexual failsafe." I started laughing in her face but stopped abruptly when she looked away.
"Hey, its cool Phoebe; sorry for being an asshole."
"One time."
"Huh?"
"Honeymoon, second day in the morning; Oliver "forced" himself to adhere to a bit of tradition. We were having breakfast in bed he slipped his penis through his pajama bottoms. Five minutes later, we both knew it was shit."
"Hey, you don't have to talk about it, okay Phoebe?"
"But if I want to talk about it; would you listen?" She was deep in thought.
"Of course, we're friends." I answered without hesitation getting a gleeful smile from the lonely housewife. Phoebe looked away for a moment running her hands through her hair sort of lightly giggling to herself before admitting something obvious.
"I was happy Charity got her period; glad it was really bad. So, I thought I'd come over here and fuck you; but we've got a problem across the street with a nosey neighbor, right?"
"Yeah, that's about the gist of it." I was snacking on another piece of decadent pizza pie as Phoebe stood up smoothing out her dress. Her big muscular derriere was visible before my eyes as she took a step down facing my neighbor across the street.
Phoebe surprised me by waving at the old woman who hesitantly waved back looking as taken aback as I was. She walked down to the bottom of the steps to her car opening the back seat door. I watched her fishing around there for a minute before coming up with a colored slip of paper smiling.
Phoebe glanced in my direction, then walked across the street where she conversed with my neighbor standing just outside the fence surrounding her property. I watched Phoebe coax her way inside the fence walking up my neighbor's steps handing her that colored slip of paper.
They talked for a few more minutes as I finished up my lunch. Phoebe shook hands with my neighbor walking across the street back to my porch.
"You're still out here."
"Well yeah; was I supposed to do something?" I was confused as Phoebe sat down beside me a little flustered.
"You were supposed to slip inside while I was talking to her and then I'd follow."
"Sounds like a good plan if you would've told me beforehand." Phoebe pouted at my logical answer to her query.
"I gave her a flyer for our weekly bake sale and fundraiser down at the church; told her I'd give her half off some of the items there and ten percent off anything from our secondhand clothing sale. We even exchanged phone numbers."
"Oh yeah, let me see." Phoebe handed me her expensive phone without hesitation. It was unlocked allowing me to quickly pull the neighbors number which I texted to myself.
"What're you doing?"
"I got a burner phone with one of those voice changers attached that makes you sound like the killer from those Scream movies; I'm gonna troll that biddy for infantilizing me."
"DON'T DO THAT!" Phoebe lunged for her phone jostling with me for a moment giving my nosey neighbor some action. She accidentally dialed the old woman snatching her phone back to cut the call.
"HEY, HOLD UP, WAIT A MINUTE!!" Phoebe froze with the phone in her hands.
My neighbor's house phone was ringing with a muffled echo that could be heard from my porch. I raised a hand motioning for Phoebe to let it ring off the hook. It sounded like an old fashioned rotary phone. The old lady looked annoyed with the sound as demonstrated by her body language, then slowly got up trudging to her screen door.
She gave us a last look before going inside. My neighbor's two story home had this big open picture window that allowed us to watch her wearily traversing the corridor outside her living room. It was a shitty thing to do to an elderly woman, but fair trade in my opinion as I gathered up our things.
"Come on Phoebe, go inside quick!"
We bolted inside quickly slamming the door behind us. I had the bags hanging back to peer out of the peep window in my heavy oak front door. The neighbor could be seen already shuffling back towards her front porch through the giant picture window at the front of her home.
It felt like I'd defeated her in some fashion as I watched my snooping neighbor stand on that porch across the street visibly fretting. I smiled to myself walking back to the kitchen putting the paper bag on the counter as I turned to my bedroom door.
"Shit."
Phoebe was sitting on my bed supporting her weight on flattened palms, thick shapely gams spread straddling the edge facing me. The semi-flushed look on her face told me she wanted action making my cock throb from the sight alone. I measured my steps inside until she was looking up into my face. Phoebe remained still as one of my fingers traced the outline of her left breast before cupping it.
I gave it a generous squeeze, more of a grope that was met with a dreamy sigh from this woman. Underneath that diaphanous sheer dress my fingers encountered an underwire brassiere. I could feel the lace on its surface through the material.
Phoebe cupped and gave my package a hearty squeeze prompting me to grab handfuls of her dress.
She was a different type of woman more traditionally submissive in some ways, but hiding a naughty side secreted to the remote sections of her subconscious.
Outwardly Phoebe was a neo-version of a nuclear housewife, but the flipside presented an emotionally repressed woman who'd trapped herself in a sexless marriage left with nothing to do but busy herself with various self-appointed projects. My impetuous gambit of groping Tressie Fisher's big butt right before her eyes lit a fire in this woman.
You couldn't imagine the level of frustration that caused her to instantly orgasm on the spot when I mimicked that action at her request. Phoebe was a legitimate trophy wife very different than my subversive Auntie Esther who tangentially admitted marrying my uncle for money.
Phoebe's thick muscular legs came into view as I raised her dress. They were as shapely as Rashida Sikes also giving Renee Kelly's gams a run for the money. The difference was the natural musculature in her thighs and defined calves. Phoebe hadn't alluded to any history of athletics with these powerful legs of a runner or dare I say, a person doing weight training. The cowboy boots kind of stood out today as I looked up at the approving expression on her pretty face.
"What's up with the cowboy boots?" The facial comparison to retired actress Lark Voorhees in younger days was slapping me in the face as she averted her gaze chortling.
"I came to ride."
Phoebe admitted eyes shifting back towards me as her lips met my own. She was more self-assured this time easily going with the flow as my tongue slid inside her mouth. Her hand cupped the outside of my cheek as we made out.
I drew back peering down at her exposed panties. Phoebe wore these high waisted briefs sheer enough in the front that her lightly shaved muff was visible to the naked eye. My afternoon lover did nothing going back to her default position sitting there at an angle with both arms supporting her weight.
Phoebe knew I liked what I saw and that was the hook for her neglected attentions. She moaned when I ran two fingers along her covered slit finding a telling moisture there. Two fingers pinched the satiny material drawing it to the side revealing her womanhood.
Phoebe was visibly wet and enticing enough to bring me to my knees.
She cupped the back of my head using the fingers of her other hand to spread her flower apart. A shudder ran through Phoebe's body when the tip of my tongue twirled on her clit teasing and flicking it. My lips captured her button hiding my action from view as I wrote the letters of the alphabet on it.
Phoebe groaned hunching forward caressing my hair as I started to go sloppy wet. I ran the flat of my tongue up and down her slit letting it slip inside her folds. Her breathy moans were making me hard as diamond, but I just wanted to please her like she pleased me. Phoebe deserved to be catered to and I wanted to do my best to satisfy her before I used my cock.
Phoebe fell backwards staring at the ceiling allowing me to part her luscious thighs while I literally tongue fucked her juicy cunt. I nibbled at her inner thighs sucking hard in that sensitive spot making her wiggle and squirm. I peppered her slit with several wet kisses then went after her clit fellating it making her legs tremble.
Phoebe tried to sit up and cup the back of my head but flopped down again making the mattress shake. Her knees and muscular calves were level with my head as I used both thumbs prying her open to get at her button. Phoebe's gasps and moans were echoing throughout the house as I wrapped my arms around the outsides of her thighs trapping my head between them.
My chin was pressing again the crack of her ass as I wedged my face against her cooch. Phoebe was just about wetting herself filling my mouth with her essence. Her solid butt was rolling around on the mattress with the diaphanous dress covering her midsection. I loved the sight of Phoebe's puffed up cunt using my fingers to pinch her labia together lapping the resultant puffy slit.
Phoebe howled when I slurped her compromised lower lips between my own. What began as breathy moans and gasp degenerated into veritable squeals of delight and out and out screams of pure bliss. Her wide hips were popping and rolling up into my face while her hand appeared manically working her swollen clit.
There was no doubt she was on the verge of exploding and I wanted to make that nuke detonate inside her drenched honey pot. My middle and pointer fingers slid inside easily able to curve upward into that secret spot. This was the last wall of natural resistance as I began tapping on that hyper sensitive ridge causing a meltdown. Phoebe clapped both hands over her mouth, but it was too late. I buried my face in her cunt.
"AW!! AW SHIT!! I'M GONNA TINKLE!! I'M GONNA!! AW!! AH FUCK IT!! EAT ME BABY!! AW FUCK!!" My face was taking a severe beating as she bucked up into my lips and chin.
Phoebe surprised me palming my head like a basketball as she arched up off the bed shoving her snatch into my mouth. It lasted a few minutes before she crashed into the mattress with sporadic bursts of moisture and visible liquid running down the deep crack of her butt. I was there watching as Phoebe rubbed her muff, teasing her clit slowly coming down from a sexual high. She rose up on her elbows looking at my defiled face between her inner thighs. She looked punch drunk and addled.
"Get naked for me." She asked almost a whisper.
I obliged Phoebe righting myself as I slipped my own navy blue t-shirt off baring my chest. I was grateful for the moderate win in the genetic lottery which rewarded me with enough definition not to be classified as a bird chest. She sat up in her ruffled frock watching intently as I undid my belt buckle while kicking off my canvas sneakers. Phoebe sat further upright with the excess material of her dress gathered into her lap playing with herself as I slid out of my pants and boxer briefs.
She bit her lower lip working herself into a frenzy.
"Undress me."
Phoebe raised both hands in the air as if I were pointing a gun at her allowing me to slip the loose dress over her head. Underneath I found some lingerie designed for her unique curves. Her enhanced 34 DD bust was encased in this angelic white underwire brassiere that was partially sheer in the front allowing me a good look at the erect nipples pressing into the material.
That wealth of cleavage made my cock stand attention and visibly throb which delighted her to no end. Phoebe's matching high waisted briefs fit more like the competitive bikini bottom than lingerie with her powerful thighs bulging from the material. There was an air of overt seduction in my bedroom as she slurped on her pointer finger before applying it to the head of my cock. Phoebe looked up at me gasping.
"Play with it for me."



She was really committed to the seduction rubbing her muff watching me stroking myself staring at her pretty face. I liked the wealth of cleavage presented by the expensive underwire brassiere stuffed with her big, olive colored boobs. Phoebe was a shade of olive lighter with this sort of butter pecan complexion that made my mouth water.
Her naivety was offset by an awakened sexual being that I wanted to draw out even further. Her cheeks were flushing crimson as she rubbed one out invigorated after I'd wantonly eaten her kat until she was yelling my name from the rafters. I wanted to bury my face in her cunt and do it some more, but she was just too sexy like this.
"It's okay, you can cum all over me; I'll make sure you get really hard again."
Phoebe bit her lower lip really working her clit hunched over giving my tortured erection this hungry look. She started rolling her hips whining and gasping in this sort of girlish sounding encouragements. Her swollen puss was leaking all over the place audible to the ear as she huffed and grimaced.
My right hand became a blur of motion trying to keep pace with her nimble fingers. Her hand cupped her muff intermittently slapping at it as she became more animated. I inched towards her mentally conflicted between shoving my junk as deep inside her as humanly possible or marking my territory in primal fashion. Phoebe's brow furrowed; mouth hung open as she began to cum.
"OH SHIT, CUM FOR ME!! CUM ON ME!! I WANT YOUR JIZZ ALL OVER ME!! GIVE IT TO ME!!" The youthful sound of her voice talking dirty was the spark that lit the fuse as I went over the precipice.
This really thick rope of gooey cum shot out of my crown hitting Phoebe's abdomen with a visible splash. She yelped in mock surprise as the second was more of an explosion lighting up her bulging cleavage and the lower half of her face.
I was far from done as three more thigh pulsing bursts hit my afternoon lover dead center in the muff soiling her slit actually caking it up with a layer of creamy semen. Phoebe was squirting hard halfway through my orgasm sharing the leg shaking experience. Her hand shot out handling my member drawing me in closer. Phoebe knew what she was doing jacking my tumescence with authority.
She was obviously a quick study from Charity Gilbert.
Taking things further, Phoebe slid off the edge of my bed damn near inhaling my cock nearly to the base. She choked and gagged but wrapped her arms around my thighs until she had to breathe or pass out. Her right hand went around the base of my member. But her head bobbed and twisted as she sucked and slurped me back to life. Truth be told, Phoebe really had come to ride.
She was putting on a command performance inspired by only God knows what. She had a knack for sloppy top kissing, licking even blowing spit bubbles all over my prick. It was a crime against nature this woman married a gay man who couldn't have cared less about her needs. He'd caught us in the act right in his living room. That douche was only mad that she was there interrupting his fun and nothing more.
"I think it's ready; I want you to fuck me from behind like a dog."
Phoebe stood up extremely close face rubbing my abdomen and eventually my pecs as she raised a hand dangling her panties in front of my face. She'd deftly slipped them off in one smooth motion sometime between servicing me and standing. I grabbed at the moist undergarment tossing it on my bed.
Her eyes followed as she looked out of instinct allowing me to bend her over the edge of my mattress. Undeterred, Phoebe reached back parting her big smooth looking cheeks exposing her openings. This nigh indescribable sound accompanied my intruding pike as I thumped her pelvis to rounded butt. Her hard tan lines came into play exciting me even more.
Her butt was definitely bigger than a declared thirty-eight inches spread out in a perfect inverted heart shape that took nothing away from its innate musculature. Initially she held those cheeks apart for me but lost it in short order letting them clap on my shaft. Her cunt was always incredibly tight, but I'd been putting in work in tandem with her sopping wetness.
Plain and simple, I was beating her back out with extreme prejudice. That big heart of an ass bounced and popped almost appearing to get bigger from my vantage point. I realized Phoebe reverse engineered the arch in her lower back sexually evolving. My fingers were clawing into her hips posted up at the junction where thigh met shapely full figured leg.
"Cum on my butt; I've been dying to feel your seed there since I knocked on your door." Phoebe instructed and confessed at the same time.
"AH PHOEBE!! AH SHIT IT'S COMING OUT!! I'M CUMMING ON YOUR BIG ASS PHOEBE!!" My cock slid out of her dewy honeypot with Phoebe quickly flopping out on my mattress belly down.
I inundated and glazed her shuddering butt cheeks with rope after rope of concentrated spunk while she fingered herself getting the most out of our afternoon tryst. Phoebe was face planted on my sex soaked mattress and soiled bedding.
Both of us were gasping and holding on for dear life giving air. Phoebe started chuckling to herself while I stood over her admiring the scenery.
"What?"
"This is what I wanted that day I came over and found Charity here in your bedroom. I'm laughing because I almost yanked her hair out. I think I'm laughing because you always make me feel something new."
"I think you're giving me too much credit."
"I've never been jealous before, but for that one second; I nearly punched her smug face. There she was sitting there like she belonged and I felt, lacking. I've never felt that before."
"You never had a threesome before too, right?"
"Yeah, but if we didn't have that threesome, I never would've come back here."
"I don't get it Phoebe?" She raised up laying on her belly glancing back at me smiling, happy.
"Well, you chose me over her; I mean, I guess you found me more attractive that her. That's when I knew today was gonna happen. You and me were going to really "DO IT" without Charity around. I was prepared to wait for as long as it took to get my chance. At least I wanted one more time before I have to give you up."
Her explanation struck me odd.
"I don't follow."
"Well you know, right? Eventually she's going to come back and you guys are gonna get back together."
"Phoebe, I'm not dating Charity Gilbert."
"Not her silly, Vicky; she's gonna get out of jail eventually and you guys are gonna pick up where you left off, aren't you?"
"NO!"
A switch flipped inside my head and it must have read on my face because Phoebe sat up facing me. I stood there staring blankly at her face as she drew her knees up into her chest. She studied my posture carefully before speaking.
"Uhm, there's something else."
"What?"
Phoebe slid off my bed wearing nothing but her brassiere. I watched her step into the adjacent kitchen reaching into the paper bag on the counter. She returned with this stuffed envelope offering it to me, but I couldn't move.
"Tressie wanted me to give this to you. I mentioned visiting you, for obvious reasons; she asked me to pass this along. Its for you, from her. I guess she forgot your mailing address." I stumbled back a step unable to take my eyes from the envelope in her hands.
"Take it."
"I don't want to Phoebe."
"This is a really thick letter so it seems like she has a lot to say. I'm gonna leave it here on your desk, sorry." Phoebe nudged by me placing the envelope on my desk.
"Why're you apologizing?"
"Because I killed the mood; I purposely didn't give you that envelope first because I selfishly wanted to sleep with you before you found out about it. I guess I'm not a godly woman anymore; can you forgive me for that?"
"Come here fool." We kissed and made out for a few minutes.
"Uhm, maybe we can do a sex tape sometime, if you're still interested?" The anxiousness in her voice made me want to kiss her some more, but we both knew she had to go. My mother would be returning home from work in short order.
"Oh yeah, be careful what you wish for Phoebe." The offer felt like some sort of emotional olive branch on her part.
"Make me look good, but no face in the camera, okay?" I swatted her big immobile ass cheeks peeking as she walked to my bathroom stripping off her brassiere. Phoebe glanced back at me smiling.
"Thanks."
"For what?"
"Looking at me like a man should." She disappeared inside the bathroom. The shower started moments later as my gaze fell upon the envelope sitting on my desk.
********************************************************************************************************
I got the mower out doing my front yard after Phoebe drove off back to her static lifestyle. We hugged and gave one another pecks on the cheek giving my nosey neighbor something to gossip about. It felt insulting but telling having this old woman sitting outside hawking my house, so I decided to go for the mundane while working out a few issues. So being the dutiful son, I cleaned the front yard working on the side of the house when my mother arrived.
I wasn't surprised when my mother gave me attitude but didn't specify the reason for it. The old biddy snitched after all so I resolved not to hide anything from that point onward. Mom thought I was cleaning the yard because I felt guilty about having Phoebe over and I did nothing to dissuade that thought. My phone buzzed with a question mark emoji from Yoli while I was clipping the hedges.
"Doing the whole yard today; the neighbors think I'm weird because I don't use the neighborhood landscaping service. I like to think I'm old school, so I do it myself."
Our conversation was wacked because I talked while texting but she only responded with emojis for the most part. Yoli responded with a mouthless emoji then followed that one up with a kissing one. I figured she was bored, likely under strict oversight which explained her manner of communication.
"I miss you but have to concede that I probably wouldn't be mowing this lawn if you were here."
She responded with a thinking emoji.
"All the times we hooked up and you can't figure out what I mean?"
Yoli responded with a winking emoji; then another blowing me a kiss. Before I could type anything she hit me with a zany face emoji. This gave me a hearty laugh coupled with pangs of longing for her company. I just sent a kiss emoji back instead of texting. I wasn't surprised in the least when she responded with a banana + donut emoji.
"Is that all you think about?"
A pair of lips, an eggplant and fireworks spelled out things from her end of our little texting session. As if that weren't enough, Yoli sent several peach emojis in three lines making me burst into laughter.
"If you were here I'd definitely take care of that booty. I miss your legs wrapped around me; hell, those lips wrapped around my, you know." I used an eggplant emoji to emphasize my meaning. I couldn't believe it but I was getting a little frisky recalling the best parts of our past hookups.
A waving hand partnered with a peach and smiling face with horns indicated her request for a spanking. She seemed to get excited texting me mixed rows of eggplant and peach emojis. Row upon row of sweat droplets followed emphasizing some digital orgasm. What we were doing was weird, but I was glad she kept in contact no matter what the future held.
A sliver of anger ran through me making me tremble when I thought about Yoli's obvious exploitation. Ms. One's specialty was emotional terrorism so acute you didn't know you were being attacked until she was done with you. I was enchanted by her beauty as well as the perception of power surrounding her.
Maybe allowing Yoli to go down on her was the last straw for my nemesis?
"One day when we see one another again; I swear I'll do all that and more until you beg me to stop. I wish we'd had a chance to get to know one another before all this shit happened. We should've hashed it out and maybe nobody would've got hurt. I really was going with the flow of things, but that's no excuse for what happened between you and Rashida. I wish you guys had it out before I came into the picture, but we both know that wasn't part of the plan. Some people are just control freaks, no matter how beautiful and sophisticated they seem. I wasn't paying attention, and for that I'm sorry."
Yoli didn't respond after that. I figured my heartfelt confession left a bad taste in her mouth. I put the mower back into the garage and trudged inside my house.
"Mom, what're you doing?" The envelope was in her hands. She froze in place standing in front of my desk. It took a few seconds as she looked from the surface of the envelope to my face.
"The girl is in jail?"
"That belongs to me; my name is on the envelope mom." I tugged it away from her with minimal resistance. The concerned look on her face made me a little angry.
"What's she in jail for son?"
"She's just in there, alright?" I was holding the letter with both hands, hands shivering independent of the rest of my body.
"What did she do?"
"MOM, PLEASE!!" I blurted out.
"I didn't mean nothing son, sorry I'll go. Uh, you want me to order something for dinner? I'm going out with Gene tonight, so if you wanna get something, I can drive you or we can do whatever you want."
"I'm sorry mom, okay?"
"I love you son; don't you ever forget that." We hugged it out but didn't talk about the letter further.
I didn't know if she was really going out with her boyfriend, things felt off between us as she went to her bedroom dialing up some friends to promptly gossip. There was no way I was ever telling her that Vicky Stone had been outed as a former prostitute by Jaquan's infamous baby mamma number two. Even a hint of that story had nuclear potential that could cause a massive rip in our family proper.
I imagined my father chiding me over it probably asking if I "paid for it" with Vicky. I hated knowing the truth and I hated that woman even more for showing it to me. It was more of a punishment than anything she'd done before prompted by perceived betrayal. I didn't give a shit about that website I'd built for her or anything else at this point. I got out my phone dialing up Tressie Fisher.
"Hello?"
"You know it's me Tressie; why did you give that letter to Phoebe?" I wasn't wasting any time with her.
"Phoebe mentioned that she was going to your house for an afternoon hookup; what's the big deal? Did she open the letter?"
"No, but that's some personal shit to be delivering by courier, no matter how big her ass is; what you can't be bothered yourself?" There was a long pause that made me think she'd hung up.
"Don't call me up with this righteous fucking indignation. You have no idea how hard it is with my cousin behind bars; you haven't even asked how she's doing! She's gone through hell and had some time added because of a fight her first week there! Did you know they were going to keep her local, but transferred her downtown after she beat up some dike who tried it with her? How dare you call me with an attitude nigga! You have any idea what her brother and sister are going through; what I'm going through taking care of them?!!"
"Tressie?"
"I'M TALKING RIGHT NOW-YOU WILL LISTEN AND SHUT THE FUCK UP!!" The raw emotion in her voice washed away my attitude leaving behind a mounting remorse.
"Hey, I didn't..."
"I-SAID SHUT THE FUCK UP!! I'M TALKING RIGHT NOW!!" She was yelling so loud, it felt like she was inside the room with me. There was ambient chatter behind her that bathed my ears in cognitive static as Tressie continued.
"I've got a full plate with the church, these kids crying for their sister all day and night with Demon popping up when he feel like it even though he's supposed to be helping out too!! FUCK, I DON'T EVEN HAVE TIME FOR..!!" Tressie gasped, almost a hiccup as the line went silent.
"Where's their mother?" I half whispered.
"GONE!! SHE DOESN'T LIVE HERE!! HASN'T LIVED HERE FOR A WHILE!! WE DON'T KNOW WHERE THE FUCK SHE IS AND WE DON'T CARE!! SHE LEFT HER ELDEST DAUGHTER HOLDING THE MOTHERFUCKING BAG!! YOU GOT THAT NIGGA?!!"
"Tressie, I didn't know; I'm sorry."
She hung up in my face.
I sat there at my desk replaying what she said over and over in my head. Tressie Fisher had no idea how much I was devastated by the outing of her cousin Vicky Stone. That of course was a moot point now that I learned of her mother's abandonment of the family. My feelings took a backseat to the everything currently going with what I perceived to be a power vacuum caused by Vicky's sudden incarceration.
I had this queasy uneven feeling about my person as I glanced over at the envelope sitting on my desk. I wanted to pick it up and open it but couldn't. Some little voice in the back of my head was screaming for me to do, something.
I knew I couldn't leave that letter lying around with my mother knowing of its existence. I loved her but realized curiosity would compel her to return. I pocketed it snapping up my phone. I wanted to see for myself the ravages left behind in Vicky's wake.
Luckily my mother was already gone for the night and wouldn't be privy to me leaving the house. My nosey neighbor was still hanging out on her porch in the early evening hours. That old biddy was talking on her flip phone watching me get into an Uber. For some reason or perhaps because of the uncharacteristic emotion in Tressie's voice, I urged the driver to step on it. I made it to the dangerous area in little under fifteen minutes.
"This is another fine mess you've gotten yourself into." It was a personal quirk of mine whenever I was nervous to mumble to myself.
Evening had come covertly signaled by the orangish glow of the streetlights lending their hue to the back of the ratty townhouse Vicky called home. Despite the fact that I knew she wasn't there, I was stricken with this overwhelming feeling.
My heart was beating so hard, I lingered at the edge of her rear yard steeling myself enough to walk to the backdoor. The screen door looked rickety like it would fall off it shook hard enough, but the main door was ajar allowing me to peer inside. I could smell garbage and some kind of sharp smell I couldn't put my hand on in that instant.
The door led into her kitchen which was a clunky rectangular design common in row houses of this type. Justin was sitting at a blocky kitchen table that looked like something you see in a school cafeteria. The table top was visibly dirty with a ripped open box of Chex that looked like it came from a food bank. The television was turned up in the living room. It sounded like his sister was watching some reality television. He was intently playing with a tablet.
"Justin?" It took a moment or two for him to realize I was there. He got up with so much energy coming to the screen door.
"HEY, WHAT'S UP?"
"I came to check up on you; is Tressie here?" He looked disappointed at the screen door.
"Yeah, she sleep on the couch though."
"What's going on; is everything okay in there with you guys?"
"Uh, pretty much." I didn't believe him but didn't want to call him on it.
"You got food in there, I can still order up some groceries for delivery. Oh, and how about I spring for dinner; you guys eat yet?" He looked excited at the suggestion, but his brow furrowed.
"Uhm, my sister Gennie made some hamburger helper, but she put too much Cayenne pepper in it. Hey, don't tell, but it was nasty. I had some cornflakes too."
"Ugh, man I'm getting you some groceries, and what do you want for dinner Justin?" I retched just hearing what this kid had been putting into his stomach.
"I want some food but I can't let you in because you're a stranger; Tressie would be mad if I let you in and she sleep so I'm scared of waking her up. She might whup me."



"She better not whup you; don't worry about it kid. Just tell me what you want to eat besides the groceries." His eyes lit up when he realized I was still going to supply the house.
"HAMBURGERS, LIKE BIG HAMBURGERS AND A STRAWBERRY SHAKE, OH CHINESE FOOD TOO, LIKE EGG FOO YOUNG MISTER!!" I chuckled tapping away at my phone happy to be his fairy godfather one more time.
"I got it Justin; hey, I'm gonna be out here on the curb until you get your stuff. Make sure you share it with your sister too; what about Tressie? Know what she wants to eat?"
"No, sorry."
"Don't worry about it, just make sure she gets some food, okay?"
"Yes sir!" I laughed when the youngster saluted me.
I had a surprise waiting for me as I ordered supplies for Vicky's siblings. My auntie's not so secret admirer in Dubai decided to shoot another five hundred bucks into the account. Logically speaking it was posted on my page but I still felt guilty inadvertently catfishing some guy. I dialed her up with the intent of letting her decide what we'd do about the situation.
"Boy what you doing calling me up right now; I'm out with, friends." I didn't want to read between the lines.
"Your secret admirer from Dubai popped another five hundred bucks onto my cash app; I guess, I wanted your thoughts on the matter."
"You felt guilty about the money, right?"
"Fifteen hundred in three days and I spent some of it already; so yeah, guilty as charged."
"Only fifteen hundred, I'm worth lot more than that boy." Auntie Esther chuckled in a way that made me question the statement.
"I know, its just that I don't want him expecting another scene; so, you want me to take your stuff down, or what?"
"Tell you what, if he sends another five hundred, we'll whip something up, okay boy?" I heard some movement in the background giving me the sneaking suspicion my wayward auntie was at some motel.
"Is that the only way I'm gonna get at you Auntie?"
"Cut it out boy." She hung up.
I was leaning against the fence on the cracked sidewalk staring at the face of my phone. I considered asking her to send me a booty pic but figured that would earn me a "spanking" at some point in the future. I found another emoji laden message from Yoli that completely ignored our last exchange, specifically my emotional confession of sorts.
I didn't respond figuring I might trigger some crazy behavior. There was really nothing more I could do for her at this point, but I was never going to shut her out the way Ms. One had. I chaffed inside because it was easy calling my nemesis by her alter ego's name these days. There was no doubt more retribution was coming by my hand or the almighty.
"HEY BRUH, WUS GOOD?!!"
"Excuse me?" I glanced over finding a sight that made my heart leap into my throat. I recognized the thug approaching me flanked by two rough looking associates at each side.
This big criminal looking dude was the same guy who stepped to me the day I'd been out looking for Vicky. Our exchange was initially about attempted business (Drugs) shifting to the quality of the local prostitutes that hung out in the area. I wondered about that day since then; wondered if Vicky were back there on the stroll.
The image of her looking into car windows to haggle with prospective johns made my blood boil. It also explained her eventual willingness to engage in a threesome with her cousin Tressie that night. Everything that followed was out of pocket on her end. As usual, I was clueless to her true nature.
"Chilling, how you doing?" I caught myself knowing to keep my eyes on his, street rules being that any sign of weakness made you prey. I hated that generalization, the duality of it being true and insulting to brothers simultaneously. My tone was even and moderate betraying no apprehension.
"WHAT YOU DOING AROUND HERE? YOU LOOKING FOR REAL NOW, OR JUST WINDOW SHOPPING?!!" This guy's gaze shifted towards Vicky's house as he spoke making me bristle internally.
"Just helping out a friend and then I'm gone."
I noticed the nervous energy amongst his associates, recognized the pack mentality out looking for prey. Their ring leader was more relaxed probably because he was built like an NFL player even though we were the same height; likely because he had a four man backup crew. The other guys were a mixed bag of builds but more than enough for a middleweight like myself. One of the guys nudged him earning a momentary glance before he regarded me again.
"Hey bruh, you know what it is; you gonna have to come up off that phone and empty your pockets too."
"Sorry, I can't do that shit." I was leaning on the partial fence resting my elbows.
I had thoughts of flipping headfirst over the fence and either running to Vicky's house or around the townhouse. Running towards Vicky's house was obviously out of the question because of Tressie and the children.
"MAN GIVE ME YOUR SHIT!!" This lanky light skinned guy with a ballcap sitting on the back of his head nudged forward as I took my elbows off the fence. He had a silly, crazy look on his face that made me want to smash it, but I inched backward.
"No."
"Hey, you want us to get to dumping on your ass nigga?!! We taking your shit one way or another!!" I'd already planned to hop the fence and hit the side of Vicky's house for the adjacent street. Only problem was, I wasn't familiar with this neighborhood.
"I'm trying to help somebody out and I don't want no parts of this shit." Two guys at my right were starting to spread out as I pressed into the fence letting my arm hang over the opposite side holding my android.
"YOU GONNA HELP US OUT TOO BRUH!!" The ring leader threatened.
Before I could say anything we all heard the screen door open and close with a rickety slam. Tressie Fisher appeared walking across the backyard to my side of the fence.
She was wearing this long sleeved denim dress haphazardly fitted to her voluptuous hourglass figure that made me fear the worst in front of these humanoid jackals. My heart was thumping wildly as I considered swinging on the jacked up guy in front of me.
"Barry what the fuck are you doing?"
"Oh, hey Tee-Tee!!" His demeanor melted away with a goofy smile spreading across his face.
"Barry tell me you're not out robbing people again; and you got little Myron out here learning how to be a criminal too, huh? I'm gonna have to speak with Ms. Fanny this Sunday because you're out of pocket." She sounded like she had a hangover running her hand through her hair as some of the guys looked around confused.
"Aw come on Tee-Tee, we was just playing with him; you ain't gotta bring my granny into this!"
"YOU BETTER STOP CALLING ME THAT BARRY!!"
"Uh sorry Tressie." This guy was completely buck broken, submissive.
"MS. FISHER!!" She corrected.
"Yeah sorry about that Ms. Fisher; we cool and everything, right?" Tressie turned looking me directly in the face.
"Hey, you got a ten or something you can lend me, huh?" Her outstretched hand was in my face.
"Sure." Luckily I had some loose money in my pocket fishing out a ten dollar bill which she in turn rewarded to Barry and his crew of fuckups. I felt like it was a down low way of paying taxes so that I could make it out this hood alive.
"Barry I want you to get Ms. Fanny one of those Arizona ice teas she likes so much, buy two tall cans; and I'm gonna call her to make sure you did what I said, okay?" I watched this tough son of a bitch literally shuck and jive in front of Tressie with awkward body language.
"You ain't gotta do that Ms. Fisher."
"But I am Barry, so you better make sure your granny's happy or I'm not signing that paperwork saying you got part time work down at the church nigga."
"Okay ma'am, I'm out."
"Myron, you know it's a school night; don't make me call up your daddy." Tressie threatened Barry's right hand man, ironically the guy that pushed to attack me.
"YOU GONNA TRICK ON ME?!!"
"I can call him right now if you want and you know he don't want you outside after dark! How do you think he's gonna feel when he find out you hanging with Barry?!! Or I'll tell you what; how about I dial up my brother, huh nigga?!!"
The color drained out of their collective faces at the mention of Demon.
"Hey guys we gotta get to that corner store before it closes; who's coming with me?"
Only Myron remained as the other guys walked off with muted jeers and peer commentary. Barry glowered at me for a second before leaning over the fence giving Tressie a peck on the cheek. Both of my would be robbers slowly drifted away. Myron glanced back a few times making me want to meet him in the middle of the street.
"So what're you doing here?" She asked after they were long gone.
"Wanted to help."
"By standing outside, huh?"
"Check it out."
A car pulled up filled with bags of groceries and dinner for Vicky's siblings. We watched the driver deliver everything to the back door while Justin jumped about excited and happy to be getting what he wanted. Tressie's expression didn't change one bit as she tugged at her wrinkled dress.
"Did they thank you?"
"They don't have to Tressie; and Justin didn't let me in because I'm a stranger."
"So that's a no, right?"
"I was wrong, they thanked me for the groceries, Justin saluted me too. Tressie, just let them be happy, I really did come over here to make amends with you. Looks like you need some help and I can push a broom around the house while you get some rest."
"Oh you care so much about my welfare and those kids in there, is that right?"
"Yeah."
"Did you read that letter?"
"No, but I have it."
I pulled it out of my back pocket showing the unopened letter to her. Tressie looked blasted out, exhausted to the max standing there scratching her lower side as if she'd just gotten out of bed. The expression on her face had me expecting to be cursed out.
"Come on then."
She turned trudging across the yard to the back of the dilapidated town house. I was obliged to hurry behind Tressie towards the back door. That dress was almost form fitting in certain places presenting a denim covered coke bottle to the eye. Tressie stopped short right in front of me causing a collision of flesh.
"SORRY!" Tressie turned at the hip looking at me with one eyebrow raised. I was ready to beg off at the first sign of aggression, but she went to unbuckling me with nimble fingers quickly stripping away my belt with a bit of flair.
"Stay here, wait for me."
I held onto my pants at the waistline watching the pronounced sway of her butt as she disappeared inside the house.
A cacophony of screaming, jeering and frenzied movement followed alarming me enough to approach the screen door yanking it open. I found myself looking directly at Tressie's huge bust almost mashed into my face. I righted myself able to look over her shoulder finding Vicky's siblings in the process of cleaning the adjacent kitchen. Justin was using a dishrag to wipe down the fridge while his slovenly sister toiled over a deep sink full of dirty dishes.
"Didn't I tell you to wait for me?"
Her voice was harsh and off-putting. Justin was putting away the groceries in the background while his sister glared at me once or twice. In my opinion, this sixteen year old was a complete turd.
"Well, I thought I could offer some help."
"No you heard me being a black woman, so you were gonna stop me from getting my cousin's straight."
"Hey, I don't wanna fight."
"Who says we're fighting?" Tressie grabbed my hand drawing me into the kitchen.
She let go almost immediately beckoning me closer to the fridge which she opened. It was stuffed to the gills with fresh groceries revealing a con that made me feel stupid. Justin dipped his head looking at the floor unable to meet my gaze.
"Hey, you ever tried putting ten pounds of shit in a five pound bag?"
"You win." I was embarrassed backing away dejected at being manipulated by a kid, but Tressie caught my hand stopping me at the screen door.
"Thanks for the groceries and the meal; I was out of it honestly, and I told this little bitch over here to make dinner. She had a microwave burrito and Justin here, had whatever the fuck she made in the pot she's cleaning. HURRY UP AND WASH THOSE DISHES OR I'M GONNA WHUP YOU ASS AGAIN!!"
My belt was hanging around her neck which Tressie snatched down with flair laying the motion blurred strap across the girl's backside.
"YUH, YES MA'AM!!" Vicky's sister was visibly horrified nodding profusely going back to her chores with renewed vigor. She glared at me one time too many earning a bonus swat across the butt.
"YOU'RE GOING TO BED AFTER YOU FINISH UP IN HERE, AND YOU AIN'T EATING NONE OF THE SHIT ON THAT TABLE GIRL!!" I was shocked that Tressie Fisher skewed distinctly old school in terms of parenting. I'd only ever seen her as the casually malevolent woman covertly enraged at the church. Knew only the sexual deviant born out of tragedy behind those faux-hallowed walls.
"Guess I made a fool of myself; I'm gonna go home." Again Tressie snagged my hand.
"You eat yet?"
"I'll get something on the way home."
"No you're gonna have some of this food you brought; go sit in that stripped car outside in the yard. I'll bring you a plate." She gave my cheek a little pinch starting to smile at the look on my face.
"Man, you make me think you're gonna cook for me." I started to smile too acknowledging the return of some friendliness between us.
"I don't know how to cook; why do you think I told this little bitch over here to make dinner for her brother? Of course she put her own little spin on things as you can see. HURRY UP AND GET IT FIXED STACEY!!" My belt swished through the air catching the broad side of the sixteen year old's rear end. It was the first time I'd ever heard the kid's name.
"YES MA'AM, DON'T WHUP ME!!" Stacey Stone didn't look like her name, probably an ugly duckling who secretly despised her stunningly beautiful older sister. The girl began frantically washing the dishes as Tressie shot Justin a menacing look. I chuckled when he snatched up a broom sweeping up the kitchen floor with equal fervor.
"Don't whup me either ma'am!" I teased when she looked at me.
"Get out of here!" I received a playful swat across the butt.
"Deja vu."
"Huh?"
"You're the second woman to hit me on the ass with a belt this week." I answered.
"What're you talking about?"
"There's children about Tressie; we're not corrupting impressionable minds, are we?"
"OUT!"
I was unceremoniously shoved outside into the yard hearing some chortling from Vicky's siblings. I gathered myself holding my pants to my waist as I walked over finding the bombed out chassis Tressie mentioned. Part of me wanted to know how a stripped car that had obviously been set aflame ended up in Vicky's yard.
The inside was dirty with some odds and ends that likely originated in the townhouse. I tossed a few things out before taking some garbage to the can at the end of the alley. I wasn't just going to sit inside the thing with crap up to my ears. Tressie showed up with two plates as I was making myself comfortable behind the wheel.
"Déjà vu time two, Tressie." I mentioned as she slid in beside me putting the plates on the jacked up dashboard. There were no doors to speak of with this slight burnt odor lingering. She jostled about making herself comfortable drawing up her denim dress a bit.
"Talking about Phoebe, right?"
"Very perceptive."
"Did you fuck her brains out? She's been going on about you for the longest time and I hope she got that shit out of her system. She's even been getting on her husband's last nerve talking about you to him. He's damn near living with Deidrick and Cedric at this point."
"Don't blow my head up; and she fucked my brains out FYI."
"Really?"
"Wants to make a sex tape too." I mentioned getting her attention as she munched on some egg fu young, chuckling. We chuckled for a minute as Stacey appeared with two cans of lemonade. The kid handed me the ice cold cans mindful of Tressie sitting beside me.
"IS THAT KITCHEN CLEAN?!!" Tressie's voice went matronly evil in that instant.
"YES, YES MA'AM!!" Stacey blurted out almost hiccupping.
"GO TO BED AND TELL JUSTIN HIS HOMEWORK BETTER BE DONE BY THE TIME I COME BACK OR HE'S GETTING WHIPPED TOO!!" We watched the chubby girl stumble off letting the rickety screen door slam behind her with a little echo that lingered.
"So you're keeping my belt?"
"Shut up fool, you have no idea what those two are like. Stacey's so full of shit and entitled for no reason at all. I mean, well Justin was always doted on by his mother, but she was pretty much road kill in the house. Vicky was already throwing hands and kicking it on the curb so her mom gave up. Fucked all her kids over for some nigga with a checkbook! Just noped out on her kids and our family wasn't helping."
"Why?"
"They're bastards all three the progeny of two different guys. What makes it scandalous is that my uncle isn't the father of any of them, so you can kind of see why my mom has no fucks to give about their situation. Vicky's real dad died with a little help from the hood when she was twelve. Stacey and Justin's dad really only came by to hit those back shots on their trifling mother. He never cared about them, only that it could get him into the house and their mom's bed. That fucker used to give them each fifty dollars to go outside so that he could fuck. Imagine two kids with pockets full of cash around here!! They got tossed up most of the time until Demon fixed that shit with all them dumbass niggas around here!! Daddy number two bounced for a younger model with a fatter ass stupid enough to marry him."
"What happened to your uncle; how does he feel about all this shit?"
"He don't feel no way about it, he's dead."
"Oh, sorry Tressie, my condolences."
"My uncle was this big fat chubby guy who always smiled no matter what, even if he was eating glass. He worked for a factory and held it down as a janitor on the weekends and holidays. He was so dedicated to that woman who had not one fuck to give about him. He plucked her out of the projects across the street back in the day when the city pretended it cared, thought he could make her housewife material. Checked out when he found otherwise. Funny, she was still getting insurance checks when she up and bounced."
"That's fucked up." I didn't know what else to say.
"Are you gonna read that letter?" Tressie asked catching me by surprise.
I pulled Vicky's letter from my back pocket staring at it like Pandora's box. Tressie sat there watching me fidget with it, hands trembling. I put it on the dashboard leaning back running my hand over the right side of my head. Knowing more of Vicky's tragic past had me unnerved. I picked it up in shaking hands tearing a tiny bit of the edge but Tressie stopped me.
"You can't read that here."
"I thought that's what you wanted?"
"That's why you can't read it here; it's not for me. What's inside is all about you and my cousin. I don't care how you feel about what she was doing to feed her family. I want you to read it when you're ready, and you obviously not ready now."
"You know what in this, don't you?"
"Yes I do; that's why you're not opening that letter in front of me. I've had enough drama to last a lifetime and as you can see, now I'm a surrogate mommy. I got three kids to take care of nigga."
"What do you mean three kids?"
Tressie Fisher leaned over kissing me on the lips drawing back averting her eyes.
"Very funny."
I watched her gather up our empty plates leaving the cans behind walking over to the garbage cans dumping everything. Tressie Fisher was vastly interesting leaving me with the feeling I'd found out more about her this evening than the entire time we'd known one another. This was an amazing development considering all the times we'd sexually ravished each other.



Instead of returning to our bombed out chassis, Tressie disappeared from site returning moments later behind the wheel of her navy blue Toyota Yaris. She honked the horn a few times before I thought to get out. Tressie snatched the open cans from my hands putting them in her cup holder, then honked on her horn until Justin appeared at my passenger door.
"DID YOU DO YOUR HOMEWORK?!!"
"Uhm, yes ma'am." He answered meekly prompting Tressie to remove my belt from its perch around her neck. She doubled it over her fist motioning at the visibly horrified kid.
"When I get back I'm expecting it to be on the kitchen table. If I don't find it, you're getting a whipping before I drop you off at school."
"Yes ma'am, okay."
"Don't make me wake you up at five in the morning Justin; get back in that house and lock both doors." He scrambled off in complete panic locking himself inside Vicky's home.
"He starts school that early."
"No, he starts at eight."
Tressie gunned it out of the alley without warning hitting a sharp right that dipped into the opposite lane for a second, then hit another equally perilous left before I had time to recover. I managed the seatbelt noticing we were speeding by the condemned Tubman Estates from the alternate direction.
It was different seeing the area at this time of night. There were pockets of people loitering about, also visible groups of fallen women congregating there waiting for business. I averted my gaze looking over finding Tressie peering at me. She remained silent turning up her satellite radio.
"Looking For Mr. Do Right" by Jade serenaded us as the car hit this massive unkempt parking lot.
I knew where we were going this time before Tressie started a wild series of turns ending up at her private spot. She put the car in park without a word to me getting out climbing into the back seat. She folded her seat over into the steering wheel looking at me expectantly. I got out surprised when she locked my passenger door before motioning towards as she crawled behind my seat waiting. "Alone with You" by Tevin Campbell drifted out over the wide expanse leaving an echo as I crawled in behind the driver's seat finding her back in my face.
"Give me a massage; my shoulders are tight." Tressie rolled her shoulders drawing her hair forward over her shoulder.
"I'm not surprised with all the whupping you've been doing tonight." I went for my belt, but Tressie snapped it down into her lap out of view.
"Fuck the jokes, do it, okay?" She was agitated.
I knew when to be silent starting at her shoulders finding they were indeed tight. The situation dictated I go with the flow considering I'd never really given anyone a massage, but Tressie groaned and rolled her shoulders making me think there was nothing to it. I worked her back into it but was confused where to go next. She'd been juggling a lot of responsibility lately, but I was clueless and tangentially culpable. Her cousin Vicky had been drawn into my orbit after openly challenging infamous baby mamma number two. The least I could do was rub and massage her back.
"You're starting to get it; keep doing it like that." Tressie instructed rocking her head from one side to the other.
"Do my biceps too; really work on them. You know I gotta keep my whupping arms strong for them bad ass kids. I've gotta get things ready for my Sunday school classes, one of my girls is having a birthday party there. Uh yeah, right there baby; yeah I'm gonna get her a little cake because her mommy ain't got no money this month."
I didn't say anything, just let her talk and get it out of her system.
"Justin's so smart and funny, but he'd rather be a clown at school instead of listening to the teacher. They were trying to stick him in Special Ed last month, but I talked them out of that shit. Those assholes wanted him on Ritalin, can you believe that shit?"
"That happened to me before."
"Really?"
"Yeah, my mother just about put one on that teacher's chin for even suggesting it." My fingers were digging into the fleshy parts just under Tressie's armpits, thumbs caressing her back in circular motions before I went back to her shoulders.
"Stacey is so damn frustrating and it really gets to me sometimes. We, I mean Vicky and I keep telling her that she's gonna change over time, but the girl is so infuriating. I mean, everyone goes through a gawky period, but she wants to punish everybody because she looks like shit. Her mother didn't help matters either by telling the kid how ugly she was all the time. I think she hates Vicky because she's the spitting image of her mother while Stacey looks like her dad. It doesn't help that Justin is a pretty boy too."
"What are you gonna do about it?"
"Pray, I guess."
"Oh, I didn't expect that answer." Tressie arched and rolled her back feeling the effects of my fingers. She shifted her shoulder length hair to the other side motioning for me to do her neck form the back.
"I didn't always look this way myself, had the tits real early but I was a fatty too; those boys didn't care one lick. Mom was in my shadow or else things would've been different. She kept me in the church thinking it would keep them boys out of my panties. Guess she should've been looking closer to the pulpit."
"Sorry."
"Don't apologize for my shit; besides, you think you would've had a chance with me otherwise?"
"Thanks for the vote of confidence."
"Don't get it twisted, you're cute enough for a date or two. If we hooked up, definitely boyfriend material." Tressie covered the backhanded insult with a consolatory compliment. "Half crazy" by Musiq Soulchild was wafting out of her speakers as we spoke.
"Only if we hooked up?"
"You have no idea how good you are, do you?"
"Why don't you tell me?"
"No, I'm too busy enjoying this massage; tell me, you take classes or something?" I was working the sides of her back, surprised at the compliment.
"No, I'm really that good?"
"Yeah, now massage these."
Tressie grabbed my hands planting them on her breasts. My fingers were filled overflowing with her bounty. She'd covertly unbuttoned allowing her 48EE's freedom covered by the flimsiest of brassieres. I couldn't see it but felt the floral lace material as her milk filled breasts bulged between my digits.
I began squeezing with all my might finding some covert humor in the fact that I'd hooked up with Phoebe earlier. I'd had some big fake tits and now I was coincidentally handling a massive pair of big lactating naturals.
"Could you squeeze them a little harder?" Tressie tugged the loose fitting cups down allowing me the feel and warmth of her luscious mams unfettered.
Tressie gasped as I pinched them full handed knowing what she liked. It felt like my fingers were digging into the flesh up to the knuckles. I found her already wet nipples twisting and pushing the tips of my fingers into them. Tressie's moans were fueling our coupling in her backseat. One of her hands was already covering my package while the other was no doubt already inside her panties.
I jiggled and played with her huge tits watching the denim dress begin to slide away from her shoulders. Her bra strap was revealed still digging deeply into her shoulders despite her enormous tits being freed. I peppered her right shoulder with a rapid set of kisses tugging the strap free. There was a red mark underneath attesting to the weight of her bosom.
"Hey, wanna fuck my tits tonight?" Tressie offered as the dress slid down further resting around her waist. She reached up sliding the other strap down working the brassiere around to unhook it. My eyes followed it as it landed on the passenger seat.
"Gawd yes."
The old Tressie Fisher returned with a vengeance shifting about on the back seat until I was looking directly at her nude from the waist up. It had been awhile, but her bust was massive with those saucer sized areolas almost looking drawn onto her enormous tits. Both of us worked me out of my jeans until I was bare assed on the backseat.
Even though Phoebe had given me a run for the money, Tressie was obviously the better of the two in the bust department handling my erection with a few measured strokes until a burst of precum signaled my readiness for some extreme second base happiness. I watched her cup those monster tits together creating this ridiculous cleavage intended to drive me wild.
"Promise you'll fuck them real good for me?" I nodded feverishly as her fingers inched the nipples twisting them so much it was uncomfortable to watch. Her hands disappeared under her breasts squeezing as hard as possible.
Watching her fondling herself was indescribably hot; Tressie got into things raising a nipple to her mouth sucking until it glistened with her saliva followed by the other. I was ready to pounce when she sucked both of her own nipples simultaneously with these loud slurping noises. It felt like I was going to cum just watching when she let them flop down and jiggle uncontrollably staring into her own cleavage before looking at the lustful expression on my face.
"Can you cum more than once?" I nodded feverishly as she cupped the outsides of her tits again jiggling them for my enjoyment.
Tressie suddenly mashed her tits together creating this burst of visible moisture. I gasped full surprised as her eyes lit up enjoying my reaction to her body. I lost my t-shirt leaving my socks as the only bit of clothing on my body. She inched in closer guiding me to recline on the seat as she pushed the passenger seat forward folded over. Tressie climbed down onto the floor using her fists to mash her boobs together as hard as she could manage.
A few squirts of milk shot out mostly hitting my mound instead of my cock; this made her brow furrow. Tressie then framed the outside of her breasts with her forearms using her strength to deform their natural pendulous nature into twin mountains of jiggling flesh spraying my crotch with sustained streams of juicy goodness.
Her breathy moans each time she did this brought me closer and closer to the edge. We jostled about in the backseat of her car until she was firmly between my legs with much effort. My cock disappeared between her tits. She let it remain hidden knowing I was enjoying the humid, cushioning embrace of her knockers. I couldn't help myself as my inner thighs tightened up beyond the point of no return.
Those huge, inflated mams bounced on my crotch getting three weighted repetitions before I blew a thick geyser load up through her cleavage. Tressie's eyes went wide but she didn't relax the pressure actually ramping it up bouncing her breasts in my lap as more bursts of spunk filled up the negative space between her tits.
I saw a mischievous glint in her hazel eyes as she wrapped her forearms over her boobs trapping my tumescence inside. A gooey web ran from the side of her nose down along her left cheek off her chin. Tressie bounced and slapped her tits into the base of my cock. Ten minutes into things she released my throbbing shaft which bobbed in front of her eyes.
Tressie pushed her butt into the passenger door slurping my cock between her lips sucking wantonly. I figured out she was working out the rest of her stress while flopping about on that backseat as she sucked me off. Proving her mettle, Tressie got me back up before resting those massive melons in my crotch again.
This time she clapped those tits on my dick sandwiching it rubbing them independently up and down making me squirm. Her breasts had a pronounced weigh to them coupled with those brief seconds of nothingness, that bit of negative space before they crashed into my shaft with a rubbery jiggle. The dueling sensations made me extremely harder than before.
I was putty in her more than capable hands.
"Hey now you know why that nigga call me Tee-Tee, huh?" She taunted out of the blue getting my attention. My head was wedged up against the opposite passenger side door. It hurt a little but my chin pressed into my chest regarding Tressie. There was a liveliness in her eyes that piqued my curiosity.
"That's why he called you that nick name?"
"Yeah we go back a little; right around my eighteenth birthday before you know, what happened; I had all the local boys hot and bothered every time I came around to visit Vicky. One day I got over here a little too early because my cousins were all gone and shit. Barry saw his chance, but I wasn't having that shit. That motherfucker started chasing me all hard and shit."
"No, please don't." I didn't want to hear another crazy story, but she leaned over my crotch reaching under her breasts handling the base of my cock twisting wildly until I was pacified.
"You see, Barry was fucking serious about getting the panties through hook or crook; said he didn't care if he went to jail or nothing. I stupidly ran into this abandoned garage but couldn't get out before he cornered me. Surprise of surprises, this motherfucker dropped his pants to his ankles exposing his big ass dick; started crying begging for a look at my tits. There was no way I was getting out of there before he did something and he was going mental. I got my tits out for a minute or two and this motherfucker came! He blew a serious load screaming like a bitch. You probably don't believe me, but he made a puddle."
Tressie provided an intermission going down on me with this intense vacuum suction for a few minutes before continuing.
"He was still acting all crazy and shit apologizing and threatening me at the same time; wanted to touch my tits, but I wouldn't let him. I tried to run out but he got me going straight for the tits of course. Fuck he was squeezing the shit out of them. I was punching him all in the mouth and everything, but he was obsessed. I grabbed his dick trying to bend that shit, but he bust another nut on the spot. He grabbed my hand making it stay there until he finished and made me jerk him back up again. He wasn't even interested in my pussy, just these tits which were about half the size at that time."
"What happened?"
"What do you think? I let him fuck my tits over and over again until he got enough; then he was all remorseful talking about how it was cool if I told the police because I gave him his "fondest wish" and some other bullshit. This nigga had my chest lit up with all this cum, even had some on my Mary Janes; I went to Catholic school you know. Before I knew it, this nigga came up off some money offering it to me talking about its still cool if I tell on him and shit."
"You tell?"
"Vicky told me to clean his pockets out and tell Demon, but I was just confused. I kept thinking about it, how he'd blown all that fucking jizz when he first saw my tits. Got so excited that he orgasmed from one good look; shit I'll admit it was somewhat of an ego boost because none of the guys in my school would have dared, but he wanted it that bad. I kept seeing him around when I went to Vicky's; he looked really sad but kept his distance. Then I had to get stupid and listen to her. We went to this house party in the hood with some other girls; Barry showed up with that look on his face. He lived two doors over, so I ended up laying on his basement couch getting my titties fucked over and over again. This time he tried to get the pussy, but I started screaming until one of his cousin's showed up. He started fighting with that kid drawing more people down there. I got out and ran back to Vicky's place."
"Was that the end of it?" Tressie was long stroking my lubricated shaft cradled in her bosom as she continued.
"Vicky figured something happened and was gonna tell Demon, but I begged her not to do that shit because he already had a record. Some gossip got back to him and he lumped me up asking if I fucked Barry. I didn't give Barry up because I was scared of what my brother would do if he found out. Demon went down to the nigga's house to find out for himself and got into a fight with Barry and two of his boys. You saw how he got his hair in those dreadlocks right?"
"Yeah."
"Demon carved up his head with a box cutter even though he didn't know one way or the other what happened. He came back over to Vicky's house and whipped my butt telling me I'd better not be a street hoe. I mean he did the most and mom actually put him out for a month. She said Vicky was a bad influence on me and stopped me from hanging out there."
"Sorry to hear that."
"It's cool because Vicky was taxing the shit out of Barry for a minute. He didn't want Demon coming back looking for him, so he usually gives her weed to sell. That's what I thought she was doing until we found out what was really going on around there."
"What?"
Tressie went down on me again sucking and licking me all over until it felt like I would slide off the seat. My query was forgotten between palming both sides of her head fucking her mouth like it was going out of style and screwing her tits to hell. Tressie was a slick, sweaty mess from the waist up as I humped off the backseat fucking the shit out of her breasts.
At the end of it all, I was sure I'd matched Barry's jizz output or was at least in the ballpark.
Tressie encircled the base of my cock under my balls casually stroking the last remaining vestiges of cum out of my semi-depleted member. I ended up sprawled out with her between my legs, one of which was propped up atop the backseat.
She looked pleased with herself half crawling over me for her purse behind the driver's seat. My head rolled to the side noticing the swell of her butt hidden under the denim. Smiling lazily to myself I reached down while Tressie was digging in her purse raising the hem of that dress finding a black thong staring me in the face. Her own big donk looked incredible in that slight bit of fabric.
"What're you doing?!" Tressie slapped my hand covering her butt rising into a kneeling position beside me.
"Just looking." Her expression was stern, brow furrowed pointedly indignant.
"Didn't I just take care of you; what, you didn't cum enough with my fucking titties, huh?"
"Hey, sorry didn't mean nothing by it; I mean, we've done it before."
"So, that means you can yank my shit up whenever you feel like it, right?" There was a yellow packet of Lysol wipes in her hand.
"No, but uhm; I should've asked and I apologize." The wipes landed on my abdomen.
"Don't apologize, just don't do it." I was admonished both of us staring at one another as strains of "Tell Me" by Dru Hill played in her car. Tressie's phone thankfully started ringing interrupting an awkward moment between us.
She pulled it out of her bag quickly stepping out of the car walking out of hearing distance, topless.
Tressie stood about a good ten feet away as I got cleaned up and dressed while she paced back and forth in deep conversation with person unknown. It was my turn to be butt hurt as I pulled both seats back into place climbing into the front passenger seat.
I sat there for another ten minutes listening to the music before Tressie started walking back in my direction phone to ear. She was off the call within five feet of her car. Instead of opening the driver's side door, she went into the backseat retrieving the rest of the wipes and her brassiere walking back to the trunk.
My bruised ego kept me from glancing back, but I peered into the rear view mirror watching her shimmy out of the denim dress tossing it inside her trunk. Tressie's hourglass figure was incredible as she opened an overnight bag removing some denim capris.
She cleaned up with the wipes getting seriously meticulous, then used a few bottles of water along with a hand towel to make sure her enormous bust was clean. Tressie followed this up spraying some expensive smelling perfume all over her chest and underarms. It was clear what was going on as she laboriously squeezed into a sports bra covering her knockers with a form fitting Adidas trainer t-shirt.



I couldn't look anymore while she was putting on her makeup.
"You can drop me halfway and I can make it from there." I said as soon as she got behind the wheel.
Tressie dropped the mirror above her seat giving herself the once over before starting the car. I sat in silence knowing I was full of shit for my unchecked emotion. Yoli was the first person to give me a lesson in casual sex, but not the last.
I was determined to rework that part of myself into something more manageable. I'd managed to bring the hammer down on Officer Johnson, but the karma was repaid in kind. I was going to get better about things in the future, but now I just wanted to check my phone. I got something that made me smile.
Auntie Esther's secret admirer shoved another five hundred bucks into my cash app.
"WHAT'S SO FUNNY?!!"
"Karma baby."
Tressie turned up her radio probably thinking I was trolling her in some way. We parted ways at a train station. There was no surprise on my part when Tressie Fisher sped off barely allowing me to get out of the car for greener pastures. I caught an Uber home instead of using the train because of the danger. My mind was on my camera equipment inside the closet in my room.
Vicky's Stone's letter would have to wait another day.
I was sure her cousin Tressie Fisher wouldn't hold it against me.
***********************************************************************************************************
After taking a really long shower and changing clothes, I setup my laptop computer and pulled my neglected film equipment from the closet. My mother was out for the night so I decided to pull out my copy of the competition's desktop. I was in a mood wanting to shake off my interaction with Tressie Fisher.
Ironically being her jump off left a bad taste in my mouth which was dually conflicting since I'd engaged in similar activities with Charity Gilbert and Phoebe. It was different with the latter because of the status of her sham marriage. Ms. Gilbert's self-declared villain status also made the difference.
None of this changed what happened with Tressie, but I found her behavior odd since she'd lobbied for me to join her world.
There was something familiar about the experience that I was reluctant to put into words.
"Hello?"
"What's up, how're you doing?"
"What's wrong with you?" Charity Gilbert wasn't fooled in the least. It sounded like she was watching a movie from the background noise.
"I'm just calling to see how you're doing."
"Yeah what's wrong with you?"
"I can't call you?"
"I'm on my fucking period, the gods above are giving it to me good and you wanna call up to see how I'm doing; is that right? What the fuck is this shit? It feels like I'm the butt of every joke on motherfucking Mount Olympus!! Since I'm having such a harsh time of it, what with all the bleeding and migraines, daddy even checked out for the night!! You know what; I think he stooped so low as to check my goddam wastebasket for proof that I'm on my period!"
"Charity." My eyes were fixed on the envelope hanging out of the back pocket of the jeans I'd been wearing. While she was ranting I leaned over retrieving it but found that my hands shook profusely upon touching it.
"Now here you are calling me in the middle of the night probably looking for some pussy! Nigga, do you really wanna have that kind of experience with me, huh?!! Or are you gonna tell me you said fuck it and shot that bitch or something?"
"Charity!"
"Hell, knowing you, that's probably what it is, right nigga?!! Want me to bury the body?!!"
"GOD DAMMIT BITCH, I JUST WANT YOU TO BE NICE TO ME!! I'LL PAY YOU TO COME OVER HERE AND KEEP ME COMPANY WITHOUT THE BULLSHIT!! JUST PRETEND WE'RE ACTUALLY COOL AND JUST SHUT THE FUCK UP!!"
That envelope was on the floor because my hands wouldn't stop shaking. Some tears were splashing down onto my hardwood floor framing the letter. My eyes were focused on Vicky's name etched across its surface.
"Can you send a car for me; I used to have my own but you know it got taken away. I'll come over and hang out with you." Charity sounded somber and I noted the ambient noise in the background ceased.
My hands stopped trembling long enough to get her an Uber.
I was calmed down enough by the time she arrived in full pajamas with a little knit cap covering the back of her head. Charity brought along the movie she'd been watching and a little sack full of snacks. Another handbag in her possession was taken by me probably containing things she needed to get through the night okay. There was this apprehensive look on her face as I opened the door, but she gave me a deep hug which lingered.
"So, what movie did you bring?" I asked.
"Lost Boys."
"You have great taste Ms. Gilbert." I had the lights off in my living room partially to hide my face out of pride. She lingered there holding my hand in the darkness sort of looking at my chest instead of my face.
"Your laptop or mine?"
"How about my flat screen television?"
We cuddled in my bed watching Kiefer Sutherland's debut as one of the coolest vampires in cinema history. Our conversation went all over the place avoiding any uncomfortable subject matter on her part. I was happy to have someone to share a bed with since Vicky Stone got that first honor.
Charity stopped me from posting a note addressed to my mother on her bedroom door which identified her by name as the woman sharing said bed. I'd even thought to write that she endorsed Charity as well upon their initial meeting. I watched the chocolate beauty rip it into shreds threatening to make me eat said note.
"Charity?" We were spooning facing my television; she was snacking on some candy from her little sack. I ended up with a singular Reese's cup but kept tapping at her shoulder.
"Come on, I love this part where Michael confronts Star after he realized she screwed him over. The sex scene is so dreamy and made me want to fuck Jason Patrick's balls off. Unfortunately I looked him up online and the man hasn't aged well."
"Brutal."
"What do you want?"
"I just wanna say thanks, that's all Charity." She paused the movie with my universal remote turning to face me under the covers. Before I could say a word, she pushed a jelly bean into my mouth.
"You're not supposed to apologize; you know, women see it as a sign of weakness no matter what walk of life they come from. That's why we constantly shit test you guys. Also, it's the reason we fuck all those bad boys in our prime because they're either too smart or too dumb to expose their soft underbelly."
"Shouldn't that be a secret from my gender?"
"Doesn't matter because we know the two paths of least resistance."
"What's that?"
"Body and mind; either one takes the other along with it. Before you ask, think about any substantial relationship, or hook up you've experienced with a girl. They like to call it courting, dating and shit, but in reality we're vetting how much control we can exert over you. Using sex is easy especially if you're good at it, but trapping the mind is fucking special. Once a woman can get you to second guess or go against your gut feeling, they've got you."
"Sounds cynical."
"Doesn't mean it isn't true."
"I guess I don't have anything to say to that Charity; I guess what scares me is that you're right about everything."
She was looking deeply into my eyes appearing to truly listen, but there was no way of telling for sure as she cupped my cheek before turning her back nudging her butt into me. We cuddled watching the movie as I draped an arm across her abdomen. Charity took my hand sliding it under her pajama top until it cupped a breast. I inched back not wanting her to feel my natural reaction.
"They get real swollen during my cycle; don't read anything into this but I'd like you to play with them for me. Squeeze both of my tits and play with my nipples, like pinch and twist them. Can you do that without trying to fuck me?"
We continued watching the movie while I squeezed and fondled her breasts kind of focusing on her thickened nipples. Charity sort of moaned but otherwise remained silent for a while.
"Are you going to talk to me about it?" She asked out of the blue reaching up keeping me from drawing my hand back. Charity trapped my hand in place folding her arms over it. My wrist was cushioned in her cleavage.
"Why don't you tell me what it's like? Tell what it felt like to capture somebody?" Charity got quiet pondering my question.
"Okay I'll tell you, but don't ask me to teach you about it further. You wanna know what it's like from the other side, how it feels for some of us in the know, huh? I'm gonna tell you about the simp who ruined my life. I take responsibility for that shit because I underestimated him, should've continued acting like the "good girl" but couldn't help myself, you know? There's just something about the look on their face when they realize they've been eaten whole, eaten alive. That look of reflection when they realize what they thought about you is false, a construct of their dreams and my appearance. Are you sure about this?"
"Yeah." I was unsure.
"Jaleel looked at me like it was Christmas morning; almost swooned because I talked to him for a minute or two. On a good day I'd look right through somebody as plain and simple as him. I had the advantage before we'd even met because his supposedly high value former girlfriend, couldn't hold a torch to me physically. She was a cheerleader and I was class president button down and professional with a certain appeal. You know, honestly speaking everyone has always said I look like that actress. Kind of pisses me off though because she looks like me. Jaleel made me so fucking wet the instant we met; couldn't get enough of that enraptured look on his face. I already knew I was gonna fuck him really hard before we even spoke. I wanted to turn him out and you know why?"
"You know I don't."
"Tell me something about that woman whose got you messed up; and don't get it twisted, it ain't Vicky. I want you to tell me if you ever caught her looking at you from a distance. Tell me what that felt like, honestly."
"First day we met, I said something that pissed her off; but she took me to her apartment. I was sitting on the couch and all of a sudden the hairs of the back of my neck were standing up. That's when I noticed her watching me, just kind of glaring at me like she uhm, wanted to uh, well kill me? That's the first thing popped into my mind until she called me over. Renee stripped down wearing some kind of sheer top and this black thong. Yeah, it was one of those shiny ones that kind of catch the light, you know? I was scared shitless. So yeah, I got fucked Charity, she fucked me with her snake eyes and that big milk colored ass."
Charity chuckled for a few minutes piquing my curiosity.
"What's so funny?" She pressed my hand against her right breast until I squeezed and pinched of my own accord. Her nipple was really thick attracting most of my tactile attention.
"Sometimes it feels like we're cut from the same cloth, that's all."
"I don't get it."
"That's part of the game, putting a man's heart into a blender and drinking that shit, metaphorically speaking. I don't want to cheapen your experience, but I did the exact same thing to Jaleel. When I walked out with my body on display, I almost thought he came in his pants. For me, it became sort of ritualistic in a way. I'm methodical despite my proclivity for cock; I always did a shit test on my conquests beforehand."
"What kind of shit test?"
"A drink, not alcohol or anything too extreme; a power drink made from aloe vera juice, avocado, a few supplements and some good old cod liver oil. Just a few drops, enough to distinguish the flavor. The shit is gross, leaves an aftertaste for a day or two. Nobody in their right mind would take more than a sip, but I always used a tumbler. Every last one of those niggas drank that shit down to get into my panties. Jaleel, he was a lightweight simp, but like I said, it's about the look on his face. I fucked him so goddam hard that night."
"Charity Gilbert."
"Yes?"
"The movie's over." The menu screen illuminated my dark bedroom as she directed my hand to the neglected breast.
"He was so hurt, devastated beyond my wildest dreams when I revealed my "true self" to him. I didn't care about his little feelings, didn't care about breaking his heart because it was on him when you truly think about it. I met and fucked him within two days so how could that nigga be in love? I fucked him like a prostitute and took a dick pic for my collection. I liked trophies and my phone was the trophy case. A lot of times in school people thought I was texting, but really I was looking at my collection wanting more. That Pokémon shit got me fucked up in the long run. Jaleel caught me slipping, forced me to admit to myself that he was more than he appeared. That fucker unleashed God on my ass that year, changed everything! I wish I could get my fucking hands on that nigga; I'd give him a come to Jesus moment."
I remained quiet not knowing how to react to this horrible woman lying beside me.
"I know you're probably disgusted with me; so, I'll admit that I wanna fuck him one more time and make him my bitch. It'd be different because now I know he's my equal."
"No, he's your superior."
Charity rolled on her back staring up at the ceiling silently pondering my answer. Her pajama top was up above her majestic breasts. Even laying on her back, they were high on her chest with painfully erect nipples which made for a iconic profile in the semi-darkness.
I didn't know what she would do watching the swell of her bosom as she breathed laboriously. There was no way we could sleep together on this night because of her monthly condition. Charity rolled onto her side facing me, not outwardly angry but more contemplative. Her hand caressed my cheek.
"Maybe I shouldn't hang out with you; but then life would be so, boring." I studied her eyes finding what I believed to be truth in her words.
"If you stopped hanging out with me; you wouldn't have anyone to blackmail for money." I tried to break up the mood.
"If I dropped out of your situation, that Alpha Female would eat what's left of you after you begged her to do it on bent knee."
"You'd be locked in your room on some Rapunzel type shit."
"And you'd be laying here alone in the dark jerking off, but not knowing to whom, nigga."
"Bitch."
I wasn't surprised in the least when she leaned forward pressing her lips against mine. It wasn't actually a kiss, just some touching as she inched forward getting a little higher than me under the covers. This resulted in her breasts pressing into the right side of my face. A thick nipple found its way against my lips.
Charity cupped the opposite side of my head wanting it suckled. I was more than happy to take it between my lips tasting a bit of perspiration. She didn't react just watching for a while as I slathered saliva all over her boobs making them glisten in the flickering light from my television. There was a light approving look on her face that I didn't understand.
Charity drew back the bedding exposing my chest, then lighting tugged my t-shirt up exposing my abdomen. I wasn't surprised when she pulled at the string on the sweat pants I was wearing. Her thin digits untied the knot allowing her to reach inside my pants cupping my balls.
My cock reacted thickening as she began massaging my testes. Her brown eyes never left my face as it gradually fattened into a thick rod. In turn I was caught in her wake as her hand slid up the underside of my endowment taking ownership of my cock. Charity glanced down uncovering everything without releasing my shaft.
"Can you bite on my nipples a little? I like the sensation, okay?"
My answer came in the form of a vacuum slurp on the closest nipple. I enjoyed sucking on that tit licking and nibbling as she started giving me this really light hand job. I was reminded of her admitted proclivity for male gratification as her fingers traveled the length of my endowment with the slightest bit of friction.
Charity hunched closer draping a leg over mine so that I could have unfettered access to her nipples. My thoughts drifted to a similar situation earlier with Tressie Fisher and how butt hurt I felt upon finding out she was taking things out in trade for services rendered. Charity Gilbert was infinitely different actually getting off mentally from playing with me.
In short, her measured strokes gradually became more intense until she was handling a veritable steel bar. Charity started letting her fingers drag along my shaft making the skin tighter while I slobbered all over her boobs making a gooey mess. Before I knew it, my hips were grinding into her strokes with the humidity creating this heat seal between us that made my toes curl.
I got sloppy with things vacuum sucking really hard until the tortured tit would pop out of my mouth which would prompt Charity to go harder. My chin was covered in drool which Charity licked clean swallowing my saliva demonstrating perhaps even a nastier side hidden away.
"Let's watch together."
Charity cradled me closer to her boobs watching with me as her hand became a rough blur of motion. One of my eyes was covered with a luscious tit as she went harder making me throb and pulse. My heart was thumping wildly, inner thighs tightening up as her jacking fist gradually became lubricated from a deluge of precum. My abdomen undulated reacting to the rough treatment as her grip tightened.
Charity's expression was strained as she focused on getting what she wanted. There was no doubt she could feel me at the precipice.
"Come on, open your eyes and watch with me baby." My eyes had been shut tight, but she was almost begging.
I gradually opened them finding her working the chum forward glancing between my face and cock with this manic expression, biting her lower lip Her freehand on my opposite side had been tugging my t-shirt upward exposing my chest as I involuntarily humped her hand. My hips popped up into her jacking fist finding she provided just the right bit of friction as I crested. A thick robe of cum squirted from the head of my cock right up between my pecks as Charity cried out joyously.
Several more bursts followed until it was practically running off my glazed over stomach.
"Your "milk goddess" ever do that for you?" Tressie Fisher's post coital behavior gradually faded from my mind as Charity twisted and tugged until I was spent. I was surprised when she mentioned infamous baby mamma number two.
"Yeah, but I was sitting down in my cousin's dining room." Charity released my depleted member cocking her head to the side, before lapping up every bit of the spunk on my chest and abdomen. I literally howled when she took my member between her lips soulfully fellating me.
"Did she do that too?" Charity asked rearing up swirling the tip of her tongue on my crown.
"No."
She burst into laughter hiding her face in my damp abdomen. When she was composed, Charity dumped the rest of her snack bag out on my chest. A really small jar of Vaseline tumbled out of the bottom sitting atop the pile.
"Remember what I told you?" She raised an eyebrow.
"Oh fuck me." I facepalmed.
In short, Charity Gilbert made good on that mention from our threesome with Phoebe using damn near every bit of that jar of Vaseline. This woman's love of manual manipulation and cock was unparalleled as she stroked and jerked me to nirvana.
She legitimately got her perv on to the ultimate degree jerking me off in varying degrees simultaneously blowing me in intervals. Charity told me it was cathartic for her after falling from grace. She was scratching an epic itch with no one to stop her at long last. I finally drifted off into a deep slumber while she was still long stroking me.



I slept like a rock.
*********************************************************************************************************
By noon the following day I was still sore necessitating the use of an improvised ice pack. My dance partner managed to return home without incident as I was left to my own devices. My mother seemed uncomfortable after the incident with the letter texting me that she was taking a day or two over at her boyfriend's place. I'd also received an odd text from my father damn near ordering me to call up my Auntie Esther.
Didn't know what to make of that one as I checked my page finding a lit comments section under her clips. This was an issue that needed to be addressed as I resolved to produce some new content. I'd begun the arduous process of constructing a new web page days earlier continuing my work when I got an epiphany.
"Hello?"
"Hey Phoebe, just called to see how you're doing?"
"I'm disappointed if you're just calling for that." I chuckled which prompted her to laugh as well.
"Oh uh, you know I had to call you up after that command performance you put on last time; but I'm taking it kind of slow today because Charity was here last night."
"EW, YOU DID IT WITH HER DURING HER CYCLE?!!"
"HELL NO!! Uhm, no I didn't; we were watching a movie and she got her hand around my business. I'm pretty sure you can guess the rest, right?"
"Made you walk funny, huh?"
"I can barely get out of my chair Phoebe." Both of us shared a hearty laugh at my expense. I winced a bit with the ice pack covering my crotch. Everything between my legs was swollen and sore.
"It's your own fault; especially after she told that story about what she did to that basketball player. Let me guess, she brought some Vaseline, right?"
"Yup."
"GET OUT OF HERE, REALLY?!!" I could barely stop laughing.
"I think I need a wheelchair Phoebe."
We continued talking and shooting the breeze for a while as I went through some old files pulling a few clips into a folder to be edited into a ten minute juggernaut designed to drive my fans wild. Phoebe was a busy body who made a lot of money working from home after taking a break from a more formal job for an international corporation.
She'd been initially hesitant to move to the city, but Oliver's career took precedence. I got the feeling she'd taken that corporate sabbatical to accommodate him more than anyone else. Finding out her membership with our church was prompted by a potential hookup on her husband's grinder account was cathartic coupled with our initial hookup.
"Hey Phoebe, were you serious about making a sex tape with me?"
"Yes, I think that would be so fucking hot like that Kardashian one; is that what you want to do with me, huh?" I chortled as she went all in not even meeting me halfway. Phoebe was wholly committed once she wrapped her head around something.
"Whoa, not exactly; I was thinking something a little more artistic if you wouldn't mind?"
"Not at all, but you won't get my face right? It would be bad for the kind of work I do, and Oliver might get upset if we do something that could mess up his bottom line."
"Don't worry about that shit; I was thinking of shooting something around your phenomenal lower half. You look amazing, but those fucking legs drive me wild, not to mention that big, muscular ass. I especially like the pronounced dimples on either side of those tanned cheeks."
Phoebe was mostly giggling while I was talking with her, getting off on the attention.
"I was kind of chubby, not really fat or anything unhealthy, but Bradford, Oliver's ex-boyfriend got tired of me complaining about having a fat ass, so he got me in the gym for some weight training. My butt decided it wasn't going anywhere and I ended up with Hulk legs."
"Hulk legs?"
"Yeah, you've seen them; not lady like at all, right? They're kind of mannish if you ask me, so I wear quite a bit of midi skirts."
"Phoebe."
"Yeah?"
"You look fucking incredible; as a matter of fact I'd like to do something more than an actual sex tape with you. More of a segment, a short if you're open to the idea."
"Wait, are you talking about a, short film?"
"Uhm, well, I'd like to do something bigger than some cheap sex tape. You deserve better treatment and I wanna find out something."
I was laying it on thick worried she might not be receptive to following my lead. Phoebe was a contrast personally speaking, willing and eager to please, but definitely capable of independent agency as proved by her behavior last time we met.
"No Face?"
"No, of course not; matter of fact I have software on my computer that can put a digital mosaic over your pretty face. I've done this particular "social experiment" before with two women, Phoebe."
"Yeah Charity told me about hooking up with you at the mall; said it was hot. Who was the other girl; was it Vicky?"
"FUCK NO!!" I yelled without thought.
"Oh uhm, I apologize for the question; what was I thinking? You really liked her, probably even more; of course you'd never treat her like a jump off! You actually care about her!"
"Hey Phoebe, sorry about that; it just came out of nowhere." I apologized.
"I'll call you back." She abruptly hung up.
It felt like I let a situation get out of hand as I leaned on my desktop resting my chin on my fist. I accidentally tapped a key on my laptop activating a dormant video clip. My media player opened to a short five minute video of OG-Shawnee Thompson from the day I met Andre 13.5.
Her humongous cheeks rose into frame like a planet eventually twerking in her signature rotating cadence which meant each halve mashed thunderously into one another looking to all the world as natural slow motion. I fiddled with the sound on the clip making it Imax level, then got cute adding a parody of the sound logo at the bottom of the screen. She was something special to the genre even back in her slacker days. Now she was a professional and I was editing loops of her old material.
"Hey, you don't know if you don't ask." I had an epiphany opening up the paint application on my laptop.
OG-Shawnee became my muse once again for that afternoon as I edited together a free hour long loop of that twerking session with no title or explanation ending it with an advertisement. Using a little artistic flair I managed a decent outline of her silhouette altering the waistline with a hyperlink to a dummy email account.
I was inspired once again by Shawnee and an old movie called Field of Dreams starring Kevin Costner. The attached advertisement read "IF YOU MEASURE UP, ARE PHOTOGENIC & WANNA BE A PORN STAR-COME GET A THOUSAND DOLLARS!!" The fine print requested a few pics but leaned heavily towards a seconds long video clip.
"If you build it they will come." I chuckled to myself taking a break. It was sort of a lark that I intended to erase after having a snack as I hobbled to the fridge.
Three minutes later, my phone rang.
"Huh?" I was taking a chug from a nearly empty milk carton getting some milk caught in my throat. I coughed profusely realizing I hadn't attached my number. I felt like a moron sort of chortling as I went back into my bedroom answering the phone.
"Hello?"
"BOY, DIDN'T YO DADDY TELL YOU TO PHONE ME UP, OR NOT?!!" I couldn't believe it but the sound of her voice actually scared me a little.
"Oh hey Auntie; I was just getting ready to call you."
"I don't rightly believe you and if you were over here right now, I'd be inclined to lay that strap on your butt again."
"Ah come on Auntie; you really gonna whup me?"
"If you don't mind me, and I didn't get no kinda thanks for keeping that brown nosing daddy of yours off of your hide. That's how you thank your good ole' auntie, huh boy?"
"Sorry Auntie, I was wondering why he hadn't come after me."
"I told him I tanned your butt and drove you home a crying and the like." I did a doubletake holding the phone away from my ear.
"OH YOU THINK I CAN'T, HUH BOY?!!"
"I'm not messing with you Auntie, please don't get mad at me. Thanks for helping me out, although I'm glad I got in trouble or I wouldn't have seen that big ass of yours." Auntie Esther started chuckling in syrupy southern fashion killing the animosity between us imagined or not.
"So you texted me that Arab fella done sent another five Benjamin's, is that right?"
"Yeah, you want me to cash app that over to you Auntie?"
"Nah, I think we owe that thirsty fella a little something; I decided we can make us a little movie Saturday afternoon after you get through cleaning out the shed in the backyard. I'm tired of looking at all the dumb shit back there we don't even use anymore, so I'm donating everything I can't sell online. So, how's about it boy?"
"Why do I have to clean out your storage bin?"
"Why don't you ask me why you still got fifteen hundred dollars of my money you already spending on some little high school girl, I reckon?"
"Saturday huh?"
"Yeah, I want you here around noon or so; my husband, a few of his friends and your daddy going fishing next state over. They taking his RV because its new and uh, state of the art and such. I figure with the tracker I put on that thing; those niggas should be far enough away so that we won't be disturbed."
"Auntie?"
"Yes boy?"
"You really put a GPS tracker on Uncle Grady's car?"
"It's his boy; he bought that thang thinking he was gonna catch me cheating on him. His private investigator sold it to him but left out the part that we was fucking. Of course I acted like I found it when I took my car to the shop and your uncle had to eat a whole mess of pussy to get back in my bed after that fiasco."
"Auntie?"
"Yassir?"
"Too much information."
"Little nigga, you gone eat a whole lot of pussy to make up that fifteen hundred dollars I done earned you with all this ass I got over here to the house."
"Still too much information Auntie."
"HAVE YO ASS OVER HERE AT NOON BOY!!" For the second time that day I was hung up on with prejudice. I sat chuckling at my desk getting some more clips when my phone chimed with a text message. I found a video clip sent to me from Phoebe with the attached message "CALL ME AFTER YOU WATCH" attached.
"Uhm, okay." I was content to let things blow over between us and apologize again later but was happy for the clip.
The first thing I got was a view of a corridor I recognized from her home. I had to admit that it seemed designed more for visitors than some actual habitation with a retro kitsch aesthetic akin to a tame version of John Waters. This time I had more time to make a proper assessment knowing the loving couple both adhered to the nuclear family tropes of the fifties.
There was way more to the story and I figured it would spill out sooner or later, but Phoebe's head popped into the side of the frame looking at the face of her iPhone for an instant. She shot out quickly popping up on the opposite side staring and blinking profusely. The proceedings felt almost scientific.
"Hope this works out." She commented sounding anxious.
"Oh shit; fucking girl has done it again, fuck me stupid." I was expecting something overtly sexual and got it in spades.
Phoebe backed fully into frame revealing herself from head to toe. Her upper half was covered in what looked like a black monokini swimsuit with a large, oversized strawberry print. Her cleavage was bulging ridiculously, light olive colored skin contrasting with hard tan lines on her bust.
The real story and testament to her meticulous attentive nature bordering on OCD, lie below the waist in these skin tight PVC leggings. The form fitting fabric mimicked leather catching the afternoon sunlight in her living room. Her distinctly cinched waistline, flaring hips and powerful stallion legs caused an instantaneous tent in my sweat pants. A pair of stiletto Mary Jane pumps completed the look.
"Well, I'll be damned; this obviously deserves the proper response." I dropped my sweats and grabbed my phone. Part of me wanted to avoid the cringey awkward back and forth, so I figured a visual was the best response. I sent Phoebe my first ever, dick pic along with a smiley face emoji.
My android started ringing off the hook soon after the pic was texted.
"Hello?"
"OMFG YOU REALLY LIKE IT!! YOU LOVED IT ENOUGH TO SEND ME A DIRTY DICK PICTURE!! WOW, YOU ACTUALLY LIKED MY MANNISH LEGS AND CHUNKY BODY!!! OH SHIT, THIS MAKES ME FEEL SO LIKE, SQUISHY DOWNSTAIRS!!" I had to hold the phone away from my ear as she screamed enthusiastically.
"Phoebe, I love it; do you want to see how much?"
"SURE!!" I hit my casual jump off up on Facetime allowing her to see that I was still sitting there bottomless with my prick naturally pointed at the ceiling.
"Wow." Unexpectedly her face appeared on my phone in extreme closeup, eyes damn near crossed staring at my physical endorsement.
Phoebe inched backwards revealing herself crawling on all fours from her iPhone propped up on the living room floor. She turned around revealing that glossy big peachy butt for my viewing pleasure rearing up into a kneeling position. Dare I say those leggings were so perfect, one could believably assume they were painted onto her body. Phoebe glanced over her shoulder semi-serious, fists on her hips.
"What about now; how do I look from this angle?"
"Phoebe please."
"HOLD ON A MINUTE, DON'T HANG UP!! WAIT-A-MINUTE CHECK IT OUT!!"
Phoebe sounded like she thought I was gonna hang up peeling those glossy tights down revealing her big solid peach of a butt, tan lines, and all.
That one piece monokini swimsuit was a veritable thong in the back making me literally drool. She'd rolled those tights down to her knees getting on all fours popping an arch in her lower back. This revealed the barely covered diamond shaped patch of fabric between those muscular thighs. Phoebe tried to twerk a little, but it came off clunky and awkward.
"PLEASE PHOEBE!!" I wailed earning her attention. She turned about crawling forward until her face filled the screen, nose touching.
"Oh geez, I think you need to get over here; if I come over there your mom is gonna catch us. I'll send you a car right away, just keep it HARD for ME, okay?"
"OKAY PHOEBE!!"
Unexpectedly a luxury SUV arrived to ferry me across town to the country townhouse shared with her husband Oliver. My camera bag was finally leaving the house after arriving there weeks ago. I checked my equipment and laptop finding everything ready to go while I was in the car.
Phoebe was absolutely correct and astute knowing that if she traveled to my house, I'd ravish her. Instead I was going to her place only realizing Phoebe would be totally ravished, and on camera to boot. Only when my feet touched the cobblestone driveway, did I realize I hadn't changed clothes. I was still wearing some pajama bottoms and a t-shirt, quite shabby.
"PHOEBE!!" I found the front door open half running inside stumbling over my own feet.
"Yes?"
"What is that?"
"Well, I thought if I wore this, you'd be able to get my whole body in frame; what, do I look recognizable?"
"Phoebe, I know you."
"But what if you didn't; would you recognize me then?"
"No because I wouldn't know you beforehand."
"Then just act like that." She took the camera bag from my shoulder slinging it on hers.
"Uhm, okay then."
Phoebe had gone further disguising herself with a brunette shoulder length rockabilly wig and blocky glasses. It was instant déjà vu, a similarity with my nemesis that was arresting. Quite literally Phoebe had become a different person. She took my hand leading me down the corridor of her ranch home. Those glossy skintight leggings clung to every curve drawing my eyes to her cheeks. I couldn't take it wrapping my arms around her abdomen drawing her close cupping the undersides of her breasts.
Her nipples were really hard to the tips of my fingers.
"I thought you wanted to make a movie?" Despite her light admonishment, Phoebe covered my hands with her own as my pointer fingers got inside her top rubbing and teasing her nipples. That thick muscular butt pushed back into my cock cradling it between her dueling cheeks. The hardness surrounding my tumescence felt incredible.
"I do, so much in fact that I wanna get some footage of you walking around this house with these powerful legs for the visual alone. You know how hard you're making me right now, huh Phoebe?"
"I can feel it; wish I would've known that beforehand. I would've come over to your house wearing these PVC leggings; I've got three more, if you're interested?"
"Three more?"
"Yeah, I like to buy more than one of a thing you know; just in case something RIPS or TEARS, right?" I got the hint but didn't want to mess up the visual right away.
My left hand was rubbing up some friction between her thick thighs. Phoebe reacted immediately dipping at the hip like she was going to twist away from me, but ultimately shoving her butt into my crotch as she bent over at a ninety degree angle hands on knees. I grabbed those hips bucking my pelvis into her butt. Our light play was audible echoing off the walls. This added to the sensual atmosphere and illicit afternoon tryst.
"I like grinding, dry humping like the good old days before Oliver came along."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah, I can even cum like this if you keep it up." Phoebe replied taking more audible humping in her hallway. My covered crown speared her hidden slit a few times earning some groans and audible gasps of pleasure.
"So you wouldn't mind if I came all over your shiny ass in these leggings?"
"That sounds so fucking hot; are you gonna film it too?"
"You don't mind?"
"That's why you're here; we can do anything you want before five thirty; I've got a dinner scheduled tonight with Oliver. It's kind of a couple's thing, so I have to be there because his coworkers are bringing their spouses."
"Five thirty huh?"
"Yeah, anything you want; anywhere you want until five thirty babe. After that I have to get ready for dinner and pick him up from work. It was carpool day, so he needs a ride."
I didn't give two shits about her itinerary cupping her cheek for a deep sensual kiss that went on for almost ten minutes. I turned Phoebe facing me as we made out like longtime lovers. I yanked one of her shoulder straps down exposing an enhanced breasts wantonly groping it while she cupped my butt thumping my crotch into hers.
The stilettos on her feet added a good bit of height making it possible for us to continue unimpeded by height differences. Phoebe didn't even care when I went at her neck nibbling and sucking until a visible hickey appeared. Her hands got into my pants handling my thumping member.
"Are you dying to cum already?"
"I'm trying to keep it in; but you're so fucking sexy."
"Oh you don't have to do that for me, but I do want you to film it. I want to be able to watch it and paly with myself when you're unavailable." Phoebe pushed her iPhone into my hand turning flattening her palms against the wall like she was being arrested.
I was already hot and bothered to the ninth degree but seeing her like that got me more into the mood than I considered possible after basically getting molested by Charity Gilbert in the wee hours of the morning. Phoebe knew just how to pop that ass out waiting patiently. I folded my shirt over the back of my head dropping my sweats to the ankles as she pushed that shiny oversized peach out further.
"CUM FOR ME!!"
I screamed barely handling myself as a thick rope of milky jizz hit those covered cheeks dead center. I didn't have to do anything as several bursts of milky cum glazed those shiny buns until it was running drizzled off her derriere. I captured everything perfectly framed on her phone as she glanced over her shoulder observing my mess.



"That would so piss Charity off; I thought she drained you, right?"
"I guess you're that fucking hot." I handed Phoebe the phone allowing her to observe the recording.
She remained in that position against the wall with the phone pressed against it between her fingers. I was staring at my spunk running off the glistening inky material covering her big ass. Phoebe watched the clip two more times before glancing over her shoulder.
"Can you do it again?" She batted her eyes for affect.
Caution was thrown to the wind as I got completely naked finally making it official with the head mount for my digital camera. Phoebe locked her legs in place remaining a stationary target as I grabbed her hips using my own spunk to lubricate my shaft.
I started bumping and sliding the underside of my cock all over that big ass of hers like my life depended on it becoming hard enough to cut diamond. Phoebe was in great shape literally becoming a living piece of furniture allowing me to hump her like a dog in heat. There was already enough jizz on her butt which caused these kinetic splashes as I went over the edge.
The first rope went directly up the center of her ass followed by several more as I made sure to get every corner of her magnificent, covered ass. Phoebe held position as I realized she was filming her own facial reactions while I was giving her the dry hump from hell. Those thick muscular legs were a godsend allowing me to push into her butt as hard as I wanted going for her breasts again.
I clawed into them as she swayed that immobile donk back and forth on my crotch working her magic. My pelvis and lower abdomen were glazed over as well. Phoebe locked her arms pushing me back a step or two bending into a perfect ninety degree angle.
"I want you to cum on my fucking ass again."
We started bopping again like nobody's business as I found a new proclivity between Phoebe and Charity for non-penetrative intercrural sex. Her tits were exposed jiggling slightly as I gave it to her from the back, my claps echoing off the narrow hallway walls.
"GAWD, MY PUSSY IS GETTING SO WET FOR YOU RIGHT NOW!! I WANT SOME DICK SO BAD, BUT I DON'T WANT YOU TO STOP FUCKING THESE LEGGINGS!! I WANT YOU TO JIZZ ON THEM UNTIL THEY MELT OFF MY FUCKING LEGS, THEN FUCK MY TIGHT PUSSY LIKE YOU MEAN IT!!" Every time she got turned on, the blue language flowed freely from her mouth with that chaste nuclear housewife thing of hers going the way of the dinosaur.
"OH SHIT, I'M GONNA-!!"
The doorbell rang out of nowhere. This was one of those old school bells really loud almost sounding like it originated from a PA System. Both of us stopped looking at one another before staring in the direction of her front door somewhat rattled.
"Oliver?" I mumbled.
"He wouldn't care, hold on a minute; oh, it's a delivery I've been waiting for. It's from my job." Phoebe had opened her doorbell cam using her iPhone to remotely peer outside at the waiting delivery man.
"Hey Phoebe?"
"I'll get it, hold on a second."
She basically ignored me walking to the front door covering her exposed breasts but forgetting the back of those glossy black leggings were basically destroyed with streams of my splooge running down the back of her thick gams, even the floor as well. Not one to miss an opportunity I made sure to capture it for prosperity barely stifling a chuckle as she opened the front door. The delivery man was instantly smitten shucking and jiving as Phoebe played it off half closing the door in his face.
She turned in my direction ripping open the paper packet, then slapped a hand to her forehead when she noticed me with the camera. We started laughing our asses off as she looked over her shoulder down at her butt. Phoebe walked to her designer coffee table tossing the packet on top of it before planting her palms kicking that giant peach out again. Phoebe was busting up as I approached the table.
"GET YOUR ASS OVER HERE!!" She blurted out partially embarrassed, chortling.
"Yes ma'am." She stopped me short grabbing and tugging on my arm pulling my business adjacent to her head.
Phoebe was really starting to get her head game down slurping me between her lips. That suction was something else besides watching the muted bobbing of her head. I didn't know if the objective was a clean up blowjob, but I started pushing rhythmically into her mouth. That big glossy butt of her was wagging as she continued getting it in with me.
"Now I do believe we were in the middle of something; am I right?" Phoebe decided to mount the table on all fours which surprisingly supported her weight.
My hands trembled a little as I peeled down the elastic waistband exposing half of her incredible solid butt, hard tan lines, and all. Phoebe parted her legs more creating a perfect triangle of negative space that I fit in perfectly. The underside of my cock rested on the upper swell of her buttocks.
My swollen balls were resting against her slit cradled between her legs. I went for it sawing my cock over the impressive swell of her buttocks getting back into the groove in short order. Phoebe surprised me even more demonstrating more of her sexual evolution riding her belly low to the tabletop. The arch in her lower back spoke to the fact that she was a sister girl.
"Hey, got a little surprise for you; can you guess what it is, huh?" She asked out of the blue while I was getting my grind on.
"I uh, have no idea other than this beautiful peach back here Phoebe."
"Hey, pull my leggings down to my knees and take a look at my pussy." I slowed down a bit working the shiny material down just above her knees finding the crotch of her monokini staring me in the face. I found a button there between her thighs unsnapping it instinctively. The stressed material popped like a rubber band revealing Phoebe's surprise.
"Are you trying to make me cry; This feels like Christmas."
The heart shaped end of a butt plug happily greeted me perfectly nestled between her big, sculpted cheeks, side dimples and all. The centerpiece was a pink colored faux jewel that somehow fit Phoebe's accommodating personality. I couldn't help thinking how much of a personal tragedy it was this woman was married to a gay man. Any other guy would've been over the moon with a woman like this as a life partner. Phoebe wagged her butt in my face laughing because my head followed the motion perfectly. She reared back resting her haunches smiling at me.
"I changed my mind; I want you to fill me up back here babe."
Phoebe climbed down off the table pulling those PVC leggings up as she did a runway walk down the corridor with me in tow filming everything. This was probably the most fun I was having without messing with somebody I'd had in a few weeks.
Phoebe stopped in profile hugging a doorway, actually mounting it beckoning me with a crook of her finger. She didn't have to tell me twice as I snapped up my camera bag happily running behind as she disappeared inside the room. I found Phoebe just inside the door leaning against the wall. She snagged my bicep pulling me into her waiting lips.
This was a spare bedroom used for storing her personal items, collectibles, and such. There was a bed covered with layer upon layer of comforters piled high with some random boxes of shoes that had been rifled through. Phoebe explained that she'd spent an hour or so looking for the right pair of shoes to go with her current outfit.
A rack of shoes lined one wall which had this high transom type window to keep out prying eyes. There was a walk-in closet with layers of clothing inside that she could never hope to wear in a lifetime. There was a separate bathroom with a walk in shower and this luxury styled French makeup table, vanity mirror set completed the room. I found the clothes she wore to my home on the floor of the closet while I was setting up the camera.
"So, this is your bedroom?"
"No, I sleep with Oliver in our master bedroom; he's got his own personal room across the hall." I noticed she sounded a bit indignant at the question while crawling onto her bed. Phoebe tossed the errant shoe boxes onto the floor reclining cat-like watching me work in the buff.
"Sorry, for that question, I mean."
"It's no big deal, you know my husband is gay, no offense. Lately he's been sleeping in his room more and more these days. I'm surprised he didn't ask Deidrick to go out to dinner with him tonight."
"Sorry, honestly there are like a million guys out there who would give their left testicle to be with a woman like you, let alone married up with you Phoebe."
Ironically she was handling a vanity throw pillow that read "I'D BE JEALOUS OF ME TOO" resting her head on it obviously checking me out.
"I dated a guy named Ritchie before getting together with Oliver, okay?"
"Got it."
"He was, how do you say; fucking crazy about me to the ninth degree. This guy bought me a ring when we were sixteen. He was always calling me at all hours of the night; so much that my dad took the phone out of my room. I wasn't allowed to have a cell phone for the first two years of high school so it made Ritchie nuts. He actually bought me a cheap phone to "hide under my pillow" but I turned it over to my dad."
"Why?"
"He was pressuring me for sex real hard, and we was never really alone. My parents were serious about making sure I'd be a virgin on my wedding night. But, Ritchie was going crazy for me more every day. Honestly he was scaring me so much, that I copped to my sister about it. She snitched me out to mom and dad who put the kibosh on that mess. My father called up his dad to hammer the point home which didn't make me popular with them either."
"Damn."
"Think that's crazy; Ritchie stopped. Just stopped doing, anything. Didn't come to school, didn't show up at our church like usual, didn't talk to any of his friends or even leave his room. He had some kind of breakdown after his parents told him about my parents calling. They called a doctor when he decided to stop eating. Luckily he was still doing liquids when his little sister tried to take my head off at school. I was a senior and she was in that first awkward year not knowing how bad of an idea it was to rush me in front of my somewhat ghetto friends. Blamed me for destroying her brother, said it was my fault. Her mom actually called and apologized, but I was feeling it. Feeling it like a millstone around my neck, so I went to find out for myself."
"What happened?"
"He woke up." Phoebe rolled on her back looking up at the ornate chandelier on the roof of her bedroom.
"He was sitting in his room wrapped in a blanket looking out the window at this crappy little playground in his apartment complex. The family lived on the first floor of this shitty development a few miles away from my suburban bubble. We used to hang out there on the one good swing, talking about the future and stuff. So yeah, I walked into his bedroom and he snapped out of it; just like that. Ritchie was so happy to see me standing there he wouldn't stop crying and apologizing. His parents had to kick me out to calm him down."
She rolled over on her belly staring at the pillow between both of her hands while everything else was on display.
"I got a whupping for going over there and my dad had to be stopped from calling Ritchie's parents again. I was just glad he was awake again, so it was a necessary sacrifice. I got scared when Ritchie didn't show up to school but found out he was taking his studies at home. His family didn't want us anywhere near one another. I started getting antsy about things wanting to make sure he hadn't relapsed, but he'd shown up at my place with this shoe box while I was at school. Luckily my older sister stopped dad from beating him up, but he wouldn't accept the box even kicking it off the porch when Ritchie left it there. I found it in the trash."
"What was inside?"
"All of our pics, little things shared even all of the stubs from every movie we'd gone to see. All of the cards I'd given him for birthdays, you know relationship stuff. He seemed to be honestly moving on with his life, but something didn't feel right about it, you know? I started getting really scared, so I ran over to his house to make sure." I stopped what I was doing waiting for the rest of the story.
"Phoebe?" She was staring at her vanity pillow.
"He was okay, there by himself after getting out of a family meal at this local restaurant. It was some kind of religious thing he didn't have the heart for, so they left him alone at home. I was so fucking scared when he came to the door with this phony smile. He tried to get me to go home, but I was starting to get hysterical. I got inside not even listening as he apologized for our entire relationship saying he messed up my life by being in it. He kept saying his fondest wish was that I would find the right guy and live happily ever after."
"Phoebe stop."
"I can't, so listen if you're really my friend okay?"
"Okay Phoebe." I waited.
"Ritchie said everything in my life was going to be some much better from now on, and he tried to call my dad. I snatched his phone and smashed it on the wall begging him to hold me, but he looked scared. He tried to run inside his room, but I pushed inside finding it cleaned up. He'd given most of his things away telling everyone but his family that he was moving away. He was really scared of me staying there, telling me it was okay. He kept lying that he really was going back to Mexico to live with his grandparents, but I knew they were dead."
She sat up on the edge of her bed tossing the throw pillow on the carpet.
"I fucked him."
I stopped what I was doing sitting beside her on the bed, both of us facing our collective reflections in her vanity mirror as Phoebe continued.
"He was making love, sweet love to me, but I was fucking him for survival. I didn't care if I got pregnant, just wanted him to live. Honestly I loved and hated him at that moment for being so goddamn selfish. I wrapped my arms and legs around him real tight, kissed him as much as he wanted while both of us cried hard. My stupid plan was to keep fucking him until his parents caught us, but unfortunately shit happened. You see, my sister told my dad about me getting that damn shoebox out of the trash. He knew where Ritchie lived, so he showed up first. Well you know what they say; shit happens."
Phoebe interlocked her fingers in mine.
"God has a plan; that's what they tell us in the church. I went into my religion not out of faith, but to hide from my responsibility to Ritchie's family. You know, he did end up in Mexico after all. Me, I graduated from high school a year later with Oliver's class. Yeah, I bet you're not so surprised I'm married to a gay man now?"
"I, don't know what to say to that Phoebe."
"You don't have to say anything, I want you to fuck me in the ass; I want to be wanted by someone without a mental problem. Oliver "did it" with me on our fake honeymoon to make a good memory, erase losing my virginity to Ritchie. Didn't work obviously and I never found a guy to be with even though he was okay with it until I saw you grab Tressie Fisher that afternoon. Then, we fucked and you pumped the blood and lust back into me. I like feeling you inside me and I want as much as possible before Vicky comes back."
"Why do you keep bringing up her name?"
"Because I recognize me and Ritchie inside both of you; maybe that's why I want to fuck you. Don't get mad at me, but can you honestly say you don't hate Tressie Fisher sometimes for introducing you two?" The question slapped me right in the face like a wet hand towel.
"No."
"Then you understand a longing for what could have been that never goes away. You understand losing yourself in another person to buffer that hurt and pain in your gut like broken shards of glass. I don't wanna know how its going to turn out between you two, but I want you right now. I want us to use each other's bodies; want you to enjoy me to the fullest."
Before I could even ponder what was said, we were making out furiously. I went with it and Phoebe responded in kind. We knew what was happening neither wanting to admit it as I draped my body over hers. She reached up sliding out of her shoulder straps exposing her breasts. I nipped at her tits sucking hard until Phoebe was squirming all over her mattress.
I licked a slimy trail up between her cleavage and chin kissing her with as much passion as I could muster. Our tongues swirled and wrestled, hands roaming unfettered all over one another's bodies. I got a hand deep into those glossy leggings finding a sopping wet mess between her thighs.
Phoebe's nails clawed into my buttocks pulling and tugging until half of my cock was buried in her throat. I straddled her face lightly humping her mouth. She provided just enough suction to get me hard again before pushing my thighs down allowing my shaft to rest in her enhanced cleavage. Phoebe cushioned me as I went to work rowing her tits as she tightened her grip trapping me inside. She even opened her mouth letting me fuck it for a few minutes before I went back to her tits.
"Do what I asked you, or did you forget?" Phoebe reminded.
I dismounted as she rolled back on her belly presenting her big peachy ass for my enjoyment. Phoebe was the hottest humanoid sphinx I'd ever seen watching as I looked between her face and butt a few times before pouncing. I flopped out over her butt tearing at those PVC leggings almost using my teeth before they started to rip apart revealing my prize.
Phoebe was faceplanted in her lush bedding immobile as I tore away at her pants exposing the jeweled end of the toy embedded in her backdoor. Instead of freeing it, I pulled Phoebe onto her side going for her snatch with malicious intent. I managed two fingers inside on her secret spot while mercilessly diddling her with the toy.
"I KNEW YOU'D UNDERSTAND!!" She cried out enraptured starting to lubricate my invading fingers. Her moans were more breathy burgeoning with lust. Dual intruding sensations had this formerly frustrated housewife almost foaming at the mouth.
"AW, YEAH BABY!! MAKE SURE YOU FILM IT ALL!!! UPLOAD THIS SHIT TO THAT SITE SO THAT EVERYBODY CAN JERK OFF TO IT!! AW FUCK, YOU'RE MAKING ME CREAM!! MAKE ME CUM!! MAKE ME COME OUT OF HIDING!!! YEAH!!" Her words were streams of consciousness at this point.
"YUH-YOU'RE HIDING?!!" Phoebe had custody of my meat roughly tugging away in a manner that would've made Charity Gilbert proud. Both of us were glistening in perspiration and intermingled juices.
"RIP IT OFF!! TEAR IT UP AND EXPOSE MY BULLSHIT!! I WANT TO HAVE SOMETHING TO TRULY CONFESS THIS SUNDAY!! AW, FUCK MY BIG ASS WITH THAT PLUG OR YOUR COCK!! I DON'T CARE WHICH ANYMORE!! I LOVE IT IN THE ASS, CAN'T YOU TELL?!!" Phoebe confessed loud enough to be heard by the neighbors if they weren't more than a block away.
Phoebe managed to draw her knees forward raising her big solid ass high in the air with her torso and head face down on the sheets. I got on my knees facing the vanity mirror deviously working the toy in and out of her butt while tapping the Morris code on her G-Spot. She started squealing wildly intermingled with a nerdy sounding chortle that encouraged me to go harder.
Her butt started rolling and popping back into the toy fucking herself wildly into nirvana. Somehow she managed to stroke my cock in this prostrate position. The mounted camera was in a great position to capture everything. The connected laptop was a measure of quality control.
"OH GAWD FUCK ME!! PLEASES FUCK ME!! I CAN'T TAKE IT ANYMORE!! COME GET THIS ASS RIGHT NOW!!!" Phoebe lost her complete composure whaling, begging, and whining like a sick cat. That was it for me too as she squirted in bursts with her watery essence running down her inner thighs.



The jeweled plug came out with an audible pop.
I got atop her in bulldog position pile driving my cock downward into her battered rear end. My balls were pounding into the outside of her hole with a wet smack as Phoebe reached up continuing the non-stop diddling of her clit. I was wearing the camera mount in optimal position capturing my swollen prick slamming into her big hear shaped derriere.
We were basic, primal on an unheard of sexual level with nothing held back. Phoebe's butt drifted to the right still getting pounded, then slid in the opposite direction as I figured out she was doing this on purpose. After that, I remained pretty much stationary as she rocked horizontally for a while, then vertically taking me right over the edge.
"AH SHIT PHOEBE, YOU GOT ME FUCKED UP!! DAMN BITCH YOU'RE FUCKING ME THE FUCK UP!!" Rivulets of perspiration was running from my face onto her back and butt. Her own sweaty curves was catching the afternoon sunlight. I grunted and groaned driving her down into a prone position on the bed, still balls deep.
"GRAB MY ARM AND BEND IT BEHIND MY BACK!!" She instructed yelling out of nowhere. I got ahold of her arm folding it behind her back like she was being arrested.
"BOTH ARMS!!" Phoebe screamed.
I got both of her arms horizontal across the small of her back riding the living shit out of her back door. Her butt looked incredible in those vertically shredded leggings. The headboard was slamming into the wall hard enough to shake the overhead chandelier making it rock back and forth above us.
Phoebe was screaming rapturously partially muffled by the ruffled comforter on her mattress. I truly felt like I was riding a stallion upward towards the headboard. Phoebe was getting plowed in no uncertain terms, ecstatically happy for the occasion with everything caught perfectly on camera.
"GAWD!! AW SHIT HE'S FUCKING MY ASS SO HARD!! AW FUCK, I'VE BEEN CUMMING THE WHOLE TIME TOO!!! SHIT!! I WANNA CREAMPIE IN MY FUCKING ASS!!! GAWD FORGIVE ME, BUT I WANT SOME CUM!!! PLEASE GIVE IT TO ME!! CREAMPIE THIS ASS AND THEN CLOSE IT BACK UP WITH THAT FUCKING TOY!! I WANT YOUR SEED!!" I didn't know if she was playing to the camera, but the whining childish sound of her voice tipped me over the edge.
My stomach turned as my inner thighs tightened up so hard, my eyes were squinted. Phoebe yelped feeling the first few bursts as I repeatedly exploded inside filling her to the brim with an epic amount of jizz. I slowly drew my cock backward carefully exposing Phoebe's pronounced gape filled with my spunk like a cup. She was cooing slightly wagging her butt in front of the camera in surreal fashion.
I cupped the outsides of her hips pushing inward causing some of my semen to pour out over her cheeks. I'd literally filled Phoebe's rear end with cum.
"Plug it up baby, that's my cum now." I got the toy pushing it slowly back into her rectum with a slight twisting tease at the hilt making Phoebe suck on her thumb and coo breathlessly. I kept squeezing, groping, and massaging her cheeks to both of our delights.
"Damn, who are you?" It was an absentminded slip of the tongue.
"I'm trying to find out; will you help me?"
"Yeah."
The camera kept rolling as I started tearing and ripping the compromised fabric away from her body until it was gathered in shreds around her ankles. I kept filming getting POV shots of my hands carefully removing her stiletto heels to free her body of the defiled garment. Those destroyed leggings reeked of spunk and her juices. The monokini looked like shapewear around her midsection.
"Let me suck it." I fed Phoebe my cock getting this overhead shot of her cleanup blowjob. She only lasted long enough to get me hard again abruptly stopping. I almost cried out but held my disappointment in check as she sat up on the edge of the bed facing the door.
"Would you please stop filming?"
"Okay Phoebe."
I removed the camera mount and turned off the equipment as she sat there hunched over watching my progress. I regretted not taking some footage of her sitting there in profile because there really wasn't an ounce of fat on her body. That aforementioned weight training left her a physical specimen as Phoebe reached up pulling the wig off her head. Her glasses were lost somewhere in her bedding as she tugged at the knotted portion of her tied off hair letting it fall to her shoulders.
"Would you like a drink?" She asked tugging at a reluctant strand of hair.
I packed up the cameras after downloading the footage sitting at Phoebe's makeup table. My creative side was boiling over making me too impatient to wait until I was home to edit the footage. Phoebe returned setting a wine glass in front of me. She massaged my shoulders watching for a few seconds before drifting away to shower. I quickly cobbled together a teaser from the original phone footage sent to me along with my second bursts of cum adding a waist level point of view as she answered the door for a package.
"Hey, come lay down on your back." Phoebe returned rubbing my shoulders leaning in giving me a kiss on the cheek. She smelled of expensive perfume, nude other than the plush towel wrapped around her body.
I let her lead me back into her bed laying on my back as she dropped the damp towel revealing her refreshed figure in the buff. My member pulsed and twitched at the sight of her nudity earning a breezy smile as she mounted me.
"Just look into my eyes; don't look anywhere else."
Her hips began softly rowing picking up speed as she ground her cunt into my crotch fully stuffed. Phoebe stared intently into my eyes studying the expressions caused by her rolling hips as she fucked slow and steady.
That pretty face started to get bigger from my perspective until we were making out as she crouched over my chest and pelvis working her hips into me holding with this strained pressure in intervals, then rabbiting until I started filling her snatch with the last few ounces of cum I could muster.
"I'd never leave you unsatisfied." Phoebe acknowledged.
"Damn Phoebe, you're making me want to put a ring on it." My chest was heaving from the exertion as she sat atop me reclining like some lazing feline.
"Sorry, but I'm taken." She presented the priceless wedding ring on her hand before my eyes. We made out some more before she dismounted leaving my half erect penis still wobbling.
"Thanks for letting me film us."
"I wanted to pay it forward for all of my selfish curiosity and apologize for upsetting you earlier. Now, I think I like the camera enough to maybe, post some naughty pics on that fake social media account Charity made for me."
"That will probably get you banned from that site; but I could set you up on the site I use, if you want?"
"Yeah?"
"I already posted a small teaser on my page."
We took a seat at her vanity table with Phoebe sitting across my lap. My hand cupped her butt finding the plug still firmly in place as she leaned forward opening the two minute teaser.
She looked genuinely happy at her appearance in the short laughing when she answered the door with a soiled backside. Phoebe read through the already mounting comments section taking stock of everything before giving me an approving peck on the lips.
"Wow, I didn't expect this at all; people really like me."
"Of course they do Phoebe; you're beautiful. You know, they're going to be asking for a name; what will you call yourself?"
"I have to use a fake name, huh?"
"Gotta protect your identity, or what was the point of wearing a disguise?" She sat there thinking for a minute or two actually zoning out.
"Phoebe?"
"Uhm okay, uh I'll go with Peachy; uhm Peachy Keen?"
"Where'd you get that shit from?"
"Oh yeah, well what's your fucking screen name, huh?" Her brow furrowed in righteous indignation to my reaction.
"Uhm, keep it Phoebe; it fits you perfectly, moreover it fits this perfectly." I gave her bare butt a light slap squashing the beef instantly.
"That's what I thought, now help me pick out some nice panties for my evening out with Oliver."
We ended up in her walk-in closet settling on this lace bra and panty set because the beige color complimented her light olive skin tone and hard tan lines. Phoebe explained that she figured I had good taste in fashion after looking at some of the content and set up for the other videos previously shot. I had to interject when she pointed to a particular Ms. WTF shoot where Shawnee wore a one piece competitive swimsuit as lingerie.
Undeterred, Phoebe kept heaping praise on me comparing me to this guy named Russ Meyer saying my Butt fetish rivaled his big breast motivated slate of films. We had a great conversation about the late director which prompted me to download one of his most controversial films to watch later at home.
"I love the way you look at me; not too sleazy, not crazy, just kind of like you're in a museum or something." Phoebe commented sitting at her vanity table meticulously applying her makeup.
"I can't help it; you honestly look like a trophy wife."
"Well it makes sense that I paired off with what a lot of women would consider a trophy husband, I used to get so much hate in school for "dating" Oliver. Those jealous bitches said I was stuck up and prissy. Not one of them asked how I was doing or anything. They knew I was dating Ritchie before, probably figured I leveled up to the pretty boy. None of them gave a shit Ritchie was dead."
"Oh I'm sorry, my condolences." Phoebe glanced at me with a brush in her hand, smiling.
"You could've been my boyfriend back in the day, but I don't think you would've been as "skilled" as you are today."
"Sharing notes with Charity, huh Phoebe?"
"Uhm, sort of; but I just know you would've probably been too excited. Back in the day I obviously didn't have these tits, but I was just a bit larger with a wasps waist; and you would've died for my old ass. It was much bigger than now, softer, and more jiggly to the touch. I was so fucking mad at my dad after Ritchie that I was intent on getting revenge."
"What'd you do?" I sat on the edge of the bed fully invested in the conversation.
"He hated the thought of anybody touching me, even looking too long. I was his little princess and after Ritchie checked out, he could have cared less and that made me mad. He wanted me to go back to being his little princess, got me re-baptized at our church too. Didn't want Ritchie's name brought up in my house and whupped me again when I tried to talk about my feelings regarding my late boyfriend. Started dragging me around with him everywhere we went, so I was gonna make him regret it."
She didn't mind when I took a pic of her at the makeup table as she recounted more of her personal history.
"He decided we were gonna paint my bedroom a new color which he picked out of course, so we went to this hardware store downtown to get this color I'm sure you would appreciate. It was called uhm, PEACHY KEEN for your information."
I chuckled at her subversive explanation of her alter-ego's name.
"While we were in there, this skinny ass guy kept trying to flirt with me even though I obviously wasn't interested. His name was like, Henry or something I can't recall at this moment. This guy was probably six four, white and all teeth in his never ending smile. Dad wasn't having that shit so he made this big ass scene embarrassing us in public. So, I knew what I had to do right then and there. Dad made the manager send Henry to the back of the store pissing me off further, I snagged a felt tip marker and asked for the bathroom. I got inside writing my number on the front of my panties. Henry was so fucking shocked when I passed them to him on the low."
"So, you fucked him too?" Phoebe stopped applying her mascara looking at me again.
"You're missing the point; I gave him my house phone number."
"Shit."
"I just wanted him to piss my father off by getting that thirsty boy to call the house trying to find me. Dad wasn't really gonna let me out of his sight, but after a while of that shit and some other guys I'd gave my "number" to, daddy was in dire need of some "personal space" and so was everybody in the house. They left me at home to catch a movie, then Henry came over."
"You fucked, right?"
"No."
"Well, what happened?" My brow furrowed.
"Pardon the expression and my blue candor in recounting this, but he wasn't exactly up to the job. This stupid, immature guy uh, "BUSTED A NUT" as soon as he saw my panties. We were on my fucking bed kind of making out, he was groping my little tits but acting real skittish. I don't know to this day if he thought my dad would pop up or was scared of me, but I got flustered pulling my dress up flashing my panties. He got real excited getting his cock out but dropped the ball. Blew this epic load on my covered puss like you wouldn't believe."
"Oh trust me, I'd believe it girl." I raised a hand in testimonial making her giggle and toss a cotton ball at me.
"Silence, like I was saying, Henry Quick Shot as I like to call him, wanted me to blow him. We got into this argument when he added to his apparent stupidity by asking if I was a black girl, then said all black girls suck dick so it shouldn't be a big deal. Said he thought I was Spanish but was sure when I talked because I sounded like one of those black fake valley girls who wanna be white."
"What a genius this Henry guy was, huh Phoebe?"
"Tell me about it; then dad busted into my room. Henry found religion way before I did. I was out of school for about a year dealing with my shit, according to a non-licensed family member. Nearly got sent down south to my grandparents, but we worked it out when dad apologized about Ritchie. We kind of, hugged it out and I went back to being his prissy little princess eventually with an obviously gay boyfriend."
"So he never gave Oliver that smoke?"
"My folks knew the moment they laid eyes on him, trimmed brows and all; dad was so happy. Probably blew his mind when we got married too. You know, if it wasn't for Oliver, I wouldn't love anal sex as much as I do."
"HUH, OLIVER DID YOU?!!" I was blown away.
"No silly, his then boyfriend Bradford; found out my hubby was on dating apps and went ballistic. He wouldn't stop crying and bitching so we got toasted in his sauna. It was kind of cool after a while, but he didn't want me to look at his face so I got it on all fours in that steamy sauna. Kinda shitty for me because he couldn't cum, but that's another story."
"Man, you got me fucked up."
"It only lasted a week because they made up; but Bradford got the last laugh when he found and boned Oliver's side dude."
"That's more information than I'm comfortable with Phoebe."
She chortled turning back to her vanity mirror working on her makeup. I considered all I'd learned today finding that she was more of a person than a sexual conquest or fuck buddy. Phoebe represented a psychological artichoke with several layers that made me ashamed at worrying she'd be manipulated by one Charity Gilbert. Both women were perfectly capable of tucking away what was deemed inconvenient for the occasion.
She'd given me bits and hints of her true self during that first hookup. It was on me for not picking up on her apparent proclivity for rough sex and foreplay.
"Bradford had the nerve to rat me out because he thought I was trying to turn him straight or something. We just fucked like three times, all in the butt; he never got off any of those times, but then snitches because he got rimmed. Motherfucker almost made us get a divorce. Oliver stopped talking to me for two months even though that bitch fucked his side dude too."
"Phoebe, that's still too much information." She chuckled dropping her brush dipping her head with a chuckle before regarding me.
"Its just that I feel so open with you like I could talk about anything; you understand, right?"
"Yeah, I feel the same way about you too."
"So we're not fuck buddies; we're fuck besties, okay?"
"Okay." She went back to her mirror uncapping and applying this burgundy colored lipstick as I gave her the once over sitting there in her underwear.
The tip of my cock poked her left cheek but she kept slathering on that lipstick as I peered down into her bulging cleavage. The hard tan lines on her breasts looked amazing prompting me to begin tapping my prick on the side of her face until she regarded me, one brow raised.
"All black girls suck dick so it shouldn't be a big deal, right?"
Phoebe face planted on her vanity table laughing hysterically for a few moments then righted herself. There was a mischievous look on her face as she leaned over opening a lower drawer. Phoebe removed a pair of white ruffled lace gloves slowly putting them on looking me in the eye.
"I'm afraid I'm gonna have to send you home or I'll never make it to Oliver; but first, I'm gonna take care of this."
She started stroking my meat with both hands opening my eyes to a new sensation for all of ten seconds before forcing herself to throat two thirds of my endowment. She played me like a flute working her hands back and forth, audibly choking and slurping, devouring my cock like a seasoned professional. Those floodgates were wide open and the old Phoebe was never coming back.
"AW SHIT PHOEBE!!" She throated me reaching around digging her nails into my buttock as I filled her gullet.
Phoebe swallowed in time with each of my bursts until I nearly swooned. Her lips vacuum sucked my crown until I whined in falsetto fashion prompting her to release me. She opened her mouth showing the last of my jizz before swallowing it. She fondled my balls and roughly jerked me with those lace gloves until my knees went rubbery. Nothing else was coming out and I was afraid she'd make me take a piss on her carpet if she didn't stop.
"Go take a shower and wait in the living room; get your stuff too because I'm locking the door so I can get ready without being bothered. Go on cutie; get out of here." She was playful barely stifling a laugh as I sullenly gathered up my equipment walking to her bedroom door like it was death row.
"Bye Felicia!"
"GET OUT!!"
That night for the second time in a row.
I slept like a rock.
**********************************************************************************************************
The following day I got up feeling like Rip Van Winkle a bit embarrassed that I'd barely survived a sexual one two combo from Charity Gilbert and Phoebe the following day. Feeling out of it, I went down to the park running some laps before returning home to edit the phenomenal scene I'd shot with Phoebe. The comments section underneath her teaser was lit up like a Christmas tree almost matching my Auntie Esther. Some people were giving me shit for the lack of penetration questioning my manhood.
I took it personal editing a seconds long teaser of me ripping Phoebe's leggings apart in extreme closeup followed by a sustained shot of my business drilling for oil in her backdoor. I titled the ten second clip "DAT NIGGA IS WEAK" aping the stupid comment responsible for its existence.
Adding a subtle filter over Phoebe's face resulted in even more frustration and questions, so I retitled the clip with her screen name "PEACHY KEEN" before going into my editing bay in earnest. Sometime while I was working, Phoebe somehow came to be known as "MS. CONSENSUAL."
I liked the new moniker but didn't think she would take too kindly to it once she found out. In the end I decided to place the resultant twenty-two minute scene behind a paywall for twenty bucks. There was no talk of it being released free and some of the continued comments aimed at me was the deciding factor as I settled in texting Phoebe while starting up the Russ Myer film.
Phoebe texted back in favor of keeping both names excited about developing a second character for each as I watched BEYOND THE VALLEY OF THE DOLLS. Ironically this shared the same backstory as my favorite movie humorously produced by Fox studios in the late sixties.



"Huh?" I got a text from the film department head wanting me to give him a call. I hated myself for worrying that I was being ousted every time he called. On some level it felt like I didn't deserve to be a part of that world and I abhorred that line of thought.
On my laptop screen one of the central characters was going through a similar darkened catharsis which ended with him trying to take his own life on air during a broadcast of a faux version of the tonight show.
"Well fuck that shit." I paused the film dialing up Steven finding out that he simply wanted me to put up some flyers around campus for an upcoming eclectic film festival.
It was a change of pace I was happy to indulge in finding that Phoebe's scene was already selling wildly. There were ten good purchases which validated my creative jones as I traveled downtown. She was more than willing, so it was a given I'd get more from Phoebe, but my auntie was a different story. I'd bought the mask and recolored it in shades of black, red, and green; but now I was worried Auntie Esther would take it the wrong way. I worried she might consider it a statement about her looks but resolved to follow through on the upcoming Saturday.
My meeting with Steven was rather brief. It felt like we'd already been working together for a while and he chuckled when I mentioned Russ Myer saying he might add the film to the slate. I went about my business hanging the flyers all over campus eventually drifting over to the building to meet with Steven briefly before he was off to a department meeting.
I was shown a recently added student theatre which was part of some centerpiece for this new campus building. I was floored at the room which was a smaller version of an actual movie theatre. My boss liked my reaction giving me a few bucks for a couple of slices of pizza in the downstairs student rec center.
It was my last destination before returning home. My head was swimming in optimism as I went inside finding this space that was sort of a performing arts platform, student gallery and cafeteria. I started stapling the last of the flyers on this cork board adjacent to the entrance. I suddenly got this weird feeling in my gut like I was being watched. This turned out to be the case as I glanced over towards the dual glass doors at the entrance.
Renee's cousin Carlie Kelly was standing there staring at me with this aggressive expression on her face.
It was kind of the disparaging look you got from a teacher when you were doing something bad. We'd never had any sort of meaningful interaction, but her expression told me she'd been made aware of my former membership in her big cousin's clique. We death glared one another for a few moments as time seemed to stop on a dime.
Then I shrugged going back to what I was doing without a care in the world.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Carlie snatched at my bicep pinching my arm half whispering. I turned away from the community corkboard looking at her roundish face with the oversized glasses, unperturbed.
"Hanging up some flyers for a student film festival; what's your malfunction?"
"How did you find me?"
"You grabbed me miss, now excuse me." I turned back to the corkboard getting ready to staple another colored piece of paper to the wall. Carlie was looking around giving me the impression she was afraid to be seen with me.
"Excuse you huh, you stalking me?" She asked in a hushed whisper.
"Uh, who are you again?"
"Ha ha, very funny nigga; you trying to get at Renee, huh?" I stopped what I was doing staring at her for a few seconds before going back to the board.
She looked oddly disarming round face, thick glasses and headwrap with the ball atop her head like some black silken balloon. If you didn't know Carlie, you would peg her as a young woman wrapped up in her religion, but I knew otherwise.
"Please; uhm, what is your name again?" Carlie was wearing a African wrap dress with this muted decorative print, wholly pretentious.
"You know my fucking name." She stood there with her books held tightly to her chest, face scrunched up like a mad ball. This thin, slightly lanky sister was trying to intimidate me and I found it amusing.
"Maybe you should take your meds darling."
I walked out of the student day room to the strains of Erica Badu's Window Seat leaving her there at the board. The place was starting to get crowded and I preferred my space.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
**********************************************************************************************************
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(RECAP)
"What the fuck are you doing?" Carlie snatched at my bicep pinching my arm half whispering. I turned away from the community corkboard looking at her roundish face with the oversized glasses, unperturbed.
"Hanging up some flyers for a student film festival; what's your malfunction?"
"How did you find me?"
"You grabbed me miss, now excuse me." I turned back to the corkboard getting ready to staple another colored piece of paper to the wall. Carlie was looking around giving me the impression she was afraid to be seen with me.
"Excuse you huh, you stalking me?" She asked in a hushed whisper.
"Uh, who are you again?"
"Ha ha, very funny nigga; you trying to get at Renee, huh?" I stopped what I was doing staring at her for a few seconds before going back to the board.
She looked oddly disarming round face, thick glasses and headwrap with the ball atop her head like some black silken balloon. If you didn't know Carlie, you would peg her as a young woman wrapped up in her religion, but I knew otherwise.
"Please; uhm, what is your name again?" Carlie was wearing a African wrap dress with this muted decorative print, wholly pretentious.
"You know my fucking name." She stood there with her books held tightly to her chest, face scrunched up like a mad ball. This thin, slightly lanky sister was trying to intimidate me and I found it amusing.
"Maybe you should take your meds darling."
I walked out of the student day room to the strains of Erica Badu's Window Seat leaving her there at the board. The place was starting to get crowded and I preferred my space.
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"Boy open that garage door."
I went for it finding a bit of difficulty lifting the door outward eventually requiring a little help from my auntie. The interior was stuffed to the gills with excess furniture, some of it still in the shipping boxes, various baskets, and crates and two racks burgeoning with all manner of clothes likely brought by my aunt on the fly. We exchanged glances silently noting the waste of money.
"Some of them there clothes over there belong to that heifer Maisy; I kicked her tail and kept that shit cause she thought she was gonna slide up in here with your Uncle. She knew she was outclassed when she got a load of my back porch but flapped her gums anyhow. Got kinda mouthy and I don't go for that with nobody."
"Did you really throw her down the stairs auntie."
"Yup." It was a bit of gossip that made the sewing circles in the family, but I was just trying to be funny. Auntie Esther was serious.
"So uhm, what do you want me to pull out first ma'am?"
"Nuh-thin." Her country accent hung thick in the air.
"I don't get it; I'm supposed to clean out this storage bin, right?" Auntie Esther was already walking away digging in her pocket producing her keys remotely opening the trunk of her gold Escalade. She reached inside for a backpack pulling out a tablet booting it up.
"Leave that to the Mexicans I done hired; my good friend Mr. Iglesias and his boys gonna take care of it. Now boy, don't be coy with me because we both know why you're here; unless you done got yourself a good case of that there amnesia?"
"Not at all, what're you doing there?" Auntie Esther scoffed at the question as I walked up beside her finding her looking at an app.
"Making damn sure your uncle ain't got none of them there surprises waiting for me. He been acting out lately, so I gotta keep an eye on the old boy. He might've figured out his hired hand been giving me them back shots on the low." Both of us were looking at my uncles RV moving on the digital map reflected on the screen. I just shook my head chuckling.
"What's so funny?"
"This shit makes me never want to get married."
"Well, it comes with the territory and such; you wanna have a kingdom, you gonna give something up. Two people living, eating, drinking, fucking and shitting under the same roof comes with its own set of ticks and quirks. Getting married isn't supposed to be no fucking happy ending boy; it's the beginning of something new."
"Still don't wanna get married."
"Bullshit, all it takes is the right sized ass and a little whispering in the ear to make a man give up the house keys. You just ain't found the right girl is all, boy. Heck if I was a bit younger, I'd put it on you fierce just to watch them pretty brown eyes of yours go all googly." She handed me the tablet allowing me to watch.
"You didn't do that last time?"
"Heck, we was just negotiating like." There was a bit of pride in her voice as she favored her suspenders.
Auntie Esther was wearing a white tee and this denim romper short set form fitted to her curves. The overalls looked like she'd taken a pair of scissors to them making the sides ride up like booty shorts on her overly wide hips. Her pear shaped figure was undoubtedly going to create a feeding frenzy online making me impatient to start.
"So you're gonna show the world how you get down, huh Auntie?"
"Heck, you think that little fifteen hundred was something; that there money is gonna be falling from all the trees from here to that Arabia place. I want that rich guy to buy me one of them there oil wells, then we gonna fuck." I laughed as she walked in a little circle giving me an ample view of her giant, floppy rear end. That romper really did look like booty shorts, more of bikini esthetic in the back.
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah boy, I grew up in Missouri." Auntie Esther turned at the hip snapping her fingers in affirmation looking at my face directing my attention with her eyes to her oversized derriere. Her humongous cheeks were elongated, bulging from the back of that denim jumper. Her butt was literally as big as my torso with a set of shapely legs to match.
"Alright then, show me Auntie." I knew the motto of her home state.
"Are you crazy boy? You know I gots neighbors round here in these McMansions watching everything we do. Ain't trying to tip that cup of karma I been building up for a while now. We can do whatever you want up in the house; you know, in that special place I done shown you boy?"
She was obviously referring to the attic we'd hooked up in, but I wanted to make something distinctive pulling out my phone.
"Well, can I at least get a shot of you looking into that open storage bin?"
"What for, huh?!" She raised an eyebrow.
"Perspective; whether you really know it or not, you've got a weapon of mass destruction sitting at the end of your back ma'am. It's cool to get it in enclosed, controlled environments, but seeing it in the real world however brief, add to your allure. I just want some shots of you looking at all that shit, and maybe some walking to get a sense of the giggle."
"Giggle, what the hell you mean by that?"
"The way your butt bounces, that natural sway when you walk Auntie. Some people call that a giggle walk ma'am." My rebel auntie cracked this wry half smile at my analogy.
"Fuck, when I was back in that there high school, they used to say I was "dragging ah wagon" and I always put two to the chin when all the boys got out of line. All of their pants used to be tented and everything like they were on that there Viagra."
Auntie Esther went to the open garage door pretending to peer inside at all of her excessive clutter allowing me to get several pics from various angles and some video. She didn't mind it when I got out the selfie stick attaching my phone to it for a low angle POV shot that made those huge bulging cheeks look even bigger. I was sporting a tent of my own, still feeling the dual effects of separate trysts with Charity and Phoebe. Auntie bent at the hip intentionally making those shorts ride up into the deep crack of her ass for a few seconds.
"How do you like that there boy; that's one hell of a shot I reckon, right?"
"See for yourself ma'am." Auntie took stock of the footage with a toothy approving grin side eyeing my crotch which she gave a playful squeeze.
Before I could react, my afternoon muse was off doing this exaggerated powerwalk that made her look like a bionic streetwalker. I wasn't gonna tell her anything about the presentation following behind getting everything for prosperity. My selfie stick served as an impromptu steady cam catching the best of that "giggle walk" with extreme prejudice.
I literally had to exercise some self-restraint to keep from putting the camera right under those dueling cheeks. Auntie Esther took a leisurely stroll around the back of her big home rounding the other side. She stopped short of coming out on the pavement in front of the house.
"That's enough of that nonsense."
A white truck was pulling up in front of Auntie's home with some guys sitting in the back. A midsized moving truck appeared behind it partially blocking the driveway as I took the opportunity to get a great low angle shot of Auntie's rump in perspective to the adjacent brick wall as she tugged out a wedgie.
"CUT THAT MESS OUT!" She scolded without looking.
"Yes ma'am." I earned a slap to the bicep as she went out to meet the hired workers.
"Buenos días amigos; no tuviste ningún problema para encontrar mi lugar, ¿verdad?" Auntie Esther walked out with this gregarious smile shaking hands with this portly Latin gentleman who seemed to know her on a personal level.
"¡Hola tía Esther, no hay problema! ¡¡Tengo a mis muchachos aquí listos para trabajar para ti!!" Auntie surprised me with fluent Spanish as the other workers filed out of the trucks gathering on the lawn.
The effect of my aunt's attire was immediate as I noticed two younger guys jostling about in sex tinged horseplay. Another worker who looked like a teen had his phone out thinking to get my Auntie's luscious cheeks for prosperity. Mr. Iglesias shot the kid a look full of menace as my Auntie tugged at that pesky wedgie.
"¡Tía Esther, lo limpiaremos todo en una o dos horas!¡Creo que compré suficientes hombres para el trabajo! ¡¡Solo contáctame en esa aplicación de efectivo!!" I'd hung back getting everything for prosperity.
It wasn't lost on me the reaction my auntie got from the head guy as they embraced briefly. The one kid was still obviously filming Auntie Esther's glorious cheeks until the driver of the second truck gave him a shove. Instead of walking back over, she escorted the workers around the opposite side of the house.
I casually walked back to the storage bin finding the workers already clearing the storage bin. Auntie Esther was standing off to the side as I walked over to my camera bag on one of the yard tables. I glanced up finding her hanging there standing in such a way that invited more filming.
She seemed to be getting a visceral charge out of the reaction to her body. She glanced back finding me there filming but didn't say anything. Her curves were causing a bit of trouble for the one kid who found it hard loading the moving truck without blatantly staring. I noticed a small, wooded area behind the storage bin and garage which piqued my curiosity.
"What're you doing over there boy?"
"Ah, just want some footage I can use for later." She turned arms folded across her chest walking over to meet me mid yard. I stifled a chuckle as all of the men stopped what they were doing watching Auntie's giggle walk. She wasn't trying this time, but the heavy bounce of her butt was visible even from the front.
"You tired of me already?" She spoke plainly not even moderating her tone despite several witnesses in earshot. I nodded towards Mr. Iglesias and friends, but she didn't care.
"I'm gonna need you to trust me Auntie; hey, what room is that?" I pointed towards a window facing the garage and a good portion of the backyard at an angle.
"That's an enclosed patio back there with some more stuff; your uncle sit back there watching that television sometimes. Why you wanna know about that room over there boy?"
"Are you sure nobody is in the house?"
I cocked my head to the side covertly looking over Esther's shoulder finding time had veritably stopped for the hired workers. They were mesmerized by her down home badonkadunk booty. Auntie Esther walked back to her open Escalade retrieving the tablet but hesitated noticing the stares of her impromptu audience.
They comedically scrambled back to work as she plugged in a cheap headphone sticking one bud in her ear. While she was engaged, the enchanted kid gave me a thumbs up. Auntie Esther glanced up giving that guy a death glare. He meekly nodded going back to work as she stood up tugging at that nagging wedgie again.
She looked troubled motioning towards the back door already walking there with the tablet. It was awkward walking past the men who were giving me all sorts of envious stares working slow and distracted. I snuck a peek at that kid again finding another thumbs up as I went inside.
Inside was another cluttered affair with wall high storage bins lining one side of the wall along with more discarded vintage looking furniture. A vintage lazy boy and ottoman faced the window looking out on the yard and the workers. Inside we were elevated giving me a good shot of the guys from the window.
We were even able to clearly hear them conversing in Spanish from our vantage point. Auntie Esther was still engrossed in the table, visibly irritated. I got my chest harness out strapping it on before double checking my equipment as she pulled the bud from her ear.
"What's wrong Auntie?" She fidgeted about starting to flush likely out of anger. Her weathered features told a million tales, but not the obvious as she settled herself with a hand on one hip, palm flattened against her chest.
"Boy, you done caught me up in some shit, you know? I'll tell you besides putting a GPS tracker on that dumbass RV, I done also put me a little something, something in that there vehicle so, I can listen in on them. DO YOU KNOW MY HUSBAND, YOUR DADDY AND HIS GANG OF DOOFUSES ARE PLANNING ON VISITING THEM A FUCKING GENTLEMAN'S CLUB!!"
"No Auntie, I had no idea they were planning on doing something like that." I deadpanned getting her to realize the obvious. She facepalmed chuckling in her hand before collecting herself.
"Boy what you planning back here?" She asked feeling stupid.
"Unsnap those suspenders and get that big ass out for me; I want you to get on this ottoman and face out the window towards Mr. Iglesias and his merry band." Auntie Esther looked taken aback at the suggestion.
"We ain't gonna work up to it or nothing?"
"Auntie when I leave here, I wanna have enough raw footage to make at least five or ten movies. So if we're actually gonna do this, I think you should assume the position ma'am." I'd learned my lesson well from Rashida Sikes back in the day. The director always took charge of the set and got things done with innate authority.
"You probably just horny boy."
Despite her rueful words, Auntie Esther was unsnapping the straps on her romper. She wasn't wearing a bra underneath leaving her tits visible through the cotton material. I also found out she was going commando getting a shot of her problematically shimmying out of those overalls.
"You don't have to take them all the way off, just get that big ass out so I can tap that shit."
My chest mounted camera was catching the appearance of her cavernous gluteal cleft with the lattice of tiny stretchmarks and light smattering of freckles on her orangish sunbaked skin. There was no doubt she might have skewed a shade or two lighter in younger days. Auntie Esther stopped mid reveal looking at me like I caught her sitting on the toilet or something.
"Having fun?"
"Not yet."
She smirked again working the romper down to her knees rolling her shoulders before kneeling as I asked. Auntie knew what I wanted perfectly mounting the ottoman. There was a natural arch in her lower back that accentuated the pronounced curve of her huge butt in the afternoon sunlight.
I took some pics as she looked out into the yard before going to film. Bent over in this manner, her butt was perfectly heart shaped with a juicy peach halve informing her cunt. Auntie was clean shaved downstairs, it looked as if she extended the care to her shapely legs. I lined up the POV shot as she got impatient.
"So we looking or doing?"
I ignore her boorish attitude knowing she was a hypocrite mad at my uncle for going to a gentleman's club even though we were doing way worst. I would undoubtedly be expunged from my father's side of the family if found out, at the very least. Despite that energy, there was no way I was denying myself another round with her huge pear shaped badonkadunk.
I slipped on a condom this time going balls deep with just the slightest bit of effort. She grunted a little facing out into the yard. There was a screen over the open window which would've obscured her face from the other side if the guys knew to look.
Auntie Esther's humongous derriere looked incredible from this angle. My back shots were causing these awesome motion ripples with this powerful clapping sound. This forty seven year old woman was built for doggy style easily measuring up to the models I'd worked with in the past. It felt like my cock was descending inside at an angle. I was fucking on a downward stroke only capturing the back of her head.
"Better not be putting my face on that there camera."
"That's not happening ma'am; matter of fact I got you a disguise too."
"What kind of disguise?"
"Well I'll say this auntie; no one's gonna know who you are even if you tell them."
"I don't know if I like the sound of that; you're smart as a whip and sly as a fox when you wanna be, but kinds weird too."
"So we talking or doing?" I mimicked her earlier question.
Auntie Esther responded by pancaking her big monstrous cheeks into my pelvis with the force of a Mack Truck. That would've done it for me, but I was working with a bit of added stamina after two separate days being pushed to my sexual limits mentally and physically by two separate women in my life. I also had a secret weapon to use if need be, but my in-law auntie wasn't too much to handle right off the bat.
In no time at all, I was perfectly matching her thrust for thrust.
Five minutes later we were still getting it in watching the hired workers cleaning out the storage bin. Auntie's head dipped low resting on the edge of the sill. That audible clap became wet sounding starting to echo off the walls while we both peered out onto the yard. Two workers were jointly moving a love seat down the driveway to a waiting truck. The men were conversing the whole time piquing my curiosity.
"What are they talking about auntie?"
"One guess."
The semi-solid nature of her shuddering cheeks was a sexual boon mashing into my pelvis like waves upon the shore slightly conforming to the shape of her crotch and thighs with an underlying thickness. It was loose and jiggly at the bottom, rubbery everywhere else contrasting with her swollen insides. Her boobs were starting to peek from under the hem of the white cotton tee hiding her chest. The workers outside were pretty much finishing up prompting me to go harder.
"Auntie do it really hard so I can cum before those guys leave." I grunted.
"Why boy?"
"It's part of the shoot; can you make me cum?" I was breathing hard starting to feel it as my inner thighs tightened up.
Auntie Esther went hard in the paint twisting and bobbing using this counter motion putting pressure on my shaft just above the base. I could hear the muffled grunts and moans as she tried not to alert the men outside. That big, floppy butt was doing its job in spades while my camera caught everything in perspective including the hired hands starting to loiter about.



Auntie tightened up around me out of nowhere trapping my shaft inside suddenly rowing her hips vertically. That bit of manic rutting literally wrung out my chum as I barely pulled out shooting my load on her huge butt. My spunk crisscrossed her cheeks like pastry frosting. I managed a few bursts on her peach too.
"Don't move, stay like that for a minute Auntie." I slowly backed off getting a wide shot of her defiled backside for editing purposes.
"You done yet boy?"
"For the first part of this shoot, yeah." She reached back finding the condom between the tight lips of her labia giving me a disparaging look.
"Uhm, sorry." She got up knotting one end of the condom, then grabbing my wrist turning my palm face up as she planted it there.
"Go pay Mr. Iglesias and his sons." I almost scoffed, but wisely caught myself as she picked up the tablet. Her husband's nascent activities seemed to anger my auntie as she sat bare assed on the ottoman. I knew I'd have to clean my jizz off my uncles foot rest.
Mr. Iglesias was an affable fellow who thankfully took payment through cash app. Turns out all of the guys employed were his kids, nephews and a son-in-law doing the honors driving the moving truck. It was part and parcel family tradition to spend one day out of every weekend trying to earn passive cash to offset their day to day jobs. Most of this money was used to finance the younger boys allowances while teaching them the value of a hard day's work.
One of the kids was sweeping up the driveway as we spoke. I ended up engaged in a ten minute conversation after questions were asked about the camera strapped to my chest. My story was semi-true in that I said I was a film student testing the equipment in my aunties spacious backyard.
Auntie Esther's number one fan wasn't fooled one bit; the kid gave me a dap and a thumbs up covertly. I saw them off standing outside my uncle's two story house as they drove off. I had a hearty laugh noticing two of the kids looking collectively at a phone. This had me stoked at the prospect of a new breakout star for my site.
Along with Phoebe, my creative juices were flowing in a way they hadn't since I was socially purged. I walked around the house to the yard going into the brush finding a high brick wall with some plaque there written in old Latin. There was enough room for me to turn about and get a POV shoot walking towards the house eventually focusing on the window facing out into the yard.
"What're you doing down there?" Auntie Esther's voice sounded really close despite us being separated by the window. I couldn't make out her face through the thick mesh screening, but knew she was irritated.
"It's part of the shoot we just did; are you ready to do some more or do you wanna call it quits?"
"I done said we doing the most today and I always keep my word; boy you better have a lot of them there bullets in the chamber cause I'm turned all the way up this fucking afternoon!"
"Uncle Grady?"
"That's right fella; I am of the whole opinion that I have not been doing enough of that there outside fucking in this marriage. He give it to me once or twice a month but all jealous like a bobcat. That old coot been trying to play me something fierce and I'm gonna get it in starting with you this afternoon boy."
"Shit, what happened?"
"Get up in here and find out." The sound of her voice gave me pause, but I knew it wasn't directed at me.
Auntie Esther provided quite the visual having taken it upon herself to clean the ottoman. I found her kneeling on the floor with a plastic bucket full of water using a sponge to meticulously scrub it clean.
The romper was still bunched up around her knees giving me on hell of a full moon. The tablet sat on the lazy boy still active but I noticed the blip representing my uncle's RV was stationary. She was scrubbing hard mumbling under her breath as I noticed a few other windows on the tablet opening one.
"Okay, this looks really bad."
I found myself looking at a pic of my elderly Uncle Grady and some female obviously decades younger than him and even my Auntie. I scrolled through some other pics finding it was the only one depicting my uncle. Her name was "Lilac" which besides photos of the young lady on the pole spoke to her profession as a stripper.
"Must run in the family, huh Auntie?"
"Don't you fucking laugh at me; I might not be able to control my violent urges boy. He chased me so hard back in the day, like obsessive and all that noise, but we both knew what it was in the beginning. We knew that it might not last beyond that first time in his hotel room. But I got myself hitched with him anyhow and he never seemed to get tired of bending me over. After the first and second times he cheated, I said, heck I can do that too! So I went out to a club and got me some BBC; kinda kept it up, if you know what I mean."
"No one's calling you a hypocrite; least of all, me Auntie."
"But I am boy; feel damn stupid thinking I was way smarter than your Uncle Grady!! Using all this fucking technology and shit. Thinking I had it in the bag cause that sleazy private investigator wanted a piece of this big ass more than a damn check! I hired that man to watch my husband instead, but he's been holding out on me and ain't a damn thing I can do about it!"
"Why?"
"He'll just blackmail me or tell my husband anyway if I cross him. Shit, I gotta think this over a bit and cleaning is kind of like, my thinking cap."
"Can I film it?"
"Huh, what is that boy?" Auntie Esther was in her own little world as I realized she was actually talking more to herself.
There was so much footage I wanted to get before introducing my gold digging auntie to her alter ego, so I continued shooting that big floppy butt of hers getting aroused at the sight. It gave me ideas, but I was hesitant to implement them without gauging her feelings.
"Look on the bright side; there's a world of fans out there waiting to appreciate you more than my Uncle ever did. Yeah, he's probably cheating, but he is in his sixties so how much enjoyment can he really get out of a woman like that? I know you've got everything on lock, so don't beat yourself up for missing a detail or two."
I tapped away while talking uploading a fifteen second clip of her walking from the waist down to my webpage. The reaction was almost immediate once I refreshed the page.
"Don't nobody wanna look at my old, wrinkled tail boy."
"I beg to differ."
The face of my phone was level with her face giving my auntie a firsthand account of her growing fan base. She took my phone in both hands watching the view count rise on that brief clip. Her eyes widened in realization that I was right about her allure to a certain segment of the online community.
"Well ain't this a little pill of happiness; there must be a lotta them perverts out and about, huh boy?"
"A lot of perverts with money to spend Auntie."
"You don't say?"
"I say, let's make a whole lot of content and make them pay for it; I know you're gonna deal with my uncle later, so let's have some fun."
She was busy scrubbing the shit out of his foot rest stopping rearing up on her knees pondering my advice. Her hypocrisy was wrong in every sense of the word considering at the very least my presence. We both knew she was in the marriage for herself too deep to divorce my Uncle Grady. I suspected an ironclad prenup as part of her motivation. I was obviously still filming the big, elongated inverted heart at the bottom of her waist.
The visual was arresting.
"You're one of them slicksters, ain't you?" I got closer getting an overhead shot of her huge butt in a kneeling position.
"You would know, right Auntie?" I verbally parried.
Instead of going further with the playful banter, she yanked my zipper down with authority drawing my cock out. Auntie Esther's big puffy lips inhaled my member as her cheeks imploded making me yowl, but she didn't go any further standing up tugging her romper up until it reached the shelf-like undercuff of her badonkadunk. She was grinning at the immediate frustration on my face holding the denim material in place.
"Alright boy, what's next?" My erection was poking her thigh.
"Go look in your fridge; I know for a fact there's something interesting inside." We both glanced at the door leading to her adjacent kitchen.
"What you put in there boy?"
I just shrugged finding humor in her furrowed brow and eventual half smirk. It was a given that I was gambling some corporal punishment as she opened the door stepping up into the kitchen. Auntie Esther walked to her vintage fridge with her big floppy butt still exposed. I was enjoying and filming the view following behind her single file as she opened it bending over to peer inside at the cluttered interior.
"GOSH DARNIT, YOU ONE SLICK FUCKER, THAT'S FOR DAMN SURE!!"
There wasn't anything inside the fridge other than her perishables and stacks of leftovers stored vertically in Tupperware containers. My cock slid inside her box easily as my greedy fingers dug into the soft abundant flesh off her ridiculous saddlebag hips. Quite honestly I just wanted her to bend over so that I could get more footage and please myself.
Auntie went along with it holding the fridge door and the side of that ice box for leverage as I gave it to her good. When she bent over her butt actually looked way bigger than it was horizontally and vertically. It was one of those big, country butts you saw on a lot of black women in the south. The bouncy feel of her buttocks was sexually intoxicating. We went at it for a good fifteen minutes before I pulled out not trusting myself.
"OH, YOU FELLAS IS ALL THE SAME IN THE LONG RUN; JUST GOTTA HAVE THE FEELING, HUH BOY?!!"
She was responding to the feel of my shaft in her mountainous rear cleavage. I'd decided to rub one out for the money shot instead of pounding her until I absolutely had no choice. A thick wad of cum blazed a trail up her spine while the rest pooled in the deep crack of her butt until it looked like my cock was floating in it.
"Oh, you've done an ass job before?" Auntie Esther righted herself reach back dabbing her fingers in my spunk. She examined the web like texture of it before snatching down some paper towels wiping her hands clean. I kept rolling as she washed her hands with steaming hot water in the kitchen sink.
"That's what you kids are calling it these days?"
"I guess."
"Ah, we used to call that shit second base, dry humping and the like; I wasn't giving nothing up back in the day but I'd let my guy friends kind of, act it out if you know what I mean. Ain't not a one of them there fellas complained cause they was getting a nut all a rubbing their ding-a-lings on my butt and everything. Heck this old pervert down the street from my tract house used to pay me fifty buck to grind and nut on my panties like that. I had to stop though, because he always wanted me to lay on my tummy and I didn't trust him too much after a while."
"Would you lay on your tummy for me?" She stood up regarding me with a raised brow.
"Boy, are you sassing me?"
"Not even a little bit; we're doing a block shoot which means we get as much footage as humanly possible while we can so that shit doesn't go sideways when my uncle your husband gets back from whatever he's doing. I'm setting up a page for you today so that you can get that sweet middle eastern dough without me, the middleman. All I ask is that you listen and trust me when we're shooting footage and that I get some of it to post on my page as well; can we do that Auntie?"
"Well, you done impressed me boy; all sounding like a real business man and everything. Ain't you gonna create your own site since you got like, swindled out of that other one?"
"Well, I haven't been letting the grass grow under my feet auntie; uh, I get around if you know what I mean." I motioned with my finger getting her to turn her back to me for some more leering footage of her soiled derriere.
"What's next boy?"
"Shower." Auntie glanced back at me stifling that syrupy chortle biting into her puffy lower lip.
The shoot proceeded without a hitch as I watched my gold digging auntie get naked and step into the shower under the spray. I considered joining her but thought it would make me look like a douche to a portion of the audience, so I hung back getting the shot from my seat on the porcelain thrown.
I alternated between my digital camera and phone for optimum coverage. I did my best not to capture my auntie's face sometimes accidentally catching it at an angle that would make it extremely difficult to identify her if someone took the time. I had editing software that could place a digital mosaic over her weathered features.
Fully nude her cornfed curves really did approximate a figure eight in shape with a rear end so elongated and big, it made her shapely legs appear shorter than they really were. I thought back to the early days when we'd first met and how Auntie Esther used to wear these big, baggy mom pants that made her look visually clunky.
With her narrow, aged features that reminded me of Macy Gray for some reason comedically contrasted with the husky vocal sounding voice of a gender bent Hank Hill. That voice was probably the least attractive thing about her and I'd already decided to swap it out with a good friend of mine. I didn't know how she would feel about it or the mask I was working up to springing on her. No matter what, her giant inverted badonkadunk was the star attraction.
"Damn auntie."
I noticed the subtle lighter shade just above her waist which extended downward to the upper swell of her cheeks. Auntie Esther chortled again sounding kind of like Mr. Ed looking back at me sitting there watching.
"Having fun?"
"You're about to find out, pull the shower curtain close and bend over for this money shot."
Auntie looked like she was going to protest but drew the curtains leaving her butt exposed. My hands dipped into frame playing and groping her, slapping her cheeks making theme wobble and bounce. She even twerked a little which made her butt bounce with a visible weight to it as I decided to give her a treat.
"Don't move Auntie; I'm gonna put a few fingers inside."
It was a partial litmus test for me to find out if I could make her cum like Charity and Phoebe from fingering alone. I wanted to hon my skills and get some kind of sexual edge. Andre's lingering insult stayed with me as he chided me about being "normal" downstairs. It was the reason I felt little to nothing about him getting sucker punched by the deposed Officer Johnson.
It was much easier locating this southern mature's secret spot with my two middle fingers landing perfectly on that bumpy ridge. Auntie made this squawking sound intermingled with some running water getting into her mouth as I began tapping and teasing that spot incessantly. In the shot you couldn't even see my hand inside her cunt. It was obscured by her ponderous ass cheeks. Her posture allowed me to actually palm her left buttock like a basketball, middle fingers inside.
"BOY AH, WHAT YOU DOING INSIDE ME DOWN THERE?!! AW GAWD DAMMIT BOY!! YOU MEDDLING WITH ME!! YOU SASSING ME UP IN MY BABY BUCKET!! YOU TRYING TO FIX ME UP SOMETHING FIERCE, AIN'T YOU BOY!! "
At that moment I was glad the camera was strapped to my chest because I started laughing my ass off.
"YOU THINK IT'S FUNNY ON SOME REAL SHIT!! AW BOY, WHAT YOU LEARNING?!! WHO TOLD YOU HOW TO?!! AW GAWD DAMMIT!! DAMMIT BOY, YOU STIRRING ME ALL UP INSIDE!! SOME HEFFER DONE TOLD YOU RIGHT BOY!!"
"Yeah Auntie, is that what they done told me, huh?" I openly mocked her thick accent going harder inside feeling her juicing up around my invading digits. This encouraged me to go harder like I'd done to Charity Gilbert in the back of an Uber days earlier.
"OH SHIT!! WHY YOU HIT THE GAS ON MY PUSSY!! YOU TRYING IT WITH ME!! GAWD!!! FUCKING LITTLE MUH!! MUH!! MUTHA!!! AW SHIT YOU MESSIN UP MY PARTS SOMETHIN FIERCE BOY!! GETTING IT UP IN THERE!! AW SHIT BOY!! YOU WANNA MAKE ME LEAVE MY HUSBAND?!! DAMMIT YOU MEDDLIN ME!! SASSING!! FUCK BOY!!"
At this point, I was laughing so hard, I started intermittently hiccupping.
Three fingers were inside wholly lubricated with her frothy discharge as I mixed tapping out her G-spot with massing the inner grooves of her cunt until her thick legs started shaking. Auntie was going into the final throes of an impending orgasm and it was going to be southern fried spectacular.
Her badonkadunk extended outside the curtains was bobbing and shivering all over fucking down on my hand while I kept it up working her spot with extreme prejudice. Auntie Esther shocked me with this hoarse sounding scream out of nowhere. It was more of a harsh throaty bellow that made me flinch as she planted that monster butt on the edge of the tub.
"Don't give up now Auntie; we're not finished yet." I drew back the curtains finding her slumped there breathing heavily through her mouth.
"Aw boy, come on now." She weakly begged off absentmindedly cupping a breast.
"Did you cum?"
My hand went to the other breast cupping it from the bottom for a hearty squeeze. Auntie Esther had these areolas that were more darkened pigmentation covering the tips of her breasts with really thick nubs for nipples. The difference in color was jarring and the only other thing that pointed to her age physically speaking.
She was leaning back into the camera messing up the shot but I understood sliding my hand down to her muff. Auntie shot me a worried look as I began rubbing and teasing her prominent clit between my middle fingers.
"Did you cum Auntie?" I asked again whispering into her ear still working on my technique. I captured her earlobe between my lips suckling it before darting the tip of my tongue inside the ear.
"COME ON BOY, NOW YOU STOP MEDDLIN ME!!" Her face was narrow with sort of jowly cheeks that I lightly peppered with kisses before licking a trail behind her ear. My left hand covered her muff, fingers tracing her the folds between her slit.
"Don't be that way; did you cum?"
"Almost but, aw I don't rightly know cause I ain't never felt it like that before. I don't know what you were doing down there but I was gonna flip my wig or something boy. NOW YOU GOTTA STOP GETTING ALL MANNISH AND EVERYTHING!! AW BOY!! NUH, NOW THERE YOU GO GETTING OUTTA HAND AGAIN!!"
I'd cradled the fortysomething with my right arm allowing her to recline into my chest as I sat on the tub beside her facing opposite. My fingers were already dancing around inside her easily renewing that aborted passion.
"AW SHEET, WHY YOU GOTTA GO ALL THE WAY UP IN THERE PLAYING DICE WITH MY OVARIES BOY?!! YOU TRYING IT WITH ME?!! GAWD, YOU GOT THEM FINGERS ALL AH PLAYING WITH MY GUTS!! DAMMIT BOY, YOU GONNA MAKE ME PISS MA' SELF!! AW FUCK!! KEEP ON A DOING IT!! KEEP IT UP!! I'M GETTING THERE BOY!!"
Auntie Esther wasn't lying either because she started whacking her luscious thighs together in ragged intervals trapping my fingers inside her snatch, then holding it for brief minutes. Every time she'd open her legs again I just finger fuck her to hell and back. Both of us watched my middle digits manically frigging her sloppy box until Auntie broke.
"AW HELL, HALLELUYAH!! GAWD DAMMIT BOY!!" This foamy cream started running from her swollen puss dripping down into the ankle deep bath water while my auntie groaned like a stuck pig whacking my invading hand repeatedly.
Surprise of all surprises, she became incontinent urinating all over my digits ending our adventure. I rushed to the sink scrubbing my hands clean with liquid and hard soap while Auntie Esther continued riding it out diddling herself.
"I'm terribly sorry bout that; now I did sort of warn you to stop meddling me boy."



I raised an eyebrow turning about at the hip finding her slumped on the edge of the tub holding this support bar on the opposite tiled wall. It looked like the metal bar was the only thing keeping her from faceplanting in the water.
"Pull the curtains again and get that big ass up in the air for me." I spoke with authority dropping my pants to my knees. Auntie looked wearily at my face raising a hand to wave me off, but I shook my head denying the request.
Auntie Esther nodded acquiescing to my wished drawing the shower curtain hiding her body for a moment. I watched her fumble around grabbing the support bar before her monster butt bulged from under the hem of that plastic curtain, luscious swollen peach, and all.
She was trembling a little as I grabbed her rounded hips gently pushing inside until my pelvis pressed into the curve of her backside. I started long stroking her getting howls of pleasure out of the throaty woman. I typed out the rest of the afternoon on her G-Spot intent on enforcing my authority as a director. I actually got her to make these hoarse girlish whines and gasps.
"You gonna cum boy?"
"Is that what you want Auntie?"
"Yeah, you got me feeling it real good; but I figured you wanna put some of your jizz on my butt. Just let it out boy, I wanna lay down for a minute." I went a little harder getting her to whimper a bit. Her cheeks were jiggling all over the place as the base of my cock slammed into her cunt getting an audible soggy squelch.
"Okay Auntie, here you go."
I pulled out directing several bursts of cum on the upper swell of her big, floppy buttocks snatching up my phone for extra coverage. I managed an even spread backing up a bit to catch my spunk running over the rounded curve of her backside.
My hand came into frame palm soiled as I fondled her buttocks. I ended the bathroom situation with a loud wet slap to her rear that made my ears ring. Auntie Esther was quiet for a few minutes before I heard her pull the plug allowing the water to run out of the tub. I found her head between her knees when I drew back the shower curtain.
"Geez Auntie, guess you should stick with them older fellas, huh ma'am?" Her head turned in my direction still between her knees chortling a little.
"Mind your manners boy, I reckon we ain't even halfway finished, right?"
"Yup."
I wasn't looking at her but looking at a proliferation of beauty and cleaning products ringing the circumference of her bathroom sink noticing a particularly large bottle of generic baby oil. I snapped it up then noticed a similar sized empty spray bottle.
"What you gonna do with them bottles?"
"Get creative; come to your bedroom below the attic so that we can hash out your pay site, and everything else."
"Everything else?"
"Get cleaned up Auntie; we do have more work to do. I'll check the tablet again while you're taking another shower."
Auntie Esther looked perplexed and a little bit apprehensive as I pulled a stack of white towels from a bathroom cabinet adjacent to the door. I winked at her before pulling up the door with a thud.
Her cluttered first floor bedroom was perfect for the divide I wanted to create between my content and the stuff I'd be posting on her page when I was done. I checked my phone finding several dozen messages from Yoli that bordered on the frantic pictographically speaking. The paragraphs of emojis didn't bode well for her recovery and I was a little hesitant, but texted that I was "working" followed by an apology.
Yoli immediately responded as if she'd been waiting on bated breath for some response. We had a brief conversation that got awkward when she repeatedly texted peach and eggplant emojis accompanied by a question mark. I simply replied with a working emoji each time she asked remembering her alley ambush of Rashida Sikes.
"Uhm, you uh, ready for me boy?" I looked up finding my uncle's trophy wife staring at me from the open bedroom door with eyes as wide as saucers.
"Come on in and close the door Auntie."
"But they ain't nobody here; we can leave it open cause ain't nobody gonna bother us." I leaned back in my chair surprised at her skittish nature. I wondered if I'd overdone it in the bathroom.
"I'd like to have it closed for editing purposes, but we can leave it open and talk it out if you want? Are you okay, I'm sorry if I overdid it in the bathroom ma'am."
"Who taught you how to play with a woman like that?"
"Uhm, been kind of picking it up as I go along; the last two girls loved it, one even gave me the same treatment a couple of days ago. Honestly, I'm glad you picked Saturday instead of sooner because I wouldn't have been able to come over. Auntie, my balls were so swollen that I could barely walk to my fridge at home."
"Really, what uh, did that there girl do to you boy?"
"She jerked me off from one in the morning until just about five in the AM; I think she was still doing it while I was passed out. I was so jacked up that morning that I needed an ice pack, but I did the same thing to her in a cab. So, it was kinda like payback."
"Let me get this straight; you jerked off some girl in a car, like what you done did to me over there in that there bathroom?"
"Yeah sorry; but I thought you'd like it because those two were begging me to do it and I just wanted you to feel good. Maybe I should've asked instead of pushing your button. Are you mad at me Auntie?"
She was wrapped in a towel which did absolutely nothing to hid her lower half from view. Her arms were folded defensively over her chest as she glanced down at her bed finding that I'd Iaid four plush towels there for her. Auntie Esther looked up at my face as I sat there unscrewing the top off of her baby oil. Her mouth slowly opened as her brow furrowed.
"What are you doing there boy?"
"Pouring this oil into this spray bottle for a massage, but maybe I shouldn't huh? I mean, honestly I was about to do the other thing I know how to do real well, but maybe we're calling it quits ma'am?"
"WHAT'S THAT THERE OTHER THING YOU KNOW HOW TO DO REAL WELL?!!" Auntie blurted out.
"Eat pussy."
I finished filing the spray bottle tightening off the lid. I left both bottles at my feet on her hardwood floor turning around t my laptop opening my editing bay. It was my intention to leave the ball in her court while I sorted through the already shot footage. I started putting together the mini-scene using the hired workers as she stood there at bedside quiet.
"You're trying to mess with my head, ain't you?"
"Nope."
"Bullshit, you fellas ain't likely to get down and give a woman a bit of tongue without being guilted into it. Your uncle only went there after I booted his hairy tail out off my mattress. I damn near have to pull my pistol out to get some of that there oral loving."
I stopped typing swiveling on her chair away from the impromptu editing bay using her makeup table. I rested my chin on my fist listening the end portion of her mini-rant.
"What?"
I scooted the chair about facing her fully with a tent in my pants, but otherwise kept staring at her face with a sarcastic look. Auntie Esther looked away chuckling to herself as her eyes slid back in my direction. I just pointed at the floor between my legs.
"Oh uh, over there, right?"
I nodded.
Auntie Esther fidgeted a little glancing back towards the open door a few times, looking apprehensive. My master of her body using only my fingers had been a personal breakthrough I intended to put to good use in the future. I'd jilled and teased her until she became incontinent.
The embarrassment was that real for a woman who'd recently taken a belt to my hide despite my nineteen years of age. I wanted to go further and find something more in myself as a sexual being. I'd just been doing what I learned before, but Auntie presented an opportunity to explore as I closed my laptop still watching.
"Ah, you think you're something, don't you?"
I sat watching as she redoubled the knot at her cleavage barely holding the bath towel to her body. Her naked body was visible in he front from her abdomen down to her lightly furred muff. Her waist was ridiculously narrow making her hips stick out just that much more.
Each side formed this perfect semi-circle, but more elongated. When she turned around you got this sense of a giant inverted heart formed by the warring halves of her cheeks mashed together at the upper swell of her buttocks gradually parting at the bottom of her derriere making the diamond shaped negative space between her thick thighs all too visible.
"Yeah, you all a messing with me right now boy."
Auntie Esther talked up some confidence timidly taking two steps forward to see if I would react. I remained unmoved watching eyes focused on her abdomen. She had what you'd call a saree or bikini navel that was making my mouth water. My thought flowed backward vividly planting me on my knees between the thick milky thighs of infamous baby mamma number two.
It was at once humiliating as I realized she was the first woman I'd ever gone down on in my life. She sat there on the edge of her bed with her thighs parted expectantly and I went down on her like the jump off I undoubtedly was in retrospect. My eyes fluttered giving my auntie pause.
"Okay, now you mind me boy, okay?"
My hands and fingers softly captured her narrow waist making Esther flinch a little until I looked up into her face allowing a bit of my own vulnerability to bubble to the surface. I leaned forward pressing my lips against her navel. She shuddered feeling the tip of my tongue invade her navel and swirl.
I quieted her down with light kisses on her soft tummy before running the flat of my tongue upward towards her breasts. Auntie surprised me with flushed cheeks making the atmosphere ease as I undid the knot over her chest. I drew the damp towel down bending over placing it at her feet. I took her hand allowing this sexy mature to step onto it.
A sense of wonder and discovery returned to our relationship as I traced the decadent curve of her hip planting my lips just above her mound. I traced out the triangle framing her sex pushing my thumbs into the creases on either side of her hips where her pelvis connected with her legs.
Before Auntie realized things, I was kneeling at her feet running my tongue on her clit. The reaction was immediate as I began writing the letters of the alphabet on it without looking at her face. Her hand went to the back of my head cradling it. Before she knew it, Esther was lying on her back looking up at the ceiling fan on her roof.
Like a trained seal I went through the paces applying what I knew to Auntie's virtue, prying her labia apart feasting on her snatch like it was my last meal. That face with its symmetrical beauty and now malevolent looking slanted eyes haunted me in way nothing else could.
I knew I had to fight my way out of things mentally, but she'd carved a place for herself deep inside my mind. This was something I could only allude to but never really talk about with any of my so-called friends or even the mature woman beneath me who'd openly conned her way into my uncle's affections.
It was one of the reason for my muted response to her dismay at discovering he was playing around too. That hypocrisy prodded and prompted me to use her as a sexual crash test dummy even while she was lovingly caressing my head as I feasted on her snatch with nothing held back.
I felt devalued against Andre especially after having become privy to an insult hurled my way in absentia by none other than Shawnee Thompson, now a high price escort on the Florida coast. He'd hurled the insult my way which shouldn't have meant anything, but I was pissed because
I'd never done anything to this guy, but some light skinned pussy had him talking out the side of his fucking neck?!
My thumbs dug inside parting her labia all the way apart as I licked up and down her folds teasing and sucking on her puffed clit. I tongue wrestled with her nub making Auntie squirm and roll her wide hips towards my mouth. Both of her hands were lovingly caressing the back of my head like it was her most treasured prize.
Her slightly doughy tummy undulated as she shivered all over. I made love to her slit French kissing it poking and prodding inside using my experienced tongue like a surrogate cock. Auntie groaned shifting to the side nearly trapping my head between her big thighs, but I pushed and spread them wide apart wedging my face into her cunt while my tongue swirled about inside.
"AH, AH THAT FEEL SO NICE!! AW BOY WHO TAUGHT YOU HOW TO PLEASE A WOMAN LIKE THIS?!! AW SHEET, YOU GOT ME SO WET AH THINK AH NEEDS ANOTHER SHOWER!! AH, AH, AW BOY, THAT'S MY SPOT RIGHT THERE!!"
My tongue was scooping along the inner grooves of her virtue making this fortysomething moan, whimper and eventually sob like an inexperienced teenaged girl. She was steadily humping my face like we were making love cupping her breasts in brief intervals then pushing down on my head trying to get my tongue deeper.
Auntie Esther was having the time of her life during our afternoon shoot. There was no doubt I wouldn't be able to get her to follow my direction for the foreseeable future. She howled when I nibbled her inner thighs and did my best to put hickies at that junction where leg connected to pelvis. I simultaneously slipped a finger inside rubbing her secret spot again.
"MUH, MUH UH YOU DONE GONE AND DONE IT BOY!! I'M CUMMING!! I'M CUMMING AGAIN AND IT FEELS RIGHTEOUS!! KEEP ON AH DOING WHAT YOU'RE DOING!! AW SHIT!! AW BUH!! YOU GOT ME BOY!! AW FUH!!"
Her eyes went wide pupils becoming miniscule in deep pools of white as I slammed my cock home inside of her with all of my might. It was a veritable waterslide into her cooch balls deep as she let out this hoarse sounding bellow that went oddly falsetto as I pounded her pussy like it was going out of style.
Auntie surprised me with quite a bit of dexterity, both thick shapely legs folded up into her stomach but spread wide apart while her arms were extended over her head palms facing the opposite side of her bedroom. Foamy cream was running from her battered puss lathering up my shaft.
"GAWD DAMMIT, BLOW YOUR LOAD INSIDE ME BOY!! I BEEN DONE GOT MY MENOPAUSE!! AIN'T NO BABIES COMING OUT OF MY BABY BASKET!! AH, AH AHM, OUT OF SERVICE DOWN THERE!! GIVE ME ALL THE NUT!!"
Her watery breasts were flopping vertically on her chest as I churned up her insides. I couldn't help cupping them squeezing with all my might as her nipples fattened like never before. I could feel the undersides of her cheeks cradling my shaft as I incessantly fucked Auntie Esther's brains out on the edge of her bed.
"I'M READY BOY, GIVE ME ALL THAT NUT!!! FILL MY BUCKET!!" Her eyes were squeezed tight, her nails digging into my hips trying to claw at my buttocks. I went feral pounding on her cunt so hard, the sound was echoing off the walls of her cluttered bedroom. It was jarring seeing my auntie ugly crying as her cunt snapped and contracted around me tightening up.
"AH SHIT AUNTIE!! " I reared backward as if I were going to pull out making her panic and lock her ankles in the small of my back. I was shoved forward with such power; it was akin to being dragged from a car or something.
The instant I slammed into her balls deeper than ever, I exploded inside her screaming bloody murder. It felt that good as Auntie redoubled her interlocked ankles trapping me there as she popped and rolled her crazy hips milking out an epic load of jizz. I flopped down atop her body cupping both of her tits together sucking like I wanted to free them from her body.
Her slightly muscular arms lovingly wrapped around my head as she swung us back and forth below the waist riding out her orgasm. I licked a slimy trail between her tits up her throat and chin ending up making out with her as we came down. Her big puffy lips made for an excellent kisser as we enjoyed the post coital bliss still connected.
"Shit, I guess you do have yourself a lot of girlfriends, huh boy?" I could still feel her cunt tensing up around me. It almost felt like someone was giving me head.
"Uh, I've been pretty lucky this summer."
"Shit, if I was about a good twenty years younger I'd be walking you down that there wedding aisle at the end of a shotgun."
"Why a shotgun Auntie?"
"Cause you probably wouldn't look at me twice unless I was bent over in front of you; once word got out about your bed magic, all the girls would come a running. Sometimes a woman just takes what she wants when she ain't got nothing left that a good man wants."
"Don't say that, a lot of guys probably wanted to be your boyfriend back in the day."
"They wanted to fuck me doggystyle, nothing more and after a while you just get plum tired of bending over for nasty menfolk who don't wanna be seen with you in public, much less go on a date. Boy don't try to make me feel good, I ain't ever been no looker."
"Shut up."
We went back to making out in her bed. I'd never tell her I felt the exact same way after hanging out in my cousin Jaquan's life and inadvertently upending it. Sometimes I was remorseful for having slept with two of his ex-girlfriends.
"Why'd you tell me to shut up; don't you respect your elders boy?"
"I do respect my elders and you're the only person outside of my father who can call me boy all day and not get two to the chin Auntie; it's just that I feel like you were fishing for compliments when it was unnecessary. You're a ten because of your body; you're a twenty because of your mind. You'd be a good wife to a man who truly loved you instead of having you around as a trophy."
She just stared at my face hovering above hers slowly breaking into a Whoopi Goldberg looking grin that made me chuckle. I faceplanted into her tits busting up as she palmed the back of my head laughing like Hank Hill. True, her weathered narrow face told many tales with its tiny crows feet at the end of her eyes and smattering of freckles on her jowly cheeks. Some people referred to them as black heads, but I think it added to her overall character.
"I gotta get back in that there bathroom; you hungry boy?"
"Yes ma'am?"
"I'll whip up a little something for you since you got my knees a jangling. We're done with making them adult movies right?"
"Not even, I've still gotta get some more footage ma'am."
"I think you just wanna keep messing all up in my big ole ass."
"Maybe, but it'll be profitable."
"Get your scheming tail up off of me boy!"
Her palm collided with my butt in this loud pancake slap and I gotta be honest; that shit hurt like the dickens. Auntie Esther sat up retrieving her bath towel chortling to herself while I favored my stinging buttock.
My in-law auntie whipping up something turned out to be a whole meal of a thick, juicy pan fried chop with green bean and mashed potato sides. She was especially touchy feely commenting that I earned a man's meal. Also of note was the fact that she made the meal wearing only an apron.
I managed a few shots of her monumental rear end with a big yellow bow tied in the small of her back. The kitchen light during the day gave the pics a vintage aesthetic which I enhanced with a filter that ramped up the colors. Auntie Esther wasn't too talkative standing behind my chair watching as I finished cutting together a teaser and the resultant ten minute scene destined for a paywall.
"You're really making a little movie on that computer there; it's much better than I thought." Auntie Esther pulled up a chair sitting beside me at the kitchen table.
"Most of the stuff on the host pay site is a fucking cash grab done by people looking for a quick buck instead of uh, doing something of substance. There's no way I could do that, even with an ass like yours that guarantees money with the smallest effort. Their crappy content makes my creative endeavors stick out like a beacon. Besides, most of the big butt niche is occupied by providers scamming their audience."



"You don't say?" Auntie Esther was sitting there resting her chin on her fist listening intently.
"That's how I got scammed; I took a beautiful woman at face value even though she looked like a shark. I got fattened up for the kill shooting a ton of content in a few days, bullied into nonstop editing all so that she could have a passive stream of income. I didn't realize how stupid I was until the pavement bounced off my ass when I got booted out. She was very thorough auntie."
"Can I give you some advice boy?"
"You're my elder, so sure."
"Push that woman to the back of your head and keep it a buck. Show her and all those ignorant folk just how valuable you are. Show'em you can do better without them around; make them regret it. You're real boy; they were just drinking up your talent like a fountain. You know that right?"
"Yeah."
"I don't believe you, yet."
Auntie Esther reached over turning the laptop in her direction watching the movie on my editing bay. I thought about taking more pic of her sitting there in an apron nude underneath with that huge ass bulging from the kitchen chair.
My hand softly traced the rounded curve of her butt as I realized how infamous baby mamma number two opened a door that I'd never be able to close. A while back meeting Erika Walton cracked the door, then I worked at opening it with Porsha Simms thinking myself clever for getting more content out of a reprobate shyster.
Tressie Fisher was unopposed to be a conquest of sorts and quite honestly I was glad it turned out the other way. She was more of a shark than I thought I was, but one born of tragedy. Ms. One was the woman who truly opened the door to this new world and my career as a covert online director of amateur porn.
Ms. One disguised as a benefactor brought me into close proximity with her supposed best friend Rashida Sikes. The eponymous "Chi Town Thunda" was way out of my league along with my dark benefactor. Girls that looked the way they did in the past would look right through me as if I were made of clear glass. There was no doubt Ms. One intentionally opened a door telling me as much in the waning days of our association.
In effect all the sex and faux friendship were sort of me getting high on my own supply. I'd thought I hit a sexual rock bottom at the end of things, but her savage ego prompting her to destroy Vickie Stone, was the catalyst. It was that last little psychological push that was taking me on this path to become a sexual archangel intent on paying it forward one way or another.
"You know thinking abut her all the time ain't gonna change a damn thing boy."
"It's not what you think."
"I ain't gonna argue with you over what's clearly your own damn business. Now what's this sticking outta your satchel boy?" She'd noticed the mask slightly sticking out of my camera bag tugging at it until it came out in her hand. Auntie Esther looked confused then a little offended.
"You didn't want your face seen in these videos and I wanted a new marketable character to brand the new website I'm currently building ma'am."
"I'M SO UGLY YOU GOTTA PUT A MASK OVER MY HEAD?!!"
"No, this mask is an essential part of a character I'm building using you, the model and some bad ass editing software I just got online. It's what I intend to do with my half of the footage shot of you. I've got software to put a digital mosaic over your face, but I NEED you to WEAR this for me auntie."
She looked from my face to the lucha libre mask I'd altered into an original design. Her narrow head was perfect for it and her body integral to my vision.
"Oh yeah, boy you got yourself one hell of a silver tongue on you. So, I'm playing "two people" huh, is that right?"
"Yeah, now pick a name for your character ma'am." Auntie Esther scoffed chin still resting on fist as she waved me off half turning in her chair.
"Aw you do it; seem like you got everything figured out anyway." She scoffed further partially dejected still looking at the mask.
"Its going to be your site, I'd rather you pick your own alter ego, if you don't mind Auntie Esther."
"What're you calling this damn thing in my hand, huh?"
"Come on Esther, focus!" I admonished.
She couldn't seem to tear her eyes from the mask slowly pushing back in the kitchen chair. I didn't know what to expect as the chair's legs scraped the kitchen floor. Auntie stood up tossing the mask down on my laptop keys walking behind my chair to the fridge. Her big floppy butt bumped me almost purposely as she opened it before glancing back at me waiting there for her answer.
"What was that thang you told me earlier boy?"
"About what?"
"You know, how they called it when a gal like me walks around with this greedy looking ass." I raised an eyebrow getting her meaning scratching my chin.
"Giggle walk?"
"Nah, I was thinking something along the lines of uh, well Mz. Giggle?"
I started ironically giggling at the name making her scoff as she pulled a lemon meringue pie from the fridge half tossing it on the counter. She snatched up a large butcher's knife turning to me with a hand on her naked hip. The laughter stopped as she glared before cutting a generous slice of pie ruefully tossing it in front of me.
"Hey, it's cool Auntie, I just didn't expect that name." She plunked down beside me sort of pouting before snatching the fork helping herself to a bit of my pie. Her eyes settled on the mask as she looked up taking another bite.
"What the fuck are you calling that thing, huh?"
"Ms. Hate."
It was her turn to raise an eyebrow as we jointly finished off the slice of pie watching her inaugural scene play out. It was sort of a ritual for me to watch over my work checking for the slightest flaw or inconsistency, but what we'd shot earlier was almost by the numbers for me at this point. Auntie kept shooting my looks as we watched sliding a hand onto my thigh giving it a squeeze.
"I'm not wearing that thing; get somebody else." Her word was final as I folded my arms on the table top looking away fingers interlocked.
"So be it auntie."
I knew I'd have to get someone else who measured up or it wouldn't be effective. I decided to leave it up to providence. Auntie Esther straightened her back looking surprised when I didn't take it further. I hit the ENTER button rendering the video file as she took the plate to the sink washing it leaving me a decadent view of her own southern flavored badonkadunk.
"Since I ain't wearing the fucking thing; what're you gonna do now?" I turned in my chair facing the huge buttocks staring me in the face as she rinsed the saucer putting it in the rack.
I captured her hips pulling Auntie into my lap. Her backside was so wide it spilled over the sides of my thighs. My covered tumescence thumped her slit slightly penetrating it. I could feel the humidity and wetness emanating from her sex as I ground into it making her back arch, one hand on the edge of the sink for support. Slowly but surely, Auntie Esther started rocking and grinding down on my cock giving me a tortured lap dance. We both understood it as a test of wills to see who would act first.
"This how you used to do it back in the old days Auntie?"
"Yap, remember it like yesterday and such; first time was at this house party for one of the neighbors. It was a birthday party for this neighbor girl who sorta, kinda didn't like me too much; but she was friends with one of my cousins cause she was popular at school and I got added on like, reluctantly. There was so many people up in that house, I thought the neighbors would call the sheriff, but it was really jumping off. This fella kind of knew about my big ole back porch on account of us going to school together, so he wouldn't get out of my face while everybody else was doing the most to ignore my ass."
"You teased him with all of this back here auntie?"
"Shucks no boy, but as you can see I can't really do nothing about that although my mother made sure I was covered up in these big old lady dresses. I was wearing one of those, this real nice dress I usually used for church and this porch monkey was all up in front of me a skinning and a grinning. I knew what he was on and that just wasn't happening boy."
The business end of my endowment was breaching her honeypot as we engaged in a criminal act of overt frottage. Auntie Esther washed back into me like the incoming surf teasing my covered crown with her increasingly wet opening.
Neither of us were willing to concede anything though.
"Even though I got in the door, those stuck up hussies still found a way to make me feel like a sixth fucking thumb. The lot of them was holding up in the basement, all of them supposed "cool kids" down there a drinking and carrying on with one another. My cousin wanted me to tuff it out while she did it too, but I was pissed cause one of the little bitches told me I shouldn't be there on account of being so damn homely and all. Said my butt got me in the front door and I'd liked to smashed her face at that exact moment, but they slammed the basement door up in my face."
My hands slid up cupping and squeezing her breasts thumb and forefinger finding and rolling her nipples. Auntie's lower back arched into my abdomen as she flexed her pillow sized cheeks on my shaft. I responded with a roll of my own hips poking her virtue with usurped authority.
"Next thing ah know that big eared fella got me drinking a whole lot of that spiked punch doing his darndest to get one of his hands on my big ole butt. I was right sauced up too letting him feel me up and a little put out about being called ugly to my face. Touching wasn't the problem and he was only gonna go as far as I let him, so I kinda sat in his lap on a crowded couch full of people making out. We was just sitting there as I realized he was the boy version of me and all. Wasn't gonna kiss or touch his thang like he wanted, but when he tried squeezing my boobs, we ended up kinda rassling around with me in his lap, and well, things happened."
"What happened?"
"This fella done up and nutted all over himself cause my butt was all ah wiggling and meddling with his pecker. Mind you me, he had a pretty good sized pecker too. I have to admit I liked the way it felt bumping against my front door like it was, so we just kinda kept it up. Even let him get his hand under my dress. Oh, he got real fucking excited when he found out how big my back end was and all."
One of my hands blanketed her muff running the middle fingers along her wet folds. Auntie was getting creamy prompting me to raise that hand showing her the visible moisture webbed between my fingers. I took it a bit further sticking those compromised digits between her big lips encouraging her to suck them clean.
Three fingers ended up in her mouth passively gagging her before they were applied to her slit, digits sinking into the meaty folds of her taco. Auntie sighed reclining backward reaching up touching my cheek. Her butt seemed heavier weighing down on the base of my cock.
"We got the back end of my nice dress up and that boy got to see what he was all ah playing with getting excited. He just unzipped his pants leaving them boxers up with his big pecker hanging out and we got to it while nobody was the wiser. I do believe he would've fucked me through my clothes if it were at all humanly possible."
"Why didn't you let him fuck?"
"We was just about getting there with his frank all up between the buns, everything all dark with cigarette and reefer smoke in the air. That goofy looking fella was prying my panties to the side when that girl's uncle or older brother done walked up into that house hitting the lights exposing everything. Ever see a bunch of chickens run up outta henhouse?"
"No."
"That's what we was and I had to leave my cousin down in that basement cause it was after my curfew. I got my tail whupped real nice for smoking cause that's what my dress smelled like boy. Got real lucky that night, but my cousin turned up with a fat belly later as a parting gift. I was real keen on doing some more of that uh; what you'd call it?"
"Ass job."
"Yeah, I was gonna get me some more of that there action with this guy on account of that corn cob in his pocket, even wanted to put it in my mouth; but the lord stepped in to let me know that punk wasn't no good. Some of them other fellas from the party that night were clowning him about hooking up with me something fierce. Fucker denied everything and got into a fist fight doing so, then tried to get at me on the down low!"
I'd been grinding into her slit applying as much pressure as I could muster, both of us starting to sweat profusely working together to get the most out of it. She arched her back pushing down against my upward thrusts while my hands covered and roughly handled her slightly sagging breasts.
Auntie was starting to make these little whimpers and groans of pleasure and so was I beginning to wilt under the weight of the huge butt in my lap. Story time was postponed for a few minutes as we fooled around in the kitchen. One of her hands was cupping the underside of my balls rubbing them like she was trying to create friction burn.
"I had a right foot waiting for that jackass when he came up to me wanting some rubba dub, punted his nuts clear over to the next county, but that didn't stop me from getting frisky with a neighbor boy a few weeks later. Heck we even done that there ass job with my panties down and his shorts at his fricking knees. I was so mad cause he nutted a whole lot all over my ass and everything boy! Are you gonna nut all over my butt too?!"
I recognized the olive branch that was presented.
"I'm gonna do it at least three times, and I'm gonna fuck you too, that's afterwards for your information ma'am." Auntie Esther chortled undulating her hips rubbing her huge butt on my crotch like a squeegee.
"Well then, ah guess you better get that camera thing all taped to your little chest then; I'm needing some attention boy."
"Yes ma'am."
Her head ended up between her knees while "DAT ASS" rose shadowing my face as she reached between my legs unzipping my jeans. Once my hard cock flopped out, that massive pillow sized ass came crashing down into my lap. Auntie wasn't done leaning forward placing her hands on the edge of the adjacent counter. She reached back parting those jiggly cheeks allowing my length to rest snuggly in her deep rear cleavage.
"Here, use this boy." I small bottle of olive oil found its way into my hand.
I drizzled the cool oil deep between her cheeks using a third of the bottle before cupping the outside of her wide hips cushioning my shaft. The visual alone had me hard as diamond ready to burst as she reclined back pulling one of my hand onto her muff. She used her other hand wanting me to grab her boob, but I planted my phone in it with the camera feature activated for dual coverage.
The combination of oil ang her ass cleavage had me holding on for dear life as she rolled and popped those hips smearing olive oil all over my crotch and abdomen. I was shivering from the sensation alone if not the visual as Auntie Esther flexed those huge cheeks on the underside of my shaft.
"Aw shit, lets make us a damn good movie boy!"
Her thick gams parted further feet rising upward off the tiled kitchen floor adding more weight to my endowment at the base. There was no way I was gonna last any length of time with my auntie way too into it. Her cunt was sopping wet with two of my fingers soaked with her foamy residue.
I'd become skilled enough to handle her with a single hand using my thumb on her clit. My other hand roamed about her chest squeezing and pinching her tits rubbing up and down her abdomen. Her husky moans were turning me on something fierce making me want to toss the shoot to the wind and just destroy her with some hellacious back shots.
"COME ON BOY, FUCK MA ASS CHEEKS!! FUCK'EM REAL GOOD FOR ME!! I WANT SOME NUT ALL OVER THIS BIG OLE ASS!! MASH YOUR DICK IN THERE HARDER AND GET YOURSELF OFF!! THEN FUCK THE SHIT OUTTA ME BOY!!"
Two of my fingers went to work on her snatch again frigging her off like my life depended on it getting results. To the outside world probably sounded like we were Greco-Roman wrestling with each other or something.
I was earning these amazing bursts of moisture geyser like from her snatch in intervals as Auntie got off. My eyes went wild as her thick shapely legs rose majestically in the air completely clearing the floor as she became a human wishbone. She was at once a parody of a dance or gymnast squirting and leaking all over my balls onto the floor.
"KEEP DOING IT BOY!!! AW!! AW NOW!! NOW!! OH!! SHIT YOU DOING IT RIGHT!! AW YEAH!! I'M ALL A COMING WITH YOUR HAND!!! OH!! NOW BOY!! YOU KIN DO WHAT YOU LIKE WITH ME, JUST KEEP IT UP!! I'M CUMMING!!"
Both of us could hear her making a puddle on the floor but kept it up as her extended legs shaking shivering and shaking like she was being tazed. My other hand covered and caressed her muff wreaking havoc on her clit with a few extra fingers as Auntie Esther finally broke.
Her shaking muscular arms ascended into the air hands jointly holding my phone aimed backwards at our undulating bodies. It was a shame I'd have to digitally wipe our faces making it so that no one would ever see the sexual stress I was putting on this fortysomething. Auntie Esther was openly sobbing with tears of joy running down her face as she exploded from her core cresting spectacularly.
"OH BABY I LOVE YOU!! FUH-FUCK!! YOU DONE MADE IT!! FUCK ME ANY KIND OF WAY YOU WANT!!! AH SHEET BOY!! YOU GOT ME WANTIN TO MAKE YOU MA MAN!! AW NOW!! AW!! AW!! AW SHIT!! CUMMING SO HARD!!"
Her heavy hand came down slapping repeatedly at her cunt fighting with my invading digits to play with herself in the final lap as my iron bar of a cock was taken on a ride between her warring monstrous cheeks. I relented reaching up clawing her tits to hell as her legs jointly flopped down across my thighs like a balance bar.
Auntie Esther suddenly fell forward almost as if she were swooning, head falling towards the edge of the adjacent counter. My arms coiled around her midsection finding her slippery with excess perspiration. She managed to grab that counter top steadying herself folded over the tops of the crotch and thighs as an acute forty five degree angle.
My tortured erection suddenly appeared crown first with just a slight bit of the shaft visible beneath like some flag pole sticking up between her mountainous cheeks. Torrents of precum was running freely from the head signaling an impending orgasm pf my own. Auntie Esther leaned ever further demonstrating more limberness than a woman of her build and weight should've been capable of.
Those cheeks parted a bit more making more of my cock visible for the mounted chest camera. My hands appeared in frame pressing down on both of the halves interlocking thumbs over my partially horizontal member. I was shaking bad as she was starting to laboriously drive my shaft through the excessive flesh of her southern badonkadunk like I was fucking this huge set of tits.
"AW YEAH, GIVE IT TO ME!! THAS WHAT I WANT!! FUCK THOSE ASS CHEEKS!! FUCK'EM FOR ME AND THEN YOU CAN FUCK WHATEVER, WHENEVER YOU WANT!! ALL YOU GOTTA DO IS CALL ME UP NIGGA!! I'LL FUCK YOUR BLACK ASS ANYTIME YOU WANT!! OH FUCK THOSE BOOTY CHEEKS!! GIVE ME ALL OF THAT NUT!! YEAH BOY!!"
Once she called me that explicative, I knew things were irreparably changed going forward for the rest of our lives. There was no going back in our relationship. She'd married into my father's side of the family under dubious circumstances, perhaps even with the knowledge of an uncle who'd been buying everything around him since he got his hands on money.
I was driving my cock in and out of her abundant rear cleavage, sawing her gluteal cleft breathing hard like I'd run the Boston marathon. That cavernous crack was greasy, steaming hot with a stifling humidity shared between us. I was right there approaching the finish line and we both knew it.



"AUNTIE I'M CUMMING!! AUNTIE!! AUNTIE!! OH SHIT AUNTIE!! IT'S COMING OUT ON THIS ASS RIGHT NOW!!"
Three thick ropes of milky cum shot out of her wedged cheeks right up her back with the fourth being a geyser burst of my own followed by free flowing cum running from my crown like a neglected tap. It looked incredible on camera. For her part my Auntie knew to hold position letting me enjoy the sensation and especially the view. My audience would be ecstatic for this scene.
There were hundreds of requests for this fetish in the comments section under my Auntie's inaugural seconds long video clip. Somebody even posted a pic from some old Cherokee D' Ass video trying to demonstrate what they were looking for. I knew a lot of people were going to be happy as my Auntie drew her thighs together sitting on my soiled lap.
"Shit, that was good even without fucking." She gasped; head still bowed in sexual embarrassment.
She handed my phone back wearily leaning further over as if to rest her head on her knees. I tried to pry one cheek apart finding it difficult because of the sweat and everything else. Auntie reached back grabbing a big handful of meat ponderously parting that cheek revealing the absolute mess I'd made of her damn near bottomless ass crack.
"That good boy; can you see it, huh?"
"Yeah." My hand holding the camera was still shaking probably messing up the shot. Auntie had one elbow resting on the counter running a hand through her hair wearily tugging at errant strands.
"Guess ah gotta get up off of you." She said after a while glancing over her shoulder finding me slumped back with my chin tilted up towards the ceiling fan. My arms hung at my sides like dead weights. She wearily chortled at the TKO.
"I don't care; I don't wanna stop getting up in this ass either."
"Is that right?"
Both of us starting laughing for a bit as she managed to stand on shaky legs using the countertop to support her weight. Just as she was standing up getting her bearings I managed to right my head getting an "In Your Face" of her giant heart shaped badonkadunk. From the middle of her back to the bottom of those floppy, jiggling mature cheeks, Auntie Esther was a complete mess.
"I'm sorry Auntie."
"It's okay, we were having us a merry old time here in this kitchen; heck we didn't even make it to the BED!!!! AW SHIT NOW BOY?!!! NAH!! NAH YOU JUST DONE HAD IT!! AW SHIT BOY!!"
Her cheeks were cushioning each side of my cock horizontally up to the base as I pinned her facing the counter and cabinets balls deep. I gave her some serious back shots bouncing off her cheeks when she slowly glanced back at my face looking shocked.
"You know you're in my backdoor right?"
********************************************************************************************************
My shoot with Auntie Esther left me blasted out ending with a scintillating final hookup that went from the kitchen to her bedroom with most of it occurring in the hallway completely filmed. I was flabbergasted that she allowed me to continue using her backdoor. Both of us flopped out in her deep jacuzzi type tub soaking for a while just enjoying each other's company. She even got me to switch off my phone but waved me off still surreptitiously monitoring her husband.
I set up her page but left it inactive until I could properly edit or digitally blur out her face. Auntie even signed a modeling release but retained the hard copy for safe keeping. She was unaware that I got her on camera hiding it away in a small portable safe in her closet. I was instinctively covering my ass.
I'd spent the rest of my evening flopped out on my bed after transferring all of the footage on a portable hard drive as back up and locking it away. I came across Vicky Stone's letter in my bottom desk drawer staring at it for a few minutes before securing all of my stuff. Every time I stared at this letter, I got a funny feeling, actually more of a sense of dread.
Something told me that if I opened that envelope, I'd be drawn back onto the crazy train that was my life for a few weeks this summer. I found a few messages from Charity Gilbert on my phone and one from Tressie Fisher that struck me odd but ignored them preferring rest. My mother showed up later in the day taking my exhausted behavior as proof that my aunt put me to serious work.
She even asked if I got paid.
I fell into a deep sleep watching some show on one of the many streaming services I was presently pirating. I was watching this old sci-fi show from the UK called Space:1999. The episode I was watching concerned some big weird looking alien monster rampaging through the station wreaking havoc all over the place. One of the series leads, an alien herself and shapeshifter, was doing her best to fight the creature off turning into a few different monsters herself. I'd started watching this particular episode because the monster was played by the same actor who played Darth Vader in the good Star Wars movies. I dropped off somewhere near the end of the episode.
My dreams drew me backward in time to the last day I'd spent blissfully ignorant of Vicky Stone's true nature. She was the first woman to sleep in my bed and oddly enough my mother signed off on the deal by not booting me from the house when we were caught together. I suspected it had more to do with her being worried about my probable interaction with infamous baby mamma number two than anything else.
Ever since I'd laid eyes on her, it felt like this veil draped over me unable to forget her stunning beauty. It seemed she felt the same way popping up again less than twenty-four hours after we'd engaged in a threesome with her cousin Tressie Fisher. Whatever could have happened was beaten to death by a selfish woman intent on hurting us.
I wanted payback for that shit.
"Huh?" I was lightly jarred from a not so deep sleep by rapping at my window.
My heart started thumping wildly wondering if my girlfriend, eh Vicky Stone had somehow escaped from jail. My hands were trembling as I drew back the curtain at the head of my bed.
"Charity?"
"COME OUT HERE, NOW!!!" There was a crazed look on her face as I realized she'd climbed up supporting her weight with both hands on my window sill.
I got up grabbing a robe stepping into my house shoes hoping my mother hadn't been awakened by the commotion. I walked outside around the side of my house finding her leaning against my fence. She started power walking away from me arms folded just under her breasts to a waiting GMC Truck parked haphazardly adjacent to my garage.
The door slammed loudly echoing throughout my neighborhood alerting somebody's dog who promptly started barking. She got behind the wheel as I approached the passenger door. The truck was still on in park mode as music wafted from the vehicle, strains of "JAM ON IT" by this vintage act called Newcleus.
"TURN THAT SHIT DOWN, MY NEIGHBORS TRYING TO SLEEP!!" I yelled briefly getting instant compliance as I tried the door. Charity sat glowering behind the wheel unlocking my door from the driver's side console.
"Hey girl, what's going on?"
As soon as I got in beside her, the first thing I noticed was her phone ringing incessantly in the cup holder. Charity stared outward through the windshield as I hesitated fully closing the door.
"Are you on my side?"
"Excuse me?"
"It's a simple question asked from one person to another; just a question between two people who have shared so much in recent weeks, that's all. I want to know if you got my back, like I got yours; are you on my side, or not?"
"What's this about?"
"Yes or No."
"Yeah." I pulled the door up after letting the window down looking at her profile in the darkness.
Charity suddenly buried her face in her hands sobbing uncontrollably, just really losing it. I wrapped an arm around her shoulder surprised when she climbed into my lap still crying. There was nothing I could really do about it but wait until she regained her composure. Her hair was noticeably longer done up in with this intricate Ghanaian styled braids on the sides, sort of an updo up top.
Her body was covered in a simple long sleeved flannel dress as I glanced down noticing one of her standard canvas sneakers missing. The other foot was completely bare.
"Hey, you can tell me anything Charity; what happened?"
She pressed a finger to my lips shushing me as she snuggled into my body drawing her knees up. We listened to two or three more songs before she was ready to speak, quietly sniffling.
"You like my hair?"
"Yeah, looks real nice, suites you."
I complimented as she weirded me out further gingerly grabbing my hand with both of her own kissing my knuckles. Charity wrapped her arms around my forearm trapping it between her breasts. We were listening to some oldies 80' themed station. Lisa Lisa's "I Wonder If I Take You Home" softly played as she snuggled tugging at one of her braids.
"Uhm, Rashida did my braids, and Carlie was gonna do the top, but Renee took over. You, really like my hair, right?" I felt this electric jolt run through my body, brow furrowing intensely teeth gritting.
"WHAT DID THEY DO TO YOU?!!" I snarled getting a worried look from Charity still partially obscured in the darkness of the truck.
"Nothing."
"DON'T FUCKING LIE TO ME, I KNOW THOSE BITCHES!! DID SHE PULL A GUN ON YOU CHARITY?!!" I was agitated almost going into a rage mentally calling up images of the sustained psychotic hazing Shawnee Thompson was subjected to until she finally broke mentally. Charity sat up in my lap staring ahead through the driver's passenger side window.
"Nuh, no they just did my hair; I mean we watched a few movies and shit, but I got up outta there when Andre wasn't available. Kind of worked out because you ghosted me all day; so I ended up hanging out with Phoebe. She tried calling you too, but you didn't answer so we guessed that must have been one hell of a girl you were fucking."
She was still sniffling a bit with her head hung uncharacteristically low as a question formed in my mind.
"Hey, I was uh, working."
"Fucking."
"Well uhm, you know how I get down for the bag Charity. By the way, I didn't send you any money, so how'd you get your hair done at that salon?"
"Daddy paid for it."
"Wow, how'd you get him to foot the bill for that shit?" She folded her arms across her chest cupping a hand over her mouth for a few seconds.
"He didn't want me around; you know, it was the first time he ever gave me his credit card for anything. Daddy is so frugal you'd be hard pressed not to use gunplay to get even one dime out of him. He always gave me grief for living with mother because we were so "high maintenance" and shit. Said mother spoiled me rotten and that's why he had to pick up the slack when I got busted being evil."
"He had a date?" It was the obvious question.
"I was trying to figure out how to get out of the house without your help, you know, because we always end up doing something sexual. Not that I mind, but with my monthly visitor, it's kind of not fair if I can't get mine you know? Right when I'm brainstorming with Phoebe on the phone, daddy walks in looking weird as fuck. Started talking about how "GOOD" I'd been lately, said I "EARNED" a day on my own so I should go to the mall and buy a nice dress or two. Nigga gave me his credit union card and told me to have fun."
"So, your father had a woman coming over, right?"
"Like my dress? I actually went back to that shop you took me to with Phoebe, made a mini girl's day of things and had a few laughs. She totally put you on blast about what happened over at her place. Guess you were running drills before you came at me, huh; haven't forgot about our little appointment either. I had the best yogurt at this independently run outlet in the food court. I really missed that yogurt since I used to work there; no offense but I was thinking of hooking up with Andre for some of that action I gave you last time we met."
"Charity."
"Phoebe didn't seem too keen on getting in on the action; said she hated big dicks after getting stuffed by some gay bodybuilder back in the day. We had this little back and forth about whether he was actually Bi, but she codified that shit by telling me he was getting revenge on her husband for cheating. Did you notice when you were stuffing her cornhole?"
"Charity, I want you to tell me what the fuck is going on with you." The monotone authority in my voice ended the recounting of her day. Charity sat in my lap silent, contemplative before switching on the overhead light.
"You're on my side, right?"
Her right eyes was puffy, this little crescent shaped pocket underneath it. There was a cut on her lip and a bit of dried up blood on her chin. There were three claw marks just inside the cleavage of her dress. The neckline was square as Charity covered the scratches. She looked at me with some tears streaking down her cheek which I wiped away with a thumb.
"TRESSIE FISHER IS FUCKING MY DADDY!!" She blurted out.
"Oh shit."
"Yeah, walked right in on both of them. Found a trail of clothes leading from the door to daddy's bedroom. Those fuckers were really into it, didn't even lock the door or nothing. HE WAS FUCKING HER LIKE A WILD ANIMAL, JUST BALLING THE SHIT OUT OF THAT NASTY WHORE!!! I COULD'VE DONE WITHOUT THAT FUCKING VISUAL FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE!! REALLY DIDN'T NEED TO SEE MY DADDY FUCKING THAT BITCH LIKE AN ESCAPED CONVICT!!"
Charity broke down again sobbing uncontrollably into my chest, snot running from her nose and everything. Tressie's behavior the last time we hooked up proved serendipitous. Hours after fooling around with Tressie, I was laying in bed with her boyfriend's daughter licking my bruised ego. I found myself remembering Tressie's behavior being distinctly aggressive towards me after making the mistake of lifting up her dress. That was all on me, but nothing prior suggested she would react in that manner. I knew then, she was probably just starting to see someone.
"I don't know what happened, I just started punching the fuck out of her face even though my daddy was still on top of her. Just lost it, man I was trying to murder that bitch. She uh, just started fighting me back like she was expecting it the whole time, but uhm-I HAD A KNEE ON HER FLABBY TITTIES BEATING HER UP UNTIL DADDY SNATCHED ME UP!! HE WAS NAKED!! STILL NAKED TRYING TO PUSH ME INTO THE HALL!! THAT FUCKING BITCH CAME AT ME AND GOT THE BACK OF HER WIG SPLIT WITH MY SHOE!! He, chose her over me and tried to ground me with his fucking dick out!! He was all caring and shit about her, BUT I'M HIS FUCKING DAUGHTER!!"
Both of us were interrupted by her blinking phone in the cup holder. I went for it, but she reached down snatching it with the intent of flinging it out the driver's side window. It hit the top of the door instead falling down somewhere under the steering wheel.
Charity's head swooned backwards almost going out my passenger side window if I hadn't caught her. She was completely messed up psychologically over the whole ordeal still crying albeit softly this time.
"Charity?" A foreign voice called out from the car's speaker. It was probably inadvertently activated when she tossed her phone.
"Charity Gilbert you will answer me." This was some woman's voice similar to Charity's own, just more stern coldly authoritative. Her brown eyes went wide in recognition as she sat upright in my lap.
"Mother?"
"Yes dear, I've had the most, inconvenient conversation with your father tonight, rather this morning. You are aware that it is approximately three in the morning?"
"MOMMY!! MOMMY!!! DADDY TREATS ME LIKE SHIT AND HE DOESN'T WANT ME ANYMORE!!! MOMMY!!" Charity suddenly became infantilized at the sound of her mother's voice blubbering and blowing snot everywhere.
"Charity Gilbert, stop crying right now." It was an order without the hint of emotion. I watched this self-proclaimed mean girl work hard to stifle her sobs, covering her mouth with both hands shaking a little. Her chest was heaving, back arched giving this young lady a defeated posture.
"Mother?"
"It is my understanding that you've stolen your father's truck. I just bought him that truck per our post nuptial agreement and it wasn't to have you steal it because you're having an emotional issue. If there's any damage to that vehicle, I'll clean out the rest of your trust and leave you penniless. That means no college next year, no roof over your head and I definitely won't be reissuing your car either. You've cost me too much and threatened my bottom line with your fucking indiscretions. Now you're not coming over here, that's out of the question Charity. So, this is what you're going to do dear; you will return home and suck it up."
"BUT MOM, DAD'S BEEN-!!!"
"CHARITY GILBERT!!" Her mother's voice boomed out of the phone filling the front seat so loud that even I flinched.
"Yes Mother?"
"If that truck is not back in front of your father's house in thirty minutes, you're done. Disowned completely and he can do whatever he likes, kick you to the curb or keep you there for more parental grief. Your father is allowed to get himself some pussy; you're supposed to be a grown woman Charity. ACT LIKE IT!! You will apologize to your father's lady friend and that is not up for negotiation. Do you understand me?"
"...but."
"DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME CHARITY GILBERT?!"
"Yes."
"Goddam it you are such a disappointment; for Christ's sake I have this artist male friend, Latino who takes care of my needs. I'm renting your old room out to him. You should see what he's done with the place, so bohemian dear. I'm told that you will be baptized at that quaint little church tomorrow morning. I think it's a good idea for you to embrace some sort of religion. Don't you agree dear?"
"Yes mother."
"Well, get to it then, you've got approximately twenty five minutes to return my truck to your father and apologize to his little friend. Get to it Charity." The call ended without her mother addressing one issue of her daughter or offering any advice or support.
We sat in silence for a few seconds. I didn't say anything just softly rubbed her back trying to give her the support she needed.
Then it happened.
Charity's eyes became these tiny slits as her cheeks puffed up looking almost swollen. I started to become alarmed when her lips curved into a perversion of a smile, the widest I'd ever seen. This was worse than our time in the back of that Uber and she wasn't even that angry. My other hand was handling her bicep feeling goosebumps prickling up on her skin.
Charity scrambled behind the wheel with her hands at the two and ten position on it as she started violently shaking. It was something akin to Tourette's syndrome or that late wrestler, the Ultimate Warrior. The steering wheel was starting to shake and creak under her muted tantrum.
"CHARITY!!" I yelled in horror.
She stopped with a extended gasp breathing heavily.
"I apologize for coming to your home at this late hour and waking you up. Thank you very much, but I have to get home and talk with my father and Tressie Fisher. We'll talk later, okay?" She turned looking at me with this glib smile on her face that made my blood run cold.
"Are you gonna be okay?"
"Yes, now if you don't mind; I have to go now."
She popped my door lock from her driver's console leaning over turning up the music. "CHOKE" by John Graham was playing as I stepped onto the grass turning back to find Charity smiling. She motioned for me to close the door turning back towards the windshield like a robot.
She gunned it out of there once the door closed burning rubber. The resultant screech echoed throughout the darkness along with my neighbor's barking dog.
*******************************************************************************************************



Four and a half hours later I was still burnt out, but antsy at what I'd find at church sitting beside my clueless mother. Thankfully I was able to get her to stop momentarily for takeout coffee and a Danish having slept like a brick right through breakfast. My mother was preoccupied on her phone with one of her sewing circle gossiping about some nonsense that happened on the job.
My head was throbbing as I sat there sipping a latte feeling like I was suffering from a hangover. Even though it happened to Charity, I was still feeling the burn from the shitty parenting meted out from her unseen mother. After listening to that heartbreaking exchange, I had no desire to ever meet the woman in person.
"I didn't want Jayson to do this because I know how much he loves me; we've been together for so long and I really blame myself for all of this ma'am. You see, Jayson was defending my honor." I had my earbuds in doing a bit of research on my troubled friend for further clarity.
I'd found and bookmarked the video detailing part of Charity Gilbert's fall from grace on social media. Apparently she'd tried to gaslight the public in an attempt to hide her own culpability for social crimes that engulfed her entire campus even breaking a legendary four year winning streak.
Her former boyfriend obviously had nothing between the ears completely in her thrall. Things could've been different for Charity if she just knew when to take a step back from her evil deeds. Listening to her mother talk last night left no doubt where the blame lay for the girl's bad parenting.
I ended up going down an internet hole riding to church finding some video footage Charity definitely wouldn't have wanted me seeing. My heart went out to her after watching a number of student filmed videos, some tik toks of her being utterly pummeled by some muscular looking dark skinned sister.
This demonic woman literally punched and pounded Charity into mush going so far as to rip her top open exposing her large pneumatic breasts to the gathered crowd. Another clip saw the same woman cold-cock the school security guard with enough force to lay him out atop some students.
This female whoever she was, rampaged almost unopposed until a number of guys and some teachers piled on top of her pinning the hellcat to the ground. Charity Gilbert looked like a murder victim sprawled topless and bloody out on the lawn in front of her high school for everyone to see.
Her own nemesis Jaleel friend or foe, was indeed the right hand of God. It was cathartic bringing with it an understanding of her motivations post fall. I bookmarked all of the clips in case I needed them. At this moment I was intrigued to see how things would play out this morning.
Things were already in progress and thankfully my mother indicated only staying for Sunday school probably having something planned for the afternoon. She gave me a little drama adjusting my tie as we walked into the church lobby finding some people gathered there in the lobby signing the guest book. The first thing that caught my eye at the periphery was Tressie Fisher herself. She was greeting what appeared to be new visitors to the church directing their attention to the guest book.
"I'll go in first if you want to talk to her son." I ignored my mother's cringy attempts at matchmaking grateful for the opportunity to pursue my interests outside of her view.
Tressie was wearing this flowing white gown that looked almost Edwardian in design sheer enough that her slip was detectable underneath. The true nature of her voluptuous figure was readily apparent in this getup.
I glanced around noticing some of the other mostly female ushers wearing the white dresses as well with these kind of yamaka looking hats pinned to the back of their heads. One of them handed me a program with a easy going smile offering to escort me to seating, but I politely declined in non-mute fashion. I glanced up finding Tressie looking at me while several people were still engaged in conversation with her.
Her eyes were covered in these large, oversized sunglasses that gave her this cult leader like vibe from a distance. We met each other halfway in the lobby right in front of the double doors leading onto the main area. Some prerecorded music was flowing from the P.A. System as Tressie gave me the once over in my simple black suit.
"Surprised you showed up today; especially since you asked me to gather everyone for a non-existent meeting yesterday."
"Sorry about that, something happened yesterday." I chaffed inside remembering the meeting I'd asked her for which inadvertently started her affair with Charity's father. It was a theory I'd formulated on the drive to church.
"What was her name?" Tressie deadpanned sounding irritated in a manner that I wasn't about to get used to anytime soon. It was the same way she spoke to me after our last hookup.
"Stop it."
"Why'd you show up today?"
"Supporting a friend; did she apologize to you last night, uhm excuse me, this morning?" Tressie looked away with this strained expression on her face before regarding me.
"I should've known she ran to you." The shades covering her eyes gave Tressie this soulless quality.
"Take your glasses off."
She reached up slowly removing the glasses revealing a bruise around her right eye. It looked wicked framing it in a reverse letter C which gave immediate legitimacy to Charity Gilbert's story of their scuffle post coitus with Mr. Gilbert bearing witness. I didn't know what to say only tilting my head to the side scratching my temple as she covered her eyes again.
"Happy?" Tressie stalked off leaving me alone in the lobby.
I was escorted to a seat beside my mother by one of the ushers looking across the aisle noticing Justin and Stacey sitting in the front row right behind Tressie's piano adjacent to the pulpit. Vicky's normally sloppy looking younger sibling was noticeably cleaned up while the boy wore a long sleeved shirt and slacks.
It seemed Ms. Fisher was providing some much needed parenting to the children as I noticed a unwelcome sight in the appearance of her older brother "Demon" sitting there in a disheveled looking light blue two piece suit and cream colored shirt that did nothing for his ghoulish appearance.
"Good morning." I was tapped on the shoulder finding Phoebe sitting alone in the church pew behind me.
"Good morning ma'am." We exchanged pleasantries as Tressie began playing some music to open the sermon.
The first thing I noticed was the flawless play as her fingers danced across those piano keys revealing a long purposely hidden talent. I'd been told it was Tressie's way of silently protesting by playing the piano with two left feet as it were, but this morning brought with it more revelations.
There was a microphone stand mounted on the grand piano and before I could process what was about to happen, Tressie Fisher began singing "Be Grateful" along with the choir. I was shocked at the power and soulful quality of her voice. It carried the audience along with it on a journey.
She wasn't even looking at the music sheets mounted in front of her, playing from memory. I actually got goosebumps while some of the people in the audience started applauding while she was still singing. Her singing voice was incredible prompting me to clap too. The pastor appeared from this little door just under the choir stand already starting his sermon just as she was finishing up.
Unexpectedly, Tressie kept playing lightly perfectly accompanying the pastor's bombastic sermon. More than one of the older women in the audience got the "holy spirit" as the posted ushers quickly ran to their aide.
I found myself watching Tressie more than the pastor earning a playful nudge from my mother who probably though I'd fallen head over heels for Ms. Fisher. Honestly, I was going over the woman's backstory in my mind finding the abject tragedy in it because the former Pastor Grey had been right all along.
Tressie Fisher was indeed destined to have her own church one day or would have if he hadn't devoured her whole. My gaze traveled to the church elders sitting on either side of the pulpit which included her own stoic mother. I wondered what happened in that backroom meeting where it was decided Tressie would be sacrificed for the "greater good".
"You better stop that staring or I'm gonna get you when we get home." My mother whispered still believing I was enraptured with the tragic woman playing the grand piano.
I felt a twinge of Tressie's pain understanding her secret outrage and rebellion. My gaze shifted to Demon noticing his slumped posture directly behind his sister.
He was slumped over hands covering his face. Justin was rubbing his back trying to comfort his uncle while Tressie continued playing to the pastor's words about redemption and renewal.
My mother nudged me again but motioned in the opposite direction taking my gaze with her.
"Oh wow." At my back across the church, Tressie began singing "Oh Happy Day" in perfect tandem with the choir.
A single file of children were walking along the wall like ducklings all dressed in these little white shirts and pants matching Tressie and the rest of the church staff except the pastor. I kept watching as the line got longer until some older kids started walking out in their white diaphanous outfits. All of them were doing this sort of barefoot side to side to the music and Tressie's voice. She was actually getting these really high falsetto notes that were audibly jarring.
"OMFG." I just said the acronym, but still got a little punch in the bicep from my mother.
Charity Gilbert appeared head covered in a white bonnet, the rest matching everyone in front of her. She was walking to the music and Tressie's voice just like the children I front of her, but her head hung low peering at the carpet. As she got closer, I noticed her fists tightly balled up holding the material of her sacrificial frock.
Her knuckles were flexing with the floor length hem gathered up exposing her ankles. To make matters worse, Mr. Gilbert was the last person in the line anchoring the procession. Phoebe leaned in resting her elbows on the back of my pew watching intently. There was no doubt she didn't notice as well.
"What're you doing?" My mother whispered panicked as I lost my shoes and socks before emptying my pockets.
"Helping a friend." I doffed my suit jacket noticing Phoebe folding it as I walked out in front of the pulpit joining Charity to some considerable applause.
Mr. Gilbert was there in a white t-shirt and the same white almost sheer looking highwater slave pants. We exchanged glances, but he lost the test of wills as I gingerly took Charity's hand in mine.
She looked up at my face, bottom lips quivering as the little pool opened up automatically at the end of the aisle.
"I'm on your side Charity."
Both of us got baptized that morning.
I figured she'd eaten enough crow to last a lifetime. My mother was happy that her son achieved Rockstar status as evidenced by the raucous applause and place sitting in a chair under the pastor's pulpit for the rest of the sermon. I was cast as some last minute convert who didn't want to be left behind at the pearly gates. Charity sat beside me, both of us still holding hands. She didn't look at my face beyond a glance or two content to stare at her own bare feet.
Nobody seemed to notice her father watching Tressie Fisher playing the piano completely enchanted.
From my point of view, she was looking at him in the same fashion.
Phoebe was taking a ton of pics with her phone as an usher lightly tapped her on the shoulder wagging a gloved finger. There was some laughter in the audience at the exchange.
We ended up staying for the rest of the service because of my decision but my mother was okay with it. There was a bi-monthly bake sale held after service along with some other charitable side events presided over by Tressie Fisher and the youth council I was supposed to be a part of along with Phoebe. I decided to get my mother a pecan pie and Sock-It-To-Me Cake as a consolation for my chivalry. Phoebe who was managing the register, tugged on my sleeve after I bought the items.
"Hey, Charity wants a minute of your time." Nobody could hear us over the raucous chatter in the background. I noticed my mother watching from a distance still smiling.
"Now?"
"Don't worry about it, the basement floor is gonna be stripped and waxed. They're gonna have the Sunday school remodeled. While you were gone, they turned the storage closet downstairs into a little kiddie locker room. Charity's probably just finished changing right about now."
"I don't know about this."
"She probably just wants to thank you for giving her moral support this morning."
"That's what I'm afraid of."
"Come on, it was really nice what you did for her; just go down there, okay?"
At this point my mother was expecting me to sneak off probably stoked that I'd supposedly ended up with another one of her picks. She'd tried to get me to talk to Charity Gilbert that afternoon unaware that I'd been extorted out of a hundred dollars or more. Things worked out quite nicely physically speaking but arrived with the unintended consequences being an unlikely friendship with benefits, probably a little more if I wanted.
"I'm going out later this afternoon; might not be back until tomorrow son." The cringe was real as my mother winked disappearing with the baked goods.
I was left alone in front of the church looking around finding Mr. Gilbert doing his best not to look lovestruck standing a few feet from Tressie Fisher still talking and holding court with people much older than her twentysomething years, much less the fifty plus guy she was in a relationship with. Then my eyes found someone who made my blood instantly boil over.
Motherfucking Bentley, the guy I'd turned Vicky Stone over to the last night we were together. Seeing him standing there with her siblings brought the pain of her absence. He was holding his bible looking tragically out of place.
I imagined he was out of place as I caught Justin's eye.
I stalked off before the kid could approach me going back into the crowded church lobby. I had to squeeze past a few people noticing Tressie's mother and some of the elders talking with some politician I recognized from some television spots.
Nobody was watching as I navigated the short stairwell down into Tressie's Sunday school and covert crash pad. The place was indeed upended with all the tables and chairs stacked in the corner waiting to be taken out onto the adjacent playground by the janitors.
"Charity?" I called out weakly.
"Hey, come in here." I turned around finding her head sticking out of the former storage closet. She was still wearing the bonnet on her head grinning at me.
"Uhm, I can wait while you get dressed." I noticed an eyebrow pencil in her hand.
"Get your ass in here."
I timidly stepped up to the door prompting Charity to grab a handful of my suit jacket and shirt yanking me inside. Both of her fists were at my lapels as she literally slammed me into the wall just inside the door kissing me wantonly with plenty of tongue shoved into my mouth.
She stood on her tip toes making out with me still wearing the white gown provided by the church for her baptism. She broke the kiss leaving me visibly flushed. Charity backed away turning to a large satchel purse packing up a smaller makeup bag dropping it inside. She glanced back at me smiling in a way that made me feel like a piece of raw meat.
"I think its time." Charity pulled the bonnet from her head letting her immaculate Ghanaian braids drape over her shoulders as she faced me.
"Time, for what?" I raised an eyebrow.
She reached down pulling the billowy garment over her head dropping it to the floor putting her hands on her hips grinning. Underneath her frock was this skimpy lace covered underwire brassiere and the skimpiest thong I'd ever seen in my life, both burgundy colored matching her rich chocolate skin.
Her large spongy looking breasts were a abomination of ridiculous cleavage as she bodied me back into the door. Charity Gilbert was getting off on my wordless reaction to her body looking up deep into my eyes before glancing down at my bulge cupping it.
"Hey, look at this and tell me what you see." I glanced down finding her finger hooked into the waistband of that thong pulling it outward. Her muff was clean shaven, bare and inviting as all get out.
"What do you see?"
"Your pussy."
"No, tell me what you don't see." She asked on the verge of joyously giggling.
"Maxi pad? "
I answered correctly making her chortle as she wrapped her arms around me for more torrid making out raising a knee into the underside of my crotch. We'd been together numerous times, but this was different considering the circumstances and our immediate surroundings. Charity was energized and ready to fuck caring little to nothing what was going on around us.
We were interrupted by light knocking at the door just as she got my zipper halfway down. Both of us exchanged nervous glances knowing my presence was unexplainable beyond the obvious. The storage closet had been converted into a little alcove of wooden lockers, three on each side with drawers and overhead shelving. I'd later learn that a local school would be using the converted Sunday school as a weekday kindergarten class. The knocking continued almost nonstop.
"Hello?" Charity responded with a hand covering my mouth.
"Uhm, I was looking for my friend; I think he come down here. He's a really nice man and uh, is he in there ma'am."
It was Justin.
"Sorry little boy, its just me in here and I'm not decent. I'm putting on my clothes, so you have go back upstairs."
"Yes ma'am, my auntie Tressie told me he was down here; I'm gonna go back upstairs now."
We listened to his footfalls and the eventual loud slamming of the heavy door leading back upstairs to the church lobby. Both of us stared at the wooden door leading out into the basement waiting for a few minutes until the coast was clear. Charity's eyes began to become skits again, her flushed cheeks puffing up into that pout from hell, but she abruptly got control of herself running her hands through her hair.
"Call you later, alright?"
"Yeah."
Luckily I slipped out when I did because I passed a few kids and their parents coming down the stairs as I went back up to the lobby. Part of me suspected Tressie Fisher of sending them down as well to interrupt whatever he thought might be going on in her Sunday school.
My suspicions were confirmed when I spied Justin across the church lobby talking to his aunt / cousin. It seemed as if Tressie could feel my eyes returning my gaze with a glowering scowl. I didn't say anything as I walked out side dialing up a car. Oliver was hanging out in the front of the yard without Phoebe talking to Deidrick.
The place was jumping with activity as I took my leave in a rented Uber.
********************************************************************************************************
Predictably my mother was out for the rest of the day and the evening figuring I'd be having a romantic encounter with Charity Gilbert. This left me an afternoon of lazing about as my thoughts flittered about between the aborted basement tryst with my supposed mentor who was starting to flip the dynamic between us through this odd bit of serendipity. I thought about the emotional turmoil wondering if I should wish for an uneventful afternoon instead.
My phone predictably rang at that exact moment.
"Phoebe, what's up; you calling to find out how it went with Charity or did she already tell you?"
"I know about the Tressie hate; saw her sending that little boy downstairs."



I wasn't surprised to get a call from her late in the afternoon. I was sifting through some emails having already discovered my boss Steven wanted me to post some more flyers around campus and attend a little department meeting with my co-workers under his tutelage. My mother was long gone for the night and wouldn't be returned probably thinking I'd be home getting it in with Charity Gilbert.
"So what's up; you coming over?"
"Sorry, I'm out with Oliver and some friends for the afternoon, but I was hoping to get you out for some night life. You uh, do go out, right?"
"Funny, sounds like something I'd ask you Phoebe."
"What, I go out to clubs sometimes; I've got other friends and I like a bit of the night life too." Phoebe sounded a little offended and I couldn't blame her. I'd already found out she was more than a retro-nuclear housewife and beard for her "husband" Oliver.
"What're you suggesting?"
"Double date."
"You want me to double date with you and your husband? Which guy is he bringing Deidrick or fucking Cedric?"
"Oh no, I uhm, mean us and Charity; uhm yeah, there's gonna be another guy too."
"WHAT?!!" I sat up in bed surprised at the admission.
"You don't mind do you? I mean I'd really appreciate it if you could come. Fuck it, I'm asking you to do this for me, okay? Charity's been a bit much to handle this afternoon and I just want a buffer. I seriously think you should help me out with this because you seem like the only person she REALLY LISTENS TO these days!! Heck, I think the guy might appreciate it too. She was all over him the moment they met; guess you really got her hot and bothered in that basement, huh?"
"WHAT GUY?!"
"I don't know; he's tall and cute. She thinks he might have a really big dick and I don't want any of that shit. I'm comfortable with you."
"THANKS BITCH!"
"Oh no, I didn't mean that; it came out completely wrong!! You're definitely above average, but she was trying to get me to go in on this Andre guy talking about his thirteen inch penis and I really don't wanna go there if you get my drift. Now it just seems like she wants me to do another threesome, especially after her father took the chains off."
There was no doubt Mr. Gilbert was motivated by guilt and shame at being caught stuffing Tressie Fisher.
"I don't know Phoebe; sounds like you want me to babysit her. Charity said she'd phone me and I'm good waiting for that call. Why don't you take Oliver; I'm pretty sure he owes you one?"
I felt that I'd done enough volunteer work as a on the run street therapist, somewhat offended that Charity went after someone else instead of popping up on my doorstep.
"I CAN'T GET LAID WITH OLIVER!" Phoebe admitted.
"Oh, really?"
"What's the worst that could happen; I know for a fact you're getting a blow job before we even get to the club." She said it so casually, I almost didn't catch the sexual haggling.
"Alright Phoebe!"
"Hurray!! YOU WON'T REGRET THIS ONE BIT AND CHARITY'S GONNA BE REAL HAPPY TO SEE YOU TONIGHT!! SO WE'LL BE OVER TO YOUR PLACE AROUND NINE!! Oh yeah, uh what's your shoe size?"
"THIRTEEN!!" I yelled back offended.
Phoebe snickered as I hung up in her face.
***********************************************************************************************************
I lounged about for a while then took a quick shower finding myself at wits end when I realized I'd never really gone for the night life. The closet I'd ever been to a clubbing experience was in my junior year of high school at some youth center during spring break. It, wasn't a good experience for a sheltered noob like myself at the time and I spent the very short evening people watching before my mother made herself known outside the venue honking her horn incessantly until I was firmly seated beside her. She was in my estimation, the black version of a tiger mom.
I was worried about being exposed as a goof after working so hard with Charity Gilbert.
Up until this point, I'd been mostly reactionary based on my experiences during my mother's trip to Atlantic City while I was effectively kenneled under the supposed care of my infinitely irresponsible cousin Jaquan. That segment of time felt way longer than it actually was and I missed his perception of me as some inexperienced nerd.
While not exactly inexperienced, I'd actually been with at least three women before things went sideways sexually with that fateful meeting with one Erica Walton. That disturbed nineteen year old had been the woman to truly put me on the path to my present situation.
My cousin's infamous baby mamma number two, had refined the process leading me to this current state of being I would be hard pressed to describe or explain. For all intents and purposes, I was a covert pornographer no doubt about it. I knew my parents should never discover this fact and that I should probably take it to the grave.
"Huh?" There was this urgent knocking at my front door.
I glanced down at my phone finding some panicked text messages from Phoebe who thought I was ditching her and Charity. I'd had my android on mute since arriving home from church. She was right outside my door and my mother wasn't going to be home, so I was already thinking of beating her back out as I walked to the front door opening it. There was a surprise waiting for me as I opened the big oak door.
"WHY'RE YOU WEARING THAT ON MY FRONT PORCH?!!"
Phoebe was wearing the same disguise she'd worn during our shoot, her natural brownish hair hidden under that familiar rockabilly wig, curtain bangs and all. She'd changed up the glasses going with a cat eye black frame that remined me too much of a certain infamous baby mamma's alter ego. The real problem was Phoebe's attire.
"I knew that nosey old woman would be snooping and I was right!!" I glanced over across the street finding my neighbor sitting hunched forward in her lawn chair along with some other nosey old biddy.
"Come on, let me inside before she gets your mother down here! Oh, is she uhm, here right now?" Phoebe paused already halfway inside my door.
"No, she thinks I'm gonna be sleeping with Charity, so she went over her boyfriend's house." Phoebe's cute little face scrunched up necessitating that she push the glasses up on her nose with a single finger.
"YOU'RE NOT GONNA SLEEP WITH CHARITY, NOT GONNA UH, FUCK HER?!"
"GET IN HERE!!"
I half yanked her inside slamming the front door with authority to send a message to the nosey women across the street. From Phoebe's appearance and what she was wearing, that elderly gossip probably thought I dialed up a prostitute as I turned getting a more extensive look at Phoebe's night attire.
"Wow Phoebe, I guess you really wanted to party, huh?"
"What, do I look dumb or something?" She sounded instantly concerned.
"Of course not; shit, if I left you outside, somebody would probably kidnap you at gunpoint and put a ring on it." This answer suited and assuaged Phoebe's ego as she pinched my cheek barely stifling a grin.
"You always say the right thing; you know, I tell Oliver about that a lot."
"Stop it." I casually begged off staring at her thick, voluptuous body with salacious intent.
Phoebe's upper half and big enhanced breasts were hidden behind a backless halter top. It was metallic catching the fleeting sunlight filtering into my living room. The cowl neckline on the flimsy material dame near had me drooling at the sight of Phoebe's enhanced 34DD's that appeared rubbed down with some sort of oil making them glisten and pop.
Her lower half from defined waspish waist to her powerful hips and shapely gams were encased in a new set of skintight PVC leggings while Mary Jane pumps on her feet. She was definitely ready to party carrying a large plastic bag which hung at her side.
"WHAT?!" She asked knowingly.
"Turn around."
"Come on, we don't have time for that; besides, what're you wearing?"
"A suit, you saw it at church today; just with different pants." Her question sort of interrupted the mood.
"Figured as much, that's why I come bearing gifts."
"What's wrong with a black suit?"
"Nothing, but that white shirt makes you look like a security guard or like, you're going to a funeral."
"Damn bitch, you got jokes, huh?"
"Fuck you; I got you a nice clubbing shirt and some shoes too. You could show a little bit of appreciation instead of acting like a child for Christ's sake." Phoebe pulled a nice black long sleeved shirt from her shopping bag letting it hand at her rounded hip.
"Oh no, you don't get to do that."
"Do what?"
"Curse and then gaslight that shit by saying fucking Christ's sake."
"I'm sure he'll forgive me for this indiscretion; take your shirt off." I'd already started unbuttoning it, but Phoebe went at the lower buttons impatient. My shirt was tossed onto the couch as she went after the white cotton tank underneath.
"I got it."
"Relax, I just trying to help you."
Phoebe helped me strip off the t-shirt tossing it aside turning me around. She helped me put the long sleeved like slipping on a coat. I just had to put my arms into it turning around to face her only to be hit in the chest with a gust of cologne, some of it getting my neck as well.
"HEY!!"
"It's Yves Saint Laurent, velours vanille; I really liked the scent, it goes so well with you."
Phoebe leaned in getting a whiff of the expensive cologne sniffing my bared chest. She glanced up at me looking a bit embarrassed then went with it giving the space between my pecs a kiss. I took a good look at her face, eyes settling on the darkened fuchsia colored lipstick which made for a fuller mouth. I couldn't help but stare down into her inviting cleavage noticing bits and flecks of glitter giving her bulging décolletage a magical quality.
"Hey, let's get this buttoned up here." She tried to break the mood but I couldn't handling her narrow waist. Phoebe got three buttons done eyes fluttering as I squeezed and caressed her supple flesh.
"You know what you told me, right?" Phoebe tilted her head raising an eyebrow.
"We're going out."
"But you remember, right?" One on my fingers was lightly tracing a line along her spine as she tried to look away, but ultimately stared at my face blinking profusely.
"You really want me to do it right now?"
My hand drifted down her back over her glossy skintight leggings just above her hidden gluteal cleft. I used the tip of my pointer finger to rub and grind that tiny little spot. Phoebe glanced over her shoulder at my offending digit then looked up at my face biting her lip.
"Sit down."
I planted my butt on the couch internally imagining my mother walking into the house to find Phoebe blowing me. I knew it wasn't going to happen but relegated it to an internal manifestation of guilt as Phoebe knelt between my legs removing my shoes and socks. She surprised me bringing over the shopping bag still eyeing me nervously as a pair of black socks appeared. Phoebe slid them on my feet, then bought out a shoe box looking between it and my face.
"It's why I asked your shoe size, sorry about earlier." I didn't say anything, just rolled my head backwards on my shoulder staring up at the ceiling feeling sexually petulant. Phoebe removed a nice pair of dress shoes catering to me fully as an impromptu valet.
"Oxfords are perfect for you, specifically Beckett Simonon as the brand of choice. Men of distinction wear only the best. You're not even looking at them; hey, I didn't say I wouldn't. It's just that we don't have much time." Honestly I felt like an idiot instantly remined of a similar accusation from the leader of a former group of supposed friends.
"Hey Phoebe, I'm sorry; we're friends and I don't take that for granted especially since we've been together a couple of times. I'm really grateful and happy to know you no matter what." It was a rambling apology intended to address my slightly boorish behavior.
"Eight."
"Huh?"
"We've done it eight times not counting foreplay and fooling around, guess that includes that threesome with Charity too. I appreciate you too, I really do because you saved me, probably saved my sham marriage too. I'm not mad, I told you I'd blow you if you agreed to go out with us tonight, right?"
I didn't answer because either way it would be cringey and embarrassing for us both. I couldn't take my eyes off her face and heavy cleavage which formed this invisible triangle between my outspread thighs. Phoebe unbuckled and unzipped drawing my endowment out finding it ready for attention. She leaned in running the tip of her tongue on my crown. The head of my cock disappeared between her plush lips as her cheeks vacuumed inward.
My doorbell rang out of nowhere completely breaking the mood.
"OH SHIT, THAT'S PROBABLY HER!!" Phoebe was at once flustered looking as if she'd been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. To hammer that fact homeward bound, she scrambled trying to cover me up as the bell rang tow more times.
"WHO IS THAT?!!" I jumped up adjusting myself, pissed.
"You know who it is." Phoebe replied rather ruefully as I helped her stand. I walked over to the front door opening it to find Charity Gilbert standing there in front of my screen door. She was covered from neck to ankle in a long black duster effectively hiding her figure away.
"Sorry to interrupt, but I know how carried away you can get once you get a taste." Charity replied glibly while Phoebe looked away bothered.
There was an Escalade limo parked in front of my house giving my nosey neighbors all kinds of fits as one of the old woman got her phone out snapping a few pics. The back window was rolled down revealing something that made me angry.
"What the fuck Charity?"
"Don't be difficult, I want to have some fun tonight."
"By bringing my worst enemy along with us?!"
Charity laughed wrapping her arms around my torso as I mad dogged the lanky goof sitting there in the rented Escalade limo as I looked at Phoebe finding a secondary expression of culpability. Charity shifted in front of me obscuring my view of the nervous guy sitting there. The last time we saw one another I was intent on taking his head off with extreme prejudice. Charity cupped my cheeks directing my attention to her beautiful face.
"We both know that's not true; your mortal enemy has different plumbing downstairs and is several shades lighter than either of us with the most precious child saving her from nuclear karma. Bentley here, whether you want to admit it or not, is a kindred spirit who represents a lot of what you once were babe. That's what you're lying to yourself about; not whether who he may or may not have fucked. I assure you he's a babe in the woods."
"What's your interest in him bitch?"
"I just wanna play."
I did a doubletake glancing over at Phoebe who looked like a deer caught in headlights. She just sort of shrugged and glanced away as Charity cupped my chin giving me a sensual lingering kiss. This made Phoebe even more nervous even taking a step down or two as I noticed my nosey neighbor watching from her screen door across the street. She was definitely going to snitch me out, but my mother probably wouldn't care this time. Charity interlocked her arms in the small of my back playfully pouting.
"If you don't cum, it won't be any fun tonight; I won't take no for an answer. This is my coming out party babe."
"Coming out party?"
"Yeah, I'm not holding back anymore; I want you to see me renewed and on my square. You won't see the real Charity Gilbert, see what's under this duster or get to optimally fuck my ass all night, if you don't cum."
She underlined her words by running the tip of her tongue along my Adam's apple. The sensation alone had me standing at attention downstairs. The play on words was not lost on me either. I glanced down the steps at Phoebe.
"Please, let's just go." I looked back at Charity who was using her momentum to rock us side to side dancing to some imaginary music in her head.
"Okay."
My nosey neighbor had actually come out onto her front porch with phone to ear as I walked arm in arm with Charity and Phoebe to the luxury ride. Bentley had conveniently disappeared from the window sliding to the far side of the vehicle as the driver opened the door for us.
Phoebe climbed in first giving me and some passing teens a real good look at her thick donk wrapped in those form fitting wet look PVC leggings which were becoming part of her signature look along with the disguise she'd wore during her filmed scene. It was sort of humorous watching her climb in with difficulty because of the glossy Mary Jane pumps with spiked heels. It added an inch and a half of height but made it hard for her to just get into the car.
"DAMN BRUH, CAN I GO TOO?!!" One teen asked with this envious grin on his face while his associates shot me the stink eye.
"How big is your dick?" Charity shot back not hesitating a bit as I quickly ushered her into the vehicle climbing in after her.
"YOU A HATER MAN!!" The kid yelled back amid sudden loud peer commentary and jeers directed at my person.
The driver closed the door cutting us off as I looked over finding Charity sitting across from me beside a very nervous looking Bentley. Phoebe was my wing woman, both of us facing them as I noticed Charity's hand on his inner thigh in a sense of ownership.
Charity stared back at us tracing the trajectory of my gaze to her hand on Bentley's inner thigh. She suddenly had a handful of his crotch giving it a hearty squeeze which made him hunch and bend over at the waist trying to dislodge her hand.
Phoebe looked as uncomfortable as I was sitting there while Charity openly laughed at us.
"Does your sausage have to be the only one at the party?"
"Suit yourself baby!" I retorted; brow furrowed as her hand slid out of his lap.
Charity no look palmed the side of Bentley's face turning to give him a wanton kiss full of tongue. It only lasted a few seconds, but its effects lingered on his flushed face as she turned back to us.
"Sure about that?"
Before I could react, Phoebe landed in my lap wrapping both arms around my neck giving me a scintillating toe curling kiss sitting cowgirl right on my own dueling bulge. Her thick muscular legs were well defined in those shiny leggings. I went with it instead of answering Charity planting both of my hands on Phoebe's buttocks giving them a hearty squeeze.
"Slap it." Phoebe whispered breathlessly into my ear before sucking my lobe.
My palm collided with her muscular butt in this loud stinging slap that sounded like a whip strike. Phoebe gasped and ground down on my crotch feeling how much I was ready to run her through in front of two witnesses. Charity did this slow clap laughing at the PDA while Bentley tugged at his suit collar unsure of how to respond. I glared at his face still wanting to launch my fist into it.
"WHAT'S WRONG BOY; THAT'S TOO MUCH ACTION FOR YOU NIGGA?!!" Something about his face made me unreasonably aggressive.
"Leave him alone; Bentley is somewhat of a novice." Charity answered for him.
"Don't." Phoebe whispered into my ear.
"Hey man, we both know why you don't like me and ain't nothing I can do about that. I ain't gonna bring her name up because I don't wanna trigger you. So, I don't like breaking bread with people who hate me. We can just get this car pulled over and I can get out. No harm, no foul; maybe you can get past that one day, but I won't be around to see it."
Bentley shot straight from the hip about Vicky Stone looking me in the eye the whole time he was speaking.
We did this sort of slow burn which was abruptly ended with the sustained laughter of one Charity Gilbert. It was a big gregarious laugh wholly fake ending when she slapped her palm down on Bentley's thigh earning a wounded yelp from the clueless guy.



Phoebe genuinely laughed at his reaction looking over her shoulder while my hands were palming her ass. Both girls exchanged glances followed by Phoebe going over and mounting Bentley in the same manner except that his hands floated in the air afraid to touch her butt.
I found Charity in my face stealing a kiss full of tongue before her tight compact apple found a seat on my bulging erection. Both girls stared at one another. I desperately wanted to see what she was hiding under the ankle length duster covering her body as she low key rolled her butt on my crotch.
I realized Phoebe was whispering in Bentley's ear when his hands timidly landed on her considerably bigger derriere. Charity found this funny as well with an arm around my neck turning her attention to the open bar. She got out some glasses and a bottle of champagne handing two glasses to Bentley after mine filling them.
"Can you two put your guns away and just have a fucking good time?" Charity asked as she filled the two glasses I was holding taking one. All of us toasted taking a sip from the champagne glasses.
"Ah yes ma'am; I'm sorry about the drama on your birthday." That was news to me as I glanced at Charity's pretty face, eyebrow raised.
"Birthday?"
"Yeah, I told you it's my coming out party. That old Charity Gilbert you were hanging out with, just went into the wood chipper. I'm gonna have as much fun as possible this week before I get myself back into the game. Man, its time you REALLY got to see me at my absolute BEST!!"
"I haven't seen that already?" Charity eyed Phoebe with a half smirk.
Both leaned over meeting each other halfway pressing lips for the briefest of seconds. Then drew backwards laughing finishing their champagne while Bentley and myself were left speechless. The girls switched places making out with both of us for a few seconds before Phoebe interrupted.
"ARE YOU OKAY?!!"
"Yeah ah, just uhm, you surprised me is all." Phoebe shifted in Bentley's lap with the flat of her palm pressed against his sternum. This guy honestly looked three sheets to the wind, anxious or horrified even.
"But your heart is beating like crazy!! Are you sure?!! I mean, are you on medication, or something?" Bentley laughed nervously reminding me of Andre in that instant.
"Hey, I'm good, it's just that uh, I never partied, like this before." His explanation was suspect and awkward. "Save Our Love" by London Jones filtered through the back seating as Charity got snarky.
"Would you guys be more comfortable, kissing?"
My hand loudly slapped her bubble butt audible enough for everyone to hear it.
Charity dropped her empty champagne glass on the floor leaning in making out with me as I caressed and rubbed the spot I slapped on her derriere. I cradled her in my lap going with it forgetting everything else. We figured that Phoebe would resume making out with Bentley, but she took his glass filling it with some club soda.
She shifted over sitting beside him concerned as Bentley took a few sips. I was reminded of the nurturing aspect that informed a good part of her personality. The silver mesh halter covering her large boobs caught the low light in the back of our ride. Charity dipped in obscuring my view with a impish smile. She hugged me tight sticking the tip of her tongue into an available ear making me squirm.
"Is Charity Gilbert gonna have to choke a nigga?" She mused into said ear.
"Excuse you Miss Thang?" My fingers were already pinching into her butt getting her to react normally reaching back slapping my hand.
"I was talking about this." Her hand landed on my crotch as I found myself in Bentley's shoes embarrassed.
"Damn girl."
"Want me to wring you out right here in front of our friends; maybe it'll get that wild hair out of your ass, babe." She gave my endowment a hearty squeeze looking over at Phoebe and Bentley with a wink.
"DON'T CHARITY; I THOUGHT WE WERE GOING TO A CLUB?!!" Phoebe was legitimately panicked drawing Bentley's attention.
"Wait, she's serious?" Bentley looked alarmed.
"You wanna find out? I've never done two at the same time." Charity challenged looking game.
"COME ON CHARITY; I WANT TO HAVE SOME FUN TONIGHT BESIDES WELL, YOU KNOW?!!" Phoebe scoffed.
"Relax, I think we're just about there."
Our luxury ride was slowing down as I noticed the narrow streets of downtown. During rush hour it was a nightmare driving through these streets and night wasn't much better. Charity slid out of my lap going for her purse touching up her makeup while Phoebe adjusted her top which was futile considering her enhanced boobs.
There really wasn't much I could do with a visible tent but shift things around making myself as presentable as possible. Phoebe was helping Bentley out adjusting and tightening his neck tie as he got out a comb running it through his hair as the limo came to a stop. The driver let us out onto the sidewalk getting a cash tip from Phoebe.
"So Charity; uh where are we?"
All four of us were standing at the entrance to this really long alley that darkened considerably in the distance.
"Trust me."
Charity took the lead walking into the alley as we all exchanged glances before following her. We were in the heart of downtown so I wasn't surprised to find that this was the cleanest alley I'd ever seen in my life. The adjacent unfinished red brick walls and one empty prop police car off to the side spoke to the income bracket of this area. Besides assorted businesses big and small, there were notably loft apartments for numerous trust fund babies and retirees.
"Where are we?"
Phoebe asked again deeper into the alley holding Bentley's hand more out of encouragement than pairing off. Charity abruptly stopped half turning in our direction with a million dollar smile.
"Guys, this is my real world; one of my old haunts before shit went sideways. I'm gonna trust all of you to be on your best behavior and not embarrass me."
All three of us did this doubletake looking at one another as Charity unbuttoned the lightweight black duster letting it slide from her shoulders to the ground right in front of us.
"Damn Charity."
Ms. Gilbert stood there in that alley wearing this smoldering halter mini dress. It was composed of chainmail with rhinestones inset. She was ready for a night on the town as the hemline of her cocktail dress proved. It stopped just below her snatch leaving all of her long shapely legs on display. The burgundy color of this dress caught the minimal light sparkling matching the bedazzled spiked heels on her feet.
It was a Cinderella moment that her long suffering father would have definitely not approved of in the least. I gathered that was the idea after she'd been made to kowtow to the woman sleeping with her dad, a peer in age and superior anointed by her inattentive toxic mother.
"Come on guys, lets party."
Without a word or the suspected gloating, Charity Gilbert turned back down the alley walking briskly giving us a view of the backless nature of that halter cocktail dress. It dipped low enough to give anyone looking a cheeky bit of rear cleavage.
"Hey, don't leave us!" Phoebe ran after Charity leaving Bentley alone with me for a few seconds. It was the first time I didn't feel anger as I stared at the flustered expression on his face.
In that moment, I realized uh, what his deal was.
"Come on dude; if we don't get in with them, we ain't getting in at all." We caught up to the women at the end of the overly long alley finding that it was a dead end of sorts.
Another building, a skyscraper closed off the alley leaving both of us facing this ominous back door with a long snaking line of people waiting to get inside. Right above the reinforced steel door was a simple hung black sign that read "CONTROVERSY" and a P.A, system was lightly playing that title song from Prince as we joined our dates.
Two huge monstrosities of muscular development were gatekeeping the door. One of the bouncer security guys wore a Bluetooth and was equipped with a clipboard. Charity took my hand then exchanged glances with Phoebe who did the same with Bentley.
"Don't say a word or you two are gonna be out here waiting until two in the morning for our ride back." Charity warned snuggling into my side. I had nothing to say one way or the other; it was heady doing something new for a change.
Paired off, we approached the door attracting much attention and a few catcalls from some of the people already in line. This quickly became more overtly hostile as Charity walked right by them up to this hulking gatekeeper like it was no big deal. I was wholly intimidated as the guy glanced down at us; eyes hidden behind some wrap around shades.
"OH HEY CHARITY GIRL!! BOUT TIME YOU CAME DOWN HERE AGAIN!! WHAT WAS IT, FUCKING GROUNDHOG DAY OR SOMETHING BITCH?!!" My mouth dropped at the feminine falsetto voice of this hulk in blackface. This motherfucker sounded like Janet Hubert.
"I'll tell you later slut; I'm getting cold out here." Charity rolled right through the conversation giving my hand a squeeze.
"GIRL YOU DRESSED LIKE YOU WANNA GET PREGNANT, CALL ME UP FOR BRUNCH, THOT!!" He unhooked the rope allowing us inside. Charity made sure to grab Phoebe's hand taking her and Bentley along for the ride.
Of course this caused a bit of commotion and grumbling along with assorted jeers, some of the racial variety. I honestly felt bad cutting the line, but Charity had the stroke to get inside a place I never knew existed. The animosity was enough the attending security guard was forced to address it directly.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP OR FIFTY PEOPLE GONE!!" His voice was practiced baritone, but effective as the noise dissipated. Some of the other big jacked up guys were walking along the outside of the line using their mag lights to illuminate various disgruntled aspiring patrons.
Neither Bentley nor I were prepared for what lie beyond that reinforced steel door as Charity Gilbert led all of us including Phoebe down the proverbial rabbit hole.
The "club" was actually two floors of thumping music and wall to wall people, the kind of people I wouldn't be seeing unless I was serving them drinks on a tray. Charity was absolutely magnetic taking her fair share of eyes along with Phoebe not so equally impressive in her silver mesh halter and glossy PVC pants made for a venue like this. You could actually see your reflection in those pants literally painted onto what she liked to refer to as her hulk legs.
I wondered if I should've put on a neon jacket or something to fit in while Bentley looked expectedly horrified.
"The pit?" A sign read on the unfinished brick wall as we walked down this scaffold like stairs.
I leaned over glancing downward indeed finding a proverbial pit of undulating people dancing to hard sense shattering electronica. Charity's grip started to get a bit lighter and I redoubled it thinking she would be spirited away by the myriad better options stalking about the place.
The stairwell leading down was packed with foot traffic going both ways, but Charity lingered until I bumped her. She reached up cupping my cheek placating me and alleviating a bit of essentialist anxiety. She looked into my eyes as people squeezed by grumbling, but it was Charity's world, so nothing else mattered.
"Here."
I did a doubletake before Charity led me to this sort of balcony alcove overlooking the thumping dance floor. It was little more than an oblong black leather couch along the unfinished brick walls that made this sort of L shape with these rectangular tables attached to the railing.
Two saucers with lit candles provided a bit of illumination as we squeezed in side by side with Bentley on the end. I could only guess how this guy barely out of his teens was feeling while I was nearly overwhelmed by the ambiance. To me, it was akin to being on Mount. Olympus. A server miraculously appeared and we allowed the women to order drinks for us because we were obvious noobs.
"How do you like it?" Charity asked snuggled up into my side which made her cleavage bulge looking like it was ready to burst free of the skimpy dress.
"They're wonderful." I got a light slap to the back of the head followed by a kiss full of tongue before I could react.
"Oh yeah, uhm, cool place, yeah." Charity had this million dollar smile on her face.
Tonight after all she'd been through, the young woman looked truly energized.
Some sort of fruity tasting drink in these cylindrical glasses were placed in front of us. Each was topped with a plastic skewer consisting of a square pineapple slice, a green grape, and a cherry.
Phoebe had a fancy looking mimosa type drink while Bentley had been embarrassing ordered, a Sprite. His infantilization was abated as the server slid a tray of piping hot finger food onto the table in front of us. Charity was sitting with her knees drawn up onto the cushion fully catering to me, even hand feeding me a tiny eggroll.
"Uh, I got it Ms. Gilbert." It felt a bit awkward while Phoebe was engaged in conversation with Bentley. I figured we'd paired off after all.
"I can't believe a guy who gets as much pussy as you, is so fucking uptight."
"I have to work at it."
"So, tell me about the girl you were fucking when I was calling you all day?" Charity dabbed the remaining half of the eggroll into a little square saucer of soy sauce feeding it to me.
"Unfortunately, I can't do that Charity."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah."
She nudged my drink forward with a finger until I picked it up for a sip but offered it to her at the last moment. The rich chocolate beauty humored me with a sip, then wrapped her arms around my neck passing the liquid to me through a kiss. Charity even slurped on my bottom lip before slinking down next to me. I was hard as diamond with a bulge heralding her sexual prowess. I nervously glanced over finding Phoebe and Bentley staring wide eyed.
Correction, Phoebe was staring at the bulge in my black slacks. I flushed behind my own medium dark skin looking away emptying my glass as Charity watched perched on the seat like some lazing panther.
"Another married woman, huh?"
"Eh, what; uhm, excuse me?" My brow raised at Charity's correct assumption.
"The new girl currently blowing up your page; oh come on now, you don't think I didn't take a look when you dropped off the face of the planet. She's got one hell of a moneymaker at the bottom of that tiny waist, but I'm guessing M.I.L.F due to the obvious age lines in certain inconvenient places."
"She doesn't have any kids." I retorted without thinking, instantly facepalming as Charity burst into laughter.
"Hey man, Drake called and he wants his gimmick back."
"Fuck." Charity was razor sharp and bristling with pure energy tonight. I could feel her radiating all over and it was a bit overwhelming because I was used to her covert self-loathing.
"Hey, don't worry about it because you've leveled up since we met; you're approaching rarified waters babe, but I don't know if you'll be able to cross that line when the time comes."
Charity removed the plastic skewer from my drink and curiously removed the Maraschino cherry from it setting it down on a napkin. She carefully stuck the fruit in my mouth allowing me to slurp it off and swallow before repeating the action with her own drink. I found myself staring at the two cherries on the napkin puzzled before glancing over at Charity who was kneeling on the lounge seating beside me. Her impressive bust was level with my face as she explained.
"Those obviously, aren't for you babe."
Proving her spirit animal was in all actuality a panther, Charity Gilbert crawled across my lap "accidentally" touching my bulge as her outstanding upper half ended up level with Phoebe's face. She leaned across our friend and partner in crime giving Bentley a scintillating tongue kiss that lingered. When she pulled back, the stem was hanging from his lips. One maraschino cherry was missing from the napkin.
I found myself looking directly at her tight round donk noticing a string of pearls between those mouthwatering cheeks. I ain't gonna lie; I had to catch myself from burying my face in her butt. Across from us in a similar alcove I caught some white guy burning a hole in Charity's ass with his beady eyes while his female companion sat there watching, chin resting on fist.
"CHARITY, THAT GUY OVER THERE IS LOOKING AT YOUR BOOTY!!" Phoebe warned sounding like a teenager.
"But he ain't fucking it all night later, right hon?"
Bentley coughed making me laugh along with Charity as she slinked back down beside me. Both of us glanced over at the pervy guy making him instantly uncomfortable. I wasn't surprised when Charity tugged her halter aside allowing one of her large spongy breasts to make a cameo appearance. The nipple was covered with a flesh toned pastie.
Charity's admirer got even more excited prompting his female companion to pour her drink into his lap. The offended party got up walking by with a middle finger extended in our direction. Charity flashed both tits at the girl deftly reaching down between my legs squeezing my tumescence. She turned intimately towards me.
"Can you dance with me for a little while before we finally do it, later?"
"Yeah." Charity Gilbert had me at hello.
"SHIT MOTHERFUCKER!!" Both of us glanced over at Phoebe sitting beside me pouting, arms folded across her own enhanced boobs.
"What's wrong?"
"Well, if I knew Charity was gonna stunt all night, I would've come here naked!!"
She admitted jealously catching Bentley off guard as he was taking a sip from his second Sprite. The clear liquid spray from his mouth hit an NFL football player walking by with some bottom heavy blonde.
"WHAT THE FUCK!! THIS ASSHOLE SPIT ON US!! YOU NEEDS TO FUCK HIM UP!!" The tart's voice was raspy and forced urban in my opinion. Her features skewed visually towards Mila Jovovich albeit a little pockmarked in the cheeks.
"KRISTIE SHUT THE FUCK UP!!" Despite this big six five linebacker shutting his woman down verbally, he no-look reached down snatching Bentley up into the air level with his face.
This guy was that tall reaching over the adjacent railing grabbing this skinny guy who wasn't exactly a shrimp either. Phoebe shrieked looking at me expecting action.
"GOSH I'M SORRY SIR, AND MA'AM!! I'LL GLADLY PAY FOR YOUR CLEANING BILL AND BUY YOU TWO SOME DRINKS!! SIR, UH CONGRADULATIONS ON THAT EIGHT MILLION DOLLAR CONTRACT EXTENSION, BUT WE BOTH KNOW YOU'RE WORTH DOUBLE THAT AMOUNT!! I WATCH YOUR HIGHLIGHTS ON SPORTS CENTER AND I'M SORRY FOR OFFENDING YOUR BEAUTIFUL WIFE, SIR!! I DON'T BELIEVE IN BLACK ON BLACK VIOLENCE SIR!! MA'AM!!"
Bentley landed hard on his butt next to Phoebe as the NFL player stared at him impassively for a few moments.
"It's cool, stay out of trouble kid." The annoyed couple continued on their way down into the dance floor as Phoebe wrapped her arms around Bentley who was happy to be alive.
"Come on, let's dance." Charity crawled across my lap putting her onion on display again.
I glanced over at the table finding her admirer faceplanted on their table. The guys newly returned girlfriend was the culprit with one hand on the back of his neck, a drink in the other. We exchanged glances for a second as Charity's knee accidentally landed on my junk. The girlfriend and some of their party had a nice laugh as my forehead nudged the table. Phoebe shifted over putting a hand on my back.
"Are you okay?"
"Would it be cliché if I said; it only hurts when I laugh?"
"No."
I realized Phoebe's hand was rubbing and massaging my package. Charity leaned in after clearing Bentley's lap inadvertently mooning the people walking downstairs to the dance floor. She grabbed the edge of the napkin with the remaining maraschino cherry placing it before Phoebe raising an eyebrow.



Phoebe looked confused for a second as Charity nodded towards Bentley with a smirk then beckoned me with the crook of a finger. I chortled climbing over Phoebe and human luggage Bentley.
Neither one of them said a thing because they were making out. I was starting to warm to this hapless guy chuckling when he swallowed the cherry stem and all coughing profusely as Phoebe plied him with the rest of his Sprite earning a tiny geyser all over her glittery halter top. Charity was whispering into the ear of our attendant server before taking my hand leading us down to the dance floor.
"What was that all about?"
"Phoebe's having a hard time taking care of a kid; I felt bad so I ordered the kid an equalizer, well kind of a power up so that he can get his head in the game."
"Power up?"
"Long island iced tea babe." I facepalmed laughing into my hand as we navigated the stairs into this undulating crowd that gave one a visual impression of the waves of the ocean in human form.
The deejay was doing some old school scratching signaling a famous vintage hip hop set that started with Busta Rhymes' New York Shit flowing seamlessly into his Dangerous followed by Put Your Hands Were My Eyes Can See. This big, tubby bald guy was killing the turntables as Charity turned to me starting to move with the music.
Her hands went to my hips, fingers into the belt loops at my sides. She became this puppet mistress moving my hips until I was following her rhythmically, then those hands were suddenly palming my butt. It was hard dancing with her because I was extremely hard and she knew it. I wasn't dancing with her so much as committing the original sin with Eve.
Charity Gilbert was that damn good on the dance floor.
By the time DJ Kool's "Let Me Clear My Throat" blasted out of the speakers, we were well acclimated to one another on that dance floor. Charity had her back to me shaking and grinding her butt all over my business threatening to give me a case of nuclear blue balls. There was a disturbance just behind us interrupting what could've been another humiliating public moment for us. I glanced back tapping Charity on the shoulder.
"Son of a bitch."
"Told you." Charity laughed; arms wrapped around my torso almost humping my side to the music.
Bentley was jumping in place to the music while Phoebe was shaking what her mamma gave her and everything she'd bought. This guy literally did a backflip into a breakdancing move as the crowd made room forming and open circle whooping and clapping even getting acknowledgment from the dee jay who was laughing his ass off.
This guy was a fucking dancing machine.
Bentley did the helicopter spin on the floor managing to circumvent Phoebe who'd found her musical chi as the lanky guy spun around a whirling floor bound dervish of motion. This fucking clown even did the worm eventually doing this weird backward roll into a standing position hands outstretched to raucous applause.
One look at his reddened, slightly bloated face and blood shot eyes told me the guy was way over three sheets to the wind. He was seriously fucked up off of that long island iced tea.
"Power up, huh?!" I commented.
"Ordered two babe." Charity replied as I got a really good look at Phoebe's face.
Both of them were seriously fucked up off the drink.
Cindy Mizelle's " This Could Be The Night" finished off the old school set as we danced the night away getting immersed in the resurgent crowd.
********************
It was around two in the morning when we got out of the club. Bentley ended up carrying Phoebe piggy back because her feet were hurting. The awkward gentleman carried her Mary Jane pumps denying the thicker woman's weight was much of an option, so I didn't say anything letting him reclaim a bit of his manhood.
I opted for picking up Charity cradling her in my arms as she got funny letting her stilettos heels hang from my mouth. Thankfully our limo driver was waiting taking the shoes from my mouth helping a world weary Phoebe into the limo. We sat facing the raised partition while Bentley and Phoebe faced us completely exhausted while Charity was essentially the same.
"Hey what's gotten into you Charity?"
Love Means We by London Jones was playing softly as she curled up on the seat looking at my face resting a hand on my inner thigh. She leaned in kissing me for a while, then leaned back running a finger along my zipper. If she wanted to get it on right there in the limo, I was game Bentley be damned.
"Don't you know?"
She answered my question with one of her own toying with my zipper but going no further. I didn't know how to feel getting internally anxious. I'd always kept her square in front of me, emotionally and sexually speaking. Charity side eyed Bentley and Phoebe was zoned out comically with her thick thighs parted in our direction. I could make out the shape of her peach as Charity's eyes narrowed mischievously.
"Hey, check it out." She was definitely something else tonight.
"Don't."
Charity softly planted her bare foot between Phoebe's thighs rubbing her muff and slit with the ball of her sole. Before I could say anything further she reached around the back of my neck cupping a hand over my mouth silencing me. We watched her massage and play with our friend's snatch rubbing up an enticing friction that started to get the wayward housewife squirming while half out.
Phoebe's mouth slowly opened as her tongue appeared licking her lips. I was half surprised when Phoebe opened her legs wider splaying her inner thighs apart as Charity planted her entire foot in her virtue.
"Did she blow you tonight; before we went out?" Charity whispered in my ear as I fondled her left breast pinching and rolling the thickening nipple.
"She told you about that?"
"It was a three way line babe; I heard everything." Charity admitted.
"Why didn't you say anything?"
"Because I knew Bentley was coming along and I knew you might beat his ass if you saw him; I, didn't want to lie to you. I never want to lie to you about anything, so its best if I don't put myself in positions where that might happen."
"Would you lie to me if you felt you had to Charity?"
"I don't want us to find out."
Our faces were extremely close leading to some passionate kissing as she reached up drawing part of her halter to the side. Charity directed my hand to her breast, pushing my pointer finger against the pastie covering her nipple. She traced it with my finger until I got her meaning carefully peeling until it came away in my hand. While this was happening, Phoebe was starting to grind into Charity's foot eventually handling it in her semi-conscious state while Bentley snored loudly.
"CUT IT OUT CHARITY!!" Phoebe was jarred out of a sensual sleep mad dogging her friend as Charity drew her foot back slowly regarding her.
"I was just trying to get you ready; are you ready Phoebe?" Charity drew the other side of her halter dress to the side exposing the right breast. Phoebe scowled and pouted annoyed with both of us as I peeled the remaining pastie away from Charity's big sloping tit.
"You said we'd be uh, fabulous tonight, but all you've been doing is stunting!" Phoebe closed her thick muscular thighs turning them to the side giving my a profile view of her big, powerful butt.
"You really love that word "stunting" don't you hon; did you forget what we talked about? I didn't even unwrap the present over there next to you, didn't cheat you out of anything and you fucking mad. Did you really wanna be at home while your husband is getting that "Chinese finger cuff " treatment from Deidrick and Cedric, huh?"
"Look at him Charity; he's really just a kid when you think about it." Phoebe motioned towards Bentley clearly disappointed.
"This is a golden opportunity; you can "make him a man" Phoebe." Charity's eyes narrowed piercing into her running buddy. She folded her arms across her chest looking out the limo window at the passing scenery, still irritated as I addressed the elephant in the room.
"You two got this guy, because he's a virgin?" Charity laughed while Phoebe looked guilty as sin biting her lower lip.
"Yeah, well it was Charity's idea." I looked down into Charity's face getting a mischievous shrug.
"Did I mess up the mood?" Charity asked snuggling into my chest still looking at Phoebe.
"Hardly."
"Now, why don't I believe you?"
"You tell me." She responded by drawing my zipper down deftly exposing my cock in front of Phoebe who promptly spazzed shooting a look at the still sleeping Bentley. She fidgeted in front of us while Charity calmly stroked my shaft eventually calming herself.
"Fuck Charity." She scoffed under her breath.
"You know what you promised him; don't you think you should be a woman of honor, bitch." Phoebe looked away with a finger in her mouth, then sort of smiled to herself.
"Alright."
Phoebe climbed down between my thighs taking it upon herself to undo my belt fully exposing my crotch as Charity leaned over my lap pressing the crown of my shaft against her lips. I slid into her mouth halfway with Ms. Gilbert softly stroking me towards her pursed lips. The suction was incredible in tandem with her fingers caressing my shaft. My right hand ended up under Charity's halter dress full of her right ass cheek, fingertips brushing against the beaded thong nestled in her rear cleavage.
"Yeah Phoebe suck him off for me; just like that, then we can wake Bentley up and turn him out too."
"Huh, what're you...?!!" Charity shut me up with her lips and tongue as two of my fingers penetrated her wet snatch. She moaned into my mouth as I rubbed her inner grooves while looking deep into Phoebe's hazel eyes.
"Don't be shy babe, we both know Phoebe can take it."
Charity whispered into my ear before nibbling on it. I arched timidly at first into Phoebe's face, then began slowly picking up a bit of speed as Charity cupped the back of her head making it stationary. We made out while I took Phoebe orally. My fingers went a little deeper inside her snatch teasing her spot. Charity moaned in distressed fashion disturbing alerting Phoebe who reared up kneeling.
"He's fingering you, isn't he?"
"Stop hating."
"I'm not hating, I'm just asking a fucking question."
"Okay Phoebe, you wanna get your pussy played with too, huh? Didn't you say you were gonna suck him off, huh bitch? Are you telling me that this whole spoiled kid act, is real? We've got two dick s back here and you're bitching, I that right? Make it make sense Phoebe!"
"Well, uhm I..." Phoebe stopped midsentence looking frozen in thought.
"Come here."
Charity's hand was still cupping the back of her head as she leaned in kissing her friend like a lover as I watched with my exposed business pointing up at the ceiling. I wondered if they'd hooked up at some point when I wasn't around as she leaned back noticing the expression on my face.
"Pay what you owe Phoebe."
With that Charity pushed her head down on my cock essentially forcing Phoebe to throat my package entirely. She sort of held it there until her face started to flush before letting her up for air gasping. Charity followed up easily deep throating me with little to no gag reflex in a sloppy affair. Both of thee woman took turns sucking me off with varying techniques until I was on the verge of howling.
Halfway through it, Charity wisely kept a hand clamped over my lips silencing me as I crested. She wrapped two fingers tightly around the base of my cock roughly jerking towards Phoebe's vacuumed lips as I shot several ropes down the woman's gullet. Charity finished me off with an audible pop of her lips as Phoebe watched flustered.
"What now?" Charity asked exasperated.
"Well."
Phoebe glanced over at Bentley with a half smirk making her definite BFF grin and nod her head. He was leaning at an angle with his head touching the window drenched in perspiration. This guy was faking it as Phoebe got her tits out peeling away her pasties.
Unfortunately the limo started to slow down alarming us enough to make ourselves presentable in a frenzy. I looked out the window finding the scenery unfamiliar, alien. It looked like we were on the affluent north side of town.
"Where are we Charity?"
"No questions." She let herself out of the limo not bothering to wait for the driver but was still alert enough to press a hundred dollar bill into his palm. Phoebe and I exchanged glances before she got out tipping the driver as well.
"Bentley, get your ass up outta this limo nigga." He sat right up fake yawning as I got out rewarding the driver with a twenty. He gave me a disparaging look which turned out to be a comedic overture as Bentley dug around in his pockets asking the sixty something if he had change for a five dollar bill.
"GOOD NIGHT SIR!" The driver looked at the lanky guy incredulously before getting into the limo and speeding off into the night. Both of us looked over finding the women angrily staring at us like we were misbehaving children.
"Please don't ask any questions; can you just listen to me tonight, only for tonight if humanly possible?" Charity encircled me in her arms looking up into my eyes plying her feminine charms. Her luscious breasts were mashed into my chest and abdomen.
"Okay, yeah." I promised.
"Alright, now follow me over to the gate." We were outside on this really long block in the darkness outside of this three story brownstone apartment just inside this black steel gate. This was definitely an affluent neighborhood as
Charity motioned me over to the fence.
"Interlock your fingers and turn your palms upward." Charity instructed sternly.
"Huh?"
"Interlock your fingers like so, and turn your palms upward." She repeated demonstrating what she wanted with her own hands until I followed suit intermittently glancing back at Phoebe who shrugged.
Bentley was mimicking my actions interlocking his fingers looking over at Phoebe who gave him a slap on the shoulder. Charity carefully took custody walking me backward until the fence pressed against my back.
"Squat down a little bit."
"Like this?" I inched down not fully bending my knees.
"Uhm, little bit more please."
"Uh, okay." I did a full squat level with her abdomen as Charity started backing away with her hands up fingers positioned in a square like she was a movie director framing a shot. She ended up on the lawn in front of this building next to Phoebe and Bentley.
"Charity?"
"Hold that position for a second, then stand up real fast when I yell; please don't say, just do babe." She motioned that she wanted me lower to the ground and I complied.
"Uhm, okay."
Charity's palm came down on Bentley's butt in a loud smack audible enough to be heard a few blocks over. Before I even realized it, this scared negro was barreling right at me like a runaway car. Even running was embarrassing for this guy who resembled a humanoid ostrich in motion.
"NOW!!"
Bentley was catapulted several feet in the air easily clearing the fence vertically by a foot or more. At the height of the arc, the unfortunate brother went head over heels landing with an audible thump on the lawn just inside the steel gate. It sounded really painful accompanied by a muffled groan as Phoebe ran to the gate grabbing the bars with both hands.
"BENTLEY!!!"
"I'm good." He whimpered.
"Alrighty then, open the gate dear." Charity tucked her purse under her arm casually strolling over the gate with a smile.
"Charity you're horrible!" Phoebe yelled as Bentley opened the gate from his side.
"Drama later, fun now."
Charity walked inside the gate pausing at the narrow stairwell leading up to the front door of this brownstone. Her arms were outstretched as she took a long, audible deep breath. Even though I was out of the loop for the most part, this appeared to be an epic homecoming.
We hung back watching with enough wherewithal not to interfere in her moment. Charity glanced back at us for a moment before walking up the stairs alone to the door. The three of us stood there waiting for her to call out in invitation. Moments later we could here Charity pushing the keys to one of those automated locks getting a negative outcome the first two times, then finally positive.
"Come on up."
At the top of the stoop we found Charity standing in front of the electronic lock which gave me the impression she was hiding something. Phoebe and Bentley went inside without hesitation finding another stairwell that led up into the brownstone proper.
"You go in first."
"Everything okay; we're not gonna be in a situation, are we?" I had to be clear.
"Remember what I asked you when we got out of the limo? Are you going back on your sworn word to me?" I stared at her finding no change in her demeanor outside of what was said before going inside.
"Whoa, that's incredible; is your mother a patron of the arts Charity?" Phoebe and Bentley were amazed.
Right at the top of the stairs hanging on the wall was this gigantic painting, almost a mural that depicted several shadow figures that appeared to be each holding a primary colored umbrellas. The ceiling inside this brownstone was really high allowing this piece of art to hang without a problem. The place was decidedly post-modern shrouded in darkness as we stood there unsure of what to do next.
"In as much as getting her smug face plastered across the hundred dollar bill, no."
Charity joined us at the top of the stairs literally sneering at the painting hanging on the wall. She inched by us finding another somewhat smaller painting facing the wall wrapped in paper. None of us knew what to do as she ripped the brown packaging free of the second grounded painting leaning against the wall.
"I prefer the original work that formerly hung there." I helped her turn the painting facing Phoebe and Bentley.
"Oh Charity, I uh, didn't know."
The rectangular oil painting depicted Charity and her mother immaculately dressed looking like literal royalty. Mrs. Gilbert was this stoic looking woman every bit as attractive as her daughter, but noticeably grim looking. She was standing in the painting while Charity sat on a chair. I noticed Mr. Gilbert was absent from this decidedly fraudulent depiction of his family.
"How would you; outside of my fairy godfather here, you don't know me, what I was before I ended up in that church. Phoebe I'm glad we met the way we did and wouldn't have it any other way; you wouldn't have liked me before." Charity wrapped an arm around my waist resting her head on my bicep.
"You don't know that." Phoebe replied.
"Oh yes I do pretty lady; you're way too nice to hang out with the old me, even though I'm still a bitch. Some habits die hard, but I'm willing to try." Charity sounded introspective in a way I'd never heard before.
"What bought this on?" I asked.
"I'll tell you later, Phoebe come with me for a few seconds. You boys will be okay in the dark, right?"
"Yeah, sure." Bentley looked anxious like he didn't know what to do with himself while I glanced at my phone finding it a little after two in the morning.
"Don't you guys do anything I would do." Charity teased.
"Fuck you." I replied casually without missing a beat making her chortle while Phoebe visibly fretted.
Both of the women chortled disappearing around the corner into the darkness leaving us alone which became more awkward than I would've ever wanted. Bentley still kept his distance staring between the grounded painting of Charity Gilbert and the mural replacing it on the wall.
"Uhm, sorry." He offered.
"What are you sorry for Bentley?"
"Being here, I guess; I know you didn't want to see me, much less hang out with me. Charity, is just so uhm, convincing and all; maybe I should've said no when she asked me out. Phoebe kind of asked too but she uhm, didn't..."



"Jerk you off like a boss until you squealed like a pig?"
Both of us exchanged glances before snickering like we were in a boy's locker room. It was obvious from the first moment I saw him starring from the back window of that limo. We laughed a little bit more becoming illuminated by candlelight.
"Glad you two aren't uh, like pistols at twenty paces. Honestly we're really glad you guys aren't drenched in each other's blood." Charity returned with a lit candle on a saucer along with a bottle of wine and two glasses.
"Okay Charity, we get it." I replied as Phoebe appeared with her own candle and dual wine glasses.
"PHOEBE!!" Bentley squawked while I did a doubletake.
In the short time they were gone, the faux nuclear housewife, beard and newly minted sidekick of Charity Gilbert somehow lost the PVC leggings that had been covering her thick muscular legs leaving only the spike Mary Janes on her tiny feet. Phoebe was one hundred percent commando revealing a freshly shaved muff and awesome set of glistening legs that complimented the sparkling halter top still covering her breasts.
"Hold that thought fellas."
Flabbergasted, both of us watched Phoebe and Charity play best two out of three game of rock paper scissors. Unsurprisingly Charity was the victor making Phoebe scoff as she turned back to us.
"Come on Bentley, there's a really plush rug on the living room floor."
"WHAT?!"
"If you don't want to make love; I think the television is still there, alright?" While they were talking I was given a back view of Phoebe's awesome badonkadunk, hard tan lines and dual dimples one on each cheek. Charity palmed my crotch finding the muffled spike in my pants but didn't look mad at the source of my ardor.
"UHM, UH LIVING ROOOM FLOOR!! YOU MEAN ME, RIGHT?!! ME?!! OH UH, UM YEAH!!" Bentley was about to lose his cherry in style.
"Bentley, I'm gonna fuck you so stop being a big dork."
Phoebe pushed the bottle into his hand taking the other one leading him off into the darkness. I watched the natural sway of her cheeks as she led Bentley away sporting this ridiculous tent in his slacks.
"Come on, I won us the bedroom." Charity led me back towards the kitchen but turned into this narrow alcove opening a door standing aside for me to enter.
She didn't follow after handing me the candle leaving me to take stock of this master bedroom that looked like it had been packed up with only the discarded California king sized bed as its center next to a dresser at its foot that had been emptied.
There was an additional source of illumination from the oblong ceiling high window covered with some vertical blinds with little gaps allowing the street light to partially light things up. Charity returned with an additional candle which she sat on the attached bedside table, placing the other on the opposite side. I watched as she turned to me serenely smiling.
"I'm happy."
"Happy?"
"Yeah, because we get some time away from the bullshit in both of our lives. I wanted you to know how much I appreciate you and I would've kicked Bentley to the curb on the spot if you didn't want to go out tonight. It was always about us, especially after you saved me this morning at church."
"Why'd you really bring Bentley?"
"To pacify Phoebe; I thought she'd be a memorable first experience for him and honestly, there was no way she was getting in bed with us tonight."
"Charity." My voice gave away my compromised nature, but she pressed a finger to my lips.
"Just one night, then we can get back to everything else. Can I have you for one night, please?" Her hands were undoing the buttons on my shirt slipping inside to caress my pecs. Her thumbs rubbed and pinched my nipples sending shockwaves to my crotch.
"Okay."
It was like having an out of body experience as my hands cupped the side of her face, lips pressing into one another; our tongues dueling and wrestling as my shirt fell away like a leaf blowing in the autumn breeze. I kissed each cheek on either side of her beautifully rich chocolate face tracing a slimy trail along her jawline to her earlobe.
I took a page out of her book sinking the tip of my tongue inside her ear making Charity gasp. She locked arms around my chest capturing her wrist with her fingers as she sucked hard on my erect nipple. It was my turn to gasp as she took turns on each one before stripping me of my belt tossing it over her shoulder.
"Feels like Christmas morning." Charity commented unzipping me hooking fingertips into the elastic waistband of my pants.
She drew them down rather authoritatively exposing my package with a breezy sigh. I was shoved into a sitting position on the bed with my slacks at my knees. She got knelt carefully removing my shoes and socks before sliding my pants completely off making me nude.
Charity stood between my opened thighs sliding the halves of her skimpy halter dress off her shoulders. I watched it fall into a corona at her heeled feet before looking up at her face as she cupped the undersides of her large sloping breasts.
My eyes were level with this tiny patch of intricate laced material covering her shaved muff. It was connected to the beads I'd spied in little intervals when Charity crawled across my lap. They rode high on her hips merging into an imbedded thong in the back.
The spiked heels on her feet were sparkling in the subdued darkness as my hands handled her hips. I was fascinated with the intimate garment running my finger along it as she caressed my face. The look on her face was playful and inviting, Charity licked her lower lip as I gently pulled her closer to get a look at her rear cleavage.
This luxuriously beautiful chocolate woman allowed me to have my way with her just watching as I cupped and pinched her cheeks tugging on the beads in her rear cleavage. She made these girlish little gasps as I played sliding those beads along her slit. Charity Gilbert was two or three shades above "slim thick" physically with a body that could easily be hidden behind the right clothing that would shock you when she got naked.
I was feeling it likening my lustful situation to her nemesis, Jaleel. I completely understand him being enraptured with this young woman. The flat of my tongue ran over the side of her left butt cheek. I peppered that cheek with rabbit kisses using the tips of my fingers to press those beads into her slit.
"Keep doing that, I love it; I've been feeling those beads all night especially on the dance floor."
The purpose of those beads became crystal clear as Charity gasped and pressed into my seated body. I was about to eat her, but she gently pushed down on my shoulders flattening me out on the mattress.
"I'm sorry, I just need some right now." Charity mounted me gasping loudly as she impaled herself on my pulsing cock.
Charity began sawing and rowing her hips back and forth riding me like a thoroughbred stallion. She grabbed my wrists pulling my hands up to her breasts. I was way beyond caught up in the moment marveling at the symmetry of her figure and the acute proficiency of her grinding hips.
I pinched and rolled her thick nipples, playfully squeezing the undersides of her breasts. Charity arched her lower back holding in second long intervals until we both groaned then resumed grinding and sawing into my crotch. Her hands cupped the sides of my head as her face became larger inches from mine.
"Please, can I cum now; I can barely hold it?" Charity begged just above a whisper.
"Yeah, I'm almost there too."
She looked as if she would ugly cry, but we started making out as she went really hard out of nowhere popping, bucking, and twerking drawing a long tortured moan out of me organically. My fingers dug trenched in her buttocks as Charity crested with this sustained girlish whine holding it with her mound wedged into the base of my cock.
Charity snatched my hand with an iron grip pressing my palm against her tit. Both of us groaned simultaneously. She locked her inner thighs on the outside of mind in a forceful way leaving me no range of movement. A tremor ran through her body as she pushed down hard on my shoulders.
"Oh god, did you feel that?" It only lasted a second, but the strength displayed was arresting as she started to even out sexually.
"I felt it, I'm still feeling something."
She relaxed her thighs a bit giving me some leeway as she arched her back kissing me and getting kissed back as hands fondled her tight, rounded buns. She broke the wet kiss leaving this tiny saliva web between our lips staring deeply into my eyes.
"I'm gonna make you cum right now." Charity whispered in huffs.
Her thighs tightened up again in this pincer motion clamping laboriously against my thighs again as she started giving me these shivering jerky, pops of her hips. I could feel her from stem to stern, clamping down around the base of my cock. Vocally, it sounded like she was caught nude in the Antarctic bottom lips quivering as a bit of drool ran from her mouth onto my pecs.
Charity went hard rolling her hips vertically in this tight circle that made me cry out squinting my eyes tightly shut, then opening them to find her looking at my face nodding.
I nodded back groaning, rocking my head side to side as her large spongy breasts mashed into my chest.
Charity Gilbert suddenly went slack spreading her legs wide on either side of me as that apple bottom of hers became a pistoning blur of motion. The audible claps of her cheeks hitting my crotch were loud, sloppy, and wet enough to create splashed of perspiration as I began ejaculating so hard, I could feel it in my stomach.
She would stop going so far as to hook her arms underneath mine reaching up clawing into my shoulder blades. Charity was so tight, it felt like a hand was inside her snatch. She hid her face in my torso keeping it up while I squealed and screamed out in ecstasy with nothing held back.
"I CAN FEEL IT CUMMING INSIDE!! YEAH FILL ME UP!! I WANT ALL OF IT!! YEAH!! GIVE ME ALL OF YOUR CUM!!!"
Charity lost her composure whining and trembling draped across my prone body starting to use her knees to bounce on my cock even more until the energy left her as her compact donk clapped down onto my crotch with a sense of finality. Both of us were gassed as I felt her tongue teasing my nipple before sucking hard on it making me squirm.
"Oh no, you ain't going nowhere tonight; we've still got until morning and you still have to fuck my ass, hard." Charity's hand was caressing the top of my head.
"No more for me, I'm driving." I sounded punch drunk making her snicker.
Charity kept at my nipple playing and teasing both eventually, running her tongue over my sweat glistened torso. She was already drifting down my abdomen taking time with my navel, French kissing it for a while before I felt myself swallowed up between her lips. Her hands surround the base of my endowment with both thumbs under my balls.
I was so sensitive that I couldn't stifle the bleating uneven scream that erupted from deep in my lungs as Charity made sweet love to my cock with that beautiful mouth of hers. Everything was audible and nasty, as I became convinced she was honestly trying to suck my member free of my body. She would even pullback leaving the upper half in her mouth vacuuming as hard as she could.
"FAWK CHARITY!! OH SHIT!! FUCK!! AW SHIT YOU'RE!! SUCK IT!! DON'T STOP!! OH MY GAWD!!" This was a whole other level of sexual savagery and erotic sadism as she continued this gender flipped ravishing of my body proper.
Her head sank lower disappearing further between my thigh leaving her crown visible. She was crouched down on the floor at the edge of the mattress while my legs were folded over the side.
"WHAT?!! AW!! FUCK, GIRL!! AH SHIT THAT'S SO!!" Charity slathered frothy spit all over my taint swirling her tongue on it making me squirm and rock.
Somehow each of my balls took turns in her mouth before she tried both simultaneously. The underside of my penis followed as she traced a slimy trail up to the tip of my crown.
Charity turned my crotch in to a gooey mess of saliva and precum. She massaged and rubbed everything into a lathery abomination before planting my length between her breasts. Charity suddenly stopped with my prick buried in her cleavage proudly beaming at me, silent.
"Oh no girl; you trying to make me put a ring on it."
Those glistening 38F tits caught the low light of the bedroom bouncing in my lap as wildly as her 39 inch butt had been almost twenty minutes earlier. Charity knew how to handle her big sloping spongy tits cupping them from the outside cushioning my trapped cock inside her well lubed cleavage.
The tips of her thumb and forefinger were pinching down on her erect nipples as those big juicy breasts gave me the mother of all tit fucks and that was considerable with my former hookups with Porsha Simms, Tressie Fisher, Mintzy, and Phoebe currently one room over deflowering a goof. Charity remained silent other than the huffs of air generated by her actions.
She leaned in closer working those tits all over my lap completely possessed. The wild, semi-solid jiggle of those breasts were a visual feast. I could feel the underside of my shaft running along her breast bone while everything else was this rubbery, cushioned massage already putting me near the precipice.
Another climax was right around the corner as I struggled for any bit of composure failing miserably. Charity was being relentless to the point of no return as I started to feel the first pulsing signals of a climax. A deluge of precum was flowing form the head of my cock pooling in the tight seal created by her perfect breasts. I couldn't turn back and she knew it going harder.
"CHARITY!!!" I screamed at the top of my lungs as a thick rope of gooey ejaculate exploded out of her cleavage.
Even though she was hit dead center in the face, Ms. Gilbert kept it up adding more splooge to her face and the tops of those immaculate tits. Those bouncing tits felt heavenly in my lap as she continued for a while longer with my defiled penis happily trapped against her sternum.
My girth was completely glazed over and white from our combined juices, saliva and my excess jizz as Charity got down on all fours with her head between my legs sucking up every bit of spunk expertly cleaning my cock while I stared blissfully at the ceiling. I was breathing hard as Charity rose up kneeling between my legs visibly pleased with herself.
She waited until I looked at her face to lick a trail of my jizz from the top of her left boob. I watched as the other followed realizing she was collecting it as she stuck her tongue out displaying my load before audibly swallowing it. Charity stayed there looking at me with a sparkle in her eyes and an inviting smile on her lips.
She jiggled and played with her breasts lightly swaying her hips as she licked her bottom lip still ready for more.
"Just let me get some sleep, then we can go get a ring before we tell our parents." I alluded to marriage making her laugh aloud and climb up my body pressing a hand over my lips.
"Don't you dare make me laugh; I wanna enjoy you some more."
Her hand drew back leaving a finger to trace the shape of my lips. Charity reclined at my side with a leg draped over mine softly caressing my face before sliding down to my abdomen before I stopped her.
"Oh no you don't; we're taking a time out. Aren't you even the least bit tired?"
"No, I'm REALLY gonna FUCK your BRAINS out tonight, rather this morning I guess. I'm not gonna let you tap out while I'm so horny. Man, I thought about "sitting in your lap" at the club tonight, but Phoebe was being a little tart about everything. We're here in my old world and can't nobody stop us from sleeping together; I'm gonna fuck you up so that you won't be messing with no more girls this week."
"Sounds like you have a list." I picked up on the dig at Tressie Fisher.
"You know it; so, we're going again right now, or what?"
"Or what." I deadpanned.
"Have it your way babe."
Charity sat upright beside me raising her arms above her head audibly cracking her bones. This made her pneumatic breasts jut out further than usual drawing my attention as she swung her long legs over the side of the bed. Her back was to me as she flexed again cracking some bones then glanced over her shoulder with a smile that worried me. Charity stood up giving me a good rear view of her classic slender and stacked figure as she walked to the bedroom door cracking it.
"Where you going?"
"Your sausage ain't the only one at this party; Phoebe's gonna have to slide over because I'm gonna bounce that nigga Bentley off the wall and tap him out like I just did you. Have a nice nap, bitch."
Charity disappeared lightly pulling the door up behind herself.
"She just called me a bitch, what the fuck?"
Somehow I found the energy to get up intent on confronting Charity Gilbert throwing the door open only to be suddenly grabbed from behind with a hand covering my mouth. Charity slid her head under my left armpit looking up at my face grinning.
"Sike." She half whispered chortling.
"Ha, ha very funny Charity!" She shushed me trying to put her hand over my mouth but I batted it away as she put a finger to her lips motioning towards the end of the darkened corridor.
Both of us were interrupted by this breezy moan that echoed through the corridor. Charity hooked an arm in mine leading us to the end of the corridor stopping short to peer around the corner into the living room. Despite the immediate view, I leaned over her shoulder peeking. The living room was spacious with even higher ceiling and windows haphazardly covered with thick curtains.
The was illumination emanating from the candle on this coffee table that was a clear oblong glass construct piled with unread mail. This big bubble of light highlighted two bodies on the plush white carpet. Phoebe's thick muscular legs hung in the air, tiny feet following the back curve of her defined calves with toes curled.
Phoebe's defined arms were wrapped around his torso airtight, her pretty rounded face a picture of rapture chin tilted up towards the ceiling. Bentley's arms were similarly wrapped around her torso just as intensely while his thin, slightly athletic frame lay prone atop her packed voluptuous curves. Charity and I leaned further able to see all of their nude bodies on that plush carpeting. The champagne bottle lay toppled off to the side spilling what remained off the edge of the carpet.
Bentley was so much plunging into her like one would expect of a guy having his first time. Instead he was wedged into her pelvis rolling his narrow hips grinding her cunt raw. We could see Phoebe completely flushed in the limited light. His head was facing away from us, but his body was similarly tinted.
They were making love.
"That's so beautiful." Charity whispered taking custody of my thumb raising the connected hand to kiss my knuckle. I responded likewise kissing her knuckles jointly, then her elegant neck followed by her cheek.
I pressed into her meeting her lips and waiting tongue strangely energized by Phoebe's blissful moans one room over. My hands handled her waist as she got up on the tips of her toes kissing me with unrequited passion. Her thin finger squeezed my biceps while I expectantly cupped her compact butt caressing and parting those dense cheeks.
Charity raised a shapely leg wrapping it around mine. We knew where things were going as I picked her up carrying her back to the bedroom like we were newlyweds. I carefully planted her on the mattress surprised when she kept moving going on all fours knees as far apart as she could manage.
"You promised." Charity reached between her legs from underneath spreading her flower, but then reared up spreading her cheeks in open invitation licking her lips.



My hands were enough to handle those dense rounded cheeks keeping them spread as my crown disappeared inside. Charity's head rolled about on her shoulders then glanced over her shoulder at me nibbling on a finger wanting the rest. This distressed cry accompanied half of me shafting her derriere somewhat stopping me in my tracks. There was a bit of my girth still visible right above my mound as she flexed those back muscles then pushed back stuffing herself with everything. Her head dipped then rose again staring back at my face.
"Next time, remind me to bring some lube." Her voice trembled making me laugh.
Charity responded by contracting around out mutual seal trapping me there inside her. I tried to move but found it nearly impossible while she watched with a snarky expression. I draped myself of her back reached under her body greedily squeezing one of her spongy tits, flicking a nipple callously.
"Do it again, I like having my tits slapped and bullied."
The tips of my fingers pinched that nipple without mercy making her yowl like a cat and shove her tight buns into my crotch where she remained. I pushed but found it difficult without her assistance. My palm slapped that same boob from the side getting her to ease up allowing me to fuck her a little for some moments.
This time, Charity tightened up so much that I was feeling it throughout my shaft. I went at that tit again pinching and slapping with no response, then switched up attacking the other to no avail. Left with no other choice, both of my hands covered her breasts. Charity seemed to be waiting on this suddenly rolling us on our sides.
"It's no fun if you don't do both of them at the same time; now fuck my ass right nigga."
I got dual big clawing handfuls of her large tits driving my cock deep into her bowels with authority. Charity Gilbert was a twentysomething that shouldn't have been halfway as knowledgeable about sex as she was. This woman knew her worth making me recall her original plan of being a trophy wife for her boyfriend while he was in the NFL.
I didn't know what happened to that guy, but I knew he missed this bomb ass pussy. I slapped, groped, and abused her nipples turning this dark princess into a slippery earthbound mermaid in my clutches. I was pounding the bottom of her tight round butt into mush when I noticed her discarded panties within reach.
I managed to snatch them up pressing the beads against her clit covered by my palm using them to jill her off. This got an immediate reaction from Charity causing her to draw her knees up towards her chest trapping my hand. The balled up panties were used to raggedly grind her pussy and clit until she was fit to be tied.
She became more vocal than before with these throaty moans intermingled with this enticing distressed whimpers of passion. Things got crazier when I wrapped the beaded back of that expensive thong around my fingers penetrating her digitally. Charity's long legs straightened out then jackknifed back upward into her abdomen.
"AW GOD!! HOW DID YOU KNOW?!! HOW DID YOU KNOW THAT'S WHAT THEY WERE FOR?!!" She screamed at the top of her lungs.
That question went unanswered as I went in beating the stuffing out of her derriere forcing her to cope by raising the leg nearest to me. I grabbed the back of her knee keeping it raised as I popped the living shit out of her butt still using my opposite hand to terrorize her pussy.
Charity was shivering all over mauling her own tits making these distressed animalistic sounds. I grabbed one of her hands forcefully directing it down to her snatch so that she could masturbate herself with the beaded thong. She went with my motions perfectly allowing me to roll her over onto her flat belly.
"FUCK ME HARDER!!! OH PLEASE!! DON'T STOP FUCKING ME!! NEVER, EVER STOP FUCKING ME!! "
Flattened out, her rounded ponderous looking buttocks presented quite the visual with my cock buried inside it creating this perfect spade shape. If there was a true descriptive word for Charity's shape, it was covertly thick. She was definitely carrying with enough sexual acumen to weaponize herself physically. I understood her former boyfriend being coerced into attacking another man.
I understood that man likely being enraptured with Charity so much after being sexually dominated, that he desired a biblical vengeance. There was no doubt I could've easily been among her victims if not for prior similar experience. Tonight felt different, distinctly so in that neither of us were holding anything back.
"OH MY GAWD, IT FEELS SO GOOD!! PLEASE FUCK ME LIKE THIS ALL THE TIME!! PLEASE GIVE ME YOUR DICK!!"
Her distressed whining and begging got to me something fierce as I pulled out leaving a visible gape, then plunged inside again pounding Charity in this savage prone bone fucking position. Despite being rodded out, her cheeks were defiant and thick cushioning the back shots as she flattened out looking like a snow angel on the mattress.
Her face was turned to the side in profile, mouth agape inviting some especially involved tongue kissing. I let go even licking her cheek before sucking on her earlobe with little intermittent nibbles. Charity managed to wag her butt adding to the sensation. We were wholly symbiotic engaging in our most intense tryst since initially meeting.
"Can I see you face, please?" Charity softly, breezily begged.
I pulled out kneeling between her legs surprised when she turned over looking almost on the verge of crying. I couldn't look away from her face as she sat up Indian styled between my legs. Charity tore the intricate lace material from her panties leaving only the beaded portion of the thong.
She used the tiny triangular patch to rub and clean my member, then shocked me by wrapping the beads around my straining erection. I tried to interfere but she began stroking my cock with the beads hidden by her fist. Her free hand cupped my buttock drawing me downward.
"Charity?"
"Trust me." She looked up into my eyes revealing the delicate little creature hidden at the center of her perhaps manufactured malevolence. It was a look of understanding between us, a look of trust I would not deny.
Seeing Bentley and Phoebe was prophetic as we wrapped up in one another's arms as tight as humanly possible. I went extremely slow never taking me eyes away from her hers as she lightly nodded her acquiescence. Her ankles interlocked in the small of my back tightening up until we were face to face.
The beads wrapped around my cock added and enhanced our slow sensual lovemaking. Tears started running down her cheeks faster than I could wipe them away. We kissed and made out completely focused on each other's faces and the sensation between her legs as she nudged me to go faster with her interlocked ankles.
Charity's hazel eyes rolled up into her head as she caressed my head at her far side. I went at her slender neck working on a monumental hickey making her moan and howl like a banshee. The tightness of her cunt was maximized with the beads running along her inner grooves.
We were sharing everything as Charity tightened her grip around me with all four of her limbs. She was openly crying out with each measured thrust into her stuffed snatch making it contract until I was similarly crying raining tear droplets onto her face. Charity wiped away my tears while I responded in kind, both of us finding little success. We were fast approaching that precipice at the speed of light.
It hit us with the force of an atom bomb blurring my vision behind a wall of white static as Charity bit into my shoulder blade like a rabid animal to keep from screaming to the high heavens as I filled her cup to the brim with everything I had left. Her pelvis arched up off the mattress into my final tortured thrust wedging us together tight enough to merge into one being.
Both of us felt the tantric shockwave radiate through our bodies erasing any sense of time and space before I realized I was flopped out pinning Charity underneath me. This was it for me for a while. Charity Gilbert spoke prophetic because there was no way I was having sex with anyone for the foreseeable future. My chest was heaving into hers, both of us glistening in the vestiges of the rising sun filtering into the room. I was starting to go in and out of consciousness.
Charity was crying softly.
"What's wrong Charity?"
She continued crying as I sort of drifted out of her welcoming confines coming to rest at her side watching and accepting her unfiltered emotion. It lasted for a good ten minutes as I rubbed a hand along her abdomen taking care to stay away from her muff. I was losing consciousness fast worried that I would disappoint Ms. Gilbert.
"I think I love you." She admitted as everything faded to black.
******
[DARKNESS]
The sunlight was especially bright enough that I had to raise an arm to shield my eyes as I glanced across the multi-laned intersection at the beatdown rowhouses on the opposite corner. Everything was so bright normal layers of color were stripped away becoming something rather bleak. I was about eight feet from the elevated corner at the intersection with Tubman Estates at my back. I could smell this raw sort of odor emanating from the nearby lake just beyond an artificial wooded area and park that had been fenced off a decade earlier due to neglect and rising crime in the area. I had to keep my eyes squinted looking up finding the light still red after an especially long passage of time.
"Guess I'll walk it."
I turned to my immediate left walking up the long block as some kids passed by one little girl on roller skates while her companion rode a bike that obviously belonged to her. It was pink with a white basket in front of the handlebars.
"Have fun kids."
I said to no one in particular walking further up the static sidewalk until I was passing the main entrance of the high rise project building as a couple walked out smiling arm in arm. We exchanged glances with the guy nodding in my direction while his girl waved. I waved back timidly sort of watching them go in the opposite direction as I got this weird sensation that made the hair on my arms stand on end.
She was sitting there in the entrance to the building on the first step made up like a porcelain doll.
Her hair was immaculately done with cute little barrettes inset. There was a little playset on the edge of the stairs. It was a plastic tea set cups plates and all. She was playing alone but had become frozen in place looking me directly in the eyes. I was overcome with the feeling that some sort of animal lurked nearby stalking me for prey. Her piercing eyes were surrounded by pools of darkness.
"Hello Daisy."
She didn't reply just staring at me for what seemed like an eternity unblinking. I started to feel a bit disoriented, then nauseous inching further away as she calmly went back to her playset pouring herself an imaginary cup of tea. I walked further finding that I was unable to look backward towards the building entrance.
I glanced over at the rowhouses noting that I could just walk across the street. For some reason I couldn't bring myself to cut across the middle of the street continuing onward reaching the edge of the corner.
I stood there at the extreme opposite corner of Tubman Estates now looking at the front of the row houses which appeared boarded up with temporary fencing closing it off from the public. The crappy looking lawn in front of these homes was unkempt with browning grass withering away intermingled with copious amounts of trash. I glanced over my shoulder looking up at the boarded up windows in the condemned housing project.
The traffic light just above my head turned green with an uncharacteristic bell ring.
Instead of crossing the street to the row houses as I initially planned; my feet carried me further into the lane until I was on its opposite side. This sensation of being disassociated from everything, more of a spectator prevailed until the temporary chain link fence was facing me. Through the antiquated, now defunct park and artificially wooded area, I could hear the waves on the adjacent lake crashing against the shore.
Five miles away the beach officially started, but in this area the water was so deep the city took it upon themselves to install these concrete blocks at the break. Some of the left over material framed an adjacent jogging trail. My feet carried me robotically up this winding trail bordered on one side by the crashing early morning waves and the opposite side of the wooded area. Lack of maintenance resulted in this wild ragged, intrusive brush with some tree branches dipping low right into the trail. It didn't matter because I was just along for the ride.
I could see her sitting there almost twenty feet away wearing this white tank and matching shorts of fragile cotton. Her feet were bare, her reddish olive colored skin enhanced by the sunlight. She was sitting on this disjointed row of concrete blocks facing the lake, shoulders slumped, fingers interlocked between her thighs.
My heart started thumping wildly in my chest threatening to break free of its carriage as my pace quickened. I wanted to scream and shout out in joy, but my voice was silenced. My breathe came in interval huffs while my limbs felt aflame. She perked up as if hearing my voice. I could see the realization of my presence dawning on her face as she began to turn in my direction.
"Where are you going?"
"There, I'm going right there where I belong."
"I don't think so."
"Why?"
"Time is up for you two."
"But she's right there, I can see her waiting for me!"
"She's not waiting for you."
"I CAN SEE HER RIGHT THERE!!"
"Of course you can, but she is not waiting for you."
"You can't stop me."
"I don't intend to, but you'll never be with her again."
My gaze traveled to my immediate right finding some extremely dense underbrush with this gnarled weird looking tree jutting upward from the dirt at an extreme angle. It's heaviest branch dipped low onto the trail like someone's arm trying to stop me from progressing. My brow furrowed and I stared intensely at the thick underbrush from which her voice emanated.
"Who are you?"
She walked out stark white of porcelain colored skin with dark ebon hair flowing across her shoulders. Her decadent hourglass figure cover in a glossy black slip. Her abundant, large sloping breasts seemed as if they would burst free of the dipping neckline while the short hem of the silken material rode up on her wide hips as she approached from the dark wooded area.
Her symmetrical beauty and slanted serpentine eyes violated me to the core of my being. So close was she, I was able to see the thin spherical rings inside the lime green of her narrow eyes.
She was carrying a long stemmed daisy which she gently placed on my left ear with a serene smile undone by the inherently threatening look in her predatory eyes. Her thin lips stretched into a wide Cheshire cat smile.
"You will never be with her again."
Before I could respond, I was grabbed behind in a chokehold as the air left my lungs. My hand clawed outward in her direction as I lost my footing being dragged backwards as the other hand appeared similarly. My eyes shifted to the side looking again.
Mintzy was sitting there beaten, disheveled with a shaved head. There were bruises on her shaven pate and flecks of blood on her simple housecoat. She was hunched over, fingers interlocked between her thighs looking out over the lake surface subtly realizing I was there.
Mintzy looked at me with a reassuring nod of her head.
The waters of the lake rose up around me as I began to sink to its bottom while Renee watched putting a long stemmed daisy in her dark tresses behind her left ear. My vision blurred as the water rushed in filling my lungs.
[DARKNESS]
***********************************************************************************************************
The ceiling stared down at me as I shielded my eyes from the sunlight filtering into the room. One of the curtains had been drawn back enough to allow a single concentrated beam directly on my face. I was nude with a sheet covering my business. I found a strip of discarded beads in my palm bringing them up studying and rolling them in my fingers.
This large master bedroom was even more sparse in broad daylight giving me a view of the cleaned out dresser with a few bits of clothing remaining, a half opened closet emptied of content. I glanced over at the wall above the non-existent headboard finding visual evidence that another photo once hung there.
I managed to draw one of my knees up flattening my sole on the sturdy mattress as I raised a free palm to my forehead. There was this oppressive thumping feeling at my temples signaling a lingering hangover as I began to carefully sit upright. The beads were looped between my fingers allowing me something to therapeutically roll them as I planted my feet.
My eyes settled on the discarded cocktail dress which looked dull, less magical in the stark sunlight. I scratched the back of my head clearing my throat as I looked around. The bedroom door was cracked open with a sliver of rectangular negative space. I could hear some light music coming from outside.
"Hey, you're finally awake, huh?" Charity appeared pushing open the door staring at me sitting there.
"Barely."
"Come on, let's have breakfast." She was wearing a collared black tee with a white collar and some grey yoga pants.
"Phoebe, Bentley; are they still asleep?" I leaned over finding my underwear keeping my inert crotch still covered with a sheet as Charity leaned into the door frame arms folded.
"Gone for two hours already; they already had their breakfast, and each other for the second time." She mused whimsically.
"The second time?"
"Apparently Bentley is nowhere near a two-minute guy. When we saw them last night, that was one time for almost four hours, believe it or not."
"Bullshit."
"Oh no, completely legit and I think Phoebe's smitten with our boy. Her glow was iridescent this morning; you should've seen it." I pulled on my pants considering her description of events.
"So how long did he last with you?" I asked still cradling the side of my head leaning forward on the mattress.
"I didn't sleep with him." I perked up looking at the innocuous expression on Charity's face.
"You didn't?"
"Come on, I got breakfast from Door Dash this morning; we need to eat before it gets room temperature." She offered a hand ceremonially helping me to my feet before handing my shirt from its place hanging on the doorknob.
"You didn't cook, I'm so disappointed."
"Gas has been turned off; electricity goes later today or tomorrow; but I think there's still enough hot water left for one more shower, if you want?" She took my hand leading me out into the corridor taking a left further down where another short three step stairwell waited.
"We taking it together?"
"Maybe next time, but I want you to eat with me first." I could feel this odd disconnect bringing up all sorts of triggers. I hung back leaning against the wall as Charity turned facing me, curious.
"Hey if there's anything wrong, say it now, nod or fucking text me; I don't like passive aggressive bullshit; you know this Ms. Gilbert." My mind was deeply in the recent past recalling a similar odd and awkward morning after a blistering sexual encounter.
Charity leaned in kissing me on the lips, eventually sticking her tongue in my mouth. She drew back staring intently at my face, then grabbed my hand pressing it against her bust until it remained without assistance.
"I'm not her, kay? You rattled me this morning like no one has ever done, even Jayson; It's uhm, scary and immediately complicated. I'm not asking for anything other than having breakfast with you as I prepare to turn over the house. I'll do anything you want; just don't compare me to Renee Kelly. I deserve better than that and we both know it. Do you wanna fuck me right now in this hallway; will it ease your nerves?" Her hand covered my own pressing into her spongy left breast.



"I know you're not her, okay? You uh, rattled me too Charity."
"Hey, I was gonna tell you that I need a few days without seeing your face; but I guess that wouldn't have gone over well. It's not about anything between us, its business."
"Oh business, huh?"
"Yeah, I've been tasked with finishing up the transition of my former home to its new occupants, keys and all. It's my punishment for destroying everything including my future; has nothing at all to do with you unless you make it that way."
I looked around noticing a few more packed boxes of odds and ends. There were loose papers on the floors as if someone made a hasty exit prior to us setting up shop in the brownstone for a night. Charity Gilbert's former home and expensive airy, had been shelled. I glanced at her as strains of "Pearls" by Sade emanated from her iPhone in one of the rooms.
"We didn't just have to pay Jaleel a settlement because of my villainy; he ratted me out to most of the other guys I'd uh, taken advantage of before him. That Byron guy I told you about before; he got the second biggest settlement after Jaleel. Mother sort of, made a fund to pay off the other guys so we've had to make some adjustments to our living situation, as you can plainly see, babe. Will you have breakfast with me, please?"
"Yes."
I gathered her up in my arms hugging the defrocked princess tight to my body. She hugged me back just as tight. Charity took my hand leading me to her former bedroom which had been converted into an impromptu artist's studio with some half finished work still lying around on various easels. The furniture was missing other than a folded over beanbag mattress plucked in the corner which led to some questions unasked as I noticed a still hanging piece of art.
There was no doubt of the identity of its subject matter when compared to the model's daughter kneeling beneath it on a spread out blanket unpacking various containers of food.
Even nude, Mrs. Gilbert was very similar to her publicly disgraced daughter. Same body type depicted in oil, albeit with slimmer hips over thicker thighs. The unseen artist and live-in concubine had perhaps made the portrait, too realistic explaining its abandonment. Charity glanced up from my face to the portrait, frowning for a second before taking it down and flinging it on top of the beanbag mattress.
She stared at the portrait, then cupped the underside of my package staring at my face, brow furrowed.
"Thank god, I don't have to put you out." My endowment was inert matter proving my physical fealty to the princess.
"Whatever, you know you can do whatever you want with that; all day if you like." We both knew how much I loved her touch. Charity smiled leaning into my chest before pulling me down on the blanket for an indoor brunch.
"Don't tempt me; besides I'm as messed up as you are from last night."
"This morning." I corrected.
"Whatever."
Charity opened a plastic covered container spoon feeding me a spork full of cheesy eggs then began making me a paper plate of those same eggs, sausage links and two Belgium waffles. Her catering continued with a poured styrofoam tumbler of orange juice. She sat on her haunches watching me eat barely touching her own plate with this serene look on her face. When I'd look at her for any period of time, she'd reach in feeding me herself until I batted her hand away playfully.
"So, its okay right?" Charity asked out of the blue.
"What?"
"Me uhm, not seeing you for a week or two; it's not gonna get weird between us, is it?" She asked again.
"You tell me, Charity?"
She bit her lip looking around the room avoiding my face, then finally took a bit of sausage from her plate before regarding me. It felt like an eternity waiting for her to answer a simple question as Charity took it upon herself to fill my cup again.
"You heard what I said last night; don't uh, say it, just nod your head, okay?"
I nodded.
"Well, it's weird for me because I've never said "THAT" before without something behind it for my own personal gain. Man, I'm so honestly fucked up these days that I don't know myself anymore. I look in the mirror and a stranger is staring back. Hey man, I don't want to be full of shit; so, uhm, I've gotta figure this out."
Even though Charity talked around the obvious elephant in the room, I could feel palpable emotion coming off of her.
"I get it; I really, hope we see each other again Charity."
I found myself squinting looking at her face. She started to squint too putting her plate aside. She crawled over on all fours kissing me getting my full response in kind. My paper plate was half tossed aside as I pulled her into my lap making out for a while.
It felt like some sort of breakup as we lightly pulled apart still embracing.
"I'm scared." She admitted.
"Me too."
"Then you understand why I asked, right?"
"You know, we're not supposed to be having this conversation. Charity Gilbert, you're a fraud."
"I'm a fraud?"
"Yeah, you're supposed to be evil and malevolent; I've believed everything you've said up until this morning. Now, I don't give a shit, but I want something from you before I go."
My hand was just under her butt relieving the rich chocolate beauty of her yoga pants. Charity worked helping me to strip her nude from the waist down. I tossed them over onto the beanbag mattress covering her mother's portrait as we embraced.
"What do you want lover?" My hand cradled the back of her head as it gently came to rest on the floor. I rolled over between her thighs getting naked from my waist to my knees.
"I want us to be close for a little while longer."
"So, we're on the same page then, huh?"
Charity already had her flower opened using her fingers exposing the rich inner pinkness. Both of us watched my crown press and disappear inside before she reached up handling my sides.
Charity's ankles interlocked in the small of my back gently urging me downward until I was completely engulfed. She cooed reaching up cradling my face in her hands staring intently into my eyes. We stared at one another as my long sleeved shirt slid away while I went for the short sleeved tee exposing her full sloping breasts.
Her nipples were fully erect nubs begging for attention as Charity looked on approvingly. I took each in my mouth sucking and savoring the slightly salty taste before making out with her fully. The young Ms. Gilbert was stuffed full with my girth which remained stationary.
Let's just stay like this for a while, okay lover?"
"So Charity, we really are on the same page then, huh?" She was hugging me tight with all four limbs while I responded in kind enjoying the skinship and tightness of her walls contracting around me.
"After today, you don't have to worry about uhm, guilt tripping over any girls. I mean, well I know how you get the bag and uh, well shit I'm putting my foot in my mouth nigga. This whole fucking sincerity thing is really messing my shit up. You got me so, fucked up man; just uh, respect my boundaries while I find out, about myself."
"What are you trying to find out?"
"If I can be anything besides, evil."
Charity admitted slightly rocking her hips following my motions as we ground into one another. We weren't really doing it, just enjoying the connection. I managed to fully relieve her of the tee enjoying the view of her naked body.
"Should I be worried?"
"I don't know." There was a bit of distress in her eyes as we rocked back and forth feeling each other all over.
That candid admission at the tail end of our night together shook Charity to her core along with everything that came before it and the fact that she was being made to close out the last vestiges of her old life with the sale of her former home. I wouldn't have brought it up, much to my shame; probably would've turned it into some joke instead of admitting to myself that it made me uncomfortable. It felt like I was supposed to say something but didn't out of cowardice or sheer stupidity.
"Sorry." I apologized.
"I'm sorry too." Charity replied almost at the same time as me.
We pressed harder against one another surrounded by some guy's paintings and the discarded food she'd ordered. Her walls tightened up around me with this desperate grip that forbade any real movement on my part. I knew what it meant holding her tight in my arms knowing we might not see one another for a while or interact because she said she was falling in love with me.
Intimacy on this level was rare, but I'd experienced it once before.
I cradled Charity tighter in my arms letting my chin rest on her shoulder to hide my face and the conflicted truth of my reality. Her hand was caressing my back acknowledging what we were too stupid to explore.
**********************************************************************************************************
I ended up taking a car downtown for my meeting at the college with the department head Steven. It was hard parting with Charity necessitating us to meet halfway on those terms ending with her refusing to walk me down the stoop. We used up the last of the hot water in the brownstone and lingered talking about everything other than what mattered.
It came down to the last minute forcing me to leave in a car she dialed up on her iPhone. I glanced back towards the house as the car drove away finding nothing. My phone contained two text messages dispatched in the wee hours of the morning while I was out like a stone. It was Charity's intent to get me involved in something as she included some information about her time in Renee's salon.
"Fuck, I kinda knew it." The message informed me of a new alternate location for a second beauty salon at the outskirts of downtown, something smaller and more intimate that Rashida would be running as its day to day manager. She'd even included its address, but I found that I cared less opening the second message.
"Guess you know me way too well." I mumbled under my breath finding the pic attached to the second message that was intentionally kept from me so that Charity could enjoy a night uninterrupted.
The pic depicted Charity seated at Renee's workstation with her intricate hair design recently finished surrounded with Carlie on the left rocking her signature hair wrap on the left side, while Rashida Sikes flanked her on the right wearing a track suit on her upper half and some obvious booty shorts covering her iconic lower half. The real centerpiece of the pic wasn't Charity, but infamous baby mama number two, Renee Kelly.
She was standing directly behind her client leaning in with an arm draped across Charity's left shoulder almost as if in ownership. Her symmetrical beauty parallel with her clients head as they say side by side in the photo. Her dark hair sans the usual highlights, was down across her shoulders instantly triggering my memory of the nightmare I'd had earlier.
"Maybe, later." I quickly clicked off the pic finding another issue in scores of emails emanating from the dummy email I'd set up to look for new talent on a lark. There were pages of hopefuls with pics and vids attached. The first few pics I received were seriously not up to the standard, but a few leaving me resolved to audit them later.
The secondary campus building was night and day almost feeling like more modernized than its counterpart which had existed alone for three decades prior. This new building was being positioned as the public face of the college as I went inside walking up this angled ramp onto the lobby finding the place a hub of activity. All of the different people from all walks of life made me feel anxious and embarrassed at my limited experience.
I'd lived in a mostly black world up until this point thinking nothing of the actual future for the most part. My boss Steven held a nice office on the third floor. It was sort of an administrative area for educators dealing in the performing arts with some areas of the floor cordoned off for the accounting department separate of the bursar.
These administrative offices were modern with a continued vertically oblong aesthetic that allowed for these nice paneled windows from hardwood floor to roof looking out at the cityscape beyond. I got indifferent looks from some of the office occupants as I traversed the corridor on my way to Steven's office at the end of it.
One irritated looking blonde actually got up and slammed the door as I walked by leaving a lingering echo. I felt slighted irrationally, part of me wanting to go back and open that door to flip her the bird. My rational side wrote off that petulant train of thought as an internal manifestation of my awkwardness in an unfamiliar environment.
Steven's door was cracked and I could hear voices emanating from it informing me the meeting was already well under way. I hurried forward slowing a bit wondering if I'd look like a fool barging in or if I might be fired before I began for being late as I checked my phone. I was on time according to the message looking up to find a sight that stopped me dead in my tracks. Her waist was tiny with this unavoidable heart shaped butt encased in skintight denim that looked ready to burst at the seams.
My experience told me it was precisely a little over fifty inches across as my gaze traveled up finding its owner, Zoya Berhan.
Unfortunately she was glancing over her shoulder at my face. Rightfully so, it felt like I'd been caught with my hand in the cookie jar. The office was stuffed to the brim with other TA personnel which rattled me even more. Some guy with glasses leaned forward in his chair opening the door revealing me to everyone including Steven sitting behind his desk.
"Oh, you guys are uh, already having the, meeting?"
"Oh hey guy, sorry nobody told you I like to keep things informal. We just kind of get it going when enough people turn up; why don't you come on in and join us." Steven was completely chill while Zoya made no bones in her body language that she found me, creepy.
"Yeah, uh yes sir."
I was worried the other two female TA associates would pick up on Zoya's nonverbal cues and make my life a living hell of looking over my shoulder and avoidance going forward. She sort of pushed past some of the guys standing besides Steven's chair.
He didn't seem to notice partially focused on some paperwork on his desk. One of the women inside was this large portly sister who looked outwardly aggressive. I wisely avoided her and this apprehensive redhead who looked irritated at my presence.
"Well, right before you came inside, I was informing your associates here that we'd be having somewhat of an eclectic film festival to kick off our department and promote the new student theatre one floor down. All of us were discussing movies, potential films for the festival outside of the cuff. Do you have anything to offer?"
"Uhm, tell me a film you've already decided on, and I'll give you one of mine."
Being a tv head for a good portion of my life, I didn't want to make a fool of myself by suggesting the wrong thing as Steven glanced at Zoya giving her a wink that made everyone chuckle nervously. I felt out of the loop but did my best to hide it outwardly.
"Well, Sharkesha here has already added Daughters of the Dust to the proceedings."
I glanced over at the sister getting a prolonged stare back as she folded her arms across her chubby belly radiating familiar aggression. I gathered she felt out of place too but didn't appreciate her drawing an invisible line between us from the start. She probably expected me to tow the ethnic line. I looked around at most of our other peers avoiding Zoya's face as the only other ethnic person of visible color in Steven's office.
"So, we're doing art films? I mean Julie Dash is a prolific director and I would've actually suggested her 1975 short Four Women; the progressive feminist crowd would love it and the music by Nina Simone is a plus, but you'd probably have to stick her music video work with acts like Tony Toni Tone and Tracy Chapman after it, sir."
It felt like time froze the minute I stopped talking.
"WE USING DAUGHTERS OF THE DUST; THAT OKAY WITH YOU, BIG BRAIN?!!" Sharkesha exploded in a huff drawing attention unwanted to herself for a few seconds before everyone turned back to me as the sudden epicenter of the room.
"Fine, just saying that you could also place that at either end of the presentation, ma'am. I didn't mean to come off as pretentious, but don't mistake me for a whipping boy either. I apologize miss, okay?" I intentionally made my face hard as stone looking her directly in the eye unflinching.
"It's fine, that's what we'll do for that particular Thursday evening; Sharkesha you can do whatever you like and uhm, please take in a screening of the suggestions made by your associate today."
"Uh, yassuh Steven." Sharkesha's instant compliance was telling and cringey.
"What else you got?"
"Tanya's Island." I answered with out hesitation, barely hiding my annoyance with Sharkesha while Zoya burned a hole in the side of my head. There was no way I could look at her without drawing unwanted attention, so I focused on the back of Steven's desktop monitor.
"What's that?" One of the other TA's asked.
"Canadian fantasy film directed by Alfred Sole featuring a love triangle between a shipwrecked interracial couple and a uhm, missing link. It's experimental in my opinion, part of Gen-X pop culture, a deep cut starring D.D. Winters. It's severely eclectic if uhm, there are no restraints rated R as it were, sir."
"Who the fuck is D.D. Winters?" One guy asked.
"What is a missing link?" The remaining female TA asked.
"That's like a Big Foot, right?" The bespectacled student by the door asked as Steven pivoted in his chair waiting for me to answer.
"D.D. Winters aka Vanity, for anybody really familiar with the music of the late great musical genius, Prince. She's know for being part of a girl group called Vanity 6 as the front woman, famous song uh, Nasty Girl. Yeah uh, right and eh, the missing link in the film is a sort of tropical Big Foot for those of you concerned." I found myself looking out into the corridor nervously scratching the back of my head.
"But you said, there's a love triangle, in the movie, right?!"
"Yup." I was prepared to say I was joking but felt attacked resolved to let the issue rest or die with Steven.
"EW THAT'S NASTY!!" The redhead exploded first setting off a cacophony of chatter and jeers making me regret my decision. I glanced over finding Zoya looking at me, visibly disgusted.
"I'm sure it will be okay; as a matter of fact I want most of the content to be eclectic, so submit your lists via email and I'll get back to you guys." Steven was unfazed, looking amused as everyone filed out, some giving me the stink eye.
"Uh, sorry."
"You have nothing to be sorry about; I appreciate thinking outside the box for a change and I'll be looking forward to your list as well."
"OH, YOU WANT ME TO SUGGEST MORE FILMS?"
"Of course, and do me a favor and post some more of those flyers downstairs in the student center; if you don't mind?" Steven motioned towards a stack on his desk held down with a stapler as a paperweight.
"Whatever you say boss." I replied gathering them up noticing Zoya remained behind.
"Steven, we don't use titles in my department." He corrected somewhat stern.
"Sure." I walked out without looking back leaving him there with Zoya. I figured maybe they were hooking up, taking it out in trade and I had no dog in that fight.
The disparaging look on her face gave me pause as I hit the elevator to the lobby.
The lobby was crowded with wall to wall students, faculty and one or two vagrants wandering aimlessly about the place as I found my self in front of the student center. I was feeling dismissed wondering if Steven were really giving it to Zoya upstairs. It was sexually morbid curiosity as I thought about the proper way to shoot a scene with her big fifty inch derriere.



I checked my phone finding even more messages from a plethora of women all with noses opened from the promise of monetary gain to be in an adult movie.
My inbox was stuffed to the gills as I made the necessary adjustments sending everything to a temporary folder revealing a message I'd been waiting on from Mr. Van Allen. I'd texted him a few days earlier but know felt apprehensive because my on again, off again conversations with his daughter. I resolved to put things behind me for the rest of the afternoon and attend to the job at hand.
Knowing it was improbable, I went into the lounge beginning my work at the corkboard adjacent to the entrance. I posted a few flyers there making sure they wouldn't be missed before snagging a slice of pizza from the takeout counter.
While I was paying, serendipity reared its ugly head in a African wrap. She looked like someone was pointing a gun at her subtly drawing the attention of her attendant friends. Carlie Kelly looked at me pointedly but I ignored her walking to a booth. She left her friends making beeline for my table. I sat back watching her approach without any verbal cue.
"Oh here you are again, uhm?"
"Carlie, you know who I am; Renee's cousin? Well actually she's more like an aunt, but you already know that don't you?" She slid into the booth setting a stack of books on the table which likely were purchased from her clandestine actions pimping out Andre.
"Yeah sure whatever you say; what do you want?" Her eyes widened almost in disbelief at my dismissive attitude towards her and the mention of her relative. I guess that I was supposed to be forever pining for my cousin's esteemed baby mamma number two. I little half smile formed on her big lips confirming my suspicions.
"Playing the role; you are trying to get at her again, aren't you?"
"Can I ask you a question uh, Carrie?"
"Carlie." She corrected.
"Sure uhm, is there somebody you want me to call? I think you are having an episode." I stared back at her manifesting a concerned yet inoffensive expression.
"What?"
"Are you, a diabetic or something; you really should take your insulin Catty." I maintained a straight face as she rolled her shoulders with these little dimples forming at the ends of her button nose.
"Carlie, that's my fucking name." I stared at her for a moment or two before resting my chin on my fist.
"And the other; name's ah, Renee right?" She was already starting to scoot over out of the booth having a bit of difficulty because of the designer tote hanging from her shoulder. It was composed of tan leather in knit-like fashion.
"Fuck you."
"Is this Renee; here right now with us Chloe?"
"CARLIE NIGGA, THAT'S MY FUCKING NAME!! CARLIE OKAY MOTHERFUCKA?!!" I was taken aback at her explosive outburst which alerted some of our melanin challenged contemporaries in the adjacent booth. Some muted laughter accompanied her outburst as Carlie stalked off through a crowd of students.
"Hey bro, you good man?" Some guy I'd met at orientation named Skip, chimed in nosey.
"Oh it's just fine, first year of college has her all wound up."
"Okay, you ask me; that broad needs a good fuck."
Skip's female companion, some pink haired young lady, and an overt feminist in training, took umbrage at the aside. My buddy ended up wearing an ice coffee on his head as a second offended harpy stomped out of the center.
***********************************************************************************************************
I enjoyed the rest of my lunch without incident with my phone as company finding more women blowing up my inbox. I didn't know what to make of things figuring a lot of women had fallen on hard times as I dipped into the folder looking at a few pics after making sure no one was watching.
Most of the women who'd responded to my impromptu ad were of the big and tall variety and nowhere near the gold standard of Shawnee Thompson, the only comparable model in their weight class. One did stand out in dramatic fashion sporting a similar figure to Ms. WTF, but those reported seventy two inches was unfortunately way over on the west coast. Her name was Maria Lorena Espinoza and she included a very short, unorthodox clip with a single pic.
I laughed at the viral clip which revealed her taking care of a persistent stalker at her assumed place of work, Target. Shot from a bystander's phone, some guy lingered at her cash register along with friends getting out of hand while Maria side eyed him simultaneously ringing up a screeching "Karen" with several loud, disruptive toddlers in tow. It looked as if the situation got to her as she suddenly snatched up the offending party smashing him under her kaiju sized butt in one epic squat while people laughed and jeered.
She was this baby faced Latina who reminded me facially of Ariel Winter. That stupid guy was folded over and squashed, screaming for his life.
She sat there on top of the guy resting her chin on her fist staring right at the camera while being yelled at by the "Karen" and several other customers waiting in line while concerned patrons tried to appeal to her better nature. Eventually security showed up managing to free the guy who appeared to be some dumb teen who made the unfortunate mistake of briefly running his hand across her butt.
An attendant manager was in her face also yelling and motioning towards the unattended cash register unwittingly waking the beast as the witless employer ended up similarly squashed before Maria was subdued and cuffed.
"Lot of potential there." I wondered if the clip and attendant pic had even been sent by Ms. Espinoza.
The sole pic included was a partially headless shot of Maria laying face down in a white t-shirt and panty set that had me wondering where she purchased the intimates because of her outstanding size. This likely younger woman was definitely Shawnee's peer size wise with just as many war stories.
I went through a few more pics finding some visual body horror and some suspect overweight guy doing his worst to convince me he was a woman only to earn a bionic social media block instead. It got exhausting after a few minutes as I noticed more entries coming in almost nonstop. I knew I had to put an end to this finishing up my job for the day by placing the remaining flyers in this clear plastic dispenser just outside the double doors of the center.
My mind was on Charity Gilbert after the last few days of drama as I walked outside getting a shock.
Carlie Kelly was standing on the sidewalk about ten feet away with some big jacked up looking bald brother who appeared to be an African immigrant of sorts. She was engaged in deep conversation favoring her expensive bag while what appeared to be her new beau stood there listening casually. My eyes weren't only on them, but a familiar badonkadunk still threatening to burst the seams of the airtight denim they were encased inside. The hairs on the back of my neck and arms stood on end.
She was holding court with Zoya Berhan on the sidewalk eventually noticing me out the corner of her eye. There was no doubt I was likely being put on blast and probably outed which would undoubtedly end my job as a TA in the film department.
My heart was thumping wildly at the myriad possibilities of that conversation as Zoya intermittently glanced over her shoulder at me, still visibly apprehensive. I didn't want the smoke right away suddenly walking in the opposite direction with no clear destination. I needed to regroup and think this shit out.
"Hey!" I was surprised when Zoya called out to me turning to find her standing a few feet away from me with this smile on her face that read all kinds of menace.
"Oh yeah, here you go ma'am." I handed her an extra flyer, the last in my possession intended for a keepsake quickly pushing it into her hand.
"Why're you giving me this paper?" Her accent was thick with a UK tinge to it as I took a step backward.
"You wanna give your friends a flyer to the film festival; no problem, look I gotta go, see you around."
I scuttled off without waiting to actually hear what she wanted. I wasn't about to let some woman I really didn't know talk shit to me. My heart didn't stop thumping until I was around the corner and a block or more away. I just wanted to get as far away from Zoya as humanly possible as my phone started ringing off the hook.
"Hello!"
"WHERE ARE YOU?!"
"Tressie?"
"WHERE ARE YOU, RIGHT NOW?!!"
"Excuse you miss?!" It seemed like the man upstairs wanted me to be verbally drubbed in one fashion or another.
"I texted you fifteen times and you're ignoring me! Hey, I'm not trying to fight with you; I just wanted to talk!" Tressie Fisher still sounded indignant and entitled getting my hackles up.
"I WAS AT SCHOOL!! I WAS IN A MEETING TRESSIE!!" I yelled back into the phone walking a crowded downtown street going nowhere fast.
"Where are you; can we talk?"
"We're talking right now; what do you want?!!" I wasn't hiding my irritation with her in the least and considered hanging up in her face. There was a long pause, but I could hear some labored breathing on her end of the line.
"I'm sorry about calling you up with an attitude, really. Can we uhm, meet somewhere, and talk?"
"I don't know about that; your boyfriend might not like it."
"Don't be that way with me; I'm just asking if we can meet face to face and talk about something. You don't have to catch an attitude with me because I was short with you, last time we uhm..."
"YOU CAN'T SAY IT, HUH TRESSIE?!"
"Where are you? I'll come pick you up and drop you at your house." She sidestepped my question offering something else designed to get me under control. I wasn't having it after she'd dropped me at the train station like rubbish last time we were intimate.
"Nah, I'm good; taking the train."
"You don't have to; want to uh, get something to eat?"
"Nope." I planted myself on a crowded bus bench staring across the street at a plaza which was a tourist attraction because of these massive ornate fountains. Her desperation was raising all kinds of red flags that I didn't want to address.
"I'm sorry, really sorry; can't we be friends?"
"We're not?"
"OF COURSE WE ARE!! Come on, let me pick you up and we can spend a little time together, okay?"
"Mr. Gilbert's not gonna like that; did you get his ex-wife's permission?" I poked deep getting some verbal payback for Charity Gilbert who'd been made to kowtow to Tressie by her own biological mother, no less.
"FUCKING ASSHOLE!!" Tressie hung up in my face piquing my curiosity.
I dialed up Charity finding that my call went straight to voicemail. Two more calls with the same results spoke to a bargain with her I was trying to break unconsciously. We agreed to take a break from one another so that she could figure herself out or come to terms with whatever she had going on outside of our "friendship". In that moment I felt a lingering pain in my heart, kind of feeling rejected on some level. My phone rang again, this time it was my mother.
"WHAT TIME ARE YOU GETTING HOME?!!" She shouted.
"Why?"
"I NEED YOU TO GO SHOPPING WITH ME!! ARE YOU AT SCHOOL BOY?!!"
"Uhm, got out a few minutes ago mom." I answered apprehensively.
"TAKE ONE OF THOSE UBER CABS AND COME ON HOME SO WE CAN GO SHOPPING!!" I wasn't fooled in the least and well beyond annoyed that Tressie played a trump card no other woman in my life outside of Vicky Stone could.
No doubt my mother thought she was playing matchmaker stoked that two of her picks for female companionship were seemingly vying for my affections. In less than twenty-four hours, all of my aunties would be in the know and by proxy, the rest of the family.
"Did somebody break in and steal all of the food, mom?"
"GET YOUR ASS HOME OR YOU'RE GROUNDED!!" She slammed in my face.
"I'm nineteen."
Predictably I happened across my mother walking out of the house in a hurry just as I was pulling up to the curb. It looked like she'd just robbed a bank or something as she beat a hasty trail to her car only to be confronted by me stepping out of the Uber. I decided to be cute cutting my own path towards the passenger side door of her car.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING?!!" Mom yelled at me as I tried the car door finding it locked.
"We're going to the store, right?"
"HUH?!! UH, YOU STAY HERE. I GOTTA RUN SOME ERRANDS!!" She stammered.
"I don't mind tagging along." I tried to sound innocent as she suddenly glared at me looking busted.
"STAY YOUR BUTT HERE; I'LL CALL YOU, UH LATER!!" She had no idea I'd been trolling her the whole time peeling out into the horizon line as I heard my screen door open and shut abruptly.
Tressie Fisher was standing on my front porch wearing this corduroy blazer, long sleeved business shirt and a floor length denim skirt looking every bit the junior elder of our church. Her long brown hair hung at her shoulders, a headband covering her hairline which her a more mature look than usual. We exchanged looks as she was already walking down my steps with a hand on the railing.
"I'm really sorry about all of this, but I had to see you."
"No, you just had to tell me what you want; but when you didn't get your way, you decided to blow my shit up; with my mother no less. What the fuck is going on Tressie?"
"I'M REALLY SORRY!!" She stammered almost running towards me with her hands up to cradle my face. I backed up a step grabbing her wrists softly.
"What do you want?"
"Can we, uh go inside; I mean your mother was so nice and accommodating letting me wait in the living room." I released her wrists watching as she favored them slightly also knowing I was being watched from across the street.
"Tressie, you've got me fucked up and you broke your own goddam rules on top of it. I thought our shit was supposed to be secret because you didn't wanna get exposed, bitch? What's up with this shit, and what the fuck is wrong with you today?"
"I want to explain everything, can we go inside now?" I folded my arms across my chest glancing around finding my nosey neighbor and one of her associates watching. Some kids were also getting an eyeful, but I was infinitely wary of Tressie Fisher.
"Don't nobody know you around here; we can talk outside."
"I DON'T WANNA TALK OUT HERE; I WANNA DO IT IN YOUR HOUSE!!" Her face changed, brows furrowed, lips twisted into an angry scowl that reminded me of the night I witnessed her parenting her cousin's siblings. This was your classic angry black queen demanding the throne whether you liked it or not.
I didn't like it.
"You have yourself a nice drive home ma'am."
I raised an eyebrow intending to walk past her up my steps, but Tressie snagged my arm digging her nails into my forearm until I disengaged them without some effort. She was almost criminally desperate looking as if she would burst into angry tears.
"Tressie go home." I took a step or two up towards my front door leaving her there at the bottom of my steps.
"CAN YOU ERASE ALL THAT STUFF WE DID?!!" Tressie blurted out loud enough to be heard across the street. I turned on a dime looking at her face recognizing the panic written all over it. This was a high level of desperation that I'd never seen before.
"Is that what you wanted?"
"Yes."
Tressie's head hung low, shoulders slouched as she nodded profusely admitting what she wanted making it seem like some defeat. I took stock of her posture and the sort of nauseous expression on her face which tugged at my heartstrings.
"Come on inside." She stumbled a bit up the stairs as I took her inside glancing back finding my neighbors in the process of gossiping and having a laugh. Tressie hung back just inside the door looking willfully at me until I closed the door isolating us in my living room.
"I'm really sorry about how I acted that night; it was wrong and uh, well I was being a bitch. I never should've treated you that way. I'm sorry about not being honest with you about William."
"I'm over it."
"Are you sure; because you've never talked to me like you did today and I felt like you were upset with me for uhm, well being official with someone." I bristled inside at her assertion.
"Right, come on back to my bedroom."
I nudged by Tressie walking back to my bedroom where I had a seat in front of my laptop unlocking it as she appeared in the door way. I motioned for Tressie to come inside watching as she timidly took a step forward. I took exception to her demeanor bringing up my page on the original host site while she watched.
"I uh, thought talking face to face would be the best way to get my point across; I never meant for it to happen with William and uh, Charity's just gonna have to forgive me for that. For a little while, I didn't even know what we were after that first time at his house."
"I don't need to know, come over here Tressie." She walked over finding her scenes listed on the administrative side of my pay site. I'd also opened the original folder containing all of her content I'd had yet to use. I pulled out my seat allowing her to sit in front of my laptop and editing bay.
"So, this is all of my stuff?"
"Everything, although your original scene was behind a paywall before I pulled it just now. Your face was digitally wiped in that scene, covered with a mosaic but its been purchased about twenty or more times since it was posted. You can delete all of your material right now and get on with your life." There was no emotion in my voice as I sat on the edge of my bed.
"You're just gonna let me, delete everything?"
"That's what you wanted, right?" Tressie looked at her inaugural scene depicted amongst the others we'd shot breathing heavily glancing back at me, lower lip quivering.
Tressie Fisher deleted her movies and unused content with a single push of a button.
The weight of the world seemed to slide off her shoulders as Tressie leaned back in my desk chair running a hand through her hair. Her chest was heaving as she rested an elbow on my desktop. I took stock of her body language figuring something unknown triggered me as Tressie glanced at me out the corner of her eye.
A slow, easy relieved smile formed on her lips. Whatever was going on, I didn't want to know because I had bigger fish to fry with Carlie Kelly possibly outing me at school.
"Did you really think I wouldn't delete that stuff if you asked?"
"Well, you were mad at me."
"Hey, I didn't want to make those scenes in the first place; it was your fucking idea."
"Says the guy who bought his camera to church thinking to blackmail me into something; and you posted it anyway."
"Says the girl who was mad that I put a digital mosaic over her face; the same girl who opened up to me about a bunch of stuff I never wanted to know and this same fucking girl who already cheated on her man with me before acting like an asshole afterwards when she could've just told me about being in a relationship if we were really friends like she insisted. Oh, did I forget to mention the threesome with your cousin which is all kinds of weird however you look at it?! So, we're cool now and I'll just pretend none of that shit ever happened ma'am!!"
I didn't intend to go on a full rant.
"You hate me?"
"Did you really accept Charity's forced apology, or did you gloat?"
"Why're you asking me that? Besides, you wanted me to get involved so that you two could sneak around together. Don't act like you didn't get something out of it."
"Says the same girl who called up my mother running a con game for some dick; or was it really all about your ego because I wasn't simping all over you after we FUCKED?!! Yeah, I blew you off after fucking your brains out in your goddam Sunday school of all places. So Tressie, have you given Mr. Gilbert the business in the middle of that floor like you gave me that time, huh?!! Oh sorry, it's William, right bitch?!!"



Her palm collided with my face in a loud pancake slap.
"Don't."
Tressie Fisher's face was completely flushed with streams of tears running down her cheeks. She started sobbing uncontrollably while I watched stone faced, left cheek throbbing and stinging from the pain. Tressie didn't want me sullying the name of her man. She got up with this sort of jerky movement looking unsure of what to do with herself as I took my seat not even looking at her beginning to open my stuffed inbox.
"None of this ever happened, nothing between us other than the fake church shit; go back to your life and do whatever you want, pretend, live your best life, actress. Feel free to let yourself out Ms. Fisher."
I found almost double the emails, way more than earlier hoping to find at least one more candidate for what I was surreptitiously building after my other site had been pirated away.
"Hey." Tressie was still there, her voice directly behind me.
"We're done here; we don't have anymore business, but I'll keep faking it to keep up the lie you told my mother. When Saturday rolls around, I'll hit up the mall or a movie."
"Hey." She called out again.
"Get the fuck out of my house Tressie."
I kept typing away working on the assignment given by my boss Steven. Now that I'd gone through a shitload of drama, I was keen on getting back into the swing of things already trying to figure out how to offset Carlie Kelly's bullshit. I figured there was no reason why the same online model that brought down Officer Douchebag wouldn't work on Ms. Kelly.
But then again, Carlie had infamous baby mamma number two as her backup. I went to my android calling up the pic sent to me by Charity. Even in a photo, those slanted malevolent eyes bore into me.
"LOOK AT ME!!!" Tressie suddenly screamed hysterically out of nowhere as loud as she could manage. It shocked me nearly to death as I flinched and swiveled about in my chair facing her.
Tressie Fisher was completely naked; her clothing in a heap at her feet.
"No."
"I don't want it to be this way between us; please don't hate me. I really didn't mean to get involved with William, but it just happened. Please, just be my friend again; I'll let you do whatever you want to me one last time, but I love him. We uhm, help each other and I uh, think I need it more than anything. Won't you fuck me one more time and stop hating me? I'm not bad, not evil really; I was hurt because nobody cared that I got-taken by Pastor Grey. I uhm, just told William last night and we, uhm cried together. Please don't be angry with me, I'll do it anyway you want. Come on, fuck me real good; I want to make it up to you because it wasn't fair what I did to you the last time."
"Tressie, put your clothes on."
She was sort of rocking side to side vertically, visibly shivering with unbridled emotion. Her forearm covered her breasts kind of mashing them against her chest while her other hand covered her muff in a demureness that should've outraged me considering our shared sexual history.
"I'll do it really; we can do it as much as you want just one more time, but please don't hate me." I got up walking in her direction as she started trembling even more looking as if she were experiencing a meltdown.
"I understand Tressie; I don't hate you." I yanked the comforter from my bed wrapping it around her nude body.
"But you don't want to be my friend."
"I think we're cool; maybe you should focus on your relationship, okay?" I sat her down on the edge of my bed softly caressing her hair for a second or two. Tressie opened the blanket revealing her enormous breasts, but I tugged it closed cupping her chin.
"You can do it; I want us to be even."
"We are Tressie; you're a good friend and I have to be too. I wanna tell you a secret, but only if you promise to keep it between us. Can you do that, huh Tressie?"
She nodded.
"I'm trying to help Vicky."
"Uhm, I don't understand." She sniffled redoubling her grip on the blanket covering her body.
"The last time we saw one another, I told her I didn't want to know her secret. I just wanted us to stay together and figure out what we were doing. It's crazy because we didn't know each other for a long time, fuck we just uh, met as you know. She got blackmailed and fucked over because of me and I'm trying to fix it."
"How?"
"Well uh, I know this lawyer who kind of wanted to help me out when I got in trouble with a crooked cop, but I already took care of that asshole for Vicky. So I asked him to represent her and we've been trying to work something out with the courts to cut down on her time. It's kind of tricky, he told me she got into a fight her first week there, actually a couple of fights."
Tressie's eyes widened as her mouth hung open.
"That was you? I thought her lawyer was taking it pro bono for charity or something! You got my cousin a high powered lawyer and I've been thinking you just said fuck her because of what she was doing to put food on her table!! I was so mad at you; that's really why I asked Phoebe to give you that letter from Vicky!! Did you read it?"
"I can't right now Tressie."
"WHY?!!"
I knew I didn't have an answer that made sense and that my lack of said answer might infuriate Tressie to no end. I couldn't tell her that barely touching the letter caused me such unbearable turmoil. In my mind it wasn't time to open it yet because I hadn't dealt with our mutual nemesis, infamous baby mamma number two. Tressie sat there wrapped in my comforter waiting for an answer I didn't want to give.
"I'm not ready yet; I'm gonna pull the door up so you can get dressed. Go find your happiness and uh, remember Charity is a human being too." I pulled the door up leaving her there in my room finding a seat on the couch in my living room. I didn't want her to see my hands shaking.
I got my phone out finding a new text chock full of emojis from Yoli.
"Just what the doctor ordered; I've been missing you." I texted back getting an instant response like she'd been sitting there with her phone diligently waiting for a response.
A feminine thinking emoticon appeared on the face of my phone.
"It's been a little crazy lately and I miss having you around. "
A lust emoticon appeared with two big hearts for eyes followed by a blushing and kissing versions. I felt a little guilty knowing I might've called Yoli up if she were available, then felt even worse when my mind shifted to Charity Gilbert. I wondered if maybe, she was filling the selfish roll I'd inadvertently pushed on a guilt-ridden Yoli as a simple question mark appeared on the face of my phone.
"Sorry, guess I'm not respecting you like we talked about when you were in the hospital. I really hope you're doing okay."
The question mark appeared again.
"It's nothing, just a little lonely right now and uh, some of my friends are kind of acting like the shitty people at your old place of work. I'm just saying that everything has been so different since I met you and sometimes I wish it was different so that we could've had a chance."
The question mark appeared again next to a sad faced emoticon. Before I could answer, I heard Tressie walking up the corridor planting my phone face down on the coffee table. She hung at the entrance to my living room staring intently at me for a few seconds as I got up with the intent of letting her out. Tressie unexpectantly wrapped her arms around me in a deep hug.
"It's okay Tressie." I lightly patted her back instead of reciprocating.
"You understand, right?"
"Yeah, I think I do; so what now Tressie?"
"I just wanna be happy with him; I want to make him happy in any and every way humanly possible. I wasn't lying when I told you we kind of accidentally found one another. The last time we were together, I didn't know what we were, William and I; but now I can feel it everyday when I open my eyes. Nothing will keep us apart now; thank you so much for understanding."
"Come on girl, you gotta hit the road and bag that man; oh, and you've gotta work it out with his daughter too. He's a package deal whether you like it or not."
"You like her, don't you?"
"She's a friend."
"Is that why you won't read Vicky's letter; afraid you might have to choose?"
"No."
Tressie took both of my hands bringing them up to her lips kissing my knuckles lightly. There were still lingering tears running down her cheeks, but she was smiling brightly in a way I'd never seen. I reached over opening the front door allowing the remaining vestiges of sunlight to flow in like an ethereal beacon.
"Go, be happy."
"So, we okay now right; you're not gonna change your mind and expose me, right?" The question struck me odd.
"You just deleted all of your stuff, its gone Tressie."
"I hope so, getting that clip really set me off this afternoon."
"Huh?"
"Yeah, somebody sent me a clip from your page and nothing else; I thought you did it because I treated you badly that night, but you didn't fuck me. Then, I knew you were really okay after all."
"WHY DIDN'T YOU TELL ME WHAT HAPPENED?!!"
"I uhm, was just going with the flow, kind of wanted to see if you were doing it to me. Hey, I guess I was just scared you'd hold all that footage over my head, so I thought you wanted to have revenge sex with me. I'm so sorry about thinking the worst of you; it's just that I saw my life going into the toilet. I thought I was gonna lose it all."
"Do you still have that clip?"
"Uhm, yeah."
"WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS SHIT?!!" Before I could look at the clip both of us were suddenly disturbed by the shrill, enraged voice of Charity Gilbert.
She was standing on the other side of the screen door frozen mid-knock looking at both of us collectively. Her face reflected her thoughts at the sight of me and a visibly disheveled Tressie Fisher. Her phone was quickly in hand obviously filming both of the people she thought were betraying not only her, but her father.
"CHARITY WAIT, IT'S NOT!!!" I pushed open the screen door but she quickly launched her foot into it hitting me dead in the face.
Tressie panicked pushing on the door encountering another violent shove that stopped her for a second. The strength of Hercules reared its ugly head allowing Tressie to shove the screen door open with enough force to shove Charity back a step or two.
"YOU DID THIS TO ME!! YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO BE ON MY SIDE!!"
Charity screamed at the top of her lungs surprising both of us when she quickly jumped over the banister landing on the grass just inside my hedges. Tressie half stumbled down the stairs never breaking stride with the intent of grabbing her rival, but Charity took off running as fast as she could by the time I was halfway down the stairs. I glimpsed her running into the alley behind my garage.
"CATCH HER, SHE'S GONNA TELL!!" Tressie had unfortunately stumbled over because of her attire as I ran past her into the alley finding Charity nowhere to be seen.
It was like she disappeared into thin air. I turned back finding Tressie jumping behind the wheel of her car burning rubber in a wide arching U-turn right into the alley. She nearly clipped me as she sped past in hot pursuit of Charity. I went for my phone, but remembered it was on the living room coffee table.
I ran back to the house snatching up my phone frantically dialing up Charity as I sped out of the house slamming the door behind me. Of course I was blocked as I took off running down the street and the adjacent alley. I made it to the other end of the block my heart almost bursting before I thought to call up Phoebe.
"Hey, you guys finally got together, huh?" Phoebe sounded glib having obviously already talked to Charity Gilbert beforehand.
"PHOEBE, I NEED YOU TO CALL CHARITY!!" I blurted out screaming in her ear panicked.
"What did you do?"
"CAN YOU PLEASE JUST CALL HER AND PUT US ON A THREE WAY LINE?!!" I begged barely able to form words.
"She was going to your house to be with you; said she didn't wanna wait; did you hurt her? WAS THERE ANOTHER GIRL OVER THERE?!!"
"IT WAS A MISUNDERSTANDING!! PHOEBE CALL HER, I NEED TO TALK TO HER RIGHT NOW!!" I was leaning against one of my neighbor's backyard fence physically taxed, desperate to get in touch with Charity.
"DID YOU HAVE A FUCKING GIRL, OVER THERE?!!" Phoebe screamed into my ear.
"Yeah, but we weren't doing anything, I was trying..."
"FUCK YOU!!" Phoebe hung up in my face screaming like a banshee.
She was definitely feeling her friend's pain too much to listen to me. I didn't know where Charity Gilbert was, but I knew Tressie Fisher was out there driving around hunting her down. I didn't want to think about what would happen if she found Charity.
Visions of them brawling all over the streets drenched in blood came to mind as I tried calling Phoebe up again finding myself blocked.
I had an epiphany half running back to my house with a slight limp. I managed to get inside ignoring the gathered neighbors outside who'd got one hell of a show. I found the burner phone given to me by a now broken hearted woman. I cried out in joy when her number began ringing.
"CHARITY WAIT, JUST LISTEN TO ME!!" I screamed desperately as soon as she answered.
"I WAS COMING TO YOU!! I WAS COMING TO BE WITH YOU!! YOU COULDN'T WAIT ONE FUCKING DAY FOR ME!!" Charity was inconsolable, her words becoming unintelligible gibberish until it sounded more like she was choking instead of speaking.
"WAIT YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND, I WAS!!" Charity ended the call and I knew better than to call her back.
It felt like my world was imploding again for the second time. I was at once helpless again in a place I didn't want to be as I glanced around my room breathing hard. My hands started trembling, shaking with rage at the heavens above for this bit of karmic backlash washing over me. It was sort of an out of body experience for me as I watched myself trashing my bedroom before sliding down the wall staring out into space.
I buried my face in my hands frustrated with nothing left. I wanted to fight, do something, do anything; but it was out of my control ultimately as my eyes settled on my computer. The work email was staring me in the face from its screen as another thought crept into my head. I righted my chair finishing up the list of suggestions for the film festival at my school.
I found a couple of beers in the fridge and downed them trying in vain to force my mind elsewhere knowing one way or another, there was another big shoe out there waiting to drop. I got in bed fully clothed nursing my last beer staring up at the ceiling as night came outside.
My mother hadn't returned home and I wondered which girl she would prefer finding in my bed if she did. I thought about my run-in with Carlie Kelly and the likelihood that I might be outed at school. The list I submitted contained some crazy suggestions four out of five with that fifth an emotional plea of sorts.
My trashed bedroom slowly darkened. I didn't feel like getting up to switch on the light.
I ran things back and forth in my head countless times trying to figure out where I went wrong finally settling on blaming myself for letting Tressie into my home. Her desperation and touchy feely nature threw me off when I should've been getting to the bottom of things.
Tressie already cast me as some sort of despicable villain in her mind, some degenerate willing to blackmail her for sex to keep a secret thrust upon me. There was no doubt she had come to trade sex for silence until it was too late. No matter what, I wouldn't make the same mistake twice. Now, it was a simple waiting game to see where these new chips fell.
Two hours later by my estimate, my phone was ringing incessantly out of nowhere on the floor of my bedroom.
"Hello?" My foot nudged my android as I sat up on the edge of my mattress.
"It's over."
"Tressie, what happened?" There was a finality already in her voice and this weird sort of hollow background noise.
"I'm outside on the side of your house." She hung up.
My other shoe had arrived and who was I to keep it waiting. It was half past ten in the evening as I trudged to the front door to find out what happened. This time, I mindfully pulled up and locked my front door unsure of what to expect.
She was a mess leaning on my fence facing my adjacent backyard. Tressie had a bottle taking deep swigs from it as she glanced at me suddenly becoming animated.
"IT'S OVER!"
She took a deep swig from the bottle letting the arm holding it drop loosely on the opposite side of the fence like some wino. Tressie looked as if she would swoon using the fence to stand upright, her blazer missing and long sleeved blouse drenched with alcohol making it nigh translucent.
I was reticent from the shock of seeing her so disheveled and defeated. Tressie wiped an arm across her mouth letting it drop as she stared at me completely flushed. I stood there just looking at her face watching as she took another swig of liquid courage.
"He dumped me; doesn't want me anymore, but its cool, right?" She turned in clear emotional agony giving me a view of her profile as her free hand loosely hung and tugged at the front of her blouse. Tressie fanned herself a bit.
"I don't know what to say Tressie." I mumbled taking a step closer. Tressie perked up but let her head roll loosely in my direction. It almost seemed as if it could fall from her shoulders as she grinned in my face. Tressie was breathing through her mouth.
"You ain't gotta say nothing man; it s all GUD, YEAH I'M DOING JUST FINE!! He dumped me, just ended it. But I didn't get to tell him anything because of his BITCH DAUGHTER!! SHE TOLD HIM!! I KNOW IT!! Fucking cunt, after everything!! He dumped me like trash!! Am I a piece of garbage; is that what I am nigga?!!"
Her car keys were hanging from the pinkie finger of the hand holding the bottle.
"Hey, let's talk about it inside Tressie." I knew I had to get those keys as she suddenly glared at me, almost falling over onto her face.
"I'm done talking, wanna fuck?"
Her blouse was open revealing her sweaty bare breasts. Tressie looked down at her exposed cleavage grinning crazily, then arched her back in my direction making the short halves part further. Her flat stomach and the beginnings of her hips came into view out in public.
"Come on, I wanna give you some coffee." Tressie started chuckling letting her head rock backward on her shoulders staring up at the night sky.
"BULL-SHIT!! You're gonna fuck, right?!! Fuck my thrown away pussy, right nigga?!! I DON'T WANT NO FUCKING COFFEE!! I WANT SOME DICK RIGHT NOW!!" It was dark outside but I was worried somebody would show up, more worried she might stalk off and run into some guys who would be less than discerning.
"Come on Tressie, let's go inside." She started snickering raising the bottle to her lips.
I made a play for the keys, but she was too quick jumping backwards nearly falling over. The insane grin on her flushed face and her random outbursts had me worried a neighbor or two might phone the police. I kept moving in her direction while Tressie walked backward trying to lose her blouse. Her breasts were exposed under the street lights as I rushed forward getting some of the liquid thrown in my face while she laughed.
"Yeah fuck me, COME ON BABY!!!"
Tressie fumbled with the waistband of her denim skirt beginning to shimmy out of it revealing her narrow waist and wide hips. She settled forcing and walking the material down her shapely gams exposing some black bikini panties covering her virtue.
"TRESSIE STOP!!"
I forward jostling with the inebriated woman who poured a good portion of the bottle all over my head before shoving me with all of her might. My actions ended up accidentally stripping her lower half as my right foot caught in the material causing me to faceplant on the concrete.



She ran around the back of my garage as I recovered with a handful of her dress.
"TRESSIE!!" I bolted after her half stumbling with the skirt in hand. My wrist felt twisted along with my ankle from the fall.
Tressie Fisher was standing there unmoving staring at my face, emotionless and quiet.
"Hey?" Her eyes were so wide, the pupils were tiny dots making her look crazed under the streetlights.
I found myself suddenly in a chokehold snatched backwards so that I had no leverage. Strong arms coiled about my neck tightening like an anaconda as I began to quickly lose consciousness. My vision blurred making Tressie shimmer and shift in dream-like fashion.
For that one tiny instant, I was looking into some familiar cold, unfeeling eyes; something prophetic in that microsecond.
[DARKNESS]
...To be continued.
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Author's Notes:
I'd like to thank my reading audience for following this particular set of stories. I hope your patience is rewarded with this chapter.
Easter Egg Notes:
Maria Lorena Espinosa (Measurements: 42DDD-40-72)- appears in a brief mention from: BIGGEST of the BIG (See my collection / Published in Literotica: 06/02/18)
Kristy McKenzie (albeit older version) appears in a brief cameo from: Self Titled: KRISTY MCKENZIE (Published in Literotica: 10/12-19 -Also: see Laotian Boss - Dara Vong the direct sequel to that story: Published in Literotica: 10 / 29/19)
Upcoming Chapter 14.
Synopsis: The Left Hand of God



        Maximum Badonkadonk Ch. 14

        "The Left Hand of God".

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/maximum-badonkadonk-ch-14

Title: Maximum Badonkadonk Ch. 14

Author: mondotoken

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: "The Left Hand of God".

Tags: monster booty, cuckhold, sloppy top, bigass, cheating, public sex, maximum badonkadonk, big tits, anal sex, bbw

Series: Maximum Badonkadonk


(RECAP)
"I'm done talking, wanna fuck?"
Her blouse was open revealing her sweaty bare breasts. Tressie looked down at her exposed cleavage grinning crazily, then arched her back in my direction making the short halves part further. Her flat stomach and the beginnings of her hips came into view out in public.
"Come on, I wanna give you some coffee." Tressie started chuckling letting her head rock backward on her shoulders staring up at the night sky.
"BULL-SHIT!! You're gonna fuck, right?!! Fuck my thrown away pussy, right nigga?!! I DON'T WANT NO FUCKING COFFEE!! I WANT SOME DICK RIGHT NOW!!" It was dark outside but I was worried somebody would show up, more worried she might stalk off and run into some guys who would be less than discerning.
"Come on Tressie, let's go inside." She started snickering raising the bottle to her lips.
I made a play for the keys, but she was too quick jumping backwards nearly falling over. The insane grin on her flushed face and her random outbursts had me worried a neighbor or two might phone the police. I kept moving in her direction while Tressie walked backward trying to lose her blouse. Her breasts were exposed under the street lights as I rushed forward getting some of the liquid thrown in my face while she laughed.
"Yeah fuck me, COME ON BABY!!!"
Tressie fumbled with the waistband of her denim skirt beginning to shimmy out of it revealing her narrow waist and wide hips. She settled forcing and walking the material down her shapely gams exposing some black bikini panties covering her virtue.
"TRESSIE STOP!!"
I forward jostling with the inebriated woman who poured a good portion of the bottle all over my head before shoving me with all of her might. My actions ended up accidentally stripping her lower half as my right foot caught in the material causing me to faceplant on the concrete.
She ran around the back of my garage as I recovered with a handful of her dress.
"TRESSIE!!" I bolted after her half stumbling with the skirt in hand. My wrist felt twisted along with my ankle from the fall.
Tressie Fisher was standing there unmoving staring at my face, emotionless and quiet.
"Hey?" Her eyes were so wide, the pupils were tiny dots making her look crazed under the streetlights.
I found myself suddenly in a chokehold snatched backwards so that I had no leverage. Strong arms coiled about my neck tightening like an anaconda as I began to quickly lose consciousness. My vision blurred making Tressie shimmer and shift in dream-like fashion.
For that one tiny instant, I was looking into some familiar cold, unfeeling eyes; something prophetic in that microsecond.
[DARKNESS]
***********************************************************************************************************
MAXIMUM BADONKADONK Chapter 14
[DARKNESS]
"GET THE FUCK OUT!" She screamed.
I was tossed out before I even realized the concrete was coming up to give me a wet sloppy kiss. Luckily however you looked at it, I hit right shoulder first rolling uncontrollably for a while ending up on my stomach. I was regaining consciousness finding myself peering at the opened door from the backseat of Demon's car.
I started flopping about only to be tossed head first out of the vehicle. I was groggy from being choked out but knew I had to keep it moving first hearing the roar of the engine in the distance speeding off. I got on all fours realizing the car wasn't speeding off, but returning high beams lit in the darkness like twin balls of St. Elmo's fire.
"SHIT!!"
Somehow, I was able to start running in the opposite direction doing my best imitation of an Olympic athlete failing miserably as the Monte Carlo nearly clipped me racing in the direction I was running likely at a hundred miles or more. I ran for a ten of fifteen feet stopping abruptly as my heart lept into my throat.
They were coming back horn honking incessantly, the car bumping and hopping a bit due to its speed. I was about to become a bug on their windshield running backwards too scared to turn around. At the last moment, they veered off to the right barely missing me as I realized we were playing a horrific game of chicken, man versus car.
"OH FUCK, OH SHIT MAN!! GAWDDAMMIT!!" Even though I'd figured out the game, there was really nowhere for me to run they couldn't catch up to me in seconds. I was in a concrete basin, some elevated freeway underpass with its sides too wide to run up without getting mowed down.
Demon's Monte Carlo skidded into a loud screeching turn approaching me bobbing and weaving side to side with the high beams illuminating me in the darkness. I turned about running for my life with the hood at my back screaming for my life uncontrollably sobbing.
The Fishers weren't playing with me with the car on my ass getting me to achieve that adrenaline rush running arms outstretched in front of me. The closest houses nearby were a block and a half away, my screams would be drowned out by the sounds of the freeway above.
I figured I was done and it wasn't even my fault.
The honking of the horn got louder and louder scaring the shit out of me making me lose my footing. I tumbled over like a pile of bricks going into a fetal position. The car barreled past me screeching into a final turn as I prepared to meet my maker.
My legs were shot out, chest and stomach aflame as I tightened up into a ball praying. I squeezed my eyes shut face twisted into a mask reflecting my anguish at my pending murder. The honking horn got louder making me scream at the top of my lungs.
Then, nothing...
"Huh?" I carefully peered up finding myself looking at the grill of Demon's car. I could feel the heat of the engine on my face completely terrorized and addled when the horn blared in my face making me tumbled backward on my butt.
The car backed up quickly brakes screeching, then loudly revving the engine obviously wanting me to get up, but I waved off expecting the worst. They inched the car forward making it lunge at me a couple of times but I didn't bulge completely blown out and raggedy, breathing from the mouth.
I was completely illuminated in the headlights raising a hand to shield my eyes as I heard the driver's side door open, noticing through the light the passenger side door opening as well.
Tressie Fisher was behind the wheel.
Demon emerged from the passenger side of the car with a look on his face that spoke to his street moniker. Tressie was still in a state of undress, shirt opened partially displaying her huge breasts, skirt missing bare footed and crazed looking.
Her face underlit by the headlights was equally sinister with streaks of mascara running down her cheeks, nose flushed and reddened while her mouth hung open making her face a twisted mask of insanity. That fucking Demon was laughing his ass off for a few seconds before silencing himself as Tressie's head craned towards him. I wisely remained silent as she focused on me again.
"Hey! Hey nigga, how you like my style bitch?" Her chest was heaving with emotion as she glared at me like some she wolf in the darkness. I found myself unable to articulate a response, not knowing what was next.
"Aw he look fucked up!! Sis, you got him so fucked up, that cat got his forked tongue and shit! Bet money this lightweight nigga shit his pants! HEY, YOU SHIT YOUR PANTS MOTHERFUCKA?!!"
My head bobbed between them as I tried to figure out what to do.
"He looks thirsty little brother; get my drink nigga." It was definitely Tressie Fisher standing there in front of me in the flesh but whatever spoke sounded wholly thuggish, in charge as I inched back under her piercing gaze. Demon reached into the car retrieving the bottle she'd been drinking from staring at me, then Tressie.
"Give that pussy a drink nigga!" The expression on her face was murderous, no humanity in her eyes whatsoever.
"NO WAIT!!" Demon pounced on me forcing the bottle into my mouth filling my gullet with his mitt-like hands mauling the lower half of my face. I jostled uselessly with him for a second or two before Demon backed off as I went on all fours coughing up the liquid in my windpipe.
"It's...IT'S FUCKING WATER?!!" Tressie Fisher's drunken state was a work designed to lure me into the alley behind my house so that I could be subdued by her brother.
"Bitch, you lucky; that other nigga, THE ONE I HATE, got a mouthful of gasoline!! Yeah bruh, you niggas are so fucking dumb! A little bit of titty and some ass, you come running like motherfucking sheep!! You like playing games with me, huh? YOU SHOULD'VE TOOK THE PUSSY!! Oh yeah, but a supposed "smart mark" like yourself ALWAYS GOTTA GO THE EXTRA MILE WITH THEIR BULLSHIT!! Still laughing at me now, bitch?!!"
"What're you talking about?" I wiped my lips with my forearm noticing my shirt was tattered as her eyes narrowed. Tressie glanced over at Demon, brow furrowed teeth gritted looking like some earthbound succubus.
"Demon get my coin purse off the dashboard." She said coldly.
"Wait a minute, you said we was just scaring him!" Tressie pancaked his face with authority.
"Get my fucking coin purse."
Tressie grabbed a handful of the red flannel shirt he was wearing as a jacket not even looking at his face. Her tone left no doubt about the power dynamic between them. Tressie Fisher was the boss, undisputed glaring at me with murderous intent.
I put up a hand trying to calm things between the siblings, but Demon was already hidden from the waist up, his upper half inside the open passenger side window.
"Hey nigga, you thought sending me that shit was funny, huh?"
"Tressie, I-don't know..."
"Yeah beg me bitch; you gonna be just like that other motherfucker on your knees looking at my pussy before I put your goddam lights out nigga. You wanna fucking play with me, huh?!! Hey nigga, see what happen when you push a good girl over the fucking ledge?" Demon handed Tressie the vintage flower print coin purse.
"I DON'T KNOW WHAT YOU'RE TALKING ABOUT?!!" Her phone was hanging attached to the purse by a clip.
"Yes you do nigga; you and that little BITCH Charity were laying up together bumping uglies and thought it would be fun to take a poke at the hornet's nest, didn't you bitch?!! Her nappy tits don't compare to mine, huh? You all up in your feelings cause I wouldn't let you fuck that night!! SO YOU WANNA PLAY?!! I'MMA SHOW YOU HOW I PLAY WITH FOOLS!!"
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!! I DIDN'T DO ANY OF THAT SHIT!! I DON'T KNOW WHAT YOU'RE TALKING ABOUT GOD DAMMIT!!"
"Yeah sure, I wouldn't know either if I was about to get my head ventilated over some kiddie shit. Man, I was gonna fuck your brains out, but you had to play the role. Kept sending me that SHIT WE DID AT CHURCH!! OVER AND OVER AGAIN ALL FUCKING MORNING!! So. I thought some hot, nasty sex would shut you up, but now I realize your punk ass was always gonna end up down here with us and this fucking coin purse nigga. YOU AIN'T GONNA EXPOSE NOTHING!!"
"TRESSIE!!"
"William was the best thing that ever happened to me; best thing in my life and I could never hurt his stank, bitch daughter no matter how much I DESPISE HER SPOILED, STUCK UP ASS!! So, I lost the one thing that made me happy enough to look at my reflection in the mirror; and its all thanks to well, you nigga! Charity's gonna be living her best fucking life in college real soon and you know what fool? I bet my big ass titties that she ain't gonna remember your soon to be missing ass, a year from now. Hey man, still want some pussy, huh nigga?"
"What're you gonna tell Vicky?" I half coughed.
"HEY, WHAT'S HE TALKING ABOUT?!!" Demon interrupted.
"Shut up and pop the trunk."
"You didn't tell him shit, did you?" I added in near hushed tones as Demon took notice turning back to his sister.
My eyes were darting around between the far side of the concrete basin and the coin purse which likely held my doom. A three way, two on one scuffle didn't look good for me.
"TRESSIE, WHAT'S GOING ON?!!"
"SHUT YOUR DUMB ASS UP!!" Tressie shoved Demon in the temple dismissively.
I wouldn't have believed my eyes knowing he had a high bit of autonomy outside of her influence. Disgusted by Vicky's duplicity and nondisclosure of her streetwalking status, he'd even brought her to my house tossing his cousin out of the car.
"Tell him about Vicky." I was obscure and calm agitating Demon's volatile nature even more.
"WHAT'S THIS NIGGA TALKING ABOUT?!!"
"WE'LL TALK ABOUT IT LATER!!"
Tressie yelled back as he grabbed handfuls of her shirt getting slapped in the forehead with the palm of her free hand, followed with another slap to the side of his face. The siblings began to get physical as I considered running behind the wheel, but there was the question of the coin purse in her possession and what it likely possessed. I could be killed outright before I even turned the key still in the ignition.
"YOU'RE GONNA TELL ME NOW BITCH!!" Demon yelled in her face while they were shoving one another. Tressie's face scrunched up as her fist collided with his nose. He retaliated by pawing the right side of her head, noticeably pulling his punch. Perhaps it was a conditioned response; I didn't know what to do other than adding to the discord.
"Tell him Tee-Tee." Demon's head shot in my direction, then back at his sister enraged.
"HOW THIS NIGGA KNOW THEY CALL YOU THAT SHIT OVER IN OUR HOOD?!!" He demanded.
"He's fucking with you like he fucked with me, playing mind games and shit! He don't know shit, now shut the fuck up and pop the trunk nigga! We've been through too much together and you wanna mess it up now, huh?!! I'm your family, Vicky's your family too even though we don't share blood with her nigga!! We'll help her get out of jail some other kind of way, alright?!!" It was a Freudian slip of epic proportions.
"WAIT A MINUTE; HE'S HELPING OUR COUSIN GET OUT OF JAIL?!! HELPING VICKY AND YOU WANNA SMOKE HIS ASS?!! WHAT THE FUCK TRESSIE?!!"
"HE'S LYING!!" Tressie shot back half-panicking when he bodied up to her doubling down on the fistfuls of his half naked sister's shirt.
"Ask her about that bombed out garage down the street from Vicky's house!" I yelled knowing Demon was aware of its existence.
He would have to be considering the story his sister told of her encounter with another street tough and what she'd done that led to him righteously assaulting an early abuser in their neighborhood. Looking at the siblings together told me one thing.
Tressie fisher was a functioning disaster zone able to mask her shit behind a façade of devout kindness stripping it away when threatened. Becoming something akin to "Grendel's Mother" when the situation called for it. Despite his freckled albino countenance, Demon was every bit the dutiful brother when it was all said and done. There was no doubt it would be his downfall one day.
"MUTHAFUCKA, I'M GONNA FIX YOU!!" Tressie's shaking hands went frantically for the zipper on the coin purse, but Demon struggled with her giving me a chance to do something, anything. It was a game time moment.
I lunged forward intent on grabbing the coin purse myself but came away with the phone as Tressie delivered a knee to her brother's crotch finally unzipping the purse. I squeezed my eyes tight expecting oblivion as my fingers mashed and slid all over the face of her iPhone.
"Hello?"
"Hello?"
"Hello, is anybody there?" It was Mr. Gilbert's voice coming from the phone in both of my hands. I kept my eyes closed still on my knees unwilling to look at Tressie's face as she pulled the trigger.
"Tressie, is that you? I can hear you breathing. Are you okay; I don't want you to be upset with me because I broke it off. I'm sorry baby, sorry about getting into this thing with you in the first place. I'm in my fifties and you're so young, beautiful, and full of life. Tressie, are you there?"
"It's okay if you hate me, but I'll always love you. I know I didn't give you a reason for our breakup, but maybe now is a good time. You see, we were out the other day and I just kept noticing the looks we got, then all of the times you had to explain our relationship made me feel like shit. Baby, I didn't wanna do it, but you've got a whole life in front of you Tressie."
"Even though you're a bit older than my girl Charity, you're still too young to be with an old man. I was so devastated when my daughter caught us together. Both of you fighting so viciously, but I have to be honest with you baby. I can't get the look on Charity's face out of my head. I keep seeing that look of betrayal, that look of pain on my baby girl."
"She's my daughter and if she decides to come home, I'm gonna do everything in my power to make it up to her and that's not on you Tressie. I love you both with everything I have, and right now, my girl is out there somewhere on the streets. I hope she's with her friend, that's what she told me before she left. Said I couldn't control her life anymore because I picked my dick over my daughter. Do you know how it feels to lose the respect of your only child? I've been calling her and she isn't picking up. Tressie, I'm sorry for hurting you."
"Tressie?"
"It's okay alright, just hear me out and hopefully understand. When I was married to Charity's mother, everything was good at first, but then she became distant when we had trouble conceiving. We did it all, appointments with specialists, fertility clinics and even considered having a surrogate involved when we didn't have the money. Having my little girl, Charity was the greatest thing in my life; but it also took a toll on the marriage. Janet couldn't have any more kids after an emergency hysterectomy. Charity was the only child we were ever going to have and it killed the marriage. Janet went to law school and never came back. She took my baby in the divorce and turned her into a monster."
"I'm sorry Tressie; you don't deserve this mess, this shit life of mine with my wayward daughter."
"Baby, I want you to have a chance in life; want you to find someone else to love, some guy your own age who won't be in an old folks home when you're at the cusp of middle age. I love you too much to curse you with my old age. A vibrant beautiful young woman with so much life in front of her, don't need a millstone around her ankle. You're meant for greatness; I've known that for a while but especially every time I hear you sing and play your piano at that church. To my uh, great shame; I come to church to see you, Tressie. Just looking at you gives me a charge, this energy I can't explain. How could I, take this gift away from the world?"
"Tressie?"
"Tressie?" Someone gently took the phone from my hands. I opened my eyes to find Demon giving his sister the phone while lightly taking the coin purse away.
"Tressie, live your life to the fullest. I'm just hoping I can make it up to my daughter for being a failure as a parent."
She was leaning against the car partially backlit holding the phone face upward weakly listening. Tressie Fisher was a silhouette of emotional agony everything on display caring about nothing else in the world other than the sound of his voice. Demon stood a foot or two back in custody of her bag watching intently. Her head rolled back on her shoulders, chest heaving as she silently sobbed. I was kneeling there unsure if I should make good my escape.
"Well, I don't know what else to say; I wanna tell you how much I miss you already, but that's selfish. Uhm, I'm gonna hang up now, it you don't mind?" Tressie hunched over face palming. I noticed Demon motion towards her worried she would swoon.
"Are you there?" Tressie nodded mutely answering him. It looked as if she were too distraught to speak as her brother dipped in pulling her shirt over her exposed body.
"PLEASE, SAY YOU FORGIVE ME FOR-!!" The call was suddenly cut abruptly with an incoming call just as Tressie was about to speak. Both of the siblings fumbled with the phone activating the incoming call.



"Forgive me father for I have sinned; I have fallen off the path to righteousness, given my body to men nursing their lust with the milk from my bosom instead of the baby that would have been born out of sin. Yes father I have sinned and enjoyed the feeling of a man's penis inside me, enjoyed taking a cock in my mouth and sucking it dry."
There was no mistaking the sound of Tressie's voice radiating from the face of her iPhone to taunt her at a critical moment of her life, if not mine jointly. Her eyes went wide as she shoved away from Demon staring at the video clip crazed, then spiked her phone making it bounce and slide across the concrete floor of the basin. Demon instinctively went to retrieve it while I stood somewhat hobbled from running for my life.
"HEY!!" Tressie jumped behind the wheel of his car quickly putting the car in reverse turning about leaving us stranded there.
We watched the car disappear standing a few feet apart from one another.
"Somebody keeps sending her bits of that shit sex tape you two made, over and over again. Tressie thought it was you, then Charity, but changed her mind when old girl showed up at your place while she was there. Man, she said we was just gonna scare the truth out of you; I didn't know." Demon still had custody of the coin purse and her damaged phone.
"So what now Demon?"
"How the fuck should I know nigga; bitch just took off in my fucking ride."
"No bruh, that's not what I mean."
"Well, what you talking about, partner?!" I straightened my arms inadvertently cracking my knuckles and elbows.
I caught him with two full rights before he clocked me with a staggering left that made me stumble back a bit. He hit a two piece on me before I smashed his nose to mush going to town just swinging for the fences. Demon caught a glancing blow off his right temple above his eye as his big right hand went into my jaw taking me over.
I kept it moving as he ran up thinking to kick me only to get the bottom of my shoe into the front of his calf. I could've grabbed both of his legs for a takedown but didn't want to chance a wrestling match with this stocky guy a little shorter than me. I knew I was dealing with a seasoned street fighter and thug but didn't care. I wanted this motherfucker to think twice about fucking with me again or die trying.
Despite that, he still fell upon me like a ton of bricks trying to get a ground and pound going. I kept moving and squirming around on the pavement eventually getting enough distance as we both stood squaring off. I took two more to the chin but managed to land a number of blows to the center of his face.
Demon backed off a step, then came working his way in trying to negate my reach getting a kick to the side of his leg instead. I hit a haymaker left dead on his right eye that should've ended things, but he rushed me managing to lock in a choke again. Before he caught me by surprise, but now I dropped down on my butt almost escaping him.
Demon redoubled the hold tightening it positioning his body so that my height worked against me.
"COME ON NOW!!" Demon hissed in my ear.
"FUCK YOU, JUST SHOOT ME BITCH!! I AIN'T TAKING NO MORE SHIT FROM YOU AND YOUR RETARDED SISTER!!" I yelled defiant to the probable end.
"COME ON NIGGA!! YOU DONE, YOU AIN'T GOT NOTHING FOR ME BOY!!" I could feel myself slipping away in his grasp but resolved to keep struggling until the inevitable end.
"I DIDN'T DO SHIT TO YOUR FUCKING SISTER AND YOU KNEW THAT!! YET YOU STILL LET A CRAZY BITCH RUN THE SHOW LIKE A GODDAMN SIMP!! FUCK YOU NIGGA, KILL ME THEN IF I'M WRONG!! YOU AIN'T SHIT BRUH!!" I lost the ability to speak gasping for air when Demon suddenly released me. I faceplanted on the concrete gasping for air. Demon stumbled down sitting a foot away from me watching.
We were like that for a while catching our breath, watching one another pensively. I'd turned Tressie's brother into a bloody mess from the chest up. He'd probably done the same to me in return, but I didn't care. The coin purse was within reach if he wanted it.
"You gonna kill me?" I asked laying on my back looking up at the underside of the freeway overpass.
"Maybe some other time."
"What now?"
"You wanna go for round two partner? That what you want, huh fool? I ain't gonna be so nice next time nigga." He warned still catching his breath.
"Why be nice at all?"
"Shit man, I could've taken you out so many times; especially after finding out you fucked my sister. I mean, I didn't cause she had you in her stupid little friend group, so I knew you weren't trying to use her like that. Then all this shit with that clip popped up so Tressie had to come up off some information cause her ass was on the line! WHAT'D YOU EXPECT ME TO DO NIGGA?!! I thought you were blackmailing her too when she told me about what happened between you idiots!! Just doing what a good brother, is supposed to do. You wouldn't do the same?"
"You don't owe me shit, but I honestly didn't wanna put that scene online Demon. Your sister was mad at me because I fucking edited out her face! I put a digital mosaic over her head, now did you see that in those clips, huh?"
"Yeah, her face was hidden behind this squiggly shit; but you could see that she was in the church basement."
"Nigga, I had the unedited footage with her face exposed and much more, alright?! We shot a ton of stuff that would make you definitely blow my head off asshole!! I never put that shit out, and she deleted it herself hours earlier at my house. I wanted her to know it was gone; Demon, I didn't wanna fuck with your sister!! I turned down the pussy because I was...!!"
I stopped abruptly not wanting to bring up Charity Gilbert. There was the possibility he might go after her if he thought she were the culprit.
"Yeah man, I get it." He started to get up wearily alarming me, but I was too tired and stressed out to move as he eventually stood over me looking as satanic as ever.
"Where are we Demon?"
"Five miles out, near the mall; when we were kids, our dad used to bring us down here to ride our bikes and play. He would take a nap in the car until we were done, then we'd hit up Tastee Freeze and go home. Mom was a bitch all the time when she wasn't fronting at church, so this place was like, our recess from life. I, can barely come down here anymore, but this is where we go to let it all hang out nigga. Tressie's probably more fucked up in the head than I am, especially after the shit with that goddamn pastor!! Man, we're all fucked up; Tressie, Vicky and I made a pact to keep the sideways shit down here."
"What happened to Pastor Grey?"
"Remember what I told you last time we talked?"
"Yeah."
"Keep that shit close to your heart nigga; I gotta hoof it, you do whatever you want. There's a little stairwell down there a ways. If you take it, you'll find yourself a block and a half from a city bus layover. One of the buses will take you into the city downtown. I think you can find your way home after that. Man, I would say I'm sorry, but we fucked up Tressie and I; so if you ever need something, just call."
"I can't, your sister has my phone in your car."
"Oh yeah, here nigga." Demon reached in his back pocket pulling out my phone.
He dropped it on my chest, then replaced it with his sister's damaged phone.
"What're you gonna do?"
"Get ghost my nigga; do me a favor and don't follow me. I got warrants which makes me a cop magnet. Sis left me with trouble, so I gotta find somewhere to hide this until I get my car back. Bruh, for what it's worth, I'm sorry."
I watched Demon hobble off into the rising sunlight.
After a long while of waiting there eventually sitting up looking about, I turned on my phone finding a few emoji laden text messages from Yoli.
**********************************************************************************************************
My eventual trip back home was mildly sobering considering what happened. I had a mostly casual conversation with Yoli keeping her unaware of my situation. I felt it was unfair to bring her into things considering her current location in a care facility.
So we just kept it pedestrian, but I couldn't stop shaking for a while thinking about how close I'd come. I didn't know what to tell my mother and I wasn't going to that church after all that happened. Part of me wondered if Charity was behind Tressie's turmoil. I entertained the scenario knowing the self-proclaimed villainess might have distanced herself from me to attack Tressie without interference.
"Hey man, you good?" The bus driver asked; I was his sole passenger in the early hours of the morning.
"Uhm, peachy keen." I answered with a fat lip and throbbing feeling at my right temple. I was sure a lump was growing there as we spoke.
"Wanna talk about it?"
"Usually I'd say no; but it was over a girl, or two." Charity flittered across my mind like a butterfly. Even though I'd been tossed from a moving vehicle, most of my injuries were sustained in a fist fight with Demon.
"I'm not surprised."
"Yup."
"From the look of things, that girl must have been real pretty, huh?"
His words prompted me to get up on wobbly legs and peer into the mirror posted on the bus double doors. I looked at my bruised countenance realizing I could easily pass for a zombie, half chuckling out of fist addled insanity.
"Redbone, real big titties, smallish waist and big ole butt; also bat shit crazy and criminal minded when pissed."
"Ah kid, sounds like most females; the crazy part, that is, son." He commented looking at my tattered condition as the bus went under an overpass.
I wanted to go back to my seat, but it felt like a mile away considering my disheveled state. It was small consolation that I'd managed to do a little bit worse to Demon. He still managed to subdue me in the end.
"Yeah, I can see that; guess I need to think some shit over." I was wondering if Charity really was the architect of my near demise.
"Hey, don't worry about it, get in the gym and workout; oh yeah, watch your pockets and keep it a buck. They're always other women kid." He took notice as I held onto this metal pole for dear life during a sharp turn as the bus hit the freeway onramp.
"That's my problem lately; too many fucking women."
"Is that right?"
"Yup." We shared a laugh as I found my way to a seat for a brief nap partially due to heavy stress.
Dan Smitty (His name) let me doze undisturbed as the bus filled up with riders eventually waking me in the heart of downtown. It was jarring waking up to a full bus of pedestrians from all walks of life around the city. I was reminded of my inhabitation of one burrow out of many.
I dapped Smitty finding it still a bit hard getting down the steps to the pavement with a thick line of people waiting to board. My phone was dead necessitating a trip to the local Mickey D to charge it and get some breakfast. One of the cashiers was nice enough to help me out with an improvised ice pack.
I sat pondering the Charity Gilbert scenario further already knowing that I could have the "last laugh" if push came to shove. I replayed our interactions over and over again in my head trying to see if there were any hints of betrayal. Honestly there were a couple of times she could've ransacked my laptop, chief amongst them during our impromptu threesome with Phoebe.
My mind's eye shifted to that fateful morning after we spent all night together which elicited some unchecked emotion as I found some blood in my napkin. I had to be crazy fighting Demon, wondering if he would come to my home for another round despite our patched up status.
Once my phone was charged, I found it easy to call up an Uber instead of taking the bus when my phone rang out of the blue.
"Hello?"
"Good morning, its Steven and uh, I was hoping you might want to come in today and help out. I completely understand if you're busy but one of our guys dropped out of the program. Guess I'm desperate; do I sound desperate?"
"Eh no, its cool Steven; when do you want me?"
"As soon as possible, I want to give you a quick tutorial on the student theatre and get a few classes set up before staff meeting this morning. How quick can you get down here?"
"What if I said I was already downtown?"
"THAT WOULD BE GREAT; CAN YOU COME OVER AND HELP ME OUT?!!" His excitement took me out of my situation.
"I'll be right over sir."
"THANKS, I REALLY APPRECIATE THIS." We hung up, then I facepalmed painfully realizing my disheveled state.
I sat there looking at the remnants of my breakfast and half-filled orange juice still feeling punch addled. My gaze settled on an unlikely answer to my tattered blood soaked t-shirt just behind the counter. Apparently, this Mickey D's was a franchise establishment owned by some good Indian immigrants.
Right below the counter was a rack of unconventional items besides the menu. I managed to snag a white tee emblazoned with the famous meme "I'm With Stupid" for 9.99 no less. I managed somewhat of a wash up in the restroom to the best of my ability, donned the shirt and struck out for school.
"Good morn-UH, OH; looking kind of uhm, intense this morning, are we?" I got a few looks going into the school but pushed through the embarrassment only to find myself standing in front of Zoya Berhan waiting just outside Steven's office.
"It's a long story, I'm not telling." I was somewhere between being boorish and embarrassed instantly faced with another quandary. My boss's likely jump off and also whatever Carlie Kelly might've told Zoya about my secret life.
"Not interested, in the least." Zoya turned her back to me peering at her phone.
There was no doubt where we stood. I was marked as some sort of degenerate from the moment she saw my accidental screen saver of Officer Johnson jerking off. I doubted I'd be able to convince her otherwise and didn't know if I wanted. Her accent was UK based, but extremely snotty in my opinion. Instead, I inched back a foot or two in the corridor looking at my own phone.
Zoya Berhan in facing away from me allowed me an unintended look at the large heart shaped clone of a certain infamous baby mamma's big butt. This morning saw Zoya in a light blue cotton hoodie and these beige Dickies work pants that did her no favors. The khaki material was stretched skin tight across her derriere and loaded thighs, a tiny bit loose in the calves.
Both of us were wearing canvas sneakers or chucks as wee called them here in the states. Zoya appeared to be working with a little shelf that was the upper swell just below her lower back. It was enough to make me momentarily forget nearly losing my life earlier in the morning.
"Excuse me good sir; may I help you with something?" Zoya was looking over her shoulder, staring pointedly at me. I'd been caught ogling her large posterior with no wiggle room.
"Uh, Steven already in the meeting?" I deflected.
"Conference call, excuse me." I noticed a large black binder under Zoya's opposite arm as she approached me. She inched closer towards the opposite side of the narrow corridor passing me like I would grab her or something. It was humiliating despite the fact that I'd really got busted staring at her ass.
I told myself not to look but did anyway finding that Zoya was futilely using the binder to cover her butt as she walked down the corridor. Both hands were holding either side only obscuring the middle portion of what had to be a butt in the fifty inch category. Just as Zoya was about to turn the corner, Steven opened the door looking me dead in the face then finding Zoya at the very end of the corridor.
"ZOYA, HEY BABY WHERE YOU GOING HON?!" I took note of her reaction as she stopped smiling back in Steven's direction.
"OH, I WAS GOING TO CAPTURE TWO COFFEES FOR US TO ENJOY!!" She yelled back from her end of the corridor tucking the binder under her arm again.
"Great idea, make that three for all of us, okay?" I wondered if Steven noticed her face slightly drop when he mentioned her getting me a coffee as well.
"UH, SURE."
"You should try the mocha latte they have downstairs, it's great; wanna try it while we work?" Steven either didn't notice or ignored her visible attitude.
"Yeah, I guess."
"MAKE HIS A MOCHA LATTE, ZOYA; I'LL SPOT YOU THE CASH HON!!" Steven gave her a thumbs up, sounding wholly disingenuous. Part of me wondered if she were there waiting tot hook up with our boss.
Zoya nodded disappearing around the corner bristling. I ended up in Steven's office sitting in front of his desk as he worked at his laptop for a few moments regarding me.
"Hey man, we're cool right?" Steven asked.
"Yeah, what's up sir?"
"Is everything okay; it looks like you've had a scuffle or something. I'm not trying to intrude, but I hope this isn't going to be a thing what with Sharkesha dropping out of the department. I can count on you, right?"
"Yes, uhm I was in a car accident recently sir; I'm mostly a homebody sitting in front of my laptop all day. I'm really excited about working as a TA in the film department, more than anything else. Uhm, did you look over my picks for the film festival, sir?"
This was the first time it felt like talking and interacting with a boss as Steven listened picking up this crystal apple paperweight on his desk favoring it between hands. I didn't know what to make of things.
"Just call me Steven; I dislike rigidity in my department. I want everyone to be cool with each other. You seem like a good fit overall, and honestly Sharkesha wasn't going to make it anyway, to be honest. Not because of her ethnicity, but her over eagerness to fit in without giving anything of herself. You understand where I'm going, right?"
"She was fake; in fact she was doing a lot to supposedly "fit in" Steven; that's the real reason she went in on me about Tanya's Island. I'd say, she figured Zoya would side with her as a woman of color; am I wrong?" His face was static for a few seconds before becoming a grin.
"You're not offended." He asked referring to my shared ethnicity with the former TA. I knew a loaded question when I heard it trying to figure out if he was baiting me because of Zoya Berhan's obvious dislike of me.
"No Steven; I'm not offended in the least. Can I be honest with you?"
"Shoot."
"Around three thirty in the morning, I had a street fight with a thug. Right after that car accident, and I was charging my phone at a local Mickey D's when you called. About the fight; it was personal and is not likely to reoccur anytime soon."
"Why did you feel the need to tell me just now?"
"I wanted to put things in proper context regarding my appearance because I was so happy to be in a position to help you out, that I didn't make allowances for my situation. Man, I bought this shirt at the Mickey D's Steven."
"Oh I know that outlet; it's over on fifth, right?"
"YOU'VE BEEN THERE?!" I perked up in my seat folding one leg over the other.
"I used to live in a converted loft about two blocks from there about ten years ago when I first got this gig. It's owned by this nice Indian family. They still have the rack of odds and ends, or did they move it from behind the counter?"
"No sir, it's still there."
"Steven." He corrected as we chuckled which made me feel more comfortable despite looking like road kill.
Zoya appeared in the door frame with a styrofoam tray filled with the drinks and noticeably two big, puffy tollhouse cookies. She made sure to keep her butt turned away from me as she sat the tray on the edge of his desk. Zoya looked uncomfortable with our camaraderie.
Steven didn't miss a beat taking the cookie meant for him and gifting it to me despite her disappointment. It felt like a test of wills between them to some degree as she picked at her cookie visibly pouting while we discussed the film festival.



We took the elevator down to the second floor where Steven presented the recently built auditorium, a smaller venue that was to serve as a movie theatre for the school open to the public during certain functions. I was completely blown away at the promise of a new world waiting for me when I joined the school in less than a month.
Steven explained the original plan to play a bunch of movies from the forties and the fifties and the filibuster it took to get the more eclectic version discussed in recent days. Two of my pics made the list for their nature as a curiosity and the audacity it would take to present them to the public.
"Beyond the Valley of the Dolls?" I was surprised at the selection besides Tanya's Island.
"You had me at hello, but honestly I got it pushed through because Roger Ebert wrote it and Fox Studios of all places, produced it."
Steven admitted as we stood there taking in the theatre's ambiance. It's location at the end of the second floor made for an odd floorplan with narrower corridors at the end to accommodate the projection booth equipped for film, but mostly the use of digital media.
"You do, realize Russ Myer was trying to get out of a three picture deal with the studio by making that movie, right?"
"Thought crossed my mind; so, you don't mind presiding over a good portion of the entrees, do you?" His suggestion felt like Christmas morning.
"OH YEAH, I'M ALL IN STEVEN!!" There was no way I could stifle my happiness while Zoya stood off to the side pouting as Steven noticed.
"Zoya, you don't mind taking the other half do you? After Sharkesha dropped out, I was worried I'd have to take care of most of it myself. Today, I had two other students opt out of the department and I'm gonna need to replace them. Think you can hold it down until then babe?" I averted my eyes noticing her not so subtly glaring in my direction in intervals.
"I do suppose I can clear a bit off the top of my calendar."
She admitted in snotty smug fashion. This display of entitled attitude made her body the only thing anybody would be interested as she did a slow burn prompting Steven to rub her shoulder in front of me. This surprised me because they didn't seem to care about flaunting their clandestine relationship in front of me as he turned to me.
"Oh yeah, come with me guys."
We strolled along the back wall of the wall just under the projection window to a rectangular alcove containing a surplus of foldout chairs and equipment for the audiovisual department. There were two cardboard boxes on a table that Steven opened first tossing me a shirt, then Zoya.
"Thought you might wanna look the part." It was our official uniform to be worn with any kind of pants preferably conservative and sneakers for comfort. Zoya draped her shirt over a shoulder, still pouting.
"Why the long face?" Steven asked. Zoya glanced at me for a few moments, then looked away making me want to flip her the bird.
"Uhm, do you mind if we talk alone?" She asked somewhat aggressively.
"UH, SURE! I COULD, GET ALL OF US SOME MORE COFFEE DOWNSTAIRS?!!" I blurted out feeling like the third wheel.
"Great, uh just bring me the same thing and uh, what about you Zoya?"
"I'll have a pomegranate water with light ice, and some orange slices." She replied smugly waving dismissively getting a muted reaction out of me. Steven shrugged off her behavior mouthing an apology as I left them alone.
"That bitch can probably suck a golf ball through a water hose." I mumbled taking my time walking to the elevator.
I considered taking some time to put on my work tee but decided against it once I reached the lobby finding it seriously crowded. The inside of the youth center wasn't much better with the takeout counter three lines deep. So, I ended up in the middle line jostling with the rest of the unwashed masses finally getting my order catching an unwelcome sight out the corner of my eye.
Carlie Kelly was standing there a few feet away with somewhat of an entourage consisting of the female contingent of the big and tall variety. She'd already noticed me visibly displeased until my injuries came into view. I almost gave her the middle finger until I remembered myself. I faced the other way finding myself peering into the chest of what was apparently her boyfriend.
This big jacked up bald brother was all smiles with a mouth full of gleaming teeth.
"Howzit little brother!" He put a hand on my left shoulder using his other for a gregarious shake. I just went with it introducing myself.
"My name is Abayomi; I date your friend."
"Excuse me?"
"Carlie, you know her right?" I felt like I was in-between a rock and a hard place. It felt like her way of getting me to admit I knew her, but I wasn't biting as I turned around finding Carlie right in my face. She had her arms folded across her chest expecting me to fold with a half-smile on her face.
"OH RIGHT, THIS ONE HERE!! Yeah man, uh Abayomi we met the other day, sure. Coo Coo, that's her name right? I didn't catch it the first time because I was busy working. I'm a TA in the film department; are you coming to the film festival?" I made a point of turning my body away from Carlie giving her my back.
"Oh its up to Carlie, we do whatever she wants for the most part. I find it especially difficult to deny her anything after a good shagging." I did a doubletake glancing at Carlie with a gregarious smile of my own as my order was placed on the takeout counter.
"That's special." I snickered shaking his hand back with renewed energy. Abayomi was tapped on the shoulder nodding to me as he gave the server his order. I got my styrofoam tray turning to find Carlie in my path flanked by her friends.
"Love your shirt, its quite informative; only it would be more accurate if that little arrow was pointing up at your face." She pushed her pointer finger into my sternum tracing an invisible line towards my chin while her sewing circle laughed at the exchange.
"Be even more accurate if it was 3D, uhm what was your name again?" Her face scrunched up from the corners of her button nose down to her big puffy lips, dimples at their sides.
Carlie angrily pushed her big glasses up on her face blinking profusely as I pushed past her and friends taking my "I'm With Stupid" shirt with me back to the second floor. Now I was determined to change out of the offending article of clothing.
Upstairs, Steven and Zoya Berhan were nowhere to be found. I'd been ghosted without explanation and left literally holding the bag as another TA from the English department appeared.
"Excuse me, are you working?" The guy already sounded annoyed and put out. I figured he'd been waiting for service noticing a paper request in his hand.
"Uhm, I think so; what can I do for you sir?" I sat my tray down just inside the projection booth.
"We ordered twelve chairs set up for a workshop down the hall in classroom 2B." He was decidedly irritated leaving the requisition on my counter.
"I'll get right on it, uhm Chet." His uniform came in the form of a cheap plastic nametag affixed to his flannel shirt.
"Hurry it up."
The situation called for me to suppress my natural social urges to give him a two piece, so I soldiered onward finding the requisitioned items on a chair gurney pushing them to 2B as requested with Chet on my heels. There were a line of students outside the classroom who groaned when they saw me.
My partially battered features cleaned up or not, didn't make them any less sympathetic along with my inconvenient shirt. There were some snickers as Chet conversed with the instructor, some equally uptight middle aged blonde who glared at me.
I managed a bit of small talk smoothing things over with Chet and his boss, Allie after they found out it was my first day on the job. Part of it had to do with my "car accident" story.
"Huh?" I found a coffee and the pomegranate water missing along with the orange slices when I returned.
I could here voices at the opposite side of the adjacent booth door which led out into the other side of the theatre. There was a group of people talking and laughing which gave me a chance to finally don my "uniform" before opening it to find Steven and Zoya outside in conversation with a group of interested students.
Both of them were having a merry old time backs to me as I glanced down noticing Zoya now wearing a tennis skirt now less skintight across her fifty inches of backside. Her shapely gams were mouthwatering, well defined, and shapely as my brow furrowed. I'd been left holding the bag as I noticed Zoya feeding Steven an orange slice on the tip of a toothpick.
It felt like Zoya Berhan had eyes in the back of her head as she reached back tugging down on the back of that tennis skirt. This seemed to make it tighter exposing the outline of her panties underneath as I dipped back inside to deal with another request. Just like that I started my first official day of work with a chip on my shoulder.
I set up two more classrooms with little to no help from Steven or Zoya before another TA showed up to assist me and take over at the projection room / AV department. When I returned I found a crisp twenty dollar bill left on the styrofoam tray along with a "Thank You" note written on a napkin from Steven. I snapped it up wondering if Sharkesha received similar treatment.
I lost myself in my work figuring I'd sort things out later after I officially started the semester if it turned out to be a lark. Steven texted me saying he was in a battery of meetings and that he gave Zoya the rest of the day off which made me scoff because she was basically, a lazy bitch when all was said and done. Sometime around midday, I got a surprise when Tanya's Island was delivered via Amazon.
Steven wanted me to do a test run of the equipment which was cool making up for all the covert bullshit that went on throughout the day. My coworker had another day job to do hanging long enough to help me pack up a few classrooms and have some pizza at a local eatery before leaving. I was stoked walking back to campus only to find something annoying waiting for me.
"Excuse me."
Carlie was standing there in the narrow corridor between me and the student screening room. She appeared ready for a showdown of sorts, but I wasn't having any of that mess. Carlie inched closer as students milled by going about their business.
"You're excused."
I surprised her by turning a sharp right walking up into the projection booth. The recent remodel afforded a tight fit inside the room as I began sorting the Blu-ray movies on the counter top. I was stoked to have earned the position thrilled at the slate of movies to be presented.
I had to do a bit of cleanup in the cramped space but didn't mind happy to be doing something other than amateur porn. There was some light knocking at the elevated door leading back into the narrow second floor art and film department. I already knew it was Carlie before I cracked it open finding her on the second from top stair arms folded across her chest.
"No Coco, I'm busy we'll play what's my name later." I closed the door before she could say a single word.
Expectantly she kept knocking until I returned cracking the door again.
"I'm really busy, could you like, piss off?"
"WHO YOU TALKING TO?!!" Her usually mousy sounding voice went hard, authoritative indignant.
"I think the question is, "Who am I talking to" uh, Celie; am I speaking with Renee now; Could you fuck off and get it together with your alters, I've got business to take care of miss."
"You know my name."
"Do YOU, know your name? That's the real question, Coretta." She was pouting as I tried to close the door in her face again but she pushed inside barging in on me. Carlie pulled up one of the plastic chairs setting her handbag down reclining with this irritated look on her face.
"Stop playing with me; just tell me what you want. I mean, why are you doing this to me? I ain't got nothing to do with that shit between you and Renee, so maybe you should cut me a break. Stop fucking with me nigga, seriously you're making me uncomfortable and shit. Can't we be honest with each other?"
"Honestly, I'm recording this."
"HUH, WHAT THE FUCK MAN?!!" Carlie perked up trying to snatch my phone, but I scooted back in my chair.
"Are you kidding Callie; you do know what era we're living in these days, particularly because of ladies much like yourself."
"ERASE THAT SHIT!!" She was all over me in a millisecond, both of us jostling and wrestling in my chair as it slid back into the door. Carlie was wearing this black long sleeved wrap top which enhanced her cleavage. One of her tits mashed into my face as she attempted to reach over me for the phone. Her legs were covered in some black form fitting super skinny jeans with dark ankle boots.
"NO!"
"GIMME THAT PHONE NIGGA!!" Carlie flopped across my lap nearly hitting her head on the floor when she missed an empty snatch at my android. One of her feet hit the computer console activating the BLU Ray player. Through the narrow observation window in the projection booth "Tanya's island" started playing on the screen illuminating the darkened student auditorium.
"GET OUT OF HERE YOU LOON!!" Carlie had to push down on the hardwood floor with her palms trying to right herself but I lurched out of my seat into hers as she tumbled riding the chair into the door bumping it hard. She glanced back at me pouncing like a wildcat intent on taking my phone.
"YOU'RE GOING TO ERASE THAT SHIT FOOL!!" It was comical that Carlie thought she could overpower me grabbing my wrist with both hands trying to hit my phone into the counter top.
"I'm gonna tell on you bitch!"
"I'll tell them you're stalking me; who do you think they're gonna believe, nigga?" Carlie was straining using all of her might on my hand trying to pry my fingers off my phone.
"It's still recording Carlie!" I warned.
She stopped slumping down in my seat resting her elbows on her knees with an arch in her back. Carlie appeared to be looking down at her own ankle boots as I noticed some metal bracelets on one. The thin sister looked up at me smiling as she reclined again facepalming. Carlie dropped her hands into her lap crossed over one another staring at me.
"I knew it. I knew you were playing with me nigga; you're so busted." She pointed at me visibly pleased with herself.
"Okay get out." I didn't care that I'd called Carlie by her actual name. This shitty female was intruding on my actual life jeopardizing my fresh start.
"I knew you were fucking with me; yup, being extra and shit." She was starting to chuckle to herself kind of ignoring me as the movie played in the small narrow auditorium.
Before the conversation could continue, there was some heavy knocking at the door. We exchanged glances before switching places so I could open the door. Carlie suddenly snatched my phone the moment my hand touched the door handle. I was already turning the handle only to have it pushed inward in my direction revealing Carlie's boyfriend Abayomi.
I didn't know what to make of things looking into his dark features knowing this jacked up dude could destroy me with little effort if push came to shove.
"Hey, you seen Carlie around; she said she was coming over here to talk to you?" He was smiling.
"Yeah sure."
I opened the door wide turning towards his woman, both of us finding the plastic chair empty. There was a secondary door on the other side of the projection room that led down onto the floor. It was there to allow guest speakers access to the front of the room when needed.
"So, Carlie didn't come see you?"
"She was just here man; guess she popped out." My words trailed off as we glanced around the room.
"It's cool, I catch up with her later; got to make it to the train. There's only two left before service closes down. I was kind of hoping Carlie was up for a night on my side of town."
"Maybe you'll catch her on the way out." I offered not wanting to reveal the scuffle I'd engaged in as Abayomi drifted towards the door.
"Yeah, sure bruh." He dapped me before disappearing leaving me alone in the office.
I sat down looking around the projection room while the late Vanity navigated a desert island on the big screen surreptitiously being watched by some Bigfoot-like creature. It was a weird Canadian independent film that I'd stumbled upon one late night online. You thought it was a horror movie, but it turned out to be some subversive fantasy regarding interracial dating which Vanity would refer to on and off for decades afterwards.
"Huh?"
I glanced down noticing Carlie's bag on the floor. It was a miracle her boyfriend hadn't noticed. I went for it glancing out the window finding something there in the flickering light of the film being projected. It was there hovering above the seats in the middle aisle of the narrow auditorium.
A little ball of fabric, the only thing visible over the high donated bucket seating as I walked down finding Carlie there frantically trying to figure out the thumb pattern to unlock my phone. She eventually glanced up at me finding her hand bag in my possession.
"My face unlocks it, you fucking idiot." I punctuated my statement by dumping the contents of her bag onto the aisle floor.
"Asshole." My android came flying in an arc meant to strike my face, but I managed to catch and pocket it while she watched.
"Abayomi was here looking for you."
"Are you gonna erase that fucking recording, or not?"
"What're you worried about that for unless you were going to "ME TOO" me to faculty, huh?" Carlie stared back looking guilty as sin making me angry.
"I just want you gone; I was here first. All my friends are here and I'm entitled, but you're just trying to mess with me to get back at Renee for tossing you out in the trash. Just because you're stalking me doesn't mean she's gonna let you back inside. You've had all the pussy you're gonna get nigga; live with that shit."
"Still recording."
"Blackmailing me to get Renee back?"
"Bitch, I could blackmail you ten ways from Sunday if I wanted; fact of the matter is you ain't shit to me Carlie. Go ahead and fuck with me and I'll show all of those bougie pretentious cunts you hang with, what you're really like. Maybe the midnight showing of this little film festival will conclude with you "Getting Head"
bitch."
The color drained out of Carlie's face as she realized what I was referring to in no uncertain terms. She turned in her seat facing the screen looking stricken as this creepy love triangle played out onscreen between Vanity, her Caucasian love interest, and the Bigfoot creature.
I watched her go through the five stages of grief biting her nails tensing up before glancing in my direction again. She slowly got up walking towards me staring deep into my eyes in the flickering darkness as I dropped her expensive bag onto the floor. For a second I thought she would strike me, but she hunched her shoulders together looking at her feet before staring into my eyes again.
"Take out your phone and film me."
"What?"
"I want you to film me being good to you."
"Bullshit."
"I'm gonna suck your dick."
"Fuck that noise." Her hand grazed my crotch, then returned fingers pinching my shaft. She glanced down at my covered tumescence before looking up into my face.
"I'll be good, you're gonna like this, I promise."
"Carlie?"
"I'm gonna do it as much as you like; then can you stop playing with me, okay?" My belt was suddenly undone with her fingers inside. It was a sleight of hand as Carlie tugged outward on my boxers briefs until my package flopped out in front of her face. She let the elastic waistband snuggle the underside of my balls, handling the shaft with both hands.
"Hey, uhm wait." Her palms were extremely soft, the fingers contrasting with a calloused feel as she lightly grazed my cock with a feathery stroke. I found that I couldn't look away from her face which had this strange almost trance like expression.



"Sit down and let me please you; I don't want any more drama with you okay? Don't even try to act like you don't want some. You like this, right nigga? Wait until I put it in my mouth."
Carlie pressed into me taking these small steps until I felt the edge of one of the bucket seats against the back of my knees, toppling into the seat facing her.
Carlie dropped into an open legged squat stuffing herself with the entirety of my endowment up to the base framed by both of her hands. She just let my member rest inside her throat displaying no gag reflex to speak of. Then I felt it; the flat of her tongue extended from her mouth slathering saliva on my balls. It was an odd, yet tantalizing feeling as her head did these short, muted bobs in my lap.
My shaft fattened in her throat creating a visible bulge as I recalled a particular video clip of Carlie throating Andre's massive endowment as part of a bet she'd won handily.
Her lips were distinctly puffy drawing unwanted comparisons to Yoli in my mind that were disturbing considering that yellow bone's current location. I watched them slide backward extremely slow until the fattened head of my cock popped free of those big lips with an audible squelch.
The second my member was free of her maw; Carlie's hands began massaging the entirety of my manhood with these screwing motions alternated with the feathery touch of her palm sliding slow and methodically along my member. My inner thighs were tightening up within minutes of her beginning which embarrassed me after sleeping with Renee and her inner circle.
Carlie seemed to know what was happening pressing her pointer finger, the nail into one of the sensitive spots on my inner thigh. It felt like she could see it as she ran the underside of her hand along my inner thigh staring intently at that spot alone. Her advanced technique had me so aroused, it felt like someone had shoved a bar of steel into the interior of my endowment.
I found myself watching enchanted at the weird expression on her face. There was this glassiness to her expressive eyes not hidden by her big glasses. That soft, cushy palm stroked between the base of my member to just under the head leaving the crown neglected.
The head of my cock was swollen, pulsing in a biological synchronicity with my inner thighs. Carlie stroked and worked me with purpose, puffy lips inches away from my crown. I was almost dying for her to take me between her lips as the Yoli comparisons continued. I was already starting to perspire heavily as my shirt clung matted to my back. The screwing motion of her hands clockwise and counter, were killing me while the head of my cock lightly touched her lips.
The tightening of my inner thighs, that powerful pulsing influx of fluid to my spike, spread across the whole of my pelvis. My abdomen was undulating, hips starting to fidget about as Carlie handled me.
Everything disappeared between those puffy lips to the base, but this time her tongue didn't slather spit on my testes or anything. Carlie pressed down harder like she wanted to swallow my balls as well. It was akin to a python swallowing a small animal, her eyes looking lifeless boring into my own.
Her head became in my mind, this disembodied thing solely intended for a man's pleasure. I couldn't see anything else in the flickering darkness as the movie continued with no one in the projection booth. The feeling of being completely engulfed was indescribable leaving me with this disassociated feeling other than my member. I watched my hands carefully cup the sides of her round head.
Before I knew it, my mound was pushing into those inflated lips, hard. I was trembling all over almost sliding around on the seat getting motion burn as I hungered for any type of motion from Carlie. She didn't make a sound or react to my intensified grinding into her face proper.
The lifelessness of her expression left this jolting impression on my face and a bit of fear in my chest as I crested spectacularly. My inner thighs were thumping, crotch pulsing as I began firing rope after rope of thick ejaculated into her maw, buried balls deep. Carlie maintained her composure taking every burst and milky rope with no reaction.
I unfortunately, was verbally compromised.
"AW, SHIT!! AW BABY!! DAMN, AW SHIT CARLIE!!" I couldn't control myself feeling as if the praise had been forced out of me. It was humbling, but not as much as what followed.
Carlie didn't react to my verbal endorsement but leaned in continuing the astute head clinic she was putting on with a soft casual continuance. Her right hand softly stroked my shaft as she gave me what I assumed to be a clean up blowjob. This was more of a standard issue affair until I realized she was gradually ramping up the intensity.
My hips rocked and shook as I fattened out in her gullet. Her fist tightened around my member damn near squeezing the life out of my shaft. She was stroking like a madwoman towards her bobbing head like she meant it.
Eventually her fist touched her lips on every measured, angry stroke kissing it with every repetition. Before I'd even realized it, I was climaxing again. The feeling was more powerful than the first as she kept it up.
"BAE BEE!! BAE BEE!! AW DAMN GIRL!! CARLIE, WHAT-THE FUCK?!! CAR LEE!! BAE BEE!!" She was bringing it out of me pulling back until the head of my cock appeared pressed hard against her fat lips.
Rivulets of gooey ejaculated flowed from the crown glazing her lips, running down her chin. I was fit to be tied as she pressed harder wiping her lips with me.
Carlie continued doing this until the pressure caused my cock to push into her mouth. Her head descended until it touched my mound again, but she was working it from stem to stern this time. I was squirming and flopping about oblivious to my surroundings as the movie overhead reached its confusing climax.
I recognized this technique having seen Renee employ it against Andre to great effect. The realization that Renee Kelly was actively training her little cousin was mentally staggering. Carlie's right hand followed her movements caressing any part of me not covered by her big, inflated lips. She was audibly slurping my meat taking me to task sexually and then some.
Five minutes into it, Carlie leaned her head to the side disengaging my cock as she scooted lower on the floor. My balls were suckled and vacuumed with both ending up in her wide mouth. Her right thumb and forefinger manically jerked me off while the rest of my endowment tapped her cheek getting spunk and saliva everywhere.
Then I felt it, her tongue swirling about at my rear entrance as the rest of her fingers came into play. I tried to twist away, but she followed pumping her fist with purpose sending me right over the precipice as I spewed watery ejaculate all over the side of her roundish face. Carlie snatched off her glasses letting my spunk ruin her features.
She returned kissing and licking my cock, swirling her tongue on my crown's slit. I was wheezing, completely spent at this point from her efforts. Carlie wasn't finished vacuum sucking me to a semi-erect state, but no further. My body was covered in sweat making it look as if I'd run a marathon.
I eventually climaxed between her lips. Carlie swallowed every drop completely draining me before rearing up on her knees between my legs. She continued rubbing and caressing my inner thighs finally harvesting a single strand of gooey cum which protruded from the head of my cock in a final tribute to her skill. Carlie reached down carefully pulling it free before slurping it off her pointer finger.
I was thoroughly wasted, finished as the movie credits flowed across the overhead screen.
Carlie was still on her knees turning away gathering up the things I'd poured out of her expensive handbag. She found this yellow packet of wipes cleaning her face with a few, dutifully stuffing the soiled evidence into her bag as well. I sat there both arms leadenly residing on the armrests watching as she adjusted her headwrap and coated her big lips with some dark lipstick before regarding me.
"What's my name?"
"Carlie."
She slowly got up slinging her purse never taking her eyes from my face. It felt like she captured me in her gaze drawing serpent comparisons as she donned her glasses. Carlie reached down cupping my cheek giving it a little pinch before walking down the aisle leaving through the fire exit adjacent to the movie screen. I drew out my phone finding that we'd been at it for over an hour.
I also found out my phone was still recording.
*********************************************************************************************************
I opted out of using a car to go home, instead taking public transportation playing catch up with my emails after trying and flaming out with Charity Gilbert again and even Phoebe. The possibility that she might've been responsible for Tressie going HAM (Hard as a Motherfucker) on me was given more credence. I found that I was unable to internally commit to pulling the trigger without finding out definitively whether or not she was responsible.
I was still feeling that amazing sloppy top from Renee Kelly's protégé which presented another set of problems if Carlie should decide to make my presence in her sphere known. I'd done a good enough job that Steven okayed me to work the following day. I was grateful for something to take my mind off of things as I found more emails from thousand dollar hopefuls in my "private life."
"Maybe I should give the money to Carlie after that bionic sloppy top." I mumbled to myself still feeling those plump lips all over my junk. I tried to reconcile the mousy looking girl working Yoli's station at Renee's salon with the absolute head queen who'd given me a command performance tonight.
Of course she'd been prompted by the suggestion of blackmail using her footage from Andre's reverse gangbang. I'd already reassembled it into one forty-five minute masterpiece but balked at making it available for sale on my pay site because I figured Renee was definitely watching.
There was thee specter of my own exposure looming on the horizon if she should find out. For the time being, I just wanted to remain out of her view while I figured Carlie out over time. I didn't know what would happen suddenly becoming anxious at the thought of her "boyfriend" Abayomi coming a calling should he find out how she was juggling my nuts in her mouth.
"Damn, that girl is definitely a super head." I kicked myself for not at least trying to knock her back out, but ultimately decided it was for the best focusing on doing a good job at school over pursuing tail. I wondered what infamous baby mama number two would do if she found out, shuddering off the thought.
As far as I was concerned, Carlie Kelly was a one off.
I started scrolling through some of the entries finding some truly embarrassing submissions from a plethora of women around the country. I chuckled knowing it was a lark because I hadn't thought out the logistics of even doing something like a contest. Some older woman north of four hundred pounds sent me a pic of her bent over with her posterior facing the camera. That thing she was presenting was a misshapen mountain of bulbous flesh that made me rethink my proclivity.
She was a giant lump on a nasty looking cluttered bed. Another represented the literal other side of the spectrum with a bony, rail thin sister that could only be described as tragically anorexic. Coincidentally, this woman calling herself " Taffy" matched the massive sister's pose in the other pic. Both included vids that I was never opening up. I decided to go for the hat trick with one more as I walked home from the station.
"Whoa, hold the press; what the fuck?" I stopped mid-walk finding a contender.
It was actually a scan of a actually physical photo that while sketchy in and of itself could not be denied. The top of the pic was this woman's tiny waist ending in another perfect heart shaped derriere made up of full, luscious soft looking cheeks the color of midnight coal.
A pair of white panties were impossibly tasked with covering a good portion of this certified donk failing miserably only able to cover the center leaving a wealth of rear cleavage top and bottom. Honestly judging from the picture, this unknown was squarely right out in front of infamous baby mama number two with newly met asshole Zoya Berhan coming in a very close third.
"Goddamit, sometimes it feels like I walked through a door or something." I thought back to my first ever "model" Erica Walton disturbed daughter of my dad's jump off, and ghetto ass Porsha Simms who belonged squarely in the big and tall variety.
Tressie Fisher came to the fore as my third "conquest" but it was Renee Kelly, infamous baby mamma number two, who truly opened the door for me. Since our initial hookup, I'd been with a number of women most guys and some girls would've killed for.
There was just no going back to sexual mediocrity at this point. I took in the pic again finding an email scribbled underneath the image and nothing more as I walked up on the side of my house. This unknown was undisputed and in line for that cash prize. I resolved to take down the offer when I got inside.
"What're you doing here?"
Tressie Fisher sitting on my porch wearing a vintage pink tank top emblazoned with "D.A.R.E-To Keep Kids Off Drugs" and a long billowy denim skirt that hid her feet. Her business was out in the open for anybody to see, huge pendulous breasts bulging outward under her chin and the sides of the tee. She was sitting hunched over still looking crazed with her hair all over the place. I didn't approach looking around to see if her brother was going to attempt another ambush.
"WHERE'S DEMON?!!" I grabbed a big rock peering over my own hedges expecting to find him crouched down. I wanted to smash his satanic face in before he ended me. Tressie watched scratching her head but remained seated on my porch.
"He's not here."
"My mother know you're out here?"
"She's not home; I guess she's with her boyfriend Gene. Must be great to have someone to love and cherish above all else. They make a nice couple; your mother showed me some pics the other day while we were waiting." Tressie didn't make eye contact, instead looking at a neighbor's house.
"I'm gonna call the cops now." I got my phone out.
"Okay I understand; I just wanted, to say how sorry I am for what I did." My fingers stopped short of pressing the call button.
"ARE YOU SERIOUS?!!"
"Yes, what I did was wrong and if you want to press charges on me, I won't try to dissuade you. There's no explanation for what I did to you, so I'm uh, ready to take my punishment. Go on, call the police on me." She was starting to breathe heavily, mouth opening as if she were about to bawl.
"You were gonna kill me."
"I don't know what I was gonna do; but it doesn't matter anymore because I did this to myself. Never thought I'd meet somebody who would take the pain away and then when I bought into it; he just ended things. Went to his house after I left you and he uhm, wouldn't open the door no matter how much I begged. I actually camped out on his doorstep like a psycho and dozed off. William uh, put me in Demon's car and sat outside in a lawn chair watching over me while I slept. When I woke up and saw him sleeping there beside the car in that lawn chair, I loved him enough to drive away."
"Fuck you Tressie."
"I know I'm shit; so uhm, you can put me in jail and get some justice. I won't lie to the cops about anything. I deserve to be behind bars and you can really do it. Hell, maybe I'll share a cell with Vicky, right?" My shoulders seized up at the thought of her cousin sitting behind bars ultimately because we'd met. It was a crazy unintentional low blow by Tressie.
"Tressie."
"Yeah?"
"Come down off my porch." I crooked my finger beckoning her over from the outside of my hedges.
Tressie Fisher straightened her back making her bulge even further near the point of bursting from the tank top. Tears were streaming down her face as she got up walking almost pigeon-toed around the hedges meeting me on the sidewalk. Tressie's majestic bosom was heaving as I reached down taking her hand.
She didn't say anything as we walked by my backyard and garage turning into the alley. I stopped abruptly turning to her with both hands handling her shoulders. Tressie was breathing heavily through her mouth as I walked her backwards until her head touched my garage door. I let go taking three steps backwards staring at her body, those enormous tits and then her pretty face remembering the Ayesha Curry comparisons.
She interlocked her fingers behind her back, silent.
"Sorry." Tressie mouthed just above a whisper looking down at her feet demurely. There was two big wet spots on her tank top. Tressie Fisher wasn't wearing a bra and she'd started lactating. I just looked taking a deep breath.
She still didn't say anything when I came in turning her around facing the garage door in extreme closeup. I positioned her there hands on her shoulders from the back, squatting down for the hem of the floor length denim skirt raising it until these sheer light blue panties came into view. The material was light enough that her elongated pear shaped butt was visible through the material.
I gathered the material up in my fists pressing it into Tressie's hands. She held it leaving her butt exposed without word. Tressie still didn't say anything when I drew her panties down to her knees baring her big longish ass to the world. We were standing there right at the edge of the alley and an active side street, but she was silent.
I inched back removing my belt intently watching Tressie standing there holding her denim skirt up with her panties around her knees. It seems she was resigned to whatever we were about to do in that alley.
The first blow from my belt was loud and wet echoing down the alley.
Tressie's resultant shriek was enough to disturb a number of neighborhood pets sequestered in my neighbor's yards. The barking accompanied the next fifteen or more strikes from my belt making her reddened cheeks jiggle uncontrollably. I doubled the belt over my fist gasping from the exertion before laying in a final blow that sounded like a gunshot.
Through it all, Tressie stood there and took it sobbing and crying like a little girl. I buckled up looking about amazed no one walked by or came to investigate the noise. I wasn't trying to hide a thing as I walked up still looking at her big, elongated donk covered in puffy welts.
I sunk two middle fingers inside her snatch drawing them out to find her gooey essence dripping from my digits.
I bent down drawing her panties up covering her butt, then went for the hem of the skirt in her hands. She was reluctant to let go making me slap at her hands until she dropped the material. One of her breasts was exposed with her milk running freely from the compromised tit. I gave it a squeeze getting a visible squirt before adjusting the boob behind the soaked cotton material.
"Come on Tressie; I'll walk you to your car."
I took her hand then looped her arm walking us down the sidewalk back past my yard and house to her car parked out front. The window was down making it easy for me to open her door, but I pressed her back into the car mashing my body against hers, teeth gritted.
"Apology accepted bitch; hey, don't call me for a while, okay Tressie?"
"Okay." She moaned completely in the midst of another emotional meltdown.
I used both of my thumbs to wipe the tears from her eyes smudging her mascara, before getting her behind the wheel of her car. I waited there hands in pockets as she composed herself enough to drive off after switching on her radio.



"Pearls" by SADE was playing as Tressie got her car started slowly making a right turn and driving off into the distance while I watched.
***********************************************************************************************************
I had a mostly restless night getting up at the crack of dawn with this odd emotional hangover looking about my empty bedroom. I got showered and dressed noticing my visible injuries were less noticeable. I decided to take the garbage out lingering at the corner of the alley staring at the spot where I'd meted out corporal punishment to Tressie Fisher after she'd tried to take me out.
I felt like a fool for deleting her content but knew said content would be a Sword of Damocles if presented to the authorities. I thought about Demon still lurking about in the hood who might be prompted to visit me again if made aware of my punishment of his sister.
My thoughts settled on Charity Gilbert wondering where she'd gone off to and what she was doing at this particular moment. I had to know if she were in any way responsible getting out my phone dialing her up expectantly finding myself still blocked.
Her reaction to finding me and Tressie, and the reaction of Phoebe when I called afterwards likely meant we were done in every way possible. She was coming to me to make her feelings known and it hadn't even taken as long as she'd asked. For this very reason, I was sure Charity wasn't the culprit, but resolved to use the incident as an inroads to open conversation with her.
Once back in my bedroom, I went to her social media on my laptop finding that I was still blocked there. An epiphany hit me as I used a junk email account to look at the accounts still open publicly. I fished around for about an hour or two going deep until I found an unknown Instagram page still public.
"Son of the bitch; didn't take long?"
I was staring at a photo of Ms. Gilbert and her longtime ex-boyfriend, Jayson Stello. It was an old photo of them from high school, both of them posing in some wooded area, her wearing his letterman's jacket while he wore his football jersey. Charity was an alpha female, future trophy wife in her own right, but coupled together with this guy made for a visual power couple that left me shook to the core.
This was the kind of guy women drooled over. The kind of nigga women fought and paid for willing to even share his romantic attentions. Me, I was average next to this guy who fit in on the same plateau as my cousin Jaquan, dare I say even surpassing him.
"Fuck, every step taken is three steps backwards."
Everyone of my conquests after Porsha Simms had been an upward battle to respectability from the women I'd slept with and Renee Kelly had come along sweeping that chess table clean of all the pieces once she was done with me. It hadn't taken much to get those women to turn on me when she didn't get what she wanted.
I still didn't know what her plan was ultimately considering her relationship and a child with my older cousin. Was she going to keep both of us in her little circle, or would we have to fight it out for her favor. The implications were sickening when seen from the outside.
I ran through a total of fifteen pics of the happy couple before noticing the page was a recent construct. To her credit, Charity was already being followed by a couple of hundred people. I balked at the thought of her and Jayson Stello likely reuniting after our situation popped off.
My mind went places I didn't want it to go as I decided to muddy the mental waters going through some more thousand dollar hopefuls. I found a few more contenders but decided to go back onto my pay site muting the contact information replacing it a message indicating I was going through the entries. This had the added effect of making my comments sections blow up on certain videos.
I still had some time before I had to get to work, so I decided to do a little editing to take my mind off things. I went into my Auntie Esther's album on my desktop pulling unused footage for a new paywall scene. My uncle's trophy wife was pretty lucrative from the POV and bathroom scenes released behind a twenty-five dollar paywall. As a matter of fact, I'd made it a point of patrolling the free porn sites pulling as much pirated footage as humanly possible for one very busy man.
"Hello Mz. Giggles." I pulled up a five minute clip of my aunt doing a runway walk in the corridor of my uncle's house slathered in baby oil draining all of the color from the clip. Even devoid of life giving color, her hyper stacked body still glistened in the black and white footage perfectly.
I was wearing the chest harness casually following her back and forth, alternating this technique with my phone getting some great low angle shots of her huge cheeks dripping oil. Auntie Esther was wearing a light brown wig that wasn't fooling anyone but provided me with some humor and a comparison to the wig worn by Peg Bundy from that old Married with Children sitcom.
It also inspired me to drain the color out of the footage eventually marrying instrumentals from "Don't Mess With Bill" by the Marvelettes. It was a perfect fit to footage of her wearing an apron going about the house performing various tasks, vacuuming, and washing dishes.
Originally my auntie balked at performing these tasks with some semi-feminist rant before I pressed the issue and that massive ass of hers against the hallway wall for a manic rutting that saw twenty minutes pass before I slather her monster ass with my spunk.
After that she was very accommodating warning me that I was gonna "shoot all my baby bullets up" and citing how she didn't want my future wife looking for her as the culprit. I cut a teaser trailer posting it online but refrained from making the movie available for sale. I was the killjoy compromising the footage with my own voice identifying her as my Auntie.
She was that good; rather "DAT ASS" was that DAMN GOOD.
Cutting that trailer and scene was therapeutic for me as I got ready for work putting my troubles behind me. Charity Gilbert lingered in my thoughts like some viral infection intermingled with Vicky Stone. I mused the possible outcome of a faceoff between the girls if Ms. Stone wasn't incarcerated.
Vicky would likely turn Charity's face to mush in a physical confrontation, but Charity would emphatically destroy the competition much in the same way Renee Kelly laid Vicky down without lifting a finger. That pale face with its symmetrical beauty and slanted evil looking eyes was a bucket of cold water to the face of my psyche.
Renee Kelly was still going to pay for messing with Vicky Stone. That was never going to be off the table even if I decided to throw my hat in with Charity Gilbert. Now, that was off the table until Ms. Gilbert reared her pretty head again in my life.
Part of me wondered if that was an eventuality she considered at this exact moment. I wanted my name cleared, nonetheless.
"Shit." I experienced a rare case of twenty four hour DeJa'Vu arriving at work.
A text summoned me to the third floor offices again making me wonder if my services were being dispensed with in the interim. Zoya Berhan was not a fan and definitely had my employer's attention. A few feet out in front of me, Zoya was conversing with two of my peers in decidedly deep conversation.
Despite myself, eyes drifted down finding a pair of casual cargo pants, the Baghdad kind stretched to capacity across the expanse of her own personal fifty inches. From the knees down, her shapely gams were encased in these knee length high heeled boots; they were the kind with laces on the side to make everything form fitting.
It was gothic, punk Lolita pretentiousness of the highest order.
Despite the inherent baggy nature of her military green cargo pants, Zoya's badonkadunk filled and stretched the material to capacity. The inflated nature of her impressive derriere made the thong she was wearing distinctly visible. If you glanced for a second, the deep lines tracing that undergarment looked almost part of the outer surface of those pants.
Zoya smartly matched her attire topside wearing a long sleeved angelically white wrap shirt completing the look quite nicely. Her hair was down up glamorously side swept and shoulder length obviously straightened. I hated my instinctual assessment of women even when they weren't my models. Some pink haired girl with a pockmarked countenance tapped her motioning towards me, but she didn't respond.
Zoya Berhan knew I was there but didn't speak this time.
"HEY GOOD MORNING, NICE TO SEE YOU!!" I flinched when Steven slapped a hand down on my shoulder from the back. I was nervous wondering if he caught me looking.
"Uh, good morning." I cringed inside hoping I didn't sound too nervous.
"Come on in my office for a minute." The anxiety continued as Steven walked by with a satchel bag slung over his shoulder. I followed inching by Zoya and company noticing she turned her face to the wall instead of looking at or even greeting me. Everyone else sort of gave me the stink eye, but I was irritated with her specifically.
"What's up?" I didn't beat around the bush noticing Zoya and her associates disappeared the minute my butt touched the chair in front of Steven's desk.
"How do you feel about overtime?"
"I feel fine about paid overtime, sir." Steven chuckled unpacking some files from his satchel bag and getting busy putting them away without regarding me.
"We're screening Daughters of the Dust tonight because I don't want it in the festival; but certain people feel it might offend a peer group that could make things difficult for the department. Think you could help me out tonight?"
"Sure, but won't Zoya be angry if I show up? I mean, you told her that film was gonna be her baby because she was down with Sharkesha, right?" Steven was leaning over behind his desk but glanced up at my face.
"Uh yeah, about that; we're having an alumni deal tonight off campus at the Hilton. I'm going to take Zoya with me to rub elbows with the money people. Don't get me wrong, I know how this looks; I'd be equally okay with taking you, but then there is the issue of your facial bruising. That's a discussion I'd rather not have with some one percenter as far removed from your background as a man on the moon. I promise to make it up to you if you help me out tonight."
"Sure." I replied measuring my tone.
"We're cool right; no feelings or anything towards me, or Zoya?"
"As long as I'm getting paid, It's okay Steven; so how's this gonna work out?" I shifted about in my chair looking everywhere but his face. He took stock of my demeanor but kept quiet knowing he was getting what he wanted.
"Regular day with hour long lunch period, and you get three breaks. Fuck man, if nobody really shows up, you can close the place down early. I'll still pay you for the double shifts, we cool right?"
"So, you know that movie is a snooze fest, huh?" I avoided the question.
"Every year I get some enterprising young lady with various hair colors suggesting that movie since I started and we were renting out a theatre four blocks over. Nobody ever really packed the house for Daughters of the Dust, and most of these self-proclaimed enlightened people usually drifted out before it was done. We had to wake the rest. You think I want to open a film festival in our newly minted student theatre, with that movie?"
Both of us shared a hearty laugh as Steven placed a twenty on the desk.
"Tell you what; I'll even spring for a coffee and your choice of the fine pastries offered downstairs in our youth center. Just bring me back a small black coffee and a frosted bagel."
"Yes sir!"
"Steven." He corrected.
I bristled at the thought I was covering for my boss and his stuffy jump off who hadn't the decency to ask me herself. Even though I was getting paid, it still felt shitty in my book and given a proper choice, I would've declined out of sheer pride. I wondered if Steven talked with his other employees before coming to me, or if Zoya requested me for some reason.
She didn't like me in the least as I recalled the brief moment that colored our working relationship going forward. She'd seemed quite pleasant introducing herself in those fateful seconds before peering at my phone finding the incriminating screen saver of Officer Johnson. Now, she was nigh insufferable and I was gonna have to address it at some point or it would engulf me.
"Shit." The lobby was crowded, but one face stood out in particular.
"Hey, haven't seen you for a while; you hiding from me or something?"
Carlie was standing there in the middle of the crowded corridor as students milled about. I glanced over her shoulder finding some of her friends standing there watching. One of them I recognized from the video with Carlie going down on Andre.
"I'm late for an appointment, see you later Carlie." I walked by without answering her question knowing eyes were following me.
I pushed through the crowd giving her my back as a metaphorical middle finger already analyzing her words. Carlie Kelly was likely stunting in front of her friends having probably already told them of our random encounter.
It seemed an ego boost because she was the "small fry" of her cousin's peer group. Maybe her and Renee talked about it and had a good laugh at how she was able to make me squeal and flop about in the student theatre. That skinny bitch was a covert super head.
"Double shit."
I was rewarded or cursed depending on how you looked at it with another view of Zoya Berhan's ridiculous backside, thong imprint and all. Her entourage had grown exponentially as I noticed a few thirsty looking guys loitering about, some looking for an opportunity to step up to the exotic princess of our department.
For some reason, "DAT ASS" looked even bigger in the middle of a crowded lobby. She was leaning against one of the thick pillars coming from the ceiling having a merry old time as I noticed one creepy looking white dude trying to covertly film her with his android. That same pink haired girl alerted Zoya to my presence again.
"No hard feelings, eh mate?"
This time she half turned at the waist with a smug grin that made me wish she were a man so that I could dot her eye. Zoya's posture with a wide arching hip pointed out in my direction left no doubt I was being mocked. The whole deal was set up from the beginning, but I didn't feel like backing out of things at this point.
She was looking me directly in the eye creating this mesmeric effect as I followed it hers from my face to the widest point of the hip closest to me. My brow furrowed as I bit into my lower lip realizing this was the second woman stunting on me since I stepped into the lobby. I walked away to some laughter from Zoya and her flying monkeys still wishing she were a guy.
The rest of my regular shift went as planned leaving me little time to think about anything of any real consequence as I set up a few classes and attended to other audio visual needs between the two buildings that made up the campus. My community college had a staggering case of thinking it was a regular sized school against expectations. To that end, I was little more than a small cog in a big machine.
I started feeling it as my coworkers began disappearing in succession until I was left to run the projection booth. It was heady being in charge of the student theatre as I pondered one day having a screening of my own. I thought about the possibilities as a cadre of people appeared at my window.
"Are you, running the screening tonight?"
I found myself looking at this tall, stuffy looking brother with a huge nappy afro. He was flanked on either side by two much younger women in Afrocentric garb, one had a face full of piercings that left much to be desired.
"I guess so sir." I answered chipper despite feeling somewhat tired. It was thirty minutes into my second shift and I had been working nonstop.
"Now that ain't no kind of answer; are you the projectionist, or not?!" He went from 0 to 1000 in moments reminding me verbally of an old actor named George Stanford Brown visually and verbally, although just a bit deeper on the voice.
"I have been assigned to screen tonight's film "Daughters of the Dust" by Steven, the head of the Audio Visual department. What can I do for you, uh?"
"Dr. Miles Cooper, head of the liberal arts and cultural studies contingent of this campus, among other things. Steven, used to work for me and as a matter of fact, I bought him into this department." His tone was indignant raising my hackles. It felt like this nigga wanted to throw hands or something.
"WHAT CAN I DO FOR YOU, DR. MILES COOPER?!!" I flattened my palms on the desktop staring him in the eye in a test of wills. I suppose he expected me to fold, but I remained steadfast as he did a very minor doubletake.
"Chill dad, you're being so fucking extra tonight. Don't mess this up for Quisha; you know how she is already."
The sister with several facial piercings and some garish eyeliner asserted herself vocally while the other, a caramel colored sister looked overtly anxious. Both of the young women were wearing traditional African headwraps and dresses matching in an explosion of color.
"Now what I tell you about using that toilet language?" Dr. Miles replied in baritone fashion sounding like a stripped down Darth Vader as my eyes settled on Quisha noticing some very rich cleavage informed by a single darkly pigmented line.
"Turn down your masculinity daddy; no one's challenging your supremacy at the water hole. We have to get set up for the presentation. Maybe this year everybody won't slip out before the movies over." The pierced sister pushed some disks onto my window countertop as Dr. Miles noticed ushering his daughter out of view.
"You, have a problem with your eyes son?"
"No."
"Do you wanna have a problem with them?" This guy was at least six five and built like a linebacker probably somewhere near the middle of sixty, age wise. He emphasized his threat leaning into the window glaring down at me.
"WOULD YOU STOP FATHER!!" Quisha piped up in a mousy voice that cracked as it went higher.
Part of her headwrap appeared on the outskirts of his left arm. Her sister stepped between us with a toothy grin that did nothing for her studded face. She picked up the disks placing them in my hands with a friendly smile revealing a gap in her teeth.
"Hey sorry about that, this is our mood music for the presentation. You uh, you're gonna be okay with this right; I mean, I could help you out back here?" Her features were harsh, but her personality rich and warm. Dr. Miles was thankfully already walking away from my window with Quisha.
"Don't worry, I got it under control, uh?"
"Eboni Miles, I work as a TA under our father, but basically I'm sort of, all over the place honestly speaking. I'd like to apologize for my father's attitude; he's way too alpha when guys are around his girls. We've been trying to ween him off the unnecessary aggression, but it's a slog if you ask me." She was radiating interest, but I didn't want the smoke from her father even if I could get past the shit in her face.
I introduced myself shaking her hand.
"Nice to meet you Eboni Miles."
"Don't be a stranger; I work over in the main building on the 5th floor. Maybe we could have a cup of coffee some time?"
"Maybe." I was noncommittal already going through her musical selection but glanced up at her with a wink.
"COME ON HERE EBONI!!" Dr. Miles reappeared veritably snatching his daughter away.
My head dipped out of the window finding the angry educator mad dogging me as he hurriedly ushered Eboni down the short stairwell towards the stage under the screen. I was already over it sending an insurance text to Steven to cover my ass.



He responded quickly telling me via text that I had nothing to worry about from Dr. Miles as more people in similar garb appeared going directly to the stage and the Miles family. I put on the music before leaving to take care of a quick mic delivery to an adjacent classroom.
When I returned, a third of the theatre was filled with people who all appeared to come from Dr. Miles department.
I chuckled at some of the Caucasian and Asian students wearing African dashikis and kufi type hats in a visual indictment of their instructor. There was no fucking way I would ever visit his daughter over in the main building. The image of a classic duel to the death at twenty paces came to mind. Quisha and her sister were performing some melodic musical number as I crawled back into the projection booth. They were very talented girls despite their overbearing father.
"Well, looks like business is good." I got my phone out finding that Mz. Giggles was fast becoming a hit from the posted teaser alone.
The comments section heaped praise and chided me for not having the movie available for sale. My tip jar had been hit quite a few times bolstering my ego during a hard days work.
It was a little after seven thirty in the evening when I started feeling it after texting my mother about the double shift which made her happy enough to task me with buying groceries the following day. I peered through the window facing the stage noticing a good portion of the audience growing restless during a poetry reading.
I chaffed at the mental image of Steven and Zoya hobnobbing with the affluent and wealthy while I had to deal with Dr. Miles and a few of his other colorful associates. Zoya Berhan's parting words made more sense in hindsight as I noticed the crowd thinning out.
Things came to a general ending during the middle of the screening when Eboni found her way back to my window only to be snatched up by a vigilant father who escorted both of his daughters out of their scheduled screening under cover of theatre darkness.
I was reminded of Charity Gilbert's father now going through his own family crisis with her and Tressie Fisher. I didn't think there was any real reason she would give up on him despite what I heard that night. I watched some more people file out, one couple openly citing the popcorn was the best part of the movie before hitting the overhead lights.
I had to pick up the place a little deciding to leave the movie playing as background noise. I found a bunch of themed pamphlets and discarded cups in some of the seating picking up a bit. Zoya Berhan stuck it to me real fucking good and I just wanted to give her the biggest middle finger I could manage at this point.
There was no way in hell, I would cover a shift for her again in the future.
"Oh, sorry didn't know you were here; I'll turn the lights back down so you can finish the movie."
"Thanks."
Carlie was sitting alone with a medium sized bucket of popcorn one leg folded over the other. She was wearing a pair of white reeboks which contrasted with the spaghetti strap knee length sundress covering her body. There was a slight hint of cleavage which I'm sure was intentional.
I walked back down the aisle moving to the side of the elevated projection room hitting the lights. I turned around finding Carlie leaning there with a palm flattened against the wall supporting her weight. She was smiling biting into her lower lip, knowingly.
"WHAT?!" Carlie's attitude was apparent, my outburst making her look away snickering.
"Don't you want to watch the rest of the movie with me?" She asked innocuously, both of us knew she was testing her fledgling feminine appeal with Renee Kelly as the measuring stick. In that moment I regretted avoiding Carlie after she'd given me that epic blowjob.
Now I was going to have to force that sexual pendulum to swing the other way.
"Do you want me to watch the movie with you, Carlie?"
She righted herself in front of me taking my hand turning the palm upward. My heart thumped for a second thinking she were about to employ the same mind game as Renee, but instead she made circles in my palm with her pointer finger. It tickled making me draw my hand back as if burned.
"Yeah." She emphasized her answer by licking her bottom lip unknowingly putting me out even more.
It felt like she'd been talking to Renee who likely pegged me as some sort of simp. Her demeanor reminded me of her behavior in that video where Andre had been turned out in spectacular fashion. Carlie took my pointer finger leading me back to her aisle intending for me to have a seat. Expectedly, she pushed me down into a seat but I held fast pulling her into my lap. Her tight round butt ended up firmly planted on my business as we jostled a little. I went for the hem of her dress lifting the light material up exposing a bit of thigh above the knees before she stopped me.
"I can't have a look Carlie?"
"You know I have a boyfriend; don't be naughty with me." Despite her words, Carlie was peering over the seats making sure we were alone in the darkened theatre. It appeared Daughters of the Dust unwittingly cleared the house and not in a good way. I was sure director Julie Dash would be "proud" that she'd provided cover for a hookup.
"So, I can't look Carlie?" I asked again still holding the hem of her dress as she leaned over looking in the aisle preceding us.
"Alright, just a minute though, okay?"
"Sure."
I went with it tossing the dress upward that her navel was exposed finding a really tight pair of lace trim bikini panties. This underwear looked painted onto her figure accentuating the anchor shape of her hips making her legs appear longer than they actually were. I appreciated the aesthetic appeal and thought that went into her apparel wondering if these were picked out for me or her boyfriend Abayomi.
"So, what do you think?" Carlie asked.
Instead of answering, I palmed her mound letting my middle fingers rest on her muff. I cupped her virtue giving her peach a little squeeze. The heat was palpable between her narrow thighs as I ran a middle finger along her covered slit, tracing its length. Carlie hunched forward tugging at my thumb until I lifted my hand.
"I can't hold you down?"
"Hold me down; you know we don't have much time before this movie is over, right? Probably just under forty minutes so you might not want to waste time." Carlie was playfully hiding her crotch from view, but my hand was resting on her inner thigh.
"So you don't want me to hold you down, or what?" My hand slid up her thigh resting three fingers against her mound slightly pushing into the buoyant flesh there.
"What do you mean; uhm, what're you talking about?"
I pulled my hand out from under her dress crooking a pointer finger wanting her to bring her head a bit closer. When Carlie did, I took her earlobe between my lips swirling my tongue on it. I followed this up by tracing her jawline with my tongue as my fingers went back to intently rubbing her slit. After studying her "performance" with Andre again, I knew her triggers using a thumb on her covered clit.
Basically I was palming her sex squeezing and rubbing the silken material of Carlie's skintight panties against her slit. My calculations proved on the money as it got noticeably more humid between her thighs. My opposite hand was gradually drawing her frock upward exposing my actions.
"Don't you want me to take care of you?" Carlie moaned with her cheek resting against my lips. She was responding to the lightened foreplay as I gave the young ingenue slight rabbit kisses.
"You are taking care of me Carlie. I let you play with mine, now it's your turn."
"Oh, is that right?"
"Yeah I wanna play with this tight pussy until you make that sound."
"What sound?" Carlie asked playfully.
I stuck the tip of my tongue in her ear making Carlie squirm about in my lap rubbing that tight apple all over my crotch. My teeth nibbled on her lobe again as she snickered turning into my body drawing her knees up as we kissed earnestly for the first time. I was quick with just the hint of tongue.
We jostled a little bit playfully wrestling as I reached under her frock pushing her thighs apart. This time I pressed the tips of my fingers against her slit followed by a knuckle used in a manner to ramp up the friction separated by the tiniest bit of fabric covering her sex. My thumb mimicked the action on her clit in this circular pattern.
Carlie chuckled snatching at my fingers trying to disrupt my actions until I captured her hand pressing it under mine flat on her mound. Both of us exchanged glances for a few seconds then I reached down softly moving her hand to the side. She watched me pinch the material and draw it aside enough to expose a puffy clean shaven mound.
Carlie had a nice looking slit that appeared tight and peachy even though I knew she'd traded her virginity for Andre's thirteen inches of addled manhood. There was no doubt I'd have to be talented in this moment to make up for my slightly above average offering. I ran a single digit along her slit until the tip slipped inside finding her already drenched in the way only a younger women can.
"Prettiest little pussy, looks tasty." I whispered in her ear sucking her gooey essence off my pointer finger.
"You like it?" She was still smiling as if we were playing some childish game.
"Yeah, can you give me some more?"
Carlie obliged me watching intently as I licked and suckled two of her fingers. I silently prompted her to keep it up while my free hand rubbed her inner thigh. I could see her getting wet and aroused stealing a peck of her cheek. I did it a couple of times until I found her lips waiting. This was more passionate ever brief.
"Give me some more please baby." I whispered purposely sounding submissive as she fed me more and more of her essence. I'd started giving her inner thigh these tiny pinches letting my hand slide back and forth over her shaven mound. I squeezed her juicy labia lips together watching some of her oily juices start to flow.
"Can I get some more of that Carlie?" I asked between kisses. We were making out passionately and I'm pretty sure she could feel my manhood pressing into her tight rear cleavage. She'd graduated alternating three and four finger stuffing my mouth up to the knuckles while I continued diddling her clit which was fully visible from its neat little hood.
I continued changing things up as she started to become more animated in my lap rolling her hips as if she were giving me a lap dance. Three of my fingers slid inside her snatch rubbing the grooves of her inner walls ramping up the young twentysomething's excitement.
My fingertips scrubbed that particular spot to the exclusion of all else as she started to whine in this girlish manner. We were making out heavily getting louder, but the noise was drowned out by the boring indie movie playing on the big screen. Her throaty gasps were a big turn on as she trembled and shook in my care.
Her breasts were jiggling loosely as one of the spaghetti straps slid off one shoulder exposing a slight tan line of the absent material. Carlie was sitting in my lap with both legs opened wide bent at the knees half Indian style. She was long and lean with a model's thin build from the waist up, her anchor shaped hips speaking to her ethnicity.
My rubbing fingers went harder making her hunch over as if she were going to yank them free of her snatch, but I played a trump card in that instant. I'd been slowly conducting a tacit exploration of her honeypot and discovered my goal moments before she arched her longish back.
"AH, AH SHIT THAT'S IT RIGHT THERE!" The bespectacled conscious sister gasped wrapping her fingers around my wrist in a death grip.
Two of my fingers were pressing against a particular bumpy ridge inside her cunt which was quickly becoming unmanageable. There was no way she would stop me now as I beat out a sensual ditty on her secret spot. I watched her face turn to mush, eyes squinted tightly shut mouth hanging open as I pushed her intrusively towards an orgasm.
Carlie went loose laying against my chest as I added the additional stimulation of my thumb to her clit simultaneously. Her chest was rising and falling as her grip relaxed, one arm falling limply to her side. Carlie reached up cupping the outside of her left breast squeezing it in pumping fashion.
"AW YEAH!! FEELS SO GUD!! AW MAN, KEEP DOING THAT!! AW SHIT!!" Her compact bubble butt was twisting and bobbing rubbing and stroking my shaft as we made out like lost lovers.
My free hand rose up cupping and squeezing her left boob. Carlie was quick covering my hand with her own rubbing it as she went wild swirling her tongue in my mouth eventually sucking on mine. She was actually sucking it like a surrogate cock making me extremely hard.
Her free hand was caressing my cheek as I continued working her intensely. I thought she went bra less but felt some sort of pastie covering the breast I was mauling. Carlie confirmed things tugging at her dress until that boob came into view. She was wearing one of those strapless, self-adhesive brassieres advertised as invisible push up types.
Her thumb and nail eventually peeled it away exposing her left tit. Carlie had some bell shaped breasts that sloped from her chest deflated looking at the top but noticeably full on the bottom. I estimated her size at approximately 36C, a bit on the large side. An odd aside was her areolas which were larger than you would've thought almost saucer sized.
The puffed up nature of it was visually enticing, with an engorged darkened nipple. Carlie rolled and pinched the nipple while her hips ground down on my shaft. Both of us were criminally dry humping one another as I pressed harder on her secret spot. She brought my hand up wanting her tit played with.
"Carlie?"
"Yeah?"
Her eyes were closed as she'd given up trying to sexually assert herself. I had her now as evidenced by my drenched fingers undated with her oily essence. Carlie was leaking all over the seat with her womanly scent assailing my nostrils.
"Make that sound for me." I whispered wetly into her ear.
"What sound baby?" Carlie's eyes opened still squinted.
Her question was my trigger as I went ham on her tight little cunt frenetically jilling her off with nothing held back. My entire hand was working this conscious ingenue to masturbatory heights unheard of, thumb expertly teasing her clit which looked like a nub at this point. I was starting to get more wetness freely running from her snatch accompanied by erratic bursts of moisture, but I knew what I wanted. Carlie was going to give it to me regardless.
"NEE-NEE!!" Carlie's face started to scrunch up much in the manner I'd seen during Andre's reverse gangbang with these dimples appearing at the corners of her nose and mouth while her brow furrowed.
"Come on Carlie, give it to me; make that sound." She was bouncing in my lap, her tight butt grinding me to dust through my jeans.
"NEE-NEE-NEE!!" Her chest was heaving, the exposed tit becoming something akin to jello as I flicked and pinched that nipple applying an intense level of pressure.
"That's what I want Carlie; give it up." I was creating splashes of her essence. There was no doubt she was going into the throes of a massive orgasm. Her lower back arched into my frigging fingers. I kept up the attack on her special button caring little about my own gratification.
"NEE-NEE-NEE-NEEE!!! Her long legs drew up into my lap pressed tightly together in a vain attempt to trap my fingers inside. It felt like she was urinating on my hand, but I knew better as Carlie went over the edge.
"NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! NEE-NEE-NEE!!"
Even though I knew it was going to happen, I was unprepared for the explosive burst of moisture followed by a gust of liquid that came in fits and starts as she went wild flopping in my lap.
She was having a sexual meltdown and there was nothing I could do but ride it out until she went slack in my lap nearly five minutes later. It felt like somebody pulled some invisible plug robbing the twentysomething of her energy. Carlie went rigid in my lap for a few more seconds then physically deflated.
There was a puddle on the theatre floor at our feet.
"Thanks Carlie."
Instead of talking, she cupped my cheek giving me this very soulful, very emotional kiss. Her face glistened with perspiration catching the light from the movie playing overhead. Carlie pressed a hand to her bosom heaving and gasping from the exertion.
"I love that sound."
I complimented realizing one of my lower pants legs was drenched with her essence. Carlie absentmindedly rolled the nipple on her exposed boob looking out into space as I gingerly separated us starting to get up.
"Oh-oh, it's your turn." She gasped.
"That's okay, times up."
"Huh?"
"Movie's over." I motioned towards the screen as the last of the end credits scrolled.
Carlie almost looked like a mannequin splayed out across two seats with her dress still up exposing her business. Visually speaking she was a mess with slight traces of mascara running down her cheeks. Internally stoked and sure I'd reclaimed my sexual masculinity, I casually walked back over to the side of the projection booth switching on the overhead studio styled lighting.
It was a jolt to the system as the stark lighting hit my unprepared eyes making me squint and blink profusely. Carlie appeared over the top of her seat visible from the ball of fabric on her head wrap to the top of her abdomen, boob still exposed.
"HEY, TURN THAT OFF AND COME BACK OVER HERE!" She wanted more, but I wanted to turn a screw.
"I GOTTA GO; SHOULDN'T YOU CALL YOUR BOYFRIEND?" I wanted to be coy, maybe even a bit crass but she was undeterred smiling at me like some lazy drunk.
"Come back over; I wanna..."
Before she could say more, we were alerted by the sounds of keys at the heavy door leading into the student theatre. Carlie's head disappeared from view like she'd fallen into a black hole as I edged to the end of the wall finding a custodian entering with his pushcart.
"Oh, I didn't know people were still here." His name was Ed, we'd met a few times when I first enrolled.
"Just packing up, I was gonna pick up a bit."
"I'll take care of it, hell I got all night. Get off at seven, so what was the movie tonight?"
"Daughters of the Dust." He was facing me with his back to the screen.
Carlie covertly filed out looking to all the world as if she'd been attacked by a bear. Ed was this semi-portly brother; affable and friendly despite being slightly marginalized by his predominantly Latin coworkers.
"Man, I seen that movie; it's a snooze fest."
"Yeah, it's an acquired taste, I admit." Ed wasn't lying, but I'd had a different experience.
"What she'd look like young blood?" He asked out of nowhere alarming me enough to flinch.
"HUH?!!"
"The first time I watched that movie, this cute little sister from the liberal arts department was my excuse. We're married with two kids now." We both chuckled at his story as he started removing a rag from his cart.
"It's not like that Ed." I walked to the projection room putting a foot on the short stairwell opening the door still looking at him. It seemed like he didn't believe me in the slightest.
Zoya was sitting there in the projection room looking me dead in the face. There was a look of abject shock on her face that sent chills up my spine as she snapped into a standing position snatching a backpack from the countertop.
"UH, I'M GOING NOW!!" Before I could say a word, she ran through the opposite door in a blur of motion. I caught a brief glimpse of her huge heart shaped butt. The heavy metal door slammed loudly with an echo as I turned back to Ed still holding the handle on my entrance.



"Sure it's not like that." Ed chuckled.
"I'm fucked." I sat down on the step facepalming as he started cleaning the auditorium.
"WHAT IS THIS SHIT?!! NASTY ASS KIDS THESE DAYS!!" Ed discovered the puddle left behind by Carlie.
Her chair ended up covered with a plastic garbage bag marked for steam cleaning later that night.
**********************************************************************************************************
I found a burst of energy flowing through my body leaving Ed to take care of the auditorium getting into the narrow part of the corridor in a frenzy. I wanted to find Zoya, see what she knew or saw. The corridor beyond was partially filled with enough people that I had to negotiate the crowd while scanning for Zoya.
At the end of the corridor were some empty classes, two to be exact. The door on my left was partially ajar allowing me to peer inside finding evidence that Ed had already been there. The second door on my right had a piece of notebook paper taped to its bright hardwood surface. It was a notice for an impromptu casting call for the drama department.
I tried the handle finding it a little loose as several students passed by in deep conversation. The thick door opened revealing a darkened room that I was more than happy to simply peek into, but some hallway pedestrians bumped me inside. The room had been broken down, but most of the desks were shifted off to the side which meant I'd likely end up gathering them.
I shrugged it off knowing Zoya was probably in the wind. I started moving a few desks near the door in the partial darkness. There were three overhead lighting fixtures partially illuminating the room in three solid beams of mood lighting. I walked further inside, then decided to turn the big light on to continue my work.
"OH, DAMN!"
Deep in the darkness up against the wall at my immediate left, two people were getting it in behind a row of desks. Some brother was planking the shit out of some female. I couldn't really see any details but he was mounting her prone bone getting all of the ass like his life depended on it. I could hear both of them grunting along with the meaty slap of flesh on flesh.
"HEY DAWG, DO YOU MIND?!!" I'd froze in place, shocked at the sight of them manically fucking in the darkness.
"Uh yeah, sorry." I mumbled.
"GET THAT LIGHT, NIGGA!!" I couldn't see him but made out a red baller's cap on his head. I stumbled backward like a gun was being pointed at me switching off the lights and pulling up the door. I floundered in the middle of the corridor as a bunch of guys went by taking me in their wake. Before I knew it, I was walking down the stairwell listening to the raucous chatter of my incidental comrades. We hit a door leading out into the back of the lobby area.
My mind was going a mile a minute as I walked up to the main lobby barely noticing the students milling about, a lot of them TA'S and disparate couples talking. There were a number of people framing either side of the double glass doors leading out onto the street. This gigantic guy in a football jersey and sweats turned into me with his hand raised stopping me at the entrance. He was a literal humanoid grizzly with a head full of dreadlocks, thick blocky glasses and a cartoonishly innocuous face goatee on his narrow chin.
"WHAT'S UP?!!" I was caught off guard, but still added some base to my voice.
"OH SORRY BRUH, SOMEBODY IS TRYING TO GET YOUR ATTENTION!!" He pointed over my shoulder prompting me to follow the trajectory of his gaze to the large art deco styled windows deep set which made the sill unofficial seating for people waiting for a ride.
Carlie was sitting there in the window with her legs folded under her butt while some guy stood at her side trying to make the hard sell. She was staring intently in my direction with a half-smile on her roundish, youthful face. She barely acknowledged the interested brother leaning against the wall talking a mile a minute. Carlie changed posture drawing her knees up vertically wrapping her arms around them grinning at me. Her admirer followed her gaze to me as I walked over.
He met me a few feet away from Carlie bothered to distraction.
"Thanks man, that's real foul bro; I was gonna hit that."
"Wanna smell my fingers?"
"WHAT, EW!! YOU NEED TO GET JESUS IN YOUR LIFE NIGGA!!" The admirer was put out backing away verbally disgusted.
"I hang out and fuck bitches in his basement."
Carlie burst into laughter burying her face in the front of her folded knees as this guy made the sign of the cross filing out like I was a leper or something. She was busting up as I took his place leaning into the wall above her.
"Oh what's so funny bright eyes?" Carlie looked up into my face with this enamored expression. It was vastly different a week later from the pointed scorn days earlier.
"Where do you think you're going?"
"Home."
"No you ain't."
"Oh, where am I going, then?" Carlie chuckled a bit before biting her lip averting her eyes demurely.
"Two doors over, cutting edge Youth Hostel with this sweet door out front that opens with a debit card. Once you slide that card, not only does it open the front door; also activates the next available room with a flashing green light. Nice little beds overlooking the loop, nice and fresh with a small shower in one corner. We're gonna love it."
"Got it all planned out, huh?"
"Did you think you was gonna get away?" Carlie flashed her credit card waving it in front of my face.
***********************************************************************************************************
"What?"
"Damn girl what're you doing?" I'd opened the door with her card turning to find Carlie leaning against the wall already removing her panties in anticipation.
"If you stay ready, you don't gotta get ready." She answered glibly swinging her underwear on a pointer finger with a chuckle.
Carlie leaned against the wall with her tight bubble mashed into as she bent over at a ninety degree angle drawing the front of her dress up until her upper thighs were visible just below her snatch. Her legs were runway quality with just enough plumpness in the thighs to signify her heritage. In a few years she might even fill out almost matching her relative Renee Kelly.
It felt like she was stunting there in the narrow corridor at the top of the stairs. Carlie reached up unslinging her bag tossing it to me from two feet away. I caught it puzzled for a moment looking back at her inquisitively. Carlie cocked her head to the side with a slight nod until I got her meaning. I used her bag dropping it down to the floor to keep the room door ajar.
I met her in the corridor outside our room standing in front of her there. My body would've completely obscured hers if anyone came in from outside because of her narrow stature. Carlie raised the dress higher giving me another look at her clean shaven snatch. My hand cupped her mound in this upward underhanded motion feeling her already wet enough to leak womanly essence between my fingers.
When I'd first met her in Renee's shop I had no idea how truly hot she was and would've relished shooting some amateur content with this conscious ingenue. In response to my groping, Carlie unbuckled and unzipped me with one hand exposing my throbbing erection.
"I didn't come to see that movie tonight; I came to fuck you."
"Yeah, you wanted to fuck me?"
"Since I gave you that blowjob; I would've fucked you that night but I had to meet up with my man. Didn't want to get busted and all, you know how it is, right?" Carlie handled me with authority.
"Unfortunately."
"Fuck the shit out of me right now."
She was rubbing the underside of my endowment on her damp mound, tapping, and pressing it against her juicy slit. I had enough slamming my palms flat on either side of her head popping my hips driving my manhood through the narrow fingers handling me. The head of my cock poked into the tender flesh of her mound feeling heavenly.
"Carlie, I'm gonna fuck your motherfucking brains out." I growled reaching down grabbing dueling handfuls of her tight bubbled butt.
The material of her dress spilled between my fingers outstretched across her ass like eagle talons as I pressed into her body mashing her against it. She weighed little to nothing as I lifted her aloft finally shoving my prick into her sweltering honeypot.
She was so wet I slid hard inside with little to no friction balls deep. Carlie was beaming as I penetrated her fully to the hilt, stifling her own voice by biting her own lip. She had another surprise waiting as her walls contracted into a vise like grip around the base of my cock. It was so sudden that I couldn't help reacting facially. Carlie loved it going into a wide grin that embarrassed me enough to look away towards the bottom of the stairs.
"Kegel exercises three times a week, I also have a background in dance; you like the benefits." She did this muted roll of the hips putting pressure on my shaft.
Carlie was sexually stunting before we even got started. Her arms were draped over my shoulders.
"I like it; fuck girl, I love this shit." Her ego was stoked as she leaned in with a soulful kiss that made my toes curl up inside my canvas sneakers.
Carlie's ankles were interlocked in the small of my back as we made out in the corridor. She was purposely squeezing and grinding down on my member sending jolts of electricity running through my body.
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah Carlie, I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you."
"You talking but you ain't doing nothing; get off your show business and show me something nigga." She replied playfully knowing her words presented an open challenge stinging my masculinity.
I pressed hard into her snatch finding that it conformed to my movements. Her puffy labia parted further absorbing what was intended to be a sustained grind into her virtue. Carlie's sex was extremely squishy and resilient making me consider her relationship with Renee Kelly. Both of us had been sexually trained, me sort of a pet project as she manipulated me into doing her bidding. Above all else, I had the endurance of an athlete between the sheets.
"Giving up already; I haven't even road you yet." She looked as if she would laugh in my face and I felt it was unintentional, but no less challenging.
"Bitch."
I reared up off the wall carrying her in my arms like an infant to the half opened door of our hostel room. I kicked her bag getting inside caring little that her things spilled out onto the floor. True to her description, there was a large window facing out on to the streets below adjacent to the elevated train that ran through the city proper. I didn't see anything else as I faceplanted on top of Carlie, both of us still basically clothed.
She got the full brunt of my weight but didn't complain because I was fucking her hard even while we were falling. Her impact into the mattress added to the effect as I bottomed out personally. She went with it legs elevated bent at the knee on either side of my thrusting hips. Her legs were long enough, that her feet were flat on the mattress.
The excessively wet squishy feel of her cunt was immediately addictive. I went a thousand miles an hour pounding Carlie's pussy feeling her caressing my back eventually cupping my cheeks. She drew me down into her waiting lips. We were somewhere between making love and just animalistically screwing the shit out of one another.
The sound of my plunging pike was loud, distinctly audible with this almost sickening sound that was best described as slurping. She was creaming nonstop around the base of my shaft. Her cunt was really deep easily able to handle Andre and she'd worked at her technique able to contract around my meat no problem.
Whenever my cock would plunge down into her, Carlie's hips wrenched down perfectly applying intense pressure in synch with my movements. Demonstrating the rewards of that sexual tutoring, Carlie would roll and pop her hips essentially stroking my member when it was in backward movement. She broke contact from making out looking deep into my eyes gauging my response. Her expression remained playful making it feel as if she were toying with me.
"Can you handle me?" She asked smiling and cheesing like she knew the answer.
"What do you think?"
"I think my cousin trained you and I think you're trying to stunt in your own little way; especially since you got away with that shit in the auditorium. It's gonna take more than "hanging" to please me boy. You got that baby?"
"Sure, I think you've also been trained by a certain someone, and I think she said some real uninformed shit about me; so, you think you got my number because I was "sprung" on her. Carlie, you ain't her and I ain't no simp."
"Prove it nigga."
"I was about to say the same thing to you baby."
"Alright fool; we got space and opportunity, so we doing the damn thang, or not?" Both of us were smiling still screwing through the whole exchange.
"Let's go Carlie."
Both of us slowly disengaged as I got off the bed stripping my clothing off. Carlie watched invested leaning on her side in the reclining buddha pose. She was checking me out slowly sitting up as I planted my butt on the edge of the mattress.
"I'm gonna teach you a lesson for playing with me." Carlie swung her long legs over onto the floor removing her shoes as I sat watching. Instead of just slipping the dress over her shoulders, the deceptive ingénue stood up in front of me.
"Hey, admit it; you were fucking with me this whole time, right?" She asked.
"You're fucking with me right now."
"But you wanted to stick it to my cousin, right? Would fucking me right now make you feel better about that shit between you two?"
"Fucking you right now would make my dick feel real good; I want to see you naked and fuck your juicy little peach. Might even go up in your ass if you let me; but you just wanna talk shit and have a backdoor out of this shit when I make you piss all over this fucking floor bitch. You scared you won't live up to the Kelly family name, huh? You gonna take my drawers back to her so she can smell them when she get lonely at night? I want to fuck you Carlie."
She looked shocked for a moment not expecting me to answer plainly in intermittent sprinkled blue language.
"Oh you are, so wrong for that shit." Carlie slipped the dress over her shoulders tossing it on the floor beside her handbag.
She was quote-unquote cocksure of herself standing there in front of me in the buff. Carlie was a bit over five seven in height with a more defined model's figure also giving me a real good look at those anchor type hips. It looked like she worked out on the regular with some defined musculature. I had an inordinate amount of stamina but Carlie was built to last.
Still flossing, Carlie hit a profile view for me letting me view the roundness of her bubble butt from the side then turned her back to me. Those hips were calling out to me in the worst way now because her cheeks were these dueling perfectly rounded spheres mashed into one another. Her gluteal cleft was well defined and deep giving credence to my earlier assessment that Carlie was running with a baby donk.
"Stop looking." I did a doubletake at the phrase feeling like her cousin was looking over my shoulder.
"Cut it out Carlie." She turned to me with a finger in her mouth nibbling on the nail, removing her glasses.
"Hey, I'm gonna do something, but don't say anything about it." She started undoing the ball of fabric above her forehead. Carlie unwrapped what ended up being a surprising amount of fabric removing her headwrap.
Her surprisingly straight hair cascaded down hanging from her shoulders.
It was lavender colored.
"Oh!"
"I said, don't say anything about this alright; don't you dare shred me over this shit. A girl likes to experiment with her look every now and then."
"I'm good; I just didn't know you were gonna reveal your secret identity Carlie."
"Huh?"
"Ain't you Storm from that fucking X-Men, huh?"
Carlie gave me a light slap to the cheek prompting me to snatch her shrieking into my body as I sat on the edge of that bed. She pushed one of her tits into my mouth as two of my finger curved up inside her snatch. I knew I made an impression when she didn't stop me or make some quip.
She liked the way I touched her and wanted more cupping her free breast rolling the nipple. I made a mess of her left tit sucking as hard as humanly possible making her groan. Carlie was gooey enough that I found her special place like a library book left behind. Already hot and bothered beyond the max, the effect of my fingers was instantaneous.
My fingers were drenched with her essence in seconds as Carlie cupped my cheek coming in for a deep soulful make out session. Her thighs were quivering, toes curling as I continued my tutorial of her slim, thick body. I have to admit it was jarring finding her with a full shoulder length head of lavender colored hair. It contrasted with the rich chocolate tone of her skin adding more of an exotic nature to her allure.
Carlie shoved four fingers into her mouth gagging herself before applying her saliva coated digits to her aroused button. She rubbed in small circular motions breaking it up with these little slaps on her button. It was fascinating to watch this young women work in tandem with my efforts. Most of the women I'd been with kind of let me do things to them.
Her hand partially covered my upturned one as we sent her tight little box into overdrive together. Her cute youthful features scrunched up as she began to feel it. Carlie's perfect bikini belly and lower back started to undulate in serpentine fashion rocking and shaking well on the way to climax.
More of her natural wetness flowed akin to a literal fountain. Carlie was probably the wettest woman I'd ever been with as she twisted and bobbed on my lap. It was like handling a wet fish as she bucked up into my probing fingers.
"It's coming Carlie? Is it, baby?"
"NEE-NEE!!" Her plump bottom lip was shivering like she had frost bite. I know it sounds crazy but I could hear her teeth chattering.
"Oh yeah, that's what I want Carlie, do it; do that shit." Our hands were glistening with her wetness which was coming in bursts.
"NEE-NEE-NEE!!" I figured my earlier actions had opened some sensual door leaving Carlie extremely sensitive downstairs. She was already perspiring heavily as sweat ran down her forehead over her cheeks. Our collective efforts were audible and for me, personally inspiring.
"Carlie?"
"NEE-NEE, YUH-YEAH?!!"
"Will you tell me when you're about to cum?"
She was shivering and shaking, feverishly giving me no inclination one way or the other. Carlie was visibly creaming all over my digits as foamy lathery discharge began to run down onto my thigh. My prick was so hard, it was covered with veins straining and bobbing in the air criminally neglected.
"Won't you tell me Carlie? I just want to know the exact moment; see you cum that exact second. Will you do that for me baby, huh Carlie?"
Our lips mashed together in a torrid display of passion. She broke the connection mouth agape gasping as I continued mashing down on her secret spot. Her features tightened and twisted making it look as if she were about to ugly cry as her head bobbed feverishly.
"NEE-NEE-NEE IT'S CUM!! NEE-NEE-IT'S COMING, RIGHT NOW; FAWK IT'S CUMMING!! NEE-NEE-NEE!! AWWW SHIT!!" Her eyes went wide making her pupils little inky dots in a sea of white.
"Got you bitch!"
Before Carlie even knew what was happening I'd yanked her off my lap shoving the woman into the edge of the mattress with the impact of a car crash. That bubble butt and exposed swollen peach were a direct target and straight shot as I went balls deep inside her orgasming snatch with authority. I grabbed her moderately juicy hips pounding the literal stuffing out of her honey pot.



Carlie let out this insane feline sounding scream that had to be heard throughout the building as she got the beat down. The girl was splashing everywhere making it look as if she were incontinent as my pelvis bucked up into her with sexual malice.
You just had to appreciate her figure which contrasted with everyone I'd been with except Yoli who had the edge on Carlie with wider hips and a fuller butt. The constant workouts and innate musculature was apparent as her back flexed while her waist became a thing detached making that chocolate apple twist and bob wildly, a thing alive.
This girl knew how to work it driving that bubble counterclockwise, twerking manically at twelve o'clock. I thought she'd make an excellent exotic dancer as Carlie clawed at the bedding locking her arms. She began shaking out her lavender mane until I wrapped her locks around my fist bearing down on her with my weight.
Despite being soggy creaming all over the place, she was applying pressure on the upper portion of my shaft clamping down in this snapping motion. The weird whining noises and feline yowling had me worried someone would be knocking on our rented door, but I knew I had to ride it out.
"NEE-NEE-NEE-NEE-NEE!!! SHIT MAN, KEEP DOING THAS!! KEEP FAWKING ME!! NEE-NEE!!" I looked up from her bobbing, twerking derriere finding Carlie looking over her shoulder sexually distressed beyond the limit.
Both of us were shining with perspiration catching the low light filtering in from the window off the streets below. The elevated train platform was just outside the widow. Anyone standing there would've had quite a show.
"GET-IT NEE-NEE!! GET THAT PUSS SEE, NEE-NEE-NIGGA!! OH FUCK ME RIGHT!! NEE-NEE-NEE!!!" I yanked back on the handful of hair forcing Carlie to raise her chin. She started pounding on the mattress with her fist until she found the pillow.
Carlie suddenly gagged herself with the pillow, screaming her lungs out as she came.
Her body went slack in my arms head dipping downward until it harmlessly bounced on the mattress. Some of our neighbors were beating on the walls already, but I didn't care. Carlie was still stuffed full of my manhood as I gingerly pushed her onto the bed until her legs were horizontal off the mattress from the knees down. Carlie laboriously plucked the pillow from her mouth.
"SORRY!!" She apologized to our neighbors chuckling in a hoarse voice from the strain.
Still imbedded deep inside, I got my knee up on the mattress outside of her hip pushing against her gooey snatch. When I could go no further I did the same wit my other leg mounting Carlie from behind with both knees folded at her sides.
Carlie gasped almost sounding as if she were yawning as I redoubled my grip on her lavender mane. It was wrapped around my fist as I ground my meat inside eventually rolling my hips. Her butt cheeks really were rubbery feeling, almost defiant to my weight pushing back resilient, pneumatic. Carlie was a quick study flexing around the exposed portion of my endowment.
That sliver of negative space between her tight buns, flexed and inverted rhythmically. She went with it starting to pop and roll her cheeks providing an enticing torque on my plunging shaft. I hadn't even realized she'd grabbed my left thumb fellating it with unbridled fervor.
Carlie's bubbled butt was in full rotation taking me on a ride while she sucked and moaned with the sounds filling the room. I leaned down blanketing her torso finding her waiting lips.
Once we touched lips, Carlie went into overdrive popping those hips stroking my member. I stopped moving letting her work me for a while. She really was deep and narrow squeezing and caressing my endowment with precision.
It was my turn to moan and whine as her buoyant buns swallowed me whole while she twerked with purpose trying to milk the spunk out of my member. Carlie lay prone on her belly entertaining herself with that aforementioned finger perfectly still except for the moderate twin globes of her ass.
I found myself watching her progress looking down her back at her twerking rear end. Carlie stopped sucking on my pointer finger glancing back before suddenly going hard in the paint letting that apple bottom become a blur of motion. She giggled and laughed at my facial reaction eventually causing my cock to slip out of her dewy box.
"Just leave it out and watch." Carlie softly instructed still rolling and popping her hips.
"You tapping out?"
"Hell no, just look at it go; you're gonna cum."
Despite Carlie being two and a half sizes smaller than her cousin, and nowhere near Rashida and Shawnee, the girl had some serious body control. Besides making her cheeks audibly clap, Carlie was able to get them to bounce independently of one another before going harder revealing the juicy peach between her thighs in intervals.
She kept it up as I slowly realized my hovering penis was starting to tighten up. It was enchanting and I was unable to look away as I began to climax.
Milky flecks of semen started to rain down onto those juicy little cheeks followed by a few solid ropes of thick ejaculate the consistency of glue. My cum drizzled crisscrossing her shuddering buns. Carlie kept it up getting a few bonus ropes that glazed her butt completely.
"Told you; how'd you like that, huh fool?" Carlie bragged breezily.
I was still enchanted with her bobbing cheeks watching my spunk running and dripping across her glazed buns. Her puffy peach was too cute and alluring. Thoughts of my tryst with Charity Gilbert flittered about my mind briefly.
"OH REALLY; ARE YOU SERIOUS?!!" The head of my cock pressed against her back door.
"I can't?"
"You trying to get everything the first time, huh nigga?"
"So, that's a no, right?" I pushed against her getting the well lubricated head of my cock inside. Carlie's eyes lit up as she half turned a shoulder in my direction, mouth forming an O.
"You're so greedy."
Carlie arched her hips creating this serious arch in her lower back despite being prone. Everything I had disappeared inside of her rear end. She kept moving backward until my pelvis was pressed against her roundness. There was nowhere to go mashed into her, so I went into a pushup position doing my best to push her across the bed towards the big window facing the city skyline and the elevated track outside.
There was no doubt Andre or even Jaquan might've preceded me as Carlie took it like a champ. I changed position atop her assuming the posture of a frog on a lily pad. This felt better and gave me more leverage to give it to her.
"Hey, you got that fucking Mexican hat trick right now; you got my cousin, Rashida and that chipmunk bitch Shawnee. How's it feel; you going to Disney land now, huh bruh?"
"Only if it's up in this tight round ass!" I made it a point to put a little extra into the proceedings loudly clapping those cheeks as Carlie lost the ability to speak coherently. She was keeping pace with me and this was frustrating.
"NEE-NEE-FUCK. ROLL ON YOUR SIDE!! NEE-NEE-NEE, I WANNA GET IT HARDER MAN!! PLAY WITH MY MOTHERFUCKING TITTIES!! NEE-NEE-NEE-NEE!!!" The tremors returned along with some muted beating on the walls from our long suffering neighbors as she started going into overdrive. We rolled on our side still going at it like animals.
Aesthetically speaking, Carlie's tits were the weakest thing on her body sloping from her chest slightly deflated looking, but full on the bottom like two pears. They were somewhat watery to the touch with just the right amount of spongy fullness for her age.
I went to town rolling and pinching her nipples while Carlie covered her mouth cognizant of the angry people trying to sleep in the other hostel rooms. Some of them were probably classmates and peers from college, but we were in the zone.
She went rigid straightening out as I shot load after load up into her rectum. Her hands covered my own squeezing her tits as I emptied my balls between her tight little buns. Both of us were breathing hard as I draped an arm across her chest.
"Damn, that was better than I thought; I'm surprised." Carlie admitted.
"You thought about it?"
"I told you that; but honestly when you were pretending not to know my name it was starting to become an ego thing for me. So, when you slipped up, I guess it worked out for both of us."
"Slipped up?"
"Said my name; I knew you were fucking with me about that shit. I wanted to kick your ass, but I wanted to suck you off even more. I can't believe you made me that hot." She admitted.
"Whatever." My nonchalant answer made Carlie chuckle as she peppered my hand with kisses.
"Don't be that way, I haven't even rode you yet."
"Whatever."
Carlie buried her face in the sole pillow laughing gregariously as someone cursed us out through the thin wall on the other side of the room. Both of us were lights out moments later.
**********************************************************************************************************
I awoke some hours later in the early morning finding her face a bit too close for comfort, headwrap reapplied. Carlie was leaning over my chest half sitting on the bed. Her hand was under the blanket handling me with a soft feathery touch.
"Hey." I greeted her feeling our late night tryst everywhere.
"Good morning." She leaned down giving me a slightly chaste peck on the lips. I noticed she was fully dressed smelling of some flowery body wash.
"Gotta go, wouldn't look good if I show up to school with the same clothes on from yesterday."
"Go figure."
"Sorry about the TKO, but I guess you were lacking after all; I wanted to go again before I got into the shower, but you were still knocked out from the kitty." Carlie laughed tracing a finger across my lips. My hand palmed her butt giving it a nice squeeze.
"Excuse you?"
"Get some sleep, I know you need it." Carlie snickered getting up slinging her purse. She walked to the door as I sat up supporting my weight on an elbow. She'd opened the door halfway into the corridor as I scooted about.
"YOU'D BETTER RUN!" I yelled after Carlie.
"What?" Her head appeared in the room, the rest of her hidden from view.
"You're running scared bitch."
"Oh really?" Carlie smiled back at me grinning like a Cheshire Cat.
She stepped back into the room closing the door behind herself dropping her expensive bag on the floor. Her dress followed revealing those long legs as she bent at the waist slipping off her panties.
"Did I stutter?" The panties were hanging from her pointer finger. Carlie slingshotted those panties striking me in the face.
"Okay, I'm driving that stick though."
Carlie climbed up on top of me energetically renewed after having the chance to clean up and get refreshed. Once I was fully engulfed, she straightened her back planting her palms on my pecs becoming rigid. Her hips began sawing taking my cock back and forth while the rest of her remained completely still, unmoving.
In seconds she was going a mile a minute doing her best to make me a quick shot. Her breasts were hidden behind that weird bra again, Carlie batted away my attempts to pull it away from her tits finally pinning my arms down adjacent to my head on either side. Her chocolate bubble was a popping, twerking blur of motion.
"You in a hurry or something?"
"Shut up, you know I got your ass nigga; you're gonna pop any minute."
"Yeah, so what?" I grabbed her hips mashing her down onto the base of my cock as hard as I could while arching up off the mattress into her cunt until it hurt a little.
I blew several ropes inside her snatch balls deep holding onto her for dear life. It felt so good emptying my balls as her kitty contracted around me adding to the sensation. Carlie even rolled her hips, twerking and roughly grinding me to dust before leaning in real close to my face. We made out for a few minutes as she drew her knees up flattening her soles on the outside of my hips.
"Got you bitch." She hissed.
"What?"
Carlie got her "get back" for the earlier sleight on my part, bouncing that tight, rubbery butt on my junk using all of her weight. I'd just cum and the sensation made me squirm and buck underneath her body flailing about wildly as she batted away my hands. Carlie dug her nails into my shoulder blades now getting some deep strokes rising until just the crown was embedded then slamming down onto me with all her might.
"GIVE IT TO ME!!" She yelled.
"HUH?!!"
"GIVE-IT-TO-ME NIGGA!!" Carlie screamed phonetically sexually ravishing me with her juicy box. Each time she landed, it felt like I was cumming a little, but the sensations were increasing in waves she worked to keep my hands at bay, giggling girlishly.
"AW SHIT, YOU FUH-MOTHERFUCK!!" I was already caught up as those cemented cheeks bounced on my pelvis. There was no way I could hold back or stave off the inevitable and she knew it. Carlie added a little roll and pop to the proceedings.
"GIVE IT UP BIG BABY!!" She demanded gleefully.
"AH SHIT, AH DAMMIT, YOU-MUTHA!! AW SHEET GIRL, YOU GOT IT!! NEE-NEE-NEE!!" I split an atom inside her snatch while she laughed at being sexually trolled giving me a slap to the cheek, laughing hard.
Carlie arched pushing her cunt against me hard as I spurted almost nonstop inside her holiest of holies. She held that position until I calmed down enough for her to dismount. She was looking at me with this prideful "GOT YOU" expression on her face as she sat on the edge of the bed.
"Feeling better?" Despite her words of bravado, Carlie's glasses were fogged up. She removed them shaking it out.
"That was a tie."
"No it wasn't and I'll be at school later when you come back to put a ring on it. Get me something nice okay?"
"You wish." I got up walking towards the small one person shower in the corner as she retrieved her panties standing up.
"I'm gonna be so stoked watching you crushing on me. If you're a good boy, maybe I'll train you myself Padawan; a Jedi, you are not." She confirmed herself as a nerd's wet dream with the shitty Yoda impersonation and the ultimate waifu for black incels.
"Damn." My eyes were settled on her baby donk noticing the slight tan lines of the modest undies she usually wore. That thing was calling to me in the worst way as my member twitched.
"SERIOUSLY?!!" Carlie was shaking out her dress when my arms circled her waist.
"Sudden death?" My business was poking her backdoor.
She scoffed reaching up undoing that odd invisible bra thing covering her boobs. I wasn't surprised when Carlie reached back parting those resilient cheeks allowing me to go all the way inside.
This twentysomething was the epitome of lady in the streets, freak in the sheets to the ninth degree as she straightened her back. Both of us were vertical, intimately connected as she glanced back with a half-smile. I motioned towards the window making her brow furrow.
"Get moving."
Both of us walked comedically single file to the window facing the streets and the elevated train platform. The window facing out had this pull down shade that Carlie made use of reaching up drawing it down until her head was obscured from outside view.
My hand covered her muff, middle fingers working that magic she loved so much as her palms flattened against the wall at either side of the window, but I wanted more knowing the sill was deep enough for somebody to kneel on, if they wanted.
I rapped my knuckles on it insistently intermittently snapping my fingers in front of her face like her infamous cousin.
"Aren't you being extra this morning."
Despite her words, Carlie managed a kneeling squat on the edge of the deep window sill facing out towards the word at large. I immediately went deep and hard giving it to her with the objective being simple exhibitionist gratification. She was down with it rabbiting that bubble on my shaft despite it being planted up her poop shoot.
Both of us donated fingers to her clit and g-spot simultaneously getting her into the mood as some people outside started to notice. Carlie couldn't really see anything with the beige colored shade hiding her face from the spectators. She was bouncing like a pogo stick on the base of my shaft.
"EVERYONE'S LOOKING CARLIE!! THEY CAN SEE US!! THEY CAN SEE EVERYTHING BITCH!!" I gleefully reported.
Some of the people on the outside elevated platform were visibly shocked, others were pointing and laughing. There were a number of camera phones starting to appear as we completed our sexual duel in grand fashion.
"CARLIE, THEY FILMING THIS SHIT!! YOU GONNA BE ON WORLDSTAR GIRL!! YOU GONNA BE FAMOUS BABY!!" For some reason or perhaps unlocking another quirk, Carlie's arms shot upwards grabbing the edges of the window sill as she rocked and bopped on my junk with unbridled ferocity.
"SHUT UP!! AW, AH SHUT THE FUCK UP!! NEE-NEE!! MOTHER-FUCKA!!" My hand covered her mouth and her tongue shot out between my middle fingers fellating them and my knuckles until I grabbed a boob squeezing it like a stress ball.
"CARLIE EVERYONE CAN SEE YOUR PUSSY!! THEY'RE LOVING IT CARLIE!! YOU LIKE SHOWING YOUR KAT TO EVERYBODY IN THE CITY!! COME ON BABY, SHOW THEM HOW YOU GET DOWN!! MAKE THAT SOUND!!" I encouraged as she started to get off lurching forward flattening her palms on the window.
I followed her onto the sill causing her boobs to press into the window pane. The tremors returned reverberating through her body signaling the inevitable as she started grinding down hard gasping and wheezing. I kept pushing that secret button trying to put it out of order.
"AW SHIT I'M GONNA GET YOU FOR THIS NIGGA!! AW, AW FUCK!! NEE-NEE-NEE-NEE!! AW, AW, AH NEE-NEE-NEE!!!" Her hips started bucking wildly as she burst at the seams squirting a sustained burst onto the window sill in fits and starts until it ran off the edge. We could hear the jeers which were almost muted by universal applause.
I glanced around Carlie's undulating body finding the elevated platform completely full of spectators. It looked like they were going to a championship game or something, standing room only. I knew I'd socially bitten off more than I could chew quickly snatching the shade down completely. I laid Carlie on the bed running around the room frantically as she still worked to come down from an orgasmic high.
"BETTER GET DRESSED OR WE'RE FUCKED!!" I warned hopping around the room trying to get into my pants.
"What?" She half moaned.
"GET THE FUCK UP!! ALL THEM NIGGAS GONNA BE COMING OVER HERE IN A MINUTE!!" Carlie bolted up awkwardly toppling from the bed barely squeezing into her dress as I grabbed her purse.
"YOU GOT ME FUCKED UP!!"
"COME ON!!"
I wrapped an arm around her waist lifting her off the floor bolting into the narrow corridor at the top of the stairs. Carlie was still tucking her breasts away into her frock with the brassiere loosely hanging from her fingers. Luckily, there was a small restroom at our immediate left, but it had a quarter slot. We could hear throngs of excited college boys and other bystanders shaking the glass door at the bottom of the stairs.
"HURRY WITH THAT DOOR!!" Carlie yelled as it sounded like they were trying to kick it in from the streets.
"I'M TRYING, I'M TRYING!!"
I got the door open just as the first few guys came bolting up the stairwell. I carried Carlie right into a stall sitting on a porcelain throne with her cowering and cradled in my arms. It was honestly horrifying as we heard the sex crazed bystanders running about the floor confronted by a few of the other patrons.
Some people even started shaking the bathroom door before it got immediately quiet accompanied by the sounds of police sirens. The whooping and general cacophony eventually steeled down as we remained hidden and quiet. Apparently someone thought enough to phone the authorities likely because of our little sex show.



"You're crazy." Carlie whispered after a while.
"We're crazy." I corrected making her chuckle. She followed my eyeline to an exposed boob.
"Oh no, you're going on pussy timeout." Carlie stuffed her brassiere in her bag fishing out her phone. There was a ton of messages on its face.
"Is that right?"
"Come on, we can pick this up later." She started texting multitasking as I brushed a fingertip along that exposed nipple.
"Okay Ciocco." Carlie stopped texting looking pointedly at me.
"I spoiled you."
"Buy me breakfast." She lightly slapped my cheek. Both of us laughed and made out a bit before the restroom door opened suddenly. The door handle started jiggling a bit scaring both of us.
"OCCUPIED, MAN I'M TAKING A SHIT; DO YOU MIND?!!" I yelled with faux base in my voice as Carlie cupped a hand over her mouth.
"Oh sorry." The door closed with a loud thud.
"You're buying me breakfast." Carlie poked my nose with her pointer finger.
********************************************************************************************
We ironically had breakfast in the same Mickey D's I'd visited a day earlier talking about nothing of consequence other than mutually agreeing to keep out epic night under the hat. After pinky swearing, Carlie spoke up about having a rematch in some location where we wouldn't be disturbed.
I retorted asking if she wanted my underwear as a trophy for her cousin making her burst into laughter. Carlie said she would take them after knocking me out in the rematch as her phone rang off the hook with calls from her boyfriend. I planted a kiss on her cheek heading out checking my own phone finding out I had the rest of the day off.
The one day stretched into two making me wonder if Steven was looking for my replacement. I was pretty sure Zoya snitched about me getting it in with Carlie, but there was no way to check with the women in question. Once we'd started going at it, the sexual duel took precedence over everything else.
Now, I was more even keeled and open about what went down. My boss's snooty jump off would do one of two things, get me fired or attempt some kind of blackmail which seemed the likely outcome. There was no way I was going for that shit, so whenever she popped up with that mess in her mouth, it would be the end. I wasn't taking anything from her, no matter what.
I regretted not having Carlie's number to find out beforehand though. Then after a fashion was glad about it knowing I might be tempted to go for another round with the slim thick, faux conscious sister.
"Huh?" My phone chimed with a text from Yoli in her emoji language basically asking what I was doing.
"Nothing, for once; nice to hear from you. How're you doing Yoli?" I texted back.
A walking emoji appeared on the face of my phone.
"Having fun?"
A thinking emoji appeared followed by blank face emoji. This piqued my curiosity making me wonder if she weren't part of some group exercise.
"Well, is there anything you'd rather be doing Yoli?"
A tongue emoji followed by an eggplant and sweat droplets making me chuckle.
"No more for me, I need to dial it back a bit." I texted without thinking getting an immediate response questioning me.
It was odd, sort of awkward as I kicked myself for giving up that information. There was no way I was telling her I hooked up with Renee Kelly's cousin. It sounded so nefarious on my part considering our history. Images of her in that hospital bed came to mind making me feel even guiltier.
A question mark appeared on my screen.
"Uh, I just meant I'm focusing on my new job and getting ready for school in the fall."
Two question marks appeared on the face of my phone suddenly making me feel as if I were being questioned. There was probably no way she could get out of the care facility without her parent's permission. Her father explained that it was part of a deal struck to keep her from doing a considerable amount of time. This made me feel better about things, but it didn't diminish the fact the Van Allen's were essentially putting their adopted daughter into storage.
Mr. Van Allen was helping me out with Vicky Stone already, so there was no way I was going to question anything related to Yoli. Thoughts of her jacking up Rashida Sikes in that alley came to mind as I typed the address of my college attempting to placate her query. It was hiding something in plain sight basically.
Yoli didn't respond ending the call leaving me worried. I had an appointment with her father in a day, so I decided to ask him about her situation then.
I was more worried about my job because I had to return to work the following day.
After a semi-restless night, I took a car downtown to the college ending up getting out a blocks early because of gridlock. I was staring at the face of my phone finding that more women continued sending me entries despite the "official" closing of the supposed contest.
There was only one clear winner and I still hadn't figured out logistics. The nameless woman was so cock sure of herself she didn't bother leaving a name. I wondered what I'd do if she lived on the other side of the world or something; pondered the pros and cons of flying her in or meeting her on her turf.
My auntie Esther's clips were doing brisk business along with some other creatively edited stock footage from my "old days" with infamous baby mama number two.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUH!!" I was suddenly locked in a full nelson with it cinched in making my feet almost leave the ground.
"GET THE FUCK OFF ME!!" I yelled kicking outward, but it was like being trapped in a flesh made medieval stock.
The guy behind me was a head or two taller and built for battle. I figured Demon had returned to avenge his crazed sister after a fashion. We were at the far corner of the school, not directly in front of it and some of the approaching pedestrians seemed to think it was consensual horseplay. My phone dropped to the pavement.
"NIGGA FIGHT ME FACE TO FACE!!" I challenged knowing I was probably done for regardless of the very public location. I glanced over noticing a few people actually laughing at my predicament.
"Dubi wannan ɗan ƙaramin! Yana ganin shi babban mutum ne!!" I didn't understand the language, but knew it wasn't Demon or his thuggish affiliates either. I was quickly released dropping into a crouch on the sidewalk pivoting to face my enemy.
Abayomi was standing there with two other guys from his country, all of them laughing. His countrymen were no joke either, one guy similarly jacked up like he was while the other much taller Afrocentric brother was a living mattress of black meat.
Carlie Kelly came to mind making me panic that I'd been fooled again. The thought that she might've told him about us hooking up intruded upon my thoughts ablaze with napalm fire. Then a second thought of her pulling some Bill Cosby shit made things even more dire.
"Sorry my brother; we just having a spot of fun with you. Accept my apologies for the rough play." This negro looked like a black Mr. Clean on steroids even wearing a white tee form fitted across his sculpted chest. There was no way pragmatically speaking, that I would last one round of Irish boxing with this guy.
"It's cool, but why'd you grab me like that?"
Abayomi noticed my phone on the sidewalk and bent over in front of me retrieving it. He was close enough to sucker punch if I wanted, but his lack of reticence spoke to his confidence bringing a cooler head in me. Besides, his boys were right there to destroy me if I did such a dishonorable thing.
"Sorry about your phone; if it's damaged in any way, let me know and I'll replace right away. Would you prefer checking it right now and we can go to the phone store further downtown. I'll even upgrade it good sir." There was something chivalrous and gentlemanly about the guy that made me ashamed for hooking up with his girlfriend.
"I think I'm good; why'd you grab me like that Abayomi?"
"Oh, well she said you would think it was funny."
"Who?"
"Her." Abayomi pointed to his immediate right taking my eyes with him until they rested on Zoya Berhan.
She was holding court there with her usual cohorts all of them chuckling at the scene of forced horseplay. I noticed some faculty members from the third floor offices feeling even more embarrassed. Abayomi and his friends had been hanging out as an extension of the group immediately making me the straight guy for what they considered comedic gold.
I stared at her exclusively looking deep in her eyes, before checking my phone and walking off into the new building. The fact that she was standing there laughing had me hot, so I decided to get a soft drink to ease my nerves.
"Hey, didn't you hear me calling after you sir?" Zoya had the nerve to appear in front of me moments later nibbling on an apple Danish half grinning at me.
"No, not right now; I'm gonna keep it moving Zoya. You know what; I think you should "DO YOU" exclusively, okay Ms. Berhan?!" I got my drink inching away from her as she stood there watching me like some amused harpy.
"Oh it looks like someone's knickers are aflame; there's no need to be totally aggravated darling. We were just putting you on a bit."
The expression on her face didn't change and I had nothing else to say leaving her there for the elevator outside. It was a bit of a wait, but I managed to squeeze into one going to the second floor to find the office / student auditorium locked.
There was a note on the door from some teacher's assistant asking for a room to be set up for a workshop. The time listed on the handwritten note left me little time to make things happen as I tried the door again starting to panic internally.
"Calm your nerves, I have the keys here."
Zoya appeared again with her own preferred drink of pomegranate juice along with a bagel. She had what looked like Steven's keys dangling from her pointer finger as I grimaced shoving my thumbs in my pockets.
"You knew I was coming, right?"
"I took a moment or two, relax; and by the way, Steven is out today. I'm afraid we're supposed to sort everything out between us as distasteful as that may sound to you." Zoya seemed to be relishing in my irritation.
"Open the door; I've got to set up a classroom." I ignored her bullshit.
Zoya took her sweet time unlocking the door intermittently staring at my angry face. It gave me the impression she wanted me to pop emotionally as I went right to work intent on not giving her the satisfaction.
"I suppose I'll tottle along and give you a bit of assistance."
"GEE THANKS!"
Despite my belief that she was utterly useless, Zoya grabbed one of the chair dollies following me to the classroom but stopped what she was doing just inside the door. I pushed my cart to the middle of the classroom immediately setting up chairs as she watched with a smug expression on her face. I considered myself lucky she'd done that much as I began setting up the classroom.
Zoya went for her first chair but stopped short, turning around like I'd been doing something criminally malfeasant.
"I feel as if you have been for the longest time watching me intently, looking at my bum." Zoya admitted cold looking at my face while I was opening a foldout chair.
"Oh, whatever gave you that idea?" I decided to be casual about things and see where she went with the accusation.
"Your eyes."
"Is that right?"
I stopped for a minute nonverbally acknowledging the mild accusation not looking at her face, then went back to setting up the class room as if she said nothing. Zoya stood there watching, obviously thinking she would get a different response. She turned on her heel giving me the impression she would leave the semi-darkened classroom but went to the white board erasing the equations written there.
"Do you have any redress to what I've said in any respect?"
"Uh, no ma'am."
I'd already set up nearly half of the chairs as Zoya leaned over planting her fingertips on the basic teacher's fold out desk watching, actually studying me. I glanced at her with an innocuous look on my face hiding my seething rage inside, then continued working without a word.
"Your silence on this talking point, is admittance of what I've said, right?" I was in the middle of unfolding a chair turning to find her there at the far end of the rectangular room watching.
"Look Zoya, if you don't want to help me set up this room, it's cool; I can finish up. All you had to do was say you didn't wanna do shit, alright?" I emphasized my point unfolding the chair slamming it down continuing onto the next.
"Your response is telling; perhaps even fearful." Zoya wasn't fazed in the least walking around the side of the desk.
"Whatever."
She stopped in the middle of the floor arms folded across her chest sort of posing with a hip popped out. Zoya had this ridiculous hip dip right above a stuffed full thigh jutting out in an L shape. There was no doubt we were both engaging in some sort of understated nonverbal standoff.
I was at a lost wondering if this was some sort of ploy to get something on me so that she could run to Steven and report me. Thoughts of leaving the room were nixed because that action would give Zoya some sort of perceived power over me.
I'd done nothing outside of looking, but felt like a criminal, nonetheless. Given our similar racial profiles, Zoya still had the fact that she was a woman to offset any he-said she-said situation.
Both of us were wearing our department issue t-shirts, but Zoya Berhan had come fishing for me with these form fitting pedal pants stopping just below her knees. I couldn't escape the well-defined VPL (Visible Panty Line) calling out to me in the worst way. Zoya was wearing a black thong that rode high on the hips peeking out at me earlier when she went for her first chair before turning around like I'd been doing something criminally malfeasant.
The expression on her exotic face was somewhere between stoic and dangerously playful in a half smirk. I was trapped theoretically like a rat unable to walk out without leaving something intangible behind. Zoya looked between me and her lower half surprising me by lifting up the hem of her tee exposing a very small waspish waist line.
"Do you, fancy my trousers? It's especially difficult finding an adequate size here in the states because my waist is so small, eh, about twenty-nine inches or a bit more? I picked up these fanciful bits at your Lane Bryant outlet a few blocks over. They fit quite nicely but I can't seem to find an appropriate belt size because of the miniature waist, so me bum has to do all of the heavy lifting. What would be your opinion, on the matter?"
Zoya raised the hem higher intentionally giving me a peek at her flat stomach and navel. I stared back hearing my own heartbeat as the door some feet behind her went out of focus. I could feel a reaction below the waist, a chemical reaction akin to a science fair volcano which prompted me to sit down in front of her less my body give away my natural lust for her body. I was wholly uncomfortable with both legs pressed tightly together trying to surpass a burgeoning erection in front of her eyes.
"What do you want, seriously Zoya?" It was time to put our cards on the table, negotiate.
"You look quite uncomfortable sitting there; I know the cause, and the effect no matter how tight those thighs are pressed together. I'll have you know I understand involuntary reaction, but it's a matter of simple chat, I assure you good sir. It's come to my attention that you quite likely fancy me in some respect. So, after some considerable thought, I've decided." Zoya folded her arms behind her back walking up to me shifting off to the left until she was behind my seat.
"Decided what?"
"I've decided to award you an opportunity based on simple honesty."
"WHAT?!!"
I attempted to turn in my seat and look at her, but Zoya gingerly handled the sides of my head making me face forward towards the heavy cracked steel door as some students walked by in the outside corridor. She leaned over my left shoulder grinning. I instantly hated her toothy smile thinking it made her appear a humanoid rodent despite her exotic beauty.
"Do you, fancy my bum; or perhaps you fancy all of me?" Her head disappeared from view as I shifted uncomfortable with an emerging bulge in my jeans desperate to answer if I didn't verbally. I'd been made for some time and now it was time for me to admit what we both already knew.
"Is looking a crime where you come from?"
"Not particularly, years ago; but you'd be well informed against such behavior these days. Times politically speaking, have been generous to the enterprising young woman. You'd be hard pressed to engage in such behavior across the pond."
"I don't know what to say to that."
"To the lady concerned i.e. me, you simply have to tell me if you like my ass."
Zoya emphasized her point walking around making my face level with her lower half, specifically her big heart shaped ass from the back. I couldn't help the comparison to infamous baby mama two finding a perfect match from the waist down despite the obvious difference in color.
The incessant thump of my heart returned bringing with it a tremor in my right leg long absent since my very first encounter with Renee Kelly. That laser sharp panty line taunted me advertising the thong riding high on her wide hips. Even the little diamond shaped bit of negative space between her legs matched.
"Come on, I want to hear you say it; if even for an instant, one time only."
I recognized what was hidden inside her eloquent way of speaking mixed with a portion of boorish complacency. Zoya Berhan knew the answer, worked hard to get to this moment and was now desperate to close the circle to the exclusion of all else.
I was reminded of my initial confrontation and subsequent hookup with Phoebe. Reminded of her desperation and feverish need to close her own circle with my hands and fingers digging into her big, muscular ass cheeks. Sometimes when I looked at her in church or elsewhere that memory would come rushing to the fore.
That one particular moment when I gave Phoebe what she wanted resulting in a powerful tactile orgasm that brought her to her knees. Everything after that was all about self-discovery and re-discovery of a long buried past culminating in her evolution into this self-assured being still working out the puzzle pieces of her future identity.
Yes, I recognized much of this now in Zoya Berhan; but acknowledged it was likely fifty percent or less of her actual identity outside of public purview. The pink glittery encased iPhone wedged tightly into her right back pocket spoke to that unknown giving me pause for a second or two, before I snatched it free.
"Fucking hell, what're you doing sunshine?!!" Zoya swiveled blanketing my torso in an attempt to snatch her phone back as I raised an arm keeping her just out of reach while I looked at the face of her phone expecting to find her recording our conversation.
There was nothing there for the most part in the brief interval before the iPhone device-locked. I relaxed offering Zoya back the phone feeling wholly justified. Instead, she unlocked it showing me that she was honest about the question posed.
"There, you have as much access as you would like; although I confess a pic or ten of an impressively sized phallus, there for your perusal. I've nothing to hide, do you?" Zoya challenged with a sneaky smile no less unsettling. She turned around closer than before allowing me an unfettered further look at her big heart shaped ass.
"Do you fancy my bum?"
"Yes."
Zoya half turned quick, hand pressed to cheek fulfilled at once with my stoic admittal to leering at a particular part of her body. The realization on her face gave me a feeling akin to opening Pandora's box as she turned back facing away with a slight chortle. She glanced back several times smiling at me like she'd closed a case at Scotland yard or something.



"What would you fancy yourself doing with it?" She asked glibly.
"Fucking your brains out in the mother of all doggy styles, bitch."
I figured I was at her mercy one way or the other but wanted the exotic sister to know I was still my own man, crude language or not. Zoya Berhan could still run to Steven and say whatever she wanted, then it would be up to a man sleeping with her to decide my fate. So, I was already working things out in my head, figuring what I might tell my parents when the boom dropped.
She was still facing away from me pondering what to do with my confession as I noticed my hand resting on her phone. I faced it upright starting to slide through her pic files discovering the aforementioned dick pics. I considered emailing them to myself then forwarding them to Steven to mess up whatever these two had going on. I started selecting several of the pics as Zoya chuckled again.
"PERHAPS A DEMONSTRATION WOULD BE IN ORDER!!" She blurted out planting her butt in my lap mashing down on my crotch.
I was in for an unexpected shock and surprise as Zoya's white capris slid down to the sides of her wide arching hips in the greatest exhibit of plumber's crack I'd ever seen in my life. Her cheeks bulged out unexpectantly looking like rising yeast, baked bread. Zoya Berhan's thong appeared in glorious fashion with the white waist band heralding the Cacique brand in grand fashion.
Her dusky cheeks visibly inflated sideways swallowing up the material into her deep gluteal cleft. Zoya's white capris were down mid hips allowing her bounty a modicum of freedom. There was no way she didn't feel the throbbing tip of my cock pressing into her covered slit.
"OH SHIT WHAT THE FUCK?!!" Zoya glanced back at my face letting her dead weight become an issue pinning me to the seat. My hands rose stopping short of handling her big voluptuous backside hovering mid-air just outside of her hips. My big head was waging a hundred year war with my little head to keep me out of trouble with the provocative coed.
"Now dear, let's not stop at an open door when you so obviously want to go inside." Zoya noticed grabbing my hands slapping them down onto her bare hips.
It was something akin to an out of body experience as I watched my hands knead her glutes like modeling clay. Ms. Berhan looked pleased as punch partially turned above the torso watching me go at her buns, a man possessed. I used both of my palms pushing inward on the outside of her cheeks creating a big, meaty mound of cleavage. Zoya snickered and had fun at my expense in childish fashion.
"So I take it you're pleased with me bum, is that right?"
"You gonna let me fuck?" I pinched the elastic waistband tugging it outward revealing more of her high gluteal cleft which looked to have a bit of baby powder sprinkled in the rear cleavage.
"We're having a bit of a palaver dear; don't go and muck about with, eh negotiations."
Zoya reached back politely dissuading my fingers with a tug of the thumb. She stood up giving me a good look at her amazing butt vertically for a second or two before it disappeared behind those skintight capris.
"Negotiations?"
"HEY, THIS UHM, ENGLISH LIT 2.5 RIGHT?!! THIS THE WORKSHOP RIGHT?!!" We were bathed in light as some brother's head appeared in the far side door staring at both of us. Luckily Zoya's pants were already up while her positioning allowed me to adjust my situation.
"YES, WE WERE SETTING UP THE CLASS!! WE'RE MEMBERS OF THE AV DEPARTMENT!!" Zoya didn't miss a beat walking across the room like nothing happened shaking the guy's hand.
"Oh cool, good peoples up in here, right?!"
He looked like a member of the basketball team, light skinned with shoulder length braids, a bulls jersey and the requisite saggy pants and sneakers as Zoya fist bumped with him. He was a natural flirt taking her hand in both of his own oozing swagger while she appeared to be fixated on his biceps. They were talking in hushed tones as I got up finishing up the work while Zoya flirted.
"Right, I'll leave you to it then; we'll uh, converse another time." Zoya Berhan was instantly business adjusting the waistline of her pants in front of us also drawing the other guy's salacious attentions.
"Aw honey dip, you gotta let me get you a coffee or something downstairs."
"Oh you're quite generous as well as handsome, aren't you?" Zoya chuckled interested still looking at the guy's muscular biceps, one arm partially sleeved.
"Give me those digits and you'll see just how generous, eh?"
"Zoya, Zoya Berhan." She offered her hand shaking again having a bit of trouble getting him to relinquish it.
"Casey Higgins, at your service." I cringed still unfolding chairs.
"Does that mean I can have a biscuit besides a coffee as well?" Zoya didn't miss a beat.
"Baby you can have anything you want if you give me your phone number!!" The cringe continued while I worked unassisted as Casey embarrassed himself further.
"We'll discuss the matter further, after I've had the bite you've promised." She wagged a finger in his face.
"SURE BAE!!" Casey tried to take her arm, but Zoya kept out of his reach as they left me alone in the empty class room together.
"Motherfucker." I felt stupid, gas faced.
**********************************************************************************************************
She was gone for a good four hours leaving me to do the heavy lifting and take care of various odds and ends around campus. I suppose she figured showing me her donk was fair trade as I used the separate key chain shared between workers left in the office. I was partially shell shocked from having that thing in my lap, but ultimately figured Zoya Berhan for an epic tease.
I hated that she got me to admit my proclivity and wanted to figure out a way of putting that particular genie back in the bottle. The effect of briefly seeing those big dusky cheeks left me with a raging boner for a third of the day popping up in intervals for a bit of sexual tag.
One of my coworkers showed up with some burgers and sodas from the center downstairs. Zoya Berhan paid for lunch but remained unseen. Between us, we managed to keep the place going until it was time for me to clock out which was done using a laptop in the office. I was still irritated at Zoya but lingered in the lobby for a while trying to see if Carlie would pop up.
The effects of Zoya's "big reveal" lingered getting stronger once my hands became idle. I was dying to give Carlie some more back shots if not outright fucking her into oblivion. Our coupling had come together born of my stubbornness vs her nigh indomitable ego. Unfortunately, she was nowhere to be found giving me the inkling to walk over to the main building.
Walking over there briskly made me feel like a high grade lurker, a creep on the make but I soldiered through feeling the reward would be worth the innate self-loathing. Carlie's gear, her wardrobe pointed me towards the liberal arts department on the fourth floor.
There were also some conventional art classes there, leftovers of everything creative not moved to the new building. I'd been working for the school for little over a week but felt like a fish out of water in the elevator. Some guy with a giant blonde mohawk and a tattooed face squeezed into the elevator with me.
"Hey man, you good?" He asked seconds after the door closed.
"Yeah."
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah man, I'm sure. A-okay uhm, dude." I replied averting my eyes.
"Man, now that's just fucked up."
"What?!"
"You're judging." He accused hocking and coughing a little at the end of the sentence. I noticed his arms were sleeved up with some questionable images but kept cool.
"Judging?"
"Fuck yeah, you look at a guy like me, all tattoos with piercings and shit; you think I'm a thug. You probably think I'm on heavy drugs and live in a goddamn trailer because you're so much better than me with your affirmative action scholarship! That's messed up because I believe in the human race, FUCK ALL COLOR DESIGNATIONS!! MAN, FUCK RACISM!! I HATE that STUPID SHIT; but here I am in this fucking elevator, and you called me "DUDE"; what's up with that, huh BROTHA?!!"
"Fuck man, I'm sorry." I remained facing forward but was ready to stomp this weirdo out if he made the wrong move. He started busting up leaning into my body laughing at himself more than my reaction as I shook him off.
"HEY BUD, JUST FUNNING YOU BRO!! Hi, the name's Jimmy."
"Nice, to meet you Jimmy." I introduced myself carefully shaking his hand as the middle aged guy continued giggling.
The double doors slid open revealing a familiar face in one Eboni Miles, face still full of piercings, head uncovered full of short, nappy dreads. The garish makeup was toned down other than some cherry red lipstick slathered across her oversized lips. She was dressed in a burgundy shirt and black slacks, feet in busy looking wedge heels. A natty grey blazer and deep burgundy scarf about her thin neck completed the look.
"Jimmy, are you pranking newbies?"
"EBONI, YOU KNOW HOW MUCH I LOVE YOU BABE!!" He leaned in giving her a wet kiss on the lips that I found utterly jarring for some reason as both of them chuckled. She was holding a portfolio stepping aside as I got out off the elevator taking stock of my surroundings.
"Don't end up getting your ass kicked like you did last semester! Those Jamaican brothers were stomping the piss outta you before I got there."
"Probably turned you on; that's why you dumped me for that Rasta guy, huh?" I'd walked a few feet away but was still privy to their very public conversation.
"Big dick and endless blunts; what else can I say?" I did a doubletake glancing back, eyebrow raised. Mohawk Jimmy noticed nudging Eboni in my direction.
"Uh oh, don't mess up with this year's model." I took silent exception to his assertion while Eboni gave him a loud smack on the butt.
"Don't you have some classes to be teaching?"
"One more hug, for the road?" The former couple embraced in a deep hug. I wasn't surprised when Jimmy reached down helping himself to handfuls of her butt squeezing profusely.
I folded my arms across my chest feeling the odd man out even though I'd barely met each. Jimmy crept away snickering leaving me there facing Eboni in a decidedly awkward moment. I honestly didn't know what to make of the late twentysomething standing before me.
"Are you, looking for me?"
"Uh, a friend, I guess."
"I, could be a friend; maybe, what do you think?" Eboni didn't waste any time sidling up to me, but I was already way beyond put out by her public display with Mohawk Jimmy.
"Stop playing, I am actually looking for someone."
"Color me disappointed, I'm in charge of the floor more or less; what's her name?"
"How do you know I'm looking for a woman?"
"I'm very perceptive, come along to my office and I'll have her summoned." Eboni took my arm walking me further down the corridor to a set of corner offices facing each other.
It was little more than a cubby hole at one end of the floor with the rest of the space dedicated architecturally to studio allotment for all of the myriad artists using the floor. There was thick window pane glass which allowed a floor pedestrian to peer into the classrooms at the working artists. Mohawk Jimmy was having a pow wow with some of his students in one area.
"Uh, that isn't necessary." I begged off.
"Oh, are you two having, a thing or something?"
"The jury is still out on that; hey thanks Eboni, but I sure I probably should stay in my lane."
"Wow, I suppose this is something academically taboo? You might want to think about certain entanglements before you've actually gotten started here on campus. We've recently enacted a stringent anti-fraternization policy at the executive level."
Eboni was all business on the outside, But my inner bullshit detector was blowing up with a considerable number of red flags.
"I got it covered, thanks."
"Damn, I feel like I got off on the wrong foot just now; are we good?"
"Of course Eboni, it was nice visiting you and don't be a stranger at the AV department."
I started backing off knowing she didn't believe me. My intuition was screaming at me to cut things short and I was going to listen for once. The door to her small office was cracked revealing an interior suggesting an academic hoarder of the highest order.
"Careful, I may take you up on that offer." Eboni warned.
I didn't respond, didn't care to making good my escape from the building realizing how close I'd come to putting myself and Carlie on blast. There was no fucking way I was ever hooking up with that academic thot who read dangerous in Hegelian shades I was unwilling to test.
The elevator couldn't come fast enough providing some relief from the main building shit show as I dialed up a car to take me home. Walking out onto the street in front of the main building left me feeling like the world's biggest idiot for looking for Carlie Kelly. As a matter of fact I felt like a schmuck for giving in to my lust.
I was late afternoon meaning the streets were stuffed with an excess of automobiles. The narrow two lane street in front of the main building was packed going both ways with bumper to bumper traffic. My car, a Prius piloted by some girl named La Lisa was stuck a block and a half down from the main entrance.
La Lisa called to let me know as I reached the double doors, so I was obliged to walk up the street meeting her halfway. My driver was this friendly enough portly redbone who reminded me of version one Shawnee wrapped in layers of clothing behind the wheel. She had no problem letting me into the backseat just as the gridlock started to inch forward.
"Damn, I hate rush hour." La Lisa commented.
"Yeah its messed up; sorry you had to come down here miss."
"You don't have to apologize for giving me money baby." She was lively with a roundish face that reminded me of a humanoid cabbage patch doll.
The blonde hair under her apple cap was suspect but she was friendly enough as we laughed. Strains of "Always On Time" by Ja Rule flowed through the car bringing with it a mellow atmosphere I appreciated as I went through my emails. Mr. Van Allen sent a follow up email confirming our afternoon meeting. Thoughts of Yoli popped up in my head reminding me that she'd hung up angry after our last exchange.
I wanted to know how she was doing but was afraid it would be counterproductive to her recovery of sorts. It already felt like a betrayal just texting her like we'd been doing since she left. There was the possibility Mr. Van Allen might not understand.
"Ew lord, some people got no shame in the game whatsoever; homeboy ain't pinching off a piece of cake, he want the whole thang." La Lisa commented from behind the wheel as the car slowed down in gridlock. We'd only gone about fifteen feet forward as I looked up from my phone.
"Huh, what is it?"
"Hope you ain't no prude youngblood; check it out." I was looking at the driver's profile which was an invisible arrow to my immediate right.
"What?" I casually looked down at my phone again for a second before peering out my open passenger window.
Some brothers large mitt-like hand was groping and pinching, basically mauling the shit out of this overly large badonkadunk booty covered by skin tight fabric. The tips of his fingers dug into the deep undercuff of the right cheek almost as if he were trying to pull it off before bring the fat of a heavy hand down on it several times.
The spanking was audible for a few moments before another hand appeared mimicking the actions of the first. This guy was getting his perv on without a care in the world. His manic groping devolved into treating that ass like a pile of modeling clay as those momentous cheeks were mushed together creating a mountain of rear cleavage.
Her shirt was raised up a bit as I gathered this woman was standing on the tips of her toes wedged against the unseen guy. The top of her rear cleavage threatened to bulge out of the waistline of her tight pants like rising yeast revealing a black t-back thong with an elastic white waistband. I looked further finding her hand greedily manhandling the guy's very visible bulge.
It was embarrassing watching this unseen sister cupped the underside of this guys bulge frenetically jilling him off with her digits pressed up into his taint. His response was a hand disappearing into the back of her pants grabbing a big greedy handful of this woman's butt.
"Damn, they have no fucks to give." La Lisa commented surprising me when I encountered her head between the seats peering through my window.
"Shit, you said it ma'am." Both of us were caught up in the public display.
A loud blaring horn from a conventional checkered cab interrupted us making me flinch and La Lisa jump back behind the wheel. We moved forward a few feet before traffic stopped again as I was compelled to look back once more time before my rented ride hit a right turn.
"Son of a bitch."
"What?" La Lisa replied looking at me in her rear view mirror.
"I know those assholes." Abayomi and Zoya were briskly walking up the sidewalk in our direction surprisingly me even further when Carlie appeared from the main building.
The trio met in front of the entrance with Abayomi sidling up to Carlie while Zoya wiped her lips with her forearm. I sat back thanking karma that we'd just missed one another as I watched Abayomi give Carlie a deep very passionate kiss while Zoya watched giving nothing away.
Her sporadic and overall absence from the work office was thus explained.
Humorously, La Lisa dialed up her husband warning him to "be ready" when she got home or there was gonna be trouble. Abayomi was perhaps way more self-aware than I realized, Zoya simply a not so undercover thot.
I started chuckling then laughing out loud as my driver's Prius hit that right turn to strains of "Tonight's Tha Night" by Kris Kross.
Zoya had me put out feeling like a clueless idiot after manipulating me into outing myself. There was no doubt she'd attempt to use her curves and femininity to make me more uncomfortable than before. It was a bit of cat and mouse I didn't want or need, but I was resolved to make her bounce on my business if pressed.
The genie was out of the bottle, but I had learned sexual anarchy. By the time I reached home I was fit to be tied wanting a hookup to stave off the fires stoked by Ms. Berhan. Charity Gilbert and Phoebe were temporarily off the table. I'd checked Charity's social media on my way home finding more photos of her ex-beau Jayson Stello.
"What the fuck is this shit?"
Mom was nowhere to be found, but there a motherfucking edible arrangement on the counter half eaten. A card attached indicated it had been sent by Tressie Fisher making me facepalm.
I picked out a few remaining pieces going to my room to sit in front of my laptop and do a little work on my site. The moment I activated my computer a neglected file popped up. It was the "winning entry" in my contest which made me laugh because I hadn't taken the time to figure out logistics.
"Huh?" I noticed a phone number attached which was local.
I sat my bowl of fruit down staring at the attached pic again with a chuckle. I thought about Zoya and Abayomi, the missed opportunity and another missed ride on the crazy train with Eboni Miles. That last one made me shudder as I stared at the photo finding another badonkadunk the others barely rivaled by a slim, paper thin margin.
It's owner was so confident; she hadn't bothered to leave a name only the barest of contact information. The thought of adding to my sexual resume and getting some badass footage dictated my actions. I dialed up getting a series of rings that went unanswered before I clicked off. Then I sat back figuring it a lark when a call returned from that number.



It was a call requesting facetime. I hesitated for a second or two before acquiescing opening up facetime.
The rectangular window of my phone was a pool of inky blackness. I was supposed to be on Facetime with this woman who'd sent in these phenomenal pics but couldn't make out anything in frame. Her breathing was palpable none the less. I got this weird feeling knowing someone was there watching.
"Uhm, I can't see you ma'am."
"That's the idea, I just wanna know if you've got a thousand dollars to give me." The voice was on the mature side, subtly aggressive with a sort of serpentine nature that was not that unfamiliar to me emotionally speaking.
"Uh, no disrespect but what would I be paying a thousand dollars for uhm; what's your name?"
"Don't worry about that, discretion is important for me at this time; I'm sending you something as a sign of good faith." My phone chimed with two seconds long clips.
"What's this?"
"Good faith in part; can you open those clips or do you need to call me back nigga?" Her words were oily and full of menace yet oddly intriguing.
"I can call you back." My screensaver appeared as she instantly ended the call.
I sat at my desk finding things still felt off kind of like some 80's slasher movie in retrospect. I found myself looking over my shoulder even though I knew I was the only one in the room. I got up walking towards the front door peering at the face of my phone almost expecting this mysterious woman to call back.
I thought about the snarly nature of her voice comparing it to Charity Gilbert as the only person I could think of who even approached the sound of this woman's voice. Rationale presented itself wrapped in a big red bow as I figured I might be getting pranked by the eponymous Ms. Gilbert using the same technique employed against the deposed Officer Johnson.
"Probably some bullshit." I opened the first getting an utter shock that caused my pants to tent before I'd even realized it.
It was almost a still frame of this ridiculously huge ass completely dark, the color of black marble literally one with the shadows. This woman was the darkest hue of black I'd ever seen on anyone just from this shot of her big ass. What set this apart from all of the others was the tiny waist at the top of the frame that put just how big her derriere was, in perspective.
She was lying against a white sheet with a tiny pair of stark white panties barely covering this perfect looking ass. Honestly in my experience, none of the other models compared including infamous baby mamma number two. This woman was indeed the game changer I thought my sweet Auntie Esther would be and the sight left me instantly intrigued.
"Whoa." I was so entranced by the clip, it surprised me when this woman jiggled her butt ever so slightly.
That thirst trap clip ended abruptly as it started prompting me to excitedly open the second. I found another closeup of this unique badonkadunk booty in a standing position under the low lights of what appeared to be a motel room of sorts.
The same coherent framing was applied here with her wasp waist at the top of the frame and just enough thigh at the bottom for size perspective. I found something new in the perfect diamond shaped negative space between her luscious perfectly smooth cheeks. I wouldn't have noticed were it not for the beige colored wall in front of her.
"I can't believe this shit."
She suddenly started twerking with the slightest movement of her hips which created this THX level clap in my bedroom. It was clear in short order this twerk was meant to demonstrate her skill as those skin tight panties slid down exposing her nudity without a helping hand. The flimsy silken fabric got caught in the deep undercuff of her buttocks ending the second thirst trap at that moment.
"Gawd damn Shazam." I chortled leaning back in my chair folding my arms for a second, then quickly downloaded the two clips onto my laptop before quickly calling her back.
"You got a thousand dollars to give me?" The woman asked as soon as she picked up.
"Hell yeah, I'd like to set up a-!"
"SHUT THE FUCK UP!!" I was stopped midsentence with an authoritative snarl. Her voice reminded an old tv and movie head like myself of this late actress, Eartha Kitt. Hell, maybe even a bit of Grace Jones thrown in for flavoring.
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me I said shut the fuck up; you've got money to play so I'm gonna tell you how it goes if you want some footage of me for that dinky little pay site you're using for pennies on the dollar. Nigga this isn't my first rodeo; I've been filmed before and it all went to shit because everybody got excited. Said I'd never do it again, but you've caught me on a lucky day, for you! I need some quick cash and I'm giving you a thirty minute window to bring me my money nigga! So, I'm local and you're getting the location via text, then you're coming here to get as much footage as I feel like giving you for an hour or two. I only take cash app nigga, you down with that?"
"Well yeah I always pay cash app, but I gotta set up-!!"
"YOU AIN'T GOTTA DO NOTHING BUT DO WHAT I SAY NIGGA!! Now, you know there ain't no way you're gonna miss this opportunity to make some money and I ain't asking for nothing but your shitty little thousand bucks!! So, this is what you're gonna do; I'm texting you an address, it's a motel and you'll come here and verify I am who I say I am nigga. Once you know, I get my money and you get the GREATEST FUCK OF YOUR LIFE, and footage for that dinky little pay site nigga. DO WE UNDERSTAND EACH OTHER?!!"
To emphasize her point the black window in my android blinked revealing the exact same thing I'd seen in that first thirst clip sent. Her big, phenomenal butt stared up at me from the face of my android. She made it clap a little before things blacked out again.
"DO WE UNDERSTAND EACHOTHER?!!" The woman barked making me flinch.
"We understand each other, eh?" I tried for her name again.
"If you're good maybe she'll tell you." The call ended abruptly as she hung up in my face for the second time leaving me with much to think about.
"Maybe she'll tell me?"
This woman whoever she was, spoke in the third person setting off some alarms in my head. I considered letting the opportunity go but started chuckling at the obvious prank being played on me by Charity Gilbert and Phoebe. I gathered up my camera bag already working out a motel threesome for my site.
I don't know why I thought Ms. Gilbert was involved but was determined to find out in some respect. Maybe we'd get to talk things over after I endured whatever nutty prank shed cooked up.
Maybe, she'd enlisted this woman in her scheme.
*****
The address sent to me was actually within two miles of the church which had me sure I was about to engage in some major shenanigans with the two women who'd been occupying my bed as of late. My uber driver looked a little anxious at some of the decidedly urban environment.
It was your standard church and liquor store on every other corner with scores of shady looking denizens gathered on most of the corners. I was getting a bit antsy as we pulled up to this two story motel on a ratty looking corner. It was one of those vintage motels with the solid gate that you had to drive into to check in. I wasn't surprised when my driver declined to pull into the front parking lot.
"Hey man, you sure about this; ain't nothing around here but thugs and fucking crackheads."
"I'm just gonna uhm, lump it; thank brother." My driver this older guy named Phil interjected concerned. We dapped as I gave him a reassuring nod of my head and a ten dollar tip.
"Keep your head on a swivel."
"Definitely." He didn't let the grass grow under his feet as I stepped out onto the cracked, trash littered pavement. I felt a tinge of regret as he sped off into the night leaving me on the corner as I got out my phone shooting a text to this "mysterious woman."
I noticed a group of older guys loitering on the corner obviously eyeballing me and I knew I had to keep it moving cautiously entering the hotel through the driveway. Inside was no better hosting what looked like some sort of gangster party with scores of thugs having a raucous good time. I suddenly felt like a piece of red meat in a lion's den as another text with the room number 207 appeared on the face of my phone.
I stoned up knowing that any sudden movement would alert any one of these guys to my nature as a potential victim. My camera bag hung off my shoulder probably the only thing of value somebody would key on. I still shakily clung to the belief that I was being pranked nervously getting my phone out as I hit the edge of the concrete stairs leading up to the second tier of the motel.
"Oh shit, excuse me sir." I found some guy leading against the side of the stairwell regurgitating on the bottom two steps. Off to the side stood a custodian watching and waiting for this guy to finish. He was smoking a square and just shrugged when I looked at him.
"FUCK OFF!!" The sick guy blurted out splashing a bit of vomit on the handrail nearly toppling over in the process.
He was some big barrel chested older black dude wearing an obvious rug that didn't fool anyone. I glanced at the custodian again who gestured toward the opposite stairwell at the other end of the building.
A group of teens converged loitering at the bottom of those stairs. Their nature was a no go as I negotiated and hopped over the two stairs walking up to the second tier. I found myself walking past some "John" and his "hired help" this really crappy looking prostitute.
I found room #207 slightly ajar, heart suddenly thumping. The rectangular bit of negative space was pitch black.
"Charity?"
No answer.
"Phoebe?"
No answer.
I decided to forgo the experience turning to find three big jacked up men coming in my direction ready for trouble.
My heart leapt into my throat as I looked back slightly pivoting in the open air corridor finding some thuggish female who looked to be in her thirties approaching flanked by two even more dangerous looking thugs. I stumbled backwards into #207 accidentally. The two groups turned out to be friends happily greeting each other as I collected myself pushing the door up quickly locking it. I peered out of the venetian blinds as the merry group went into the next motel room over.
"Thought I was trying to set you up?" Her voice was there with me in the darkness making me flinch and turn about finding nothing there in the inky darkness.
"YOU'RE REAL!!" I blurted out.
"Yeah, I'm real alright, don't touch that fuckin light nigga; you got my money?" My hand was at the light switch by the door, but I didn't flip it trying to make out the woman speaking to me.
"I uhm, thought this was a joke; like thought a couple of friends were fucking with me." I spoke into the inky darkness.
"But you still showed up; probably thought you were gonna have a threesome, but them girls ain't shit compared to me nigga. You ain't gonna be thinking about them when you walk up outta here. Got my money, or am I gonna be unhappy with you?"
"Do we know each other?" I squinted looking into the darkness.
"GOT MY MONEY?!!"
"Yes."
I got out my phone bringing up my cash app, intrigued. I chalked it up to the pics and short thirst trap vids she'd sent along with the emerging mystery of her identity. The authoritative tone in her voice seemed somehow familiar, but not anyone I currently knew.
Finally across the room, I saw the face of an iPhone light up but quickly disappear as I got the impression she was obscuring it with her body probably tuned half away from me. The room smelled of cheap incense and some light tobacco smoke. I detected a third odor, some kind of body wash or perfume exuding from her body perhaps. Her phone chimed with the incoming funds.
"Good little nigga, now we can get started on a video that's gonna make you some real fucking money. First of all, I run the fucking show or I walk. You do what I say, or I walk and ain't nothing you can do to stop me. Nigga, don't try to stop me if I get up from this bed and walk towards that door. Can you follow directions?"
"Uh, sure." My ego was already bruised from the authoritative sound of her voice, but I was still intent on finding out if we knew each other.
"CAN YOU FOLLOW INSTRUCTIONS or NOT!!" This woman barked like some strict teacher.
"Yes."
"Good, I've watched everything on your pay site, so I know how creative you are. My favorite scene was that church one; like how you defiled that place and didn't even know it. In the old days, you would've been beat from pillar to post and dragged from the bumper of a car if you did something like that in my day. You've got some real balls to do some shit like that for a little scene on some chintzy porn site. I watched it about fifty times."
"Uhm, thanks."
"I can tell you might know how to fuck; but you ain't never had anything like me before. The first and last time I tried a "porn shoot" the niggas couldn't hold it together and started fucking each other up over who was gonna get some of me first. Are you that kind of nigga? Can you hold it together, or are you gonna "fall in love" when she put this ASS on you?"
"Only one way to find out." I answered coldly, asserting myself. I didn't like the bullshit coming out of her mouth now intent on getting my fingers inside her snatch so that I could make her flop around like a hand puppet.
Instead of being pissed off, the unseen woman started laughing. I couldn't help but remark how vicious and aggressive she sounded even in mirth.
"Don't move one fucking inch; I'm gonna need you to shuck on out of them clothes for me, get naked."
This woman was mature if nothing else as I looked about finding nothing but darkness. The room was a double bed. My foot nudged against the edge of the bed closest to the motel door providing a place for me to drop my camera bag. I got undressed pensively wanting to push things further and get to the bottom of this. Everything on my body joined the camera bag on the first bed. I left my socks on hearing some movement in the darkness.
"Lose the socks."
"How can you even see that I had them on in this darkness."
"Nigga I can see you plain as day; I ask that you get naked too for checks and balances. You're gonna make your little movie bare assed because I don't want no funny business motherfucker. You're probably scared, aren't you?"
"Scared of what?" I tried to sound tough.
"Think this is part of some scam; yeah, that's what she's smelling all over you. I bet you think I got a thug in the bathroom over here ready to run out and shove a gun into your mouth, huh nigga? Yeah, you're worried about the okey doke and probably worried that your little head got you into something way over your fucking big head, right?"
I wondered if this strange angry woman could hear my thumping heartbeat in the darkness. I considered flipping the switch to find out who was talking but thought better of it considering the scenario she'd outlined. The darkness would help me to navigate a possible shakedown as well.
She laughed evilly in the darkness watching me no doubt with vision akin to a predatory animal, like a panther or something. I heard some movement in the inky darkness followed by an eerie creak from the bathroom door at her side of the room.
"Don't cry, I'm on the up and up nigga; you'll get what you paid for and more. Here's your first test, don't move one inch from that spot by the door." I didn't say anything knowing the door was at my back adjacent to the big picture window behind the venetian blinds.
The light in the bathroom suddenly clicked on providing some illumination in the room. She kept the door partially cracked enough to allow a slice of light for the reveal. The first thing I noticed was this crappy blonde wig on her head. This woman was facing away from me wearing only the panties from the thirst videos sent to me hours ago.
This woman was probably five seven or a bit shorter with a thin incredibly toned upper half that belonged to an athletic girl likely many years younger. From the tiny waist down, this female was certified wrecking Rashida Sikes and Phoebe's stallion legs in shape and definition, obliterating Auntie Esther totally nuking Ms. One to high hell.
She was slender from the top of her head to her waist with a flat tummy a lot of women would have died for while her hips and big thick ass would've easily caused a riot in an Atlanta strip club.
This coupled with the fact that she was seriously blue black, ink dark added to her allure as I found myself unable to look away from the tiny panties stretched across her rear end. That inverted patch of white silken material glowed in stark contrast to her skin tone.
"Oh shit."
I mumbled feeling it deep in my crotch. My penis was fully extended, still thickening with veins starting to appear on the surface. It felt like I'd been dosed with something akin to an aphrodisiac as precum started leaking from the head of my cock. She'd cracked the door allowing the minimum of light inside the motel room because of her dark skin tone, but I was sorely affected, thighs tightening painfully in anticipation.
"Good boy, you can follow instructions; I'm gonna take care of you real good nigga."
She encouraged but the tone of her voice made it feel like an insult. I noticed the wall mirror in front of her, sort of alarmed that I was unable to see her reflection in it as she stared at my face. One of her hands was palm flat on the outer sink counter while the other was on the light switch in the adjacent bathroom.
At this point, I was so hard it felt like I was going to piss on the carpet. My endowment was beating like a heart in anticipation.
"Don't move until I tell you to nigga; I hope you can hang with me. I need some goddamn satisfaction before you get your little porno movie shot."
My eyes went saucer wide finding out this woman wanted some action and that my movie was secondary to her intentions as the room went blackhole dark again. Both of us were bathed in darkness and something natty furry struck me in the chest. I instinctively managed to catch it realizing it was the shitty wig she'd been wearing. She blended into the darkness like a Predator as I heard some movement, then her weight shifting about on the second bed.
"Come over here to the edge of this bed; and don't try to last or I'm gonna clown your lightweight ass. Just let it go boy, she's got you covered now."
"WHO'S GOT ME COVERED?!"
"I already said you'd find out, if you're good nigga."
What followed for a few moments was a comedy of errors as I stumbled and bumped finding a rectangular dresser against the wall facing the double beds. This provided me a narrow corridor to walk as I stubbed my toe on the one chair provide for the in room desk. I couldn't see an inch in front of my face only following the sound of her breathing in the murky darkness.
I gasped feeling her sternly grab my manhood with one hand and my wrist with the other pressing it against a shaved muff. She was rough in pressing my fingers against her slit until I felt her clit, then slapped my hands away dismissively s she planted that big ass on the edge of the mattress.
"AW SHIT!! OH MY GAWD!! FUCK!! AW SHIT!! AW GAWD!!" I felt myself slip between her lips half at first, the rest vacuum suctioned all the way to the base.
Her tongue molested me without any quarter given triggering an instant orgasm as I arched my lower back and crotch towards her face handling the dresser behind me for balance. This woman didn't have a gag reflex to speak of, locking her arms around my thighs in a bearhug. Her technique was sloppy and tight with plenty of tongue as I shot several loads into her belly.



I could feel her nails digging trenched into my buttocks almost clawing them like some feral creature in the darkness. One of those hands slid across my right buttock around to the front encircling my cock at the base as she went to town giving me the mother of all sloppy head jobs. Her neck was phenomenal.
"DUH!! DUH DAMN!! AW SHIT THIS!! FEELS SO!! AW SHIT!! AW GAWD DAMN IT!! FUCK!! GAWD!!" Audibly speaking, her nasty fellatio was loud, verbally wet with intense suction reverberating off the thin walls.
It felt like I was still blowing a load throughout the ordeal. I honestly didn't know if I'd come more than once as she kept it up without a break going even harder like she was trying to suck my member free of my body. I raised a trembling hand to my mouth biting and nibbling my nails trying to cope. It felt like I was about to cum again and I didn't know if I should warn her.
"AW SHIT!! OH MY GAWD!! FUCK!! AW SHIT!! MA'AM!! MA'AM!! MA'AM, I'M CUMMING!! OH SHIT MUTHA!! FUCKER I'M CUMMING AGAIN!! DAMMIT!! KEEP SUCKING MY DICK!! AW SHIT!! OH MY FUCKING GAWD!!!"
Her left hand raked nails across my left buttock around my hip joining the other hand around my endowment as she played me like a flute reminding me of the techniques other women used to deal with Andre 13.5.
Both of her hands framed the base of my cock with both interlocked thumbs under my balls, crisscrossed pointer fingers over the top as her lips slid back and forth. It felt like one continuous orgasm as I unloaded down her throat in several scintillating bursts. I could take it anymore reaching down looking for the side of her face encountering some greasy hair that sort of felt like a Geri curl.
"WATCH IT!!" Her hand shot out in the darkness slapping mine out of the way with stinging proficiency. It hurt so much that I sucked on my bruised fingers while she redoubled her grip roughly encircling my package just behind my balls throating herself finally making some sort of gagging sounds.
"AW SHIT YOU'RE!! FUCK IT I'M GONNA CUM AGAIN IF YOU KEEP DOING THAT SHIT!! AW!! AW!! GAWD DAMMIT!!" The mystery woman suddenly let my erection flop and bob in front of my pelvis just as I was on the precipice.
Before I could react, I 'd been shoved into the mattress hitting the left side of my body head first. Her hands were kind of small, fingers a little rough as she grabbed my right ankle yanking on it. I realized she was climbing on top of me cowgirl feeling one of her feet accidentally adjacent to me hip.
"I don't care if you cum nigga; I'm gonna ride you through two nuts, then we're gonna make a fucking movie if you can get it up after that!"
The sound of tearing foil preceded the condom rolled onto my already fattening tumescence. I could feel her hands and fingers pressing me against her slit, detect the stifling heat just between her folds as she let her weight do the rest swallowing me whole. She was incredibly tight inside, very narrow putting this intense pressure on my shaft that was indescribable. My toes were already curling as her monstrous butt molded to the tops of my thighs.
Soon as the words left my mouth, this woman was already bouncing wildly on my cock like she was riding a pogo stick. I was shell shocked at the savagery already filling the condom, but she kept going taking me on a wild ride. I was fit to be tied squirming and flopping about enough to make this woman lean over pushing down on my shoulders in a crouching squat. I found myself drawing parallels with the sexual performance of an infamous baby mamma number two and hating myself for it.
"I don't give a fuck what you do with your hands; DO-NOT TOUCH MY FACE NIGGA; understand!?" I could feel the heat emanating from her coal darkened skin cushioning my outer thighs as she settled.
My hands found small breasts, semi-solid teats sloping outward from her chest feeling slightly deflated. This was a clue that she might be somewhat mature, perhaps older than my Auntie Esther.
Taking her concerns into consideration, my hands traced her sides finding them lean with a pronounced dip inward of the waist almost like she'd use a waist trainer before settling on the smooth abundant roundness of hips as she ground my cock into hamburger.
This mystery woman was about getting her freak on with no fucks given covering my body with her own locking her arms around my head. I found one of her barely lemon sized tits pressing against my mouth taking it inside.
Despite the deflated nature of her breast the nipple was extremely hard and rubbery between my teeth. This mysterious beauty reacted favorably as a gust of her heated breath hit my face in huffs. This looked like a inroads for me to reassert myself sexually as I cupped those little lemons together sucking and nibbling running my tongue all over them.
Her mouth hung open, inner heat radiating into my face as her back started arching driving her cunt into my mound in these savage thrusts. This breathy moan barely above a whisper flowed out of her encouraging me to suck a little harder while my fingers greedily squeezed big handfuls of her rounded hips reveling in the softness of her skin.
The mystery woman redoubled her grip around my head trying to push her tit further into my mouth as my hand slid over the upper swell of her backside. I was trying to gauge the size of her monster figuring her hips somewhere between the sixty-two confirmed inches of two women I'd already been with but just about the fifty that started this mess in the first place.
There was no way I was getting my hands over the curve of that majestic butt, so I went back to her waist reveling in its smallness. She was sopping wet splashing all over my pelvis while I went the extra mile slathering saliva all over her shallow cleavage, intermittently doing my best to suck each boob free of her chest.
This literal shadow person pushed up on my pecs flattening her palms there as she assumed an open legged posture much like a frog on a lily pad. Her perfect cheeks twerked on my endowment even going independent of one another in intervals. It was a trick only a seasoned stripper would be capable of, much less some mature psychotically intent on keeping her identity hidden.
The mystery woman suddenly began clapping down on my pelvis in rabbiting motion breathing harder than before. I took this as a sign of an impending orgasm wrapping my arms around her abdomen letting her get it out of her system, or so I thought.
She reached back grabbing my arms using a bit of strength to push my wrists adjacent to my head as her sweaty perspiration drenched cheeks wetly twerked on my tumescence. Her cunt which was extremely narrow and tight seemed to contract around my meat like it was reducing size.
This feeling was indescribably pleasurable squeezing me so much that it felt like there was a hand inside her snatch jerking me off. I could literally feel it tugging at the base of my endowment. To say it was addictive would be an understatement, but this shadow woman was giving me the business. My butt was sliding around underneath her with nowhere to go but up into her hungry snatch.
I started arching up off the mattress into her trying to fuck back but it was no use as she bucked and rolled those immaculate hips taking me to task. To demonstrate her sexual proficiency further, this woman pushed up on my pecs again assuming an open legged squat hovering right over my cock. She stopped moving leaving just the head imbedded inside her entrance.
It became apparent that she wanted me to fuck up into her cunt. Looking to reassert myself again, I bounced and flopped up into her earning this greasy, gooey sounding audible evidence of our coupling in the pitch black darkness. This went on for about a good five minutes before she flattened atop my body blanketing me with her own.
I felt her close her legs abruptly trapped my pulsing erection inside her body, then surprise followed as she parted mine still impaled. Her knees shot up under my butt as she grabbed and hooked my legs on her shoulders. I knew exactly what was happening, knew what she was doing and started struggling trying to get her off.
Andre 13.5 had been taken in this way by at least three different women and that was only because his estranged girlfriend was either too big or too lazy to even try. Her opinion of me was made clear in this inky darkness, but I wasn't going along with it.
"Stop fighting me; this is how she finishes when it's not from behind like a bitch in heat. DON'T FUCKING FIGHT ME OR YOU CAN GET THE FUCK OUT!! Yeah, I know how this makes you feel, but I DON'T GIVE A FUCK, and you won't either in a second or two nigga!"
"YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND!!"
"YES!! Yes, I do and it's not what you think; I ain't trying to emasculate your little ass, I don't need to make myself feel superior when I already am nigga. Outside this motel room we're just people from different walks of life but the same. Here in my darkness, right here, right now is my domain. I don't have to submit or change the way I talk or act because this is my element. Whether you realize it or not, you came to me to get fucked! Dropped your three coins and I'm giving you so much more than you wanted. You're getting an opportunity to have the ass that men have killed over, an ass that woman have tried to kill me over and you only gots to do one fucking thing!!"
This shadow woman went at it, going to town rabbiting that big, oversized chocolate heart down onto me possessed.
"For some people this is the ultimate sign of trust, true symbiosis nigga!! These days I rarely get to unleash my ungodly lusts on a man!! I have to be mindful or else shit goes sideways! I'm doing you a service, even letting you have a taste of her wares!! Right here, right now, all you gotta do is take it!! I know you've done this before in some form or another!! Maybe even in that church basement."
"Who are you?"
"Wanna find out, make me cum, bitch." The challenge came particularly serpentine.
She sat there between my legs on her spread knees still partially stuffed with my tumescence. I had this feeling she was glowering at me, her heavy breathing loud and audible. It felt like I was locked in a cage with some kind of big kat, maybe the female embodiment of a panther personified.
Maybe my thumping heart was just as audible as she swung my legs to the side disengaging us. The mattress shifted as she stepped down onto the carpet. It felt like I'd been in a fight as I rolled on my side about to swing my legs to the floor. The curiosity was burning me alive. She'd mentioned the basement of my church. We had to know one another on some level or another.
I suddenly heard my bag being rifled through going into a panic.
"Why do you have a mask in this bag nigga?"
"I was gonna ask you to wear it."
"Why?"
"You don't want to be identified." Her pungent feminine musk filled my nostrils as I acclimated enough to pick up some movement in the darkness.
"Don't lie to me." The mask hit me in the face ending up in my naked lap.
"Fuck, I tried to get someone else to wear it but they refused; I forgot it was in there until you brought it out right now. It was supposed to be part of the other woman's gimmick but she didn't want to do it."
"Why?"
"Guess, uh she hated the name associated with it."
"What was the name?"
"Ms. Hate."
What came next was unexpected as she began laughing. There was no doubt I was the subject of her mirth however malevolently the sound of her feline voice as I sat on the edge of the bed holding the mask in both hands.
This nigh-supernatural vixen was getting under my skin, probably knew it and didn't give a fuck about it in any respect. Despite all of that shit, I was embarrassingly rock hard with the head of my cock pointing in her direction.
"Let's make your little porn movie boy." She said still chortling which made me angry.
"We supposed to shoot it in the dark?"
"You'll figure it out nigga; go take a quick shower cause you're musty. Don't worry nigga, my clothes are in the bathroom and you know I ain't running out into that parking lot buck naked."
She was still laughing at me as I got up stalking off to the bathroom taking the mask with me. I glanced back finding a tiny miniscule orange ball of fire floating a few feet away. She was smoking a cigarette, snickering, and likely glaring at my face.
"Don't suppose you're gonna tell me your name now?"
"You wasn't good enough."
"Right!" I went into the bathroom tossing the mask onto the sink top, shoving the door closed but it stopped short with a loud thud against her palm. I looked right into the inky darkness seeing nothing before me.
"Don't be mad boy; my name is Ms. Hate." Emphasizing her point, I got a bit of an unintended shock when her hand appeared inside the frame grabbing the mask.
I had the light on but this didn't diminish a thing about her. The newly christened "Ms. Hate" skin was inky black against the utilitarian white of the bathroom sink.
She had a thin hand, almost claw-like because of the long immaculately done nails at her fingertips. There was no polish, just clear glaze as I watched the mask slowly disappear into the darkness.
For some reason I left the bathroom door cracked getting the shower started as I glanced down on the tiled floor noticing Ms. Hate's discarded clothing which consisted of vintage adidas track suit, cheap white sneakers and oddly enough, a big oversized green parka, the kind with the ratty fur lined hood.
There was no doubt she used these clothes to hide her curves considering the criminal element loitering just beyond the motel room door. I drew back the clear plastic shower curtain finding her brassiere hanging from the shower head. It spoke to her small bust, a rather plain looking sieve demi bra, hell a bralette more appropriate as a training item for some young girl.
I showered pondering the measures taken to hide her identity and outrageous body from the public. Ms. Hate said she'd watched my content numerous times, fucked like a wild animal, had the skills of a seasoned stripper but seemed strangely prudish in brief intervals.
It stemmed from the words she used in conversation which sounded like someone from my mother's generation. I shuddered at the thought getting out of the shower wrapping a towel around my waist. I took a moment glancing down at her clothing again before stepping outside of the bathroom.
"Oh-kay." The lamp on the room desk near the door was on with a sheer scarf over it dimming the room a bit. Adjacent to the lamp at the far end of the opposite twin bed, the lamp was on lighting the room enough to film.
"Can you work with this boy?"
Ms. Hate was lying face down, head in profile against the pillow limbs outstretched with her butt facing the ceiling. It was my first proper look at her body and it was, staggering. My earlier trials of the day with Zoya Berhan, Eboni and ultimately Carlie Kelly faded away as I took in Ms. Hate's physical countenance.
In descriptive terms, she was right in the middle of an hourglass and pear shaped figure with her wide hips and powerful shapely legs matching Phoebe's self-proclaimed hulk legs.
"Dat Ass" was big perfectly round at the outside of each hips, a perfect heart inverted from a tiny waist barely thirty inches. Standing there over her, time seemed to stop as my cock became a throbbing mess of veiny steel almost feeling as if it would explode from the sight alone.
In this instant I completely understood her need to force a controlled environment.
"Maybe you should get your camera out unless you gonna stand there until you bust, nigga."
Her nasty feline voice slapped me free of inaction, but it was hard getting my chest harness and secondary equipment ready. I could barely take my eyes off of her body. Ms. Hate's head was faced towards the wall giving me a view of the tightly notched up laces at the back of the mask which now seemed divinely meant for her the moment I bought it. Little bits of her actual hair was visible in the back with the rest hidden behind the mask. It was dark and greasy looking. I could swear I noticed a few strands of grey.
"The first time I tried it; didn't know my ass from a hole in the wall. My man was ah, big talker full of ideas and all; telling me that my big ole ass was gonna make "US" rich. Nobody gave a shit about that first sex tape, especially buying it from the trunk of some fool's car. Part of me was happy it didn't work out, but he wouldn't give up."
I was filming her laying there on the bed content to let Ms. Hate say whatever she wanted.
"God showed that big thanking motherfucker cause he ended up in the penitentiary for killing one of the thirsty niggas trying to claw his way into me. I told him I didn't want no parts of that adult movie stuff, just wanted to keep it simple; but he wanted the money!! The lord gave him jail instead and he got a taste of my life inside those walls. Nigga came out flipped on his nut, with a taste for that nasty hole. Didn't care who it belonged to either."
"Ma'am, I'm very sorry to hear that." I bullshitted.
"You're gonna get your footage, I'm comfortable with you; but don't placate me. I don't need a psych evaluation nigga; I know who I am and you don't. I was just topping off the shit in my head. Do you wanna make money off of my skillet black ass, or act like a bitch?"
"You know the answer to that so why talk to me like a bitch? We don't have no fucking history, so I ain't taking no shit I don't deserve no matter how fucking awesome you are Ms. Hate. I'll find another woman to put that mask on if you can't do the job I paid you for, bitch."
Ms. Hate's head turned in my direction revealing a narrow oval shaped face, prominent nose and thick lips, everything coal black.
The only thing standing out were her beady eyes light hazel colored catching the low light glinting like an animal's. She slowly got up on all fours dragging her pillow to the edge of the bed before getting up. I stood there silent as she walked to the in-room counter top retrieving her panties drawing them up her thick, muscular legs before facing me stoically. I figured we were done for the night because I asserted myself.
"People, like seeing my panties being pulled off; the shit drives all of them wild. Figured maybe you wanna get that on camera boy." She capitulated in her own way.
"You're right ma'am; uhm can you, do that twerk where they slide down by themselves?"
Ms. Hate turned to a wall planting her palms doing a light twerk that ramped up gradually forcing the silken material to slide down her big darkened cheeks. I filmed for a while with the only sound being the loud wet clap of her buttocks bouncing audibly off the walls Ms. Hate leaned forward as I filmed her backside reaching between her legs fingering herself for a few moments before looking at my reaction.
"Sit on that pillow." She instructed.
There was no doubt I was the novice between us as I planted my butt on the pillow while she kneeled between my legs. My camera was perfectly mounted to capture the fellatio, but I used my separate camera handheld to capture a different simultaneous. Ms. Hate's lips were puffy and big; soft to the touch as my crown disappeared between them. Even wearing a mask, you could see her cheeks inverting into an exquisite suction that had me howling in seconds.
Her inflatable lips were glazed over with precum and copious amounts of saliva dribbling running down her narrow chin. She was intently sucking me off both of us knowing she could get me up repeatedly. Ms. Hate slurped especially loud then teased and tortured my crown with her overtly white teeth. To my audience it would look as if she were threatening to bite my prick off before she throated me several times in succession until I blew an epic load all over the lower half of that mask.



Ms. Hate righted herself staring into the camera static for a second then her tongue appeared licking and slurping up my jizz on her face solely. After that, she gave me a clean up blowjob in extreme closeup which ended with my renewed prick appearing from her parted lips covered in veins.
We'd come to an understanding with me remaining silent as she pressed my length against my abdomen holding it there with a finger as she mounted me with her labia sandwiching my girth. Her pussy was sopping wet making an more than adequate lubricant enhancing her grinding snatch against my shaft.
It started off measured, then went feral as she popped and bucked bringing me to the precipice. Ms. Hate sensed my impending orgasm reaching down using her fingers with the skill of a surgeon to press my crown onto her clit. Both of us watched me cum in rivulets all over her meaty button and snatch.
She used both hands massaging our combined juices into our dueling crotches and continued jerking me back into hardness. Ms. Hate kept it up until my cock stood up of its own accord then began masturbating furiously starting to squirt profusely all over my member. I flinched thinking she were urinating but realized Ms. Hate was orgasming in that instant.
She'd been silent for the most part but was now whining and gasping still sounding aggressive. Hidden behind a mask I could still see her grimacing and gritting her teeth. Ms. Hate rolled and bucked her hips riding it out leaving me with a glistening crotch. She got up drawing the panties up her legs again until they rode high on her hips.
"Now I want you to take me like a rabid dog and give me your load all over these panties."
Ms. Hate mounted the bed on all fours legs spread wide apart with all her openings on full display although only the slight pinkness of her slit was visible. I got some sustained footage knowing a five minute clip would generate tons of views and comments. The mysterious mature was extraordinarily patient allowing me to get as much footage as I wanted.
"Don't worry about a thing, just blow as many loads as you can; I can't have no kids. I already took precautions too, so just keep fucking her big black ass until you get enough. Hey, give me one of them cameras boy."
There was a big satchel purse on the side of the bed with some opened boxes of condoms and spermicide resting atop her gear. Ms. Hate had come prepared making my box of condoms irrelevant. She even bought a long generic bottle of baby oil. I handed her my spare camera, surprised when she positioned it aimed at her disguised features.
"So, you really have done this before; more than that first time you mentioned."
"It was a fair trade deal; but I still got fucked on the back end and lost everything. That's all I gotta say unless you wanna cough up another thousand bucks for a documentary. You gotta excuse my candid nature; I don't get to talk a lot, so when I meet a person, my mouth goes off code with niggas. I just thought you might wanna catch my arch from another angle boy."
True to her word, Ms. Hate created this dip in her back making her heart shaped donk rise higher than her shoulders presenting me with a inviting straight shot deep into her snatch. I lined up a dual shot of her lower half from the lowest part of her wasp waist making sure to capture the whole of her dark chocolate cheeks.
I got a ton of pics before grabbing the furthest points of her hips driving my member as deep as I could manage. Ms. Hate's butt was well defined semi-solid and surprisingly pillow soft which made for a decent motion ripple that was just as visually exciting. The wave flowed to the uppermost portion of her butt each thrust causing this visible shudder of charcoal tinted flesh.
The skintight panties across her wide expanse accentuated the visual eventually sliding to the side before getting swallowed whole into her deep rear cleavage. Ms. Hate groaned a bit remaining mostly silent leaving our clapping parts to provide audio. Her narrow cunt was a revelation leading me to wonder about her rear entrance.
She managed a dip in the middle of her back with her upper torso and arms mimicking the Great Sphinx of Egypt. It felt so good that I got a foot planted out side of her bended knee for a while arching my back as she began bumping back. Ms. Hate was focused holding the camera steady as I got the other foot planted for some serious bulldog sex.
"Make sure you get a good shot of my ass getting waxed; don't waste nothing because next time I might ask for double! She likes it when you kinda hose her down and everything; this big skillet black tail gets about as hot as boiling grease nigga. It needs to be cooled down with your cum! You want me to make you cum right now, or do you wanna wait a bit?"
"Huh?!!" I was in the zone pounding down hard into her narrow snatch enjoying the feeling of my balls slapping into the bottom of her butt.
"Nigga, I said DO YOU WANNA BLOW YOUR LOAD, BOY?!! YOU WANNA GET A NUT, RIGHT?!!" Ms. Hate sounded angry, but that was no indicator of her actual mood. She was talking like she could arbitrarily induce an ejaculation on command.
"Yeah." I answered without thinking.
"Get your fucking feet down on the floor and let go of my handles boy!!" The authoritative sound of her voice was intimidating in a way that made me feel like a kid, the tone distinctly southern tinged.
If I had to place it, I'd put Ms. Hate in Louisiana or crap parts of Florida. I got down on the floor vertically pressed against the bed but didn't relinquish the handfuls of luscious flesh at her hips. Ms. Hate responded by lowering her hips putting pressure on the midpoint of my shaft until I relinquished my grip. She remained in that sitting crouch going back into a conventional all fours presenting her chocolate cheeks in classical doggy style. Ms. Hate glanced back at my face.
"I wanna show you something special boy; you got that camera ready?" I checked my harness while she positioned the other camera between her palms facing us.
"What're you gonna do?" My voice shook a little worried that something crazy was about to happen.
"I'm gonna make you bow to the queen nigga." Her cunt suddenly tightened up around me like a fleshy vice.
I yelped at the sensation glancing down at our connection seeing the bottom portion slightly protruding from her cunt. Ms. Hate slowly and gradually loosened back to her normal state. She looked back again as I parted her cunt with my thumbs inside staring at the rich juicy pink interior.
Ms. Hate was dripping inside flexing her interior for my viewing pleasure. I stuck a finger inside watching and filming her retract around my digit until I could feel the vacuum sucking embrace of her cunt.
"That's some trick Ms. Hate."
"Put it back inside fool."
She scoffed getting stuffed full to my hilt as I started giving her the business with some serious back shots. In short I realized too late that Ms. Hate was chuckling again when she seized up around me making it impossible for me to move. I tried a few times noting that it felt like a hand was grasping me from inside as she straightened and locked her arms glaring back at me. Emphasizing her dominance with a bit of flair, Ms. Hate wagged her butt from side to side taking me with her.
"Nigga, that wasn't no trick; did you hear what I said? Did you hear what I told you boy?" Ms. Hate managed to tighten up a little more making me groan in pleasure.
Her insides were extremely, hot, wet, and squishy yet still incredibly restricting.
"Yeah."
"What I say exactly, huh fool; tell me what I told you nigga?"
"Uhm, you said you was gonna make me bow to the queen ma'am." I replied sullenly still trying to work my cock inside but finding it futile.
"That's right...NOW BOW!!"
Ms. Hate shrieked popping her hips and nothing else so suddenly that I involuntarily folded at the waist. She held it there until I righted myself then repeated the action several times going into a thunderous twerk loudly clapping her rear cheeks around the base of my endowment.
"How'd you like my trick?"
"Oh shit Ms. Hate."
Each time I'd been wrenched forward unable to stop myself from literally bowing into her backside. She popped her hips vertically one last time making me bend over so sharply, my forehead tapped the center of her back. I can't describe the feeling, but the last round had me beyond the precipice as she purposely began to loosen up allowing me to carefully begin to draw my tumescence from her Venus flytrap cunt. Ms. Hate was low key making this sort of growling sound.
"Be careful rolling that rubber off or you're gonna miss the finale boy." I shook my head wearily still pressed into the small of her back, carefully righting myself.
Ms. Hate parted her legs wide resuming that frog on a lily pad posture but was watching me intently still filming herself. I encircled my shaft near her butt gently rolling it down enough to free my raw meat. She quickly seized up trapping the condom inside her snatch with the end hanging out as it hit me.
Several thick ropes of cum exploded across her coal darkened cheeks, uncontrolled. I was involuntarily hosing those big, blackened globes waxing and creaming an ass like never before and it felt heavenly.
Ms. Hate knew her business expertly twerking with nothing other than her waist and hips creating splashes of jizz that even hit the camera lense. I was yelping like a wounded animal eventually groaning as I lost my shit using my body to press her against the mattress face down. I planked her buns manically rubbing out the rest in a few watery bursts right up the center of her narrow back.
Ms. Hate took an inspired abomination of insane frottage for a few minutes allowing me to soil my abdomen and pelvis with my own jizz. Her big soft cheeks clenched around my girth trapping me inside in a bit of nonverbal encouragement.
I managed to get ahold of my senses sitting upright on the back of her thighs driving my cock through her rear valley. The visual was incredible with her blackened badonkadunk visibly inflating and deflating form the slightest movement on her part. I didn't even have to move as she squeezed and massaged me solely with her ass cheeks.
"Stick it in my backdoor nigga." My jaw dropped as she arched a bit presenting me with her rear entrance.
I sunk inside her velvety confines balls deep and just started rolling my hips while Ms. Hate rolled in a counter clockwise motion. The feeling was incredibly scintillating with a toe curling attention to detail. Her head was turning in profile, maw agape with her overly long tongue extended. I took a chance pushing a finger into her mouth which was slurped and fellated like a surrogate cock.
"Pull it out and nut on my face!" Ms. Hate growled knowing what she wanted.
I reluctantly scrambled out of her forbidden box kneeling by her head as she rolled over on her back, mouth opened for a demanded treat. I didn't have to finish myself because Ms. Hate grabbed my cock with authority rubbing it all over the mask, beating it on her inflated, puffy lips before slurping me inside deep.
"AW FUCK, SORRY BITCH!!"
I kowtowed over her head wildly fucking away at her mouth as the first watery ropes of cum exploded down her gullet. I forced myself backwards for the camera while Ms. Hate violently jerked more ropes of jizz all over the mask and big lips before slurping me dep inside again. She got a falsetto whine out of me that I'd have to kill anyone who heard out of embarrassment.
Ms. Hate was a revelation, a sexual chimera of all my previous experiences.
"AW SHIT, FUCK MA'AM!! Fuck that was so goddam good!! Oh shit, I'm gonna make so much fucking money off this shit Ms. Hate. Thank you so much for the opportunity."
I think my post-coitus little head was talking instead of me in that moment as she lay there on her back staring at me through an added mask made up of my spunk. I was breathing hard as if I'd run the Boston marathon while she was calm, serene.
"Tip."
"Huh, oh yeah Ms. Hate, sure thing."
I wearily leaned over retrieving my phone forwarding her an extra two hundred and fifty bucks via cash app. Her phone chimed in her saddle bag at the side of our used twin bed. I kept filming getting her rubbing her muff for a while flicking her clit until she came silently audibly sucking in a bit of life giving air. She brought the phone up to her face looking stoically at my tip reflected on screen.
"The first time I ever used my body for money, I got three hundred. I'd never done anything like that before, but a old nigga was thirsty enough to give me three hundred dollars cash for less than ten minutes of my time. Now here I am at the twilight of my shitty fucking life with all the skill in the world, and your little ass tipping me two hundred and fifty fucking bucks, nigga."
I hit her with another two hundred fifty, still filming.
"Boy I ain't say that to make you pay me some more of your life savings; it was one of them, uh stream of conscious moments, you know?"
"I guess." She was full of shit in my opinion. Ms. Hate knew it too, acknowledging my feelings about the matter with a malevolent self-aware chortle.
"I'm gonna get myself respectable; you uh, make like a tree."
"Huh?"
"Leave nigga." She partially sat up supporting her weight on her elbows regarding me.
I started packing up my equipment with the camera attached to my chest harness still running. Ms. Hate stood up stretching, audibly sighing, cracking her joints. I casually watched her go into her saddle bag producing some spare undergarments, body wash and a toothbrush.
"You can't stop looking, can you boy?" She noticed.
"Sorry ma'am."
"It's alright, I understand men more than they know themselves. If I hadn't emptied you out, nigga you'd still be trying to fuck. Even though you think you're something living a double life and all, making these little porno movies like you do; a boy like you will never know more than a woman like me. It's a fact of life, fucking natural selection and it tells me I can call you up anytime I want and demand as much money as I want with nothing in return beyond a piece of ass. Don't get mad at the truth, you should be alright after a few days if I don't make that call."
"I'm supposed to thank you for that?"
"No, you thank me for not calling you tomorrow, or the next day after that. I don't think you wanna be in a situation with me nigga; so, I'm gonna respect you by not letting her put it on you and fucking you up. Hurry up and get out before she comes back. We've had enough fun tonight playing with you."
Ms. Hate slung her bag walking into the bathroom caught on camera. The shower started running shortly afterwards as I noticed my spare on the used twin bed.
"Well, can't look a gift horse in the mouth." I mumbled to myself like I always did when nervous walking over retrieving my camera. It was still recording, but I was weary walking along the side of the bed. I glanced at the cracked bathroom door finding steam flowing out from the hot shower water. The mask was on the bathroom sink.
Ms. Hate was standing in front of the mirror nude looking at her own steam obscured reflection.
I got a glimpse of her head in a rear three quarter view. It wasn't long enough to see anything about her face which was framed by shoulder length greasy looking locks sprinkled with slivers of grey throughout.
"If you look, everything changes."
The door slammed in my face with a loud echoing finality.
***********************************************************************************************************
"Huh?" I awoke with a posted stuck to my forehead.
My mother wanted me to take out the garbage amongst other household chores thankfully bringing me back down to earth after a weird night that I was unsure I wanted to remember when it was all said and done. I lumbered into the bathroom splashing water on my face, then decided to go for a full shower.
Something about my shoot with Ms. Hate left me feeling uh, nasty. I had a face to face with Mr. Van Allen scheduled for midday and instantly felt intimidated and a bit angry. Tressie Fisher tried to take me out when her world came crashing down even though I was trying to help out her cousin.
Vicky Stone plagued my mind continuously in her absence becoming this cloister bell of vengeance against Renee Kelly and her clique which included my turncoat cousin Jaquan. It hurt me to the core initially, but I was starting to get accustomed with my own life and being at the center of it when infamous baby mamma number two intervened.
Her indomitable ego engulfed me and by proxy Vicky Stone who ended up incarcerated. Mr. Van Allen was gracious enough to offer some assistance in the matter when I'd called looking for legal advice. He was grateful for my presence in his daughter's life, however brief.
Now I was determined to pay a little back to the self-christened "Ms. One" for all of the mind games and over fuckery designed to snow me over while she got paid off my efforts. I'd quietly been building my own website using the same working model she'd provided, but knew I needed a knockout blow to start off with a bang.
In the interim I'd become acquainted with Charity Gilbert through her hatred of my discovery "Ms. WTF" one Shawnee Thompson, now working social media and high dollar escorting. My reveal of Shawnee's degradation led to a mutual agreement and several overt sexual shenanigans with Ms. Gilbert. Now things had become complicated.
Charity was off the grid after finding me with Tressie Fisher, a woman so love crazed I was nearly taken out in a scenario more appropriate for that old Batman television show. I was uh, conflicted about continuing to be tangentially involved in Ms. Fisher's life and by proxy, her family including Vicky. The dye had been cast and I was now obliged to sit in front of Mr. Van Allen.
I showered scoffing at the revelation that Charity Gilbert muted my thoughts of Vicky during the latter half of our recent "relationship." We were supposed to be taking a "break" from one another, but she skewed all of that showing up on my doorstop. If Charity hadn't been there, we might be taking a shower together at this moment. My phone started ringing as if prompted by my thought alone.
"Hello Phoebe."
"Open your front door and don't say anything sarcastic please; just do it, okay?" She still sounded stressed out and irritated.
"Coming right up ma'am."
"Alright I'm hanging up now." Phoebe clicked off in my face leaving me slightly pissed, brow furrowed. I got out of the shower wrapping a towel around my waist power walking to my front door. I snatched it open intending to give her a piece of my mind.
"Oh."
Charity Gilbert was standing there still in the same clothes I last saw her wearing.
"I'm uh, gonna sit on the porch while you get dressed." She said contritely as I noticed Phoebe leaning against her car next to Bentley.
"Okay."
Charity lingered just outside my screen door looking uncharacteristically contrite, sort of looking down at her canvas sneakers. I was glad because I felt myself flushing as running back to my room jumping into a tee, sweatpants, and a pair of flip flops.
I slowed down considerably walking back to my front door finding Charity there on my stoop hunched over resting her elbows on her knees. She didn't look as I took a seat beside her at the top of my stairs. We sat there together facing Phoebe and Bentley who were already engaged in some idle chit chat ignoring us.
"So they're a thing now?"
"Yeah guess so; if you forget she's married and shit. He really made an impression on her that night. They've been going at it ever since and I think her hubby Oliver is starting to get jealous."



"No shit?"
"Yeah, she moved out of their bedroom. Phoebe tells me good old Bentley is well, kind of an all night type of guy. Supposedly it takes him near an hour to get off, and he's open to suggestion. Little bitch got bent out of shape when I got in bed with them, so uhm, here I am babe."
"You were over Phoebe's house all this time?"
"Yeah, kinda."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Exactly what it implies; you know me right? I kind of have a problem letting go of things, a really shitty ego. I fucking hated Tressie; seriously wanted to maim that bitch. But unfortunately you fixed things so that my freedom was daisy chained to that undercover thot. She's also sleeping with my father and faking all that church lady nonsense. I admit, I reacted harshly."
"No you were stupid." Charity's head craned up looking into one of the trees in front of my house, before she finally stared at my face.
"Well, in any case experiences were exchanged and I uh, guess I'm not made for this."
"I don't care that you fucked your ex-boyfriend. Charity I don't give a fuck." She folded her arms cupping a hand over her mouth looking away.
"You don't care about me?"
"I was worried about you bitch; don't you ever do that shit to me again. You could've just talked shit to me, fuck you could've facetimed me while you were sitting on Jayson's dick, but I don't appreciate you leaving me in the fucking dark like that. I thought we knew each other Charity?"
"You were with Tressie." She countered, her voice shaking a little.
"I was talking to Tressie."
"You gonna tell me you didn't fuck?!" Charity sounded indignant, but I was okay.
"I wanna ask you a question Charity; a simple question and I want you to answer me honestly." My brow furrowed as I thought about my near death experience in that freeway underpass.
"Sounds like you're threatening me."
"Did you send Tressie Fisher anything from my pay site?" It was her turn to look irritated as her face scrunched up, brow furrowing indignant.
"No, I did not." She answered.
"Have you called your dad?" I asked making her turn in my direction trembling a little, fists balled up.
"You know I haven't been home? Did my father come over here looking for me?"
"No."
"How did you know I haven't been home since before we went out that night? Who told you?"
"You need to go home and talk to your father; he's worried you're never coming back. I want you to know that he broke it off with Tressie Fisher for you and it destroyed her. Bitch, it nearly got me killed over some shit I wasn't involved in and here you are on my fucking porch instead of talking to your dad! How could you be so cruel?"
Charity doubled over burying her head between her knees sobbing. Phoebe was poised to rush to her aid alongside Bentley, but I held my hand up stopping them. I rested my palm on her back softly rubbing it as she struggled to compose herself.
"I don't wanna tell you what happened to me, but I know your father misses you.
We can call him right now so you can let him know you're okay. I'll hold your hand Charity; don't let him wait any longer. As far as whatever we've got going on; that shit can go on the backburner for now. I'm not going anywhere." She looked up with some mascara running down her cheeks intermingled with tears.
"You're not mad; don't hate me?"
"Call your father Charity." I pushed my phone into her hand, using the other to wipe away her tears.
She accepted my phone like it was her most precious gift walking down the steps to one corner of the front yard dialing up her father. I watched her start talking averting my eyes as she started loudly crying again apologizing to Mr. Gilbert talking a mile a minute. When I couldn't look anymore, my eyes settled on Phoebe and Bentley.
She was wearing a white collared Polo tee accentuated with beige high waisted Capri trousers and matching beige canvas sneakers. Bentley was dressed the same in a white polo tee and beige golf pants and sneakers. This tool was even outfitted with a beige sweater tied about his neck like a short cape and some designer shades.
"WHAT?!!" Phoebe was off put by my sudden laughter while Bentley looked to her, unsure of how to react.
"Nothing." I replied.
Charity returned standing at the bottom of my steps emotionally wasted, mouth hanging open. She was breathing hard with a hand pressed to her chest just staring at me with tears still running down her cheeks.
"Charity?"
"He's on his way to pick me up; daddy's coming to get me and take me home! He just kept saying he broke up with her and apologizing so much!! HE JUST WANTS ME TO COME HOME!! Uhm, I'm sorry okay? I'm really sorry."
"It's okay Charity."
Before I could react she'd run into my arms tackling me down planting kisses all over my face before going at it with a deep soulful kiss. I could hear Phoebe and Bentley clapping and happily jeering as Charity reared up sprawled out on top of me on my front porch.
Across the street, my elderly neighbor was busy snapping pics with her crappy phone. Phoebe was standing at the bottom of the stairs looking euphoric. Charity plopped down beside me taking a deep breath as I righted myself. I pointed at Bentley snapping my fingers impatiently.
"Who me?!"
"Yeah you nigga; get your ass up here and sit next to me, now!!" Phoebe and Bentley exchanged glances before he carefully took a seat on my right side. I gestured for Phoebe to sit on Charity's far side which she did in similarly careful fashion.
"So uhm, what're we doing?" Phoebe asked ten minutes later as we sat there looking across the street towards my nosey neighbor's home.
"Waiting for it." I answered monotone as Charity tightened her grip on my hand.
Exactly ten minutes later Mr. Gilbert pulled up to my house in his truck nearly running up onto the curb. The emotionally distraught, visually disheveled father ran from his vehicle to find us sitting there waiting, two guys side by side and his daughter sitting next to her female friend.
Charity started spazzing out a bit before running into his arms hugging her father tightly. Both of them were crying and apologizing to each other forgetting we were there as Phoebe turned to me enlightened.
"You knew huh? That's why you wanted to present a united front so he wouldn't obviously see you with Charity, right?"
"Yup." All of us watched Mr. Gilbert put his daughter inside the truck and drive off without a word to any of her friends. Bentley scratched his head staring between me and Phoebe.
"Hey its all well and good with Charity, but it seems like nobody cares about Tressie. Church really isn't gonna be the same without her around. Her Sunday school students are gonna take the biggest hit."
"What're you talking about?"
"Oh yeah, you don't know about it, huh?"
"Know about what?" I was curious.
"She's been uh, really out of it for a while now since Mr. Gilbert broke up with her." Phoebe replied.
"SO!" Neither one of them knew what she'd attempted to do to me.
"She'd been staying at Vicky's house watching her siblings, but a few days ago she went back there got in bed and didn't get out again. Even gave her little cousins her debit card to buy food and stuff, but she just laid there not moving still wearing the same clothes. I went over there for a visit and saw it myself man- it's like she went comatose or something."
"She still there?"
"Like you care!" Phoebe added.
"Bentley, what happened?" I ignored Phoebe turning to my former rival.
"Called Demon once I got a look at her, and a whiff; he came over and uh, picked her up out of that bed. He put her in a full tub of water and gave her a bath with her clothes still on before Stacey intervened taking over. Last I know, he drove her to their mother's house. She's laid up right now and they asked Phoebe to teach her Sunday school class; nobody told you?"
"No, I've been working on my college campus."
"That's special, come on Bentley." Phoebe got up in a huff walking down two steps before he was standing. He joined her at the bottom of my concrete steps taking her hand.
"PHOEBE, I CARE!!"
"Well, start acting like it; have a nice day!" She was one of the nicest people I knew and seeing her with Bentley just sort of made sense.
I decided to keep things under my hat considering how Demon and Tressie were able to act in tandem when threatened. Pastor Grey found out the hard way and I shuddered thinking of what might have been done to the missing criminal.
I watched the newly minted couple walk to her car where Bentley took the time to open her driver's side door receiving a peck on the lips before walking around to his side. Once inside, I was witness to a brief torrid display of affection as they started making out before Phoebe managed to drive off.
My elderly neighbor was still watching simultaneously talking on her phone.
"Fuck it."
I got up and went inside my house to get ready for my meeting with Mr. Van Allen. I found a brief one emoji text from Yoli when I unplugged my phone from the charger.
It was a red faced angry emoji.
"Everybody's dumping on me today."
***********************************************************************************************************
A few hours later I was walking into the top floor entrance of a restaurant I couldn't afford an appetizer in much less a meal. I'd had the forethought to jump into a shirt and tie combination after researching the location online. Despite my preparation, I still felt like a fish out of water amongst the decidedly young, affluent and melanin challenged as I was shown to a table encountering Yoli's mother already seated having a glass of wine.
Jane Van Allen wore a collared cream colored sundress accentuated with beads around her thin neck. Some on the buttons on her dress were undone for a hint of some substantial cleavage. Mrs. Van Allen was attractive but worn looking in a face framed by a shoulder length mane of silvery hair.
"You put on your Sunday finest; I'm impressed." She didn't get up motioning for me to have a seat in front of her as she finished off her glass of white wine.
There was no love lost between us due to the fact that she was clandestinely aware of my double life. I inadvertently stumbled forward but took that seat across from her. It was odd because behind her were the restaurant windows that went all the way up to the vaulted ceiling. Those windows provided a view of the cityscape proper. A glass was placed in front of me and filled with the same wine she was drinking.
"Not much of a drinker; but I think I need this one." I admitted sounding more timid than I wanted. Jane Van Allen watched me take a swig from the glass still favoring hers.
"You haven't let the grass grow under your feet; I'm aware you've been adding entries to your original page on that host site. I want to be clear that you do not have any footage of my daughter in your possession."
"I don't; Mrs. Van Allen I told you the truth."
"Because I caught you in my daughter's room; you didn't do out of respect, only because you were caught. I don't have to tell you what happens if you lied to me, do I young man?"
"I'm crystal clear ma'am." I put my elbow on the table resting my chin on it staring back at her.
"Are you going to engage in pornography the entire time you're at college? Is that why you're in the film department; because you want to make better looking adult movies? I like Steven a lot and I don't think he would appreciate having a smut director in his employ; nor would his wife."
"Ma'am, let me be perfectly honest with you. You wouldn't mind that, would you?"
"No."
"You know why I started shooting that stuff, but I don't feel like I have to explain myself beyond my relationship or lack of with your daughter Yoli. I never intended to shoot the stuff I did, and I turned it over to her in its entirety after she slept with my cousin. Yeah, we had a lot of sex and uh, I had no idea beyond a few hints that she was unstable until she brutalized another woman supposedly over me. I'm not gonna be under your thumb in ANY CAPACITY, so you can do what you feel is right ma'am. Here, you can talk to my boss and order him to fire me, if that makes you feel better."
I placed my phone on the table in front of Mrs. Van Allen with Steven's number highlighted. She stared at me unfazed as a server appeared filling her glass again. I watched her take sip before mimicking my posture resting her chin on her fist glaring at me.
"Are you an artist, or smut peddler?"
"I'm still figuring that out ma'am; but it's my journey to take."
Both of us took sips from our glasses staring at one another. It was the second time I noticed a razor sharp edginess about the woman as Mr. Van Allen appeared in a grey triple breasted suit now using a cane to walk. I was about to stand up but he motioned for me to remain seated, but his wife stood giving him a peck on the cheek before regarding me.
"They have a lovely fillet mignon and lobster tail plate; have you whatever you like on the house. We'll finish our talk some other time young man." She picked up a matching cream handbag sauntering off as I peered over at her husband.
"Good afternoon Mr. Van Allen."
"No need to be so formal; it looks like Jane has you wound up and I apologize for that." He seemed pleasant enough which made me uncomfortable in my own skin.
"Sir, I'd like to tell you that I have made adult shorts, uh movies that are posted on a pay site. It started as a sort of prank with a female acquaintance, but ended up being a uh, side hustle. I updated my page with more content recently."
I confessed on the spot wanting to nullify any sort of malfeasance on his wife's part in the future.
"Oh I'm aware of that already; I never do business with someone I don't know, even pro bono. Jane's really under your skin, huh young man?"
"You could say that."
"My apologies and I'd like you to know that we are I the process of purchasing the host site for Renee Kelly's adult movie business. It won't effect your business whatsoever, but she'll be hard pressed to continue business under the new faith based ownership. My partners and I are actually conducting a rollover at a considerable profit. Her contract is monthly, so it should deal her a considerable financial blow. Were you worried I'd shut you down?"
"I just wanted you to know."
"Oh don't worry about that, you don't have anything dubious in your records beyond that so I'm comfortable dealing with you. Besides I hardly think a criminal would ask me to look after a troubled friend behind bars. I think we should be able to get her paroled earlier than expected despite the handful of fights she'd had while locked up. Are you sure you'd like to remain anonymous; she might appreciate the overview?"
"Nah, it was my fault she got in there anyway. Renee Kelly should've never come in contact with her."
"I have to ask considering our conversation and her arrest record; was Ms. Stone one of your uh, performers?"
"No."
"Oh, then she was your girlfriend, right?"
"Eh, we didn't get that far and I blame a lot of that on her and Renee both getting into a pissing contest. We were just finding out what we were when Renee dropped the hammer exposing Vicky's past. I never knew about her criminal record or the warrants. She didn't get a chance to tell me because Renee got there first."
"We regret pouring so much money into that woman without personally checking in on Yoli; but Ms. Kelly kept up the scheduled meetings and reports via text message. All she had to do was alert us to the fact she didn't want the job anymore and we would've found someone else."
"She didn't want to lose the money." Infamous baby mamma number two "appointments" were thus explained. She was completely adept at using people for her own gain while fronting as a business woman.
"Well its going to cost her when we finalize the purchase of her host site; and I probably should be looking into the corrupt officer who gave her confidential information."
"Oh don't worry about him; Officer douchebag has his big grubby mitts full with ME TOO."
"I'm not even going to ask what you're referring to by that candid admission." We exchanged glances before settling in for brunch.
***********************************************************************************************************
Later on I found myself mid-city sitting in a park in the middle of downtown considering some options laid out to me over brunch with Mr. Van Allen. I was already on edge from a number of different angles with quite a few of them centering around the church.
The park was filled with people, a lot of couples walking and sharing their lives together which left me suddenly triggered. Mr. Van Allen had given me a pyrrhic choice to make that would reset things at some cost to me emotionally. The meeting left my immediate world view flipped on its head again in the days since Tressie Fisher carried out an ambush on me after being dumped by Charity's father.
I was angry and surly sitting there in the park as my eyes settled on some kid playing with a drone under the watch of his nearby parents. I thought about rolling out of Demon's car nearly buying it before she abandoned both of us to work it out with our fists.
I still didn't know where we stood, but knew I was gonna have to engage with the siblings once more because of Mr. Van Allen. I thought about Tressie's audacity in returning that night only to get some corporal punishment that wasn't even close to making us even. My evil id was screaming at me to give her some vicious back shots just for good measure, but I didn't.
It would have been wrong.
I needed a buffer to make things work out, but I didn't know how to approach the situation without causing things to blow up in my face again. Phoebe was still shooting me attitude and with Bentley as her second, I doubted I'd be able to get her to listen to reason. Charity Gilbert had only recently returned after a good three and a half days away hiding in her BFF'S house and likely hooking up with her ex thinking it would hurt me in some way.
We weren't dating, hadn't figured things out when Tressie barged into our situation worried about being blackmailed. Someone out there discovered Tressie's video clips on my site intent on humiliating her. I needed a reason to suss out the culprit. My phone started ringing out of the blue with a familiar number.
"Hello Steven."
"Incorrect darling; it's your work mate Zoya Berhan!" She sounded glib making my brow furrow at the sound of her snotty voice.
"No."
"I haven't even said a word; honestly why are you so cross this afternoon dear heart?"
"What do you want?"
"No polite conversation whatsoever?"
"Just tell me what you want Zoya!" I was sitting there watching the drone overhead as I considered slamming in her face. The fact that she was hooking up with my boss gave me pause.
"I suppose you're a bit cross because I left you uhm, put out and I sincerely apologize for that. We could, perhaps revisit things under certain conditions, if you would only palaver."
"You want me to cover for you again, right?"
Her laughter filled my ear, chortling like a demented Mary Poppins. I can't explain it, but I could hear the thick accent through her chuckling. Zoya Berhan knew I was right and it struck her funny because she was still going to press the issue anyway.
"Hanging up now."
"NO WAIT, DON'T BE RASH!!" Zoya blurted out barely stifling herself.
"You want me to cover for you; I want to hear you say it. Hurry it the fuck up, I'm busy."
"Oh seriously; what're you doing."
"Sitting on a bench in the park watching a kid playing with a drone." Zoya burst into laughter, quickly stifling herself.



"I'll pay you, say twenty dollars and takeout; now you'll have to get here around half past six. I'll be pressed for time, so you must be prompt as the movie will already be in progress. Now I really press the issue that I wasn't overly pleased with tonight's film, but it all works out as you picked it. Let's keep this between us because Steven is taking another evening out right after my shift starts."
"HUNDRED BUCKS!!"
"Pardon me?"
"I want a hundred dollars, and motherfucking takeout Zoya." I pressed the issue. There was a noticeable pause that made me feel like I'd caught the entitled thot off guard.
"SOLD AMERICAN!!" She burst into laughter making me feel snookered.
"YOU BETTER HAVE THE MONEY OR I'M WALKING RIGHT OUT!!" I blurted out defeated.
"Sure dear heart, anything you say." Deep down I suppose part of me was eager to have some sort of buffer. There were still things I needed to do before Zoya Berhan was allowed to go on whatever clandestine date she'd set up. I wondered if it were Abayomi or that other teacher's assistant from the English department.
"Uhm, what's the movie?"
"Double feature, your picks darling; Dangerous Liaisons followed rather unconventionally by Beyond the Valley of the Dolls to close out the evening. I've seen the former, but the latter has serious implications on your mental state as it were."
I hung up in her face while she was still talking.
Zoya didn't call back while I made another call instead.
"Hey."
"Charity."
"Well if you're calling to find out what happened, uhm, I'm not locked in my room or anything. Daddy's trying to uh, let me be my own woman now. Says uh, I can do whatever I want as long as I don't shut him out. We're kind of hugging it out and my mother didn't bother to call even after she was told. I guess it's weird having my conventional freedom back, you know?"
"Glad it worked out."
"It feels, different and kind of new. Daddy's acting sort of strange and stuff."
"Well isn't it obvious?"
There was a long pause on the phone prompting me to complete a thought.
"Your father gave up Tressie for you; probably felt like it was his last chance, if you know what I mean. Don't answer the rhetorical but ask yourself how you feel about it. I know for a fact that she was devastated. Sacrificial lamb aside, what do you bring to the table Charity Gilbert?"
"You're so hard."
"Would you respect me otherwise?" There was another long pause.
"I fucked Jayson; how does that make you feel?"
"I have something going on that's likely psychosexual; and I fucked a shadow being the other night, probably sold my soul to the dark lord. I filmed it for uhm, prosperity. How do you feel about that shit Charity?"
"We're just going to be coy with one another, huh?"
"You tell me."
"I just don't know anymore and we've had so much fun together that I wish we were official right off the bat; that's uh, bullshit because I would've tried to mistreat you if things hadn't progressed so chronologically."
"Can I ask you a question Charity?"
"Yes."
"Why haven't you taken a dick pic of me for your collection?"
She paused for a bit before chuckling as my phone chimed with an incoming pic of me indisposed. Thankfully my face wasn't in frame, only my abdomen down to the upper portion of my thighs. My business was on full display partially deflated, but completely soiled with my own natural spunk. I laughed out loud looking around the park.
"Well, you weren't in a position to complain; and I obviously earned it without any reciprocation on your part that night."
"You could've at least cleaned me up." She was laughing too.
"I wasn't finished."
It felt good laughing with her even though we both knew she had to do what was best for her. Whatever she decided in the long run was okay with me considering her former villainous nature.
"Bitch."
"I'm sorry."
"Nah, it's cool; I don't want an apology."
"Bet you wouldn't say that if I was in front of you right now."
"You wouldn't be saying anything either."
There was a long pause as I considered things. Charity was likely in the same frame of mind. The kid and his folks were packing up the drone walking by with a kindly wave acknowledging my presence. I waved back feeling suddenly crestfallen.
"Uhm, I knew it was wrong the minute he pushed inside; thought it would make me feel better going back to my origins. I probably would've stopped but we just went at it. Didn't even see his face after a while and he didn't care about my tears. I was a jump off to him and nothing more; left alone after I served my immediate purpose."
"I took my life in my hands hooking up with some weird female in a hood motel; her body from what I could see of it, was amazing and uh, despite the weirdness she cleaned the fuck out of my pipes. Got some well-paid footage. Calling her Ms. Hate; yeah the name fits and I didn't see her face either."
"Because you were thinking about me?"
"No she was wearing a mask."
After a few moments we were laughing our asses off as I got a few stares from some joggers out with their dog.
"We can still be friends with benefits, right?"
"Undoubtedly."
"I'm just saying that because you know you can't keep your hands off of me." She teased.
I responded by texting her back my dick pic.
"Come on, we talked about that."
"I don't wanna spoil it by saying something we'll both eventually regret Charity. I'm not gonna say I wanna squeeze and play with your big tits, not even gonna say that I wanna lick your sweet pussy until you beg me to stuff it full. Nope, I'm not gonna challenge you to a jerk off contest to see who can make the other tap out either. Man, and ain't no way I'm gonna make you lay face down wherever I find you and beat your back out while bouncing on those tight juicy buns until I cream on them, your titties or that pretty little mouth of yours miss. Now doing things like that with an impressionable young woman at the beginning of her life, would just be plain wrong; don't you think?"
"Yah." Charity answered breezily.
We sat in silence pondering the implications as I looked over my shoulders in the direction of my school. She was still there evidenced by the slight breathing emanating from my side of the phone. I was already pondering things as another call started to come in from an unknown number.
"I've got another call coming in Charity; sorry beautiful."
"What's her name?"
"Unidentified caller, but I tell you what; there's a thrilling movie you want to see playing down here at my school. I know you'll like it."
"Oh yeah, what's the name?"
"Dangerous Liaisons."
"OH REALLY?!! I LOVE THAT GODDAMN MOVIE!! IT'S MY FAVORITE MOVIE!! FAVORITE FUCKING MOVIE!!" She was all kinds of excited like Christmas morning killing the sexual tension between us thankfully. It was an olive branch of sorts and I wanted some company for the double feature assignment I'd been coerced into.
"I know baby, I know; hey do you mind? It's completely free, I'll text you the address."
"OH YEAH, TALK TO YOU LATER!!!" She clicked off giving me a opportunity to answer the incoming call in its last few rings.
"Hello."
"Yeah it's Carlie; we need to talk." Her voice was sullen.
"Uh, sure."
"I'll be down at campus in a couple of hours; see me in the main lobby of the second building?"
"Okay Carlie."
She hung up.
*****************************************************************************************************
I knew something was wrong the minute I saw her. It was plain as the nose on her round face and the white designer butterfly shades on her face.
A message was sent and received before we even spoke as I took in Carlie's attire of a beige smock top and stark white pants with tan colored ankle boots. Her headwrap was different incorporating the white and beige colors like she'd been dressed by an outside person instead of doing it herself. A scarf accentuated her fashion further also incorporating horizontal beige and white stripes.
"Hey Carlie." I greeted her with a peck on the cheek noticing this sort of wincing reaction accompanying a minute furrow of her brow.
"Uhm hey; can we talk for a minute?"
"Sure, you wanna come over to the theatre; I've got that showing of Dangerous Liaisons tonight if you're interested?" Carlie didn't look me in the face, just sort of standing there in profile confirming my worst suspicions.
"No, I'm uh, busy tonight and ah, I'm going to be taking a sabbatical for the rest of the semester." She pushed the shades up on her face with her pointer finger still unwilling to look me in the face.
"So, this is goodbye, right?"
"Yeah, I'm sorry about messing with you in the past; uhm, locking you out of the salon and uh, calling my cop boyfriend at the time. Uh yeah this is good bye for all intents and purposes, got another apprenticeship program one state over. Just got it as a matter of fact, so well, bye."
"I uh, doxed you to that cop; and you know why, right?" Carlie perked up looking at me for the first time.
"That was you?"
"Yeah, I did it to hurt him because he hurt me and took something valuable." Her hand shot out slapping the shit out of the right side of my face, but I was unfazed.
"Fucker!" She hissed knowing what we'd done and shared during our brief association.
"I don't deserve that, but if it helps you cut the cord, then so be it Carlie."
"Were you laughing at me this whole time?" She was starting to sniffle, nose glistening as she fidgeted.
"No, I wasn't ever stalking you, but I wanted to get that fucker back for giving you know who, a way to mess up my life from afar. I wasn't even mad at you after I got my ass kicked in front of your salon Carlie. Oh, your cop was married with two kids in the house and I found another page on social media with a different female and another kid who looked like that nigga."
"That's supposed to make me feel better?" She was starting to cry a little.
"No, hating me is supposed to make you feel better and repair the relationship between you and that person. It was never about you and what happened between us, was spontaneous."
Carlie facepalmed for a second processing my confession. I folded my arms across my chest waiting for the other shoe to drop as she looked at me, bottom lip quivering.
"Did you even like me?"
"Yeah Carlie, I did; honestly, I want one last thing I know you won't give me."
"What?"
"A goodbye kiss." She drew back a step shocked at my request, hand to heart before slowly removing the shades placed over her eyes.
There was a noticeable bruise under her left eye badly covered with makeup. I felt a sudden jolt of rage flow through my body internally composing myself. Carlie folded the glasses looking at them for a few moments before regarding me with a watery chuckle.
"Man, I got my ass beat with a hairbrush and my salon is gonna be sold, I guess. But hey, I got an internship for a really good career and I'll be back in school next year. I wasn't footing the bill over here and money's tight I'm suddenly told. You got me fucked up and you have the audacity to ask for a goodbye kiss?"
"Well yeah; you know niggas ain't shit." I shrugged; brows raised feigning earnestly.
Carlie chuckled dropping her arms going into some laughter at the ridiculous situation between us and an unnamed third party. I was laughing too, somewhat sorry about how things turned out between us.
"Come here."
She cupped the sides of my face kissing me passionately in the walkway leading out of the college. Our tongues dueled twisting and coiling about one another as Carlie draped her arms over my shoulders. I wrapped my arms around her tightly drawing her into my body while some of the people surrounding us started to notice. We were drawing a crowd for the last time as some scattered applause filled our ears. My hands slipped down groping her buttocks unfortunately causing her to push away smiling wiping a finger across her bottom lip.
"I spoiled you."
"Yes you did Carlie Kelly."
"Brown, that's my last name fool; Carlie Brown."
"Charlie Brown?" She gave me a middle finger salute before putting the shades back on her round face.
"Carleen actually, but I go by Carlie for short."
"Nice to meet you Carleen Brown, eh Carlie, sorry." She took my hand using her middle finger to tickle my palm.
"I'd be open to giving you a lot more than a goodbye kiss, but we both know it's not in the cards, huh?"
"Tell you what; call me when you're on your own dime."
We kissed again oblivious to everyone around us reluctantly breaking apart looking into one another's eyes. She withdrew her hand slowly still holding onto my fingertips for a few seconds.
"Bye."
She turned and walked out of the school not looking back. Renee was probably sitting outside in her car waiting, but I didn't look. I had no interest turning to find Charity Gilbert standing there munching on some popcorn from a medium sized bucket.
"What?"
"Nothing, I was just thinking I'd like to be your bard." She replied with a snarky glint in her eye.
"Cut it out."
"You are seriously Shakespearean my friend; tell me, do you fall in love with every girl you sleep with?" Charity smiled giving my bicep a reassuring rub.
"Fuck you."
"Maybe later, we have to get all that misplaced emotion out of your system, but you need to watch this movie with me first." She took my arm leading me to the elevator as I noticed a few female students giving me the stink eye for perceived cheating.
"Dangerous Liaisons, why?"
"Besides, it being my favorite movie and an acute sexual trigger, I think you and the main character Vicomte Sébastien de Valmont have a great deal in common darling."
"I wasn't in love with her."
"Sure you weren't; that's why women will always have an advantage over your ilk of the male persuasion. We're able to compartmentalize everything, even our feelings. That girl is already over you, bet money."
"Bet your ass, bitch."
"Okay." We snapped the ends of our fingers enacting the running bet that would never be resolved. I watched a familiar car speed past the school as the elevator doors closed.
********************************************************************************************************
We separated at the entrance to the second floor theatre amicably enough but my eyes lingered on Charity's tight round buns for a few moments before I noticed she was dressed rather moderately in a red collared tee, skintight denim jeans accentuated with some red heels. Charity stopped at the door glancing at me for a minute before disappearing with a promising wink.
I considered her advice about Carlie while considering adding her to my movie night lover's lane docket. I'm ashamed to say I had this shit eating grin on my face as I opened the door to the projection booth with images of us banging the snot out of each other all over that theatre.
"What the fuck?" Some big, balding middle aged guy who looked like a shut-in was sitting in the booth reading a comic book with his sandaled feet up on the console.
His uncovered feet smelt and were not in the best of condition as he nearly toppled from the stressed chair at the sight of my angry countenance. This guy was easily over three hundred pounds.
"OH UHM, I WAS EH, TAPPED BY ZOYA BERHAN TO COVER THE SHIFT BECAUSE YOU WERE RUNNING LATE!!" He stammered laboriously getting to his feet.
"I'm not late man; in fact I was covering for her! This is supposed to be her shift dude; how long you been here?!"
I didn't regard him checking the console noting some remnants of a meal taken inside the booth which was forbidden and what looked like foot dandruff. There was a greasy bag of takeout that looked like it had been ravaged through making me doubly angry as I mad dogged Zoya's patsy.
"WHAT-IS THIS SHIT?"
"Oh uh, well it's a uh, ten dollar burger, quite delicious I must say along with some seasoned steak fries and well, there's a Oreo cookie milkshake back here in the fridge sir."
He motioned towards the small fridge at the back of the room which was there exclusively for bottled water and energy drinks provided for the teacher's assistants. Steven forbade any kind of eating in the projection booth preferring meals be taken downstairs in the youth center. This guy was a head and a half taller than me and just as wide piquing my curiosity.
"I've never seen you around; what department are you a teacher's aide in, huh?"
"OH, UHM RIGHT, YEAH!! Well I'm not a TA, I'm actually a mathematics professor from the main building around the corner. Zoya needed a favor and well, you know how persuasive she can be, right?"
"I'm figuring it out." He had an old knapsack stuffed full of comics and I caught glimpses of a men's magazine or two solidifying my opinion of shit person Zoya Berhan.
"UH, OH RIGHT, THE MONEY!!" This guy reached inside the pocket of the il-fitted jean shirt covering his chest and beer gut producing a crisp hundred dollar bill which he presented to me. He gathered up his things preparing to leave but turned to me with a pensive unspoken question on his lips.
"What?"
"Well uhm, I uh, paid for the takeout; it's like uhm, twenty six bucks sir."
"Motherfucker." My shoulders tightened as I pushed thirty bucks cash into his outstretched palm.
"Thanks bro, my name's Edward; uh, see you around I guess."
"Sure man." I was understandably dismissive to the middle aged simp who fallen under the influence of campus thot Zoya Berhan.
I found myself with a bit of a cleanup job finding the floor cluttered with litter, some discarded chips and half empty bags spilled from the one provided waste basket. I was scared to look into the greasy bag of takeout figuring Edward probably helped himself, but thankfully found my dinner untouched. I managed to get things under control while the first movie played out the opening moments.
The theatre was partially full, but a success in my eyes. I'd considered Charity when suggesting the film as sort of a reward for the time she came over my house after Tressie emotionally shredded me. I chuckled to myself remembering the night she took that dick pic after "relaxing" me into unconsciousness.
My phone started ringing on the countertop next to the console. I picked it up finding Yoli's number staring back at me for a few minutes, then set it down to go dump my trash in the garbage chute at the end of the back corridor. I wasn't ready to talk after my brunch with the Van Allens remembering Mrs. Van Allen's salty demeanor.
I walked back finding some more students filing in but an equal number coming out visibly bored. The peer commentary overheard drifted towards the negative for playing what they deemed an "old movie" instead of some recent blockbuster. I was tangentially put out by the crass remarks but kept my tongue in check.
I thought about yelling out the uncut movie had Uma Thurman's twentysomething's tits in it but doubted they even knew who the actress was outside of Kill Bill volume one. I tucked my highbrow sensibilities opening the door to the theatre walking inside to check up on Charity sitting three rows towards the back.
Most of the people inside were of the older variety quietly enjoying the movie. This made me feel justified in the pick as I glanced over finding Charity Gilbert intently watching the movie munching on popcorn.
She wasn't alone.
"Oh, wow fuck." Some guy was obviously hugged up with Charity watching her profile more than the film.
He was handsome enough to be an actor himself with a build and commanding presence that reminded me off The Rock for some reason. He was sitting there duded out business causal reeking of success and money. I figured he was some senior student on the make and intended to make myself known as Charity's companion. Before I could react, he leaned in kissing her lightly on the cheek.



Charity leaned over giving him a peck on the lips without averting her eyes from the movie.
They looked good together. I felt the bottom drop out of my ego ending up in my pants somewhere. I inched backward slinking towards my projection booth in defeat. I felt like a kid up against a man and my posture dictated that sentiment in no uncertain terms. I was blinking profusely by the time I closed the door behind me and crashed into my chair.
"When one woman strikes at the heart of another she seldom misses, and the wound is invariably fatal." Glen Close's voice taunted me in surround sound. My forehead tapped the edge of my desk below the console as I gave the movie screen a middle finger.
My negative self-reflection was interrupted by light rapping at the door.
"Oh, uh hey?" Charity was standing there at the door with an innocuous expression on her face. I didn't know what my face looked like, but it was anything but cool.
"Mind if I come in for a second?"
"Yah, uhm sure, okay." My eyes shrank away of their own volition as she stepped inside closing the door facing it as she began.
"I tagged this place on Facebook and Jayson drove down; said he wanted to revisit old times with me. We used to watch this movie so much back in high school. You know, I saw you standing there; why did you run away?"
"OH UH, I HAD TO HELP SOMEBODY OUT!! LIKE REAL QUICK CAUSE I'M ON THE JOB, YOU KNOW?!!" My voice was loud and shaky, almost rebelliously falsetto. I still didn't look at her face but glanced to my immediate left getting a view of her crotch.
Those jeans were skintight giving anyone looking a really defined look at her camel toe. Her hands were on her hips, purse slung over one shoulder.
Charity surprised me by bending over wrapping her arms around me from the back peppering my neck with a wealth of kisses. She softly chuckled in my ear as I popped serious wood under the desk. The head of my member nudged the underside of the counter holding the console.
"I had to watch you "break up" with a girl downstairs and tell myself how many times we've fucked and done God knows what all over this city. Come on, let's keep it one hundred with each other, friends with benefits until whatever, you know? Jayson's just looking for one thing, ain't putting a ring on my finger. His fiancé is wearing my ring these days. It's just fun and uh, uncomplicated."
"Uncomplicated, yeah Charity; I got it on lock."
"This is not a mind game; that nigga really did follow me over here from one state over looking for my panties. We're not getting back together, okay?"
"Sure." I answered woodenly.
"Don't sweat it; I'm sure you can come up with another dance partner for our friend down here." Her hand was suddenly handling my erection caressing and massaging it casually.
"Now you know that's not even fair." I replied faux playful.
"Oh, well maybe I could talk Jayson into a threesome; I'd love to do it with two guys. Are you down, FWB?"
"Fuck no."
Charity snickered into the back of my head giving my endowment a pinch making me yelp like a wounded dog. The doorknob started shaking distracting both of us as she stood opening it to reveal her ex-boyfriend Jayson.
"Hey babe, we going or not?"
This guy's fucking head was near the top of the door frame while his frame blotted out the corridor behind him. Before Charity could answer, he took a step inside kissing her on the lips while side eyeing me. We knew what he was doing, but Charity glanced down at her feet instead.
"I was just saying goodbye for tonight."
"Hey bruh, don't get it twisted, we just friends." He had this half smirk on his face denoting a smug attitude that reminded me of my cousin Jaquan. I suddenly felt at ease leaning back in my seat arms folded.
"We're friends too nigga; you crazy kids have fun now." Jayson looked shocked as Charity's purse slapped the back of the neck she'd been kissing moments earlier.
"Yeah right."
He sounded suddenly sullen and put out ushering Charity out of the projection booth holding the door open like the perfect gentlemen we all knew he wasn't. I was beaming at this point causing him to do a doubletake.
I gave Jayson Stello a wink resulting in a loudly slammed door.
"Hey, the youth hostels right down the street from this building; it just takes a debit card to get inside." I was opening my greasy bag of takeout when karma delivered a backhand to my face.
My head hit the desk again.
The rest of the screening was uneventful, but the running time left the theatre unoccupied for the second film, a personal favorite of mine. Theoretically I could've closed things down but took it personally that no one was interested in watching the second movie. I busied myself with some paperwork finding that I was still disturbed Charity Gilbert was down the street getting the business from an ex who outclassed me in everyway humanly possible except mentally.
For some reason I was given the impression that motherfucking Jay Stello had the brain of a pea.
I hunkered down in the second row from the back intent on watching the movie but found that my imagination ran wild in the worst way. There was no ground to stand on because I would be the biggest asshole in the world for shitting on Charity Gilbert for employing tenants of my current lifestyle.
The last thing I wanted was to be a hypocrite or simp recalling Tressie Fisher's criminal insanity when she thought I was messing up her relationship. Charity's absence hadn't stopped me sexually in any way and now I had to suck it up. Part of me wondered if she would've really tried to get Jayson and me into a threesome.
The thought lingered as I watched the insane movie.
"Hello my friend!" I glanced over hallway through the movie finding my scheming coworker standing there in the aisle.
"Shit." I looked away disgusted with Zoya Berhan.
"Just wanted to give a bit of thanks for tonight; Abayomi is moving back to Canada to complete his studies and well, you know how it is, right my friend?"
"Don't give me the visual."
"Are you okay?" I glanced over finding Zoya standing at the edge of the aisle looking pensive.
"Taking a break."
I rolled my head in the other direction before looking up at the screen emotionally exhausted. I was so put out and messed up, sort of formless. The movie was playing overhead and all I wanted to do was watch one uninterrupted for once during this student film festival. Carlie was the first invader karmically infiltrating my life followed by Charity Gilbert, my "mentor" in all things evil. This latest series of events necessitated a times out to avoid burn out.
"You look very, very upset; is this because of a girl?"
"Uh, yeah." I offered nothing else.
She inched up the aisle stopping two chairs away from me still hesitant as I glanced over noticing her fully. Her big expressive round eyes stood out in the flickering darkness kind of like a racoon or some other such animal. She slowly took a seat one chair over looking up at the carnage on the screen, then at my face.
"Sometimes you have to intrude on a person's space, if nothing else to give them a bit of recompense from dark thoughts."
"Hey wait a minute; you're a, psychology major, aren't you?"
"How did you know my friend?"
"The way you started that sentence; look "my friend" I know you mean well, but I'm just gonna sit here and finish this movie. I know you mean well, but I don't need any advice. Right now, I think we've spoken more than at any point since we met and I'm gonna take the L for that miss. I got it covered, you don't have to stay here with a pervert."
"You think it's your place to dismiss me, like some little schoolgirl? I simply felt it was my humanitarian duty to gauge your mental capacity. I thought to perhaps give you my ear if you needed to talk it out. I had no idea you would try to diminish me in this fashion." Her accent was thick, indignation palpable as I raised my hand.
"Question?"
"What is it friend?"
"Why didn't you out me to the department head when you caught me with Carlie?" Zoya stared at me in the flickering darkness silent for a few seconds before answering.
"You did not expose my condition with Abayomi to Carlie; thus it was quite convenient for us to have sexual intercourse with one another without interruption quite honestly. Those sessions however brief were quite blistering and satisfying, sufficiently passionate in his one bedroom flat. His naked body fit my preferences quite nicely with all the bulging muscles and generous endowment. I suppose I wanted to thank you for that."
Instead of continuing the conversation, I did this slow clap as she was finishing her explanation, thick British sounding accent and all.
"Are you missing Carlie? I have it on advisement that she has dropped off campus, popped off to places unknown with nary a word to her betters. Is this part and parcel the explanation for your blatantly dour mood this evening? I would like to think and hope for the best that you've not made her pregnant? That wouldn't be the case would it?"
"No, her cousin made her quit school because I used to fuck her." My answer was intentionally aggressive sounding.
"Is that right; you've actually had intercourse with Carlie's cousin beforehand, I suppose."
"Yeah, that bitch taught me everything I know about sex; She trained me to please bitches, so I pleased her little cousin; I mean, you know because you saw me fingering her tight little pussy until she squirted all over the fucking floor of this theatre. Carlie left a puddle, you know; she actually waited for me to get off work and we fucked all night in the youth hostel down the street Zoya. I fucked all of her holes and then we fooled around in the hallway bathroom before coming over here for breakfast downstairs; wanna know what we ate for breakfast too?"
I spoke in monotone still watching the movie.
"I must say that you are behaving quite unappealing this evening my friend." She wasn't getting the message, so I looked her directly in those beady eyes glowing in the darkness forcing up a vulgar burp.
With my considerable experience and the tutelage of Charity Gilbert, I knew Zoya Berhan worked up the courage to approach me. While she was busy listening to the sound of her own voice, I'd recalled the excited expression on her face akin to the same I'd found with Phoebe at the time of our initial tryst.
I reclined backward in the chair covering my crotch with a hand as I slowly stared at her, then down at my bulge before looking up at Russ Meyer's finest studio film. A song called "LOOK ON UP AT THE BOTTOM" by The Carrie Nations was booming from the speakers as one of the onscreen protagonists finally self-destructed from much outside malevolent interference and a proclivity of shitty luck.
"You are quite unpleasant, my friend." I wasn't even listening above the soulful vocals of Lynn Carey which made it easy to zone out the opportunistic princess.
That mousetrap was waiting for Zoya Berhan if she crossed the line.
I glanced down at the seat beside me finding her knee there.
Zoya was looking down at my face busted and we both knew it. There was no way in hell I was her type, we were from worlds as far apart as the earth and the moon. At best I was a sexual curiosity for this privileged princess who hailed from the U.K.
My serendipitous mini-affair with Carlie offered this exotic sister from the motherland an opportunity to sexually experiment with a more than willing fellow transplant, Abayomi. He'd thankfully given me his covert permission to continue fucking his "girlfriend" in place of the supposed "better option" Zoya Berhan. Now he'd moved on to Canada for greener pastures leaving this woman without a dance partner.
Zoya was wearing a black cotton turtleneck tee and beige pleated miniskirt that did nothing to hide her mouthwateringly shapely legs. She was only five four in height but the arresting visual made her appear that much taller in retrospect. Ironically I wasn't all that impressed with her beyond what was hidden under that skirt which ended midthigh giving me an inviting look at those juicy gams.
The side zipper was level with my eyes, but I simply reached under the skirt pressing three fingers against her slit. Zoya reached down raising the hem exposing a white pair of hipster style Brazilian cut undies. These panties looked painted onto her curvy hips.
A pointer finger pushed under the material finding a surprising bush waiting and already creamy slit. Zoya Berhan had come for action likely working it out in her head. That memory of her face and sudden, almost horrified exit the night I frigged Carlie to oblivion came to mind. I had my enemies cousin twisting and bobbing all over the place as she watched from the safety of the projection booth.
Given our more casual friendly exchanges afterward, it seemed Zoya's sexual curiosity provoked her to shoot her shot tonight. I felt guilty for turning the student theatre into an impromptu lover's lane. Zoya watched as I freed my compromised digits finding my fingers slathered with foamy cream.
I dipped three fingers inside again coming up with even more frothy proof of her willingness to get nasty with me right there on the spot. Zoya seemed to get a visible charge from my actions breathing through her mouth. Her chest was heaving as my fingers danced about finding a prominent clit.
Several heated gusts of breath hit my face as she responded timidly arching towards me. My hand shot around her back under the dress finding a big juicy ass that equaled infamous baby mamma number two in every respect except color. It was almost a clone of the ass that had regretfully become the standard bearer in my sexual pantheon.
"Ma rabtaa inaad fuusho?" It was the first time I heard Zoya speak in her native language.
Both of my hand slid under that skirt palming the luscious cheeks of her big, well defined derriere squeezing for all I was worth. Zoya made this weird breathy sound like she was gasping for air as I got my perv on groping what felt like two warring basketballs. She used both hands gathering up the excess of that pleated skirt making her belly button visible. There was this light tuft of hair rising from the elastic waistband of her panties terminating at said navel.
I unbuckled and unzipped exposing my erection.
Zoya leaned across my body obscuring my view of the movie raising the arm on my theater seat. She was trembling nervously still holding up one end of her skirt using the other to pull those skin tight panties to the side.
Her thick bush came into view as she expectedly glanced about nervous, but we were alone in a threepeat of sexual DeJa'Vu. I winced as she clumsily used her shaking fingers to press the head of my cock against her gooey slit. Zoya was beyond excited at the prospect of doing it in public. I slid right inside deeper than I would've thought.
Ms. Berhan was seriously that wet and slimy.
My arms ensnared her narrow waist in a bearhug causing her chest to mash into my face. I could feel the rigid nature of the brassiere underneath her turtleneck tee and the smallish breasts hidden further behind everything else. Wild uncontrollable animalistic instinct was engulfing us both in the moment, I leaned to the side getting a view of her voluptuous buttocks in those skintight panties.
She perked up under my clawing handfuls of her bounty pressing harder against my face. For some unknown reason, all caution was thrown to the wind as I began ripping and tearing until her panties came away in my left hand. Zoya shrieked slamming her lower half towards my crotch with an audible thump. My now trembling hands grabbed her sides.
I snatched this woman down impaling her on my cock to the hilt.
This was her moment, a clarion call as Zoya began wildly bucking her hips fucking me cowgirl like her life depended on it. This wasn't a gradual ramping up of kinetic motion, but full on Nascar racing in the sexual marketplace. This was full on twerking and bopping that put even the most ratchet two dollar stripper to shame.
Her excessive cream provided a potent lubricant running freely from her pungent snatch all over my business, even wetting my balls. Lynn Carey's vocals serenaded the frenzied rutting going on in the empty student theatre as we fucked with nothing held back. Zoya got so hot and bothered she yanked out of her turtleneck tossing it over her shoulders to the hardwood floor.
Her smallish breasts appeared hidden behind this plain underwire demicup brassiere.
Zoya pushed against my face digging a finger into the cup until a thick blocky nipple appeared. She howled in delight as my cheeks pursed slurping hard on the nipple. This unlocked another level of speed as that big voluptuous ass became a popping blurred mess of motion.
I gnawed on the other getting more breathy moans of encouragement in her language while her nails raked my scalp. It honestly felt like she was trying to push me through the fucking seat into the next aisle. Zoya leaned back at an angle grabbing her ankles just above the odd black and white Mary Jane flats on her feet. She was riding me with no leverage relying on our mutual connection.
I was being rode like a prize stallion and Zoya Berhan was the jockey in this darkened theater. Above us on the screen this scene was playing out with the Machiavellian villain stalking his cohorts and co-conspirators after being outed as a trans-man. It was surreal coupled with the manic fucking Zoya was putting to me.
It felt like being fucked by an escaped convict or something actually bruising my ego a bit. This loud, hollow sounding cadence accompanied her bucking hips. This woman was nasty on so many levels, I was starting to have to work at keeping up. I clamped down on her buttocks suddenly standing up holding her aloft like an infant.
This didn't change anything as those hips sawed and ground me to dust.
Zoya loved bouncing on my cock wrapping her arms around my neck enjoying herself to the fullest. My arms unintentionally gathered up her skirt exposing the whole of her excessive heart shaped derriere and a bit of her lower back as well. My jeans fell to my knees in an attempt to handle Zoya properly.
It was the only bit of clothing on her hourglass figure besides her shoes. My crotch felt lathered up with some of it running down my legs as well. Her weight suddenly became a factor as I realized she was trying to clap her cunt into me horizontally. That shit obviously wasn't going to do anything but send me to the ER, so I planted her knees first onto the nearest seat.
Zoya shocked me shaking her wide curvy hips until the skirt joined the rest of her clothes on the floor before resting her elbows on top of the seating staring at me over her shoulder. Now the only thing on her body was her shoes. This was obviously getting out of hand causing rational thought to make an appearance.
"HEY, WAIT A MINUTE; YOU CAN'T JUST TAKE YOUR CLOTHES OFF UP IN HERE!!"
Zoya suddenly jumped up in my direction getting a fistful of my shirt yanking me towards her as she popped that big ass out again without word. To accentuate what was being offered, this sex crazed bitch twerked and popped those wide hips getting an audible clap. This urban mating ritual ended with an aggressive bump into my cock that stung quite a bit. Zoya Berhan wanted action and she was going to get it in spades.
"OKAY YOU WANT IT, HUH?!!"
"ARE YOU GOING TO GIVE IT TO ME?!! She shot back sounding completely lucid in control of herself emotionally which contrasted with the sexually rapturous expression adorning her face. It was a mask hiding her true exhibitionist nature.
"TAKE THESE FUCKING BACKSHOTS BITCH!!!" I snatched her rounded hips into my waiting cock going hard with the implicit intent of beating her back out.



Zoya locked her knees taking it for a few minutes before getting impatient enough to start pile driver slamming her butt into my frenetic thrusts. The resultant clash of movement was the stuff of legends as I pounded the stuffing out of those deep coffee colored cheeks. The motion ripples were fucking amazing, but I was still just keeping up.
Zoya decided at that moment to do me one better burying her head in the seat arching her back into a kneeling fetal position. Her huge butt began drubbing the living hell out of me literally forcing an orgasm from the primitive rutting alone. It was bestial and savage guaranteeing that I'd never look at her the same way again.
I was outclassed out of the blue as she just flipped a switch going into another gear. I wondered if this was the reason Abayomi noped out on this crazy wench for Canada. Her butt felt like twin boulders thumping my pelvis with back breaking force. My thighs tightened up as Zoya reared up looking back at my pending orgasm face.
"COCK UP ARE WE?!! LOOKS LIKE I'M GIVING YOU A BELL!! I'LL HAVE MINE ON ME BUM THANK YOU!!" There was an excessive amount of saliva in her mouth making her already thick UK accent almost indecipherable. I couldn't believe how much of a sex fiend this woman was as a bit of drool ran from her mouth.
Zoya's head disappeared down between her shoulders as I pulled out right at the beginning of my orgasm shooting waves of milky cum all over her cheeks. This should've been a bucket list event, but it felt more like the finish of the Boston marathon as I slathered spunk all over the enormous heart shape derriere before me.
Not to be undone, Zoya reached up between her legs managing a hand around my shaft jacking out more semen. I slapped at her hand out of necessity because it felt like she was trying to rip my dick off.
She righted herself into a kneeling position staring at my endowment, then turned momentarily cupping the underside of my balls with a smile. It felt like she was stunting not even looking at my face as she stuffed her tits back into her brassiere.
Zoya looked about recovering her skirt stepping into it chuckling to herself like I wasn't even there. She still wasn't looking at my face as she shook and shimmied back into the skirt leaving her torn panties on the hardwood floor.
"HELLO?!" I heard myself yell as she zipped up adjusting the skirt to her delectably wide hips. Zoya flinched at the sound of my voice, coughing a bit then chortling.
She smiled and turned walking a few seats over retrieving a purse I hadn't noticed before. Zoya removed a phone looking at its face as I pulled my pants up, brow furrowed. She gradually glanced at my face.
"Right now, that was a proper snog, excellent but I'm running short on time, take care."
"HEY!"
"Take care, cheers, buh-bye!!" Zoya hurried towards the exit adjacent to the aisle not realizing the bottoms of her cheeks were scandalously peeking out from the hem of her skirt. She'd put it on in a hurry wanting to fuck and run.
"HEY, YOUR BUTT IS SHOWING!!" Zoya was already gone.
I found myself hurrying after her down the unfinished corridor on the opposite side of the student theatre. My heart started thumping as I hurried after her through the hall which turned at an angle. Up ahead, I heard the loud heavy metallic slam of the door which left behind a prolonged echo.
"SHIT!"
I hit the door almost stumbling down the short brick stairwell into this chubby middle aged woman with a bowl shaped pink hairdo that wasn't doing her any favors. She was a fellow TA who didn't respond to my earnest apology along with a few other associates congregating in front of the fire door smoking. I got the most disparaging looks before being alerted to a car coming up the adjacent driveway.
A Tesla pulled up beside me affording me a few precious seconds to peer inside.
Steven and Zoya were inside torridly making out like animals. I noticed his arm positioned in a way that told me it was between her thighs. His hand suddenly appeared as they broke the kiss giving me another static shock for the evening as he licked his fingers clean then stuck them in her mouth. I was unsure if I'd let off a shot or two inside her snatch but my boss was licking the bowl clean for lack of a better term.
My stomach turned as they sped off into the night never noticing me.
"Sick motherfuckers."
"Huh?"
I turned back towards the fire door finding Ed the custodian sweeping up the cigarette butts left behind. Part of me was glad to see a friendly face, but I felt like a piece of crap.
"Old boy and his wife; that bitch got hella body, but both of them are into some sick shit. Last semester Steven paid off this guy to keep their crap under the table. Hell, last year he bought this guy a new car so he wouldn't get in trouble for fucking him in the ass. They like to open dude's noses with his wife, and then next thing you know, he's up in a brother's poop shoot. Hey man, don't get hooked up with those two."
"I didn't know that was his wife."
"Yeah, she graduated from one of them ivy league schools; but hangs around here pretending to be a student looking for dick for both of them. I'd fuck the shit out of that big ass, but not if I gotta do the husband too. Yeah, they into all kind of shit on the low, cuckholding, swinging and shit. Bad motherfucking female, what a waste."
My stomach was turning.
"Hey man you okay; you don't look so good?"
***********************************************************************************************************
Despite our seemingly amicable agreement, I didn't hear from Charity for a day after that and was perfectly fine with her part of that decision. I could've called but thought better of it allowing her to work things out with her father and perhaps get it on with ex-boyfriend Jayson Stello unimpeded. I found myself feeling better about things getting some much needed rest.
My covertly degenerate boss Steven gave me a few days off which I was thankfully intent on using to rest and catch up on my side hustle. My clips were still very popular particularly Auntie Esther's and a teaser featuring Ms. Hate. I'd been too busy to fully edit a scene together since the shoot.
"Son get up out that bed." I was laying face down on my mattress partially napping after a morning of self-imposed yardwork when my mother appeared in my bedroom doorframe.
"Hey ma, you need me to do something?" I stirred finding her there slinging her purse.
"Yeah, get up and come with me; we need to do a run."
Twenty minutes later I was sitting beside my mother listening to some oldies as she stoically focused on the road ahead. I was getting weird vibes from her because she wasn't scolding me like she usually did when we were in an enclosed space together.
My father employed the same practice to much the same effect as I'd become adept at internally blowing them off, but it was different with my mother because she was my primary caregiver growing up. There was a good five year gap after my parent's divorce where my father was missing from my life, before popping up again until the modern day.
"How's that job of yours?"
"It's cool, I like it a lot but you know how it is with some of the usual crap coworkers. I mean, it's a dream and I get credit towards my majors besides a paycheck."
"Oh, so you gonna start hitting me up with that rent money?" I bit my lower lip making a face for a second caught off guard.
"Uh, yeah mom."
"You could save your money for a security deposit on your own place too; know what I'm saying?"
"Yup, but until I find a place; how much do you want?"
She looked over at me studying my face but made sure to keep her eyes on the road. Her feelings were right on the money considering all I'd gone through in recent months. I'd be starting college earnestly and juggling a job and side hustle, so it made perfect sense to strike out on my own.
Still, it hurt a little being casually shown the door. We stared at one another on and off as I glanced over looking out the passenger window at a magnet high school. We were on a side of town I rarely frequented and it struck me curious.
"Well, I'll let you know son; you're getting to be a big strong man and you know what that means. A man has got to have his own place in the world, his castle. That's what I want for you son; besides, I'm starting to worry that I'll have to hang a sock on my door knob when Gene is over. Maybe, you should hang a sock on your door when you have a lady friend over until we figure things out."
"I haven't had anyone over recently; not inside anyway."
"Oh yeah, you hear from that Vicky girl lately?"
"Nope."
She glanced at my face again looking away when I returned the gaze. Strains of "You Gotta Believe" by The Pointer Sisters filled the car as we tooled down the triple lane road headed towards the affluent black part of town.
I settled down feeling the burn as she took a sharp right down a street that elevated up into the hills with a number of impressive homes on display. I had absolutely no idea where we were going and was reticent to ask fearing the prolonged screeching dress down which was my mother's specialty.
"I was gonna whip both of your tails and chase that big ole girl up outta my house." Mom admitted.
"Oh, why didn't you?"
"That girl looked so scared laying up with my baby boy; she apologized for being there without my permission and introduced herself as your girlfriend. But honestly, while she was talking, I was looking at her hand on your chest. I knew deep down if I swung my belt, she'd jump on top of you and take that beating."
I felt something run through me, almost electrical.
"I can't believe I slept through that." I was feeling something at the corner of my eyes but didn't want my mother to suss it out. When it came to Vicky Stone, fate had tossed a brick into my face in the form of a pyrrhic decision placed before me by Mr. Van Allen.
"You two were so cute together; I just turned the light back off and went about my business."
"Sorry mom."
"What you sorry for boy? I thought if you two got married, I'd have some pretty grandbabies." She palmed the back of my head caressing it with a reassuring smile.
"Pretty grandbabies, huh?"
We sat there enjoying the music and chuckling as I glanced out the window enjoying the view. This was the kind of picture perfect street put onto Christmas cards very photogenic. I was still feeling it with images of Vicky Stone from that fateful morning before everything went up in flames.
My brow furrowed as I thought of Ms. One, aka infamous baby mamma number two known by her slave name, Renee Kelly. My internal theatre recalled a prophetic dream, more of a nightmare that dictated my immediate future. The choice had already been made.
"Where are we going mom?"
"I told you boy; just running an errand!" She sounded edgy making the hairs on my forearms stand up as we pulled onto a particularly fetching block that looked like something out of a John Hughes movie. I was utterly clueless as she parked putting the car in drive instead of turning it off.
"What is this?"
"Son, I signed off on that Vicky girl even though she's Tressie's cousin; I didn't sign off on none of them other disrespectful women sneaking into my house when I was at work. You know Miss Birdie watch the house for me boy! I know you wanna be acting out like a grown man and everything; but my HOUSE ain't NO HOE HOUSE!!"
"Miss Birdie tricked on me?!!" My nosey neighbor was exposed. I knew about the house watching, but never thought my mother would confront me so directly.
"Don't you worry about that! Now I ain't signed off on none of them heifers coming around my boy with their tails all hot and everything!!" Whenever my mother was pissed, her southern roots reared themselves in a down south accent.
Wait a minute." I raised a finger.
"WHAT?!!"
"Now I do recall you signing off on one Charity Gilbert when we went shopping that time, mom." I was trolling with humorous intent.
"YOU HAD THAT GIRL UP IN MY HOUSE?!!"
"Yeah, why do you think she joined our church?" I was chortling not taking anything serious at this point. Things shifted as my mother turned down the radio staring pointedly at me. It was at this moment that I knew I fucked up.
Luckily her handbag was used to pummel me senseless for a minute or two. My mother was incensed with my behavior as I remembered myself and the fact that I was her son.
"I didn't raise you this way to be all hot in the pants with these loose bob tail girls! We're gonna discuss this later, but you're gonna fix the shit you broke!"
"WHAT DID I BREAK?!!"
"Tressie Fisher."
I made the connection looking out my passenger side window at the colonial two story home nestled on both sides by lush trees. It was truly deserving of a spot on some architectural magazine cover with a nice post style mailbox out front. I was looking at the Fisher homestead immediately understanding my predicament before turning back to my mother.
"Look mom, I haven't been hooking up with Tressie; she had a boyfriend and they uh, broke up. I know she came over to the house that time, but nothing happened, okay?"
The expression on my mother's face told me she didn't believe one word out of my mouth. My pinched ear solidified that fact as she leaned in uncomfortably close to my face.
"Miss Birdie tells me different; said that girl was sitting on my steps waiting all day and half the night for you to get home. She told me you took that girl round the back of my house and got mannish with her in that alley!! DON'T YOU LIE TO ME BOY!!"
"Shit."
"OH YOU CURSING ME NOW?!!" Her purse reappeared ready to bludgeon me again, but I parried it with my hand explaining myself further.
"NO!!"
"YOU TAKE THAT GIRL IN THE ALLEY?!!" She demanded scaring the shit out of me.
"Yeah I took her in the alley, but we were just talking! I didn't know she was gonna be there and I didn't want Miss Birdie snooping!! So we went in the back and hashed it out!! I AIN'T NEVER SLEPT WITH TRESSIE IN YOUR HOUSE MOM!!"
I'd given myself away in that moment and we both knew it. Technically, I wasn't lying but I looked like a serious fuck boy to my mother. She let go of my ear sitting there contemplating everything said.
"Damn, I'm ashamed of you."
"Mom, please."
"That girl is messed up bad son; she ain't doing much of nothing and you know what she means to our church. They gotta find people to take care of things while she's on the mend from your dumb ass! You just used her like some goddamn toy!! I CAN'T BELIEVE THIS SHIT!! WHERE DID I GO WRONG WITH YOU?!!"
"MOM!!"
"You act like your father."
Her hand shot out slapping the left side of my face but I rolled with it knowing I wasn't the culprit in any case. Tressie Fisher was way more than she appeared and no delicate flower by any means. My mother would never believe any actual truths told in regards to the "Angelic Sunday School Teacher" or that she'd tried to take me out. I looked ahead through the windshield trying to control my emotions. I could feel her glaring at the side of my face.
"Son, you are going to ring the doorbell and apologize for what you did to Tressie and her mother too. I'm gonna be staying over Gene's house for a week or two and you ARE NOT ALLOWED to have FEMALE COMPANY or you'd better have your bags packed when I get back. Since you wanna be funny style about it, MISS BIRDIE WILL BE WATCHING!! And finally, you are DONE with MY CHURCH!!"
"Mom, you don't understand."
"DO WHAT I TOLD YOU!!"
I was unceremoniously ejected from the family car standing there as my mother sped off. Tressie's home loomed large before me imposing considering what had been asked of me. Nobody seemed to be out and about but there were no real parking spaces signaling some sort of gathering however unseen.
My mother tossed me from the car by the scruff of my neck with explicit instructions to carry out without question. I hesitated on the sidewalk hands in pockets gauging my chances of navigating the situation. In the end I simply rang the doorbell. I gulped hearing someone approaching from the other side.
"Uhm, good afternoon Mrs. Fisher." Tressie's mother answered the door.
She was shorter than her daughter with a stern authoritative look on her face that told me her daughter took after her father visually.
Her scowl enhanced the prominent cheekbones and downturned nose making it look as if she were wearing an invisible stocking over her features. Oddly enough, Mrs. Fisher was wearing a vintage dress that looked like something from the fifties, fashion wise. Her hair was short curls cut close to her narrow pate. Her figure denoted a lineage that included Tressie, but subdued.
"What're you doing here?"
"Uhm, I came by to see how you guys are doing, and uh, apologize for not being there for Tressie." I tried to remain vague and still adhere to my mother's orders.
"What're you apologizing for?"
"Uhm, I'm friends with your daughter, on the youth council and I, was told she's not feeling well ma'am. I was hoping, rather thought I might be able to offer some help. My uhm, mother drove me over here to do, good works ma'am."
Mrs. Fisher didn't respond right away glaring at me through the locked screen door. I knew I flamed out with my shaky delivery struggling to keep her daughter's clandestine activities under wraps.
"Are you sleeping with my daughter!"
"No."
"Then it ain't none of your goddamn business and I'll thank you to never come here again young man. My daughter Tressie does not receive gentleman callers under any circumstances."
"UHM, IS THERE ANYTHING I CAN DO FOR YOU BEFORE I GO MA'AM?!!" I worked at keeping some dialog trying to figure out a way to gain her confidence but Mrs. Fisher scoffed rolling her eyes, mouth open like I'd suggested something indecent.
"You're fifteen years too late for that!"
The heavy wood door slammed in my face with a pronounced echo throughout the street. I was caught unawares at the double-entendre from the elder Mrs. Fisher walking down the stairs hands in pocket.
I glanced back a few times at the front door feeling as if she were looking at me from the tiny window inset. I looked up finding two elderly women from our church walking in my direction from a parked Cadillac across the street. I got some disparaging looks from them measuring my steps in the opposite direction as I fished out my phone. One was carrying some Chinese takeout in a cardboard box.
Both of them knocked at Mrs. Fisher's door gaining immediate entry.
"Guess they got a fucking gold ticket."
I strolled further along the block catching myself from dialing up my mother. We needed a timeout and I knew things would never be the same again. My mother saw me as some lothario sleeping my way through the young women of the church and my stupid sense of humor didn't help matters any.
I scrolled through my phone noticing some text messages from Yoli that I immediately deleted. I hesitated getting a car back home worried that I'd run into my mother there when I was disturbed by a honking horn.
"Fuck me, again?!"
Demon was sitting behind the wheel of his Monte Carlo glaring at me. This time I wasn't intimidated in the least having already fought the man even though I lost. I walked up to his open passenger side window getting a whiff of marijuana.
"What the fuck you doing over here at my house?!"
"Wasn't my idea Demon; moms dropped me because she thinks I was hooking up with your sister. And before you ask, she don't know shit so I'm taking it on the motherfucking chin nigga. I've been banned from going to the church too."
Demon started laughing his albino ass off making me bristle. He knew the truth along with his sister and nobody else would ever find out how innocent I was in the scheme of things. I noticed a extinguished joint inside an empty Snapple bottle.



"Hey man, did you whup my sister with a belt?"
"Yeah, I did."
"Oh you ain't worried about me no more cause we threw hands nigga?" His posture behind the wheel was relaxed, but that was no indication of what Demon might do if triggered.
"She was sitting on my porch when I got home from work; that was right after she tried to kill me nigga. Fuck, both of you motherfuckers were gonna take me out! Shit man, what're we talking for anyway?!!"
"Calm the fuck down; she's sorry about that shit."
"SORRY?!!" I was close to punching him in the face on general principal as he rubbed his chin deep in thought.
"I should shoot that old nigga for fucking my sister, huh?"
"NO DEMON!! SHIT MAN, JUST CUT IT OUT!! Do you just kill everybody who fucks with you, huh?" Demon started laughing again as I noticed his prominent canines.
This was fucking scary to the uninitiated, but we were well acquainted at this point.
"At least I ain't whining like a bitch; but Tressie is messed up over that old ass fool. I wished she kept doing her bullshit secret clubhouse so I could've kept an eye on her proper. I should fuck that old nigga's daughter for payback and shit!! She got some big ass titties!!"
"Hey man, just pull over so we can knuckle up."
"That's your girl or something, nigga?!"
"Well, can't you be more constructive instead of taking that shit to the extreme all the time? I'm blasted out just listening to you man."
"Okay bruh, tell me where they live and I'll just rob the place."
"No."
"WHAT YOU WANT ME TO DO THEN; HAVE COOKIES WITH THE CHESTER WHO WAS FUCKING MY SISTER?!!"
"Just bring it down a notch."
"Ransacking that nigga's crib is about as far down the ladder as I go. You know how jacked up it is to come home and find all your shit gone like you moved the fuck out?"
"You can do something like that by yourself?"
"Man, I got people nigga!"
"Tell you what; Mr. Gilbert ain't responsible for that shit so you can get his name off your fucking list. We need to find the motherfucker who was texting shit from my website to your sister. Then, you two can do what you want with that nigga. Me right now; I'm about to get booted out of my crib for this shit because my mother thinks I was fucking Tressie."
"You WAS FUCKING Tressie, nigga!"
"Yeah but not recently." I replied innocuously instantly regretting it when Demon brandished a gun pointed at my face.
"GET YOUR ASS IN HERE!"
I didn't hesitate getting inside as Demon sped up the block hitting two sharp right turns into a narrow congested alleyway speeding down it until we were sitting behind the Fisher homestead. Demon looked over surprised that I was unbothered sitting beside him and a loaded weapon.
"Hey bruh, mom and her old bitches crew having some kind of powwow because my sister is uhm, unfit for duty. Why don't you hang out back here for a minute; if I get my sister, will you talk to her?"
"You guys ain't gonna try to take me out again, are you?"
"Nigga you'd be in the trunk already if that was true." Demon snickered while I stared at him unamused.
Whether he knew it or not, his unconditional love for his sister made him that much more human. Observing them together had gone a long way towards melting away some of his criminal mystique.
"Hey man, what's up with her?"
"Nothing, she's just out of it, don't barely get out of bed and when she does, looks out the window all day. We have to yell at her to bathe and eat; pretty fucked up over an old nigga, huh?"
"He ain't doing so well either."
"Where he live at; I'll go talk to him." Demon asked with a glint in his eye.
"Ha ha very funny motherfucker." He got out of his car slamming the door leaving me behind with the keys still in the ignition.
After a few moments I became apprehensive realizing I was sitting in the car of a criminal worried the cops might show up and "mistake" me for him. I thought to get out of his Monte Carlo, but hesitated thinking Demon might be offended. Just as I was getting ready to step out of the car Demon appeared at the back gate next to his garage waving me over.
"Keep it down, those old biddies are already having their mafia meeting to see who's gonna replace Tressie; sounds like they're gonna come to blows or something in there."
"What about the youth council?"
"They trashing that shit straight up." Demon didn't miss a beat.
"Probably about the money anyway; more for the pot between those greedy old folk. "
We walked a short pathway bordered by the garage on one side and a meticulously tended rock garden on the other. The backyard ahead was spacious and well kept with a classic backyard swing off to the side under a tree.
Tressie was sitting there sort of hunched over staring blankly off into space. She was wearing a housecoat with her hair looking ratty all over her head as I cautiously approached.
Demon hung back walking to the other side of the yard near the back of the house.
"Hey girl, I came to see how you're doing; what's up Tressie?"
Her feet were bare and dirty while her gaze was focused on the grass below them. She was still very fetching without any makeup to speak of but was noticeably ashen in the face about the lips.
"Did you come to whup me some more?" She replied flatly devoid of emotion.
"No, I'm worried."
"Why? I was going to do something really bad to you that morning; you have no idea what I can do when I'm angry. It scares me honestly, and you should've turned me in to the police. Why didn't you do that? Don't you know I need more than a whupping? I'm trash and God hates me."
She still wasn't looking at my face, only down at the grass.
"You know that's not true."
"Oh isn't it? I was so mad about being with Pastor Grey against my will and all the nasty things he did to me and mine in that church. I just wanted revenge because they didn't care about me; traded my tits, my ass and my goddamn womb for baubles and clout. My mother got what she wanted, fuck me and my stolen virginity."
"Maybe you could talk to somebody about it, like a professional."
"Careful, you don't wanna end up in Demon's trunk."
"I ain't gonna end up in Demon's fucking trunk." I glanced across the yard finding her brother staring at our exchange pensively. It dawned on me that he might not be all that altruistic probably worried he'd be implicated in a crime.
"Why're you here?"
"I want to help."
"Can you bring William to me? That's the only thing I want in the world. You know, we fell in love that first day. Then he was so scared of me and what he was feeling already when you sent me over there for his daughter Charity. It just happened out of nowhere; we were making passionate love and I couldn't stop thinking about him after that. I would've killed Charity the day she found us together; wanted it that bad. Wanted him that bad, you know?"
"I know Tressie."
"No you don't." She sounded angry but still looked the same.
"Yes, I do."
"I thought you gave a shit about my cousin Vicky; but you just went on with your life while she's locked away."
"You know that shit ain't true; don't you ever say that to me again Tressie. I didn't wanna let her go that night, but she got into that car with Bentley and he drove her straight to the cops. I'm on a fucking jihad against the bitch that caused that shit and you tried to murder me because things didn't work out for you!! I didn't make Mr. Gilbert dump you, but you tried to kill me bitch. Don't tell me how I felt about Vicky when she's about to get out and get a new lease on life!! Your fucking family didn't give a shit about her; look how you living when she was living in a slum! Don't lie and say you weren't gonna find Charity and take her down into that freeway underpass too!"
Tressie Fisher started to tremble looking crazed as I ranted out of righteous indignation. She subtly calmed herself staring at me starting to breathe through her mouth.
"Wanna fuck?"
I didn't know what to say but had an epiphany pulling out my phone instead aiming its camera at her face.
"Talk to me Tressie; tell me about William."
"You don't care."
"Tressie, talk to William." Her eyes lit up as she looked deep into the camera on my phone breathing hard, palm flattened against her bosom.
"I'm in love with you; really in love with you so much that I'll never feel this way about anyone again. I'm not perfect, far from it honestly as the lord is my witness. You, don't have to worry about me leaving you when time intrudes because I'll never leave your side. William, I'm dying inside without you and whether you realize it or not, I'm in the fight of my life. I grew up in the church and it nearly killed me, perverted me into something I'll never stop being ashamed of. You make me whole and I do the same for you William. I know I don't have to tell you how much I love you because you can feel it even now. I feel you inside and we're dying without each other. I love you."
Tressie Fisher didn't speak after that but I let the camera run for effect.
"Come on sis, I'll take you back to your room." Demon appeared in frame handling his sibling with kid gloves. I filmed them walking out of frame watching as he led Tressie to the back door.
Two minutes after they disappeared inside the house, I started to put my camera away drifting towards their back porch feeling the lingering emotional fallout from Tressie's candid confessional.
I intended to leave by walking alongside the house to lose Demon because my next stop was Charity Gilbert's house. I pulled up her social media finding some pics of her with Jayson which indicated he was still around from the timestamps. Mr. Gilbert was effectively home alone.
"I know none of yall don't want me back; I understand the situation but you ain't got nobody else, ain't got nobody better to take over. I ain't trying to shake the tree but all of you need to remember what it is when the pastor is calling the shots."
I found myself standing under the high window sill adjacent to the front room on the other side of the wall.
"You ain't got no problem going somewhere you been shamed? Everybody knows how it went down with that dirty ass Pastor Bentley; you know his grandson is a member of the church now, huh? What you gonna tell him about getting his family disgraced like that?"
This woman had an annoying high pitched bird voice, but I wasn't focusing on that as another unseen elderly woman spoke up.
"Pastor Bentley had a couple of bad turns, that there last stroke got him up in the old folks home now; his people don't even visit him there sistah; the strain of well, everything got to him and you sitting here in front of us trying to get your spot back."
This was intense stuff piquing my curiosity, but I was still focused on a single voice. There was a long pause and silence as I glanced down finding an errant cinderblock tossed to the side of the adjacent rock garden bordering the inside of the Fisher backyard.
"I ain't trying to get nothing back. I ain't never left from that church and I'll have you know I was on one of them there sabbaticals. You trying to call me out for some shit that ain't my fault and as I sit here looking around at your faces, none of yall is squeaky clean. Ain't that right Sister Fisher?!! What about you Flora? Melvina, ain't you done got your wrinkled cheeks clapped alongside your high school aged niece?! You came to me in confidence, remember that shit? Now about Pastor Bentley; none of that bullshit matters unless you wanna blame the uh, victim! He saw what he wanted, and he took it!! Play stupid games, get stupid motherfucking prizes! Nigga wanted what I'm sitting on and he took a whole lot of it until he done give himself that stroke!!"
I'd managed to right the cinderblock clambering atop it precariously only able to barely get a glimpse into the adjacent room through the heavily screened window. I found myself peering into a side parlor, sort of a dining room. The scene was decidedly intense with a number of recognizable church elders all female sitting in a sort of semi-circle facing one woman.
The back of that woman's head was to me as she was facing Mrs. Fisher flanked on one side by a tall, dark skinned woman and an obese light skinned sister as her right hand. These women were my mother's age and older but gave off a noxious aura of radioactive entitlement. All of them were dressed in these vintage looking dresses, but the woman sitting in front of me inadvertently hiding me from their view, took the cake.
She was wearing one of those ornate church lady hats you saw a lot of elderly black women wearing usually on Easter Sunday, It was angelically white, its wide brim made of some fluffy material that looked like fur or tiny little feathers while the section affixed to her scalp was covered with gleaming white beads.
Her hair was pinned up under it, black and greasy looking with strips of grey intermingled. From my vantage point, this woman had a narrow head and slender neck and shoulders. Her high collared dress matched the ethereal color of her head wear as I managed to get my camera phone focused into the room. It was mostly about catching the entirety of the conversation rather than getting a visual.
"You have no shame." The bird voiced woman opinioned.
"I bet a dollar to high heaven you done visited your nasty self upon our new pastor, ain't that right?"
"What, he didn't like your stank ass?" The lady in white replied in snarling feline fashion with a voice akin or reminiscent of late actress Eartha Kitt. I keyed on it getting a slight migraine nearly toppling the cinderblock.
"YOU'VE ALWAYS BEEN SO GODDAMN MEAN!!" Bird lady blurted out dripping emotion.
"Have I ever lied?"
There was another long pause in the room as I got a better vantage point of the conversation. Mrs. Fisher and everyone else in the room were glaring at the woman in white with murderous intent. The tension was palpable enough that I felt it outside the window.
Some of the old ladies were visibly uncomfortable with whatever was being discussed, but the woman at the center of it all was cold as ice. One by one, I watched each of the elders raise a hand in solidarity voting in Tressie Fisher's replacement against their better nature.
"That's what I thought; I'll be seeing you all this Sunday morning."
Some of the women were already hanging their heads as she reached on the adjacent table for an old school parasol. My eyes went wide at the smooth charcoal blackened complexion of the narrow hand picking up the umbrella. Her long nails were pearl white and pointy making the hand resemble something of a feminine claw.
I pressed my camera closer to the window hoping against hope as she slowly stood up revealing a tiny wasp waist followed by the staggering upper swell of a shelf like butt and hips that were obscenely wide. It was the mother of all badonkadunks hidden behind the skintight material of her dress.
She started towards the other side of the room as I lost balance falling to the rough pavement under the window with a loud thud. My heart was thumping wildly in my chest while I embarrassingly sported a tent in my jeans. I was so nervous about being discovered; I went on all fours until I got to the edge of the house bolting out of the backyard.
"Hey bruh, what the fuck were you doing back there?" Demon followed me out as I got a few feet away from his car checking the footage and audio finding it intact.
In my haste to escape detection, I hadn't realized he was watching me clandestinely.
"Hey man, everything's gonna be okay, alright?"
"What happened back there?"
"Man, you gotta trust in the lord my nigga; now drop me at the train station, I'm gonna fix your sister hopefully."
"I can drive you home bruh."
"Nigga drive me to the train station and give me your phone number."
*****************************************************************************************************
Truth be told I didn't trust Demon to take me to Charity Gilbert's house especially after listening to his thoughts about the father daughter duo. I felt like I'd taken enough undeserved bad karma intent on righting the universal apple cart despite developments.
There was no way my relationship with my mother was going back to normal and I shuddered to think what my father would do when informed of my less candid salacious activities. For once I was going head first towards a problem instead of trying to sidestep it. Charity was doing as much by openly killing what might become a big mistake at some point in the future. I rang the doorbell several times before he answered.
"Oh uhm, Charity ain't here; she's out with a friend." Mr. Gilbert looked bad, really bad sporting a five o'clock shadow and disheveled unwashed clothing as he leaned into his doorframe staring at me. The pungent scent of booze was all over his person.
"I don't care about Jayson, he's a tool; I came to see you sir." His eyes widened in the way most wino's did as I recalled Tressie's prophetic words regarding the symbiotic relationship between them.
"WHAT, YOU GOT SOME BUSINESS WITH ME BOY?!!"
"Yeah, and its not about your daughter sir." I answered standing my ground as he used his weight to shove the screen door open nearly hitting me in the process.
"YOU MESSING AROUND WITH MY DAUGHTER?!! THINK YOU GOT SOMETHING GOING ON WITH HER?!! BY THE WAY, I KNEW YOU WASN'T NO GAY, CAUSE YOU TALK FAKE!! YOU FUCK MY DAUGHTER BOY?!!" Yeah Mr. Gilbert was three sheets to the wind coming out on his front porch with the bottle in hand.
"I'm not here for a fight Mr. Gilbert."
"THEN YOU SHOULDN'T HAVE COME OVER HERE BOY!!" He tried to give me a shove, but I dodged it remaining on his stoop. His gait was loose and shaky making me worry that he might tumble to the bottom of his front stairs.
"I came here because Tressie wanted me to deliver something to you sir."
"WHAT?!!" Mr. Gilbert stopped in his tracks, still looking weak and shaky as I got out my phone with Tressie's confessional.
"Don't shoot the messenger Mr. Gilbert." I held the phone up in front of my face with both hands carefully approaching him as he squinted noticing Tressie's frozen image on its face.
I was able to trade my phone for his bottle watching Mr. Gilbert slowly have a seat on his stoop watching the message from his lady love.
"I'm in love with you; really in love with you so much that I'll never feel this way about anyone again. I'm not perfect, far from it honestly as the lord is my witness. You, don't have to worry about me leaving you when time intrudes because I'll never leave your side. William, I'm dying inside without you and whether you realize it or not, I'm in the fight of my life."
I started walking away from his front porch attempting to give the man some privacy. I turned around thinking about my own situation with my parents and eventually Tressie's challenge regarding Vicky Stone. I found the memories hard along with recent revelations as I glanced backward finding Mr. Gilbert sitting there with his face glazed over in perspiration and tears.
I looked around at the surrounding neighborhood then at the bottle in my hand. I used the end of my tee to wipe the mouth of that bottle before taking a healthy swig.
"Mr. Gilbert?" He was sitting there holding my phone like it was his most prized possession. I lingered at the bottom of his stoop noting how similar our homes were in design.
"Yes?" I was reminded of Tressie's emotional state after completing her recorded confession of undying love for this man.
"You love her too, right?"
"How can you ask such a thing kid; you think you're doing some kind of good deed, but it's complicated."
"With all due respect to you and your lovely daughter, I call bullshit. It's a simple question sir; all you have to do, even if you can't say it to my face, is just tell yourself the truth. Do you love Tressie Fisher? I know she loves you man, so there ain't shit standing between you and her."



"My daughters a few years younger than her; you understand that shit boy?"
"Answer the fucking question; do you love her?"
I watched this fifty something go through the five stages of grief looking everywhere but my face. I watched him scratch the prominent stubble on his chin and fumble with his unkempt nappy hair before his gaze settled on me. His eyes were bloodshot from booze and lack of sleep making me irritated with his daughter. Charity was off with her ex-beau instead of tending to this damaged man. Something in his countenance indicated he might have forced her to leave his side.
"Yes I love Tressie."
I walked up the steps sitting down beside Mr. Gilbert as he nodded his affirmation emotionally wracked with guilt over ending the best thing in his life and hurting his lady love. We exchanged glances as I symbolically poured out the rest of his liquor. We watched his fake liquid courage run down the stone steps.
"See Mr. Gilbert, it's just that simple."
"What now?" I put the bottle at my far side, carefully taking my phone back.
"I suggest a shave and shower; then maybe you'll drive me back over to her house and we'll see what happens next."
"Uhm, okay kid; you're a really good friend to my daughter aren't you?"
I scratched my head a bit anxious.
"If I say yes, can we be cool enough for me to admit I slept with Charity?"
"NO!"
A bouquet of freeway roses from the local freelance immigrant work was secured as we hit the off ramp joining that suggested shave and shower which made for a very presentable mature suitor for one Tressie Fisher. I even managed to finagle a burger and extras out of the deal as Mr. Gilbert nervously tooled to the Fisher manor which I assumed we were both forever banned from.
Luckily I possessed the number of the sole male occupant of that homestead, Demon. It was weird seeing as how the man was a outright criminal and malcontent but escaped the intensive scrutiny of his oppressively micro managing mother. Still, I made the call taking his disposition into the plan.
We hung back waiting until just after dark to pull up from the opposite side of the narrow alley stopping short of parking behind the Fisher household. Both of the siblings were already standing just outside the gate, Demon's Monte Carlo still parked adjacent to the garage.
Mr. Gilbert called Bill at work, but preferably William by his twentysomething lady love started to get dodgy. His hands began to tremble and shake uncontrollably behind the wheel of his GMC Truck prompting me to place a reassuring hand on his shoulder. Still, he crept forward down the narrow alley stopping a house and a half over.
Tressie was standing there with her brother silhouetted in orange from the overhead city lights.
She'd cleaned up too, wearing a yellow tank and floor length skirt hiding her bare feet. Both of them stared at one another separated by fifteen feet. His hands were still trembling, but I covered one of them with my own. Mr. Gilbert looked as if he would crack mirroring her own features across the way as I pushed the cheap bouquet into his hand.
"Go on out there sir." I lightly prodded.
Tressie's face changed while I watched as he got out of the truck shaking even more. Her mouth started to hang open in deep huffs, chest heaving clutching a hand to her bosom. Demon got triggered all of a sudden as William opened the truck door. Tressie jostled with her brother fighting out of his grasp.
She was already running down the alley crashing into her lost love tightly embracing him enough to squeeze the air out of the man. That cheap bouquet ended up on the ground trampled into scattered petals. It was visually overwhelming watching the couple embrace frantically kissing one another slobbering and apologizing.
"I'll never let you go!! NEVER!! YOU HEAR ME WILLIAM?!! NEVER!!!" Tressie's screams of defiance against the universe echoed across the alley and neighborhood.
I got out of the truck leaving my passenger side door open walking by the couple to Tressie's visibly stunned brother. His stance was awkward, right arm bent at an angle brow furrowed with an incredulous smile on his face. My suspicions were confirmed when I found him handling a thirty eight hidden away in the small of his back.
The ragged emotion on his face was palpable. I interpreted it rightfully so as innate happiness as his hand left the gun in place rising to cover his mouth. The reunited couple shared a staggering kiss that had me regretting not whipping up a justice of the peace.
Mr. Gilbert picked Tressie up like she weighed next to nothing cradling the voluptuous woman in his arms as he carried her to the passenger side of his truck.
Tressie desperately clung to his arm refusing to let go, so he carried her around to the other side planting her behind the wheel. He slid in beside her taking the wheel as she clung tightly to his bicep. I was forgotten as the truck backed out leaving me alone with Demon. He was still visibly shaken and emotionally uneven.
"You still want shoot him?"
"Fuck you."
"Still wanna ransack his crib, nigga?"
"Maybe, that old ass nigga ain't got no business messing around with my sister; but she'd give me the smoke seven ways to Sunday if I touched one nap on his dusty head."
"Hey Demon, can I ask you a favor?"
"Demetrius."
"Huh?"
"That's my slave name bruh; people been calling me Demon since I was in grade school. So, I lived to that shit to the fullest and made it my own. These days people think my mom named me that shit. What you want nigga?"
"I want you to be my nigga one time only; but besides that I wanna ask you another question, Demetrius." He regarded me wearily but I knew him like the back of my hand. I was about to give him a metaphorical piece of hard candy.
"WHAT?!!"
"Hey man, what do you think your good Sunday school teacher, and fledgling community leader sister will do when she finds out who was sending her those sex videos?"
Demon excuse me, Demetrius Fisher raised an eye brow.
***********************************************************************************************************
"Aw come on, what is this shit? My motherfucking house ain't no clubhouse for wayward girls." Charity Gilbert was sitting on my porch which led me to peer across the street finding Miss Birdie expectantly watching.
"I haven't been here that long, only thirty minutes." Charity explained as I openly waved at my nosey neighbor.
"If I never saw Jayson Stello; I'd have a big head." She chuckled as I took in her modest attire of a red collared t-shirt and skintight jeans. She was wearing some tasseled pompom socks and red chucks.
"Me sitting here should give you a big head."
"True, very true indeed young lady; are you here to chastise me or something more nefarious?" I walked away from the bottom of my stoop lingering at the big tree in my front yard. Charity followed me down leaning against it. She was vertically reclining against it smiling at me.
"Well it depends on how you answer; I want to know if you're disgusted with me for sleeping with my ex-boyfriend? Grossed out because I fucked him for a few days?"
"Do you think I'm gross? I'm still fucking bitches and filming them too." I tried to sound funny but regretted my words not wanting to run her off. Miss Birdie was literally aiming her phone in my direction filming me as well.
"Answer the question nigga."
"Jayson Stello is a fucking tool; but I don't care about him and uh, I'd like you to do something for me quite honestly Ms. Gilbert."
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah."
Knowing I was being filmed, I helped myself cupping the outside of Charity's luscious left breast giving it a hearty squeeze. She didn't react, but my neighbor squawked earning my FWB's attention for an instant. Charity turned back to me grinning gregariously.
"What do you want me to do?"
"Sit on my face."
Charity's face went static for a second before she giggled starting to run towards the steps as my hand swiped up swatting her tight round butt making it jiggle a little. I quickly remembered myself and the imposed edict regarding my sexual lifestyle.
"WAIT!!" Charity stopped in her tracks at the edge of my hedges looking back. We stared for a moment as she comically shrugged making her pneumatic bust jiggle a little.
I turned around looking at Miss Birdie before addressing her.
"The parental unit has banned all sexual activities in the old homestead there and posted a sentry to keep a watchful eye on my non-existent chastity. I'm also aware that the surrounding grounds are off limits as well."
Charity looked befuddled until I motioned a thumb over my right shoulder identifying Miss Birdie.
"We can go to my house babe." Charity grinned gregariously walking over putting way too much extra in her step like a streetwalker. She took my hands pressing her stacked slim thick body into me before looking directly at Miss Birdie.
"WE'RE GONNA GO "FUCK" AT MY HOUSE MA'AM!!" Charity yelled almost bursting into laughter.
Miss Birdie squawked loudly getting up from her lawn chair clutching at her housecoat angrily pacing about on her front porch. We watched the elderly snitch have a conniption enjoying the floor show.
Charity added insult to injury cupping the back of my head giving me a passionate kiss full of tongue that I was more than happy to reciprocate. Both of us glanced back at the nosey biddy with our cheeks mashed against one another as Charity waved goodbye.
"COME ON BABY; LET'S GO TO MY HOUSE AND HAVE LOTS OF UNPROTECTED SEXUAL INTERCOURSE!!" She yelled out loud making me choke on my laughter.
"IF YOU GET PREGNANT, WE CAN ALWAYS GET ON WELFARE!!" I added thinking I was being funny as we basically skipped around the hedges to the side of my house.
Charity stopped short turning into my chest bumping it.
"That's not funny."
"Okay, sorry."
She resumed skinning and grinning leading me to the passenger door of a grey Honda civic. Charity reached into her cleavage withdrawing a keychain as I took it all in. She noticed me watching her ride.
"Jayson uh, got it for me; you don't mind, do you?"
"Damn, you're that good."
"You know it, but just to keep it a buck, it doesn't have any extras." I got in beside her finding lips waiting for me delivering a blistering kiss that seemed to go on forever. One of my hands cupped her sex through those skintight jeans finding something hot and steamy. Charity broke the kiss, but let my hand remain.
"Thank you."
"For what?"
"Helping my daddy." Instead of talking further, she drew down her zipper exposing a clean shaven muff. Charity Gilbert had gone commando.
"SHIT!"
"Don't say nothing or I'll make you drive us home while I let my fingers do the walking, if you get my drift."
Her right hand gave my bulging crotch an authoritative squeeze. When I didn't say anything, the self-admitted stick shift queen took things further exposing my erection. I watched as she licked her lips, then vacuumed her cheeks before drooling a pool of saliva into her cupped palm. Charity softly handled my thickening rod, then suddenly gripped my equipment like she owned it with measured strokes. My head rolled around on my shoulders bumping the headrest.
"If you do that, we'll never get to your house."
"Nigga I got skills." Charity pulled off from the curb steering wheel in one hand, my junk in the other.
Miss Birdie had ventured off her elevated front porch with this pigeon toed shambling gait to the edge of the curb bordering her home. Charity slowed down expertly lining the car up with my nosey neighbor. My open passenger side window was perfectly adjacent with Miss Birdie giving the elderly woman a really good look inside.
Charity was stroking my glistening member already getting a deluge of precum all over her fist. I covered my face with both hands completely embarrassed as Miss Birdie leaned over peering inside going wide eyed.
"CHECK IT OUT GRANDMA; I'M GONNA FUCK HIS BRAINS OUT AFTER HE EATS MY PUSSY!!" Charity gunned it out of there as I glanced in the side mirror.
Miss Birdie was laying sprawled out on her front lawn.
"You shouldn't have done that."
"Shut up and cum." I was reminded that Charity Gilbert was evil, after all.
The shenanigans continued unabated as she managed a load out of me in less than a mile from my house. Without radio, both of us were serenaded by the slick sounds of Ms. Gilbert's aforementioned hand magic. Honestly my own efforts were tempered by the fact that she was driving a motor vehicle. Charity wasn't done amusing herself exiting the car in front of her home under the pretense of opening my passenger side door only to give me a quick cleanup blowjob. It was wild seeing her bent over at a ninety degree angle obscured by the half open car door.
Her own semi-crowded residential block made me internally kvetch before my member was thankfully tucked away.
She playfully ran up the stairs unlocking her door while I noticed a pair of prying eyes next door that I forced myself to ignore before noticing the security cams strategically placed by her father to catch any male suitors visiting his daughter. Charity grabbed a handful of my shirt yanking my inside shoving the heavy door closed behind me.
I was caught up in this playful atmosphere as she started waling towards her bedroom purposely shimmying out of those denim sausage skins instead of just unzipping. Of course it was all for show as her deep gluteal cleft began to appear. Charity Gilbert was the epitome of slender yet stacked with a tweener figure that could easily be hidden away.
Charity shrieked as I snapped her up in my arms raising her high in the air taking things one step further with a tongue along the crack of her butt. I was funny seeing her flop about like a fish then go slack cradled in my arms against my chest. She gave a me a playful slap giggling before cupping my chin making out as we reached her bedroom door.
Ironically her bedroom was similarly in the back of the house adjacent to the kitchen. Even the interior of her boudoir was similar trimmed in appropriate levels of pink and white trim. One of my thumbs was already inside her snatch rubbing her inner grooves. Her denim pants were bunched up midthigh for the few seconds before they were stripped away and tossed on the hardwood floor.
I let her legs drop to get at those big, bouncy tits intent on stripping off her shirt, but Charity grabbed my ear twisting it making me yelp aloud. She landed on the floor easily enough still in possession of my ear.
"Oh no you don't; I'm getting mine right now!" Not to be denied further, she shoved me onto the lush bedding with premeditated intent quickly grabbing my ankles tossing my legs up on the bed. Charity mounted my head with her inner thighs cradling the sides of my face using her fingers to spread her flower apart excited.
I went to town on her engorged clit twirling my tongue on it making her visibly juice up. Charity arched her lower back pressing her cunt against my mouth as I went for it slurping and licking wantonly. The irrepressible Ms. Gilbert palmed my head like a basketball rhythmically humping and grinding into my mouth.
Her throaty cries of pleasure were music to my ears as Charity went further popping and twerking on my face. My hands grabbed the dual globes that made up her full rounded buttocks. It was like squeezing two oversized stress balls enticing me into wanting to pound them into submission.
"Yeah baby, eat me just like that!! I love how good you are at foreplay; AH, AW, SHIT EAT THAT PUSS-SEE!! Yah just like that!! I wanna squirt all over your fucking face because you're so damn cute!! MAKE ME CREAM!!"
I was honestly shocked at the assessment of my appearance as "cute" sorely affected by her increasingly whiny sounding gasps. This was probably the most verbal and self-assured Charity had been since we met and started hanging out. It felt somewhat embarrassing getting basically face fucked by a woman, but I wanted to satisfy her.
It was starting to get dangerous going into smothering territory, but what a way to go between her luscious thick thighs. Charity unsurprisingly went into a kneeling squat over my face scaring me because her posture made it look like she were going to whiz on me. She stopped out of nowhere looking down at me between her folded legs.
"Why do you look scared?"
"I plead the fifth bitch." Charity chuckled as I found myself looking up at the undersides of her magnificent tits, Her utilitarian brassiere and tee were gathered above the upper swell of her bosom, nipples painfully erect.
"Oh you wanna be a smart ass huh? You know I ain't gonna go easy on you now that I got you in my bed, right?"
"Don't you touch my ass!"
"Nigga please!" Charity slid down straddling my covered crotch going into a manic frottage grinding me into mush.
The friction had to be tough on her sensitive kitty, but she had something to prove making me soil my underwear with copious amounts of precum. Before I could say anything, she pushed a bouncy tit into my mouth getting some manic suction.
Charity went wild when one of my digits pushed into her backdoor letting out this shocked gasp as I mauled and dug trenches in her defiant buttocks. She shoved both of her tits into my face finally smothering me as my pants "magically" disappeared.
It was a sexual reunion to the ninth degree as we nuked the living shit out of one another in every position we could think of even inventing a few. At this point in our relationship, we were old lovers filled to the brim with encyclopedic knowledge of the others proclivities and pertinent sexual quirks.
I pounded her pink quim until it was too swollen to fit my dick, then flopped her out on her belly going full backdoor getting one hundred percent cooperation. Charity fucked back as hard as I was giving it to her making my cock feel as if it would break off at some point.
Now on her territory, Charity produced a really large bottle of lube extending the festivities.
For every perverted action I could come up with, Ms. Gilbert had a counter. I'd fuck her tight cheeks grinding my shaft along her rear cleavage and this woman would responded my straddling my forearm and jilling herself to oblivion sliding her steaming slit up and down my extremity.
The sixty nine position was a given actually used as a rest spot, before she slid into reverse cowgirl knowing how much I liked the view. This was a woman with much to offer as I watched her bouncing butt hit hard enough to cause motion ripples at the very tops of those tight buns. Charity even went side saddle sitting on my crotch enjoying the sensation while looking at my face.
Ms. Gilbert got five good copious loads of jizz out of me not counting the one in the car before going for magic number seven culminating in a magnificent tit fuck that I really should've filmed.
She laid mid bed with me atop her abdomen, both of her fists pushing into the outsides of her picture perfect breasts creating an incredibly tight fit for my prick. Charity didn't falter for all of the twenty minutes it took for me to give her the mother of all pearl necklaces and a bit on her chin to finish up. I was gassed, but she was exuberant and gleeful.
"Let's take a shower together and then go for round two."
"HUH WHAT?!!" Charity facepalmed laughing into her hands while I toppled off the bed with a loud thud.
"Hey, you okay down there babe?"
"Call the paramedics; I think my dick is broke."
"I can fix it."
"Stay away from me you fiend!"
Charity continued laughing staring up at her ceiling. A pillow was tossed down onto my face as she got up ready to shower.
Somehow Ms. Gilbert managed to coerce me into her bathroom shower directing me to sit down in the tub. She washed up under the steaming spray and took the time to actually bathe me. The woman was very thorough making sure I was cleaned before stepping out drying herself as I breezily admired her body.



Charity let me look as much as I wanted before wrapping a towel around her figure leaving me there. I heard the young beauty messing around in the kitchen for a while before she returned with a full tumbler of some green concoction.
"Really Charity; you're gonna shit test me after what we just did?" I recalled her habit of making her lovers drink some liquid mess she stirred up before hooking up with them.
"It's fucking chilled yogurt with kiwi and mixed fruit."
"Oh." I enjoyed the mixture reclining in the bathroom while she sat on the toilet watching.
"Since you ain't gonna apologize, I feel like I'm entitled to a dick pic."
"Help yourself."
"Blowjob too, right?"
"You fiend!" I faux yelled covering my crotch in the lukewarm bath water while she chortled.
We made a night of things having some leftover deep dish pizza and other assorted odds and ends from Charity's fridge before cuddling together in her bed under her multitude of comforters.
She allowed me to pick an old movie from a few on her laptop finding it amusing that I would pick a double feature of Jerry Lewis movies. We laughed and deconstructed Cinderfella and debated whether or not I saw myself in the main character of his film, The Ladies Man. It was hard to argue with Charity, especially when she had her hand around my cock.
We made slow sensual love luxuriating in each other's embrace just taking our time for a while as my phone started ringing on her bedside table. We remained embraced as I picked it up finding an unknown number calling in. Charity exchanged glances with me nodding for me to answer it. I answered on speaker.
"Hello?"
"You thinking about me boy, huh? You up at night playing with your pecker wanting some of me again, ain't you?" Ms. Hate was undoubtedly making a booty call unaware of my situation.
"Wow, I'm purely shocked ma'am; you said we wouldn't uh, talk again; ain't that right?"
"Nigga, don't play with me; I know you thinking about me." Her serpentine delivery had Charity perked up resting her chin on her fist as she reclined beside me wholly amused under the covers. She prodded me to keep talking with a smile.
"Uh, how could I forget ma'am; you never told me your name and uh, we had to make up one for you, remember?" I really was surprised while Charity barely stifled a laugh.
"Chocolate Lavender."
"Huh?"
"That's my name nigga; Chocolate Lavender!" Charity burst into uproarious laughter before I could stop or muffle her voice. The cat was out of the bag so I just went with it.
"Uhm, nice to, meet you I guess." There was a long pause on the line, but I could hear this nigh-psychotic woman's breathing. In the darkness of the bedroom it felt like she could pounce from any corner and attack.
"You got yourself a little hood rat, huh boy? Well that don't matter none cause I can take you away from her with the snap of a finger. I can make you forget all about that funky little bitch and you won't look back or think about her ever again. We'll be laughing together while I'm showing you what a real woman is nigga. Just like that missy, snap of a finger and you're back at the kiddie table bitch."
Charity reached over snapping her fingers loudly before disconnecting the call in Chocolate Lavender's face. I looked away from her face in the darkness, eyes bucked at the situation. I had no idea what to say to my lover.
"You're fucking old ladies now?"
"She's not old."
"She sounds older than my mother; where you really that desperate?"
"If you don't believe me, we can look at the footage Charity; that loony female can break the internet, trust me on that."
"Oh, well it sounds like you're shitting on my A Game; is that what you're doing, huh negro?" Charity was in possession of my member, brow furrowed. It was only a ruse as we laughed and kissed a bit.
"I think I'm gonna keep calling her Ms. Hate."
"Yeah, I think that's a good idea. Sure you don't wanna hop up outta here and bust your jumpoff out of the old folks home?"
"That's brutal; she's really a nice girl."
"I don't think so."
"You guys should meet; as a matter of fact I happen to know where she's gonna be this weekend."
"Where?" Charity asked as we cuddled wrapped in each other's arms, legs intertwined.
The exhausted girl was asleep before I could answer softly snoring as my phone chimed again. I found some text message emoji's from Yoli which I stared at before switching off my phone letting them go unanswered. I stared at the girl lying against my chest taking it all in before drifting off looking at her face.
*********************************************************************************************************
"We're gonna have us a musical selection right here, right now and I know what some of the congregation are thinking. Our sweet homegrown Sister Fisher isn't with us this morning. Yes it's unfortunate because she sings with the voice of an angel; you all know that!! I suppose a few of you come solely for her voice and talent. Yes, we're at a loss this morning without her to guide us musically! But, sometimes you've gotta reach back into the past to uh, BUILD DAT BRIDGE TO THE FUTURE!!"
The pastor was starting to get into his sermon going more verbally intense as the choir behind him started humming the upcoming tune amidst some grumbling from the congregation. He soldiered on as my mother noticed my wide gregarious grin visibly concerned. She gave my hand a reassuring squeeze, which I returned in kind.
"STAY WITH ME IN WORSHIP AND GOOD FAITH!! YOU KNOW I WOULDN'T LEAVE MY PEOPLE HANGING!! HALLELUYAH!! CAN I GET AN AMEN?!! COME ON NOW, HERE ME PEOPLE!! THE LORD TAKETH AWAY AND HE DOES PROVIDE!! EVERYTHING HAPPENS FOR A DIVINE REASON!! I TELL YOU WE GONNA HAVE A MUSICAL SELECTION THIS MORNING RIGHT NOW!! OH YEAH ITS GOING DOWN!! THE LORD DONE TOLD ME TO REACH ALL THE WAY BACK FOR A HELPING HAND THIS MORNING!! A REPENTANT HAND!! A DIVINE HAND!! CAN I GET A AMEN?!!"
My mother kept looking between me and the pulpit as I facepalmed enjoying the impassioned sermon. I noticed some of the female elders sitting there lining the bottom of the choir stand whispering amongst themselves, brows furrowed. There were a few "Amens" here and there mixed in with some decidedly dour peer chatter as the choir continued ramping up to the upcoming song.
Everything had been pre-choreographed for maximum effect as I got my camera out filming the sermon alarming my mother further. Something was in the water alerting my clueless mother while I could taste the blood.
"COME ON DOWN FROM ON HIGH, SISTER JACOBS!!" The pastor screamed so loud into his podium mic, there was a loud whiny audio screech akin to nails dragging across a chalk board. Every head in the church turned towards the double doors center aisle.
Sister Jacobs appeared shoving the doors open to some instant reaction from those long time members in the know. There were a few suddenly muted audible gasps of recognition as she proudly strode up the aisle in her Sunday finest, a white diaphanous dress that looked like something from the Victorian age with a noticeable difference in that it was ridiculously skin tight at her insanely cinched waist.
As she walked up the aisle a noticeable number of male parishioners heads dipped into the aisle at an angle along with a fair share of teenage boys. From the waist up, Sister Jacobs was pretty much your standard angry looking coal dark skinned elder with the old school wireframe glasses sitting on her prominent hook nose.
This evil looking woman gave off a strict, authoritarian vibe, like some malevolent librarian who'd take a paddle to your hide in a heartbeat. Her greasy, stringy looking hair done up in a bun capped with a tiny white yamaka. Her shifty, narrow eyes slid horizontally side to side scanning her peers and some unfamiliar faces while I filmed.
"Oh my god, I can't believe they let her come back in here." My mother commented to another parishioner at her far side.
From that very small defined waist below, Sister Jacobs was literally murdering damn near every man and boy in the building with her gigantic heart shaped ass that killed or matched a good number of the women I'd been with. It didn't help that the form fitting nature of the dress put her cartoonish well shaped and defined legs on full display.
She was blessed with a show stopping, building demolishing ass bigger than my torso, legs similar to fucking Jessica Rabbit enhanced by the gleaming white spike heels on her feet. Yes, Sister Jacobs returned to the church in grand fashion silently daring anyone to oppose her as she retook her seat at the grand piano.
"She ought to be ashamed of herself, damn near sixty coming up in here with a bobtail skirt on her butt!" Another woman from the aisle leaned in adding to the mounting gossip in hushed tones as Sister Jacobs began playing "Oh Happy Day" with flawless proficiency.
In many ways, she was the flipside to Tressie Fisher, probably a victim herself of the still "missing" Pastor Grey. Many had conspired to remove her from the church silently, but this old woman, still their junior age wise, would not be denied. She'd psychologically tortured a woman young enough to be her daughter even though she was partially responsible for that same woman's emotional meltdown and subsequent malfeasant behavior.
At that moment I was probably the only one in the building with enough faith to believe the Lord works in mysterious ways.
"Oh I don't know about this."
My mother gossiped back momentarily forgetting me as some teen rushed by catching a seat on the end of the first pew facing Sister Jacobs' back. She tickled the ivories with a talent and skill harkening back to the fact that she tutored Tressie Fisher on that very same piano when she was a small child.
Sister Jacobs a.k.a Chocolate Lavender was playing to her strengths sitting there rigid with a decadent arch in her lower back with her huge cheeks spilling over the back of the piano seat. I noticed a mother snatching her son's phone while a few others started to rise filming the sister's glorious back porch.
"Looks like I'm gonna have to find another church." I perked up looking away from my camera at the portly woman leaning over my mother's shoulder.
"Have faith ma'am."
My mother suddenly turned to me shocked at the interruption. I just smiled back motioning at her and the other concerned parishioners towards the very far end of the church, resuming filming. Everybody on my pew and the one behind turned in unison staring across the church to the far wall taking a good number of eyes with them.
Tressie Fisher was power walking up the last aisle hair wrapped tightly in a bandana; the ball knotted at the back of her skull. Her eyes were covered with some dark sunglasses, the face a mask of muted, suppressed rage about to explode in nuclear fashion.
Ironically or perhaps by design, Tressie was also wearing the same white dress from her earlier return performance, although now it signified an earthbound archangel.
Some of the attending deacons were a little slow on the draw with one snagged by a female parishioner and her husband, stopping him from intervening. Sister Jacobs was just ramping up the music getting into it as Tressie approached from her blind side.
I swear I could hear the air cutting as Tressie Fisher launched the greatest sucker punch I'd ever seen in my life.
The powerful right literally exploded against the right side of Sister Jacob's head with an audible thump as the little yamaka on her crown went flying. Her wet, greasy looking hair was a blur of motion as she tumbled over head first onto the floor at the bottom of the pulpit.
Tressie's left hand held a large thickened black belt doubled over her fist that I personally knew she was highly adept at using. Before Sister Jacobs could even gather her senses, Tressie was all over her whipping the woman like a literal slave. Blows from the belt were landing everywhere, but purposely focused on her head as the disgraced elder screamed in pain, humiliation, and outrage.
Chaos rang out in the church as the male elder scrambled down the short steps while the deacons surged forward through the congealing crowd. The other female elders and trustees surprisingly ran interference pushing and shoving their male counterparts as Tressie gagged Sister Jacobs from the back, that thick belt in her maw.
Both of her hands were at either side of the woman's head pulling back with all her might as one concerned guy yanked at her arm until he had one end of the belt. Some of the women in the audience were fed up with Sister Jacobs, the portly woman I'd been talking to in particular. This old sister grabbed the man from behind palming his face.
Stripped of her belt, Tressie went feral wildly ripping and tearing away Sister Jacobs's dress exposing her naked back and thin white brassiere. I was right there capturing everything suddenly finding Demon at my side running interference so that I could get a clear shot of divine justice.
Tressie Fisher was undoubtedly his sister in every way imaginable publicly demonstrating a shared vicious streak kept hidden in reserve. There was nothing Sister Jacobs could do with a much younger woman mounting her, knees in her lower back as her brassiere was torn away. The flimsy undergarment flew right by the camera as the men started to breach the crowd.
Tressie's wrist was roughly snagged while she was laying in numerous blows to the back of Sister Jacobs head prompting Demon to clock the witless guy. This caused more chaos as a few men were finally able to reach Tressie pulling on her bicep with a few women pulling her backwards off of Sister Jacobs who was lying face down.
Realizing there was a sudden window of opportunity, Sister Jacobs got up clutching her tattered dress to her body either not realizing or caring that her naked back was exposed.
A sea of camera phones appeared catching the view of her staggering heart shaped ass, high waisted equally white panties stretched to the point of near bursting across her rear. There were already a few visible tears in the rayon fabric as she clutched the dress to her front hunched over glaring at everyone literally growling like a wild beast.
A few people staggered back, horrified. Sister Jacobs' right eye was swollen like a heavyweight boxer struck her with blood running from her nose over a cut lip. Her injuries were probably worse but obscured by her coal darkened complexion.
Only I was aware that I was looking at Chocolate Lavender.
Tressie suddenly lunged through the wall of men only able to grab a handful of the elastic waist band of Sister Jacobs panties. Two large men stupidly yanked her backwards intending to separate the women accidentally stripping the villainess of the undergarment which came away from her body with an audible rip of fabric.
Everyone's eyes went saucer wide at the sight of Sister Jacobs in the buff from the rear. She screamed bloody murder running top speed through the crowd of people towards her only salvation, the fire exit adjacent to the piano. I got some amazing footage of those huge bare dueling cheeks jiggling as she made good her escape.
Someone in the crowd snatched away the remnants of the dress making her nude as the day she was born. I tried to follow through but got caught up in the surge of camera phones. No one seemed to acknowledge the blaring fire alarm as the ushers and female elders struggled to get things under control.
Things became intense as I relinquished trying to catch more footage of the fleeing villainess who'd nearly cost me my life by harassing Tressie via text. Ms. Fisher was surrounded by most of the women in the church along with a mob of kids and assorted adolescents rushing to her aid.
Everyone else was split down the middle with someone finally shutting off the alarm leaving a few teens outside still trying to find Sister Jacobs in the adjacent parking lot. Someone was on the pulpit mic yelling gibberish as I got a good shot of the pastor looking disheveled sitting in one of the elder's chairs being fanned from various loyal members of the congregation. He looked on the verge of a coronary.
Tressie locked eyes with her seething mother for an instant communicating a tonal shift in the future of their relationship going forward. I quickly dropped the camera when Mrs. Fisher glared at me, teeth gritted. None of them wanted Sister Jacobs back, but neither did any of the old guard want a public spectacle.
Knowing a bit of the villainess playbook, I suspected the good old pastor got a clandestine visit at some point and access to her unparalleled "assets" one way or the other. Things started to thin out below the pulpit as I noticed two of Tressie's students righting the piano bench.
In perhaps the cutest thing I'd seen in a while, a toddler tugged at Tressie's finger pointing at the piano. Flustered with several people yelling and wagging their fingers in her face, she allowed the little girl along with some of her other students to lead her to the grand piano.
The glasses on her face dropped to the carpet revealing running mascara streaking her cheeks. The emotion of openly confronting the woman responsible in part for a lot of her pain was wearing on her as her hands went to the piano keys.
Tressie Fisher began playing "Oh Happy Day" in melody surrounded by her students and some of the female members of the congregation.
I raised my camera knowing this performance was the real reason I was filming. Her niece Stacy plugged in the mic planting it on the piano top facing her auntie who was getting into the music. Some of the people were resuming their seats while others hovered near the grand piano. Half of the choir was already bumping and swaying side by side to the music. Phoebe and Bentley were already on their feet.
Then it happened.
"WHEN JESUS WALKED!! WHEN JESUS WALKED, HE WASHED MY SINS AWAY!!" Tressie Fisher let loose with a high note going right into the section of the gospel song without missing a beat.
The remainder of the choir were quickly returning to their places already singing in concert with her as the applause rang out. I stood in place filming the proceedings for prosperity noticing my mother watching with a big smile on her face. Just like that church was a place of jubilation again as Tressie glanced back over her shoulder.
Mr. Gilbert was within five feet of her clapping to the music, tears in his eyes. Tressie turned back to the piano rocking and bopping to the music shaking her head wildly until the bandana slid away almost magically. Her mane of brownish hair flowed free as she sang with the voice of an soulful angel.
Filming, I knew the old Tressie Fisher was long gone never to return; happy to have played a part in killing that version of her. Most of the church was giving Tressie a standing ovation as I noticed the pastor leaving the pulpit, hanging his head in shame.
I shed a tear or two as Mr. Gilbert joined her along with the children and her siblings. Demon hung back preferring his own space and I understood that.
It was a beautiful thing to see.
********************************************************************************************************
"What is this sorry shit?"
My cousin's backyard was a cramped affair between the rectangular design of the home and the blocky, rarely used garage in the back which left a square space of actual yard to be used. My aunt had already used up a third of this space for her garden and some veggies she was growing which my cousin tended to in her absence.
A large tree had grown at one corner on sort of a diagonal angle dipping into the yard. The opposite sides of the yard was an enclosed private space with a very high picket fence well over six feet in height. "Mr. Loverman " by Shabba Ranks was softly wafting through the air as I got an unexpected surprise.



Rashida Sikes was lying prone on a lounge chair wearing a bikini and some sunglasses which seemed to be hiding the fact that she was napping.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"HEY MAN?!!" Someone called out to me from the opposite side of the residential street. It was semi-busy the first week of spring break filled with groups of kids milling about. Someone had been yelling at me for a minute as I strolled drinking a cheap soda.
"HUH, WHAT?!!" I looked in the direction of the person yelling finding some tall lanky kid across the street towering over a few of his peers which including a few rough looking girls as well. All of them looked no older than fourteen or fifteen. They were partially obscured by a few parked cars on the opposite side of that street.
"YOU WON!!"
"WON WHAT?!!" I yelled back annoyed shrugging arms open.
"THE WET T-SHIRT CONTEST NIGGA!!" Several water balloons came flying through the air before I even had time to react striking my torso and one of my legs. A single balloon exploded off my temple as their laughter echoed.
"What the fuck?" I smelled my hand realizing some if not all of those balloons were filled with piss as the kids started running off laughing. A few feet away some couple was standing there busting up at my predicament along with a mailman.
I saw red.
"COME HERE YOU MOTHERFUCKERS!!" I took off running across the street drenched and smelling of urine trying to catch anybody, but the juvenile rogues scattered disappearing between the row houses leaving that lanky kid.
We ended up in an epic chase which ended when the adrenaline fueled punk outdistanced me hitting an immediate right at the end of block. I caught up just in time to see the asshole running into a three story apartment building that had a huge group of gangbangers loitering out front.
That was a wrap. I had no clue what apartment he lived in and the phalanx of ten or more criminal looking guys presented a problem I didn't want in the least. So I was obliged to walk the four or more blocks back to my house after leaving it due to irritation from my siblings.
One of my sister's friends was tying the knot and she had been pegged as a bridesmaid along with a cousin and one of their mutual friends. From the moment they arrived several shopping bags in tow already screaming and fighting, my home had become a no fly zone. I'd gone down to the store for a drink I didn't need and secured a movie from a rare Redbox vending machine in the hood.
I was worried that my odorous state would invite more ridicule from my peers hoping my mother wasn't home from a half day of work yet. This wedding was supposed to be a mini-royal affair because the groom's family was supposedly loaded to the gills. We were invited as part of the brides side of things so because of that, the modest two story duplex I lived in became ground zero.
I wanted to go despite the chaos in my home because I honestly wanted to see how rich people lived. The whole thing was taking place on the far north side of town at some estate. I was already thinking of the pics I would post on my social media.
"I'm home!" I yelled opening the door with the key hung around my neck. No one answered which was a boon to me because I didn't have to explain myself or why I reeked of urine.
I hit the stairs up to the second floor of my house where the kid's rooms were situated. My parents idea for this was that we wouldn't be able to sneak out without them catching us because they would hear us coming down the stairs. Their bedroom was on the first floor and this never stopped my sister from catting out on multiple occasions.
The one time I'd attempted sneaking out to a school function, I'd been busted with my hand on the door handle by my ever vigilant mother. Instead of going out that weekend I was relegated to hard labor which included the painting of my sister's room who was suspicious by her absence, catting out again. Mom played it off.
"What the fuck?" I mumbled finding crap all over the corridor in the form of discarded boxes of various sizes along with some clutter from the closet at the end of the corridor. No one was getting hitched in this house, but the curse of Bridezilla was readily apparent.
Thankfully my room remained undisturbed and clean to a fault. I was particular about my things and worked hard to keep my snooping mother at bay. These days my parents were divorced with my dad working halfway across the world on an oil rig. Mom was always running him down especially after he'd remarried getting hitched with this south Asian he met during a divorce vacation after getting shafted in the courts.
This made me his unintentional proxy in the house which was wholly matriarchal at this point. The guest bedroom was being shared by my cousin and her friend. I got a glimpse inside finding the interior looked like the aftermath of a black Friday shopping spree.
"I'm probably gonna have to clean that shit up." I mumbled under my breath stripping down to my boxers walking to the bathroom with a baggie containing all of my toiletries.
My mother insisted we keep our towels and everything in our rooms leaving the racks inside the bathroom bare due to a donnybrook I had with my older sister after she used up all the available linen. Sometimes I felt like a second class citizen in my own home because mom mostly looked the other way whenever my sister was out of pocket.
"Huh?" There was music lightly wafting from behind the half opened bathroom door, Skeelo's "I Wish" to be exact.
I inched forward taking a peek through the cracked door finding the bathroom occupied presently.
Deana the aforementioned friend of my cousin was standing in front of the bathroom mirror staring at her reflection obviously enjoying the view. The gods above seemed to be answering my prayers because I'd always had sort of a crush on this twenty something since we met at a cookout.
Of course she never gave me the time of day thinking of me as some goofy kid despite our two year age gap.
"Oh my, damn."
Visually speaking imagine a young Nia long a shade or two darker with pretty much the body of this porn star Maserati XXX on the slightly leaner side of the spectrum. Yeah, I was instantly smitten and she liked to have fun making me do whatever she wished when visiting. Along with those looks, I was a willing acolyte because of the melons sitting Majestically on her chest.
Deana was topless wearing a skimpy pair of white sheer lacy panties that left nothing to the imagination.
More importantly like I mentioned before, Deana was topless. I was getting way more than I'd ever hoped for in a life time of dreaming about those boobs since we'd met at that cookout. She'd always had a prominent set of knockers but kept them under wraps for the most part under threat of corporal punishment by the severely strict grandmother she lived with after being bounced out of her parent's house. Now she was half naked in my bathroom.
I found myself thanking the little shits who'd hit me with a barrage of piss filled water balloons.
It had been a few months since we last met but I never forgot that spaghetti strap tank and shorts she wore which garnered more attention from the male contingent of that backyard than myself. It literally looked as if her offerings would snap those thin straps and give everybody a treat but it never happened.
Deana was almost swarmed by men old and young alike until her little clique including my cousin and sister had to cut out for greener pastures. I was snatched away during this and nearly given a concussion by purse from a portly aunt and later got that work put in by my mother for "embarrassing her" out in public for acting "mannish"; I hated that word.
Now here Deana was in my bathroom giving me what I'd karmically earned after that ordeal and another where I was unceremoniously pantsed by a college aged romantic suitor when she was all of seventeen years of age. Never mind the ten minute scuffle that followed with me pummeling that fool who was unaware of my boxing lessons from an early age.
My reward for entertaining her and the girls was a double pinch to my cheeks and a fucking pat on the head. Later on my sister told me they were already hooking up before that shit even happened. I got clowned for so long after that I ended up playing it off before bringing a casual girl I was seeing around the house to shut up my hecklers.
Her she was in my bathroom arms outstretched above her head doing some sort of sensual striptease like dance swaying her hips to the music snapping her fingers. Her knockers were full, sloping, and spectacular in a side view with large darkened areolas and prominent nips begging to be suckled.
FYI, I have a really extreme breast fetish that I haven't really been able to indulge since finding an old dirty book containing scores of these women at the cusp of puberty.
It just stuck over the years and I found myself mostly chasing girls that fit this aesthetic much to the chagrin of my first sort of girlfriend. I'm a bit gifted downstairs and her perky B-Cups weren't much of a fit, tit fucking wise to be honest.
I'd scratched that particular sexual quirk a few times most notably using the jiggly 36DD tits of some fat broad from school although she was a shrewd business woman taking it out in trade for a serious pound out of her box until she was left lying before I was allowed to get her boobs to my satisfaction.
Now the source of that quirk was standing a foot away enjoying some alone time in narcissistic fashion. Deana was rocking the shoulder length curls with one side shaved down close perfectly faded. There were these shaved in double lines an inch of her left ear which had what looked like a sole sparkling diamond earring inset. This was my ideal as evidence by the tent I was sporting downstairs.
Her rich chocolate skin tone added to everything making her full sloping melons and coffee darkened nipples fill my mouth with copious amounts of saliva. She was rather slim in the middle, but her butt was round, compact, and tight as fuck begging to be stuffed.
Deana was actually mouthing the words to the song getting her groove on in private. I figured she was getting ready for a date or something, probably going out clubbing with my sister and cousin. Then it dawned on me that she might be preparing for the bachelorette party with images of her hooking up with some male stripper filling my addled mind.
"Fuck." I mouthed under my breath getting a visual high.
Her butt looked incredible in those skimpy lace panties bopping and twerking a bit as she danced. Deana suddenly bent at the waist making those panties ride deep enough in her crack they disappeared. She had a perfect thigh gap calling out to me in the worst way but that was out of the question as I suddenly found her looking directly at me. She was still bent over at a ninety degree angle.
"What the fuck?" She had this soft breezy sounding voice that caught you off guard no matter what she was doing. Before I had time to react she was standing in the door looking at me standing there in my underwear.
"UHM, SHIT, UH FUCK I WAS, UH I DIDN'T THINK ANYBODY WAS HERE!!" I stammered like all the prior times we'd had the briefest of conversations. Deana was about five seven in height while I was a good head and a half taller.
"What you think you doing Robert?" She was smiling and it wasn't lost on me that she hadn't bothered to cover up letting it all hang out.
"I UH, WAS GONNA USE THE BATHROOM; I MEAN UH, NOT THE TOILET BUT THE SHOWER!!" I hated myself for not being able to control my nervousness around her. Having Deana standing there right in front of me topless and grinning had me about to spazz out, possibly faint. She looked down at her own huge knockers then up at my face amused.
"Like what you see Robert, huh? You like my titties right, nigga?" Her tone was playful, but I was making an ass of myself standing in front of Deana shaking like a gimp.
Before I could answer, due to my height I noticed something peculiar on top of the bathroom sink. There was a little mirror resting there with three white lines and a half. My mouth was hanging open as I noticed a rolled up dollar bill in her hand propped up on the door. There was the reason for the lack of shame in her game.
Deana was doing blow in the bathroom.
"HEY DEANA GIRL I HEARD YOU WASN'T FEELING UP TO A TRIP DOWNTOWN TO THE MALL SO I BROUGHT YOU SOME MEDICINE!!" Suddenly were both interrupted by the unmistakable screech of my mother's voice halfway up the stairwell. Deana's face went static devoid of color, almost ashen in retrospect.
Before I even knew it Deana's palm shot out delivering the mother of all pancake slaps to the side of my head.
I went over like a ton of bricks damn near head first in the corridor.
It felt like somebody hit me in the head with a fucking cobblestone or something. My mother appeared at the end of the corridor standing there with two plastic bags, one from a local takeout joint getting the full Monty of her eighteen year old son sprawled out in his boxers. To make matters worse, my not so little head decided it was time for an impromptu family reunion.
"STOP MESSING WITH ME YOU FUCKING PERVERT, YOU BETTER LEAVE ME ALONE!!"
Deana ended the false accusation was a sustained scream queen screech that would've made Jaime Lee Curtis proud. This scream ended with the loud slamming of that bathroom door in THX quality sound.
Mom's bags hit the floor in dramatic fashion.
"ROBERT!!!!"
**********************************************************************************************************
"WAKE YOUR ASS UP!!" I stirred finding still myself in the front cab of my Uncle Eddie's Mack truck. We were still out in open road and I had no idea how close we were to my current destination instantly brooding.
"Huh!"
"You're supposed to be keeping me company Rob; are you gonna sleep the whole trip?" I was exhausted from the long journey from the city that started several hours earlier in the middle of the night.
My uncle Eddie from my mother's side of the family was presently ferrying me across country to live for a week or more in sentenced exile. I'd been framed perfectly by Deana who I now knew to be an undercover hype. Things nearly got medieval after I was "caught" trying to get "mannish" with the lying bitch who played the victim role to perfection hiding out in her room. For all I knew, she probably even finished off her stash of blow.
"Wanna talk about it?"
"Nope."
"Come on Rob, you know how stupid it was trying to get a piece in your mother's house? Do you have any idea how lucky you were the police weren't involved? Did sis beat on that ass so much you got a concussion?"
"Damn near, she was so mad she was hitting everything in that hallway upstairs, even put a crack in the wall with my body. She tried to push a dresser in front of my door talking about how I was losing my mind attacking family and everything!! Calling the police would've been a mercy considering the beating and verbal nukes I endured."
"What did you expect?"
"I DIDN'T DO ANYTHING UNCLE EDDIE!!" He just chuckled while I vented wishing I could give Deana's smug ass a motherfucking two piece for lying on me despite how socially out of pocket and criminal that course of action would be. I was made to feel like a pariah and sequestered to my room before being shoved out of the house in the middle of the night with my uncle.
"Sure you didn't boy; I seen that girl around and I get it, she's hot. I know how it is when you're all young and shit, that libido just blowing up like a nuke in your pocket. These are different times and its just not feasible to listen to that little head Rob."
"I did nothing, I'm innocent." He was shaking his head in time with each of my denials.
"Hey man, you wanna end up like Bill Cosby?"
"Yeah."
"WHAT?!!"
"Worth 400 million dollars, yeah."
"You know what I mean boy; this kind of a thing can follow you around for life if you ain't careful." I didn't reply just staring through the windshield as I replayed my demonization and expulsion from the family home for the whole of spring break uncertain of what waiting beyond the next five days.
I barely had opportunity to plead my case as my mother resorted to talking to me through a closed door before my uncle showed up. He was solid, a rock and cool head in the family suggesting that he take me along on a run. Our first stop was a fast food place. I didn't even have to tell him I hadn't really eaten that day.
He was a veteran of two failed marriages with one of his wives currently serving some serious time behind bars on a weapons charge that involved shooting up his old truck. Insurance money was good for it, as demonstrated by the badass upgrade we were currently riding in on this excursion.
"Are we halfway at least?"
"More than boy, I kind of floored it out of the city and only made one stop at the weigh-in a few hours before I decided to wake you up. So, you like them big titties, don't you?"
"Aw come on Uncle Ed; I feel bad enough as it is about everything."
"I 've seen the girl boy, and I'm just saying, it's understandable."
"I DIDN'T DO ANYTHING!"
"Accusations aside, they were spectacular, weren't they?" I glanced over finding my uncle watching me whimsically. He gave me a nudge and a wink making us both laugh out loud for a while as we tooled down the highway.
"Yeah they were, so fucking spectacular!" I admitted as we continued laughing.
My uncle wasn't actually accusing me of anything, just looking for war stories as we traded anecdotes about our sexual pasts. He was busting up about my story of being in a forced love triangle with the small chested girl I was dating and the aforementioned opportunistic fat girl rocking some DD-cups and tragically not much else. I got a little antsy three hours later realizing what was amiss.
"Hey, tell me you're not taking me down there; I mean grandma's gone so why are you dropping me down south?"
"Yeah I miss your grandma too, but she's much happier living in Mexico; Tulum is a good fit for her and she even got herself a boyfriend too." I facepalmed getting the visual of my grandmother living south of the border after accidentally scoring big in crypto currency on her first foray.
"Too much information!"
"Old people have needs too, especially women Rob; their sexual desires just escalate while ours decline over time naturally and due to excessive bitching and nagging."
"Still too much info and I bet you wouldn't say that shit in front of your wife."
"Yes I would, she's in jail." We started busting up again.
My uncle was a big portly brother who favored a cross between Cedric the Entertainer and a really jowly version of Meek Mill with a head full of locks. His fashion sense was also equally skewed towards Afrocentric short sets for the most parts outside of winter. Despite our family history, he was part of my father's inner circle of friends despite my mother's constant running down of him years after the divorce.
"I thought she was in jail for shooting up your old truck?"
"She was shooting up my shit because she got served; and she shot at that nigga too. Made him dance like MC Hammer before she got around to popping off on my ride."
"I didn't know you were still married to that woman, what about Jackie? Ain't you married to her?" I spoke of my uncle's current life partner, this chubby sister who always seemed to be perpetually smiling.
"No, that's my girlfriend, a girlfriend anyway. "I raised a brow at his answer.
"Uncle Eddie?"
"What, come on Rob, you know I always say keep things fast and loose until its time to make that final trip home. I treat my ladies good, but we keep it a buck. So it's sort of like being a team owner in the NBA, you understand boy? Everybody's part of the team and there ain't no fucking I in team, right? Jackie's like a franchise player."



"Does Jackie know she's uh, a franchise player?"
"Hell no, you crazy?! You think my wife went ham on me when I served her those papers; fucking Jackie would be on some old Kill Bill shit if she ever got out of the matrix." I was laughing so hard my stomach was starting to hurt.
Uncle Eddie was good at making you forget about your problems.
"So which shitty relative are you dropping me off with for the rest of the week if not forever?"
"None." I perked up.
"Well why are we down here in your hometown then?"
"Hey Rob, you got a bad deal and there's no doubt I believed you from the start. I've known you long enough to know when you're lying which is a shame on your mom, my sister; so that being said, why would I leave you with our people if you my boy, huh? I'm gonna leave you stashed away with one of my bench players."
"One of your girlfriends?!"
"Miss Minnie, used to be a thing back in the day and we just sort of parted ways. Actually I boned out on her when I started trucking cause she was uh, being extra."
"Being extra?"
"Wanting to get married, have kids and thangs like pretty much." I cringed worried that I might be getting involved in a situation out of circumstance.
"Uncle Eddie, I wouldn't have minded hitting the road with you for a week. I uhm, mean we can still kick it together, just us guys. I don't need a babysitter." He was way ahead of me chortling as he hit a familiar offramp leading into the small shanty town home to my mother's side of the family.
"Chill, you know I wouldn't leave you no place dangerous; besides don't you have a few friends down here too?"
"That was like ten years ago!"
"What about that Arnold boy; wasn't you two homies to the end or something?"
"Ten years ago uncle!!" I reiterated.
"No time like the present to get reacquainted."
"Miss Minnie!!" I countered.
"Look just chill out and enjoy yourself for week Rob; if I didn't give a shit about you, I'd be dropping you off with your Uncle Leroy. You wanna sit up in his house for a week?!!"
"No sir."
"Miss Minnie then." We both knew I didn't want to spend a week with my other uncle the last remaining family member living in this shanty town.
He'd sort of inherited my grandmother's house after she moved out of the country with a veritable platoon of his various illegitimate kids following within weeks of moving in there. I'd never got along with many of his brood almost committing a felony assault on one after a bit of rough play at a local park in the area. Uncle Ed didn't fancy returning to pick me up from a blood soaked ranch house the result of a black inbred version of the Hunger Games.
"What's she like, Miss Minnie?"
"You'll definitely like her; although she got a lot of fucking mouth and sass, don't get it twisted because I'm giving her a stipend to host you for the week while I do a few runs. Gotta keep my bread looking right or the ladies become free agents."
Uncle Ed made this cupping motion with his hands referring to the woman in question having huge tits, but I didn't say anything one way or the other. We were talking about somebody in his age group after all.
"Ah shit what's this?" I looked ahead on the narrow road we were traversed bordered on both sides by these deep open sewage ditches full of various weeds.
The smell was so pungent and stifling, you were able to detect it nasally through closed windows.
There was a large Cadillac Escalade parked in the road large enough that we wouldn't be able to pass without smashing into it. I glanced out of my window noticing a female standing on the driver's side of the vehicle. She appeared to be talking with whoever was behind the wheel.
Uncle Ed slowed to a stop confident the other driver would turn into a driveway or pull off. We drifted to a stop close enough that both of us were able to see the woman more clearly.
"Well would you look at that Rob; you might just have yourself a fine spring break after all."
The female was this dark skinned woman in a collared lumberjack halter and some homemade daisy duke shorts. She was serious of the slim and stacked variety with a big bust visible even to us at a distance. Her feet were bare and she was casually leaning against the car in deep conversation.
It became apparent the driver of that escalade wasn't moving any time soon evidenced by her posture and his blaring radio. We were undated by "I Mean It" by G Easy watching the woman talk and laugh. Uncle Ed got frustrated when we witness her reach into the car coming up with a cigarette or joint taking a hit before passing it back. He hit his horn out of nowhere making me flinch.
"Settle down and keep your eyes on that car up there; if you see any movement from the opposite side, let me know."
"Yes sir." The woman glanced in our direction and made a motion for us to go around the escalade. There was no way that was happening without us going into a ditch or destroying the driver's side of the other vehicle. Uncle Ed hit the horn again resulting in the female straightening up glaring at us.
"Damn, look at all that right there Rob; she look like the hottest free agent around these parts. I might have to give her a tryout for the team." This woman was seriously stacked giving Deana some razor sharp competition.
We could see her jiggly cleavage from the cab of my uncle's truck. The front of her daisy dukes were opened revealing a peek at some white panties. She made the gesture again prompting Uncle Ed to roll his window down.
"WE CAN'T MAKE IT WITHOUT HITTING A DITCH MISS!! COULD YOU GUYS HELP US OUT!! MY TRUCK IS TOO BIG!!" He yelled an explanation half leaning out of his window as she took another long drag on what I now knew to be a joint.
"WELL HIT THAT DITCH NIGGA!!" She yelled back about to turn her butt in our direction as we exchanged glances.
"CAN'T DO THAT MISS!!" Uncle Ed shouted back prompting this woman to stop in her tracks looking over her shoulder like we'd disrespected her in some way. On cue all of the doors opened as three thuggish looking men stepped out onto the blackened road.
The driver was some skinny ass dude heavily tattooed with a wealth of gold chains about his neck and other visible urban trinkets adorning his body. I shifted in my seat but Uncle Ed steadied me with his hand, suddenly brandishing a 357 magnum in the other.
"Uncle?"
"Chill Rob, depending on what happens next I'm dumping with this weapon or driving my truck through these niggas shit on to the next county over. If that happens, we'll just hash it out in Maplewood and keep it a buck."
The woman turned finding all of the guys standing there as I noticed one just out of view at the back of their ride, He was obviously the guy that was gonna shoot if things went sideways. It looked like they were having a short terse conversation, then she walked forward into our high beams giving me a shock.
"Niecy?"
"WHAT BOY?!!" Uncle Ed had already cocked the hammer back on his weapon ready to fire at the slightest movement.
"I think I know her."
"BULLSHIT!" The driver was slowly advancing behind her as I noticed the guy at the escalade duck out of view. I had a very slim chance of avoiding a backroad shootout. Uncle Ed was of the "shoot first, call your lawyer later from another country" variety.
"NIECY!!" I yelled from my open window at the top of my lungs causing my uncle to thump me in the bicep.
Illuminated by our high beams, she cocked her head to the side hands on her hips brow furrowed at being addressed. The driver, her assumed boyfriend snatched at her arm only to have his hand slapped away as she took a timid step or two forward further into the light visually confirming that I did in fact know her.
"WHO THAT THERE A CALLING ON ME?!!"
"IT'S ROBERT, MY GRANNY USED TO LIVE DOWN THE STREET FROM YOU GUYS!! YOU'RE NIECY BELLE, RIGHT?!! YOU GOT A BROTHER NAMED ARNOLD, AIN'T THAT RIGHT?!! YOUR MOM HAD THAT ACCIDENT AT THE CAN FACTORY OFF FIFTH AND MAIN OVER THERE NEAR LITTLE ROCK, RIGHT?!!"
"YOU RIGHT, AND YOU SAY YOUR NAME ROBERT, IS THAT THERE RIGHT?!!" Niecy yelled back shielding her eyes from the glare of my uncle's high beams.
"UHM, YES MA'AM!!" I hollered back making sure to keep an eye on the guy hovering at the back of that escalade.
His head magically reappeared when I shouted Niecy's name out loud looking over at the driving who was obviously irritated waving him off. The others looked similarly compromised by my actions along with my Uncle Ed.
"MIGHT I BE ABLE TO APPROACH THAT THERE TRUCK OF YOURS WITHOUT ANY SORT OF RETALIATION?" It seemed Niecy was aware of the optics and the potential for a bit of backroad violence at nine in the evening.
"Tell her to come over on your side and if shit gets sketchy, grab that bitch through the window." Ed advised.
"Huh?" I was shocked at his assertion.
"Do what I say boy or we dead if it go down." He continued whispering still brandishing that hand cannon.
"COME OVER ON MY SIDE NIECY SO WE CAN TALK!!" Her boyfriend seemed concerned snatching at her again. We watched them have a mini-argument before she trudged over to my side of the truck. He edged over towards my side but kept his distance while leaving an opening for his own point man to shoot if things got sketchy.
"ALRIGHT I'M COMING OVER!!" She called out.
I hadn't seen her since we were kids but her face still remained essentially the same while she'd blossomed into a backwoods beauty staked to the gills with some impressive knockers and a tight slim thick figure. She was definitely a queen on these dirty unfinished roads top of the hill in this shanty town.
Facially speaking Niecy reminded me of this actress named Skye P. Marshall, but that body was all hers, awe inspiring. Niecy cautiously approached but then through things to the wind climbing up level with my window while Ed hid his gun but kept it at the ready.
"Uhm, hey." Niecy climbed up on the top step steadying herself with an arm on my open window giving both of us the once over peering at Ed for a few seconds then pointedly at my face. She wasn't openly aggressive looking staring at me in discerning fashion.
"You Robert, uhm used to hang out with my dumbass lil brotha Arnold, right boy?!! And uh, you used to hang around down there that park tossing rocks at them there cars right?"
"Yeah, got in trouble too."
"YEAH THAT'S RIGHT; GOT YOUR TAIL SWITCHED BY YOUR MOMS SOMETHING SERIOUS!! AND UH, YOU DONE RUN MY BORTHER'S BIKE INTO THAT DITCH THAT ONE TIME TOO!! LITTLE ASS ROBERT BOY!!" Her memory returned in dramatic fashion hopefully diffusing the situation, but Uncle Ed remained tense gun still hidden but at the ready.
"That's me Niecy; uhm you look great too."
"You just got yourself a bit of height but you still looking all goofy; probably still trying to get a sniff of my drawers too." I facepalmed as my uncle finally cracked a smile followed by a sustained chortle.
"LOOKS LIKE SHE DO KNOW YOU ROB!" He laughed still keeping his eyes on her associates who were in a holding pattern.
"Caught this boy messing with my panties on that there clothesline probably was gonna pull his thang with'em too. That was like nine ten years ago, had to kick his tail a bit for being extra bout thangs. Now lookit you with some height and everything, but you'll always be a shortie to me." Niecy was about five years my senior age wise putting her a twenty three years of age.
"Looks like she does know you Rob." Uncle Ed commented.
"They fell off the line okay." I was in full cringe mode paying the price for playing peacemaker.
"That there butt kicking you took; I should've let you have my panties so you could have your little bitty pecker dreams and everything."
"They fell off the line Niecy."
"Sure they did even though they was some clothespins holding them up there too, huh boy? You should've seen him rolling around on the ground after I kicked them baby nuts of his too." Niecy was getting a little too casual going down memory lane as I noticed my uncle visibly relax still chortling.
"Damn boy." He commented.
"Arnold's gonna be right happy to see you if he can get his dusty tail outta his stanky fat girlfriend. Maybe she can introduce you to a few chubbies so you kin lose your cherry while you visiting too."
There was nowhere for me to look trapped between Niecy and my Uncle Ed obviously enjoying the narrative. I leaned on the window where her elbow wasn't touching rubbing the back of my scalp noticing her generous cleavage almost spilling into the truck cab.
"HEY, YOU JUST GON UP AND DISRESPECT ME LIKE THAT RIGHT HERE NOW?!! "
Niecy's apparent boyfriend wasn't having it not one bit. Her eyes went wide with a hint of abject fear reading across her face for a second. Uncle Ed got on point noticing two of the guys flanking Niecy's boyfriend closer to the front of his Mack Truck.
"AIN'T DISRESPECTING YOU NONE GLENDALE, THIS JUST FAM IS ALL!!" He didn't look satisfied with her answer lurching forward a step as we both heard the safety click on my uncle's weapon.
"OH YEAH?!!"
"HOLD IT UP RIGHT NOW, I'M COMING DOWN BABY!! THEY JUST TRYING TO GET ON THEIR WAY ROUND HERE!!" Niecy hopped down from the truck running into the high beams noticeably putting herself between us and her boyfriend Glendale. He wrapped an arm around her shoulder in abject ownership glaring at both of us in the cab.
"ALRIGHT YOU BOYS GON GET IT UP OUTTA MY SPACE!! THIS HERE MY BLOCK SO YOU DISMISSED AND ALL!!" His fist was balled up around the back of Niecy's bicep as they slowly disappeared from direct view. One of the other guys got into the driver's side pulling the escalade into an unfinished driveway.
"Glendale." Uncle Ed commented as we slowly began to tool past the group.
"Yup." I commented looking in the side mirror on my door finding the "happy couple" making out in the middle of the road.
From my vantage point, Glendale's hands were all over Niecy's rounded butt squeezing it like Charmin. I wasn't impressed or intimidated knowing my uncle would've given them a collective "Come To Jesus" moment if they tried any overt thuggery.
"Boy you better watch yourself with that girl, cause her nigga is all kinds of stupid."
"Way ahead of you Uncle Ed."
"He ain't gonna be happy until he locked up taking back shots from his cellmate, if he lives that long." My uncle commented as Niecy and friends disappeared in that side mirror with distance.
I settled down as we hit another right tooling half a block further as a dangerous looking intersection came into view. The sewage ditches in this section of road were especially deep enough to swallow or topple a Mack Truck like the one we were sitting in as Uncle Ed gave me an encouraging wink.
Once we cleared the corner making a precarious hard right things seemed to get a lot more civilized looking despite the lack of sidewalks. I noticed a lot of homes on big tracks of land surrounded by these high fences.
I slumped down when we came to this sort of dilapidated one story home in a serious state of disrepair. There was a partial unfinished high picket fence on either side of this house made with uneven planks and some barbed wire.
There were big sections of brown dirt near the ditches at the front of the property but unkempt foliage and grass inward bordering the home. I noticed a classic dog house also in a state of disrepair feeling increasingly apprehensive as Uncle Ed horrified me by pulling into the dirt road driveway.
"Hey Uncle, you know it's cool if you want me to hang out with you for the rest of the week; uh, I don't mind hitting the road with you sir. Come on man, don't drop me off here, please!"
"Hey cut the shit out; I told you everything was gonna be cool, right?"
"Come on, this shit look like that motherfucking guy from those SAW movies live here! Did mom take out insurance on me or something; you trying to get your cut of that dead bread uncle!" He started laughing his ass off as we pulled to a stop ignoring my concerns.
"You gonna be okay, well uh, if you don't get out of pocket." He chuckled, then laughed even more when my eyes went wide.
"UNCLE ED!!"
"Would you get a grip boy; stay right here while I go inside." I noticed him still brandishing his weapon as he turned off the engine; I wasn't put at ease when he hesitated staring at my face before taking his keys.
I watched my uncle standing there at the front of his truck with his weapon in one hand and a phone in the other. It looked like he was trying to contact Ms. Minnie beforehand as he started creeping towards the darkened house.
I was getting some serious horror movie vibes watching my portly guardian take in the situation moving right past the front of the house with the intent of looking in the window.
The window was just a bit higher prompting my uncle to press against the side of the dilapidated track home at an angle. Someone appeared out of nowhere brandishing a shotgun which was quickly pressed into the small of his back.
"WATCH OUT!!" His hands were already in the air with the weapon in his right hand exposed. I fumbled with the door intent of running to his aid even if it meant getting a blast of hot lead as well.
"SETTLE DOWN, IT'S COOL!!" Uncle Ed yelled as he was disarmed, hands still up.
"Yeah you settle down boy, this between us." Ms. Minnie hissed partially hidden behind Uncle Ed as she directed him facing me."
"YEAH, DON'T WORRY ABOUT IT ROB!!" Uncle Ed was the only one smiling between the three of us as she nudged him in the back with the business end of her shotgun.
"So you had the damn nerve to run off halfway across the country with my fucking magnum; was you even gonna bring it back Eddie?!!"
"WHAT DO YOU THINK I'M DOING RIGHT NOW?!"
"You trying to saddle me with your love child; that's what I've been a thinking all damn day!"
I raised a brow at her assessment of my uncle who did have a veritable brood of children all paid for with checks or cash app keeping everybody involved honest for the courts. My uncle's penchant for "interesting" women often resulted in some sort of craziness every year or so as far as the rest of the family knew.
"Come on now Miss Minnie; I ain't trying to foist no kid on you, besides he's eighteen and can take care of himself. I just need you to give him a place to lay his head for a week! We talked about this Miss Minnie!!"
"YOU TALKING BUT YOU AIN'T AH PAYING!!" She thumped him again, but my uncle chuckled using one of his pointer fingers motioning in a downward gesture.
"I got it Miss Minnie!" This portly looking woman cautiously reached into his left pocket drawing out a wad of cash. She awkwardly used the one hand trying to gauge the amount.
"Hey Eddie, remember that last movie you took me to see when you were in town a long while ago?"
"Yeah." His hands were still up.
"What was the name of that fucking movie?"
"X-Men, why Miss Minnie?"
"If my money funny right here; you gonna be like that bald fella in that there wheelchair nigga." I cringed cupping the side of my head as images of Patrick Stewart filled my head. Miss Minnie kept a watchful eye in my direction as she finished counting the wad of cash.
"Miss Minnie, come on!" Uncle Ed begged off.
"NOW YOU COME ON HERE AND TELL THAT BOY HE BETTER NOT STEP ONE BIG TOE ON MY PROPERTY OR I'M GONNA BLOW IT OFF!!"
"Really Miss Minnie?"
"GET MOVING!!" Miss Minnie started marching my uncle towards her house as I considered my options, one of which involved me bum rushing her with the hope that me or my uncle could take her down before she got off more than one blast.
"HEY ROB IT'S COOL, GIVE ME A MINUTE OR TWO!!"
"YOU GON NEED MORE THAN A FUCKING MINUTE OR I'M BLASTING FOR REALS!!" Miss Minnie interjected as I facepalmed realizing what was about to happen.



Uncle Ed was smiling warmly giving me a wink as they got up onto the front patio and porch of her creepy abode. Miss Minnie actually gave my uncle a kick in the butt as they cleared the front door. The front door slammed behind them with a pronounced echo that carried across the night.
"I know this isn't happening." I mumbled to myself.
Off in the distance after I few minutes I was unfortunately aware of some muted noises that I was intent on denying until my dying day. It was beyond awkward and cringe thinking my uncle was hooking up with some gun happy hillbilly who he was intent on leaving me with for a week. I got out my phone hesitating due to the memory of being framed by Deana.
Part of me wondered what would've happened if my mother hadn't shown up at that moment. She didn't look shocked or angry initially but didn't want her habit exposed. My family didn't want to hear a thing basically banishing me on the spot. When I thought things in immediate retrospect, I was okay with being apart from people who didn't even give me a chance to tell my side of the story.
"Rob, come on down from there." I was startled by the sound of my uncle's voice glancing out of the truck window finding him standing there sort of visibly gassed. I'd been so self-absorbed; I hadn't noticed him emerge from Miss Minnie's house.
Uncle Ed took my duffle slinging it as I climbed out of his truck.
"I wanna ask, but I don't wanna ask Uncle Ed."
"Good, here I'm gonna give you some dollars to hold you over until I get back from making this run; keep that under your hat." He pressed about three hundred seventy five bucks into my palm, then covered my hand with his own pushing into my body. He was standing between me and Miss Minnie's homestead.
"What?"
"Put that shit in your underwear, hurry up." He was insistent as I glanced over his shoulder seeing her silhouette in the open doorway. She was still holding that shotgun as I looked at my supposed guardian conflicted.
"She gonna rob me?" I half whispered.
"Miss Minnie got paid, but II think we should take away the temptation; you can trust her for real Robert; it just a few days anyways. Text me if you need something, if she gets your coins, alright?"
"Whatever."
"No it ain't no fucking whatever man, you call me if shit goes sideways and I'll be here as soon as possible. Keep your nose clean and Miss Minnie will take care of the rest, alright boy?" Uncle Ed was deadly serious, cupping the back of my head as he leaned in pressing his forehead against mine.
"Yes sir." He gave me a pat on the back glancing back at his old girlfriend in the doorway covertly tucking away his wallet. He slung my duffle over my shoulder with a wry smile that reminded me of a childhood where he was known in the family as Black Santa.
"Hey, don't you worry none about that hype girl back over there staying at your mamma's house."
"Okay." I replied crestfallen as He paused on the driver's side of his truck.
"Trust in the lord to make everything right; and you stay outta trouble. Especially with that loose girl we saw earlier tonight."
"Niecy."
"Yeah, you see some nice tits and a chance to get your dick wet, don't lie Rob. I see an opportunity to get a bullet or two in your butt from her simp boyfriend. Find yourself another girl around here, there's plenty boy. I should know, I grew up down here on these back roads."
"I ain't thinking about no girls Uncle Ed."
"Yeah right."
He got behind the wheel hitting the ignition. I waited there watching as he backed out and sped off into the night before turning to find Miss Minnie still waiting in the door. She was having a tall can as I carried my duffle to the front porch, sort of an enclosed patio with mesh mosquito netting.
"Hold on there, uh what's your name again?" She favored the shotgun while chugging her beer.
"Robert, that's my name, ma'am."
"Yeah right Robbie boy; we gots to go over the rules before I allow your narrow tail into my hallowed halls."
"Rules?"
"Yeah rules, don't you know nothing about uh, polite society boy?"
"Sorry."
"Don't be sorry, just open up them there big ears of yours, kid. You follow long with me and everything I'll be just fine, otherwise you gonna have to stay out here on some camping type shit. Your uncle said for me to watch and make sure you don't get in none of the local trouble available round here, nothing else."
"Those the rules Miss Minnie?"
"Shucks no and watch your tone or I might reward you with a two piece. You look like you got yourself one of them glass jaws Robbie. You bet not be into no criminality or drugging it up, and you ain't gonna have none of these pooh-butt bob tail girls up in my house either. You get your little dick wet at they house cause only one woman lay in a bed round here!"
"Yes ma'am." The prospect of camping outside seemed a bit more palatable considering the riot act I was already being read before even getting into her rundown home.
"Get your ass in here, it's bed time."
"I'm eighteen."
"I'm thirty eight boy, you sassing me already?"
"No ma'am." I really was, but not out of disrespect. It felt like I was being infantilized which reminded more of home than I would've openly admitted.
"You hungry?"
"Uh, we stopped at a Denny's just outside of town, I'm good ma'am."
"GOOD CAUSE I AIN'T GOT NO FOOD ANYWAY!! There's a store back off over there a ways, you can get some food and stuff in the morning. Get on in here, it's already late enough and ain't nothing good lurking around out here."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"GET IN HERE!!"I scurried inside dragging my duffle into her front room which was this wide open square shaped area.
There was this vintage looking couch still covered in the plastic wrapping, a coffee table with a old style lamp atop it. Another couch lined the large panel window facing out onto the front porch enclosed patio. At this time of night the two windowpanes were inky black yielding none of the neighborhood outside.
"Here, I got these blankets for you; just make sure your ass hit that plastic boy." I turned in the direction of her voice getting hit in the face with a wealth of blankets and one fluffy comforter. Miss Minnie smirked as I barely caught the bedding.
Facially speaking, she reminded me of this actress from this show Orange is the New Black, a character called Poussey, but named Samira Wiley in real life. Miss Minnie an overweight, some would say morbidly obese version of the actor in question, a fat doppelganger.
She was about a good five eight in height and just as wide with a particular attribute that explained my uncle's past relationship with this woman. Miss Minnie had a massive pair of pendulous looking boobs that veritably accounted for most of her torso. My Uncle Ed and I shared this proclivity for prominent really large breasts.
"WHAT YOU LOOKING AT?!!" Miss Minnie barked probably noticing the trajectory of my gaze.
"NUH-NOTHING!!" I blurted out, surprised.
"Yeah, right." She didn't look like she believed me in the least which was abjectly offensive on so many levels. Miss Minnie disappeared into her bedroom slamming the door behind herself.
"Thank god for small favors." I mumbled under my breath.
"I HEARD THAT!!" Miss Minnie yelled back making me flinch. It was silent afterwards as I made the best of things spreading a sheet over the plastic couch covering them followed up with the rest of the bedding getting things nicely serviceable.
Despite being a rather large house, there was a single bedroom, bathroom and the kitchen was part of the living room in an open space plan usually reserved for disabled home owners. There was a modest dining room at the edge of the kitchen area adjacent to Miss Minnie's bedroom. There weren't any personal pictures hanging up or on display like you'd see in any real lived in homes.
"No food huh?" I opened her fridge finding it stuffed to the gills with an embarrassing assortment of used takeout bags, random spirits, and beers and for some reason a number of half empty cereal boxes. The smell wafting out of her fridge was seriously less than palatable.
"Fuck man, Uncle Ed this is another fine mess you've gotten me into."
I closed the fridge noticing Miss Minnie's dishes filled the sink unattended to as well. It dawned on me that I might have been traded for a roll in the hay and a six pack as intended manual labor around the house. I bristled decided to pack it in for the night staring at the front window which was devoid of curtains for some unknown reason.
"That's weird." I glanced over at the small window over the kitchen sink noticing the moonlight reflected perfectly into that part of the open floor plan of this house while the main window remained pitch black. It was almost like someone had painted over it.
I dozed soon afterwards.
[DARKNESS]
"What the fuck?" She had this soft breezy sounding voice that caught you off guard no matter what she was doing. Before I had time to react she was standing in the door looking at me standing there in my underwear.
"UHM, SHIT, UH FUCK I WAS, UH I DIDN'T THINK ANYBODY WAS HERE!!" I stammered like all the prior times we'd had the briefest of conversations. Deana was about five seven in height while I was a good head and a half taller.
"What you think you doing Robert?" She was smiling and it wasn't lost on me that she hadn't bothered to cover up letting it all hang out.
Before I could say anything else, Deana snagged my arm half yanking me into her waiting lips. Her tongue slid effortlessly into my mouth while one of her hands clawed into my butt with authority nails digging deep.
My heart was thumping wildly out of control as I grabbed handfuls of her breasts from the outsides squeezing and mashing them together. Her other hand roughly handled the back of my head almost forcing it down until her nipple slipped between my lips.
Deana let out this breathy sigh that seemed to go on forever already in possession of my endowment stroking wildly. This lasted a few seconds as she went back at it making out heavily with me barely in control.
My hands found her rounded bottom as I pressed into her hard grinding my endowment into her crotch making Deana go weak in the knees. I redoubled my grip spreading and pulling upward on her cheeks driving her panties into an epic wedgie.
The head of my cock brushed against her mound rubbing her light furry pate there, tantalizing and tickling the underside of my business. This excited me enough to lift Deana slightly of the floor as I barely pushed into her slit feeling the volcanic heat there before she suddenly shoved into my chest.
Her feet touched the hallway floor leaving me heaving and gasping from the physical exertion as we'd jostled a bit. She was grinning like the Cheshire Cat who'd caught the canary digging her thumbs into the waistband of her panties tugging them down as she faced the wall.
I lost my composure when her round bubbled butt came into view. Deana let the panties remain at the bottom of her cheeks presenting me with a mouthwatering chocolate apple bottom.
Something came over me like a wave of humidity fully engulfing my body as I snatched down my boxers just under my balls impaling Deana with considerable force. She grunted crying out loudly leaving this sort of hollow echo in the corridor but was still grinning. Her cunt seized up around me so tight, I was barely able to move at all.
For some reason I began to get frustrated and increasingly angry to the point that I redoubled my grip on her right hip and left breast forging ahead. Both of us were feeling equal parts pain and pleasure as I managed to bury all of myself in her steaming confines.
Deana grabbed the hand on her hip pulling it up to her breast wanting both of them handled while she used her palms to steady us. I went completely ape shit fucking her like my life depended on it intensely watching her bubbled butt bouncing off my pelvis. She was sopping wet and gooey inside.
"WAKE UP!!"
I was jolted out of a deep sleep eyes widened like saucers, mouth hanging open while my chest was aflame like I'd run a marathon. I was drenched in sweat all over although the darkened room was noticeably chilled. My t-shirt was literally stuck to my back while my underwear was bunched up likely from some unconscious movement in my sleep.
I glanced over finding the kitchen still slightly illuminated from the moonlight, then realized the entire adjoined living room was swathed in the illumination. I looked at the front room window feeling the exertion from my dream time activities.
"Huh?" There was a silhouette in the front room window. It was something large and bulky with a shaggy head full of hair undefined. It was unmoving yet I could feel it watching me coated in inky darkness.
"SHIT!" I covered my head with the blanket going into a fetal position trembling.
I snuck a peek after some time finding the living room bathed in darkness other than the moonlight coming inside from the small window over the sink. The front room window was a pool of darkness again, but I still felt like someone was staring at me finding that I couldn't look away. Eventually I drifted off into a deep sleep.
[DARKNESS]
"HUH-WHAT?!!" I bolted awake sitting up disturbed by the especially loud crowing of a rooster which was presently standing perched outside the front room window pane. I shielded my eyes from the early morning sunlight filtering into the living room checking my phone. It was half past eight in the morning as a rancid smell assailed my nostrils.
"Aw shit." I'd somehow left the fridge open and was smelling some of the crappy offerings there way past their due date.
I got up scratching my head looking about finding everything pretty much as I'd left it. There was a smattering of bills in my lap under the covers lodged free of my wallet by random movements in my deep slumber. That smell was pretty much the dawning of my realization that I was exiled to the sticks by my mother who was presently living it up with my cousin and her duplicitous friend who'd caused this mess in the first place.
"Well let's get to it then."
I found myself dumping half of the stuff inside the fridge finding a second layer of semi-edible garbage. Knowing I was basically invading another person's space, I wrote an apology on a posted leaving it for Miss Minnie. I carried the trash out to the curb finding a sealed dumpster at the edge of the lawn.
There was a padlock on it, so I set the plastic can down next to it. I plunked my hands into my pockets trudging down the road in the direction alluded to by Miss Minnie the night earlier.
Surprisingly I was able to glean the location of the local store using my phone as I walked down the road taking in the deep southern ambiance, random animal noises and the ever present smell wafting through the area from the open sewage ditches.
I was still thinking and replaying the aborted wet dream in my head wondering if perhaps Miss Minnie had yelled at me in the middle of the night. I was worried there was future cringe in my immediate itinerary for the rest of the day, but still couldn't get over how real the dream felt. Something suddenly nudged my foot as a metallic sound filled my ears.
"HEY WHAT'RE YOU DOING RIGHT THERE?!!" I turned my direction towards the sound of the voice finding some really mean looking elderly white woman sitting in a lawn chair at the edge of her property bordering a particularly pungent sewage ditch.
"Uhm, excuse me uh, ma'am?" This woman was completely disheveled, visibly drenched in perspiration which was apparent in the off white housecoat she was wearing. Her legs were visible from the knees to her bare feet a horrific picture of varicose veins discolorations and visible gray hairs that made me retch inside.
"YOU DONE RUINED IT!! I BEEN WAITING SO LONG AND YOU DONE MESSED UP MY SPOT!!" She was ranting, only her mouth mouthing in wild fashion. The rest of her dare I say, looked almost petrified and stuck to that chair.
"UH SORRY, WHAT?!!" I had no idea what she was talking about looking down at my right foot finding an empty coffee can upturned. It had been filled with a bunch of tiny knickknacks, washers, and some objects I wasn't exactly sure what they were.
"DAMN STUPID ASS SHINE!! DUMB ASS!! YOU FUCKING RUINED MY TURN!!" She was getting more agitated.
"Uh sorry?" I didn't know what I'd done but figured it had something to do with this empty coffee can. I instinctively felt bad bending over with the intent of picking it up from the road.
"JEB!! JEB GET UP OFFA THAT SOFA AND COME GET THIS SPOOK!! HE UPSETTING YOUR MAMMA SOMETHING FIERCE!! JEB!! YOU COME ON OUT HERE AND FIX THIS BOY!! JEB!! A LEG NEEDS BREAKING!! A FOOT CUT OFF!!"
Behind this woman was a four corner house with a blasted out El Camino parked in its gravel driveway. Behind it was a partial view of a rotted barn and the hint of a tractor. She was making me nervous as my uncle's warning reverberated inside my skull about staying out off trouble. I wasn't a shrinking violet by any means, but partial street life in my hood taught me better than make trouble in unfamiliar territory.
"AW DAMN!! AW SHIT!! I'M WATCHING MY STORIES MA!! OH DAMMIT TO HELL YOU SAY!!" This big, blubbery looking hick exploded out of the open front door of the house almost tearing off his screen door in frustration.
"SHUT YOUR TRAP AND FIX THIS MONKEY!! GET OVER HERE AND TEACH HIM SOMETHING!!" There was no way in hell this frazzled fortysomething guy who looked like an overweight Chris Farley times ten, was beating anything. He looked at me from the front porch squinting profusely before putting on a pair of wireframe glasses from the shirt pocket of his open lumberjack.
"AW SHIT BOY, YOU DONE FUCKED UP!!" Before I could say anything he stuck two of his chubby digits in his mouth whistling loudly. This really big hunting dog came barreling out of the house in my direction barking loudly.
"Fuck me!"
I took off high speed running for my life not wanting to be mauled by a dog. Luckily I had a head start because the pet had to bound over the ditch nearly falling in before giving spirited chase.
This was a hunting dog who was almost immediately closing in within seven feet of me, so I hopped a ditch into somebody's front yard. The dog bounded again perfectly this time almost closing in on me as a gate high fence appeared. There was no other choice but to bound over it, but the top was rough, unfinished.
I got caught on the ragged fence top by the hem of my t-shirt. I ended up tumbling down nearly headfirst into the dirt finding myself in somebody's garden. Even worse, my phone had fallen out on the opposite side of the fence with the dog galloping towards me like a living missile.
This hunting dog crashed headfirst into the fence so hard that his momentum slightly warped the metal mesh towards me with a bit of elasticity. I stumbled backwards finding this green tomato in my right hand.
I motioned towards the dog with it finding that it flinched, then resurged even more angry.
I recovered finding the animal's long wiry frame sort of presented a problem impeding it from following me outright. I gestured again noticing the dog retreated even further back coming to the conclusion the animal might be playing with me in some way. I took a Hail Mary play flinging the tomato in this high arc towards the ditch bordering this property.
The dog immediately went after it allowing me to retrieve my phone skinning a finger or two in the process.
"GET YOUR STUPID BUTT OFF MY PROPERTY BOOMER!!" I heard some woman yelling from the front of the house I was hiding beside almost believing I was being spoken to in the moment.
I realized my mistake while I bolted in the opposite direction finding a nice backyard on the other side. There was some commotion which scared me into hopping the fence right into some shrubbery and high brush. I was obliged to bend over to clear it tripping on some embedded stone.



I crawled forward into another primitive fence face planting into some chicken wire. This makeshift fence was constructed of wood and the aforementioned wire almost creating a miniature honeycomb pattern on my face. There was a heavy tree branch just above my back preventing me from standing fully upright.
"Taking it real good this morning; oh yeah I'm loving this right here." My ears perked up as I looked directly across the raggedy adjacent yard finding to sets of legs from the calves down, one vanilla with the other dark chocolate.
Some white dude was clapping this sister's cheeks. My field of vision was partially obstructed by more foliage but I could see what was going on a few feet away in this ramshackle chicken shed. A few chickens were walking about clucking as the smell of their feces hit my nose hard. I could hear the sound of their bodies slapping together.
"You like, always telling me that when you come round." Her voice was soft and sort of angry sounding.
"What you don't like it; don't like getting it all doggy and ever thang, huh girl?" This guy sounded like he was gassed already, huffing loudly while one of his legs comedically trembled like it would snap in two.
"I don't mind it, and you got a nice back stroke too; it's just I like to know things gonna be taken care of with my property, is all. If you'd just give me a call stead of showing your face, I could get naked and everything so you kin enjoy it better."
"You just saying that cause of your man; I ain't a scared of him; I got a rifle too."
"Don't make it crazy, ain't nobody threatening you. He don't even know nothing about this and all; come on and get your nut right quick. I got me some errands to run, that's all I'm saying."
"You gots money for errands?" I found their conversation humorous enough that I got out my phone catching some of it on camera for laughs later. I couldn't see the sister, but she was wearing some gym shorts around her ankles while this guys jeans were bunched around his cowboy boots. This guy even had some spurs which made me smirk.
"Just visiting people; nobody done said nothing about no money spending." The woman responded over the increasing tempo of his wet sounding thrusts.
This guy was a Shrek built motherfucker with his flannel shirt inched high above his beer belly which gave me an unflattering view of the man from the waist down. The black chick he was screwing looking well put together from what I could catch on camera.
I felt like a perv but rationalized things telling myself I'd already been convicted in the court of family and public opinion prior to this situation. Also I was interested in seeing what this girl looked like hoping she wasn't but ugly, or a butter face at the very least. It had been three months since I last got laid.
"Well you just keep on a keeping with giving me this fine black ass of yours girl!" I could tell he was close.
"And you just make sure you keep on a fucking me right!" She shot back not missing a beat as he grunted and awkwardly bumped into her from behind.
"AW NIECY GIRL!! AW SHIT YOU GOT ME BUSTING!! AW SHIT!!" My eyes went wide in recognition, mouth hanging open.
"OH FUCK!!" I yelled, quickly cupping my hand over my mouth.
Knowing I'd screwed the pooch, I back out of the brush and weeds finding myself half sprinting up the other side of the house. Luckily there was a gate there easily opened allowing me out onto the well kept lawn of this house.
I hopped the ditch inching backward noticing a really crappy looking dilapidated trailer home on the other side of this overgrowth. That guy would've had to fight through all the brush and part of a low hanging tree to hop the fence and give chase. I knew he wasn't chasing me but hung back waiting alternately staring at my phone.
"You've gotta be shitting me." I mumbled under my breath in complete shock as the cowboy came walking around the other side of Niecy's shabby looking trailer home adjusting his belt obviously flustered.
This guy looked like a whole asshat completely gassed with his country western shirt half opened revealing his reddened sweaty chest. Even more incriminating was him taking the time to check his surroundings instantly noticing me standing there in the middle of the road. His expression had been one of anxious worry but changed to one of smug one upmanship upon locking eyes with me. I didn't know him from Caine but he went the extra mile flipping me the bird before getting in his truck.
"Fuck you too."
I didn't flip him the bird due to being in his environment and the increasing awareness that most of the people traveling these back roads were inherently dangerous. A hunting rifle hung in the back window of his truck as he pulled off to some blaring country western tunes.
I was pretty sure I'd made his day just by standing there after he'd just finished having sex with some down south jump off. Honestly it left a bad taste in my mouth as I waited a few minutes giving him time to drive further. Some of the racially motivated denizens of this hamlet were usually inclined to jump people of my melanin content in groups.
"WHAT YOU THINK YOU DOING THERE BOY?!!" A familiar voice called out to me making the hair stand up on the back of my neck.
Niecy was standing there in front of her trailer doorway on the second of two cinderblocks used as makeshift steps into her abode. She was wearing this dingy looking white crop top obviously braless; her incredible tits were in the process of jiggling out of control from the slightest gesture.
She was wearing a pair of smallish vintage 70's era gym shorts. From where I was standing, I could tell she had significant cheekage in the back. I didn't know if she was aware I was privy to her indiscretion, even recorded it.
"OH SHIT NIECY, WHAT'S THAT BEHIND YOU?!!"
"WHAT?!!" She turned all the way around falling for the simple trick giving me what I wanted. Niecy Belle had a serious apple booty, nice bouncy and soft looking. Matching her ample wares up top, Niecy's butt jiggled from the sudden movement bulging outward creating a filmable wedgie.
"Oh uh, that's just your crib." She glanced over her shoulder noticing the trajectory of my gaze, then turned around with this toothy grin covering her butt with both hands. I was busted with phone in hand.
"YOU THANK YOU SLICK, HUH ROBBIE BOY?!!"
"Hey it's all good, I'll get the front too; oh, and next time you need to make bottom shelf brad get you guys a hotel room."
I laughed starting to walk off thinking nothing more of the situation. Just as I neared the edge of her front lawn I was alerted of some quick movement out my peripheral view. Niecy easily bounded over the sewage ditch bordering her place like a moat running hard at me fist raised.
This woman was poised to hit a haymaker, but I was too quick pivoting to the side. Niecy swung so hard that she was thrown forward when I moved at the last second. We did this weird back and forth with me slapping dodging and alternately slapping her hands away.
"HEY CUT IT OUT!!! WHAT THE FUCK NIECY?!! WHY YOU TRYING TO POP OFF ON ME?!!"
"DON'T YOU THUMB YOUR NOSE AT ME!!"
"I AIN'T DOING SHIT BUT GOING TO THE STORE BITCH!!" I caught an attempt at a roundhouse right capturing her arm snatching Niecy into my torso bent over.
We struggled for a bit and she even tried to do a Rick Flair inspired back kick into my balls. It was hard getting Niecy under control and especially worrisome considering Arnold her brother was a violence prone body builder with a short man's complex.
"You was round there peeking in that there chicken coop; you saw nothing motherfucker!! I ain't trash, I'm gonna be an, influencer girl!! I got my G.E.D last month nigga!! YOU LET ME GO OR I'M SENDING ARNOLD ROUND THERE TO SEE YOU LATER!!" I'd had enough of her shit figuring I'd lay an improbable card on the table.
"YOU DO AND I'LL TELL HIM YOU FUCKING A CHAD BACK THERE IN THAT YARD!!"
"HE AIN'T GONNA BELIEVE YOU!! HE GONNA SQUISH YOUR HEAD LIKE A FUCKING GRAPE!! HE DON'T LISTEN WHILE HE WHUPPING ASS AND YOU AIN'T TELLING SHIT FROM A HOSPITAL BED FOOL!! FUCK YOU ROBERT!!"
"Oh yeah, well I got footage on my fucking cell phone bitch." I hadn't intended on going there, but Niecy instantly stopped struggling still bent over against my body.
"Sorry."
"Huh?"
"I'm terribly sorry bout hitting on you and everything; I just gets so mad and all when I feels threatened." Niecy was instantaneously contrite enough, that I let go of her. She turned around wringing her hands, eyes as big as saucers, bottom lip quivering. I felt bad for making a fake threat. I never would've snitched her out, but Niecy though otherwise.
"Please don't tell on me."
"Okay Niecy; I wasn't trying to mess with you, okay?"
"Please don't tell; Arnold hates Chad and he wouldn't exactly understand thangs right even if explained proper like. We good friends you and me, and I'm terribly sorry for what I done here right now Robert. See, you got to understand it right; I uh, was short on that rent money and Chad came round looking, so I done a bad thang over there in that chicken coop."
"I don't need to know Niecy; we're cool."
"Arnold's already got a record for punching and a stomping all over people's asses. Chad got stomped last summer for just a saying high to me; so keep it quiet on that okay Robert. I needs this thang in that there closet. Don't tell." I felt like some sort of moustache twirling villain looking at this woman on the verge of tears.
"I'm gonna erase it right now Niecy, okay?"
"You funning me?"
"No, you wanna watch me delete it Niecy?" I got my phone out showing her its face relieved when she visibly calmed down for a second, then perked up again brow slightly furrowing as she grabbed my wrist.
"Okay!" She tugged on my wrist; brow furrowed.
"Hey I'm erasing it; don't you wanna see me do it." She let go slowly walking backwards keeping her eyes trained on me. I shrugged not knowing what to make of things as she got to the dirt road portion of her disheveled front lawn.
"You coming, or what?"
"Excuse me?"
Before she could answer me the loud intrusive sound of some shitty trap music began echoing through the air heralding the approach of her wannabe thug boyfriend Glendale. Suddenly I was in a bad situation between this lame idiot and the threat of a visit from Arnold Belle looking to dribble my head like a basketball. Niecy looked similarly affected staring in the direction of the mounting music then at me starting to panic. I saw her bit her nails and jerkily look in my direction.
"HURRY ON OVER HERE RIGHT NOW OR WE BOTH FUCKED!!" I didn't have to be told twice hopping across the ditch following Niecy into her trailer home nearly losing on one of the two cinder blocks that were its makeshift stairs. She quickly locked the screen door slamming the heavier door locking and putting the chain on it.
The interior of the trailer home was a picture of abject poverty rectangular with a small kitchen at one end while the other side held Arnold's bedroom. The middle of this old school construct held a depressing parody of a bathroom, Niecy boudoir muted as it were and their absentee mother's unused bedroom which was a hoarder's paradise.
I stumbled into the living room faceplanting on the worn hardwood floor finding my foot caught by a thick reinforced chain that flowed across the room under a frayed Persian rug.
"Watch yourself, or you could lose a leg!" I barely had time to process her words as Glendale's escalade pulled into her front yard stuffed full of his goons. I was getting up when Niecy shoved me aside snatching up the end of the rug revealing a literal hole in the floor that revealed the dirt foundation underneath.
"What?!!"
"Be quiet or we getting shot." Niecy waved a hand in my face before using both of her hands in jerking fashion on the chain like some herculean tug of war. This resulted in a loud snarl and some audible movement as I inched closer to the hole morbidly curious.
An extremely large Rottweiler barreled past the open hole attached to the other end of the chain which shot across the hardwood floor upsetting a chair next to the coffee table in the process. Niecy ignored me running to an extremely worn leather couch along the single panel window in the trailer peering outside.
She made sure to stay crouched low just below the window sill as the dog appeared in the front yard barking and snapping viciously. Some of the guys were partially out of the car immediately caught off guard. One thug was shocked enough that he tripped exciting the snarling animal even further. Niecy's phone started ringing as if on cue.
"Yeah Glendale; was good honey?"
"WHERE YOU AT GIRL?!!" His voice boomed out of the phone even though it wasn't on speaker.
"I'm on a run, you need something Glendale?" I stayed on the floor on all fours getting an unexpected really good look at her spongy looking bubble butt.
"I SAID WHERE YOU AT OUT THERE GIRL; I'LL PICK YOU UP NIECY!! HOLLA UP THAT LOCATION QUICK NOW!!" I hated everything about this guy's nasally, whiny sounding voice noticing the minute intricacies in Glendale's delivery.
"I catch up with you later now, where you at Glendale?"
"I'M AT YOUR HOUSE WITH MY BOYS; YOU TELL ME WHERE YOU AT RIGHT NOW!! I GOT YOUR RIDE RIGHT HERE IN MY LAP RIGHT NOW!! I GONNA SCOOP YOU UP QUICK GIRL!! YOU BETS NOT BE HANGING OUT WITH THAT ROB NIGGA, I AIN'T PLAYING BOUT DAT NIECY!!" Now he was partially ranting revealing his insecurity.
"I AIN'T WITH THAT NIGGA!!"
"THEN WHERE YOU AT NIECY?!!" He pressed again.
"What you wanna talk to Arnold then, right Glendale? Is that what you wanna do around here and everything? I done said I was running some errands and you know you can't get along with my brother!! He still looking for that money you owe him and I think I'm tired of talking to him about that thousand dollars! You wanna talk to him Glendale; maybe you and your friends wanna deal with thangs with him and Butch, like last time, huh Glendale?!!"
There was this long pause on the line eventually making me think he'd hung up.
"Hey there girl, you mine and nobody else's, you hear? If I find that nigga Robert walking round these roads, police gonna snap him up outta one of these ditches if they finds the body and all." My blood ran cold at the threat.
"WHAT YOU TELLING ME FOR?!!" Niecy shouted.
I inched forward across the haggard living room floor cautiously peering out the window at her boyfriend and his posse. Glendale was standing outside of his escalade holding his phone face up in limp wristed fashion staring down the road. It looked as if he thought she would appear.
The dog was straining against the thick chain around his neck chomping at the bit to take a bite out of the group. His efforts caused the coffee table to slide over at an angle giving him an extra foot or so to lunge at one of the guys. I noticed a gun sticking out of his waistband.
"HEY GIRL YOU HAVE YOURSELF BACK HERE ROUND TWO!!" He hung up jumping behind the wheel with his goons following. Both of us watched him pull out nearly going into a ditch, before speeding off in the direction he'd come.
"Fuck me sideways, thanks for the drama Niecy!!"
"Don't you worry none about him; I'll make sure he leave you alone. Would've been real terrifying if he caught us standing out there in front of the house."
"Yeah right, I'm the fuck up outta here!" I started to get up.
"WAIT!!" She made a play for my hands as I reached for the doorknob. We jostled a bit in front of the door as she literally hopped over the arm of her couch getting between me and the door.
"Move Niecy, I'm getting the fuck out of here!"
"WHERE YOU GOING?!!" I made a play for the knob again but she slapped my fingers with lightning quickness.
"Hey now that there is a really bad idea what with Glendale all a roaming about with his boys. Heck, they probably looking for you right about now and if thy finds your narrow tail out there, you better hope all they do is whip your ass! Now you just sit on down here and take a load off while Glendale cools off!!"
"FUCK THAT NOISE!!" I grabbed the door knob suddenly finding my shorts mid-thigh. Niecy had tugged them down with both hands exposing everything as I looked down at her face shocked. She smiled up into my face all teeth handling my endowment in one fist giving it a wiggle.
"Hey now I didn't know you was holding like this right here boy; now I say that just about changes thangs right up in here now!! Don't you wanna have a time with me? Don't you wanna feel good with me right here Robert?"
Niecy underlined her statement by loudly slurping half of my member between her lips. Her head began excitedly bobbing back and forth in a torrid demonstration of sloppy head that lasted about twenty seconds before she stopped abruptly.
"Well uh, what about Glendale?"
Niecy pulled her top over her head dropping it to the floor as her large dusky breasts came into view with a healthy bounce. She had a pair of outstanding tits that sloped perfectly from her chest topped with thick erect nipples.
Niecy knew what she had cupping them from the outsides mashing her lush titties into twin bugling ovals of chocolatey goodness. Her nonverbal hard sell continued as she shifted her hands to the undersides of her tits jiggling them still smiling as she invited me to the "cook out."
"You like these titties right Robert boy; I got me some real nice 44's don't you think? 44 H-cups and I know that cause Glendale done measured them for me so he could brag to his little friends. All of his boys be playing that there pocket pool when I'm hanging out and everything! Bet you'd like to stick your dick up in-between these, huh?"
"What about Glendale?" I commented enchanted with the view as Niecy tugged and twisted her nips making them fatten and stand out like chubby little nubs. They were sort of rounded unusually fat informing a half marble shape.
Niecy took me nearly all the way to the base giving me more of that inspired neck with loud wet syrupy slurps. She dropped her tits allowing them to bounce vertically loose on her chest handling the outside of my hips. Niecy Belle was a few years my senior and it should've felt weird, but her technique was incredible.
Her hands had already drawn my shorts past my knees to my ankles as she made it personal hocking loogies on my member before handling me with a strong right hand. My gaze ricocheted back and forth between her jiggling breasts and that jacking right hand.
"WHUT-BOUT-GLENDALE?!!" She had my eyes starting to water as she straightened her back getting into it like she wanted to keep my prick. Niecy cocked her head to the side with a smirk on her thin lips.
This dusky backroads beauty buried my length vertically in her abundant cleavage interlocking her fingers over my shaft. My cock was driven upward against her breastbone cushioned perfectly on either side by her pillow soft melons. Niecy was kneeling upright but began doing this sort of bouncing series of squats massaging my prick with her tits like a pro.
For just one second I thought maybe she was doing this and more with their landlord, but the intensity of this adult movie level tit fuck wiped away that thought.
Her eyes were widened enough that I noticed the hazel color of her pupils drifting down to her flared nostrils before settling on her open mouth framed by dark colored lipstick.
Niecy released my throbbing member to her educated right hand jacking like she meant it before wantonly sucking me off getting progressively deeper until I cried out in sexual distress. Niecy released me from her mouth with a visible splash of saliva, the rest running off her chin.
"Now what's that you a saying about Glendale right here boy?"



"FUCK THAT NIGGA!" I exclaimed morally broken making Niecy burst into this half choking laughter. She sounded like those idiots from that old Revenge of the Nerds movie. The service continued as she relived me of my shorts one leg at a time making me bottomless.
"Come sit down on this here couch so I can really give you a lot of this mouth and these titties. You'd like that, now wouldn't you Robert boy?" I damn near hopped over her head landing bare assed on her couch.
"YES MA'AM!!" I yelled happily mimicking her own southern accent which did not go unnoticed. Niecy gave me a light play slap before spreading my legs apart as far as they would go. Niecy got on all fours crawling between my thighs completely throating me this time.
Now that I was seated, Niecy obliged me without the use of her hands working my length with neck alone. I couldn't believe what was happening due to our past interactions which consisted of her infantilizing me in one way or another. She was always calling me kid, or boy while she ran around with older guys supposedly in her league.
Ironically this was one of the reasons Arnold was so violence prone. Their deceased mother had imposed upon her only son the unenviable duty of keeping Niecy's panties intact. She'd knowingly or not, sentenced her son to street fights on the regular usually centered around protecting his sister's virginity.
Arnold Belle failed miserably.
Now in the present I was sitting on his couch in the family home with my cock damn near balls deep in big sister's mouth. Perhaps unveiling another technique, Niecy let her mouth remain open using it in a dipping motion to fellate me.
It was a weird sensation coupled with this gagging noise which eventually evolved with her sucking as hard as she could popping her lips each time. Niecy used my inner thighs right herself enough to plant my cock between her spongy tits lubricating it with a steady stream of saliva before beginning.
This time Niecy used her fists punched into the outsides of her breasts creating a tight fit but allowing the top of my shaft to remain visible. She started slow and steady letting me watch my cock being massaged and jerked. There was a gregarious smile on her face as her fingers slid to the front trapping my member.
Niecy leaned forward working her tits frantically for a while before sucking me off in intervals. I found myself cupping the back of her head directing her actions without conscious thought. She cupped the base of my endowment between her thumbs and forefingers fucking me with her mouth until I just about melted.
"AW SHIT I GOTTA FUCK YOU!!" I couldn't help it anymore yelling my desire finding a hand over my mouth.
"Boy, ain't nobody said nothing about getting no pussy." Niecy cautioned wagging a finger in front of my surprised face.
"I can't fuck." Niecy straightened her back looking at me like I was the last person to figure out the punchline to a joke told hours earlier.
"Hey now I ain't trying to fuck things up with my man Robert, you hear now boy? You got yourself a real nice piece of meat down here between your legs, but he done told me we getting us a mansion when his record drop. Can you give me a mansion? I'll answer that question for you nigga; you can't. I like you Robert, and if I wasn't with Glendale, I'd fuck you all over this couch and this motherfucking trailer, but I gotta protect my bag, you understand?"
"Sucking my dick ain't cheating?" I tried to be dryly facetious, but Niecy looked confused with an incredulous half smirk.
"Don't you know nothing boy; don't you go to church, huh? Sucking and rubbing ain't no cheating. It's just second base like, you hear?" I raised an eyebrow with a half smirk of my own.
"You catholic, down here?"
"YOU AIN'T?!" I chuckled to myself almost facepalming when Niecy let go of my still erect member.
"Uh shit, I'm largely agnostic myself." My erection was bobbing just inches away from her perfect sloping tits, erect nipples, and all.
"What's that?" Niecy looked legit confused.
"Oh, well its kind of like being catholic Niecy; say does that mean I can't see you naked or nothing." She cocked her head to the side making me think I'd been busted actively trolling her.
"If you promise no funny business I'll let you look all you want; and you can finish up with my titties too." Mischievous thoughts were already running through my head as I figured maybe her ignorant boyfriend was actually catholic which made it likely Niecy went that direction too.
"OH THANK YOU!!"
"No funny business, right?" She plunked her thumbs down into the elastic waistband of her shorts but stopped short, wagging that finger in my face again.
"Scout's honor." I was never any kind of fucking scout, but she didn't know that.
Niecy stood up between my spread thighs leaving her undersized gym shorts on the worn hardwood trailer floor. I was presented with a beautifully symmetrical esthetic of "slim thick" nudity. Niecy Belle young clueless woman that she was, provided the reason for her immature boyfriend's overt jealousy and behind the cuff deference.
Plainly speaking, this young twentysomething was a whole snack. Even without those incredible H-cups resting high on her chest, the rest of her figure was model perfect with just the slightest bit of definition in her abdomen. Niecy had a picture perfect bikini belly above the triangular patch of curly hair, her nappy dugout.
"Liking the view, ain't you?" Bitch knew the answer.
"Turn around." I was handling myself with two fingers encircling the base as she hesitated for half a second before acquiescing to my wishes.
The rear view was equally enticing with her narrow back leading down to hips that matched their width with a noticeable exception. Niecy Belle had a very ripe, luscious looking bubble butt enhanced visually by her dusky skin tone.
I was a regular, classically medium brown color, but her shade was sort of dirty, with a bit of grey inset making for something inherent to the natural dirt. If she never spoke, you could easily think her a native of east Africa. There was a smoothness to her altogether that made me want to ravish this country ingenue endlessly.
"Come sit in my lap." I requested semi-meekly hoping she would just go with it and impale herself on my rod.
"You trying me, ain't you?"
"I ain't trying you, I just want you to sit down."
"We done talked about this, didn't we Robert?" She looked wary of my intentions, but I was gonna continue the hard sell regardless.
"Dammit Niecy I just wanna feel my dick on that juicy ass of yours; just wanna rub it, fuck that butt crack aa little, shit." I thought to add a little verbal frustration at the end of my duplicitous coercion thinking she would be susceptible to a form of peer pressure.
"OH, IS THAT ALL? HECK I DONE THAT SINCE I WAS IN SCHOOL BEFORE MY TITS POPPED OUT REAL GOOD!!!" It was a head scratcher but Niecy planted her butt between my thighs resting it on the absolute edge of the couch. My business was compromised, but my length ended up cushioned between her cheeks. Niecy started lightly rubbing against the underside of my shaft.
"Yeah girl, just like that." I encouraged not taking it too far.
"Well if you really wanna feel it, you gotta spread my buns apart and sort of really get it in there good. Then you gotta grab it on either side like a big sandwich and mash it in tight with your thumbs touching; then I can give it to you real nice and good."
"Like this?" I followed along with her hick tutorial interlocking my thumbs over the top of my shaft getting some decent ass cleavage.
"That's just about right there Robert; here we go boy." Niecy grabbed both of my knees steadying herself.
Her apple bottom started bouncing in my lap grinding my girth intensely. She added to the atmosphere with these huffs and barely audible gasps rubbing my business from stem to base, then bucking her hips as I held fast.
The contrast between my medium brown skin and her two and a half shades of darkness looked incredible. The mention of her previous history with this sort of impassioned frottage spoke to her proficiency as veins started to appear on the surface of my member like embedded thunderbolts.
I wanted to stuff her cunt full with extreme prejudice.
"Aw fuck that feels so good, lean back so that I can hold your big tits." Niecy didn't hesitate reclining in my lap as I reached under her arms cupping and squeezing the underside of her soft breasts.
"I'm thinking I like the way you hold me; think I like it real good." Niecy commented rolling her hips in my lap taking my tumescence on a ride. She'd already started tensing up giving my meat these intermittent squeezes with her butt cheeks.
I rolled and pinched her nipples, lustily squeezing and bouncing her tits as Niecy cupped a hand under her chin. She audibly hocked a few times clearing her throat before letting a pool of saliva run down her chin into her palm. Before I knew it, Niecy was applying it as lubrication for my neglected balls.
"Yeah, do that shit girl." She was rubbed and playing with my balls in similar fashion to her big tits being groped.
I could feel the message everywhere with these jolts of pleasure radiating between my legs, even bulging between her thin fingers. It felt lathery and slick as she hunched over using both hands on my balls enjoying herself. My cock slid down a bit towards the rubbery underside of her cheeks, but I kept humping up into her cleft as precum ran freely from my crown.
Niecy got into this sort of standing squat using one of her hands on my knee to balance while she played adding more of her "homemade lubricant" as my head slid down towards the cushions. I was drifting to the side almost laying flat on my back. She followed my movements taking a feverish cheek fucking unaware that I was gradually slipping further down the succulent curve of her buttocks.
It almost felt as if I were going to cum, but that climax was just a bit out of reach. A bit of steamy wetness excited me further as the Niecy's hands slid away. I poked her slit in teasing fashion a few times, then just the tiniest portion slid inside.
"THAT'S ENOUGH OF THAT!!" Niecy stood up quickly disengaging us.
"What?"
"I think it's time for you to go Robert." Her voice sounded stern as she stepped into her gym shorts pulling them up tersely. I sat up brows raised wondering if I'd pushed her too far as Niecy snapped up her shirt starting to get into it with a healthy jiggle of her big sloping tits.
"What's going on; what happened?"
"I'm thinking you just some kind of snake is all; you ain't got no fucking respect for my word. I done told you about my feelings on cheating and I love Glendale! He gonna take me outta this shit hole town but not with a snake up in my garden!! You think you gonna get some pussy even when I said otherwise nigga; now you gotta go!!!" Niecy was undeniably hot.
"Hey I didn't mean anything by it, I'm sorry Niecy." My shirt came flying at my face.
"PUT YOUR CLOTHES ON!! GET UP OUTTA HERE!!" Niecy Belle was blisteringly hot as I scrambled into my shorts knowing her ire directed at me was well deserved. I would've banged the stuffing out of her box if given half the chance.
"Sorry." I tried again sounding extra contrite as she tugged down on her tee covering the undersides of her breasts, one brow raised.
I got up fumbling with my pants while Niecy looked as if she wanted to resume fisticuffs with me. We sort of did this circling of one another as I inched towards the opposite side of the coffee table while she drifted the other way. There was a sort of angry energy in the air which made me wary noticing her gritted teeth.
"Asshole." Niecy hissed.
"WHOA!!" I went over like a ton of bricks as my right leg fell into the hole in her living room floor.
I heard the growl and ravenous barking of the returning Rottweiler as Niecy's angry façade shattered. She grabbed both of my arms using her weight falling backward. My leg was quickly drawn upward out of the hole, but the dog followed getting half stuck in the hole. It began barking loudly snapping and alternately whining in distress as Niecy went after its chain.
"GET ON OUTTA HERE OR HE GONNA TAKE A BITE OUTTA YOU!!" Niecy warned struggling to free the animal.
I couldn't tell if she were trying to shove its head back through the hole or pull it into the living room instead. I threw open the door half tumbling down the stairs. I ran across the unkempt lawn to a chorus of vicious barking looking back finding the dog behind the trailer's screen door. I hopped the ditch onto the road making good my escape.
"Oh man what a morning; can't believe Niecy's such a cock tease." I muttered to myself still half running down the street.
I took a few moments after finding out my business was flopping wildly from my open fly. Luckily I was surrounded on both sides of the road by deep underbrush and an overgrown area of the woods. I tucked taking stock of my situation as a few cars passed on either side of me.
It was sort of dangerous walking the backroads, but I strolled continuing onward in the direction I'd originally gone before encountering the weird hillbilly family and Niecy. I hit this right finding a park I recalled from memory of a past visit during childhood. It was bordered on one end by a section of densely wooded area.
I was alerted by some honking getting louder as a truck approached.
"Shit." It became clear that my old friend Arnold was behind the wheel. I immediately worried that he might have been tipped off by his sister as the truck pulled up beside me. There was a rather large girl sitting there beside him.
"HEY ROBERT BOY, WAS GOOD?!!" Arnold yelled joyously as his truck slowed to a stop beside me on the driver's side.
Arnold Belle shared his older sister's dusky skin tone and deep southern accent but was a mass of muscle from his neck to his waist with a physique that rivaled early eighties Arnold Schwarzenegger. There was a resemblance shared with his sister plastered on a narrow sort of squarish looking head.
"Just got here last night; uh, I'm on my way to the store to pick up some groceries." I replied as we bumped fists while he sat behind the wheel next to what I assumed was the girlfriend mentioned by his sister last night.
She was superhumanly unbothered not even looking in my direction wearing this dingy off-white hoodie that looked like something from a local high school with a frayed visible decal on the shoulder.
"This my girlfriend Daisy Mae; honey speak up on my boy right here!" Arnold noticed giving his woman a light nudge with his elbow.
"Sup." Infinitely unbothered.
"Hey where you staying down here; maybe I can swing by and scoop you up later? I gots to get my girl here where she wanna go and all; we been uh, running some errands."
"Eh, I'm staying over on 5th street right at the end in this old track house with a lady named Miss Minnie; you familiar?"
"MISS MINNIE, HELL YEAH I KNOW HER!!" He piped up interested making me feel at home. Obviously he hadn't been around to his own trailer home or spoke with his older sister before finding me as Daisy Mae stirred, still partially hidden by the oversized hoodie covering her upper half.
"We still sitting here, ain't we?"
"Hey girl this my boy, you ain't gotta be all sour like in front of him; we just catching up for a minute."
His tone sounded somewhat apologetic, almost complaining like a kid would. I was moved knowing my friend to be a distinctly alpha type who'd already done a bit of time in juvenile hall at any early age and engaged in several street fights on these back roads much of which he won handily.
"I ain't doing nothing but sitting here and that's what I'm talking about. I don't like, have a problem walking in the other direction either Arnold. I'm just sitting here next to you and ain't a doing nothing interesting in the least." The look on his face at her explanation was solidly in the middle somewhere between tossing her out of his truck and visible emotional distress as he turned to me again.
"Hey man, I'll catch up with you Robert; I gotta do a run, you know?"
"Don't worry about it, bruh I'm good." I knew the signs of a man under the thumb when I saw it and didn't begrudge him that deference one bit.
"Why don't you get yourself in the back of this here truck so we can drop you fore we go on where we got to be; I don't want you to think I'm some kind of bitch out here."
Her voice was casual as I noticed she was looking at the face of her phone still unbothered. I felt like flipping her the bird, but Arnold still looked distressed in the most henpecked of ways, so I decided to wave an olive branch.
"Sure thanks." I hopped into the truck bed.
Daisy Mae didn't reply but Arnold nervously chuckled hitting the gas before I was even properly seated. I had to catch myself managing to get just comfortable enough to watch the scenery shooting by in blurred fashion. I glanced over finding myself looking at the back of his girlfriend's head through the small rear truck window.
She had a shock of rude looking curly hair with reddish undertones that I wasn't too sure were natural. The hoodie covering her upper half obscured the rest of her features but I noticed her texting on her phone profusely. Her hands were beautiful, the tone distinctly light skinned with some noticeable freckles covering them.
"ALRIGHT ROB, HOP ON DOWN!!" We quickly arrived at the little country store, itself nothing really much to look at a elongated trailer in and of itself with a neon sign mounted on a wheeled flat bed.
"HEY THANKS MAN!!" I jumped over the edge landing on the graveled driveway.
"WE'LL CATCH UP LATER, YOU HEAR?!!" Before I could answer, he'd gunned it out of there like he was being chased by the sheriff.
I stood there watching the truck speed off into the horizon line. It struck me odd that my old friend had become henpecked since we last met. Arnold was known to be a master of finessing girls out of their panties bar none.
"HEY BOY, WHAT YOU DOING OVER HERE?!!" I turned finding Miss Minnie emerging from the store with two bags of groceries.
"Oh uhm, I was gonna buy some stuff for the fridge; I kinda cleaned it out this morning." I explained.
"Well where you been cause that was about three hours ago and I ain't seen you no where when I was a driving around looking Robbie!"
I cringed inside knowing what shenanigans I'd been up to and failed miserably. There was still the intangible of whether or not Niecy would snitch me out to Arnold, but he was presently under the thumb of his girlfriend.
"Guess I got lost a bit ma'am."
"Oh no baby boy, you don't supposed to be walking around back here uniformed, your uncle wouldn't appreciate his nephew being found hanging from a tree, dug up outta one of these here ditches, or worse." Miss Minnie pushed the bags into my empty arms roughly.
She hadn't bothered to change clothing outside of wearing this pea green tube top that didn't leave much to the imagination. Her tits were positively humongous sitting on a big rounded torso while her legs were much slimmer, bare ashy feet in flip flops.
Her cutoff shorts were tacky checkered rayon as we walked over to her waiting minivan which was stuffed in the back with a deluge of boxes, bags, and errant clothing. Miss Minnie was apparently, a hoarder which explained her refrigerator earlier this morning.
"What's worse than hanging from a tree or being found in a ditch?"
"Oh hell boy, you gotta watch it round here cause these woods gotta habit of eating people up."
I was struck odd by her answer as the middle aged woman pushed the bags into the back of her minivan after tossing some trash on the ground at its back. Miss Minnie walked around to the driver's side getting in an turning on the ignition without further explanation as I hopped in beside her.



"How much did you spend on the groceries; I'll give you the money, okay ma'am?"
"That's okay boy, I'll take it outta your narrow tail in trade." Miss Minnie gave me a wry smile lightly rubbing the back of my head making me antsy.
"HUH?!!"
"Since you like digging round in my fridge and everything, you can pick up my house and do my yard proper like boy." Miss Minnie put things into context wanting more manual labor out of me. I think I was a little disappointed she wasn't referring to anything sexual.
Half of my day was already wrought with frustration.
-END of CHAPTER ONE
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"This is another fine mess you've gotten me into." I found myself paying Ms. Minnie back for buying groceries pushing a lawnmower across her disheveled front yard in the afternoon sun.
It was hard labor taken out in trade that I would've much rather paid back monetarily, but my host would not be dissuaded helping out a little at the start mostly in a managerial role. Ms. Minnie was presently sitting on the front patio of her porch gossiping on her phone while having some cool iced tea.
My mind drifted to the blow up with Niecy as I screwed myself out of blowing an epic load all over her impressive knockers. For the slightest moment I'd nearly pushed inside her steaming pot, but immediately hit a brick wall. I kept pushing the lawnmower across the long neglected rectangular patch of frayed grass and dirt picturing her incredible body wishing I'd played the long game with her.
"HUH, OH FUCK!!" The mower suddenly got caught on something embedded in the grass kicking up a small dust cloud for a few seconds until I cut the power. Ms. Minnie was already running across the lawn like I was holding a live grenade as the mower shut off.
"Watch out, let me see it." I was unceremoniously shoved to the side as Ms. Minnie checked making sure the power was off before turning the mower on its side.
"I turned it off."
"Yeah but I like to be sure I ain't losing no fingers round here. Now you step on back a few feet that a way boy." I was offended at being treated like a kid, but acquiesced stepping back three feet or so. Ms. Minnie took her time getting down on her knees inspecting the underside of the mower.
"Just as I figured." She pulled what looked like a old railroad spike out of the blades examining it.
"What's that doing there?" I was curious because there wasn't any kind of railroad in the area and hadn't been even back in the day during my childhood visits. Ms. Minnie's face scrunched up as she stared at the rusty artifact suddenly tucking it away.
"Don't you worry yourself none about that; take this here mower round to the back. I'm gonna have to take it into the next town for repairing."
"Sorry ma'am, I didn't see it; was there a railroad around here back in the day?"
"MIND ME BOY, TAKE THAT MOWER BACK THERE BY THE SHED!"
Her demeanor was off putting but I followed orders like a good little soldier pushing the damaged mower back along the side of her house towards the shed. I glanced back over my shoulder finding Ms. Minnie stomping the railroad spike back into place underfoot.
She paid a little closer attention to my activities in the yard directing me to rake up errant leaves and shrubbery placing the refuse in a number of garbage bags.
Throughout it all, Ms. Minnie kept up a running conversation on her phone with multiple persons unknown while I toiled away sweating profusely.
"Hey Robbie, you hungry?"
"Robert, yeah." I corrected getting no reaction about the mispronunciation of my name whatsoever.
"What you want, some burgers?"
"I don't know, do you guys have a pizza place down here?"
"Of course we do Richard, we gots a real nice one couple miles outta town square. That what you want to fill your belly? A burger would go right nice with that pizza and you can get some extras too."
"Sure Ms. Minnie, thanks." It was obvious she wanted some burgers and I knew to just go with the flow. We walked over to the front porch where she presented me with a pen and a piece of notebook paper. I wrote down my order handing it over only to find her outstretched palm in my face.
I shrugged and Ms. Minnie followed up mimicking the action with her meaty shoulders.
"What?"
"GIMME SOME MONEY BOY!!" Ms. Minnie almost yelled point blank in my face exhibiting a visceral frustration that made me double up internally. I figured her attitude stemmed from the damaged lawn mower digging around in my pockets.
"Eh, sure ma'am." Luckily I had a random fifty in my pocket clipped from my hidden stash remembering Uncle Ed's instructions.
"GIVE IT UP!!" Ms. Minnie snapped up the dough walking off without another word. I watched her file into her vehicle and pull out burning rubber. Only after she was gone did I realize my scribbled order was still in hand.
"Bitch." Despite my irritation, I went back to cleaning the yard because their was nothing else better to do.
There was a floor model television in the living room but I found that I couldn't turn it on without the universal remote which was conspicuously missing along with my host. I guessed that Ms. Minnie figured I would slack off in her absence as I was distracted by a honking horn.
"ROBERT WHAT'S GOOD?!" Arnold was sitting behind the wheel of his pickup which I noticed had some peculiar looking tires in that all were thin spares. His girlfriend Daisy Mae was absent from the passenger seat which explained his familiar jovial nature.
"Hard labor."
I raised a plastic garbage can stuffed with trash as he got out of his truck leaving it in the middle of the narrow street. In the three years since we'd last seen one another, Arnold had added a good fifteen pounds of muscle to his torso while his legs remained comedically thin. He was wearing a white tank, baller shorts and flip flops and I couldn't argue with that because of the stifling humidity.
"Aw Ms. Minnie think she slick having you pick up her yard cause she got them tickets from the city inspector and shit. Lord knows her fat tail ain't gonna bend over picking up all this trash in the yard. She tried to get my cousin to clean up, but he flipped her off when she offered him five dollars."
"I'm not surprised."
"Don't tell her I told you this, but she got that dumpster over there after letting one of them city fellas get a piece."
"Bullshit."
"Serious like Robert, she thought the guy was gonna have some of them immigrant fellas come over and clean up the place. Heck last week she was taking a few shots at that dumb looking van them city inspector guys be driving round here checking up on stuff."
"They consider this place a city?"
"We got a mall put in at the edge of town and they're putting in one of them whole food stores next year like. Gonna be a lotta jobs round here for the people, probably more than uh, since that there can factory got closed down."
We shared a moment of silence in memory of his and Niecy's mother. She lost her life in a tragic accident and their step-father had run off with most of the settlement leaving the sibling s to fend for themselves.
I knew through family gossip that Arnold kept himself busy with a shit job just outside of Maplewood supplementing his income with handyman work. Niecy last I heard was in a nursing program at school, but now she'd hedged that bet for the intangible promise of tangent wealth through her idiot boyfriend Glendale.
"Be careful man, you should always worry when a whole food store goes up in your hood."
"Why?"
"Gentrification."
"What's that?" Arnold asked earnestly helping me dump a full can into the dumpster at the edge of Ms. Minnie's property.
"Lets talk about that later, I been here for a day or so and I ain't seen much in the way of females; well, except your sister Niecy a night ago." It was my way of testing the waters covertly with Arnold to see if she snitched. From my knowledge of him, Arnold was a pretty straight forward guy, but it had been a while.
"Yeah she told me you came by looking for me, but I was out with Daisy Mae." He gave me a slightly rough nudge meant to be partially playful, but also demonstrate his casual strength.
"Your girl who was in the truck earlier, right?"
"Only got one and she more than enough to feed the needy Rob."
"Never thought I'd hear you say that Arnold; say remember that time you got hemmed up by the sheriff for leaving his niece in that graveyard when she wouldn't put out?"
"If he didn't have that gun, I would've put my foot up his ass. A bunch of my cousins was over for a backyard party that time and we had his punk butt covered. Hell my cousin Randy was up on top of the house with his rifle while he was trying to get me to cuff myself."
"Shit man, that's fucked up." We shared a hearty laugh.
"That white girl had one big fucking ass talking about how we was just a riding and how she don't do that on the first date. I had to toss her outta my car cause I'm a lover not a fighter."
"You lucky the Klan didn't visit you."
"They could've come on down here and visit my house; just send them coffins back in the morning. Sides, I tapped that big white ass two week after I got outta county jail anyway."
"Really?!!"
"Yeah and that there blonde girl started a stalking the shit outta me fore Niecy had to explain thangs to her all woman like."
"Woman like?"
"Yeah beat her down Rob, drug that girl around the crossroad down there at the end of the corner. Niecy was just plumb tired of that female coming over every day looking for dick. I used to miss her sometimes cause she could suck a golf ball through a mile of garden hose."
"So now you're a one woman man, huh?"
"Don't you worry bout that none; you in need of company or something?"
"I guess Arnold; just kinda pissed and more than a little frustrated because a female fucked me over a couple of days ago."
"Really Rob, do tell what happened to you man?"
"Bitch pulled a Cosby on me."
"REALLY?!!"
"Yeah, I caught this female doing a fucking white line in my bathroom topless. Actually it's my cousin's friend and shit. They were staying with us because they were gonna be bridesmaids in a wedding."
"Was she hot?" Arnold asked probably missing the other details of the story outside of the topless woman mention.
"She's a fucking hype Arnold."
"Yeah but that don't rightly mean she wasn't hot."
"SHE WAS FUCKING HOT ARNOLD, FUCKING BAD ASS LIKE A PORN STAR!!" I blurted out angered by the memory alone.
"Did she have big tits?"
"Yeah." There was a pregnant pause before laughter ensued after I made this gesture with my hands demonstrating the size of Deana's breasts.
Arnold helped me pick up the rest of the yard as we got reacquainted managing to leave out my situation for the time being. We took a seat on this wooden swing inside the front patio of Ms. Minnie's home enjoying some generic soda she'd purchased from the general store earlier.
I used my phone to play some music settling on "Time Flys" by Janet Jackson as we reminisced about past hookups and shitty girlfriends. Arnold Belle had a wealth of experience but seemed to shy away from talking about his current girlfriend.
"Hey man, you really looking for a female?"
"I guess." I replied nonchalantly leaving out the details involving my failed episode with his older sister.
"You know I could run you down to the mall. There's tons of females hanging round there and all you gotta do is let on how you're from the city and all."
"My uncle told me about doing that."
"Man just make sure you buy the rubbers and it's a go in that there bedroom. The girls round here like going over to the Days Inn to get their freak on if you got dollars. Drop some change on a room and they'll fuck you all night."
"Serious?"
"Fuck yeah man; want me to run you over to the mall?"
"I thought you were a one woman guy?"
"What that gotta do with me driving you to the mall? I ain't doing nothing so my hands clean, but I can help you pick out a good one; sides I'm getting awfully hungry. Let's go over there Rob, they gotta food court for sure."
"Ah Ms. Minnie went to pick up some food; she'll be pissed if I'm not here when she gets back."
"Did you give her money for that there food boy?" Arnold raised a brow.
"Yeah." He slapped his knee laughing to himself. I didn't get the joke as he turned towards me guffawing like a donkey.
"Man when we was little, Ms. Minnie used to say to us "Gimme Five" and we'd slap her hand. Then she'd say like "Gimme five dollars, that is boy" and we'd laugh our asses off. My cousin Randy actually gave her five dollars cause he stupid and then got lumped up for asking for it back. Ms. Minnie loves that rifle of hers."
"So what're you trying to say?"
"You ain't getting no fucking food Rob!" I reclined on the swing folding my arms staring across Ms. Minnie's cleaned front lawn.
"Come on man, I'll run you down to the mall for some food."
"Sure."
Both of us started off towards Arnold's truck after I pulled up Ms. Minnie's door. I took the time to make sure my things weren't readily in view of anyone entering the house while Arnold invaded the fridge helping himself to another soda. Most of the things purchased by my host were more amenable to her particular palate. I bristled a bit at the thought of Ms. Minnie having a meal on my dime after I'd more than picked up her place and even cleaned out her fridge.
"Hey man, what's up with them bicycle wheel on your ride?" I had to ask.
"Where's your fucking car nigga?"
"Okay you make a lot of sense." I conceded.
"Aw man, my old girlfriend snuck up round the house and slashed my tires after I dumped her funky tail." It was my turn to laugh.
"GET YOUR ASS IN THE CAR AND STOP LAUGHING AT ME BEFORE YOU END UP EATING AN OKRA SANDWICH!!" The threat was enough as I slid into the passenger seat still giggling. Arnold grabbed the door handle just as his phone started ringing.
"Oh hold on, I gotta take this Rob."
"It's cool."
Instead of answering the phone at the driver's side of his vehicle, Arnold walked a good ten feet away from his truck leaving me sitting there. It looked like he answered the phone on face time holding it with both hands directed towards his face before he took another few feet away from the vehicle.
I supposed his girlfriend's ears perked up somewhere in town when he decided to take me to the mall for some lunch and a little female fishing. He stood down the road a bit for the next fifteen minutes bobbing his head like an obedient pet which made me feel annoyed a bit. There was no doubt Arnold Belle was seriously pussy whipped as he walked back with this forlorn look on his face.
"Hey man, sorry but I gotta make a few runs."
"The girlfriend?"
"Don't meddle me, I'll catch you up later Rob."
"Sure." I replied dryly stepping out of his truck. The mood was decidedly different as Arnold hopped behind the wheel speeding off without another word. I stood there in the middle of the road watching his truck disappear from view before scoffing.
"Daisy Mae."
I went back to the front yard considering my options from the patio. Social media searches saw my mother and company enjoying the festivities of the wedding I'd been banned from. I was specifically searching for some pics of Deana but found nothing beyond my cousin hanging out with my sister. It felt like she was hiding from me even when I found her social media page which had been switched to private effectively blocking me.
Together with Niecy Belle, Deana represented twin mountains of sexual frustration. The more I thought about the wayward BFF of my cousin, the more I got angry that I hadn't been able to at least plead my case before being banished to the sticks. Now she was living it up as I wondered if my cousin was imbibing a bit of the white horse as well.
This invariably led my thoughts to Niecy who'd admonished me for trying to get a piece. She was right, but I still felt as if she were a hypocrite despite being wrong. I pulled out my phone realizing I was still in possession of the sex tape I'd filmed before knowing it was in fact Ms. Belle "paying the rent" to the Chad in ownership of the land their trailer rested on for decades.
"Motherfucker." I pulled up the footage ruefully watching her getting railed from behind this guy who looked like a dim bulb Chris Farley.
This guy even had the nerve to buck up post interrupted coitus making me chafe inside imagining my fist smashing his stuffed reddened face into mush. Backroads Chad had been pounding her cunt probably for a while before I happened upon them. This made me bristle thinking a price tag was attached to her used cunt.
It felt like she thought I wasn't good enough to tap that ass because I wasn't some aspiring rapper goon or a enriched Zaddy with accumulated enrichment through obvious nepotism. I replayed the three minute clip repeatedly getting angrier by the minute as I thought of my friend being "whipped" by his girlfriend.
"Hey boy!" I looked up finding that Ms. Minnie had returned slamming the door of her minivan.
"OH YOU CAME BACK!!" She was carrying some plastic bags from a burger joint but stopped short looking at me with a furrowed brow.
"What, you thought I left you behind or something Robbie?!!"
"Uh Robert ma'am; I uhm, just didn't expect you back so soon." I danced on a verbal tightrope under her angry gaze.
"You ain't got no girl in there do you cause I already done told you not to lay up with none of these bobtail heifers round here! Now you gone and get that fast girl up outta my house before I put hands to you two!! HEY, IS THAT GIRL LAYING UP IN MY BED, HUH BOY?!!"
"NO ONE'S HERE MA'AM!!"
"Check yourself Robbie!!" Ms. Minnie warned stomping up onto the porch placing the bags down on the swing.
"There's no one in there." My voice drifted off as she stormed inside checking the premises for herself adding to my frustration. Ms. Minnie returned in short order snatching up the bags checking them like I'd went through them in the scant few minutes since she was gone.
"Your pizzas are on the back seat along with some drinks and another bag of groceries. Hurry up and have your lunch, then I want you to give my car a wash; uh after you clean it out boy."
I didn't say anything letting my expression do the talking unintentionally.
"Problem?"
"Huh?"
"We got us one of them there problems is what I'm asking boy? I think right here and now, I think I'm seeing some of that youngblood attitude or something right here! I think we might have to knuckle up with one another; what you think boy?" She set the plastic bags down again probably expecting a fight, but I knew better and I didn't have an exit strategy either.
"I- uhm, I don't have a problem Ms. Minnie."
"You sure?"
"Yes ma'am; would you like me to clean your vehicle right now instead of later?" I folded internally screaming in rage, but her features softened after a few minutes.
"Ah you can do it later, come on inside and have something to eat. Maybe you might wanna rest a spell before you get to it, but get it done before nightfall, okay Robbie?"
"Yes ma'am." She still mispronounced my name, but I went with it as she disappeared inside with the plastic bags of food.
I found two boxes of bargain pizza on the backseat along with a cardboard cup holder with some sodas and one already melted vanilla shake. There was a light brown wig sitting next to the boxes looking like it had been discarded by Ms. Minnie as she drove.
The inside of the minivan reeked of perfume as I noticed the cheap bottle in one of the center cupholders. A narrative formed in my head softening my anger as I approached the front door within earshot of Ms. Minnie's current phone conversation.
"WASN'T NO CATFISH DEON, HE DIDN'T EVEN SHOW UP!!" My suspicions were confirmed making it proper etiquette to hang back and listen. I stood just a few feet away from the screen door listening as she continued.
"Hell nall Deon; why would I tell him about hooking up with Eddie, huh? You just, girl you about a whole bucket full of dumb if you think I'm going about telling my business on the streets. Sides Eddie couldn't get the job done, only gave me ten minutes of dick. I been a feigning something fierce as of late girl. FUCK NO!! I'm pretty damn sure I swiped right on that there tender app! Heck even tried uh, Grinder but ain't nothing on there but gay guys!!"



I opened one of the boxes finding that Ms. Minnie had helped herself to a few slices of my generic pepperoni.
"Wore my good wig and everything only to get fucking ghosted, Deon! WHAT?!! Huh, all hell no Eddie ain't gonna be around for a week and he done left this goddamn kid round here laying up!! What, are you lame in the melon Deon?! Well yeah, he's eighteen and all but... AW YOU SHUT YOUR TRAP!! Ain't that why you done gone and got that ankle bracelet on your fucking leg, huh?!! DAMMIT DEON, YOU AIN'T GOT NO BUSINESS GIVING OUT ADVICE!!"
I did a doubletake at that portion of the conversation but was heartened at her response deciding to make my presence known.
"HEY MISS MINNIE, YOU WANT SOME OF THIS PIZZA MA'AM?!" I sounded sort of fake but hoped she wouldn't notice. Instead of reacting, she ignored me going into her bedroom leaving me alone at the kitchen table.
Now I realized she was sexually frustrated which made her a bit more human in my opinion. Ms. Minnie returned briefly brandishing a universal remote switching on the television. She stopped on a Marvel movie, the original Avengers before retreating back to her bedroom remote and food in one hand, phone in the other.
"Uhm, okay." She left me alone after turning up the television to hide her conversation. I shrugged and ate alone watching the movie coming to enjoy her absence.
It turned out to be a marathon of movies from Disney which was probably part of some promotion for an upcoming movie. I settled in letting time fly by watching the movie from the couch enjoying the liquified milkshake left behind by Ms. Minnie. I intermittently played a few games on my phone sharing time with some of the movies until I dozed off.
[DARKNESS]
"What you think you doing Robert?" She was smiling and it wasn't lost on me that she hadn't bothered to cover up letting it all hang out.
"I UH, WAS GONNA USE THE BATHROOM; I MEAN UH, NOT THE TOILET BUT THE SHOWER!!" I hated myself for not being able to control my nervousness around her. Having Deana standing there right in front of me topless and grinning had me about to spazz out, possibly faint. She looked down at her own huge knockers then up at my face amused.
"Like what you see Robert, huh? You like my titties right, nigga?" Her tone was playful, but I was making an ass of myself standing in front of Deana shaking like a gimp.
"WAKE UP!!"
"HUH, WHAT IS THAT?!!" I bolted awake still sitting upright on the couch thinking Ms. Minnie returned.
I found myself alone I the living room well after dark remembering that I was supposed to clean out and wash her minivan. The television was really loud as I got up walking to the still open door checking to see that the screen remained locked. It was pitch black outside with just the flickering of a primitive streetlight accompanied by the insectoid buzz of electricity.
I walked outside into the darkness thankfully finding that I'd locked the van door. The movie could still be heard well outside as I walked back into the living room finding an army of superheroes fighting aliens on the floor model television. I wanted to turn down the volume, but the universal remote was missing.
"Oh yeah, Ms. Minnie's got it stashed in her room.
I walked over to her bedroom at the edge of the kitchen / dining room portion of the living room finding the door cracked open.
"Oh, uhm okay wow."
Ms. Minnie was lying prone on her back in the middle of her mattress flopped out with a bottle of E&J still in her ham fisted grasp. This massive black mature was a literal island in the middle of that spartan bed bordered by discarded bedding, clothing and various bits of trash and garbage. I'd breached her private boudoir simply wanting the universal remote but found something else altogether.
Her tits were rising like twin coal mountains on her heaving chest as she snored loudly. The lime green tube top covering her upper half leaving the woman with dual sections of bulging cleavage. Her primal allure to my uncle was made abundantly clear.
Ms. Minnie had enough boob that the upper swell of her titties cradled the underside of her chin while the lower undersides made it look as if she were possessed of two sets. Her nipples were hidden behind the rectangular section of the tube top but were poking against the cheap rayon material. This woman was a living mountain of tit flesh as I took in her figure laying there.
Online there was a term for Ms. Minnie which I found highly appropriate. My fetish had evolved over time making me more amenable and partially attracted to larger women, more inclusive as I perused the offerings through my laptop and phone on the regular.
This large black woman's body type was known as "Super-Sized Big Beautiful Women" and this term fit Ms. Minnie to a T.
Besides her tits and huge shelf-like derriere, observing her from an overhead point of view yielded the fact that she was slightly well proportioned. Just below the swell of her massive boobs was a thick torso that merged into her hips and thick, chunky legs devoid of an ankle. Ms. Minnie wasn't as dark as Niecy, but a couple of shades deeper than my brown tone. This left her rectangular feet with dual tones, significantly lighter on the bottom.
She was a literally humanoid Sherman tank of humanity just below six feet in height.
I'd chuckled the first time we met thinking she was spiritual successor of Ms. Butterworth or Hattie McDaniel in the face, but seeing her laying there brought a different reaction altogether. Ms. Minnie had lost her tattered shorts leaving her sex hidden behind a tiny pair of pink lace panties.
I found myself wondering how she even got into the underwear which appeared a few sizes too small for her figure. Her legs were splayed apart bent at the knees. Despite her short "stud type" natural hair, I gave the sleeping woman a thumbs up as I noticed one of her gargantuan brassieres on the floor near her cluttered bedside table. I
knelt down at her bedside handling it.
"42NN? Whoa Ms. Minnie you're huge; I bet uncle be slamming the fuck out of those tits, huh?" For an instant, my mind's eye created a simulation of my wayward uncle riding her mams to oblivion.
This was broken when Ms. Minnie suddenly dropped her bottle of hooch with a loud snore. My sweat pants were drenched as ground zero for the upturned bottle. I righted the now nearly empty bottle placing it upright on the dirty beige carpet bedside noticing the universal remote.
It was partially visible sticking out just under her right side. This heavyweight was laying on it knocked out in a drunken sleep. It was just above her panty line as I remarked how her skin tone made the hot pink appear to glow in the low light of the shoddy bedroom.
"Damn, fuck." I tried to pull it out finding it wedged tightly as if under a boulder. I didn't want to wake her trying to carefully pull it free, but I grew frustrated after a few minutes tugging harder. It wasn't bulging no matter what.
"CUT IT OUT LEROY!!" Ms. Minnie bellowed out of nowhere making my heart leap into my throat, but I realized she was talking in her sleep as this two ton woman rolled in my direction assuming a curled up fetal position on the edge of the mattress.
"Shit." My hand was now securely trapped under Ms. Minnie's body.
I tried a few more times wheezing and grunting knowing eventually I wasn't going anywhere until she stirred or was awakened. The problem was, Ms. Minnie wasn't the nicest woman in the world and the optics were really bad considering her state of undress.
I didn't know how she would take it and was given the impression she would have no problem putting hands on any man, much less some teen charge she didn't want in the first place. My uncle would probably find me in an unmarked grave when he returned from his truck driving excursion. I was sitting on my haunches which was starting to get uncomfortable as my calves numbed.
"Huh?" One of Ms. Minnie's gargantuan pendulous breasts had freed itself from her pea green top virtually spilling over the edge of the mattress nearly touching the carpet.
The thing was positively massive with the visual consistency of a fucking water balloon or something. There was no visible areola to speak of reminding me of Niecy the day prior. I wondered if this was a shared trait of the indigenous women down here in this area of the south.
My heart started thumping hard while that little bad voice in my head was suggesting things most foul. The nipple was really big but fit the exposed boob perfectly. There were little bumps surrounding it almost in a ring and I was able to make out these creases in the nub.
My pointer finger lightly touched it out of curiosity at first then returned handling it between two fingers marveling at the thickness. I went back to trying to free my trapped hand making Ms. Minnie stir and roll further trapping it underneath her girth. Her movement caused my head to be thrown forward against the side of her sloping belly just above her folded thighs. My face was inadvertently wedged against her stomach which was noticeably heated to the touch.
"Oh fuck me."
I was nearly kowtowing into this forty something's belly with no choice left but to forcefully shove myself in the opposite direction. Effectively blinded, I used my other hand trying to get leverage suddenly feeling my hand and wrist up mid-forearm engulfed by the blob-like embrace of Ms. Minnie's inner cleavage.
"Now this ain't working at all." I mumbled under my breath working my knees for more leverage trying to pull my other hand free of her sweaty mams.
I inched forward inadvertently wiping my face with her belly getting my field of vision just over the curve of her hip. It was tiresome as I rested my chin on that slight squarish hip staring at the bland wall facing the other side of her bed. I was already huffing now trapped under this giant woman.
The loud snoring suddenly stopped.
"Boy what're you doing up in my room?"
My heart leapt into my throat as I slowly regarded her. Ms. Minnie's round eyes were bucked with the light hazel pupils fully dilated in either shock or rage. I audibly gulped realizing both of her elongated pendulous tits were cradling my arm just under her chin.
"Uhm, I was, trying to get the universal remote. It's under you, uh Ms. Minnie, ma'am." I went with the straight up truth hoping for the best expecting the worst as her brow furrowed.
"Oh so you up in here all a grabbing on my titties trying to get a remote; is that right boy?" Her assessment of the situation didn't sound favorable but I soldiered on anyway.
"Yeah, it's right here under your leg; can't you feel it?"
"Check your tone boy; all ahm a feeling is your hand up under there while you trying to play with my titties. What's the matter Robbie; ain't you getting none from them there girls your own age and everything?"
"Names Robert, I ain't got no problem with girls ma'am; I'm just trying to get this remote."
"By playing with my titties, right?"
"No!"
"Oh then by playing with my bootie, eh boy?!" I was irritated and tried to yank my hand free while she was watching finding it impossible as I considered gnawing through it to free myself. I was that embarrassed.
"You got it all wrong Ms. Minnie; just lift up and I'll show you the remote right here!"
"What a remote got to do with my titties and ass, huh?!! You know you creeping in here trying to see what a real woman looks like and now you sitting up in here with your hand in the cookie jar.
"Well maybe you could get off me so I can get my hand outta your cookies then!"
"Watch your tone youngster; getting a few hairs on your chin could get you a two piece. You know you backpedaling cause you ain't man enough to look a woman in the eye when you shoot your shot! Now you all lying about it and shit; what if I wanna find me one of them there universal remotes, huh boy?!"
Before I could even stop Ms. Minnie, her hand was wrapped around my junk. She'd reached down that fast dipping into my board shorts with a lightning quickness that would've shocked me if it weren't for the awkwardness of it all.
"MINNIE!!"
"Oh my gawd... LOOKIT WHAT YOU GOT HIDING DOWN HERE IN THESE JOGGING PANTS OF YOURS!! Oh my gawd, you holding something fierce ain't you boy?!!"
"Minnie uhm, ma'am you can let go of it now; I got your point."
Despite what I thought was our mutual embarrassment, she was still holding fast with half of my endowment rising out of the top of her fist. Ms. Minnie stared at it transfixed, almost cross eyed for a second before glancing at my face with a raised brow.
"Oh dammit you got yourself almost a good ten incher right here kid; look how thick it is, the girth, fatness and all. Oh my gawd, you sure you ain't one of them there homosexuals or something boy?"
"EXCUSE ME?!!"
"Maybe you got yourself some kind of confusion trying to find yourself by looking at my parts! Sometimes you youngins get yourself all confused and start sticking it in that there wrong hole, to get the feeling. I done had a psychology book left up round here by one of my snooty cousins. It explains thangs like this! You all curious about womanhood cause you been stuffing this sausage in the wrong holes!"
Despite her words, Ms. Minnie still had me locked in her fist as I rolled my shoulders then cracked my neck with a sideways motion.
"I ain't, uhm I mean I'm not gay Ms. Minnie. I came into your bedroom to get the universal remote which is presently under your big fat ass. Now if you don't believe me okay then, but can you let go of my dick and get off my hand please! I can hang out at Arnold's house until my uncle gets back if you want ma'am!" I'd reached my limit with the southern slob.
Ms. Minnie stared at me without word blinking profusely in flickering fashion as she processed my statement.
"You done called me fat." She said crestfallen.
"SHIT!!"
"Well I am a bit big boned and everything, but I ain't never had no trouble getting with the menfolk round here and all! I suppose I ain't your idea of that uhm, femininity when you ain't in a dirty man's booty hole. You are being mighty extra with them harmful words and I'd be remiss if I didn't take a strap to your faggety hide boy!"
I would've facepalmed if both of my hands weren't occupied, but I decided to go the other way instead.
"Okay I lied."
"Huh, what is that you're saying, huh boy?"
"You was laying here with your titties half out and I wanted to check it out Ms. Minnie; and I like your itty bitty panties too. I was perving on you because of all this thickness, sorry."
"Are you serious; are you for real Robbie boy?"
"Name's Robert Ms. Minnie; yes I'm serious ma'am; suffice it to say, if you hadn't caught me, I might've fucked up in your big ole' titties too." Her mouth hung open in legitimate shock at my fake confession, but she still had ahold of my now semi-erect penis.
"OH MY BOY, THAT'S REALLY BAD RIGHT THERE!! ADMITTING TO THAT THERE SEXUAL LIKE MISCONDUCT AND ALL!! JESUS H, ROBBIE YOU GOT YOURSELF SOME OF THEM ISSUES AND ALL!! YOU CAN'T BE DOING THANGS LIKE THIS BOY!!"
"Robert, that's my name ma'am and I totally agree with you Ms. Minnie."
I was talking at the same time, nodding my head along with her misguided words. I figured I really didn't have much to lose and she was probably going to try some form of corporal punishment anyway.
"You can't be with a woman like me; besides messing up your little head when it comes to them other girlies you gonna meet, I'm just about way too much woman for a squirt like you to handle and all."
Actually I was six foot two and some change with a fairly athletic body from running track these last two years of high school.
"Yes Ms. Minnie, you're right ma'am." I capitulated wanting to end the torment on my embattled mind.
"You know it Robbie boy; still we can't be having you walking around this here house with a bat sticking out in front of you like that; you kin go up in that kitchen and help yourself to this nice big bottle of olive oil I keep for my fancy meals and everything. Lubes up real good for jerking your thang boy!!"
She had the nerve to smile at me all teeth like she was giving me some sort of positive reinforcement.
"PLEASE MISS MINNIE!!" I flopped out face first into her side about to have a brain aneurysm from embarrassment alone.
"Oh yeah, here you go kid." Ms. Minnie rolled away freeing the now very sweaty hand in custody of the universal remote allowing me to stand.
"See, universal remote Ms. Minnie!"
I let her see the remote in my hand but the hick forty something was busying herself quickly covering her bust with part of a stained sheet on her bed. I was beyond offended as she quickly snapped up her iPhone, easily the most expensive thing in the rickety house.
"Hey Deon girl guess what done happened to me over here tonight?!!"
"EW WHAT MINNIE!!" Some high pitched hen squawked back as I got her intention to gossip the living shit out of me and make me a pariah even down here in the sticks.
My eyes drifted down finding her crotch still uncovered, that inverted triangular patch of hot pink almost glowing in the dim lighting.
I raised my hand bringing it down in a loud slapping motion on Ms. Minnie's muff letting my middle fingers rest between her big jiggly thighs. My reaction was instinctual as she froze not answering her whiny annoying sounding associate as her eyes bucked again for the second time this evening.
Ms. Minnie was more than damp between the legs, sopping wet like a swamp even a bit sticky. Rhonda asked over and over again getting progressively falsetto as I held up my right hand dripping with her essence.
"Hang that shit up ma'am."
Ms. Minnie instantly complied clicking her friend off midsentence as my hand returned to her glazed over snatch. She kept ahold of her phone using both of her ham sized fists to pull the sheet up under her double chin.
"What, you all a doing down there with my privates boy?"
"Why your pussy so wet?"
"You ain't supposed to say dirty thangs like that; I'm old enough to be, um like your big sister or something!"
"Doesn't mean it ain't true ma'am; why're you so wet?"
Ms. Minnie didn't reply prompting me to press those middle digits deep into her crotch getting this squelching sound followed by a series of wet soapy audibles in quick succession. She was no shrinking violet, but remained immobile as I did it over and over again until my fingers were drenched with her oily essence. I raised my hand again showing her the results.
Ms. Minnie had the lower half of her face covered, but I snatched down on the sheet revealing her enraptured features. Her big fists were trembling hard struggling to hold onto her end of the sheet. I went in again for a good five minutes even though my business was still hanging over the elastic waistband of my sweatpants.
"Want me to stop Ms. Minnie? Want me to stop playing with this wet ass pussy, huh ma'am? Hey, we call pussy like this WAP nowadays Ms. Minnie; want me to stop rubbing you out? WAP!! WAP!! WAP!! Huh ma'am?!!"
My evil id was in full control as I went back to roughly rubbing her covered clit and lower lips getting wilder until she couldn't hold in the moans any longer. I ended the set of repetitions with a slap to her muff getting a visible splash of wetness.
"HEY MINNIE, I ASKED YOU A QUESTION, WANT ME TO STOP?!!" I went as far as snapping my glistening fingers in front of her eyes repeatedly.
"NO!! Uhm, no boy, nah Robbie." She averted her eyes scrunching up her nose.
"Hey."
"YES BOY?!" Ms. Minnie flinched meeting my gaze as her mouth opened wider. I was handling my fully erect penis casually stroking it looking her in the eyes like an apex predator.
"You seem to like this right here Ms. Minnie; want me to stick it inside you?"



Time seemed to freeze as she sat there in abject shock staring me in the face gradually returning as her chin dipped to my fist running up and down my thickening shaft. Her nostrils flared as she started breathing through her mouth in huffs.
I knew I had her transfixed when her gaze didn't return to my face. It must have been a while since my uncle hooked up with his road girlfriend. Ms. Minnie wasn't in the know as far as I was concerned about his marital status. She was burning a hole in my uncircumcised vein covered thickness.
"Well, guess you don't want none, huh Ms. Minnie?" I righted myself pretending to put my cock away half turning toward the open bedroom door.
"NOW NOW BOY!! DON'T GET MANNISH WITH ME NOW!!" She yelled in almost baritone tone fashion damn near creating a sonic boom in the tight confines of her bedroom. I turned back fishing out my penis letting it flop and bob freely before her eyes.
"You want some?"
"Well uhm, just stick it in for a minute or two, alright?" Ms. Minnie answered sheepishly embarrassing herself.
"Okay ma'am, I'll give you a couple of strokes."
"Okay." Ms. Minnie answered absentmindedly following my disembodied penis as I walked to the foot of her bed smiling. She pulled the sheet up over her nose leaving her eyes visible looking like an oversized ninja.
I smiled at her like some waiter making a show of losing my sweat pants followed by my socks one after the other until I was nude from the waist down. Comedically, her feet were covered in dingy looking ankle socks with ball tassels at the heels.
"HEY BOY WHAT, WHAT?!!!" Ms. Minnie shrieked as I grabbed her ankles like handlebars yanking her down into the middle of the mattress.
I kept up the show business spreading her legs apart finding that she was surprising able to assume the position of a wishbone allowing me easy access.
"Relax."
I pinched into her drenched undies pulling the tight garment to the side exposing what had to be the fattest pussy I'd ever seen. It was literally the shape of a horseshoe but even so, the pussy lips were wedged together.
"GUT!! GAAAAWWWDDD!!! OH!!! OH SHIT!!! BOY!! GUT!! HEY NOW YOU DOING TOO!! TOO MUCH!!"
My cock hit her like a piston thumping the back of her tunnel as I went Nascar fast earning a deluge of white foamy discharge coating my rod as she yelled like she'd been hit in a drive by. I had to admit Ms. Minnie had a nice narrow cunt that squeezed the shit out of my tumescence.
The wet slaps of my pelvis slamming into her cunt were loud enough to be heard outside her bedroom. Ms. Minnie tossed the sheet aside covering her mouth with both hands moaning and whining utterly enraptured. I guess it had been awhile since she had some action.
"AHM AH FEELING IT IN MA GUTS BOY!! YOUR THANG IS FILLING UP THE TANK!! FILLING ME UP!! OH MY GAAAWDDD BOY!! GETTING IN MY BABY OVEN!! OH MY GAWD!! SHIT!! FUCK!!! GUT!! GUT!! OH MY WORD!!"
I was actually a little nervous because she did sound like a much older woman. Luckily the next house over was well out of earshot a good thirty feet away and fenced off by its racist owners. Ms. Minnie's home faced the far part of his yard so we were pretty much going to remain undisturbed.
She was making me laugh because she kept calling out the lord while I was playfully toying with her. By this time her pussy was so slick with froth and wetness, there was barely any friction. Minnie was hiding her face with a pillow avoiding my face.
"SHIT!! SHIT!! AAAAHHH SHIT BOY!!! YOU ALL IN MY STOMACH!! OH MY GAWD BOY!!" I planted my foot on top of the mattress above her left thigh crouching over Minnie with both palms flattened next on either side of her floppy tits.
From this position, I started pounding the stuffing out of Ms. Minnie making her squirt and froth up until a puddle formed under her butt making this big stain on the sheet. I literally let my body weight become a factor thumping out her tunnel. It felt like I was resizing her narrow cunt because there was just no friction whatsoever.
I snatched the pillow away from Ms. Minnie's face tossing it on the floor.
Uncovered, her face was shiny with perspiration mouth still hung open like it never closed. I made sure she was watching me intently quickly popping my hips into her destroyed snatch earning some funny ass sound that reminded me of a turkey. I righted myself leaving her steaming snatch gaped.
"Okay Ms. Minnie, you good?" I stood at her feet surveying the carnage.
"HUH WHAT?!!" She sounded surprised, eyes fluttering looking up at my innocent face as I began stuffing my still erect prick away.
"That was a good couple of strokes, right? I'm gonna go watch some tv ma'am, good night." I picked up the universal remote with the intent of obviously leaving her hanging as Ms. Minnie covered her battered muff with a hand wide eyed.
"HEY NOW, WHAT'RE YOU DOING?!!" She was definitely hooked making a play for the hand holding the remote but I was too fast holding it out of her reach.
"What, I did you for a few minutes, so we're straight, right?"
"WHUH, WHUH WAIT A MINUTE, YOU AIN'T EXACTLY FINISHED HERE BOY!!!" The panic in her voice was evident as I loitered just out of her reach.
"What do you mean Ms. Minnie?"
"WE GOT SOMETHIN GOING DOWN RIGHT HERE, RIGHT NOW!! I AIN'T EXACTLY FINISHED UP RIGHT HERE!!"
"What that got to do with me?"
"Well, don't you wanna feel good with me boy?"
"Uh, well I figured I'd get that bottle of olive oil and just jerk off my thang Ms. Minnie." I imitated her thick southern accent obviously trolling the middle aged woman.
"WHAT?!!"
"Yeah, you told me I could use it when I'm in need, remember?"
"WUH WELL, I'LL HELP YOU OUT WITH THAT ROBERT!!" She blurted out surprising me with the correct pronunciation of my given birth name.
"Are you sure, I'm pretty horny ma'am?"
"THAT'S A-OKAY ROBERT!! YOU JUST COME ON AND GET TO FILLING UP MY STOMACH LIKE YOU WAS DOING ALL NICE LIKE!! YOU KIN DO IT AS MUCH AS YOU HAVE TO AND I WON'T BE SAYING A THANG!! COME ON HERE BOY!!"
"Well, you sure you ain't gonna mind taking care of me until I'm satisfied Ms. Minnie?"
"Shucks no, now you just get yo'self on down here and stick your thang inside this here oven!! We kin do it as much as you like boy, just hurry it up!! I'm in terrifying need Robert!!"
"Uhm, you ain't trying to have a baby with me or nothing, are you Ms. Minnie?" I just had to go there.
"Heck no, I got me one of them there birth control patches right here on my arm!!" She sounded indignant pointing towards the band-aid like patch on her arm. It stuck out like a sore thumb because of her complexion.
"Well, can I see your big ass titties, too ma'am?" I asked further feigning a sexual innocence long since gone after my second year of high school.
"AW SHUCKS BOY, HERE YOU GO; NOW LETS GET TO IT!!" The bed shook and creaked loudly under her weight as Ms. Minnie snatched that pea green tube top up into her armpits.
Her tits which were positively colossal flopped out pooling across her torso with a watery jiggle, even cradling the underside of her chin. The sight of these mattress like boobs was, simply freakish.
"Oh my gawd." I mimicked what was becoming Ms. Minnie's signature line losing my sweat pants.
"Yeah now come on down here and stick me boy!" The country hick mature was positively whacking her thighs together in anticipation. I got on my knees on the edge of the mattress next to her head.
"Here take care of this for me Ms. Minnie."
Before she could react I gagged her unceremoniously with my cock tentively working her mouth in poking fashion intermittently doing the harmonica thing along her plump lips.
Every bit of adult authority was out the window never to return as Ms. Minnie went audible with some inspired sloppy top with copious amounts of spit mixed with my excessive precum. I momentarily forget about her gargantuan tits on all fours over her head fucking her mouth like a surrogate vagina. Her audible choking, gagging and wet coughing prompted me to mount her deep.
"OH!! OH!! OH!! AH SHIT!! YOU GETTING IT BOY!! YOU TAKING IT FOR YO'SELF!! POKE THAT KAT!! POKE IT UP IN MY STOMACH!! AW SHUCKS!! YOU HITTING MY SPOT JUST RIGHT!! AW!! AW!! FUCK!! AW!! OH MY GAWD BOY!!"
I grabbed Ms. Minnie's wrists folding her arms against the outside of her mammoth watery tits wedging them into twin mountains of chocolate pudding. I flopped out on top of the forty something burying my face in her tits blinding myself with them as I reamed out her box in dramatic fashion.
Her slick creaminess downstairs was incredible with a loud audible stickiness. Her nap covered puss felt good grinding against the base of my cock. I made damn sure she felt every inward thrust at the base of her spine. Ms. Minnie was definitely enjoying herself.
Normally I might have taken her from the back, but despite her monster tits and slick narrow pussy made missionary an absolute must. I found one of her large thick rubbery nipples floating in the middle of a tit taking it into my mouth sucking hard. Ms. Minnie yowled and would've palmed the back of my head if her arms weren't occupied mashing her boobs around my face.
My hearing was actually muffled by her tits as I added a roll of the hips rubbing her inner grooves with my prick. Ms. Minnie was happily being taken to pound town doing her mediocre best to buck and pop her hips on my invading spear.
"THERE!! THERE BOY!! YOU GOT IT JUST RIGHT THERE ON THAT SPOT!! KEEP POKING IT BOY!!! I NEEDS IT BAD!! UN!! UN!! AW!! AW SHIT BOY!! YOU GOT ME CRYING ON THE DICK BOY!! AW SHIT!! UN!! EW WE!! OH MY GAWD ITS HITTING THAT GOOD GOOD SPOT RIGHT PERFECT!! YOU AH CHURNING UP MY STOMACH!! OH MY GAWD!!!"
Ms. Minnie's hick encouragement struck me funny as I blew a raspberry into her cleavage busting up at her hilarious narration of my sexual prowess.
I stifled myself by stuffing my gullet full of tit flesh including both nipples. She went a few octaves higher running the gambit from falsetto to these masculinized grunts of abject pleasure. Bursts of her essence had my member and inner thighs undated with wetness while I never relented keeping a continual pile driving pressure on her virtue.
Out of the blue something snapped inside as Ms. Minnie's arms fell at her sides inadvertently releasing my captured head. I took these big open gasps of life giving air as she went into a body wide convulsion orgasming wildly. This mature hick's face was in ugly cry mode along with a guttural scream as she actually clamped down on my prick leaving a little stuck outside bouncing her butt on the mattress like a trampoline.
The wrenching feeling of her munching cunt was indescribably pleasurable obliging me to ride it out until she was calmed. Ms. Minnie grabbed handfuls of her sheet and bedding bucking like a madwoman.
It took a good five minutes or more for her to be stilled gradually easing up on my endowment.
Throughout it all, I was playfully bouncing and jiggling her monster sized mams using my hands and forearms. All of the energy seemed to leave Ms. Minnie planted on that soaked mattress like she was making a snow angel. This older woman had gone full starfish leaving me with an unsatisfied cock, still embedded.
"Uhm, was it good for you Ms. Minnie?"
"Ew yeah boy, you done give me exactly what I been needing for a long while Robert baby!! You kin come up in my bed anytime you want and get yourself some hot pie; you got yourself one of them there hall passes to this pussy!"
"Well if it's okay; can I cum now Ms. Minnie?" She'd picked up some napkins that were on an exposed part of her mattress wiping her sweaty brow before fanning herself with the damp papers. Her eyes bucked at my question.
"OH YEAH BABY!! COME ON AND GET YOURS!!" She shifted on the mattress which looked like a battlefield at this point.
She was surprised when I mounted her belly letting my member rest there. The lower half of her pendulous breasts covered my crown as I took in the scenery then dismounted again.
"WHAT'S WRONG NOW?!!"
"Something's missing, don't move." I ran to the kitchen retrieving that aforementioned liter of olive oil from the cabinet over the sink.
Ms. Minnie squawked a bit when I turned the bottle's nozzle in her direction oiling up her humongous floppy knockers. She calmed a bit as I knelt at her side rubbing and massaging her tits making them shine even going so far as to rub her belly until it matched.
I rewarded her for being relatively silent by rubbing her horseshoe shaped cunt poking a few fingers inside while teasing her clit with my thumb. Her chubby fist encircled my thick shaft after she rubbed her palm on her belly stroking slow and methodically.
"You wanna fuck my titties, don't you baby?" She cooed breezily as I continued massaging, groping, and squeezing her breasts with random nipple play.
Those rubbery looking buds were puffed up along with the surrounding flesh which appeared excessively wrinkly. I didn't deny myself a taste or two as she jerked and tugged on my member.
"Do you like it, uhm, you ever got titty fucked before ma'am?"
"Oh yeah lots of times, especially by your uncle boy; but the thrill is gone cause men be complaining about my loose old lady titties saying I can't get'em tight enough around they thang and all. The rest like getting me horse from the back, you know I got me a big butt and everything. "
Her hand was really worked me over casually using the palm to tease my reddish looking crown. It felt so good I almost considered letting her finish the job.
"I'm gonna get some of that ass too."
"Yeah boy; that what you thinking about doing, huh?"
"Yup, but first I'm gonna fuck these big ass titties until I bust a nut all over them." I replied grabbing handfuls of tit flesh that included her erect nips. I could feel both of them pressing into my palms.
"You know, that's a lotta titty for one man; think you up to it?"
"You're about to find out ma'am."
I straddled her belly right in the middle in this squat that left the whole of my manhood resting there with my crown pointed towards her head. From this vantage point, Ms. Minnie's breasts were similar in size to two bed pillows just a bit narrower flattened out against her body. I understood the complaints about their lack of thickness discovering a new sensation.
I liked the feel of her fat sloping belly on the underside of my member and balls. I rubbed my package into it feeling an engulfing warmth from the unconventional frottage. Ms. Minnie used her hands gathering up her watery boobs pushing them together. A few times they slipped through her thin fingers only to be gathered up again and again. She half settled playfully rolling her nipples between two fingers.
"Hey boy you gonna fuck my tits or rub your thang on my belly?"
"Feel good Ms. Minnie; maybe I'll do both then fuck the shit out of you some more. What do you think about that shit, huh?"
"I'm a thinking you gonna be doing a whole lot of fucking round here until your uncle get his self back over here. You can fuck anything you want with that big ass dick in this house; now fuck my titties. You got me all wet again."
I tapped her right tit beating my crown on the nipple picking up the breast slipping my member under it for the sensation, then followed up alternating. I went with both of her tits handling them at the bottom with some effort still grinding the underside of my business on her belly.
Ms. Minnie grabbed the outsides of her tits pushing them together fighting their semi-flapjack nature. I followed her movement letting the upper halve of my cock disappear between the lower portion. My hips were sawing and rowing as I straddled her abdomen inching forward.
"Come on up a little, my stomach starting to hurt with all your weight boy."
"Okay ma'am."
I went with it fully committed moving forward like I was on a water slide until my inner thighs were cushioned with her breast meat. Ms. Minnie's bottom lip disappeared from view as I luxuriated in the humid, greasy feel of her massive offerings.
She continually struggled to keep her boobs mashed together fingers sliding everywhere while I pushed into their outsides finding them somewhat gelatinous on the whole. Ms. Minnie compensated folding her arms allowing her top shelf spirits to rest atop her crossed forearms.
I was obliged to lean forward until my head touched the wall where her headboard should've been giving her boobs some really deep riding long strokes. My balls and butt were grinding on the upper swell of her belly as I shifted my weight to both knees fucking her floppy tits.
Ms. Minnie remained silent breathing hard with the occasional grunt. The excessive softness was unfortunately a takeaway in this missionary type position. My thighs and her forearms were completely hidden from view as I rode her breastbone taking in the glistening visual picking up speed in time with those mounting grunts.
Ms. Minnie didn't look pleased to have a whole man using her like those coin operated pony rides you usually saw outside grocery stores. Honestly I was getting more out of the friction straddling her, than her boobs.
I had an epiphany.
"Gimme some mouth!" I gasped raising up off her belly assuming a quadrupedal posture directly over her face.
My sudden movement caused Ms. Minnie's floppy tits to shift upwards cradling both sides of her face in this obscene display. From my vantage point it looked like she had these giant sized mouse ears as I plunged downward into her gullet.
Essentially I ended up squatting on her face bucking my hips fucking her mouth from above. To her middle aged credit, Ms. Minnie took it like a champ for a good twenty minutes sucking as hard as she could manage.
That extra bit of suction turned out to be the difference maker offset the innate disappointment of her monstrous 42NN-cups. She had this sort of oval shaped head all natural hair short as mine which made her look kind of like a "stud" but the rest of her supersized proportions was all woman on overdrive.
Her inverted cheeks didn't let up as I figured she was trying to get me over the ledge because she didn't want me planting my butt back on her stomach. It was a smart gambit as my inner thighs seized up something fierce.
"AW FUCK MINNIE PUSH THEM BIG ASS TITTIES TOGETHER REAL HARD!! JUST KEEP THEM TOGETHER I'M GONNA CUM SO BAD!! AW SHIT!! FUCK MIZ MINNIE YOU BOUT TO MAKE ME BUST A BIG ASS NUT IN THEM TITTIES MA'AM!!"
It seemed she'd been waiting for some sort of verbal cue immediately releasing my throbbing cock with an audible pop of her big juicy lips.
A frothy web of saliva ran off my cock ending up slathering her from nose to chin. Ms. Minnie pushed her tits together harder than before creating these twin conical mountains topped with her engorged nips. My prick slid inside the velvety confines of her cleavage right between those nipples.
"AW SHIT I'M CUMMING BITCH!! AWN!! AW!! FUCK MINNIE!! DAMN I'M BLOWING A LOAD IN YOUR SHIT!! THESE SOME GOOD ASS TITTIES MA'AM!! AW DAMN IT'S SO MOTHERFUCKING!! UN!! UN!! OH MY GAWD MINNIE MA'AM!!"
It was my turn to speak tongues as I unloaded several gooey ropes vertically deep down into her wedged together mams seeing stars.
A pool of creamy cock icing was already pooling at the base of her stubby neck, a truly earned pearl necklace. She unexpectedly let her tits flop down regaining their initial floppy elephant wing look partially resting in her pits, breathing hard.
This turned out to be a miscalculation as several ropes of enriched ejaculate hit my host square in the face.
Ms. Minnie cried out in shock getting enough of my spunk in her mouth to make the big woman cough profusely. I stood over her with my palms flatted on the wall above her head staring down at the mess I'd made of her face, internally amused.



"Sorry about that." I said unconvincingly as she coughed up some of my jizz, eyes shut tightly thumping her own chest between her monster tits.
"GET ON DOWN OFFA THIS BED!! YOU DONE GOT ME GOOD UP IN THE MOUTH AND EVERYTHING BOY!!" I hopped down beside the bed feeling the rush of post coital bliss while she turned her sizable back to me still coughing and thumping her chest.
After a few seconds of this I got worried about her health kneeling on the bed patting her back until she calmed herself hocking a loogie on the sheet to clear her throat. I turned up my nose at that display of primitive femininity as Ms. Minnie came to rest against my bended knee. She snatched up some remaining napkins wiping her soiled face still laying on her side against me.
"Damn you was right backed up there boy; been a while huh?"
"I fucked somebody yesterday." Ms. Minnie raised a brow.
"Is that right huh, Robert boy; you be careful down here with these loose butt girls. They ain't doing nothing but trying to get knocked up to get a free ticket out of town or some free child support money, you hear?" I admitted to myself internally that her advice was likely motivated by my sexual performance.
"Well I ain't gotta worry about that if you help me out, right?"
"Ain't you something boy! After all that good dick you just gave me, I think you might have to come on up in this here bedroom with me. Damn you cleaned me out real good Robert; and you can come on in and help yourself anytime you want!"
She was still dabbing at her face with the napkins as I glanced down noticing her panties were actually some kind of thong in the back tied off in a neat little pink bow right over the crack of her butt.
"So that's how you do it." I commented.
"Do what?"
"I was trying to figure out how you squeeze all this ass into some little kiddie panties like the ones you're wearing." Ms. Minnie chortled realizing what I was talking about.
"When you big as me, everything gotta be easy or it ain't worth a doing."
"Took the words right out of my mouth." I was palming a cheek finding that it was more wide and blocky than curved.
"What you doing back there boy?"
"Just looking, think you might be able to get on your hands and knees so that I can see what it looks like dead on Ms. Minnie?"
"I don't know what more you wanna see right there cause its plain as the nose on your face. I like wearing these pretty little panties cause they look nice for the fellas and they cheap down at that there dollar store. Hold on a minute while I get myself right up so you kin have your look boy."
Ms. Minnie grunted and strained moving onto all fours with considerable effort presenting her massive derriere to my discerning face. Just as suspected, her butt was hella wide and flat in this position with her openings on full display.
The crotch of her panties remained pulled to the side exposing her slit fully. It looked like an oversized taco with some enticing visible folds.
I almost felt guilty.
"NAH NAH BOY!! WHAT YOU DOING?!! YOU HITTING MY SPOT AGAIN?!! AW SHIT AW FUCK!!! OH MY GAWD!!"
From my point of view she'd already given me permission to clap her cheeks and that was just what I was gonna do; with extreme prejudice. Ms. Minnie's messy, unkempt bedroom was filled with grunts, groans, and the occasional religious themed encouragements as I rode her from one end of her unmade bed to the other.
Her blocky widened ass was an absolute joy to beat up with my renewed vigor. Ms. Minnie was sobbing out loud amid the audible slaps of my pelvis against her rump echoing off the walls. I was gonna mess her up tonight and anytime I wanted for the rest of my stay.
******************************************
"Ah shit, man I feel trashed."
I awoke the following morning laying on the edge of Ms. Minnie's bed at a diagonal angle in my birthday suit. The sunlight filtering in from her sole window was playing directly on my eyes prompting me to shield them with my forearm.
Even though I'd fucked my host well into the night passing out right before dawn, I had morning wood. Ms. Minnie was passed out before me on her back while I was still hitting it proper. Now, she was nowhere to be seen as I glanced over noticing her bedroom door shut.
In the daylight her boudoir seemed even more messy and unkempt making me facepalm. She'd unintentionally goaded me into beating her back out initially, but I ended up not minding the hookup once Ms. Minnie was put down. My mind drifted to the huge tits that offset her chubby figure figuring they were best taken upright. I intended to put that theory to use but knew seeing her would be awkward.
"This is another fine mess you got me into." I mumbled to my id as I sat up on the edge of the bed looking around hearing a rooster's call somewhere off in the distance. I found my shorts pulling them on but remaining shirtless.
"Well, let's get this show on the road."
The bedroom door was somewhat crooked necessitating me to sort of lift up on the knob to open it. The moment I opened the door I was serenaded by strains of "YOU and I" by Black Ivory wafting somewhat softly through the house making me cringe knowing I was the cause.
My nostrils were undated with the fresh smells of breakfast being prepared. Ms. Minnie was in the kitchen at the end of the short corridor.
"Uhm, okay." I shrugged going into the adjacent bathroom to wash up and relieve myself.
Minutes later I discovered Ms. Minnie in the kitchen toiling over a hot stove preparing a full breakfast wearing a wig of shoulder length brunette hair and an 2XL plain white tee. I was standing behind her and couldn't tell whether or not she was even wearing panties.
"Morning." I greeted her with a yawn getting a gregarious smile as she looked back at me while cooking.
"I'm surprised you up so quick boy; I was gonna bring you this here breakfast in bed." She was actually wearing some makeup, plush lips covered in dark burgundy lipstick.
"Aw you don't have to do that Ms. Minnie but thank you." I took a seat at the table taking in the view of her huge unfettered blocky looking derriere.
"Of course I gotta do stuff like that for you, especially after you done tuned me up something fierce all last night."
A stacked plate was place in front of me full of eggs, a small stack of bacon, honey grits and some chocolate chip flapjacks. Ms. Minnie even set my place with silverware and a large plastic tumbler of orange juice standing by my side with a hand on the back of my chair.
"You uhm, helped me out too ma'am." Ms. Minnie chortled and seemed overly demure like some fawning high school girl. I was worried my uncle would have a gunfight on his hands to reclaim me when he returned.
"We done helped each other out and I am a hoping we kin do a lot more of that helping later, if you don't mind it none boy. I ain't slept so good in six months and you got me feeling righteous this morning."
Definitely fawning.
Ms. Minnie remained at my side wholly invested in watching me as I ate refilling my cup when it got too low. I was starting to worry when she took a hand towel wiping my mouth as I finished up. My eyes returned again and again to the hem of that white tee until curiosity got the better of me. I lifted it up finding a shaved muff staring me in the face as the smell of body wash and perfume filled my nostrils.
"Oh now you being mannish already boy?"
"You shaved; I'm flattered."
"Ain't that what you young fellas like these days, huh?"
"I don't mind it; what else are you gonna do for me Ms. Minnie?" My hand was flat against her bare butt casually rubbing it as she giggled in girlish fashion. It looked like I'd buck broken the formerly sullen, bitchy mature over the course of the night.
"Anything you want." She replied taking my empty plate giving my cheek a pinch.
"Alright then, bring me that olive oil."
"HUH?!!" She looked back one brow raised, both eyes saucer wide almost making me laugh in her face.
"Bring me that bottle over here to the couch."
I got up stepping out of my shorts walking over in full view of Ms. Minnie slowly losing shirt giving her a show. I dropped it in the middle of the floor planting my naked butt on her couch as she watched incredulously. My morning wood was sticking straight up in the air like a flag pole.
"WHAT, OH MY GAWD BOY!! WHATS THAT YOU DOING THERE?!" I wondered if she realized one hand was covering her bare muff. Her nipples were already hardened visibly poking her extra-large t-shirt.
"Come on Ms. Minnie, I wanna tune you up some more. I wanna bust up in your big ass titties some more and then I'm gonna fuck you so hard doggy style right here on this fucking couch."
I was testing out my new alpha-male status wanting to see what she would do. Ms. Minnie opened the cabinet removing the bottle as instructed, then turned leaning against the kitchen counter favoring it in both hands staring at me obviously trying to stifle a grin.
"Say now boy, you wanna do it out here?"
"Yeah you look so sexy, come over here and suck me off; then I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you Ms. Minnie."
Fucking this formerly ornery busty mature had been a godsend after the frustration of my initial hookup with Niecy. I wanted to beat Ms. Minnie's back out until I wasn't thinking about that aborted hookup anymore.
Although she was a big woman, most of it was her torso which was made to hold the monstrously pendulous tits she'd been blessed with. I was gonna take full advantage of the situation. I thought about what could've been an aborted hookup with Deana if we weren't interrupted. Ms. Minnie walked over pigeon-toed on bare feet looking at my face.
The bottle of olive oil landed in my lap.
I was surprised when she got down on her knees a foot away from me then went forward on all fours. Her breasts were touching the floor held in check by her tee as this "thirtysomething" crawled between my spread inner thighs. She took almost all of me leaving just a bit above the base sucking as hard as she could making me yelp in excitement.
Ms. Minnie started giving me some excellent neck no hands involved, slow and sensual making this sort of slurping humming sound. I liked her technique feeling these pulses all over whenever she would suck hard enough that her cheeks inverted. My hands remained at my sides, but my palms were sweaty.
"Oh yeah keep doing that shit, I'm gonna fuck you real good today Minnie."
This seemed to encourage her enough that she laboriously forced herself to completely engulf my endowment with her plush lips in my pubes nuzzling my balls.
Ms. Minnie held it there for what seemed like an eternity until she half coughed up my cock going into a retching fit for a few seconds. A deluge of frothy white saliva was running down my shaft and this cougar wasted no time handling my with her right ham sized fist lapping up the excess.
I was making all sorts of faces under her watch and this was motivating her to no end.
The wet syrupy slurps became louder and nastier as Ms. Minnie used her fist jacking me towards her pumping lips. She was making my legs tremble and shake uncontrollably working me hard. My compromised moans intermingled with her audible suction filled the main room of the house.
"Damn bitch, I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you all day; I wanna cum up in your mouth!" Not one to displease, Ms. Minnie added her other hand cupping and squeezing the underside of my package.
I'm not ashamed to admit she had me damn near speaking tongues as hers swirled around my shaft hidden behind those big ass lips. She took this loud deep intake of air burying her face in my crotch holding it again as long as she could manage.
This time however, Ms. Minnie went at a brisk clip wildly sucking and bobbing her head in my lap almost headbutting my crotch. She broke contact with an audible gurgle of fluids inching closer before letting the excess drool run down my shaft. Ms. Minnie buried my prick again, but I couldn't take it anymore suddenly humping up into her mouth.
Both of her hands were framing the base of my cock.
"MIN-MIN-MINNIE, OH SHIT!!" I lost it grabbing the top of her head like a basketball shoving my cock into her mouth seriously fucking it.
It started off as light theatrics on my part, but she got the truth out of me with her plump lips. Bubbly froth began to appear at the seal provided by her lips further lathering up my pubic hair like shampoo. I could feel the head of my prick thumping the inside of her cheek getting some serious depth. Ms. Minnie took it like a champ throughout as I gave up everything.
"AW FUCK!! AW SHIT!! UN MINNIE!! UN, AH SHIT MINNIE!! SUCK THAT SHIT!!" My other hand was handling the underside of her chin almost wrenching her head at a dangerous angle.
My vision started to blur while those gurgling slurping sounds got loud enough to blot out everything. Her cheeks were vacuumed inward through the entire ordeal as I blasted rope after rope deep in her gullet. This supersize mature added a scintillating twist of the lips as I fully crested before releasing my member with an audible pop. She watched me squirm about post coitus.
"Like that boy?"
"Motherfucker, I loved it bitch; look at my dick Ms. Minnie! Look how hard it still is right after you just got through sucking the fuck out of it baby!! I'm sorry, but I'm gonna try to get your ass pregnant today!!"
It was total bullshit, but Ms. Minnie was a true head queen bar none.
She looked wholly pleased with herself kneeling upright between my thighs genuinely smiling. My chest was heaving as she took in her handiwork running a hand over my pecs and defined abs, eventually handling my cock. I flinched still super sensitive as she lightly played with it. Her soft palm and fingers stroked me further getting these tiny micro reactions as I involuntarily twitched from her touch.
"Show me those titties."
Ms. Minnie didn't hesitate pulling her shirt up folding the tee behind her neck letting it all literally hang out for my viewing pleasure.
Her monstrous semi-full breasts were even more impressive in broad daylight. She cupped them from the outside pushing them together creating a now familiar mountain of cleavage, then jiggled them collectively and individually grinning at me. Ms. Minnie seemed to find her mams humorous letting them flop loosely over her sloping belly handling my endowment with her right hand.
Ms. Minnie picked up the olive oil popping the cap squirting a stream onto my cock, recapping it with one hand dropping it to the floor.
She began methodically massaging my whole package making me even harder still grinning. Revealing a more playful side now that her feminine side had been unlocked, Ms. Minnie gave me two powerful strokes that were accompanied by the greasy sound of her fingers sliding along my meat. The head of my cock was tapped against each of her boobs with attention paid to the thick, rubbery nipples.
She surprised me by alternating this sensation rubbing the underside of my dick on the upper sloping portion of her belly.
Her hands gathered her watery boobs together with my member hidden behind her interlocked fingers. Ms. Minnie knew how to get a reaction out of me stroking my shaft coupled with her mature mams intensely. I could feel myself getting even harder than I was before realizing she wasn't talking at all.
She was intent on pleasing me releasing my prick only to interlock her fingers over it pressed into her belly. Ms. Minnie worked her torso vertically giving me what could only be described as a belly job for lack of better terminology. She leaned forward allowing her floppers to obscure her actions watching my facial reactions for any further cues, but I'd had enough.
"FUCK, GET UP HERE AND RIDE ME BITCH!!" This seemed to be what Ms. Minnie was waiting for as she ponderously climbed atop me with a foot on the couch beside my left thigh using her opposite hand against the wall to steady herself.
This was no small woman by any means making it seem as if a humanoid planet was hovering dangerously over my junk. Her right hand was spreading her cunt apart revealing a rich pinkness inside that piqued my curiosity.
I reached up using my thumb to keep one side of her lower lips open as Minnie "landed" in my lap carefully impaling herself. The rest of her imposing body landed as gently as possible in my lap leaving her knees resting on either side of me. Her weight was an immediate factor, but not in the way you would expect.
My cock down to the extreme base was completely trapped inside her narrow cunt with nowhere to go. It felt like I was trapped under a mountain unable to see anything other than Ms. Minnie's humongous tits and the upper half of her tummy glistening with olive oil.
I don't know if it was voluntary or not, but she was tensing up squeezing my package and it felt akin to someone taking your blood pressure. Now it was up to my host to please herself however she chose and I was cool with that. From my vantage point considering her size, I was able to wrap my arms around her sides finding the thick, blocky upper swell of her buttocks.
The expression on her face suggested Ms. Minnie thought I might tap out.
"RIDE IT!!" I brought my hand down on her left cheek in a resoundingly loud slap that sounded like the blow from a whip.
"Okay boy." She was still smiling.
The reason for her mirth became immediately apparent as she bucked her hips slamming into everything from my chest to my pelvis with the force of a freight train. I gasped from the impact feeling a sharp snapping sensation at the base of my member.
Ms. Minnie ground into me again taking my prick in the opposite direction away from my body, then sharply bucked returning like a great white. The intense squeezing pressure was incredible along with the rowing motion only impeded by her girth.
I was gradually being rode like a prize stallion as Ms. Minnie started to feel it. This was the economy sized version of cowgirl style sex as she did her darndest to push me through wall into her bedroom. The only option left to me was to ride it out as she got what she wanted fully in control.
My endowment was more than enough to fill her completely being wrenched and gnawed making me cry out smacking away at her cemented butt cheeks eventually clawing into them wholesale.
Ms. Minnie grabbed my wrists bringing my hands forward to her tits wanting them mauled.
Ms. Minnie yowled in sensual distress and I filled my hands with her rubbery tit flesh groping using my thumbs over her nipples. This seemed futile, so I focused on pinching and rolling her nipples.
Her cunt seemed to puff up bearing down on my shaft until my eyes went watery mouth hanging open. Both of us were drenched in perspiration in this early morning hour with the rising humidity destined to become a factor soon.
Ms. Minnie stopped sawing and rowing her cunt against my crotch pressing her hand on her sternum.
I cupped her breasts again from the outside pressing a nipple against her lips. She took it with a slurp wantonly sucking while I helped myself to the other. Ms. Minnie pressed both of her nipples into my mouth moaning as I nursed. She was breathing heavily almost gassed fanning herself with a free hand while I nipped and nibbled to my heart's content.
Ms. Minnie took agency of her rather elongated breasts handling them from the bottom feeding me. I was suddenly taken by surprise when she mashed those big black titties into my face enveloping it in her velvety embrace. She parted her cleavage allowing life giving air to rush into my lungs, then clapped them on either side of my face again.
She started doing this over and over again beginning to pop her hips despite her limited range of motion getting it in with style and flair. I wondered if she'd ever been smaller and how she might've looked with her huge knockers, then oddly wondered how she got it on with my uncle.



Both of them weren't the smallest of people as I tired of being pinned to the couch. I grabbed both of her sides trying to roll Ms. Minnie off, but she was too far gone bucking into me with aplomb. I found an even more off the cuff way of getting her to dismount my sliding my hands into her armpits tickling the big woman profusely.
"AW BOY!! AW SHIT NOW!! HA!! HA!! HA!! HA!! HA!!" Ms. Minnie went over like a ton of bricks luckily not taking my penis with her as she tumbled onto her side allowing me freedom of motion.
"OH NO YOU DON'T, COME HERE!!"
More physical comedy followed as we got into an impromptu wrestling match with me continuing the tickling assault on her pits eventually locking my arms around her abdomen. Ms. Minnie guffawed and coughed sort of playfully fighting back until I managed to mount her from behind driving my cock in to the hilt with this loud wet smack.
Ms. Minnie spread her legs wider almost instinctively helping me get more leverage on my back shots even though it wasn't necessary. This dark mature's butt was a wide as my chest, maybe a bit wider but kind of flat in the back. I mean she had a rounded upper swell to her buttocks, but it went flat in a straight line curving into a pronounced undercuff informed by a straight line along the top of her thighs.
This meant her cunt was right there in my face along with a backdoor entrance that looked inviting as well. I wanted to give it to her hard but made the mistake of grabbing her hair which promptly came away in my hand. It was a wig, but Ms. Minnie could've cared less about it.
I settled for hooking my fingers over her shoulders from the back driving myself deep into her belly. Robbed of her advantage, Ms. Minnie became a stationary target as I began beating her back out like a man possessed. I have to admit enjoying the semi-flatness of her cheeks in this position because there was no pushback whatsoever.
I was cracking her ass getting all manners of moans, distressed whimpers, and overt bellowing from my accommodating host Ms. Minnie. Her exposed head crashed into the couch cushions, arms laying weakly at her sides taking everything given.
I stopped out of nowhere pulling out waiting until she managed to look over her shoulder at me.
"Get up on this couch and lay on your back." She didn't say anything waving me off with a few muted nods of her head, mouth agape.
I almost stage dived on top of Ms. Minnie burying my rod luxuriating in her steamy embrace as she folded her ankles in the small of my back. She was taking an absolute plunging as I went balls deep pounding her pud with no fucks given besides the one she was happily experiencing.
I went face down in her chest gathering up her tits mashing them into the side of my face. I slapped myself with her massive greasy knockers a few times then took both nipples into my mouth sucking like my life depended on it. Ms. Minnie was so wet; I could hear the squelches with each thrust. I was working hard for my climax feeling my inner thighs seize up extremely tight out of nowhere.
"OH MINNIE, I'M FINNA CUM!! HOLD THEM TITTIES FOR ME GIRL!!" I yanked my cock free earning a literal splash from her slit making it a point to slide my balls and the underside of my cock over the swell of her big belly right into her floppy tits.
Having spent a night enjoying almost all she had to offer, I went right into her cleavage letting my knees rest in her arm pits. This position made it possible for me to cradle Ms. Minnie's chocolate watermelons completely hiding my cock from view. Ms. Minnie did me one better folding her arms over her tits locking me into place.
"Get your titties boy; give me one of them there good loads, you hear?"
I went ham fucking away at her watery semi-solid tits enjoying her embrace already lubricating her cavernous cleavage. It was a water slide of sexy fun with a super-sized BBW as I fucked her big greasy tits with all I had. The lower half of her face was covered in tit flesh erect nipples bobbing and jiggling all over the place. This sight just made me go harder into her greasy mams fucking away as jolts of sexual lightning spiked across my inner thighs.
"MINNIE!! IT'S HERE!!!"
I barely had time to grunt out a warning as thick milky ropes of ejaculate burst from my crown filling the meaty crevice between her perspiration drenched tits.
Both of us worked in tandem mashing her floppy knockers as tight as possible throughout my orgasm. I had to use the adjacent table next to the couch to steady myself or I would've toppled over the arm face first. I assumed a pushup position at the upper portion of Ms. Minnie's chest with my lap cushioned and hidden behind her pillowy boobs.
Nearly ten minutes later, I reared back sitting on the upper swell of her belly cautiously parting her cylindrical breasts finding that I'd indeed made quite the mess. There was a thick trail of creamy jizz with the consistency of Elmer's glue from the top of her belly through her cleavage spilling into her neck.
My spunk covered her chin and bottom lip as well. There was a string of cum hanging from the crown of my penis. I snagged her thumb softly pulling her right hand up wrapping it around my cock. Ms. Minnie was gasping hard not complaining when I started using her hand to stroke my member.
"Got you feeling real good, huh Robert? You a cleaning me up real nice downstairs and all; I don't rightly know what to say about all this, but you kin come in my bed and help yourself whenever you want. Damn boy, you still kind of hard, ain't you?"
I let go of her hand already aware that she would keep stroking.
"Still got some backed up Ms. Minnie." I wiped my arm across my eyes clearing away the perspiration.
"Come up a little closer boy."
I inched closer just above her head watching my uncle's ex-girlfriend open her mouth as she added a not so subtle twisting motion along my shaft. Slowly and surely that single strand of cum began to extend from the head of my penis until it entered her maw. I watched her methodically milk that strand until it cleared the head of my cock.
Ms. Minnie swallowed.
"Damn." I was impressed.
"You finished or we gonna do some more?"
It sounded like a challenge that I was more than willing to take up. Ms. Minnie my uncle's ex-girlfriend was the gift that kept on giving after my epic frustration and I wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth. Her tone sort of made me feel like I had something to prove even though I'd handled her sexually the night prior. It seemed like she thought our morning tryst leveled the playing field of sorts.
"Can you take it?" I verbally parried.
"I already done told you to help yourself whenever you get yourself an itch for some of this kat. I can feel your dick all a twitching in my hand like it wants some more of me righteously; is that what you wanna do, huh boy?"
I answered by shoving my prick in Ms. Minnie's mouth plunging it for a few seconds, then squeegeeing the jizz from her chin inside her gullet. She held on with some intense vacuum suction as I noticed her rubbing her muff.
"Yeah bitch, do your job so I can get some more of that pussy." She moaned and slurped providing some excellent neck for a few minutes, then disengaged.
"BOY YOU DON'T MIND IF I GET UP IN THAT SHOWER AND CLEAN MYSELF OFF A BIT, DO YOU?!! YOU DONE MADE A RIGHT MESS OF ME ON THIS HERE COUCH!!" Ms. Minnie looked sorely affected and full of glee. I supposed this mature woman was getting more action than she had in a long while.
"I don't mind; make sure you clean that backdoor too ma'am." I winked knowing she got my meaning from the shocked expression on her face. Her hand was still wrapped around the base of my cock.
"You just all kinds of bad, ain't you?"
"Ms. Minnie, you gonna find out when you get out of that shower all nice and fresh. I already said that I'm gonna plow the fuck out of your ass. Damn, we just started being friendly and you tapping out before I can get some more of you."
I used a slightly faux-version of her southern accent but attributed it to being sexually addled.
"AIN'T NOBODY TAPPING OUT, HELP ME UP!" Ms. Minnie took exception at my retort offering both of her hands which I took leaning backward until she was sitting up right. I kept leaning at an angle until she was standing.
There was this playful sort of embarrassed look on her face.
I pulled her into my arms silently asserting my dominance. This was confirmed by the continued look of embarrassment which manifested as this sort of half smirk betrayed by a trembling bottom lip.
My hand was resting on the muted upper swell of her right buttock which I gave a wet slap. Ms. Minnie gave me a shove that reminded me of her power walking towards the bathroom. I dipped low snatching up her wig.
"HEY MINNIE YOU FORGOT YOUR HAT!" I tossed the wig in her direction bopping her in the back of the head with the fake hair.
She turned towards me brandishing a middle finger before retrieving it. The bathroom door slammed loudly, but I knew she wasn't mad.
I decided to wait for her in the buff instead of dressing reclining on the couch as the shower started.
[DARKNESS]
"Oh shit, I feel like crap."
I stirred finding myself in the pitch darkness of the living room. A comforter had been placed over my body. I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes considering joining Ms. Minnie to continue my sexual gaslighting but was alerted by this illumination coming through the front room window.
"What is this, I thought the engine was off?" I found Miss Minnie's headlights on wondering if she'd gone out after I passed out from exhaustion.
It had been a few hours and now it was just after midnight. The thought of being clowned for being the victim of a sexual TKO was internally cringeworthy. I walked over to the bedroom finding Miss Minnie fast asleep under a comforter facing away from the door. I snapped up her car keys from the bedside table.
I guess I left an impression because my clothes had been washed and neatly folded on a chair at the dining room table.
Everything else was immaculately cleaned while I slept reinforcing the idea that I'd tamed this formerly angry woman on some level. The exterior of the house found a stifling humidity even in the mostly pitch black darkness along with an even more pungent odor accompanying the open sewage ditches.
"Huh?" I glanced back following the beams coming from Miss Minnie's minivan at some night sounds, mostly chirping and errant dog barking way off in the distance.
The door to the minivan was open. I leaned in switching off the lights getting a lingering whiff of Miss Minnie's sweet smelling perfume. It was a fragrance that I couldn't place but saccharine to the extreme lingering in the corners of my nostrils.
"What?" I turned looking behind me finding a wall of high brush and some errant trees.
I'd heard a noise however faint that sounding like some sort of chuckling. It came again further away prompting me to lock the van door and stroll to the edge of the driveway looking for the source. It sort of drifted off as I got to the black top road next to the mailbox peering down the street.
"Niecy?"
She was standing at the end of the street, well actually kneeling down facing away from me. It looked like she was one the phone and I could see the tiny glare from a cigarette. Niecy Belle was squatting at the junction adjacent to that house I'd seen earlier with the angry old woman and her hick son.
This didn't sit well with me due to the fact those assholes sicced a dog on me earlier that day. I knew we had bad blood but didn't want something like that happening to Niecy despite our bad blood. I resolved to warn her about the dog and maybe make some sort of amends for my earlier misbehavior.
My hands were nervously shoved in my pockets as I approached Niecy.
"Hey Niecy?" I called out timidly from ten feet away getting her attention in shoulder flinching fashion. She looked back at me from her squatting position quickly standing up cigarette in mouth, phone in hand angry looking.
"WHAT YOU DOING OUT HERE THIS TIME OF NIGHT?!!" Her voice was immediately harsh, making me backpedal a step arms raised.
"I saw you hanging out here and I wanted to warn you."
"WARN ME, ABOUT WHAT?!" I noticed her brown eyes darting back and forth not sure what to make of things. I figured Glendale was close by or something.
"The people in this house right here; earlier this morning the fat ass hillbilly who lives here set his dog on me and shit. I got chased real hard back over there across the ditch just because his mom was mad I knocked over her little can."
"BOY GET ON UP OUTTA HERE!!"
"Whatever, don't say I didn't warn you when that dog bites the fuck outta you Niecy. Fuck, I should be asking you why you're hanging out down here anyway. What's up with that shit? You gotta walk all the way down her to have a smoke?"
I tried to look past her towards the direction of her trailer home but Niecy followed my eyes getting in my field of vision. She bodied up to me uncomfortably close still looking emotionally intense.
"Hey you shouldn't ought a nose around in other people business; it just ain't right. People bring you into their confidence when they trust you and I know I can't trust you." She made a dig at my earlier bad behavior.
"Hey I'm really sorry about that shit earlier, okay?"
"You just sorry you didn't get no pussy."
"No I'm serious girl; you ain't gotta believe me but at least I said I'm sorry and I meant it. If you don't believe me, you can send your man to settle up. Think that nigga will come without his boys or his gun?"
It was crazy considering this wasn't my town and her palpable anger for my earlier slight. I just had to reclaim my manhood.
"Damn you all salty about it, huh?" She took a deep drag on her cigarette before tossing it into a ditch.
"I said I was sorry; you can take it or leave it Niecy."
"Salty alright." She sounded impressed raising a brow.
"Want me to wait for him right here Niecy; I'll just uhm, squat right down here next to you until he shows up boys or not." It was a loose threat made in the heat and teen stupidity of the moment, but she pressed into me handling my bicep.
"Hey you don't have to be that way round here Robert; I like to think sometimes we have ourselves a bit of a dustup from time to time. Tempers go all a fire and everything making people do something they regret. This really ain't the season for fighting in the streets, you gotta know that, right?"
"Oh yeah Niecy; what season is it then, huh?" Her hands slid down my bicep capturing my right in both of hers.
Niecy raised it to her lips surprising me when she stuck my pointer finger between her lips. She gave my finger a long pronounced slurp slowly fellating it, then let it pop free of her mouth coated with her saliva. My glazed digit caught the orangish glow form the primitive overhead streetlight affixed to what was essentially a vertical log.
Niecy was wearing a white spaghetti strap tank, the kind with ties bows at the shoulders, a pair of denim short shorts while her feet were bare. Niecy stuck my finger into her deep chocolaty cleavage. She went further working it in and out of her tits like a surrogate cock.
"It's makeup season; don't you agree?"
"Yeah."
I answered caught like a deer in headlights at the turn of events as she cupped the underside of my package through my shorts. Niecy cocked her head to the side watching the expression on my face as her hand dipped into my board shorts handling my manhood. I'd gone commando thinking I'd be outside for a moment.
"Like that, right?" She started stroking my cock letting her intense features go slack and easygoing.
"Feels good Niecy." Her fist was giving me an added twist and flick of the wrist making me hard enough to cut diamond with my prick. It was crazy because we were standing in the middle of the road and this backwoods beauty was jerking my cock.
"I uh, want you to understand I'm giving you this one little chance to act right. I know I left you hanging, but you can't be sneaking up in a girl's pussy like that Robert. You all taking about Glendale and his boys, but my brother would fuck you up even though you two friends. I think you know that and I don't want no fighting round here; sides Glendale working real hard at finishing his album so we can get like a million dollars. I needs to get outta this town cause I hate it here, understand? You wanna be on my good side, just don't move an inch right now, okay?"
"Ah Niecy, that feels so good."
"It can feel a whole lot better if you know how to follow a girl's rules. You wanna make up with me Robert?" Her fist seemed to get tighter putting exquisite pressure on my uncircumcised member. The crown was starting to become more prominent sticky with precum.
"Yes ma'am. I do want that."
"Then you gotta pass this test and give me a load right on this here spot, you hear?"
"YEAH!!" Niecy slid behind me covering my mouth with her left hand as she jerked and tugged rough and hard.
She got my pants down enough to revealing my entire package. Anybody driving by would've been privy to this public hookup or sorts, but I didn't care. Niecy didn't care either ramping up her jerking right hand sending waves of pleasure through my pelvis.
"Keep it down a bit cause we don't want them white folks back there in they house to come out here. That nasty ass Bubba always watching me like a hawk when I walk around out here and I'm tired of Glendale trying to mess up everybody look at me funny. You promise not to make waves and I'll do some of this to you next time we meet, and maybe a little more Robert."
"I'll be good." I stammered wetly.
"Alright then, you keep it down and I'll make you bust a really good nut, okay?"
Honestly Niecy was so good, I wouldn't have a problem paying her for this impromptu happy ending.
"Okay."
"Just try to keep it down then."
She got behind using both hands like a fleshlight in frenetic attention to detail as she managed my balls too. Niecy was giving me the mother of all handjobs stroking, tugging, massaging, and just plain groping me to nirvana. I found myself a little weak in the knees leaning into her at my back.
Fleeting thoughts of her with Chad and Glendale came to mind, but I wasn't going to make the same mistake twice. Niecy grabbed ahold of my tortured shaft jerking really hard away from our bodies while her other hand groped and rolled my balls creating dueling sensations.
"Ah man, that feels so fucking good Niecy."
"Well if it feels so "fucking good" why don't you just do us a favor and bust that nut." I was surprised at the subtle impatience in her voice.
Both of her hands cradled my tumescence squeezing and twisting as her breathes coming in feverish sounding huffs. One of her hands remained around the base of my member while the other continued shakily stroking and jacking as my inner thighs seized up.
Her palm covered my crown as several bursts of jizz exploded from my body. I went rubbery in the knees but managed to remain standing as Niecy worked out the rest using three fingers on my shaft while cupping that palm underneath my little head. I realized my cum was pooling in her hand as she spoke.
"Now you listen to me real good; I want you to walk on back home and get yourself in bed with her. We can finish up real good like if you don't break my trust. Next time we meet, you're gonna get all the pussy you want if you're good now. All you have to do is go home now and in the morning you call him over when he finds you sitting on that couch, you hear now Robert?"
"I-don't understand."
"You will if you do as I say right now; oh we're gonna have us a time and you're gonna be remembering it for a good long while Robert."



"I will?"
"Oh yeah, you gonna be real happy and we're gonna have such a good time; but Glendale needs to finish what he's a doing in his little studio. He a thinking he needs me and I like that cause it's a way out. It's what I want and you're gonna be okay too."
"Niecy?"
She busied herself pulling my shorts back up covering me using her right hand. The other was cupped with a tiny pool of my cum there. Niecy made sure to keep her arm bent at the elbow while we talked.
"Go home."
There was something about the way she spoke that made me walk backwards at first as she turned around squatting again still in possession of my jizz. I didn't know what to make of things already starting to face the direction I was going.
Niecy remained stooped down in that open legged squatting position as I noticed her likely pouring my ejaculate either onto the black top road or into something. It all felt so surreal as I stuffed my hands into my pockets walking back in the darkness to Miss Minnie's house.
"Niecy?" Something read odd prompting me to look back almost forcibly one more time.
"OH SHIT!!" The neighbor's dog was barreling towards me within five feet teeth bared.
I cut out running hard towards Miss Minnie's jumping high in the air over the ditch losing my footing on the other side. There was nothing I could do to stop myself from faceplanting in the frayed grass and dirt. I turned over on my back in fetal position with my knees drawn into my chest expecting to be mauled, breathing hard.
The dog was sitting there calmly on the opposite side of the ditch, doing nothing aside from panting.
-END of CHAPTER TWO
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I'm already getting invested in this story. 😄 Rob's youngblood is too hot. He has to learn to get what he can get and work towards tomorrow lol. He should have nutted on her and tried for the P at another time.
Do you guys think he's gonna get some Minnie BBW P as well? We are tuned in for more.
ANSWER: Does this chapter answer your question?
**********************************************************************************************************
Author's Notes:
This is a supplemental story submitted while I complete the 15th chapter of Maximum Badonkadonk Ch. 15. Some of my regular readers will probably find this mini-story of interest as it contains a bit more "world building" that may enhance the reading of a certain chapter in my catalog.
It's an interconnected narrative.
Thank you for your patience and I look forward to reading the comments section.
**********************************************************************************************************
CHARACTERS:
Ms. Minnie: 42NN-40-50 / L-Cup
Niecy: 44-30-36 / HH-Cup



        TIG OLE' BITTIES 03

        ...still riding Miss Minnie & FUCKING UP THE BRO CODE!!

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/tig-ole-bitties-03

Title: TIG OLE' BITTIES 03

Author: mondotoken

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: ...still riding Miss Minnie & FUCKING UP THE BRO CODE!!

Tags: monster booty, ssbbw, black women, huge tits, doggystyle, cheating, threesome, rough sex, anal sex

Series: TIG OLE' BITTIES


"Damn that feels good."
I slowly regained consciousness eyes still closed feeling oddly almost glued shut. Her hand was lightly handling me stroking from stem to stern intermittently stopping just below the crown.
I could hear her licking her lips between huffs of bated breath as her fingers kept it up sliding along my fast thickening shaft. Her movements were gradually becoming concentrated sending pulsing waves of pleasure radiating outward in my pelvis making me fidget around a bit on the mattress.
Some fingers pressed against my balls massaging and rubbing before the base of my shaft was encircled tightly. I moaned outloud eyes fluttering trying to get the stickiness out as I was squeezed with a considerable amount of force.
She held the three fingers there with the pressure ongoing making me grimace before playfully wagging my cock in the cool air coming from the air conditioner. It's metallic hum was new to me as it was selfishly placed in the only bedroom in the home.
In the last nearly thirty hours, I'd gained an unconditional pass to enjoy that air conditioning and anything else I wanted in this house as she began running those three fingers up and down my shaft. It was a fluttering movement with the remaining fingers extended as I was long stroked to oblivion.
"Ah yeah, I like that baby."
All of the fingers returned to my shaft as I felt a flick of the wrist added with flair. The loose foreskin on my uncircumcised member was fast tightening up as veins began sprouting all over my cock. I groaned feeling it at the inner junctions where my thighs met my pelvis.
Definitely ticklish in a sensual kind of way is the only way I could describe this early morning sneak attack. She seemed to enjoy messing with the excess skin on my prick stopping in fits and starts then jerking manically until My knees rose, feet planted flat on the mattress.
"AH, AW SHIT!!" I would've strung together an extended line of explicative laden encouragement but her lips covered my own tongue slipping inside. My eyes finally opened with a bit of sticky film covering them finding Miss Minnie's face hovering. The second our eyes met; she drew back breaking the wet kiss.
"Uh, well is it okay too kiss and stuff; I know I'm an old lady and everything, but is it okay?"
"I don't mind, especially if you keep doing what you're doing right now." Miss Minnie returned passionately kissing me simultaneously long stroking my cock breaking it again with a breezy sigh.
"Ah, you done messed it up."
"Messed up what ma'am?" I raised a brow as she continued playing with my cock.
"All man, I wanted to see if ah could make you bust a nut while you was asleep. Was gonna lick it up and everything then play innocent like fore you give me some more of this." Miss Minnie was laying on her side framing my left side which gave her a good vantage point to use her big right ham fist.
"So you ain't gonna lick it up now?" She chortled looking flushed despite her dark complexion. Her eyes drifted between my face and endowment wheels visibly turning in her head ending with a playful wiggle of my erect phallus.
"Well now I got me a new idea, but I'm gonna make you feel real good no matter what." I was curious at her comment.
"What's your new idea Minnie?" I half flinched when her left leg came flying through the air hooking over my own as she half rolled into my side.
This super-sized mature was already in her birthday suit monstrous breasts enveloping my bicep and part of my forearm. Miss Minnie towered over me in a prone position despite the fact I was six two and some change.
"Now you just relax and let it out boy; then we'll try it out some more."
"Try what out some more?"
Instead of answering Miss Minnie loosened her grip a little on the center of my shaft jerking noncommittally. The mattress bounced and shook under our combined weight as she kept it up looking at the reaction on my face. Her grip was oven hot but light on the middle of tumescence.
It felt good but I felt myself calming down a bit when she surprised me leaning on the left side of my body starting to breath hard. Miss Minnie let go of my cock only long enough to cover my face with a big flabby boob. She pushed a thick nipple between my lips.
"Now you suck on that titty real good and I'll get you going; but only if you really into it."
I went with it partially to troll her but found myself getting caught up vacuum sucking that thick rubbery nipple swirling my tongue on the aroused wrinkled flesh surrounding that nub. Miss Minnie's sighs of pleasure added to the affair while she retained the light stroke but went faster.
The smell of body wash and baby powder filled my nostrils telling me that she'd made herself presentable during my sleep. She was fresh and renewed wanting to continue what seemed to be turning into a days long tryst. I wanted to pump up into her fist, but her thick thigh was pinning me down.
My face was hidden in tit flesh happily smothering a counterbalance to her jerking fist. I could feel myself pulsing in her grasp. The swelling felt incredible making me suck harder and nip at her teat. My hips were shifting around on the mattress trying to fuck her hand but finding it difficult because of her body half atop mine.
I started to get antsy squirming about on the mattress wanting more. Her boob was starting to become an issue making me mumble into her flesh suddenly finding my face uncovered.
"Hand me that there bottle right over there."
"Huh?"
"Right there on my bedside table." Miss Minnie reiterated motioning to the cluttered bedside table where I found myself staring at what was becoming a well-used bottle of olive oil.
"Oh okay." I handed her the bottle noticing a mischievous look on her face as she uncapped it.
"You been making me feel right good like I ain't felt in a good long while and I just can't find a way to keep ,my hands off in you. Just wanna play and milk this mannish dick until you on empty. Fuck boy, just wanna eat you right up so make me some of that baby batter cause I'm right hungry for it."
Miss Minnie Talked while pouring the olive oil all over my endowment inundating my tumescence and mound rubbing it in before capping the bottle tossing it to the side. She rubbed the excess on her big sloping belly which was normally hidden behind her monstrous tits when she was sitting upright. Miss Minnie noticed me looking with a wry grin on her face as she handled me.
"I wanna keep you in this bed all day and get my fill of this man handle."
"Man-Handle?"
"Yeah, don't you handle a woman with this right down here? I know you do boy cause you done handled me but there's one thing you don't ever forget round here okay now?" I facepalmed afraid to respond.
"What's that?"
"A dick ain't nothing but a handle to turn a motherfucker over with."
"WHAT?!!"
"Calm down boy, we just conversing about thangs round here and I'm telling you to keep a lid on this hog leg you got going on down here in your drawers. Sides you being a city fella, these chicken heads round here will be all over you if you stick just one real good like you done me. I'm just a saying we should keep this up under the hat is all Robert boy."
"Is that right?" Her reasoning was suspect going in the directing of coveting for lack of a better term.
"All boy, just trying to keep you out of trouble round these parts."
"Right." I didn't even try to hide my sarcasm.
Perhaps sensing my cynicism, Miss Minnie went hard in the paint twisting, tugging, and jerking on my cock making it harder than before as more veins sprouted. I had this sort of curve right near the end of my prick that a former hookup noted as the reason she liked me.
Back in the day I'd only been interested in fucking her above average D-cups, but the partially slovenly classmate was a shrewd business woman getting an absolute rutting out of the deal. Now here I was in this middle aged woman's bed watching her eyes glazed over transfixed with my blessing.
Clear liquid precum was running freely from the slit on my crown adding more slickness to the proceedings enhanced by the huffs of air coming from Minnie as her spongy bicep jiggled from the jerking motion of her arm. The loose skin on my penis gradually became tighter as the shape of my cock assumed its banana aesthetic.
A good half of it rose above the top of her ham fist. I knew what she wanted leaving things to her watching alongside my host as a clear bubble formed on the tip of my cock. This excited Minnie making her jerk all that harder.
She began tapping my member on her belly managing a continual jerking motion eventually pressing me into the soft flesh. My length was trapped under her palm against the swell of her tummy as Miss Minnie rubbed the top of my shaft, then jerked extremely hard in intervals.
She dipped down playing with my balls letting the tips of her fingers brush my taint before long stroking me with purpose. Miss Minnie settled on the middle of my shaft raising her arm a bit putting some extra into it as she watched my reactions.
"Like that boy?" Miss Minnie huffed.
"Yeah that feels fucking awesome ma'am!!" I half whimpered.
"You wanna cum, right boy? You wanna cum all over my fist don't you?!! Wanna bust a nut fucking my fat old hands, don't you?!! Fuck my hand and bust a nut on my fat stomach!! Do a good job and I'll play with your dick all day until you take my pussy!! What you think about that, huh Robert boy?!!"
"FUCKING LOVE IT!!"
Miss Minnie had gradually eased back allowing me a modicum of motion holding her hand in place in the middle of my shaft. I arched up off the bed fucking up into her fist laying on my back with my hands at my sides. It felt incredible as I let go moaning loudly as I began to pulse and tense up between the thighs. She tightened her thumb and forefinger adding an extra bit of greasy friction to the proceedings.
"You gonna do it for me, huh boy?"
"Yeah!"
"Take right huh? Is that what you all a saying here boy?!! YOU TALKING RIGHT, HUH BOY?!! GONNA GIVE ME WHAT I ASKED FOR, HUH BOY?!! GONNA GIVE ME SOME NUT?!! THAT WHAT YOU SAYING TO ME ROBERT?!!"
"YEAH!!!"
The reason for the olive oil became crystal clear as Miss Minnie tightened her big ham fist trapping the middle of my shaft in her dense palm. I got outside of myself fucking he shit out of her hand immediately cresting as I thick rope shot out of me followed by several others raining jizz all over my abdomen and crotch.
Miss Minnie rolled into me spooning against my prone body tapping out the rest against her belly. Once again my cock was trapped against her belly under her palm. The fortysomething caressed the top of my endowment earning more spunk.
"Now that's what I'm talking about right there boy."
My morning wood had been teased to perfection with little more than watery ejaculate still running freely along her belly. She retained a strong grasp at the base of my member letting me slide my cock along her stomach. Miss Minnie rolled into my side draping her leg over mine letting her knee rest against the underside of my balls.
Her focus was on fully emptying this load as she kept up with a flick of the wrist making me groan in pleasure. Before I knew it we were making out for a few seconds as the mattress shook under our bodies.
The shaking accompanied Minnie's ponderous movements as I internally panicked that she might roll over on top of me. Instead she got on all fours over my chest and pelvis licking her way down starting at my bottom lip followed by some suction on my nipple.
A swirl of her tongue traced a slimy trail down my abdomen lapping up my seed as the mattress bounced and shook as she kowtowed face first into my crotch. My penis was semi-floppy at this point, but her efforts quickly got me raring to go against I plumped up between her lush lips.
Miss Minnie reared up with a wet gasp revealing my renewed erection gasping wetly. I wasn't surprised in the least when she mounted me in the Sherman tank version of cowgirl. It seemed a lot easier for her this time after we tried it on the couch in the living room. Miss Minnie spread her legs as wide as she could lanced and fully stuffed.
I could feel the crown of my member poking the back of her tunnel. A shudder ran through her body which blanketed me nearly from view due to her massive tits.
Comedically, Miss Minnie softly worked her hips barely moving as her cunt narrowed seizing up around my girth. After a few moments acclimating to my length she began bucking and grinding picking up speed quickly. Despite being immobilized underneath her, I managed to cup her tits together sucking both nipples vacuuming my cheeks.
This older woman wasn't fooling anybody having got me off so that I would last longer when she got on top. Now I had a veritable mountain of hot chocolate riding me to oblivion.
From my vantage point the only thing visible was her humongous jiggling breasts and the upper swell of her belly. Minnie's fists were on either side of my head steadying her giant frame as her big blocky butt feverishly rabbited my endowment.
My entire length was sheathed in her tensing quim as this massive woman got her freak on wholesale riding the shit out me on that mattress. She was extremely hot and wet becoming a sopping wet mess in seconds. The natural curve of my cock caused her bucking motions to put extra pressure on its upper portion.
Her intention had been to make it so that she could enjoy a longer ride, but surprisingly Minnie went into the throes of a pending orgasm within twenty minutes. I couldn't tell if it was because of my above average member or just visceral excitement on her part.
I wasn't going any where soon so I resolved to make the best of a mutual situation mauling her breasts with particular attention to her thick nipples. Nipping and lightly chewing on her teats yielded even more frantic bucking on her part as Minnie went over the sexual precipice.
"OH MY GAWD BOY YOU GETTING ME THERE!! I'M A COMING!! A COMING I TELL YOU!! YOU GOT ME RIGHT THERE IN MY GOOD SPOT!! OH MY GAWD!! OH SHIT YOU GOT ME CUMMING SOMETHING FIERCE RIGHT HERE!!"
My crotch was drenched in her essence as I stuffed my mouth full of tit gnawing and vacuum sucking making her howl with delight. Minnie was humping me so hard my head was starting to bump the wall where her headboard should've been.
She was losing it as she began orgasming with tantric explosions of pleasure radiating all over her body. I was enjoying the snapping feel of her cunt on the midpoint of my shaft. I wrapped my arms around her sides interlocking my fingers unwittingly allowing Minnie to flop down on my body wriggling profusely.
"OH FUCK MINNIE, GET OFF!!" I miscalculated almost getting squashed in the process.
She rocked back and forth atop my trapped body earning a bloodcurdling scream from me before ending up on her back hand between her wagging thighs. Miss Minnie continued working herself diddling her clit with visible wetness. I had to catch myself gasping loudly with a hand on my sternum rolling towards Minnie getting my bearings after nearly being squashed.
"You bitch."
Minnie squawked surprised by my quickness as I planted my hand on her muff inserting three fingers into her snatch manically jilling her over the finish line. Wet squishy sounds filled Minnie's bedroom in tandem with her loud moans. She squirted all over my fingers which were a gooey mess as her moans degenerated into labored sobs while she wriggled and squirmed all over the mattress.
"OH YOU STOP IT NOW BOY!!" My hand was roughly snatched from her snatch tossed aside as she covered it with her thick meaty palm. Minnie rolled away from my facing the opposite wall drawing her knees up towards her chest.
"WHERE YOU THINK YOU GOING?!!" I was on her in a minute ending up playfully jostling and tickling the large woman on the mattress. Things got noticeably quiet once I got my hands on her hips pressing against her entrance. Miss Minnie looked back at me lower lip quivering.
"Aw you wouldn't?"
"I would."
The resultant loud wet smack echoed off the bedroom walls as I drove my prick home deep in her box.
"Wrong hole."
"Huh?"
"You in the wrong hole boy."
"Oh, really?"
We'd been jostling and horse playing with it being hard to grab onto this big woman, so I just went for broke the moment I felt an opening. Sure enough my business was firmly implanted between her thick block shaped cheeks. Even worse, their semi-flat nature insured that a good portion of my cock was imbedded there with authority.
"Ahm a feeling it deep like you looking for oil or something. I don't rightly know if you should be intruding in the backdoor like that." While she was talking her rear walls were bearing down on my business with an incredible tightness.
"Well gee ma'am, maybe we should test it out; what do you think?"
My hands found the softer parts of her hips grabbing handfuls securely as I pulled backward really slow. A third appeared from her big blocky butt before I pushed forward just as slowly. Minnie was watching me with eyes as big as saucers as I started pulling backward again.
"I think, uhm I think you gonna fuck me back there."
"Yeah?"
I was pushing in further this time making her eyes squeeze shut as her mouth hung open. I pushed inside again until I felt this tingle while she tensed up creating an exquisite tightness.
"Ain't that what you doing right now? You fucking me in the ass boy. Just pushing all up in there until I feel it at the bottom of my back and all. I know we talked bout it the other day, but I just gotta be forward and admit I ain't never took one this big back there. Oh you're terrible boy. Ahm a feeling it up in there something fierce, something terrible. Your uncle ain't even this big and I only let him hit me back there once or twice."
"Did you like it?"
"WHAT?!!"
"DID-YOU-LIKE-IT?!!" I phonetically pounded each word into her butt with these audible wet smacks, then let it sit there looking at her face quizzically.
My hands were still in possession of the buoyant flesh as her hips, knuckles covered by her pronounced love handles. They weren't big, but prominent when she was bent over. Miss Minnie's butt was pretty big matching my torso in width if not volume. It took her a minute to answer my query.
"It was different, uhm that's really just the gist of thangs; but most of the menfolk that played around back there wasn't walking round with a third leg."
"Is that right?" I was driving my prick inside her slow and steady massaging and squeezing those love handles feeling it from the tip of my endowment to the base.
Minnie was standing upright bent at the waist and it seemed as if everything was balanced out because her massive tits and sloping belly were resting on the disheveled mattress.
She dipped at one side followed by the other going rubbery in the knees. She suddenly straightened her legs getting an audible cracking sound from her joints allowing me to give her a series of intense back shots before pulling out.
"You done back there?"
"You wanted me to stop so I stopped; hey baby, can you climb up on the bed and lay on your belly? I mean, is it even possible with those big ass titties?" Her hand appeared rubbing a sore cheek as she regarded me.
"I can lay on my stomach; maybe just with a pillow or two."
She was feeling it in the back slowly climbing into her bed on all fours snatching up two pillows. Miss Minnie rose upright on her knees tucking the pillows under her huge pendulous udders letting them overlap.
Once the pillows were tucked in place, Minnie toppled over onto all fours causing a motion ripple that threatened to cause an implosion of her bed. Her narrow head dipped below her shoulders while her spine was a straight line to the semi-flat non-curve of her cheeks. Minnie suddenly looked panicked as I got behind her handling my prick.



"Hand me that olive oil." The now overused bottle was a third full laying there on the mattress next to a discarded national enquirer magazine she'd picked up from the general store.
"You going back there again, ain't you boy?"
"Give me that fucking bottle." Despite her reticence, Minnie handed me the bottle visibly bracing herself as I slathered oil all over her butt massaging it until it glistened catching the morning light.
"People just ain't right nowadays all a making this here booty sex a regular thang. I was watching one of them shows on the ID network and they said this is just a way to do that uhm, population control is all; but most of you menfolk wanna stick it back there sooner or later."
It was a round the way sort of kvetching despite the fact that Miss Minnie could easily break me in two or resort to gun play.
"Shut up, I just wanna cum by rubbing my dick on this big black ass of yours ma'am. You gotta problem with that, huh Minnie?"
"Uh no, but that's how it usually start and everything with all the grinding and ah rubbing; then it's like oops, I went in the back door so I might as well stay inside and finish up."
"You ain't even got no real ass Minnie; I mean this shit is hella wide but flat in the middle. You gotta nice little curve at the top and right at the bottom, but the middle's fucking flat."
"Never heard that before." She commented ruefully.
"Don't worry about it Minnie; still feels good when I rub my dick on the crack of your ass, hold still." Her legs were spread wide with her openings on full display, but I held true to my word pressing my member lengthwise in her shallow rear cleavage.
Minnie didn't say a word as I ground the underside of my cock in her crevice using the olive oil as lubrication. My balls were resting on the pillow as I was positioned deep between her spread legs in this position. The base of my member on the underside slapped against the meaty part of her lower cheeks.
It felt good enough that my inner thighs began tensing up until a wad of stringy cum shot out of my crown right up the center of Minnie's back. A few ropes followed by clear ejaculate which added to the glistening nature of her semi-flat derriere.
"You finished?"
"Yeah." I was tapping my cock on her right ass cheek.
"Well, can you get up off a me so I can get myself cleaned up in the shower?"
"Oh, sorry about that."
I rolled away sitting on the edge of the mattress hunched over with my elbows on my knees, scratching the back of my head drifting off in thought. The mattress shook under Minnie's weight as she stood up behind me. I was a mess of caked up olive oil inmingled with perspiration considering hopping in the shower with her.
"MOTHER-FUCKER!!"
A pillow slammed into the back of my head at what felt like a hundred miles an hour. Caught unawares, I went over like a ton of bricks faceplanting on the bedroom floor ass up in the air.
The bedroom door slammed hard enough the shake the wall announcing Minnie's angry departure. A second door slammed just as loud seconds later. I was left on the floor in the buff realizing my offense instantaneously.
"All shit man; I gotta make this right." I was laying on my stomach already chuckling at the fact that I'd hurt Minnie's feelings.
Sure enough, Minnie had gone into the sole bathroom and was presently showering. I was hesitant to follow through but tried the door finding it locked. I jiggled the knob a few times disappointed when it opened meaning I had to be a man of conviction.
Miss Minnie's silhouette was plainly visible behind the cheap frosted shower curtain. It was one of those vintage numbers with flowers on it. The bathroom was full of steam from the hot water as I stepped inside drawing the plastic curtain back.
"HEY WATCH IT MA'AM!!" I narrowly avoided an overhead sucker punch. It seems Minnie was watching as I entered intending to land a clubbing blow and split my wig with her big ham fist.
I caught the fist launched at me with this stabbing motion waving off with my other hand.
"I just came to say I'm really sorry Minnie." I offered contritely still holding the fist trying to brain the shit out of my forehead. I captured her by the wrist struggling to keep the blow from landing.
Her other hand held a hand towel.
We didn't say anything for a few minutes as she glared at my face eventually relaxing her grip enough to be released. I let go watching her favor the captured wrist, then she surprised me with a swipe of the wet towel stinging my left cheek. Minnie dropped it backing into the corner just under the shower head, bottom lip quivering.
"You ain't so perfect yourself either; fuck me like you like my pussy and then talk shit."
"Sorry okay?" I raised both hands feeling the deserved stinging on my cheek.
"Since I'm so fat and ugly, you can find yourself one of them dirty pooh butts down the road apiece! Maybe they got all the ass you looking fore out there on them backroads nigga! I'm gonna laugh my ass off when you get them there crabs on your fucking pecker! So what I ain't got no ass like you wants Robert! My fucking titties big enough to get me laid on the regular!!"
"Minnie, I'm sorry."
"Sorry I'm all fat and ugly you goddam bastard; who cares if you all handsome like and packing a big ole dick!! I can get myself fixed up real nice like and find me a man who don't mind a fatty!! My titties is all I need asshole!"
"Okay I hear you Minnie, move over." I stepped into the shower making her flinch and press further into the corner.
"WHY YOU GETTING UP IN HERE BOY?!!" Minnie shrieked as I pulled the shower curtain managing a smile even though my cheek was still smarting.
"Let me get that soap."
"CAN'T YOU SEE I'M UP IN HERE?!!" She was covering her muff with the hand towel as the shower water ran down her mountainous cleavage.
I ignored her taking the modest bar from its alcove in the tiled shower interior. Her head looked like it would blow up as I lathered up never taking my eyes from hers. I knew she liked what she saw and banked on her weighing the options of a complete sexual breakup from me.
We'd just started fooling around out of happenstance. I made sure to work my abdomen and prick getting excessively soapy eventually stroking my prick to semi-hardness as she watched.
"Hey turn around, let me do your back." It looked like she was about to scream at me, but she carefully turned her wide back to me.
"Don't you try nothing mannish with me." She warned.
"I'm gonna do your back Minnie."
Lathered up her back taking extra care to rub and massage her shoulders. I paid some attention to the back of her neck letting my hands slide everywhere but remaining above the waist.
Minnie appeared to gradually relax as I did her arms not fighting when I reached under them for the hand towel she was just holding at this point. I had a slight tug of war for the towel but managed to get it out of her grasp. Instead of drawing the towel behind her, I brought it up resting it against her breastbone between her humongous mams.
My other hand slid around to the front hidden under her left tit using the fast diminishing bar of soap underneath. I lathered her up running the towel across her chest leaning in further until my lips nuzzled her earlobe. Minnie went a bit slack as my hands rubbed all over the front of her body, breasts, belly, and bare muff. I took her lobe between my lips suckling it before teasing her neck with the tip of my tongue.
My renewed length was pressed vertically against her back not in a sexual way as Minnie started to moan. The soap fell to the shower floor drifting into the water until it was stopped at the drain. Minnie's hand was in possession of my length stroking my slickness as the steaming spray washed away the suds.
I gathered up her tits cupping them into this monumental shelf letting my forefingers tease and press the nipples into the flesh. My thumb joined in pinching and rolling as she gasped feeling it. I let her hangers flop down as both hands cupped her bare muff massaging and diddling her clit.
Her other hand rose cradling the side of the face she'd slapped earlier.
"Minnie."
She turned into me still stroking and tugging as we kissed passionately. I cupped her breast from the front raising the hardened nipples to my lips. Minnie tapped and rubbed my length on her bare mound, eyes fluttering. Her moans echoed off the walls as she used both hands creating a tunnel with her palms.
I pushed and pumped into her hands with the tip of my cock pressing into her squishy muff. I grabbed her face going into a deep soulful kiss before abruptly breaking off. My length slid away from her hands as I stepped out grabbing a towel wrapping it around my waist.
"I'm sorry Minnie."
She just stared back breezily leaning against the wall blinking profusely.
I didn't know what I was doing walking into the living room to get some clothes but sitting on the couch once I had them in hand. There was a bit of fuzziness in my head as I sat there staring across the room with the dawning realization that I couldn't remember getting into bed with Minnie.
I recalled going out during the night to switch off the lights on her minivan and Niecy. We'd made up sort of with me getting something more substantial than a handshake. I remembered being chased by the neighbor's dog afterwards and haphazardly jumping the ditch into Minnie's yard.
"Boy, uh Robert?" I looked up finding her head poking into the living room.
Miss Minnie was standing off to the side with the rest of her body hidden just beyond the wall in the short corridor that contained the bathroom. She was wearing a smattering of makeup, some eye shadow, and her favorite brand of cheap burgundy lipstick.
"Oh hey, is everything okay, with us I mean?"
"Yeah, I'm alright, and uh, sorry bout hitting you, with that hand towel. I didn't mean to put that bruise on your face."
"Oh." I touched my hand finding the spot tender to the touch. Minnie winced at the same time I did.
"Would you like me to fix it up; uhm, I wanna like, take care of the bruise, if you don't mind."
She was at once demure and differential to a fault. It was kind of off putting especially after she'd been offended by my offhanded assessment of her looks. At the end of the day Miss Minnie was a lot of things but a woman first and foremost.
"Uh sure, okay ma'am." I looked away with a nod of my head favoring the spot on my cheek."
"Uh, okay boy." Minnie stepped into the living room with a small rectangular first-aid kit.
"OH!" I was caught by surprise for the second time this morning.
Miss Minnie was wearing a nightie that looked a few sizes too small, one of those vintage baby doll numbers like the one's in old movies from the fifties or the sixties. It was sort of an off pinkish color chiffon leaving nothing to the imagination.
It was sincere and the most acute attempt on her part to demonstrate a veneer of femininity. Minnie was nude underneath standing there like she wanted to bolt at the slightest wrong word or any hint of displeasure with the first-aid kit strategically covering her sex.
"You uh, don't like it?"
"I like it, a lot Minnie; are you going to use that kit on me?" I could've sworn I detected a bit of flush in her cheeks.
"UH, YASSIR I WILL!" Her gait was pigeon toed and I wasn't surprised when she got on her knees between my thighs giving me a bit of DeJa'Vu from the day earlier.
Things had started out so innocently on my part with an attempt to simply retrieve the universal remote for the television sitting across the room. Now, I was presently getting caught up in a full-on fling as Minnie opened the box removing some cotton balls and a tiny bottle. I sat there watching as she poured some liquid onto the cotton balls looking up at my face specifically my bruised cheek.
"This gonna sting just a little bit, but then it's gonna get well before you know it so you can get all the pretty girls round here and forget about my old tail. Didn't mean to get so emotional with you earlier, but you just sort of triggered me and all. I mean, well it was kind of hard when I was almost your age cause I was fat and dumpy looking. Didn't have my tits like they are now and my mother didn't take kindly to me trying to show what I had."
"I'm so sorry Minnie; I was stupid."
"Oh no you wasn't cause you didn't know, couldn't have known what it was like and all when I was a kid like you. Everybody used to call me muffin butt and ice potato, real mean shit. Then it got so much worse and all when I caught feelings for a boy."
"He didn't like you back?" She was dabbing the cotton ball on my cheek, stopping to reflect.
"Well we used to walk to school all the time and talk a whole lot about just everything under the sun. He was so friendly and used to defend me to them other shitty boys messing round and fooling with me. One day he got into one hell of a fight with this older kid, beat the tar outta him. Heck even tossed him into a ditch for me. That's when I knew I liked him from that moment onward. Problem you see, was my reflection in that there mirror."
"Lack of confidence?"
"Everyone called me muffin butt and it was true; I did kinda have the figure of one of them ice potatoes, a total spud figure wise and everything. It was so hard watching and knowing I couldn't have him. Then another girl started liking him, the kind that could get a boy real easy like and everything."
"What happened?"
"Little bitch just popped up one day, guess she moved down here in the sticks I reckon; started hanging out with us on the morning school walks talking his head off. He didn't exactly mind having this pretty girl with a whole hell of a lot of ass so interested. I kinda faded out, became the thumb on the hand. One day when I was alone with her, she made herself real clear. Told me in no uncertain terms that she was a taking him for herself and I should git."
"I'm surprised you didn't beat her up."
"Tried, really hard; wanted to smash her weird looking face to mush but that high yella girl was a hellcat. She was fighting back at me like somebody was trying to kill her. She didn't mind getting all bloody and dirty, rolling round in the streets with my fat butt. She was even biting on me like an animal and such. I got my ass whipped something fierce right down the street a bit at them there cross roads, in the middle of the afternoon. She pinned me down sitting on my belly and told me again with a smile how she was taking him away from me, then spit on my face."
"Shit, did you tell him what she did?"
"Of course I did, but he said it wasn't that bad kinda making light of my ass whipping even though my face was all a bruised up and everything. He acted like nothing really bad happened and I noticed he started getting distant after that. Don't take no rocket science to know he was getting some of her fat tail cause he started walking to school a different way soon after."
"Oh I'm sorry Minnie; he ended up dating that girl, huh?" She didn't say anything right away as I rubbed her bicep for reassurance.
"He got on the football team and with her on his arm, they was all kinds of popular. I was invisible and couldn't take it, so I started catting out from school hanging down at the general store playing fucking Pac-man. Back in the day, that store was run by this nasty old man and he tried to get mannish with me but I gave him a shiner. I run myself into those woods right by there cause I was worried he'd call his buddies to get me. Then, I was scared of being found and it was too early to go back home cause my mother was there. I didn't want no whipping especially with no razor strap"
"What happened Minnie?"
"Found this old trailer way off back there in the woods and met this old lady who lived there. She was all sitting outside in her yard which was weird since it was still deep in those woods. Front yard was crazy looking with these homemade stringy things in the tree branches. I was scared of her at first cause I didn't know if she was white or what, but she said she was black like she knew what I was a thinking."
"Yeah?"
"She got me to sit down with her and spill my guts, then asked me what I wanted like she could give it to me. I was in my feelings about everything so I just said I wanted my friend to come back to me. That's all I wanted and told her I wished I had something nice to make him look at me. The old lady was really creepy, pretty like a fairy even though she was old, but I could feel a little something off bout her. Then she said I'd get what I wanted after I pleased those devils at the end of that wooded path that led right up to her front door."
"What did she mean by that?"
"She had ahold of my palm sort of reading it and before I could ask the question she bit down into my hand real hard like. I can still remember her laughing as I ran down that path. They were waiting for me right there at the end right across the street from the general store."
"Who?"
"That nasty old store owner and some of his friends. Luckily they didn't think much of my looks, so they just made me take all of them in my mouth. A couple of them played with my titties too, blew a nut or two on them too. Those fuckers had the nerve to take my clothes away cause he was mad I punched him. Told me I better not be outside at night no more or they was a tree waiting for me to hang from. I walked home in my birthday suit to my mom and got that razor strap."
"MINNIE!"
"Now boy that was a long time ago fore you was born and you know thangs ain't exactly perfect on these here back roads. Got to stay home for a few days afterwards cause mom was afraid I'd get lynched. Strangest thing is that my friend walked by the house while I was out in the yard later that day and that mean old yella girl hollered out asking me how I liked the taste. I was real fucking hurt on that one right there and stayed off the streets on general principal. I can remember that real good cause that's when my tits came in real nice and big. Oh you would've really loved them back then boy."
"I hate that happened Minnie."
"Shit like that and worse been happening for generations down here in the sticks. Sides I ended up getting what I thought I wanted from that boy I liked."
"Really?"
"One day I was a sitting in my house while my mom was out, saw him walking by without her. My heart was beating something terrible just looking at him, so I took my last chance. Least that's how it felt when he popped up walking right by my window and such. I chased after him and got him to follow me into this paddock used to be down there by the cross road. I got him in there hind a tree and got out my tits for him."
"Did it work?"
"Lost my cherry that afternoon; he was fucking away at me like he was on fire or something. It hurt after a while but he was just getting it in real hard like. He even took my panties as a souvenir too. The first time I got my titties fucked was in that there paddock too. I ain't never been a fucked like that again, until you showed up boy."
"Did you get him back after that?"
"Next time I was at school, that yella girl came up to me with her friends all a smiling and shit. She had my panties and made me stuff them in my mouth while her friends laughed. Next time I saw him alone, I wanted to beat him to death, but he fucked me crazy again. I just couldn't stop myself, and he just wanted some pussy."
"How'd it turn out."
"Lost the baby right fore he went to college; that girl was gone right before that like she was never even there. I hated her and she just up and went back where she come from like nothing. Mom was kinda sick about that time and we had this house fixed up real nice for her after she got stuck in that there wheelchair."



We looked at one another as she finished catering to the slight bruise on my cheek. I didn't know what to say after listening to that story and she didn't have any more to offer packing away the cotton balls and other meager accessories inside the box. We sort of just looked at one another in silence for a minute or two before she spoke.
"Hey uhm, can I tell you something?"
"I guess." I was reticent not knowing what she would say next after sharing so much.
"Don't you think too much about it; I done lived that truth long before you showed up. I had myself a lotta pain and misery, but some good times as well. These thangs we done talked about been buried outside for a minute and I like to think you popping up is giving me just, a little chance to recapture some of that young feeling that I missed out on when I was your age boy. You and I know what we're doing; I'm terribly grateful to be sexy for a nice handsome young man like you. Maybe I was always sexy and could've got that boy before that wicked woman showed up. If you don't mind, I'd like to keep having some times with you, nothing, no strings attached okay?"
Before I could answer, Minnie took me between her plump lips wantonly sucking encircling the base under my balls this time. Two thirds of me disappeared inside her mouth as the slurping sounds got louder. It felt incredible as I palmed the back of her head directing her actions. I couldn't help grabbing one of her tits giving it a hearty squeeze as she came up for air wetly gasping.
"Can I be sexy for you? I want it so bad and I ain't saying you have to be exclusive like or nothing; I just want to feel a way and you make me feel so good in that there bedroom. Oh, I'll do what you want, back door and everything so I kin be sexy for once in my life. Sorry uh, I never really been liked that way before, you understand?"
Minnie went back to sucking me off with even more fervor letting the underside of her tongue caress and slather saliva all over my balls even talking them into her mouth. She quickly switched to vacuum sucking as hard as she could cheeks inverting with a loud sustained slurp.
I groaned grabbing her head with both hands fucking her throat until she nearly wretched. Minnie came up for air coughing with a hand under her chin catching the excess saliva. She applied this to my shaft caressing my balls while running her fist up and down my shaft.
"If you want, we can do it in my back door all day if you want; just gotta use a lotta lube cause you so big." She offered raising the hem of her nightie revealing one of her massive boobs.
My prick was tapped against that exposed boob and rubbed on the nipple spreading her saliva on it making it glisten in the daylight. Minnie tucked my cock under that pendulous breast stroking methodically before pressing my hidden crown into the humid crevice underneath.
She was full of agency raising the hem of her nightie exposing both breasts while my length rested against the swell of her belly. Her cleavage was cavernous and she made it more inviting cupping and mashing her humongous tits around the upper portion of my prick.
"You can nut all over these anytime you want too; I like your dick all rubbing everywhere on my body. You like my old saggy titties, don't you?"
She was in her mid-forties but talking deprecatingly about herself returning to blowing me like she was making a hard sell. It seemed her usual aggression stemmed from issues related to the story she'd shared and a especially strict upbringing.
The tops of her huge breasts were pressed into the edge of the couch almost drape like from my point of view. Minnie reared up on her knees pooling her tits in my lap completely obscuring my crotch. This woman knew what she was doing gathering up her watery mams and letting them fall into my lap with an audible clap.
She repeated this action several times until my prick was pointing at the ceiling, then cradled it in her cushiony cleavage. The upper third of my cock was pointing right at her lips. Minnie let a stream of drool run from her mouth into her collected cleavage.
"I'll fuck you real good with these titties, you'll see boy."
Minnie began bouncing her collected mams in my lap handling them from the outside and underneath. They were really heavy with these audible smacks against my crotch. My length was happily trapped between her tits not feeling any real friction.
She was studying my facial reactions pushing hard against the outsides of her floppy breasts sort of bumping against the underside of my member. Minnie wedged further into the couch reaching forward handling my hips. I slid to the edge of the couch cushion until my dick was vertical between her tits.
She wasn't done pulling me further until my balls were cradled against her belly. Minnie's hand dug into the couch cushions cupping my buttocks from underneath. I was already rubbing the underside of my cock against her breastbone loosely buried in her watery cleavage.
Minnie locked her arms creating this bulging pillowy wealth, these fleshy boulders. I was obliged to hump forward wrapping my arms around her head as I fucked her tits slow and methodically. This dark sister was all agency licking the closest nipple on my pec.
This didn't last long as she flattened her palm against my abdomen prompting me to recline so that she could suck me off some more. Minnie gathered her enormous breasts completely covering my endowment, pooling them in my lap with a wide grin on her face.
All ten of her fingers were spread palming her concentrated boobs managing a surprising pressure on my girth. It was apparent she was going to keep it up until I got off. At the diagonal angle I was laying on the couch, it was elementary driving my cock up into her cleavage.
The gathered pressure was indescribable and rough, but in a good way. I had to put some work into it as Minnie leaned forward adding her dead weight to the proceedings. I could see the muscles flexing in her biceps and forearms as she struggled to maintain the seal. The humidity along with her saliva provided the right amount of friction and lubrication making me horny enough to really put my back into it.
"MINNIE, AH IT'S HERE!!" The head of my cock popped free of her abundant cleavage at the end of a particularly violent thrust on my part.
This resulted in my crown being directly under her chin as it spewed a veritable geyser of cum giving her the mother of all pearl necklaces. Three powerful bursts hit Minnie full blast but this didn't deter her from dipping down taking the head in her mouth.
Her talent was apparent as the middle aged woman eager to please kept the intense pressure up around my shaft. Loud wet syrupy slurps made it sound like she was drinking a milkshake while I moaned and whined humping towards her mouth.
Miss Minnie released her tits allowing them to flop in opposite directions like filled water balloons. The triangular cleft between her knockers was fully creamed from the underside of her throat to the upper swell of her belly. Her hands were still cupping the outsides of her monster tits.
She was pressed against the edge of the couch between my thighs breathing heavily. We stared at each other both sort of gassed from the experience knowing we weren't done by a long sight. Minnie ran her hand up the swell of her upper belly collecting my spunk audibly swallowing it up.
She seemed to find my facial reaction funny snickering a little as she gathered up the rest lapping it up like some decadent treat finishing up by wiping the flecks on her face into her dark skin. My cock reacted to the sight prompting her to clap those weighted melons on my length suggesting another round I'd be more than happy to oblige.
Minnie knew how to play to her strengths leaning forward mashing those gigantic boobs around my cock but letting her thick rubbery nipples protrude between her middle fingers. Precum was already running from my crown.
"HEY BRUH, LET ME RUN YOU DOWN TO THAT MALL NOW!!" Arnold suddenly burst into the living room through the front door I didn't realize had been left unlocked.
Time froze.
All three of us just froze in place, me, and Minnie on the couch while he stood there still in custody of the door knob wearing a white tank that accentuated his herculean upper physique and some American flag board shorts and a pair of flip flops.
She was on her knees between my thighs wearing nothing but a nightie with her goodies on full display. Her big blocky butt was even faced in his direction. Both of us were wholly compromised, Minnie semi-nude and me in the buff. There was no doubt what we were doing in the least, no spinning this shit.
"If you coming in Arnold, could you close my fucking front door so the neighbors ain't all up in my business?!"
Minnie spoke first with a casual tone that was slightly forced. Arnold looked blown away eyes widening when she addressed him.
I was next to be blown away as Minnie went down completely throating me in one fluid motion.
The palm of her right hand cupped the outside of my balls as she basically inhaled my endowment making literal love to it with her mouth. Her left was palming my inner thigh rubbing and even giving it little pinches of her nails.
Scintillating jolts radiated through my pelvis making it hard to keep my attention on Arnold who was just standing there wide eyed as Minnie topped me off like a boss. There was this nugget, a thought or memory floating around on the back of my head as I raised a hand sort of waving at Arnold. Minnie let me slip from her mouth wiping her lips with her forearm staring.
"Uhm, you two uh, busy for sure."
He half mumbled standing with his hand still on the doorknob. The door was cracked but still open enough giving us slivers of the outside of Minnie's home as the ambient chatter of a group of kids running by filled our ears.
"CLOSE THE DOOR ARNOLD!!" He slammed the door in jackknife fashion even locking it facing us looking stupid.
Minnie somewhat indignantly as she slowly leaned down taking me in her mouth with her head resting in my lap facing Arnold this time. She started doing the harmonica thing with my cock audible slurps dipping my wick at half length spitting and hocking saliva making my crotch a sloppy mess.
I was beyond embarrassed while my cock was pulsing even though my friend was standing a few feet away. Minnie throated me to the base out of the blue framing my crotch with both hands. She held it there until she started gagging and coughing breaking the seal sitting upright. She looked at Arnold again.
"You can play too, if you don't go around putting me on blast." She offered still coughing as I facepalmed.
"I uh, got a girlfriend." He stammered uncharacteristically nerdy.
"Where she at, huh boy?"
"She down the street, uh sleeping right about now. Uhm, Niecy and her man gone drive her home so I could run Rob over to that mall." He explained needlessly.
Minnie was kneeling facing him with this indecipherable look on her face before grabbing the hem of that sheer chiffon nightie raising it revealing her humongous pendulous titties hard rubbery nipples and all along with a bare puffy snatch. She cupped them from the undersides raising a mountainous shelf of cleavage for his tacit inspection.
"You ain't gonna tell on us, right?"
Arnold looked honestly conflicted staring between her face and mine as an errant thought, more of an instruction came to mind. Things went kind of fuzzy for an instant as I raised a hand waving him over. It was a nonverbal invitation I knew I shouldn't have given but Minnie had already made the hard sell.
She turned back handling me with her right hand giving me more loud nasty sloppy top no matter what decision Arnold made. Frothy saliva mixed with copious amounts of precum bubbled up running off her chin as she went into business in front of him.
Minnie pooled the excess in her mouth engulfing my prick with her tits again as she let a stream run into the single dark line making up her cleavage in this upright position. I was given the impression this might be a demonstration or show of prowess for our uninvolved spectator.
It was crazy because I'd never had sex in front of anyone before. Despite that undeniable fact, I found myself hungrily humping up into Minnie's cleavage a man possessed. This time my cock did the whole "Whack-A-Mole" thing with her tongue extended lapping the crown each time it appeared.
She leaned forward into my body until her forehead touched my abdomen lapping at the errant flecks of cum. It appeared as if she were about to climb up into my lap and impale herself bur she held the position. Minnie remained there so I could fuck her tits as much as I wanted smiling in my face. I detected the slightest bit of embarrassment in her face, but we were going with it. Minnie locked arms trapping her boobs in between. The bulge and heaviness of her tits was awesome.
"Hey look at this right here Miss Minnie!!" Arnold appeared at her side completely stripped down.
He was meekly holding his endowment in his hand. His physique put my own athletic frame to shame about the waist but his legs remained comedically underdeveloped. I dwarfed his just above average offering in the sausage department.
I cupped my hands over my eyes at the sudden appearance of a dueling penis having not expected him to get completely naked too. He looked away towards the opposite wall probably feeling the same way when he got an up close and personal with my Johnson buried between Minnie's watery globe like cleavage.
She looked directly at the cock a few inches from her plush lips, then up at his face. He bottom lip quivered a little at the instant validation she'd been seeking since her formative years. Arnold's hand was jerking his cock right above the base with a three finger pinch.
Just like that Miss Minnie leaned over taking him between her lips with a loud syrupy audible slurp.
The nature of her huge elongated knockers made it possible for the woman to blow the man standing at her side and keep my prick happily embedded snug in her cleavage. Both of her hands were still cupped outside her tits pressing inward.
Arnold was handling himself feeding his length to her hungry maw starting to hump into her face. Minnie got just as sloppy with him as he graduated subtly to full on stroking his member with her mouth.
"AH, OH SHIT!!" Arnold reacted explosively cupping her chin and the top of her head with his big hands dipping his wick in her maw wantonly.
This was accompanied with a sort of hollow sound that ended in loud popping slurps when he pulled backwards.
I did my part bucking upward into her pillowy collected tits fucking them hard. The jiggling of her watery jugs looked incredible and I loved the feeling of her belly on the underside of my shaft.
Minnie was moaning now taking it from the eighteen year old body builder. My friend had the upper physique of a terminator which probably stoked the ego I'd bruised earlier. She started mashing her breasts into my cock, just sort of whacking my endowment.
"FUCK MINNIE, I LOVE THESE TITTIES!! DAMN YOU GOT SOME BIG ASS TITTIES!!" Miss Minnie had evolved throughout our tryst coming to know what worked and what didn't when it came to her body.
She responded in her own way clapping her monster boobs in my lap getting these wet smacks in tandem with her slurping.
Her arms went limp from the aggressive rutting flopping at her sides while I took over cupping her breasts around my meat inching closer to get a better vantage point. She'd offered her body to two testosterone infused teens and was paying the price sexually as Arnold got into it enjoying the sloppy top.
"AW SHIT MISS MINNIE, AW SHIT YOU SO GOOD!!" He palmed her head driving himself into her mouth fully engulfing his endowment. I flinched noticing the visible bulge in her throat that shocked me enough to take a swipe at his closet arm.
"HEY MAN, BE CAREFUL!!"
Arnold abruptly pulled out getting a deluge of frothy precum and saliva running off her chin dripping to the living room floor. Before any of us could react she coughed up some more prompting me to sit up patting her back. He had the same idea rubbing Minnie's shoulders as well after accidently touching my hand for a second.
"Oh sorry bout that right there Miss Minnie; you can't be giving up the heavenly head like that cause it'll make me go ham on your pretty black ass girl!!"
She finished hacking and coughing looking over at my face then his before pulling the sheer nightie over her head discarding it. We were puzzled not knowing what to expect when Minnie leaned forward handling Arnold's member lifting it up to suckle his balls. I nibbled a fingernail on my thumb raising a brow at my friend as she broke contact glancing at me.
"It's all fine boys, uh if you two don't mind the closeness, I'd like you to stand on either side of me so I kin suck both of you for a while, then we can do the Chinese thang."
"What's that?"
"You two stick it in both ends, one in my mouth and the other does me from behind. Uh, that's not too nasty for you fellas, is it?"
Arnold was completely smitten at this moment along with myself stuffing his member in her mouth again as I stood up. I barely directed her hand to my endowment when she'd already started giving me a rough handjob. Minnie switched over blowing the upper half of my endowment while jerking Arnold intermittently slapping her lips and right cheek with my girth.
We switched off for a while all of us moaning and gasping amid her loud audibly juicy sloppy head. Minnie was directing traffic managing to get us side by side for a double fisted handjob while her humongous knockers jiggled all over the place.
"DAMN MISS MINNIE, IF I KNEW YOU HAD IT LIKE THIS I'D HAVE COME OVER AND CLEANED UP YO YARD A LONG TIME AGO!! EVEN YO HAND FEELS GOOD ON ME!!" Arnold sounded like some hick frat boy in his immediate euphoria.
"My yard gets right dirty from time to time; maybe we can work something out, huh boy?"
His cock was vacuum sucked whole in her gullet killing any retort coming instead replacing it with a sustained breathy gasp. Minnie was on me quickly sucking a bit more of my cock, probably half for a few minutes wetly breaking off jerking us both.
Her hands disappeared under her massive tits raising them both high above her belly arms folded underneath. A jiggly fleshy shelf made of dark chocolate meat was presented for our mutual enjoyment.
Arnold went after the prominent nipple on her right tit pinching and twisting it while I tapped my cock on the left like some kind of bongo. Arnold laughed mimicking my actions tapping his prick on her right tit making Minnie chortle and jiggle and bounce her tits. It was an odd hedonistic atmosphere that came out of nowhere engulfing my friend as well.
Both of us took turns poking Minnie's mouth getting more of her infectious head game. She was wholly entertaining in this regard sucking as hard as she could while we got exceptionally giddy together. Arnold was the first to lose it leaning down kissing her passionately on the mouth. When she looked up into my eyes, a dick was shoved into her mouth.
The super-sized matron took it like a champ while Arnold started to fidget rubbing his cock on her cheek.
"Hey Rob, you don't mind if I poke her some, do you? I been waiting my turn but you ain't gone for the pussy."
"It's cool man, hit that shit."
I had to back up a step as Minnie got down on all fours facing her big, blocky butt towards Arnold. Of course this obliged me to kneel so that she could keep sucking me off as he mounted her bulldog style. He made this incredibly wide eyed coonish looking expression gasping as he pushed inside of Minnie's piping hot cunt. His hands were palm flattened on her lower back as he luxuriated in her insides.



"Aw shit I wish I knew you had it like this Miss Minnie; it's so wet and hot in this here hole. Fucking juiciest pussy around, fuck it's hot inside here. Damn I would've gave you a baby with pussy like this." She was busy sucking my prick but disengaged looking over her big shoulder as best she could, still coughing a bit.
"You can fuck me like you giving me a baby; just do it right boy!"
"YAS MA'AM!!" Minnie shouted out in sexual distress as his pelvis hit her like a truck followed by several other piston powered back shots to her semi-flat butt.
Arnold was giving it to her like he was on fire or something making these aggressive sounds manically thrusting into her gooey quim like nobody's business. The man was really putting his back into it so much, I wondered if he might dump his controlling girlfriend for Minnie afterwards. He was already cheating anyway as I imagined him flipping her the bird before driving off into the sunset with a woman old enough to be his mother, uh older sister as she would put it if asked.
"COME ON IN BOY; I AIN'T GONNA LEAVE YOU OUT OF THANGS!!" Minnie gregariously encouraged getting a mouthful of my cock.
Both us began stuffing her from both ends as she happily wagged her butt into Arnold's thrusts. She seemed to drift horizontally one direction prompting him to grab a handful off thigh meat as her hanging breasts swung back and forth tips dragging on the living room floor.
"OH!! OH THAT'S IT ARNOLD BOY!! YOU KEEP A POUNDING ON ME LIKE THAT!!" Minnie coughed up my cock shouting encouragement to my friend who was laser focused on driving his dick as far as it would go inside her snatch. I cupped her cheeks making Minnie purse her lips pushing inside her mouth again.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" I let go too taking her orally in a mean parody of what Arnold had done earlier.
I could see the motion ripples he was forcing to radiate across her butt huffing like he was running a marathon. Minnie lasted a good ten minutes before letting my prick flop out of her mouth with copious webs of saliva connecting my crown to her bottom lip.
"My knees, they starting to hurt! MY KNEES HURTING ARNOLD BOY!!" He reluctantly slowed to a stop looking over her back at me, but I shrugged with my dripping business in one hand.
"You gonna be okay Miss Minnie?" She nodded in plodding fashion non-verbally acknowledging her weight as an issue as Arnold and I watched her roll over and lay on her back knees up.
"Yeah?" I added.
She used her hands to spread her flower open revealing the glistening pinkness inside. This was all the invitation Arnold needed falling upon her burying himself to the hilt fucking away like a maniac. He went face down in her gathered cleavage between her tits pressing her mams around his head like a feverish hoarder. One of her hands rubbed the back of his nugget head using the other to handle me to lesser effect.
"Now Arnold, you know that's wrong not a sharing after we invited you in this here thang we got going on; don't be selfish like that or we ain't gonna let you in next time." I knelt there surprised as she lightly admonished him getting a reaction when his face appeared cushioned by her jiggly cleavage shocked by her word as I was.
"Yeah, you're right ma'am; sorry Rob." He replied like a scalded dog of sorts getting on his knees between her thighs.
"Don't worry about it, this my first threesome so I'm still trying to figure it out myself."
"Me too bruh."
"That's the point fellas, we kinda figure it all out together; come over here by my head Robert boy. Arnold you ain't have to stop getting it in or nothing, just don't be selfish is all I'm trying to say. I got Robert right here boy."
Minnie cupped her enormous tits mashing them together high on her chest with the tops cushioning her chin if not outright hiding it behind those delectable mountains of chocolate flesh.
Both of us got her meaning clear as day as I knelt at the top of her head knees covering her ears with my cock pointing at my friend. The sexual evolution of Miss Minnie continued as I pushed between her soft pillowy mams from the top inching forward until I felt her tongue lapping at my balls.
"Fuck." Arnold had this incredulous look on his face but pushed into her cunt getting an audible squelching sound.
Both of us began stereo humping Minnie to our heart's content him fucking the stuffing out of her by now resized cunt while I engaged in an incredible upside down tit fuck while Minnie had a mouthful of my hanging sack vacuum sucking like there was no tomorrow. It was a weird visual and unique sensation having my balls sucked while I was fucking away at those humongous tits as she got pounded out by Arnold.
All of us eventually reached a rhythm as we simultaneously crested.
"MINNIE!!" I blew first creaming her cavernous cleavage as streams of jizz flowed from the underside of those tits onto her sloping belly.
"DAMN MAN, WHY YOU-AW FUCK!!" Arnold pulled out shooting some ropes of spunk on her bald muff and abdomen, but he wasn't done scrambling around to her adjacent side next to her bosom.
I was ahead of him dismounting on her opposite side while Minnie kept her boobs mashed together for us. From our vantage point it almost looking like she was being sprayed with silly string as we shot dueling loads on her monstrous titties.
Both of us emptied our balls glazing over her massive knockers with a few strings hitting her in the face as well.
"Holy shit man."
Arnold was drenched in sweat almost glowing as the morning sunlight hit his body. I was in a similar state almost completely sex addled while Minnie enjoyed her own version of post coital bliss clapping her knockers together making our combined jizz splash and ooze towards her crotch.
"Now that right there, uhm, that was something." He wiped his brow starting to grin as we looked down at our jump off.
Minnie was a complete and utter hot mess with a half glazed face from the nose down to her snatch. She absentmindedly diddled herself staring up at the ceiling like we were invisible. Her knees were drawn up feet planted flat still smooshing and smacking her tits together.
"Ma'am?" Arnold queried with a look of concern side eyeing me.
"Minnie?" I followed his lead both of us gawking at her blissful expression.
"Relax boys, Ahm just a feeling it all over like. Can't rightly believe we done what we did and everything, but I'm laying here all tuned up with you guys baby batter everywhere; even got some in my pits, and between one of my fucking toes. I gotta confess something terrible to you fellas though."
"What?" Arnold raised a brow.
"Yeah what ma'am?" I followed suite.
Miss Minnie's hazel eyes drifted between us as she found the words to say what hadn't been said before.
"I can still go a few more rounds."
Both of us facepalmed falling over beside Minnie as she began laughing her ass off. It was raw and the realest of moments having shared so much on the fly like we did. I still couldn't wrap my head around the fact that Minnie initiated the threesome. It seemed like an extreme kneejerk reaction to us getting busted in the act by my friend and her distant neighbor, Arnold.
"Guess you don't need running down to the mall, huh Rob?"
"Nope."
Minnie chuckled then burst into laughter raising both hands in the air. We knew what to do each grabbing an arm as we stood. Both of us knew enough to lean back allowing our combined weight to pull Miss Minnie to her feet. It was our turn to laugh as she walked to the bathroom to clean up with a noticeable limp. We kept laughing when we heard the lock click on the bathroom door.
"Guess she couldn't go another round." I commented.
***********************************************************************************************************
Somehow Arnold managed to finagle his way into the bathroom showering with Minnie as I took in some television knowing they were probably going to get into it. I wasn't surprised when they snuck out of the bathroom in crappy fashion sequestering themselves in her bedroom as evidenced by the sounds of stressed out box springs being put to the test.
I crept up to the door peering inside finding him face down atop her big body absolutely screwing the piss out of the woman. I shrugged taking the opportunity to take an unfortunate cold shower.
They'd used up all the hot water.
"Hey Rob, you good?" I found him in the living room sitting there watching television after I cleaned up and got dressed in the bathroom.
"Don't worry about a thing, I'm good; besides, I can get her anytime I want."
"No, I'm talking about running you over to that mall for a spell or two." He chuckled at my assertion.
"Oh, that's still on the table?"
"Well I feel bad after walking in on you getting your pipes cleaned; I never ever thought in like a million years that I'd be hitting it in no threesome, especially with Ms. Minnie."
"Yeah, she still in bed?"
"Oh yeah, sorry bout that and all; I put her lights out for sure."
"HUH?!!"
I peered into the bedroom again finding Miss Minnie passed out on her back still nude with a sheet barely covering her sex. She was TKO snoring loudly after running an impromptu sexual gauntlet. Minnie was truly a car wreck which made me chuckle finding Arnold similarly laughing sitting there on the couch.
We were interrupted by his ringing phone still on the floor accidentally left there when he stripped down. Arnold panicked running off the edge of the couch half stumbling. He inadvertently kicked his phone making it slide across the living room floor and bounce off the wall before he snapped it up.
"HELLO, HEY BAE!!" He stammered sounding winded.
"How's the mall Arnold?"
My friend was visibly spooked holding the phone right under his bottom lip face up and he looked at me struggling to answer. The familiar guy I knew melted away revealing the simp who'd abandoned me on the side of the road when his girlfriend called last time we met.
Arnold had been all business essentially kicking me out of his truck driving off without another word until we met this very morning. Now I was watching him squirm at the sound of his girlfriend's voice after heinously cheating.
"Arnold, are you there?"
There was no doubt he was there and that she knew because he was breathing hard into the phone with a choice to make in how he answered the question posed. Her voice had a childish quality to it with a noticeable stern undertone.
"OH YEAH, SORRY CAUSE IT'S KINDA BUSY AND ALL HERE AT THE MALL AND WHATNOT!!" I facepalmed at the dumb lie he told trying to sell the bullshit by talking loud.
"So you're at the mall, right now you say, right Arnold?"
"UH, YEAH BABY!!" He stammered.
"Arnold, you at the mall; now that's what you telling me right this here moment, huh?"
"Yeah."
He answered eyes shifting side to side horizontally brow furrowed with dimples at the corners of his nose and mouth grimacing. He looked over at me, but I shrugged not knowing what to tell him. She suddenly ended the call only to call back on Facetime immediately.
I watched him go through the five stages of grief in seconds.
The call ended abruptly followed by a regular call which he answered sweating profusely.
"Daisy Mae?"
"I want you to listen to me real nice like and you ain't gonna say a fucking thing nigga. Hear me like you never done heard me before Arnold Belle."
"Yassah ma'am." He gulped hard nodding in time with her words as the tension became palpable enough to cut with a knife.
"Come on outside fool."
This time the hair on both of our arms stood up at the prospect of a violent conversation as I glanced towards the big pane window. We were getting it on in the living room proper and anybody could've walked up on the porch and had themselves a gander.
"UH, EXCUSE ME NOW WHAT YOU SAYING THERE GIRL, UHM DAISY MAE?!!" Arnold stammered.
"Open-the-front-door and fucking walk outside." Daisy Mae emphasized each word with mounting aggression as we exchanged glances with rising anxiety.
I motioned towards the door worried there might be a bum rush on Miss Minnie while she lay instate like a backwoods ghetto sleeping beauty. Her snores were so loud both of us could plainly hear them. It sounded like someone were finishing off a milkshake. Arnold looked as if he thought she might lob a grenade into the living room but grabbed the doorknob flinching repeatedly.
"Open it." I whispered sort of ducking down moving towards the front window like I thought somebody would shoot through it.
Arnold went with it throwing the door open with enough force to make it hit the adjacent wall.
"HEY!!" He screamed scaring me enough to belly flop on the floor.
He took off running out the door full speed unintentionally giving me the sign no one was standing out there with a firing squad. I got up still bent over peering out into the front yard beyond the patio finding Arnold hoofing it around the bend beyond the dumpster in Minnie's front yard.
I timidly approached the open door then ran out pulling it up with a slam running into the backyard down the gravelly driveway huffing it.
"GODDAMMIT SOMEBODY STOLE MY TRUCK!!" I encountered Arnold walking back in my direction still holding his phone face up, completely enraged.
He was actually flexing his herculean biceps teeth gritted in rage as I stood within a few feet looking around in a circular motion. He reached me as I realized his phone was still on speaker.
"I stole your truck Arnold." Daisy Mae replied without emotion still sounding verbally like a moppet.
"WHAT-THE FUCK?!!" He screamed into his phone.
"You left your keys inside like a fool."
"DAISY!!"
"Ask me." Her tone was cold as ice.
"WHAT?!!"
"I said-ASK ME!"
Arnold dropped the phone looking around his immediate area in a circular perimeter. I did the same wondering if I should jump the immediate sewage ditch back into Minnie's front yard. A lot of women were sometimes known to use vehicles as weapons of mass destruction when enraged. Arnold slowly raised the phone to his mouth again.
"Where are you Daisy Mae?"
"Down at the park, waiting for you." She replied sounding sinisterly glib.
"The park?"
"Yeah, I'm waiting for you to come down here and see me, in person." Her tone even sent chills up my spine as he looked severely affected.
"Daisy?"
"Come see me Arnold." She ended the call.
Both of us were left outside in front of Minnie's house looking panicked and befuddled. Arnold looked like he'd just been given a death sentence. He stood in the middle of the black tarmac repeatedly looking at his phone like he thought she might call him back.
We knew she wouldn't as his shoulders slumped eyes squinting in realization. I was given the impression his girlfriend had come onto the front patio and peered inside the window at some point. It was possible she might have somebody waiting there to ambush him if she wasn't going to do it herself.
"Hey man you ain't going down there, are you?"
"She got my truck."
"I know but it feels, wrong Arnold man." He looked pissed and we both knew he could definitely take care of himself.
"I'm going." He tucked his phone in the back pocket of his American themed board shorts walking away intending to leave me standing there again.
"HOLD UP, I'M WITH YOU BRO!" I piped up running behind him until we were in step together.
"Hey there, what you doing?"
"I'm going with you man, backup in case some foul shit down there waiting." We power walked past the crossroad that led to his trailer home and the abandoned horse paddock mentioned earlier by Minnie while we were hooking up. Arnold stopped turning to me with a had pressed into my sternum.
"Hey now, you gone on back now, you hear?"
"Come on man, you gotta let me go with you to watch your back."
"I ain't gotta do nothing, you been here for a day or two so don't act like we all blood brothers and shit. I know how to get around down here, this ain't your city; I got thangs on lock. I ain't trying to fuck with you like that, but this between me and mine, you hear?"
"Arnold?"
"Gone back and I don't know; fuck Miss Minnie some more and get this right here outta your head!" His tone read deadly serious, but something felt off.
I kept step beside him as we approached the end of the road where he'd have to make a right turn to the park onto that sparse street. Even more ominous was a sort of wooded area that bordered one side of the park. Anything was possible despite Arnold being right about my unfamiliarity with the environment. I just wanted to make sure he would be okay, but Arnold stopped again bumping chests with me. I was a head and a half taller than him, but he was engineered for war.
"GIT NOW!!" He ordered.
"So you gonna fight me so you can go around there to that park and get your ass kicked?"
"I DONE TOLD YOU IT'S MY DECISION!!"
"Okay Arnold." I put my hands up like he was holding a gun but didn't move otherwise.
He backed off still facing me until he was a few feet away breaking into a little jog turning the ditch lined curve out of view. I waited a few more seconds then bolted down to the edge of the corner peering in the direction he'd run. Arnold continued his jog to oblivion twenty feet away in the middle of the road.
This blacktop throughway was more refined with actual lanes delineated with neon orange paint.
True to her word, Arnold's truck was sitting adjacent to the park which was partially occupied with a number of families and people which made me feel better about his chances. I could see her behind the wheel sitting there waiting. Her big curly mane of hair filled the back window.
She didn't look like a small woman by any standards as I wondered if Niecy was a physical anomaly in this shanty town. Arnold jogged up to the driver's side reaching for the door handle but she pulled a few feet ahead at a clip audibly mashing down on the brakes.
He was left there for a few seconds, then she hit reverse backing the truck to its original parking space with a second audible screech of the brakes. It looked like Arnold considered jumping the ditch when the truck barreled backward but didn't. Her arm appeared from the open driver's side window waving him closer. He carefully approached the window but remained out of arm's reach.
I considered that he might not want me to see him getting punked by his girlfriend.
Arnold stood there staring at his girlfriend probably getting bitched out in grand fashion. I could see her arm extended motioning as she spoke her hand balled into a fist then the pointer finger motioning in his direction. Other than her hand, Daisy Mae looked casual playing some music which lightly wafted through the air with a haunting echo. I recognized "Kiss of Life" by Sade as Arnold took on the posture of a scolded kid shoulders slumped.
He fidgeted a bit then walked to the front of his truck, then thought better of it walking by her in the driver's seat around the back of the vehicle getting in beside her. I could hear the hollow report of the door slamming. The weeds and discarded trash were high enough on my side of the road to partially hide my presence, but they would obviously see me if she made a U-turn in my direction.
Daisy Mae gunned it speeding off at too fast a clip probably well over sixty miles an hour. I wondered if I'd ever see him again while I was down there for the remainder of the week.
I found myself lingering for a bit considering all that happened since I arrived and the crazy situation that occurred with my host Miss Minnie. It was the most improbable thing in my life beginning with my framing by a cousin's shitty best friend.



If it weren't for that bullshit, I wouldn't be down in the sticks exiled from home by a mother who was doing the most.
In the first couple of days I'd nearly got lucky with my friend's sister which inadvertently led to the torrid threesome we'd engaged in earlier. I stuffed my hands in my pockets turning to walk back to Minnie's house.
"WHOA, HEY!!" An El Camino was making a wide turn from the far lane nearly barreling into me. I hopped across the ditch into some tall grass as it sped forward then hit the brakes with an audible skid.
"HEY BUDDY SORRY BOUT THAT RIGHT THERE!!" Some guy called out from the car.
"IT'S COOL!" I shouted back lying but now overly cognizant of my situation in unfamiliar territory.
Arnold's words came back to haunt me as I realized I was looking at the vehicle of the neighbor who'd set his dog on me. There was a shell attached the truck bed at the back of the vehicle preventing me from seeing how many people were inside the car.
Even more alarming was the fact this vehicle was between me and Miss Minnie's house.
"HEY FELLA, WHY DON'T YOU COME ON UP HERE FOR A MOMENT?!" He sounded dangerously jovial.
"NAH THAT'S OKAY, I'M GOOD!" His head appeared out the driver's side window covered in a red ballcap, but he was too stout to fully look back at me without opening his door. I considered clocking him with a haymaker through the window but didn't want to chance running past the front of his car. Going the other way was definitely out of the question.
"Hey now I don't mean you any harm young fella, just wanted to like, apologize about my dog and stuff."
"Oh, really?"
"Yeah, come on up right here so I can say my sorry and all."
"Uhm, sure." I still wasn't sure but I wanted to get closer to Minnie's house without having to run a marathon with a redneck chasing me down in unfriendly territory.
"Come on over brother." I didn't trust him one bit, but knew I had to cross in front of his car to Minnie's house.
"Right." I moved towards the driver side of the El Camino.
"No brother, got my dog right here on this side so you can come to the passenger side alright?" I took in the scene weighing the possibilities of potential gunplay.
If the dog were inside all he would have to do would be to open the door and let the animal out on me. It made sense to cross over to the passenger side because I could hop the ditch and sprint the half block or cut through the yard connected to another trailer type home at the tip of the crossroad.
"Coming."
I walked up on the passenger side minding my surroundings noticing another partial silhouette in the car. As I got closer, it looked as if this guy's mother was sitting there with her arm resting on the top of the open door window. It looked like she was wearing a crappy beige peasant blouse or some sort of muumuu dress.
It was indeed the elderly woman sitting there in the passenger seat of the El Camino looking slightly less disheveled than when I'd seen her a day or so ago. Her wrinkly blotch spotted arm was resting on the door with her hand outside tapping the window to "Flowers on the Wall" by The Statler Brothers coming from the car's radio.
She seemed to sense my presence as her hand shot back inside with a speed that belied her age. This alarmed me enough to go with plan B which consisted of me pretending to make nice for a second then running top speed at an angle hopping the ditch at my right for a diagonal wall across somebody's fenced in lawn. Two years on varsity track in school suggested I could blow by them with the quickness. I inched closer ready to punch at any sign of a threat.
"Hey colored boy lookit here!" She shouted out from inside as I got adjacent with the El Camino.
"UG SHIT, WHAT THE HELL?!!"
This gross looking elderly woman was indeed wearing a crappy muumuu dress that had been raised up under her chin as she reclined leaving her withered, wrinkly pockmarked body on full display. Her disgusting haggard breasts rested atop folds of excess skin on her abdomen from multiple child births above a horrific sandy brown profuse bush of pubic hair intermingled with bits of grey. To make things even worse, this damn near mummified version of Carol Brady had her dust filled cooch pried open with both hands revealing its dust filled pulsing interior.
"NOW WHAT YOU KNOW ABOUT GOOD WHITE PUSSY THERE BOY?!!" The hick behind the wheel guffawed before flooring it, peeling out.
"FUCK!!" I literally had the dry heaves from the sight alone.
That reflexive disgust returned again and again as I trudged back to Minnie's place finding her still passed out snoring loud enough to shake the house. With nothing much to do, I sat down to watch a bit of television for a minute before noticing the mail truck making a delivery. I walked to the mailbox having nothing better to do finding it stuffed with a fistful of junk mail. While I was pulling out the excess paper, Arnold's truck sped by at a brisk clip hitting a hard left down the street towards their trailer.
I didn't even have time to see them inside.
"Hey boy you got my mail right there?!" Minnie's voice distracted me as I turned seeing her there in the door frame of the front patio.
"Yeah coming."
Minnie was wearing a bonnet and a flannel plaid robe wrapped around her body taking the mail with a half smirk on her face. She was on her phone with a friend gossiping as she went through the pile leaving me to watch television.
Minnie was talking loud enough that I noted my name wasn't used or Arnold for that matter, but I didn't know what she said in my absence as she reappeared gossiping with her friend about unrelated matters with that same annoying sounding associate from the night of our first hookup.
"Huh?" A bottle of cocoa butter was floating by my right temple. She wanted me to rub her down with the robe opened exposing her nudity underneath. Minnie made sure not to obscure the television as I took it beginning with her legs first.
Our repeated trysts seemed to have a rejuvenating effect on Miss Minnie as I noticed somewhat of a change in her aura, more youthful upon closer introspection. I rubbed down both of her legs even allowing her to plant a foot between my thighs directly over my crotch.
Encouraged, I rubbed her feet paying attention to all ten toes individually while she mostly listened to her friend. That unseen woman spoke a mile a minute as I found myself looking at Minnie's butt, a point of contention between us earlier.
She gathered up the robe nonchalantly mooning me as I went to work using a bit more of the lotion to make her backside nice and smooth. She still smelled faintly of body wash and a bit of perfume as I found myself playing with her butt particularly the indentation that was the straight line undercuff of her buttocks.
I found myself prying them apart with apart with my thumbs but not without a bit of effort looking at her rear entrance for a second. She had a semi shallow rear gluteal cleft just thick enough to make things respectable back there. Minnie turned wagging a finger in my face as her friend continued manically gossiping.
That shit reminded me of the sound the teacher made on those old Charlie Brown cartoons as Minnie let the robe drop hiding her conflict booty. She left me sitting there on the couch as she walked back into her bedroom.
There was a creak of the door as I glanced at the television watching this old B movie where Chuck Norris was fighting a bunch of terrorists in a shopping mall. There was a tent in my shorts and it wasn't going away anytime soon without some manual help, but I had Minnie. I crept off the couch to her cracked bedroom door peeping inside.
I got there in time to see her dropping the robe to the floor with the phone still held against her ear.
"GIRL HE WORK DOWN THERE AT THAT THERE TARGET STORE ON THE I-5; ALL YOU GOTTA DO IS GO ON DOWN THERE!! HE GOT HIMSELF LIKE TWO JOBS, THE OTHER ONE MOWING LAWNS!! GIRL YOU IN NEED!! BEGGARS AIN'T GOT NO RIGHT TO BE SO PICKY!! DON'T YOU WANT SOME DICK!! MIGHT EVEN BE GOOD!! MINNIE YOU THERE?!"
"I hear you girl."
"SO YOU GONNA GO DOWN THERE AND PICK UP RUFUS?!! IF YOU ARE, MAKE SURE YOU GET HIM AROUND ABOUT FIVE!! HE SHOULD BE BACK FROM ANY HANDIMAN WORK BOUT THAT TIME, SOMETIMES EARLIER IF ALL THEM MEXICAN FELLAS DIDN'T EAT UP THEM OPPORTUNITIES!!"
"Right Deon."
Minnie squirted some lotion in her palms rubbing her belly then took the bottle spraying a good portion on her breasts. My tumescence jumped in my pants making the action movie playing in the other room a moot point. Minnie rubbed several rounds of that lotion into her huge overhanging tits paying attention to her nipples.
Her energy was off the charts while there was this distant look on her face that said she might be reminiscing. Minnie's hand disappeared under her melons raising them for a healthy jiggle independently and together.
"GIRL YOU LISTENING?!!"
"Sure am, you done got me all hot and bothered like, thanking about that there day laborer with the bad knee and a chubby pecker. Ah, all a wetting my drawers for an opportunity to get with one of your fucking jump-offs Deon girl! Just wanna know if he done used condoms when he got with you; did he girl?"
"Now ain't you the salty one this morning!! You acting like you got options round these parts; talking like you ain't a carrying round a fridge in your damn belly, ain't that right Minnie girl?!!" Deon's roast was brutal.
"Well since you such hot shit with your bony turkey neck and dumb booty on a anorexic body; you can have my turn you fucking pecker head goof!!"
Throughout the terse argument, Minnie continued playing and massaging her humongous tits adding more squirts of lotion mashing them together for several audible claps. She was getting off on her own perceived sexuality and the memories of our multiple encounters.
One of her hands dipped low palming her bare puffy looking muff. Her eyes fluttered as I doubted she even registered the semi-seriousness of the argument with her unseen friend. She dipped a little at the waist diddling herself as I watched from the cracked door.
"Hey Minnie, we ain't a fighting are we?" Deon's voice snapped her out of that sensual stupor.
"SHUCKS NO!!"
"Well it kinda sorta felt like we was a joning each other for a minute there Minnie. You been my friend for a long while and well, you're like a sister to me and it hurts me to no end when we have these here disagreements. You ain't necessarily gotta get with Rufus cause there's always that little social they have at the club right next to Maplewood. Shucks there's a lot of eligible fellas come there looking round!"
"Sounds real good Deon."
"NOW HECK MINNIE, FEELS KINDA LIKE YOU BEING RIGHT DISMISSIVE HERE!!" I watched my sexually awakened host toss the lotion bottle on the bed snapping up this old school brassiere. It was vintage white with the conical cups almost a top in and of itself.
"Now you hold on right there lady; ain't I always listened to you since we was kids and all? Ain't I always had your back and even let you hide out in my place when your daddy was a kicking off in your ass? Remember that shit, huh? My old granddaddy had to put that shotgun on yours and it would've been the end of him if not for mamma! You know we always had a place for you at the table and tell me how many times I done run you down to that there hospital?!!"
"Sounds like you been keeping a list of your accomplishments Minnie!!" I continued peeking as my busty supersized mature turned the brassiere backwards with the cups on her back so that she could do all of the multiple hooks while she continued arguing with her friend.
"Well when somebody does the most with the shittiest results, kinda makes it easy to keep a list Deon."
"IF YOU FEELING THAT WAY BOUT IT, I'M GONNA HAVE TO END THIS HERE CALL FORE I COME OVER THERE AND PUT A FIST IN YOUR FAT NOSE!!" Minnie chuckled silently to herself nonverbally dismissing the threat as she worked at rotating the front of that vintage bra around to her chest. Once she locked in all the rear hooks and clasps, it got noticeably tighter.
"Do what you like; call me up when you cool off bitch." Deon squawked clicking off the call as Minnie pulled one of the bra straps up on her right shoulder then found doing the same to the other side harder as she turned in my direction.
I was busted.
"Oh you peeking on me boy?"
There was a look of happy surprise on her face, but I was staring a hole in her gargantuan jiggling shelf of dark chocolate cleavage. Minnie reached up pinching the material tugging it down as much as she could, but there was a tiny bit of underboob that would not be hidden. The result was these two fleshy half spheres protruding from the underside of her brassiere.
"COME HERE!!" I blurted out shoving her bedroom door open with enough force to make it slam into the wall.
Minnie's shocked cries were muffled by my lips as we made out. I capture her in a modified bear hug tightly wrapping my arms around her torso pulling her into me. She mumbled something but went with it as our tongues wrestled and coiled about each other. Just for the tiniest instant the thought of what my mother would do if she walked into the room filled my head.
This woman was old enough to be my parent, but I didn't give a fuck breaking off in that moment.
"I was gonna go pick up some food for us Robert!" Minnie exclaimed blinking profusely mouth hanging wetly open.
I grabbed the side of her head like a football going at it some more before drawing back again wiping the excess saliva off my bottom lip with my pointer finger. Her mountainous shelf like cleavage wasn't helping matters any looking like a buffet table from my point of view.
My shaking hands went to the outsides of her tits smushing them together making them bulge high enough to touch the bottom of her chin. That rich jiggly view reminded me of some sister's big black ass instead of a monumental set of knockers. I buried my face in her tits digging into the crevice with the tip of my tongue.
Minnie chortled out of nervousness.
"NOW THERE BOY, YOU CALM YOURSELF DOWN RIGHT NOW!!" I sucked vacuum hard giving Minnie several audible raspberries before looking dead into her face with glistening lips.
"You was gonna pick up some food?"
"Yeah boy!" Minnie replied incredulously as I played with her huge tits jiggling and bouncing them to my heart's content. Contained in that industrial grade brassiere, her gathered tits were a size and a half bigger than bowling balls in my large hands. I could feel her nipples poking into the conical cups tweaking them while she watched amused.
"Uhm we got us some food right here Minnie."
"Well you been so damn good to me, I thought I'd go do something nice like for you."
"You can do something "nice like" for me right now baby." She chortled happily at my vested interest in her mountainous bosom. Her hands covered my own pressing them into the material covering the breasts I loved so much.
"Oh yeah, what's that boy?"
"Give me some food right now Minnie."
"WHAT?!!" I captured her biceps pushing this large buxom mature down on her back quickly getting on my knees at the edge of the mattress. Watching her getting dressed groping her tits and masturbating a little had me animalistically horny.
I buried my face in her snatch going right at the clit.
Minnie groaned loudly as I pried her apart with my thumbs eating at the Y like there was no tomorrow. She was only the second woman I'd gone down on in my life but it just seemed like the thing to do after we got started.
This time I was the one giving the sloppy top handling Minnie's inner thighs keeping her legs spread wide apart. My vantage point from a kneeling position afforded me a view right over her belly looking at the underside of her brassiere and the wealth of boobage protruding there.
They were little mini-tits for my enjoyment.
Her hands were covering her breasts thumb and forefinger twisting and pinching her thickened nipples. Minnie was humping and bobbing her hips bucking up into my mouth as I slurped and sucked on her clit. I reached under her thighs letting her butt rest in my hands as she wriggled about on the bed.
Her head wasn't visible from my viewpoint but her moans got louder in several octaves until I'd had enough standing up between her spread legs raising the hem of my tee holding it up using my teeth as I got my shorts down.
My erection was pointing at her puffy slit.
"Alright it's wet enough." I got up between her legs pressing against her opening.
"WAIT A MINUTE!!" Minnie yelled once my crown disappeared inside. I had custody of her thighs stopping instantly.
"What?"
"Sorry, I'm still kinda sore; you boys done got me fucked up down there. You tuned me up a little too much and Arnold uhm, he went ham on my poor little pussy." Minnie was actually making the times out sign with her hands.
"Oh, okay." I replied hesitantly as she managed to sit up staring at my erection. Her tits were twin mountains molded by the vintage brassiere on her torso.
"Hey boy, answer me this one question right here. It's this old bra ain't it Robert boy, right?" Minnie raised a brow looking from her mound with my cock resting on it to my disappointed face.
"Yep."
"I knew it, my granny used to wear this when she went out on a good Saturday night back in the day. She may have been using it the same way cause later on a lot of menfolk got run up off the block by my grandpa and his shotgun. My mom was just regular looking, but granny had these titties I got now."
"Hey, you telling me you're wearing your grandmother's bra?"
"Yeah."
"Serious?"
"This her house I done inherited fair and square and all the stuff inside it too. I thought it made my tits look nice and you just tried to get it up in me, so don't tell me you ain't a liking it now cause my granny wore it back in her day. Gotta admit it's a tad bit small on me though."
"But it looks good."
"Aw you making me feel sort of guilty taking a time out on the festivities, especially with this big piece of meat down here. Oh yeah that looks so inviting and all, so tell you what; how about one of them there compromises?"
"Compromises?"
Minnie glanced over at the bottle of lotion picking it unscrewing the pump top, then sunk a few fingers into the single line that made up her cleavage. I watched her pour a steam of lotion into that tight space before screwing on the top tossing the nearly empty bottle aside. She slid down off the bed leaning backwards resting her back against the edge of the mattress. Minnie made a yawning motion both arms outstretched.
The underboob bulged outward creating these nice looking ballooned portions of the large tits hidden behind the vintage brassiere. It was almost like she was posing as she hooked a finger in the plunging neckline slightly pulling up on it with a raised brow.
"Compromise boy."
I found myself grinning like a jackal inserting my penis under the hemline of the brassiere getting the cushiony feel of her tits along with the added sensation of having my member trapped in place.
Minnie smiled letting her arms rest outspread along the edge of the mattress. I palmed her chocolate tits fucking them slow and steady with the added slimy lubrication of the lotion. My member slid on her breastbone with the very tip of my member poking through the shelf like top of her cleavage in uneven intervals.
"AW MAN!! AW FUCK MINNIE THIS FEELS SO GOOD, AH SHIT!! AW GIRL I'M FEELING IT!! AW!! FUCK!!" Barely five minutes into it Minnie got a surprise burst of cum along with one really thick rope of ejaculate that went up a nostril while the watery residue filled her jiggling décolletage.



I was frustrated with myself as Minnie grabbed a hand towel off the bed wiping her face.
"Damn I got you messed up already; didn't figure you for a quick shot." Minnie replied sitting on the edge of the bed wiping her face getting smudges of the makeup on the white towel.
She pulled up on the hemline of her brassiere letting her pendulous breasts flop free with a rubbery jiggle and sway. She noticed me looking snatching up another towel walking across the hall to the bathroom. I followed like a duckling watching as she ran some hot water in the sink beginning to clean her bust. Her nipples were still hard as I slid behind her cupping and rolling the rubbery buds.
"What're you doing?"
"Nothing, just helping you out." She was looking in the mirror at my reflection. I'd hooked my head over her right shoulder glancing down at the tops of her breasts while I played.
"Damn boy, if I stay round here you ain't gonna let me go nowhere, are you?"
"Nope." I planted a kiss on her cheek making her smile as she pried my hands off her tits.
"Robert?"
"Yeah." Minnie draped an arm across her breasts just hiding her nipples.
"In the interest of getting things done, you my boy are gonna have to stretch your legs." She half turned as I stole a kiss trying to change her mind. We made out for a few seconds before Minnie lightly pushed me away grinning. I could tell she liked my reaction to her sexually. Our earlier disagreement was lost in the wind.
"Robert?"
"Yeah?"
"Out." I was sort of shoved into the corridor as she turned back to the mirror.
I lingered watching Minnie finish up noticing a small makeup bag on the sink top. Thoughts of Deana returned to mind in a brief flashback as she redid her makeup then tugged the brassiere back into place. Miss Minnie had some clothing on the toilet seat. She snatched up a white top squeezing into it. It was a collared white wifebeater tank that made her cleavage even more prominent.
The lower portion of her belly bulged outward kept the middle aged woman honest.
Minnie next picked up what looked like a bikini bottom but was actually a really skimpy pair of sheer panties. I watched her comedically put them on like a diaper then tie strings at the sides of her hips. I recalled the similar version she wore the first night we hooked up with a half-smile.
My eighteen year old libido liked the view as well stirring back to life as she applied some lipstick but noticed my reflection.
"Stretch your legs, walk it off and we'll talk about it later. I gotta a little ways to go and you ain't getting anymore until I get back from running some errands, understand?" Minnie wagged her tube of lipstick at me from the bathroom.
"Well when you come back I'm gonna get some of that ass."
"Stop it." Minnie perhaps playing to my lustful expression pulled a denim skirt from the toilet lid stepping into it. It was long enough stopping just above her knees.
Somehow she looked a few years younger than fortysomething.
"You're gonna really be walking with a limp after I get through with that ass." Minnie burst into uproarious almost nerdy laughter.
"OUT!" She slammed the bathroom door in my face loud enough that my ears were ringing.
"Tease."
I readjusted myself walking out of the house down the short gravely driveway posting up by the mailbox. It was just about midday surprisingly as I realized that we'd been fooling around since sunrise. I could barely fathom the threesome besides everything else wondering if I was sterile at this point.
My throbbing member thought otherwise as I glanced back towards the house finding Miss Minnie walking out looking nice with a purse draped over her arm actually looking feminine. It seemed eighteen year old cock was just what the doctor ordered.
"You just gonna hang around in front of the house with that long face boy?" She called out in taunting fashion getting behind the wheel of her minivan. Minnie backed her vehicle level with me standing at the mailbox outside it.
"Don't you worry about that Minnie; and don't you let me catch you with that Rufus nigga either!" I was joking but she batted her eyes looking surprised at my phony threat.
I smiled to lessen what I said making her laugh too.
"Why don't you go take a walk or something boy; there's a park down there you know."
"You hurry up on back here so I can play with that ass."
"ROBERT!" Minnie fanned herself with this shit eating grin on her face.
"You better buy a lot of lube bitch."
"Okay now, you're right getting out of pocket; check your tone." Minnie backed out and drove off leaving me to wonder if I made her a little mad. She'd turned on her radio leaving to the tunes of Marvin Gaye's " I Want You."
I was still sort of horny after she left but Minnie's absence was replaced with curiosity. Thoughts of Arnold's probable fate got me walking down the block to the crossroad making a right to an approaching horrific discovery.
A certain El Camino was approaching from the distance piloted and occupied by two redneck perverts I wanted nothing to do with.
"Fuck that noise."
By now I'd become well versed in avoiding trouble running across some neighbors front lawn as the car passed going into its parking space at the edge of the road. I ran around the back of the house to this little backroad I recognized.
It led in primitive fashion to what I recognized as Arnold's shabby trailer home. The backyard of his plot was cordoned off with a shitty unfinished picket fence with high bushes and foliage making up the rest of its border.
There was a gnarly looking tree bent at an angle probably from a tornado or something that completed the yard. Their neighbor's yard had a really high professional grade picket fence unofficially marking the property line.
Looking at that neighbors standard home and well kept environs gave me the impression the fence was meant to block out the view of Arnold's yard and bombed out home. The Belle family never recovered from their mother's untimely death and no one knew where their actual father was. Niecy and Arnold made do anyway.
"Huh?" I peered through the foliage finding the aforementioned Niecy Belle walking into the backyard with a laundry basket.
I was reminded of our disastrous hookup and the incredible makeup handjob I'd received the night prior to waking up with Minnie finishing the job. For some reason I couldn't remember getting into bed with Minnie or even going into the house, but everything that followed was fucking incredible.
Now I was looking at Niecy Belle removing some clothes from a dryer in her yard. She was wearing a night shirt that did nothing to really hide the curves underneath.
"Guess she had a late night." I thought recalling her loitering down the street having a smoke last night as my libido piped up pointing out an obvious substitute for the absent Miss Minnie.
Niecy was putting clothing in her basket as I stepped into the yard. She remained unaware in her own little world as I snuck up grabbing her hips earning a loud shriek.
"BOY YOU DONE SCARED ME ALL AH SNEAKING UP ON ME LIKE THAT!!"
"Sorry Niecy, I uhm, just wanted to ask you a question, that's all." Her eyes narrowed figuring that I wanted to hook up again, and she wasn't wrong.
"What I tell you before; I ain't a cheating on Glendale none, okay? Last time you was so slick with it, almost got in my front door down there and everything!"
"Niecy?"
"No, now you get gone from round here with that nonsense now!" She scolded holding the plastic laundry basket full of her clothing and unmentionables.
"Fuck Niecy, I just wanted to know how you was doing it with the Chad guy if you uhm, catholic and shit; it's just a question so don't try to lump me up! I ain't trying nothing, but I can't get it out of my head girl." She turned facing me biting her lower lip before shoving her basket against my chest thumping it.
"Okay boy, you know there's another hole back there, right? Don't you give me no shit cause we was all condomed up right there! Chad like doing it back there and I get a little extra for my purse fool!" Her retarded explanation made sense considering my immediate surroundings.
"Anal, you fuck in the ass?"
"Bible say it ain't sex, so I ain't cheated none." She didn't look sure of her answer beginning to walk away with the intent of going into her trailer home, but I had other ideas.
"I thought we was cool, but you let Chad fuck in the ass. I'm not good enough for some booty Niecy?" I manufactured a completely disingenuous expression playing the game. Niecy raised a brow cocking a hip as she shifted the laundry basket to rest on that hip.
"Come on now Robert, you know how cute I think you are; don't you go getting all sprung on me boy. Now of course you good enough, okay?"
"Well uhm Niecy, can I have a little now?" She audibly scoffed as I went further with my facial acting managing a sad hangdog expression letting my lip quiver a bit.
"Serious, you for real?!"
"Yeah Niecy, just a little right here; ain't nobody around." My heart was starting to thump because I was emboldened when Niecy glanced around scanning the backyard and neighbor's trailer.
We were obscured by some trees and really high brush. The only ambient sound around her home was random animal noises, the crowing of roosters and cars driving along the primitive roads sporadically. Niecy shifted the basket to her front hiding her crotch standing there in her dingy cotton nightshirt. I was worried I was already starting to sweat from the anticipation alone as she audibly sighed.
"Just a little, right?"
"YEAH!" I blurted out unable to stifle my obvious excitement.
Niecy looked angry, but thumped me a second time placing the laundry basket atop the outdoor washer just inside the abandoned chicken coop. Having an outdoor washer and dryer made little sense if you weren't aware as I was of the unseen security provided by Niecy's little brother Arnold.
His reputation made things okay and the long series of slightly hidden cords connected to a street light spoke to their bootleg theft of power from the shanty town's primitive power grid. I watched as she retrieved a hidden box of condoms from a cracked chicken perch.
"Put this on cause you ain't supposed to do it raw; that's uh, unsanitary and shit." She shoved the condom into my palm folding her arms expectantly.
"Can you help me?"
"You don't know how to put a condom on?"
"Of course I know how to put a fucking condom on Niecy; I'm just saying maybe you could help me out with uh, some stimulation?" Her brows raised at my unasked request for some startup fellatio.
"I ain't sucking your dick out here in the open nigga; you bets to start jerking your gherkin or you ain't getting none right here boy! Better hurry up too cause Glendale gonna be showing up in a minute!"
I stole a kiss making her sort of shriek into my mouth, then broke off.
"WHAT YOU DOING?!!"
"What, kissing ain't fucking, right Niecy girl? You so pretty, so I figured if we kiss a little, I can put this on my pecker. Man that Glendale is one lucky motherfucker because I'd never let you out of my sight if you were my woman, so pretty and sexy. You one of them girls you can't stop looking at, because of the prettiness. Lift up that night shirt so I can see your sexy body Niecy."
I was in full troll mode speaking in a country accent knowing I was gonna keep coming around until I eventually fucked her brains out.
"Cut it out Robert; you stop all a blowing up my head." Despite the verbal admonishment, Niecy gathered up the dingy cotton material exposing the inviting nudity underneath.
There was no hesitation was I cupped the outside of her breasts mashing them together feasting on her plump erect nipples. Her head rolled back on her shoulders as my ears were quickly filled with her moans, but her right hand got busy inside my shorts frantically jerking and tugging on my cock. It was like we were on automatic as she cupped the back of my head with her other hand.
"Put it on."
"Wait a minute, it's not fully hard yet; hey cross your legs."
"What?"
"Cross your legs, one over the other Niecy."
"What you mean there boy; why you want me to do that for?" I almost blew my salacious cover. It felt like talking to a simpleton.
"I wanna get some lubrication, this condom dry."
"How?"
"Just cross your legs one over the other real tight, I'll do the rest." She wasn't getting it but complied again probably out of curiosity. Niecy flinched when I grabbed her hips slapping my hands back.
"WHAT YOU DOING THERE?!!"
"Here grab me right here in the middle because I'm gonna slide it between your legs but I ain't going inside. I'm just gonna rub it there until I get some of your juices, then I'm gonna put the condom on. You can punch me in the face if I poke you, okay Niecy?"
She gritted her teeth for a second like she would punch me anyway but settled down allowing me to handle her tips with both hands while she maintained a strangle hold on the middle of my shaft. Both of us watched the plump crown of my push between her thighs.
I'd come up with this on the fly thinking that I'd sort of indoctrinate and get Niecy used to the feeling of my cock on her pussy. I was long enough that I felt my prick clear the gap between her legs cushioned by her buttocks. I could feel her parted labia cradling the upper half of my prick.
"Now, I'm gonna rub it back and forth, but not go inside until it gets wet enough, okay Niecy?"
"Just do it and hurry up!"
I started slow grinding her slit while fucking her thigh gap reaching further back digging my fingers into her softened rounded buttocks. Despite my plan, this felt really good making me wish I'd come up with it earlier in my sexual history. Despite her reservations, I noticed her eyes fluttering a little from the grinding sensation.
This encouraged me to go a bit more intensely finding no resistance whatsoever. In under five minutes Niecy was surely becoming a gooey mess between the legs slathering and lubricating my shaft better than expected. I considered going into forbidden territory.
"Put that condom on now, and you stop being slick and all. You trying to get me heated up real nice so you can run up in me." Niecy accused still in possession of the exposed portion of my shaft. I bucked my hips enjoying the twin feeling of her palm and lower lips on my endowment.
"You think it's ready for your backdoor Niecy?"
She slightly pushed against my abdomen snatching and ripping open the condom. Her heavy breathing was audible as she rolled the cheap rubber onto my cock finding that it barely fit.
I wasn't surprised when she cupped a hand under her mouth drooling some extra saliva into it before applying it to my protected member. Niecy turned around grabbing the edge of the coop with one hand as she bent over reaching between her legs to grab my dick.
"Put it in there and hurry it up; I still gotta get myself presentable."
She grunted as my crown pushed inside her bowels looking somewhat obscene because of my just above average girth and length. I got the upper half inside finding too much resistance as she grunted. Her softened buttocks were an ideal counter sensation to her tight insides.
I wasn't able to really give it to her like I intended feeling it at the base every time I tried. Honestly we needed a ton of lube for something so sexually ambitious considering my endowment. Niecy used both hands to steady herself against the coop's wooden door frame.
"Uh, feel like you in my stomach; aw shit Robert. Uh, why'd you have to come over so early in the morning looking for me? AW!! Knowing you, likely gonna climb up in my window and get you some, wasn't you?"
"I uh, I just wanted to find out how you fucked that Chad; because you told me you wasn't having sex with nobody but Glendale. I just wanted you to make me understand it Niecy."
I was still drifting in and out of my fake southern accent, but it was more unconscious. Maybe it was still there because I was fucking her in the ass outside their trailer. Anybody could see us if they walked or drove by slow enough, but I wasn't stopping.
Her phone started ringing out of the blue at that point. It was fucking Glendale who seemed to have some sort of spider-sense when it came to me being near his girlfriend's pussy. Niecy abruptly disengaged us snatching up her phone.
"HEY BOY!!" She greeted him enthusiastically despite what we'd been doing. I backed up a step frustrated, leaving my shorts hovering mid-thigh hoping against hope we'd still close the deal.
"HEY GIRL!! I BEEN GRINDING IN THE STUDIO ALL NIGHT AND I WAS THANKING ABOUT YOU THE WHOLE TIME LIKE!! I THOUGHT I'D COME SNAP YOU UP SO WE CAN GO TO THAT NICE DAYS INN MOTEL NEXT TO THAT MALL!! YOU CAN GET A FEW THANGS OVER THERE TOO BABY!!" Glendale was leading with his wallet which was obviously going to trump my prick no matter how big it was in comparison to the thug in question.
"GLENDALE, I AIN'T EVEN TOOK ME NO SHOWER YET!!"
"I DON'T CARE BOUT THAT NONE; YOU GRAB YOURSELF SOME CLOTHES AND HOP ON IN WHEN I SCOOP YOU UP GIRL!! HELL YOU CAN GET IN MY RIDE NAKED, AIN'T NONE OF MY BOYS EVEN IN HERE!! I'LL BUY YOU SOME NEW GEAR BABY GIRL!!"
I knew I was done at that point.
"OKAY I'LL DO THAT RIGHT NOW, WHEN UH, HOW LONG YOU TAKING TO GET ME?!" Niecy was in the zone with Glendale's wallet floating around her narrow head like cartoon stars. I still had my pants down while she still had the night shirt up unintentionally mooning me.
"I'M TURNING ON THE BLOCK RIGHT NOW NIECY, LET ME HIT THIS HERE GAS SO WE CAN HAVE SOME MORE TIME AT THE DAYS INN!! THEY GOT ONE OF THEM JACUZZI'S TOO!!" That night shirt dropped down sealing my fate as far as she was concerned.
"OKAY I'M COMING, YOU KEEP THAT CAR A RUNNING!!" I didn't understand why they were yelling at one another even though both were using speaker phone.
"I'M RIGHT AT THE CORNER!!" Niecy squealed in delight hopping in place tossing her phone on top of the laundry basket. I watched her fish out a hot pink thong and draw it up her legs shimmying in place. She was giddy at her sudden itinerary finally noticing me. She put her phone on mute, regarding my still exposed penis.
"Sorry, but you better get on down on that floor real low. I wouldn't wanna be you if my man catch sight of you; guess you just gonna have to tug on your thang until you get that nut outta there, sorry."
Before I could say anything, Niecy was running across her front lawn to meet Glendale who was just pulling up on the unfinished road. This motherfucker was even playing Petey Pablo's "Freek A Leak" as he pulled up barely hitting the breaks.
Niecy damn near hopped through the open passenger side window running into his arms for a torrid make out session. Glendale somehow managed to pull off with one hand on the wheel and his woman everywhere else. She was probably giving him road head as he pulled off like he was in Nascar.
"This is another fine mess you got me into."
I mumbled, slowly stepping out of the coop staring after them. The happy couple was long gone and there was no way Glendale would know I'd "primed the pump" so to speak.
It was quiet again and I was suddenly aware of some laughter, actually sort of a juvenile sounding giggle in the air. It came in fits and starts, then was continuous as I worried I'd been made pushing Niecy's shit in with extreme prejudice. I drifted over to the side of the Belle family trailer scanning the area, but it wasn't coming from one of the neighboring homes.
It was much closer.
"Hey."
I flinched at suddenly being addressed looking up in the direction of the voice finding a bedroom window with a heavy screen half peeled off. It looked as if someone had attempted a robbery but given up halfway through. I could barely make out some movement and the outline of a head.



"Uhm, excuse me?"
"Hey bruh, you was putting it to Niecy right there something fierce like and all; how long you two been getting it in round these parts Robert?" She seemed to know me, which was a head scratcher.
"Excuse me again, uhm what's this about?"
"It's about a question I asked; I saw you busting up Niecy's back real good like. Bet you real disappointed like that you was interrupted and all, ain't you?"
"Do we know each other, miss?" I was kicking myself internally for not making sure the close was clear in the three dimensions.
"Not formerly, so you like Niecy right; I mean you were pounding like it was going out of style, so you into her right? Looked like you was trying to put a righteous baby up inside her belly; I'm just asking is all?"
"I'm going, you have yourself a nice day ma'am." It was my lowkey way of flipping this unseen woman the bird as I turned to stalk off.
"Arnold ain't gonna like finding out his sister is getting stuffed by his good ole' city buddy. Heck, I seen him damn near cripple a nigga for looking at her sideways more than once. What you gonna do when he come at you for real like, Robert."
I stopped in the middle of my tracks halted by the sudden blackmail.
"That's right cutie, walk it back over here up under this window." Her southern accent was barely there reading more urban in an aforementioned city way. She sounded like someone using the local lingo to fit in instead of actually belonging as I walked back in front of the trailer window.
"WHAT'S UP?!"
"How long you been fucking; inquiring minds, wanna know?"
"We hooked up one time before, but I didn't get to finish." There was no point in lying because I knew Arnold wouldn't listen if sufficiently riled up.
"Did you get to finish right now?"
"No." She started chortling with this annoying juvenile sounding laugh that made me want to flip her bird again. Instead, I just folded my arms waiting for her to name her price for silence.
"So, you gonna sneak back over here every day getting little puzzle pieces of pussy until you get that nut, right? You know Niecy dating Glendale and he one of them big time rappers bought to drop his debut album, so I'm intrigued; you rich or something?"
"No, I'm a regular guy."
"I sincerely doubt that noise, drop'em."
"Excuse me again?"
"Get them boards shorts down, I wanna look at your dick."
"Are you serious?"
"Do you wanna walk away and find out later?" Her tone was playfully threatening prompting me to slide my shorts and boxers down revealing my semi-erect endowment to the window.
"BINGO!!"
"You happy now?" I pulled my shorts up covering my junk.
"I didn't tell you to pull your drawers up, but I appreciated the uh, "big reveal" Robert. Tell you what, I think you should bring me that dick around back of this trailer so you can "finish" up proper like."
"Are you serious; you trust me not to get "MANNISH" with you, huh?" I was irritated at the sound of her voice and laughter, so I decided to float the thought I might get physical with her.
"I ain't worried about you, I know a lightweight when I see one; besides you're gonna one happy ass motherfucker in under five minutes, I promise."
"Oh you got it like that huh?"
"I ain't talking, I'm showing nigga; come round to the back door and find out."
"What if I don't?"
"Don't fuck with me Robert; you gonna get your ass beat the fuck up by Arnold, then you gonna get popped by Glendale and his boys too. I don't think you wanna be found up in one of them ditches cause the sheriff round here in the Klan and he either gonna think one of his boys did it and cover that shit up or write it off as gang violence."
"You got it all figured out, huh?"
"Man that shit is everyday life down here in America's toilet nigga." I raised an eyebrow at her unexpectantly deep explanation.
"Alright you win."
"No, you about to be winning Robert."
I did a doubletake walking around to the back door making sure the guard dog was nowhere to be found. I didn't want to get blackmailed and lose a limb at the same time. Thankfully there was no sign of Butch around the side of the yard as the back door cracked opened.
"Arnold took him one town over to the vet at Maplewood; we got us a little while Robert." She was still obscured hiding behind the door worrying me the owner of that juvenile sounding voice might look like a chocolate dipped Jabba the Hut if not worse.
"How do you know that shit?"
"Cause I got him on lock with that there find your phone app, nigga." An iPhone appeared pressed against the mesh window of the old fashioned screen door. This woman was as slick as she was malevolent and there was still the question of her identity.
"Damn."
"Nuh, no bruh; you ain't supposed to say that yet. You're too early, now come on in here." She pulled the door open after giving the rickety screen a shove so that I could see it was open.
"This is another fine mess you've got me into." I mumbled to my junk under my breath taking the unfinished wood steps onto the muted, half remodeled back porch letting myself inside. I would've hesitated but decided to go with ripping the band-aid off in grand fashion.
"Oh, uh you." I almost stuttered finding myself in an immediate situation.
"Daisy Mae; we didn't exactly get formerly introduced last time cause Arnold was in a hurry to fuck, honestly speaking." She was still behind the door with her head poking out looking me up and down with a half smirk on her face.
"Come on, you're his girl, right?"
"So, what's that got to do with anything going on right now? He ain't here and you are, so I think we could help each other out." Daisy shoved the door closed with a bit of force making it slam shut with a pronounced thud giving me a view of her in full.
She definitely wasn't a small woman wrapped from chin to foot in this heavy, ratty looking green blanket. Facially speaking the only way I could describe her is by making a comparison. Unfortunately that comparison would be lost on normal, vanilla types because she reminded me of this old BBW porn star Victoria Secret with a rounded pretty face peppered with profuse freckles.
She was wearing these thick nerdy looking horn rimmed glasses sitting atop a thin nose over some big lips. Her hair was this messy looking light brown afro full of curly hair that reminded me of a lion's mane in appearance as well as volume.
"I'm a mixed mutt." She offered.
"Huh?"
"You were thinking it; now walk your ass back there to Arnold's room." Daisy redoubled her grip on the blanket wrapping it tightly about her gigantic frame. I hesitated worried about what might lay underneath that wool cloak when she nodded her head in the direction she wanted me to go with a shake of her shaggy mane.
"Uh, okay then." I was definitely worried about being with a massively fat woman, with the added taboo of her being a friend's woman as well.
I hunched my shoulders dipping my chin walking down the narrow corridor wondering if Arnold would find out anyway and come looking for my head. I was already on the radar of his older sister's boyfriend Glendale and that definitely wasn't a good look. Behind me I heard Daisy locking the heavy bolt on the back door getting antsy about a woman who'd resort to blackmail to get sex.
I got into Arnold's room noticing his messy bed wedged lengthwise against the window facing out towards the area I'd used. This explained Daisy's discovery of my indiscretion. I flinched again as the bedroom door loudly slammed followed by the flipping of a lock. There was only one way out of this mess and it was between her thighs. I imagined she was quite the hot mess underneath that blanket.
Why else would she hide her body underneath it?
"Okay, now you can say it." I heard Daisy way too close to my ear turning to find her standing with her back to the sealed bedroom door.
She dropped the blanket to her feet.
"DAMN!!!"
Rubenesque ain't the word for what was on display in my friend's bedroom. Thick would thoroughly be applied but come up short of what Daisy had hidden behind that blanket. Even describing her as pear shaped didn't put the visual in the proper context as I struggled popping a full straining tent pointed undeniably in her direction.
For some reason I was leaning towards the partially made up term "hyper-zaftig" as a starting point. Her figure from the top of her head to the widest point of her hips informed a perfect wide base triangle over a pair of extremely shapely long legs with defined calves, ankles, and surprisingly normal looking feet for a woman of her size.
"36B-38-68." Daisy replied nonchalantly.
She was wearing a makeshift crop top that left a sort of flat looking abdomen exposed over a pair of what appeared to be nylon booty shorts stretched to capacity across those hips.
"Huh?" I was still caught up, dumbfounded at her appearance.
"The question; you were thinking it."
"Oh, uhm right." I almost hiccupped because my mouth was suddenly full of excess saliva triggered by the sight of her body.
"So, we doing it, or what?" Her muff was visible through what looked like stocking material. She had a nice light brown bush that took my breath away.
I watched my hands grab her waist but instead of drawing her close, I went to her like I was magnetized kissing my friend's woman with a mouthful of tongue. Daisy made this half shriek that instantly became a whimpering moan as she responded in kind using her tongue to duel with my own.
Her ass was so big that my hands flattened out on its upper swell open fingers and all. I can't explain it but we just started going at it like we were drugged or something. Daisy relieved me of my shirt tossing it away as I snatched up her top finding a nice pair of pert breasts.
Daisy cupped it from view staring at me mouth hung open breathing heavily before I slapped it away sucking hard on the nipple. It was weird in that she didn't have a visually definable areola. It was small enough that I got a good portion of it into my mouth wildly sucking like it was going out of style.
I paid special attention to the thick nipple teasing and nipping it causing Daisy to yank my head backwards so that she could kiss me with moaning passion. The only way I could describe it was this sort of feeding frenzy as she grabbed my cock through my shorts like she owned it.
"Gimme this dick right now!" She gave it an especially rough tug making me yelp and bring my hand down on the side of her right hip with a loud slap.
I went after that shitty crop top realizing it was homemade from a worn sweatshirt. I had trouble clearing it over her massive sandy afro but managed finding her cherubic smile and juicy lips waiting. Daisy didn't care that her glasses were snatched away in our mutual frenzy as we smashed into the back of Arnold's door almost going through it.
Both of us were so fucking nasty with it, saliva splashed all over our faces. Her nails were clawing into my butt. I was so enraptured with this woman; I hadn't felt the intrusion. My arms were wrapped around her naked torso in a hard bear hug which she encouraged by pulling my exposed cock into the crotch of what I assumed were her panties.
We bumped and humped earning a distressed creak from the embattled bedroom door which got Daisy to shove me backward with both hands. I understood her lackadaisical attitude after feeling the bullish abnormal strength of that shove which almost caused me to topple the crappy nightstand holding Arnold's television.
Daisy was in motion as I caught myself mounting the edge of the unmade bed on all fours with a surprisingly deep arch in her lower back. Out of nowhere I was presented with twin mountains of flesh barely hidden behind her sheer undies.
"It's cool if you bust, just try to give me at least five good minutes."
Daisy instructed with a ridiculous pop of her hips that sent this awesome motion ripple across the abnormal expanse of her monstrous derriere. The act of that single twerk caused a wealth of rear cleavage to be exposed informed by one visibly deep line between her cheeks.
My heart was thumping out of control making me feel doubly excited and embarrassed.
The closest I'd felt to this mounting sensation was catching my cousin's BFF Deana topless days earlier. It honestly felt like I was dosed with something as my trembling hands found it difficult snagging the elastic waistband of Daisy's stupid panties, then frantically went for broke yanking them down to full effect.
"FUCK!!!"
Daisy's enormous freckled redbone buttocks spilled out in two directions like rising yeast, baking bread. Upward vertically and sideways horizontally with a prolonged semi-solid jiggle as I found myself looking at a praying hands tattoo framed on one side by five tiny stars in a crescent moon formation.
I could've cared less about the meaning of that body art grabbing big greedy handfuls of her ass meat spreading those cheeks apart. Daisy had a distinct "chub rub" that highlighted her used backdoor and longish looking cunt numerous folds matching the rub and all.
"Hold up, come up here for a second." Daisy reared up supporting her weight on her palms and knees. She'd been looking at me excitedly play with her ass for a minute. I inched closer to her head hearing the tearing of foil before she took all of me whole with no problem.
When she drew her lips backward, my cock was covered in latex. There was a balled up Magnum wrapper on the mattress.
"Have fun nigga."
I'm sure Daisy thought she was being funny, but karma came back around like it had been fired from a slingshot. She sounded as if someone had gutted her with a knife when I went balls deep in her snatch finding it inherently conical in nature.
The head of my cock was compromised with every frenzied thrust as I played havoc with her duplicitous ass from the offset. Daisy Mae asked for five minutes, but I gave her ten, then we went to twenty nearly destroying my friend's box spring in the process.
Every impassioned thrust was rewarded with a yowling grunt or a sustained whimper followed by a string of curses. Daisy's butt was the main attraction here as big as my torso, if not bigger. Comedically the only thing I was wearing were my socks and Jordans.
I was doing something inherently grimy betraying my friend but couldn't help myself. Daisy Mae had some incredibly good pussy that would not be denied. The whole of this woman's colossal backside clapped into my upper half from the lower half of my pecs to my crotch.
"TURN YOUR ASS OVER, I WANNA SEE YOUR FUCKING FACE!!" She'd awakened something innately primal in the core of my being allowing me to have my rough way with her. I got Daisy on her back looking up at my face finding her even more alluring.
Despite her size, Daisy Mae was able to capture the back of her knees near her chest as I flopped out atop her zaftig frame. The hot spring humidity, pungent odors wafting in from the surrounding areas and open sewage ditches got to me in the worst way.
My back was arching almost unnaturally into her cunt as I pounded it like I wanted to impregnate the woman. I managed a look at her pretty freckle peppered face finding her eyes squinted, nostrils flaring and mouth agape. This expression made me hot as fuck reaching up grabbing a handful of her bushy mane.
"GIMME THIS FUCKING PUSSY BITCH!! I WANT ALL THE PUSSY!! AW!! AW FUCK!! I'M GONNA BEAT YOUR SHIT UP!!" Her aforementioned mane was crazily captured in my fist asserting myself in harsh uncharacteristic fashion.
Daisy gasped loudly with it ending in this sustained enraptured sigh while I held fast to the makeshift ponytail in a undisputed display of ownership. There was no doubt she could hear the watery squelching sounds created by my angry ten inches of plunging glory. I didn't know if she was squirting and I didn't have the mental discipline to even look.
This woman wanted to be fucked and I'll be damned if she wasn't getting everything she wanted and more as I took her juicy peach from heaven to dirty, nasty hell. At this point I was even using the balls of my feet for added leverage bouncing in place.
"WRAP YOUR BIG ASS MOTHERFUCKING LEGS AROUND ME!! I WANNA FEEL THAT SHIT!! SNAP ME IN TWO BITCH!!" I snarled into Daisy's beautiful freckled face knowing I was going as hard a humanly possible. Both of us were drenched in buckets of perspiration.
"AWWW FUCK!! ARRGHHH!! SHIT!!!" Daisy's Jurassic gams locked into the small of my back like some human sized rattrap, a sensual Venus flytrap nearly breaking me into two separate pieces. I would've died a happy man in her embrace. Her thick, slightly doughy muscular arms locked around my torso, fingers interlocked just as tight.
"FUCK YOUR PUSSY NIGGA!! MAKE ME CREAM ON THIS DICK SOME MORE!!!" I couldn't get over the youthful, juvenile sound of her gleeful voice caught up in her embrace as I were. There was nowhere to go but forward into her deep hungry snatch. We were making out in seconds muffling anymore dirty talk fully into it.
I could feel the cushiony bottom of her massive buttocks cradling my balls wedged into my crotch and part of my upper thighs. I was trying to push my prick completely through this big sexy humanoid Mack truck of a woman. Daisy began rocking horizontally countering my overt impaling of her snatch.
There wasn't a damn thing I could do about it but take the fucking ride to its natural conclusion. At that precise moment, it seemed as if Daisy sensed my unavoidable surrender without word or visual cue suddenly flexing her hips in these pronounced repetitions. Her cunt began grinding down on me like gnashing teeth.
"OH FUCK DAISY I'M CUMMING ALL UP IN YOUR FUCKING PUSS-SEE!! OH MY GAWD, I LOVE YOU GIRL!!! AW FUCK!! FUCK ME LORD JESUS, I'M A MARRY THIS BITCH!! YOU EATING THE DICK!! OH MY GAWD I LOVE YOU BABY GIRL!! SHIT YOU GOT ME FUCKED UP!!! DAISY?!! DAISY?!!! DAISY!!!! DAY-ZEE!!! DAY-ZEEE!!! DAY-DAY-DAY-ZEE!!"
I emptied my balls inside of her and a lot more.
Then it was quiet and the dawning humiliation set in as I lay flopped out atop her oversized body drenched from head to toe in our intermingled juices. My mind drifted to my earlier plan of following up with Niecy and the disappointment when we were interrupted mid-coitus.
Now I was euphorically happy at the turn of events while my rational mind was in a losing battle with my sexual id to regain control of my faculties.
My heart was beating a mile a minute as was Daisy's. The right side of my head was pressed against her breastbone. We were thumping in unison when she stirred casually shoving me to the side with little to no effort. I lay on my back looking up at the single lightbulb in the ceiling.
Daisy sat up beside me rolling her shoulders, shaking out her big lioness mane of bushy brown hair before regarding me with a dimpled smile.
"Sorry about that; I should've warned you."
"What huh; what are you saying?"
"Well, people say I got a talking pussy." I ran my hands through my sweaty hair then palmed my forehead glancing over at her freckled face.
"Talking pussy?"
"Yeah, it makes niggas talk." I covered my eyes with my hand as we both chortled guilt free despite our dual betrayal.
Daisy sat there beside me on the soaked mattress like a living mountain chuckling as she peered at the location app on her phone, then made a call.
"Hey babe, you finished at the vet?" I glanced over in her direction again, but Daisy covered my mouth with her hand.
"Just about, you need something?" Arnold's voice emanated from her phone loud enough for me to hear it despite not being on speaker.
"I was thinking we should do something for your friend; what's his name again?"
"Robert, that's my boy; why you bringing him up and shit?" My blood ran cold figuring he was suspicious. I would've been if Daisy were my woman and I knew her superhuman skill set between the sheets.



"Miss me with that bullshit right there; I was thinking I'd make dinner for you guys before you take me home. I gotta see about my granny, I've been over here at your house for a couple of days now."
"Hey girl, you really gotta be going home tonight; we could like, go on a date to the movie house over in Maplewood if you want?"
"We can do that anytime; what're you really trying to tell me Arnold?"
"I hate sleeping alone without you in my bed. FUCK DAISY, WHY YOU ALWAYS GOTTA MAKE IT SERIOUS ABOUT FEELINGS AND SHIT?!!" My mind wandered to him plowing Miss Minnie out of the blue, but I knew it was that little devil on my shoulder whispering into my ear.
"Oh yeah, where were you today, huh Arnold?" There was a pause before he answered as I noticed her looking at me smiling. Daisy Mae gave me a reassuring wink running her sweaty palm along my abdomen to my package.
"OH YEAH, I PASSED OUT AT ROB'S PLACE!!" He was lying but telling the truth by omission.
"So you don't miss me as much as you say you do, huh negro? So, I'll tell you what; you pick up a few items for me down there at Mad Butcher and a little bit from that there Walmart, then we'll talk about it later. No matter what, I'm checking on my granny, so don't even go there with me."
"But you coming back with me after you check on her, right?"
"WE'LL TALK ABOUT IT!!" Daisy asserted herself still sounding like a kid, but overtly masculine in nature.
"Okay." He replied audibly defeated.
"I'm gonna text you my list, and then I'm gonna take a shower babe. Don't be all day cause I got shit to do." She instructed already texting while I lay there feeling like I was on a slab at the morgue.
"Love you." She didn't answer just hanging up in his face as she glanced down at me.
Daisy Mae appeared to be taking stock of my nude body, snickering when she noticed my shoes and socks. Her hand drifted to my semi-flaccid manhood wriggling it in her fist getting a laugh. She gingerly laid my penis to the side softly taking my left wrist, then pulled it a bit forcefully over peering at my palm for a minute or two.
She cocked her head from side to side, then stared pointedly at my face.
"He fucked that old fat bitch over there where you're staying, right?" Despite her heavily freckled face and cherubic countenance, I detected a furrowed brow that told me she meant business.
"Yeah." I answered automatically without thought hating myself the moment the words left my lips.
Daisy Mae made it a point of planting my hand over my thumping heart with a half smirk on her face. She handled my prick unrolling the condom and knotting it off, before tossing it on the floor.
"You told the truth, I'm impressed."
"I'm impressed with your talking pussy." I knew I'd fucked up the bro code on another level going with awkward humor under her watchful eyes which I now noticed were green.
"Well if that impresses you Robert, you're way too easy."
"Yeah?"
"Oh I've got so much more going on that would blow your mind. In fact I come from a long fucking line of women with a uh, particular set of skills."
"There's more of you?!!"
"Yeah negro, we all have a certain duty to one another and I drew the short straw, so I get to take care of granny until she leaves."
"Where's she going?"
"To heaven, I hope." Daisy was scratching and picking at her bushy afro still looking at me with this sort of heartened smile as I got her meaning.
"OH I'M SO SORRY; I DIDN'T MEAN IT!! UHM, I DIDN'T GET IT, RIGHT AWAY?" Daisy chortled covering my mouth with her hand until I shut up.
"You're so earnest and I want you to know that you have nothing to feel guilty about. Arnold cheated first and I'm okay with it; I like his muscles and his aggression, not so much the neediness though. It's all gonna work out in the end and you're gonna fuck the shit out of that Deana girl too."
"HUH, EXCUSE ME?!!" I would've sat up, but she covered the palm against my chest with her hand again pushing me back into a prone position facing the ceiling.
Her strength was incredible as she leaned over spooning against my side with a meaty arm draped across my chest.
"Particular set of skills; physical and well, sort of sixth sense if you get me?"
"You psychic?"
"Let's not talk about that right now; besides I don't wanna creep you out so we'll talk about it at my cousin Renee's house in the summer. You're gonna help her find herself, but you can't have her. She's gotta pay a big ass fucking karmic bill to the universe before she's allowed to find true love."
"Who's Renee?"
"Shut up and fuck me some more; we've got a good forty minutes before Niecy shows up followed by her dumbass boyfriend stalker Glendale. He's gonna be big in the trap music scene, after he's dead."
-END of CHAPTER THREE
**********************************************************************************************************
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***********************************************************************************************************
Tressie Fisher began playing "Oh Happy Day" in melody surrounded by her students and some of the female members of the congregation.
I raised my camera knowing this performance was the real reason I was filming. Her niece Stacy plugged in the mic planting it on the piano top facing her auntie who was getting into the music. Some of the people were resuming their seats while others hovered near the grand piano. Half of the choir was already bumping and swaying side by side to the music. Phoebe and Bentley were already on their feet.
Then it happened.
"WHEN JESUS WALKED!! WHEN JESUS WALKED, HE WASHED MY SINS AWAY!!" Tressie Fisher let loose with a high note going right into the section of the gospel song without missing a beat.
The remainder of the choir were quickly returning to their places already singing in concert with her as the applause rang out. I stood in place filming the proceedings for prosperity noticing my mother watching with a big smile on her face. Just like that church was a place of jubilation again as Tressie glanced back over her shoulder.
Mr. Gilbert was within five feet of her clapping to the music, tears in his eyes. Tressie turned back to the piano rocking and bopping to the music shaking her head wildly until the bandana slid away almost magically. Her mane of brownish hair flowed free as she sang with the voice of an soulful angel.
Filming, I knew the old Tressie Fisher was long gone never to return; happy to have played a part in killing that version of her. Most of the church was giving Tressie a standing ovation as I noticed the pastor leaving the pulpit, hanging his head in shame.
I shed a tear or two as Mr. Gilbert joined her along with the children and her siblings. Demon hung back preferring his own space and I understood that.
It was a beautiful thing to see.
(RECAP)
"What is this sorry shit?"
My cousin's backyard was a cramped affair between the rectangular design of the home and the blocky, rarely used garage in the back which left a square space of actual yard to be used. My aunt had already used up a third of this space for her garden and some veggies she was growing which my cousin tended to in her absence.
A large tree had grown at one corner on sort of a diagonal angle dipping into the yard. The opposite sides of the yard was an enclosed private space with a very high picket fence well over six feet in height. "Mr. Loverman " by Shabba Ranks was softly wafting through the air as I got an unexpected surprise.
Rashida Sikes was lying prone on a lounge chair wearing a bikini and some sunglasses which seemed to be hiding the fact that she was napping. The music was coming from her iPhone on a nearby glass table and chair set. I found myself massaging my chin looking about before drifting closer for a better appraisal of the situation.
Some fashion magazine was being used as a pillow for the snoozing urban model. Her dark skin contrasted with the red Hawaiian print barely covering her luscious figure in two skimpy bits of cloth. Chi Town Thunda looked more cut than I'd ever known her to be before. Apparently she was hitting the gym.
More important was the certified sixty two inches of thick, mountainous badonkadunk on display in the afternoon sunlight.
Although the bikini bottom was plus sized, her ponderous cheeks were making a mockery of the material leaving her with an improvised thong as it protruded from the top of her deep gluteal cleft. Rashida's top was undone verifying the comical fact that this rich, dark skinned woman was actually sunbathing.
Rashida Sikes aka "Chi Town Thunda" was hourglass perfection. I noticed a half full pitcher of Mojito on the little table besides her phone. Rashida Sikes was having the perfect lazy day that was about to be interrupted. I took a seat in the available chair beside her lounge chair. Her profile was staggering with her butt a literal shelf of rounded flesh.
"Damn, almost hate to do it." I leaned back enjoying the view for a while waiting to see if Jaquan would appear. After a few minutes, I picked up Rashida's phone abruptly changing the song to "YES" by Fat Joe, Cardi B and Anuel AA.
"YES, ASS UP, FACE DOWN!!!" Blasted from her phone jolting Rashida out of her slumber.
She rose up quickly on her elbows knocking the magazine onto the grass regarding me with a pause, then sudden shock and revulsion turning on her side. Rashida snatched up a towel from the opposite side of her lounge chair covering herself as best she could.
"WHAT THE FUCK YOU DOING HERE?!!" She fumbled with the sunglasses righting them on her face as the music continued blasting.
"Family relationship; you are aware, right?" I was casual watching amused as she tried to futilely wrap the towel around her midsection without getting up.
"YOU BETTER GET YOUR ASS OUTTA HERE OR I'M GONNA CALL THE COPS!!" Rashida threatened.
"Okay bitch, I'd like to see you explain that shit to my auntie who owns the fucking house."
My posture was relaxed as I reclined in the chair making no attempts to hide the fact that I was checking out her body. Rashida half flopped out onto the grass standing up close enough to clock me if she wanted, but I didn't flinch. She tied the towel in a knot about her chest snatching up her phone turning off the music. I rested my chin on my fist expecting her to summon my cousin one way or another.
"What're you doing here; you know you ain't wanted?!!"
"Uhm, nobody gave me the memo; I've been busy up until this very moment."
Rashida had an arm draped across her tits while tugging at a portion of the towel trying to hide her abdomen. She'd definitely been working out now sporting a defined stomach, but everything else was basically the same regarding her body for the most part.
"YOU NEEDS TO GET UP OUTTA HERE BEFORE JAQUAN GETS TO DUMPING ON YOUR ASS!! YOU KNOW YOU AIN'T SUPPOSED TO BE AROUND HERE NO HOW, NIGGA!! WHY YOU CREEPING AROUND HERE, HUH FOOL?!!" Knowing she had a glass chin after witnessing her getting trashed by the much smaller Yoli didn't help her "Ghetto Girl" act one bit.
"It's called visiting my family for your information Rashida; by the way, what're you doing here? Is Jaquan renting out rooms now?" A look of panic flashed in her eyes for a second followed by her trademark scowl and gritted teeth.
"I AIN'T GOTTA TELL YOU SHIT!" Rashida probably half knew I was aware of the reason for her presence considering her body language. My chin still rested on my fist as I glanced at her internet famous stallion legs still as shapely as ever, but less so than my friend Phoebe.
"Where that nigga Jaquan?"
"DID YOU HEAR WHAT I SAID?!"
"Where's that nigga?" I changed posture resting my forearms on the arms of the chair, both legs parted not bothering to hide the bulge in my pants.
"YOU STOOPID MAN!!"
"Rashida, where is that nigga Jaquan; I want to talk to my cousin. Do you understand me, bitch?" My tone was controlled and even. She could've kicked me in the balls if she wanted and that would've been disastrous considering her thick, powerful legs.
"YOU TRIPPING, FUCK I'M OUT!!" Rashida glanced at the face of her phone beginning to stalk off leaving me in the backyard. I started laughing doing this prolonged slow clap watching the bounce and involuntary sway of her monster sized cheeks.
"Damn, I've come a long way if I scare your big ass." Rashida stopped turning back with a one finger salute but looked shocked when I got up hands in pockets walking in her direction. She looked indecisive as I closed the distance between us in seconds.
"Ain't nobody scared of you nigga; I'm gonna tell Jaquan!!" She unevenly threatened proxy violence finding my expression unchanged.
"Look, I just want to talk to my cousin; he can tell me to beat it, in person if he wants." I shrugged as I calmly explained myself.
"Well, he ain't here."
"Where is he; I'll go visit him where ever that is girl. Where's that nigga Jaquan?" I reiterated.
"DON'T YOU LISTEN TO NOTHING I SAID?!!" Rashida yelled in my face trying to get a reaction which I ignored.
"Hold up baby; give me this."
I lightly encircled her wrist raising her rich pink palm upright staring at it intently like I was looking into a portal or something. Rashida glanced between me and her palm breaking into a wide grin playfully twisting out of my grasp. We stared at another with my expression remaining static.
"Oh, so you think you Renee now, huh nigga?!" She looked as if she would laugh in my face but I remained calm.
"Now we both know that ain't true because I'd have to be several shades lighter with natural shoulder length hair, tits and hips to kill for with a phat ass that just won't quit. Oh yeah, you'd probably have to swap me out this right here too Rashida girl."
Before she realized it my middle fingers were caressing her covered slit. Rashida glanced down at my invading digits in her thigh gap, then scoffed pulling them free still smiling.
"What you doing?"
"You've got to be kidding; where is Jaquan?" She stomped her foot like some kid having a tantrum looking away for a moment before smiling at me with this muted chortle.
"HE AIN'T HERE, OKAY?!!" Rashida confessed leaning against the wall boxed in with me directly in front of her.
"I don't mind waiting." My fingers found her slit again rubbing and caressing only to be more forcefully pulled away.
"YOU DOING THE MOST NIGGA!"
"I don't mind doing the most Rashida' let's go inside and wait for my cousin. Lets do the most with each other bitch."
My right hand rested on her rounded thigh giving it an encouraging squeeze. My tone remained calm and even while my eyes never left hers. Rashida inched over encountering my other hand, both now resting on the outer swell of her decadent hips.
"You're tripping; you think you got it like that?" My hands slid up handling her small waist. Instead of bringing her into my body, I pressed into her letting my business mash against hers.
"Don't you wanna do the most?"
"CUT IT OUT, STOP PLAYING WITH ME!!" Rashida tried to laugh it off, but I traced a caressing finger along her spine.
"Where's that nigga?"
Rashida grimaced, brow furrowing at the thought I really was casually messing around with her. Her hands pressed into my chest but didn't push as I looked down at them, then at her face noticing something different. She picked up on my change in disposition immediately.
"What?!!" I reached up removing her sunglasses.
"Oh, I never figured you were the type to get "work" done." Rashida Sikes's nose was a bit thinner changing the overall look of her face making her cheekbones and full lips stand out more. She glanced away mildly irritated and embarrassed.
"Well, your jaundiced yellow ass girlfriend fucked me up good; I didn't want a crooked beak, so well, you know! What, you don't like it or something, nigga?!! Huh?!! Got my fucking tits filled in too, don't like that shit?!!" Rashida's formerly saggy breasts were now more buoyant like slightly oversized lemons.
"Where's that nigga Jaquan?" I ignored the question altogether.
"FUCK YOU!" Rashida snarled inches away from my face.
I gave her a lingering wet kiss instead pressing my bulge into her covered mound, hard. There was no doubt she could feel how hard and ready I was to tap that monster ass of hers. My hands were still at her waist as I broke the kiss casually grinding into her snatch, both of us vertical.
Rashida was starting to breathe heavier as I rubbed and ran my hands along her sides looking into her face again showing a bit of lust. She didn't say anything when I kissed her again slipping my tongue into her mouth. We went at it for a good five minutes with her breaking it off this time.
"Damn, what are you doing? You looking for your cousin or you trying to fuck?"
My middle fingers answered by invading her juicy snatch made so by my subtle manipulation of the emerging situation. Rashida Sikes was gooey inside and getting wetter compromised by my explicit knowledge of her body. I briefly recalled the joy of finally fucking her in Renee's bathroom.
My educated fingers slid deeper just encountering a certain bumpy ridge inside her creamy puss. Rashida's legs parted a little allowing me to reach her secret spot unimpeded. We both knew I could make her cum with my fingers alone, but I wanted more kissing her again. Rashida mutely capitulated wrapping her arms around my neck.
Her rich cream coated my fingers as her inner walls tightened and spasmed. It was quiet in the backyard as I had my way with her puffy mound digitally invading her fat cunt. Rashida's brow started to glisten with perspiration subtly followed by her narrow face.
We made out in pecks and extended tongue wrestling fashion for most of it until she uncovered one of her enhanced boobs revealing a thick blocky nipple.
Rashida's breathy moan carried across the yard as I nursed on her tit. I was writing the letters of the alphabet on her g-spot starting to make her squirm. I felt her hand graze my endowment a few times, but she was already on the verge.
"AH, AW, HE'S NOT HERE!! JAQUAN'S IN, AW, AH, AH ARIZONA, WITH RENEE AND DAISY!!" Rashida broke starting to hump and roll her hips into my pumping fingers, four now in her snatch.
"I don't care; you wanna do the most with me?" Rashida started nodding her head profusely reaching down undoing the ties at her ridiculously wide hips.
The bikini bottoms didn't completely fall away stopped by her thick inner thighs ending up hanging there in negative space as I found her muff clean shaven. Her mouth was hanging open as I pressed my point further digging her out.
"Yeah, do it." Rashida whimpered finally.
I turned her around facing the half opened backdoor of my cousin's home reaching down roughly yanking the bikini bottoms free with a bit of flair. This wasn't uncharted territory, but a trip down memory lane with enhancements as I walked Rashida just inside the doorway to the adjacent kitchen.
Once we cleared the door, my hands snatched away the skimpy top covering her renewed breasts making her nude. I had her bikini balled up in my fist while my other hand was around her throat as I pressed her against the edge of the kitchen counter.
One of her hands was clawing at my zipper managing to get my cock free long enough to be shoved inside her steaming snatch.
Rashida willingly bent over the counter hands still at her sides taking all the dick as I got reacquainted with her doughy puss in exquisite detail. Her monstrous ass was thick with just a bit of jiggle signaling Rashida's recent workout routine and its effects on her newly minted figure.
The loud wet clap of her cheeks was audible echoing off the walls as her badonkadunk bounced off my pelvis.
I knew how she liked it, loved the deep arch in her back as she popped and clapped those cheeks. Rashida's yowls and squeals of delight were extremely loud, both of us facing the window over the sink. The neighbor's window was level with ours just outside and I could've swore I saw movement behind those thin curtains, reaching up palming the top of her head.
"NUH, NOT SAFE TODAY!! DON'T DO IT INSIDE!!" Rashida managed before being gagged with her own swim suit.
Now freed, both of my hands were filled with the luscious thighs allowing me to properly beat her back out with extreme prejudice. I got her wedged against the edge of the kitchen sink taking rapid fire back shots like it was yesterday. Her upgraded tits now had a decent jiggle flopping about her chest.
Rashida's yelps and whimpers weren't abated by any means, only partially muffled as I noticed more movement across the way behind the window.
I pulled out spreading her cheeks getting help from the woman herself revealing her backdoor. When I didn't respond she turned around finding me shucking out of my clothes getting naked in Jaquan's kitchen. I left my clothes on the tiled floor where they landed as Rashida knelt before me.
Nasty sloppy top was the order of the day as Rashida gave me some excellent neck taking care of the balls and even my taint. She hocked and spit all over my cock lubricating it for the eventual ass fucking we both knew was coming up. There was no doubt I was getting the five star treatment enhanced by her soulful moaning mixed with some coughing and gagging.
Rashida locked her arms around my thighs with my cock embedded in her throat up to the hilt wildly fucking me with her mouth. My inner thighs were fiercely tightening up signaling an impending orgasm, but I quickly disengaged giving her lifesaving air. Rashida's mouth hung open as her chest heaved.
My cock slapped both of her cheeks before ending up in her mouth again for more impassioned vacuum suction. Rashida went with it allowing me to grab a handful of her updo crawling beside me into the living room I'd inhabited months earlier and a very familiar leather couch I'd defiled numerous times with her worst enemy.
Now, she was going to join Yoli, and Akemi, another one of my cousin Jaquan's jump offs, getting banged out on that fucking couch this afternoon.
"You know what to do baby." I said without emotion.
Rashida proved her knowledge of me as well mounting the couch on all fours with her elbows resting on top of its back. She understood my proclivity intimately arching her lower back into an L shape with her legs parted wide enough to give me what I wanted in no uncertain terms.
I could see goosebumps prickling up on her back as I grabbed big greedy handfuls of her cheeks spreading them apart until her rear entrance was available. She stole a look over her shoulder as the fat crown of my prick pushed against her indigo colored brown eye. We gasped in unison as I went balls deep quickly sheathing the entire lance inside her bowels.
She felt so much better this way because I had way more leverage considering the size of her ass and her narrow waist. Rashida Sikes liked it hard, rough, and fast likely developing a taste for anal during a clandestine encounter with my older cousin Jaquan. He'd gone in her backdoor frustrated with her shallow pussy during that alcohol fueled betrayal of his woman and her best friend.
Rashida was bumping back into my pelvis the instant I bottomed out inside that enormous ass. I'd forgot how well we worked together but was reminded by my uber thick partner as the sound of our dueling body parts filled the living room. I liked the way she looked bent over in front of me.
Rashida brought her thick thighs together allowing me to crouch over her in the bulldog position. My pelvis came down wetly clapping her voluptuous cheeks. The motion ripples were visibly incredible to see encompassing her lower half down to the knees as she cried out enjoying herself to the fullest. It sounded like she was being gutted as I gave it to her with everything I had and then some.
Rashida's massive cheeks made one hell of a cushion for the bottom of my thighs. Her head was half hidden between her shoulders as she trusted me enough to interlock her fingers at the back of her powerful thighs. I rammed into her as hard as humanly possible holding for a second before gradually drawing my penis free of her steaming box.
Rashida didn't have a problem being pushed down on her back for some frenzied missionary anal. She went with it drawing her knees up into her abdomen grabbing and crossing her ankles allowing me to go into a pushup position with flattened palms on her muscular calves.
She used her freed hands to squeeze and maul her tits, pinching and distending the hardened nipples. Rashida even accepted three fingers into her mouth allowing me to gag her until they were sufficiently wet enough to apply to her clit.



It was catch as catch can sports fucking or a frenzied approximation of it between two people well acquainted with each other's perks and quirks. I'd learned to use my hands to great effect making her groan and wriggle about under me.
I got nasty with it, prying her puffy snatch open with one hand, sinking three fingers inside to continue attacking her g-spot unchallenged. Rashida Sikes was normally a handful, but this got her engine going threatening to explode as she started screaming loud enough to be heard two doors over.
My invading fingers were covered in her creamy residue with some of it clear running down into the deep crack of her ponderous ass cheeks. My cock was a melee weapon battering her bum into pliable mush. Her aggressive beauty morphed into full on ugly crying proving my mastery at using my hands to satisfy a woman.
Rashida was being double penetrated as I used a frigging motion with my right hand also teasing her inner walls.
I turned her about directing her to flatten her palms on the floor. Her lower half, tops of her thighs, rested on the edge of the couch with her huge butt pointed up towards the ceiling. I mounted Rashida like the stallion she was, legs spread apart balls deep in her favorite place again letting my butt bounce atop hers like there was no tomorrow.
I was facing the wall while she was looking at the dining room table.
In this position, Rashida could do nothing but take a deep plunging with her legs folded at the knee giving me something to hold onto for balance. Her head ended up resting on the floor making it necessary for me the plant my feet at her sides. Even in this weird on the fly position, I could feel her big ass being pulverized beneath me.
"AW SHIT!! AW FUCK MAN!! WHO YOU BEEN FUCKING?!! AW SHIT, I FEEL LIKE YOU TRYING TO TRAIN A BITCH!!"
I didn't reply leaning forward diagonally actually twerking much like my models rabbiting my cock in and out of her monster butt getting splashes of moisture in varying degrees. The backs of her ankles were staring me in the face too good to pass up. Rashida yelped in surprise at this new sensation eventually chortling until I got my second wind beating down, pile driving her butt to mush.
My thighs tightened up painfully forcing me to dismount as she flopped down on all fours. Instead of getting her from behind like Rashida would expect I stood straight up cupping the underside of her chin raising it up until she was looking into my face. My other hand was frantically beating my cock against her big lips intermittently dipping into her mouth and cheek slapping.
"AW FUCK BITCH, TAKE YOUR SNACK!! TAKE ALL THIS FUCKING CUM ON YOUR LIPS AND FACE!! AW SHIT!!"
A thick wad of cum blasted her face splashing everywhere because at the time, my crown was pushing into her left cheek. The second deluge fully covered her big, inflatable lips with some getting into one of her nostrils making Rashida yelp. She surprisingly let me glaze her face in its entirety even using her right hand to jerk my orgasm to completion.
The feeling was scintillating enough, that I started fucking her mouth for a bit starting off squeegeeing my spunk into her mouth until she pursed her lips together hard sucking and slurping. She got me hard again just as I pulled away from her gasping face.
"Damn, how'd you get so freaky?" Rashida asked breathlessly.
"A whole lot of practice." She welcomed my cock into her mouth again soulfully sucking me off for a few minutes before asking another question.
"What kind of girls are you fucking to get so good? I mean, you were okay before, but now it's on another level bruh." Instead of answering Rashida, I let her dome me off for a while until it seemed like she forgot the question. I reached down with both hands pulling her to her feet so that we were face to face.
"Are you expecting anybody, or are we alone?"
"I ain't got nobody." My hand was at her lower back, fingers groping the upper swell of her certified sixty two inches of donk. I played with her slightly inflated tit testing its resilience pinching and flicking the nipple making her eyes flutter.
"You live here?"
"Sometimes, uh Renee lets me handle the stick when she don't feel like taking care of Jaquan. Well, you know how we get down these days, especially after it all came out and shit. You was still around for a bit, so you know we kind of like working a village wifey thing with that trifling nigga."
"Sharing my cousin; that nigga must be on cloud nine, huh bitch? Why didn't they take you with them to fucking Arizona then?" I was rubbing my rock hard cock, sort of tapping it on her bare mound.
"Nah, that's kind of a family thing with Little Daisy Kelly; she's checking out some property out there." Rashida explained breezily getting into the tactile, sensual interrogation. I was thumping her clit with my crown and rubbing her slimy entrance.
"Checking out property, huh?"
"Damn man, you just gonna ask me questions, or what?" Rashida was annoyed but noticeably checking her tone.
Two of my fingers slid inside her well lubricated snatch diddling her secret spot and clit in tandem. She only lasted three minutes before gently prying my fingers free. Rashida stared at me bringing my fingers to her lips sucking them, then I partook of her essence too. My hand cupped the undercuff of her left ass cheek snatching the woman into my body with a wet smack of perspiration.
"Does that answer your fucking question bitch?"
Next we found ourselves in the bathroom between Jaquan and Little Daisy Kelly's bedrooms. I took a seat on the closed toilet observing Rashida's nude body as she got the shower going before donning a big fluffy bonnet to protect her signature braids. She glanced at me incredulously noticing my hand stroking my tumescence.
Rashida stood there going into a wide grin approving of my reaction to her renewed proportions.
"Damn nigga, you got hella freaky."
"So, you got a nose job and perked up those nice titties; really nice look on those titties. Come on Rashida, what else?"
"Fuck you." I reclined on the toilet seat stroking harder watching the expression on Rashida's face change as she absentmindedly rubbed her shaved muff.
"Come on bitch."
"Okay, gotta fat transfer from my waist to my hips, uhm butt too." She admitted sheepishly.
I took Rashida's hand drawing her between my legs looking at her cheated proportions from narrower waist to wider, rounded hips. I used both hands running my fingers down the sides of her abdomen to the widest point of those hips knowing they were slightly wider than before.
I couldn't help leaning forward pressing my lips against her puffy bare muff kissing it repeatedly.
She moaned cupping the back of my head before allowing me to turn her around facing the wall adjacent to the bathroom door. I repeated the same action as before, playing with her huge teardrop shaped derriere, parting her cheeks looking at her back door.
"Rashida, you wanna see how freaky I can get?"
"Yeah."
She pushed her huge ass towards my face moaning as my tongue ran up her deep cleft before I opened her up jointly pushing my thumbs inside her poop shoot. I graduated to middle and forefinger fucking her backdoor with my digits as she reached between her legs helping me stroke my cock as I kissed and made out with her big ass.
"Damn, we always fucking in a bathroom nigga." It was a callback to our first time having sex, more playful and fun unlike the seasoned rutting in this shared present.
"Sit your big ass down on this dick." I growled getting immediate compliance as she sat between my wide spread legs impaling herself.
Her palms flattened on my knees, but she was kind of squatting bobbing that big ass on my lap. Rashida compensated for her weight fucking herself with my cock for a good ten minutes before dislodging my member allowing it to disappear into her rear cleavage. We knew one another so well; she wrapped her arms around the back of her thighs interlocking her fingers.
Despite the bad blood between us, Rashida trusted me to keep her from crashing into the wall before us. Her luscious hips proved perfect handrails filling my fingers as I drove the length of my hidden cock up into her deep ass cleavage. She didn't complain once letting me saw my cock fully sandwiched between her cheeks until I was finished blowing my spunk all over her monstrous ass.
"You missed this ass, didn't you baby?"
"No, but I couldn't resist once I saw it again; why'd you make it bigger?" Rashida glanced over her shoulder watching me massage my spunk into her chocolate expanse pondering the question.
"We was in Miami kicking it with Chipmunk and uh, the opportunity presented itself. I was getting my nose fixed on a girl's trip, and uhm, the doctor said it would look natural. Fuck, he tried to get me to go bigger in the ass, but I was like "FUCK THAT SHIT" I'm staying natural! So he kind of talked me into getting some fat transfer to narrow out my waist. He didn't say shit to Renee and Shawnee..."
"Why'd you really do it?" Her head dipped as I encouraged the truth rubbing and massaging her lower back and sides.
"Felt stale, you know nigga? Like yesterday's news and shit; we hit up some parties and kicked it with some rappers, and uh well; NOBODY WAS CHECKING FOR ME!! CAN YOU BELIEVE THAT SHIT?!! CHI TOWN THUNDA WITH THE SIXTY TWO ALL NATURAL, and nobody was sweating me. Them ugly down south niggas was hella dismissive. A motherfucker offered me fifty bucks to hit, and you know I don't get down like that; BUT THAT WAS FUCKING DISRESPECTFUL AND OUTTA POCKET!!"
"So you changed yourself?" I accused casually getting her to suddenly face me, brow furrowed.
"YOU DON'T LIKE IT?!!" I shut her down with more impassioned kissing taking full advantage of the opportunity to let my hands wander all over her voluptuous curves as I suckled her throat.
Her hand cradled the back of my head letting go of her anger and irritation. Despite all of her masculine tinged bravado and inherent intimidation, Rashida Sikes had an extremely fragile ego at her core which left her with a normally barely discernible "need" for attention.
It was a weakness that I'd discovered when her one night stand with my cousin Jaquan came to light. She was hurt and offended at his partially dismissive recount of the situation, going all out in a filmed hookup that landed on Renee's website for profit. I shuddered at the instant revelation that Renee purposely monetized Jaquan's cheating.
I got Rashida into the tub under the spray soaping and washing down her body with a luffa sponge and the detachable shower head. Of course the massaging and continual groping never stopped as we enjoyed each other guilt free without having to look over our shoulders for a certain malevolent pale face.
Rashida's hands ran over my pecs and abdomen eventually soaping up my endowment. She was sitting on the edge of the tub with the drawn shower curtain at her back, both of us swamped in steam. We made out under the heated spray with my prick eventually invading her confines vertically. It was more teasing than any serious rutting as Rashida chuckled.
"What?"
"I'm not laughing at you; its just that you got so good. I mean you really know how to touch me and everything; just know how to please a woman so much better than before." Rashida admitted to my innocuous face.
"Did I, please you before; any of the times we did it, really?" My question was a manufactured vulnerability getting the desired reaction in her raised brow and slightly open mouth.
"Yeah baby, hell that first time in the bathroom; but I hadn't got any in a while so I figured it was because of that. You were, pretty good a couple of times after that too." Our arms were around one another under the steamy spray.
"Rashida."
"What?" I could tell from the look on her face that she thought I was gonna get emotional and didn't know what to do about it.
Instead of saying anything, I sucked on her fat bottom lip releasing it with an audible pop while my cock was firmly nestled between her thighs grinding on her slit horizontally.
"I wanna eat you." I whispered in her ear earning a anxious chuckle as I sucked her lobe before swirling the tip of my tongue inside that ear.
"AW SHIT, HOW YOU SO GOOD NOW?!!" No answer was forthcoming from me as I turned off the spray. The meticulous catering to her ego continued as I got out of the tub first, then helped her out like a princess. I wiped and dried her off, patting her down while she had custody of my cock in her fist lightly stroking.
The mutual love fest continued as I led Rashida into my cousin's bedroom finding it cluttered with the shared accessories of two women. I humorously noticed a purple colored hard shell suitcase behind the bedroom door getting a light slap on the bicep from a cognizant Rashida totally getting the joke.
I shoved her down onto the mattress grabbing her big thighs yanking that badonkadunk off the edge of the bed. Before she could react, I was already making a seven course meal out of her snatch.
"OH SHIT, AW, AH FUCK NIGGA!! YOU JUST AS GOOD AS THAT NIGGA ANDRE!!!" Rashida cried out squirming all over the mattress, humping that monster ass up into my bobbing head.
I stopped abruptly staring pointedly at Rashida's face, brow furrowed.
"I uh, didn't mean that; sorry bruh." She hid her mouth behind her fists not knowing what to expect.
Once again I was savaging her snatch now making a fourteen course meal out of it with all ten of my "Educated Fingers" brought into play. Rashida Sikes moaned, screamed, and whimpered like a little girl as I ate and jilled her snatch into a gooey mess, still not satisfied.
Three fingers went inside working every groove I could find while abusing her g-spot turning the woman into a quivering mess of incoherence. Unsatisfied, I pushed her knees into her chest making her hold them steady before parting her flower exposing her throbbing clit. I went to town on her button like a crackhead.
"MUH-MUH-MUTHA FUCKA!! MUTHA FUCKA!! AH SHIT!! AW SHEET!! AW FUCK!! JUST FUCK ME!! PLEASE!!" Rashida begged off even while squirting profusely and juicing up enough that it was running down the deep crack of her huge ass. I slowly reared up slurping and tugging at her lower lips like a dog wrestling with gristle.
"Can I cum inside you?" Rashida's eyes went wide at the question.
"IT'S NOT SAFE RIGHT NOW; DIDN'T I TELL YOU THAT SHIT NIGGA?!!" She panicked.
"So, can I bust in your pussy, or not?" I reiterated with a measured tone testing her resolve and the strength of my will.
I didn't know what to make of things as she stared up at my face looking like she wanted to brawl. Rashida angrily turned her head towards the dresser scoffing and grumbling under her breath.
"Alright, but soon as you do it get out the way so that I can run to the bathroom and pee it out!"
I honestly couldn't believe my ears watching Rashida shut her eyes tightly not wanting to see me impregnate her. Her teeth were gritted as I leaned over removing two condoms from Jaquan's bedside table.
"Huh, what?" Rashida did a doubletake when the two condoms landed on her taut reengineered abdomen.
"You really think I'd get you pregnant?"
I chuckled playfully tearing open one of the condoms. It was funny watching the angry sister mouth obscenities at me while I slid the latex onto my tumescence.
"YOU BETTER STOP FUCKING WITH ME!!"
Rashida threatened as I shook my head in the negative chuckling at her embarrassed anger. I'd made her feel like a fool and revealed she would always bend to a dominant personality. She'd never leave Renee's side without help.
"Help me put this on Rashida." She settled down a bit reaching for the second packet but was puzzled when I ripped it open covering just the crown of my cock.
"I thought you wanted me to help-AW FUCK!! AW MAN, YOU DOING THE MOST!!"
There was an audible wet bubbly smack of our intermingled juices when I thrust my cock deep inside her snatch. I mounted Rashida open legged missionary style with her giant donk still hanging off the edge of the mattress.
My knees were barely on the edge, but I was still able to give her a vicious series of thrusts that had this sister blowing the rafters off the house screaming. Everything I'd done was calculated to leave her swollen and puffy inside for a snug fit. Now I was reaping the benefits in no uncertain terms.
I took custody of her big thighs keeping her thick gams up in the air level on each side of my head. Rashida's groans and gutted whines filled my cousin's bedroom while her thunderous cheeks cradled the underside of my girth.
Perhaps out of desperation, Rashida wrapped her stallion legs around my lower back interlocking her heels. She nearly squeezed the stuffing out of me before I got things under control.
"AW MAN!! AW!! AW!! AW SHIT!! YOU GETTING THEM GUTS!! FUCK!! YOU!!" Despite being locked tight in the embrace of her powerful legs, I used my momentum to pull her big butt off the edge of the leaving just the upper swell and lower back supported.
I did a semi-squat rabbiting her swollen cunt with no fucks given. Her hands grabbed at me, but I swatted them away amusing myself by squeezing the shit out of her lemon sized titties.
"Fuck me?" I reached down spreading her apart leaving my thumbs free to tickle and tease her engorged clit without mercy.
From my vantage point, Rashida was flushing enough that it was visible despite her glistening chocolate complexion. I varied my thrusts going from quick jerky sets pounding her puss to mush to these deep lingering strokes that made her coo and gasp. Her hands ended up on my chest lightly playing with my nipples sliding down my abdomen before caressing my sides.
Rashida's brow was furrowed, dimples at the corners of her nose and mouth while she grimaced from the constant rutting. Her legs got progressively weaker until I was able to hook them over my shoulders.
I wrapped my arms around her giant thighs interlocking my fingers as my pelvis bounced wetly off the bottom of her big black ass like a trampoline. Her rich pink pussy was swollen and juicy squeezing the shit out of my invading prick. Rashida Sikes was just taking it at this point letting me have my way with her in utter silence. I tested the waters by releasing her legs.
One of them slammed down obliterating the bedside table. A mug full of loose change shattered falling to the floor in fragments along with a clock radio. Rashida didn't even register that she'd destroyed the fragile plastic item. Her opposite leg flopped to the floor with a dead thud as I filled my condom.
"Aw shit, you fuck like you just got outta jail." She whined little realizing righteous indignation fueled my actions.
"You don't have to flatter me; I'm just average."
"Bullshit; you take a blue pill or something nigga?" Rashida rubbed her brow finding that her hand came away dripping sweat. I found myself rubbing and caressing the roundness of her outer thigh.
"So I need drugs to hang with you; is that right baby?" I glanced down at her face looking angry.
"AW COME ON BRUH; I'M JUST PLAYING WITH YOU, OKAY?!!" Rashida half jumped up trying to twist away from me but ended up on her belly. She glanced back at me, worried I would probably go into her backdoor again. I kept squeezing and groping staring at her mountainous buttocks.
"Jaquan's on a family vacation, huh?"
"Yeah."
"I bet he miss this ass, huh Rashida?" She winced as my middle fingers ran along her slit. Rashida shifted about on the bed trying to turn on her side, but I kept her on her belly enjoying the view.
"Not as much as you; damn I'm so fucking sore. Sometimes, I think you like my ass more than me nigga."
"Oh, whatever gave you that idea?" Rashida groaned into the mattress reacting to my fingers inside her tunnel.



I watched her butt shift and wag, then invert a little as she involuntarily fucked my intrusive digits. After a few minutes of this she looked back at me with this pleading expression.
"Baby, come up here and let me top you off." She offered a compromise.
I climbed in bed kneeling in front of her prone body for some excellent neck until I was obliged to inch down Rashida's body at the side of her hips ejaculating all over her dual chocolate mountains. She was trashed just lying there on the mattress gasping while I noticed her phone on the bedside table, the only object not knocked to the floor when her foot crashed into the furniture.
"What're you doing with my phone?" It was unlocked telling me despite her enhancements, Rashida Sikes didn't have no man.
"Taking a trip down memory lane; clap those cheeks for me bitch." She groaned and half snickered when I pointed the camera on her iPhone at her infamous donk.
"Damn, you just wanna do it all night." Rashida faux complained managing a decently audible clap despite being bombed out.
"Oh, so if I called you; you're telling me you wouldn't come to me, huh?"
"I'm not saying that bruh."
"Would you come to me if I wanna fuck?" I got a nice wide angle of her clapping cheeks. The motion ripples and heavy impacts of those warring cheeks created a really nice visual with my cum webbed between them in her deep rear cleavage.
"Uh, only if you say you can't get enough of this ass." Rashida was coy.
I responded by prone boning her to oblivion using my spunk as lubricant to ream out her asshole one last time blowing a load deep in her bowels again, then rolling off as Rashida comically tried to jerk my depleted member worried I'd get busy if she passed out.
We fell asleep in one another's arms. Rashida was draped over half my body on the left with one of her big stallion legs covering mine. It seemed like the girl thought she had me pinned down with a hand resting casually on my chest. Jaquan's bed was really comfortable.
I woke up around three in the morning finding Rashida still there in the same position. I realized her phone was in my free hand bringing it up with the intent to watch my own handiwork again. I accidentally opened her cash app finding a balance of nearly ten grand that made me grin like a devil. Rashida started to stir as I dropped the phone out of view.
"Come on baby; let's get some sleep. We can fuck some more in the morning." She mumbled still half asleep.
"Kiss me Rashida." We made out a little wetly smacking lips as her hand softly stroked my member eventually falling to the side as she began to lose consciousness.
"I'll come to you anytime you wanna fuck, promise." Rashida admitted before drifting off.
I followed her.
*******************************************************************************************************
[DARKNESS]
The sunlight was especially bright enough that I had to raise an arm to shield my eyes as I glanced across the multi-laned intersection at the beatdown rowhouses on the opposite corner. Everything was so bright normal layers of color were stripped away becoming something rather bleak.
I was about eight feet from the elevated corner at the intersection with Tubman Estates at my back. I could smell this raw sort of odor emanating from the nearby lake just beyond an artificial wooded area and park that had been fenced off a decade earlier due to neglect and rising crime in the area. I had to keep my eyes squinted looking up finding the light still red after an especially long passage of time.
"Guess I'll walk it."
I turned to my immediate left walking up the long block as some kids passed by one little girl on roller skates while her companion rode a bike that obviously belonged to her. It was pink with a white basket in front of the handlebars.
"Have fun kids."
I said to no one in particular walking further up the static sidewalk until I was passing the main entrance of the high rise project building as a couple walked out smiling arm in arm. We exchanged glances with the guy nodding in my direction while his girl waved.
I waved back timidly sort of watching them go in the opposite direction as I got this weird sensation that made the hair on my arms stand on end. She was sitting there in the entrance to the building on the first step made up like a porcelain doll.
Her hair was immaculately done with cute little barrettes inset. There was a little playset on the edge of the stairs. It was a plastic tea set cups plates and all. She was playing alone but had become frozen in place looking me directly in the eyes. I was overcome with the feeling that some sort of animal lurked nearby stalking me for prey.
Her piercing eyes were surrounded by pools of darkness.
"Hello Daisy."
She didn't reply just staring at me for what seemed like an eternity unblinking. I started to feel a bit disoriented, then nauseous inching further away as she calmly went back to her playset pouring herself an imaginary cup of tea. I walked further finding that I was unable to look backward towards the building entrance.
I glanced over at the rowhouses noting that I could just walk across the street. For some reason I couldn't bring myself to cut across the middle of the street continuing onward reaching the edge of the corner.
I stood there at the extreme opposite corner of Tubman Estates now looking at the front of the row houses which appeared boarded up with temporary fencing closing it off from the public.
The crappy looking lawn in front of these homes was unkempt with browning grass withering away intermingled with copious amounts of trash. I glanced over my shoulder looking up at the boarded up windows in the condemned housing project.
The traffic light just above my head turned green with an uncharacteristic bell ring.
Instead of crossing the street to the row houses as I initially planned; my feet carried me further into the lane until I was on its opposite side.
This sensation of being disassociated from everything, more of a spectator prevailed until the temporary chain link fence was facing me. Through the antiquated, now defunct park and artificially wooded area, I could hear the waves on the adjacent lake crashing against the shore.
Five miles away the beach officially started, but in this area the water was so deep the city took it upon themselves to install these concrete blocks at the break. Some of the left over material framed an adjacent jogging trail.
My feet carried me robotically up this winding trail bordered on one side by the crashing early morning waves and the opposite side of the wooded area. Lack of maintenance resulted in this wild ragged, intrusive brush with some tree branches dipping low right into the trail. It didn't matter because I was just along for the ride.
I could see her sitting there almost twenty feet away wearing this white tank and matching shorts of fragile cotton. Her feet were bare, her reddish olive colored skin enhanced by the sunlight. She was sitting on this disjointed row of concrete blocks facing the lake, shoulders slumped, fingers interlocked between her thighs.
My heart started thumping wildly in my chest threatening to break free of its carriage as my pace quickened. I wanted to scream and shout out in joy, but my voice was silenced. My breathe came in interval huffs while my limbs felt aflame. She perked up as if hearing my voice. I could see the realization of my presence dawning on her face as she began to turn in my direction.
"Where are you going?"
"There, I'm going right there where I belong."
"I don't think so."
"Why?"
"Time is up for you two."
"But she's right there, I can see her waiting for me!"
"She's not waiting for you."
"I CAN SEE HER RIGHT THERE!!"
"Of course you can, but she is not waiting for you."
"You can't stop me."
"I don't intend to, but you'll never be with her again."
My gaze traveled to my immediate right finding some extremely dense underbrush with this gnarled weird looking tree jutting upward from the dirt at an extreme angle. It's heaviest branch dipped low onto the trail like someone's arm trying to stop me from progressing. My brow furrowed and I stared intensely at the thick underbrush from which her voice emanated.
"Who are you?"
She walked out stark white of porcelain colored skin with dark ebon hair flowing across her shoulders. Her decadent hourglass figure cover in a glossy black slip. Her abundant, large sloping breasts seemed as if they would burst free of the dipping neckline while the short hem of the silken material rode up on her wide hips as she approached from the dark wooded area.
Her symmetrical beauty and slanted serpentine eyes violated me to the core of my being. So close was she, I was able to see the thin spherical rings inside the lime green of her narrow eyes.
She was carrying a long stemmed daisy which she gently placed on my left ear with a serene smile undone by the inherently threatening look in her predatory eyes. Her thin lips stretched into a wide Cheshire cat smile.
"You will never be with her again."
Before I could respond, I was grabbed from behind in a chokehold as the air left my lungs. My hand clawed outward in her direction as I lost my footing being dragged backwards as the other hand appeared similarly. My eyes shifted to the side looking again.
Mintzy was sitting there beaten, disheveled with a shaved head. There were bruises on her shaven pate and flecks of blood on her simple housecoat. She was hunched over, fingers interlocked between her thighs looking out over the lake surface subtly realizing I was there.
Mintzy looked at me with a reassuring nod of her head.
The waters of the lake rose up around me as I began to sink to its bottom while Renee watched putting a long stemmed daisy in her dark tresses behind her left ear. My vision blurred as the water rushed in filling my lungs.
[DARKNESS]
*******************************************************************************************************
I woke up just after six in the morning, gasping with a hand pressed against my chest.
I got cleaned up and dressed making sure everything was okay before leaving. I decided to be funny changing Rashida's screensaver to a pic of her monster ass with my cum slathered all over it like a massive frosted cake. There was no way I wasn't going through her phone eventually finding some interesting nuggets of information.
Rashida Sikes was flat out on her back snoring loudly spread eagle as I let myself out getting a Uber.
********************************************************************************************************
I thought back to the ruckus I'd caused in a joint operation with the Fisher siblings that resulted in utter chaos almost twenty four hours earlier as I sat in my rented car being ferried to my next unlikely destination culled from Rashida's phone.
In the wake of Sister Jacob's permanent expulsion from our church, there was utter chaos following the briefest moments of calm in the wake of Tressie's performance.
I caught a lot of the resultant fallout at the muted conclusion to the Sunday service as coverage for a video to upload to social media created the night before. The compromised pastor never returned to the pulpit that morning but no one present thought his departure permanent.
I hung back watching and catching various pools of peer commentary and gossip before going down into the basement to get some footage online soon as possible. It was part of a personal plan to maximize the footage I had of Sister Jacobs in action.
I had enough material for three scenes which would be boosted by the eventual viral nature of her comeuppance, a needle in a haystack amongst the other "amateur cameramen and "women" who also captured footage that morning.
In the basement I logged into the free internet service of a small mom and pop café a few doors over cobbling together a two minute segment quickly uploading it.
There were at least three other versions of Sister Jacobs already uploaded from the church proper by people unknown with one boasting the hilarious title "GRANDMA GOT CAKES."
That particular thirty second video was blowing up making me see shades of green, but I soldiered on uploading my initial version with the intent of riding the promotional wave as soon as possible. Phoebe appeared in the basement giving me an update on the chaos above in the lobby and main room.
She would be volunteering to take up Tressie's role serving as an interim Sunday school teacher. Phoebe was looking for Bentley in the congested lobby above when my mother asked for me. Luckily my good friend with benefits was amenable to taking care of my equipment.
Upstairs most of the people were already thinning out as I found my mother gossiping in deep conversation with her particular hen group which included the big, obese woman from earlier who'd given Tressie a hand.
I knew better than to interject knowing how mom would take things, instead cracking the door peering inside the double doors onto the church floor finding an argument amongst the remaining church elders and deacons.
Some members of the congregation were also hovering around the roiling scrum. One woman was in custody of bits and pieces of Sister Jacobs tattered dress along with what I assumed was her purse. Some little kid had one of the defrocked elder's heels.
I drifted closer to the group finding that most of the elders and church seniors considered Tressie's and by proxy Demon's actions to be some sort of political coup. Mrs. Fischer was also being targeted by the remaining members floating the idea that she might've been in on things from the start.
Tressie's mom was somewhat of a Teflon Don standing her ground throwing her daughter under the bus with talk of mental instability. I was starting to get hot listening to the bullshit coming out of this woman's mouth knowing full well she'd covered up Tressie's abuse for a seat of power.
Right at that moment, things got worse for the elder Mrs. Fisher as a woman I'd recognized from their clandestine meeting with Sister Jacobs whooped loud enough to interrupt the heated argument. It was the woman I'd dubbed "Bird Lady" because of her annoying high pitched voice which didn't match her exterior in the least.
Her hands were in custody of the former elder Jacob's phone as she looked from its face to the arguing seniors shaking profusely. They immediately crowded around her along with me as surreptitiously as possible tall enough to look over the shoulder of an elderly deacon.
"Forgive me father for I have sinned; I have fallen off the path to righteousness, given my body to men nursing their lust with the milk from my bosom instead of the baby that would have been born out of sin. Yes father I have sinned and enjoyed the feeling of a man's penis inside me, enjoyed taking a cock in my mouth and sucking it dry. All my life the church said it was wrong to enjoy sex, to seek a pious life of just servitude to our personal lord and savior. But your servant opened me up to all the joys of flesh to sate his own desperate need, even sodomy. I love feeling dicks inside my righteous cooch, lord. Knowing all things as you do; will you offer forgiveness to this fallen servant or condemn me to the lake of fire?"
My face went ashen with shock as Tressie was outed to everyone in that circle. Sister Jacobs had been sending the vids that drove the young promising Ms. Fisher over the edge from her own expensive phone. Obviously there was no need for a lock on it due to the fact that her only real partner in life was likely swimming with the fishes or in the same realm of one Jimmy Hoffa.
The clip she'd purchased and downloaded obscured Tressie's face behind a mosaic effectively hiding her identity, but not her voice. All of the people gathered knew they were looking at their child prodigy, anointed future pastor in her darkest moment.
I was nowhere to be seen in that clip doing my own brand of malignant behavior off camera shooting rope after rope of jizz on her face and the upper swell of Tressie's majestic bared breasts. Mrs. Fisher snatched the phone with lightning quickness, but the damage was irreparably done.
I was already halfway to the double doors leading out to the lobby area finding my mother waiting, obviously angry about my part in everything. My face betrayed me as she snatched my ear half dragging me out outside for an epic dress down which concluded with her chiding me about my time with Jaquan.
She actually said I could learn about being a decent man from his example.
The man upstairs was definitely playing a game of cosmic Jenga and all those dysfunctional building blocks were crashing down upon all of our heads.
I was smiling through a few tears as she left me behind driving home presumably to pack up my room. She intimated as much before peeling out burning rubber.
Tressie and Mr. Gilbert were long gone before she was publicly outed by that celestial Sword of Damocles, but I was getting my share noticing some disparaging looks from a few of the parishioners lingering about. The viral nature of Sister Jacobs public denouncement was fast engulfing us all, but I doubted Tressie cared one lick as I noticed Demon sitting on the curb.
In the upheaval he'd caught a few hands from the attendant adult aged sons of the man he'd punched for touching his sister.
"Nigga, ain't we a pair?" He said grinning up at me with blood soaked teeth.
"Can you give me a ride Demon?"
Almost twenty-four hours later I was standing at the outskirts of downtown some miles away from my job on campus, but on a mission barreling towards an end game in every sense of the word. There was a laundry list of things to do starting with my mini-mission of verification this very morning.
To my immediate right there was this hole in the wall takeout joint with pretentions of being something more. It was likely owned by some trust fund baby with a remodeled exterior offset by the rather shabby interior probably left that way for some misplaced tacit authenticity. Of importance to me was the outside seating in the form of a counter which I could use to surreptitiously monitor my objective.
Two Latin guys were opening up with one meticulously cleaning the front of the place while his partner toiled away over a hot stove. They were fairly amicable gentlemen with one guy even wiping down the top of my seat with a rag smiling as he gestured for me to have a seat.
The menu was composed mostly of variations of breakfast sandwiches, assorted pastries, coffees, and juices during the morning hours. I was informed the menu changed after ten thirty was remained no less sparse. The work environment was pretty easygoing giving me a laugh due to "Pump It Up" by the Fat Boys emanating from the overhead speakers.
The old school song echoed on the surrounding streets as a city bus shot by my field of vision.
"You like rap; its cool bro!! Adil loves hip hop, he's my boss. He buy this place cause its close to downtown and the fashion mart. Hey bro, you like our food, and you should hang out for the girls. Lots of hot girls around here bro. There is fashion school two blocks over, so lots of fine women eat here for lunch."
"You don't say?" I raised a brow as his coworker placed a complimentary cup of joe in front of me.
He said a lot more but I wasn't listening one bit focusing my gaze and attention across the street on a particular hole in the wall outlet, a salon. In the distance, the El Trains roared by heading deeper into the built up, more affluent portion of the downtown area.
From the look of things and the situation of these particular businesses, much money was to be made in this prime location. The salon was really nice outside trimmed in nice multicolored brick with the panel window framed in a deep shade of pine colored green. The old school font painted onto that window was the same as its older, original sister site.



"Renee." Its name simple, yet an arrogant declaration of freedom to the public.
"Huh, oh yeah my friend the hair salon over there is really good, good; you should see the lady owner over there. She's the best, a uh, queen like the brothers say in the hood. That's her name, Renee, and she's very caliente like the hot sauce bro!! My boss Adil went out with her two times, said she's got the best ass!! Said she's wifey material, but she's on a trip visiting her sick grandmother right now. He brought her tickets and luggage!! You should see this woman, she's uhm, bad!!"
He didn't notice me chortling right away but looked confused when he did.
"You don't say uhm?"
"Raul, hey what's funny bro?" I was chortling thinking of Rashida Sikes current job as a live-in mistress and distraction for infamous baby mama number two.
"Not that I don't believe you; but ain't no chick that fine down here!"
"OH YES, SHE IS VERY PRECIOSA MY FRIEND!! PERFECT FACE, PERFECT BODY AND WHEN SHE TALKS...Estoy avergonzado de decir que me pongo tan duro en la polla!!" Raul was speaking the gospel truth for my former mentor and current mortal enemy.
"Sorry, I'd have to see it to believe it Raul."
"SHE'S OUT OF CITY VISITING LIKE I SAID; TOLD ADIL THEY GET TOGETHER WHEN SHE GET BACK MY FRIEND!!" This guy was legitimately flustered at my pretense of disbelief, but I knew why he was boosting Ms. Kelly. I received a tap on the shoulder turning at the hip finding his coworker there leaning over from his side of the counter.
"Hey homes, check this shit out, trust and believe." This guy was devoid of an accent with a thuggish sounding voice. He'd placed a small framed rectangular picture in front of me with an assured smirk. I picked it up taking a look.
"Wow." Infamous baby mamma number two indeed.
Renee was pictured in some expensive restaurant booed up with this middle eastern guy, presumably the aforementioned Adil. Visually speaking I could only make an unfortunate comparison of his looks to Adam Sandler while Renee was lit for the evening heavily made up with her shoulder length locks swept into a pony tail topped with a razor sharp side bang.
The smoky mascara around her naturally slanted eyes made her even more ethnically ambiguous while her phenomenal figure was wrapped tight in a form fitting angelic white cheongsam sleeveless dress. If I didn't know better, Renee could've easily passed for Asian in this photo.
"SEE, I TELL YOU BRO!! I TELL YOU SHE THE SHIT!! NOW YOU UNDERSTAND!!" I wasn't even paying attention to Raul sitting there facing his coworker who was also grinning at my reaction to the pic. I rested both elbows on the countertop smiling to myself.
"¿Estás enamorado de mi negro?" The cook asked still smiling as he flipped some burgers. Potential customers were starting to filter into the area.
"Not even home boy, but I will say Raul here ain't never lied. You guys are telling me your boss Adil already hooked up with this fine honey?"
"Hell yeah, I think he's a simp personally because she's playing him. Made Adil wait three weeks after they went on the date in that picture then gave him grief about rushing her afterwards. Boss was mad love bombing her after that and we had to deal with drama down here at work. Man, she choked that fool out on some emotional shit, then put it on him ridiculous out of the blue. He probably gonna put a ring on it, already paying half the rent over there and everything."
"No shit uh?"
"Orlando, it's all good homie because I'd give my right nut to clap the shit out them cheeks too. I just wouldn't be paying four grand on a place not in my name and gifting her up like 365 day a year Santa Claus."
"Four grand?"
"YEAH, RENT DOWN HERE RUN EIGHT GRAND ON THE CHEAP SIDE!! Now that I think of it, Adil probably paying all of that shit on the low because he don't want us clowning his ass. Definitely don't want the family finding out he simping on a female outside of the community."
"Is that really a thing these days Orlando?"
"Oh hell yeah, they'd probably kick him out the family for cosigning a bitch hustle like that." My chin was resting on my palm, elbow on the counter as I glanced at the pic of the "happy couple."
"I bet she's got a Instagram page; you don't mind if I take a pic for later. I'm gonna see if I can find her online."
"Ain't my bitch; Adil got two more hanging on the wall inside if you wanna take pics of those too."
"Thanks bruh."
"It's all good homie." My lie covered things nicely as I got a few shots of the framed picture in front of me, then went inside finding two more.
Renee was pictured in full sports regalia baseball cap included at a courtside NBA game premium courtside seating while Adil stunted in the last pic hugged up out front of his place with her. They were embracing and his hands were full of her certified fifty inches of prime donk.
More customers were already inside getting served as I snapped several pics for later use with a beaming smile on my face. Ms. Kelly had become predictable now that I was getting the remaining pieces of the puzzle which started with her former mentors, the Van Allens. Adil had no idea she was out of town with her baby daddy, my cousin Jaquan. I wondered if he even knew about Little Daisy Kelly for that matter.
Ironically the Fat Boys "Don't You Dog Me" was playing on the P.A. System as I tipped the guys a fifty to split.
They barely noticed me slink away caught up in the morning rush. I had to get some extra coverage walking to the far end of the block with the intent of circumventing the area across the street for a back alley behind Renee's salon. Knowing she wasn't in the city made me that more comfortable.
There were a plethora of messages on my phone texted throughout the latter part of the evening prior while I was having my way with Rashida Sikes. Besides Yoli, my mother dropped several bombs of text on me reinforcing her thoughts on my actions which later turned into a diatribe once church gossip reached her.
I should've been worried about my immediate future but was intent on going through with the beginning of an endgame gauntlet. Everything stunk of predictability with my mother camping out in her boyfriend's house until the end of the week.
I'd gone to my cousin's house to confront him about our issues in a fit of emotion, but now I was ice cold already working out the particulars in regards to infamous baby mama number two. My phone started ringing while I was busy getting some coverage in the alley behind Renee's business.
"Charity Gilbert, long time no see."
"Come now, you really didn't expect me to show up for that shit show after my father ghosted me with your help?"
"You want an apology?"
"Nah, I heard you did me proud down there; kinda wished I'd shown up now, but I was never given a choice. Daddy hasn't been home but we're supposed to have some kind of "really serious conversation" later. You know, it's a weird feeling being benched."
"I'm sure Jayson helped you out with that."
"Phoebe girl's night out actually, jealous much?" I was already walking in the opposite direction from the block containing Renee's budding new salon, albeit her disingenuous fresh start.
"Oh, so she let you into her bed with good ole' Bentley?"
"Of course not, he was oddly missing last night visiting with his grandfather at some nursing home; so we ended up hanging out. You should've been there; could've been fun."
I recalled Sister Jacob's implied crippling of Bentley's grandfather through sexual means, also mentally picturing the current pastor being overcome by the good sister. Considering all that happened, I imagined Bentley following up with his grandfather for closure.
"No comment Ms. Gilbert."
I retorted wisely keeping my own hookup under the hat. Charity wouldn't have cared, but I didn't want to let her know what I was doing. Rashida Sikes was an opportunistic tryst yielding much hereto unknown information up until that point.
"She must have been good." Charity commented.
"No comment."
"Oh yeah, what're you doing right now?" Instead of answering, I hit Charity up on facetime revealing that I was outside. Her beautiful countenance filled up the face of my android. She was wearing a big fluffy bonnet that made me chortle.
"What're you wearing baby?" I asked glibly.
"Well I don't know if I want to disclose that particular information; what're you doing out so early?" I chuckled thinking she was nude looking for a hookup.
"Come on Charity, show me a little something." She raised a brow going into a knowing smile.
"Kiss my ass."
"Okay." We stared at one another as she went into a wide beaming grin.
"You really would come over here and kiss my ass, wouldn't you?"
"Is that really a question considering our history, huh baby?" I found myself smiling at her mimicking her grin automatically until we were chuckling in tandem.
"Are you gonna?"
"I might if you let me see a little titty." Charity scoffed playfully.
"A little titty, huh?"
"Yeah."
"Sorry, I don't have a little titty fool."
"Bitch."
We were full on flirting when another call interrupted us mid-negotiation.
Unfortunately for me it was my boss Steven probably looking to set up a meeting and subsequent hard sell after I supposedly took the bait by screwing his wife Zoya Berhan. I considered not taking the call when Charity noticed the look on my face.
"What's wrong; you know I'm gonna bend for you anyway, so why do you look angry?"
"It's not you, my boss is calling."
"Things like that happen sometimes when you're employed."
"Shut up." She was smiling in a way that made me want to kiss her and then ravish the stuffing out of her to the exclusion of all else. I put her on hold, taking the call.
"Good Morning bright eyes."
His glib delivery threw me off sounding a bit effeminate, but I chalked it up to my mind playing tricks on me after learning of his true nature behind closed doors.
"Morning Steven, what's up?"
"Hopefully you are my good man; I'd like to have you, down here for a meeting, say about ninish?"
I felt this lump in my throat realizing this motherfucker was actually flirting with me. There was this queasy feeling as I recalled Ed the custodian warning me about getting entangled with Steven and Zoya after I'd just busted her back out.
"Uh, sure Steven; I've gotta get up boss, uh see you at nine then." I manufactured a fake yawn.
"I'll be here waiting, with bells on!" He sounded like he was floating on cloud nine making me queasy as the call ended.
I imagined this guy sitting in his office wearing his wife's lingerie waiting to jump me the minute I opened the door as Charity's face reappeared on my android.
"Geez, you look worse than before; did you get fired?"
"I wish, but uhm, I gotta meeting this morning."
"Don't worry about it; I'll still be here when you're finished. No need to get a sour puss because you can't come over right now."
"Shut up and give me some titty; I know you ain't got shit on bitch. That's why your face so close to the screen." Charity Gilbert had a million dollar smile on her face and we both knew if I were right in front of her, it would be sexual chaos.
"Oh really?"
Charity drew her phone backward holding it up at an angle revealing a red collared t-shirt with a V-neck that hinted at her deep enriched cleavage. There was a bit of baby powder in Charity's pneumatic décolletage as I groaned out of disappointment while she chortled. She was sitting upright in her bed as the view leveled out giving me a visual from her head to her waist.
"Shit."
"Don't be that way; I'm gonna be home all day, if you're interested."
"Don't you call that motherfucking Jayson Stello; I don't wanna have to put two in his kneecaps for messing over my pussy."
"Your pussy?" She was laughing.
"Well I'm not eating if someone takes a bite off my plate; got me baby?" Charity burst into uproarious laughter dropping the phone for a few seconds. When she got it back, Charity just stared at me with this warm smile eyes fluttering purposely as she licked her lips.
"Don't you have a meeting to go to this morning?"
"Fuck Jayson Stello!"
"Stop it; I'm flying solo today and you never answered my question about the girl you were fucking last night."
"Uhm, I gotta meeting this morning."
"That's what I thought nigga." Charity ended the call, but I knew she wasn't mad.
Minutes after the call ended the dawning realization that I was about to be imminently propositioned by my boss Steven took over. I'd taken the cheese theoretically caught in a mousetrap of sorts by giving in to my lust for his wife Zoya Berhan masquerading as a student.
One of my natural assets was thinking on my feet and I was running the gambit as I walked the three blocks to the train station. By the time I arrived half a block from the campus, I'd gone through the five stages of grief committed to quitting my job if Steven pushed the issue.
"Huh?"
I was traversing the streets under the overhead train station when serendipity reared its head. A few blocks from school there was a rival community college with just a bit more prestige and an actual basketball team.
I was looking at Abayomi making out with some blonde female like they needed a room. It was somewhat jarring knowing he was fooling around with Carlie and alternately Zoya Berhan. I got a brief glimpse of the blonde's face finding that she looked rather goofy in a backwoods kind of way.
After a few seconds, I continued on my way briefly noticing his girl was sporting a donk of her own with a chuckle. It wasn't like he was trying to hide, but I recalled him being more than willing to fuck with me in public at Zoya's behest.
"HEY, MY MAN HOLD UP!!" He called after me when I was a good ten feet away. I glanced back finding him running up after me as his new girl walked the other way.
"Yeah what's up Abayomi?" I reached out shaking his hand.
"You saw me with the white girl there; we're study partners and uh, fuck buddies."
"Okay, why're you telling me this?"
"I thought perhaps you should like to out me to Zoya and I was hoping we could come to some agreement about a bit of discretion. The professor has given me a recommendation or two in exchange for certain favors. Can we keep a confidence with one another because she's got one hot pussy." He was one part charming, two parts boorish with a jock's pride.
"I'm not gonna snitch you out; but maybe you should be worried about Steven." I baited.
"He gay, I tell him about getting these hands when he tried to get in a sauna with me and his wife. I have no respect for a man who cry like a female while I work his woman because he want the same treatment."
"NO SHIT!!" I feigned shock.
"Oh you haven't had some of Dr. Berhan? She talks about you a lot saying how she's got you ready to rip her clothes off for some of that big ass; I'm surprised you haven't had some of that already."
"Oh wow; didn't know." I lied further.
"Go get it brother; she's really hot between the legs. Just keep an eye on her husband, he is extremely gay. You can fuck too, but don't go anywhere with them together. Trust me, he will try you but just present a manly front and he will shrink away." Abayomi warned.
"You sure about Steven; seems like a nice guy to me?"
"I was at his large home stuffing his wife in the sauna while he was in the pool fucking some student in the butt. I met that guy at a student mixer earlier this semester with his wife Zoya. Then he tried to come inside the sauna saying he was switching up with her, but I wasn't having that nonsense. Yeah, uhm that guy Nigel Johnson had to how you say, take one for the team."
Abayomi laughed outloud at the memory cutting it short when he noticed the look on my face.
"Fuck that shit." I commented averting my eyes.
"Don't worry, I think you can take him. Steven has, no hands for the fight." He held up one of his big ham sized fists in front of my eyes for encouragement.
I recalled being at that same mixer and cutting it short that day because I was on my vengeance kick after officer douchebag. Later that day, I'd met Zoya formally putting myself on the couple's radar.
"Thanks bruh."
"You can do it my brother; tap that big juicy ass of hers and if Steven shows up; punch out his sternum."
He was all teeth giving me an unintended pat on the back before going about his merry way. My anxiety was off the charts again as I reached campus thinking it would be my last day as an employee there.
I still had one gambit up my sleeve but it was a risky one as I went into the student center with fifteen minutes to spare. My stomach was grumbling as I realized I hadn't taken the opportunity to eat anything while staking out Renee's new salon. I picked up a cheap pastry and another cup of joe grabbing a booth to wait it out.
"No."
"Excuse me dear heart but I'm not missing anything here, am I? Is this some new manner of morning greeting here in the colonies?"
Zoya was standing at the edge of my booth looking fetching in a Polo neck Halter top and this form fitting rust colored textured bodycon skirt. She'd accessorized the ensemble with what appeared to be olive wood beads around her neck without a rosary attached. My head was level with Zoya's arched fifty inch hips, but I just stared back blankly recalling the last chronological image of her in my head.
"I'm just telling you no right off the bat." Zoya looked significantly confused for a second or two folding her arms across her chest with an incredulous smirk, then popped out an enticing hip towards my right side.
"I haven't asked a thing of you and I should think you would be a bit more amenable considering our recent history together darling."
"Well, I'm just answering the question before it's asked." I was stern giving her nothing facially.
"No need to be so cross with me darling; I realize that I may have been a bit short with you after our tryst, but that was no indicator of any displeasure on my part. You performed exceptionally well in that regard."
"Yeah Zoya, you had some good ass pussy and I loved tapping that shit from the back cause of all that ass you got."
I went street on purpose hoping to fluster her with my tone and the fact that I wasn't whispering or moderating my tone in the least. The booth in front of me held some female students and my casual tone made one sister glare at me while her friends huddled in close hushed conversation.
I smiled and waved at the sister who went into a dead stare designed to make me wilt and look away. I didn't, instead winking at her while Zoya glanced around arms folded across her chest.
"Shouldn't I expect a modicum of discretion in public areas darling?" Despite her controlled tone, Zoya was flustered.
"Well I don't know baby, we fucked in a public area."
My retort caught the further attention of the female populated table in front of me as two more women glanced at me brows furrowed. Zoya caught their attention as well as the booth behind me. I could hear the movement and hushed chortling of students at my left ear. Zoya inched closer to the table.
"Perhaps we should go somewhere and have a discussion, in private?"
"No."
I leaned on the table resting my chin whimsically on my upturned palm making it obvious that I was looking at the skintight material of the texture bodycon skirt covering her lower half. Her sex was visibly traceable to the eye, this perfect inverted triangle, while a bit of the probable thong hidden underneath was distinctly visible at the upper portion of her hips.
"Take a moment to consider things properly; are you completely clear about my understanding darling?"
"Yes."
"You are actually refusing me; am I correct on the matter?"



"Yes Zoya."
Her eyes were striking, round and expressive enhanced with needless mascara offset by the dusky pallor of her skin. Darker than most run of the mill sisters, Zoya's exotic origins were delineated by the thin European nose and defined cheekbones on her oval shaped face.
Her bushy hair was long gone from our first meeting, now straightened into a more western conformity flowing shoulder length. She lingered at the edge of the table in my booth giving me the impression that she thought I might change my mind, but I didn't making her look tangentially dejected.
"I suppose you shall regret this course of action my friend."
"Mrs. Berhan, I hate to see you go, but I'm gonna love watching you leave bitch."
Some guys at the table behind me guffawed loudly while I got death glares from a majority of sisters at the booth in front of me. The sole Latina occupant of that table looked wholly amused at my exchange with Zoya.
My coworker fidgeted for a second or two getting my meaning but looked about finding no way to leave without giving me a back view. Zoya rewarded everyone present with a look at her bulging derriere, luscious cheeks perfectly outlined in separate ovals by the thong underneath.
She had no choice but to go with it taking a few steps before I called after her.
"Mrs. Berhan, Abayomi says hi!!" I yelled over the music filtering from the overhead PA system in the youth center. Her shoulders flinched as she glanced back at me with raised brows.
"OH SORRY ABOUT THAT MRS. BERHAN; I MEAN NIGEL JOHNSON SAYS HELLO TO STEVEN MA'AM!!" If it were humanly possible, Zoya's face went ashen mouth agape as she quickly made good her escape through the throngs of students filtering into the center.
I wondered if she picked up on my use of the honorific besides the name of two of her and my boss Steven's victims.
I'd made it a point to talk to Ed the custodian about Zoya and Steven at length earning a wealth of information without actually telling him why I was asking. That conversation yielded a wealth of information about the married predators lurking about campus and some salacious details of Zoya's past activities.
Ed made sure to warn me off of Zoya unaware that I'd already took a drink from that cup. Now enlightened, there was a wealth of possibilities that would make my former mentor Charity Gilbert proud.
I found myself staring back at some of the women unflinchingly for a minute or two before a few drifted off to class. A couple of guys walked by from the booth at my rear smiling in a way that made me want to point a pistol in their direction were I in possession of such a weapon.
It was the kind of look that reminded me of high school locker room talk. A nonverbal invitation to floss about Zoya because of her exotic looks and ridiculous rear end. In my opinion considering my experiences with all of the women I'd been with until now, they were simps. My android expectedly started ringing with my boss Steven's number.
"Hello and Good Morning Mr. Berhan; how're you doing today sir?" His last name wasn't Berhan; Zoya opted for her supposed maiden name usually affixed with DR. which she'd earned several times over during her actual studies.
"UH, WELL UHM, YOU'RE SCHEDULED TO WORK TODAY, RIGHT?!!" His voice was shaky and uncharacteristically loud after obviously speaking with his wife. I didn't have any idea what would happen next expecting to be fired or paid off for my silence.
"Well yes Steven; I've had the schedule for a couple of days and I appear on it quite clearly today sir." This guy was shaky as fuck, I could hear him fidgeting about on the other end of the line while I waited for the other shoe to drop.
"OH YES, YOU'RE RIGHT!! Uh, well I'd like to offer you the rest of the day off, WITH PAY OF COURSE!! I've had something come up!!"
"So you don't need me sir?"
"YOU'RE GETTING PAID!! Excuse me, I'll make sure your hours are honored so you can take the rest of the day off to pursue uh, your other interests."
"Is everything okay sir?"
"Eh fine, look uh, I'VE GOTTA TAKE A CALL!! TALK TO YOU LATER!!" His teeth were damn near chattering on the other side of the line.
"WAIT STEVEN, do I uh, come in tomorrow?" He'd already hung up leaving me with a dilemma. It was a dawning five stages of grief as I reconsidered my actions worried my academic career might be affected in some way.
Confronting Zoya was meant to convey my need for the malignant couple to keep their distance and shield me from "unwanted attention" by Steven. Now her parting exchange proved prophetic as I sat in my booth staring at the half eaten donut on my paper plate.
Instead of leaving, I hung out loitering taking little bites of my breakfast until the cheap paper plate was empty. There was nothing else for me to do but play things by ear as I tried to figure out a way to walk the razor's edge again. Anger subtly clouded my mind directed at the couple for involving me in their deviant lifestyle by proxy.
If it weren't for my friend Ed the custodian, there's no doubt Steven would be making the hard sell to crack my ass at this very moment. Abayomi confirmed as much in our brief conversation only escaping that fate through sheer masculinity and an unintimidated playfulness which was obviously a threat.
"Guess I'll do the same." I mumbled to myself resolving to act as if nothing happened when I returned to work, well if I weren't somehow terminated.
Zoya Berhan had been working the grounds for a couple of semesters so she had the experience edge.
*********************************************************************************************************
"Are you sure about this man; I mean, you weren't fucking with me before, were you?"
"Nigga you called me."
"I know, it's just all about confirmation."
"No it ain't; you don't wanna get your hands dirty so you think you gonna get me caught up doing your dirty work and shit."
"Then what are we doing here?"
"Bruh, you been real good at getting it done and I feel like I owe you one for not snitching out my sister. I owe you two or three on that Sister Jacobs shit too because I would've put her in my trunk instead of putting her on blast in public like you did. Hell you probably saved that old skank's life letting Tressie handle things in front of everybody like that."
"Well don't get too confident about that shit Demon; I think there's still a side mission to complete or two."
"SOMEBODY ELSE GOT SMOKE FOR ME AND MY SISTER?!"
"Calm down, you my nigga or what?" Demon started to get fired up, but I was ahead of the curve already.
"You ain't gonna tell me if I ain't?"
"Nope."
"You know I could fuck you up back here if I want, and make you tell me anyway?"
"Yeah I know Demetrius." His expression never seemed to change for the most part, so I couldn't tell how he felt one way or the other. He took another hit off the joint he was smoking, then offered.
"Man you act innocent real good, but you one cold ass nigga." I took a hit off the joint holding it in for a minute before blowing a cloud against the windshield.
"You wanna go to jail now or later?"
"Oh so you want me to go to jail for your shit in front of my family, huh fool?!"
"If I tell you Demetrius; you're gonna do some wicked shit. You know that, Tressie knows that and I fucking know it because you two motherfuckers tried to punch my ticket recently. Yeah, I want you to do something for me in front of your shit because I gave both of you Sister Jacobs. I gave your sister her boyfriend back after what she did; fuck man, I gave Tressie back her loose sanity! So yeah, I wanna do something epic, but I need your motherfucking help. You're the only person I know who can get it done, so yeah I'm holding out on you Demetrius!"
"Alright, I'll take care of it; but if you're lying or fucking around with us, you're gonna be wiping your ass with a corn cob!"
"What does that even mean?"
"Get out of my car, they're waiting and don't call me Demetrius in front of these niggas."
"Okay Demon."
We got out of his ride staring at the jagged barren alley in front of us. There was still neglected trash waiting to be picked up by city workers reticent to come this deep into the hood. At my immediate right was a landmark location related to me by Tressie the last time we hooked up.
It was the fateful sight of her sexual awakening during an attempted sexual assault by a thug driven nearly mad by her blossoming figure. Tressie related as much before we eventually fell out because of her then clandestine relationship with Mr. Gilbert. Now, it was home to a meeting of rogues as we found ten guys waiting inside. I recognized one, ironically the other character in Tressie's story.
"Oh hey man, what's up Barry? Tee-Tee says hello my nigga! So, we're meeting here at your favorite spot, huh?" I winked making his face go ashen, but Demon roughly elbowed me in the gut shutting things down.
"So, which one of you niggas ain't got no warrants?" Demon asked in calm fashion despite his actions as I nursed my abdomen. Two guys raised their hands looking all of fourteen and sixteen years of age.
The "meeting" went just under twenty minutes after which I made Demetrius "Demon" Fisher aware that his sister had been exposed to a certain bird lady, one of the church elders who didn't particularly hold their family in high regard. He instantly hopped in his car speeding off like a bat in hell, but I trusted him to make my own personal dream a reality.
I knew I would find out when the time came but now that business had been taken care of, I wanted a bit of pleasure.
******************************************************************************************************
The sound of the doorbell was louder than I expected making me look around nervously knowing I was being filmed by personal CCTV. I knew its owner was occupied to the distraction of all else otherwise there was no way I'd ever show up to his front door uninvited. I myself had a huge block of time I wanted to fill in similar fashion as I heard the lock and subsequent deadbolt being released before the door cracked open.
"Should I be flattered?" Charity's smiling face appeared just behind her own screen door.
"Well uhm, you ordered an ass kissing and uh, I'm delivering Ms. Gilbert. Hey, don't shoot the messenger." I fumbled a bit hands in pockets staring between the stone porch and her grinning countenance. I shrugged with an uneasy smirk making her giggle as she audibly unlocked the screen door.
"Get your ass in here." Charity grabbed a handful of my shirt yanking me inside with more force than I expected.
I was playfully slammed into the wall just inside her door as she no-look shoved her front door closed with a loud thud. Before I could make a move, Charity pressed into me grabbing duel handfuls of my butt passionately shoving her tongue into my mouth.
My hands went to her narrow waist almost lifting her off the living room floor so that our heads were level. Her right hand rose up palming the back of my cranium as she tilted her face at an angle getting sensually feral. One of Charity's long legs was rubbing the outside of my thigh as she wetly broke the kiss.
"So, you're here to kiss my ass?" Her breath was hot on my face coming in huffs.
"Yeah." I replied faux-meekly.
"Okay get to work." Charity was still wearing the collared red t-shirt from our facetime earlier.
But now I was privy to her entire casual ensemble which consisted of the tiniest pair of these white shorts I'd ever seen on a woman. They were the kind with the belt loop. Her camel toe was literally straining against the material with visible stress lines in the fabric.
These shorts looked on the verge of bursting at the seams as Charity thumped the tent in my pants with her pointer finger beaming. I almost thought they were some sort of weird looking panties riding high on her hips like they were. She snickered at the expression on my face reaching down again giving me a rough tug for laughs.
"So you gonna kiss it or what?"
"Hell yeah, but I'm kinda worried."
"Daddy was already here with Tressie; I can assure you they're gonna be busy, if you get my drift? We have more than enough time, perhaps even the rest of the night."
"That's not what I'm talking about."
"What're you talking about then?" Her brow furrowed in curiosity.
"The parents of the toddler you stole those shorts from bitch; they're probably going door to door looking for your ass right now. I don't wanna see you get chin checked by somebody's baby mamma."
"NEGRO!" Charity lightly slapped my cheek as we broke up laughing outloud.
My hand collided with her left buttock earning a wet sounding slap that caught me by surprise along with the feel of her slightly damp skin. I cupped and kneaded the handful finding that it wasn't necessarily damp but coated in some sort of oil ever so slightly greased to the touch.
Charity bit her lower lip allowing me to play with her just looking at my face. She arched into my body cupping the underside of my package with a hearty squeeze full of promise.
"Kiss it or get out." Charity inched back turning to the mirrored wall behind her front door assuming the position as if she were being arrested.
"Damn." My cock pulsed and throbbed feeling as if I were about to blow a load in my jeans.
Thirty nine inches of Charity's apple donk was squeezed into those microscopic booty shorts like a sausage casing in what I'd have to describe as the greatest wedgie of all time.
Riding high on her hips left a bit of negative space at the very bottom of her spine which gave me a decadent peek at some enhanced rear cleavage informed by a single very deep line. Two thirds of her cheeks hung free with a rubbery jiggle as Charity gave her hips a few shakes getting an low audible clap.
"Like that, huh? Wanna see it again, huh; yeah you liking this shit, huh nigga?"
Charity was looking at my face giggling, herself a quick study of my not so secretive proclivity. In short, this bitch was exploiting my kryptonite.
"Damn."
"Hey."
"What, yes Charity?" I was almost punch drunk staring at her bulging rear cheekage.
"You're not paying attention, I'm gonna show you again. Keep your eyes on the fucking prize."
Charity went at it even harder popping her hips a woman possessed now managing a loud audible clap. She put a little twist in it getting both halves of her rear end swinging counter clockwise into each other explaining the clapping noise.
"CHAIR-RITTY!!" She was staring at me in a wanton playful manner licking her bottom lip while mine quivered.
"KISS THIS ASS!!" Charity yelled with some base in her voice.
My knees hit the floor while my lips simultaneously kissed her left cheek then the right returning to the first as I ran the flat of my tongue from the under cuff over the material of those tiny shorts.
I peppered that cheek with rabbit kisses sinking my teeth into it for a light nip. I was having a fucking out of body experience watching my own hands squeezing big fistfuls of her meat. Charity Gilbert was two notches above normal in the butt category, but she was a goddamn star this afternoon.
Eight of my fingers tried to dig under the skintight material but failed.
It was like handling two juicy oversized taffy apples as my thumbs sunk into the defined undercuff of those cheeks prying them apart with much effort on my part. Her naughty bits were snuggly hidden away presenting me with the deep entrenched crotch of those shorts instead.
I don't know what got into me, but I couldn't help myself licking that spot profusely slathering spit everywhere between those cheeks. My face mashed into her butt letting my tongue go rogue between her thighs. I kept up the nibbling on the lower portions of both cheeks making her gasp and chortle.
Charity suddenly bumped down almost having a seat on my face. Her intent was probably comedic but I shoved my face as deep as I could wrenching my head back and forth. My head was tilted up at an angle which allowed the erstwhile villainess to literally sit on my face while I was kneeling underneath.
By now the crotch of her booty shorts and the surrounding area was a sloppy, nasty mess. I couldn't see her face, but Charity's actions gave her away with the continuous swivel of her hips grinding my features to dust. My hands shot up finding the belt loops in her shorts with the intent of yanking them down making her quickly pop her butt dislodging me.
"You fucking-goddammit Charity!" I gasped finally getting a look at her smiling face realizing her folly.
Charity Gilbert had her phone out recording the whole thing snickering while I gasped trying to catch my breath. That phone had to be hidden in her impressive cleavage underneath the red t-shirt covering her upper half. I'd played right into her beautifully malevolent hands.
My neck was aching badly and there was no doubt I'd be feeling it for a few days afterwards. The phone disappeared from view underneath that tee confirming my suspicion as I found myself looking at her bionic camel toe.
"Kiss this too." She ordered breathing heavily through her self-induced mirth.
Charity shrieked as a I nearly headbutted her crotch pressing my poor overworked tongue into her cunt. I felt one of her hands palm the back of my head in encouragement. This formerly entitled princess wasn't done having a bit of fun rolling her hips like a seasoned belly dancer taking me along for the ride as she whined and gasped.
I shifted over nibbling at the adjacent portion of her inner thigh near her kitty, before sliding to the opposite side making Charity squirm. The rich chocolate beauty got adventurous hooking a leg over my right shoulder pressing me into her defiled crotch actually humming some tune under her breath. I decided to go one further attacking her zipper managing to draw it down a little.
"Relax, stand up." Charity instructed offering her hands. She leaned back with all her body weight helping me to my feet. I could see the outline of the phone hidden under her shirt stuffed into her brassiere and went for it, but got my fist caught with lightning quickness.
"Don't spoil it, be good." She wagged a finger in front of my face looking me in the eyes.
Charity let her gaze roam up and down my body still humming some light tune as she traced the outline of my endowment before pinching it between two fingers, then roughly clawing it looking into my face grinning.
Her slender stacked figure was on hyperdrive with everything calculated for maximum effect. Charity glanced over to the side staring down the corridor leading to her bedroom for a prolonged period, then back at my face.
"Take your clothes off." She leaned against the mirrored wall with her arms folded behind her back smiling.
"Right here?!"
"Yeah, get buck naked right here, right now nigga." She raised an eyebrow with a half smirk forming on her face.
I was a little hesitant worried her father might have hidden nanny cams in the home. I scratched the side of my temple staring at her bare feet, then looked at her face finding it unchanged. It was ultimately a test of wills which I lost slipping out of my t-shirt finding her outstretched palm waiting.
"Uh, okay." I handed her the shirt watching as she folded it over her opposite arm. Charity resumed her posture except with arms extended one holding my shirt while her upturned palm returned.
I stood in front of her with my back to her front door bare chested letting my gaze travel around the living room before undoing my belt buckle. When I started pulling the belt free, Charity's hand shot out snatching the strip of leather from my waist.
"Right, okay." I raised a brow as Charity draped my belt over her opposite arm atop the t-shirt, still smiling.



I stared at her upturned palm thinking she was expecting me to shuck out of my pants, so I got out of my shoes instead. Charity took them in the hand holding the clothes letting them hang from her fingertips. I put my hands on my hips waiting for some sort of snarky retort.
She said nothing looking down at my pants while I slid out of them leaving my socks and boxers as Charity folded them over her arm. I took off a sock trying to be smart, but she just added it to the growing pile.
"OKAY HERE YOU GO!!" I doffed my boxers leaving one sock remaining with my erection standing out in front of me like a flagpole. Charity raised a brow as she added my boxers to her collection.
"Turn around and face the door."
"WHAT?!!"
"Turn around and face the door please; don't do anything else or you'll be sorry." She lightly threatened as I cautiously followed her direction.
"Not feeling real good about this shit Charity; I uh, mean that you're giving me really evil vibes here. We're good right because, I uhm, well you were probably fucking that Jayson nigga too, right? RIGHT CHARITY?!! Hey, you hear me talking to you right? RIGHT CHARITY?!! Yeah you were getting it from that big ass dude! Hey, you better say something or else! CHARITY?!! SAY SOMETHING!!"
I heard some bumping and jostling a few feet away making me nervous but didn't look back as instructed in case I was wrong.
"Something." She suddenly whispered in my ear handling me from behind. The palm of her deadly right hand tickled the crown of my endowment making me shudder.
"Damn girl, you had me there for a moment." Her hand disappeared quickly.
"Lift your foot up, I want that fucking sock." I complied folding my knee allowing her to reach down and snatch it free.
Charity wrapped her arms tightly around my sternum giving me the impression that she would sheathe my erection with the sock before pulling the door open nearly bumping my forehead. One of her hands covered my mouth in quick response, while the other place my single sock over the door knob.
She took a second locking the screen and front doors in succession before slamming it loudly shut. For a second I thought she might push me outside in the nude. There were some kids playing across the street at a house while another neighbor watered his lawn.
It could've been disastrous as she turned me around pushing my back against the thick door.
"What the fuck Charity?!" She pursed my lips between her fingers effectively silencing me as she explained.
"I've assured we won't be disturbed; so Daddy was already here and we had that talk, but this isn't about that. I've hidden your clothes and I can guarantee you won't find them even if you tear the house down. I want you to understand something; do you know what that is cutie?" She pinched my cheek smiling as she tweaked one of my nipples.
"What?"
"You shouldn't have come over here because I'm not gonna let you go until I'm done."
"Is that right?"
"Yeah that's right, I finally gonna do what I want to you without having to look over my shoulder."
She took my hand softly in hers leading me down the corridor to her bedroom pausing in the doorframe for me to pass inside first. I looked her up and down noticing the subtle excitement in her heaving bosom then focused on that inviting camel toe.
Charity's eyes followed me staring with visible lust, emphasizing this with a licking of the lips. It was a minor character tick I noticed from her when she was extremely hot. I walked inside with her right behind me hearing her door close and the turning of a lock.
I looked back finding her standing in front of her bedroom door arms folded behind her back.
"Should I be worried?" I asked.
"Maybe."
"I don't know how to take that."
Charity walked over checking me out before locking her lips on my left nipple swirling her tongue and nipping it until it was embarrassingly erect. She followed this up kissing me with extreme passion before going at my other nipple in similar fashion, then reached down taking my hands in her own. She held on to them turning us around until she was sitting on the edge of her stacked mattress. My cock was level with her heaving bust, but she looked up at my face.
"I'm gonna FUCK YOU." My brow furrowed in confusion because we'd engaged in all manner of sexual shenanigans since meeting. There was an underlying seriousness in Charity's voice as she pressed a finger to her lips.
"I'm gonna FUCK YOU, for real this time." She reiterated more seriously releasing my hands.
There was a plastic bag hanging from her bedpost which she first removed a bottle of olive oil setting on the dresser adjacent to her bed. I picked it up, but she snatched it away putting it back before retrieving another bottle of baby oil.
It was one of those industrial sized bottles which brought back memories of the night we spent in my bed. She held it in her hand staring at the oil inside slightly enchanted then looked at me smiling. As she set it down. Charity ran a single finger along my abdomen musing before standing up grabbing me in that lethal right hand.
Her tongue flicked out against my nipple before her lips completely a tight seal suckling it. That lethal right began softly outward away from her body as her brown eyes narrowed looking at my face daring me to speak. Her left hand ran over my right buttock digging nails into it for a second before she drew backward taking me with her as her own tight round butt hit the edge of the mattress.
For some reason the humidity was suddenly off the charts as Charity assumed a wide open legged posture with me standing between her inner thighs. Her covered peach was straining hard against the material of those white booty shorts.
Her fist was already long stroking me with a twist of the wrist added to the activities. Charity was staring intently between my face and the slit on the crown of my penis licking her lips ever so often. She made this slurping sound out of nowhere, loud, and wet making my cock twitch in her hand.
After that, my tumescence was thumping in tandem with my quickening pulse, and heartbeat. There was no doubt she could feel my excitement going with the forefinger and thumb exclusively with a bit more speed. My eyes narrowed as the firsts twinges of lighting hit my own inner thighs.
I wanted to rip those tiny shorts off of her like an animal and plunge myself deep inside to the hilt, but I didn't. Charity wanted to stunt and obviously had something planned for our mutual benefit. She'd been looking at my face directly with this intense yet serene expression intermittently letting out these really girlish gasps and sporadic slurps with a flick of the tongue.
I felt like an idiot not knowing what expression to make or if I should try to appear unbothered. Charity leaned forward as she wrapped the rest of her fingers around my shaft drooling a steady stream of saliva over the head of my cock. In short order I was fully lubricated as her fist became a jacking blur. She snatched her hand away.
"DON'T MOVE!!" Charity yelled out of nowhere leaving my throbbing cock bobbling and twitching pointed directly at her pronounced camel toe covered by the thin material.
Before I realized it, I was ejaculating in several bursts soiling the crotch of those shorts with rope after gooey rope. I almost handled myself but Charity's angry looking furrowed brow kept me in my place. My erection stood directly out in front of me spewing jizz all over her muff and inner thighs eventually faltering a little, but still serviceable.
Charity was leaning backwards at an angle supporting her weight on her palms watching my progress. She drew her legs up onto the edge of the mattress retaining that posture surveying the mess I'd made with an approving grin.
Charity crooked her finger until the underside of my shaft was sitting atop her messy crotch, then raised both shapely legs resting them against my pecs. Before I could react, both of her soles were flattened against my face. My hands went to pull them away instinctively allowing Charity to capture my wrists.
Her feet parted allowing me to see her softening features as she rested her heels on my shoulder blades scooting part of that tight butt off the mattress until the base of my cock pressed against it. She started rolling her hips slathering my own spunk around bumping into my endowment until I got her meaning.
Charity let me go trusting me to handle her thighs joining the bumping cadence using my jizz as lube for a scintillating round of frottage. Her legs were long enough to walk a runway with just the slightest bit of plumpness in the thighs to even out the round apple bottom that was her secondary calling card sexually speaking.
Charity let go of my hands resting her palms faceup on either side of her head. Her cheeks were tight, compact with enough volume that my root was cradled on either side enhancing the thrusts towards her face. I watched my partially spent penis thicken until veins appeared on its surface from the visual alone.
It was starting to feel like I was gonna cum when Charity sat up on the edge of the bed glancing at this large wet spot on the tightened crotch of those tiny shorts. There was a single web of goo hanging from the tip of my penis and I honestly couldn't tell you if it came from the jizz in her crotch or if I'd cum again unawares.
Charity pressed a hand into the mess between her thighs staring intently at it before noticing my situation. She licked her fingers clean out of the blue before leaning forwards sharply slurping that errant strand between her lips. I couldn't help but squeal embarrassing myself further as she got up licking and suckling my nipple again.
Charity went harder on that single nipple sucking and biting so hard, my hands ended up on her bubbled butt squeezing extremely hard. I started to give her even more of a wedgie when I felt her rubbing my back and the surprisingly sensation of oil running over it. Charity was holding that bottle of oil. She released that nipple with an audible pop dutifully rubbing more and more of the oil into my chest and abdomen avoiding my pecker.
"Come on up here and lay down on my bed."
I followed through laying on my back while Charity continued rubbing and massaging that baby oil into every nook and cranny below my neck ignoring my throbbing erection which was pointing up at her ceiling by this point. I noticed her glancing at its state with a smirk as she sunk fingers between my thighs lightly rubbing my taint.
"Still wanna see a little titty?" I nodded in the negative.
"Oh you don't; why is that, huh?"
"Because you don't have a little titty." Charity stopped rubbing me down glancing up at the ceiling with a chuckle.
She capped the bottle placing on her dresser before quickly mounting me with her palms flattened on either side of my torso. My cock was pinned flat against my abdomen pointed up towards my face pressed against her crotch. Charity slid out of her red t-shirt giving me a surprise in the form of a thick underwire brassiere I recognized belonged to Phoebe.
This was the same brassiere from our initial threesome together which perfectly fit her proportions pushing her cleavage into an inviting fleshy shelf. Her phone was tucked neatly away between her tits.
Charity allowed me to cup the outsides of her tits pushing them together making them shake and jiggle for a few seconds. She started rowing her covered crotch back and forth massaging the underside of my shaft.
Her hands ended up framing my head as she leaned forward starting to really work her hips grinding my shaft. Charity waited a few minutes letting me get used to things knowing my eyes were on her jiggling boobs. Her tit trapped phone was bouncing all over the place but remained snug. She flattened out on top of me letting her bubble rabbit in blurring fashion on my tumescence.
I got an up close and personal with her animated décolletage, breasts bouncing everywhere in fits and starts as Charity ground one out grunting, wheezing, and whining through the effort. I got a shot to the system when her phone hit my sternum at an angle before falling onto her hardwood floor with a thud.
Her large, yet subtle areolas began to appear swelling out of the cups as she bopped my junk. I loved the sloping look of her breasts and the spongy, yet defiant feel of them when handled. Her thickened nips were always ripe with a rounded shape when Charity was fully aroused. Now they were staring me in the face topping her beautiful tits like pupils in an eyeball.
They flopped free over the top of the brassiere with a healthy rubbery bounce, but Charity pushed down on my wrists seconds after I handled them. It wasn't so much to stop me, but more because she was sitting astride my body with her back straightened.
The view of the undersides of her tits with her pretty face in-between was staggering before I noticed it. The zipper on those tiny white shorts was undone giving me a view of her shaved muff directly. Charity's nails raked my pecs thumbs pressing hard into my nipples as she got into it.
Her abdomen undulated, hips popping, tight round butt twerking wildly grinding my cock trapped against my belly. She was now partially covered in the oil used on my body going faster starting to get off from the manic humping. Her breasts were bouncing all over the place as the dam burst as three bursts of gluey ejaculate shot up my abdomen soiling everything even getting my right nipple.
Charity kept it up, both of us groaning and whining loudly.
I ended up a mess breathing heavily through my mouth while she dismounted at my left side hunched over my body. Charity ran the flat of her tongue over the spunk following the trail down my abdomen until my cock disappeared between her lips with a loud prolonged slurp.
It felt like every fiber of my being was aflame as she made love to my member getting me to partially sit up supporting my weight on my elbows a few times to watch her doing her absolute damndest to suck my soul out. One hand encircled my base while the other cupped my balls middle fingers pressed against my taint.
She was getting it out of me making me flop and buck up towards her bobbing head while my balls were vigorously massaged. It quite honestly felt like I'd cum again as the bed shook and creaked under our combined weight. For some reason, Charity had an extra mattress which made her bed rise a little higher off the floor.
There was a wall mounted television facing the end of the bed which was likely the blame. The wall adjacent to her bed had a window covered with a thick set of blinds and some really thick bars signaling Mr. Gilbert as the likely culprit.
My head dipped landing on her wealth of pillows, my vision blurring from the constant stimulation looking up at the ceiling. Charity had my thighs spread holding them down as she throated me with no gag reflex evident. My mind started wandering to all of the times we'd hooked up finding our current entanglement to be the most intense as her face appeared hovering above mine watching intently. Charity raised a fist enclosed around those tiny white shorts.
They were a soggy mess of intermingles juices, spunk and sweat presented to me as some sort of trophy before she flicked her wrist flinging them against the bedroom door.
Her head tilted slowly to one side then the other smiling as she pushed down on my forearms sliding her labia along my shaft in measured strokes. This woman was steaming, volcanically hot cradling my prick dripping all over it as her butt rowed extremely slow. The facial comparison to a certain actress started to ebb away as Charity became her own person completely from this point on.
I knew the next time I saw anything with Gabrielle Union I'd call her Charity Gilbert.
My endowment slid inside Charity's velvety honeypot fitting like a glove.
We knew one another so well it was no surprise when she righted herself going completely HAM (Hard as a Motherfucker) on me in the cowgirl position. The lighting in her bedroom added to the visual enhancing her rich chocolate tone making her glisten and sparkle, a thing of beauty.
Right at the beginning of it, I could feel the tremors radiating through her body until she couldn't hold it in anymore. Charity went into a screaming fit traveling meteorically through a stacked set of climaxes which I didn't know if I should take credit for. She was in control of everything the moment I walked into her house.
I wouldn't have had it any other way.
Charity's hands slammed down on either side of my head into the pillows as she stared at my face looking alternately seductive and sexually intimidating to the max. I tilted my head a little finding that she followed the motion perfectly even when I went the opposite direction. There was a sparkle in her eyes that I'd never seen before.
"What is it Charity?"
"You're gonna cum."
"I'm gonna cum, huh?" My brow furrowed and raised confused at the declarative statement.
"Right now."
Charity's bubbled butt popped hard into my pelvis with a whiplash effect. I could feel her flexing her cheeks actually inverting them trapping my girth inside. She held this position with a strained look on her beautiful face making me cry out with this extended guttural sounding gasp as she rolled her hips. Her pelvis remained tightly in place and this bitch had the temerity to roll those hips in a tiny circle. I could feel her labia clamping down on me as she swiveled in place.
"OH GAAAAWDDD!!" I screamed blowing a massive load inside her snatch.
My head started swinging back and forth like I was being slapped by an invisible hand while my toes curled up. Charity had me speaking in tongues in an embarrassing display that restored all the times I'd one upped her sexually with a single move. My gaze drifted to the side towards her window, but she directed it back to her face with her pointer finger. The look on her face remained the same with a smirk forming.
Charity wiped away the single tear running from my right eye.
"You like that, huh baby?"
"What the fuck Charity; I didn't know you could do something like that. Shit, I'm glad I didn't know or I'd be in trouble." I was still trapped inside her feeling her relax her grip gradually as she chuckled.
"Now that we know each other, I felt safe doing that. I didn't do it before because we were cool with one another."
"We're not now bitch?" She laughed giving me a light slap on the cheek.
"Shut up, I didn't do it before because that was part of my evil arsenal. Hey babe you know I was a closeted pervert with a five year plan. What I just did to you was supposed to be my patented finishing move. I call it uh, "Getting the Bag" and every guy I did that shit to was instantly sprung."
"Getting the Bag, seriously Charity?"
"Hey I was evil before; might still be now, but that was my move to baby trap a nigga in the NFL or the NBA but fuck them rapper niggas because I ain't trying to be Future's next baby mamma."
"You baby trapping me?!"
"Fuck no, but ever since we met I enjoyed every bit of it and you got me out of a funk and even freed me from my jailer father. Heck when you look at it, you helped my family get better. Daddy's never been happier since he got with that Tressie cow and I have you to thank for that. I like you, a lot; and do you know when that really started?"
"When?"
"The night I had that fight with Tressie when I caught her fucking my daddy; you could've taken advantage of me, but you didn't. Ever since that night, I've been wanting to do this to you."
"Didn't we fuck each other's brains out that night we went to that club?" Charity looked away sort of chuckling to herself before staring at my face with even more of a glint in her eyes.



There was a prominent grin on her face, a million dollar smile.
"Well uh, I had to restrain myself." It was my turn to chuckle with both of my hands full of her rich chocolate bubble butt. Her incredible breasts were hanging right in front of my face like grapes from a vine.
"Restrain yourself, huh?"
"Yeah, because you were scaring the shit out of me."
"I was?"
"I'm still me underneath and I know it because I don't give a shit about anyone besides you, daddy and Phoebe because she's actually turning out to be my best friend. That night when you held me and then when we were hooking up after the party, I knew I could never do anything to hurt you. I don't ever want to hurt you, but I know who I am deep down inside. I'm a bitch."
"Charity?"
"I used to be a boss bitch; but you took that part away."
Her hands were lovingly caressing my face making me feel slightly uncomfortable. It was the same feeling we shared in the early morning hours after going out on the town. My heart started thumping in what I felt was a betrayal of sorts.
"Hey?" I was about to stumble over something uncomfortable and unformed between us, but Charity pressed a finger to my lips.
"Not now." She removed her finger kissing me until we were making out. Her hips slowly rolling and caressing me back to life inside her confines. Charity reared up pressing a nipple against my lips until I was hungrily suckling it. The spongy nature of her show stopping rack had me throbbing inside her as I took the initiative rolling on top of her body.
"Give me some more of that good, good Charity; I wanna give you another bag." I moaned into her ear before nibbling on it.
"Can I get a Birkin bag?" She teased locking her ankles in the small of my back as she cupped my face.
"You shut up." We were torridly making out, but the uneasy feeling remained.
Charity Gilbert was making good on that assertion about "FUCKING ME FOR REAL" and it was utter bliss.
"Hey, can I ask you a question?" She was facing away from me towards her bedroom window hours later.
"Yes, anything Charity." I squeezed her tighter into my body also staring at the window completely relaxed with her cupped into my torso. I planted a few kisses on her shoulder and neck until she pulled my hand over her into a breast.
"Would you, give everything up, if I was your girl?"
"Yes." I answered without hesitation.
"Not even gonna think about it huh?" My gaze traveled over her silhouette admiring it and the way the setting sun highlighted her body.
"No Charity."
"What about all you've done and could do? I mean you're very talented and probably could go far if you applied yourself accordingly. Maybe making those adult movies is your niche, or maybe you could do something bigger, if you wanted. Don't you think it's unfair of me to ask you to make such a sacrifice, for me?"
"If we're together, it doesn't matter. Is that what you're asking me Charity?"
"No, but wouldn't you ask the same thing of me?"
"No because I want you to be happy, complete; I don't see myself bending for most people, but you're different. You talk about being malevolent and evil, and who knows if that's really true or somewhere in the middle. Ever since we met uh, I've had the time of my life hanging out with you and uh, well you know." I gave her available breast an encouraging squeeze.
"You're not supposed to say that." She sniffled.
"Why?"
"Don't!" She drew my hand to her lips kissing my knuckles. I figured I knew where things were going internally scoffing that Jayson Stello might be waiting in the wings or something.
"I'm not asking anything of you Charity; let's be happy right now and figure it out later." I wanted to forestall whatever drama was imminently coming, but she rolled over facing me under the blanket.
"I've failed you; at least I think I have but uhm, I don't know." There was no stopping it and I knew a runaway train when I saw one coming.
"Tell me."
"They've given it all back."
"Who?"
"My parents; returned all of my fallen grace and I'm supposed to be happy about it, but I'm not. Daddy and Tressie came in before you arrived and we had a sit down. I thought we were talking about their weird relationship, so I just said it was okay with me to get past all that awkwardness. But then he got mother on Facetime and I knew something was up."
"Tell me Charity; what happened?"
"Well, since everything's blown up with the church after daddy's gotten hooked up with Tressie; they've decided to pack it in and move down south for a uhm, fresh start." I felt something run through me and she instantly noticed cupping the side of my face.
"You're moving away?"
"Listen."
"Okay."
"After the lawsuit and everything, we were supposedly depleted and mother was so mad at me for tearing down her life. I was summarily expelled, even beaten up by some random girl in front of my high school as I was saying my farewells to peers. Mother relieved me of my car and home sending me back here to daddy. It felt like a fall from grace and daddy was my prison guard, until he fell in love with Tressie. Now, they're telling me everything's fucking changed and have given it all back out of the blue. I couldn't believe my ears; wanted to throttle mother if she weren't talking to me through facetime."
"What are we talking about Charity?"
"Money, status and my future."
"Huh?"
"Mother squirreled away a good percentage of her assets under daddy's name, including a trust established when I was still a baby. Supposedly I've uhm, shown significant growth and accountability during my exile. Now it's all back in my hands because, uh reasons. My former mentor's made me available for review in uhm, Atlanta." I didn't say anything right away just looking at the pain on Charity's pretty face.
"Congratulations."
She burst into tears burying her face in my chest sobbing hard as I redoubled my grip tighter around her body. Everything was in perspective now with her command performance sexually speaking. I wasn't privy to my farewell fuck beforehand because Charity knew I would've rejected that bit of ironic "charity". Now it was my job to do the right thing by my friend and deny the obvious.
"Don't cry; this is what you've always wanted and I would never stand in your way. It's your future Charity, and you have every right to it, so don't think twice." She looked up at my face with mascara streaked features. I was reminded of the night she'd discovered her father hooking up with Tressie.
"You're not mad?"
"Cut it out Charity; you should know better than to ask me something like that. How much time do we have before you're gone?"
"Seventy two hours." There was a long pause as we looked into one another's eyes.
"How many times do you think we can fuck in seventy two hours?" Charity's brow furrowed, face reading incredulous at the query.
We burst into uproarious laughter wrapped in one another's arms snug under the blankets.
******************************************************************************************************
My day off from work turned into an impromptu two day vacation which I made good use of with Charity Gilbert. We went on a few dates, but comedically enough this resulted in us literally finding a room, three to be exact over the next two days where we repeatedly did the deed like animals.
I tried to buy her a few things but she declined showing up the following day with some clothing and a suit so I could look respectable when I visited her at college. We generally avoided talking about our feelings understanding one another intrinsically.
With her lost fortune and benefits returned, we were now worlds apart not that either of us wanted it that way. Charity's former mentor and vice principal of her high school had pulled an epic number of strings that now had Ms. Gilbert headed squarely for Spelman College while I was uh, I guess bumming it in community college.
We stopped talking about it especially when she noticed my dour expression over dinner one evening prior. We got into a minor tiff because she kept paying for everything but solved it between the sheets.
"I'm sorry." It was her turn to disappoint again on the second of our supposed seventy two hour farewell tour.
"Leaving early, huh?"
"I suppose I miscalculated the actual time." Charity admitted.
"It's okay Charity." We were essentially playing house while her father and Tressie were doing the same in an alternate location.
Both of us were laying on our stomachs under her sheets peering out of her heavily barred window. Real life was calling to each of us from vastly different directions as she stared at my face in the darkness.
"I hate it when you do that." She admitted.
"I don't like drama."
"Then why do you hang around all these women; don't you know that's what we are? I like to think God put us here beside you to keep guys on their toes, checks and balances. You can tell me how you feel no matter what. Even if it's bad or hateful, I want to know."
"Fuck."
"Tell me something, be real with me, okay?"
"What?"
"If you had to choose between me and Vicky Stone; who would it be?" I jerked my head in her direction, then remembered myself feeling a lump in my throat before answering.
"Neither."
"Bullshit."
"It's my answer Charity; truthful, honest and without malice."
"You don't want to hurt my feelings while I'm hurting you right now because I'm leaving. If you're gonna pick Vicky, just do it, and don't fuck me around. We both know I'm a consolation prize anyway you look at it."
"Is that why you went back and fucked Jayson Stello, huh?" I couldn't control the emotion in my voice.
"YES!!" She blurted out equally emotional.
I sat up on the bed in my birthday suit noticing my discarded clothing on the floor. Charity rolled away from me facing the wall with a pillow trapped between her arms. It was pressed into her face doing very little to hide the muted sobbing. I was crestfallen siting there but drew on my jeans standing up scared to look back at her lying there. We'd tried so hard not to admit the hidden truths between us, but sister fate had other ideas.
"So you're gonna leave me like this?" She whimpered.
"If I don't, I'm not gonna be able to let you go Charity." I was honest walking to the door as I heard some movement.
"HEY!!"
"Yeah."
"Think about it and uhm, go see Vicky; you can't hide away from her forever. It's not fair what you've been doing since you guys split up. I've gotta be honest with you because I don't even know if you're aware that you've been spoiling all of us."
"What?"
"All of that love she ain't getting behind bars is radiating from you like uh, sunshine. Me, Phoebe, and the others have been literally bathing in it. You turned me good nigga; Phoebe, got herself a man she's trying to makeover in your image. We can fight all night, but this wouldn't have happened if it weren't for Vicky Stone, and you know it."
"Somebody else would beg to differ."
"Renee's in love with you too; but she's too much like me."
"The old you."
"We'll see." Charity replied sniffling sitting on the edge of her bed wrapped in a sheet. I was glad for the darkness which made her a silhouette.
"I'm going."
"HEY!!"
"Yeah?" Charity looked pensive sitting there in the darkness for a few seconds.
"Uhm, hey can you take my baton with you? I uh, mean it's dangerous outside this time of night and everything so I want you to be safe because I uh, well..." We shared another uncomfortable silence as I noticed a police grade stun baton leaning against the side of her bedroom door.
"I don't about this Charity."
"You can take it; I don't think I'll be needing it anymore since I'm going away. Daddy bought it for me after I got assaulted at school, I was having nightmares of that ugly black bitch coming after me. Sorry, didn't mean to change the mood, so it's yours now, okay babe?"
"Sure."
"I would ask for a goodbye kiss, but we both know what would happen."
"We can't keep our hands off each other, can we Charity?" I half forced a smile which she reciprocated with her own million watt grin.
"Get your ass outta here." We were both laughing as I pulled up the door.
I could hear Charity bawling as I let myself out.
**********************************************************************************************************
I got back to my empty home just before dawn finding it extremely hard to sleep or do much of anything else, so I just laid there thinking about what I'd just left behind with a bit of wetness around my eyes too. No matter which way I looked at it, I couldn't find a way to talk myself into ruining Charity's future.
We were going to part ways and it seemed that was the natural order of things as I glanced from my bed finding my camera bag peeking out of the closet. My mind drifted to our last conversation and Charity's insistence that I go see Vicky.
My heart began thumping hard at the thought of her while an excess of moisture welled up in my eyes.
I drifted off with those thoughts lingering in my head only to wake up with very little time to make it back to work. It would be the first day I was back since sticking it to Steven and Zoya.
To be honest, I was a bit grateful for the distraction showering and freshening up despite being tired and emotionally worn. I snagged a breakfast bar and a disposable cup of orange juice before hopping the train downtown. I didn't know what was in store for me, but I was just grateful to have some business.
I got off the train a few blocks from school still with time to spare.
I became aware of someone rushing behind me after a few minutes as I neared the school.
"Excuse me, sir! EXCUSE ME!!" I was walking faster but this fat dude was still closing the distance as I began to panic worried this guy was a cop trying to bust me for faux drugs or something.
Maybe he was a lawyer and Sister Jacobs was suing me.
He had that old school cop look with a dad bod and ill-fitting clothes which included a crap looking Members Only jacket like the one my dad used to wear until somebody told him it looked cheap. I was suddenly given a dilemma whether to be busted and cuffed in front of my peers or take it right here on the street a few blocks away by the elevated train station.
"WHAT YOU WANT?!!" My body reacted without me turning in a choice to likely fight instead of taking flight. I tried to sound tough but partially failed.
"WAIT, UH YOU GOT IT ALL WRONG SIR!!" He got his hands up stumbling back a little when he noticed my aggressive stance.
"What you want from me man; spit it out!!" It seemed trying to keep pace with me took a bit of a toll on the portly middle aged guy who bent over resting his hands on his knees as he caught his breath. He took off his pork pie hat fanning himself with it, obviously gassed.
"Name's Jim, but people call me Jimmy, full name Jimmy Denver."
"SO WHAT?!!" He looked up at me still catching his breath then stared at the pavement under him like he wanted to lay down for a nap as I looked about making sure I wasn't being ambushed.
"Private investigator, hired to look into your case." He right himself favoring his lower back handing me a business card.
"I don't have a case Mr. Denver; what is this shit about?" He was still fanning himself.
"No, I got it sort of messed up; I was hired to investigate you."
"By whom Mr. Denver?"
"Not important now because someone wants to speak to you sir; a higher bidder so to speak."
"Hey man what the fuck is this about, huh?!!"
"Talk to her." Jimmy waved me off dripping sweat as I followed his pointing finger to a Bentley limousine slowly pulling to a stop in the street adjacent to us. I glanced between it and the PI silently flabbergasted. The first thought that came to mind was the Berhans. I figured Zoya was sitting inside still doing her husband's dirty work.
"Mr. Denver I hope they paid you beforehand because I ain't going nowhere near that car." I stuffed his card in my pocket already trying to think of my next move intent on walking back in the direction I'd come. It seemed Steven was desperate to close the circle I'd begun by fucking his wife.
"The check was cut before we spoke, but you might want to hear her out because my job is done with meeting you in person. I can always be rehired, and you definitely don't want that shit storm."
"Fuck is that supposed to mean, huh asshole?"
"Most of my work is done behind a desk and I was assured you weren't the violent type, offered a bonus to be a go between. I know all about you, that increasingly lucrative "side business" you've got going on, and all your little girlfriends there including one Charity Gilbert."
"WHAT THE FUCK?!!"
"Hey don't uh, get it twisted out here already; I'm a fan. Just gotta admit it's an honor meeting you so I won't shake your hand with my right for obvious reasons. That Charity girl's famous locally speaking because of the thing with Jayson Stello. That guy's one badass football player, you know?"
"So."
"So, Ms. Gilbert's trying to make some moves back into the limelight down there in Atlanta; you got this uh, Phoebe girl with one hot fucking set of legs that gets me heated as fuck, even her fake tits. Heck man you're a true talent behind the camera because your stuff don't even look ghetto or nothing. So, tell me why you let the Shawnee Thompson girl go, uh excuse me Mrs. WTF, right? Now that's a fucking Jurassic park type ass if ever I saw one right there." He was trying to assert himself and make me squirm, but I looked back stone faced.
"I don't know what you're talking about."
"Now that ain't the truth of things, not in the least. You know kid, I've been doing this work, however dirty since before you were a wet stain in your daddy's drawers. You're not the first pornographer I ever looked up and with things the way they are these days, I had you made before I left my office. Did you know Charity Gilbert was famous for whacking off a ton of guys in her high school days among other things. Got a few police reports on that one right there, not to mention Ms. Thompson's recent troubles with the law over in Miami."
"Mr. Denver."
"Hey prostitution ain't looked upon that badly these days anyway; now with uh, Ms. Consensual that Phoebe girl and her husband Oliver's high profile position with the second largest law firm in these here United States; man we're getting into lifetime movie of the week territory. You know, when I think about it, quite honestly Rashida Sikes is the cleanest girl you got in your stable. You've gotta love that dump truck booty she's carrying around behind her, right? All you black guys love the booty, ain't that right?"
I stoned up internally.
"Mr. Denver I get that you've done your research and it is impressive, but I'm not physically attacking you or verbally incriminating myself because I don't know what you are talking about, sir."
"That's what they all say kid." He opened one side of his jacket pulling out a folded piece of glossy paper which turned out to be a picture of me dining with Charity Gilbert.
"So, what now?"
"You get in the car and talk to my client." There was a gun visible on the other side of his cheap jacket. Jimmy Denver was appropriately cautious after all.
I stared at the picture of Charity Gilbert in my hands knowing what I had to do with a lump in my throat. A lot of people's lives were in my hands and responsibility or karma, was pulling my coattails at this moment.
I smiled at Jimmy stepping off the curb as the back window rolled down. The grungy private investigator smiled back coughing and hacking a bit clearing his throat for a verbal stinger.
"Tressie Fisher thanks you kid; hey shoot another scene with that one cause she's got some tig ole' bitties for sure!! Had to pay a lot of coin out for her on the dark web, least you could do is make some new content. Charity's father shouldn't mind, he's getting the whole cow." He was already laughing his ass off having laid my life bare.



I felt naked in the streets, undoubtedly about to probably do something I would regret as I walked to the open window of that limo peering inside.
"Fuck me."
"Get in here and watch that language."
Mrs. Van Allen was sitting there in a light cream colored suit with a white scarf about her neck. I got into the limo having a seat facing her feeling the aches everywhere. The Bentley pulled off as I put on my seat belt watching as she had a drink from a bottle of wine. She was relaxed while I was anxious with a dewy brow.
She poured me a glass which I downed as soon as it was handed to me. Mrs. Van Allen was similarly stone faced.
"Uh, good morning?" I offered breaking the silence.
"I abhor blue language but I suppose you are uh, shitting a brick right now?"
"That would be an accurate assessment ma'am; so you're investigating me?" I took another drink offered scared out of my wits.
"No I'm not investigating you; I'm intervening quite reluctantly on your behalf. I'm doing this because my daughter can't stop talking about you and I feel it necessary to keep you around until we find out how things turn out with Yoli."
"Mrs. Van Allen I need to know who had me investigated."
"Last time we talked you got a very small glimpse into my world; it's a very rarified place that you honestly will never see without endorsement, almost incestuous. We all, unfortunately have no one but ourselves to congregate with and it gets boring, so that's where people like you come into the equation."
"I don't understand."
"My generation knew how to handle things, but occasionally we can get sloppy too. That's where people like Mr. Denver come in and you, a distraction that's starting to annoy me. To that end to keep things quiet and avoid an scandal engineered when you filmed my daughter having nasty sex with you; I was drawn into the fray. Now you're a chess piece in our games; do you understand?"
"No, please stop monologuing me with the one percenter talk Mrs. Van Allen."
"You should be on your knees thanking me for saving your life, or the life you think you have. I've purchased your case from Mr. Denver at considerable cost and had the foresight to pay so much extra for a full and binding nondisclosure agreement.
Your relationship with my daughter has been very costly personally and now professionally. My husband is diligently busy with your needs as it were, so I'm going to need you to clean this up properly."
"Who investigated me Mrs. Van Allen?"
"I should think you would know the name of the man who wants inside your ass." She raised an eyebrow still stone faced as I facepalmed, then glared at my unwanted savior.
"Can I make a mess?"
"I don't care what you do, but end things however you like as long as it doesn't leave a trail back to me and my husband."
"I'm a lover not a fighter Mrs. Van Allen."
"Get out."
I didn't hesitate stepping out finding myself in front of the school as students and faculty milled about outside and inside. There was no need to look back because I knew Mrs. Van Allen was long gone. I started texting without hesitation in a bid to pull off the craziest of Hail Mary's. I was surprised when Tressie texted me back almost immediately probably in shock at the request. Even less surprising was the ringing of my phone as she called up making sure I wasn't imbibing opioids.
"ARE YOU CRAZY?!!"
"Yeah, can you make it happen or not; I need this to happen in an hour or two."
Before Tressie could answer, my secondary line started ringing with Steven's number. I wondered if he'd been tipped off by sleazy PI Jimmy Denver or even worse, Mrs. Van Allen. She'd had a mad on for me since discovering me trying to get rid of evidence in Yoli's bedroom a while back.
"Hold on Tressie."
I switched over finding some light elevator sounding music in the background. It was the same hipster sounding tunes my boss Steven usually played in his office whenever we were having a staff meeting. I could already hear the motherfucker breathing hard into his end of the call.
"Hello?"
"YOU'RE SUPPOSED TO SAY GOOD-MORNING!! That's the appropriate way to address someone this early, especially your boss. Say babe, I know you've spoken with our good friend Jimmy and I was well, kind of thinking we should take in a meeting, if you're not too busy. I know you're not busy fella; love to see you this morning doll."
"Uhm, yeah boss." I manufactured a crestfallen voice thinking on the fly.
"IT'S STEVEN; geez guy how many times am I gonna have to correct you about that it's so annoying. Well I guess we're going to have to get together and POUND IT into YOU, huh babe?"
"Uhm, sorry."
"WELL YOU DON'T HAVE TO SOUND SO OFF ABOUT IT, DO YOU?!!" He had no idea I was standing there completely unbothered and ready to quit if he pushed the issue too far, but I wanted to teach this fucking perv a lesson.
Steven "Berhan" had it in his head that he was going to be putting his mark on me, but I had other ideas. His effeminate sounding voice was irritating in tandem with his heavy breathing, I didn't know if it was a vocal construct or his true self. Usually he sounded like a regular guy with no inflection that would clue a person to his nature. Abayomi got out of "paying it forward" with his sheer physicality.
"Yeah uh, well it's a bit much."
"No it isn't, just six inches standard."
"The situation, I know you've been waiting and uh, sorry but I could use an extra minute or two." I made it sound as if I were on the verge of tears. His breathing got even heavier on his end of the call making me retch a little.
"Well uhm, tell you what sweet cheeks; how about we do it, uh have a meeting around eleven thirty, in my office proper? You better take it because I'm being so fucking generous right now!"
"Uh yes, thank you Steven." I replied faux-meekly.
"Love you." He hung up thankfully as I went a little green around the gills before clicking back over to Tressie Fisher.
"Tressie, how we looking; is it a go or what?"
"You're crazy, did I tell you that?"
"Pot-kettle, please the suspense is killing me; what'd they say?"
"Greenlight baby."
We were laughing in minutes sharing some long distance mirth and camaraderie given our shared history. Honestly I missed her in the days before she tried to take me out, but it was better having this semi-stable version of the former youth pastor and Sunday school teacher instead.
"WHO YOU TALKING TO TRESSIE?!!" Mr. Gilbert's baritone voice interrupted us out of the blue.
"Oh honey, it's your future son-in-law." She joked as I heard some jostling about on the phone replaced by his voice speaking directly to me.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING CALLING UP HERE THIS EARLY IN THE MORNING?!!" He barked in my face.
"Just catching up, and uh, asking for a favor."
"Boy, you out of favors around here and don't get no ideas just because I didn't put some lead in your butt for fooling around with my daughter!"
"Understood, but is it that nice?"
"WHAT?!!"
"My butt, everybody keeps wanting to put things in it; what do you think about that Mr. Gilbert, sir?" I could almost hear him bristling on the other side of the phone while Tressie laughed gregariously in the background. I wondered if they'd gotten married yet.
"Oh you got jokes, huh?"
"You like my butt sir?"
"I'm changing the number, and you stay away from my daughter fool!"
"SAY HELLO TO CHARITY FOR ME!!" It was too late, Mr. Gilbert already hung up.
********************************************************************************************************
"Well, it's about time."
"Well fuck you too cis nigga." Deidrick and Cedric appeared at the ninth hour just as I was considering an informal resignation punctuated with a bit of righteous violence.
"No need for hostilities fellas, we're on the same page right?"
"Money please." Cedric held out his hand wanting the cash, but I countered holding up my phone.
"Fuck me, the future is, oh so generic; I mean there's nothing like cold hard cash at the end of the day, but cash app is perfectly fine with me too."
"Uh, do I just forward the money to you or do you guys want it separate?"
"We usually sandwich it, between us brother; do as you like we live together." I started tapping away the bribe on my phone noticing Deidrick's disturbing attire of a baby tee with left his hairy abdomen exposed, some denim booty shorts, the requested athletic socks and canvas sneakers. Cedric was dressed similarly except for a white frilly tank.
"So, you just wore that shit all the way over here?" I couldn't help chuckling.
"Yeah, wore it all the way over here in our luxury Jaguar fully loaded, uhm, what are you driving inquiring minds want to know?"
"Damn man, the burn is real; I surrender."
"You should be thanking us for taking your little plan and enhancing it like the boss queens we are, my Cis nigga."
"Please stop calling me that." Deidrick was standing off the curb staring down the street, alternately at his phone. I didn't know what to make of that as his partner Cedric roughly shoved a paper shopping bag into my sternum.
"If you're coming over to our side, then why are we here?"
"No, I uh, just want you to stop calling me a nigga."
"Oh, sorry about that shit but we usually get it in both ends with the world at large. My Deidrick and I decided we were just gonna be fucking unbothered until our dying days and you know what?"
"What?"
"IT'S BEEN FABULOUS!!" He shouted in my face.
"Okay bruh; what's in here?" I peered inside the bag horrifically finding a similar baby tee like the one stretched across Deidrick's barrel chest.
"Your commitment to the cause."
"PUT IT ON RIGHT NOW OR WE AIN'T DOING SHIT!!" Deidrick barked showing uncharacteristic aggression.
This couple usually kept to themselves even in social circles demonstrating a unbreakable bond that brought to mind Phoebe's husband Oliver. There was no doubt he was the third wheel in whatever was going on between them, maybe a willing gimp of sorts.
"Cool bruh, I got it."
I still had the bag open staring at the shirt already gauging several ways to play things off in public after the fact, but time was short. Cedric held the bag open allowing me to change shirts right there on the street as some bystanders passed intermittently amused and dare I say, curious.
"Whatever." Deidrick barked back.
"What's his deal man?" I half mumbled to Cedric.
"Not the time or place, however I will say this; Separately and collectively we have a problem with grimy guys criminalizing our orientation. Deidrick, well he uh, let's just say this is very constructive for him in a nonviolent way." Cedric explained as I pulled on the shirt finding it uncomfortably tight around my underarms with more of my abdomen exposed than I would've liked.
"So, what's going on and what're you guys talking about "enhancing my plan" huh Cedric?"
"It was so uh, drab like a shitty sitcom so we freshened up your idea with a bit of the skittles rainbow and some 70's acceptance by way of our lost ancestral venue, Club 54."
"WHAT?!!" I was lost in the reference but thankful I hadn't been made to wear a pair of booty shorts as Deidrick piped up.
"THEY'RE HERE!!"
"Huh?" My eyes went wide as circumstances answered my questions quite emphatically.
I noticed at least six other guys approaching in similar attire making me instantly start to regret not just quitting my job outright. Part of me was self-scolding for not simply denying sleeping with Zoya right off the bat as a few more guys obviously of the alphabet community rounded the corner.
A few disparate pedestrians were starting to notice things forming as I palmed the back of my head worried. Making things even worse was this approaching cacophony of familiar old school music, a particular theme to what was going to be a crash or burn scenario.
"BUCK UP BABY!" Cedric slammed the bag now containing my t-shirt into my butt making me double over to the rising strains of "You Make Me Feel" by gay disco icon Sylvester.
I looked up finding a phalanx of pink hued guys advancing on us led by this big flabby looking brother with a rainbow hued mohawk. This guy was a study in acute androgyny unfortunately bare chested with an actively flopping pair of moobs and jiggly potbelly over some tattered booty shorts. Pink scrunched up leggings and matching Chuck Taylors completed this queen's sweat glistened countenance.
This motherfucker was carrying a boombox, an old school big, giant boombox like the ones used back in the days of breakdancing.
Also this freak was barreling towards me with the speed of a freight train.
"FLASHMOB!!" Cedric and Deidrick screamed in unison.
"SHIT!!" I toppled over expecting to be trampled to death under the feet of a raging mob of euphorically happy gay men.
They passed me in fey dancing lock step marching on the performing arts building leaving me in a fetal position on the sidewalk. I recovered finding an unfortunate visual in that giant black guy's big jiggly bared buttocks protruding from his shorts along with several of his steadily growing entourage.
Cedric and Deidrick were flanking him getting further away as more men flew by with some pedestrians joining the growing crowd headed for my school, particularly the second floor.
"Oh fuck me, I've gotta get on top of this thing." I cut out into the street running hard by the crowd as the head of this undulating pink snake reached the entrance of the school. Security was no match for this dancing mob, so I knew I wasn't getting inside.
"Man what're you wearing?!!" Ed the custodian was laughing his ass off already as I noticed the side fire exit open in the adjacent alley. He'd been steam cleaning the alley when things started happening.
"IT'S A UH, LONG STORY ED; I'M GOING IN THE SIDE DOOR!!" I yelled as I ran past him into the building.
"SURE!!" Ed was busting up looking at my own baby tee, hot pink as it were.
I hit the stairs finding a deluge of faculty and students running down in my direction. It looked like one of those old Godzilla movies with the villagers evacuating while the carnage happens in the background. The music was even louder with an accompanying echo as I negotiated the people and steps mashed into the wall at my immediate right.
"Aw shit, this is fucked up."
I squirmed and squeezed by two horrified looking brothers intent on running through me if they had to, finally making it onto the second floor.
"AW FUCK!!"
FREE by Ultra Nate blasted me in the face bouncing off the walls of the second floor corridor which was now crammed sardine can full with the undulating bodies of dancing men and students in various states of undress.
There was more than one nude guy bopping and jumping to the music as I worked my way through the crowd shoving and jostling with people in a damn near futile attempt to make it to Steven's office.
Zoya Berhan was standing in front of the door arms outstretched like an upright snow angel, eyes wide as saucers.
I motioned towards the door fearing the worst, as she nodded not wanting to capitulate, but I lightly shoved her aside allowing the crowd to swallow her whole.
I was obliged to put my shoulder to the door pushing it open to find my boss Steven getting the mother of all floor shows, a perverted abomination of the Ziegfeld follies. Steven was trapped behind his desk with walls to wall partying men, a lot of them fully nude. I noticed one or two other horrified faculty members inside as well grimacing as our eyes met.
Unexpectedly, Oliver was among the masses.
"STEVEN YOU BITCH, YOU'RE CHEATING ON ME FUCKER!!" I yelled in the loudest effeminate voice I could manage.
He faceplanted on his desk flanked by Cedric and Deidrick with the latter leant over talking heatedly into his ear. The former waved me out of the office as Steven glanced at me looking as if his head would explode only to find the grand marshal of this gay parade twerking in his face.
Caligula was rolling in his grave pissed that he wasn't invited to the party as I made good my escape into the narrow corridor. It looked like some of the security had been called from the main building to get things under control but were failing miserably.
"When in Rome." I decided to partake of the jovial atmosphere jostling and dancing as I tried to make it to the stairs finding Zoya pressed into the wall at my side.
We exchanged glances as I started busting up thinking it was last day working there. I was content to go out in grand fashion, so I pressed in close giving her a sloppy wet kiss with one hearty handful of her huge donk.
"Mrs. Berhan." I winked at her gasping countenance.
Her chest was heaving, mouth hanging open as I backed away fists up snapping my fingers to the infectious music making good my escape. There was this crazed expression on her face that I wanted no part of as I dipped back into the stairwell.
I could hear the sounds of approaching patrol cars as I hit the fire exit. I dialed up my accomplices.
"HEY GET THE FUCK OUT, THE COPS ARE COMING!!" I managed partially gassed myself negotiating my way downstairs. The last thing I wanted was more people going down because of my bad decisions.
"DULY NOTED; DON'T WORRY ABOUT US HONEY, WE'RE GETTING IT IN TODAY AIN'T THAT RIGHT STEVIE BABY?!!" Cedric's glib delivery wasn't lost on me or the long groaning cry that followed making me facially cringe holding the phone away from my ear.
The music was damn near deafening, but somewhat muffled sounding as I caught some movement out the corner of my eye.
"No." I found myself looking up a few stairs at a positively crazed Zoya Berhan. The call was cut off from the other side as I took a step or two downwards in retreat.
"Come now, I have something for you dear heart."
"NO YOU DON'T!!" My hand was inadvertently on the door handle leading onto the first floor. The exit was below me but hindered by pedestrian traffic continually running down the stairs. I snatched it open bolting into a congested corridor trying several doors in the narrow space.
Finally finding an open door, I ran inside with the intent of slamming it behind me, but Zoya pushed inside with a labored grunt.
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!!" Her back was facing me as she locked the door with the sliding deadbolt wholly audible before turning leaning against the door at an angle. Zoya looked damn near feral holding the bag that contained my t-shirt in both of her tiny fists.
"I've retrieved your bag here; aren't you grateful?" She gasped as I looked around finding a brick wall staring at me. The only other exit was a narrow transom window high on the wall.
"GET OUT!"
"This is a consultation room meant for private one on one meetings; ironically speaking this is where my tragically desperate husband intended to take you before you enacted your own version of running with the bulls as it were. You, are responsible for this, are you not?"
"I don't know what you're talking about." I knew I wasn't convincing in the least.
Zoya was wearing this grey long sleeved turtle neck and what seemed to be her fashion preference, a ridiculously short tennis plaid skirt that put her powerful legs and extra wide hips on full display as she smiled like a toothy rodent.
"RIGHT!! Yeah I'm fancying a proper snog, just about now!!"
"HEY!!" The bag hit me in the face as Zoya frantically grabbed the sides of her skirt losing it in seconds revealing a black thong underneath which she would've torn off if not for its inherent elasticity. Her muff was shaved bare this time.
"Come on, look at this and tell me you don't want to shag the living fuck out of me!" Being ever the true supervillain, Dr. Berhan turned swiveling her hips in my direction putting her nuclear donk on full display.



I popped bionic wood without conscious thought.
The layout of the consultation room was oblong, rectangular in a modular construct which left this wasted shallow alcove to the immediate right of the door. I supposed it was for faculty to store their belongings but didn't have racks or hooks. The low dimmed overhead lighting fixtures added an artificial atmosphere of early evening inside the closed space despite it being midday.
"ALRIGHT BITCH, YOU ASKED FOR THIS!!" Zoya was already shaking her head in time with every syllable before shrieking as I snatched her into the shallow alcove.
This UK bitch in heat already knew what to do assuming the position like she was being arrested with that big phenomenal ass pointed in my direction. Just above us on the second floor we were being serenaded by the muffled tune "Ghettomusick" by Outkast. It was fucking surreal.
"DAMN GIRL!!" Zoya Berhan stayed gooey wet and spongy inside literally creaming from the penetration alone as one of her shapely legs trembled uncontrollably.
That first thrust inside her parted cheeks slid in balls deep with almost no resistance. I let the warring halves that made up her fifty plus inches clap together around my shaft grabbing her wasp waist with authority.
I just went wild pounding that perfect looking inverted heart with intense prejudice. Zoya grunted and gasped with every thrust getting off on the suddenness of it all.
This thirtysomething was a certified freak stuffing a hand between her legs diddling herself adding to her enjoyment. She dipped sharply at the knees almost toppling over only stopping the fall by flattening that errant palm against the wall. Her other hand returned to stimulate her clit frantically making both shapely gams wobble and shake.
"CUT THAT SHIT OUT!!" My palm collided with her right ass cheek in a loud pancake slap that made it jiggle solely.
Zoya groaned as I kept slapping away at her big ass alternating sides nearly falling into her myself. Only her stationary arms kept us aloft as my skilled fingers found her clit rubbing and pinching it making her whine like an alley cat.
"OH GAWD SHAG MY BIG ASS!!" Zoya grunted between these breathy sounds that accompanied each stabbing thrust into her soaking box.
"OKAY BITCH!!" Mrs. Berhan became an instant crash test dummy as I forcefully slammed her into the facing wall of the alcove getting just a bit more penetration as her rear cleavage parted like the red sea before my staff.
I knew how to handle women built like her at this point no problem. When it was all said and done it was really about studying your partner's cues and following their lead while you found your place inside.
"WHAT, YOU TAKING A PISS?!! GIVE ME A RIGHTEOUS SNOG YOU BASTARD!!" Zoya demanded getting a frenetic rutting that made her voice shake and humorously gobble.
My arms were wrapped around her abdomen pinning her to me from the back. The smacks of her butt against my pelvis were becoming more sloppy, wetter. She snatched at one of my hands a few times eventually capturing a pointer finger in her fist.
My hand was snatched up under her shirt finding a bare breast topped with a nipple that was so hard, it felt petrified. She went back to one hand on the wall using the other to reach backward grabbing a whole cheek parting it for more intense penetration.
We were awkward together falling into the wall as I pinched and rolled her nipples like I wanted to twist them free of her body. Her breathy gasps were making me even hornier. Zoya reached back with both hands parting her cheeks wide apart revealing her openings.
"FUCK ME UP!!" Her feet were able to leave the frayed carpet with just the tips touching as I gave her the motherfucking business like an escaped con.
It got even crazier when Zoya started bouncing on my cock like a madwoman. It felt like I was tussling with a wild animal in heat as she planted her feet trying to reach between her thighs for my balls.
"OW, DAMN YOU!!" Her nails scraped my balls getting quickly slapped away. She kept trying prompting me to capture her wrist folding her arm behind her back. This excited Zoya to no end as she offered the other hand.
Both of her captured arms were folded behind her back in custody of my left while I used my right arm to steady us holding the edge of the alcove. Zoya did me one better bending at the knees enough that I was able to use both hands.
She was wearing these Maryjane heels that added enough to her height to make it more of a straight shot. It felt like I was riding her from behind like some sort of human Harley. The base of my cock felt raw from all the grinding. Her big fifty inch derriere was so big that my cock could long stroke it hidden from my view.
"RIGHT THERE!! HIT ME RIGHT THERE!! THAT'S MY SPOT YOU BASTARD!! I WANT SOME HOT JIZZ SO YOU MAKE ME CUM ALL OVER THIS UGLY CARPET!! MAKE ME SPRAY YOU SODDING FUCK!! AW SHIT NOW!! THAT'S IT, YES!!"
Zoya didn't seem to care who heard us through the tall heavy wooden door which separated us from the rest of the school in utter chaos because of my plan to humiliate her husband.
The woman was in the intense throes of an impending climax that was starting to scare me enough that I cupped a hand over her mouth. Her hand shot up like a whip covering the one over her mouth reinforcing the airtight seal as she began visibly creaming and squirting in fits and starts.
I backed off breaking the seal not wanting my pants to be soiled.
This didn't stop Zoya from flopping down on her hands and knees legs parted wide doggy as she manically diddled herself. She began trembling uncontrollably fucking herself in a manner I'd never seen before literally becoming feverish.
She actually began to make a puddle as she came repeatedly independently of my involvement. This was a bitch in heat bar none. This exotic trophy wife created a deep arch in her lower back with her head resting on the floor. It was an invitation I was a little too shook to take, despite her perfectly shaped donk.
"Zoya, I think you need some serious counseling." She chuckled at my off the cuff assessment.
"That was so yesterday and he cried when I stopped coming in to visit." Zoya seemed to regain control of herself locking her arms as she grinned at me.
I felt like I was trapped in a cage with a wild animal. This was more intense than the first time we went at it as she wagged her rear end inviting me over before rolling in a sitting position open legged. Her swollen bald peach was on display while the woman supported her weight on one hand, other pressed to her chest.
She looked at me grinning like she knew the punchline to some joke I was unaware of unfazed when my phone appeared filming for security and prosperity. Zoya snickered a little rubbing herself licking her fingers for a moment before resuming play.
"I knew I was right about you; we should've been hooking up that first day but I fucked it up."
"What're you talking about?"
"Dear heart, you caught me off guard with that screen saver of that well-endowed officer on your cheap phone."
"Excuse me?"
"I thought you were cute enough for a trial run, but you exceeded my expectations spectacularly when I witnessed you caring enough to take care of Carlie, but I wondered if I had a chance. Fuck that's why I had Abayomi grab you because sometimes surprise can make those effeminate tendencies come to the fore."
"You thought I was fucking gay?"
"Bisexual."
"What the fuck?!"
"Well you had that screen saver and uh, I still wasn't really sure even after we got it in. I truly regret opening my husband's nose to you, but he would not be denied especially after we fucked. It's uh, sort of our Quid Pro Quo, sorry."
"You fucking let your husband out of his cage on me like some kind of rabid dog; you're truly a bitch Zoya."
"Sorry."
I yanked my pants up covering my surprisingly still erect member noticing a panicked flicker in her eyes.
"Now don't be cross with me darling; there's so much we've yet to explore." She began to right herself as I stripped off the pink shirt replacing it with my original. Zoya folded her own up over head exposing her bare chest and abs sure I would capitulate, even cupping her modest breasts.
"Out of my way, slag." She perked up at my use of slang from her supposed country of origin positively beaming.
"Come on, at least let me take care of you properly darling."
"In your dreams." I shoved Zoya aside hearing a playful giggle leaving her there in the consultation room still partially nude.
Charity would've been proud of me, but I wasn't going to call her up. That would've been too tempting and I didn't want to test myself in that regard. I respected her too much to do something as selfish as that.
Instead, I was hungry for more shenanigans texting interested parties with a devil emoji.
A certain infamous baby mamma number two was returning home this weekend and I wanted to do my best impression of Ozymandias while she was forty thousand feet in the air with Jaquan and little Daisy Kelly.
Saturday night couldn't come fast enough.
********************************************************************************************************
Thursday night however held one more surprise before I pulled the trigger on Renee Kelly.
"So, what're we doing Phoebe?"
"Shut up."
"What the fuck Phoebe; what is your deal anyway? You've been throwing me shade since the shit went down with Charity and we're cool now, so what's crawled up your ass and died, huh?"
"I just need you to be quiet right now and sit here next to me. Can you do me this one little favor if we were ever fucking friends?"
I didn't reply just sitting there beside her in her husband's car waiting for the next shoe to drop. Phoebe was sitting there behind the wheel with her chin resting on her elbow, driver's side window half down watching the short walk facing this crappy hood liquor store.
I couldn't help but notice the frumpy wool sweater, sleeves pulled up to her elbows or the ripe orange colored jumper covering her body. It was the kind that flared out at the bottom like bell bottoms leaving her sandaled feet partially exposed. Her incredible curves were neatly tucked away as we sat there to the haunting sound of Chante Moore's vocals on the song "Old School Loving."
Something was obviously going down and I had an unwanted front row seat. It was awkward as fuck sitting there with Phoebe who was all but ignoring my presence apparently staking out one of the adjacent houses on this cramped looking block. It tapered off in a weird sort of cul-de-sac made up of the aforementioned liquor store and what looked like an out of business pawn shop with a small trail to the other side of the block cut off by these shitty yellow concrete stanchions.
The surrounding neighborhood definitely wasn't the safest with suspect looking people loitering intermittently walking about in small groupings. I wouldn't be caught dead around the area after a certain hour. With nothing to do, I got my phone out bringing up my website finding a wealth of activity. It seemed like I was racking up subscriptions.
The broad side hit on Renee's il-gotten gains through my pirated talents was being returned in spades necessitating a call to my Auntie Esther who would help me stay within legal parameters while also being one of my premiere attractions. Rashida Sikes unidentified facially through the magic of editing software was racking up comments, but not as much as my Auntie and "Ms. Hate."
"You're looking at your porn, right?"
"I launched a real site recently Phoebe, yes."
"So tell me; do you get off on the creativity, or fucking hot girls; maybe watching hot girls get fucked, right?" Phoebe was still watching the streets paying me no attention.
"I'd uh, say creativity because anybody can make some bullshit and slap it up online. I like the presentation and making the models look their best, uh making content that makes the audience wanna masturbate when they watch it. I just like making good shit Phoebe, so you can call me a pervert if you want; I don't care."
"I wasn't gonna call you a pervert; besides I'm a fucking pervert too. You forget how and why we hooked up? I wanted to fuck you because you groped a woman in front of me. I wanted to feel your fucking hands doing the exact same thing to me and more. I was glad you wanted to film me for your site and I trusted you with my ass and a whole lot more. I told you my personal history, and I didn't even tell most of that shit to Charity."
"Why?"
"Because she was competition."
"Competition?"
"Yeah competition alright? When we hooked up, I had no idea you were really messing around with anybody other than Tressie Fisher at that time, so I figured we'd have a sanctioned affair because my gay husband didn't give a fuck. You were so fucking good that first time, that I was planning the shit out for the next six months. Yeah we were gonna be lovers and shit, but I found Charity in your bedroom."
"I thought we worked that out."
"I did too; especially after you focused more on me when we had that threesome. Guess I was just new pussy to you, right?"
"That's not true; you were so hot that afternoon and Charity ended up there because I felt guilty about getting her in trouble with her dad. What do want me to say about it Phoebe, besides you're married." It was a low blow on my part, but she chuckled under her breath.
"How convenient, but I figured you could come with me tonight because you owe me."
"How do I owe you Phoebe?"
"You traded my husband's ass to get out of a situation with your boss; damn that's low and you didn't even ask me first. I care about Oliver even if I am his motherfucking beard. He's a ghost in our home more than before and that pretty nigga and his little friends from church are living their best gay life now while I'm alone."
"You got Bentley." I plopped my phone down in her cupholder as a sign of good faith.
"Yeah Bentley, right; it really was Charity's idea to bring him along to that party because she thought he was a mark. Honestly, she thought both of us were marks and she wanted you all to herself, so I got the consolation nigga."
"Phoebe, what's going on?"
She still wasn't looking at my face intently watching the walk beside the car. This seemed like something that came out of the blue was she perked up behind the wheel peering through the windshield focused to the exclusion of all else. I followed the trajectory of her gaze finding a damning sight as Bentley unknowingly walked in our direction holding a stuffed paper bag with some visible light groceries and a bottle or two.
He was walking alongside Sister Jacobs a.k.a Ms. Hate or as she self-identified, Chocolate Lavender.
They were talking intently about something and Bentley had this sort of hunched posture which indicated he was doing most of the listening while Sister Jacobs maintained this shuffling gait adhering to her false senior citizen act.
Despite her chronological age, the defrocked church elder was in pristine albeit peak physical conditioning and thanks to my efforts, her secret charms had been exposed to the public.
Irony slapped me in the face considering I'd just been looking at her stats on my site before this popped up. Phoebe lunged for the door intending on surprising them, but I leaned across her body covering her hand on the door handle.
"Don't, you're better than this Phoebe."
Well maybe I don't wanna be; perhaps I want to fight her."
"What would you be fighting for ma'am; you're gonna fight over Bentley? Maybe it's a misunderstanding Phoebe."
"It ain't no fucking mistake."
"But it could be, they're just walking down the street together Phoebe."
"Oh yeah, alright bet money."
She reached down raising her iPhone dialing up her boyfriend who was standing unaware of us less than ten feet away. Phoebe put the phone on speaker letting us hear it ringing. Outside the car, Bentley fumbled the bag dropping some of its contents going for his phone while Sister Jacobs watched reacting to his awkward actions. It looked like he was handling a wet fish until he finally got a handle on things answering his girlfriend's call.
"HEY HONEY, WHAT'S UP?!!" He sounded glib making me momentarily think maybe I was right about it being a misunderstanding.
"I'm missing you babe; where are you, I need you."
"I'm down at the nursing home with my grandfather; you want me to come by when I'm finished? We could get something to eat and hit up a movie if that's alright with you?" Phoebe didn't reply or look me in the face as we watched her boyfriend lie while Sister Jacobs waited patiently standing right behind him.
"No Bentley, blood is thicker than water and you help your grandfather out. I uhm, just wanted to hear your voice, that's all."
"I'll call you when I'm done okay Phoebe?"
"Sure, I'll be waiting."
"Love you." Phoebe hesitated for a long while making me think she would hang up in his face as her breathing became audible.
"I love you too Bentley." He hung up as we sat there watching.
Sister Jacobs stood there watching his facial expressions as he fumbled putting his phone away. The final nail in the coffin arrived as she took his hand staring into his face for a prolonged minute before both turned and walked up to a gate not five feet in front of us. Bentley ever the gentleman, opened the gate allowing the "lady" to walk into her front yard first.
She took two steps and stopped without looking back as he joined her taking the time to close the slightly rickety gate behind himself.
Both of them walked up her front steps to the reinforced steel screen door as Sister Jacobs fished a ring of keys from her purse. He looked about nervous before following her inside. Phoebe sat there staring for a while after the door loudly slammed shut behind Bentley ending their relationship. I didn't know what to do besides the obvious.
"I'm sorry Phoebe; what do you wanna do now?"
"I'm hungry, let's get something to eat." She turned the ignition carefully backing out of the cramped parking space without a word before gunning it down the residential street a little too fast for my tastes.
Phoebe turned up her music hitting the freeway saying nothing more of Bentley. I took a chance reaching over taking her freehand in my own with a light squeeze. She returned the gesture with a hard squeeze of her own quickly looking at my face for a moment. Her expression was not static, but angrily serene if I had to put words to it.
We ended up in a steakhouse on the outskirts of the northside of the city. The restaurant maître d' knew Phoebe from a past visit and I was happy to fade into the background while they reminisced as we waited for an open table.
Phoebe was pensive, brooding to the exclusion of all else as we were seated in a booth adjacent to a window looking out onto a wooded area. I didn't know what to say or how to make conversation without addressing the elephant in the room as she perked up taking the initiative to order our meals without my input. I didn't say anything with personal experience indicating I should wait for the opposite shoe to drop.
She sat relaxed staring out the widow resting her chin on her fist.
"You know I always wanted to come here since we moved, but Oliver was always too busy even when I framed it as an in-city vacation. Right over there just beyond the park is this old school lodge actually a boutique hotel made that way by a nostalgic owner. I found out; he went without me because he wanted to be alone with his boyfriend. They had dinner at this restaurant too; he brought home leftovers."
"You know how I feel about your marriage; there's nothing else I can say Phoebe."
Our server arrived with a basket of sourdough bread and garlic butter accompanied by a bottle of complimentary wine from her friend. She took a slice layering it with the decadent house butter before setting it in front of me.



"One of these days you're gonna have to get off the fence and choose. I told myself I loved Oliver like a brother and we made this stupid pack to get away from our respectively stifling families. We should've got a divorce a long time ago, but I guess, we were too busy ignoring reality. I'm not going to lie and say I don't feel jealousy when he's out there getting his shit pushed in happily being a little slut. Hell, I'll admit fucking his boyfriend to get a rise out of him too; but they made up comedically."
"Comedically?"
"Yeah, his boyfriend was acting all neurotic and kvetching about how Oliver was probably cheating on him while we were sitting in a sauna; so, I told him the truth wanting to see the hurt in his face. He was running his pussy about my beautiful husband, so I busted his balls and then goaded him into getting my backdoor. I thought he liked it, but he confessed to Oliver saying I was turning him straight. So, they made up for a minute and I was left with the impression my husband's ass was better than mine."
"You know there are a lot of guys out here that would die to have you as their woman, hell give their right testicle to have you as a wife. All you have to do is make that first step." I took a bite out of the sourdough setting it down on the saucer. Phoebe picked up the remaining bit eating it as she pondered my words.
"I wanna know something; can you answer the question without a quip?"
"Yeah."
"A couple of days ago, I squeezed into my glossy PVC leggings and the skimpiest halter top I could manage letting it all hang out as I drove to a convenience store near my house. My man wasn't sharing a bed with me that night for obvious reasons, so I wanted some validation at three in the morning. Well, I was the toast of the town in that convenience store with a few guys following me to my car desperate for my number. It was cathartic, but I thought about you."
"What'd you think about me Phoebe?"
"You're so comfortable around women, especially high tier, supposedly high value women of which I seem to belong; is it because of all the girls you've bedded?"
"I don't think of it that way Phoebe; I see myself as your average run of the mill guy. I wasn't pulling the so called high value ladies originally and things started organically with this troubled daughter of my dad's girlfriend. She took charge getting me to film a sex tape with her as a lark. Erica, that's her name; she put me on the path to a career in adult movies. If you're looking for an answer to my disposition, it starts with Renee Kelly."
"So I've heard from Charity."
''When she decided to seduce me in order to get revenge on my cousin, I was so fucking scared of her and I couldn't tell you why at the time. Renee looked at me with those slanted eyes of hers and unfortunately took me under her velvety wing. Most of the women I slept with originated from that connection and after that, I guess it was mostly no big deal. Make no mistake about it Phoebe; I'm just like all the other men out there when it comes to beautiful woman like yourself. Renee just kind of, wore me down for reasons."
"Reasons?" She set another slice of bread in front of me.
"We slept together a few times and shared confidences, but she thought I put her on a pedestal, hated that about me so she started grooming me. I was fully brought into her clique and given purpose through my so called porn career. Ultimately I was a tool to be used for her monetary gain expunged when I went off script. She wanted me to really feel the isolation in the aftermath but got in her feelings when I went on with my life."
"She fell in love with you."
"I don't know; we're never gonna find out because she can't deal with any situation she doesn't have complete control over. There were a bunch of times I would've willingly screwed over my cousin to be with her, but she didn't want a sycophant. After I got booted and started hanging with Tressie, then with her cousin Vicky; Renee just wanted to tear us apart because of her entitlement and ego."
"She jealous, and she loves you; so what are you gonna do when she comes for you again?" I took a sip of wine pondering the question.
"I'm gonna be the man she wanted me to be and she's going to hate it." I felt something tickling my calf looking down under the table finding Phoebe's bare foot caressing my leg.
"I love your honesty; so Renee did something right."
"Are you gonna talk to Bentley?"
"For what, he'll figure it out and move on without incident; or I suppose I could give him shit about cheating on me with an elderly woman. Can you imagine how fucked up my ego is right now? I'm probably gonna go back to that convenience store tonight in the nude."
"Honestly speaking, you don't have to go out tonight because I can tell you Bentley never knew what hit him Phoebe. Let's be clear about one thing here; Sister Jacobs is a dark horse and a professional if you get my drift. She's got her hooks into him because he's all she has left of the church. He's way in over his head and I can prove it."
"How and why would you speak up for a cheater?"
"If you don't mind, I'm gonna have another glass of wine." I hated myself as she sat there staring a hole in my face waiting. I wasn't exactly stumping for my former rival, but I wanted her to have a fair assessment of the situation.
"You fucked her too, didn't you?"
"Messing with Tressie Fisher and driving her crazy with clips from my site wasn't enough for her; the old bitch decided she wanted to make some money off of us because she got kicked out of the church. I had this stupid contest on my original site, so she got in touch keeping her identity secret. I didn't help by letting her wear a mask without identifying herself either. Bentley didn't know what hit him Phoebe. She's called Ms. Hate."
I put my phone on the table in front of her sitting there as our dinners arrived.
"Excuse me for a minute; you don't have to wait for me to have dinner; I'm gonna borrow this for a minute if you don't mind?" I nodded as Phoebe slipped her shoe on leaving me alone at the table. She navigated the crowded restaurant leaving me to my thoughts.
There was good way out of this as I mulled the probable end of my relationship with Phoebe after she watched that clip of me with Ms. Hate, but I wanted to clear my ledger. I was tired of secrets and behind the door hookups. She'd come after me wanting some action because I exposed myself after getting my feelings hurt by Vicky Stone.
That intended indiscretion on my part was an open window for her own machinations to relieve her marital frustrations and I'd delivered. Her friendship with Charity Gilbert was a direct result of her lust as I sat there dining alone with only her left behind phone to keep me company.
Whether she realized it or not, Phoebe had been punishing herself for a teen tragedy involving her original first love during her formative years in high school. It was the reason she gave in part for her marriage to a gay man.
She blamed herself for the madness and eventual suicide of her boyfriend who was insanely obsessed with her. I didn't want to have a duplicitous relationship with her or anyone else, but she'd pushed me into a corner with questions about Renee Kelly after she'd been hurt by Bentley. Unexpectedly, her phone started ringing.
"Hello?" I don't know why I answered her phone.
"Oh is my wife sleeping with you tonight?!!" Oliver's effeminate voice flowed into my ear feeling as if he was right over my shoulder.
"Relax we're just having dinner; Phoebe stepped out for a minute."
"You don't have to lie, Phoebe has made me intimately aware that you love that fat butt of hers; if you're hooking up, I don't care!"
"Then why're you mad I'm picking up her phone nigga?" I was beyond annoyed, but he scoffed on the other end of the line.
"Look, I'm not trying to have a thing with you or Bentley; I'm entertaining so could you ask her if she's coming home? Perhaps she could stay at your flat, and Bentley too."
"Is he living with you guys?" I was trying to be facetious.
"I'd charge rent if he had a job; but I've been out lately and didn't find them here when I got in from work. So, calling the wife was a formality, sort of a sock on the door."
"Hey man, what does Phoebe get out of this shit show of a marriage?" Only half facetious this time.
"THE BESTEST HUSBAND EVER!!" Oliver yelled glibly into the phone.
I couldn't take it anymore hanging up in his face while I sat there staring at the half eaten steak and potatoes. Phoebe's phone rang right after but I ignored it as my server appeared to fill my wine glass again. She tapped me on the shoulder directing my attention to the adjacent window. Phoebe was standing there with my phone at her ear motioning for me to pick up her phone.
"Yeah?"
"Get my food packaged and I want a big slice of key lime pie, your treat for dinner."
She had this shaky smile on her face and I was glad to pay for the meal feeling that it was the least I could do after revealing so much. I paid the steep meal meeting her at the side of the restaurant in the wooded area. I tired to tell her about Oliver but she didn't want to hear it already thinking ahead. We stood there with me taking on the role of a spectator as Phoebe enjoying the early evening.
"So, how about uhm, going over to that boutique hotel?"
"Read my mind huh; we're in synch because my hubby wants to get pounded at home tonight. So, obviously I got the tab on this one because its kind of decadently pricey and I have Oliver's credit card. Emotional abuse aside, I've got one hell of a fucking nest egg saved up for the last couple of years. Sorry if that's a little too real for you; I wholly intend to be my glib self by the time we're sitting in the hot tub."
Underlining her point, Phoebe slid out of her cumbersome sweater draping it over the arm holding the baggie containing her dinner.
Freed of the cumbersome outer garment, Phoebe was revealed wearing solely the orange colored romper without the benefit of an undershirt or tee. Her utilitarian underwire brassiere was the only thing covering her enhanced bust presenting me with a wealth of cleavage to offset the rest of her impressive figure hid away behind layers of fabric. I hung back watching her drift about the courtyard before working her way back towards me.
"So, we're making some good memories tonight, or what?"
"What's this about a hot tub?" Phoebe smiled taking my hand.
The boutique hotel in question turned out to be a series of faux log cabins sequestered in a wooded area. It was surprisingly easy for Phoebe to secure one of the units with the use of her black card, luckily snagging the only one left at the end of the driveway.
It was a cozy affair made obviously for romantic interludes with an adequate bed situated near a queen sized bed. Everything had this sort of orange hue to it from the wall paper and lighting to the bedding. The rest of the furnishings had somewhat of an art deco esthetic.
"So, what do you think?"
"Uh, kind of reminds me of a high end Econo Lodge Phoebe."
She chuckled to herself at my answer unslinging her purse tossing it onto the bed as she walked over taking my hand. Phoebe took my pointer finger between her lips sucking on it for a few seconds before cupping the underside of my package as she released it with an audible pop.
"I'm gonna take a really long shower and I want to find you sitting in this fucking hot tub when I come back."
She was in the process of sliding the cotton material off her shoulders revealing a retro bullet brassiere that fit in with everything around her. Her enhanced 34DD's presented a rich bulging cleavage that sent shockwaves to my endowment.
Phoebe wasn't done teasing me reaching back undoing the hooks holding the utilitarian garment to her chest.
It came away from her bare breasts hanging stiffly from her hand like some sort of life mold. Phoebe handled me through my jeans with a half smirk owing to a self-awareness she rarely exhibited. She draped her brassiere over my shoulder walking away giving me a view of her narrow waist and uniquely shaped hips which were holding the material of her romper in place with zero effort.
"YES MA'AM!!" I had a tent in my pants as she disappeared with her purse behind an open wall to the bathroom proper.
I got things going stripping down instead of going with my first inclination to invade the shower and have my way with her. Bentley had fucked up royally and I couldn't deny I was about to benefit with the return of a reliable fuck buddy.
Part of me was worried about some sort of swerve after revealing my knowledge of Sister Jacobs duplicity and malevolent intent. This got me so worried that I actually hid my clothing within reach if things went sideways. I sat on the edge enjoying the steamy roiling water taking a moment to look up my boss Steven's social media page.
"Son of the bitch." Oliver was busted as well in a pic with the men sitting in his living room enjoying a movie.
The neglectful motherfucker even had a large appetizer tray and a bottle of wine in the photo. I chuckled at the pic of the cozy couple. I slid down from the edge of the tub into the water getting comfortable. The lights dimmed a bit.
"Hey." Phoebe appeared wrapped in a terrycloth robe. Her long, curly brown locks were tied off into a single ponytail at the top of her head. She had taken the time to apply some makeup standing by the light switch watching me intently.
"Hi Phoebe." I gulped unintentionally, uncharacteristically nervous with it showing all over my face. I think Phoebe picked up on it leaning in profile against the wall covered up from her thin neck to her thick athletic calves and tiny feet.
For some reason I felt like a piece of raw meat in front of a lioness as she stuffed her hands in her pockets walking to the side of the hot tub never breaking eye contact with me. My cock fattened and extended during that little stroll ready for action under the bubbling water.
Phoebe pulled her phone from a pocket bringing a finger to her lips wanting silence before drumming up "I'm Ready" by Alicia Keys. I followed her movements watching as she set her phone on the bedside table still watching me.
She turned towards the hot tub undoing the knotted sash holding the robe to her body letting it fall from her shoulders to the floor. The sight of her nude body sent an electric jolt running through my shaft making me so excited I almost cried out.
Her facial resemblance to a young Lark Voorhees coupled with the sharp pronounced tan lines of her missing underwear had me gasping as she climbed into the tub with that single finger covering her luscious lips. In short, I found myself seated looking up at Phoebe's smiling, yet pensive looking features.
Her clean shaven muff was face level with my lips.
Her hand appeared in front of my eyes, fingers spreading her flower revealing the rich inviting pinkness inside. Phoebe's clit was protruding from its hood begging for attention as she cupped the back of my head. She used both hands opening herself wider giving my a good view of her cunt obviously wanting attention.
Phoebe let out a sustained groan as I went to work running the flat of my tongue over her opening, tickling, and teasing the clit sticking it inside with swirly flair. Her mound subtly descended into my mouth with a little bit of force until she was palming the back of my head.
The look on her face was encouraging but there was no doubt I was being treated like a jump off.
If it meant making her feel better, I was okay with things using my mouth to make sweet love to her most holiest of holies. My tongue dipping inside her inner canal tickled and ran over every groove I could reach. Phoebe was making these sweet innocent sounding moans that contrasted sharply with her more overt aggressive actions.
One of her well defined muscular legs rose into the air with the tiny foot landing on the rim of the hot tub. Phoebe bent over partially resting her palm on the mirror bordering the tub. Making no more allusions of demure femininity, Phoebe handled the back of my head hunched over the top of it actually fucking my face.
Her moans and whimpers filled the room intermingled with the sounds of the bubbling water. It was starting to become disturbing as she used one hand urging my face into her humping snatch. Phoebe's brow furrowed as she huffed and pushed rhythmically against my mouth getting herself off.
I had to use my arms along the edge of the hot tub to steady myself or I would've slipped underneath the water. Those juvenile sounding moans seemed to be getting louder as I found myself sliding downward despite my best efforts.
Phoebe was still looking directly at my face pushing her mound into my lips as her furrowed brow got deeper. It looked like she was straining as her essence flowed freely into my mouth causing me to choke and cough up some of it. She inched back allowing me to finish coughing a bit sort of smiling.
"Lick my bald pussy for me please." Phoebe requested just above a whisper inching back towards my mouth.
I ran the flat of my tongue on her puffy mound a few times before providing a sustained suction that made her gasp and pull back again.
"Suck it like that; I like the way it feels and don't stop. Make sure you get my clit too baby." I did exactly what she wanted getting more than I bargained for as she humping, moreover twerked a bit into my mouth feeling it with a sustained girlish whine of assumed satisfaction.
Phoebe suddenly switched legs resting her opposite on the edge of the hot tub grinding her pussy all over the lower half of my face. My tongue ended up trapped in her folds.
"YEAH JUST LIKE THAT BABY!! SUCK MY PUSSY!! SUCK IT!! FUCKING EAT ME UP!!" Phoebe went a bit feral sawing her cunt across my mouth and chin taking my trapped tongue along for a ride.
Her little girlish moans got progressively louder as she filled my gullet with her essence to capacity. It got egregious when she trapped my head between her hands going into this labored shrill trilling type sound before releasing me.
Honestly my neck was hurting a little as Phoebe took a seat above me on the edge of the tub chest heaving majestically. She leaned back supporting her weight on both hands catching her breath while I processed things. Phoebe again held a single finger in front of her lips wanting silence before spreading her legs exposing her swollen muff.
I stared back at her inquisitively watching as her fingers rubbed her visibly wet slit, middle fingers in the subtle folds. Phoebe looked between my face and her puffy cunt cocking her head to the side with a sly smile pressing that increasingly annoying finger against her lips.
"You've got my pussy so fucking wet right now that I wanna eat you up." Despite her words, Phoebe sat there rubbing one out right before my eyes as I figured she'd decided to tease me to distraction as some form of payback for my involvement in the Sister Jacobs situation.
My ego wanted me to storm out of the room, but she looked so delectable sitting on the edge of the tub playing with herself. Her enhanced boobs looked perfect topped with extremely hard nipples begging to be suckled.
There was the innate possibility that she would like to see me storm out frustrated to placate her own bruised ego at being outclassed by a senior citizen. Bentley was oblivious to the fact that he'd been caught red handed with his hands in an antique cookie jar; but then again, I'd also been with Sister Jacobs.
She definitely knew her business. I slowly drifted to the middle of the tub just watching Phoebe play. Again she opened her flower for my viewing pleasure.
"Look what you did to me down here; I think you should clean it up for me." Phoebe half whispered again beckoning me forward with a crook of her finger.



I decided to go with the flow even getting on all fours in the water burying my face between her delectable thighs. I thought I knew what to expect, but Phoebe was more passive this time content to simply watch me please her. I realized she wasn't actually smiling but making a face.
Eventually Phoebe planted both of her feet flat sitting open legged with her knees drawn up at the rim of the hot tub. One of her hands was palming the back of my head as she sat there watching me service her. Her head rocked backward and rolled on her shoulders a few times before she regained her composure.
"Hey, come over on the bed and take me from behind; I wanna feel your dick up my ass." She didn't normally use that word to refer to my endowment which told me she was working through her anger at Bentley with me as some sort of surrogate.
Exhibiting more uncharacteristic behavior, Phoebe took hold of my wrist seemingly unwilling to let go of it as I got out of the tub following her lead to the bed. She let go tossing the pillows on the floor before getting on all fours presenting her spectacular thickened bubble.
My erection shamefully never died throughout the rough treatment as I got behind Phoebe pushing easily into her backdoor. Her preference for backdoor play and anal sex was known exclusively to Bentley and myself, and also Oliver's past boyfriend.
"FUCK ME REALLY HARD UNTIL YOU CUM; DON'T STOP NO MATTER WHAT AND DON'T TALK!!!" Phoebe barked out of nowhere almost snarling.
She was already humping backward into me picking up speed when I was halfway inside. Remembering our first tryst in her kitchen, I clawed into her buttocks with my nails squeezing as hard as humanly possible. Phoebe gasped and groaned bobbing and grinding back into the base of my member.
This woman had come a very long way since that distant weekend in her kitchen. Phoebe was long stroking herself with prejudice as I bounced her unyielding cheeks off the base of my cock trying to get a little back. Before I'd realized it she'd snatched up her phone turning its face in our direction as it began ringing seconds later.
"Baby?" Bentley's face appeared on the surface of her iPhone in facetime immediately troubled by the visual.
"IF YOU HANG UP DON'T EVER FUCKING CONTACT ME AGAIN!!" Phoebe screamed glaring at him.
"Baby, I can explain. It's not what you think." He begged looking horrified as Phoebe took my vicious back shots which were accompanied by audible smacking of my pelvis against her defiant buttocks.
"I DON'T NEED YOU TO EXPLAIN SHIT TO ME!! I TEXTED YOU ALMOST THIRTY MINUTES AGO AND HERE YOU ARE MOTHERFUCKER!! SO NOW, IT'S YOUR TURN TO WATCH JUST LIKE I HAD TO WATCH YOUR NASTY ASS WITH THAT OLD BIDDY!!"
"Please Phoebe; don't do this okay? I can explain it all if you listen to me honey. It's not what you think. Who's there with you? Who's fucking you Phoebe? Come on baby, just stop it." He was rolling right through his infidelity.
Phoebe groaned holding the phone pointed directly at her face as I gave it to her so hard, those bionic cheeks of hers were vibrating with some serious motion ripples. I'd pleaded his case inadvertently out of fairness and been cast as his proxy by a vengeful woman scorned.
As far as I was concerned, I was through taking it on the chin for shit I had no part in and I'd had Phoebe first. Bentley lucked out when Charity invited him out with us for a night to distract Phoebe so we could be together.
"YOU'RE GONNA WATCH ME CUM ALL OVER HIS DICK!! HE'S FUCKING ME SO GOOD RIGHT NOW BENTLEY AND YOU'D BETTER NOT HANG UP ON ME!!! BENTLEY, HE'S FUCKING MY ASSHOLE; IT'S FEELS SO GOOD!!" I wasn't looking directly at the face of her phone but could hear the guy losing it.
"PHOEBE STOP IT!!"
"OH SHIT BENTLEY I'M FINNA CUM ON HIS DICK!! I'M SO FULL OF COCK RIGHT NOW!! KEEP WATCHING UNTIL I CUM!! YOU BET NOT HANG UP OR I'M DONE WITH YOU!! NEXT TIME I SEE YOU BENTLEY; YOU'RE GONNA EAT MY DIRTY PUSSY BECAUSE I HAD TO SUCK A NASTY DICK THAT WAS INSIDE AN OLD LADY'S DUSTY COOCH!!"
She was giving it to him in a manner that would have made Charity Gilbert and Renee Kelly proud. I didn't know what I was looking at behaviorally, but it felt like Phoebe had turned a corner in her life.
"Who's there? Baby please, who's there with you right now?" He begged sobbing so hard that I could hear the negro sniffling snot back up his nostrils.
"I'M GONNA GIVE YOU ONE GUESS NIGGA!!"Before I could react, Phoebe angled the phone up towards my face.
"YOU, IT'S YOUR ASS MAN?!! I THOUGHT WE WERE GOOD!!! YOU FUCKING MY WOMAN, HUH?!!"
Phoebe dropped the phone face down on the mattress as she began to feel it bumping back harder than ever as her eyes rolled up into her head. I didn't have an idea where Bentley was, but I could hear things being upturned and flung about followed by breaking glass.
"I'M CUMMING BENTLEY!! I'M CUMMING!! OH SHIT, I'M CUMMING BENTLEY!!" Phoebe screamed euphorically, hands trembling as she turned the phone's face upward groaning and whining as her butt twerked and bobbed almost wrenching my cock free of my body.
Her soft cherubic voice and extending trilling sent me over the edge as I began shooting several thick ropes of cum deep inside. Phoebe flopped down on her face still holding the phone as the rest of my spunk decorated her light olive tanned buns.
I watched her adjust the phone towards her face breezily huffing some errant strand of hair out of her eyes staring at her distraught boyfriend. I could see him there crying with a hand cupped over his mouth.
"Fuck Bentley, that shit felt so motherfucking good; you should cheat more often asshole. I know how to have an open relationship too nigga." Phoebe was huffing as I realized he was looking at me instead of her. I just shrugged.
"I don't want you no more." He blurted out still sobbing while Phoebe forced a chortle.
"You don't want a married woman no more; is that what you're telling me Bentley?" The man was barely comprehensible wiping his eyes with a fist as I knelt there with my hands covering my junk.
"Hey, I admit I fucked Sister Jacobs."
"So what." I glanced down unable to watch them become further toxic with one another. My eyes settled on the mess I'd made of Phoebe's thick, well defined donk.
"You wanna hurt me, huh Phoebe? Is that it?"
"Mission accomplished besides your cherry nigga." Phoebe acknowledged the tail end of our epic night out on the town as he continued sobbing uncontrollably.
"You were number two Phoebe; Vicky was number one, okay?" He was still sobbing when I reached down snatching the phone away from his estranged married girlfriend.
"WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU JUST SAY?!!"
Bentley hung up in my face leaving me to ponder his words past and present. Phoebe didn't say a word but turned looking up at my face finding a range of emotion roiling there. She was still doing this sort of half gasp, half sigh regaining her composure further.
She started to move a little while I knelt there replaying his words over and over again. It felt as if some great emptiness engulfed me as Phoebe supported her weight on her elbows then ran a few fingers through her hair undoing the ponytail.
"Excuse me, I want to take a shower." Phoebe requested without emotion as I moved aside letting her slide off the bed. Phoebe gathered up her robe walking to the bathroom closing the door behind her.
"BITCH!!" I heard myself scream.
My chest started thumping loudly, pulse racing as I got up feeling my shoulders tightening up. Phoebe sought to deliver a knockout blow to her wayward boyfriend in the most crass manor humanly possible, but it backfired in unexpected fashion engulfing both of us and rightfully so. I was up in a flash walking to the bathroom door throwing it open with enough force to make it hit the wall.
Phoebe was sitting in the shower under the running water with her face buried in her hands.
"I'm sorry." She looked up at my face.
Despite her actions, Phoebe had the look and aura of a broken woman and I'd been thrown backward in time to the last night shared with Vicky Stone. She'd been outed as a prostitute among other things thinking we'd have no chance with that revelation.
Vicky was going to jail with the mindset that we were over before we started and he was there always loitering in her orbit with a hangdog expression that I absolutely hated. My vow to make the woman responsible had come with considerable cost on an interpersonal level unheard of.
Phoebe was sitting there with faint bits of mascara running down her cheeks as I started to back out of the standup shower.
"WAIT!! WAIT!! NO DON'T LEAVE ME!!" Phoebe lunged at me grabbing my wrist again desperate. She was on her knees in a flash handling my member quickly burying half in her mouth. I pulled back disengaging us conflicted with what I'd heard.
"NO!! WAIT DON'T LEAVE OR I'LL HAVE NOTHING AGAIN!! I'LL BE BY MYSELF!!" Phoebe grabbed at my endowment then wrapped her arms tightly around my thighs until I relented sitting down inside the shower facing her. Her bust was heaving as she leaned back resting against the wall facing me. I was breathing hard too.
"So what do we do now Phoebe?" I had nothing to offer.
"I would like to ask your forgiveness, but I can't because you slept with that old stripper too; my life is so fucked up right now and all I can think of is to uhm, make a good memory tonight. I just want to forget about this shit for a little while so we can be friends with benefits. I REALLY NEED THIS TONIGHT!! I need it more than you can ever know."
"I don't know what I need."
"Well, maybe we can need each other without the bullshit. We know one another and maybe, together we can find that disconnect and take some time here. Tomorrow's right around the corner; let's take tonight okay?"
Both of us were nodding to each other in time with her words finding an emerging synchronicity. Phoebe was sitting there matching my posture with her knees drawn up into her chest, arms wrapped around her muscular legs. Phoebe slowly dropped her hands opening her legs exposing her peach to me forcing a contrite smile while I did the same.
She started motioning for me to slide my hips forward as she did the same. Her acute limberness was a given as both of her legs rose balletically into the air folding at the knee until her soles rested flat. Half of my cock disappeared inside as she leaned back staring at our connection. She offered both hands wanting to be pulled into my lap.
Phoebe crouched mounting me against the wall fully sheathing my endowment letting her knees rest outside my thighs. Neither of us moved for a while just holding one another lost in our individual thoughts and drama.
My arms wrapped around her back fingers interlocked while she gingerly handled my shoulder blades staring at the wall over my head. Her arms slid around my neck as those talented muscular cheeks inverted squeezing my length. Phoebe repeated the action again and again flexing on my length, then arched into me with a bit of force prodding me into handling her cheeks.
She ground down onto me starting to whimper and moan a little before using her pointer finger to raise my chin so that she could kiss me. She got two kisses before I averted my lips looking away sort of trembling. Phoebe reached down pulling my hands to her breasts holding them there. I didn't react just staring at my hands covering her tits.
"Please don't reject me; I can't take it anymore. If you help me out this one last time, I'll make sure you feel better than me."
"How?"
"After you make love to me, or just fuck me. I want this to be about us right now, want to be exclusive to you for one night, okay? We can have whatever we want tonight, and sort it all out in the morning. You don't ever have to see me again if that's what you want."
"Why would I want that Phoebe?"
"Because I was jealous and stupid; changed my life because I thought that other guy would put me on a pedestal because I took his so-called virginity. I lost to Charity that night in a stupid rock paper scissors game after she wanted to be alone with you. I thought we were having a foursome, but she pulled a bait and switch leaving me with the consolation prize. I felt like an idiot but didn't want a confrontation."
"If you felt like he was a consolation prize, why did you start dating him then?" Her thick, meaty butt never stopped grinding and tensing up around my length. With each inward stroke, Phoebe would squeeze as hard as she could holding it in place for a second, then draw back loosely. The sensation was making me feel entranced.
"He was acting so scared and reticent almost afraid to touch me, but when he did it was electric. We just did it missionary that night because he just lasted forever. I don't know, but it felt like he was this blank canvas I could paint the next phase of my life on even though I was still married. He was always supportive and easy to talk to whereas Oliver didn't really have time for me anymore. I thought his stamina was a fluke, but it isn't."
Her hand was cupping the back of my head as she rolled and popped her wide hips fucking me under the steamy spray. Her other hand kept mine flattened against her left breast.
While my other ended up clawing into her right buttock. Phoebe was intent on getting what she wanted leaning in with a light kiss on my lips lingering until I responded in kind slipping my tongue into her mouth. My fingers started pinching and rolling her erect nipple allowing Phoebe to use both hands on the back of my head.
Phoebe's figure was spectacular, always had been in retrospect, but she looked incredible nude like she's been working out like a beast. Her abdomen well defined, was undulating with her movements. Both of my hands were covering her buttocks as I pushed forward a bit allowing her to ride with a bit more passion.
"Just let go and be with me tonight; fuck me without any lingering guilt, no regrets just like the first time we met."
My nails were digging into the defined undercuff of her buttocks starting to pull her forward rhythmically. Phoebe matched my movements perfectly synching up as our lower halves ground into on another meshing, merging in some dynamic trauma bonding.
She was handling her breasts, hands cupping them from beneath wanting to be suckled. I was fed one then the other before Phoebe pushed them together against my lips. Her movements became erratic, several tremors running throughout her body which proved infectious.
Both of us were on the precipice. Her conflicted features melted away paying the toll enacted by the actions of her body as she cupped my cheeks running hands all over my face using her thumbs to push my lips into a smile.
Phoebe leaned in giving my a prolonged kiss full of swirling tongue with plenty of our shared saliva. My member was swollen stiff almost to painful extremes. The head of my member pulsing with a familiar tingle as she took my earlobe between her teeth. Phoebe was arching her back with an even more pronounced curve essentially fucking the stuffing out of me.
"Come on give it to me; I want you to fill my cup. I want you to fuck me lots tonight. Can you do that for me please?" I just nodded through squinted eyes, mouth huffing and gasping as she worked me vigorously.
Both of us looked down at our connection, Phoebe pressing her forehead against mine gasping in turn. My knees drew upward towards my chest nearly matching her posture as the thick housewife bounced in my lap seemingly getting more dense and heavy pounding the base of my cock.
All ten of my fingers were handling and parting her ponderous halves as she creamed all over my prick. Now her fingers were interlocked behind my neck. Everything was in synch with her pretty much making me a stationary target. I'd never seen her so wet and gooey as webs of goo ran freely down into my crotch between my inner thighs.
"Oh yeah give it to me, just let me fuck your dick as much as I want tonight. Just for once I don't wanna share you with anyone. Just for once, I don't have to worry about being interrupted and fucking frustrated because I didn't get enough! Tonight, I'm gonna make this my fucking cock and ain't nobody gonna stop me!! AW, AW YEAH!!"
Wave after wave of thick milky ropes were hosing down her insides while she chanted and encouraged me to creampie the living shit out of her silken puss. She ground down onto me as hard as she could holding there as I blasted more jizz inside of her shivering all over.
Both of us embraced airtight lightly rocking together as our mutual climax subsided. I'd scooted forward as much as the limited space would allow, giving Phoebe room enough to drape her arms over my shoulders. Phoebe started lightly chuckling, which proved infectious. I followed suit.
"He lied."
"Huh?"
"Bentley fucking lied to you; he forgot about telling me, you know? We'd had some really good marathon sex; I mean really got it in with each other and were laying in my bed staring at the ceiling. You know pillow talk and how good sex makes you kind of loopy? Well I can say that he regaled me stupidly enough, with details of that night." Phoebe peppered my face with rabbit kisses chortling under her breath in-between.
"What happened?"
"She got into the backseat of his car on all fours and offered; since the goof had been crushing on her for a while, he saw his chance but unfortunately for him; the nigga was way too excited. Came all over his pants before he could even touch Vicky. He was even stupid enough to tell me that she wouldn't stop crying so he ended up sitting there besides her with a spoiled dick until the early morning hours wherein good church boy Mr. Bentley did as he was instructed driving her to turn herself in to the cops. Said he hated himself but couldn't resist trying anyway."
"I knew I was right for wanting to knock his fucking head off his shoulders." Phoebe flattened her hand against my sternum feeling the rampant thumping of my heart.
"I've given you a little of what I promised; now will you give me some more?"
My arms were crossed over one another in the small of her back as we made out under the now mild water in that shower. Phoebe seemed sort of reinvigorated looking at the change of expression on my face getting into it more, but I wasn't satisfied knowing what I'd had to give up for the greater good.
That feeling lingered with a sharp biting familiarity that I hated revisiting. It was the first moment I'd laid eyes on Vicky sitting in our church. The hurt I'd felt followed by the stinging petulant anger on my part after being rejected. My "funky redbone thot" wasted no time calling me on it that very afternoon. She later revealed feeling the same in some regard while we showered.
"Stay here with me for the night; just see me, okay?" Phoebe cupped my chin tilting her head looking deep into my eyes.
"Yeah Phoebe, okay." I whispered.
Instead of going on with our sexual marathon, we cuddled under the blankets saying nothing else, just understanding one another. My hand was on one of her breasts, but Phoebe drew it down to her abdomen snuggling deeper into me while my other arm was under the pillow she was using. She tugged at my fingers until she could plant a kiss on that hand.
We drifted off together sharing a healing energy.
*********************************************************************************************************
I had to put my hands up because the sunlight was so bright this early in the morning. The lake to my right was uncharacteristically turbulent as I strolled down the concrete laden path bordered on one side by an inner city park. This part of the bent winding trail was partially overgrown with twisted trees and foliage.
Even partially blinded, I could feel that I was going in the right direction walking with one hand outstretched in front of me. I found a compromise peering through my fingers with squinted eyes finding her legs from the knees down visible from a distance. She was sitting there waiting for me as always.



"Hey!" My blood ran cold as the other one called out to me.
I didn't want to stop but turned anyway toward the overgrowth and one gnarly tree growing at a hideous angle branches dipping low into the path. I glanced ahead again seeing those shapely legs still sitting there plainly waiting. My heart raced as this euphoric feeling flowed through my body.
"HEY!!"
The other called out again petulant more insistent for my attention. It felt as if my head were being forcefully wrenched in the direction of the dense underbrush and foliage. This queasy anxious feeling started to engulf me wholesale making it impossible to look away.
"What do you want?" I heard myself say even though my lips weren't moving.
The foliage began to rustle and shake parting as she stepped out right in front of me glaring with the slanted green eyes of a cat. Her skin was deathly faint and pale offset by her dark eyeshadow, full blackened lips and flowing ebon tresses.
Her curvy figure was covered in a simple black slip that stopped just below the tops of her thighs, feet bare and sort of dirty. She blinked profusely as her lips formed a half smile.
"Didn't you hear me calling you?"
"What do you want, she's waiting for me?"
"No one's waiting for you."
"What're you talking about; she's sitting right there."
"Who's sitting right there?"
"Can't you see, she's right..." I had to wrench my neck in the direction I was originally going, feeling this extreme amount of pain like my head would snap off.
No one was there.
"I already told you that you were never going to see her again."
"And who are you?!!" I turned back towards her getting a shock to the system that struck like a bolt of lightning to the chest.
She was standing there distressed, whimpering with a quivering bottom lip as her mouth began to hang open. The mascara began to run from her eyes streaking her cheeks until I realized it. These flecks of darkness began to appear on her cheeks spreading.
That porcelain skin so delicate and fine began to spot and blotch as she whaled aloud with the beginnings of a siren's shriek. It was melting away revealing an inky blackness beneath that was now engulfing her body as she reached out a hand begging.
It was too late.
She burst into liquid leaving nothing more than a puddle of inky darkness behind on the path.
********************************************************************************************************
"VICKIE!!"
I found myself in bed alone looking directly at the sunlight filtering into the hotel room. I was still nude noticing Phoebe was gone. It looked as if she'd abandoned me sometime during the early morning hours as I retrieved my phone finding it was a little bit after seven.
I didn't know what to make of things as I lay there on my side with my heart thumping profusely. I rolled on my back staring at the ceiling long enough to get my bearings, processing. Phoebe's half of the bed was folded back rather neatly, but not unexpectedly.
My thoughts flowed to the trauma she'd experienced and the subsequent aftermath which landed us both in this boutique hotel. I felt bad for Phoebe considering her situation with Oliver and now this sudden development with her boyfriend Bentley.
I thought about the night I tried to take his fucking head off and hated myself for failing to accomplish that righteous beating of his narrow tail. I couldn't believe he'd fuck over Phoebe like that but knew well how "good" Sister Jacobs was in hindsight.
She'd sexually dominated me while controlling the encounter between us without ever revealing her identity. This was a woman assumed to be in her early fifties if nothing else, with the sexual pedigree of a biblical succubus.
I began to put two and two together figuring the connection between them was made right after Sister Jacob's public denouncement. There was no way she'd ever be able to return to that church again.
Bentley was obviously collateral damage. Part of a pyrrhic victory after I discovered her identity by chance.
"Fucking asshole; you've still got an uncashed check next time I see you." I told myself getting up to use the bathroom and dress. I was a bit worried about the cost of renting a ride from this rather remote location as I entered the bathroom lifting up the seat.
"Oh shit."
I found Phoebe sitting in the courtyard between the hotel and the restaurant we'd had dinner at the night prior. She was facing the rising sun and the daytime city skyline as I collected myself walking up next to the bench. It didn't seem like Phoebe even knew I was there, but she eventually looked up at my face tears running down her cheeks.
"I'm pregnant."
I took a seat wrapping an arm around her drawing my friend in close. Phoebe wrapped an arm around my abdomen hiding her face in my chest as I gave her a light peck on the top of her head rubbing her scalp.
We stayed there as long as we needed.
********************************************************************************************************
"Man, I'm purely shocked; you actually showed up."
"You didn't think I would?"
"Well, you never really know these days."
I rubbed my chin feeling a bit of razor stubble there smiling to myself as I stared at her standing there in this uncharacteristic white romper with little tiny roses printed over it. Rashida had her makeup looking professional but I suspected not for the shoot. Her long, thick muscular legs were glistening with baby oil.
I looked down at her pedicured feet with a silver toe ring on a middle digit and the nice wedge sandals made of wicker material. Rashida had a large satchel bag slung over her shoulder half leaning against the outside motel railing staring back smiling.
"Like what you see?"
"Come over here and I'll show you baby." Her head rolled around in faux indignation as that smile became a wide toothy grin of acknowledgment. She glanced down at her feet then looked up at my face righting herself taking three steps within arms reach.
I reached up cupping her muff letting my thumb rest on her clit over the light clothing. Rashida stood over me glancing down at my invading hand adjusting her powerful legs a bit apart allowing me to run a knuckle along her slit. I alternated using my thumb on her clit in this minute rotation we both knew she liked.
She wasn't wearing a bra allowing her nipples to be observed poking against the flimsy cotton material. The humidity between her thunderous thighs was incredible as her crotch got dewy and progressively wet. Rashida's mouth was open as she nibbled a nail then bit into her knuckle.
"Rashida, you ain't got no panties on." She was breathing through her mouth but slapped my hand away playfully embarrassed.
"We both know what you gonna do; you don't like easy access nigga?"
She shrieked playfully as I grabbed her hips with authority snatching her so suddenly that she had to catch herself by slamming her hand into my motel room door. That little yelp became a enraptured moan as I ran the flat of my tongue over her covered muff looking up deep into her eyes.
I loved the incredulous looks she made when I asserted myself and had since the first time we had sex. Truth be told, Rashida loved the attention but was somewhat conflicted and held back by self-imposed limitations designed to protect some nonexistent street cred.
"What happened to you bruh; you're like really fucking extra man!"
The happiness in her voice was an aphrodisiac to me as my hand invaded the barely loose back of her romper. My nails dug into the resilient flesh getting a Thanksgiving handful which went undisputed.
She let me play with it and run my pointer finger along her undercuff. My sole digit was cushioned between the bottom of her right buttock and the top of her monstrous thigh.
I stood up suddenly knocking over my room chair startling the ghetto beauty a little bit before our mouths mashed together. Rashida Sikes was a well-trained bitch in heat kissing me back with as much passion as I shoved my motel room door open.
She was snatched inside unceremoniously and mashed against the wall behind the door still making out with me caressing the back of my head. Her other hand rose up cradling my cheeks while my other found solace and comfort groping her enormous butt handily.
I captured the weak material in both fists drawing it upward into an phenomenal wedgie for the ages letting the lower half of those huge buttocks jiggle wildly from the vicious motion. Rashida moaned and whimpered as my fingers pinched and slapped handfuls eventually cupping the underside of her ridiculous glutes raising and spreading them.
I was already thrusting my hidden tumescence into her crotch bucking and popping my hips as she suckled, then bit into my bottom lip. One of her hands slid under my t-shirt covering my pec twisting an erect nipple. Her other hand joined in on the fun tweaking and twisting making me hump faster.
Rashida arched her lower back pushing back against my covered member as she relieved me of my shirt. I was surprised when she went after my nipples sucking and flicking her tongue on them making a mess with a loud slurp. I busied myself undoing the buttons at the front of her jumper with shaky hands.
I managed three, popping a fourth exposing her slightly enhanced cleavage. My hand snaked inside giving one of her perky boobs a hearty squeeze.
Rashida went for my belt quickly undoing the buckle unzipping half before my excited cock popped up through the opening happily greeting her. I was breathing hard as animal lust fully indulged which prompted me to forcefully grab Rashida's shoulders pushing her flat against the wall.
Rashida's mouth hung open; brow furrowed until my lips slammed into hers tongues dueling with passionate abandon. I snatched part of her romper to the side allowing a freed boob to bounce and jiggle, both of us looking at it for a second, then dipped low hooking a bicep under her thigh.
Despite her size and height, Rashida Sikes was surprisingly flexible which allowed me to raise her leg up adjacent with her hip.
I turned into her body with her calf resting on my shoulder as I began pounding her covered slit with my exposed penis alternated grinding and spearing it making her yelp. My legs were framing her stationary one giving the woman a bit of support as I got my freak on making the material between her thighs moist and wet.
Rashida became a sexual cello to be played as my other hand covered her exposed tit rhythmically squeezing. She uncovered both breasts whining feverishly grinding into my manic thrusts.
"PLEASE FUCK ME!!" Rashida blurted out in need.
Her captured leg hit the floor foot first with an audible thump as the romper slid off her shoulders down her back only halted at the tops of her hips because of their unusual wideness. Rashida immediately went on all fours with a deep arch in her lower back presenting her gigantic heart shaped bum.
I went at the trapped romper tearing into it like a kid on Christmas day until her massive bare butt came into view. Her pussy was so wet, it was glistening in the afternoon light filtering into the motel room. I couldn't help prying it open using my thumbs to stick two fingers inside.
By this point in my sexual history, I was uncannily able to handily discover most women's secret spot.
Rashida whaled in distress as I frigged her special place bucking and twerking on my hand signaling a desperate need for satisfaction. She was put out to the ninth degree fucking and bumping backwards into my hand now four digits deep inside her gooey snatch.
Rashida looked back at me repeatedly silently begging for action until I snatched my hand free observing a literal splash of her juices. Our past animosity long extinct played out thrillingly the first time I got to fuck her in a cramped bathroom when she had nowhere to go.
Today in the present I found myself looking at literal goosebumps prickling up along her back and gigantic buttocks as I held one of her cheeks apart partially exposing her rich pink snatch. Rashida's shoulders rolled as the head of my cock made very slight contact with her hungry snatch.
She shoved her monster ass backwards engulfing me fully only to earn a series of hard slaps that made that thing wobble and jiggle like angry jello before I snatched my cock free. She was piping hot and wet making the sudden withdrawal mean more because I could feel the relative coolness of the air on my prick.
My right fist grabbed a phone book sized helping of her thigh meat shoving the woman over onto her back peering up at my crazed features shocked. I pounced on Rashida burying myself balls deep in her sopping wet cunt fucking away at it like someone had stuck a taser up my butt.
Her borderline masculine grunts ran the gambit as her voice rose several octaves nearing falsetto heights as I pounded her delicates into mush. Her cunt was snapping down on the midway point between my crown and the base of my endowment like Pac Man.
My arms were wrapped around her upper back while she clawed my right shoulder and left buttock whining.
Those thunderous cheeks cradled my balls, sweaty and humid as we bumped uglies with extreme prejudice. We weren't just making out the both of us, we were devouring each other whole. I'd fucked her many times before, but today I just wanted to pound and beat on her until I couldn't go; then do it some more.
Rashida intimated the exact same sentiment with her actions rolling and grinding in perfect unison with my actions. One of my fists ended up with a handful of the curly updo that was her signature hairdo while my other handled the back of her neck in brute ownership. I began dipping my tongue into her maw like an obscene proboscis until she sucked on it like a surrogate cock.
Her hands began roaming up and down my back from the base of my skull to the swell of my butt as I traced her jaw line and sucked hard on her neck. Rashida interlocked her ankles in the small of my back tightening her grip on me like an anaconda.
I yanked back on that greasy handful of her short updo forcing her chin to point at the ceiling sucking hard on her throat with loud slurps, twirling my tongue about slathering spit everywhere.
I guess I found a new erogenous zone because breathy moans came out of nowhere as she clamped down hard on the middle of my cock threatening to snap it in two. I lightly used my teeth on her throat then drew her face down looking into her brown eyes.
"Hold it like that; squeeze it as tight as you can while I fuck my pussy bitch." My breath was hot on her narrow features, likewise hers on mine as well. Rashida nodded with as much limited motion as I'd allow bearing down on my cock even harder.
"You can cum in there; I'm good to go and everything. You can fill me all the way up if you want daddy." Rashida moaned trying to gnash down on me even harder.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah daddy, take your pussy." I'd earned a pet name which was a mile stone considering our history together.
We stayed in one another's eyes dually enchanted as I was massaged and squeezed in intervals with this sensation of her bearing down on me something fierce.
It felt like she was gnawing on the top of my shaft as I methodically sawed into her cunt getting bursts of foamy cream along with splashes of her essence. Rashida's head rolled back on the mattress knocking the pillow onto the floor between the double beds.
The head of my cock was spearing and poking the shit out of her juiciest parts accompanied by these breathy moans echoing off the motel walls. Both of her hands were cupping my buttocks in a labored pulling motion towards her soaked box. I could feel how sweaty her palms were with these minuscule bits of pain from her nails digging into my cheeks.
There was no going back, only forward as the cushiony feel of her buttocks cradled the underside of my shaft and balls becoming sticky from the incessant plunging. Rashida Sikes was at once and in tandem masculine and demure repeatedly handling the back of my head when she wanted to be kissed passionately. Her stallion legs were squeezing the life out of me ankles interlocked.
I felt one of her wedge sandals near my knee were it had fallen from her foot. Rivulets of perspiration was running down my face dripping droplets onto Rashida's already glistening face. I flattened out tightening my grip around her torso as I fucked away at her fast swelling inner walls feeling my inner thighs burn and tighten up.
"Rah-Rashida." I mumbled, bottom lip trembling uncontrollably looking into her eyes.
"Yes daddy, yeah baby?" Her face wore a grimace as my cock sawed relentlessly against her pubic bone with the crown poking into her swollen puss. It felt like dipping my wick into a heated pool with this suckling sensation that made me want to stab harder and harder into her depths.
"I-wanna; tell you something."
"Uh, okay." We made out for a while deeply into one another as she sucked and nipped at my bottom lip moaning loudly when I sunk my teeth into her neck nibbling.
We were both covered in sweat catching the afternoon sunlight filtering in from the closed venetian blinds. They covered the room's sole panel style window. I grabbed at her updo again getting Rashida to look me in the face.
"Every time I see you; I feel like I'm about to cum a little; just like now girl."
The look of surprise on her face was fuel enough to send me right over the edge as her cunt contracted sharply around my circumference. It was my turn to whine and scream as I exploded load after load inside her snapping box while she dug her nails into the base of my scalp.
Her other fist was squeezing my bicep while she rolled and sawed my member earning every groan until I flopped out atop her body. Both of us were breathing hard. She was still tensing up around me in intervals.
"Can I leave it inside; it feels good getting squeezed like that." My hand found a lemon sized breast groping it while my thumb brushed an erect nipple.
"You like how I'm playing with you; like me squeezing you with my insides?"
"Yeah, I love it." Both of my hands were playing with that single tit kneading it.
I took custody of that sole tit suckling it like some chocolate coated treat while she rolled the other nipple of her free breast watching and caressing me with her inner walls. I drifted over to the other teat feeling myself starting to lengthen and fatten cradled by her pulsing walls.
We started making out wantonly as I squeezed, lightly tugged, and pulled on her nipples making Rashida's eyes flutter. Dimples appeared at the corners of her nose and mouth as I gingerly pushed into her soiled cooch. I got into a kneeling squat flattening my palms at either side of her head.
"Push my knees into my chest." Rashida softly instructed.
I handled the back of her knees doing as she wanted until she was able to grab her ankles. Rashida folded her legs into a pretzel shape I knew as the crossed lovers sex position making her butt look huge while laying on her back with her openings on full display. My erect penis was still half buried inside her creampied snatch.
"I didn't know you could do this."
"I don't do it that much; especially since my last boyfriend."
"How long has that been?"
"Too long, now it's yours to do with as you please daddy." I leaned forward covering her hands with my own but checking my weight so she wouldn't be uncomfortable.
My cock slid deep inside again up to the hilt with my mound pressing into the bottom of her butt. I watched my member slide in and out of her snatch coated with our intermingled juices and frothy cream. Rashida yowled while I whined from the sensation of her bloated inner walls. My hands slid down to her inner thighs applying a bit more pressure as I went a little harder.



"I got it hot and ready for you; cum inside as much as you want." Rashida moaned as I began bucking my hips slamming my cock into her quim with authority.
We were fucking pretty hard in moments with sticky wet sounds reverberating off the motel walls. I liked the rubbery bounce of her lower buttocks when my mound mashed into it. She'd changed some aspects of her physical appearance truly a specimen but remained the same deep down.
"I can cum as much as I want?"
"Yeah, everything is on the table baby; stop playing with me, you take what you want anyway."
"You love it, don't you baby?" Rashida bit into her lower lip rolling her head to the side clearly adhering to some unspoken code of sexual conduct regarding the compromise of her ego as if the question threatened it.
"I'm here, ain't I; came when you called me so that's your answer."
"You mean that's the only answer I'm gonna get." Before she could reply I was kissing her before rearing up unfolding her legs turning the thick woman into a human wishbone. Rashida went with it reaching up rubbing my chest and abdomen lovingly.
"You got me shook nigga; I thought sure you were just gonna bend me over and fuck me doggy all day. I mean, well you love my ass so much and all." She'd become much more talkative prompting me to spit into my palm and apply my saliva to her clit rubbing and teasing it with a thumb.
"I am gonna fuck you doggy, all night Rashida."
"Promise?"
I withdrew letting my creamed member slide out of her puffy box staring down as Rashida smiled up at me before rolling over grabbing the pillow from between the beds. Instead of laying on it, she cradled it to her abdomen grinning at me sliding it to the edge of the mattress.
It looked like she was hiding her body, but Rashida stood up planting that pillow on the floor beside the panel window. She glanced back at my face, then got down on all fours in a kneeling fetal position. I tossed an extra pillow on the carpet for Rashida to rest her forehead against.
My hand trembled a little and I couldn't help it gazing at the mountain of rich chocolate flesh rising high into the air half a foot above the bed as I stripped off my pants. They were the only remaining garment of clothing on my body while Rashida retained that single shoe.
Those stallion legs were inviting me to ride and I wasn't gonna rsvp in the negative. I mounted her bulldog taking her backdoor almost sitting atop her butt. I had to steady myself by holding the bedside table and the lazy boy that was part of the room's furniture.
My thrusts sent motion ripples from the front to the back of her gigantic butt. That earlier hint of goosebumps returned with a vengeance as they dotted her skin all over for an enticing display along with the miniscule stretchmarks at the junction of her hips and thighs.
Rashida Sikes now worked out like a beast, but her cheating with some surgery left her butt slightly bigger while the rest of her body adhered to the work. Her whining sounds were lustful fuel as I gave it to the chocolate beauty fully renewed by the visual. Rashida formerly pressing her palms flat on the carpet reached back interlocking her fingers over the back of her thighs.
The trust was there as she put if on blind faith that I'd be able to hold her steady while I fucked the shit out of her backdoor bottoming out slamming balls against the entrance. The "daddy encouragements" continued making me feel a bit uncomfortable at first then more accepting of the moniker as long as it stayed between us.
Clinically speaking, Rashida Sikes took it, everything I had to give, like a heavy weight champ.
"AW SHIT DADDY!! FUCK ME GOOD!! FUCK ME HARD DADDY!!! AW FUCK!! GAWD DAMMIT!! OH SHIT!!" Rashida was more talkative taking advantage of my handfuls of the bountiful flesh at her hips to slam those monstrous glutes into the base of my cock sending shockwaves throughout my pelvis.
"DAMN, TAKE YOUR REWARD BITCH!! UN-FUCK RASHIDA!! AW SHIT BABY!!" She lost it openly sobbing as I pounded away at her darkest spot.
The first burst shot deep inside allowing precious little time to pull out blasting several ropes of cum across the expanse of those dual chocolate mountains. Rashida harvested a massive load out of me as streaks of cum crisscrossed her iconic sixty plus inches of online fame.
Her thin fingers unlocked, palms hit the carpet as Rashida shivered and shook making those cheeks jiggle and clap.
"That was, so fucking good." I wiped sweat from my brow glancing down at my handiwork. Rashida spread her legs apart assuming the open legged posture she knew I liked, still twerking. I watched for a while enchanted.
"You good long enough for me to take a shower?"
I raised a thumb.
Rashida slowly got to her feet cupping my chin absolutely glowing as she gave me a peck on the cheek before picking up her satchel bag. She pulled a bottle of body wash and a towel rifling through the purse until she discovered a makeup bag.
Rashida stared at me for a few minutes taking in my countenance enjoying the sexual havoc she'd wrecked on me, then gave my bicep a squeeze followed by my cock. She took my hand softly leading me to the bathroom.
"Oh, you're taking me inside?"
"It's kind of our thing; don't act like you don't want to nigga."
She sat me on the edge of the tub after resting her toiletries on the closed toilet. I watched her bend over and turn on the shower adjusting the temperature as I absentmindedly rubbed a thigh.
It felt like she was my caretaker as she carefully got my legs into the tub facing the opposite wall before getting in bonnet on her head. Rashida looked over her shoulder at me, then went to lathering up paying extra attention to her famous ass. She chortled to herself rubbing her muff waxing nostalgic.
"Enjoying the view?"
"Yeah."
"I know baby; you must have missed me when you were gone, huh?"
"Nope." Rashida looked back with a raised eyebrow, then grinned widely getting my meaning.
"Missed this ass, right?"
"Everyday." Rashida chortled.
"Damn man, you got me shook something fierce; calling you daddy and all that shit like you my man or something. Kinda makes me wish I'd taken the plunge back in the day when Renee wanted. I was supposed to be in her laundry room with you instead of Mintzy. Fuck I chickened out and then I heard you in there chasing her up and down those walls, kinda made me a little jealous."
"Jealous?"
"I'm just saying I missed my chance at first; then I thought you were some kinda fuckboy nigga."
"I am a fuckboy nigga."
Rashida smiled pulling me carefully into a standing position where she directed me under the stream where she proceeded to give me a very thorough bath. The chocolate beauty went further washing my hair and rubbing my back focusing on my shoulders before sitting me back down on the edge of the tub kneeling between my legs.
I wasn't surprised when Rashida began blowing me using her right hand to softly stroke me in a countermotion to her pursed lips. Her brown eyes were focused on mine throughout until I shot a few ropes down her gullet. She kept it up until my cock was standing up of its own accord earning her smile.
"So, we gonna make some movies tonight, or what?"
"I don't know, you acting like you want me to put a ring on it; you saw my camera bag in the other room baby." Rashida was positively glowing showing the pearly whites still handling me at the base of my cock.
"Come on, I want you to film some back shots, then I want you to upload that shit so we can watch simps lose their mind together." I raised an eyebrow as she gave my cock a little wiggle.
We made use of the second motel bed as Rashida Sikes mounted the end of it doggy. You couldn't deny the visual as I lined up the point of view shot capturing it from an angle that would maximize audience enjoyment. Rashida was already sopping wet which allowed me to go into overdrive quickly.
"You can wax that ass as many times as you want; I just wanna see it posted online. I want to see how people react to that shit. Don't even worry about being a quick shot or nothing baby. Just wax that shit for me daddy."
"Sure that ain't gonna be a conflict of interest or nothing; uhm, you're already on another site."
"Fuck man, stop playing with me; you know I came over here to make some content with you." My cock was so sensitive, I could feel every groove of her inner walls. Her luscious cheeks seemed a bit softer and bouncier after our shower.
"Oh you just wanted to make some content, huh?"
"And get fucked by a boss."
"That's more like it; arch that big ole booty higher cause I'm about to cum." On cue, Rashida's donk popped out spreading wider as she arched low to the mattress getting a good five ropes of cum on the edge of her cheeks while the rest hit her backdoor and peach.
"I don't know how you do it; man you cum like a firehose. You taking supplements or something?"
"What're you talking about?"
"Ain't no trick question; you be hosing bitches down for real. Most of uhm, other guys can barely get a cheek covered but you be waxing my shit proper. You be getting cum all up and down my motherfucking back and shit." Rashida was pardon the expression, waxing nostalgic.
"You don't like it?"
She answered by slamming her butt backwards into my pelvis with a pronounced wet sounding thud. I got so much of those sixty plus inches, I was starting to get motion sickness.
Rashida's words proved infinitely prophetic as I ended up slathering three more loads on her shuddering cheeks creating an epic mess before I was done. Chi Town Thunda capped the recording session flopping down on her belly making those cheeks clap loudly splashing my seed everywhere.
Afterwards we shared the bed both lying on our stomachs as she watched me edit the clip.
"This is so cool, like how you put it all together and shit." Rashida commented while I cut together the opening segments of what was going to be a ten minute movie gifted to the audience on my pay site. It was a closeup of my hand playing with her cheeks for the audience giving them an idea just how big they were.
"Sure you're not gonna catch hell for going off brand? I'm serious about that Rashida; don't want no trouble with your boss and you know she's watching too."
"You think she's obsessed with you nigga?"
"We've known each other for a minute; are you gonna lay here and bullshit me about fucking Ms. One?" I saw this look flash in her brown eyes as Rashida considered my words. Both of us were as naked as the day we were born.
"Maybe you should've thought about that before you fucked her little cousin."
"If you so scared, why're you fucking me?"
"You think you funny."
"Carlie had some damn good pussy; that shit was so fucking tight. You know, she could resize that thing? It felt like she had some nigga's hand stuck inside her snatch. I wished I was fucking her back in the day too. What do you think Renee would've done about that, huh Rashida?" I glanced over looking at her face finding the ghost of her lost feminine masculinity barely surfacing like some great white.
"She'd probably dose you with green shit again straight from the bottle and watch you burn at gunpoint."
"She did that to Jaquan."
"Oh yeah, she did do that." Rashida admitted visibly recalling the incident. Renee Kelly discovered my cousin prowling her old stomping grounds luring my cousin into her boudoir before publicly humiliating him in front of neighbors and the cops.
"Yup."
"Okay well, maybe she'd cut your dick off." Rashida offered playfully.
"You'd let her cut my dick off?"
"Well you laying next to me talking about fucking my old personal trainer and shit."
"Oh, she trained you?" I raised a brow getting a playful shove from her shoulder to mine. We shoved back and forth eventually giggling when I ended things with a loud slap to her naked cheeks.
"Not like that nigga; I mean she helped me get a workout routine together. She used to be on the track and volleyball team at her old high school. Carlie girl knows how to get her beast mode going like nobody's business."
"Then how the fuck she let Renee beat up on her like that, huh?" The mood changed in the room as she got serious, then mutely scoffed.
"You know about that?"
"She came to say goodbye at school; you know I work there because you're Renee's right hand and she tells you everything bitch. So if she ain't got nothing for me, why she pull her cousin out of college, huh?"
My arm was across her back allowing my hand to cup her buoyant right boob. I gave it a squeeze playing with the thickening nipple.
"She, Renee uhm, tricked Carlie up to her place talking about doing braids some new kind of way with this styling tool she bought online. That was bullshit because I already had those items in the salon, Renee told me to take care of things put me in charge; then said not to come up to her place until she came back down. I knew she was on some heinous shit, but I didn't want no part of it."
"What did Renee do?"
"What'd you think she did; tricked her cousin into her bedroom like she was gonna do her hair and started beating her ass with this hairbrush. It was uh, really a large bristle paddle that we use for customers with like, long wavy hair. Uhm, Carlie got some real long hair under her wrap and uh, well Renee went to town on the girl. Bitch should've known it was coming when Renee locked her bedroom door."
"So you did try to save her."
"We got customers and that noise was coming through the pipes nigga!!" I could see the guilt on Rashida's face as she recalled Carlie's assault.
"You're the one got her busted!"
"But you tried to help her out, right?" I pressed.
"Renee came to her bedroom door all red looking and shit; I was scared because the last time she had that look was when she got kicked out of Jaquan's crib. She was trying to act like everything was okay but was pressed into door blocking my view. I'm taller than her, so uhm, you know the rest."
"She beat up her cousin, her family."
"It was fucked up, really messed up because I got a quick look inside before she slammed the door in my face."
"What did you see?"
"A naked girl all scratched up with a puffy eye from Renee's fist. I knocked for a while wanting to get inside, but Carlie said it was cool. So, I went back downstairs and made up some bullshit about Renee being mad at Jaquan. Most everybody bought it anyway, and Renee showed up two hours after that with her right hand wrapped up. Carlie bit down on it really hard, so that's when they started throwing hands. "
"That's fucked up." We laid side by side as I finished editing the clip feeling her eyes on me while I worked.
"You think I'm weak, don't you?" I looked her in the face unflinching.
"I understand you." I leaned over giving her a peck on the cheek.
Rashida didn't look at my face just focusing on the movie we'd made on my laptop screen. I kissed her a few more times letting her push the ENTER button uploading it to my original pay site. Both of us watched the views and money come in quickly like raining coins from an old time slot machine.
The guilt read on her like a scarlet letter as I closed my laptop finding her waiting to make enough love to fog over her past cowardice in a one sided relationship. I laid beside her making out intermittently staring into her eyes cognizant of the accusatory expression on my face.
"I'm sorry about everything I've ever done to you since we met; I wanna make it up to you."
"Why?"
"Because you're my friend." She offered contritely as I mounted her missionary.
Her famously thick legs, those stallion thighs and calves were open bent at the knee in a sign of overt submission as I pushed into her steaming hot cunt. Rashida wrapped her defined arms around my back sighing as I nipped at her neck and traced her jawline with my tongue.
I had nothing to offer one way or the other.
We made love and alternately fucked deep into the night finally drifting off entangled in one another's limbs. I woke up sometime around three in the morning finding Rashida Sikes gone back to the streets.
She was gone and I knew the reason why getting my phone out finding confirmation from Demon that karma was done.
Rashida's clip was actively racking up coin making me feel guilty that she paid the price for her own retribution in more ways than one. I checked a panicked text from her confirming things further but didn't respond going back to sleep.
I had work to do in the morning after I visited the salon.
"Everything's gonna be okay Rashida." I drifted off into deep slumber.
**********************************************************************************************************
There was a large rented junk removal truck parked in the alley in front of her car. She was standing there frantically talking and yelling into her phone as I walked up hands visible, one holding my phone. Renee Kelly suddenly noticed me so excited that she fumbled dropping her phone on the ground reaching into her car.
"Motherfucker!" I found myself looking at the beretta in her hand but feeling nothing. I stopped short a good five feet in front of infamous baby mamma number two.
"Sorry Renee, I bought a phone to a gun fight." I motioned towards my left hand, which was in custody of the phone, then slowly raised it pointed at her vehicle.
I'd already had the number on speed dial since I woke up to an empty bed with Rashida gone in a panic. I pushed the button getting some ringing from her car.
Renee lowered the gun panicked looking at the source of the ringing from her open window and front seat, then back at me again.
"Hello Yoli."
I closed the distance from her pocketing my phone before reaching down taking the gun out of her hand.
I simply tossed it on the front seat finding the object of my curiosity in the burner phone tucked away in her driver's side door. I pulled it out finding my number exclusively in her contacts glancing over the top of her car at the damage I'd done to her business and reputation as a quiet neighbor.
Demon and associates followed through on the plan perfectly dropping everything they'd stolen right in her backyard up to and including the tiled floor they managed to uproot. It was a holy mess, a comedic retribution of epic proportions.
"FUCKING ASSHOLE, LOOK WHAT YOU DID!!" Her pale hand pancaked the shit out of the right side of my head two times before I responded in kind with one good slap to the left side of her face quieting Renee.
I shifted over a step while she slid one step to the side trapped against the driver side of her car when I put my hand up on its roof. I wasn't looking at her face, just at the mountain of debris in her backyard which made it impossible for any of the other tenants to use the back entrance to get into the building. Renee stood there breathing hard, chest heaving as I glanced down realizing she was wearing a black slip and some matching fuzzy flip flops.
Her hair was completely dark now cascading over her shoulders wholly natural blending into the satiny material covering her body, offset by her pale skin.
"You did this; Renee Kelly or Ms. One, whatever the fuck you call yourself; you did this to yourself. Renee Kelly fucked Renee Kelly and its absolutely pathetic considering what you had before bitch."
"So you got your revenge; you happy now?"
I took out my pocketed phone and snapped some daylight pics of her backyard with a terse smile on my face. Yeah, I'd wrought an epic payback on the surface, but she'd taken so much more from me.
Renee looked pretty much the same with a tiny bit of weight put on and a rounder looking face, but her staggering curves remained on point. She was the most beautiful monster I'd ever seen, and still dangerous.



"You had one job Renee; that one job let you front and thumb your nose while down low knowing you were no better than any of us. You picked your friends and associates well, buck broke my stupid ass cousin with your unparalleled beauty, in his eyes. All you had to do was watch out for Yoli; that was your one real job Renee."
"Oh, did she tell you that from her hospital bed?" It was supposed to be a barb.
"Damn, why did you let her eat your pussy when you knew she was mentally fucked up? You didn't have to do that shit Renee, but you did. You fucked that girl who was stupidly in love with you and for what; so you could have a plausible reason to fire her because her unrequited love was making you uncomfortable."
"You fucked her too."
"Yeah, I did but she initially fucked me because I slept with you; said she was getting closer to you and some other goofy nonsense. Then she was fucking me out of guilt because I walked in on your man, my cousin Jaquan fucking the piss out of her yellow box Renee. I'm so glad it was me instead of you because Jaquan would be gone today; he was fucking her like a porn star; how ironic, right? Renee, uhm Ms. Kelly, think you might've hipped me to the fact that she wasn't playing with a full deck, huh bitch?"
"You're supposed to be so smart; you should've figured it out nigga."
"Right, I should've figured out a lot of things; like how you felt like yesterday's news so you decided to play "make believe" huh, Ms. One?"
"Jealous?"
"What do you think?" Her already slanted green eyes were burning something akin to hatred into my face as they narrowed becoming slits. Renee was almost a living caricature of herself at this point.
"I think you downloaded my personal vlog, my stuff with Andre and his chipmunk bitch; I think you saw me flip the script on you men and get some back for our side of things. Let me hip you to something nigga; I wasn't even gonna do that shit, just testing out the camera. Was thinking about shooting some stuff of my own when we went down to Mintzy's store, but that dumb nigga was acting like he was scared of me and shit. Like he thought I was gonna bite him; so I did. Once I found out he was holding; that was a wrap for whatever the fuck he had with chipmunk. I loved every bit of it, fucking that big ass cock knowing I was in charge. Andre's my bitch, just like you were nigga."
"Is that right?"
"You were scared too; or are you gonna lie when you know how happy you were when I opened my legs. Do you miss eating my pussy, bitch?"
"You tell me Renee because you know everything; and while you're at it, why don't you tell me why you even wasted time fucking with my girlfriend Vicky Stone?"
"OH SHE'S YOUR GIRLFRIEND, HUH?!!"
"Yeah she was my girlfriend Renee; you know, my mom liked her so much, she let her sleep with me in the house."
"You should be thanking me because you didn't know what you were getting yourself into. Did your mom know she was a fucking street whore?"
"No, but she knows what you are."
"Oh what am I, huh fool? Tell me what the fuck I am; TELL ME NIGGA!! I WANT YOU TO TELL ME MOTHER FUCKER!!"
I stood there in front of her looking at her face tracing every detail of its exquisite symmetrical beauty framed by her dark mane of flowing natural hair. There was no negative space between us as she glared back at me seconds from punching and clawing my face into hamburger.
An errant strand of hair fell down between her slanted almost glowing eyes. Renee was breathing hard through her nostrils and mouth in huffs. Then it happened right there in front of my face.
Renee Kelly flushed crimson right before my eyes.
This wasn't rosy cheeks or a slight coloring signifying temperature but a full change of complexion as I watched it spread and consume her oval face followed by her neck, shoulders, and chest. My eyes drifted down into her cleavage finding it fully crimson tinted before looking up at her face again.
I had something akin to an out of body experience as I watched my pointer fingers appear sliding the thin straps of the black silken undergarment off her shoulders exposing her perfect sloping 36D breasts. There was a little bounce to them as I exposed them to the world.
Renee Kelly's tits were completely crimson with visibly erect nipples. I unconsciously made the comparison with Yoli who'd she'd been impersonating this whole time. Renee's nipples were so hard, they were these little spikes reddened brown non-verbally implicating her feelings.
Besides their flushed appearance, her breasts were peppered with goosebumps in anticipation. I didn't keep her waiting softy cradling the outsides of her breasts pushing them together creating an inviting shelf of pneumatic cleavage with nips begging for my lips. It was broad daylight and we were standing in an alley with a two lane street off to the side. She was already huffing, eyes widening.
Both of her hands framed the sides of my face as our lips merged. Renee's tongue slid easily into my mouth whipping about with unbridled passion, hot and slimy. She leaned in closer starting to moan dropping a hand to my bicep.
I broke the kiss.
Renee was huffing breathless staring back at me angry as her face turned into this demonic grimace. Her brow furrowed deeper than I'd ever seen before, breasts heaving mightily exposed for anybody to see walking by on the adjacent sidewalk bordering her building.
She didn't cover up looking progressively more angry and dangerous. She looked between me and her naked flushed tits then surprised me further grabbing handfuls of her slip wriggling and shimmying leaning against the side of her car.
Her green eyes never left mine as she went with it fully.
Renee Kelly got out of her black thong panties right there on the spot leaving them on the ground at her feet staring pensively at me without word. Her shaved muff was staring me in the face.
I turned around hands in pockets walking towards the end of the alley.
"WHERE ARE YOU GOING?!! YOU RUNNING AWAY FROM THIS, HUH?!! WHY'RE YOU WALKING AWAY?!!"
I didn't look back as Renee Kelly got progressively louder. I didn't think she was trying to frame me for assault or anything. She'd exposed her soft underbelly to me, which was utterly uncharacteristic for an Alpha Female, she wolf of the highest order. I wasn't looking specifically for Renee Kelly, infamous baby mamma number two.
I was looking for somebody much, much worse.
But first, there was going to be a family reunion of sorts.
*********************************************************************************************************
I'd planned everything out in advance taking things into consideration with a bit of luck on my side. My mother was visiting a friend one state over with her boyfriend and I couldn't have been happier for this opportunity.
Back in the day she was pretty much a homebody glued to her television while my dad enjoyed his newly minted single life to the fullest. After she'd started dating her current beau, mom had become more livelier and dare I say, happy.
Gene worked in the travel industry and wasn't shy about rewarding my mother with a number of on the fly vacations to places she'd never been when she was a housewife.
Dad was already a world traveler before she'd even taken that first trip to Barbados.
Me, I was strictly, economically domestic because my father said a man makes his own way in the world. I chuckled at the memory of getting thumped when I scoffed after being shown pics of a particular trip of his to Paris.
Of particular note was one pic which depicted my dad with some ridiculously thick black woman in a Brazilian themed showgirl's costume. I wanted to keep that picture for prurient reasons, but dad hid it away. His current more dour looking girlfriend was half living with him at the time.
She eventually caught him cheating.
Loud thunderous banging at my door shook me from the distant memory along with the shaking of my screen door like he was trying to rip it free of the house.
"He's later than I figured." I looked at the face of my phone making sure I had 911 on speed dial. I got up from the chair I'd placed in front of my front door as his fists beat into it from the other side. I made no bones about looking through the diamond shaped peep hole from my side of the thick oak door as my screen shook frenetically.
"HEY MAN WHAT YOU DOING?!!" Jaquan eyes hidden behind Renee's aviator shades, was frantically trying to rip open my screen door. This clueless guy was actually going to try kicking in my front door to assault me.
He stopped for a second or two looking at me incredulously, bottom lip quivering. There were claw marks down one side of his face. His face was also noticeably glistening. My cousin had likely been sobbing uncontrollably before arriving at my home.
I shuddered at the thought of Renee unleashing the beast on him and hoped little Daisy wasn't present when it occurred. Other than that, I didn't give a shit. Jaquan broke family and abandoned me.
Jaquan went back to frantically yanking on my screen door half ignoring me.
"HEY YOU AIN'T GOTTA FUCK MY SHIT UP; I'LL COME OUT RIGHT NOW NIGGA!!"
I screamed with enough base in my voice to make my wayward father proud.
There was this pause in his actions again, then he shook the door one last time backing off muscular arms outstretched inviting me to get those hands. He was wearing a white t-shirt spotted with blood and some jeans giving me the impression Renee ran in on him unawares.
There was murderous intent written all Jaquan as I opened my front door without hesitation. He seemed to think I was afraid going down a step on my front porch.
We stared at one another in a slow burn as I took my time milking the situation before lightly opening the screen door.
"COME HERE MOTHERFUCKER!!" Jaquan rushed the door throwing it wide as he grabbed a handful of my navy blue t-shirt.
Charity's police baton found a home against his abdomen accompanied by the loud buzzing sound caused by my thumb mashing the red button on its surface.
He went down like a ton of bricks. Jaquan tumbled down my front stairs rolling to the bottom on his back.
"Hey cuz, you didn't think I would try to throw hands with you, right? Look at you and look at me bruh; you'd destroy me and all for some motherfucking pussy that don't want you." I casually walked down the steps with the baton resting against my shoulder taking stock of my prone cousin.
I hit Jaquan again with an insurance shot of debilitating electricity before sitting down on my front steps right above him.
"I'm gonna have to ask you not to move until I've said my piece cousin; if you don't listen, the next shock will be to your nuts." The business end of my baton was hovering right in front of his face as he nodded.
"Why you do that shit?"
"That's not important Jaquan; excuse me for a minute."
I removed a thin can of dog repellant from my stuffed pocket noticing my snooping neighbor across the street watching. She made this dumb whooping sound when I waved back. I knew I was the best show on the block as Jaquan winced and grunted feeling the pain.
"You trying to kill me, huh nigga?" I waved the baton near his chin reasserting myself.
"Renee sent you over here to kill me; and your dumbass was gonna do it, wasn't you?" My tone was ice cold hoping he'd try to get up so that I could stun him again and perhaps use that dog repellant before pummeling him.
"YOU KNOW WHAT YOU DID!! WHAT'D YOU EXPECT?!!"
"I expected blood to be thicker than water Jaquan."
"YOU STOOPID!!"
"Yeah I'm stupid but your woman was gonna fuck me this morning in the alley even though her shit got pushed in with all that crap in her backyard. Jaquan, tell me this; wasn't she wearing a black slip and fuzzy slippers this morning when the shit hit the fan?"
He didn't say anything.
"Tell me Renee wasn't wearing that really nice and shiny black thong under that slip. Don't you just love how it looks on her making that big pale ass of hers, almost glow in contrast? Nigga if we gonna fight over community property, then I should've hit this morning. We was in the alley and she didn't give a fuck about anything, and that includes her trashed salon too, you moron! Did she tell you I was out there this morning nigga?"
"Well, what do you want me to say?" I watched him audibly swallow knowing how stupid he felt in hindsight. He flinched when I leaned in snatching the aviator shades from his face revealing his bruised countenance.
His right eye was puffy, the cornea flushed with blood.
"I want you to tell me what she was wearing cuz." I reiterated.
"Fuck you."
"Damn man, she scratched your shit up something fierce my nigga. I should've fucked her in the ass like I wanted this morning, but too many people were around. She didn't have no fucks to give about her messed up shit, her public reputation or being the mother of little Daisy. Jaquan my nigga, I'm gonna fuck Renee again, but she's gonna beg for it first."
"YOU'RE CRAZY!!" He shouted defiantly.
"Oh yeah?"
"She put you on, made you who you think you are today!! If it wasn't for Renee, you'd still be a motherfucking simp begging Yoli to like your dumbass!! Rashida, Yoli and all the others came from Renee bitch!! Hell, you should be thanking me for taking you in when your mom called. She didn't wanna take you on her hot girl summer nigga!!"
I hit him with a sustained burst of artificial lightning making him wriggle about screaming before I relented. My elderly neighbor across the street had been joined by a woman and some little girl watching with vested interest. She didn't appear to be calling the police much to my chagrin. Guess she didn't care about two brothers fighting in the streets. The business end of the baton ended up under Jaquan's chin.
"Let's keep our mother's out of this nigga; and what I mean is this Jaquan. If you even mention my mom's name, even a fucking whisper, I'm gonna blow your world up."
"YOU THREATENING ME?!!" I facepalmed with my free hand chuckling into my palm.
"Man, if you fuck with me again using my mother's name; I'm gonna send your mom a shit load of Renee's goddamn Ms. One videos. You should've kept my mom's name out of your mouth Jaquan because I know Auntie ain't gonna like seeing your orgy with Renee, Rashida, Carlie, and motherfucking Shawnee who you guys let Renee damn near kill. You over here fucking with me, but did you have that smoke for Andre nigga? ANSWER ME!!"
"Just business, about the bag." He mumbled.
"She said she enjoyed it; loved being in control because he was intimidated. Yeah man, that's what she told me and we both know she pegged you mentally too, my nigga. Jaquan, I'm gonna fuck Renee again and she's gonna beg for it."
"SO!!"
"You don't care cuz?"
"NO!!"
"Have you even seen that footage?"
Jaquan tried to move getting another shock before I brandished the dog repellant in front of his face as an additional deterrent.
"Do you wanna see it?"
"Let me up, I'm gonna leave!"
"Where you gonna go; fucking running away Jaquan, to where huh?! We both know she put you out this morning, so you just going back home without your motherfucking daughter, right?!!"
"YOU DON'T CARE ABOUT HER!!"
"I care enough to wanna help you get out of signing over your parental rights idiot; personally I think you're fucked, but your kid don't have to follow you down that road nigga!! Everybody in the family thinks you're a moron and a male sugar baby! You can't blame our people man; don't you wanna get Renee's hand out of your ass?"
"My business." He sounded dejected; a bit calmer now but otherwise remained inert matter at the foot of my stairs.
"You know Jaquan, when I look at things in hindsight, she's always had her hand in your backdoor. She was the prize jewel in your collection of beautiful women. I've seen some of the bitches you've hooked up with and eh, Renee is front and center visually, but back of the fucking line otherwise. What made you stop fucking around on her after Yoli?"
"What do you care?"
"Why would I ask if I didn't care cuz?" My nosey neighbors looked perplexed from their porch wondering why there wasn't any further action. I waved again getting a muted reaction and a return wave from the granddaughter who was immediately slapped in the back of the head. The girl ran inside the house with a sustained whine.
"She didn't care."
"What?"
"I knew I was full of shit and she knew it too; fuck the minute I laid eyes on her I knew I was made. When I went over to pick her up, Renee was wearing this tiny little satin robe with her hair pinned up. We made small talk and I know she saw me sweating bullets, but she took me into her room dropping that robe to get ready for the concert. Man, I was trembling because I knew it was coming, like she probably was gonna lock us in that bedroom and go to work. Whenever Renee's super mad, she likes to get the other person into an enclosed space before she frees the beast on some satanic shit."
"What happened Jaquan?"
"Can I sit up?"
"No." I waved the business end of that stun baton under his chin again as he continued.
"She'd dyed her hair pitch black, had it pinned up as she sat down in front of the mirror naked. I was standing there like a simp just watching when she looked at me smiling. You've seen how she looks when she's really happy all rosy cheeks and everything, but I was shook and sweating bullets. Then she got up and started taking off my shirt. When she went for my pants, I tried to stop her talking about us being late for the concert, but she got them off anyway. I was almost begging for her to slap me, scratch and punch, even put more of the green shit on my dick."
"Did she beat your ass?"
"Renee started sucking my dick, like really sucking and jacking on it with all this emotion I never new she had. I was so scared and turned on at the same time, but she was in charge. She got on top of me and beat my shit up like the queen we both knew she truly was. She was pounding me with that big pale ass like she hadn't done in years! It was quicker than usual, but it was what she did next that got me."
"What?"
"Before I could cum, she slid down my body throating my whole package. I blew so hard in her mouth it felt like I was on fucking cloud nine or something. Renee was sucking so damn hard and going to town on my shit that I almost screamed. Then she stood up offering her arms. I expected to get it at that exact moment, but she opened her mouth showing me the load she got out of me before swallowing it and just kinda giggling. Then she asked me to kiss her."
"After she just went down on you?"
"Yeah, and I did it cuz; wasn't no peck on the cheek. We was swirling tongues and everything, then you know what she said?"
"What?"
"It's cool, I'm a big girl."
"SHIT!" I wasn't expecting that leaning back with the stun baton allowing my wayward older cousin to sit up at the foot of my stairs. He didn't move other than drawing his knees up, folding his arms in front of them. He didn't look at me choosing to stare forward at my hedges.
"We went to that concert. Renee bought me a suit to wear telling me we were coming back and asking if I minded spending the weekend and more with her and Daisy. I felt like the biggest asshole in the world, even forgot the tickets back at the house. That's when you came in and found us." My brow furrowed at a quick memory.
"Fucking bitch." I blurted out partially compromised getting his attention.
"Cuz?"
"She kissed me man; right after she just swallowed your load nigga! Bitch playing with me even back in the day son of a bitch, Jaquan!! Oh yeah I'm about to have some fun with your infamous baby mama number two nigga! Kissed me right after she sucked your dick man!!"



Jaquan rubbed his chin with a smirk but otherwise didn't move.
"You think that's funny huh fool? How many times you kissed her after she fucked that nigga Andre, and others?" It was a Freudian slip.
"WHAT OTHER NIGGAS?!!"
"Don't worry about it man; you still wanna kick my ass now?"
"You hit me with a cattle prod."
"Do you blame me?"
"Still, that's fucked up."
"You came over here to kill me."
"No I didn't; I was just gonna beat the hell out of you for doing that crazy shit. We're in danger of getting evicted now!"
"Oh it's "we" now Jaquan; is that what you think while your supposed girl is making moves right in front of your face nigga? Are you that stupid, huh?!! Jaquan, you think she's gonna take you with her and Daisy?!! Do you even know what's going on right under your nose?! Of course you don't because Renee's been fogging up your lenses for a minute now; even got you some in-house pussy while she doing the most securing her motherfucking bag!!"
He sat there in silence for a few moments just beginning to wrap his head around the reality creeping up on him like a silent assassin.
"Renee got another man?"
"What does it matter? One thing's for sure Jaquan; you ain't her man negro."
"Cuz."
"All this time ain't none of us been her people my nigga, understand? AW FUCK IT BRUH, IF YOU STILL WANNA BE A SIMP, THEN WHUP MY MOTHERFUCKING ASS IF WE AIN'T FAMILY!!" I jumped up tossing the baton aside willing to put my immediate health on the line in front of this guy I shared blood with and nothing else.
He slowly got to his feet regaining his composure as I noticed a large stain on the crotch of his jeans. Jaquan had pissed himself when I hit him with the lightning. I didn't give a shit even pelting him in the chest with the narrow can of dog repellant. It bounced harmlessly off him like it was made of rubber. His face was a mess with a claw mark down one side of it, a puffy reddened eye on the other side.
"Hey man."
"COME ON JAQUAN; FUCK ME UP!!" I stretched my arms out mimicking his earlier posture.
Instead of pummeling me into mush, my cousin embraced me in a deep hug sobbing uncontrollably.
"I'M SORRY MAN!!" Jaquan blubbered.
Eventually I reached up giving him a timid pat on the back but remained outwardly unemotional. My cousin had no idea how deep the rabbit hole went and I really wasn't talking. Renee Kelly was going to find out how far my hand felt up her donk at the end of the day.
My mother and other family member's disparaging view of her as a person, even a human being was immediately validated. Jaquan was a shit person and the most irresponsible asshole I knew, but infamous baby mama number two was on a whole other level of evil malevolence.
"Why do you call her infamous baby mamma number two?"
"Because number one walked out of my life and ain't ever looked back. That's why she's number one."
"Oh-kay." I replied with a raised eyebrow.
"WHAT'RE WE GONNA DO MAN?!!" He handled my shoulders nearly ripping them free of my body in his panic.
"We ain't gonna do nothing and I spoke truth to power because you can tell Renee everything I fucking said. For all I know you still drinking the Kool-Aid outta her evil cooch and I don't give a shit. You wanna be a man Jaquan; a real fucking man nigga? Then we're gonna have to start deprogramming your dense ass right here, right now!"
"We family man, I ain't about that shit no more." He tried to convince me as we broke the embrace.
"Right, get your ass in my house and go back there to my bedroom. I'm gonna show you who Renee Kelly is underneath, but if that's too much for you; TAKE YOUR ASS BACK HOME THEN!!"
Jaquan stared at my impassive features doubtlessly finding a familiarity shared with infamous baby mamma number two.
"I'm sorry."
"I know, get inside." I wasn't even looking him the face, instead settling on his muscular chest.
I could've be demolished on the spot by this thirtysomething who towered over me in peek condition. Off in the distance somebody was blasting Bootsy Collins perennial street anthem "I'd Rather Be With You" as Jaquan slowly ascended the steps disappearing into my house.
"YOU DOING BOYS NOW?!!" My elderly neighbor yelled from across the street while her daughter laughed.
"HEY AIN'T YOUR DAUGHTER EIGHTEEN YET MA'AM?!!" I yelled back making the women run into their house slamming the door.
*********************************************************************************************************
Jaquan was sitting at the kitchen table when I got inside still in custody of the stun baton. We exchanged glances cautiously feeling one another out before I hung it in the closet. Despite his physicality, my cousin looked tired and beat to hell.
I stared at him without word sort of waiting to see if he would pounce, but he just looked out the kitchen window at our backyard finding the neglected garbage can grill in one corner near the garage. We didn't use it that much because my mother hated having people over after an impromptu family feud broke out one Veteran's day.
"Hey man you ever use that grill?"
"My expertise really doesn't lend itself to cooking."
"Every man should know how to cook and take care of themselves properly cuz; I love cooking for my little girl. She like my food better than her..."
His head suddenly dipped as he found himself looking at the laminated placemats on the kitchen table. I walked over putting a tall glass down in front of Jaquan after filling it from ice from the dispenser on my fridge. I filled it with some apple juice before sitting down in front of him.
"Bruh, I don't trust you, but I love you man; so I'm just gonna be honest and tell you that I'm gonna drag your baby mamma out in front of everybody. You say you ain't gonna fuck me over for her no more and I don't wanna put that shit on you Jaquan.
You guys gotta baby and I ain't trying to get in the way of that."
"Then why'd you trash her new salon?"
"Did you know about her new salon?" I asked.
I felt bad when he looked at the table again for a minute or two before taking a sip of apple juice.
"Bruh, Renee is preparing to nope the fuck out of here with your baby, she's got your signed over parental rights and a motherfucking war chest stuffed full of cash we made for her my nigga. Did you really think she was cool with all this polyamorous type shit you guys been on for a minute now? Especially after you did that grungy shit fucking Yoli, huh bruh?"
"Sorry." He muttered again making me almost pancake his stupid face.
"Listen to me Jaquan because I don't know how long she'd been planning this but mark my words negro; she's out sooner or later. After what I "supposedly" did, how do you know she ain't on a plane somewhere with your kid right now while we're talking? Man, you got eyes on your daughter, huh?"
"YOU THINK SHE'S GONE?!!" Jaquan whipped out his phone but I put my hand over his with a stern expression that quieted him somewhat.
"Look bruh, she's still in town for now and I ain't gonna tell you how I know that shit; Jaquan it's time for you to have a goddamn come to Jesus moment because you can't be raising no little girl that came out of her womb being a fucking simp."
"I FEEL LIKE SHIT MAN; THAT WHAT YOU WANT ME TO SAY, HUH CUZ?!! SHE GOT ME AND I CAN'T GO NOWHERE OR I'M GONNA LOSE MY KID FOR SURE!! I'M SORRY ABOUT FUCKING YOUR WOMAN BUT I'M GONNA LOSE MY KID!!"
"No you ain't."
"How can you say that shit; you think you gonna do something to stop Renee from bouncing me out of Daisy's life, huh nigga? You know she's got a motherfucking I.Q. of 140, huh?! Bet you didn't know that shit, did you?" Instead of responding directly, I filled his glass before sitting there watching him with my chin resting on my fist.
"Did you know she had a new salon already up and running?"
"No."
"Rashida didn't tell you; I mean she was your approved bed wench, wasn't she?" I could tell by the expression on my cousin's face the mental dagger of my aggressive questioning was carving up his psyche. My stoic expression wasn't helping any either.
"Look man, one day she just came into the bed room with her girl and we had a threesome. Rashida just sort of, uhm stayed and never left. Renee didn't care about that shit anymore; fuck she even let Carlie get hit." I raised a brow.
"When was that?"
"A couple of weeks ago; Carlie flunked out of college or something. Fuck man, we did it a few times after that before she bounced down south. Renee said something about having a cousin get her head straight. Rashida was still kicking it at my house, and so was Renee!"
"She wasn't there all the time, was she Jaquan?"
"Look, she's got a business to run, okay?!! Hell, Renee had two businesses up and running so sometimes she was staying over at her place, but she knew I was there with Rashida too."
"Yeah nigga because you can't hawk her movements with Rashida's big ass donk bouncing on your shit, huh? A distraction is what you had going on at your crib Jaquan. Hey man, is Renee on your phone plan or are you on hers? Don't you lie to me bruh." I was literally interrogating him watching as he took a mouthful half coughing as the next layer of the metaphorical artichoke was stripped away.
"I'm uh, on her plan; she bought me a new phone right before you showed up to stay with me. Said it was a birthday present and shit."
"Well at least she somewhat respects you, I guess."
"Why'd you say that?"
"Because since you're on her plan, there's no way you can look at her call history or get access to her text messages. I guess Renee kind of told Rashida about the salon, probably waved it under her nose as some kind of come up too. Jaquan, do you remember the time she let you film your own scene with Shawnee? I think, I was on my way out of you guy's inner circle at that point?"
"Yeah."
"Do you know she brought me that shit show and ordered me to make something decent out of it? Yeah, popped up at your crib with my equipment all jacked up before running off like she had a getaway car waiting. I watched what you shot and it was ass, to say the least; but I knew you were really just getting high on Renee's supply nigga! Must have felt good plowing the shit out of Ms. WTF with a hallway pass from your baby mamma, huh Jaquan?"
"WHY'RE YOU BRINGING THAT UP?!!"
"What do you think she was doing while you were uh, running up in Shawnee?"
His fist around the glass started shaking uncontrollably as the rage welled up inside. Some of the apple juice was starting to spill so I reached in gingerly taking away the cup before he shattered it and cut an artery or something.
My cousin was usually easygoing because no one really messed with him growing up and he'd always been coddled by his mother. Jaquan was a golden child wherever he went, but Renee Kelly was his one true weakness. My mother and some other family members sort of hated her for bringing out his aggression, talked about his tacit obsession with her.
Heck, I considered myself lucky to have survived being knocked out by him after sleeping with her the first time.
"Who she sleeping with?"
"How come you didn't beat up Andre for fucking her?"
"He's uh, dumb."
"But you thought about it right?"
"Rashida was clowning me about it, so I went to handle my business."
"What happened?"
"He uh, drew this picture on some poster board. He was hanging out at Renee's filming shit supposedly with his girlfriend, but Rashida had me pumped up. So the plan was to just start chunking the shit out of his dumb ass the minute I laid eyes on him. Andre, made this really nice picture of me, Renee, and little Daisy as a newborn. It was from one of the first pics we took after our baby was born. He had it picture perfect."
"So you didn't fuck him up."
"He's kind of retarded, I guess; but he was so excited for me to see what he'd done like he wanted a pat on the head. How could I beat him up for that shit, huh cuz? I just found myself pissed at Renee and she ate that shit up."
"Right." I added.
"Later on that night she was teasing me about it, then fucked the stuffing out of me like it wasn't nothing. I still felt like shit later, but she slept like a baby. The next day we got it framed, Daisy loves it so much that we hung it in her bedroom."
"Have you seen it?"
"What?"
"What she did to Andre; have you seen it bruh?"
His deer in the headlights expression told me otherwise. I suspected Jaquan purposely avoided it more than Ms. Kelly keeping it away from him. She would've creamed at his reaction to her dominating and screwing Andre in borderline psychotic fashion that afternoon. It was one of the reasons she got Shawnee involved.
"Hey cuz, I don't need to see that shit."
"But you're going to see it Jaquan; all of it or you're on your own with that crazy bitch and I'm still going to fuck her."
"WHAT IF SHE TOOK DAISY ALL READY?!!" I knew my cousin was deflecting. He didn't want to see the truth of "his woman" but I had other ideas. I also had Renee figured out in part getting out my phone checking the social media of her side hustle guy sitting there in front of her clueless baby daddy.
I found a pic on his page that indicated otherwise. Renee was pictured in a cozy selfie with the other clueless guy in front of her trashed salon. Demon and company had done a very thorough job of stripping the place in record time while I noticed a glaring omission in the photo.
The caption read: HATER'S GONNA HATE and under that bold text it was noted that "her man" was footing the bill to refurbish the place. I chuckled making my cousin neurotic.
"WHY YOU LAUGHING?!!"
"Daisy is alright, probably with a sitter that's not Rashida."
"How do you know that?" He looked spooked.
"Because she's been blowing up my phone all morning; and all of her calls are going to voicemail. Hey, let's listen to one bruh." I hit one of the messages.
"WHY YOU DO THAT SHIT?!! YOU GOT ME FUCKED UP!! OH RENEE GONNA GET YOU FOR THIS SHIT!! I THOUGHT WE WAS FRIENDS?!! YOU GOT RENEE WILDNG OUT AND SHE TRIED ME!! I GOT FUCKING FIRED NIGGA!!" Her voice while distinctly masculine in its own right, was strained and emotional.
We both could hear that Rashida had been crying while making all of those calls this morning. There was no doubt Renee likely assaulted her as well. Rashida Sikes had a glass chin in the streets and Yoli already exposed her. Nobody would ever take her serious again.
"Well that's enough of that for now; I'll call her back later." I ended the voicemail pocketing my phone while Jaquan looked at me incredulously.
"What happened to you; you're different." He commented staring me in the face reflecting a mounting apprehension as I drummed my fingers on the table.
"Infamous baby mamma number two."
"You ain't gonna make me watch that shit bruh."
"Yeah I am."
There was nowhere for Jaquan to go but my bedroom where one of my disposable laptops sat. An edited together clip of Renee Kelly's inaugural debut as Ms. One waited along with all the rest that followed.
Jaquan watched all of that shit.
He did not take it well.
"FUCK OUTTA MY WAY!!" We ended up getting into a shoving match but more because he was trying to escape the house than anything else. I found myself on the end of a one sided jostle that ran its course when he mentally broke.
"Hey man, you good?"
"No, I'm pretty fucking far from being good about all of this shit. Man, part of me thinks I deserve it too; nah I deserve all of that smoke!! I DID THIS SHIT TO HER CUZ!! ME!! I DID THIS!! I MADE THIS MAN!! FUCKING ME!!" I watched him blubber without comment or emotion when his phone suddenly rang.
"Hello?" Jaquan was so flustered, he answered on speaker.
"Oh hello sorry to bother you sir; but Daisy is still here at the daycare and usually you guys would've picked her up by now. Is everything okay?" I noticed the familiar tone little Daisy's teacher had with him raising a brow.
"Oh uhm, I'm on my way Takisha; sorry about that, I was out running some errands and her mother is, uh in a business meeting." My brow furrowed at his proficiency at covering for Renee.
"It's okay she's watching her favorite show in the day room; we'll be waiting."
"Alright bet." He hung up looking at me mutely distraught.
"Jaquan get yourself together before you go down there and pick that kid up."
"Yeah I know man-WHAT AM I GONNA DO ABOUT THIS?!!"
"Nothing, I'll take care of it."
********************************************************************************************************
In the end Jaquan made the hard choice with just a bit of coercion from me and his revealed wholesale emasculation by the truly infamous baby mamma number two. I still didn't trust him a lick, but I had other things on my docket before I stuck another knife into the soft meat of Renee Kelly.
It was blood in the water and I was in the throes of making a set of synchronized power moves. She was unintentionally helping me out by getting sloppy, but then again; I'd caught her off guard. This was going to be a sprint to the finish line from here on out.
Things were going to get nasty.
I saw her before she saw me obviously set up that way because I told her to meet me in the center of downtown in a highly populated area with a tourist attraction fountain less than a mile away from the lake.
Rashida Sikes appeared stuffed into an orangish turtle neck wifebeater and denim jacket with somewhat baggy jeans that did nothing to hide her badonkadunk. Humorously she was wearing a pair of Timberland work boots on her feet signaling her probable belief we were going to have some sort of physical altercation. She was also hiding her eyes behind some shades as I dialed her up on my burner phone.
"WHERE YOU AT?!!"
"Calm down Rashida, take your jacket off."
"WHAT?!!"
"Take your jacket off, now." She looked completely flustered glancing around like someone had a sniper rifle trained on her before doffing it revealing that wifebeater was backless.
"HAPPY NOW; I AIN'T GOT NO GLOCK NIGGA!!" She had the phone to her ear slowly spinning about looking for me unaware I was sitting a good fifteen feet away watching her from a distance.
"Calm down Rashida; how're we supposed to talk if you keep yelling. You're drawing unwanted attention to yourself."
"You come on out so we can hash it out then, fool! After what you did, ain't no way you can tell me how to act after you got me fucked up!" She was overly emotional, so much that I could see her chest heaving from where I was sitting.
"I didn't do anything to you."
"You uh, played me!"
"How did I play you Rashida?"
"You know what you did; showing up all brand new and slick, fucking me like that while you was busy trashing my job!! Where am I supposed to work now, huh?"
"Aw don't worry about it, I'm sure Renee's got insurance." I was casual reclining back on the park bench watching.
"SHE FIRED ME!!"
"Why?" Rashida dropped the phone from her ear visibly distraught dipping her head staring at the timberlands on her feet. From my seat it looked as if she were weighing everything in her life, having a moment of clarity.
"Because I was fucking you; she blamed me for what happened and fired my ass. Grabbed my hand and did that weird, dumbass Jedi mind fuck thing like she was seeing us doing it in my palm. Bitch bit me, clamped down on my hand like a Pitbull!! Said she was tired of me hanging off her coattails!! Said she gave me Jaquan, but I still wanted more of her leftovers!! Told me, next time she was dumping off in my ass with her pistol if she saw me and its all because we hooked up!! I was supposed to be watching the salon, but we were fucking that night it got robbed."
"Rashida?"
"What?" She was sniffling as I watched her wipe her nose from a distance unsure if it was theatre to trick me into coming out.



"Does Renee own you?"
"WHY YOU ASKING ME THAT?!!"
"Because I thought you two were the best of friends, but you're telling me that she is talking and treating you like her kid or something. Aren't you older than her? You're really telling me that a youngster is dressing you down, doing the most and you, just took it like a bitch? She fired you, so what stopped you from stepping to Renee and handling things according to street rules?!!"
Rashida didn't answer for a while breathing heavily into the phone.
"You're just trying to use me."
"Have I ever lied to you Rashida, seriously?" I didn't mind waiting for an answer.
"Why'd you call me?"
"Because I want to use you."
"YOU CALLING ME FOR A HOOKUP?!!"
"Calm down."
"What do you mean you wanna use me?"
"Exactly what I said Rashida; I wanna make money working with you bitch. Ain't no fucking need for you to go without because we're beefing. You got caught up and I understand that, but you're a whole grown ass woman with needs and finances. I wanna help you, but unfortunately you wanna be a straw head nigga."
"Straw head nigga?"
"Yeah, Renee been sucking all the brains outta your shit since you met her. Look at you Rashida, you don't even know how to take the next step without somebody telling you to bitch. For the first time in your life, you ain't sitting in Renee's palm and you didn't disappoint. You been locked up and gassed, now you think it's the end when it's an opportunity to write your own story."
"Fucking on camera for you is freedom; is that what you're saying fool?"
"No, but you missed the important part."
"What's that nigga?"
"I said I wanted to make money, with you Rashida; did Renee ever tell you that, huh fool?"
"No." She hated answering me.
"I bet you money right now that she was getting some coin way back in the day when you were doing that cam shit, right?"
"Uhm." Rashida looked around trying to find me, but still missed my obvious position directly in front of her.
"ANSWER ME!!"
"She said she'd put it under her umbrella for taxes and shit like that; I know what I was making so don't even try to tell me she was dipping in my pockets!! I had a cash card hooked up to that shit and she didn't have no copy either!! It was just so that things could be simple and she had a guy doing her taxes anyway, so I just said fuck it!"
"Damn girl; that cash card was connected to her bank account. Renee was paying you with your own fucking money all this time bitch!! Do you UNDERSTAND ME RASHIDA?!! Your salon paycheck and your motherfucking BOOTY MONEY NIGGA!! If you don't believe me, just ask her."
Rashida plopped down on the edge of the fountain with the phone between her thighs. She was crying, but the people milling about in the park didn't notice or didn't care.
"So now here you come and I'm supposed to follow you, right?"
"I already told you what I wanted, but you're free to walk away. Maybe Renee will have a change of heart and let you back into her circle if you REALLY kiss her ass enough. I told you the truth, never lied to you once and I offered you money on your own terms Rashida. It's up to you what happens next."
I sat there watching the wheels turn in her head glancing around for anybody of interest.
My encounter with the Fisher siblings taught me to keep my head on a swivel. My time with Charity yielded the learned behavior of negotiation styled coercion while Phoebe unintentionally reinforced the folly of having no definitive direction in life.
Renee Kelly would learn what she taught me when we were face to face. Every time we were facing one another until I was done.
"What do you want me to do?"
"Take the first step and toss your phone into the fountain; then I'll help you."
"Why?"
"Don't fuck with me; I know you Rashida Sikes. If you think I'm your enemy, stay in your place and know that it's all you'll ever be in life Chi Town Thunda." My words obviously stung deep into her core as she went through the aforementioned five stages of grief right in front of me unaware I was approaching from the back.
Rashida Sikes took that first step tossing her phone into the fountain waters.
"HEY WHAT THE FUH!!" She pivoted fist raised when I lightly tugged at her sleeve, brow legitimately furrowed. Rashida's hand stayed there poised to clock me until I softly lowered it until she opened it taking my hand.
"Come with me, hurry."
"WHAT?!!"
Before Rashida could react, I was half yanking her across the park another twenty feet towards the lakeside area where we found a short line of people boarding a city sponsored tram. I got my tickets out handing them to the conductor ushering my charge upstairs to the open seating.
"Hey what the fuck are you doing; where are we going?!"
"Calm down Rashida."
"Why do you keep saying that?!" I was sitting on the outside chair at the rear of the aisle looking back towards the direction we'd come from.
Expectantly two goons appeared at the fast disappearing boarding area. Rashida didn't try to fight or stall me but was probably unaware Renee was tracking her movements through the phone. I turned around in my seat finding her face inches from mine, confused.
"We're going to get you a new phone, and a few other things." Rashida raised an eyebrow.
"But I'm parked back there in the underground garage."
"Don't worry about that, I'll pick your car up later baby." I reclined for the rest of the trip enjoying the view of the lake while Rashida couldn't take her eyes off me scoffing intermittently. At this point the was nothing she could do but follow as we rode two stops down before disembarking near the north side of town.
Rashida Sikes was predictable using the bulk of her money to buy nice things outside of doing the bare minimum to keep up with bills and such, thus falling into Renee's hands when things got tight.
She usually kept to the more urban south and west sides of town shopping at malls which were fast becoming things of the past due to an ailing economy and rising crime rate.
Thus our immediate environs were pretty much almost an alien world to Rashida. She looked anxious and horrified as we entered the upscale mall shrinking into me at the sight of the prominent security staff on deck inside. I'd dressed appropriately looking like the college kid I actually was in hindsight.
"What're we doing here?"
"Taking the second step and getting you a phone; didn't I say that already?"
"I-uhm, know someone who can, give you a really good phone on the cheap." I was still holding her hand as we went up the escalator facing one another. The wide variety of ethnicities seemed to be making Rashida antsy, but I was comfortable.
"No Rashida, we're getting you something nice and legal." I gave her hand a squeeze as we stepped off onto the second floor. We strolled past a number of outlets with Rashida stopping me at the edge of a clothing store.
"You don't have to spend that much money on me."
"It's an investment, trust me."
I half pulled her inside this well-lit women's clothing store drawing some errant attention from a few patrons until we were standing near the front counter. Rashida looked as if she would hurl, but I managed to calm her down as an employee approached. I relieved Rashida of her denim jacket baring her open back top to the public.
She looked ready to throw hands as I turned to the blonde employee smiling with the jacket draped over my arm.
"Excuse me for the disturbance, you guys have a makeup counter here, right?"
"Uhm yes sir; can we help you?"
"Yeah we're looking for a nice cocktail dress and heels before we make use of your makeup artist. Do you think uh, your artist would have a problem with my friend's urban features? It's important because we have a dinner later?" I had an innocuous expression on my face while Rashida looked flustered as the store attendant looked her over.
"Oh no problem, the plus sized section is over there towards the back sir." The sales attendant perked up not realizing how offensive her words were. I casually turned Rashida away from the clueless woman marching her passively to that area.
"Why you bring me up in here!"
"Shut up." I stopped just inside the area noticing some underwear hanging from a few racks. Rashida rolled her eyes looking away with her arms folded across her chest as I perused the items getting a few stares from some middle aged woman with a hangdog face.
"So you got me where you want me, and now you're gonna be extra about it."
"No, you're embarrassing me acting like an escaped convict who just crawled out from under a rock somewhere. Don't you have any decorum whatsoever?"
"What's that?"
"Class." I held up a nice sheer bra and panty set on a hanger making her chuckle despite her misgivings.
Rashida took the hanger nudging me to the side going through the rest of the collection. My eyes settled on a nice maxi dress on display in an alcove. I walked over hands in pockets staring at it before my afternoon muse joined me there looking up at it too. Some lady rushed her teenaged daughter by looking at us like we were robbing the place.
"Say, how are you with fuchsia?" I was curious because Rashida had an observed proclivity for loud fashion and intricate prints.
"I do just fine, fool." I smirked at her as that same blond attendant appeared.
"Perhaps you'd like some assistance, uhm sir?"
"Yeah sure, ring up whatever my friend has in her hands, and uh, what size are you Rashida?"
"I'm good with a sixteen." She answered sheepishly acknowledging the extra bit of fabric needed to modestly cover her sixty plus inches of online fame. I squinted looking her up and down before turning to the sales attendant with my card.
"I'll take two of those dresses one in a fourteen."
"Yes sir!" The girl chirped up quickly pulling the requested sizes from an adjacent rack running off to make her commission but not before I snagged my size fourteen and a set of undies. Rashida already knew the deal rolling her eyes with a half-smile.
"You always doing the most."
"Not yet, I'm ain't." I prodded her towards some dressing room booths against the opposite wall mindful of the security cameras hanging overhead.
"You're crazy." She said as I pushed her inside the booth drawing the curtain but leaving a sliver of open space which I pressed my body into blocking the view from any outsiders.
"Strip, loose it all."
We were in familiar territory looking at one another as Rashida laughed to herself mumbling under her breath sliding out of her top revealing her bare lemon sized tits. She hesitated watching me for a second before noticing my outstretched hand.
The top ended up in my possession as she stepped out of her Timberlands also handing them to me one after the other. The baggy pants on her lower half were ridiculous and explained the denim jacket because Rashida had the ultimate plumber's crack.
She didn't say anything when my phone appeared.
"Here you go daddy." My eponymous nickname returned rolling naturally off her lips as Rashida gave me a roll of the hip followed by a loud, pronounced clapping twerk that made her pants slide over the curve of her butt.
"UHM SIR, IS YOUR FRIEND HAPPY WITH OUR FASHION?!" The store clerk appeared with my card and the rest of the stuff bagged.
"Why?" I signed the receipt.
"Because she's clapping." I chuckled along with the clueless sales attendant who disappeared back to the counter to ring up some waiting customers. Rashida's thunder was that damn good.
I found Rashida assuming the position with her baggy jeans just above her knees giving it her all until I reached inside slapping her right cheek making it wobble. She had no idea what was going on sitting on the little bench inside with some difficulty because of her monster ass. I ended up with her jeans in my custody but wanted the purplish thong covering her muff too.
"Damn, I should've gone into that bathroom when Renee offered." She mused drawing the undergarment down with a bit of effort because of her stallion sized legs. It seemed like she expected me to do something because she sat there in her birthday suit and some ankle socks.
"Socks too baby."
"Really?"
"Do you even have to ask; by the way, who were those two goons you had ready to beat me up? You know that's foul Rashida."
"My cousins, they was supposed to be watching my back in case it got out of hand." She averted her eyes staring down at the carpet.
"Oh you were gonna do your own fighting, huh?"
"You ain't bad, I can handle you." She offered words tapering off when she looked up at my crooked finger. Rashida stood up watching as I cupped her slightly fuzzy muff dipping my middle fingers inside finding her really wet.
"Sure about that baby?" I drew my hands out sticking my drenched fingers between her lips allowing her to taste her own essence. Rashida made the most of the situation approximating a nonverbal invitation for fellatio that I ignored.
"Get dressed." I filmed everything enjoying the visual. Rashida knew which side her bread was buttered on now.
By the time we left the boutique, I was in possession of that store clerk's business card having provided my newly acquired "client" with an on the spot makeover.
This finished up her ensemble along with a nice pair of heels to match her dress which thankfully had a tiny nearly undetectable drawstring allowing the excess material to be drawn tight around Rashida's established twenty-nine inch waist.
That bit of cord made all the difference as Rashida began magnetically attracting eyes with each step just outside the boutique. She looked at me nervous getting an encouraging nudge in the shoulder.
"Go on Ms. Sikes; it's time for you to walk." Her eyes narrowed noticing the camera in my hand while her lush lips curved into a wide grin.
She made it a good ten feet near the escalator before three guys of varying ethnicities descended on her dripping copious amounts of thirst. It was funny watching Rashida out of her element noticing a few others loitering about trying to get looks at her extraordinary proportions.
A few camera phones were trained on her sixty plus inches giving me what I wanted.
Rashida Sikes probably wasn't aware of her own in-progress rebranding. I chuckled at the sight of two men handing her their business cards while one unfortunate simp scribbled his number on a gum wrapper. I decided I'd had enough fun walking over finding a would be lothario holding one of her hands with both of his.
"Having fun?" I asked while the guy ignored me babbling a bunch of gibberish along with something about drinking a tub of her bathwater.
"Save me." Instead of taking her hand, I palmed her massive butt giving the aspiring boyfriend a wink and nod.
Undaunted, this dude had his phone out filming as I escorted Rashida away holding her old clothing in a bag in one hand and her badonkadunk in the other. I was worried a little along with Rashida because this guy followed us a few stores over before an errant security guard appeared.
I knew the former "Chi Town Thunda" was eating up all the attention and wouldn't have had it any other way.
She leaned in wrapping an arm around my waist as we happened upon an electronics store. I got her a new phone same model and a few designer cases without using any of my personal money.
Rashida was a little shaky about getting her own phone plan, because Renee had taken care of everything in the past. More and more of the social construct created by infamous baby mama number two was becoming clear as day.
Call it what you want, tree of life, a social ecosystem or anything else; Renee Kelly was at the center of it by design. I wasn't trying to emulate that esthetic with Rashida.
I wanted her to taste freedom.
"So, we're cool and everything, right?"
"Yeah, we're golden daddy."
"Stop."
"Okay but I'm still calling you that behind closed doors." Rashida admitted sitting on a stool outside an upscale Italian food outlet.
Descriptively speaking, just think of it as a Sbarro pizza joint for one percenters. There were these little elevated tables and stools outside it bordering the main floor of the high rise mall. I inadvertently screwed myself out of a seat because of Rashida's makeover.
She was tangentially attracting groups of people wherever we went and I was obliged to stand next to her instead of having a seat after finding out the adjacent restaurant was packed to the gills. My client was stoked and self-amused enjoying a decadent slice of multi-layered lasagna along with a glass of red wine. My knees buckled a bit by the time she finished off her repast with some tiramisu.
"Well about that Rashida; there's a nice little youth hostel I'd like to show you for a minute or two."
"Oh yeah?" She knew where this was going.
One uber ride twenty minutes later, I was sliding my cash card into the slot outside the hostel finding a newly employed manager / janitor inside who gave both of us the stink eye. I ignored his visual disdain prodding Rashida upstairs thinking to myself that he should be grateful for my past indiscretion with Carlie Brown.
It was the reason he had a job as we found an adjacent room next to the one I'd formerly occupied with Renee's cousin. Rashida knew what I was looking for playing to my phone feigning trying a few doors before I descended shoving the thick beauty inside our "rented" set. I'd explained myself thoroughly on the ride over.
Rashida had her dress gathered up mid-abdomen stumbling forward in front of the camera like she would topple to the floor. She grabbed the edge of the modest bed mounting it at an angle with both feet planted twerking loudly like a mad woman.
I pulled out my phone checking social media for Renee's side dude Adil. There were more than a few pics of the happy couple which made me smile while Rashida kept twerking that monster ass of hers. I texted Jaquan getting an instant response back.
He just told me he'd taken little Daisy Kelly out for playtime and a bite. The ball was in play despite the fact I didn't know what Renee Kelly was presently doing outside of Adil, her fallback and best source of income at the moment.
I called up Renee leaning in the door watching Rashida getting her voicemail a few times which made me smile. Adil was likely getting the fuck of a lifetime to ensnare him further into her web. Renee was working hard for the money as I left a text full of heart emojis apologizing and asking for a face to face after eleven pm.
"Hey bruh, we fucking or what?" Rashida looked annoyed even after I'd spent half of my day building her up.
"Yeah, I was just taking care of something baby."
"I don't even wanna know what you're doing now; just leave me out of it." The former Chi Town Thunda was starting to learn and it brought a smile to my face.
"Whatever you say."
"DADDY!!" Rashida screamed out my nickname as I drove myself home between those mountainous cheeks.
********************************************************************************************************
" Just like clockwork."
Renee's car rolled to a slow stop adjacent to my garage. I sat in my lawn chair silently watching her in silhouette behind the wheel with her high beams illuminating part of my yard. My phone rang prompting me to answer without word or salutation.
"You see me sitting here, so why aren't you coming out?" I had my phone on speaker.
"Why would I do that Renee?"
"Don't you wanna make up with me? Look, I'm not playing with you so come on out and get in this car." She was deadly serious.
"Like I said before; why would I do that Renee?" Her heavy breathing filled my ears in stereo quality. I could almost hear her thinking.
"I'm not gonna hurt you; I'm not gonna try to get payback for what you did to me even though that was some messed up shit. I just wanna talk to you, okay?"



"Will you give me some pussy too?"
"Yeah, just come on over." Renee sounded contrite to a fault after a night of blowing up the house phone at my mother's place. I didn't answer those calls either.
"I don't know about that." There was a long pause as I imagined her silently bristling.
"So, you don't feel nothing for me, huh?" I'd been listening and observing her for so long since we met that I instinctively picked up on the twinge of anger in her voice however muted.
"What do you think?"
"I think you're being obstinate because you're mad at me because I did something with that girl you thought you liked."
"Say her name." This time I knew she was doing a slow burn in silence.
"Vicky, okay?"
"Vicky what?"
"Vicky Stone, your little girlfriend for what; a drink of coffee? You didn't even really know her that long and you're calling her your fucking girlfriend. When it's all said and done, you're gonna realize you weren't in love with her. You're gonna see it was, just something different." She was ranting and didn't even realize it.
"I guess I'll never know because of you."
"Come over here."
"For what?"
"We can go somewhere and talk about it more; just talk okay? I'll take you anywhere you wanna go and we'll uhm, work it out."
"Where are we gonna go at eleven forty-five in the middle of the night?" I took a chug of my beer staring into her high beams from a distance.
"We'll find a place."
"And then what, Renee?"
"Why're you being like this with me? I came all the way over here just to see you and all you wanna do is act like a kid and be difficult with me. I know how you feel and I understand it more than you'll ever know, so can't you meet me halfway? Come on, don't you wanna be with me? I'll make everything up to you and we can, uhm bury the hatchet."
"Bury the hatchet?" Renee groaned. I heard her hit the steering wheel in frustration.
"Make love; I want you." She admitted finally.
"Well you're gonna have to do more than hide in your car if you aren't really trying to take me out. I want you to come over here and take my fucking hand bitch."
Infamous baby mamma number two shrieked at my defiance ending the call as I heard the car engine fire up, then abruptly stop. I took another sip from my beer as her car door slammed loud enough to create an echo across the block. There was the jangling of keys and the sound of her footfalls which sounded padded.
I was facing my garage as thoughts of Tressie Fisher getting a whipping on the other side filled my mind. I wondered if Renee would allow me such a caveat if I asked. Her feet appeared beside my lawn chair in these Nike flip flops. She took my beer finishing the can before offering her pale hand.
"Ain't this what you wanted?" She asked flustered as I looked up at her symmetrical face.
Ms. Kelly was wearing a simple pink colored sleep shirt with a cartoon graphic of a sister with a large afro either praying or sleeping emblazoned on the front. It was just a head and hands to the wrists barely distracting me from her powerful curves. It would've stopped midthigh if not for her thick shapely thighs. There was no doubt Renee Kelly was creeping.
"Yeah but what are we gonna do about him?" I nodded towards the opposite end of my backyard getting her eyes to follow.
Jaquan was sitting there against the tree in a plastic lawn chair hunched over elbows on knees, fingers interlocked. He was shrouded in darkness but there was no doubt he was glaring at her like some wild beast full of rage.
You could almost sense the heat emanating from his body as he leaned back staring at "his woman" suffering all the feels.
I had nothing left to give to my cousin, my family other than loyalty of word, very little else. Jaquan covered his mouth with his hand standing up towering over both of us even from a distance. Renee pancaked me, but I remained silent, watching as my cousin approached.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING HERE?!! YOU'RE SUPPOSED TO BE WATCHING DAISY JAQUAN!! YOU'RE NOT SUPPOSED TO BE HERE!! I TRUSTED YOU AND YOU OVER HERE STUNTING AND SHIT!! WHERE'S OUR BABY NIGGA?!! WHERE'S DAISY?!! WHAT DID YOU DO TO HER?!! DID YOU LEAVE HER WITH ONE OF YOUR BITCHES, HUH?!! ANSWER ME!!"
Renee flinched when he reached in her direction expecting some violence perhaps, but my cousin never hit this woman in his life. Her involuntary reaction was an indictment of the guilt she felt internally. Jaquan snagged a handful of her nightshirt yanking it up.
"You ain't' got no panties on." He took things further raising her cotton frock higher exposing a bare breast. Renee slapped his hand away pulling down on the hem partially hunched over.
"WHERE'S MY BABY NIGGA?!! YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO BE WATCHING HER!! WHERE'S DAISY?!!" Renee screamed defiantly with her arms folded across her chest stumbling back glaring at us through her slanted eyes huffing. Her gaze settled on my face, innocuous expression, and all.
Renee's car keys suddenly came flying at my face, but Jaquan caught them.
"Daisy's with her grandmother bitch." He dropped the keys on my little table as he started walking towards my backyard gate.
"SHE'S HERE IN TOWN AND YOU DIDN'T TELL ME?!! SO WHAT YOU THINK YOU GONNA DO SOME SHIT RIGHT?!! I GOT YOU RIGHT HERE JAQUAN!! I OWN YOU NIGGA AND DON'T YOU FORGET IT OR I'LL ...!!!" Renee threatened.
"Use the man's child as a weapon to control him unconditionally?" I added.
"YOU SHUT UP!!" Renee rushed past me intent on following her baby's daddy, but Jaquan was already solemnly approaching her on the opposite side of my fence looking straight ahead. Renee stopped short watching him pass her without further word going into the alley.
Jaquan's sports car roared out of the alley like a bat out of hell leaving us alone as Renee turned to me wiping some tears from her eyes.
"Are you happy now?"
"No."
"WHAT ELSE DO YOU WANT?!!" I perked up in my lawn chair getting up staring at her tear glistened face. She stumbled back into the fence looking panicked as I boxed her against it. Renee was breathing hard flaring nostrils as I noticed her complexion starting to change again.
Infamous baby mamma number two flushed deep crimson in front of me again as I reached down pinching some of the cotton material between two fingers gingerly raising it until her bald pussy was staring me in the face.
She didn't stop me even when two of my middle fingers ran along her slit finding her sopping wet to the touch. Renee watched me bring those two fingers under my nose for a whiff before licking them clean as I let her nightshirt go.
"Bring me the one I want." I went back to my lawn chair cracking open my next to last beer as she grimaced looking like her pretty head was about to explode.
"FUCK YOU!!" Just like that, Renee Kelly ran from my yard like she was on fire retreating to her car.
I took a deep sip of my Heineken as she burned rubber leaving me alone for the night.
I slept like a rock later but made sure to set my alarm for six in the morning. I wanted to be there bright and early.
********************************************************************************************************
I opted for the train downtown the following morning luckily getting the first out of the station. I didn't usually ride the train these days owing much to my current world taking place in this urban sphere of the city, but today the sun shown just that much brighter as I glanced at Adil's social media.
"Ain't love grand?" The suspected lovestruck mark had taken a pic of a sleeping Renee in his bed unintentionally telling me where she would be at this early hour.
The wayward Ms. Kelly was pictured asleep snuggled into his side wearing the same pink sleep shirt from her failed hookup with me last night. Apparently she drove straight to this guy's flat right after being humiliated by me and finally rejected outright by her baby daddy, my cousin Jaquan. I had a nice little trip through a few neighborhoods as the train gradually filled up for the morning rush.
My own status at the local community college was still up in the air i.e., I hadn't called to check on my schedule since pulling that stunt with Steven and Zoya.
I was looking forward to having a great breakfast at Adil's place.
He'd written in his social media post that his lady love would be opening the place with him. The early morning sun peered over the myriad housetops with a majestic glow as I patted the computer bag under my arm. I'd squeezed in a little bit of editing before turning in for the evening.
"HEY BRUH!!"
"Oh you came back; you disappeared last time so I thought you didn't like the motherfucking food or something." I was surprised Orlando the cook recognized me.
"Come on man, I wouldn't do you like that. I even left a tip so what you talking about homes?"
"Oh yeah you did, sorry about that." His smile was reassuring as he reached across the corner dapping fists with me. I pulled up a stool putting my computer bag on the counter as he got me a cup of joe.
"Hey Orlando; you guys got Wi-Fi here?"
"Yeah we're modern, you can even plug in down there below the counter."
"Thanks." I leant down finding a public outlet as he placed a slip of paper next to my computer bag. I took a seat pouring some creamer into my coffee. I noticed the other guy Raul was missing.
"What happened to the other dude that was here?"
"He got snagged and bagged if you get my drift; hey you go to school down here or something?" Orlando motioned towards my laptop as I dumped a few packets of sugar into my styrofoam cup.
"Officially in a few weeks, but I got a job over at one of the community colleges a few stops over from this station. I thought I'd come down here and get a little work done, maybe see some of those hot girls that go to school around here."
"That Raul homie was a straight up simp hawking hoes over gold." Orlando commented flipping some burgers on the open grill while I got my laptop out.
"Oh yeah, wasn't he tripping out on your bosses girlfriend a little too hard?"
"Yeah but everybody trip when they see that bitch." He replied nonchalantly frying up some onions. It was sort of a conveyor belt operation with fixed items as a new guy appeared with a push broom cleaning the front of the restaurant.
"Don't like her bro?" I replied whimsically getting a raised brow and thuggish scoff from Orlando as he flipped several burgers.
"She fine as fuck but her bag game is seriously obvious; I don't care as long as it don't effect my paycheck. Man, she got my boy Adil turned into a motherfucking transformer."
"Transformer?"
"Yeah that homie like Optimus Prime now; instead of turning into a truck, that fool turn into a ATM." I busted up nearly spilling my coffee.
He joined in the laughter as a couple walked inside the small outlet waiting to order. The new guy dropped everything running inside to meekly take the young couple's order.
"She got it like that big homie?"
"Man, that pussy so good, I don't want it." This short order cook was hilarious.
"Hey man I'm right there with you Orlando; I love my money too much to let a female get her hands in my pockets. I guess your boy got deep pockets, huh?"
"Check it out."
Orlando no look gestured towards the other side of the street drawing my attention to Renee's gutted salon. Demon and his boys had really done a number on it even jacking up the windows. I was grateful I hadn't told him Renee was responsible for Vicky's incarceration.
"Damn man, what happened over there?"
"Who knows, probably some side nigga or something I don't know; but whoever did that shit came through for reals, know what I'm saying?"
"Let me guess, your boss is footing the bill for repairs, right?"
"Told me they're going into business together."
We did a joint doubletake then started busting up as a group of college girls approached the counter looking for sustenance. Orlando spotted me a small apple fritter and refilled my cup as I went to tapping away on my computer waiting for the inevitable.
Both of the employees went to work in earnest handling the incoming crowd. Despite my jovial appearance, I was a bit on pins and needles worried the happy couple wouldn't show.
"Check it out." Orlando interrupted me pointing with his spatula getting me to turn away from my laptop.
The aforementioned Adil was driving slowly by into the fenced off adjacent parking lot in what looked like a cream colored Tesla. It was a bad ass ride accessorized with one infamous baby mamma number two riding shotgun behind lightly tinted windows. Even from a distance she looked like an entitled princess as Orlando leaned in grinning.
"See what I mean about that nuclear pussy?" He half whispered into my ear.
"Oh shit yeah."
"That's some bond girl type shit right there bruh." We chuckled jointly as his coworker delivered some new orders.
Adil was first out of the car wearing a full business suit sans tie with some white Big Baller sneakers on his feet. Seeing him in person didn't help the Adam Sandler comparison either as he looked to be on cloud nine after spending a night with Ms. Kelly. Behind the tinted windows I could plainly see her professionally made up symmetrical beauty.
It was heavy with attention to detail around her slanted eyes so much that you'd think she was Asian if you didn't know better. Her hair was drawn back tight on her head into this ball shaped ponytail with the sides having this flowy strands framing her face. Her full lips were painted a plush velour color looking like rose petals against her almost chalky pallor. This furry collar cradled the bottom half of her face, part of what looked like a padded lamb wool coat.
"You in love, ain't you?" Orlando taunted chuckling to himself.
"Oh you have no idea." I commented smiling as Adil rounded the front of his vehicle to open Renee's door like a true gentleman.
I knew Jaquan would've gone full OJ if he were here to see his wayward baby mamma being coddled and truly treated like a queen.
The expensive coat stopped at her waist leaving her awesome lower half on display wrapped in this peach colored silhouette skirt. The knee length frock decadently hugged every curve leaving her feet in these Gelato lace up platform heels. All of the time I spent with numerous women was starting to make me a novice fashion guru able to recognize brands at a glance.
Her gear was undoubtedly born of Adil's wallet.
"Yeah you wanna hit it."
"Feels like I already have Orlando." I mused half turned towards the happy couple. She still hadn't noticed me sitting there watching in plain view as her suitor received an impassioned kiss from my cousin's baby mamma.
"You tripping." Orlando commented placing my ordered breakfast sandwich on the counter next to my computer.
I barely noticed watching Adil take both of Renee's hands in his own backing slowly towards his establishment. He seemed unable to take his eyes off her face and I completely understood as they got within five feet of me.
Then time stopped.
Renee Kelly, infamous baby mamma number two was looking directly at my grinning countenance.
Those catlike green eyes of hers suddenly enlarged two sizes then retracted sharply into slits as she flushed crimson. Adil noticed immediately, his back facing me as Renee's head jerked up into his concerned face, then away towards her feet.
I was visibly euphoric at her situation watching as she stumbled back a step trying not to panic. Those eyes began fluttering as I thought about Jaquan's assertion that she was a bonified genius. Adil was alarmed taking great care with her hands as I watched Renee motion towards her bombed out salon.
This guy had no clue what was going on right in front of his face noticing her beet red complexion out of the blue. Renee lightly tugged one of her hands free as they spoke in hushed tones repeatedly gesturing towards her destroyed salon.
It felt like she would break out running for her life if he wasn't holding one of her hands as she betrayed herself looking at me again mouth slightly open as if she were about to hyperventilate.
Adil gradually followed the trajectory of her gaze finding me sitting there as she grabbed his bicep hard. When he looked back, she was manifesting the warmest smile cupping the side of his head lovingly. He glanced at me interested.
"Hey, can I help you with something friend?" It was some sort of challenge despite his even tone.
"YEAH UH, AIN'T THAT A TESLA YOU GOT OVER THERE SIR?!!" I yelled back in a harmless tone. His face softened at my recognition of his visible wealth and status. Renee half hid behind his right side staring a hole in my smiling face.
"Oh no, this is their competitor and it is called The Lucid Air my friend; drives like a dream too."
"Wow, I'd love to have one of those eh?"
"Adil, this here where you are dining, is also my business."
"Seriously?" I looked mock shocked watching Renee who looked as if she would hurl any second.
"Why yes, it is one of many that I own in the downtown area. I should hope you are enjoying the menu here."
"OH YEAH BRUH, THIS IS MY SECOND TIME COMING HERE!!" I raised the breakfast sandwich taking a big hungry bite out of it to keep myself from busting up in their faces.
"Tell you what; your meal is on the house. I must excuse myself as I have much business to attend to my friend; this lovely lady is in need of attention."
"Oh yeah, you guys make a nice couple; how long have you two been married?"
My disingenuous comment seemed to make his day as he glanced at Renee beaming. I watched the awkwardness in his movements as he draped an arm around her shoulder addressing me.
"Working on that every day but she's making me wait a while; Renee, aren't you going to introduce yourself?" I could swear she swallowed making this weird face obviously twisting in the wind.
"Hello." She replied meekly burying her face in Adil's side.
"Sorry, usually my lady love is a bit more sociable; honey are you feeling okay?"
"Uhm, I uh, don't...well, I'm a bit flushed."
"Yeah you don't look so good ma'am; maybe you should sit down." I added enjoying myself taking another bite of my breakfast sandwich. Adil looked truly worried about Renee clueless to her duplicity as I glanced over finding Orlando watching our exchange with vested interest.
"BUT UH, MY SALON DARLING!" Renee countered stumbling all over her words still side eyeing me.
"Yes I've told you I will fix it better than before and we'll get a security company hired as soon as possible. If you want, we can get you a much better place with even more foot traffic than here."
"BUT ADIL!"
"Women are not supposed to contradict the man; this is the natural order of things in life between two people who deeply love one another. What will you say when we have our very first baby? Will you tell my son that you disobeyed his father? Come now, you know I will buy you anything you want in life; do as I say."
"Uhm, yes okay." Renee answered unevenly looking down, but Adil raised her chin with a single finger giving her a light kiss on the lips.
I sat not three feet away watching bemused resting my own chin on my fist snacking on my free breakfast sandwich as he turned in my direction.
"We shall be meeting with some prospective contractors and a few interior designers; hire which ever one of them pleases your fancy. It was nice meeting you and thank you for your patronage, I'm afraid I have to retrieve my merchant bag. Trying to teach my fiancé how to properly manage money, you know?"
"Sure sir, but I have to ask this; is your fiancé a model because I could swear I've seen her somewhere before?" Renee's face twisted nearly going into ugly cry mode but she turned away before he noticed.
"Oh no, this one was raised right fully sheltered from the world by strict parents. If she wants, we could easily go down that road I'm sure."



"That's cool, too bad there aren't more like her at home, is there?" Adil glanced down at Renee nudging her with his elbow ever so lightly.
"Prosím zlatko, nechcem s ním hovoriť. Nechcem ťa zneuctiť rozhovorom s iným mužom." Renee spoke his native language flawlessly giving me a shock to the system.
"WOW!! I could've swore I heard her speaking English a few moments ago." Orlando was leaning against the pen counter window watching with a smile on his face as I played the role.
"Yes, my angel here is proficient in several languages; how many do you speak honey?"
Renee bit into her lower lip making me grateful she was undercover for the bag. Under any other circumstances I would've been executed like fucking Scarface or something.
"Seven, obviously Slovak, eh Spanish, Italian, Greek, Filipino, Russian, and some Arabic." Adil was definitely stunting in his own head almost swelling with pride which made me want to add a little to our conversation.
"Man, that's incredible for a black woman."
"OH NO MY FRIEND, NO OFFENSE TO YOU BUT MY WOMAN IS A MIXTURE OF MANY DIFFERENT CULTURES!!"Adil cut in walking a tight line and giving me additional information.
"It's okay I'm used to it sir; it's America after all, right?" I chuckled noticing Renee didn't correct him about her assumed racial identity. This bitch was in deep as fuck over her head now with my appearance.
"Honey shouldn't we be getting to the bank?" She cut into the conversation abruptly.
"Renee, what did I tell you about interrupting?"
"It's all my fault sir; I don't wanna mess up your day any further and I'll definitely be back again. The food is delicious; hell I think I have a friend or two who would enjoy the menu here." I apologized interrupting a potential dress down of my former mentor and lover.
"Bring as many people as you like; Orlando give my new friend some of our coupons. Honey, I'm gonna grab the money from the safe, you keep our friend company until I get back." Renee meekly nodded without word as Orlando planted a stack of index card flyers next to my laptop. Adil disappeared into his outlet restaurant.
The minute he was gone, Renee turned her back to me facing the adjacent parking lot.
"Hey Orlando, man you gave me something and I didn't get anything. Tell you what, I'm gonna write down my website. I'm gonna give you a free pass brother, provided you're not uh, a prude or anything?"
"What kind of site is it homie?" Orlando chuckled.
"Not for kids, bruh." I started scribbling my new pay site on a napkin barely finishing before Renee's hand shot in snatching it away.
"Hey what's up?" Orlando looked at Renee who was suddenly standing right behind me looking crazed.
"SHOULDN'T YOU BE WORKING?!!"
"That's what I'm doing; you gotta problem with it?" The familiar Renee Kelly I knew bubbled to the surface as her eyes became angry slits and little else. It felt like she would punch me in the back of the head if she could, but then she just smiled, rather warmly.
"I got a friend who thought you were cute when she saw you on my Instagram last week; you don't want me to go back and tell her you jerk off to porn, do you?" I was bemused wondering who she would drag downtown to fuck Orlando for silence.
"Is she cute?" Orlando's mood shifted expectantly.
"Look at me; what kind of girls do you think I hang out with?" Renee leaned into the counter in front of me obscuring his view.
"Serious?" Orlando was invested.
"Yeah, you can handle her probably, but don't be acting like a fan or she'll think you're a simp." Renee instructed speaking in a jovial yet slightly urban tone.
My hand found its way onto the curve of her perfect heart shaped derriere, but she didn't react. I glanced around her shoulder finding Orlando's beefy side view facing me. They were talking in hushed tones, unmistakably Spanish. My fingers closed into a big clawing handful with the nails deep in her pronounced undercuff.
Since she wasn't reacting content to carry on the rest of the conversation in Spanish, I decided to explore finding a tight thong between her luscious cheeks which I snapped like a rubber band.
"Ti sto diáolo, re moré re skýla!! Tha éprepe na se gamíso!!" Renee exclaimed turning into me like she wanted to throw a right.
"What language is that?" I was resting my elbow on the counter, chin on fist again as she collected herself.
"Greek."
"Oh I love that; what about you Renee; do you like Greek?" I was dripping smarm trying to get her to react violently.
"I like it just fine."
"Does Adil like it too; Greek I mean?"
"That's kind of personal don't you think?"
"Well, you cut into my business so I think I'm kinda owed." The subtext of our conversation was lost on Orlando still in earshot flipping burgers as a couple waited patiently.
"And what is your business?" Renee almost hissed.
"I think you know."
Renee's brow furrowed reminding me of her innate rage the first time we met. She was flushing again out of anger quickly walking a good five feet away giving both of us a view of her supple fifty inches of prime derriere. That silhouette skirt was so tight, her twisted thong was visible in imprint.
"Come on homie, don't mess up my love life." Orlando snickered with a knowing look in his eye.
"Wouldn't think of it; tell you what bruh; if it doesn't work out or she ain't really got no friend, I'll hook you up with a baddie, a real woman. She's mixed too, I think Shi Lankan or sort of Indian, we don't talk about it much, just fuck."
"Stop lying."
"Who's lying, I'm gonna put her on my site; she's built just like your girl over there too."
"You're dreaming." I started dialing up Zoya hoping against hope that I could stick it to Renee even further before blowing her shit up.
"Hello dear heart, are you still cross with me?" Zoya's thick UK accent sounded loud on speaker.
"I'm thinking about it real hard; but you know you fucked me over bitch."
"I'll do anything if it will put me in your favor; Steven and I aren't talking currently. That's your doing and I'm very much in need of some company."
"Well maybe if you send me a pic of that ass; fuck I wanna see your whole body in the frame too Zoya."
"Is that all; perhaps a facetime will do quite nicely."
"Cool, hit it Zoya." I handed Orlando the phone staring at Renee's ass. She was facing her demolished salon across the street knowing I had her by the short hairs. Orlando's chortling distracted me as I found him visibly blown away staring at the face of my phone.
"WHO ARE YOU?!" Zoya sounded irritated when she got the unexpected face of some thug short order cook.
"Oh sorry, he gave me the phone."
"Well?"
"Uh, yeah?"
"Do you like what you see?" Zoya was an exhibitionist among many other things in her salacious private life.
"SHIT YEAH!"
"Take a look at my bum; it's quite round and large at a bit over 1.27 meters; uh fifty four inches in your outdated numerical system." I sat there watching him geek out intermittently staring at Renee realizing she'd gotten her phone out texting wildly.
"Damn baby, what the fuck?"
"Do you have a big cock?" Before Orlando could answer, my feed was interrupted by the loud chime of multiple incoming messages. I had a slight tug of war with Orlando retrieving my phone but was sure he glimpsed the messages coming from Renee a few feet away.
"Sorry Orlando."
"Hey man, you gotta put me on with that honey."
"Ain't uh, Renee over there hooking you up?"
"I ain't got no ring on my finger." We both laughed as I glanced at the phone finding Renee on 5G bended knee.
MESSAGE:
PLEASE DON'T FUCK MY SHIT UP!! I WILL PAY YOU ANYTHING!! GIVE YOU WHATEVER YOU WANT!! DO WHATEVER YOU WANT, JUST DON'T TELL ADIL!! THIS WILL DESTROY HIM!! YOU'RE NOT LIKE THAT!! YOU'RE A GOOD PERSON SO DON'T TELL ON ME!! DID YOU TELL JAQUAN?!! PLEASE TELL ME YOU DIDN'T TELL HIM ABOUT THIS!! WE CAN WORK THIS OUT!! JUST GIVE ME TIME TO WORK IT OUT!! YOU DON'T WANNA HURT LITTLE DAISY, DO YOU?!!
"Oh wow, brutal." I commented whimsically.
"What's up?" Orlando replied serving some waiting customers while the other guy remained silent ringing up the order at the register. He was an odd cherubic looking fellow with a shock of messy unkempt hair.
"Eh my cousin's girlfriend is cheating on him; she wants me to keep quiet about it, even offering up the drawers."
"FUCK THAT NOISE!! ¡Tienes que volar eso rápido! ¡No tengas putas en la familia, amigo mío! " This seemed to draw Orlando's ire as Renee glanced back at us still pleading her case through text.
"Seriously, what would you do?"
"You need to blow that shit up; if you let your cousin get played you ain't family! In my family, people; we ride or die and when some stank pooh butt trying to get over on one of us, we got females for that noise! Beat her down, whip the shit outta her in the streets and might even shave her fucking head too!"
"It's that real?"
"Yeah we do that shit to cheaters so others can see who she is out there on them streets!" I could tell he really felt what he was saying but didn't want to probe further side eyeing Renee who was obviously listening.
"I'll take it under advisement Orlando." The text messages kept coming in heavy but I was ignoring them knowing this might drive Renee over the edge as she'd drifted further away towards the edge of the walk. I wondered if she was considering fight or flight.
"Hey man, you was serious about that website shit, huh?"
"Yeah, in fact I was just about to launch a new site right here, right now Orlando."
"Word?"
"Would you like to launch it?"
"UH, SURE MAN!!" He was wiping down his counter as I brought up my page which had a paneled layout with one big window on the left side bordered on the immediate right by three smaller rectangular ones.
All featured action with a certain infamous baby mamma number two pictured in the main window disguised as her eponymous alter ego, Ms. One. It was pilfered footage of course just about a minute montage of her inaugural romp with Andre 13.5. Her charms were on full display depicting her savage, unsettling seduction of the urban simpleton.
The bordering windows from top to bottom featured the newly christened "Thunda" in our last filmed scene at the youth hostel near our school. It was a three minute clip featuring Rashida getting handled in no uncertain terms.
The second window was all Auntie Esther's debut as Ms. Giggle highlighted in a short loop of her walking massive butt jiggling and bouncing all over the place before jump cutting to her getting criminally insane back shots from a low camera angle.
Both of our faces were digitally obscured with the sound normally at THX levels but muted obviously because we were in public. My last window at the bottom featured a disguised Phoebe in her own configuration as "Peachy Keen" burning up the place in those latex leggings.
She was featured simply twerking on all fours on her glass coffee table facing away from the camera. Subscribers would have to get a membership to see the full scene because I wasn't giving her up for free.
The preset template I'd also pilfered from Renee's portable hard drive came in handy allowing me to build as I went. My original site and a discord had already pushed things to a fever pitch in terms of potential traffic. I used Ms. Hate on that pay site with a calendar countdown ending in the present as I sat at Adil's café trolling a duplicitous woman.
"Aw shit man, I'm coming out right now." Orlando was washing his hands in the sink while his coworker checked his phone at the register, still deathly quiet.
"Hurry up man, all you have to do is push the ENTER button and I'm clocking mad dollars."
"Coming." Orlando was squeezing by his coworker stoked at being allowed to see what I'd created. Outside of epically fucking with Renee Kelly, I was heartened to see his reaction to what I'd done.
Renee's finger suddenly appeared out of nowhere mashing down on the ENTER button like she wanted to break the keyboard. I jerked looking up into her hellish features inches away from mine, beet red in the face with gritted teeth.
My laptop hit the concrete breaking into two halves followed by her foot stomping on it a few times. She backed off a step cradling her face in her hands brows raised.
"OH I'M SO SORRY ABOUT THAT!! I TRIPPED AND IT, WAS AN ACCIDENT!!" Renee sounded and looked the part as Orlando ran up finding the destroyed laptop with an incriminating footprint on it. He looked from the damage to my face kinda worried I might resort to violence.
"Aw man that's fucked up." He commented as the other worker appeared in the window observing the carnage.
"I'm really sorry about that; maybe you shouldn't bring your laptop out in public like that. Do you have insurance?" Renee got all sorts of looks from her boyfriend's employees while I was relaxed with a sly smirk on my face sitting in front of her.
"No, but I back up everything; and I always have a spare." Her eyes went wide for the second time that morning as I retrieved a smaller tablet from my bag.
"HUH?!!" Renee audibly gulped, actually more of hiccup as the other employee appeared with a broom and dustpan. He knelt down gathering up the pieces ignoring all three of us.
"This one's insured Renee." I replied glibly almost laughing in her face as I opened it handing Orlando the cord.
She was on the verge of hysterics openly fretting until she noticed the other guy looking, then paced away manically. It was fun seeing her clutching her phone to her chest as her cheeks puffed out not diminishing her natural beauty in the least.
"I wanna see this shit." Orlando was rubbing his hands together as the other guy joined us watching my tablet activate.
Renee was visibly sweating bullets as the mascara around her eyes slowly began to run. Her iron clad grip on her iPhone was visible making it look as if she would shatter it from the stress alone. I watched as she approached the precipice about to ugly cry.
We both knew I had access to her unedited content prior to her finessing my mother into returning it. That afternoon more than anything else, was one of the other reasons we'd arrived at this moment in the present.
Renee was shaking her head silently begging off as her mouth began to hang open, huffing uncontrollably.
"What's this?" Orlando replied.
My screen depicted an online store connected to Phoebe's social media page.
We'd started it together after joking that she should brand herself. It was pretty vanilla with cartoons and memes she liked. There was a proliferation of cute animal videos posted there.
"Oh shit, wrong computer; hey give me that portable hard drive." The other guy handed it to me from the ground but Renee had stomped the shit out of the end that would've plugged into my tablet.
"What a letdown." Orlando commented.
"Don't sweat it, give me your number and I'll send you a link." Renee looked momentarily relieved but started panicking again signified by a quivering bottom lip as Adil appeared merchant bag in hand.
"WHAT IS THIS?!! WHAT HAS HAPPENED HERE?!!" Renee quickly ran to him handling his biceps.
"I accidentally broke it; uhm, I tripped and knocked it over, sorry." She was distraught nearly sobbing at this point earning a deep hug from her clueless sugar daddy. The concern on his face was real and sadly endearing as he wiped the tears from her eyes getting her thick mascara on his fingertips.
"Don't worry, I'll replace it no problem my love; how much was your laptop worth my friend?"
"No biggie, just fifteen hundred, software included."
"Oh is that all, I can take care of that right now." Adil opened his merchant's bag fishing out about two and a half grand handing it to me like it was no big deal.
"We're good now, right?"
"Yeah sure, I think you gave me a little extra though." I tried to hand him the money back, but he waved me off tending to Renee with whispers of encouragement in his native language and rabbit kisses calming her a bit.
"We are very sorry about the accident; if you want, my cousin can try to retrieve the information on your broken hard drive?"
"WAIT, YOU PAID HIM ALREADY!!" Renee blurted out.
"Renee please, go wait by the car; I'll take you shopping like we talked about after I drop this bag at the bank."
We all watched her sulk off to the parking lot next door lingering at the passenger side. It was honestly affecting watching Renee humble herself, but I'd hit a big blow to her ego starting with the trashing of her new salon in the distance.
Even if I were somehow pinned with the crime, the cops would only find emoji's on my phone between Demon and myself. We'd worked it out beforehand. I was inspired by Renee's deception and it would be infinitely satisfying if I weren't going to do more.
Today was more about family than anything else.
"Are you sure you don't want my cousin Henry to retrieve the information?"
"Nah, just bag it and I'll take it with me sir; I've got everything on a cloud account.
Hey uh, is your fiancé going to be okay? She seems kind of shaky this morning." I wanted to plant some seeds of doubt, but he tucked the bag under his arm forcing a smile.
"You have yourself a nice day."
Adil nodded walking to his car where he opened the door for his duplicitous lady love staring at me for a few seconds before getting into his car and driving off. Renee was still looking at me from her passenger side window visibly shook.
"Here you go." Adil's cousin handed me a plastic bag with the remnants of my destroyed laptop.
"Thanks, uh?"
"Henri." He replied in a casual monotone walking off with further word. There was a sort of malaise in the air after that as Orlando continued working at the grill regarding me with a snicker flipping burgers.
I texted Renee a screen shot of Adil's social media page and a few of his associates culled from a meticulous search of his known online activities related to his businesses. Renee had to realize just how tight the noose was around her neck.
There was no doubt the ice queen was realizing the house of cards she was living in all this time.
This was a litmus test to see if the She Wolf, this infamous alpha female would gnaw off her own arm to salvage whatever she could of her life after I was done.
"Nice." I received an additional three hundred in my cash app ten minutes later with the simple message "WAIT" attached to the reward.
*********************************************************************************************************
Ms. Kelly was blowing up my phone requesting a face time almost thirty minutes later as I rode home on the train loving life. I let it ring through several cycles ramping up her apprehension knowing just how horrified Renee was at being deep in unknown territory.
There was no doubt she was making some sort of counter moves as evidenced by the time between my tip of three Benjamin's and the incessant calling. I switched off the camera on my side of the call picking up.
"Speak."
"I can't see you."
"Yeah, I don't have my camera on and you're not getting a screen shot of my face for whatever whack narrative you're gonna use when your sugar daddy calls you to the carpet."
"Come on, can't we look each other in the face; you're holding all the cards." She was sniffling sitting in what looked like a changing room in some mall or boutique. It was enclosed and I noticed some dresses hanging off a rack at the side of my phone window.
"I don't trust you Renee."
She was wearing this one piece light rose colored dress, something vintage out of the sixties that Phoebe would've died for if she saw it. Adil was undoubtedly asserting his influence over her, shaping Renee into his ideal future trophy wife.
Her shapely gams were covered with stockings and similar colored heels. There was a box of tissues on the bench Renee was sitting on which spoke to her state of mind.



"Okay we can do whatever you want; I can send you some more money if you want; just say you'll talk to me in person about this situation, okay?"
"Hey what're you telling your boyfriend about all that crying and shit?"
"My salon; he knows I'm upset about my salon and he's taking me to have brunch to meet with some interior designers. Look I don't have much time, he's waiting outside for me; just say you won't do anything until we talk about this, okay?"
"Bitch you are seriously fucked up; and I'm not even talking about the cheating or even the "passing" for whatever you're pretending to be Renee. What the fuck man; you didn't even tell that fool you've got a baby girl! DAMN RENEE!! That's acutely fucked up and needs to be corrected if you ask me. WAIT-A-MINUTE HERE! Are you trying to abandon your kid bitch?"
"No." She'd already started crying dabbing at her face with a handful of tissues while I began dressing her down.
"Makes sense when you think about it huh? I mean we both know little Daisy is your mirror image except for daddy's nose in the middle of her face. Kind of hard to explain that away to your space cadet boyfriend and it would at best leave you nothing more than a bed wench, right hoe? Can't pass for other with a smoking gun on the table; I guess Jaquan don't have to worry about you keeping his daughter from him. Fuck, you're abandoning them both."
Renee doubled over letting her head rest between her knees but I wasn't fooled or enthralled by her beauty.
"Hey girl, you speak all of those languages so I guess it's true you might actually have a IQ of 140?"
"147 nigga; did Jaquan tell you that shit?" Renee slowly sat up leaning against the back of the changing room looking a hot mess in the face.
"Check your tone; last I checked I wasn't the one grifting everybody in her immediate family and social circle."
"You don't know anything about me." She dabbed at the corner of a slanted eye letting her hands rest between her thighs out of frame.
"I beg to differ; I think I know more about you than anybody else."
"I can send you some more money right now this instant; just say you won't trick on me."
"Don't be a culture vulture Renee; you can lose the "blackcent" okay? Hell looking at you I don't know if you're one of me, or what nigga? You're black, right?"
"Do you want the money or not?"
"Is it your money? I'll take your money all day long, but I don't want you sending me Rashida's motherfucking booty money you've been pilfering since she had that shitty webcam site. Whose money would you be sending me, huh bitch? Rashida ain't too happy about finding your hand up her ass baby."
"Who told you that?"
"Hey Renee?"
"What?"
"Take that dress off, right now."
Infamous baby mamma number two knew I wasn't playing with her, knew she had to keep me talking to gauge her chances of bending the situation in her favor. I decided to feign going the low road in order to keep her punching down to my level. As long as she need Adil to fund her lifestyle, I was basically Teflon.
Renee propped her iPhone up on a table or something giving me a good view of her body from the calves up as she reached back unzipping. The dress slid off her shoulders but stuck just below her natural waspish waist. She had to shimmy it down her wide hips eventually stepping out of the expensive garment hanging it on a hook.
"Oh wow, would you look at that now."
Underneath Renee wore a luxury bridal lingerie set, ethereally white intricate lace garter belt connected to the stockings in an indictment of Adil's impeccable sense of style. The intricate lace design covered a needlessly padded brassiere which added a somewhat conical shape to Renee's natural 36 D-cups. Renee took things one step further reaching up undoing the tight ball shaped ponytail letting her dark tresses cascade over her shoulders.
"Can I send you some money or would you like me to do something else right here?" She replied meekly hiding her arrogance perfectly. We both knew I was rock hard the minute that dress slid off her perfect figure.
"Damn."
"You can see it up close, later." There was promise in her voice that offended me, but I played the role she created for me rubbing my temple hidden by my blackened side of the frame.
"Fuck." I blurted out pretending she was getting to me.
"Later, okay baby?" Renee licked her bottom lip seductively as my cash app chimed with additional funds about two hundred probably out of Adil's pocket.
"Yeah." Renee smiled biting her lower lip, then chewing the end of a nail before turning her back to the phone to retrieve a similar dress from a hanger. The silken white high waisted undies were wedged in that huge inverted heart shaped ass, a picture perfect fifty inches.
Of course she didn't know I was taping our entire exchange.
"Thank you so much for this; believe me you're making the right decision." She was looking over her shoulder at the black window hiding me from view in the face of her iPhone. Ms. Kelly made a show of things maximizing her appeal as she slowly drew the dress up, it tightly conforming to her curves.
"Yeah cry me a river bitch; look I gotta go, Jaquan is waiting for me."
"HEY WAIT A MIN-!!" I hung up in her face laughing my ass off.
**********************************************************************************************************
I wanted to give Renee Kelly a day of hell.
To that end I dialed up a car leisurely travelling further across town in my own particular hamlet with Jaquan's home as my destination. I could barely use my phone as Renee continued blowing it up in nuclear fashion. It was so bad I considered blocking her, but that wouldn't help matters.
Renee Kelly was going to eat the most epic loss of her life in under twenty four hours if I had anything to say about it. My driver was kind enough to play some music after I muted the constant ringing of my phone.
We were familiar.
"Hey man it's nice seeing you again and all, but are we picking up Charity again?"
Serendipity reared its head in the form of Walt my driver for the second time since a fateful afternoon of sexual horseplay in the back of his car with Ms. Gilbert.
"Oh no sir, Ms. Gilbert is presently a few states over getting ready for her coming out party at a historic HBCU."
"No shit."
"I kid you not Walt; but to be completely honest, I am buck breaking another bitch this afternoon and the rest of the day." He started busting up driving with one arm rested on the driver's side window.
"This one bad as fuck like Charity?"
"If I told you Walt, you wouldn't believe me; and you might want to keep the car running because I'm gonna need a getaway driver for this shit." I leaned forward offering him a crisp hundred. It was Renee's money certified good by way of her sugar daddy, Adil.
"Damn bruh, you need a reality show." We both were laughing our asses off as he sped to my cousin's house.
"Tell me about it."
The face of my phone was cluttered with messages as more came in nearly nonstop. I wondered if I was sending Renee Kelly into early menopause with a smile as I pocketed my android. I opted out of seeing Charity off to school and both of us were okay with that.
We embraced in her front yard for what seemed like an eternity barely holding back tears for similar and different reasons. I had talent and ambition, but Ms. Gilbert had a plan. There was no way I would stand in her path, even to my detriment. Besides, she'd never make it to school with my hands on her tight bubble ass.
"Hey man, I gotta admit you made a nice couple with uh, Charity." Walt seemed to be reading my mind.
"Wouldn't work out man."
"Why is that bruh?"
"She's evil." We chortled collectively.
"Well that might be true, but I know she really liked you. Why else would she let you do all that crazy shit to her in the back of my ride?" We were laughing again at the memories.
Inside I hated being reminded of a whimsical afternoon that saw me distracted from my quest to stick it to a certain infamous baby mamma number two. Walt hit a right turning onto my cousin Jaquan's block before I even realized it.
We stopped abruptly at the halfway mark.
"HEY BRUH, INCOMING!!" He yelled out of the blue.
"Huh?" I looked up from the face of my cluttered phone getting a shock as something heavy thumped against the window.
"GET YOUR ASS OUTTA THAT CAR!! YOU GETTA OUT OF THERE NIGGA!!" My heart nearly leapt out of my throat as I found Renee's face pressed against the glass of my backseat window. She was manically jiggling and yanking on the door handle looking dangerously feral.
Her Prius was parked at a forty-five degree angle in the middle of the street on this residential block. The driver's side door was open.
"HEY STOP YANKING ON MY DOOR LADY!!" Walt appeared between the front seats right in front of me thumping his own window getting nothing in return. Renee ignored him glaring at me to the exclusion of all else.
"COME OUTTA THERE!! I'LL BREAK THIS WINDOW AND SNATCH YOUR ASS OUTTA THERE!! IS THAT WHAT YOU WANT?!!" Renee quickly backed away from the window sprinting onto somebody's lawn returning with this giant stone in both hands.
"HEY MAN!!" Walt yelled as she came running holding the large basketball sized rock over her head with the intent of smashing his window.
"I GOT IT WALT!!" He hit the door lock while I was fumbling with it sending me tumbling outside. I staggered to my feet just in time to bat away the awkwardly thrown boulder.
It hurt, a lot.
"COME HERE YOU!!" Ms. Kelly still wearing her expensive new clothing now disheveled and wrinkled, wrapped her arm around my neck in a headlock forcing me to bend over into her side. She was crazed wrenching on said neck in an attempt to drag me alongside her to her waiting vehicle.
My camera bag was hanging from my elbow dragging the asphalt.
"LET HIM GO LADY!!" Walt pursued us concerned.
"THIS NIGGA'S COMING WITH ME!! DON'T YOU RUN UP ON ME, I GOT SOMETHING FOR YOUR BLACK ASS!!" Renee used her keychain to pop her trunk. Her fist collided with the top of my head before releasing me. I tumbled over as she ran towards her trunk snatching a ratty looking black purse out of there.
"OH NO YOU DON'T!!" I wasn't gonna let another loony female take me to crazy town. The purse was snatched away before Renee could unzip it. I folded my arms with her bag trapped underneath, but she began yanking on my camera bag like she was possessed, screaming in this shrill feline sounding wail.
The struggle was that real.
"I'M GONNA CALL THE COPS LADY!!" Walt yelled phone in hand.
"FUCK YOU!!" Renee snarled back unbothered still snatching and yanking on my body scratching up my left arm.
"WALT IT'S COOL, GET OUTTA HERE!!"
"I AIN'T LEAVING YOU WITH HER, MAN SHE'S CRAZY!!" Renee looked conflicted staring between us knowing there was no outcome that would ultimately go in her favor. I decided to take this moment to look inside her purse.
"Hey, it's money?" I found a wad of cash inside momentarily confused. Walt stopped also noting the big ass roll of bills in my hand. I quickly stuffed it back inside.
"Yeah, it's my emergency stash; you can have it if you don't tell Jaquan on me."
Her slanted green eyes were running a steady stream of the darkened mascara she used to accentuate them and her fiction. Renee Kelly was a whole mess quickly dropping to her knees hands clasped in front of her bosom.
Walt was standing there with his hands on his hips blown away as she came to a realization.
"YOU THOUGHT I WAS GONNA SHOOT YOU?!!"
"YEAH!!" We answered in tandem as two more cars appeared behind Walt's honking their horns. People from, mostly the neighboring houses were starting to appear. Renee didn't care still kneeling there between cars.
"Move your car Renee!"
"DON'T TELL!!" She pleaded to me prostrate.
"Aw fuck it with this crazy shit bruh." Walt took it upon himself getting behind the wheel of Renee's car pulling it into a parking space a few houses over. The other two cars tooled around his vehicle still honking horns and yelling some choice words at us in the process.
"Take your money." I tossed the purse on the ground in front of Renee stalking off across the grass towards Jaquan's house, but she ran after me locking her arms around my bicep.
"PLEASE!!" She was somewhere between a childish tantrum and a complete mental breakdown, now ugly crying.
"Get off me." I peeled her arm off walking to the screen door with purpose fishing out my keys. Walt was walking up the middle of the residential street. I resolved to send him a big tip for dealing with the crazy.
"NUH, NO!!" We battled for the keys at Jaquan's door, bumping into one another as she raised a fist several times but did not strike me. I ended up giving her a shove leaving me precious seconds to open the big screen door. I snatched it open luckily finding the main door unlocked stepping inside.
Renee caught ahold of my arm wrenching back with all her might, but got dragged inside nonetheless.
The interior, that little corridor with the short steps leading up into the living room was darkened as was the rest of the house.
No one was there.
Renee was emotionally wrecked sobbing uncontrollably as she instantly understood my ploy. We exchanged glances with her eventually nodding acquiescence while I stared at her blankly.
Her shoulders were slumped, back arched a little with her chin forward as tears streamed off her symmetrical face. Both of her nostrils were runny while a bit of glistening saliva caught the low light just inside Jaquan's door.
"Renee, Jaquan is at his mother's condo with Daisy; what're you doing here?" This made her full on ugly cry as she realized the wealth of leverage I was holding over her fragile life now.
"You knew this would happen; knew I'd panic and come here to stop you. What hurts the most out of this shit show is that you thought I'd try to kill you. Just the fact that I would do something like that to the man I ..."
"Shut up."
"Is this what you wanted?"
"I think that's a question you should ask yourself; didn't you tell me a while back that I had to earn the right to be with you? Yeah, you wanted me to man up to your fucking standards. Look at you Renee; you're fucked up and I just came over here to get a charger cord for one of my laptops."
Renee covered her face with both hands hiding it from view sobbing for a while before looking at my face again.
"You did all this for her didn't you?"
"Tell me Renee; does Adil know how dirty your panties are? Are you giving him money too, like a good whore?" She blinked profusely mouth hanging open as I insulted her using the same words she used on my ex-girlfriend Vicky Stone.
"She was a whore, a real live prostitute baby." Renee sniffled wiping her nose.
My hand slapped her cheek, the sound echoing through Jaquan's unoccupied house.
"Renee, am I man enough for you now?"
"Yeah." She answered breathlessly without hesitation.
Renee cupped my face coming in for a nasty snot filled kiss but I turned my head at the last second getting a slobbering kiss on my cheek instead. Undaunted her hands went down unbuckling me as she huffed and sniffled almost nonstop.
She got me open when I softly swiped her hands away despite my condition being apparent. My endowment was visible clearing the waistband of my underwear. We both looked at it then met each other's gaze. Renee looked dazed nodding to herself tugging up on the hem of her expensive dress until her garters came into view.
When I didn't react, she motioned towards my tumescence huffing.
"Please, I want it." Renee gasped tugging up further revealing her intricately laced panties. That inverted patch of fabric was stretched tight across a muff I knew was shaved. I'd fingered her for a second or two the night she went to her backup plan side dude.
She cupped her muff rubbing it profusely gasping, biting her lower lip as some fingers dipped between her cushiony inner thighs. Her normally sinister looking eyes went back and forth between slits and wide saucers exposing their vibrant luminescence. Renee tucked her chin silently crying then looked at me presenting her fingers inches away from my face.
They were soaked with her oily essence, veritably dripping from her meticulously painted nails.
"I want it." She whispered with fists full of her dress yanking upward until her narrow waist came into view as well as the lace embroidered top of the garter around her abdomen. Renee looked as if she would scream if she wasn't given satisfaction on the spot.
"Give it to me, please." Renee whispered in hushed tone knowing we were the only one's inside her baby daddy's home.
She turned playing one last card flattening her palms on the top step leading up into the living room presenting her heart shaped derriere to me. Renee glanced back at me while reaching back with one hand pulling the soaked crotch of her panties to the side.
This woman was impossibly beautiful and seductive, but this was alien to me. What she was presenting would've been a boon from Jaquan to her current semi-secretive beau Adil, the money man simp. There was no denying what was being offered.
Submission.
The screaming groan that followed bounced and echoed off the walls as if the place were empty as I easily bottomed out in her sloppy snatch.
The exposed portions of her skin turned an undeniable crimson hue as she flushed. One of her luscious gams immediately started quivering uncontrollably making Renee rock and swivel to avoid crashing face first into the edge of the steps. This squishy overly audible sound accompanied my impassioned thrusts as I wrapped her dark tresses around my fist. My other hand was in custody of her right ass cheek holding that halve apart for my frenzied overtures.
"OH MY GAAAWD I FEEL IT!! REALLY FEEL IT!!" Renee screamed loud enough to be heard several doors over as I wrenched back on her hair driving my prick in an upward curve deep into her snatch.
Her left arm rose in the air clawing away at nothing, then slammed down on the step as her waist suddenly felt like it became detached. That big fifty inch ass went into overdrive twerking and popping like her life depended on it.
The wet smacks of her pale donk slapping into my pelvis were deafening filling my ears as Renee cried and whimpered joyously. She'd started fucking herself with my cock driving that flawless ass into me with the force of a piledriver.
"No."
I let go of her hair pushing back disengaging us. Renee barely stopped herself from faceplanting into the stairs whipping her head around glaring at my face like a caged beast. She pushed up quickly pressing into me leaving me nowhere to go as she snatched at my prick.
"No, stop." We jostled in that little corridor behind the huge door failing to notice it was cracked open, unlocked.
"No baby, just a bit more please, come on." She gasped breathlessly grabbing at my hands trying to get me to touch her, alternately tugging on my prick.
"Stop Renee, I don't wanna do it."
"No-WAIT!" She dropped to her knees almost collapsing taking the whole of my endowment between her plush lips sucking as hard as she could bobbing her head in my crotch.
"No, stop get up Renee; I'm out." I drew my cock away from her mouth with some effort sort of turning away in profile zipping up.
"Don't do this baby, I need it; come on, fuck me. I was just about to cum, just a little bit more, please. We don't gotta play anymore okay? We're the same baby, we ain't gotta do this okay? I'll do whatever you say, just hold me. I wanna feel you, please hold me. Fuck me anyway you want, love me."
Renee was grabbing and tearing at my shirt getting fistfuls she'd have to be shot to let go of, but stopped when I glared into her eyes, stone faced.



"Get off me."
"PLEASE DON'T THROW ME AWAY!!" Renee screamed in my face, spittle splashing everywhere.
Shades of Yoli flashed in my head along with the slightest bit of pity.
I took Renee's hand softly in my own staring her in the eyes.
"Bring me the one I want."
"Vicky?"
Before I could say anything one way or the other the front door suddenly opened rather slowly revealing Rashida Sikes. She was carrying a plastic bag on one folded arm regarding both of us, particularly Renee in her disheveled state. Her eyes settled on me looking between me and her former boss.
"You doing the most daddy." She addressed me calmly, unfazed.
"What're you doing here, I fired you get out!" Renee still looked crazed running her fingers through her hair as I noticed a glint in Rashida's eyes.
"Yeah that you did, and I know you gonna tell me about my money you been finessing me out of since day one, right? You had your fucking hands in my pockets, right? We were supposed to be girls, but you were robbing me."
"IF IT WASN'T FOR ME, YOU'D BE HOMELESS SELLING YOUR FAT ASS ON THE STREETS!!" Renee snarled already tugging down on her skirt rather futilely.
"GIMME MY MONEY!!" Rashida swung the bag striking Renee in the temple. There was a metallic clank as it bounced off her head. A few cans of tuna hit the floor in that little alcove along with some things from the market down the street. She was a head taller batting at the shorter Renee's head starting to go audibly guttural.
"GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE BITCH!!" Renee's fist smashed into Rashida's nose but this didn't deter her. The former Chi Town Thunda grabbed her former employer by the shoulders lifting her off the floor slamming her into the wall.
"I'm leaving." I replied emotionally drained.
"DON'T LEAVE!!" Renee screamed getting that work put in by a resurgent Rashida Sikes. I stepped outside leaving my non-existent charger cord behind. Rashida was wind milling into her ribs at last glance.
I walked up the drive stopping short in shock at the end of the path.
Both women exploded outside tearing and ripping at one another's clothing launching wild haymakers. Rashida had a handful of the hair at Renee's scalp as the brawling duo came up the path like a humanoid tornado.
At the edge of Jaquan's side walk bordered on the other side by a wall of tall hedges, the women went down in a heap. I was numb with part of me feeling that Rashida would take things as some sort of slight if I interfered. It seemed as if this was a moment of redemption for her street cred as they rolled onto the lawn with Renee ending up mounting her.
"YOU STUPID FOR TRUSTING ME YOU DUMB BITCH!!" Renee clocked the side of her former friend's face repeatedly until Rashida bit down into her wrist. This got several blows to her forehead before she let Renee go. My former mentor crouched at Rashida's side favoring her bloody wrist.
"Yeah Renee, we were all stupid." Rashida sounded contrite with Renee's blood running from her lips.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP!!" Renee backhanded her ex-BFF viciously rocking Rashida's head to one side.
She responded by finally using her big muscular gams for the very thing they were meant for. Kicking Renee Kelly with all her might. Rashida was lying flat on her back when she launched the donkey-like kick striking infamous baby mamma number two in the kidneys.
Renee rolled across the lawn hitting some decorative rocks that bordered the hedges framing Jaquan's front window. She ended up laying there in a sideways fetal position huffing as Rashida regarded me.
"Sorry to mess up your afternoon daddy."
"I didn't think you'd be here."
"It's cool and I ain't even mad cause I got mine today." Rashida was breathing hard from the fight while Renee remained silent. Neither one of us was fooled knowing she was always calculating. I knelt down with the intent of taking Rashida's hand stopping short when I realized Renee was looking at both of us.
"You're helping her, instead of me?"
"Yeah, she needs it." I propped Rashida up.
"You ain't gonna help me first, making me second behind her?"
"It's not my place Renee, it's his." I motioned towards the sidewalk. Renee followed my gaze instantly horrified.
Adil was standing there flanked by his cousin Henri.
Henri tossed my missing hard drive onto the grass at Renee's feet while his older cousin Adil stared at her stone faced. I slowly helped Rashida up noticing Henri mad dogging me as well. This guy had a cherubic countenance but was built like a lightweight boxer.
"Takže ty si nakoniec sviňa len negr." His words in his native language were unknown to me but I picked up on the racial epithet.
"Nikdy si sa nepýtal, nikdy si sa nestaral. Ak sa milujeme, nemalo by to byť žiadny rozdiel." Renee replied flawlessly speaking his language.
"You have a daughter? That is what my cousin Henri says."
Renee's world was imploding and I was thankful that I'd talked my cousin into taking their daughter to his mother's house in the north suburbs. Little Daisy Kelly's grandmother was a semi-retired doctor who'd done everything in her power to help the toddler's doomed parents.
Renee Kelly was laid bare before the world in this instant. Adil was holding his iPhone which perfectly matched hers. Find my Phone had become my coconspirator along with his cousin Henri who'd pilfered the hard drive from my shattered laptop. I hadn't thought to check the bag. Renee didn't answer.
"I loved you and I did everything so that we could be together. I wanted you to be my wife, have my children and all this time you were a fake, nothing really. Lucky for me, the family send Henri to check you out."
"Adil." Renee spoke just barely above a whisper.
"Keep everything I purchased for you' I keep the salon and you understand how not to betray your little girl. She doesn't need a whore for a mother; stay away from this man. He is no good, a common pimp."
I ignored the misplaced insult watching Adil turn and walk off with his cousin who glanced back at me radiating some sort of threat. I didn't say anything, still holding Rashida up.
"You really are doing the most, aren't you?" Rashida was taking it all in with a smug expression on her face.
"Do you need to go to the hospital?"
"I'm good, but maybe you should give it a week or two before you call me, alright?"
"I can do that." Rashida planted an innocent kiss on my cheek then hobbled to the end of the front lawn.
Renee sat there with her feet drawn up, chin tucked brooding. There was no telling what she might do next as I cautiously retrieved my returned hard drive. I'd completed my mission to give her that day of utter agony and hell for what she'd done to Vicky Stone so long ago. There was no telling what she would do next now that a number of her secrets had been exposed.
"I'm going."
"You're just gonna leave me here, alone?"
"You're not alone Renee; you're just not in control."
"Please."
"I already told you Renee; bring me the one I want."
There were scattered groups of people loitering about as I started walking away leaving Renee behind. I got a good twenty feet away before glancing back finding some concerned neighbors attending to her.
She looked battered with a puffy right eye, blemished cheek, and fat lip. Rashida got much worse physically, but Renee was mentally shattered. I was distracted by the honking of a horn finding Walt driving alongside me on the residential street.
"You still here?" I got into the backseat tossing my camera bag off to the side.
"Brother man, you gotta stop dealing with these fruity chicks." He offered.
"Tell me about it." I went home and was out cold in moments.
********************************************************************************************************
I awoke in the middle of the night finding my phone flashing with a message or two. A couple were from Renee, but I didn't have time for that nonsense choosing to ignore them. I got up still feeling the effects all over like I'd run some sort of gauntlet.
Adil's sudden appearance inadvertently threw a monkey wrench into my plans. It was wholly my intention to hold Renee hostage until Jaquan was on more equal footing regarding his parental rights to his daughter. Now I was going to have to find out if threatening to expose her his mother would do the trick. Since worse was coming to worse, I was planning to hide inside the chaos of her exposure.
The only problem is now Renee Kelly had been exposed and expunged from the life of her backup plan.
I took a piss relieving myself actively trying to avoid my flashing phone which had been put on mute. The image of Renee sitting on the lawn ironically in the same spot I'd occupied after finding Jaquan with Yoli, haunted me. This led to thoughts of the Yoli's mental breakdown in the weeks that followed, her assault of Rashida Sikes and eventual hospitalization.
I went to the fridge having a cup of milk and a breakfast bar unable to stop looking at the flashing face of my phone. I realized I was sitting there facing the stove in my kitchen. Thoughts of Vicky filled my mind. The image of her cooking for me with nothing but an apron on, made me smile.
"Guess I uh, should rip the bandage off." I mumbled to myself opening the first message finding a pic sent by Renee.
It was a selfie of her sitting up in a hospital bed connected to an IV. She was sort of smiling serenely but I wasn't fooled figuring she might try to implicate me in an assault after brawling with Rashida. I should've been worried about it, but I was unbothered forwarding the pic to Mr. Van Allen.
I was just paying it forward after Renee left their daughter hanging in nearly the same situation.
Mr. Van Allen had been helping me out with Vicky's case and she was just a week from getting out of jail. This made me feel queasy at the prospect of finally being able to see her after so long. Up until now, I had been driven to punish Renee for coming between us.
There was a voicemail.
"Hey daddy, just wanted you to know ain't no real hard feelings about nothing. I know you're my friend and I'm sorry for messing up your hookup with that bitch. Damn nigga, you two had Jaquan's house stinking but I'm glad you didn't use his bed. Renee tried to break my nose on purpose cause I got it done. She probably paid for it with my money, huh? Uhm, thanks daddy...uh, you can still call me whenever."
Rashida Sikes sounded contemplative more than anything, and a bit scared of facing the world without her best friend for the first time in her life. I was committed to not calling her so that she could get acclimated to life without Renee or me if need be. I noticed a text from Tressie Fisher which gave me an odd feeling because it had come just over thirty minutes before I'd woken up. I dialed her up curious.
"Hello?"
"Hey you called? I was knocked out Tressie and honestly, it's been one hell of a day, please don't ask."
"Where are you right now?" She sounded deadly serious, but different. I was worried she might've broken up with Mr. Gilbert.
"Home, what's up Tressie?"
"I'll be there in about ten minutes." She hung up making me antsy.
I felt queasy unsure if I were about to be the second target of an ambush by the Fisher siblings. Even worse I was worried they'd somehow sussed out Renee Kelly's identity as Vicky's tormentor. I'd kept this from them because of Little Daisy Kelly and nothing else.
There was no way I'd deprive a child of her mother and the Fishers would've taken Renee on a first class tour of the same freeway underpass I'd received. Vicky Stone obviously hadn't told them fully about Renee because I knew she'd be dead. Tressie Fisher was just that dangerous when provoked. I knew firsthand.
It felt like I was waiting at the gallows.
I considered unpacking my camera bag but decided against it going as far as placing it in my closet. I peered outside into my backyard for no particular reason. Something just prompted me to look. Of course there was nothing out there but I had this prickly feeling.
I decided to pull up Renee's pic again staring at a rare photo which depicted her sans makeup. Her hair was combed back on her head into a simple utilitarian ponytail, but the lack of mascara and lipstick left her sort of alien looking, yet still fetching.
My phone rang again out of nowhere sending what felt like a shock to the system.
"Hello?"
"Hey, can you come outside please?" It was Tressie as I realized I'd been sitting there on the edge of my bed sort of frozen in time.
"Uhm, yeah okay." She hung up abruptly as I stepped into my house shoes getting up fidgeting a bit ultimately deciding against a house coat as I walked to the living room opening my front door.
Tressie Fisher was standing in my front yard and she wasn't alone. Mr. Gilbert was at her side sort of looking around with his hands shoved into his pockets. She was wearing this beige safari type jacket with the sleeves cuffed over an ankle length denim dress. Mr. Gilbert in blue flannel, jeans, and a bomber jacket. I stared at them noting the somber, static expressions on their faces fearing the worst.
"So what's this all about Tressie?" I asked walking down my front steps holding the rail for more than physical support.
The couple exchanged glances then looked at me. It seemed like neither wanted to talk as Mr. Gilbert fumbled about scratching the space behind his ear averting his eyes. Tressie's mouth opened but nothing came out initially as my heart started thumping wildly.
"Is it Charity; did something happen to her?" I was starting to feel something engulfing me. Didn't know what it was but wanted to fight this intangible to the death if need be as Mr. Gilbert gingerly took Tressie's hand. Both of them looked aged and worn, bedraggled.
"NO!!"
I pivoted quickly finding Demon standing there looking evil as ever, flushed openly distraught. I could see the wetness on his face even in the darkness highlighted by the sparse illumination of the overhead street lights.
"No man, this ain't happening; fuck no it ain't Demon!! NO!! NO FUCKING WAY IT AIN'T!!" I looked back finding Tressie embracing her lover, then looked beyond them finding two kids huddled in the backseat of their truck.
"God." My limbs lost the ability to hold my weight allowing gravity to force me down on hand and bended knee to the universe.
Something was inside inflating my chest, choking me nearly to death as I started screaming as loud as I could. It was funny because I couldn't hear anything. I couldn't feel Tressie's arms wrapped around my prostrate form, or the kids I'd come to care for huddling over me along with Demon, himself on bended knee.
Mr. Gilbert turned away facing the tree in my front yard unwilling to become a part of this fellowship of sorrow.
Try as I might, as hard as I could manage; I couldn't hear anything.
There was a puddle of calm on the sidewalk.
***********************************************************************************************************
My phone was ringing.
It had been ringing constantly for the past few days.
I didn't care.
I snuggled under the extra blankets wrapped tight in my bed just sort of looking across the room. Everything was, kind of a blur lately and I was cool with that.
My phone was ringing.
I wrapped my body tighter in the proliferation of blankets and comforters sinking into the bedding. Quite honestly I was just taking a break from everything.
Kind of floating in space.
I wasn't having that dream anymore.
Actually I was disturbed by this and found myself sleeping more and more trying to find it on the parallel plane. Of course this turned out to be futile, but it didn't stop me from trying nonetheless. During my jagged waking hours, I felt this sort of thirst and hunger for it but couldn't figure out how to get myself there.
Whenever I tried all I saw was her pale face staring back stoically.
My phone was ringing, but I didn't care.
"AREN'T YOU GONNA ANSWER YOUR PHONE SON?!!" My mother pushed open my door half concerned; other parts angry in that maternal sort of way. She'd been home the last few days alongside me once Tressie called. We didn't talk much other than her mentioning random things making sure not to bring up anything overtly triggering.
"No, just let it ring." I whispered as she snatched up my android.
"Hello? Oh no he's still not uh, well. Yes it's been difficult this last week what with the service and everything. Yes, I'll let him know and uh, thank you for extending his time."
She clicked off the call taking in my swaddled countenance. My mother usually maintained a sort of feminine drill sergeant demeanor with me designed to keep me on my toes, but I hadn't seen that in a minute.
"Your job is extending your bereavement time, but they want you to come in for a short meeting this weekend. Are you going, I could drive if you want son? I'll wait for you and uh, maybe we can have lunch downtown."
"Don't worry about it."
"What does that mean?" She inched towards the edge of my bed lightly tugging down the bedding until part of my profile was revealed. I didn't look at her face, just at the apron wrapped around her face. The memory assorted with it caused me to turn away from her facing the wall.
"I'm tired."
"YOU BETTER GET YOUR BUTT UP OUTTA THAT BED!! AND YOU'RE GOING DOWN THERE TO YOUR JOB THIS FRIDAY!!" She yelled going to her behavioral fallback.
"Sure mom, can you close my door?"
"Okay son." I was dozing as she pulled the door up behind her.
*********************************************************************************************************
"Huh?" I awoke sometime around three in the morning startled awake by this sort of scratching sound at my window.
After some days just laying in bed, it was a little bit of work sitting upright in my bed, but I managed. I hadn't changed clothes in days but didn't much care for grooming myself at the moment. I used two fingers to part my blinds peering out into the backyard.
There was nothing outside except an empty yard.
I felt sort of frustrated and would've gone back to sleep if it weren't for my nagging bladder. The last few days I'd perfected the practice of holding in my urine until I was sure my mother was long asleep before reliving myself and sprinting back to bed. I wasn't so much avoiding her, but knew if she saw me standing upright, my bed would probably be set aflame.
Tonight was particularly hard as I noticed an untouched plate of food on my bedside table.
I munched a little on a steak chop finding it tasty enough that I took it to the microwave. While I was waiting I heard my android ring with a message in the other room. That bit of slow drag reluctance took me over prompting me to take as much time as possible going to the bathroom.
It had been a few days since my mother told me I was going to work for a meeting with my boss whether I liked it or not. I considered telling her about my sexual harassment ordeal with Steven, but wisely chickened out. There was no way that was gonna end up without me being embarrassed.
"Wonder who's texting me at this time of night?" I turned back down the corridor returning to retrieve my phone which was face down on the floor.
I found a picture of Renee still in her hospital bed looking a bit more familiar, closer to her appearance at our initial meeting. Her bed was bordered on both sides with these huge bouquets of roses. Of more importance in the pic was the presence of little Daisy Kelly sitting there on the edge of Renee's hospital bed.
There was no doubt who was taking the pic. My face was a furrowed mask of agony, heaving chest roaring to life full of volcanic fire. My shoulders seized up hands shaking so hard my android fell to the floor breaking into two pieces. I was huffing with unbridled rage.



I pissed myself leaving a puddle while the microwave chimed over and over again signaling a waiting meal.
"CALM DOWN!!" I yelled at myself.
There was no need to wake my mother asleep down the hall.
I showered, ate, and put my phone back together after mopping and picking up my room. I went back into my phone finding a few more messages from various people and family members doing the obligatory sending of condolences.
There was another message from the school setting a meeting for two in the afternoon, but also a message from Mr. Van Allen. He wanted to meet up in the morning to follow up on a few things. There was no mention of the pic I'd sent him of Renee Kelly the artist formerly known as infamous baby mamma number two.
As far as I was concerned, she was going to stay that way.
********************************************************************************************************
"OH, YOU'RE UP!" My mother was shocked to find me groomed and fully dressed.
"Yeah, I gotta do something downtown mom."
"If you wait a bit, I can get ready and take you."
"Nah it's okay, I left you a plate in the microwave." I gave her a peck on the cheek before letting myself out. She knew better than to stop me when I was operating independently after a week and a half of laying up. I was clean and tidy on the outside walking to my waiting Uber.
Thirty plus odd minutes later I was sitting in the lobby of the building where Mr. Van Allen maintained an office post retirement. The lower floors held some sort of private club for blue bloods and the decadently wealthy with heavy security and a large concierge desk manned by three heavily vetted employees.
This location was on the business card he'd first issued to me the day I went to see Yoli in the hospital. Before that I met up with him in various locations around the downtown area. Our last meeting had been a while ago with text communication afterwards.
First and foremost on my mind was the uncomfortable set of semi-meetings I'd had with his wife first at that brunch, then later in the back of her Bentley. The discovery of my duplicity in not intimately revealing Yoli's activities left us in a toxic place.
It was still shocking to find out that she headed off an incursion into my personal life launched by my boss Steven that would have effectively gutted my future by exposing me. There was this slow burn to her demeanor every time we met. It was disconcerting to say the least as I found myself happy to be out in the world again.
"Pardon me, Mr. Van Allen will see you now." One of the three concierges addressed me following things up by actually escorting me into a private elevator at the rear of a semi-busy lobby. Things had the feeling of being ushered into the big house through the back door.
He remained at my side operating the vintage elevator himself. I noticed a nametag on his lapel that identified him as "Carl" while we rode upstairs. It felt weird and somewhat disconcerting as he walked my down a narrow corridor noting several adjacent offices closed. They were vintage, the kind with transoms at the tops of their heavy doors.
I tried not to look nervous telling myself internally that Mr. Van Allen was a friendly face, even if it might not be true.
"Here you are, sir." Carl opened the door reveling an office somewhat smaller than I expected, but with a majestic view of the city facing the more affluent northside.
Mr. Van Allen wasn't there which made me even more antsy.
"Uh, thanks Carl; have a nice day." It was a flimsy attempt at human interaction that he didn't respond to in the least waiting until I walked inside. He closed the door without further word leaving me alone.
Once the door was closed, the office seemed that much smaller with dueling stuffed bookshelves on either side of the room. The furniture had sort of a polished antique quality to it with darkened leather trimmed in burnished oak.
I figured it was Mr. Van Allen's law office but couldn't help but internally acknowledge it personal feel highlighted by the fact the dueling shelves held a large number of framed pictures of professional and personal value to the man.
I discovered a small rectangular photo of Yoli at what looked like ten years of age. It was a Christmas pic of her opening a present in some apartment with muted cream colored walls and plush white carpeting. She was wearing cherry red pajamas with Christmas trees in the print. Her face was the same even in adulthood with her hair all over the place.
"Her last year at home before we brought the young lady into ours." I turned finding Mr. Van Allen standing in the open doorway of what looked like a separate office area. It was adjacent to his desk making one think it was a restroom.
"Sorry I was just looking."
"No it's perfectly fine; more importantly I wanted to know how you're doing after all that's happened?" He placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder looking at the rectangular pic with me.
"It's still hard to function; I guess I'm a work in progress."
"The wife and I; we're truly sorry for your loss." A twinge of emotion welled up in the corner of my eyes but I fought it back with everything I had wanting to avoid a conversation.
"Thank you sir; uh what did you want to meet about? After everything that happened, I was sure we were done."
"Have a seat." Both of us took seats. It took a minute for the large portly man to get behind his desk facing me fingers interlocked.
"Would you like a brandy?"
"No, I have another meeting after this at two." Mr. Van Allen obliged himself from a desktop decanter as I watched.
"Well, I wanted specifically to address the pic you texted me a week and a half ago young man. I wanted to ascertain the events leading up to it for a legal assessment."
"There's nothing that would connect you to her; I just forwarded it to you for closure."
"Did you assault Renee Kelly?"
"No, she did that to herself trying to monkey branch away from my cousin and their child." Mr. Van Allen took a slow sip of his brandy gauging my answer.
"I'll ask you again; did you physically assault Renee Kelly?"
"No sir." I answered definitively.
He finished his drink reclining back processing my words as I noticed little things about him. His tie was undone, top buttons of his shirt opened and he appeared a bit out of it as he poured a second glass. I tried to remain innocuous sitting there in front of him before going for broke.
"She had a nervous breakdown because she thought I was going to expose her, but karma bit her on that fat ass when the side guy showed up Mr. Van Allen. You see, that rich simp she saw only as a walking wallet was smarter than she thought. She underestimated him until he was standing in front of her at my cousin's house. Renee Kelly fucked Renee Kelly, okay?" I couldn't hide the edge in my voice.
"There's no need for that, we're friends here."
"Yeah but she's full of shit and you know how I feel about her, especially now."
"Well that's what I wanted to talk to you about young man; I'd like you to cease any further hostilities with Ms. Kelly."
"What?"
"She's been dispossessed of her business in part, emotionally lambasted and currently in danger of losing primary custody of her child if you've turned over footage of her to the other custodial parent. Obviously it wouldn't likely be admissible in a court of law with certain protocols in place. Things are quite different in family court these days with the advent and widespread acceptance of online sex work."
"What is this shit Mr. Van Allen?"
"We've collectively cut off streams of revenue that provided her with a high degree of financial autonomy; she's been severely emotionally compromised as I've said and it will likely take her some time to recoup the loss of her secondary business in the form of that salon you destroyed. By the way, how did you accomplish that remarkable feat young man?"
"I don't know what you're talking about Mr. Van Allen."
"Sure you don't." He took another long sip as we did a collective slow burn both realizing the nature of this meeting. I wanted to ask, but didn't know how, so I went another route.
"She'll be okay, Renee has an IQ of 140; a big brain like hers will bounce back in no time."
"147."
"Excuse me sir?"
"Nothing, I just wanted to follow up with you and make sure you're doing okay. Uh, if you're thinking of using property i.e., footage that doesn't legally belong to you, I would advise you to seriously move away from that path. The legal consequences would be devastating to say the least."
"Thanks again; are we done here?"
"I'll have Carl return shortly." I heard a buzz from his side of the desk antsy to get out of there.
"Can I use the bathroom?"
"Carl will be here momentarily; perhaps you should just, hold it." We weren't friends anymore.
***********************************************************************************************************
I was still shaking almost an hour later as I relieved myself in a Mc Donald's bathroom. It felt like I'd been off the grid for a while in hibernation or something instead of a week and a half. I wanted to hang out in the lobby but it became apparent Carl wasn't going to leave my side until I was outside the building.
The motherfucker even walked me outside prompting me to ask him whether or not he was security. I was seething as I walked to the elevated train station that ran through the middle of downtown. I had a few stops to get myself together before I had to sit down in front of Steven.
"Hey cuz, how're you doing man?"
"Did you fuck me again nigga?" I wasn't even gonna beat around the bush standing there at the elevated track.
"What're you talking about?"
"WHERE'D YOU GO YESTERDAY, HUH JAQUAN?!!" The pic texted to my phone was sent the afternoon of the previous day while I was sleeping.
"NOWHERE, WHAT'RE YOU TALKING ABOUT?!!" He was getting excited.
"So uhm, where was little Daisy yesterday?" It was my way of being coy about things.
"SHE WAS WITH HER GRANDMOTHER ALL DAY!! SHE TOOK DAISY TO SEE HER GODFATHER OKAY?!!" He yelled back.
"Godfather?"
"Yeah man, what's up with you; I was uhm, kicking it with Rashida yesterday." I dropped the phone away from my face having a seat as a train arrived on the opposite side of the tracks.
"Uh, what's his name?"
"IT'S JUST SOME OLD DUDE OKAY CUZ?!! Are you feeling alright; tell me where you're at so I can pick you up. Hey uhm, you want me to dial up your mom?" He sounded concerned.
"No I'm fine, what about this old guy?"
"Hey man, it's just some guy my mom knew for a while; I met him my last year of high school at this party where I met Renee for the first time. It was uh, because my school basketball team won the city championship, so they gave us some kinda party. Felt more like a petting zoo for rich people in my opinion, but still, I met Renee there."
"What was she doing there?"
"Getting an award, actually a couple of them for a bunch of shit like science and stuff. Yeah, she wanted to be a uh, botanist I think. Went to this magnet school for smart kids; she was the smartest too."
"What was his name?"
"Why, I really didn't talk to him much; he used to spend time with Renee but stopped coming around a little bit after Daisy was born. Hey man, you're worrying me; if it's Renee you're worried about, she's been in one of those outpatient places for a couple of days." He was clueless.
"What's the name?"
"I don't know his name."
"No man, where is she; where's your baby mamma Jaquan?"
"Hey man we got a kid when its all said and done; look fucking with her ain't gonna..." I hung up in his face dialing up Rashida.
"Hey daddy." She answered glibly.
"This is business; I know you was with Jaquan yesterday and I wanna know if he told you where Renee was."
"Oh uhm, well he mentioned some place called Shady Oaks near downtown."
"Thanks don't tell him shit."
"Of course not, I don't care what you do to that bitch. How'd you know I'd have the answers you were looking for?"
"Because he said he was with you yesterday, you two weren't playing badminton and obviously, that ass of yours." Rashida started to chuckle but stopped short.
"Hey I heard about what happened; you ain't gonna.." I hung up in somebody's face again for the second time in a row finding the location on my android, then dialing up a ride.
Steven was going to have to wait.
Shady Oaks turned out to be a brand name for some real estate company specializing in gated communities and luxury condominiums. I found the building easily enough, this beige colored three story on a residential block. As I got closer, I noticed it had a security desk in the lobby as well.
I didn't know what I was going to do, just that I had to find some way of getting inside. This modular construct had large glass panel windows which revealed the lobby walls to be made up of PO Boxes. A custodian was mowing the lawn as I weighed my options before opening the door.
I waked past the desk staring around the corner at the elevators which I found required an access card. Renee Kelly had been stashed away quite nicely, but not for her safety. For weeks I'd prided myself on seeing the forest for the trees but had now crashed into a mountain.
I got my phone out about to acquiesce defeat but walked over to the desk when I noticed a set of three clipboards on the security desk. The guards sitting there looked wound up which told me their employment came with a hefty bit of micro management.
There was a security cam encased in a blackened sphere over the counter.
"Good morning." I grabbed the middle clipboard finding the tenant names listed.
"Good morning, how can we help you." The big bald guy responded almost robotically aggressive. The return greeting had to be a requirement of the job as he glared at my under semi-heavy eyelids.
"Eh, you sign in here and then you guys uh, buzz me up, right?"
"The tenant will come down and escort you upstairs, sir." He replied just as robotically while his partner, some guy who looked like he'd taken the job on a bet, averted his eyes.
"Oh-kay."
"May I ask which tenant you're looking for, sir?" Big Baldy pressed further than needed as I pursued another clipboard.
"Kelly, Renee Kelly?" He half snatched the last clipboard glaring at it.
"There's no one under that name living here." I nearly walked out with my hands in my pockets but was suddenly struck with an epiphany.
"Sorry about that, I meant Yoli; uhm, Yoli Van Allen." I stated with an assuredness in my voice.
"Yes, here she is, sir." He was burning a hole in the clipboard. For the slightest of instants, I saw him exchange glances with the flaky guy sitting next to him.
"Hold that thought, I left my housewarming gift in the car." I was already walking halfway out the door.
I quickened my step outside stepping off the curb walking across the street to a series of cars heavily parked there. From their vantage point, I was visible until I walked in front of a tree. Once I was obscured I took off running down the block hitting a hard right.
I peered back around the edge of the corner finding the security guards outside multiplied by two. They stood in front of the building with Big Baldy obviously directing traffic. One of the guards crossed the street using his key chain to activate the alarm on his car. I'd been standing next to it as I passed.
"It's for the best." I recalled the Van Allen's assertion about their supposed wayward daughter.
Halfway back to my job for that scheduled afternoon meeting I went through my texts finding more from what I assumed was Renee still in custody of that burner phone. I thought about ringing her phone to see what would happen but decided against it.
The other messages were nothing but emoji's, modern hieroglyphics that spelled out Renee's lingering obsession with me. I'd managed to humble and humiliate her, even dismiss the woman sexually. Her ego, that all encompassing self-image that anointed her queen of the universe was shattered.
While I was incapacitated, Renee was steadily making moves to regain her territory and Jaquan was likely next on her grocery list. I still had a few cards left to play but doing so would undoubtedly come at a heavy cost.
It would be a waiting game.
Things sort of went south from there as I encountered some early traffic going into the city. There was some event at a local arena in the area which had me stuck in traffic on a freeway overpass leading back into downtown. It had taken a minute before my car arrived leaving me little else to do but check messages on my phone.
I thought about Mr. Van Allen's line of questioning that made it seem as if I were the "bad guy" with little to no effort. My impromptu sabbatical delivered a much needed timeout to Renee which seemed critical in what appeared to be a turning of the tide. Now she was hold up in a veritable fortress on Mr. Van Allen's dime. I made it to work fifteen minutes late.
I bolted out of the car finding human gridlock in a semi-crowded lobby finally making it upstairs where I discovered a smattering of people congregating for some sort of event. I found Dr. Miles Cooper exiting Steven's office pulling the door up behind himself with an audible clicking of the lock.
"HEY HOLD THE DOOR, I'VE GOTTA MEETING IN THERE!!" I yelled grabbing his attention as he half turned in my direction. Dr. Cooper stared me down something fierce jiggling the door making sure it was locked.
"You had a meeting there; it's twenty minutes too late now." Apparently this guy was still holding a grudge from our last meeting where he believed I was trying to make time with either of his daughters.
"Is Steven still there Dr. Cooper?"
"No, there is no Steven here; this is my office." He was carrying a big binder stuffed to the gills with papers, some laminated.
"Excuse me, I don't understand."
"Oh I think you do, but that unfortunately is beyond my control at the moment as the defacto director of this department going forward. There's been some movement at the executive level regarding concerns about the lack of direction of Steven's tenor here. So, a reshuffle of responsibility has left the audio visual department in my care for the foreseeable future."
"Uhm, congratulations." I offered dryly.
"Save it, I'm told I have to keep you on payroll."
"Thanks."
"Look I've been made aware of your loss, but if I find out you had anything to do with that mess that happened up here a week and a half ago, you're out of here buddy. And when I say that, I mean college as well as your tentative employment."
"Understood."
"As a recent addition to this department, you don't have any PTO and what you've had was extended to you out of courtesy by Steven himself; I want you back middle of next week, Wednesday." I wanted to flip this stone faced bastard the bird so fucking bad. He reminded me of an evil version of Questlove from this old rap group The Roots.
"Got it."
"We'll see; I'm going to be keeping an eye on you from here on out, now if you'll excuse me." He stomped off in a huff leaving me with the nagging urge to plant my sneaker dead in his ass. Something told me Dr. Cooper would relish a dustup with me. We seemed to be natural enemies.
I took my time going downstairs because I didn't want to share an elevator with that asshole. I noticed a text from Rashida asking me to call.
"Rashida?"
"Hey daddy, I got trouble with some white man calling me up caping for Renee; he's saying that I gotta sign some papers or charges are getting pressed against me for assault and battery. You've got it under control, right?"
"Working on it Rashida."
"This same guy is telling me I gotta leave Jaquan's house before the end of the week; he can't make me leave, right? I mean, uh I kinda got nowhere to really go right now and all. What're we gonna do about that, huh?"



"Talk to Jaquan; it's his fucking house."
"He been ducking me all day; calls going to voicemail."
"Check his social media, if you blocked on there, we'll know."
"Know what?"
"THAT FUCKING RENEE GOT HIM AGAIN!!" The anger welled up inside me again as I realized she was still making moves even while I was walking to the elevator.
"DON'T YELL AT ME; YOU SAID YOU'D TAKE CARE OF ME!! NOW I GOT SOME FUCKER CALLING ME UP TRYING TO EVICT ME!! RENEE TALKED ME INTO MOVING IN HERE AND SHE'S GETTING ME KICKED OUT!!"
"Sorry, how long have you been there Rashida."
"Almost two months."
"Stay there until you get some paperwork; I'll get back to you."
"PROMISE?!!" Her semi-confident façade was fading.
"Rashida I promise." We hung up as the elevator doors started to close.
All of a sudden I felt the walls closing in on me as I stepped out into the crowded lobby. I found myself staring off towards one corner of the open space recalling the last time I saw Carlie there. Things ended tragically enough after I'd inadvertently revealed our brief affair to Renee mascaraing as Yoli.
I felt this shudder run through my body triggered by the fact that resurgent baby mamma number two was still using her victim's identity. There was some kind of amateur musical performance going on inside the youth center. I considered taking it in to break up the drama but got a shock instead.
"OH, UH HEY!" Oliver appeared with a carboard container holding three coffees. He was wearing a suit with a scarf draped over his shoulders. It was the first time we'd seen one another since Steven was comedically deposed. I glanced towards the door finding the "Berhans" talking with Dr. Cooper.
"Bring your ass here!!" I snagged the effete lawyer's arm leading him into a deep alcove away from the main lobby entrance.
"Take your hands off me." He nudged away from me taking care not to drop the drinks. I found it shitty that Steven still had brothers fetching his drinks.
"What're you doing here Oliver?"
"None of your business pornographer; I have a life too in case you hadn't noticed."
"WHAT'D YOU SAY?!!" My hands shot out grabbing his suit coat almost automatically. It took seconds for me to remember myself, but Oliver was affected shoulder's remaining hunched.
"Excuse me, I didn't know you were that sensitive; so even though its really none of your concern, I'm having an early dinner with Steven, uh my new friends at their home. Since the incident, we uhm, found some common ground. Actually we have a lot of similar interests and next week, we're going to the nicest jazz club."
"Got tired of being the meat in a Cedric and Deidrick sandwich, huh?"
"Ew, nasty much?" Oliver retorted effeminately rolling his eyes.
"Hey man, where's Phoebe's coffee?"
"She's at home ailing I suspect; the morning sick-mess has taken a toll on her I'm afraid. It's all very nasty and gross, so glad I have a pene."
"You know it's possible you could uh, like watch out for her; Phoebe never thought she'd be able to conceive and now it's right in her face. You guys, are married, bitch."
"Says the man who was happily stuffing all of her orifices; what, she's no good to you knocked up?"
"Why don't you put that coffee down so we can go out back and talk about it?"
"That would be a waste of time and don't you have bigger fish to fry?"
"Hey nigga, I hope you haven't dimed me out about that shit we did together. Steven might not like the fact that his new boy toy got him booted out of his position. Did you tell him how we planned the whole thing together?"
"Blackmail, give me a break; we're just having a fling anyway. His thirsty wife barely leaves us alone; goddammit it must be my karma!" Oliver wasn't fazed in the least.
"Sorry about that shit; don't get us in trouble. You probably hate me with the last straight gene in your body, but don't dime out Cedric and his husband."
"Unlike you, I have ethics; perhaps you should examine yourself before it's too late."
"I'm supposed to thank you for that?"
"Not in the least, at most remember I'm in a certain profession and perhaps you should give me a dollar."
"What, why'd you want a dollar?"
"Give me a fucking dollar asshole."
"Uh, okay." I fished out a bill offering it to him, but noticed his hands were full. I folded it placing the dollar behind his ear earning a disparaging look.
"That's a retainer which legally binds me from disclosing certain details should your dumb ass catch a case. Now just to let you know, I've had a licensed professional scheduled to assist my "wife" and unless you or Bentley whichever steps up to take any kind of responsibility, you can miss me with that shit negro. Out of my way fool." He nudged me aside almost switching away towards the lobby entrance.
"HEY OLIVER!"
"What?"
"You are one cute bitch."
I got a one finger salute in return.
I watched him walk outside presenting the cups to all involved as Steven made no pretenses of anything draping an arm about Oliver's shoulder in front of his wife. Supposedly they had a lot in common but I saw one immediately. Both had wives that other men would've fought and died over but preferred the company of one another.
Oliver was so oblivious to his wife's need for attention, I didn't mind that he seemed to think I might be the father of Phoebe's child. Dr. Cooper was having a full on conversation that worried me enough to duck inside the youth center until they dispersed.
"HEY!!" Unwanted serendipity reared its ugly head in the form of Eboni Miles, the eldest daughter of my future big bad.
"Oh, uhm hi Eboni, what's up?"
"You don't have to sound so happy to see me; come enjoy the festival of Oshun. We're celebrating the unbridled femininity and goddess hood of all our young queens."
"Huh?"
"It's a mixer for a few of our clubs from the main building; you're welcome to sit in with us." I glanced around finding a sea of female faces with some guys mixed in to even things out. Some of the men sitting inside looked way out of their element with one meeting my gaze covertly shaking his head in warning. I nodded back failing to notice that Eboni was also watching.
"Ah, I think I'm in the wrong uh, building." She grabbed me arm with a big toothy smile. I still wasn't a fan of the multiple face piercings chief among them the ornate bull ring in her prominent nose. She was wearing this large colorful headwrap matching a similar themed Afrocentric dress about her person. There were other women present walking about the mini-festival contained in one room.
"Just hang out for a minute; don't listen to that guy. He's probably thought he could get some phone numbers in here instead of enlightenment." She explained sliding her grasp from my bicep to my right hand as she slid in front of me obscuring my fellow student from view.
"Well, I don't know about that." The center was filled with the soulful strains of Jill Scott's "Missing You" as performed by a student.
This baby faced sister was on the small stage with a shaved head and some kind of flowy turtleneck styled top that did absolutely nothing to hide her huge bare breasts underneath. They were spectacular even on her otherwise chunky body.
Below the top was some cheap Wrangler looking jeans and a pair of combat boots. I suspected she was from a certain community when I noticed some thin redbone woman sitting adjacent to the stage. A tall brother with dreds was playing some African drums in accompaniment.
"At least get a reading from Quisha."
"Hey Eboni, I don't know if you're aware of this, but your dad just became my boss and we both know he isn't a fan."
"Cool that means we'll be working together."
"The man hates me."
"Don't worry about him, I have more bite."
"That's what I'm afraid of."
Instead of getting angry, Eboni smiled interlocking her fingers in mine leading me deeper into the youth center. I considered it a day room when I first arrived but now was in the know that it was a testing ground for students studying the performing arts.
I couldn't deny the hypnotic quality of the music or the woman's talent on stage. I was just supposed to be hiding out until the coast was clear, but Eboni had other ideas leading me to a small booth in the back. I found Quisha sitting there similarly dressed but with a larger headwrap.
I almost cracked a joke asking if the size of the headwrap denoted rank.
The younger daughter of Dr. Miles was holding court surrounded on all sides with some angry looking women, mostly sisters. I recognized a few from my earlier confrontation with Zoya Berhan a while back. One sort of chubby Latina was the visual cue that tipped me off.
Quisha was doing what appeared to be tarot readings with some blonde woman sitting in front of her listening intently to whatever she was saying.
"I don't think I need a tarot reading Eboni."
"That's why you need one; trust in the process, my sister is gifted."
"I've heard that before."
"You're very funny." Since I'd met the Miles sisters, Eboni wasn't exactly coy about being on the make for some action. I wasn't on the market but decided to play dumb until she lost interest.
"If I had a nickel for every time I heard that, yadda, yadda, yadda." Eboni chuckled along with some students in earshot earning all of us a finger wagging from some sister trying to enjoy the show.
"You'll see, and then maybe I'll show you mine."
"What do you do huh, juggling plates with a stick on your nose?" I kept up the forced humor making some white guy bust up before he was quieted by his girlfriend.
"I can't show you that in here; we'd get arrested for public indecency." Eboni replied as the sister on stage started doing some sort of spoken word poetry to the beat and drums in an indecipherable language. This woman and her drummer associate were vibing to the music along with the first two rows of the audience.
"What is she saying?"
"If you can't hear it properly, then it's not for you."
"Nice." I tried to be snarky, but the attitude died inside as she nudged me playfully.
The woman sitting in front of Quisha got up looking conflicted with a handful of tissues. I found myself staring at her empty place in front of Eboni's younger sister.
"Go on, have a seat." It felt like the walls were closing in on me as I noticed some of Quisha's entourage watching with vested interest. Eboni nudged me again prompting me to have a seat.
The show continued along with the spoken word as I stared across the table at Quisha.
"So uh, are you reading my fortune?" I found it hard for some unknown reason to look directly at her caramel countenance noting that while attractive, there was a light jowly nature to her face.
"If that's what's in the cards; I just tell you what they say."
"Maybe they'll say I'm winning a hundred million dollars in the lotto." I was trying to be funny but she ignored my behavior sticking her palm face up before me.
"What?"
"Let me have your palm; uh think of it as a preliminary to the reading." I was thrust into DeJa'Vu hesitant to relinquish my hand because of who she was reminding me of. Eboni leaned in close enough that I could see the gap in her teeth.
"You can trust her, she's a white hat."
"What about you?"
"I'm somewhere in the middle." She guided my hand palm facing upwards into Quisha's grasp. Younger sister cradled my hand between hers carefully pulling it close enough to read.
I got antsy but tried not to make it apparent as I watched her head tilt to the side. It was probably my imagination, but I got the same sort of itchy feeling when Renee glared at my palm. I tried to withdraw my hand, but she closed both of her chubby hands trapping mine in-between.
I felt a warmth creep over me as she presumably read my palm with this dimpled sort of smile. I glanced up at Eboni who was similarly smiling in reassurance. She was leaning against the booth with a hand behind my head.
"Okay let's get started." Quisha released my hand shuffling and dealing the cards making this sort of organized formation on the tabletop.
"I'm gonna be wealthy, right?"
"In two years, you're going to be on your way to financial stability. I'd say you're in line for a wealth of abundance but that's not important right now."
"Why is that?" I was sure her words were part of an act as Quisha continued the reading.
"You're in trial right now for the key you want; see uh, imagine these steps going up as far as the eye can see. The universe is putting these steps in front of you with each representing a new challenge. This is how you will receive wealth and status."
"I don't follow."
"I'm gonna say a name, don't get upset."
"Uh-kay."
"Erica Walton." My brow furrowed, mood going incredulous at the mention of the girl who started things putting me on this current path. Quisha didn't regard me shuffling more cards placing some on the table spreading them out.
"Very disturbed and angry, driven to do what she thought was a slight against her lover for placing her beneath another. Universe used her to direct you forward into this arena. Spirit says you're going to come into your own very shortly now. More unfortunately must be stripped away in order to take that crucial step. In fact, you've begun to take it this afternoon."
"I don't know how you know that name Quisha, and I don't understand."
"She's waiting in the darkness; very twisted and tortured with no way out without help. You're going to help her go in the right direction, but it has already exacted a heavy cost."
"I don't get it." I felt some goosebumps prickling up on my skin as she shuffled again.
"Getting a name, uhm more like some sort of alias. Wait, more than a few because they're uh, your children? No, some of these are friends, but not enough. You're becoming bigger, more successful and this is pushing these people to plot against you. Don't worry about this, but I think you should practice keeping your head on a swivel."
"EXCUSE ME?!" Eboni placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder as I noticed a stuffed tip jar on the tabletop.
"No matter what, you should not feel ashamed about what it is you do; even in the face of your parents. Some will try to shame you but embracing your talent will set you free forever. Spirit says you will surmount all these snakes currently around you, but only if you find it in your heart to let go. Thunda? Uh, Shawnee I think? No, they're going to be okay."
"WHO PUT YOU UP TO THIS?!" Quisha stopped reading staring at me semi-blankly.
"I'm just telling you what the cards are saying; it's up to you ultimately and I see that you're going to get everything you want and more. I was going to say a name, but I don't know if that's the right thing to do now."
"You already said, Erica Walton."
"No, I was just beginning the reading. You have a lot here on the table and it takes a minute or two sorting it all out. From what I'm seeing here, you are surrounded by many different types of women, slept with all of them with many more on the way. There's nothing wrong with being a village husband, but you're naturally caring; dare I say even loving. Almost every type is represented here, but none currently are meant for you at the end."
"I don't get it."
"Erica got what she wanted which was attention from a lover; this one here is already changing herself as we speak after a near death experience. Yeah, and yet another here seeks wealth and status even though it means giving up what would be a nearly perfect union. She, has deep feelings of love for you that scared her away and you told her people not to tell. She's still gonna come back because universe wants her to pay it forward. Don't shy away from that bit of Charity."
"Stop." I'd heard enough, but Quisha shuffled the deck once more planting some cards.
"You made her a better person; there's nothing to be ashamed of. It was fair trade for knowledge and becoming a much better lover. In fact, you've grown with each additional woman you've bedded; even the evil ones. Abundance comes on your wings, but you'll have to walk in darkness after sleeping with an irredeemable jezebel who will proclaim servitude to you. You'll continue perfecting your craft but take a sabbatical during which you'll find rejection from the outside world."
"Please." Quisha leaned forward picking over the cards laid out on the table.
"Around five years from now you will experience the return of your faith in love. Before that, you will build a substantial amount of wealth doing what you now do in secret. Remember there's no shame in it, no exploitation and each of them will reap a benefit. First, right here in the now, you'll set things right after you look her in the face and strip away the darkness hiding her pale figure. She is hurting because someone made her number two, so she calls herself, Ms. One."
"ENOUGH!" I planted my hand down on the cards almost huffing, but Quisha sat there staring at my face without emotion or reaction to my aggression.
"Alright, but she's going to snip away at your stability so that you'll be forced to come to her. She's dying to have you to the exclusion of all else." I was starting to tremble noticing her tip jar again.
"Tell you what Quisha; here's a fifty for your troubles, thank you for the reading." I inched over noticing Eboni a few feet away talking with some light skinned brother with a huge afro. It was the perfect opportunity to escape.
"She's here." Quisha called after me getting me to regard her once more. There had been a deluge of other patrons and students listening to my reading. Some were bunched up in the booth that had been at my back. Quisha sat there with my cards still spread out before her.
"Who?"
"Vicky."
I stalked off like a runaway tank wanting nothing more to do with the Miles sisters. I pushed past the brother talking to Eboni getting some sort of angry retort yelled after me, but I just wanted to get out of there. I had this shortness of breath, chest full of fire at the short chubby girl who was yanking my chain. I figured somebody was somewhere pulling strings out of sight ignoring the implausibility of the matter.
I probably shoved more people than I intended until I cleared the double doors of the building.
It was already dark out as I bent over getting my bearings.
Tears were running from my face hitting the concrete in droplets.
"Well, it looks like fate has presented an opportunity." I was bent over back arched hands on knees, huffing. I didn't want to look at her, but realized I needed a buffer. Quisha's words were coincidentally bearing fruit.
Zoya Berhan was standing there on the sidewalk, jackal grin inset.
"There are some lovely study rooms over in the main building. Perhaps you should like to converse with me in the stacks?"
Steven and Oliver ditched her.
*********************************************************************************************************
"So, here we are again."
"Yup." I was emotionally drained at the sight of her and didn't feel like engaging in a snarky verbal duel with the entitled deviant.
The study room was in itself a miniature section of the library with two blocky tables two chairs apiece bordered on one side by four aisles of books at my back. To my immediate left was a deep arched window from the floor to the ceiling facing out onto the busy streets below.
I recognized the architectural Art Deco stylings which spoke to the main building's history. The heavy oak door even had a turn lock on it besides the tinted window high above her head. Zoya stood in front of the entrance back to the door staring at me intently. There was no doubt she was sizing me up as I begrudgingly took a seat facing her.
Things were immediately awkward.
"As I was saying dear heart; here we are again to make the best of what is I suppose, an emerging situation." In a bit of less than twenty-four hour déjà vu, I sat there with my chin resting on my palm staring blankly at her face.



"Shoot." I replied stone faced making her eyes flutter under the low lighting. There were old style lamps on the table due to the fact the main building was generally open until around two in the morning. The aforementioned lighting made Zoya's eyes pop almost supernaturally rodent-like in dimmed ambiance.
"Well, this is supposed to be a palaver, isn't that correct young man?"
"WHAT?!!"
"Negotiations; that's what we are doing here behind closed doors. I am, correct in that assumption, am I not?" Her UK sounding accent seemed more prominent in the still quiet of the room.
"Well what are we negotiating for Zoya?" My direct response seemed to throw her for a nonverbal loop as I noticed her eyes fluttering again along with the appearance of a stilted half smirk. We shared a death stare which she broke with a toothy nervous grin.
"I suppose confidences could be maintained for an established price; I'm more than willing to start up intense negotiations."
Zoya dropped her expensive leather bag to the frayed carpeting with a loud thud. I reclined nervously in my chair straightening my back as she measured her steps to the edge of the table I was sitting at, both arms folded behind her back. For a millisecond, I was worried there might be foul play. Her chin was tucked but those deep expressive eyes never left mine for an instant.
Instead of a weapon, Dr. Zoya Berhan placed a single gold foiled condom on the very tip of the table.
The surprise was probably evident on my face realizing Steven sent his wife to vet me or something more sinister. She was standing there without further word waiting for my response to her carnal offer, but I leaned forward staring at the magnum condom like it was a bomb waiting to go off.
I'd been through way too much feeling I'd earned a lot of my recent good fortune and good times with the women currently swirling about in my life. My brow started to furrow in anger at what I considered a bush league move by two obvious assholes. I reclined again rubbing my chin glaring at my coworker.
"Nah, I don't think I wanna go for that Cosby shit Zoya."
She looked confused at my statement for a few seconds, then cocked her head to the side acknowledging my wry denial of her charms. Mrs. Berhan brought out her phone switching it off turning its face towards me to confirm its deactivation before placing it on the table next to the condom.
Zoya backed away keeping ahold of my gaze with that toothy grin intact kneeling down by the closed door. Her thick shapely thighs came into view along with the crotch of her panties in an open legged squat as she dumped the entire contents of her purse onto the floor in front of me.
Apparently, she got my meaning in full even using a hand to spread the myriad items about on the floor. Zoya waved her hand over the items grinning like a jackal even licking her bottom lip in anticipation.
She got up letting her blazer slide off her shoulders to the floor turning around revealing the bare back of the collared Polo halter top covering her torso. My eyes drifted low to the dueling shelf like halves of her derriere barely hidden by her skirt. Zoya glanced back at me subtly turning measuring her steps until she was standing right between my legs.
"Perhaps you should like to search me for a wire darling?" In an even more cheeky aside, Zoya gathered handfuls of her skirt drawing it up until her thong was in plain view eliciting a deep audible gulp of air from me.
Mrs. Berhan's muff was covered with an emerald colored lace G-string. The sides rode extremely high on her wide arching hips getting the desired result as I got hard enough to cut diamond with my cock. She knew just how incredible and sexy her body was which would've incensed me otherwise, but I was caught deep in her sensual web.
My right hand flew up between her full luscious thighs cupping her mound with two fingers along her slit. Zoya was already sopping wet as I went instinctual curving my two middle fingers inside her honey pot. This woman was a pervert of the highest order creaming all over my fingers.
I let go of myself manically jilling her gooey cunt as her musky odor assailed my nostrils. Things got quite audible as Zoya flattened a palm on top of the table leaning against it as I inched closer inserting a third finger.
My pumping hand became a blur of motion making her gasp and whine loudly as her other palm flattened out on the table, pelvis arched towards my actions. Her abdomen undulated and shifted about as she struggled to retain a modicum of composure eventually tugging up on the halter until the underside of her left breast came into view.
Zoya's head rolled about on her shoulders before she tucked her chin into her chest teeth gritted. Four fingers were now frantically working her cunt as I forced her to drip and ooze frothy cream all over my digits. I wasn't satisfied in the least finding a way to go harder in the paint.
Zoya was on the verge of screaming at the top of her lungs covering her mouth with a hand as I made a mess of her pussy. Her skirt was held above her waist by the upper swell and curve of her own fifty inch backside. The sight of her wide hips and furry muff was a bit much for me.
Zoya partially shrieked as I turned her around out of nowhere.
The sight of her tiny waist and extravagantly flared hips was too much; but Mrs. Berhan's luscious back porch and deep rear cleavage sent me into overdrive. The T-back of her skimpy underwear had been forced upward to the upper swell and crest of her heart shaped derriere.
It was a truly an inverted teardrop of abundant dusky toned perfection. The chair I was sitting on fell over as I stood up abruptly bending Zoya over the old table driving my fingers inside. She flowed with me arching her back spreading her legs wider accommodating the stabbing motion of four fingers.
My other hand captured a fistful of her shoulder length hair forcing Zoya to raise her chin upward half facing the door. I redoubled my grip on her hair standing directly behind her in full view of the small window in that thick oak door caring little that someone could peer inside from the corridor outside.
Zoya groaned loudly now bucking backward manically fucking my fingers as this squishy sound filled the small study room. This thirty something definitely knew what to do with her curves expertly popping and wrenching down on my fingers bobbing her large donk. Zoya locked her elbows in a standing doggy audibly beginning to crest in short order. Basically this highly educated and accredited professor was literally fucking the shit out of herself with my right hand.
In seconds her thick shapely legs were trembling uncontrollably as she squirted in fits and starts damn near becoming incontinent on the hand that was frigging her into nirvana.
The sight of her shuddering cheeks made something snap inside of me as I frantically got my turgid erection out finding it covered with veins. It was pulsing like a beacon triggered by the view of the motion ripples on her dark smooth dusky buttocks. My fist released her hair which resulted in Zoya turning hard into my chest.
I did this muted stutter step backward reasserting my grip at the top of Zoya's scalp bringing her to her knees facing my straining erection. Her sudden shift and turn made me flinch momentarily humiliating me because of the natural reaction, but now I was two thirds of the way deep inside her gullet.
Her right hand encircled my cock near the base, but I slapped it away grabbing the sides of her head fucking away at it like a maniac. It became this disembodied point of pleasure in my double handed grasp. Zoya's arms went limp hanging at her sides letting me have my way with her mouth.
Bubbled saliva and precum ran off her chin while the study room was filled with loud slurps intermingled with choking and gagging. This went on for five or ten minutes until Zoya started retching prompting my vanilla side to disengage leaving her coughing and gasping with this Jacko lantern's smile painted on her face.
"OH HOW EVER DID YOU KNOW?!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" I got balls deep giving her three terrific thrusts of my hips before disengaging finding the not so good Mrs. Berhan gurgling and half chortling with delight cupping a hand under her chin. The academic deviant received a number of slaps to her cheek which resulted in euphoric laughter. I stopped looking at the enraptured expression on her face.
"Alright Zoya; I'm gonna fuck your face now bitch."
She doffed her top in a happy frenzy as I slowly unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned drawing my pants down midthigh. Zoya was topless sporting a pair of moderate sloping breasts that looked about a small B-cup. Her heavy breathing was audible interrupted by two more slaps to the other side of her face.
Zoya's response was to spit up more frothy goo of intermingled precum and saliva. My hands roughly palmed her head like a basketball as I made good on my promise fucking away at her mouth like someone was pointing a gun at me.
The back of her head ended up propped against the table giving me some leverage to go deep, long stroking her mouth. I'd been getting submissive vibes from her the moment she placed the condom on the table.
There was no doubt Zoya was intent on having any kind of sexual encounter with me probably ordered by her equally fucked up husband. Finding her cunt so sloppy and disgustingly wet sealed the deal in my mind leading me to believe she might've even enjoyed my attitude a while back at the youth center.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" I realized I hadn't checked the door but was too far gone to care fucking my surrogate pussy like I'd received it on Christmas day.
Things got a bit on the loony side as I pulled over a chair propping a foot atop it. This gave me even more leverage as the dehumanization of Zoya Berhan continued.
Now both of my hands were flattened on top of the old wooden table with Mrs. Berhan completely out of view. I faced the small window in the door knowing that anyone peering inside it would think I was humping the table pants visibly down bare butt exposed.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" Now these wet hollow sounds accompanied all the gagging and coughing as she added a modicum of vacuum suction to the mix.
That popping suction of her lips ramped up gradually in intensity.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!"
"GAK!! GAK!!"
"GAK!!" Zoya held on for an especially prolonged period slurping loudly as my drenched cock popped free of her mouth.
Her labored breathing filled the room as I glanced down at her face finding her a glazed over mess from the bottom lip to the crotch of her skirt. There was a slight puddle of drool pooled there as Zoya blew a few nasty bubbles.
Her eyes were pleading for more as I sat bare assed on the chair facing her thighs opened. Zoya sat there in front of me on her haunches waiting patiently mouth agape. We stared at one another while my cock bobbed in front of her face. Her chest was heaving, her nipples painfully hard begging for attention as I spoke.
"Do your fucking job slut."
She pounced between my legs on all fours framing the base of my tumescence between her outstretched hands reminding me of Jay-Z's diamond hand gesture. Zoya throated me from crown to stem sucking and slurping loudly.
Every outward stroke was an intense vacuuming suction getting me right back into the game. The accredited academic was shivering from the top of her head to her cinched waist blissfully smiling at me a whole mess. Zoya crawled forward until her nose was buried in my pubes.
"Take your treat hoe!"
The vacuum suction became so intense in tandem with little nips of her teeth that I was obliged to hunch forward cradling her head in my arms. Her technique was decidedly forceful taking me way over the edge as burst after burst of thick ropey streams of cum hosed down her throat.
I barely stifled a scream facepalming as I flopped backward resting against the chair gasping. I looked between my fingers finding Zoya staring at me with an open mouth featuring a deluge of my excessive spunk.
"Go ahead bitch." Zoya swallowed with a wide gulp opening her mouth again as proof. She remained there between my legs with her palms flattened between her knees.
I casually snapped up the condom staring between it and my semi-flaccid penis, then pinched her nose until she opened her mouth. Zoya didn't say anything when I pressed it flat on her tongue intending for it to be an insult. Instead she stayed put watching my face with attention to detail making me feel somewhat uncomfortable.
It dawned on me that she wouldn't move unless explicitly told.
"Do what you want Mrs. Berhan." Her eyes fluttered blinking profusely at the order, then her hands found a place resting on my inner thighs pushing them apart.
She inched forward making me sit there uncomfortably open legged on the edge of that chair. For some reason I imagined Ed the custodian getting stuck with cleaning this study room afterwards.
Zoya buried her face in my lap wiping it with my cock and balls profusely, visibly getting off on the tactile contact. She ran the length of my tumescence down the center of her face audibly sniffing and planting little kisses all over my endowment before focusing on my left inner thigh.
She nipped it making me flinch a bit, then went after my balls again wholly engulfing them both in her maw. The vacuum suction returned along with a swirling tongue that came dangerously close to my backdoor. I snatched a handful of her hair glaring angrily at her face.
After a few moments of inaction, I released Zoya's head allowing her to sink into my lap obscuring her face again. My cock slid between her lips as her head began slowly rotating causing me to get more aroused than before.
I could feel the foil covering of the condom still in her mouth bumping around against my penis. The strange sensation that followed got me really hard again as Zoya drew her lips backward releasing me with an audible pop of her lips.
My cock was completely sheathed with the condom to the base. It was a perfect fit.
"How?" Zoya opened her mouth revealing the condom wrapper on the flat of her tongue.
She swallowed it with a very audible gulp.
Instead of answering me, Zoya stood up between my open thighs shimmying and roughly yanking herself free of the rust colored skirt that up until now had been gathered at the top of her rounded hips. It slid over the wide curve of her hip dropping easily from there to a ring around the matching heels on her feet. Zoya took it one step further swiping the offending garment to the side with her foot.
Now I was eye level with her thong still pulled to the side exposing her furry muff.
She reached down pulling the tiny patch of fabric covering her mound then interlocked her fingers behind her back grinning like a jackal. We exchanged glances as it was obvious Zoya was waiting for me to make a move.
Her dark pupils descended from my stoic features to the erection bobbing right under her prominent nose. Zoya subtly bent at the waist almost at a ninety degree angle hocking a loogie onto the tip of my cock with perfect precision. Before she could react, I turned her around facing the door with a swipe of my hand swatting her buttocks until they jiggled uncontrollably.
Halfway through it I realized Zoya was giggling uncontrollably even when I pushed three fingers inside her snatch withdrawing them drenched in her gooey essence. The chortling stopped with a gasp when I pried apart her bounty exposing everything.
I stood up quickly embedding myself inside her cunt letting her cheeks clap around the base of my tumescence. I wrapped an arm around her abdomen using the other to grip her throat in a faux choke as I thumped the shit out of her box. Zoya went limp but remained otherwise upright taking it like a champ.
Honestly I mauled her like a grizzly.
Zoya took it one step forward crossing one leg over the other as I pounded her cheeks making them take on a watery consistency. Somehow during our tryst, her hand ended up cradling the side of my face lovingly as she struggled with her composure facing the door.
Zoya almost sounded like she hiccupping out every thrust as I went for broke fueled by the cushiony feeling of her cheeks around my man meat. Her other hand reached up cupping the other side of my face as our synchronized gasping reached a crescendo. Sweat was running down my brow in rivulets.
Suddenly she went limp flopping over at the waist grabbing the table for added leverage parting her thick gams wide. I took advantage getting really deep between her legs wedged the root of my cock into her slit grunting loudly with every thrust. She raised an arm only to have it slapped away repeating the action until I bent it behind her back making the woman half turn on the tabletop.
I got a look at her profile finding with disgust that Zoya was actively licking the old cracked finish covering the table. There was a puddle of drool adjacent to her face that was off putting. This woman was truly getting off on the hate sex we were having to the ninth degree.
My palm collided with her bountiful right cheek several times until the slaps echoed off the walls. This made Zoya raise the other hand in the air for me to capture. She groaned happily when both arms were securely folded behind her back. All I could hear at this point were the wet slaps of my pelvis against her buttocks as she creamed so much, it was running down her inner thighs.
"āmilakē hoyi bet'ami iwedihalehu memihiri!! bemuk'eti wisit'i inidalechi sēti wusha ā'imiroyēni wit'a inē gēta nenyi!!"
Zoya started babbling in her native language outside of the UK. The wet sounding hollow claps of her buttocks was deafening as I took out all the frustration I'd been feeling since we had the misfortune of meeting.
I released her wrists yanking her around facing me with a few rapid fire slaps to her cheek before shoving her atop the table capturing her juicy thighs. I hooked her legs over my shoulders intending to keep balling her to oblivion when Zoya contorted in my grasp reaching down fishing my prick out of her steaming pot, mascara tears streaming.
"What the fuck?"
Zoya pushed the head of my member inside her backdoor sniffling, coughing a bit and licking the snot off her bottom lip. Once I was inside she grabbed handfuls of her hair in both fists starting to yowl like a wounded animal as I stuffed her poop chute full of meat. This woman was a beast arching her lower back wanting it so bad she was making that ugly crying face.
I reached around the outside of her thick thighs pinching and twisting her nipples as hard as I could until she grabbed one of my hands almost biting it but settled on gagging herself at the last instant.
The opportunity presented itself so I started in on her clit, alternating that with a finger or two inside curved up into her special place. Several bursts of wetness exploded from her abused cunt wetting my abdomen along with the edge of the table.
Zoya's legs rose higher in the air above my shoulders returning bent knee to her torso allowing her to wrap her arms around them. This had the effect of making her fifty inches of prime donk spread wider into a spade shape with my prick as the stem. My hands handled the sides of her hips driving everything I had to give into her anus like a Mack truck.
Those incredible legs of hers spread balletically as she reared up supporting her weight on both elbows intently watching my progress. Her gaze traveled roaming all over my body while her eyes kept blinking like she was malfunctioning or something.
The woman was a visual mess with her hair all over the place makeup smeared while she could seemingly only breathe from her open mouth. This was a rage fuck unparalleled implicitly undertaken by two consenting adults with no guarantees between us that she wouldn't report me afterwards. Zoya's head kept dipping backwards like it would fall from her shoulders.



Finally tired of this last posture, I snatched her forearms pulling the woman into a sitting position facing me. Zoya wrapped her arms around my neck when she felt my hands cupping her big butt. I took a deep breath lifting her off the table spinning about only to plant my deviant partner flat on her back; this time on the frayed carpeting.
Instead of leaving her that way, I rolled Zoya up into a ball with most of her weight resting across her shoulders. This allowed me to literally sit on the back of her thighs with everything stuffed into her bowels bouncing like a pogo stick. For her part, Zoya had ahold of her ankles using them to keep herself stable.
"AW SHIT YOU NASTY MOTHERFUCKER, AW!! AW!! SHIT BITCH!!" I exploded inside the condom filling it full before tossing Zoya's legs to the side as I disengaged crouched over her.
Then all was silent.
I sat bare assed on the floor off to the side but still between her spread legs, both of us breathing hard catching our breath. Mrs. Berhan was the worst for ware visually between the two of us sprawled out at the end of the center aisle like a discarded ragdoll.
She was glistening in the dim light, chest heaving mightily with this sickening euphoric expression on her face. Our intermingled musk was pungent, omnipresent, and stifling along with the humidity generated by our united body heat. Zoya was unmoving still, except for the hand covering her mound actively massaging it as she stared up at the ceiling.
"Fuck you Zoya."
I crawled into the next book aisle over all the way to the back facing the wall in a sitting fetal position. My mind was replaying the day's events on a loop as I pondered the only decision I could've made for the greater good. Mr. Van Allen had dropped the hammer on me expecting instant capitulation. There was no way I would and I didn't know how much time I had before things came crashing down.
So, Zoya Berhan was a bit of well-deserved respite on my part.
Tears were starting to pool at the corner of my eyes thinking of Quisha's reading while I heard my enemies wife collecting herself in the adjacent aisle. I was starting to cry knowing there would be no turning back at this point as Zoya crawled after me stopping short when I glanced at her brow furrowed.
She froze still nude studying my face lightly gasping. Unexpectantly she inched forward an inch kowtowing with both hands framing my left canvas sneaker. There was this odd sensation that prompted me to look closer realizing this married degenerate was licking the toe of my chucks. I snatched my foot from her grasp while Zoya remained prostrate before me.
"Master?"
"Don't call me that." I was not in the mood and she knew it.
"Yes, but might I be allowed to humbly request one more thing from your person, good sir?" I scoffed looking at the wall at my right side.
"Sure whatever you want bitch."
Zoya quickly reached up still prostrate sliding the filled condom from my penis downing its contents with a loud gulp. After doing this, she sat upright mimicking my posture facing the opposite shelves filled with old, dusty out of print books.
Zoya stole quick peeks at my profile drumming up the courage to speak.
"Whenever you should need or desire me; I am yours darling. And until you do, I will not sleep with or acknowledge Steven as my husband until you say otherwise master."
"DON'T CALL ME THAT!!"
"Yes."
"Can you leave me alone now?"
**********************************************************************************************************
I must have dozed off from the weirdness and overt emotional trauma from the day waking up still huddled in the aisle on my side. I'd been laying on my side in a fetal position with my legs drawn into my chest at an angle which obscured my partially bare ass.
Zoya was long gone at some point having declared unwanted fealty. A few feet away my phone was blinking with incoming messages. I sat back up finding myself bathed in darkness as the flashing light danced on my features. I fished a charger out of my pocket plugging in my phone.
That rage fuck with Mrs. Berhan left me drained but still feeling conflicted as I recalled it being sort of preordained by Quisha. I resolved to keep as much distance from the Miles sisters as humanly possible considering their father was now my boss. It wouldn't be easy considering older sister Eboni obviously had taken a one-sided liking to me.
I continued adjusting and making myself presentable finding that it was just after one in the morning. My phone battery was nearly dead, but I managed to look at a few messages while it charged.
One was from my mother asking if I'd be returning home and requesting an insurance text for proof of life. We'd worked it out after she caught me asleep in bed with a woman some time ago. I sent her the simple thumbs up emoji which went unanswered.
I would've been happy if she called up right away to chastise me, but nothing happened. I got up looking out the window down onto the street finding some sparse traffic from both buildings combined below. My phone was placed on the deep windowsill as I blindly activated a voicemail.
"Don't go down this road, I'll handle things from here on out and this isn't a hill you want to die on young man. I understand you're going through a troubling time but you've got to put things in perspective. There's a whole life out there in front of you, a wealth of experiences waiting if you, just let go of the hatred. Things are under control if you let it be; I don't want to be notified that you were anywhere near Shady Oaks again. It's for the best son."
Mr. Van Allen's words rang hollow.
But I'd discovered myself still a piece on his chessboard.
This didn't sit right with me and I was tired of being used.
"Hey buddy, wake up."
"Huh?"
"Wake up, we're here according to the GPS." I stirred in the shabby backseat still in custody of the tall can I'd purchased while waiting for my Uber. My driver was this big, burly middle aged gentleman of Polish descent with a rubbery looking nose. We'd engaged in casual conversation while I drank unopposed before dozing off.
"Cool, uh thanks for the ride." I hit the latch sort of tumbling out raising a thumb to assure him I was okay.
"Wasn't free, it's your dime and uh, get some coffee." He sped off the minute his backseat door closed. I felt like raising a middle finger but chugged instead. I wasn't much of a drinker but needed the liquid courage.
I glanced back over my shoulder finding Yoli's old apartment building. It was a bit after two in the morning and the neighborhood was quiet as I faced Renee's salon on wobbly legs. There was really no traffic to speak of at this time of night, but I hesitated taking it all in noticing a change in the painting scheme on her storefront business. Mr. Van Allen used me like toilet paper and I was left wanting now that he had what he wanted.
The picture was becoming clearer as I half stumbled across the street towards Renee's big picture window.
Somehow I'd become involved in a web of interconnected uh, entanglements for lack of a better term. Played continuously even while I thought myself evolving. Those trees in the forest were redwoods and I was never supposed to be able to see over them. The minute vagaries of my situation had suddenly become daunting the minute I left my bed. There were a lot of moving parts in place now that I'd revealed my range.
Somebody had to do something drastic, make a statement.
I chugged the rest of the beer tossing the can.
Toss a stone into the machine.
My hands found this big whitewashed rock a few feet adjacent. There were a few of them framing a thin tree. It was big and heavy, a bit of serendipity as I recalled Renee's willingness to toss a similar boulder through the window of a car I'd been riding in.
I weighed it in both hands wondering if I was perhaps some sort of puppet in the grand scheme of the universe. My feet started moving nearly of their own accord until I was facing Renee's panel window. Carlie's name was still etched into the glass as I recalled being jostled here by the police.
Before I could do anything, a side door further along the wall opened distracting me momentarily. A cardboard box flew out of the darkened interior as I heard some movement still standing there with the rock. As far as I was concerned, nothing was going to stop me from shattering the window.
Mintzy stepped out of the door with a broom and standing dustpan.
She was different.
There was a disconnectedness about her, something shaky and fragile as she stepped onto the pavement. Mintzy's head was shaved close like a man's buzzcut, her body was covered in a shabby looking housecoat. It was more of a vintage duster robe like something out of the fifties. Her feet were covered in these cheap dollar store flip flops. She used the broom to right the carboard box before sweeping up as our eyes met.
"Are you like, really there or am I playing tricks in my head?" She said sounding partially distant. There was a visible scar down one side of her face. It extended from brow to cheek almost curving into her lips.
"Mintzy, it's me."
"Oh no, I'm dreaming while I'm awake again; you go poof into thin air now. I ain't got no time to go messing with you cause I gotta do my work."
The stone I was holding hit the sidewalk with a rocky thud, some hairline cracks appearing in its surface.
"Aw why'd you go and do that for? I spent all day painting those up real nice like and all; what you want me to get in trouble again?" She set her broom and pan aside resting weary hand on her hip. The busty mature rolled her shoulders getting an audible crack.
"Mintzy what happened to you?"
"Like you don't know; aw forget about it cause I gotta get this rock put back before they find it out of place." She started to bend over still favoring her back, so I went in intending to help her out. We nearly butted heads as I found myself looking at her strained features.
"Hey kid, you need to get the fuck up outta here; go across the street and sit on that bus bench." She was lucid after all.
I knew better than to question things considering an early warning I got from Renee about Mintzy's connections. She allowed me to return the rock back to its resting place at the base of the tree. It was the middle of the night and she was outside sweeping up.
There was no doubt her son Antonio was involved. I walked away without glancing backwards doing as she wanted. I had every intention of dialing up another car but thought it might look suspicious to whoever was watching. I checked my phone finding that a bus would arrive in fifteen minutes. It was a waiting game as I stole a glance.
Mintzy continued sweeping up for a few minutes, then sort of shuffled back inside closing the door behind her.
A few seconds later, a vintage Lincoln continental pulled up right in front of me. There were two guys sitting up front but all of the windows were down as I felt like someone might be hidden from view. The shady looking guy riding shotgun was half leaning out of the window regarding me with a snarky expression.
"You looking for something?"
"No."
"Are you sure about that?"
"Uh, yes sir." He leaned backwards into the car glancing at the driver who was obscured because of this guy's sheer size. I believed they were conversing in hushed tone before he regarded me again.
"Keep it that way, boy." The car pulled off as my life flashed before my eyes.
A few minutes later, I was on the bus home, my desperate intent unfulfilled.
********************************************************************************************************
When I got to my stop a few blocks away from my house, I intentionally loitered at the bus bench for another hour waiting to see if that Lincoln followed me. There was no way I wanted my house riddled with bullets preferring to take my comeuppance like a man.
I went through my phone finding a few more messages from Rashida Sikes, but nothing from Jaquan which was dubious. I made plans to further out Renee but wanted some rest and a bite to eat before heading out.
Nothing was going to happen unless I found a way to neutralize Mr. Van Allen. I noticed he'd attached a pic along with the voicemail sent which revealed me standing in the lobby of Shady Oaks. Renee Kelly was in firmly in hand, locked away in a gilded cage.
He'd even thought to post guards which got me thinking like a sleuth even further. I couldn't make the connection between Yoli and Renee, didn't know if I wanted to even if the opportunity presented itself. Infamous baby mamma number two had been outed and exposed, even her high intellect.
What made her more than formidable in the past and here partially in the present, was her undeniably symmetrical beauty. That along with her perfect hourglass figure and exotic looks left everyone at a disadvantage. I recalled how intimidated I was, even frightened when she initially seduced me. It had all been a ploy to emotionally torture her baby's daddy working like a charm.
It was folly manipulating him, an abomination because a malignant narcissist with a genius level IQ could so easily employ the "Grey Rock" technique for her own needs.
Adil her side piece and unwitting financier at this moment was probably realizing just how lucky he was to escape her clutches. I chaffed at his oblivious entitlement and swelling pride at having what he thought, the perfect trophy wife. His employee Orlando called things perfectly as the clueless simp's family deployed a youthful fixer to investigate Renee.
Maybe it was her ambiguous appearance or perhaps when she unknowingly spoke in her normal voice when threatened by my prop laptop. Henri had been keenly watching like a hawk.
I'd caught her completely off guard after being expelled from her circle and things would've been fine afterwards. Unfortunately her all encompassing ego matched her recorded 147 intellect. Vicky Stone presented a polar opposite mentally, but a physical equal unintimidated by her in any way.
There was no doubt Renee still viewed me with a sort of ownership, but now a monkey wrench had been thrown into her world view of herself. I suspect both women would've found themselves more than evenly matched if they came to blows. I'd been inside a literal bubble psychologically speaking along with everyone in her circle. She vetted me as an innocent, then decided to mold me into something else.
I was probably little more than a pet project.
None of us suspected that we were actually her support and Renee was about giving as little back as humanly possible outside of her bubble. I thought about how she'd fleeced her own best friend for years before it hit the fan. Renee didn't give a shit about Rashida on the low. In fact, there was only one person I knew she truly loved with all her being.
"Little Daisy Kelly."
Renee Kelly was not going to win.
A few blocks over was a Walgreens, the only twenty-four hour establishment in my neck of the woods along with a heavily fortified gas station right across the street.
*********************************************************************************************************
I decided to walk off my light drunk mulling over a potential "Hail Mary" after picking up a coffee and really shitty pastry. It was already early in the morning when I got up my front steps fumbling around in my pocket for my house keys. I was surprised when the door was opened by my mother's boyfriend Gene.
There was no doubt he'd been there overnight as evidenced by the burgundy robe covering his pajamas. Facially he reminded me of old actor Dorian Harewood with a head of shoulder length hair full of greasy kid stuff.
"Hey Gene, what's up?" I tried to avoid the awkwardness noticing a lit cigarette in his hand as he nodded acquiescing my presence silently. Behind the scenes, most of our family members joked that he was mute.
"Your suit is hanging on your bedroom door." That was it as he resumed a seat on the couch continuing his early morning smoke. I just nodded walking by my mother's bedroom door. It felt like they were getting serious worrying me they were close to the altar. I glanced at Gene for a moment, then realized that wasn't happening.
I stopped mid-corridor staring for an extended period, then turned back finding my mother standing right there behind me. She'd crept out of her bedroom noticing me there. Mom inched by me going removing the suit from the door hanging it in the kitchen closet before going to the kitchen sink running some water. I felt like an idiot, then walked into the kitchen regarding her. She had her back to me rinsing out a coffee pot.
"Good morning mom."
"Hey, you had a visitor yesterday; but we couldn't get ahold of you."
"Who, Tressie?"
"No."
"Uhm, Phoebe?" I nudged my bedroom door open finding my room objectively ransacked. There were some empty cardboard boxes on my bed. Time stopped again as I noticed my laptop sitting haphazardly on the edge of the room desk.
"PORSHA SIMMS!!" The wet dishrag in her hand swiped across the right side of my face with a force akin to a whip followed by wild flailing of said item across the back of my neck and back.
I got a hand up taking some stinging blows there before it was over as quickly as it begun. My mother bolted down the hallway slamming her bedroom door loud enough to leave a shockwave.
Gene appeared in the door frame puffing on a new cigarette while my mother sobbed from her sealed bedroom.
"Hey man you messed up big time; check it out." There was a phone in his hand with a video clip ready to play. I looked at it like the plague gazing into his soulful eyes. Gene just nodded motioning with his phone until I took it in hand playing the clip.
"THIS WHERE DAY FUCKING AT?!! I'M READY TO MAKE SOME COINS!! GOTTA GET THAT RENT MONEY!!" YOU FUCKED ALREADY OR WHAT?!! LOOKING KIND OF MATURE THERE, DON'T GET JEALOUS WHEN I TAKE CENTER STAGE!!"
It was indeed the long forgotten Porsha Simms looking completely strung out almost zombie-like. She was ashy looking with her hair matted about her head in uneven sections with the rest blackened weedy protrusions of long neglected weave. Her normally hang dog eyes were wide and reddened, nostrils runny with dried snot.
She was wearing this linty wife beater sweatshirt that did nothing to hide a doughy gut. Her lower half was covered in a pair of men's loose fitting flannel boxers one foot bare, the other in a cheap dirty sneaker. I watched horrified as she bared her large pendulous breasts to my mother and her boyfriend.
"Your mother wants you to move out before the week is over. She's very upset with this development and I know we don't really know each other, but I'm disappointed too. Your mother said you were working down at the college, a nice job."
"Porsha's never been here before; she's a friend of my cousin and I don't have any kind of a relationship with her Gene."
"That's none of my business, but you do have a relationship with many women on the laptop. Hey man, I don't get involved in drama but I had to step between your mother and the crackhead until the police arrived. That Porsha girl said you were making dirty movies with her. No drama, your activities suggest she is correct."
"Did you do this to my room?"
"Your mother puts a roof over your head and food in your belly; it is her right to look where ever she pleases. I love your mother, and I apologize for hacking your password. We can take about it some other time if you want, but I've got to drive your mother into work this morning; she won't be back until you're gone."
"Hey man I don't have a problem with you; somebody did this to me for revenge."
"No drama boy, you handle it however you want, but leave. Don't bring further shame to this house. I'll talk to her and see what happens. Your mother loves you so much, but it's going to take a while."



"Gene."
"Maybe you should call your father; he didn't pick up last night. There's opportunity to get in front of things before your mother speaks with him also. You take care of yourself." I had a newfound respect for the man when I probably should've given him attitude for stepping in as a surrogate parent in my mother's stead.
"Thank you sir." We shook hands. He gave me a pat on the back before walking down the hall to disappear into my mother's bedroom.
I sat down on the edge of my bed with a stinging cheek. The dishrag left a welt, but the damage ran much deeper. Eventually I closed my own bedroom door as softly as I could feeling like that would make me small enough to disappear from my mother's eye's. They left just under thirty minutes later. I could hear my mother's luggage and hushed talking before the door front slammed.
Then I broke down.
It was mainly a culmination of things, but more towards recent events and the end of my relationship with my mother.
"Hey man, ain't nobody trying to take her away from you; I just wanna say you didn't have to get my mother involved." I made the call two hours later predictably getting Mr. Van Allen's voicemail.
Most of the things I wanted were already packed up with the boxes provided. Most of my bedding was in the wash, I'd decided to pack it into a box and mark it if my mother wanted to toss it in the trash later. I knew he wasn't involved but thought this was a good opportunity to prod him out into the open as my phone rang.
"I would like you to know that I am considering removing her phone for the time being."
"Ah, let her keep it; the damage has been done already. I'm being evicted."
"You probably wouldn't believe this but I'm very sorry to hear that; I could make a few calls on your behalf, if you like?"
"I'll manage, but just tell me something Mr. Van Allen; does your wife mind sharing you?"
"You know I can't answer that, but I had to do something so I got our daughter involved."
"Inserted is more like it right?"
There was a long pregnant pause as I continued packing up.
"You don't understand what we have; no one could understand least of all my wife. We're in trial separation and I'm just gonna let her have whatever she wants in the divorce. I regret using you, but initially I just wanted information. It was your decision to do everything else despite the fact I was helping out with your imprisoned girlfriend. You weren't thinking straight."
"Are you thinking straight right now?"
"It's not that simple; hell man you've been with her! It's fucking incredible and there was no way I could let that go after all we've shared over the years."
"Mr. Van Allen, what do you think's gonna happen next? You can't control her like Yoli, and you know it."
"She's exquisite." He pressed growing more emotional as the conversation continued.
"You know you can't keep her, right? Mr. Van Allen, she used me and the other guy to finance an escape from you. How could you get your daughter involved?"
There was another long pause on the line as he mulled over my thoughts.
"I love my daughter."
"Sure you do."
"You don't understand."
"Don't give me that shit, I fucked her too; I think you know that and it burns your balls Mr. Van Allen. I liked your daughter, too."
"Look, I can help you find a nice place if you want. You can't imagine how much good you've done for us. In time Renee will come to appreciate the role you unwittingly played in keeping us together." He was full on monologuing bordering on a rant.
"You're welcome."
"Her pussy gets so wet." Mr. Van Allen ended the call abruptly on that awkward note having unwittingly explained the dual motivations of himself and Renee.
All this time she'd been trying to escape him, not her obligation to Yoli. I wondered how he was able to keep himself emotionally contained considering the details of my coincidental relationship with his lover.
I'd been one hell of a stalking horse destabilizing her finances and severing her ties with a potential replacement sugar daddy. My android chimed with a few thousand bucks sent out of guilt at his part in jacking up my life.
What both of them didn't know was that I'd become a quick study of infamous baby mamma number two, and now Mr. Van Allen.
There was still more left to do as I glanced at the contents of the white plastic bag I'd come into the house with this morning.
I dialed up Jaquan.
"Hey, what's up cuz?" I was heartened to know he didn't know about Porsha's incursion to my home. Jaquan would've led with that. I think my mother was too embarrassed to gossip right away.
"Just checking up on you; I was worried Renee might've taken your daughter away by now."
"No she's still here with me and mom; they talked on the phone last night. I don't know what you did, but Renee says she's willing to give me back my parental rights. Guess we owe you a bit of thanks for that, huh cuz?"
"Man, that's okay for now; I'm gonna be moving soon, getting my own place and uh, well I bought little Daisy something the other day. Maybe, you could come by for a minute and hang out?" It wasn't a question even though I framed it as such.
"It's still, going on, right?"
"I wanna see Daisy; if you trust me."
"Okay, I'll drop by around two and maybe we can fire up that grill in your backyard too."
"Sounds great."
We hung up as I continued packing up noting the rebounding karma that assailed me and his infamous baby mamma like a rabid game of tennis. There was no doubt I could've finished things if not for current events. I'd been blindsided by Mr. Van Allen.
I mustered up the courage finding only three of the files on my compromised laptop remained. I guess my mother tried to erase everything before having a parental meltdown of the highest order. Nothing was actually compromised as I noticed my hiding place for Renee's cloned desktop was undisturbed.
I'd had three actual laptops sacrificing one to stick it to Renee in front of her side guy Adil.
There was no way she could keep him from posting her image on his social media which in hindsight was a mistake on her part. It alone gave me the information I needed to pop up at a fateful moment. He was intent on shoehorning this woman he really knew nothing about into his privileged life.
I checked it again, finding the page set to private.
I decided to visit Shawnee's page finding no new pics of her, just point of view stuff of places she was visiting and things she was doing. The old content was there if you patiently scrolled down, but she'd amended the information adjacent to her thumbnail saying "No New Bookings" taking herself off the market.
I felt a twinge of pain realizing that part of my karma came from the fact that I'd brought her into Renee's circle. Besides me, she'd taken the most abuse as her new mentor "found herself" in no uncertain terms.
My new site was doing fine running with not much input. It was a turn key operation bolstered by all of the new content I'd shot since being expelled from Renee's inner circle. With the addition of my day job, I wasn't actually hurting for money. It was more emotional than anything as Renee made good on her ominous assertion that I'd eventually have to chose between the two worlds. I'd been slingshotted with Porsha Simms as the unexpected return shot in our psychotic war of the roses.
"Huh, what's this?" I found an unknown file on my desktop I hadn't noticed before. My mother's attempted mass deletion of my files left it exposed. I wouldn't have noticed otherwise. The folder was just marked New Folder AA and nothing else.
I clicked it.
"Hey man, you gotta a microwave burrito or something, I'm hungry?"
"Shut up!"
"I owe you one."
There she was on my laptop screen sitting at my desk filming herself while I was visible in the background, open bedroom door making her some dinner in the kitchen microwave. Her intense beauty and facial resemblance to Eva Mendes beauty mark and all there before me along with a glint in her eyes.
She glanced over her shoulder oozing mischief then fidgeted in her chair quickly turning about mounting it on her knees. Her shorts were yanked down quickly exposing her huge partially tanned butt to the camera on my laptop. The silent twerk lasted seconds.
Then Vickie righted herself while I was in the background taking her food out of the microwave quickly leaning into the frame.
"Now you don't need lite-brite." She looked way too pleased with herself positively beaming with a twinkle in her eye.
I slammed my laptop shut hunched over my desk.
*******************************************************************************************************
Jaquan popped up at my backyard with his little girl finding me sitting in a lawn chair reminiscent of the last time we saw one another. I was surprised to find Rashida in his company as well. She was dressed rather conservatively in a pink hooded tracksuit and sandals.
Daisy was wearing her own little tracksuit with her backpack attached. I noted all three were holding hands as the toddler disengaged walking over on my left side while my cousin and Rashida appeared at my right. I exchanged glances with him as he noted the two empty beer cans and the half full one in my grasp.
"It's that bad, huh?"
"I'm moving bruh, but first I just wanted to hang out for a minute." I glanced over finding little Daisy Kelly staring me in the face. Her diminutive resemblance to her mother was beyond astounding despite her fathers nose in the center of her face as Rashida spoke.
"Hey, it's all good and everything with me so you ain't gotta worry none. I'm gonna get a room at my cousin house in a few days, so we good. Uhm, I think I even gotta job at another salon too."
"Well this is cause for celebration, perhaps we should have a drink together."
"I don't think so." Jaquan looked stern prompting me to open the cooler at my side revealing a number of sodas and some assorted juice boxes mixed in with my beer.
His features softened while Rashida chuckled.
"Where's my present?" Daisy asked almost devoid of emotion.
"He gonna give it to you baby; we talked about being nice, didn't we?"
"Yeah, but I don't really gotta listen to you anymore. You a substitute, that's what my mom said." I raised a brow at her vocabulary range.
"BUT WHAT DID I SAY?!" Jaquan cut in irritated with the diminutive clone.
"I was just saying what momma told me on the phone; I like Rashida cause she makes my hair pretty. You said I have to listen to my parents; ain't momma my parent? Didn't I come out of her belly?"
"Well yeah, but..."
"If I came out of her belly, don't I have to listen to her first?" Daisy countered.
"You know what I mean little girl!" My cousin huffed.
"Okay daddy, you are just telling me that right now when momma is not here cause she in the hospital, right? Should we just call her with my phone and understand it better, daddy?"
Little Daisy Kelly was holding her pink backpack like a purse casually unzipping it removing her phone.
"I know you didn't!" Jaquan half bellowed making me interject.
"YOU GUYS ARE WAY TOO FUNNY!! LITTLE DAISY IS WAY TOO CUTE FOR WORDS!! Hey man, I got some links in the fridge, it's a bit much so can you guys help me out?" Rashida knew what I was doing tugging on his arm a bit. Daisy was staring back at her father with a static expression that should've been alien for a toddler, unfazed.
"Alright cuz, but we gonna talk about respect later Daisy."
"I'll help you out with that, just show me where the fridge is, okay Jaquan?" Rashida was trying to extend an olive branch between father and daughter.
I was happy when he left the yard with her grumbling under his breath. He knew what he had on his hands with a child that had been raised to see her mother as his superior. I turned finding little Daisy Kelly staring pointedly at my face at bit closer than expected.
Her own sharp green eyes were faintly disquieting.
"Oh yeah, here you go baby." I reached down into the plastic bag at my side handing her a stuffed toy. It was one of two things I'd bought. It was a plush funny looking creature with a nice tuff of fur covering its body and the tip of its tail. There were soft horns on the toy's lion-like head.
Daisy took it with authority staring bluntly at it like I'd given her a piece of coal, but then wrapped her arms around it in a deep hug against her chest. The sneer on her cute little face was hard to ignore.
"His name is Gibbles." I added noting the name on the toy's tag.
"I don't like that name; I'm gonna give him a better name."
"Like what?"
"What do you want?" Daisy asked without hesitation.
"I wanted to give you something nice; you don't like it Daisy?" She pulled the plushie away from her body holding it with both hands looking at it, arms extended before hugging it again. The little girl ruefully swiped a juice box finding a seat opposite me in the only other chair on the grass. Her eyes bore into me giving nothing away.
"Why are you sad?"
"Ask your mother." It just slipped out of me before I had a second to check myself but she didn't bulge or betray any emotion. She took a long drink from her juice box then regarded the toy before looking at me again.
"I know what I'm gonna name him." She said tapping her foot to some tune only she could hear.
"What?"
"Adil." I started coughing profusely setting my beer down to thump my chest until I cleared my pipes. She sat there watching me still tapping her foot as I realized this little girl was more than she appeared.
"Hey Daisy, you're really smart, aren't you?"
"Yup."
"Kind of, like your mom right?" I inched into it horrified at what she'd say.
"Took a test one time, they said I'm a 130; so that means I'm better than you."
"Does Jaquan know?"
"Daddy don't need to know that cause he ain't like me and mommy; he's just, daddy. Now you, might be a little smart too, but we got 277 brain points together so you can't be better."
"I think your daddy would love to know how smart you are Daisy."
"I know daddy just likes having a lot of mommy's and you know it too. That's why I have two houses and maybe three someday. What do you want?"
She took another extended slurp finishing the juice box then for the first time since we'd met, little Daisy Kelly smiled ever so sweetly at me. I knew I was being trolled by a toddler.
"Do you really talk like that?"
"Well if I were to start vocalizing in my normal voice everyone would freak out and uhm, probably call an exorcist. I'm reading somewhere below 2000L but not by much, and pretty much the same mathematically. Tell me, are you splitting the atom in your head now, or are we getting to the point?"
"To be honest, uh I think you do need an exorcist."
"Maybe that's why she likes you; because you're so funny."
"This is crazy man, Jaquan is gonna freak out."
"Is he gonna freak out because I'm a genius, if I let the cat out of the bag; or is my daddy gonna beat you up again for trying to use me against my mommy?"
"Palaver?"
"What do you think we're doing right now, and you'd better hurry up while daddy is playing with my dumb mommy." She still sounded like a toddler, but I was getting whole Chuckie vibes from our interaction.
"I wanted to take a picture."
"To get to my mommy obviously, but what's the catch?"
"All you have to do is hold what's in this bag." I picked up the plastic bag I'd bought into the house earlier in the morning removing a white box which I placed face down.
Daisy leaned forward tossing the plushie on the lawn staring at the front before regarding me with a half smirk that was way too reminiscent of her infamous mother.
"This supposed to be funny?"
"I got nothing to lose, really little Ms. Kelly. So I don't care if "daddy" beats me up and puts me in the hospital; I want your mommy to rise up and stop playing hospital. You're the only person that can make her show her true colors when she doesn't want to Daisy."
"Okay but use my phone instead."
"Why?"
"I'm only gonna let you use it once, and you might show it to daddy to save yourself from another two piece. When that happens, I'm not going to be there with a cookie." Daisy slid off her seat handing me her phone before holding the box up facing it with a smile.
I took the pic.
"Give me that phone; I'll do it." She snatched her phone back working her fingers at blurring speed before turning its face about to show me what she'd done.
The photo depicted little Daisy Kelly holding a home DNA kit with "Does He Know?" written underneath.
The mature expression and half smirk on her face belied her age as my phone began ringing incessantly. My little cousin snagged another juice box as Jaquan and Rashida approached. She also snapped up the doll cradling it to her chest.
"Where are you right now?" Renee's voice was ice cold.
"Home, are you ready to bring me the one I want?" I asked watching her genius level daughter climb back into the chair.
"I'll see you, tonight." Renee hung up leaving me to ponder what I'd unleashed. I quickly hid the kit in the plastic bag placing it under my seat.
"AW, LOOKS LIKE SOMEBODY GOT SOMETHING NICE, HUH DAISY?!!"Rashida appeared holding a box from my bedroom containing some condiments and a few odds and ends from the fridge. Jaquan had a pan of prepared links and half a chicken that I'd bought from a corner store along with drinks. Little Daisy Kelly sat in the plastic chair in front of me knees drawn up cuddling with her toy.
"Yeah it's real nice, I'm calling him Mr. Van Allen." I shot her a look still weirded out at her hidden aspect.
"That's a strange thing to call a cute little monster like that, ain't it?" Rashida was talking to me, but Daisy piped up cutting us off.
"DADDY I'M SORRY FOR BEING MEAN!" Jaquan stopped in his tracks looking affected at the apology out of nowhere. Rashida was similarly distracted by her innate cuteness as the toddler raised her arms wanting to be picked up. He put the pan on my table picking the sneaky moppet up in his muscular arms.
"Daddy loves you, but you've gotta mind me too besides your mamma; we're equals." I was sure only I noticed Daisy roll her own slanted green eyes glaring down at me.
"Daddy he's sad, can we get Rashida to be his substitute mommy too?" Rashida cooed going over to my cousins back to give the little girl a peck on the cheek. I stood up never taking my eyes off Daisy.
"Too late, I'm her daddy already." My hand was planted square in the middle of Rashida's famous badonkadunk. All of us were laughing in moments, but only two of us were really in the know.
"Alright cuz, watch it; and since you up; go get my baby's tent out of my trunk."
I took his keys walking out of the backyard pondering Renee's reaction to her daughter's text knowing I'd already fired a shot at Mr. Van Allen. He seemed intent on controlling her even down to her environment, but I'd thrown a monkey wrench into things. There was no way he'd want to let her leave that secure apartment, but infamous baby mamma number two was gonna walk, no doubt about it.
"HEY!!" I found Rashida right behind me alerted by her palm slapping my butt with a loud clap. She was grinning like a jackal.
"What you up to this afternoon?"
"Maybe I should ask you that; did you two bang in my crib?"
"Come on man, what kind of girl do you think I am, huh?" There was a bouncy playfulness to her that I attributed to her status with both me and Jaquan. We'd kind of reassured Rashida of our mutual friendship jointly and independently.
"Did you two bang in my fucking house?"
"Well, uh kinda like second base below the waist." She admitted sheepishly as I opened the trunk finding a folded tent. Rashida pulled out an accompanying tote containing Daisy's toys. When she bent over into the trunk I had to fight the urge to slap her monster butt. We were visible from the backyard.



"You fuck him for a place to stay?"
"Damn bruh, that's out of pocket considering all of us been trading off for a minute. Look, all of us been taking it from motherfucking Renee for a minute; guess we was like, trauma bonding last night. Yeah, we did it with his kid in the house for the first time and I can't complain. Both of us needed it, you know how it is lately."
"When did we get so crazy, huh girl?" I rubbed her arm feeling a bit crestfallen.
"Renee started that shit after you brought over chipmunk bitch; after that we were just getting it in with whoever. Man, I keep kicking myself for missing out the first time we saw each other; I already had a bunch of dirt on my name anyway. Renee kind of, broke me a little I think, and not just about the money."
"Well you're gonna have to learn to do without her; and I'm just gonna be your boss from time to time."
"I thought you was my daddy?"
"If you guys didn't bring Daisy, you know we probably would hit that three way action on your big ass."
"Promises, promises all the time."
"Have I ever lied to you?"
"No, but I seen your bedroom and it looks like you're getting evicted."
"I got it covered."
"Come home with us." She offered.
"We'll see, come on we gotta get this tent up or Daisy's gonna throw a tantrum. Besides I want you to go first so that I can get the full view baby."
"You don't know Daisy; that little girl ain't never thrown no tantrum. It's like she's a little mini-me of her shitty mamma."
"Walk." I ordered getting a rough bump of her wide hip as she turned strolling to the backyard. Rashida put a little extra in her step giving me a show as she switched to the backyard.
"DAMN BITCH, WHAT THE FUCK?!!" I turned about finding a group of teens standing behind me also taking in the view, some of which I recognized.
At least three were there when I'd gone out that fateful night with Charity, Phoebe, and that fucker Bentley. One of them was bouncing a basketball telling me nonverbally they were headed to the local park for a pickup game. Rashida looked back still walking with her best mean mug, grimacing.
"Oh no boys, watch your mouth kids!" She warned still holding the duffle stuffed with Daisy's things. I inched closer behind her in a futile attempt to hide her awesome sixty plus inches.
"I don't know where you looking but ain't no boys over here baby! Come on, let me get that number!"
"I SWIPED LEFT BEFORE I EVEN SEEN YOUR SKINNY ASS!" Rashida burned this guy making his entourage laugh. He was a beady eyes guy with a short afro and chiseled body in a t-shirt and shorts obviously bought by his parents. He looked embarrassed inching closer near my back.
"Hey I'm Curtis, you can't even give me a minute?"
"Times up; ain't it your bed time nigga?" Rashida was in rare form while the guy's friend's kept laughing at the barbs. I made sure to keep myself between this shaky dude and Rashida.
"You think you all that because you got a big ass."
"No, you think I'm all that because I got a big ass, and you're still failing like a fucking simp, nigga!" Again his entourage whooped at the lightning quick insults as Curtis regarded me angrily.
"Ain't you got no control over your female, huh nigga?" I knew where this shit was going and I wasn't in the mood.
"Stop crying, I ain't her man; hey bitch tell him who I am."
"He's my daddy fool!" This was more than the kid's fragile ego could take as he suddenly bodied into me, arms stiff at his sides.
"You wanna knuckle up motherfucker?!" He was long and lean, a head taller while I was moderately built usually not prone to fighting. Rashida was about to stop but I nudged her ahead as his boys thought to surround me in a semi-circle. I dropped the kiddie tent to the ground ready.
"Do it." I challenged.
Both of us did a slow burn as Rashida ran to the backyard fence. Curtis attempted to step on the toe of my sneaker unaware that I would blast him in the face at the slightest touch.
"HEY FAM, GET UP OFF MY COUSIN NIGGA!! YOU WANNA THROW HANDS?!!" The sight of my chiseled cousin who looked like an evil clone of Kevin Garnett made the teens scatter to the four winds across the street. One of the guys dropped their basketball.
Jaquan easily palmed it in one hand beaning that lanky kid in the back of the head as he ran away.
"I had it under control." I complained picking up Daisy's tent. I noticed his daughter was standing right behind him. She'd been impassively watching the scenario play out holding the doll at her hip dragging it on the ground.
"You were gonna get tossed up like salad bruh." He took the tent giving me a pat on the back as we walked back to the yard with Little Daisy Kelly in tow. Out of his view, the devious moppet had this bemused expression.
She ended up with a nice little base camp in my backyard, tent, tablet, and some bedding to make her comfortable. I noticed a external hard drive realizing Daisy's tablet was not for kids besides it's pink protective covering.
It seemed she was flaunting her intelligence right under her father's nose. We had a great day which partially ended when Daisy made known in her own particularly spoiled manner that she wanted to go home for a "nap" which made me chortle under my breath. Rashida packed her things up while the girl dozed in her car seat.
"Hey bruh, you know my house is open to you whenever you want, right?" Jaquan offered as we leaned against the backyard fence staring out at the street. Rashida was standing in the middle of the sidewalk texting.
"There's some stuff I gotta finish up; I'd appreciate it if you could store some of my shit in your garage."
"Did auntie say anything about me; you know, about those movies?" The question wasn't unexpected.
"Guess I'm a really good editor because I never put your face in frame, even digitally wiped my own, but a mother just knows her son's butt after all those years changing my diapers when I was a baby." We chuckled dually chugging as my eyes settled on Rashida. I knew she'd gotten paid this afternoon after setting up her new pay pal.
"Damn Jaquan, too bad I needed Daisy; we could've given Rashida the business." I was a bit tipsy.
"She ain't going nowhere." Both of us were a bit tipsy as he took a moment to reflect.
"You ever gonna tell me who Renee's side dude is?"
"I took care of that shit; he was just a simp with deep pockets. Were you gonna fight for Renee, even though she's been playing us all?"
"Sometimes you've just gotta beat a nigga's ass for shit like that; I admit she had every right to keep a side piece, guess I was mad because I thought we had it under control. I was cool with you finally, and I didn't sweat Andre because the fool is a head cheese. It's just that she hid the other guy from me like he was special or something."
"No one's special to her and after tonight, I'm just gonna forget about her." He raised a brow.
"I don't know what you did already, but Renee's in the hospital for a breakdown. I'm sorry about everything, especially knocking you out. Daisy needs her mother, needs both of us if she's going to have a chance of growing up with any semblance of normalcy."
"Stop, if it wasn't for your infamous baby mamma number two; we wouldn't be having this conversation. Man, the first time we had sex, I was so fucking scared. I felt like a kid having sex with a grown woman and that's what she got off on Jaquan. It's the same reason she fucked Andre because he was visibly intimidated by her. Men are visibly shook by her and we both know how smart she really is now."
"What's your point?"
"You really think she had a motherfucking nervous breakdown or is she just in the middle of a course correct. Nigga, your baby mamma thinks like a crime lord on an interpersonal level. She's pimped out all of us, or did you forget about the website I built for her?"
We shared a moment.
"So what now?"
"Tomorrow at this time, you can figure it out yourself."
"What are you gonna do?"
"None of your business, it's between me and Renee Kelly." It looked like my words stung, but he said nothing as we watched Rashida blabbing on her phone to parties unknown.
"You really think Rashida would let us?" I chuckled to myself at the question.
"HEY RASHIDA COME OVER HERE FOR A MINUTE!" I yelled at her.
She walked into the yard without hesitation phone to ear apparently talking to her friend Delia. I remembered that annoying sister from the first time I actually slept with Rashida. The minute she got into the yard, we flanked her on each side closely pressing against her body.
I planted a kiss on her cheek as Jaquan took an earlobe between his lips. Her brown eyes went wide while her clueless friend yammered on. I directed her face in my direction stealing a lingering kiss, sucking on her bottom lip followed by Jaquan doing the same.
Both of our hands were shoved down the back of her tracksuit pants groping dueling halves of her sixty plus inches. Jaquan used a free hand to cup and squeeze a tit drawing it away letting his nails lightly rake that boob.
"Yeah bruh, she'd totally let us do it." I replied taking a chug from my beer.
"Yup." We walked away leaving Rashida shook for a second or two. Jaquan downed the rest of his beer.
"YALL THINK YOU SLICK; YOU AIN'T NOTHING!!" She wasn't angry, just annoyed at being sexually called out. We all shared a hearty laugh about it.
"EW GIRL WHAT'S GOING ON!!" I chuckled even more as her friend's annoying voice blasted from her phone.
"Aw it ain't nothing, these fools over here tried to come at me together, but I shut that shit down." Rashida explained walking away with a really bad case of plumber's crack which she knew we both appreciated.
"WHY?!!" Delia questioned on speaker making me spit up the rest of my beer mid chug. Jaquan patted me on the back otherwise I might've choked to death.
"Girl you need to get you some!" Rashida teased.
"LOAN ME ONE OF YOURS!!" Delia retorted as Jaquan prickled up with a thought.
"Cuz, you said men are shook by Renee, didn't you?"
"Yeah."
"DADDY!!" Little Daisy called from her car seat interrupting our conversation. Instead of taking it there, we embraced before he and Rashida departed leaving me alone in the backyard. I took a seat looking into my ice chest. There was another six pack of beer waiting, but I took a remaining juice box instead.
I glanced back at my bedroom window, remembering.
I sat there, waiting...
*******************************************************************************************************
Dusk arrived followed by the evening as I remained in my backyard listening to the myriad sounds of the neighborhood I'd grown up in. My parents divorced when I was very young and once I was old enough to get a bus transfer, my father seldom returned.
Thus I started my journey towards autonomy by riding through the city and its various crime ridden hoods until I reached my father's adopted side of town. His preferred enclave was sort of this affluent college endorsed district, home to the rich and local celebrities. Dad paid a pretty penny to "look the part."
Me, I was that awkward little kid prompted by my mother to make those weekly, weekend journeys which eventually didn't end quick enough for my tastes. In the early days, I'd be given a handful of cash not more than twenty five and dropped at a movie house, while my dad pursued other interests i.e. other women's skirts.
When he deemed to regard me, that was equally daunting as his preferred method of communication was incessant kvetching. Between this and some borderline
obsessive compulsive house rules, I found myself in front of his television watching movies. He never cared to check the ratings happy to disappear on "errands".
I'd been exposed to my mother and it had been just as devastating as Renee hinted.
Before me was open road and an uncertain future left up to my own devices and sense of agency. I thought about my mother and how she'd taken it on the chin with my primary care for the most part. I loved her dearly, honestly more than my father. This was a given considering our relationship or lack of one in retrospect.
The embarrassment I felt in tandem with the overt humiliation was supposed to be a nuke fired back by the very same woman who'd mentored me into my current side hustle. It would be a wait, how long I didn't know or care to ponder, but I'd win my mom back someday.
Dad, well he probably was busy with "errands" as I chuckled to myself remembering Quisha's reading.
"I wonder." I mumbled to myself taking a sip of beer.
I picked up my phone bringing up my father's number but dialed his landline instead of his cell. I knew he was probably still out working on a job site at this time of the early evening. I let it ring until it clicked off by itself telling me he wasn't at home.
Then an epiphany of sorts came to me as I dialed up the line again and again having nothing better to do with the rest of my evening.
"WHO THE FUCK IS IT?!!" She snarled into the receiver as I busted up laughing with a fist over my mouth. Quisha was indeed psychically, dare I say spiritually gifted.
"Erica? Erica Walton, right?" I mused coughing up a little beer.
"Yeah well, who the fuck is this?" She admitted in boorish fashion bringing a ripe smile to my face.
"Hey you don't recognize your stepson's voice baby?"
There was dead silence from her end of the line almost making me think she'd hung up, but I knew better than that.
"So you mad or something; are you gonna cry on me?"
"No, it's just so predictable; I called on a hunch."
"Who dimed me out, your mommy?"
"No, and just why is my mother's name in your mouth Erica?"
"Because she came by here with her boyfriend looking for your dad; unfortunately he's working a double shift so I had to put up with her for a minute. Your dad turns off his phone when he's working, so I'm stuck here until he gets home."
"How does your mother feel about that shit?"
"Who the fuck cares; she shouldn't have brought him into our house. What, you want some war stories about your daddy, huh?" She was trying to be boorish, but I didn't give a fuck because I knew my father wasn't working no motherfucking double shift.
"Don't bother me, go ahead shoot."
"Yeah alright but you asked; your daddy was eyeballing me and asking dumbass questions about where I was going to college, shit like that. He knew what he wanted and mom did too; so she started throwing me all kinds of shade instead of kicking your perverted daddy to the curb. Since she was in my lane, I decided to make her suffer."
"Do tell Erica, how so?"
"I started putting on a show waling around the house in next to nothing; cutting in on their conversations making my mom the thumb on the hand, all types of sketchy shit. Even let him catch me in the shower too; I wish you could've seen your daddy's face. That's when I knew that fucker was coming for me. His boner was poking out with this little wet stain where his dickhead was; are you grossed out yet?"
"Shit, bitch you don't know me." I replied casually taking a drink.
"Okay you want some more, huh?
"Shoot away."
"I decided to mentally fuck your daddy that same night so I put on this tiny ass Rainbow Brite tee I got off eBay and the smallest kiddie panties I could find. You know, the kind with the itty bitty roses all over them right; you still listening huh? They were watching some stupid ass lawyer movie with Paul Newman when I came into the living room wearing that shit, tight cheeks bulging like baked bread. Told your daddy goodnight and bent over to give him a hug with my ass all up in mom's face."
"She didn't like that, did she?"
"Hell no she didn't; came right into my room and whipped my ass with an extension cord even though I was eighteen. Your father looked stupid as fuck. I decided to keep trolling both of their dumb asses, so I ran out again jumping into your dad's lap with my tits poking him all in the face."
"I would've got the fuck out of there."
"Your daddy wasn't going nowhere; after mom got enough of swinging that cord at me, they ended up cutting the movie short going to her bedroom. Man, your fucking daddy was pounding my mom and I just laughed my ass off because I knew he was thinking about me. Hey, your daddy put my mom to sleep before he rolled into my room around three in the morning."
"You got some too, huh bitch?"
"RIGHT YO, HE PUSHED MY SHIT IN TOO!! Didn't say shit, not a word when he came in my room; just slid my panties off and starting hitting that shit like he just got out of jail. Nothing but missionary until the break of dawn. No motherfucking foreplay or nothing, just straight beat my kitty to death. Mom was still snoring in the morning."
"That's messed up!" I was laughing hard, but mostly at her taste in men.
"You smoking or something?"
"Drinking my troubles away." I answered with nothing to lose.
"It's your turn, shoot." We were talking like old buddies; at least fuck buddies anyway even though it had been one time only.
"Remember that "movie" we shot?"
"Yeah."
"Well I took your career advice Erica; now my mom thinks I'm fucking Larry Flint after some bitch did some sideways shit exposing me."
"Get outta here!!"
"Serious, I've been doing that shit on the regular; but I got serious drama now. Hey, you were right girl, I've gotta knack for porn. Give yourself a pat on the back bitch."
"Hey man, send me some of that shit."
"Fuck no, you're banging my dad."
"So what; you fucked me too. I'm kind of bored right now and I could use some real entertainment. Come on, help a bitch get off."
"Erica, you're fucking my dad; besides I don't want you pulling a ME TOO on my ass later. You're not the most trustworthy home girl."
"Nigga please, you better send me a link or I'm gonna fuck your daddy's crib up." I was giggling throughout the conversation.
"It ain't that serious."
"Well send me a link then asshole."
"Send me some dirty pictures."
"Oh I thought you was upset I was fucking your dad?"
"I don't care about that shit; besides I kinda miss that tight bubble butt of yours, especially those stretchmarks."
"Fuck you very much negro."
"Whatever, you gonna send me some pics?"
"You gonna send me a link?"
"I wanna a good picture with your fucking face in it Erica; I wanna make sure you don't send me somebody shit off motherfucking google."
"Okay, I got you perv; seems like you missed me, huh?"
"Stop fishing for validation; but if I see you again, I'm gonna fuck you really hard."
"You're tanked, aren't you?" Erica Walton wasn't used to me being especially assertive having made my acquaintance pre-infamous baby mamma number two.
"Doesn't mean I ain't gonna fuck you and it ain't gonna be no fucking missionary either." I drunkenly reiterated.
"Stop teasing me; send that link." She hung up as a few pics popped up on my phone.
"Well, would you look at that." I mumbled to myself with a smirk at my father's grimy behavior.
I received a nice set of pics from the good Ms. Walton laying in what was obviously my father's bed taken with a selfie stick. She was still tight now sporting a dyed sandy brown mane of hair which did nothing for her barely normal facial features. That bubble butt and her tits were as I remembered. She even gifted me a closeup of that rounded butt up close and personal, stretchmarks included.
I shot her a link, to my pay site.
Ms. Walton taught me never to do something for free.
********************************************************************************************************
"Hey man." It was a few hours later approaching midnight. I'd pretty much cleaned up my yard and hosed down the grill. Thing seemed like they were going to be a bust and I resolved to knock back a few thinking of what I had to do in the morning when they appeared.



"Oh you; are we still fucking with each other?" I found Curtis and some of his friends standing outside my fence. It looked like he'd returned with reinforcements.
There was no way I could get away if they wanted to mob me.
"Well uh, no man; we talked it over and uh, I was wrong, okay?"
"Water under the bridge." Honestly I didn't give a damn if it went one way or the other.
"So uh, we're cool right?"
"Whatever." I replied not even regarding this group of teens making sure to keep my eye on the kid with the basketball. The idea of him launching it at my head while I sat was a distinct possibility.
"Look I apologized." Curtis offered.
"And?" All of them exchanged glances, before their appointed mouthpiece spoke up.
"Uhm, we all just wanna know how you, uh do it?"
"Do what?"
"Pull all those fine honeys?" This made me laugh into my beer can and face palm before glancing at them finding earnestly clueless expressions on all of their faces.
"I never pulled anybody."
"Come on brother; you're the man around here, pimp credentials and everything. We saw you with those two badass honeys a minute ago. Remember, that one Sunday you had the limo out front? The redbone, with those leggings on and all that ass, her fine ass friend too?"
"Yeah I thought that bitch was Gabrielle Union for a minute; but it wasn't cause she was smiling." Another guy added.
I chortled laughing at the memory of my night on the town. Charity Gilbert decided it was her coming out party that night after surviving a baptism. Phoebe was along for the ride which ended in a night I'd remember on my deathbed.
"Word around the neighborhood is that you got females running in and out of your crib daily."
"Oh is that right Curtis?"
"Yeah, can you put us up on game, or not?" I leaned forward in my chair regarding all of their faces. These kids were serious.
"Well, I never pulled any of those women; they opened the door for me. It's a door that most guys know about but never find the key. Do you really want to know how I did it, bruh?"
"YEAH!!" All of them responded in unison.
"Alright, I'll tell you guys but it ain't easy, damn near impossible."
"Okay."
"Get a female to include you in their circle; now that's tricky because of their nature. You've got to understand most women are all about emotion, validation all the time. So, they compete with one another, simultaneously build, and tear one another down. It's crazy because they support each other no matter what even when they hate each other. For you my friends, it's like sitting in the eye of a tornado if you do it just right. You're the calm at the center of the storm and they will gravitate towards you."
I didn't look at them nursing my can staring off into space thinking of the girl who'd come to my bedroom window on more than one occasion at this very hour as the clock tolled midnight.
"MAN THAT'S SOME OLD BULLSHIT!!" It wasn't Curtis, but one of the other guys loitering there at my backyard fence. A cacophony of youthful chatter, peer commentary and jeers followed, but I was elsewhere mentally.
It suddenly became quiet as I was illuminated by the high beams of a car pulling up to the curb. All of the teens were staring, but I didn't need to look as she turned off the lights leaving the engine running. I heard the driver's side door slam followed by heeled footfalls.
The first thing I saw was her symmetrical face.
Looking at me impassively, unreadable, and infinitely dangerous.
Nude except for a pair of heels on her feet.
"OMFG WHAT THE FUCK?!!"
"OH SHEET MAN, WHAT THE HELL IS THIS?!!"
"DAMN!!"
She was standing there looking cut from the finest marble, a work of art given life. A Venus de Milo with hyper zaftig proportions. Her breasts looked larger than I remembered, hips wider over model length legs.
This woman had come dressed as her alter ego; cat-like eyes hidden behind signature glasses famous amongst her online fans. Everything was on display from the top of her head to her heeled feet, even her muff was shaved bare. Multiple flashes of light reflected off her flawless skin set off by numerous camera phones.
She was glaring at me with this glint in her eyes, arms folded behind her back standing at parade rest.
"MY NIGGA, YOU THE MAN!!" Curtis and company were fit to be tied getting an unexpected thrill from the nude woman standing beside them on the sidewalk. It suddenly sounded like the corridor of a high school intermingled with the locker room crassness, boorish talk of the young and untouched. Renee craned her head looking Curtis in the face.
She raised a hand in the air brandishing a Beretta M9.
Several shots were fired scattering the group to the four winds except for Curtis who froze in place. He peed himself seemingly glued to the spot as Renee leveled the weapon at his face.
A single shot near his feet unglued the teen who cut out like his life depended on it. He left a puddle in his wake as she leaned on my fence resting her elbows on top, silent. I downed my can without looking at her.
"You gonna shoot me Renee?"
When she didn't answer, I glanced over finding the weapon dangling from her finger, offered.
"You asked for me, so here I am; didn't you say, "Bring me the one I want?"
"Say it, tell me."
"I am Ms. One." She responded correctly as I got up walking to the fence relieving her of the weapon clicking the safety. We exchanged glances for a few moments.
Ms. One was unflinching, eyes burning a hole in my own deadened pupils.
I walked to the gate letting myself out to join her on the sidewalk.
Ms. One allowed me to take her hand leading her over to the backseat of her own car. She got inside without a word while I got behind the wheel. In the distance, there were police sirens. It seemed one of the teens or a neighbor made the call. I wasted no time pulling off hitting a shaky right onto an adjacent block. I tooled up the street making an awkward U-turn knowing where we were going for the past two weeks and some change.
"What about Mr. Van Allen?"
"What about him?" Ms. One replied with barely any emotion as I drove towards the freeway entrance.
I'd ended up charged with furthering my own driver's education some years ago, when both of my parents cited a reluctance to put me on their car insurance. I glanced in the rear view mirror finding her just sitting there unbothered.
"I know." I tried not to sound accusatory.
"So what, I don't care what you know and Richard was getting way too sloppy for my tastes. He'd give me the world and the moon, but not legitimacy because of appearances. Not that I wanted anything other than his considerable resources, but the price became too much. Motherfucker didn't wanna stick to plan anymore, mind you it was his idea in the first place."
"Are you his daughter?"
"Are you crazy, I'm black; solely classified racially speaking. Some kind of weird, tragic octoroon; a fucking mulata. You can't tell a black woman when you see one, huh?"
"Maybe I just wanted to hear you say it."
"No, you were asking and I'm telling you. Tonight you can know anything you want about me, but I have a question I want to ask you right now."
"What?"
"Did you tell Jaquan about Daisy?"
"Uh no, your daughter made herself quite clear that I would be outmatched by the combined intellect of your collective hubris. Gotta be honest, she weirded me out when she started talking like a grown woman. It's hard to believe she's a toddler."
"Then you understand that I want her to have the best chance at a normal life. Can you imagine what would happen if people knew? In our ethnic community no less? She'd be treated like a freak, and then you'd have to factor in the existential hate because of her skin tone. It's Daisy's decision ultimately, and I understand it."
"Bullshit, are you ever gonna tell my cousin that his kid is a fucking genius?"
"Two years ago Daisy started reading, everything; even the encyclopedias I had around my apartment at the time. I was so happy, but Jaquan was busy lining up his next baby mamma. He was barely listening to me at the time even though we were living together. That was around the time I came home and found a thot in my living room. I'm sure you remember that bitch running through the screen door trying to get away from me, right?"
"People in the family are still talking about that shit today."
"Jaquan was laying on the kitchen floor with a big dumpling sized lump on his head. I almost finished him off with that skillet, but then I remembered."
"Remembered?"
"Who I was, and how we came to be together; he was just supposed to be my first. You see, I went to a magnet school for my first two years of high school, over achieved big time. I mean, the curriculum was literal child's play to me and I became an academic superstar. People were always tripping balls over my appearance, looking at my face like it was going out of style, staring at my big ass like fucking pervs. I came to hate the constant invasion of my privacy, the never ending stares and hatred from the other girls. But it got me places my mind wouldn't take me."
"No shit?" I was driving down the freeway at a steady clip.
"Academic triathlon, chess tournaments, state championships won almost on a whim as far as I was concerned. I have a bunch of trophies in my closet at home. Those dog and pony shows lead me to the Van Allens. Both of them took a liking to me and I was allowed into their circle as an oddity. Somewhere along the line my ethnicity got lost in the mix, but that was the least of my worries."
"Mr. Van Allen." I added.
"His pathetic attempts at grooming me were laughable, but he sure knew how to lead with his wallet. I had a black card when I was seventeen and I wasn't even doing anything yet. It was fun watching him so hot and bothered knowing he would go to jail if he crossed the line. For your information, I never said one way or the other whether I would give him a case if he tried, but he was diligently waiting for me to hit eighteen. I already knew he wasn't going to be my first."
"My cousin, right?"
"Could've been anybody but I met Jaquan at a mixer partially funded by the one percenters and local government. I met the motherfucking mayor that night and the nigga that knocked me up. Jaquan was all up in my business from the moment we met and I enjoyed watching Robert fretting almost in tears. I milked the fuck out of that shit."
"Have you always been incredibly cruel?"
"Cruel is a bit harsh, subjective even when you consider that some fuck old enough to be my grandfather was feigning like a crackhead over the panties. As you know, I ended up giving my cherry to your trifling cousin on my prom night no less. Jaquan was just as happy fucking me like there was no tomorrow. Robert, was uh, like the after show of that shit. Between the both of them that first month, I could barely walk."
"Jaquan never suspected?"
"You know our history; his ego wouldn't let him consider the fact that some old white man was hitting too. To be honest, I never would've done that shit if I hadn't found out about his side chick at the time. That first night we did it, I got up at three to use the bathroom; found his phone flashing with some bitch's number. When I saw what she looked like, I was so offended. I put that nigga in time out and he didn't even know why; then I fucked the living shit out of Robert."
"Congratulations, you're a thot."
"You should be happy then; I'm just your type." I glanced in the rear view mirror finding her smiling at me.
"What's up with Yoli?"
"Already told you about that; Robert's wife was starting to cramp our style, well his anyway. She was getting too close so he made up some bullshit about having me look out for her to explain away our frequent get-togethers. If she was doing her job none of this would've happened, but they wanted to get rid of her. So I was the garbage man."
"You always fuck your garbage?"
"I could ask you the same thing; did you really think you'd drive me crazy by posing my little girl with a fucking DNA kit?"
"You're here Renee, aren't you? Besides I thought you needed a little incentive to get away from your real boyfriend."
"He thought he was smart leaving me with no clothing in his little cubby hole; but I put him to sleep, had enough time to take a shower and even retrieve my car."
"With no clothes?"
"Those security goofs in the lobby loved the visual, helped me get my car out of the garage too." Renee tossed a security jacket onto the passenger seat next to me as I approached the off ramp.
"Classic."
"I had my disguise in the trunk luckily enough so I didn't want to disappoint you. Now that you have me, what're you gonna do with me?"
"So, you wanted to get away from Mr. Van Allen, huh?" I ignored her taunt.
"He's well, kind of controlling."
"You never believed in me; just wanted another pawn in the game you were playing with this old fucker who used me too."
"Look at what you've done after the fact, got yourself a nice little website side hustle, and a pretty good day job too. Just think of all the women you can pull now that I've fixed you."
"Like your cousin?"
"Hope you enjoyed that shit because you'll never have Carlie again nigga."
"Oh yeah, did you kill her?"
"She's family but she went outside the lines, so now that bitch is gonna have to walk it back. Are you proud of messing up her education and that business I was gonna give her?"
"I think you should ask yourself that bitch; I am gonna miss that tight little bubble butt of hers. I loved how tight her pussy was and she could suck a golf ball through five miles of garden hose too."
"Trying to make me jealous?"
"Are you?"
"Sometimes I miss the old you; remember those times when you were almost scared to be with me? I fucked you that first time on a lark because I wanted to see what Jaquan would do when I took it to the next level. Then you were cute catching feelings before you even realized it, so I took you in like, a pet. After you betrayed me, I decided to make a social experiment out of you. My own personal fair lady, gender swapped of course."
"I was kind of hoping you'd call me your Frankenstein monster."
"I know a cry for help when I see one."
"Yeah me too, especially when you were bent over on Jaquan's steps taking those back shots like a champ. I didn't know if you wanted to kiss or kill me, but your pussy was so wet and squishy. It was crazy how you didn't care about being caught with your panties down, just wanted Rashida out so that I could finish plowing you. Hey bitch, were you thinking about Jaquan or Adil when I was clapping those pale cheeks?"
"You don't measure up." I laughed at the crass insult.
"Why'd you come back after I was gone; you said you didn't care but somehow I found myself under you again for a night. Come on, tell me if it was a pissing contest with someone who matched up with you looks wise and physically; or jealousy?" I heard some sort of muted response from Ms. One.
"She was never my equal."
"She was your superior; I think that's what you meant to say."
"Don't put words in my mouth; especially about an illiterate female who didn't know when to stay in her lane. Didn't know she was punching up at the sky the minute we met; fucking running her mouth when she should've been silent in my shadow. That female was benefitting from all my hard work and laughing in my fucking face. She actually had the nerve to challenge me to a fight; I should've obliged her."
"My girlfriend would've demolished you."
"Oh there you go again calling her your girlfriend when the truth of the matter is that she was nothing more than a piece of ass. In the time since we've met, I've been more of a girlfriend to you than anyone else."
"But my mom doesn't like you; she liked Vicky and even saw us having kids together. She didn't care that Vicky slept over either, you know? I was dead ass sleep when my mom found us cuddled in my bed like a married couple. Vicky really put it on me, so I was out like a light; but she was awake when my mother opened the door and found us both naked. Hey, they talked and mom let her stay with me. Yeah, Vicky even made me breakfast wearing nothing but a apron that morning. I didn't finish it right away because I had to tap that."
"So what."
"It was so good because there was emotion behind it; real emotions Renee, eh excuse me, Ms. One. You see, I wasn't some sort of mark to her, not a social experiment and definitely not a fucking pet, right?"
"If it weren't for me, you wouldn't be who you are today." I heard a faint sniffle.
"I cried that day; that time you came to retrieve your laptop with Jaquan and Daisy. Smart move bringing your daughter along because my mom probably would've told you to go fuck yourself otherwise. Yeah, I cried miss."
"You cried for me?" More faint sniffles.
"Fuck no, I cried for my cousin because he let you come between us even though that nigga knew you didn't give a shit about him."
I could hear huffs of air coming from the backseat but didn't look in the rearview mirror as we sped down the street towards a viaduct.
"Yeah you fucked me and got me laid with Yoli and Rashida; but Vicky was pretty much organic. I met her at my church believe it or not. By the way, I fucked her cousin too. Yeah Tressie thought we'd be good together and she was right. Oh and I know your ego, but I gotta tell you because you're my cousin's baby momma; you really don't want none of her, seriously bitch. Tressie got that same energy you got of unpredictability Ms. One, but she ain't no poser. I can vouch for that shit, so if I was you, I'd uh, keep my head on a swivel from now on baby."
"I fear no one." Her voice was breathy, somewhat labored.
"I know baby, that's why I never outed you for that shady shit you pulled on Vicky. In spite of yourself, I'm responsible enough to know Daisy needs you alive. Besides, I don't think I could find a way to square that shit with Jaquan when they pulled a Jimmy Hoffa on your dumb ass."
"You're calling me dumb?"
"Stupid, yeah that's a better word for an exquisitely beautiful woman with an IQ of 147 and men lining up to fill her pockets like it's going out of style; but you wanna be a hoe. Scratching my head about that shit right there lite-brite; oh, that's what Vicky used to call you among a few other choice names all directed at your complexion. Real fucking head scratcher because both of you were light skinned, huh? Although she's my funky redbone thot, not you."
"Now you're making fun of the way I look?" More sniffling and labored huffs along with a cough or two.
"Look ma'am, I don't want to be accused of negging, but you've gotta explain why you wanna be a motherfucking thot. You're so beautiful, I was shaking when you decided to play with me, as you put it. You're out here for the streets pretending on the rich side of town, fucking passing Renee! I can't believe I'm saying that shit in this day and age; make it make sense? Are you sure about that IQ thing, or did you just fuck the guy giving the test?"
I hit a sharp right speeding past the dilapidated row houses.
"Is that what you want your daughter to learn from you? Do you think that shit will make her happy one day; acting like you? ANSWER ME!!" My ire bubbled to the top making her burst into tears, crying hard. I wish I could say I didn't have any fucks left to give, but that would've been a lie.
"You hate me."
"I never hated you until you did that shit to Vicky."
I was speeding across the huge abandoned parking lot. The loud sound of gravel and debris being crunched underfoot was deafening, but she remained mostly silent. I could hear her breathing and these intermittent wet sounding huffs as we began the final turn ascending up to a place I held special in retrospect. I could still hear Renee whimpering in the back seat as I faced her car towards the city skyline in the darkness.



"You let her talk shit; didn't even stick up for me. Even after all I'd done for you and everything, you just wanted something new; but she wasn't. I can't believe all this smoke for somebody you didn't even really know and I showed you who she was, a liar!"
"My girlfriend; that's who she was Renee."
"You didn't even know her-HOW?!! Tell me how she's your girlfriend and shit? You got all that fucking smoke for me, but not for her!! What makes her your woman, huh nigga?!! Just because something's-NEW!! I'm BETTER than HER in EVERY CONCEIVABLE WAY!! EVERY WAY!! But you say she's your woman, your FUCKING GIRLFRIEND!!!"
"Yeah, Vicky was my girlfriend. We talked it out while we were taking a shower together in my house, you know uh, right after she met my mom with no clothes on; we'd decided we were gonna be exclusive. Hell, I wasn't going to make online porn anymore Renee. I never shot a single frame of her unclothed because she was my woman."
Renee was crying in the backseat, grieving the true death of her ego. I popped my seat belt leaning over finally looking at her sitting there in the buff still exquisitely stunning in every outward way. Her slanted eyes were puffy, nose reddened while her lips glistened with a slight bit of saliva running from the corner of her mouth.
"Ms. Kelly, would you stop filming me?"
She tilted her head to the side sort of shivering, then reached up pulling the wig from her head which in turn caused the glasses to fall into her lap. There was a tiny wire connecting her disguise. Ms. Renee Kelly aka Ms. One aka Infamous Baby Mamma Number Two, didn't mentor no fool.
She looked up at my impassive features seeing herself there for the first time.
Those cat eye glasses were trapped between her pale fists. Renee twisted and snapped them in two tossing aside the brown wig that completed her disguise.
Ms. One died.
"Well nobody's stopping your ass; go be with her then for all I care!" I'd put the car in park but didn't turn it off preferring some music to offset the strained mood between us. I rolled down the back windows halfway.
"Sure Renee, whatever you say." She averted her slanted eyes unable to look at my face.
I opened the door stepping outside taking in the evening air. There was a slight breeze that felt just right as I stripped off my white tee exposing my bare chest. I tossed the shirt on the driver's seat followed by my sneakers, socks, jeans, and underwear. I looked about standing there in the buff beside her car.
"This is the uh, first place I was ever with Vicky; I wanted to share this with you Renee."
"WHY?!!" She sounded agonized as I got into the backseat sitting beside her.
I got comfortable sitting there beside my former mentor and part time lover, just offering my hand. She stared at it sniffling like I was offering some Faustian deal. Sade's "PEARLS" wafted through the car serenading us as she timidly took my hand. I interlocked our fingers staring through the windshield at the night lights.
"Because you are special to me." I answered finally as she started breaking down even further sobbing with true emotion as I watched. This went on for a while in the stillness of the night before she composed herself enough to regard me.
"I -uhm, I feel like I don't know you anymore." She admitted just above a whisper.
"I think we're all finding ourselves out here; maybe that's what life is all about when it's all said and done." I gave her hand a light squeeze of reassurance.
"Who are you?" She whispered.
"The Educated Simp."
This started Renee bawling uncontrollably while I did nothing to comfort her whatsoever. I was numb only registering the warmness of our clasped hands. She was damp and sweaty crying so much that tears were literally dripping off her face into her bare crotch. It was a perfect night for reflection, memories of what was and the hope for a future now aborted.
She eventually settled down a bit but continued crying in silence glancing at my profile.
"Hey Renee?"
"Yes?"
"I need you now; will you help me?"
"Anything, what do you want me to do?" She was talking really gently maintaining communication at a whisper.
"I want us to make love here; will you do that with me right now Renee?" I turned finding her staring at me timidly, overtly demure.
She nodded slowly at first but then started to turn until she was kneeling beside me on her backseat. My thumb wiped away some of the running mascara staining her face. I took my time with both eyes then traced the underside of her bottom lip. Her kiss was wet and salty with tears of a broken heart. But we kept at it tongues coiling about as she reluctantly drew back breaking contact.
I went at the side of her neck nipping and suckling it as one of her hands palmed the back of my head.
Renee straddled me cupping both sides of my face kissing me with unbridled passion, humming and moaning into my mouth. My hands were handling her small waist but slid to the upper swell of her butt remaining stationary. She reared back huffing, licking her lips before lunging forward taking my lobe between her teeth.
Again her face appeared looking deep into my eyes finding only pools of darkness reflected back in my corneas. Her nose and cheeks were ruddy as I felt her flower touching my crown. Somehow I knew she wouldn't take the initiative to please herself.
This woman would wait patiently for me to take her no matter how long.
My hands slid up her sides cupping the outsides of her luscious breasts. Renee covered my hands with her own pushing her succulent breasts together. Her eyes fluttered reacting to my thumbs roughly flicking her reddened engorged nipples.
Her chest right above and deep in her cleavage flushed, skin peppered with goosebumps. Her puffy lower lips were cradling the underside of my shaft. I could feel the volcanic heat emanating from her snatch. Renee was pressing down ever so lightly.
Her arm snaked around the back of my head as she pushed a tit between my lips. It became apparent that she was filling my gullet with the buoyant flesh. This sustained lilting moan escaped her lips followed by a series of huffs as I nursed and fed on her breasts independently and in tandem until she couldn't take it anymore. Her sloping mams engulfed my face in a deep hug while all ten of my fingers parted the halves of her abundant derriere until just the head of my cock pushed inside.
Renee loosened her grip staring at me for a reaction and getting nothing facially. I handled her hips more forcefully impaling her up to the hilt on my endowment. A deluge of wetness flushed my lap accompanied by this squishy sound as she creamed all over my prick.
A series of shudders radiated through her body making her tremble in my grasp. Once she was settled, her virtue contracted tightly around my circumference in a way I'd never felt before. This was different from the time she tried her best to turn me out as I lay on the floor of her apartment.
Her face twisted into a grimace ending with a throaty gasp as she went in kissing me again passionately. When she drew backward, there was a web of saliva connecting our bottom lips but only for an instant. I felt her abdomen flex as her lower back arched into me as far as she could push it.
Renee's big pale cheeks flexed on each inward thrust engulfing my full endowment buried deep in her snatch. I was obliged to spread my legs apart resting each behind the front seats. Renee followed my movements in her own way spreading her thighs as she straddled me getting just a bit more depth.
We were well versed in one another's likes and dislikes but Renee was at a disadvantage born of her own self opinion and incessant need to control everything around her. She'd become adept at mimicry on many different levels with a specialty in sexuality. I recalled the refined technique she'd employed on Andre after watching Shawnee please her man, Jaquan.
She was able to bend him to her will turning the urban simpleton to her side with almost no effort. Her intuition sussed out my cousin's need for attention, so she denied it with a perversion of the grey rock technique to optimal results. I presented a quandary in that she'd trained me ostensibly to serve her sexually whether she realized it or not at the time.
Mixing sexual gaslighting with unbridled passion at times left me changed on a fundamental level. Her disdain for the outside world's reaction to her appearance bled onto my psyche for lack of a better term. I wanted to please her to my detriment and she exploited that forged connection.
I hadn't lied to Curtis and his friends, but none of them would likely be willing to put my advice to the test. Renee was even now humping and grinding down on the base of my endowment continuously creaming all over my lap.
Her cries were getting louder, more intense, and throaty as she began to crest. Just when I thought she might break, Renee hugged me tight to her bosom with every bit of strength in her person. Her heart shaped derriere ground and sawed feverishly producing a light clapping sound.
Those slanted eyes were shut tightly, mouth open as she continuously licked her lips moaning loud enough to produce an echo. Her insides were swollen to the ninth degree producing a tight, yet cushiony feel.
She captured my wrists drawing my hands up to her breasts covering them. Her thickened nipples poked my palms as I clawed into her womanly breasts squeezing enough to make them almost glow red in the darkness.
I ran the flat of my tongue up her cleavage suckling her throat traveling upward to her lips. Renee had a knack for making out and kissing that was almost as good as the sex itself. I crossed my arms at the small of her back encouraging her to fuck me as much as she liked.
Her hands touched and ran over my pecs descending to my abdomen, then back to my shoulder blades digging her nails deep. I suddenly wrapped my arms around her torso in a forward facing bear hug driving my prick into her snatch with unbridled savage passion.
There was almost no resistance as she screamed ecstatically shattering into a million pieces. Her chin ended up hooked over my shoulder while the rest of her body stiffened up as she went into the throes of a massive orgasm. I gasped and grunted, then screamed along with Renee as her nails dug trenches in my back.
Then it was over for Renee as her body went slack still impaled full of my unsatisfied member.
But it wasn't over for me.
I reached up encircling her left wrist with my right hand pulling it to the small of her back while my other hand captured a fistful of her flowing black locks. I began driving my prick up into her snatch hard, almost rhythmically taking her to task getting an immediate reaction. A series of throaty gasps and huffs filled my right ear as I bounced her in my lap.
Her distressed cries and whimpers fueled my thrusts as her large sloping breasts bounced in my face. I shifted between folding both arms behind her back and pulling on her hair in the upright cowgirl position until I tired releasing her arms still unfulfilled.
Renee immediately came in making out with me again rolling and popping her hips already cresting through another bout of hysterical bonding. She broke off looking at my face nodding her acquiescence furiously, then flipping her shoulder length tresses over a shoulder wanting me to grab it again. I obliged, but also gathered her in my arms pushing her down on her back fully bottoming out in her snatch.
Her ankles locked in the small of my back, arms wrapped around my torso hands caressing my back as we made out.
She expertly matched my plunging thrusts working her hips wrenching down on my endowment with a snapping motion that felt incredible. Her eyes widened enough that I was able to see the minute vagaries of color in her corneas, then narrowed into slits accompanied by breathy huffs.
I wasn't trying to keep up or impress this woman, just making tragic love with nothing held back. I could feel myself being squeezed and massaged, ground into near nothingness. Renee was giving back, finally giving as much as she took. I felt this woman's redoubled grip on me with her shapely gams.
Even laying on her back, Renee was riding me to nirvana. She was in this for however long it took, both of us intent on keeping up the raw emotion and passion. Her limbs were locked about me in a death grip getting ever tighter as she orgasmed wetting my crotch in fits and starts. Her legs wobbled, ankles unlocking daunting me not as I pounded away at her sweet spot.
My hands framed her beautiful face staring into her eyes watching Renee feeling all of me. The look in them was euphoric and simultaneously crestfallen. I traced her jawline with the tip of my tongue then plunged it into her ear making Renee squirm underneath.
I nipped at her neck biting and suckling on an available shoulder blade before outright sinking my teeth into it while she did the same to my opposing side. Renee reached underneath hooking her fingers over my shoulders from the back arching up into my thrusting pelvis. The wet audible claps were now one continuous sound, her eyes tightly shut feeling everything.
Me, I still had this sort of disconnect.
It was finally dawning on me almost feeling as if I were looking at myself through the eyes of the woman pinned underneath my body. Everything was skewed, out of whack and somewhat disorienting. It felt alien and scared me a little as Renee noticed breathing heavily. I felt her hand caressing the back of my head while the other ran up and down my back.
Our eyes became one as this sublime sheathe of energy overtook me whole.
"Stay."
"Huh?"
"Don't look away, its happening." Renee whispered hands framing my face. I was given the impression that she would've forced the issue but slowly drew them away.
"What's happening?"
"I'm doing it finally; I'm walking with you, in you. Oh god, it's true, oh so true." Her words had no meaning for me but her aura was staggering.
I couldn't look away from those cat eyes of hers, the pull becoming magnetic akin to the force of gravity. It felt like a thousand scintillating needles of pleasure were puncturing every nerve ending in my body. I couldn't explain it, but we were merging and I just wanted...to get away.
"NO!!" I pulled out of her honeypot still unsatiated.
"Wait." Renee whimpered as I unencumbered myself pushing her grasping hands aside wanting release from her embrace.
I hit the door latch letting myself out into the cool night air nude and glistening with sweat. I went on wobbly legs to the edge of her trunk leaning against the car until Renee's head appeared in the back window in silhouette.
My vision was blurred shifting at an angle making me blink profusely. I rolled around walking to the front of the vehicle with one hand tracing the top like a handrail. Renee's door opened as I noticed the damp backseat empty. I pivoted turning at the waist finding her standing in my former spot watching.
"Uh, when I was little; my mother told me that I would know the man I loved truthfully when we "walked" together. I'd see myself through his eyes and he'd glimpse himself through mine. Did you walk with me?"
I didn't answer.
She waited for what seemed an eternity before joining me at the hood of her car.
"Down there Renee." I spoke in the same hushed tones prompting her to look off in the distance towards the back of the dilapidated abandoned housing project known as the Tubman Estates. From our position you could see the street activity and random streetwalkers posted up on the street.
"I don't understand."
"This is where Vicky sold her body; as a matter of fact after you blackmailed her, I almost found out before she confessed. Her cousin ran interference and actually drove me back home to keep the secret. I thought you might want to see this Renee."
"If you want me to look down there, I'll do it; I'll even walk on that street if that's what you're getting at, but just tell me you felt it too."
"I told her I didn't care, but it was too late because she had to go to jail for a bunch of warrants."
"You felt it, right?"
There was another long pause before I looked her in the eyes finding the tears running freely down her face. Renee realized I wasn't going to answer her question.
So unfulfilled, she turned facing the streets below leaning against her car watching alongside me. Every now and then, Renee would sneak a look at my profile.
It was this way as the sun started to rise in the distance. There was a police siren in the distance.
A police car tooled down the street behind the Tubman Estates scattering the homeless, errant sex workers and other criminal denizens.
"Will you walk with me Renee?"
"Yes." She sounded resolved as we slowly became illuminated by the rising sun.
I got dressed and Renee did the best she could putting on the oversized security jacket which covered her body like a minidress leaving her legs exposed from just below the top of her thighs to her bare feet. I had the feeling of waking from a dream as I offered my hand which she took without hesitation.
We walked down the ramp leaving her secured car at the top of the ramp pretty much out of view taking a handholding trek across the large abandoned parking lot. Renee held close to my bicep as we traversed it crossing the street walking on the same side of the street next to the viaduct.
Both of us looked like we'd gone to war. Her eyes were on me the whole time fully trusting as we crossed the street at the back of Tubman Estates. She escorted me around the side of the building to the middle of the block.
We had a seat in front of the mid-entrance. I sat there staring at a very familiar rowhouse with Renee beside me snuggled into my side watching as well. She ran her fingers through her hair, then shielded her eyes from the early morning sunshine as I found my voice.
"Thank you ma'am."
"For what?"
"Helping me make it these last few steps."
"Where are we?"
"Her home, she lived right over there Renee. I remember the first time we met. Later that day I watched her sucker punch her little brother because he was following two close behind her when we were gonna go somewhere. I thought she was a criminal minded asshole, didn't know if I hated her or..."
"Are you gonna go over there and see her?"
"Uhm, kind of."
"I'm sorry for everything; I should've been honest with you even if nothing came of it. Instead of telling you the truth, I let it all slip through my fingers like sand. I'm sorry for not telling you I..."
"No, don't." Her face puffed up a bit, but Renee was all cried out choosing to look away for a while before speaking again.
"I can't stop you if that's what you want. Go, be with her. Be happy."
I facepalmed.
Renee wrapped an arm about my shoulders.
I reached in my pocket removing the envelope offering it to Renee which she took albeit a bit reluctantly.
"What is this?"
"A letter Renee; Vicky wrote it to me some time ago and I found that I couldn't read it. Then later, I thought uh, it was meant for both of us so I want you to read it to me please."
Both of us sat there across the street on the short stoop of the Tubman Estates facing Vicky Stone's abandoned row house. I was silent letting the whistle of the wind serenade my ears in a duet with my thumping heartbeat. Renee Kelly was phenomenally beautiful and gifted, malevolent, flawed and deeply broken. I took responsibility for murdering a malignant part of her psyche but wanted to find out if anything remained to be weeded out like the cancer it had been to this woman.
There was only one way to make sure as she began opening the envelope with trembling hands.
THE LETTER:
I know you probably don't want to see my ugly face ever again, much less hear from me after finding out my secret. But I wanted you to understand me and see that I wasn't trying to trick you. It's been kind of hard in here and I've been catching some beatings from a few of the girls locked up in here with me. Well, I trashed at least two females before their studs came for me in the shower, but I won't bore you with the details. Ended up getting some extra time on my stay because of it, haha nigga. You know that solitary confinement shit ain't no joke. It gives you time to think about things you did wrong. I thought about you every time they shoved me in there.



On my last trip in there for a few days, Colleen the trustee in my block gave me some paper and a pen. You'd love her, from the back at least cause she's packing hella butt. We're kind of buddies and she's claimed me to keep the haters off my ass. Yeah, we did gay stuff together but you can't blame me for that cause it gets lonely at night up in here. I mean, we're nothing to each other just the way your milk princess wanted so I'm kind of a free agent. I used to wanna choke that fake white bitch to death every time that jail door closed at lights out, but Colleen got me to see the truth.
I fucked myself up.
Well, if you haven't torn this fucking letter up; I just wanted to apologize for everything I put you through and explain myself. I really hope you haven't torn this letter up because I need you to understand me for real. That's more important to me than anything in the world. Even if we never see each other again, I just want you to know how happy you made me for that little bit of time we spent together. That's one thing lite brite can never take away from us right? Your mom is so pretty and she understood me even though we met like we did. I was just watching you sleep thinking about smashing the fuck out of your computer so that I'd be the only girl you had left.
Yeah I know its messed up to be jealous of a laptop, but you had all those pretty girls on there that you fucked, even lite brite. I don't know how to explain it, but after we made up that night, I just wanted you all to myself. I would've made one of those porno movies if you asked, but I knew you wouldn't. Man, I cry a lot these days but for different reasons. Sometimes when I sleep at night, I see you there beside me, then I have to fucking wake up to Colleen's ugly ass face. She was probably a whole snack back in the day before her pimp carved up her face. I guess that's why she took him out. Colleen is a lifer in here and she told me she don't care about getting out.
Your mom liked me and I guess she knew how much I just wanted to take care of you, but I messed all that up before we even met. Hey, I'm crying while I'm writing this shit. Some fat bitch tried to snatch my papers, but I stomped her out until she said everybody was tired of my drama. Colleen keeps me straight. She says I should keep writing until I feel better. We kinda got our own little world in here and everything. I wasn't supposed to be here all that long, but the cops are trying to make me snitch about some shit. I guess that's why those fuckers really keep tossing me into solitary like that.
It's no big deal, I make my own little world when I'm locked up in there. Kinda play with myself a lot, too haha.
I hope you're still reading this. I would probably punch you if we were in person because I'm crying again while I'm writing this shit. Your mom liked me so you can't take that back. No matter what kind of bitch you're fucking right now, you can't take that back. If she would've tried whipping you that morning, I was gonna take one for the team cause I shouldn't have been there. I don't care what you think about me now, but I don't let nobody go down for my shit. I was gonna get on top of you and take hits from the belt, but she just talked to me. I was scared and embarrassed, but she left us there and went to work.
That's gotta mean something, right?
Now that I think of it, I do hate lite brite but not because of what she did to me; but because she got to spend so much more time with you. Sometimes I laugh my ass off when I think about how mad she got that I was with you. Fuck, I was so much of a threat to you that she had to bring in some other girls to try to steal you away from me. She thought I would be intimidated by her, but I was just mad she had you first because if that happened you never would've been with her in the first place. She wants to own you like a thing, but I wanted to be with you. Just be together with you and sleep with you every night even if we didn't have sex.
Now I gotta blow your head up a bit so don't judge me. Uhm, I thought you were cute when you asked if you could sit beside me, but I was too embarrassed to say yes. Kind of ashamed actually, but more about that later. I felt bad about hurting your feelings. You looked like you was gonna cry because I said no and it hurt my conscious. Don't you tear this letter up or I'm gonna kick your ass fool!! Please read it if I ever meant anything to you. Well I'm locked up behind bars anyway so I don't know what you're doing anyway. Please don't tear this up because I hurt you! I'm sorry about that shit but everything just happened out of nowhere.
Colleen says I should keep writing until I got nothing else to say because the bible ain't working. We got our own little church in here and stuff, but I can't get down with religion anymore. I guess that's why I'm writing you this letter even though you probably hate me. Sorry I didn't come out when you tried to visit me a few weeks ago. I just told those guards I wasn't feeling well, but then I found out one of them niggas lied. He told you I didn't wanna see you no more, but that was bullshit. That motherfucker been in my business since I came in, but now he know I'm a lesbian-tee hee. Colleen made sure he got the message cause she's cool like that. Are you still reading this letter?
So uhm, these other women tried to get me to go to jail church, but I spazzed out and told them why I hated that shit. No, it ain't because of you nigga. Well uhm, you know what I was doing to make change so I'm just gonna rip the band-aid off and tell you now. Wow, even though I'm writing this letter, I'm so scared my legs are shaking. I think I might never stop crying until I get rid of this fucking letter, but I keep writing because it's stopping me from going crazy. Well, you know I'm a bastard probably. My dad got mom pregnant but didn't put a ring on it cause he had a bunch of other bitches. Both of my parents were pretty, but people say I have the best looks of both.
Dad got killed by one of his other women because he wouldn't make her ugly ass exclusive. She set him up supposedly, but mom still hated him and wouldn't even go to the funeral or let me go by myself. I was so mad because she tried to smooth the shit over by taking me to this inner city fair instead with some nigga she was seeing on the down low. I never stopped hating her for that and she didn't care. So, I was madder and madder until she moved out. Tressie and Demon kind of my family from the other side, but not really blood related as far as I know.
She talked me into going to church after taking my little brother and sister there for a while to give me some time alone so I wouldn't go crazy. Kept putting on the pressure, but I didn't cave until Justin begged for us to be a family despite mom. Mom was sending some crap money orders to the house and a bag of groceries every other week, but we knew she was out. I told my siblings we'd make it, but I was lying. I was so scared that we were gonna starve or get put into foster care. Tressie's mom hated my dad because he got into her panties back in the day and ghosted her, so she wasn't helping out. We knew not to tell her my mom was M.I.A. but Tressie couldn't help out all the time and Demon, well you know how he is, right?
Damn, my hands are shaking writing this. We already broke up, but I'm scared how you're gonna take this. Please don't hate me even if we never see each other again. Don't hate me even if lite brite gets you again. I should hate her for diming me out to the cops, but its really my fault I'm here. Fucking cops can do anything when you don't matter and they want something out of you. Shit, everything's shaking right now. Colleen tried to get me to see one of them state appointed therapists who do free work down here. I tried it, but that ugly bitch was gay too, all trying to get into my panties until I balled my fist up around her nose. We worked it out by not snitching on each other.
I'm just gonna get this out so I hope you're still reading this shit. I been writing for three days and I guess this is like my security blanket. I went to church with my brother and sister and you know, it wasn't all that bad. Tressie kept me close to the vest helping out with her Sunday school and everything. We got food cause they gave out breakfast in the mornings, so I knew I was at least coming for that. Hey man, I'm not that smart. I dropped out of school telling myself I would get my G.E.D at some point, but really I just liked running the streets. I had to take care of my siblings cause momma's checks were slowing down and then her number was out of service. I started hanging around that church too much looking for scraps. That was my worst mistake.
Pastor Grey said I could get some office training and shit working with him in his office. I never liked him and he always had a bunch of women skinning and grinning up in his face. You know about him, right? I didn't know this at the time, but he was stuffing my cousin Tressie. Oh yeah, he was gone by the time you was going huh? Well if you didn't know, this motherfucking pastor was on some serious perverted shit around there. I didn't give a damn because guys always trying to fuck, so I figured he was banging somebody's mom on the low, maybe even one of those bitches smiling in his face. He was way too nice, but I wasn't having it.
He tried me one Saturday afternoon trying to be all slick and everything sending Tressie to pick up supplies at a dollar store. She knew I was rough and street smart, so she thought he would leave me alone. Soon as she was gone, that nigga's hand was on my ass. I told him where to go with that shit, but he tried it again getting serious as fuck. He tried to bend me over his desk, but I clocked him dead in the eye and broke out. Uhm, I didn't know how serious this fucker was, cause he got into his car and met me at the backdoor of my house.
I told him I was gonna tell, call the cops, told him I was gonna expose his nasty ass and everything. He rolled right through that shit.
I know a player when I see one and this motherfucker was an old school criminal from the streets. He hides behind all that religious shit to get the bag, but he stone cold. Nigga told me he knew about my situation, told me about how me and my siblings were gonna get split up if I told. Said his lawyer would have him out of jail long enough to put some bullets in me, Tressie and my siblings for snitching. I was so fucking scared because I'd never heard him talk like that before. I half thought this old nigga was possessed or something telling me that it would be over for me no matter what before flashing a thirty-eight at me. I tried to talk shit, but he blew through that until I cried.
That dirty ass pastor coughed up two hundred dollars saying we could negotiate or he could just plug my ass right there. He was serious mad cause I gave him a black eye, so he was gonna get the pussy no matter what. He kept fast talking me, being smooth and scary at the same time. I tried to bullshit my way out of it, because I wasn't no hoe at that time. Tried to get out of it by saying let me think about it, but he grabbed my hair. Said he wanted some of my ass the minute he saw me. I was so scared because I was a virgin. Yep, I wasn't doing nothing before that cause simps always were intimidated by me.
But not Pastor Grey; he was for real serious.
He took my keys, pushed me into Justin's room and made me suck his dick. I had to do it a few times until he said I got it right. It was so nasty, but I was doing it for Justin and Stacy. He made me show him my boobs, but said they were ugly, then wanted me to come up out my panties. We started fighting hard as fuck in there until he got me on my stomach. I was screaming so loud that old pastor bitch cut it out sitting down beside me. I couldn't believe it, but the nigga came in his pants from all that wriggling around and shit. He started acting normal talking to me like he was my dad, but off key threatening me about keeping quiet. He walked around my house looking at everything still holding my hand.
So uhm, we made a deal that I wouldn't snitch him out and he would help us out with funds. I didn't know what to do cause Demon was locked up for a minute and Tressie, well now you probably know he was fucking her too. I hated her after that because I figured she did that to me on purpose, so I ghosted her. Reggie, that's his actual name was buying groceries and giving Justin all these toys and stuff. He even bought Stacy a tablet. I stayed on my knees "paying taxes" to this old pervert until he got tired and just took the pussy one Saturday afternoon.
Fuck, you probably tore this shit up already. Think I'm a hoe for trading ass for supplies, huh? Well fuck you man! Please don't tear this letter up.
His dick hurt so much all those times, but I just got numb to it after a while. He stopped working Saturdays because he was taking me to motels and busting my guts open. I know you hate me, but I earned every bit of the money he was paying me. Yeah its shitty getting fucked for eight hours straight and he even kept me all night one time. He drove me and my siblings to church that weekend.
Stacy thought we were dating and I lost it and trashed her ugly ass. Then I trashed Justin too because he was too happy playing with them toys Pastor Grey bought. I kept punching and whipping them, before I just broke down. Pastor Grey didn't care because he was getting some pussy.
You can't hate me more than I hate myself. Justin always thought our mom was coming back and I never told him the truth. After a while he just stopped talking about it, then I found out Pastor Grey was taking him to the park on the low which scared the shit out of me. He said he was making sure I didn't snitch. I knew I was trapped and just, stopped giving a shit. Started playing the role like I was into it doing all the nasty things he wanted. Making it look like I was drinking the Kool-Aid. It was Hollywood on them streets and I was earning an Oscar for best actress. Guess I did too good of a job, cause this old nigga took me to a motel room and left me with some geezer. He wanted me to trick for him.
Can you believe that shit?
This man was like, grand pappa old and shit; grabbing my titties and feeling on my ass! He was drooling like he had rabies talking about how he ain't never had nothing as fine as me. I don't know what came over me cause I just started dumping on his sorry ass until he wasn't moving no more. I stomped him out and took his wallet and I ain't gonna lie, it felt so good. It was the first time I brought groceries and stuff without Pastor Grey's hand on my ass. He didn't snitch me out but tried to beat me and we started throwing hands in front of my siblings. He left because they were there but took what was left of the money. Told us we were gonna starve to death, scared Justin.
After two weeks of no contact or supplies, I was scared enough to go around there to Tubman Estates. There was always bitches back there tricking off their pussy, but I usually sold some weed I got off a neighborhood homie. Now it was different and there was no way I was getting out of the shit. My back was to the wall and food was running low. Back then I thought getting welfare would put us on blast and in foster care, so now I had to trick too. So you probably hate me, but I ain't lying or running away from this anymore.
Hey man, I got a physical when they tossed me up in jail and uhm, I'm clean. I ain't got nothing so you can tell that milk bitch for me. My panties clean.
I tricked like five times, some old dudes because ain't no way I was fucking them young ass niggas out there. One married guy hooked me up with five hundred, then said it was because he was getting a divorce. Said his wife hadn't slept with him since they got married. I don't feel guilty about that one, but I hated all the others. Some white man offered me a grip for some pussy, but I didn't trust him. Then my fifth nigga turned out to be the cop who busted my ass. He took some pussy too before he was like "aha, I'm the popo bitch"; motherfucker just wanted some doggie cause my butt so big. Didn't mention that shit at the station.
I got put in a lineup and guess what? That first old fool picked me out for robbing him. I thought he was dead honestly because I really fucked him up bad. This nasty geezer showed up with his stupid daughter and messed my shit up. I had one phone call and you know who I dialed up. Reggie sent his lawyer to get me out and guess what; I had to give it up to that asshole too. Reggie was telling me how much I owed him and how I was gonna be walking the stroll to pay him back that bail money.
Don't take this the wrong way, but I almost checked out that night. I didn't do it because who would take care of my sister and brother?
Demon turned up a few days later staying in our house because his shitty mother wouldn't let him come home. Pastor Grey got the shock of his life when he popped up after ten finding Demon there. Them niggas went outside for a long ass time, then Demon came back looking crazy as fuck. We was scared cause he never looked like that before and I just started spilling. Told him everything going on behind closed doors and that's when it came out. All the sick shit going on in that church and how Tressie got it too; how Demon got it too. Yeah, the old nigga fucked my cousin on some gay ass shit. I know you ain't gonna tell him I snitched cause he'd make you disappear. So uhm, I ain't blood with him or Tressie and all I got is a face and my pussy.
I hooked him up because he didn't know if he was gay, bi or whatever they call that shit these days.
You probably tore this shit up but its too late now. Pastor Grey was fucking me, Tressie when I wasn't around and he stuffed Demon too.
That's how I know that old nigga was crazy as fuck, but he fucked up big time. See we all know Demon got issues, but that fucker didn't know shit about Tressie. Especially after he got her pregnant and made her trash it too!! She came over and stayed by my side with Demon cause we knew it was about to get real. That was the first time I believed in God, that day and no other. See, somehow Pastor Grey got busted right after that within a day or so with this girl who went to our church. He was fucking the shit out of her when the church fire alarms went off.
I wanna tell you so much more about what happened after that, but I really can't snitch. I can't mail this shit so the cops can read it and fuck up my family even more. Tressie and Demon, Justin my sister Stacy, they're my people and I gotta take one for the team. It's just that I wish I had more time with you. At least enough time to make some more memories because I'm running out of shit to jerk off to nigga. It's boring as fuck in here and I ain't got many friends, so I guess I'll find Jesus sooner or later.
Maybe I'll become a Muslim woman and be like the female Malcom X, but I ain't wearing no motherfucking burka. I'm too pretty for that shit.
I wish with all my heart that I could go back in time and say yes when you asked to sit next to me.
I wish we could have talked like real people and left Tressie out of the equation.
Tressie was there when we all hooked up that first time because she was worried I might be on some crazy PTSD shit and fuck you up. She already hooked up with you, said you were nice but I wasn't having it. Then you showed up and I felt it. Just this kind of tingling deep inside, but I was scared. Not of you but scared of living in the real world. Tressie finagled us together that day and we all did it together because she wanted me to see you were safe. I knew I liked you already, especially when you were honest with me about hurting your feelings. Every time you said you hated me, I felt that tingle inside.



I guess that's what they call love.
I don't know if it is honestly because I never felt that before I saw you. You felt it too and you can't take that back after our time together. If I didn't know it before, then I really knew it when you tried to kill Bentley. Don't lie, you were gonna fuck him up cause you thought he was fucking me. Don't get mad, but after we said our goodbyes he drove me away from you and I thought I'd never see you again. Then when you tried to see me, I was ashamed because I got in Bentley's backseat and pulled my dress up to pay for the ride. It's all I knew at that time, but he couldn't do it.
Actually he busted as soon as he got his dick out, but never got near me. I started crying and didn't stop until I turned myself in.
He didn't fuck me, okay?
You probably tore this shit up!!
He didn't fuck me but kept me company probably thinking I'd do it with him at some point. Even though I did that stupid shit, I knew you were the last man I was ever gonna be with. I don't care if you don't believe me. It's just that milk bitch made me understand what I really was and I didn't want you to be a part of my shitty life.
You deserve much better than a neighborhood hoe.
At least I'm clean, right?
I wish none of that shit happened so that we could've been together for real. I wish I could have been your real woman, your girlfriend and uh, fuck it. I'd give you some nice babies too, but since I'm a hoe that shit was never gonna happen.
I want to hate Renee Kelly, but I can't hate her more than I hate myself.
Maybe she loves you too; but I don't like sneaky, fake ass disingenuous bitches like her. When you think about it, she's no better than me. Go look in her closet and I bet you find a museum full of skeletons in that bitch.
Maybe that's why she hated me so much. I want to hate her, but I can't. I need all of the space inside to hold the love I have for you.
I love you.
***********************************************************************************************************
"Tressie and her boyfriend picked up her siblings two weeks ago. They had like, this bright idea of giving both of us a uh, happy ending. You see Vicky was getting an early parole thanks in part to Mr. Van Allen. I guess he felt guilty about tricking me into helping him get you back under his control, so he went to work probably not as hard as he would've if you were locked up. Vicky was getting out early that morning and Tressie was gonna drive her straight to my house whether she wanted to go there or not. It was supposed to be our happy ending. But God himself had other plans. She was getting ready to leave jail behind, but got into a fight with uh, some stud. I'm told Vicky trashed her ass but didn't keep her head on a swivel."
It felt like there was a rock in my throat making it hard to swallow as I continued.
"Both of them went over the railing and uhm, the stud got a broken neck probably paralyzed for life. Uhm, well you should know they said it was instantaneous. Yeah, that's what Tressie told me, but who knows, right?"
I felt my chest tighten up, eyes stinging at the corners as I stared at the abandoned row house where the love of my life used to live.
"Vicky didn't make it."
There was no response only silence as I stared down at the cracked pavement just sitting there. I'd avoided saying it for as long as I could manage and everyone seemed to follow suite behind me. I tried to hide in my bed and avoid returning to my incidental life and other's expectations of me.
Not even my mother could shake the all encompassing grief that covered me like some world sized blanket. It was my little bubble, but I couldn't shake things knowing what I missed by a single hair's width. Only Renee was able to shake me out of that stagnancy.
I had to complete my quest for vengeance; shake her to the core of her being and now I was done.
The air about me was static and stale with a life ahead devoid of color. My efforts to bring her a "Come to Jesus" moment was successful, but also a Sword of Damocles. It was the worst of pyrrhic victories that I would've traded my soul for if it meant Vicky Stone would live.
There was no way I could get into the prison to punish her paraplegic murderer, but Renee was always within arm's length. It was kind of a game pulling all the loose strings exposing her duplicitous nature for a reward.
That reward was inverted morally speaking leaving this woman raw and unsure of what would come next.
"Do you think I'm worthy of you now Renee?" I asked when her feet came into view.
There were droplets of wetness dotting the pavement the letter was presented in both of her shaking pale hands like a holy object. The numerous pages were carefully folded and stuffed back inside the frayed envelope. She just held it there waiting for me to take it.
"I think she would want you to have it."
"Please."
"I want you to have it so that you can try to be a better person and mother." I hunched over folding my arms across the tops of my knees staring further down the street towards the neglected park across the street from the row houses.
Her feet backed away disappearing from my sight.
Silence followed for a good long while before I found the strength to stand up and face what was to come. My gait was ungainly as I walked down the two steps to the pavement facing the area beyond the Stone family home.
I couldn't really tell one way or the other what propelled me but found myself moving towards the end on the long block standing at the traffic light. I was more than willing to stand at that cross walk in the early morning sunlight, but red went to green all too quickly.
The personal fire that had been propelling me on this journey had come to barely ebb, barely flow.
I was more of a zombie at this point walking across the street in front of a smattering of waiting cars to the far side of the rowhouses with Tubman Estates at my back. This was the furthest I'd been facing the gated off park. I dragged a hand along the chain-link fence erected by the city.
It wasn't hard finding an opening wide enough to squeeze into almost floating by the rust covered kiddie slides and swings. I pushed through to the underbrush finding myself near the edge of the lake bordering the neighborhood. I stood there listening to the waves, then pushed on.
The sunlight was especially bright enough that I had to raise an arm to shield my eyes as I glanced across the multi-laned intersection at the beatdown rowhouses on the opposite corner.
Everything was so bright normal layers of color were stripped away becoming something rather bleak. I could smell this raw sort of odor emanating from the nearby lake just beyond an artificial wooded area and park that had been fenced off a decade earlier due to neglect and rising crime in the area.
I stopped again, this time at the gnarled tree dipping onto the path.
No one came out of the dense underbrush bordering the opposite side of the path, but I hesitated all the same. I found myself drifting towards the low hanging tree branch dipping into the path but avoided it at the last minute with a hand raised trying to block out the sunlight. I made it to the other side feeling as if I'd accomplished some herculean task.
I was standing in the middle on the path finding the reason for everything that occurred up to this point.
They were all there waiting for me.
Tressie and Mr. Gilbert, Demon, Justin, and Stacy. Mom and Gene, all dressed for the occasion making me the odd man out in my simple t-shirt, jeans, and sneakers. She'd placed my black suit in the kitchen closet where it remained across town. I made myself forget about it keeping busy packing up my room and belongings.
They were all standing there at the lakefront, but it felt like I couldn't move further.
Justin was holding the urn.
"Son?"
His arms were wrapped around it in a hug.
I glanced at his face finding it streaked with tears. Stacy was all cleaned up with a dab of makeup softening her features. Justin's suit looked nice while Tressie and Mr. Gilbert were dressed in respectful black. Demon wore a white suit with black shirt and tan loafers. I glanced down at my own disheveled appearance clutching at my shirt feeling exposed and ashamed.
"I-I'm sorry for coming here like this; really sorry about everything." I was trembling feeling as if my legs would snap in two like twigs. My teeth chattered a little as I raised a palm to my temple looking away for an instant to the waves at my immediate right.
"I was gonna wear my suit, honest. I uh, got busy with some stuff. Hey I'm sorry for being disrespectful Tressie. Uh, sorry Demetrius uhm, Demon." I was shaking so bad it felt like I might become incontinent. I was starting to huff and gasp nearly hyperventilating.
"If you can't uhm, forgive me, I-I understand." My voice was faltering as the ground seemed to get closer. My field of vision dipped sharply to the grey colored path.
"I got you bruh." Demon was there taking ahold of one arm while Gene held the other. I couldn't help myself anymore letting the dam burst with a deluge of tears.
My cries echoed off the lake as Tressie approached taking me in her arms with a deep powerful hug. I couldn't help it anymore completely unglued.
"She understands, I know." Tressie whispered in my ear getting my attention. We stared at one another before I also found Demon close similarly unglued.
"Hey man if I'm holding it together, then you gotta do the same brother." We hugged as well both sobbing hard before I managed to right myself. Mom used some tissues in a futile attempt to clean my face but settled on lovingly rubbing the back of my head.
"I'm sorry I failed mom."
"I love you son; you're my boy." They all huddled around walking with me until I encountered Justin. Stacy came closer giving me a brief side hug.
"She's here, with us mister." Justin assured just above a whisper.
"I know."
We finally managed to spread Vicky's ashes across the lake as the sun rose high in the air signaling a new unwanted phase of my life without my lady love.
At the end of it all, I composed myself enough to convince them to leave me alone there at the lake. Tressie and Mr. Gilbert were taking Vicky's siblings with them out of state for a fresh start. I don't think they believed me because Demon hung back sitting on the rocks a little bit away staring out over the lake.
I'd asked them two weeks prior not to inform Charity who was already ensconced in the life she always wanted.
I stayed there for hours eventually glancing over finding Demon still there watching.
"Come on, let's get something to eat and I'll take you home."
"I don't even know if I have a home anymore."
"Don't worry about that right now brother." He gave me a pat on the back not really needing to help me stand.
Both of us took one last lingering look out over the waves focusing on the light reflecting off the water.
It was a good day to be an angel.
*********************************************************************************************************
**END OF VOLUME TWO**
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FIVE MONTHS LATER
"Oliver."
"Consuela is off the grid due to one of her many son's catching a case that I'm probably going to have to shoulder. Now we're both in concert about the shitty Bentley person and the mention of his name at this stage in my wife's pregnancy elicits a violent reaction. I'm obviously not equipped for that noise and well, its time for you to take responsibility."
"Hey man I hear you but I need to let you know..."
"No you don't; fella you've got to hold the bag this weekend because I've had enough of this shit. It's been horribly inconvenient having Phoebe in this state and suffice it to say, my love life has taken a noticeable dip. I'm getting together with my man along with Cedric and Deidrick at a lovely little wooded cabin this weekend; you can probably guess what's gonna be happening there so I won't bore you with the details."
"But Oliver man; I've gotta tell you..."
"You'll tell it to me in child support court if you don't get out of my Mercedes and take care of your baby momma. You'll have everything you need and uh, maybe you could engage in some sex if you don't mind. Phoebe's absolutely incorrigible in that regard so much so, that I've worried for my safety. My wife is as horny as a goat and you're gonna do your job as her weekend concubine or there will be consequences." I got out with my tote.
"You don't wanna fuck your wife Oliver?" I decided to be snarky in my own right.
"Very funny you bum; AND TAKE THIS FUCKING BAG!!"
Oliver flared up going nearly falsetto as he tossed my camera bag from his driver side window. I had to go low to catch my stuff as he put the car in reverse backing out of his driveway. One of his hands was outside the window giving me a one finger salute.
"You pretty bitch." I commented gathering up my stuff noticing the front door was slightly ajar.
It'd been a few months since I'd seen Phoebe and quite honestly we were drifting apart helped along by my increasing hours and responsibilities at work and school jointly. We'd texted a few times, but I hadn't seen her in a minute so I was understandably anxious not knowing how she would take my sudden appearance.
My eyes settled on the doorbell noticing it was cherry red against the white painted door frame. It looked like a nipple making me chuckle as I pushed it.
"I'M NOT COMING OVER THERE; IT'S UNLOCKED LET YOURSELF IN ASS WIPE!!" I did a doubletake for a moment before trying the door handle finding it was indeed unlocked. For some reason, I found myself knocking as I stepped a foot inside.
Phoebe was sitting on the couch looking me in the face.
"Did you ring the doorbell and then knock?"
"Yeah."
"So is that what the kids do at the special school; or is it some kind of motor reflex thingy for full grown tards?"
I did a doubletake at the uncharacteristic insult noticing her eyes seemed smaller, more beady while the rest of her face remained as I remembered it albeit a bit fuller and rounder. She was wearing this billowy baby doll top that did an admirable job of hiding her five month bump and what looked like some oversized Capri pants that stopped at her calves.
Phoebe was just as cute as ever with her hair pinned up. She had this bushy looking fluff atop her noggin.
"It's been five months and I suppose you just came by to take a peek at my fat bloated ass like, going to the fucking zoo, right?"
"No."
"Then why-the-FUCK-are you still standing by the damn door like an idiot? You think I'm gonna bite you or something? Is that what you think moron, huh?!! OH LOOKIT HERE, HE'S GOT HIS FUCKING CAMERA BAG TOO!! So, you run out of girls or something, huh pervert? Think you're gonna shoot some PREGGO porn for those pathetic incels who watch your dumbass shit online motherfucker!! You wanna show your nerds my hairy pussy NIGGA?!!"
My camera bag hit the floor next to my tote as I stepped inside kicking the door closed with the back of my foot making it slam loudly.
There was a laptop on her glass coffee table which I noticed had a taped up fracture in its surface. There were multiple containers of food mostly takeout surrounding her laptop and more than a few odds and ends. These dimples appeared at the corners of her mouth signifying her intense hormonal anger spiking.
"God dammit Phoebe." I took off my jacket tossing it over my shoulder as I power walked to the couch.
"What do you think you gonna do, huh?! You gonna give me a spanking or something?!! You gonna smack me and catch a fucking case, huh you jerk?!! You think acting like a gorilla is gonna scare me you duplicitous, exploitative, shriveled up pencil dick?!! YOU THINK YOU'RE A MAN?!! I COULD USE A MAN, NOT SOME SCRAWNY LITTLE NERD WHO GHOSTED ME THE MINUTE I GOT KNOCKED THE FUCK UP!! MOTHER-FUCKER!! I HATE YOU!! BASTARD!!"
I ignored her bullshit walking along the back of the couch headed for her right side. Phoebe's pregnant state didn't allow her to turn her head as I passed by the back of it standing at the right arm of the couch. Phoebe went quiet as I appeared in her peripheral vision with an impassive expression.
I unzipped and unbuttoned fishing out my cock handling it with the crown pointed at her face.
Phoebe sat there looking at me with this incredulous expression on her face which subtly became more malevolent signifying some offense taken at my actions. I wasn't about to get into an argument considering her delicate state and the fact that I'd read between the lines after talking with her gay husband Oliver.
Her eyes shifted back and forth between me and my prick. I encircled the base behind my balls using the thumb and forefinger of my other hand to stroke my meat.
She did this weird thing with her lips making them appear as a single slit, while her brow furrowed even more. I'd committed now knowing why her closeted husband boned out of their driveway instead of walking inside with me for a more formal reintroduction.
Phoebe was right about me, and her actual baby daddy probably wouldn't dare show his face around the homestead for fear of getting castrated. I'd acquired the ability to read people in a tactical manner which made it imperative that I stay the course until the inevitable outcome or Phoebe made a move.
So to that end, I stood there in front of her jerking my gherkin engaged in a dead stare down. Phoebe's hands were resting on the upper swell of her swollen belly fingers interlocked. I varied my strokes working to prolong the sensations just watching for any kind of reaction.
I alternated wrapping my fist around it jerking downward, then raised it so that Phoebe could see the big vein running along the underside of my endowment. My balls were visible for her viewing pleasure bouncing from the motion. I pointed my cock at her face just as I started to get results.
Phoebe subtly flushed with reddish hues on the bridge of her nose and cheeks offset by her wheatish complexion.
The slit on the head of my penis was tingling and in short order droplets of precum started. I ran the palm of my hand over it adding its natural lubrication to my shaft. It sort of felt like I was doing some sort of musical performance for a single person audience. I could see her subtly suck on her bottom lip noticing that she was covertly tugging on her index finger. It seemed like a nervous reaction more than some tacit signal of her arousal.
My prick was completely swollen at this point glistening in the afternoon sunlight filtering inside from her windows.
"Phoebe." My inner thighs were pulsing as I began to crest unable to stop the inevitable.
"GIVE IT TO ME!!" I was shocked as Phoebe suddenly leaned to the side unable to turn in my direction. The speed she used was startling.
Several ropes of thick milky cum exploded from the crown of my prick hitting her lips as she opened her mouth wide. I shot repeated bursts into her mouth as Phoebe opened wide taking everything. A few ropes hit the bridge of her nose and right cheek running down it like oily raindrops.
I reached down gently bringing her hand upward. It didn't take much for Phoebe to wrap her fist around my tumescence. The head of my cock disappeared between her lips. Phoebe's cheeks slightly inverted as she began giving me slow sensual head.
"Yeah its okay Phoebe, I get it baby; I messed up leaving you alone. I fucked up because I thought you had people to take care of you. I was weak and I didn't want you to see me like that. I'm sorry for disappointing you baby."
She didn't say anything intently focused on sucking me off with her chubby digits long stroking towards her bobbing head soiled chin and all. When we initially met, Phoebe was so uptight and lost in her own head. My impulsive action in front of her led to this moment unlocking a hidden sexual aspect that was staggering. Her moans were steadily increasing as she went after a prize she desperately needed.
Her fist was now tapping the base of my member while she added a roll of her neck sucking me harder.
"Oh Phoebe, that feels so good; I think I'm gonna cum again baby."
My prick was plunging in and out of her soiled mouth slow and steady with almost no sounds emanating from Phoebe other than random hums and moans. I'd made a mess of her face from the nose down to the spunk still running off her chin as Phoebe got progressively sloppier.
Her other hand was covering her left breast squeezing and pinching the nipple through the material. I cupped her right tit immediately noticing that she had become much larger than I remembered.
It had the feeling of a giant rubbery water balloon cupping it from underneath like I was. Her eyes were shut tight making it look as if she were lost in semi-conscious thought as she made agonizingly slow love to my cock with her mouth.
The evil part of me considered taking a quick pic with my phone and sending it to Oliver as a lark. Phoebe's right hand gradually ended up cupping my balls in a scintillating massage. She knew what she was doing sucking as hard as possible on every outward stroke. Besides Rashida Sikes, Phoebe knew me very well sexually.
I'd forgotten.
"Damn, you're gonna make me..." She released me from her mouth with an audible slurp letting copious amounts of precum and saliva running from the corners of her little mouth.
"Can you like, shut the fuck up and take all of your clothes off?" She was still aggressive getting a facial reaction unintended from me as I shucked down per the lady's request.
Phoebe undid some tiny buttons on the front of her top which resulted in her breasts bulging outward. They were indeed bigger than their former 34DD enhanced measurements. She was wearing a standard issue brassiere with very deep cleavage. I removed the last bit of clothing, a sock under her watchful eye.
"I don't wanna hear your narration; I just want you to get up on this couch right over me and shove your thing in my mouth. I want you to fuck it like you used to fuck my pussy before I got tossed in the trash bin. Think you can do that without waxing poetic, huh?!! You mad? I think you're mad enough to shut me the fuck up, right?"
I did as she asked climbing onto the couch legs apart standing over her like some monument to our past friendship. Phoebe leaned back sort of reclining with her mouth open as I grabbed the top of the couch squatting like some obscene stripper.
My entire endowment was buried inside her gullet. For some reason I felt like an idiot standing legs spread over her head in this manner until Phoebe turned up the suction. It seemed like she read my mind because I felt her hands clawing into my buttocks nails digging deep.
To my great shame I was prodded into copulating with her face in this manner. Without word Phoebe was fully indulging herself kneading my butt directing my downward thrusts with measured precision. Despite the visual of seeing her mouth stuffed with my meat, I had this odd disconnect but went with the flow.
She kept it up until I was moving of my own accord unconsciously maintaining the speed and depth she'd established. I got this odd sensation feeling her pressing and rubbing into my taint with a finger while her other hands rolled and massaged my balls.
Instinct took over gratefully taking me to a primal state of mind as I found a rhythmic cadence starting to crest. It occurred to me how responsible I was for her present state sexually speaking.
It was a burden I shared with her BFF and sometimes frenemy Charity Gilbert currently a few states away attending college away from the fallout of our rather polyamorous situation. There was no doubt if she were present there would be four hands all over my junk. I recalled the briefest mention of Charity even attempting to slide into bed when Phoebe was dating Bentley.
Phoebe's hands returned clawing into my backside like she wanted to tear the skin. The aggressive nature of her demeanor and actions were enough to tighten my inner thighs as I started climaxing. I was covered in a light sheen of perspiration getting a brain fog as I barely stifled a satisfied groan. Phoebe's hands were expertly massaging my balls and taint.
It was all I could do to keep from squirming in her grasp like a beached fish. She was that damn good. The faint memory of her nipping my cock fluttered across my mind. Phoebe roughly shoved into my pelvis.
I stumbled a bit righting myself finding a crumpled bag of chips underfoot and the rug littered with debris. It looked like the absence of a housekeeper had left the state of their retro home in disarray. My eyes found something telling on the face of her laptop as Phoebe's labored breathing filled the living room.
The humongous coal blackened horse cock of some guy was buried in the throat of this skinny overtly pale woman onscreen.
"Huh?"
I turned my head in Phoebe's direction finding her sitting there unbothered staring me in the face while her fingers took their time meticulously undoing the buttons on her maternity top revealing the large brassiere fully. It had a conical look to it, almost a bullet bra from yesteryear.
I was heartened that some of the old Phoebe remained as she cupped the underside of her large swollen breasts slightly jiggling them knowing I was looking. She used both hands undoing a few of the hooks in the front resulting in a secondary bulge, a mini-cleavage inside her much larger cleavage.
Phoebe pinched this excess flesh between fingers parting it while looking at me expectantly. She was so different, jaded and still fragile despite her intentional mean attitude. I tapped the head of my cock on her mini-boobs getting a bit of penetration into the soft flesh.
It was jiggly on top, the puffy flesh barely registering other than a slight tactile sensation. Phoebe reached down snatching the root of my member with authority giving it a few rough tugs before inserting it underneath the strap over the upper swell of her belly. My cock was trapped between her huge tits.
Phoebe looked up at my face from her cleavage with this sort of punch drunk expression before tucking her chin.
A steady stream of my splooge intermingled with her excess saliva drooled from her mouth over the head of my cock. It continued drizzling and coating my member slowly running deep into her luscious cleavage as Phoebe cupped the outsides of her breasts mashing them around my member. The spongy and gooey feel on my joint embedded in her tits was too much as I began frantically fucking them.
Phoebe flushed even more sort of squinting shaking a bit from the motion of my pumping hips. Her rounded face was still sort of soiled but her mouth was slightly gaped.
Her hands slid in front of her tits becoming fists that continually clenched. Phoebe mauled her breasts huffing in an increasing tempo as I felt an added lubrication. Phoebe started lactating as I was undated with wetness between her enhanced mounds.
Before I even realized it, I was blowing load after load into her spongy melons helplessly moaning until my cries went up a few stressed octaves. I felt stupid for allowing the girly sounds to escape my body but couldn't deny luxuriating in her cushiony embrace.
"You uh, might wanna get off me; fucking baby on board; you didn't forget that shit, right?"
"Oh sorry."
"Spoken like a true dumbass male; look I don't wanna hear your damn sorry buddy; I'm pretty goddam sure you can see how pregnant I am, right? I didn't carry this kid all this time so you can sit on my baby's head and give him or her a developmental problem because you like my big titties. Maybe you can uh, try to act like the world doesn't revolve around your motherfucking problems, okay? Hey you mad yet, huh? You look mad, right? Fucking dumbass!!"
I sat down beside her finding a plastic baggie of assorted candies under my naked butt.
"What the fuck Phoebe; what's going on here?!" I tossed the bag on the table scratching the back of my head as she flicked on her laptop with a remote restarting her porn.
The distressed sounds of a woman orgasming filled the living room.
"What do you care; you never would've come over here to see me if my thot husband didn't drag you here in the first place! I almost laughed myself into early labor when he brought you up!! Now here you are and I'm supposed to be happy my faggot husband bought in the resident stunt cock!!"
"PHOEBE!!" I snatched the remote muting the interracial porn half turning glaring at my friend who was going off the rails. She favored the hand that I'd snatched the remote from looking at me like she wanted to put a bullet in my head.
"You're here to fuck me, right?"
"I'm your friend, remember? Come on Phoebe, talk to me girl; tell me what's going on so that maybe I can help. I got caught up after the funeral and I didn't mean for us to end up this way. Ever since we met, you've always been one of my best friends. I let you down Phoebe; tell me what you want and I'll do it no questions asked."
I wasn't looking at her face when I spoke but glanced in her direction finding Phoebe sitting there with a bag of mixed nuts munching away like I hadn't said a thing.
"Phoebe come on." I humbled myself verbally waving a white flag.
"Oliver is such a goddam pussy; that bitch boi got his panties in a bunch when I asked him for a fucking little favor. See, I don't know what's going on downstairs besides the bun in the oven, but I've been so damn horny lately. You think after all of the years we spent together; he'd have my back. I had his back that time he let some guys blow out his O-ring at burning man two summers ago. Went to the hospital religiously and held his fucking hand when he cried about his bussy being irreparably damaged. Just one little favor and he had to go and get you."
"YOU WANT ME TO LEAVE?!!"
"Oh so you're gonna abandon a delicate little flower in her time of need?" Phoebe chuckled angrily.
"You talk to Bentley like this?"
Phoebe burst into legitimate yet angry sounding laughter making me nervous that she'd gone fully psychotic. I remembered Oliver's instruction about refraining from using her actual baby daddy's name in his wife's presence. Phoebe was laughing hard eventually coughing a bit before regaining her composure.
"Hey look over there by the door and tell me what you see." She replied still half coughing as I glanced over towards the front door.
"A toaster oven?" The visibly damaged and deformed rectangular item was sitting on the opposite side of the door discarded as I looked at Phoebe who'd snapped up a bottle of water taking a deep drink before continuing.



"The Ariete Vintage Electric Countertop Toaster Oven to be precise; actually a clever 1950's styled imitation some bitch was passing off as real online. I wanted it for the kitchen. But it ended up being so much better than I anticipated."
"I don't follow."
"Called up that dumb fuck baby daddy the afternoon that my nice little oven was delivered. I messed up and had it delivered to the door without having to sign for it. So, Bentley was more than happy to show up just to pick that fucking fake up and hand it to me at my front door." Phoebe started laughing again barely quieting herself to continue her tale.
"What?"
"I beaned him in the head with that thing as soon as it touched my hands."
"PHOEBE!!" She snickered at my reactive outrage over her crazed behavior tossing the baggie on the table. She downed the bottle of water simply tossing it on the floor without a care still snickering until she saw my face.
"We still fucked, after he woke up."
"Damn."
"That was the last time I had some fairly good dick, but I made him walk back seven blocks to the nearest corner store for condoms. You never can be too sure with all of the diseases going around these days. Bentley ended up going back there two more times until he got the right brand and I still made him double up on the rubbers with two. Fuck, I made him put one on his finger before he stuck it in my pussy. Haven't heard from him lately; nigga probably still got that concussion."
"So this is you now Phoebe?"
"What do you care? Ain't you supposed to be my fuck toy for a weekend before you get back to what you really wanna do, mainly acting like I never existed? By the way, how much did Oliver pay you to come over here anyway?"
"NOTHING!"
"Oh, so it's nostalgia then."
"SHIT PHOEBE, WHAT DO YOU WANT ME TO DO?!!" I felt like an asshole for yelling but she was being dare I say, incorrigible to a fault. Instead of yelling back, Phoebe started munching on a candy bar smiling to herself with flushed cheeks before answering.
"Hey can you help me lay on my back and put my feet up on the couch. I'm aching a lot in my lower back and my tits are really sore. Since you don't have a cradle of life, you have no idea how much of a toll it takes on the body. It must be cool just sticking your thing inside women with nothing to worry about except yourself, huh?"
"Whatever."
There was no way I was leaving her alone with her husband off in the sticks for the weekend and their maid off the grid. I did as she asked helping her lay on the couch getting a look at her baby belly. Even though I wasn't a fan, I wondered if Bentley really did have a concussion.
I wondered if she planned on giving me one as well.
"Good boy, now you can pull my pants off; kinda just put them on today to be respectfully decent. Of course I'm totally commando underneath and well, the belly makes it a "no go" as far as buttoning them up. Then you should rub my feet too."
"Okay." I answered without malice doing as she asked.
I had a bit of a hard time getting them off but found her own stallion legs only slightly thicker with little bits of added padding (Cellulite). The real story was the dense patch of brown hair completely covering her mound where formerly she shaved it bare.
It looked like a seventies porno movie between her legs as I noticed Phoebe watching my reaction.
"You'll have to excuse the afro; belly makes it hard to maintain that baldness you pervs love so much. Well at least the curtains match the drapes, huh?" Phoebe chuckled raising her feet so that I could sit with them in my lap.
Something inside rang familiar as I sat with her feet in my lap buck naked.
I handled her feet being as careful as possible while thinking about how she'd continually reiterated feeling like a third wheel in her own life due to her husband's increasingly less than candid social life with a plethora of men.
We'd hooked up in what she believed would be an ongoing affair only to find disappointment in my complicated social circle as well. Phoebe wasn't really lashing out as much as putting her feelings on very raw display. I knew what she wanted in that instant.
"Hey, you got some oil I can rub on your feet?"
"Huh?"
"Oil, for a better massage?" The passive angry expression on her face softened for an instant.
"Uhm, there's sesame oil in the cupboard right over the stove."
"Can I get up and uh, get it for you Phoebe?" She drew her feet back physically obligated to spread her legs probably intentionally giving me a better view of her cunt than I wanted at that point. My gaze traveled from her furred mound to her face finding an irritated probing gaze.
"I'm not stopping you; geez, don't walk on eggshells around me. I don't care if you get mad. You don't wanna be here anyway!! Bet you wish you were getting some of that Thunda person; what an ass she's got, huh? Positively huge so I know you like getting behind that and beating it up, don't you? Guess I'm too light skinned for you, huh?"
I just stared back seeing right between her words carefully extricating myself to stand in front of her nude.
"36D-29-62." I mentioned purposely absentminded getting her attention.
"Huh, what did you say?"
"Oh, that's Rashida's measurements; yeah, that's Thunda's real name by the way. She's an original on both of my sites and we kind of had a bump in the road at first, but I got her fucking cheeks in an enclosed space and pounded the buns into the wall. Oh, well since that time she's a bit larger after a fat transfer to her hips but I haven't measured it yet. Gonna have to get around to that next time we shoot content. She's blowing up lately online."
I kept up the absentminded routine.
"I DON'T CARE!! ARE YOU GONNA RUB MY FEET OR NOT?!!" Phoebe yelled outright with the first angry "sista girl " expression I'd ever seen on her face. It made me smile recalling how most of the time people either thought she was mixed or Spanish.
"Yeah sure." I made a point of fishing my phone out of my discarded pants tossing them back on the floor before walking into her kitchen.
I didn't look back formulating a plan as I opened the stable doors leading into her kitchen which was a mess of unwashed dishes, pots, and pans. Her black and white checkered floor was badly in need of a sweep and mop.
The tables and countertops were littered with various open cereal boxes, snacks, and left overs left out. It told me that Phoebe was on a kaiju like rampage through her husband's life. Knowing how meticulous she usually was about keeping things nice neat and orderly; it said a lot about her mental state. I found the bottle of oil quickly but hung back dialing up Rashida on speaker phone.
"What's up Daddy?" She answered right away.
"HEY GIRL!!" I replied in the most annoying manner I could muster.
"What's wrong with you; why're you talking like that and what're you getting me into?" Sometimes Rashida was bit too knowledgeable of my antics.
"Oh nothing, I just wanted to let you know that you have another hater."
"Again?!" Rashida replied without surprise in her voice. Our speakerphone conversation carried so I knew Phoebe could hear us as I slowly opened the doors finding her laying on the couch glaring daggers at me.
"Yeah, but don't worry because she ain't crazy like that other bitch." Rashida chuckled on her end of the call.
I gambled that her slightly masculine way of laughing and semi-thuggish tone would obviously irritate my friend Phoebe. I chuckled too taking some of the hatred I'd received from my charge recycling it for my friend with benefits who also suffered from self esteem problems.
I wanted Phoebe to see me doing it, just play down to her insults.
"Are you sure about that; what, you got yourself another skinny one, huh?"
"No, not at all baby; in fact when she's off the bench, my girl over here can give you a run in the legs department. She's definitely a stallion in her own right; and she looks just like that actor from that old saved by the bell show."
"YOU GOT A WHITE GIRL?!"
"No, not the one who was in that shitty movie; the black girl, eh?"
"Lark Voorhees?" Rashida asked as I ignored Phoebe sitting down again getting her feet in my lap. I started applying the oil to her feet with the phone pressed into my cheek on the side facing her.
"Yeah, but not how she looks now; more how she looked when she was on the first couple of seasons of that show. Oh yeah, and she's got some really big tits too, but they're enhanced like yours girl." I continued the massage rubbing and getting all the right points on her cute little feet noticing the swelling in her ankles.
"I don't got no big ass titties."
"No, you made the right choice getting some that enhanced your other assets; she went big and they look spectacular Rashida girl. You know, she's on a few scenes on my site; her stuff is really popular, but we ain't shot nothing new these days."
"Why, she getting emotional on the dick?" I couldn't tell if Rashida was playing along or asking an honest boorish question.
"I can't say."
"So, you're calling me up to tell me about some female I never met or fucked with who's got hate for me; and you said she was on the bench too, right daddy? So what is it; she pregnant or something, huh?"
Instead of answering, I started chortling stealing a glance finding that Phoebe wasn't enjoying her foot massage at all.
"Rashida you know I don't put other people's business out there; but I've got say she has the prettiest little mink pussy I've ever seen. I'm probably gonna play in that carpet later."
I was laughing now still giving Phoebe a vigorous foot massage. She shifted about a bit on the couch like she was going to get up raising one foot in the air over my head. It came to rest on the back of the couch behind my noggin.
"EW, TOO MUCH INFORMATION NIGGA!!" Rashida sounded grossed out.
"No its cool Rashida; I think it's kind of pretty to be quite honest." I added still sounding glib as I talked about Phoebe like an casual afterthought.
"What?!! So I've been shaving all this time for nothing, huh?!!" I was still in custody of the sole foot working it over with the oil and attention to detail focusing on the toes individually intermittently working her sole.
"No but it's nice to have something a little different from time to time; you, I like you bald down there because I like chewing on those juicy lips baby." Rashida started chuckling along with me making me think perhaps she wasn't in the know after all.
"You're nasty tonight; wanna hookup?"
"Nah, my dance card is full baby; maybe we can get together later this week. I wanna shoot some more footage for my site and some social media stuff. How're you doing there anyway?" I glanced down between Phoebe's thighs examining the patch of brown hair that had gone unattended for some time.
"I'm up there, about 46k or something like that shit; you gonna get me to a hundred?" Her slit was slightly visible above the cushion provided by the bottom of her own muscular cheeks.
"Oh yeah across the board baby." I handled her big toe with one hand then pushed things further resting my palm over her muff. Bent my fingers running my nails through her bush nonchalantly.
"Hey daddy, are you calling me while you're with her? Enquiring minds wanna know nigga?"
"Would you be mad if I was?" I used my fingers finding it easy to part her labia getting a look at the rich glistening pinkness inside.
"Nah, I just would've liked to have my panties off so that I could join in the fun." I raised an eyebrow with a gregarious smile forming on my face as I looked over at Phoebe.
"Hey Phoebe, you mind if we-OW!! OW!! CUT THAT-SHIT OUT!! OW!!" Phoebe's left foot slammed into the side of my head three times knocking the phone into the air before I was able to capture her thickened ankle. She wasn't done squirming about but I caught her free foot before Phoebe could kick me in the chin.
"AHA!! HAVE FUN!!" Rashida laughed outloud from my phone on the floor where it landed as I jostled with Phoebe eventually climbing up between her thick muscular legs. I batted away Phoebe's attempts to pancake slap me looking cute as ever in her righteous indignation. I pushed her right arm above her head off the couch on my knees between her thighs while her other fist hit me in the bicep a few times.
"FUCKER!! STUPID GOOFY ASS BITCH!! FUCK YOU!! FUCK FACE!!" Phoebe spewed a string of obscenities point blank in my face. Her spittle splashed across my face while her big tits jiggled all over the place.
I didn't say a word just looking deeply into Phoebe's eyes.
I leaned further over her making sure not to touch her belly in anyway staring at her face. Her insults were becoming more juvenile and inoffensive as I continued looking through between the cracks of her psyche. She was still visibly flushed glaring back teeth clenched. I got two more progressively harder punches the landed just under my shoulder blade.
"You mad, huh Phoebe? You looking real mad and you're acting like a wet blanket, bitch." I taunted.
She spit in my face point blank.
I spit back spraying her face in similar fashion.
Her tongue slid into my mouth swirling around coiling about in a passionate game of tonsil hockey. Phoebe's had was already cupping the back of my head as we made out. Her other hand appeared catching my left ear as she moaned wetly into my mouth.
She tugged on it until my ear was facing her sticking her tongue inside it flicking the tip. The weird sensation caused a jolt to shoot straight to my penis making it swell into a steel bar nestled into her furry mound.
Phoebe added a suckling slurp and nibble to my earlobe making me return that candor to the left side of her neck. I went just as sloppy working up a few hickeys before nipping at place where the bottom of her neck met her shoulder blade.
I was positioned on all fours hovering above her belly, but my hips maintained a life all their own grinding the underside of my shaft against her mound. She was hungry for contact, sexually starved with no outlet or choice between me or Bentley. He'd screwed their relationship up by cheating with a woman most foul.
An evil woman.
An elderly woman with the body of a goddess that flew in the face of her fifty years of age and generations of sexual experience which I'd had an evening to sample as well. Turns out she was a malignant sociopath among other things with an ax to grind against our mutual friend that left a newly pregnant Phoebe a third wheel in the most uncomfortable of love triangles.
I wanted no part of her situation, but I had a responsibility to be a good friend.
My shaft was rubbing up an enticing friction even parting her labia at random intervals until she jostled and shifted reaching down parting those lower lips wide apart.
The need on her face was real as I pushed my crown inside getting a surprise when Phoebe clamped down hard right below the head. Despite the fact that she was basically immobile in this posture laying on her back, I could see the slightest bit of movement in her pelvis. Her snatch was hungrily gnawing away at my prick.
I felt it throughout my pelvis hovering over Phoebe letting her do as she desired.
Her snatch was beyond sopping wet completely foamy but really tight. Phoebe's eyes were shut tight with her mouth hanging open huffing breaths of heated air into my face.
I pushed forward feeling a deluge of wetness bubble up around my girth with an accompanying squishy sound. She tried to cover her mouth but ended up moaning loudly as we engaged in this disjointed rutting in animalistic fashion. Phoebe was decidedly fucking me. The lack of movement outside of her Venus flytrap cunt was amazing.
I barely lasted ten minutes blowing several ropes inside which seemed to trigger this narrowing of her inner walls. I just left it there enjoying the feeling of her biting and chewing on my meat while I went after the remaining front hooks holding her brassiere in place.
I was unprepared for the big watery sway of Phoebe's tits once they were freed spilling out with a healthy jiggle. My splooge was still visible there intermingled with her excess lactation. There were maternity pads covering her nipples which I happily peeled away finding darkened saucer sized areolas underneath.
I grabbed her right watery tit with both hands squeezing around the nipple getting a strong burst of her milky wetness. I did this a few times before attacking the right sucking and swirling my tongue on it getting a mouthful of her sweet lactation as a reward.
My semi-erect cock was still buried inside the front opening of her snatch with a portion still outside, but I was hungry for more as I cupped her boobs mashing them together. I created this slapping motion watching streams and bursts of her essence come out.
Phoebe had my interest bar none.
"Can I pull you down a little so that uhm, I can stick it in all the way?"
"Yeah, I'd like that a lot; just leave it in there and fuck me as hard as you want."
"Are you uh, sure its okay to do it like that?"
"Doctor says it's fine and that I can do it as much as I want; just fuck me hard because I need it really bad." I doubted she realized she wasn't being purposely antagonistic at this point. I was extra careful moving her down so that she was perfectly horizontal.
"Okay, I'm gonna give it to you Phoebe."
The outside and a bit inside was literally dripping with her own personal blend of natural lubrication. Some of it ran freely undated the head of my cock. I slid in a third finding a considerable resistance necessitating some worked effort until I plunged though into a retracting tightness as if her cunt was coiling and resizing itself into a tightly fitted sleeve about my member. It felt so damn good that I drew back repeating the penetration a number of times before I was obliged to ask.
"Phoebe, are you doing that, intentionally?"
"Yeah, you don't like it?"
"No I love it; I can't even describe how good it feels." I went a few more times in measured strokes and it seemed tighter almost every time I thumped as far as possible inside.
"Up until last week I was still working out, you know cycling, Kegels, and uh, Venus balls too. I was so paranoid about losing my tightness and then it was just, pointless. Bentley liked it too and I wasn't even halfway where I am today. I fucked him up with that toaster oven a month and a half ago. I wanted to see if he'd still fuck with the threat of violence hanging over his bean head. Surprise he did, really liked it so much I tried to barter another head shot with that oven, but he knew better. Fucking Oliver, well..."
"Phoebe, you didn't ask him that, did you?" I was steady plunging inside getting the intense snapping and spongy wet tightness that was off the chain. I could feel it even at the base of my member. Her cunt was a thing alive unto itself chewing me up like drooling Pacman.
"Well I was scared to use my toys and it was getting to me not having anybody to call; I needed it. Just wanted to feel some penetration and I even told him he could just push his limp cock inside me. Part of me wanted to see if I could get him hard despite his orientation; I mean, he did it to me on our honeymoon! Instead he acted like a bitch and even moved out for two days because I got on top of him while he was sleeping. We're married! Fucking pussy went and dragged you over here like a gigolo to take care of me!! Am I that nasty and gross, now?!"
I was sitting upright using a hand on the back of her couch kneeling between her thighs. I got back on all fours continuously getting that intentional snapping motion almost addicted.
"Fuck Oliver; shame on you because you know he's almost exclusively a catcher."
"He could've at least did me that one little favor, but instead we ended up arguing about his ex-boyfriend, how I really was trying to turn that ass wipe straight after all. That loser didn't seem like he had a problem when we were in that sauna. That bodybuilder was plowing me so hard, I had to sit on a pillow for a week."



Instead of continuing the conversation I grabbed a lactating tit sucking on it getting a mouthful of her milk. Phoebe cupped the outsides of the right tit pressing her fingertips into the areola making bursts of the stuff fill my gullet.
"Oliver wouldn't even help me with this; I wanted him to just try it. Try some of my milk, at least massage my tits. They're really sore damn near all of the time and sometimes I want a different set of hands on them besides my own; I mean, we're married and shit so that means he has to help me out, right? Instead of just massaging my big swollen tits, he bought all these different types of breast pumps instead. I asked him if he had one that would squeeze my boobs instead of whining like a bitch."
She broke off her tale of dissatisfaction and frustration as I went after the other boobs like a dog wrestling with a piece of meat. I used the insides of my forearms to squeeze them together into twin melons enjoying the sight of the glistening wetness on her big darkened areolas. I took both of them easily between my lips sucking hard. I was instinctively humping deeper than before between her thighs getting that snapping motion lower and lower along my shaft.
"God it feels good to get some really good dick after all this time. Fuck you know what I need and it makes me hate you for it. I'm gonna whittle your dick down to size; gonna eat it all up because I'm a horny bitch all the time. I'm gonna empty your motherfucking balls with this snapping cunt and then I'm still gonna keep fucking your Fairweather ass for ghosting me in my time of need. You're gonna be addicted to my pussy like a crackhead!!"
Her pelvis was sawing intently in vertical fashion as the gnawing feeling became even more pronounced. It felt so good that I was on the verge of exploding inside her several times. The sensation made you feel on sexual edge continuously. At some points I couldn't tell whether or not I'd cum already.
"Yeah Oliver brought me a fucking cabana boy and I'm gonna wear your ass out with my preggo pussy!"
Her tangentially mousy voice threatening sexual misconduct was making me really horny as I struggled not to drape myself over her body for fear of harming the baby in her belly. My crotch was drenched with her essence as her feminine musk assailed my nostrils. The couch was starting to rock and move a little along the floor from my frenzied actions. We made out as much as we could just letting go of everything.
Phoebe had a neck full of visible love bites from my efforts.
"You're liking this pussy now, right?"
"I love it."
"Love my gross looking pussy, huh?"
"LOVE IT!!"
"Want me to bite down even harder?"
"Huh, wait, you can make it even tighter than it is now?" I stopped for a minute hovering over her with raised brows.
Phoebe responded by clamping down on me so tight, it felt like there was a hand inside her snatch balled up into a fist around my shaft. I let out this loud distressed sounding groan which made her wildly wrench her hips vertically in manic fashion. It wasn't a lot of movement, just a controlled range of motion that took an immediate toll on me.
"PHOEBE!!" Her gnawing cunt milked several ropes out of me in succession and kept it up until tears were streaming from my tightly shut eyes. This scintillating experience was mind blowing as I groaned rocking my hips trying to prolong the sensation as much as possible.
It was my turn to breathe in huffs over her face as I slowly opened my watery eyes to find Phoebe silently ugly crying.
"I'M SORRY FOR BEING MEAN!!" She blurted out crying hard.
"It's fine I deserved it for not checking up on you; I got lost after Vicky died, but that's no excuse especially when I knew what you were going through. You can be mean if you want; I can take it Phoebe because it's my responsibility. Friends are supposed to be there for each other girl; but I did you one worse because you're like family to me. You were there for me that afternoon when I thought Vicky was dating Bentley and you never left. I know it wasn't just fucking for you because you even told me your life story."
"I'M SORRY FOR BEING BAD!! I'M SCARED!! I'M REALLY SCARED THAT I'M GONNA BE ALONE FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE!! OLIVER'S NOT GONNA BE HERE FOR THIS BABY!! BENTLEY IS A MAN CHILD!! AND I'M STUPID FOR FUCKING HIM RAW!! I'VE HAD SO MANY STI TESTS THAT MY DOCTOR RECOMMENDED A STAY IN THE PSYCHE WARD!!"
"Hey Phoebe, I'm here for you and I'm not going anywhere, promise." My hands were wiping the tears as soon as they appeared.
"You promise?"
"Yeah, I'm not gonna leave you alone again and all you have to do is call me when you start feeling this way. If you want, you can come to work with me and stay in the student center downstairs while I complete my shift."
"Really?"
"Yeah, you're one of my best friends."
Phoebe started huffing going into more ugly crying as I tried to kiss the tears away. I realized that raging hormones were also at play grabbing a box of wipes on the glass coffee table using some to dab at her face until she took them. I planted some light kisses on her lips getting a few in return.
Both of us realized someone else was crying too.
My phone was still face down on the floor as we exchanged glances.
"Rashida, you still there?"
"YOU GUYS ARE SO BEAUTIFUL TOGETHER!!" I side eyed Phoebe finding her there covering her mouth with both hands this time flushed out of embarrassment.
"I thought you hung up." I picked up my phone seeing her number still on its face.
"Well, I was gonna hang up but then, it got so hot and uh... you guys were going at it so I figured. Uhm, guess it was wrong and stuff, but you and her were... sorry daddy?" Rashida explanation for her audio voyeurism was cringe for all involved as Phoebe dropped her hands curious.
"Why does she keep calling you daddy; did you get her pregnant?"
"HELL NO!!"
"WHY YOU GOTTA SAY IT LIKE THAT NEGRO?!!" Rashida audibly cut in offended.
"I'm just saying that she is not pregnant, that's all ladies. Rashida maybe you can tell Phoebe why you call me that shit which I never asked you to do, by the way."
My tone was measured, hands outstretched in front of my naked body like a referee.
Phoebe took the phone out of my hand still reclining as I raised a brow.
"It's really a long story; hey uh, my name is Rashida Sikes and uh, I kind of work for him." It was her turn to feel the cringe of explaining our relationship.
"Oh I know all about it and I think your content is way better than mine."
"WAIT A MINUTE!! You know about me and we've never met?"
"Well I kinda came into the picture after he stopped "hanging out" with you and your friends; so I guess you could consider us the B-Team although there really isn't much left of us these days. I'm Phoebe and we're like, friends with benefits and stuff."
"Too many benefits apparently." Both girls started laughing making me face palm and retrieve my pants.
"HEY I DIDN'T SAY YOU COULD PUT YOUR CLOTHES BACK ON!!" Phoebe shouted chastising me. I froze in place then stepped out of the leg of my jeans. I motioned towards my boxer briefs but she nodded in the negative.
"Hey you've got my daddy naked over there?" Rashida chortled.
"Yeah, he's my gimp for the weekend; I'm gonna wreck his ass too." Phoebe didn't miss a beat explaining everything so casually as I did a double take while Rashida burst into laughter.
It was nice to see Phoebe chuckling too.
Phoebe motioned towards some of the trash on the carpet underneath the coffee table littering the carpet. I grimaced, but picked everything up walking to the kitchen as the women continued talking.
"Sounds like you got it going on over there, huh Phoebe?" Rashida was glib.
"I don't know about that but did you really think we were hot together? I've been feeling so disgusted with myself lately and I don't know what to do about it."
"Girl that's a part of life!! Don't get yourself down and make sure daddy stay on his toes because you've gotta watch him or else he's gonna be moving in on the pussy like it's his, you know?"
"I hope so; I'm so fucking horny all the time and my husband is a total bitch."
"YOU'RE MARRIED?!!"
"Uh yeah, but my husband is gay as fuck; you know he brought "daddy" over here because he was tired of me being fat and bloated, then that slut went up to our cabin for the weekend for a boy only situation."
"EW!!"
"Nuh, no we were friends in high school and he was gay but closeted; so I was like, his beard and we got married to escape from our oppressive families. It wasn't no down low situation or nothing."
"Oh okay girl; but shouldn't you get a divorce?"
"I don't know, maybe it's time what with the baby on the way and all." I dumped the trash in the kitchen noticing one of Phoebe's aprons hanging on the back of the door. I decided to be funny by putting it on retuning with a push vacuum sweeper to clean the carpet. Phoebe chuckled girlishly at the site of me in full butler mode.
"WHAT'S HAPPENING?!!" Rashida barked nosey.
"Oh you've gotta see this." Phoebe turned the phone in my direction.
"DON'T!!" I warned.
It was too late as I found myself looking at Rashida's face with a goofy look plastered across it. Luckily my junk was hidden behind the apron.
"SEND HIM OVER HERE WHEN YOU'RE DONE!!" Rashida was having way too much fun watching me clean the carpet and generally serve my pregnant friend with benefits.
"Alright there's gonna be consequences for this Rashida." I wagged a finger at the face of my android.
"HEY I WAS JUST PLAYING; DON'T DO THAT SHIT MAN!!" Phoebe perked up turning the phone back towards her face.
"What're you talking about Rashida?"
"He's gonna do something; play some kind of mean ass prank or bang my ass until I pass out. You know he demolished my last job, literally destroyed the place?!"
"REALLY?!!" I realized that I hadn't followed up with Phoebe about my epic revenge.
"HEY I GOT YOU A JOB AND I PAID YOU!! YOU'VE GOT MORE MONEY NOW THAN YOU EVER HAD BEFORE!!" I was indignant and more so when Phoebe shushed me motioning toward the trash on her coffee table.
She watched me as I left the room before she resumed the conversation in whispers. I was flustered knowing I'd done more than enough and even changed Rashida's life.
"No good deed goes unpunished." I mumbled stuffing a plastic can already full to overflowing.
I couldn't believe the condition of a house usually kept in pristine condition by a woman with superhuman OCD. I could hear muffled talking between the fast friends which worried me to no end because the women were from two distinctly different camps in my recent life.
Considering Rashida's nature and Phoebe's need for companionship, this was unsettling with the possibility of much drama in the future. I noticed a dumpster outside the door leading from the kitchen situated at the edge of the driveway.
"Ah fuck it." I was wearing an apron covering my business if nothing else. I opened the back door dragging the can to the dumpster but found it needed a key to open.
I heard the kitchen door slam shut and lock.
"Shit."
I bolted back to the kitchen door bare footed and bare assed finding it locked tight and the venetian blinds in its thick window messed up enough that I was able to peer into the room.
Phoebe was doing this waddle with the phone to her ear getting a laugh out of my situation.
I banged on the door with my fist hearing a dog or maybe a coyote yelping off in the distance. I turned around taking stock of my surroundings in the dusk hours, then sat on the raised concrete stoop thinking.
"Bitch must pay."
I remembered myself walking around her home to the front door slowly opening it finding Phoebe back on the couch still engaged in lively conversation. The journey from the kitchen to the couch must have been somewhat physically taxing for Phoebe because she was kneeling on the couch with her knees on the cushions and elbows on the top holding my phone with both hands.
"Oh, I thought that door was locked." Phoebe was casual about the attempted prank as I stood there with a half smirk on my face.
"You know there's rules to this game Phoebe."
"Rules?"
"Yeah rules."
"WATCH OUT GIRL, HE'S GONNA HIT IT!!" Rashida warned in facetime as I closed the distance. Obviously it was too late as I got behind my pregnant charge tossing up the billowy babydoll styled top uncovering her rear end with flair.
"Uh, fuck me."
Phoebe's certified thirty eight inches of backside also received a level up of the highest order probably two or three sizes larger than ever before.
Of course she was her own thing shape wise maintaining a larger peach within a peach esthetic that saw her sex cradled perfectly between her still somewhat muscular buttocks. I was reminded that Phoebe's frame was the result of a period of intense workouts with one of her husband's estranged boyfriends.
Her semi-shelf like butt and stallion legs were this secret weapon for the uniformed lucky enough to hook up with the tragically neglected housewife. That inner peach had a lot of fuzz on it this time around.
"HE'S DOING IT RASHIDA!! HE'S GOING REALLY HARD!!" I was made as the women giggled jointly at my predictable behavior.
Hitting that big semi-hard peach from behind was a revelation of that same exquisite tightness but on a downward angle this time. I wondered if her swollen baby belly had something to do with the trajectory, but it felt just as good with excess foamy cream sheathing my plunging member.
I wondered if Rashida could hear the audible squishiness of Phoebe's puffy cunt. The angle put a different stress point on the underside of my cock just above the base.
I wasn't gonna wait getting a foot up on the couch, thigh balancing on her left buttock. I was fucking to last, just enjoying her cunt to the fullest. Phoebe made these little impact grunts in-between sustained dreamy sounding moans as she started to really feel it.
I went full bulldog position clapping her cheeks loudly throwing caution to the wind. From this vantage point I found myself looking over the top of Phoebe's head at Rashida's face on my phone. Phoebe made herself a stationary target. It felt like I was pounding an immovable object.
"EW GIRL HE'S HITTING THE COOKIE RIGHT, AIN'T HE?!!" Rashida sounded like a hillbilly.
"FUH-FUCK HE'S BREAKING THE COOKIE!!"
"HOW'S IT FEEL GIRLFRIEND?!!" Rashida sounded aroused. Her face filled the screen of my android from top to bottom.
"GAWD IT FEELS GUD!! IT'S FEELING SO FUCK-KING GOOD!!! HE'S TURNING MY COOKIE INTO A BAG OF FUCKING COOKIE CRISPS RASHIDA!!! OH SHIT!! OH GAWD HE'S HITTING IT JUST RIGHT!!! RAW-SHEET-TA!! RASHIDA!!! FUCK!! I THINK-I THINK HE'S TRYING TO GET IN MY BELLY AND MEET THE BABY EARLY!!! OH GAWD RASHIDA!!"
Knowing a bit about Phoebe's proclivities, I reached down positioning the phone so that Rashida could get a really good point of view look at my pelvis wetly slapping into her impregnated donk. Phoebe had voyeuristic tendencies that lent itself to the situation at hand. I directed her to hold her arms straight out in front of her body providing a portal into our hookup for my original muse.
"WHAT'RE YOU LOOKING AT BITCH; GET THAT ASS UP AND SHOW PHOEBE WHAT YOU'RE WORKING WITH!!"
I was always shooting from the hip with my female friends, but Rashida was and still was a pet project of mine. I wanted her to realize her autonomy but knew it was a work in progress as she propped the phone a few feet away giving us a view of her body.
Ms. Sikes aka "Thunda" wasn't prepared for any shenanigans wearing her favorite floppy bonnet, a sickly yellow V-neck t-shirt and matching sweat shorts that were skintight in the crotch providing a visible outline of her snatch.
She was standing in what looked like her cramped bedroom visible from the top of her head to the beginnings of her massive hips. As usual, her butt was so big that it was visible in the front, but Phoebe would need a direct visual introduction for my tastes.
"SHOW PHOEBE WHAT YOU'RE WORKING WITH GIRL; STOP FRONTING!!" I barked making Rashida chuckle and start wriggling her hips. It was an odd sort of movement that was perplexing enough to the uninitiated as Phoebe glanced up at me only to be directed towards the screen.
"Don't look at me, you're gonna miss the big reveal." Phoebe tuned back towards the phone finding Rashida squatting down visible from the chest up grinning like a jackal. She never tired of putting on a performance.
"HOLY SHIT LOOKIT HER ASS!!" Phoebe was blown away unprepared for the site of sixty plus inches of online fame on full display as Rashida hopped up on her mattress on all fours facing away from the camera.
"Yeah." I commented slyly grabbing dueling handfuls of the abundant flesh at Phoebe's hips.
Still mindful of her rather delicate condition, I piston pumped my pregnant FWB with authority completely focused on the motion ripples emanating from my pelvis slamming into her resilient buttocks.
This resulted in an almost immediate second wave of frothy cream splashing and running down her inner thighs. This sort of muffled almost continuous moan filled the living room while Rashida did her best IMAX level twerk routine on her bed.
"OH RASHIDA I'M SORRY!!"
"Hey what're you apologizing for girlfriend?"
"NUH-NOT GONNA TELL!!!" Phoebe blurted out voice registering each thrust as if she were being gutted.
My feet hit the carpet under the couch surprised when she managed to follow my movements spreading her legs further apart despite her condition. Her swollen belly was cushioned against the couch as I pushed further behind Phoebe working her from the back intently focused on those motion ripples and the slight stretchmarks streaking across her hips like miniature lightning bolts. Phoebe was exclusively breathing through her mouth whimpering in feline fashion.
"Come on you can tell me anything." I heard Rashida encouraging accompanied by the sound of her own brand of thunderous clapping. I could make out that she was likely diddling herself to the sounds of our rutting, probably the visual too.
"NO!! YOU'RE GONNA FREAK!! HE'S TAKING ME THERE RASHIDA!! IT'S SO!! AH!! AW!! SO FUCKING GOOD!!!" Phoebe's testimonial continued but I didn't let it go to my head considering the nature of our acquaintance.
"Tell me Phoebe, enquiring minds wanna know girlfriend." I leaned over Phoebe finding Rashida bottomless on her mattress with that enormous butt high above her shoulders twerking hard. She was diddling herself silly.
"FUCK!!!" Phoebe groaned.
"TELL ME BITCH!!" Rashida shouted out of nowhere.
"IF, FUCK!!! OH SHIT-OH GAWD!!! IF YOU WERE HERE I'D EAT YOU SO GOOD!! SORRY RASHIDA!!" My muse perked up looking over her shoulder on the face of my android, then rolled into a sitting position looking blown away at Phoebe's confession.
"Seriously?" Rashida asked with a hand pressed against her bust.
"YEAH, I'VE TURNED INTO A PERVERT!! I'M DEFINITELY GOING INTO THE LAKE OF FIRE!! SORRY BUT I CAN'T HELP WANTING TO SLOBBER ALL OVER YOUR PUSSY!! I'M SO EMBARRASSED!! AW!! AW SHIT!! REALLY SORRY MISS!!"
I wasn't surprised when we were joined via facetime with the somewhat masculinized moans of Rashida rubbing one out laying on her back with her peach on display for all to see.
This seemed to work for Phoebe, but especially me as I found myself suddenly climaxing blowing a rope inside my FWB's gooey puss quickly yanking it out waxing the buns. A series of shudders ran through her body making her cheeks vibrate and jiggle.
This proved a bit much as I shoved myself back inside fucking into my mess even more.
"Sorry, but my knees are starting to hurt; can I lay on my back?" I helped Phoebe lay on her back noticing the nasty creampie I baked in her steaming honeypot.



Some of my jizz was even webbed up between her inner thighs.
Phoebe reached down with one hand finding my handiwork.
"Oh, you came already." She sounded disappointed.
"WHAT, YOU COULDN'T WAIT FOR ME TO GET MINE?!! DAMN YOU LACKING DADDY!! OH WELL THERE'S ALWAYS A FIRST TIME FOR EVERYTHING!! GUESS PHOEBE GOT THAT GOOD GOOD, HUH BRUH?!!" Rashida was verbally in rare form tonight.
"Yeah, he really blew it up down there." Phoebe added insult to injury placing my phone between her thighs for Rashida's view.
"I would say that nigga was hella backed up; but we know how he get down. That fool got some big fucking balls, huh girl?" Both of them started laughing their asses off while I stood there looking on.
"HELLO, RIGHT HERE STILL IN THE FUCKING ROOM LADIES!!" I raised a hand while still covering my junk.
"Yeah so what?" Both responded almost simultaneously making me throw up my arms and leave the living room.
"HEY COME BACK HERE!!" Phoebe shouted after me. I walked back finding her still laying there looking like the scene of a crime.
"Can Rashida come over?"
"NO!!" I stalked off intending to hit the showers.
"HEY!!" Phoebe yelled after me as I tried a few doors looking for the bathroom to clean up.
"WAIT A MINUTE!!" Her shrill cry was enough to stop me in the middle of the corridor as she appeared at its edge adjacent to the living room. I was shocked standing there taking in her countenance huffing leaning against the wall.
"Phoebe?"
"DON'T LEAVE ME BEHIND, I'M SORRY!!" She actually spiked my android in the corridor starting to ugly cry again running to me. I cradled her in my arms letting her work it out without judgement. It took a minute for Phoebe to calm down.
"Hey I got you girl."
"I know how crazy I look and everything, but these damn hormones are kicking my ass and I just feel so helpless! It's not like I have anybody on a regular basis and every time I think about Bentley I just wanna fuck him up! Oliver actually filed a lawsuit against my past physician for that medical bullshit telling me I was basically sterile! They wanna settle but I couldn't care less!! I never should've screwed that kid. He blew so many loads inside me, FUCK!!"
"I'm here for you Phoebe; I'm gonna be right by your side whatever happens."
"SHUT UP!! DON'T MAKE ME SAY IT!!" Phoebe buried her face in my chest crying hard as I rubbed her head. Unknown to her I was cracking on the inside from the sudden drama thrust into my life. I still had trouble coping with things five months later.
"You don't have to say anything; and you didn't have to spike my phone either." I tried to subtly change the subject.
"OH RIGHT, SORRY BOUT THAT!!" She went to pick up my phone but I pulled her tight to my body from the back wrapping my arms around her chest under her boobs. It took her a second or two to settle into my grasp. I gave her scalp a peck and kissed her on the cheek just holding her there in the corridor. It helped that my business was wedged between her thick buns.
"Hey let's get a shower together."
"Sounds good but I'd rather we use the jacuzzi if you don't mind; Oliver and his "friends" have made the main bathroom a biological hazard if you get my drift. I don't even trust shower shoes in there."
"Too much information."
"Sorry you know how I am; nobody really talks to me all that much around here since I don't have a penis. It's not really his fault but sometimes they just ignore me. Since I blimped out, I can't even go to the convenience store in the middle of the night any more. Still talk to some of the boys on my discord though."
Her diatribe stopped as my hands cupped her breasts from underneath casually squeezing them.
Phoebe handled my member facing away softly stroking it forward as I handled her tits more forcefully.
"Hey I know we're gonna fuck, but can I ask you for a favor?"
"Sure."
"Will you shave me down there?" I perked up straightening my back as she looked up at my face sort of embarrassed.
"Uh-kay." I answered unevenly making Phoebe chuckle and pull my arms tighter around her frame.
I didn't want to leave my phone in the corridor but knew what she required in the moment. Phoebe turned into me with a warm smile that reminded me my old friend was still in there somewhere.
She handled my biceps squeezing them a bit before taking a step or two backward demonstrating a standing squat that ended with my phone in her hand which was presented to me. My case was cracked, but the phone remained intact. We walked hand in hand to the jacuzzi where I was pleased to find a small walk-in shower big enough for one.
Phoebe wordlessly insisted that I go first so that she could watch me lather up reaching in doing it herself after a few minutes. There was an expression n her face that ran from salacious to overtly anxious. Deep down I wanted her to divorce Oliver and move on with her life, probably Bentley too wherever he was at the moment. I couldn't imagine being in any sort of a relationship with Phoebe and having to constantly see her closeted husband living the life.
Oliver didn't seem to make any bones about his orientation, but Phoebe was adamant about holding on. She would never know, could never know that Bentley was out matched before his affair with Sister Jacobs (aka Chocolate Lavender) before it even happened. When I witnessed him standing there beside the fifty something, it just clicked in my head.
I didn't know if she were a retired or current sex worker, but the deep chocolate villain had an almost supernatural sexual prowess. I'd only been able to overcome it mentally due to the fact that I was in a struggle with her decades younger contemporary, Ms. One.
For me they cancelled one another out.
Another part of me knew the malevolent sister wasn't looking to enthrall me only there in that motel room for the money. I was lucky and proof of her pedigree between the sheets was the near constant activity of her scenes online. She was one of the four pillars of my adult site along with Rashida Sikes while Phoebe's alter ego remained marginalized on purpose because of our friendship and her high risk marriage.
I'd only released a few teasers and a scene of us getting hyper frisky in the corridor we'd just walked down. Phoebe was financially secure enough to work from home for the most part, but Oliver's job as a corporate attorney required a higher bit of discretion.
It was pretty shitty that he could be a barely closeted gay man but his "wife" would be irretrievably stigmatized for doing sex work. Phoebe's social condition and isolation undoubtedly contributed to some of her latent proclivities.
"Who're you thinking about?" She asked softly caressing, lovingly rubbing the suds on my body.
"Look in the mirror."
"You don't have to be nice." Phoebe replied averting her eyes for a second.
"I'm not, I was being honest with you about what was going on in my head.
Remember the time you wore those PVC leggings?" She lit up facially sort of smiling to herself.
"Yeah, you were an animal that afternoon; it was so good I bought a few more pairs, but we just never got around to that. My boyfriend, really didn't care about that stuff, just wanted to be inside me for thirty to forty minutes at a time. Well uhm, there was this one time I wore a one piece teddy."
"So, that was true?"
"What?"
"Charity told me that fool was an all night guy; uh, that he lasted really long in the sack. Said she tried to get a taste but you kicked her out of your bed." Phoebe's eyes narrowed at the memory even though she was still smiling.
"The first night we got into her old place after two, and Bentley really did fuck me until the sun came up and then some, just missionary. His dick isn't fat like yours, just REALLY LONG and I guess he got imprinted when I took his cherry. If you ask that goon, he'll say he likes the feeling of my big hulk legs wrapped around him though. We barely did any other positions besides him fucking the shit out of my tits; you, are infinitely more fluid, sexually speaking."
"Thanks but I wish you didn't tell me about that guy's junk." Phoebe snickered handling my member under the pretense of soaping up.
"Charity just asked him out with us as a distraction for me; she wanted to fuck you by herself. Funny, if she'd just asked, I would've bowed out that night and stayed home. Then I wouldn't be knocked up now, right?"
I didn't say anything as she focused on my endowment cupping my balls with one hand while giving me a soapy hand job with the other.
"Remember it like yesterday; Charity was hiding out from you in my flat just making a sloppy nuisance of herself. She clashed with Oliver so much after finding out he was gay that he nearly tossed her out on her ass, but I intervened giving her what I thought was a verbal intervention along with clueless fucking Bentley."
"You gave her an intervention?"
"YEAH! She was moping around refusing to take care of herself even stopped showering and everything. She was seriously smelling and nonstop kvetching over you and Tressie. Deidrick and Cedric started calling her Gollum and even filming these shitty second long TikTok videos of her until I made them stop. I thought I was doing the right thing."
"Sounds like you were."
"Yeah well right in the middle of our talk, Charity gets this weird look on her face, gets up and walks straight into Oliver's shower. Then she just sequestered herself in my other bedroom, the one where I keep my stuff, right? Where we hooked up and made that sex tape; yeah Charity left me and Bentley sitting there looking stupid."
"Let me guess it got weird, right?"
"Bentley's knee deep in me middle of the night; I mean it had to be probably three in the morning. Door opens like it ain't no thang and here she comes walking in like we were fucking waiting for her grand appearance. She's all cleaned up, hair and makeup wearing one of Oliver's white t-shirts with the kitty on display in front of my man!"
I noticed Phoebe's speech patterns disturbingly matching Rashida's but kept quiet.
"She takes that t-shirt off letting her boobs bounce and jiggle smiling at Bentley like she's auditioning for a commercial; then plops down on her belly tight round butt to the ceiling! Fucking Bentley's already thinking he's gonna prone bone her ass, while all I ever get is marathon missionary unless I bitch!! The nerve of those assholes!!"
"You put her out."
"Out of the house, let that shit slide and they would be balling all over the place in front of me and Oliver! Bentley got put on timeout and bounced out the place too; Oliver's was talking shit because of all the noise telling me they were paying rent if they came back. He was mad we woke up his boyfriends!! I was so pissed that I had to finish up with a vibrator while Charity drove straight to her ex-boyfriend!"
I raised a brow.
"You're telling me Charity Gilbert drove a few states over after being bounced, to get some dick?!" Phoebe gave me this salty look followed by a mean pinch of my left buttock which made me hop out of the shower rubbing my bum.
"Get over yourself stud; and by the look of things, you liked my story." She was holding my erection in her soapy fist.
"Well, lets not waste it." I went for the hem of her billowy babydoll top, but she stopped me with a funny karate chopping motion to the offending hand.
"What?"
"I can do it myself."
"Then do it bitch." I gave Phoebe a light tap on the butt noticing that she had fistfuls of her top, anxious again.
"Uhm, can you either turn around or close your eyes; petter yet, why don't you get in the jacuzzi?"
"I've seen you naked before and we just messed around, with an audience." I reminded as she fidgeted.
"I was still partially clothed and to be honest, I sort of self-conscious about my figure."
"Oh yeah, then how are we supposed to mess around, huh?"
"Well I can lower the lights with Alexa."
"And how am I supposed to shave you, huh? Think I'm on some fucking Daredevil shit up in here Phoebe?!!" I earned another pinch to the butt swatting at her hand.
"Humor me, just turn around." She half begged.
I raised my hands high exasperated looking down at my feet as her frock hit the floor after some hesitation on her part. It really was kind of a minidress more than a babydoll top as I heard Phoebe snatch the shower curtains closed. I folded my arms reminiscing about the last time I'd darkened her doorstep.
We went at it for the ages as she allowed herself to fully unfurl sexually speaking. It was hard thinking about her neglect after discovering her boyfriend's betrayal, but even harder getting the visual of one Charity Gilbert speed racing across state lines for dick.
"HEY!!" Phoebe yelled as I snatched back the shower curtain finding her there covering her front with a large bath towel. I went after it getting into a tug of war with my friend which proved futile until I pinched an overly sensitive nipple.
"Asshole." I took a wet towel to the face as Phoebe tried to snatch the shower curtain shut. I just grabbed the other half getting under the spray with her.
We bumped bellies wedged inside the narrow space.
Completely nude, I was surprised to see that she remained pretty much the same with a slight weight change outside of her rounder face, huge swollen breasts, and a belly that was larger than I thought it would be at five months. As far as I was concerned outside of her physical condition, Phoebe was in need of some uh, therapy.
"Grossed out right?" Her hair was matted to her face over her eyes. I hadn't given her a chance to pin it up.
"Can you feel it?"
"What?!! Just admit I look like Jabba the Hut and stop playing with me!! I'll never be the same again and once that baby comes out of my holiest of holies; I'm pretty much done because ain't nobody gonna want a baby mamma with a snatch as big as the grand canyon! I can see it in your eyes; don't lie and I don't need your pity fuck either!"
"But can you feel it Phoebe?" I rolled right through her bullshit.
"Huh?!! What're you-oh! OH REALLY?!!"
The head of my rock hard erection was poking almost buried in her fur covered mound. Phoebe used both hands sweeping the hair out of her eyes suddenly laughing euphorically.
"WOW!! I REALLY TURN YOU ON THAT MUCH?!!"
"Look girl, I wanna nail you to this shower wall, but the only thing stopping me is concern for the baby. If we do nothing else, just let me keep rubbing my "thang" all over the front of your mink pussy until I get off. I never liked it before, but you've made me a believer in the beauty of a mother's body. Besides you're fucking hot bitch."
"Would you consider letting me sit on your cock instead?"
"Is that even a question?"
"Well go get in the jacuzzi and I'll come to you as soon as I've washed up baby." I squeezed out of the little alcove but couldn't help making out and fondling her tits a little. We were friends with benefits, but it felt weird being turned on by her in this manner. I wondered if I really was a pervert but knew Phoebe wouldn't hold it against me.
"Leave that shower curtain open so I can watch."
I noticed her chin dip a little as she gingerly handled the edge of the shower curtain but didn't pull it closed. She side eyed me with a shaky wistful smile pulling up this loofah sponge starting to slowly lather up. Phoebe's home was incredible.
The design had this room being separated at an angle with this clear glass wall between the shower regular bathroom and the jacuzzi with the walls having this unfinished wood look to them. There was a golden set of handles which I drew open finding the already prepared waters. I made a point to stare before opening those double doors.
I got into the waters carefully never taking my eyes off of Phoebe until I was sitting there watching her in the shower. The idea was to keep her engaged almost nonstop although I figured her personal and sexual neediness were nearly insurmountable.
She was looking away as she washed up earnestly running the steamy spray through her hair before tying it off in a tight looking wet ponytail. It literally looked as if Phoebe were wearing a fake belly almost too large for her figure. There were very muted love handles on the sides of her torso widened to hold her newly swollen tits.
Her areolas were darkened and saucer sized with painfully erect looking nipples.
You really couldn't tell they were enhanced because her condition caused them to swell up around the implants hiding even the notion of their validity. She was already lactating profusely making me envy her upcoming baby in jokey fashion as I watched the suds rundown the top of her cleavage over her sloping belly.
You didn't even have to look closely to see the gym rat and physical specimen partially submerged under that natural padding. Phoebe kept looking over at me sitting in the jacuzzi watching her with a hawk's eye. She smiled back turning her back.
Her butt was on the large side nowhere near Rashida's, more the result of her strength training but I recalled Phoebe mentioning that she was decidedly huge back in the day when she carried more weight on her frame. I would've loved seeing that, definitely hitting it from the back. Now she had a pregnancy enhanced donk that was only going to get wider in the long run before she conceived.
Feelings of lustful embarrassment came in waves as I considered dialing it down a bit out of respect for the child inside her. Phoebe raised her arms under the spray.
She was decidedly playing to me letting the water run down her defined spine over what I would've described as a vase shape of the buttocks.
Her stallion legs slightly bigger provided a hip dip at the very top. I was a fan of the esthetic look of Phoebe's uniquely zaftig dimensions. My mind began to wonder doing mental gymnastics imagining my friend with her current tits, as and legs minus the baby bump.
My cock was dying for attention.
"Hey earth is calling." Phoebe was standing there at the edge of the jacuzzi tapping my temple with her front covered in a towel. I'd completely zoned out in fantasy not noticing her approach.
"PHOEBE PLEASE, I NEED IT!!" I stood up giving her a shock in the person of my perfectly horizontal erection pointed at her inhabited tummy.
"Wow I'm flattered." Phoebe replied nibbling the tip of her pointer finger.
I gingerly helped her into the roiling waters making sure to be careful of her delicate condition. With custody of her hands I drew Phoebe towards me as I had a seat watching the rubbery jiggle and sway of her huge breasts.
"Do you know why I wanted to do it in my jacuzzi?"
"Tell me." The water was lowered just enough to allow her to enjoy it for more than ten minutes.
"Because it's an equalizer with my weight; kind of like doing it in outer space." Phoebe chuckled.
She demonstrated her theory by weightlessly mounting me. My endowment slid easily inside up to the hilt at that enticing slanted angle. My head rolled on my shoulders chin rising giving me a view of the bathroom ceiling. Phoebe studied the look on my face heartened as I lowered my gaze finding it filled with her massive cleavage, darkened nipples proudly out front like dual standard bearers of her sexuality.
"I feel so full; how about you daddy?" I raised an eyebrow.
"Feels incredible, fucking awesome to be exact. So, Rashida got you calling me daddy too, huh?"
"Wrong, I was the first to call you daddy; remember the first time when you tricked me into losing my second virginity?"
"Second virginity?"
"Yeah, I used to exclusively play with my clit and mostly rub down there before I got hot and bothered enough to come at you; I was airtight down there and you put my butt on the kitchen counter top. You gonna act like you don't remember impaling me on your cock when you pulled me off the counter? You were holding me like a baby."



My hands were handling her hips underneath the water as Phoebe continually flexed around my girth in an impromptu teasing massage of my endowment. I couldn't believe the amount of control she had internally even in her delicate state.
Her eyes narrowed studying me with this somber, approving smile that made me want to kiss and put hickeys all over her body. I put it on my "To Do" list staring back through cracked eyes enjoying it all.
"You can feel it; like, really feel it down there and I know you like it. I know how messed up I was for trying to get Oliver to basically fuck me, but I wanted to try it out on him. I thought if I could make him hard, then I was special."
"You are special."
"Thanks, but it feels ceremonial coming from you with the bodies on your ledger; I'm not judging but I never see myself in your top five. Hell, after hooking up with you for that threesome I started hitting the gym again working out like a beast. Then, I thought I might get too uh, masculine for you appearance wise and you're definitely not into the body competitor thing; one of my gym buddies Britt suggested I bone up on my Kegels. Between that and the Ben Wa balls...WELL BENTLEY WAS LOVING IT!! Fuck, you think maybe that's why he only wanted missionary?"
I laughed.
"Are you laughing at me?"
"I'll stop if you give me some of what Bentley got." Her cunt suddenly retracted around my circumference airtight on command.
Phoebe sucked in her bottom lip brow slightly furrowed for a few moments as she gradually relaxed those muscles, then seized up again tighter than before starting to chuckle at the reaction on my face. She was flushed mostly around the nose and cheeks exhaling slowly to her default position.
"Is that what you're talking about?"
"Hell yeah Phoebe."
"Don't move; if you're good then I'll do this to you cowgirl for the rest of the night." She promised.
"All night?"
"All-FUCKING-night daddy." Phoebe emphasized her point by seizing up around me again offering her hands.
We interlocked fingers with her in my lap partially floating while she gave me a sustained pulsing massage with her snug, gooey tunnel. I was in seventh heaven reeling from Phoebe making the case for an incredible rest of the weekend.
A few times I tried to look down into the roiling waters to watch, but she would always respond by lifting my chin with her pointer finger until I was looking in her eyes. Phoebe wanted to be the sole focus above all else as I let go moaning gradually louder encouraging her. If she weren't pregnant I would've savaged her like a wild beast.
She floated or moved closer until her swollen belly was pressed hard into my abdomen and crotch getting tighter than before triggering several explosive ropes of thick milky cum painting her insides.
I found my hands absentmindedly rubbing her belly intermittently fondling and squeezing her breasts even roughly tweaking her nipples. Phoebe handled my wrists pulling my hands to the outsides of her breasts mashing them together. I ended up with a up close and personal view of her mountainous cleavage, milky lactating nipples, and all.
"Like that, huh?"
"Oh gawd yes; I think I'm hooked on pregnant sex Phoebe' don't tell anybody." She chortled under her breath.
"Now you've got me future triggered; thanks a lot."
"Future triggered?"
"After I have this baby and get settled down; I swear I'm gonna lock myself in a room with you and fuck you unconscious, pinky swear?" Phoebe offered the finger like we were kids making some stupid bet on the playground.
We bet.
There was no doubt between us that this weekend and beyond would be about getting my friend squared away as we erred on the side of caution with me propping Phoebe up on the edge of the sauna. Her huge butt was planted on a large fluffy towel, thick stallion legs wide apart with her furry mound on display.
I was a man of my word reluctantly getting out of the tub retrieving Phoebe's toiletries from a narrow cabinet in the corner at her direction. I didn't know what to make of things sporting a semi-erect member that didn't seem to wanna subside in her presence.
"Hey, hold up for a second."
Phoebe encircled the base of my cock right below the balls taking me to the root with lips kissing my pubes. I got more slow and sensual fellatio, but only for a few seconds almost pouting.
"Cut that out and get in here; don't you wanna try out my "mink pussy" one more time before you shave me bald down there.
"Sorry about that, I was just pulling your chain; you were so mean." I got into the water between her spread thighs on my knees after putting everything on the edge of the sauna.
"Well I kind of like it, and I liked the way it felt when you rubbed your dick on my fur. You like it too right; I mean I know you must've liked it because you gave me one of the biggest loads tonight out there on the couch. Oliver's gonna be so fucking pissed because he bought that couch. I uh, well we've done so much on it already."
"Déjà vu."
"Huh, excuse me?"
"You're reminding me of my cousin; he's been pissed at me for the same reason." I edged forward letting my mid-level erection rest on her puffy mound.
Phoebe reached down handling me with a few measured strokes before tapping and rubbing it on the triangular patch covering her sex. My eyes fluttered silently signaling Phoebe to lean in meeting my lips with her own for a torrid make out session. Phoebe broke the kiss looking down at her progress.
"I wanna see you do it, wanna see you bust a nut." The semi-juvenile sound of her voice was a huge turn on audibly.
I busied myself rubbing, caressing, and fondling her huge tits working alongside my pregnant charge to give her what she wanted. The weight was considerable making me wonder if they would be lighter without the implants hidden inside. Phoebe was sporting some serious melons in this stage of her motherhood journey.
"36GG."
"Huh?" I was handling one squeezing out some lactation earning a light spray to the face.
"That's my size right now; uh, I got nothing but time on my hands and you can't tell me you're surprised I actually measured my tits, right? You know if Bentley hadn't fucked me over, he'd be in seventh heaven right now. He used to maul the fuck out of my tits. It was kinda his "gateway fetish" to eating me. I uh, took it out in trade after giving him that first taste."
"Phoebe I'm surprised you'd use sex as a weapon of coercion."
"Bullshit, suck harder on that one babe; it feels heavier than the other. Are you kidding me, huh? Of course I used sex as a weapon after living with Oliver for so long and there was no way I'd even try that shit with you because of all the options you have on deck. That asshole loved my tits as much as you love my ass and legs."
"Is that right?"
"Well maybe Bentley liked my pussy a bit more; which is why that bum's got me all fucked up."
"How?"
"You saw that old biddy he cheated on me with, didn't you?"
"Yeah, so?"
"SHE'S GOT NO FUCKING TITS!!" Phoebe's dormant attitude flared to the surface making me freeze in place, but she was continually rubbing my cock in her bush, tapping, and squeegeeing it horizontally like a windshield wiper.
I tried to poke inside but she was inched forward cupping the underside of my chin staring deeply into my eyes. Those monster breasts of hers were resting atop her swollen belly as I got a peck on the lips.
"What was it like?" She asked.
"What was what, like?"
"You know, being with her; you fucked that old bitch too and don't try to play stupid with me. Just tell me what she's like because I wanna know why he got caught up."
"Maybe you should ask Bentley."
"Did you see that dented toaster oven by my front door?"
"Look Phoebe."
"DID YOU SEE THAT TOASTER OVEN BY MY FRONT DOOR?!!" I couldn't deny the dark cloud that appeared over her face.
"Yes"
"I told Oliver if he picked it up or bothered it in any way, he'd be wearing that fucking oven to work in the morning like a hat."
"That was rude."
Phoebe let go of my endowment sitting there sort of slumped with her head tilted to the side with this sarcastic smirk on her face. I didn't want to get involved in her relationship, but knew I was knee deep.
I was there when things were exposed between them, and now in hindsight made the mistake of revealing my own episode with the malevolent Sister Jacobs in disguise at the time. Phoebe sat there blinking profusely eventually rolling her eyes as she let out a sustained sigh. I couldn't believe she was sitting there legitimately pouting as I took her hand.
"I can't say for sure; but I think she used to be a stripper or something; maybe a prostitute back in the day. It's the way she carried herself when we met and by the way, she contacted me through my website."
"Really?" Phoebe offered her other hand demurely.
"She was actually stalking Tressie Fisher because she felt that she was supplanted when our girl took over most of her duties. It was actually Tressie's mother who really started all of the shit; but Sister Jacobs bought up all of her daughter's clips from my original site. Started torturing her with them making Tressie think it was me."
"Why in the hell would she think that?"
"Around that time it came out that she was dating Charity's father, more like messing around; our last interaction ended on a bad note. We had words and she gave me the business, pretty toxic shit but it was my fault."
"Well uhm, why would you think that, huh?"
"I went over to Vickie's house; she wasn't there but I ended up buying groceries for her siblings not knowing Tressie was there asleep. She was watching the kids and got offended thinking they made me think they were neglected. We ended up talking it out and went to our spot, to hook up."
"You guys had a spot?"
"I don't want to talk about that but we went there and fooled around. She was different, but I didn't notice right away. To be clinical Tressie and I engaged in some nuclear second base. I got my pipes cleaned and got all up in her cleavage fucking her big 48EE's like there was no tomorrow, but we didn't actually have sex."
"Why?"
"Well when we were getting cleaned up I made the mistake of lifting up her skirt taking a peek at her butt. Remember it like yesterday because honestly, it keeps me humble with women. Yeah, I was looking at this nice tiny black thong wedged between her cheeks. Tressie got real motherfucking indignant with me; ghetto styled in a way I wasn't used to at the time. When we hooked up before, we went 0 to 1 million and she always initiated."
"What was different this time?"
"Mr. Gilbert."
"She was dating Charity's dad, huh?"
"Look it was that day we hooked up at my house when you brought over Vicky's letter."
"I REMEMBER THAT!"
"Yeah we got into it over the phone that day and I went over Vicky's house to make amends and well, I didn't know what was going on in her life and that was my fault. She was even different over the phone. We hooked up, she presented it like she was blowing off steam and I didn't take her at her word. Thought it was business as usual so I thought nothing of lifting up her skirt looking at her meaty butt in the backseat of her ride."
"You got read?"
"It was brutal; even though I'd jizzed all over her I still ended up feeling like a fucking pervert. She had me feeling like a creep of the highest order especially the way she was looking at me with those big expressive eyes of hers. It felt like she was going to punch me in the mush and I would've deserved it. When he called right at that moment, I figured it out like yesterday's news."
"She'd moved on, right?"
"I think Tressie was figuring it out that night and well, I was the collateral damage of that decision. She actually walked out of earshot talking to him on the phone before coming back to her trunk. I watched her completely clean up with bottles of water followed by a change of clothing including her panties. Tressie got dressed up like she was at the gym ignoring me as she got behind the wheel. It was the last time we hooked up, but not the last time she offered."
"Offered?"
"When she thought I was trolling her with her own content; Tressie started mini-stalking me even contacting my mother looking for me. Mom thought we were an item; thought I was cheating on Vicky because she was in jail. Tressie popped up at my house desperately willing to do anything I wanted not to be exposed. Of course I had no idea what she was talking about and I even let her delete all of her stuff off the site. She still wanted to "pay" me with sex but I declined. She got naked and I actually talked her back into her clothes. Charity turned up and caught us."
Phoebe looked shocked at my confessional.
"That old bitch probably would've got away with it if it weren't honestly for the man upstairs and her own motherfucking greed. She decided to double dip on a stupid contest I made on a lark. Yeah that old stripper got paid, but I've made so much money off her shit and I've got enough surplus footage in the can to squeeze some more out of her stanking ass for almost getting me killed."
"WHAT?!!"
"Ah, I was kidding."
"DON'T YOU FUCK WITH ME!!" Phoebe flipped on a dime grabbing my ear in her fist which I instantly batted away knowing I'd let the cat out of the bag.
"She tried to take me out; Mr. Gilbert broke up with her because Charity found out but she blamed me. I won't bore you with the details but what you saw in that church when Tressie beat up Sister Jacobs, was the tip of the iceberg."
"Tressie Fisher tried to hurt you?" Her bottom lip was quivering uncontrollably, brow furrowing as if she were on the verge of ugly crying.
I cupped the sides of her face using my thumbs to stop the wetness from making an appearance. I pinched her chubby cheeks stretching them out a bit smiling nodding until she followed my actions of her own accord. Phoebe likely recalled her original aggressive behavior towards me during that period.
It was her early days of dating Bentley after our night out. At that time she was actively grooming him from head to toe if not psychologically.
"Everything worked out, the bad guys got karma and well, here we are spending a weekend getting to know one another all over again. We're not gonna talk about the past."
She tried to dip her chin but I raised it a few times until she was looking at my face with this weak contrite expression. My hands were massaging the top of her muscular thighs giving them intermittent squeezes.
Phoebe handled my wrists bringing my palms up covering her breasts with her nipples poking between my middle fingers. Her hands covered mine puppeting them until I was squeezing hard. Bursts of lactation hit my face and chest in fits and starts as Phoebe let out this extended moan.
Phoebe didn't notice me sinking downward in the water.
I started at the junction where her thigh met her pelvis peppering it with light kisses and nibbles. I traced an invisible line to her sex parting her labia apart finding a clit demanding attention outside of its hood.
We exchanged glances as I waited on bated breath for her to make the next move. Phoebe didn't keep me waiting palming the back of my head nudging me forward. The resultant sigh had an ethereal angelic quality to it as I began to write the letters of the alphabet on her button.
My hands continued massaging and lightly pinching her inner thighs as I feasted in her cradle of life. I went wet and audibly syrupy as she lovingly caressed my head. My nose was embedded in her furry patch tongue tickling the inner grooves as the beginning of her tunnel.
Phoebe naturally leaned backward supporting her weight on flattened palms. She disappeared behind the prominent swell of her belly eventually laying there peering up at the ceiling lighting. There was enough room on the surrounding deck to accommodate her body as I hooked her thighs over my biceps.
"Stick it inside; just the head and I'll make you cum; I want you to see me doing it." Phoebe cooed.
"Are you gonna be okay laying here like this?"
"Yeah, just do it; then shave me so we can get in bed together and keep enjoying ourselves all night." Despite her attempt to assure me, I still rolled up some towels into a makeshift pillow making sure she was as comfortable as possible. I got on all fours hovering her above her prone body with the upper swell of her belly touching my abdomen.
"Remember just the head, I'm gonna chew on it but cum all over my little patch down there before you shave it."
I slipped the head inside like Phoebe asked feeling her clamp down on it. Her skill was undeniable as her insides flexed tightening contracting and retracting rhythmically. True to her word, Phoebe gnawed and chewed me up in controlled fashion barely making huffs of exertion.
"Hey did you really mean what you said about us still hanging out after this weekend?"
"Yeah Phoebe; I'm here for you."
"I know I can be a little crazy right now; but I'm gonna work on not being so clingy. I'm so sorry about how I treated you; I didn't know what was happening from your side."
"We're not talking about it right now Phoebe." I reminded as she continued clamping down on my shaft just under its crown.
"Sorry, tell you what; I want you to put it all the way in three times in a row and on that last one, you're gonna cum all over my pussy." If you just met her something about Phoebe's juvenile blue language would shock the hell out of you.
I followed her direction plunging deep inside nearly bottoming out two times in a row noticing I could feel every groove inside her velvety confines as Phoebe puffed up around my girth. Phoebe's direct instruction about the number of times she wanted me to push inside stuck with me until that fateful third time. As I started to pull out she retracted airtight around the base of my cock trapping me inside.
"Don't move, you're gonna cum when I let you go." She cooed softly.
Phoebe began rolling her hips in a tight tiny circle of movement eventually wrenching her cunt just as sharply in vertical fashion. She alternated the movements working me vigorously until I let go loudly groaning as her insides seemed to get tighter with this intense suction making me fit to be tied. I had to catch myself a few times almost attempting to hook her legs over my shoulders.
My member felt like its was inside a cone shaped vacuum.
"Okay, I think you're ready now." Phoebe dilated releasing my cock along with her frothy discharge to the cool feeling air just outside of her steaming snatch.
"OH MY GAWD I'M A DEAD MAN!!!" The drenched, glazed over purplish head of my cock exploded several powerful ropes of gluey ejaculate all over her snatch and inner thighs.
I couldn't help handling myself wildly jerking even more ropes until her cunt was a unadulterated spunk filled mess. I was still in a pushup position over her but let my lower back arch enough to rub the underside of my member in her soiled patch of fur; mink pussy indeed.
"Tomorrow, maybe I'll show you what I can do with my ass." Phoebe gasped feeling the exertion with a hand on her sternum.
"Fuck, I think I like you with the Astroturf downstairs; I'm gonna leave it the way it is baby."
"You promised!" Phoebe playfully chuckled covering her face with both hands. She was hiding her joy at having an attribute unique to my other partners besides her overall appearance.
"Luckily you're already on my operating table ma'am." We both laughed.
It was a delicate affair but I managed to relive her of the dense patch of hair covering her sex. Uncovered and shaved I found an overly puffy looking mound with a pillowy consistency underneath.
This was the juiciest of peaches that I couldn't help playing with for a few seconds before she prompted me to help her sit upright. Phoebe appeared blissful sitting there as I wrapped and folded the towel littered with her excess hair before snatching it from my hands. I was happily ejected from the room with the promise of more to come.



I found my phone there in the corridor where it had been spiked turning it over to find a crack in the screen that I didn't care about in the least. I could replace it with any phone I wanted but preferred a prepaid android instead. There were some worried texts from Rashida that I returned getting into a mini-conversation as I resumed picking up the living room.
My thoughts drifted to Bentley who'd strayed after being outclassed sexually by Sister Jacobs before traveling further backward to the night the Fisher siblings attempted to put me in a body bag. It was one crazy ride after another up until I'd dispatched my own personal "Big Bad" with the revelation of a woman's death. Sister Jacobs aka Chocolate Lavender was still out there doing dirt, and it bothered me.
Not enough to look into things because she put off damn near radioactive levels of toxicity I wanted nothing to do with much less Bentley. I'd been with her for a night thankfully for business and nothing else providing her with a nice piece of change for services rendered.
There was no way I could tell Phoebe she was on a whole other level sexually and knew how to weaponize it to a razor sharp degree. Bentley had been devoured wholesale probably after the woman was publicly deposed. I shrugged off the thoughts bagging up the litter from her coffee table as the lights went low.
"Hey, put that down and come lay down with me." Phoebe was watching me from the edge of the corridor wearing a plush terrycloth robe.
"I was just picking up a bit."
"Hey man, you're getting into heaven, okay? It's time for me to put you to sleep baby." Phoebe replied breezily shaking out her wet hairs running her fingers through it.
"Oh, is that right Phoebe?"
"Hey I meant what I said earlier; I'm gonna turn you out even though I'm pregnant and I'm going to empty your balls too." I chuckled leaving the clear plastic bag full of liter on the coffee table noticing the taped up fracture in its glass surface.
"Hey Phoebe, what happened to your coffee table?" I just had to ask still standing there buck naked.
"Remember the first time we hooked up; you know, when I got on all fours on that table so you could hit it from the back?"
"Yeah."
"Me too." Phoebe let me fill in the blank with an image of her trying it again in her current condition.
"YOU DIDN'T?!" She was nodding already affirming the unsaid.
Oliver had retrieved me in a nick of time as Phoebe offered a hand which I took following her to her separate bedroom down the corridor. She wrapped her arm around my bicep peppering it with kisses squeezing me tight.
I was okay with Phoebe in the driver's seat as we walked the darkened corridor going into the bedroom she'd normally used more as a storage areas than a place to rest her head. It was elementary that she'd been booted out of the marital bedroom she preferred after attempting to have her way with her closeted husband.
Phoebe planted her butt on the bed in custody of my hands drawing me close between parted stallion legs. There was no surprise when she swallowed my whole to the root, but Phoebe just held it there until I was fully erect releasing me with an audible pop of her lips.
"Lay down flat in the middle of the bed so that I can put you to sleep." She instructed softly pulling back the comforter and sheets. I scrambled into bed eager for more of her snapping kitty to the exclusion of all else.
"Alright Phoebe, put me to sleep." I sort of taunted laying on my back with my fingers interlocked over my chest.
She smiled to herself standing up next to the bed in the darkness undoing the sash on her robe dropping it to the floor. Phoebe was exuding an overwhelming sexuality independent of her earlier desperation.
I'd watched and experienced three degrees of sensuality with her going from ravenous desperation, semi self-loathing to this woman standing before me radiating self confidence to the max. Her belly really was the only thing truly different about her sculpted figure as she placed a knee on her mattress.
"Irresistible force or immovable object?"
"Huh?"
"Irresistible force or immovable object?!" She asked again more insistent getting both knees on the bed. Phoebe steadied herself with a hand on her elaborate cushioned French headboard. She reached down handling me.
"Uh, irresistible force?"
"Wrong." She cooed throwing a leg over my body as she mounted me cowgirl.
Phoebe's words took immediate meaning as I found myself pinned under her heavy body with nothing but her swollen sloping belly and massive breasts in my immediate field of vision. Our combined weight had me sinking into the lush mattress spread eagle.
My cock was trapped into her pulsing snatch at an angle which left no doubt about what was going to happen. I could hear Phoebe taking these measured breathes huffing as her tits jiggled with a light rubbery bounce. I could feel it in the air, something electric. She inhaled audibly almost creating an echo off the bedroom walls.
Phoebe seized up around the base of my cock.
"AW SHIT!! DAMN PHOEBE!!! YOU GOT ME SHOOK!!!" I shouted getting a giggle in the darkness.
END of PART ONE
***********************************
Author's Notes:
I thought I'd try spinning these characters off into their own stories to continue fleshing out their shared universe. Additionally this story and others will lead into the next big thing ideally. Let me know how you feel about it in the comments section. As always, thank you for reading everyone.
Now, back to my writing binge.
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"I'm Home!" Rashida called out as the heavy screen door slammed behind her audibly signaling her return from a local job interview with a new salon.
"You bring food?" I asked lazing about taking in an easy Saturday on my cousin Jaquan's couch as she walked up the short stairwell into the living room unslinging her satchel bag. Rashida Sikes was wearing a light canary yellow romper a bit loose in the legs intentionally trying to lessen her rather prominent assets.
"No!"
"You sound salty; I know I texted you, like thirty minutes ago, right?" I'd brought over a gaming pc that I'd worked up after watching a "how to" on social media.
I was playing a bootleg Streetfighter game of my own design. It had become a new side hobby of mine intended to be a new source of passive income. I already had online ads for my services while my website chugged along making a nice bit of change despite a bit of stagnancy on my part.
"So what, and you didn't clean up around here; ahm supposed to be your maid, huh fool?"
"No, you supposed to be my uber driver and get me some goddamn food baby."
Despite my words, I was laying on my favorite couch reclining with a bag of chips on my stomach. I was in full incel mode like some spoiled brat enjoying my game presently pummeling the snot out of a digital Peter Griffith with a custom Ryu of my own design as her sandaled feet appeared next to the couch.
"I'm gonna act like you didn't say that shit."
"Act like a delivery driver and bring me something to eat Rashida." I retorted making her scoff to the strains of "Ask of You" by Raphael Saadiq by way of my cousin Jaquan's sound system.
"Motherfucker."
"Get me a pizza puff and some barbecue steak fries; oh yeah, can you snag some praline ice cream too Rashida?"
"Oh you're serious with it, huh?"
I answered with a robust burp.
Before I could react, Rashida planted her massive donk dead center in my stomach nearly snapping me in two. My upper and lower halves reacted jackknifing upward stopped only by her dead weight. It was a moment of mirth as she chortled, then stopped abruptly sniffing.
"Hey bruh, you ain't even washed up this morning? You're hella musty nigga."
"I think you've got me mistaken with your upper lip, ma'am."
"No you didn't." Rashida lightly slapped the left side of my face before snatching the bag of chips helping herself to a few.
"Hey, if you're gonna keep sitting there, slide that big ass down over my junk baby." I was supremely unbothered.
"Wash your ass and I might consider it." She offered.
"Oh yeah, what if I told you to sit on my face?" Rashida raised an eyebrow.
"Serious?"
"Yeah after you get my pizza puff and steak fries." I chortled making her scoff loudly as she slapped the side of my thigh before standing up in a huff.
"You're tripping; and you really need to get up and wash your fucking ass. It seems like you been laying on that couch since you got here yesterday. I thought at least we'd shoot some content or something, but you're slacking man."
"You're still getting paid."
"I don't want those checks to thin out, and what happened to making me a star again?" Rashida walked over to the dining room table picking up a stack of mail taking my eyes with her.
Her sixty plus inches of certified donk looked amazing in that romper. Her massive heart shaped derriere was stretching the material tight across her monster making it look as if she forgot her underwear before going out this morning. She noticed me watching instinctively snapping her thong to let me know it was there.
"You really gonna lay there all day?"
"Are you gonna get my food, huh baby?"
"You really gonna let me sit on your face nigga?" I knew I'd piqued her interest as she thumbed through the stack of the mail.
"What did I tell you about that word?"
"Didn't I tell you to wash your ass; I ain't messing around with a stanky pooh butt who don't know how to wipe his crack, so you ain't talking about nothing anyway fool!"
"Oh really?"
"YEAH!" Rashida challenged walking ruefully into the kitchen where she scoffed even louder at the full sink of dishes. I heard my friend, sometimes lover open the fridge followed by the opening of a can of soda. I paused my game sitting up tossing the bag of chips on the hardwood floor without a care in the world.
I stretched hearing the audible cracking of my joints as she reappeared leaning against the door watching me alternately slurping loudly from her can of generic soda. We exchanged glances as she looked about the sloppy living space I'd occupied since visiting coerced over by my cousin Jaquan.
"Where your fool cousin?" She asked, brow furrowed.
"Took Daisy down to the splash pad at the park, and I think he's gonna drop her off later with the mother." It had become an unspoken rule in the house of not mentioning or naming a certain baby mama number two.
"You know it's not fair making me clean up behind you lazy niggas after I been out trying to get another job all morning."
"Oh yeah, how'd that go Rashida?" I was still stretching and popping my bones.
"Said she'd think about it, but if you ask me, those bitches are all haters. My cousin told me they were cool down there, but I got the business with them telling me about having to interview a bunch of other clients and shit."
"Maybe it's true Rashida."
"They were seriously mad dogging me the minute I walked up in there; shit man, this is the third fuckin salon in the last week or so. I feel like I've been black listed or something. I even tried to dress conservative and everything."
"You know you can't hide that ass." I was wearing a wrinkled up beige tee and some flannel pajama pants. Rashida took visible exception to my response as I slipped out of the shirt in front of her.
"Fuck you."
I slid out of my pajama bottoms revealing that I'd gone commando letting my semi-erect penis flop out in front of her hazel eyes. My hands went to my hips as I stared at her with a static expression on my face. Rashida gave me a sarcastic half smirk.
"Fuck you man." She punctuated the sentiment by draining her can with a loud audible burp of her own before disappearing into the kitchen.
I shrugged walking into the bathroom between my cousin and his daughter's bedrooms not bothering to close the bathroom door. The sound of running water from the kitchen filled my ears before I could even touch the tap.
I'd been similarly lazing about my rented home whenever I wasn't ripping and running for my new boss Dr. Miles Cooper, somewhat of a slave driver. Jaquan knew I was still feeling the loss of my lover Vicky Stone, so he talked me into coming over for a weekend after finding out I was off schedule for the rest of the week.
Rashida had been beating the pavement looking for a new day job to no avail and I was responsible after blowing up her way of life for my own ends. I thought about how shitty it was making her collateral damage as I lathered up getting under the steaming spray.
Part of me felt that if we'd initially hooked up as planned that fateful night, then none of this current situation would've ever happened. Of course she'd still be in clandestine indentured servitude and, Vicky Stone would still be alive. That thought or permutations of it haunted me as I toweled off.
"Hey girl." I found Rashida diligently washing the dishes wrapping my arms around her from behind interlocking my fingers over her abdomen.
"DON'T EVEN!!" She was hot at having to pick up after me, but we knew each other well as I pressed into her with nothing but a towel around my waist.
"I'm sorry Rashida, let me help you with these dishes." I handled the dish in her hands washing it in the soapy water still pressed up against her from the back.
"You're just being nice because you want some." She turned on the faucet rinsing the dish before placing it in the rack.
"Don't be that way, I apologized; and I am gonna do what I said I'd do about helping you out."
"You're gonna shoot some content?"
"Yeah, I got a few days to get you squared away." We washed a couple of dishes repeating our symbiotic assembly line working in tandem.
"Sounds like you just want some pussy."
"That's a problem for you now?"
"No, but I'm worried about paying my bills and everything; money's tight and I gotta pay for my own phone and other shit. Before, a certain somebody just had everything on lock; uhm, I guess I'm still kind of you know, fucking weak."
"Hey I don't wanna hear you saying shit like that anymore or I'm gonna take matters into my own hands."
"Just stating the obvious whether you like it or not; I'm stupid." Rashida admitted ruefully probably thinking about how her supposed best friend had been ripping her off for years.
"HEY!!" One of my hands shot up cupping her chin, still covered in suds.
"What?"
"It's gonna be okay, I promise." I whispered into her ear not attempting a seduction but wanting to silence the woman before she could say a certain name.
Rashida didn't say anything already starting to breathe heavily in huffs reacting to my opposite hand kneading her right tit. She wasn't wearing any kind of brassiere which felt good through the flimsy material. Her hair was different still rocking the tight braids on the sides with a top knot bun sitting atop it like a little crown.
It was her preferred look which she never deviated from accentuating her nice cheekbones. A growing number of Rashida's online fans were calling her a younger clone of some retired porn star named Ms. Marshae if not outright accusing her of being the woman.
Me, I didn't see the resemblance myself, Rashida was a gym rat with a tight body above the waist and below the knees still maintaining that monstrous sixty plus inches. She was a hyper version of her own earlier aspect and didn't take kindly to being compared to anybody else.
None of her fans knew of her innately delicate mindset. This woman was highly self-conscious to a fault and I wanted to help her out with that. She was a friend and it was a habit of mine going out on a limb for people I liked.
Rashida Sikes was my friend.
"Okay daddy." She replied almost cooing.
Both of my hands splashed the soapy water all over the top of the sink returning again and again to cup her breasts from underneath. I did this until the front of that flimsy canary yellow romper was nearly translucent before just reaching up from behind yanking the ruffled horizontal top of it down exposing her buoyant lemon sized breasts outright. I pinched and played with her erect nipples as Rashida obliged me pushing those sixty plus inches hard into my towel covered crotch.
Rashida groaned as I pushed back ramping up a bumping cadence that saw the towel slip away leaving me nude in the kitchen. My turgid erection was planted snuggly right between the warring halves of her dual mountains. Instead of parting her legs wider so that I could poke her covered crotch, Rashida brought her heels together tightly her butt popping outward even more than usual.
We knew each other all too well and this chocolate beauty understood my proclivities intimately.
To that end Rashida rested her elbows on the counter allowing me to have my way with her monster sized derriere. It was an inspired bit of overt heterosexual frottage we both knew would ignite me into frenetic heights of sexual ecstasy. The thick impactful strikes of my pelvis against her cheeks was intimately audible.
Rashida moaned and whimpered sweetly accentuating every rubbery bounce on those enormous buttocks. One of her straps was already off the shoulder and sliding along her arm as I got my perv on unabated.
I went for the other sliding that strap down until I was looking at her bare back. Those straps ended up at her elbows making the atmosphere even more heady in Jaquan's kitchen.
"Squeeze my titties real hard; pull on my nipples and twist them up daddy!!" Rashida wasn't shy about telling me what she wanted sexually, but she already knew I wouldn't stop until her knees buckled or she verbally tapped out.
Her moans and whimpers started to sound more distressed as I went for it giving this woman exactly what she asked for with a crackhead's attention to detail. It was almost like kneading bread as I threatened the integrity of her modest saline implants with prejudice.
Rashida rewarded me for this by flexing her cheeks on every inward thrust as I gave her the mother of all wedgies. I took one of her ears between my lips suckling the lobe making those masculine sounding moans of hers more breathy.
"I'M FINNA CUM!! RASHIDA, I'M GONNA CUM ON YOUR FUCKING ROMPER!! I'M GONNA MAKE A MESS BACK HERE GIRL!! I LOVE IT WHEN YOU WEAR SHIT LIKE THIS!! OH FUCK!!! IT'S STARTING TO CUM OUT RASHIDA!!"
I drew back far returning like a shooting missile right up her rear cleavage. Rashida tensed up as hard as she could manage trapping my prick snuggly right at the precipice.
A thick wad of jizz exploded out of me followed by several more dousing the back of her cotton romper in waves. Rashida arched her back into my pelvis continually bumping backward as I doused her with my spunk. She let an elbow rest on the edge of the kitchen sink half turned watching my progress with vested interest, nibbling on a nail.
"Fuck Rashida girl." I was a bit lightheaded but noticed the inviting smile on her face.
She knew what was coming as I grabbed her narrow waist turning her fully in my direction for a torrid make out session as she awkwardly got out of the upper halves of the romper.
That sexual familiarity made it possible for us to interact as we went at it for a few minutes before I broke away stripping away the rest of her romper finding an especially skimpy peach colored thong. This had to go as well which surprised Rashida who was looking at me with raised brows.
"Taking my thong off too?"
"You can keep your shoes on baby."
I captured one of her thighs peppering it with kisses eventually sucking on the inner portion with tiny little bites. She was shaved bare just the way I liked. Part of me suspected Rashida of preparing the table for me once Jaquan invited me over.
Both of her hands framed her sex parting it to reveal the glistening rich pink insides. Her clit was plump and ready to eat. Rashida let out this sustained breathy moan palming the sides of my head. I knew how she liked it getting wet and sloppy with her puffy puss. More hollow sounding huffs of air and moans filled the kitchen.
Other than her moans, there was no way Rashida would verbalize while getting head. She would consider it cringe although I'd forced it out of her in the past. Her thick stallion legs were parted wide enough for me to get in there really good to service her cookie.
I got inside flicking my tongue on her grooves wedging my chin into her thigh gap, then drew back handling the sides of her thighs staring at her bare muff. Rashida lovingly cupped my chin for a few seconds before directing me to her sex. I knew she was a whole snack and behaved that way sucking on her muff with a syrupy slurp.
This made her groan and hunch over the top of my head running her hands across my shoulder blades and upper back. Her lower back arched driving her cunt up into my mouth allowing my tongue to penetrate her slit. I left it inside as she took great care humping my face. I managed to look up into her eyes but she looked away feeling embarrassed I guess, then pushed back on my head disengaging us.
"Where's Jaquan again?" She asked.
"Out with his little girl; but maybe you should call him up or text him; we don't want bruh walking in on us, right?" I advised.
"Word." I stood up as Rashida snapped up her phone texting my cousin about our situation. My hands remained on her hips.
All of the intense workouts and her natural attributes left Ms. Sikes with somewhat of an enticing hip dip and definitive creases in her flesh, sort of an outline of her panties. Those legs of hers were unparalleled for the five eight beauty. Her other hand was in custody of my endowment cushioning it in her grasp with a lazy stroke. Her phone chirped with a message moments later.
"He said we better not fuck in his bed, or Daisy's either." She relayed the message.
"Ew, that's messed up that he would think we were gonna do it in his daughter's room!"
"Right?"
"We're definitely fucking in his bed; ain't that right Thunda?"
"You know it daddy." We chuckled together at our collected thoughts of mischief.
Rashida tossed her phone aside on the countertop as I led her into the living room directing this stallion female to have a seat. Her monster butt landed right on the edge of the couch; thick muscular legs spread wide apart. I was already getting down on all fours between those luscious thighs in the buff no less.
Rashida knew exactly where things were going drawing her folded legs up off the hardwood floor, knees sharply bent. Her lower back had a dip in it as she supported her weight on both flattened palms allowing me to get at a juicy catfish meal. I pried her apart with both thumbs.
I wantonly fellated her clit making this woman bellow and howl fiercely, abdomen undulating. Her head rolled and bobbed a few times before dipping back sharply as if it would fall from her shoulders.
I kept her flower spread apart fucking her cunt with my tongue getting some really good plunges before licking the bowl for lack of a better term. Rashida made the ugly cry face huffing and fast perspiring blowing a heated ditty like she was in Lamaze class.
My other eight fingers caressed and massaged her powerful inner thighs adding to the sensations as best I could. Her posture made her nice modest breasts rise pointing at the ceiling erect nipples and all. Rashida slapped a hand over her left tit squeezing it like a stress ball, then palmed the back of my head.
It became apparent this big voluptuous woman was drifting off to the side destined to land on her back lengthwise on the couch.
The opportunity presented itself so I inserted my middle fingers deep inside with the thumb of that hand on her clit. I'd become an expert on manual manipulation of the feminine honeypot already tickling and teasing Rashida's sweet spot to distraction as she began flopping about. The thumb of that hand was delicately writing the letters of the alphabet on her exposed clit.
Her flattened stomach was undulating in time with her increasing distressed cries of pleasure prompting me to add my opposite thumb to her clit as well. Her howls and partially muted protestations were slippery and wet worrying me that Rashida might choke on her own saliva. I knew her well enough to know when she was on the precipice surprising my friend with a third plunging finger. She was creaming all over my digits as she went into the throes of a powerful orgasm.
"FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK MAN FUCK!! YOU GETTING IT!! OH FUCK!! NIGGA YOU DOING-THE MOST!! FAWK!! OH SHIT!! AW MAN YOU MUTHA!! AW GOT!! GAWD DAMMIT!! FUCK!! KEEP DOING THAT SHIT!! KEEP!! FUCK!! AW SHIT BRUH!!!"
Several bursts of her essence hit in fits and starts making me feel as though I was playing with a tap. I caught the worst of it from the bridge of my nose to my pecs with a bit running down onto my abdomen as she opened her tear filled eyes in wanderlust. The expression on her face went from elation to overt sexual horror.
"No, hey wait a minute bruh..."
"AW SHIT NIGGA!! YOU MUTHA-FUCKA!! YOU DIRTY MUTHA FUCKER!! YOU WRONG FOR DAT DAD-DEE!!" I pounced on Rashida impaling her onto the couch up to the hilt. All of my manual manipulation left her puss delectably swollen begging for a frenetic rutting which I gave her in spades and then some.
The look of shock and awe on her face was worth the price of admission alone.
Rashida Sikes was caught like a rat in a trap as I pounded away at her cunt like an escaped con. Every thrust came with audible squishes and splashes of wetness. It felt like I was fucking a waterbed. I was honestly surprised that she fell for it because we'd slept together so many times at this point.



I couldn't help laughing at the expression on her face which could only be described as a Hattie McDaniel imitation of the highest order.
"OH DA-DEE!! YOU FUCKING ME SO HARD!! DADDY!! DON'T BREAK MY PUSSY!! FAWK NIGGA!! YOU BEATING MY SHIT UP!! AW SHIT!! AW FUCK!! WHY YOU GOTTA GO SUPERMAN ON MY SHIT ANYWAY?!! DA-DEE!! DA-DEE!!"
Normally Rashida might've wrapped her thoroughbred legs around my lower back and attempted to squeeze the life out of me, but I'd caught her with her panties down, pun intended.
I hooked my chin over her opposite shoulder letting my cock do the talking as she screamed obscenities loud enough to be heard several doors over. I was face down against the arm of Jaquan's couch defiling it like I'd done with several other girls in the past.
For some reason, I was busting up laughing until Rashida responded with a stinging smack to my naked butt.
"DON'T YOU FUCKING LAUGH AT ME!!"
I stopped on a dime rearing up in the pushup position staring at her finding an instant look of wide eyed regret.
"Oh, so you wanna get rough, huh?"
"Oh no daddy, I was just-AW FUCK!! AW SHIT!!! YOU GONNA BUST MY GUTS!! NIGGA!! AW SHIT BRUH!!" I'd captured her wrists pulling her arms above her head as I popped, bucked and damn near twerked lancing her juicy confines a man possessed.
There was nowhere for Rashida to go and her legs were already trembling like they were made of rubber as her eyes began to roll up into her head. They were fluttering like she was being given electroshock therapy. Her mouth hung open gasping for air as I wedged my cock into her slit as hard as possible ending it with a twist.
"Okay that's enough." I pulled out sitting upright on my knees between her legs. My hands were on my hips as I surveyed the mess I'd made of her cunt which was visibly pulsing.
"What're you doing?" Rashida asked seconds later already knowing my gambit.
She was a glistening mess of delectable chocolate.
"Nothing, I'm tired." I got up leaving her there walking to the kitchen where I removed a bottle of water from the fridge. Rashida was sitting up at the halfway point between the couch and the kitchen.
"Don't fuck with me."
"I'm not fucking with you baby; hey, you think maybe uh, you could get me a pizza puff and some barbecue steak fries?" I couldn't help grinning but knew enough to avert my eyes from her enraged face.
"...and some praline ice cream too, right?" Rashida added.
"Yeah, you must have read my mind Rashida." She was sitting up at this point slowly standing on wobbly legs approaching the doorway.
"Yeah, can you read my mind?"
"Of course not." I chuckled as she held the doorframe entering the kitchen half leaning against the countertop near the sink and the dishrack.
"Too bad." Rashida reached into the dishrack removing an especially large meat tenderizer. This thing looked like a medieval mace or flail, an evil version of Thor's hammer from my nude perspective.
"YOU AIN'T GOTTA DO THAT!" My voice was uneven.
"Remember the last time you pulled that shit on me bruh? I distinctly remember telling your narrow ass that I would bust your fucking nuts if you ever pulled that shit on me again. You remember that don't you, huh nigga?"
"Hey Rashida, I was just taking a break; you know it's always advisable to keep one's self hydrated, right?"
"Right." She made a play for my member, but I backed away bumping the table in the cramped kitchen.
"Come on girl."
"No, I'm gonna bust your nuts for playing with me; motherfucker you got the nerve to get me all worked up making me fucking squirt and then fuck me like an animal for a bit before leaving me hanging; I think you don't want your nuts anymore, do you negro?!"
"Stop it."
Rashida reached on top of the table into a candy dish removing two walnuts which seemed all too conveniently placed. There was only one way out of the kitchen and the back door would only leave me outside in my birthday suit. Rashida eyed me with an evil half smile before smashing the dual walnuts to smithereens. Shrapnel flew all over the kitchen floor.
"It's a good thing you know how to use them hands cause I'm taking your nuts, nigga."
"You gonna take a two piece to the chin if you try that shit."
"OH YEAH?!!" Rashida raised the mallet in the air in a faux attempt to brain me with it, but I captured her wrist closing the distance kissing her on the mouth. I slowly maneuvered Rashida's arm to her side letting my other hand palm a gigantic butt cheek.
"Yeah."
"GOT YOUR ASS FOOL!!" Rashida captured me in a rough headlock yanking me into her side. I had to grab the other side of her abdomen while using my hand against the counter to steady myself just inside the kitchen doorway. My hand found a few of the newly freed walnuts amongst the shattered pieces of shell on the counter.
"Peace offering?" I gingerly pushed a nut into her mouth still bent over.
"Ha, ha, ha you think you funny, huh bruh?" I pushed a few more into her mouth hearing her chomping.
"Come on baby." I reasoned grinning like a jackal.
"BRING YO ASS!!" Rashida manhandled me to the couch using her might to shove me onto the couch with the top of my head facing the flat screen television. She playfully brandished the meat tenderizer under my chin with a gregarious grin reading across her narrow face.
"HEY NOW, YOU WAIT A MINUTE HERE GIRL!!" I yelled arms outstretched in front of me.
Rashida Sikes sat on my face.
*************************************
"You mad?" Rashida sat behind the wheel of her Burgundy Toyota Corolla hatchback grinning to herself sneaking peeks at my angry profile.
"Shut up."
"You licked it; cleaned the bowl real good too, negro."
"Did I have a choice?" I was sitting there shotgun with my knees drawn up in the chair reliving the experience in an unyielding loop as she kept looking back and forth chortling to herself. Rashida had changed into an Abiona African printed smocked peplum top and her favorite pair of denim blue washed booty shorts.
"I thought you couldn't get enough of my ass, daddy." She teased coyly.
"Fuck you." Rashida snickered probably remembering things differently. We both knew I'd been obliged to "finish" her off before she relented dismounting my face.
Knowing me well, the voluptuous urban beauty sequestered herself in the bathroom emerging with an offer to take me on a food run.
"You gonna cry, huh negro?" She taunted even more as I straightened up beside her looking out over the surrounding neighborhood. I turned my head staring at her profile for an extended period of time before she realized it returning my gaze.
"Rashida Sikes, there's gonna be consequences for your actions." I made sure there was a static expression on my face which immediately altered her more jovial one. A look of confusion turned into one of terror.
Rashida quickly pulled over to the curb on this residential street putting the car in park.
"Hey man, you ain't gonna do none of that crazy shit, are you? Come on, tell me you ain't gonna wild out on me or do some kinda nasty prank. I DON'T NEED THAT CRAZY SHIT IN MY LIFE RIGHT NOW!!"
"Rashida."
"AW MAN YOU GONNA DO SOME MESSED UP SHIT TO ME JUST BECAUSE I WAS TRYING TO BE FUNNY!! DAMN MAN, COME ON WITH THAT MESS!! Hey, can't we work this out daddy; I'll do whatever you want baby. Don't fuck my shit up, okay?"
"Rashida."
"DAMN MAN, COME ON!! LOOK!! LOOK I'LL GET IN THE BACKSEAT RIGHT NOW AND YOU CAN HIT IT AS MUCH AS YOU WANT!! LET'S BE COOL WITH ALL THAT DRAMA!! I'LL NEVER SIT ON YOUR FACE AGAIN!! Come on baby, I'll make it good for you if you give me a pass this time, okay?" Honestly I was taken aback watching her go through the five stages of grief before I'd said another word.
"Rashida."
"WHAT?!!" She slammed her fists on the steering wheel frustrated.
"Do you think we can get some pizza puffs and barbecue steak fries, huh?"
Rashida slumped down in her seat behind the wheel looking almost deflated cupping a hand to her forehead chuckling. She side eyed me snapping her seat belt leaning over to give me a peck on the cheek.
"I'm sorry, we're cool, right?"
"Yeah, am I gonna get my food, or what?" She started busting up with a hand on my thigh as her phone began ringing. Rashida raised a finger silencing me as she answered.
"HELLO!"
"Oh high, this is uh, Rakshanda, right?" I was privy to the snooty sounding voice of some sister on the other end of the line.
"Rashida."
"Well uh, yeah so we've had a gathering about your application and well, we've decided to go in another direction."
"Are you serious?"
"Well yes, we cater to a uhm, rather conservative clientele that would be troubled with your presence. I hope you understand Roxanna."
"Rashida; are you talking about my ass?"
The jig was up signified by a burst of harpy like laughter filling the car from her phone. I could tell there were a lot of women in the group as Rashida's brow furrowed.
"BITCH YOUR SHIT HOLE IS IN THE WALL ON 69TH STREET!!"
"WELL MAYBE YOU SHOULD GET A JOB ON 304 STREET, BOOTY!!" The female asshole hung up before Rashida could retort. I could see the nuclear anger well up inside her knowing better than to say anything. With Ms. Sikes, it was better to wait for a visual or verbal cue.
"HEY WHY DON'T YOU GO OVER THERE AND FUCK THEIR SHIT UP LIKE YOU DID MY LAST JOB?!!"
"Can we get food first?"
"Damn bruh, you savage." Rashida chuckled starting her car up again. Me, I was already thinking about her issues with getting work post Renee Kelly as we pulled off.
We ended up at a south side eatery a few blocks from the train system I normally used to get to my downtown job. Shorties was a relic of the 70's and 80's, a family business and greasy spoon beloved by the locals.
Formerly a vintage styled McDonalds, it had been purchased and coopted on the cheap when it's original owners joined white flight out of the area. Rashida proved more than generous making good on her promise of sustenance, but still looked troubled at losing out on a potential day job. Me, I was stuffing my face like I hadn't eaten in weeks.
"Damn slow down baby; it ain't going nowhere."
I didn't say anything continuing to munch on the oversized pizza puff enjoying every bit of the unhealthy delicacy unabated. There were these sort of metal picnic tables outside the little building. Rashida sat there one leg folded over the other watching.
"Hey can I ask you a question; like a real question?"
"Shoot." I acquiesced with a mouthful of food.
"Well, uh despite what happened today; I was just wondering about some stuff. I uhm, think you seem a little off, no disrespect. You've been sort of just laying around a bit and that's cool, but; you're different. Not like before when we hooked up that time you snuck in the backyard; I don't know, you kinda deflated bruh."
"Didn't we fuck today?" I kept chomping.
"Yeah that's not what I'm talking about though; but honestly it only seemed like you were halfway into it. I guess I don't know what I'm trying to say, but I just wanna know."
"Know what?" I scarfed down a few fries before slurping up my fruit punch in its generic styrofoam cup. She seemed to really be struggling with whatever was on her chest.
"Are you good?" Rashida asked earnestly.
I stopped what I was doing sitting upright staring at her face finding one brow raised, mouth sort of open. She kind of motioned, hunched her shoulders arms folded. It was supposed to be a nonverbal cue for me to I suppose, open up.
Instead I slurped on an empty cup again and again noticing some guys sitting a picnic table over collectively burning a hole in Rashida's generous thighs. She followed my gaze to the other table but acknowledged nothing other than tugging at her moderate cleavage. Rashida used her pointer finger to push her cup in front of me.
"I've gotta get a refill." I got up awkwardly kicking myself internally for how stupid I thought I looked. Her cup of cola remained untouched as I stalked over to the outside soda dispenser mixing fruit punch with orange Fanta.
I knew I'd almost cursed her out for asking a simple question.
"Hey daddy, it's cool." Rashida appeared at my side; hard features softened quite a bit as she rubbed the back of my available bicep.
It was at that point I realized my head was subtly shaking as she cupped my chin for a second.
We embraced.
"Hey Rashida?"
"Yeah?"
"I wanna ask you a honest question now."
"Okay."
"Do you ever get tired of having a big monster donk?"
"No." Both of us chortled easing back into a renewed and comfortable camaraderie as I noticed those guys camera phones out getting her best side.
"Enquiring minds wanted to know baby." I gave her a chaste peck on the lips. Rashida raised a brow with a half-smile.
"Somebody looking, ain't they?"
"Do that little trick I like." She was more than obliging sliding her satchel bag between us before shifting all of her weight to one leg. Rashida Sikes knew how to play to her strengths and didn't mind fans as long as they were respectful and kept their distance.
Her posture and the shift to one side caused one of her huge cheeks to bulge outward from the bottom of those booty shorts like baking bread. Rashida shifted everything to the opposite side getting the same "special effect" rewarded with a partially hushed cacophony of approving jeers and peer commentary.
"Want me to give them niggas, the rest?"
"No, I don't feel like fighting off a bunch of thirsty niggas today; reel it in baby."
Rashida chuckled quickly popping her hips getting an audible clap as she shifted weight again between both stallion legs ending it with a big wet smack. I knew she'd made herself respectful again, no hands. This was signaled by the groans from her newly minted fans. Rashida let her rather sizable satchel bag slide around her body covering her immense donk.
Few people would suss this out, but she carried the overly large pocket book as an additional means of hiding her monstrous butt from onlookers when she wasn't in the mood.
"I might have to mess up those booty shorts later."
"You're gonna wash them too, fool." Rashida warned.
"You're no fun- HEY MAN WHAT THE FUCK?!!" Some transient brother was sitting at our table eating my lunch like it was Sunday dinner. This bum even helped himself to Rashida's untouched plate, not that she seemed to care as her fans burst into laughter.
"OH HEY MY BROTHER, THIS YOURS?!!"
"YEAH NIGGA, WHAT YOU DOING?!!" I nearly put two to his chin, but Rashida bodied between us laughing her ass off as he stumbled backward falling from the picnic table. The guy nearly knocked over his shopping cart which was adjacent to the table at his blind side.
"AIN'T NO NEED FOR VIOLENCE YOUNGSTER!! I'M SURE WE CAN COME TO SOME KIND OF AGREEMENT!!" The laughter continued as I considered the pros and cons of becoming a viral video from all the phones trained in my direction.
"YOU GONNA REPLACE MY SHIT?!!"
"SURE BROTHERMAN!! Uhm, can you loan me a few dollars to replace your food?"
"WHAT?!!" At this point Rashida was holding me in place with both of her muscular arms wrapped around my torso trapping my arms at my sides. When I tried to shift at either side, my friend moved effectively blocking me from the transient who snatched up a handful of my steak fries scarfing them down.
"Come on daddy, he ain't got nothing." Rashida reasoned.
"OH YEAH, LOOK AT HIS FUCKING HAIRCUT!!" I yelled trying to motion in the transient's direction. This guy was probably in his early thirties dressed in raggedy, dirty clothing but his hair was professionally cut into a laser sharp fade lined up with precision and extreme attention to detail which Rashida noticed with a raised eyebrow.
"HEY NIGGA, YOU A SCAM ARTIST OR SOMETHING?!!" Rashida shoved me aside with authority quickly mad dogging the guy who backed up with a mouth full of my fries.
"NO LADY!! HEY CHILL!! They got them free lineups over to Lacey's ma'am!! I ain't no scam artist, I just came over to get hooked up free and shit cause I got me a job interview tomorrow!!"
"Lacey's, what's that bruh?!!" Rashida held an arm out in front of me.
"Barber shop, right around that there corner miss, honest!!" The guy pointed in the direction he'd presumably come from, but I was still pissed.
"YOU AIN'T GETTING NO FREE LUNCH; WHERE'S MY MONEY?!!" I yelled as Rashida locked an arm around my bicep.
"Come on man, I'm sorry but I was so hungry and shit. I ain't had nothing in a couple of days and I thought you guys were boning out, serious. People always be eating over here and just leaving their trays, so I assumed, you know?"
"Don't worry, I'll hook you up with another pizza puff; he's just hungry, okay?" Rashida was the voice of reason finding some deep seated maternal instinct.
"Ah whatever, he's probably full of shit anyway."
"Don't be that way; besides you could use a lineup because you're looking a little raggedy too." She caressed the side of my head getting a dismissal with a swipe of my hand.
Rashida chortled walking to the counter fishing some money out of her purse knowing where everybody's eyes were. Her internet famous badonkadunk was all but hidden with a bit of jiggling cheekage as she stood at the counter then looked back at the transient brother.
"Hey man, you want a hamburger or something too?"
"OH YEAH MISS, THANK YOU VERY MUCH GODDESS!!" Rashida smirked sarcastically unfazed by the mountain of praise being heaped upon her.
"Right." She turned to the counter ordering up more food to placate my anger and feed a rando. The guy was groping himself the minute her back was turned enraptured of her thunderous back porch. Rashida looked back almost catching him, but the lanky looking transient was too fast assuming a innocuous posture.
I shook my head figuring it was her karma for unwarranted charity turning and walking to the edge of the path adjacent to the drink dispensers and condiments. I took a look finding the aforementioned barber shop just across the street near a sparsely used overpass. It was honestly a shitty place for a business and would have to make its coin on the surrounding neighborhood which was in a state of economic decline. I caught an epiphany in one glance.
"Rashida come over here for a minute."
When she didn't respond, I glanced back finding the transient closer to my friend who was busy retrieving some bags of food from the cashier. That transient brother was making a nuisance of himself playing to the other patron's cameras standing behind her putting on a show. He was miming banging Rashida doggy style while she faced away.
"YOU'RE WELCOME NIGGA!!" Rashida pivoted slamming the bag into the side of his head with the force of a Mike Tyson sucker punch. Burger shrapnel and fries flew everywhere raining down on the concrete to uproarious laughter as Rashida slung her satchel bag power switching in my direction like she was walking a runway.
"How'd you know?" I was curious.
"They got a security cam right over the register just inside the bulletproof window; the monitor was behind the Asian lady at the register.
"No good deed goes unpunished." I watched the transient shamelessly picking up his destroyed bag of food surrounded by camera phones.
"Take this bag and shut up; what do you want?"
"Check it out."
She followed my gaze finding the barber shop and the reason I'd called her over but scoffed folding her arms across her chest cocking a generous hip out in my direction full of sister girl attitude.
Rashida was trying to make me feel like an idiot for the nonverbal suggestion with both brows raised, mean mugging. I wasn't fazed in the least. Whether she wanted to admit it or not, we both knew I was certified ten steps ahead usually at all times.



"You don't wanna make no money?"
"You're tripping."
"Fuck bitch, you act like it's a fucking strip club or something; it's an honest living Rashida."
"They ain't gonna let me work at no goddam barbershop and even if they do, I'm gonna be beating niggas off every day and shit. You trying to get me fucked up daddy."
"I'm trying to get you paid."
"Ain't happening." Rashida was resolute.
"Bet money." I offered my hand daring her to engage.
"Hey it's your money fool." We mutually snapped sealing the deal while I glanced at the guys loitering at the front of the barbershop. There was a huge "HELP WANTED" sign taped in the panel window.
She hung back scrolling through her phone as I shoved my hands in my pockets trudging off down the street to the barber shop. I got closer noticing a sparse line of patrons, half of them transient looking waiting outside in a single file line.
There was another smaller handwritten note on the glass door of the barbershop regarding the aforementioned charity haircuts. I got more than my fair share of disparaging looks from the potential customers as I walked to the head of the line.
It was probably due to my apparel of wrinkled beige tee, pajama pants and sockless canvas sneakers.
"Hey man there's a line and it starts back there!" Some pudgy looking dude with a bald spot grunted.
"Yeah who the fuck you supposed to be nigga?" A shaky looking thug added ready for a donnybrook.
"An applicant." I pointed towards the large cardboard sign in the panel window. A few of the guys looked at the "HELP WANTED" sign then turned back towards me almost in synch.
"BULLSHIT!" Jeers and assorted disgruntled peer commentary bombarded me as I took stock of my chances.
"Man you ain't even got no fucking clippers!" Another dude yelled.
"THEY'RE INSIDE, EXCUSE ME!!" I ripped the band-aid off running inside leaving the dissidents in my wake. Someone grabbed at my shirt nearly tearing it before I got inside turning around facing the door breathing hard. Seconds later I realized it was deathly silent. I slowly turned around.
Several barbers were glaring at me along with their customers in varying states of service. There were two empty chairs, one at the end of the corridor while the one I'd eyed was right in front of the big panel window facing the street. This one rather large fellow built like a linebacker with a braided goatee didn't look pleased.
"Hey bruh, we service everybody; you didn't have to cut the line."
"Oh well I..."
"HIT THE END OF THE LINE; BETTER YET, KICK ROCKS!!!" Another barber yelled in what he thought was righteous indignation as I tried to get a moment.
"I CAME FOR THE JOB!!" I screamed over their protestations.
"What?"
"Yeah you gotta sign on the window for a barber; so that's why I'm here sirs." I was humble. Once again I found more mean mugging while a few of the patrons snickered thinking I was full of shit.
"Man you ain't even got no clippers; how you gonna cut some hair?" The head barber barked in my face.
"I'm gonna cut hair with this." I raised my phone making the guys laugh and jeer even more.
"Hey nigga, two blocks over they got a rehab center, free of charge."
"I want the main chair right here." I pointed at the barber chair adjacent to their panel window. Things suddenly got deathly quiet.
"You can't have that chair."
"Why not?"
"BECAUSE IT'S MINE!!" Some guy with a baritone voice interjected sitting a few chairs over facing away from me reading the paper. This guy stood up revealing that he was a veritable man mountain chock full of muscle with a damn near peaked bald head. His barber's smock fit tight across his barrel chest as he glared at me. Every body inside looked between me and him expecting something.
"Oh uh, nice to make your acquaintance, uh?"
"BIG EDDY!!"
"Yeah, as I was saying before; I'd like the use of your chair right here. Just wanna borrow it for an audition, okay?" I took a step or two backward as he approached looking me over.
"You ain't got nothing but a motherfucking phone and you talking about borrowing my chair. Mind you, I had to wait my turn and earned that chair fair and square over all the men in here. Is that what you're asking me to do?"
"Yes sir, Mr. Eddy." He had this big bully grimace on his face at my answer. I flinched when he turned about looking at his peers. There were a few patrons sitting there waiting for service as he addressed everyone.
"ANYBODY HERE GONNA LET THIS FOOL CUT THEY HAIR?!!"
Once again there was deathly silence in the barber shop as he turned back to me jacked up arms spread out.
"You heard that, right shorty?"
"No uh, you don't understand; I'm getting my hair cut Mr. Big Eddy." The shop burst into uproarious laughter. It sounded like a Dave Chapelle concert inside.
"MAN YOU GONNA CUT YOUR OWN FUCKING HAIR TO GET A JOB HERE?!!"
"No, she is Mr. Big Eddy." I opened the door on cue making the little bell ring.
Rashida Sikes walked into the barber shop.
Time stopped as everyone took in the sight of those big stallion legs of hers. It was plain as the nose on your face that her ass was so big, you could see it from the front, pronounced hip dips included. Her gaze travelled the room stopping on me for a few seconds. Rashida unslung her satchel bag unceremoniously hanging it around my neck like a rapper's gold chain before turning to the first barber.
"You mind if I borrow some clippers?"
"Not at all." Goatee guy was visibly smitten while Big Eddy snatched off the sheet covering his chair. The big goof even plugged the cord into the wall socket while she stood there exuding hella attitude, baby oil glistened legs and all.
"You'd better be good." I whispered in her ear simultaneously slapping her huge butt making it jiggle a little for onlookers and their phones.
"Sit your ass down." Strains of Marvin Gaye's "Inner City Blues" wafted through the barber shop as Rashida fired up the clippers. I motioned for her to bend over so that I could give one more order.
"What?"
"Give them all of it Thunda; everything." Rashida responded with a big toothy grin knowing I wanted her to stunt. She did her little runway walk around the chair doing her patented trick making one cheek bulge, then the other before pivoting with both halves exposed facing the window.
I've got to be honest when I say that Rashida Sikes gave me one of the best haircuts I'd ever had fairly quickly. The whole time she purposely made a show of sauntering around the barber chair allowing everyone to get a real good look at those sixty plus inches of online fame.
Somehow by the time she finished, there was an extended line outside with a wealth of customers actually pressed against the window enjoying the show. Rashida struck a pose hand on wide hip peering over her shoulder at the line of waiting customers, monster cheeks bulging.
"Who's next?"
There was a near stampede of guys bum rushing the barber chair.
Needless to say, Rashida Sikes found herself gainfully employed while I got a free haircut and lunch with a doggy bag to go. She was still cutting hair when I copped an Uber home for more drama free gaming. I wasn't finished working on her passive income yet.
But her hands were full and her skintight back pockets stuffed with cash and tips.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Who are you?"
"Shouldn't I be asking you that miss?"
I let myself into Jaquan's house with my keys finding a woman sitting there on my couch which was now draped with some sort of blanket like covering.
She was this odd looking tall sister with a face reminiscent of Chloe Bailey wearing a strapless ruffled tube top and some low rise leggings with a blue swirly print. Her feet were covered in open toes spiked heels. Before I could make a further assessment Jaquan's head appeared in the adjacent corridor. He was looking at me with a very familiar expression.
"HEY MAN, COME IN HERE FOR A MINUTE!!" Yeah, he was in full alpha male mode.
"Oh Jaquan, who is this; your brother?"
"Nah, he ain't nobody. GET IN HERE BRUH!!" There was no room for discussion, so I trudged across the living room in front of this new lady of my cousin Jaquan. She definitely fit his type but was nowhere near the best I'd seen with Jaquan.
"HEY MAN!!" Jaquan palmed the back of my head snatching me into his bedroom with a loud slam of the door.
"Look cuz, you gonna stay in here until I finish getting ready." He ordered in a semi-hushed tone hand still on the knob. He'd purposely ushered me inside so his body was between me and the door.
"Why?"
"You KNOW why!" He looked serious making me smirk as I got his meaning.
"Aw come on man; you know that wasn't my fault, and you fucked Yoli anyway." It was kind of funny getting used to my own rebranded reputation after all we'd been through together. I was reminded of Rashida's reaction when she thought I might be irritated at her.
"Just stay in here." Jaquan was shirtless rubbing his chiseled torso with some body oil which made things kind of weird.
"Are you at least gonna tell me her name?"
"NO!"
"Come on, you can't hold that shit against me; I got picked just to make you angry and I only fucked Akemi because she kept coming around here talking trash. I mean, uhm yeah she had a tight round bubble back there, but hell Jaquan you guys were broken up already man."
"We weren't broken up nothing negro, and she told me you got in her back door too."
"She TOLD ME to do that shit Jaquan; did she tell you she was trying to turn me out too, huh fool?"
"Man shut up."
"What's her name?"
"I-AIN'T TELLING-YOU CUZ!!" Jaquan blurted out making me snicker as his date suddenly knocked on the bedroom door. I had a funny idea attempting to take my shirt off too, but my cousins big ham sized fist convinced me otherwise about that potential prank. He opened the door finding his tall slim thick friend sort of leaning against the door.
"Is everything okay?"
"Yeah, I'm just getting ready." Jaquan explained with a dumb look on his face while she gazed between him and my face respectively.
"What you guys having a secret meeting in here or something?" She questioned with a side eye that rested on me exclusively.
I waved at her smiling as Jaquan slapped that hand down like he was blocking a shot.
"I'll be right out, go sit on the couch." I couldn't believe it but my thirtysomething cousin blocked her view of me with his own body.
His date seemed to find this funny as well chuckling as he stole a wet kiss from her pressed against his bedroom door. I squatted down looking between his legs catching a fleeting glimpse of her turning and walking back into the living room. She had a nice longish spoon shaped butt.
"Don't keep me waiting." She replied playfully.
"WE WON'T!" I yelled out loud still squatting down on the floor.
"GET YOUR BUTT UP OFF THAT FLOOR!!" Before I could move, he reached down grabbing my armpits yanking me up into the air above him like I weighed little to nothing. My head nearly bumped the top of the ceiling. I was thankful the ceiling fan wasn't on looking down at my cousin's face.
"Are we really doing this bruh?" Jaquan remembered himself lowering me to the floor.
"Hey man, we cool, right?"
"Of course, we're family Jaquan."
"Then promise."
"Promise what?"
"Promise you ain't gonna fuck my "friend" out there; just promise you ain't gonna tap that, okay?" I started giggling not believing my ears.
"Are you serious?" I shrugged at the unbelievable request from my cousin, lifetime hall of famer ladies man and serial cheater. Jaquan looked deadly serious towering over me with arms folded across his chest.
"Yeah, just put your hand over your heart and say uh, "I promise I won't fuck your lady" okay cuz? I gotta be honest with you man; before we hung out together, I never knew how sneaky you were. Man you done ran up in a bunch of females on the sly; so just promise, okay?"
"Man, are you serious?!! Your rap sheet can go around the fucking block two times over!" Before I could say more, his hand covered my mouth until I quieted down. I took umbrage with the black ass pot calling my kettle black.
"Promise."
"Okay I promise I won't fuck your friend out there."
"Cool." I was further insulted as he took an audible deep breath.
"What's her name?" Jaquan raised a brow.
"I'm not telling you."
"Serious?"
"Yup, stay in here until we gone too, bruh." I nodded having a seat on his bed tired of the nonsense and his misplaced hypervigilance.
All of the instances of me sleeping with "his women" were incidental. I only made the promise to quell the bullshit remembering how his former girlfriend Akemi thought she was "turning me out" in order to get information she ultimately found out she didn't want.
I heard through Jaquan that she was now exclusively dating white guys after the experience. I heard the loud slamming of the heavy screen door meaning it was safe to come out. The mystery woman's perfume lingered in the air. I booted up my gaming PC settling down for a casual evening of bootleg Street Fighter.
It didn't take long for me to get into a groove again mentally multi-tasking as I played my game. Rashida Sikes was now gonna be making money hand over fist, but I wasn't satisfied. There was always the possibility that she would somehow self-sabotage the bag either directly or inadvertently.
I got out my phone looking up that job she was initially trying to get using the address finding something that piqued my interest. Ms. Sikes was going on a come up trip whether she liked it or not. She was already popular on my site and the original, but I wanted her to blow up.
"I'M HOME!!" Her ears must have been ringing as the heavy door slammed signaling her arrival home since we last saw one another. Rashida appeared at the top of the short stairwell bag hanging wearily from her shoulder.
"How'd it go; did you have fun? More importantly, are there any simps lurking around Jaquan's front yard?"
"No, and uh, no fool; man, I never stopped cutting hair even after you broke out on me." I wasn't looking at her as she trudged to the table putting her satchel bag on top of it.
"Well, I won the bet, didn't I?"
"Yeah daddy; you got me beat again despite myself. For your information I'm only using the front chair at the barber shop every other day like Monday, Wednesday, and fucking Friday. It was so crazy I needed an escort to my car and shit." She was fishing around in her bag tossing out various odds and ends as I glanced over chuckling.
"What?"
"Take three steps backward." She did as I said looking apprehensive then angry when I peeled a homemade decal off of her monster butt. It was bravely stuck to her skintight back pocket with the artist's name, email and number scribbled on it. Rashida snatched the decal out of my hand glaring at it.
"Little bitch; next time I see that boy, he's getting these hands!"
"Who?"
"Some punk brought in by this hood rat; told me he was a pimp when he slapped this thing on my butt. If I knew he was doing that shit, I would've tossed his monkey ass outta that front window."
"Now don't get fired after I went through all that shit getting you that job."
"What're you talking about? This got me the job, fool!" Rashida brought her hand down slapping the cheek closest to my head.
"But your skill is gonna keep that job until you're ready to blow up."
"Blow up?"
"Yeah, I'm just getting started baby; you're getting the whole glow up treatment."
"You serious, aren't you?"
"Maybe, if you uhm, get me some praline ice cream."
"OH, IS THAT ALL?!!" Rashida smirked leaning against the dining room table, then turned her back to me grumbling. My internal alarm went off as I dropped the controller to the hardwood floor sitting upright.
"DON'T YOU DARE!!"
Rashida turned around with a carboard holder containing two tall styrofoam cups and a separate grocery bag containing the aforementioned ice cream.
"Way ahead of you daddy." I facepalmed as she chuckled taking everything into the kitchen. I heard my thick muse open and close the freezer before she returned with one cup stepping out of her sandals one foot at a time until she towered over me.
"Where's my ice cream?" Rashida sat down next to me popping the lid revealing the contents of the cup. There were two big scoops of the ice cream floating in a semi solid liquid that probably used to be the third scoop. She slapped my hand when I reached for it.
"Rub my feet a little; they hurt after standing up all day."
"REALLY?!!"
"Come on daddy, they hurt. Just a few minutes, then I'll give you some." I raised a brow begrudgingly sliding down onto the floor with a couch pillow to sit on. Rashida wasted no time planting her foot in my lap wanting service.
"Fuck."
I cradled her foot between my palms beginning with these circular motions up and down outside. Rashida didn't really react until I used my fingers in tandem before graduating to the ball of her foot caressing her sole.
This got an encouraging moan which triggered my inner servant as I tugged and paid attention to her individual toes getting into it based on the sounds she was starting to make. Rashida seemed to especially like having her toes tugged and kneaded.
"Hey goddammit!" I found her helping herself to spoonful's of my dessert. The big legged beauty thumped me in the back of my head with her free foot.
"Take care of me fool and you better hurry up because this some good ass motherfucking ice cream." She wasn't done sliding over having the audacity to trap me between her big muscular legs. The back of her right foot thumped me in the chest prodding me to handle the other foot ruefully.
"Alright, there's gonna be consequences for this."
"Yeah you're gonna fuck the shit outta me; so cry me a river and massage my fucking feet nigga." She was in more of a jovial mood as I considered the other cup of ice cream in the freezer along with that bagged half pint.
I felt like some greedy fat kid shamed enough to really put some considerable effort into massaging Rashida's feet as she chuckled. She settled down a bit as I kept it up until she had enough standing up with the top of my head between her thick thighs. I couldn't help glancing up at the crotch of her booty shorts which was the idea on Rashida's part.
"You ate my fucking ice cream, didn't you bitch?"
"Uh, hold that thought." Before I could say another word she quickly bounded into the kitchen opening the freezer. I heard the metallic clank of a spoon on the counter followed by a seconds long sound of the microwave.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING WITH MY FUCKING ICE CREAM?!!"
"Chill yourself before you kill yourself fool!" Rashida yelled back as I heard her rinsing the spoon.
She walked back into the living room sans those long suffering denim booty shorts sporting the skimpiest lime colored v-string thong I'd ever seen, even on her. It looked incredible almost like it had been drawn onto her mind boggling lower half. The skimpy undergarment appeared to be a bikini bottom. The lime color contrasted delectably with her skin tone.
In short, Rashida Sikes knew what she was working with.
"Are those even panties?"
"They are now." Rashida took a seat beside me holding the styrofoam cup in her far hand with a spoon sticking out the top of it.
I was cradled close to her body before I received my reward, a semi solid treat. After being in the microwave for a few seconds, it was more of a milk shake than anything else. Rashida watched me imbibe a few handfuls before drawing my zipper down.
"What're you doing?"
"Are you kidding; I'm gonna have a little fun daddy." We exchanged glances with me shrugging it off looking at the salacious expression on her face.
I certainly wasn't gonna talk Rashida out of giving me a hand job. My semi-erect tumescence ended up in her hand quickly fattening from the heated sensation provided by her palm.
Rashida liked to add this little flick of the wrist that felt incredible. Seconds later she was unsnapping the button on my jeans exposing everything else starting to full on long stroke my length. There was a bit of curiosity buzzing at the back of my cranium, a question.
"All of those simps down there at the barber shop got you hot and bothered, huh?"
"You think?" Rashida replied glibly not even trying to hide her motivations.
She leaned more into my side really giving me that hand magic which made it hard to focus on eating my ice cream. Our sexual familiarity was always front and center but didn't hamper our overlying friendship in any way.
Rashida would occasionally mention wishing she'd gone into that storage closet instead of Mintzy some time ago, but we kept it a buck making up for lost time. These days having any sort of romantic relationship was off the table. Rashida Sikes still had a subordinate mindset underneath. I'd become the newly minted alpha in her life.
"Can I have some?"
I pushed a spoonful between her plush lips followed by two more before she leaned in hooking a stallion leg over my thigh. Her fist was wrapped around the base of my member exclusively tugging roughly away with mounting passion signified by heavy breathing.
"Give me this cup." Rashida took the styrofoam cup from my hands taking a good swig of the liquefied ice cream.
I wasn't surprised when she got down on all fours between my legs pulling my jeans to my calves, but I was surprised when the good Ms. Sikes completely throated the whole of my endowment to the base. Both of her hands cradled the root of my prick with my balls resting atop.
"OH WOW!! Didn't expect that!" The cooling sensation of the collected ice cream in her mouth in tandem with her swirling tongue, was a revelation.
Rashida managed a sneaky sounding half giggle / half gurgle putting on an absolute clinic of inspired sloppy top. I didn't know what to make of it as she made passionate love to my cock bubbly slurps and all rising up mouth slightly open so that I could see the defiled ice cream in her mouth before audibly swallowing.
She dove back in encircling the underside of my balls using her left hand in a long stroking motion towards her plush lips. Rashida was trying to make some sort of sexual statement.
Her hands came into play again shifting to the tops of my inner thighs massaging and caressing vigorously as she took me base to stem with no problem whatsoever. She added a bit of flair with a roll of her neck inching in further on all fours arching her lower back like nobody's business.
Her stupendous sixty plus inches of online fame rose high into the air like dual mountains barely jiggling as she waged that donk like a bitch in heat. Rashida's head tilted to the side allowing the head of my prick to poke the inside of her cheek in succession before she got back to work.
"DAMN BITCH YOU GONNA MAKE ME GET YOU PREGNANT TONIGHT!!" She snickered with a mouth full of dick but didn't stop.
Fingers wrapped around my shaft pressing down hard in this jerking pinching motion. The upper portion of my cock received A-List treatment with loud audible watery slurps and moans. That huge butt of hers had gone into a nuclear twerk as I felt her sucking the jizz up my shaft like she was using a straw. Rashida went harder in the paint as I got a shock.
"Cuz."
I glanced up finding my cousin and his date standing there holding bags of takeout. The unknown female had a look of euphoric shock on her face, round eyes bucked and open mouth. Jaquan had his free hand on his hip as I tapped Rashida on the top of her noggin.
"Oh fuck me." I slapped a couch pillow on the side of Rashida's head facing Jaquan and his date. My glistening business was on full display as she clutched the pillow trying to hide as she stood up.
"For Christ's sake, would you pull your pants up nigga?" Jaquan face palmed. I looked between both of their faces as I stood slowly covering and zipping up beside Rashida, pillow in front of face.
"This is exactly what it looks like; uh, we're gonna take in an early night." I proudly wrapped an arm around her shoulder turning her away from them knowing the shocked couple would get the biggest full moon of their lives.
"No shit cuz." Jaquan was doing a slow burn while his female friend chortled under her breath.
"Rashida, is that you girl?" The jig was up as my muse's shoulders stiffened up called out by Jaquan's date. She looked back still sort of holding the pillow by her head, eyes wide as plates while I found the whole thing amusing.
"Takisha?"
"Hey girl, don't sweat it none; I ain't gonna tell your boss."
"Oh you know each other, huh?"
"Yeah she's little Daisy's school teacher." My eyes had a glint in them as Jaquan looked on the verge of throwing an adult tantrum.
"Oh well isn't this nice; hi Takisha, my name is-!!" I offered my hand only to have Jaquan slap it away again wholly frustrated while Rashida slinked off into the adjacent corridor to the small room she was presently renting.
"Jaquan, that's so rude; maybe you should take me home."
"Aw this my little cousin."
"I want to go home." Takisha insisted handing him the bag of takeout she'd been holding. My cousin was left with no bargaining room as she walked down the stairs opening the heavy screen door letting herself out.
"Sorry." I offered.
"Whatever, thanks a lot." Jaquan pushed his bag into my hands following her fishing out his car keys.
I looked down into my cup then took a deep swig of the melted ice cream setting the food on the table. I glanced around letting my gaze settle on the ruffled couch. The covering was already wadded up revealing the shining leather underneath. Jaquan was definitely back to his old ways after all I'd done to level the playing field regarding his parental rights.
I found Rashida in the small room she maintained which had an entrance solely in little Daisy's living space. Originally the room belonged to my cousin with the smaller room designated for their live-in babysitter at the time. My older cousin earned his current room when he was discovered screwing the stuffing out of the later housekeeper's niece.
Both of the women moved out in the ensuing fracas, but Jaquan was well into his lothario phase. I couldn't fathom how my aunt fathomed the parade of women running in and out of his room over the years somewhat abated by the appearance of a certain baby mamma.
Rashida's room didn't have a conventional door, but a sliding sort of curtain that could be locked from either side. Basically it was a glorified closet big enough for a modest twin bed, makeup table and small bedside table, cramped confines.
Most of her clothing was sequestered away ironically in Jaquan's bedroom which had a wealth of extra closet space. I could tell her "door" wasn't locked taking the initiative to draw it back finding Rashida lying in bed pretending to read a fashion magazine.
"Hey girl, you okay?" She was laying on top of her bedding a collection of quilts.
"You're not even gonna let me fake it, huh daddy?" She replied sullenly as I sat my cup down on her table.
"What kind of friend would I be if I did Rashida? Don't worry about them, Jaquan took her home."



"Doesn't matter, she's probably putting me on blast as we speak and you know what? I don't give a fuck, not one bit. You know that shit happened to me before two times over; just another in a long line of shit sandwiches I have to eat."
"You got a job today." I offered rolling up the magazine in one hand.
"Because of my ass." She countered getting a bop on the head from me. Her brow furrowed not fooling or threatening me in the least. I tapped the side of her leg until she allowed me to sit on the edge of her bed.
"You used to run the salon a lot back in the day; don't you have any faith in yourself Rashida?"
"That was literally my second job; I used to work at a burger joint but all that harassment was getting on my nerves, so I quit that mess and started camming. A little bit at first, but then using my "assets" to pay some bills until you know who popped up. Turns out I'm not as smart as I thought cause she was in my pockets the whole time. Might as well have walked the stroll looking in car windows."
"Alright I'll do it." I said without looking at her face.
"Do what?"
"Make you a boss bitch." The incredulous look on her face struck me odd before she relaxed chuckling to herself.
"I guess you think you some kinda genie just gonna snap your fingers and change shit up for me for nothing in return."
"Who told you that?"
I half turned unceremoniously grabbing two handfuls of Rashida's smocked peplum top yanking it down exposing her bare lemon sized breasts. There was this sort of muted shriek as she caught herself almost covering up with hands on her tits. She took a deep breath instead resting her palms on her abdomen instead.
The sarcastic look on her face made me smile as I fondled her enhanced boobs paying attention to the erect nipples.
"Hey I gotta be me and ask; why didn't you get them bigger?"
"Plausible deniability nigga?"
"Huh?"
"They tried to talk me into getting some big ass D-cups, but I knew it would look like shit. I didn't want nothing taking away from the ass, you know? Didn't wanna become a side show. Real talk, I looked at chipmunk and you know who, then decided I was gonna be right in the middle."
"You regret it?"
Rashida stared at me pointedly rolling her eyes looking away at a wall too close for comfort at her right side. I noticed a crayon drawn portrait of my muse done by little Daisy Kelly. She'd used only a black crayon obviously trolling her sometimes caretaker. I got her attention when I stood up removing my clothing revealing the burgeoning erection that had never abated.
"You know what your problem is?"
"WHAT?!"
"You look like a queen but you think like a chambermaid Rashida. So, I tell you what; I'm gonna take this cup of melted ice cream dip my wick in it and feed it to you until I'm ready to bust. Then you're gonna squeeze those cute titties around my cock while I fuck them until I jizz all over your face. Then guess what's gonna happen after that?"
"You're gonna fuck the shit out of me." Rashida deadpanned rolling her eyes again.
"BINGO!"
I spooned some more of the leftover ice cream into her mouth quieting her a bit before dropping a fast melting dollop on her sternum between those artificially pert breasts. A shudder ran through her body elicited by the cold and the tip of my tongue.
A few more drops saw me tracing an invisible line up the underside of her chin to her lips. Rashida Sikes was one hell of a kisser instinctively knowing when to turn her cheek so that I could lick them before lapping at the side of her neck. Her hand was wrapped around my cock noncommittal sort of ceremonial.
"I want something sweet to suck on." She cooed as I sucked and nibbled on the little raspberry nubs topping her breasts. I covered both of her nipples with the cream licking and vacuum sucking them clean before standing up.
I drew a blank for a second before taking the plunge actually dunking the upper half of my cock into the cup.
My homemade "dessert" found a home between her plush lips as her cheeks inverted hard with a whine inducing suction. We repeated this a few more times as she got comfortable letting the back of her hands rest on the pillow framing the sides of her head.
There was no talking as I climbed up into her bed squatting at the bottom of her chin. My palms were flattened against the wall over her while my feet were firmly planted under her arm pits. This allowed me to feed my hardened length directly into her mouth.
Her pursed lips felt heavenly around me while her throaty moans and audible humming added to the atmosphere. I found myself losing it working my hips towards her face taking her gullet with authority. Rashida added just that more suction on every outward stroke.
It became this sexually obscene game of tug of war until I managed to draw my penis from her saliva glistened lips with an audible pop. By this time I was sporting a fleshy steel rod pointed directly at her face.
Rashida lowered her hands carefully cupping and pushing her tits together.
Although Rashida was modest with her enhancements, my prick fit snuggly in her cleavage. She knew enough to interlock her fingers over the top of my unit as I humped along her breastbone agonizingly slow. Rashida always seemed to have some permutation of an aggrieved look on her narrow face.
This made the proceedings exceedingly hot as my balls slid along the upper portion of her belly driving my cock between her breasts. I was already halfway there and Rashida didn't help matters any by letting her tongue hang out flapped over her chin.
"Cumming." I huffed as my inner thighs seized up feeling as if someone had stuck acupuncture needles into them.
A wad of cum shot perfectly up the center of her tongue, but several wild bursts followed as I found it hard to draw my hips backward. A deluge of watery semen ran down her breastbone pooling in her neck. Rashida tightened her grip letting me hump out some more. Both of us were surprised when I was able to wet up her spongy boobs until they were properly glazed over.
"Let me clean it for you daddy; then stuff it inside." The lower half of her face was a mess of watery spunk which should have earned me a loud verbal dress down, but she looked, oddly complacent.
Rashida made good on her word sucking me clean, even directing me to use my prick to squeegee the rest of the mess inside her mouth. This continued for a while before I got hard again stuffing her puffy cunt full. I went balls deep but didn't move as she wrapped her arms around me.
"Hey I got a uhm, confession to make." Rashida admitted making the hair stand up on the back of my head.
"Uh, you do?" My expression gave away my fear earning me a playful slap to the noggin.
"Not that fool; uhm, well I was kinda thinking about you today. Uh, about how you've been with so many girls and shit. It got me to wondering where I stood if you know what I mean? All day when I was cutting hair down at that barber shop there were gangs of niggas trying to come at me like I was a once in a lifetime thing. I realized I'm used to that simp shit; have been for most of my life. But you, well I don't know anything. I don't know where I stand with you even though you can't keep your hands off my butt. Don't know if I'm number one with a bullet or an honorable mention."
"You want me to tell you, right?"
"I came in tonight already knowing that I was gonna try to really put it on you, but then Jaquan had to show up and disturb my flow. That shit pissed me off because I fucked that jerk too and he stay racking up wins. I bet you're gonna fuck Takisha too."
"I ain't gonna do that."
"Really?"
"Yeah he made me promise not to." I earned myself a real slap to the cheek with that thoughtless answer but didn't react other than pushing my cock even deeper inside her confines.
"Hey let's stay like this all night, I mean I want you to stay inside me even when we sleep. It's okay. I've got protection in my arm so you know I ain't trying nothing. Uhm, I want you as close to me as possible."
"Sure." Rashida reached over hitting the light switch plunging her little cubby hole into darkness.
We made slow sensual love until we drifted off.
***********************************************************************************************************
"WAKE-UP!!!"
Both of us were violently snatched from a deep slumber as ice cold water hit us collectively in the face. We were doused completely still connected by our private parts finding Jaquan standing in Rashida's open doorway with a small plastic bucket which obviously belonged to his toddler daughter. It had a Barbie decal on its surface.
Rashida and I stared back with water dripping from our faces, upper halves drenched along with the bedding.
"It's damn near eleven in the morning; get yall ass up." He was busting up quickly running out of the adjacent bedroom leaving us to process as I glanced down at Rashida underneath my body.
"Good morning Rashida."
"Hey daddy." She wiped some water out of her face as I noticed a tiny pool on the pillow beneath her head.
"My cousin is corny as fuck."
"Yeah, kinda picked up on that; so make sure you uh, plow the stuffing out of Takisha."
"Nah, I promised I wouldn't."
"Well, I don't mind a quickie myself before I have to get to the job." Rashida replied sheepishly. I couldn't explain it, but the ice cold water splashed on us had a reinvigorating effect on my tumescence. I was rock hard.
I took advantage of her opened door getting out of the bed wiping the water from my face as Rashida slid off the edge of her mattress turning her donk in my direction.
I grabbed greedy handfuls of her luscious hips driving my prick home beating out her back for a good ten minutes before glazing her shuddering cheeks perfectly. Rashida gave me a light peck on the lips and a tug downstairs walking to the bathroom leaving me behind in the bedroom.
"DADDY COME HERE!!" I was pulling my jeans up when she yelled. I hurried into the living room.
"Yeah, this nigga corny as fuck."
The couch was gone leaving nothing behind but a light film of dust on the hardwood floor matching the approximate size of the missing piece of furniture. Rashida looked horrified, but I was unbothered as Jaquan walked into the house slamming the heavy screen door behind himself.
"WHERE'S THE FUCKING COUCH JAQUAN?!!" He stopped at the top step doing a double take at Rashida's query.
"Check your tone."
"Jaquan, where's the fucking couch?"
"I got rid of it; uh, it's in the backyard and that's where it's gonna stay until I get somebody to come pick it up." He explained ruefully. Rashida scoffed disappearing into the bathroom with a loud slam of the door leaving us alone.
"This is about last night, right?" He folded his big jacked arms across his chest cupping his chin like he was in deep thought for a few seconds, then guffawed like some braying mule in my face.
"AH HA, I STOLE YOUR MOJO CUZ!!"
"What?" He hunched over laughing in my face, but it felt kind of low key threatening.
"Ever since you bust your first nut on that couch, the energy in my house has been hella different! You stayed fucking bitches on that couch infusing it with your energy and stuff cuz! You see, this is my crib and it's got my energy, my mojo everywhere!! My uh, psychic energy!! Takisha told me they call that shit, uh CHI!!..you heard of that, right?"
"You're an idiot; besides I only slept with like three women on there. Heck, if we're talking about number of times factoring in Yoli, I guess you have a case bruh. We probably did it a few hundred times on there nigga!" I started laughing in his face.
"Takisha's really into this spiritual stuff and she put me on last night."
"So you fucked her for the first time last night, right?"
"That's none of your business fool; I got a brand new sofa coming this afternoon too!"
"Seems kind of excessive."
"BUT NECESSARY!!" Jaquan added.
"So, you buying a new bed too, right?" I raised an eyebrow.
"Huh?"
"Yoli, and uh Rashida; probably did it damn near a thousand times in there homie. Your shit like a hooker motel back there bruh!!" I was laughing at a steady clip while my cousin looked as if his head would explode.
Rashida walked out of the bathroom in her birthday suit with a bonnet on toweling off her bionic curves in time to hear me burn Jaquan. She was laughing her ass off too.
"DAMN CUZ, NOW WE GOTTA GO DOWNTOWN AND PICK UP A NEW MATTRESS TOO!!" Jaquan lamented.
"No nigga, you gotta get your own brother; I like the current model just fine." He snatched my arm shaking me like I weighed nothing for a few seconds, then relented visibly aggravated.
"Alright you stay your ass here until my new shit arrive; you done lost your bedroom privileges cuz. I catch you in there WITH ANYBODY, YOU'RE GETTING A TWO PIECE MAN!! I'm gonna KNOCK YOU OUT AGAIN!!"
His big ham sized fist inches away from my chin didn't faze me in the least as I looked over at Rashida's fetching nudity. She was rubbing her front, chest down to her bare muff. I couldn't help but notices a healthy jiggle of her boobs as she glanced at both of us grinning like a Cheshire cat.
"Hey Jaquan, you wouldn't mind if uh, I got a little farewell fuck in there while you're out, right?" He looked between Rashida's grinning countenance and my admittedly sketchy face as I shrugged smiling nervously.
"HELL-NALL BRUH!! AS A MATTER OF FACT I'M GONNA WAIT RIGHT HERE UNTIL SHE GO TO WORK!!"
"You guys crazy; sorry daddy I'm running a little behind schedule anyway." Rashida casually strolled towards her room giving us the full delectable Monty. I turned around finding his finger in my face.
"MY NEW COUCH SHOULD BE HERE IN A HOUR OR TWO!! DON'T SIT YOUR ASS ON IT EITHER!!" My cousin's aggression was off the charts, but I just stood there with my hands in my pockets bare chested.
"You are so rude." Jaquan backed off still pointing before leaving with a loud slam of the heavy storm door that left a lingering echo.
"He gone?" Rashida poked her head out biting her bottom lip.
"Yeah."
"You wanna hit five minutes on his shit." Both of us manifested dual sly smiles as she leaned into the corridor doorway wearing nothing but an industrial white brassiere tightly fitted to her bust. Visually speaking Rashida Sikes was always a whole snack.
"OH NO YOU FUCKERS DON'T!!" Jaquan reappeared foiling our nefarious plot to defile his bed one more time before it was junked. He stepped up into the living room walking right by me stopping in front of Rashida.
"Hey man you ain't gonna use it no more." I reasoned.
"PUT YOUR DAMN CLOTHES ON RASHIDA!!" Jaquan swatted her butt making it jiggle and wobble as she ran giggling into the bedroom slamming the door.
"You're hella rude." He had the nerve to post up in front of the closed bedroom door arms folded, silent until she reappeared again.
Rashida was wearing this yellow collared plus sized playsuit with vertical grey stripes and some yellow wedge heeled sandals. It was a one piece affair short enough that a bit of cheekage was tantalizingly in view. The fucking thing looked painted onto her body. Rashida knew what she was doing with a knowing smile.
"Sorry daddy." She gave my cheek a pinch.
"JAQUAN PLEASE!!" I was fit to be tied, but he roughly shoved me aside separating us.
"THE FURNITURE GUYS SHOULD BE HERE IN A LITTLE WHILE; DO WHAT I TOLD YOU!!" He barked escorting Rashida down the short steps in custody of her bicep. She glanced back wholly amused at our interaction as Jaquan opened that heavy screen door ushering her outside.
The heavy THX leveled slamming of the door followed leaving me alone in the house.
Left to my own devices, I was obliged to get cleaned up taking a especially long shower pondering what I'd learned from Rashida Sikes during the night. I was deathly afraid she might declare romantic feelings for me or something.
I wasn't in a good place to even remotely consider something like that as I lathered up chuckling to myself thinking of her desire for a ranking. Back in my High school days girls like her wouldn't have given me a second look much less talked to me about anything other than doing their homework. I was staunchly friend zone material.
Giving my Father's current girlfriend Erica Walton credit for my "coming out" party would be a lie all things considered. These days I would place the blame on my cousin Jaquan and my own mother for sending me to his home to be "baby sat" while she went on a vacation with her boyfriend.
Her decision ironically put me on the path to becoming a declared part time pornographer with a shadow stable of delectable beauties. I personally found others thoughts of my peculiar situation humorous. I was the end result of somebody's long game that got out of hand.
"I wonder."
I got out of the shower donning some sweats and deciding on a vintage tee picked to irk my cousin upon his return. It was an off white cotton affair with an old 70's movie design on the chest. I'm sure Jaquan would appreciate "The Mack" emblazoned across my chest pimp, hoes and garish logo inset.
True to his word, the former black leather couch was resting against the high fence he shared with a neighbor. My cousin had gone one step further even hosing it down in his brief bout of insanity.
"You're a goddam idiot." I went back inside pulling some chairs from the dining room table's opposite side to sit on before helping myself to a bowl of cereal and an orange.
I was determined to get some decent gaming done before I had to return to work. Rashida Sikes was getting work put in tonight even if we had to go back to my rented flat.
Three bites and a few oranges into my breakfast, the furniture store showed up banging on the still open heavy screen door. I got a chuckle watching the guys unpack and assemble what basically amounted to a boring, drab looking grey futon couch. I wondered if Jaquan knew it was actually a sofa bed when he bought it as my phone started ringing.
"Hello?" I answered as the furniture guys finished up.
"Dear heart, you really haven't been taking my calls as of late." Zoya's voice made me cringe. I'd been avoiding her since Vicky Stone's funeral.
"So you didn't get the message, huh?"
"Don't master; I've been somewhat in limbo and dire need since our last get together."
"Told you not to CALL ME THAT SHIT!" I accidentally caught the attention of the furniture guys but waved them off turning my back.
"A thousand apologies, but you never gave me a sufficient honorific to address you by darling. I need some attention; as you are well aware I haven't engaged in any sort of sexual recreation since that scintillating time we hooked up in the stacks. Steven's been exceptionally cross with me as of late; He's even scheduled a rather forced sabbatical for me."
"What's that got to do with me?"
"I was hoping... I don't suppose you could make some time for me? I'm dying for a good fucking shag dear heart."
I was eyeing my cousin's new couch as I signed the paperwork seeing the workers out. Zoya would look good getting her back blown out on Jaquan's new couch. The thought brought a smile to my face as I got a surprise at the screen door.
"I'll think about it." I hung up in her face before she could say another word.
"Aren't you, gonna ask me inside?"
Takisha was standing in the doorway to my cousin's house smiling at me.
I pulled the heavy screen door open letting her inside following her with my eyes. The facial comparison to Chloe Bailey was strong in this twentysomething with a long lean body. She was wearing this off the shoulder dancer's tee leaving her bikini ready belly on display, navel piercing notwithstanding.
"Jaquan's out, but he'll be back a little later."



Her hips were rounded enough to hold the ruffled mini skirt high above these overly long well-oiled legs that ended with a perfect pair of open toed high heeled sandals. Takisha's hair was light brown with dark highlights flowing from underneath this big brimmed fisherman's hat upon her head like a crown. To me, it looked like a retarded Kangol.
"I know, he's on the far side of downtown buying a new mattress. It's in his live on Instagram; he posts just about every mundane thing going on in his life. Still has a good amount of followers, mostly female and that would be a red flag if I were actually interested."
"Brutal."
I followed her up into the living room getting a fleeting glimpse of some cheekage before she turned pressing her long lean frame into one side of the door small pocket book held with both hands in front of her model quality figure. I took my first seat on the couch making no bones about the fact that I was looking her over waiting for the obvious shoe to drop.
"So you know why I'm here?"
"I'm gonna play dumb Takisha." I responded glibly folding one leg over the other as she glanced around the room checking out my gaming pc, the bowl of cereal on the floor before settling on my face again.
"Your cousin has just under a hundred actual posts, none of them showing his cute little girl, three hundred and nine thousand followers while he's following probably a good fifty people, all women. Attractive women of course so I really wouldn't give him the time of day, but he's tall, hot, and hung like a horse. Are we understanding each other?"
"Not really?" I picked up my orange having a slice as she elaborated.
"All that and he's afraid you'll steal his women; enquiring minds wanna know, right?" She cocked her head to one side casually peering at me from under the brim of her floppy hat.
"Your expectations are too high for me; I think I'll take a pass." These cute little dimples appeared at the corner of Takisha's mouth.
"I fucked him last night so I could stick around until I got a chance to get at you."
"I'm flattered."
"You were handling Rashida like a boss last night; dare I say you impressed me as a covert alpha. Now I usually don't come out of my box like this, but you've got me so wet just thinking about how you were making her knob you off. If you're worried about size, it's okay because you're just above average. Don't you wanna try me out or is it a size thing in my court? What, my ass ain't big enough for you?"
Takisha emphasized her query suddenly doing a picture perfect pirouette which made her micro mini flow upward above her hips.
I caught a glimpse of a nice round apple butt before she was facing me again leaning casually against the living room door frame. Thoughts of Yoli filled my mind's eye for a fleeting moment as Takisha favored her purse.
"You're just fine Takisha; I'd love to twist you into a pretzel and make you squirt all over this fucking couch but I promised."
"Promised, what?"
"Promised I wouldn't try to fuck you." My answer unexpectedly made her flush and grin so much the woman bit into her bottom lip stifling what would probably be a triumphant laugh. Takisha tugged at the edge of her floppy fisherman's hat.
"Is that the only reason you wont give me a taste?"
"Pretty much, blood is thicker than water, sorry." I noticed she was sporting a really nice pair of semi-full pendulous breasts that seemed to have somewhat of a conical shape to them poking against the material of her tee.
"Do you mind if I take a moment from this conversation?"
"No."
Takisha sauntered a foot and a half over into the living room standing just under the curved alcove leading inside the rarely used environ. The manner in which she stood there made it look like she was posing as she noticed me watching. Takisha turned her back giving me a view of her own slightly above average looking derriere. She folded her arms holding her phone face upward with this sort of limp wristed posture.
It was on speaker.
"HEY BAE, WHAT'S UP?!!"
"You have a moment for me Jaquan?"
"Sure baby, I'm still thinking about last night." I knew I was watching a train wreck in progress also getting out my android the moment I heard his voice. I started manically texting working things out before the shit storm arrived.
"I'm not feeling it." Takisha said rather statically.
"Huh, what're you talking about honey; you was definitely feeling it last night." I took another bite of orange watching the resultant text appear on my phone screen confirming things.
"Yeah well that's all well and good, but I'm talking something more substantive. You performed exceptionally well last night and I'll cherish that memory no doubt; but I'm thinking we're more compatible..."
"Takisha don't!" I could hear the panic in his voice.
"...as friends, maybe with benefits?" I finished up a flurry of back and forth texts as little Daisy Kelly's kindergarten teacher dropped the boom on my cousin Jaquan.
I'm sure that was an alien experience that would likely traumatize him.
"WE GOTTA TALK ABOUT THIS GIRL!!" His voice exploded from the phone indignant.
"Okay, but only when I call you back Jaquan; I've gotta do a few work related things okay." Takisha was facing me with a sneaky expression on her face.
"Oh, well you gonna call me later right?"
"We'll talk." Takisha was criminally indifferent and noncommittal.
"Tonight?"
"I thought we talked about this before we started dating officially; Jaquan, you know how I feel when men act overly patriarchal, don't you? Form my vantage point, what you're saying sounds distinctly, controlling."
"OH NO, I WAS UH, JUST MAKING SURE ABOUT THE TIME AND EVERYTHING!! Uh, making sure we were on the same page, that's all Takisha."
"We are Jaquan and that's why you're like a brother to me; look I've gotta take care of some stuff. I'll uhm, get back to you, later."
"Love you" She ended the call looking me directly in the eyes. I should've been angry, but things were already well in hand so I was already focused on christening my cousin's new couch.
"You're savage." I commented tossing my phone aside.
"I don't have any attachments; is it a deal breaker for you or are we getting to know one another in the time we have left before your cousin comes home and cries into his pillow?"
"I don't think you know my cousin very well." I replied whimsically.
"There's always time for that afterwards." Takisha replied stuffing her phone into her pocket book as she walked back into the living room leaning against the door again with a self-assured smile. I noticed a magnum condom between her fingers.
This bitch came to play for real.
"Be careful what you wish for Takisha."
I ate the last slice of orange crooking my finger beckoning her forward. Takisha tossed her purse on the dining room table stepping up two paces as I rested my elbows on my knees. She folded her arms behind her back standing there long legs wide apart as if waiting for some sort of inspection.
"Six one and a half, former athlete on my private school's basket and volley ball teams, an active lingerie model with measurements of 36D-26-36 all natural. Oh, interesting fact and your cousin can attest to this; no gag reflex."
"Do you tell all of your potential suitors your stats?"
"Only the one's I'm gonna fuck the shit out of." This woman didn't miss a beat.
Takisha was a very bad girl indeed reminding me of one Charity Gilbert currently doing her thing at a historic HBCU a few states over.
My phone started ringing out of the blue interrupting the emerging situation.
"Rashida, what's up?" Takisha looked slightly annoyed that I picked up instead of pouncing.
"That couch arrived?" I could hear the ambient sounds of the barber shop and endless peer chatter in the background as Takisha removed her floppy hat shaking out her long brown tresses watching me expectantly.
"Yeah it's some stupid boring looking shit from an office store."
"So, we hitting the switches on his dumbass couch or what?" She was still in a mischievous mood as Takisha tossed her hat on the dining room table like a frisbee.
"Tell you what; I'll give you dibs on that new mattress he's buying downtown right now."
It took her a few minutes to make the connection.
"WHO'S OVER THERE?!!"
"Relax, you told me to do it this morning."
"DAMN MAN, YOU A SAVAGE NIGGA!! JAQUAN'S GONNA PUT YOU IN A COMA!!" Rashida was busting up.
"He ain't gonna do shit." I hung up as Takisha used one of her long legs tapping one of mine until I parted it enough for her to walk between my thighs.
I reached up under her micro mini drawing her tiny white thong down those never ending legs watching as she stepped out of them one foot at a time. She took them from my hands hanging the undergarment around my neck with this inviting grin.
Next, she reached down gingerly relieving me of my phone. Takisha tossed it aside smiling.
Takisha planted a heeled foot on the outside of my left thigh giving me a view of her lightly furred muff.
"Okay Takisha." I wagged a finger.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Her cunt was little more than a simple slit easily parted by my thumbs revealing a very rich pinkness inside. I went further finding that Takisha spread a bit more hiding a deceptive depth while her rather prominent clit demanded attention.
She was very obliging with her skirt gathered up into her bony fist. Takisha's other hand was hidden under her dancer's tee cupping a bare breast. I'd gotten a glimpse but wanted a literal taste first.
"Oh yeah, I knew I was right about you." She cooed as I suckled her clit writing the letters of the alphabet on it through closed lips.
I started off very methodical with the subtlest of circular swirls on the tip of the ultra-sensitive nub.
A distressed whimper came almost immediately as I lapped at the pinkness and interior of her right labia. I went back to the clit with somewhat of a harder suction mixing it up with a swirl of my very educated tongue. Takisha's breaths became audible, these short muted huffs.
"Oh baby you're really good at this; Rashida must love it when you do this to her, huh?" Instead of answering, I locked my lips over her opening completely shooting my tongue as deep inside as humanly possible.
I let it dart back and forth into her tunnel, then applied this motion to her clit while vacuum sucking hard. Takisha's voice went a few octaves higher as she audibly slurped up excess saliva in her gullet.
I broke the contact abruptly.
Before she could utter another word, I went after her inner thigh very close to her pelvis locking lips on the tender flesh like a lamprey. I nibbled and sucked extremely hard no doubt creating a hickey there as her trembling hand cupped the back of my head.
Takisha dropped her foot to the hardwood floor raising her other leg giving me an opportunity. Instead of repeating the same action, I went sloppy slathering saliva all over her left inner thigh near the knee up to the junction where her long leg met my pelvis.
I concentrated on that junction adding another acute hickey in that spot. Takisha let out this extended lilting whine palming my head like a basketball. I didn't break contact tracing a trail right back to her furred muff. She arched into my mouth as I used my tongue like a scoop dipping into the front of her snatch.
My hand captured her ankle directing her foot back to the floor. I kept up this nonverbal direction getting this tall slim thick woman to stand up straight legs pressed tightly together. Both of my hands handled the middle point of her outside thighs.
"OH FUCK, I WAS, OH SO RIGHT ABOUT YOU!!" Takisha moaned loud enough that her voice bounced off the walls.
The top of her legs presented me with some really nice and prominent hip dips in the shape of an L facing outward. I turned this into handles pressing my face into her crotch with my fully extended tongue as the head of the spear. Her labia was parted as my extension ran along her slit rubbing Takisha into a frenzy.
Her breathy moans were all I could hear as I worked my head back and forth fucking her opening taking advantage of the exquisite diamond shape of negative space between her inner thighs. This soapy sound accompanied my actions as she creamed.
Takisha was holding up the hem on her micro mini meeting my eyes as I serviced her without word one way or the other. Eye contact was tantamount demonstrating my unstated willingness to cater to her needs.
Her big round eyes bore into mine as my hands slid around finding the roundness of the lower portion of her buttocks. Before she even realized it, Takisha was humping my face getting a charge out of the visual role reversal.
Me, I wasn't sharing the moment thinking ahead to my next few actions while letting Takisha have her way as much as she liked. I managed to keep up the pressure on her clit making this entitled sister hoot and holler.
I already knew I was gonna get everything I wanted out of her while giving her as little emotional content as humanly possible. She was really grinding her hips against my face gradually wilding out as things got really wet and juicy between her legs.
This prompted me to strongly wrap both of my arms around her thighs with all of my might frenetically attacking her clit sucking the shit out of it.
"OH GAWD, I'M CUMMING!! SHIT!! OH!! OH FUCK!!" Her stifling composure wilted away before I'd even had a chance to really give it to her good.
No doubt Takisha still wasn't gonna get the business until she was on the verge of passing out as far as I was concerned. A series of increasing tremors went through her long legs as droplets of her essence spotted the hardwood floor.
I popped out a knee for Takisha to have a seat on knowing she could barely stand.
She happily took this opportunity which proved slightly comedic due to the length of her legs enhanced by the spike heeled sandals on her pretty manicured feet. Her lips mashed into mine, tongue shooting into my mouth finding her own taste with no qualms whatsoever.
The passion was off the charts as I slid two fingers inside her quim ends curved up into her special place.
There was an arguing point about my specialized skill in this regard as she quickly began bucking and flopping about like a caught fish out of water. I had her right where I wanted with no emotional reaction on my part working that peculiar bumpy ridge inside as the mascara began running down her cinnamon hued cheeks.
I doubted Takisha realized a third finger had been added probably more focused on the thumb mashing and rubbing out her clit simultaneously. I'd effectively turned her into a living hand puppet.
"YOU'RE REALLY, REALLY FUCKING GOOD AT THIS!! OH GAWD!! OH MY GAWD YOU'RE GOOD!!" She endorsed me to the gods above with a sniffling sound to her voice. I decided to employ a sliver of aggression reaching up with my free hand grabbing a fistful of her hair suddenly frigging the shit out of her cunt. Takisha surrendered without word.
In a word, the dam burst quite literally.
Takisha went electric arching into my frigging fingers and swirling thumb fucking the shit out of my hand, then groaned like she was in labor going stiff across the whole of her figure arched at the lower back.
A literal stream shot out of her cunt followed by several more in fits and starts, bursts accompanied by labored groans and grunts. She went loose and rubbery sitting there on my lap legs splayed apart.
Humorously one of her legs was twitching.
"Come on." I whispered into her ear lightly tugging on her pointer finger until she got my meaning slowly standing.
Takisha stood over me huffing with more of her essence running down her inner thighs as I got dual handfuls of that ruffled micro mini covering her crotch in ceremonial fashion.
There was this slightly aborted half shriek when I criminally yanked the skirt down midthigh, then leaned forward drawing it down until she stepped out of it. Takisha started to slide her top off, but I stopped her encircling her thin wrist with a thumb and forefinger. My hands handled her hips right above her pronounced hip dip turning her back to me.
"Nice." I relaxed rubbing my chin taking in the view.
Takisha presented a long lean figure up front with an odd longish back that ended in a spoon or teardrop shaped butt. It quite simply jutted or sloped out from the small of her back getting progressively fuller on the bottom.
There was a dimple at the top of a rear cleavage which was a shallow valley gradually becoming deeper ending in a dual set of rubbery looking halves. I handled the halves with excess plumpness spilling between my fingers. Her cheeks had the resilience of a stress ball.
I found a bit of natural resistance parting them for a look at her backdoor taking an assessment finding it exceptionally clean back there. Takisha shuddered when the tip of my pointer finger pushed against her star followed by a lattice of nervous miniscule pimples sprouting on the smooth surface of her backside.
I gave her right cheek a loud slap as somewhat of a litmus test, then licked the curve of that cheek when she didn't respond. I noticed the tips of her fingers in that diamond shaped negative space. Takisha was diddling herself on the low.
"BEND YOUR ASS OVER!!" I snarled out of nowhere getting instant compliance as she went ninety degrees touching her toes.
The added height provided by the heels on her feet allowed me to return three fingers inside for a demonstration of sexual ambidexterity using my left hand on her g-spot again.
The second time didn't last long as her long sexy legs went into a shaking fit while I used my right hand partially spreading her apart with a thumb massaging her rear entrance. These throaty moans degenerated into a feline sounding yowl, but I kept it up as my probing fingers were undated. It was almost like I'd triggered some incontinence as her legs shook even more.
"PLEASE!!" Takisha blurted out voice faltering as if she were freezing. I didn't care if she noticed my impassive features or not.
"I want you to reach between these sexy legs and get my cock out; then I want you to bounce on it Takisha."
Her hands came in trembling uncovering me with purpose, maintaining just enough self-control to get the grey cotton sweat down to my knees before planting her thin hands on them like arm rests. Her longish bubbled butt wedged in-between my thighs hovering over my erection.
There was no need for her to use a hand to guide me inside as the tip of my crown slipped inside for the briefest of seconds. Takisha raised up again going after one leg of my sweats until it was freed of my body before pushing my inner thighs wide apart.
"FUCK!!"
Takisha impaled herself full in one complete motion planting her rounded ass in my lap with authority. Her hands palms down remained on my knees with her posture remaining acutely bent over.
This long lean beauty went at it fucking the shit out of herself in manic fashion. Her box was so wet and foamy, it was running down the length of my shaft in seconds with the consistency of lathery shampoo. I was obliged to lean backwards supporting my own weight on flattened palms.
"FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!! SHIT!! IT'S SO GOOD!! AW FUCK!! FUCK!! I WISH I GOT YOU IN MY BED LAST NIGHT!!" At this point I was getting literal splashes of her essence every time her butt slammed down into my crotch.
Takisha straightened her back rolling and grinding her hips like a seasoned belly dancer huffing and gasping before bending forward flattening her palms between her feet. The wrecking ball cadence started up even rougher as I noticed the condom on the floor a few feet away.
My hands shot out grabbing her sides, arms coiling around her abdomen as I leaned back laying flat taking her with me. This resulted in Takisha using me as a living mattress. Thankfully her legs were long enough that she was able to spread them wide apart feet planted flat on either side of us.
One of my hands slipped up under her top cupping the full bottom of a slightly watery boob while the other cupped her muff middle fingers spread by my plunging tumescence.
"SHIT!! SHIT!! AW!! AW!! AW SHIT!!! FUCK ME!! ITS GOOD!!"
My prick rabbited up into her sloppy snatch with the force of a machine piston as Takisha reached up trying and failing to cup the side of my face. That errant arm waved about in the air almost as if a heavy breeze were carrying it aloft before drifting downward like an autumn leaf covering the hand on her muff.
I gathered she was using the other to fondle her neglected tit. Her hips were swiveling doing their best to fuck back against my invading unit. An audible squishy sound filled the living room along with her haunted cries of pleasure.
I gathered myself sitting up pushing Takisha forward until she was obliged to plant her palms flat on the floor again. She was starting to go limp as I dug my fingertips into the sides of her soft spongy hips fucking the stuffing out of her messy cunt.
I hunched over pressing into her back bucking up off the edge of Jaquan's new sofa absolutely wrecking her. There were visible motion ripples radiating across her semi-shallow buttocks. My plunging cock was coated with a thick milky froth as I completely reamed out her swollen puss.
She was actually dripping as I wedged the base of my member into her cunt almost airtight.
"Hey Takisha, you dropped your condom."
"Huh? Oh, that." I was looking at Takisha from the back with her head dipped limply between her shoulders.
I let her go gingerly on the floor having a seat on Jaquan's new couch watching his former love interest on all fours with a sex addled expression on her pretty face.
She was drenched in perspiration just kowtowing there breathing hard through her gaped mouth. I'd resolved to go the marathon runner route I'd employed in couplings with Carlie Brown and Zoya Berhan figuring her wiry athletic frame spoke to her proclivities stamina wise.
"Hey it's uhm, okay if you want to tap out Takisha." After being ostracized from a temporary place in Carlie's peer group, I spent an inordinate amount of time running in the park coincidentally working up my stamina. Her head rolled weakly in my direction round eyes widened enough that her pupils looked dilated.
"Excuse me?"
"I'm just saying some girls aren't built for this; that's all Takisha." I did this entitled queen no favors staring at her peachy quim nestled perfectly between her upturned rounded buttocks instead of her face.
Bent over, her cheeks sort of flattened presenting one with an easily accessible way of bottoming out in her velvety confines.
"So you think I can't handle you; is that right?"
"I didn't say that." Still wasn't looking at her face not so absentmindedly stroking my shaft right in front of her face.
Takisha's limbs were still shaking a bit, but insurmountable pride found her hands jointly capturing the condom glancing back at my impassive features for a second or two thinking it over before crawling between my spread legs.
Her head disappeared from view followed by the tugging and the complete stripping away of my sweat pants. Both of her hands reached up grabbing my thighs as Takisha righted herself kneeling over my erection looking equal parts annoyed, the rest befuddled likely at my indifference.
"Here take some of this Takisha." My tone was casual.
My hand palmed the top of her head directing it down until the entirety of my endowment was in her gullet. She registered a momentary gagging shock then went with it bobbing her head in my lap with her hands still resting atop my thighs. I was easily hitting the back of her throat and a little beyond as signified by a barely detectable bulge in her throat.
"Oh wow Takisha; you weren't lying when you said no gag reflex, huh?" I couldn't hide or mask my enjoyment and didn't feel the need to at this point.
This minor bit of praise seemed to steel her resolve as I was handled with her right hand encircling my package under my balls. Takisha went ham on my prick giving me a round of inspired ferally nasty sloppy top that made my toes curl. Her cheeks vacuumed inward like she was literally trying to suck the life out of me.
Takisha's suction was something for the ages coupled with the jerky motion of her head game which made it feel like a surrogate pussy. Her other hand came into play stroking towards her lips while the other hand approximated a screwing motion underneath my balls. Takisha disengaged spitting on and stroking my meat making a mess as she stared at my face with a furrowed brow.
She lifted her dancers tee with one hand fully exposing her breasts still jacking my tumescence with her right hand. Her breasts were old school iconic for lack of a better term, made so by her thin frame looking bigger than they actually were in my esteemed opinion. They were indeed conical in nature sloping downward at a forty five degree angle becoming really full at the bottom.
Her areolas were really large, puffy, and barely there slightly darker than her lighter skin tone. Thick erect nubs topped her offerings as my glistening member was buried in her cleavage. Takisha's long thin fingers interlocked over my penis as she
rubbed, massaged, and teased my prick bouncing in place tit fucking me with purpose.
Her top partially hid the proceedings from view as she slid the underside of my shaft on her breast bone intermittently going back to sloppy head. My lack of a response prompted her to push forward until her nose touched my pubes. We exchanged glances as I palmed the side of her head looking deeply into her eyes.
I hunched over cradling her head in my lap momentarily before releasing her.
"I'm a big girl; give me your best shot." Takisha gasped cupping a hand under her chin.
"Are you sure about that?"
Takisha nodded blinking profusely as she forced a smile.
"Okay."
I stood up letting my cock find a home in her mouth, beating it on her cheeks and closed lips doing the harmonica thing before turning her around pushing her into a submissive position. Takisha seemed to know that I wanted or preferred the open legged posture face down on her knees with both arms limply at her sides.
"OH GAWD!! GAWD!! OH SHIT!! YOU KNOW HOW TO HIT!! FUCK ME!! AW FUCK!! GETTING IN THEM GUTS!!" Takisha loved bulldog position. It suited her long lean frame spectacularly as I pounded on her abused puss making her shatter into a sobbing mess.
She was unaware of my tacit disconnect.
My gaze was focused exclusively on the area from her lower back to the full rubbery bottom of her buttocks enchanted with the ripple motions I was creating there. The wet smacks of our uglies was audible as I finally started to get into it beating out her back in earnest. My balls were slapping into the bottom of her butt like a pendulum.
"ITS YOURS BAE-BE!! ALL YOURS!! AW FUCK YOUR PUSSY!!" Takisha covered her own mouth stifling her distressed cries as I regarded Jaquan's couch. I withdrew from her steaming cunt surveying the mess I made as she flopped on her side peering anxiously up into my face.
"Wanna tap?" Takisha shook her head profusely in the negative.
"NO!" She blurted out, wetly defiant as I offered a hand she gingerly took.
Our lips merged tongues swirling about before I gathered Takisha in my arms laying her lengthwise on the new couch. Her expression read intimately timid as I stripped off my shirt revealing a slightly defined chest.
I planted a knee on the couch hooking a leg over my shoulder as pushed into her honey pot. I hooked the other bottoming out inside wedged tightly against her opening. Her face scrunched up as I got ready to run a sprint through her pussy.
"FAWK!! FAWK IT!!! OH SHIT FUCK YOUR PUSSY BABY!!! FUCK IT GOOD!!" I gave Takisha what she asked for in spades stopping for a moment to strip off her top leaving her nude except for her spiked heels.
"Give me a little more mouth please." I went balls deep taking her gullet whole sliding down between her tits again. Takisha was giving up everything caught up in the whirlwind as I turned the woman on her side. She grabbed my finger sucking on it as I got into spooning position with my business cradled in her buns.
"Can I, uh come inside back here?" I heard a soft gasp followed by moments of silence. My crown was lightly pushing against her rear entrance right before I asked.
"Well uhm, I really..." Her voice drifted off as I leaned over looking at her profile.
"Hey its okay to tap out if you have to baby."
"You mad?"
"I don't care, but can I cum all over your tits instead?" I pulled my thumb from her grasp fondling a slightly watery breast.
"You don't care?" Takisha questioned half whispering huffing from the wild tryst.
She didn't acknowledge the head of my cock lightly thumping at her backdoor. I pulled back a bit sandwiching it between her buns humping and grinding.



"Some people aren't built for this Takisha." I delivered a back handed insult low key avenging her treatment of my cousin Jaquan.
She reached back parting a cheek with a bit of effort and I wasted no time quickly getting the head and some of the upper half inside.
"HOLD IT, I'M TAPPING!!" Takisha rolled off the edge of the couch tapping her hand on the cushion leaving me still sporting a raging hard on. She looked terrified at the prospect of letting me inside her ass. I sat upright scratching my head remaining as casual as we were before hooking up.
"It's cool, you can use the shower real quick before Jaquan gets here." I retrieved my phone from the floor ignoring the look on her face. She sat down facing me with a look of confusion slowly removing her heels. I was about to text Rashida when she tugged at my android concerned.
"Hey."
"What?"
"Don't you wanna use my tits?"
Takisha didn't wait for an answer getting between my thighs on her knees quickly cradling my business in her soft cleavage. I humped and fucked up into her tits for a good ten minutes finally getting a mechanical orgasm completely glazing her from the neck to the sloping tops of her saggy boobs. She followed up with a quick cleanup blowjob.
"You liked that right?" She was gasping.
"Yeah it was okay."
Takisha did this sort of double take before standing up walking pigeon toed into the bathroom closing the door loudly. The shower roared to life as I gathered up my half eaten bowl of cereal and orange peels taking them into the kitchen.
Takisha surprised me when I returned to the living room standing nude in the open door of the bathroom, shower blasting as steam wafted out into the air.
"What?" I asked sensing drama.
"Hey we good right?"
"Of course; are you finished in there because I could use a bath too." I chuckled trying to lighten the mood. When I went to push past Takisha, her arms ended up wrapped around my neck.
"I-was just scared."
"No problem; I'm gonna hit this shower."
"Just give me a little time."
"Don't worry about it." I tried to extricate myself, but she kissed me hard on the mouth.
"HEY!" Takisha shouted conveying panic at her lessening charms.
This was old hat for me at this point as I was highly experienced in dealing with the crazy train. This entitled woman adhered to that recently learned adage that a beautiful woman's worst nightmare was being made "normal" basically unmade. I was trying to be subtle about things but recognized that underlying fragile nature.
She pressed into me handling my cock frantically stroking outward away from our bodies. She'd only been in the shower for five minutes tops before panic set in. I knew exactly what to do with this negged female.
"Keep doing that, it feels really good Takisha."
"Yeah, you like this, huh?" She punctuated her statement with a flick of her tongue on my nipple.
"Do it harder."
I groaned as she went from 0 to 1000 in seconds jacking like her life depended on it. I reached down guiding her hand to the underside of my package so that my balls were at the top of her fist. Takisha leaned in hungrily kissing me getting a passionate response.
My hands went to her hips pulling the woman into my body chests bumping. She redoubled her arms around my neck sensually making out with me as I groped her buttocks squeezing hard. My fingertips hooked into the bottoms of her cheeks digging in making Takisha rise up on her toes.
"Just give me a little time to get used to the idea of doing it back there." She bartered needlessly unaware I wasn't overly interested in having sex with her in that manner.
"Can I fuck your thigh gap?"
"Huh, what's that?"
"The gap, between your legs. I wanna stick my dick in there and rub one out against the top of your pussy. Oh, you've never done that before, huh?" Her brow furrowed at the minor suggestion that she might be uninformed about something.
"Not naked, used to do that shit in middle school though." There was a half smirk on her face. Takisha was unaware that she was being subtly talked down from her manic state with my fingers running along her slit. I'd been taught by the best who had an IQ of 147.
"Can we do it like this?" I asked with a sliver of my old innocence making her chuckle as her expression melted into something familiar, self-assured.
"Come on then baby." Takisha gave me a wet kiss as I inserted my length between her thighs into that diamond shaped bit of negative space. Her longish spoon shaped butt provided the perfect handgrips as we smacked together bucking and bumping. The top of my shaft was cradled by her parted labia. Takisha was still piping hot.
"Tighten you legs, make it really snug down there." I ordered breezily still playing to her ego. Takisha was more than happy going so far as to cross her legs letting me fuck her lower lips as fast as I wanted. This woman had one of the wettest cunts I'd ever been inside. My endowment was already coated again as her eyes fluttered.
"PUT IT IN BABY!!" Takisha shoved away form me with both arms locked quickly turning to present her bubble butt even spreading one cheek as I bottomed out in her cunt.
This tall modelesque beauty bent at an expert ninety degree angle leaving me very little room in the narrow corridor to give it to her. The fleeting thought of going inside her back door ran through my head, but I batted it away.
Fucking her in the ass would come with a lifetime ride on the crazy train.
"GET IT!! GET IT GOOD!! FUCK YOUR PUSSY!! ITS YOURS NOW!! AW SHIT!! GAWD YOU GETTING MY GUTS BABY!!" We went at it in that corridor for a five minute quickie as she spread those runway legs letting me get all of it until I pulled out letting my pulsing member rest on the shallow portion of her rear cleavage.
Perhaps a quick study, or out of sheer instinct, Takisha went into a full twerk on the underside of my shaft as bursts of cum glazed her just above modest backside. She kept rocking and rolling her hips letting me rub my spunk into her butt before getting down and throating me with her fist balled up below my balls.
"Did I make it good for you?" She expectantly asked.
"Damn." It was my way of lying without actually lying. At best, Takisha was a pleasant distraction from an afternoon of intended gaming.
"So, are we good?" It was a cringe worthy question that had more than one string attached. More than a few of those strings led to some kind of one sided "entanglement" with me on the supposed losing end of that proposition.
We were thankfully interrupted by the heavy slamming of the screen door in the living room.
"Shit." Takisha ran into the bathroom loudly slamming the door. She forgot her clothing was all over the living room.
"This is another fine mess I got me into." I chuckled under my breath walking into the living room to face the music.
Rashida was standing there looking at a particularly gooey wet spot on Jaquan's new couch. The living room looked like a tornado ran through it as she stood there with a few bags of takeout at her wide hip. She was grinning like a jackal.
"You doing the most daddy; he's gonna straight up kill you for this right here."
"Eh, I'm not all that worried about it."
"Jaquan's gonna fuck you up."
"I got it under control Rashida."
I noticed Takisha peeking out of the bathroom door probably worried that I would be getting destroyed first with her turn to follow. I smiled giving her the thumbs up as she gradually opened the door wrapped in a towel.
The shower was still going and she was drenched. Takisha had run under the spray horrified that Jaquan was home after being unceremoniously friend zoned. Rashida inched over staring at Takisha in a karmic turnaround less than 24 hours later.
"Takisha?"
"Oh uhm, hey girl; I was, like-kind of visiting." She plucked at her wet hair, a living smoking gun watching anxiously as Rashida peered down at her discarded clothing all over the hardwood floor.
"Don't sweat it homegirl; so you was getting it in with daddy, huh?" Rashida replied gregariously.
"OH, WELL I; THERE WAS LIKE A DRINK SPILLED, ON MY CLOTHES!!" Even I snickered at the dumb lie as my hookup folded her arms across her chest unsure of what to do next while Rashida shook her head in time with the fib.
"Yeah, right girl."
"Yeah." Takisha nodded.
"Some drinks got spilt all night in my bedroom last night; ain't that right daddy?" I was bending over stepping into my sweat pants as Rashida took the opportunity to deliver an open handed smack to my butt.
"HEY, WHY SHE CALLING YOU DADDY?!!" Takisha picked up on our wordplay, brow furrowed.
"Didn't you just find out?" Rashida retorted as I snapped up my shirt.
"Yeah well, I think you're gonna have to find yourself a step daddy from here on out!" I was halfway into my shirt when the atmosphere got heated.
"It's like that girlfriend?" Thankfully Rashida didn't take her forced rival seriously at all half chuckling, but Takisha glanced at me expecting clarification.
"You bought food?" I addressed Rashida instead who was glaring directly into Takisha's eyes opening the plastic bag revealing a tin of deep dish pizza from the takeout joint near her job.
I got a supposedly well deserved pancake slap across the opposite side of my face.
Takisha snatched up her clothing off the floor running into the bathroom slamming the door loud enough to produce a minute shockwave.
"Savage." Rashida commented rubbing the sore spot on my cheek.
"Feed me bitch."
"Yeah bruh, you must be hungry after gnawing on that bone." The subtle dig at Takisha's physique didn't go unnoticed. She tossed open the bathroom door storming out getting between us arms folded across her bust.
"You heading out?" I asked innocuously.
"Don't you want my number?"
"I'll get it from Jaquan." Rashida's eyes went wide mouth hanging open forming an O while Takisha's narrowed as an angry smirk formed on her lips. She stood there waiting for me to say more, but Rashida knew I wasn't giving up anything.
"Asshole."
She walked over stepping into her shoes one by one giving me the opportunity to make a money gesture towards my actual muse. Rashida picked up on it real quick handing me a twenty from her satchel bag.
Takisha stepped into her heel quickly spotting the exchange.
I got a second loud pancake slap to the other side of my face from Takisha on the verge of angry tears. She snatched up the floppy hat and thin pocket book storming to the top of the short stairwell leading outside.
"Fuck, I don't even know your name."
"They call me the Educated Simp." I replied without emotion.
Both of us flinched at the especially loud sound of the heavy screen door slamming behind my jilted hookup. Rashida was standing next to me staring at the empty door frame. She had a hand on my back casually rubbing it.
"She left her panties on the floor. "Rashida noticed the discarded undergarments along with the unused condom.
I didn't say anything opting for a shower instead.
Locked behind the bathroom door I sank down crouching under the spray arms wrapped around my chest. It felt like I was hyperventilating or having a coronary as my heart thumped like it wanted to burst free of my chest.
My cousin found time to hit on his daughter's kindergarten teacher who in turn revealed herself as a narcissistic bitch willing to toy with his heart in order to get what she thought she wanted. I felt the guilt knowing it was only partially deserved on my part but couldn't help sticking it to her. I wondered if this was my new legacy; aping the toxic behavior of the emotional vampire who turned me.
Rashida's knuckles rapping on the bathroom door jolted me out of my trance.
"WHAT?!!"
"Hey, Jaquan's on his way home; like he's really close and shit bruh; I'm telling you he's gonna fuck you up for that couch. HE'S PROBABLY GONNA KILL YOU FOR MESSING UP HIS STICK FIGURE GIRL TOO!!" I facepalmed laughing into my hand sitting in that shower bare assed.
"I got it covered."
"BULLSHIT DADDY!! YOU NEED TO GET OUTTA HERE!! I DON'T WANNA BE CALLING UP THEM POLICE AND SHIT!!" Rashida was obviously worried for my welfare as I got dressed again in the same clothes adding a pair of flip flops as I opened the door finding her there.
There was a roll of paper towels in one of her hands and a bottle of Glade in the other.
"Hey, I got it covered." I gave her a peck on the lips.
"YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND!!"
"Rashida, I got it covered." I reiterated hearing some commotion at the front door.
Some movers were at the door with a brand spanking new mattress to replace Jaquan's old faithful. I opened the screen door letting them inside with a smile.
We had a small exchange as the two brothers who appeared did a doubletake when they got a load of Rashida standing there in the living room.
I was made to understand that Jaquan had been driving in alongside the movers but took a detour at the store. After listening to them for a minute, I gave Rashida another confidence peck on the cheek snagging the slice of pizza meant for me as I walked outside to meet Jaquan in the streets. I barely had time to scarf down my slice before his car appeared just down the block.
"OH YEAH, THANK GOD YOU'RE HERE CUZ!!" I purposely ran in to Jaquan's parking space preventing him from pulling in getting the craziest of mean mugs as I slid into the passenger seat.
"HEY MAN WHAT'RE YOU DOING?!!!"
"LOOK I KNOW THIS IS CRAZY BUT IF YOU DON'T GET ME DOWN TO THE JOB REAL QUICK, I'M CANNED BRUH!! THEY GONNA FIRE MY ASS IF I DON'T COME DOWN THERE RIGHT NOW AND I AIN'T GOT NO TIME TO BE FUCKING WITH UBER ESPECIALLY WHEN MY BIG BRUH PULLING UP LIKE BATMAN AND SHIT!! THANKS MAN I LOVE YOU!!!"
Despite being caught completely off guard, Jaquan was damn near unconsciously pushing his muscle car down the freeway like we were in Nascar.
He'd picked me up from work a few days earlier stopping by the Gilbert house where I currently lived long enough for me to pick up a tote and my new gaming pc. Jaquan declined to join me in some gaming citing a date for the evening while Rashida Sikes was already absent form the house visiting some reliable friends.
"YOU NEEDS TO GET YOUR LIFE TOGETHER!! YOU CAN'T BE LAYING BACK WATCHING THE WORLD PASS YOU BY WHILE YOU PLAYING KIDDIE GAMES CUZ!! IF YOU WERE PAYING ATTENTION TO WHAT YOU WERE DOING, THIS SHIT WOULDN'T BE HAPPENING!! GOT ME DRIVING YOU TO WORK LIKE YOU MY KID AND SHIT!! GET YOUR HEAD IN THE GAME BRUH!! TIME TO GET IT GOING IF YOU KNOW WHAT I MEAN!! SHIT YOU GOTTA GET IT FIXED CUZ!!"
"Yeah sorry Jaquan." I mumbled faux crestfallen assuming a hunched over posture as he stole a glance at me.
"Hey, I ain't trying to come down on you or nothing, but we're worried about you. Lately, you ain't been you cuz. That's all I'm trying to say."
"Rashida said the same thing yesterday."
"Oh you two talked about it?"
"I fucked her."
"Come on man, cut the shit bruh; you know what I mean!" The downtown horizon line appeared quickly running up on us.
"I fucked her really good."
"OH IS THAT HOW YOU SOLVE ALL YOUR PROBLEMS NOW?!!"
"Jaquan, you must be kidding; are you gonna give me an intervention after all the shit we've been through independently and together? Especially considering your own personal history?"
"I'M JUST TRYING TO HELP YOU!! Hey, I don't wanna fight with you man, and my girl Takisha know some people who do psychiatry pro bono work down at the center. It's free; I don't know if you got any insurance with this current job, do you?"
"I've got it under control; I'm in control Jaquan."
"Sure about that?" I gritted my teeth stifling an outburst as we tooled along under the elevated train tracks towards my college and job location.
I shook off the impromptu "talk" getting my head back into the game glancing over at my clueless thirty something cousin. I was already working on a Plan B should my gambit fail.
"When you get to the next corner, pull around to the main building." I'd rolled down the window resting my arm there looking at the face of my android.
"Hey, you the closet thing I got to a brother and I'm just trying to look out for you."
"I know; and rest assured I'm doing the same for you."
We dapped as he pulled up in front of the main building. My shoulders instantly tensed up as I drew my feet up into the seat getting a half furrowed brow and disparaging scowl on my cousin's face.
"WHAT NOW?!!"
"Hey man I'm gonna need you to do me a favor; like a for real favor, okay Jaquan?"
"I don't wanna be part of no crazy schemes you got going on over here!"
"You ain't, just do me one more solid man; I'm just covering my ass because Dr. Miles is a fucking prick overseer. You see, I was so happy when you called that I left my badge key behind over here. The boss had me doing audio visual for a few classes over here in the main building so I had to drag shit back and forth all day. I was so wasted and glad to be hanging out with you, that I left my shit over here. My coworker found that shit and she's busting my balls to get it back."
"Just go in there and get it back!" My cousin was annoyed.
"Look it's not that simple bruh; I've been trying to tell you about it but you was busy playing my daddy and shit. My boss wanna shit can me for the first little mistake I make. Losing my badge is one pretty big motherfucking mistake don't you think? Forget about that, don't answer. It's rhetorical negro and you gotta go up there and get it for me."
"WHY ME?!!"
"Cause he don't know you my cousin. Cause you ain't never visited me at work Jaquan, so you're point man!"
"POINT MAN, ME?!!"
"Yeah, you see that old nigga be kicking it with security and watching that CCTV trying to catch me doing some sideways shit all the time. I've been put on blast with those guards so they'll dime me out if I go in there. My coworker don't trust me, so she ain't coming down! So, take this money up to the stacks and she'll give you my badge key, simple as that negro. All you gotta do is go up to the seventh floor library, hit study room A and give up that money."
I pushed a folded wad of cash into his hand with as earnest a smile as I could muster.
We sat there for a minute or two as he processed my instructions hitting his side panel unlocking the driver's side door.
"Don't touch my radio cuz. YOU OWE ME ONE!" I watched Jaquan walk into the building from the passenger seat of his car raising the ringing phone to my ear.
"I want proof or we're done." I hung up abruptly.
I jumped behind the wheel of his car leaning over turning up his radio before shifting the car out of park. Jaquan got a courtesy fifteen minutes of wait time before I pulled out to the sweet tunes of "YOU" by Raheem De Vaughn.
Instead of tooling home right away, I drove over to the lake front parking adjacent to the playgrounds and adjacent jogging paths bordering the water. It took a while before I mustered the courage to get out and walk to the large concrete blocks intermittently embedded with rebar having a seat.
It was just about dusk as I glanced at my phone finding nothing on its face that would prompt me to drive back to work.
I let my shoulders slump looking out over the lake. The sunset cast a reflective sheen on the water.
I felt nothing.
A hour and a half later I was pulling up to Jaquan's house after making sure to fill his tank and get an automatic car wash. I listened to some tunes noticing Rashida standing on the front lawn conversing outside with the movers.
One of those brothers who looked like Charles Dutton was nearly salivating at the mouth while his younger counterpart hung back sort of watching. Rashida didn't seem to be in any obvious trouble flashing a million dollar smile and giggling a little bit. I switched off Jaquan's ride getting out making myself known with a pause at the side of his car.



"OH HEY MAN, SORRY BUT I'M GONNA HAVE TO MARRY YOUR GIRL!!" This sort of dumpy looking fellow addressed me making Rashida laugh and cup her hand over her mouth. His partner looked bored, ready to go after spending an inordinate amount of time watching his partner court my muse.
"I'll walk her down the aisle." I replied chipper walking by them to the house.
"So you gonna let me get your number?" He went back to Rashida without missing a beat.
"No."
"Email?"
"No." Rashida replied glibly.
"Come on, your husband's leaving already and I wanna put my bid in before the line starts beautiful. Can't you throw me a bone, huh bae? I've totally fallen for you at this point and nothing less than marriage and several children will do."
"Don't you got somewhere to be?" Rashida was entertained and amused not paying attention to the other guy who was staring a hole in her sixty plus inches of online fame.
"Just give me something, please baby please." He begged.
"Alright, and don't say I never gave you nothing fool." Rashida turned walking towards the house where I was standing. Both guys were given an eyeful of her luscious backside as she switched to the door stopping to glance over her shoulder at them with a wink.
"DAMN YOU LUCKY!!" The dumpy guy shouted back as I ignored him going inside locking the screen door.
The inside of Jaquan's house had been cleaned up but more than enough evidence remained of my "betrayal" in the form of that ubiquitous stain left behind by Little Daisy Kelly's teacher, Takisha. Telling of Rashida's efforts on my behalf was the roll of paper towels and a spray can of Lysol. Rashida was already coming out of the kitchen popping a can of beer.
"I tried, but that couch is ruined daddy."
"It's cool, I got it covered."
"Where's is he; where's your cousin?" She asked after taking a swig of beer as I took a seat on top of the stain no less.
"He's busy." Rashida's brow furrowed as a half-smile appeared on her narrow face.
"What did you do?"
"Can I have one of those?" I ignored the question as she walked over handing me the can she was drinking out of. My eyes drifted to the decadent rear cleavage bulging outward from the bottom of her outfit. Turned sideways, Ms. Sikes had a literal shelf at the small of her back.
"Forget about it; I don't wanna know. What're you gonna do now?"
"Play some video games."
"I'm talking about Takisha; you know you put it on her today. That bitch is coming back no doubt."
"I'll take care of it when that happens."
"I hope so; I don't wanna have to keep my head on a swivel. If she step to me, I'm gonna lump her noggin up so you'd better have a damn good plan to get that female off your back. You know she's sprung now."
"Goddammit Rashida." I just wanted to finish my can.
"Fuck you."
"Oh yeah, what were those niggas still doing here, huh?"
"Jealous?"
"Please." I retorted picking up a controller starting up my game again. Rashida stood there with her hands on her wide hips almost posing before disappearing into her bedroom. I couldn't help staring as she walked by before noticing I'd been made.
"Hate to see me go, but love watching me leave, huh daddy?" Rashida closed the door.
I checked my phone finding a message which went unanswered but nothing from my occupied cousin. Rashida thankfully left me an additional slice of deep dish pizza in the microwave settling in for the evening. The room felt sort of empty as I glanced at the stain on the couch already knowing how things would turn out once Jaquan made it home.
"Hey, you uh, play by yourself or do you have another controller?" Rashida appeared twenty minutes later shocking me into dropping my controller on the floor.
Her familiar updo made a return over a professionally made up face which accentuated her cheekbones. But what really caught the eye was the form fitted white lace bodysuit. It was sheer fishnet mesh with underwire cups fitted nicely to her perky breasts. Thus, her acute hourglass figure was enhanced on a nuclear level. Rashida Sikes was a sculpted piece of delectable chocolate.
"It's right there on the floor by the television." I motioned breezily, obviously checking her out.
"Oh right, I didn't even see that over there."
Rashida turned around bending over revealing a veritable disappearing act as the sheer material sprouted from the top of her deep rear cleavage. Her thick stallion legs were oiled down catching the light as those aforementioned sixty plus inches of online and as of late local fame bulged like baking bread.
I was treated to a glimpse of her gorgeous covered peach. The silken material was so tight I could see the puffy outline of her sex. Rashida caught me looking again still bent over holding the controller in both hands. Instead of calling me on it, she planted her huge butt on my knee facing the television.
"Show me how this works."
"You've never played video games Rashida?" This made a pregnant smile appear on her face as she nearly chortled in my face.
"Look at me for a minute and ask me that dumbass question again." It was my turn to feel stupid as I reached around her narrow waist puppeting the controller for her.
She knew enough to make a character selection but allowed me to direct her hands shadow playing the game for her until she got the gist of things.
"This is, uh cool." I slowly slid my hand over the hyper curve of her hip until it was palming her right buttock from below.
Her expensive perfume assailed my nostrils making things a little heady as my eyes rested on the outline of her pert breast in profile. Rashida kept playing starting to get into the custom game. It was pretty much button mashing.
"You smell good; what're you wearing?"
"Yves Saint Laurent, Black Opium; you like it?"
"Yeah, so uhm, did you spray it uh, everywhere?" Rashida did a doubletake with one raised eyebrow sort of chuckling.
"Hey bruh, you in need or something?" She was being coy.
"Funny I was thinking of asking you the same thing." My left hand found a home on top of her luscious thigh.
"Oh so if I wear something nice, I'm trying to fuck, huh daddy? Is that what you're trying to say?" I was absentmindedly rubbing her huge buttock giving it little squeezes.
"Rashida can I ask you a question?" I pressed my lips against the lace covered outside of her left boob.
"Uh, yeah?"
"Will you sit on my face please?"
The controller hit the floor with a loud thud.
I reached up from her thigh tugging on the flimsy material of her lace body suit until her erect nipple appeared. I went after it clamping my lips on it sucking hungrily with my hidden tongue swirling on the tip. My hand returned cupping her muff middle fingers pressed into her slit. Rashida moaned feeling all of it as I rubbed up a heated friction between her legs purposely avoiding breaching her womanhood.
She was already huffing.
"I guess we're gonna have to mess up this couch some more."
"Didn't Jaquan buy a new bed?"
We exchanged knowing looks as Rashida bit into her bottom lip before getting up offering both hands. She leaned back when I took them using her weight to help me stand. My arms wrapped around her chest while she did likewise as we made out with mounting passion.
Her Chun Li avatar was getting absolutely trashed onscreen in the background as we played an intense game of tongue hockey. I pushed back handling her small waspish waist just visually taking in her appearance. Rashida leaned in suckling my chin as her hands went after and relieved me of my t-shirt.
"I'm gonna tell Takisha you're always gonna be my daddy when she poke her nose in here again." Rashida commented unzipping me. My erection popped out like a Jack In the Box to greet her.
"Takisha who?" She looked slightly surprised wasting no motion as she tugged my pants past my hips exposing my package before taking my hand.
"Let's play." Rashida knew me so well lightly leading me into the narrow corridor making sure I could look at her shifting cheeks entranced as she pushed open Jaquan's bedroom door.
Inside Jaquan's original mattress was long gone with the pristine new replacement remaining factory new. There were plastic bags containing new bedding and a coverlet in a plastic sheathe.
Rashida tossed those on the floor hitting Jaquan's sound system. The room and most of the house was bathed in the smooth tune "Age Ain't Nothing But A Number" by Aaliyah.
She took a moment swaying her hips to the music before looking over her shoulder watching me lose my pants. Watching that big donk rolling and bumping slowly was a lightning bolt to my groin.
Rashida mounted the bed on all fours with the deepest arch she could manage softly twerking and not surprisingly getting a subdued clap. I was focused on the peach between her stallion legs finding a single button staring back at me. My hands handled the outsides of her rounded hips.
She kept up her impromptu mating dance getting more into it as I fondled and slapped her buttocks making them jiggle with this heavy weight to them. My muse seemed to enjoy performing allowing me to do what I wanted. Rashida's head was resting on the bare mattress, ass high above her shoulders.
She cooed when my thumbs pried her labia apart trapping the damp material of her bodysuit between. Her rich inviting pinkness was visibly wet. There was no surprise when I wrapped my arms around her thighs from the back burying my face between her thunderous cheeks lapping away at the outside of her cunt.
This got a loud sustained wailing cry from this street beauty making her wiggle her monstrous hips on my face. I was taken along for the ride enjoying her familiar taste, even licking the white button complicit in holding the skintight lingerie to her figure.
Rashida popped her hips lightly smacking my face with her badonkadunk a few times. I retaliated by sinking my teeth into each of her cheeks nipping, licking, and sucking going back to that covered peach.
My hands came up slapping the outsides of her boulders making them jiggle even more. Rashida's backfield motions became more frequent making my face a defacto punching bag. Her pussy wedgie was a mess of juices intermingled with my saliva as I found the courage to snap the lone white button over her crotch.
The lower half of her body suit popped away like a snapped rubber band. Her massive badonkadunk flopped outward looking even bigger than it was. Rashida didn't give me a chance to insert any fingers kneeling upright on her haunches lovingly cupping the underside of my chin.
I crawled into bed beside her laying on my back staring up at the ceiling. I shivered a little bit as she cupped the underside of my balls trapping them underneath her thumb and forefinger. Rashida knew how I liked to be touched taking her time swinging her right stallion leg over my body.
Somehow she managed to plant her butt on my upper chest without caving it in taking care as she pushed her butt towards my chin. I helped out prying her cheeks apart revealing her juicy snatch. Rashida was more careful this time as I gently pulled her into my mouth feeling myself being engulfed to the root simultaneously.
Rashida took things up a notch handling me below the base, using two more fingers on my shaft stroking towards her plush lips. It was a new technique I'd never enjoyed before in all the times we'd hooked up.
I responded in kind.
I was awash in darkness going for it enjoying her snatch and the heady pungent smell emanating from her womanhood along with the intense humidity. Rashida kept it up going at a steady pace working diligently to milk my cock. We worked up a rhythm just as we both jointly reached the precipice.
My legs were twitching uncontrollably while she seemed to get heavier, stuffed moans louder. It was an odd occurrence cresting simultaneously filling her gullet with burst after burst of my spunk while she squirted all over my face.
Rashida swallowed every drop while I did my best likewise before she slid down sitting upright just above my crotch. She was facing away from me wetly gasping while I did the same. I felt a gust of coolness suddenly missing the humidity.
"Hey turn around this way and sit on my face some more." I insisted somewhat somberly.
"Sure you don't want me to sit on this?" I felt her handle my semi-erect penis.
"No I wanna make you feel good for a while; I like making you cum baby, please." I pushed getting her to look back at me.
"Uh, okay." Rashida mounted my chest sitting upright with her powerful thighs cradling the sides of my face.
"No, kind of lean forward like you're doing a girl pushup and rest your pussy right on my mouth, okay?" She assumed the requested posture without word.
I didn't want her looking directly at my face.
I didn't want to look at her face either closing my eyes tightly massaging her inner thighs. There was this inclination on my part that she was looking down directly at my scalp despite my precautions. Her throaty groans and encouraging whispers told me that my efforts were bearing fruit.
Since she rolled out something new, I felt obliged to respond in kind using all ten of my fingers to massage and caress her puffy mound making sure the clit wasn't left out. Rashida's weight bore down on me as she started to feel it intensely. Her palm rested on top of my head.
"Daddy can I fuck?" Rashida surprised me.
I didn't answer instead going after her clit writing the letters of the alphabet on it making her yowl. My fingers found her supple derriere digging nails deep as she audibly winced. Rashida continued gently humping into my mouth whispering sweet nothings and bits of inaudible encouragement. Her moans became labored matching my own as I took pleasure in servicing her for my own ends.
"Daddy I wanna do it." She asked again.
Again, I made sweet love to her with my mouth even though I was extremely hard. My endowment was pointing up at the ceiling. Rashida was getting antsy, even hornier while my body and mind went in two different directions. I couldn't explain the disconnect if I wanted to other than a malleable emptiness, some kind of invisible blob only I could perceive. I shut my eyes tightly as her weight shifted from my chest.
The mattress moved and shifted with her weight.
"I turned off the light daddy; you can open your eyes. If you want me to leave you alone, I will." There was a twinge of maternal care in her voice making me think she understood in that instant.
"Don't, just stay with me, please." I whimpered feeling a stinging at the corner of my eyes.
"Maybe that's not such a good idea."
"Uhm, if you hang out with me; I'll show you something funny." I opened my eyes finding us bathed in the darkness of my cousin's bedroom. Rashida's dark skin tone contrasted with the stark white of her body suit making it almost glow in comparison.
"Did you just say you'd show me something funny?"
"Yeah, go get my phone out of the living room and bring it here."
"Okay." I already had a hand draped over my eyes not wanting to catch the light as Rashida momentarily opened my door for a short jaunt into the next room to retrieve my phone.
She returned quickly jumping onto Jaquan's new mattress beside me. I uncovered my eyes when she planted the phone on my sternum. Rashida spooned my body lying on her side with a leg draped over mine. She kept the lights off joining me in the darkness.
"Show me something funny."
I turned on my phone opening a video message handing it to Rashida before closing my eyes tightly again.
"HEY I'M PARKED DOWNSTAIRS!!" Jaquan's voice boomed form the phone stereo quality.
"I'M PARKED DOWNSTAIRS TOO DARLING!! COME ON GIVE ME A RIGHT DECENT SHAG YOU BLACK BASTARD!!" Zoya's voice filled the darkened bedroom making me open my eyes. Rashida had the phone propped up on my chest like a miniature drive-in theatre.
Zoya had my cousin pinned down mounting him cowgirl. She was manically riding him while constantly jostling and slapping at his hands. Her long hair was draped down over her exotic features leaving her thin nose and quivering lips visible.
She was completely nude with no fucks to give other than the choice piece of meat delivered to her courtesy of your truly. The sound of her own fifty plus inches clapping down on his pelvis was audible. Her own smallish breasts were flopping from the motion as she bucked hard arching her back down palms flat on his pecs.
"COME ON GIRL!!" Jaquan's arms reached up into the frame but Zoya pushed them down disappearing as well followed by the sounds of muffled kissing and frenzied movement.
"YOU TOOK THE FUCKING WORDS RIGHT OUT OF MY MOUTH YOU HANDSOME BUCK!!" Zoya's huge butt could be seen rabbiting in the frame while their bodies were mostly obscured. I gathered she'd placed her iPhone on one of the book shelves inside the study room.
"Aw fuck it." Jaquan surrendered.
Rashida switched off the phone laughing alone.
I was stoic hoping she wouldn't be able to see the tears streaming my cheeks. She foiled that thought wiping them away with her thumb before draping an arm over my chest. Both of us were grateful for the darkness which afforded me a bit of discretion. I half hiccupped working to get my raw emotion under control. Rashida tossed my phone aside leaning in kissing me.
"It's okay, I'm here for you."
I moved her hand down to my pulsing erection.
"Are you sure?"
"Please."
Rashida mounted me cowgirl but draped her body over mine in the forgiving darkness.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Hey, wake up."
"Huh?" I stirred finding myself face down on Jaquan's mattress with a blanket draped over my naked body.
"Come on get up and eat." Rashida was standing there wrapped in a plush fleece house robe. She was holding a plate of breakfast food that smelled incredible as I shook the sleep from my eyes.
"Uhm, did we like, finish?"
"Sorry, but you dropped off a few minutes after." She didn't look overly upset about it, but I was embarrassed at what I considered poor performance. I sat up covering my lower half with the blanket as Rashida put the plate in my lap fishing out a fork and spoon. She even went so far as to put a sausage link in my mouth.
"Shit, I can believe I missed out on that; you looked incredible last night."
"Hey daddy, it ain't no one time thing, okay?" She opened the robe flashing the bodysuit underneath closing it quickly chuckling as she tightened the sash around her narrow waist.
"Maybe?"
"No, I've gotta run a few errands this morning including grocery shopping; I thought about asking you to be my pack mule, but uh, you probably should hang out here." She stuffed her hands in her pockets smiling encouragingly at me.
"Well, can you keep that on all day?"
"I'm not going grocery shopping in this; are you crazy negro?!! "
"I was thinking maybe you could go the Clark Kent route and wear it underneath your clothes; I'm so fucking inspired right now and you said you wanted me to make you even more internet famous, didn't you? I'm just getting you primed for the pump Rashida."
"Oh yeah, well this looks like it's ready for a pump or two; but I've gotta take care of some things and you've got business."
"What business?"
"EAT!" My plate consisted of some pancakes, cheese eggs, sausage links and a small bowl of grits. Rashida had gone the whole nine yards this morning getting a knee up on the mattress spooning some butter sweetened grits into my mouth.
She was taking care of me with this heartened look on her face that read friendship and nothing more.
"Hey, about last night..."
"We can talk about it later; right now, I want you to eat while I get dressed. And don't get any funny ideas about running in on me in the shower because I'm locking that door fool. If you want, I'll wear this again later, or I could let you pick something nice out for me after you do my laundry.
"Laundry?!"
"Yeah nigga, you gonna do my laundry today and while you're at it, I think the least you can do is your cousin's laundry too. That shit might help you sidestep that foot up your ass for messing up his furniture."
"Aw man Rashida." She chuckled spooning more grits into my mouth as she slid off the edge of the bed.
"Don't you turn that fucking gaming pc on until the first load is in the wash; the basket is just inside Daisy's door with some liquid detergent on top of my clothes. Just use that because the other stuff makes my skin itch. Don't mess this up." She truly sounded like a mother making me chuckled to myself as I ate.
"Rashida, I've got a first load for you." I half joked.
"Stop fishing; I'm gonna have to stop spoiling you with the buns."
"Well can I get a peek before you go baby?"
Rashida returned a dead stare then relented undoing her sash flashing her body for a moment. I noticed one of her exposed breasts in that brief instant getting rock hard. Her brown eyes flashed at the tent in the blanket covering my nudity. She quickly covered up grabbing the doorknob.
"Five minutes."
"NO!" I was hit in the face with my sweat pants which had been hanging on the hook behind the door. Rashida closed the bedroom door with a chuckle as I batted away the pants covering my face. I took a few bits of egg and a portion of pancake processing things.
"You little minx." I commented eating waiting until she was good and lathered up listening to the shower full blast.
My android had been placed on the side table plugged into the new lamp Rashida bought my cousin after smashing the old one to smithereens. My phone was flashing with a message which turned out to be a new video sent during the night at some point.
Zoya sent a second video clip which told the tale of her momentous night with my cousin in more detail. She was seen in my cousin's lap nude other than a brassiere. Jaquan looked equal parts horrified and enraptured as she beat his back out against the passenger seat of her husband's Tesla.
I'd really put the dogs on my cousin watching her perfect fifty inches bouncing, popping, and maniacally grinding him so hard, the brother was almost pushed into the back seat. The accredited scholar and professor looked nothing of the sort drenched in perspiration.
"Oh yeah." I set my plate aside hopping out of bed with the intent of railing the snot out of Rashida in that shower. I was so hard; my cock was pointed out in front of my body like a flagpole.
"Fuck." The door was locked. Rashida didn't make a peep from the other side probably still washing up.
I was instantly distracted by the sound of loud blubbery snoring coming from the living room.
I peered around the corner finding my cousin's feet hanging off the one end of his new couch as my heart leapt into my throat. Now I understood why Rashida said I'd have to stay behind because it seemed the chickens had come home to roost in the form of my prone unconscious cousin Jaquan.
One peculiar detail was that one of his shoes was missing along with the sock.
"Oh fuck me man." I mumbled under my breath retreating to his bedroom to retrieve my phone and an insurance policy on my immediate health. I got into my clothing sort of on the fence between hashing things out or getting an Uber home.
"Still wanna fuck around daddy?" Rashida opened the bathroom wearing an aviator jumpsuit fitted to her curves.
"Be quiet, let him sleep." I shushed her getting my hand batted away when I tried to press a finger to her lips.
I tiptoed out into the living room phone in hand taking stock of the situation.
Jaquan was sprawled out spread eagle with one foot on the floor, the foot that had the shoe on while his bare foot was propped up on the wall. His shirt had some visible tears in it exposing parts of his chest with a portion of his pec exposed. His neck was a mess of hickeys and much to my chagrin, I detected some sort of salty odor likening it to saliva.
"Check that out daddy." Rashida whispered into my ear.
The fly on his pants was mangled with portions of his boxers underneath showing and dare I say, his junk as well. There was a story there I didn't want to know as I found myself looking at the exposed foot. There was pink nail polish on it. Rashida chuckled in my ear, pressed against my back.
"Fuck is wrong with you?" I whispered back.
"I think its funny."
"Says the girl who got pissed when I played a shitty prank on her." I reminded in whisper.
"Says the nigga who shat his pants after said retaliatory prank." She reminded back as I turned bodying into her. We were damn near the same height. Rashida Sikes was a good five eight and a half, but we both knew she was putty in my hands normally.
She broke up the fake standoff with a peck on the lips and gregarious smile.
"Bitch." I whispered.
"Don't tell him and he won't know." Rashida swiped her hand downward in stinging fashion on my cousin's exposed foot.
"HEY GET OFF ME GOTDAMMIT!!!" Jaquan bolted upward into a sitting position on his new couch shocking both of us enough to actually jump back from the couch.
I found myself looking at his face noticing one of his eyes was red. Rashida was bravely hiding behind me face pressed into the center of my back. Jaquan sat there looking around the room acting as if he had a hangover before his eyes settled on me.
"Where's my car?"
"Right outside Jaquan; uhm right there where you usually park it with a full tank of gas, and uh, I got it washed too." This man had been down five stretches of bad road sexually speaking. Rashida peered over my shoulder apprehensively.
"Hey bruh, you good?"
"I-uh, don't know." Jaquan collapsed backward laying there facing the ceiling. I exchanged glances with Rashida getting a rough nudge forward in the back.
"Uhm, sorry about that?" I framed my complicit actions as a question standing there in a hunched position.
Jaquan sat up again making us jointly flinch nearly toppling over staring pointedly at my face. Then he collapsed again facepalming as the words started to flow.
"Man if I got here at anytime before four in the morning, your ass would've been stomped the fuck out lying up in my new bed with your girl there!! Nigga you needs to catch some hot fire for fucking up my brand new couch too!! You just had to go and mess my shit up because I tossed your shit in the backyard, didn't you?!! You and motherfucking Rashida left a nasty ass stain on my shit too."
Rashida was about to protest, but I clamped a hand over her mouth begging off mutely.
"That's a lot of shits." Rashida joked getting a nudge from me then punching my bicep in return.
"Jaquan, I'll pay to have your couch steam cleaned."
"Damn right you are cuz; you know sometimes I forget how young you are because we been through it together, but I've gotta tell you that I ain't ever gonna underestimate your ass again. Man you got me fucked up last night dude!! WHO WAS THAT FEMALE?!!!"
"She didn't tell you her name?"
"She asked my name and asked if I had what she wanted; then when I offered her the money that was all she wrote cuz. Bet you thought it was funny sticking that damn condom in-between those bills, huh? WHO WAS THAT FUCKING FEMALE, HUH NIGGA?!!"
"Uhm, my coworker like I said Jaquan; well uh, former coworker because she's banned from going into my building currently unless she has a written pass, go figure? Uh, name's Zoya. Zoya Berhan to be exact Jaquan."
"Did you know she was married?"
"Well, yeah; but it's okay because her husband is mostly gay." I offered getting an incredulous look from Rashida who backed up a step while Jaquan propped himself up on an elbow, brows raised.
"Are you motherfucking serious; HOW IS THAT GUY GAY WITH THAT FUCKING WIFE?!! BITCH MAULED ME LIKE WOLVERINE!! MY PIPES CLEANED FOR THE NEXT TEN YEARS CUZ!!"
"Well, she uhm, said she needed some attention and well, I knew you could use some as well."
"Hey bruh, I hate to be that kind of bitch, but where's your other shoe?" Rashida interrupted getting a shove from me and shoving back brow raised.
"SHE TOOK MY FUCKING SHOE!! JUST SNATCHED IT OFF MY FOOT WHEN THE COPS SHOWED UP!!" We jointly bucked our eyes as Jaquan recounted a sexual night from hell courtesy of yours truly. Rashida gave me a look that made me feel like I was going to the wood shed.
"Cops?"
"When I finally got away from her and found my ride missing; your coworker convinced me to get into her Tesla; but that bitch drove down to the end of the train tracks and told me I wasn't getting home until I gave her a few more rounds!! DON'T PLAY STUPID CAUSE I KNOW SHE SENT YOU A VIDEO!!"
"She sent another video?" Rashida cut in again making Jaquan look at me like a piece of shit.
"Hey man, you still might get a two piece and sides for pulling this shit my nigga! I would be kicking off in your ass if it weren't for one thing!"
"What's that Jaquan?"
"THAT WAS ONE OF THE GREATEST FUCKS IN MY LIFE FOR REALS NIGGA!!" I let out a sigh of relief while Rashida scoffed hands on her wide hips as my cousin busted up basking in the memory.
"Both of yall, are way too much alike at this point." I found myself laughing as well.
"DAMN MAN, THAT BITCH MADE ME FEEL LIKE A FEMALE!! I GOTTA ADMIT I GOT-GOT CUZ!! UH, ZOYA WAS ABOUT THAT LIFE ON A BROTHER!! AW SHIT SHE HAD ME PINNED DOWN FOR REALS!! That's your coworker?"
"Yeah, what's this about the police?"
"Saved my ass when they showed up flashing their Maglite's into Zoya's ride. Her old man was worried, reported the car stolen and they found us with fucking low jack! Can you believe your girl Zoya rolled down the window and told them cops to wait their turn?!! THAT SHIT WAS SO WILD I FORGOT TO BE WORRIED FOR MY LIFE!! Man, the cops drove my ass home if you can believe that shit. Zoya got my fucking shoe when they pulled me out of there."
"What happened down there?" Rashida pointed at the mismatched mess that was his mangled crotch.
"Oh, yeah; well I tried to zip up when I realized the police showed up, but your girl wasn't trying to hear that shit yanking and pulling on my zipper until it got like this. That's when I ended up losing a shoe."
"That's fucked up." Rashida commented with a look of disgust on her face while I shrugged.
"Hey wait, can you guys help me out?" Jaquan asked.
When we didn't get his meaning right away, he motioned towards his crotch.
Rashida and I ended up doing rock paper scissors to determine who would be the crash test dummy for my cousin. I beat her simply using paper while she used rock two times out of a possible three. My muse was given the unenviable task of cutting a hole in his jeans to free his junk. Jaquan was way too skittish to do it himself as Rashida shot me a few mean looks.
"Hey bruh, you needs to hit that shower; what's that smell anyway?"
"I ain't gonna answer while you cutting my dick out of these pants, but Zoya's one hell of a squirter if you know what I mean?" Rashida stopped what she was doing taking a moment to give me the stink eye before resuming her charitable work cutting a hole in Jaquan's pants. Both of us were laughing at a shared experience.
"Both of yall nasty."
"Says the female who left a big ass wet stain on my new couch." Jaquan retorted while I averted my eyes covertly twirling a finger at Rashida who got my meaning.
"Better shut up before I don't buy no groceries fool!"
"What, you got my rent?" Jaquan retorted as she paused glaring back at me. I started doing this slow clap to diffuse the situation from escalation that would ultimately expose me before I was ready.
"You guys are too funny; I'm really glad to be here with both of you. I didn't want to spend this holiday weekend alone."
"Well if you really feel that way you'll pick up around here besides doing my laundry."
"OH HEY CUZ; CAN YOU DO MINE TOO?!!" Jaquan piped up as his dong flopped out with a bit of denim still stuck to it making Rashida a little green around the gills.
"YEAH HE'LL TAKE CARE OF IT!!" Rashida shouted giving me a raised eyebrow and stern look.
"Yeah sure." I knew capitulating was the least path of resistance.
"Cool, I've gotta get ready for a play date with Daisy thanks to you cuz, I'm gonna be so focused today. I'm kinda taking a break with Takisha; just not feeling it you know?"
"I guess." Rashida was in the kitchen washing the hell out of her hands with some liquid soap. I got a side eye which I ignored.
"Guess I should be thanking you man." Jaquan gave me a pat on the back.
"You should be washing that smelly ass bruh." Rashida couldn't help herself making a snarky comment or helping herself to that last can of vegetable juice in the fridge.
Jaquan just laughed disappearing into his bedroom to get some clothing and towels leaving us alone.
"You know you've gotta tell him, right?"
"I'll cross that bridge when I get to it." My arms were folded across my chest as she picked up her trusty satchel bag starting towards the door.
"Well you'd better hurry it up or your ass gonna be falling down like that fucking London bridge." Rashida disappeared leaving me alone with my conscious and chores.
Jaquan left happily twenty minutes later leaving me to my thoughts.
After calling up a local service, I picked up the house a bit knowing that I'd get caught up again if I went after my gaming pc. I walked the trash to the back alley through my cousin's yard before opening the garage where his washing machine and dryer were kept.
I took a moment to look at the old couch leaning against the fence silently weighing the cost of revealing my indiscretion to my cousin. The best time would've been the morning when we woke him up, but I'd chickened out.
Now my mind worked differently these days. I was constantly strategizing people.
I was tainted.
"HEY!!" She called out to me as I walked out of the side entrance carrying Rashida's laundry to the wash.
"Shit."
Takisha was standing at the end of the walk glaring at me. She was a long lean modelesque vision draped in a hot pink t-shirt dress with a deep plunging neckline putting her charms on display. Takisha's face was made up professionally, her long brown locks curly and nice looking. I couldn't tell if it was her real hair, extensions, or the best lace front I'd ever seen.
She looked as if she would take a step towards me, but shakily hesitated. I turned my back to her stalking off to the washer in the garage intent on ignoring her enough to leave.
"HEY!!" Takisha called out again. I could hear her rushing after me as I walked along the narrow pathway at the side of the house.
I got to the backyard walking across the grass with purpose. I was gonna wash those clothes, do some more chores, and just play some games today. If nothing else, I was gonna catch Rashida later when she got home and pound her sixty plus inches of online fame to mush. I didn't have time for Takisha.
Correction, I wasn't gonna make time for her. There was no doubt about who she was as a person and then there was Jaquan.
"YOU RUNNING FROM ME?!!" I stopped on a dime turning to look at Takisha. My movement was so sudden, it made her flinch a little arm frozen outstretched in midair with the intent of grabbing my shoulder.
"What?" I responded monotone.
My question and posture threw her off guard. I watched Takisha fidget looking like she didn't know how to stand in front of me before putting her hands on her hips getting annoyed with the static expression on my face. She was carrying a small rectangular gold pocket book with a similar chain as its strap.
"Did you just say "shit" when you saw me, huh?"
"Yes, that's what I said."
"You don't wanna see me?" There was a measured tone behind her voice as I considered Rashida's words from the other day. I knew my muse and friend would be laughing her ass off or worse, wagging her finger at me if she were present.
"I got, stuff to do Takisha." I half turned to walk into the open door of the garage as she began fidgeting some more huffing in place on the grass.
"Who do you think you are? What makes you think you can talk to me like that; be so fucking dismissive with me, huh?!" Her entitlement was sparking up my ire mentally, but I took a step away from her anyway.
"I already told you I'm the Educated Simp."
Takisha grabbed my arm, specifically the short sleeve of the t-shirt I was wearing looking conflicted with a furrowed brow.
"That some kind of dig at me; I know it ain't because I never said anything like that. You're gonna walk away from me so you can feel like it's some kinda moral victory because of your cousin, huh?!! Don't think you're fucking negging me either so you can tell your incel friends how you rejected the pretty girl and shit. I can see right through you buddy!! YOU'RE SCARED OF SOMETHING REAL!! YOU'RE A COWARD!!!"
I felt my eyes become slits.
The laundry basket hit the grass.
My hand found the supple curve of her butt fingers closing tightly around that cheek in ownership. It felt bare underneath her light cottony dress but my fingertips found a tiny thong tightly wedged deep in her buns as I stared coldly into those brown eyes of hers.
"You're average at best."
"ASSHOLE!!" That purse of hers slammed into the side of my head rocking it to the side. The chain draping it to her slender frame snapped.
The purse hit the grass.
I grabbed both of her buoyant buttocks snatching her into my body spreading them apart through her clothing, fingertips grazing her snatch. The bulge in my crotch bumped into her muff for a second as Takisha's hand came up pancaking my face two more times in succession.



I let go without word or incident retrieving the laundry basket walking to the garage leaving Takisha there on the grass. My face was stinging but I was unbothered having never visibly registered the slaps. I felt cold inside as I walked into the open door dumping the load into the washer. I glanced back finding Takisha there staring as if she would ugly cry. Her shoulders were stiff and her bony fists clenched.
There was a droplet of blood dripping from one.
I kicked the door closed in her face with authority.
I was tired of her bullshit hoping it would be the last I saw of the troublesome beauty. I got the washer started leaning against it arms folded in deep thought.
Takisha kicked the door open with all her might.
It slammed into the unfinished walls of Jaquan's garage almost kicked off the hinges with enough force to make some dust fall from the ceiling.
Takisha's arms were locked at her sides, upper body stiff as a board as she bodied into me huffing heated bursts of air in my face. She looked crazed, dare I say unhinged and manically enraged at having the door slammed in her pretty face. Her shoulders were flexing as those huffs went louder becoming something akin to animalistic growling.
I grabbed the sides of her face kissing her hard.
Takisha literally squealed making these jerky movements with her arms outstretched poised to hit, but I wouldn't relent forcing my tongue into her mouth until she began to settle down shaking all over. Her thin arms faltered dropping into her sides as her tongue slid into my mouth wrestling. She suckled my lower lips biting it a little.
My hands were full of her buns.
Part of her pink dress had come up as we made out allowing my right hand access to the heated bouncy feel of her buttocks. Takisha's hand was already down my pants handling my cock in a display of ownership. I was exposed with my business hanging over the elastic waistband of my sweatpants. Takisha wrapped an arm around my neck trembling as she arched her lower back wedging her covered mound against the underside of my member.
She began feverishly humping my tumescence heavily breathing staring intently into my eyes looking for something relatable. This twentysomething was shivering from the tactile contact alone as I gathered her dress high above her waist cupping greedy handfuls of her cheeks spreading them wide apart. Her round expressive eyes were actually hazel colored upon closer inspection.
The impossibly long legged beauty dipped at the knees with the motion raising the dress above her navel. I thought she might be pulling away, but she was going at her tiny thong panties trying to get them off.
Her eyes weren't leaving mine as if she believed I might disappear into thin air. She was half an inch taller than me, a head in the wedge sandals on her feet. She weighed next to nothing as I planted her butt on the washer gingerly removing her panties leaving them on the garage floor.
Takisha had two handfuls of my t-shirt insistently pulling me into her waiting lips for a torrid make out session going after my neck when I tried to push back suckling hard, nipping up a wealth of hickeys.
I was pulled into a deep one arm hug while her free hand was wrapped around my shaft roughly jerking. There was no doubt she could feel it swelling in her palm. It was too much for me as I handled the back of her knee extending one of her long legs against my shoulder. Takisha was obliged to release my tumescence as I pressed down on her inner thigh.
With her legs spread one pointing up at the ceiling, the other pushed wide apart bent at the knee, I went after her snatch in a fever pitch. Her moans were music to my ears as I vacuum sucked on her labia slipping my tongue deep inside in these darting movements. I made sweet passionate love to her clit tickling and writing out the alphabet on it with her palming the back of my head.
Takisha's head rolled around on her shoulders. Her hands went to the back of her knees raising both slim thick gams into the air heels pointed at the ceiling.
My fingers dug into her inner thighs massaging and giving the delicate flesh there these little pinches. Takisha spread her legs wider becoming a human wishbone gasping in breezy fashion as my tongue continued darting in and out of her snatch making it sopping wet.
I stood up between her legs as Takisha grabbed handfuls of my shirt trying to strip it off my body but I captured her wrist looking into her palm to find four tiny cuts from her nails caused earlier when she lost her temper.
Takisha looked at her palm then my face. I ran the flat of my tongue over it then peppered it with kisses. I looked longingly into her eyes as our mouths mashed together hungrily. Her fingers dipped into her cleavage exposing this intricately lacy demi-cup brassiere.
There was a subtle leaf motif to the delicate garment. Takisha peeled one cup from her breast freeing the darkened nipple there. She cradled my head nursing as my hands slid under the flimsy dress rubbing her sides.
These jolts of energy, quite electric shot through my member.
Her hips were captured and drawn off the edge of the washer into the air with her dripping slit meeting my crown. Takisha went that extra mile enveloping me inside her dewy confines. I met this slim thick delicacy halfway shoving everything I had to offer inside thumping one of her grooved walls at an angle.
A long wailing groan escaped her lips in girlish fashion as I went about fucking her properly on top of my cousin's washing machine. Takisha had a deceptively meaty looking cunt that spread wide revealing a wealth of luscious folds when fully aroused.
This fleshy sleeve seemed desperate to hold onto my endowment with an enticing suction. I was drawn more and more towards her with each angry thrust until we were embracing arms locked about the other. Her lips were locked on my neck sucking hard enough to make me cry out in sensual distress.
Below, she was bearing down on me with this snapping motion. Her cunt was gnawing on the halfway point of my manhood and it felt incredible. There was this hunger to our frenzied movements, an unstated hysterical bonding.
My hands cupped her bubble butt lifting her aloft while her arms were wrapped around my neck. Takisha locked her legs in the small of my back making it easy for me to bounce her on my cock. This only lasted five minutes before I leaned into the side of the washer with Takisha pressed into my body.
Her bouncy breasts were fully exposed with both nipples painfully erect. I rolled her facing the dryer propping this slim thick beauty on top of it. Takisha hooked her fingers on its edge unlocking her long legs allowing them to be pushed into her chest.
I pulled out jerking several milky ropes all over her mound and abdomen.
She did me one even better wrapping both hands around my cock working everything out eventually taking custody of my prick. I stood there between her thighs watching Takisha tap my member on her muff pressing it lengthwise between her labia. I had to stop her from pushing it back inside.
Her pretty little dress was a stained mess as we both huffed from the exertion. The bell on the washer dinged signaling the end of the wash cycle.
"Uh, your clothes are finished." Takisha half whispered glowing in full coital bliss.
"Sorry about your dress."
"We've got a washer right here no biggie, I can just wash it here." Takisha sat upright on the dryer slipping the dress over her head dropping it on the washer.
She looked down at her exposed breasts and the skimpy brassiere then at my face before stripping out of it too. Takisha looked blissful rolling her shoulders sitting on top of the dryer nude except for the wedge sandals on her feet.
"Here, you can put this on Takisha." I stripped off my shirt taking the time to slide it over her head until she stuck her arms into the sleeves. She wrapped her arms around my neck giving me a passionate kiss.
"You're such a gentleman."
There was an awkwardness in the air but I wasn't saying anything doing my fair bit of fidgeting before opening the dryer. Takisha hopped down getting in front of the washer smiling at me. My t-shirt's hem stopped right at her crotch while my gaze was focused on her nipples which were poking the light material.
"I wanna talk about it, but I don't wanna make it weird; so uhm, let's not do that, okay?" She compromised.
"Sure." Takisha smiled in this self-depreciating way absentmindedly handling my bicep, then stopping herself folding both arms behind her body staring with her head tilted to the side.
"Hey uh, there's something I want to do, okay?"
"What?"
Takisha got on her knees blowing me like a seasoned professional as I realized how much we didn't know one another. This wasn't just any old blowjob; she was putting on a clinic in sloppy top and intense suction balls and taint included. There was no way I was stopping her from basically inhaling my endowment. She broke off contact looking up at my face.
"It's okay, you know you can fuck it like you fucked my pussy." Takisha encouraged.
Seems she was out to impress framing the base of my endowment with both hands fingers outstretched against my body leaving her mouth half open so that I would get the simulated feeling of penetration.
Her lack of a gag reflex played into our continuing tryst as she let frothy saliva mixed with my precum run down her chin dripping to the concrete garage floor. It dawned on me that Takisha was a premiere head queen so good that I was really giving it to her in seconds.
There was no way my cousin was aware of this or he really would've been coveting this slim thick beauty.
"DA-DA-DAMN BITCH YOU GONNA MAKE ME REALLY FUCK THE SHIT OUT OF YOU TODAY!!" It was an unintended Freudian slip, but Takisha broke contact happily gurgling up some of my pre-spunk giggling.
"YEAH?! I'D LOVE THAT!!"
"You be quiet and take some more of this cock!" My inner thighs were pulsing, tightening up which I'm sure Takisha sensed because she tightened her fingers around the base of my member and lower shaft in a pinching motion.
Her cheeks inverted deep with this loud syrupy series of slurps and vacuum suction. Takisha made me whine and yowl as I shot rope after rope into her belly almost crying.
She was sucking on my prick like it was a straw happily emptying my balls. Her gulping swallowing sounds were loud and audible in that garage. Takisha slowly dragged her lips along my shaft leaving the crown between her lips swirling her tongue on it until I squirmed, then popped it out of her mouth giggling at the look on my face.
The slim thick beauty suddenly throated me further than before with her bottom lip touching my balls. She swallowed a couple of times tickling my member then vacuum sucked with an airtight seal releasing me again.
"ALRIGHT BITCH, STAND UP AND GET THESE BACK SHOTS!!" Takisha jumped up planting her palms flat on the washer, long legs spread wide apart.
I went balls deep on the first stroke popping my hips hitting it so hard that motion ripples emanated across her tight bubble bum each time I thumped her backside. Takisha shook out her shoulder length hair until I got the hint grabbing a fistful with both hands going for broke on that ass. Those long sexy legs of hers locked in place giving me a stationary target ripe for the picking.
"PULL MY HAIR HARDER!!" Takisha begged.
Giving the lady what she wanted, I reared back making her chin raise as her head was forcibly tilted back in my direction. Her throaty cries were louder than they probably should've been considering we were in Jaquan's backyard.
We were pretty much hidden from view meaning someone would have to come into the backyard proper to find out what was going on as Takisha's bubbled derriere began wagging horizontally like some happy puppy. I recognized the throes of another incoming climax adding a bit more to my thrusts. Her shoulders rolled.
"DON'T MOVE!! PLEASE!! JUST STAY STILL SO I CAN DO IT MYSELF!!" Takisha growled through gritted teeth.
Her declared 36 inches, those rounded bouncy buns became a blur of motion, a whirling dervish as her muscles flexed in both arms and thighs. It was different than I'd seen from the number of women I'd bedded before as she became extremely rigid essentially doing these violent pushups shoving her butt into my pelvis.
Several tremors rocked her body ending as Takisha managed a single twerking pop of her hips dislodging me at the right moment.
I had the wherewithal to push my t-shirt up enough exposing her narrow back as I waxed her buns with extreme prejudice. Some of my spunk ran up her back as Takisha supported her weight with elbows on top of the washer.
"Whoa that was, so good; you uhm, have some good loads? Uhm, I mean you really cum a lot is what I'm trying to say. Anybody ever tell you that; or is that only when you're with me?" Takisha's voice was breezy and wistful.
She was fishing for a compliment, but luckily we were interrupted by some loud knocking on Jaquan's heavy screen door.
"Oh shit, it's these guys I hired to steam clean my cousin's couch; stay in here Takisha!" I ran out leaving her still bent over the washer with a pointer finger between her teeth watching me salaciously. We were gonna go a few more rounds no doubt.
"Hurry back."
I made apologies to the cleaners I found standing there with their equipment at the ready noticing the weird looks I got for being shirtless. There was also a guy waiting for me to sign for the odd delivery of several high end brands of sneakers for my cousin Jaquan.
Zoya Berhan was the guilty party, but I felt the gift was more breadcrumbs leading back to her clutches than anything else. I realized I'd given her "permission" to bang the stuffing out of my cousin at will without an end point.
She'd declared herself a voluntary servant after our last tryst.
I snapped up my phone with the intent of calling up Zoya but found myself hesitating thinking of Takisha out in the garage and that bomb ass head game she'd unveiled to catch my attention as a probable last resort.
Zoya purchased nine pairs of shoes and a bag of some clothing stapled shut which prevented me looking. I resolved to go back to the garage and pound more sand out of his daughter's school teacher. Ironically little Daisy Kelly was smarter than her teacher by miles and probably everyone on the city block on which the innocuous school sat.
I encountered Takisha walking tersely in my direction carrying her damaged bag with my balled up t-shirt in her other hand.
"What's going on?" Her answer came in the form of my ruffled tee hitting me in the face as a projectile. I batted it away finding her middle finger too close for comfort right under my nose as she power walked off tugging at the hem of her ruffled pink dress.
"Well, fuck you too." I mumbled picking up my t-shirt as a revelation dawned on me.
Rashida's clothing was strewn all over the garage in what looked like the aftermath of an epic tantrum. Takisha even took the time to stomp out her definable foot print on a few of Rashida's unmentionables.
"Aw man, now I've gotta start all over again." I began picking up after Takisha sure that we'd never meet again.
It was for the best.
I discovered a pair of her panties left behind stuffing them in my pocket. Takisha left them behind.
"This is becoming a habit."
I spent another hour or two doing some work around Jaquan's house even making his bed after it was dry. I'd gone the extra mile having it cleaned and wanted to make some sort of amends to my cousin.
There was still the specter of coming clean with Jaquan, but part of me was hoping Takisha would never darken his doorstep again. My experience knew better. She would keep popping up as long as she thought I was here in residence. Sort of ashamed, I still sat in a dining room chair taking time to get in a few games while brainstorming for my muse.
"HEY!! EXCUSE ME, YOU JUST NOW PUTTING MY CLOTHES IN THE DRYER?!!"
Rashida popped up as I was finishing stuffing her clothes in the garage dryer. I was caught red-handed bent over with one hand inside handling her unmentionables.
"I know how this looks and I've got a really good explanation for this miss thang."
"Well what is it?" Rashida inquired hands on her ridiculously wide hips.
"I can't tell you, but I've got a really good couple of ideas about your next few shoots and trust me, you're gonna love this shit."
"Yeah, right daddy; but you're still gonna tell me what the fuck happened back here today."
"Ah, you're better off not knowing."
"I'll be the judge of that; come up off that information negro."
"Let it go."
Rashida's eyes went wide and for a moment I thought she was staring at me before following the trajectory of her gaze down instantly face palming. One of her blouses, this diaphanous lace embroidered affair, was sticking out from between Jaquan's washer and dryer.
I was shoved aside with an authoritative swipe of her hand watching in silent horror as Rashida held it up with both hands revealing Takisha's incriminating footprint on the delicate material. The blouse was still visibly damp from its early washing.
"Fucking Takisha again, are we?"
I facepalmed, arms folded across my chest leaning against the washer.
"Oh don't get embarrassed now nigga; you're buying me a new one today! I want your debit card cause I'm getting my shit replaced right now and-I'M TELLING JAQUAN ON YOU FOR BEING NASTY!!" Rashida shoved me aside with her elbow tossing her blouse in the washer.
"Wait a minute here girl!" I found myself looking at the hand.
"No, a good beatdown might do you good; I think this is getting out of hand this weekend. You obviously don't have any motherfucking self-control with this female. Hey man, this is little Daisy Kelly's school teacher; what's going on in your head, huh? I'm tuning you up and it still ain't enough! What is it; the skinny, fat thing, huh?!!"
Rashida stopped abruptly as we reached the side of the house just before the side front door. I was almost running beside her in an attempt to get my muse to relent.
"NO!!"
"WELL WHAT IS IT THEN?!!" I stopped abruptly considering the question already knowing I had a plan in place for this contingency. I looked at her face finding concern reading across it. I looked away for a moment thinking.
"I don't know Rashida. I just "GO THERE" you know?"
"No I don't; look I know I said we'd talk about this later but I'm really worried about you. I'm worried that you're broken inside." She pushed her pointer finger against my sternum to emphasize her point.
"Maybe you're right."
"You know I'm right daddy." Rashida handled my biceps being the most mature since I'd ever known her. We shared a brief hug as I felt a stinging at the corner of my eyes.
"Hey, promise me you'll take me to the emergency room when you snitch me out to Jaquan."
"Tell you what, I'll think about it if you get those groceries out of the car." We shared a laugh together but I was serious.
"OH!!"
"What?" Rashida followed my gaze as we both found Takisha standing there at the edge of the walk leading up to the front door.
She had changed into this lacy sheer white top, an off the shoulder number which made it apparent nothing was underneath and some beige harem type joggers pants. Her feet were covered in white wedge heeled sneakers. She was holding a styrofoam tray with two ICEES and some baggies containing what looked like muffins and a pastry.
"Nigga." Her face scrunched up into an evil parody of itself as her gaze settled on Rashida Sikes.
"Hey now."
"FUCK YOU FAT BITCH!!" Takisha screamed at the top of her lungs.
The ICEE hit Rashida dead center in the chest so hard it seemed as if the cup exploded with the frozen slushie splashing all over both of us.



Rashida got it the worst with a lot of the Fanta Cherry flavored treat drenching her face. Rashida bent at the waist covered her face for a second or two rearing up revealing that some of it was running off her updo as she slicked back her messed up hair looking like a raging Pitbull.
Takisha was still standing there with the second ICEE in her hand ready to launch it, but hesitated shakily hunching her shoulders as reality set in. She backed up a step dropping the slushie on the pavement.
"Uh shit, nuh no uhm, wait..." The slim thick beauty raised hands doing a meek timeout gesture as she kept backing up.
"BRING YOUR ASS HERE!!" I was unprepared for the speed at which Rashida launched herself with grievous murderous intent.
I didn't know she could move that fast.
Takisha thankfully was even faster running with the speed and grace of a gazelle straight down the block as I neared the edge of Jaquan's lawn.
"COME HERE YOU SKINNY BITCH!! I'M GONNA KILL YOUR BONY ASS!!" Rashida was serious.
Takisha's athletic pedigree kept her several feet ahead of Rashida as she cut right in a move that would've made the late Walter Payton proud running between two parked cars.
She stopped on the other side with both hands planted on the vehicle looking over the roof at Rashida who mimicked her actions breathing hard. They glared at one another like a cobra and a mongoose. Rashida busted out a fake of her own which caused Takisha to over shoot around the hood ending up caught by the blouse.
"RASHIDA WAIT!!" I was running down the block scared I was about to witness a homicide.
"SCREW YOU FATTY!!" Takisha stomped Rashida's foot taking off like a fighter jet.
Her blouse was left in Rashida's grasp leaving her flopping tits exposed. Takisha folded her arms covering her breasts but managed to give me the middle finger as she ran by like the Flash. I was dumbstruck and so was Rashida still standing halfway down the block with Takisha's ripped blouse in her possession.
Takisha ran the same distance up the block in the opposite direction going around the back of this silver Subaru Forester to the driver's side. She kept her naked back to the street as she fished car keys out of her pocket. Unluckily for her, some punk was standing there with his phone out filming. He was getting an eyeful through the passenger side window of her ride.
"YOU LITTLE SHIT!!" She screamed in rage once she was hunched down behind the wheel of her car. The kid didn't react still standing there smiling like it was Christmas morning.
"I'M GONNA TELL YOUR DAD!!" Takisha yelled.
"Good, then my mom can get her child support." The kid replied monotone making me chuckle at his unfazed retort.
Takisha peeled out of her parking space leaving him in the dust.
"Oh you think its funny, huh nigga?"
"It was like watching a rhino chasing an ostrich." I jokingly commented still looking at the horizon line as Rashida walked up. She was still in possession of Takisha's tattered blouse as I glanced over finding her mad dogging me.
"Is that right, huh; is that what you're telling me daddy?" My mortality flashed in that instant as she approached.
"Now you know I'm gonna take care of this Rashida; girl I'm even gonna replace your outfit as well as the other stuff Takisha messed up. Ain't no need for all of this drama and I'm sure we've seen the last of her. Especially now that you two have all this bad blood; so uh, things worked out and maybe, just maybe Jaquan doesn't have to know, right Rashida please?"
She didn't say anything instead reaching down grabbing a handful of my pocket.
"Gimme your fucking debit card; I'm getting my shit online right now nigga." Instead of my debit card, Rashida came up with Takisha's discarded panties. It took a moment for her to register this looking at me incredulously.
"Uhm, here you go Rashida; card's in my back pocket." I got out my wallet fishing out my debit card offering it.
Rashida slid the panties over my face leaving the crotch right over my nose.
"Get the motherfucking groceries out of the car fool." She snapped up my card stomping off but hesitating just to punt a muffin into the backyard with this masculine sounding, rather primal scream.
I left the panties on over my face watching her disappear behind the heavy screen door. Its slam echoed as I noticed the same kid standing there filming with his phone.
"Come on man, give me a break."
"Are you kidding?"
My phone started ringing. I answered it watching the kid walk away backwards still filming. I flipped him the bird.
"Hello?"
"Hello dear heart I simply must have that lovely bit of chocolate again; perhaps you could pass me his number so that I can finish what I've started. It was so lovely of you to reward my fealty with such an agreeable mandingo. But I'm afraid I haven't availed myself a taste of his anus while milking him properly. He was a bit squirmy in that regard."
"Zoya, give me a fucking break." I hung up in her face.
I freed myself of the panties getting some stares from two old women walking by on the sidewalk. They kind of hurried by even the one pushing an elderly cart making me feel like a whole pervert.
Despite the afternoon nonsense I got all of the grocery bags into the house without further incident. Rashida appeared from her bedroom as I was putting away the last of the groceries and supplies. She snatched a can of vegetable juice leaning against the doorway watching me.
"Hey man, you think I'm fat?" Rashida asked with a floppy bonnet on her head and a shortened red kimono robe that stopped at the top of her thighs. There was no question my troubled muse was nude underneath.
"Are you crazy; of course not!" I replied without hesitation putting some boxes of cereal in a cabinet.
"Did you fuck that nutjob female like you fuck me?"
"No."
"How'd you fuck her?"
"Like I didn't care about her." I responded again putting some cleaning supplies inside a kitchen closet eventually turning to find Rashida leaning against the sink.
"If you was me, how would you deal with her?" The question was earnest revealing the fragility deep in the heart of her psyche.
Despite her outward appearance and the visceral reaction most men had when seeing her, Rashida was damaged after spending years beside what even she considered an alpha female.
"You've already done that; why do you think she bombed on you with an ICEE?" Rashida pondered my answer taking a sip from her can. I heard any easy chuckle.
"So, you're saying that toothpick is shook by me, right?" I raised an eyebrow plucking a few grapes from a container on the counter top.
"Well two days ago she caught you going down on me and then she decided she wanted some of that noise; yeah I fucked the shit out of her, but only after she dissed my cousin. Uhm, I kinda had some bomb ass hate sex with her today too, but all that shit went belly up because I was doing your laundry. So yeah, you intimidate her."
"Like that time with uh, chipmunk right?"
"Probably worse." I admitted recalling the instant rivalry with Shawnee Thompson months earlier as Rashida finished her small can setting it down on the counter. She stepped in front of me helping herself to a single grape.
My debit card was in her kimono cleavage tucked under her right boob. I had to admit to myself internally that Rashida Sikes picked out the right enhancement for her body with her still modest bust enhancing everything else. Even though I was standing in front of her, I knew her voluptuous cheeks were on full display in the back.
"What're you thinking about?" I just had to ask.
"I wanna drag that stanky little thot for messing with me; I wanna make her mad as fuck so that she'll bring her dumbass over here and get these hands. I know she's gonna come back because you hit her with that free BDE."
"BDE?"
"Big dick energy nigga."
"I think you've got me mixed up with my cousin; I'm told I'm a little over average. I think I'm cool with that." Rashida took another grape giving my cheek a pinch as she chuckled taking the container of grapes from me setting them on the counter.
"Fool it's a state of mind and a compliment to your all around game in the sheets. Don't you know how much you bring it when we hookup? Don't play with me and I hope you got something left in the tank for me because you still gotta pay your taxes."
"What taxes, I gave you my debit card bitch."
"Come with me daddy." Rashida grabbed my pointer finger leading me out of the kitchen.
I got a good view of her from the back which had an immediate "tenting" reaction below the belt. She led me into her bedroom through Daisy's room drawing back the sliding curtain.
"Pick one."
There were three sets of intimates on the bed, a lacy yellow bra and panty set, a crimson one piece bodysuit and the sheer white number from the night earlier.
Rashida stood at my back with her hands in the muted pockets of her robe watching me with a sly smirk on her face. She even gestured towards the spread grinning as I made a pick.
"Oh, so you wanna play in canary yellow instead of white like last night, huh?" She picked the set up setting it aside on her small dresser.
"Shit, can we play in all of them?" Rashida's hand landed on my butt in a loud smack.
"We can talk about it but first, I want you to oil me down."
Before I could react, she pushed me into a seated position on her bed before handing me a brand new bottle of baby oil. Rashida made a whole production out of undoing the sash on her kimono revealing her astonishing curves underneath. She even popped the pink cap on the bottle standing directly in front of me.
"Jaquan?"
"Texted, out for the rest of the night; with your girl of course." Rashida picked up her phone from the bedside table showing me the message. I scoffed at the bush-league move looking up at Ms. Sikes smiling face.
"Jealous?"
I sat there pondering the question for a second or two, but we both knew the answer before it was even asked.
Both of us started snickering as I poured a handful of the clear liquid into my palms rubbing them together before applying it to her pert breasts. Takisha was tactically unimpressive but thoughts lingered of her proficiency for bottomless head.
I massaged more and more oil all over Rashida's body making her a glistening masterpiece of urban sexuality. Despite what she felt about herself depreciating or not, she'd come a long way personally.
"Hey, I bet you all of the money I paid to replace your things that I can make you happy and Takisha sad at the same motherfucking time."
"Serious?"
I offered a finger making the betting gesture giving her the opportunity to back out if she wanted. We jointly snapped knowing there was no way she was backing down from anything. Her masculine attitude was also an exploitable weakness. It was my thoughts that Rashida Sikes should be allowed to work that out for herself.
"I just bet because you always got something good up your sleeve." She seemed to read my mind as she turned her back to me.
Her workout routine and natural charms left behind a show stopping figure which I had a hard time keeping my hands off. I paid extra attention to her voluptuous sixty plus inches eventually running a finger along her slit as she piped up with a thought.
"Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure anything Rashida." She was assuming the position palms flattened against the wall with as much of a pronounced arch in her lower back as she could manifest. I was able to run two fingers along her lower lips now sandwiched by her puffy labia.
"Do you think I'm a 304?" That was unexpected. I slowly withdrew my fingers looking at her essence practically running off my digits.
"No."
"You don't know daddy; we know how we met and you know my personal history. We've been together so many times that I'm losing count and uh, I'm good with that. But you never really ask me about, well anything outside of our shared experience. You probably don't know this but I've only been with five guys in my life. I put that on the bible and everything I know."
Rashida slowly turned about looking serious for a moment.
"Did I do anything wrong; because if I did, I'm sorry." My heart started thumping hard, pulse quickening because I'd reached my limit for daily drama.
"NO!! Hey relax, I just wanted to tell you how much I appreciate you for that. You just take me as I am; this makes me happy to know I have a real friend in life. I've always had people around me looking out for themselves, mostly using me for one thing or another. You daddy; you're straight one hundred with me all the time."
"I'm still getting the buns, right?" I was purposely boorish wanting to keep things from getting too deep.
"We already talked about that; did you forget that I said you can have as much buns as you want that night you trashed my job and well, gave me a new lease on life?"
"Rashida, why're we talking about this?"
"I know you're gonna put me to sleep real good, so I decided to get the pillow talk out of the way first." Rashida was holding my hands pressed against the sides of her hips.
Her mound was freshly shaved and she smelled nice. She picked up the skimpy yellow brassiere doing the hooks before spinning it around as she covered her breasts with the intricately laced cups. Being a sport, she offered the matching panties allowing me to help her put them on, but not without considerable effort.
"You know what I used to say to guys before I met you?"
"What?"
"What Yall Looking At?" We laughed together as Rashida pulled my hands from those wide hips to her sixty plus inches of online fame.
...TO BE CONTINUED.



        THUNDA - Under New Management Ch. 05

        Tried in the Court of Public Opinion-No Fucks Given!

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/thunda-under-new-management-ch-05

Title: THUNDA - Under New Management Ch. 05

Author: mondotoken

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Tried in the Court of Public Opinion-No Fucks Given!

Tags: badonkadunk, bigass, cheating, orgasm denial, creampie, facial, twerking, sloppy blowjob, black girl, bbw

Series: THUNDA - Under New Management


"Can't you two just, get along?"
"I'm gonna act like you didn't say that shit negro." Rashida gave my cheek a rough pinch getting a loud slap to her left buttock in response. My hand lingered groping big greedy handfuls of that halve big enough to be a separate big butt all by itself on a smaller woman.
"Hey, before we do that thing you want us to do; I wanna get in a few minutes of work." She half turned allowing me to play with the whole thing.
"I don't care as long as I get your girl; you can do whatever you want, but I'm gonna use you like a worm on a big fucking hook."
"You gonna go to jail."
"I ain't going to no fucking jail; that drinking straw built bitch got too much to lose and she laying up with your cousin right now."
"I don't care."
"But she does; you see her inflated fucking ego got old girl thinking she's the shit and that's why I'm gonna make her pop up for these motherfucking hands."
"You're gonna go to jail Rashida."
"Shut up or admit you're catching feelings dumbass; I'm starting to think you like crazy women fool."
"Fuck you."
"Later, now what're we doing?"
"Your social media bitch; come back into the kitchen and bring your iPhone please."
She dutifully followed me into the kitchen bringing a nice pair of matching canary yellow spike heels offset with lime green diamond shaped tips. It followed Rashida's penchant for the light and bright which offset her rich chocolate skin tone in perfect contrast.
She put them on becoming a half inch taller than me as I opened the freezer over the fridge removing a pint of ice cream. Rashida looked puzzled when I handed it to her leaving the door open as I took her phone opening up the camera.
"Oh, I get it daddy." She was quite intuitive with my creative process when it came to her online presentation.
I walked just out of the kitchen door as Rashida positioned herself behind the open upper fridge door obscuring her noggin. My model turned her back to me rewarding me with a view guaranteed to drive up her followers on social media. I got a few shots including a low camera angle closeup for the new scene I was formulating. This made her badonkadunk look positively gigantic actually casting a shadow over me.
"You really think I'd go to jail for giving her turkey neck a shake?"
"Is that even a question? I mean, you saw how fast she took off after beaning you in the chest with that fucking Slurpee."
I stood up as Rashida closed the door leaning against the countertop at an angle popping the lid on the pint of ice cream. I captured few dozen shots of her in action using a function on her phone as she retrieved a spoon from the dish rack.
Our symbiosis was perfect with both of us moving like we were of a single mindset as Rashida posed with the spoon stuck in the top of the pint holding it as if she had an endorsement. She stole a few bites as I got another staggering shot of her sixty plus inches of online fame pressed against the countertop in extreme closeup.
"Damn you are a superstar without even trying girl; look at this shot of your cake pressed up against that sink like it's trying to eat the fucking thing."
"You're inspired tonight, huh daddy?" Rashida approved of the zipper bursting shot.
"Enough to get in a quickie scene for my website; if you don't mind?"
"Well if you got my back legally speaking after I choke that lanky thot, we can do whatever you want." Rashida hooked a finger in her right bra cup letting a nipple come into view.
"Ain't no way I'd let you spend a night in fucking jail; fuck, I'll even call the bails bondsman before you start chunking on Takisha."
Rashida peeled both cups down letting me get a few shots for an impromptu photoset to be sold through one of her media outlets. She grabbed the waistline of my pants drawing me forward into a passionate kiss that was all too brief.
"You know, shit like this wouldn't happen if you didn't give every girl you meet the business; I mean, can't you dial it down a little. There should be levels to your fucking game because you're like, goddamn elite."
"Cut the bullshit."
"Nigga, I cum every time we hook up; I cum a lot cause you got that shit on lock, hands and the pene." Rashida took a spoonful of ice cream about to eat it but shoved the frigid treat into my mouth instead.
"Ah, you got me mixed up with my cousin." I joked as she ate a spoonful of pralines and cream smiling to herself looking at me with heavy lidded eyes and a half smirk.
"No, I think I've got you, just right daddy." Rashida cupped my package giving my balls an encouraging squeeze.
"Cut it out, you're making me wanna fuck; let's at least get some more content out of the way before we go there baby." Rashida chuckled handing me the pint of ice cream before using her thumbs to pull her brassiere up snapping the straps with a bit of flair.
"What's next?"
"A deep cut Rashida; remember the first time we hooked up?"
"We fucking in the bathroom again?"
"No stupid, I'm talking about that video I had you make with my phone on that selfie stick. Think you can do that shit again over there in the living room facing the kitchen, huh?"
"Of course."
"Well I don't see you doing it bitch-OW!! WHAT THE?!!" Rashida momentarily balled her fist up around my package making me double over. She deftly took the phone from my hand patting me on the cheek like the bully she used to be.
"Respect." She walked into the dining room reaching into a pile of junk mail and some plastic bags on the table producing a selfie stick. Rashida glanced back at me with a wink as she switched into the living room attaching her iPhone.
I watched my model muse get down at the edge of the living room entrance on all fours shoulders lower than her iconic derriere. Ms. Sikes knew she was a whole snack and then some as I shoved my hands in pockets smiling approvingly.
"You just want me to twerk?"
"And do that other thing you do so well." She looked confused for a moment caught up.
"What's that?"
"Talk shit." Rashida burst into hard laughter dipping her head tapping it on the carpet before regarding me again.
"ABOUT WHAT?!!"
"I don't know; talk shit to all the guys who watch your stuff, the brothers hawking you out in public, fuck Rashida, talk shit to everybody!! It's a promo, kind of like wrestling you goof!!"
Ms. Sikes assumed the position that made her internet famous crouching low with her chest riding the living room carpet, monster booty high above her shoulders.
The lively smile on her face even though I was looking spoke to our continued evolving relationship as mutual confidants, casual lovers, and business partners. Tonight I was going to blow up her social media and was planning a new shoot even as I watched her starting her routine.
Rashida looked like some lazing lioness with her arms folded under her chin while that monstrous thing wagged horizontally. It was a very slight movement that demonstrated the thickness of the buns, there ponderous nature with just enough rubbery jiggle to it when she wasn't trying. The wet clapping sound started to fill the area and adjacent dining room as she found something to talk about.
"Bitch what you want me to say, huh? You on one, you even know why? What do you want me to do, huh bitch? You know what I'm working with hoe; is that why you mad baby girl? Huh nigga?! Talk to me girlfriend? Let's have a motherfucking dialogue about why you're lacking! You wrong in the head bitch. What you want me to do about it when you're being performative darling? YOU'RE LACKING!! YOUR BOX IS TRASH!! ...and your man chose me hoe!! Yeah, you know a dog can't do nothing with a bone but bury it. Your nigga dining at the Y and you're crying bitch."
There was no doubt who Rashida was talking to and I wasn't going to say anything. Takisha would be triggered.
Rashida got into a proper doggy style position locking her arms popping and bucking like the seasoned professional she so obviously was. There was no music, so she was going off whatever was in her head while I'd already decided to use Snoop Dog's "Ain't No Fun" instrumental as background music for Thunda's heel promo.
Rashida was smiling all teeth encouraged by the look on my face as she reared up on her knees rolling her hips making her defined abdomen undulate like a well trained belly dancer. She drew her arms in tight to the sides rolling her shoulders bobbing her head making me laugh outloud. She raised a brow at my mirth.
"WHAT?!!"
"Nothing, what're you dancing to in your head Rashida?"
"Ain't No Fun by Snoop; what else would I be dancing to, huh fool?!!" The symbiosis was that real.
I laughed even harder as she continued her routine for another five minutes. There was no way I was telling her about our coincidence. Rashida was one hell of an exotic dancer, even with no club experience. In that moment my muse triggered my partially dormant creative streak.
"Wanna take this shit further?"
"Sure daddy!" Rashida was game as I offered a hand pulling her to her feet.
I left her there invading my cousin's room for an item from his distant past.
In Jaquan's high school days, a bunch of fake friends convinced my dim bulb relative that he could be a rapper. Actually they were trying to capitalize off his natural connection with the beautiful ladies on campus. Of course this didn't work out when my auntie was involved verbally crushing that imprinted aspiration with an epic black mamma dress down when asked to finance a demo.
The only remnant of that dream was a wireless microphone.
"What're you gonna do with that microphone." Rashida was puzzled.
"Nothing bitch; you're gonna do it."
"Huh?!"
She watched me connect the mic to Jaquan's premium sound system arms folded until I clicked it on testing things out getting some loud audible feedback before adjusting the feed. Rashida facepalmed when I started connecting her iPhone to a stand so that my hands would be free. I needed to have a full range of motion to pull off the stunt.
"ARE YOU FOR REAL NEGRO?!!" Her eyes were alive acknowledging my intent.
"Got-dammit Rashida; what's your motherfucking name?"
"Rashida Sikes; you just said my name bruh."
"What's your REAL NAME bitch?"
"THUNDA!!!" She screamed in my face pointblank wholly motivated pivoting on her heel facing her super donk in my direction. I thrust my hand into the camera frame brandishing the microphone aimed at her monstrous buttocks. Rashida knew what was being asked, dare I say demanded of her at that precise moment in time.
Thunda began popping that thing as fast and hard as she could making it sound like a basketball was being dribbled with IMAX level sound quality. The resultant vibration from Jaquan's sound system sent shockwaves through the house and likely a city block or two.
The camera caught everything and I could make edits as needed as Rashida stopped having actually worked up a decent sweat. I quickly turned down the sound system hoping it was okay looking at my muse with a wry grin.
"What now?" Rashida asked.
"I need to get some additional footage with my equipment; I'm gonna be out for ten to fifteen minutes so be ready when I get back."
"What's gonna happen when you get back?"
"We'll take it to the next level; are you working tomorrow?"
"No, why?"
"Well consider yourself on a shoot from here on out girl; we're gonna make some magic together." There was no doubt she didn't believe me, but Rashida couldn't help putting a hand on her wide hip smirking.
"We do THAT all the time daddy."
"Shut up, I'm gonna leave your phone mounted on the tripod; why don't you do another promo while I'm out getting this footage and a supply or two." I snapped up one of my cameras from the tote I'd brought over with my gaming pc.
Rashida probably expected me to jump her bones considering our chemistry but knew when I was invested. I didn't look back leaving the house with my camera attached to the chest harness.
I took off running down the block filming continuously going about a block and a half over getting the establishing shots I wanted with no problem. My phone started ringing with Jaquan's number just as I reached a neighborhood convenience store.
"What's up cuz?"
"This ain't Jaquan asshole." It was Takisha sounding predictably triggered after her run-in with Rashida. She was speaking in hushed tones as I collected myself.
"Yeah, so what do you want?"
"Why do you talk to me like that? Oh you don't care now; is that it, huh? Your cousin is taking a shower right now...because we just got through doing it."
"Cool, what can I do for you Takisha?" I didn't miss a beat talking up an asteroid of grey rock parrying her intended emotional attack.
"OH YOU'RE STILL TALKING TO ME LIKE I'M NOTHING, HUH?! I fucked your cousin, REALLY GOOD and you wanna act like you don't give a fuck, right? He's got a BIG ASS DICK unlike your little worm. I can hardly walk after he just got through making sweet love to me all afternoon."
"Early evening."
"What?"
"Well technically you showed up over here around five, so there's no way he could've been fucking you all afternoon Takisha. When I fucked you in his garage it was about thirty minutes to eleven, and if you fucked him after that it means that you took a break to come back over here throw a drink at Rashida and nope out with your tiddies hanging out while he was waiting for you to get back. So uh, technically he's been fucking you since about six or seven in the evening, right?"
"What's that got to do with anything?"
"Well, I just thought you should get it right about the time frame and all Takisha; so, what do you want? I'm kind of busy right now."
"FUCKING THAT FAT COW, RIGHT?!!" Takisha snarled almost sounding as if she were groaning into my cousin's phone. I was chuckling honestly at the sound of her misplaced rage before answering.
"Takisha, I fuck Rashida all the time. We've been doing it for a while now; it's so hard finding someone who knows how to take care of you properly; know what I'm saying girl?"
She was breathing hard into the phone sounding like she was slobbering all over it from her end.
"YOU WERE LUCKY TO GET ME!!" Takisha snarled.
"Yeah sure whatever; hey put my cousin on the phone. I need to talk to him about getting some yard work done and I wanted to know if he still wanted to use that same old company his mom used or get somebody new."
Takisha started blubbering.
"Oh sorry, guess it's not a good time; I'll see him when he gets home girl. Have a good night, I've got to get back to Rashida, she's awesome." I hung up in her face as I opened the door finding the Sikh counter guy there behind the register.
"HEY BRO, WHAT'S UP?!!" I waved walking down the aisle of cheap goods finding three good bottles of baby oil for my shoot and an empty spray bottle to be used in combination with the items purchased.
I stopped at the cooler picking up a tall can of beer and a couple of hard lemonades.
After purchasing all of my items, I hung back outside the store to chug down the tall can of beer and kick it until my heart rate went down. A few cars passed by at the end of Jaquan's odd residential street which ended on an angle leading to a bigger street and a freeway entrance some odd five minutes away.
"Brought some hard lemonade!" I yelled running into the house letting the thick steel screen door slam behind me.
Rashida was surprised standing in the open door to the bathroom doing her plush lips with a lipstick brush. I'd interrupted her in the process of redoing her makeup for the shoot or me, maybe both. Minnie Riperton's "Lovin' You" was wafting through the house as she glanced at me with an inviting smile.
Her relaxed posture and demeanor unexpectedly had an effect on me that I wasn't keen on sharing. I walked into the kitchen putting my haul on the counter. I unpacked the oil as she joined me standing in the doorway to the kitchen.
"If I knew you were gonna buy all that oil; I wouldn't have done my face again."
"I like your face baby."
"But you like my ass better, right?" Rashida opinioned.
I went to her with a deep lingering kiss gently cupping a breast. Her hand rose covering mine but I drew back feeling weird like I had a stuffy nose or something. Rashida cupped my chin making me want to run away and lock myself in my cousin's bedroom, but I didn't move.
"I ain't gonna ask; but you know my bed is always there for you."
"I know." I mumbled half under my breath.
My hands were handling her small waist as she leaned into the door frame staring intently into my face. I was glad to have her as a friend along with all the obvious perks of our situation. I forced a smile running my hands up her sides cupping her boobs again only to have Rashida cover them again with her own. I knew I could fuck her on the spot, but I didn't.
"Ready for phase two girl?"
"Yeah." Rashida answered in a faux childish tone nibbling on her pointer finger. She could be cute in her own way despite her overly masculine nature normally. I think she was actively working to distract me however she could manage.
"Come on outside to the backyard." I took her hand as she dropped the act.
"BACKYARD?!! WAIT A MINUTE WITH THAT SHIT!!"
"Trust me."
It took me a lot of coddling and heated talk finally getting Rashida out into the backyard. The minute we entered the backyard she shoved her hand into my pocket balling her fist up full of the material. My hands were full resulting in us exchanging glances face to face.
"What're you doing?"
"Putting my claim in daddy; if you want me to do some freaky shit out here in front of Jaquan's neighbors then you gonna come up out of these pants negro. You ain't putting me on blast without giving a little back."
"A little?" I smirked raising an eyebrow.
"You so stupid." Rashida did a perfect open legged squat drawing my pants and underwear down not surprised when my spoiled tumescence popped up to greet her with an uppercut to the chin.
Before I could say anything, Rashida was already blowing me in sloppy fashion with my captured balls obscuring her thumb and forefinger. She was working fast bobbing her head back and forth with these hungry sounding grunts and whines intermingled with her rather masculine sounding grunts.
She went after me looking right into the chest mounted camera making complete eye contact acting for her audience with a wink and a stuffed smile. Her right fist joined in the fray sliding wetly along my shaft with audible slickness. I was caught off guard.
"Shit girl, I'm cumming already." I warned just above a whisper lest our neighbors be alerted to our salacious activities.
The yard was bordered on both sides by pretty high walls, one a really high picket fence favored by a veteran military neighbor while the opposite brick wall was just high enough that someone would have to climb up there to peer into Jaquan's backyard.
Rashida responded to my verbal cue by taking my balls into her mouth sucking hard before applying the flicking tip of her tongue underneath to my taint. I gasped like the air had been sucked out of me cupping the side of her face.
A thick wad exploded in her mouth followed by two more as she doubled down vacuum sucking me with enough manic passion to make me want to scrap the shoot and ball the stuffing out of her until the cows came home.
Rashida opened her full mouth allowing my jizz to flown down her chin like a waterfall as watery bursts glazed her lips and cheek before a final thick paste-like wad shot across the bridge of her nose. I was gassed as Rashida swallowed my load feeling good about herself.
"Like that shit, didn't you?" She gloated having uncharacteristically made me cum in less than ten minutes.
"I was just gonna film you twerking in the darkness." I admitted.



"WHAT?!" There was a bit of silence in the yard as she knelt in front of me with a righteous facial. For the briefest of seconds I could swear I heard crickets.
"Yeah, I wanted to capture you out here because of the overhead streetlights.
There's this really cool orangish glow from the pole in the alley over there behind Jaquan's garage. I bought all of this oil to spray you down because it wouldn't be feasible shooting it in the house. I'm gonna slow down the twerk in slow motion on my editing bay Rashida."
Her face was still in frame completely spoiled with my jizz.
"Right." Rashida got up storming across the yard going into the house signified as always by the overly loud slamming of the heavy security screen door.
"Uhm, that could've gone better." Almost on cue, my phone started ringing predictably with Takisha's assumed number.
"Hello who is this?"
"You know who this is motherfucker." She was whispering.
"How'd you get my number; I didn't give it to you?" There was a moment of pregnant silence before she spoke.
"I got it out of your cousin's phone; why does he have you listed as the Educated Simp?"
"Oh really; that's cool Takisha. What do you want?"
"Come on, you don't have to be mean to me. I'm uh, sorry about hitting your girlfriend with that ICEE. Ain't that what you're mad at me about? I mean, uhm can't we just act nice to one another? I don't want it to be like this. I uh, well you're different and uhm, I was hoping we could like, talk some time. I like you; I mean it. Really like you."
"Why are you fucking my cousin?" There was another long silence as she tried to figure out a way of explaining herself which I considered needless and a moot point.
"You've got a side piece."
"No I don't."
"Yes you do."
"No, I don't." I responded more forcefully.
"YES-YOU DO!" Takisha returned even more forcefully. It almost felt as if she would emerge from my trusty android. There was no doubt she would try to rewrite things in her favor verbally if I let her.
"Like it matters and Rashida is my really good friend." I replied offhandedly.
"Well Jaquan is my REALLY GOOD friend." She retorted full of jealous attitude.
"Takisha he's my cousin."
"So."
"You wanted to use me sexually so you dumped him not even forty eight hours ago; I fucked you like you wanted and now you wanna act like we're talking or something. You came looking for sex today and I gave you what you wanted, but now you want to be so uh... controlling. Did I mention Jaquan is my fucking cousin, Takisha?"
"Don't make me the bad guy, you took the pussy. You didn't say no or anything and then you fucked me so hard on your cousin's couch. I almost pissed on myself from that shit and you fucked me just as hard today too. Don't be performative when you obviously loved it. What, so my ass ain't big enough for you like that Rashida cow, huh?!!"
"Don't yell at me."
"Who's yelling?!! I just asked you a question; now are you gonna tell me that you prefer a morbidly obese bloated bitch like that over someone like me, huh? Did you forget what I did to you in that motherfucking garage? You loved every bit of it and you know you wanted to fuck me some more! What, I can't get you to do my laundry too, huh? Now you wanna be faithful to your bitch; is that what you're saying to me? Fuck that black blimp."
"You are so rude."
"STOP PLAYING WITH ME!!"My ears ended up ringing as she shouted.
"Oh my gawd, I'm so glad I didn't get mixed up with you Takisha; you're toxic as fuck."
"WAIT-!!"
I hung up in her face directing all of her calls to voicemail instead of outright blocking her. I intended to casually drag things out further as multiple prompts on my phone indicated she was continuously calling. I took a seat in the backyard on a plastic lawn chair intending to remove the chest harness containing my camera.
Rashida reappeared wearing a robe wrapped around her super curvy body face sans makeup. We exchanged glances as I shrugged not knowing what to say.
"You got a funny ass look on your face; did that anorexic thot call you or something?" I rolled my eyes not wanting to be in this forced "love" triangle.
"Not talking; you want me to apologize for the blow job thing, right?"
"Shit man, can't you tell when a girl wants to work? I figured you ain't let me down so far, so uh, I'll twerk it for you but we've got to be quiet, okay?"
"Rashida?"
"What daddy?" She drew back letting the sash on her robe go lax revealing the nudity underneath. Her breasts were bared and her abdomen down to her navel making me recall Takisha's rueful insults.
This woman was a physical specimen of innate sexuality, and my friend.
"What is your name?"
Rashida smiled getting my meaning letting the robe drop to the grass revealing her birthday suit in its entirety.
I had the filled bottle of baby oil ready in hand squirting its contents on said nudity until she was glistening in the orangish glow of the over head streetlight above Jaquan's garage. Rashida rubbed the oil into her hyper-curvy figure starting to shine bright. Some of the liquid was even applied to her face.
"My name is Thunda."
I got what I wanted in that backyard filming her loud thunderous mating dance for our audience mentally editing it all together as we worked.
Rashida let go twerking harder than I'd even seen before getting some spectacular splashes of the oily liquid continuously being drizzled down her cavernous rear cleavage. I used a bottle and a half during the shoot with a spare ready to go when we finished up in the backyard. I'd bought some towels outside offering them to Rashida to wipe down, but she tossed them to me instead.
"Clean up your mess." She softly chided.
"Yes ma'am."
This shoot was the highlight of a very trying day as Rashida stood there letting me wipe up the excess oil covering her body just sort of smiling as I got my sanctioned perv on. She even accommodated me raising her arms in the air as I worked her underarms before pirouetting turning her backside facing me.
She knew what she was doing now making me wish I'd hooked up with her instead of Mintzy that fateful night. Somehow I ended up on my knees kissing and running my tongue over the rounded curve of a hip as she palmed the back of my head.
"I think you should kiss the front." Rashida turned facing me fully giving me an up close and personal of her bare mound.
I didn't waste any time attacking it like it was my last meal not realizing I was still filming the whole thing.
"Damn, now you're spoiling me daddy."
"Want me to do it all night?" I offered getting a wide eyed look from Rashida before her eyes narrowed in discernment of my true motive whether I realized it or not.
"Don't we have a shoot to do?" She answered charitably.
"Yeah, I guess so; you go on back in the house while I clean up out here and toss these towels in the wash. Be in there in a minute, okay?" I wrapped the robe around her shoulders looking at her face trying my best to manufacture some sort of reassuring expression.
Rashida didn't say anything leaving me alone in the yard.
I picked up everything taking my time hoping she would be asleep when I decided to come inside the house. The sound of the washer going was a godsend muffling my labored sobbing. I glanced down at the floor noticing something sticking out from between the machines. I snatched it up examining the rectangular patch of denim.
It was a pair of ridiculously homemade daisy duke booty shorts. There was no doubt as to why Rashida had never worn them in my presence.
"Well goddamn Shazam."
I half skipped into the house.
Those daisy dukes hit the floor along with my jaw.
She was there on the carpet just inside the living room alcove entrance knees and palms planted flat on this tie dye beach towel. My backup bottle of baby oil was off to the side outside the dining room with a third of its slick contents missing; rather used expeditiously.
Every bit of her was glistening in the partial darkness of Jaquan's living room.
Off to the side on the opposite side of the doorway, she'd set up a ring light proving herself a quick study of my methods managing to provide enough illumination not to take away from her dark skin tone, that rich chocolate I loved so much along with her growing legion of fans. At once I was so hard, it hurt just looking at her.
Rashida Sikes knew me like the back of her hand.
"Keep the camera on daddy; come get some buns. I need you to finish waxing them for me. Can you do that?" She was working at being purposely seductive recalling a conversation we'd had some days earlier.
Rashida's inherent misgivings about her own sexual standing with me were clear. She wanted to do something, create some signature experience between us to match, dare I say surpass her contemporaries.
My sexual past and present was not only effecting me, but her as well now that we were spending a lot of time together. At my best, I was kind of serving as her unofficial fairy step-father rebuilding a life I'd turned on its head and helping her to a new start without the narcissistic training wheels.
Rashida rocked back and forth on her haunches staring.
"Fuck whatever you want daddy; fuck as hard as you want for as long as you want. Just make sure you film it so I can watch it over and over again. I want something to masturbate to when you're not around."
"Oh really?" I raised an eyebrow at her dirty talk almost chortling at its unnatural sound.
"DAMN, JUST PLAY ALONG FOOL!!" Rashida broke character for a moment, then remembered herself.
I dropped my pants eager to get at her noticing her doubletake at the state of my tumescence. I think she was surprised at my lust for her after all the times we'd hooked up since getting over the sexual hump some time ago in that bathroom.
My cock loved every bit of her and it was personally liberating being able to be with her on site whenever we crossed paths. The memory of her being thuggish and emotionally abusive towards me in those early days before we hooked up had become a distant memory.
"Oh yeah that's it baby; give me what I need. I've been feigning for your dick all day. Fuck me good, fuck me right."
I pushed softly against her peach finding it parted welcoming me inside her juicy confines. Rashida was dripping, sopping wet inside feeling narrower than I was accustomed to as I got enough inside before hitting the back.
Her cunt was partially shallow made just right for someone like me while my cousin who'd slept with her admitted liking the friction and struggle to stuff her full with his certified twelve inches. I fit perfectly enough with just a bit of my shaft above the root still outside. Thunda's cheeks made up for the rest sandwiching what was left.
Her froggy style posture left her huge back porch resting right in my lap impaled to the gills. Instead of waiting for me to start moving, Rashida began rowing her butt back and forth agonizingly slow, methodical even. I was kneeling behind her sitting on my own haunches, my posture necessary to get a proper shot of her from the back.
The camera mounted on my chest would provide the viewing audience with a rather inclusive POV experience.
My eyes caught it for a fleeting second. Then it returned as she began to pick up a bit of speed making me focus intently on it.
Motion ripple.
Right there at the top of her crack, that cavernous rear cleavage that informed the two enormous halves of her sixty plus inches of online fame.
Another motion ripple, bigger this time as she began to bounce in my lap with a more lively tempo. Rashida knew how to arch her back deeply making her butt look that much bigger.
She was a natural to the camera plying her trade with no shame to her game unlike earlier. Initially she'd taken to camming to make ends meet on the sly after quitting her job in frustration with way too many thirsty coworkers and other issues.
A misguided rival outed Rashida to her then boyfriend who ended up forcing her to "perform" on cam for her audience.
Worst part about it, when all was revealed she didn't get the satisfaction of smiting her enemy instead losing in a one-sided street fight that saw her humiliated before the neighborhood.
Her psyche was fractured further after aiding a perceived friend in a campaign of emotional terrorism only to find out later that woman's hands were in her pocket robbing her blind. This revelation left her bereft of direction as she saw it, but I'd ended up assuming that void in her life.
"Hey?"
"Yeah Rashida?"
"You're with me, right?" She sounded concerned but it was all for naught as I stared at her face blinking profusely.
"Do you even have to ask?"
I let go of the fact that a camera was still attached to my chest hovering over Rashida cupping her sticky pert breasts for a hearty pinch. Her eyes became slits as her body language kept me honest and on point.
Her money maker pressed into my lap gently pushing back into my original position with Rashida assuming a crouch. Her sixty plus inches of online fame bounced in my lap like a plaything made of the most buoyant rubber.
The wet clapping sound filled my ears as she thumped the back of her cunt fucking herself to distraction with my cock.
Rashida was different in a way that some would describe as being "hood" but I saw through that to an innate demureness that informed her actions in direct conflict with her ego. I'd worked hard intentionally and otherwise to gain her trust on some level before we hooked up; but we both knew I'd never had a chance with her if not for an endorsement from a "friend" who tried me out first.
These days, the floodgates were wide open.
"UN DADDY!! UN-UN!! OH FUCK IT GOOD!!" Rashida groaned loud cutting through the darkness as I began thrusting up into her cunt. I leaned back a little maintaining the shot as more motion ripples radiated from that singular point at the height of her gluteal cleft blooming spectacularly.
Pretty soon the whole of that gigantic black heart was shaking, vibrating, jiggling all over the place as we found a symbiosis clapping together. Perspiration intermingled with copious amounts of baby oil splashed all over the place as I gutted her passionately. There were goosebumps all over her biceps, back and buttocks as Rashida rolled her shoulders feeling it everywhere.
I wished I's set up a camera on her opposite side to catch her bouncing tits.
"YEAH!! THAS IT!! FUCK ME SO GOOD DADDY!! OH YEAH!! FUCK!! KEEP TAPPIN THAT SHIT!! OH YEAH!!!" Rashida's masculine sounding groans had this haunting quality to them as rivulets of sweat ran into my eyes. I had to grab handfuls of her hips fingertips disappearing into their lushness to keep from toppling over. I straightened up kneeling behind Rashida as that butt started slamming backwards into me.
She had this unique way of dipping her lower back as she reared backward into my thrusting pelvis. It was a deep arch caught perfectly on camera POV.
"About to cum, girl." I moaned softly knowing I'd be able to mute the verbal cue with editing software.
"WAX ALL OF THIS ASS!! I WANNA GET MARKED DADDY!! CUM ALL OVER THIS MONSTER!!" Rashida groaned expertly popping her hips dislodging my prick as she faceplanted on the carpet. The reason for the beach towel underneath us became apparent as she rolled and bucked popping those hips getting the same loud clapping sound she'd performed in Jaquan's backyard earlier.
The sight of that massive chocolate dipped heart bopping, undulating and twerking triggered an eruption.
Several thick ropes of milky cum began streaking Rashida's humongous buns while she kept it up coaxing a massive load out of me. I barely even registered the distressed groan of my own sounding like I'd been shanked as I hosed down both of those individually teardrop shaped cheeks.
In the end Rashida lay there gasping as my glazed spunk ran off her online sixty inches of online fame, some deep inside her rear cleavage. Her peach was frosted over. Rashida was laying on the beach towel legs spread apart looking as if she were making a face down snow angel.
"Yeah, sometimes you just need to uh, let it out; right?"
She sounded weary knowing I was kneeling there surveying the damage. I stopped short of palming her cheeks, but she seemed to sense my hand hovering giving her butt a horizontal wiggle making it jiggle and splash some of our intermingled juices. I laid beside her on the towel.
"I like it when you feel good baby; I like making you feel good." My hand was rubbing, slathering, and massaging my spunk into her cheeks as Rashida cooed.
"Why?"
"I like watching you cum; I-mean I like it when my partner cums first but you're special."
"Oh yeah, what makes me special, huh daddy?"
"The way we met and the way we hooked up that first time after all the drama. Rashida, you're the reason why I started learning to use my hands and fingers on the women I sleep with. Our uh, old friend made me go down on her the first time we slept together like it was expected."
Rashida stirred turning her face in my direction surprised when I mentioned the unmentionable.
"I learned about eating a woman like a ripe piece of fruit from her because I thought that's how someone that looked like her needed to be pleased. She never said as much, even got mad at me for doing "that" when she wanted to be fucked one time. But you, every time I think about that cramped bathroom wrestling with you over that phone...well, that does it for me. Once I got those fingers inside; well you know baby."
"Why you gotta bring up that embarrassing shit?" Her eyes looked away while she smiled biting her lower lip.
"Sorry but you uh, gave me this supposed BDE Rashida; the way you reacted when I fingered you."
"Yeah so?!" The dimples at the end of her smile told me how she felt about the memory as my fingertips pressed against her slick opening. She was slowly starting to react to the continued caressing of her privacy.
"If it wasn't for you; I'd probably suck at sex; did you ever think about that?"
"You just trying to make me feel good."
"Yeah but not in the way you're talking about." My fingers were slowly creeping inside her already at the knuckle. Her brown eyes fluttered registering my overture on the sly. Rashida started huffing with a hand on my side.
"Lay on your back; we're gonna make another blowjob video." I was smiling like a goof too as she reached over snagging a couch pillow to cradle the back of my head.
Rashida ended up kowtowing beside my waistline using both hands to handle and cradle my endowment. If the camera wasn't there on my chest right in front of my face, I would've forgot its existence. She took most of me in her mouth with a continual sucking inversion of her cheeks making sweet love to my cock.
I just let go giving Rashida everything she wanted whining and squealing with my toes curling uncontrollably. My left hand feverishly rubbed the ridiculous curve of her massive supple buttocks. There was no doubt she just wanted to make me cum.
I found a fleeting thought of Takisha's own patented penchant for bottomless head as Rashida let my prick pop free revealing a deluge of precum and saliva running down my shaft over her hands. She watched my reaction.
Rashida buried my cock in her mouth again satisfied with whatever she saw written all over my face vacuuming those cheeks harder than before. Our sexual interludes had become exploratory on some level with each trying to find new ways of pleasing one another.
She went further engulfing my endowment harder eventually gagging up my cock now covered with her foamy looking spit up. Rashida went into my favorite froggy style position this time to cater more to my cock than anything else.



"Damn girl I love the way you look doing that shit; I wanna fuck you all night like I should've been doing since I got here. Damn bitch, I wanna empty my balls before I leave here! You're gonna have to toss me up outta here or I might take you with me! KEEP SUCKING!! AW SHIT KEEP SUCKING ON THAT DICK BABY!! DAMN!! DAMN GIRL!!"
Rashida's lips pressed into my mound held there until she was forced to relent coughing hard. Her right fist was balled up under my balls with everything bulging over its top. She pressed a hand to her chest, handling me just watching.
"Sorry daddy."
"WHAT?!!" I was confused as she applied pressure squeezing hard.
"Ah, that's enough I'm tired." Rashida playfully wagged my cock starting to chortle as I realized the karmic prank.
"RASHIDA, no you don't...why're you gonna do that shit?"
"Maybe you should get me a pizza puff, some steak fries, and a pint of fucking pralines ice cream." My earlier misdeeds were thrown back in my face as she bounded over me running into her room situated on the other side of Daisy Kelly's.
I was left with an angry boner while she guffawed from her little rented cubbyhole.
"Bitch." I eventually got up from the floor picking up the house between the living and dining room getting dressed to put the soiled beach towel in the wash for the night.
My eyes settled on the daisy dukes on the floor near the short stairwell leading out of Jaquan's house. I picked them up raising an eye towards Rashida's room. The door curtain was drawn and quite obviously locked. She correctly expected me to rush in and ravage her.
But we were on different time tables as I looked at my phone setting an alarm.
There were seventy five unanswered calls from Takisha along with a plethora of texts some with pics attached.
I deleted them without hesitation before editing together an epic teaser with some of the footage shot.
I made a point of putting my phone on vibrate before drifting off on Jaquan's new couch. Just before I fell asleep, I chuckled at the thought of my cousin having the carpet ripped out of the living room because I'd boned Rashida there too.
Rashida's snores echoed throughout the house.
"Bitch need a cpap machine."
[DARKNESS]
***********************************************************************************************************
"HUH?"
My phone was pressed against my face buzzing intently with an incoming call as I found it just after five in the morning. It was a number I didn't recognize making me feel as if Takisha had a burner phone or something.
"Hello?"
"Hey, sorry to bother you this early in the morning, but you are, the Educated Simp, right?" Some guy with a smooth silky sounding voice was in my ear at once as my brow furrowed.
"WHO IS THIS?!!"
"This is Sly from the 96K-Jay, the last remaining bastion of real urban music in the Midwest, that smooth silk that pays it forward along with my cohost Sidney right here in the American diaspora. You're on the early morning show brother because enquiring minds want to know."
"Are you for real; is this a joke?" I wasn't in the mood laying on Jaquan's new couch which turned out not to be as comfortable as his original.
"No brother, this is the real deal with all the sex appeal and we're on a mission this morning." I heard some additional voices in the background starting to wake up further.
"Oh really?" I reached down on the floor switching on Jaquan's sound system with his universal remote. My voice filled the house for an instant prompting me to lower the volume considerably.
There wasn't any real danger of waking the heavy sleeping Ms. Sikes in the other room.
"You're gonna have to turn your volume down bruh." Another guy chimed in while I was still pointing the remote at the system.
"Way ahead of you; so what's up?"
"First things first, are you really the Educated Simp?"
"Yeah."
"COME ON MY KING; IS THAT REALLY YOUR NAME?!!" A female voice cut into the conversation loud and obnoxious. I listened to the local station on occasion a few times but had faded out over the past year in favor of other platforms.
I remembered these guys did a livestream on social media switching on my cousin's television bringing up the simulcast on You Tube.
"Yeah that what they call me."
"WHAT'S YOUR REAL NAME?!!" She cut in again irritating me as I started to sit upright clicking on their live stream lighting up the darkened room.
"That's the only name I'm gonna give, now state your business or we're done."
I had nothing to lose as I found them on my television sitting in their cramped studio.
Sly was this older dude that favored Russel Wilson in the face with eyes hidden behind a pair of bedazzled shades while the rest of his gear was a pedestrian track suit. Sidney his cohost was wearing a fluffy yellow tracksuit at least from the waist up with a matching yellow bucket hat with numerous pins and buttons adorning it.
She was this female with a horse face done no favors by the red lipstick on her big lips matching big button earrings.
"Hey my man, we ain't got to bring that energy in the studio this morning. Whether you believe it or not, we're on a mission to help you out. We've been hearing some things about you, so we wanted to try and see if we could help you work it out."
"Oh really, and what is that Sly?"
"DAMN RELAX MY KING; JUST CHILL THAT ENERGY, GEEZ!!" Sydney cut in again intriguing me more than anything else as I decided to capitulate.
"Alright but only if you raise your right arm."
"WHAT?!!"
"Raise your right arm Sydney, and we can talk." I had the television muted watching the reactions of the people sitting around the table with numerous mics in their faces. It looked like a bunch of people hanging out to me as she shrugged at her cohost onscreen.
I watched everyone prompt her to hold up her arm as my ear was filled with laughter and peer commentary.
"Sydney, yellow must be your favorite color, but that's a bit much, don't you think?" I was almost fully awake watching as she glanced around even looking over her shoulder.
"AW HELL NAW!!" Some porch monkey looking guy commented getting some serious laughter while I interjected.
"I'm watching your show on the You Tube live; don't panic." The panel bust into more laughter until they were quieted down by Sly.
"Hey brother we good and all; but this is my show and you're on the spot; get off my girl Sydney over here. We're trying to pay it forward and help you out with your girl."
"My girl?" I facepalmed realizing what was going on and my culpability in it.
"You know Takisha, right?"
I hesitated making some of the goons around him snicker and comment about Takisha's probable homeliness. One of the guys I recognized as a benchwarmer from our local basketball team was getting admonished by a female that looked like a literal stripper sitting on his lap.
"I, know of her, yes." Sly and Sydney exchanged glances before continuing. Domino's "Sweet Potato Pie" was playing low in the background as some sort of mood music for the radio segment.
"What, she messy or something brother; you don't wanna claim her man?!!" This other guy a portly b-list comedian cut into the conversation getting more laughter.
"Is she on this line?"
"YEAH!"
"Tell her to send you her social media and ask me that fucking question again." I didn't know if I this was my fifteen minutes of fame, but I was taking it regardless on my terms whether they hung up or not.
"HEY SISTER, CAN YOU HOOK US UP?!!" This guy was maximum bluster and bravado yelling his request into the microphone as one of the other women playfully tussled with him.
An intern appeared briefly giving a thumbs up sign while these guys continued the conversation.
"YOU DON'T WANNA CLAIM HER BUT YOU GOTTA STUNT!!" Sydney accused.
"Please ma'am; I just wanna make a point." I was three steps ahead of them already as Takisha's disembodied voice filled my ears.
"WHY'RE YOU ALWAYS TREATING ME LIKE THIS?!! YOU WON'T EVEN TELL ME YOUR NAME!!" She was either putting on an Oscar worthy performance or legitimately distraught as I got up walking to my cousin's bedroom door cracking it open for a peek.
Jaquan was sound asleep wearing an eye mask as I pulled the door closed quietly.
"You know my name Takisha."
"THAT DUMBASS NICKNAME?!!"
"That's what they call me; didn't I tell you that already." I was talking casually watching the studio on my cousin's flat screen as Sly cut into our budding drama.
"Come on bruh, you've got a really nice lady here twisted up in knots over you; take it from me, that player act gets tired after a while. You ain't gonna be young forever and you might look back on this and find some regret." He was speaking from the heart but misguided as I continued calculating.
"Did she send you her social media, a link?"
"TOLD YOU THE FEMALE IS TORE UP!! WHY ELSE WOULD THE YOUNG BROTHER PIPE UP LIKE DAT?!!" The comedian was unsuccessfully shushed as Takisha took offense.
"SHUT YOUR FAT ASS UP!!"
"AW NOW SISTA, YOU DON'T WANT ME TO GO IN ON YOU LITTLE GIRL!! YOU AIN'T CAME UP OFF NO PICS!! THIS BROTHER MIGHT BE JUSTIFIED!!!" This guy was full of bluster wholly bombastic as several of the people in their cramped studio gave him high fives.
"Hold up, I'm getting some pics right now from Takisha. Let's take a look at this young lady and see why the brother's so reluctant. Let's have a look at your girl here."
Everybody sort of got quiet as Sly leaned forward looking at a monitor in front of him while Sydney did the same. On the opposite side of the panel the comedian had a monitor which everyone crowded around.
I noticed a visible reaction to Takisha's submitted pics with the studio quiet for a few moments with the comedian speaking up first.
"BRUH?!! BRUH, MY NIGGA THIS AIN'T LOOKING GOOD RIGHT HERE NOW!! THE GIRL IS FUCKING FINE!!!"
"36D-26-36, five foot eleven inches bare footed, six plus in heels former all state volley and basketball player at my school, fucking modeling lingerie since I was in high school; and I teach kindergarten classes too down at a charter. Can you believe how this guy treats me? Can you believe he'd rather lay up with morbidly obese hood rats instead of having a proper relationship with me? Won't even tell me his fucking name after sleeping with me two times!!"
Takisha was heartened making her case in public as I leaned back watching the live with a smile forming on my lips.
"DAMN!!" A graphic was shown on the channel revealing Takisha's pics to their viewing audience.
There were three in all, nuclear thirst traps. One depicted Takisha wearing a men's shirt and nothing else posing on a bed wearing a pair of glasses pretending to read as she supposedly waited for someone to arrive. The second obviously came from a catalogue with her in a skimpy bra and panty set flashing a million dollar smile while the last sealed the deal in dramatic fashion.
Takisha was seen facing away from the camera topless in what appeared to be a hot spring. She was standing under this waterfall with the heated stream cascading down her slim thick body.
She was looking seductively over her shoulder but the eye was drawn to her tight round bubbled butt and the skintight sherbert orange bikini stretched across said butt as visible steam rose from the water.
Those pics were large graphics on the screen eliciting various reactions along the lines of shock and awe.
"BRUH!" The comedian cut in already getting laughter after making some sort of gesture like he was adjusting himself in his pants. Takisha sent a fourth pic, a selfie with a time stamp killing all doubt she was the girl in the previous photos as I started grinning like a jackal.
"THAT'S WIFEY MATERIAL RIGHT THERE!!" Some guy, probably a rapper continued.
"Be cool with that stuff, we're still trying to help this couple out." Sydney cut in looking perplexed due to Takisha's visual appearance ignoring her noxious behavior.
"WHY?!! IF HE DON'T WANT HER, I'LL SNAP DAT RIGHT UP!! HELL, I'LL PAY HER TO PUT ON THAT LINGERIE AND WALK AROUND MY CRIB!!" Explosive laughter erupted in the studio while I watched satisfied with their reaction.
"Chill."
"ASK HIM WHY HE WANTS TO DOG ME OUT!! LOOK AT ME!! HE DON'T HAVE NO RESPECT AND HE WON'T EVEN TELL ME HIS NAME!!" Takisha's voice exploded in my ear making it ring as I noticed some of the people huddling before the comedian piped up again in more subdued tones.
"Uh sister; you're uh, a "REAL" woman, right?"
"BASTARD!! I'M A REAL WOMAN ALRIGHT?!! A FUCKING CIS-GENDERED FEMALE!! YOU WANT PROOF, I'LL GIVE YOU PROOF WITH YOUR BUM ASS!!"
Everyone was fall out laughing while Sly remained static having lost control of his morning show. He knew a good thing when he saw it along with Sydney as Takisha sent a fifth pic. Everyone crowded around their monitors taking a look. I noticed Sydney and a few of the females do a doubletake as Sly spoke up.
"Takisha, we didn't ask you to send us that kind of a pic." Sydney was shaking her head admonishing Takisha as the comedian cut in again.
"HEY SLY, YOU GOTTA DO YOUR THANG BECAUSE OF THE STATION, BUT SEND ME THAT SHIT!! THE KAT IS EXCELLENT MY NIGGA!! HEY GIRL, YOU DON'T NEED THAT BROTHER WHEN YOU GOT YOUR SUGAR DADDY RIGHT OVER HERE IN THIS STUDIO!! I'LL TELL YOU MY WHOLE NAME AND MY MOTHERFUCKING SOCIAL SECURITY NUMBER TOO!!" This guy was on a roll.
"Hey uh, Educated Simp? What's the deal here my man?" Sly asked as the raucous laughter died down a bit.
"Well it depends."
"Depends on what?"
"I don't understand why she's making a big deal about it; and we only met like a bit under forty-eight hours ago. She asked me for sex and I gave it to her, both times."
"OH NO YOU DON'T!! YOU USED ME!!" Takisha yelled doing what I expected.
"And what's up with this about me liking morbidly, obese women, huh Sly?" I continued firmly in control of my emotions.
"Takisha says that you guys met and shared an instant connection. She says that's why she slept with you those two times, but you uh, cheated on her with a body positive uh, female."
"A body positive female?" I trolled.
"DON'T LIE NIGGA, I CAUGHT YOU TWO TOGETHER AND THAT COW PUT HANDS ON ME!! YOU DIN DO NOTHIN!!" Takisha's tone was becoming more "hood" as she raged drumming up some crocodile tears to get sympathy from the everybody watching and the radio station as well.
She was validating my reasons for not giving my name.
"That's a lie Takisha."
I turned up the flat screen finding the censors were having a hard time bleeping out the profanity.
"NO IT AIN'T!! YOU JUST USE WOMEN FOR SEX!! I'M TRYING TO GIVE YOU SOMETHING REAL AND YOU SHIT IT BACK IN MY FUCKING FACE!! YOU SCARED OF THIS BECAUSE OF THE WAY I LOOK!! THAT'S WHY YOU WANNA FUCK THAT BIG ASS HEIFER!! DOES SHE KNOW YOUR NAME?!! I BET SHE DOES!! COME ON, TELL EVERYBODY ABOUT IT!!"
Takisha was raging out of control almost blubbering uncontrollably as Sydney spoke.
"This woman is in a lot of pain; I'd like to have you two on my afternoon show for some healing talk."
"Takisha, what's up with this lie about me being with fat women; and for that definition, what do you have against body positivity?" I ignored the request from Sydney intent on poking the hornet's nest some more.
"DON'T LISTEN TO HIM!! I CAUGHT THAT BLIMP GOING DOWN ON HIM AND SHE MAKES HIM DO HER LAUNDRY TOO!!" Takisha sounded panicked going out of her comfort zone to control the narrative.
"BRUH, TELL ME IT AIN'T TRUE!! FUCKING FAT BITCHES INSTEAD OF THIS GODDESS?!! STONE COLD TELL US IT AIN'T TRUE BRUH?!!" The comedian interrupted again. Takisha was audibly heard sobbing drumming up more sympathy.
"Takisha, can you hear me?" I ignored the comedian.
"YES!!"
"Are you talking about Rashida?"
"HELL YES I'M TALKING ABOUT YOUR STANKING THOT!! I HATE HER BIG COW ASS!! WHAT, SHE TAKE YOUR CHERRY OR SOMETHING, HUH NIGGA?!!"
"Sly, can you uhm, give me your link; I need to send you something."
"DON'T!!" Takisha yelled, but it was too late as the show's link appeared on the screen. The hosts were letting us sort of run with the ball engaging in peer commentary, social remedies, and assorted jokes while I texted a single pic.
The studio went silent as everybody leaned forward looking at their respective monitors.
"GOT-DAMN!!!" Pandemonium broke out in the radio studio on screen as Sydney threw up her hands exasperated.
"BRUH YOU WRONG FOR DAT!! STONE COLD DID IT!! DROPPED A NUKE ON THE POOR GIRL!!!"
I muted my android doubling over laughing through the hand covering my mouth. It took me a moment or two to regain my composure looking at Jaquan's smart television again. The single pic of Rashida I'd sent was posted large as a graphic for everyone to see.
It was the pic I'd taken of her a day earlier in the kitchen. Rashida Sikes was leaning against the counter faux modeling with a pint of ice cream in even skimpier underwear which needlessly accentuated her ridiculous curves.
Sly and company posted the pic alongside Takisha's photo in the hot spring. A fair comparison that debunked her claim that Rashida Sikes aka Thunda was anything, but definitely not fat.
The packed studio was still reeling.
"DAMN BRUH, YOU DIDN'T HAVE TO HIT THE NUCLEAR OPTION ON OLD GIRL!!" The comedian chimed in again.
Instead of replying, Takisha hung up. The click was audible in the studio.
"Sly, can I send you one more?"
"I don't know what purpose it would serve brother; she ended the call when you embarrassed her. I understand your point of view, but somewhere down the line you're gonna look back at this and find fault with yourself. This young beautiful woman really liked you, but you threw it all away for a cheap thrill."
"Yeah, do you have any idea how much emotional damage you've done to Takisha?" Sydney added.
"CUT THE DUMB SHIT; BRUH, SEND THAT PIC!! I WANNA SEE IT EVEN IF THEY DON'T!! HELL, I KNOW EVERYBODY OUT THERE IN OUR AUDIENCE WANNA SEE ANOTHER PIC OF THAT UH; WHAT'S THE GIRL'S NAME AGAIN?!!" The comedian was uncontrollably thirsty.
"Just call her Thunda." I replied coolly sending them a surprise.
Everybody leaned forward again watching as the link hit. A few seconds into it, the social media teaser appeared on screen for the viewing audience. Luckily, I'd edited it together earlier before passing out on my cousin's couch.
Even though I had it muted on the television, I could hear the audio in my ear from my android phone. Strains of "It Ain't My Fault" by Silkk The Shocker accompanied what was essentially a trailer featuring Thunda.
The opening shot was various shots of the Jaquan's neighborhood with an added in post camera shake and IMAX quality audio of Rashida's "thunderous" twerking from the night before.
There was a quick jump cut of her sixty plus inches of online fame powerfully twerking in Jaquan's backyard going slow motion for a second or two splashing visible baby oil everywhere followed by a jump cut to her in silhouette against a golden hued wall as her logo appeared.
I captured that footage almost a year earlier at Mintzy's apartment building.
Everybody leaned back without words all turning towards the comedian holding court in the studio this morning.
"Bruh, a bitch so bad; she come with her own trailer...BRUH, STONE COLD MY NIGGA!! Bitch so bad, she got her-OWN MOTHERFUCKING TRAILER!! Straight nuclear on that "Takisha" person FOR REALS!! Why'd you do it bruh?"
"Ask Takisha." I replied.
"MAN YOU GOTS ME READY TO PAY A BITCH!! SERIOUS!!! BITCH-GOT-HER OWN MUTHA-FUCKING TRAILER!!! NOW CAN A BROTHER GET A AMEN ROUND HERE?!! I SAID CAN A BROTHER GET HISSELF AN AMEN ROUND HERE?!!" He sounded like a faux preacher and was the reason I hadn't hung up when Sly and Sydney tried to admonish me.



"Well even though things turned out the way they did; how're you going to feel a year from now? Do really think you have any long term options with Thunda?" I was heartened that Rashida's pic was left up on the side of the screen giving us a wealth of free publicity.
"I'll ask her when she wakes up Sly." More uproarious laughter followed as I got an endorsement from Sydney.
"You REALLY are The Educated Simp."
"BRUH, YOU GOT ME READY TO PAY YO BITCH!!" Their comedian cohort was almost in hysterics giving me another opportunity.
"Her cash app is in the link; she's got a new trailer hitting today. No offense, but are we done here people?"
"Sure young blood, take care of yourself and think about what we said." Sly and Sydney looked decidedly salty ending the call.
I lightly turned up the sound on Jaquan's smart television listening to those two self-righteous assholes basically run me down in this egregious sermon. Their audience obviously skewed heavily female, but I was looking at the online super chat reading the responses to Rashida's trailer which were coming in favorably at a brisk clip.
A lot of people were clamoring for her link making me euphoric. I went into the kitchen with my phone bringing up Rashida's social media watching the clicks and likes run up by the hundreds in less than five minutes.
I put on some coffee, went to the bathroom after making sure Jaquan was still out like a light. It took me a minute to compose myself before walking across Daisy's room drawing back the thick curtain to Rashida's room. I was surprised it wasn't still locked figuring maybe she'd come out while I was asleep on the couch.
My muse was laying face down with a floppy bonnet on her head and a blanket covering her curves. I didn't find anything wrong with a little sexual greed lifting up the far end of the quilt at her feet exposing her prized possession. Rashida was wearing a ratty looking white baby tee and some exceptionally thin fullback cotton panties.
They were sheer enough stretched across her butt that everything was visible as I noticed her iPhone on the bedside table. I snapped it up turning up the volume deftly inserting it under her cheek mashed against her pillow.
I reached down grabbing a big handful of her huge right ass cheek making her squirm in her sleep and bat at my hand. I pulled up the curtain resisting the urge to go further sitting back down on the couch after making a fortuitous text. I waited about a good five minutes walking back to the kitchen as I got a delivery notification.
I poured myself a cup of joe piling on the sugar opening the fridge for some cream.
Rashida appeared as I was closing the fridge door standing there with her arms outstretched holding the frame.
"Oh, good morning how do you like your coffee?"
She was startling standing there in front of me with what was nearly a Glasgow smile on her face, tears streaming down her cheeks almost glistening in the approaching sunlight filtering in through the kitchen window. Her phone was in one hand pressed into the door frame. Rashida put her phone on the counter top without word.
She walked pigeon toed to me cupping my face on either side rewarding me with a scintillating kiss full of tongue and intermingled juices.
Then she abruptly ended the kiss picking up her phone in both hands like it was her most prized treasure staring intently at it for a few minutes before looking into my eyes. I nodded leaning against the counter drinking from my mug with both hands before addressing her.
"Are you ready to take it to the next level Thunda?"
Something was welling up inside her as she blinked profusely looking rapturous with that wide grin pasted on her narrow head. She started nodding profusely still not talking.
"Congratulations, you've gone viral."
She suddenly wrapped her arms around my neck nearly wrenching my head off in this deep hug.
"Remember when we bet I could make you happy and Takisha sad at the same time?"
Rashida broke our embrace still grinning with tears running down her cheeks. I wiped away a few as she looked at her phone one last time.
Rashida turned walking gingerly out of the kitchen with her phone in both hands leaving me to finish my mug.
"Well, that went okay." I washed out my mug checking her socials finding continuous activity; I also checked her content finding activity up tenfold.
There was no doubt Rashida's cash app was blowing up as well. I took a seat on the couch noticing the recovered daisy dukes remembering my earlier inspiration.
"Daddy." I looked up from my phone jaw dropping again.
Rashida Sikes was hugging the doorframe looking at me still crazily smiling.
She was nude.
The only article on her body was the floppy bonnet on her head as she looked at me still blinking profusely. Before I even realized it she'd closed the distance between us planting a knee on the couch beside me as she took me down blanketing my body underneath hers.
Rashida was breathing hard sort of huffing as she jostled stripping off my t-shirt baring my chest. Her lips suckled my nipples hard one at a time nipping making them making me squirm before she locked her plush lips on my neck gnawing up a series of love bites. Her palm covered one of my pecs digging nails into it making me yelp.
Rashida went after my arm capturing my wrist shaking it until my phone hit the floor with a heavy thud.
She maneuvered until my legs were trapped between her stallion legs as she pushed up on my shoulders crouching on all fours atop my stationary body. I couldn't shake the crazy gregarious smile on her face but Rashida didn't give me a chance slipping her tongue deep into my mouth as she flattened out.
I could feel her right hand palming the back of my head like a baseball. There was this soulful quality to our mounting passions as she rolled her neck following the trajectory of my face as I tilted my chin upward. She drew my captured hand to her left breast allowing me to squeeze and play with it pinching the nipple.
My other hand was only able to rub her back finding the upper swell of her now powered up sixty plus inches of online fame. Rashida Sikes was damp, moist all over as if the excitement made her sweat.
My endowment was hard enough to cut diamond with the crown being teased through my pajama bottoms by her heated opening. Thunda was on one in the early morning darkness grinding down onto the head of my cock rolling those wide hips essentially semi-dry humping me to exhilarating distraction.
She let go of my wrist cupping the right side of my face really making out like we hadn't done it in years. Her moans were heated accompanying the heated huffs on air from her mouth as she lapped at my lips like some wild thing.
Rashida shot up on all fours again pinning my limbs down staring down at me like some lioness. I couldn't help but notice the healthy jiggle of her enhanced breasts right over my hungry lips. She shifted downward pushing a tit between my lips like she wanted me to choke on it. Instead I went sloppy slathering saliva all over that lemon sized boob as she reached down grabbing my junk like she would run off with it.
She gave my endowment a series of rough twisting tugs that made me yowl in delight before snatching her hand away.
The invigorated Thunda licked a particularly slimy trail from my sternum along my abdomen inching downward towards my feet digging her fingers into the elastic waistband of my pajama pants. She kept moving backward until I was stripped nude matching her own as my prick pointed towards the ceiling.
Rashida buried a good portion of my shaft between her juicy lips using all ten fingers in the twisting motion. I was about to cum five minutes into my celebration blow job but managed to stave things off.
My vision was going blurry but I found myself looking at that humongous ass bobbing and wagging high above her shoulders. Things were audibly sloppy and wet as a sheathe of intense humidity engulfed us.
"Hey what're you doing?" Rashida captured the back of my right knee pushing it up towards my chest.
She hunched over my body kissing me full on the lips while the rest of her sort of wrestled and jockeyed for position as a hand pressed down on my sternum. It was her intention to hurt me but I felt like she was trying to twist me into a pretzel. Her thick shapely right leg flew over landing at my opposite hip foot flat.
"Huh? What're...YOU! Oh, okay." Rashida Sikes aka Thunda rolled out something new on the morning of her incidental come up as I slid deep inside her confines up to the hilt. It was a position jokingly attributed to lesbians.
We were scissoring, for lack of a better term.
Rashida trapped my captured right leg between her pert boobs popping and twerking sensually. She was sitting up in my lap impaled doing what amounted to a slow methodical belly dance as her defined abdomen undulated. The thick stallion leg swung over planting both feet on the floor with my right leg still in her grasp.
My cock was taken on an incredible ride in her snatch making me moan louder than I intended before looking up at her face. Rashida gestured with her head kind of nodding backward until I realized in this position I could grope and play with her huge butt as much as I wanted.
She continued sensually riding me in this weird position still in possession of my leg as I began to crest. I dug my fingers into her rear cleavage in this position squeezing as if I wanted to make that butt cheek pop like a balloon.
Rashida rubbed and ground me to hamburger with this really deep arch in her back that made her walls tighten up until I was almost in tears myself. I involuntarily squirmed and bucked underneath her feeling myself about to cum.
"Oh fuck I'm finna cum girl." I was almost talking gibberish as she slowed to a stop looking at my face until I returned her gaze. Our eyes locked in that instant as I realized I'd given Rashida Sikes a fondest wish becoming a literal fairy step-father in my own right.
Rashida went hard rowing her those sixty plus inches of online fame in my lap, a woman possessed.
I lost count of the innumerable loads of jizz I blew into her most holiest of holies. Rashida rolled right through three cycles of this before dismounting and hitting a frenetic cowgirl style rutting that had me sexually punch drunk.
Her hands interestingly enough, were around my neck as if she meant to strangle the life out of me, her eyes squinted shut mouth hanging open. She seemed to know exactly when I was going to cum hitting that deep arch wedging into my pelvis as I squirted and creampied her snatch to oblivion.
I was a crash test dummy.
Rashida collapsed laying prone atop me with both of her thick shapely gams framing the outside of my legs. Both of us were trashed huffing and gasping drenched in sweat and reeking of sex.
This big "THICC" sister had put it on me something fierce.
"Damn yall." We jointly stirred finding Jaquan peering into the room from the adjacent corridor that was bordered on either side by his and his daughter's bedrooms.
I facepalmed but Rashida drew my hand down cupping the side of my head for a deep soulful kiss full of tongue and saliva.
Jaquan's eyes were wide as saucers.
"Hey uhm, can I hit too Rashida?" He actually looked desperate, especially after spending time with Takisha as my muse glanced back at him, then looked down at my face.
Rashida kissed me even more passionately before staring back at my cousin shaking her head in the extreme negative without word.
Jaquan looked shocked, probably more at Rashida's behavior than anything else.
"WELL YOU TWO MOTHERFUCKAS BETTER GET MY SHIT STEAM CLEANED AGAIN!!!" He disappeared followed by the sound of a slamming bedroom door as Rashida lazed atop my body.
"Did you like my thanks daddy?" She half moaned using her pointer finger to stimulate one of my nipples before taking it into her mouth.
"Damn, I'm worried you might be pregnant after that shit. We might have to get married bitch."
Rashida laughed as we made out post coital while Jaquan could be heard in muffled conversation in the other room. I was too caught up in the moment to worry about it.
"Wanna make some more non-existent babies negro; I'm off today." She offered.
"I know this sounds crazy, but I wanna make some content; but before we do that, I wouldn't mind if you'd put those cotton panties back on and bent over your bed for me. I wanna blow a load all over them; I'm a pervert, right?"
"We can be perverts together." We started making out again as Rashida arched into the underside of my penis which was pinned between my belly and her mound.
She started grinding me again with ardent attention to detail.
"WHAT-THE FUCK?!!" Rashida roughly tumbled to the floor with a heavy thud.
"JAA-QUAN!!!"I was snatched buck naked into the air by my cousin clearing his head as my back hit the ceiling. I could literally look over to my left and see the ceiling fan dangerously close to my head as he readied a nuclear haymaker.
"YOU FUCKED TAKISHA NIGGA?!!" Soundly defeated, Rashida's unwanted rival had resorted to the next to last card in her playbook by outing both of our mutual indiscretions.
"STOP IT, YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND JAQUAN!!!" Rashida wrapped her arms around his bicep trying to keep him from destroying my face, but he was so pumped up that her feet were clearing the floor.
"I TOLD THIS MOTHERFUCKA NOT TO FUCK MY GIRL!! MADE HIM PROMISE RASHIDA!! HE STILL DID IT!! MAN, HE'S BEEN FUCKING THE SHIT OUT OF HER RIGHT UNDER MY NOSE!! I THOUGHT WE WAS FAMILY MAN!! FUCK MAN!!"
Jaquan was emotionally warped while I had my eyes closed hoping to still have the semblance of a face when he was done smashing it to mush. My funeral was flashing before my eyes as his words radiated hurt more than any sufficient rage.
"SHE'S PLAYING YOU DUMMY!! YOU BET NOT HIT HIM, I'M WARNING YOU NIGGA!!"
"OH, YOU WARNING ME BITCH?!! I DO WHAT THE FUCK I WANNA DO IN MY HOUSE!!!" Frighteningly enough, he was able to hold me aloft against the ceiling with one hand while Rashida put all her weight on his other trying to yank the offending arm in the opposite direction and free me.
"DON'T BE STOOPID!! DADDY SHOW HIM THE PROOF!! COME ON MAN, YOU'VE GOTTA HELP ME BEFORE HE KILLS YOUR ASS!!" Unknown to both of them, I kinda wanted Jaquan to beat the living shit out of me.
My voice was lost.
Rashida was flung lose rolling into the edge of the wall adjacent to the short stairwell leading out of the house.
I was ready to get what I deserved eyes closed, limbs loosely hanging in the air.
The blow didn't come.
I opened my eyes finding my cousin staring at my face looking strained.
His bottom lip was quivering as I looked over finding Rashida sitting there watching breathing hard with a hand on her side. She'd slammed into the wall when he tried to launch that nuclear haymaker.
"Damn cuz." I half whispered lowering me to the floor. I was nude along with Rashida who stayed where she was as he started at both of us.
Jaquan's shoulders drooped as he walked to his bedroom going inside closing the door a little more carefully this time. The sound of it closing softly made my eyes flutter, but my limbs were leaden.
I glanced down at Rashida.
"Well, he knows now so its all out in the open."
Rashida's brow furrowed as her namesake came into view as evidenced by the thunderous rage on her face. My nude muse crawled across the floor on all fours snapping up my android. She got up still favoring her side powerwalking loudly to my cousin's door out of view.
The resultant slam made the walls shake as I took a seat on the couch still naked.
I didn't care.
I didn't care about anything.
I just wished he would've beat the holy shit out of me until he was satisfied. No matter what, I wouldn't have fought back or even defended myself. I felt utterly disappointed that he didn't give in to his emotions. I deserved to be fucked up no matter what.
I just wanted my cousin to have that closure.
Rashida stormed by into Little Daisy's bedroom slamming the door behind herself. I registered it out the corner of my eye but didn't look.
I was happy to have added to her fortunes but didn't care otherwise.
I dipped my head looking down at the top of my thighs ignoring my flaccid penis.
"Hey cuz."
I glanced up finding Jaquan there with my phone. There was this odd uncharacteristic look on his face I'd never seen before.
"Sorry, uhm about fucking Takisha."
"It's cool., Rashida showed me the footage. Made me look at that shit."
"I thought she was an asshole for doing that in front of me; thought she needed what I gave her, but I honestly like fucking the shit out of her and being a dick about it. I wanna say I did it for revenge at how she did you wrong in front of me, but I don't know if that's a lie. Maybe you should fuck me up Jaquan; I think I need it cuz."
"Nall man."
"Jaquan, I'm gonna fuck Takisha in the ass."
There was a long pause as I stared across the room in the early morning sunshine expecting an epic sucker punch.
"That's your business." Jaquan replied stifling obvious emotion.
"I'm gonna fuck her in the ass and then I'm gonna dump her for real nigga." I tried again.
"Okay whatever." He was wise to my barely hidden desire to be beaten unconscious.
"You never asked why I sicced Zoya on you; it was fair trade for fucking Takisha. I knew she'd show you something better than an uptight narcissistic cunt who thought her shit didn't stink and I was right. So, I can have Takisha's pitiful little bubble booty, huh cuz? I wanna hear that bitch scream my name before I dump her; and when I say that shit, I mean she's gonna yell out "The Educated Simp" because I ain't ever telling her my real name. WANNA FIGHT MAN?!! YOU WANNA GO OUTSIDE AND DO THE DAMN THING, HUH NIGGA?!! COME ON, YOU SCARED?!!"
I lost my temper shouting like an idiot still sitting on his new couch like an idiot.
"Okay."
"Huh?"
"Meet me in the backyard cuz; but at least put on some pants." Jaquan walked by me going out of the front door as that heavy screen door slammed loudly.
"Well, alrighty then; this is another fine mess I got me into." I pulled on my discarded pajama bottoms stepping into my sneakers as I stood.
There was something out the corner of my eye drawing attention.
Rashida was standing there wrapped in a bathrobe leaning against the wall. She was silently ugly crying as I greeted her with a half-smile and a wink.
"Hey we can stop by the pharmacy if I'm not dead before we do that shoot, kay?"
She nodded somberly with tears running down her face as I turned walking out of the room hands shoved in my pockets.
The heavy security screen door slammed behind me presumably sealing my fate as I trudged to the backyard finding my older cousin waiting there for me.
"Oh cool, come help me out over here." Jaquan greeted me casually.
"Huh?"
"Help me take this couch back into the house." He'd pulled the couch from its vertical post against his fence looking at me expectantly.
"Uh, okay."
"Ah, wasted money on that new shit; you sat on it more than me already so maybe I'll give it to you cuz."
"Want me to buy you a new couch?" I asked handling the other end of it.
"Nah, you'll just bang some female on it anyway."
"You can fuck Zoya on the couch in the front room at the house I'm renting; but my landlord might be watching on nest cam. He's giving me the place as a favor to his fiancé, but still be hawking my ass when I'm there. Eh, I'm not supposed to have females up in there or I get booted."
"Really?" Both of us were slowly moving the couch backwards to his house.
"Yeah, but you should've seen how he treated his daughter bruh; I'm miss fucking her." I waxed nostalgic thinking about one Charity Gilbert and my favorite pair of shorts she'd worn during our goodbye hookup.



Jaquan stopped right before we reached the door.
"You fucked the man's daughter?"
"Yeah, but that was way before we actually met in person; part of me thinks that's why they spirited her away to college because we couldn't keep our hands off one another. If it wasn't for Vickie, I would've' ended up with..."
The conversation died.
I stared off into space until Jaquan shook his end of the couch getting my attention.
"Was she hot?"
"Man, you wouldn't believe it if I told you but she looks just like a celebrity; I mean they could be sisters."
"Who?"
"Eh, she always hated being compared to that woman because she's a bitch. But Charity, that's her name; is an uber bitch."
"Bruh, I don't know the damn girl and you said she's away at college anyway. Who she look like, huh?"
"Gabrielle Union."
"BULLSHIT!"
"Gabrielle Union with a bad motherfucking body; she's got these big perfect natural tits and a tight ass that'll make you wanna wife her up. That bitch could give Zoya a run for her money bruh."
"I don't believe you."
"You think I'm lying?" We got closer to the screen door as I sat my end down to open it.
"Hey, at the end of the day you're family and the closet thing I've got to a little brother. Ain't no female gonna come between us; and I got nothing for Takisha. Only thing fucked up is that I'm gonna have to cop to Daisy's mother about hooking up with her teacher. I'm kind of pissed she tried to use me like an attack dog."
"Don't worry about her; I'm gonna fuck her in the ass."
"Oh, you're serious about that, huh?"
"It'll be her idea but honestly I hope she's out of our lives now. Every time I see her, we end up having bomb ass hate sex. I fucked her in your garage yesterday while I was doing Rashida's laundry, then she got buck and tried to get extra." Jaquan rolled his shoulders looking irritated.
"TMI my brother; do your thang but leave me out of it going forward."
"If she comes around here, can I fuck her?"
"You're gonna do it anyway." He shrugged clandestinely acknowledging my shitty behavior.
"Hey Jaquan, what're you gonna do with all those shoes Zoya bought you?"
"What shoes?"
"You didn't see all that shit on the dining room table? Fed-Ex delivered it yesterday."
"Serious?"
"Yeah."
It was my mistake as he dropped his end of the couch running into the house leaving me holding the bag in no uncertain terms. I heard a joyous shout from the dining room as he discovered Zoya's bounty.
I was left to drag the couch into the house opening the door finding Rashida sitting there on the short stairwell wearing her robe and floppy bonnet.
"What am I gonna do with you two fools?" There was a first-aid kit tucked under her arm.
"I have way too many dirty ideas to answer that question right now baby."
Rashida snickered getting up leaving the kit behind. I wasn't surprised when she helped me drag the couch into the living room propping it up vertically next to the new version where Jaquan was presently trying on an ugly pair of Big Baller gym shoes. We sat down next to him with Rashida between us as I glanced down at his one bare foot.
"Hey Jaquan?"
"Yeah?"
"When are you gonna take that pink nail polish off your foot? I'm sure Zoya's made up for it with all these sneakers." The stapled shut bag was open on the floor and Rashida reached down peering into it.
She came up with a male thong made in a cartoony elephant style with the trunk made to hold his uh, business. Both of us were snickering resulting in Jaquan snatching and tossing the lingerie across the room. He looked at us with a fake angry expression before looking at my feet.
"You talking about me, what about your shit bruh?"
"What're you talking about nigga?" Jaquan motioned towards my own feet bare after I'd kicked off my shoes once we sat down.
All ten of my toenails were painted hot pink.
"What, is this shit?" I was confused.
Rashida tucked her chin drawing her shoulders inward wrists crossed as she started snickering, then burst into gregarious laughter. She even pounded a fist on one of her oversized thighs busting up at the sight of Jaquan's foot and both of mine. Both of us robotically craned our heads on either side of her narrow noggin.
A prankster in our midst had been exposed.
"Both of yall so cute."
She got up carefully first turning in my direction only to have my cousin's hand slap the shit out of that sixty plus inches of online fame.
"OW MOTHERFUCKA!!" Rashida pivoted about to plant one right between his eyes.
My hand slapped the living shit out of her opposite cheek making it jiggle uncontrollably. Her bathrobe provided little comfort or buffer from those stinging slaps as she stared at both of us nodding her head biting her lower lip.
"There's gonna be consequences for this shit, right?"
"Yup." We both answered.
"Aw shit yall." Rashida chortled putting both of her hands on her wide hips.
END of SEASON ONE
*********************************************************************************************
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"Hey Jaquan?"
"Yeah?"
"When are you gonna take that pink nail polish off your foot? I'm sure Zoya's made up for it with all these sneakers." The stapled shut bag was open on the floor and Rashida reached down peering into it.
She came up with a male thong made in a cartoony elephant style with the trunk made to hold his uh, business. Both of us were snickering resulting in Jaquan snatching and tossing the lingerie across the room. He looked at us with a fake angry expression before looking at my feet.
"You talking about me, what about your shit bruh?"
"What're you talking about nigga?" Jaquan motioned towards my own feet bare after I'd kicked off my shoes once we sat down.
All ten of my toenails were painted hot pink.
"What, is this shit?" I was confused.
Rashida tucked her chin drawing her shoulders inward wrists crossed as she started snickering, then burst into gregarious laughter. She even pounded a fist on one of her oversized thighs busting up at the sight of Jaquan's foot and both of mine. Both of us robotically craned our heads on either side of her narrow noggin.
A prankster in our midst had been exposed.
"Both of y'all so cute."
She got up carefully first turning in my direction only to have my cousin's hand slap the shit out of that sixty plus inches of online fame.
"OW MOTHERFUCKA!!" Rashida pivoted about to plant one right between his eyes.
My hand slapped the living shit out of her opposite cheek making it jiggle uncontrollably. Her bathrobe provided little comfort or buffer from those stinging slaps as she stared at both of us nodding her head biting her lower lip.
"There's gonna be consequences for this shit, right?"
"Yup." We both answered.
"Aw shit y'all." Rashida chortled putting both of her hands on her wide hips.
She didn't know what to make of the situation staring between us with the wheels visibly turning in her head. Both of us knew there was one of two options available to our in-house prankster and joint FWB.
Fight or flight. Rashida made a sudden move toward the barbell shaped corridor between bedrooms finding Jaquan who'd jumped up quick standing in her path. She instinctively turned in the opposite direction finding me there looking equally intense before dropping her shoulders in a defeated posture.
"Hey you two goofs know how this looks, right?" Jaquan pointed down at the painted toenails on his foot while I pointed at all ten of mine when she looked in my direction naturally.
"Hey bitch, I didn't know you did pedicures too." I diffused the situation with a half-smile, but Rashida looked irritated at the implied suggestion.
"Fuck y'all, I ain't doing that shit; nail polish remover is in the fucking bathroom and Jaquan you shaving some numbers off that rent if you try it nigga." She no look wagged a finger in his face while talking trash directly to mine.
"OW MOTHERFUCKA!!" My cousin's hand came down in the middle of her cheeks making them jiggle all over the place despite their dense nature.
My hand followed rabbit slapping the crap out of her left ass cheek solely until she reached back favoring the sore buttock brow furrowed.
"See, you about to make me revoke your onsite status with the buns daddy; better watch that shit bruh. It was just a little joke that every girl does at one point or another to their men. Besides, both of you negroes just wanna play with the cakes anyway. I've been around and you two ain't fooling nobody! I ain't doing nuthin-OW!! OW NIGGA!!"
The sound of our joint hands slapping the attitude out of her esteemed cakes echoed off the walls.
"SERIOUSLY?!!"
"Rashida, you're gonna get your big juicy ass in that bathroom and get that motherfucking nail polish remover. Then you're gonna get down here on your goddamn knees and get this shit off our feet, with a smile on your pretty face nigga." My hand collided with her butt on the left side with an audible smack.
"I've been fucking you all night and I ain't doing shit, negro."
"Damn she's hard headed as fuck cuz; we got drama all over the place and she playing kiddie games up in this bitch." Jaquan's hand smacked her butt on the right side, loud.
"Right, and I really am sorry about the whole Takisha thing ; you know she called up the Sly Show fucking 96K-Jay trying to put me on blast this morning?"
My palm slapped that butt on the left side with an audible smack.
"Serious; why didn't you wake me up? She put me in the friend zone to fuck you, then pulled a reach back because I guess you dissed the fuck outta her like you do all the ladies giving up the draws like you were gonna get jealous, huh? Damn, I feel like a fool these days hanging around you bruh, but these females be trifling as fuck."
Jaquan sent his palm in an upward strike on butt on the right side with an audible smack.
"You can't say shit like that with your track record."
I delivered an open slap to Rashida's butt on the left side with an audible smack.
"We judging now when you coming up on my record lately? Did you have to fuck her in my house just like all the others? Remember what you did to Akemi? Huh fool; fucked her in the ass and everything, right on my fucking couch."
Another slap to her butt on the right side with an audible smack.
"What about what you did to her after I fucked her on facetime with uh, the other one? Besides, she called herself taking my "virginity" and then advised me that I was only fit for fat chicks after she did me a so-called favor. Your jump off thought I was gonna cry tears of happiness because she bent over. Then you-know who chin checked her on facetime and man, I've gotta thank you because she ran out of here like she was on fire."
Both of us shared a hearty laugh going down memory lane as Rashida took a routine slap to the butt on the left side with a louder audible smack.
"Damn cuz you coming up with the ladies; Takisha actually finessed me to get to you. That shit would be demoralizing if she hadn't come up on her end with the panties."
Rashida was staring stoically at the wall receiving yet another stinging slap to the butt on the right side with an hollow smack.
"Man, she's nuts but that bitch got that à la carte head game, huh Jaquan?"
Both of our hands landed on her sixty plus inches of online fame as she visibly gritted her teeth.
"Bottomless and to be so petite; ain't gonna lie cuz, I should be thanking you because she tried to suck my soul out when we hooked up that second time. Bitch topped me off for like forty five fucking minutes man!"
At this point Rashida was getting simultaneous slaps to her donk making it bounce through her robe.
"Yeah she did me a primer in your garage nigga; that head game is damn, bottomless. Well I guess she thought she had to bring her A-Game after seeing Rashida here taking care of business like a boss. Hey man, how long we gonna keep beating on these motherfucking cakes? She ain't moved yet and my nails still pink."
"Yeah, I guess she likes it, huh cuz?"
"She's about to be liking these back shots too if she don't get that nail polish remover and hit a knee like Kaepernick."
Both of our offending hands drifting to the deep undercuff of her shelf like donk making her magnificent cheeks jiggle independently as a joint venture. There was no doubt we were having fun at her expense.
Rashida reached down with both hands grabbing fistfuls of our crotches.
The room was suddenly deathly quiet.
"I think I made myself clear when I told you two fools that I-DON'T-DO-FEET!!! Now if you pervs don't like, understand the words that are coming out of my mouth you can SLAP YOUR OWN ASS AND GET GLAD!!!"
Rashida emphasized her talking point with a twist of our junk making both of us double over before stomping off into the bathroom slamming the door behind her making the walls shake. Both of us took seats rubbing our abused crotches. The shower started up full blast as we reflected.
"Sometimes, she can be so negative." I commented staring across the room at my camera sitting on the dining room table.
"Tell me about it."
"She's probably gonna give us the business, you know?"
"Well she went in the bathroom, and you probably used her up after last night anyway. You two have been getting it in all over my house and that's kinda out of pocket bruh."
"Look at her man; tell me you didn't wanna fuck the first time you saw Rashida. I remember the first time I laid eyes on that sexy motherfucker; felt like the most high dropped an anvil on my head because I couldn't take my eyes off of those big ass legs of hers, then when I saw the back... shit, don't fuck with me about "Dat Ass" because you asked this morning. We were kinda having a private moment Jaquan."
"Nigga you ain't been having a private moment since you arrived. That's how we got this Takisha mess going."
"No, you got it going by acting funny when I popped up; you know how women are."
"Yeah, they always do the opposite of what you'd do; I think they love drama cuz. Still you two didn't have to hookup in my front room; I mean, Rashida was trying to get a ring put on it bruh."
"We're cool, she's my wingman and a good right hand but every time I see Rashida I wanna fuck the shit out of her and I know I should feel kinda, guilty about that but man, look at her Jaquan. Taboo, but weren't you thinking the same thing that night you cheated with her?"
"That's a low blow...yeah I got so fucking hard when I found her in that shitty club."
"She's my friend, a homie for real and I kind of feel guilty sometimes. I mean, it's like I'm running away from all of this crap in my life and I know when I figure it out that question is gonna come up off somebody's lips."
"Question?"
"I can't elaborate."
"Oh, right." Jaquan nodded.
"You know, huh?"
"I was uh, always popular on campus back in the day; had it easy as fuck because of my height, good looks, and position on the basketball team. Well uh, baby mamma number one was this real easy going sister. You never met her right?"
"Nope, saw the pictures and heard she ended up in Germany."
"Nia was uh, regular good girl stock kind of a tweener in the body with just enough tits and ass over the normal run of mill sister to get my attention. Yeah nice hour glass figure chocolate like me and more importantly, a virgin like me at the time. I miss that time every now and then, you know? I loved watching her taking her clothes off while talking about the colleges we were gonna be attending together. Maybe it was a honey trap, but we were starting to feel uh, well regular."
"What happened?"
"I blew up on the team and we won our first city championship that year; I got interviewed on tv and talked up on the radio as a future NBA pick. It wasn't like the bitches weren't coming before, but it got outta hand and she couldn't take it. We never argued back in the day, but I noticed she was getting shit from other females, kinda bullied for not looking right for a guy like me in their opinion. Fuck everybody's opinion was all over the place saying I was her ticket out of the hood when she was from an upper middleclass family on the northside"
"I can emphasize; they put me in the geek box my first day of high school."
"You are a geek."
"Fucked your bitches too."
"Chill, as I was saying things got tight and her folks were talking about moving her to an all girl's charter. Nia didn't want to let me get out of her sight because she thought she would lose me. So uh, she surrounded me with her friends as a united front. The parents moved her anyway and started throwing me shade for not doing enough to protect their daughter. Mom's got involved and things got heated for a minute, then I fucked up."
"Jaquan."
"We're two peas in a pod cuz; Shevon had this big motherfucking ass and some even bigger titties. She was low key street and I ended up busting out her back on the regular even though she was Nia's BFF. I can't say I've ever been the brightest bulb in the room, but I fucked up royally. I was a babe in the woods who'd had a safe first piece of pussy followed by a bomb ass second slice of cake. Didn't know shit about the true nature of women, so I didn't see it coming."
"What happened man?"
"Shevon knew she was fucking up and didn't give a shit; wanted us to go public but I nixed that reckless idea. This bitch was getting hella possessive still smiling in my girl's face. Whenever we were alone, this freak was pulling out all the stops. She kept popping up making my mom get on me about appearances, but I was still railing her in my room anyway."
"You got busted?"
"I wish, but this scheming thot pulled some motherfucking Game of Thrones shit on me. We cut school one day to hook up while her mother was at work and she brought in her cousin, and this shady ass female who used to try to hang with Nia's friend group. I fucked all three of those bitches until her mother nearly caught us when she came home later that night after eleven. I felt like I was the shit after that. Shevon kinda uh, threw a rock and hid her hands."
"How so?"
"Well that shady acting female was getting her head gassed up by Shevon on the low; thought we were gonna hook up on the real if she exposed me to Nia. I should've known something was off about that bitch, but she had it going on too crazy as fuck on the inside. Drove over to Nia's academy and put me on blast with pics of my junk from that foursome. I don't know how I didn't catch that shit, but I was working overtime on those females. All of them were packing back if you know what I mean? Wasn't paying attention."
"You got dumped." Jaquan perked up looking me in the face stoically.
"Motherfucker, I got unmade."
"How'd it turn out bruh?"
"Cut me out of her life without even talking to me about it; her folks up and moved eventually. Nia's dad was a first sergeant in the military so they kicked it over to Germany...Turns out Nia was already pregnant, baby mamma number one with a bullet. I got a single pic in the mail, unmarked envelope but a foreign stamp on it. Named him after me. I've never even held my son and he's a kid now living overseas. Mom tried saying it probably wasn't my kid anyway, but she knew. When Renee came along, she went all out to keep us together, kinda panicked because she didn't want to lose no more grandkids."
In that moment I fully understood my cousin's motives for signing away his parental rights in the face of the possibility of infamous baby mama number two ghosting him as well. My aunt's payment of child support and a stipend after helping the woman to start a business, made perfect sense. It hit like a blow to the gut.
"Nobody got what they wanted because I told myself I was the shit no matter what happened. Fucked Shevon and her friends as much as I wanted along with others now and was a beast on the court. Still stupid as fuck not knowing how to keep my head on a swivel because that shady ass female sicced some thugs on me one day. I handled the shit like a boss but got a knee injury that put me on the bench. Never was really the same again, but I kept my swag and the ladies. Didn't even know that bitch sent those fools after me and fucked her a couple more times."
"That's fucked up."
"Tell me about it, I graduated barely; none of those scouts was checking for me anymore after the injury. I just couldn't move the same, but I could still ball. Joined an outside basketball team made up of people like me and old heads to keep myself in shape. We won a series of tournaments and I got recognized, snatched to this white collar event downtown for a photo op. It was an election year and I met my baby mama number two, pre-infamy. Wanna here something funny?"
"Shoot."
"Shevon hit me up on Facebook a few years later, shot me a pic to show that she still had all Dat Ass, even looked better. It was a Saturday afternoon and I didn't know Renee already hacked my password watching our conversation in real time. She was supposed to be hanging out with Carlie at the mall, some shopping spree while I watched Daisy. Up and left Carlie stranded at the mall, drove back over here, and walked in on me busting out Shevon's back for good ole' times sake. I mean, it was supposed to be a one off, but Renee had other ideas."
"The screen door." I smiled finally getting the other side of the story after so long.
"Yeah, she chased Shevon right through that shit and proceeded to beat her down with a skillet before neighbors intervened. I uh, don't know because I was unconscious; so that's what mom told me in the hospital while Renee watched peeping in from my hospital room door. Renee had already called some lawyer friend of the family guy, but we hashed it out, or so I thought."
"That story is the stuff of legends in the family."
"Yeah, but even with all that shit I ain't gonna lie about the fact that I nearly bum rushed Rashida the first time we met. Luckily I didn't because I found out later Renee was shit testing me with that big black skillet at the ready."
"Serious?"
"You know that thing she does where she looks into your palm while she questions you, right?"
"Yeah, she did that to me a few times."
"Imagine if she did that with your dick instead of your palm; she was savage when she was younger doing sleep deprivation on me while she kept asking me about fucking Rashida like she was trying to sell the motherfucker to me or something, then she started giving me top and dragging her teeth along my dick. That was the first time I ever fooled her, but mostly she scared me limp. Didn't see Rashida for over six months after that."
"That club right, the Bone Room wasn't it?"
"Yup, man I can't stop fucking up, but I was trying to kill Rashida with my dick that night. Maybe it was the forbidden aspect of it all after Renee tried to catch me slipping, but you can't deny "Dat Ass" cuz. I should've known something was up when she let her bestie move in here and well, you know right?"
"Yeah, I know Jaquan."
"Are you surprised I asked this morning?"
"Nope, but I wasn't gonna share; I don't know what I'm gonna do when she finds a boyfriend."
"Maybe you could be her boyfriend."
"I'm damaged goods and I don't ever wanna hear Renee's name again."
There was an extended moment of silence between us.
"She's not the same; she's messed up bad."
"She's alive, doing way better than Vickie or am I wrong nigga?" There was a second pause as we stared off into space thinking about whatever.
"Hey man, you think Rashida would've let us; you know that time we visited you when you were moving out of your mom's house?"
"I uh, don't know but I'm gonna fuck her every chance I get because she knows how to please a brother, me in particular and that's why I feel like shit sometimes. See, we've done it so much that she knows me sexually like the back of her hand and vice versa. Shouldn't we be a couple right? But I see her as a dear friend more and more each day and its gonna be hard giving that up when she says no and means it because she found somebody else...somebody real unlike me."
"We are alike; man you're my brother from another mother but you'd better stop turning all these females out or you're gonna be put on blast. Guys can be hoes, too."
"Pot calling the kettle my nigga?"
We dapped fists understanding one another, but I bristled inside angry at him for including Renee Kelly in the story of his personal history. It was wrong for me to expect him to censor himself about a woman he shared a kid with.
"So, you think Rashida would've let us, that time?" I asked this time getting a sudden rough shove in the bicep. I didn't say anything looking down at my violated feet and the ten toenails painted in hot pink as her feet came into view with their own immaculate pedigree and silver painted nails.



"Ah shit, how long were you there?" I looked up finding my muse standing there in this silken robe staring at me with her arms behind her back. Rashida revealed a little metal basket with the aforementioned nail polish remover, cotton balls and assorted items all foot related.
"You figure it out; so here's what's gonna happen boys. I can clean up your nails like you said or..." Rashida used her free hand undoing the sash on her robe switching hands to allow the satiny robe to hit the floor revealing her nudity underneath.
Her floppy bonnet followed revealing her signature braids underneath.
Rashida planted a knee on the couch between us, then got on both with her massive natural donk on full display.
"...we can answer your question Vegas rules." Her elbows were resting on the top of the couch with the little metal basket hiding her perky enhanced breasts.
"Vegas rules?" Jaquan was perplexed.
"What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas negro; now ask me where Vegas is negro." Her butt was so big that the curve of it was blocking my profile view of my taller cousin sitting on her opposite side.
Rashida popped her hips creating this loud clapping sound for about ten seconds, then stopped looking at both of our faces, waiting.
Jaquan leaned over at the same time I did peering around the oppressive curve of her ass brows raised with the beginnings of a peevish smile forming on his lips. I raised one brow already grinning like a jackal before we both peered up at Rashida.
"Oh, Vegas rules..." I replied.
"What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas, huh?" Jaquan added as a question.
"So, what's it gonna be fellas?" Bitch asked like she didn't already know the answer.
The phone started ringing in Jaquan's bedroom. The ringtone familiar to everyone in the room as his daughter's preferred sound. For some reason the theme to the Robot Chicken show made Little Daisy Kelly laugh.
Jaquan got up immediately walking to his bedroom without a word to either of us closing the door behind him with a muted thud. I sat there beside Rashida with eyes as big as saucers hearing some of the conversation through the walls.
"Hello? OH, I UHM, EXPECTED DAISY!! Well uh, yeah I'm kinda uh...well, we're not going to be seeing each other anymore. Well yeah but...WAIT A MINUTE!! No, I'm okay and I can see your point and how that might be perceived as a conflict of interest with the school. WE'RE NOT EVEN DATING ANYMORE!! Besides it was just a couple of dinner dates anyway. COME ON RENEE!" No, we broke up; she's not dating him either. WHY?!! Uhm, I just got up and I might be going back to sleep. Uh okay, yeah I'll meet you at O'Tolles for breakfast. Yeah, twenty minutes."
Rashida's fingers were interlocked in mine. She gave my hand a reassuring squeeze once we realized who Jaquan was talking to in his bedroom.
We stayed that way as my cousin and her landlord got ready between his bedroom and the bathroom showering, grooming himself, and dressing in utter silence. Jaquan walked by us pocketing his keys leaving the house for a meeting with the other parent of his small daughter. Once the door slammed, Rashida became animated again.
"Hey, was that camera on this whole time?" I glanced over noticing the light flickering on it. She got up retrieving it placing it in my lap as I viewed the last bit of footage on it.
"Apparently we almost filmed one of those "accidental" sex tapes. Check it out Rashida." Both of us found a lingering shot of her making the hard sell kneeling on the couch with her bare sixty inches of online fame proudly displayed between us twerking for a few seconds.
Jaquan's pajama bottoms reacted tenting with a surprise jack-in-the-box moment bursting free while I maintained a bit of coincidental modesty covered but tenting as well.
Rashida chuckled at the visual affirmation of her sex appeal.
"You're motherfucking certified bitch." We watched that portion of the clip a few times as she snuggled up resting her palm in my lap lightly squeezing my bulge.
"Hey, I wanna tell you that you don't ever have to feel guilty about being with me. I mean, yeah it's kind of complicated but just think of it as having fun. Honestly, I still check out guys from time to time, but we've got to keep things in perspective. I like, being with you. I like fucking you daddy; because you're you basically."
I turned into her lush lips igniting a quick impromptu make out session which she broke all too quickly.
"We're supposed to put out a trailer today, right? That's what you told the Sly Show, ain't it?" She was already drawing my zipper down as I peppered the right side of her face with kisses.
"Sounds like you've got something on your mind."
"The first time I ever tried hooking up with a guy, he blew jizz all over my ass the second I got my panties down. I thought it was funny probably because we were both virgins, but we broke up a few months before graduation. It happened two more times and I messed up telling my girl Delia. Later that day, they into it in homeroom and she burned the fuck outta him with that information. Blew up in my face and a shitload of niggas were all over me offering their services. Most of them fuckers knew they would've been scared if I took them up on that shit."
"What's up then?"
"I wanna try that shit again; I want to make a nigga cum without even touching the cakes."
"ME?!!"
"Of course not; although I wouldn't mind trying you out later but first things first we uh, need to make some content, right?"
I had an odd feeling probably a bit of jealousy undeservedly directed at the faceless guy she was suggesting, but she cupped my chin as we made out a bit more. She broke it off as I glanced down playing the clip again a few times before staring at her again.
"I know what you're thinking." Rashida grinned.
"What am I thinking?"
"Assjob."
"Bitch."
We started laughing together as I got up retrieving a tripod while she laid on her stomach with that badonkadunk pointed up at Jaquan's ceiling. She grabbed a couch pillow cradling it under her chin lazing while I strapped on my chest harness adjusting it to capture everything from my point of view. I picked up my spare bottle of baby oil squirting a few streams on her rich chocolate buns.
"How long do you think Jaquan will be gone?"
"Doesn't matter, we'll be gone by the time he gets back; I've got a really good idea for that trailer and I wanna get it out by noon." Rashida flexed lightly clapping as the oil made her huge cheeks glisten.
"We're probably gonna get some drama around here; you heard that phone call."
She was testing the waters with me, but I felt nothing about it. There was an emptiness inside when it came to a certain person.
"That shit ain't got nothing to do with us; if ANYBODY come around here looking for the smoke, I'm gonna give them the business Rashida with EXTREME PREJUDICE!! And that includes you, obviously." I had to catch myself finding that same matronly expression on her face for a second or two.
"Gotta protect your investment, right daddy." Rashida was way too proficient at surfing my mood swings.
"Our investment." My hand slapped her cheeks making them jiggle with a little help from her as Rashida went into a continuous twerk while I filmed.
My hands started roaming all over her body rubbing her down with meticulous care intermittently running fingers along her slit but not penetrating her insides. I mounted her letting my shaft rest between her monstrous buttocks. Rashida expertly flexed around my shallow thrusts along her tailbone working my member with a little wiggle of her hips.
My hands massaged her shoulders thumbs pressed behind them rubbing in circular motions as breathy moans escaped her lips. She didn't say anything when I handled her neck from behind arching my lower back taking that ride though her valley between those chocolate mountains.
"Hey girl earlier this morning I came into your bedroom to put your phone next to your ear so that you'd wake up when I texted. While I was in there, I lifted up the covers and took a look at "our investment" Rashida. Uhm, I helped myself to a handful of the buns."
"That was real? I thought I was dreaming."
"Yeah no, sorry but I almost engaged in some misconduct baby." My hands were rubbing and working her sides while she continuously flexed on my shaft. Precum was flowing freely from the head of my cock.
"Shut up, you know you got a free pass; besides I unlocked my door but you didn't come inside. So when I found you out like a light, I got out the nail polish."
We chuckled as I slowly ground my business between those luscious cheeks.
"Serious though, I wanted to blow a load all over those cotton panties."
"Why didn't you?"
"Respect." Rashida perked up partially looking backward in my direction as I planted my palms flat behind her shoulders letting my answer hang in the air.
She flexed hard trapping my member between her buns manifesting these visible indentations in her cheeks I didn't know she was capable of. Our symbiotic relationship played into things as I drove my cock along her rear cleavage so hard I was trembling a little.
My balls were mashing into the underside of her buttocks as Rashida's wetness increased with help from her fingers. I did as much as I could bucking and grinding into her big ass huffing bursts of heat along her spine.
"Daddy." Rashida moaned starting to lose herself with her face in profile breathing through the mouth.
She eased up just a bit allowing my shaft to become visible from the top hotdogged between her enormous buns. Rashida Sikes aka Thunda knew how to play to the camera mounted on my chest while the mounted one caught the action from a different angle. I was able to straddle her properly driving my prick up and down her valley adding more oil to the proceedings mostly for the visual alone.
"I like it; I like it when you play with me like this daddy. You like playing with me; playing with my big black ass, huh?" We were starting to get this highly audible wet sounding claps mashing and rubbing together.
"I love this ass Thunda; can't keep my fucking hands off of it. Is uhm, that okay with you baby?" I replied giving myself an extra few moments for editing purposes later. I always changed the pitch of my voice post shoots I participated in for anonymity.
"YEAH, I LOVE IT WITH YOU!! I LIKE FEELING IT SLIDING UP AND DOWN MY CRACK!! FUCKING IT!! FUCK MY CHEEKS DADDY!! PLEASE FUCK'EM REAL HARD!! DO IT AS MUCH AS YOU WANT DADDY!!! AW SHIT!! FUCK!!!"
Rashida lost herself deep in character starting to roll and pop her hips, inverting those chocolate mounds trapping my girth, squeezing hard. Her range of motion was incredible sexually inspiring me to do a little twerking of my own to maximize the pleasure.
Both of us lost ourselves as her husky sounding moans pushed me further to the precipice. Rashida relaxed her huge buttocks as I started getting some horsepower smacking the shit out of Dat Ass. My balls were rhythmically slapping her entrance. Ms. Sikes was dripping wet between those stallion legs.
"OH DADDY YOU'RE MAKING ME SO MOTHERFUCKING WET!! MY BIG ASS IS SO GODAMN HOT AND WET FOR YOU!! KEEP DOING IT!! KEEP HOTDOGGING MUH BOOTY!! I WANNA FEEL YOU CUMMING ALL OVER MY ASS!!"
She was catching my upward thrusts into her rear cleavage making her sixty plus inches of online fame snap on my prick with a pincer type motion. The head of my cock bumped her entrance a few times slipping barely in once or twice.
I nearly gutted her on a third go-around, but Rashida tensed up pushing my tumescence up to the top of her tightly wedged cheeks making it float there like it was on a life raft until I adjusted myself. Her monster ass was doing one hell of a Pac-Man imitation gobbling my cock down into her cavernous cleft.
"AW!! AW!! AW SHIT I'M CUMMING ALL UP IN YOUR CHEEKS GIRL!! I'M CUMMING SO FUCKING HARD THUNDA!!"
Neither one of us expected the thick creamy rope of jizz to shoot all the way up Rashida's spine followed by several others in equally powerful bursts making an absolute mess of her awe-inspiring badonkadunk booty. Rashida tensed hard nearly burying my cock from view on the third burst.
Employing my patented Catch-As-Catch-Can style I banged out those dark buns squirting so much jizz my head was addled. I didn't want to stop, but Rashida fully relaxed parting the massive halves that made up that chocolate heart giving the camera a good view of the money shot.
"Hey you finished; cause if you are I need you to do something for me, kay?" Rashida's fingers were still between her stallion legs as she lay face down on the couch.
"Uh, okay yeah; what do you want me to do Rashida?"
"SHOVE IT IN!!" Rashida shouted loud enough to make my ears ring.
My body reacted almost without conscious thought as I ran her through to the hilt mounted in the prone bone position effectively pinning the woman to the couch. Rashida crossed her long shapely gams one over the other trapping my cock inside as she flopped and rowed her stuffed cunt in wrenching fashion fucking the shit out of herself.
My participation namely the rest of me, wasn't actually needed as she crested.
"UN FUCK!! FUCK!!! DON'T MOVE!! DON'T MOVE!! PLEASE DON'T!! CUMMING!! CUMMING ON YOUR DICK!!"
Rashida growled and groaned in threatening sounding masculine fashion popping and bucking like an untamed bronco as she came orgasming hard. My trapped prick was ground up like hamburger ultimately becoming diamond hard again as she flopped down gasping from the exertion.
"Really now; damn you got my head blown the fuck up daddy." Rashida acknowledged my schlong as it popped free from her dripping snatch.
"Your hips don't lie."
"Well let's not waste it baby; come with me so we can get it out of the way."
"Get what out of the way?"
"Bring that camera in here and shut up." Rashida outpaced me walking with purpose through Little Daisy Kelly's bedroom to her own drawing the curtain behind her.
I followed chest harness still recording a bit puzzled snatching the curtain door back open.
"OH!" Rashida was grinning as she shimmied into the high waisted cotton panties I'd mentioned earlier when confessing to groping her while she slept.
"Now don't you touch me until I say so; I wanna see if I can make it happen then you can fuck these cheeks one more time before we get on with the shoot."
"I thought you wanted me to get another guy?"
"And watch you and Jaquan beat the shit out of him; maybe in the old days, but I'm brand new thanks to you daddy. Now blow my head up some more fool."
She mounted her bed on all fours sticking her butt right in my face making me facepalm while she chuckled. My endowment was happy for the visual sticking straight outward in front of my body literally pointing at her butt.
I thought about that day long ago in the salon where she'd been rude and abrasive to a fault, enough to cause me to put a paper bag over my head. I felt like the lowest of the low and a people under the stairs class pervert. We'd settled into an uneasy working alliance after that with me walking on egg shells.
Now we couldn't get enough of one another as I stood there while she lightly rocked back and forth wanting me to do nothing more than stare at the ass which had caused me so much grief long ago. Most of the time Rashida favored thongs and bikini briefs, but these undies actually fit her titanic proportions.
Rashida was just above stationary looking back at me without word...waiting.
"Were you really gonna let me and Jaquan hit it at the same time?"
"Maybe." She teased still rocking.
"I don't know about that; you were teasing us, right?"
"I'm teasing you right now; shit, guess I'll kick it up a notch then." Rashida suddenly popped her huge butt getting a single very audible clap which resulted in that cotton material being drawn deep into the crack of her ridiculous ass.
"Where'd you learn that trick?"
"You act like I don't practice negro." Rashida chortled.
"You should film that shit, for your audience, the fans. That shit would be great filler in-between scenes. It stretches your longevity out without leaving you over exposed. Have you thought about camming?"
"Still leaves a bad taste in my mouth."
"I'll leave a bad taste in your mouth." I shot back intently staring at her stationary junk in the trunk slowly becoming transfixed as Rashida took notice.
"Fuck you know me too well, this shit ain't working like I wanted." Rashida admitted defeat letting her noggin dip, forehead touching the mattress.
"Uhm?"
"Do you even have to ask?" Rashida anticipating the awkwardness of the situation had already reached between her legs tugging the cotton material to the side exposing her very swollen peach.
Both of us had taken a sexual toll on one another over the weekend with some crazy gains and the undeniable silliness that came with Takisha, Jaquan's intended hookup. I'd thought only to pay it forward sexually after she had the nerve to put my cousin on the outs in the friend zone so that we could hookup on the fly.
Mentally speaking, that kind of sexual freedom to give it to someone with no fucks given was therapeutic, or was it? Now I had little Daisy Kelly's teacher dogging me and already causing a ripple effect in three people's lives.
"OW FUCK!! MAN JUST LIKE, EASE IT IN THERE!! YOU WRECKED MY SHIT THIS WEEKEND!!! OW DADDY BROKE THE KITTY!! WHY'RE YOU STILL SO HARD?!! OH BABY YOU FEEL SO BIG!! I'M GLAD JAQUAN DIDN'T GET IN THERE!!"
Unfortunately Rashida's groaning masculine sounding endorsement of my part in our weekend long tryst made me even harder. I was feeling it as well wincing only able to get the upper third inside her swollen puss.
"We can take it easy girl; turn over for a minute Rashida."
She didn't say anything shifting on her small bed until she was looking up at my face. There was a momentary look of panic when I pushed her big stallion legs up into her chest, but she wrapped her arms around the backs of her thighs anyway. I pried apart her puffy labia applying my tongue carefully to her clit softly flicking my tongue on it.
Her whimpering moans excited me enough to suck and fellate her button content to do it for as long as she liked, but Rashida came quickly palming and rubbing the back of my head. I climbed up her body making out like the knowledgeable lovers we were to one another.
"Alright now it's your turn, then I want you to take a nap with me okay daddy?"
She rolled over on her stomach as I grabbed greedy handfuls of her more than generous hips planting the business end of my shlong in the very deep crack of her monstrous badonkadunk luxuriating in the feel of the cottony material. Rashida grabbed her only pillow cradling it underneath her chest looking as if she were about to nap.
My cock sawed and ground her gluteal cleft until I could feel the heat and friction from my actions.
Things got away from me as my prick shot out diagonal rubbing the wide expanse of her sixty plus inches of online fame even getting caught in the panties until they were sort of wrapped around my prick.
My shaft got tangled in the material but I let it stay that way going hard on her cakes ramping up even more friction than before as several ropes of semi-watery ejaculate soiled her fullback panties eventually making part of them translucent. I stopped rutting in the middle of my orgasm letting my cock rest in the crack of her ass watching my jizz ooze out addled.
"You feel so good and uhm... I don't know what tomorrow will bring but I just wanted to say that uh..."
"Ain't you gonna let me clean it for you daddy." Rashida wisely interrupted unwilling to let me make a mistake also acknowledging my innate fragile psyche these days. I was glad and a little angry at the same time as the head of my cock disappeared between her plush lips.



Afterwards we lay wrapped up in one another in an entanglement of limbs bodies wedged tightly together. My face was pressed against her chest with those enhanced pert boobs of hers just within reach. I took a nipple in my mouth sucking on it as she lay in the thinkers pose cradling my head giving me light kisses.
"Can I ask you a question that might be serious?" Rashida asked out of the blue.
"Yeah." She'd more than earned my trust.
"Tell me about her; I wanna hear about Vickie."
We exchanged glances as I felt a stinging sensation at the corners of my eyes, but she wiped away the emerging wetness understanding drawing me tighter in her embrace. I went at her tits sucking and nipping on them while she wrapped one of her big legs over my thigh.
We were cozy together.
"She told me to sit somewhere else." I finally replied.
"Huh?"
"...told me to sit somewhere else. Uh, her cousin Tressie had been talking her up to me that afternoon even though we were hooking up for most of it. Fuck Rashida, my mother took me straight from Jaquan's house to our church where Tressie was waiting. It was like mom was in on what we ended up doing that day. She's got some big ass titties, a donk of her own with a body that won't quit. Serious motherfucka, Tressie's stacked and we did it all over that church basement Rashida! She was talking about how I should join her little club of fellow assholes, and..."
It felt like something was welling up in my chest as I began manically recalling that fateful day.
"Well I didn't care about that female because I was getting some real bomb ass pussy from a certified undercover freak Rashida! Yeah, and those big ass titties even got milk in them too!! She kept talking about her damn cousin but I was balls deep, so who cared, right Rashida? You know Renee was already getting ready to screw me over!! Renee stole my shit and had the audacity to launch that website from Jaquan's crib!! So I was just enjoying some pussy and them big ass motherfucking titties!! Then I had to go upstairs and play church..."
My chest was heaving, breaths coming with some effort.
"I-uhm, well I walked in and saw her sitting there a few pews behind Tressie's piano." I glanced over looking at Rashida's face with glassy eyes.
Her brown eyes appeared smaller and my gaze settled on the slight dimples at the corners of her nose and mouth.
"I felt something go right through me, electric; something I'd never felt before and I was just standing there looking."
"Go on." Rashida whispered cradling my head in her arms.
"I uhm, said hello...and uh, she said "Don't sit here" like I was a piece of shit or something. I felt stupid and the first thing that came into my head was uh, fucking all of the women I'd been with who were in her league including Tressie, and you too Rashida. Sorry about that, Tressie tried to get me to come over but I wouldn't cause I felt like a complete nerd, so I did something real stupid. I wanted to walk out but knew it would make me look weak, then left when I got a chance or tried to Rashida. I stunted and grabbed a big handful of Tressie's ass in front of everyone. Vicky wasn't even looking at me, but later she said she thought it was funny."
I was spazzing out spewing information about my personal life all over the place almost manic.
"Motherfucking Tressie wasn't gonna let go of the shit and she got us together anyway. I was so mad, I was gonna ghost her on the spot and stop going to the church, but Vickie kept messing with me, teasing me, and asking me if I wanted to be her simp. I didn't know it at the time, but Tressie wanted us to get together because she thought we would be good together. She wasn't taking no from either of us!! She chaperoned us and we all did a threesome together... then I did it with Vickie in her backseat while she drove me home. We like, did it all the way there."
"What?"
"It was uhm because she felt guilty about something I can't talk about. Tressie wanted to fix Vickie up with me and it uhm, worked. She came over the next day and we, just started liking each other. Rashida, my mom even liked her and didn't spazz when she found us in bed together. I was sleep, but they talked Rashida, really talked. Renee got jealous when she found out about Vickie and my...muh girl-friend didn't."
It felt like there was a big lump the size of a softball in my throat.
"Vickie told Renee that she could get hands anytime she wanted and offered her number, but Renee just laughed because that bitch was always ten steps ahead of everybody. GREEDY BITCH!! SELFISH BITCH!! FUCKING MURDERER BITCH!!! Rashida girl, you've gotta promise me you ain't gonna do nothing to Takisha because you COULD GO TO JAIL GIRL!! PROMISE ME!! THERE ARE ANIMALS IN THERE!! KILLERS!! PROMISE ME RASHIDA!!! I DON'T WANT YOU TO FALL TOO!!!! I, uhm don't wanna see anything. I don't want to lose you because I'm shit."
Everything became sort of skewed and off kilter as I peered up at her ceiling through pools of tears. Rashida's hand was planted on my sternum. She could feel my heart thumping wildly under the skin, muscle, bone, and sinew. Rashida rolled half onto me draping her body partially onto mine rubbing the side of my head.
I didn't know how to feel about her asking me about Vickie. I wanted to run away but knew she wouldn't let me. Rashida reached down pulling the bedding up over both of us.
We snuggled together. Rashida let me calm down at my own pace until I was breathing normally.
"Get some sleep, and you can stay here with me for as long as you like. I'm here, I ain't going nowhere." Rashida cooed.
"Please don't fight Takisha; don't go to jail." I sounded somewhat delirious.
"Shush."
"Promise."
I was out before I could hear Rashida's answer.
...TO BE CONTINUED.



        THUNDA - Under New Management Ch. 07

        Was it good for you, too? She likes to watch...and anal too!

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/thunda-under-new-management-ch-07

Title: THUNDA - Under New Management Ch. 07

Author: mondotoken

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Was it good for you, too? She likes to watch...and anal too!

Tags: vouyerism, black women, bigass, assjob, thicc, cuckholding, public sex, clothed sex, dry handjob, anal sex

Series: THUNDA - Under New Management


"So what're you trying to say?"
"Open your ears Jaquan, he's really hurting and I think we should get bruh some help."
"My cousin ain't crazy; he uh, just need some time to get his head together."
"You didn't see him this morning after you left; it's your baby mamma's fault all this shit happened anyway but you wanna walk around with your head shoved up your ass. I'm saying he needs some help, a therapist or something. Everybody can't be untouchable like fucking Renee, negro; she's still living her best life."
"You don't know what you're talking about Rashida; and I know for a fact she hit you up on that cash app with your funds she stole. She knows how heinous she was, but she's uh, different."
"Sounds like you got some pussy this morning, fucking sellout."
"I ain't slept with her since a few days after all that shit came to a head with my little cousin bitch. She's just kind of coasting through life, looking all dowdy and shit. She has one of her employees and whatever friends she's got left taking Daisy to the playground; it's like she doesn't want to leave her apartment. I DON'T KNOW! I mean, both of them are messed up over this. Renee, just sits there looking out of her window most of the time, if she isn't downstairs in the salon or watching tv."
"You're stupid."
"No really, something fucked up both of them. I was hanging out over there one time putting our daughter to bed. Daisy was trying to get us to uhm, spend the night together and Renee was kind of spaced out. Seriously drifting off into space in her head, so I played it off staying there until Daisy was asleep. I went to let Renee know I was leaving and she's just spazzing."
"Spazzing?"
"Yeah, just sitting there looking at her television and it wasn't even on nothing. It was on that blue screen you get when you have a bunch of streaming channels, and she's looking at it but not looking at it. I had to get in front of it before she realized I was there. I'm tired of talking about all this weird shit and..."
"What?"
"Well she's been wearing this head wrap a lot when she's not working and uhm, kind of wearing pajamas and muumuus. She was wearing this bedspread looking shit not even looking at my face like she was embarrassed or something. When I brought up a shrink, she got up and pulled that muumuu up got on her hands and knees offering her ass to me like it would make me shut up. She wasn't wearing nothing under it either and she smelled."
"Maybe you can give her a sponge bath next time fool."
"YOU KNOW WHAT I'M TRYING TO SAY!! Look, cuz in there is gonna be fine after a while, but I'm walking on pins and needles with her. She was dressed okay this morning, but kind of like when we first met. Rashida, she just wanted to know if my dating Takisha was going to interfere with little Daisy's schooling, and she kept apologizing for asking. I mean, like for real and shit. I don't know, but she's just, broken."
"Like I'm supposed to give a fuck."
"Oh yeah, didn't Renee hold you down after you got trashed in the alley that time?"
[SLAP]
"Your baby mamma was robbing me blind, paying me with my own fucking money nigga! Truth of the matter is, I DON'T GIVE A FUCK about her Jaquan. That's your shit, not mine; and your cousin is in need. That's why we invited him over, right?"
"Well you two been getting it in all over the place, so you tell me?"
"We enjoy each other, but I don't know man; we're friends with benefits? He's in love, but not with me and your bitch took that away from him when she got all up in her feelings. I just, wanna help him Jaquan."
"Then keep doing what you're doing; help him get over his girlfriend by being there for him. He ain't going to no shrink; I'll let auntie be the judge of that shit. She's worried about him too, but still mad about the porno stuff."
"You tell her you were doing it too?"
"Why?"
"Coward."
Neither one of them knew I was awake in Rashida's bed snuggly tucked in as she'd taken the time to wrap me in her blankets before leaving the small room. I listened blankly waiting for a smoking gun that never came.
I'd learned a lot I didn't want to know about the other person. Their duplicity had been revealed to have come out of benign concern for my mental welfare. At once I felt embarrassed enough never to reveal I knew of it. I wrapped the blankets tighter around my body turning towards the wall. I thought of that last night where I'd killed a malignant personality searing my soul in the process.
I felt nothing for her.
I closed my eyes...
"Don't look away it's happening." She was underneath, twisting, arching up into my thrusts getting everything offered in perfect synchronicity. We were locked together unable to move away from one another without giving it all away. Not exactly the price of a song, but something else.
"What's happening?"
"I'm, doing it, finally..."I couldn't look away from them knowing they were not the emerald eyes of some majestic tiger, but the twin jewels of the physical representation of a lady and nothing more. We were wrapped up in one another limbs intertwined.
"NO!!!" The brilliance of those eyes was gone in a flash leaving blackened sockets starting to ooze pools of oily darkness. The resultant streaks burning the skin came with this acrid odor as nails raked and clawed into my back.
"Wait." I struggled using all of my strength in a vain attempt to free myself.
I forced my eyes open shifting panicking trapped in the bedding wrapped around my body.
"Hey it's okay, I'm here right next to you."
Rashida was laying on her side spooning me in to her body. She was wearing a t-shirt and some tight blue panties with an arm draped across my upper half. She'd slipped back into bed under the covers with me almost squashing me with her zaftig proportions.
I figured she'd run in right before I regained consciousness hiding her slight duplicity with my cousin Jaquan. There was no danger of me taking it personal, we were water under the bridge and their conversation spoke to her genuine concern for me.
Part of it felt like a bit of pity. That made me angry.
"What time is it?"
"You've been sleep for about two hours or more daddy; I was kinda thinking of helping myself right before your started squirming. You uh, had a bad dream?"
"It's nothing."
"I'm kind of disappointed you weren't dreaming about me; I was about to help you out."
"Oh really?"
Rashida slid her hand into my underwear handling my cock giving it a few squeezes, but then relaxed her grip long enough to peel down the front of my boxers exposing it under the constricting blankets.
I glanced back over my shoulder finding what amounted to an impish smile on her face as she began casually playing with me. I was sort of trapped in the blanket wrapped about my person which restricted my arms as well. Some of it was underneath Rashida's side pinning me to the mattress.
"That feels good."
"I know, that's why I'm doing it; think of it as a bonus for getting my paper up. My socials acting like the fucking stock market daddy; I'm rising to the top thanks to you. Guess I'm trying to give you more incentive to work that magic on my numbers."
"Thanks, well if you really wanna give me some incentive; roll over so I can get my hands free."
"Oh you can't move?"
"You're on the blanket, all that fucking cake is pinning me down, no offense."
"Oh, so you seriously can't move, huh?"
"Isn't that what I said?" She was still slowly taking me from stem to stern letting the back of her fist tap my balls. I wanted to get my hands on her puffy cunt and those huge cheeks.
"Too bad for you negro; now I'm gonna have some fun."
Rashida rolled further into me now tightly pinning my arms under the tangled sheets reaching down uncovering us with the patchwork blanket over our bodies. The tip of her tongue caressed the side of my neck.
I squirmed from the feeling as she took my ear between her lips lightly digging her teeth into it. The back of her fist tapped my balls a bit harder as Rashida alternated between my ear and the side of my neck facing her. I tried to hump her hand, but found my movements restricted.
"You know, if you let me free my hands, I can touch you too."
"Nah, I like it the way it is daddy."
"Sure about that girl; I've got two fingers for your spot Rashida?" I coerced knowing I was going to pounce on her the minute my limbs were freed.
"It's not about that."
"Really; then what's it about, huh Rashida?"
"Making you walk funny."
Rashida proved a viable southpaw using her left fist to jack me into nirvana giggling wetly into my ear while adding a flick of the wrist to her actions. It was becoming the mother of all dry hand jobs making me struggle further to free at least one arm.
We both knew the moment I got free; she was getting the business end of my abused member without question. We really were overdoing it this weekend messing around continuously. It sort of hurt, felt tainted that Rashida was doing it to emotionally pamper me. I needed it no doubt but couldn't deny my feelings.
"I'm willing to share?" I offered.
"Nah." Rashida was short sucking my neck with the criminal intent of leaving a hellacious monkey bite there.
Her fist was working me expertly with the roughness adding to the sensation as things got heated downstairs. Her grip was forceful, threatening, and self-assured. Rashida pressed into me using her weight to roll me on my side properly.
This posture put me in a submissive situation with her humping me from the back while jacking my cock like she meant it. She kept up the intimacy sucking and nipping at my neck and available left ear really getting into it. Rashida bucked her hips smashing into me from the back causing my shaft to shoot through her tightened fingers.
"Excuse you Ms. Lady?!!"
"I want you to know what it feels like nukka; take these back shots." Rashida was giggling barely able to complete the sentence popping those wide hips making me hump her hand. My head was resting on her other arm with it visible from the inside of the elbow down.
"Now girl you know there's gonna be-MMFFF!" her other hand covered my mouth as she pushed inward nearly forcing me face down in her sheets.
"Yeah I got the memo Daddy, now you shut up and cum for me. Keep talking shit and you ain't getting out of this bed until your sack is empty; then I might suck on that too nukka!" Rashida was chortling now with that fist stationary using only the twisting motion earning a groaning threat from me.
"AWRIGHT BITCH!!" Rashida went harder instead making her weight even more omnipresent jacking wildly purposely rubbing the crown of my member on one of her unkept frayed blankets.
"Cum!!"
"Cum with my hand!!"
"Come on, don't try to hold it in daddy; I wanna see you cum. We've fucked so much that I wanna see if your shit look like water now. You been wetting me up all weekend, so why can't you give me a load right fucking now?!!"
"IF YOU DON'T BLOW A LOAD, I'M GONNA KEEP UP IN THIS BED ALL DAY UNTIL YOUR DICK FALLS OFF!! Oh man come on, let it out!! Show me some cum baby!! Your dick harder than a motherfucker so I know you like what I'm doing! COME ON DADDY!!! GIVE IT TO ME NUKKA!! If you cum for me right now, I'll do something really nice..."
"AW SHIT RAW SHEET TA!! AW YOU FUCKING!! AW SHIT!!" Rope after rope of thick ejaculate exploded out of me so hard, it felt like my stomach was turning upside down. She covered my mouth muffling my cries of manually induced bliss as I in voluntarily humped her fist. Rashida deftly worked me to completion laughing at my forced orgasm.
Then it was over as she snatched her hand away leaving me with a soiled crotch. The bedding surrounding my depleted member was a gelatinous mess of spent jizz. Rashida Sikes had made quite the mess laughing in my ear.
"WHY YOU!!" The sheets trapping my arms were loosened as she laid flat on her back laughing outloud.
I yanked the bedding by rolling towards the wall with all my might dislodging Rashida who desperately brought her palm unintentionally down on my sore crotch making me scream with a shrill falsetto whine. A heavy thump followed as I imagined she tumbled to the floor on her narrow noggin.
"OKAY RASHIDA HOPE YOU'RE READY FOR THE CLAPBACK!!" I had some sexually demented shit on my mind quickly tossing aside the bedding and soiled sheets swinging my legs around to the edge of her mattress.
Rashida was ready for me springing back up into a kneeling position right between my thighs. My legs were shoved apart with some strength behind her efforts as she quickly buried my flagging tumescence between her lips. Her hands clawed into my buttocks yanking me forward as she wedged her torso against the mattress.
We knew each other too well. Rashida was quick with the inspired neck putting head and shoulders into it getting wet and sloppy before breaking the seal tickling the head of my prick with the tip of her tongue.
"No hard feelings, right daddy?" She asked wetly smiling at me before burying half of my shaft in her gullet wantonly sucking me off adding her right fist this time. This time she encircled the space under my balls pressing a thumb on my taint.
"DAMN BITCH YOU'RE CHEATING!! AW!! SHIT!! YOU GONNA END UP DOWN AT THAT MUTHAFUCKIN CITY HALL GETTING MARRIED TO ME!! NECK ME OFF BABY!! SHIT!! DAMN!! Are you trying to suck it off girl? DAMN!!!"
Rashida guffawed with a mouth stuffed full of my cock coughing it up laughing hard cupping a hand under her chin. The front of her cotton tee was damp and sort of slimy from the quick inspired neck.
There was a pool of saliva in her cupped palm. Rashida looked at me with a million watt smile before slapping that hand onto her covered breasts rubbing it in as her nipples poked the material. She inched closer to the edge of the mattress trapping my erection between her pert tits. Rashida started bouncing in place between my thighs giving me a clothed tit job.
"OH MY GAWD YOU DONE GOT THE DEVIL UP IN YOU GIRL!!" I shouted as she tit fucked my tortured endowment to oblivion still grinning with all of her pearly whites on display.
Rashida went at my entire endowment cradling it in both hands almost eating my business whole manically sucking and licking me everywhere. She went after my inner thighs nipping and pinching them the way I liked before running the flat of her tongue over the delicate skin making me squirm and palm the back of her head.
I had a handful of her braids slowly pulling her off of my dripping prick gasping.
"I- AH, KNOW WHAT YOU, WANT!!! I KNOW, WHAT YOU NEED!!! COME PLAY IN THE CAKES!!!" Rashida was disturbingly euphoric rising up between my thighs using them as handrails quickly turning her huge butt in my face already loudly twerking. I found the nylon material of her panties wedged deep in her rear cleavage and a surprise.
Her iPhone was shoved down the back of her undies trapped between the sheer material and her sixty plus inches of online fame. It was flashing with continuous texts and messages visible to the eye as she reached back yanking her panties to the side exposing her juicy cunt.
The phone would have to wait its turn.
"STAB IT!!"
I, for lack of a better term, hit the ground running almost bouncing off her momentous buns like a trampoline. Rashida bucked backwards, bounced, and twerked taking me on a wild ride. This was the hottest and juiciest I'd ever see her since we'd met.
"COME ON FUCK ME!!" Rashida shouted in jubilation with a mouth full of spittle running down her chin. I did my best to get ahold of the situation feeling our joint humidity encapsulating me. The sensual musk was omnipresent about my person quickly overtaking the room.
"FUCK ME NIGGA, FUCK ME!!!" Rashida growled throwing her ass into my crotch with the force of a wrecking ball. I knew I had to get control of the situation resolving the break this stallion for the second time in our association with one another. I hooked both of my hands onto her shoulder blades from the back finding the surface of her back slick and oily.
My nails slid down with back taking slivers of her rich chocolate skin which hung from my nails as she kept it up. Underneath, there was a bright pale yellowish pallor. I looked at it then at my hands and nails with the vestiges of the fake skin hanging from them like holiday tinsel.
"WHAT'S WRONG DADDY; DON'T YOU WANNA FUCK?!!!" I glanced up finding Rashida looking at me over her shoulder with a crazed smile on her face, visually insane.
Streaks of the rich chocolate skin on her face was running revealing the same yellowish pallor along with flecks of blotchy dark patches mostly around her eyes.
"DON'T YOU WANNA FUCK ME?!!"
*******************************************************************************************************
I sat up in Rashida's bed alone clutching my hands to my chest, heart thumping wildly as if I'd been running for my life.
The sweaty smell of its flesh lingered as I stumbled out of bed disoriented.
"Hey cuz, morning."
Jaquan was sitting at the dining room table draining a small bowl of almond milk after having his customary portion of Special K cereal. The table was set for a full breakfast as Rashida walked in the room with a napkin covered plate of bacon setting it down in front of him.
She was dressed in a ratty housecoat and one of her signature floppy bonnets hiding the braids underneath.
"Go wash your hands before you sit at this table." It was a matronly order delivered in her sort of hood cadence.
"Yeah, sure."
I dragged my feet to the bathroom washing my hands as requested throwing in my face and teeth as an added bonus. Rashida appeared in the doorway watching my progress.
"I took the couch; did you get a decent sleep?"
"I don't know."
"Uhm well, you're like, my manager now, right?"
"Huh?" I was wiping down my face again doing my ears as she spoke up.
"The Sly show hit my DMs on the gram; and well, they kind of want us to go on there, tomorrow." She was averting her eyes as she spoke looking at my face at the end of her statement. I'd gone back to brushing.
"What?"
"They're paying us; for the show tomorrow morning?" I spit out my toothpaste leaning against the bathroom sink facing her with my hand on my hip.
"They're paying you, not me."
"What, you don't want me to do it? I thought we were getting this paper; ain't that what you told me when you took over my brand?"
Instead of answering I kept brushing.
"I don't know how to do this without you; it's just an appearance and I'm nervous daddy. YOU'RE DOING IT WHETHER YOU LIKE IT OR NOT!! Ain't this what you told me you'd do that day in the park after everything blew the FUCK up? Come on, its publicity, right?"
"You don't have to be so dramatic; I'll go with you but, I'm not falling for the okey doke. That Sydney female wants to spit roast me for her audience of mouth breathers, and that fat goof probably wants to get at you; Sly is just the straight man on that shit while his cohost's do all the heavy lifting. We do our shit online, and it gives you a bit of distance from it all. You telling me that you're ready to go public?"
"You're going down there with me."
"I got work tomorrow."
"You've got work today and it's about five in the morning so I'll drop you at work no problem." Rashida was insistent inching into the bathroom.
"You really wanna do this, huh?" She stocked the bathroom with these disposable bottles of water. I used one to gargle as she leaned against the door arms folded.
"I- well I feel like its my fifteen minutes ringing the doorbell; that's the best way to explain it." Rashida used her fuzzy house shoe to prop up the toilet seat for me to spit out my backwash demonstrating our symbiosis.



I handed her the half full bottle handling her bicep turning her about. She didn't say anything when I snatched up the hem on her housecoat finding a skimpy beige thong accentuating her sixty plus inches of online fame. I raised it higher examining her small waist, dropping it a second later as she looked puzzled.
"What?"
"Nothing, I thought they were blue." Rashida raised a brow.
"Man, I don't have any blue panties unless you're gonna buy me some." She offered giving me a peck on the cheek.
"I've got something better."
She followed me into the dining room where I found my equipment still on the table beside her morning spread. Jaquan was inside his bedroom rummaging around. I looked around in a stack of unread mail and disposable grocery newspapers finding what I was looking for holding the homemade shorts up in front of Rashida's face like a championship belt.
"WHERE'D YOU GET THAT SHIT FROM?!! I THOUGHT I GOT RID OF THOSE!!!" Her instant recognition of the clothing item stoked my creative fires.
"Apparently not, put these on."
"Hell nall, I didn't make those shits anyway; and I got kicked out of the club for damn near starting a fucking riot. Security was pissed they had to get me a taxi just to do a donut around the place until I could get into my car!"
"Put them on." The palpable look of embarrassment on her face was exciting me as Rashida gritted her teeth.
"Why don't I just walk around naked, asshole!" She snatched the offending garment from my hand in a blur of movement looking at it stretched between her hands huffing in irritation.
"Fifteen minutes of fame could become thirty, or more if you put those on. The choice is yours baby."
"Man uh, you don't understand."
"I understand perfectly; I'm gonna have some breakfast while you figure out how much you want your fifteen minutes of fucking fame; don't make me wait bitch." I took a seat at the table filling a plate with pancakes and a stack of sausage and Canadian bacon.
"There's another part to this outfit." Rashida stalked off into her room as I forked out a portion of cheese eggs causing my stomach to audibly growl. Jaquan walked into the room going into the kitchen looking into the fridge.
"Surprised you two ain't fucking." He commented sounding partially rueful.
"It's still early; I'm having a bite first."
"What're you gonna do about Takisha; she called me a few minutes ago on some shit about us having a "Date Night" this weekend."
"I already told you I'm gonna fuck her in the ass." He half closed the fridge door peering at me sitting there casually eating a loaded plate.
"Damn cuz, I can't wrap my head around your new attitude; but it seems familiar."
"How so?"
"I can't put my finger on it; you're throwing me off with this whole undercover pimp thing you've got going on cuz."
"Correction, Educated Simp." He didn't notice I wasn't looking him in the face.
I wasn't good at hiding my emotions and doubted I would if we met eyes. His conversation with Rashida made me feel as if they were both tolerating me on some level. I decided to enjoy the rest of my day with some honest work for her and complete that bit of elusive gaming that started when Rashida walked into the house two days earlier.
I was going back to work and didn't fancy dealing with my boss Dr. Miles but wanted to see his daughter Quisha. Her recent prediction was ringing in my head this morning.
"I think you might have to change that if you keep doing whatever you did to Takisha." I stopped eating considering his words.
"I din do nuthin."
"Yeah right, I'll tell her that when I see her today; the kids at her charter school are going on a field trip to the museum this morning. I'm uh, standing in as a chaperone for Daisy's mother."
"Whatever, tell that bitch you gave me a black eye and jacked up my ribs. She'll probably top you off with some of that bottomless head in one of them museum bathrooms for that shit."
My cousin's former "love" interest would theoretically be happy at hearing of my supposed beatdown and respond accordingly. I poured myself some juice.
"I don't do that shit when Daisy's around." He responded gruffly.
"That's smart." I chuckled to myself.
"Fuck is that supposed to mean?" Jaquan noticed my demeanor as I took a sip of orange juice.
"OKAY I'M WEARING THE WHOLE OUTFIT DADDY!! I'M NOT-uhm,sure about this?" Rashida walked into the dining room while I was still facing my plate.
"Oh, I'm out cuz." Jaquan left almost at a clip leaving me there with Rashida as I turned around in my chair. Something in his herkie jerky movement piqued my curiosity as I got a look at my muse and running partner.
"Nice."
Rashida Sikes stood there in the previously unknown outfit complete other than her bare feet, floppy bonnet still on her head. I noticed she was standing flat footed probably doing her best to maker the outfit look unattractive to my creative eye, but I was already shooting the trailer in my head.
Her torso was covered in a collared denim crop top with a zipper down the front. Her sculpted abdomen attested to her strict gym regimen while the homemade "daisy dukes" were little more than a strip of fabric covering her naughty bits. The shorts looked drawn on.
"Turn around." I replied taking another sip from my cup of orange juice.
A sustained spray from my lips anointed the hyper ridiculous view from the back, but she didn't react choosing to remain faced forward with her arms folded.
My tumescence was literally vibrating swollen so hard that it was touching the edge of the chair I was sitting on. Basically it was a strip of denim material in the back with the greatest rear cleavage I'd ever seen in my life little more than skimpy denim panties.
Even with this abomination of huge, chocolate dipped cheekage, her thigh gap was obscenely visible.
"Lose the panties." Rashida glanced back at me briefly. I just shrugged making an innocuous gesture towards the undies cutting into my narrative by making itself known in the form of a perfect inverted patch of beige fabric.
She bent at the waist with a little bit of flair hitting a perfect ninety degree with her thumbs hooked into the waistline of those dukes. Her dual buns bulged and popped free with a generous jiggle that lingered as she froze in place looking back at my face expectantly.
She'd drawn everything down including those undies purposely frozen in place for my visual enjoyment.
"Hey, can you do that again?" I asked picking up my camera.
Rashida scoffed rolling her eyes.
In the end I got multiple takes of her doffing those dukes to my satisfaction before turning to my laptop quickly cobbling together the tail end of a teaser which saw the action depicted in letterbox format with her personalized logo and the ubiquitous "STAY TUNED" fade in and out very quickly. I made sure to make a PG-13 version as Rashida watched half perched over my shoulder.
"Hey girl, did you already tell that radio station you were coming down tomorrow?"
"Well, I wanted to talk to you first, why?" Rashida admitted revealing some of her old "beta" quirks remained after the well deserved fall of a certain baby mamma number two.
"RSVP this shit to those motherfuckers." I emailed the PG-13 trailer to her phone.
**********************************************************************************************************
"Damn man every time I think I have you figured out; you come up with some new shit."
"You have a problem with my creativity?"
"Only if this isn't the last stop on this, what'd you call it daddy?"
"Location shoot."
"Yeah, and how's this all gonna come together again?" I was checking my camera rig making sure it was okay after a bump in the road during an earlier downtown shoot near my school and place of employment. We'd managed some covert footage before settling to the secondary spot. I'd chosen the location because of its proximity and my familiarity with the area.
"Don't worry, I'm gonna put it together right after this last leg of our morning journey; you can even launch the video yourself from my laptop right here in the backseat.
"Really daddy?"
"Would I lie to you Thunda?" Rashida smiled peering over the driver's seat of her car from the backseat as I sat there beside her doing some last minute checks.
"Hell no; honestly you're so straight up with me that it's scary sometimes. It feels like my life before was so long ago, and this is how I'm supposed to be living. Sorry about how I jumped you when the news hit, I was uhm, happily surprised. It's just that you made me something, REALLY SOMETHING daddy."
"I din do nuthin." I replied in a faux hood tone again not even looking at her face. It was starting to become a catchphrase.
"Yes you did; you gave me a chance bruh." I looked up finding her staring out of her window at the freeway underpass below.
Rashida was sitting there complacent with her hands in her lap and it struck me weird that she wasn't using her phone. It was sticking out of a side pocket in her satchel bag under the driver's side of her car.
I stopped for a moment grabbing her hand.
"Thought you fell off huh?"
"I thought nobody wanted to see anything but my ass; now I've got confirmation that NOBODY wants to SEE anything but my MOTHERFUCKING ASS!!"
"Hey, we're here for each other alright?"
"You know it."
"And I still get the buns right?"
Rashida pinched the top of my hand still smiling as I adjusted the harness to my chest. I wanted two options but would be conducting a hand held shot initially. She sat there looking out the passenger side window lost in thought.
"Rashida?"
"I wish that bitch could see me now."
"No you don't."
"I was talking about Yoli." Her clandestine response caught me by surprise as I realized I hadn't thought about my first unstable hookup in a while. Rashida glanced over noticing my face and the expression written all over it.
"I dreamed about her last night; she was just standing there at the edge of my bed looking at us. Kind of like, accusing us of something without talking. Ain't that rich, she fucked me over first."
"Are we doing this, or not?"
"Yeah, of course; it's just that I wondered how she would feel about us and everything. I'm not, well I was a uh, asshole to her you know. Been thinking about that shit in the alley lately. She whupped my ass, cleaned me up real good. I had to cheat to get revenge and I'm sorry daddy."
"You didn't do anything to me." I lied.
We both knew it.
"We uh, needed your phone to get her to come outside, so uhm, she was supposedly distracting you. But later, she was a fucking basket case when we got back. Chipmunk wasn't doing nothing but playing fucking candy crush on her phone and that's alright because we ruined her too. Old girl was damn near hysterical because you rejected her. She just told us she wanted you gone. All of us felt guilty, I guess that's why Chipmunk took you home."
I don't need that shit this morning Rashida; spit it out or keep it to yourself bitch." My heart was starting to thump.
"You're the best thing that ever happened to me; and I'm a piece of shit in your life, but you still helped me. I wouldn't have nothing if it weren't for you and I just want you to know that I'll never betray you again."
"I'm still getting the buns, right?" I expectantly deflected making her laugh diffusing the guilt and tension between us.
Rashida nodded with a million dollar smile on her narrow face.
"Well, let's get to it; oh yeah, that's why those radio station people want you to come on the show in person."
"REALLY?!!"
"Yeah so we need to get this shoot done so that I can hook you up with the marketing materials Thunda." I gave her a rough push in the shoulder trying to act like a player coach or something. She popped the lock as my phone started ringing requesting facetime.
Takisha was calling.
"Can you believe this shit; she's still trying to get at you bruh."
"Just let it ring, I'll get her later."
"Fuck that shit, I've got a better idea daddy. I wanna hit her where she lives and do some work."
"I don't follow."
"Why don't you take that camera off your chest and set it between these seats. I wanna do some uh, filming." I got Rashida's meaning immediately following up propping the camera right in her center divider.
She sat looking at the face of my android watching as several cycles passed while I made myself comfortable leaving my pants on her passenger side seat. I slid over in the middle of the back seat as Rashida plopped my phone down in the rear cup holder pooling some saliva in her palm which she applied to the head of my cock. Rashida worked intently for a few seconds before giving me a soulful kiss as my phone started blowing up again.
She picked it up verifying Takisha's facetime request as she mounted me reaching backward. My face was pressed into the denim crop top as I felt her cheeks cradling my shaft. Rashida flexed with those educated buttocks swallowing my prick lengthwise inside her sixty plus inches of online fame. Rashida followed this up with a continuous series of hard inverted power flexes squeezing my cock with her monstrous ass.
The serpentine rolling of her hips added to the atmosphere as she answered the incessant calls.
"WHAT?!!" Rashida screamed into the face of my phone answering the facetime request.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING WITH HIS PHONE?!!" I couldn't see their exchange but heard Takisha's voice plainly.
"NONE OF YOUR BUSINESS!!"
"Are you going through his phone because if you are, that's really controlling and shitty. I don't think he would appreciate that one bit and since I'm dating Jaquan, things might come into the light Rashida! YOU KNOW HE'S NOT GONNA BE FAITHFUL TO YOU!! He just abuses women with his cock and...HE'S PROBABLY OUT FUCKING ANOTHER GIRL RIGHT NOW!! Despite what you think; you ain't got enough ASS to KEEP HIM RASHIDA, SHIT!!!"
Rashida nodded in time with every syllable that came out of Takisha's mouth swiveling her wide hips in my lap while expertly keeping my girth trapped between the warring halves of her huge cheeks. She was taking me in counterclockwise circles as far as she could, then twerking hard essentially jerking me off hard with her big ass.
"Tell him that stunt he pulled wasn't cute; we could've talked about this but he tried to embarrass me. I'm never gonna forget that and fuck that FAT FUCK LOSER on the show trying to DRAG ME because of that stoopid selfie you sent in! WERE YOU FUCKING HIM WHILE WE WERE ON THAT SHOW?!! SPEAK!! CAT GOT YOUR TONGUE?!"
I went after the zipper on the front of her crop top exposing her pert enhanced treats helping myself to a thick erect nipple. Rashida was bare chested underneath starting to huskily moan as I got sloppy with her tits. My hands were cupping the outsides of her huge cheeks pressing them harder around my cock.
The bionic frottage felt incredible making me want to shove myself inside while Takisha ranted.
"What's wrong with you? The FUCK are you doing there?! HEY!! HEY I'M TALKING TO YOU!! WHAT'RE YOU DOING BITCH?!!! Eh, what...where are you? ARE YOU?!! SPEAK!! SPEAK GODDAMIT!! I SAID-SPEAK!!! YOU HEAR ME?!!!"
"It's so good and its not even inside, yet." Rashida finally answered with a sustained moan.
She deftly tossed my phone into the cupholder facing us in the back seat.
My prick was manically stabbing upward vertically through her thick basketball sized cheeks already starting to cum as precum ran freely from my crown. Rashida stiffened up mashing her covered mound against my abdomen.
This vertical assjob felt incredible bringing me to the precipice in spectacular fashion fueled by Takisha's verbal response to her unintentional involvement voyeuristic as it were.
"WHAT THE?!! EW, YOU'RE SO FUCKING NASTY!! YOU BLACK ASS BITCH!! WHO IS THAT ONE OF YOUR JOHNS?!!!"
I palmed both sides of her ass with all my might pressing the halves tight around my shaft as I went crazy popping my hips like my life depended on it. Rashida Sikes was made for all kinds of sex, but non-penetrative i.e.; intercrural sex was becoming her forte.
My partner in crime went with things rolling and flexing as I bounced her in my lap fucking her rear cleavage like it was going out of style. In seconds we were making out going all in with lips, tongue, and quite a bit of what I perceived to be staged passion.
"YOU'RE GROSS!! GROSS AND SHITTY!! THAT'S PROBABLY WHY YOU GOT FIRED!! CLASSIC!! YOU WITH A GUY WHO CAN'T EVEN AFFORD A HOTEL ROOM!! EW! CORRECTION, MOTEL ROOM!!! YOU'RE LIKE, A FUCKING GOAT!! EW!"
"Why're you watching then, toothpick?" Rashida glanced back at the face of my phone.
"WHO ARE YOU CALLING A TOOTHPICK?!! I GET PAID TO LOOK FABULOUS BITCH!! I WORK OUT AT THE GYM WHILE YOU WORK OUT AT THE BUFFET!! A BUNCH OF FLAB AND COTTAGE CHEESE AIN'T NUTHIN TO LOOK AT AND I ALMOST TURNED HIM OUT IN YOUR FUCKING GARAGE!! HE'S GONNA COME TO ME!! YOU'RE JUST, BITCH YOU'RE JUST AVAILABLE!! LIKE GOING TO THE TOILET!! THAT'S WHY YOU TOOK HIS PHONE, RIGHT FATTY!! EW!"
"You're still watching; are you, playing with your anorexic kitty, huh eating disorder?"
"FUCK YOU!!"
"Like what you see, huh lightweight; yeah keep rubbing one out and maybe, just maybe you can cum at the same time he does. You better hurry up stick figure, I'm bout to make him pop all over these motherfucking cakes like you never could!"
My cock was a literal spear shoved up between her cheeks feeling as if there were a metal rod running through its interior. Rashida was sweaty all over, her lips all over my face tongue wrestling while Takisha made these weird, somewhat comedic scoffing sounds. Rashida pulled my right hand up to her tit wanting it pinched hard, nipple rolled as she groaned.
"NASTY!! DIRTY!! AW SHIT YOU FAT!! AW!! SHIT!! FUCK THE BOTH!! YOU BIG BACKED TRANNY!! HOOKER!! AW!!"
We stopped all of a sudden as Rashida raised a brow.
I was petty much hidden behind my muse's thick figure but managed to take a peek through Rashida's underarm at the face of my android. In tandem, she also peered down into the cupholder at the phone with both of us getting a visceral shock.
Takisha's face was almost a pinkish hue, brow furrowed mouth hanging open with both eyes squinted shut tightly.
I recognized the look having seen it when I was angrily fucking the stuffing out of her in Jaquan's garage. She'd come looking for sex and a bit more but found me unwilling to play by the rules.
A ferocious exchange led to one epic hate-fuck session that was interrupted by guys hired to steam clean my cousin's couch and her own hubris. If things had gone different that afternoon, I would've fucked Takisha until the following day. There was no mistaking that expression.
We were looking at Takisha's orgasm face.
"Well would you look at that shit; bitch you got me fucked up."
Rashida was suddenly out of the mood but reached down yanking on half of her daisy dukes drawing the material up. Her huge left buttock bulged all the way out like rising yeast as I used my opposite hand handling myself with thumb and forefinger stroking hard.
"SHUB!! SHUT UP YOU!! I'M NOT!! I AIN'T!! DOING!! NUBBIN!! AW SHIT!! FUCK!! I'M JUST!! OH!! OMFG!! FUCK!!"
She was visibly trembling jilling herself off with no self-respect whatsoever in front of us both. Takisha's rants degenerated into a rambling mumble as she bit her lower lip oblivious. The furrow in her brow became more pronounced with visible perspiration on her pretty face as Rashida leaned into me grinning as she whispered into my ear.
"Let's help her out with that shit daddy."
I yelped like a wounded dog as Ms. Sikes stuck her tongue deep into my ear swirling it around unexpectedly sending jolts of sexual electricity throughout my body. Several geyser-like bursts of ejaculate spewed from the crown of my penis in leg shaking pulses addictive enough to make me jerk out more.



It was so unexpectedly scintillating, I buried my teeth into her shoulder, lapping a slimy trail along her neck before cupping her tits squeezing damn near hard enough to bust her modest implants.
I was still orgasming like someone had turned on a tap as we jointly glanced at Takisha again finding her there visibly heaving. She looked equal parts addled and humiliated as Rashida tapped my semi-depleted member on her overly glazed exposed buttock. Rashida used the palm of her hand on my cock massaging the jizz into her skin.
"Hey toothpick, that's how it's done and well; was it good for you too, bitch?"
Takisha's eyes rolled about in her head as she continued huffing from the exertion. Rashida noticeably kept my face obscured from view but I didn't know if it was intentional or not.
"Oh my gawd, what's wrong with me?"
"Girl I've been asking that question ever since you brought your bony plank ass around." Rashida taunted casually handling my prick.
Takisha cocked her head to the side giving Rashida a one finger salute before hanging up in our faces.
"You know daddy, I don't even think she realized it was you." Rashida dismounted leaving my member bobbing.
"Whatever, watch out baby." I was quick hooking the backs of her knees pulling her sideways into my lap unbuttoning her shorts.
"What're you doing?"
I stopped for a moment looking her dead in the eye.
"Right here?"
It was quite the chore stripping those booty shorts and the covertly hidden thong off of her body. Rashida's thick stallion legs seemed to take over the backseat of her car even folded at the knees until she was bare assed. I handled my cock rubbing it all over her exposed cheek before sinking it back into her rear cleavage from the missionary position while she was bundled up into a face up fetal position. I knew her body so well, I was already teasing her rear entrance with my crown.
She registered the intrusion glancing at my face with an accepting smile.
"Damn nigga, I got you like that, huh?"
"Yup."
"Well, waste not, want not daddy." Rashida reached back grabbing a handful of her right buttock parting it to give me a straight shot into her bowels.
We were past the point of caring about the camera sitting between the front seats catching everything as I got in Rashida's guts thrusting away as fast and hard as possible. She knew exactly how to react getting reamed out with style.
My excessive spunk served as a perfect lubricant allowing me to deep stroke those huge sixty plus inches of online fame like a boss. Both of us were laying on our left sides in the thinker's position with Rashida a little higher resting her head against the passenger side door.
The only articles of clothing left on her body were the open denim crop top and her heels. We were lined up perfectly with the camera, which was aimed at our warring halves, catching the best of our bumping uglies. I managed to get a hand around her other side initially playing with a tit, before slowly working it downward towards her cunt. Rashida shifted about helping me to reach my destination knowing what it would bring.
"UN!! UH FUH!! DAD DEE!! FUCK MY ASS FOR ME!! GET IT GOOD!!! STUFF MY MOTHERFUCKING GUTS!!! SHIT!!"
Her engorged clit was slick and puffy trapped between my middle fingers as I began working her in tandem with my thrusts. We were a well oiled machine together, so much so that I always thought about that first time we hooked up officially and how much sexual fun it was until all of the drama came in to ruin everything. Ms. Sikes felt the same habitually apologizing for her past actions and reinforcing what a positive influence I'd been in recent times.
I knew at least five different ways to make her cum using my hands, mouth, and other extremities. Rashida could probably say the same, but this morning I was just intent on enjoying the shit out of her. It was deviant, but I wished Takisha were still watching us be perfect together. Rashida drew both knees upward exposing the twin rounded bottoms of her huge cheeks with my cock pistoning kin and out of her rear end.
"OH SHIT YOU'RE WAY TOO GOOD NOW!! DAD-DEE!! OH MY GAWD YOU'RE REALLY MAKING ME!! DON'T STOP!! DON'T STOP TOUCHING ME DOWN THERE!! DON'T STOP FUCKING ME DADDY!! NEVER STOP FUCKING ME!!"
Her cunt was soaking from my manic massage. From my vantage point, I was unable to really get inside her box to diddle her special place but resolved to do it as soon as I came. Part of my proclivity was satisfying the women I was with to the utmost.
Her husky masculine sounding tone enhanced everything when we were together especially knowing her normal "street tough" demeanor. It just made you feel like you were conquering her, breaking her down. Rashida would always get really soft and demure after sex.
It was that bit of intimacy and her matronly ways that was becoming somewhat of an addiction for me this weekend. I liked being able to sleep with her afterwards cuddled up. The selfish part of me wanted me to fake a deeper connection other than the physical, but I fought it off.
The base of my endowment was slapping wetly against the bottom of her butt audibly wet. Before I even realized it, I was shooting rope after rope of jizz deep inside her bowels. Rashida undoubtedly felt it responding with this sustained whining moan that sounded like her voice was cracking.
I thrust really hard fucking the stuffing out of her backdoor for another five minutes before pulling my prick out jerking the rest out on her glistening juicy looking peach. My shaft ended up wedged between her puffy lower lips grinding it out in tandem with my probing fingers.
Rashida lifted her right leg up into the air still bent at the knee exposing her messy snatch to the camera. We'd made a royal mess of her back seat as she lowered her stallion leg spooning into me.
"Damn that was good; you know you're gonna have to get my overnight bag out of the trunk, right?"
"You've got an overnight bag in your trunk?"
"After you pulled that shit prank on me; I made sure I always backup clothes and supplies, like wet wipes and girlie stuff. You know, the essentials baby." She drew my hand up kissing my knuckles.
"No driving home in your birthday suit?"
"Uh, NO!" Rashida nipped my knuckle.
"No round two?"
"Round two hundred; how many times we hit it this weekend, huh?"
"Wanna spend the night over my house this week?"
"Stop it; what about my trailer?"
"We'll launch it here Rashida." I kissed her shoulder.
"And what about tomorrow; we're going to the Sly show together, right?"
"You're going to the Sly show; I'll wait for you off camera."
"I'm nervous."
"Just be yourself; you can't lose Rashida."
"What if it's a trap and they got that Takisha female waiting to bum rush me for ratings, huh?"
"Don't worry, I'll take care of her."
"Does that involve your penis?" She kissed my knuckle again pushing her butt backward a bit more into my lap.
"I take the fifth."
"Get your ass out of this car and get my overnight bag negro."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Shit let's get out of here." Rashida was ready to bolt.
"You said you wanted to do this; now you've got cold feet?"
"Negro you should've talked me out of it."
"So, you're false flagging on your own brand that we been building up since I took over your ledger; is that right girl? Didn't we just launch two teaser trailers over the last twenty-four hours and lets not forget how much money's run through your cash app since then. Those simps watching your stuff are foaming at the mouth dying to pay you; and you're scared. So, you don't like money now?"
Rashida looked as if I'd shot her pointblank in the chest, then tucked her chin glancing downward at the raincoat covering her traffic stopping figure. When she looked back up at my face, she was smiling.
"That's why you are The Educated Simp daddy; I knew you'd know what to say if I get skittish."
I tapped my cheek with my pointer finger getting a light peck from her luscious lips.
"I'm still not going up there and if it goes over, I'm out. My boss is notorious for waiting at the time clock to write people up."
"I got it."
"Do you, huh?"
"Yeah." She still sounded a little shaky while I lightly rubbed her back mentally forcing myself not to let my hand run over the still visible upper swell of her sixty plus inches of online fame.
"What's your name?"
"Thunda."
"Say it right bitch."
"THUNDA!!" Rashida shouted getting a loud hollow echo quickly cupping a hand over her mouth.
We were standing in the lobby of a skyscraper downtown about five miles away from my job on campus. We worked out that I would remain in the lobby while she went up to the station and conducted the interview. I'd edited at least three scenes for release on the premium portion of her page and we were in discussion about doing some sort of Meet and Greet zoom event.
The lobby of this building was cavernous.
We were facing the concierge desk manned by a single female security guard who was staring back at us with what can only be termed "resting bitch face" under a mountain of erratic braids.
Rashida nudged my arm directing my attention to what appeared to be an intern walking across the lobby to greet us. The bespectacled blonde female was dressed in a black t-shirt, jeans and chucks with a station pass hanging about her neck. Her shirt was emblazoned with the 96K-Jay logo with Sly and Sydney proudly displayed as part of its design.
"Hi, I'm Irma. I work as a P.A. for Sly and Sydney and you are uh, the Thunder Girl, right?" She offered her hand to Rashida while giving me the side eye like I was Ms. Sike's pimp.
"Thunda, that's all." I was surprised to find Rashida subdued shaking the girl's hand. I suspected this production assistant would make expeditious use of hand sanitizer once she completed her assignment. Her smile was mannequin fake.
"That's special, I've been sent to collect you, and uh, your friend too." Rashida shot me a look mutely worried I'd verbally give Irma the business.
"I think I'm gonna wait here instead Irma, thank you very much."
"Suite yourself."
"Daddy, uhm..." Rashida stopped herself realizing that she played into a stereotype, but I smiled taking her hand finding her palm clammy. She really was nervous at the precipice of going public in her Thunda identity.
"It's cool Rashida, I'll be right here and don't forget who you are baby. This is your time now, okay?"
"Okay."
"What's your name?"
"Thunda."
"No, that's not how you do it girlfriend; show Irma how we do it."
Rashida stripped off the raincoat revealing her ensemble of the denim crop top while the daisy dukes were replaced with a denim mini-skirt that put her oiled stallion legs on full display. Her feet were covered in denim stiletto heels completing her look.
She looked sculpted, show stopping and innately delicious. Her braids were incredible with some shoulder length curly extensions that added to her exotic allure.
"OH SHIT!!" All three of us were distracted by the loud verbal reaction to Rashida's appearance.
Across the lobby off to one side was the entrance to the building elevators cordoned off by an airport style metal detector. Two uniformed security guards were the culprits with one guy already filming her with his own meager android phone.
I glanced over finding Irma looking Rashida up and down, mouth hanging open visibly salivating. Rashida eventually noticed too raising a brow as the intern collected herself quickly.
"CUT-IT-OUT BARRY!! I'M GONNA REPORT YOU!!" Irma yelled without looking.
"It's okay I'm used to it Irma."
"OMFG, that's horrible Thunda; I'd like to hear all about it in the green room." She was fawning all over my running buddy and FWB who looked a bit leery of the attention.
"Take care of this for me Irma." I purposely tossed Rashida's raincoat over her head already stalking off as she snatched it off.
"Sorry about that he's just playing." Rashida helped get the coat off Irma's head shooting me a half smirk.
"It's okay, uh who does your hair? I think it's really pretty."
"Uhm, licensed cosmetologist here; this way right?" I was already walking to a bench hands shoved in my pockets while the women made small talk.
"Yeah, don't worry the green room is safe for your coat. We've got a lot of security in here." Both of them were a few feet away approaching the metal detector where one guard was happily waiting with a wand in hand. Irma waved him off with a scowl bypassing the door while his partner continued filming with his phone.
"What ya'll looking at?" Rashida glibly addressed the horndogs making me smile to myself as I had a seat.
Then I was alone.
The sheer size of the lobby made it feel as if I were sitting on the surface of the moon.
Peering around the cavernous lobby of the building yielded only the custodian going about the unenviable task of cleaning the tiled floors while the security guard busied herself with her phone. I was starting to wonder if I was making a big deal out of things and should've gone upstairs to the green room anyway.
Something was just innately telling me that I didn't want to be seen up there after the Takisha situation. Revealing Rashida to the world was a calculated move but brought with it some issues I didn't want right at the moment.
I glanced over at the guard again who was paying no attention to me conversing on her phone. I wondered how much the portly sister made sitting on her butt at a concierge desk all day pulling out my own phone. My eyes drifted upwards to the mounted security cam over the revolving door.
I had this sort of creeping feeling that I was being watched.
I went to my phone pulling up the station's live stream finding Rashida already sitting there on one side of the room with Sly and friends occupying the other side. That portly comedian was sitting a few feet over earning the wary side eyes attention of Rashida.
She knew a shark when she saw one and I wasn't worried she could hold her own if push came to shove up there. For some reason I was having trouble getting the show to play on my phone.
"Hey there King."
"Huh?" I looked up from my phone to my immediate left along the one story marble wall finding 96K-Jay cohost Sydney peering out from the corner looking at me.
"Excuse me but aren't you uh, Thunda's little friend?" I tilted and rolled my neck inadvertently responding to the question before I'd even realized it.
"Uh, yeah?" I responded making it sound like a question.
"You wanna come up to the green room?"
"Nah, I'm good right here." I averted my gaze from her hunching over peering at the face of my phone which was still having issues getting video service inside the building.
Inside I was starting to bristle hoping Rashida hadn't made me. I recalled being invited to participate in this woman's afternoon radio show geared towards a female audience almost exclusively. I'd sidestepped that shit out of necessity accomplishing the coming out party for one Ms. Sikes in grand fashion.
I hunched over making a visible show of drawing my knees together kind of facing away from her with my face buried in my android. Unfortunately her footfalls were heard approaching which instantly put me into defensive mode.
"Are you sure you don't want to come up to the green room; we have catering and a really nice coffee bar?" Her feet appeared in frame in these newspaper printed open toed platform pumps.
Her toenails were painted canary yellow slightly contrasting with her lighter skin tone.
"Nah, I'm fine down here Sydney."
"Your girlfriend's probably gonna be up there for a hot minute; we can get you the password for out Wi-Fi if you come upstairs." It felt like somebody was dangling a fucking carrot in front of my face.
"We're just friends thank you. Are we done here?" My attitude flared up out of nowhere as my heart started thumping harder in my chest.
"So, it's really you?"
"Excuse me?" I glanced up at her for the first time.
Sydney's face was a picture of soft beauty resembling Jill Scott in her younger days with a defined jawline and her signature red lipstick standing out like a beacon contrasting sharply with a yellow bone skin tone a shade or two darker.
The newspaper print was a theme for her gear this morning extended to the bucket styled hat on her head, the loose fitting maxi dress on her body which was pretty much a giant men's shirt and the aforementioned pumps. A pair of glasses with oversized frames covered her face but were big enough that I noticed her light green eyes. A plastic encased pass for the radio station hung about her neck.
"Come on you're him; the Educated Simp?" She framed it like a question, but we both knew I was made.
"Thank you for the offer miss; have a nice day."
"We can't talk for a minute or two?"
"We already did and time is money or don't you have a job to do upstairs?" I wasn't looking at her face anymore but noticed her shifting her weight from one foot to the other with some light foot play. The dress on her body had these buttons down the front parted just below her knees. I could see that she had some shapely calves.
"How much is your time?"
I looked up finding her there with her arms folded playing with her station pass. She looked amused standing over me with a game smile on her face. I got the impression Sydney felt as if she were intimidating me.
"Excuse me?"
"I'll pay you for an interview; how about uh, two for ten?"
"Two bucks, no thank you." I chuckled about to look at my phone again.
"Two hundred."
"What?"
"Two hundred, twenty minutes and I'll cash app you right now if you agree." I huffed feeling exasperated knowing what she was trying to do.
Sydney's afternoon show usually shredded the guys that visited uninformed in a segment called "The Queen's Corner."
I'd watched some segments in the past with Rashida, but we both agreed I'd made the right decision not taking Sydney up on her initial offer. I'd taken a drubbing on social media on multiple platforms for my supposed toxic behavior towards Takisha after Rashida's come up. It worked out for my muse, but I'd reaped the side effects of that decision thankful for my anonymity.
"You just give any stranger two hundred dollars?"
"No, but I'd pay "The Educated Simp" for a bit of his valuable time in-between breaking girl's hearts." She made these annoying hand quote gestures when she used my stage name.
"I never said I was him."
"Then it must be your lucky day because you can make two hundred for basically nothing but talking." That carrot that was being dangled in front of my nose was snatched away only to be replaced by a bigger one. My ego was screaming at me to take the money and give her the business.
"I think you'd be disappointed with me."
"Two hundred for the twenty and I add an additional hundred for every ten minutes over. For your information I easily clear six figures annually outside of my endorsements with Lane Bryant and Shien, not to mention my earnings as an influencer on the gram. Basically stop pissing on my dick. Shit or get off the pot; if negative I'll let everybody know you're not genuine this afternoon."
I had to admit she was good at the hard sell, but I'd had a bit of training in her entitled arena from a dark horse alpha hiding in plain sight along with her future alpha in training daughter who was barely out of diapers.
"For the record, I DO NOT consent to my image being used on any platform and have the legal backup to make your head spin at lightspeed both directions. I've actually recorded this conversation as we spoke and the threat of doxing which can undoubtedly be twisted into a cyber bullying deal by my lawyer Sydney. Other than that, it would be an honor to participate. However I ain't going on your fucking show in front of the cameras. You'd be paying for my voice ma'am."
I leaned back resting against the wall folding one leg over the other as I turned my trusty android's face in her direction so that she could confirm her recorded threat.
I expected to be "Read" or cussed out, but Sydney simply cocked her head to the side pivoting from one leg to the other.
"You're him alright and you haven't rattled me in the least; do you have any idea how bloody contract negotiations can get when the show's up for renewal? We'll conduct the interview upstairs in one of the recording studios on the fourth floor; don't worry no one will see you, so you ain't gotta sign no autographs or nothing. But I get to do what I want with the audio, capeesh?"
Sydney offered a hand symbolizing a Faustian deal.
"Thunda stays out of your mouth; just shred me for dogging out Takisha, okay or no deal baby?" Her nails were painted canary yellow.
"Taking care of your investment?"
"What do you care?" I shook her hand before standing up finding that we were pretty much the same height.
"Time is money." Sydney closed her fingers around mine leading me to the elevator which was bordered by a metal detector and two more lazing rent-a-cops.
"Your money." I replied as Sydney waved the guards away who looked disappointed at the lack of action.
I noticed one guy quickly hide a comic book from view as we passed. She turned facing me capturing both of my hands looking pleased with herself. It felt like I was walking into the belly of the beast, but I resolved to get paid first stopping short of the elevator flashing my phone.
Sydney reached in her pocket removing an expensive looking phone of her own. Two hundred dollars popped up on my faithful cash app while she smiled walking ahead pressing the elevator button.
"Your time, and don't tell me some shit about it starting the moment I cashed you in my king."
"Wouldn't think of it ma'am."
I stepped into the elevator followed closely by Sydney as she turned her back to me sort of leaning into the wall facing the closing dual doors mashing the fourth floor button. I found myself looking at her in a three fourths profile noticing the subtle bulge of curves hidden underneath her trendy frock and hating myself for it.
Part of me wondered if I was looking at her in that manner because of my proliferation of female associates, friends and FWB's over the past year or so.
"You have nothing to worry about, I'll use the kid's gloves on you." Sydney noticed me looking thankfully misreading my semi-worried gaze.
"It's your dime." This response got her pulling out her phone starting up the recorder despite what she'd said earlier.
"So, I'm here with "The Educated Simp" and he's already wasted no time starting up with the "negging" used by a number of the shady pickup artists currently lurking about on social media. He's agreed to give me a moment of his precious time to sort out the Takisha situation."
I found myself becoming comfortable as my heartrate slowed folding my arms looking her in the eye as she continued.
"He's refused to appear in the Queen's Corner this afternoon so we pretty much know it's a wash with another mentally fragile brother exploiting a tired gimmick that unfortunately got a real queen caught up. My girls out there know how we do it in the corner, so I'm gonna be taking him out back to the shed for some of mamma's righteous discipline. In the end it's all about love and respecting our black queens for a proper balance."
I covered my mouth with my fist arms still folded across my chest making no bones that I was openly amused at her cringe inducing monologue. Sydney paused her recorder looking me up and down.
"Something funny?"
"I take the fifth; maybe you can get it out of me in the shed Sydney." I stuffed my hands into my pockets as the elevator doors opened revealing some morbidly obese guy sitting on a plastic chair with a light blue collared shirt reading security across the chest. His gut hid his entire lap as I realized he was wearing the shirt backwards.
"So you're dismissive too, huh? You think that will throw me off and allow you to protect your fragile ego, right?" Sydney waved her station pass at the guard who obviously had no intention of getting out of his chair. There was a metal detector wand sitting on the floor beside his primitive chair as we passed.
"Spoken like a true psychology major; am I right?" Sydney did a doubletake at my response with fluttering eyes accentuated with butterfly lashes behind the glasses.
"Oh, so you've looked me up huh; guess you think you're slick because you can read Wikipedia."
"Nah, your talk game reeks of a classic run of the mill community college major who likely works a crap intern job when she isn't flipping burgers."
"Totally pompous and high off of your own farts; am I right?" Sydney countered.
We shared an uneasy chuckle as she used her station pass to open a thick automated security door which led back into this really narrow corridor bordered on each side by large blackened paneled windows.
I assumed this was the recording studios she spoke of downstairs when making her deal with me for an interview. Sydney removed the badge from her neck walking ahead to the end of the corridor pressing the badge against the automated mounted wall lock allowing me inside.
"We had to put these security measures in because some drill rappers got into a shootout last summer. Some people got lit up and one girl didn't make it."
"Shit, I wish you'd told me that before I agreed to come up here."
"Oh don't worry, we've got state of the art measures installed and three security companies on the premises. I assure you we're quite safe back here, and alone. Your precious secret identity will be preserved my King."
"You call everybody King?"
"Lost a bet with a conscious artist on my show a while back, so I use King instead of nigga." I paused in the doorway to the small cramped space looking her in the face seeing the slur in her eyes.
"Wanna back out?" Sydney offered.
"Why?" I mused walking inside having a look around noticing one of the walls was pretty much a blackened window one sided which allowed me to peer into the adjacent corridor.
It felt like I was in a rat's maze as she closed and locked the studio door. There was an intercom on the wall next to the thick door which had a small window in it with the same darkened one way glass. Sydney peered through the small window into the corridor before turning in my direction motioning for me to have a seat as she started recording again.
"So I'm told that pics are off the table but I can honestly say he's about medium cute, okay build from what I can see with a modicum of actual intelligence; uh, maybe he's holding if I can be quite honest with you ladies out there. Are you; I mean are you holding, down there?"
Sydney found another seat sliding the wheeled chair over facing me in a cramped situation.
"Would you ask a woman the same question?"



"I have; are you worried that perhaps, you don't measure up?" She was quick looking to rattle me and failing miserably.
"Do you have a tape measure?" I shot back getting even more comfortable with the two hundred dollar conversation. Sydney hesitated for a minute probably caught off-guard by my response.
"I can't believe you didn't want to come on the show, you're so quick witted. Are you in a relationship, and entanglement...maybe you're married, huh?"
"You get a big fat x on all three questions Sydney; I'm unattached."
"Forgetting about somebody; maybe your girl upstairs being interviewed on the morning show?"
"We're friends exclusively and I love fucking her brains out every chance I get. Oops, I'm not supposed to say that, huh?"
"We're on satellite; terrestrial radio has a delay and separate editing team. You can say whatever you feel like saying here; we're being candid with one another after all, right?"
"Why did you want to interview me Sydney?"
"I wanted some perspective on the Takisha situation; I think I mentioned that before we started this interview." She sounded a little defensive, just slightly so but detectable to someone who paid attention to detail like me.
"Well, what exactly are you referring to ma'am?"
"You've got this gorgeous woman of means, a model no less, going crazy over you enough to call into Sly's show looking to get your attention. Normally we'd just dish out some information, but you've intrigued us and inquiring minds want to know what's so special about, you."
Sydney did the annoying air quotes thing with her hands emphasizing her point.
"I don't think anything's special about me; I think her ego got the better of her." I leaned to the side resting my chin on my fist speaking earnestly visibly relaxed.
"So you're telling me and the audience you had nothing to do with her going crazy over you; is that right?"
"I fucked her brains out until she tapped out; but she wanted me to do that Sydney. I'd go further about it, but I've gotta hold my girl Thunda down."
Sydney scoffed pausing for a minute before bringing up a soft melody on the adjacent sound board. Jill Scott's "All I" filled the small cramped studio as she swiveled about in the chair leaning forward with her phone aimed in my direction. I almost commented on her passing resemblance to the iconic artist.
"What about Thunda? Is she your lady?"
"I've already said she's one of my best friends right now and I love fucking her brains out. We have great chemistry together and you know how hard to find something like that is; but no, we're just friends."
"Takisha doesn't seem to think so."
"That's her opinion; it's not my responsibility to placate her ego and she already knew Thunda before I met her. Look, I'm not in the habit of putting people's business out in the streets like that; and I'm probably gonna fuck Takisha in the ass next time I see her Sydney. Maybe it's wrong, but I like watching her face when she cums; is that too real of an answer for you ma'am?"
"Only if you're trying to get a response out of me to end this interview."
"That's not how I would get a response out of you."
"How would you get a response out of me?"
"Two fingers."
"Huh, what?"
"That's what it would take to make you cum Sydney; if I may be so bold with absolutely no intention of offending you ma'am. You said you'd uh, use the kid gloves on me, but I feel that was for your benefit more than mine."
"Tread carefully Educated Simp."
"No problem, I'm used to hypocrites."
"Negging again?"
"You're welcome to your opinion Sydney; did I answer all of your questions ma'am?"
"Everything except one."
"That being?"
"Are you holding?"
"There's only one way you're going to find out Sydney." I leaned back in the chair studying her face intently noticing she seemed fixated on getting an answer.
She didn't look comfortable at all with her posture becoming more disjointed as the paid conversation continued. Sydney leaned back letting her phone rest on the arm taking it all in with her legs splayed apart. The big button down the front had come undone at her knees because of her posture giving me a fleeting glimpse of some satiny lace panties. My gaze travelled upward finding her staring intently.
"Are we done here Sydney?"
There was an extended pause during which I realized I could hear her breathing as we sat facing one another before she found the answer to my question.
"Two fingers, huh?" She raised a brow with a wry smile on her face.
I didn't say anything.
Sydney leaned back in her chair reclining with her hands in her lap regarding me pensively. She eventually moved both hands to the arms of the chair she was sitting on leaving me with an open view of the crotch of her panties.
I leaned forward resting my elbows on my knees weighing my options staring intently at the satiny material stretched skintight across her mound. My own breathing was starting to match hers as I tried to figure out if she were trying to create a detrimental situation.
Sydney reached down drawing her panties to the side exposing her mound which was covered with a smattering of brownish pubic hair. Her cunt was staring me in the face making her thoughts on the unspoken offer clear.
I still hesitated prompting her to use both of her hands to part her labia revealing a rich pink interior that looked currently wet. I glanced up at her face getting a nod of permission and a tilt of her head staring back intently.
I slowly leaned forward elbows on knees drawing Sydney's chair forward until the edge of mine bumped hers necessitating her legs be raised and hooked over its arms. More buttons came undone from the bottom of her legs as a large pair of shapely, yet sort of flabby gams came into view.
Sydney arched her lower back towards me in anticipation as I realized she was sporting a donk of her own. It could be plainly seen in this angled position as I used both of my hands in addition to hers holding her labia apart.
She was actively huffing watching intently as I leaned over her exposed snatch. Our duel actions brought her puffy looking clit out of its hood looking ready for action as I swished up a deluge of saliva in my mouth. I could see the excitement on her face mouth sort of open in anticipation as a steady stream of drool rained onto her button making it glisten.
Our eyes were locked as I deftly slipped my middle and index fingers inside with my thumb pressing on the clit. My invading digits found her special place with no problem whatsoever starting to tap out the Morris code there.
I leaned further hovering over her lap letting more saliva drizzle down on her clit as I used my thumb to rub and caress it still maintaining eye contact. Sydney's cunt was initially heated and moist getting noticeably wet after her spot was accessed.
The shape of her narrow yet deep cunt approximately an envelope for lack of a better description. There was an isolated film of perspiration on her face as I baited her getting closer while covertly inserting a third finger. Her chest started heaving as I used my other hand to softly rub her right inner thigh.
Despite her yellowish skin tone there was a slight discoloration of the skin at her inner thighs that seemed to drift into the deep crease that was her butt from my vantage point. Things were becoming humid in the space around us as her light green eyes became slits, mouth huffing.
I was just above her honeypot a tongues length away from her needy button allowing more saliva to drip onto it. Her cunt had this greasy nature to it audibly sticky like molasses. I tickled the tip of her clit making her suddenly groan licking her lips.
"AWWWN!!" Sydney breezily moaned in extended fashion biting a pointer finger.
I knew what she wanted but resolved to deny and tease Sydney to the brink. She started to go after her clit but I beat her to the punch finally locking my lips on her cunt like a lamprey pressing down and massaging her inner thighs.
She wasn't a small woman at approximately five foot eleven hovering around one eighty, a brick shithouse wrapped in honey hued marshmallow. There was a loud audible slurp that made her cry out followed by these distressed whimpers as she roughly grabbed my head for a few seconds before remembering herself as I disengaged reinserting three fingers with a thumb on her button.
Sydney's face was coated with perspiration her eyes going between slits and saucers with her button nose flaring mouth hanging open. This goaded me into tapping out a sheet of music on that bumpy ridge inside her snatch while I watched her struggling not to squirm and flop about.
She was steadily sliding down on that seat making her butt come off its edge as I went in again sucking and playing with her pussy like it was my last meal. She popped another button exposing her stomach which while flat, had a slightly jiggly quality to it.
I slid off the seat on my knees with my face still attached to her sopping wet pussy. Sydney accommodated me by holding the heels on her pumps. Essentially she appeared to be double jointed easily assuming this posture despite her natural thickness. My vantage point was incredible from this angle as I reached around her big thighs going at the last three buttons getting two.
The bottoms of somewhat small saggy breasts appeared until I was able to see the piercings in her nipples. I wasn't surprised the beads were in the colors of red, yellow, and green finding it in line with her overall presentation.
I couldn't tell her actual age but knew she was older than my enhanced twenty years despite my sexual experience. I applied a pincer type motion to her breasts squeezing them as hard as I could while dining on her most holiest of holies, but only briefly.
I drew back intimately as close as I could get to her steaming cunt looking between Sydney's inner thighs at the expression on her face. She was breathing hard mostly through her mouth, eyes widened. Three fingers slipped inside attacking her special place while my thumb flicked and massaged her clit until she grabbed one of my ears fit to be tied.
Sydney nearly separated it from my head but relented leaving me with a throbbing sensation both of us huffing. I used both hands spreading her labia wide apart writing the letters of the alphabet just inside on her grooves followed by her clit again before breaking off.
I peered between her big womanly thighs nodding until she followed my movements nodding too.
I unbuckled noticing Sydney nibbling on her pointer finger again excited by the audible sound coming from my actions. My prick was extremely hard pulsing with desire to fill her emptiness.
She grabbed the thin heels on her open toed pumps pulling her folded legs backward further than I would've thought possible making her big yellow butt bulge off the edge of the seat halves parting revealing both openings. Sydney whaled as I used her inner thighs standing up between her legs with my business pointed directly at her face waiting.
The radio personality was given ample opportunity to make a visual assessment of my endowment which I was told was just above average. I didn't care one way or the other if she got her jollies. I didn't care if I got mine.
"Come on, do it." Sydney whimpered in hushed tones.
Her hand impatiently covered mine pressing it lengthwise against her slit as she humped on the chair earning a strained squeaking sound from the distressed piece of furniture. Some of her excess wetness pooled in her meaty crease wetting my shaft at the halfway point proving my technique.
"Aw fuck it." I thrust inside her narrow sleeve shooting powerfully forward until my balls slapped up against the bottom of her wide doughy feeling buttocks.
Sydney's arms shot out locking around my waist pulling me half downward atop her body. She was pinned to the chair heels pointed at the ceiling. Her knees were dangerously level with my ears hands drawing around rubbing my rib cage.
We looked at one another sort of confused in the moment before I undid the last few buttons turning her newspaper printed maxi dress into a drape over that chair. She was indeed topless presenting me with a thick packed looking figure shaped just the way I liked.
Her cunt was hungry swallowing me up uniquely with the lips clinging to the base of my endowment while her insides informed a gooey volcanic pressure tensing in rhythmic fashion as Sydney acclimated to my intrusion.
My eyes were affixed to our connection finding the soft pillowy feel of her skin and her fashion sense made her akin to a salacious cartoon character; a more fuller figured sister of Jessica Rabbit except with the road miles of age. My hands were cupping and squeezing her tits, fingers pulling and teasing her piercings.
Sydney shrieked when I started plunging her depths with ferocious piston like thrusts for a few moments stopping abruptly so I could pull halfway out of her cunt glancing down at our junction again in disbelief.
This woman was a local celebrity worth three to ten times more than I would see in a year and here she was underneath me with her frothy cream running off my cock soiling the edge of the chair. This stuff was almost thick as morning oatmeal in consistency with more bubbling up around our connection.
I went at it again pounding all kinds of sand out of her mature box mounting this woman like a gargoyle. My jeans were around my calves allowing me enough wiggle room to give her everything I could manage.
Initially I used her semi-sagging tits as handles but found my hands around her narrow waist driving my cock into her hard enough to create these splashes of moisture with each clash of our playdate uglies. Sydney was holding onto my sides at first but went back to using her heels as I lurched over her driving myself deeper.
In short, we were making a mess as I got even more intense enjoying her steaming hot confines dripping sweat.
Sydney reached up snatching off her glasses flinging them onto the carpet before cupping the back of my head. Her free hand invaded the space under my t-shirt sliding up to pinch and roll my left nipple.
That tiny bit of winching pain fueled just a bit more power behind my thrusts as the squeaky chair got louder and louder. Sydney's cunt was a heated dewy swamp infinitely addictive making me work at destroying that chair with her body. Both of us were fixated on our connection instead of looking at each other's faces.
She felt so good that I was unconsciously trying my best to plant both knees on the seat unwilling to just snatch her down onto the floor for a grounded rutting. I glanced at her face finding her light green eyes glassy with pools of wetness filling the sockets while her face caught the low overhead lighting.
There was no doubt I had a similar countenance as the chair unexpectedly swung from our combined weight dislodging us. Sydney nearly toppled to the carpet but caught herself with one hand planted flat while I snagged her opposite wrist.
I managed to help Sydney regain her composure which ended in a flurry of awkward movement on our parts as she fidgeted initially wrapping her arms around my neck while I went after her narrow waist.
My fingers sunk into the softness of her waist which had a muted love handle or two. Her dress was an impediment but neither of us were willing to remove it as her butt hit the edge of the sound board. My proclivities made themselves known as I sort of stooped reaching around for a fortuitous handful of her left buttock finding it huge, sweaty, and overly pliable.
This bit of communication led Sydney to believe I wanted to finish taking her on the sound table as she leaned backward raising her right leg for me to capture at the knee. Once I did, her other leg left the floor as she laid atop the soundboard with her butt hanging off of it.
There was no way she was comfortable as I slid inside her soapy cunt inching forward trying to bury the whole thing. Her compromised frock was half draped over the table with much excess hanging over the edge in a comedy of errors as a loud shrill sound filled the studio.
"SHIT!" Sydney let her weight become a factor rocking down planting her feet turning to the board quickly quieting it.
I would've been clueless as Chinese arithmetic if it were up to me, but we were further alerted by the sound of the intercom on the wall adjacent to the locked door. Sydney ran over pressing the button leaving me there with my business on full display.
"HELLO?!! UH HELLO?!! THIS IS SECURITY, ARE YOU OKAY IN THERE SYDNEY?!!" Some much mouthed individual's voice filled the studio as she tugged her dress up holding it to her body with her free hand while pushing the wall button.
"Oh yeah everything's okay back here, all good my kings; just showing my guest the studio back here! Accidentally pushed a few buttons, go back to what you were doing, don't dispatch." I doubted Sydney realized she was gasping and huffing like she'd run the Boston marathon.
"Standard protocol is for security to clear the room."
"Hey Dave, what time is Jake coming in today; I wanna go over some details with your director."
"Dispatch retracted."
"That's what I thought." Sydney managed to shut the operator down while huffing and overly anxious leaning into the wall with her face pressed against the back of her hands. Her shoulder hunched as she chuckled to herself turning at the waist staring first at my face then down at my erection. I looked down at it too, then at her face.
I gave my chair a nudge with my foot sending it careening a foot over where it stopped upper half spinning.
I shrugged.
Sydney shrugged.
A bit of playfulness entered the cramped studio as she planted a knee on the chair grabbing the back of it as she surfed it over to me turning her back in my direction sweeping her newspaper print maxi dress aside with a deep arch in her lower back.
I was at once presented with her large pillowy biscuit buns each buttock bearing two star tattoos blue outlined in thin orange. If it weren't for the tight fitting thong, the whole thing would've been one big delectable blob of flesh. That chub rub did provide a bit of shading to her cheeks.
Sydney reached back pulling one cheek apart revealing her lush folds as I quickly buried my prick deep in her snatch. Once I was inside, she gathered up the excess material of her dress drawing it high above a shocking wasp waist that had to be around twenty-nine inches.
It looked as if she'd been living in a waist trainer for five years or something as I grabbed cinched proportions plunging into her doughy butt with no fucks given. Sydney snagged my left thumb tugging on it until I bent at the waist both of our cheeks mashing together.
Oddly enough there was a tiny winged unicorn tattoo in the small of her back.
"When you cum, stick it in my backdoor." She softly whispered in feline fashion making me do a doubletake as she released my hand.
This of course motivated me to do my best to change the general muffin styled shape of her big mushy ass to no avail as if jiggled all over the place despite my best efforts. Sydney was leagues away from Rashida's sixty plus inches of online fame but no less sexy as I wondered about her actual age.
She'd been the cohost for a while since I was in high school, more of a hip hop artist than anything before hooking up with Sly where she eventually matured into her current form. In fact she was responsible for the other people in their entourage who generally hung out in the station a few floors up.
Sydney's ass was decidedly a badonkadunk covertly hidden away behind her style of dress. Back in the day she wore baggy sweats and warmup suits like the yellow one she wore the day Rashida blew up. She was a whole snack, probably quite the machine back in the day, but now her huge butt was a soft mushy treat almost ready to flow away from her body.



It was like fucking a cloud and would've been disappointing if it weren't for her scintillatingly hot snatch in the eye of the storm. Sydney's pussy was no joke. My curiosity wanted me to strip her nude in that small cramped recording studio; sort of see how she looked completely naked. She tugged at my thumb again bringing me down close again.
"We don't have much time; fuck it harder and don't forget to cum in my backdoor."
"Alright, I'm gonna cum right now Sydney." I replied bouncing off her inflated buns in the back. I couldn't help looking down at my obscured lap full of her big yellow butt making those tattooed stars fly all over the place.
I reached down grabbing her thighs pulling her knees off the chair planting them on the carpet which left her chest on the seat. Sydney reached back parting her cheeks revealing her rear entrance with both knees tightly wedged together as I pushed inside finding she was no novice at anal sex. Her hands shot up grabbing the arms of my chair as I bulldogged her butt to mush finding a lot more traction with my feet planted on either side of her.
"I FEEL IT!!! YOU'RE MARKING ME WITH YOUR FUCKING CUM MY KING!! AW SHIT!! AW FUCK IT'S GOOD!!" Sydney's composure melted away like butter as her proclivity for rough anal was put on full display. This was it for me too due to the sexy moaning and whining. Hearing women getting off always set me off from day one.
I blew three explosive ropes of jizz deep in her bowels still fucking away at her butt for a few more minutes before withdrawing with little sputters wetting up her overly malleable buttocks. Her star tattoos got a bit of shine as Sydney straightened her back surprising me with a quick vacuumed clean up blow job that made my eyes roll up into my head.
She jerked roughly on my cock making my eyes water before running the flat of her tongue up my inner thigh.
Both of us basked in the afterglow.. for a few seconds.
"Ah, well I guess, uhm...shit." Sydney rubbed her forehead with her palm looking down at her state of undress unaware that she looked as if she'd been mauled by a bear.
I pulled my pants up slowly watching her gather herself crawling about on the floor retrieving her glasses. Part of me wanted to get some more of that monster marshmallow at the bottom of her waist, but I knew better retrieving my own phone from the floor. Sydney knelt gathering her dress looking conflicted as she regarded me.
"Whoa nigga; now I know why that bitch was tripping-uhm excuse me but you know we can't let this shit leave this room. I got endorsements, a morals clause in my contract and Sly would lose his shit!! Trust me you don't wanna see that motherfucker tripping balls; we'll never get him back out of rehab. Fuck man I'll hit you up with some more cash, you feeling me, or what?"
"Whatever happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas Sydney; ain't we in Vegas?" I was buckling up feeling suitably weirded out wondering if Rashida was still hanging out upstairs. Sydney was frantically trying to make herself presentable as I checked my phone intending to walk out the studio door.
"HEY!! HEY!! HEY, WAIT MY KING!! You can't go out there after this; hit that other exit door on the side nigga. Don't worry some rappers broke the alarm on the fire exit so they could smoke out there. Damn you got my pussy and my fucking ass lit!! Guess you really are the Educated Simp after all. Damn that bitch was right."
She was talking to herself more than me all but ignoring everything looking around the studio like a crackhead looking for a rock until she recovered her phone. Sydney was completely scattered brained muttering under her breath some inaudible conversation with herself. Her more urban tone didn't go unnoticed.
"So, interview's over?"
"Yeah sure, now you get up outta here down them stairs back to the main lobby. The door at the bottom opens right out into the lobby-DON'T TELL ANYBODY ABOUT THIS!!"
"About what?" It took her a few moments to get it.
"Get outta here; I've got to get back to work."
Across the room was the aforementioned fire exit which led out into a rather unfinished sparsely lit stairwell that I followed to the first floor. I was seriously anxious replaying the events in my head on a loop telling myself it wasn't possible. I'd given a celebrity the business but didn't care beyond wishing I could've stripped her down for some real work.
There was a nagging curiosity in my mind about what she looked like fully nude and what I could do to her further sexually. By the time I reached the first floor landing, I'd told myself it was a one and done.
Rashida was standing there in the middle of the lobby with the same portly rent-a-cop I'd seen earlier on the fourth floor. She was thankfully covered up in her long raincoat hiding her salacious attire from view but not her ridiculous curves.
"WHERE YOU BEEN?!!" We met in the center of the building lobby as I fished out my phone finding that I'd been plowing Sydney for two hours. I was unintentionally fidgety trying not to be obvious about things, actually embarrassed.
"Uh, I got caught up looking for a bathroom."
"Serious daddy?" Rashida adjusted the collar on my shirt looking less irritated, more motherly in that instant.
"Yeah, everything go okay up there?"
"It was the usual shit show with thirsty niggas all over the place; I would be mad at you for making me wear this skimpy shit but I got some good publicity and maybe a few jobs." Rashida slung her trusty satchel bag taking me by the bicep.
"What?"
"Music video shit with some of them rappers; and that goofy ass fat dude is talking about how he got a Netflix special coming up, but I think he's trying to get into my panties. I know you're gonna make sure everything is on the up and up, right bruh?" We were walking across the cavernous building lobby towards the revolving doors.
"ME?!!"
"YEAH YOU; AIN'T YOU MY MANAGER?!!" Rashida stopped abruptly with a raised brow checking me out a few feet from the building entrance. For some reason I didn't know what to do with my hands.
"Oh, right girl; I'll look into it for you." I replied non-committedly.
"Hey man you okay; not trying to point the finger but you're hella jumpy all of a sudden?"
"I'm fine; and since you were up there, why didn't you bring me a Danish or something huh Rashida? I'm hungry; you hungry baby or did you kill all the catering in the green room or what?!" I was talking out the side of my neck not fooling her one bit as she manifested a smarmy expression.
"ALRIGHT WHAT HAPPENED?!!"
"What do you mean? NOTHING HAPPENED, uhm its just like I said before. I got mixed up around here looking for a bathroom and the security here is straight lacking if you ask me. AIN'T YOU HUNGRY GIRL; I'M BUYING?!!"
"Oh you're buying, huh?" Rashida was frustrating me standing there tapping her foot on the tiled floor as I glanced about before settling on her face shrugging.
"Yeah, I'm buying." I replied in varying tones.
"HEY IS TAKISHA HERE OR SOMETHING?!" Rashida accused out of nowhere.
"NO!!" She inched in closer scrutinizing my face making me even more uncomfortable.
"Hey man I know that bony bitch is coming in today and I'm thinking she already popped up because you got that look on your face bruh; ask me what look I'm fucking referring to daddy?"
"Uh, what look?"
"That I JUST FUCKED TAKISHA look; know what I'm referring to now, huh? Did you fuck her this morning while I was upstairs? Tell me that wire frame 304 didn't pop up like Freddie Kruger on your ass this morning; come on bruh?!! I BET YOU JUST GOT THROUGH FUCKING HER IN THE ASS DIDN'T YOU?!! Tell me I'm wrong negro!!"
"I'll tell your big ass that you're embarrassing us right here in this fucking lobby."
Rashida took a look around at some of the passing pedestrians starting to filter into the lobby around us. Despite the sparse numbers, she got my meaning glancing down at her heels.
"So, you're buying, right?"
"I got it covered Rashida." I took her arm in mine walking to the revolving doors. She turned to me just before we exited.
"That's what I'm afraid of daddy."
My hand landed in the middle of her sixty plus inches of online fame with a loud smack.
***********************************************************************************************************
Rashida turned on the show while we were enroute to my job. We'd just left a drive through window.
"Look Ken, we love having you here on the show to liven things up around here; I love you like a brother and you're my best male friend. We go back way too far to be having any kind of issues that can't be resolved with a simple conversation. We can always find a path to resolution no matter how difficult. Ken, that being said, sometimes you can be egregiously out of pocket. Today, this morning, was one of those times my friend."
"Oh, is that right Sydney; is that what you're saying through all that damn word salad, huh?" Ken the Comedian sounded weary and verbally worn. We'd missed a good portion of the show.
"You were in ERROR; and OUT of POCKET!! Is that SIMPLE ENOUGH for you?"
Sydney's voice was decidedly strained sounding as if she were audibly trying to regulate her tone as Sly cut into the already in progress conversation.
"Hey guys I love you both, we don't have to give this a public forum; we can all hook up for drinks later and hash it out. You two are like brother and sister, come on guys! We're good, right?"
"Bruh, I'm down with that but you know I keeps it real Sly. That's how I always roll, never skipped a beat since day one of my career man. Everybody here know how much I done give up in my career cause of my mouth. Sydney girl I love you to death but I gotta call it like I see it. If you gonna hold that shit against me, I ain't got no problem being up the road, REAL TALK RIGHT HERE!!"
"Come on Ken, we good brother; you guys need to squash this mess and hug it out." Sly tried to mediate but she wasn't having it.
"Keep my name out your mouth!"
"SYDNEY!!!"
The studio burst into an uproar of continuous chatter and peer commentary that was nearly indecipherable as I glanced over finding Rashida eyeballing me. I knew I was busted but looked away out my passenger side window.
There was a lot of noise and the sound of furniture moving about, chairs dragging on the floor as she reached down in the side pocket of the driver's side door retrieving her phone. I perked up as she started tapping away on it while driving.
"What're you doing?"
"I wanna see the whole thing on their YouTube channel; this had to have happened right after we left."
"You know, what you're doing there is against the law; uh, you could get a ticket for that." I was starting to feel queasy watching her actions.
"Whatever, we're almost at your job anyway; maybe I'll just sit outside in my car watching the show."
"I SAID I'D DOWNLOAD IT FOR YOU!" I blurted out without thinking drawing her attention as we tooled down the block approaching my building.
"We good, right?"
"Uh, yeah." I didn't sound convincing as she pulled parallel with the curb putting the car in park despite three cars being directly behind us immediately honking their horns.
"Daddy I'm never gonna leave your corner, and I ain't gonna judge you."
"Uh right, see you around." I snatched up my camera bag almost running out of Rashida's car. I didn't look back hurriedly trying to escape responsibility for the chaos on the radio show playing in her car.
Clocking in was relatively uneventful due to my boss Dr. Miles being locked in an administrative for half of the morning which left me some well needed calm. Curiosity got my tongue as I worked alone for a few hours finally secreting myself away inside a bathroom stall on the second floor.
I discovered that Sydney returned to her cohost duties on the early morning radio show wearing more familiar clothing which didn't go unnoticed by the resident comedian and unofficial cohost, Ken. In the most boorish fashion possible, Sydney was called out for "Moving kinda Funny" which led to the on-air argument.
Of course Dr. Miles was waiting for me with a laundry list of work related chores completely ignoring my lazing coworker sitting in the second floor AV office texting away on his phone. In his company was a new employee hired during my hiatus after someone quit citing his "patriarchal attitude" as the deciding factor.
I was introduced to Lucia as my "trainee" and informed that she would be sticking to me like glue until she was ready to fly solo in the AV department. She was barely over five feet of height, but sort of wide, a BBW. Her face was round and somewhat fetching, yet familiar.
"You uh, like working here?" She asked as we were setting up a study hall together.
"It's cool, I don't have a commute between work and school this way." I answered innocuously focused on my work.
"Well, I'm glad I'm working with you."
"Huh?" I was busy setting up a projector on a table in the middle of the room for another faculty meeting later in the afternoon.
"Don't recognize me, huh?" I stopped looking back at her not placing the face.
Lucia didn't ring any visual bells as I automatically took stock of her as a whole noticing her rather dowdy posture and the fact that she was wearing an unzipped hoodie over our uniform shirt. Dr. Miles was usually a stickler for uniformity.
"Excuse me?"
"OH, UH SORRY!! It's just that I kinda always see you downstairs in the student center? You usually sit in the next to last booth by the window facing the front of the school. OH WOW!! I must sound like a creep, huh? I mean I started noticing you after that time you clowned the crap out of Dr. Zoya Berhan. I was at the next table over with some uh, friends. Uhm, you were really funny, that day."
I just looked at her face suddenly remembering her at the opposite table full of sisters who definitely weren't fans.
"Sorry, I uhm, kinda dropped the ball, right?"
"Don't worry about it." I raised a brow starting to turn back to the work at hand.
"I don't get out much, I'm a little sheltered. Uh, just wanted to explain the weird factor." She was a kid in my eyes despite the fact that we might be the same age chronologically speaking.
"Didn't ask."
"Sorry."
I didn't say anything else finishing up the room as she loitered about just sort of wandering around the rectangular room. Due to the workplace dynamic, I was a lone wolf serving as the unofficial anchor of the AV department. It didn't help that I had a perpetual target on my back because our boss was friends with the couple who'd tried to finesse me out of my ass. Honestly I should've been fired along with the "Berhans" after the epic revenge prank I'd pulled to get out of that situation.
Even though he thought I was bad news, the boss saddled me with Lucia.
"Hey uh, Lucia?"
"Lucy."
"What?"
"Everyone just calls me Lucy; ever since I was in kindergarten no matter what I said. My folks just told me to lump it, so that's why I'm Lucy. It's no big deal because I figure its trade off for being and anchor baby. My folks got that stale American dream and I get uh, crumbs off the table. I'm Lucy Delgado."
I stared back at the overly long explanation without word for a few moments.
"Sorry." She apologized again.
"It's lunch time; I'll see you in the office in thirty minutes."
"Yeah, okay uh, sir." Lucy looked nervous folding and unfolding her hands across her chest a number of times.
I watched for a few seconds before walking out of the room digging around in my pocket for my phone.
There was no doubt I was being a dick, but I'd been itching to find out how things were progressing after the mistake I'd made banging Sydney earlier that morning. I found a text from Rashida sent ten minutes before I went on lunch imploring me to tune into Sydney's follow up show, particularly her "Queens Corner" segment. I found my booth in the youth center downstairs clicking on the live in-progress segment.
"No one here is against you Takisha; all we are saying is that perhaps you need to reflect and MOVE on; stop wasting your time on someone who has chosen another. We think it just makes you look...WEAK."
Sydney was sitting there in her secondary outfit consisting of a yellow boohoo crop bomber jacket and matching yellow compression leggings. The jacket was unzipped revealing a red Versace sports bra underneath.
Her signature canary yellow bucket hat was pulled low on her face with her eyes covered by some large black brow bar sunglasses. There was something ominous about her posture. Her overhead mike was pulled lower than usual as she sat stone faced staring at Takisha.
"Wait a minute; I told you what he did Sydney. Told you how he uses women for his own sick pleasure and groomed me; like he uh, gets in your head and next thing you know, you're doing "IT" with him. I thought we were on the same page about this shit. I mean, that's why I'm here, right?"
"No Takisha, no."
"WHAT?!!"
"Sometimes we like to have a guest on who's in desperate need of counseling. You see, most men are decidedly beta these days, but you have a select few who buck the trend; that oh so desirable one percent of all negroes here in the USA Takisha. I don't like calling our Kings an Alpha, but the term just fits and well, I think maybe you were caught off guard because of your own misinformed hubris."
Despite the supposed intent of her words, Sydney sat stone faced while her two cohosts, her former partner in a short lived hip hop duo who went by the name "Finessa" and this dumpy looking housewife Sherry, looked shocked. It felt like Sydney was going off script.
Takisha for her part, sat there on the other side of the studio looking increasingly crestfallen as she spoke. She was wearing a short sleeved white lace blouse and jeans. Her hair was blown out in a wispy looking afro. Takisha looked like a kid next to the older, much more mature Sydney.
"Wait a minute Sydney; we listened to your interview with that nigga; he sounds like another bum ass dusty. That fool was even trying to neg you; did he ask for your number? I heard you had beef with Ken this morning girl."
"No Finessa, we just talked for a few minutes; that's all he was willing to do. I would've loved HAVING him on the show today just to show our audience, and all the viewers the juxtaposition between him and some of the trash ass dusties we've interviewed in the past."
Sydney's head was craned in her friend's direction with an irritated expression on her face.
"Why don't you bring Ken on the show so you two can hug it out then?"
"THAT, IS NOT WHAT WE DO HERE!"
"Chill, we people right, Sydney?"
"Why are you saying that Finessa?" She sounded low key threatening, her voice registering a feminine growl of sorts.
"I'm asking." Finessa replied unbothered.
She was a slim sister decked out in an adidas track suit and ball cap with a do rag underneath. Her fashion read "butch" and she spoke with a smoker's voice. Their dumpy cohost who sort of looked like Kim Fields with an obvious church lady wig, sat nervously smiling intermittently at the camera.
"Well, maybe this uh Educated Simp person, is bad like Takisha says." Sherry interjected drawing Sydney's attention.
"Are you questioning my judgement, Sherry? I mean, you've only been here eight months and that's because Baby Girl is out on maternity leave. You don't understand fully, what we do here Sherry; get back to me when you've got the body of work I have in this industry. Not taking anything away from the housewife struggle you've got going on with Brad, your white husband; maybe you can report on that. That can, be your job."
Throughout the building three-way on-air argument, Takisha was visibly reacting to Sydney starting to show little ticks and flinches. She started looking around sort of glaring probably at the crew filming off camera in the studio. She had come to sully my good name and found something else entirely.



This girl was about to, pop.
"You've been with him, haven't you? Fucked him too, right? Yeah you did Sydney; I KNOW that LOOK!! He did it right in here didn't he bitch? THAT'S WHY YOU LOOK LIKE THAT, RIGHT?!! Well welcome to the fucking club you stupid tart; NOW HE'S GONNA DO THE SAME THING TO YOU TOO!! CONGRATS!!"
The studio went deathly quiet as both women stared at one another. With her eyes hidden away, Sydney looked seriously dangerous.
The slow burn continued for a few seconds as Sydney's cohosts sat waiting for her reaction, nervous.
Sydney cocked her head to the side.
"Bitch, get over yourself."
"JUST SAY IT!! YOU FUCKED HIM, DIDN'T YOU?!! STOP FUCKING LYING BITCH!!" Takisha yelled in her face sitting directly in front of Sydney.
Sherry flinched when Sydney reached up pulling the mic down further right in front of her big puffy lips.
"Security."
The audio inexplicably dropped out of the video as several P.A. assistants appeared out of nowhere along with a big, burly overweight guy I recognized as security from my earlier "interview" with Sydney.
It was quite the show with Sydney retaining her seat yet talking incessantly using her hand in a karate chopping motion. Things were nuclear with both women "reading" one another separated by several human buffers.
Ultimately Takisha was escorted off set by security but not before she ran towards the camera mouthing something in audible due to technical difficulties.
"So, what're we watching, sir?" Lucy appeared with a tray containing some sandwiches, cups of fries and canned sodas placing them on the table in front of me.
"What're you doing?"
"The impossible, redoing my bad first impression." She squeezed in beside me with a smile glancing at my android.
"You can sit on the other side, you know?"
"Can't we watch something together?" Lucy asked just as my phone started ringing off the hook with Takisha's number which I sent to voicemail.
She was calling on facetime, but I wasn't bringing that nonsense into my work place. My phone kept ringing jarring me enough that I accidentally answered the second call on speaker.
"DAMN DADDY!! WHAT'VE YOU BEEN DOING DOWN THERE AT THAT RADIO STATION WITH SYDNEY?!! I TOLD YOU TO STOP HITTING THAT THREE WHEEL MOTION ON THESE UNTESTED FEMALES, DIDN'T I?!! NOW YOU'VE GOT ANOTHER ONE ON YOUR TIP!! AHAHA!! I KNEW YOU WAS UP TO NO GOOD!!"
She was having way too much fun.
"Shut up Rashida!!"
"IT ALL MAKES SENSE NEGRO!!! HEY, DON'T HANG UP!! Come on bruh; I got something nice for your trifling ass daddy."
"You Know I'm A Ho" by Ice Cube and Master P blasted from my phone out of nowhere accompanied by her uproarious masculine sounding laughter.
Lucy leaned in further invading my space as I noticed quickly ending the call. The video resumed as soon as the call ended revealing the radio studio cleared except for a few lingering security guards, a Caucasian suit and some really scared looking production assistant sitting in Takisha's seat.
The camera suddenly shifted focused directly on Sydney's face. Even more jarring was the granite expression on her face which hadn't changed throughout the dustup with my budding stalker, Takisha.
"Babe, I'm sure there are loved ones of yours that are really sorry you didn't get the man of your dreams, sincerely. I understand you feel that you should be treated a certain kind of way by men, I get it girlfriend. All your life everything was a cake walk until you got that motherfucking reality check. Don't cry bitch, reevaluate yourself hoe. Clean it up baby and realize you never had a REAL KING in your sorry life. Oh, Takisha watch that egregious slander because I'm represented by the second largest law firm in the country baby; and it don't cost me a dime to tap yo ass so hard, you'll be calling Sly's show whining and bitching about how I HIT it and QUIT it!! Peace out my sister."
"Wow, she's normally so nice; I watch that show when I'm getting ready in the morning. Ken's so funny, right sir?" Lucy was unwrapping the paper from her cheese burger doing her best to make conversation.
"Move over there on the other side."
"We can't..."
"No, look we're good Lucy, but you've gotta dial it back a bit." I was trying to be reassuring while my brain was fried in worry about the repercussions of my actions earlier in the morning.
"Uh, sorry." Lucy gathered up her portion of the lunch shuffling over to an empty table looking dejected. She took a seat with her back facing me eating alone as I face palmed.
"Aw shit."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"SHIT!" I sat up in bed with a start looking around the darkened bedroom drenched in sweat. My phone was blinking with a few messages.
"Figures." More than a few were from Takisha presently still dating my cousin Jaquan thinking she was sticking it to me.
The loon was unaware that we'd hashed things out beforehand when she attempted to employ a bit of proxy violence to get revenge on me after getting her ass handed to her in public. I just deleted them noticing some from Rashida which peeked my curiosity in that they were links. I swung my feet over the edge of Charity's former bed switching on my flat screen television mounted on the opposing wall.
"Alright I know its fucked up before I even look." I used my phone casting the video onto the screen finding the Sly & Sydney Morning Show already in progress.
Things looked visually intense with Sly and Ken the Comedian sitting on one side of the studio while Sydney sat on the opposite side glaring at them. She was dressed business casual in a burgundy glossy blouse and a brown knee length skirt that clung to her curves. It was odd positioning as she sat facing the camera half facing away from the men with one leg folded over the other. Some badass calve length heeled boots covered her legs and feet.
"Syd, we good right?" Ken asked sort of hunched over his side of the desk looking concerned.
"Why do you keep asking me that shit; shouldn't you know? I really don't appreciate being bum rushed by the two people I trusted most in life. What, are ratings that low that we need my panties out for public consumption?"
"Naw Sydney Syd, we trying to get up in front of things here cause you already sent out a cease and desist letter, Fed-Ex girl. You coming hard on the fellas down stairs before we even have a chance to hash this stuff out. Ain't nobody against you Syd; we trying to understand what's going on round here. People talking about you getting your back blown out downstairs in the studio. Da' Doobies claiming they got receipts and everything."
"Well why don't you interview them nigga?" Sly and Ken did a doubletake. Her regular partner since the show's inception looked strained, noticeably out of himself.
"Sydney we want the unedited interview played on the show to clear things up."
Sly interjected, his words sounding measured.
"Yeah, if it's like you say it is, we'll help you spit roast all those motherfuckers. Just play the unedited audio."
"No."
"So, you're admitting that it's true?" Sly interjected again.
"I said no."
"To which question?"
"Both." She was wearing a pair of shades staring impassively at his face while he reacted visually looking downward.
"This is not just about you Syd; don't you understand that?"
"I understand that we've been doing this job for a very long time and I thought you had my back. You know, ride, or die on all this bullshit and uh, Ken too. You niggas telling me that you believe some little punk ass wannabe drill rappers over me, right? Did it ever occur to you they might want my spot in the afternoon, huh? Or maybe they wanna be up in here kicking it with you and take your shit over? Yeah you believe Myron who unless I'm mistaken got these hands when he put his on my ass last year at the Christmas bash, right?"
Both men looked at one another then back at Sydney.
"If you're not gonna shut it down, then I will Syd." Sly sounded grievously solemn while Ken looked down at the desk in front of him shuffling some papers.
"What're you talking about?"
"You know you're on a shared plan; I called our provider." Sly produced his phone placing it in front of her.
There was an immediate change in her expression as her eyebrows raised over her shades, then her brow furrowed.
"Listen to me Charles; if you play that recording on this show there will be consequences."
"Syd." Ken tried to intervene verbally.
"Shut the fuck up Ken, you don't have legal papers on me; you didn't take vows like Charles did and promise we'd carve out a new phase of my career when I gave up the business to come to this show. Those dusty niggas downstairs are trying to ruin everything Charles; is that what you want, huh? Play that shit if you don't give a fuck."
"I won't Sydney Wilson."
"Good idea, Charles "Sly" Wilson." She responded coldly.
"I can't do it, but Ken can Syd."
He slid his phone in front of his best friend folding his arms afterwards tucking his chin. Ken picked up the phone in both hands staring wide eyed across the room at Sydney. Her mouth was hanging open in disbelief before she gritted her teeth in rage.
"KEN YOU BET NOT PLAY THAT...!!" It was too late as he activated the recording right under his mounted microphone.
"Negging again?"
"You're welcome to your opinion Sydney; did I answer all of your questions ma'am?"
"Everything except one."
"That being?"
"Are you holding?"
"There's only one way you're going to find out Sydney." Our chairs were heard audibly squeaking cutting up the quality of the audio.
"Are we done here Sydney?"
"Two fingers, huh?"
The unedited audio was damming as Sly and Sydney sat facing one another while Ken looked completely out of character, embarrassed. It only took a few seconds but the audience could hear our tryst and the incessant pounding as I fucked her manically while she screamed loudly referring to me as a King, for all of a few seconds. Ken cut it off when it became apparent she was getting rag dolled and fucked to the extreme.
I sprouted wood. She sat there silently staring a hole in Ken's face for a few moments, then looked Sly dead in the face.
"Happy now?" She asked voice cracking as she pushed her glasses up on her nose.
"No."
Sydney suddenly shot up into a standing position knocking the chair down as she walked out slinging her purse. Her movements were so forceful the chair was flung into the wall behind it.
The screen abruptly cut to a screen saver ironically featuring Sly, Sydney and Ken all hugged up touting "Family" under their logo. The rest of the show on social media was presented in this manner with continuous musical selections starting with "All I Do" played in a loop for three repetitions. I perused the internet already finding a deluge of amateur videos covering the show with a lot of them dragging me sight unseen.
"Aw man, I'm fucked if they find out who I am." I started to dial up Rashida but stopped not wanting a finger wagged in my face.
I got up getting a cup of joe forgoing the usual pound of cream and sugar taking it black as I started mentally working out the red tape of keeping my identity a secret. There was no doubt Rashida would be offended if I shoved a NDA in her face and it would probably damage our friendship a little as well.
Additionally there was nothing stopping Takisha from dropping my cousin's address online because she thought I lived there. The hair on the back of my neck was standing up as I took a shower and cleaned up for work.
I was so rattled, I ended up hopping a train downtown to work earlier than usual eschewing use of the basic car provided by Mr. Gilbert. Parking downtown was decidedly way more expensive than I was willing to pay on a continual basis and sometimes I just need the proximity of other people as I used the elevated trains to travel about the city. I just liked blending into the city being a nondescript face in the crowd.
I picked up a pastry and a cup of orange juice from a liquor store after getting off at my stop walking to my campus job with the intent of catching a brief nap to make up for the time I spent watching my reputation sight unseen go up in smoke again. I caught my foot on an uneven portion of the sidewalk dropping my cup of juice just as I was about to sip, then stood there looking at it entranced.
"Story of my life; get something good then the unexpected happens." I glanced at the pastry in my hand. Before I could take a bite, a fly flitted onto it. I tossed it too breathing heavily pondering the rest of my day.
"Well, nothing can stop me from closing my eyes for a minute."
I soldiered onward intent on getting a brief nap walking in second building on the campus finding the lobby sparsely populated. My school didn't have dorms of their own, rather they rented out from a larger inner city university, itself a satellite institution of a larger entity. The student center was closed about twenty minutes from opening for the day, but I just wanted that cat nap taking the elevator to the second floor where the AV department was located.
"Huh?"
I had my keys out to unlock the door but found it unsecured immediately thinking my coworker left it that way the night prior. There was a lot of expensive equipment there for the taking. I pressed lightly into the door worried there might be somebody in the process of robbing the place.
The interior of our small modular office was pitch black but I made out shapes in the darkness suggesting nothing was missing. I chafed inside knowing I'd have to do an audit of the place already struggling internally whether or not I was snitching on someone. I reached up inside the door for the panel light, but suddenly noticed a slight illumination in the back of the room where we kept a lot of the heavy equipment and hanging cords.
It was light from a phone illuminating the back of someone's head as my heart leapt into my throat.
"You're a shit bird." I paused hearing a female voice. Security was down stairs, some lazy looking brother who took over when his more vigilant crewcut sporting counterpart was unavailable. In short, they were a joke.
"Nobody likes you." It was Lucy, my new coworker and trainee.
Lucy was sequestered at the back of the office behind the rows of hanging cords and equipment facing what I believed was the wall, but actually turned out to be some wooded panel with a mirror attached.
She was so slight I almost missed her there sort of hidden behind everything. She didn't seem aware of my presence this early. Lucy wasn't scheduled on duty until nine in the morning. Lucy was sitting on an empty upturned five gallon bucket.
Lucy wore this chintzy looking white collared t-shirt with rainbow colored stripes horizontally across the rest of the material, a denim thigh length skirt with frayed edges, some dingy, worn athletic socks and pink chucks. I could hear some light mumbling inching inward a bit further in the muted darkness of the AV stock room. It sounded like she was talking to herself under her breath.
"It's gonna be okay as long as you keep it under wraps; nobody's gonna find out what a little shit bird you are; what a stinking little rat you are with no place to lay your head at night. Scraping by on handouts trying to make it that first paycheck. Then maybe, just maybe I'll be okay. Maybe I can get some decent clothes. Then he'll notice."
I was worried in that moment thinking she might be having some sort of crisis, when she suddenly parted her legs wide facing that mirror.
"Just wanna feel something; get what I need down here. I've been waiting for something good to happen to me for once. If only... I'll make it good I promise, I'll do the best I can to make you feel good too. I want it inside me just once. Wanna feel what it's like to be penetrated deep, made a woman instead of playing with it All the time."
Lucy shifted about on the empty five gallon bucket reaching back grabbing handfuls of her skirt tugging it up until I was looking at the back of her panties. They were vintage floral print with a worn looking elastic waistband, sort of frayed with the edges of her buttocks visible spilling out of the sides.
She was short, chunky looking with a wide squarish back. I started to slowly withdraw taking care not to make any noise when Lucy suddenly licked her hand, actually the palm. I was alerted by the audible sticky sound of her tongue. She shifted about a little reaching down.
Lucy started rubbing one out.
I could tell by the positioning of her arms sussing out that she'd tugged her panties aside with one hand while rubbing her virtue in a circular motion with the other. Her breathing was labored and heavy. I was starting to perspire a bit still slowly withdrawing feeling like the worst for intruding on an intimate moment.
"If you make me feel good, I'll show you my secret." I raised a brow.
Lucy sat upright looking down between her legs still rubbing but stopped abruptly peeling the hem of her collared t-shirt up exposing her chest in the mirror. Because of my height and vantage point, I was able to see everything.
Lucy's secret was staggering to the eye as I sprouted wood to the extreme in seconds.
Her entire torso, her upper half was hidden behind her breasts, these gigantic boulders that explained her use of a jacket at all times during work.
These weren't pendulous breasts sagging and deflated. No, Lucy was sporting an awe inspiring set of knockers bigger than two basketballs. For comparison, she dwarfed Tressie Fisher and Shirley "Mintzy" Lozano by one and a half to two sizes. This young twenty something was all tits from the waist up with a staggering cleavage resting freed on the tops of her thighs. A large old fashioned skin toned brassiere struggled to cover her breasts failing miserably.
I knew the undergarment was vintage comparing it to something worn by Mintzy in the past.
It's muted worn look and subtle color matched her slight olive skin tone.
"They're so sensitive and heavy; they hurt because my bra is too small...and my nipples." She continued talking to herself cupping the outsides of her breasts mashing them together creating a monstrous cleavage that made my cock throb and strain against my jeans.
Lucy reached into the deep cleavage line of her brassiere grabbing fistfuls of its material. Her thin fingers disappeared up to the knuckles embedded into the soft looking flesh.
She yanked downward on the brassiere with a quick jerky movement freeing her definitively massive breasts. They bulged outward looking as if they were inflating then flopped horizontally. If it was to be believed, her cleavage started just below her neck as a single line.
If you saw a pic of her tits, you'd think it was an elaborate hoax, probably photoshop.
The secondary story here was the almost plate sized darkened areolas that were ruddy nearly matching my skin tone, or even darker. The center of each contained unbelievable nipples that were nearly big as the tip of my pinky finger for an immediate comparison. The surrounding olive colored light brown flesh made them stand out more.
"They're so ugly, especially with these old lady areolas. I hate my nipples because they're so sensitive." Lucy continued the self-narrative mashing her breasts together a few times before concentrating on her thick nips.
I watched Lucy pinch and distend them quite a bit using three fingers, essentially mauling them for a few moments breathing even heavier. One of her hands went back to pleasuring herself downstairs. She paused long enough to audibly suck on her middle and pointer fingers before presumably inserting them inside her snatch.
"Ah! Feels...so good, but I want a real one inside here." Lucy went at it harder jilling herself off as I managed to make it to the office door in the darkness. I actually ducked down cracking the door open with as much care as I could master compromised by the throbbing steel rod in my pants.
My entire pelvis was seizing up and throbbing with lust from the visual alone as I limped down the empty corridor pushing into the nearest men's bathroom. It felt like I was going to explode especially after I cleared the restroom door hobbling to the furthest urinal which thankfully was partitioned off. I fished out my cock like an addict.
Streams of thick jizz started spewing from the head of my penis the moment it was exposed to the air. I handled myself at the base with one hand on the wall supporting my weight. My inner thighs were pulsing as I shot several ropes into the urinal like silly string. It was over very quickly but felt like it lasted an eternity.
"Fuck." I was shook at the rebellious involuntary behavior of my own body.
It felt dirty, and intrusive.
I lingered at the urinal instinctively going through the mental rolodex of my past sexual conquests. It started with one Erica Walton ending currently with local celebrity Sydney leaving me embroiled in somewhat of an involuntary love triangle of sorts.
This woman was a wild card that caught me on the blindside making me feel dare I say, ashamed for having peeped at her in an intimate moment. Lucy was definitely hiding quite a few secrets I wanted no part of in any respect.
My heart was still thumping as one long strand of jizz protruded slowly from the head of my cock like an errant strand of spaghetti. I gave myself a utilitarian stroke freeing the reluctant web flushing several times afterwards. I was in shock partially unable to look at myself in the mirror as I washed my hands profusely. It was still early in the morning, but the student center was already open for a good forty-five minutes at this point.
"That never happened." I mumbled to my reflection worried that I'd never look at Lucy the same again.
My cock was throbbing and thighs aching as I trudged to the nearest stairwell instead of taking the elevator at the end of the corridor.
I knew I had to walk it off and find a way to smother my artistic sexual proclivities and fight off my unrefined id. Yet, I still found myself trying to figure out her cup size wondering what she looked like naked. The little devil on my shoulder was screaming at me to find a way to finagle Lucy onto my website where she would undoubtedly blow up.
She was having some serious money issues. This was apparent from my shitty eavesdropping.
I knew what it could mean but didn't want to appear as if I were grooming her juxtaposing the obvious scenario with Takisha's recent sullying of me as some womanizer, a Chad, a Tyrone, a fucking Pookie. I'd pounded Sydney out purely out of sexual curiosity and still wanted more of her but resolved that it was a one time deal especially since she was currently in the hot seat publicly.
The memory of her big porous donk wasn't helping matters either in tandem with Lucy's apparent Macromastia.
It felt as if I'd been dosed by some visual Spanish fly necessitating a readjustment of my situation down stairs before walking out into the lobby. After some intense pocket pool I was just barely presentable as I started trudging across the lobby. There was well over forty minutes before I actually had to start work.
Dr. Miles would be shocked when I was there at the timeclock before he arrived.
Still though, I was worried about training Lucy throughout the shift now that I knew she was "holding." I resolved to hash it out in my favorite booth over breakfast while following the developing Sydney drama on my trusty android. Lucy would have to wait.
Fate had other ideas which surprised me little at this point.
"GOOD MORNING!!" She was sitting in my favorite booth on the opposite side of it remembering my preferences.
Lucy was appropriately bundled up in her ratty members only jacket and extra-large work tee as I walked near enough to the table now noticing how her upper half was pretty much pressing into the fixed booth.
She was smiling with a harmless expression on her face as I noticed the cheap paper bowl of oatmeal sitting in front of her. Her half of the table was littered with napkins, open sugar packets and empty butter pats. The bowl was doubled over telling me it was her second. The oatmeal was the cheapest thing on the youth center menu. I waved back.
"Uhm, I'm not trying to invade your space or anything sir; I figured since you were scheduled to come in around eight thirty, I'd kinda sit here because I like the positioning. From here I can look out at the walk in front of the school and people watch; it's kind of my thing, you know? Well, I'll move along so you can have your booth back."



"No, it's cool Lucy; you can stay." I replied sounding like the youthful curmudgeon I was.
"Are you sure sir; I mean there's a perfectly good table right over there that I can get if you really want to be alone. I learn from my mistakes, so I'm not trying to crowd you one bit. I was just having some oatmeal, it's really good and healthy too."
She was almost stammering nearly drowning out the deviant thoughts in my head as I not so subtly stared a hole in her chest remembering the momentous unveiling of her beyond huge knockers.
"LUCY, IT'S COOL, OKAY?!"
"Yeah." Her shoulders slumped as she sort of lurched pressing her chest into the table unaware that her boobs were sitting on the table. I felt like an absolute creep for snapping at her to drown out the noise in my head.
"Hey, I'm gonna get something from the counter; would you like a pastry or something?" Lucy perked up, but then deflated again.
"Uh thanks, but I'm on a budget."
"I got you covered."
"Well uhm, I can't pay you back until I get my first check, so I'm gonna have to decline." I grinded my teeth feeling irritated on two fronts. Her behavior and my own misgivings about my motivations had a lot to do with it.
"If you could pay me back, what would you order?"
"I can't pay you back." It was her turn to sound irritated.
"Answer the question."
"I uh, like those really big apple fritters they make." She admitted sheepishly making the answer sound like a defeat.
It seemed like she was legitimately on hard times as she demurely looked away peering out the window at the sparse early morning street traffic.
I couldn't help checking out the swell of her upper half pressed against the table walking away with my hands in my pockets when my tumescence started to react. It didn't work however as I was becoming increasingly horny with every step. There was a line to the counter and I found my place three people back. I was worried that my normal left me entitled in a way the outside world wouldn't understand.
My thoughts drifted to Sydney who'd allowed me to screw the stuffing out of her because of Takisha's manic behavior in her attempt to "out" me to the public. I considered most of the women since Erica Walton realizing they were karmic hookups connected to one another. Even Shawnee Thompson aka Ms. WTF was connected to me through Porsha Simms who'd succumb to addiction and fallen off.
My great loss came courtesy of Tressie Fisher. Charity Gilbert had been a bit of sexual serendipity through Shawnee and perhaps Andre.
I wasn't anything special.
Womack and Womack's "Baby I'm Scared Of You" flowed from the overhead PA System adding a mellowness to my sudden existential crisis out of the blue. I was starting to feel as if I were this horrid opportunist suddenly thinking of a certain baby mamma number two getting this weird feeling inside that made my heart thump.
I'd been trained to think a certain way and act before I even realized it. Half of me was already shooting Lucy in my mind to much internal protestation. Despite myself I was thinking strategically in regards to my new coworker.
"I added a pecan bear claw to the bag along with your pomegranate flavored water and your husband's coffee mug, Dr. Berhan. Oh yeah, almost forgot the orange slices."
I perked up looking from my feet two people over finding a familiar set of cheeks trapped like sausage casings in a skintight form fitting pair of skinny jeans. The powerful gams attached attracted even more attention making the eye travel down to a simple pair of black heels on her feet.
My gaze went in reverse affixed to that perfect fifty inches continuing up finding a simple black hoodie and a familiar face already looking me dead in the eyes, amused.
"Put it on my black card dear heart and uhm, pick up the tab for my friend right there." The devilish smile on her face acquiesced my salacious gaze in no uncertain terms.
Zoya collected her order from the counter walking out of the student center slowly putting a little extra and then some into her step because I was watching. The easy sway of her big heart shaped derriere took many eyes with it as she pushed through the double doors exiting the student center.
"Damn man, did you see that ass?"
"How could I miss it bruh?" Two guys in gym attire had come up behind me in line for the register.
I ended up picking up two apple fritters, two breakfast sandwiches, cups of microwave eggs and two sealed cups of OJ on Zoya's tab feeling guilty once the tray was placed in front of me. I was still fighting with myself internally making compelling arguments on both sides for each point.
She was someone down on her luck making a little headway with this job in the AV department while the other side of the internal discussion centered on her potential to break the internet much as Rashida had done in the last few days.
"Wow, you didn't have to buy all of this!" Lucy's eyes lit up when I set the tray on the table in front of her.
"I didn't, eat up."
"I can't pay."
"Well, than all of this food is gonna go to waste because I ain't touching shit until you start chomping." While I was giving her an ultimatum, I got a tiny glimpse of her Marianna trench deep cleavage that hit my crotch like an EMP.
It was a fleeting glimpse of the circular bit of negative space below her collared t-shirt. It was a single line defining what I knew lie beneath informed by a bit of darker pigmentation in the jagged shape of a letter J. This was caused by all of her hidden bounty being shoved in a less than stellar brassiere, little more than a hammock for her tits.
"You don't understand." Lucy reasoned as her stomach audibly growled.
"I'm out; be right back."
I stuffed my hands in my pockets briskly walking off leaving the tray right under her nose. To my great shame, I was working at suppressing a raging hardon. My hidden hands worked to adjust things as I reached the door glancing back towards the booth.
Lucy was ravaging the tray of food eating like a starved animal with both hands as I smirked fishing out my phone texting away. I hit the elevator to the second floor going in the opposite direction of the AV office letting myself into the conference room locking the door behind me. Her purchased items were on the table. Along with her purse and pants. Her heels were neatly tucked under the desk.
"What took you so long dear heart?"
Zoya was standing there wearing only the hoodie and this really skimpy invisible beige string thong. It was riding high on her wide fifty inch hips. Zoya was comedically wearing the hoodie over her head with the drawstrings pulled tight.
She gave me a wink crossing one shapely leg in front of the other smiling.
I pounced on her.
To my great shame I was already unbuckling as I opened the door and I suspect Zoya figured as much already prepared. A joyous shriek filled the room as I snatched her bicep with one hand and slapped that big butt of hers with the other watching the healthy jiggle that followed.
Zoya occupied the periphery of my sexual circle but was in the know exclusively regarding my proclivities outside of Rashida Sikes, Phoebe and Charity Gilbert. Her palms loudly slammed down on the rectangular desktop as she manifested a deep arch in her lower back. That perfect fifty inch butt looked even bigger in this position as I grabbed a handful of her hoodie pulling the thong to the side.
"OH YEAH THAT'S IT BOY!! THAT'S WHAT I'VE BEEN A WANTING YEAH!! A PROPER SNOG WITH A PROPER FELLOW YEAH!!" Her UK accent always got more pronounced, syrupy thick when she was being piped down to the extreme.
My balls were slapping against her butt as I rodded her wet cunt out with the efficiency of a piston earning a loud hollow clap of those dusky cheeks. My jeans drifted down to my knees from the kinetic rutting forcing me to do this little stutter step forward pulling back hard with that handful of Zoya's now exposed hair.
My opposite hand was in possession of a fistful of her hoodie raising it a little revealing her cinched thirty-two inch waist.
Dr. Zoya Berhan covert pervert of the highest order, liked her sex rough and nasty to the max. I'd discovered this by accident in two separate moments of crisis.
I pushed that hoodie up further finding more of her naked back sliding my hand underneath cupping her right tit. Zoya groaned when I treated her boob like a stress ball as I beat her back out over that desk. "Dat Ass" of hers looked incredible bouncing off my pelvis like it was made of rubber.
I gave her tit a wicked pinch that sent shivers down to her cunt which promptly tightened up around my girth in a rocking snapping motion. Her distressed sounding whimpers made me even harder as I continued speed fucking the stuffing out of her box.
My palm slid down her stomach cupping her sex wholly with her clit between my middle digits. I gave her a vigorous massage in tandem with the vicious back shots to her resilient buttocks. Zoya's hips were already swiveling taking my embedded cock on a ride as tremors erupted across her body.
Goosebumps sprouted across her shivering buttocks. Her cunt felt as if it were swelling up inside squeezing my shaft. I shoved her face down on the desk hard drawing both hands down clawing and digging my nails into her buttocks holding them like handles.
"OH YEAH!! THAS THE TICKET!! COME NOW I CAN TAKE IT!! AW YEAH!! GET THAT ARSE!! I LOVE DOGGING!! AW YEAH!! SHAG ME BUM PROPER LIKE NOW!! AW YEAH!! I'M HAVING ME BREAKFAST RIGHT NOW!! AW YEAH!!!"
Her voice was fluctuating caused by my angry thrusts. I was getting an awesome squishy sound that was starting to become louder as Zoya spread her gams wider elevating on the balls of her feet. Her spread buttocks resembled obscene butterfly wings splayed apart with her openings on full display.
My hands shot up reclaiming dual fistfuls of her neck from behind pounding her into a shuddering mess. Zoya went stiff all limbs locking in place.
"SIA NYAAH!! KANJUT!! BANGET AING!! SAMBUTAN AING JIGA JANGGANG KOTOR!! JANCOK ITU!! ABDI SUMPING!! ABDI SUMPING!! NYAAH!!"
She shattered.
Zoya went into her native language sounding as if she were speaking in tongues.
I was already cumming hard pulling out hosing down her shivering cheeks getting an oozing deluge of spunk on her brown eye.
Zoya's heart shaped cheeks were glazed over while she did this picture perfect twerk that would've made Rashida Sikes proud. I snatched big handfuls of her hips mashing her buttocks together creating this intricate webbed lattice between the halves. Zoya dipped at the knees bouncing a little with these breathy gasps. She went into a crouch taking my endowment halfway for a blistering cleanup blowjob.
"That was a right proper snog; feel free to use me as a proxy anytime dear heart." Zoya stood up grinning in my face cupping my balls as she spoke.
"Excuse me?" She gave me a few strokes milking out an errant strand which she plucked out slurping up like a decadent treat as I watched.
"Come now, you were using me as a proxy; for whom, I don't know, but you mustn't forget the numerous hats stealthily upon my brow one of which includes a complete education in the psychology of the mind. I'm not offended and if you want to make me even happier, send that lovely cousin of yours to my boudoir. I've not finished tasting him yet. He has the loveliest set of balls."
"Stop it."
She unzipped and tossed her hoodie on the desk reaching into her purse removing a small brassiere that matched her disheveled thong panties. I watched enchanted as she put on the undergarment before adjusting her undies glancing up at me smiling.
"If you're set off again, feel free to call. We can go next door to the hostel and do things quite properly. I wouldn't mind having your cousin in for a threesome."
"Can I film it?" It was meant to be a joke.
"I'd wondered why you haven't considered me before; but I'm amenable to the idea darling. Come now, don't give that lovely Dr. Miles a reason to write you up." I glanced at my phone finding that I had barely three minutes to make it to the time clock.
"Shit." I bolted out of the room leaving Zoya there combing her hair. Her husband Steven would be pissed about the cold coffee and snacks.
**********************************************************************************************************
Things went pretty mundane with Zoya providing somewhat of a sexual methadone for me in regards to my working cohabitation with Lucy. I kept it a buck lucking out when Dr. Miles showed up taking her along for a lunch with a few members of faculty.
I was still relatively new but left behind to my own devices setting up a few rooms for classes and an additional faculty meeting. Dr. Miles allowed me to make my lunch period fluid to balance out my exclusion from their trip to a local pizzeria where Lucy would be vetted and asked numerous questions for some sort of survey.
Turns out the Sydney Syd drama was exacerbated when her afternoon rivals, a group of local drill rappers going by the eponymous name "Da' Doobies" came into possession of the unedited audio of our "interview" and the resultant frenzied hookup. One of the six men crew, some guy named Myron decided to put Sydney on blast playing the audio clip on air until a station manager ran in shutting things down.
Two thirds of the clip ended up in public consumption ripped, downloaded, and pirated exacerbating the situation dramatically.
I decided to leave the office partially open after one of my coworkers called off probably getting ready to quit because of Dr. Miles. Lunch was taken in the office allowing me to service requests from the various departments while following the drama online.
Sydney was being hounded and chided with many asking if I'd cracked her ass in half like I was supposedly going to do to Takisha. I went to Takisha's social media with a burner account finding that her followers were spiking somewhere around ten thousand. It felt like someone was dancing on my grave.
As far as I was concerned, no one was ever going to discover my actual name much less Sydney or Takisha.
There was another component to the proceedings in that Rashida hadn't called or texted since the crack of dawn. Things just felt sort of dead when I checked my phone making me alternately anxious and a bit angry at the same time.
She'd made it known that she would never judge me or take up opposition with my detractors, but now she was audibly nowhere to be found. Obviously She was at work doing her day job at the barber shop. I wanted to call her up to make sure she wasn't catching hell after revealing herself to the world but chickened out.
I went to her interview on the show that morning instead.
"GOT-DAMN GIRL!!" Ken exclaimed sounding like a cross between a medieval bard and a construction worker as his gathered entourage fell out.
Rashida entered the set from off camera with people reacting to her salacious attire offscreen. There was a cacophony of background noise and chatter with muffled talk from my muse and person's unknown. Rashida was directed to walk on camera with the angle extremely low capturing her sixty plus inches of online fame, albeit with a mosaic obstructing it from open view.
She stood there for a few moments shoulders slouched unsure of what to do giving the audience even more of a view until Sly got up gesturing towards a seat across the panel.
Rashida looked really nervous fidgeting with the chair before having a seat as Ken leaned forward from his side of the desk.
"Hey young lady you ain't gots nothing to worry about because I assure you I am a country gentleman."
"From Detroit."
Some tall skinny guy with a ski cap replied getting a sustained bit of laughter from everyone except Rashida who sat with a posture looking like she was sitting on the toilet. Her stallion legs were on full display in the camera frame.
"I can handle myself; you ain't the first nig-I mean guy who's ever come at me." Rashida caught herself midsentence.
"Girl, it ain't like that at all; besides I got people for that." More laughter before Sly interrupted quieting things down a bit beginning the interview.
"So you've become very popular over the last twenty-four hours, eh Thunda, right?"
"Yeah."
"Excuse me, would you like to give us your real name instead of your stage name ma'am?"
My brow furrowed at the question knowing this was part of the plan to draw me out so that I'd end up on Sydney's afternoon show to be verbally flogged. At that exact moment, she was talking to me in the lobby with the intent of getting something to use for her afternoon show.
"Thunda is my REAL NAME!" Rashida shouted loud enough to get some audio feedback from the sound equipment. I was heartened that she didn't fold right off the bat but kept watching.
"Kinda like Thor, right?" Ken cut in obviously entertained.
"I thought you was funny nigga." Rashida replied starting to get more comfortable earning some snickers and peer commentary.
"I'm as funny as you need me to be; you ain't gotta come up in here with your back stiff baby girl. We just wanna make sure we got your handle right; don't you got something to promote like a calendar or a website, something juicy, huh baby?"
"You know more about my shit than me; why don't you tell everybody what I've got, baby?"
"Damn Thunda, you just walk up in here cracking a nigga, huh?"
"What's my name funny nigga?" The laughter started to ramp up as Rashida and Ken verbally sparred with him obviously flirting in-between. Rashida was proving to be sharp starting to relax as she leaned back in her seat intermittently looking over her shoulder slightly uncomfortable.
"Everything okay Thunda?" Sly asked.
"Yeah, don't you got no better chairs up in here bruh; this hella uncomfortable?" Sly motioned off camera to an intern briefly seen in frame when the view followed his line of sight.
"These chairs ain't made for all that cake you packing back there." Ken interjected again.
"I can't hear you Ken."
"YOU CAN'T HEAR ME GIRL?!!"
"Yeah cause I asked you a question you ain't answered and that means you can't hear me talking; man, every time I say something, fools pop up with floppy ears flexing on my shit, even a whisper. But you ain't hearing me Ken; what's my motherfucking name?"
The profanity was bleeped out which had the unintended or not effect of making my muse look more street than she actually was. There were a few females inside the studio, one visibly irritated at Rashida's demeanor as Ken answered.
"Thunda!"
"Say it again so these people know!" Rashida didn't miss a beat.
"THUNDA!!" Ken shouted earning more uproarious laughter from his entourage, the people behind the camera and Sly himself. Rashida looked around at the various faces in the studio with the beginnings of a smile on her face.
Thunda stood up with her hands on her hips.
The thunderous sounds of her popping hips filled the studio getting everyone's attention bar none.
Her superhuman twerking skills made it almost sound as if the bionic clapping sound was artificially added in by some editor. Ken comedically went stiff in his seat, looking faux petrified as his ballcap fell from his head to the floor revealing a haircut underneath that reminded me of Mike Tyson's in his younger days.
Some intern decided to be funny rolling in a larger leather seat from his or her position off camera. Rashida stopped looking at it wide eyed, then at the camera mouthing WTF. The camera view shifted to some female intern trying to duck behind another volunteer employee hiding her face.
"HEY!" Rashida shouted as the camera remained on the intern. She reluctantly looked up at Rashida with a timid smile.
"Yeah?"
"What're you doing; you hiding from the cheeks?" This small group of interns were busting up as the blue haired intern looked completely flushed in embarrassment.



"Just doing my job, Thunda."
"DOING YOUR JOB; WHAT'S THAT?"
"Uh getting you whatever you want ma'am." This intern was continually jostling with her associates trying to bolt out of the studio but they kept shoving her backwards in full view of Rashida who turned to Sly and Ken.
"CAN I KEEP HER?!!" The show exploded in uproarious laughter as my lunchbreak came to an end. There was more to watch, but people were lining up outside my dispatch window.
Rashida Sikes rise to the top was signified with the near constant activity on her "Thunda" social media page.
I had access having created it for her when we began the new phase of her career together after her fallout from her old life. Her scenes and subsequent cam page were seeing a constant flurry of activity making us both quite a bit of coin. I knew I'd have to get online searching for pirated content in the usual places later.
The rebuild of her brand was complete.
I still hesitated calling or texting her due to the adjoining situation developing with Sydney and Takisha. It felt like I couldn't look at her face right away, but I knew I had to make some overtures towards her or else she would likely react negatively and read me the riot act.
Her early days on cam came to mind when she was outed by Yoli to her then boyfriend who chided her into what became her actual inaugural boy girl scene. Unfortunately she ended up being exploited even further until I shined a light on things in my own quest for retribution.
A twinge of loneliness ran through my body as I took my last break before getting off sitting in one of the deep windows people watching. My day had been pretty much uneventful with Lucy out of the department for most of it.
"Hey." She popped up with a tin of deep dish pizza, leftovers from her lunch with our boss Dr. Miles and associates.
"What's up Lucy; did you have a good time at lunch today?"
"Yeah, I got leftovers, a meat special and one slice of vegetarian; wanna have some in the student center with me?"
"I already ate thank you; don't worry, it was a slow day."
"You can have the meat special; I mean I'll trade it to you for a soda." She bartered sort of pouting at the thought of losing the food item she actually wanted. She felt like a kid to me standing there with her jacket zipped all the way up hiding her immense bosom on the low.
"I'll take a raincheck, but I'll still spring for the soda." I fished some change out of my pocket handing it to her, but Lucy continued pouting.
"Are you, mad about being the only one left out of lunch today?"
"What?"
"Well yeah, everybody was there along with the old department head Steven and his wife Dr. Berhan too. We kinda made a day out of it around downtown afterwards, but it felt kind of off for me without you there. Thanks for volunteering to cover the office for everyone sir."
"Yeah sure, hey no offense but I'm on my last break right now."
"Uhm, okay."
I watched her stalk off sullenly feeling the fire welling up in my chest at my boss's duplicity. That guy would always be a douchebag no matter what and I decided I was out of the business of giving favors for the foreseeable future.
My coworker who called off was actually going to that lunch and didn't feel the need to let me in on things. Part of working in the department necessitated the sharing of phone numbers. I fired off a text full of smiley face emojis asking if he enjoyed lunch with everybody else.
"Son of a bitch." There was no response from the guy, but two minutes later Dr. Miles appeared outside of the window I was sitting in motioning for me to come outside on the sidewalk.
"YEAH?!" There was no way he would know I was imagining hitting his crusty uptight ass with the mother of all sucker punches.
"Yeah; is that how you're supposed to talk to your employer?" His authoritative baritone voice had no effect on me whatsoever. I couldn't help wearing my heart on my sleeve at times knowing my chest was visibly heaving.
"Just two adults talking to one another, sir." I replied tersely.
He looked as if wanted to oblige me in a street fight looking put out by my attitude. I wondered if I was about to be fired caring little for the bullshit department he was running at this point.
"You are aware Steven and Zoya aren't allowed within a certain distance of you, right? I'm told that's what administrative, along with the dean's office came up with to solve a certain problem, right son?"
"Yes, you're correct."
"As your boss and the inheritor of the AV department, I'm tasked with looking out for your welfare whether you like it or not. You're upset about being allegedly excluded, firing off half assed texts to your coworker because you felt like you weren't allowed to play some goddamn reindeer games! Hell you got your old boss up out his office and now you've got the nerve to want him to buy you lunch too!"
"Oh."
"Yeah, see you don't know this but Steven liked to treat his employees to lunch before the semester fully started, but he got "removed" from his job."
"I-didn't know."
"Now you do boy, I'll tell you what; you can go for the day with full pay, I'll let Lucy finish up there and next time we'll be sure to bring you a doggie bag."
He nearly shoulder bumped me intending to walk away after delivering his "witty zinger" but I had other ideas.
"HEY DR. MILES?!!" My boss turned about still looking as if he wanted a donnybrook in front of the college.
"What is it boy?"
"Would you have bent over if you were me?" I asked looking him dead in the eyes.
I was left there on the sidewalk by myself. I glanced up towards the window I'd been sitting in finding Lucy there. She'd watched the entire exchange between us quickly disappearing from view. It honestly, felt climactic.
"Damn, you get fired or something?" I turned about finding Rashida standing there a few feet away.
She was standing there not five feet away dressed in a blistering white turtleneck tank top cropped a little to show a bit of her defined abdomen and a ridiculous pair of cream colored nylon leggings and matching heels.
Every detail of her big shapely stallion legs and well defined sixty plus inches of online fame were on display. It didn't seem like Rashida was wearing underwear, but I knew she preferred string bikini bottoms much like the ones I'd encountered on Zoya during our last hookup.
"RA SHEET TA?!!" Her signature braids were tight to her head topped with a circular wrapped bun of those same braids looking much like a crown atop her narrow head. I felt like an idiot standing there in front of her after half hiccupping her name.
"Damn you act like you ain't never seen me before or something?" She was grinning from ear to ear as I glanced just over her shoulder noticing a growing sea of camera phones.
"Uh, what're you doing here?" More people were starting to approach making me antsy.
"You were ducking me. I know you got my messages and I figured you were probably here hiding under a table kvetching like a wet dishrag, so I drove down here to pick you up and tell you the good news."
A couple was lingering at the periphery getting closer as we talked. I folded my arms giving them a disparaging look that made them back off a step or two before addressing Rashida.
"WHERE YOU PARKED?!" I bodied into her blocking some of the pedestrian's view of her tucking my chin.
"WHAT'S UP WITH YOU?!!" Rashida's brow furrowed.
"Where are you parked; I got drama here and you know the rest with that fucking Takisha and Sydney shit."
"I-told-you." Rashida waved a finger in front of my face at point plank range.
"Come on girl don't fuck my shit up, people are gonna be looking for me because of that. They know you're with me and I really don't need that noise. Go back to your car hit me up and I'll sneak down there to meet you girl."
"Didn't I tell you to stop blowing up all these women?"
"Really, I told you so, now Rashida?!"
"So you fucked your shit up, and I gotta hide out like you ashamed of me or something?"
"No, trust me." Some big, jacked up brother was fast approaching with a "This is a once in a lifetime" look on his evil face. Rashida noticed too with an approving half smile on her face about to wave, but I batted her hand down.
"Don't you even wanna hear what I have to say daddy?"
"JUST DO IT!" Rashida bit her bottom lip staring statically at my face, then pouted backing off while I was nearly having a panic attack. The couple that seemed to be waiting approached Rashida with the woman in front.
"Uhm sorry to bother you; but aren't you uh, Thunda from 96K-Jay this morning?"
"Uh, yeah?" Rashida looked genuinely surprised.
"That interview was hilarious, we're fans and I don't wanna dump my man here; so would you mind if we got a pic with you Ms. Thunda?" She touched her hand to her chest genuinely affected as I noticed that same guy lingering now joined by two new big jock types who'd come out of the building.
"Well, sure." I watched her huddle with the couple taking a group selfie, then glanced over finding those guys fishing out their phones as well.
"Thunda!" I half shouted getting her attention, shrugging.
"What?" She shrugged back mimicking my motion as the couple chuckled.
I motioned again making a hand gesture pointing down the street. The windows at the front of the building were filled with a few onlookers, most probably just staring because of her figure. Thinking way more than ten steps ahead, I inched away from her as those guys surrounded her getting some pics as well.
She continued talking with a growing number of people as I shoved my hands in my pockets walking to the end of the block. I couldn't afford to be identified as "The Educated Simp" so I rounded the corner finding a bus bench to sit down on, fuming.
My phone rang with her number twenty minutes later as I sat watching traffic next to a bag lady.
"Damn bruh, you just left me on the sidewalk?"
"You were kind of busy." I sounded petulant.
"So that's all you gotta say after I drove all the way down here to kick it with you?" I could hear her inside her car driving.
"Rashida, I can't let people find out who I am."
"News flash, NO BODY, GAVE A FUCK ABOUT YOU!! All they cared about was the cheeks and you left me there with a gang of thirsty niggas!! If it wasn't for that couple you didn't want me to take the picture with, I wouldn't have made it to my car! Now I know I've gotta get that concealed and carry because you're on some old weak shit now!"
Rashida was full on giving me the business, but I already felt like an asshole.
"Sorry."
"YEAH YOU SORRY ALRIGHT!!"
"Rashida."
"WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU!!" She'd gotten progressively angrier while giving me the business and I deserved every bit of that classic black woman read because I'd behaved impulsively.
"Right around the corner, sitting in front of the main building on a bus bench. Hey, I'm sorry Rashida."
She hung up in my face appearing ten minutes later in back to back traffic on the narrow downtown street. The passenger side window was half down with Erica Badu's "On & ON" blasting. I hung my head like a scolded dog walking up to the door grabbing the handle.
Rashida was sitting there with one hand on the wheel, the other occupied with a phone pressed against her ear. She wasn't even looking at me.
"Hey Rashida, the door is locked."
I tried the door handle several times getting progressively anxious.
"HEY THE DOOR IS LOCKED!!" I found myself looking at her profile as she talked loudly on the phone, her conversation getting intermingled with the smooth music and soulful vocals.
The city bus in front of her car pulled off and Rashida glanced over at my face before casually tapping the gas pulling off leaving me there in the street. I stood there watching as she drove to the end of the block and hit a right. I watched in a daze until another car's honking horn jolted me out of my daze. I went back to the bus bench.
There was no reason for me to be angry with her.
I abandoned Rashida first.
I got out my phone but hesitated staring at its face, then pocketed it. Calling her up would likely exacerbate the situation I'd caused through my incessant paranoia. Rashida would lose a ton of respect if I started blowing up her phone.
We were working together besides being FWB and she knew what I brought to the table as far as her bag. If push came to shove I'd just call up Jaquan and have him pass the phone to her. I was still thinking ahead knowing the 96K-Jay drama wasn't even far from over.
I regretted fucking Sydney, but still wanted to see her fully nude.
"Hey, is everything okay?"
"Huh?" I glanced over finding Lucy there a few feet away on the sidewalk. She was in the process of pushing a cart over to the main building topped with a projector and some cords.
I made this disingenuous smile not feeling like talking.
"Uhm, okay but, did Dr. Miles fire you?"
"Eh no, sorry to disappoint you." I was uncontrollably snarky.
"No, uh I didn't mean it like that but I saw you having words with him. I don't have a problem with you at all, but I guess he's mad because of his friends Steven and Dr. Berhan. I kinda got the feeling he was upset that he no longer has the job of running the AV department."
"Not my problem."
"Hey sir, we're okay right?"
"Uh, peachy keen Lucy." I gave her a douchey thumbs up.
She lingered there looking as if she didn't know what to do with herself. I eventually leaned forward resting my elbows on my knees glaring at her. Lucy was still zipped up tight hiding her monster sized bosom with this desperately earnest look on her face.
"Shouldn't you be getting that equipment over to the main building?"
"Uh, YEAH RIGHT!! Sorry sir." There was a generic can of soda on her cart. Lucy gingerly handed it to me acting as if she were holding a live grenade or something.
"What's this for?"
"Just uh, paying it forward; I hope we can have lunch one day like real friends. Well, when I get my first check."
"I'll still be paying when that happens."
"No fair."
"Lucy?"
"Yes?"
"Equipment; you are, going to deliver it to the main building, right?"
"YEAH RIGHT, I'M GOING!!" I watched her hurriedly run the cart into the main entrance stopping to greet a lazing security guard posted outside the building. Lucy managed to earnestly get a half smirk out of me.
It was after eight in the evening when I made it back home and no contact with Rashida whatsoever.
The specter of loneliness was all about my person as I flicked on the lights in my bedroom, then fished a can of vegetable juice out of the fridge. I got out my editing bay opening Rashida's folder to do some work on the footage we'd shot under the freeway underpass. I watched myself pounding sand out of her enormous badonkadunk for a while, then avoided editing it thinking about our dustup.
Instead I perused social media again finding a Sydney meme that made me cringe.
Someone had put together a split screen of Sydney in her morning attire when we met in the lobby juxtaposed with the workout clothes she returned to the studio in after I'd defiled her clothing with my excessive jizz. Whoever this nerd was, decided to emblazon the meme with the Marvel Studios logo and a stupid faux film title which suggested there were two actual living breathing versions of Sydney.
"Multiverse of Dat' Ass?" I shook my head going through Black Twitter reading a deluge of comments dragging her for acting thugged out with Sly and Ken before the truth was revealed. Someone suggested the show "Cheaters" should be brought back.
"I can't do this." I closed the editing bay changing my clothes for some sweats.
Fifteen minutes later I was at the park doing several laps around the track bordering the baseball field. It had been a while since I ran and it felt like I'd been working out since then with Rashida in the bedroom.
We were very comfortable together in what seemed in hindsight a bubble she openly participated in while I was hanging out at Jaquan's house. Now it felt like I'd ruined things hoping that some time to cool off would be all we needed.
"I could've been up in that." I thought about Rashida's criminally sexy attire popping wood that would've made her proud before she got the absolute shit pounded out of her sixty plus inches of online fame.
I was still sporting that wood when I arrived home some time later dialing her up for a duplicitous reconciliation.
My call went to voice mail...followed by several others as I sat in front of my editing bay looking at a muted clip of her twerking like no other.
I was ultimately making myself horny eventually passing out with a tent in my pants.
It was a few hours later when I regained consciousness finding it was two in the morning. I checked my phone finding no activity worried things were serious between us wondering if I should make that call to Jaquan.
There was still a partial tent in my pants, a testament to "Thunda's" intense sexual allure.
It was throbbing.
I made the only call I could.
"Hello?"
"Hey, what's up?"
"MOTHERFUCKER YOU'VE GOT THE NERVE TO CALL ME UP AT TWO IN THE MORNING?!!"
"Oh, sorry about that." I hung up abruptly staring up at the ceiling thinking about all the trouble I'd caused sporting a tent in my pajama bottoms.
Five minutes later, my android started ringing. I let it ring through two cycles before answering.
"Hello who is this?"
"You know who this is asshole; why're you calling me after all the shit you've done to me. I've been repeatedly humiliated and dragged online. You've cheated on me with your live-in whore and played with my body like a fucking toy. And now, here you are calling me up in the middle of the night; why?"
"Are you still sleeping with my cousin?"
"What's that got to do with anything, huh? We're not anything to each other, right?"
"Are you fucking my cousin?"
"I've got a better question for you nigga; did you fuck that bitch Sydney?"
"What's that got to do with anything?"
"I KNEW IT, YOU BASTARD!!"
"Are we dating? Are we in a relationship? Girl, were we just enjoying ourselves, or did I miss the memo?"
"SHUT UP!!"
"Answer me."
"SO YOU CALLED ME UP AT TWO IN THE MORNING TO FIGHT, HUH?!"
"No."
"What do you want?"
"Takisha."
"OH NO YOU DON'T!! HOW DARE YOU!! THE NERVE OF YOU!!"
"Where's my cousin?"
"What's he got to do with anything, huh? Why do you keep asking about him; you think he's here, don't you? Is that what's got you up at two in the morning? Worried I'm fucking him good enough to make him beat you up again? Worried I'm doing to him what I did to you in his garage; is that it?"
"No."
"Then what is it Educated Simp; you ain't getting none of this you loser!"
"Okay Takisha; I'll be sitting on the front lawn at two thirty after I get cleaned up."
"SO!"
"I'm gonna take a shower and I'll be sitting there at approximately two thirty."
"I DON'T CARE!"
"Okay, I'm hanging up now." I hung up switching off my phone leaving it in my bed.
Charity's former bedroom and the memory of our farewell hookup lingered. I'd left much of it unchanged only adding some of my belongings out of necessity while the rest remained in storage.
I was sporting some serious wood which didn't abate even while I was showering and getting dressed in a white Pacman t-shirt, and a different pair of light cotton pajama bottoms with some simple flip flops. I snatched down the keys tooling out of the Gilbert garage in Charity's basic ride arriving at Jaquan's home at two twenty-seven.
As a precaution, I stored a bag of clothes in the trunk.
I was still excited after parking a few doors down and walking to the lawn in front of my cousin's house where I plunked down on the middle of the grass waiting. Part of me hoped she wouldn't show as I sat there supporting my weight on both palms with my legs spread wide.



I'd started to go through my mental history on Jaquan's lawn from the discovery of Yoli's betrayal to Rashida and a certain baby mamma brawling openly in front of the entire neighborhood. My heart started thumping wildly as I imagined Yoli standing at the edge of the lawn, watching.
Takisha's silver Subaru Forester pulled up quietly in front of Jaquan's house in the middle of the residential street.
The window was down on the passenger side giving me a view of her silhouette. She was obviously glaring at me from behind the wheel probably expecting me to approach her vehicle. I didn't move preferring my seat on the lawn enjoying the soothing night breeze as some easy listening music flowed from her car radio.
I sat there lightly shaking my right foot to the tunes just staring back at Takisha with a wistful expression.
She put the car in park getting out slamming the door stomping towards me in a white short sleeved sleep shirt and a pair of white Reebok Royals. My eyes followed her long slender yet shapely legs until my gaze rested on her sneakers at my immediate left side.
"I'm here."
"Yeah."
"So, what do you want?"
"Where's my cousin?" I asked without emotion caring nothing for the actual answer as the smell of her flowery body wash filled my nostrils intermingled with the night breeze.
"Did you fuck Sydney?" Takisha asked tersely.
"Are you fucking my cousin?" I countered looking in the opposite direction towards the other side of the block at my parked vehicle.
"Yeah, I'm sleeping with him."
I glanced up at her face finding a bit of makeup there. Takisha was wearing a silken white head wrap with her natural hair rising from the top. She looked intense; arms folded tightly across her chest.
"There's your answer." I winked, then looked away with a serene smirk on my face.
Takisha stalked off arms still tightly wrapped about her person as if she were desperately trying to hold something inside. She made it to the curb planting one sneaker into the street before she stormed back giving me a really hard soccer kick to the left bicep.
When I didn't react, she laid in two more arms still wrapped around her chest.
"You were with him first." I reminded getting an angry groan as she retreated back a few steps then turned facing me.
"I should kick you in the mouth."
"Did I lie about anything Takisha?"
"You're trying to turn this back on me like I'm in the wrong, but you're the bad guy here. Wanna act like you didn't wanna be with me, but you fucked me so hard. You ain't gonna make me take the blame because you don't know how to communicate. You've been fucking that black cow on the regular and I KNOW YOU FUCKED Sydney nigga."
"Takisha."
"Shut up asshole; you're nothing but a negging textbook narcissist who's looking for a piece of ass tonight."
"Tell me more."
"HUH?!" I never wavered staring right into her eyes.
"Tell me more; I'm interested."
"Are you fucking with me again?" Her foot was tapping the ground within reach should she decide to launch one of her overly long legs into my mush.
"No, I just thought you made an interesting point. We really haven't talked all that much other than making each other's acquaintances when I found you with Jaquan that day. Honestly, I wish I'd never come in so that we'd never met Takisha."
"Oh, you regret it now?"
"Well, I haven't been exactly fair." Her expression changed as she dropped her arms to her sides conflicted.
"Understatement of the year."
"Tell me about it." I agreed.
Takisha launched a kick hitting me in the right shoulder. She'd tried for my chin, but I was quick enough to avoid a dental appointment. She paced around the lawn in front of me in a tight circle then abruptly stopped folding her arms again, pensive.
"Why're you acting normal?"
"What do you mean? This is how I always act Takisha; I've got nothing to hide."
"Then tell me your name."
"All things considered; I think maybe you should run as far away as you can."
"Why?"
"Well, I guess maybe, you should get on with your life and forget about everything that happened between us. I'm sorry for acting like a jerk that day in the backyard, but we didn't have anything going on beforehand other than a hookup. You're with Jaquan now, and I'm stepping back and doing my own thing, like you. It's for the best I think."
"If there's nothing between us; why are you talking to me like we're breaking up?"
"I don't know girl, can't explain it actually; but I'm sorry for doing whatever I've done to make you so angry and I'm not asking for your forgiveness. Takisha, you should run along because I can't hold it in much longer."
"Hold what in much longer?"
"I wanna ravish you."
There was a long uncomfortable silence between us as I began thinking of the only alternative hookup I could call at this time in the morning. There was no doubt Zoya would be more than willing to come out and clean my pipes.
"Fuck you." Takisha snarled full of ice.
Instead of leaving, Takisha stepped over my lower half model length legs apart glaring at my face like I was the biggest piece of shit she'd ever seen. Takisha did a standing squat planting her tight rounded butt right in my lap. The sleep shirt rode up a little giving me a view of some tiny white satiny panties with a little pink bow in the front.
Long and lean, Takisha was able to rest her elbows on top of her knees face level with mine. She dangled her car keys in front of my face.
I took her car keys and led her to the backseat of her Forester.
Takisha seemed to be on autopilot allowing me to get behind the wheel and drive a few feet forward up the block using a vacant driveway to turn around and speed down Jaquan's street.
We hit the angled street tooling down it until I noticed the closed neighborhood convenience store to my left side and this narrow adjacent alley bordered by the backs of homes in a cramped situation.
I made a sharp left driving a few feet into the alley pulling into the small enclosed parking space used exclusively by the Sikh owner of the store. There were only two spaces there with a large humming generator right in front of us.
I pulled in leaving the car in park glancing into the rear view mirror.
Takisha was perched on her backseat in the process of removing her head wrap shaking out her lush mane. She looked equal parts apprehensive and engaging as I got into the backseat with her.
We sat there, her kneeling on the seat beside me sort of hunched over because of her height as things got awkward quick. I glanced out the back window looking at the back of the nearest house while she easily squeezed between the front seats hitting the lock on her driver's side door sealing the car. Takisha slowly resumed her seat beside me picking at her hair.
"Uhm, I just wanted something easy to manage. You like it?"
"Yeah it looks nice, cute." She was half turned in my direction with her arm resting on top of the backseat behind my head.
Takisha dipped in giving me a quick peck on the lips, then impulsively shoved her tongue into my mouth with a sustained moan.
I turned into her cupping a tit through the thin material of her sleep shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra underneath and my fingers found a really hard nipple. Takisha wetly broke the kiss watching my hand squeezing and caressing her boob. Her palm was already covering my crotch giving it light squeezes as if she were gauging my level of interest in her.
Takisha slid off the edge of the seat behind the passenger seat.
"We're just having a good time; okay? We don't have to talk about anything, just be with each other."
"Is that what you want?"
"I think it's what I want tonight although I can't promise anything tomorrow."
On her knees as she were, Takisha's face was nearly level with my own. She got out of her sleep shirt exposing her breasts which were topped with puffy semi-inverted nipples. Takisha was so horny, the areolas surrounding her nipples were wrinkled.
Her nips were flushed and swollen to the ninth degree.
She climbed into a sitting position in my lap facing her side of the backseat window. Takisha was already starting to perspire a little which made the flowery smell of her body wash intermingle with the rising humidity in the car. Perhaps adapting to me a little after hooking up two times, she'd left her panties in place.
It looked like she'd picked out a pair of undies a size and a half smaller than her actual size. I played with the little pink bow on the front intending to untie it, but found it was a solitary piece as she came in making out wholeheartedly.
Takisha tugged at my pointer finger directing it to her covered mound until my hand hid it from view. I began rubbing her crease using my middle fingers as she moaned and began kissing me passionately again. She reacted visually as her abdomen involuntarily undulated. Her runway legs were drawn up with her feet planted flat on her backseat.
That tight round spoon shaped butt rolled in my lap as I massaged and squeezed her monkey to distraction.
Her lower lips were already damp, but she was wetter in moments as my other hand groped and pinched her left boob rolling the nipple. Takisha was surprisingly just going with the flow letting me do what I wanted with her. Her right hand rose up cradling the side of my face as we made out like lost lovers reuniting.
The street lights outside played on her eyes making the pupils slightly reflective in a feline way. Her tongue was swirling about in my mouth, our kissing only interrupted when Takisha broke the connection tilting her head to the side so that I could get at her neck.
I hungrily put several hickeys on her neck frenetically teasing her clit and slit with my right hand until her head dipped backward like it would fall from her shoulders. There was no surprise when she went in on my neck nipping and sucking digging her teeth into the sensitive flesh making my cock as solid as a steel bar.
Humorously enough we had an unintentionally funny theme song in a retro tune called "Master Baby" by vintage rap group UTFO. flowing lightly from her speakers.
It was, oddly appropriate as Takisha arched her lower back spreading her legs as wide as the spacious backseat of her ride would allow. Her pretty face was catching the orangish hue of the overhead streetlight while I had a greedy handful consisting of her cunt gripped with authority, ownership.
A single finger slid underneath the satiny material, but not without considerable effort with respect to the skintight nature of her panties. My digit slipped inside her folds earning a yawning sort yowl from Takisha. I withdrew it finding her oily essence running off of it.
She whacked her long lean legs around my wrist like some sort of spring loaded trap but it became apparent Takisha was trying to remove her tiny panties. I pinched the elastic waistband helping her draw them along her thighs as she expertly brought her knees upward with a grace only a trained dancer could accomplish.
I liked her body with its subtle definition and suppleness in the right areas. Despite being thin, she had what could only be termed a covert hourglass shape just barely perceptible because of her size. The true definition of slim thick.
Takisha waited patiently with her knees drawn up until I'd removed her shoes and the little ankle socks underneath making her nude as the day she was born.
Unexpectedly, she got down in the space behind the passenger seat again pulling on my pajama bottoms followed by my flip flops until they were free of my body tossed on the front seat. It was amazing how Takisha was able to fit behind that seat with no problem.
She wasn't done either grabbing my right leg pushing it up until the foot was planted flat on her backseat.
My entire endowment was suddenly buried in her gullet to the hilt while her hands framed my balls. This woman truly had no gag reflex to speak of as demonstrated during our second hookup.
The first time she'd blown me, I'd caught her off guard with my technique making her cough and retch a bit, but now Takisha was infinitely aware of me on a sexual level and appeared out to make even more of an impression than the last time we hooked up.
"WHAAAAT?!! WHUT?!! WHUT WHUT WHUT?!! AW SHIT I'M DEAD!! I'M FUCKING DEAD GIRL!!" I don't know how she did it, but Takisha managed to seize up around me beyond the intense suction some of my partners employed in the past.
This for all intents and purposes this woman managed to simulate a vacuum sealed experience around my cock getting tighter with every passing second. The framed positioning of her hands around my endowment mimicking the Merkel Diamond became clear as she closed all ten fingers just under my sack.
Without breaking the seal whatsoever, Takisha began to give me this mind altering neck that had me talking in tongues.
"BAY BEE!! BAY BEE!! YOU DIDN'T HAVE TO MERC ME!! AW!! AW BAY BEE!! TAH KESH AAH!! BAY BEE PLEASE!!!"
My inner thighs tightened up so hard, tears were streaming down my face. It felt scintillating ejaculating several pulsing ropes of jizz straight into her belly, but Takisha wasn't done by a long shot.
That vacuum sealed suction continued along with her impassioned neck and swivel of the head gulping down my spunk unabated. I could literally feel her swallowing on my shaft earning a renewed hardness just as sexually dense.
Takisha was an elite head queen mashing her face down into my crotch with her lips touching my pubes.
"OH SHIT!! AAAAHHH!!! AAAHHH!! TAH KESH SHA!! TAH KEESH SHA!! BAY BEE!! BAY BEE!! AW!! AW!! SHIT!!"
Jaquan's "girlfriend" was getting it up outta me with some serious skill that had me drenched in perspiration as she drug her lips along my shaft to the midway point holding there. Her left hand started stroking the exposed portion of my shaft with three fingers exclusively while evilly pinching my balls hard with her right fist.
I was sexually made.
"WAIT!! WAIT GIRL!! TAH!! HEY I'M GONNA!! TAH KEESH SHA!! GIRL!! BAY BEE!! BAY WAIT!! IT'S CUMMING OUT!"
My pelvis was tingling, vibrating like I hadn't experienced in a while. I was shooting again with just as much spent vigor filling her mouth with my cum as she kept sucking with impassioned fervor. These sensual jolts of lightning sparked and crackled across my person making me arch off the seat towards her mouth.
Takisha flattened her palm against my abdomen controlling my involuntary contortions as she swallowed me whole again. I was about to literally scream when she suddenly drew back leaving just the tip of my cock in her mouth.
"OH SHIT WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!! THAT FEELS!!! AW SHIT!! MISS!! MISS!! YOU ARE!! DOING THE MOST!! AW!!!"
It felt like she was trying to suck the crown of my cock off continually swirling her tongue tickling the slit there.
"Oh, I'm doing the most; is that right?" Takisha broke the seal pleased with herself.
Her face was sensually flushed with this self-assured smile I hadn't seen since right before the first time we hooked up.
Takisha dipped down going after my balls suckling them sloppily with my shaft draped across her face even lapping at my taint. Part of me was scared she might try to rim me, but she swallowed up my shaft instead with a looser approach letting my endowment rest on the flat of her tongue.
This seemed more designed for the audible effect than anything else as I lovingly rubbed her head. Takisha made eye contact vacuum sucking on the crown alone. We stared at one another as she made love to my cock with her mouth relenting when it was fully hard again.
She raised the hem of my t-shirt racking her fingers across my abdomen before licking a slimy trail up to my right nipple sucking really hard on it. My member was bobbing in anticipation as she pinched and flicked her pointer finger on my left nipple before nipping it with her teeth.
Takisha applied both hands to my nipples playing with them pinching and twisting leaving me so hot and bothered I could barely cup a breast. Her lips suckled my throat hard enough to leave a love bite there as well. Somehow my t-shirt ended up in her hands before I even realized it.
Next my left ear was taken between her teeth for light nibbling followed by some intense sucking as my hands found the smooth rounded halves of her tight buns spreading them wide.
Her long slightly wiry figure made things interesting as Takisha mounted me so wet that I slid inside her slick dewy canal. Her version of cowgirl was more about athleticism and her innate limberness as she spread her legs wide apart bent at the knees impaling herself fully.
"Now I've got you baby." She whispered in my ear wrapping her arms around my neck as we started to make out.
Her tight little buns were like dual stress balls in my hands with an addictive quality that made me squeeze, pinch and slap to my heart's delight eventually digging my nails into them. She was basically doing a modified version of a cheerleader's split on her backseat stuffed full of meat. Her hips were rolling about sort of guided by my greedy fingers, but it soon became apparent that Takisha was doing her own thing.
My length was being taken on a ride in her roiling snatch. She wasn't just popping her hips but doing this swiveling motion. That bubble was in overdrive.
Her movements were so frenetic, I was obliged to reach up handling the back of her neck while squeezing her right buttock like I wanted to make it pop. Takisha continued nonstop grinding and sawing into my crotch like her life depended on it.
She was making sure I felt it from base to stem in no uncertain terms.
I found myself making comparisons to my old incidental fuck buddy Yoli which I quickly shook out of my head as her lips found mine again. Both of us were shiny with our combined perspiration as Takisha went to work putting hickeys all over the other side of my neck.
She brought my hand to her breast wanting it mauled again getting me interested enough to handle both as she arched her lower back hard into the base of my cock stuffed full. Her energy level was off the charts and rising steadily.
Her rubbery disjointed aspect came into play as she drew my hands down to her waist leaning far backward until her head was in the front seat. Her classically supple breasts resembled fleshy pyramids pointed at the ceiling of her vehicle topped with fleshy nubs begging to be suckled.
The arch in her back was obscene.
The back of her noggin tapped the center divider when that arch in her back was at its deepest. I found her hands motioning for me to take them which I did. Takisha was trusting me to hold her aloft in this posture.
It felt like some sort of sensual dance routine between the two of us in that backseat as Takisha unveiled another level to her game. Her hips began vertically wrenching in a fanning motion almost at a blur while the rest of her body remained perfectly still. It was hypnotic to the eye, sexually devastating to my endowment as a whole.
"TA KEESH SHA!! TAH!! KEESH!! AH!! AW!! YOU'RE MILKING IT OUT!! MILKING IT!! AW!! AW!! TAK KEESH AHH!!"
That bopping pelvis became a blur in seconds milking me with surgical precision. This slim thick beauty was essentially jerking me off with her snatch just going for broke. Takisha had subtly taken control of the situation between us on the backseat.
She leaned back even further making me feel it in my arms as well as my crotch laying between the front seats fucking herself silly. There was an audible slickness to her actions. My crotch was undated with her liquid essence. I found myself impulsively yanking her upright into my lap so that I could suck a nipple.
I tried to devour her left tit vacuum sucking on the end of it making a chew toy of the nipple there before shifting over to the other for more of the same. Takisha cupped both of her tits from the outside force feeding me both of her breasts, just shoving them between my lips.



The pounding embrace of her cunt was relentless throughout as she reached around the back of my neck grabbing her wrist with her opposite hand. She managed to rise up a little exposing the root of my girth parting her ravenous labia.
Takisha frantically bucked back and forth whining loudly.
I exploded inside her cunt in several bursts as she went for broke finishing me off.
My tortured cock plopped out of her snatch still spewing a few more squirts of cum on her lightly furred muff. Takisha's hands were resting on my shoulders while she looked down between us watching me soil her mound. I raised my chin just as she came in for a deep soulful kiss full of more tongue than I could handle.
She broke the kiss just looking at me with this sexually euphoric expression on her face, then straightened her back stiffly.
Takisha wiggled her tits horizontally making them flop about on her chest getting her version of a clap, then slouched dropping her shoulders huffing and giggling to herself. I was tanked as she rolled one of my nipples.
"Think you can fuck my ass now?"
"What?"
"Oh come on, that shit has been all over social media ever since you fucked Sydney. I'm not asking anymore, about nothing and you can do what you want; but don't think I'm stupid. I heard that interview, and you've made my ass a fucking meme. Over the last few days, I've been recognized a few times with people asking if you got the cheeks."
"Takisha, I'm.."
"Yeah save it baby; I figured you were calling me for a hookup. Man, I've been dying for you to make that call. It was torturing me and turning me on. I shouldn't have involved that radio show, but I was pining away for you so hard I didn't know what to do. You uh, finally made that call and got me off the bench."
"Look I never wanted any of this to happen."
"Yeah I know; it's all my fault for getting horny when we found you getting topped off by Rashida. You were so fucking masterful with that big bitch down on her hands and knees sucking your cock. I wanted to get down there and join in, but well you know how it is with appearances and all. I messed up, but you made that call tonight."
"What now?"
"I don't know, but ever since I heard that audio clip of you saying you were gonna fuck me in the ass; I knew I was gonna make you earn that shit like a boss. I knew I was gonna fuck your brains out worse than you did me, and I'm gonna do it every time you try to stick it in my backdoor. You see, I figure you'll really be done with me after that."
"I can, be done with you right now if that's what you want Takisha; I meant everything I said back there."
"You're in my head all the time since we did it in your cousin's garage; I'll try to keep it to myself but I can't stop you from uh "dumping" me? I mean, no shade on you and all, but I'd like it if you'd call me up some more until you're able to finally fuck my ass. Oh god, what am I saying? Sounds crazy, right? Uh, call me up sometimes; I wanna get it all back organically. I'm gonna bone you until you can overcome me, Educated Simp."
She sat there beside me chuckling. Both of us were chortling in moments listening to Deniece Williams' "Silly" wafting out of the speakers in her car. We were buck naked together with one fuck to give.
It felt weird.
"I'm not cool, but I'll work on it, okay?"
Takisha didn't give me an opportunity to answer kissing me instead. It was a mild exchange as she leaned back reclining on the backseat. The humidity was off the charts signified by the slightly fogged windows. She lowered the window letting in a nice breeze rolling her head in my direction smiling.
"You're not gonna ask for my name?"
"Uh, I figure you'll tell me when I earn it." I reached down hooking her pointer finger with my own raising it between us in silent acknowledgment.
She crawled across my lap putting her butt on display letting me fondle and play with it for a while as we listened to the music. I didn't know what to make of her opportunity figuring it was a byproduct of the absolute drubbing she'd taken online which had shifted over engulfing Sydney after the public revelation of our brief tryst.
Takisha perked up shooting backwards on her knees when I attempted to diddle her peach.
"Sorry, can't let you do that babe; I'll never get that sponge out if you do."
"TMI." I commented getting a faux look of indignation.
"But necessary; you telling me you're gonna go to the emergency room to get this thing out if I let you push it past the point of no return."
"Don't make it complicated." Before she could react, I was holding the used contraceptive in hand.
"Asshole." Takisha was shocked, but only for a moment as we made out briefly.
She took me in her mouth again leaving me to toss the sponge out of the open window. I felt a twinge of guilt for littering, believe it or not. Her duplicity had been revealed but neither of us were making a big deal out of it. Takisha was working that magic again swirling her tongue on my crown behind closed lips.
"I should leave you like this for messing with me."
"Or we could..." She planted her finger over my lips silencing me.
"Let's drag this out, please? Besides, I like this down here too much to leave you hanging."
Her phone began ringing incessantly in the cup holder. Takisha's eyes went wide as she facepalmed picking it up on speaker.
"BAE WHERE YOU AT?! I WOKE UP ALONE; YOU OKAY?!!" It was Jaquan.
"Yeah I'm uh, fine Jaquan; look I need to confess something that you're not gonna like one bit and I want to apologize beforehand. I uhm, well we probably shouldn't have started dating due to me being your daughter's teacher but..."
"You're with my cousin right now, right?"
"Uh, yeah."
Takisha looked at me with this incredulous expression on her face while I was static, still blown out by her performance while she had my cock in hand with her fist. There was a long pause followed by an extended yawn.
"Hey, we're still driving in to your job together later, right? We have that parent teacher conference with Renee." Her shoulders slumped at the question as she looked at me for a verbal cue she didn't get.
I wasn't saying shit.
"Yeah." She answered brows raised.
"Alright, can you pick me up a cup of coffee and a cheese Danish? I'm going back to sleep; wake me up when you come in, or just get in bed, but set the clock baby." He yawned as she looked at me befuddled.
"Uhm, okay."
"I'm getting back to sleep; see you later." Jaquan hung up without incident as Takisha stared into my eyes still holding my cock.
"Somehow I know you're behind that, but just because I'm in the Twilight Zone doesn't mean I'm gonna let you off the hook." Takisha tossed her phone in the cup holder.
"What do you mean by that?"
Takisha buried my endowment in her gullet going hard with all ten fingers wrapped around it loud and sloppy. I got fully erect in her mouth as she broke the seal with copious amounts of saliva running off her chin.
She pressed my shaft between her breasts for a blistering tit-fuck finish that saw her naturally sloping conical breasts utterly defiled with so much jizz, I was sure I was empty downstairs. I didn't last ten minutes and didn't care.
It was already early morning as we got cleaned up using some wipes to the best of our ability. She drove back down the block dropping me off in front of Jaquan's house. Takisha was still unaware of my actual living place.
I wanted to keep it that way as she leaned over giving me a peck on the cheek.
"Hey, I'm probably gonna stunt on the gram; just to let you know."
"Have fun." I grabbed her hand kissing her knuckles before stepping out of her ride.
She lingered staring at me for a moment before pulling off down the block.
I watched after her a while, then walked to my car popping the trunk for my auxiliary bag of clothing. I decided to stay out seeing as how a jaunt back to my home would be little more than a turnaround trip. I was going to drive in and use the showers in the school's offsite gym facility before helping myself to a little breakfast at my favorite café.
Suddenly out of nowhere my ears were undated with "Harvest For The World" by Jewell. I peered back over my shoulder as a Cadillac Escalade pulled up behind me one car away. The tinted windows were slightly lowered explaining the music.
The passenger side door opened.
Rashida stepped out of the car doing the walk of shame in this black form fitting cocktail dress. I watched her walk pigeon toed across the lawn to the side door of Jaquan's house carrying her heels.
She never saw me.
The music seemed to get louder as the Escalade pulled off around my car with the windows raising muffling the music. I got a brief whiff of weed as it passed disappearing down the residential street with the driver a mystery.
"Huh." I leaned against the car processing what I'd seen for a few moments before I noticed the bag of clothes in my hand.
I got behind the wheel driving downtown to the gym location where I had a decent shower but found myself sitting in the locker room still processing what I saw. It was funny that I used Jaquan's house to meet with Takisha.
If I'd known both of them were absent from the place, we could've got it in using my cousin's bed. An annoying little voice in my head pointed out that Takisha technically double dipped between me and Jaquan making me feel stupid awkward. I got dressed walking the early morning streets to my favorite café.
I ordered a pancake special settling into my window booth when a familiar face appeared again.
"Good morning Quisha, wanna join me?"
"I'm here with friends; but can you hang out for a minute? I need to talk to you." She was wearing her African styled headwrap and matching clothing everything in light blue this morning. A stuffed satchel still hung from her shoulders looking as if it would spill onto the tiled floor, but I said nothing.
"You wanna talk now?"
"After you eat because you'll be mad otherwise. There's a little rock garden playground right behind this building. It's part of a daycare center started by a nonprofit. You'll find me there."
She shuffled off to another booth where several female friends waited. I noticed one rough looking sister with a bald head mad dogging me.
Eating breakfast after that felt odd and I noticed that same sister glaring at me each time I looked back towards that rear booth. This proved sort of unsettling prompting me to opt out of the back and forth while Quisha conversed with her friends seemingly oblivious to the interaction between us.
I opted out of things perusing my android phone finding Takisha's social media.
She'd warned me that she would be posting on Instagram and didn't disappoint with a video clip some fifty minutes young. It was a close up of her face as she reclined in a lazy boy presumably in her flat. I could make out a floor lamp behind the chair against a redden brick wall and part of a window.
It looked as if she'd just had a shower lazing there wrapped in a lush terrycloth robe.
Takisha's hair was hidden under a towel similarly wrapped around her head. Her neck was visible and a hint of cleavage all littered with visible hickeys. It seemed that she'd originally posted on TikTok as the robotic voice emanated from my phone.
"THE EFFECTS OF BDE." The robotic female voice opened the video making me scramble for my earbuds.
"When that dick makes you just shut the fuck up."
Takisha added breezily as I was taking a sip of orange juice which promptly ended up all over the other half of the booth table.
I looked around finding a bunch of eyes on me. I nodded and wiped down the table with some napkins glancing at my phone finding that Takisha ended the clip by wiping her forehead with a pair of men's boxer briefs.
"Oh Jaquan bruh, that's a bad look; huh, wait a minute." I looked around before glancing down into the waistband of my jeans realizing I was missing my underwear.
"Shit."
I'd been in a daze after getting the business from Takisha and finding out Rashida was pretty much getting the same from persons unknown. Another video clip popped up on her page appearing to be a brief clip of Takisha conversing with some unknown female on live.
"So you guys back together or what; enquiring minds wanna know?"
I recognized Sydney's cohost Finessa in one of the boxes. Takisha was still dressed the same and you could hear a shower in the background.
"It's not even like that; we were just feeling good together."
"So you did a booty call?" It was a dig probably in service of her currently "On Vacation" BFF likely placed on suspension for all of the drama.
"Yeah, it was a booty call Finessa; but that nigga got, got here me? I bet money he's thinking about me right now while we're on this live. Shit, my legs are still trembling girl." Takisha was lucid completely relaxed in what should've been a hostile conversation.
"I don't know girlfriend; you might've played yourself by giving up the drawers after everything that dusty put you through. How do you know he ain't pulling the same game on some female right now? He could be laying up with another female right now, like that Thunda bitch. YOU THINK ABOUT THAT?!!"
Finessa was trying to work up some drama.
"I don't care." Takisha replied earnestly with an easygoing smile on her face.
"Oh you don't care about a negro who pardon the quote "finessed" you out of your draws and still hasn't told you his motherfucking name! Did he, tell you his goddamn government name Takisha?" Her New York accent was grating.
"Nope."
"YOU DON'T CARE?!!"
"Nope." Finessa looked blown away.
"Sixty-four thousand dollar question, did he get the cheeks homegirl? Are you sitting on a plastic donut on live?"
That was a low blow.
"No, he wasn't able to get in the backdoor because I wore his ass out. That nigga walking with a limp; the Educated Simp need a GoFundMe for a motherfucking cortisone shot. He walking with a cane now."
Takisha was laughing mostly to herself getting the radio show host's ire up. I was chuckling along with her adequate description of her sexual performance hours earlier.
"Oh you got jokes now huh? You was crying for this sketchy negro last time you were on the show. That's why you got counseled in the Queen's corner, or did you forget that."
"That's not why I got counseled Finessa." Takisha remained calm and collected, still chortling.
"OH YEAH, THEN WHY DON'T YOU TELL US WHY MA GIRL SYDNEY SID WENT IN ON YOU SO HARD?!"
"Ask her Finessa; she knows why she was stunting on me. I don't blame her; the Educated Simp caught her slipping. Ask that bitch why she changed her clothes Finessa. Hey, nobody's judging her fake alpha play after getting demolished."
Takisha was half laughing in Finessa's face caring little about her attempts to drum up drama.
"You got jokes!"
"Bitch I got his fucking boxers my nigga!" Takisha held up my underwear like some sort of trophy.
Both women were busting up, laughing uproariously as the clip ended.
I was chuckling for a good minute at the unintended comedic genius of Takisha which seemed to win over Sydney's cohost Finessa. Another clip popped up with her sitting at a countertop in her home while Jaquan was frozen in frame putting on a white t-shirt.
I was warry but hit the clip anyway.
There was a big bowl of granola in front of Takisha alongside a banana on a napkin while Jaquan was finishing up getting dressed in the back ground. He cut an imposing figure while she glanced at him then the camera with a sneaky vibe before peeling the banana.
Takisha engulfed the entire banana in her mouth placing the peel on the napkin, then glanced back at my cousin who was checking his phone before looking directly at the camera grinning all teeth.
She opened her mouth revealing it was empty then pressed a finger to her lips to the closing musical strains of "Scotty Doesn't Know" by Lustra.
I lost it facepalming and laughing so hard, my stomach was hurting.
There were a good number of stares before I composed myself noticing Quisha and her accompanying entourage were gone. I hadn't noticed their exit chalking it up to being engrossed in my phone but hurried out after Quisha.
Outside I recalled her directions hitting a left down the sidewalk but was stopped by the buzzing of my phone. Instead of Rashida, it was a notification on my cash app. I'd been gifted five hundred dollars out of the blue with nothing but a social media address attached.
I stopped along this chain link fence looking up the link.
I found an Instagram page recently made with numerous pics from travels abroad and within the states that were obviously swiped stock photos from the internet.
There was a pic right up front obviously made exclusively for me.
"ROUND TWO?!"
I raised a brow noting the plush red lips graphic underneath the written challenge which told me a certain local celebrity was going against her own best wishes.
She was getting absolutely savaged online and part of me wondered if this invitation wasn't prompted by her own all-encompassing ego. I inched along the fence looking at the fake pics scrolling down thinking maybe she would include something to make her case but found nothing.
"HAYA, PUNDA BUBU!!"
"Huh?"
I glanced up from the face of my phone noting that I was at the entry way to an alley. Fifteen feet away, that angry looking dark skinned sister was glaring at me. Her fierce energy was off the charts and oppressive from her piercing eyes alone.
"Did you just call me a dumb ass?"
She didn't respond but averted her eyes in the direction of the rear entrance of the continuation of the chain link fence. I carefully followed her lead finding Quisha sitting inside on this bench facing a large mural on the adjacent wall in her field of vision.
Someone probably a street artist or tagger had painted a large butterfly on the worn brick wall colored in shades of vibrant red, lime green trimmed in gold. It was arresting to behold situated over a rock garden just as she said.
At my back were a modest swing and slide set and a worn looking merry go round.
"Come sit down here; I'm sure you'll enjoy yourself tonight at the hotel. Don't feel guilty about a thing; she knows what she's gladly giving up. Life can be a coffin if you let it."
"What's this all about; another prediction?" I took a seat beside Quisha who didn't regard me otherwise still looking at the mural.
"I've already given you a prediction; you'll bring all the fingers of the hand back together to make a fist."
"Rashida is mad at me, so I might've lost a finger before I even got started."
"No, you've done what you were meant to do and you'll do more for her that will wipe away the guilt you feel each time you sleep with her. She's going to learn independence and self eventually loving you for it, but nothing more."
"Can't we be more direct with each other?"
"Haven't I?" Quisha responded without emotion which was unusual as I sat there with her feeling sort of trapped.
"Who's your friend; she keeps mad dogging me and I ain't done nothing to her."
"Don't worry about it, she's my guardian."
"Oh really?"
"Amana is never far from me; she stays in my shadow."
"How's your dad feel about that?" I just blurted out without thinking unconsciously still irritated with her overbearing father.
"There is no doubt you're going to find out a lot about my dad before it's all said and done; I'm going to forgive you for your side of things with him. He's a man who loves his daughters, perhaps a bit too much these days and you just rub him the wrong way even though he doesn't know why. He'd probably fire you if he knew the real you."
"The real me; how'd you find out?"
"You have a very special talent for taking something and making it better. So now, the universe is taking you on that path. Your friend's life is irreparably changed now and its gonna hurt you in the long run. Basically you're going to have to figure it out, make a decision about what comes next."



"Do we really have to do the Obi Wan shit?" Quisha broke her Zen looking at my profile making me feel like a jerk.
"That online porn is just the gateway to what you want; your friend is already outgrowing you and you're gonna reap that shit until it hurts. You're really good at your job because it's something you like; basically you're a star maker. Your touch is gold and now you're gonna make a lot more stars. I wanted to tell you to be careful who gets the rub."
She was definitely put off by my behavior getting up snatching up her stuffed bag still talking as she set it down on the bench beside me.
"You're gonna eat a lot of shit sandwiches and since you wanna use pop culture to hide your insecurities; watch out for your Darth Vader, ass hat." That last remark caught my attention.
"Hey, I was being a jerk."
"We know, and your pain doesn't give you free license to be an asshole to everyone around you. In twenty-four hours you're gonna learn an abject lesson about that. Then you're gonna lose your charm and maybe, fuck up real bad before you get it together."
"I'm sorry Quisha." I went to get up but she put a hand on my shoulder methodically directing my gaze to the mural.
"Save it, I'm over it for today; now you get your big boy pants on because it's about to get real. After listening to you today, I'm going to enjoy you getting hands on the beach before you have that moment of clarity. A lot of people are waiting for me, but I'm doing you a favor because she loves you."
"Who loves me?" I glanced over my shoulder, but she was gone.
Quisha was nowhere to be found which was a feat in and of itself considering her short, rotund figure and the huge bag she was always dragging around. Thankfully, Amana was gone into thin air as well.
I took one last lingering glance at the butterfly mural on the wall.
**********************************************************************************************************
Many hours later, I was standing in the main lobby of a hotel retrieving a key card from the front desk. The reservation and room were already fully paid for and I wasn't required to give my name. She'd already checked into both rooms.
The only thing to do next was take an elevator ride upstairs.
I got off following the instructions in the room key sleeve walking along the deserted second floor and its locked up conference rooms until I was standing in front of the door at the end of the floor.
This was a big security door mint colored with a narrow rectangular window in its core that was frosted over obscuring the view of its interior. This was meant to keep prying eyes out of the gym unless you had a room key that allowed you access.
The security lock on the handle was red.
"Oh, yeah."
I fished out the innocuous plain white key card tapping the sensor with it getting a green light after two tries and the audible unlocking of the deadbolt. I let myself inside finding a sort of bottle neck muted corridor wondering if Sydney wanted to fuck in the gym in the middle of the night.
This second floor gym was a modest affair with a T-shaped floorplan including the corridor leading inside to space proper. There were four treadmills facing a window with an unimpressive view of the rear parking lot, free weights on a rack and two Bow flex machines on either side of the room. I noticed a spot for anyone wanting to use a yoga mat as well as a wall mounted television muted playing C-Span.
Sydney was using one of the bow flex machines facing away from me. I took a moment to watch as she used the bar attached to it honestly working out. She was wearing this canary yellow sports bra and some red compression leggings.
I smirked at the yellow wedge sneakers which completed her signature look even sneaking around. More attention grabbing was the wide expanse that was her ass resting on that bench. I walked over leaning against the wall adjacent facing her.
"So, you showed up huh?"
"Did you think I wouldn't Sydney?" I mused feeling comfortable in my own skin while her expression read focus.
"Same rules apply, Vegas rules; get my drift?"
"Sure, its your money."
I noticed a slight reaction to my reply in her face but she didn't react to my boorish overture slowing her repetitions to a halt. She reached down retrieving a towel wiping her face with it before draping it over her shoulder looking directly at me.
"You're paid for silence; I know you want to fuck me so let's get one thing straight cabana boy. I call the shots on my pussy and you can have a whole lot of it tonight, if you play your cards right."
"Whatever you say ma'am." I was unbothered but still took a subtle dig at our age difference.
"I'm going up first, you come up five minutes later and go to your room, not mine." She stood up giving off this bitchy sort of vibe taking a moment to give me the once over.
I got the impression she was weighing her options as she turned and briskly walked out of the gym leaving me there. My eyes followed her big, jiggly looking porous derriere until it disappeared in that narrow muted corridor leading back to the outer second floor.
I'd come solely for the purpose of seeing her completely nude and nothing else. If she decided I wasn't worth the risk to her career, I was cool with that too. This was a new experience for me being clandestine, sneaky when I didn't have to in the least. At the end of the day, she didn't know where I lived.
A few minutes later I was walking down the eleventh floor corridor fishing the plastic key card out of my pocket.
"Oh, you're here, already?" Sydney was standing there just inside my door as I entered the room looking at me with a stoic expression on her face. I noticed she'd opened the adjoining inside room door as she applied some red lipstick with a brush.
"Can you just fuck me now without the frills; I'm ready." She asked without emotion as I closed the door behind me.
"Okay." I replied noticing the sterile atmosphere almost regretting the trip. There was no doubt about my status as a living dildo.
I hung my light jacket in the closet before stripping off my light blue t-shirt unbuckling my belt buckle. My shoes were kicked off as I shucked out of my pants and underwear collectively exposing my active erection. Sydney drew the zipper down at the front of her sports bra exposing smallish breasts.
Her barbell style piercings were silver as she tossed the spandex garment aside. Her thin fingers dug into the high wasted compression leggings as she shimmied and shook exposing her commando status and a cleanly shaved mound highlighted by a series of tiny star tattoos in an arc right over her pussy.
When she noticed me looking she turned around bending over as her big floppy marshmallow butt came into view along with its own large tattooed series of two light blue stars outlined in orange per cheek. They were big but formed the same sort of arc as I wondered if she were facing away to stoke my visual interest.
Sydney squatted when her leggings were at the knees sliding them the rest of the way off stepping out of them one at a time before straightening her long legs making that huge loose jiggly butt move like a plate of jello. This was definitely done for my benefit as she turned with a hand on her hip and one covering her mound staring at my cock.
This mulata mature was tall and probably athletic in younger days, but now had a skewed bottom heavy figure which drew the eyes from her soft pretty face to her narrow waist, semi-rounded hips, and long shapely legs with little bits of visible cellulite. Her big butt was of the "so big you can see it from the front" variety, but obviously not the biggest I'd ever seen. A jolt of throbbing energy pulsed through my shaft as she crawled onto the bed on all fours with her butt facing me.
Although big and ponderous, her cheeks were parted enough that her openings were on full display. Her pussy was a longish taco with a wealth of folds while her backdoor was "experienced" looking. I wondered what number "cabana boy" I presently was in her personal history as Sydney flopped down on her back in the middle of the bed at an angle facing me.
She was apparently double jointed grabbing the backs of her knees drawing her thick thighs into her belly with no problem whatsoever parting them a little as she waited without word to be serviced. I should've been offended.
Instead I crawled between her spread thighs assuming a standing squat between them in my birthday suit.
Sydney wasn't lying about being ready as I got this audible soapy sound sinking inside her deep cunt until my balls pressed against her entrance. I planted my palms flat on the bed framing both sides of her abdomen as I started using a wrecking ball range of motion. I recognized her utilitarian need from her demeanor after I'd taken a dig at the fact she'd paid for my involvement. It was money I hadn't asked for but would be put to good use.
Next to Zoya Berhan, Sydney had the sloppiest pussy I'd ever been inside. There was almost no friction due to her sopping wet cunt as I continued thumping into her with extreme prejudice.
I'd started running almost a year ago and sporadically kept up the practice enough that my stamina was significantly heightened. I would've inserted a few fingers inside, but part of me was weary that she might be testing me. I wondered if maybe she figured my effect on her was due to my oral and patented "hand magic."
I went harder.
My eyes were fixed on her sternum finding a tiny Ying Yang koi fish tattoo between her tits. Sydney slowly started to register the piston-like thumps to her box with minor visual cues. Her light green eyes started to narrow, nostrils flaring ever so lightly while her lips parted a bit. I caught her tongue licking the inside of her lips for the briefest of seconds.
Even harder.
Her slightly saggy looking breasts were really flopping about on her chest which started to rise and fall as Sydney started huffing. She was pillow soft all over. My fingers were actually leaving reddened marks on her skin as my cock smacked relentlessly into her gooey honeypot.
Sydney's brow furrowed deeply as this series of huffs sounding like hiccups started to emanate from her gaped mouth. These started to get louder making it sound as if she were hyperventilating.
My knees hit the mattress beneath her buttocks as I swung my arms around quickly capturing her big thick folded up legs between them. Her gams were trapped against her stomach as I began rabbiting into her damn near bottomless cunt balls slapping her butt even louder.
Being rolled up seemed to have no effect on Sydney whatsoever as I used her biceps to anchor us in that position. Things were beyond messy between her thighs and getting worse by the second.
She was becoming way more animated all over huffing and breathing hard unaware I was nowhere near cumming. Those huffs and groans gradually became distressed whimpers as the light smoky mascara surrounding her mint colored eyes began to run. I was of single minded purpose wanting nothing more than to rod out her most holiest of holies until she said otherwise.
Sydney decided to treat me like a utility and I was going to live up to that expectation.
"Ah." A sliver of her desire escaped her lips.
I shifted slightly letting a portion of my weight rest on the balls of my feet never breaking my stride, still looking her dead in the eyes. Sydney was already queefing intermittently from the constant pounding of her pud pud.
She'd gradually swollen up around me providing an increasing swampy friction. I could feel every groove along her inner walls and I was sure she felt the incessant lancing of her nethers in exquisite detail. A strange quirk was the reddening of her inner thighs and mound almost a cherry color.
"Ah shit." Sydney slipped up further.
Rolled up in this position left her big pillowy cheeks nowhere to go but vertical arching up into my machine quality thrusts. Her butt was probably comparable in size to my torso excessively soft to the touch.
At an angle I was plunging her out feeling it all throughout my pelvis, but nowhere near climax. We were at it a good twenty five minutes and she had nowhere to go trapped between my arms. Sydney's chest was flushing reaching her throat as her mouth fell open.
"FUH-FUH-FUK!!! UM SHIT!! OH SHIT!! FUCK!! FUH!! YOU IN MY GUTS!! I'M FEE EELING IT IN MY STOMACH!!" Sydney snapped like a rubber band letting her mouth hang open making these lilting sounds akin to someone being shaken heavily or gutted.
I hunched over her putting everything I had left into our coupling. I was of a mind to walk out at that precise moment no matter how she felt about it. Instead I snatched her thick gams wide apart turning Sydney into a human wishbone while simultaneously blanketing her body underneath mine.
My popping hips went into overdrive audibly clapping my balls against her slit as she literally started vibrating with tremors taking over her body wholesale. Sydney bit into her lower lip trying to stifle something building deep inside but I would not be denied. I could tell she was close, so I mashed into her crotch wedging against her tightly.
"GAWD!!! YOU FUCK!! MUTHA FUCKA!! YOU'RE MAKING ME CRY!! SON OF A BITCH!!! FUCK YOU!! SHIT!!"
Sydney blurted out in the heat of the moment as I rolled my hips still fully stuffed in her box. She picked up on my clockwise movements going in the opposite direction counterclockwise grinding it out with frenetic prejudice. Our faces were similarly wedged side by side as I scientifically destroyed her cunt.
Our movements mimicked the internal workings of a clock as I tried to figure out where things had gone wrong. I never wanted to be some lothario and normally wouldn't have touched Takisha with a ten foot pole on general principal alone. An unlikely face appeared in my mind's eye.
Zoya Berhan was the first to receive such roughhewn sexual treatment from me.
"UH FUCK YOU'RE PUSHING IT INSIDE ME!!! YOU'RE REAL!! YOU'RE FUCKNG REAL MY KING!!! I'M GONNA CUM!!"
Sydney had become a blubbering mess hugging my torso running her hands along my spine as we continued grinding it out. My crotch was drenched with her essence getting wetter by the moment. Sydney was getting fucked in the manner she'd requested and I was...just there. Her canary yellowed nails started digging trenches in my back.
"FUB!! FUH!! FUCKING ME LIKE THIS!! MAKING ME CUM ON YOUR DICK!!! I DON'T NEED YOUR NAME JUST FUCK ME!! KEEP FUCKING ME!!! SHIT!! OH GAWD DON'T STOP FUCKING ME WITH THIS GOOD GOOD, THIS BDE!!! OH!!"
Her moans went guttural evolving into this sustained straining gasp of air as her limbs seized up around me. Sydney's thick shapely legs wrapped around my upper back while she got me in a death grip with her arms holding me as tight as she could.
She arched up into the base of my cock leaving me no range of motion as she emitted this shrill cry followed by emotionally compromised sobbing right into my right ear as she trembled all over. Her cunt clamped down on my inert prick wrenching vertically leaving me no choice but to ride it out.
Then just like that she was laying there beneath me with this wistful expression arms and legs spread eagle huffing.
I hovered above her palms flat on either side of her head with my knees under her buttocks, breathing regularly.
"Come here nigga." Her hands cradled the side of my face.
I was rewarded with a overtly passionate kiss full of tongue as she moaned into my mouth wrapping her arms around my neck. Sydney was an outstanding kisser really into it sucking on my bottom lip and everything. Her ankles interlocked in the small of my back not hard, but more ceremonial in nature.
The mood was different now, more organic.
Her tongue wrestled with my own traveling to every corner of my mouth before she broke the kiss gasping. Her hands were suddenly palming my buttocks squeezing prodding me forward as I started making slow sensual love to her. I'd never pulled out remaining rock hard embedded in her snatch.
Sydney humped up into my casual strokes enjoying the tactile sensation making out with me even more passionately.
"Damn you broke the bank; rode all the bitch right out of me."
"Yeah?"
"You gon change that nickname my King; How're you gonna go around calling yourself some shit like "The Educated Simp" when you giving your girl here happy stomach cramps all Izzy Da Dondada on a bitch."
"I never said I was The Educated Simp."
"Didn't have to my King; what's between your legs did ALL the TALKING." Her playfulness was somewhat off-putting.
We went at it taking our time now enjoying one another. I liked the feel of her marshmallow soft buttocks cradling the underside of my shaft as I pushed inside getting an enticing depth.
Honestly she was built more for my cousin Jaquan and Andre 13.5 in my estimate, but I trumped both of them with pure technique. I sort of wanted her to remain marginally antagonistic but decided to go for broke even more licking her cheek following a trail along her jawline to her throat.
"No monkey bites; I don't mind giving you a few but you kinda know my situation, what with the job and uhm, the other person."
I knew she was speaking about her cohost Sly but didn't want to push things further.
I covered a breast with my mouth sucking almost the whole thing between my lips before licking a trail down her chest past her abdomen over her bare mound to her snatch.
Her clit was there to greet me all the way out of its hood. Sydney's haunting moan and sharp intake of air signaled my engaged fellatio as I started to make a meal of her snatch. I pushed down on her inner thighs sort of using my nails on them like claws audibly eating her to nirvana.
"Oh shit, nobody should be this good."
Sydney was very swollen inside, so much so that I was only able to manage two fingers in her special place. She squirmed and twisted futilely trying to escape my efforts. There was nowhere she could twist in my clutches as I snacked and dined enjoying the frenzied movements and moans more than anything else.
"AW!! AH!! AW SHIT YOU'RE TOO GOOD!! FUCK NIGGA I'M GONNA HAVE TO KEEP YOU ON CALL!! AW SHIT!!"
Despite her feelings on the matter, I was still vetting her and hadn't come to a conclusion yet. I was just enjoying the act of pleasing her to the ninth degree as I pounced driving my cock inside to the hilt.
"THAT THUNDA GIRL CALLS YOU DADDY; YOU GON BE MY DADDY IF YOU KEEP FUCKING ME LIKE THIS!! EVERYTIME YOU PUSH IT IN THERE, I FEEL LIKE I'M GONNA PEE MYSELF!! FEED IT TO ME!! FEED ME COCK"
I withdrew raising her legs pressed together noticing the slight jiggle of cellulite on her gams as I folded her knees into her abdomen. I got back into that crouching squat pounding the snot out of her box as hard as I could for a good ten minutes until she was shivering all over. I yanked her legs apart without warning letting my cock plop out dripping her creamy essence. I was holding her trembling legs wide apart like a wishbone with my business just outside of her snatch, waiting.
"FUCK!!" Several bursts of moisture exploded from her snatch followed by a sustained spray as Sydney flattened her palm to her sternum breathing hard.
I kept up watch.
Seconds later a steady stream was running from her cunt making quite a stain under her big doughy buns. Sydney covered her face with her hands as I released her ankles but found a seat on her belly. Her pretty, youthful looking features were flushed a nice shade of crimson that extended down to her upper chest.
"I wanna taste you." She admitted sheepishly.
Sydney closed her eyes letting her mouth form an O almost as if she were daring me to do it. I got on all fours pushing the crown and the upper half into her mouth watching her inflated rose colored lips stretch around my girth.



Her cheeks inverted immediately with a sustained vacuum suction that made me huff. It became apparent this was her style so I started humping that mouth enjoying the clinging feel of her lips on my cock. The tugging pull was addictive as I got more into it.
I tested the waters letting my knees rest on either side of her head looking between my thighs at Sydney trying to suck the color off of my dick. She knew enough to hum on the underside of my glans flicking her tongue behind a stuffed mouth. I tried to gag her a few times but there was no response causing me to shift position hovering over her face horizontally.
She coughed a bit after I bucked and popped my hips making her honest, but when I sat upright on my knees, Sydney rolled over on her belly following me still attached. I palmed her head between my hands long stroking her mouth.
I liked the way she was built, tall, thick in the hips with the long meaty legs to put it all together. From this vantage point I was able to look at and admire her big sort of squarish cheeks. Her hips were wide but didn't form a semi-circle on both sides like Rashida or Zoya, definitely not the former milk colored gold standard.
Physically Sydney was close to my lost lady love.
I pulled out tapping my glazed member on her big lips allowing her intervals of non-stop relay sucking. I wanted my hands all over her ass but didn't want to break tactile contact by leaning over her body for a handful of the upper portion of her jiggly, cloud soft butt. Sydney spoiled it by rolling over on her back drawing her knees up with a sigh.
She started jilling herself off as a sticky sound permeated the room.
"I can't get over how seriously good a fuck you are; I thought I got caught up the first time we did it but now I know why that Takisha bitch is crying. I uhm, haven't been fucked this good in a while, a few years honestly."
I responded by running my prick harmonica style across her plush lips.
"You're so out of pocket I don't know if I should have somebody bend you into a pretzel for being disrespectful or give you the keys to my Bentley. I can't tell; so you've gotta be one of the greatest actors of our time or you really do have that much self-confidence. Some of the men I've been with including a Grammy award winning rapper wanted to wife me up, but you're different."
My endowment tapped her right cheek as she finished partially talking shit probably embarrassed at how she'd been handled. When she was on air with her partner, Sydney was family friendly for the most part portraying the voice of reason. In private behind closed doors, she could give Rashida Sikes a run for her money with her shit talk.
I got up from the bed still looking at her face planting my naked butt in the room's lazy boy chair using my foot to slide the accompanying ottoman to the side. My erection was pointing at the ceiling as I reclined looking at Sydney. She rolled back onto her belly with a half smirk on her face.
"Did I hit a nerve?"
"Sydney, I came here to see what you look like naked. My only regret is that you aren't wearing those heels from the first time we hooked up. Now listen to me very closely; I wanna fuck your brains out because I like the way you look visually. I want you to get up off that bed, walk over here and sit on my dick like you're asking Santa for a present, then you're gonna get on your motherfucking hands and knees on this foot rest and get pounded out until I cum, for the first time this evening. Now are we going to fuck like animals, or talk?"
Sydney's eyes became these little dots making her look almost cartoonish. She rolled back over on her back with her knees drawn up sort of lazily whacking them together while fingering herself. She was in silent contemplation.
It took her a few seconds to wearily sit up facing away from me rubbing the back of her close shorn head. Her light colored hair had a tinge of burgundy while the intricately shaved sides read darker in the muted lighting.
There was another tiny tattoo at the base of her skull, some Asian writing which I could've cared less about as she looked over her shoulder with an accepting smile. Her squishy looking donk looked great as Sydney pivoted sliding her legs around to the edge of the bed standing in profile.
She straitened her arms rolling her neck getting an audible cracking sound before lazily craning her head in my direction as she slid a foot into her wedge sneaker. The other followed.
"So, you like my ass and want me to sit on your dick, huh?"
I didn't answer but spread my thighs apart long stroking my endowment just watching as she reached down adjusting the remaining wedge sneaker on her foot.
Sydney stood up slowly keeping her eyes on me the entire time drawing her hands to her hips. She shifted weight between legs there in the buff cocking her head from side to side smiling as if presented with some whimsical challenge. She turned at the waist looking backward with a muted giggle before doing her best runway walk stopping just before my chair.
"I know what you want to see my King."
Sydney performed a pirouette presenting me with an up close and personal with her enormous tattooed derriere. Those large stars etched onto her butt just seemed to fit there as I gave that loose jiggly butt a hard slap making it wobble all over the place. Sydney favored the reddened mark on her butt.
I'd left a visible hand print.
"Do it again!"
My hand slapped her buns again several times in succession on that exact same spot until she physically relented. She bent over kissing me with renewed passion letting her palm rest on my pec with her thumb and forefinger rolling my erect nipple.
This woman was one hell of a kisser overwhelming me with an abundance of tongue as she handled my cock tugging and jerking getting a deluge of precum which she licked off her fingers as she turned planting her big ass in my crotch.
The end result was my business cradled deep in her crack hidden away as she started to give me a crappy lap dance but thought better of it reaching back parting a cheek.
Once I was engulfed, Sydney went at it again leaning back into me resting her hands atop mine doing her best to roll her hips despite the limited room afforded by her thickness. Those loose buns parted way too wide allowing me to thump her cunt with the force of a brick.
Sydney was partially thwarted by her bottom heavy aesthetic once again doing her best to bounce in my lap becoming frustrated enough to turn sideways with both legs draped over the arm of the lazy boy chair.
The subtle definition in her biceps became apparent as she used her upper body strength to perform a series of reverse pushups on the opposite arm of the chair. I snagged her left leg lifting it over my head now able to give her the business and nurse on her right nipple at the same time. Sydney seemed to be trying to show off, but I just wanted to get my fill of her sexually. The sopping wetness of her cunt was amazing and messy.
"OH WAIT A MINUTE!! OH-IS THAT WHAT?!! OH OKAY!" I surprised her turning fully into her body cradling her cheeks standing up only to sit on the foot rest with Sydney still impaled. Now we were doing what was called "The Face Off" posture with her thick legs wrapped around me while my soles were planted flat.
This turned out to be a boon for Sydney who twisted, twerked, ground, and bounced to her heart's content in my lap until she was a goofy looking mess of running mascara and peachy looking cheeks flushed from forehead to navel.
This was helped along with the several smacks and open handed slaps to both of those marshmallow cheeks until she pressed her desire for the spankings to stop by taking my earlobe between her teeth. I raised both hands like she was pointing a gun at me.
"I don't mind a little rough play, but we didn't talk it over first."
"Who was being rough, I just think you've got a big slappable ass; I like watching that shit jiggle and shake all over the place."
"I lost weight, but my ass stayed the same fucking size. My whole midsection was a cylinder up until two years ago; I got tired of wearing all those baggy clothes all the time. Now I'm back down to a respectable size since my junior year of high school, but my forty nine and a half inches keeps me honest."
I didn't say anything but kept groping big handfuls of her butt spreading her cheeks wide enough to feel part of my endowment protruding from her cunt.
"Hey, I didn't mean to come off like a bitch earlier downstairs; you kinda pissed me off when you talked about the money. You're cute and wow, your skills are top notch. If you were my man, I'd be so fucking jealous that I wouldn't let any other girls around you. Come on, what did you do to that Takisha girl to make her so crazy?"
"Is this an interview too?"
"We can talk a little bit, can't we?"
"Sydney we can do anything you want but I must have your big ass bent over beneath me as I wax the fuck out of that shit; it's that simple. I wanted to have sex with you naked. I wanted to make you cum all over that bed right there and now I wanna bust on your marshmallow ass cheeks."
I knew how bad I sounded sitting there with this woman impaled in my lap.
"Marshmallow ass cheeks? Maybe I should've got that BBL a while back." She commented running a finger behind her ear before touching it to the tip of my nose.
"Ain't nothing wrong with you Sydney; except you don't have my dick in your big ass." I was intentionally trying to be an asshole, but she just rolled with the punches.
"Well, I can fix that." Her voice sounded uneven.
Things got a little awkward between us as she stood up disengaging us finding my cock still pointed up at the ceiling of the hotel room drenched in her essence. I followed getting vertical as she stared at my face with this strained look of mounting desperation. We looked at one another as she palmed the underside of my endowment musing to herself.
"Well uh, guess we know how much you like me, huh?"
When I didn't respond, she mounted the ottoman like I wanted with a dip in her lower back that made her floppy butt look positively two sizes bigger than it actually was. It's semisolid nature caused her cheeks to part revealing both of her openings on display for my use.
A surge of energy ran through me at the sight alone. Seeing Sydney in this manner had been all I wanted out of our agreement over the money, and now I was going to collect my real payment.
I'd been a dutiful cabana boy after all.
"OW!! OH YOU JUST, SHOVE IT IN THERE HUH?!! OW!! OH FUCK!! DO IT!! DO IT MY KING!! GET YOUR PUSSY!!!"
Big digging handfuls of her hips allowed me to spear her deep cunt spreading the inviting folds far apart cradling the base of my cock. I went at it frenetically stabbing into her juiciest part getting that visually enticing rear giggle I'd been looking for all night.
Those star tattoos on her butt were bouncing and bopping all over the place as I fucked Sydney solely to cum and nothing more. Her whimpers and groans meant nothing to me as I crested in just under fifteen minutes.
"KEEP SHAKING THAT ASS AND DON'T STOP!! YEAH!! KEEP IT UP!! THIS IS HOW I WANNA SEE YOU BITCH!!"
Sydney lowered her head between her shoulder blades doing as asked not realizing it didn't take much to make her big pillowy cheeks flop and clap wildly about. Her skin was so soft that she was barely able to get an audible clap from the overly worked motion.
She kept at it though as the first thick wad of cum hit dead square in the center of her spread cheeks glazing her taco.
Several ropes followed mostly hitting the same spot as she twerked getting visible splashes of cum.
"DON'T YOU DARE STOP OR I'M WALKING THE FUCK OUT!! KEEP SHAKING THAT ASS!! I LOVE SEEING IT WOBBLE AND CLAP ALL OVER THE PLACE!! THAT SHIT LOOK GOOD SYDNEY!! MY DICK IS STILL HARD FOR YOU BITCH!!!"
I wasn't lying sporting a resurging turgid erection that was starting to bob in front of me.
Both of my hands came down hard on either side in dual open handed smacks on her buttocks creating this motion ripple for the ages as Sydney yelped like a wounded animal.
I slathered up the jizz on her cunt running my cock deep in her rear cleavage huffing like I was running a relay race. I went a little crazy wildly humping out some errant vestiges of my stringy seed dabbing that up as well before handling her thighs. I got Sydney down on her knees with her torso across the ottoman.
"...yeah, just like that Vickie."
Once my balls were pressed against her backdoor I let out a guttural groan feeling it all over. Goosebumps prickled on my skin while my head swam. I couldn't tell if it was from the visual or the way she purposely tightened up around our connection, but I started giving it to her slow, methodically. Sydney crossed her legs pressing her big thighs tightly together while I took her in the bulldog position.
This was the only real position I could enjoy her in considering her malleable donk.
I lasted maybe less than five minutes filling her full with a taboo creampie before adding to the mess that I'd already made of her big jiggly cheeks.
Sydney was quiet. She hadn't made one sound throughout.
"Who's Vickie?"
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Hello?" There was an abrupt click on the other side of the line. I was slumming three days into my last week in my "ancestral" home before I would be forced to move out after being "outed" by two very different women.
My room was packed up leaving only the bare essentials besides my laptop, camera bag and two portable hard drives full of content yet to be edited together for my brand spanking new website. My mother despite her apparent disgust for my clandestine line of work, had kept things under the radar with the rest of the family giving me a storage space at the local U-Haul to use paid up for two months. We talked through text after a few very chaste phone conversations following Vickie's funeral.
"Damn." I checked my phone finding my dad's cell number staring me in the face.
During one of my last vocal calls with my mother it had been made readily apparent that I should have a face to face with my errant parent. Mom informed me that he was "disappointed" with me and that perhaps I could make amends with him and secure a bed in his bachelor pad more or less. Considering our less than stellar relationship beforehand, I was predictably reticent to say the least. I'd pushed that request to the back of my mind while packing up my belongings, but now he'd made the first move cowardly hanging up before I could speak.
"Hello, dad; did you call?" It took me ten minutes to call him back.
"Boy, did you talk to your mother?"
"DID SOMETHING HAPPEN; IS SHE OKAY?!!" This was bullshit because I'd communicated with her through text not two hours earlier about my pending departure. What I was doing now gave my dad a way into a very uncomfortable conversation we were yet to have. He liked to feel like he was in charge and I capitulated by playing mostly dumb and clueless in a way he hadn't sussed out in three years.
"Your mother is just fine, but she ain't okay with having a goddamn criminal under her roof. She ain't okay with her only son selling crack out of her house and doing god knows what boy. I can't believe this shit; my boy is a damn drug dealer! A DRUG DEALER FOR CHRIST'S SAKE!!!"
"Dad, I'm not a drug dealer."
"I DONE TOLD YOU I AIN'T RAISING NO THUGS!! AIN'T RAISING UP NO GANGSTERS!!! AND I DEFINITELY AIN'T RAISING NO DRUG DEALERS!! Boy, you got hypes coming to your mother's front stoop looking for ROCKS!! WHAT HAPPENED TO YOU BOY?!! ARE YOU TRYING TO GET YOUR MOTHER HEMMED UP?!! YOU KNOW THE POLICE CAN TAKE THE FUCKING HOUSE WHEN THEY FIND YOUR STASH!! IS THAT WHAT YOU WANT BOY?!! ANSWER ME!!!"
"I'm not a drug dealer."
"YOU DON'T TELL ME WHAT YOU ARE!! I TELL YOU WHAT YOU ARE!! OH, SO YOU THINK YOU'RE A MAN NOW?!!"
"I'm twenty."
"I'M FIFTY FIVE AND YOU CAN TAKE YOUR TWENTY YEARS AND STICK IT IN YOUR TAIL WITH YOUR THUMB!! DAMN I KNEW I SHOULD HAVE PUT THAT STRAP ON YOU MORE OFTEN!! YOU SUCH A SMART ASS!! THINK YOU KNOW EVERYTHING WHEN YOU JUST WET BEHIND THE EARS!! I TOLD YOU IF YOU WANT TO BE THE DADDY THEN YOU GOTS TO WHUP MY ASS!! WELL, I AIN'T GOT NO ASS WHUPPING!! YOU MAN ENOUGH TO TRY BOY!! HUH?!!"
"No father, I just want to say that..."
"I DON'T WANT TO HEAR WHAT YOU HAVE TO SAY BOY!! YOU AIN'T GOT NOTHING TO SAY I WANT TO HEAR FROM A GODDAMN DRUG DEALING THUG!!! IF I WAS YOUR MOTHER I'D TURN YOU IN TO THE FUZZ!! YOU SHOULD BE BEHIND BARS FOR BRINGING THE STREETS INTO YOUR MOTHER'S HOME!!! YOU'RE STUPID, DUMB!!"
"Can I say something please?"
"SEE THAT'S YOUR PROBLEM RIGHT THERE!! YOU DON'T LISTEN!! YOU'RE SO UPPITY AND STUPID!! YOU'RE PROBABLY SELLING CRACK AND REEFERS TO GET GIRLS, AIN'T YOU?!! HELL YOU MIGHT BE GAY!! THEM GANG BOYS BENT YOU OVER, DIDN'T THEY?!! AW CRAP!! I GOT ME A SWEET BACK FOR A SON!! I'M GONNA HAVE TO GO DOWN TO THAT CITY HALL AND GET YOUR LAST NAME STRUCK OFF YOUR BIRTH CERTIFICATE!! DAMN BOY!! DON'T YOU EVER THINK ABOUT ANYBODY BUT YOURSELF?!! YOU'RE A GODDAMN DISGRACE!! SHIT!!"
"Father please, just let me talk for a minute...say something."
There was a long pause from his end of the line, but I could hear his heavy breathing.
"I'm glad your grandparents have gone to glory."
"NO!!"
"They'd be ashamed of you." He hung up in my face before I could say another word.
"NO!!!"
I was struck by the immediate silence around me in the house I'd grown up in now realizing I'd never be able to get things back to the way they were. His last words hung in the air along with the memory of him attending my grandfather's funeral without me. He'd let me and mom know weeks afterwards of the death as a gruff aside when my mother was talking about some missed child support payments. There was a void in this home without my mother or even her boyfriend Gene. I walked blankly into the kitchen outside my soon to be former bedroom.
"Eh, fuck maybe he's right about me." I mumbled standing in the middle of the kitchen staring at nothing.
I screamed at the top of my lungs.
It was the loudest sound I'd ever made in my life and it was a long time coming.
My heart was thumping wildly threatening to burst from my chest as energy crackled all about my person as my brow furrowed and teeth gritted. There was no doubt we'd have come to blows if he were standing before me. I knew in the sliver of time; I would've beaten him senseless. My anger was wholly righteous indignation ever bit of it earned from a shyster upbringing that saw him doing as little as possible leaving everything to my mother who did the best she could. I was a pariah to my parents, a failure in their eyes. I didn't know what was left of me.
I snagged a beer from the fridge cracking it open for a deep swig.
I drained two more replaying the verbal drubbing I'd received from my father and the aside about my grandparents recalling that my father was on a European junket with friends from work when my grandmother passed. He finished up returning six weeks after she was buried taking me to her gravesite staging his own two person funeral which lasted less than thirty minutes. I was dropped off later back at home cramping my mother's style with her boyfriend. I'd walked in on them "watching" a movie which pissed her odd to no end. Days later I heard my dad mention the baseball game he'd gone to that same evening with a lady friend.
"Alright, I think its time I had my say about things." I snagged a fourth beer walking outside sitting on my front porch dialing him up again. I wanted to give as good as I got before telling him I'd pay the money to have my last name stricken from the record.
The call went straight to voicemail, fifty times in a row before I got blocked.
I sat there on my porch nursing my fourth beer looking out over my neighborhood recalling random moments from my life. My mother kept me on a short leash for most of it, but I still managed to get in trouble here and there. My musings were directed at my history trying to figure out what made me such a shit kid to my parents. I struggled to find some reason neither of my parents would even hear me out finding none. They saw things in black and white while I'd been taught grey. Humorously my mind wandered back to my first time with a girl a few blocks over named Cathy.
I chuckled at the memory of the tomboyish girl that I'd grown up alongside in the hood and our pretty easygoing association with one another. She was easy on the eyes very slender with no real curves to speak of. Even Yoli and Takisha legitimately slim thick both, blew her out of the water in every conceivable way. Add to that the fact she was not so subtly masculine in a Peter Pan manner which was the catalyst for our initial sexual run-in. Cathy was mistaken for a lesbian which obviously led to a losing three way street fight with two other much bigger girls.
Later I was nearly her second opponent that day after admitting much of the same. Instead she broke down revealing a tacit self-hatred of her own lack of curves whereas her other three sisters were blessed with a wealth of riches in that department. The following day she'd unexpectedly shown up with a basket ball and we enjoyed a morning at the park in a few pickup games before going back to her place.
Some frank talk while we were hashing things out led to the exposure of body parts culminating in my first handjob which I had to admit pre-Charity Gilbert, Cathy had a knack for much to my delight. She was the first to comment about my natural ability to remain erect after three non-stop rounds which eventually led to me humping her with our basketball shorts down, my exposed prick against her panty covered snatch. I chuckled at the misinformed argument that followed when I ejaculated all over her crotch and tummy. There were even webs of cum on her inner thighs.
I took another drink from my can noting how nice the oncoming dusk looked.
Things got sort of weird afterwards with Cathy ghosting me for several weeks until I threw up my hands metaphorically and went my own way. Sometimes when I caught a glimpse of her in the corridor, I'd fleetingly think of our fledgling moment together. I was cool with letting our friendship fade away unwilling to make the first move and talk to her. Cathy obviously felt the same. Sometime later around spring we were thrown together again by Sister Fate after I'd become overly chummy with a rather large homeroom classmate with a noticeable set of tits.
I'd like to think this prompted Cathy into action because she suddenly reappeared in my immediate circle of friends. There was no place I couldn't look where her face wasn't present. In short this girl was cramping my style putting a wrench in my plans to have my way with the other girl's bust. I'd been watching a lot of porn discovering the visual joys of tit fucking but my tomboyish friend wasn't having it. This culminated in what started as a playful argument during my lunch period quickly going off the rails into the dozens which belonged on an episode of Wild-N-Out.
After a dig at her slight proportions, Cathy dumped a large paper cup of orange soda down my sweatshirt drenching everything. I had to spend the rest of the day with dried up sticky soda residue all over my torso and crotch. I was too scared to clean up in the boys locker room showers with the athletes, guys who looked grown already; contributing to things were some of those bully's weird decidedly homosexual sense of humor. So I spent the remainder of my day giving Cathy a middle finger in person and internally. I wasn't surprised when she wanted to brawl afterschool.
Nothing happened, but we did continue going at one another verbally until we were some blocks from school where she finally cracked. We hugged it out and resolved to shore up the friendship with her even poking fun at me for targeting a fat girl because of her breast size. Cathy led me to an elderly aunt's house nearby intent on fixing things by washing my clothes in her relative's basement laundry room. I don't recall seeing her aunt who was perpetually bed-ridden at that time but remember greeting her verbally sort of shouting my greeting in the corridor.
An adult aged cousin lived sporadically in the house, so I was able to use some of his clothing while Cathy plunked my stuff in the washing machine. We were best buds again jostling about while talking crap downstairs while her aunt slept on the top floor of the two story house. Cathy got the better of me in an impromptu slap boxing match prompting me to unceremoniously plant my foot in the middle of her flat butt while she was putting my clothes in the dryer. I laughed at the fact Cathy was so thin her upper half disappeared inside the machine.
It was her turn to deliver a bit of shock and awe as she turned around looking ready to plant a haymaker on my chin. Instead she stayed on her knees yanking my borrowed shorts down exposing my semi flaccid penis wasting no time burying it in her mouth. I facepalmed remembering the weird squawking sound that erupted out of me at the first time sensation. Her technique was catch as catch can with her using my thighs for support while she knelt. Things became surreal for me as she sucked me off for a good thirty minutes until the dryer stopped.
Cathy stood up removing her shirt exposing her flat breasts hiding them behind her hands acting uncharacteristically demure. I didn't know what to do so I removed my shirt too. We embraced hugging deeply without word. I was anxious and a bit scared not knowing what to expect. I hadn't climaxed leaving my erection trapped between our abdomens. It was in that moment we shared our first kiss. A very intimate passionate merging of lips and tongue which lasted a while making me nearly cum from the atmosphere alone.
Cathy admitted her jealousy but said she didn't like me like a boyfriend or anything. She just didn't want me to hook up with the fat girl saying she wanted to be the first to give me a tit fuck despite her flattened breasts. Things got humorous when I was led into her cousin's room adjacent to the laundry which also served as a defacto storage bin of sorts. I didn't know what to make of things watching Cathy fish around in one of the boxes until she came up with some old discarded brassiere making her intentions even more clear.
I chuckled watching her put it on and stuff the cups giving herself a DIY set of comedically fake D-Cups.
I playfully humored her fondling her stuffed bra as we made out before yanking out the balled up clothing stuffed in its cups. Cathy was irritated with me for not going along with things but I drew the straps down turning the bra around until the back was facing me. She was encouraged to kneel allowing me to slip my erection underneath that back strap as I handled her shoulders. We worked it out as I ground up an enticing friction rubbing the underside of my prick against her sternum right between her flat tits. Cathy continually chided me until I burst.
Her flat chest and much of her abdomen ended up completely glazed over with my copious ejaculate much to her sexual curiosity and wonderment. Cathy even jacked out a few more ropes heartened by my response to her body before laying right there on the unkempt floor. I got completely naked in front of her for the first time mounting her chest earnestly grinding my cock on her chest working up an incredible friction. Cathy was a quick study interlocking her fingers over my thrusting member until I came all over her chest and belly making an absolute mess.
After that it was a foregone conclusion where things were headed as she pulled off her panties, some classic underoos with this chintzy Wonder Woman logo over her most holiest of holies. After some choice physical comedy that saw both of us take two tries at the bat trying to get on of her cousin's condoms onto my cock without much success. Cathy had an epiphany rolling the cheap prophylactic onto my length with her mouth.
I almost came in her mouth but she pounded my thigh adamant that I return the favor laying on her cousin's daybed which was pretty much a simple couch he slept on. She told me off for my reticent behavior before directing my actions until she was somewhat satisfied. Both of our insecurities about our bodies and other issues were covered with a patchwork quilt over our bodies as I took her missionary on that ratty frayed couch. It almost didn't happen when she let out an earsplitting shriek the minute my crown parted her lower lips.
Her discomfort shocked me so much I drew back but Cathy wrapped her arms tightly around my back pulling me down on top of her. This caused me to impale her fully making her cry out again whimpering. It felt like she was afraid I'd run away from her as she wrapped her legs around my bag interlocking her ankles. Her lanced pussy was so tight my cock sat inside it barely able to move. She wanted a kiss and I obliged her until she began rocking her lower half prodding me onward. We were finally able to do it properly giving our first times to one another earnestly.
Cathy dug her nails into my back scratching it up as she was screwed as hard and fast as I could manage until her honeypot started to become slick allowing my prick to pick up speed. It seemed as if we were made for each other with my tumescence thumping the back of her cunt with authority. Her grip around me got tighter while my back became a clawed up mess. Her narrow cunt pulsed and retracted around my girth incredibly hot and wet with nothing but my balls hanging out of her snatch. I'm ashamed to say my tomboyish friend got rag dolled all over her cousin's bedroom floor until I was shooting rope after rope filling her snatch. We kissed the whole time.
We were nearly caught as Cathy's elderly Aunt surprised us by calling out from the steep top of her basement stairs. Cathy still stuffed full of my cock yelled back that everything was okay catching herself from begging the aunt not to come down stairs. I began to draw back looking down finding our connection drenched in her maidenhead blood. Luckily the aunt didn't come down probably because she couldn't make it downstairs due to her advanced age. She called back asking Cathy to come upstairs to her bedroom and put some ointment on her back then loudly closed the door.
I should have took it as a sign. We should have took it as a sign, but we were young and dumb.
I had to help Cathy into the small bathroom down there helping her get decent in the standup shower going through several towels in the process. She returned the favor pouring hydrogen peroxide on my wounded back. Cathy looked truly feminine that afternoon for the first time since I'd know her in my life. We nearly lost ourselves touching and caressing one another. Cathy tried to bend over wanting me to do her doggystyle but was still too messed up from our first time. I discovered a box of maxi pads under the sink which turned out to be a godsend for her. We got her decent enough to go attend to her aunt upstairs.
I got washed up thinking that we'd continue exploring one another's bodies when Cathy interrupted me shoving my clothing into the shower scared. I quickly got dressed at her distraught urging ushered out of the back door with instructions to use the alley instead of walking around to the front walk of the house. I was scared for her, but Cathy said she'd be okay referring to me as her boyfriend for the first time. It felt weird half running down the alley with my hands stuffed in my pockets. I could hardly wait to see my first girlfriend at school the following day.
It was the last time we'd see one another.
Cathy was taken out of school to continue her last year at home. She didn't even graduate with the rest of her class forced to get her G.E.D downtown instead. Of course I didn't know this at the time heartbroken blaming myself for a time. I'd get the other half of the story in the form of a letter sent to me from Oklahoma where she was now sequestered with her grandparents on her father's side. I learned of her intention to join the military and the strict religious atmosphere she was living in currently even banned from wearing pants.
The catalyst for all of this came in the form of a smoking gun the used condom caked in her maidenhead discovered in the wastebasket of her cousin's bathroom. Cathy's older cousin had been notified by rotary phone that a boy was getting mannish with her in the basement. That bit of snitching by her auntie was obviously embellished. Cathy was forcefully taken by her mother to the hospital where her womanhood was confirmed by a doctor. Her expulsion from school came because of her refusal to identify me after several beatings.
I was heartbroken for the second time while the letter ended up being my smoking gun.
My mother puzzled after finding an out of state letter addressed to me, opened, and fully read its contents before presenting it to me when I got home that day. I was forcefully obliged to read it right there in front of her before getting my own round of corporal punishment with a grounding for the rest of my last year of high school. I didn't mind it knowing Cathy got much worse.



My first girlfriend however brief, did join the military quickly finding herself a husband before she finished basic training. Both of them are career military living on base with a two year old daughter. I learned this on Facebook.
Me, I became a pornographer.
I ended up being ousted from the family.
"HEY THERE BOY!! YOU AIN'T GOT NO GIRLS VISITING TONIGHT?!!" I was jolted out of my recollection looking up at my nosey neighbor's house across the street. She was reclining there as always in her housecoat with a head full of pink rollers. Her fortysomething daughter unfortunately similar in appearance stood on the porch besides their teenaged daughter who was graduating high school herself this year.
"GOOD EVENING MA'AM, AIN'T YOUR GRANDDAUGHTER EIGHTEEN NOW?!!" I shouted back.
The girl in question on their front porch started grinning like a jackal dressed like some oversized kid in her best K-Mart ensemble of pink T-shirt with denim overall shorts, hot pink ruffled crew socks over some large reeboks. This eighteen year old's head was even made up in four girlish braids with kiddie barrettes inset.
"YOU CAN'T HANDLE THIS NIGGA!!" She shouted back sort of turning her butt in my direction essentially mooning me clothed. She didn't take into account her mother standing right beside her taking immediate umbrage at the exchange.
"GET YO HOT TAIL IN THAT HOUSE!! WHO DO YOU THINK YOU ARE ACTING LIKE A DAMN HOOKER!! I'M GONNA PUT THAT BELT ON YOUR BUTT TAMMY SINCE YOU SO HOT IN THE ASS!!" The offending girl was slapped with the force of a cast iron skillet from behind rocking her head to the side and manhandled as her grandmother looked on equal parts approving and horrified by her daughter's actions. Tammy was shoved into the house by her mother.
"SEND TAMMY OVER HERE AFTER YOU GUYS FINISHED WITH HER!!" I shouted glibly already able to hear the beating happening just inside the front door.
"I'M GONNA CALL YOUR MOTHER BOY!!"
"BRING YOUR OLD ASS OVER HERE!! WE CAN CALL HER TOGETHER GRANNY!!!" I was slightly addled feeling the few beers I'd ingested as the old neighborhood snitch shuffled into the house slamming and locking her front door with authority. Somewhere off in the distance the tunes of "SILLY by Deniece Williams" was playing in the distance.
"Well, now that the floor show is over; let's call up the parental unit." I mumbled to myself figuring my father wouldn't expect me to call back after so many tries.
I was still blocked.
I dialed up his house phone instead.
"HELLO!!" A familiar voice answered after the fourth ring.
"Erica don't give me any shit, put my dad on the phone I wanna talk to that motherfucker." I snarled spoiling for round two of our fight fueled by his stated dissatisfaction with me as a son.
"WHO'RE YOU TALKING TO LIKE THAT?!!"
"PUT HIM ON THE PHONE BITCH!!"
"HE AIN'T HERE!!" She yelled from her end of the line.
"What?"
"I-SAID, HE AIN'T HERE!! ARE YOU DEAF NIGGA?!!"
"But he called me a little while ago."
"HE'S ON A BUSINESS TRIP AND WON'T BE BACK UNTIL SUNDAY!!" My father's cowardice was revealed taking the steam out of my sails leaving a simmering volcano of emotion demanding satisfaction. He'd effectively stonewalled me for a few days.
"Fuck man; this is some straight bullshit."
"Not as much as your trash ass father cheating on me." Erica replied with equal emotion.
"What?"
"I checked the phone bill and he been talking to some bitch in Indiana!! I googled her up and she ugly as fuck!! I'm dumping your daddy nigga because he got me fucked up on a serious level!! I ain't ugly, but this guy be creeping with some busted bitches making me look bad in the process and that's not even the worse thing!"
"I just talked to him Erica."
"YOU DON'T BELIEVE ME THEN BRING YOUR ASS OVER HERE AND SEE FOR YOURSELF!!"
"Huh?"
"I'm tired of that old nigga; don't you want some pussy?" Erica Walton my dad's current live-in girlfriend and daughter of the last wasn't even trying to hide her cheap intentions at revenge against my father.
"Well, okay then Erica."
*********************************************************************************************
"What the fuck is this shit?" Erica greeted me at the door with a hot pocket in one hand and a can of cream soda in the other. I didn't give a shit that she was wearing a pink really sheer see-through babydoll nightie that put her charms on full display.
"Dinner now get in here and fuck me before I change my mind." This was the second time we'd met in person after the initial hookup that started me on my current life path. Erica Walton was case zero in my extraordinary sexual history.
"Excuse me?" From the looks of things, she'd leveled up as well since our initial meeting, even since she'd sent me some nudes last time we talked. This twentysomething presented the tight toned body of someone who worked out like a beast, a complete gym rat.
"Hey man I ain't doing the back and forth; I thought I'd shoot you an opportunity since your father thinks he can play me and keep it in the family at the same time. I was thinking we'd get it in as more of a trade if you get my drift? Did you bring your camera? I wouldn't mind getting one in for prosperity but it's okay if you don't. I've got my phone."
"What do you mean, "keeping it in the family" Erica?" I walked into the house setting the crap food on some shelving behind my dad's front door.
"Exactly what I said." She was nude underneath the delicate garment tossing me her phone. I got a glimpse of her tight round ass as she bent over retrieving it from my dad's lazy boy. Her shaved peach looked nice and juicy from the brief glimpse.
I found myself staring at an old pic of my father hugged up with her mother. I'd seen it before in a frame presented by said mother for my dad to place on top of his mantle at the time. I imagined him tossing it after making off with her daughter like a thief in the night.
"So what, I've seen this shit before; I don't get it."
"Keep scrolling!" Erica replied snarkily helping herself to a glass of what was obviously wine. I noticed an expensive bottle sitting on the coffee table.
I went through some more of the pics finding a new one that caught me by surprise. Erica's mother was pictured in what was obviously a thirst trap. She was laying on a bed in a white t-shirt and a tight pair of panties that looked a bit juvenile for a middle aged woman. There were little flowers on the material, but it was the full bubbled cheeks that caught me by surprise in the hastily taken pic.
"I guess you DO get it from your mother." I mused with a burgeoning smile on my face.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP!" Erica snatched the phone tossing it aside on the couch like it was so much rubbish instead of a premium device worth hundreds of bucks.
Before I could say anything smart, we were kissing passionately. It was weird kissing someone with a tongue piercing even though she'd traded it out for a more modest version than her original. Her "Plain Jane" features were enhanced with a competent makeup job that added little to her honey complexion. Now she was sporting the same sandy brown extensions or likely a full weave shaved close on one side revealing a plethora of ear piercings. Thinking of Zoya Berhan I tested the waters handling her narrow neck with my right hand.
Not really a choke.
She didn't react prompting me to cup a handful of her tight rounded butt. Her derriere was totally gym built along with her defined figure which had the look of a professional athlete. Her hand went to my butt with a sense of ownership matching my energy as we broke the kiss. Erica started working on my belt buckle undoing it drawing my zipper down tugging outward on the elastic band of my underwear. She tugged them down a bit then seemed impatient relieving me of my shirt tossing it on the floor.
"You've been working out too I see, huh?"
"Mostly cardio; gotta be able to keep up, right?"
"Only one way to find out." Erica replied kneeling taking my pants down to my calves as my erection flopped out to meet her head on.
Her big fake looking lips stretched around the head of my member making half of my length disappear. My thighs were handled from the front to steady her in a kneeling position as she began sucking me off. Her technique wasn't really anything special but it was methodical as I found myself comparing her to the other women I'd been with. My father was blue collar sexually so he probably didn't care beyond smashing Erica's box. This only lasted about ten minutes as she stood up wiping a finger under her bottom lip.
"Remember what you told me last time we talked?"
"Bend over." I replied getting a brief doubletake from Erica before she drew the sheer nightie over her head tossing it aside.
This was her idea of a big reveal as I found myself looking at her breasts replete with piercings above another in her navel. There was obviously a theme here as I gave her cut body the once over taking note of her defined abdomen and visible musculature. She was definitely training hard for her life post-dad. Erica did this hair flip with a bit of flair turning about to reveal two back dimple piercings. Her butt looked amazing almost fake at first reveal.
"Starting to see a theme here; is there a piercing I'm missing?"
"Find it babe." Erica bent at a ninety degree angle locking her legs in place. She had this weird physical thing where it looked like her knees almost went in the opposite direction.
There was nothing else to say as I grabbed her hips pushing the head of my cock between her folds finding a thick almost angry feeling resistance. I dug in with my fingers pushing harder eventually shoving until I was wrapped in her confines feeling everything. Erica's inner grip was beyond tight with an incredibly strong suction as I began fucking her at an unexpected slowed rate. She was an unmovable stationary object grunting with every labored thrust. It felt tighter with each push, not frustrating but just a chore sexually speaking. This had to be the tightest pussy I'd ever been inside. We were at it a good five minutes before she piped up.
"When your father started working all this "overtime" I got bored so I hit the gym like a motherfucker. Started doing that shit two or three times a day getting on my cycling, Kegel exercises doing weight training on alternate weeks. Got my shit tight as fuck and a few guys at the gym were interested, but intimidated. Once I knew he was cheating on me, I got it in with this big bodybuilding nigga who told me it felt like there was a hand in my pussy."
"I'd agree with that assessment." I grunted watching my prick doing it's absolute best to run her through.
"Your daddy loves it asshole; he may be cheating but he always gets his at least two times a day morning and middle of the night. It's like some sort of competition between us; but I guess you can't hang."
"Too much information and hold that thought bitch." I pulled out taking Erica's hand. We walked into the dining room to the small cramped kitchen adjacent. I opened the fridge finding a bottle of honey in the side door.
"I've got lube if that's what you're after."
"Shut up." I kept ahold of her hand also retrieving another bottle of olive oil from a basket on top of the fridge.
"What're you gonna do with that?"
"Give you what you need and then I'm gonna get mine in trade." She took the bottle of oil with a raised brow following me back to the couch where I directed her to lay down on her back. Luckily my father had one of those extra-long couches which would accommodate me partially as I flipped the cap on the bottle of honey.
Despite being more than willing, Erica's behavior was nonstop skewed towards being off putting, troll-like on the regular which made it perpetually hard to deal with her on an interpersonal level. The only reason we'd ever hooked up was because she'd want to stick it to our parents. Otherwise she would've continued being this colossal asshole until we were throwing haymakers at one another that night. Thus she didn't realize that her lack of sexual attraction to me factored into her barely wet cunt.
I was going to change that to the best of my abilities.
I knelt beside the couch at her hips placing the bottle of honey on the Persian rug underneath us. There was no doubt she didn't know what was about to happen. Predictably I found the last of her piercings, what I believe is called a Christina piercing with two studs staring me in the face. I hooked a leg over my shoulder using my thumbs to pry her cunt open.
"Ah, there you are; nice to make your acquaintance." Erica's clit was still partially hidden under its hood but I had a coming out party waiting with a bottle of honey. A shudder ran through her body as the honey hit her button.
I leaned in between her thighs touching her clit with the tip of my tongue. That piercing turned out to be a godsend as more shivers went through her body with a swirl of the tongue. Her hand cradled the back of my head as I coaxed her clit into a full reveal. I slurped on it earning this hollow sounding moan, a deep intake of air.
More honey was added while I intermingled it with my saliva making a mess of her snatch. These loud slurps filled the living room as I worked a single finger inside not for her secret spot, just to give Erica a continuous sense of penetration. Her tightness was even a factor on that lone digit, but I kept at it locking lips on her slit creating an airtight seal using my tongue instead. Erica was humping up into my mouth rhythmically rolling and popping her hips with a mounting intensity.
I knew she was close waiting for some unspoken signal of an impending climax as my mouth filled with her juices. I set the bottle on the floor reaching around the outsides of her thighs to cup and pinch her tits. The little barbels added a bit of difference to the proceedings making Erica whine and moan swiveling those hips even harder. Her breathes were more labored as I kept up the continuous stimulation still adding that finger in intervals. She was getting close as I noticed how quiet it was for once.
"Aw yeah, I'm gonna cum." Erica whined in sustained syrupy fashion giving me the signal I wanted.
"OH SHIT WHAT'RE YOU?!!" I pounced on her folding her legs into her chest and abdomen driving my cock deep inside as hard as I could. Despite my efforts, penetrating her abnormally tight cunt still involved considerable effort until I felt myself break through thumping the crown of my member against the back of her box.
"AW!! AW!! AW!! FUCK!! AW SHIT!! AW!! AW MAN YOU!! FUCKING!! AW SHIT!!" I grabbed the tops of her shoulder blades trapping her legs up in the air with the insides of her ankles at my ears. Erica found herself in an upright fetal position taking a good half of my cock with brief second long plunges of the whole thing.
The friction was incredible!
It was nearly futile trying to pound the stuffing out of her box. I was feeling it with each thrust right above the base of my cock. It was equal parts pleasure and pain for both of us; Erica just didn't know that I needed this as much as she did. She was in custody of my biceps digging her manicured nails into them to steady herself on the narrow couch. I was on my knees but gradually managed a squatting position in front of her pincer-like snatch. Those C-Cup tits of hers were managing a decent vertical flop on her defined torso making me even hornier.
"GET THIS PUSSY!! AW FUCK!! COME ON GET IT!! AW!! AW!! AW FUCK ME HARDER!!" Erica aggressively encouraged sounding somewhere between enraged and euphoric as the miniscule mascara ran down her face joining a runny nose along with visible saliva glistened lips. I inched up further crouching like a gargoyle nearly rolling my jump off into a living ball of flesh. I was starting to get full penetration as she went verbally unintelligible.
Mission was accomplished on my dad's couch signified by the loud sound of my balls slapping on the bottom of her tight rock hard cheeks. Every malicious thrust down into her narrow pulsing snatch radiated across my pelvis. I went at Erica Walton truly doing my best to ruin her for other guys not caring if that would be the case afterwards one bit. I wanted this disturbed little bitch to know she'd been fucked this Friday night in no uncertain terms. Erica's face was frozen in a grimace with each powerful thrust getting these little grunts and whimpers out of her maw.
"BEAT THAT PUSSY UP!! AW SHIT!! FUCK MAN YOU KNOW IT!! AH!! AH SHIT!! YOU GETTING IT OUT OF ME!!!" Her gym enhanced strength became a factor as she began struggling mightily against me shivering all over. It was like trying to land a large slippery fish on a boating trip. My hands were forced away from her shoulders nails grazing her breasts as Erica used her Amazonian might to spread her muscular legs wide breaking my hold.
My body came crashing down atop her prone figure as her cunt relaxed a bit allowing me to drive it all the way inside up to the hilt for the first time this evening. Erica jackknifed her legs around my lower back trapping me like an anaconda with her feet interlocked at my spine. There was no room to keep up my vicious pounding and I wasn't sure if this was intentional but Erica played right into my hands. Instead of trying to fuck her, I began rolling and grinding into her stuffed snatch like I was trying to push her through the couch to the floor beneath and beyond.
"CUMMING!! AW SHIT YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM!!! MOMMY!! I'M CUMMING!! AW SHIT NIGGA!! I'M!!! CUMMING!!" Erica cracked and shattered openly sobbing as she involuntarily squeezed out a simultaneous climax from my embattled prick. I locked arms around her torso squeezing tight as rope after rope of thick milky cum vandalized the inside of her snatch with criminal intent. Both of us tensed up in each other's embrace as I sank my teeth into her shoulder blade stifling my own euphoric screams.
"Damn you've leveled up like a motherfucker." Erica chuckled caressing the back of my head in loving fashion as I propped up on both elbows looking down at her face.
"You like?"
"I like." This time she kissed me earnestly looking somewhat embarrassed when we broke contact.
I got up in a pushup position glancing down at my business still embedded inside her snatch. Erica licked her lips invitingly when I looked back at her face. I started slowly screwing her just watching the connection and the thick milky sheen of our intermingled essences coating my shaft. It had a sticky, batter like consistency to it accompanied by this creamy sound when I pushed back into her now looser cunt. Erica reached down spreading her labia apart revealing her fully engorged clit and the rich pink inner halves of her lower lips.
"That shit was so good I almost wish I weren't on the pill."
"Bitch." I pulled out finding my cock completely drenched even dripping her juices all over her snatch and abdomen.
"Just kidding; you're gonna give me some more, right?" I knelt between her legs taking in the view but still had a mostly static expression on my face.
"I'm thirsty."
"Uh, okay." Erica replied already drawing her legs up to roll into a sitting position beside me. One of her hands was cupping her snatch as she stood up with this whimsical sigh.
"Hey Erica, we still haven't used this olive oil."
She did a doubletake before hobbling into the kitchen returning with a can of beer which she dutifully placed on a coaster finally respecting my father's sense of cleanliness. It was a odd bit of compliance on her part which made it funny considering the couch had been defiled for all time. I considered taking a pic of it for my cousin Jaquan who blamed me for similar misbehavior at his home as well. Erica disappeared into the bathroom closing the door behind her. Seconds later I could hear her ponderously slam down on the toilet seat after starting the shower.



"Huh what's this?" I found Erica's phone sticking me in the back picking it up realizing it wasn't locked.
I went back to the thirst trap supposedly sent to my father by his affair partner, Erica's mother. My educated eye told me she was probably a whole snack back in her day. I found the pic funny because my dad never betrayed any fetish of a sort but this spoke to my proclivities quite nicely as I found another thirst trap taken from a low camera angle. Mrs. Walton was definitely packing some cake underneath her normally nondescript, frumpy clothing.
"Don't tell me, you're looking at my mom, aren't you?" I found Erica watching me from the other side of the living room near the front door, head poked out.
"I take the fifth."
"Well if you like her so much why don't you go over to her house and fuck her?"
"Ew."
"In the meantime, fuck this." Erica stepped out into the entrance to the living room.
She'd changed into this skimpy bra and bikini panty set. My eyes hit the sheer mesh balconette brassiere first noticing her nipples poking into the material. Her panties were so tiny they seemed little more than a bit of fabric held skintight to her body. As a whole this bitch looked camera ready assuming a pose showing off her cut, gym fit body like she was in a music video or an adult movie. I raised her phone filming her for prosperity.
"Goddamn you're a whole snack; stay right there while I get this on camera Erica."
"You're good enough for the whole package; I honestly didn't think you'd be able to hang, but you had me at hello negro. I don't know what you've been doing lately, but your fuck game is damn near next level."
"Damn near?" Erica did a series of poses for the camera on her iPhone showing off her body making sure I got a more than adequate view of her tight rounded buns. Those molded cheeks were obviously the result of thousands of squats.
"Stop clout chasing, I admit you're the first guy to really crack me open in a while. The other two guys I hooked up with just kinda got what they could get but you put in the work. So, I feel like you've earned something nice to look at while we sports fuck the shit out of ourselves. Besides, we need to make another sex tape to commemorate the one we did a while back."
"Can I post it online; on my site?"
"No, that shit is going on my fucking site; the one we set up that day. If you want, we can get your camera equipment tomorrow and film some bomb ass shit for your website, for thirty bucks negro."
"Thirty bucks?"
"That's how much I had to pay for a subscription to your damn website; you think you're slick pulling that small hat shit on me." Erica scolded cupping her breasts for the camera on her phone while I chuckled.
"Sold American bitch." I got up planting my naked butt in my father's lazy boy looking dead on across the room.
"Damn right." Erica agreed.
"Now come over here on your hands and knees so that I can teach you how to fuck on camera."
She crouched low to the floor thighs spread wide apart with her muscular arms, palms planted flat demonstrating a feline prowess. Erica crawled across the hardwood living room floor on her palms and the balls of her feet right between my thighs playing facially to her camera as she took my cock in her mouth. There was still some distance between us making my cock sort of arch a little with half of it in her maw. Her head started bobbing with things getting sloppy very quickly. Erica made these hungry sounds sort of humming as she took more of my shaft.
The distance between us got closer as she took more and more of my girth in a display that revealed just how selfish she actually was in hindsight. At first she'd given me a text book blow job barely putting any passion into things simply wanting hers instead of sharing an experience. Now that I'd proven myself, Erica was pulling out all the bells and whistles which left me kind of irritated. Her big fake looking lips were taking me whole to the base holding there until she was on the verge of choking at which point she'd draw back coughing.
"Turn the fuck around and show me that tight ass of yours." My voice ran cold.
Erica leaned back upright on her haunches coughing profusely from gagging herself with my cock until it became necessary for her to pound a fist on her breastbone. She coughed up some saliva that had gone down the wrong pipe as I sat there filming. She turned about grabbing the edge of my father's coffee table presenting her tight toned gym built bubble butt. Erica Walton was the epitome of athleticism showing off the buns with her tight peach dead center dying for more of my cock.
My hand slapped the edge of her right buttock finding that it didn't move or jiggle in the least.
I slapped it several more times I the same spot getting no response physically or verbally from Erica feeling challenged out of the blue.
My left palm slapped up a storm on the other cheek getting the same result as she looked over her shoulder at my face licking her bottom lip moaning.
"Well, alrighty then bitch." In that instant, I knew what I was working with in no uncertain terms.
I paused the camera on her phone setting it aside handling her thighs from the back until she straitened her legs achieved that weird looking backward crook at the knees. Two fingers found Erica's special place between the folds easily enough roughly working her g-spot. My relentless prodding bore results soon enough as her legs began trembling eventually shaking uncontrollably. When Erica reached a fever pitch, I pulled back further eating her from the back. My thumbs held her flower pried apart so that I could get at her juiciest parts.
The young Ms. Walton rewarded me with some sustained syrupy sounding moans and whines. My tongue became a surrogate cock teasing and licking her entrance as I got sloppy in my own right. This was a woman who'd been in conflict with everyone around her for as long as she could remember, but none so relentless as herself. I used brief intervals of fellatio and fingering until she was nearly fit to be tied. Her tight butt ended up bobbing and grinding on my face until I grabbed her hips pulling back forward.
Erica got really animated planting a foot on the chair's arm as my hands went after her breasts, specifically the piercings in her nipples. This loud sustained breathy sounding moan escaped her lips as I pulled and twisted those lanced nubs also squeezing, rather mauling her breasts wholesale in intervals. She got into it abusing her clit in these loud open handed slaps teasing her piercings there. I knew Erica in this moment understanding something of her personality; there was no doubt about her triggers as I shoved three fingers inside her compromised snatch.
Her face twisted into something ugly and obscene as I savagely fingered and fucked her into hysterics with my digits. My hand was a blur wetly smacking against her sculpted figure until she was shouting gibberish to the rafters. Erica went decidedly serpentine in movement shaking, bobbing, and twisting while her left leg trembled planted on the arm of my dad's favorite lazy boy. I could feel her on the verge of release going even harder. Erica was groaning through gritted teeth sounding primal, animalistic as she crested.
"FUH FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!!!"
These explosive bursts of moisture undated my invading fingers followed by this sustained spray of her essence all over the me, the edge of the coffee table and my father's favorite Persian rug. She was making even weirder sounds sort of squealing like a pig with a falsetto undertone to it as I rode it out jilling her with extreme prejudice.
"AWWWRGGH!!!" I saw my chance and took it.
Erica didn't know what hit her when I arched up simultaneously yanking her down onto my cock stabbing into her deepest parts. I bounced those tight, factory tough buns in my lap quickly hooking my arms behind her knees. This woman liked her sex rough and nasty and I was here to oblige forcing my arms together until I interlocked my fingers. This left Erica's legs folded against her chest in an alternate version of the same posture I'd used earlier in this initial tryst. She was forced to sit and bounce on my business and like it. She took over mauling her own tits.
"AW!! AW FUCK HOW DID YOU KNOW?!!"
"SHUT THE FUCK UP!!" I yelled back silencing her while I yanked her legs far apart hooking them over the arms of my father's lazy boy. My hands shot down with one covering her mound with the engorged clit visible between my middle fingers as the other mercilessly slapped said clit. Erica's throaty moans heralded a series of tremors throughout her tight toned body as she climaxed repeatedly. I broke this up with mean tit play which prompted her to slap and abuse her button until I took over again.
Instead I handled her hips doing my best to demolish her formerly tight cunt to the best of my abilities.
Erica became rubbery and unglued leaning backward into me like I was part of my dad's last boy with her arms hanging like dead weight at her sides. I reached up completely covering her tits squeezing them like I wanted to make them burst intermittently working her nipple piercings until I figured she could offer no resistance any more. When I determined the same finding her inert even when I went after her clit again, I knew it was time to change thing up again.
"Erica get the fuck off my dick and show me that ass; I wanna see how you do it." I purposely sounded unemotional already in the zone once I learned that she was definitely a masochist. After being with a woman Zoya Berhan who eclipsed her in this regard, there was no mistaking the signs. She flattened her palms on the soiled coffee table locking her legs in place waiting breathing heavily. Her sculpted figure resembled a statue cut from the finest marble. Those muscled legs were far enough apart to accommodate me if I wanted to take her form behind.
"AW!! AW FUH FUCK!!!" My hand landed on her peach hard enough to get a visible splash of her essence. Her legs started quivering but she retained this posture.
"AW SHIT!! AW!! AW YEAH!! YES!! FUCK!!" My open hand slapped the shit out of her peach several times in succession before I shoved three fingers inside going hard on her g-spot again.
I knew what I was after content to go at her for the rest of the night if humanly possible. My other hand purposely pinched her rock solid buttocks slapping them at a painful angle in uneven intervals she couldn't predict. This went on for a while as I noticed goosebumps prickling up on those defiant buttocks while her legs shook and trembled reminding me of some baby doe trying to walk for the first time. Erica locked her arms trying not to faceplant on my dad's coffee table.
Those tiny microscopic bumps were all over the place at this moment prodding me even more. Erica faltered out of nowhere dipping towards her right side then unevenly wobbled left as she struggled to remain on her feet. The shaking got worse heralded by her weird vocal cries that ran the gambit from odd huffing to overt sobbing into these distressed animalistic cries. She was barely holding on now bobbing vertically fucking my hand like she meant it alternating the movements with a little wiggle of the hips every so often. Erica was trying to acclimate to my actions but I wasn't having that for one second.
"AW!! AAH!! AW SHIT!! SHIT FUCK!! GAWD IT FEELS SO!!!" I snatched my hand out of her gooey confines without fanfare spanking the same spot on her right buttock until started to look bruised. Erica's head thumped the top of the coffee table as she went into a hysterical crying fit with the tremors engulfing her entire body.
I stopped spanking her digging my nails into her hips yanking backward with all my might snatching her away from the table for a new sensation I'm sure she didn't expect.
"MASTER!!!" Erica yelled at the top of her lungs probably heard the next floor up in my father's apartment building.
I buried my teeth in that bruised buttock then shoved her away violently. She barely caught the edge of the table immediately orgasming several times in succession. She was shaking so hard, I fleetingly thought she might need medical assistance. Instead I turned Erica's phone in her direction capturing it on camera. I propped it o the arm of the lazy boy intent on getting some satisfaction for myself.
I went balls deep fucking this woman right in the middle of her orgasm as hard as I could manage. Her tight buns finally managed that motion ripple I was looking for since encountering her physically.
Erica squirted all over the base of my balls and shaft then apparently became incontinent peeing all over the hardwood floor as I disconnected having a seat on my father's throne. I picked up the camera as she flopped down on her knees in the puddle she'd made with her upper half draped over the coffee table. I got a really good shot of her pulsing cunt situated perfectly between those gym sculpted buns. I was calm yet still sporting a rock hard cock.
Erica Walton had no fucks left to give.
"Hey girl?"
"Yes Master?" I did a doubletake at the second degenerate to refer to me in that manner but didn't correct her.
"We still haven't used this olive oil."
She started tapping out on top of the coffee table wearily chuckling to herself.
I got a closeup of her hand tapping to close things out before going into the kitchen retrieving a beer from the fridge. Ms. Walton deserved a bit of a break so I stayed in the kitchen noticing her expensive phone in my hand. I decided to scroll through it chuckling at the deluge of selfies which were closeups of her innocuous plain face with makeup, filters and without near the hundreds. There were a few thirst traps mixed in taking advantage of that tight toned butt of hers that made my member twitch. I'd still been left tragically unsatisfied after pushing her over the edge sexually. There was no way I'd ever tell her that my actions were fueled by the volcanic anger at my dad.
"COME IN HERE!!" I shouted loud enough to be heard by my recovering jump off.
"I TAPPED; YOU WIN!!" Erica yelled back still sounding strained.
"GET YOUR ASS IN HERE!!" I shouted again with a bit more base in my voice knowing the effect it would have on her.
Erica Walton was very similar to Dr. Zoya Berhan in that both were highly intellectual overachievers with severe sexual proclivities distinctly bordering on if not outright masochism. Erica eventually crawled into the kitchen on all fours in her birthday suit while I went through her phone.
"I thought you tapped."
"You wanted me, so here I am." Her tone was measured sounding a little forced after I'd given her the business.
"Hold that thought." I chugged the rest of my can tossing it aside on the tiled floor instead of the readily available garbage can less than a foot away propped up against the closed curtain window. My eyes were settled on my father's cell number as I pushed the speed dial getting a ring. I put it on speaker looking down into Erica's face.
"Who're you calling?" I set the phone on the edge of the counter right over her head.
"Shut up." The phone continued ringing without going to voicemail making me even angrier. I'd been purposely shut out after he'd called in a verbal drive by designed to emotionally devastate me.
"HELLO, ERICA?!! My dad answered already half yelling. There was no telling what he was doing, but he didn't like being disturbed. Erica immediately went after her phone but I parried her attempts to snatch it back with a swipe of my arm cupping her chin.
My cock found its way into her mouth with my hand positioned under her chin.
"YOU THERE?!! Hey you can't be calling me when I'm in the middle of work like this; I'm at a very important meeting right now and I'll call you up uh, first thing in the morning!" It was just after eight in the evening on a Friday and we both knew he was stepping out. Erica tried to reach for the phone again, but I pushed half of my length further inside her mouth.
Her brown eyes fluttered going everywhere but still returning to the phone I was keeping just out of reach while my father tried to figure things out from his end. Despite the fact that I'd been outed, he'd never suspect me of doing something this underhanded and devious. Then again, my father was cheating on his current girlfriend, the daughter of his former with said mother and who knows how many others. Yet, I was deemed scum of the earth.
Something stuck to his shoe like used gum on a sidewalk, utterly beneath him.
I steadied myself with a hand on the counter next to the phone while using my other to palm the back of her head keeping it stationary for my thrusting hips.
"You mad at me for going this last minute trip, right? Is that it Erica girl?!! YOU KNOW MONEY DON'T GROW ON TREES AND I'VE NEVER ASKED YOU TO WORK ONE DAY SINCE YOU STARTED SHACKING UP AT MY PLACE!!! I always told you that cheating and making my money funny are deal breakers girl; ARE YOU TRYING TO MAKE MY MONEY FUNNY, HUH ERICA?!! Look, I'll put a couple hundred dollars on your cash app, okay? Erica? You there? I CAN HEAR YOU BREATHING, YA KNOW?!!"
Correction, he could hear his girlfriend sucking his son's cock.
My prick was plunging in and out of her mouth churning up copious amounts of foamy saliva mingled with precum. The inside of Erica's cheek was poked numerous times but mainly plunged into her throat by my throbbing prick.
She was taking all of it right there prostrate on the tiled floor of my father's kitchen.
"YOU GONNA SAY SOMETHING OR NOT?!! SPEAK!! Damn Erica, you know how much I love you baby; stop acting like a child girl. I'M GONNA HANG UP IF YOU DON'T SAY ANYTHING!! YOU HEAR ME!! Erica? TALK GAWDDAMIT!!"
"Who're you in here yelling at?" Both of us paused at the sound of a new voice barely above a whisper. This was followed by some movement and what I'm sure was my dad putting his hand over his phone.
"Oh nothing, just helping my little niece out with some homework." My father bullshitted to this unknown female as Erica began squirming with a mouthful of my prick. I held on fast reaping all of the benefits for a few seconds at least until she spit out my cock followed by a deluge of frothy saliva running down her chin.
"YOU MOTHERFUCKER!!" Erica swiped the phone off the counter screaming into it, but it was too late. My father hung up quickly when the other person entered the room.
I stood there over her as she did this banshee's scream into the face of her iPhone, then spiked it with all of her might against the back of the counter before tipping over into the sink. All of the muscles in her back and shoulders were visibly flexing as a bell sound emanated from the sink full of unwashed dishes. Some of them were cracked and broken like her May-December relationship with a man in his mid-fifties. I fished her phone out of the sink looking at the crack in its screen.
"He sent you three hundred on cash app." I informed Erica casually raising a brow.
She lurched forward burying my cock to the hilt in her mouth sucking as hard as she could going into an rage inspired sloppy top that was just what the doctor ordered. She went at me completely invested even going so far as to dangerously drag her teeth along my member before vacuum sucking on the crown making me wince and groan. Decidedly right handed, Erica Walton spurred lover and fellow disowned offspring initiated a power jacking of my penis that had me repeatedly checking to make sure it hadn't been ripped free of my body.
Not one to be left out of the festivities and cognizant that an enraged troubled female presently had my cock in her mouth, prompted me to grab her ears like handles. She was gagging and hacking on my buried meat like nobody's business. I drew back emphatically allowing her to cough up a bit of spunk all over the tiled floor getting my left big toe in the process. This was raw and nasty; just what we both so desperately needed as she went back in on me jerking and sucking passionately without peer on this tragic Friday evening.



I got Erica down on all fours kneeling in front of her with my hand on her sides fucking her mouth reverse doggystyle. She took it like a champ allowing herself to be used in a way that would have me shot by a firing squad of the staunchest uptight feminists if they were made privy. Nothing was held back once my dad had been dragged out of his bullshit closet by the ankles kicking and screaming as it were. Erica graduated to simply holding her mouth slightly open giving me the sensation of penetration as I fucked it like the shit was going out of style.
Her lower back arched really deep making that tight toned ass rise high in the air as her defined abdomen rode low against the tiled floor. I leaned over her back grabbing handfuls of her defiant buttocks parting them as best I could like ripe fruit. Erica's head was pressed against the floor making me go lower as well still in custody of her sculpted derriere. The pointer and middle fingers of both hands played at her compromised opening poking it a bit as I crested. Before I even realized it, I was firing shot after shot of cum directly into her belly with no end in sight.
Then it was over.
Erica spit out my prick coughing profusely as I knelt over her watching before slowly standing upright. This continued for a few minutes until she composed herself standing up in front of me. Her face was a mask of raw anger and agony, a woman truly scorned tossed aside for the shiny new toy in my dad's life. He was the worst.
Her hand pancaked the side of my face in this loud slap that made my ears ring for a second.
She stomped backwards until her defined back thumped the kitchen wall then slid down sitting on her bare ass drawing her knees up in to her chest. Her muscular arms were wrapped around her the front of her knees as she fumed silently. Erica tucked her chin looking down between her thighs as I glanced at a magnet on the fridge.
"Guess I'll be going then."
I stepped over her walking out of the kitchen to the living room where I gathered up my clothing meticulously folding it over my arm. It was my intent to have a shower and be on my way as I noticed the discarded hot pocket and can of creamed soda on the shelf where I'd left it when I came inside at the beginning of our evening. I shrugged taking a bite out of the pizza flavored treat beginning to pull the tab on the now lukewarm can of soda.
"WAIT!!" Erica came running out of the kitchen in her birthday suit with her arms wrapped around her torso crying with streams of tears running down her cheeks, bottom lip quivering uncontrollably.
Before I could say anything or react, the young Ms. Walton locked me in a deep embrace mashing her face into my chest still sobbing. I reluctantly cupped the back of her head as she composed herself looking up at my face.
"I'M SORRY ABOUT SLAPPING YOU!! YOU CAN SLAP ME BACK RIGHT NOW IF YOU WANT!!" She offered through tears.
"Nah, it's okay I deserved it." Erica cried some more holding me even tighter before responding.
"Uhm, I know I have no right to ask anything of you, but can you stay here with me a little while longer please. We can do what ever you want and I promise I won't be a douche!! I promise I won't be a raging bitch no matter what and we can do all kinds of things with everything on the table! Please, I don't wanna be alone right now because I don't trust myself and uh...we still haven't used that olive oil." I glanced over at the bottle on the coffee table.
"Erica." My father's apartment already reeked of nasty sex. Erica Walton was a mess with one eyelash hanging off.
"Please just spend a little more time with me, okay? I'll be really nice like, uh a girlfriend experience right? That's what they say nowadays when you're really nice and feminine, huh? IF NOTHING ELSE JUST FUCK ME UNTIL YOU CAN'T STAND THE SIGHT OF ME ANYMORE LIKE YOUR DADDY!! I'm a piece of shit!! A FUCKING PIECE OF SHIT!!"
I offered Erica my can of lukewarm cream soda.
We exchanged glances before she took a swig of the generic beverage.
She suddenly bolted into the bathroom knocking the door open with her fist making it hit the wall as she prayed to the porcelain goddess.
I was kind enough to hold her hair until she was done. Both of us had been put through the wringer. We showered together without much conversation or play between us making me think Erica was done for the night as she got out first covering her front with a towel pulling the door up behind her leaving me to my thoughts. She already knew he was cheating but nothing trumps actual proof audibly, even worse visually. His tacit dismissal of her to some third string bench warmer hit Ms. Walton were she lived. Despite her usual edgy attitude, Erica was shook.
Me, I'd initially called just wanting to see if he would pick up for her but got more than either of us bargained for.
"Huh, oh!" I stepped out of the bathroom fully dressed and refreshed finding my gaze drawn directly to the white cotton panties drawn skintight across Erica's gym engineered butt. She was on her knees also wearing a white tee tending to the mess we'd made. There were cleaning supplies sticking out of a plastic mop bucket next to her thigh as she literally scrubbed the floor clean of her urine. Erica glanced backwards noticing that I was fully dressed.
"I've got some food cooking on the stove for you if you're interested; will you at least stay for dinner please?"
"Are you sure? I mean, I don't want to impose."
"I don't mind, it's a good ten minutes waiting time but if you've got better things to do, I'll chuck it in the trash."
"Hey Erica, are we good?"
"Of course, are you gonna eat?" Erica was scrubbing that spot like she was trying to push through the floor into the apartment below us.
"Yeah."
It was unintentional but my actions unlocked what I believed to be a seldom seen side of Ms. Erica Walton.
For those remaining ten plus minutes I sat watching as she went about cleaning my father's apartment returning it to its normal pristine state. After vacuuming the couch cushions, she switched on his flatscreen television handing me the remote before going into the kitchen to finish preparing the meal. Erica set the dining room table for one with a meal of single serve lasagna, several garlic bread sticks and side dishes of vegetables smothered in butter in saucers. She pulled my chair out before pouring me a glass of red wine, then sat at my right side watching.
"You aren't having anything?"
"Reached my optimal calorie count for the day; can't eat again until just after eight in the morning. It takes a lot of work to maintain this body."
"Can't cheat a little?" I asked instantly regretting the triggering question as she glanced away instantly crestfallen.
"Sorry, I keep putting my foot in my mouth."
Erica didn't say anything but sucked in her bottom lip offering me a salt shaker on the table. I ate finding that she was an excellent cook and exceptional homemaker when she wanted to be. She sat there watching me eat betraying no further emotion, but still visibly affected at the "In Your Face" confirmation of my dad's infidelity. Despite her normal off putting demeanor, I felt that Erica Walton deserved more than what my father was willing to give in tiny bits of affection while using her as a sentient sex toy. She'd gone after him on purpose trying to stick it to her mother and reaped the whirlwind in the form of a massive grey rock.
"Who taught you about sex? You're so much different than when we first hooked up." Erica broke the silence.
"I uh, just learned from every experience I had; kind of like collecting skills I guess."
"I wanna ask you what you learned from me, but it's obvious I have nothing to give. Seems like you already had somebody like me before, huh?"
"A professor at my college; it's a long story Erica."
"You don't have to share it with me, but I'm glad she taught you about people like me. I don't want any more uh, trauma bonding; I had my fill for the foreseeable future. I just wanted you to know that you're the best fuck I've ever had." I raised a brow.
"I don't know about that."
"No, I was willing with you; didn't have a choice the first time but kinda liked it."
"Oh!" I put my fork down trying to figure out what to say next, but Erica covered my hand with her own.
"We're not unpacking tonight, relax and enjoy your dinner." She got up with her hand still blanketing my own rewarding me with a kiss on the lips before going into the kitchen finishing up washing the dishes left that weren't broken. It still felt awkward eating after getting a peek at her inner demons before she shut that door.
Erica returned from the kitchen placing a slice of apple pie alamode in front of me as a dessert before taking her seat across from me watching.
"Dessert too?"
"You more than earned it." She looked statically bland with a face devoid of makeup, just intimately nondescript.
"Thanks."
"Instead of me saying "You're Welcome" can I ask you for a favor please?"
"Sure, what is it?"
Erica leaned over reaching down beside her chair below my field of vision coming up with a familiar bottle.
"Can we use all of this olive oil?" She set the bottle down on her placemat.
I dipped my head chuckling at the sly way I'd been finessed into staying for the evening as she got up walking behind my chair. Erica leaned over me from the back spooning some pie and vanilla ice cream into my mouth before kissing the top of my head. She walked to the edge of the dining room pausing long enough to glance back at me with an honest smile on her face. It didn't mean anything other than a shared experience and maybe friendship. Her gaze followed mine down to her butt and muscular legs.
Erica ran a finger along her panty line adjusting a slight wedgie snapping it for my enjoyment before disappearing.
The rest of that dessert disappeared in record time as I scarfed it down with a tent in my pants. My eyes were focused on the bottle of olive oil left before me as motivation. In fact I was throbbing so much that I got naked leaving my clothes behind on the dining room floor taking only the bottle. My cock was pointing the way to my father's bedroom door which was cracked. The young Ms. Walton was watching a movie on the television inside atop my dad's old school dresser. I peered just inside through the negative space in the cracked door.
Erica was lying prone on her belly at a diagonal angle sort of facing the television. There was a makeup pallet on the bedding and a few beauty accessories next to her phone. Erica was redoing her face with a little mirror in her hand while On Her Majesty's Secret Service played loud and in grand fashion on the mounted flatscreen. There was no doubt she knew I was there as I softly pushed the door open to my father's inner sanctum. It was pretty plain for the most part, perfectly suitable for a man with deep southern roots. Everything had its place in there.
Erica's white t-shirt and matching skintight cotton panties were calling out to me in the worst way. She'd combed out her hair tying it off in the back with a bow at the top which looked, cute. Erica was in the process of doing her eyes with this odd tool that looked like a stamp. Her phone rang out of the blue with what appeared to be a text. She took a second long look at its face before tossing it aside. I gathered my wayward father was trying to cover his ass in some fashion a few states over while I was about to criminally defile his bed.
There was a large bath towel underneath her in obvious preparation for the night's festivities as Erica resumed putting her face back on now working on her lips as the movie played out. Onscreen, my favorite Bond was in the process of attempting to save a woman who appeared to be trying to end herself only to be confronted by thugs. A fight ensued enhanced by the surround sound of my father's speakers as I glanced down admiring the tight buns awaiting me. I decided to be funny placing the bottle in the crack of her ass before sliding up next to her.
"Good movie, actually one of my all time favorites." I admitted.
"Mine too, it's my favorite chick flick." Erica replied not acknowledging my cock poking into her right thigh or my hand draped over the bottle in her gluteal cleft.
"Chick flick?"
"Yeah, this is the one Bond flick that makes all the bullshit with women in the other movies make sense."
"You're talking about Tracy, right?"
"This movie would be absolute shit without Diana Rigg; she's the glue that holds the flimsy plot together and adds real emotional depth and layers to George Lazenby's Bond in his inaugural run. Once you watch this movie you understand why he never commits to one woman. I love that about this movie."
"Me too, I always cry at the end of this movie even though I've seen it probably a thousand times by now." Erica glanced at me mirror in one hand, lip liner in the other.
"I cry too." Her words hung in the air.
We started making out in earnest for a few minutes before she broke it off.
"I just got my face back on and you want to ruin it." We gave each other little pecks on the lips being wholly affectionate with one another as I subtly slid the cylindrical bottle of olive oil along the crack of her tight butt.
"Do you mind if I ruin these panties?"
"Now that I know how you move in the sheets, you can do whatever you want with me. Honestly before you called tonight, I was trying to get my body building gym buddy to come over and take care of things. Even got everything ready back there if you get my drift. Now that you're here, a good cleanse doesn't have to go to waste."
"What happened with the other guy?" I kept that bottle moving back and forth over the taut cotton material covering her sculpted buttocks. Erica returned to her reflection finishing the lining of her big plush looking lips.
"Couldn't get away from his husband."
"HUH?!!" She chuckled before correcting herself.
"Oh, I mean wife."
"Are you sure?" Both of us chortled enjoying one another's company honestly making out some more. Erica dropped the mirror on the far end of the bed leaning closer into my body. She moaned into my mouth giving me a audible jolt of pleasure before drawing back again.
"Don't do it hard like before; let's enjoy it vanilla this time, okay?"
Instead of replying, I rolled over on my back as she draped an arm across my chest leaning in for more. Her hand softly captured my thickened tumescence casually stroking it as her tongue swirled about in my mouth. To signal my acquiescence, I raised both arms over my head on the bed palms facing the ceiling. Erica's tongue flicked out curved at the tip teasing my nipple making it hard. This little bit of visual encouragement prompted her to lock her lips on that nipple sucking and nipping using her fingers to playfully flick the other before sucking it too.
My moans coupled with the telltale pulses from my endowment got her fist jacking a bit harder as she continued passionately working on my nipples. Erica's long tongue twirled on the center of my sternum tracing an invisible trail along my abdomen focusing on my navel with her pumping fist adjacent to her right cheek. Before I even realized it, her hand was cupping the underside of my balls as she took me nearly to the base of my cock. She did this sort of pressing upward on my sack going in the direction of my chin giving up the exceptional sloppy top.
"Aw, you're gonna make me cum quick if you keep it up." I admitted already beyond the point of no return.
"Okay." There was this wet hungry sounding slurp that accompanied her actions.
She started sucking and swirling her tongue exclusively on my crown frantically jerking me off as I fired several ropes into her mouth almost on command. Erica buried my endowment to the base until her eyes started to water then drew back coughing a bit methodically running her fist along my shaft cooing. The underside of my prick slathered in saliva followed by my balls until they were a slimy mess.
"Will you play with me all night?" Erica asked timidly not looking at my face intermittently licking and slurping on my crown.
"Oh hell yes." She looked up propped up on an elbow looking heartened at my face while our favorite movie played over her shoulder. Erica reached back bringing that bottle of olive oil into view.
Now given permission, she mounted me cowgirl favoring the bottle looking at the natural lubricant inside then smiled at me as she popped the cap. Erica scooted down to the top of my thighs pinning me to the mattress. She sprayed a sustained stream on my spent member recapping the bottle tossing it at our left side.
"I hope you're ready." She chuckled.
Erica mounted me with the underside of my cock pressed against her covered slit. Her use of the oil became apparent as she began rowing her cunt against her shaft like her life depended on it. The slickness and pressure from her dead weight got me hard in seconds as the young Ms. Walton rode me like a jockey leaning forward a bit so that she could pinch and tease my nipples with her thumbs. Some of her carefully applied smoky mascara was already starting to run down her cheeks as she locked her knees clamping down on the outside of my pelvis.
We were somewhere between heavenly between first and second base with my hands handling her torso at the ribcage before drifting under her shirt. Her piercings were my initial targets, but Erica was out to make it known that it was my turn to get shook without further conversation. Our abdomens were mushed together though the deep arch in her back with that tight butt swiveling and popping on my business. Everything was so slick contrasted with the dense nature of her athletic frame. Erica folded her t-shirt over the back of her neck baring her breasts.
Before I could handle them in the open she interlocked her fingers in mine sitting upright visibly going into the throes of a massive orgasm. Her bucking hips ground me into oblivion with my cock sandwiched between her covered lower lips. My endowment had swollen beyond the point of no return also and it was a matter of timing things just right. Our interlocked fingers tightened as we reached synchronicity.
I shot several ropes all over my stomach as she shouted euphorically feeling it all over her body.
Several tremors rocked her body settling down into light trembling as her nails dug into my palms while she crested. The deep arch in her lower back caused her pierced tits to point majestically at the frosted ceiling of my father's utilitarian bedroom. Erica made these breathy moans rubbing her breasts and abdomen in a display I wished I was filming. Her knees tightened harder into the sides of my pelvis as she got in a few last minute twerks tantalizing my ground up cock. She glanced down cupping the sides of my face leaning in as if for a kiss.
Instead she lapped up all of my copious spunk in loving fashion before addressing me through narrowed eyes.
"Sorry I just like the taste; your cum is sweet; uhm, may I do some more please?"
I nodded also in the zone.
Erica scrambled up my body with a quickness that startled me as I found my head cradled between her muscular thighs. My field of vision was filled with her snatch hidden behind the oil matted crotch of her panties. She reached down drawing the material to the side revealing her slit and engorged clit piercings there notwithstanding.
"Eat me."
I didn't disappoint.
Everything was eaten on the plate offered, pardon the pun. A tiny portion of her regular personality came to the fore when she started to feel it throughout her crotch. Erica knelt over my head in an odd bit of DeJa'Vu seeing as I'd used the same posture on a number of my sexual partners in the past. Her cunt was driven right into my mouth with no wiggle room making it a necessity for me to go into survival mode. Her rapturous sounds of extasy filled my ears despite them being covered by her inner thighs. In short order I realized she was actually fucking my face.



I could feel her hand caressing the top of my head in reality pushing down on it as she humped harder into it. Her fingers appeared spreading her flower wide apart making her clit available to be suckled. My overt capitulation sent her into hysterics as things started to get wet and slimy downstairs. These loud oddly girlish squealing sounds filled the bedroom as Erica got her freak on with extreme prejudice. At this point my mouth was wedged against her muff like a lamprey eel. My tongue was wreaking havoc on her clit doing enough damage to send her clawing up the head board. It seemed as if she'd never break the seal likely suffocating me to death with her cunt when suddenly life giving air rushed in as she drew back sitting atop my chest frantically slapping her clit.
"AW FUCK I'M CUMMING!! I'M CUMMING ON YOUR FACE!! AW SHIT!! CUMMING ON YOUR FACE!!!" Erica's face was twisted into this ugly mask of primal satisfaction as the slaps got louder, I could feel the vibrations running through her body recognizing what was about to happen.
Several bursts of moisture hit me dead square in the face unimpeded with the splashes made worse by her repeated violent slapping of her own clit. Erica Walton made good on her stereo quality screams shouting to the rafters as she literally came all over my face. Her folded legs kept my arms pinned down preventing me from shielding my visage which I'm sure was unintentional. Completely in the zone, Erica leaned down lapping up her essence on my face eventually kissing me as she inched back down to my pelvis.
"I didn't mean to do that; we can still play right?" Despite asking a question I could feel my cock being enveloped by her luscious folds swallowed whole.
If it was even possible, Erica ground into my crotch harder than before breaking it up with these bouncy rabbited claps of her butt on the base of my member. There was no doubt who was getting fucked in my father's bedroom.
"AW!! AW SHIT I'M SORRY!! AW!! YOU'VE GOT TO LET ME GET IT!! I'M GONNA GET IT!!" Erica apologized going into wriggling hysterics atop my body. The jostling continued confusing me as she handled the back of my left knee yanking my bent leg upward with no warning. This left us in a modified scissored position with Erica trapping my leg between her breasts pressed tight with her muscular arms flexing from her inherent strength.
The impact of her cunt repeatedly slapping against the base of my cock was audible and wet sounding. This woman was trying to ride me to glory and beyond out of nowhere. Her knees were planted flat on the mattress on either side of my free leg giving her the traction to take me wherever she wanted. Her popping hips were making me bounce and inch forward with each manic thrust as I struggled not to go over her edge of the bed with a fistful of bedding. We wrestled about continuously with Erica wrenching my body in the other direction getting my other knee floating in the air.
"WAIT A MINUTE!!!" I instinctively knew where this was going as she proved her mettle using her engineered strength to shove her knee under my right buttock.
"PLEASE!! I'M SORRY BUT YOU'VE GOT ME SO FUCKING HORNY RIGHT NOW!!!" Erica slammed both of my knees forward getting into a wide opened legged crouch stuffed full of cock. My arms were made null and void from the positioning with both legs trapped between them, her nails digging into my shoulder blades.
Erica Walton trapped me in the amazon position.
"AW FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!! AW YEAH GIVE IT TO ME!! I'M GONNA FUCK THE SHIT OUT OF YOU!!" Her toned ass smashed into me with nothing but my balls visible. The role reversal was jarring as she took me in that forced crouching position giving me a recollection of Andre 13.5 being taken in that position be Carlie right after I'd been expunged from the immediate inner circle of a now deposed baby mamma number two. Erica was getting it in eyes tightly shut with her mouth hanging open. My brow furrowed as I managed to twist about getting some mobility.
I reached up pinching her nose as hard as humanly possible, then used the other hand clamped down on her mouth. It took nearly five minutes before my efforts secured my release, but I wasn't done yet.
"SORRY!! I GOT CARRIED AWAY!! SORRY!! OW!! AW SHIT!!" I locked my arms around her upper torso pulling her torso into mine reaching up behind snatching a handful of her shoulder length brown hair.
I found that it was indeed hers after all. Proving her athleticism, Erica mounted me proper in a laying squat legs still splayed apart feet planted flat. My hand peppered her already sore ass cheek with several hard slaps that had this sexual deviant sobbing after a few minutes reaching back unsuccessfully a few times trying to stop me. My nails dug into the undercuff of her buttock pulling at it as she started bouncing wildly on my cock. After several trysts and varied sexual experiences, I knew to draw my knees upward behind her buttocks.
Erica Walton left with nowhere to go was obliged to bounce on my cock with both of my hands all ten fingers clawing into her buttocks intermittently spanking the shit out of them until I allowed her to roll off to my right side. She faceplanted on top of the towel as I snatched up the discarded bottle of olive oil. I followed her mounting the back of her thighs uncapping the bottle squirting her tight buns with the natural lubricant until those cotton panties were translucent. I mounted her prone with my length sandwiched between the buns.
Her fingers appeared in her thigh gap in the prone position rubbing and grinding her labia through the oil soaked crotch of her cotton panties. Erica's opposite arm was stretched forward hand grabbing the edge of the mattress. I let my dead weight pin her face down grinding her slimy cheeks as hard as I could manage. She matched my energy rhythmically flexing on my cock on each inward thrust eventually holding hard enough to create these crescent shaped dimples in her buttocks.
I sawed her semi-shallow rear cleavage until my inner thighs tightened and pulsed knowing it was coming soon. Erica went wholly rigid with her hand between her legs but altered the positioning so that my meat was trapped between her middle fingers. Her lower back started to arch expecting a shower of cum but I suddenly ripped the oil soaked material apart exposing her rear entrance. I went further prying her slickened buns apart slipping a bit.
"OH GAWD YES!!! AW SHIT!! WHO TAUGHT YOU HOW TO FUCK A BITCH RIGHT?!! I'M GONNA CASH APP THAT BITCH FOR REAL!! AW YEAH!! FUCK MY ASSHOLE LIKE YOU MEAN IT!! MESS MY SHIT UP AND PUSH IT IN BABY!!"
Erica's hysterics had a definite effect on me. I drew my knees upward framing the outside of her hips driving my cock Mariana Trench deep into her bowels taking everything she had to offer like it was mine in the first place. Every plunging, rodding thrust was held in multiple second long intervals followed by piston powered claps of her toned buns. Erica's butt was going into overdrive wriggling about even though it was pinned down underneath my dead weight. I got one arm under her right armpit reaching up sinking four fingers into her mouth.
My other hand roughly cupped the underside of her chin fingers using a pincer movement to purse her big lips for my plunging fingers. This harsh treatment resulted in a undeniably tightened anus around the connection of our dueling body parts. In short, she seized up around me like a vise. I was left with little choice other than doing my best to follow her frantic movements. Her proclivity for rough sex and my latent talent at giving it was beginning to create a perfect sexual storm in my father's bedroom.
Realizing what I was working with, I rolled us on our sides mid coitus never breaking our stride. One of my hands dropped down squeezing and pinching her left nipple. This sent her into overdrive even more raising a leg into the air bent at the knee. This kept up the momentum until Erica was sitting atop my pelvis reverse cowgirl. I was obliged to remove my fingers from her mouth freeing this woman up to moan and shout gibberish cupping both of her breasts from underneath. Erica got into this upright crab walk position with my junk smashing her backdoor.
"EW I'M CUMMING!! OH GAWD I'M CUMMING ALL OVER YOUR DICK!! CUMMING!! OH SHIT FUCK ME HARDER!!"
Erica rolled out another surprise going up on the tips of her fingers and toes fully able to support her own weight in this manner for a good five to ten minutes. My hands slid down grabbing her hips when she decided to raise both legs balletically into the air for just as long before planting her feet outside of my thighs.
"YOU GONNA GIVE IT TO ME!! YOU GONNA GIVE IT TO ME RIGHT NOW!!! AW SHIT!! FUCK ME!! CUM FOR ME!!"
I savagely resized her backdoor making her tits flop about on her chest going into a fever pitch as I shot load after load up her poop shoot. My thighs and crotch were suddenly inundated with moisture in fits and starts as she crossed the road in dramatic fashion wetting us both. This was followed by a quick loss of energy as Erica Walton flopped atop me devoid of movement stuffed to the gills with my junk. Both of us were drenched in sweat and various juices as she continued running down soiling everything. I flopped out too.
"Hey man I'm fucked up; think you can help me out by carrying me into the bathroom and setting me in the tub?"
"Nuh, uh nope." I was gassed.
She chuckled at my honesty breaking into laughter as she wiped the sweat from her brow.
I was out like a light right in the middle of it.
[DARKNESS]
*********************************************************************************************
It was still dark when I drifted awake finding the movie on my dad's flatscreen television still in progress. George Lazenby's Bond was hold up in a manger declaring his love in earnest for Diana Rigg's Tracy on screen. I found that I was wrapped snuggly in a plethora of bedding completely bundled up while the rest of the mattress was bare. I glanced to my side finding Erica sitting near the opposite end of the bed with her back to the headboard. There were a number of pillows at her lower back and she was wearing one of my father's white t-shirts nothing else.
"Morning." I greeted her.
"I'm so glad you passed out last night and let's leave it at that." She responded eating cornflakes from a large white mixing bowl.
"Fair enough, how long was I out?"
"It's five in the morning and I'm so sorry."
"About?"
"Missing out on things; you know, regular life and my shitty ass relationship with my mother. Hell, I'm really sorry we didn't actually keep in touch so that I could be getting that awesome pene of yours on the regular. Man, whoever taught you got some serious coin waiting over here. I haven't been fucked like that in a while; I mentioned that, didn't I?"
"Yeah you did Erica and I'm really not that good to be honest."
"You're not good? Nigga I feel like stalking your ass right now." She chuckled taking a big tablespoon full of cornflakes.
"You think we'd work out as a couple?"
"Hell no; you'd end up running off if not with your hands around my neck. I like you enough to admit how toxic I am; so maybe fuck buddies, huh?" Erica took another tablespoon full of cereal munching as I started to flex and crack my shoulders.
"I don't know but you'll have to give me advanced warning beforehand; I'm trashed." Erica gave me a doubletake, then chuckled to herself.
"Hey, you wanna see something funny?"
"Sure."
Erica muted the television sitting her bowl on the bedside table sliding her legs off the edge of the mattress. She took a deep breath before standing up. My father's white t-shirt looked like a mini dress on her athletic frame as she turned lifting the hem exposing her shaved mound. She was commando raising it higher exposing her defined abdomen.
"No offense but I've seen that particular sight before." I yawned very comfortable in my quilted cocoon.
Erica adjusted the t-shirt into a makeshift halter then turned around giving me a view of her back. The pink jeweled end of a butt plug was nestled firmly between her tight gym built buns. I chuckled as she turned around with a raised brow.
"Still wanna talk shit to me about being trashed?"
"Hey you asked me to give it to you; Erica Walton, are you really gonna blame me for a lady's prerogative?"
"A lady's prerogative?"
"Yeah."
Erica planted a knee on the bed staring at my face then came forward on both palms flattened pausing for effect. She' redone her makeup but her hair looked like a bird's nest. Onscreen Bond and his lady love were skiing across the Swiss Alps with Telly Savalas' Blofeld and innumerable henchmen in hot pursuit. They could've cared less as Erica crawled over grinning mischievously rolling up the bedding from my feet upward exposing my soft member.
"It's my prerogative, huh?" She went flat in the prone position on her belly with both arms draped over my left leg as she gingerly handled my penis licking and eventually sucking on it.
"Oh hell yeah bitch." I snagged the remote turning up the sound as she made slow sensual love to my cock with her mouth.
Erica softly cupped the underside of my balls massaging them using three fingers on her other to slow stroke and twist around the base of my member. The was a light vacuuming suction from her mouth as she casually sucked me to nirvana. The shirt rode up exposing her lower half. I let my hands do the walking rubbing and playing with a thigh eventually sliding my palm up to her right buttock squeezing it like a stress ball as I watched television. I rubbed my pointer finger on the jeweled end of that plug tapping on it with my nail.
"That feels good keep doing that shit."
"Keep sucking."
She followed instruction earning a few of my fingertips on her slit. Onscreen Bond was forced to go to a criminal rival of Ernst Blofeld, Tracy's father no less and the two were in the midst of a full on war between the criminal organizations atop Spectre's mountain top fortress in the Alps. Erica continued kissing and sucking on my business adding some loving nuzzling to my balls as well. My play with her butt plug snuggly between her cheeks was likely the culprit for her increased affections.
"Can I ride it?"
"No."
"Why?"
"Because I want you to lay on your back and take it." Upon hearing this, Erica chortled getting upright on her knees unwrapping her gift tossing her cotton tee aside with flair laying on her back. She drew her legs up feet planted flat both arms extended welcoming me inside until we were wedged together. I mimicked her posture with my legs drawn up spread under her buttocks and muscular thighs. We ended up peering into one another's eyes.
I started moving counterclockwise mashed into her cunt which now easily accommodated me after the previous night of wild sex. Erica Walton remained pretty much inert matter, a stationary target moaning softly. My hand snaked up behind her head cupping it as our lips met. We made out passionately as I took my time feeling every groove in her honeypot. She raised her chin letting me suck and nip at her neck, one hand gently cupping her right breast. Erica was one hell of a kisser with a habit of sucking on my bottom lip before shoving her tongue in my mouth.
"We uh, got kind of crazy last night, huh?"
"Yeah, that was some of the best trauma bonding I'd had in a long while."
"Huh?"
"Former psychology major; I wanted to be a therapist but then I couldn't stop analyzing myself." She chortled kissing me passionately again. I cupped and squeezed both of her breasts from underneath as her bent legs started to rise, knees adjacent to my ears.
I began thumping her confines making them all gooey as her fingers danced across my pecks ending up tweaking my nipples. Her hands slid down handling my abdomen on both sides while I looked down between my legs watching my cock glide in and out of her slick box getting wetter by the moment. Her moans and huffs of air ramped up as I felt her interlocked ankles in the small of my back.
"Stop! Just hold still for a moment!! Sorry, but I'm not trying to be selfish but just don't move!" I paused hovering over Erica in a modified pushup position as she began wrenching her hips vertically clamping down on my shaft just under the crown. I cupped her face running a finger across her plush lips until she accepted the digit inside.
"Go on Erica, get yours first; I like watching too." She moaned cheeks inverting vacuum sucking my invading finger.
Her popping hips wrenched vertically taking my cock on a ride progressively faster. It felt like Erica was chewing me up as I recalled the alleged claims by other men who'd bedded her that she did indeed have a hand inside her cunt. My package was wrapped tight in her embrace. Telltale tremors radiated across her person as she squeezed her eyes shut tightly climaxing still sucking my pointer finger as an emotional pacifier.
Erica pressed down groaning on my shaft so hard it felt as if my cock would snap in two, then flopped out huffing.
"Good?"
"Oh so good; you're messing up my head because I keep thinking about how you were the first time we hooked up. You seemed intimidated when I flashed you some attitude, but now...oh shit, my fucking legs are shaking."
Her folded legs were spread wide at either side of me mimicking a frog about to be dissected in science class for lack of a better analogy. There was no doubting the subtle shivering and tremors randomly spiking her stomach.
"Speaking of old fashioned; do you mind?" Erica knew what I was talking about cupping her breasts together.
It was old times indeed between us as I pushed my shaft through her cleavage taking intervals for some inspired head before ramping up the speed until several gooey ropes of cum gave her the requisite "pearl necklace" and then some. Her pierced breasts were covered in a translucent glaze that caught the light from the television in the fast diminishing darkness.
"Got any more?" She asked letting her mouth hang open with her tongue flipped out almost curving over her chin.
I dabbed up a bit of my spunk dipping my wick in her mouth for a long sustained and very audible slurp as she cleaned me off.
"So, are we just fucking all weekend, or what?" I asked scratching my temple sitting there beside her with my elbow resting on a knee.
"I don't mind but your daddy is supposed to be home Sunday night after ten."
"Yeah well whatever; I've been meaning to ask you what you're gonna do about things?"
"What things?"
"My dad, the cheating."
"Technically speaking we've been cheating on each other for a minute and after last night I didn't intend to stop anytime soon whenever he wanna take one of his "business trips" with those ugly ass "fe-fails" he likes to hook up with. If that nigga wasn't seeing my mother behind my back, our hooking up all night long would be fucking hella scandalous, don't you think?"
"So he's gonna get away with it."
"Get away with what?"
"Being an asshole like always; being a irredeemable dick that no one ever checks because he's the supposed patriarch of this sham family he shattered when he cheated on my mom. Come Monday, he's still gonna be walking around like his shit don't stink and me, I'll still be disowned, a goddamn pariah."
"Is that why you were looking for him yesterday?"
"Had an argument that was pretty much one sided and he even slammed in my face so that I couldn't say anything back. I uh, just wanted my say before he turned the lights out on me."
"Well, look at it this way; you fucked his girlfriend." She chuckled a bit but it quickly died out when she noticed my expression.
"You still consider yourself his girlfriend?"
"More of a sugar baby honestly; I'm totally squatting here until my rampant hypergamy nets me a suitable replacement. Now, are we gonna keep this up between us, or are you gonna sulk all morning? Right now your daddy's probably snoring while his latest wayward MILF does that unfulfilled slow burn women do when unsatisfied."



"You're so fucking glib."
"Because I have to be nigga; I ain't got nowhere to go currently so I have to play that role until my number's up. Are you offering me a place to stay and a card to pay my incidentals, huh?"
"I ain't no simp."
"Well young whippersnapper, you ain't paying so you take what you can get nigga. Your daddy caught me off guard last night referring to me as a kid to his G.I.L.F hood rat, that's all he did but you brought it and then some last night baby; let's not fuck that up over some shit between you and him. You fucked his woman, so take that W and keep it pushing."
Erica slid out of bed leaving me alone in my father's bed.
My mind replied my last exchange with my father and my supposed unceremonious expulsion from the family at his hands. This was an involuntary mental reflex, a byproduct of my altered mindset after all of my recent tribulations. Erica Walton made note of what she considered my enhanced sexual prowess but would never know the collateral damage that accompanied it. I got up walking to the kitchen with the nagging thought of my father's unchanged status after doing an emotional drive by on me the day prior.
I opened the stocked fridge finding a carton of fruit punch initially getting a glass to pour some of it before chugging it wholesale. Erica's words left this throbbing sensation at my right temple. I usually got this feeling when I felt I'd been irredeemably wronged. There were a number of times in the past year when I'd got this feeling. A few times starting when my former mentor and one of my sexual teachers began to show her teeth behaviorally continually chiding and challenging me. The day she'd confirmed her malevolent intentions going so far as to make my cousin Jaquan renounce me.
"Lucky motherfucker." I mumbled to myself downing the rest of the fruit punch.
I figured I'd carry on with his woman herself a declared sugar baby until I was tired of looking at her.
I marched to the bathroom shoving the door open with the intent of having my way with her. I wanted to catch her indisposed and finish what I'd started the previous night.
"Huh?"
The small mirror she'd been using to do her makeup last night was on the edge of the sink. There were three lines of powdery narcotics on it and half of a fourth.
"Fuck me."
The young Ms. Erica Walton lay on the bathroom floor in nothing but a white brassiere and panties. Her expressive round eyes were visibly dilated lips in the process of turning blue as she huffed staring glassy eyed up at my face.
"FUCK ME!!!"
Needless to say 911 was called as quickly as possible arriving very expediently to my father's semi-affluent neighborhood less than an hour from downtown. Erica was transported to a local medical facility while I was questioned by the cops obviously suspicious of my presence and status as the lone person keeping her company. I did as asked while several searched the house. I was helped out by the presence of several photos of me about my dad's home.
Erica's stash was discovered in her makeup kit on top of the toilet after the place was trashed by the police.
She was alive but in some deep shit legally.
Me, I'd waded into my father's apartment the previous day knee deep in shit. Once the police talked to him I'd be in even more shit irrevocably cast out of the family on his retarded assertion that I was a drug dealer.
*********************************************************************************************
"Walton, Erica Walton?" The receptionist in the hospital lobby was accommodating enough but I felt this vibe from her like I was a criminal visiting my victim or something.
My paranoia was ramped up ten notches when a uniformed officer, some big burly white guy appeared. I didn't say anything but noticed him seemingly shadowing me to the elevators after getting license back. He shadowed me standing way too close at my back as the elevator arrived. I considered facing him but didn't think it would go in my favor if we traded words. He hung close to the opposite side of the car in front of the elevator buttons as the doors slid closed. I waited for him to speak first, but he pushed a floor beneath mine.
My heart leapt into my throat as the doors parted revealing another short, squat Latino officer with a stone expression underneath his tactical crewcut.
"You waiting for me Manuel?" The officer at my back asked playfully in a baritone voice that shocked me enough to flinch.
"What do you think?" Both officers shared knowing smiles as the hair on the back of my neck stood up.
"COME HERE BABY BOY!!"
I was shoved aside gruffly as the larger officer stepped out of the elevator with purpose snapping up his shorter partner like some giant sized baby. The men did a sort of joined pirouette while I heard a bunch of unseen people likely coworkers laughing their asses off as the elevator doors slid closed again.
I felt like an idiot.
Luckily the young Ms. Walton was taken to a nearby state of the art hospital connected to local university, a truly futuristic environment. I got off on the fifth floor finding a very cozy environment moderately populated trimmed in oak paneling with most of the various departments behind these closed sliding doors almost each with a mounted phone outside the rooms. It was daunting to say the least after weathering a stressful morning talking to paramedics and the cops. I arrived just before the conclusion of visiting hours meeting a nurse exiting her room.
After fudging the details a bit to the attending nurse regarding our "familial" relationship. I was allowed to talk to Erica on the mounted phone just outside of her sealed sliding door. She'd been awake for a few hours which I'm told was a good sign of her chances of making a full recovery. She was a visual mess but gave me a weak thumbs up as the attending nurse handed her the phone receiver. I pressed against the thick window in the door starting to feel emotional.
"Erica?"
"This is another fine mess you've gotten me into." She tried to be funny, but I wasn't taking the bait.
"What the hell were you thinking?"
"Well, you were so good that I needed that power up; did you snitch on me to the cops?"
"I don't have nothing to snitch about, but they found your stash. Have you been on drugs this whole time?"
"Oh don't play the role with me; its purely recreational I assure you. I got the wrong shit from this little bitch down at the gym, now I'm fucked ten ways from Sunday when I have to find someplace to stay. Talked to your daddy twenty minutes ago and we're pretty much fucked."
"What do you mean "WE" huh girl?"
"Nanny cams in the house; we put on quite a show last night and my sugar daddy your father is not happy, at all."
"Shit." My goose was already cooked, but this info microwaved the hell out of it.
"Hey, you still with me or are you gonna cut and run?"
"He had nanny cams in the fucking apartment? You had no idea, at all?"
"Don't get mad at me; he probably would've never looked if you hadn't pulled that stunt with my phone calling him up while we were doing it in the kitchen. So, this is pretty much your fault but don't worry, I'm playing the crazy card right now on a seventy-two hour hold most of which I want to do right in this bed instead of jail."
"He already thinks I'm a drug dealer Erica; so I'm in the same boat as you."
"How come you're here instead of jail?"
"Cops knew I wasn't a criminal, I guess; and I ain't no fucking drug dealer but my dad is gonna come out of all this shit smelling like a fucking rose. Forget the fact that he was actually cheating while all of this was going on; and don't leave out your mom who's supposed to be his jump off. You realize how messed up it is that my dad cheated on her with you and now is the other woman in whatever you two were calling it?"
"Stop, don't make me laugh in this hospital bed; I got to keep my crazy game going. A shrink is coming in first thing in the morning to evaluate me, so I have to unpack all the shit with my neighbor to buffer my claims. That six month demolition derby just after I hit eighteen should guarantee me a group home or something for a minute."
"What're you talking about?"
"Hey, don't ask questions you don't want the answers to and I know if I share, you'll self-flagellate. At the end of the day, you're so goddamn vanilla. That's why I didn't offer you a bump; besides you wrecked me without it. Imagine if you were hopped up like I was when you hit the back door last night?"
I recalled Erica pushing the mirror she'd been using to do her makeup off the bed onto the floor. She'd done some blow before I walked into the room.
"My dad is kicking you out?"
"Yeah, and I'm pretty sure he's exceptionally pissed after watching us on nanny cam; he's totally playing the victim but whatever, I need you to do something for me."
"You're asking me for a favor?!"
"Well I can't do it myself and I tell you what; how about we take it out in trade, huh? I'll give you the password to my cloud account and access to that sex tape we made last night. Don't you wanna post that on your little website you made me pay a membership for, huh?"
"What're you trying to get me to do?"
"Man, you act like I'm asking for a kidney or something!"
"You're dancing around the answer so it must be messed up."
"Not really."
"What is it Erica?"
"Tell my mom I OD'd and I'm in the hospital, really make it seem like I'm at death's door...and uh, give her a little something."
"No!"
"Look I need you to do this one little favor for me because I've gotta get back into the house after your dada puts me out. If you uh, give her that "good-good" then what's she gotta say about me and your dad anyway. Besides I want that nigga to see me when he creep over knowing what we did together. I wanna rub his face in it."
"Why don't you just call her?"
"I'm blocked, come on man help a sister out and use that pene for what it was meant for; make her happy. It's a win-win for both of us and you get a free scene for your website on top of it. Look, you're doing this and I'm not taking no for an answer."
"Oh yeah well you're stuck in a hospital bed for the next three days with a jail cell waiting right around the corner."
"Come on man, don't make me do it."
"Do what?"
"I want us to stay good with each other, but I ain't never gonna be homeless or go without. Besides when this is all over, I was kinda hoping we could like, stay fuck buddies if nothing else."
I pressed into the narrow window in the door peering across the room finding her staring back with a half-smile on her face. She was propped up on some pillows looking at me with raised brows as I felt somebody dance on my grave.
"Oh my god you're gonna blackmail me."
"Not actually saying it makes it sting a little bit less, right? I mean, I haven't talked to the cops yet and uh, well you could be using that sex tape to make some money, or I'll use it."
"Bitch."
"Does that mean we can't fuck anymore when I get out of here?"
"Heinous bitch."
"Obviously I'm gonna need confirmation so uhm, a pic sent to my email? I uhm, still have my phone so either that's a mistake or I'm all good except for lodgings and tangibles. Hey don't be mad, it's just my feminine nature to want security at all costs; now you get in there and make me proud. Don't worry about being my dealer, okay?" My android buzzed with a text containing her email, mother's address and a link to her cloud account which was password protected.
"Erica, you have taught me something."
"What is that?"
"Don't put your dick in crazy."
"Well you might as well be gay because you just described all women nigga." She stared back at me with a crazy smile that now read distinctly malevolent. There was no way she would ever know how triggered I was at this point. I knew at some point; she'd be getting the business one way or another after I escaped her trap.
"OW!!!" Someone hit me on the shoulder and it felt like a cinderblock. I glanced over my shoulder finding the hospital officer from earlier towering over me.
"Visiting hours are over."
I hung up shooting Erica one last glance.
She was still smiling.
*********************************************************************************************
I ended up sweating it out expecting hell to break loose but my father hadn't seemed to notify my mother or anyone else. Checked my email clicking on the link provided by Erica failing at getting into her cloud site. This woman had been the spark that set me on the path leading to my current misfortune. It was her idea to make a sex tape back in the day and now in the present here she was threatening to turn me further into the family pariah bar none once my mother was made aware of things. Something told me I needed to hack into her account.
I dozed off right after three in the morning waking up just after ten with a start. It felt like I had a hangover as I got cleaned up working things out in my head regarding the improbable mission I'd been dispatched on for what was becoming a dour Sunday.
"This is another fine mess I got me into." I commented to my reflection spitting out a mouth full of toothpaste.
I caught an Uber to the elder Mrs. Walton's home a two story duplex in the less than desirable neighborhood bordering my father's own affluent one near the lake. This area was made up of really long blocks inhabited by a racially diverse population that skewed towards black and Latin. Be that as it may, I was informed enough to keep my head on a swivel even this early on a Sunday morning as I walked up to her building which was surrounded in the front by large hedges that reached in height to the front windows of the first floor. I rang Mrs. Walton's bell.
I was surprised when she buzzed me inside walking to her first floor apartment door finding her there in the cracked door staring at my face. I was only able to make out the center of her face in the narrow negative space and a green t-shirt covering her chest.
"What're you doing here?"
"Oh well, you buzzed me inside Mrs. Walton."
"There's a nest cam mounted over the door; I knew it was you youngster."
"I didn't see no nest cam." I scratched my head purposely sounding aloof to give her the impression that she was in no danger from me.
We'd seen one another a handful of times and talked a total of twenty minutes or less. My wayward father was usually ushering her out the door on a date to the local motel or her home. It was odd that he always seemed reticent about doing his bachelor thing in full view of me. Maybe he thought I was a gossip spy for my mother who exhibited similar behavior with her boyfriend Gene. Now standing here in front of Mrs. Walton, I was understandably at a loss for words knowing full well that I was mainly here to seduce her for her fruitcake daughter.
"That's the idea boy, you ain't supposed to see a nest cam; my landlord put it out of the way so those kids would stop messing with it."
"Makes sense." I commented.
"What're you doing here?!"
I hesitated folding my arms across my chest averting my eyes trying to figure out the best way to answer when Mrs. Walton connected the dots herself.
"DID SOMETHING HAPPEN TO YOUR FATHER?!!" She opened the door further sticking her head out eyes wide as saucers. This gave me a bit more leverage finding out my dad didn't have the common decency to inform Erica's mother of her hospitalization after overdosing.
"No, he's fine ma'am."
"OH!! Uh, okay." Mrs. Walton fanned herself letting the door go lax a bit opening further. She was partially hidden behind the door giving me a glimpse of her hanging at an angle with her head and right arm outside.
"Then what's going on here?" She sounded legitimately worried making me doubt that I would be able to go through with things after all. Erica Walton was infinitely despicable.
"It's uhm, Erica."
Mrs. Walton's eyes became these tiny dots as these dimples appeared at the corner of her mouth while I continued.
"She's in the hospital, uh ICU at the university; it was drugs ma'am; it's pretty bad." I wasn't technically lying but it felt wrong to play on someone's emotions and even worse knowing her own daughter wanted me to bust her mother's back out. While I was talking Mrs. Walton rolled her eyes a few times before responding.
"DID THAT GIRL PUT YOU UP TO THIS?!!"
"Put me up to what?" It sounded like Mrs. Walton knew her daughter pretty well, but that wasn't helping me none considering what was being dangled by Erica and the fact that my job, school, and livelihood was in danger.
"You go back and tell that girl she ain't getting back in this house."
"But Mrs. Walton...!!"
"Ain't nothing wrong with that fucking girl; tell her I ain't paying shit. She done run out of options and her cousin Jeffrey won't represent her dumb tail in court without money up front. Hell, it do her some good to sit behind bars for a spell. Probably get some of that fire out of her hot tail too." Mrs. Walton definitely knew her kid like the back of her hand.
"SHE OD'D MRS. WALTON!!" I shouted for optimal effect shutting her down.
"She did?"
"Yeah." For the second time I looked away leaning against the wall palming and rubbing my forehead with fake grief.
"Well what'd your daddy say about that?" The edge in her voice was not lost on me considering the scandalous "love triangle" she was presently in with my father and Erica.
"I don't know we're not talking; we had a fight Friday night over the phone and uh, he disowned me." Mrs. Walton's face registered genuine shock even more than finding out her daughter was hospitalized.
"Well I'm sorry to hear about that; maybe you two will work it out."
"I doubt it."
"You didn't come over here because you thought he was here, did you?"
"I was mad so I went over to his house and uh, Erica said he was on some business trip. Then I guess she was upset or something because she went into the bathroom and well, you know the rest Mrs. Walton."
She didn't say anything for a while as my eyes settled on an obvious wig on her head which looked dated.
"Well Erica is your father's responsibility from now on; she's a grown woman and I don't owe her nothing. Now you should probably go on home and figure out how to work on things with your father. He can be a good man when he wants to be, but you just gotta know how to talk to him right. Give him some time, things will cool off for you two." Her well-meant advice unintentionally sounded like a burn internally.
"Thanks, maybe you can work it out with Erica too." I replied knowing what it would do to her mentally aware that she was shamefully competing with her own daughter more out of pure ego than any real feelings for my dad.
"Don't you worry about that, ain't none of your business; now you go on home boy." I knew she was pissed resolving to go further.
"Sorry ma'am, but uhm..."
"What is it?"
"Can I uh, perhaps use your bathroom?" I asked sheepishly afraid she would slam the door in my face.
Mrs. Walton scoffed opening the door wide revealing a muted alcove just inside her apartment leading to her living room proper.
"Come on inside."
I nodded meekly in her direction prompting Mrs. Walton to motion for me to come inside with her hand like she was worried someone would see me outside her door. I tucked my chin walking inside the slightly darkened alcove into her living room. Her modest living room and furnishings reminded me of my father's damn near minimalist southern aesthetic for years before a past girlfriend decided to bring up to date getting dumped afterwards for not "respecting his personal space" while keeping the dual flatscreen televisions replacing their older counterparts.
"My bathroom is just there in the hall between the bedrooms and the kitchen boy."



"Uh thanks a lot for uh..." I turned about to address her stopped in my tracks.
Mrs. Walton was standing there wearing a pair of pair of skimpy shorts that had to belong to her daughter Erica and nobody else. I recalled one of the younger Walton's complaints centering on her mother wearing her clothing in an attempt to spice up her sex life with my father. Now I was looking at concrete evidence of that complaint and Mrs. Walton...was winning.
"What?" She clutched a hand to her chest brows raised as I remembered myself.
"UH-NOTHING, I WAS UH...!!" I stammered looking away like I'd accidentally seen her in the nude.
"Bathroom, that way." She pointed at the door insistently looking slightly annoyed.
It felt awkward making me curse myself silently as I lifted the lid taking a wiz. Mrs. Walton caught me off guard with a damn decent if not distracting shape that belied her fifty plus years compared to her daughter's twenty. For some reason it felt like Erica was remote viewing me having the time of her life laughing at my reaction. I glanced around noticing the old fashioned high end tub and plastic sheer curtain with these faux sixties style flowers of various colors on the material. Everything had its own place reminding me of my father.
Both of them were transplants from the south, at least Mrs. Walton seemed to be judging from her somewhat stuffy detectable bare bones demeanor. I thought about some of my dad's past girlfriends noting that most of them shared that trait wondering if there were a tinder for Gen X era transplants to the big city. It didn't seem as if I would be able to pull off what Erica wanted so I was already brainstorming a way out of this situation. My emotions got the better of me and I made a mental note to keep myself in check as I washed my hands.
"Hey you were in there for a while; you didn't do number two, did you?" I found her standing a few feet away from the bathroom door obviously waiting to put me out on the street.
"No ma'am; I was kinda thinking, that's all."
"About what?" I hesitated again trying not to look directly at her face but making it subtly noticeable while my mind was in the process of evaluating the quickest way out of the situational honey trap facing me.
"Well ma'am, Mrs. Walton I thought I was doing the right thing coming here to let you know about Erica but you're right. Then I got to thinking how it must have been divine intervention, what with me showing up at my dad's house looking for an argument. How was I supposed to know what was going on and she was talking kind crazy, but I didn't notice at first. It just uh, dawned on me right now while I was in the bathroom."
"What dawned on you right now?" I had her hooked as she tugged on the bob styled wig on her head before folding her arms across her chest.
"Well she was really mad and the stuff she said was probably because of the drugs."
"WHAT DID SHE SAY?!!" Her outburst caught me by surprise but I remembered myself taking their rivalry into account.
"She was uh, talking crazy about how my dad was cheating on her with you; sounds crazy right? I know he was letting her stay there probably because you guys had a fight. Ain't no way my dad would pick her over somebody like you...UH SORRY! I mean, crazy right Mrs. Walton?"
"What do you mean somebody like me?" It was not the question I expected as she neither confirmed or denied anything.
"Sorry, I was just saying uh...Well it's not like Erica was his girlfriend or nothing. Just if you guys weren't related, like mom and daughter, she wouldn't have a chance against you. Uh, does that make any sense at all, or do I sound stupid?" I averted my eyes looking towards the end of the hall in the opposite direction of the front door. There was a closet at the end of it. My gaze drifted to the kitchen noticing the fridge was adjacent to its entrance.
Mrs. Walton barely stifled a chuckle unknowingly giving me a crack in her armor I intended to exploit.
"You want something to drink; I see you looking in my kitchen?" She offered.
"Yes, I'd appreciate it." She still seemed somewhat skittish as I tried to look as innocuous as possible. I got a quick look at her nice looking legs and the swell of a peachy looking butt before she shot me a glance brow raised.
There was this pregnant pause in the air.
"I got some fruity homemade stuff that I made this morning supposed to be real healthy. I don't drink pop and the only other thing I have is orange juice, but its frozen solid in the freezer boy."
"I'll take whatever you give me Mrs. Walton." I subtly licked my lower lip giving her further pause for a few moments.
It was her turn to be subtle with a roll of her eyes as she went just inside the entrance of her kitchen opening a cabinet pulling down a long lean glass on the countertop. My eyes were glued to her legs in profile and the swell of a pretty nice apple in the back. Mrs. Walton seemed to feel me looking as she opened the freezer pulling out an ice tray cracking it loudly.
"You can come on in here and have a seat." She crooked her finger beckoning me to a kitchen table in the corner next to the back door. I took one of the two chairs available as she pulled some ice tongs from the kitchen drawer filling the narrow glass taking another look at my face.
"Thanks." I smiled meekly.
She didn't reply but had a smarmy expression on her face that invited a middle finger, but I was on a mission. Mrs. Walton opened the fridge still looking at my face for a few moments before turning her back to me albeit reluctantly as she bent over at a full ninety degree angle fishing around in its overstuffed interior. I got a fully clothed unintentional mooning from my father's fifty year old jump off that was inspiring to say the least. Her butt was full and round with some cheekage on display letting me know she was definitely holding some vintage cake.
"Oh my..." I mumbled getting a reaction as her head appeared sideways glaring at me before she slowly stood up with a large glass pitcher full of the homemade juice.
This sort of horseshoe outline of her sex was distinct before she stood up saying nothing as she filled my glass. Mrs. Walton brought the glass over along with a coaster setting it down in front of me before taking the remaining seat.
I took a deep drink from the glass as she watched arms folded across her chest facing me. She folded one leg over the other but I didn't react. It felt like she was testing me, and I wasn't gonna disappoint all of my sexual mentors by being that easy. Still, I couldn't help glancing at the way the underside of her thigh folded over one leg, bulged.
"Listen youngster; you're old enough to know that relationships can be kind of uh, complicated, right?"
"Yeah." It was her turn to look away as I gathered some form of disclosure was about to be released. Mrs. Walton reached up with a hand using her pointer finger to scratch the end of her right eyebrow.
"Ah, well things are a little complicated between your father and me; I mean uh, well we're sort of on break but still kinda eh, seeing one another. It's just, I don't want you to uh, think less of your father alright? He's a really good guy when he wants to be."
"I don't understand ma'am." That, was obvious bullshit.
"Well, maybe you can talk to your father about it when you guys make up." She offered cutting the revelation short without admitting anything.
I took a long second swig finishing my drink knowing what I'd say next as I set the glass down on the coaster.
"It's not true, is it; what Erica was saying last night?"
Mrs. Walton was put on the spot at that moment looking surprised I'd ask directly before standing up taking my glass to the sink. She didn't offer me a refill placing the glass pitcher back in the fridge at the front this time. It seemed as if I was going to crap out after all standing as she leaned against the kitchen entrance obviously waiting for me to go into the hall adjacent.
"Well, let's just get you on your way there youngster." Mrs. Walton had this uneven smile that didn't tell me whether or not my charm was working or not. I didn't want to go full snark because of her ability to alert my father to my activities, so I gave her these lingering stares as we walked to the darkened alcove leading back out onto hallway.
"Thanks for the drink; it really was hot out there and I'm gonna have to apologize too ma'am."
"Boy what you got to apologize for?" She seemed covertly aware of my meaning but asked anyway.
"Looking at you."
"Huh?" She did this weird furrowed brow thing a combination of shock and outrage which made me anxious and ready to abort.
"Yeah, uhm I never really looked at you before because you were with my dad; I mean, I was just minding my own business and stuff. When I saw you today, it just made so much sense in retrospect."
"What; uh what made sense boy?"
"Well, now that I see you in these shorts and all, I know that you were probably fighting with your daughter because she was jealous that you looked better than her. UH SORRY, I um, mean that you're so well built; like I guess you were a athlete or something, right?"
"Cut out that foolishness, I ran track a bit in my freshman year back in the day did a little stint on the softball team down in Mobile a bit before I got myself stuffed with Erica. You're just messing with me, ain't you?"
Just like that a door opened with backhanded compliments using Erica as a key to her psyche. I knew she was in direct competition with her own daughter as a consequence of the girl's own malevolent sense of humor. Erica Walton woke the proverbial dragon in my father on a lark and subsequently moved into his house as one upmanship; now Mrs. Walton was actually sneaking around with her original boyfriend supposedly behind her daughter's back. The fact that my dad hadn't been castrated was proof in this retarded hillbilly pudding.
"Yoga, right?"
"Huh, what that there you a saying?" She raised an eyebrow like the Rock which almost made me blow it by laughing in her face.
"Nuh, no Mrs. Walton; I'm asking if you do yoga or something these days because your body is so tight; that's all I'm saying, respectfully. You got it uh, going on for real and I hope I'm not offending you. I mean uh, shit I guess I shouldn't have come looking for my dad over here so I wouldn't have saw you like this. Sorry, it just reminds me of the old days when he would be out with somebody while... well, you look really good ma'am."
Her expression was indecipherable and I had no doubt she was thinking about her daughter currently shacking up with my father.
"You caught me off guard when you were bent over in that fridge; I uh, don't wanna freak you out." She was chuckling halfway through my fake backpedaling folding her arms across her chest. I could see the wheels turning in her head as she stared at me not knowing I was looking at the stupid looking vintage bob type wig on her head.
"Oh you don't wanna mess around with some old lady, stop fooling around with me"
"Who's fooling Mrs. Walton; you look good with those shorts on and that tiny little t-shirt. Honestly, just for that second you were bent over looking in that fridge, I forgot who you were. Then I thought, I bet my dad can't keep his hands off you with the wild looking peach you got back there. No wonder he got back with you, probably couldn't find nothing better. OH SORRY, I'M UH...not trying to be offensive. Just saying, with respect."
The look on her face suggested my words were being considered and I knew I had to keep pushing it further not giving her a chance to really think things through.
"You can't be serious, are you?" There was a wry half smile on her face that suggested a junction where things could go either way. I suspected the clothing on her body belonged to Erica in some rueful protest of her daughter's actions. Mrs. Walton leaned against the edge of the alcove waiting for an answer that would let her off the hook.
"Would you mind if I took another look ma'am?" I asked earnestly.
"Uh, at my butt?"
"Yeah, well if you don't mind Mrs. Walton." She looked away from my face arms folded with this barely audible scoff drawing one leg up flattening the sole of her left foot against the arched alcove. This subtle movement spoke volumes.
I was timidly rewarded with a slight turn and meager pop of the hip while her butt remained pressed against the edge of the wall.
"Could I like uh, see it from the back, please?" I went the extra mile laying on the inexperienced cherry routine faux-nervously wringing my hands looking at her rounded hip.
"Alright boy but don't you go telling tales about me out there in them streets." I could hear the emerging playfulness in Mrs. Walton's weathered mammy sounding voice. I was getting Loretta Devine vibes audibly.
She slowly started to turn about hesitating two times giving me a fake stern look with her lips pursed before fully facing away from me. Mrs. Walton sort of hugged the wall probably flush with embarrassment at the twentysomething eyeballing her with obvious salacious intent. The wig still looked stupid on her bobble head.
"Whoa Mrs. Walton."
I wasn't suspecting the view. This fifty something was sporting a molded dual bubbled derriere that was somewhere north of forty-six inches and unique in that it was framed by her shapely legs with heavy hip dips at the tops of her thighs. You could see a little cottage cheese on the upper legs and lower buttocks with visible stretchmarks on those hips each forming a semi-circle. The shorts had a decent amount of cheekage to entice a devout legs and ass man like myself. Her waist was small and dare I say, she did have a better shape than Erica after all.
"What, am I a mess back there, huh youngster?"
"Not even ma'am, could you uh, like pull them up some more?" I kept up with the timid role.
"ARE YOU, FOR REAL?!!" Instead of turning back around, Mrs. Walton twisted further showing a bit of attitude with hand planted firmly on top of rounded hip.
"UHM, YEAH! I mean, yes ma'am I would like you to tug up on the waistband a little, please?"
"And why ever would I do something like that pray tell?" I purposely fidgeted around scratching my head feigning awkward stupidity at the question before meeting her eyes seeing the emerging effects of a little flattery mixed with overt sexual honesty.
"Guess I wanted to see more of your cheeks, kinda bulge out ma'am." I mumbled looking at my own feet like I'd been busted.
"OH IS THAT ALL, HUH KID?!!" I perked up waving my hands in front of my body as Mrs. Walton had some fun at my expense. We shared an awkward uneasy laugh between us as she pinched the waistband between two fingers giving it a light tug. Her right cheek bulged expectantly by itself revealing a lighter shade, this sort of hard tan line I usually associated with Phoebe. Mrs. Walton's gaze went from that exposed cheek to my face, then she tugged the other side up giving me a matching pair swelling outward like baked bread.
"Damn." I replied wetly getting a laugh.
"You like that son; appreciating the view, huh kid? Is that what you want to see this afternoon, huh?" There was a floaty levity to her matronly voice that made me laugh and scratch the back of my head again.
"Are you taking requests ma'am?"
"YEAH!!" Mrs. Walton continued the lighter banter still half facing away from me. She turned her daughter's attire into impromptu booty shorts.
"I wouldn't mind seeing the whole thing then." I threw a fishing line out there to this woman old enough to be well, my parent. To me, it was the beginnings of a game of sexual badminton.
"EXCUSE YOU?!!" Mrs. Walton turned about facing me this time with her hands just above her rounded hips on her narrow waist. She didn't seem to be aware of the fact that her nipples were poking into the thin material of the green t-shirt covering her chest. She didn't appear to be wearing a brassiere.
"Well you said you were taking requests and uh, they say there's no such thing as a stupid question ma'am."
"Who said that?"
"It's kind of a saying, a meme I guess ma'am."
"It's a stupid saying; don't listen to them people who told you that nonsense boy." I was a little worried I'd thrown my fishing line a bit further than anticipated.
"So, uh well; I can't see it like that? I mean all uncovered and stuff; the full like, uh whole thing?" Mrs. Walton looked as if she would laugh in my face but then glanced down at the visible bulge in my jeans. I'd put my hands in my pockets while she was talking surreptitiously drawing her attention with the movement.
"Oh, what you having trouble getting girls in your lane boy; come on you don't really wanna look at my old dusty butt, do you?" She sounded like she was trying to convince herself more than asking a question.
"Ma'am to be honestly respectful with you and everything; I think we both know what I want to see. I wouldn't have asked if I didn't want to Mrs. Walton. You've got my attention, so where do we go from here?"
"Well, there's a lot of girls out there your age."
"That's not what I asked you ma'am; I don't know if you hide that body because my dad is so jealous, but I got touched when I got a glimpse Mrs. Walton. You look good and I was hoping you'd let me take a better look, and stuff."
"And stuff?" She sounded taken aback, but I was intent on forging ahead with her ordered seduction win or fall flat on my face. I inched closer finding that Mrs. Walton lightly bumped the wall just behind her.
"Yeah ma'am." I took a Hail Mary pressing in enough to cup one of her buttocks finding it really soft to the touch akin to an oversized marshmallow. Mrs. Walton hiccupped out of surprise at my sudden forwardness cupping a hand over her mouth, then slowly lowered it.
"Boy, you really serious, ain't you?"
I tested the waters with a peck on her cheek as I squeezed the one cheek in my grasp hard with a sense of ownership. I didn't go further facially but allowed two fingers to slip under the material of her navy blue shorts fully cupping half of what was about to become mine.
"Why is this shocking; don't you know what you look like? Do you have any idea what you're working with and how sexy you are ma'am?"
"Sexy?"
"Yeah, turn around." I started taking light control over the situation handling her hips softly facing her towards the wall again until I was directly behind her.
I stayed on the move tugging her shirt up finding her lower back with it well defined line down the middle denoting her spine. There was a wealth of aged stretchmarks there about her waist likely descending in a moire across what was definitely somewhere around forty-five inches. Her breaths, telltale huffs of air indicated possible escalation.
"Duh, that's what you wanted to see boy; you gonna pull my shorts up into my butt?" Mrs. Walton sounded nervous as I traced the rounded outer curve of her hips.
"If you say I can; but I won't do anything if you don't want it ma'am. I'm sorry, but you're making me so horny right now, but I'll be okay if you don't believe me Mrs. Walton." While I was talking I took a chance allowing the business end of my hidden member to poke right into the center of her butt. She gasped lightly feeling my urgency. I drew back finding that I'd indeed given Mrs. Walton a wedgie. Her butt was eating her daughter's shorts from the middle.
"Believe you?"
"You act like you're some old lady and I don't know who told you that, probably my dad because he just wants to keep you all to himself instead of fighting other guys for you. I'd hate to think you really feel that way about yourself when I'm standing here right in front of you ready to prove him wrong."
My hands slid up her sides covering her small deflated breasts over the cotton material of the green tee covering her torso. I found some really hard nipples waiting to be handled. I rubbed them between thumb and forefinger making Erica Walton's mother emit this throaty gasp as she pushed her butt into my crotch.



"AW YEAH DO WHATEVER YOU WANT BOY!" She groaned gathering up the lower half of her shirt in her thin bony fists.
One of my hands slid down to her tummy finding it flat, but a little loose near her sex while my other crossed the line with impunity dipping deep into those impromptu booty shorts. My middle fingers ran along her slit massaging and caressing her cunt cradling her clit simultaneously between digits while my other hand invaded under her tee. Her breasts were probably a full B-Cup in her heyday but now were more watery with nail hardened nipples a saving grace. I could feel the hardness and the little collar of puffy wrinkled skin around them signaling her need.
I didn't waste time digging into the elastic waistband of her shorts drawing them down until her full rounded buttocks appeared with a muffled jiggle. These round pliant cheeks yielded everything to the fingers parting them like some exotic fruit revealing a longish looking cunt with abundant folds and a backdoor entrance that had obviously been used to some considerable degree at some point in her sexual history. Mrs. Walton arched her back almost forming an invisible letter J nonverbally prodding me for action.
"Fuck me boy." She glanced over her shoulder eyes narrowed with this feline sounding cadence to her tone that made me almost cum in my pants despite my considerable experience. Part of me chalked it up to the novel experience and the knowledge that I'd been dispatched in this situation by her own rueful daughter Erica.
I didn't waste any time getting my cock out, covering it with a condom from my wallet before driving it into her seasoned box with impunity. Incredibly, Mrs. Walton kept her back straightened with a deep arch at the base of her spine which gave me an unexpected straight shot into her cunt. Those gelatin soft buttocks parted like the Red Sea for my invading prick adding a cemented thud to my thrusts. It felt like I was hitting her pelvis dead on as this woman moaned rolling her head about on her neck.
Her shorts were around her knees stretched to the max due to her spread apart legs. This must have been a godsend to Mrs. Walton as I thought about her likely joint complaint with her own daughter about my father's predilection for missionary style sex bar none. Well, now that I was fucking the snot out of her mother, both of them were going to discover in short order that I was his polar opposite.
I was already intent on making a mess of Mrs. Walton's big spongy cheeks less than ten hours after desecrating her daughter's tight compact "rock booty" in an epic display of sports fucking. The ass in front of me was so soft, it almost felt as if I could do it harm by hitting so hard. The way it spread really wide revealing a deep "chub rub" hidden by the volume of her weathered yet full cottage cheese cheeks was turning me on something fierce.
"FUCK DAT PUSSY!! TAKE THAT KAT BOY!! EW GAWD!! YOU BEATING ON MY KAT BOX!! EW SHIT BOY!! FUCK!!" Mrs. Walton's speech was already going syrupy slurred like a career drunk who didn't know it was last call. I knew I was gonna give her the business in that alcove and all over that apartment. This fifty something with a body somewhere between a cheerleader and a streetwalker was gonna be walking funny for the rest of the week after I put in work.
"You like it ma'am?" I asked casually with no change in tone fucking her as hard as I could manage.
"EW SHIT!! EW BOY!! I LOVE IT!! I LOVE THE WAY YOU'RE PUSHING MY GUTS!! EW!!! OH MY GAWD!! OH SHIT!!" Her affirmation of my sudden prowess using one position degenerated into mushy gibberish as I used my foot stomping down on the crotch of her daughter's shorts driving them down to the hardwood floor. Mrs. Walton accommodated me stepping out of one of the legs leaving them around her left ankle. She became a perfect upside down letter "Y" spreading her shapely legs as far apart as she could manage for me.
"If you like it; if I make you cum really good; can I fuck you a bunch of times before I go ma'am?" I punctuated the last part of my question with these singularly violent thrusts into her fast creaming cunt. Mrs. Walton yowled sounding as if she were being assaulted bending a perfect ninety degree angle at the waist, legs going deep into the east and west sides of the country in her living room.
"YOU CAN DO WHATEVER YOU WANT!! EW SHIT!! OH MY GAWD BOY!! THE PUSSY BOX IS ALL YOURS!! IT'S YOURS TO PLAY WITH AS MUCH AS YOU LIKE!! FUCK THIS KAT FOR ME!! BEAT THAT PUSSY UP FOR ME!! OH SHIT!!" Her voice sounded like she was ugly crying screaming my name in several octaves. I was worried someone walking by the front and side windows of her modest flat would be able to hear everything with sharp clarity.
"Uhm, thanks ma'am."
"MUH NAME'S BABBS!! YOU CALL ME BABBS FROM NOW ON!! AW!! AW SHIT!! GET THAT BOX!! FUCK IT GOOD!!" Mrs. Walton was positively feverish reeling from the sustained pounding probably turned on further by my static emotionless sex talk. Her legs were shaking, wobbly from the sustained rutting of her underserved pussy.
"Thank you uh, Babbs; uhm, would you like to cum right now?"
"OH YES BOY!! MAKE ME CREAM ALL OVER THE FUCKING PLACE!! THIS YOUR PUSSY!! YOU BETTER THAN YOUR FATHER!!! AW!! AW SHIT!! I DON'T KNOW HOW I'M GONNA LOOK HIM IN THE FACE AFTER THIS SHIT!! AW FUCK!! YOU BOUT TO MAKE ME CRY!! EW!! EW SHIT!! YOU MAKING ME CRY FOR YOU!! THIS PUSSY IS YOURS NIGGA!!" Mrs. Walton shattered in grand fashion, but her slur triggered something devious deep inside me as I pulled out getting a sudden burst of juices from her tired old cunt. I guess my cock had been plugging her up quite nicely.
She suddenly dipped at the hip giving me the impression that she would fall to her knees on the hardwood floor. Mrs. Walton did this bobbing rocking motion attempting to get her bearings waving that big spongy butt vertically as I watched wondering if she were trying to twerk. There was a light smattering of curly naps covering and framing her long stuffed pussy that made me want to pound it some more. I went in rough and hard again making her grit her teeth while grunting at the absolute gutting she was receiving.
I handled her hips swinging her about facing me pressing her mushy butt into the wall. Mrs. Walton was glazed over with sweat with a stain on her green t-shirt. She looked gassed, but I wasn't done playing with her yet. I reached down with both hands taking hers in my own while staring her in the eyes intently. This gasping mature was dying for a kiss which I denied.
"Show me your nipples Babbs."
Mrs. Walton seemed embarrassed of her body from the front hesitating with handfuls of the t-shirt lifting it exposing a flat, yet loose tummy a bit pouchy above her sex, a deflated fupa. We exchanged glances until I nodded acceptance which got her to expose equally deflated looking breasts topped with these big blocky nipples dying for attention. She averted her gaze from my face bottom lip quivering definitely embarrassed. Mrs. Walton barely stifled an outright shriek when I latched onto a nipple sucking hard as if I were trying to nurse on it. The thing was bullet hard inviting some healthy nibbling on my part.
Several tremors ran through Mrs. Walton's body making her a little weak in the knees as I got really nasty and sloppy smearing my saliva between both tired tits, lapping a slimy trail up her cleavage still avoiding kissing her. Her small yet pendulous breasts were taken like a snack as I decided to suckle the right teat so hard that she nearly toppled over into me from the stimulation alone. While maintaining the seal on that tit, I allowed a lot of spit to pool in my mouth with these loud audible slurping sounds until she squirmed in place.
"TURN AROUND BABBS, I WANT MORE OF THAT ASS!!" I gasped breathing hard releasing that tortured teat with an oily splash of saliva even a popping visible spit bubble as some of it ran down my chin. Mrs. Walton turned around bending further over than before with her elbows on this little table behind her front door. Revealing a second of impatience, she reached back with one hand parting a loose cheek revealing her openings.
I can't explain it, but it felt like I went deeper inside her slimy confines as she released the errant butt cheek allowing it to return to place beside its twin to be smushed to oblivion. Her grunts naturally matched my thrusts as that marshmallow booty held the line taking dick like a champ. The queefs and squishy sounds heralded the work I was putting in on her middle aged cakes. I took the liberty of folding her t-shirt over the back of her neck so that I could cover her tits fully with my hands. This lasted another ten minutes before I pulled out sinking fingers into her snatch instead.
"It's time for you to cum Babbs, then I'm gonna follow you ma'am." Her head dipped but I didn't know if she was nodding or struggling to keep standing up with the help of the narrow table behind the door. I knew what was coming next.
"AW!! AW!! AW!! EW BOY!! YOU!!! WHAT'RE?!! HOW DO YOU KNOW?!! EW GAWD!! YOU GOT A HANDLE ON IT!!" Her special place inside was easier to find than any of the women I'd been with previously. I just went at that bumpy little ridge like my life depended on it as she began to bounce on the balls of her feet. It felt like I was trying to break a bronco as I managed to keep pace with her wildly bobbing ass vertically and horizontally. She was moving like a freshly caught fish wagging her tail all over the place. Goosebumps prickled all over her back.
"EW BOY!! FUCK!! AH SHIT YOU MAKING ME CRY!! AW!! AW SHIT NOW!! YOU RINGING THE BELL DOWN THERE!! I NEVER FELT NOTHING LIKE THIS BEFORE!! OH FUCK ME IT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD!! EW!! EW!! KEEP DOING IT!!"
Mrs. Walton caught me by surprise when her head loudly collided with the table as she got up on her tip toes holding in place as she began to crest in earnest. Three fingers where easily accommodated by her experienced snatch with the longest wreaking havoc on her g-spot. I was employing a method I'd perfected for women with bigger frames like Rashida Sikes, Shawnee Thompson, and my uncle's trophy wife and her contemporary, Auntie Esther. A puddle of drool was flowing from Mrs. Walton's mouth onto the table as a fake basket of plastic flowers toppled from its top to the hardwood floor behind her front door.
"OH GAAAAWDDD!!" Mrs. Walton burst ugly crying euphorically happy as bursts of her essence drenched my plunging fingers soiling the floor as she tried to ride it out instantly incapable of speaking coherently. These extended lustful whimpers intermingled with the happy sobbing as I pushed her over the edge about to get mine.
"SHIT!! SHIT!! SHIT!! SHIT!! SHIT!!" Mrs. Walton snapped out of her "Glow" when I went full metal jacket on her stuffed taco thumping her swollen insides with random shots grinding and rubbing those inner grooves. She was so exorbitantly wet; it was like fucking a leaking waterbed. Luckily she managed to stay bent over holding on for dear life on that table with a hand digging nails into its edge while her other held onto the edge of the alcove. In short, Erica Walton's long suffering mother got all of the business as I started to feel it.
"BABBS CAN I CUM?!!" I blurted out legitimately pounding the stuffing out of her mushy buns.
"YEAH!! AH!! AW SHIT!! GIVE ME SOME!! I WANNA FEEL IT!!! GIMME SOME OF THAT GOOD STUFF ON MY ASS!!" I raised an eyebrow finding some common sexual ground with Mrs. Walton.
I pulled out of her wriggling cakes losing the condom on the hardwood floor beneath us. I slapped the length of my prick into her deeper than it should've been rear cleavage. She propped herself up on elbows looking over her shoulder as I cradled my cock snuggly wrapping her spongy buns around it. Only the crown and a bit of the upper portion of my shaft was visible. Her butt was so soft that I had to exert some effort to get it tighter around my tumescence crossing my thumbs over one another. Mrs. Walton cooed as I long stroked that rear cleavage.
"Yeah I love hot dogging." She commented breezily as I ground my dick along her gluteal cleft feeling her rear entrance teased on the underside of my shaft.
"You've done this before?"
"All the time back in the good old days when you had to be careful and everything. In my day, our moms, sisters, and aunts would give us the business about letting a boy get mannish with us, but they gave us alternatives. I was lucky enough to have a lot of tail in the back, but not enough where it became an everyday thing. So if we liked a guy, we'd do first and a bit of second base, but had to be mindful not to go all the way."
"You did it a lot, huh?"
"Oh yeah especially with this guy name of Woody; we started with our clothes on humping one another then once he got me down to my panties, well that was all she wrote. Just a matter of time before we got Erica." Something about hearing her recount her past added to the atmosphere in sordid detail as I started to crest.
"FEELS GOOD BABBS!!" Mrs. Walton half turned at the waist watching my progress wearing this happy post coital glow on her weathered features unaware that we were just getting started.
"That's right give me some of that nut. Let it go all over that big butt of mine." There was almost no friction between her cheeks except the underside of my shaft running right over her rear entrance.
A thick wad of spunk shot out of the head of my cock followed by multiple bursts of jizz quickly making an absolute mess of Mrs. Walton's bubbly forty plus inches. I let go allowing her cheeks to part in rubbery fashion jerking a deluge of milky discharge right on her used browneye while she watched as best she could with an encouraging smile. I hit the broad side of her left butt cheek with a burst that looked like milk running off the edge to the floor.
"Hey looks like you were backed up something fierce down there, huh?" She commented breezily unaware.
"UH!! OH!!! OH!!!! OH MY!!! YOU!!! YOU AIN'T AH FINISHED!! AH!! AH SHIT YOU'RE GOING IN THERE TOO!!" I got inside Mrs. Walton's ass burying my bone to the hilt while grabbing her right elbow tugging on it until she stood up straight pressed into the side of the alcove stuffed full. I bodied into her wedging her face first against the wall. The base of my cock was pressed into her cheeks deforming them from my weight alone. My balls touched the underside of her cake parting the halves.
"Babbs I cum hard all the time and I got laid last night so what do you think about that?" I whispered into her ear as she gasped and moaned feeling me deep in her backdoor fully lubricated with the jizz she'd earned with colors.
"Every time?"
"Every time Babbs, now I'm going to have some more of this ass if you don't mind; then I'm gonna fuck you some more until you walk funny for me." I explained myself as I wrapped my arms around her torso leaving her nowhere to go with a wall in front of her face.
I pressed into her without withdrawing seemingly pushing further on each stroke fully rodding out her forbidden entrance with a minimum of movement. Despite that she felt everything huffing and moaning as her shit was pushed in with deep personal flair. Mrs. Walton was mostly nonverbal reacting favorably when my fingers went back at her bullet point nipples twisting and rolling the hardened nubs. The resultant groan sent me over the edge.
"UH!! UH SHIT I FEEL IT!! YOU'RE FILLING THE BOWL BACK THERE!!! AH SHIT!! I'M SO FULL OF DICK AND NUT!!!" Her blue language left much to be desired skewing decidedly street in an uncouth gutter sort of way. I hit three really good bursts inside her bowels before framing my meaty circumference with my hands making the Merkel triangle of power hand gesture as I pulled free of her butt inadvertently hitting her upper thighs with some jizz.
"Damn you, went real good in my back; you got yourself enough now?"
"Babbs turn around."
"OH YOU'RE STILL KINDA HARD DOWN THERE, OH SHIT BOY!!" Mrs. Walton found my erection waiting with a look of surprise. She reminded me of my auntie pressing a hand to her sweaty chest.
"Are you surprised?" She chuckled in this exasperated fashion smiling despite herself at the visual compliment unaware of my hyper-sexual nature culled through multiple trysts and hookups. She reached out handling my erection sort of smiling as her eyes darted towards the window unwilling to acknowledge things between us.
"Ain't been fucked this good since I was in college; you must really like my body. I can't believe how hard this dick is even after getting the front and the back too. Damn you got yourself some really good stamina, huh? Well, uh I guess we gotta have us a time until this is satisfied, don't we?" Her hand was lightly stroking me to full hardness.
"Mrs. Walton, uh I mean, Babbs?" She was working it giving me the impression she was leaning towards a handjob.
"Yeah baby?" We were familiar now as she glanced up with an easygoing smile.
"Uhm?"
"What is it; you ain't got no reason to be bashful now." She still sounded overtly matronly giving me further shades of Loretta Devine audibly.
"You uhm, got some heels? I'd like to see you with some heels on doing a little walk around the living room." I went back to my mild persona looking at her face faux-earnestly as she made this sort of girlish squawk you usually heard when black women were gathered in a sewing circle.
"You really do like my body, don't you?" She asked again eyes widened.
"So does that mean you're gonna do it ma'am?" I got a pinch on the cheek responding in kind rubbing her nipple between thumb and forefinger.
"I got me some nice green heels on the back of my bedroom door back there; you wanna see me walking about in them huh? Is that your thing boy? Do you like legs, big ass, and feet, huh? Is that it; that what you want?" It sounded like I was asking for a cookie instead of some more pussy as Mrs. Walton smiled encouragingly.
"Yes ma'am." I dipped my head looking down at my jeans and boxer briefs pooled at my calves. She lifted my chin so that I was looking at her face probably thinking I was embarrassed to ask even after being in her ass moments ago.
Mrs. Walton got this sort of whimsical look on her face telling me that perhaps she felt good being the undivided object of someone's attention. We exchanged glances as she played with me wrapping her fist around me with a bit more confidence.
"I wanna cum with you a bunch of times today." I reiterated getting that chuckle again.
"Uh, okay we can have us some more fun today boy."
I stripped off my t-shirt baring a subtly defined chest that was a work in progress currently getting a visible reaction from the mature that read like it was Christmas morning. Mrs. Walton ran an errant hand over my pecs dragging a finger down my abdomen handling me with authority stroking outward towards her body.
I busied myself squeezing her flaccid looking titties which looked out of place on an otherwise tight body. Her actual chronological age was displayed in her facial features, tits and the lower portion and innate malleable softness of her buttocks exclusively. Thus, when she was dressed in age appropriate clothing normally, you never suspect a thing.
"Let me get into those heels for you." I nodded making sure to keep her focus on the fact that I was looking at her body and nowhere else. Mrs. Walton was caught off guard when I drew her into my body cupping both of her cheeks even spreading them wide apart. She went up on the tips of her toe allowing me to grope and squeeze as much as I liked before giving my cock a singular yanking tug with a wink as she went down the hall to her bedroom.
I took the opportunity getting out of my clothes going fully nude taking things one step further planting my naked butt right on her vintage furniture that hadn't been swapped out in decades. I got comfortable sitting there with my arms spread out along the top of the light blue couch tossing the throw pillows on the Persian rug underneath the oak coffee table. I left my garments strewn about the hardwood floor in a display of ownership. Part of me wanted to see what Mrs. Walton would do when she returned giving my cock a few strokes to keep it pointing up at the frosted living room ceiling.



"I don't know about this; it's been awhile since I wore these heels boy. Your father never really takes me anyplace fancy these days." Mrs. Walton returned moments after I'd lost my socks getting comfortable as she appeared using one hand balancing on the wall heralded by the clicking of those spike heels on her feet. She'd also taken the time to doff the green t-shirt in favor of a nice beige flesh tone brassiere fitting tight to her sagging boobs. It gave her a much needed boost adding visual glamor and youth to her depleted mams.
Mrs. Walton was looking towards the alcove for a few seconds before turning to find me bare assed on her couch with an instinctive furrowed brow as she started to grimace. The anger in her weathered face softened a bit as her gaze focused on my fist casually stroking my cock, then disappeared when she looked at my face.
"If you hadn't given me a good ole time. I'd be hard pressed not to take a belt to your hide for sitting on that couch like that. Nobody ain't ever sat bare assed on my front room couch, not Erica's daddy or even your father boy."
"So does that mean I can't fuck your brains out a whole lot more, ma'am? I mean uh, I really wanna see you walk around the living room in those heels before you come over here and sit on my dick. I'm so hard, it hurts Babbs."
"You say some of the darndest things kid." She actually wagged a finger in my face nude herself other than a brassiere and a pair of pea colored pumps.
Mrs. Walton dutifully walked about the living room giving me a show of sorts as she went to the window looking at the street below her elevated first floor apartment. The tall bushes just under the sill would obscure enough of her body giving anybody outside only the barest of glimpses at her brassiere covered chest. She continually glanced at me always finding my hand stroking my cock as I watched her bubbly, slightly cottage cheese looking buttocks. You would have no idea just how soft they were until you were hitting that ass from the back.
"You're really getting off on this, ain't you?"
"Honestly?"
"Yeah?"
"Ma'am I feel like jerking off on your butt right now, but I didn't wanna say anything and mess up the show." She started happily chortling getting more incidental confidence from my words as we conversed openly about sex.
"This is kinda weird and unbelievable; I never thought in a million years some kid would be interested in an old lady like myself, much less my boyfriend's son. It doesn't feel real at all; shit I'm surprised you didn't ask for a blowjob instead of having me walking about in my heels."
"Well ain't that disrespectful asking a grownup for something like that?" Mrs. Walton raised a brow at the mention however tactfully of her age.
"We're both adults here with you all in your twenties, right?"
"I'm twenty."
"Just twenty boy?"
"Yeah legal and everything; so that means we can do it as much as we want right ma'am?" Mrs. Walton's shoulders slumped as she handled her forehead with pressed fingers then cupped that hand over her mouth giggling into her palm.
"Don't you tell nobody about this!"
"I won't, now will you come over here and fuck me some more?" She was walking across the room the other way towards the alcove stopping on a dime to stare pointedly at me hand over her bust like she was doing the pledge of allegiance. There was never any doubt as she carefully walked around the coffee table giving me an up close and personal with the curly triangular patch of hair covering her mound. Mrs. Walton stared down at my hand casually stroking my member in these long slow strokes as we exchanged glances again.
"Want me to uh, sit on it?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I want Babbs." I replied spreading my thighs as far apart as I could manage.
Her latent clumsiness with the heels made things a bit ungainly as she got between my legs between the oak coffee table and the edge of her couch taking the time to turn around. Once her butt was facing me. I grabbed big handfuls of her softness spreading her cheeks apart looking at both openings finding that she was visibly experienced with anal sex. At this point I could tell having been with Rashida Sikes a plethora of times in this manner including several other women. Mrs. Walton planted her hands on top of the coffee table.
"You sure do like looking at it, don't you?" I couldn't tell if she assumed this posture willingly or possibly to stop herself from falling over.
My hands went to the rounded upper portions of her hips pulling Mrs. Walton downward into a sitting position on my lap. She used her hands on my thighs like the arms of a chair trembling slightly as the crown of my cock began to push into the meaty folds of her pussy.
"Ah! Ah shit it hurts! Ah, hold on a minute boy!" She winced and gasped a few times rising up leaving the head of my member embedded at first, but then tried to stand.
"What's wrong Babbs?"
"You did it so hard, it hurts cause I ain't used to all that wild fucking. It's stinging a little. I'm afraid you've put my hole out of service boy."
"Which one?" Mrs. Walton looked over ger shoulder down at my face finding a raised brow, then comedically made a waving gesture with her hand gasping wearily in silent acquiescence.
Erica's long suffering mother surprised me by getting on her knees between my thighs after more clumsy movement sucking me off either to prepare herself or finish me off. Her technique was different as she encircled my member with thumb and forefinger right under my balls above my taint. The tip of my crown disappeared between her lips. I squirmed a bit when the tip of her tongue pressed against the slit on the head. She bobbed timidly with just the upper half covered making me quickly fit to be tied.
"OH!!" Mrs. Walton's cheeks inverted hard as she slurped creating this intense vacuum suction squeezing tightly just under my sack actually doing this pumping motion like she was taking my blood pressure.
The midpoint of my shaft went criminally neglected until I palmed the back of her neck driving more into her mouth. Her tongue appeared looking wide, cow like lapping the underside of my prick in these darting movement intermingled now with more traditional head. She made the most of her limited range of movement but ultimately frustrated me with its inconsistency.
"Sit on it Babbs; I need some of that ass please." Mrs. Walton gasped and gurgled as I leaned forward handling her sides at her underarms. She turned around with my hands squeezing her soft malleable hips getting into a sitting posture.
"UH, OH!! OH YOU'RE GOING THERE?!!" I slid into her velvety bowels spreading her cheeks wide apart. I crossed my hands in front of her crotch letting Mrs. Walton get settled full of my cock to the hilt. My hands slid upward encountering her covered breasts discovering the prominent nipples which I rolled and pinched mercilessly. This sent the mature sister into a frenzy popping and swiveling her hips in my crotch.
In a callback to her tragically similar daughter I hooked my arms under her knees scooting forward as I turned this mature into a wishbone plunging her depths. Babbs reclined against my chest letting her head rest on my right side. She began rolling and lightly popping her hips. Her weathered moans filled my right ear as I let my hands roam all over her chest and abdomen. I liked the feel of her brassiere covered tits and the way her nips poked into the silken material.
"OH BOY YOU'RE THUMPING THE BOTTOM OF MY BUCKET!!" She didn't say or do anything else when I rolled us into a spooning position with my back pressed into the couch.
Mrs. Walton's words proved prophetic because it felt like I was going much deeper than before probably because we were laying on our sides with her facing the coffee table. I was intent on giving her as good as her daughter got before her self-inflicted tragedy struck. This incidental MILF captured my arm just above the wrist giving me the impression that she thought to somehow control my thrusts but relented at the last moment.
She settled caressing my forearm while my other arm found a pathway up through her underarm allowing me to cup and play with her right tit. I liked the semi-solid feel of her buttocks mashing and jiggling from my bucking hips. Both of my hands ended up back over her tits squeezing them fully making this older woman moan and half hiccup from my incessant poking and prodding. My crown was thumping the back of her rear end like a police battering ram.
"THANK YOU SO MUCH MRS. WALTON!!" I shouted purposely into her ear making her flinch.
"NOW, NOW THERE BOY DON'T BE YELLING UP IN MY EAR!!" Her motherly tendencies and latent southern baked accent seemed to emerge when she was surprised or emotionally compromised.
Sorry you just felt so fucking good that I couldn't hold that in ma'am; lets change it up Babbs, I wanna see you on your hands and knees." While I was explaining myself I was already in the process of maneuvering us until Mrs. Walton was hunched over in a facedown fetal position with my hands firmly in possession of her squishy love handles. Her face was buried in the couch cushions. My cock was firmly stationed in her backdoor with the exposed portion just above the base visibly arching. Mrs. Walton let out this extended groan as I long stroked her.
"NICE AND SLOW!! NICE AND SLOW BOY JUST LIKE THAT!! THAS HOW I LIKE MY BOOTY FUCKED!! REAL SLOW!!"
Her comedic instruction notwithstanding, I methodically plunged her depths taking my time as she whined and groaned sounding like she'd been gutted. Her butt looked much bigger in this position mushy from age with a smattering of age induced stretchmarks that added to her allure for me, an avowed "ass man" bar none. Her knees were pressed together forcing her thighs into a forty-five degree angle leaving her peach "ripe" for the taking.
"Fuck it." My foot landed on the couch cushion at her opposite side with authority.
Mrs. Walton shouted something indecipherable as I went into overdrive taking her the way I wanted. Her butt jiggled, bounced, and changed into a variety shapes mashing into my pelvis. She started making these weird distressed sounds that reminded me of Erica the night prior. The sexually embattled mature rolled and straightened her back grabbing the arm and top of the couch rising upward raised her chin. I hooked all ten of my fingers over her shoulders. Her field of vision included the lamp on the side table and the front alcove where it all started.
"TAKE IT!! TAKE THIS DICK!! TAKE IT ALL UP IN YOUR FUCKING ASS!!" Mrs. Walton went into hysterics joyously shouting some affirmations in gibberish only she understood. Now I was properly busting her back out with style.
Both of her hand were on the arm of her couch nails clawing into it with everything but her shivering cheeks wholly rigid. A series of queefs filled the air as I clapped her cheeks to oblivion. One of her brassiere straps slid off the shoulder to the midway point of her bicep. Her sweaty buttocks got this loud audible clapping sound as I grabbed her thin neck from behind. Mrs. Walton howled in this manner that sounded like some kind of owl. I grabbed a handful of her hair.
The wig came away in my hand.
Her actual head was revealed graying low to the scalp with minute naps in proliferation on top of it while the sides naturally faded bare. I glanced at it for a second then looked at the cheap wig in my hand seeing the worn netting inside. I'd stopped giving her the business examining it with both hands brow raised.
"OH NO!! Mrs. Walton clambered over the side of the couch onto the floor in a blind panic nearly knocking the lamp off of the side table in the process. She half crawled a few feet rising into this hunched over position with a hand at the back of her head while the other covered her sex. Before I knew what was happening she'd run into the bathroom slamming the door loud enough to create an echo.
I looked at the wig again with that raised brow, then raised both tossing the wig on the table.
I rapped on the closed bathroom door with my knuckles leaning against the wall adjacent.
"GO AWAY!!"
"Babbs?"
"WHAT, YOU WANNA LAUGH AT ME?!! WANNA LAUGH AT MY BALD HEAD, HUH BOY!! THAT WHAT YOU WANNA DO?!! NUH, NOW YOU JUST GO ON AWAY FROM THIS HOUSE!! YOU AIN'T GONNA LAUGH IN MY FACE!!" Mrs. Walton was audibly inconsolable embarrassed at the reveal of her actual hair underneath, but I had other ideas.
"Open up." I knocked again.
"NO!!"
I glanced down noticing the door frame around the lock was sort of shredded looking. Someone had painted over it instead of repairing it leaving it unsecure. I needed to stick to the mission long enough to get proof to keep Erica off my back or all would've been for nothing. No matter what my reputation around the family was nuclear garbage but I needed access to that sex tape. To that end I gingerly planted my palm on the door then leaned into it. The door opened stopping abruptly because there was an old fashioned eye latch easy lock.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING BOY?!!" Mrs. Walton shrieked.
Through the narrow rectangular bit of negative space I was able to peer into the bathroom in limited fashion discovering Mrs. Walton behind the door in her birthday suit still wearing the demicup bra. She immediately turned to the shoulder height mint colored tile wall behind her snatching a towel off the rack covering her head with it. Her hand was holding it to the back of her head leaving everything else on full display. Her cheeks looked positively exciting renewing my unrelieved passions.
"Babbs, you're fine; as a matter of fact you even sexier than before."
"YOU'RE MAKING FUN OF ME FOR BEING BALD!!"
"You're not bald; you just have short hair and its actually lined up real nice too ma'am. Who's your barber, I could use a premium cut Babbs."
"GET OUT!! GET YOUR FACE OUT OF THE DOOR BOY!!" She attempted to slam her hand into the door but my weight kept it from moving. Her soft, jiggly apple bottom radiated some motion ripples from the sudden movement. She was in great shape with these minute markings and a wrinkle here and there keeping her honest.
"Come on Babbs, you're cute."
"BE QUIET!! AND UN, I'M GONNA SLAM THE DOOR IN YOUR FACE!!" This time she tried to throw her weight into it not accounting for me already leaning into it at an angle. Mrs. Walton tried two more times stopping when she accidentally dropped the towel on the floor.
"Babbs." She went after the towel forgetting its matching partner on the rack ignoring me. Mrs. Walton dropped to her knees snatching up the towel draping it over her head like a wig when she glanced over finding a surprise.
"Oh my gawd; you're still ah, all solid and everything down there."
"You're sexy." My erection was sticking into the bathroom through the limited negative space, literally pointed at her face.
"What, are you some kind of freak or something?"
"No, I just wanna fuck you Babbs; please ma'am?" I pressed my pelvis into the door further extended my erection in her direction barely able to contain my inner chuckle at the absurdity of things.
"Maybe that's why you ain't got no girlfriend; you're one of them nymphos."
"What's that Mrs. Walton?"
"A SEX FREAK BOY; DON'T YOU KNOW NOTHIN?!!" She shouted making me snicker as my cock bobbed about in rubbery fashion inches from her face.
"Well ma'am, even if that's true can you say you didn't like it?"
"That's different."
"You don't like my dick Babbs?"
"That's not the issue boy; we're talking about your mental situation what with liking sex all the time and all. You gotta get yourself some help with a shrink or you're gonna mess up your life. You're handsome and everything with a nice dick... even know how to handle a woman just right...DON'T ASK ME NO DUMB QUESTIONS BOY!!"
"Babbs?"
"Uh, what now?" She sort of stuttered having never taken her eyes off my endowment.
"Suck it." This was my Hail Mary.
"WHAT?!!" Mrs. Walton shrieked again.
"Suck it Babbs, please."
A slight shiver visibly ran through Mrs. Walton's body as she stared at my penis intermittently looking up again at my face with the bath towel draped across her head. My vantage point allowed me to look down at her nude body in an overhead view appreciating what I could see through the crack in the bathroom door. You could almost see the wheels turning in her head faced with an angry erection ready to do serious damage.
"Babbs." I sort of cooed encouragingly.
The crown of my penis timidly disappeared between her lips. Her head bobbed under that towel as she gradually took more getting a perfect half of my length. The moment her lips touched my prick, I let out this exaggerated moan of approval that encouraged her to go a little harder eventually sucking wantonly enough that it was audible. I was done talking wanting to see if the rest of our hookup was going to be through a bathroom door, a modified DIY gloryhole. Mrs. Walton was on all fours starting to swivel her hips loudly slurping on my cock with increasing fervor.
Eventually her passion led her lips further along my intruding cock as her lips ran the gambit kissing the wooded door of her bathroom. Mrs. Walton crawled further getting into this perversely limited interaction between us with mounting fervor. A deluge of precum was running from my crown as she added a ticklish flick of the tongue on it even playfully nipping it with her teeth. This horny MILF was starting to forget herself rising up on her knees both palms flat against the door. When this didn't suffice, Mrs. Walton planted her naked buns on the toilet seat.
"Please Babbs, take the rest; I wanna feel your mouth on the whole thing." I moaned sounding sexually distressed while she sat hunched over on the toile with a both towel hiding her head from view. She slipped two fingers through the crack in the door managing to just graze my balls given the limited space available. I kept it up.
Her lips were kissing the door repeatedly with these audible hollow slurps accompanying her bobbing covered pate. Mrs. Walton seemed to be on autopilot encouraged by my moans and words of encouragement intermingled with her own mounting lust as I noticed a hand between her legs. I almost asked if I could touch her as well but figured it would break the spell giving her a chance to regain her matronly rationale. So, I kept moaning while she exhibited a machinelike precision. To that end, I pressed my need pushing into the door until it creaked under my weight.
"Oh, you're really feeling it boy, ain't you?" Mrs. Walton glanced up at my face holding the edge of that towel so that I could see her visage as some of my copious precum intermingled with her saliva running down her chin.
"MIZZUS WALTON!!" I manufactured an ugly cry face of my own demonstrated my need without further word.
"Oh my boy; I didn't know how bad you got it, here wait a second."
She reached up undoing the inside latch allowing the door to fly open. I was halfway over the finish line feeling the fire as my tumescence swelled up while my inner thighs seized. Mrs. Walton looked almost frightened partially stumbling backward on her haunches as I palmed her toweled noggin shoving the whole of my endowment into her mouth. The bottom third was still hanging out as I rutted about in her face until drool was running down into my pubic hair. I ended up with Mrs. Walton coughing and gagging until her teeth returned as a nonverbal prompt.
"OH SHIT MIZZUS WALTON!!" A thick wad of cum the back of her throat followed by several others all over her lips
The elder Mrs. Walton went into survival mode using all ten of her fingers in an intense pincer motion on the base of my cock jerking out the rest of my load. A gooey rope shot up the right side of her right nostril nearly getting in her eye as she tilted her face to the side wetting her cheek, then repeated the process on the opposite side tapping my prick there in a nasty display. Being an obvious completist, this meant my prick was then tapped on her pursed lips before she slurped it back inside sucking as hard as she could while I fired off several more blast of creamy goodness which she happily swallowed in audible hungry gulps.



"Oh shit Babbs; that was...something else." My pulsing, still viably erect member plopped out of her mouth as she looked up into my eyes through her glazed visage planting kisses on my glans, swirling her tongue on it tickling my pee slit.
"You liked that boy?" She asked looking sexually euphoric sucking hard on the tip letting it slide out again blowing a cum bubble which popped on her lips/
"I loved it."
"Yeah, you loved it, huh kid?" This time Mrs. Walton forced enough of my meat into her mouth nearly reaching my pubes before drawing her teeth along it coughing up a deluge of my spunk.
"You're... incredible!" It was an honest assessment of her mature head game.
I forgot myself quickly taking her mouth whole again humping inside it getting some real depth prompting Erica's mother to forcibly disengage with this incredulous expression on her face, brow furrowed.
"See boy, that's why people can't have nice thangs; you get an inch and you take a fucking mile! You trying to choke me to death with your dick?" Mrs. Walton wiped her face clean with the towel on her head forgetting her embarrassment and not realizing she'd sucked me off after I'd been balls deep in her backdoor.
"Sorry."
"Just don't do it no more; and stop apologizing all the time. It's unmanly kid; you want a woman's respect one day so try not to do thangs like that, be a leader and all." Her southern accent became more prominent when she was ranting sounding like a scolding parent instead of a woman I'd been screwing to distraction.
"A leader?"
"YEAH, DON'T YOU KNOW NOTHING KID?!!" I was definitely being scolded by my father's naked jump off.
"Okay Mrs. Walton, I'll take the lead."
"HEY NOW-WHAT'RE YOU DOING?!!"
"Taking control." I scooped Mrs. Walton up in my arms carrying her down the hall like a newlywed to the nearest bedroom. I gave the door a kick making it swing over hitting the bedside table just inside the confines of what appeared to be a very cluttered and cramped bedroom. Some trinkets and babbles crashed to the floor, but she wasn't saying anything looking horrified as I planted her butt first on the edge of her mattress handling her legs jut behind the knees.
"OH MY, YOU'RE GETTING ALL MANNISH WITH ME BOY!!" I crouched with the quickness dropping out of sight while simultaneously shoving her legs high in the air splayed apart with her soles pointed at the ceiling. There was this pinkish white plush rug under her bed that accommodated my knees as I found her snatch right under my nose.
Mrs. Walton yelped loudly, then gasped eventually filling the room with her breathy moans as I got down to business eating her going full sloppy, nasty, and intrusive mouth covering the whole of her mature snatch. Her legs were held in place firmly by hands roughly shoving downward on the back of her thighs. It take long to have Erica's mother squirming all over that mattress as I made a five course meal out of her holiest of holies. Those shapely legs of hers went wild enough that I had to maintain control of the situation otherwise be kicked in the mush.
"OH GAWD YOU JUST-DO EVERYTHANG, DON'T YA!! EATING UP MY BABY BOX!! EATING IT GUD!! AW SHIT BOY!" Mrs. Walton was seeing all the stars in the universe and every color of the rainbow, but I wasn't done yet.
Two fingers on her g-spot were enough to get her ridiculously creamy and wet, but I pushed it further wanting to create a parity with her daughter who'd received a much more savage version of the same treatment. Those two digits jilled her secret place nearly inhumanely while I used another two fingers on her clit rubbing, flicking, and lightly pinching as her pussy juices up before went back to sucking the filling out of it. Mrs. Walton started out as a mission, but now I was in it to win it.
"OH FUCK I'M GONNA!!! I'M FEELING FEELINGS BOY!! YOU'RE MAKING ME!! IT'S A HAPPENIN DOWN THERE BOY!"
This was my verbal trigger.
"AWWWGGG SHIT!!" I plunged balls deep into her snatch getting a splash of her essence as the business end of my prick bottomed out inside with an audible thump. Mrs. Walton sounded as if she'd been gutted pinned to the bed.
Every powerful thrust hit the back of her box as the mattress rocked and shook under our combined weight. On the third plunge, Babbs seized up skintight around my circumference making it a chore to fuck her brains out with impunity. Her pussy was exceedingly wet getting progressively sloppy as I bounced atop her like a trampoline feeling it downstairs. Again I drew comparisons to her twentysomething daughter keeping her pinned down with both hands pressed into her inner thighs. None of this mattered to the fiftysomething beneath me one bit.
Mrs. Walton was loudly sobbing with the full ugly cry face as her hands caressed my chest and abdomen lovingly.
Both of her bra straps were off the shoulder mid-bicep along with the rest of the demi-cup brassiere. Her bared breasts were fully flopping all over her chest as I pounded sand out of her snatch like I was trying to put it out of order. One of her palms was flattened against her breastbone while her other was digging into my bicep clawing it up. I went after her flaccid tits completely cupping them in my hands pinching the bullet hard nipples. This sent Mrs. Walton into a whooping fit making these unintelligible sounds that read euphoric as her eyes fluttered.
"AW GAWD!! AW SHIT BOY!! I'M CUMMING ON YOUR FUCKING DICK!! CUMMING ON THAT YOUNG DICK!!"
Mrs. Walton's legs locked into the small of my back while her hands began slapping at me prompting many parries to avoid being struck repeatedly. Her hips involuntarily lunged upward into my thrusting pelvis fucking me back as hard as she could going fully primal. Her hands were everywhere all over my body touching my face a few times glancing off the chin was her eyes fluttered. Mrs. Walton's eyes rolled up into her head with the whites visible.
"BAY BEE!! BAY BEE!! I LUB YOU BAA BEE!!! OW!! OH SHIT YOU'RE TAKING MY PUSSY!! OW!! OW IT HURST SO GOOD BAY BEE!! FUCK YOUR PUSSY!! LUB YOU!! I'M CUMMING SO HARD ON YOUR DICK BAY BEE!! OW SHIT!!!"
Her feverish affirmations degenerated into this long sustained groan as she arched hips alone up into my crotch keeping it from plunging any deeper suspending both of us off the bed at that connected junction. Her cunt locked up airtight leaving me only able to wiggle my hips with her fully attached to me like someone used gorilla glue. This went through three cycles, a moderate, strong and mind shattering series of climaxes that left us disengaged with Babbs laying beneath me open to the world.
"Damn, you must wanna move up in here giving me dick like that boy." She was breathing hard eyes shut tightly raising a weary hand finding my granite hard erection waiting.
Mrs. Walton's watery eyes half opened peering at my erection with mounting horror.
"Sorry Babbs."
She was pretty much inert matter offering nothing physically or verbally as I rolled her onto her stomach facing the headboard anointing my actions with a kiss to the back of her noggin. I propped her head up on a pillow before mounting the back of her thighs with my business aimed squarely at her swollen slit between her weathered ass cheeks. I played a bit slapping and making them jiggled before spreading them outright exposing her openings as I got into a jockey position. My cock was slowly driven forward with the underside rubbing the back of her legs.
"Can you do it slow; like, can you take your time?" Mrs. Walton softly begged wearily reaching back holding her cheeks apart for me.
I obliged her sliding deadly slow inside her cunt making her whimper and whine until I was buried with my balls pressed up against the bottom of the buns. Mrs. Walton was huffing in profile on the pillow.
"If you stay still, I can do it for you boy." She offered getting another encouraging kiss on the back of her head.
"Okay Babbs."
True to her word, Mrs. Babbs Walton started noticeably flexing her buttocks hard enough to create these dimples on each cheek. There was just the slightest bit of movement as I let her do her thing audibly breathing while I watched. Her butt looked as if it were gnawing on my meat starting to feel better as she added some extra speed and more swivel in the hips. The tip of my crown was bottoming out inside her walls. I couldn't help draping my body over hers hooking my chin over her right shoulder.
"You like how I'm feeling?"
"Yeah I like it a lot Mrs. Walton."
"Call me Babbs."
"Yeah, I like it a lot Babbs."
"You like it enough to cum for me, huh boy? I can feel your dick tapping the back of my oven. If I was your age, we'd be having us a baby. I haven't felt nothing like this in years; didn't know what I was missing." Her buttocks were flexing even harder rubbing and massaging my tumescence trapped in her slimy walls.
"Thanks for letting me fuck you today."
"Aw shit, you got me good for a few months after today. I feel like I should be paying you boy; you gonna have me walking funny for the rest of the week boy."
"You feel good Babbs."
"Good enough to cum for me?"
"Yeah."
"Now this gotta be the last time because I'm getting up in age; you gotta let me rest a little bit." I started pressing down more insistently getting the soft slightly rubbery feel of her buttocks. Mrs. Walton moaned louder as single tear streaked across her cheek onto the pillow.
"Loving this ass, keep doing whatever you're doing down there; I'm gonna cum soon Babbs."
"This is the last time boy." She gingerly cautioned.
"But you like it right?" Our coupling became more audible, but I managed not to pound her out any further.
"I'm serious, this is the last time, okay?"
"Okay Babbs." I was in the process of drawing my knees level with her hips, but she wearily glanced backward at me.
"I can do it." She begged finally getting me on some level.
Those inverted flexes became more acute, the dimples more of a crescent shape with the arched pointing towards her gluteal cleft as Mrs. Walton worked her everything below the waist and above the thighs squeezing and grinding me into hamburger. The creaking of the mattress got louder as she wrenched down on my prick taking it on a ride. It felt like my junk had been placed in a sexual blender as she lay prone gasping and whining feeling every inch of my cock. I got into a pushup position above her just to watch as it hit out of nowhere.
"MIZZUS WALTON!!"
"Call me Babbs."
"BABBS!!" I went right over the edge as she kept it up flexing those weathered buttocks on my embedded prick roughly milking me to completion. I didn't want to go inside, subtlety pulling backward watching those dimples get more prominent until her cheeks were basically clapping around the exposed portions of my cock. I wanted to grab her waist and give her something to remember me by, but that mission had already been accomplished.
"AW SHIT BABBS!!!" My prick popped out resting between her experienced buttocks right in the prominent crack.
The first shot ran right up the center of her back followed by several more the glazed her cheeks perfectly. It felt so good that I sawed my cock soiling it with my cum still shooting rope after rope as Mrs. Walton flexed without end. I reared up sitting on the back of her thighs handling my endowment below the balls with one hand stroking hard. More jizz poured out getting watery as she still flexed knowing the value of a visual. Some of my spunk pooled in her lower back. I stood up in her bed with my feet planted on either side of her hips.
Babbs finally stopped with a long extended sigh. Her sweat soaked face was pressed into the pillow while I took stock of my handywork.
From the back of her shaved noggin to her plush thighs, Mrs. Walton was glazed over in a mask of jizz. My spunk was most prominent from her lower back and swollen looking buttocks. Some of it had run down between her inner thighs covering her slit enough that it looked like someone had taken a pastry injector to it. Sensing my eyes on her body, she flexed one last time causing some of the oily cum to run off the edge of her buns.
"Thanks Babbs, that was fun."
Erica's long suffering mother replied with a loud wet snore.
She was dead asleep, knocked out.
"Well, okay then."
It looked like a crime scene as I chuckled completely spent. All of my previous hookups gave me a level of stamina seemingly unparalleled. I walked out of her bedroom to the living room gathering up my clothes folding them over my arm before returning. I got out my phone taking several really good shots of my handiwork from the end and side of Mrs. Walton's bed. My conscious wanted me to wipe her down, but I ignored it leaving her in that state so that she would remember me. I showered and dressed helping myself to another glass of that homemade juice before leaving the apartment.
Mrs. Walton was snoring loud enough that it could heard outside her apartment door.
My uber ride home was quiet and uneventful. I shot a single pic to Erica's email completing the mission yawning. I would've catted out next to her mother but didn't want to give Babbs the wrong impression when she woke up. There was no way I was maintaining two separate love triangles with my father and both of his jump offs sugar baby daughter and cougar mother. I still had a few days left before I had to move out and he hadn't put me on blast with my mother so I chalked it up to us leaving one another alone. My phone started ringing with an unknown number.
"Hello?"
"YOU FUCKED MY MOTHER!! YOU REALLY FUCKED HER!!" It was Mrs. Walton's wayward reprobate daughter.
"Whose phone are you using Erica?"
"Hospital security, his name is Stanley; your daddy cut my service off. Hey man, what're you doing fucking the shit out of my mother like that? That's some pretty fucked up shit."
"I DID what you TOLD me ERICA!"
"I wasn't serious, I was messing with you nigga; but it was funny as fuck. You do know I was on meds when we talked yesterday, right?"
"Bitch."
"Did you film it?"
"Heinous bitch." I hissed into the phone facing the back of my driver's head.
"It's cool don't get it twisted; and I even forwarded our sex tape to you in good faith, okay? Now you have fun with that; I wonder what your motherfucking daddy's gonna say when I send him this pic of mom with her back blown out? That's definitely gonna put a wrench in their relationship, huh?"
"ERICA!" My driver perked up looking in his rear view mirror at my face, but I ignored him as the car got off the freeway.
"What; you got fucking disowned and that nigga put me out while I'm in the hospital about to catch a case."
"Don't."
"He'll get over it." If she were in front of me, my hands would've been around her neck.
"ERICA!!" The younger Ms. Walton hung up giggling like the crazed woman she was leaving me with this queasy feeling as the uber pulled up in front of my home. I nodded at the driver mumbling an apology getting out only to have him speed out of there like somebody was shooting at his ride.
Gene was sitting on the front step smoking a spliff. The pungent aroma reached me almost as soon as the car pulled off.
We exchanged glances for a moment as I approached the steps.
"You are instructed to pack up the rest of your belongings and depart. I have nothing to say one way or the other, but your mother is very, very upset with you."
Dad snitched after all.
I went inside packed my meager belongings and dialed up another uber before going back outside on the porch. I took a seat beside Gene waiting. He was just chilling there as I surrendered my house keys placing them beside him.
"Can I take a hit of that sir?"
He passed me the joint watching without word or compliment as I took a deep drag on it before passing it back. I held it for as long as possible before exhaling a cloud of smoke.
"I know you are a good person." Gene gave me a pat on the head leaving me on the porch as he went inside audibly locking the screen and heavy oak door.
I stared out into space thinking about the last twenty-four hours of my life. Across the street I could see into my nosey neighbor's house. They aways left their front room window open enough that anyone could look in there from the street. The elderly woman Ms. Jessy was watching an old floor model television with her adult aged daughter. Their heritage in the form of granddaughter and daughter Tammy walked into view still dressed like an overgrown adolescent. I chuckled a bit noticing all of their heads were full of pink rollers.
My rented car a Jeep Grand Cherokee, pulled up to the curb.
I took my time walking down the steps pausing to take one last look at my birth home before getting in. My female driver some middle aged sister, lingered as if she knew I was leaving for the last time before slowly pulling off to strains of "I'd Rather Be With You" by Bootsy Collins.
I found a place to lay my head ironically in the same hostel I'd shared for a night with Carlie.
I'd also shot a scene for my website there with Rashida Sikes aka Chi Town Thunda now known simply as "Thunda."
It was hard getting to sleep, but I managed.
I'm "The Educated Simp" after all.
[DARKNESS]
"HEY COME HERE GIRL!!" I was running after her, both of us acting like grade schoolers.
"YOU CAN'T CATCH ME!!!" Vicky took off running hard. It was equally difficult not to laugh at her awkward gait because she looked like a big ostrich running across the grass with her arms folded across her chest. Her horseplay got the better of me as I closed the distance between us reaching out unsure if I wanted to grab her arm or that big, jiggling butt.
"BRING THAT ASS HERE VICKY!!" She glanced back finding me a fingertip's distance away suddenly kicking it into overdrive bounding easily away from me laughing and giggling like a demented toddler.
"COME ON, CAN'T YOU KEEP UP BITCH?!!" Vicky taunted.
"HATE YOU!!"
I picked things up from my end speeding after her as she neared the picnic tables. My left hand was outstretched aimed directly at her bouncing cheeks, tan lines, and all. I figured I deserved something for the impromptu workout. Vicky suddenly stopped short of the tables so quickly that I wasn't going to be able to avoid colliding with her.
"MOTHER-FUCKER!!"
Her fist smashed into my nose flattening it with the force of a battering ram. It was so sudden and vicious; I was instantly laid out on the grass looking up at the afternoon sun. It honestly felt like I'd been hit in the face with a baseball bat.
Her stunningly beautiful face appeared in my field of vision as a bird flew by overhead. She looked pissed off to the ninth degree.
"Vicky-whas, why did you, do that?" I stammered tasting a bit of blood that trickled from my abused nostril. My nose was obviously busted. One of her thick legs flew across my chest as she stood over me open legged giving me a view of her virtue.
She'd gone commando.
"IF YOU'RE GONNA JUST GIVE UP; YOU MIGHT AS WELL STAY ON THE GROUND AND BE DEAD LIKE ME!!"
Vicky Stone disappeared from my field of vision leaving me looking at the clouds for a few seconds.
"WAIT VICKY DON'T!!!" I sat upright in my bed heart thumping like crazy.
It was still dark, pitch black in my rented room as I craned my head around its abbreviated confines finding nothing.
I checked my phone finding that I'd been asleep for all of five minutes.
My nose still hurt. I drew my legs up sitting there in the darkness as an El Train passed loudly by on its last trip northward bound out of downtown.
Tears were streaming down my face.
END of BOOK ONE.
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The Artist Formerly Known as MS. WTF?!!: REBOOTED!!
"How come you ain't get no rental car?"
"You wanna drive; I've never been to Miami before but I know you were here Rashida. If you want a rental, I'll get you a fucking rental, but you're driving."
"I'm the star; I shouldn't be chauffeuring myself around town."
"Did I ask you to go to Miami for a weekend; or what bitch?" Our driver from the airport, some stuffy looking Latin fellow looked amused. Rashida for my sustained efforts, had been coerced into wearing a light colored floral themed outfit and sandals. She was made up rather nicely with her hair done up in a badass Frohawk hairstyle.
"Oh you're doing me a favor by coming with me on this weekend video shoot, lodgings and everything on the house and shit, huh daddy?"
I was wearing a ballcap which made it convenient to hide my embarrassment as I hunched down in the backseat of our ride. My attire remained the same t-shirt and jeans with canvas sneakers despite her efforts to get me to wear a loud colored outfit consisting of a canary yellow collared t-shirt and pink knee shorts. There was no way I was wearing that shit which caused a light rolling argument that ended as we pulled up to the airport back in our hometown.
"I uh, don't have an answer for that Rashida; but maybe we can work something out later." I tried to palm her butt but found my wrist trapped in her fist. She looked semi-serious; brow furrowed somewhat indignant.
"You ain't grateful to get away from it all?"
"No, I'm good, just surprised you picked me to be your uh, chaperone for this video shoot."
"Well, you were kinda requested?"
"Huh?"
"OH NOTHING DADDY!!" Rashida blurted out grinning in disingenuous fashion ostensibly flashing a toothy grin before looking away hunched in her seat peering out of her passenger side window. I perked up sitting straight eyes narrowing as I stared at her profile.
"Rashida, are you fucking with me?" She had her phone out in an instant tapping away multiple texts. I made a play for it, but she tucked it away on her far side half turning with that same busted expression.
"Come on, it's gonna be a really nice weekend, alright? I mean, what were you doing anyway besides gaming and shit, you know? What, you wanna be sitting there messing up your lower back editing stuff all the time, huh?"
"I guess it's cool when I'm working on your shit, huh bitch?" I inched closer getting a nervous giggle from Rashida instead of further explanation.
"Are you messing with me Rashida?"
"NO, come on bruh; don't you trust me about nothing?" I didn't know how to answer that question without offending her further.
Rashida Sikes had become my part time running buddy over the last few months which normally drew a ton of unwanted attention when we were out and about. I'd hampered things further with a few clips for her social media and my adult movie site which went instantly viral. This led to a wealth of outside interest and job offers from "interested parties" that I was obliged to vet as her anointed "manager" of sorts.
"I don't like surprises." We were presently visiting Florida for a video shoot and short weekend vacation. At least, that's what I was told beforehand while clapping her cheeks.
"Sometimes surprises can be good." She commented off the cuff still sort of smiling as my hand rested on her right thigh.
"No bullshit, right?" She didn't answer glancing out her passenger side window again as my fingers slid up that thick thigh pressing into her crotch. Her eyes fluttered a bit, mouth sort of open. Rashida licked her teeth peering over at me.
"You never get tired of me, do you?"
"We're BFF'S, right girl."
"Yeah." The material of her outfit was really thin allowing me to feel the intricate lace covered thong underneath."
"We're FWB, right Rashida?"
"You know it daddy; I got that cookie for you whenever you want it; but we're cool right, like tight? I mean, you'd never treat me like that person we don't talk about, right?"
She was always ready for me as I leaned over finding her lips waiting. We made out a little as my hand rose cupping and giving her enhanced perky left boob a nice squeeze. Before Rashida realized it, I was holding her iPhone leaning back in my seat favoring it with both hands.
"HOW'D YOU DO THAT?!"
"Learned from the best; how do I open this up?" Rashida scoffed rolling her eyes at my trick.
"You're gonna have to do a whole lot more than that to get me to unlock my phone." I raised an eyebrow at the challenge.
"Oh, do you have amnesia? Bitch do you remember who I am; Rashida do you know my fucking stage name?" I replied robotically looking her dead in the eye.
"The Educated Simp." She replied with a dismissive wave of her hand.
"That's right Rashida girl." I amened.
"That's right daddy." Rashida mimicked my tone earning a pinch on the thick rounded hip facing me. She didn't react starting to do a slow burn which threatened to darken the mood inside our car.
"What?"
"Well, if I tell you; you're gonna scold me."
"Spit it out Rashida."
"Shit, man you weren't my first choice, okay? I was kinda talking to somebody and uh, we were supposed to take this trip together. We had a fight and I gave him the middle finger because he was being controlling." I did a doubletake at the revelation that my fuck buddy had been dating someone.
"You were talking to somebody all this time?!"
"No, well not really at first; uhm, we were sort of working it out in the opening stages and I thought this weekend would be a nice start besides making some coin. We ain't did nothing if that's what you're asking; just kind of hanging out and talking. I mean, he definitely wants the draws, but was respectable enough to act like he didn't."
"What's his name."
"None of your business; it's private man."
"I been fucking you for a minute; we hooked up yesterday." Rashida grimaced giving my face a pinch that smarted and lingering long after her hand retracted.
"It wasn't official; like I said we were talking and uh, did a little bit of Netflix and chill at his place, heavy petting. But he was on the fence about my side hustle and our little argument pushed him back over that shit. He was kind of pissed when he found out about the video shoot; thought I was trying to make him a suitcase pimp."
"Do I know this guy?"
"None of your business?"
"Oh yeah, has Jaquan seen this guy?" Rashida's eyes flashed for a second giving me the answer I wanted non-verbally. I tossed her iPhone aside on my right.
"OKAY I'M CALLING JAQUAN!!" I fished out my trusty android suddenly finding Rashida Sikes in my lap trying to snatch my phone in a case of immediate DeJa'Vu.
"Yeah just what I wanted baby." My hand was clawing into her enormous derriere giving it a hungry squeeze. She looked shocked for a second, then snickered giving me a peck on the lips.
"You'll never get enough of this ass, will you daddy?"
"Don't tell your man; is he uh, bigger than me?"
"Shut up."
"Give me a fucking hint or you're gonna pay my hospital bills when I get jumped again. We've gotta work something out Rashida; you should've at least sent me a text when you started seeing somebody else."
"If it didn't work out, I wouldn't wanna lose my FWB; besides turns out that negro was just like my last boyfriend anyway. He all but called me a whore a few days ago because of my side hustle. I'm a business woman with my own little hole in the wall salon, employees and I make extra with the curves. He knew this shit beforehand, but got it twisted before he could even get the panties."
"Yeah I'm with you Rashida; screw that guy." I was intentionally weaselly and disingenuous letting my fingers do the walking all over her sixty plus inches of online fame.
"You think you're funny."
"Do I know this guy?"
"Shut up and play with this ass you fool." Before the weekend was over, I was getting some answers out of Ms. Sikes.
Rashida remained a beast in the gym working out regularly which left her with a slightly cut figure that looked really good on a poster. I'd worked out a calendar over the past few months under the radar figuring I'd finish up during the trip before springing it on her. My friend Phoebe, a mutual acquaintance was visiting her family during the last few months of her pregnancy freeing me from my obligations. I'd finagled a change in work shifts allowing me to join Rashida on this trip only to find out I wasn't her first choice. It stung a little, but I'd make the best of it.
"What hotel, or motel did the guys put you up at?"
"We're not staying at a hotel; we're gonna be kicking it at a condo." It was a little bit after ten in the morning as the car tooled down the freeway towards what looked like a series of really expensive high rise buildings.
"Uh, seems a bit much to do for background talent; are you secretly a rapper or something?" Rashida chortled while my hand remained planted in the center of her huge donk lightly tugging on the skimpy thong hidden underneath her wafer thing clothing. She'd wrapped a jacket around her lower waist as we left the airport. It didn't help much drawing attention to her ridiculous jiggle because of said thong.
"You saying I'm not worth it?"
"Stop it, just asking a question bitch." My fingertips dug into the too deep undercuff of her right buttock eventually getting a fistful of her meat.
"All questions will be answered once we get there." She noticed me raising a brow and responded by cupping my package.
"Rashida, can we do that thing we always do?"
"What thing-OH THAT!! We wouldn't be us if we didn't, huh daddy?" We started making out for a few moments then I broke the kiss.
"Hey, is your guy bigger than me?"
"Yes."
"Fuck me." I righted myself sort of pushing her back into a standard seating position which made her chuckle.
"So you're telling me we're not gonna do our thing while we're here in Miami?" Rashida's hand was resting flat on my crotch as she gave me a wink and a mischievous nod.
"Uhm, it's gonna be a game time decision." I answered unevenly making her laugh outloud.
Ten minutes later we were sitting in front of this mega high rise apartment building, well at least from my uninformed point of view as I peered out the window while Rashida hopped out of the car with no problem. I followed seconds later as the driver simply popped his trunk allowing me to retrieve our luggage with no help at all. The chubby guy returned Rashida's glare with an indifferent expression while I got my single pull on suitcase and my charge's following three much larger bags that seemed a bit much for a two day trip. Of course she didn't help me one bit instead going into her trusty satchel bag producing an envelope.
"HEY, NO HELP?!! RASHIDA?!! NO HELP OVER HERE?!!" I yelled after her as she walked away with the envelope, large bag slung across her shoulder.
"Know your role daddy." Rashida laughed playfully giving me a view of her unfettered cheeks jiggling all over the place from the simple walking motion alone. I glanced down finding that she'd draped her jacket over one of her large suitcases.
"Oh yeah, there will be consequences for this." I warned making her giggle.
"Whatever cookie monster; bring them bags up here while I figure this out."
I was puzzled awkwardly dragging the bags up a walk bordered on both sides by large transplanted bushes rooted into this nice rock garden full of bleached white and pink stones and pebbles. Up ahead Rashida was standing in front of this overly large rectangular door that looked like it was at least eight feet vertically. There was a nest camera conspicuously in the center of this oak door eye level. The owner of this building wanted people to know they were being watched at all times as I glance over finding dueling cameras mounted higher facing the entrance.
"Uh, I guess you just press this here like so." Rashida had a large plastic access card waving it in front of the door censor. There was no outward doorknob, only another metal rectangular piece of black bordered metal.
"A little too secure, don't you think?" I asked meekly as the sensor went from red to green followed by the door popping open with a robotic buzz.
"Oh, you haven't seen shit yet." Rashida commented holding the door open for me.
I stumbled into a narrow corridor finding a daunting extended stairwell before me. My suspicions were confirmed that we were entering the back of this high rise as I considered what it would take for me to drag all of our stuff up that extra-long stairwell. Rashida's satchel bag bonked me in the back of the head drawing my ire as I looked over ready to yell at my lazy muse.
"Elevator?" She waved that same access key in my face motioning towards an elevator at her rear.
"Bitch."
"Oh, so you wanna walk up all those stairs to the eleventh floor and shit?"
"NO!"
"Bring your ass negro." Rashida pressed the card against the sensor opening a vertically elongated lift for our use. I had some trouble stuffing the suitcases inside having to stack my bag atop one of her hard shell totes. Of course Rashida didn't lift a finger actually having the nerve to look irritated at the time it was taking me to load the car.
"Eh, you probably just wanted me to come along to carry your bags." I commented gruffly.
"Boop." Rashida glibly tapped the access key on the back of my head making me swat at her. She deftly avoided my lite wrath until the doors of the lift closed trapping us together. With no other recourse, I found myself staring at her online sixty plus inches of fame putting her thin cotton outfit to the test. The outline of her massive heart shaped butt was awesome with a section of her thong visible through the material.
"Damn you ain't never gonna leave it alone, are you?" Rashida didn't bother looking back acknowledging my hand roaming all over her monumental backside.
"Nope."
"Well, let's see if you feel the same way in a few minutes." She mentioned casually as an impromptu aside.
"What?"
"Nothing." Rashida replied with a low chuckle as the elevator doors opened piquing my curiosity. I was left standing there with my hand still outstretched where it had been palming her thunderous cheeks as she walked a few feet forward before turning with a directional motion of her hand.
"You know Rashida, it's okay if you wanna help me out with these bags, which are mostly yours."
"Nah, you got it daddy." She was walking further ahead in what amounted to a high walled narrow corridor with similar heavy oak doors, each with a nest camera embedded which made me feel like somebody was continuously watching.
"Hey Rashida, what is this place?"
"Apartments, I thought I told you that; this is uhm, a luxury condo bruh. Oh hey, guess our flat is at the end of the hall down there. You can go on ahead first daddy." She used that pet name so much I was thinking of changing my name legally. We always got side eyed in public, but Rashida didn't mind a bit.
"Hey you know, about our little thing...it's on baby. We're so doing it and you're gonna catch that hot fire."
"Yeah right, cry me a river and hurry up down there. It's condo uh, 1111 right there facing us."
"I can see it."
"Then why ain't you walking." It was my turn as she reached down giving my butt a vicious pinch when I passed by pushing the stacked luggage like it was on a dolly. I was fully invested in getting into the apartment and immediately gutting my muse and current foil on the business end of my junk. Rashida Sikes was getting tossed up like salad the first chance I got. We got it on all the time initially, but now had likely become too familiar even though we weren't a couple. I glanced back finding Rashida texting almost in the same place.
"You can't wait until we get settled before you get glued to your phone?" I nagged.
"Boy ain't nobody listening to you."
"How am I supposed to get into the apartment, huh?!"
"Knock." She actually flipped me the bird.
I grumbled under my breath dragging everything up to the door taking time to stack the luggage vertically while moderately knocking on the heavy door. I glanced back finding Rashida's back facing me as she texted completely screening me out of her bubble. I knocked a few more times starting to get angry intermittently looking back finding Rashida's badonkadunk staring me in the face as she apparently engaged in a war of words with persons unseen. I no-look knocked extremely loud in part to get her attention. The door opened on the third knock bringing with it a gust of cool air from the apartment interior as I turned about.
"Uh, oh sorry about that; I'm uh, with Rashida, Rashida Sikes standing right there on her phone, sorry." I fumbled an apology finding a woman staring intently at my face.
This woman was a bit shorter than me wedged into the cracked door looking at me through these big blocky glasses that you usually saw on old folks. It was an odd contrast to her rounded, dare I say almost cupid-like youthful features. This baby faced woman had a short wicked looking bob haircut cut close and shaped with contour lines, really high and wild on top. Suffice it to say, the style didn't match the adorable babyface underneath. From what I could see, she was wrapped in a big fluffy terrycloth robe from the neck down.
"No tengo toda la mañana para estar parado aquí mirando tu cara de tonto. ¿Estás adentro o jodido? " She sounded grumpy giving me the impression I'd probably awakened our weekend host from sleep. I couldn't tell if she was Mexican or likely, Cuban ethnically speaking. She had a very soft olive colored skin tone.
"Oh uh, no habla ingles?" I did my best on quick notice putting my high school sophomore Spanish teacher to shame.
The door slammed in my face with a pronounced thud. The shockwave knocked over Rashida's bags.
"HEY RASHIDA GET OFF THAT PHONE!! WE GOT SHUT OUT!!" I was ignored, deciding to leave the suitcases spilt over in front of the door.
I hurried back down towards the midpoint of the corridor worried that I might have offended the woman. Rashida was in the process of attempting to call someone looking seriously irritated as she glanced back at my stressed countenance. Never mind I was making enough noise to wake the dead in that ultra-secure building. She pivoted phone still to her ear audibly ringing power walking by me with a swipe of her arm. Rashida walked to the door waving the access key in front of the lock getting a green light and pleasant sounding chime as she entered the apartment.
The door slammed shut a second time with a heavy thud.
"What the fuck?" I mumbled under my breath standing in the middle of that narrow corridor. I felt three feet tall experiencing a long forgotten memory akin to my first day of high school. The door at the end of the corridor opened with Rashida's head appearing. She was glaring at me.
"HEY DADDY, YOU GONNA BRING THE SHIT INSIDE OR ARE YOU CAMPING OUT THERE?!!" I did a doubletake at the lack of respect.
"Coming." I stomped down the rest of the way angrily snatching up all of the luggage. Rashida was kind enough to leave a rubber wedge to hold the thick security door open as I dragged everything inside.
I found her sitting on a black leather bench just inside the door with the phone still pressed against the side of her head. It was a nice little alcove, a bottleneck architecturally with paneled walls leading into an open floor plan awash in angelic white. To my immediate left was another door with a stainless steel door handle looking like something you'd find in a public building like a hospital. I almost tried it remembering myself as I noticed the wall to my right was shorter ending at what appeared to be an open kitchen with an island type counter.
Rashida was listening to her phone getting voicemail which pissed her off resulting in more manic texting. I really didn't know what to do with myself walking to the end of the wall. I could hear a food processor loudly blending up something finding the Spanish woman standing on the opposite side of the island counter. She was still staring blankly at my face without word.



"Uh hello, and uh, sorry about what happened outside your door there, uh ma'am?" I stopped short of asking a second time whether she spoke English or not knowing Rashida didn't speak a lick of Spanish either. The blinking static look on her too cute babyface was burning a hole in me like a laser beam.
"YOU BETTER PICK UP YOUR PHONE AND STOP PLAYING WITH ME!!" Rashida bellowed distracting me as she leaned over still favoring the phone pressed against her ear. I glanced back finding the woman busy pouring what looked like yogurt into a black mug with some writing on its surface. The island counter was almost like a takeout counter as she set the cup in front of me without word still holding the pitcher.
"Oh, thanks ma'am." I gingerly picked up the mug taking a drink. My tastebuds exploded from the tasty, decidedly tropical concoction. It was cool and sharp with bits of strawberry and kiwi visibly mixed into its shake like consistency.
"This is REALLY GOOD MA'AM!! Rashida would you like a drink of this?" She waved me off still lost in her own drama which was fast embarrassing me. Ms. Sikes was the only person who knew this woman and I was clueless. I started to figure maybe this woman might be a housekeeper or something.
"Yeah, really good miss; guess I'll uh, have a seat." She just stood there looking at me in a way that made me feel like an idiot. I walked away like the village idiot with the cup in both hands like a kid planting my dumb butt next to Rashida.
"OH HELL NAW!! I KNOW YOU DIDN'T!!" I got a brief glimpse of her phone finding that Rashida Sikes was indeed corresponding with someone in real time.
It had to be her potential guy mentioned earlier. There were other concerns to be had as I tried to place a hand on my FWB's shoulder only to have it batted away. Rashida jumped up walking out the front door letting it slam loudly. She wanted to continue her drama out of view as I looked over finding the supposed housekeeper pouring herself the rest of that morning power drink. It was odd being left there with us just sitting there facing one another.
"Cheers?" I raised my mug with this overly anxious smile.
She slowly downed the cup staring at me the whole time making me uncomfortable enough to look down into my own empty mug. I thought to place it on the counter but was reticent of making any sudden movements that would alarm her. We were strangers after all. I honestly didn't know what to do next just looking at my own feet. I heard the sound of the plastic pitcher being washed out in the sink followed by the woman's heavy footfalls.
"Oh, entonces ya no sabes quién soy, ¿eh, payaso?" There was something familiar in her tone as I glanced up.
"OH MY GAWD!!" The housekeeper's big fluffy robe had been dropped to the floor at my feet.
I found myself sitting there looking at a parody of a human body, the true definition of pear shaped narrow shoulders riding down to a cinched waist flaring outward into something that made me feel like a teen again. Less than a foot away from me was the biggest peachy looking butt I'd ever seen in recent memory. This thing was sitting there looking unreal comparison in size vertically to my torso and part of my pelvis. This was beyond Rashida's own enormous badonkadunk supported by thick meaty thighs over some muscular calves and tiny feet. She even had some nice defined ankles as my eyes settled on a distinct set of tattoos.
There was a praying hands tattoo behind her right shoulder and one tramp stamp written in what I knew to be the made up Klingon language. This Spanish woman was thick, but "Dat Ass" had me shook as a chime rung in my head.
"Shawnee?"
"Oh so now you know me, huh payaso?" My eyes were as big as saucers. This was my discovery (Mrs. WTF?!!) from almost a year earlier.
"I uh, can't believe it; I didn't even recognize you." I was astonished.
"Good."
Shawnee squatted with surprising quickness snapping up her robe draping it over her shoulder with flair as she walked away with attitude. I barely noticed she was wearing a tiny sheer sports bra and seamless string thong enchanted by the tight, barely muted jiggle of her gigantic buttocks. Shawnee stopped with her hand on the handle leading to her presumed bedroom looking at me still in shock for a few seconds. Turned in profile like she was, I noticed what looked like a new pair of sloping DD breasts barely contained by her top. The door slammed again with the light on its panel going from green to red accompanied by the sound of a lock turning.
"What-the fuck?" I lightly mouthed realizing the complete body transformation that had occurred.
It was Shawnee Thompson at least two sizes and a half smaller while maintaining the partial measurements that made her one of the founding pillars of the first adult website I'd ever built. Back in the day I was directed to her by another of my models, Porsha Simms. They were acquaintances supposed friends when Shawnee, a perennial slacker at the time interested in making passive income, made the plunge. In her original form, this Puerto Rican woman had a show stopping mountain of an ass that made everyone who saw it say..."WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!"
It only made sense to christen her Ms. WTF in retrospect.
I sat there looking at the opposite wall before noticing the cup in my hand. I went into the kitchen noticing everything was brand new and cutting edge. This luxury apartment was somewhat modular this room being designed for maybe two people at most with the island counter functioning as a surrogate kitchen table. There was a white stool off to the side that I seriously doubted would hold that massive ass of Shawnee's independent of the rest of her body. The change in her appearance was that drastic that I failed to recognize a woman I'd slept with on quite a few occasions.
She'd washed the pitcher leaving it upside down in the deep double sink as I considered washing out my own cup to be a good guest. I set the mug on the kitchen counter looking over my shoulder at the adjacent living room finding a sight that made me feel like I'd accomplished nothing in my life. Shawnee Thompson had a panoramic view of the city below on one side of high paneled windows that started from the floor to the roof. The immediate opposite side of the room faced the ocean. I wandered into the white carpeted living room peering down at the beach.
"WHAT IS THIS SHIT?!!" Rashida opened the door within earshot finding the luggage still just inside. I kept looking down at the beach as she made some noise behind me.
"You're welcome; how come you didn't tell me about Shawnee?"
"I thought you'd like the surprise; well, she didn't actually want me to say anything because she wasn't gonna be here." Rashida admitted.
"So uh, we were gonna stay a weekend in her place and you'd never tell me?"
"Stop being so dramatic; I thought you were messing around and pretending you didn't know who she was. I mean, can't you recognize a woman you done ran up in too many times to count? Damn, have you been with that many girls daddy?"
"Damn, you saw her Rashida." I turned finding my muse and current running buddy going through one of her smaller hard shell totes removing a portable charger battery. I really was an afterthought in this moment as she noticed me looking.
"Hey, you good bruh? I mean, thanks for taking care of the bags. Look at the Brightside, you two have a lot of catching up to do." A pang of crippling guilt washed over me as the sound of a deadbolt being turned alerted us followed by the opening of the heavy interior door leading to the bedrooms.
Shawnee reappeared wearing a pair of baggy denim overall shorts. A white t-shirt covered her torso and I could make out the outline of a bodysuit underneath. It was an ensemble designed to lessen her considerable back porch giving one not in the know that she was just another chunky female. She wore a raw hem bucket hat also made of denim. Her appearance was tantamount to a Clark Kent level disguise as she regarded both of us focusing on Rashida.
"Hola chica, es bueno tenerte aquí el fin de semana." Shawnee greeted her warmly in her native language as my mind wandered back in time to their inaugural meeting which went over about as well as water mixed with oil could.
"Girl you know I don't speak none of that Spanish shit; come here!!" Both women ran to one another hugging in a deep embrace like they were the best of friends as I recalled talking Shawnee down from shanking Rashida on sight. Both of them had a first meeting akin to Godzilla vs Kong which made me chuckle drawing their collective attention.
"What you laughing at payaso?"
"Yeah, what's so funny?" Rashida added.
"I think hell just froze over; do I get a hug?" I gestured arms outstretched.
"Nah, I'm good." The energy in the room was different as she turned walking into the kitchen looking around noticing my uncleaned mug. Shawnee ran some water opening a cabinet for some dishwashing liquid. We watched her meticulously clean the mug noticeably setting it aside on the counter.
"Hey I ain't got no maid so you gotta clean up after yourself around here. I keep things tight in my place and if you don't like it, you can hit up that Days Inn motel homeboy. I don't clean up after no fucking man, you got it, eh?" Rashida shot me a look knowing my personality when I felt disrespected.
"Where's that Days Inn?" Shawnee turned facing me wiping her hands with a paper towel.
"Five miles away, make sure you use an uber or something because it's a little wicked over there. A lightweight like you will get tossed up by the homies down there. You can google that shit, I've gotta get ready for class if you don't mind payaso."
"That ain't my name."
"OH YEAH, I HEARD ABOUT THAT!! YOU'RE CALLING YOURSELF UH, THE EDUCATED SIMP, RIGHT?!! Now, ain't that the truth dawg. Now if you'll excuse me, I have things to do." Shawnee walked away leaving Rashida in an uncomfortable situation as the bedroom doors closed loudly. We were left alone again as I processed things.
"Oh come on, we just got here. Shawnee just messing with your head." Rashida tugged at my arm.
"Right, I'm gonna take care of a few things; you think it's okay for me to sit on her couch here, or do I need to cop a squat on the floor in a corner?"
"I think you guys should work it out." Rashida advised.
"I don't feel like working it out." I got my phone out following Shawnee's advice googling that shit as she advised. My running buddy and current FWB was at an obvious loss for words as the door opened again with Shawnee sticking her head out.
"Hey puta, come on back here so I can get you set up in your room before I go." Shawnee sounded light and friendly when talking to Rashida who looked at me like I was being left out of reindeer games or something. I watched her slowly join Shawnee at the end of the corridor. The former Ms. WTF took Rashida's luggage inside what was to be a shared space leaving me standing there alone as the door slammed.
"Okay then, I'm gonna get this show on the road." I muttered to myself finding the motel online making a discounted reservation. I could hear the muffled talk and spirited laughter coming from the other side of the door as the women got along famously. I huffed making a mental note to book a separate flight home independent of Rashida Sikes. I angrily gathered up my things unlocking the door getting a robotic voice from what I assumed was Shawnee's security system.
[DOOR OPEN!] was followed by three loud chimes similar to the one I heard upon entering the apartment. Shawnee cracked the door staring at me with this static expression which made me determined to "grey rock" the living shit out of her for the last few remaining seconds of our all too and thankfully brief reunion.
"Heading out payaso?" This time I had time to gather my wits calling up some bare bones Spanish I remembered from days long past.
"Sí, me voy de aquí, culo gordo. Que tengas una buena vida." I insulted in acidic fashion with a hand on the door handle.
Shawnee surprisingly chuckled instead of responding in kind opening the door wider. I saw Rashida standing behind her a few feet away in what appeared to be her guest bedroom. The apartment was weirdly designed making this portion of the home almost a separate living space. Shawnee leaned against the door arms folded.
"Hey, can you do me a favor before you leave?"
I was incredulous at the question considering her demeanor as Rashida got out of her clothes revealing this skimpy hot pink thong as the sole piece of underwear on her body. I wondered if it was a thirst trap designed to intentionally open my nose and make me amenable to taking more abuse from the women, Shawnee in particular.
"Are you kidding, I'm out."
"I'll pay you man, and then you can tuck your tail between those narrow ass cheeks and run off to put a Band-Aid on your fucking ego. So, are uh, you gonna listen to your bruised pride or make a few dollars payaso?"
This was Shawnee Thompson more brash and in your face than I'd ever experienced. I got a little flash of it when our relationship went the way of the dinosaur almost a year earlier. She'd accused me of exploiting her after becoming a part of my enemy's inner circle albeit at great personal and mental cost. I suspected the reason for her attitude towards me but decided to get some of her money anyway.
"What do you want?" I tried to sound tough.
"Oh, right I've got a lot of packages coming today and uh, I need to run some errands besides going to class. Can you hang out here for a hot minute and gather them up for me hon?" I'm sure I reacted facially doing a double take.
"Serious?"
"Yeah, what'd you expect? I've got a little heat with management so we decided I could get my packages up here instead of downstairs at the front desk like everybody else. I just need somebody to put the shit inside my place while I'm out. Can you, do that for me?" There was a condescending tone in her voice wholly intentional.
"Sure."
"GOODIE, HEY COME ON RASHIDA; HE'S GONNA TAKE CARE OF THE PACKAGES!!" I glanced over Shawnee's shoulder seeing Rashida wearing a modest sundress checking her satchel bag. She seemed to feel me looking responding with an anxious smile acknowledging the tension.
Both women pushed past me. Shawnee was wearing some crew socks and timberlands completing her a rugged street look. Rashida bumped me as she passed stopping long enough to give me a peck on the cheek.
"I'll talk to her about stuff, okay?"
"Don't, leave her alone." To show there was no real animosity between us, I palmed Rashida's sixty plus inches of online fame.
"You keep my head blown up." Rashida smiled giving my cheek a pinch as Shawnee walked down the corridor without looking back.
"We still doing it Rashida?"
"If you don't get up in your feelings and fly home tonight." She knew me well walking down the corridor towards the elevator where Shawnee stood waiting.
"Bitch."
I pushed the door closed noticing I'd been left without the access key realizing my stomach was grumbling. My eyes settled on the door leading to the compartmentalized bedrooms and the fact I had no way of getting inside to use the bathroom. I started to panic considering running after them, but Shawnee and Rashida had to be at least at the foot of the building if they used the elevator. Going after them would leave me locked out at the mercy of an unfamiliar environment. I dialed up Rashida going straight to voicemail a few times before I realized she was probably on her phone or had turned it off. I didn't have Shawnee's number.
"Shit."
I looked about scratching my head noticing what looked like a utility closet with a small knob shaped door handle that looked made for a small kid. I had a bit of difficulty turning it but found myself looking at an extremely cramped bathroom consisting of a toilet right in front of the door, an undersized sink and standup shower with no curtain. In fact it looked more suitable for a janitor to fill his mop bucket than for a person's use.
"Thank god for small favors." I walked back to the kitchen fishing out my phone again dialing up a friend.
"Wow I'm flattered, unless this is just some friendship clout chasing; if it is I'll have you know my immediate family is keeping me suitably occupied."
"I didn't call for no attitude; I'll tell you that much."
"WHAT'S WRONG?!! SOMEBODY MESSING WITH YOU?!!" Phoebe's instant aggressive tone was a godsend to my ego.
"No, just wanted to uh, hear your voice."
"Oh yeah, well hit me up on facetime." Phoebe challenged in maternal fashion.
"Why I gotta do that?"
"HIT ME UP ON FACETIME, RIGHT NOW!!" Phoebe shouted making me capitulate quickly as I tried to check my expression.
She was currently on the west coast visiting with her family for the last few months of her pregnancy after having a rough time of things at home with her closeted husband Oliver and unfortunate baby daddy Bentley. That guy couldn't catch a break post cheating on my friend. We'd managed to convince Oliver I wasn't the baby' daddy which left him now in pursuit of Bentley with threats of child support court and a possible alienation of affection suite if he didn't make good with the wife, his best friend and lifetime beard. In short, Bentley was screwed.
"YEP! Somebody's fucking with you alright; and don't ask me how I know because whenever somebody ruffles your feathers I get that look." Phoebe appeared on the face of my phone apparently sitting in her old bedroom from the look of things. She was wearing this top or dress which looked like some flowery smock I beautician would wear.
"What look?"
"Sad puppy dog, hangdog slack chin with a drippy smile which tells me one of your lady friends is being difficult. Alright who is it this time and hurry up before my dad intrudes on my boudoir with his walker. He'd going into Alzheimer's but the part of him that was smothering seem untouched."
"PHOEBE!!"
"Sorry, hormones all over the place and a unyielding sense of ickiness about me. Honestly I should've got you over before I got on the plane, fuck what those doctors say. Now I'm lacking sexually speaking, and you know how ridiculously horny I get now. Well, I met a nice fella down at the corner store, but I don't think I can make the hard sell. Not a lot of guys are into uh, pregnant cougars still holding a bun in the oven. At least not the normal ones, just a bunch of creeps."
"Oh wow, tell me more Phoebe." I dead panned as she unconsciously ranted.
"Well maybe I can wing it a little, you know like, flash the cleavage and stuff. I mean, he's been kind of checking me out when I went in there with my cousin the other day. I know if I get his cock in my mouth then it's a wrap. He'll plow the shit out of me and we can be. Like really careful. He'd be my second Latin guy. My late boyfriend was uhm, my first...Ah shit, the memories are coming back. Damn, my tits are so swollen right now. I wish you could suck'em for me."
"Phoebe I've got another female mad at me for supposedly abandoning her. But it's different this time because she turned on me first and goddamn Rashida knew that, but she still tricked me into flying out to Miami!" Nagging sanity dictated I interrupt her scatterbrained ranting.
"Did you screw her too?"
"It's Ms. WTF."
"OH THAT GIRL WITH THE MONSTER BOOTY, IS THAT RIGHT?!! I THOUGHT YOU TOLD ME SHE DISAPPEARED?!!" An avid viewer of my adult site especially these days, Phoebe knew exactly who I was talking about. We both knew she was on orders to keep it down with the sexual activity after we'd spent a weekend doing everything under the sun and testing boundaries that would've had me assaulted by any normal respectable person not in the know.
"She's uh, quite different these days; hey you remember this old movie called Seconds?" Like myself, Phoebe was a connoisseur of old movies and television shows.



"Oh yeah, that's the one where Rock Hudson gets like, all over plastic surgery to look young again. OH SHIT, ARE YOU SAYING...?!!"
"Yeah, it's on that level and since I'm here this little bitch thinks she'd gonna use me as her fucking emotional tampon. "
"You got a picture of her?"
"PHOEBE!"
"Well I'm just saying I'd like to see how she turned out, maybe get the name of her plastic surgeon?"
"Come on, I thought you were supposed to be helping me."
"I am, you aren't talking about what she did to make you mad enough to call my bloated ass, so that's one for me in the win column the way I see it. Now, I want you to get a pic of her and the number of her doctor because I'm definitely gonna need a touchup after this baby arrives."
"Anything else, like a lock of her hair?" I replied sarcastically making Phoebe laugh. Suffice it to say, this woman literally had a Betty Rubble type laugh.
"Don't be that way, besides you're gonna end up sleeping with her anyway."
"No I'm not."
"Yes you are; are you forgetting who you are and have been for over a year now? You guys are gonna be turd flinging monkeys for a little bit, have some kind of big blowup and then end up screwing the stuffing out of one another between the sheets. You can't change your nature." It felt like she was making fun of me, but I also knew her raging hormones were fueling her responses to my situation.
"Bullshit."
"I'll bet you a thousand dollars that you end up knee deep in that monster ass of hers before the week is over."
"Cut it out."
"Oh so you're saying I'm right?"
"I ain't saying nothing."
"Then why are we talking pussy? Aw man just go fuck her and make her part of your little clique again. Geez, you're such a man-gyna these days. Lighten the fuck up and stop wasting my time. You know you're gonna fuck her anyway and then when I ask you about it, you're gonna get that dumbass look on your face." Phoebe's hormones were spiking. She always became a whirlwind of varying emotion when this happened.
"I AIN'T FUCKING HER!!"
"Then bet money, REAL FUCKING MONEY!!" Phoebe challenged again making me growl.
"OKAY!!"
"We're betting?"
"Yeah.
"EASIEST THOUSAND DOLLARS I EVER MADE!!" Phoebe started whooping and chortling really loud as I noticed some movement in the background. In seconds I realized that I was looking at her father who seemed to be taking in the whole conversation making me smirk.
"Phoebe?"
"Yes, what is it my betting mark?" She was gloating.
"Can I see them?"
"Huh?"
"The titties." She stopped laughing in my face getting rosy in the cheeks with a hand pressed to her bosom.
"Where'd that come from?"
"They must be huge by now; you know bigger than the last time we did it? I can't see anything; just show me some titty baby." Phoebe flushed crimson with both hands pressed into her bust. She was visible from the top of her head to just below her shoulders. Her father leaned into the door. I gathered maybe Phoebe was sitting on a stool or the floor from his elevated vantage point.
"Well, okay I guess it's alright between us; you can take some screen shots to jerk off if you want. I'm gonna need a dick pick if I can't score here, okay? Man. My boobs are so swollen and sore. I wish you were here to suck my titties and maybe fuck'em a little."
"You gonna show me?"
"Oh sure, here you go; luckily, I took off my maternity bra an hour ago because they were hurting so bad." Phoebe jostled about in her seat unaware her father was standing now just inside the open doorway of her room. There was this glint in his eye that made me want to alert her, but I needed the burn since she called me out. The screen shook as she set the phone down giving me a view of her massive chest hidden behind a flowered muumuus.
"Oh yeah, hurry up girl; show me those titties."
"Here you go babe." Phoebe replied breezily in an infantile tone gathering up handfuls of the billowy material covering her torso. I didn't have the nerve to tell her this particular top looked as if it had been stolen from Pennywise the clown.
"WHOA!"
Phoebe had indeed gone up another size or two presenting me with two big semi-paled melons that filled up the facetime screen of my simple android phone. Her erect nipples were covered by maternity pasties now too small leaving their circumference surrounded by her darkened saucer sized nipples. Phoebe cupped the undersides giving them a healthy squeeze. True to her words, streams of lactation ran freely from under the pasties.
"PHOEBE GAWD-DAMMIT WHAT THE HELL, ARE YOU DOING?!!" His hand collided with the back of her head in a mostly ceremonial slap designed to demonstrate his anger. Phoebe shrieked as my view became skewed facing the carpet in her bedroom.
"FATHER, WHAT'RE YOU DOING IN HERE?!!"
"MY DAUGHTER'S GOT HERSELF ONE OF THOSE ONLY FANS THINGIES!!" The elderly man yelled half coughing while Phoebe squawked and whined cutting the feed. My end of things went black, but I laughed for a few minutes receiving a follow up text with a devil emoji. It seems, Phoebe realized my prank.
I was thankfully distracted by the doorbell as more angry texts came in scolding me. I found a delivery guy there peeking through the high-tech peep hole which was designed to give one a top to bottom curvilinear view of the corridor just outside the door. I was given the impression Shawnee was a bit paranoid regarding her home besides the already demonstrated micromanagement of her kitchen.
I was aware of her "work" on the down low but knew I probably wouldn't be able to ask her about it due to our immediate acrimonious reunion.
A large rectangular object wrapped in brown paper was delivered first. I was curious enough to mess with it figuring out a framed photo lay in wait underneath. Almost immediately two more packages arrived which I determined to be art supplies. I strolled back into the living room taking stock of the surroundings finding some shelving there with a few sparse items that seemed to belong to her. I found a cracked Rolex watch and what appeared to be a solid gold lighter flanking a plexiglass framed certificate of completion.
Shawnee Thompson had gotten her G.E.D.
I was curious sort of scared and apprehensive that she continued her work probably now as some ort of high class call girl for people enamored of the plus sized and thick. After being mentally shattered in the past, Shawnee had taken to sex work in the sun shine state and seemed intent on never returning to our mutual hometown. Despite the trappings it was decidedly a weary path traveled along the low road that probably led to this luxury apartment. The doorbell rang again with another package being delivered or so I thought.
"Who are you?"
I found myself being question upon sight by this big jacked up guy in workout clothes who looked to be of Polynesian descent. This dreadlocked guy looked like Jason Mamoa's fucking stunt double with half of his face sporting some menacing looking tribal tattoos.
"A visitor." I replied even keeled cursing myself internally for not looking through the peep hole. There was no way I was making that mistake a second time if I didn't get my arm ripped off and used as a club to beat me to death.
"No really what are you doing here and does Shawnee know you're up in her place?!" He was more insistent this time.
"And you are, sir?"
"I'm the guy who's gonna be kicking your ass if anything's happened to my girl. You gonna have to come up off some I.D. at the very least." My ego was spiked again taking my rational side hostage in a chokehold.
"You security or something?"
"You gonna wish security were here; is she in here? Where's she at dude, huh? You needs to speak up in the next three seconds before I get to dumping on your ass right up in this doorway! Screw that, I'm coming inside!"
The guy placed the flat of his hand on the door half ignoring me looking right at the secure bedroom doors. I was prepared to go down with the Titanic when he surged forward but stopped short when he noticed my luggage just inside the doorway.
"OH, YOU'RE WITH RASHIDA, RIGHT?!!" His mood changed drastically.
"Yeah."
"Aw man I'm so sorry about getting alpha with you but there were so many red flags when you just opened up the door like you lived here. My name's Koa Venegas and I'm Shawnee's personal trainer, and sometimes friend. You just never know with her from one day to the next." We shook hands as I secretly breathed a sigh of relief introducing myself.
We made small talk as the last of Shawnee's packages arrived.
"Hey Koa, how do you know Rashida?"
"I met her last time she was here a while back when Shawnee was just starting her training with me. She'd just had her rhinoplasty and was a little shaky. She confided in us that she was humiliated after getting rolled by some skinny woman she used to work with. Shawnee was already really fragile so I offered them some self defense courses but their friend nixed the idea. It was weird because that female acted like she was their mother or something."
"Ah forget about her, she ain't around anymore." I commented cutting him off before he could say her name.
"Yeah there was something really off about her energy even though she was wifey material."
"Wifey material in hell." I cut in monotone making him chuckle.
"So, if you wanna hang out we can go out to some clubs with the ladies; how long have you been dating Rashida?"
"Oh no bruh, I'm just a FWB and personal valet this weekend; actually I'm more of a personal valet than anything else."
"Wishful thinking?" He commented.
"How long uh, with you and Shawnee?" I shot back casually getting a visual denial as he answered.
"It's a miracle just getting her out for a bite, much less a date. I mean, I kinda wanted it but then it would be sort of weird because of our trainer-trainee relationship. Back when we first started I had a really hard time getting her to believe I wasn't trying to get into her pants. Then we just sort of uh, drifted into the friend zone."
"Sorry, that sounds brutal."
"Yeah I guess, but I ended up getting back with my girl." Koa produced his phone showing me a pic of this ridiculously attractive Cuban woman with two very small children.
"Oh, you're married?"
"Been separated for a minute, but we're working it out. Funny, my wife thought Shawnee was the other girl for a minute, even tried running up on her. I had to cut back on some of our training sessions you know? Happy wife, happy life right buddy?"
"That's what they want you to think." I replied without hesitation making him laugh and pat me on the back.
"Man, I think you've got an old soul; wanna exchange numbers?"
"No homo?"
"Don't spoil it; I've got at least five women actively stalking me right now bro." We both chuckled and fist bumped exchanging numbers.
"Well, I'm gonna be going to the Days Inn down the way a bit; I'll call you up after I get a bite."
"Man don't go down there, it's a shit show and you're definitely gonna get rolled by some of our more colorful locals. Let me guess, Shawnee's giving you hella attitude, huh?"
"You must be psychic."
"Man, I almost ghosted her in those first few weeks because of the attitude; then, we just uh, got along. Sometimes I still think she's suspicious of me. A lot of guys just see one thing when it comes to Shawnee and it gets to her; really bothers her on a serious level. I taught her to channel those feelings into her workout regimen."
"And did a damn good job of it too; I didn't even know her when I got here today."
"But you knew her beforehand and knowing is half the battle. Look, I'm gonna get going to another appointment before she comes home and finds me in her place. That's a big no-no unless you're invited. Dude, just tough it out and DON'T go to that motel."
"I don't know, she's uh already getting on my nerves."
"Don't sweat it, just give her time to warm up to you; Shawnee's been through a lot and she's still damaged. Hey if it doesn't work out, you and Rashida can hit me up. I'll make sure you guys get someplace nice to stay for the weekend."
"Rashida is just fine; it's me she don't like." Koa chuckled checking his phone as I considered his words. If he hadn't mentioned my running buddy Ms. Sikes, I would've been worried he was hitting on me.
"Alright man,, I'm gone." I saw him out thinking over everything we discussed as I dialed up Rashida.
"HELLO?!!" I was immediately undated by the sound of some Latin sounding music as well as my charge's booming voice along with loud ambient chatter. Most of the background voices were speaking Spanish.
"WHEN YOU GETTING BACK?!!" I was obliged to shout so that she could hear my voice.
"Oh SHIT, LET ME CALL YOU BACK DADDY!!" She ended the call abruptly akin to slamming a door in my face for the second time. This triggered the hell out of me as I realized how fast I'd become the ugly duckling. I felt this charge of electric tinged rage flush through my body nearly flinging my phone against the wall before I caught myself.
"No, remember who you are and how you came to be." I told myself huffing walking about in a circle in the living room. Without a key I was effectively trapped inside this luxury high rise. This left me very little wiggle room effectively challenging me to make my choice to stay or leave.
"I gotta get my money." I remembered Shawnee owed me some coin for being there to collect her packages.
Since I was alone, I decided to make the best of the situation and find my inner grey rock before the women returned. Phoebe was the last person I'd allowed to get out of pocket and that was mostly due to her pregnancy. We didn't really have any bad blood between us unlike the two women who I presently keeping company with.
"No matter what, at least I'll make a grand." I remembered the bet with Phoebe as I undressed and squeezed into the inconvenient bathroom outside the closed off bedrooms.
I lathered up still thinking about that crazy sex filed weekend with a passion starved mother to be and all the drama that ensued. Still finding humor in getting Phoebe in trouble with her parent, I got cheeky lathering up stroking my cock to full hardness with my android filming in tight closeup. I'd never sent a dick pic before much less a video. Phoebe was indeed highly charged sexually speaking so I ramped up my actions putting some effort into it using her as my jerk off fuel until I shot a few ropes of cum hitting the tiled wall under the shower head.
"No hard feelings, I hope." I pressed send hoping she appreciated it.
My phone started ringing as I was drying myself off. Luckily, I'd had the foresight to pack some towels mostly out of habit. My android continually rang as I snapped it up finding Phoebe's number staring me in the face.
"Hello?"
"WHO IS THIS SENDING THIS FILTH TO MY DAUGHTER?!! I'M GONNA FIND YOU BUDDY WITH MY TWELVE GAUGE!! MY DAUGHTER IS NOT A PERVERT YOU BUM!! ARE YOU THE LOSER WHO GOT HER KNOCKED UP, HUH?!! COME OVER HERE AND I'LL PUT ONE ON YOUR GLASS JAW BOY!! HOW DARE YOU!! WHAT'S YOUR NAME, I'LL COME TO YOU!!" I grimaced at the booming sound of Phoebe's angry father.
"GIMME THAT PHONE!! YOU CAN'T JUST SNATCH IT OUT OF MY HAND LIKE THAT?!!" Phoebe yelled as I heard the sounds of a scuffle along with some shouting and knocked over furniture in the background.
"THIS IS MY LITTLE GIRL'S PHONE!! YOU HARLOT!! YOU'D BETTER NOT HAVE MY PHOEBE INVOLVED WITH THIS TRIFLING NIGGA BENTLEY!! I'M GONNA ERASE THIS, THIS PORNOGRAPHY!! MY PHOEBE IS A GOOD GIRL NOW!!"
"HENRY, THIS IS YOUR DAUGHTER!!" The third voice had to be Phoebe's mother.
"Daddy; you don't know me?" Things got uncomfortable real quick as I ended the call knowing it wasn't my place to listen.
I felt like an asshole.
Phoebe texted me saying that her father had been put to bed after receiving his medication. I knew she was going through it but wasn't surprised when she thanked me for the clip attaching a few pics of her swollen breasts in an unasked for trade. I decided I'd wait a day before following up with my friend.
Shawnee's fridge was expectantly bare bones especially after meeting her personal trainer. There wasn't much inside besides some bags of fruit a few containers of yogurt and bottled waters along with a few energy bars inside a plastic tumbler. It made sense considering what she was when we initially met. Shawnee was a verified couch potato almost continually eating which accounted for her whale like portions. She'd lucked out in that weight distribution leaving her with a hyper-zaftig figure that I'd first weaponized monetarily before she was wholesale exploited by another leading to this very apartment.
I got into some loose fitting sweats and an anime themed t-shirt going through one of the drawers on the island counter finding a plethora of flyers. After ordering up some local food I still checked the freezer finding what looked like popsicles seemingly vanilla flavor but quickly found the milky treat not to my liking trashing it before getting out my laptop. All of the televisions were behind the secure closed doors of Shawnee's bedrooms.
"Well, looks like its business as usual online at least." I plugged into a socket on the counter taking the stool.
Recent scenes involving a grifter I'd exposed where nominally popular, but Rashida Sikes a.k.a. Thunda was a perennial superstar driving up subscriptions enough that I made a note to call my accountant. At this point I was deceptively middle class economically speaking always looking for new ways to present the female talent on my website. My thoughts invariably drifted to Shawnee Thompson's former alter ego Ms. WTF. It was a thing of the past.
"I wonder if she'd treat you any differently." I pulled up some raw footage I'd shot in trade for payment to my recent "model" and fake cousin Sapphire. My habit of shooting tons of footage in a twenty-four hour period worked out in terms of making it look as if I was always shooting something new. Since nobody was around, it felt safe editing together a new scene for my growing viewers audience.
Sapphire Whyte's 46 1/2 inches were viewed walking the length of the alley at the back of my original house in her typically painted on daisy dukes. The loose watery jiggle of stretch marked cheeks made me wonder if most southern girls had this sort of nice, weathered looking butts. Her occupation as a stripper also factored in as my altered voice boomed loud enough from the laptop speakers making me use a headset.
"Hey what you doing round here?!!"
Seen from her twenty six inch waist downward, Sapphire ignored me walking along putting a little extra in her step to the added instrumental strains of "Int'l Players Anthem" by UKG playing at a fade in the audio background. I wanted to give her a sort of running theme consistent with her southern roots
"HEY?!! MS. LADY!! MS. LADY BITCH?!! YOU GON KEEP WALKING WHILE I'M FUCKING TALKING?!! MS. LADY BITCH?!!" My artificially deepened voice depicted a serious thug as I started moving forward at a clip just fast enough not to close the distance too quick.
The camera panned up her back view just as Sapphire glanced over her shoulders with a mischievous expression. Her dirty beauty had my inbox blowing up with claims that I'd found a way to go back in time and retrieve a prime version of retired porn starlet Sinnamon Love. I wondered if maybe they weren't related ancestorial in some respect, like a shared common great grandparent or something.
"YOU WALKING BITCH?!! YOU WALKING BUT YOU AIN'T TALKING WITH YO' BUM ASS!! HEY GIRL?!! MS. LADY?!!" The fictional thug sounded agitated and increasingly dangerous now closing the distance faster.
"Bands make me dance, bitch nigga." Sapphire replied whimsically looking directly into the camera flashing a middle finger.



"OH, IS DAT RIGHT MS. LADY BITCH?!!" The camera dipped low finding Demon's unloaded forty-five in my hand. My wrist was accessorized with rhinestone watch.
It was only an instant but long enough to sell the fiction. I made a point to add a barely visible watermark disclaimer about the nature of the shoot in this stage of the scene. I always made sure to have myself covered legally. Only the most anal, introverted shut-ins would comment on the scene's authenticity. Sapphire refused to scream in part due to her uncontrollably somber state of being, so I used audio from an old movie Night of the Living Dead where this woman was being shanked by the zombie of her daughter as the film concluded.
The sharp ragged jump cut depicted Andre 13.5 from the shoulder down serving as my stand-in with his face hidden behind a digital mosaic. Only really sharp viewers would notice the change of location to this bombed out garage in Demon's old neighborhood. My impromptu real thug producer provided security for the quick thirty minute shoot. It was an odd off kilter day which saw him end up briefly coupled with Sapphire.
"AW SHIT I'M SORRY!! AW FUCK YOU IN THEM GUTS NIGGA!! ALL IN THERE!! GET NOW!! YOU POKING INTO MA STOMACH MAN!! HIS SHIT IS FUCKING HUGE!! AW!! AW!! AW SHIT!! CAN'T YOU JUST CUM ALREADY?!!! FUCK!!"
The twentysomething grifter wasn't acting a lick genuinely responding to a alcohol fueled rage fuck from a sauced up Andre 13.5. My proficiency at getting the required shot was instinctual at this point. The audience was treated to a glistening bass boosted tour deforce of back shots from my contract player. Sapphire was held aloft by the waist and nothing else force to trust Andre to keep her from faceplanting on the jagged concrete. I used static shots of her discarded denim booty shorts as a transition tool.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" Sapphire was seen in a low camera angle next being force fed thirteen point five inches of thick curved meat. She was barely able to take a third with my hired stud experienced enough that his free hand was long stroking the rest towards her obscenely outstretched lips. This take ended with a ceremonial slap to her face with an abrupt jump cut.
"MUTHA' FUCKA!!" It was the one time Sapphire got legitimately angry with Andre, but he was zoned out in the sunken place at that moment. I took a moment from editing to retrieve my ordered takeout from the delivery guy partially haunted by memories of Andre's own forced indoctrination almost chronologically in tandem with Shawnee during that time.
I was obliged to use my own Wi-Fi unaware of Shawnee's password, which gave me time to reflect on our shared past. She'd "pimped" out her boyfriend from the jump, but then got triggered at the suggestion of bringing in Rashida so much so that she had a min panic attack upon seeing the other woman. Rashida's own acidic mentor rolled right over Shawnee ingulfing them both effectively killing what they had beforehand. I noticed her starting to change becoming more like her groomer but didn't interject as much as I should've.
Andre 13.5 was taken and turned into a living sex toy right before her eyes; then it was her turn to complete the process which she did in dramatic fashion.
"Niggas ain't shit." I repeated her mantra sitting there at the island counter eating my meal of Korean barbecue mixed with some Thai fried rice. There was no denying anything on either of our respective sides of the argument as the final upfront indoctrination including one Rashida Sikes degenerated into a tame version of Plato's Retreat.
"Fuck, let's get it done." I set my meal aside working diligently on the new scene also cobbling together a few trailers red band, explicit and tame for various social media accounts including Sapphire. I was sure she'd appreciate the extra revenue the scene would create in part when she was on furlough from her new hustle.
"UN!! UN!! UN!! TAKE THIS COCK!! DO YOUR FUCKING JOB THOT!! MAKE ME CUM BITCH!! UN!! UN!! UN!!" The tight closeup of Sapphire's watery jiggling cheeks slathered in excess baby oil was sure to drive fans crazy.
Andre's muscle meat had her box horrifically gaped. The woman was literally being resized during the shoot. He pulled out blasting wad after gooey wad of jizz all over her backside until it was dripping. Some would likely think he was doing number one on her weathered cheeks, but Andre 13.5 managed to jerk out a secondary wave that had the consistency of silly string before all else was done. Sapphire was left a hot mess afterwards.
I finished the clip in a little under forty five minutes noting that Rashida and Shawnee still hadn't returned. Shawnee and by proxy Rashida seemed to want me to feel excluded which steeled my resolve to hit them with a meteorite size chunk of grey rock ideology upon their return.
"I'll be unbothered, to the max."
I closed my laptop finding a seat on a white tufted rectangular ottoman adjacent to one of the windows which faced the ocean and beach below. The jet lag was starting to wear on me so I snagged a sofa pillow from her couch reclining watching videos on social media and generally relaxing. It felt like one I laid flat; my exhaustion started to truly catch up with me.
[DARKNESS]
"Come on, cut it out."
"I mean it, I'm trying to get a nap here girl."
"I'm serious, cut that shit out; it ain't funny."
"Move."
"GODDAMMIT RASHIDA!!" It felt like a boulder had been placed in my lap from the lower half of my abdomen to the midpoint of my pinned down thighs. I had to fight the sleep off to open my eyes barely getting accustomed to the partial dimness.
Shawnee's face was inches above mine.
She was sitting cowgirl atop my body pinning it to the ottoman. Her hands were pressing down on my shoulders while she assumed a split legged posture atop my prone body. The look on her face was somewhere between playful and irritated as she studied my features intently.
"Do you mind?"
"What; ain't this what you want payaso?"
"You can get up." Despite her drastic weight loss, Shawnee still felt as if she weighed a ton.
I felt something pressing into my chest tucking my chin looking down into her cleavage which was also now enhanced to the max. Shawnee Thompson my former Ms. WTF and owner of a disappointing pair of what could only credibly be known as "moobs" (Man-boobs) before, was now sporting something close to a pair of pneumatic 36DD's at the smallest. She could give pre-pregnancy Phoebe a run for her money with a perfectly sculpted pair of tits that made my cock surge underneath Shawnee's pelvis. She was wearing a black sheer Cami tank.
"Okay, very funny you can get off me now." The only reason I couldn't see her boobs through the wafer thin material was because she was pressed down mounting me.
"Oh, entonces ahora vas a decirme que no estás duro como una roca con mi coño caliente frotándose todo sobre tu jodida polla. Apuesto a que quieres que te folle tan fuerte ahora mismo. Quieres un poco de este coño ahora mismo, ¿no te parece tonto?"
Shawnee was speaking wetly into my ear as I felt her methodically grinding her slit against the underside of my thickened shaft in sawing fashion. She was essentially dry humping the shit out of me while I was pinned down immobile underneath her with nowhere to go. We both knew how painfully hard and ready I was to take her.
"I don't speak Spanish, you know that." My voice faltered a little betraying me.
"But you know what I mean so why don't you ask?" She smelled expensive like some powdery cotton candy.
"Ask what?"
Shawnee started grinding me harder using her still considerable weight to take me nearly to the edge from tactile touch alone. She knew just how to put a little extra into each inward arch of her lower back doing so much that my member was poking above the waistband of my pants. Her eyes never left mine as she pressed the issue again.
"How do you know if you don't ask?" Her breath was hot on my face. I found it hard to look away from her but tried noticing that she followed my movements so that I could see nothing else but her countenance.
"Okay you win." My hands rose handling her sides at the ribs, but she rose a bit capturing my wrists holding them right over my head. Simultaneously Shawnee gave me the deepest arch of her back that she could manage holding it there for a minute or two glaring into my eyes.
Shawnee righted herself sitting straight atop my crotch. She folded her arms letting her weight nearly push me through her expensive ottoman. Before I could react, she snatched up my tee exposing my abdomen and the head of my cock peeking over the top of the elastic waistband. It felt like I was on the verge of orgasming as she sucked the tip of her pointer finger. Shawnee pressed that pointer finger on my crown teasing the slit there.
"Well, I usually accept a donation of three racks but for you since we're old friends, I'll make you a deal. How about, twelve payaso?"
Shawnee dismounted giving me a view of her from head to toe as she backed away. Her lower half was covered with a pair of high waisted sheer briefs also black in color. Her bare mound was staring me in the face as she turned encountering Rashida who was standing there in a silken housecoat with a bonnet covering her head.
"Yall made up?" Rashida asked looking embarrassed at being present.
"Let's get ready, I wanna be there right after nine." Shawnee left us alone in the living room making things even more awkward as I was left with no choice but to cover my neglected member.
"Hey we found you sleep when we came in; uh, brought you some food but you already ordered. Shawnee tossed it in the trash, she's mad serious about keeping things clean around here. Your stuff is gone too, she threw it in the incinerator down the hall." I sat up feeling as stupid and thirsty as I looked.
"Why'd you bring me here Rashida, she hates me."
"Well, I thought maybe you two could, uh work it out." She adverted her eyes probably feeling just as dumb.
"What do you think now?"
Rashida walked over taking a seat beside me on the ottoman. My running buddy's shortened satin robe rode up exposing her stallion legs as she folded one over the other. She tugged at her matching bonnet eventually looking at my dejected profile.
"If you don't work it out tonight, then we'll both nope out of here to that motel you wanna go to after the party." She put a reassuring hand on my knee.
"Rashida, why do you want us to quote-unquote, work it out?"
"Because you forgave me."
"Huh?"
"Well, I uh, think Shawnee is way ahead of me in the forgiveness line. We're okay, I mean we're cool with one another and I never thought that would happen in a million years. You know what I did with the bullying and everything. Sometimes I think it was God's way of punishing me whenever I think about Yoli beating my ass."
"What if she just wants to stick it to me and nothing else?"
"I won't let that happen; and we'll take care of this later." Rashida no look planted a hand over my crotch giving my shaft a squeeze between her fingers.
"Where are we supposedly going?"
"Oh yeah, well in case you don't know, Shawnee's got security cams all over this place so she saw Koa up in her house. She blew up on him over the phone, but they hashed it out with us ending up invited to a house party tonight."
"Well, I don't know how I feel about that; maybe you two should go without me."
"You're coming daddy; I bought you some clothes too."
"WHAT?!" Rashida stood up over me offering both hands getting me to follow her lead as she looped an arm.
"You got yourself ten to fifteen minutes before we head out; just play it cool tonight no matter what Shawnee does. We'll hash it out first thing in the morning, but we, meaning you and I collectively, are going to this fucking party tonight. Koa really wants to kick it with you daddy."
"Alright." Rashida let go of me at the bathroom door which had a nice black shirt and tan slacks hanging on the knob. She waved her access key in front of the automatic lock leading into the ladies quarters glancing back at me.
"Rashida?"
"Yeah?" She looked back.
"Let me see it."
She gave me a cocky half smile hiking up her robe giving me a view of her rich chocolate sixty plus inches of online fame. That maximum badonkadunk was accessorized with a stark white bikini bottom that looked decadent.
"You're a whole snack."
"Save it for later."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Sydney was quiet. She hadn't made one sound throughout.
"Who's Vickie?"
"My girlfriend." I sat in the lazy boy with both hands on the arms of the chair looking at Sydney as she stood up and walked towards the bathroom with a pigeon toed gait, stopping to glance over her shoulder at my face.
"Girlfriend?"
"Yeah." She turned back around leaning against the room's dresser a foot away from the open adjoining door looking at me incredulous.
"You've got a girlfriend? Let me process; you have a girlfriend that you snuck out on in the middle of the night, probably that Thunda person; snuck out to come here and fuck me, but you're still thinking about her while you're knee deep in my fucking ass. Damn nigga, you really know how to make a girl feel wanted."
"Wrong."
"Oh, you don't have a girlfriend? You didn't just blow my back, and ASS out while calling me by her motherfucking name; is that what you're telling me goddammit?!"
"I do have a girlfriend, but I didn't sneak out tonight."
"WHAT, IS THIS SOME POLY BULLSHIT YOU'RE ON, HUH?!!"
"No."
Sydney's green eyes fluttered profusely as she rocked her head horizontally tucking her chin rolling her shoulders before having another stab at our back and forth.
"Nigga, where's your girlfriend?"
"Dead."
There was an extended dead silence in the hotel room as I sat there watching Sydney who seemed lost for words. If I could adequately describe it, she looked "put out" by the unexpected answer to her terse question. Me, I was quietly assessing her finding that our initial tryst seemed to jumpstart some sort of behavioral chain reaction. She was more mature and easygoing right up to our interview and eventual hookup, but now she was becoming something else. Her attitude was, dare I say thuggish to an uncomfortable degree. Sydney cocked her head to the side scratching her temple.
"Hey, I'm uh, not good with emotional stuff."
"Figured that out." I replied statically looking straight ahead focusing on the wall mounted control for the air conditioner instead of her nudity.
"Okay I admit it; I'm a major bitch, an asshole, fuck man I'm your textbook narcissist with shit to spare. I was caught off guard when you mentioned the girlfriend shit; sorry I had no idea. Guess, I just rub people the wrong way and that's how I ended up here tonight."
"I thought you wanted to fuck Sydney?"
"Yeah, I wanted some more of what you're peddling; hey I wasn't lying about that shit I said about my sex life earlier. I mean, like you care right? HEY!! For what it's worth, I apologize; even though I had no prior knowledge of your situation beforehand so that's really not on me, okay?"
"What?"
"I SAID I WAS SORRY!"
"Why, I didn't ask for an apology Sydney; the only thing I wanted from you was some fat ass and those fucking heels I mentioned. Am I mistaken, or did something just knock me out of my motherfucking booty call? We really, don't have to have a conversation about my shit. I just want your body; was that too much to ask bitch?" I looked the disgraced celebrity dead in the eye as I finished reacting to her crappy behavior.
Her eyes got really small as she bit into her lower lip looking away before answering.
"Back in the day I would've got you rolled for talking to me like that; but as it is I've got to admit that I wanted the same thing all the way up until a few seconds ago. A lot of people don't understand my world view and the fact that I'm always gonna be on top of things; it, just doesn't make it easy to deal with all the daily bullshit."
"Yeah I know Sydney." I replied noncommittally getting a doubletake.
"Oh yeah, did you know that I'm here on my company's dime? Did you know that three floors beneath us, a film crew is checked in for a taped interview I'm doing tomorrow with my husband? Yeah, going all Clinton except I'm scheduled to admit my affair in front of the cameras. Reconciliation talk notwithstanding, I'm booting that nigga Sly not that any of those pasty fucks have any idea. It's my time, that coming out party in front of the world."
"I don't care; just tell me why I'm here if it's not just to fuck you?"
"Always shoot from the hip?"
"Only when I talk to someone on my level Sydney." This reply made her put her hands on her hips still in her birthday suit like me lazily reclining studying her face. I could tell she didn't have a lot of genuine people around.
"You think you're on my level? You have no idea what I've done to reach this point in my life and get everything I have by the fingertips; some of the dirty, nasty shit that makes it hard to look at my reflection at times. Even back when I was trading skin for studio time on the low while that nigga acted clueless. Used to be a deejay, our guy playing the background while me and Finessa held down the front. He rode my coattails into that station."
"Everybody does that at some point."
"Are you fucking with me?"
"I'd like to fuck you; lord knows I can't shoot you for my site because of all the Hollywood bullshit I don't give a fuck about. Honestly speaking, I'd love to see that big marshmallow donk with those big ass tattoos in a thumbnail on my website." Sydney's arms dropped to her sides as she took a step forward.
"What kind of website?"
"What do you think Sydney? I wasn't trying to get involved with all this shit or go viral; and fucking Takisha was mad because she got her back blown out after she disrespected my family. Sydney, don't you do your homework; didn't Thunda give the link to my site on your husband's show? Tell me you didn't even bother to watch her interview and show me that you're too big to do your own fucking due diligence?"
"You're a porn star?"
"No more than any of the millions of women across the planet currently doing their own adult sites with the same lazy iPhone shit to offer the masses. It was a lark that some goofy female got me into before someone too much like yourself came along finessing me into a full blown career, on the low. You can appreciate that, right?"
"Fuck." Sydney mumbled sitting on the bed for a few seconds pondering what she'd learned. I just sat there staring at her face and parts of her body. She looked at me, then glanced away toward the room's door.
"You're welcome Sydney."
"For what?"
"Making you, feel that much cleaner as a person. Putting some shine back on your sob story of how you had to "Use What You Had To Get What You Wanted" rise to the top origin. My girlfriend thought I'd judge her like you're judging me, but I didn't care about anything but being with her. Then she was dead." I leaned over resting my chin on my fist staring statically at Sydney's face.
"No wonder you know how to fuck so good; you're a professional."
"No sorry; I was only with amateurs, even Rashida isn't a professional no matter what you, Takisha, or that greasy fat fuck Ken thinks. I was the second guy she'd ever been with and if you say different we're gonna have a problem. I got trained the old fashioned way by an insanely beautiful mulatta who was pimping my editing skills as well as my fucking cock. She stole my shit, that site Sydney; so, I built a new one you guys helped publicize, thanks. Now as a good little whore, I feel it's my duty to remind you of one thing."
"What's that?"
"Take a shower in my bathroom before you go back to your room and slam the door in my face. You see, doing that will leave all the evidence in here instead of yours Sydney. Remember you paid for my discretion, might as well get the whole prostitute-john experience, right?"
The dead silence that followed was deafening from my point of view as she got up removing the wedge sneakers on her feet tossing them into her room through our shared door. Sydney Syd took my advice showering quickly in my bathroom before walking pigeon toed back into her room with a towel covering her front half. She pulled the door up leaving me to my own devices.
My heart was thumping wildly in my chest from the moment she reappeared to the moment she pulled that adjacent door up leaving it partially cracked. I figured she was too embarrassed to completely close it as I listened to her milling about in her room. It sounded like she was packing her things up making me feel even dirtier. Rashida's advice about dialing it back haunted me as I drew my knees up wrapping my arms around them.
I wondered if this was how Vicky felt after turning tricks to survive and keep food on the table for her siblings.
"Hey." Sydney peered into my room through the partially open adjacent door separating our hotel rooms. She was visible from her head to her right shoulder at an angle, still nude.
"Yeah?" I replied barely stifling a sniffle.
"Heads up." Her iPhone came flying giving me barely enough time to catch it. I glanced over finding her disembodied arm putting a ring light tripod into my room. Sydney reappeared sticking her head into the room peering at me with a manufactured innocuous expression on her face.
"Hey uh, how do you feel about mint green?"
"Uhm, fine." She disappeared again piquing my curiosity enough to get up and walk to the open door peering into her hotel room.
Sydney was sitting on a towel on the edge of her bed oiling down her legs. She glanced up noticing me there with a smile standing up revealing a mint green scrunch style bikini bottom with barely enough material to cover her mound, strings riding decadently high on her hips. Sydney stepped into a pair of open-toed lace covered mint pumps that turned her into an amazon height wise. She walked towards me to the bathroom giving me a pinch on the cheek. I glanced down finding her big slappable donk jiggling wildly. Sydney went into the well-lit bathroom.
"What is this Sydney?" There was an open makeup kit on the counter along with a bottle of body oil which she placed there. I was so caught up in the visual, I didn't notice her carrying the plastic bottle. She started applying her makeup with a brush to her big plush lips.
"Your lucky day my King; did you plug in the ring light? I got that tripod real cheap online for all my vlogging and other social media shit. I was uh, advised to make some posts, kinda act like my life and career weren't going into the wood chipper. You know, they never stop managing you once you get over that perceived hump."
"What's going on here to be more specific?" She took a deep breath staring at herself in the mirror then looked at me with a half-smile. She was topless dropping the brush on the counter top favoring the thin bottle of body oil.
"I know you'll think I'm crazy, but I feel way more relaxed and comfortable with you now that I know about your secret life doing online porn. It's different, unfamiliar to me in a way that's exciting for the first time in a good ten years. You're so good at what you do; so I figure that might extend to your content too. It was the way you explained it to me that got my ears perked up."
"Are you serious? Didn't you tell me you had a morals clause in your contract and endorsements? Remember when you made a big deal about me leaving through the fire exit at your job?"
"Kid, can I tell you something about game?"
"Sure."
"Once you get inside the door you can make a lot of money, get perks, and set asides galore if the powers that be see you as a valuable commodity. The thing they don't tell you about is the glass ceiling for people like us financially speaking. You can't have enough money to really write your own ticket, enough money to flip your former benefactors a middle finger without consequences. Basically, you have to maintain wiggle room."
"Is that what you're doing here?"
"Net worth of two point five million liquid not including my husband's assets which hover just under ten million based against an eight year career in terrestrial and satellite radio; and when you factor in our fifteen year marriage which was officiated in a no-fault state, it's a win-win for me."
"Careful Sydney, you're teaching me more than you intended." This got her attention again as she inched closer to me pushing the bottle of oil into my hands.
"If that were actually true, we wouldn't be talking right now Educated Simp; do my back and tits my king."
She turned her back in my direction allowing me to rub down her shoulders and back as she resumed doing her face in the mirror. I turned this into an impromptu massage working her neck, shoulders and back letting my hands roam free of guilt handling her waist and hips. Sydney moaned a bit as my hands appeared in the mirror squeezing and fondling her slightly sagging pierced tits.
"I can feel you poking me back there; hey man what's up with your stamina? It just seems like you can go forever if you want and I'm starting to get scared I'm not gonna want to cut you lose. Fuck, I've been so frustrated for so long and then, you happened. I don't wanna blow your head up, but I had to change my clothes that morning."
"Why?"
"Besides the fact that we put a big ass hole in my dress; I was still creaming slipping and sliding all over the place. Luckily there's some grunt locker rooms on the second floor of my job that have a shower. You had me so fucking wet, the shit was running down my thighs. Sorry if that's too much information for you my king."
One of my hands was running up and down her abdomen kind of playing with the soft parts while my other continued fondling her right breast teasing the multicolored piercing there. Both of them were beads colored in red, black, and green. Sydney noticed cupping a hand over her left breast using a brush on her cheeks.
"You want me to change my piercings; I've got two more pair in my makeup kit?"
"They're part of your character, right?"
"Character?" She replied as I went back to massaging both of her breasts.
"It's part of how I work; I see the women as these characters sometimes shooting the movie in my mind before I even get started. My specialty is doing a lot with a little and making it look like gold. That's how I ended up in the business more or less; because a shady female saw my potential and nurtured it."
"You're talking about that light skinned mulatta girl; the one you said was a lot like me, right?"
"In the head Sydney; that's where you were alike." I did a gun gesture to the side of her right temple underlining my point. Sydney put down her brush turning around facing me. Wearing her heels, we were looking each other directly in the eye.
She cupped both of my cheeks kissing me with unrequited passion. Sydney Syd the radio personality, was one hell of a kisser making things feel more organic between us as she broke it still cupping the sides of my face. Her eyes were fluttering registering my hand cupping her sex through the material of her bikini bottoms.
"We'd better get started before I change my mind and sit on your face." Sydney was wet grabbing the edge of the bathroom countertop with both hands letting me run three fingers along her slit until the material was damp.
"Anything you say my queen." Her eyes went wide for a moment, then she embraced me for more passionate kissing with her fingers interlocked in the middle of my back. She forced herself to wetly break the kiss.
"Make me a good sex tape."
Both of us were compromised but lewdly professional as I set the ring light mounted on the tripod in the open doorway between our adjoining rooms after which Sydney was directed to walk into frame very seductively to the heavy drawn curtains in her room and peek between them. I had her use my phone as a prop like she was talking to her lover. Sydney dare I say, was a natural sauntering back towards the camera with feline grace until that patch of mint colored material covering her mound filled the frame provided by her iPhone. I got numerous takes as we conversed drifting back to my room.
"Can I talk, or would that mess with your creativity?" I was positioning the ring light near my room's door and adjacent bathroom.
"Shoot."
"Do you have a foot fetish?"
"No, I think the shoes complete your character and yeah, they sort of give me ideas while turning me on. Before you ask, I'm all about soft faces, small waists, big hips, even bigger or huge ass and shapely old school legs. Real bad ass legs with decent feet; well maybe I do have a sliver of a foot fetish after all." She chuckled but looked somewhat uncomfortable prompting me to stop and stare. Her green eyes shifted away then back in my direction.
"Ask me."
"Why do you hate him?"
"Because he made me do the heavy lifting and then wanted me to hide in his fucking shadow."
"Does he know?"
"He's almost three years sober, so yeah I think uh, he's aware but I wanna make sure, you know? I want to drive the stake deep and make everyone hate me, especially all of our fans. I don't give a shit about my fans, but I toss a bone or two to the mouth breathers who are gonna finance my life if this shit goes belly up."
"I'm only gonna say this once, like giving you a doctor's warning Sydney. We don't have to do this uh, sex tape."
"Don't get it twisted; I don't have any qualms about this shit right here other than you'd better make my old ass look like a million bucks. I don't want you to do anything different than you would with those other girls; maybe you could treat me like that Takisha bitch. Little slore has been stunting online all day claiming she has your boxers."
"She does have my underwear."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah."
"Do I get some underwear as a parting gift too?" Sydney was standing there watching me work with her arms turned inwards fingers interlocked in front of her mound. I didn't know if she was kidding or not.
"I'll give you whatever you want."
"I wish that were true."
"Why didn't you leave him?"
"Too much skin in the game baby; you know we've been together for decades and I've always had to make the hard decisions. Went to the same high school, inseparable voted couple of the year three out of the four and fucking lived on the same block too. So, he was the "safe choice" to lose my virginity to, but because of him I found out I liked it a little, ruff. Me and Felicia, eh Finessa was girls together. Sly was our fucking deejay but couldn't get us no studio time. Had to make a decision because he didn't; got on my hands and knees for us."
"Who'd you fuck?"
"Fat loser owned this shitty little recording studio over a liquor store in our hometown; it was the best we could do with pockets full of lint. I nutted up and dropped my pants for the cause. Who knew biscuit boy was packing a hose? Ghosted Charles got seriously piped down in a fucking closet of all things! I would've been humiliated if that fucker didn't know what he was doing. Asshole "producer" made me suck him off to get my pants back. Charles didn't know shit when I popped up hours later, but moms whupped my ass good with an ironing cord."
"Did he ever find out?"
"They told him; snitched me out but he didn't believe them playing it off making me sick of him. Being the stupid girl a few months out from flunking out of my last year of high school, I wanted him to fight this thirty year old Arab fuck. Instead he made some bomb ass tracks coming up off my back shots. I was gone already, but he didn't know."
"Why didn't you leave?"
"Skin-in-the-game; haven't you heard a word I've said?"
"You're beautiful, smart, and devious; you had options but you stuck it out and I want to know why if we're gonna talk about this deep shit Sydney. You were thinking about edging him out early, but here you are decades later, pissed. What's up with that?"
"Tell you what; I'll put it to you another way my nigga since you wanna talk funny about my life experience! It's my fault for opening the door on that shit anyway. Too many years ago, we were sinking in debt with the IRS on our asses, new house not even paid for and contract negotiations bleeding out towards cancellation. Charles got one foot in rehab and the other on a motherfucking banana peel leaving me to put on his big boy pants. I GOTS THIS!! That's what I told that goofy ass nigga, but he ain't hearing me. We're fucked ten ways from Sunday without this renewal."



I took her gingerly by the hand positioning her back against the wall. I got some shots of her making sure her entire figure was perfectly in frame and a few of her profile. The lower arch in her back was deep as she continued ranting.
"Wanna know what I did with all those bills coming in and my man hiding under our marital bed with a bottle? Tell you what I did; a bitch had to go with the classic come up. Harvey, our boss on the corporate level. Big fucking fan of my early stuff before we did that one mainstream record, didn't care for Finessa always in my back pocket, if you know what I mean? Yeah, this white boy had all of my stuff in his music collection and wasn't shy about letting me know how much he jerked it to me when he was in college. Kept talking about this one album cover where Finessa and me were wearing these dumbass biker shorts."
I directed her hands getting Sydney to cover her breasts with them taking a few pics.
"Superbowl weekend got me up in that suite trying to get that contract extension by any means necessary wearing this jersey dress, NYC Giants white tank styled really cute with some knee high athletic socks and white sneakers. Even managed to find a bucket hat in those colors to please my number one fan. Sly was sauced to the gills, so I left him home thinking it would be cool because a shitload of people would be there for interference. Harvey well, I knew he was gonna try me, but I figured I just wouldn't be alone with him. Didn't see it coming even when a security guard escorted me up to the suite."
"Turn around and put your hands on the wall like you're getting arrested." I instructed. She went into position without hesitation. I snapped a number of shots from various angles.
"That goddam pervert had two suites instead of the one he showed me and Sly, even Ken who was still working standup and bombing out. Guess which suite I ended up in and guess who got them cheeks, that big slappable ass clapped, huh? Yeah man, I took another one for the team and I can assure you this was a bucket moment in Harvey's motherfucking life! He must have blue pilled it or something. So excited he kept trying to take my dress off, but I wasn't having it. We were wrestling and throwing hands even while he was going raw. Then, shit went sideways when Myron popped up in the wrong box. Finally made it to that other box to find my husband drinking."
"Finish it."
"What else can I say? Got that extension and a bonus; I was bouncing on that white pene for a hot minute until he got tired of me. Never stopped groping me, claimed he loved my big squishy butt. I uh, got an afternoon show with Finessa just playing music back in the day, but Myron got a show too. Because he was in the know, that nigga tried it with me too, so I beat his ass in front of all those dumbass interns and nobody interfered or did shit. You know why?"
"Tell me."
"It was my reward that day for doing Harvey a "favor" earlier that morning. Myron kept getting out of pocket and I could've called somebody to deal with his scrawny ass; I just, did it myself...and it felt good, objectively cathartic."
"So that's why he leaked the audio from our interview?"
"He knew he couldn't blackmail me."
"So, what now?"
Sydney turned around facing me leaning against the wall with her arms folded behind her back. Her expression lightened a bit when she noticed the tears streaming down my face.
"Watch my interview two days from now."
It just seemed to happen even though I could swear on a stack of bibles that I wasn't registering or feeling anything about her rough and tumble story. Part of me was angry at being used like an emotional tampon. This woman made no qualms about who she was in my presence and uh, shouldn't have cared. There was another young woman formerly in my life who'd gone through a trial of fire and broken glass eventually seeing me as her reward. We were robbed of that life together, and I was left alone, empty and hollowed out.
"I'm on fast forward Sydney; tell me he knew about it all."
"Of course he does; nobody who slept with me made any qualms about it because they always had the power to make or break us from that fat Arab fuck producer to Harvey who got bold with it grabbing me right in front of my husband making me sit on his lap one time. We've never hashed it out. His bottle and coke got in the way. I guess I'm triggered because that coward had the nerve to get clean and sober on me for the last few years."
I raised her iPhone taking some random pics as she stood there tragically stoic.
"Ken was supposed to hold me down, stonewall Myron and those other little fucks but he stabbed me in the back too. You've probably heard or seen our show, but when they finished outing me I told them what is was going forward. Yeah Ken got brought in to be a ghost cohost when Sly would relapse and just never left. I know he was up in Sly's ear. I know he put him on some bullshit about reclaiming his flagging masculinity. He didn't bother mentioning the two day affair we had when Sly was in the hospital drunk tank. Ignored him for six months after that mistake but decided to talk to him again when he got in his feelings. Didn't want him to snitch."
"SYDNEY!!"
My hands were pressed flat against the wall on either side of her pretty face as I leaned in pressing my lips to hers. She had to be stifled, suppressed in order to keep my sanity from slipping away. Now that I was getting the backstory her behavior and public persona made more sense in hindsight. Behind the easygoing perfectly complimentary cohost, she was actually being smothered by the weight of the clandestine choices made that benefitted them as a collective. This self-scorned woman was seething with rage and no one could see it.
"Come on, let's make a good sex tape." Sydney whispered.
She had custody of the phone holding it up level with our heads as we kissed and made out for the camera, but even more for ourselves. My hands found her small waist getting holds of the muted love handles there. Sydney was built to last in more ways than one. Tall, sexy exotic with a pear shaped brickhouse body engulfed in a plush malleable softness of skin that hid the mother of all iron fists. Nothing was held back intimately because I recognized the hunger in her light green eyes and actions as she mimicked my actions with handfuls of my waist.
Her head moved following ever minute motion of mine almost serpentine as her tongue swirled wildly in my mouth wrestling with my own. I pressed into her body until the underside of my member was wedged between our abdomens. We started humping in unison as my hand slid down to the tops of her wide hips. Sydney cupped the underside of my shaft directing it between her fat squishy inner thighs until it was pressed horizontally along her slit. Sydney's longish taco was incredibly accommodating cradling my length with a tiny bit of soaked fabric the only barrier keeping us from copulation.
This was an older woman well versed in what she wanted as evidenced by her hands on my buttocks egging me onward into her crotch. The business end of my cock ended up cradled between her buttocks drenched in her abundance of womanly essence. We were starting to get wet sounding audible claps when Sydney spoke up.
"Can we get some of this on camera; I mean, I wanna be able to watch it later."
"Yeah sure, whatever you want my queen."
I took a few minutes to mount the iPhone inside the ring light adjusting the tripod to capture everything from the middle of her back downward as we switched positions. Her big pillowy cheeks presented a momentary nuisance as we worked together reinserting my cock in her triangular thigh gap until it was snuggly planted. I was obliged to reach down grabbing the bottom of her squishy buttocks half yanking up on them making sure our situation was visible to the camera. Sydney reached back helping me out ending the war with dual slaps to her tattooed cheeks making them wobble and bounce like rebel jello.
From here it became my show all the way as I fucked her thigh gap wildly getting audible claps like she was taking back shots. Sydney knew just how to roll into my thrusts making the most of our limited range of motion within the camera frame. She was able to do this still lip locked to me making out wantonly as I crested earlier than normal making me break the kiss this time.
"I gonna cum Sydney."
Even as I was giving her that verbal cue, several ropes of ejaculate were erupting out of me leaving streaks on the carpet in several pulsing bursts until it was running down the backs of her loose shapely legs. Her triangular thigh gap was filled with my milky goo. I jostled a little with her angling my member upward thrusting out the rest between those jiggly semi-squarish buns.
Sydney waited patiently after this as I lowered the ring light camera mount placing it below the edge of the bed before straddling it with both legs on either side flat. This was something new that I'd never tried before when I participated in scenes with my models. I was approximating a worm's eye view looking from the floor up right at my business downstairs. My face wouldn't be visible once I laid flat with my legs draped over the end of the mattress straddling the camera between my thighs. I knew this was what she wanted; to be visceral as fuck.
She'd cleaned up her inner thighs and the outside of her soiled peach reaching in intermittently stroking my cock keeping the sensual fires going. Once I was sure about the view I reclined back resting my weight on both elbows glancing over at the curve of her butt handling it. An epiphany saw me use the phone on my camera propped up against a pillow to capture the opposite side of this shot. In short, Sydney got to sit on my face as we approximated a plus sized 69 posture. The big floppy nature of her buttocks worked out as I easily spread them to feast.
Nothing was held back by either of us as she ground and sawed her snatch into my face feeling everything while rolling and massaging my sack like two Baoding stress balls. My head was effectively hidden from view with only my scalp visible to my android. I was able to mete out a bit of tactile karma with both shoulders free under the tops of her thighs. I was able to reach up like I was doing chin-ups and grab big greedy handfuls of her cheeks digging my nails deep into them. I added to the visual slapping them either side making them wobble and bounce.
Sydney rewarded me with a sloppy top symphony that had me mewling and shouting into her quim while my toes curled up dangerously. Her sexual pedigree and technique regarding oral was matching, dare I say outclassing Takisha's performance nights earlier. She was taking me stem to stern like her coincidental rival stroking and massaging continuously.
I don't know when it happened, but we were copulating with each other's faces in perfect synch for what seemed like an eternity. Sydney turned out to enjoy giving sloppy oral to a fault dismounting my face draped across my body to demanding her reward by wrapping her hands around the base of my shaft and balls bobbing her head vacuum sucking everything else making me moan and whine going a few octaves audibly higher as I crested. Her mouth was filled with cum in seconds but she kept it up letting the ejaculate run from her lips down my shaft.
My eyes were watering as she pinched my balls hard stroking like she meant it until I was on the verge of kicking to escape her touch. Sydney relented instantly letting the tip of her tongue tease the tiny slit on my crown tapping my endowment on her lips followed by each side of her face. I couldn't help palming the back of her head as she audibly made these wet popping sounds enjoying my cock with those big lips. Her face was a mess, but she kept it up poking the inside of her cheek with my dick nipping it with her teeth before sucking away the minor pain.
"Hey fuck my face some more on camera; I wanna do it again. You're cool with that right?"
"Is that even a question?"
Sydney chuckled having cleaned her face up with a damp hand towel now reapplying her signature red lipstick in excess while I set up the ring light close to the opposite side of the bed near the window. She'd become way more invested in the shoot eagerly watching me go through the process of forwarding things. I glanced at her finding a static expression on her face when she was looking in the mirror touching up her makeup. Sydney noticed.
"It's an inside joke and middle finger to a weak motherfucker who had to lead with his wallet just to get a tiny piece of this." Sydney explained.
"Uh okay."
"Just because someone shoves their cock in your mouth doesn't mean you have to suck it. It was kinda funny watching that bitch try to gag me with five inches. We sort of stopped because he thought I was making fun of him with Finessa. News flash, I was doing that shit."
It's ready Sydney."
There was a flash of emotion in her eyes that told me she would continue recounting her secret personal history. I'd been down this road before seeing it as little more than information she unknowingly was using to make her more human in my eyes. We were doing something off the grid as far as her mainstream career was concerned. Sydney kept eyes on me crawling on the bed between me and the mounted iPhone giving viewers a closeup view of her mature curves. I knew how it would read on camera. Her forty nine and a half inches would increase substantially.
I mounted her chest using my camera out of frame to get a size comparison with my cock resting on her breastbone right between her semi-solid tits piercings and all. Their relatively small size made my cock look bigger with a vein visible along the shaft. Sydney cupped her tits from the outside only able to do more than frame my endowment with her nipple piercings adding to the visual. I began slowly rubbing my shaft on her sternum.
"Pull my nipples; like really play with them and stuff. I like it when they're twisted." Sydney cooed getting me to put away my android. I took over pulling, twisting, and flicking her nips before roughly cradling her soft flesh around my endowment fucking her tits. The friction on the underside of my penis felt incredible but left a pinkish welt along her breastbone.
Sydney's breathy moans got me excited as I lurched forward assuming a crouching squat. She upped the ante opening her mouth with her plush lips forming a letter O. Half of me went inside. My member plunged into her mouth bringing up a mixture of feelings. She was so pretty; you'd be hard pressed to do what I was doing without permission. I couldn't help thinking about the times she mentioned being in compromising situations with other men wondering how her husband could be so clueless. He had to be in the know from the get-go.
Her plush lips and inverted cheeks visually detailed the vacuum suction that was driving me crazy. Sydney used so much lip stick; it was visible on my shaft. A testament to her neck game saw me on all fours essentially humping her face full syrupy gagging sounds notwithstanding. Kneeling after a few minutes of this, I found her lips and chin glistening with excessive saliva mixed with precum.
"Get it on camera." Sydney liquidly advised with a mouth full of spit unintentionally blowing a few juicy bubbles.
I leaned forward reclaiming the camera filming her maw stuffed full of dick. Knowing who she was locally and in the community added to the surreal quality of things. I recalled the innumerable times I'd listened to her show while getting ready for school and later work. Sydney Syd was willingly burning away the veneer of respectability perceived by her audience and peers.
"My pussy is so fucking wet; please do something about that my King." She whimpered uncharacteristically.
I tossed the phone aside grabbing the backs of her knees shoving everything I had inside her deep, sloppy wet snatch. That first hit came with the force of a wrecking ball unsnapping something inside her. Sydney reacted as if she'd been shanked biting her lower lip suddenly working her hips vertically like her life depended on it. My own experience dictated no movement on my part letting her use me like a dildo to her heart's content. I doubted in this moment whether she even knew I wasn't moving.
Sydney arched up off the bed pressing into me with a sustained feminine grunt. I used all of my strength meeting her midair for a loud audible clap impaling her deeply on the mattress.
"FUCK!! FUCK!! AW FUCK ME!! I'M CUMMING ON YOUR DICK MY KING!! YOU FEEL SO FUCKING GOOD!! AW!! SHIT KEEP DOING WHAT YOU'RE DOING MY NIGGA!! I'M GONNA!! I'M GONNA!! EW!! AW!! THE PUSSY IS YOURS!"
Instead of pounding her, I powered down into her airtight rolling my hips clock and counterclockwise grinding up her swollen insides and I wasn't done by a long sight as she flopped about wrapping her arms around my midsection trying to pull me down on top of her body. I went further pushing her knees higher than ever before smacking the bottom out of her big floppy cheeks until I felt her hands unlock from my back. As a "Hail Mary" to save the shoot, I tossed her phone on the carpet at the edge of the mattress faced up.
"GET YOUR ASS UP BITCH!!" My hand was at the back of her neck. Sydney looked shocked as I yanked her into the same sitting position on the edge of the mattress both feet planted at either side firmly. I swiveled hopping out of the bed sinking three fingers into her snatch with my thumb on her clit.
I invaded her honey pot with impunity criminally jilling her g-spot and clit until she began bursting moisture everywhere screaming at first then scaring me as her eyes rolled up into her head. I kept it up getting blast after blast until it was literally running off the edge of the bed.
"PLEASE!! AW!! AW SHIT!! AH!! PLEASE MY KING!!" I gradually slowed down laying her down looking up at the ceiling huffing like she'd run a marathon. Sydney's face and upper half down to her navel was obscenely flushed cherry crimson wit pinkish edges contrasting with her light yellowish skin tone. Her thick shapely legs were hanging limply over the edges of the bed as I retrieved her iPhone from the carpet.
"GIVE ME A MINUTE!" Sydney begged off earnestly when she noticed me looking at her.
"Uh, think you got a little something on the phone." I paused the recording leaving her huffing walking over to the bathroom to get some tissues. While I was there, my room phone rang. I heard Sydney answer it still half out of breath.
"YAH?"
There was some muffled talking as I let her handle things. The rooms were in her name or whatever pseudonym she used professionally.
"LOOK, SORRY ABOUT THAT SHIT, OKAY?!!...yeah, so what. OKAY!! Hey man give me your cash app right now and I'll send you two hundred dollars to get out of my motherfucking ass! OH YOU DON'T FEEL ME?! Gimme that shit right now and then leave me the fuck alone when you get it!"
Sydney was sitting on the edge of the bed writing on a notepad still flushed to the gills scribbling this guy's info. She took the phone from me sending the hotel front desk employee the cash giving me a heartened goofy looking smile before slamming the room phone in his face.
"Sydney, you really are a boss bitch." I couldn't help chuckling as she followed my example getting up rewarding me with a deep hug. We stayed like that for a few seconds before I felt her sucking one of my nipples.
This thick beauty shrieked playfully when I dipped low standing back up with her in my arms. Sydney didn't miss a beat wrapping her legs around me as we made out passionately. I carefully pushed her back against the wall to offset her weight sucking on the closest tit. She still had a visible bruise in the shape of my member along her sternum. We kept up the tactile contact hugging it out with my hands all over her big floppy butt. She let me slap her left cheek a few times putting a visible handprint there before playfully shoving me back.



"I think you should be registered as a deadly weapon with those hands, and especially this." Sydney grabbed my cock like a fleshy leash walking us to the edge of the bed motioning towards the ring light tripod until I snagged it.
I was walked like a dog into the bathroom doorway and allowed to set up the lighting there while Sydney waited mounting the closed toilet on all fours with as deep an arch in her lower back as she could manage. It was oddly humorous seeing her propped up on the toilet with her curves making it look smaller in comparison. I wondered what she was like as an eighteen year old physically staring at her displayed openings. Her predilection for backdoor sex was obvious as Sydney took notice.
"Guess I'm not as tight or good looking as that Thunda girl of yours, huh?"
"Never said that."
She reached back parting her cheeks exposing herself even more to the camera. Her cunt parted easily exposing the visible wetness inside. I disconnected the iPhone from its mount taking a bunch of unnecessary pics of her cunt while she said nothing behaving as if this was routine. Sydney released the halves of her tattooed buttocks resting her elbows atop the toilet musing.
"Everybody whose ever fucked me acted like they were having a "Come To Jesus" moment; you're the exception."
"How does that make you feel?" I went back to reattaching the camera to its ring light tripod.
"Horny."
She chortled as I placed my android atop the toilet facing her for a reverse shot. I loved the way her hips looked in this position with two set of deep creases apiece. They were natural handles made for the frenetic doggystyle pounding Sydney preferred. I was no different easily sliding deep into her sticky confines letting my member slowly fatten as Sydney gave her spongy donk a wiggle. That jiggly backside moved like jello as I gave her those piston powered back shots. There was a little echo quality in the bathroom adding to the wet claps of her cheeks on my pelvis. Her big star tattoos were hypnotic to the naked eye bouncing all over the place with motion ripples.
I didn't last long.
Sydney Syd cohost of the Sly Show, failed wife, and malicious human being that she was, took several ropes to both shuddering buttocks, her peach and casually gaped backdoor. She glanced over her shoulder watching as I tapped my member on both cheeks rubbing in my spunk before letting it rest in her gluteal cleft.
"Think I'm starting to wear you down; and well, enquiring minds still wanna know how you got so good."
"I told you."
"That other girl; the one supposedly like me, right? Well, when this all blows over I might like to have her on my show. Enquiring minds wanna know what you have to do to make an Educated Simp. What do you think?"
Instead of answering, I methodically pressed my crown against her backdoor.
"Getting you to talk is like squeezing blood out of a rock." Sydney mused barely hiding a sliver of anxiety.
"Ms. One."
"Huh?"
"That's what she called herself, eventually. None of us knew she'd been uh, born and we found out later. She changed her hair and dress, and started getting aggressive, in bed and out. Kept talking about how I was a simp and had to earn the right to fuck her again. You wanna know about some fucking training, huh? Well she milked me several times at my cousin's dining room table while talking trash about how no woman would ever respect me if I kept putting them on a pedestal. Of course she was training two other people, a couple."
"Wait a minute; you're serious, right?"
I pushed further inside her backdoor starting to long stroke her velvety confines going balls deep methodically. Sydney went with it lightly bumping backwards into my strokes on camera. My hands slid around to the front of her meaty hips getting strong handfuls of soft yielding flesh. Sydney shifted grabbing the edge of the toilet top. Motion ripples started to appear in arcs radiating from the kinetic thrusting motions of my pelvis. Her head dipped forehead pressing against the toilet.
"My knees hurt; can we get on the bed again?"
"It's your sex tape Sydney." She stood up on shaky legs prompting me to encircle her waist for support.
"Hey I'm not trying to pry into your life; talking just makes things a little less awkward. You're a curiosity and your whole "Take No Prisoners" alpha act got me feeling a certain kind of way. Haven't met too many like you in my life is all I'm trying to say. Hey I know I'm not the first to ask you why you're so good in bed." I sighed not wanting to hear her out.
"It wasn't just Ms. One, I learned something new from each girl I hooked up with over the past year and a half. I keep telling people I'm normal, but they say otherwise. The girl that started this porno shit with me did it as a lark to get back at her mother. Everybody who came afterwards had some sort of agenda. Now here you are Sydney."
"What've you learned from me?"
"A dick ain't nothing but a handle to turn a motherfucker over with." Her green eyes watered up, then Sydney unexpectedly laughed. It was an honest laugh between two people.
"I guess we should finish this up, but I wanna ask you a favor and you have to say yes no matter what."
"What is it?"
"Finish our sex tape first, then I'll ask, but you have to say yes."
"We'll see."
I moved the ring light back into the room while Sydney took a look at some of the footage I'd filmed in separate segments. She handed me the camera climbing onto my bed laying on her stomach allowing me to get some POV shots of her big pillowy cheeks being groped, fondled, parted for the camera. Sydney went with it slightly rocking it horizontal getting that loose wobbly jiggle that was so enticing to the eye. Sydney reared up raising her hips high into the air with her abdomen riding low to the bed legs parted wide. She seemed to come into her own figuring out very little was needed to make it silently clap.
"Can you make me cum again; with your hand? I can't explain it, but I can still sort of feel it; uhm that feeling."
"What does it feel like Sydney?"
"Don't ask; I don't know how to describe it other than weird, ticklish kind of squiggly; please just do it for a bit."
I obliged her sinking three fingers into her snatch with the thumb of that hand on her clit. I couldn't tell if it was the anticipation or the actual sensation but Sydney immediately started popping her hips like an exotic dancer bopping backward fucking herself with my digits. She was really going in on herself getting extra in the form of my thumb teasing and rubbing her button. Seeing that big butt of hers flopping in a fanning motion coupled with the heavy motion ripples got to me something fierce. I used that hand to take control drawing her down into a face plant on the mattress.
I kept taking it further until her lower half was hanging off the edge of the bed. With the absence of my educated fingers, Sydney quickly began diddling herself while I watched filming. Her labored whines were muffled by the ruffled bedding, fingers visible between her thick malleable gams thanks to her pronounced thigh gap. Four of her fingers were buried in her snatch up to the knuckle as she faced away from the camera. The light play on her butt from the ring light was incredible looking. I managed to mount the camera on the tripod taking Sydney fiercely.
Both of my hands added to the roughness of the situation pushing down on the back of her head as I pounded several beaches worth of sand out of her gelatinous badonkadunk. My balls were audibly slapping the bottom of her ass like a freakish pendulum making her so excited, she reached back parting her cheeks further. From that point onward it felt like I was hitting bone going balls deep in her backdoor.
"YES!! YES!! MAKE IT HURT!! I WANNA FEEL EVERYTHING!! FUCK ME NIGGA!! TAKE THIS PUSSY MY TRUE KING!!"
Hearing her crying out to me ignited another level of passion turning me into a beast snarling drooling lips and all. Her orgasmic whining reached new levels in fluctuating tones getting the rage fuck she likely desired from her husband Charles "Sly" Wilson.
Everything she'd told me pointed to her deep desire to get something from him, any kind of a response. She'd taken umbrage at me for mentioning Vickie's name but was ironically using me as a proxy. I yanked my cock out of her backdoor finding that her submerged fingers were visibly creamed over with her foamy discharge. Sydney jerkily looked up at me panicked then directly at my hand stroking my cock.
She half tumbled onto the carpet at the foot of the bed shaking and clapping her spongy cheeks as I no-look removed her iPhone from the mount aiming it directly at her undulating buttocks clumsily standing up. Her fingers were still visible inside her snatch as I began cresting. Droplets of precum began raining down onto her light slightly jaundiced looking cheeks made to look that way by proximity of the ring light. I was able to frame things perfectly getting her smallish waist in contrast to her big squishy looking buttocks stroking wildly.
"YEAH!! EW YEAH!! CUM ON ME!! WAX YOUR ASS!! THAT'S YOURS BABY!! CUM ALL OVER YOUR ASS MY KING!!"
Ropes of ejaculate initially spotted her jiggling cheeks quickly becoming ropes of thick web-like cum with the consistency of silly string. Sydney rocked and shook her thighs making her butt wobble enticingly as it was glazed over in spectacular fashion. The crack of her ass was damn near filled to capacity obscuring her backdoor.
"Aw yeah rub it in; make it shine just the way you like baby. I feel so good right now, fuck everybody. Fuck everything my King. You can do whatever you want with me, anytime! Rub it all over my ass, your ass baby!!"
We ended the shoot with a static closeup of my shaft lengthwise in her rear cleavage after I ground and humped most of the jizz there up on the lower swell of her butt. Sydney reached back with her hand appearing in frame rubbing my jizz into her left buttock. There was no way she would be able to deny things should a decision be made to blur out her face. Her long canary yellow nails were visible along with her tattoos. I dismounted feeling the stress on my body all over laying in a resting buddha position beside her still filming her face in close up.
"You good?" Sydney looked euphoric, high as a tantric kite could take her.
"The pipes are clean, fucking pristine baby. I need to get up but I wanna sleep for a week after that shit; man, you've got my pussy vibrating. But be that as it may, help me up; I need one more thing."
It was hard getting Sydney to her feet on wobbly legs, but we managed to get her into the bathroom where she motioned for me to keep filming as she stood over the sink. I hung back in the door frame as she turned on the water checking it with her hand before wearily pulling down a hand towel. She looked a hot mess.
Sydney washed and scrubbed all of the makeup and lipstick from her face, then methodically removed her lashes running her fingers through her hair before facing the camera.
Devoid of makeup, her face while still recognizable was tragically plain.
"My name is Sydney Wilson; this is me."
The door was slammed in my face ending the impromptu shoot.
The moment the door closed there was a void in the room. I stared at the closed door, her iPhone in hand suddenly wondering what to do next. I glanced about the disheveled hotel room taking in the ruffled bedding and discarded clothing littering the carpet. The vacuum was real as I started to wander forward towards the adjoining open door connecting my room to hers. It was my intent to unplug the ring light, but I hesitated heart starting to thump not knowing what to do next when Sydney opened the bathroom door.
"YEAH?!"
My voice faltered for a second as she motioned for her phone in my hand snapping her fingers incessantly. I handed it in her direction getting it half snatched from my grasp. Sydney began incessantly texting without regards to me. Sydney pushed the door up but didn't close it.
I unplugged her equipment standing there with the tripod glancing at her in the cracked bathroom door. Once I closed and folded it up, my feet led me into her hotel room placing the equipment on her mattress. I glanced around finding that Sydney barely unpacked with her a single hard shell suitcase on the other bed while a garment bag hung in the open closet. My gaze drifted over her open makeup kit sitting on the bathroom counter. There were a few used cotton balls on the tiled floor and vestiges of her lingering perfume.
"What're you doing?" Sydney was leaning in the door watching me.
"Nothing."
"Did you forget about my favor?" Her face remained devoid of makeup but she looked somewhat innocuous.
"What is it Sydney?"
"You can't say no, remember?" She reminded.
"Alright."
"Can we uh, sleep together?" Sydney asked sheepishly.
Looking at her face devoid of makeup told me there was one last detail to be heard. I walked into her lips getting a kiss that told me I was now part of some clandestine inner circle in her mind. Sydney's room was pretty much unused as I pulled the door up behind me watching her tidying up the bed a bit pulling the rampant covers back into place before crawling under them nude. She laid on her side patting the mattress as I hit the light turning her into a silhouette. She drew back half of the bedding at an angle as I crawled under the covers with her.
Sydney turned facing me directly throwing her thigh over my hip as we kissed in the fading darkness. I planted my hand on the dip of her smallish waist pulling her closer until our faces were inches apart. Even in the darkness I could see the strain knowing she needed to get it out.
"Sydney why do you hate your husband?"
"Got pregnant, my mom was really strict but trusted him, trusted us. Obviously we fucked in our last year after turning legal so she wouldn't be able to file charges on my boyfriend, my soulmate. Ended up getting an abortion which fucked up my relationship at home and got me put out. He didn't get any consequences but catted out with me to the streets. We needed that studio time; I knew we could make it. Later, found out my plumbing was fucked up so no babies in my future after going to the clinic. When I knew he traded me for a contract, that was it for us."
She started sobbing uncontrollably face pressed into my chest under the covers.
"Guess I couldn't pull the trigger until I fucked you that morning. God, I've been so angry getting worse every day since that morning. THANKS FOR CARING ENOUGH TO ASK!!" I drew her in close rubbing the back of her head.
"Hey Sydney can you do something for me?"
"Yeah what do you want?"
"I'm fucked up too; can we get closer my way so that I can get some sleep; uhm, Thunda has been helping me out in this way too but I understand if you don't wanna do it." She was sniffling, coughing a little as she cupped my cheek.
"Come on baby."
I drew all of the bedding up tucking and wrapping us inside it mounting her missionary. Sydney had this way of spreading her legs folded at the knees high into her abdomen. My endowment was fully embedded as she hooked her ankles in the small of my back while we hugged each other tightly. I hooked my chin over her shoulder while she did the same.
We dozed off right before five in the morning.
[DARKNESS]
*********************************************************************************************
"Hey, wake up."
Sydney's face gradually came into view with renewed makeup and lashes, hair wrapped in a towel while she was otherwise fully dressed. She was wearing a collared long sleeved blouse. It was glossy burgundy colored matching the tan high waisted split hem skirt covering her lower half. A bit of her thick juicy thigh was peeking out at me as Sydney sat on the edge of the bed watching me.
"What time is it?" There was sunlight filtering into the room from the window at my right while the lamp on the bedside table remained on.
"Little bit after ten; we uh, really did a number on each other last night, eh this morning, huh?"
"How'd you get out of bed?" I'd fallen asleep on top of her with my business planted deep inside her snatch.
"Wasn't easy, but a whole lot of fun." Sydney bit into her lower lip averting her eyes for a second.
"Uh, I have nothing to say to that quite honestly." She tucked her chin chortling under her breath.
"I had such a good time that I'm not mad."
"About what?"
"You don't feel it?"
One of her hands was under the ruffled bedding in firm possession of my johnson. I lifted the blanket up peering at her hand wrapped around my morning wood.
"Oh!"
"Hey I've got people coming up in about fifteen minutes and I'm gonna have to close my door. I'm going to the interview after they spruce me up for primetime so this is it for us. There's brunch downstairs and my legal representative on the low. You obviously know what a NDA is, and she's very thorough and strict. Our tape is going through the firm."
"Your law firm is releasing a unedited sex tape?" Sydney smiled warmly pinching my cheek making me feel a tad bit small in her reinvigorated presence.
"Educated Simp doesn't see the forest for the trees? You still have much to learn baby; come on, get showered up and meet her down there. Please don't make her come up here or I'm gonna get fined, and that shit is expensive. Just go to the back of the restaurant by the window facing the freeway, listen and sign. It's that profitable."
"I got it."
"What?"
"Nothing." I lied.
This didn't fool her one bit as she uncovered my morning tumescence playfully stroking and wagging it while looking at a white diamond encrusted watch on her wrist. Sydney turned rising up off the bed still bent over with her face hovering over mine like a pretty UFO. My cock slowly disappeared between her lips methodically from crown to base for some all too brief head. My endowment was pointing at the ceiling as she jerked it roughly for a few seconds letting go making it wobble vertically like a lewd antenna.
"Next time I hit that cash app, you're gonna come running my King."
Sydney "Syd" Wilson left me hanging walking out to the open adjacent door putting a little extra in her step because I was obviously watching. Her VPL was off the charts and she knew it would drive me wild as she turned just inside her room door with a smirk. We exchanged glances without word before she pulled the door up. The deadbolt locking put an end to my all too brief stint as a paid gigolo.
I sat there propped up on my pillows facing the closed doors with my business on full display.
My gaze traveled around the room as the sense of that void returned along with my heavily beating heart. I snatched up the covers hiding my erection drawing my knees up as I became fidgety. My android phone was on the carpet right below the bedside table. I snatched it up pulling up Rashida's number, barely stopping short of speed dialing her. The memory of her speeding off leaving me standing in the street came to mind and she'd definitely give me the business for engaging in an "affair" with Sydney.
"Oh yeah, breakfast." I shook my head profusely mumbling to myself going into the shower leaving the phone behind. There was a business card on the dresser presumably left by Sydney.
I avoided my erection letting my mind wander to places mundane until it went away on its own. The next few minutes saw me dressing and half sneaking out of the hotel room as if the sheriffs were coming after me. It took a moment when I peeked out finding a number of people approaching Sydney's door adjacent to mine. I heard my host greet them followed by the loud shutting of the door before hoofing it in the opposite direction to the stairwell at the end of the floor.



Halfway down I felt stupid entering the hotel floor again after two flights getting into an elevator. It still felt awkward as I encountered a family giving me a weird look as I got into the car. I fished about in my pocket for my phone coming up with the business card again. This was fortuitous as I examined the name on its front turning it over to find a simple instruction on the back. I was told to give the card to the Maître d' at the hotel restaurant in the lobby. It was a bit more cloak and dagger than I was used to but made sense when I found a camera crew in the main lobby.
So I followed instructions being led by this young chubby woman in a il-fitting uniform to the back of the restaurant actually the connected bar that was closed during morning hours cordoned off. It felt weird as
I was led back there to a row of tables set up as an impromptu open air office for one person. She was sitting in front of a laptop tapping away with a large leather satchel on one side and an open file folder stuffed to the gills on the opposite side. I glanced down at the card internally sounding out the name there before speaking.
"Good morning Ms. Uh, Karen Frakkes?"
"Have a seat." This blonde blew right through my greeting simultaneously irritating and enchanting me with her appearance.
The first thing you noticed was her staggering beauty marred by the innate harshness of her expression hidden behind some wireframe glasses. Her platinum blonde hair was drawn up into a tight ponytail. For some reason there was this aura of power radiating off of her person that struck me dumb as I glanced down at her table top noticing everything there was meticulously placed. There was a noticeable compulsive nature about this as she continued working on her laptop without looking me in the eye.
"I'm recording our interaction for business purposes so I advise you to do the same."
"Uhm, I thought this was about me signing an NDA?" A waitress appeared handing me a menu with a smile. I nodded back feeling awkward in front of this woman representing Sydney. The waitress glanced at Ms. Frakkes instead of me.
"Bring him a mimosa; he looks as if he could use one and refill my water." The waitress noticeably sped off obeying the order without hesitation as my eyes followed before settling back on Ms. Frakkes.
"I usually like to order my own drinks."
"Excuse my forward nature but you will enjoy the drink, its orange juice and champagne; kind of a celebration of your immediate good fortune. You are going to be paid a few grand for your services, and I added the extra to cover last night with my client as well. I'm told, you were quite vigorous between the sheets, excellent actually."
The waitress returned setting the drink in front of me on a coaster. Once again my eyes followed her as she walked away before returning to this lawyer who was already rubbing me the wrong way.
"I'm not a professional." This got Ms. Frakkes' attention as she closed her laptop with her fingertips pressed down on it looking me in the face with this decidedly icy glare in her clear blue eyes. Again I was taken aback at her obvious beauty.
"Of course, I've offended you and this makes you overly emotional anxious to defend your honor. I suppose I should apologize, but then again the renumeration covers that sleight quite nicely. Drink your mimosa, uh you call yourself "The Educated Simp" right?"
"Yes." I replied without hiding my irritation noticing the little hand motion she made using my moniker.
"If that's actually true as I'm told, you will give me what I want, get paid and continue onward with whatever it is you do as a day job. Mrs. Wilson, Sydney Syd to you, has informed us that you would likely refuse to give your actual birth name in this transaction. We're told you're guarded of your identity to the extreme, is that right?"
"Miss, look I came back here because Sydney told me to and I'm not trying to make waves or anything, but you've already assumed I was some sort of prostitute and treated me like a kid..."
"I've done nothing of the sort but use the information provided to me by our mutual acquaintance. Time is of the essence and I have to get this transaction completed followed by having the footage edited before its put online. I apologize for hurting your feelings, now I'm going to need a simple fingerprint on this form. This particular NDA makes me your legal representative and protects your identity as long as there is no breach of confidentiality on your part. Then, all bets are off and you... well, you'll hear me say a certain phrase before your lights get put out."
"Oh yeah, and what's that Ms. Frakkes?" I was beyond put off by her attitude.
"Do you still want to FUCK me." She replied.
I sat there in front of her processing what had come out of her mouth with raised brows, then chortled before openly laughing. Ms. Frakkes cracked a smile but didn't laugh as I took a sip of my mimosa. She handed me the contract on a clipboard. There was a small circular ink pad attached, but I hesitated.
"Can I uhm, make a request?"
"Sure, I'll hear it." Even though things felt lighter between us, you could barely get past her smug nature.
"I'll give half of this money back if you let me post it on my site; I figure this will add to the credibility of Sydney's narrative while paying it forward in traffic and profits for my business. I'm not making waves Ms. Frakkes I uh, just like editing my own work."
She pushed her wireframe glasses up on her nose staring me down before answering.
"How fast can you get it done?"
"All I need is a laptop; Sydney's phone and I can log into my editing bay from anywhere. I can get home in under thirty minutes and have it to you in ten, I was sort of editing it in my mind while I was shooting it last night."
"What if your laptop was here right now; how long would it take?"
"Less than fifteen minutes gets you uh, I mean Sydney two versions; one that looks like a legitimate sex tape shot for kicks with filters to give it the appearance of an amateur version. The other one will be cleaned up."
Ms. Frakkes sat in thought for a moment, then opened her satchel bag producing another laptop computer which she handed to me with a stone expression on her face.
"It's unlocked and already linked up to the hotel's Wi-Fi; give me your email and I'll shoot you the footage. You have twenty minutes." She instructed as the waitress reappeared pushing a cart containing what looked like a mini buffet of breakfast foods. Off in the distance, servers were disassembling the actual buffet. I wondered if Ms. Frakkes owned the hotel or something. She was packing up her personal laptop giving me a bit of a surprise.
Ms. Frakkes was pregnant sporting an obvious baby bump.
She was wearing a white long sleeved maternity shirt or dress visible from the belly upward. Her bust was exceptionally large and obviously natural with some buttons undone to accommodate her swollen tits. I was lost for a moment before noticing Ms. Frakkes staring back statically.
"Uhm, congratulations on your blessed event ma'am."
"By my timetable, you have eighteen minutes and forty-five seconds to complete the task you asked me for; fail and the footage goes to Vivid. Actually what's left of it, since one of my clients gutted it last year. There're dying for press coverage these days."
"You'd be doing your client a disservice to the narrative you're trying to push on the public. Once that shit appears on their website, everybody will know it's a work and you know it, Ms. Frakkes." I handed her my email on a napkin.
"Alright I'll give you twenty minutes."
I went to a corner behind her occupying a table with a window facing the street at my back. I finished up the scene in twelve minutes returning the laptop to Sydney's lawyer before finally having that brunch. Ms. Frakkes shocked me by playing the scene on her laptop without the benefit of earbuds. I glanced around embarrassed with a mouthful of Belgium waffles noticing the grunts actively working to ignore what we were doing. Ms. Frakkes had a static expression on her face throughout the entire ten minute run time.
"Excellent work. She commented without emotion. I'd included extras in a folder on the desktop and also opened up my site page waiting for her approval to post the scene with a delay.
"Thank you Ms. Frakkes."
"I perused your site and I noticed a glaring omission; no white girls or any other race for that matter. Is your site for profit or play?" We ate together facing one another. I found it hard to look away from her face or bust sitting on display in front of me.
"Actually it is an accidental side hustle while I go to school; I uh, never thought about white girls or anybody else. It's just a close knit operation."
"Obviously." She replied slicing some cantaloupe before eating it with a fork.
"Are you, telling me I should put other races on my site?"
Ms. Frakkes pushed the NDA in front of me. I didn't hesitate signing it with my thumbprint.
"As your representative I'd advise you only to do so if you want to go bigger, garner more profit. Otherwise stay in the urban niche you've carved out for yourself. Sydney Wilson will obviously drive your revenue through the roof later this week, but what happens afterwards once the noise dies down?"
"I'll make another star."
"Will you now; someone like Rashida Sikes, your "Thunda" creation?" My shoulders dropped when I heard Rashida's name come out of her mouth. Ms. Frakkes noticed with her lips forming a smile.
"How did you know her real name?"
"My good man, you've got to learn to read the room or you'll always have a side hustle instead of any substantive wealth and security. I'd never let you sit in front of me if I didn't already hold all the answers. You've signed the NDA and cut your first big "movie" deal. Take the W and decide what comes next. Stay in your lane or reach for the stars; that's my professional opinion regarding your quaint little side hustle, as you put it."
"I'm supposed to thank you for that Ms. Frakkes?"
"No, you're supposed to act on my advice; unless you're scared of success." She was packing up her belongings but left the auxiliary laptop computer sitting there in front of me. The act was triggering recalling the last time I was gifted a computer.
I rested my chin on my fist watching as she finished meticulously packing up her things.
"You work for Sydney's parent company."
"Incorrect, I work for the company that owns my client's parent company; but for your information, this is personal. Drink the rest of your mimosa." I humored her downing the rest as she stood up but not without some effort getting help from a passing server who shot me the stink eye.
"What is your name boy?" Ms. Frakkes asked the guy after she was righted.
"Hymie."
"Word of advice; touching someone without consent is dangerous to your pockets and your dead end job. This information is worth more than the hundred dollars my actual server is going to receive, kick rocks." I watched the poor kid shuffle off feeling the burn as Ms. Frakkes stood beside me catching her breath.
Beside her baby bump, the rest of her figure was traffic stopping in the worst way. Despite her condition, this platinum blonde one percenter was wearing a short beige skirt that put her long perfect legs on display and a butt that rivaled Rashida's, Zoya Berhan's, and a certain formerly infamous baby mamma. Ms. Frakkes tapped the side of my temple with her pointer finger.
"Launch the video at approximately one in the afternoon two days from now. This is important because it has to go viral at the tail end of Sydney's interview."
"I can set that up right now.."
"LISTEN, DON'T TALK!" Ms. Frakkes favored her lower back looking angry, almost seething for a moment. A few feet away, the kid that tried to assist her was busy vacuuming the floor some ten feet away.
"Sure."
"I apologize; must be hormones or I'm that bitch. Do what you have to do Educated Simp; everything goes as planned like it's supposed to and we're happy. You enjoy that laptop, I buy a spare every time I come to town."
"Right." I just wanted her to leave, but Ms. Frakkes lingered.
"Next time we meet when I'm not on the bench; you're gonna whitewash your website after I get through telling you a certain phrase."
"Yeah uh, "Do You Still Want To Fuck Me" right Ms. Frakkes?"
"No, I'm going to take you down to the floor and you'll hear me say... FICK MICH." She underlined this by cupping my chin. I carefully parried her hand looking up at her impassive beautiful features. I couldn't help but opinion that without the baby bump, she'd have a figure like some superheroine from a comic book.
"Right." I added.
Ms. Frakkes snapped her fingers getting that "helpful" guy's attention again motioning towards her belongings. He promptly ran over picking up her things slinging her bag over his shoulder as she walked out leaving me to my thoughts. The kid shot me a look before running after her.
"Damn, that bitch is right." I thought about her advice eating another mouthful of waffles.
*******************************************************************************************
Things returned to normal for the next day as I returned to work finding that Lucy was scheduled for the afternoon after my dustup with Dr. Miles. It wasn't a problem but felt like I was being isolated from the rest of the department. I didn't think much of it but documented it on the low while going through my day. Worrying me more was the fact that I hadn't heard from Rashida since we had sort of a falling out. Karmically my coworker Lucy would provide a puzzle piece to that situation when she popped into the AV department up right before lunch nearly two hours before she was scheduled to start.
"Oh, you're here early." I replied doing some paperwork when she opened the office door with her keys out of the blue.
"Oh, you don't mind if I hang out a bit, do you? I can help you out sir; Dr. Miles is over in the main building in a meeting with the Liberal Arts department."
"It's cool, I'm doing some paperwork and checking a few invoices."
As had become usual, Lucy was covered up hiding her monsterish breasts from public view under one of the school's hoodies while her legs were covered in some really worn looking jeans and her beaten canvas sneakers. Despite being allowed in with conditions, she took a seat on a stool too close for comfort moving over when I shot her a look.
"I trained a lot while you were off duty so I'm gonna really be okay from here on out. It's different working in the afternoon and uh, closing up at night. I mean honestly, I prefer day shift because I get more opportunities to people watch and stuff. Uh, that's my hobby in case I didn't mention it before. You can learn a lot just by looking and listening, right sir?"
"Like how to be quiet when your coworker is doing paperwork?"
"Sorry."
"It's cool, I'm trying to concentrate, okay?"
"Yeah but I'm more apologizing for getting you in trouble with Dr. Miles."
"How so?"
"Well if I never would've told you about everybody in the department being invited to that lunch but you then you wouldn't have argued with Dr. Miles. But, don't worry I put in a good word for you when he asked me about you the other day sir." I stopped what I was doing looking at Lucy with a dead stare.
"What'd he ask you about me?!"
"Just if you were being mean to me, or uh, I think he said inappropriate. Yeah, that's what he said but I told him you were great and really nice. I even told him you brought me breakfast too, but he still looked mad. I think he just asked because you two had that argument. I saw the whole thing from the window in the lobby. Don't worry I told them everything was a-okay between us."
"Them?" I caught a flicker in her eyes for a second with my phone already in hand. Lucy looked apprehensive under my gaze.
"Oh Steven was there too."
"Really?" I was already recording.
"Yeah."
"Those guys are like best friends, huh Lucy?"
"Yeah, they're pretty tight and I think Steven might be back running the department next semester too; he's got some pilot program coming up for student filmmakers. I heard he got a grant, but it's gonna be real hard getting into that class. You don't have anything to worry about they were just asking because the department is gonna be taking some training on sexual harassment pretty soon. Maybe things got brought up because of that."
"I think you're right Lucy; you're real smart, what's your major here at the college?"
"OH UH!!...I'm kind of just a civilian employee, that's all." She admitted sheepishly while kind of spinning around on the stool like some impatient kid.
"Maybe they can get you a scholarship." I offered disingenuously.
"I don't know, I'm not college smart."
"I disagree Lucy, you're very bright." I softened my features while bristling inside at the revelation of what I considered a villain team up in my life.
"THANK YOU!" She was beaming with a smile that went from ear to ear.
"Oh don't thank me for telling the truth young lady." I put a little extra sugar on things prompting Lucy to take the paperwork from me and finish things up including helping out with a room or two.
Once she was gone, I let go fretting a bit at working with a clueless noob seemingly unaware of her own status as a dark horse. For the second time in a week I nearly dialed up Rashida but restrained myself again out of self-loathing. My mind started running a mile a minute the moment Lucy unwittingly let the cat out of the bag. I went through my phone looking for nothing in particular to calm my nerves. Sydney came to mind, but more importantly her attorney Ms. Frakkes, but our interaction quelled that notion. I considered Zoya but relented.
"Shit." This was most definitely a "ME" problem as Lucy returned gifting me a canned soda from a nearby vending machine on our floor.
"Hey, everything okay sir?" I took the free canned lemonade surreptitiously giving it the once over as she plunked down on the stool looking through the observation window at the student auditorium outside it. I briefly thought about the two women I'd hooked up with shortly after starting work on campus. I considered Demon but relented.
"Fine." I took a long sip while she nursed an orange Fanta watching with something obviously on her mind.
"Uhm, we have a new job, but its only for tomorrow; I kinda picked it up when I snagged these sodas."
"What's that?"
"We uh, I guess you have to set up a flat screen in the student center; there's gonna be a big crowd tomorrow."
"What're you talking about Lucy?"
"Haven't you heard? I mean, I saw you watching their show the other day and now that it's out of the bag, there's gonna be an interview on the K-JAY network tomorrow simulcast on social media and live. Really thought you were on top of things lately with the Sly Show; man things have been hella crazy lately on there!" She was gossiping already well into the conversation while I was putting the pieces together. It took seconds, but I wisely played dumb.
"I don't care about that stuff, but make sure whoever is requesting that equipment has their paperwork filled out. The boss has to sign off on it too; so if they don't get it done today, it might not be available tomorrow Lucy."
"YEAH, RIGHT!!"
"You uh, wanna take them a requisition sheet and uh, run it over to Dr. Miles so this uh, event can take place without a hitch?" I offered Lucy a one sheet which she snapped up grabbing the doorknob. She hesitated for a moment.
"Uhm, can I ask you a question?"
"Shoot."
"The other day when you got into it with Dr. Miles; wasn't that girl you were with, uh Thunda?"
"No, I wasn't with anyone, but I took my shot and crapped out Lucy. It was uh, kind of embarrassing but I'm sure she made a connection with a few of the guys out there."



"Oh, so that's why you ran away?"
"Excuse me?"
"Uhm, just kinda looked like you were mad yesterday when you walked away. I saw it, but sorry she didn't like you sir. Those guys out there started kinda harassing her, but a few people helped her get away too. Sorry, it looked like you guys knew each other."
"Whatever, are you taking that slip to the client, or not?"
"YEAH RIGHT, BYE!!" Lucy dipped out over excited, but I was side eyeing her. I went to the door peering out before closing the door when I was sure she was gone. I dialed up an acquaintance of convenience.
"Hello?!"
"Abayomi."
He hung up without another word leaving me on pause. I followed up texting Zoya Berhan looking for a face to face. This was heady stuff as I realized the ball was already in play. She responded quickly going into a back and forth that ended with her assuring me she'd done as I'd asked signing off on her former fuck buddy. Their affair had come and gone relatively without incident but Zoya was likely prompted to "punish" her lover with her academic clout when he didn't allow her husband to play in a coerced threesome.
Now I was in the same situation having thwarted the couple's salacious intentions in grandiose fashion. It made sense retribution would always be around the corner after I'd surreptitiously engineered his removal from the head of the AV and Film departments. I was deep in the pocket by my estimate and now had to find out how high the walls were in this metaphorical pit. Dr. Miles came to mind stoking my ire, but then I thought of Quisha's words to me about her father.
I started mentally traveling back in time trying in vain to remember the name of Steven's victim quoted to me by Abayomi and my good friend Ed the custodian the latter after I'd just finished boning the snot out of Steven's sex addled wife. That elusive name became a flitting thing alive in my head dancing just out of reach until it felt like my head would explode. I settled down trying to keep the panic at bay knowing the "bad guys" were actively plotting to remove me from my job.
Instead, I dialed another number.
"YEAH?!!"
"I need you down here around five and you're not going back home until after midnight nigga."
I hung up and went about my day. The wheels were already turning in my head overtime as I took my last break hurrying down the second floor corridor to the elevator. Ten minutes later I was walking out of a corner store with a paper bag in one hand and a can of V8 in the other. With a few minutes left to spare I went to Takisha's social media finding a few posts obviously directed at yours truly.
It was simply a minute long yoga routine at some gym that appeared to cater exclusively to women. This had to be the most pornographic workout routine I'd ever seen in my life with repeated viewings making it clear the other women in her vicinity were watching eyes big as saucers. Takisha titled the video clip simply "I Know You're Watching" making me feel a pang of guilt wondering if she were suffering from Stockholm syndrome. Another single pic depicted her lying face down with her upper half hidden under a white sheet.
Those workouts were starting to give her a well-defined apple accessorized in the photo with a tiny intricate bit of lace masquerading as panties. I chuckled to myself knowing her dance card was empty rewarding the pic with a like and nothing more. The only other thing in the pic that I noticed upon second inspection was her phone with this entry bearing the title "Make That Call" plain and simple. She seemed to be watching her social media because my phone rang with an incoming text. Takisha gifted me the same photo sans her panties.
I found Lucy sitting in the AV office when I got back... she wasn't alone.
"I still have two minutes of break left boss." It looked like they were having a powwow judging from the uneasy expression on Lucy's face. Dr. Miles was holding a clipboard looking very much like he'd been interrupted.
"We're having some classes on inappropriate behavior and harassment; it's standard stuff so you need to sign up for the class we're having over in the main building."
"Two minutes."
"I'LL GIVE YOU THE DAMN TWO MINUTES! SIGN THIS CLIPBOARD!" My boss's barely hidden disdain bubbled up to the top surprising Lucy who flinched, but Dr. Miles didn't notice shoving the clipboard into my hands.
"Geez Dr. Miles; lighten up." I made a show of reading the paperwork there perusing the names there realizing my name would be the last on the two page sing-up sheet. Instead of using the pen attached to the clipboard, I made my mark in sloppy faux illiterate fashion with a felt tip marker.
"Don't you worry about that boy; make sure you're down here at nine in the morning for the first class. If you're late that's a write up, your second and we know what happens when you get a third, right?"
"I win a prize, right; like a box of crackerjacks?" I chortled in smug fashion.
"No I win the prize." He barreled past me hardly able to contain himself almost slamming the door as he disappeared.
"Wow." Lucy observed still sort of put out watching us interact.
It was hard to retain an innocuous expression right in front of Lucy already figuring she was the dark horse brought in to facilitate my downfall in one way or another. It started to make sense when I took things into consideration remembering the question asked of me by Sydney's lawyer after looking at my site. My thoughts went to Dr. Miles in depth and how I'd never seen him with any appreciable black faculty members or really any students for that matter outside of his daughters.
Somebody who didn't know me obviously wouldn't know how to thread the hook.
"Hey Lucy I'm really very sorry about that." I apologized.
"You don't have to apologize to me sir I..."
"No, I uh, I do Lucy because he's our boss and your friend. Despite our differences, I appreciate being a member of this team and I love my job. It's great having this experience that puts me one leg up while I get to study film and writing even though my parents didn't approve. Hell, if my father had his way I'd be in the army right now."
I cut her off assuming as non-threatening a posture as I could muster visibly deferring to the woman sitting in front of me. There was no way this obvious agent could know I was ramping up a mental marathon that would see me outpacing their attempts to get me fired and probably worse. It was also a way to draw her out of the box she was hiding in as I thought about what I'd seen that morning her secret was revealed. She could've heard me coming and staged the whole thing. There was no way I was letting some rubes fuck me over in the least.
"Wait, I just work here like you do, I don't get no special treatment because he took me to lunch over you."
"No I'm cool with that Lucy; I was just referring to how he got you the job here. You guys must be tight if he'd put you in a position I was told in admissions was earmarked for students only. That's why I asked you about your classes; well anyway I've gotta get outta here before I'm late clocking out. Can't get that third strike, my family is counting on me to be the first to graduate college in two decades." I mimicked her smile acting purposely exuberant knowing I was sending a message directly to Steven and my scheming boss.
Lucy looked green around the gills likely realizing she might be out of a job if they wanted to stick it to me proper.
"Uh, yeah bye." She waved meekly back as I stood there for a beat, then waved back again like some happy go lucky noob. Lucy was sitting there side eyeing me failing to notice a TA at her dispatch window as I pulled the door up leaving.
Lucy became little more than an afterthought and part of the equation roiling about in my head as I let my malicious nature take over hitting the stairs instead of the elevator paranoid someone was watching me on camera. I was starting to feel more self-assured by the time I reached the bottom of the stairs already two or three steps ahead of the conspirators. I needed to make sure these guys weren't gonna come back for me when I was done responding to this threat a second time.
"Guess I'll prime the pump." I stepped out into the building adjacent narrow alley walking to my parked car popping the trunk on the utilitarian vehicle. My camera bag sat in the trunk holding a burner android phone gifted to me by the second woman qualified to be my significant other, formerly a mentor in the way of things most foul.
"Hello?" His voice sounded dull like he'd been asleep right before I called.
"Hey man do you think your old lady would like to know you gave her herpes?" I was pedestrian about my casual evil.
"I don't got herpes."
"But what if you did bruh; how would she react to that shit, huh?" There was no telling if he even knew it was me calling.
"She'd beat my ass; do something like, cut off my johnson." I raised a brow surprised he'd answer the question.
"Do you want that to happen?"
"NO!!" This guy was the spiritual successor to Pete Puma.
"Okay man, look when I call you again you'd better take the garbage out back to the alley; if you don't your old lady is gonna have herpes because of you. I'm being very clear and honest with you bruh, take that call later."
"Okay."
"Alright, don't play with me." I hung up shoving the burner into my glove compartment before walking back into the building to wait for my afternoon appointment.
Takisha seemed to be heartened by my posting a like to her social media putting up another directed at me. It was up for a few hours and damn near viral by the time I found it. The one minute clip caught my attention due to her butt being in frame with her business barely covered by the skimpy material of the light purple tie side shorts covering her peachy butt. I clicked on it finding her there face down ass way up in the camera long enough to get anyone excited.
"Got-Damn." The view swiftly dipped down finding her inhuman looking arch as she looked between her long legs right at the viewer.
Her head was upside down with both arms between her thighs hands in custody of a Nintendo Switch. Sounds of the game she was playing was audible. Takisha righted herself on all fours tossing the game aside before plunking down in the thinking Buddha's pose. Her butt was on full display as she pulled an errant strand of brown hair looking at the camera. Her face was made up like she was going out or something as she spoke.
"Guess I'm not much of a gamer; and I don't play games anymore bitch."
"Huh?" The clip wasn't directed at me after all; but I found a link in the description box that made my hair stand on end. I hit the link finding Sydney's very active IG page and the video in question which saw her in that hotel room being attended to by two hairdressers with a fretting PA in the background talking out of earshot on her phone.
"Hey little girl ain't no thang calling what you think is your nigga to the carpet. Is it really creeping if he's still here in the morning, home girl? You wanna a pair of my panties to sniff too, huh darling? You might find a familiar smell in there honey. Excuse me, real women running the block while you stay in your lane. Bitch don't kill my vibe."
"Aw shit, fuck me." Adding injury to insult, Sydney actually added the hook from Kendrick Lamar's "Bitch Don't Kill My Vibe" closing out the acid tinged clapback.
I thought to contact her through cash app but remembered the unsaid warning in every word during my meeting with her attorney. More drama found me in an accidental love triangle of my own making as I found another clip entitled "Magic Trick" sent to me by Takisha. I hit the clip leaning against the building looking about making sure nobody was near.
"Hey grandma it's all good in the hood and make sure you take your Metamucil. Now for people actually in their lane; I'm gonna do a magic trick right here, right now. Obviously, I'm gonna make this banana disappear." Takisha was sitting at her counter in her apartment again with another banana atop a napkin. It sounded like she was giving a tutorial.
Takisha centered the napkin on the counter waving a palm over it in a circular motion before positioning it vertically. She meticulously peeled the banana letting the ends remain connected at the bottom. Takisha looked into her phone's camera for a second then shocked me by slamming her face down on the counter like she'd been shot in the back.
Both of her hands were planted flat on either side of her head, banana gone. Then she slowly sat up again resting her elbows on the counter drumming her fingers whimsically for a few moments as the clip approached its end.
"What?" Takisha asked the audience with a shrug and a million dollar smile. No banana in sight as I laughed typing a message telling the slim thick beauty to "STOP IT" with a laughing emoji. She responded "NO" within seconds with her own laughing emoji accompanied by an eggplant and peach emoji.
"Shit." A third red faced angry emoji appeared in response to hers from an unknown probably troll account.
Not to be outdone, Takisha replied with a middle finger emoji sealing the deal for me as I noticed my cousin pulling up to the curb. More dueling emojis and messages were popping up in real time as I pocketed my android walking out to greet Jaquan. Instead of going up to the passenger window, I walked around the back to his open driver's side window.
"Why're you coming around to my window cuz?"
"I wanna have a face to face Jaquan." I knelt beside his window looking over my shoulder at the incoming traffic on the narrow street, then around the adjacent street through his sports car.
"You're gonna try to sic that crazy female on me again, ain't you?"
"Look man, I'm helping you out here Jaquan; I mean, you really wanna go out like that?!"
"Don't fuck with me cuz; you're trying to get me with motherfucking Zoya again! Nigga if you wanna use my car all you gotta do is ask!"
"You scared?"
"WHAT?!! YOU WANT ME TO GET OUTTA THIS CAR?!!" He went for the door but I was ahead of him using my weight leaning into it reaching inside offering my hand.
"Chill, I thought you'd want your uhm, get back on her for running through you like paper. We can talk about my motives all day, but she still made you look weak and giving your history and body count; well, you want me to slide into your spot instead? Didn't you tell me and Rashida that she was one of the best lays you ever had?"
"Yeah, but..."
"Fifty inches over maybe, a thirty two inch waist and sex crazed to the max. Fool, Zoya wanted your number!"
"You ain't fooling nobody."
"I ain't trying to, Jaquan; fuck man, never thought I'd see the day you'd run from some pussy. Negro don't get it twisted and you ain't fooling nobody showing up for a workout. White tank and sweats, huh nigga? Man, you wearing a pair of them expensive ass shoes Zoya brought your ass too, nigga please. Don't piss on my dick bruh!"
He looked embarrassed sitting there reeking of cologne wearing a diamond stud in one of his ears. His shades were tucked into his tank top. There was no doubt I knew my cousin way more than he would ever know me at this point. Jaquan felt it too, somewhat crestfallen that I was ahead of the curve as a result of being in his social circle for a period of time.
"What's the play?" I reached into the car taking his shades putting them on as a subtle power play before looking over my shoulder again at the sparse traffic.
"See this alley right here? Park your ride back there in front of this Honda Civic and we'll chop it up." I got up and walked briskly back to my car leaving him to follow behind the wheel as I retrieved my burner phone from the glove compartment.
Hey bruh, you've had a car all this time?" Jaquan looked pissed finding me leaning there against the passenger side.
"I'm only supposed to use it for running errands like the grocery store and stuff. I was gonna be late to work this morning, so I didn't have no choice and I definitely wasn't calling Rashida."
"Wouldn't have mattered anyway because she ain't been home the last few nights." For some reason I felt a twang of emotion, but Jaquan gave me a pat on the shoulder.
"Whatever, so I'm gonna dial her up."
"WAIT!" Jaquan stopped me.
I shrugged as he fidgeted looking around like we were being watched before continuing.
"Uh, what do I say to her; I mean do I uh, say "Lets Fuck" or is this some shit where I've gotta actually talk to her?" My brow furrowed as I shoved my elbow into his bicep. He wasn't hurt or affected in any way, but still looked embarrassed.
"Nigga...what happened last time you met Zoya?" We both knew he'd been sexually mauled to the ninth degree barely escaping her clutches if not for her husband Steven and the local police department.
"OH, YEAH RIGHT!!"
"Look man, just fuck her brains out for as long as possible, alright? I got shit going on but you don't need to know about that and I'm gonna put the swirl on this bitch."
"Man I ain't trying to get no jail time." He replied skittish getting a second elbow shove as a group of students walked by.
One of them a blonde was openly checking out my cousin who waved back. I hit a third elbow as she returned his wave. Some guy with her gave both of us the mean mug wrapping an arm around the blonde's shoulder as they continued onward out of the narrow alley. I opened my passenger side shoving my much taller cousin inside the car. I turned facing away from the car dialing up the number shoving my burner into his face on speaker.
"Hello?" Zoya answered right away but my cousin hesitated for a moment before answering awkwardly.
"Uhm, yeah I was just like, calling to thank you for those shoes."
"Jaquan darling, it's so nice to hear from you but I'd like you to tell your cousin there's no need for subterfuge. He seems to want a needless palaver, but I'm amenable if you're part of the offering? By the way, I hope you haven't showered today."
"HUH?!!" My cousin half hiccupped at Zoya's candor while I muted the phone glaring at him.
"You told her we were cousins?"
Jaquan dipped his head looking at the expensive sneakers on his feet purchased along with several others. I went back to the conversation with Zoya walking away from my car unmuting my android.
"You were looking for him, weren't you Zoya?"
"Dear heart, do you really expect me not to see a carrot so obviously being dangled in front of my face, albeit a big fat twelve inch carrot? You can talk to me anytime, but certain things are going to be eh, confidential if you get my drift?"
"Didn't you tell me I was in charge of you?"
"Sexually yes; but honestly if I didn't know you interpersonally I'd be rather offended at the childish game you're attempting to play with me. Last time we played, I delivered your message to Steven as instructed. Did you think there wouldn't be consequences for that snowball?"
"Funny, I was thinking the same thing." There was a long pause as I thought of the disgusting prank played on her husband after we'd hooked up quite recently. I was definitely trolling him using his wife as a prop.
"So, are you withdrawing that lovely Mandingo from the proceedings; or will I be allowed to nibble, suck, and fuck my rapturously decadent carrot? I could use a proper snog if you must know."
"Standard rules apply bitch."
"Where?"
I hit her up on Facetime getting an immediate answer as she appeared on screen from the shoulders up. Zoya was dressed conservatively in a collared blouse and tan blazer visible in the window of my android. She knew exactly why I was hitting her up on Facetime using her phone to show me that she was alone in an office. Zoya even went so far as to walk outside the office into the narrow corridor showing its empty state as well.



"Steven is currently at a residence inn with his boytoy, Oliver." I wondered if I should hit up Phoebe's husband to see what he knew or try to get him to dark horse spy for me. It was my fault the men knew each other as he was party to the grand prank I engineered to put my former boss on blast.
"Same place Zoya; up in the stacks." Her eyes flashed with excitement before she hung up. I turned finding my cousin sitting there somewhat dejected.
"What?"
"Damn cuz; I feel like you're pimping me."
"Negro." I had a half smile on my face while he eventually gave me a wide toothy grin, then grimaced deadly serious like I was about to get hands put on me.
"Well, I'm not lying."
"Get going."
After he was gone, I locked up my car walking out onto the sidewalk after making sure Jaquan's ride was secure. I wanted to give Zoya some time to really get sexually amped before I stepped in to get what I actually wanted from her. My android buzzed with another incoming link from Takisha who seemed intent on getting another hookup after finding out I was with Sydney. I was a little reticent but ended up going to her social media again while casually walking around the block to the main building.
"Oh-kay then." Takisha made her case with a simple pic which depicted her sitting propped up against what had to be the headboard of her bed. There was a large fluffy white pillow covering her midsection including her crotch with her arms and long legs sticking out. She was sitting Indian style holding the pillow against her athletic body making the "call me" hand gesture with an inviting smile.
I texted the Okay emoji back in response.
She responded with the same pic texted sans the pillow. Takisha really was nude behind that large fluffy pillow.
I got into the main building elevator going to the library on the upper floor considering that I'd become a living badminton between two warring women who I had no interest in outside of the prurient. The main library was stuffed to the gills with students, faculty, casual visitors, and some obvious transients. I kind of liked the fact certain portions of the campus was open to the public. I mused about the fact that I was pretty much invisible socially speaking walking pass the library concierge desk to the private study rooms officially this school's stacks.
Technically speaking there were two more sets of rooms one upstairs and another on the top floor, but I remained a creature of habit unwittingly "inheriting" Zoya Berhan after a defining hate-fuck session. The main building was nearly as old as the city itself with a lot of the original architecture enduring into modern times however retrofitted for current use. Thus I had to open an exceptionally thick oak door with the finish marred by time and shitty students, an official entrance into the "Lover's Lane" of this college. The darkened muted corridor behind the door made it feel as it you were passing through an airlock of sorts.
Four rooms two on two facing one another were meant to be private areas of study and the original teacher-student conference rooms. Each were outfitted as miniature versions of a library six shelves apiece inside framing a large communal oak table and chairs also from the distant pass. Each door was outfitted with a small square shaped portal type window which allowed outsiders to peer inside. The glass however scratched up and tagged, was as thick as the doors themselves. Instead of looking, I rapped at the window three times.
I ended up knocking several times in succession before the heavy lock audibly clicked making the door pop open.
"Hey cuz, you coming in too?" The first thing that came into view was my cousin's face way too close for comfort with eyes as big as saucers.
I yanked on the handle getting the gist of things instantly.
"Damn man, what the fuck is this wild ass shit?"
I was unfortunately treated to the immediate sight of my cousin in a very compromised position backing away from the door sans his pants and underwear. It was apparent he was already in crisis with what I was considering calling the Educated Nympho. Zoya's hand was visible balled up in a fist around the base of his erection along with his scrunched up balls. Somehow she was roughly jerking him off still hidden by his large frame.
"Are we having a shindig; I'd love having you both without limitations dear heart." Zoya's head popped out just under Jaquan's left armpit with her trademark salacious expression.
"Well I don't know about that, my cousin wanted to get some payback for the last time you guys were together; says that only happened because you caught him by surprise." Jaquan was shaking his head in the negative grimacing as she glanced up into his face heartened.
"Is that so my lovely little Mandingo?"
"DON'T LISTEN TO HIM-MMPFFHH!!" Her other hand appeared covering his mouth muffling any protestations as I shook my head with a faux disparaging look on my face.
"Yeah, he's gonna teach you a lesson Zoya." I added glancing over finding her clothing neatly folded on the tabletop with an expensive Birkin bag on top of the pile.
"OH REALLY NOW; I'D LOVE THAT JAQUAN!! PLEASE TEACH ME A PROPER LESSON THEN!!"
"CUZ, WHAT'RE YOU--OH SHIT BRUH!!" I flinched as Zoya suddenly twisted her hands around his junk making my cousin double over nearly hitting his head on the edge of the table. She shoved a knee into the back of his left sending him to the floor still in custody of his manhood as I snapped up her purse opening it. Zoya regarded me.
"Are you, robbing me dear heart; or is this part of your silly little plan to mentally torment my husband further?" She was unbothered actually jostling with my cousin as I fished about inside her bag removing her phone.
"Temporarily, more like borrowing it Zoya, and yes I want to fuck with your husband. Don't act like you don't know why bitch."
"As long as I get to play, why should I care?"
"I think maybe you play too much; how do I unlock this shit?" I couldn't help but take in her partial nudity with the sole item on her body being a skintight fitted white plunge brassiere that perfectly accentuated her pert breasts.
"I have nothing to hide dear heart." Zoya replied glib to a fault tussling with my cousin who was actually trying to crawl under the table upending a chair. She kept pace with his efforts going to the floor stealing a rapturous bite of his buttock quickly glancing back at my face to see if her behavior rattled me. Her phone was unlocked.
"HEY CUT THAT SHIT OUT!! CUZ, YOU GONNA HELP ME OUT MAN?!!" Jaquan squawked grabbing the chair on the opposite side of the big oak table as Zoya went after his buns again tongue extended. I was reminded of her line of questioning regarding trimming in a previous conversation.
"Buck up nigga; you're fucking six five and two hundred twenty-five pounds of muscle!! What, you need some pointers on a bitch I already broke in for you, huh fool?!!"
Zoya buried her face in his rear end making my cousin yelp like a wounded animal.
"CUZ, YOU GONNA STAY WITH ME?!!" Jaquan sounded horrified as she started audibly tea bagging him from behind keeping him under control with that fist around his junk.
"Tell you what Jaquan; stick and move nigga." I pocketed Zoya's phone gathering up her clothing and bag as she began to free the beast on my cousin. We exchanged glances for an instant as she surreptitiously tried to push her thumb into my cousin's back door but relented when I waged a finger in her face.
"I'd love to have both of you I tandem dear heart; perhaps you'd allow me to take the cuffs off if I behave."
"Uhm, nope."
"Shame, have fun with my things while I'm getting a right proper snog out of your familiar." I had a hand on the doorknob taking in her more than inviting nudity. Jaquan managed to yank the chair on the opposite side of the table underneath it, but Zoya quickly snatched it away with a girlish giggle that told me I'd better complete my mission quickly.
"CUZ!!" Jaquan yelled.
"Alright you kids play nice and none of that funny stuff Zoya." I snapped up his car keys from the table.
"DON'T LEAVE ME MAN!!" I pulled the door up as Zoya got him face down om the frayed carpeting intent on burying her face in his butt. Jaquan could obviously overpower her if he truly wanted, but I suspect he liked sampling the role reversal Zoya Berhan represented. I considered taking a pic for laughs with Rashida later.
But then I remembered we were currently on the outs.
Outside the study room in the muted dark corridor I cracked the door peering out at a heavily congested library floor knowing that route wasn't an option. I inched back considering returning Zoya's belongings before noticing the fire exit facing me. My mind drifted back to my morning tryst with Sydney Syd as I inched forward noticing this fire door was fortuitously out of service as well signified by wadded up cardboard wedged into the door lock.
I glanced back knowing my cousin was getting the business then noticed some typing paper with the message "Occupied-DO NOT DISTURB" written in felt tip marker posted on an adjacent door. I snatched it down sticking it to my cousins and Zoya's lurid boudoir before making my leave down the back flight of stairs to the first floor. I found my favorite custodian Ed sweeping up the unofficial back alley / road leading back to my car and Jaquan's. He assured me nobody would disturb the vehicles getting a chuckle as I tossed Zoya's shit in my trunk sans phone.
"Man I don't even wanna know what you've gotten yourself into today." He commented rewarding with two handicap place cards for the cars.
I dropped a twenty in his palm before walking off scrolling through Zoya's phone downloading her contacts before crossing the street adjacent to the main building pulling up Abayomi's number. I was intent on getting to the bottom of things one way or another after he slammed on me even if I had to resort to catfishing.
I found a seat on my favorite bench in the same park I'd used after getting Rashida Sikes fired from her job as collateral damage. I had a pretty good view of the fountain as I started texting Abayomi using Zoya's phone. He responded promptly thinking she was looking for a hookup begging off due to being otherwise occupied. A dick pic followed as some sort of recompense I'm sure he worked out with Zoya beforehand. I forwarded that to my burner email as well as a companion piece finding several more in her phone which followed.
Then I closed the noose around his neck still casually pretending to be Zoya demanding his presence at the park. I had some time on my hands managing to have a bite from a hotdog vendor. He showed up pretty quickly disappointed to find me reclining there with a bottled drink. This spoke to her actual influence over him giving me ideas as he glanced around until his gaze settled on me waving Zoya's phone at him with a smile. He was wearing a long sleeved white business shirt which looked disheveled and some black slacks with a botched zipper. I chuckled at the sandals on his manicured feet.
"Duk shit ku! Me zance?!" He was exasperated having run from his current campus a few blocks over.
"Nice to see you too Abayomi; come have a seat bruh."
His brow furrowed but then relaxed into the smiling countenance I was used to seeing as he stood up with his hands on his hips unaware that his fly was open. A few people walked by with a couple of ladies taking notice. Always the lothario he gave some redhead his number tapping it into her phone while playing me off as expected. When he looked back, I motioned towards his crotch prompting him to look down and immediately zip up.
"What is this brother; how are you in possession of Dr. Berhan's phone; are you a thief?"
"No more than you my nigga; so, I wanted a conversation with you but you hung up in my face before I could say one word."
"I am not required to speak with you; we have a very light acquaintance my neega, as you say." He didn't take a seat instead standing over me blocking out the view of the waning sun above. There was no mistaking this guy could take me out no problem with very little effort if he wanted.
"We're not people Abayomi?"
"No sorry; we've just shared Dr. Berhan's big ass between us and I suspect much more."
"Oh?"
"I am aware that you were with Carlie; if I were the common American neega I would have perforated your frail chest with my fist, but she is simply a basic female of your manufactured ethnicity."
"Oh is that right my friend?"
"Carlie suck zakara like a beast; uhm a pig that's what the correct term is am I correct, my friend?" He was looking to initiate an altercation but I wasn't that easy.
"Oh I don't know Abayomi; chalk it up to my public school education and growing up in the hood, my neega. So, business or pleasure?"
"Excuse me?"
"Whoever you were fucking just now at your new campus? When you transferred over there, I figured you'd uh, make a new start; but I see old habits die hard."
"That is none of your concern, but she has one fat ass for an old white woman." He smiled thinking he was sticking it to me, but I chuckled instead looking around people watching for a second or two taking a sip of my bottled drink.
"Zoya ran you off campus huh?" His eyes lit up telling me the answer before the lie that would spill from his lips.
"These sluts can be very taxing once they have been properly handled my neega; she was, clingy to say the least." He unknowingly provided more context in his slight body movements fidgeting a bit before crossing his arms across his chest averting direct eye contact with me.
"Tell me about it; she really knows how to take a nigga's dick and turn it into a handle, huh Abayomi? I've seen it man and that shit is wild; once that bitch gets her hands on your nuts that's a wrap. Seriously I watched her take a big six foot five nigga and bend him over with no problem, crazy right?" We both knew what we were talking about as evidenced by him closing the space between us.
"Nasan wannan dan iskan ba wai kawai ya kirani ba! You want I should fuck you up my brother?"
"No my brother, not at all but before you make a bad decision I want you to know that I've uploaded Zoya's contacts to my cloud account and your dick pic. I've also upload all the other pics from her phone for an interesting evening of data mining which she won't care about because I've taken it out in good honest American trade my neega; I'm sure a lot of your present "female opportunities" are listed in her contacts, huh? I've also downloaded the contact information from the faculty at your new university my neega. You've been there six weeks by my estimate, joined the campus well after normal mid-term enrollment. Sounds like part of a settlement to me, right my neega?"
He didn't say anything but I noticed his nostrils flaring. It was likely that I might be seeing the inside of an emergency room.
"Hey man, Zoya's over I the main building right now with her fist full of another neega's nuts as we speak. If you don't wanna hear what I'm talking about you can go over there and outfuck the other neega for a new deal. Maybe Steven can send you to another campus, but you know the price of admission, right motherfucker?"
One of his big ham sized fists was already balled up preparing to knock me into next year, but I pressed further.
"Obviously I don't know what you've already cooked up over there but if I was you I would've stuck to young impressionable college girls with a nagging curiosity after watching so much interracial porn in their high school years. If you're gonna be sloppy with that Mandingo then you can't blame a neega for carpet bombing the faculty administration, hell even alumni with scores of you dick pics. Hey why'd you let Zoya get your face in a lot of them, my neega?" I'd taken umbrage at his particular use of the slur, repeating it several times for effect.
His giant cannonball sized fist became a mitt sized hand again as he considered his options.
"What...do you want akata?" He growled nonverbally admitting defeat.
"Everybody, all of them niggas that bent their booty for that pervert and his old lady. I was just gonna ask for the other guy you mentioned, but now I want it all in seventy-two hours or I'm gonna burn your shit down, akata."
Abayomi did this slow burn looking about at some of the other pedestrians. Some bag lady was feeding breadcrumbs to a group of pigeons at her dirty sock covered feet nearby. Both of us could smell her gross pungent body odor like she was standing at my park bench instead of ren feet away. Abayomi looked visibly distressed.
"I signed a non-disclosure form."
"Not my problem."
"They will take everything."
"No, they won't akata." I used his slur underlining my lack of empathy.
"I-am ruined."
"No, you're powerful Abayomi and that's why they cut that crappy deal with you because of what you and those other brothers represent. Nothing's gonna happen to you, but I'm gonna fuck your shit up if you screw me over again my neega; am I making myself crystal clear akata?"
"WHO ARE YOU?!" He suddenly shouted in mental anguish.
"The Educated Simp, nigga...keep that shit close to your heart and give me what I asked for or we're all going to pound town behind this deviant bullshit. I'm done fucking with you Abayomi. You're either with me or against me bruh."
He stood there doing a slow burn pondering my deadly serious words.
"Ma'aasalaama, chop chop neega." I waved my hand dismissively.
"Fuck you." Abayomi hissed stalking off. Out the corner of my eye I noticed him hesitate glancing back at me glowering.
I took a deep drink from my bottle.
He disappeared into the crowd as a text popped up on Zoya's phone.
It was Steven looking for his wife.
"What the fuck do you want, I'm getting mine bitch." I actually said the words as I made no qualms about not even trying to pretend to be his Zoya on text.
[WHO IS THIS?!!]
"Oh wow, he picked up on that immediately." I chuckled to myself sending that pic of Abayomi's junk making use of the hastily sent correspondence.
[ABAYOMI?!! HEY MAN WE TALKED ABOUT THIS!! YOU'RE NOT SUPPOSED TO BE SEEING MY WIFE ALONE!!]
I scrolled through several of Zoya's accumulated pics sending him a plethora of dick pics from various guys they'd probably jointly molested over the years. She had quite an extensive collection of men's penises on her phone in various colors and shades.
[WHO IS THIS?!!]
[WHO-THE-FUCK-IS-THIS?!!]
"Wow, he sounds bent; I wonder how Oliver is taking it." I chuckled to myself at the unintended double-entendre.
[WHAT ARE YOU DOING IN THE PARK BY THE MAIN BUILDING?!! STAY THERE I'M COMING OVER!!]
"Shit."
My bottled drink hit the pavement making the group of pigeons scatter into the air as I footed it like I was running a relay race. I hadn't expected Steven to use the Find My Phone app to locate Zoya's expensive top level piece. I was nearly clipped twice running across the multi-laned street making a sharp right into the alley as some driver yelled a familiar slur at me from behind his wheel. Always thinking on my feet I bolted top speed down the back alley behind the main building fumbling in my pocket for car keys coming up with Jaquan's.
I jumped behind the wheel pulling out of the side alley of my campus building burning rubber down the street adjacent to the elevated tracks.
Dusk was just starting as I navigated between lanes making it dicey a few times before I reached the separate building that served as my school's official gym. It was a partnership with an established chain. The handicap placard came in handy allowing me to swoop into a parking space out front jumping out half juggling Zoya's phone. I scrambled up to the men's locker room finding an empty keyless locker muting and chucking Zoya's phone inside like it was an explosive about to go off.



I barely settled down walking down the stairs pulling out my android finding another social media post from Takisha. She was in her bed laying on her belly in some really skimpy underwear looking sleepy seductive still making the same "Call Me" hand gesture.
I got behind the wheel of Jaquan's ride pulling off the curb making an immediate right turn pulling into this large parking lot facing the building proper. I eventually found a space in the center of the lot facing the building in what amounted to a stakeout.
I glanced at Takisha's pic again before climbing into Jaquan's backseat with all of the windows down in his car.
I made the call.
Actually I texted my location accessorized by an eggplant and peach emoji.
*********************************************************************************************
"You rang?" Takisha leaned into Jaquan's open car window wearing this baggy grey hoodie that obviously belonged to some guy. It covered my potential hookup from head to just below her crotch.
"Obviously."
"So, another car date; is that what we're doing now?"
"Well we can talk about it or you could get in here and let me molest the living shit out of you." This seemed to be exactly what she wanted to hear making the goofiest smile I'd ever seen on her face since we'd met.
"Is that right?"
"Yeah that's right girl; and what's up with that big ass hoodie you're wearing?"
"Well we can talk about it or I can climb into that back seat and play with your dick, suck and fuck on it until you walk funny."
"Come on in baby!" Takisha chuckled dipping her head out of view full on snickering before looking at me again.
"HBO?"
"Huh, what?"
"Help a bitch out." She reached into the back seat offering both arms. Takisha's slim thick athletic build allowed me to easily pull the athletic ingenue into Jaquan's back seat. I handled her with no problem planting her tight round rear in my lap unzipping the hoodie taking a look inside.
"I think somebody likes me."
Takisha was wearing this skimpy pink scalloped plunge brassiere, a masterpiece of a lace underwire which made her sloping tits look delectable. A matching pair of intricately lacey pink undies covered her visibly shaved snatch. I glanced down at the white Fila wedge sneakers on her feet chuckling enough to earn a light slap to the cheek.
"I thought you'd like to see the new line I'm modeling for as of yesterday; and you're gonna mess it up by laughing because I didn't wear heels for you."
"Baby I'm sorry."
"Oh no Mr. Educated Simp; that's not how you apologize to me." Her slender build allowed Takisha to sit easily in my lap with her long legs across Jaquan's backseat crossed over one another.
We shared a long sensual kiss as my hand slipped inside the unzipped hoodie fingers invading a cup playing with a thickening nipple. Takisha let me squeeze and pinch her right tit as much as I wanted while we made out. We broke the kiss wetly staring at one another. She glanced out the right side window at the congested parking lot facing the building holding my campus gym.
"Stole your cousin's car, drove all the way downtown so you could have a car date with me, huh?"
"You deserve the best."
We went at it some more caring little that we were in the middle of a crowded parking lot in the middle of down town in the early evening. Of course I wasn't going to tell Takisha that Jaquan was a few blocks over being sexually mauled by the exotic woman of his nightmares. I kept up watch waiting for the inevitable dipping some fingers between her dewy thighs rubbing her slit intensely. Takisha was already starting to huff watching my fingers work.
"I'm already wet as fuck; the minute you called I started getting juicy down there for you babe."
"Getting juicy?"
"Shut up!"
I chuckled planting my lips on her cheek intent on giving Takisha a facial hickey, but she cocked her head to the side stopping me laughing herself. Her face went straight for a second before she reached down using two fingers to pinch the material to the side exposing her slit. My middle fingers were cradled by her labia finding that she was not lying one bit. Those educated digits slipped just inside fingering her snatch lazily. My thumb rubbed her clit.
"Sometimes I daydream about you just coming around to finger the shit out of me and then leaving without doing anything else; crazy right?"
"Is that what you want Takisha?"
I pushed my digits further inside finding her secret spot immediately sending her into a moaning frenzy. Her long legs parted with her right hitting the back of Jaquan's front seats. Takisha clapped her thighs together trapping my hand from the wrist down. This didn't hamper me at all letting her feel it on her button and g-spot in tandem. Things were getting audible making us less conspicuous in a crowded parking lot full of cars and trucks. It was still early evening with a good amount of foot traffic surrounding us as well. Takisha drew her knees into her chest.
"I- FUCK!! I WANNA CUM ON YOUR DICK!! GIVE IT TO ME RIGHT NOW!!" I was obliged to cover her mouth with a palm getting a surprise as she tickled it with the tip of her tongue breaking the contact, then wantonly kissed me.
Her pussy was sopping wet.
"Give this to me nigga; I want to feel you inside me and I don't care who comes up to this fucking car window either!" Takisha parted her thighs reaching down with nimble fingers exposing my cock through the zipper before inching forward engulfing the crown. She was piping hot inside but not finished reaching over undoing the button on my jeans exposing my crotch fully. Takisha took the rest still sitting in my lap facing the opposite window.
"Damn girl!" I moaned feeling a different sensation as she planted a foot between my legs flat on the floor of Jaquan's backseat. Her other leg remained drawn up into her chest as she sat upright sawing her cunt sideways on my endowment. My hand slid underneath the hoodie finding her tight buns as Takisha huffed and moaned leaning into my chest with the side of her face pressed into my lips. I reached inside with my other hand freeing her tits.
"I've got the patch so you can do it inside as much as you want but save some for dinner."
"You're sexy as fuck like this."
"Prove it baby." Takisha cooed sawing her cunt like she was trying to whittle my cock to nothingness.
Takisha fucked herself silly in my cousin's backseat eventually doing a full 360 rotation sexual repetition getting off repeatedly as I blew several loads inside her snatch filling it to overflowing with multiple creampies. This preschool teacher and part time model was made for car sex further proving her point by perfectly crouching behind the driver's seat for some impassioned sloppy top, loud audible slurps, and all. This woman truly had a bottomless mouth that I found myself fucking five minutes into it.
I glanced into my cousins sideview mirror finding a couple in gym clothes walking between cars coming up fast. Erring on the side of caution, I drew the hoodie up hiding Takisha's head from view from the open window enjoying the scintillating road head. The couple both Caucasian looked middle aged, some partially balding guy and a portly blonde. He noticed first looking shocked immediately shoved by his wife who gave me a disparaging look until I winked.
She winked back shocking me as Takisha decided to be cheeky raising her tight rounded buns high in the air on the seat beside me. My slim thick hookup even wagged her butt around cognizant that her soiled snatch was visible lightly twerking. The couple was long gone as she swallowed my final load for the night sitting up beside me facing the windshield with this whimsical look on her face.
We cuddled sharing a post euphoric coital high. Her legs were drawn up on the backseat as she reclined into my left side while I had a hand on her right tit casually rolling her nipple. She followed suite lackadaisically stroking my shaft without word as I continued watching the building intermittently checking my phone.
"What're we doing?" Takisha finally asked.
"Stakeout."
"Are you serious?" She chuckled as I noticed some expected activity in front of the gym building.
"Totally." Takisha followed my gaze to the front of the building but didn't have any point of reference as I watched Dr. Miles and Steven emerge in heated discussion.
"O-kay then boyo; are we uh, done for the evening then?"
"I suppose." There was a sliver of emotion on her face that reminded me of our hate-fueled hookup in my cousin's garage some time ago.
"Color me disappointed." Takisha adjusted her undies making herself respectable zipping up as I watched the men plotting my firing begrudgingly going back into the building presumably looking for Zoya. I suspected the two idiots thought to catch me in the act of smashing Steven's beard wife. I snapped a pic of the two of them emailing it to Steven's current beau Oliver, my friend and FWB Phoebe's "closeted" husband. I was intent on muddying the waters around the scheming bums. Takisha was in the process of climbing out of the backseat giving me the full Monty of those tight gym buns.
I couldn't disappoint.
"I thought you were finished." She'd commented having opened the back door of her own silver Subaru Forester unzipping a gym bag on its own backseat.
"Waste not, want not Takisha." I planted a kiss on her cheek then made her giggle when I shoved the tip of my tongue in her ear.
She bent over at a perfect ninety degrees with her upper half inside her car allowing me to pull that skimpy thong to the side and impale her. I liked the look of her buns getting lanced by my cock. Her strenuous workout regime yielded incredible results. I was in the process of beating her back out with criminal intent when we were both interrupted by the loud incessant barking of a purse dog followed by this loud bloodcurdling scream.
"Oh shit!" Both of us said in tandem as I glanced over finding an elderly Karen with her phone out filming us.
Takisha scrambled into her car as I did a pivot pressing my naked tumescence against Jaquan's car as the screams and barking continued. I dove into the backseat through the open window while Takisha was already backing out of the parking space head hidden form view with the hoodie. She gunned it out of there leaving me behind as I found it a little more difficult making a three point turn as the woman tried to film me sitting behind the wheel.
I finally made it out of there tooling down the street adjacent to the elevated tracks pulling into the side alley used mostly by faculty. I took the time to have a proper coronary before locking up my cousin's ride sauntering over to the main building hands in pockets whistling. It was still early evening closer to ten, but I found street traffic and a vendor selling t-shirts and other cheap swag right outside the building. Apparently this homeless guy made his coin hawking these items to neophyte college students and weary liberals looking to do some "good" for the unwashed masses.
I purchased a nice extra-large white t-shirt with the eponymous meme "I'm With Stupid" written on the front.
By my timetable Steven and Dr. Miles were still likely staking out the gym building or had coerced someone there to open the locker containing Zoya's phone. It was just after ten in the evening as I took the elevator upstairs to the main library finding it sparsely populated with students, visitors, and the errant vagrant or two catting out before it closed at just after eleven unofficially. I used my student card to get into the stacks walking back to the last room on the left of the narrow corridor of four private study rooms.
"Oh shit." The small window in the thick door was fogged up. I tried the door shocked to find it unlocked.
Thinking ahead I got my phone out filming as I opened the door finding a raucous display in the form of Zoya intimating her own feral cowgirl version of "Ride of the Valkyries" atop my cousin Jaquan both naked as the day they were born. She was leaning forward with both hands clawing into his pecs riding this tall basketball player-esque negro into the thick oak table they were mounted on with no nuclear fucks given. It was dark in the room with most of the lighting coming from fixtures on a skyscraper just across the street which bathed the room in an orangish hue.
Zoya' s shoulder length straightened hair was covering her eyes giving the academic a demonic countenance.
"Help." Jaquan murmured flopped out arms and legs spread wide apart with is head literally hanging over the edge of the table. Zoya's mouth was hanging open emitting controlled huffs as she went to town and back several times fucking the stuffing out of my cousin.
"Calling Dr. Berhan."
"Put a sock in it dear heart, I'm getting all of my money's worth out of this righteous snog tonight. I'm sure you've gotten up to some considerable mischief with my clothing and phone; am I correct in this assumption?" I was caught off guard by the calm sound of her voice that flew in the face of her manic actions.
"Please cuz, give Dr. Berhan back her phone." Jaquan whimpered.
"Alright let him go before things get ugly Zoya."
"I'm going to disagree as I see you've forgone the returning of my clothing and likely my phone as well. Surely you realize the hazards of making things distasteful as appearances would be detrimental to your schooling, employment and eventual freedom should security intrude. I don't care what you've been doing tonight but I'm not finished with my lovely Mandingo here dear heart."
"Are you telling me no, Zoya?"
"I'm telling I'm not finished with Jaquan here; he's yet to give me his address, phone number, or even his social security despite being offered plenty of incentive."
"CUZ, HELP ME!" Zoya straightened her back cupping her breasts feeling all of his twelve inches which were probably reduced to six at this point. I facepalmed chuckling into my hand as I regarded my cousin with a smirk.
"Hey bruh, I took your car out for a little joy ride."
"It's cool cuz...help."
"Uh, kinda fucked Takisha in your backseat too." I admitted finding humor in the fact that my former lothario cousin had once again been sexually dominated.
"SHUT UP!" Zoya had the nerve to clamp a hand over his mouth along with the rest of her upper half as her perfect heart shaped fifty inches bounced on his cock with no end in sight. The humidity in the room was incredible along with the pungent body odor of two people going at it for nearly three hours. Jaquan wriggled his head getting her sweaty palm off of his mouth.
"PLEASE MAN HELP ME!!"
"Hush Jaquan darling, I've not even rimmed you properly yet; your prostrate remains un-milked." Zoya's hands were holding on to the top of his shoulder blades while her butt remained a veritable whirling dervish.
"ENOUGH!!" My palm landed square in the center of her left buttock with a loud stinging slap that echoed in the cramped study room. It was akin to a whip strike, but Zoya remained undeterred earning several more to the exact same spot on that buttock until she relented. She took her time dismounting but remaining kneeling atop the table towering over me and Jaquan.
"Oh my gawd what have you done Zoya?"
"Like I've said dear heart, I was getting my money's worth out of this snog. A woman needs a proper fucking every now and then to keep her in line; you'd know that if only we were more frequent with one another." Her sexual deviancy was laid bare in that study room at the back of the stacks.
The base of Jaquan's cock was tied off with this black elastic cord and what looked like several rubber bands.
"Take that shit off of him."
"Maybe you should help him to a restroom; it could get quite a bit messy." Her UK accent and casual demeanor was unsettling as I found a wastebasket in the corner snapping it up.
I set it on the table before helping my cousin sit upright. I pushed the plastic waste basket between his thighs letting his still bulging erection dip into the can. Taking Jaquan to the outside restroom would obviously put us on security's radar as I glared at Zoya.
"TAKE IT OFF BITCH!" I demanded as she nibbled a pointer finger amused.
"Yes Master."
Her fingers nimbly undid the knotted elastic cords snapping the rubber bands tied around my cousin's business with no problem whatsoever. Jaquan groaned immediately whining loudly as he ejaculated several times in succession followed by some intense urination that made me ill. Zoya watched the proceedings enchanted as both of us glared at her.
"How long has his junk been tied off like this Zoya?" Her eyes fluttered for a few seconds then her brow furrowed as she took umbrage to the question.
"Thirty three minutes, I'm obviously not a novice for your information and Jaquan consented."
"What?" I shot him a look.
"She said it would make my orgasm feel ten times better cuz."
My hand collided with the back of his head before I planted his car keys on the table staring at Zoya who took a few steps back sort of grinning. She was chuckling nervously biting on a nail waiting for me to react. I suspected her intent was to goad me into giving her what she truly wanted. Both of them reeked, making the room smell like a zoo. Her skin was glistening with perspiration as I glanced at the t-shirt in my hands while my cousin slowly dressed.
"Zoya, there's uhm, gonna be consequences for this shit."
"I sincerely hope so dear heart." She was chewing a thumbnail with an excited look in her eyes as I glanced at my cousin weakly pulling his sweats up.
"Hey bruh, you need to go to the hospital or something?"
"I'D LOVE TO TAKE HIM!" Zoya gregariously piped up earning a disparaging look from me that quieted her.
"Nah I'm okay."
"You sure?"
"I'm probably gonna sleep for a week, but I'm good bruh."
"If you should want for anything be sure to ring me up darling; I'll take care of you post haste." Zoya added as I noticed her number written fleetingly in what looked like permanent marker on one of his buttocks. She noticed as well taking another step backward when I glared again sort of shrugging. Jaquan was so addled he picked up the waste basket cradling it to his chest with the car keys around his ring finger.
"If I see you around my house, I'm calling the cops." He meekly pointed at her with a shivering finger.
"The more the merrier; makes for a right nice little gathering, I'll be sure to keep the knees up." Nothing seemed to faze my former coworker as Jaquan meekly let himself out of the study room leaving us alone together.
This accredited academic a few times over, a professor herself and much more stood there grinning like a jackal in her birthday suit looking fully energized. Her eyes stood out in the darkened study room with her own dusky pallor giving her a slight ability to blend into the environment.
"You really can go another few rounds, huh Zoya?"
"Care to find out dear heart?" She bit her lower lip ready to continue our tryst.
The cheap t-shirt hit her in the face instead.
"What is this?" She looked at the t-shirt stretched between her hands reading the crass insult written on its front.
"Put it on."
Zoya shimmied into the extra-large tee finding that while it was made for a much larger man, the lower half of her perfect fifty inches protruded from its hem dramatically. When she walked it would invariably ride up making her a visual feast coupled with her shapely legs. She lifted the hem flashing her muff but scoffed when I didn't react opening the door peering out into the muted corridor. Jaquan thankfully, had gone through the fire exit instead of walking across the main library floor proper.
"What are we doing now, some humiliation ritual to emotionally antagonize my husband Steven perhaps?"



"Would that bother you?"
"Of course not; as a matter of fact he's getting more exercise now than he's had in years and I'm definitely reaping the benefits. Tell me what you've done while I've devoured my chocolate. Oh, I simply must have Jaquan on at least a semi-regular basis; name your price dear heart."
"Are you crazy; do you realize what you're saying?"
"What's the problem, I was an arrangement for Steven completely trained and groomed to perfection; I'd do the same for your exquisite cousin. In fact, you could say I've already begun the process."
I peered back in from the cracked door staring at her in disbelief.
"You, were a mail order bride?"
"I was an arrangement; get it right or risk being offensive to my sensibilities."
"Sounds like a threat."
"I don't threaten people, I complete actions dear heart and you have nothing to fear as I've taken a distinct liking to you even in your current emotional state. You should really see an analyst for your grief before it wears on you considerably."
"What?"
"Individual counseling dear heart; I think a row on the couch is in order for you; otherwise you're going to get burned out too quickly for my tastes. This eh, bad boy phase is so unbecoming of you, in my humble opinion."
I didn't know what to say in that moment just looking at her face after being called out for my behavior. Zoya held a number of degrees amongst other academic accolades that gave her an edge over me somewhat mentally but was offset by her rampant sexual degeneracy. There was no doubt she knew I was sizing her up as we stared at one another.
"You're a nympho." I sounded like a dumb kid regretting it instantly.
"I'm nothing of the sort."
"What are you then, huh Zoya?"
"I've already told you who and what I am dear heart; I'd love it immensely if you'd perhaps accept me at face value. There's so much we could explore about one another and I fret that perhaps you are close to "boring" me; now we wouldn't want that, now would we love?" I was still getting the impression of being threatened.
"Oh, so you're bored, huh?"
"Well, maybe we can jointly stave off something that would become unfortunate in that reality. As you've mentioned, I am fully capable of going another few rounds; in fact I can "GO" for the rest of the night. Are you game?"
"Hold that thought." I grabbed Zoya's bicep taking her into the corridor and down the back stairs to the waiting back alley behind the main building.
She didn't say a word wearing that jackal's grin on her exotic face as we passed a few guys sitting in the back stairwell sharing a joint. All three of those guys got a generous eyeful of Zoya's luscious fifty inches of perfection. One of the stoners ended up coughing profusely while his snickering friends patted him on the back helping. I was right in that the large t-shirt rode all the way up into the pronounced arch in her lower back giving them the "Full Moon" for lack of a better term. I didn't look back but Zoya did nibbling a pointer finger before waving bye.
"Come on here bitch." I replied still embarrassed at being correctly analyzed by her.
Zoya didn't seem to care that she was barefooted as I walked her to my waiting car opening the passenger side door. I was going to shove her in the backseat but thought better of it letting her ride shotgun instead.
Jaquan was thankfully long gone, his car missing from its spot in front of my modest ride.
His shades were still in my possession so I put them on pulling out of the side alley tooling down the street headed for the freeway entrance back to my neck of the woods. Zoya shifted on the seat beside me drawing her knees up as we pulled up to the light before getting onto the onramp. I could feel her eyes piercing into me prompting me to look in her direction. She was sitting Indian style with her back to the open passenger side window. Zoya was smiling as the breeze from the open window made her hair fly about on her head.
"You should put a seatbelt on."
"I'm confident you'll take good care of me until you're done with your nefarious plan, I take it." She sounded amused with me continually meeting my gaze eye for eye whenever I looked.
"Oh, what makes you say that?"
"It's in your nature; basically speaking you're generally a good person, albeit with boundary issues I figure."
"You think you know everything."
"Raised by your mother, likely abandoned, or otherwise ignored by your father unless he's left this mortal coil dear heart. If you have any siblings, you're probably suffering from middle child syndrome. You don't behave like a standard issue golden child and despite our interactions, you're actually quite caring and otherwise paternal towards women, aren't you?"
"I take the fifth." Zoya let her head hang out of the window laughing into the breeze.
"Don't be a bother after I've profiled you quite accurately; these things make you a great lover and one day an elite talent between the sheets. Our inaugural snog in the student auditorium was blistering but intended as a one off to stoke my curiosity and scratch an itch, but you excited me greatly. We could've been having a find old time if I hadn't mucked it all up by involving Steven."
"Aren't you his honeytrap?"
Zoya laughed gregariously again getting my attention as we neared the offramp.
"Is there something you want to ask me?"
"Abayomi."
"I don't think he'd appreciate that breach of confidence, particularly with you of all people."
"Oh yeah?"
"He's a great lover with a lovely third leg perfectly fat and juicy no doubt the truest of Mandingos; but he lacks your imaginative; how do I say it properly? Uh, "Catch As Catch Can" style lover, yeah that's what I was looking for in the way of an explanation. You're better by leaps and bounds; Abayomi needs a helping hand, that sometimes gentlest of pushes to get where you need him to go."
"A helping hand?"
"Well dear heart, I sometimes loiter outside of the sauna during marital adventures. Steven's really a fascinatingly gentle man who wouldn't think of harming a hair on someone's head, even if he's buff and bald. We're Ying and Yang outside of the less than discerning eye and I act accordingly. Sometimes you have to slide those steamy double doors open and sit on the edge of that sauna with you legs in the roiling waters. Persuasion is an acute talent of mine along with the multitude of hats I wear daily."
"You didn't?"
"Jaquan protested quite nicely and I listened to every word doffing my clothing while actively engaging in somewhat polite conversation. Your kinsman is quite fetching, but short on the uptake even when I undressed him from the waist down only panicking when I got a good fistful of his magnificent cock and balls. Dear Heart, I think you've come to understand my proclivities quite nicely; do you think I'd allow my queer husband to be assaulted?"
"What were you going to do with me?"
Instead of answering, Zoya nibbled on her thumbnail with a lively look in her eyes that made the hair on the back of my neck stand up.
"What's your deal? Aren't you worried where I'm taking you? I mean, I took your clothes and your fucking phone."
"When you've spent a week on a luxury yacht cruising the Maldives with fifteen of the sleaziest one percenters on the planet after doing a month long stint with some particularly aggressive sheiks in Dubai; what possibly do you have up your metaphorical sleeve that even comes close, dear heart?"
"Steven know about that?" I tried to be coy, but she didn't react.
"Honey, we sealed the deal on that yacht Chinese finger cuffing it on both ends like two obedient little bitches. Haven't you heard a word I've said?" I felt small and inconsequential with a smidgen of disgust at the mental visual.
"Hold that thought." I got my phone out dialing up my ringer as she watched.
"Hello?"
"Remember what I told you bruh?"
"Who is this?"
"Alright then I'm gonna have to put you on front street if you don't take out the motherfucking garbage in five minutes. I really hope I don't have to ring your doorbell and explain things bruh. I mean we know how it is motherfucker, but she don't. You gonna be okay without a dick, huh nigga?"
"Okay, I'm coming out."
"Five minutes."
"She's watching her stories and drinking."
"Five minutes nigga!"
"Okay." He replied dully as I was already hanging up in his face while Zoya laughed looking genuinely befuddled on her end of my conversation. I didn't put it on speaker like usual as we came off the freeway speeding along some train tracks before taking a sharp turn into a cozy alley that snaked along the neighborhood. She turned facing the windshield as I pushed my modest ride at a decent clip with the end of the alley rushing up on us.
Andre was standing at the edge of the alley with a full bag of garbage next to his black and blue city issued cans.
I slowed down considerably letting the car glide to a stop with Zoya's passenger side facing the hung simpleton who shared a not so peculiar trait with me. I put the car in park finding myself looking at the back of Zoya's head. Andre's usually static expression faltered a bit as he took a step backwards looking at the garbage bag in his hand for a moment if only to break her snake-like gaze upon his person.
"ANDRE WHAT'S UP BRUH?!!" He fidgeted knowing exactly what I had in mind while Zoya was obviously staring a hole in the poor schmuck's crotch. My sometimes porn stud was dressed in a white tank, sagging jeans and white socks flip flops.
"Uh, hello." Zoya's head whipped around making me flinch at the crazed expression on her exotic features. It actually looked as if she were drooling as her glistening lips caught the glare of the overhead street lights.
"For me?" She asked excited.
I leaned over popping my glove compartment removing a single golden packet condom gifting it to her. Zoya took it in both hands like the magnum was her most prized possession.
"Party favor bitch?" I answered a question with a question making her giggle joyously. Zoya surprised me by shoving the foiled covered condom in her mouth popping the door lock still looking me deep in the eyes. It was startling seeing this dusky colored exotic flush crimson in the cheeks as she stepped out of the car barefooted.
I barely had time to get my camera from behind her passenger side seat as Zoya stripped off the extra-large tee getting naked in the most unlikeliest of places considering her pedigree and international status. Her hourglass body skewing a bit bottom heavy with that perfect fifty inches over some shapely legs gave Andre pause. He raised the garbage bag in both hands cradling it to his chest almost like a shield as Dr. Zoya Berhan closed the distance in seconds. She viciously snatched the cheap plastic bag flinging it aside as it burst littering the alley with garbage.
"ANDRE 13.5, MY NIGGA; SHOW THIS TRICK WHAT MS. ONE TAUGHT YOU BRUH!!" I interlocked my fingers pulling in opposite directions, then made fists slamming one on top of the other like a hammer hitting an anvil. It was a motion I noticed the former infamous baby mamma number two use in a few of their sex tapes. His eyes lit up.
"Got it." He replied meekly.
I doubted Zoya even heard the exchange between us already having stripped Andre's sagging jeans and boxers midthigh open legged squatting like a bitch in heat. I was filming from the car window wanting this impromptu shoot to have an illicit feel to it already editing it in my mind. Zoya spit something out continuing to fellate Andre.
"Huh?" I zoomed in finding the saliva covered remnants of the foil that encased the magnum sized condom.
This warranted a much closer look through the camera as I found a decent vantage point remaining out of the action. I zoomed in getting a good centered shot of Zoya sucking Andre off in what had to be the supernatural mother of all sloppy tops. Quite honestly speaking she was taking Andre from tip to base in a display that would likely make the viewing audience doubt her humanity.
She was squatting just below Andre's overgenerous thirteen point five inches with no problem whatsoever resulting in this sick looking tumorous bulge as her throat conformed to his girth. Zoya planted her palms flat on the pavement going lower until the purplish bulb-like head popped free of her lips. This was followed by a deluge of precum intermingled with frothy saliva running all over her nose and lips dripping profusely over her chin.
"Did you see that, huh? She can take the whole thing better than anybody, even Ms. WTF and Ms. One; she can slurp it right down like I'm regular. Wow miss, you're awfully good at sucking big dicks, huh?"
Zoya didn't answer already lust crazed wantonly putting on a clinic in tea bagging making his full dangling sack disappear between her lips accompanied by this extended slurping sound as Andre gasped watching incredulously. Zoya handled the end of his monster sized schlong using her thin fingers to peel back the excess skin covering it. Her fingers encircled it sliding the excess down leaving the crown exposed as her tongue appeared flicking it making him yowl. Everything disappeared in her Bermuda Triangle of a mouth until her nose and mouth were pressed into his pubes.
"LOOK MAN, LOOK WHAT SHE'S DOING!! SHE TAKING THE WHOLE THING!! LOOK AT THIS!! THANK YOU M-!!"
Andre's rehabilitation after unwittingly siding against me in the past was going into jeopardy as Zoya sucked him off with inhuman proficiency bouncing on her haunches with laser proficiency. Her mouth truly was a surrogate vagina. Andre's own large golem-like hand cupped the back of her head as he started doing this muted squat lightly thrusting into a bottomless mouth that rivaled if not outright surpassed Takisha's. I wondered what she'd been doing with Jaquan while I was trolling her husband and Dr. Miles. I kicked myself for not being there to film it.
"Andre, it's time." I spoke on camera making the hammer and anvil hand gesture again for emphasis.
He hesitated prompting me to repeat the action again with a furrowed brow. This resulted in a reluctant nod.
"Show her." I ordered tersely.
Zoya disengaged veritably regurgitating up his anaconda shaped phallus drizzling saliva and froth running from the underside of his glans. The sound of it running onto the ground in front of his garage was audible as she stood with the feline grace of a cat rubbing her slit. Her front had a slick trail of oily saliva running down her bust over her perfect bikini abdomen right down to her shaved mound. It originated from her chin. Which was still dripping.
"Yes, show me what you can do fully and don't you dare hold back lover." The acute clarity of her voice and thick UK accent seemed to wake Ms. One's Frankenstein monster hidden inside just under the skin.
His hand shot up behind her back grabbing a fistful of the woman's shoulder length hair yanking hard enough to make Zoya raise her chin to the heavens. I don't know if it was training or muscle memory, but I watched Andre go into a fugue state shoving my former coworker nearly face first into the garage doors. Of course Zoya had the wherewithal to stop herself from faceplanting vertically with her palms flattened against the door making them shake a little as she manifested an obscene arch in her lower back.
Her fifty inch heart shaped derriere naturally spread presenting her openings. I zoomed in catching her creaming so much that it was running down one of her inner thighs as Andre grabbed greedy handfuls of her wide hips.
There was no sound as he shoved the entirety of his thirteen point five inches of internet fame balls deep in her snatch instantly bottoming out with malicious impunity. I'd actually braced for what I thought would be a blood curdling scream that would put the fear of the most high into Zoya. She was silent without even a whimper.
Then I picked up on it.
This nasty wet smacking sound intermingled with what sounded like running water onto the pavement at their feet. It sounded like someone pounding wet cement as Andre frenetically beat her back out holding onto her hair with both fists now. Zoya leaned forward resting her weight behind both hands giving him room to really sock it to her. I got an excellent side view of Andre's business long stroking her big rounded buns earning visible splashes of her essence while Zoya continually dripped and onto the pavement. Andre glanced over at me sex addled himself.
She was being literally gutted as I checked time finding only three minutes left of the allotted time given to Andre.
"THREE MINUTES!!" I shouted.
Zoya reacted instead swiveling, sawing feverishly twerking as he went hard making things even more sticky and audible. She finally groaned but then began using everything she had starting at the abdomen downward moving in serpentine fashion in a way I'd never seen before bobbing nonstop backward into his battering ram thrusts. Her hybrid hourglass pear shaped figure was being put to the test. Zoya's palms slid down the garage door right in front of her exotic face making the hand gesture of the Rock-A-Fella diamond.
"MINUTE AND A HALF!!" Her gams parted wide balancing weight on the balls of her feet.
Andre arched his back towering over her almost the same height as Jaquan himself. He knew this was the final stretch in a bout of marathon "dogging" styled sex and that I wouldn't hesitate to separate them on the zero mark. In contrast to her movements, Andre brought his legs closer together giving her an even rougher thumping that saw her brown eyes roll up into her head until the whites were visible. It was a haunting visual that spooked me a little as I checked my android again.
"FIFTY FIVE SECONDS!!" Zoya shrieked going into physical hysterics as he kept up the bionic pace pounding the holy hell out of her destroyed box. That perfect fifty inches became a blur of movement in all directions for the next few minutes as time counted down dramatically. Then she dropped down on her hands and knees at the exact moment my hired gun crested.
Several bursts of ejaculate hit her abused buns looking like silly string in fits and starts with a deluge of watery spunk following as Zoya went into a shivering frenzy while I glanced at my phone. Andre was hosing her down hands free looking as if he was in a hypnotic trance. The degenerate academic's back was watered down as he reached down slowly twisting his fist around his shaft like he was screwing in a lightbulb. I recalled this from one of his Ms. One videos as well.
The dead glassy look in his eyes was just as unnerving as Zoya twerked that big heart shaped ass wildly sending spunk flying everywhere. Both of them were moaning in unison almost catching me up in there symbiosis as I realized I was sporting a tent with precum soiling my boxers underneath.
"TIMES UP!" I barely realized I was shouting.
Both of them were drenched in sweat glistening under the street lights as I continued filming albeit very lazily.
"ANDRE ARE YOU OUT THERE IN THE BACK?!!" It was the first time I'd heard his oft mentioned "wife" who sounded quite honestly like a little person from a distance. An echo accompanied the harpy sound of her voice snapping my stunt cock out of his post coital trance. Andre looked panicked noticing the garbage all over the alley.
Zoya was head down big ass high in the air sort of wobbling and leaking profusely from the snatch.
"I GOTTA GO!! THANKS FOR THE FUCK MA'AM!!" Andre took off like a bat out of hell as his wife called out again.
"YOU BETTER GET YOUR ASS IN THIS HOUSE RIGHT NOW!!" Her voice sounded louder giving me the impression she'd started walking in our direction. Luckily we were hidden by the garage on this residential block. Zoya pushed up on her hands on all fours then straightened her back kneeling. She quickly stood on wobbly legs that looked as if they would give out on her at any moment.



"You shan't get away from me lover; I'll take you with me right now." She was breathing heavily shambling zombielike towards the end of the garage intent on pursuing Andre despite his wife.
"Check yourself Zoya." I quickly grabbed her wrist tugging roughly on it to stop her from outing Andre.
She turned into me grabbing the wrist of the hand restraining her then did this sudden twist, a quick pirouette right under my armpit that sent me head over heels landing on my back on the concrete. The wind was knocked out of me as she limped to the edge of the garage peering around the corner, then glanced back at me with that jackal grin. Physically compromised, this woman dropped down on all fours with weight supported on palms and the balls of her feet crawling beside me. I glanced over finding my camera undamaged, than back at her face.
"What was that?"
"Martial arts dear heart; a bit of jujitsu to be exact; I've just seen the loveliest little fairy of a woman beating my lover all over with an actual switch. An literal branch from a tree or bush, in this day and age? His deference to such a slight woman gave me pause and reflection. Is anything besides your ego damaged, dear heart?"
"Fuck me." I waved her off slowly getting to my feet while she went into a kneeling position in front of me.
"Perhaps..."
"No Zoya; I will not sell Andre to you either." I favored my lower back popping my trunk removing the chest harness from it while she remained there in the middle of the alley, in her birthday suit. She was still dripping from the snatch glaring back visibly enchanted as I pulled some folded plastic spreading it across my back seat.
"Well, I should like to enquire if there are other delights to be had tonight then, dear heart?"
I leaned against the car glancing down finding her t-shirt at my feet amongst the garbage scattered about. Zoya remained there giving me an impulse to drive off and leave her to her own devices, but I knew she'd raid Andre's house taking my abandonment as some tacit sign of approval. It was dawning on me just how much of a plaything I was to her along with my cousin, Abayomi, and Andre as well.
Abayomi never knew what hit him that night.
"You stink." The t-shirt hit Zoya dead in the face.
She slipped back into it with a wry smile on her face knowing no doubt that she was still a ball in play. I almost returned her clothing and bag presently in my trunk, but the sight of her kneeling there gave me pause besides her "performance" with Andre. I slammed the trunk closed checking my phone again finding that it was just after midnight, then glanced at her getting the reason for her posture.
"You have my permission to get in the back seat of this car Zoya."
She got up on command walking on shaky legs as I held the backdoor open watching her with different eyes as she crawled onto the plastic covered backseat. Zoya sat behind my driver's seat but slid over after glancing at the look on my face. There was no doubt she knew I saw her in a different light after listening to her talk earnestly for the night. I'd never really given her the opportunity to speak openly since we'd met.
I'd become fixated on her attributes from that first meeting and she willingly allowed me to become increasingly enthralled with the end game leading to that mentioned sauna that ensnared many beforehand. Zoya sat there with her hands crossed obediently. She glanced up at my face for a moment, then stared ahead. I leaned in snapping on her seatbelt. Her body odor was stifling to the point of distraction. We were going to have to address that.
I got behind the wheel finding her looking directly at me in the rear view mirror almost unblinking. She was testing my resolve after revealing that she was more than capable of taking care of herself physically if push came to shove. Part of me figured her behavior was meant to demonstrate her sexual fealty as I hung the handicap placard on my rear view mirror before turning up the music. I rolled down all of the windows taking the car out of park.
"Nights Over Egypt" by the Jones Girls echoed across the trash littered alley as I pulled out hitting a sharp right turn speeding down a side street directly back onto the freeway onramp.
Zoya never stopped watching my face through the rear view mirror as I sped down the freeway making it downtown quicker than before due to the lax traffic. She wanted to see if I was unnerved by her talk and actions, so I knew what I had to do, but wanted to complete the impromptu shoot. I was treating this like all of the other shoots but knew it was likely never to see the light of day after being edited together. Despite all of that, I vacillated between making casual conversation or continuing the wall of silence between us. Zoya kept staring.
My wrist was still sore.
We made it back to the gym which was a twenty-four hour facility also swerving as a partner to the YMCA along with my city college. I pulled up adjacent to the curb but didn't park. As far as I was concerned, there were two points of interest still yet to be completed. The first was getting the good Dr. Berhan presentable as I got out leaving my blinkers on. I walked around the back of my car noting that she remained faced forward until I opened the back door like a good chauffeur. I took the time to put on a light jacket initially hiding the camera attached to my chest harness. Zoya got out in nothing but that t-shirt waiting for a verbal command.
"Zoya girl, you smell like a fucking stable so I want you to hit the boy's shower because I respect women enough not to have you in their locker room stinking up the place; now get going bitch."
"Yes Master."
"I never said you could call me that." For a fleeting second I was reminded of Rashida's penchant for referring to me as "Daddy" after I'd demonstrated my own learned malevolence on a grand scale while engaging in a mini affair with her while she was still a part of the enemy camp. I wondered if she was home at the moment or sleeping elsewhere.
Zoya walked into the building followed by me just over five feet away shadow filming her actions which caught the attention of a few late night gym patrons. Once she passed, some guys followed as if magnetized which suited me just fine. My order was followed to the letter with her strolling right into a semi-full men's locker room causing quite the ruckus. Zoya slipped out of the t-shirt exposing her incredible figure without hesitation getting a raucous visceral reaction as she walked into the communal shower between two brothers one who looked like a ball player and the other, a Schwarzenegger-esque body builder.
"I say, could you afford me a portion of your body wash beautiful?" She got under the steaming spray shaking out her sweat matted shoulder length locks.
The body builder some baby faced guy looked shocked at her candor squirting some of the liquid into her cupped hands. Zoya didn't have any fucks to give lathering up under the steaming spray while her shower mates stood there watching mouths agape. Outside of the shower a number of camera phones were capturing things for prosperity unknowingly doing what I wanted. Zoya gave me more looking in their direction with a whimsical smile and wink before turning her best side in their direction letting the soapy lather run down her perfect buns.
One transwoman definitely wasn't feeling things along with some of her similar associates storming out of the locker room with a towel wrapped around "her" body from the armpits leaving her big floppy penis exposed.
Four security guards showed up immediately exasperated when they found Zoya rinsing off.
I caught everything on camera sitting on the far end of the locker room. The visibly stressed security supervisor, some elderly white guy, had his hands full with her actually waiting outside of the walk-in shower with a towel. Zoya snatched the towel aggressively walking out of the shower wiping herself clean with a focus on her private parts before dropping the towel at her feet stepping onto it staring him in the face with that crazy grin. Some of the guys had a good laugh as the trembling security guard was handed another towel by one of his partners.
One of the guards had his phone out filming Zoya in what had become a sea of phones. I took the opportunity to retrieve Zoya's phone finding the battery had fortuitously died. I bailed as she was being "forcefully" wrapped in another towel to boos and a series of baritone jeers. Zoya raised her hands above her head getting a clueless guard to wipe her down before he was shoved out of the locker room by his more experienced partner.
I nearly bumped into the guy making a quick exit outside to the curb.
Zoya appeared shortly after refreshed making me regret not purchasing more than one t-shirt. I'd just put the plastic wrap back in the trunk finding her standing there on the edge of the curb flanked on either side by a large number of new friends looking for her number. She blissfully ignored them focused only on my face while security struggled to get things back under control. I gave her a disparaging look getting behind the wheel clicking the passenger side door before turning up the music again. Zoya slid into the front seat beside me without word.
The night wasn't quite over as I sped off driving to the end of the elevated tracks at the outskirts of the downtown area. We pulled into the lot underneath them to the soulful tunes of "People Make The World Go Round" by The Stylistics. This was the same area Zoya drove my cousin Jaquan to before ravishing him further until the cops intervened. I pulled to a gradual stop facing the unfinished exterior brick wall of some abandoned building beneath the tracks lowering the music. There was enough illumination under there from automatic street lights giving the interior of my car an orangish hue. I put the car in park settled back behind the wheel as Zoya spoke unprompted.
"My I speak candidly master?"
"I told you to stop calling me that; go ahead."
"Well I just wanted to thank you for a lovely evening after all and apologize profusely for my actions back there in the alley."
"Get out." I popped my trunk as she followed orders standing just outside the still opened passenger side door.
She remained there awaiting orders while I walked back opening the trunk all the way before motioning for her to come over. Zoya frowned at the sight of her neatly stacked clothing topped with her Birkin bag, then smiled when I started unzipping. That smile became a grin when I handed her a second golden foiled condom. My former coworker pushed the condom into her mouth knotting off her t-shirt just under her breasts exposing her decadent lower half kneeling. I got a second demonstration of that "magic trick" as she put the condom on no hands.
Zoya gasped as I slid into her currently unused backdoor while diddling her clit in the front as she bent over head in my trunk. She hit a perfect ninety degree angle flattening her palms inside it as I started bucking my hips.
I hit it from the back for a good twenty minutes before ripping off the condom to add another few ropes of thick milky spunk to her shuddering buttocks. We didn't speak at all as I slammed the trunk after she removed her things from it waiting patiently with them cradled in her arms like some swag bag. I decided not to abandon her there directing her back into the car beside me as I pulled a charger out of the glove compartment.
"How long before Steven can track you once I plug this in?"
"Minute or two dear heart."
"Good to know baby; buckle up." Zoya did as I said with her belongings in her lap. I was surprised she didn't get dressed other than slipping her panties on.
We found Steven standing in front of the second campus building after I'd plugged in the phone charging it in my car two blocks away from the school. Dr. Miles was standing there beside him as I pulled up in the far lane facing the direction I'd be going once his wife was out of my ride. Both men were glaring at me from the sidewalk as I pulled up to the tunes of Sam Cooke's "A Change Is Gonna Come." I was definitely sending a message to my former and current department heads who looked prepared for a lynching. Zoya didn't move from my side initially.
"Zoya, have you ever fucked Dr. Miles?"
"No."
"Goodnight baby; go to your man and give him a kiss for me." I hit her door lock, but she hesitated long enough to plant a light kiss on my cheek in full view of Steven and Dr. Miles before getting out.
Zoya walked around the back of my car crossing the vacant streets on wobbly legs carrying her things cradled to her torso. Her fifty inches of perfection was out there for anybody to see, at least with panties on now. The men met her in the middle of the street as I pulled out blasting the soulful tunes. A glance in my side mirror saw Zoya drop her stuff all over the street cupping Steven's face with both hands. He avoided a kiss on the lips ending up with one on the cheek as she swooned. Dr. Miles was picking up her things glowering in the direction of my ride.
I was tired resolving to edit the shoot later in the afternoon the following day.
I'd sent a message meant to demonstrate my knowledge of their clandestine actions and now needed sleep before attending sexual harassment classes in the morning.
There was no way I'd be late.
It would be a third strike giving Dr. Miles an opportunity to fire me and get his old life back along with Steven.
There was no way I was letting that happen with massive collateral damage.
Abayomi deserved better...and all of the others.
*************************************************************************************
[DARKNESS]
"HEY COME HERE GIRL!!" I was running after her, both of us acting like grade schoolers.
"YOU CAN'T CATCH ME!!!" Vicky took off running hard. It was equally difficult not to laugh at her awkward gait because she looked like a big ostrich running across the grass with her arms folded across her chest. Her horseplay got the better of me as I closed the distance between us reaching out unsure if I wanted to grab her arm or that big, jiggling butt.
"BRING THAT ASS HERE VICKY!!" She glanced back finding me a fingertip's distance away suddenly kicking it into overdrive bounding easily away from me laughing and giggling like a demented toddler.
"COME ON, CAN'T YOU KEEP UP BITCH?!!" Vicky taunted.
"HATE YOU!!"
I picked things up from my end speeding after her as she neared the picnic tables. My left hand was outstretched aimed directly at her bouncing cheeks, tan lines, and all. I figured I deserved something for the impromptu workout. Vicky suddenly stopped short of the tables so quickly that I wasn't going to be able to avoid colliding with her.
"MOTHER-FUCKER!!"
Her fist smashed into my nose flattening it with the force of a battering ram. It was so sudden and vicious; I was instantly laid out on the grass looking up at the afternoon sun. It honestly felt like I'd been hit in the face with a baseball bat.
Her stunningly beautiful face appeared in my field of vision as a bird flew by overhead. She looked pissed off to the ninth degree.
"Vicky-whas, why did you, do that?" I stammered tasting a bit of blood that trickled from my abused nostril. My nose was obviously busted. One of her thick legs flew across my chest as she stood over me open legged giving me a view of her virtue.
I found myself looking up into the evil looking face of Quisha's guardian instead of my beloved.
This bald sister looked as if he wanted to take me out. She was wearing this ratty looking black turtleneck and a pair of vintage denim bellbottoms tattered at the bottom. This African sister planted a bare ashy foot on my chest making me groan from her dead weight. Just from that one foot alone, it felt like she weighed a metric ton.
"Ukithubutu kumdhuru unywele mmoja kichwani nitakuja kwa ajili yako gizani, mjinga!!" Whatever she said in her native tongue sounded like a threat.
"HEY!! WHAT'S YOUR PROBLEM?!!" I squirmed grunting under her weight only able to flail about.
She raised her foot then flattened it forcing my head to the side looking away from her face across a barren wasteland as far as the eye could see. The heat and humidity were stifling making me cough as this raw, decayed odor filled my nostrils. It felt as if this evil woman could crush my head like a melon underfoot if she desired. In that horrifying moment, I recalled her name.
"PLEASE AMANA!!" I screamed at the top of my lungs.
She relented.
I sat up in bed finding nothing but the darkened room in the early morning hours. My head was throbbing feeling as if it had been shoved into a hydraulic press. I was drenched in sweat and my throat felt raw from screaming. My heart was thumping as I detected faint vestiges of the acrid smell in my nostrils.
"What the fuck was that shit?" I drew the curtain back finding early morning daylight.
My phone indicated that I had well over two hours to get to work and more importantly those mandatory sexual harassment classes. My temples were pulsing as I touched a hand to my nose coming away with fingertips dotted with blood.
"Shit."
There was this sudden empty feeling in the room. It kinda felt as if something had been sucked out of the air as I got up stumbling to the bathroom to clog my nose with some tissue paper. It felt off in the house as I got cleaned up and dressed looking over my shoulder more than once. I parked the car back in the Gilbert family garage opting to use an Uber to get to work. It was a potential source of evidence that I wasn't going to make readily available after spending half a night pushing Zoya to her limits.
I knew she'd run through Jaquan, but not Andre in a limited amount of time.
Hired gun Andre 13.5 and I were "trained" after a former infamous baby mamma number two's assumed nervous breakdown. Jaquan was a prized jewel for his looks, endowment, and air of assumed tangibles by all of the women who hooked up with him in one form or another. He had the luxury beside myself of her very genuine emotion.
Andre was a straight up social experiment along with his woman. That ended up yielding a Frankenstein monster of sorts until I engineered a serendipitous reality check that ended with being assaulted by an emotionally compromised police officer pushed to the brink by yours truly and one truly malicious beauty I normally couldn't keep my hands off. Charity Gilbert would no doubt love my current "work" in this regard.
Everything that happened the night prior was part of the plan.
I clocked in after getting a stiff cup of coffee and a pastry taking a moment to check my site via phone. Sydney's interview was scheduled to air during this morning news show under the banner of their mutual parent company. She was still getting the business online across the social media diaspora but I knew the real person behind her public persona didn't give a shit. More importantly I knew why Sydney now wanted to shred her career in full after being outed on her own satellite radio show by her husband and their mutual friend.
My thoughts carried me along to the student auditorium where the training class was being held by Dr. Miles.
"Good morning sir." I found Lucy standing just inside the double doors that led into the auditorium responding with a smile and wave. She was eating a really large breakfast sandwich also nursing a cup of orange juice as I noticed the door to the AV office wide open. Some of my coworkers were inside helping themselves to a spread of breakfast cuisine and snacks, pouring cups of juice from multiple tumblers.
One of my coworkers, this guy named Gary gave me an anxious look staring between my face and his food as Dr. miles walked around the interior corner of the office finding me there. I noticed a flush of emotion on his face almost getting ready to throw hands as he approached.



"GOOD MORNING, NICE TO HAVE YOU HERE SO BRIGHT, EARLY, AND ON TIME!! GLAD YOU'RE HERE BECAUSE I NEED YOU TO SET UP SOME MONITORS DOWNSTAIRS IN THE STUDENT CENTER!! I NEED THAT DONE NOW!!"
"Why are you yelling Dr. Miles; are you that happy to see me, sir?" The forced smile on his face was more of a grimace as I didn't doubt he wanted to take my head off after last night.
"WHY OF COURSE, YOU'RE MY NUMBER ONE GUY AROUND HERE AND I NEED THAT SET UP TAKEN CARE OF, OKAY?!!" This man was livid.
"Alright boss, but what about the training? You impressed upon me how important it was that I get here on time this morning so that I could complete it with my coworkers here. It's kinda nice having us all gathered here in one place, huh boss?"
"I-WILL-GIVE-YOU THE CLASSS IN MY OFFICE LATER TODAY!!" Lucy and my other coworkers looked uncomfortable watching our " friendly exchange" while I saw an opportunity to push a button.
"Geez sir, I don't need my lawyer for that class, do I boss?" Dr. Miles made a motion as if he was going to facepalm but caught himself.
"Bring whoever you like son; the more the merrier." I was grinning and nodding in time with every syllable that came out of his mouth.
"Guess I'm going then sir; see you guys. Thought I was gonna hang too, but I've gotta do the boss a solid." I started towards the door looking at Lucy's anxious features then noticed a female coworker I rarely saw giving me the stink eye and a few others. This told me they were likely all in the know on some base peripheral level. Most of them were looking at me like public enemy number one.
"WANT SOME HELP?!" Lucy piped up, but Dr. Miles put a hand on her shoulder quieting her.
"Don't worry about it Lucy; he's practically a supervisor in the department around here." He was smiling while I did a doubletake facing away from them all.
I was livid too knowing he wanted to fire me from day one even though he knew what Steven and Zoya were doing to other students in the department and around campus. Zoya's expulsion from the secondary building said as much about the college's overt efforts to cover up a potential scandal. I went to a storage closet gathering some of the equipment as Dr. Miles appeared again.
"HEY WAIT A MINUTE!!" This old negro was actually jogging down the corridor with a plastic bag and a plastic drink with a straw sticking out of it. He presented the items to me with a broad smile on his face, really beaming.
"I already ate breakfast."
"SURE BOY, BUT WE WANT YOU TO HAVE THIS ANYWAY!! Wouldn't want you to feel "LEFT OUT" and get all emotional, like a female. Here, there's some good stuff in there for a GROWING BOY!! Take it son!" He shoved the bag into my chest somewhat hard, then took extra care handing me the drink. It was OJ in a clear plastic tumbler.
"Thank you Dr. Miles."
He ignored me walking back silent making a show of pulling up the double doors to the student auditorium.
The audible clicking of the lock conveyed his message well.
"Oh yeah, gonna have to fix you bruh; get that wild hair out of your hairy butt." I mused gathering my things to set up downstairs.
Despite my flippant attitude, the exclusion did strike a nerve making me focus on Steven and Zoya even more. I was on the straight and narrow when he hired me to work as a TA in the AV department, but because of a misconception on her part, I'd been marked for harassment. The wheels started turning in my head while I was setting up downstairs in the student center hooking up a flat screen on the small stage used for performances. It was ponderous work as I had to make a few trips finding an unwanted familiar face when I returned.
"Great, do I bow or courtesy Quisha?"
"Please don't...please don't make this hard for me considering your relationship with my father right now. By now you know I wouldn't be here if I didn't have to; we're bound until you do what the universe asks." Quisha looked a bit tired an obviously not in the mood, but the sight of her made my head throb as I paused to hear the gifted woman out.
"I think your dad's gonna fire me."
"I know you can stop that from happening real easy, so please don't mess with him like your doing with that degenerate couple. There's a lot you don't understand but I'm here to let you know that your actions have consequences."
"What are we talking about?" I was positioning the second large flatscreen on the opposite side of the center. Quisha kept pace with me dressed more conservatively in a denim floor length dress, sweater, and her ever present headwrap.
"Lashing out is only gonna make things worse; right now you're uh, splintered in the spiritual sense. Going against your nature is like uhm, pulling on a rubber band between your fingers until it snaps. Everything has consequences, give, and take on a cosmic level." She was more insistent than I'd ever seen using her hands in demonstrative fashion as she spoke, but I was confused.
"Quisha, I need you to uh, just spit it out."
"You're going to be tested, but it's going to feel like you're being punished. I don't have anything to do with it besides delivering what sounds like bad news."
"Your dad's gonna fire me."
"That's not what I'm saying; you need to finish what we talked about. If you keep acting up, the universe is going to smack the shit out of you like Amana did this morning."
My heart skipped a beat as I recalled the vivid dream I'd had right before waking earlier in the morning.
"Amana." I whispered unable to control some creeping anxiety.
"Just uhm, take some time and remember one thing if nothing else." Quisha starting backing away from me still looking concerned, likely on the verge of tears. Her demeanor was uncharacteristic and troubling.
"What?"
"You're supposed to be one of the good guys. But now karma is coming your way like a tornado and I'd appreciate it if you'd get yourself together before it arrives. Just, forget about how my dad makes you feel and uh, help us help you when the time comes."
"Quisha." She held up a hand stopping me from speaking further. I watched her walk out of the youth center ringing her hands, worried.
The moment she cleared the double doors this prevalent sense of shame overtook me. I considered running after my resident oracle but fought the notion off finishing up my work as a number of students started to file into the center. They were in clusters, cliques taking tables around the monitors as some fellow TA's appeared joining them. I almost got into it with a particularly roguish student who attempted to turn on the monitors at the prompting of some female associates.
I got done in record time feeling oddly disconnected from the people around me. I was one man in a sea of humanity congealing around the monitors for an event I was serendipitously responsible for. My need for anonymity was responsible for this mess along with my cavalier treatment of a vain woman who thought to mistreat my cousin out of sexual curiosity directed at me. I told myself I was paying it forward when I ravaged her again and again until she suffered from vanity induced Stockholm syndrome.
There was no emotion when Sydney Syd Wilson revealed most if not all of her secrets to me. Heartbreaking as they were, I'd come to expect these little slivers of post-nut clarity from the women I slept with. The one nagging tidbit lingering from this situation was my overt omission of the facts from Rashida. At the time I would've rather let her believe I'd banged out Takisha upstairs in that studio instead of Sydney. In all honesty, I was kind of ashamed once I saw her standing there in the building lobby after I'd finished.
Now we were estranged because of that shame which was disguised behind my need for public anonymity.
Empathetically speaking, Rashida Sikes probably felt the same way after I ducked out on her in front of my campus building.
Now she was obviously seeing someone else and I struggled not to intrude on that relationship unsure of how I'd react if I found out that "anonymous" person's identity.
"Sir." Lucy appeared tugging on shirt. I hadn't noticed her standing there beside me staring up into my face.
"Oh uh, what's up Lucy?"
"Are you okay; I saw you standing here in the middle of the center kind of zoning out." I inched away from her a step looking around finding the place packed.
"Shouldn't you be in training?"
"We finished that in ten minutes; Dr. Miles showed some movies on the auditorium movie screen then kind of just gave us the answers for the test afterwards. We've just talked and joked around with him and Steven...after that."
Lucy looked as if she'd said something she shouldn't, but I didn't react.
"No Zoya, uhm I mean Dr. Berhan?"
"Steven said she's taking a spa day or something; I guess she's been burnt out. Some of the girls were asking about different spas around downtown, but he said he'd ask her. You know something? Even thought they're married, both of them seem more like brother and sister than husband and wife, kind of weird if you ask me, huh sir?"
"I don't have any kind of opinion about that shit." Her random gossip told me I'd actually run her down sexually between Jaquan, Andre, and myself as the cleanup guy physically. I ran the numbers in my head figuring that if Abayomi were included she'd have been nearly comatose as a result.
"Guess it's about the money huh? Steven's pretty rich and she's so much younger than he is, right?"
"Why don't you ask them about it Lucy?" I felt like she was trying to pump me for information inching away further to let a couple pass by to the food counter.
"Sorry, sometimes I just run off at the mouth, you know?"
"It's cool, don't worry about it."
"So, you're watching, right?"
"What?"
"The interview, oh come on sir, this is supposed to be crazy as hell. Somebody probably a PA from the station leaked a bunch of stuff saying that Sly and Syd as well as the show is done. They say she uh, busted him to the white meat in this interview with Gail. You're gonna watch, right? I saw you looking at the show that time right when the scandal just started, remember? Come on, let's watch it together." Lucy was too excited to be working me for information.
"I'll catch it later; let me know what happens Lucy. I'm gonna go find Dr. Miles and get that training before he forgets and writes me up." That was a lie to shut her down and put some distance between us without making it obvious I wanted her at arm's length until I figured her out.
"BUT IT'S COMING ON RIGHT NOW!!" She was almost throwing a tantrum as I glanced over finding the morning show logo on both monitors accompanied by the program's shitty canned sounding music.
*************************************************************************************
They were sitting in a darkened suite on a moderate sized love seat. Sydney was hugging one end while her husband Sly took the opposite ironically matching her outfit in a dark shirt made of the same material as her blouse surrounded by a cream colored suit. Their host, some late fiftysomething female reporter last name of King sat in front of the duo in a repositioned lazy boy in an ugly tangerine colored dress.
"Sydney, how are you doing this morning?" She asked in a voice that sounded marginally like a game show host.
"I uh, can't say in all honesty; I'm uh, well working on it." Sydney sounded more like her usual self, the woman I'd met in the lobby of that building downtown on a fateful morning.
"Sly, how're we doing this morning?" I noted how she addressed him referring to the married couple collectively.
"I'm fine."
"You're fine?" Sydney cut in with an arched right brow drawing his attention for a second instantly wilting under her gaze.
There was a moment of silence adding to the uncomfortable air in the room. There was a quick cut showing the reporter sitting there shuffling some cards in hand glance g between them. Sydney was already staring a hole in the side of Sly's head with one arm now resting on the back of the chair as the reporter continued.
"I guess, I'm working it out too." He changed his statement glancing down at his lap.
"Well uh, both of you were high school sweethearts voted couple most likely to get married, band mates who had some success early in your careers with the single album "Biters In The City" just under thirty years ago and I can't believe it because, look at you Sydney girl; it's true what they say. Black don't crack, huh?" Her tone and the urban tinged aside rang scripted and fake, but Sydney forced a chuckle.
"More like milk chocolate in my case." Sydney added biting her lower lip still regarding her husband with a side eye.
"We were really big overseas for a minute in the early nineties, but we couldn't get any traction here in the USA, right Sydney?" Sly added trying to get a piece of the conversation with a weak smile on his face.
"Sorry, I couldn't pull that rabbit out of the hat for you because Lou wanted way too much Charles; perhaps you should've sat on that couch instead of me. Not going for the water sports because you wanted five more cars when we were in hock to the IRS." Sydney was smiling despite the harshness of her words while the host looked utterly shocked.
"Syd." He mumbled unfortunately looking into the camera.
"Did I lie Charles?"
Sly forced himself to look at her but withdrew into himself with a forced chuckled of his own addressing the reporter sitting stone faced in front of him.
"Somebody's been in their hotel mini-bar Gail." He tried to joke.
"You must be so jealous." Sydney deadpanned as the packed audience in the youth center laughed and jeered. Everyone in the room knew what was coming. You could feel it in the air as the interview continued.
"We uh, been together like you said, since high school and everything. We formed a group, a trio with her best friend Finessa back in the day thinking we were gonna take the world by surprise. Yeah, that first record was solid gold paving what we thought was gonna be a yellow brick road to fame and fortune. We toured some, maybe not enough like we should've but we had to get that next record out."
"Yeah he's right about that, but he's cherry picking; the real reason he didn't wanna go on that tour all the way every date, was because of Amir."
"SYDNEY!" The fast embattled man shouted quickly remembering himself.
The reporter looked obviously off camera then at the cards in her hand before continuing.
"Your radio show has been in the top 10 every year up until about two and a half when you guys went to satellite. Despite that you're still going strong in the ratings buffered by your social media presence in live streams during the broadcast. Some shows go through growing pains when they switch to a new medium, but you guys have things, on lock. How do you do it?"
"Well it's all about getting that newer generation, the kids of our original fans while maintaining our original audience. We have some of the best analysts in the country, possibly the world with our parent company Clear Water Media."
"She knows all about that Charles; geez don't you know a softball question when you hear one? Oh yeah, I've got to tell you when you're being handled with kid gloves, right? All of us know why we're really here, right Charles?"
"My name is Sly."
"If only that were true then we wouldn't be sitting here, would we?"
"Now Sydney, there's no need for this high level of emotion; we're all adults and the purpose of this interview is to see where you two go from here. Your highly rated morning show has been on partial hiatus with cohost Ken as a replacement since, well a rather unfortunate incident." Sydney sat looking directly at the reporter with a modified incredulous expression on her face.
"The show will go on Gail; we've already been renewed for two years." Sly added laconically.
"Aren't you gonna thank me?" Sydney cut in aggressively drawing his attention.
"What?" He looked at her again shoulders sort of hunched leaking self-respect all over the suite as Sydney continued this time talking to their host.
"Don't you just love how he plays stupid when someone drags him to the carpet to take accountability for his bullshit? He's always been this way since we started dating in our sophomore year; and its never changed. See, I don't need to keep going back to our glory days as a one hit wonder Gail. I can't afford to do that or its back up to that fucking luxury suite at the Superbowl; ain't that right Charles, excuse me uh, Sly?"
"Maybe we should take a break?" The reporter floated the notion, but Sydney looked intense still staring at the side of her husband's head. There was a glint in her eyes exacerbated by his muted non-response.
"He's been taking a break for thirty years while I did all the heavy lifting."
"That's not true Syd!"
"So tell me, am I'm lying about anything I said Charles?" She challenged televised in front of the world.
"We all knew what we were getting into going into the business Syd; it was always going to be a crap shoot but we landed on our feet with a solid job that you've decided to torch because you want a few more zeroes on your check. Yes, I talked to Harvey; I know Syd. We're all taken care of, but that's not good enough for you, is it?"
"Oh you talked to Harvey huh; did you know?" Her brow furrowed as he ranted. I recognized the white hot rage broiling just under the surface.
"Know what?" The reporter cut in intrigued as a phone unexpectantly rang somewhere in the background. I was surprised to find out the interview was being aired uncut with the profanity bleeped out on daytime network tv.
"Ask him Gail; ask Charles if he knew what was going to happen at Superbowl 45?"
Sly looked as if he would get up making the motion but stopped short looking between the women obviously working the room. He was caught like a rat in a trap as the interview continued going off the rails spectacularly. His forehead was creased with stress lines as he looked off camera reacting to the now continuous ringing of a phone in the background.
"Do you know what she is referring to Sly?" The reporter asked without emotion as he squirmed in the court of public opinion.
"Ask him why he didn't want to tour with Amir even though they told him about it and he still went there to cut our first and only real album. Tell her Charles; I want you to explain to her why you have that drinking problem and why you did what you did to us." Sydney twisted the knife deeper into his fast deteriorating spine.
"She ain't talking about nothing Gail; every decision we made in our life, our career; we made together."
"Did you know Charles?" Sydney asked again.
The interview suite grew silent as the camera zoomed in on the man's distressed features leaving him nowhere to go but a dead end in the court of public opinion. He looked straight into the camera, bottom lip quivering uncontrollably. The sight of this pain wracked man made my shoulders seize up knowing I was a catalyst for what was happening in his life. There was a quick cut to the reporter's damn near petrified features waiting for that answer.
"Sly, the world is waiting for an answer."
He looked on the verge of a nervous breakdown as Sydney spoke up again.
"Alright, than ask me again Charles; I promise I won't lie to you." There was raw emotion in her voice as her mascara started to streak.
"I ain't never cheated on you or beat you, and I've always loved you with my whole heart Sydney." He looked on the verge of a coronary as she inched closer leaning forward with this strained mask of raw pain on her face.
"ASK ME!!"
"Did you cheat on me with The Educated Simp?" He almost whimpered the question barely above a whisper.
"Yes."
"Why?"
"Because you can't fuck right and you've got a little dick."



The youth center exploded in raucous laughter, jeers, and peer commentary with me at its core watching the monitors I'd set up with Lucy. The sound was deafening to the ears as I stood at its tempest watching a man wilt away in front of television cameras and the world at large. Sydney "Syd" Wilson destroyed her husband in that moment for all time to come exacting a revenge decades coming with surgical precision.
On screen Sly was left with no other alternative but to get up yanking his microphone off evacuating the interview as the reporter dryly called for him to return to his seat. There were various employees and PA personnel on camera trying to get control of the situation as I noticed something serendipitous in my affair partner.
Sydney was just sitting there with streams of mascara darkened tears running down her cheeks, calm as could be.
My phone started vibrating with a silent alarm as I pushed through the deluge of excited college students into the main lobby pulling it out. I'd set an alarm that now made my skin crawl as I looked around before opening my site.
Sydney's sex tape was active and already racking up views in the thousands.
I felt immediately sick to my stomach going to the elevator and the AV department above on the second floor.
I made it inside having a seat in front of the projection window opting to leave my dispatch window closed.
Despite the fact that I knew why she was pushing the red button on her career, it didn't make me feel any better as I glanced through the projection window into the second floor auditorium. I knew I was a villain in someone else's life actually a few people at this point considering Andre as well.
My inner musings was disturbed by light rapping at the door before Lucy appeared sticking her head into the room peering at me.
"Why'd you knock on the door?"
"Because you closed it behind you; usually that means someone doesn't want to be disturbed, right?"
"But you still knocked anyway." I deadpanned.
She opened the door wider as some people walked by in the background on their way to my dispatch window. I got up busying myself opening the window for my fellow teacher's assistants giving them some extension cords for a class in the main building. It was my intention to return to the youth center downstairs and take a fair amount of time packing up the equipment and monitors requested for Sydney's televised interview. Instead I found Lucy closing the door pulling up the only other chair next to my vacant one in front of the projection window.
"Hey uhm, sorry about coming in here, I mean intruding."
"It's cool Lucy, I'm gonna go pack up downstairs; you can kick it here in the office." I went to slip past but she scooted out a little looking anxious.
"Uhm, can I have a moment of your time?"
"Why?"
"Please sir." Lucy seemed to anticipate me leaving anyway sort of inching back in her chair towards the door leading out onto the second floor proper.
"Not now, I'm going downstairs." It became obvious I was trying to avoid her as I unlocked the lower half of the dispatch window intending to go out that way and walk around the projection window. Lucy had other ideas.
"YOU'RE HIM!!" She blurted out stopping me in my tracks.
"Excuse me?" I knew what she was talking about but resolved to bullshit my way out of things anyway as she sat there scooting out further in front of the office door while my hand remained on the opposite doorknob.
"I kinda figured you were just watching the show before, but then Thunda actually showed up here in front of the building making you run away. I thought it was just some coincidence but then I saw you trying to get into her car but figured you didn't want anyone knowing who you were, so I didn't say anything. You looked so sad when she wouldn't let you in her car."
"Cut it out."
Bet you didn't know she was actually looking for you while those guys were harassing her, asked for you by name too. I guess you really didn't want to be identified, so you left her there and made her mad. Today, you were riveted to the monitors downstairs watching that interview like everybody else, but I saw you reacting to it. You basically ran up here when Sydney said those horrible things about Sly. It just made sense to me right then and there sir; you're him."
"Yes Lucy, I am...Iron Man." I started laughing as genuinely as I could manage stepping a foot outside the office dispatch door.
"STOP FUCKING LAUGHING AT ME!!" Lucy shouted suddenly enraged knocking some office odds and ends off the adjacent desktop onto the floor. A bunch of pens and pencils pooled in her lap as she glared at me kind of squinting.
"Lucy, I don't know what you're talking about." I tried to play it off.
"You're lying right now, that's why you're running away from me. I know who you are sir; what, you think I'm gonna tell Dr. Miles about it, huh? You probably think I'm gonna snitch you out, don't you?" Lucy raised a brow.
"You don't have anything to snitch me out about."
"COME ON, STOP MESSING WITH ME!!" Lucy slammed her fists into her thighs knocking the pens and pencils in her lap onto the hardwood floor. She was genuinely frustrated with a number of visible lines appearing in her brow. She was very loud making me nervous despite the location of the office at the far basically isolated end of the second floor. Lucy remained sitting there with her back against the office door making me feel trapped.
"Calm down; why're you yelling?"
"You're him, just say it." At once she looked frustrated at things not going the way she anticipated planting her chin on her fist which was resting on the counter. Lucy seemed genuinely distressed, but I couldn't give it up.
"Look, I'm gonna go downstairs and pick up the equipment then we can talk about whatever's bothering you, okay Lucy?" I thought I was offering an olive branch clandestinely buying myself some time to think of an out.
"How about a trade?" She offered looking me up and down with an expression that made me think she wanted to deck me one.
"What're you talking about Lucy?"
I noticed her favoring the zipper on her oversized jacket still looking dejected. Her fingers started to draw it down before I could make a move while her other hand dipped inside its pungent confines tugging up the hem of her equally large department t-shirt. Lucy grabbed a fistful of her shirt yanking it up as the halves of her jacket parted.
Her humongous breasts were there in my field of vision barely covered in a brassiere which served as little more than a hammock. Both of her nearly coal darkened plate sized areolas were partially visible by half with her thick nipples visibly pressing into the stressed material of the worn beige brassiere. It was the same bra I'd spied before.
Lucy tucked her chin into a wealth of cleavage that bulged upward like baking bread hiding the front of her neck from view. There was no hint of the torso underneath whatsoever as Lucy looked from the top of her mashed up bosom at my face with this static expression making this half smile that read shame on her part.
"You're him right; you're the Educated Simp, aren't you?"
"Yes." It was fair trade.
Before we could say another word Lucy was suddenly propelled forward as our department head Dr. Miles pushed the door open using his weight. He glanced down at her eyes bulging, then looked at me brow furrowing like he'd caught a wolf in the hen house starting to glower.
Lucy tugged her shirt down futilely covering up.
"You, in my office, NOW!!" He shoved the door open wanting me to walk past him out into the corridor where some sparse students and faculty loitered. Apparently Lucy's shouting alerted a few of our concerned female peers on the floor.
I was effectively suspended pending an investigation for the rest of the month. It didn't matter that Lucy showed up during my dress down trying to plead my case only to be sent sobbing back to the AV office. The visual didn't help my immediate reputation as I noticed some dirty looks from females near the office and a few white knights as well. The fleeting thought of turning in my uniform t-shirt ran across my mind, but I decided to wait and see what my eventual fate would be.
Honestly, I felt deep down like karma was giving a little back after I'd helped destroy a man.
*********************************************************************************************
It took just under an hour for Sydney's sex tape to go viral resulting in my site lighting up like a Christmas tree with activity mostly purchases of the tight thirty minute romp. I'd kept the excess to the side knowing I could whip up a follow up if required, but that would have to be cleared through Syd's legal representation, our mutual lawyer Karen Frakkes. Best case scenario would be selling it to a larger more established company with a larger base. I walked down to my favorite lunch spot settling into a both having a slice of deep dish as my fortunes increased.
Ironically Rashida's coin was spiking as well coming in at a distant second place. I was intrigued searching the gossip boards and social media finding several new clips of Rashida which gave me a stark realization. It also put things in context regarding our fallout which made me feel emotionally compromised.
Rashida Sikes aka Thunda never stopped going to the Sly and Sydney Morning Show. In fact she'd become an unofficial cohost obviously slotted in thirty minute increments at the beginning and end of the show with Ken the comedian. It seemed the station or producers were using her to entice low tier celebrities and rappers onto the show. She'd become a semi-regular fixture there with many of those rappers shooting their shot and getting epically shot down in several humorous segments.
Despite my success, I suddenly felt very small as if in her shadow.
I figured she'd been trying to tell me about her good fortune that afternoon, but I was too caught up. My actions drove a wedge between us that was widening even as I sat there eating a slice of deep dish pizza with a mug of beer. The blame was squarely laid at my feet because I was too cowardly to call her up in between my own unfolding drama with Steven Berhan, Dr. Miles, Zoya and now the Sydney Syd debacle artificially induced to get the low tier celebrity out of her contract with the station.
I'd been too busy to see the forest for the trees much to my detriment.
I sat there in a booth next to a panel window that looked out at the stairs leading up to the side walk from the basement level Pizza and Steakhouse nibbling my pointer finger. My first impulse was to place her adult content on inactive status but relented knowing that I'd set up things so that she would get her royalties with every purchase of her content individually. Rashida Sikes was already getting her cut of the proceeds in tandem with mine. Taking her stuff off the grid at this point was futile and would make me look suspect. It would make her look suspect to her fans as well.
My phone started ringing with Abayomi's cell number.
"Speak."
"HEY, WHERE ARE YOU AT THIS PRECISE MOMENT!" He sounded excited and angry giving me pause.
"Why are you shouting?"
"I ask of you a question; answer it!"
"I'll answer it but you know the deal bruh; it's ironclad even if I don't make it. You might as well go over to Union Station jump on the motherfucking tracks and stop the incoming train with both hands."
"Look I have Nigel; I just want him to speak with you face to face; there is no need to extend your dishonor to him as well brother." Again I felt another pang of guilt for resorting to blackmail to get what I wanted. Part of me wondered if this was because of my cryptic conversation with Quisha.
"I'll text you my location." I figured it was public enough to stave off any appreciable beatdown I would be subject to from two guys. I had no idea what Nigel looked like and didn't want to take any chances. The reticence set in right after I sent the text but running now would damage any credible threat I posed to Abayomi and I'd lose momentum.
I continued casually snacking perusing my phone to find another surprise from Sydney Syd. The low tier celebrity, former rapper and now arguably shock jock was appearing on her own afternoon radio show as a guest with her BFF and coworker Finessa conducting the interview. This was being shown on social media and You Tube in a live.
"Damn Sydney's a beast today." I used some ear pods to hear the show without disturbing the other patrons.
The show was already in progress and I didn't know how much time had passed, but Sydney was sitting there in decidedly street attire consisting of this oversized fluffy turtleneck black pullover that belonged to a much larger guy, probably Ken, some skintight denim capris, white ankle socks and navy blue canvas sneakers. Her look was completed with a black bucket hat pulled low and some oversized retro shield sunglasses hiding her eyes. Her bangs dipped low peeking from under the hat's brim.
"Damn Syd, what's going on with you for reals my nigga?" Finessa sounded emotional giving me the indication I'd missed a good portion of the interview. This live had viewers comments running up the left side of the screen, most of them blasting her for cheating.
"Hey we're girls, always gonna be girls but I've gotta hold this. Like motherfucking Paul Mooney said back in the day, " Everybody wanna be a nigga, but nobody wanna be a nigga" on some real shit, you hear me Finessa? Yeah I'm the goddamn bad guy for getting mines." Sydney sat on the visitor side of the studio knees drawn up with her feet resting on the edge of the chair.
"Well couldn't you guys have gone to a marriage counselor instead of doing that interview?" Sherry their second cohost interjected sounding overly emotional. Her conservative wear consisted of a red church lady dress with white polka dots all over it and the old school wig on her gumdrop head wasn't helping one bit.
"Why, so I can tell that clueless dusty what to say in there too?!" Sydney cut her off speaking with audible fire in her voice.
"But uh, when you two got married, you took a vow to love, honor, and cherish one another, right?" Sherry wanted to appeal to Sydney's better nature.
"Nigga should've took a vow to give me that nut." Sydney snarled then snatched up a tablet looking at the comments being said about her online.
"Syd." Finessa looked blown away which told me she'd been kept out of the loop on this "heel turn" in front of the country.
"I AIN'T LYING GIRL!! AND FUCK EVERYBODY DRAGGING ME ONLINE TOO!! [Reading comment mumbling] WHAT?!! Look, uh Tootie with the tragic screen name; there's only so much pussy you can eat, toys get redundant and I just, wanted some REAL NIGGA DICK, OKAY BITCH?!! Don't tell me shit unless you gotta an impotent motherfucker crying into your pussy every night with a vibrator in one hand and a bottle in the other, OKAY?!! WHY CAN'T I GET MINE WITHOUT BEING CALLED A WHORE, HUH?!! [Reading additional comment] I'M FOR THE STREETS?!! FUCK YOU DARLING... AND YEAH IT WAS THAT GOOD BITCH!!"
Sydney Syd was way out of the closet letting her true street persona run the ropes as Finessa remained visibly stunned pushing back from her mounted mic, then coming in again while Sherry produced a fan waving it about trying to cool down. I would've laughed my ass off if I wasn't personally involved.
"Syd, we people since day one and you know I ride and die with you, but Sly was there too. You know this shit ain't right, but I'm always gonna hold you down girlfriend. We been through too much together and he's got Ken. You didn't have to do it like this baby girl, you should've clued me in; we supposed to be people Syd."
"We are Felicia." The mic barely picked up her voice as she tucked her chin facepalming. Light sobbing followed along with Finessa running to the other side of the counter leaning over giving her best friend a hug. There was more inaudible whispering as Sherry watched trying to figure out what to do. She looked off camera a few times.
"Did he have a big one?" The chubby inept cohost asked out of the blue drawing both women's static attention.
"Uh no, you didn't Sherry girl?" Finessa looked taken aback with one pointer finger raised as if in question.
Sydney had pulled her sleeves down over her hands using one to wipe her tears and nose sniffling and coughing a bit. The emotion was radiating from my phone screen. She glanced up at Finessa then at Sherry.
"They say the really big ones can make you act up; that's right, huh Sydney?"
Sydney looked at Finessa again removing her bucket hat palming and rubbing the back of her faded head with a half smirk forming on her big plush lips.
"They don't call that king "The Educated Simp" for that Sherry."
"Whut-why do they call him that, then Sydney?"
"They call him that name because you're the one getting the "EDUCATION" when you fuck that nigga."
I facepalmed resting my elbow on the table as Sydney and Finessa started laughing between sniffles and sobs. Sydney Syd Wilson was working that verbal magic on my behalf in front of their considerable audience. The comments on the left side of the live lit up with my stage name appearing an alarming number of times. Sherry still looked clueless as the women lightened up somewhat.
"That motherfucker had me walking funny after we hooked up; I know Ken's biscuit eating ass was side eyeing me when I limped into the studio that morning. My shit was tuned the fuck up my nigga; Educated Simp had your girl wanting to sleep in that morning, huh!"
"Syd cut it out; you know Sly got his lawyers watching this shit." Finessa laughed wiping her own tears in the most feminine manner she could manage despite being an overt "stud" female.
"I tried to get him back for that shit, but your girl got the business again! Straight got got Finessa and you know that King had a bitch snoring like she needed that cpap machine!! Fuck, I better stop talking about that nigga before I want some more of that shit!"
More laughter followed giving the afternoon show more of a locker room feel as more comments poured in regarding me.
"HOW BIG IS IT?!" Sherry cut in again making the life long friends laugh even more as Finessa covertly took the tablet away from Sydney.
"WHAT'S UP WITH YOU THIS MORNING SHERRY?!!" Sydney laughed wiping more tears still laughing with Finessa.
"Watch out, I think her nose is open girlfriend." Finessa warned.
"I ain't got nothing for you Sherry girl so you should get off my bumper! Fuck, why don't you go upstairs and ask that Thunda girl about the pene! SHE BROUGHT THAT NIGGA AROUND!! GO TALK TO HER SHERRY!! But if I was you, I wouldn't look for the Educated Simp; you look like you'd be on some old stalker shit girlfriend!!"
The mood was lighter for a few moments.
"HEY WHAT'RE YOU DOING--!!" The show was abruptly ended going to a screen saver for the Queens Corner radio show and podcast which momentarily depicted Sydney and Finessa, then cut to an extreme closeup of the latter of the duo.
The plug had been pulled in dramatic fashion.
I started frantically searching for more information, but more pressing matters made themselves known as Abayomi opened the glass door a few feet away from me staring daggers. I kicked myself for not sitting closer to the register at the opposite side of the room. It occurred to me that I could still get tossed up in my current location as he stepped inside methodically lingering at the entrance, then pushed the opposite glass door open.
Nigel walked into the restaurant standing at the edge of my table looking at me with fluttering eyes and what seemed like naturally pursed looking lips.
This nigga was gay.
He was actually a head taller than Abayomi and what a head it was with this sort of knob like shape to it. His features read decidedly juvenile not helped any by the weird innocuous expression and the pursed lips. Nigel had this bullet proof fade hair cut that made his aforementioned head look more geometric in shape. It felt like I was looking at a living Minecraft character. This guy had an awkward gait and boxy pear shape dressed in a long sleeved salmon business shirt and black khaki pants over some dress shoes.



"I'm told you're looking for me regarding Steven?" A white purse was slung across his big inverted looking bird chest.
"Have a seat Nigel." I motioned for him to sit down in front of me, but he remained standing momentarily glancing at Abayomi who seemed to be guarding the door.
"I don't think so; look if you're mad at Steven for something you two agreed to, that's a "YOU THANG" not a "WE THANG" alright? As you can see I'm other, and what that means is you're gonna have to find someone else to use as a proxy to bitch slap Steven for hitting the forbidden door. Now I'm gonna get back to doing me if you don't mind asshole."
"Nigel, have a seat." This big knob headed negro did a doubletake looking at Abayomi who glanced away.
"Did you hear what I said?"
"Would you like a drink Nigel." I replied without emotion.
"Yes, but not with you; I've got a lovely man waiting for an enchanting evening abroad, if you don't mind?"
"Nigel if you don't sit the fuck down, I'm gonna blow your ass up, and not in a way that you would obviously enjoy. All of those perks and set asides are gonna go the way of the fucking dinosaur and you can skip your motherfucking ass back over the skittles rainbow to OZ to see the wiz nigga. Maybe he'll save your education and career Nigel."
Another exaggerated doubletake followed as he crossed his arms over his chest with his purse hanging from one hand. Abayomi glanced down at his feet unwilling to verbalize anything as Nigel regarded me brow furrowed doing this "sister girl" scowl.
"Bitch you want me to slap the fuck outta you with this damn purse?"
"No Nigel, have a seat."
There was a long pregnant pause in the air before he flopped down sitting in front of me being theatrically extra. He was so heavy; my table and booth shook under his weight as he planted his elbows on top of it glaring. He looked like a humanoid fish in the face. I figured he was trying to use his orientation to make me uncomfortable as he rested his double chin on fist anchored by his elbow on the orange tabletop. I was unbothered to the max.
"Nigel I just wanted to ask you a question, that's all."
"Spit it out cis."
"Did you want to fuck Steven?"
"I'm gay."
"Did you want to fuck Steven?" He did this exaggerated neck roll then audibly cracked his shoulders. I noticed this guy was wearing fake lashes.
"I'M GAY!!!" He shouted in my face earning some stares from the sparse other patrons in the restaurant. Two sisters sitting on the other side of the tiled floor burst into laughter huddled together watching what they probably thought was a grinder hookup as I switched tactics.
"Nigel, did you want to fuck Zoya?"
His face dropped, lip hanging as he leaned backward making the vintage booth groan under his weight. I noticed him favoring his purse worried it might collide with my face. Nigel's expression changed which made his countenance somewhat jowly. I'd hit a nerve, a trigger that pulled the plug on his rainbow community minstrel act.
"It's uh, not like nobody never came up behind me, and I knew he'd look out for me so I let him hit. Shit, he ain't working with much anyway but the spread was nice. His home was positively palatial, so much ambiance and money. Just wanted it easy, that's all. Fuck it was fair trade, but I didn't order the fish. Didn't want it." Nigel sounded crestfallen.
"No consent is universal, but I'm not trying to take anything away from you brother. Steven's pissed because I hit him where he lives already, got him out of his department. Now, he's trying to make a comeback and my education is on the line. If they fire me, they fire me bruh; but I earned the right to go to their shitty little community college if nothing else. Zoya opened his nose about me because she mistakenly thought I was gay Nigel. She's said as much and failed to keep that motherfucker off my bumper. Man, I ain't bending over for nobody, but he feels entitled."
"We did a lot of blow sort of feeling each other out while Abayomi was doing his cis thing with that crazy bitch."
"It's okay brother; you don't have to talk about it if you don't want to."
"I was so wasted, but not enough to imbibe of that fish; Zoya's crazy and like, really strong I guess. She uhm, came in like she wanted to watch, but uh...then she got like, involved." Abayomi drifted closer to the table making me wonder if he was panicking that too much would be revealed.
"Nigel, I'm going to find a way to burn those two pervs; and I already got Zoya a night ago. I'm sorry but she's sort of Teflon on campus. Steven would be too if he didn't want his old job back. Guess its hard scamming niggas from a desk job in the same building as the dean. I wanna make sure they stop coming for me, but I ain't trying to force you into anything Nigel, and you too Abayomi."
"DID YOU FORGET WHAT YOU SAID IN THE PARK?!" Abayomi bellowed drawing patron attention again momentarily.
"Man I just called you to find out Nigel's fucking name, but you slammed on me bruh. That's why we had to dance Abayomi, and I still want all of those names homie; you can go back to doing something strange for pocket change with all those elderly "patrons of your part" brother. Nigel, I just wanna show them I know, nothing else, honest."
"We signed NDA agreements. We lose everything if we talk."
"I told him that but he must have his way at the cost of our livelihoods." Abayomi interjected again.
"You don't lose a fucking thing if they don't know who talked. If I have all those names, and I probably have half at this time; what the fuck you two have to worry about? They've been fucking around on campus screwing dudes out of their shit for a minute, giving niggas psychological issues that ain't gonna be addressed no time soon, and you two are worried about your post assault swag bag. Well, keep it but I'm gonna get what I want no cap."
Both of them exchanged glances as Abayomi took a seat next to Nigel facing me.
"I feel like vomiting." Nigel admitted while Abayomi rubbed the side of his bald pate with many furrowed lines forming on his forehead.
"You guys are invisible in a crowd; that's all I'm trying to say."
"It's kind of difficult back home in Arkansas where I'm from; I'm really not trying to go back there after being expelled from heaven. I like it here in the city; I feel free to be myself. I've got a boyfriend." Nigel looked worried.
"Want a drink Nigel?"
"Yes."
"Want a drink Abayomi?" He glared at me with a raised brow.
"Yes general."
****************************************************************************************************
We ended up sharing a few beers and another deep dish pizza hashing things out before going our separate ways. I was somewhat shit faced opting for an Uber using some of my stash from Sydney's sex tape. My site was still going strong into the night with continuous activity giving me the impression school would be optional if these profits continued unabated. Sydney's popularity was off the charts as I perused a few news stations covering the story. She'd obviously accomplished what she wanted even getting lambasted on Fox News in a conservative puff piece.
I found some gorilla phone footage of Sly in a bar at an undisclosed location ruining his sobriety amid jeers and social commentary from people tightly pushed in around him. He was still wearing the cream colored suit giving me a time frame that occurred right after the televised interview. Whether or not he liked it, Sly was collateral damage with a plethora of sites and social media channels reporting the dissolution of his marriage and on-air partnership with Sydney. The word "cuck" was following him around like body odor.
Lucy texted me a few times, but I ignored her leaving it on read. I was still gauging her involvement in my suspension from work but considered the reveal of her massive tits. I needed something to follow Sydney's controversial sex tape but wanted to wait and see how things shook out with my job and education. I'd registered for some online classes offered by my college. If things worked out, I was intent on keeping a low profile. This would be especially difficult considering Steven's influence over the film department.
"Just never stops, fuck me." Rashida was sitting on my front steps waiting as the uber pulled up to the curve. It felt like the police were waiting instead of an rising sensation sporting sixty plus inches of online fame.
Rashida was wearing a beige hoodie and matching pair of high waisted workout shorts completing the look with similarly colored low rise sneakers trimmed in white. She was initially looking at her phone as the car pulled up to the curb but noticed me right away. We stared at each other as I gathered up a plastic bag containing a tin of leftover pizza and two bottled Heinekens.
The look on her face gave me pause as I got out of the uber dragging my feet.
It looked like we were really "breaking up" for lack of a better term.
My heart started thumping as I regretted everything I'd done since taking her offer to visit Jaquan's house, fucking around with Takisha and now Sydney Syd Wilson. I wished more than anything that I could rewind time and stay on that fucking couch doing nothing but gaming and talking shit with her. I wanted to give her the world but knew better.
Yeah, this was gonna be the end of our friendship...and everything else.
"Why are you looking like that?" She spoke first.
"Nothing, its just the way my face looks."
"That's a lie."
"No it's not; we uhm, just haven't seen each other in a while."
"It hasn't been that long."
"Long enough." I responded voice sort of trailing off.
I glanced down hating myself for looking at the decadent bulge of her thick thighs and stallion legs as a whole. She'd rubbed them down with lotion making them glisten in the glow of the street lights overhead. They looked just right and I felt guilty for looking now that she was probably someone else's woman. Rashida looked up at me.
"Why didn't you call?"
"I don't know."
"Why didn't you come over?"
"I don't know."
"So, you fucked Sydney, huh?"
"Yeah, I fucked up."
"No shit?"
"Yeah."
"Still fucking Takisha?"
"Uhm well...she's uh, complicated. We uh, did it the other day and well, yeah." I admitted choking up while she looked unbothered. Rashida started shaking her head in time with my babbling just looking calm. It was unnerving.
"I've been kind of working down at 96 K-Jay; did you know about that too?"
"Sort of found out, today; congratulations Rashida." My throat felt dry.
"No big deal, its mostly part time three days a week and I've still got my job at the barber shop too. I'm just, kind of going with the flow, like you."
"I got suspended from work today; like, for a minute."
"Oh, and what did you get suspended for?" I ground my teeth looking away from her face for a minute as my heart thumped harder and harder like it wanted to burst out of my chest.
"Sexual harassment...but I'm innocent. That guy Steven and uh, my new boss Dr. Miles are trying to railroad me out of the department so that he can get his old job back. I'm innocent...Rashida."
"Funny, I'm kind of suspended too. Got called into their H.R. Department and asked a whole lot of questions about Ken, Sly and uh, the station manager Harvey. See, Harvey is in a lot of fucking trouble, straight ME TOO'ED bruh. So, I got yanked in there and asked a lot of questions and you know what?"
"What?"
"I got the impression those motherfuckers thought I was some sort of prostitute because of my sex work online. Kind of found out my appearances on the morning show weren't really sanctioned and all that. Ken was paying me a few grand cash app out of pocket but didn't tell me it was from him personally. So uhm, H.R. kind of thought I might be doing something a little "extra" in the green rooms. They got cameras in there you know? Most security got was me twerking for a bunch of rappers on my second appearance, but nothing else and you know what?"
"Rashida."
"Doesn't matter one bit; was told my services weren't required going forward and that any future appearances would have to go through the new interim station manager, whoever that is. Even gave me four racks, in cash no less. Kind of made me feel like a hooker, you know? That shit ain't gonna stop my grind, but security "walked" me out of the building. Didn't even get a chance to hash that shit out with Ken. Kinda fucked up huh?"
I didn't know what to say but couldn't look away from her face.
"All throughout that meeting with H.R. my phone kept blowing up from your website. I set it so that my phone does this little Siri thing announcing my cash app with this sassy voice. It's my thing before you judge, and those white people thought it was Hella funny too. One of those assholes joked about paying me in dollar bills, but the H.R. director did that nudge in the side thing like I wasn't looking directly at them."
"Rashida I'm sorry!"
"Yeah, you've been saying that a lot lately."
"Sorry."
"It's alright daddy, I'm gonna go home now before people think I live here and start harassing you. A couple of people already popped up asking for my number while I was waiting out here." Rashida stood up stretching her arms above her head with a yawn cracking her back. She wasn't angry, just serenely unbothered.
My food hit the pavement along with my phone.
I walked backwards still looking at her face until I bumped a tree in the front yard, then turned and went around it facing the rough bark there. I was crying uncontrollably starting to blow snot everywhere while my heart thumped.
"What're you doing?" Her face appeared peeking around the tree looking at me innocuously.
"I-DIDN'T WANNA SEE YOU WALKING AWAY!! I DON'T WANT TO REMEMBER YOU LIKE THAT!!" The rest of her appeared sort of leaning against the tree watching.
"I'm not mad at you."
"SORRY I MESSED UP YOUR LIFE!!" Everything was bubbling to the top and I couldn't control it as she produced a crumpled tissue from her hoodie pocket dabbing at my eyes, eventually wiping my nose.
"You didn't mess up my life, you made it better than it's ever been daddy. If it wasn't for you being my manager I never would've had the opportunity to experience being a real public celebrity. Every time I need something you're there; and you sent my pics and made the trailer that got me that job anyway. Stop crying, please."
"I'M A PIECE OF SHIT!! I RUINED A GUY'S MARRIAGE!!"
"Word around the campfire is that was happening anyway so its not really your fault." Rashida seemed as if she were babying me lifting my chin with her pointer finger as I managed to calm down a little.
"I've been an asshole and a wet tampon to you; I'm sorry about that Rashida. I uhm, think its kind of good I'm suspended because the walls feel like they're closing in on me and I can't explain it. You've been taking care of me way too much and I've been sloppy as fuck. I'm gonna work hard for your forgiveness even if we can't be friends anymore."
"Why wouldn't we be friends daddy?"
"BECAUSE I'M A HOT MESS!" I started to lose it again but she took my hands in her own.
"I was mad when I got here, but I'm not now and that's because I've had time to think about all of this shit objectively." I scrunched up my nose looking at her with a raised brow.
"You're using words like objectively now?"
"Don't make me beat your ass out here negro."
"Objectively." I repeated again for effect making her smile and roll her eyes.
"You stupid."
"You tell no lies Rashida Sikes and I'm blessed to have you in my life for however long that lasts. Anytime you need me, just call and I'll be there."
"I could say the same."
"I'll walk you to your car; I want you to drive safe and call me when you get home." I looped an arm escorting her to the curb and her waiting vehicle. I still avoided looking at her face out of shame, but accepted things for what they were even if we couldn't really be FWB anymore.
"So, you were stuffing Sydney Syd that morning, huh?"
"It just happened; the new both panicked and she pushed me down the back stairwell. We hooked up again later at the same hotel where she did the interview with Gail. I think she just called me that night for courage to go through with it."
"That interview was messed up; the station is a mess now and a lot of their interns got shit canned. They even fired the security department today. I wonder why she made herself look messy like that in public."
"Sly knew what happened to her at that Superbowl Game; they never talked about it afterwards and it became this festering wound that never healed inside her. Now everybody's gonna know and that Ken motherfucker better watch out too."
"WHY?!"
"Because Sydney's probably not done outing everybody; Myron was a witness and didn't do shit to help her up in that suite. Ken, well she thinks he put Sly up to exposing her because they had a two day affair back in the day and she ignored him until he got up in his feelings about it. Thought he was gonna snitch, so she played nice all this time while despising both of them."
"Wow." Rashida was taken aback sitting on the hood of her car staring at me wide eyed.
"Guess I was just at the right place at the right time, but it could've been anybody that day. I swear she was just trying to get me on her afternoon show, but then offered me two hundred for a twenty minute interview instead and uh, we fucked."
"Obviously you did a good job, and got paid for it too."
"Stop." I wiped some remaining tears from my eyes as Rashida processed.
"She can't seem to shut up about you and the BDE got her feuding with Takisha now; I saw those Instagram posts. Both of them bitches stunting because you hit that three wheel motion on them."
"You can't tell anybody about this; I signed an NDA with Sydney's lawyer." The irony of the earlier evening with Abayomi and Nigel was not lost on me. A fleeting thought concerning Quisha's advice crossed my mind.
"I signed one of those too with some stuck up pregnant bitch today; she was blowing up my phone a couple of days ago but showed up in H.R. to interrogate my ass today. She's the H.R. lady who elbowed that asshole."
"Damn."
"What?"
"Maybe it's a good thing you're out of there for a minute; there's gonna be some changes down there at good ole 96K-Jay."
"Did Sly really know about that nasty shit; I mean, the Super Bowl thing?"
I nodded looking around with my arms folded.
"And Sydney did it, with Ken?"
"Well, she told me that every guy she slept with acted like it was a "Come To Jesus" moment; guess my crappy attitude was part of the allure. Come on, you gotta go home and I need to get my food off the ground Rashida. I'm really sorry about everything."
"How're you sleeping?"
"Shitty."
"Well, I can't leave you hanging like that daddy." She used her key fob to activate her car alarm with a loud chirp. Rashida offered her hand and I took it leading her back to the foot of my stairs long enough to retrieve my food from the ground.
"You hungry?" I gesture with the plastic bag. One of the beer bottles was leaking.
Rashida gave me a deep hug.
"So, you're suspended from work for a week, huh?" She asked as we walked up the stairs to my front door.
"Knowing Dr. Miles, they'll probably fire me tomorrow instead of waiting."
"So that means you can still be my manager, right?"
"I guess, why?"
"How about a trip to Miami daddy?" Rashida piped up casually.
END of SEASON TWO
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"What am I doing?" I asked myself taking a second shower I didn't need.
Truthfully, I was also wondering why I was listening to Rashida Sikes when I should've been angry with her for getting me into another battle of wills. Once again my immediate past was demanding attention in the form of a former model, acquaintance, maybe friend? Honestly, I was still getting to know Shawnee when things started going sideways as I unintentionally shifted into my cousin's Jaquan's inner circle. This turned out to be a life change leading me to my current situation and by proxy Shawnee and Andre, her I guess, former boyfriend.
Thinking about the sexually tinged burn I'd just received made me angry unexpectedly hitting me where I lived. Shawnee decided to tease me to distraction probably also craving validation of her brand new look from a person who knew her beforehand. I chaffed at the memory of her eagerness to be accepted into what she perceived to be a rarified circle to the exclusion of all else. She'd freely partook of all the Kool-Aid she could drink and now she was blaming me for that decision.
I seized up at the memory of her aloof behavior that morning after I'd spent a momentous night with our mutual benefactor and mentor not knowing I was being vetted romantically. Shawnee was complicit in throwing bucket loads of shade my way even getting in a few shots of her own right at the tail end of things that morning. I'd been thrown from her car that morning after being accused of exploiting her for profit. Never mind she'd made the initial decision to join in on the "fun" assassinating my character and unceremoniously booting me out of the clique. I leaned forward at an angle supporting my weight with a palm flattened against the tiny shower wall.
"Motherfucker." I would be unbothered going forward.
It was refreshing taking that shower which gave me a second wind mentally speaking. Because of the broom closet size of the bathroom, the only way I was getting decently dressed was to leave the door wide open. So, I got dressed with my narrow ass out to the world. To take my mind further off things, I started to think ahead to Rashida's video shoot and how I could capitalize on it. I'd brought some of my equipment but wanted a drone to use to stockpile footage. I resolved to get Rashida to accompany me to a store to pick one up if only because Shawnee trusted her enough to give my muse a key.
"Oh shit daddy, you clean up nice." I turned finding her standing there watching. Rashida stepped to me doing the last few buttons on my black silken dress shirt. She was wearing a nice white floral printed high in the front low in the back maxi dress which while showing offer her stallion legs in the front, kept her sixty plus inches of online fame partially under wraps.
"I could say the same; how come you're not wearing some loud African deal?" I got a playful smack on the cheek as she smiled adjusting and straightening out my collar.
"I knew you'd say that shit. I guess I just wanted to do something, a little bit different tonight."
"You still wearing that badass thong under this dress?" Rashida chuckled giving me a smack to the butt followed by a peck on the same cheek she slapped.
"You've got a one track mind, but I like it daddy."
"So that's a yes, right?" We both shared a light moment.
We were interrupted by the chime of Shawnee's secure bedroom door which signaled her approach. My shoulders tensed up but I don't think Rashida noticed as we jointly watched the door open.
Shawnee stood there wearing this red cheongsam dress tightly fitted to her body from the neck to her newly cinched waist. It was glossy with its own ethnically themed floral print that started at the abdomen leading down to the material at her ankles. From the waist down to her ankles, Shawnee wore a skin-tight form fitting pair of mesh leggings just sheer enough to give you an impression of her light olive colored skin tone underneath. Wicked looking spike black ankle boots completed the look.. The dress had high slits on either side starting just above her waist.
Those dual slits on either side were utilitarian allowing her ridiculously wide and monstrous hips freedom giving Shawnee a uninhibited range of movement. Her lower half was visually staggering horizontally. I couldn't see the back, but it was an extreme case of "Ass So Fat You Can See It From The Front." Her wrists were adorned with a glimmering pair of rhinestone encrusted bangle bracelets. I glanced up past her childish features at the dual roundish buns on her rounded head. Shawnee was approximating the appearance of a video game character.
"Chun-Li?"
The static expression remained on Shawnee's face as her arm disappeared just inside the doorway leading to the enclosed bedrooms reappearing with a shoe box which she didn't hesitate to chuck at my chest. I caught it like an effeminate geek fumbling with it for a second while Rashida shot Shawnee a look.
"That payaso ain't gonna wear no shoes to the party?" Shawnee glared at both of us retrieving a small thin pocket book. She disregarded us checking its interior for a few seconds before walking out leaving us there. Rashida pressed into the door holding it open as I put on the glossy dress shoes inside the box. I glanced out into the hall.
My thoughts on Shawnee's ensemble were born out in the back view. Her enormous derriere made an appearance on either side of the deep slits in that red Chinese styled dress. A good portion of each sheer legging covered cheek would be on full display wherever we were going. I glanced up from my seat finding Rashida smirking as a realization came to mind.
"You didn't have anything that could beat that, huh?"
"Man, I'd have to walk into the party with nothing on to steal eyes from that bitch." We both started laughing as Rashida took my arm in a sign of good faith.
We looked like a couple walking a few feet behind Shawnee to the elevator. I couldn't help myself burning a hole in Shawnee's butt swaying as she walked in a way it never had before. The weight loss left no doubt that she was always going to be Ms. WTF on some level. Rashida snapped her fingers in front of my eyes wanting a bit of attention herself.
"Hey man, you better not be thinking about her when you're with me, later." Rashida whispered in my ear as we reached the opening elevator. I wasn't so sure Shawnee couldn't hear what was said.
"¡Mete tu culo pervertido en esa perra punk de ascensor! ¡Nigga, no te estás masturbando mientras estamos aquí!" Shawnee sounded heated standing there holding the door open glaring expectantly.
"HEY!!" I was roughly shoved into the elevator.
Before I could turn around Shawnee squeezed in obliged to actually turn sideways because of her ridiculously wide hips. Rashida got in right behind us forcing me to look at the paneled wall of the car as we rode down to the underground parking garage. I felt bad because Rashida was stuck playing referee between us knowing I'd promised to stick it out at least for the rest of the night. I was already struggling to remain unbothered. The underground parking garage was cavernous filled with cars that cost as much as my college student loans.
My eyes settled on a customized Escalade trimmed in gold as I noticed Shawnee side eyeing me while we walked through the enclosed space. It felt like she was equal parts flossing and throwing shade at the same time. I averted my eyes knowing how I mostly wore my emotions on my sleeve. I was coming up financially on the low but was nowhere near able to afford the things I was seeing on this trip. My id returned reminding me of Shawnee's apparent profession as evidenced in the videos I'd viewed in her early social media days.
"What're you looking at payaso; you got a car parked down here we don't know about, eh? Hey like is that Rolls-Royce over there yours? Oh, yeah maybe you got that sweet candy apple Jag right there behind us, right fool? Come on big time, point your shit out and we can take that instead of my ride payaso!! SHOW ME BRUH!!"
Shawnee was acting like a whole douche making me wish she were a guy so I could paste her one right on the chin. Rashida was laughing but shut up when she saw me give her a look. Shawnee suddenly stopped turning right in my path standing there like she wanted to throw hands. I stopped in my tracks glaring back at her trying to seem just as aggressive, but all three of us knew I was a moderate lightweight physically. She'd been there while Yoli was pummeling the snot out of Rashida and personally witnessed me having difficulty separating the two.
"You gonna do it or are you gonna cry me a fucking river payaso?"
"Don't call me payaso."
"Oh, I'm sorry motherfucker; eh, shit you uh, probably don't like that either right? What is that name you're calling yourself these days? OH RIGHT!! The EDUCATED SIMP!! Now ain't that the truth in fucking advertising, huh payaso?" Shawnee had this glib look on her face with a big gregarious smile arms outstretched as Rashida stepped up.
"Cut it out guys; are we going to the party or not?" Shawnee raised a brow fishing her key fob out of her small purse. Off in the distance a few feet away an alarm chirp echoed through the parking garage. She smiled at Rashida taking her hand walking away from me.
"KEEP UP OR I'M GONNA LEAVE YOU BEHIND!" Rashida tried to look back, but Shawnee did this jerking movement drawing her contemporary close. I could hear some hushed frenetic back and forth between the women. It seemed like Shawnee wanted to run ahead and possibly drive off. Deep down I hoped she would.
I followed them to a parked red Jeep Wrangler with black trim. The top was down and the back seat was stuffed to the brim with boxes, mostly art supplies and other knickknacks that recalled her former boyfriend Andre. I wondered if she would treat him the same way considering how horribly he humiliated her the night she turned into my nemesis. Of course Shawnee followed suit figuring there was nowhere for her to go without her mentor.
"You coming?!" Rashida yelled from a few feet away prompting me to run up to the jeep.
Shawnee busied herself half pushing Rashida into the car with her back to me visually coveting my confidant and FWB. I felt my third wheel status deeply noticing there was no way I could squeeze into the covered back seat. I tried the handle finding it locked starting to panic. Shawnee didn't help matters any walking around the far side of her vehicle grinning evilly staring me right in the eye.
"HEY WHERE AM I SUPPOSED TO SIT?!!" I facepalmed as soon as the words left my mouth fully expecting Shawnee to speed off, but she started thumping her hand on the horn instead.
"GET YOUR ASS IN THE BACK PAYASO!!" I barely hopped in back climbing haphazardly as she began revving the engine. Shawnee hit her tunes dam near blowing my ears out with some electronica gunning it through the garage as I tried to get my seatbelt on shaking and bouncing all over the place.
By the time I was firmly in place, we were speeding down the freeway with Shawnee weaving horrifically between lanes getting some angry honking horns in the process. A few times I nearly fell over and one convertible full of teens started chasing us looking for a race. At least that's what I thought before dodging some trash being thrown from their car in my direction. Shawnee and Rashida appeared to be having the time of their lives, two party girls.
"AW SHIT, WHAT THE FUCK!!" I was slammed into the front seating abruptly as Shawnee hit the breaks to avoid rear ending a GMC truck.
"SORRY BOUT THAT!!" Both women yelled laughing their asses off making me literally growl.
Adding injury to insult, I was tossed about with a whiplash effect as Shawnee made a sharp right cutting across lanes to the off ramp. Throughout my ride from hell, I was inundated with the hot steamy winds drummed up by our velocity getting battered by nature as well. It felt like a Friday night for everyone except me as Shawnee continued speeding down a series of winding streets in what looked like some affluent neighborhood. Just as I was leaning back hand to chest we started to slow down as the music lowered. Both of the girls were getting along famously chattering away like I wasn't even there.
I felt dejected and small staring out at the packed winding streets speeding away from us from my point of view. What I was feeling was defeat on a level I hadn't experienced in a long time since the early days of my life as an amateur pornographer. My id was lambasting me like Burgess Meredith from those old Rocky movies for getting soft. There was nothing left for me to do, and I had to admit I was used to people cooperating with me. If I had a tail it would be tucked between my legs as Shawnee finally pulled to a stop before I'd even realized it.
"Hey."
I was looking down at the new shoes on my feet feeling like they were worth more than me as a whole person.
"Hey daddy?" I glanced up wearily looking at Rashida standing there while Shawnee exited the vehicle on her side behind me loudly slamming her car door.
"Yeah?"
"Come on, we're here." She offered her hand but I felt taking it would signify my social cucking. Shawnee walked around the back of the jeep appearing in my peripheral view from my right eye.
"My canvas top better not be messed up or you walking back payaso." I noticed Rashida exchange glances with Shawnee.
"Be nice."
"I thought I was Chica de casa?" Shawnee kept moving walking along the sidewalk slinging her purse leaving us behind.
"I'll catch up, you go with her." I replied weakly, mumbling which got her attention as I got down on the grass. I could barely look Rashida in the eye, but she cupped my chin rewarding me with a kiss on the lips. She went further interlocking fingers with me leading us onto the sidewalk. In the distance we could hear loud intrusive electronica blowing up this affluent neighborhood.
"We're going together." We walked arm in arm noticing droves of people loitering about a quarter of a block before we even reached our destination. A lot of these people looked like teenagers which gave me pause. I could barely look anyone in the face still feeling it from Shawnee.
"Hey, what is this place?"
"You met Koa today; this is one of his house parties."
"This is a fucking house party; feels more like a rave or something." The sidewalk traffic was getting dense with big groups of people loitering about in their own non inclusive circles. Across the street on a lawn big enough to hold my house and garage back home, some people were tossing a glow in the dark frisbee around.
"Well I'm told his wife kinda owns the house; but they both got their own hustles so it balances out."
"Koa and his old lady make enough to afford a place like this on a personal trainer salary?" Rashida chuckled making me feel as if I wasn't in the know. Perhaps some conversation took place while the women were out to which I wasn't privy.
"Isabella is a very successful model."
"Isabella?"
"Isabella Perez, she does a lot of work on those auto magazines with the custom cars, uhm she's a big time influencer on social media among other things."
"Other things?" I stopped just out of view of the house facing Rashida.
Both of us looked to our right finding this incredible home that was a thing of wonder looking like the set of several music videos I'd seen over the years. This was modern architecture at its best with a big two tiered angular off kilter façade out front. Everything was white with the upper terrace full of lounging people congregating, having drinks and some making out. It literally felt as if I'd walked into an episode of Miami Vice along with Rashida Sikes, my running buddy and perennial FWB. This scene, the atmosphere was neo age, a new sort of bohemianism.
"Damn, we've come up this weekend, huh daddy?" Rashida was suitably impressed while I was apprehensive knowing Shawnee was lurking about inside probably waiting to pull my chain some more.
"Think we'll get past security?" This made her laugh, but I wasn't really joking totally out of my element.
"I think you need a drink."
"A few of them baby." I palmed her donk giving it a nice squeeze as Rashida wrapped an arm around my bicep taking a pic of us together with her iPhone. I got a nudge to the ribs smiling for the next couple of photos.
"HEY GUYS, WHAS UP!!" Someone shouted loud enough to be heard over the booming music which was an incredible feat in and of itself. We both glanced upward at the balcony finding Koa watching us with drink in hand.
"HEY CUTIE!! WUS GOOD KOA?!!" Rashida yelled back waving in this exaggerated fashion while I did a shitty twinkle fingers motion with my hand meekly.
"STAY THERE, I'M COMING DOWN!!" Instead of going to the stairs Koa handed another guy his drink climbing over the clear glass wall of the upper balcony.
Both of us watched this big, buff islander do his best parkour showing off a supernatural level of athleticism as he hopped down hanging in front of the guests on the ground floor patio. Some lanky blonde got a pic of his junk level with her face before Koa landed on his feet in the adjacent yard to much applause and fanfare. This guy took a moment to bow before his audience before running to us arms outstretched. I was reluctantly swept up into a group hug between his muscular arms along with a giggling Rashida.
I felt positively adolescent in comparison physically to this certified super hunk. Koa was wearing a breezy collared Tropical print tee, white knee length shorts and sandals. It didn't help that his shirt was open putting his chiseled pecs on full display accessorized by a tribal tattoo that covered one completely.
"You look good; fucking fine babe." Our interlocked hands were disengaged as Koa gave Rashida a really deep hug which left me watching. I could've swore he took an audible whiff of her scent while I was watching.
"Cut it out, you're gonna get me in trouble with your wife." I raised a brow.
"Did you bring your suit?" Both brows raised as I remembered that thong I'd briefly glimpsed on her body when she was getting ready for the party. Rashida didn't answer looking uncharacteristically demure before noticing my grimacing face. Koa noticed looking over finding me there.
"OH HEY DUDE, DIDN'T MEAN TO BE RUDE!!" He shook my hand which looked like a kid's in his larger mitt sized one. I'd truly lucked out during our first meeting because I would've been destroyed.
"I need a fucking drink." I forced a chuckle but noticed the same awkward expression on Rashida's face.
"Three bars one on top, one on the bottom and damn sure one at the pool homie!! Come on bruh, let's get you faded; hey man you toke, uh smoke, huh?"
"We're definitely gonna find out tonight my nigga!"
Koa found my response and immediate ignoring of the atmosphere between him and Rashida humorous draping one of his twenty-four inch biceps across my shoulders. All three of us walked towards the entrance of what I definitely considered a mini mansion. He felt like a mischievous wolf by proxy making me feel like Rashida's little brother. She was surreptitiously checking out his body, but I wasn't gonna call her on it.
There was a dense crowd hanging right in front of the main door. Some of the guests, the younger looking ones were in anime themed cosplay. It was an odd mixture of these kids; some thuggish types I kept an eye on and people who you could tell possessed really deep pockets. Koa's hand was already around Rashida's narrow waist and I just shrugged averting my eyes elsewhere. Unfortunately, my eyes found someone unfortunate.
"¡SÍ CHICA, CAMBIASTE ESO DOMÉSTICO POR UN AUTO EXÓTICO! ¡SUELTA A ESE TONTO DE HIJO EN EL DEPÓSITO DE BASURA Y MANTÉNTE BRILLANTE PERRA!" Shawnee yelled in our direction. Damn near all of the Latin folk in earshot started laughing uproariously. I got a hint when Koa shot me a look laughing as well.



She was standing at the entrance with a small crowd of what could be termed fans talking excitedly, joking, and even taking pics with people singularly and in groups. Shawnee felt like a celebrity here and I started to feel low again now looking forward to drinking myself into oblivion if only to escape her harsh public treatment.
"YOU KNOW IT GIRL!!" Rashida shouted back acting like she understood what was said.
I knew it was an insult.
My hands found a home in my pockets as I noticed people hovering around some of the Latin women there staring at me and Koa making an obvious comparison. He seemed to notice too shifting away from Rashida to my far side in an attempt to shield me physically from their prying eyes. Rashida favored her purse avoiding my face.
"Hey man the night is early and we've got so much fun inside. Lighten up brother, I got you covered and I promise I'm gonna get you fucked up and leaving here happy before the night is over." Koa reassured with an easy smile sort of hunched over as we approached the open front door.
"Promises, promises." I laughed looking ahead instead of either one of their faces. I felt like a party pooper already and a wet food stamp. My head felt like a ten ton weight as my field of vision drifted down to my feet again. I didn't have anything going on with Rashida feeling that Shawnee's veritable abuse opened the door in my head wide enough to drive a bus through. I was unavoidably emotionally raw and didn't know how to hide it. My only recourse was to retreat into myself.
A pair of immaculately manicured feet appeared in that field of vision as I glanced up.
"Whoa."
Standing in front of me was one of the most undisputedly beautiful Latin woman I'd ever seen in my life. She was probably a little over five seven in height with a stacked bikini body and some incredible long shapely legs. I couldn't tell her actual ethnicity figuring something between Columbian and maybe Cuban. One could safely say this vision had the body of a classic superheroine.
Surrounded by shoulder length brown highlighted hair, her facial features were symmetrically narrow exuding an aura of incessant sensuality. Honey dipped is what you'd call her skin tone. I was lucky enough that my slacks were relaxed fitting hiding a resurgent tumescence. Her perfect body was draped in a metallic gold cover up which did nothing to hide the white string bikini underneath. A smattering of guests were wearing similarly themed outfits.
"Oh hey bae; what's good?"
"Caley is walking around the party showing everyone pictures of your junk; have you been climbing off the upstairs balcony again?" Even her voice was sexual as she raised a perfectly arched brow scolding Koa.
"HEY MEET MY FRIENDS HERE, THIS IS RASHIDA AND UH...!!" She didn't even look at Rashida instead reaching out shaking my hand instead but refused to relinquish it as I looked at Koa who shrugged.
"I'm Isabella, we're married and that's all you get without a drink in your free hand; come with me." I couldn't believe what was happening nearly squealing like some excited school girl. Isabella tugged at my hand getting me to follow as I glanced back finding Rashida's furrowed brow and half smirk.
"Uh, oh okay miss." Isabella had this easygoing smile on her face that seemed almost uncharacteristic. The interior of the spacious home was low lit with some light blue mood lighting fully pack to the gills with various guests.
"Isabella, I don't like any sort of formality; we live in a rigid world full of bullshit rules that only apply to those at its lowest tiers. I've worked hard to build the life I wanted using my natural gifts and a shark's wit. Calling me miss is not respectable and puts unneeded years on my journey. So I'm Isabella and nothing more."
"Excuse me, my name is..."
"Tell me later if you qualify; so you look like a screwdriver." I found myself standing in front of a full bar in the living room. It looked like something that had been rented and rolled into the room from outside. I couldn't look away from her face finding that she stared back unfazed. My heart started thumping hard under her gaze, but Isabella gave nothing away.
"Screwdriver?"
"It's a drink, orange juice and vodka, preferably Absolute; I think you should have one and lighten up a bit. You seem quite bothered and we've only just met." She was giving off "Boss Bitch" vibes as I noticed Koa chatting up Rashida across the room. They were very cozy as he handed her a tall drink with an umbrella in it.
"Oh, I've had that before."
"So we'll start you off with that; do you smoke or are you vanilla?" I adverted my eyes feeling like a nerd in front of this starlet.
I did a doubletake finding that our bartender was some blue haired, sort of stout woman with an absolutely huge pair of breasts. She was wearing a fitted black top with horizontal openings shaped like ovals which allowed these humongous tits to bulge. Her face was almost a cupie doll look, but more disturbing reminding me of the Tiffany character from those old Chuckie movies. It was weird because all I could see was boobs nearly resting on the counter.
"Drink."
"Huh?" I turned finding Isabella right in my face barely stifling a hiccup There was this underlying alpha-female sense I was picking up on with increasing clarity. Isabella didn't seem to have boundaries when it came to other people's personal space.
"Your drink; I think you should take a sip." I glanced down finding the drink on the counter with half an orange slice sticking on the edge of the glass.
"OH, UH SORRY!" I didn't know why I was apologizing.
"Don't worry yourself, men are visual creatures and I wouldn't have half of my wealth if it were any different. April here, has that effect on people." The bartender gave me a wink that made my skin crawl for some reason.
"Hi." April ignored me glancing down at her empty tip glass instead. Isabella suddenly leaned forward whispering in my ear too close for comfort.
"Make sure your friends know where you are if she takes you home." My field of vision settled on another incredibly attractive blonde sporting some Ghanaian braids that would've made Rashida green with envy due to her day job as a hairstylist. This beauty was talking with some old sleeved up guy that looked like a Cholo.
"HUH?!!" I blurted out.
I barely had time to stuff a twenty into the bartender's tip glass. April stuffed the tip into her cleavage leaving the glass empty while some more people sauntered up to the portable bar. We traversed the house finding different pockets of people lounging about in true bohemian fashion while Isabella casually took me on a tour of the house. Rashida was gone when I checked the spot she'd been standing in with Koa which elicited a slight bit of unchecked emotion.
"I hope you're not too disoriented from the dueling themes, we're having a few soirees tonight that I couldn't reschedule otherwise. I hope you'll find your measure amongst one of the three; so what is your pleasure?"
"I'm pretty open minded." I did my best to roll back into the conversation noticing more mature types as we entered what looked like a huge dining room slash kitchen. My attire fit more in this area of the house than anywhere else, but this was the forty and up set. A twenty something like myself would stand out like an extra thumb here. A suit walked up to Isabella almost intrusively obscuring me from view.
"Hey there Isabella darling, I been told that we're having us one of them there meetings in the night? Just wanted to know how thangs is gonna be handled and all... Oh, you got yourself a trainee here, is that about right, huh darling." The smell of alcohol was all over this jerk as she handled his bicep giving it a pronounced squeeze.
"Excuse me for a moment, you can go play; perhaps you'd like to adventure further alone."
"Uh, sure Isabella." I drifted away as she folded her arms listening to this disheveled looking business man out of earshot. I wandered about feeling alone in a crowded almost standing room only environment wanting to find and cling to Rashida but knew better. One of the walls in this lounge type room was glass revealing an active pool area just beyond its borders. A full on pool party was in effect with a mixture of people, but my eyes settled on a bevy of really hot bikini clad women of various ethnicities.
"Shit."
Shawnee was standing in the middle of the corridor with a full on entourage of cosplayers talking to some dude dressed like fucking Naruto. Koa's house party was truly a tower of Babel. She didn't seem to mind the near constant pics being taken of her while I noticed some other costume clad women looking truly salty. I realized she was being interviewed by what looked like a teen as our eyes met amidst the disorienting cacophony. I pivoted almost immediately running into a living brick wall, this mountain of a man. He looked like a biker and smelled of pungent weed.
"UH HEY?!! HEY MAN!!" His gigantic hands grabbed my lats using them as handles as I was lifted over two feet off the floor pressed against the wall. I was literally a baby in his grasp, similar but completely different from my interaction with Koa. I glanced down horrified into his face which was a wild shock of mountain man hair, bandana, reflective shades with an overgrown "duck dynasty" type beard. This guy was a monster dressed in biker chic rocking a vest cementing his legitimacy.
"You need to watch where you're going youngblood; mistakes can earn you a beating." I was surprised at the youthful sound of his voice also realizing this guy was Latin as well. I could hear the accent in his calm voice.
"Put him down Angel."
I was instantly set back on my feet very gently at a woman's verbal cue finding myself looking at the blonde with the braids from the other room. She was stunning in her own right, but a mature probably in her early thirties. Her attire consisted of a white top which left her breasts exposed underneath and some skintight denim jeans. The man mountain was apparently her bodyguard. There was a second guy standing there wearing the same getup. He was bald with a face full of piercings mean mugging me. His employer noticed grabbing a fistful of this guy's ear piercing looking annoyed.
"UH-UH-EXCUSE ME SIR, SORRY!!" He apologized quickly. I just nodded, actually bowed my head to this trio wanting none of that action.
"My wolves need constant supervision; I hope you weren't offended."
"Oh no ma'am its' okay it was my fault for not looking where I was going." I apologized verbally kowtowing which seemed to bring a smile to her face.
"I forgive you, have a treat." She offered an open baggie of multicolored gummies in various shapes. I hesitated for a minute then picked out a rainbow hued ring which had the consistency of a sour patch candy. She watched with this warm matronly smile as I sampled it standing there without word.
"How is it?"
"Uhm, its really sweet and tart all at the same time, but uhm, I'm feeling it like kinda breathy and stuff? I love the taste, it's kinda different, but good." I was honest earning a wide grin from the woman who produced a sealed baggie of the treats gifting it to me.
"If you need more, you can order it online." There was a weird Willy Wonka looking character on the baggie and some writing in Spanish along with a big drawn cannabis leaf.
"Thank you." I remained vigilantly deferential catching myself before I called her ma'am.
"I'm Nova, enjoy the party."
She continued on her way bodyguards in tow as I looked down finding a chain extending from the back of the bald guy's pants up to the back of the ear Nova handled in her displeasure. I winced at the sight beginning to open the baggie when I was thumped in the chest by Shawnee.
"WHAT NOW?!!" I was in no mood.
"Give me that shit; hey stupid do you even know what you're eating, huh payaso?"
"It's just marijuana candy, no biggie." I whined as she snatched the baggie out of my hands with attitude. This made me feel small and inconsequential as I looked about before turning back finding her there with a hand pressed against the wall while she perused the listed ingredients on the baggie.
"Fry on your own time fool; why don't you go make yourself useful and like, fucking blow!"
"Hey what crawled up your ass and died?"
"I'm looking at it payaso; a man baby out of his element and lost. You ain't kicking it with me up in here and I know Rashida ain't checking for you right about now. If you don't trust and believe, go in there and check it out for yourself." Shawnee motioned towards the lounge area drawing my attention.
I was walking without thought until I ended up at the clear glass wall looking out at the pool party. It was crowded with the beautiful people frolicking all over, but I cut through the crowd dead center at the far end of the pool. Koa and Rashida were sitting in this cozy wicker daybed making out like reunited lovers. They were really getting into it with each other spooning as he groped one of her perky enhanced boobs. All around them other couples were doing the same while the party raged on. My shoulders slumped while my brow rose in a visual display of my crestfallen state. Rashida had been my life line and that wasn't fair to her after the last few months.
"Maybe they will let you watch "Daddy" payaso." Shawnee made light of Rashida's pet name for me as I watched her braking their romantic embrace standing up over Koa who reclined looking like a modern day Khal Drogo.
"Are you happy Shawnee?"
"Not as Happy as she's about to be; I'd say you're about as unhappy scales be balanced, but hey at least I'm talking to you in English bitch. Did you even know about her guy treating her like trash because of the motherfucking work she does for you on that dinky little website? They've been arguing since she landed down here in the sunshine state and what have you done about it? I stepped in because sometimes a girl needs that BDE on the sly."
"Big Dick Energy, huh?"
"Oh wow, I'm surprised you know what that means; did Jaquan tell you about it asshole?"
"LOOK SHAWNEE!" I attempted to face her but she pushed a finger into my chin directing my attention back to the glass wanting me to keep watching.
Rashida slipped the dress over her head tossing it on the wicker daybed revealing the thong I'd seen earlier really was part of a two piece bikini. The scalloped trim pushup Bandeau top made her perky sloping breasts look incredible. Her cut figure and ridiculous proportions elicited a raucous reaction from onlookers even some inside the room we were presently occupying. It felt like a big moment; felt like a coming out party for Rashida Sikes a.k.a Thunda. I bit into my lower lip watching Koa stand up and do her one better.
He stripped completely nude right in front of everybody with his manhood on display full Monty.
I watched the "happy couple" jump into the pool frolicking with the rest of the partygoers.
"Maybe if you ask like, real nice and shit; maybe just maybe they'll let you watch." Shawnee pressed into me from behind almost pushing me through the window from her sheer weight alone. Necessity dictated I flatten my palms against the glass as she grabbed a handful of my junk finding my partial erection.
"GET OFF!!" Shawnee was already backing away laughing hard with her hand still extended out in front making the cupping motion nonverbally calling me out. Her other hand was covering her mouth as she looked about getting more people to bust up in my face.
"Don't say I never gave you anything payaso." Adding insult to injury, Shawnee half turned sweeping the back of her Chinese dress aside flashing her enormous badonkadunk through those sheer leggings in my face for a few seconds.
"Bitch."
"Cuidado, si no eres amable, no dejaré que me lamas después de que tome un payaso de mierda." Whatever she said brought the Spanish side of the house down with a few people even falling to the floor like they'd been bombed with laughing gas.
Shawnee left me there with a crowd of people who probably thought I was the ultimate loser.
I found myself looking into my glass at the orange liquid trying to ignore the loud multilingual peer commentary and jeers around me. I'd turned away from the window leaving Rashida and Koa to each other but caught a glimpse of them actually doing it in the water pressed against the side of the pool.
"HEY BUDDY!" Some fat guy, a drunken mess was handing me a can of beer.
I thought he wanted to toast, but the slob took my glass simply wanting to eat the orange slice grossing out the people watching. I found a seat on one of the couches trying to figure out my next move as I got my phone out. The idea was floating around in my head to get an uber back to her home and nope out of there straight to the airport. The only problem was that Rashida was in possession of the only other access key. There was near constant chatter at my back in the form of a group of women.
"Hey, so have we been notified where we're having it this quarter?"
"You know as much as I do bitch; we all get the text at the same fucking time and you know it so stop pissing on my dick."
"Why do you have to be so vulgar?"
"I get off on it."
"So uh, we're all going right; I do mean all of us, even Karen, right?"
"Have you seen Karen lately?" One woman sounded irritated.
"No."
"Well, it would be detrimental to her health and her uh, parasite if she had a bunch of mandingos running up in her most holiest of holies." Some hard voiced woman replied audibly hyper aggressive.
"Karen does what Karen wants." The women behind me started to chuckle but were quickly shushed in hushed tones likely due to my presence. This idea was born out when I felt someone's breath hot on my neck.
"How're we doing buddy? You're not feeling so good, huh fella?" My first instinct was to curse this woman out sight unseen but I was realistically trapped in a prison of my own making. I should've walked away when Shawnee appeared, but I was caught in a bottle neck of new and disorientating experiences. The Rashida situation came out of nowhere as a gut punch designed to tear away my only support system.
Shawnee Thompson was being thorough...and utterly familiar.
"I'm a big boy, I'll survive."
"Are you; I mean are you really uh, big, down there?" At least three women snickered right behind me extending the awkwardness.
"I do okay, actually I do just fine lady."
"Oh yeah what's your shoe size, huh?" Her voice was distinct authoritative reminding me of a sister, but I didn't want to face her still doing the math on my phone. My better side dictated I stay on the side of caution and eschew responding directly.
"Cut it out."
"If you show me yours, I'll show you mine brotha." I almost turned around but settled on steeling myself for a trip poolside to retrieve Rashida's access key from her discarded clothing.
There was the possibility of asking but I didn't think I could look her in the eye. She had no formal relationship with me and there was always the possibility she'd meet someone and cut things off between us physically. The day just arrived earlier than I would've liked. It was my responsibility to be a decent human being and ignore my selfish nature. Maybe my impromptu harem days were over. I just wanted to get out of dodge and let Shawnee have the day. I was still intent on not apologizing or further capitulating in any way.
"Damn you can't even answer a fucking question; a simple motherfucking question and this loser's got the nerve to sit up on his high horse. I guess he'd rather be jerking off looking at Koa rail his woman; is that right boy? Maybe you wanna give him a cleanup blowjob after he finishes taking your bitch to heaven, huh nigga?!!" It dawned on me the angry female behind me sounded just like goddamn Oprah making me think I was actually dealing with a sister after all.



"Okay help yourself bitch." I folded one leg over the other slipping a shoe off whipping about in my seat to face her.
Surprisingly enough, I found myself looking at this thick Asian woman probably in her late twenties early thirties. I pegged her as a Korean woman also noticing some homely looking female with a crappy shock of green hair on her head. The other women present were dressed business casual while this shitty Asian woman wore a black turtleneck and a plaid hem overall dress that clung to her like a second skin. I was taken aback momentarily.
"You want this shoe or not?"
"WHY NOT?" My left shoe was snatched away giving her the opportunity to look inside it at my foot size. She actually turned about raising my offered tribute to jeers and peer commentary from her friend group. The homely female was dressed in a full three piece men's suit ironically wearing the same type of shoe.
"WHAT SIZE IS IT?!!" Some hard faced woman barked while her immediate subordinate verbally gestured the same with her hands.
"THIRTEEN!!" Their little annoying clique whooped and hollered drawing more unwanted attention as the thick Asian woman turned in her seat glibly facing me again. She added insult to injury pouring her glass of wine into my shoe drinking from it.
"Lady, who in the FUCK do you THINK you ARE?!!"
"I'm Jong Park, you gonna let me sit on your face?" She asked boorishly laughing as I snatched back my soiled shoe.
"Hell no, excuse you!" I turned about faced with the prospect of putting on one damp shoe deciding it was worth it to escape the party from hell and reclaim some semblance of my dignity. I checked my phone finding that it was nearing midnight. The humiliation had been nonstop and I wanted out.
"Hey you showed me yours, now look at mine brotha." This irritating woman was not to be denied getting up rounding the seating as her feet appeared in my field of vision. I was looking at a sixty to hundred dollar charge to take an uber back to Shawnee's place and thinking it was worth every penny.
"Okay, let's see your flapjack booty." I glanced up from my phone finding a thick, packed moderate donk wrapped in plaid staring me in the face. My view traveled up finding this Jong Park woman grinning at me knowing I was caught off guard.
"Bet you wanna let me sit on your head now, huh nigga?!!"
"You shouldn't say things like that; it's wrong." Some turkey necked female within earshot advised looking uncomfortable.
"Shut up, he's caught up in my big booty; I know his type and he ain't saying shit. Ain't that right brotha man; you wanna fuck my ass so bad, right? We saw your fat friend and I'd like to think I look better than that cow naked." I felt a little switch flick in my head standing up as Jong Park turned facing me.
"Thank you."
"OH, YOU GUYS HEAR THIS SHIT?!! THIS GUY'S WOKE UP!!" I just stared her in the face while her friends commented hearing nothing that meant anything as she sidled up to me closer than I wanted. My sort of business casual attire might have attributed to their interest considering we were in a room full of older people.
"Are you done Ms. Park?" I stood there in front of her arms folded behind my back.
"Well, I thought we might talk about it; you're handsome enough and I've got a little bit of time on my hands." She handled my bicep. Some of her friends looked instantly deflated while the green haired female looked visibly disgusted.
"So, does this mean we aren't going, later?" One of Jong's clique asked looking around at her friends nursing a glass of wine.
"Shut the fuck up Mandy; I told you I'd pay for you to get in tonight."
"Fuck you Jong!" The female sounded embarrassed.
I glanced out the window noticing Koa and Rashida missing from the pool. Some of the revelers wrapped in towels were running to the immediate right out of view. I flattened my palm against the wall tracing an imaginary line to the kitchen. Asshole Jong Park was still verbally sparring with her clique allowing me to slip away.
Once there it was easy to find out where they went form the ambient chatter in the room. There was a server there mopping the floor while people gossiped excitedly about the naked hunk who'd carried his lady conquest into the house and up the stairs to the second floor. More people were spilling into the house tracking water everywhere. I took the nearest stairwell to the second floor finding some guys, probably barely out of high school waiting at the top, makeshift security.
"Excuse me." I wanted to pass, but found a hand pressed into my chest. Another guy, that same kid I saw earlier dressed as Naruto was sitting in a plastic chair off to the side. He quickly tapped the makeshift security admonishing him to drop his hand.
"Sorry about my friend Tod here; things really aren't that serious up here. We're very diverse and inclusive sir; I assume you're here for the tournament, right?"
"Tournament." I purposely didn't respond like I was asking a question.
"Well this is your last chance to place in Hazzardess G's Tournament before we move to the beach front tomorrow. You can place as an alternate and I'm really sorry about that, but we've got sponsors including some of the big companies our pirated characters were uh, borrowed from. This thing is super big in its first year, and we're offering a one night discount only."
"How much?"
"Well we have two packages standard and uh, gold which gets you into the afterparty at the conclusion of the event Sunday night. Now the first is standard attendance getting you into the regular areas, but the latter is really better and all-inclusive bro; you even get a brief "Meet and Greet" with Hazzardess G herself. Listen, I think you'd really like the gold package if you haven't met her already downstairs." He gave me a wink with a sly half smirk on his face.
"Alright cool whatever, hit me up with the gold." I went for my wallet but this goofy kid reached under his chair producing an iPhone. I just wanted access to the floor. Some people obviously not part of the tournament were squeezing by walking back down to the first floor.
"For safety reasons we don't deal in physical cash; we use a variety of cash apps and if you're green to go, that will run you a measly fifty in crypto." His voice trailed off as he exchanged looks with the security guy.
"Fifty, you sure this is a real tournament, not some scam?"
"We're streaming worldwide if you don't believe us, you can take a look on your phone right now. My channel is up and running this event with our sponsors. I can also give you our official discord account too."
"You can make your money back quick once you sign up; we're an active e-sport. " Security guy Tod added really trying to sell it swaying me with the earnest excitement in their voices. I knew the excitement myself making a mental note to get back to active gaming on my own self built engine back home.
"Okay guys, I'm all in, what's the rules?"
"There are three rooms of activity, you can play for fun, prizes and even crypto due to cross promotion with some of our sponsors not headquartered in the states. Really sky's the limit here dude if you're in it for the money."
"Fighting games right?"
"This your first time; are you a cherry?"
"I guess, you've got some uh, Street Fighter characters, right?" Both of these kids laughed as more people pushed past going downstairs. I was handed a pass incased in a clear rectangular sleeve attached to a yellow cord that I hung around my neck.
This was definitely a grass roots thing with posters and laminated cards adorning the walls. A lot of the advertised products were from foreign countries representing a plethora of items including the edibles I'd received briefly before they were swiped. That odd looking Willy Wonka character was staring me in the face larger than life surrounded by top ramen flavored cups, odd toys, and knickknacks. There were even advertisements for lifelike sex dolls that caught a few eyes from some geeky looking attendees.
"Oh uh, hello." I found Nova standing in the middle of the corridor with her personal muscle less than five feet away posted up like a man mountain. Upon second look, this mature woman was in a class all by herself beauty wise reminding me definitively of an old movie star by the name of Bo Derek from this movie called "10."
"Hello again, are you having a good time at the party?" I looked about for the other bald body guard not finding him anywhere. People were milling about in the upper corridor but noticeably more than a few gave us a wide berth. She was looking at a poster of a PS5.
"Honestly uh, your treats were the best part of my night."
"You ingested a whole bag?" She turned with a raised brow more animated and interested.
"Not exactly, but I hope to finish it later; somebody snatched it, a friend I guess." I admitted as she pivoted further. It was hard not to look at the generous cleavage staring me right in the face. Her own biker's vest made the difference as she appeared interested.
"You don't know if the other person is a friend or not?"
"Kind of, sorting it out?" I answered a question with a question unsure whether or not there was no way back to any kind of friendship with Shawnee after tonight.
"Excuse me, but is your maybe friend a woman?"
"Yeah."
Both of us were close enough that the loud cheers, jeers, and associated gaming related chatter didn't obscure our budding conversation. I left out the part about being on a mission to retrieve my former FWB access key and my intention of heading out before booking a flight in the morning.
"Word of advice in dealing with a scorned woman; concede nothing but take everything or she will destroy you. Now that goes across the bar youngster and you keep it close to the vest. Do as I advised and you'll tame her."
"Uh thanks, I think."
"Take a look down there at Angel my bodyguard and tell me what you think." He didn't move or acknowledge the conversation even though he was in earshot. The top of his head nearly touched the ceiling and his sleeved up biceps were as big as my thighs.
"With all due respect, he's one scary motherfucker Nova."
"Wrong."
"Huh?"
"I'm the scary one here and if you wanna be a winner, learn how to read the room. So, tell me if you're good at playing these games, I need a challenger to unseat the current champion. I want to win some money right now."
"Me?"
"That's why we're talking; I want something from you and if I get it, I'll owe you a favor. Maybe you should consider taking my advice or you can stay here worrying about the possibility that a girl doesn't like you."
"I'm good but I've never competed in esports."
"All you have to do is beat the champion tonight; you can make more money tomorrow and I get the pot. Can't you help me out?"
"Well, I was looking for a friend."
"And you've found one, unless you're gonna tell me no. I want a certain prize for my son and you look just like the guy who's gonna represent me until I get it. Angel over there was going to do it for me, but I don't want to strong arm this thing because as you can see I have a vested interest in it. I've invested in it quite literally so you're in the contest, front of the line." I knew when I was being threatened finding what I hoped would be a detour as I looked at the stationary man mountain a few feet away but still towering over both of us.
"What if I lose?"
"You won't, now come with me." Nova motioned towards the room with her head. This gesture animated her bodyguard Angel who walked over shoving the door open hitting a few people in the process. I could barely see around him as he towered over the numerous occupants in the room.
"Hey fellas, whose got next?"
"Uh, I'm next up uhm, sir." Some scrawny looking kid answered ill-advisedly.
"No you don't homes, I've got you."
"You've got me-AW AK!!" Angel turned to us with the kid under one of his massive arms. There was an abject look of shock on this guy's face as the giant walked back to his post with a grown man under his arm like a library book.
"So, who's next?" Nova's hands were on my shoulders from the back as she directed me to the doorway of the room. There was a mini crowd of people there whose IQ's suddenly elevated a notch all pointing at me.
"Are you sure about this?"
"I don't like to repeat myself; get in there and win my son a PS5."
The wall of this converted bedroom facing the door was one large screen in use for the gaming event. People were crammed inside wall to wall but left enough space for the virtual combatants to square off. There were chairs for use but the weird looking frizzy haired guy I had to face was standing wireless controller in hand. This Asian guy didn't appear to get out much as a controller was shoved into my hand. I glanced from it looking up to find Nova at my side with a warm encouraging smile.
"Win."
I scrolled through what had to be hundreds of available bootleg characters from various games and platforms settling on this weird version of Ryu (Street Fighter) that I'd been using since building my own engine at home in my spare time. I hadn't played in a while but hoped to at least be able to hold my own if nothing else. My opponent seemed to pick up on my reticence flashing me a toothy smile enhanced by his own braces. I looked around the room finding some disparaging looks from the people I'd displaced.
One kid was busy getting ready with his girlfriend removing a personalized controller from a backpack on the young bikini wearing nubile's back. He shot me a "Hurry up and Lose" look that didn't do anything for my confidence. My field of vision went back to the scraggly headed guy shaking out his locks before stretching like we were actually having a real fight. Some of the gathered audience laughed and jeered as he flexed and rolled his neck popping his head from side to side.
"Don't worry you won't feel a thing." He wagged a finger in my face as I glanced over at Nova once more.
Less than five minutes later, the guy was toast.
I ended up destroying two more guys and someone who might've been a girl, but I wasn't going to ask. My skill was more muscle memory than anything else as I let things flow naturally starting to feel my ego returning to normal levels. The atmosphere in the room was raucous and lively with more people pushing in to watch as I hit a ton of colorful special moves quickly dispatching my foes. The Playstation5 one of three, sat atop a pyramid of gifts and prizes. Most were earmarked for the main tournament the following day as I found a mic shoved into my face.
"HEY BRO, I THOUGHT YOU WERE HERE TO WATCH, BUT YOU'RE A DARK HORSE!! HEY IT'S COOL WITH US AND THE HOMIES AT HOME, BUT YOU'VE GOTTA GIVE US SOMETHING!!" The Naruto costume guy motioned towards the cozy audience getting a loud reaction.
"I uh, wanted the Playstation5?" I added getting some laughter and jeers as Nova rubbed my shoulder making sure her presence was felt.
"Oh, is that all you want? Well you're one guy away from that PS5 with the option of facing Hazardess G herself! However young grasshopper, I wouldn't count on walking out with that PlayStation just yet; Buddha Mike wants it too. All you have to do is beat him, and then you can wager that prize against the boss herself for an entry into the tournament tomorrow and a chance at some serious cash my friend! What do you say bud?!"
"The PlayStation is fine with me, that's all I want."
"Serious Cash bro; kind of money you can quirt your job for, if you're good enough." The Naruto guy was doing his best to entice me, but I glanced over my shoulder as Nova's serene face knowing it was a façade for something much more terrifying that I didn't want dredged up this evening.
"Nah, I made a promise I want to keep for someone who's been very good to me in the short time since we met." My final answer was met with some jeers and negative peer commentary as I gathered I'd offended this gaming community.
Nova stood a foot away smiling at me looking out of place amongst all of the geeks and assorted weirdos gathered in the room. I felt heartened until Buddha Mike made himself known shoving his way through the crowd like we were about to have a fist fight. This five foot seven middle aged guy with a top knot came ready to play pulling his own personalized controller from a fanny pack emblazoned with the Battlestar Galactica logo like it was a light saber. This old dude had to be at least three hundred pounds already drenched in sweat as evidenced by the visible stains on his Fire And Ice t-shirt. I kind of hated myself for recognizing all of the nerd pop culture.
"You ain't winning shit but I'll let you buy that PlayStation up off of me after I'm done whipping your black ass!"
"Seriously man?"
"You heard me OJ!" This guy wasn't doing himself any favors personally speaking while many of the youngsters standing around didn't understand or respond to his tone deaf remarks.
"Alright Jabba, stop talking and start playing bitch."
"Now that's what I'm talking about black." He picked the same character I was using.
I should've been worried but I looked back at Nova one last time finding the same warm encouraging smile.
"THINK FAST FIFTY CENT!!" Buddha Mike jumpstarted the game while I was looking at Nova.
I beat Buddha Mike four perfect games in a row with little to no effort.
Utterly destroyed him without taking a single blow.
"WHAT KIND OF SORRY ASS SHIT IS THIS HUH?!! HELL NO THIS IS A GODDAMN KANGAROO COURT OF BULLSHIT!!"
Buddha Mike to say the least, was not pleased.
Before he could say another word, the top of his bean like head was palmed like a basketball. The middle aged incel rolled his eyes upward as big thick fingers snaked down over his scalp like tendrils. He looked like a kid next to the man mountain towering over him staring over my head at Nova. I didn't look back at her face, but Angel snatched up the suddenly whimpering gamer walking out of the room with him while everyone looked. Some guy was catching it on camera phone but pocketed it when he noticed Nova watching. Naruto guy looked shook.
"Well, guess we ought to get you that PlayStation 5 then, eh; hey man what's your name anyway?"
"PAYASO-the sorry ass simp!" My shoulders seized up at the sound of Shawnee's voice. I didn't look but felt her standing very close behind me. Her breath was on my neck as Naruto guy handed me the box.
"HEY!!" Shawnee snatched the box containing the prize I'd promised to Nova. She appeared too close for comfort in my field of vision just outside of my right eye. My bully favored the box in her hands looking at the design on its surface then at my strained features.
"Play you for it."
"No thank you Shawnee."
"Bitch my name is Hazardess G; get it right." I understood the importance of keeping a secret identity of sorts after my own fiasco ended up landing me here in Miami at her mercy for the night.
"I won it already."
"So what; I wanna play you for it motherfucker." Her thuggish tone contrasted sharply with her cosplay. I was intimidated and out of my element. If she were a guy I'd have thrown a haymaker hours ago, but I was trapped by circumstance gingerly taking the box out of her hand half turning to Nova.
"I always keep my promises." I offered her the console, but she didn't take it instead eyeballing Shawnee.
"If you believe him, I've got a bridge I can sell you." Shawnee cut in making me grit my teeth.
"What are you offering in return for the wager?" I felt the hair on my arms and back of my neck stand up when Nova became interested in the wager.
"How about my party stash, and uh, all of my crypto for the rest of the tournament too?" Shawnee produced a wad of cash that could choke a horse to death. Nova weighed her options glancing down at the box in my hands, then at Shawnee waving the chunk of money wrapped in several rubber bands.



"That's serious money for a grudge; you hate this guy that much?" Shawnee snickered mischievously as I felt myself subtly trapped between a rock and a hard place.
"NAH WE OLD FRIENDS!! ME AND THIS LOSER GO WAY THE FUCK BACK, AIN'T THAT RIGHT PAYASO?!!" Her palm clapped the middle of my back in stinging fashion prompting me to plead my case.
"I got you the Playstation5, just like you wanted."
"I want the money too." Nova answered casually in a way that made me anxious for my immediate safety.
"GIVE IT UP BIG DADDY!!" Shawnee snatched the console shoving it into Naruto guy's abdomen in a ghetto version of "think fast" thuggery.
"Win." Nova advised.
I looked at Shawnee still standing way too close for comfort looking facially like it was Christmas morning. There was no doubt she knew my booster was probably a crime boss or something. Continuing her nasty behavior, Shawnee "borrowed" a controller from some guy dressed like an anime character I couldn't place, then tossed her wad of cash on top of the console box. Her confidence was overwhelming as she began scrolling through the characters on screen until she got to a mugen version of Chun-Li that looked suspiciously like her, red dress and all.
"¡TE VAS A EMPUJAR TU MIERDA AHORA MADRE DE HIJO!"
"Huh?"
"Tell you what; you BEAT ME ONE TIME, one time only and you can have all of the shit, PlayStation, the fucking money and my crypto for the rest of the tournament. That includes today all the way through Sunday. So, that means I'd be working for you bitch."
"No, you'll be working for me and you'd better win because you'll be staying at my flat if you don't." Nova cut in sounding legitimately threatening this time.
"Whatevers." Shawnee replied glibly.
I was cemented in between that rock and hard place.
"We don't have to do this Shawnee; I can buy you a console if that's what you want."
"Nigga I got five of those fucking consoles already!" Shawnee laughed out loud pushing the button on her controller starting the match.
I quickly began mashing the buttons to initiate the surprise attack I'd done on Buddha Mike, but Shawnee was simply faster. Her fingers became a blur of motion on the buttons and dual joysticks without hesitation.
The screen went black.
Several Asian characters appeared on screen accompanied by the sounds of a mega combo.
It lasted barely a few seconds.
Onscreen my character was seen laid out while Shawnee's character stood over him triumphant. I watched motherfucking Chun-Li turn to the camera smash her fists together and bow her head after trashing my ass.
"GAME OVER PAYASO!!" Shawnee dropped the borrowed controller onto the floor like she was dropping a mic.
I stared at her cute, baby face chubby flushed cheeks and all looking into her eyes seeing nothing but pure hatred. She was smiling even going so far as to imitate her character's winner animation which sent a busload of nerds and incels into hysterics. Shawnee Thompson the artist formerly known as MS. WTF stood right there in front of me looking as if she wanted me to throw hands with her. We did this slow burn as a sea of camera phones captured the enmity radiating from each of us. Naruto cosplay guy looked uncomfortable and antsy as Shawnee piped up.
"Hey man no hard feelings about that shit, right? It was just a game; don't get caught up and tossed up in front of these people. If I was you my nigga, I'd go downstairs have a free drink, like some real stiff shit and wait for Angel to come get you. I'm gonna get that tear to come out of the left eye one way or another payaso; it's dying to run down your face and stage dive on this fucking carpet. I can see it, you wanna cry for me, don't you?"
Instead of answering her, I glanced at the controller in my hands then looked over at Nova.
"I'm very disappointed in you."
Nova walked between us leaving me there with Shawnee, Naruto cosplay guy and a stuffed jeering audience. My nemesis host was still staring daggers nonverbally daring me to do something as she no look reached back claiming her stash and the boxed console. Shawnee never broke eye contact eliciting even more of a reaction as she undid a few buttons allowing her enhanced cleavage to appear in this white lace unlined brassiere that contrasted nicely with her sunbaked olive skin. She was partially playing to the cameras, but more to me as she stuffed the wad.
"¡Maldita sea, todos ustedes en mis tetas! Damn you sorry as fuck homie; wanna jerk out a wad before them bikers get to stomping out your shit?"
"I don't need to; are you finished acting out?" My words were calculated, controlled but both of us knew I wasn't fooling anybody.
"Keep those cheeks tight, baby boy." Shawnee chortled, then looked at the console in her chubby hand before staring at me again biting her lower lip in a mischievous half smirk.
She chucked that Playstation5 into the crowd almost causing a mini riot. Some tall lanky guy ended up with it.
Shawnee filed out without giving me another glance taking most of the crowd with her. The converted bedroom was trashed with the remaining party goers lazing about. Two novice players were already playing as I drifted to the balcony window considering my options. From my vantage point I was able to look down into the surrounding yard finding things even more crowded and lively. I should've been stoked, but now I was worried about my health knowing Nova would likely send Angel to emphasize her "disappointment" with me for losing to Shawnee.
I glanced back towards the door at the sound of movement scared but finding some guys engaging in horseplay while a couple used the bombed out bed to make out. I dished out my android bringing up Uber finding the charge was hovering around seventy bucks to get back to Shawnee's high-rise apartment. There still was the issue of getting out of the place alive followed by actually finding a way to get into my enemy's building. There was more commotion at my back as I looked back spotting several bikers walking by the door.
"Fuck that noise." I ran over lightly shutting the bedroom door then walked over the top of the bed and three couples using the mattress in what looked like the beginnings of a group hookup. I went out onto the balcony looking down into the yard again then to my right noticing a crowded adjacent balcony of guests. Some more noise at my back dialed up my adrenaline levels figuring I was about to be jumped by Nova's goons.
"Well, if it's good enough for Koa, then who am I to argue?" I was already shaking profusely as I began climbing over the glass balcony wall with the intent of mimicking what Koa had done earlier when greeting us.
"WHOA!!" My profuse trembling caused me to lose my grip as I began to fall backward off the second floor with my next destination likely to be the emergency room if I was lucky, the morgue if not. I was flailing about going over probably head first.
"HEY BUDDY!!" I was snatched midair swinging into the wall with my shirt bunched up around my underarms leaving my hands pointing up at the night sky.
"HEY BUDDY, WHAT'RE YOU DOING THERE?!! THE PARTY CAN'T BE THAT BAD, RIGHT?!!" I craned my head upward finding an unlikely savior in the form of the drunken slob I'd briefly run into downstairs while watching Rashida and Koa get cozy at the pool. A bunch of people were crowded around this big fat slob also sauced and high to the gills.
"A little help please?"
"SURE NO PROB-WOW, LOOKIT THE CANS ON THAT BROAD!!" Distracted like some oversized toddler, I was dropped but caught in seconds by two guys, one I recognized as an NFL football player and this modelesque blonde. I was quickly drawn up onto the adjacent balcony and planted on my ass in front of a second stuffed room of party goers and various personalities.
"Thanks guys, I owe you one." I got nothing but disparaging looks in return getting handed a glass of wine as I stood up. The blonde confiscated the glass handing to the drunken goof and would be savior who'd fumbled the job. He really was talking to some townie looking female with an absolutely massive pair of knockers bulging up out of the barely buttoned flannel skater dress she was wearing.
"You've had enough." This big woman added wearing her dirty blonde hair in two dueling Dutch braids. Oddly enough, her face reminded me of a cabbage patch doll for some reason.
"No more for me, thanks I'm riding." I waved them off negotiating the crowd having to half fight my way to the open door peering out into the corridor.
"Shit." The corridor was flushed with bikers milling about almost as if they were on cigarette break.
I backed away from the door looking about at the oblivious faces unaware of the sketchy shit going on at this party. I felt trapped like a rat knowing that Nova's man mountain was probably checking doors looking for me. My thoughts flowed to the tough in her crew with the proliferation of face piercings who'd been corralled by Nova when she had a use for me. Now, the woman would no doubt set this man upon me like a rottweiler. I panicked sliding along the walls because there was no use trying to walk about in the dense crowd as the music thumped to deafening extremes outside.
My hands found a knob and I just went with it snatching the door open sequestering myself inside backwards.
"Oh, uhm; excuse me?" My heart leapt into my throat.
I was face to face with that bald pierced guy close enough to kiss. I'd turned right into him bumping chests.
"Uh, just trying to get away, from it all." I stammered voice trailing off as he breathed hard in my face.
Instead of trashing me, he pivoted standing to the side revealing that we were in a walk-in closet, and not alone.
Another biker, some stone faced long hair with eyes hidden behind shades was glaring at me from the other side of the narrow well lit closet lined on both sides with racks of expensive suits and clothing. My gaze traveled from this sort of Mel Gibson looking tough back to the bald guy then downward getting a further shock. This stout, chubby woman with even bigger breasts than the woman I'd just met was sitting on a narrow ottoman meant for the closet itself. Her somehow frightening cupie doll features were surrounded by a shock of short blue hair. She was wearing this gothic steampunk corset with buxom sprits decadently on display. Her bare chubby legs and feet with black painted nails were on display.
She was fitted with a strap on; this overly long approximation of a BBC that was as long as my forearm. There was a metal prong sticking out of its false silicone crown. Even more disturbing if you could get past this sight was this elderly suit I'd noticed downstairs near the bar right before Shawnee showed up to stick to me again. I'd perceived this man as a CEO or someone in the one percent of immediate society.
He was prostrate before her still wearing his suit sans pants and underwear. She was holding a riding crop in one hand with the other on his crimson flabby buttocks, a finger hidden from view much to my chagrin.
This was April, the bartender from downstairs grinning at the expression on my shocked face at the aberrant display.
"In or out?" She asked big expressive clear blue eyes fluttering.
"Out."
I let myself out ignoring the muscle getting sensory overload from the loud thumping music, my near death experience and the near constant bullying and trolling by the former Mrs. WTF. I was so messed up; I didn't care about facing down Angel and Nova. I just wanted to get out of this place and the city. My thoughts were swimming about replaying recent events. My dalliances with Takisha, Zoya and Sydney Syd Wilson came to mind along with the Waltons, mother and daughter. It was a replay I didn't want as I was bumped and jostled about letting myself drift until I found another door knob to turn. I turned it with both hands opening up the next room stepping inside.
"Huh?" I had been looking at my feet as I entered the room finding a discarded white swim suit at my feet.
I found another bikini and a gold coverup near the edge of the bed as a long breathy moan filled my ears. Time ebbed to a stop as my heart thumped at light speed. My gaze drifted upward finding the occupied bed and the people enjoying it.
Rashida was laying on her back with one of her stallion legs raised high pushed towards her abdomen. Koa was prone atop her with his leg pushed forward under that powerful gam while his other was straightened out making him look like he was soaring through the skies like superman atop her. Both of them looked almost sculpted from marble exquisite and of two different hues. His head was buried on her other side sucking and nipping at Rashida's neck before breaking it off to stare lustfully into her hazel eyes. Rashida stared back moaning before his mouth covered hers. His manhood was on display plunging her depths with creamed glazed extra left over.
I glanced up further finding Koa's wife Isabella kneeling beside them on the mattress, also nude.
She was picture perfect with a cinnamon hued body that rivaled the mythical Helen of Troy. Isabella was cupping one of her breasts squeezing and pinching the nipple while her other hand was hidden between her thighs. Her eyes were wide as saucers, nostrils flaring with lust while her mouth hung open watching her husband make love to another woman. Koa captured Rashida's other leg pushing it folded into her abdomen now crouching over her bottoming out.
Isabella lost it pouncing on Rashida sucking on a buoyant tit before cupping her chin as the women kissed with dueling mouthfuls of tongue with Koa joining in sensually railing the bottom out of her sixty plus inches of online fame. Koa and Isabella looked like harpies devouring a meal in the form of my former muse.
"OH MY GAWD DADDY!! FUCK ME!! DADDY!! FUCK ME SO GOOD!! I FEEL IT KOA!! I FEEL IT IN THE BACK DADDY!!" Rashida's cries of ecstasy had a devastating effect snapping reality back to normal as the thumping music filled my ears drowning out the sounds of the threesome right in front of me. Her brown eyes were rolling up into her head, whites visible, mouth gaped with these breathy moaning huffs. My heart was almost about to burst out of my chest.
"FUCK!!" I screamed eyes tightly shut.
I opened them finding Koa and Isabella staring blankly at me while Rashida's head was turned away.
It was awkward.
I motioned weakly towards them walking to a door that led out into the corridor.
"Hey." Isabella called out in a husky voice, but I ignored her opening the door closing it behind me as I left.
I stepped into the hall finding myself surrounded by a horde of Nova's "wolfpack" and certain death. There were six bikers three flanking me on either side as I looked into the gigantic barrel chest of Angel. I took stock of the dire situation forgoing a look at the face of my executioner, but he just stepped to one side without word giving me another surprise.
Shawnee and Nova were standing there splitting an even bigger wad of cash between them. Nova noticed me first acknowledging my presence with a wink, then looked at her partner in crime Shawnee Thompson aka Hazardess G.
"Just fucking with you payaso." Shawnee chuckled.
"Obviously." I was shot out, beyond salty truly hating the grifter standing in front of me.
"Hey payaso you know I gotta get my paper right; no hard feelings, right?" Shawnee offered me the baggie she'd confiscated earlier pushing it roughly into my sternum.
I stared at it in my palm then glared at her smiling face.
"Oh yeah my nigga; here you go baby." Shawnee shoved a door open on her opposite side making it swing open revealing Naruto cosplay guy and his security buddy inside. They were also counting wads of cash between them but more importantly, the bed inside had a pile of Playstation5 consoles stacked in a pyramid.
Both guys inside gave me this nervous smile along with joint nods of the head. I glanced at Nova flanked by Angel.
"It was really nice to meet you ma'am." She didn't reply having no use for me after the con.
"Hey, you okay man; come on payaso. I was just fucking with you homie." I stared at her starkly with that single tear making an appearance.
The bedroom doorknob behind me started to turn making me panic inside.
"Fuck you." I walked away tearing open the baggie downing the contents without a care in the world.
"HEY MAN, DON'T CRY ON ME NIGGA!!" Shawnee shouted earning some dirty raucous laughter that sounded like so much gibberish to me at this point.
I walked downstairs in a haze getting bumped by Buddha Mike on the way down. He was counting some c-notes barely acknowledging me. I took two more steps down looking back at him feeling even more like a fool way out of my element. I'd been used to con a room full of rubes and didn't even know it. The queasiness started to overtake me as I reached the bottom floor sauntering through the room which had thinned out while I was upstairs. I guess all of the older people had gone to parts unknown as I sauntered up to the empty bar.
April the bartender was otherwise "occupied" upstairs giving me a sick mental visual that I batted away as I helped myself to a glass of orange juice. Some people were filing out as I dropped a few ice cubes into my glass. My head bobbed a bit as I took a drink of the best orange juice I'd ever had letting my mind wander finding a surprising clarity starting to engulf me. Right before we'd left for the sunshine state my antics caused this incredible butterfly effect that not only affected me and at least two of the women I'd been messing around with, but Rashida as well.
Rashida had lucked into a job as a temporary cohost for a local satellite radio station partially because I'd engaged in a tryst with the luscious former radio host which resulted in utter chaos. She'd been expunged from that lucrative deal when an upper level management purge began as a direct result of my loose behavior. I'd thought our friendship was over when she appeared at my home in the middle of the evening, but instead we just hunkered down for a few hours before taking an early morning flight to Miami. She'd contemplated the trip beforehand even going so far as to buy me a garish outfit I refused to wear. The flight was uneventful enough.
I had no idea she'd maintained a friendship with Shawnee this whole time after my epic struggle with an former infamous baby mamma number two. It was the last thing I would've considered in the middle of my situation.
It was an unlikely friendship considering the two women's initial animosity and further poisoning by that same malignant entity disguised as an exotic beauty with nary a peer, visually speaking. My Vickie was a direct rival.
She was gone now leaving me to pick up the pieces as an invisible cloak of grief started to overtake me.
"Are you having a screwdriver; I'd like one as well." Isabella appeared wrapped in her coverup looking apprehensive running fingers through her lush locks.
"Just orange juice." My speech was slightly slurred.
"I want a screwdriver." She reiterated standing in front of the bar looking at me with this disaffected expression.
"Lady gets what the lady wants." I was starting to feel this encroaching humidity as I forced my other hand to drop the empty edible baggy on the counter retrieving a glass which I had to negotiate onto a coaster. I measured two fingers of orange juice quite literally before nearly hitting my head on the edge of the counter retrieving a bottle of Absolute vodka which I used to fill her glass near overflowing.
"Thanks." Isabella watched pensively keeping an eye on me as she downed it no problem.
I responded with an addled chuckle and a salute. She looked annoyed narrowing her steely eyes finding the words.
"Look, I didn't know you two had a thing going on; fuck we thought you guys were into swinging."



Instead of looking at her peerless face, I was looking at my own left hand noticing it made this weird effect that reminded me of the famous multi-armed visual from a Bruce Lee movie. I chuckled to myself trying to shake it off.
"Are you listening to me?"
"Oh yes Ms. Isabella ma'am; I'm having the loveliest evening here at your little soiree and I can attest quite literally that I will never forget it for the rest of my days. Furthermore I'd like to compliment you on having an awesome home and say that you and your husband are picture perfect together, and Rashida too." I'd started to see an interesting array of day glow colors focusing solely on that waving hand.
"You could've stayed and fucked both of us too; we're pansexual." I chortled caring little about what she was actually saying.
"Oh no thank you, you're very nice but lately I've been imbibing on the pussy a bit too much. Miss Isabella ma'am, I've mucked up things quite a bit and I must say that you're absolutely stunning."
"We thought you knew; Rashida didn't tell you?"
"Nope, she's been feeding me to this feral chipmunk bitch who's been chomping on my narrow butt all fucking night." Isabella stared into her empty glass before looking at me again.
"Do you want us to give her back?"
"Nah, Rashida's a big girl; have fun you lovebirds and don't forget to send me an invitation to the poly wedding."
"Get over yourself."
Isabella put the glass on the table kind of slamming it. She stared at me for a few moments before half turning and pushing off the balls of her feet. I watched her float back upstairs like the weightless astronauts who'd first landed on the moon. I leaned over the bar watching her float upstairs getting a fleeting glimpse of her bare snatch.
My now sentient left hand discovered the edible baggie waving it around in front of my watery eyes. I focused on the weird Willy Wonka like character on its crumpled surface hearing insane laughter as I tossed the empty baggie.
I was tripping balls.
[DARKNESS]
"He's waking up."
"Thank Hecate; I thought we were gonna have to dump the body. It's kind of risky this time of night."
"Shut up."
The first thing my opening eyes focused on as they opened watery, was this wall of creamy white cleavage. I started blinking profusely as rivulets of tears ran down my cheeks, then glanced up into a face that looked like a demented cupie doll framed by a shock of wild blue hair.
"SHIT!!" I tried to sit up finding myself in a tub with my left side limbs hanging over the side. April gently pushed me back down flat into the bottom of the tub glancing over her shoulder. Nova was standing over her looking quizzically at me with a pen and pad scribbling into her notebook. I started to panic looking at April's face again.
"He's having a panic attack, but I don't think it's from the drugs."
"Did you DO ANYTHING to him April?"
"No, but I wouldn't mind taking him home with me; he looks like an interesting project. Probably lock him up in the bull for a day or two, then get to work on that bussy. Want me, to take him with me?"
"Leave him alone and get out." I realized that April had custody of my exposed manhood.
She smiled at me in a way that made my flesh crawl then tucked me away even zipping up my slacks. My body was frozen in place feeling leaden as the buxom dominatrix took her time getting up walking out of the bathroom without another word. I glanced over noticing Angel outside the door but felt nothing. Nova was the most dangerous person in this house. Hell, she was probably the most dangerous person in the entire city.
"Are you hallucinating?"
"Not anymore."
"Have you voided your bowels or regurgitated?" She was steady scribbling in her notebook.
"No ma'am." Nova raised a brow but went back to apparently documenting my condition. I honestly didn't know what was going to happen to me at this point.
"Would you like me to insert an I V?" My eyes went wide as I sat up in the tub level with her crotch. I glanced down at my own, then up at her beautiful face utterly hopeless.
"I swallowed a whole bag and kind of started tripping balls a few minutes later Nova; I guess that's what you wanna find out, right? I'm a test subject and uh, a fucking idiot who didn't read the room like I normally would before I came to Miami. Never should've trusted fucking Hazardess G, and I should've followed my first instinct and flew back home to be honest. Uhm, the gummies were delicious ma'am."
My words hung in the air, then Nova took a step backward closing the door. She sat down on the closed toilet.
"Shawnee says you used to traffic her back in the day; sold her to a female pimp."
"Well, what do you believe now that we've met?" I was utterly lucid not knowing if this was a side effect of Nova's gummies.
"You're an innocent and she's jaded because she's played herself out in certain circles. I, thought you were in on the whole thing from the start, but then your reaction to losing along with that same hangdog expression when you found Koa enjoying your woman, told me all I needed to know. If I thought otherwise, you'd be in the trunk of April's Lincoln town car. If you can be, discreet I'll let you take that plane back home if you want. We never met."
"I can do that."
"Shawnee's just a dumb kid who got herself into some trouble one night when she took a job she shouldn't have. My wolves were tearing into her something fierce and she made the mistake of not giving us a safe word. Luckily April's not a novice, so she figured things out pretty quickly. You know, Shawnee really brings out the mother in me and April and that's why we gave her a new start. Right now, you're bringing out the mother in me, kid. We've never met, right?"
"Right."
"I sincerely hope so because I'd hate to have Angel visit your little hamlet and pack things up for April." Nova pulled my driver's license out of her own formidable cleavage. It hung in the air right in front of my face.
I took it gingerly.
"So, what're you going to do now? Shawnee tells me that you guys are visiting for a mini vacation; I could suggest some great spots for tourism."
"I think I'm leaving Miami."
"That's a shame because Shawnee really likes you."
"I can tell." I answered instinctually snarky, but then caught myself worried as she stood up.
"Shawnee's very fragile inside and because of this, I use her sparingly. We want her to find herself and if she's willing, probably become a she wolf in my pride one day. Maybe you two can work it out; maybe you should finish out the weekend at least. You must've done something tonight that really set her off. Shawnee's pretty easy going normally."
"Ma'am, I'm leaving."
"But of course you are; there's a car waiting downstairs to take you back to her place. I feel that I owe you a favor for helping us out and testing my gummies before I put them on the market this weekend during the tournament. Unfortunately your girlfriend Rashida left with Koa and Shawnee. We told them you stormed out, upset. That was a lie of course so that I could talk to you alone; I know you'll keep my confidence with Rashida."
"Sure."
"Can I ask you one last question?"
"Yeah."
"Did you really send Shawnee a dollar bill on cash app one time?"
"Yes, I did."
"That was the night we met; have a nice evening and consider staying and enjoying the city."
Nova gestured towards the bathroom sink where I found some ice cold bottles of water. Under her gaze I downed one, then continued until they were all empty.
"Gotta flush your system as much as possible; just talk to her, earnestly for once kid." She opened the door revealing Angel posted up against the opposite wall. Isabella was standing there beside him in profile. She said nothing or made any eye contact whatsoever.
I wondered if she was Nova's property too.
I went to close the door in order to relieve myself, but Angel slammed his mitt like hand into it wanting the door to remain open. My phone was in his other giant hand looking like some kid's toy. There was nothing for me to do but nod acquiescence and take the mother of all pisses.
Twenty five minutes later a ratty gypsy taxi dropped me off in front of Shawnee's high-rise apartment building.
"Uhm, could you uh, drop me off around the back? I mean, that's where the entrance is, sir?" I sat in the dingy backseat nursing my final bottle of water wrapped snuggly in a blanket by Angel no less.
"¡SÁBATE DE MI TAXI NEGRO!"
"Excuse me?"
"GET THE FUCK OUT HOME BOY!" The driver was this scummy looking guy with a shock of matted greasy hair matching her moustache and gnarly beard. To emphasize his point further, he clicked my door lock several times in succession until I got his meaning grabbing the loose handle.
"Wait a minute, it's kind of stuck." I fumbled with it eventually using both hands.
"GET OUT!! ¡BÁJATE DE MI TAXI! " The shady driver started to get more antsy clicking the lock incessantly making me anxious.
"I'M TRYING!!" This guy was ramping up my anxiety which resulted in me shaking the handle crazily until the door creaked open almost like it would fall off.
The minute one of my feet touched the ground, the fucker sped off like a bat out of hell taking the blanket and my consolatory bottle of half finished water along for the ride to God know where. I gathered myself frantically worried that my phone had been also darted off too, but found it shoved down into my back pocket, probably by Angel.
"Thank God for small favors."
"Damn." My trusty android was dead which meant I couldn't call up to the apartment and have someone come down to pick me up from the lobby.
I stood there glancing over my shoulder repeatedly still feeling the effects of Nova's gummies no doubt. Then more anxiousness engulfed me at the prospect of seeing Shawnee's face which I absolutely despised at this point. If I weren't out of my element, I'd surely be thinking up an epic payback for the unrelenting hell she'd put me through. There was no telling what could happen especially with Koa up there as well probably still railing Rashida into romantic bliss. I couldn't unsee their coupling, mentally playing it on a loop over and over again torturing myself.
"She called him daddy." I said plainly to no one in particular standing there at the foot of the wide marble slabs that served as these giant steps leading up to the front door of the high rise building.
Koa and his wife Isabella had been ravishing her like some exquisite meal while I watched and continued afterwards. I glanced at my phone wondering if Rashida had even called to see if I was okay when they didn't find me in Shawnee's place. There was no way of knowing without charging my phone and the only way into the building was right through the front door.
I negotiated the overly wide marble slab steps leading up to the building's front entrance which was visually daunting as well as physically taxing. Halfway up the stairs the mental movies and constant replaying of Shawnee's literal terrorism had me fit to be tied as the edibles I'd ingested started to wear off further. This high rise building was literally a block wide leaving me facing the clear glass exterior peering into the lobby at the large concierge desk manned by three uniformed security guards. I tried one of six available glass doors finding them locked tight.
The security guards didn't move.
I walked over further trying another door which was locked as well, eyeballing the trio of security guards, one elderly looking Caucasian gentleman with drawn dour features flanked on either side by two other guys much younger, one visibly stout and angry looking. When they didn't move or respond I drifted to the main door which approximated an invisible straight line directly to the concierge guy. The guy on his right side took a drink from a generic can of soda not reacting as I tried and failed to open the glass door.
The security guards still didn't move. I was reminded of those stiff almost mannequin like guards in front of Buckingham Palace across the pond in this regard. They weren't going to get up and address me. That was clear.
"HELLO!!" I rapped loudly on the glass door in front of me getting some activity at last as the elderly guard stood up behind the desk.
The other guys remained unfazed as he shambled from behind the concierge desk with a large metallic key ring.
It literally took him three minutes to shamble up to the door favoring the key chain in both hands. He looked frail I was worried he would collapse onto the pristine floors of this massive lobby which was as cavernous like the building Rashida used to work in as a parttime radio station host. The other security guards were pretty much ignoring my presence as I took a step or two backward so their elderly partner wouldn't be intimidated. I was getting antsy at the prospect of seeing Shawnee and Rashida in person as the guy shambled up to the glass doors.
"USE THE INTERCOM!" He shouted like we were in the Grand Canyon in this hoarse cracked smokers voice. Then instead of using the keychain he'd been favoring; this old fart began hobbling back to his desk following the same invisible straight line to the concierge desk. The other two guards high fived one another chuckling at my plight.
"Son of the bitch." I watched him walk all the way back to the concierge desk which took another three minutes.
I glanced over finding this big flat screen intercom system partially embedded in the wall shooting the rent-a-cops a dirty look before sliding over in front of it. The display was flashing an out of service message making me bristle until I noticed a twin device adjacent on the other side of this block long building. I sucked it up walking across the clear glass front of the high rise in full view of the security goons finally dialing up Shawnee's apartment. Once you pushed in the numbers, the intercom sprang to life creating a loud hollow echo that could be heard all the way to the curb. Nobody answered necessitating I go through the cycle several times until I heard a familiar chime.
"SÍ, ¿QUIÉN MIERDA ES ESTE QUE ME LLAMA EN MEDIO DE LA NOCHE?!" Shawnee answered her intercom snarling in Spanish.
"RUN ME MY LUGGAGE DOWN HERE!!" I was in no mood.
"Oh hey, we thought you were staying over at Koa's crib, with Isabella; you know, getting that black card pity fuck. Man, you looked so motherfucking sad and sorry; hey bruh, its all fun and games so you need to work on hardening up that glass chin. Crying in public, isn't, well masculine. Oh, we got some chicken up here; want some my nigga?"
"Shawnee, bring me my fucking luggage down here, right now."
"You don't want no chicken?" Something snapped inside of me freeing up the bottled emotion held hostage inside.
"RUN ME MY LUGGAGE DOWN HERE RIGHT NOW BITCH!!" I screamed at the top of my lungs.
"Oh fuck; so that's how it is, huh payaso? Is that how you want it?" The glib playfulness drained out of her voice.
"Get up off your fat ass and bring all of my shit down here so that I can get the fuck out of here Shawnee; I'm not playing with your tired bum ass no more, okay darling? Do I need to get a translator for you to understand that I need my shit, all of my shit down here, now. It's real easy because I never unpacked. Even a kindergartener could do it."
There was a pause from the intercom system enhanced with this low humming sound.
"Okay payaso; I'll be right down." Shawnee hung up.
Once she'd hung up, there was this finality in the air as I realized I was conceding complete and utter defeat to this woman. Whether either of us wanted to admit it, both of us had been groomed "trained "and manipulated in similar fashion almost simultaneously. She already knew we'd be meeting from Rashida covertly using her to bring me in striking distance. Once I was delivered she followed infamous baby mamma's playbook to the letter isolating me from any type of support system by separating me from Rashida Sikes surreptitiously locking me in her apartment. Koa was obviously a red herring used to distract Ms. Sikes and leave me open for her noxious bullying.
I did a slow clap to myself silently acknowledging that I wasn't the only "Educated Simp" in the world today.
Knowing she was taking the elevator down to the lobby came with a burst of anxiety intermixed with a bristling rage that saw me walk down two of the giant marble steps that led up to the front door. I told myself I was making a conscious effort to give Shawnee her space, but my id said otherwise as I retreated back a third step almost back on the sidewalk. This made things feel cowardly because I didn't want to have that final inevitable verbal knock down drag out with the former Ms. WTF. It felt like Shawnee was winning even more as I saw some movement just ahead in the lobby from my vantage point down the steps.
She appeared in the lobby dragging my suitcase with the camera bag suspended from the pullout handle. Shawnee was flanked on either side by the two younger security guards this time providing escort until one used that big metal key ring to open the glass door. I was beyond offended at being treated like some reprobate criminal, a thug.
My suitcase and attached camera bag flew through the air landing a good ten feet sliding to the edge of that first marble slab of a step.
"FUCK YOU!!" Shawnee shouted at the top of her lungs getting this echo that lingered as I ran forward to retrieve my stuff.
One of the security bums was hurriedly locking the glass doors again while his partner watched visibly anxious. She was already storming back across the massive lobby towards the elevators with her back to me. The unoccupied guard was given a view of her unranked monster donk tan lines and all for the briefest of moments before his partner requested help securing the glass doors. Both guys managed the bottom and top locks backing away from the doors looking at my face like they'd shot me out of an airlock or something. I could see Shawnee in the distance behind them mashing the elevator button eventually punching it with her fist as the car arrived.
My suitcase was trashed with the pullout handle bent at an angle.
I took a seat checking my camera bag finding everything still inside. I made a mental note to run a diagnostic on my laptop and portable hard drives plucking out a portable charger for my android. There was a flurry of movement behind the glass doors prompting me to look over into the high rise lobby. The elderly security guard was standing behind the concierge desk making a call while the other two goons were standing in the middle of the lobby looking pensive.
"Fuck that noise."
I got up dragging my things down the stairs onto the sidewalk making a right just walking wherever my feet carried me until I was at the edge of Shawnee's high rise apartment building. The frantic urge to urinate caught up with me prompting me to stop along this high chain link fence bordering an expansive lot of dirt. There was no one out in the middle of the night as I relieved myself bristling at the shitty treatment I'd received from those security guards. My thoughts drifted to Rashida who hadn't even shown up letting Shawnee mistreat my stuff as well. I chaffed getting a mind movie of Koa still railing the stuffing out of her box.
Then, an epiphany hit me out of the blue as I zipped up.
"Far be it for me not to acknowledge a lady's worth." My phone was quickly charging already operable.
I sent Shawnee one dollar on cash app.
"Don't spend that all in one place bitch." I chuckled to myself taking what little self-respect I could muster shambling off into the night.
"PAYASO!!" Her voice came in the darkness with an extended echo.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
*********************************************************************************************
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"PAYASO!!" Her voice came in the darkness with an extended echo.
"PAYASO!!!" It was closer echoing even more as she drew near moving faster than I would've expected. She'd pushed, poked, and prodded until her bullying forced me to react like a cornered animal expectantly hitting her where she lived. Her voice trailed off in the darkness almost a distress call.
I backed up a few steps with my battered suitcase stuffed haphazardly with my camera bag and accessories. My laptop was probably trashed but I'd been able to fire a shot in the darkness hitting her dead square in the heart with a silver bullet.
"PAYASO!!!!" Shawnee appeared almost two blocks over dead ahead running faster than any woman her size should've had a right to and I should've been worried, but my feet were stuck in place. I'd just froze in place.
I'd just walked not having any immediate destination until my emotions got the better of me, There was nothing ahead or behind me other than a low chain link fence and these sort of concrete blocks already tagged with graffiti.
Shawnee stopped short about a good fifteen feet away doubled over finally succumbing to her own considerable weight. I stood there plastered to the spot watching as she'd come with nothing but her phone in hand huffing and wheezing a while before catching her second wind. For the first time since meeting again, I didn't have all this static in my head about doing the "right" thing, but I knew we'd come to an emotional impasse. Shawnee craned her head up looking at me from a distance righting herself with the hand holding her phone pressed to her chest.
We stood there looking at one another until I reacted shrugging. I let go of my battered suitcase leaving my camera bag hanging on the crooked pullout handle. She was standing there visibly breathing as I spread my arms.
"Say it to my face; I want to hear you say it right now." Shawnee huffed.
I didn't say anything.
I was pretty sure Shawnee had never come this far from her place not realizing she was wearing nothing but a thin cotton tee and gym shorts that were way too small for the public. Her thighs were bulging so much the rest of the material was bunched up in her crotch.
"Suitcase pimp."
I didn't say anything.
"Say it, be a fucking man for once and say it to me while I'm right here in front of you." She was glaring at me as the streetlights off in the distance vaguely highlighted some glistening patches on her round baby face. Shawnee started towards me with measured steps slowly closing the distance. I was expecting a blowup and dreading it.
"Call me a whore again like you did back in the day when you sent me that dollar." The memory popped up in my head the moment it was mentioned.
"Shawnee."
"ALL ASS-keep them cheeks up; that's what you said back then...right payaso? See, that's why I won't stop calling you a fucking clown nigga. You got me all fucked up and Andre's simple ass too; and then sent me a dollar. That was for laughs, right?"
"You helped her; traded your nigga Andre for what, huh? Some motherfucking clout and a goddam Instagram page. Hey you weren't the only victim Shawnee; YOU brought your NIGGA to her; I didn't have shit to do with that mess and you know it bitch. I AIN'T NOBODY'S WHIPPING BOY!! WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU WANT FROM ME?!!"
"I got low, real motherfucking low after you sent me that dollar. Kind of panicked and shot you back fifteen hundred I guess, trying to patch up my ego after you insinuated I was cheap. Forty-eight hours later I was on a bender working some "shifts" nonstop if you get my drift. I didn't even know why I was doing it until shit went down. Got one BIG ASS MOTHERFUCKING JOB that night. Oh, you should've been there with your camera."
"Nobody cares Shawnee." It was a low blow she deserved to the fullest in my opinion.
"I know." She was standing right in front of me hands on her hips with her chin tilted up looking at the stars above in the sparkling night sky. Now she was close enough I could see that she was melting down sobbing as she flashed me a smile.
"Want another dollar?" I couldn't help going in for the kill as she stood in front of me in profile.
"¡TE VOY A JODER POR VERDADERO NIGGA!"Before I could react I was hit with the force of a raging bull as Shawnee football speared me with everything she had. All of the air was knocked out of my lungs at the unsuspected lunge which took me off of my feet. Both of us tumbled backwards over the edge onto the sand rolling down the embankment towards the ocean. The momentum kept us entangled and tumbling along until she ended up on top swinging for the fences.
Everything left inside that was bottled up just, erupted...
This was the moment she'd been waiting for since we crossed paths again after that morning I'd jumped out of her car so long ago. This was her moment, Shawnee Thompson's time to get what she wanted in no uncertain terms as the fists came flying from every conceivable angle she could muster. Every one of those launched ham fists of hers were haymakers designed to knock me unconscious, but they came each, with a price.
Barely any of them were striking the intended target, my face. This wasn't my first rodeo and I'd become exceedingly good at weathering street level beatdowns getting my arms in front of me, hands framing my face. Of course I caught a few glancing blows. I was lucky Shawnee hadn't come armed with a box cutter or knife; just raw unbridled emotion akin to the hurricanes that periodically hit this state. I was surprised when Shawnee employed a move I hadn't seen in a fight since I was in grade school.
She headbutted me.
Two times in quick succession.
It felt like being hit in the face with a bowling ball stunning me. In those few precious seconds I was seeing all the stars in the universe and beyond, Shawnee palmed the top of my head like a basketball laying in several sucker punches that hit harder than I ever would've thought.
"COME ON MOTHERFUCKER FIGHT ME YOU SON OF A BITCH!! I'VE BEEN FIGHTING BOYS FOR MY ASS SINCE I WAS TWELVE YOU BASTARD!! I'VE BEEN FIGHTING OTHER GIRLS FOR ANDRE AND SLICING UP BITCHES SINCE I WAS FIFTEEN!! I HAD TO MAKE HIM GET OUT OF SCHOOL WITH ME BECAUSE I WAS ABOUT TO RUN IN ON THIS BITCH AND GO GHOSTFACE ON HER BLACK SNOOTY BUM ASS!! FIGHT ME!! I HATED BEING YOUR COW NIGGA!! YOU TREATED EVERYONE ELSE BETTER THAN ME!! ALL OF YOU!!! YOU JUST FUCKED BUT YOU DIDN'T LOVE ME EITHER!! YOU GOT LOVE FOR RASHIDA BUT NOT FOR ME!! YOU NEVER!! YOU!! You never ever made love to...."
Shawnee went silent still mounting me with both hands dangerously wrapped around my neck.
I clipped her chin.
She went after my offending hand using both of hers to pin it down onto the sand. My freed left arm shot up hand grabbing the back of her neck instead of going at her ribs. Shawnee shoved an elbow trying to dislodge it then had the audacity to attempt to pin both of my raised arms adjacent to my head by the wrists. Both of us were grunting and wheezing from the intense exertion, but I went into a continuous squirming rocking motion underneath her zaftig proportions not allowing her to really use her weight. I kept this up until she made a move with her knee.
I rolled her over closer to the incoming tide pinning her wrists down with my knees drawn up under her enormous butt. This position pushed her thighs up towards her chest, legs spread apart bent at the knees on both sides. I was feeling it in my face knowing she'd done a number on me while Shawnee had a visible bruise on her chin. She struggled with me mightily and I'm embarrassed to say that it took damn near everything I had to keep her pinned down on her back. Shawnee began gasping and coughing a bit from the tussle as tears started running freely in torrents.
"You got nothing for me, but everything for her and I know you went back and fucked Renee, even after all the shit she did to you. You went inside of her and all the others. She did so much to us, damaged us, broke us, and took it all away but she gets a goodbye fuck? You're hating on me because I helped them and Rashida did too; but now she's your fuck buddy? You know what she did to me, but you forgave her and you shit on me with a fucking dollar. Lately you're all she talks about, the friendship and playfulness, and the non-stop sex. Thinks she's helping you?"
She stopped struggling against me as her truth began to expose itself.
"I've been talking to her for three months and you're all I hear about, the fucking Educated Simp. How're you so different, how you're still not the same and grieving over your dead girlfriend who RENEE MIGHT AS WELL HAVE KILLED HERSELF!! BUT YOU STILL FUCKED HER, MADE LOVE TO HER!! WHAT WOULD YOUR GIRL THINK ABOUT THAT, HUH?!!"
"SHUT THE FUCK UP BITCH; IF YOU SAY HER NAME I'LL FUCKING KILL YOU!!" I erupted screaming point blank into Shawnee's face spittle flying everywhere. Vicky Stone was gone never to return and Renee Kelly was nothing now.
"You already have."
All of the strength left her body. Shawnee stopped struggling laying there under me staring quietly at my face. Droplets of my tears started dotting her rounded cherubic features, those chubby chipmunk cheeks. I was shivering from the grief and rage unsure of what to do next.
"You were right about me, I'm a dollar whore. We both know it and you were just being honest with me. If I was worth anything in this life, in this world...you would've made love to me at least one time." Shawnee was stilled, calm and silently contemplative after that as the sound of the incoming waves filled the air.
We cried together unable to look away from each other's faces.
Our Lips merged both trembling as they parted with our tongues meeting and intertwining. This long sustained moan rose from deep within Shawnee almost as if she were exhaling into my mouth. I suckled her bottom lip and then she did mine tilting her head to the side while I followed suite tilted the other direction. Those rounded chubby cheeks of hers inverted as she sucked hard on my probing tongue starting to bob her head a little. I was released wetly going after her neck sinking my teeth into it sucking hard enough to put a hickey there.
We stopped to look at one another again realizing we'd never made love before.
Shawnee moaned into my mouth again when it returned moving her head in tandem with her tongue which was taking a tour and wrestling with my own as she audibly exhaled. She remained unmoving other than her head wantonly making out with me to the exclusion of all else. I was on all fours over her body with both of my knees planted firmly in the sand between her wide spread thighs. Each time my head dipped low she kissed me back with a staggering sexual hunger that was addictive. Before I even realized it my crotch was pushing into hers grinding extremely hard as she laid there squinting her eyes each time I bucked into her. Her wet mouth hung open, lips glistening in the starlit darkness on that beach.
It was heady and intoxicating kneeling over her with this woman completely submissive and willing under me. My tumescence was throbbing painfully at the sight of her face alone as my hands drew up the thin cotton tee exposing her slightly still doughy abdomen and perfect bikini navel I'd never noticed before. I pushed the t-shirt up until the undersides of her breasts started to appear leaving it that way. Shawnee was huffing now, her folded legs moving ever so slightly in anticipation as I gathered a mouthful of saliva. There was a barely stifled chortle in the air partially drowned out by the incoming tide.
I drooled a steady stream of saliva into her navel letting it pool there before sinking the tip of my tongue there. The breathy moan I got was not nearly reward enough as I flicked and twirled my tongue there reaching up letting my hands rest on the swell of her breasts fingers spread wide apart. Her new enhanced chest felt spongy to the touch. My fingertips found her erect blocky nipples pinching and rolling them as I slathered spit all over her belly work my way upward. I licked a slimy trail up to the undersides of her tits sucking on their undersides with the rest covered.
I was savoring every inch of her body gradually rearing up while she laid there enraptured at the care and attention being paid to her on an intimate level we'd never shared. I could see the pools of wetness in her eyes catching the available light. It made this reflective effect like a cat peering out at you from the darkness. Her chest was rising and falling with an increased cadence signaling her excitement. Shawnee watched the excitement on my face as I uncovered her chest taking a look at her new breasts for the first time. They were sculpted perfectly sloping offerings topped with nice barely there pecan colored areolas and her thick blocky erect nipples.
I went after the right sucking and nipping it then one to the other for more of the same before running the flat of my tongue up her created cleavage right over the pyramid tattoo that remained from her old life. The script over her left boob had been covered over with a single stem rose tattoo. I gathered her breasts together jointly sucking and nipping them simultaneously before tracing a line to the underside of her chin and finally her wet waiting lips.
"I want some of your taste; give me a little." Shawnee whispered looking rapturous.
Her tongue curved out licking my lips eventually invading my mouth again but only briefly as she broke the kiss holding her mouth open. Shawnee stuck her tongue out flicking my bottom lip and chin a few times then let her maw hang agape with it protruding over her lip long enough to touch her own chin. This was an unknown side of her revealed as I gathered and pooled a stream of saliva into her mouth then went after her for more torrid making out.
Thoughts of her relationship with Andre came to mind and his simplemindedness. She had always done the thinking for them both now laying here under me audibly swallowing me. My hands ran along her sides up to her breasts playing, caressing, and rubbing then dragging my nails along her belly hooking them into the elastic waistband of her gym shorts. I paused for an instant looking into her eyes getting a light nod before starting to draw them off her hips. Shawnee watched with a finger in her mouth raising her hips a little so that I could free them from her body.
Shawnee's legs spread wider freed of the shorts sort of flopping open with her shaved womanhood on full display. I'd always had an appreciation for the puffy nature of her mound and tonight was no different. Now that she'd gone through this rigorous rebirth, everything was similar with these little differences. Her muff formed a mild sort of horseshoe shape framing her slit accentuating the folds there as I pried them apart with my thumbs. Just inside was a rich inviting pinkness dripping with her essence. I pushed my thumbs further finding her tunnel pulsing as one of Shawnee's chubby digits made an appearance. Her clit was fully engorged just as I remembered.
Shawnee rubbed it with that finger teasing herself before three fingers continued massaging her entrance. Against all odds, I slid my hands underneath her massive buttocks inching forward. There was an audible gasp in the air when she found her wide hips rising up from the sand to my waiting mouth. Shawnee was obliged to balance her weight with both arms along her sides. I fed from her most holiest of holies like I was drinking from a bowl with two hands. Her cries of ecstasy echoed along with the wet slurps that accompanied my own feverish overtures.
I gently lowered her huge butt into the sand never breaking the seal as I went after her clit fellating it with wanton abandon. Things got nasty for us as I slathered as much of my saliva on her peach as humanly possible. Her labia was sucked and those exquisite inner grooves teased to distraction. Her hands ran all over the top and back of my head while her abdomen undulated like the sea a few feet away. It felt like we were the only two people on the planet.
Both of my hands busied themselves massaging her inner thighs as I nipped relentlessly marking my territory with a plethora of love bites all over both shapely legs. Now that she was smaller, Shawnee effortlessly raised both spread legs into her stomach giving me a feast which I devoured hungrily. Her peachy cunt was a glistening mess leaving me wondering if I was looking at my efforts or her copious essence. I straightened my back kneeling between her legs unbuckling and shoving my pants down to my knees. Shawnee watched enraptured with a finger in her mouth and a few rubbing her cunt in anticipation.
"SHAW-NEE!!" My tumescence was fully sheathed in her steaming pot to the hilt as I found her succulent lips and excellent mouth waiting. This extended shrill wailing sound I'd never heard from Shawnee before accompanied the tip of my fleshy spear as It sank into her confines.
I bottomed out balls pressing against her entrance as I cradled her face between my hands looking deep into her eyes.
Her baby face and those damn chubby cheeks were beet red while her expressive eyes were running streams of excess mascara. I did my best to wipe those tears away giving her little rabbit kisses before openly making out with Shawnee. I tried to wedge in harder into her crotch feeling it throughout my shaft. We began huffing and gasping in unison as I took her plunging deep inside drawing all the way back to the entrance, then ramming it home again. Shawnee made these whimpers in between breathy moans slowly wrapping her arms around my neck.
She quickly withdrew her hands not wanting to trigger me but I grabbed one kissing her chubby palm while pushing a thumb into her mouth. Shawnee's lips pursed around that single digit as I pumped it in and out of her mouth.
"I'm safe, and clean; you can do it as hard as you want."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah fuck me really hard and fill me up as much as you like; I want you so bad. I wanted you as soon as I saw you. Then you didn't recognize me and I-I'M SORRY!! ¡¡Soy un pedazo de mierda!! ¡¡Usa tu baño!!"She started to cry before I silenced her with my lips.
Her desperate moans and sighs into my mouth were heady and exciting making me so aroused that it hurt. Her hand lovingly cupped the side of my face making me wince from where her fist collided with my jaw. It looked as if she would speak again but didn't as I hooked her legs over my shoulders getting into a crouch. I leaned forward as she flattened her palms against my pecs.
"OH SI ESTO ES LO QUE QUERIA!! ¡SIEMPRE HE QUERIDO ESTO! ¡OH DIOS MÍO, SE SIENTE BIEN! FOLLAME MAS Y MAS DURO!! ¡¡OH DIOS!! ¡¡OH, DIOS, ¡¡SÍ!! ¡¡HAZLO TUYO OTRA VEZ!! FOLLAME MAS DURO!!" Her voice was rapturous carrying across the wide open beach making it sound as if she were in seventh heaven.
I went in crouching bulldog position cupping and squeezing the outsides of her breasts using them as leverage with her huge thighs pressed against my chest. Her breathy moans and Spanish language encouragements accompanied the wet audible heavy smacks of my balls into the entrance of her cunt as I hit Shawnee with the force of a piston. She'd been rolled into a face up fetal position turned into a ball of unbridled human desire and lust. I pounded more sand out of her than was on the entirety of the beach we were making love on that night.
Things were animalistic, instinctual as I got into a standing crouch with my arms tightly wrapped around her big giant thighs feeling the rubbery trampoline bounce of her voluptuous cheeks on my balls. Those cheeks were parting with these loud wet claps as I handled her hips absolutely spearing the shit out of her box. Shawnee had to support her weight on her shoulders upside down at an angle. Freed her shapely legs were hanging in the air at either side of my body. Everything was out in the open between us as her weight brought us down into the sand again.



"¡¡DIOS MÍO!! ¡¡NUNCA ME HAS FOLLADO ASÍ ANTES!! REALMENTE LO SIENTO!! OH DIOS LO ESTOY SENTIENDO!! ¡¡ME ENCANTA!! ¡¡TE QUIERO!! ¡¡TE AMO CARIÑO!!" I didn't have a clue to what she was saying but I figured we wouldn't be fighting for a long time after tonight.
I wrapped my arms around her chest reaching up from behind grabbing her shoulders. This gave me leverage as I ran drills into her mushy cunt making her scream in ecstasy. Her breasts cradled my face as I grunted manically fucking the stuffing out of her. My rational mind drifted away like the sand all around us as I got into a pushup position looking down into her face. Shawnee stared back just as intently mouth open invitingly. I sunk a finger into it getting a sustained vacuum suction pulling out of her mouth and box at the same time huffing.
"Shawnee, can I stick some fingers inside of you?" She was breathing just as hard with both of her hands covering her mouth. Her chest was heaving, breasts rising majestically in the night air.
"Yeah." She whispered timidly one hand covering her mound while she nibbled on a pointer finger staring at me blissfully.
I went right after her special spot having become almost supernaturally adept at finding that coveted bumpy ridge over the past few months. My middle fingers found a puffy, slimy tunnel curving right up into it while my thumb teased her wet engorged clit. The reaction was instantaneous causing Shawnee to arch up with a loud groan. She tried to sit upright but I gently pushed her back kneeling over her looking her in the eyes waiting for it.
"UH!! UH!! YOU'RE!!! IT'S FEELING!! AH!! AH!! AH!!" I could tell Shawnee was right on the verge as I went extremely hard for five seconds pulling my hands out and replacing them with my mouth on her clit licking and sucking, swirling my tongue on her button. Her hyper zaftig hourglass figure was rocking back and forth, shivering all over. Her chest from her breasts to her forehead was flushed like the red queen.
"¡¡PAPI!! ¡¡PAPI!! ¡¡PAPI!! ¡¡PAPI!! ¡¡PAPI!!" Shawnee burst hitting me in the face with a mini geyser as I dined at the Y with both hands pushing roughly into her inner thighs. It seemed like she would never stop shouting out the Spanish version of Rashida's pet name for me.
I wanted her to remember me no matter what happened afterwards.
She was squirting in fits and starts much like a few of the other women I'd slept with in the past. I lunged blanketing her prone body underneath mine right in the middle of her orgasm fucking away at her pussy like it was going out of style. This caused her box to pulse and seize up around me almost sucking the seed out of me. I hadn't realized I was cumming in that swollen snatch until Shawnee began wrenching her hips up and down in this sawing motion. She was literally milking my cock churning it up in her box like a meat grinder. Both of us were shouting blissfully.
Then it was over as I lay atop her body softly making out with this woman who still might hate me.
"Oh man, damn was that what I've been missing all this time?" I rolled off laying beside Shawnee looking up into the nighttime stars. Her arms were crossed across her chest. Both of us were blissfully nude feeling the afterglow.
"I was thinking the exact same thing."
"I will never call you payaso again." She chuckled wetly stealing a glance at my profile.
"It's okay Shawnee; I think I like it now." We chortled together just enjoying the moment.
"Maybe I'll call you papi too." I didn't reply enjoying the moment with her with butterflies circling my head.
"Hey man, it's a miracle we didn't get arrested out here on this beach by the cops; you don't mind helping me get up because I don't think I can do it on my own? You got my coño throbbing like fucking crazy. Damn you got BDE."
"Nah, you got me mixed up with my cousin." I replied breezily getting to my feet, but not without considerable effort on my part. I offered both hands to Shawnee leaning backward with all of my weight drawing the voluptuous Boricua to her feet.
"Sorry about that." The bruise on her chin made me feel bad.
"Me too homie, you got some racoon shit going on baby." Shawnee motioned towards my face telling me I had two black eyes for my troubles.
She seemed to be waiting for it as I cupped the back of her head drawing the woman into a torrid make out session. Her hands were full of my buttocks while mine handled her waist eventually picking her up off the sand. Shawnee wrapped her arms around my neck without hesitation necking passionately before I set her down again. We genuinely smiled at one another after a previous near twelve hours of hell in the form of her volcanic passive aggressive anger and my egregiously incompetent benign neglect.
"Hey, let's do it." She nodded towards the horizon line and roiling waves. Sunrise wasn't far off.
Both of us ran into the ocean splashing the cold water on one another playfully frolicking, eventually making out again like the old lovers we genuinely were before realizing it. Shawnee was happy; at least she looked it.
We walked out of the ocean hand in hand in our birthday suits, renewed.
"Mierda." Shawnee ducked behind me trying in vain to hide her bionic curves. There was nothing I could do but put my hands over my junk.
Some guy was sitting there on the edge of the walk right where we tumbled over fighting one another watching. This was some old, tall, and very lanky gentleman, from all appearances a brother maybe of Caribbean ethnicity with a head full of long dreads which matched his equally long beard of the same consistency. He was wearing a light blue V-neck t-shirt and matching pants with sandaled feet. A old style Panama hat sat on his head obscuring his eyes.
"Uhm, can I help you sir?" I asked from ten feet away.
"Just watching; the lady said this stuff was yours before she left." My battered suitcase and camera bag was leaning against the makeshift seating along with Shawnee's phone. I wondered why he hadn't made off with a good haul feeling ashamed because of the thought the instant it came into my mind.
"Thanks?" I scratched my head while Shawnee tried to give him as little a view of her naked body as possible.
"I'm gonna move on now; just wanna say there's all the time in the world for young people to love. Forgiveness is key to longevity and a good life."
"Yes sir." I replied embarrassed at my nudity.
"I wasn't talking to you son." He leaned over picking up a long lean cane made of bamboo regarding us for a minute before hobbling off along the sidewalk.
"Uhm, kay." I was puzzled.
Shawnee's head popped up under my right armpit looking about as we both started to feel the approaching morning breeze. I turned to her with a contrite smile unsure of what to expect next. The expression on her round face said pretty much the same as we stood in front of each other holding hands interlocked.
"Want some breakfast; I can burn for you."
"Sure you don't want me gone?"
"Eight hours before I even have to start getting ready for the tournament; ten if I push it and I think I want you in my bed. Honestamente, realmente quiero un poco más de esa buena polla si no te importa papi. At least we won't have a bucket of sand up our fucking asses."
"You uh, talk in Spanish when you're nervous, right?"
"Wrong, I talk in Spanish because I'm Spanish; I don't speak much English when you're not around. So, you want some breakfast or what?" She was looking at me differently, sort of glowing.
"I'd like that Shawnee."
We shook the sand out of our clothing as best we could getting dressed as sunrise illuminated us. Both of us were hugged up leaning into one another's bodies sauntering down the street like two winos.
She had my camera bag slung over her shoulder while I dragged my jacked up suitcase down the street. The handle was about to come off and it was rickety with cracks in the shell. We took our time because Shawnee had run out of her house barefooted. Neither of us spoke to the other just smiling in the light of a new day as we got to the back of her high rise apartment. Luckily Shawnee was able to use her phone to get into the building. It was a different feeling between us as we got into the cramped elevator. Shawnee stopped the door from closing.
"Uhm, I'm sorry."
I picked her up again kissing her passionately getting the same in return. We made out as the car rose to the eleventh floor. Both of us felt bad about the trail of sand we left leading to her apartment door. Shawnee hesitated at the front door.
"What?"
"Ah my battery died; I've gotta go downstairs to the security desk for a key assist. I'll be right back, you stay here." I tried the door for some reason like an idiot getting a loud automatic chirp in return as Shawnee stopped me.
"This is a high security property; now you've probably alerted security and they're on the way up here. By the way they're kind of dicks."
"I figured that out last night."
Shawnee's door opened revealing Rashida standing there floppy bonnet and robe staring at both of us in our disheveled sand encrusted state. Her gaze drifted down to our intwined fingers.
"WELL IT'S ABOUT TIME." She laughed walking away from the open door.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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Shawnee's door opened revealing Rashida standing there floppy bonnet and robe staring at both of us in our disheveled sand encrusted state. Her gaze drifted down to our intwined fingers.
"WELL IT'S ABOUT TIME." She laughed walking away from the open door.
MS. WTF?!! - REBOOTED!! Ch. 04
*********************************************************************************************
"This is another fine mess you've gotten me into."
"Cállate, deberías meterte en todo este culo que tengo aquí esperando por ti, payaso"
"Still not understanding the Spanish no offense bitch."
Shawnee scratched at her temple then gave my intertwined fingers an encouraging squeeze. We hadn't let go of one another since the conclusion of our fight and the subsequent hate fuck which now informed what could possibly be our relationship going forward. Both of us were a mess of matted clothing, bruised body parts and sand in the most inconvenient places as she took my battered suitcase leaning it against the outside of the door leading to her inner sanctum. Shawnee unslung my camera bag hooking it atop my suitcase glancing at me with a stuffed smile that made her signature chubby cheeks visually prominent.
"Shit man, ain't we a pair?" She was so cute in this instant; I couldn't help pinching one of her chubby cheeks getting a fluttering of the eyes along with a demure half smile.
The secure door to the women's bedrooms chimed favorable with the light going green on the fixture. Shawnee pushed it open revealing a small inner area in a square shape. There were two doors facing us with conventional handle knobs as she went inside still holding my hand.
"I feel like I just got the key to the corporate restroom or something." I commented unable to hide the joy at being accepted by her.
"Come on in here and let's talk about that "something" payaso." Shawnee opened the closest door revealing a vertically large modular designed bathroom.
The architecture of this apartment was incredible bringing to mind a few questions that I ignored noticing a walk-in tub and shower combination in one corner. It was the kind advertised for elderly people but a luxury version as I glanced at Shawnee with an obvious question written all over my face.
"Let's just say, uh sugar daddy?" She admitted peevishly slightly nodding her head.
"Uh, okay." Both of us were standing in front of the sink as Shawnee glanced at her reflection in the mirror noticing the mild bruise on her chin. She touched a finger to it wincing a bit making me feel like an asshole averting my eyes. Shawnee wrapped an arm around my abdomen positioning me in front of the mirror.
"I'm good papi; but you on that racoon shit right there bruh." Ms. Thompson had indeed given me two classic shiner black eyes.
Shawnee planted her lips on my left bicep kissing it before relieving me of my wrinkled shirt. More kisses were peppered all over my back making me wince a bit myself from our explosive street fight on the beach. Her hands played with my pecs sliding jointly down over my abdomen to my belt buckle undoing it. Shawnee was stripping me naked in complete service kneeling taking my slacks in one swift movement. I knew to let this woman have her way stepping out of my shoes, pants and both socks.
"What's up with that tub over there?" I just had to ask.
"You uh, do remember what I used to look like, right?"
I chuckled remembering Shawnee's former figure the true definition of pear bottom heavy with extreme prejudice. Those unmeasured proportions intermittently shut down the perve section of the internet when one of her scenes dropped. I'd tracked her progress on the original site I'd built using it as a gauge before releasing my stockpiled content sporadically. The other site had down damage to her money making ability with a deluge of crap content.
"I'll never forget." I replied.
"My uh, benefactor thought the tub would help me be more comfortable because of the uh, monster booty. Fuck man I was offended at first, but that shit hella comfortable; even got a sauna built in too. I know you're checking me out probably wondering at my size, right?"
"I didn't say that."
"Well anyway, I'd lost a lot of weight last month and a half but the booty started fighting back. Back then at my skinniest, I was sporting a good fifty-six inches; but now I'm still two sizes bigger than Rashida. Guess the booty knew you were coming, huh payaso?"
Both of us couldn't stop chuckling half embarrassment and two parts left over history that defined our association. My eyes found one of her nipples plainly visible sticking through a hole in her shirt from the scuffle. Shawnee glanced down following my eye line to the erect nub pressing her pointer finger into it hard. She actually pushed in the succulent nub, then both of us watched it pop out like a tiny little jack in the box laughing. Shawnee held both hands up in the air like I was pointing a gun at her. I obliged slipping the shirt over her head tossing it on the grey tiled floor. Shawnee interlocked her fingers at the back of my neck drawing me down into a brief make out session.
"Maldito negro, me tienes realmente jodidamente cachondo. Voy a hacer que quieras casarte conmigo este fin de semana." Shawnee was cupping the underside of my package handling my balls rolling them between her fingers.
"Huh?"
"Pull my shorts off, or would you like me to keep them on in the shower?"
We just stared at one another for a few moments before I shot down into a standing squat gingerly pinching the elastic waistband of her skintight shorts. Shawnee looked down into my face watching with a heartened smile as I peeled them down carefully exposing her extraordinarily wide hips until her bare muff came into view.
I planted a few kisses on her mound before running the flat of my tongue on it as I slid those shorts down to her uncharacteristically smaller ankles and feet audibly hearing a slight tearing noise initially. I looked up at her smiling countenance finding the remnants of a post coital glow on her features. Shawnee stepped out of them one foot at a time as I stood up trailing a hand along her inner thighs cupping her sex. Three fingers slipped just inside remaining slightly stationary as her eyes fluttered.
"Damn, if you did this to me back in the day you could've stole me." Shawnee admitted.
"Back in the day?" I went a little further up to the knuckles raising an eyebrow.
This long distressed gasp escaped her muting any explanation on her part as we began making out passionately. Shawnee captured my offending digits sucking our intermingled essences from them starting to flush a bit in those chubby cheeks. I was mentally affected watching a side of her I'd never seen before knowing she was tasting our early tryst in the wee hours of the encroaching morning. There was no doubt I'd dropped damn near a liter of cum inside her tightened snatch as she opened her eyes wider studying my face interlocking our fingers with the hand that had been in her mouth.
"Come on let's get into the shower, I wanna wash you up and get some more of this BDE you got going on now."
"I'm just regular, stop it girl."
"Bullshit motherfucker all the times we messed around and fucked, and I mean we did it A LOT; no offense but you were good back then not even a full year ago. Now, you got my legs shaking bruh; I'm getting wet just looking at you payaso. Watch yourself cause I might keep you up in this bitch like my fucking gimp on some old Pulp Fiction type shit."
"Shawnee."
"Yeah?"
"I'm really sorry; about everything. Uhm, its my fault for introducing you to her and that drama every bit of it is on my motherfucking head girl. You have every right to hate me and wanna beat the shit out of me Shawnee. I messed up your relationship with Andre and your life. All she wanted was your man Andre from the jump; that's why she called herself leveling you up. It's my fault she was able to groom you; I'm responsible. I'm sorry Shawnee I messed up bad, real bad and I'm not making any excuses for my fucking ignorance back in the day."
Her face went real ugly and twisted, eyes reddening dimples widening at the corners of her lips. She made this noise that sounded like a demonic giggle before bursting open sobbing as she grabbed me in a strong bearhug that nearly squeezed the life out of me. Her pride had always been a factor in everything she did from her days as a slacker to this current iteration I had no name or point of reference for in the moment. I hugged her back just as strongly resting my chin over her shoulder rubbing her back until she quieted down pushing back softly.
"Thank you." She whispered still huffing as tears streamed down her face. I tried to wipe some away but it was futile.
"There's no reason for you to thank me; girl I should be on my knees kissing your feet after all of the bullshit you went through with Renee. I can't ask for your forgiveness because I don't deserve it." Shawnee burst into tears again but we just held hands fingers interlocked. I let her get it out hoping the hatred was being drained as well. I had this fleeting memory of Quisha, but only for a millisecond. Shawnee clapped a hand over my mouth using the other to clumsily wipe her tears.
"Hold up, just give me a minute to get it together. Joder, será mejor que te lo ponga o voy a empezar a enamorarme de ti, nigga. Me tienes completamente jodido. " She gasped sniffling a bit as I wiped some tears with my thumb.
Shawnee planted her lips on my left nipple sucking hard before nipping it making me yelp. The smile on her face was genuine as she led us to the shower starting it up. It didn't seem as if she wanted to give up continuous tactile contact between us as I thought of Andre.
Their relationship was always uneven with Shawnee doing most of the thinking for them as a collective. It was undeniable their relationship was born of something akin to a John Steinbeck novel, a modern version of George and Lennie's symbiotic coupling. Only this time George was a thick Latin female with a muted thuggish attitude that exploded outward when its close knit bubble was threatened. A pang of shameful grief overcame me with a sliver of memory that saw my former mentor and sometimes lover mention "She'll get over it" regarding Shawnee.
"Hey man whatever you're thinking about; just stop it because I'd rather be fucking instead of doing that shit."
"I thought you wanted me to make love to you?"
"Stop playing with me; get your ass in this shower." Shawnee opened the door giving me a loving shove into the shower before reaching onto some adjacent shelving donning a silver bonnet. I started busting up at the sight of this shit on her head looking like a fucking weather balloon.
"FUCK YOU LAUGHING AT?!!"
"Who gave you that shit girl?" I was having a belly laugh as Shawnee pushed into the shower closing the door behind her.
"Rashida why?"
I laughed harder unintentionally lightening the mood between us as she predictably pinched my cheeks shutting things down accidentally as I winced in pain. Shawnee really could punch with the force of a cinder block when she wanted to and I found out the night prior. She pressed in cooing and cradling my face in her hands giving me a kiss on the bruised side making us both wince. I used my thumbs to wipe away the tears from her face kissing her on the forehead.
"Stop playing when a bitch wants to take care of you."
"That's what I'm afraid of Shawnee." She facepalmed using her other hand to snatch down the detachable shower head starting to wet me up. It was a fabrication I'd never seen before with a few buttons on it that she pushed getting a lathery substance to come out of it hosing me down. I'd never seen or heard of anything like it intrigued with its design.
"Wow Shawnee, your sugar daddy live in motherfucking Wakanda or something?" She chuckled meticulously lathering up my body directing me to turn around so that she could do my back. There was a folded out bench there for a person to sit on giving me more of this awesome architecture to admire.
"This apartment was designed by a woman fool."
"YOUR SUGAR DADDY IS A WOMAN?!!...OW DAMMIT!!" I continued playing the fool getting a stinging pinch on the butt as Shawnee chuckled explaining a bit more.
"Look man, this apartment was designed as a proof of concept for some real estate bigwigs; no before you ask, I don't know if they made more of these, but I get to live here and I ain't answering no more fucking questions; now lather me up and we can take a tour of the place later. You ain't getting out of giving me some more of this." To emphasize her point, Shawnee reached around handling my manhood with authority.
"We're gonna have to do that tour tomorrow because I'm gonna get you good bitch; you're gonna go to that tournament in a wheelchair." Shawnee looked over her shoulder with a grin as I sprayed her back washing away the dirt and sand.
"I used to be so mad back in the day because you made me go to that mall; that shit was so embarrassing but there was just something about you that I kind of trusted. Why'd you take me out that day?"
"Because you needed to know that you were a star."
"You really thought that about me?"
"Yeah, I knew we couldn't keep shooting content in your apartment because that shit would've got real old quick. People, your fans needed to see you in a real world environment Shawnee. I knew that getting footage of you in actual public was key. Why do you think I named you Ms. WTF?"
"My ass, right?"
"If we kept shooting in your apartment at the time, people would've started seeing you as some ghetto amateur shit and I didn't want that for you. You're better than your contemporaries, so putting you in the real world next to average women was tantamount in making you larger than life... The Real Ms. WTF. That's why I thought it would be a good idea putting you up against Chi Town Thunda but it was mixing oil and water when I figured you two would give one another a boost online. That's why I asked you to hold your stuff back from being released at first."
"Fuck." I was rubbing and lathering up her back stopping as she realized what I had been stupidly doing back in the day.
"I didn't intend to show your stuff to anybody, but once it happened you and Andre were revealed; so it is my fault you got caught up in the life. That other bitch knew your worth too; that's why she tried to run you into the ground stockpiling footage because she knew you were a cash cow-UH, SORRY!!"
Shawnee turned to me taking the detachable shower head I'd been using to do her back and enormous rear end. She leaned in kissing me softly letting the mood linger for a moment diffusing our conversation. She went back to cleaning my body focusing on my chest and tumescence content not to continue things verbally. I got an up close and personal with her full enhanced breast grabbing her waist as I sat on the built-in bench. Shawnee lurched in so that I could feast on her nipples sucking and nipping them the way she liked. The showerhead retuned giving me an impromptu shampoo.
The lathery soapy concoction felt good along with her fingers caressing my scalp but didn't last long as Shawnee planted her still humongous butt in my lap not really sitting; instead it turned into a sort of lap dance making my prick rise to the occasion spectacularly between her deep cheeks. She was kind of squatting doing this slight movement that paid in dividends making those WTF cheeks pop and clap on my shaft. I pushed my cock deeper between her cheeks prompting Shawnee to roll out an old favorite between us in the form of a bionic twerk.
It was so called back in the day because when she really put her back into it, you would get the most unique looking clapping of those cheeks sheerly because of her weight. Both halves would do this full round rotation smacking wetly into one another revealing her openings in a cheated visual slow motion. It was nice to see she still retained this little trick as that mountainous butt landed in my lap putting my prick in the witness protection program. Shawnee was still squatting more or less because her weight would have shattered the wooden bench.
Demonstrating a bit of synchronicity, Shawnee let the detached showerhead slide over her shoulder into my hands. I used this to hose down her deep rear cleavage using the warm lathery substance as lubrication before presenting the showerhead back to her which resulted in Shawnee leaned back into my body like a lazy boy. This was a surprising bit of body control that belied her ridiculously thick proportions. I was already driving the underside of my cock along her gluteal cleft fully cradled and hidden from view. Shawnee applied the shower head to her clit using her free hand to spread her flower apart.
"Aw shit, you know just what I want, don't you?" She leaned forward almost bent over letting me long stroke that lathery rear cleavage for a few minutes before planting her butt in my lap again.
Her narrower waist allowed me to reach forward and play with her button using a circular motion with the fleshy nub pressing into my middle fingers. Her moans began to echo and carry probably audible outside of the room itself. Trapped between those middle digits and the spray from her shower head, Shawnee could only take a few moments almost bolting upright inadvertently giving my trapped prick a salaciously rough tug. She used a hand on the high edge of the walk-in tub looking at me with flushed cheeks.
"Switch places?" I offered.
The former Ms. WTF was more than a little happy to oblige me resting her titanic buns on the seat making it disappear like magic as I knelt between her legs. Shawnee framed her cunt with both hands spreading that slick juicy flower apart giving me a perfect view of its rich inviting pinkness. I turned my head at an angle taking her clit in a manner that allowed my tongue to slip inside and tickle her inner groves. In short, I was fastened to her sex like a lamprey eel getting immediate affirmation from this hyper thick Boricua.
" Toda la mierda, negro, ¡te voy a mantener encerrado aquí, hijo de puta! Vas a ser mi esclava sexual!! ¡¡Toda la mierda que te estás comiendo todo el marica!!"
I cleaned her out and licked around the rim of the bowl making Shawnee lose herself cupping the back of my head while rolling one of her nipples. Her hips were swiveling all over the place with my ears cushioned by her inner thighs. I was privy to a veritable symphony of whimpers, gasps, and Spanish language encouragements until she couldn't take it anymore. Her fingers were interlocked behind the back of my neck in a death grip while she took advantage of the situation fucking my mouth as much as she could. I went at her clit hard knowing instinctively that she was right at the precipice.
Shawnee yanked back on my head out of nowhere slapping her clit repeatedly while palming my noggin like a basketball. I had a front row seat to her self-assault which prompted me to get cheeky inserting two fingers curved up against her "secret spot" tapping out a frantic Morris code from her box.
"MUTHA-FUCKA!!!! YOU FUCKING!!! GODDAMN PAYASO ASS NIGGA!!! AW FUCK MAN I'M GONNA START CHUNKING YOU OUT IF YOU DON'T GET THOSE FUCKING FINGERS OUT OF MY PUSSY!! NO-NO WAIT!! LEAVE THEM IN BABY!! OH SHIT YOU'RE GONNA MAKE ME!!!KEEP DOING THAT!!! NIGGA!!! OH FUCK MAN!! SHEET!!"
I almost jumped out of my skin at the loud THX quality falsetto squeal that exploded out of Shawnee followed by an unintelligible string of Latin sounding gibberish that had my ears ringing and the rafters shaking. I was hit full blast with several bursts of her essence as Shawnee manically rubbed it out with a skin tone akin to cayenne pepper. Her clit was so swollen I would've questioned her gender if we didn't know each other beforehand. I decided to reinsert those two fingers but Shawnee snatched my wrist up in the air with an iron grip.



"OH DIOS POR FAVOR NO PAPÁ!! ¡¡SERÁ BUENO LO PROMETO!!!!" She begged off pulling me forward peppering the knuckles of my captured hand with rabbit kisses.
"Okay Shawnee, relax." Both of us were interrupted by loud knocking at the bathroom door.
"HEY WHAT THE FUCK YALL DOING IN THERE?!! WE TRYING TO SLEEP!!!" Rashida didn't sound too pleased with us as I noted her use of the word "WE" telling me that perhaps her hookup Koa was inhouse.
"DON'T WORRY ABOUT IT GIRL; WE ALL GOOD IN HERE BITCH!!" Shawnee glibly yelled back both of us getting nothing in return as her gaze returned to me. Both of her hands were covering her mound hiding it from view as she struggled to keep the rampant euphoria from making her burst into gregarious laughter.
"Can I have some ass? " I shrugged cracking Shawnee's resolve as she covered her mouth with a hand still trying to hide her cunt from view.
"¡Oh, este negro bonito de aquí! ¿Quieres casarte conmigo?"
"Still don't know what you're saying." Shawnee leaned forward tracing her pointer finger down the bridge of my nose with a slap happy look on her face. Her posture was slumped making her look somewhat deflated on that bench.
Right when it didn't seem like she would move, Shawnee slid off the inside bench turning her monster booty right into my lap using an elbow to make sure she didn't faceplant. This young woman intermittently chuckled under her breath looking back at me over her shoulder a few times before reaching back parting a ponderous cheek.
"Backdoor please papi." The punch drunk look on her face made me do a doubletake again. Shawnee laid her head sideways on the bench reaching back spreading both cheeks this time.
"Por favor, mi coño necesita un descanso papi; toma mi otro agujero si quieres o te lo chupo todo lo que quieras bebe. Toma mi puerta trasera, bonito negro." It sounded like she was begging in near hushed tone as my hands grabbed big healthy handfuls of her rounded hips.
I slid inside her confines easily burying everything to the hilt as Shawnee cooed still holding her enormous halves apart allowing me to see what I was doing. She was mostly silent other than light huffs and more encouragement while her backdoor was stuffed. It was a bit uncomfortable kneeling in the walk-in shower with my head level with its high walls and her massive butt pillowing my crotch.
The knocking returned.
"HEY WHY ITS SO QUIET IN THERE NOW?!! YALL OKAY IN THERE?!!"Rashida lingered at the door which I knew didn't have a lock. She seemed unwilling to come inside seemingly having a karmic reaction that mirrored my own hours ago. I exchanged looks with Shawnee slowly disengaging to address our mutual acquaintance. She reached back placing a hand on my sternum while using a finger signaling for me to be silent with a muted snicker.
"UHM, EVERYTHING OKAY IN THERE?!!" Shawnee took her time getting up using a handrail to our immediate right righting herself on shaky legs as Rashida knocked again. Shawnee kept a finger over her lips patting me on the head as she stepped out of the walk-in shower sort of wobbling to the door like she was three sheets to the wind. I kind of hung over the edge of the tub with my arms draped limply over the sides.
Shawnee opened the door in her birthday suit looking Rashida in the face.
"Damn girl, what the fuck happened to you; shit Shawnee you look blasted out like a muthafucka?" I heard Rashida ask concerned.
Shawnee slammed the door in Rashida's face. There was a lingering echo as I ran out of the shower in the buff.
"What'd you do that for Shawnee? She just asked you a damn question!"
Shawnee planted a finger over my lips while maintaining the one over her own snickering as I was silenced. She took both of my hands in her own raising them to her lips kissing them before finding my right nipple which she began sucking and swirling her tongue on before outright nipping it making me yelp. This didn't stop her from tracing a slimy trail down my abdomen as she plopped down on her knees with a muted thud cupping the underside of my balls while encircling the base of my cock.
My entire endowment disappeared between her lips with this kind of nasty sounding gurgle as she began rhythmically twisting fingers around the base of my endowment and squeezing my balls in pumping fashion.
"Oh shit girl I think I'm a fucking dead man."
Her deep breathing and wet sort of nasty sounding gulps and gurgles added to the atmosphere as she demonstrated an advanced version of her own oral technique leagues ahead of what had been stolen by our former mentor and used to brainwash her former boyfriend Andre for better or worse. Shawnee remained flushed to the ninth degree almost taking on a pinkish skin tone as she went to work on my junk trying to encompass my balls along with everything else hidden behind her lips.
She went after my balls sucking and slathering copious amounts of saliva all over my package. Shawnee went at the junction between my inner thighs and pelvis vacuum sucking and nipping it with her teeth. I wasn't shocked when the flat up her tongue discovered my taint licking as much as she could underneath my balls before slurping down my endowment like she intended to swallow it whole. The twisting motions returned with more intensity like she was trying to treat my package like a light bulb unscrewing it off or something.
"I'm definitely a dead man bae."
I shrieked out of nowhere as her nails clawed into my buttocks. Shawnee pressed forward actually taking everything into her maw making me cry out in rapturous joy. It sounded like someone had shanked me out of the blue with the echo predictably carrying over. Shawnee didn't break the seal even as I shot rope after milky rope of cum deep between lips stretched out to the max. It sounded like someone was sticking a hot poker in my urethra as I hunched over cradling her head with both hands whimpering.
The bathroom door flew open hitting the wall revealing Rashida standing there pissed.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU TWO DOING TO EACH OTHER UP IN HERE, HUH?!!!" She stood there hands on hips eyeballing both of us with a disparaging look. I myself, was a deer caught in the headlights.
Shawnee however, was a different story.
Right there on her knees in front of Rashida and me, this Puerto Rican twentysomething gulped up my entire dripping package turning her head staring at my current running buddy and FWB with rivulets of jizz intermingled with her saliva running off her chin.
Shawnee opened her mouth revealing a full creamy load of my thick jizz to Rashida. She was the living embodiment of Ms. Pac Man giving us a good look at her situation before audibly swallowing everything with a loud gulp. Rashida's brown eyes went wide mouth hanging open as she turned her attention to me shifting weight to her right side as she leveled a finger in my face.
"You need to stop doing this shit to people; she's all fucked up now and ain't no way she's gonna be right in the head at that fucking tournament today. SHIT, WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO MAN?!!! SERIOUSLY BRUH?!!"
Before I could say anything, Koa appeared in the door frame quickly doing his own doubletake at us. This motherfucker wasn't wearing shit either putting me to shame as Rashida averted her eyes scratching her temple peering down at her own bare feet. She was the only person wearing anything wrapped in a short silk robe matching bonnet on her head. Shawnee planted a few kisses on my package before planting her palms flat on the floor slowly getting to her feet fully nude in front of Rashida and Koa.
Shawnee loudly slammed the door in their faces.
"You've gotta stop doing that; people are gonna take it personal." I wagged a finger in her face getting a short snort and giggle before she slurped my pointer finger between her lips.
"I don't care papi."
"Seriously."
"You hungry baby? I gonna burn for you and then I'm gonna sit on your fucking face. I'm gonna make you up something real nice for breakfast and then I want you in my fucking bed." She didn't seem to be looking at me, rather right through me still lost in her post-coital bliss.
"What about the tournament?"
"I'll figure it out."
"We'll figure it out Shawnee." She was already going at my left nipple sucking it while rubbing a thumb on the other.
I leaned over opening the door again finding Rashida and Koa still there facing each other now. Shawnee was leaned into the side of my body with her arms wrapped around my abdomen.
"Sorry about this morning; we'll figure it all out together." Shawnee's hand was handling me with a sense of ownership.
I slammed the door in their faces.
Afterwards one Ms. Shawnee Thompson was picked up in one fell swoop and planted on her back where she was judiciously railed on the bathroom floor of her apartment with no fucks given whatsoever. We discovered a joint predilection and secondary preference for a modified missionary position wherein she was literally rolled in a ball with most of her weight supported by her upper back and shoulders. This upright fetal position allowed me to go balls deep with little to no friction blowing load after load inside her until we were left laying at the foot of the bathroom door.
I passed out sleeping like a rock on that bathroom floor with Shawnee snoring loudly beside me.
[DARKNESS]
"Get your ass up!"
"Huh what? Come on ma let me sleep a little more; I'll be on time for school, promise." I mumbled eyes shut tightly.
"BOY WAKE YOUR ASS UP!!" Rashida yelled jolting me out of a deep sleep. I found myself looking up at her face noting the furrowed brows and trademark scowl at this point.
"What?"
She was wearing this really nice bikini coverup dress that did nothing for the big shapely stallion legs staring me in the face. They were oiled down real nice catching the light nicely as I realized I was still laying on the bathroom floor while Shawnee was missing. Rashida was holding a metallic tumbler in one hand while the other was firmly planted on wide hip. I was still addled from rolling around with the plus sized diva who'd pushed us both to the brink and an actual fist fight.
"WHAT?!!" Rashida did this annoying imitation of my voice following this up with sarcastic sounding mean spirited laughter that was wholly fake.
"Fake laugh and I don't sound like that."
"Yes you do and I ain't taking care of that fool. Shawnee ain't taking care of it either because you idiots are making my money funny." A bath towel tented by my erection was covering my pelvis. I was extremely hard with visions of Shawnee's enhanced figure in my head.
"Where's Shawnee?"
"Bruh, don't start that shit up again; we had to stop her from dragging you out of the bathroom by your fucking ankles. She tried to get Koa to put you in her bed but I talked her out of it even though she was getting buck in my face."
"Really?"
"Remember what I told you back home? Remember that shit, huh nigga?! Now you got old girl on some female alpha shit and we gotta go out here on the beach and make this money, or did you forget about that shit, huh?"
"It ain't that serious, you're overreacting." Rashida scoffed loudly rolling her neck in that way only sisters can when irritated by someone.
"Boy take this drink; Shawnee made it for you and there's some food on the counter in the kitchen for you. Dial it down a little bit bruh; just let us get through the afternoon before you get in trouble with another fruity chick who's probably gonna be stalking you after this. And I ain't taking care of that either." She roughly pushed the tumbler into my hand as I sat up despite my wood.
"Rashida."
"WHAT?!!"
"Last night I accidentally walked in on you an Koa uhm, and his wife; didn't mean to do that. Definitely didn't want to see it. I was trying to get your house key so that I could take an Uber back to this apartment." Rashida's face dropped looking as if she were embarrassed in that moment.
"THAT'S WHY YOU AND HER SLAMMING THE DOOR IN MY FACE?!!"
"No, I just wanted to apologize for seeing you like that." I took a deep drink from the tumbler finding the same tasty concoction prepared by Shawnee for me the first moment I arrived in her apartment. Rashida folded her arms across her chest averting her eyes.
"You've seen people fuck me before."
"Yeah I know, but it was different last night because it felt so personal between you two even though his wife was watching her husband doing you with, such passion. It felt, like an intrusion on my part."
"Man what the fuck; we're FWB and business partners. Are we getting weird or something here; enquiring minds want to know daddy?" Her expression was indecipherable for a moment as she found the courage to look me in the eye.
"Not even; me and Shawnee had it out after that and came to blows as you can see. Uhm, we obviously made up and that's why you're looking at my fucking dick on this bathroom floor." Both of us shared a moment in silence.
Then we laughed together.
"So why're you slamming the door in my face?"
"Because Shawnee got some good ass pussy." I replied still somewhat sexually addled taking another big swig of the homemade power drink as Rashida raised an eyebrow.
"Damn fool, because of you she's gotta pull a dirty trick to get over in that e-game tournament today. Old girl can barely walk right now after what you did to her and I better not get that bitch throwing crap at me like the last girl you pulled this shit on negro!"
"That wasn't my fault."
"Bullshit, and I still ain't taking care of that." She motioned at my erection.
We exchanged glances for a second as I downed the rest of my drink winking at her afterwards.
"Don't you dare." Rashida growled as I tossed aside the towel revealing my erection.
"SHAWN-NEE!!" I screamed.
I heard a door open wide out of view which prompted Rashida to yank the bathroom door shut reverse slamming it in my face followed by the sounds of some scuffling in the corridor. The women sounded like they were having a football game out there as I glanced into the empty tumbler.
"ODIANDO A LA PERRA DEL CULO!! ¡¡LEVÁNTATE DE MÍ!! ¡MI HOMBRE NECESITA ALGO MÁS DE ESO BUENO BUENO! FUCK ME RASHIDA!!" I ran a finger along the rim of the empty tumbler sampling the lingering taste.
"KOA COME GET HER!!! HEY MAN I NEED SOME HELP UP IN THIS BITCH!!" Rashida yelled for help and I couldn't tell if she were fooling around or not.
"Hey ladies, you guys are messing around right?"
"PICK THIS BIG BITCH UP AND TOSS HER ON THE BED!! I GOTTA FINISH HER MAKEUP!!" Rashida bellowed.
"NO TE ATREVES!! ¡¡NO ME PONGAS LAS MANOS SOBRE MÍ GRANDE COMEDOR DE COCO HIJO DE MADRE!!" Shawnee threatened in her native language eventually shrieking as she was snatched up over his shoulder. I could hear her leave the floor getting alarmed at the horseplay. I ran to the door holding the towel at my waist.
"What you want fool; why're you sticking your head out in the fucking hallway?"
"Gee am I grounded mom?"
"Fuck you." Rashida flipped me the bird before disappearing inside the other door in the corridor followed by the sound of a conventional lock from the other side.
I chaffed a little inside knowing Koa was in there with the women. Part of me figured he might try a threesome with the other women when the door opened again. Koa was shoved out into the corridor followed by fourth door slam in his face this time. We ended up looking at one another. This big giant fucker was standing there wearing a pair of tighty-whities and nothing else while I wore nothing but a towel. He was holding his phone looking away.
"Hey man, uh you just got a towel." It was beyond awkward.
"Yeah, apparently so bruh."
His door opened again long enough for a pair of white board shorts to be tossed in his face. I averted my eyes as he stepped into them not wanting to pass him into the living room and kitchen combo. He dialed up somebody leaving me there going first into the adjacent corridor.
I waited a few moments before gingerly walking out into the living room finding Koa facing away from me thankfully wearing shorts looking out of the window. He was talking on his phone in what I supposed was his own native language as I took the opportunity to go into my battered luggage for a pair of sweats and a tank top. Inside the kitchen on the island counter, I found a full plate prepared by Shawnee consisting of some grilled steak slices, sides of brown rice and pigeon peas in perfect portions along with a side of sliced assorted fruits. Shawnee put some serious work into my mid-morning repast.
"She really can burn." I happily mused after sinking my teeth into a rich slice of grilled steak. I glanced around noticing her formerly clean counter top was now messy and unkempt with a chuckle. I got a whiff of urb glancing across the room finding Koa toking a joint while he conversed.
When we first met, Koa seemed interested in Shawnee from my perspective; but the night prior taught me that I was still a novice in some aspects of reading people. Rashida was looking like a whole snack which definitely got his attention much to my detriment at the time. Now his actions read more sly and cunning in the sexual marketplace as I considered the gauntlet of public humiliation I'd run before things hashed out as naturally as possible. Finding him running Rashida through while his wife watched left me unexpectedly shook. I chalked it up to the surprise.
"OW, got-dammit!" Rashida appeared while my attention was elsewhere smacking the back of my head.
"Hey we're gonna head out down to the beach; Shawnee's gotta check in with the tournament organizers and so do I bruh. I already talked to Koa and he said he would run you down there in about thirty minutes."
"Thirty minutes?"
"Hey man I'm trying to get my bag and you ain't messing that shit up with whatever you did to chipmunk. Fuck, did you forget this is a working trip too? I knew things would be kinda messed up what with you guys having not seen each other in a minute, but I didn't expect this nonsense. Damn, did you have to unload both barrels on the bitch?"
"It wasn't intentional; I mean, look at my fucking face girl. It got as real as its gonna get last night; right now I'm just playing it by ear. Besides you're talking shit after what you and homie over there did at the pool last night?"
"WHAT-WHAT?!!" Rashida did a double take.
"Shawnee was on her shit too; she uh, directed my attention to you guys hooking up at the pool in front of everybody. Don't get it twisted, I ain't jealous or nothing; just didn't expect to see you like that."
"Sounds like jealousy." She was snarky making me chafe inside.
"You wish; I've seen you get fucked before, right? Besides who was all up in my business this morning while me and Shawnee were trauma bonding?" I rested my chin on my fist half turning on the stool facing Rashida but keeping a side eye on Koa across the room.
I rested a palm on her huge right buttock staring at her face with a half smirk. Rashida side eyed Koa across the room before gazing at me with somewhat of a forced smile as I tightened my grip on the offended cheek.
"Eat your breakfast." She shoved a spoonful of rice and peas into my mouth leaving the spoon hanging there as Koa finished up his call. Both of us met his field of view as he faced us with Rashida walking around the island counter using the far side. I watched her walk timidly to him giving the man a kiss on the cheek as he leaned down.
I averted my gaze down at my plate spooning more of the delicious food into my mouth. They kissed and made out a bit for a few seconds. My history with Ms. Sikes came into play as I recalled her former social position as a perpetual right hand and her recent history which was pretty much the same with me out of what I believed was informed choice. Looking at her with Koa made me worry that perhaps our association was bred out of survival instinct over anything else. I glanced up at the quick weekend couple noting maybe real chemistry.



"Papi." I was distracted looking over to my immediate left finding Shawnee there peeking at me head poked out from behind the wall. She was wearing her glasses again a little more composed than earlier. I smiled still resting my chin on the top of my fist noticing the heavy bang at the front of her face. Rashida had been at work plying her day job trade.
"Thanks for breakfast; are you gonna be okay for your e-game tournament?"
"I got that shit in my back pocket and even if I didn't; me and your girl over there worked out a bit of a secret weapon on my fellow geeks and gamers."
"Oh yeah, what's that?"
Shawnee stepped out revealing the canary yellow bodysuit skintight to her zaftig proportions. Looking like a one piece V-neck bathing suit I immediately noticed the thick black stripe down each side from underarm to high cut top of her extraordinary hips. I glanced down at her feet finding yellow Adidas wedge sneakers with black stripes making the connection.
"Kill Bill volume one?"
"Mixed with Ranma Saotome for the old heads that're gonna be out there today." Shawnee pivoted revealing a tied off looped ponytail restricted looking like a lasso attached to the back of her head. She obviously knew my eyes would drift downward finding her monstrous badonkadunk on full display bulging way out of the material. Despite it fitting perfectly there was enough cheekage on both sides to give two separate women big butts if it were detachable. There was some Asian script on the back that was likely her gaming nickname.
"Got-damn Shazam." I mumbled popping wood. There was an instant tent in my bottoms as Shawnee glanced back with a chuckle turning as I noticed a tiny bottle in her hand.
"Wanna oil it for me?" She asked already walking up to the island counter setting the bottle in front of me.
"Please Shawnee." I looked down at my plate, but she lifted my chin with her pointer finger leaning in head cocked to the side.
"What's wrong papi?" I averted my eyes looking in the opposite direction as I explained.
"Well uh; uhm if I start rubbing oil on your butt, you ain't going nowhere. You're gonna miss that fucking tournament girl." I admitted under my breath so that only we could hear one another. My hand was already wedged between her thighs cupping her mound, middle fingers rubbing her slit.
"Is that right, huh payaso?" Shawnee's took the spoon feeding me two bites of the peas and some of the sliced fruit effortlessly slipping her hand into my sweats grabbing my manhood like she owned it. I almost choked on the food looking up at her face. Shawnee winked starting to roughly jerk on my renewed tumescence.
We were both mischievously playing with each other obscured from view by the island countertop.
"UN-UN NO!! I KNOW YOU TWO AIN'T!!" Rashida wasn't fooled in the least leaving Koa power walking over to the counter making us feel like misbehaving kids. I snatched my hand back but Shawnee continued going a little harder as she addressed Rashida.
"Hey don't worry about it; we'll meet you guys down at the beach no problem." Rashida stopped at the other side of the counter instead of walking around it where she would've obviously witnessed my "manual" manipulation.
"YES PROBLEM-We're going down there first and then Koa's gonna drive this fool down there thirty minutes later."
"Who told you that shit baby; I didn't get the fucking memo?" Shawnee's thuggish side started to bubble up as Rashida folded her arms scoffing with a stereotypical roll of the neck.
"Look, I get that you two are like, all BUDDY-BUDDY and shit but part of the mission is getting the bag, right? I'm not hating girlfriend, just trying to get my paper up and have a goodtime. You got me this gig on the beach, I get to build my brand and uh, didn't you tell me you were gonna get all that uh, crypto currency stuff, huh? Wasn't we just kicking it the other day talking about retiring with the golden parachute down in the Caribbean and having a stable of Mandingos and shit?"
"Stable of Mandingos?" Shawnee clamped her other hand over my mouth chuckling at the sound of their wistful plans. She gave me a peck on the forehead, then a few rabbit kisses.
"We did say that shit didn't we?"
"HEY WHAT AM I, CHOPPED LIVER OVER HERE?!!" Koa interjected walking into the kitchen immediately noticing Shawnee's hand down my pants. He wide eyed sort of took a step or two back making the rest of us laugh. My laughter was muffled by Shawnee's hand.
"MARRIED MUCH?!!"
"That's low Shawnee, real low girl."
"Man, shut the fuck up and stop being performative after you spent last night being extra with my homegirl here. Who was showing off at the pool? Who, was buck naked with his shit swinging low carrying said girl upstairs, dripping wet to get pounded out, huh?!! You gotta problem with me playing with my dick in front of you nigga?"
"Your dick?" Rashida interjected.
"House always wins and I didn't hear a peep out of you two last night even when I was screaming at my papi over the speaker; watch yourself cause this guy might fly back with you without this BDE shit he got going on down here homie. If you get buck, I might just keep him for my house husband bitch." Shawnee was all the way thuggish at this point, yet still playful.
"What'd you do to this girl bruh?" Rashida asked looking thuggish in her own right.
All three of us burst into laughter perplexing Koa as Shawnee wrapped an arm around my neck leaning into me from the back as she removed her hand from my sweats going so far as to tie the drawstrings before licking her fingers earning more laughter from Rashida. Koa was the odd man out of the equation visibly puzzled.
"What haven't I done to this girl, yet." I decided to join in on the fun letting my hand slide up behind Shawnee cupping the bare portion of her left butt cheek. Her chubby chipmunk cheeks started to flush.
"BRING YOUR ASS!!" Rashida snatched at Shawnee capturing her arm half yanking her out of the kitchen leaving us alone. I focused on my nearly cleaned plate looking up because I felt Koa's eyes on me.
"What?"
"How'd you do it?"
"Do what?"
"You know, pull Shawnee like that?" I straightened up not believing my ears as he got close to the edge of the island counter intrigued.
"Uh, we've known each other for a minute; kinda, fooled around back in the day too."
"Bullshit."
"Bullshit?"
"Man, Shawnee's been uptight, fucking airtight as long as I've known her. She usually plays everything close to the vest to the exclusion of all else. No offense but I've seen all kinds of guys, rich dudes with deep pockets shoot their shot and get... terminated. Hell, I was her personal trainer for a minute. Kinda thought she mostly batted for the other team straight up. You've been here just under twenty-four hours and she's all over you."
"Yep."
"That's it?" He raised a brow.
"Ain't you married Koa?"
"You've seen my wife; you tell me."
"And why are you asking me about my home girl?"
"Just curious."
"You tried to fuck and she shot you down, right?"
He didn't reply making me think I'd caught him off guard with my off the cuff remark. Some would say I was taking a page from old school Shawnee herself, but this was all me as I watched the guy collect himself putting his hands on his hips with a forced smile on his face. I was already gauging my chances finding things not in my favor if shit went sideways. Koa folded his arms across his big chiseled chest with a half-smile left behind from the fake one.
"About last night..."
"Don't; it's cool man; I fuck her all the time bro. We're FWB until she says otherwise and I'm good with that. No pissing contest here, besides we just met yesterday and that was one hell of a party last night. Wish I enjoyed it, but I had to work shit out with Shawnee. She's my friend no matter if she fucks me or not; we're cool like that."
"Look bro..."
"No, you can shoot your shot again as many times as you want; if she fucks you, that's her business, bro." I wasn't in the mood to hear the bullshit that was probably gonna come out of his mouth as we both heard the chime signaling the girl's return. Rashida appeared first noticing Koa walking across the living room with his back to me.
"What's going on?" She asked respecting our relationship and cutting to the chase slinging her satchel purse over an arm.
"I told him that you're my bitch and that pussy belongs to me; you worship the ground I walk on and I didn't appreciate him cutting in line without greasing my palm with a few Benjamins. He gotta know I'm your daddy."
Koa turned around legitimately agitated as Rashida raised an eyebrow looking in his direction.
"What's going on Koa; this playing don't take him serious?"
"We were just talking." He sounded awkward as Rashida reached in her purse removing her access key flinging it at me.
"Are you being extra?"
"I thought I was being funny." I shrugged looking down into my plate finishing up my breakfast as Rashida went to Koa rubbing the back of his bicep. They talked in hushed tones before she came striding back across the room to the edge of the island counter. Rashida gave my bicep a squeeze then pushed in closer draping an arm across my shoulders.
"Hey man, I want you two to be cool, okay?"
"Who says we weren't? I was just fucking around because he was asking me about Shawnee." The look on Rashida's face let me know that she was on to my trolling, so I upped the ante wrapping an arm around her waist.
"Yeah we talked about how she shot him down a bunch of times when they first started kicking it together. Did you know his wife tried to run up on Shawnee before? That was fucking crazy because she's like this big time influencer and model; bet you didn't know she's the one who helped us get these gigs today either, did you fool?"
"Tapping out." I drew my hand away from her waist.
"So soon?"
"Ah, you know me too well; it's no fun."
"Really, are you serious?" Rashida grabbed my hand planting it firmly in the middle of her sixty plus inches of online fame. When I looked up at her face I got an encouraging wink.
Before I could say anything, my vision went black. Shawnee put her hands over my eyes from the opposite side. This was confirmed when I blindly reached back finding my free hand filled to capacity with one of her iconic butt cheeks; at least the lower half of one initially as my vision returned unimpeded.
"Didn't I tell you this was my house husband?"
"Only for the weekend bitch." Rashida replied playfully as I shot Koa a smarmy look earning a slap to the cheek from my regular running buddy and FWB at home. Shawnee thankfully cut into my field of vision bringing both of my hands to rest on her uber badonkadunk.
"Don't worry papi, I've got more than enough to feed the needy." She leaned in making out with me hard and passionate while Rashida mimicked our behavior across the room with Koa. I broke the kiss noticing a zipper down the front of her bodysuit.
"Easy access." I would've drew the zipper down, but Shawnee slapped my hands away. She pinched my cheek and I did the same smiling in her face as she pulled up on the zipper.
"Don't spoil it; besides you get all of this all night later papi." She promised wagging a finger in my face.
"COME ON HERE GIRL; IT'S TIME TO GO!!" Rashida yelled already walking to the door as I got a strong hug from Shawnee. I gave her monstrous back porch a slap as she walked by intent on giving me a momentous back view.
The door closed loudly leaving me alone with Koa.
We stared at one another. I didn't know what to say further, didn't want to either and it looked as if Koa felt the same. Right there with nothing between us but space and opportunity, I didn't know what was stopping us.
"Hey uh, I'm gonna go in the bed room for a minute."
I just shrugged.
"It's cool; I'm okay with it man." Koa skulked off out of view relieving me enough to take a deep breath. But the mind movies lingered of him making sweet love to Rashida right there in front of me.
These thoughts embarrassed me as much as angering me. Besides mentally replaying every instance of them hooking up, it really did feel like the guy was actively disrespecting me and now Koa fixed his mouth to inquire about Shawnee. My mind drifted to him climbing down from the second story of his house to greet us last night, i.e. greet Rashida. Their chemistry was off the charts even before the hookup that started in front of hundreds of people in the pool. I finished up my plate working hard internally to tell myself Koa just threatened my assumed "Alpha-Male" status with a member of my uh, inner circle.
I'd never considered myself the Alpha Male of anything before I'd slept with all of these women, but some sort of sexual serendipity caused me to feel otherwise. Once I'd gone into my older cousin Jaquan's sphere things changed on a massive level. I was groomed first before any of the others with Shawnee following later. In fact I'd continued following that programming successfully turning it around on its originator which ended quite karmically for both of us. Now, I was drifting about untethered in my own life wondering privately if there was anything left.
"Hey?" I looked up from my empty plate finding Koa standing there wearing a white cotton hoodie looking anxious.
"Before you say anything, I'm sorry uh, for shading you about Rashida. We uh, aren't dating or anything and I'm sorry for being a wet dishrag Koa. I don't have no claim on the panties bruh; so we good about that shit."
"Uhm wow, okay dude." He shrugged and walked out of my immediate field of vision.
The sound of the front door slamming followed.
"The fuck?"
Isabella Perez Koa's wife suddenly appeared in the corridor facing the countertop island I was sitting at giving me pause.
Her stunning harsh beauty was framed by long shoulder length brown highlighted locks. Isabella was wearing a white crop top hoodie which put her perfect bikini belly on display. The word "SQUAT" was written in cursive writing across the front. A low slung in the front loose fitting pair of summer shorts with a drawstring covered her hips low enough to be respectful. This model was possessed of a perfect hourglass figure top to bottom. Isabella's left arm was bent with an expensive black crocodile tote hanging from it.
"So what, Are we just uhm, looking at one another or are we talking?" Her face was distracting enough that I was at a loss for words.
"Oh shit, uh...sorry? Hey yeah, excuse me for spazzing, but uh, did you come over to go the eGame tournament with me and Koa?"
"No, we talked and decided that I should come over here and give you a "get back" for last night."
"What?"
"It was hella awkward last night for us after you burst into what I thought was a threesome; then I didn't know you were frying when I tried to hash the shit out with you last night. Koa phoned and said you were being performative because we fucked Rashida. I don't know what you men talked about this morning, but I can't have that karma on my ledger. So, I'm here to return the fuck we enjoyed with your woman last night?"
My brow furrowed at her explanation.
"You're offering me a pity fuck?"
This smug half smile formed on Isabella's face as she glanced away looking into Shawnee's living room before glancing back.
"I'm going to table that conversation because I have something else I want to talk to you about; do you mind?"
"I don't know but when am I ever going to get a chance to talk to somebody like you much less be in their personal space?"
Isabella motioned for me to follow her into the living room where I sat down on the love seat facing one of Shawnee's panoramic apartment windows. She looked picture perfect walking on the other side of the coffee table turning to face me as if she were about to make some sort of presentation or grand speech. Isabella stared at me sitting there for a moment, then sat her tote down on the table before folding her arms.
"Are you, The Educated Simp?"
"FUCK ME!" I hunched over facepalming on the love seat as she grinned.
"You are him; and right under my nose last night too; you're trending all over twitter and everywhere else. I was a guest on the Queen's corner last year for having an affair with a Hollywood A-Lister, total bullshit mind you, he's gay. My publicist and team were trying to make me a household name for like movies and shit, but it didn't take after the movie got shelved because I wouldn't peg the producer. So, you're the guy that blew up Sydney Syd's life and supposedly so good she don't give a fuck. I never would've guessed but Rashida kept calling you by that name after you walked out. She said you were gonna get payback, but I just told her to deny everything and fuck your forgiveness later. You men are stupid that way."
I'd already leaned back listening to the diatribe coming out of her mouth with a raised brow of my own. When you listened to Isabella speaking with clarity; you were given the impression that she didn't have many opportunities to vent. Koa for all his good looks and easygoing nature seemed kind of distant when he wasn't scamming on women.
I had a rant of my own now that she'd asked the one question I didn't want to hear on this mini vacation.
"You're probably used to men bending the knee or falling at your feet proclaiming their undying love as they shower you with gifts and fine raiment unparalleled. While it was fun at first, you've had more than enough time to stack your chips over the years and now, I bet you honestly hate those men for being weak. I'd say you hate them for leading with their wallets and objectifying you. Making you this untouchable woman that was a princess, but now is a reluctant queen approaching the end of her prime years. It's horrifically ironic because you treat your husband Koa the same way you were treated. He ticks all of the boxes big, handsome, hung like a horse and knows how to play the background while you take the lead; am I correct? Probably hated his inevitable dalliances with other women but resigned yourself to the swinger lifestyle not out of defeated acquiescence, but out of pride; and you're still bored even now Isabella."
"Who told you I was thirty-four?"
"You did when you took umbrage at me referring to you as ma'am during your house party; are you angry?"
"I must admit feeling a sliver of discomfort when you described me to a T; but that's how Sydney Syd described you to her audience otherwise I'd be inclined to come after you with a hunting rifle for insulting me. Instead I'm embarrassed that such an interesting person was in my midst and I didn't realize it."
"What are you going to do now that you know who I am Isabella?"
"Oh, I think you know exactly what I'm going to do."
She was already undoing the drawstring on her summer shorts doing a little shimmy bending forward letting them drop to her feet which were covered in designer sandals. Isabella kicked these off one by one standing upright revealing that she'd gone commando. There was a very light patch of brown hair on her mound actually trimmed into a nice tight triangle as she rubbed it looking at my reaction before losing her cropped pullover hoodie. Isabella was honey dipped complexion wise with very sharp tan lines etched into her rich olive colored skin. She stood there in front of me on Shawnee's plush rug with her arms behind her back fingers interlocked.
"I, am at a complete loss for words."
My honest response to her nudity seemed to stoke her ego enough that she smiled biting her delectable lower lip before turning about in a pirouette giving me a view of her from the back. The hard tan line bikini continued making me think it had been accomplished the old fashioned way on a remote beach or poolside at her palatial home which I never wanted to see again.



The real story was "Dat Ass" in every sense of the word proving somebody upstairs was playing with me in serendipitous fashion. In Isabella I'd found the third entry in a sexual Mexican hat trick that included a former infamous baby mamma, Zoya Berhan and now a coincidental rival's wife, Isabella Perez. One shade smaller than either of the two preceding it, I was looking at a perfect inverted heart shape at the bottom of her small waist.
Hard tan lines notwithstanding, there were the slight differences that set Isabella apart from the other two women. Beside the milky pallor of the first which contrasted with the dusky enriched skin tone of the second, this Latin beauty placed a firm middle with a sloping teardrop aesthetic in that her perfect butt got fuller at the bottom. There was a deep undercuff over long legs that would correctly be classified as gams. These were naturally shapely legs with a hint of underlying muscle over pretty petite feet suited for a trophy wife of her stature.
"36C-26-40, 5'7" to answer your question; My agency has been trying to get me to go the finger in the throat route with my diet, but I said fuck that noise. We live in a Kardashian world these days and I've got the social media numbers to prove it. You didn't cum in your pants, did you?" Isabella glanced back at me before turning around.
"Come find out." I crooked a finger.
Her hazel eyes fluttered as she scoffed with this grin that told me she was getting off on being spoken to without reservation. This was born out in her body language as she folded her arms across her chest staring at me probably waiting for me to check myself or make some awkward compliment. Instead I leaned back on the white loveseat draping my right arm along its top staring back. Isabella looked away scoffing then folded her arms behind her back walking around the coffee table to stand at my left knee. This woman likely expected me to pounce on her.
I didn't.
"Okay then, show me what you've got, Educated Simp." Isabella planted her knee on the couch cushion outside of mine then leaned across my body giving me this prolonged emotional kiss full of tongue ending with an audible slurp that saw her suckle my bottom lip wetly letting it pop free of her mouth. My zipper was down and my cock in her hand as she reared up resting her right arm along the back of the loveseat.
Isabella applied a feathery touch to my shaft starting things by rubbing her thumb on my crown even pinching it between thumb and forefinger before stroking harder.
"Okay Isabella; just remember you asked the question first." My left hand slipped between her right arm reaching up capturing her lush brown shoulder length locks in my fist. I gave it a sudden tug using enough force to make her look up at Shawnee's ceiling. She flashed her gritted teeth for a brief second.
She cooed when I took her right breast between my lips sucking hard on the erect nipple swirling my tongue on it. My free hand floated over handling the left breast massaging it and pinching the hungry nub topping that cinnamon hued treat. Her hard tan lines were dual triangle patches on her tits giving them a two tone appearance. Isabella Perez was indeed a C-cup but they sloped much like her buttocks thin, deflated at the top getting exuberantly fuller at the bottom with a nice buoyancy and jiggle to them. She was moaning in this husky voice.
Her left hand covered her mound fingers moving about between her silken thighs with the middle digits plunging inside cheating the experience until I captured her middle tugging until she relented. I replaced those digits with my own using my middle fingers probing upward right onto her secret spot only finding difficulty because of the narrow nature of her cunt.
Isabella groaned in distressed fashion as I began playing her like an instrument letting my thumb find her clit with the handicap of not looking. I tugged on her hair jerking her brown highlighted locks getting her to raise her chin higher until her right hand released my tumescence. Isabella cupped her breasts mauling them whining and making these throaty gasps. Her forearms were right in front of my face sprouting goosebumps amongst the barely perceptible hairs there. More started popping up on her chest right above the sloping swell of her breasts.
"BAE BEE!!" Isabella started to give it up as I glanced down at her bulging thighs finding more goosebumps present.
Her cunt was already wet and dewy at the start but had now become gradually sloppy and drenched in her essence. I took her words into account now knowing I hadn't escaped my recent situation back home. Sydney Syd another former conquest of mine was continuing the boosting of my sexual profile in absentia. I didn't know what was being said about me in this instant, but anted to make sure Isabella would have a slightly different story to tell.
"OH BAE BEE!!" She cried out again arching her lower back pushing her trembling hips towards my plunging middle fingers. Isabella touched a wet humid palm to my face then quickly drew it back cupping her tit when a started moving my fingers towards my swiveling thumb on her clit. Her cries were becoming more guttural, lengthier. I doubted this model even realized she was slowly fucking my hand as she ran her left through her hair moaning.
"BAE BEE I'M CUMMING!!" Her head tilted to the side following my movements as I yanked hard on her hair in my direction. Telltale tremors were hitting her all over in pulses and bursts of sexual electricity.
"I know."
I shifted a bit managing another finger inside now working her elite snatch with four. The idea was to add to the stimulation on her interior grooves. To this end the back of those invading digits rubbed up an intense friction on Isabella's slimy sugar walls. The mascara around her lovely hazel eyes was starting to run down her cheeks as they fluttered going wide stealing glances in my direction. She began working her hips in snake like fashion as I added a scoping movement to my actions.
"OH SHIT BAE BEE!! BAE BEE I'M CUMMING!!" Isabella fucked harder into my plunging digging overtures enhanced with a simple flick of the wrist.
"MIERDA DE HIJO DE MADRE!!" Isabella frantically captured my wrist with her hands bucking and sawing wildly becoming akin to a just caught fish flopping about slippery drenched in perspiration.
My invading digits were drenched in foamy goodness as high value pity fuck went over the edge. Her words became unintelligible gibberish as she lost it making the prettiest "ugly cry" face I'd ever seen squealing and whining sounding a lot like the women climaxing in Japanese porn. Isabella sounded like she was being abused tightening her grip ironclad on my wrist with both of her hands nails digging into the flesh there as she rode it out.
I'd made her revert to her first language.
My fingers were drenched as she started squirting still fucking out the vestiges of this climax riding my hand like she had until sundown to get out of town. I let go of her hair strategically which resulted in her lurching forward draping her right arm about my shoulders arching her back to make out with me. Her right hand rose cupping the underside of my chin lightly prompting me to turn towards her face.
She was huffing gusts of heated air in my face kissing like she wanted to devour me whole. Her other arm rose hand slipping under my t-shirt palming my right pec. Isabella continued fucking my hand to distraction moaning and sighing loudly. It almost sounded as if she were eating with the loud wet slurps echoing across Shawnee's living room. I started a gradual withdrawal of the invading digits making sure to keep up the scooping motion as I did before cupping the outside of her snatch. Essentially Isabella found herself sitting on my palm with the fingers pressed along her slit.
"Want me to sit on your dick?" She gasped happily already in a version of post coital bliss.
I used my hand pressing upward until Isabella got my meaning standing up with a foot planted on the outside of my thighs. She was obliged to flatten her palms against the wall looking down at my upturned face legs spread wide apart. Her flushed features were staggering framed by her freed shoulder length locks. I liked the view peering up at the full fleshy undersides of her breasts topped by erect chewable nipples.
"Open it up, show it to me." I took Isabella a few moments to get my meaning before she sort of pushed away from the wall negotiating her weight standing above me. I grabbed her thighs steadying her as she used both hands spreading her delicate flower apart revealing the rich pink juiciness inside hovering right over my upturned face. Her clit was engorged swollen beyond its hood. I reached up grabbing big healthy handfuls of her cheeks.
"I love how you touch me; you've got incredible hands." She complimented sounding earnest still flushed.
My hands slid to the sides of her wide hips massaging and enjoying the soft yet firm nature of her flesh. This was one of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen almost looking unreal, even in person. I'd seen her in a few music videos and one or two magazine covers but mostly online usually in one or two thirst traps during my days in high school approaching senior graduation. This entire situation seemed unreal, but I was determined to make the most of it. I used both of my thumbs to hole her labia apart licking my lips.
Isabella was straddling my face.
The resultant howl of pleasure caught me off guard almost wolf-like in nature as I started suckling her clit with loud syrupy slurps. Isabella palmed the back of my head prodding me forward into her cunt. My hands slid up to her hips pulling her forward until she was almost sitting on my head vertically. Her breathy moans were music to my ears as I went at it with unrequited passion darting my tongue inside repeatedly alternating this with pointed sucking and swirling of her nub. Isabella started huffing sounding on the verge of shouting or laughing gregariously.
The tips of my fingers gradually clawed into her moderately deep gluteal cleft spreading her buttocks wide apart. More than once I teased her backdoor with no intent of actually going there. The idea was to create an "Anything Can Happen" atmosphere between us on an interpersonal level. My groping hands prodded and directed her movements as subtly as possible until she was humping my face of her own free will.
"Oh shit I can't believe this." I heard Isabella say to herself with my ears muffled by her thighs.
She was fully committed going so far as to raise and plant her foot on my right shoulder coming in at an angle while cupping the back of my head. My tongue was a surrogate cock dipping into her folds making the woman gasp and push my head back so that she could look at my face with furrowed brow for a few seconds, then press onward. My tongue remain embedded in her slit as she moaned and whined grinding my face criminally. I wrenched in deeper working my head back and forth getting several bursts of her essence. Those goosebumps looked bigger telling me she as even closer than before.
"HIJO DE PUTA CÓMELO TODO!! ¡¡MIERDA QUE SABES COMER COÑO!! MIERDA HOMBRE NO LO SABIA!! EAT THAT PUSSY BAE BEE!!" Isabella sounded exuberant.
She was working hard raising her other leg so that I she could get that wet slimy feeling of my tongue squirming around inside her box, then outright mashed her cunt into my face. Her thighs framed my face trapping it as she humped it hard enough to make my head tap the wall behind the love seat. Her essence was running down my chin soiling my t-shirt creating this big stain over my pecs.
Isabella was spouting Spanish language gibberish running her hands all over my head. I reached up grabbing handfuls of her cheeks kneading and massaging them as she went harder.
"UH FUCK MAN!!" Isabella had this measured way of speaking that read innately sexual in the way she would drag the last word of a sentence. It made her naturally husky voice sound as if she were some sort of stoner and that couldn't be further from the truth. This woman was high off of her own hubris more than anything else.
"OH SHIT!" Isabella exclaimed as I stood up abruptly with her legs draped over the top of my shoulders, a reverse piggyback with my face buried in her snatch. She startled chortling as I held her aloft for a few moments blindly turning feeling the edge of the love seat at the side of right calf.
Adrenaline and the headiness of the situation played into things as I did a squat safely allowing her to plant both feet on the plush rug underneath Shawnee's coffee table and loveseat, then up ended her.
"¡Maldita sea, realmente debes querer que me gustes, ¿eh, hijo de puta?!" Isabella was rolling fluently between Spanish and her second language, English.
I pushed her legs apart kneeling on the carpet with my face level with her cunt. My hands framed her most holiest of holies covering her slit with my mouth going at her clit. Isabella's throaty cries got louder as I pushed further knowing a different version of my endgame was coming. Two fingers were reinserted into her snatch curved up into that now very familiar spot making this lusty model go wild. I pried her labia apart holding it open with my thumbs feasting with abandon. She reached down holding her lower lips splayed open allowing me to really give her that nuclear oral.
"SHIT- MOTHER FUCKER!! WHO MADE YOU LIKE THIS?!! SHIT!! AW MAN, MUTHA FUCKA!!" Isabella went street verbally hinting at more humble origins than one would suspect looking at her exotic beauty. I was hit with several animalistic bursts of moisture in first and starts not unexpected, but then a deluge of her essence starting flowing freely down from her swollen peach down the crack of her perfect ass. She tapped, rather rapped some fingers on my scalp.
"Come on man, let me take a break for a minute or two." I stopped kneeling on the rug between her legs resisting the urge to go balls deep. Isabella flopped out for a second with an arm and a leg hanging off the cushion, then drew her knees into her abdomen. I leaned in running the flat of my tongue along her glistening slit for a moment.
"Didn't you tell me to show you what I've got?" I wiped a pointer finger along my bottom lip then sucked it.
"Yeah, well that was before I knew how you-HEY MAN!!" I captured her wrists leaning back with my dead weight pulling Isabella into a sitting position. Not done, I inched backward on my knees still holding her wrists as I stood up putting her face level with my business. I let go of her wrists leaving the elite model on all fours before me.
"Oh okay, you want some head huh?"
My answer came in the form of my cock tapping her plush lips which I couldn't figure out were collagen injected or not. Isabella made this kind of sarcastic smirk that told me she was still expecting me to capitulate at some point during our tryst.
The upper half of my prick slipped between her lips getting no immediate reaction, but a moderate suction started moments later when I didn't relent. Isabella handled me with her right hand wrapping her fingers around my shaft lightly stroking my junk much in the way she had at the start of our tryst. She had all the hallmarks of being a beautiful woman who got solely on her looks so much that her sexual technique atrophied. I wasn't gonna let her off that easy. After all I'd experienced, I wanted my pound of flesh out of her exotic ass.
I pushed my length through her stroking fingers deeper into her mouth making her gag a little then backed off letting her go slow before thrusting again. I started doing this in intervals until she was taking it almost to the base. Isabella's eyes went wide on the third repetition as I planted my knee in the same spot she had on the cushion. She tried to say something a couple of times but her mouth was full as I got my other knee on the loveseat kneeling right into front of her face.
Her back was a straight line from the base of her spine to the back of her head as I reached underneath casually squeezing her breasts. Her big ass was static in this position and would've looked impressive if she knew how to arch her lower back properly. Isabella Perez was stiff and wooden sexually speaking and needed some course correction as I pulled out of her mouth sitting down in a huff. I looked away from her face irritated.
"Hey what's wrong?" I stayed on all fours at my right side, but I glanced across the room breathing hard.
"I thought you wanted to fuck."
"What; are you trying to neg me or something; I mean, what do you think we've been doing?"
"The bare minimum of foreplay."
"You're definitely negging me; is that what you're all about?"
"I thought we'd find out together but you're too stiff and you can't suck cock worth a damn; tell you what, I'll give you my fingers again until you've had enough and we can call it even on my supposed pity fuck if you want."
"Hey, show me the proper respect." She was still there on all fours kind of smirking like she believed I was bluffing.
"Okay, man I can hardly wait until Shawnee comes back here; I'm gonna fuck her brains out until tomorrow or she taps out. She was kind of like you when we first met, just getting by with her monster ass doing the bare minimal because simps couldn't handle the visual. You know, her pussy was so tight and shallow back in the day. But that shit was goddamn perfect this morning when I was balling her downstairs on the beach and then back here. If it wasn't for that Egame tournament today, I'd be railing her huge ass until it glowed in the dark. Tell Koa thanks."
Isabella squatted backward probably still expecting me to continue, but I was talking myself out of fucking her.
"Shawnee's a big mouthy bully of a woman when she's a big fish in a small pond, but I know what she likes. You see she's still got her femininity on some level so she likes to be handled. You can probably guess I hit that dump truck booty all the time like a boss, but honestly she feels just as good on her back. It's the cheeks Isabella; those big juicy cakes that can cradle my cock while I go balls deep in her snatch. Yeah, she's getting creampied like a motherfucker as soon as she gets back here. I love her pussy just as much as that wagon she's dragging."
"That's not gonna work on me."
"Sure whatever you say Isabella; did you guys enjoy Rashida last night? One of my favorite things to do with her is to get that bitch in an enclosed space and absolutely destroy that big ass donk of hers. Did she uh, do that thing with Koa; oh sorry, you weren't here last night."
"What thing?"
"Ma'am, I have fucked Rashida so many times and in so many ways that I can't even count. She's probably one of two women who know exactly how to please me on the planet right now. If Sydney Syd wasn't a celebrity, I'd train that bitch too. She's got these tattoos on her butt and you know, I forgot to ask her about that shit. I hated it at first but I loved making them jiggle and change shape when I hit prone bone. She's got a donk, but its way too soft to like, really get up in the good places with conventional doggie. That's why you've gotta lay her flat Isabella."
"What thing are you talking about with Rashida?"
"Are we being honest with one another Isabella? Are you keeping it one hundred with me this afternoon?"
"Yeah, now tell me what you're talking about."
"First things first baby."
I leaned forward snatching her purse off the coffee table. Isabella grabbed the strap but I already had her phone in my hand looking at its face. I found her actively recording our tryst parrying her hands. The shameless model relaxed when I shot her a look still looking at the recording in progress on the face of her expensive phone. She looked apprehensive with one hand on the top of the loveseat and the other in front of her mouth as I deleted what was supposed to be a smoking gun later.



"Really Isabella?" I tossed the phone in her lap. Isabella snatched it up looking disappointed at what I'd done.
"Way I see it; this is a win-win situation for both of us and an opportunity. Can you imagine how much you'll blow up when the world finds out you fucked me?"
"I get it; but I signed an NDA for Sydney bitch; so you're here to clout chase? I can't believe this shit." I rubbed the back of my head disappointed.
"Nobody knows who you are; everybody would either think you're clout chasing, or the biggest stud in the world. If it's any consolation, Koa and I really did decide to let you have a "GET BACK" for Rashida. Me getting a little bit of work done on the side, was just an added bonus once I figured out who you were. Don't you wanna be famous?"
"Well it all depends."
"On what?"
"Whether or not you can get out of your own ass and fuck me for real bitch."
Isabella scoffed kneeling upright on her knees at my right side, then started chuckling at what she believed was my own arrogance. I just listened for a few minutes figuring she'd slap me and walk out, then realizing she wouldn't because her ego and entitlement wouldn't allow it until I acknowledged her. Isabella got back on all fours smirking.
"Okay we'll do it your way."
"Grab my cock with your forefinger and thumb, stroke it like you were doing before."
Isabella did as I asked sort of noncommittedly jerking the middle of my shaft until I directed her movements manually guiding her to long stroke me from the base to just beneath the crown.
"Put nothing but the tip in your mouth and don't do shit."
"Oh, you call yourself teaching me how to fuck?"
"Isabella, put nothing but the tip in your mouth, and don't do shit." I replied sternly.
She scoffed again hesitating before hovering over my crotch on all fours. Her lips engulfed the head doing nothing which was her specialty in my opinion. I was pretty sure she was a master of starfish missionary and dull doggie. Legions of simps and rich guys had blown her head up to epic proportions leaving with an unenviable uphill battle sexually speaking.
"Suck really hard on the tip; suck as hard as you can Isabella." He brow furrowed, then her cheeks inverted hard with an audible slurp.
She sucked harder averting her eyes from my face while my hand covered hers directing the movement to remain the same.
"Keep sliding your fingers along my shaft and keep that same energy until I tell you otherwise."
I watched her progress sitting there as casually as I could manage. I could tell she was getting mad at being sexually instructed by some guy who had the nerve to be honest with her. Isabella's eyes darted in my direction a few times before I continued.
"Take A little bit more." I replied without emotion or reaction to her efforts.
Isabella went harder with her eyes on me getting nothing in return. She added another finger wrapped around my shaft leaving her pinky the odd digit out vacuum sucking the upper portion of my just above average prick. She was absolutely horrible at sucking cock which made me wonder if she'd just given up at some point with Koa after both of them became swingers. I recalled the salacious expression on her face as she watched her husband take Rashida as she was related to partial participant. Then, I thought maybe she batted more for the other team.
"Come on bitch, go harder; make me believe it." I was looking for a reaction but got nothing as she followed my narrative sucking down to the halfway point.
Isabella Perez was a soft curvy hourglass body wrapped around a hardness barely perceptible. Her lips and small mouth looked exciting wrapped around my moderately thick girth. Those likely artificially inflated lips were popping on the mushroom head of my crown. It was starting to feel good.
"HOLD ON!!" I stopped the tutorial for a moment.
"What did I do now, huh? You don't like getting a blowjob from a celebrity, huh; do you know how many men would sell their mothers for an opportunity like this?" She sounded dejected thinking I was about to scold her.
"Get over yourself; I just wanted you to look at your work."
"Huh?"
"Look at my dick now Isabella; see how the veins are starting to sprout on the shaft? That doesn't happen all the time, good job. Also, you're still stroking, and that's a good sign baby."
"Asshole."
"Take as much as you can, try to make it to the base." I ignored her focusing on the lesson at hand. Isabella gritted her teeth perfectly arched brows furrowed looking as if she would bite my penis off.
Then she gagged herself with it just barely reaching above the base. She drew back coughing and hacking rivulets of saliva all over my endowment. Her face was reddened as she continued jerking me with the other hand cupped under her chin. I lightly handled the back of her head getting her to take me inside again. More veins sprouted up but this time she was more focused on them taking time to flick her tongue on them in teasing fashion.
"Okay baby you've got the fundamentals down, now all you have to do is alternate between how we started and taking as much as you can in bursts. That shit feels way better than whatever you were doing before." She looked angry but went at it with passion.
I relaxed enough enjoying the head listening to the wet sticky sounding slurps and irregular fits of coughing. Her actions were starting to read on my face encouraging the woman to give it a bit more enthusiasm. Isabella popped her lips on the head of my crown several times in succession making me moan and push my hips forward towards the edge of the loveseat cushions. My thighs were tingling as Isabella flattened out laying beside me on her belly.
"You like it now?" She broke the seal with an audible pop of her lips seeking approval.
"Keep doing what you're doing."
"Yeah?"
"Fucking A right!" Laying on her stomach as she was made my cock look as if it were bending to the right disappearing into her mouth.
Her free hand cupped the underside of my balls massaging them perhaps out of pre-fame memory as she got more impassioned and involved. Isabella scooted forward resting her forearms on my right thigh throating my cock enough that her stroking left hand was bumping her lips.
"How'd you like that?"
"I'll take some more please." My flattened palm rested in the middle of her perfect forty inches of fame.
I drug my nails across her buttocks cupping and fondling the left squeezing it with a full handed pinching motion. The sloping nature of her butt shallow at the top completely full and rubbery at the bottom provided a healthy jiggle as my pointer and index finger did the walking. Two fingers inside her snatch up to the knuckle added even more incentive to swing for the fences with her head game. Isabella added a roll of the neck to her sexual presentation. I scooted further with her matching my movements getting more into my lap loudly sucking me off.
My two invading digits were given more room to slide inside right into her special place again. Her body reacted almost on command with her cunt getting noticeably stickier and wet from the jump. Once I found a woman's spot it was like being locked onto the target like radar or something. These dimples, crescent indentations appeared on the smooth surface of her buttocks as she squeezed my fingers in her box. Her bobbing head matched my plunging fingers eliciting wild sultry sounding moans of pleasure. Isabella's throating intervals came more frequently.
"Suck that dick you pretty bitch; aw shit you're almost there baby." Isabella's head went faster matching my fingering of her foamy snatch. These squishy sounds were radiating from her snatch intermingled audibly with her moaning slurps.
"Hold it right there, don't move." Isabella stopped on a dime hovering right over my lap as I humped up into her mouth properly fucking it like I originally intended. Her eyes fluttered slightly rolling up into her head as I thrust my hips boning the shit out of her mouth. I was pressing down on her secret spot making that perfect ass flop and squirm about. Those ass dimples came and went reminding almost of musical notes as Isabella broke contact coughing. She pushed backward hard on her tummy manipulating my digits into mashing that bumpy ridge inside.
"OH BABY!! OH SHIT!! KEEP DOING THAT SHIT!! AW MAN!!" Isabella started to lose it with some excess saliva running off her chin as I thumped her spot mercilessly. I cupped the back of her head pushing it down on my cock.
Her cheeks inverted hard with the strongest vacuum suction that she kept up for a few minutes breaking it gasping and breathing through her mouth in huffs. I didn't have to prod her to continue as she sucked the hell out of half of my prick using both hands to frenetically jerk the rest making a greasy mess of my crotch. I humped up into her mouth hitting the roof until she adjusted wrenching her cunt vertically on my jilling digits.
"SUCK MY DICK LIKE YOU MEAN IT BITCH!! FUCK MY HAND GAWD DAMMIT!!" My inner thighs were tightening up as Isabella turned her head to side resting it against my abdomen so that I could long stroke her mouth.
She was already spraying al over my fingers as I worked hard fast approaching the precipice of my own fast approaching climax. I could almost feel a jolt of energy run through her goosebump cover body as the first burst hit the rook of her mouth followed by two more thick milky ropes of cum. Isabella gasped loudly as more ejaculate made a mess of her lips, throat, and upper chest.
Her cunt seized up around my fingers as she went over loudly. Her thumb and forefinger locked tight just above the base of my prick twisting and wrenching out the rest like she meant it with extreme prejudice. Isabella kept it up moaning huskily and whining like an animal in distress creaming all over my hand damn near becoming incontinent. I wasn't left out as she vacuum sucked the mushroom head of my prick like she wanted it to come off.
My right hand was blanketing her tit squeezing and rolling the blocky nipple as she sucked and kissed the top of my cock in what was intended to be a scintillating cleanup blowjob.
"Isabella?"
"Yeah baby?" She sounded wholly informal and loose while my invading fingers were essentially swimming around inside her accompanied by these squishy sounds. I moaned loudly as she ran the flat of her tongue up the underside of my endowment. Isabella's mouth was framed with my copious spunk which she actively licking up still enjoying our foreplay.
"Can I show you some more?"
"¡Dios mío, puedes hacerme lo que quieras, negrito bonito! ¡Soy tuyo bebé!" Isabella huskily replied in her first language. Her voice was similar to Sophia Vergara just a few octaves higher adding to the sultry tone of it.
I pounced.
Surprised her with the quickness driving my cock balls deep inside her with the loudest squish you ever heard. Isabella didn't know what hit her suddenly on her back shapely gams spread criminally apart getting a pounding attack on the back of her box. It looked as if she would shriek but then her head rolled to the side mouth gaped tongue appearing subsequently. I had one knee under a buttock while my other side was anchored with the left foot planted flat on the plush rug beneath us and the furniture. Isabella was leaning at an angle getting the stuffing railed out of her cunt.
I stopped on a dime pulling out noticing her foamy essence was running off my cock soiling the cushions beneath.
"Sorry I just wanted a taste, give me your hands baby." I offered both hands kneeling between her thighs.
Isabella just nodded taking my hands daintily as I helped her stand on shaky legs. I wrapped an arm around her narrow waist escorting her around Shawnee's coffee table motioning towards the plush carpeting beneath our feet. She looked longingly into my eyes as she knelt looking up at my face then opened her mouth. I extended a hand until she took it still upright sitting on the back of her calves.
"Use your thumb and pointer finger like I told you, but under my balls." Isabella followed my directions without word leaning in sucking one then both of my balls slathering spit all over them. She surprised me when her lips slid almost to the base of my cock then withdrew vacuum sucking just half. This woman was starting to learn fellating me with attention to detail especially the crown.
"Show me how you do doggie."
"Huh?"
"I wanna see you on all fours; wanna know what your doggie style looks like." I reiterated getting a raised brow as she kept sucking.
Isabella planted her palms flat beneath me with her back horizontal approximating a straight line from her tailbone to the back of her head. He shoulders flexed and rolled as she peered down at the carpet then looked up at my face quizzically. I was still in teacher mode determined to get the absolute most out of my pity fuck. She looked around exuding nervousness as I put my hands on my hips with my throbbing erection right above her head.
"You work out?"
"Are you kidding? Every day with Wednesdays and Fridays reserved for cycling and yoga; am I out of shape or something?" Her defensive tone spoke to our evolving association despite the fact that I was actively trolling the woman offered to me in trade by her husband.
"You ever try that thing with the pole; uhm, I heard they sometimes use a stripper pole in some of those gyms, right?"
"I'm aware; what're you getting at?"
"You're kind of stiff to be getting it in with a big motherfucker like your old man Koa; I guess I should've just asked you to arch your lower back."
"Damn your hands are good and you fuck like an absolute champion, what I got of it anyway; but you talk like a kid. I can't believe it, but here we are and my pussy is throbbing just from being fingered." Isabella managed a decent enough arch but I wasn't satisfied.
"No that's wrong, let me help you out."
I leaned over her making the necessary results by spreading her legs wider. Isabella took the opportunity vacuum sucking on the head of my cock applying what she'd been taught. I Leaned back peering down at her bobbing head on my cock watching as I inched in front of her gradually kneeling facing those lips. I kept up the positioning of Isabella's body until her upper half was riding the plush rug with her butt high over her shoulders just the way I liked. It was my turn to sit on my haunches allowing her to service me eventually humping away at her mouth.
"Are you ever gonna fuck me, or don't I qualify?" She asked snarkily offsetting her tone by resuming the vacuum sucking of my prick.
I handled her torso at the sides feeling her ribs beneath my fingers as I started fucking her inverted doggystyle. This didn't last very long as I relented when she started gagging stripping off my soiled t-shirt. Instead of saying anything, she went after my belt unbuckling it before starting to work my pants down exposing my crotch. It was all very organic as I stood letting Isabella remove them, my shoes, and socks until I was nude. She wisely turned her big heart shaped forty inches of perfection in my direction.
"Quiero sentirte todo el camino dentro de mí. Quiero que empujes tu gran polla de culo en mi maldito estómago, bebé. Muéstrame lo que estás trabajando con Educated Simp ...Fuck me." Isabella rocked back and forth horizontally with her butt high above her shoulders wanting more action.
I didn't disappoint.
Her cheeks were surprisingly pliable albeit rubbery looking as I spread them wide apart looking at her openings. Isabella's cunt looked little more than a slit revealing some deceptive folds when pulled apart and her moderately gaped honeypot. There was a flushed irritated redness to this area from my repeated sexual campaigns on it. I couldn't help running the flat of my tongue over it making her shudder and look over her shoulder anxious. She settled down at the sight of me on my knees getting ready to take her. I tapped my member on her slit, then pushed the crown inside.
The rest followed with no friction accompanied by an audible squishy sound.
I kept those perfect cheeks spread wide apart watching my cock piston in and out of her cunt getting progressively creamy. Isabella maintained the posture I'd directed her into bouncing backwards into the base of my prick as she balanced palms flattened in the rug. The view was awe inspiring from my vantage. Her waist was positively tiny dramatically flaring outward into her rounded hips. My fingers grabbed pinching handfuls of her flesh as I reared up kneeling upright pounding her box hard. My cock was coated in a foamy residence plunging balls deep inside.
Motion ripples radiated from the top of her butt crack making the cheeks visibly vibrate. They were already covered in Isabella's signature goosebumps as she started to feel it. Every time my cock thumped the back of her box Isabella would let out these husky grunts and throaty gasps. Her elbows were locked in place as I handled her stated twenty-six inch waist pulling her forty inched of perfection into my lap. My legs were spread apart matching hers in an upright kneeling position. This sultry woman was basically sitting in my lap stuffed to the gills.
I grabbed both of them pulling Isabella into the same posture sitting on the base of my cock so that I could squeeze and fondle her breasts to my heart's content. One of her thin hands blanket my own pressing down harder until I mashed that tit between my fingers roughly making her yowl. Isabella's other hand found a home between her luscious thighs rubbing her clit with the middle fingers apart on either side of my plunging shaft. When she reached up caressing the side of my face, I knew we were in the zone.
I pushed down on her the back of Isabella's head making her nearly faceplant on the rug then reached back raising her hips as I assumed the bulldog position over her butt. The really nice thing about her ass was how it was ethnically full looking at it dead on until she bent over fully which naturally spread those cheeks apart with her peach centered in the middle. She was running her fingers through Shawnee's plush rug moaning and wagging her tail impatient for me.
"AW YEAH THAT'S WHAT I WANT!! THAT'S IT RIGHT THERE!! RIGHT THERE!!" My balls clapped against her cunt with audible thuds from the pistoning motion. Isabella Perez wanted to be fucked and I was intent on giving it to her in spades. At this diagonal angle upward into my thrusting pelvis, she was definitely feeling everything.
I rubbed up a small circle bit of friction on her backdoor then sunk in a thumb up to the knuckle.
"BAE BEE!! YOU'RE SO BAD!! BAE BEE!! FUCK ME!! KEEP FUCKING ME!! AW YEAH!!" She went into sexual hysterics when my other thumb wedged inside her rear entrance joining the former. The rest of my fingers spread outward resembling butterfly wings.
Isabella Perez elite model, part time actress and influencer, got the business.
She proved her resiliency in spades taking a beatdown that busted out her back and then some until my weight overhead became a factor. My thumbs were dislodged, but I followed her down into a prone position mercilessly rodding out her pussy a man possessed. Both of my knees ended up at the outsides of her forty inch hips while my upper half blanketed her torso from the waist up. This woman was even louder than before quieted a bit when I took her ear between my lips suckling it like an exotic treat. I brushed her brown hair aside lapping at her cheek licking up the sparse makeup there as she gasped sticking out her tongue. I shifted over kissing her passionately.
Proving herself an adept student of all things sexual involving me, Isabella began flexing her buttocks with precision grinding up my plunging member. Those inverted crescent indentations signaled a woman working hard to please an afternoon lover getting way more than she bargained for in the process. My tumescence was wedged into the rubbery underside of her cakes making them jiggle in a healthy display. I liked the way they parted when I hit with the force of a wrecking ball. Each ball busting thrust was accompanied by a guttural moan and grunt.



"PLEASE CUM!! I WANT SOME!! I WANT SOME NUT!! CUM FOR ME!! BAE BEE!! BUST A NUT FOR ME!! PLEASE!!"
Her distinct husky tone was making my cock even harder. It felt like I was trying to put her cunt out of service.
Isabella went into overdrive swiveling her hips doing her best to take me on a ride from the waist down. Those wealthy cheeks were flopping all over the place vertically clapping on my plunging cock as she did her best to milk it. Both of her arms were spread out bent upward at the elbows clawing handfuls of Shawnee's plush rug as Isabella faceplanted whining, yelping, and gasping loudly. She added this circular motion to her A-Game as if she were grinding the rug finally giving me the beginnings of a climax.
"FOOK THIS PUSS SEE BAE BEE!! FOOK IT AS MUCH AS YOU WANT!! I GIVE IT ALL TO YOU MOTHER FUCKA!! FOOK IT! I CUM ON YOUR DICK!! I BEEN CUMMING ON YOUR DICK FOR ALL THIS TIME BAE BEE!! FOOK YOUR PUSS SEE!!"
Her accent became thicker and more gutturally street an intermingled masculinity blended evenly with husky feminine overtures that pushed me right over the precipice. I blast a thick wad of cum deep in her cunt as I yanked my cock free shooting rope after thick milky rope all over her vibrating buttocks. The first thick wads hit all over her asshole and peach with the rests crisscrossing those sexually pimpled cheeks as Isabella flexed throughout hoarsely gasping.
"Damn Isabella." I handled myself at the base jerking out some more as Isabella approximately a light twerk making my spunk web up between the cheeks in a creamy lattice.
"Aw shit man; if I didn't have the patch you'd be in serious trouble." Isabella chuckled still face down in the rug as I surveyed the mess I left the wake of our epic rutting. True to her word their was a skin tone patch on her shoulder that went unnoticed because of her exotic features.
I glanced over noticing her phone on the table snapping it up while Isabella chortled feeling the afterglow. It was unlocked so I took the opportunity to use its camera to capture her cum glazed buttocks for prosperity. I tapped my cock on her buttocks making them jiggle and bounce a little, then drove my prick deep inside making her gasp.
"OH MIERDA QUE MIERDA HOMBRE!! BAE BEE WAIT!! JUST GIVE ME A LITTLE BREAK OKAY?!!" Isabella begged off looking over her shoulder at me with a messy lion's mane surrounding her sultry features.
"Don't say I never gave you nothing; I'm gonna hit the shower." I tossed her pink bedazzled iPhone on the carpet adjacent to her head in profile.
Isabella made the thumbs up gesture as I got up walking to the small bathroom outside of Shawnee's secure bedroom door. I stopped long enough to get my modest android checking my messages finding a plethora from Rashida and a few from Shawnee. Apparently Koa hadn't decided to clue them in on his and the wife's bright idea to reward me with a pity fuck to assuage my bruised ego. I stared at the message for a sustained moment leaving them on read before showering. I glanced back finding Isabella laying there looking at my handiwork on her phone with a beaming grin on her exotic feature.
I took a good ten minute steaming hot shower in Shawnee's auxiliary bathroom using post-nut clarity to go over my ordeal twenty-four hours prior.
"Yeah its really him; I got the fucking pipes cleaned up for real. What; I know who I fucked Cecille and don't be messing up my vibe in front of everybody! Well, this my live and I can talk about whatever I want. The fucking agency don't control my pussy bitch! ¡No estarías diciendo esa mierda si él corriera por tu trasero como un coño! ¡¡Ahora cierra la boca!!"
I walked into the living room nude wiping my head with a bath towel finding Isabella kneeling upright holding her phone with both hands. As I got closer it became apparent that she was going live on one of her social media platforms. This woman hadn't bothered to get dressed as she talked with followers and fans. Clout chasing 101.
"At first its kind of like he's negging you, but then he just hits those switches on a bitch. Yeah, I thought it was bullshit too, but this guy knows his fucking business! I feel like paying him a couple of racks for that shit!! Huh? Oh, what uhm, what's he look like? Uh, he's regular cute and... MRRGH!!!"
Before she could say another word I shoved my cock in her mouth with no fucks to give, then slapped her phone out of her hands with attitude. I didn't know if anybody watching caught it and I didn't care.
"Really bitch; who told you we were finished?"
I pushed more of my length into Isabella's maw making her retch as her eyes watered, then pulled out letting her hack and couch loudly.
"I'M ON LIVE!!"
"So, do your job slut." I replied stroking my cock inches from her face as she stared up at my face incredulously.
I raised a finger silencing Isabella with a knowing wink. She shrugged looking confused as I tapped my crown on her plush lips until she begrudgingly took me halfway. I pushed gently into her mouth working at getting away with some shit that should have Koa pummeling me to mush if she snitched. I was going full troll at this point earnestly not finished screwing the literal stuffing out of my afternoon toy and current "pity fuck" Isabella Perez.
"SHOW ME WHAT I TAUGHT YOU HOE!!" I barked with some base in my voice winking at her again and twirling a finger signaling her to keep up appearances. Her brow raised mouth stuffed full of meat as she "got" my meaning.
Isabella reached under my sack encircling it with thumb and forefinger using her other hand to long stroke my shaft getting some veins to sprout on the surface. Her lips went further than half as she started sucking me off for an audience. I was pretty sure the live was still going while her phone was face down in the plush rug. Isabella reared up on her knees getting wet and sloppy in the process. Webs of precum and saliva started to run off her chin dripping onto her breasts and the rug.
She was using everything this time, both hands and mouth slurping and audibly gagging in intervals coughing. Testing the waters further I took a step back finding that she followed my cock continuously sucking on it then kept it up gradually kneeling into a standing squat. Isabella ended up on all fours getting her tiny mouth fucked while I retained custody of a handful of her brown highlighted locks.
I broke things off just as she was adding a swirl of the tongue on my pee slit pulling her up into my lap. Isabella knew what to do interlocking her legs into the small of my back while she cradled my face passionately making out. She was impaled to the hilt with my hands clawing into her buttocks. We were just stationary; both enjoying the sensation and feel of penetration. I couldn't help spreading those cheeks apart dipping both pointer fingers in the back door. Her arms were at her sides hanging limply in contrast to her head which followed my movements.
"I like how it feels when you spread me open." She whispered wetly into my ear ending the compliment with an audible slurp of the excess saliva in her mouth.
"How about when I crack you open?" My hands slid up to her lower back then to her sides.
Isabella was gently lowered onto the rug facing the high ceiling in Shawnee's high rise apartment. I was kneeling between her legs knees wide apart as I handled the back of her thighs pushing them up almost adjacent with her breasts. This woman was in fighting shape and that damn limber. Isabella reached down with both hands spreading her labia apart showing my just how sticky, wet, and ready she was for more sports fucking sex. Visually I presented as a very fit everyman, but most of my partners had no clue I regularly ran and trained for endurance.
"Want me to fill up your cup?" I asked pushing just the tip of my cock inside her confines. Isabella was volcanically hot.
"Empty those fat balls in here baby." She cooed as I blanketed her body trapping her legs against her upper half.
Her lips and tongue were waiting for me while my balls hung outside of her snatch wedged tight. Both of us were voracious for one another forgetting the phone and whoever might be listening. Isabella groaned lustily as I swiveled my hips clockwise pressed against her with all of my dead weight. It took a few repetitions of this before Isabella started rotating her hips mimicking my actions counter clockwise.
I started climaxing firing several ropes into her pot humping out the rest as we made out with nothing held back. She started wrenching vertically making her cunt snap on the area right below the head of my cock. We kept this up until I started to fatten up beginning to pound the snot out of her most holiest of holies kissing that mouth. I gave Isabella some slack allowing her to spread her legs wider with her ankles adjacent to my ears. Other than labored huffing, she wasn't making a sound just staring intently into my face with her mouth hanging open.
"¡Mierda, sigues jodiéndome así y te voy a dar un bebé! ¡Finalmente siento que estoy con alguien que me quiere de verdad! ¡Mi coño duele tan bien! ¡Dale una paliza a mi mierda Educado Simp! I want all of your fucking cum! I WANT IT!! GIVE ME MORE OF YOUR CUM BAE BEE!!" Isabella was going into hysterics drifting between languages.
I got my knees under her butt fucking away at her with the sole purpose of filling her to overflowing with my jizz.
"GIMME THIS PUSSY!!" I shouted pounding her into mush.
"TAKE AS MUCH AS YOU WANT!! TAKE IT ALL BAE BEE!! MARK ME WITH YOUR CUM NIGGA!! BUST UP IN ME!!" Isabella shot back liquidly. She was literally drooling at this point huffing and couching, as I took it to a new level.
I rolled us over connected holding her tightly to my body then reached down grabbing handfuls of her ass popping my hips wildly. She went limp just taking it as her snatch flexed and contracted around my girth going through a series of mini orgasms on the way to the big one. At this point she was so wasted I was basically puppeting her body essentially fucking myself with it. Those husky huffs of hers gave way to some legitimate crying as she was slammed repeatedly down onto the base of my member with extreme prejudice. My dick plopped out of her box.
"FUCK PUT IT BACK IN THERE BAE BEE!! HURRY!! HURRY!! FUCK ME TO DEATH WITH THIS DICK!!" Isabella reached back trying to reinsert me. My cock ended up between her cheeks humping vertically into the crack of her perfect ass. Her spittle and this foamy looking froth was dripping onto my chin and upper chest as her eyes went blank.
"GET IT BACK IN THERE!! PUT IT BACK!! DO YOUR JOB BITCH!! GET IT FIXED HOE!!" I shouted grinding her rear cleavage using my fingers pressed in hard to cushion her cheeks around my girth. Excessive precum was flowing from the head of my cock lubricating this spontaneous ass job.
"SHUT UP!! SHUT THE FUCK UP!! I'M CUMMING!! I'M CUMMING ON YOUR DICK SO HARD NIGGA!!" Isabella managed to press my prick into her snatch reinserting it as she began to go into a massive "O" flattening her palms into my pecs. She rose up digging her nails into my chest sitting up straight as the tremors shot through her body.
"¡¡OH DIOS MÍO!! ¡¡OH DIOS MÍO!! OH DIOS MIO!! VOY A MORIR EN ESTA MADRE POLLA!! ¡¡MIERDA!! VOY A TENER QUE DIVORCIARME DE KOA POR ESTE PENE!! ¡¡OH DIOS MÍO!! ¡¡BEBÉ!! ¡¡ME CORRO MUY FUERTE EN ESTE NIGGA DICK!! ¡¡BEBÉ!! ¡¡PAPI!! ¡¡PAPI!!" The rest degenerated into an unintelligible mess slurred as streams of drool ran of her chin while she bucked her wide hips damn near riding me out of Miami.
Isabella went rigid sitting on my cock stuffed full with her hair hiding her eyes going lucid in the moment.
"Papi te amo."
That perfect forty inches of influencer and print fame became a blur of motion audibly accompanied by loud distressed husky sounding sobs of joy. Isabella stopped on a dime forcing her hips forward back arched to the max without snapping in two cumming harder than she had before this afternoon. Her exotic features were a mess of running mascara while she bit into her lower lip gnashing her teeth. This guttural groan filled the room.
Then she collapsed onto my body openly crying.
"Sorry." I apologized.
"What are you apologizing for?"
"I guess I shouldn't have fucked you like that ma'am; that's what I'm sorry for." Isabella raised her face blowing some errant hairs out of her eyes studying my face intently. Her hands appeared cupping my cheeks as she kissed me rather chastely.
"I wish you would've joined us last night; fuck that shit, I wished I'd taken you into one of the other bedrooms. We'd still be there right now motherfucker; I guess you're the real deal after all...hey, you're still hard?"
"Yeah sorry about that."
"Did you cum?"
"I don't know, I was watching the show."
"Fuck." She faceplanted in my pecs for a moment then looked at me again quizzically brushing some more hair out of her face using a finger to sweep it behind an ear.
"You gonna check your phone?"
"Shit." Isabella wearily reached over retrieving her expensive phone holding it over my face for a moment before tossing it aside.
"That was off, right?" I asked totally bullshitting.
"Nope."
"Shit." I bit into my lower lip looking away but she cupped my chin kissing me again.
"My numbers are lit, but I'm probably gonna lose a few sponsors if my platform isn't deleted by the gram. I wanted some clout; I admit that much; but I got way more than I bargained for...damn, why is your dick so hard?"
"Look in the mirror."
"I want you to cum."
"I will."
"I mean with me, not with Shawnee or your girlfriend."
"Rashida ain't my girlfriend, we're fuck buddies." Isabella was lightly rabbiting her butt on my erection.
"Could've fooled me last night, and she was pretty much inconsolable afterwards. She tried to say the same thing, but we ended up getting it in after I started eating her, sorry man. I really thought it would only take five minutes or something to uhm, return the favor today."
"What do you think now?"
In response she began rabbiting those fort inch cheeks more insistently pressing down harder grinding against my mound with everything she had. The effort read on her face as that butt clapped on the base of my endowment. She flattened her palms on either side of my head rising up so that I could cup and play with her tits. Everything else remained still devoid of movement perhaps out of sheer exhaustion.
"I like your style; I mean, sexually speaking. You fuck like its your last meal or something baby. Who taught you? Uhm, nobody especially a man should know how to handle a woman like this. You went right to my g-spot when I'm still using a toy for that. Was it, an older woman? Did you get uh, assaulted or something?"
"Fuck you."
I interlocked my fingers in the small of her back drawing my knees up far apart until my soles were flat on the rug. Isabella went along for the ride as I raised my hips off the floor thrusting when I got as high as I could manage. The excitement registered on her face as she got her legs up folded at the knees resting atop my thighs. I bounced her around on the business end of my johnson for a good ten minutes then went back onto the rug sitting up with her still impaled in my lap.
Isabella wrapped her arms around my neck and tightened her interlocked ankles in the small of my back. She couldn't have weighed more than a hundred twenty five as I stood up with her sitting in my palms. Isabella molded herself to my body bracing as I started bouncing her on my junk in stabbing fashion until she was yelping like a wounded animal. This posture put a slight curvature on my invading unit as I carried her over to Shawnee's ottoman planting the model on her back. I wasn't done straddling the piece of furniture feet planted on both sides.
"Oh mierda, estoy jodido; no vas a dejar nada para mi marido." She looked worried.
Isabella Perez was rolled into a ball with most of her own weight balanced evenly across her shoulders. It was the same upright posture used on the much bigger Shawnee Thompson; a face upward fetal position stuffed deep. Koa's wife became a ball of flesh lanced on the end of my business. I trapped Isabella's limbs between my arms.
"What are you saying?"
"Be nice."
I didn't believe her.
Isabella flushed completely as I piston pounded out the bottom of her cunt fucking hard looking for my climax. Her breasts despite being trapped in the center of her limbs, flopped vertically in a clapping motion on her chest. It felt almost painful each time my balls slammed into her swollen labia. Isabella's face was twisted, eyes shut tightly as her big butt trembled underneath kind of vibrating. Her hands were on my pecs pinching and twisting my nipples.
"Mi coño está roto ahora; por favor ven para mi bebe! ¡¡Quiero tu semilla por todas partes!! Déjame saborearlo papi!! ¡Este es tu puto coño ahora papi! ¡¡Papá!! ¡¡Papá!! ¡¡Papá!! ¡¡Papá!! ¡¡Papá!! Fóllame hasta la muerte papi!!!" Isabella lost her ability to speak coherent English giving way to her native Spanish language. Tremors were running through her body as her legs started shaking hard threatening to break free or cave in my face.
"PAPI!!" She got so tight that my prick was forced out cradled between her lower lips just as I went over, hard.
Blasts of jizz exploded from the head of my cock hitting her exotic face dead center glazing it over as she cried out holding her mouth open. Her tongue appeared curving outward over her bottom lip getting at least three shots of semi-milky cum while the rest ended up in her cleavage and running off her abdomen. I allowed her legs to part with the right lightly touching Shawnee's big panel window that looked down onto the surrounding beach neighborhood. I spread those gams wider looking at the absolutely criminal mess I'd made of her torso and belly.
"Okay papi you win; I can't take no more baby." Isabella tapped the outside of my bicep submitting in a gurly surrender with a mouth full of cum.
"Are you sure?" I was joking earning a more insistent tapping as she opened her watery eyes looking at me punch drunk from our epic hookup.
Isabella audibly swallowed my load then left her tiny mouth open showing me it was empty.
"I'm done."
I noticed some movement out the corner of my right eye looking over towards the edge of living room.
Rashida, Shawnee, and Koa were standing there watching bug eyed.
"Hi guys; how was the tournament?"
We were busted, but besides my sore throbbing tumescence, I felt oddly energized looking down at Isabella's face. She looked like she's been down five miles of bad road with her once lush locks resembling a ratty birds nest framing her defiled exotic beauty. Koa was burning a hole in his wife's face then mine as she weaky waved then snickered turning her face towards the opposite window facepalming.
Rashida's brow was furrowed and Shawnee...held up an overly large love cup trophy.
"AGAIN?!!" Rashida yelled referencing my recent conquests Takisha and Sydney Syd as I flopped out atop Isabella hiding my face snickering at my sexual reversal of fortune.
*********************************************************************************************
To say things were awkward after that would be a gross understatement but I took another shower walking by everyone in my birthday suit while Koa was left to scoop up his wife. He had the unenviable task of plopping her down in Shawnee's specialized tub for what damn near amounted to a veterinarian styled cleanup job using the detachable shower head. There was a lot of heated talk coming from behind the locked door leaving me with the impression that I was supposed to get a "Happy Meal" version of casual sex instead of a gourmet five course meal.
I found this hilarious listening to the swingers converse in Spanish and his native language which sounded Samoan or Māori in nature. This was notably humorous considering all of the grandstanding and low key shading Koa engaged towards me the night prior right before I found him and his old lady screwing Rashida. Listening to the one sided exchange validated the guy's jock attitude towards a rival he viewed as a minimal threat. I was so exuberant and energized by the revelation, I didn't bother to close the door. Shawnee peeked in a few times.



Rashida walked in and sat down on the toilet watching. She didn't look pleased sort of half looking away outside the door.
"Almost four hours." She broke the silence between us first.
"Yeah?"
"It was real crowded and I was on my grind, Shawnee too; I don't know what Koa was doing but by the time we realized you weren't around, it was almost over. So, I just boosted for our girl and she cleaned up big time. I thought you'd at least show up for us."
"Oh, it's us now, right?"
"Look, about last night..."
"Save it, you wanted me to be cool with your man and I'm good. Did he tell you it was his idea to send his woman in here? Isabella said she was here to give me a pity fuck; well, she called it uh, a get back. Apparently he said I was being performative this morning, but I told home boy that I was cool with everything. Do you think he bought it?"
"Look I've been seeing..."
"I don't want to know; it's not my business Rashida. I manage Thunda, in case you forgot, or are you firing me?"
"NO!!" Rashida blurted out starting to break up because of the static expression on my face.
"Can you give me some space; I'm washing my fucking dick and tell Shawnee if she's got any smoke for me to bring her big ass in here next."
Rashida ran out of the small bathroom sobbing. The loud slamming of the bedroom door followed, then another inside Shawnee's private sanctum accompanied by the clicking sound of the automatic lock. I stared after her washing my junk as Shawnee mustered up the courage to stick her head in the door blinking profusely.
"Hey if we're going a hundred rounds of Irish boxing, at least let me put some draws on before you hit me with that bum's rush again." Half of her appeared in the door frame which was enough to obscure the hallway behind her easily.
There was a somber look on her face as she looked back over her shoulder then came inside with me. Shawnee drew back the clear shower curtain leaning in under the spray kissing me on the lips for a moment.
"I hope you saved me some of this." My junk was in her right fist which should have scared me to death.
"Wanna come in?" I offered getting an easy smile as she looked in the direction Rashida had run.
"Later."
Shawnee left pulling the door up behind her leaving me alone with my thoughts as I considered Rashida's lethargic behavior right before we left for Miami. We'd spent the night together non-sexually but still nude cuddling wrapped in my blankets skin to skin. She seemed fine with everything after the fallout created in her life by my reckless sexual dalliances first with Takisha, then with radio personality and former rapper Sydney Syd. There was no way I bought her lackadaisical behavior after losing what she thought was a lucrative job in the limelight. It turned out that one of the remaining show hosts was paying her out of pocket, likely scheming on her panties.
I stepped out of the shower toweling off before wrapping it around my waist as I picked up my phone texting.
"Hey." I found Isabella waiting just outside the door leaning against the wall with phone in one hand, a slice of sourdough bread in the other. It was topped with cream cheese as I noticed an inviting smell coming from the kitchen. Shawnee was burning for me and carrying on a conversation with Koa likely trying to give her the hard sell.
"What's up, we happy?"
"Very, I'm viral and my phone and agency answering service are blowing up because of that stunt you pulled while I was on live. The audio alone has been lit on fucking Pornhub and a shitload of other sites, but you're still bigger than me online because you started with Sydney Syd. Some incel fuck already looped that second look clip of your dick in my mouth. My agent's pissed, but it's all good."
She looked crazed standing there in Koa's t-shirt which looked like a small dress on her body. I wasn't sure if she were wearing anything underneath. Isabella Perez still looked as if she'd been to hell and back as Koa's head appeared from around a corner visibly irritated.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING?!!"
"Talking business, mind yours." Isabella didn't miss a beat as he turned his attention towards me.
"HEY MAN CAN YOU PUT SOME CLOTHES ON?!!"
"Koa do you want me to call Maury Schimmel in the morning; he agrees with my publicist that a divorce angle would be great for my career."
Koa's head disappeared from sight.
"Isabella can I ask you for something?"
"If you put your number in my phone, I'll give you whatever you want and my husband can watch too, guaranteed." She held up the expensive phone in her palm. Her arm was bent at the elbow with a limp wristed posture as I tapped my digits into her phone. Isabella took a bite out of the sourdough, then pushed it into my face.
I took a bite enjoying the tantalizing taste as I got my prize in the form of a self-text from her phone.
In the end I was given permission to upload the tail end of our tryst from her phone onto my website. It was just a minute clip with no one's face in frame, just Isabella's luscious forty inches slathered with my spunk receiving more as I blew a copious load all over the buns making a mess. She promised to sign an NDA, but I'd already considered snatching it down after two days to give it enough time to be pirated. My site lit up like a Christmas tree making my walk through fire in Miami worth every motherfucking penny. My fortunes were secure and then some as Koa walked his wife out with a Tupperware full of Lasagna and some homemade sourdough garlic bread.
"I'll be in touch papi." Isabella snickered side eyeing me salaciously partially obscured by her husband's big muscular topless body.
"No you won't!" He growled pulling the front door up without looking me in the eye. It slammed, loud.
I found Shawnee in her kitchen making me a plate.
"Hey payaso, you gave that skank your number?" She was doling out a ladle of homemade sauce onto a healthy portion of vegan lasagna as I got behind her wrapping my arms around her narrow waist.
"I gave her the number to my burner phone; I usually leave that in my glove compartment or in my trunk." Her humongous cheeks felt incredible cradling my semi-erect member pressed into her cavernous butt crack. Shawnee was wearing some sheer nylon leggings from her costume earlier and Isabella's crop top hoodie. I wasn't asking about that shit as she reached back giving my cock a squeeze through the towel.
"This belongs to me for the rest of the weekend; and your girl came up off two racks and her fucking top." Shawnee explained making me chuckle and plant a few kisses on her chubby cheek.
"I've been pimped." She started giggling too as my hands slid under the hoodie cupping the undersides of her enhanced breasts. Her eyes fluttered as I rolled her nipples pushing against her butt.
"Eat." Shawnee moaned.
....TO BE CONTINUED.
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SEASON FINALE
"Hey." It was early in the morning, probably right after the crack of dawn and I awoke shaking the sleep from my eyes finding Shawnee draped across my left side. Her face was hovering right over me with the relaxed somewhat goofy smile I'd become used to all over again since our reacquaintance.
Shawnee was playing with my dick.
"What are we doing?" I asked casually with a yawn.
"You don't like it papi?"
"Didn't say that."
"So you like it right; like waking up to me jacking on your morning wood, eh papi?" She was casually sliding her soft palm from stem to stern making me harder.
"Yeah, feels good."
"That's what I'm saying baby; I was laying here beside you and I kinda thought to myself, "Self you need to give this nigga post nut clarity" to get the day started off right."
"Post nut clarity?"
"Kiss me papi." I obliged Shawnee to the fullest as she ramped up her actions going Indy 500 fast making me groan and whine into her mouth as we tongue dueled.
I got completely hard in moments drawing up the knee that wasn't trapped under her thick thigh letting that foot rest flat on her mattress. Shawnee was bottomless wearing nothing but this black baby tee crop top that left her belly exposed. My leg was actually trapped between both of hers completely immobilized as she jerked harder letting her fist slam into the base of my prick. Her head was pinning down my arm while the other one was pretty much useless. I'd have to reach across my own body only able to touch her bicep given our postures.
"UH, YOU'RE DOING IT...HARD! REALLY HARD!!"
"Yeah, so."
"I... UH, CAN'T LAST!! UG!! OH!! I'M GONNA CUM QUICK!!" I warned as she continued manically beating me off.
"So."
"HUH?!!" Shawnee added a flick of the wrist to her actions as precum flowed from the head of my penis making things slick.
"I don't care cum as much as you like baby." As if encouraged, Shawnee put her arm into it making me yelp and whine as I crested almost humping up into her hand. Only her weight kept me partially pinned to the mattress as several tremors erupted across my body.
"AW SHIT!! AW FUCK!!! FUG!! FUGGIT!! AW!! AW MAN BITCH!!" Shawnee leaned further across my body redoubling her grip on me as rope after rope of thick milky jizz erupted out of my crown soiling my abdomen and inner thighs. Shawnee was relentless never letting up making my eyes watery. Her chubby fist was a blur of motion as I did my best to twist out of her grasp blubbering gibberish splashing spittle everywhere. Through it all she kept looking between my face and her jacking fist.
Then it was over.
"Oh yeah that was a good nut, wasn't it papi?" She wagged my member splashing jizz all over my thighs with some of it flicked on my chest and one of her chubby chipmunk cheeks. Shawnee gasped in mock surprise releasing my tortured cock gingerly bringing her glazed over hand up into both of our fields of vision.
"Post nut clarity." I mumbled blissfully.
"Yup." Shawnee shocked me by licking her fingers clean finishing up with a loud gooey slurp.
Her hand returned to my package as she stared at my face waiting for a reaction. I could feel her playing with my balls, rubbing my taint. She abruptly broke off her perv with a chuckle shifting about on the bed until she was kneeling besides my abdomen. I could tell she was looking at me from head to toe but my eyes settled on the undersides of her enhanced tits visible from my vantage point under her crop top.
"My turn."
"HEY!"
Shawnee straddled me reverse cowgirl pushing her humongous derriere right into my face like the iceberg that hit the titanic. Everything went black as that massive donk became a living eclipse. My cranium was cradled by her cushiony thighs.
I would've gone into fight or flight mode but Shawnee shut that down as I felt the whole of my endowment engulfed between her lips as she made a meal of my shaft and balls. This activated me as I started giving as good as I got sucking on her clit like it was going out of style. My legs were drawn up as she planted her elbows on the mattress between them handling my package. Her fingers encircled under my balls while the other hand rhythmically jerked everything not in her mouth. Shawnee mixed things up throating me in intervals.
It felt so good that I wrapped my arms around her narrowed waist capturing my own wrist to lock her into this economy sized 69 position eating her like it was my last meal. Despite the danger of having this big buxom woman atop my body, I went at her with everything I had mewling and groaning into her holiest of holies. Shawnee went after me handling the back of my thighs in kind drawing my legs up until both feet were planted flat. I ended up screaming into her box while her head bobbed between my legs.
My hips just started bucking and popping into her mouth while my nails clawed into her immense ass cheeks partially out of survival the rest out of overt lust. This put me in unintentional danger as Shawnee responded in kind rolling and twerking her wide hips mashing her snatch into my face. In seconds both of us were mewling and making all kinds of weird noises as I considered what might be my last happy moments on the planet. I resigned myself to going out pleasuring this crazy Latin woman to the best of my ability.
Suddenly life giving air rushed into my lungs as Shawnee dismounted my face turning back around on her knees.
"Oh, mierda, nos volvimos locos allí por un maldito minuto, ¿eh papi?"
"English." I gasped struggling to breathe.
"Aw baby, I just wanna see your face while I'm sitting on it." Shawnee went to mount my head again grabbing the headboard as she began to swing one of her thick shapely gams over my torso.
"OH GAWD!!" I curled up into a ball rolling away from her in a fetal position faux trembling.
Shawnee grabbed at my shoulder laughing but I rolled onto the floor hanging close to the edge of the mattress. She was laughing like a banshee for a few minutes while I cowered on the floor, then things went silent prompting me to raise up peering over the edge of the mattress. Shawnee Thompson was gone leaving her bedroom door half open.
"Huh?" I climbed back onto the bed with my sweat pants in hand keeping an eye on the door, then slid on a t-shirt from the tournament bearing some fan's cartoonish drawing of Shawnee's gaming alter-ego, Hazzardess G. I was still feeling it all over from the tournament and Shawnee literally mauling me like a bear until the wee hours of the night.
"Oh well, in for a day."
I mumbled to myself scratching the back of my head getting up stretching walking over to the door thinking to join my host in her kitchen. I now knew firsthand what it felt like to be Andre 13.5 pre drama. This woman was nigh possessive to a fault with the men she was into and sleeping with. I wondered if I'd need a security detail to get out of town after she mentioned more than one time about keeping me as a "house" husband.
I peered out into the immediate corridor finding the door to Rashida's guest room shut. Part of me considered climbing into bed with her in order to get some more shut eye unmolested. I walked to the second security door opening it as quietly as I could but found myself thwarted by the chime. I cracked the door sticking my head into the corridor hearing some expected movement in the kitchen.
Just as I was looking down the shortened corridor the opposite door to the small utility restroom opened.
"What the..?"
Rashida Sikes was there with a knee on the toilet looking at me with a toothy grin. We exchanged glances as I noticed the sheer white floral demi brassiere covering her pert breasts. She was wearing a matching tiny floral lace thong which was little more than a ceremonial strip of cloth over her sex. I glanced down at the silver pumps on her feet and matching toenail polish. Shawnee was playing some music while she cooked. It was that song I'd heard on a number of Tik Tok videos, Goya Menor, Nektunez by this artist known as Ameno Amapiano.
"What, uh no?" I whispered across the hall when Rashida crooked a finger beckoning me over. She was fully made up looking like a whole snack, but I'd barely survived Shawnee's attempt to sit on my head.
Rashida turned her back to me mounting the toilet on her knees with her arms folded across its top in an open dare to deny her. From the back those certified sixty plus inches of online fame were beyond decadent and inviting with a tiny patch of sheer white floral material at the very top of her deep gluteal cleft. Her rich chocolate skin tone offset the stark white in perfect contrast as I realized she knew my habits way too much. To make things even more complicated and hard, Rashida did a single audibly loud twerk clapping those cheeks once.
I ran across the hall in to the bathroom with my cock already out impaling her with impunity.
Rashida glanced over her shoulder with a knowing smirk that made me want to put a bag over her head to avoid the embarrassment. My hands were handling her cinched waist right above the outward swell of her rounded hips as that donk bounced off my pelvis like a trampoline. This was "our thing" since the first time we hooked up and a moving tradition of "doing it" in bathrooms to commemorate the first time we hooked up in a former friend and mentor's home. That was an incredible day back then handling her badonkadunk booty for the first time.
My fingers dug into the demi cups freeing her pert enhanced boobs squeezing and playing with them rolling the nipples. Rashida's head rolled around on her shoulders as I thought of our general disconnect during the trip when she'd hooked up with Koa. Part of me started to feel like this was some sort of consolation fuck getting a little angry. She groaned excitedly when I pinched her nipples hard going harder creating these motion ripples across her big black ass. I wondered if I should pull out and finish my morning tryst with Shawnee instead.
"Kiss me daddy." Rashida managed a half turn begging for a bit more intimacy. She managed to hook and arm around my neck bringing me closer to her waiting lips for a few seconds before straightening her stallion legs planting her heels flat. I hooked my fingers over her shoulders from the back long stroking her box with Shawnee's scent all over my face. The mind movie of Koa making passionate love to her returned interfering in our thing.
"I want to see your face." I grunted under my breath pulling out turning her around by the narrow waist. Rashida obliged me sitting down on the closed lid of the toilet allowing me to gather up her thick womanly legs hooking them over my shoulders. She surprised me reaching down pressing my crown against her backdoor.
"Nobody went in there but you since we've been hooking up after Renee." There was this fleeting look of concern on her face that brought pangs of guilt but she pulled me close intentionally impaling herself with my prick. We knew in that moment what was occurring. This was her attempt to reestablish our connection prior to the trip making me rueful and guilt ridden at the same time.
I buried my member to the hilt letting it sit there as I tried not to say anything just looking into her brown eyes.
"This is yours daddy and nobody else's." Rashida cupped a cheek as I began plowing her back door. She reacted facially squinting each time I thumped the back of her second hole with her mouth hanging open. I'd rolled her up feet in the air rodding her out thoroughly as the back of one of her heels tapped out an impromptu ditty on the bathroom door.
"You, uh don't have to say that Rashida." I grunted fucking her rear end slow and methodically as her hand found my nipples under the tee covering my chest.
"I was having some fun and I let you down."
"No you didn't."
"Well I'm just letting you know this ass is yours for as long as you want it daddy." My arms trapped her stallion legs between them while my hands covered her bared breasts. I appreciated what she was doing but resented her thinking she had to shore up my manhood. I knew Rashida had the best intentions but didn't want her to feel that way about us.
"HEY GIRL YOU DO KNOW THIS IS COMMUNITY DICK AROUND HERE, RIGHT?!!" My heart leapt into my throat at the sound of Shawnee's voice.
Shawnee was sitting on the bench across the hall watching us as she sipped from the same mug she'd originally made me a power drink when I first arrived. I got a wink and a twinkling fingers wave looking down at Rashida as my cock popped free of her huge derriere.
Several ropes of jizz shot out of my crown hitting her dead center in the face and chest with a lot pooling in her abdomen and navel. Both of us heard Shawnee laughing her ass off sitting there watching favoring the mug between both of her chubby hands.
Rashida flipped her the bird with a sarcastic look on her face.
"USTEDES PERRAS SE ENAMORAN O ALGO? RASHIDA, ¡¡¿SABES QUE AHORA ES MI POLLA, VERDAD?!!"
"ENGLISH!!" We yelled in unison at her.
"SPANISH!! ESTÚPIDOS HIJOS DE MADRE!!"
All of us were laughing in moments.
"Girl, you're all wrong; you ain't doing it right." Shawnee licked her teeth rolling her tongue around behind her lips watching both of us like a predator.
"ARE YOU SERIOUS; ARE YOU FOR REAL?!!" Rashida shot back as I stood there dumbfounded while our host got to her feet with a cherubic smile that made her aforementioned chipmunk cheeks puff outward a bit.
"Yeah girlfriend, don't you know there's rules to this "Ass Game" eh maldito chocolate negro?" Shawnee's eyes squinted a little as she leaned into the door first looking deep into my eyes, then down at Rashida laying there with her business on display.
"There are?" This was news to me and Rashida, both caught off kilter by her smooth delivery and the hand offered palm upward.
"Yeah homie; come up out of there hon." Shawnee effortlessly pulled Rashida to her feet caring little that she'd just watched me go ham in her ass. She no-looked tugged on Rashida's hand pulling her to the side with one hand while reaching inside the room onto a short shelf that I hadn't noticed before containing a box of baby wipes.
She ripped the plastic wrapping off the container noticeably tossing it over her shoulder in Rashida's direction before pulling out several wipes which she applied to my semi-deflated member. I'd like to say she wiped and cleaned my business but it felt like more of an enhanced hand job as she stroked me to full hardness with little to no effort.
"You think you're funny, don't you?" Rashida stood there with a hand on her hip forgetting her own soiled countenance until Shawnee tossed her the box of wipes in an underhanded manner akin to pitching a softball.
"Watch and learn baby." Shawnee gingerly took my hand lightly directing me out into the narrow corridor before mounting the toilet with her arms folded on top of it. She laid her head down on top of them sighing breezily.
The toilet disappeared from sight leaving only the view of her massive heart shaped derriere. Those light cinnamon shaded buns got me fully at attention right before Rashida's eyes as she cleaned herself using the wipes.
"FUCK YOU SHAWNEE!!"
"Don't cry baby they say in some circles; when the student is ready, the teacher will appear Chica; in your case, the master has arrived baby."
"EXCUSE YOU?!! CAN I GET THE MIC?!!" Rashida perked up despite being caught in an embarrassing position propped up on the toilet with her holiest of holies bare to the world. She cut in between us snapping her fingers in front of my face at point blank range until I looked at her. She took my hand leading me to the bench across the hall.
Rashida adjusted herself staring at me with furrowed brow daring me to look away. I knew Shawnee was watching without looking back as my running buddy, muse and usual friends with benefits mounted the bench with both knees tight together. Thunda as she was known online, popped out her own staggering sixty plus inches of online fame with that floral thong perfectly placed. We worked together all the time, so Rashida had an unfair advantage. She gave it a loud "thunderous" series of claps harkening to her online alter-ego.
Shawnee just laughed playfully getting our attention.
The ASS formerly known as Ms. WTF planted her feet on either side of her toilet perch bent over at a ninety degree angle presenting her still as yet, unmeasured monster for well, my viewing pleasure.
Shawnee fired back with her own patented "Slow Motion" bionic twerk which sounded especially loud this morning. There was just no getting over the look of those massive cheeks and the odd way in which they swung away from each other doing a rotation revealing her openings before smashing wetly audible into one another.
Rashida was not pleased.
"OH, SO WHAT YOU'RE SAYING IS THAT YOU REALLY WANNA DO THIS, HUH BITCH?!!" She shouted with one knee on the bench as Shawnee looked over her shoulder, still smiling like Rashida was a light weight.
I should've been alarmed when the former Ms. WTF took her sweet time standing up stepping backwards out of the bathroom while Rashida took three measured steps forward with the meanest mug I'd ever seen on her face. Shawnee slowly turned around bumping chests with her on again off again rival since they'd met. Obviously her enhanced bust dwarfed and obscured Rashida's own engineered pert offerings. Despite being just a bit taller, Rashida leaned forward pressing her forehead against Shawnee's teeth gritted.
...I should've been alarmed.
"Oh my gawd." My eyes lit up like it was Christmas morning. I started giggling like a schoolgirl drawing their attention collectively.
"WHAT?!!" They shouted at my mad scientist like cackling visibly worried as I rubbed my hands together looking between them.
"THE GREATEST SHOOT OF ALL TIME!!!"
Infectious creative energy was crackling all over my person as I ran to my battered suitcase pulling on the handle which promptly snapped free making me stumble. I looked at the detached handle, then at the deep cracks in the hard-shell exterior of my tote. My dirt and sand encrusted handbag had fallen onto the floor when I snatched at the handle. My heart started thumping as I retrieved my bag from the floor with all the care you'd assign to a newborn. My eyes went to the women standing there watching then settled on Shawnee who covered her mouth.
"You didn't." Rashida side eyed Shawnee who looked at her feet unable to speak for a second or two.
"I was mad; he was talking shit on the intercom." She mumbled.
"Shawnee, you smashed up his stuff? Damn, do you know how foul that is bitch? You couldn't have let him get it back and leave, huh? I'm sure he just wanted his property back, but you couldn't help yourself, could you?"
"I was mad."
"So that makes it okay right; especially after you were shredding him all night at that fucking party?"
"I wasn't thinking; I just saw him there standing way down the steps from the front of the building like he thought I was gonna bust a cap in his ass. It made me mad so I tossed his shit. It just ended up at the front of the stairs. I was trying to throw it down those fucking steps because he acted scared. You didn't care; you was fucking Koa, hoe."
"Hoe?"
"Did I stutter?"
Shawnee's baby face and those particular chubby cheeks of hers were puffing up while her eyes looked smaller then went wide watering up. Her fists balled up slowly into the hams that nearly destroyed my face on the beach a night ago. Rashida's grimace went nuclear shoulder visibly stiffening up as I read the play. My months long wing woman and diminished FWB would undoubtedly hit her patented "Two-Hitter Quitter" in the form of dual clubbing blows one to the back of the head first while the second would be a loaded right hand into Shawnee's nose.



...but Shawnee wouldn't blink or miss a step as she would not hesitate to hit her own "Extinction Event" sucker punch and wrestle her larger rival to the floor to be bloodily throttled and pummeled into the upper room.
"HEY IT'S COOL WE WORKED IT OUT!!" I stepped in-between them wrapping an arm around Shawnee's shoulders giving her a peck on one chubby cheek as a sign of good faith. The uber thick Puerto Rican dabbed at an errant tear running from her eye as I faced Rashida.
"You're cool with her busting up your shit; our fucking livelihood?"
"It's probably not that bad and things can be replaced; I stockpiled everything online and I keep a shitload of portable hard drives. It's not that bad, we can work it out." Shawnee was already flushing crimson from head to shoulders signaling a meltdown. I cupped her chin from the other side planting another kiss on the side of her temple this time.
"I'M SORRY!"
"Chill, okay? Maybe we can make a run for a new laptop; thanks to Isabella and Koa, I've definitely got the funds." I worked at being upbeat while Rashida didn't look convinced still glaring at Shawnee who turned into my chest hiding her face. I wasn't fooled in the least by either woman. "Thunda" was trying to get back into my good graces while Shawnee almost transparently played the damsel in distress. I peppered her forehead with kisses reaching over massaging Rashida's bicep.
"That still fucked up." Ms. Sikes wasn't going to be easy.
"Hey guys, both of you rock iPhones right?"
"Yeah why?" Rashida replied with a raised brow and sarcastic expression while Shawnee looked up into my face curious but still playing the role.
"Shawnee, do you have a ring light?"
"I've got a closet full of them; you can have as many as you want; I don't really use them anymore." I smiled doing my best to lighten the mood as Rashida inched closer still side eyeing Shawnee.
"What's on your mind daddy?" My eyes blinked at the sullied nickname she'd shared with Koa. My facial response made Rashida look away while Shawnee took the opportunity to wrap an arm around my waist.
"Old school, maybe both of you could uh, do a shower video for me while I audit my stuff?"
"No problem." Rashida caught herself before she could utter that hand me down nickname.
"Uhm, I retired." Shawnee admitted voice trailing off.
"Ah, don't worry about it then, its all good." Rashida scoffed looking pissed at my acceptance.
"YOU BROKE HIS SHIT AND YOU AIN'T GONNA HELP HIM OUT?!! DAMN YOU'RE FOUL!!"
"Look it's not like that; I worked hard to change myself. I'm not about that shit life anymore and I've got enough saved up to probably never have to do something strange for some change ever again! I'm gonna be finishing up school pretty soon and I'm putting all this behind me. Tell me you didn't feel the same way before shit went sideways on your radio job?!"
"How'd you get this place, huh bitch; wanna enlighten us?"
"You didn't miss me after you went back home carrying Renee's bags! I just, couldn't so I used what I had to get, all of this! You wanna walk in my fucking shoes? You wanna crawl on your hands and knees while everyone slaps that big black ass of yours, huh? Papi knows how it goes, he sent me a fucking dollar!! That's when I knew I had to make a change...and maybe it wasn't perfect, but this right here is me, all me Rashida!! How're you gonna throw shit on my fucking name bitch? Tell me what its like when you want the same fucking thing with your boyfriend...!!"
"THAT'S ENOUGH!!" Rashida shouted at the top of her lungs killing the argument.
I was at a loss for words literally holding the bag.
Both women, hard friends glared at one another in a silent test of wills which Rashida lost bumping me as she walked into the living room facing out of the window. Seconds later, Shawnee went into her bedroom leaving me between them. I took the middle road walking into the kitchen planting my bag on the island counter top ignoring the crushed sounds coming from inside. I sat there staring at it mulling I might find inside glancing over at Rashida.
Even facing away I could tell that she needed some comfort, but I didn't move. Shawnee's bedroom door chimed.
"Here you go papi; just find a good one for her to use and I included some extension cords too." A pile of discarded equipment it the top of the counter at my right side tossed from a few feet away.
"Thanks-WHAT IS THAT ON YOUR FACE?!!"
Shawnee was wearing a classic domino mask with everything shaded inside the eyeholes with makeup. It was jarring at first as Rashida looked back over her shoulder surprised as well.
Shawnee was otherwise nude hard tan lines enhancing her ridiculous proportions as she glanced across the room at Rashida, then back at me.
"The bitch is right; besides, I owe you one last big hurrah papi. You make me look good, better than your pet donkey over there."
"Lipstick on a motherfucking cow, you know the rest!" Rashida shot back.
"It's a pig; lipstick on a fucking pig tonta!!" Shawnee shouted with her latent accent bubbling to the top.
"If you say so bacon, oink." Rashida burned Shawnee.
"¡Hijo de puta voy a tener que matar este tocino crocante! ¡¡¿Shawnee Thompson va a tener que estrangular a una perra?!! ¡¡¿Estoy a punto de pisotear a ese gran culo negro y gordo de Rashida?!!"
"I don't talk that Spanish shit, but I know when somebody want their grill busted up!"
"Space and opportunity, right here baby!! WHAT YOU WAITING FOR?!!" Shawnee motioned at the floor in front of her then spread her arms wide inviting carnage.
"HEY CUT THAT SHIT OUT!!" I yelled futilely as both women charged into one another thumping chests again.
They hugged.
It was a deep hug as I watched them detecting some whispering between both of these egocentric females that some would misinterpret as being "proud" and unyielding. I'd been ready to run between the women but found that things resolved themselves as I glanced inside my bag walking to the other side of the island counter pulling out my two portable hard drives which remained essentially undamaged. One of my cameras was scuffed up but still otherwise serviceable. I slowly removed my laptop finding it jacked up.
"Bitch." I mumbled under my breath. The exterior was warped and it made this cracked glass sound giving me some trouble opening it. There was an crater in the middle of the darkened screen made when Shawnee tossed it down the stairs in front of her building.
I sat down behind the counter resting my chin on my fist glaring at my chipmunk cheeked host.
"What are you guys doing?" Shawnee was in the process of stripping off Rashida's lingerie; both stopped looking at me.
"You wanted us to do some shower stuff, right?"
"Laptop's trashed; gawd hates me again." I was bummed as Rashida walked over looking at the blasted out laptop while Shawnee hesitated.
Both of us glared at her as she looked at her feet standing there in her birthday suit wearing that domino mask looking like a criminal or a gender bent sexualized Hamburglar. She folded her arms over her bust thinking, then looked at us with that chubby faced smile again.
"You think this shit is funny?" Rashida questioned a shade less aggressive with a hand in the middle of my back.
"Hold that thought." Shawnee disappeared into her bed room again leaving us alone for a few moments. I looked over at Rashida who seemed anxious, still mulling over our issues for the last few days.
"I'll get you a brand new computer; and we uh, can shoot some stuff today with my phone. Uhm, I think it's made for that kind of stuff anyway, right boss?" I did a doubletake at her new pet name and her playing dumb about her own phone after all of the footage we'd shot together. Rashida Sikes was the face of my site and one other along with her seldom used cam page which was pirated to hell as of late.
"Yeah sure."
"Want me to call around, find some stores close by to get you a new laptop?"
Before she could answer Shawnee reappeared with two boxes setting them down on the counter in front of me with a self-satisfied smile on her juvenile face. I looked at Rashida who shrugged then went to open the top box only to have Shawnee slap her hand away.
"Watch them fingers." Shawnee warned moderately playful inching the box in my direction with her pointer finger.
I opened it finding a brand new MacBook Pro laptop factory new doing a doubletake at the troublesome Latina who'd terrorized me for half of the weekend before we hashed things out in visceral fashion. She moved the box finding some pullback from me in a light tug of war until she motioned towards the second box. Rashida looked ambivalent at being one upped by her rival as Shawnee took away another opportunity for her to connect with me.
"You've had this all this time?" I found a Dell laptop in pristine condition. The box was unsealed beforehand.
"Uh, I don't want to incriminate myself."
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" Rashida piped up.
"Ah, this rapper who shall go unnamed had this bright idea that I should go into adult movies because of my CULO GIGANTE; wanted to be my manager, my costar, and my fucking el marido too. He was starting to get on my fucking nerves with that shit, but the money...was good. He got uh, shot."
"Did you, shoot anything?" I was curious making her chuckle.
"HEY MAN, I'M YOURS EXCLUSIVELY!! Besides... Ese drogadicto cabeza de base estaba demasiado ocupado golpeándolo por la espalda para filmar algo." Shawnee slipped into Spanish whenever there was something she was uncomfortable talking about.
"Whatever, so you want us to do the shower thing, or what?" Rashida cut in sort of leaning across the counter making her sixty plus inches of online fame pop out further. The fleeting thought of my casualness with two naked women in front of me brought a half smile to my face.
"We're doing it ladies; all of it, all day today."
"Yeah?" Shawnee sidled up to my opposite side low key shooting Rashida a look. It was odd having both of them completely invested in me after the tumultuous start of this weekend.
"Just think of it as that epic shoot we never did; that was the only time I never delivered on my website."
"Didn't that site get stolen from you?" Shawnee asked absentmindedly.
"SHUT UP!!" Rashida growled nonverbally reminding her rival of their part in grifting me. I didn't say anything letting the atmosphere linger not looking at either woman. Both of my hands found the closest buttock of each palming handfuls luxuriating in the warmth of each.
I got a kiss from each on either side of the face before they snapped up cords and a ring light apiece. Shawnee and Rashida stopped right in front of the bedroom door and the tiny utilitarian bathroom I'd been using. Both women did the rock paper scissors motion with Shawnee ending up in the tiny bathroom while Rashida won her custom model.
I helped both finding that their respective room suited them best for my purposes. Shawnee's still humongous derriere looked pretty much its former size shot in her tiny shower from a low camera angle. Rashida similarly stood out due to her rich chocolate complexion shot from a good three feet away which put her diamond cut gym body and online sixty plus inches of fame to optimal use for my purposes. She tried to entice me into the shower with her, but only succeeded in some semi-committed groping before I returned to the island counter.
It was meticulous work getting a ton of unsaved files from my smashed computer multitasking after logging into Rashida's cam site setting up for the shoot I'd wanted since meeting both of my current muses. Shawnee wanted to go out with a bang and I aimed to oblige still assessing her threat level after experiencing her malevolence on a whole other level. It was odd watching the women interact knowing they'd nearly murdered one another at that initial first meeting.
My slightly damaged burner phone started ringing as I connected one of my portable hard drives searching the myriad files until I came upon the earliest files containing both. It was Isabella's number wanting Facetime.
"Hello, oh hey guys, what's up?"
I was treated to a way too up close and personal view of Isabella and Koa in bed having relations. Both of them were laying on their sides with Koa behind his wife. His muscular arm was hooked behind her left knee raising it high in the air pointed at the ceiling. His horse cock was reaming out the wife visibly coated in her juices. Koa was squealing and grunting, actually making these embarrassing whining sounds while his wife stared at me silently grinning showing her pearly whites. We both knew this was Koa's "Get Back" fuck after I ran through his old lady a day prior.
Isabella held up a finger glancing out the corner of her eye as he worked her box one leg trembling profusely.
"AW BABY YOU'RE INCREDIBLE!! YOUR PUSSY IS SO FUCKING WET!!" She rolled her fierce looking eyes looking salaciously at me obviously holding the phone on a selfie stick. The nonverbal cues were all over the place as she licked her bottom lip then bit into it.
"Yeah so what, could you hurry it up; my leg is starting to cramp?" Isabella went so far as to make this faux valley girl accent as she basically ignored her hard working husband.
"BABY YOU'RE SO TIGHT!! I'M GONNA-!!!" He went into overdrive pumping harder while his wife looked bored silently yawning before covertly waving at me with her free hand.
"Cum or get out." She ordered.
"AW BABY!! YOU FEEL SO GOOD!! AW SHIT BABY!! YOU'RE SO FUCKING SEXY!!" He went into overdrive slamming the bottom out of her box making her voice falter. There was no doubt some invisible timer was going off in their collective heads as his third leg plopped out spewing a few spurts of semen all over her peach.
"Was it good for you Koa?" Isabella asked rolling her eyes almost scoffing. He was handling himself at the base wearily jerking his depleted member.
"It's better every time; you're so sexy and incredible in bed." There was a half smirk on her face as she glanced at me making a jerking off gesture with her free hand.
"I know." She replied in patronizing fashion as I chuckled. Koa's head appeared over her shoulder looking at me with this manufactured breezy expression.
"OH HEY MAN, DIDN'T SEE YOU THERE!! MUST HAVE UH, CALLED YOU BY ACCIDENT!!" He was solely drenched in sweat while his wife, wasn't.
"Sure."
Isabella burst into laughter making the selfie stick shake and dip down slightly showing the floor of their bedroom as Koa reacted like a dim bulb.
"What baby?"
"Geez, I'm holding a selfie stick you moron."
"So what, people make mistakes and call uh, people like that sometimes, it happens." He explained ruefully sounding like a noob. She was laughing her ass off as my view skewed towards the ruffled sheets on their bed.
"Okay, so I can go over there, right?"
"NO!!" The call ended abruptly as I considered things in a different light. Koa was pure eye candy for women and nothing more, even to his supposed trophy wife. Obviously I had it wrong now seeing him as the lesser of the duo, the trophy husband to a vastly successful model and influencer.
"Hey, what are you doing out here; watching porn already?" Shawnee appeared with a towel covering her front with everything else hanging out of the sides, a testament to her hyper-zaftig frame.
"Koa and Isabella called."
"You ain't going over there because your dance card is fucking full and if that puta shows her face around here, she better have my paper."
"Pimping me already?" Shawnee smiled mischievously glancing back at her still closed bedroom door before sauntering up to me dropping her towel.
"Bitches gotta pay the cost to be the boss; this is mine." She reached down into my sweats grabbing my manhood quickly glancing over her shoulder before bending over framing my endowment with both puffy hands. Shawnee bent over engulfing me with a loud audible slurp. I was about to say something but her top felt way too good as the chime sounded on her bedroom door interrupting us.
Shawnee quickly stood up forgetting her towel as Rashida appeared.
"Yall fucking, ain't you?"
"Wanna watch?" Shawnee replied already passive aggressive.
"No, I just wanna ask you how my ass tastes bitch." Rashida rolled right through the insult hitting harder with one of her own reminding Shawnee that I'd hit the backdoor already this morning.
"It tastes like chicken." Shawnee shot back shocking both of us.
We all started laughing as Rashida walked around the corner finding her rival's hand wrapped around my cock. She raised a brow dropping her towel to the kitchen floor revealing her own dueling nudity. She leaned in kissing me on the lips slipping some tongue into my mouth. My hand came down in an especially loud slap cupping her own huge butt right up the center. Rashida gasped into my mouth as Shawnee bent over again topping me off.
A loud knock at the door interrupted us thankfully distracting me.
"DID YOU CALL THAT ISABELLA BITCH?!!" Shawnee flipped standing up with a snarl. The fact that her hand was wrapped around my business was not lost on me.
"NO!" I parried her hand away from my junk as the knocking continued.
"YOU CALLED KOA-UHM, ISABELLA NEGRO?!!" Rashida leaned in right in front of my face obscuring my view of Shawnee. I ignored the obvious Freudian slip outwardly watching her visually cringe looking nervous like I was some husband walking in on her.
"No, they just wanted me to watch them get it in on Facetime."
"EW!!"Both reacted in tandem making me facepalm as the knocking continued.
"Whoever out there is about to catch these hands." Shawnee stalked off towards her front door while Rashida acted apprehensive taking a position behind me with her hands on my shoulders.
"PUT SOME GODDAMN CLOTHES ON!" I shouted after Shawnee.
"Papi, I got a nest cam on my shit, chill the fuck out." Despite my warning, She opened her bedroom door dipping inside for a minute returning in a robe staring at her phone as Rashida pressed into me from behind.
I didn't say anything at all as I heard Shawnee reappear chuckling to herself opening the door out of view.
"HEY KYLE, WHAT'RE YOU DOING HERE?!!"
"My stash, you told me to pop up around nine because you were gonna be busy; did you forget?"
"Aw shit baby I'm sorry about that; you didn't call Nova, did you?"
"It's not that serious, you got it?"
"Yeah hold up bruh, be right back." I inched toward the end of the wall peering out into the corridor with a nude Rashida still at my back. Shawnee was pressed into the door obscuring her acquaintance.
"I can't come in?"
"You wanna pay the toll?"
"Would you really kick me in the balls?" Shawnee snickered at the question her posture more relaxed. Rashida peered over my shoulder curious.
"Man, I was just messing with you about that shit; what would Hazardess G be without her hype man?"
"So can I come inside? My mom went to her store and I don't want her to catch me out here. She's still mad about us smoking up her weed, but mostly at you because she thinks we're doing it."
"And you like that shit, don't fuck with me Estúpido; you were hawking the buns just like your friends last time I came over for game night, don't front."
"Don't remind me, Dave is still coming over damn near every day hoping to see you." Shawnee chortled relaxing even more.
"Man I got shit going on in here and bitches be naked, know what I'm saying?"
"I wish."
"Don't say I never gave you anything Kyle." Shawnee turned raising her robe gathered in her fists giving him a good look at her ridiculous cheeks for a mini-second, then went into her bedroom giving us a look at her friend.
"OH, NARUTO GUY!!" I recognized the cosplayer from that party from hell poking my head out in plain view along with Rashida hovering with her chin over my right shoulder.



"Hey, glad to see, you're uh, okay." I recalled him being there as a witness to my degradation especially right before I stupidly downed a baggie of specialized gummies." Kyle waved at us holding the door open still in the outside corridor.
"HEY KYLE!!" Rashida dipped out further than before familiar with this dude inadvertently revealing one of her pert enhanced breasts.
He zeroed in on it making her look down and cup it before I swatted her back out of view. This goofy looking fellow audibly gulped.
"Oh, so you guys were uhm, having a thing?"
"I take the fifth." I answered getting a loud slap on the back from Rashida. I shot her a look getting one in return as he spoke up again.
"Uhm, Thunda; well uh... miss I uh." The look on his face told me this guy was a noob as much as I'd been before happening upon my current lifestyle in serendipitous fashion.
"YEAH, SPIT IT OUT!" Rashida shouted out of his immediate view as Kyle stuck his head inside leaving the rest of his body outside.
"Well uh, I was wondering if I could get a selfie with you; nobody believes I talked to you at that party the other day. Everybody on my discord is calling me out for clout chasing."
"I'm kind of naked here Kyle."
"Sorry."
"AW COME ON THUNDA, WHY DON'T YOU HELP HIM OUT?!!" I chided loudly getting a rough shove then responding by grabbing and pinching a handful of her huge back porch. Rashida pinched my prick making me double over bumping my head on the wall as she wagged a finger in front of my face.
"It's okay, you guys are, obviously busy." A light bulb popped in over my head.
"KYLE, YOU'RE A FAN?!" I shouted chuckling as she shook my bicep wanting me to shut up. Rashida experienced objectification so much that her laconic reaction was automatic unless said unwanted attention was overt. Few people knew her actual body count was lower than one might think given her body of online "work".
"It's the only reason me and my friends were watching the Sly and Sydney show; don't get me wrong miss but you and Ken are funny as hell. People are already making compilation videos on YouTube of all the times you shoot him and those other guests down."
"Really?"
"Oh yeah I watch those on the regular and so do a lot of my friends; you haven't been on there the last few days. Are you, on vacation?"
"Uh I guess you could say that." Rashida replied unevenly retrieving her towel from the kitchen floor. There was a crestfallen look on her face that I wanted to get rid of the moment it started to form.
"Well, I'll be waiting for you to get back on there because it kind of sucks without you there; Ken looks like he misses you too and his guests have been trash. They had the station manager on there trying to fill your spot but he got the ME TOO treatment; is any of that stuff true about him messing with Sly's wife Sydney?"
"I can't talk about that sorry." Rashida sounded somber thinking about her lost career.
"Signed an NDA, huh?"
"Yeah, can't speak on it more than that Kyle, sorry." Rashida was definitely feeling it wrapping the towel about her person. Her huge donk had other ideas rebelling against the lack of material in spectacular fashion.
"You know what an NDA is Kyle?"
"Of course I do; that's a form most IG models sign before getting "Flewed out" to meet athletes, rappers, and rich people. Uhm, I'm not saying Thunda did that or anything; uh, you asked sir."
Rashida leaned against the wall at my left out of his view with the towel pressed against her chest under her palm. She was starting to get the feels again as I pushed ahead with an idea.
"No problem my man; hey would you sign an NDA?" I stepped out into the corridor with a hand still behind the wall in custody of Rashida's bicep. She immediately shot me a worried look recognizing the creative storm forming on my face.
"Uh for what?" I disappeared behind the wall again.
I pointed towards the corridor wanting her to walk out there but she shook her head in the negative brow furrowed. This occurred two more times with her getting more insistent about not wanting to appear in the corridor as my finger got closer and closer to her face with us both in a test of wills. Rashida's mean mug didn't worry me at all after having a literal rumble on the beach with Shawnee which ended with me fucking her into oblivion.
"HELLO?! ANYBODY THERE?!!" My pointer finger booped Rashida's nose ever so lightly as I made my point clear by grabbing a handful of the towel in front of her body.
She growled flashing her teeth but I sidled into her mashing her against the wall finger ready to boop again if necessary. Her face dropped at the last second registering her acquiescence.
"Hello, uh anybody there?" HEY UH-OMFG!! OMFG!! WOW!!"
Rashida walked out into the corridor with the towel covering her front at the bare minimum. Her hips and long powerful stallion legs were on full display as Kyle predictably flipped balls. There was nowhere for Rashida to go besides the tiny bathroom or into Shawnee's bedroom which would require her to get within Kyle's reach. Rashida simply waved with a nervous smile as he continued tripping out on her appearance.
"OH MY GAWD YOU ARE SO BEAUTIFUL, A GODDESS!! ONE OF THOSE BLACK QUEENS!! HOLY SHIT I AM SO UNDENIABLY WHELMED!!" I doubled over cracking up with a hand covering my mouth knowing what I was doing the whole time.
"Eh, thank you Kyle; would you mind turning around?" She towered over this guy who was sleight of frame carefully handling the doorhandle to Shawnee's bedroom. I doubted he even noticed her meek nature flushing crimson himself looking utterly blown away as I popped out.
Before I could say anything Shawnee opened the door from her side inadvertently yanking Rashida forward giving him a partial view of her profile and just how big those sixty plus inches of online fame really were. She was wearing a peach colored spaghetti string tank and some cherry red spandex booty shorts with the Kit Kat logo emblazoned across her monstrous butt.
Shawnee exchanged looks with Rashida.
It lasted a second as our baby faced Boricua took stock of the situation in a second. Rashida's eyes went wide knowing what was coming.
"¡Oye, quítate esa mierda y ponlas en el cristal! ¡Muéstrale a mi chico ese gran culo de burro tuyo, perra!"
"FUCKING BITCH!!"
Shawnee snatched the towel away with a whipping flick of her wrist making Rashida nude. We were laughing hard as Rashida threw a haymaker into Shawnee's bicep running into the bedroom with a loud masculine sounding whimper. Nothing was taken personal as my Latina host draped the towel over her shoulder while Kyle tried to peer into the open bedroom door after Rashida even standing up on the tip of his Van sneakers until the door was pulled up with a loud thud. Shawnee was holding a white plastic bag.
"Alright you got a thrill, happy now blue balls? Here's your shit, and I put a baggie of weed in there for your mom so tell her to stop mad dogging me when we see each other at the farmer's market. Twenty eight grams equals no more drama and I want the good shit when I buy there too motherfucker." Shawnee shoved the plastic bag roughly into Kyle's sternum shoving the hapless guy into the corridor with enough force to make him nearly fall over. She slammed the door in his face loud enough to get a stinging echo.
"Hey now, no need to be rude young lady." I draped an arm over Shawnee's shoulder opening the door again.
Kyle was already a few feet from the door sulking off with the baggie.
"HEY KYLE, A MOMENT PLEASE!" I called after him.
"Yeah?" He turned around looking at us with a hangdog face that read goober envy all over it as I waved him back.
"Is your Discord server popular; I mean, do you have a lot of subscribers?"
"Just over 250K, why?"
I smiled narrowing my eyes looking from his face to Shawnee who started to flush blinking profusely then looked back at her closed bedroom door going into a full grin.
"Hey payaso, no." Shawnee's shoulders hunched as she backed away from the door wearing that domino mask but I was gonna be the fucking Hamburglar this time shifting my gaze back to Kyle.
"How about a trade?"
"Huh?"
"I'll give you another 250K in subscribers and a thrill; but are your followers REALLY dragging you for clout chasing? Enquiring minds want to know home boy."
"I've been getting it since yesterday and some bums even made a few You Tube videos already calling me out for using the tournament to meet girls. I was thinking about taking a break until it cools off."
"You don't wanna do that kid; how old are you by the way?"
"Twenty seven." I did a doubletake at his age while Shawnee started to bite her nails knowing something was coming.
"Don't put my business out there payaso." She half whispered.
"I'd never do that, okay?" I planted a kiss on her temple giving her cheek a pinch.
"What's this all about?" Kyle interrupted intrigued.
"You, signing that NDA and then getting a substantial boost in subscribers and a once in a lifetime thrill my man."
"What will you get out of this?" He asked curious.
"A much needed boost, go get your laptop and get back here on the double. The window of opportunity is shrinking as we speak Kyle." I didn't wait for him to respond already opening Shawnee's bedroom door as she pushed the door up wringing her hands.
"Hey man you're not gonna put me on front street are you? I gotta lot of fans on Kyle's server and my own bruh. I'm sorry about busting up your shit okay; you're not gonna fuck me up with my fans are you? Come on baby we was having such a good time already, why fuck that shit up." Shawnee was panicking but I tapped the domino mask on her face with a plucky expression.
"It's not about you; I represent Thunda."
"Oh." Shawnee touched a hand to her chipmunk cheek. I looked at her youthful face wondering how I hadn't recognized her that first day despite the weight loss. I planted a hand in the small of her back pulling her into my body making out a little before letting my palm rest on the upper shelf like swell of her undisputed donk.
"Tell me you don't wanna make some more money too Shawnee; ain't you a gambling woman?" She chuckled cupping my package starting to flush in those chubby cheeks.
"Negro you ain't said a thang; ain't nothing to it but to do it."
"Alrighty then pack up those ring lights and put your phone on the kitchen counter so that I can harvest your footage, I'll get Rashida's phone myself."
"Are you sure that's all you're getting?"
"Keep it moving; and we're gonna talk about these shorts later." I delivered a slap to the wide side of her butt making it jiggle a little.
"Oye papi, no juegues; Voy a joder tu mierda más tarde." There was a dirty smile on her cherubic face.
"Get going." I let myself into her secure bedroom area walking directly to the guest room.
Rashida was standing in front of a full body mirror bottomless in the process of putting on an especially skimpy white scalloped demi bra. She knew how much I loved that particular style on her incredible proportions which contrasted with her mocha skin tone. I popped a tent affirming Rashida's sexual pedigree without word as she reached on an adjacent table picking up a makeup brush doing her face. The soft smell of powder and body oil assailed my nostrils as she glanced at my face. My running buddy and occasional FWB's brow furrowed on sight.
"NO!!"
"Come on trust me girl; have I ever let you down?"
"Is that a question you really wanna ask me after recent events?" She turned with one hand on a hip looking as if she were about to go on a diatribe.
"Okay have I ever not fixed something I fucked up?"
"Same response nigga; you got another radio job for me, huh? Is that what you're gonna give me; besides my dignity too?"
"Rashida?"
"You made me walk out there in front of that nerd so that you could get a laugh; didn't even care how embarrassed I was or shit. Now you're here with some kind of scheme right?"
"Right." I agreed tired of the back and forth.
Her brow raised as she stopped working on her face. I knew I had her hooked already when she dropped the brush making the begrudging grouch face I was well acquainted with. On some level I'm sure she was frustrated that she couldn't intimidate me anymore because of our history. I just stood there as she walked by me retrieving a matching floral lace panty from her bed. It was the kind that was low rise in the front a perfect thong in the back. She knew how to work me turning around slowly pulling the expensive thong up until it disappeared between the buns.
"What do I have to do?"
"Walk around out there behind that nerd so that his channel can get a boost and yours as well for a semi-live event.
"MOTHERFUCKER!!" Rashida grabbed a handful of my shirt raising her other fist to paste me one but I calmly used my pointer finger to lower said fist.
"Trust me."
Her features softened as the woman who'd been my shadow for the last few months up until recently studied my face.
"Get your hands off my ass." I was palming a luscious cheek. Rashida slowly let go of my shirt standing there adjusting it demonstrating an underlying maternal instinct as I decided to admit something more.
"Oh yeah, you're gonna clap those cheeks so lose the panties."
My feet followed my head as I was shoved onto the bed.
*********************************************************************************************
"No homo?"
"Man come on; I was about to have a threesome before you showed up."
"But you said we were gonna boost my discord server subscriptions; now you're asking me to take my pants off and let you blindfold me."
"Esos boxers también se están quitando; Espero que no tengas marcas de neumáticos en tu ropa interior, tonto."
"Shut up Shawnee."
We met Kyle stopping him just inside her front door making the hard sell as he stood there with a whole gaming engine under his arm looking befuddled at the "out there" request made by yours truly. Shawnee still wearing that domino mask found the proceedings rather hilarious when I explained what was intended not knowing that she would be doing the same exercise later. He looked ready to bolt, but I wasn't that easy knowing how to make the play.
"Well Kyle, no matter what you decide I can deliver if you follow my instructions to the letter, but as far as what I've asked; you're gonna have to trust me with this one bro. This is a "Once In A Lifetime" opportunity, something you can only see one time pure and anything else would be total bullshit. If you listen to me you're gonna be one smiling motherfucker and half way to a million subs if not more. Now isn't that opportunity worth taking off your pants and underwear and letting me blindfold you for what amounts to little more than a social experiment?"
"Once in a lifetime?" Kyle looked at Shawnee who was shaking her head in time with every syllable coming out of my mouth.
"Make your decision Kyle; but even if you don't want this golden opportunity outside of our immediate business offer for the afternoon, you're gonna be kicking yourself for the rest of your life bro."
"Is this guy for real?"
"If you don't trust him, you don't trust me Kyle; and we both know who your people are. Do you think I would call down that kind of smoke?"
"I guess not." He admitted sheepishly.
"Who are his people?"
"It's cool don't worry about it papi; I got it under control."
"That's not making me feel okay Shawnee."
"Shush, Kyle all you gotta do is nod your fucking head and sign on the dotted line." Shawnee was holding a tablet out presenting the tail end of what seemed to him a Faustian deal.
"Well, don't tell my mom about this." He took the tablet signing his name on the e-document NDA. Shawnee shot me a million dollar smile while I was suddenly reticent.
"Who's your people Kyle."
"My mom runs the farmers market and she'll cut Shawnee off if she finds out about this; she's kind of into arranged hookups really new age parenting stuff."
"You mean arranged marriage right?"
"No, in our house there's no marriage talk because that's just another level of control the government exercises to make coin off the average joe republic. Mom would lose it if I got hitched; probably ground me for a few years too."
"But you're in your mid-twenties."
"No matter how old I get she's still my mom." He offered handing Shawnee the tablet which in turn ended up in my hands from my too eager cohort.
"Lose the pantalones and your drawers too." Shawnee was all business while I asked one more question.
"What does your father say about it?"
"Happy wife happy life; he kind of keeps to himself and his other traditional family; but he always shows up when mom calls to keep the peace. I guess he likes the money more than me; we don't really talk that much."
"No shit." I was becoming intrigued ignoring him dropping his camo board shorts unfortunately revealing he'd also gone commando as Shawnee took notice. We both ignored his partial erection as I felt sleazy out of nowhere.
"Hey Kyle, I'm purely shocked you got enough to feed the needy."
"HUH?!" Shawnee shoved a large black satchel bag over his head before any of us could say a word. His head was completely covered as she took his hand.
"That's me holding your hand or would you like me to pull on your dick?" Shawnee teased.
"I, honestly don't know how to answer that question."
"Eres un chico blanco tan gracioso." Shawnee chuckled leading him to the living room while I brought up the rear making sure he didn't peek. This really was a once in a lifetime opportunity that I wanted to take advantage of the moment he mentioned being a fan of Thunda. Shawnee couldn't help giving one of his narrow flaccid buttocks a pinch.
"CUT THAT OUT!" Kyle shouted getting some laughter from both women as Shawnee led him onto her plush rug right in the middle of it.
"You've got such a cute little white booty." Shawnee teased further.
"Oh, that was you Shawnee? It's cool then." I raised a brow annoyed.
"I DIDN'T DO THAT SHIT!"
"Sorry bro, you never know out here in Miami, no homo right?" Both women were busting up as I got my camera ready while the other was mounted on the opposite side of the room. Two ring lights mounted with both women's iPhones were at moderate distances to make sure I got enough angles as I gave Shawnee the nod.
"One, two three REDLIGHT!" Shawnee gave the adult teenager a loud smack to the back of the neck making him yelp and snatch the bag off his head.
"Whoa." His eyes became saucers.
Rashida was kneeling bottomless on Shawnee's white love seat with the deepest arch she could manage in her lower back. Her stallion legs were spread wider apart than usual making those sixty plus inches of online fame look more like seventy in this posture. All of her openings were uncharacteristically on display despite her full, ponderous cheeks. Both of us made the executive decision to slather her celebrity cakes with half a bottle of baby oil. I was not allowed to participate in "helping her out" still on sexual timeout even after explaining things fully.
"AW SHIT!! AW FUCK ME MAN!! OMFG!! AW DAMN MAN!! I CAN'T!!" Kyle's prick was standing at attention flushed bright red along with some oversized balls. For some reason he'd shaved them.
A thick wad of cum exploded from the head of his cock hitting Rashida's cakes dead center followed by rope after rope of milky ejaculate hitting that stationary target like silly string. This guy wasn't even touching himself just spontaneously orgasming in waves looking as if he were having a stroke. One last ridiculously gummy rope shot out of his crown hitting the original spot glazing over Rashida's juicy peach.
Rashida looked shocked mouthing "What The Fuck" as his excessive cum began to run and drip off the curve of her massive mocha colored cakes.



"Oh, Dios mío, Kyle; ¿Fue como tu primera vez viniendo, alguna vez? Maldito, le vaciaste las malditas bolas a esta perra. ¡Ya terminó, se lavó de verdad, mi!" Shawnee touched a hand to her face flushed at the sight before her glancing over at me mouthing the same thing.
I didn't have anything to say looking at the camera in my hand before looking up at the huffing man standing there behind Rashida looking shocked and frozen in place.
A gooey web of cum started to ooze out of the head of his cock as Rashida glanced down at it. It almost seemed as if this was prompted by her simply looking at him directly as the rope oozed level with his knees. Shawnee got a little closer squatting to get a good look at this as well.
"Oh mierda." She gasped pressing a hand to her chest.
"Nobody move, not one inch." I got in closer capturing this epic tease for the ages making sure not to make eye contact with Kyle. His hands were adjacent to his endowment as if he didn't know what to do with himself.
"Kyle..." Shawnee started to say something but I cut her off. Rashida was just staring at the epic mess on her badonkadunk starting to look at his face but I raised a pointer finger drawing her attention as I spoke next.
"Kyle please don't move and accept my heartfelt thanks, and Thunda's too. She's been wanting to pull off this stunt for a while now and I just wanted to catch it on camera. You're good right bro; epic shot my man. I need you to stay still and maybe uhm pull your shirt up to your pecs please."
I could hear him huffing as I focused solely on Rashida getting a tracking shot up to her professionally made up face. Despite her side hustle, Ms. Sikes was a Grade A makeup artist and hairstylist with few peers in our circle. Her look from the neck up was the stuff of the now defunct Ebony and Jet magazines; below the waist was a similar story for the extinct Maxim and King deceased periodicals. I had a calendar on deck for Thunda's fans prior to the whole debacle with the radio station and my infidelities.
"Um, I don't know what to say." He half mumbled as the string drooped further than his knees.
"Kyle, just lift your shirt up man."
He timidly lifted his shirt revealing a surprisingly well defined abdomen as I retreated back a foot or two.
"Thunda hit it."
Rashida suddenly did this wrenching pop of the hips on a dime so acute that it actually sounded as close to a whip or lightning strike as you could get naturally. Her sixty plus inches of online fame became a whirling dervish a blur of decadent motion as several more patented thunder claps followed splashing Kyle's spunk all over the place in dramatic fashion. I'm sure some of the jizz got on the mounted cameras and both phones. It was that powerful.
Shawnee, unfortunately was in the blast zone.
"HEY PERRA QUE CARAJOS?!! ¡¡ESO ES ASQUEROSO!! ¡¡ERES COMO UN PERRO SACUDIENDO ESE GORDO CULO NEGRO DESPUÉS DE MOJARSE LA MIERDA!! SIMPLEMENTE ASQUEROSO!!" The lady was not happy in the least.
I got a thuggish shove aside as she bounded into the hallway bathroom hyper bitching in unintelligible Spanish. The gibberish continued along with the sudden sound of running water in the sink. I slowly looked at Kyle who looked as if he'd been hit with a water balloon or something. His own jizz was visually flecked all over his front side as I did a waving motion getting Rashida to stop. It ended with one final clap which had her cheeks jiggling with motion ripples everywhere for a few moments.
Rashida looked right into my camera with this breathy post coital expression like she'd just finished having sex.
"And cut."
I let two minutes pass before ending things as Rashida knelt upright still amazed at the amount of cum running off the ridiculous curve of her monster ass. Kyle still had his shirt up exposing a little bit of his pecs and one unfortunate nipple piercing. He flushed red under Rashida's gaze quickly looking at his feet as she started to smile. I remembered myself filming some more to get coverage.
"Hey Thunda; how's it feel to finally do that thing you've been talking about for a few months now?"
"It's crazy bruh; I mean I always knew it was possible, maybe? A couple of guys told me that I made them cum in their pants back in the day, but to see it like that; well shit, it's fucking crazy, huh daddy?" She remembered herself averting her eyes but I went on to Kyle who was still burning a hole in those sixty plus inches of online fame.
"Kyle my man, how's it hanging?" Ironically that single string of cum extending from the slit on his cockhead oozed completely out onto the carpet. I caught it on camera already finding a use for it in the theatre of my mind.
"Uhm, shit bro...that ass just rode up in my face like a great white or something. It got real just that quick!! Got them tingles all over even though I didn't fuck-I mean uh, make love to one of the most beautiful women in the country; hell, probably the world. I should be embarrassed but honestly, right now I feel like I could do it again."
Rashida was grinning showing all of her pearly whites looking stupidly validated. Kyle was laying it on thick.
"Are you serious; about being able to do it again, no hands or nothing?" I asked a minute or two later giving myself editing space for the clip later.
"Well, yeah; uhm, yes sir Mr. Daddy."
"Ain't my fucking name Kyle; what do you think about that Thunda?" I shifted the point of view to my client finding her nodding with a gregarious smile on her face that would have to be removed with plastic surgery.
"I love my fans." She gave a cheesy thumbs up to the camera.
"Put your knees on the floor facing out and lay across the cushions baby." Rashida got down right beneath Kyle folding her upper half over the couch cushions as the fleeting memory of Koa's wife getting railed in that same spot hit me. Kyle folded his shirt behind the back of his neck looking at me for some sort of cue.
"Hey man whenever you're ready; we already got that first shot in the can."
Rashida arched again letting her elbows rest on the cushion more animated this time. She was lackadaisical right before we pulled the stunt even balking at my reason for it. She'd tried the stunt with me before but ended up getting her back beat out back in our home town a month earlier. Now here she was arching for Kyle looking over her shoulder seductively even going so far as to lip her lips and wink at her newly christened number one fan.
"Give me some more baby boy; show me how much you REALLY LIKE ME Kyle." She cooed in her naturally semi-masculine tone.
"THUN-THUN-THUNDA!!!" At least five ropes of jizz hit the celebrity cheeks followed by a few sprinkler like bursts. Rashida started twerking after the first rope hit getting more into the ass worship by tucking her head between her shoulders on the floor raising the cakes really high above her shoulders. The thunder claps were loud enough to leave a slight ringing in my ears for a second or two.
"That's enough." I ended the shot as Shawnee reappeared still wearing that domino mask seething. There was a box of baby wipes in her right hand. Her intent was clear as she glared at the mess made on her carpet.
"Shawnee, don't!"
"PERRA ASQUEROSA, LIMPIA TU CULO DE BURRO FUNKY ANTES DE DEJAR MANCHAS DE MIERDA POR TODA MI ALFOMBRA CON TU CULO CRUJIENTE!! ¡NADIE TE DIJO QUE APESTA MI LUGAR HOE!" Rashida didn't give a damn laughing and taunting her rival, even poking her tongue out while shaking her head wildly.
Shawnee tried to spike the box of wipes against her head, but Kyle caught the box with lightning quick reflexes.
"THANKS KYLE!!" Rashida sounded overtly playful obviously sticking it to Shawnee.
"You're welcome Ms. Thunda; uhm, may I ask you for a favor?"
"Sure bruh."
"Can I, uhm clean your butt...with these wipes?"
There was a pause as she glanced at me then answered.
"Uh, sure Kyle."
His hands were visibly trembling reminding me of the first time I'd been legitimately seduced by a woman way out of my league. I remembered the folly in her green eyes and my thumping heart which threatened to explode from my chest in dramatic fashion under her gaze so much so, she was obliged to take things slow. It was that unmistakable feeling that you'd burst bucketloads in your pants if even touched with a single finger by your muse incarnate. I allowed myself and others to become a plaything. There were consequences as I glanced at Shawnee.
Kyle's hands were shaking, fucking trembling.
I turned away walking to the window looking at the footage ignoring everything else in the room. I wanted to mentally wash the recollection of my earlier days looking up from my equipment down to the beach below. The people beneath Shawnee's high rise apartment reminded me of ants milling about down there faking the funk because that was expected of them in this highly superficial city. I wondered if Shawnee would've tried me back in our original hometown. Since arriving I'd been off kilter until I lowered myself to her standards getting into an actual fistfight with the woman.
"Hey, you good?" Shawnee whispered lightly rubbing the inside of my forearm.
"I should be asking you the same question but instead; do you have a bikini?" I deflected in the zone creatively.
"What?!! Hey man you ain't gonna start that shit up again. This is fucking Miami; do you know what'll happen to me if I go down there on the motherfucking beach around here?" She'd followed the trajectory of my gaze out of the window looking down at the beach.
"Weren't you down there yesterday?" I started walking across the room ignoring Kyle reverently wiping his spunk off of Thunda's sixty plus inches of online fame. This guy was disturbingly engrossed wiping her clean not even noticing us while Rashida rested her chin on her fist watching sarcastically.
"That's different, I was getting my paper!"
"And you aren't now?"
"¡DE VERDAD ESTÁS TRATANDO DE JODER MI MIERDA! ¡¡NO PUEDO CREER QUE ME HAGAS SALIR CON TODO ESTE CULO EN EXHIBICIÓN!! It's different now!"
"How's it different when you shot in a crowded mall and the parking lot too; you're way more confident now and I'm here to support you. You wanted to go out with a bang and I'm not inclined to do the same thing over and over again. I wanna see some bikinis." I rolled right through her dual language ranting unwilling to bend. Shawnee paused for a minute playing up her cherubic appeal, then scowled with these dimples appearing at the corners of her nose and lips.
"I can't go down on the beach."
"You were down there the other night ago."
"I was kicking off in your ass and then we were getting it in with one another payaso!"
"Payaso?"
"Papi."
"I want to see some swim wear."
"Hey man, do you know what will happen if I take all of this ass down there on the motherfucking beach?"
"You'll get a tan?"
Shawnee snarled slamming her fists into the sides of her thighs before stomping off into her bedroom. The loud slam of the door following the chime reminded me of home and Jaquan's house. I looked up from my island counter perch watching Kyle reverently wiping Rashida's apparently awe inspiring donk while she watched with a raised brow. This was little more than massaging and groping, jiggling it playfully. His face was beet red. This guy was sporting a straining erection, but I'd got all of the footage I needed in that regard already on her page building something special.
Kyle's face went into the deep crack of her sixty plus inches of online fame wedged deep. Rashida's eyes went wide before her palm pancaked the right side of his head. Kyle went over like he'd been struck by a bat as she stood up with a hand over her deep gluteal cleft.
"SORRY THUNDA!!"
"Ew that's nasty Kyle." Her mean mug was in full effect scaring the kid not in the know about her true partially demure nature.
"Sorry." His voice wilted as he righted himself still kneeling with that embarrassing turgid erection.
"You like sticking your tongue up the asses of girls you don't know?"
"No."
"Kyle, that's REALLY NASTY bruh; and you didn't even ask."
"Can I eat your ass?" Rashida's eyes fluttered for a second at the humble request, then narrowed as she glanced at me watching amused. Thunda's face went real cloudy forecasting a sister girl dress down, but then softened.
"You're on time out." She made the sign of the cross with her pointer fingers standing over him like a parent. I was getting a kick out of the situation as she pivoted nearly hitting the man in the head with her monstrous donk. She walked out of the living room like a runway model headed to Shawnee's private bedrooms putting extra in her step obviously for him.
"Can I jerk off to it?" Kyle called after her sounding panicked.
Rashida paused raising a hand in the air almost posing at the beginning of the corridor, then no-look turned it in his direction. Kyle's head dipped low at the "Talk To The Hand" sign language. Her head pivoted in my direction.
"You ain't fooling nobody." I busted her balls laughing heartily while Kyle looked befuddled.
Rashida responded with a middle finger as she walked by letting those cheeks do what they do. I kept laughing noticing Kyle watching the buns enchanted. He felt me looking and glanced away covering his junk with both hands. I looked at my handiwork having worked up an unfinished challenge page knowing it was an old idea that never truly got off the ground due to a malevolent presence in my life. Shawnee opened the door before Rashida could use the card. I heard them address one another.
"¿Qué te pasa chica? ¿Por qué te ves tan raro en la cara? Papi give you a few strokes or something?"
"You better talk to your boy."
"What happened bitch?"
"Tell him he shouldn't be sticking his tongue in the backdoor without consent; and that shit's just plain nasty. Is that what you guys do when we're not around?"
"Vete a la mierda bebe!"
Kyle was visibly fretting standing up pulling down on the hem of his shirt as he duck walked to the edge of the corridor looking at both women.
"Sorry I uhm, just wanted to see what it tasted like."
"Did it taste like chicken?" Shawnee asked semi-seriously obviously trolling both of them as Rashida put a hand on wide hip raising a brow.
"Maybe you should talk with your inside mouth bitch." Rashida retorted.
"Space and opportunity crispy." Shawnee sounded faux glib alarming me because this was usually followed by her going H.A.M on whoever was in her sights.
"CUT IT OUT!!"
A door slammed out of view as Kyle approached the table fretting.
"Oh shit man I'm so fucked because I did that shit and she's gonna do the "ME TOO" thing on me and my mom's gonna find out and fuck me up so bad. I'm not supposed to be dating or fornicating until she finds the right girl for me and if she finds out I'm a dead man! Shit fuck bro; you think if I give her five racks she'll let me go, huh?"
I raised a finger to my lips silencing him.
"Don't say shit man; don't say one fucking word Kyle."
"Okay."
"Kyle?"
"Yeah?"
"Put some fucking pants on."
"Uhm, sure but I've still got a boner sir."
"Too much information" Shawnee was walking up to the island counter with some pieces draped over an arm. I already knew she was about to cut in with some flippant remark raising a finger too late.
"Circle jerk much?"
"I'm not pansexual." Kyle responded without emotion.
"Maybe you could help him out with that and get it on film for me." I followed Kyle's example without looking up from my new laptop.
"EW NO!!"
"Huh?" I looked up from my laptop at Kyle who responded first looking grossed out, then at Shawnee already staring a hole in his face equally caught out of the blue. He noticed quickly waving us both off taking a step backward as she took one forward.
"No offense Shawnee; you're my friend...uhm, like a uh, sister to me. Uh, a little sister and doing something like that is well, not cool." I was snickering at the angry butthurt expression on her face not believing him one bit.
"Is that how you clean that shit up?"
"We're friends."
"Is something wrong with me, huh chico blanco?" She took a step closer with Kyle taking another covertly grabbing the edge of the island counter near me.
"No."
"Then why you say it like that? You don't like what you see right here? Better yet you're telling me a fucking trozo de tocino quemado got more swag than me, huh?!! Her ass better than the fucking Almighty, is that it Kyle? You wanna taste of my motherfucking Gran culo puertorriqueño gordo?" Things were getting bad as she graduated to talking with her hands waving them in front of our faces as she inched closer.
"Hey Shawnee, we're friends and I think uhm, you kinda cute. But you're like a little sister, okay?"
"Kyle stop talking bro." I warned too late as Shawnee's eyes fluttered.
"¡¡ME VOY A SENTAR EN TU PUTA CABEZA COMO UN HUEVO HASTA QUE TE EXPLOTE NIÑO BLANCO TONTO!! ¡¡TRAE TU CULO AQUÍ!!" Shawnee lunged at him like a wild animal, but Kyle was too quick running behind me even hopping over the edge of the counter rounding the corner into the corridor.
I helped him out by grabbing Shawnee about the waist pulling her into my grasp which was no small feat considering she was in berserker mode. We jostled for a second as I wrapped my arms around her approximating a sitting bear hug almost getting kneed in the balls as a consequence.
I went further kissing her on the cheek a few times until she gave me the stink eye, then took it there with a squeeze of her boob running my thumb on her erect nipple. She was breathing hard through the nose looking cute as ever getting another kiss on the cheek as I cupped her sex.
"¡¡DEJA DE JUGAR CONMIGO NIGGA!! ¡¿CREES QUE ESTA MIERDA ES DIVERTIDA, NO?!" Shawnee shouted in Spanish as I rubbed her back using my legs to box her into my body.
"Forget about it; he's just messing with you."
"Like you're messing with me?"
"What'd you bring me; let's see what you have." I ignored her juvenile behavior slightly preferring her controlled indifference when she was treating me like garbage when I arrived. There was a slight tug of war as I pulled one of the swim suits, a dingy yellow one piece from her grasp. The other was similar gaudy looking covered with shitty polka dots that contrasted with the dull brown material. I gave her a disparaging look.
"What now?"
"Stop playing, where's the real shit?"
"This is the real shit; you don't like it payaso; uhm, papi?" Shawnee checked herself spreading the material of the brown one piece between both hands.
"I fucking hate this shit; I'll wipe my ass with your shit. Where did you get this shit from, the swap meet or something?"
"Oh so now you taking a dump on me too, huh?"
"Oh really, did you forget why I took you to that mall in the first place bitch?"
Shawnee paused.
She looked at my face then cocked her head to the side averting her eyes probably thinking back to our shared immediate past. I'd "discovered" this woman basically living as inert matter spending her days as a shut-in whether she wanted to admit it or not. Shawnee Thompson was an improbability having come of age later in life in a mixed household where her curves added to the malaise of a mundane existence already earmarked for failure.
This woman was even sharing her beau with another woman upon discovery, but a closer look revealed her complicit nature born out of fear. Her step father a much older man than her mother, was even taking advantage of her for a short time until her mother intervened in a bout of violence that made no doubt her fiery temperament ran on the matriarchal side of their family. Her mother beat a man with a skillet from one end of a day to the next earning bloodied submission and renumeration more than any real spousal or child support.



For some reason Shawnee retained this man's last name having been legally adopted sometime after the marriage of her mother. A lot of people thought she was just an olive colored light skinned black woman until she went into her native language fluently. Her command of the English language and its side vagaries a.k.a "hood speak" left that doubt among those in the know about her Puerto Rican identity during her high school years. Those who pressed the issue were informed in no uncertain terms usually while she was sprawled out atop them pummeling them senseless.
It was one of the reasons she was shuffled into special education by frustrated teachers and school staff who deemed her behavior too aberrant for "polite society" besides the constant chiding harassment because of her former pear shaped aesthetic leaning towards the freakish extreme. Even though she was harassed and harangued sometimes giving into suitors less than up to the task sexually speaking, Shawnee maintained a glib façade outside of her pain and personal issues with her body.
It was her figure that prompted her to move out of the family home long after her adopted father had been rightfully beaten out of it. The female members of her family tried to force their version of femininity on her making her wear a dress after an intense brow beating about how she dressed like a lesbian. None of those damaged matriarchs took into account her situation with the elder Mr. Thompson or her almost daily harassment because of an ass so big on her already plus sized figure, it defied measurement hence her former stage name, Ms. WTF. In fact I'd christened her on our inaugural meeting.
"You, wanted to make me better." Shawnee answered plainly sucking on her bottom lip.
"Baby, you said you wanted to give me one last shoot and go out with a bang, and you're wearing a mask. Why would I cheap out on a legend? If I do some shit like that for your swan song, then I never should've took you to that mall in the first place. All of us were there and we should be there at the end, minus Andre I guess. You've done an incredible job that I failed to recognize when I got here two days ago. I want to honor you before I go home and what better way than completing the shoot we never finished?"
Shawnee pressed her hand over my mouth silencing my very personal speech. She studied my face slowly removing her palm from my lips replacing it with her own kissing me.
"I don't know how to say all those pretty words the way you do; but if you keep hyping me up I'm gonna end up with your dick in my mouth for the next three hours instead of doing a fucking shoot... and I still own this; at least while you're here if I let you go." I facepalmed chortling into my hand feeling her inside my sweats handling my endowment at the base.
Shawnee uncovered me wiggling it playfully while grinning like some plump faced little kid you'd just given a piece of candy. I reciprocated our mutual chemistry cupping the underside of her boob uncovering it solely flicking the erect nipple. Shawnee didn't say a word as I pinched and rolled the nub while she jerked just above my balls in short rough repetitions leaving the rest neglected. Both of us were grinning at each other enjoying the skinship as Shawnee glanced at the laptop screen.
"¡¡GUAU!! FOLLANDO A, MADRE DE PUTA!! ESA MIERDA PARECE UNA BOMBA DE MIERDA PAPÁ!! TIENES HABILIDADES!! THAT SHIT LOOKS BADASS!!" I was unceremoniously shoved aside as Shawnee jumped in front of the laptop marveling at my design skills.
She looked genuinely excited leaning further in until its glare read on her cherubic features. I'd titled it "Battle of the Donks" with rectangular windows on each side playing the footage I culled from their simultaneous shower shoots. Rashida's window depicted her in Shawnee's personal shower with her mocha skin tone enhanced by its white walls while the lower camera angle looking up at the former Ms. WTF returned her huge ass to its former monolithic status albeit through a bit of forced perspective.
"Damn you took my shit old school; is this a filter or something papi?"
"Not exactly, but you don't use that hallway bathroom much for obvious reasons, so I had you squeeze in there and set the camera lower to the floor to maximize things. That's all you baby girl." I encouraged leaning in kissing her cheeks again while my hand snagged a greedy handful of some serious thigh meat.
"Shit, this looks fucking cool, but its missing something."
"What?!"
"A belt; this design needs a championship belt like right at the bottom between me and Ms. Crispy." Shawnee handled the stool about to sit on it but thought better of it shoving it further aside.
"You need to stop calling her that Shawnee; and don't make me remind you how it went down the first time you two met."
"I almost shanked that bitch, but luckily you had my backpack."
"Don't say that girl." I admonished.
"She thought I was gonna shine her shoes or something; and she was hawking my man too; hey at least it all worked out, huh papi?"
"I don't know sometimes." Shawnee chuckled at my answer.
"Whatever, come on add a title belt to the design. I'm gonna be so stoked when I beat gumby at her own game. I'm gonna rub that shit in her face like I'm putting a cigarette out on it for reals papi." I nudged her out of the way resuming my seat tapping away on the keys.
"What if you lose?"
"Nigga please; now put my championship belt up there."
"Its gonna take a moment to design something appropriate." I didn't like the extra work but knew getting Shawnee involved would make things run smoothly.
"Hurry up, and why is my name missing? You got three fucking question marks here."
"Well you've changed so much and I didn't know how you felt about your old stage name; why don't you pick another one Shawnee?"
She leaned into my side hooking her chin over my shoulder staring at the screen then gently moved me aside typing out a revised moniker with a playful chuckle.
"Ass, Almighty?"
"Yeah; so what, you gotta problem with that?"
"Seems kind of excessive."
"But accurate, mine is still BIGGER than hers." Shawnee reminded.
"Wider, flatter like a motherfucking tortilla." Rashida walked into view with Kyle a foot and half away in pants but still sporting a noticeable tent in his crotch. The guy looked as if he were going to spazz solely focused on Rashida's online sixty inches of fame.
"Bitch." Shawnee peered over the top of my laptop brandishing a middle finger.
"That's gonna be my new fuckin name after I clown your ass online hoe." Rashida brandished her own middle finger. She was wearing the long sleeved dress shirt I'd worn to the party from hell which covered everything to the upper swell of her huge ass leaving a triangular patch of lacy white material barely covering her mound in the front. The back view must have been incredible because Kyle was now in full spazz mode.
"Chipmunk."
"Why you always gotta be stunting?"
"It's not stunting if it's true." To emphasize her point, Rashida sashayed a step or two doing a pirouette with professional flourish revealing the back view and the opposite side of those skimpy undies which were pretty much non-existent. She'd taken the time after showering again to add a bit of oil to her famous stallion legs. She'd also added a pair of white stiletto heels knowing what would appeal to me.
Shawnee's fist was suddenly in my pants as my cock turned into a solid steel bar.
I gulped audibly at the expression on her face as she slowly removed her hand. Shawnee grabbed her earlobes between fingers doing this sort of massage as she took a deep breath.
"Hey, its cool; we're just messing around Shawnee."
"Woo Sa." Shawnee replied under her breath confusing everyone else.
"Huh?" Rashida raised a brow getting a palm raised in front of her face "Talk To The Hand" style.
"Hold that thought crispy."
All of us watched her leave again as Kyle piped up actually raising his hand until Rashida looked over her shoulder at him making him avert his eyes flushed.
"I've got a belt."
"That's special." Rashida replied in a patronizing tone before I waved my hand at her cutting things short.
"Nuh, no I mean one of those championship belts, a replica. I uhm, well you need a prop right? A prop for the shoot, I mean?"
"I don't want a cease and desist letter if somebody's shit appears on Rashida's page."
"Uh sure, but can't you put a mosaic over it or something?"
"Okay bro, go get it and I want you ready to go live with one of your shows afterwards; I'll make a thumbnail for you to use, chop chop." He was already speeding to the door when Rashida stepped out into the hall hands on hips.
"KYLE!!" She shouted.
"Yeah?"
"Turn around."
I sat there purposely avoiding whatever they had going on as Rashida folded her arms across her chest with a knowing smile on her face.
"You came in your pants, didn't you?"
"Please." He sounded somber.
"Cut it out." I wagged a finger as the front door shut.
"Having fun?"
"Did you; let Kyle watch you two getting it in?"
"Excuse you?"
"Hey I hope you don't mind me wearing your shirt; I thought it would look good for Kyle's show and everything; just wanted to show solidarity with my, agent. Do you like it; I mean, how I look?"
"You're beautiful every day." I replied without looking her in the face tapping away at my laptop.
"You ain't gonna look at me?"
"I know every inch of you; every hair on your head and I think you're perfect." Rashida walked around the island counter looking at the side of my head.
"I got caught up." She started.
"Don't."
"Can you at least look at me?" I straightened my back peering over to find her there a foot away looking anxious. She was holding the hem of my business shirt up exposing her sculpted flat abs and picture perfect bikini navel. Obviously my eyes center on the skimpy white lace covered triangular patch covering her sex.
Those thick stallion legs looked mouthwatering, but I found myself at a loss for words.
"I got caught up." Rashida reiterated.
I offered both hands noticing she nearly ran into my arms giving me a deep hug. She would've grabbed my junk but I stopped captured her wrist.
"We can talk about it later; let's just have fun and make money. Besides, I really do want to find out who the real champ is between you and Shawnee."
Her brown eyes were burrowing into mine almost begging for something more, some kind of skinship as she forced a laugh. I turned her around taking a look at her famous rear view getting no resistance whatsoever even though she'd put me in "time out" earlier.
"You're already representing the champ, boss." She was working herself back into legitimate glibness as I raised the hem higher looking at the disparity between her small waist and the widest point of her hips. Thunda outclassed other online models and influencers with her long stallion runway length gams.
"Call me daddy." Rashida turned at the hip looking heartened at the bone I'd thrown, then all the way around cupping my chin with this matronly smile I hadn't seen since catting out at Jaquan's house. I put a hand on her waist but she drew it up to a pert breast looking on the verge of tears.
"We're having fun Rashida." I whispered sliding my hand down to her waist as she came closer pulling that hand around to the upper swell of her derriere.
"Okay, daddy." I was given the impression she would've kissed me, but we were interrupted by a loud whistle finding Shawnee there with both fingers in her mouth. It was a referee's whistle.
"¡Maldita sea, no puedo dejar la polla sola por un minuto! ¡Lo próximo que vas a robar son los malditos empastes de mis dientes crujientes! WHAT, WE PLAYING HOT POTATO WITH THE PENE, HUH?!"Shawnee acidly joked.
I leaned forward while Rashida did nothing remaining close as I took assessment of her rival standing there with her hair down looking wet.
"You were holding out on me."
"Maybe, I was trying to get you to buy me something nice to wear; hey you like this one don't you papi?"
"You look, like a fucking pat of Babybel gouda motherfucking cheese in that shit; ridiculous!" Rashida went deep with her insult.
"Come on cookie crisp!" Shawnee sneered.
"CUT IT OUT!" I shut both of them down getting up softly moving Rashida aside to inspect her rival.
Shawnee Thompson stood there with her hair down wearing a one piece candy apple red and skintight to her hyper-pear shaped body. It was the same kind used on that old Bay Watch show except with white stripes outlining the top near her enhanced boobs. The word guard was printed into the material right over her bust as she focused solely on my face shifting her weight from one leg to the other, then turned for my approval. Rashida looked threatened.
The back was the real highlight accentuating her cinched waist while everything else was blown up to dramatic proportions ending in the mother of all wedgies with her untamed monster cheeks going into business for themselves hard tan lines and all. There was a visible spike in my sweats as Shawnee used her thumbs to adjust the back of her suit.
"Bitch you like a whole stuffed sausage in that thing."
"OKAY CRISPY PUT YOUR HAIR UP AND SQUARE UP!!" Shawnee shouted.
"Six dollar Hamburglar!" Rashida took a shot at Shawnee's domino mask.
"LADIES!!" I yelled shutting things down again.
Kyle's patient knocking at the front door thankfully stopped the theatrics that threatened to blow up my shoot for the second time since we met. This time it was the principals instead of a malignant narcissist which pissed me off as I walked to the door with a finger raised letting Kyle inside.
"Oh, you weren't kidding; it really is a championship belt, that I think I've seen somewhere before?" He had the large strap draped over his shoulder. Kyle had also changed clothes sporting a Jordan basketball jersey and some green cargo shorts. For some reason, he was wearing a tie around his bare neck. I ignored the headband too.
"It's called the big gold belt; all of the most famous wrestlers have held this at one time or another and unfortunately, David Arquette."
"Get out of here, shut the front door." My play on words missed him as Shawnee's door was closed on command.
"You can make some changes to it once you scan it; its prestigious enough to add some legitimacy to your event right?"
"Excellent." His reasoning was sound.
Both of the women standing a few feet away exchanged glances.
"YO KYLE RUN ME MY BELT!!" Shawnee yelled with authority while Rashida folded her arms across her chest then pivoted popping out a wide hip rolling her neck as she spoke.
"Yeah bring that belt to the undisputed champ." Her brown eyes bore into his blue ones making the hapless human badminton audibly gulp and look at me for guidance.
I just nodded my head without word.
He took the big gold belt from his shoulders holding it by the strap with both hands looking at the centerpiece then at both women standing there glaring at him in a test of wills. Kyle did the gallows walk to both of them measuring his steps as he looked at each swallowing again.
Kyle draped the big gold belt over Rashida's right shoulder before standing beside her slightly behind the smug woman.
"She's undisputed, sorry." His voice wilted as Shawnee's shoulder's drooped.
"We'll let the audience decide." I walked between both women slapping Rashida's hand down as she sought to make the "L" gesture over her forehead while gently taking Shawnee's wrist.
"Sorry Shawnee, it's just true."
"Chill Kyle."
I stared at Rashida pointedly until she handed me the strap with that anxious look returning to her narrow features. Kyle seemed focused on the side of her head in profile glancing from the belt retuning to his obvious preference kid of fidgeting in place. She glanced at her feet then walked back to the corridor leaning against the wall adjacent to the kitchen and island counter. Her "valet" posted up next to the woman leaning there too as I draped the belt over my shoulder turning to Shawnee.
"Can I take two pictures of you?"
"Yeah what ever you want papi." I chaffed inside knowing that private nickname was more than appropriate dealing with two adult women who acted like spoiled toddlers and worse whenever they were together.
"Get down on the carpet on all fours, assume the position."
Again I was reminded of my history with both women with this uber-zaftig Puerto Rican baddie who maintained a close second to Rashida in the number of times I'd worked and slept with during our association with one another. Shawnee went down on all fours as requested palms flat in her plush carpeting arms locked thick shapely legs spread wide apart mimicking a frog on a lily pad. Her ass was so huge the undercuff hid the tops of her thick thighs. I was reminded of her comment about her original butt returning once she knew I was on the way to her city.
"Give me the arch baby."
Shawnee slightly surprised me creating a deep arch in her lower back that made her gigantic ponderous cakes spread even wider. Her red one piece swim suit disappeared in the back swallowed whole with the material sprouting evenly from the top of her deep tightly wedged ass cleavage. It was one hell of a look that spoke to her new chosen stage name, at least for a day anyway. Shawnee made the arch deeper letting her stomach ride the floor arms folded in front of her. I'd seen her do this before, but only for a moment.
"Ass Almighty." I commented breezily taking the second pic.
I glanced over finding Kyle with a sweat glistened face.
"Rashida?"
"Yes Daddy?"
"Do you have a sarong I can borrow?"
"I uh, think I have one in my luggage; I'll go look." She went back into the bedroom while Shawnee remained in position as I winked at Kyle waving him over. The guy walked over rubbing his hands on his jersey anxious as I motioned at his friend on all fours right beneath us. His green cargo shorts were tented in cartoonish fashion as I showed him the pics I'd taken.
"What do you think?"
"Uhm, pretty good shot to be honest sir."
"Man, come on; be honest."
He hesitated staring a hole in Shawnee's cheeks scratching his head at the right side of his temple.
"I'm sorry Shawnee; you're just, incredible too."
"Too?" She went into a standard doggy style position only to look at his face but found my hand waiting. I helped her to her feet wrapping an arm about her shoulders facing Kyle.
"I bet you could do that trick you did with Rashida with Shawnee right here, couldn't you?"
"WOULD YOU LIKE ME TO TRY?!!" He sounded excited.
"Nah." I walked away from him back to the counter leaving him standing there with a raging boner. Shawnee leaned into me fully flushed and silently stoked that I'd defended her honor on some level.
Kyle to his credit took it to heart going about his business setting up in her living room for a podcast which was designed to lightly put an end to the online dragging he'd been subject to on his show and a few social media channels dedicated to Thunda since her initial appearances on the Sly Show and subsequent unsanctioned cohost gig alongside Ken the Comedian. Shawnee remained by my side watching as I scanned and prepared the belt altering it enough to avoid a cease and desist letter from interested parties. She didn't say or do anything when I managed to make Thunda's sixty plus inches of online fame part of the design only raising a brow which dissipated when I pinched her cheek.
"Here you go, I don't know if there's enough material though." Rashida handed over a breezy flower print sarong taking a shot which went surprisingly ignored.
"I'll be the judge of that; Kyle's already doing his show; you know what you have to do."



"And what are you gonna be doing?" Rashida was talking to me but looking at Shawnee who was in turn focused on the laptop screen.
"We're gonna be working; get to it Thunda."
"Yeah." Shawnee added without looking.
"I know you're wearing that mask, but you better bring my shit back in pristine condition."
"Blow." Shawnee was unbothered as I took the garment from Rashida sharing a look with her meant to be reassuring.
She lingered then did her runway walk into the living room right behind Kyle's perch in front of his setup giving his viewers a salacious side view before turning on a dime and taking a seat on Shawnee's loveseat. The ambient chatter from his computer ramped up sounding like so much gibberish as Rashida folded one long stallion leg over the other staring at her iPhone ignoring everything as she'd been instructed. The underside of her big defined mocha colored thighs were facing the camera making the chatter go louder. Kyle smiled nervously fielding a slew of questions erupting out of his speakers as Rashida lightly bounced her foot with one spike heel hanging off of it.
"Here wrap this around your waist; we need to go get some footage." I checked my partially scuffed up equipment slipping into the chest mount handing Shawnee the floral sarong with the other.
"Can you, put it on me?"
I gave her a sarcastic look then wrapped it around the back of her donk tying it in a barely adequate knot in the front. I found that the wrap which would have been calve length was shortened considerably because of her immeasurable derriere with the weak ball shaped knot making it look like a curtain with the crotch of her suit visible. Shawnee captured my hands bringing them to the knot over her sex where she directed it to her side making it more presentable visually. Her smile was warm as she nudged me aside packing up the rest of my equipment.
"Guess we should get this over with huh papi?" She took my hand waiting for me to lead her to the door.
Kyle was fielding a ton of questions from viewers now defending himself against accusations that he'd hired Thunda to further clout chase. Rashida sat on the couch obliviously texting away. Her face well known to me suggested a text argument of some kind as her fingers became a blur of motion while she mouthed some of what she was typing. Whoever was on the other end of that private conversation was getting the business.
"Let's go Ass Almighty." Shawnee chortled leaning in close to my body as we walked out into the corridor headed to the front door. Rashida glanced over at us momentarily but remained silent. Shawnee quickly retrieved her keychain and car fob from just inside her secure bedroom door.
Things were quiet as we rode downstairs in the cramped elevator to the parking garage. She was just looking at me in intervals sneaking peeks at my profile giggling when I looked at her dead on. Shawnee Thompson really was an overgrown kid when she wasn't in full thug mode. She even shoved me playfully running out of the elevator letting her hips swing enough to make her butt bounce all over the place as she walked ahead to her ride. I hung back enjoying the view and the blatant VPL provided by the one piece suit underneath.
"Hurry up, you'll get to look as much as you like on the beach papi!" She called out reaching her car first hitting the locks with her fob.
I was reminded of the toxic treatment and resultant party from hell as Shawnee opened the passenger side door holding it for me waiting with a smile on her face.
"Oh, I don't have to sit in the back this time?"
Shawnee rubbed the back of my arm with my camera bag slung over her other shoulder waiting as I got inside. Once I was sitting there she pushed into the open door as if she were gonna pull my seatbelt but put her hand on my thigh instead.
"I know what you're thinking and I know there's no way I can make it up to you about how I treated you that night, so uhm, can I have five minutes of your time before we go?"
"Why?"
"Yes or no?"
"Well, okay." I acquiesced not knowing what to expect.
Shawnee grabbed the waistband of my sweats yanking them down along with my underwear. My business flopped out in front of her baby face.
"Come on we've got a shoot." I begged off.
"You said, I could have five minutes." Shawnee retorted pulling my right leg off the seat of her Jeep Wrangler so that she could inch a bit closer. I shrugged acquiescing a second time nodding in tandem with her as her puffy fist took hold of my endowment.
"Hey, what are you..!" Shawnee squeezed tight enough to make me lurch forward about to swat her hand away, but she leaned over my lap letting the tip of her tongue flick and tickle my urethra.
Her tongue traced a tiny circle on the tip of my crown teasing the excess skin there making me wriggle a bit as I began to fatten in her grasp. Her lips slowly engulfed half of my tumescence until they kissed the top of her fist. Shawnee opened her fist slowly drawing it away taking the rest to the base with those lips pressed against the root of my endowment. We made eye contact as her chubby cheeks inverted until I was fit to be tied. Shawnee began drawing her lips backward along my shaft even slower as she somehow managed to ramp up the sucking pressure.
Shawnee grabbed a handful of my shirt exposing my own semi-defined abdomen.
My crown was trapped in her mouth as she sucked on it as hard as she could manage for a few seconds then let the whole thing pop out of her mouth with a rubbery jiggle. The head of my cock rested against her lips while the rest was painfully swollen with veins sprouting everywhere.
Several milky ropes of ejaculate shot out of me making a mess of her face from the bridge of her nose running off her chin onto my pubes with some on my abdomen. After three or four bursts she started jerking me off with that big right hand going sloppy for a few seconds as she cleaned up her mess.
It was barely three minutes as she reared up lapping up my excess spunk chortling at the look on my face.
"I thought we could make a good memory down here to replace the shitty one."
"Well we still have some time to make another one." I had a goofy post orgasm face that made her laugh gregariously as I cupped and pinched her chubby cheek. Shawnee opened the glove compartment pulling out a packet of wipes.
"I know, I just wanted to put on a little makeup after I cleaned up."
I pouted as she wiped me down and tucked my package away before getting behind the wheel pulling out. We could've walked over to the beach but I understood Shawnee's need for a quick getaway. There was still much I hadn't learned about her new life in Miami.
"Hey can I ask you a question?"
"Sure."
"How come you never hooked up with Koa?"
"Are you serious?"
"Yeah, he was real interested earlier."
Shawnee laughed to herself turning on her radio as we made a sharp right turn driving along a private street adjacent to the ocean.
"Share." I prodded.
"There's nothing to share; it wasn't on my "To Do" list or nothing; but he was always giving me this kind of thirsty energy even back when I was still a whale. We kept it professional but as I was shedding the pounds his energy was all over the place. I thought about it and figured I might as well hook him up one day when we were alone in a private room at my gym. We were on these yoga mats stretching and this motherfucker was fucking ready; I mean he was this close to busting in his gym shorts." Shawnee made a two finger gesture usually associated with being a dig at a man's penis size.
"What happened?"
"Isabella."
"The wife?"
"Started showing up all the time; you know in that jealous insecure way right? That's when I really knew how much her man wanted the cheeks because she started off with the fake friend shit but then gradually got all mean girl with me. I didn't give a fuck about her or her fucking man, I just wanted to build a better me. That's all I wanted and a piece of dick wasn't getting in the way of that shit."
"I heard she ran up on you."
"Oh really? Well, Koa and I were on the mats again and this dude was about to get that Me Too qualification just hella thirsty and drooling because I was teasing him with the arch. We got into it kind of talking dirty and saying what we'd do to each other next thing I know he's licking me even though I'm still wearing my yoga shorts. I thought it was funny especially because he's married to like, one of the baddest bitches right?"
"Aw she's okay." I downplayed my hookup getting a slap on the thigh.
"Yeah so, there I am with my yoga shorts yanked down with this big buff motherfucker on all fours licking me clean face just buried in the cheeks right? This guy was so horny he got naked except for his socks and sneakers REALLY HORNY as FUCK!! I was like, "Might as well let him have a little" because well he earned it you know? Koa was all breathing hard and sweating like a motherfucker man. He was holding that third leg getting ready to pound me.."
"The wife walked in, right?"
"Yup."
We continued down the side street without word as I realized she was done talking.
"WHAT HAPPENED SHAWNEE?!!" She started chuckling before finishing her story.
"Skinny bitch got rag dolled and fucking mauled until she tapped out; I wasn't in the mood especially since her man was the one who started the bullshit in the first place so we hugged it out. You know what Koa was doing while I was giving his old lady that prison yard experience?"
"What trying to break it up?"
"Hell no; that island nigga was screaming like a bitch all falsetto and shit."
I was laughing this time along with her.
"That's why we never fucked; but that fucker got to watch his woman eat the kitty."
"Shawnee, you didn't?"
"Bitch ruin my vibe she gotta pay them taxes; anyway they wanted me to watch them fuck but I wasn't having it."
She turned into the beach to strains of "La La La" by Naughty Boy and Sam Smith. We vibed to the lazy tune as Shawnee pulled into a parking spot taking some time to put on a bit of eyeliner and some lip gloss. I sat there attaching my camera to the chest harness as she accessorized her wet looking shoulder length locks with two flower themed barrettes at either side of her temples. I didn't think it was possible for her to look cuter but she managed to surprise me.
"You know I'm gonna give you that work just like I just gave you in the parking garage when we go back right?"
"Stop it."
We walked arm in arm to the beach making small talk enjoying the day leaving Kyle and Rashida to work their magic online. I knew Thunda's maternally irreverent demeanor wouldn't allow her to just sit in the background as a glorified prop. A quick check of social media bore that out as I found Kyle's livestream being shared with legions of viewers interested in Thunda's sudden appearance after disappearing from her radio show gig with Ken the Comedian.
It was only a momentary check because I had work to do with Shawnee Thompson who was drawing her fair share of stares in public because of the mask on her face and the curves. This was a bit of DeJa'Vu harkening back to the time I'd forced her to go out in public wearing the sole dress in her possession. It was my idea to show how much she stood out compared to other people but turned into this whole other thing thanks to the appearance of Rashida for the first time in her life and some much needed exposure to the outside world.
Now almost a year and a half later we were doing it again on a beach in Miami.
I checked Thunda's cam page finding it blowing up in anticipation with several people "tapping in" waiting in anticipation for a PPV of sorts. Most of it was going to be prerecorded but I wasn't talking. The idea was to take things to the next level after both of us had been thrust into the public eye. I was an unidentified enigma at this point managing miraculously to stay anonymous while Thunda had become a public figure. Now fate was coming for her fifteen minutes but I had other ideas.
Shawnee the artist formerly known as Ms. WTF; just wanted to go out with a bang.
"Hey, why'd you really ask about Koa?" She asked from a good five feet away as we walked along the beach racking up prying eyes. I was casually filming the still exaggerated swell and bounce of her monster butt as she walked along the picturesque albeit crowded vacation spot.
"You see right through me don't you?"
"So you wanna stick it to Rashida huh papi?" Shawnee was attracting more eyes and camera phones with some not so subtle guys and a few girls following us.
"You said you were planning on giving him some didn't you?"
"Hijo de puta." She glanced back at me grinning.
"You said you were planning on giving him some; didn't you say that?"
"Isabella's not gonna like it."
"So."
"That bitch told me she couldn't have Koa fucking a pig because it would make her value go down if people found out; my fist was busting the right side of her head before she could say another word. I almost fucked him in front of her in that private room just to be savage." More details flowed out of her mouth regarding the aborted hookup with a man who saw himself as my rival.
"Is that why you introduced him to Rashida?"
"Yeah I wanted to fuck with her; I know you think I hooked them up to mess with you but I really wanted to stick it to her for that shit. I never forget a fucking sleight. That bitch wasn't even mad and that offended me but I didn't mind because you didn't have no backup because of it. I knew you weren't gonna be getting no consolation pussy after I stuck it to you."
"Just gonna tell me your evil plan huh?"
"Yeah I ain't got nothing to lose; besides we got it in with our fists and everything else. Now I wanna fucking make love-I mean fuck you enough to make up for all that time we missed since you bounced up out of my car that morning. Yeah you're "The Educated Simp" because you took me to school on that beach and then in my bathroom chico de casa. I figured you really couldn't do nothing to me like you did to Renee's salon; yeah, crispy told me about that shit too."
"Are you friend or foe?"
"What do you think?"
She untied the knot unexpectedly letting the humid afternoon breeze blow the wafer thin sarong into my camera's field of vision. It drifted right into my chest as I snatched it out of the air like some errant piece of paper being caught up in the wind. Shawnee's carefree chuckling filled my ears as she ran towards the surf big juicy cheeks jiggling all over the place from the motion. A bunch of tots and youngsters ran with her into the ocean splashing and playing around. I watched for a while filming things for prosperity then got out my phone sending a sole pic.
It didn't take long for a Facetime request to follow.
"Can Koa come out to play Isabella? "
It looked like she was sitting in a makeup chair in some salon getting her hair and makeup done. She was fiercely beautiful as always.
"What do I get out of it?"
"Piece of mind while your man child goes on a play date with our mutual friend; you do remember Shawnee right? I thought the pic might jog your memory definitely his if you ask me ma'am." Isabella rolled her eyes as I spoke.
"Oh she told you about that; well, it honestly was one of my more weaker moments and I've formally instructed Koa that if he ever penetrates her it will be the end of us. He signed the post nuptial agreement and got a blowjob."
"So you took it personal?"
"Your big pigged associate cost me ten thousand dollars because I couldn't work until the bruise on my face cleared up. We worked it out in our own little way and your woman was a nice little peace offering to boot. In fact I was made to pay for our afternoon together; now what do you think about that?"
"I'm not worth the money?"
She tried to look unbothered but broke into a half smirk.
"How about a trade?"
We hashed things out as I watched and filmed Shawnee frolicking in the surf. It was nice seeing her being carefree outside despite living partially shut-in after her experiences. I forwarded Isabella and Koa some paperwork in digital form getting some back regarding the model's own confidentiality. She wanted a "freebie" after paying Shawnee for our previous afternoon long tryst. People were starting to gather in these cliques of mostly thirsty guys and some teens watching. I laughed noticing a few dad bod fellas being fretfully pulled away by their wives.
The mask was a big hit in public with more than a few people thinking she was cosplaying a certain Pixar mom.
"SHAWNEE!!" I waved the sarong around getting her attention.
We were hugged up in similar fashion to our post fight a few nights prior walking back to her vehicle. My mind wandered backwards to that blistering "hate fuck" on this very beach in the middle of the night. It was an intensity I hadn't felt in a long time making me think of my lost lady love as Shawnee piped up.
"Man I was scared you were gonna make me do it in front of all these people." Shawnee admitted in absurd fashion but I humored her anyway.
"Would you have done it?"
"Maybe." She chortled as I felt a pinch on my backside.
"We've got one more stop; are you up to it or do you want me to call it off?"
"Koa; you really want me to fuck that guy?"
"Shawnee I want you to blow his fucking mind; I want you to make him remember what he almost got back in that gym and then exceed his expectations. Yeah, I want you to fuck Koa. I want you to turn him out."
"So you can film it right papi?"
"Damn right!" My hand came down in a loud smack on her enormous badonkadunk. A group of brothers lingering nearby hooted with some throwing up the wolf head finger signs. A lot of women were shooting Shawnee the stink eye and mean mugging.
She ran ahead once we reached the Jeep Wrangler opening the passenger side door waiting for me expectantly. Instead of getting inside right away I retied the wrap about her waist slipping my fingers between her thighs. It was easy with the diamond shaped negative space between them revealed by her weight loss. Shawnee didn't stop me from slipping inside going further until my digits were curved up into her secret spot.
"¿Qué estás haciendo bebé?"
"Returning the favor?" She wasn't lying drenched and gooey inside. Her nipples were undeniably visible through the material of her one piece swim suit. My fingers were oily with her essence making a difference as she rubbed the underside of my package with the palm of her hand. There were two cars on either side of us with the open car door obscuring things from pedestrians walking down the path adjacent to the beach.
"You wanna fuck me?" Shawnee gasped wetly not caring who was walking by. I cared enough for the both of us looking around while continuously jilling her off.
"I'm helping you; I already told you what I wanted." She grabbed my bicep with both hands squeezing hard trying her best not to hump my hand in a vertical position.
"Do it harder."
"Harder?"
I hoped the squishy sound coming from between her thighs was something between us only. Shawnee's right arm disappeared inside her vehicle planted flat on the passenger seat to steady herself as I gave her what she wanted. She was creaming all over my fingers with her shaved mound on full display. My Puerto Rican muse had thrown caution to the wind pulling the crotch of her suit to the side to make it easier starting to flush in her own unique way.
"Want me to stop?"
"Want me to punch you in the nuts?"
I took exception going really harder than before with three fingers inside with a thumb on her engorged clit. Shawnee groaned hunching over face planting in my chest covering the camera. She wrapped her arms around me interlocking her fingers in the middle of my back.



"Just a little more; I'm finna cum papi; damn why you gotta be so good now? I wish we were doing it from the moment you landed. Oh sheet, oh fuck you're making me finna cum baby. Why you gotta be so good? You're making me your bitch for reals papi. I'm gonna fuck you so good every chance I get. I might even get on the plane when you go home and fuck you in front of those fucking passengers... I might keep you."
"Oh yeah?"
"Oh, joder, sí bebé; ¡Me quedaré con tu trasero y ni siquiera se te permitirá usar pantalones en mi casa tampoco!" Her effortless transitions between her native language and English along with the tone told me she was moaning something naughty.
"Guess I've gotta fuck you enough to wanna get rid of me."
Her cunt started contracting in a creamy mess as Shawnee buried her face in my chest muffling her orgasmic moans. I enhanced things by moving my fingers around inside her snatch simultaneously working her clit until her legs went rubbery forcing my digits out of her cunt. I didn't miss a beat sinking those exposed digits between her lips pumping them in and out as she sucked them clean. Her eyes were shut tight with a rapturous expression on her face that I was becoming used to in short order.
"I'm gonna keep you." She opened them to a brief wet kiss amidst some heavy breathing.
"I'm gonna make you tap out, later."
"Can you drive?"
I was more than happy to drive up the coast for a few miles with the wherewithal to dismount and prop up my camera facing the passenger seat as Shawnee showed out something fierce glib, juvenile, and gooey on the inside after being fingered to oblivion. We were just enjoying a day without further drama letting ourselves go for what was to be her finale performance in front of my cameras.
She finally peeled off the domino mask cleaning up with some wipes and cotton balls.
I was starting to feel the pull of our association with one another as a sign appeared on the winding no lane road reading "ATTENTION BEYOND THIS POINT YOU MAY ENCOUNTER NUDE BATHERS." Shawnee was taking off her one piece singing to me as I made a turn into this unfinished parking area only big enough for maybe four to six other vehicles. Off in the distance there was this sort of outdoor bungalow rest space overlooking the ocean.
"What're you singing?" Shawnee was shimmying and wriggling about trying to get her suit over her monstrous butt comedically giving up waiting for me to park.
"Quedate Aqui...What you don't like my shit?"
"May be you should ask before biting Salma Hayek." Shawnee did a doubletake at my awareness of the song she'd stolen from a Robert Rodriguez movie.
"Whatevers." Shawnee picked up my camera pointing it towards the backseat of her ride.
"What're you doing now?"
"Get your ass in the backseat; we're filming some bonus material." She already had the passenger door open sort of waddling out because of her swim suit.
It was just after noon on this nude beach which was mostly empty in our area as Shawnee shook and swiveled her hips finding the one piece reluctant to leave her body. I wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth climbing into the backseat without my sweats or underwear as she threw open the door on her side staring at me salaciously.
"Lose the t-shirt I don't care about the shoes baby."
"Oh no, you don't care about the shoes?" I was in the process of removing one as she turned that big monster donk in my face bending over as the material finally slid over the curve of her olive colored derriere.
Our time on the beach paid dividends as Shawnee tanned up real nice leaving some especially hard tan lines etched temporarily into her olive colored skin. My excitement was apparent as she climbed into the backseat barely able to squeeze in because of her infamous donk. My cock was pointing up at the ceiling of her ride as she noticed flicking a pointer finger on my dick making me yelp. She buried half of me in her mouth for a second or two then mounted me cowgirl. Her butt actually touched the back of the driver's seat.
"What the fuck?!" Things got real cramped real quick as I found myself with a face full of her enhanced tits.
"Ass Almighty." Shawnee corrected.
"No, I was really saying what the fuck." I reiterated as she demonstrated brutish strength no woman should have basically yanking me into the middle of her backseat making herself comfortable as well as stuffed fully to the gills.
"Shut up and fuck."
Her squishy cunt became a factor immediately as she mashed down on the base of my cock rowing and wrenching her hips like a mad woman making me cum in less than ten minutes. My toes curled up as I squealed into her mouth clawing up her big tanned back porch. It felt like I was still squirting profusely inside as Shawnee continued riding me right into a brand new erection trapping me in the cushiest iron maiden ever.
This woman was handling my head like a football while one of her hands pinched and tweaked my left nipple making me squirm even more. Her mound was wrenching into the base of my cock with the force of a wrecking balls as I went over again blowing several more loads inside her snapping cunt. Shawnee was giggling like she'd played some prank dismounting on all fours with her creampied snatch facing the ocean. She hadn't even bothered to close the door chortling continuously as she handled my overly sensitive and very spent member.
"OH!! OH GIRL!! CUT IT OUT!! STOP!! IT!!" I whined as she sucked on half of it as hard as she could withdrawing flicking it a second time. I was sex addled and shook as she backed out of the backseat onto the ground outside laughing her ass off.
"Next time check your tone papi; telling me you're gonna turn me out?!!" I was reminded of her status as an not so covert call girl influencer.
"BITCH!!"
"I'm going for a swim; send me that nigga Koa when he get here and watch what I do to that fool!" She took off running across the sand to the surf. I fumbled about in the back seat snatching up the camera catching Shawnee right before she jumped into the water splashing about then swimming away from me.
"Damn, I might wanna stay."
I mumbled to myself whimsically using some of her wipes to clean up the considerable mess she'd made of my junk. It felt like I was sliding around on the backseat in our intermingled juices. My inner voice prompted me to wipe down the seat with a rag I found on the floor. I gathered my things for the shoot and a rainbow beach towel that was folded neatly tucked under her seat. I walked the stuff over to the bungalow watching her play and have fun in the water. I liked the lighter more sociable side to Ms. Thompson continuing to film.
"Huh?" I discovered a Beretta M9 under her driver's side seat. It found a temporary home in my camera bag.
Dare I say there was regret on my part for dialing up Koa but I had work to do and I didn't want to be in front of my own camera lense right now with all the heat on me back home. The Educated Simp was lying low in the public eye and I considered it hiding in plain sight because nobody would notice me with Thunda and "Ass Almighty" around.
Fifteen minutes later a canary yellow Lamborghini pulled into a parking spot adjacent to Shawnee's red Jeep Wrangler with Koa behind the wheel. Something inside said I should be intimidated but I was smirking as the rent free stud got out sporting some Oakley shades over his eyes the brand known as Whisker with the orangish neon mirror lenses. His dreads were done up in a top knot ponytail while his barrel chest was covered in a collared white button up tee. The look was completed with some Hawaiian board shorts and a pair of sandals.
This guy with a physique like the Rock would undoubtedly be kidnapped at gunpoint by any number of women.
Me; I was just smirking because he was nothing to me, but a fucking prop.
"Where's your wife?" I asked casually as he walked up on me juicing up one camera with a portable charger. He stopped in his tracks looking unsure of how to answer.
"Sleeping; I had to drop the bottom out of her back, gave her that good good if you know what I mean." I smirked again looking away from his face and posturing reading between the lines. This was some high school bullshit.
"You know I do and your wife too, right bruh?"
He stared for a minute looking around knowing we were the only one's out here on a long stretch of beach. I was unbothered even when he took a heated breath removing his shades methodically with both hands folding them before crossing his jacked up arms across his chest. I looked at him without emotion then away smiling again.
"That hookup was totally sanctioned my man; wouldn't have happened otherwise."
"Then where's' your wife?"
"Sleep; didn't I tell you that already bro? She was real satisfied just like every night when I give her the business."
"But she's not here man."
"Couple of Xanax will do that to you my man; maybe you should try some to regulate your mood." He was trying to sound calm and collected but I snickered. He'd given up the goat telling me he basically drugged his old lady to keep me out of her panties.
"I'm feeling good Koa; maybe you should pop a pill bruh." He looked at once pensive and uptight.
"HEY MAN YOU ASKED FOR ME!! YOU DIDN'T ASK FOR MY WIFE!! WHAT, YOU GONNA FUCK ME TOO?!!"
"Is that what you want?"
"WHAT?!!"
"Man I just want you to tell me to my face that you were on some bullshit that night at the party. Ain't nobody but you uptight about some fucking pussy; I get pussy all the time. I damn near broke the bank on Rashida a long time ago before you were a glimmer in her eye my nigga. Be honest Koa; you were intentionally fucking with me, right?"
"Shawnee ragged you out bro; dragged the shit out of you when I met up with her and Rashida. Said you were some kind of pimp low key trafficked her and her old boyfriend even sold them to a lady pimp too. Man I almost came back over to fuck you up but Rashida played it off. We kinda hit it off and I wanted that chocolate. Sorry but I enjoyed fucking your woman. Isabella did too; we tried to be nice and give you a little pussy but you're out of pocket. I was still thinking about knocking you out when I came out to meet you and Rashida at the party."
"Why didn't you?"
"Look at you bro; and look at me. There's no way you could've done half the shit Shawnee said. I figured maybe you were just some low level simp eating off a bigger table probably that Renee person. You were a lamb truly lost in the woods that night."
"What do you think now?"
"I think you're sneaky." I stopped what I was doing long enough to look Koa in the face for a few moments.
"I'm a lot more than that bright boy."
There was another long silence between us but uncomfortable for him as I went about checking my equipment again finding everything ready to go.
"What now?" He broke the silence probably expecting a fist fight.
"What now Koa? I'll tell you what now my friend; a peace offering home boy." I pointed off towards the surf. He followed my gesture finding Shawnee swimming about doing multiple laps back and forth in the ocean.
"When I first started training her it was like pulling teeth but I got Shawnee on the right track by getting her to do laps in the pool at the gym. She hated everything else the weights and the treadmill but she would swim all day if I let her. We uhm, worked it out with her starting in the pool followed by light training, or vice versa until she was running the gym even weight lifting with the fellas in the back. We kind of adopted her like a little sister."
"Not you, right?"
"That ass was always off the chain and I had to chin check a few thirsty guys; but I kept it professional because she seemed honest about wanting to change everything about herself physically. Shawnee's hella funny when she wants to be and we get along. I don't know man; maybe it was watching her shed the pounds and sculpt herself into what she is today while staying so cute. I guess I couldn't help myself. But it got complicated with Isabella."
"Women know when another woman is occupying their man's headspace. You wouldn't know that off the rip because women chase you all the time especially down there at that gym. You're a trophy bruh."
"Isabella only let me off the leash because you fucked her like a boss. Before, she made me sign a post nuptial after she got lumped up by Shawnee. I didn't wanna lose her and the lifestyle. Didn't wanna piss off her "family" but you, made her not care about who I was fucking. She's been low key throwing me shade since you got her."
"I enjoyed fucking your wife. She sucked my dick on her live too."
"Savage." He commented lackadaisically watching Shawnee swimming about.
The sound of the crashing waves intermingled with a sea gull's call in the distance as I spoke statically.
"We talked and decided that you should get down here and get yourself a "get back" because I fucked the living shit out of your wife. Because I'm gonna fuck her again Koa, but not right away my island nigga."
"Man I'm sorry about what I did."
"I know; go on bruh, she's waiting for you." I handed him the beach towel. He took it without looking walking down onto the beach as if in a trance while I watched shaking my head. Whether Isabella knew it or not, a divorce was in her future somewhere.
Koa walked a straight line towards the edge of the surf like he was enraptured by some as yet unheard siren's song. Only Shawnee's head was visible above the roiling waves as it was apparent she was floating there watching his approach. Everything was picture perfect with an afternoon breeze wafting through the air intermingled with the seagull sounds getting louder as he absentmindedly dropped the beach towel stripping off his shirt. His sandals were left behind one by one as he hesitated at the edge of the surf.
Shawnee was wading in to meet him her shoulders appearing followed by her outstretched arms and her sculpted bust. Her improbably flat abdomen came into view with the beginnings of her outstandingly wide hips. Those hard tan lines tracing her one piece swim suit looked incredible in the afternoon sun under his exposed sycophantic gaze. Our first meeting in her stuffy cluttered apartment came to mind and the fact that her initial big reveal was done with a blanket draped over her body. Shawnee Thompson was embarrassed about her body to the point of being a shut-in back then. It was so bad; I'd forced her out of her home into the public eye.
I wished with all my heart that I could travel back in time and show that version of Shawnee the new improved version.
This woman was a hyper-zaftig Aphrodite rising from the ocean like her mythical counterpart backlit by the afternoon sunlight with this veritable Adonis enchanted with her to the exclusion of all else. Neither likely cared I was standing off in the distance close enough to capture everything on camera for prosperity.
Shawnee walked out of the spray meeting him at the edge of the water with this indecipherable expression on her face as she took his pointer fingers in her chubby fists. I got a little closer realizing there was some slight trembling on Koa's part as he reached up undoing his top knot letting his shoulder length dreads fall and drape over his shoulders. There was this sort of electricity crackling in the air as Shawnee let go of his fingers digging into the waistband of his Hawaiian board shorts suddenly jerking them down below his buttocks.
His uncircumcised horse cock popped out like a jack-in-the-box to greet her hungry eyes.
Those shorts ended up at his knees as Shawnee cupped the underside of his package inspecting his endowment before doing something unapologetically her in character and tone.
Her foot rose and came in stomping motion right into the crotch of those shorts drawing them down to his ankles. He stepped out of them carefully not breaking eye contact remaining immobile as Shawnee continued inspecting Koa's nude herculean body walking around taking in the view of him from the back. She travelled a tight semi-circle around his back to the right side of his frame. Koa turned slightly to meet her as they talked out of immediate earshot of my camera. Shawnee's confidence was off the charts and infinitely palpable to both of us.
I was going with the flow knowing instinctively there was no need to direct.
This was organic.
A culmination of events beyond me and part of their personal history together as teacher and student. He'd helped her find something new after the immediate tragedy of her life and subsequent darkness working as an escort here in Miami Florida. Somewhere along the lines things had become blurred and uncomfortable as I realized the true reason for his trolling sexual and otherwise of me. His seemingly prurient interest after seeing Shawnee fawning all over me now made sense. His stated desire to pummel me for hurting her, was legit.
Now I was witness to his unrequited feelings being given license, freedom to explore things further.
Her hands went to his sides tracing his ribs gliding over his sixpack abs up to his super heroic pecs pinching and tweaking his nipples. Shawnee captured his wrists in big chubby fists usually in the service of laying out opponents drawing his mitt sized hands up cupping her breasts. She held them there until he began squeezing and groping them pinching her nipples in return as her eyes squinted as she cupped the underside of his considerable package. No one would ever deny this woman didn't know how to touch a man to maximum effect.
Shawnee's hand gracefully went from the underside of his package to three fingers around the base of his manhood which was a feat in and of itself because of its size. She slid those fingers slowly up to the crown of his uncircumcised member gathering up the excess skin partially hiding the purplish head of his darkened member. She slid the fingers down in a single violent jerk right into the base of his cock leaving a tight vein covered prong leaking copious precum all over her authoritative fist. If it were even possible Koa was harder than before.
This Puerto Rican baddie had been talking to him throughout this sort of beginning mating ritual in hushed tones only they could discern. These island people were vibing with one another as Shawnee did a slow methodical open legged squat until his monster cock was adjacent with her lips. This woman knew what she was doing maintaining eye contact looking up into his face as he stood over her like some human sized Colossus of Rhodes. Despite their positions, there was no doubt Shawnee was in the driver's seat.
The teasing continued with her slightly letting her mouth hang open staring at his face waiting silently huffing purposely with those pneumatic breasts heaving until Koa looked fit to be tied from watching alone. Just as things reached a mute breaking point of anticipation, her tongue flicked out tickling the exposed spade shaped head of his cock. Its tip swirling on the tiny slit on the swollen crown for a microsecond. Shawnee started huffing again this time lightly blowing on the head of his penis daring him to shove her mouth down on his member.
It seemed like she knew exactly when he would protest slurping only the head of his cock going so hard those chubby cheeks of hers visibly inverted making him roar. Shawnee proved a true savage effortlessly taking Koa's terrifying prick to the base with a visible bulge in her throat still maintaining eye contact. His hands hovered at his sides shaking from the sensation of being swallowed whole accompanied by these gurgling sounds. It lasted nearly a minute but probably seemed an eternity to the man engulfed in their personal bubble.
Shawnee drew her lips back agonizingly slow dragging her teeth on the tightened skin with those chubby cheeks wholly inverted until only the crown remained trapped inside her maw. Proving a more than capable seductress she never stopped looking him in the eyes batting her own as she unveiled a new trick. She sucked harder on the head minutely bobbing her head on it alone challenging him without word. His prick looked unreal sort of bending in the middle because of her positioning and his reluctance to cup the back of her head. Shawnee kept it up.



Koa bellowed louder finally palming the back of Shawnee's head shoving it down until her nose was buried in his crotch. Her fist snapped up taking custody of his endowment below the oversized sack letting it bulge as if it were going to burst. Her head began manically taking him from stem to stern completely engulfed making this man moan and huff with his barrel chest heaving. Shawnee buried his cock deep in her gullet wriggling her head about then withdrew leaving only the crown still engulfed adding her other hand to his shaft.
This was familiar.
I'd seen her use this method to please my cousin and impress her eventual mentor and narcissistic abuser.
It was different this time.
Evolved.
Still in custody of his endowment from the bottom of his sack, her other hand glided slickly along his shaft in hard measured long strokes with a twisting motion. Her big jowly cheeks remained inverted with a loud audible extended slurping sound. Shawnee was wreaking havoc solely on the head of his cock stroking the meat with single minded purpose. Rivulets of saliva and precum were running off the underside of his cock spilling down her chin. This was a veritable soul sucking as I watched Koa go through the five stages of grief palming her head with both hands.
He shoved her head down on it again then pushed away with a loud tortured groan that would have frightened a lesser being. His huge extended prick was dripping excessive saliva and precum running off the tip as she gasped open mouthed enraptured. His big mitt remained at the back of her head as his member slowly crept forward finding an impatient woman. Shawnee buried him again to the hilt using both hands under his sack twisting in opposite directions before he pushed off again. Not to be denied she went after his balls sucking one then the other with a voracious hunger.
Koa's horse cock was draped across Shawnee's face as she nibbled at the junction where the left side of his pelvis met thigh then dipped in further likely lapping at his taint. Her hands were cupping his buttocks with all ten fingertips in his crack. When he could take no more, his prick found a home in her maw again. This time Shawnee took his endowment in a rowing motion allowing herself to be long stroked orally. He was moaning loudly taking her mouth with measured strokes breaking off gasping. His member looked as if it would explode.
Both of them were locked on one another eyes burning deep into each other's depths.
A big bubble of saliva and precum popped on her lips with excess running off her chin as her eyes fluttered playfully. Koa's mouth was hanging open while the rest of him was visibly tensed up with this incredulous look on his face. Her hands were continuously jerking, tugging, and nonstop stroking his wealth of meat. Shawnee sent him into mute hysterics with a simple lick of her bottom lip. His hands cupped her face on either side. She slurped one of his thumbs inside vacuuming her cheeks.
I was taken by surprise at the torturous cry that erupted from deep within this man as he snatched her hands away from his manhood pulling Shawnee to her feet. Koa cupped her chubby cheeks with trembling hands kissing her passionately. In this woman he found a willing partner kissing him with as much fervor if not more. This was different, something ferally passionate as she sucked and nibbled his bottom lip reaching up behind Koa for a fistful of his dreads. Shawnee yanked on that handful of roughhewn hair forcing his chin upward so that she could suckle his neck as her hand pressed into his pec fingers spread apart.
Her tongue snaked about his nipple tracing this tiny invisible circle before she nipped it quickly soothing that bit of pain sucking it hard. His giant hands took possession of her enhanced breasts from the undersides squeezing them just as hard rolling the nipples between forefinger and thumb. This degenerated into more wet passionate sloppy kissing full of soaked dueling tongues. Shawnee yanked on his dreads like the reins of a horse shoving some fingers into his mouth making him nearly choke before wrapping them around his cock jerking wildly.
Koa whimpered squatting down to free himself from her torturous grasp with his face level with her breasts. The man made a meal out of her tits slathering saliva everywhere until there was a web of it from his lips to one of her erect nipples. She mashed the other into his face still in custody of that fistful of hair as she fed the neglected nub into his mouth then forcefully pushed his head downward. Koa licked a slimy trail from her cleavage down her flattened abdomen to her shaved muff. This was a delicacy that he happily partook of in nasty licking and sucking fashion. Shawnee held his head in a manner that limited his range of motion not allowing him to look at her face.
The method to his lust induced madness became apparent when the bodybuilding fitness instructor reached between her thighs grabbing massive handfuls of her cheeks simultaneously standing upright with her crotch in his face feasting on her snatch. Shawnee was held aloft still a large newly buxom woman despite the weight loss probably six foot two inches from the sand left to steady herself with a hand on his shoulder and the fistful of dreadlocks. Koa's face was hidden in profile by her thick shapely legs particularly Shawnee's massive thighs.
Koa went further turning Shawnee into a human anchor with both legs draped over the front of his elbows, at the back of her knees. Her juicy cunt slid wetly from his mouth down his chin and chest along his abdomen in controlled fashion hovering right over his horse cock with its spearhead pointed dead center at her woman hood. He was holding her aloft just looking into her eyes which were also focused solely on his. There was this pause as he held her in the air staring at her face. There were these slight ticks and little movements there noticeably if you looked closely.
Shawnee lightly nodded.
Then she shocked both of us by straightening her thick shapely legs with the poetic grace of the most petite ballerina toes pointed outward on both sides of his frame. His hands cupping the bottom of her immense buttocks were her only support as she used his shoulders to raise herself a bit higher a head above his. There was no stress or visible strain on her face in the least.
Then she dropped.
Every bit of her dead weight fueled her impaling to the hilt of his fleshy lance as both screamed as loud as they could. Her legs folded around him at the precise moment of impact interlocking in the small of his back. She squeezed so tight I could see evidence of her flexing along her calves. Koa was already in a controlled squat laying Shawnee there on the beach my blanket be damned. She tightened her grip on him as the rest of his cock disappeared inside with the inflated sack visible as evidence of her impaling to the gills.
A shivering fit took him whole from head to toe almost as if he were suddenly in the center of Antarctica.
His face twisted into this ugly warrior's grimace enhanced by his own facial tattoos. There tremors got worse as some wetness appeared in his eyes starting to run down his face. Shawnee's hands reached up wiping away the tears with her thumbs before cradling the sides of his head. It was as if she were comforting and caressing him in a intimate time of need that felt unintentionally intrusive due to my "invisible" presence. Her pointer finger traced a line along his lips before her knuckles lightly grazed his cheek. Koa never took his eyes from her cherubic features.
Shawnee nodded again; very subtly, slowly unlocking her ankles from the small of his back until her ankles were adjacent with his ears.
Koa nodded in time with her slowly drawing backward until only the head was embedded.
Then slammed the rest of his more than generous endowment home inside her box with an audible thud as they both screamed at the top of their lungs in ecstasy.
He pulled back again looking at her enraptured gasping features also breathing through his mouth as he pulled back again like and archer drawing a bow.
He hit a third time with such force that Shawnee wrapped her arms and legs around forcing him to lay atop her prone body in the sand as the water rushed in to greet them. I could see her tightening her limbs about him like an anaconda trying to squeeze the life out of the man. Her nails were clawing slivers of skin from his back as he rocked them horizontally as if trying to lull her to sleep.
Before I could blink, Koa was grinding her snatch with everything he had mashing and swiveling his hips trembling all the way looking on the verge of tears. It was almost as if he was going to have a seizure. An unwanted mind movie of him with Rashida intruded contrasting with this primal yet much more emotional coupling. Now in retrospect, his tryst with Ms. Sikes seemed rather performative under the watchful eye of his celebrity wife.
Now I was watching one of the toughest bitches I knew who'd been through several trials of fire with me clawing up a man's back as he gouged her honey pot with nothing held back.
I could see her enraptured face, chin hooked over his shoulder as she tensed and tightened her limbs around him with each thrust scratching and clawing in feline fashion. Her hands pushed into his shoulder blades with her right eventually slapping his face repeatedly until he was supporting his weight on both palms hovering above her unable to look away from her face. Shawnee grabbed a handful of his locks pulling him down to meet her waiting lips. Both were moaning and whining into each other's mouths as he went slow enjoying every groove in her box.
His big hands cupped and pushed both of her breasts from the outside mashing them together so that he could feast on her nips. Shawnee massaged and caressed his shoulders and face moaning as more seagulls squawked in the distance. She ran her fingers over his pecs and biceps as he forced himself to slow down still visibly shaking and trembling.
Koa pushed her thighs improbably because of their size into her abdomen remaining in a modified pushup position reaming her cunt. Shawnee's essence was coating his meat in a creamy froth as she whined girlishly. He studied every nuisance of her youthful face enchanted spreading her thighs pushing down on the interior as he pulled out. This breathy moan escaped Shawnee's lips as Koa went down on her laying on his belly in the sand with the water rushing in further providing much needed moisture under the afternoon sun. Her eyes rolled up into her head as her hands roamed all over her breasts and abdomen massaging and rubbing everywhere.
Her fingers ended up on her mound spreading her flower apart feeding him a tasty treat.
Fellatio truly was one of Shawnee's sexual weaknesses as I watched her olive skin flush crimson almost pinkish like cayenne pepper as she began to crest. I'd observed this the past few times during our hookups over the last forty eight hours. I couldn't see his face because it was buried between Shawnee's thighs but his actions read on her face as she snatched at his dreads until she was able to drape him over her body. Koa went balls deep in her snatch burying himself to the hilt. Shawnee interlocked her fingers in the middle of his back wrapping her powerful legs in the lower portion.
She rolled them over in the sand ending up mounted atop him in the cowgirl position.
The surprises continued as Shawnee flattened her palms fingers spread apart like eagle talons arching her lower back deep pushing her cunt into the base of his endowment. That still as yet unmeasured donk swiveled to her right side at an angle then dipped sharply to the left until it mimicked the first movement. She repeated the motion again faster continuing until her gigantic butt became a blur of motion. This was a bionic cowgirl hula at Mach 5 making me green with envy as I realized this was what Shawnee intended to tease me with that first day in Miami.
I was alternately glad I hadn't "asked" as she'd suggested.
It was Koa's turn to flush reaching a tone that nearly matched her own as Shawnee rode him to nirvana without breaking her stride. She was expertly jockeying him alternately staring pointedly deep into his eyes intermittently looking up into the blue skies above. Both of them were moaning, whining, and shouting angel language to the heavens. Her nipples looked completely red at this point but Koa didn't appear to have the strength to handle her breasts laying there with his arms over his head fingers pointed in my direction. His face was blissful, enraptured.
So was Shawnee's.
She righted herself with both feet rooted in the sand sliding her hands down along the sides of his defined torso.
Shawnee proved her new moniker legit as that "Ass Almighty" bounced on Koa's monster cock like she was riding a pogo stick. This bodybuilder was getting the "business" and then some as she smashed his pelvis to mush. From the moment he walked out to meet her, it had been all the former Ms. WTF's show. These prominent circular motion ripples radiated from the bottom of those reddened mountainous cheeks towards the top of that cavernous gluteal cleft. In moments her entire ass was jiggling uncontrollably as goosebumps appeared on her humongous buttocks.
She switched back to that frenetic hula dance shaking swiveling and rolling her hips like her life depended on it. I was glad Rashida wasn't present or she would've been threatened as Shawnee revealed her twerk game even dwarfed a master like Thunda. The only caveat was that it was visually motivated by obvious emotion. Koa had been at her side from the beginning of her physical transformation to its apparent end and now this was a culmination of their journey. Shawnee bent at the waist showing more surprising dexterity cupping his face.
I felt even more the intruder into something that should have been private, not filmed.
This big muscular guy was laying there in the sand taking an absolute sexual mauling as Shawnee had her way with him enjoying the hell out of herself. Her hips were rowing back and forth like she was riding for the hills. This Puerto Rican baddie was scrubbing his pelvis with nothing left behind going so vicious that her massive cheeks were visibly flexing with these inverted crescent indentations nearly as long as my forearm. I realized I'd never seen Shawnee like this in my life. Her monster butt was doing that loud slow motion clapping twerk with the bottom positions of her pillow sized cheeks smacking his swollen balls.
Then she stopped on a dime sitting atop Koa filled with his manhood to capacity huffing with both nostrils flaring.
Shawnee arched her back rubbing and caressing his face humping down planting her lips on his for a light kiss. It was little more than a peck as she reared upright arching her hips into his mound leaning backward until her hands were resting on his knees. Both of them groaned, whimpering a bit as she spread her legs wide with both feet flat in the sand further anchoring herself as her sex came into full view of my camera. She shifted a bit doing the same with her hands outside of his knees now. Her mound was beyond swollen engorged with his endowment. Koa's cock protruded from her cunt slightly curved.
Shawnee went hard and fast with the lightspeed hula motion taking him to even further heights of ecstasy. It was weird and fascinating seeing her ride him dead on in this manner. Her cheeks were cradling everything in a visibly enticing cushion. In this posture Koa was left with nothing to do but scream her name even reverting to his native language in fits and stops clawing the air. The man was pinned to the beach under a woman who intrinsically knew how to use her weight to her advantage in combat and sexually to maximum effect. Tremors sparked across both of their conjoined bodies soon becoming a shaking, shivering fit shared between both in an intimate test of wills.
"SHAWNEE!!"
Koa broke first.
"SHAWNEE!! SHAWN!! NEE!! SHAWNEE!!"
Her brow furrowed with dimples appearing at the corners of her nose and mouth while those adorable chubby cheeks inflated. She started groaning and growling like a Pit Bull getting ready to pounce. Koa couldn't stop.
"SHAWNEE!! SHAWNEE!! SHAW!! NEE!! SHAWNEE!! SHAWNEE!!"
He was screaming her name to the rafters the rooftops, to the fucking heavens and everyone within earshot declaring her to the universe. Those immeasurable hips those uncertified yet undisputed cheeks were wringing the man out as Shawnee added a circular rotation to her wide hips letting her head dip backward as if it would fall from her neck. Her body was almost entirely flushed in this pinkish crimson tone peppered with goosebumps.
"KOA!!!"
Shawnee cracked.
"¡¡TODA LA MIERDA ME CORRO EN TU POLLA!! ¡¡ME VENGO EN TU GRAN POLLA DE LA ISLA!! ME LO ESTÁS QUITANDO KOA!! ¡¡ME ENCANTA ESTA POLLA!! ¡ESPERAMOS DEMASIADO Y AHORA ES MUY TARDE, BEBÉ!"
Her Spanish language rant came in feverish labored tones as the bank broke between them in dramatic fashion. Shawnee was spouting so loud it was echoing in the air as the tremors finally engulfed her wholesale. This was the point of no return for both with no retreat in sight. I watched feeling the electricity crackling about in the air.
"Ou te alofa ia te oe Shawnee!! Ou te alofa ia te oe i taimi uma!! Sa pei ua ou oti e aunoa ma oe!! Ou te alofa ia te oe Shawnee!!"
Koa shattered into a million emotional pieces spewing his own native language.
Those wrenching popping and swiveling hips became a blur of motion enhanced by these spectacular bursts of moisture as Shawnee squirted wildly teeth gritted eyes tightly shut. I was shocked by the girlish squealing that followed as she rode it out sounding like the women in those Japanese porn movies. It was nails on a chalkboard as she kept squirting finally emitting a spray that lit up his sculpted abdomen and super heroic pecs. Some of it was hitting his face. Koa's eyes were tightly shut with his chin tilted up mouth open catching portions of her essence.
Shawnee drifted to a full stop sitting atop Koa huffing drenched in sweat which caught the sunlight making her skin sparkle and glisten. Koa was similarly affected looking as if someone had poured a basin full of baby oil all over his upper half. His face was sprinkled with Shawnee's essence. The man was licking it from his lips huffing.
His huge dong which was bent in the middle plopped out of Shawnee's cunt with a wet smack on his abdomen.
Several bursts of thick milky ejaculate sort of spewed out of his crown in one big burst coating his defined sixpack. The rest flowed out of him like some leaky faucet adding to the mess as Shawnee's eyes fluttered open watching him cum for her intently. His own sated cries were labored trailing off as he raised a hand about to plant it in his mess in blind post coital bliss.
Shawnee stopped it lightly taking his hand as she rolled off on his left side kneeling hunched over. Her other hand carefully cupped the underside of Koa's package, lovingly.
I watched her lean down kissing him on sweat drenched lips before proceeding to lap up everything down to his glazed manhood which she took inside with an audible slurp.
This wasn't just a cleanup blowjob.
Shawnee made love to his cock lightly sucking and licking the upper half, tickling, and teasing the crown before taking him to the base with her lips touching the root. His manhood was clean when she drew back doing the same to his balls lightly playing and stroking his member before releasing it to flop on his belly pointed at his chin.
I watched her kneeling there looking at him laying beneath her prone with this wistful look on his face as he stared back.
"Uhm, its hot. Let's go for a swim real quick." Shawnee sort of whispered.



Koa just nodded mute reaching out resembling Michael Angelo's famous reaching hands masterpiece "The Creation of Adam."
Both of them took their time walking hand in hand into the surf as I turned away walking back towards the covered bungalow camera in hand.
I didn't want to invade their privacy any further.
I also didn't want to be outed by the raging tent I was sporting cementing what was becoming less than voyeuristic tendencies as of late. I checked my phone finding texts and missed calls nearly reaching double digits from Rashida and a couple from Isabella that didn't bode well for Koa. He probably wouldn't care after scratching what had to be an epic itch in the form of literal muse Shawnee Thompson, and maybe a bit more. I glanced off in the distance watching both of them frolicking about swimming and splashing water on one another.
They were having fun.
I went to Rashida's cam page which was linked to my pay site finding a veritable groundswell of people waiting for the contest. I'd made quite a bit of coin in cash app and crypto charging a fee for the event. To catch more viewers I posted a pre-edited segment on Thunda highlighting a fake interview filmed over a year ago at her former salon job which I'd since demolished. Her smug rundown and dragging of Ms. WTF was so noxious, my mentor felt the need to warn Shawnee of it beforehand. It was the day Rashida got destroyed in an alley by a "romantic interest" of mine. Some would think it was the day she became my enemy for a time.
Things were different today and Thunda was currently in "pick me" mode after leaving me at Shawnee's mercy.
"Uhm, hey?"
"Yeah?" I glanced over from my impromptu onsite editing bay finding Koa looking at me scratching his locks. There was an immediate awkwardness between us due to my presence as he was "turned out" by Shawnee.
"Uhm, Shawnee said there's some suntan lotion uh, in her car."
I glanced over finding her laying there on the beach blanket they'd initially ignored.
"What's that got to do with me?"
"Well, its cool if I go inside her ride, right? I mean, you don't wanna get it yourself, do you?" There was no mistaking the breezy carefree demeanor that contrasted with his tense irritated behavior when he pulled up.
Shawnee had really cleaned this guy up and it read on his sex addled decidedly hangdog face. He was still nude.
"It's her car Koa; but I want you to come back over here after you find that shit so that I can strap this harness to your chest."
"What's that for?"
"Filming; its what we've been doing out here bruh."
"Aw yeah, right." He looked away watching her reclining on the beach towel looking at the ocean. Koa was suddenly oblivious to my presence looking happy just to look at Shawnee relaxing. We were both looking at the back of her head as I snapped my fingers awakening the man from a stupor.
"Suntan lotion?"
"YEAH RIGHT, SORRY!!" He bounded off to Shawnee's vehicle first going in on the driver's side then standing there befuddled for a moment or two before tracing his steps around the front of it tracing a finger on the hood. Luckily for us he found the slightly used tube inside the passenger door almost running off with it if not for my whistling and hand clapping.
"Koa, I'm getting my shot, even if I have to do it myself."
"Well, can't we ask Shawnee how she feels about that?" I did a doubletake mad dogging him until he averted his eyes.
"Are you gonna give me this much pushback when you fuck Rashida this afternoon?"
"Huh?"
Rashida, later this afternoon; like right after we pack up here? It's what I rented you for in case you didn't know. Geez, did your wife tell you anything before you drugged her, huh bruh?"
This guy was looking right through me obviously mentally sitting next to Shawnee a few feet away.
"Koa?"
"UH YEAH, TALK TO YOU LATER!" He wandered away focused on returning to Shawnee leaving me sitting there with a raised brow.
"Shit."
I strapped on the chest mount and camera intent on getting what I felt was a pivotal shot for this shoot. Few people understood the creative process and the fact that I usually visualized everything in my head first. Koa was already slathering oil on her back visibly having his best day. I wanted that massage and I was going to get it no matter what, but he caught me approaching looking annoyed in a possessive boyfriend kind of way. Koa was already standing up to confront me caring little about his nudity.
"BRO, WHAT'RE YOU DOING MAN?!!" His posture said he was ready to throw hands. I stopped short knowing I'd need to get back to the equalizer in my camera bag if this guy went full bucking bronco in a china shop.
"It's a shoot; I'm getting my shot."
"THAT'S NOT COOL BRO!! SHE'S ON BREAK!!" I did a doubletake looking from the threat in his body language to her suddenly anxious features.
"KOA!!" Shawnee shouted cutting into the situation getting on all fours, then kneeling.
"One shot man, then you two can do whatever you want out here."
"NOPE!!" Koa was definitely stonewalling me as I glanced at Shawnee again prompting her to speak up.
"¡Maldita sea, ahora este imbécil piensa que me pertenece! ¡¡¿Qué carajo hombre?!! ¡¡¿Qué pasa con tu trasero, Koa?!!"
Whatever she said put a stop to the budding animosity between us. I couldn't tell if he understood her native language, but I was "invisible" again as he turned at the waist looking at Shawnee.
"I'm watching out for you; this guy he's just..."
"Doing business; what don't you understand about that?" Shawnee cut him off.
"We were chilling; I was looking out for you girl."
"No you weren't Koa; you're fucking with my paper and you know I ain't having that. Did you forget we're on a shoot out here bruh?"
"But we uh, were uhm, chilling Shawnee."
"We're doing business man; are you gonna go loco when papi shoots you boning our girl crispy back at my flat, huh?"
"Uh, maybe he can get somebody else because we..."
"WHAT?!! WE WHAT, KOA?!!"
He didn't answer looking as if his head was about to explode when he met my gaze. There was a growing droopiness to his eyes that wasn't unfamiliar to me. I knew it intimately last experiencing it in my old church one Saturday afternoon. What followed was a lot of pain for two people who should have held tighter to one another or got out of town together.
I wasn't in the mood to be sympathetic to this motherfucker; that was the old me.
"Shawnee today was..."
"Is Koa; are you tripping or what? I'm working right now and I thought you were too. Man you know all about me bruh and this right here my man...well, it is what it is, understand?"
"Beautiful, yeah that's what I was gonna say." He finished as she cocked her head to one side.
"Every time you bag a bitch, it's beautiful Koa; wasn't it beautiful when you railed Rashida in your pool at the party? What about when you and uh, your bitch wife fucked her in front of papi right here? Fucking pretty, right bruh? I was making my paper and side eyeing you knee deep in my girl's cakes! Think I didn't see that shit?!!"
"You fixed us up."
"She's having trouble with her man because of her "online business" and I thought she could use a good fuck; besides, I was beefing with this fool right here. What, that's a problem for you now? Come on Ko, she needed a fuck and you're good for it because you're from the streets. You get a bonus today; Rashida gets another fuck."
"I never would've touched her if I knew today would happen."
All three of us stood there in silence as the sound of the crashing waves and seagulls filled the afternoon air. He was looking at his feet fully crestfallen while she stood motionless like a statue. It felt like time stopped in that precise moment.
"When we talked about this you know what I said it would be if we ever crossed that line."
He didn't answer.
"We did a quickie in my car; yeah we shot a scene in there before you showed up to fuck me too. Don't get it twisted bruh; talk to your old lady if you got "issues" Koa. You're legally married to her not me, okay?"
I couldn't deny feeling the sting of her words even though they were directed at another man.
He kept looking at his own bare feet partially covered with sand then looked up raising his chin high as his head wobbled. His eyes glistened in the sunlight staring at both of us perhaps imagining things. This was confirmed when he directed his gaze to our parked vehicles as Shawnee remained unmoving.
"Uh, do you mind if I just uhm, pack it in and roll over to the flat. I guess, I could keep Rashida company."
"That sounds like a real good idea; why don't you do that hon and we'll finish up here. Maybe papi can glaze the buns now that he doesn't have to babysit. Yeah, why don't you kick rocks coconut nigga? We're good here babe."
"I'm going."
"Whatevers." Shawnee was brutal.
He looked ungainly, wholly unsure of himself backing away finding his Hawaiian board shorts first putting them on before retrieving his shirt which was soaked from the incoming tide. Koa slung it over a shoulder sliding his foot into a sandal not bothering to look for the other a few feet away. The man was hesitant to look in Shawnee's direction lingering there for a moment before solemnly trudging across the sand towards his car. I watched without word or movement standing a foot or two behind Shawnee. Her shoulders tensed up as he got close to his car.
"FUCK YOU MAN!!!" She screamed hysterically shrieking loud enough to get an echo.
"¡BÉSAME EL CULO DE MIERDA KOA!" Shawnee snatched up the discarded sandal flinging it badly in his direction.
Koa disappeared inside his Lamborghini revving up the engine backing up at an angle screeching tires and all before peeling out down the road burning rubber all the way.
"Shawnee are you...?!"
She was running into the waves disappearing under the water surfacing further away swimming like her life depended on it. My camera caught the horizon line and the ocean as I contemplated the ongoing drama that seemed to radiate from Shawnee nonstop. She'd set everything in motion wanting to stick it to me from the moment I set foot on the ground and now she was burying everything in a psychological landfill now that we were "quote-unquote" cool.
With nothing left to do, I sat on the blanket noticing the discarded bottle of suntan lotion.
"¡¡HOLA PAPI!!"
She was walking back towards me along the edge of the surf with this obviously fake smile plastered on her cherubic face. Shawnee had one hand raised while the other was hidden behind her back.
"What's up?"
"I wanna uhm, address that shit real quick; but you can't bring it up in my face afterwards."
"We don't have to; that's your personal business."
"But I'm going to because I'm gonna go full nutjob loco if you don't let me, alright?"
"Okay, let me switch off the camera."
"NO!!"
"Huh?"
"Let that shit ride papi; I'm letting it all hang out because like I said, this is my last time fucking with this shit in front of people, online and everywhere else; just be cool with me. Don't try to lecture me, okay?"
"Wasn't gonna do that."
"Bullshit, you're one of them certified good guys even if you got yourself a little bit of edge now. Both of us got that twist from Ms. One back in the day and we just, different now. Don't be a pussy trying to lie and say you ain't bent now; if you try it with me, we chunking it out all over this beach again and you gonna take a sand nap."
"How can you compliment me and threaten me at the same time, with a fucking smile on your face?"
"Lots of practice; can you finish rubbing that oil all over me now?"
I got off the blanket letting her resume her place on it. Shawnee was still smiling faux happy as she got down on all fours looking into the mounted camera doing a light twerk for her audience. She winced a little ponderously laying down on her belly before continuing. Since we were still working I covered my bases standing up getting some coverage of her laying there. Shawnee obliged me sort of jiggling her thighs making her massive cheeks ripple and shake for the camera.
"Rub everything but be careful with the kitty; I'm blasted out down there."
"Sure." Things were still awkward.
"That's what I like about you papi; you never get it twisted. I gave that island nigga a "Girlfriend Experience" and he wanna put a ring on it. But you, never tried it with me like that; you were smart enough to keep me at arm's length for a minute now. I always thought of myself as the neighborhood pump before you started coming around. I just wanted to make a little paper off the cheeks and watch tv on my couch for the rest of my life. I had Andre and he was holding a nightstick downstairs with a pea in his brain, so I was cool with things the way they were."
I made a light trail of oil from the back of her neck along her spine as she mentioned her former beau for the first time since the night he'd been taken from her.
"Andre never complained or got out of pocket until we brought him around Ms. One. I got in my head to never really say her government name because I low key feel like that bitch will pop up like Candyman or fucking Freddy Krueger, right papi? I know you feel the same way because I saw the look on your face when I brought her up before and I get it. Man, she wiped us clean no matter what we're comfortable admitting. You made me go to that mall and dropped fucking Rashida in on me. I really was gonna shank that bitch, but something about her just, got to me so I hid in the bathroom. I was scared she already left with my man. I knew if she got into his pants, it was a wrap for us. Then along came her fucking master, and they jacked my nigga. They jacked me too."
I worked her shoulders paying attention working out the tension.
"Sometimes I wake up in the middle of the night just raging and shit; I keep remembering how stupid I was that first day we met. She seemed so cool and laid back not even tripping with her man and baby girl there. They seemed like a family and she was so fucking pretty I think I would have ate her kitty if she batted an eye at me. I knew I was gonna do whatever she wanted. I didn't wanna be left out in the cold; didn't wanna go back to my bum ass apartment with the final notice under the door. Ms. One knew all that shit and wrapped me up."
Shawnee moaned as I worked her sides just listening.
"I let that bitch run me. I let her run my pockets. I let Ms. One remake me into somebody who mattered. She had me lit within forty eight hours with the IG thing and the makeover which she paid for. Had my head gassed all the way up like I was gonna be some legit plus sized model instead of the neighborhood pump and dump. Yeah, it was crazy because I was looking at that scheming bitch like she was my motherfucking mommy on some dumb shit, right? After I saw her; saw what she could do for me and how she was taking care of me...I didn't look at you the same papi. You was just some "employee" a fucking lapdog and I wanted to be her other lapdog."
I felt a sliver of white hot rage boiling just under the surface but said nothing.
"I wanted it so bad. I wasn't paying attention when she left me with your cousin for a whole day. That nigga Jaquan wasn't trying to make no movies but he was getting it in like a crackhead for these cheeks. I kept watching the door waiting for her to come back with my man, but she didn't. She was busy eating him alive like some kind of fucking vampire. When she did pop up with this flimsy excuse, I knew she was lying. Yeah, I knew when I saw Andre after that because he had that same haunted look you had whenever she was around. All eyes on the light bright, right?"
"Don't say that shit." I warned when she unintentionally used our antagonist's nickname. My late girlfriend coined that phrase as a dig at Ms. One's pale countenance.
"I let my apartment go ignoring all those notices slipped under my door and taped to it as well papi. Our girl let me crash in that apartment below hers telling me she was gonna work it out with that Mintzy bitch. I wanted to bust up her grill for acting thirsty as fuck with Andre; but I was "ordered" to ignore that shit if I wanted a roof over my head. Hey bruh, you never fucked that old hoe, did you?"
"I fucked her a bunch of times Shawnee." I answered dryly.
"Because she had those tig ole bitties, right?"
"Yup?"
"I want you to fuck mine too; wanna hear something crazy?"
"Shoot."
"I jacked these titties from our girl; we were here in Miami for some simp loot from this rich motherfucker who'd been blowing up my DM's thinking he was talking to me but actually talking to Ms. One instead. She was kicking it in my place a lot in those last few days running my pockets and reminding me that she was the boss bitch. She even took my cash app card. The bitch was giving me an allowance; a fucking allowance!! So, when she went to pimping straight up, I wasn't surprised. I wasn't even pissed. All three of us got "flewed out" even Rashida too. I guess she was gonna offer crispy to that guy if he didn't brake for the BBW. Nope, this rich Cuban fucker wanted Ms. WTF for a weekend!! Said I was on his bucket list or something, right? Ms. One watched me fuck him that first night, but Rashida wasn't having it. Both of them went somewhere and left me with this weird guy. He paid up."
"How did you jack some titties?" My hands were massaging the outsides of her enhanced breasts.
"Well, those bitches left me with that guy after that first night; later on I found out he financed a shopping spree for those hoes in exchange for leaving me there. This motherfucker put in work, or thought he was cause you know how we get down papi. He wasn't really doing nothing but getting on my nerves but we almost threw hands when a camera came out. I wasn't down for that shit without some money on the side, but he ponied up and actually took time to talk to me about my issues, believe it or not. Told him I hated my fucking moobs. He was a plastic surgeon. We talked it out and I let him make a sex tape with me in exchange for some tits. See something familiar?"
Shawnee rolled over on her back facing her enhanced bust towards the sky as I took a look at them. She didn't say anything as I rubbed oil into her breasts cupping and pushing them together. Shawnee was waiting and it took a few minutes as I noticed their perfect fullness and sloping nature.
"You took her tits, didn't you?"
"I told that Cuban nigga that Ms. One had a perfect set; later he slapped some cash in her hands to get a good set of pics. I was surprised when he showed me what he got promising that he could replace my man boobs with her perfect set. See, what I didn't know is that this weirdo was on that Dr. Frankenstein tip. He hooked Rashida up with those lemons; I'm surprised she didn't go bigger and you know our "mamá" didn't need nothing because she's perfect."
"How'd she feel about you copying her tits?"
"She never saw them."
"Really?"
"They were stereo bitching about me getting my tits done but she stayed with Rashida until she was ready to go; me, I wasn't shocked when they decided to leave me behind with a coach plane ticket. Didn't seem like she cared, really wasn't feeling it and we both knew she wasn't gonna take care of two bandaged bitches. She picked the homie and left me that cheap ticket and my cash app card with a couple of hundred on it. Didn't even try to act like she cared or nothing. I knew she had all that footage she was making me shoot everyday with Jaquan and Andre, so I was, uhm expendable. Fuck, she'd already got rid of you and it made sense to leave me there I guess."
"They abandoned you?"
"I'd turned some tricks down here in the sunshine state already; around the time you sent me that fucking dollar, but I wasn't back a week before we were on a turnaround trip while her cousin Carlie handled the salon. I was there for a minute with that Cuban fucker hawking me wanting to do more. I called her up and my number was blocked!! Can you believe that shit? I'd already walked out of the medical center with my shit in a plastic bag and didn't have nowhere to go just sitting on a bus bench crying."



"So, what happened?"
"That Cuban guy wanted me back on his table so bad; guess I figured it was better than tricking after finding the airline ticket sleeve empty. I actually thought some janitor stole my airplane ticket; can you believe that? When he showed up at the bus bench, I was pretty much down for anything but that weirdo just wanted to "finish" what he started. I got a tummy tuck to go with my bootleg titties and a room to live in at his flat. Funny thing, this fucker didn't want to fuck me anymore after that first weekend and I was cool with that, but then it got really weird."
"How?"
"Can't tell you that."
"Why?"
"Well, put it like this papi; if you know you're involved, bar none."
"Serious?"
"Yeah but since you my papi; I'll tell you if you want but you ain't getting out of the shit no matter where you are here or back home. I know you baby; you're cool with things being level so if you don't want none, just play with my titties for a while."
I played with her titties doing my best not to be curious. She directed my hands to her nipples knowing I would instinctively roll and pinch her nipples just the way we liked. Shawnee saw us both as kindred spirits while I was reluctant because of the socially incestuous tones that would suggest. She cupped her tits mashing them together while I sprinkled some oil on her nipples.
"Man I got a brand new look back then but some of the old me was still hanging around; kind of uh, had a meltdown so the good doctor put me onto a female only gym. Fuck, I wasn't taking no psych meds so we figured exercise would be the best bet. Can you imagine that shit? My big fat ass in a fucking gym? I could barely fit in the chair to fill out my membership papers bruh."
"I thought you weren't gonna share?"
"I'm not; I surgically removed the confidential stuff payaso! Hey, like uh run your finger in my cleavage like its your dick. Don't ask me why and shut up and listen, okay? SÓLO ESCUCHA, ¿ESTÁS BIEN PAPÁ?!!"
Shawnee sounded insistent as I followed through with her request. It was a little odd having her cupping her tits around my finger slipping in and out of her enhanced cleavage.
"Hey man, remember that time we hooked up when you met Andre? Like the first time; specifically when I made him wait outside while we hooked up?"
"Yeah, why're you bringing that up?"
"You knew how much I hated my titties back then, but you kept fucking with them. I thought you were trying to be nice because you wanted to keep coming around for the buns, then I thought you were trolling me. Then you got up on my big ass stomach and fucked the shit out of my moobs; like, for real and shit. You gave me a big ass load and I thought you were a serious pervert."
"Still think I'm a pervert?"
"Shut up; look, I'm admitting that I kept thinking about that for a minute because other than Andre you were the only guy who wanted to look at my face instead of bending me over. I didn't even have no tits but you fucked the shit out of my gross flap jack moobs like a boss. That shit made me cum, but I didn't want you to know. I rubbed a few out to that memory since then. I keep remembering how you blew loads all over my ugly mosquito bites. That shit makes me so horny sometimes."
"That was a long time ago."
"I'm trying to make a point."
"What's the point Shawnee?" I tweaked and rolled her nipples listening to the sound of the tide coming in. She was staring at me salaciously making me instantly think of Koa running off to his car after she pierced his heart with an arrow.
"You know how to enjoy a moment."
"I do?"
"Yeah papi; if it was just us down here like a few nights ago, everything would be chill. We would just fuck the shit out of each other and leave it a buck. Koa makes me real sorry that I fucked with you so bad when you arrived. I should've been happy you didn't recognize me, but it felt like a slight. You know I almost started dumping on you right there but then I had an epiphany; so I mooned your ass and wholla!! You remembered bruh!"
"So what's your point?"
"I was ignorant papi; all this time away from you and that world we came from came rushing back when I should've been happy. I bullshitted around at the gym for a few weeks just watching other people work out and snacking. They tried to come at me when I bought a fucking hoagie into the gym but you know how mad thuggish I can be, right? The gym supervisor sent Koa over and I thought he was gonna try to bounce me, but that island nigga sat down and talked to me."
"Talked to you?"
"Yeah, I mean it was a little rough going at first, but he was really just shooting the shit with me ignoring all the other bitches in there and some of them thirsty ass soccer moms too. I wasn't gonna come back, but I liked his talk game figuring he just wanted the cheeks too. We're buddies, BFF'S and shit and I started liking the life I was building out here. It was all me for once and he didn't push it. I started actually working out and kicking it with him sometimes, but he didn't ask, didn't touch. We found this place, uhm a friendly place with no bullshit."
"But you knew he liked you right?"
"I saw him driving off with some big fake booty bitch and I guess he saw me in his rear view mirror. He got out of his ride all apologizing while the female was all kinds of pissed that a fat bitch was messing up their thing. This pretty island nigga was acting like I was his fucking wife apologizing like I had a pistol in my hand. His jump off was out of pocket, so I dotted her chin and slid out, mostly because I was scared the cops were gonna show up. I got warrants, you know."
"What happened after that?"
"Gym wanted to bounce me, but Koa called in a favor. I was on probation up in there and a bunch of thirsty broads were on my bumper because they wanted him. So, we started meeting up real early in the morning or late at night. I didn't have a nine to five as you well know so it wasn't no big deal. He even got me on the weight training, benching and everything with the boys in the back. Guess what I'm saying is he helped make me this; helped me become brand new."
"Shawnee, you knew he liked you right?"
"DIOS MIERDA PAPÁ VAS A HACER QUE ME LEVANTE Y ME PASE A GOLPEAR TU CULO ESTRECHO!! ¡SIEMPRE ESTÁS HACIENDO TODAS LAS PREGUNTAS DIFÍCILES TRATANDO DE SER EXTRA!"
"English."
"English my pussy nigga; rub that shit too, its sore because you wanted to make a movie." I couldn't suppress a chuckle as she snatched my hand down between her thighs.
"Sorry."
"Fuck you, and don't be tickling my ovaries either. My shit is sore from that big motherfucker pounding on my kitty."
"Looked like you were pounding on his pene, to me."
"CÁLLATE Y ESCUCHA PAPI!! ESTOY JODIDAMENTE HABLANDO AQUÍ!! MALDITO HERMANO HOMBRE!!"
"Cut it out, go ahead bitch." I chuckled.
"Like I said before, Koa's energy was all over the place and we started kind of drifting away from everybody in our circle. The other bodybuilders were starting to call me his wifey because of that shit and he was mad cock blocking fools coming at me as them pounds came off. He chin checked this middle aged nigga on the low for trying to get in my space. He got that dumbass on the bench to lift and dropped three hundred and fifty on the bar. Our body building homies saved that guy from a broken neck while Koa played it off. That shit had me ready to put it on him right there."
"Why didn't you?"
"He got suspended." She chuckled this time.
"Come on."
"Alright motherfucker I admit we did the whole talking on the phone all hours of the night and I'll cop to both of us even falling asleep while on said phone and shit but he changed the game first, not me. I told you about being on those yoga mats, right?"
"Yeah."
"What I didn't mention was that I was gonna put it on him for real, all that shit Ms. One taught me and my experience as an professional 304 too; I was ready but I wanted to be coy about it. I wanted that motherfucker to jump me and then I was gonna flip the script on his ass for real.
"I uhm remember."
"I'm telling a story shut up and keep rubbing my coochie; damn I'm sore."
"TELL THE FUCKING STORY!"
"¡Cállate la boca, por favor!"
"SHAWNEE!!"
"Alright, I was gonna like, hit him with the shock and awe and he probably thought as much because he talked up doing some yoga sessions in one of the private rooms at our gym. That fool never talked about no yoga shit before so I was game. Your girl didn't have no panties on and the arch was in full effect. My yoga shorts were so thin he could see the kitty and everything else. That island nigga was definitely getting all of this Boricua flavored cake papi. I had both of his heads gassed up so bad he was ready to catch a case if I didn't give up the pussy."
"Then Isabella walked in."
"Yup the wife...See, I didn't even know she existed before she walked into that room; but that bitch had been reading his texts because she paid for his shit. All of his shit down to his clothes papi! Kind of changed the game right there on the spot and well, it was different after that. Even though I clopped his old lady upside the head and made her eat, this crazy coconut was blowing up my phone on a burner!! I tried ghosting that asshole but he already knew where I lived. I was gonna nope out of the gym but missed my family there. I didn't wanna see Koa especially after meeting his fucking wife! You've seen her; hell, you fucked her bruh."
"She wasn't good at it." I admitted.
"Just seeing her had me all the way fucked up; part of me was even thinking it was Ms. One in disguise or something, crazy right? I didn't want to admit that I gonna be another jump off for this fucker, so I tried to hide. When he popped up at my door acting like he was from post mates, I couldn't take it anymore so I uhm, let him in on my "job" doing something strange for change. That got him one for about a week, then he turned up again!"
"How did you hash it out?"
"Fell off the wagon after that phony post mates shit; started pigging out on a binge until I threw up. Then, I looked at myself after praying to the porcelain goddess. I saw that pathetic neighborhood pump and dump staring back at me just smiling her chipmunk cheeks off!! It was like saying "I knew you'd be back you fat bitch!!" and I freaked. Kept hearing Isabella in my head telling me I wasn't good enough to fuck her man. That's when it all clicked."
"Yeah?"
"Went back to the gym and started working out. I played that shit off because I wasn't ever coming back to the hood to be Ms. One's slave and as she put it, a "whole floating ass" with a fat bitch attached to it. I went fucking Super Saiyan in that gym, got my workout leveled up with some aerobic classes and acted "blah" when Koa started sweating me again with the apologies and straight up groveling. Told him it was no big deal because I had to stay in shape for my clients. This guy was damn near crying bringing the heat down on me from his fan club so I played nice with him and eventually Isabella."
"What happened today?"
"He was walking on eggshells and making a mess of himself even though I was acting like all of that shit didn't happen. I was worried this nigga was gonna come up in the gym with an assault rifle, so I decided to sit down and be real with him about the drama. We agreed that if we ever crossed that line, it was gonna be a onetime thing."
"One time thing?"
"Told him I'd make him remember me. Told him I'd ruin him for his uber popular celebrity wife. Told him we were friends without benefits until we figured things out. Fuck, I'm surprised he didn't jack you up when he found you in my apartment. He's tried so many times to get me into bed even had his wife ask, but I hate that cunt. Rashida was happy to take my place. He's well, beautiful, and fine with a third leg. But you know what he ain't papi?"
"What?"
"He ain't you."
I froze with my hand between her thighs rubbing her abused slit. Her answer wasn't what I expected in the least.
"Rub me, play with me so we can save this pretty day papi. Koa is gonna be tripping by himself; I don't do drama. Especially with a married man with a silver spoon in his ass. We agreed to everything that happened today, but I never thought it would really go down. He could've been happy, but he chose door number two."
"What now Shawnee?"
She turned on her side in the thinking man's pose looking at me while I massaged the outside of her cunt.
"Remember when you fucked my moobs?"
"Yeah."
"Remember when your fucked my big motherfucking ass cheeks while shading your girlfriend Yoli with that crappy android phone of yours on the buns?"
"She wasn't my girlfriend."
"She was your fucking girlfriend negro; you just didn't know it yet. Now remember when you got that assjob busting all up in the cakes the first time we met?"
"Yeah bitch."
"If I tell you that today and the rest of your trip is the last time you're ever gonna fuck me; are you gonna cry?"
"What do you think?" I curved a single finger inside making her wince and invade my sweats handling my erection.
"I think you're gonna give my fans a great goodbye movie and I'm also gonna take that fucking belt off of crispy."
"SHAWNEE!"
"Okay, Thunda." She relented stroking me with very educated hands.
*********************************************************************************************
Thus her connection with Koa explained I got naked reclining in the thinking man's pose beside Shawnee.
She watched resting her chin on her fist registering a flash of surprise when my erection popped out in front of her eyes followed by a knowing smirk. My hand palm down covered her virtue rubbing her slit which was slick and wet. I used a single finger on that swollen crease knowing she spoke truth to power giving me the same option that was presented to Koa.
"Shawnee."
"What?"
"I want to cum on your pussy too."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah."
"You like the kitty that much?"
"I always liked your kitty. I want to rub my dick on your pussy lips until I cum."
"Are you doing it so that you can fuck with Koa again?"
"I wanna do it so that I can cum on your pussy."
"Cum on man, but you're fucking my tits afterwards and then the cheeks just like good ole times papi. From here on out until we get back, its just us out here. Koa never happened and we're getting it in until you leave. I wanna drain your balls so that those other girls you've got hidden away can't get none for a minute."
"What girls?"
"Man I know you better than you know yourself; you ain't the same as you were when we met. Fuck, you ain't the same even from that day you introduced me to Ms. One. It's all in the eyes and I know you can see it in mine too right?"
Instead of answering, I reached across her hip palming the wide expanse of her buttock for a few moments before lightly shoving on her hip. Shawnee went with it laying on her back drawing her knees up and outward as I got between her legs. We had a similar rapport to the one I had with Rashida which she demonstrated by reaching down between her outstretched thighs spreading her lower lips apart revealing the rich pink exterior. She flinched when I poked her opening.
"Just press it against my pussy; uhm, make a hotdog with the kitty. Don't go in there, it still hurts a little, okay?"
Her trust in me was well founded as I got over her on all fours lining my cock up lengthwise along her slit with the crown pointed at her abdomen. She was beyond juicy as I found the underside of my endowment updated with her moisture. I couldn't help internally replaying that afternoon so long ago when Shawnee was the brand new toy on the block getting everyone so excited me and my cousin ended up dueling over her. It was the beginning of her indoctrination while I was already well into mine. Ms. One turned her into a neighborhood pump and dump.
I hated her for that; but not today as Shawnee pressed the halves of her labia against my shaft cradling it as I ground it on her cunt. She was always piping hot inside and predisposed to serve and cater to her lover.
"Hey papi I ain't Mexican but I bet a million dollars you love my taco."
"Stop it."
We laughed together taking the edge off of her blow out with Koa. I slid and tapped my cock on her slit until it started visibly splashing with her essence. Shawnee took things to the next level interlocking her fingers over the top of my member as I sawed her pussy getting even more excited. There was no way she could've pulled off the maneuver with her old body. That plastic surgeon's work was certified in that he left her best parts mostly untouched. I got into a crouching squat supporting my weight on all ten fingertips that balls of my feet fucking her slit as my thighs tightened up. My balls were slapping wetly into her butt. Shawnee sensed what was coming.
"When you cum just climb up on my chest and get some mouth, then we're gonna do my tits before you get the cheeks for that assjob." She spoke softly but was directing traffic.
When it was all said and done if you knew Shawnee, you either loved or hated her.
Today I loved her.
Not more than Koa.
But I loved her all the same.
"¡¡Quiero un poco de leche!! Quiero tu leche bebe!! ¡Quiero un poco de correrse de tu polla gorda! dame un poco de leche papi!! ¡¡Ven por mí!! rocíe un poco de leche en mi coño!! Mi gatito quiere un poco de leche!! ¡¡Ella tiene hambre de que vengas bebé!! Date prisa papi!! Alimenta a tu gatito un poco ven!! Por favor papi dame un poco de nuez!!"
Whatever she was saying in Spanish triggered me instantly.
A thick scintillating spurt of jizz splashed all over her mound followed by more as I sawed harder and harder getting my cum all over her peach and inner thighs. She pressed down harder almost pushing me inside as my crown bumped her engorged clit. Ever sexually innovative, Shawnee teased the tip of my cock with her palm eventually tugging on it until I climbed up mounting her tits. Instead of humping them right away, I arched until my prick was embedded in her mouth getting some sloppy top. I almost regretted withdrawing to run my cock into her cleavage until she cushioned it with her tits.
Shawnee planted her feet arching up off the blanket making me slide deep between her tits as she redoubled her grip making them tight around my tumescence. I could feel my balls slide over her stomach as if somebody fired a starter pistol only she could hear in her head. Those "bootleg tits" clapped into my pelvis massaging my cock with the head poking from the top of her mams just above her mouth. Shawnee arched up again as if she were doing Pilates driving me into her bouncing cleavage. She kept this up with no intention of stopping tit fucking me hard. We were drenched in sweat making things slippery as Koa shamefully slipped from my mind in favor of a treat.
"¡¡Quiero un poco de leche!! Quiero tu leche bebe!! ¡¡Ven por mí!! rocíe un poco de leche en estas tetas!! Rociar un poco de leche!! Ven bebe!! Date prisa papi!! A la mierda mis tetas!! ¡¡Por favor, papi, fóllalos duro!! ¡Vamos, mis grandes tetas falsas! Joder Renée!! Fóllala follando sus tetas robadas!!"
Shawnee knew what she was doing continuously pumping her hips upward essentially giving me a horsy ride while mashing those spongy tits on my cock. The breathy pleading sounds of her talking in Spanish added to the whole affair. I found myself caught up in her wake rowing and grinding my balls on her abdomen as I took her tits to pound town. Her nipples were poking between middle fingers begging to be suckled and ultimately glazed.
The upper portions of her spongy boobs were jiggling like jello begging for a load of hot steamy jizz. It felt so good that I was struggling not to kotow over her face to get more as the sensations began to overpower me. Shawnee didn't waver keeping up the dirty talk in her native language letting it become whispers of encouragement. This drifted off into her mouthing sweety ethnic nothings as she glared into my eyes. Hers appeared glassy and a bit watery as she went a step further if that were possible.



Shawnee opened her mouth letting her tongue curve out over her bottom lip and chin.
"AW FUCK!! AW SHIT!! MUTHA FUCKA!! AW SHIT!! DAMN!!"
A thick wad of cum cut a gooey divider right up the center of her baby face with two blasts hitting her dead in the mouth like silly string. Her hips dropped making the rest of my explosive orgasm splatter across her perfect tits in waves. Some of my spunk crisscrossed Shawnee's knuckles as she mashed and pumped her tits along my shaft. I slapped one of her hands away rubbing the tip of my cock on her nipple then followed up with the other. She was still "performing" moaning wantonly as she licked up the mess around her lips eventually letting go of her upgrades. She wiped a pointer finger along her face slurping up the gooey strip dividing it with an audible slurp, then giggled at my face.
"Hey you feeling it papi? You ain't the only one who stepped up them skills, huh?" She taunted.
"SHIT! Fuck Shawnee; we've been messing around all day and you wrecked a big hambone motherfucker too! How?!! What the...!! I feel like I've been in a fucking tornado!! Damn bitch, I uh, don't know what to say!"
"How about I say something instead papi? I got a lot more for you baby!!"
"Quit it!" I was huffing feeling nearly blown out as she giggled crooking a finger.
"Papi?" She cooed playfully like a kid.
"WHAT?!"
She held up three fingers in front of my panting face.
"No!"
"You liked my taco; you loved my tetas and I ain't Mexican, but I'm gonna get that hat trick."
"Shawnee?"
"Go again!"
"Shawnee!"
"Go again papi; come on bruh just look at it and if nothing happens then we're cool alright?" Her hands cupped my butt from the back driving me right into her mouth. My body rebelled making me bow to her on all fours with my cock buried in her bottomless throat. Shawnee's nails clawed into my butt puppeting me as I fucked her mouth.
"SHIT!!" I was extremely sensitive.
I told myself I was dismounting but she followed my movements with her head alone turning it profile as my cock took her mouth in slow measured strokes. She made these little movements sucking at different strengths squinting slightly when I cupped one of her chubby cheeks. I got the fleeting memory of Shawnee in her original slacker form reclining on her couch buried in piles of baggy clothes endlessly watching television. She'd come a very long way through a trial of broken glass and fire.
I had the feeling this wasn't the end of her journey and that I wouldn't be there to see it.
Her hand reached up capturing my balls massaging them with a finger pressing down on my taint. That pointer finger was running between my balls and backdoor in the exact fashion used when I was rubbing her slit. It suddenly dawned on me that we were two sides of the same coin. Vestiges of our old personalities still remained. We had become parodies of ourselves filling our days with work and hobbies but going hard in the paint sexually with nothing held back. For Shawnee it was different because she plied her trade as a call girl to be polite.
For all of the talk about my supposed sexual prowess amongst my recent lovers, Shawnee was the REAL DEAL.
I felt myself slip away fully mounting her head from the side humping into her mouth on all fours. She was taking it with my crown poking the inside of her chubby cheek, alternately her throat. This woman's resilience spoke to her past and that first truly fateful day I'd introduced her to the woman that would irrevocably change her life. Shawnee was evaluated as literal cash cow and ran repeatedly through one filmed sexual tryst after another when she was being criminally hazed and gaslit to nigh-insanity. I was hit with the velvet glove. Shawnee with the iron fist.
"¡¡Quiero chuparte las bolas todo el día!! Quiero tragarme a tus bebes y lamerte desde el culo hasta el apetito. Quiero sentarme en tu cara."
My crown plopped wetly out of her mouth covered in her saliva. Shawnee was squeezing her breasts gasping and huffing.
"Just look at it papi; let me shake it in your face and if you don't wanna hook me up with some hotdog action, it's all good. As a matter of fact, I got something I wanna show you."
Shawnee rolled to one side then quickly assumed the position with that impossibly deep arch in her lower back palms planted flat on the beach towel, thick legs spread far apart. The weight loss and subsequent strength training left everything on display from my vantage point with both humongous cheeks spread far apart like dueling mountains.
"Look at it papi; just watch me shake it and fucking let go of whatever's bothering you in your heart baby. I think all the time no matter what, just a bunch of shit about important stuff and not so important stuff, you know? Hey man, your insides are, turned up something fierce, right papi? Mine too, yeah I get you. I know you get me too even when you don't like, fucking realize it, huh? Look at it and let go! Old girl crispy be helping you out too! She feel it too like us, but she got her goddamn head all up in her black ass! Don't think; just look baby! Look Papi!"
Her torso rode the beach towel as she tucked her knees further making her butt rise higher, cheeks spreading further with a hint of rich pink highlighting her slit.
"Shawnee." I was huffing too watching her patented slow motion clap letting the sharpness of the sound fill my ears. What she said was undeniably deep and introspective offset by the playful almost childish tone of her voice.
"Poke the tip in."
"Huh?"
"Poke the tip in and nothing else papi." Shawnee moaned popping her hips with her head between her shoulders.
"Uh, okay."
She winced in pain almost making me withdraw when the very tip of my crown brushed her slit. This made those massive cinnamon flavored, sun baked cakes jiggle with motion ripples radiating from her cavernous rear cleavage.
"Do it papi." Shawnee moaned.
I pushed the mushroom head of my prick inside leaving the shaft exposed. I had to handle her cheeks spreading them wide apart to see my business there in her honeypot.
"OH!!"
"Uh, oh it feels... Fuck."
Hand on a stack of bibles Shawnee's cunt clamped on the head once, then again.
"You feel that?"
"Fuck yeah." I was ready to shove everything inside as she did it a third time.
"Don't move or its just a fuck; I'm gonna Ms. Pac Man your shit papi! I'm gonna make you tear up that plane ticket. Crispy ain't around to stop me. Koa got his goodbye fuck and I'm gonna ride the shit out of you for the rest of your trip. I'm gonna eat you up papi."
True to her word, Shawnee's muscle control was incredible. Her cunt snapped and gnawed, chewing on my meat in a way that made the unsheathed portions heat up and sprout veins. I flattened my palms in the middle of her massive buttocks using them to steady myself while she remained silent working her magic. Ms. Pac Man indeed, I struggled not to shove it all inside as she nibbled me to nirvana. I emptied the rest of that suntan lotion on her cheeks slathering it all over the place making it glisten. It was more of a last ditch effort to stave off impaling her.
Shawnee was gobbling me up nipping and nibbling.
"You getting this?" She asked plainly out of nowhere with a casual tone.
"HUH?!"
"On camera, shooting right papi?"
I glanced down realizing I'd zoned out with the camera still mounted to my chest. I didn't have a clue and didn't give a fuck as Shawnee pushed me out with her inner walls alone leaving my crown visibly coated and dripping with her juices. There was no turning back with a big monster ass in my lap. She had assumed the frog posture with me kneeling behind her throbbing cock floating above her cheeks ready to burst. I snapped sexually.
"¡OH, SÍ, PAPÁ, FOLLA MIS MEJILLAS COMO QUIERES DECIRLO NIGGA! CREMALES MIERDAS PARA TU MAMÁ PAPÁ!! QUIERO UN POCO MAS DE TU NUEZ!! ¡VEN POR TODO MI GRAN CULO BOTIN MEJILLAS DADDY!"
"FUCKING BITCH TAKE SOME OF THIS BETWEEN THESE MOTHERFUCKING CAKES!! GIVE IT TO ME PUTA HOMIE!!"
Both of us went off in our own distinctive ways. Her Spanish language encouragements intermingled with my frenzied rage talk. I drove my prick in an upward arch deep between her cakes losing it visually as I smushed them with all my strength. We'd done it this way a bunch of times but it was different now as the underside of my shaft ground against both of her openings. I was going really hard as she bounced backwards methodically letting the buns tap my crotch and abdomen.
"¡¡MOJAME PAPI!! MANGUERO ME ABAJO!! ¡¡VEN BEBE VEN!! OH POR FAVOR VEN POR MI PAPI!!"
"FUCK SHAWNEE FUCK!!" My eyes watered as a semi-gooey rope of cum shot straight up the crack of her humongous ass cheeks. I was shooting more watery splooge as Shawnee started twerking hard making the warring halves of her stupendous cakes clap on my length. This added to the scintillating money shot caught by my chest mounted cam. Shawnee tucked her head groaning and alternately whining using this shrill faux-orgasmic tone.
She reared up on all fours glaring back at me brow furrowed.
"SHOVE IT INSIDE!!" Shawnee snarled.
I went balls deep finding that Koa had indeed resized her cunt.
Shawnee's entrance retracted tightly around the base of my cock as she twerked and bopped her hips savagely taking me on a ride for the ages. I grabbed handfuls of her meaty olive colored hips holding on for dear life until she flopped down face first on the sweat soaked beach towel, panting.
"Hey man, pull it out real slow and let my fans see what you two motherfuckers done to my kitty this afternoon."
I pressed down with my palms in the center of her huge cheeks doing as she asked revealing her gaped cunt to the camera along with a web of cum protruding out of it attached to the list on the head of my cock.
I knelt there between her spread legs rubbing the rest across both cheeks feeling trashed.
"Hey papi; you go on up to the car without me; I'll catch up in a minute or two."
"Okay."
We were both feeling lightheaded and breezy with the sounds of the crashing waves and seagulls about us. I got a sustained shot of her laying there faceplanted lingering on her humongous cheeks completely glazed over. Some of my jizz was running down over her reddened peach. There were flecks of cum on her lower back. I noticed a drop or two between her shoulders.
"Papi?"
"Yeah?"
"Ain't no happy endings for people like us, right?"
I turned looking out over the ocean contemplative for a while.
"I'll let you know when I find out."
I walked slowly back to the little bungalow feeling it everywhere mulling her comment. At my staging area I found that everything had been captured perfectly on camera, even her last statement. This would be a fitting farewell to her audience and I considered what I'd do when it became time to bow out. Rashida had one foot out the door before fate and her own past slammed it in her face. I thought about Kyle's reaction to her and her previous attempts at finding honest employment only to be denied based on her appearance and online past. She was already being exploited before I came into the picture. I simply refined things polishing a turd of a situation.
I retrieved my phone from Shawnee's cup holder finding it ringing profusely. I'd accidentally set it on silent.
"Hello?"
"You coming back or did you get a motel room with chipmunk?"
"No, I was still shooting; Rashida I'm packing up right now." There was a breathy nature to her voice that triggered me as I was reminded of the first time I talked to her after she got assaulted by Yoli a while back.
"You coming back, or what?"
"Rashida what's wrong?"
"Nothing." She was lying.
"WHAT'S WRONG!!"
"Uhm, can you come back and get Koa up outta here? We already shot some stuff using the camera you left behind, but he's uh, messed up."
"I'M COMING!!!"
"Hey!" Whatever Rashida was about to say was cut short. It was too late as I snatched up my stuff all but tossing it on the backseat glancing over my shoulder finding Shawnee just getting into a kneeling position on the well-used beach blanket.
I got behind the wheel firing up the engine backing out of the parking space onto the sand as she ran over to meet me hopping inside with her bathing suit and beach blanket in hand. I was hitting a sharp right onto the road before Shawnee settled into the passenger seat.
"QUE MIERDA ESTA PASANDO PAPI?!!"
"Koa's at your place, acting a fool." I answered steely focused on the winding road ahead while she fumbled with her suit trying to get it on but stopped when I answered.
"AW DON'T LISTEN TO CRISPY, HE AIN'T DOING NOTHING!!" Shawnee's shoulders slumped as she dismissed Rashida's call tossing her suit on the floor. She got on her knees reaching into her cluttered backseat inadvertently mooning some tourists walking down the road on her side of the vehicle. She pulled out a wrinkled floral print tie-strap romper.
"Didn't sound like that to me."
"Aw come on, what you think you gonna do anyway, huh? He'd send you to the ICU papi."
"We'll see."
We were already at the block leading up the side street to the parking lot entrance as Shawnee shakily worked at tying the strap at her right shoulder.
"¡¡VAMOS TODOS PAPÁ!! ¡¡NO EMPIECES NADA DE MIERDA!! ¡NO ESCRIBIR UN CHEQUE QUE SU CULO NO PUEDE COBRAR!"
"English."
I was pulling into the parking garage as Shawnee gave up on the strap just letting it hang off her bare shoulder. She nearly bumped her head as I pulled into a handicap parking space right in front of the garage elevators.
"Hey man, ain't nothing going on up there! You're tripping papi; come on, what're you gonna do anyway, huh?"
I reached back between the seats pulling the camera bag into my lap yanking the zipper exposing Shawnee's pistol found earlier under the drivers' seat.
"HEY WHAT THE FUCK?!!" Before I could move an inch, Shawnee scrambled into my lap wedging herself between me and the steering wheel making the horn blare loudly echoing across the parking garage. I went for the door lock but found her elbow impeding my progress. We jostled about making the horn squawk again getting louder.
"Move."
"NO BABY, NO DON'T DO THIS SHIT BECAUSE IT AIN'T RIGHT!! WE PEOPLE!! WE DON'T GO LIKE THIS!! COME ON MOTHERFUCKER, CHILL THE FUCK OUT WITH THAT SHIT!! NIGGA YOU AIN'T CATCHING NO CASE!! KOA AIN'T DOING SHIT I PROMISE!! COME ON MAN!! YOU A GOODIE, DID YOU FORGET THAT SHIT?!! PLEASE DON'T DO IT!!"
"Move Shawnee."
"¡¡NO ESTÁS HECHO PARA ESTE PAPÁ!! ¡¡NO ERES DURO, ERES SUAVE EN EL CULO NIGGA!! ¡¡VAS A TERMINAR EN LA CÁRCEL TONTO!! POR FAVOR SALGA DE MI CALEFACTOR NIGGA!! ¡¡NO DISPARÁS A NINGÚN KOA!!"
"I'm not losing anybody else bitch; get the fuck out of my lap or you going through the fucking windshield."
Her eyes went wider than I'd ever seen, then Shawnee half inched out of my lap still looking at my face with a hand on the drivers side door and the other holding the back of the drivers side head rest. Her right knee was planted on my crotch and I could feel her full deadweight bearing down on me. The rest of her was all over the front seats as our faces were inches from one another. I was breathing hard, chest heaving nostrils flaring. My fist balled up about to be launched into her gut if she didn't get out of my way.
Shawnee's eyes became watery slits as she flushed that deep pinkish crimson while those chubby cheeks of hers inflated. Streams of tears flowed from her eyes over her jowly baby face as her bottom lip quivered. Her mouth twisted opening slowly as she began to loudly ugly cry in my face. In moments her entire face was reddened. Her nostrils started running as she went louder.
Two security guards appeared on my side of the car about ten feet away, one favoring his weapon.
"HELLO?!! IS EVERYTHING OKAY MA'AM!!" I ignored him staring Shawnee in the face with a static expression as she looked at the two rent-a-cops out of the open driver's side window.
The one crewcut wearing guy inched closer looking ready to empty his weapon into me as I handled my gun just under the window out of his view. The other security guard was this portly brother who looked gassed just from running to the scene. He looked as if he would faceplant before he could draw down on me. Shawnee covered the hand handling the weapon but didn't try to snatch it away still looking at her building guards.
"I CHEATED ON HIM AND HE'S DUMPING ME!! HE'S GONNA LEAVE ME!! I LOVE MY MAN!! TELL HIM I DO!!"
Crewcut guy scoffed making this exaggerated hand gesture as he glanced back at his partner who was still bent over hands on knees huffing out of exhaustion. The white guy ran his hand over his bulletproof haircut shooting this uber irritated look at Shawnee. He looked as if he wanted to throw a tantrum while his partner laughed.
"Ma'am you're disturbing the other tenants. We, Jamar, and I have received several calls to the concierge desk about the ruckus you two are causing down here. I'm gonna need you two to pack it in, okay?!" He was whining.
"BUT HE'S DUMPING ME JUST BECAUSE I GAVE A SIMP SOME COMPLIMENTARY BACKSHOTS!! THAT'S FUCKED UP PAYASO!! I LOVE THIS BROTHER MAN!! TELL HIM IT AIN'T NOTHING BUT A THING!! YOU'RE SUPPOSED TO DO THAT COUNSELING SHIT, RIGHT MR. SECURITY MAN?!! FUCK I DON'T WANNA GET DUMPED FOR THIS SHIT MAN!!"
"Ma'am!"
"¡HEY, CHICO BLANCO, AYUDA A UN NIGGA! HAGA SU TRABAJO EN ALGÚN VIEJO DR. MIERDA PHIL!! ¡ESTE HIJO DE MADRE ESTÁ GOLPEANDO MI PUNTO DULCE CADA VEZ! ¡NO TENGO A NADIE PARA APLAUDIR ESTAS MEJILLAS COMO LO SIGNIFICAN PERO ESTE NIGGA! ¡¡VAMOS CHICO BLANCO!! ¡¡CONSÍGUELO!!"
"Ma'am please... Uhm, yes I understand you're having a domestic situation here!" The guard was standing there with one hand pressed against his temple while gesturing towards Shawnee's car. The other guy hadn't stopped laughing.
"WE NEED SOME MOTHERFUCKING COUNSELING WHITE NIGGA!! MY MAN GOT THE EGGPLANT ON LOCKDOWN!! HE AIN'T GONNA GIVE ME NONE MR. SECURITY PAYASO!! I CAN'T LIVE LIKE THAT!! I NEED MY BACKSHOTS MAN!!"
"Okay well, uhm, well that's outside of my paygrade miss; we're going if there's no real emergency." The guard looked embarrassed already walking away from us presumably towards the lobby with his partner in tow.
Shawnee had been lightly caressing the top of my hand holding her weapon throughout her manufactured meltdown. She stuck her head out the window watching security leave making sure they were gone doing her best to keep me pinned down with her dead weight.
I hit the lock on the driver's side door panel making it pop open.
Shawnee tumbled out rather roughly as I got out walking with the camera bag cradled to my chest, trigger hand buried inside. I made it to the elevator as she rushed me trying first to slap my hand from the button then settling for fistfuls of my t-shirt. I found myself in a sideways bearhug. Shawnee squeezed into the arriving elevator bodying me into one corner of the car. She tried to use her body to pin me to the elevator wall but found me unmovable.
"Come on, ain't nothing going on up there. You ain't gotta do this shit papi; he ain't like that at all! Don't listen to crispy, she just...jealous cause we was getting lit at the beach! You good, we good everything's good baby! Please!! Don't be messy bruh!! Please!! He ain't doing nothing! DON'T SHOOT HIM!! Don't shoot him..."
Her wet face went slack eyes looking heavy, nose running while those chubby cheeks looked a bit deflated.
"I've got to save Vickie."
Shawnee's eyes went wide enough that her pupils looked like dots, then she touched a hand to her chest huffing.
"Hey man, Vickie's okay."
"Huh?"
"Vickie's okay; she's just fine papi."
"Huh? I didn't say that..." I stopped for a second internally listening to my own heartbeat looking at her face, then at my hand on the gun in my camera bag.



"We can go see together, okay? I ain't gonna do nothing but go with you. We'll see it together okay papi? She's better than fine, alright?"
Shawnee took my free hand turning towards the opening double doors wiping her face with her forearm as we walked into the corridor leading up to her apartment door.
"Don't let go of my hand." She whispered softly as we walked to the door.
The front door was unlocked with the deadbolt holding it open.
My hand tightened on the pistol as Shawnee pushed the door open.
Kyle was standing in the middle of a cluttered corridor shirtless with a large very visible handprint on his chest. The headband he'd been wearing was around his neck as an impromptu collar while his hair was all over the place like he'd been juiced with electricity or something. The floor was littered with clothing, my long sleeved shirt she'd been wearing and vestiges of her lingerie along with Koa's shirt and shorts.
Kyle was looking at us just nodding with a slight shrug.
"SHIT!!" I shoved Shawnee aside rushing inside ready to empty the clip.
"OH DIOS MÍO DULCE JESÚS!! ¡¡PARA PAPÁ!! ¡¡NO!!" She rushed in like a linebacker ready to tackle me to the floor but stopped short standing beside me looking at the scene.
Shawnee tucked her chin looking at her own bare feet.
"Uhm, hey."
Rashida was sitting on the couch wearing Kyle's basketball jersey and nothing else. Koa was laying there with his head in her lap nursing a bottle of Courvoisier.
He was nude curled into a fetal position.
"Uhm, can you uh, call his wife? He's having a breakdown, I think." Rashida asked softly rubbing his dreads. I'd left my phone downstairs in her ride. The coffee table had been moved aside and the place looked like a whirlwind went through it in our absence as I looked at Kyle.
"We uhm, did the shoot; well, we got what we could before, this happened." Kyle shrugged again as I noticed he had his monitor tucked under one arm.
"You shot, footage?"
"That's what you wanted right; he said you wanted him to uhm, have relations with the Queen right here so we shot a lot of stuff. That's what you wanted, right?" I ignored him looking at Rashida again.
"He needs some help."
I looked at Shawnee who was staring at both of them like somebody took a shit in the middle of her living room.
She looked at me with her brow starting to furrow, then looked at Kyle.
"Uhm, sorry about propping your door open; I'm taking my stuff back downstairs to my place." He offered shrugging again as I slowly zipped up the camera bag hiding the confiscated weapon.
I took a deep breath alongside Shawnee.
"Tú, hijo de perra de mierda." She whispered under her breath shaking her head still looking at her feet as she walked over taking stock of this bodybuilder behaving like an overgrown toddler. Rashida obviously didn't know what to make of things looking at Shawnee as she knelt down adjacent with Koa's head.
"You, uh you came." He perked up looking emotionally crazed as Shawnee took the bottle looking at the liquor inside. Koa was stinking drunk and reeked of alcohol. He smiled lifting his head up a bit from Rashida's lap smiling at his not so unrequited love.
She poured the rest of the bottle on his head.
"HEY WHAT THE FUCK CHIPMUNK!!" Rashida yelled as some of the liquid spilled in her lap.
Shawnee dinged Koa on the head with the empty bottle. It was a very audible hollow sound.
"ESTÚPIDO CULO HIJO DE MADRE ME HICISTE JODER NIGGA DE COCO DE LA ISLA DEL TONTO!! ¡¡QUITA TU CULO DE MI MIERDA Y VÍSTATE ANTES DE QUE TE PATE EL CULO!! ¡¡LEVÁNTATE KOA!!"
The girl was not happy.
"¡¡METE A TU MADRE POR EL CULO NIGGA!! ¡¡SI NO LO DETIENES CON ESTA TONTERÍA TE VOY A JODER EN SERIO!! ¡CONSIGUE EL KOA A LA MIERDA! ¡¡EN ESTE MOMENTO!! PERRA CULO NIGGA!!"
Koa was dinged on the forehead with the bottle followed by some rabbit slaps to the right side of his tribal tattooed face. Shawnee bopped him on the opposite side of the head dropping the empty bottle in Rashida's lap while grabbing a handful of Koa's dreads. She was walking away dragging him bent over with his horse sized business swinging between his legs. Shawnee was treating this big Dwayne Johnson built fucker like a kid. He was whining.
"OW THAT HURTS, LET GO!!"
"¡¡SABÍA QUE TENÍA RAZÓN POR NO FOLLARTE!! ¡¡NO PUEDES MANEJAR MIERDA KOA!! ¡¡TRAE TU CULO AQUÍ NIGGA!! ¡¡TE VOY A LLEVAR A CASA Y TU LO VAMOS A ROMPER CON ISABELLA ESTÚPIDA!! ¡¡TRAE TU CULO!!"
Shawnee dragged him to the island counter snatching an extension cord up as he continued whining something unintelligible. She swatted his naked ass with it mercilessly making this man-child hop in place trying to cover his buttocks with both hands. We watched her whip this body builder until he picked up his clothing twisting around shoving his reddened buttocks away from the cord as he got his bottoms on.
"SHAWNEE DON'T TELL ISABELLA!!"
"Kyle, my car is downstairs in the garage; go park my shit. I'm taking this fool home to his bitch; I'll get an uber back!"
"Uhm, sure."
"BRING YOUR ASS!!" Shawnee dragged Koa to the door pulling a wedgie out of her cotton romper which was futile because just walking made the light material ride up between her humongous cheeks. She snatched the door open dragging Koa out of it. His pleading was loud enough that we could hear it through the heavy closed door.
"I'LL BE GOOD SHAWNEE!!" Kyle flinched at the sound of Koa's childish begging.
"Cierra la mierda estupido!" There was this loud thumping sound followed by what had to be the mother of all pancake slaps.
Then all was quiet.
I stared at the closed front door unable to articulate what just happened.
Kyle stared at me without word.
Rashida sat on Shawnee's love seat with the empty bottle in her lap staring off into space.
"Uhm, we ordered a few pizzas and sides; kinda figured your shoot was taking a bit longer than expected to get Shawnee up to snuff, I guess. Koa's box is on the floor in the kitchen, sorry." Kyle spoke up first looking uncomfortable as I stared at the front door then at the camera bag in my hands again. Kyle tried to smile.
"You shot stuff?"
"Uh yeah, got a Go Pro like yours; well actually I've got a few of them I like to make bike videos and stuff. So uhm, the queen said it would be kinda, okay. Actually, she mostly directed stuff too, a lot. My show was a big success, REALLY BIG SUCCESS! You were right about everything; subscriptions are way up and rising too. Uh, camera's on the island counter there. It's the same brand, it should link up with your computer no problem, uh yeah and well...sorry about the mess in here. It, got interesting."
"KYLE!!!" Rashida shouted still sitting there looking off into space, blinking profusely.
"Well I should be moving it along, gotta park Shawnee's car and everything. Uhm, thanks for the opportunity sir, It's truly been one of the greatest days of my life. If you need anything; like technical help with my stuff just hit a call sir. Maybe we should exchange numbers, huh?"
"KYLE, DAMMIT!!" Rashida craned her head in his direction as he shook my hand profusely with both of his own despite having a computer monitor under one arm.
"GOING MY QUEEN!" He shuffled off to the door leaving me alone with Rashida.
I gradually looked in her direction finding her holding the empty bottle looking between her alcohol soaked thighs. The sudden quiet was immediately jarring as I sorted of inched towards the island counter setting the bag down.
"I'm not saying it outright, but this had "YOU" written all over it."
"Sounds like you're saying it to me."
"What did you do to him?"
"Nothing."
I knew she was looking at me, but I didn't meet her eyes like I normally would've to assuage her feelings. I went into the kitchen leaving my camera bag on top of the island counter finding some three extra large boxes of pizza stacked on the counter along with some foil tins full of wings and mozzarella sticks. There was a pizza pie face down on the floor with a big footprint in its center. Some discarded cans of beer spoke to the culprit. Rashida was already up walking into the kitchen side eyeing my static expression. She tossed the empty bottle into the trash.
"Now why don't I believe you?" She leaned against the counter as I opened one of the boxes finding a large slice of pepperoni pizza.
"It's a free country." I went for the fridge, but she intercepted me staring deep into my eyes before averting hers opening it instead.
She shoved a can of cola into my hand closing the fridge door hard. Rashida turned away taking a step up to the island counter. Her sixty plus inches of online fame were on full display. Kyle's shirt did nothing failing miserably just barely hiding her small waist. I knew it was intentional when she glanced back at me quizzically.
"What?" I shrugged with a mouthful of pizza taking a sloppy swig of cola to wash it down.
"Save it; I'll find out for myself."
Rashida picked up my camera bag unzipping it.
"HEY GET OUT OF THERE!!" I was too late to stop her.
"What're you doing with a gun?"
"Not my gun."
"Who's gun is it?"
"Shawnee's."
"Oh is that right; what is it doing in your camera bag?" She handled the weapon like a professional extending her arm as if she would fire into the living room, then lowering it like a police officer looking at my face.
"I, put it in there Rashida." I was short chomping away on the oversized slice.
Again she side eyed me raising a brow, then glancing into the living room at the spot she was sitting in when I rushed into the apartment. Rashida aimed the gun at that spot, then straightened her back slowly turning in my direction. She looked between me and the weapon before slowly setting it down on the island counter as if it would explode. Her face started to twist up into a scowl bottom lip quivering. My shoulders tensed up as I tossed the partially eaten slice into the box leaning sideways against the counter.
"Look its been a long motherfucking day and I've still got a lot of work to do; whatever YOU DO, don't fucking CRY because I've had quite enough of that shit to last me a lifetime." I picked up my slice again as she came closer studying my face intently.
"DO NOT FUCK WITH ME TONIGHT!! I'M DONE WITH THE SHOOT!! DON'T TALK TO ME RIGHT NOW!!"
Rashida shoved me aside walking out of the kitchen. The bedroom door chime sounded moments later.
I was numb.
"All the boys are acting up today." I started chuckling to myself.
*********************************************************************************************
Darkness faded into a silhouette unmistakable.
"Well who am I?" The deep angry sounding authoritarian voice heralded her appearance. The wicked pony hawk hairdo and hanging Ghanaian braids in the back were seen in extreme closeup backlit with a flickering earthy light akin to campfire.
"Sho'nuff!! " Her torso twisted and undulated in snakelike fashion as she drew her shoulder backwards arching the lower back forward in side profile as the camera panned out revealing the ridiculous upper swell of her derriere.
"Who am I?" The echo from that deep hateful voice demanded acknowledgment as more of the curvature of that huge sixty plus inches of online fame was revealed in profile looking fake in shadow as she swiveled her hips turning a three quarters view facing the audience with a slight jiggle.
"Sho'nuff!!" Her abdomen and cinched waist flared out dramatically swiveling continuously with everything starting to move rhythmically everywhere. There was an echo as the invisible audience shouted affirmation.
"I can't hear you...!!" The camera zoomed in on her narrow face hidden in the darkness backlit with flickering hearth and crackling fire. There were no details in the face outside of its outline.
Golden backlit eyes opened with a slight crackle of electrical energy radiating outward.
"SHO'NUFF!!" The final affirmation hit with a powerful bolt of lightning.
Thunda was seen full body in the letterboxed frame rhythmically moving for a few seconds ending in her thunderous twerking routine as her signature appeared etched into the frame as if written by an invisible hand.
I glanced over the top of my laptop looking at Rashida standing in the corridor wearing one of her floppy bonnets and a fluffy robe. She was leaning there just watching me work. I had no idea how long she'd been there, but I'd been multitasking sent she went into her guest bedroom to cool off. I figured she wouldn't be seen again and Shawnee was still gone so I had it in my head to cat out on the now well used love seat in the living room. I could smell the body wash and expensive perfume she liked on her person.
The gun was still on the island counter where she left it as a testament to my stupidity.
"How's it going?" She asked finally.
"Uhm great; I got more than I needed especially because of you and Kyle. You guys make a great team and congratulations on the new you tube channel; I see you're already over twenty five thousand subs. That's got to be a record, right?"
"I had a lot of fun doing that show with him; at first it was the usual knuckle draggers telling me to twerk and other suspect shit until I shut that down. Kyles got a lot of haters now because I was on his platform, but double his subs too, just like you said."
"Good...hey, I'm sorry."
This heartened look on her face made things awkward as she half smirked then looked away. I went back to tapping away on my laptop putting the finishing touches on my pay per view event which was more or less a glorified poll.
"Kyle let me keep the belt."
"Cool."
"We're gonna be doing some work together online kind of a remote deal like the gig I had down at the station. This way nobody can come in and just rip the rug out from under me like they did before."
"None of that would've happened if I hadn't slept with Sydney."
"Well it seems like she wanted to blow that shit up whether you fucked her or not. I saw this press conference with her the other day and she was with the same lady who made me sign that NDA. For a pregnant blonde bitch she sure does get around." I looked up from my laptop again.
"Karen Frakkes?"
"You know her?" Rashida raised a brow as a sliver of serendipity ran through me with a shudder.
"Signed an NDA for her and Sydney; edited a sex tape for them and acquired her as my lawyer too; well, our lawyer because we're affiliated." Rashida's brow furrowed a little.
"Did you tell that blonde asshole about me?"
"No, I met her because of that shit with Sydney Syd; it was all part of the plan to humiliate her husband for selling her up the river with the station manager."
"That shit's true?"
"You have no idea and I don't think you wanna know about that mess; that fat nigga Ken gonna catch some smoke on that tip too sooner or later." I continued typing as she processed my words.
"What do you mean?"
"He had a two day affair with her while Sly was in rehab; told me herself. Said she ghosted him afterwards outside of work but started talking to him because she thought he was getting too emotional. I really didn't want to hear that shit; I came for the cheeks, but got paid too."
"How was it?" I looked up again finding a static expression on her face as she leaned against the wall watching me work from afar.
"She's got a big ass donk, but that shit is way too soft like a fucking marshmallow. We got it done though; made that sex tape to be the knockout blow to her career. She really had no fucks left to give."
"I don't understand."
"She felt like a trapped animal all those years with him; basically she was willing to gnaw her own arm off to get away from it all. Sly knew everything and looked the other way."
"WHAT?!" I looked up again finding her emotionally compromised.
"Hey I was out of pocket earlier; you wanna talk?"
Rashida shook her head in the negative resolute as I went back to my project monitoring the activity on her personal site and my linked pay site. Rashida timidly walked to the edge of the counter opposite from the weapon on the counter looking at me pensively.
"Hey?"
I looked at her still working.
"Back in the day, Yoli exposed me first and I guess I never really got over it even before I knew it was her. When I got busted by my man in that hotel room, I didn't know what to do. I just uhm, went along with it and got fucked on cam. That shit was so humiliating and I should've hated him, but I didn't. I just, hated myself. Told myself that I was less than. That shit let Renee really get her hooks into me. I was comfortable hiding in her shadow."
"And now?"
"You got me out of my shell, showed me the truth and even made me damn near a household name...for perverts at least. You've never run my pockets and always treated me like a person instead of your toy, even though we got it in a lot since we shredded Renee. I never think of myself as less than with you. I like that we have something, even if it's just physical, but sometimes I try to see my future and I can't imagine it. When that happens, I wanna run to you so bad. Lately I've been all over the place and I'm sorry. We weren't hanging for a little bit and I got it twisted coming to your house like that. That day I dissed you in front of your school... I uhm."
"Rashida you can take as much time as you need to tell me anything; I'll wait for you. Whatever you're going through, we'll work it out together if that's what you want."
There was a pause as we stared at one another.
"Can I have a hug?"
I nodded opening my arms.
She ran into my arms hugging me as hard as she could burying her face in my chest. I reciprocated doing my best to squeeze the life out of this woman who'd been many things to me in the past few months and happily so.
We were interrupted by the door chime.
"I knew it." Rashida mumbled under her breath as Shawnee walked into the kitchen looking like she'd rolled down several hills with her hair all over the place.
"Don't mind me, I'm pretty much done for the evening; feel free to keep trashing my place to your heart's content. I'm taking a really long shower, feel free to sleep wherever you like papi but you better be in my bed after today."
She walked along the opposite side of the island counter to the edge of the counter retrieving her weapon. She check it before ejecting the clip with a disparaging look on her face. I noticed some redness around her neck area glancing down at her cotton romper finding it sort of disheveled. Her humongous cheeks had eaten up the lower half of the material leaving a buttock exposed. I noticed a reddened patch on the exposed buttock.
"Shawnee, you okay?"
"Perfectly fine and the next time you think you're gonna shoot somebody; get your own drop gun." I squawked as the end of the gun was shoved briefly between my buns.
Rashida glared at Shawnee getting a way too close look at her palm.
"Oh was that your moment?" This Puerto Rican woman was not having it edging past us at my back helping herself to one of the remaining slices of pizza and a can of soda. We were left to our own devices as she walked away entering her bedroom.
"Did you pick up on that?" Rashida asked as I rubbed my backside.
"What?"
"She didn't curse once."
"Maybe we should call a doctor." I suggested.
Both of us shared a muted chuckle as Rashida glanced at my laptop screen with one arm still draped around my back.
"Where are we with this?" She gestured towards the screen.
"Further along than we should be; I edited everything together and it will launch on time tonight. It's my first time doing duel screens but the contest should be solid. The audience is gonna pick the winner and based on that get a special easter egg in return for their money."



"My trick with Kyle?"
"Oh you figured it out?" I glanced down finding a hint of her cleavage. Rashida traced my gaze to one of her lemon sized boobs partially exposed with the nipple just barely hidden.
"Let's just say it was an educated guess." She hooked a finger inside her robe exposing her left tit and the erect nipple topping it.
I tugged at the sash holding her robe together making it fall open exposing her nude body underneath. Rashida looked down at her naked front half then at my face.
"What?" I asked reaching inside handling her narrow waist.
"No matter what you never make me feel dirty."
Her phone started ringing in one of her robe pockets. We lingered holding one another for a moment before I let go wanting her to be autonomous sexually and emotionally. Rashida reached in her robe pocket pulling out her phone. Her brow furrowed lightly as she glanced at the caller ID. She looked at me as it kept ringing.
I cupped her cheek. Rashida tilted her head into the palm of my hand studying my face again until I turned back to my laptop tapping away. She retied the sash hiding her nudity as she walked away answering the phone.
"What do you want?" She answered with a demureness talking to her supposed guy disappearing from sight. The door chime leading to the bedrooms signaled the end of our moment.
The mind movies of her with Koa returned making me work harder at my job.
I was after all, her agent.
*********************************************************************************************
Both of us were acting like grade schoolers.
"YOU CAN'T CATCH ME!!!" Vicky took off running hard. It was equally difficult not to laugh at her awkward gait because she looked like a big ostrich running across the grass with her arms folded across her chest. Her horseplay got the better of me as I closed the distance between us reaching out unsure if I wanted to grab her arm or that big, jiggling butt.
"BRING THAT ASS HERE VICKY!!" She glanced back finding me a fingertip's distance away suddenly kicking it into overdrive bounding easily away from me laughing and giggling like a demented toddler.
"COME ON, CAN'T YOU KEEP UP BITCH?!!" Vicky taunted.
"HATE YOU!!"
I picked things up from my end speeding after her as she neared the picnic tables. My left hand was outstretched aimed directly at her bouncing cheeks, tan lines, and all. I figured I deserved something for the impromptu workout. Vicky suddenly stopped short of the tables so quickly that I wasn't going to be able to avoid colliding with her.
"MOTHER-FUCKER!!"
Something smashed into the back of my head with the force of a Louisville slugger. It was so sudden and vicious; I faceplanted on the grass rolling over looking up at the afternoon sun. It honestly felt like I'd been hit in the face with a cinderblock.
Shawnee's face appeared in my field of vision. It was the original version of her and she was just staring at me statically.
Someone was laughing childishly, but I didn't know who it was.
[DARKNESS]
I sat up with jackknife quickness and a throbbing pain at the back of my head. I had been laying on the loveseat with my legs dangling over the far end. The drama, stress, and strenuous sex had taken a toll on me prompting an immediate break after getting the special event started online.
"¡Maldito papá, estás en una vieja mierda tipo Freddy Krueger! ¡Tu polla también está jodidamente dura como el infierno!"
Shawnee was there in the semi-darkened living room with some light filtering in from the adjacent kitchen. She was squatting down next to the loveseat adjacent with my throbbing head with one hand on the arm of the furniture near my cranium.
"Did you hit me in my sleep?"
"I just popped you with my finger; you were either having a nightmare or some kind of wet dream papi."
"Why're you holding my dick?"
"Why're you so fucking hard; we wilded out on each other yesterday and you even got some of crispy too. You better have been dreaming about me."
"Guilty as charged."
"Really?" She was wearing her glasses again but there was no mistaking the slight smile on her face. She had these dimples at the corners of her mouth chipmunk cheeks be damned.
"Yeah, you sucker punched me in the back of the head; uh, in the dream."
"Yeah?" Her fist tightened up around the middle of my shaft.
"It was a dream, I guess." Her thumb rubbed up some sprouting veins on my tumescence.
"Well, want me to make it up to you papi?"
"Post nut clarity?"
"Post nut clarity." Shawnee repeated nodding her head.
"I'll make you a deal, want it?"
"What is it papi?"
"I'll return the favor; you can get out of those skintight shorts and sit on my face."
"Bitch you trying to make me keep you." Her cherubic smile returned as she caressed the left side of my face.
"Is that a no?"
I got a playful smack to the face followed by a kiss.
"YOU GONNA LET ME SIT ON IT TOO?!!" Rashida's voice cut in interrupting our vibe. Shawnee groaned looking towards the kitchen with gritted teeth.
"¡Dios, ayúdame, voy a matar a esta perra negra que intenta interponerse entre mi hombre y yo! ¡Maldita sea, eres entrometida como la perra de mierda! Vete a la mierda de aquí crujiente!!"
"Did you even wash your thang after everybody and they momma ran up in you, hoe?" Rashida chided Shawnee with a faux southern accent. I was too lazy to even look in the direction of her voice.
"YOU TALKING SHIT AND YOU GOT FUCKING GOT BY THE WHITE BOY!!"
Shawnee had obviously navigated the laptop currently on the island counter. I'd set the PPV in motion already letting it run itself on a loop to maximize our joint profits. My body felt like a lead weight and I wasn't about to move this early in the morning content to let the ladies work it out without intervening. I'd had enough of that nonsense. Shawnee was wearing a two piece outfit that consisted of a red tube top and matching booty shorts emblazoned with the Kit Kat logo.
"And, what bitch?"
"And kick rocks crispy; can't you see we're busy over here? Nobody invited you to the party!"
"He ain't your man."
"HE AIN'T YOUR MAN EITHER!!"
"Damn you hella clingy chipmunk; that's a bad look; didn't nobody tell you that huh?"
"¡OH DIOS MÍO, VOY A AHOGAR A ESTA PERRA DE VERDAD! ¡¡MALDITA RASHIDA!! ¡¡VE A LA CAMA!!"
"English motherfucker, do you speak it?" I could tell Rashida was trolling her, but Shawnee was in the zone already.
"Hey you're going home tonight; you'll have him all to yourself so why don't you step off and let me handle the stick?"
My right arm was hanging off the loveseat in front of Shawnee's abdomen. I let my fingers slide up her side slipping under her top cupping the underside of her breast. She pinched the spandex fabric tugging it up freeing her enhanced breasts with a healthy jiggle all while still arguing with Rashida.
"You can buy a plane ticket too." Rashida joked as I rolled a nipple.
"JODETE PERRA ERES UN HATER!! MALDITO, ¡¡PUEDEN DEJARNOS EN PAZ!! ERES TAN COJO RASHIDA!! ¡¡MALDITA SEA!! ¡¡DESAPARECIDO!! PATA LAS ROCAS!!"
"Bow down to the queen bitch."
"Ew, the queen of shits, step off crispy!" My fingers slid into the back of those Kit Kat booty shorts finding the top of her prominent gluteal cleft. I rubbed up a heated friction with my middle fingers in the crack of her ass. Her fist had been steadily jerking me off getting rougher as she argued with Rashida.
"Don't cry chipmunk maybe you can pay me some taxes for the pene." She was definitely having some fun with Shawnee who shrieked in outrage absentmindedly jerking me really hard.
"AW SHEET!! AW FUCK!!" A thick wad of cum spurted out of me like a mini geyser catching both women's attention as more sporadic bursts followed glazing Shawnee's chubby fist. Rashida was laughing while she snarled something unintelligible.
"DAMN YOU MAKE ME SICK!!" Shawnee jumped up running out of view. I heard some jostling as if the women were wrestling or something followed moments later by running water in the small hallway bathroom.
Rashida walked into my field of vision staring down at me wearing this NFL themed cotton night dress. Her badonkadunk made it ride up a little leaving her stallion legs on display from the thighs down. She had this snarky look on her narrow face wearing a floppy bonnet to protect her hair.
"You wrong for that."
"Like you care." She gestured at me with a slight motion, then glanced at my soiled crotch, glazed cock, and balls.
Rashida got down on all fours facing her online sixty inches of fame at my face revealing the diamond shaped crotch of her canary yellow panties underneath. She handled my member just under the balls encircling the base of my shaft with two fingers from the other hand.
I yowled in delight as she methodically ran those two fingers up my shaft to the mushroom tip collecting all of my spent jizz.
"Fuck chipmunk this my dick, and I'm the champ."
"Uh Rashida; we put it to a vote." I raised a finger correcting her. My pay site was currently tallying up the winning numbers for either girl with a timer added to make it a clean outcome.
"Oh yeah?"
Rashida throated me to the base letting her plush lips touch my pubic hair. She bobbed her head with a stuffed gullet drawing those lips along my shaft releasing me with a wet audible pop. Her tongue teased my pee slit getting a ticklish chuckle as she ran the underside of my shaft on her tongue eyeballing me the whole time.
"Who's the master?" She playfully asked referring to the soundbite I'd used on her promotion piece.
"Sho'nuff." I commented making her giggle.
I was rewarded with some passionate sloppy top but I was still extremely weary only having enough strength to reach up under her night dress grabbing a weak handful of the buns. My eyes were irritated and watery as I started to drift off. Rashida Sikes pirated my intended "post nut clarity" like a boss. She felt like a true champion.
"OH NO NO LO HICISTE!! PUTA TE VOY A NOQUEAR!!"
Shawnee screamed out of my field of vision having returned catching Rashida with her hands in the proverbial cookie jar.
[DARKNESS]
********************************************************************************************
"Hey?"
"Hey wake up." I recognized Rashida's voice.
"Vamos papi, es hora de que despiertes bebé."
Shawnee was shaking me in my sleep but I was way too comfortable to open my eyes.
"What time is it?"
"Five." Rashida answered.
"Five PM?"
"Am papi." Shawnee answered.
"What the fuck?!" I opened my eyes finding both of them in front of me. I also found myself in Shawnee's bed with both women kneeling on either side of me.
"We uh, put you here daddy." Rashida explained.
"Yeah papi, we didn't think you looked comfortable on my loveseat; so we made you uh, more comfortable.
"No shit."
I looked between them settling on Shawnee's baby face.
"What happened to you?"
Shawnee was sporting a slight shiner in the form of a bruise under her right eye.
"Nothing."
I looked at Rashida.
"What, happened to you?"
Rashida was sporting a reddened left eye which was a bit watery.
"Nothing." She sort of averted her brown eyes as she answered in monotone fashion.
"Anything happen to me?"
"I don't think so." Rashida answered coughing a bit like she had a cold. I knew something was up looking at Shawnee who avoided looking me in the eyes biting her lower lip.
"What's going on?"
"Estoy tan sobre esta mierda." Shawnee mumbled under her breath.
"Huh?"
"We uh, talked it over and well, we've decided to dial it back a little because we know you've been on edge lately; even before we came here together. You've got a lot on your plate and it didn't help when I didn't tell you about Shawnee beforehand; then she had to go and flip her shit on you. That wasn't fair especially seeing as how both of us messed you over in the past."
I glanced at Shawnee who reluctantly looked me in the face nodding in agreement.
"I stayed here in Florida because I wanted a new beginning and I got it in spades even changing my appearance too. When its all said and done I ain't got no life back there where we all come from. Ain't nothing waiting for me back there except a couch or a jail cell if I see that perra blanca culo puta. I thought I had it on lock, but my head's still messed up really bad papi. I always felt like I was looking in from the outside so I couldn't understand our relationship before. I just got so mad when you didn't recognize me. It was like you were shitting on me all over again."
"Shawnee I will never cash app you a dollar again."
A tear ran down her cheek as she tucked her chin chuckling to herself even though we were right there. I lifted her chin with a finger getting her to look me in the face, then traced an invisible line along her quivering bottom lip.
I got a mushy kiss on the forehead. Rashida tugged on my earlobe drawing my attention.
"I got some stuff going on in my personal life; but that ain't changing nothing between us. No matter what happens, I'll always be there for you, however you want me. I'm sorry for not being honest; and I'm sorry about that shit with Koa. I didn't think you would mind. Then I realized who you are. Now I'm embarrassed for thinking you'd be jealous and hurt because I hooked up with somebody in front of you."
"I was hurt." I admitted.
Rashida's eyes lit up.
"Thank you." I added.
"For what?"
"Taking care of me all these months since I fell off; I've been treating you like my fucking nanny wet nurse or something. I've been keeping you from living your life free of this codependent shit with my problems. You uhm, put up with me and my reckless behavior and the minute you find a door out, I got messy and fucked your shit up. Rashida Sikes, I won't ever do that to you again and I promise that I'll give everything I took back to you when we get home. You were happy on that radio show. It let you show the world that you're more than sixty plus inches of online fame. I don't know if I can live with myself if I let you slip backwards. That's why I didn't want to know who you were dating at the time if that's even still a thing? You have a right to live autonomously without this nigga."
She burst into long awaited tears that I hoped were out of self-realization and acknowledgement of my sincere apology. This outburst seemed like what had been just under the surface since she appeared on my doorstep right before our trip to Miami and Shawnee Thompson. Ms. Rashida Sikes didn't care about me or Shawnee ugly crying on her knees in the bed with us. I felt like she was truly letting herself go for once in her life.
This was a rare and beautiful thing to see.
She pounced on me hugging me as hard as she could sobbing into my chest until she composed herself, then looked up into my face huffing and sniffling. I noticed a bit of puffiness under her left eye that perfectly matched Shawnee's. Rashida planted a particularly wet kiss on my lips struggling not to cry further. I kissed her back.
"Does this mean I can get a pizza puff and some praline ice cream?"
Rashida's sniffles stopped as she looked at me blinking profusely. Her thunderous brow furrowed then softened as she raised a brow with a half-smile.
"Is that your hand on my ass?"
"I can still have some cake, right?" I asked playfully changing the mood.
"Daddy." She scolded playfully giving me a more soulful kiss.
"Ustedes también me están haciendo llorar."
Both of us found Shawnee watching blinking profusely herself behind the thick glasses towering over both of us kneeling at my left side. Rashida lurched forward on all fours over my midsection looking at her rival as my hand went into business for itself getting a morning handful. Shawnee wasn't radiating animosity but Rashida relented drawing back as my hand ended up resting between her thighs. She tugged down on the front of her night dress.
"It's better to buy in bulk papi."
Rashida barely had time to get out of the way as the former Ms. WTF mounted me reverse cowgirl still kneeling upright. Both of us got a front row seat to those skintight booty shorts with the Kit Kat logo. It was a perfect fit, but I knew her all too well waiting for the dig at Rashida.
"Puedes comer pastel todo el día conmigo bebé."
Shawnee fell forward on all fours resting her weight on her elbows manifesting an improbably deep arch in her lower back which resulted in those shorts disappearing between her cheeks. She spread her legs a bit wider revealing a diamond shaped patch of cherry red spandex covering her peach. There was a slight jiggle to her cheeks and a little on the thighs. Shawnee gave us a series of her patented slow motion claps. It was loud.
"Clout chaser." Rashida sniped half playfully.
"It ain't clout chasing if I'm the real deal; now go get my championship belt crispy. You can put it on my fat ass."
"I'll put my foot on your fat ass."
"STOP IT!!" I cut both of them off before they could get fully into it.
The bedroom went silent for a moment.
Then we were all chuckling in the diminishing darkness as sunlight approached.
"Let's all just, well you two should uhm, agree to disagree and let your fans decided who's the champ. I just spent a day and some change putting together an event to find out once and for all; especially since Shawnee's retired. Can't we chill out with the constant back and forth? Can we just, kick it together?" I was exasperated.
My left hand was resting on Rashida's thigh under the night shirt.
My right hand was kneading Shawnee's giant corresponding ass cheek like olive colored dough. She lightly bumped backwards into my hand glancing over her shoulder at me with a look that read sexual mischief.
Rashida turned a little so that my hand was resting on the outstanding curve of her booty.
Both women started glaring at one another.
I dipped my chin nodding my disappointment.
"Excuse me." I got out of bed leaving them to one another for a bathroom break.
While I was taking a morning piss my eyes settled on the shelf just inside the door stacked with wipes and a few cleaning odds and ends. Something stood out on the shelf a tiny black plastic atomizer. This was homemade bearing a humorous eggplant emoji. I turned it about in my hand finding a peach emoji. The eggplant emoji was pointed at the peach emoji making me chuckle at its suspected purpose. There was a microscopic line of print on its side written in Spanish. I looked at the bottom finding a third emoji. It was a drooling smiling face emoji.
"Hey!!" I flinched at the sudden knocking on the door pocketing the atomizer.
"TAKING A PISS!!"
"We're going to pick up some breakfast, be back in probably thirty minutes or so." Rashida addressed me through the closed door.
"You're going together?"
"Yeah, we talked and uh, decided the suspense of waiting is driving us loco papi; And we're sorry about the other shit too, but don't think we're not gonna finish what we started this morning."
"No you ain't." Rashida cut in.
"Fuck you puta!"
"JUST GO ALREADY!!" I shouted loud enough to be heard down the corridor. The sound of the front door slamming followed but I was antsy enough to wait for a minute or two with my ear pressed to the door before walking into the corridor.
The house was empty.
The sudden silence was refreshing as I stretched cracking some bones.
I walked to the living room finding some furniture moved about and the floor covered with papers littered with articles of Rashida's clothing. The loveseat was vertical leaned against the wall while the table had a hairline crack in it. There were droplets of what looked like blood dotting Shawnee's plush rug. I looked over my shoulder finding a trial of clothing leading to her own hard shell suitcase. It was propped up against one side of the door battered and deformed.



I facepalmed and started the long arduous task of cleaning up the mess by righting the loveseat. Halfway through my cleanup my trusty android started ringing but I ignored it. The calls came in cycles until I snatched it up off the kitchen countertop.
"Isn't this kind of early to be calling somebody?"
"You forgot about me?"
"Of course not but I'm out of town and I've kinda got my hands full Takisha." My former stalker had somehow slid into a FWB role in Rashida's brief absence from my life and was partially responsible for my clients rise to power and subsequent fall from supposed grace.
"Where are you?"
"Miami."
"Need company?"
"I'll take the fifth but I'm flying home tonight on a red eye." There was a long pause on the phone as I braced myself for some sort of outburst.
"Well I hope we can hook up sometime when you get back; for a second I thought we might take in a car date in the airport parking lot."
"Tempting."
"Not enough to take me on vacation with you; I look really good in a bikini you know?"
"Would you pick me up at the airport in a bikini?"
"Is that a dare?"
"I take the fifth." I verbally parried.
"Well uhm, make some time for me no matter what time or day it is when you get back; I want to suck your dick for three hours."
"HUH?!!"
"Bye." She clicked off leaving me with the visual and a broom and dustpan in hand.
I decided to let sleeping dogs lie and not take the bait as I went to the kitchen to gather up the pizza boxes and other trash. There were stains on the cabinet and bits of food splattered on the counters also littering the floor. I had to go back to the small bathroom which also served as a utility closet making use of the wipes there to clean up the mess. Shawnee's garbage can was filled to the brim with used paper towels and wipes in short order as I considered everything I'd experienced and learned during this trip. I noticed my laptop sitting at an angle almost precariously off the counter. I stumbled forward shoving it back into place.
"Oh okay." The player was open and paused on the promotional logo for Shawnee aka Ass Almighty.
I took a moment clicking on the video clip.
"I don't know her."
"I don't care about her." Rashida was seen in letterboxed frame sitting in her salon chair in front of her station obviously holding court to an audience just out of frame. It was an old clip I shot nearly a year ago. Known as Chi Town Thunda during this time, she was in full heel mode during this time.
Several cuts of old school Shawnee were spliced in during her verbal drubbing of her rival as Rashida continued running her down something fierce. The disparate shots were all of the former Ms. WTF walking away from the camera with her immeasurable cheeks bobbing and bouncing all over the place. There were several cuts from various videos I'd shot of her along with my former mentor.
"Are you intimidated by her?"
"WHO?!!" Rashida leaned back in the chair shades covering her eyes like a genuine superstar as she let her head roll about on her neck exuding a smugness that sort of grabbed the viewer. I was privy to the fact that she was speaking straight from the heart at that time as the clip started to fade out.
The following scene faded in on the crowded beach in Go Pro pov from my point of view to the beginning strains of "YES" by Fat Joe, Cardi B and Anuel AA. I was a good distance behind Ass Almighty catching several people looking as she passed through the crowded tourist spot. Some visitors to the beach that day had their phones out filming.
"Are you intimidated by her?" My altered voice was heard again.
The infectious beat started to ramp up as I got closer to her iconic monster sized donk. That one piece was continually riding up exposing more and more of those olive colored cheeks. Her rich tan lines made things seem somewhat obscene for her to be out in public with a criminal wealth of cheeks. The camera caught several women giving Shawnee the stink eye. One thin blonde Latina was comically seen making the call me gesture towards Shawnee with her tongue sticking out salaciously to the side as a middle finger was returned.
"Are you intimidated by her?" My further altered voice was several octaves deep sounding positively demonic.
A nearly minute long rapid fire collage of Ms. WTF's greatest hits sped by on the screen at light speed on a loop as the Latin flavored hip hop thumped out of the speakers with an added bass boost. This slowly panned out revealed to be a part of Shawnee's brand new logo in the style of those Marvel movie intros as the song reached an ending crescendo with a final pirated audio clip.
"If you're good at something never do it for free." Heath Ledger's Joker's voice was heard as she was seen onscreen running into the ocean with an entourage of kids and teens with the scene fading.
A brief teaser closed the clip with an unexpected fade in finding Koa wandering onto the beach enchanted towards the roiling surface. Shawnee's head was seen bobbing in the water with the rest of her body hidden by the waves. She stood up revealing her sunbaked nudity slowly emerging from the surf akin to the birth of Aphrodite. Koa looked as if he would swoon as she came to meet him in her birthday suit. There was no music, just ambient sound as her intro segment faded out.
I'm sure that Shawnee would've appreciated the fact that I was sporting serious wood just watching her intro.
There was a rapping at the front door as I went about finishing up the cleaning.
"Oh uhm...what're you doing here?" Instead of my friends Isabella was standing there in this white diaphanous summer dress that stopped at the top of her thighs. It was sheer enough that her skimpy lace bikini panties were put on display right in front of my eyes. Humorously a pair of cheap flip flops were on her pedicured feet.
"We discussed this beforehand, before Koa misbehaved by spiking my bottle of Evian."
"Oh, how's he doing? We hit a bump the other day."
"Funny; are you going to let me inside?" Isabella looked like a million dollars but I'd just finished getting Shawnee's place together and didn't want to navigate a criminal assault.
"Now?"
"Yes now, I want mine especially after what you let that cow do to my hubby. He's totally unsuitable at the moment."
"Tragic." Isabella looked angry but in a spoiled princess type of way standing in front of the door with her arms folded hands tucked under her armpits.
"Are you going to fuck me or not?"
"Aren't you worried about Shawnee stepping out on you?"
"Please, they're ten miles away shopping; your woman Rashida pinged her location in a social media post ten minutes ago. I'm not stupid you know. I demand to be fucked."
I snatched her just inside half slamming the elite model into the wall as I slammed the door loud with an aggressive swipe of my hand. Isabella looked simultaneously frightened and aroused by my sudden behavior.
"Oh shit."
She shrieked happily when her sloping breasts were exposed bouncing with a healthy jiggle. I grabbed the hem of her dress lifting it up looking at her picture perfect abdomen running a single finger between her thighs along her slit. I added two more fingers rubbing up some heated friction as she almost became wet on demand.
"If you wanted some dick why you come over here with your fucking panties on?" My face was inches from hers, tone intentionally aggressive almost spraying her with spittle. I was experiencing a feeling dormant since the afternoon I'd hate fucked my cousin's girlfriend Takisha atop the washer in his garage.
Isabella's eyes went wide as her mouth hung open giving me no indication whether she was turned on or scared or both. I cupped her sex in the palm of my right hand feeling her oily essence veritably splashing my grinding digits. Her naked breasts were bobbing and jiggling from the motion as her fierce looking eyes narrowed. Our combined heavy breathing and panting filled the short corridor just inside Shawnee's door as she squirmed on my fingers.
"I, can take'em off!" Isabella went after her panties with both hands but I grabbed her wrists ferociously yanking her hands over her head into the wall.
She looked insanely euphoric huffing in my face with a bit of spittle running off her bottom lip.
I leaned in sensually kissing her letting my tongue meet hers in a heated exchange that saw Isabella moan into my mouth. Her breathy moans were an audible aphrodisiac as I suckled and nipped at her neck slurping hard in this sustained motion that made her cry out and whimper joyously. She hungrily made out with me fully immersed.
My hands grabbed fistfuls of her sheer frock tugging it down until it was hanging from her waist.
Isabella leaned back into the wall staring at me huffing as she cupped the outsides of her breasts pushing them together offering them silently. Her nipples were so hard it looked as if they would pop like pimples or explode. This passionate sounding sigh escaped her as I took both nipples in tandem sucking and nursing on them like a newborn. The seat of her panties was translucent with her juices allowing me to slip fingers inside with a thumb on her clit. The reaction on her face was immediate as she cheeks started to flush. I took her left tit almost whole sucking as hard as I could making her whimper and grit her teeth when I nibbled.
I broke off rearing up a bit looking deeply into her eyes on the verge of tears. She looked back incredulous.
My knees landed on the floor leaving me kneeling. Our eyes never left each other as I took care with her delicate frock raising it exposing her pelvis. She'd shaved herself bare in preparation as her sensuous musk assailed my nostrils. Isabella took the excess of her dress holding it up against her abdomen as I gingerly went after her panties pinching the material. I drew them down midthigh looking at her mound breathing harder than before as my heart thumped wildly in my chest. It felt as if something was coming over me like some invisible cloak of humidity bringing with it the toe curling scintillation.
Isabella trembled uncontrollably when the flat of my tongue ran over her mound puffy from arousal.
Goosebumps were prominent all over her thighs as I handled them leaning in lapping at her pussy. A deluge of her essence flowed out as she shook and cooed with these breathy moans. It ran freely into my mouth and off my chin hitting the floor in droplets. I went in hungry for more licking the outside of her honeypot getting more ravenous for her unique taste letting my tongue inside like a ladle. Isabella's hands were caressing my head lovingly for a moment or two. Her throbbing clit was all the way out of its pretty pinkish hood.
I went after it mercilessly sucking and swirling my tongue all over the button even bobbing my head back and forth thumping her crotch.
"CHUPA MI COÑO DE MIERDA!!" The complete loss of self-control saw my head handled roughly with all ten of her manicured nails digging into my flesh as something snapped.
Her forty inch hips started popping and swiveling eventually seeing this woman humping and sawing her cunt against my mouth. These angry sounding grunts were coming from her initially before melting away leaving behind a series of throaty breathless moans. Isabella was partially riding my face working her hips harder essentially fucking away at it getting more frantic by the moment. I went with it going deep allowing her to drape a leg over my shoulder. Her hips went into overdrive. Those shrieks got louder until she burst splashing the whole of my face.
Her hand appeared in my field of vision slapping ay her button frantically. I slowly stood up a head taller putting the woman in my shadow.
"SORRY!!" Isabella shrieked as my hand clamped around her throat.
Three fingers invaded her gooey snatch methodically curving up into her g-spot.
Isabella burst all over my frigging digits almost collapsing if I didn't rush in pinning her to the wall with my body glaring into her eyes. She looked apprehensive fully flushed, teeth lightly chattering. Her body tensed up when I whipped down grabbing the back of her left thigh snatching it up horizontally. Both her hands pressed into my chest bent at the knuckles nails digging as if she would shove me off. Instead she dropped them to my sweats uncovering my raging tumescence.
Her eyes were fluttering profusely as she gasped scared of a potential throttling.
Instead Isabella raised her over leg hooking over my right arm at the elbow carefully interlocking her fingers behind my neck.
I went balls deep mashing her into the wall already manically plunging her sloppy box. These syrupy sounds outed her bliss as we made out passionately. This entitled low tier online celebrity got banged out against the wall savagely loving every bit of it as evidenced by the steady droplets of juices on the floor. Her open mouth was level with my ear audibly registering every stabbing thrust and grind. My ear was suckled lobe flicked with the tip of her tongue.
It was a miracle she wasn't injured as I disengaged treating her with all the care you'd assign to a two dollar whore facing her against the wall with her panties still at her knees. Quick on the uptake Isabella flattened her palms into the wall as I got insanely impatient spreading her luscious cheeks apart. She was drenched in perspiration from head to toe as I pushed my crown inside her steaming snatch using my thumbs to keep her openings visible to the world. Isabella arched pushing backwards into my initial invading thrust. Once that perfect heart shaped butt pressed into my crotch I let the warring halves of her cheeks clap at the base of my member.
I wrapped her lush highlighted brown locks around my fist making it tight enough to tilt her head backwards.
My other hand cupped her tit from underneath squeezing it with no regard for the woman who was starting to whimper eventually digging nails into the offending hand. The instant I felt the exact moment of pain I gave her a deep thrust of my hips thumping the back of her box. Isabella's hand dropped rubbing her mound diddling her clit. I grunted pounding harder into the woman like I wanted to break her making Isabella whine and whimper. Her lovely mouth hung open prompting me to stick in a few fingers. She put a little extra wriggling her hips wildly.
Her butt was perfection a true inverted heart shape sitting at the bottom of a small tiny little waist. It was sort of solid at the top but wobbled in flabby fashion at the bottom making this clapping sound as my pelvis bounced off it like a trampoline. My wet fingers drifted from her mouth to her clit diddling her until she was nearly hopping in place getting the bottom knocked out of her cunt. Isabella came looking for sex and she was getting it in spades.
"OH GAWD!! GAWD!! FUCK!! SHIT FUCK ME!! OH GAWD!! DAMN!! GOOD DICK!! FUCKING GOOD DICK!!"
I could have cared less about her tacit endorsement of my sexual prowess pursing her lips together until she went silent other than whimpers and grunts. I released her shoulder length locks focusing on grabbing handfuls of her tender waist pounding so deep that her cheeks were parting revealing her rear entrance with every thrust. Isabella ended up at a forty-five degree angle struggling to hold on as I began to crest. My inner thighs started to pulse in powerful uneven intervals while my balls felt as if they were contracting to a third of their size.
"¡¡QUIERO TU CORRIDA POR TODO MI CULO!! ¡¡QUIERO SENTIR TU SEMEN CALIENTE SALIENDO A CHORROS!! ¡¡ME ENCANTA TU POLLA BEBÉ!! CUM PARA MÍ!!"
Isabella's head dipped between her shoulders bobbing like a fishing bait. Her Spanish language utterings sounded as if she were preaching to the choir but I didn't care. My gaze was focused solely on her perfect forty inches.
"OH GAWD BABY!!" I could hear the snot in her throat as she sobbed and sniffled. It was just what the doctor ordered sending me careening over the precipice. I yanked my throbbing prick out of her gaped snatch getting a deluge of moisture from the unplugging.
Several wads of jizz hit her bobbing, trembling goosebump covered cheeks in silly string waves. Some of it soiled her sheer beach dress with flecks dotting her back. Isabella slid down the wall back facing me letting her forehead rest on the wall. She hunched over covering her face with her hands shuddering. Then to my surprise, Isabella became incontinent pissing all over the floor in front of Shawnee's front door. There was no doubt she was sobbing.
"Thank you." She mumbled having got more than what she came for.
"Thank me properly bitch." I heard myself say detached as if I were having an out of body experience.
She glanced back looking at me with streaks of mascara running down her face in darkened tears bottom lip quivering.
"Yes."
Isabella gingerly took me in her mouth sucking me clean as I stood over her arms folded legs spread dangerously apart. That feeling of detachment washed over me as she went about servicing me no hands involved on all fours.
"Take my hand Isabella." She looked scared but took the offered hand being pulled to her feet wholly timid.
"Did I fuck you good enough?"
She was trembling looking horrified eyes darting back and forth on the verge of cracking as she answered.
"Oh hell yes."
She cupped the back of my head pulling me down so that we could kiss for a few moments reluctantly breaking off wiping a finger under her lip. Her eyes went from my face to my endowment then returned as her chest heaved.
"I can get some more again, right?" Her panties were down around her ankles.
"Shouldn't you be home with your husband?"
"He's in the shop." Her words were puzzling as she fidgeted looking about not wanting to peer at my face now.
"Isabella, times up."
"Uhm, I wasn't talking about right now; just like, in the future. I wanna know that I can get some more because you really know how to handle me. I'm not trying to beg or anything just asking if its' possible, that's all."
"You've got my number."
"Okay." She flushed acting out of character looking around as she started to smile to herself draping one hand over her breasts while nibbling on the pointer finger of the other batting her lashes overly feminine.
Isabella carefully stepped out of the panties leaving them there in her puddle.
"Go home."
She tugged her sheer frock up over her sloping breasts seemingly unable to stop looking at my face then uncovered them cocking her head with a sly smile.
"I can clean it up."
"GO HOME!!" I yanked the door open pointing down the corridor.
She was a whole mess of streaked mascara, runny nose with chattering teeth twisted into this crazed smile. I didn't react as she stared waiting for me to change my mind. Her slender neck and a breast were sporting a number of hickeys. When nothing happened she lazily pulled her dress up over her tits still breathing heavily as she ran a hand through her mussed up locks.
I could tell she was silently fawning.
"Bye."
Isabella Perez did the walk of shame leaving her panties behind. She turned a few times smiling warmly at me.
I waved.
She waved back chortling as the elevator arrived hesitating holding the doors open staring before disappearing inside.
That girl was a mess.
I stared after her for a while before closing the door softly.
"Shit." I turned around stepping a foot into her puddle.
My heart started thumping.
"Fuck me."
I felt queasy and sick quickly hopping into the adjacent utility bathroom on one foot sticking my foot into the shower where I ran some steaming hot water onto it panicking. I found a small plastic bucket beside the toilet.
"FUCK ME!!" I filled the bucket splashing water all over the place running out pouring it onto the puddle of urine. I sloppily tracked water into the kitchen snatching up a flimsy looking mop going to work.



I got more paranoid and antsy cleaning the mess frantically, even getting on my hands and knees with a sponge wiping everything up on the verge of a meltdown. Mind movies plagued me replaying my animalistically brief tryst with Isabella as if I was watching myself out of body. I couldn't make hide or hair out of the sensation feeling this weird humidity about my person.
"NO!!" I scrambled into the shower fully clothed turning the spray up accidentally taking a tumble which brought me back to my senses.
I sat there for a while listening to the sound of the water raining down on me.
My heart settled down gradually.
I scrambled out of my clothing getting naked leaving the soaked garments in the shower. I was obliged to track more water into the corridor in order to retrieve new clothes from my battered suitcase. It felt weird and disorienting kneeling down like a squatter with my business hanging. I bagged my soiled clothing up and ran it to the garbage shoot at the end of Shawnee's corridor. The paranoia was real as I did my best to look down the shoot trying to make sure it the evidence was gone.
I got an incoming message as I was walking back to the apartment.
Isabella sent me a nude from the seat of her car spread eagle holding her flower open for my viewing pleasure.
I slid down the wall face palming into both of my hands.
The elevator arrived but I didn't care that I was sitting in the hallway hiding my shame with both hands.
"What happened?!" Rashida's voice soothed me somewhat.
"¡¡¿QUÉ MIERDA PASÓ AHORA PAPÁ?!!"
Shawnee's voice, not so much.
"Let me guess; Koa's old lady popped up and you gave her the business, am I right?"
"How did you know?"
"She got reckless on my social media liking a few pics I took with Koa, then blocked me when I hit that facetime."
"Yeah we were gonna tune her up; but the line was too long." Shawnee added.
"Huh?" I looked up from my hands.
Both of them were standing there, Rashida with two bags of food while Shawnee was dragging two brand new hard shell suitcases along with what looked like a new camera bag.
"Just paying it forward." Shawnee smiled with a simple plucky explanation.
"Get your ass up and take this food in the house." Her matronly tone sometimes read like a drill sergeant for the uninitiated but we were all well acquainted. Sometimes you didn't know if it was schtick or her depending on the cadence in her voice. Shawnee thought the proceedings were funny with her own cherubic smile that made you want to pinch those cheeks.
"Put it on her, didn't you?" Rashida rolled her eyes at Shawnee's question.
"Yup."
"She gonna have to come up off some paper."
"Let it go." I advised.
I grabbed one of the hard shell suitcases allowing them to walk ahead of me to Shawnee's front door. They were still wearing their night clothes and I couldn't help admiring the view. It seemed my former Puerto Rican muse had become quite comfortable walking about in public with her monstrous donk on display. Her cheeks were bulging in the worst way while Rashida's sixty plus inches of online fame were bobbing all over the place.
"Can't believe you guys were walking around outside like that."
"I ain't got nothing to be ashamed of; plenty of people have seen the cakes already. You know, Ken was telling me they were considering using me for a modeling shoot to advertise the show. I uhm, was gonna wear these booty shorts with the radio station on the back."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah, I was gonna have a meeting with that station manager Harvey; then all those allegations started coming out. Guess it was for the best anyway because if he tried it with me he was getting a Mike Tyson special."
"Would've been a waste of money anyway." Shawnee cut in holding the door open.
"Excuse you Ms. Lady girl?!!" Rashida raised a brow.
"Well think of it this way; you got that flat screen television behind you but I got a whole motherfucking drive-in bitch."
"You're just fat."
"Where it counts crispy."
"How do you talk with all those nuts in your fucking cheeks chipmunk?"
"Please stop it." I interrupted again feeling as if both women approximated a gender flipped over sexualized version of Cain and Abel.
They didn't say anything silently acquiescing to my wishes back inside the apartment where Shawnee looked pleased at my cleaning efforts. Rashida went right into the kitchen taking the bags of food with her unpacking.
"Oh uhm, last night I uh lost a contact lense; crispy was helping me find it." She looked like a mischievous kid as Rashida stepped out into the corridor with one hand on her hip and a raised brow.
"Yeah I lost mine too and chipmunk was kind enough to help me find it; laid out on her back looking at the ceiling."
Shawnee cocked her head the side tilting her chin, then repeated the motion getting an audible cracking sound.
"Say crispy you think maybe you wanna look for some more of them fucking contact lenses, huh?!"
"Space and opportunity Fiona Shrek." My running buddy folded her arms under her boobs tensing her shoulders up getting the same cracking sound.
I shifted between them leaning against the wall with one hand.
"Would you be caping for chipmunk if you knew she donkey punched you in the back of the head this morning?"
"FUCKING SNITCH!!"
My throbbing noggin and Shawnee's presence by the loveseat earlier in the morning was explained as I shot her a look. She looked at once antsy flinching a little as her shoulders drooped half smiling as she continued.
"I uh, saw that intro you made for Rashida with all the fucking bells and whistles. Shit man I thought you cheaped out on me, then later I uh saw what you did for me... lo siento por eso papi."
"So you hit me in the back of the head?!!"
"Lo siento." Shawnee smiled peevishly.
My palm collided with her monstrous badonkadunk loud enough to get a slight echo. Her cheeks jiggled as she made this childish expression favoring the sore spot on her butt while still looking me in the eye.
"Hey man can't we eat first before we do all the freaky stuff?" Shawnee rubbed the offended buttock sort of standing on her tip toes wincing with a smile.
Rashida threw up her hands walking back into the kitchen around the island counter. She went straight to the laptop about to hit some keys.
"What're you doing?"
"Checking the site; I wanna see how much of a margin I won by."
"FUCK YOU!" Shawnee flipped her the bird.
"NOPE!!" I shouted.
"What?" Rashida shrugged.
"I wanna eat without any drama then you two can do whatever you want, toss coins, play cards, hell get a room for all I care! Lets just have a cease fire for a minute or two before you pull that shit up?"
Rashida's features softened as she closed my laptop computer.
"You got it papi." Shawnee ran her hand softly down my back with a heartened smile of her own.
We actually camped out in the living room having our breakfast without further back and forth just talking. Both women spoiled the shit out of me running back and forth between the kitchen and living room. My glass was kept full with one of two bottles of natural fruit juice purchased from a farmer's market Shawnee frequented that was incidentally owned by neighbor Kyle's mother some successful business woman. I got ribbed about running Isabella through while our Puerto Rican host alluded to the difficulty she had returning Koa to said wife.
"Hey you guys smoke? I bought a lot of weed down at the market, like real good shit too." Shawnee asked.
"I dabble." Rashida side eyed me like some disapproving parent getting a light nudge of the elbow.
We planned to watch a movie together after Rashida intercut into a verbal challenge issued by Shawnee for a gaming rematch from the party from hell. Both of them traded stories about the thirsty guys who'd worked up the courage to come at them while I was at Shawnee's home banging out Isabella.
"Hey papi; you uh, need to pack your new suitcase."
"I'll do it later before we hit up that red eye flight." I muttered between bites of cheesy eggs.
"Maybe, you should take care of that right now so there won't be any delays when we leave." Rashida chimed in as both of the women exchanged looks.
"Uhm, okay." I wasn't blind to the collusion between them.
I found a brand spanking new PS5 inside my suitcase looking up giggling happily as both of them peered around the corner at me then ducked out of sight.
There was some light knocking at the door that interrupted me before I could properly thank the girls.
"Oh hey Kyle; how's it going?"
"Copacetic uhm, left my charger behind yesterday."
"Feel free."
Kyle walked into the apartment waving at the women obviously still enchanted with "Thunda" after spending a full day with her. While I was editing the footage together for the PPV, I'd discovered an attempted scene which seemed like a lark on her part. It went comedically disastrous when Kyle kept "reaching the finish line" before even touching his crush. There were no real plans to release that footage right away because I felt it would damage Rashida's appeal to her core audience which had obviously tripled over the weekend.
"Oh, so how does it feel to be a legit champion?" From my position near the front door Kyle was facing the living room so he could've been talking to either one of them.
"HEY KYLE, CHILL!!" It was too late as he kept it moving walking around the island counter nonchalantly opening and activating my laptop.
It was too late as both women ran into the kitchen swarming the laptop.
*********************************************************************************************
"Man, that's some fucking shit right there! The only reason you won was because that shit was on your motherfucking live bitch."
"Salty much?" Rashida couldn't deny the visible gloating on her face as we all sat out on the balcony overlooking the crowded afternoon beach below. Shawnee was busy firing up her hookah pipe taking a long drag of the flavored tobacco. There was a little extra mixed into the flow.
"You know it Rashida; those were your motherfucking fans; that win don't mean nothing!" She took a second drag as I sat between them looking straight ahead not regarding either. Shawnee thumped my bicep handing me the nozzle watching as I took a solitary toke. The body of this large foot tall hookah was pretty much sitting between my legs.
"Don't mean nothing to you cause you lost baby; ain't that right daddy?"
Instead of answering, I took another hit.
"Don't go there Rashida; you think he's gonna be on your side cause you guys on the regular? I ain't the fucking underground favorite no more; I'm the be all end all in this ass game beotch." I kept staring dead ahead as I was thumped in the bicep from the opposite side passing the nozzle to Rashida.
"Ain't you retired?" Rashida took a hit hitting Shawnee below the belt.
I glanced down at my bare feet for a moment then outward over the balcony as Shawnee became more animated pulling out her phone.
"You wanna check my contacts? Do you have any idea how many celebrities are in here baby; you didn't forget that bomb ass party I took you to so you could try hard, to get your game up, right? Did you make any contacts this weekend besides Koa making contact with your ovaries, huh?"
"EXCUSE YOU?!! CAN I GET THE MIC?!!" Rashida perked up beside me sounding ready to rumble while Shawnee did the same on my opposite side seeming to become larger just sitting there beside me.
"I DROPPED THE MIC!"
"Then how come you ain't win, huh Mami?!!" Rashida taunted starting to turn in my direction while Shawnee did the same.
I took another toke trying to subtly look at each girl sitting on either side of me.
Both of them were staring pointedly at my face waiting for me to settled things by verbally declaring who I thought was the real winner between them. Rashida Sikes made a nice piece of change over our vacation with her win enhancing those earnings while Shawnee had cemented her sex work retirement with a substantial cryptocurrency winning purse from the e-game tournament. In short, both girls made out like bandits while I reaped the benefits sexually after a sustained uphill battle to reforge my relationship with Shawnee. Out of the three of us, Shawnee and myself learned a substantial amount about each other. Rashida had already gone way down that road with me. Yet, here they were acting like kids fighting over a ball on the playground.
I took an exceptionally long drag from the hookah pipe dropping it between my feet.
"Fuck that shit, I'm out." I mumbled coughing a bit in the throes of a good afternoon high from the weed mixed concoction. I let myself fall backward onto Shawnee's bedroom floor intending to beat my feet right out the front door.
It seemed like they knew because Rashida was on me before I had a chance to fully stand up bodying me into the wall just inside of the sliding doors leading out to Shawnee's muted patio. Out the corner of my right eye, Shawnee stood snatching up the stool I'd been sitting on flinging it wildly into the room onto her unkempt bed as she slid into the room nodding her head aggressively at me while Rashida looked ready to put one on my chin. I was done for when Shawnee pressed into my right side helping her rival box me in with nowhere left to go. I looked between their faces feeling sweaty and anxious partially from most of the hits I'd taken.
"CAN'T WE ALL JUST GET ALONG GOD-DAMMIT?!!"
Rashida and Shawnee exchanged glances before looking at my face.
"Sure daddy."
"Yeah Papi." There was a smirk on Shawnee's face as Rashida leaned in closer than expected planting her luscious lips on mine. She broke off the kiss looking over at Shawnee who was in the process of exposing me. We'd already done it so many times, I didn't think I was even capable of getting it up at this point. Shawnee thought otherwise.
My sweat pants were already at my ankles with both of her knees on the floor as she began giving me a deep sensual blow job while Rashida peel up my t-shirt going at my nipples sucking and pinching intermittently making out with me. Shawnee was undoubtedly up in my top ten at this point along with Charity Gilbert, Yoli Van Allen, Carlie Brown & Takisha as the most recent head queens I'd been with. My entire package was being rhythmically engulfed making me yowl and moan into Rashida's mouth as the latter caressed and ran her hands over my torso.
All three of us were moaning and whining in concert as Rashida went after my neck working up a wicked hickey. My hand was planted firmly on the swell of her huge shelf-like butt just sort of resting there for a few minutes as my shirt was stripped off and tossed away followed by the cotton NFL themed night dress covering her body. Underneath, the only article of clothing left were a pair of bright yellow bikini panties that looked painted onto her body in the best way. Rashida leaned back into my body keeping me pressed against the wall with my hand down the back of her undies while my opposite hand cupped the back of Shawnee's head.
Rashida went after my ear sucking it while handling me at the base with Shawnee's lips kissing the end of her fist as she soulfully sucked me to nirvana. I was surprised to get a nip on the side of my face, then my left nipple before Rashida licked a slimy trial from my pec down my abdomen as Shawnee broke contact standing up. The women were trading places as Shawnee licked her glistening lips with some excess saliva and precum running off her chin.
I grabbed a big handful of her right breast squeezing hard flicking her nipple before Shawnee slid out of her tee baring her new enhanced chest. She was in the zone taking three of my fingers between her lips vacuum sucking them like a surrogate cock before pressing it back into her right tit. We both knew she liked being handled rough while Rashida knelt in an open legged squat handling my business with her fist balled up right behind my balls as her plump lips slid methodically along my shaft lingering on my crown in intervals.
Rashida Sikes knew how to please me more than anyone I'd currently been with.
Shawnee's eyes became slits as I groped, pinched, and generally turned her tits into a veritable chew toy before I glanced downward finding Rashida's fingers between her thighs. My thunderous companion was all the way into this threesome working her rival's slit through her skintight booty shorts revealing an ambidextrous ability to satisfy two people at once.
Her nimble fingers began peeling those spandex shorts down revealing the upper swell of Shawnee's massive donk enticing Rashida enough to release me long enough to lick a trail up the exposed portion of her rival's rear cleavage. My arms were wrapped around Shawnee in a deep hug as Rashida appeared behind her mimicking my actions from her back. She leaned over Shawnee's right shoulder making out with me briefly allowing things to shift to our Latina host all of us swapping way too much spit. Rashida took things to the next level making out with Shawnee now pushing her into the wall as I slid over fingering Thunda from behind.
There was no doubt about Shawnee's feelings on the matter as she cupped the sides of Rashida's narrow face wantonly kissing her back as I handled the former's wide hips wedging my prick lengthwise in her rear cleavage for a vertical ass job. Rashida remained in step with me subtly flexing her monstrous cheeks perfectly caressing providing that counter sensation on the underside of my shaft. We'd done this almost as much as fucking, so it was nothing to her, but she knew me well enough to face Shawnee to the wall.
It was the Boricua's turn as I got dueling thanksgiving handfuls of her rather soft on the sides, enormous ass cheeks driving myself home horizontally. Shawnee was well equipped to handle me in any way I desired arching her back towards me as she used the rest of her body and weight pinning Rashida to the wall helping herself to our friend's sixty plus inched of online fame. Her size and weight were such a factor that Rashida had to spread her stallion legs wide allowing both women to wedge together. It honestly looked like Shawnee was fucking her against the wall.
Rashida draped her arms over Shawnee's shoulders bending one to grab her elbow locking her Puerto Rican home girl in a deep embrace. I was already sweating profusely long stroking Shawnee's rear cleavage starting to knock on her back door when she dislodged me out of nowhere with a twist of the hip. I was handled by both arms at the bicep drawn into what amounted to a sensual group hug where we traded and swapped more spit than I thought possible. They gave as good as they got groping and playing with my endowment equal parts pinching and squeezing my butt as well.
No one was saying a word; our bodies doing all the talking in those moments before I took both of their hands interlocking fingers with both. I directed them to the bed sort of leaning backward until the back of my legs hit the edge of Shawnee's mattress. Rashida swatted the stool I'd been sitting on before it had been tossed onto the bed. It hit the floor with a loud thud which all of us ignored as both women mounted the mattress on all fours. Each knew me well assuming the more open legged doggy posture I liked.
I was presented with dueling mountains of bobbing twerking cheekage with both models working in unison.
"I've never tried two at the same time before." I responded wistfully as they jointly peered back at me quizzically.
It was expected that I would pick one and pound her out switching between the duo, but I had other ideas climbing onto the bed between them kneeling upright at the outside of their thighs. Both groaned letting their heads go on a swivel as I buried fingers from both hands inside their sopping wet snatches. It was my first time trying such a stunt but I managed to find their secret places with little effort using the thumbs of both hands on their clits. Their honey spots were stimulated without mercy making them gasp and whine sounding like stray cats in heat.



Rashida was the first to lose it letting her noggin rest on the mattress bucking and popping those cheeks fucking my hand like it was going out of style right when Shawnee stiffened up locking her elbows and knees. With her I had to go harder on her sweet spot noticing that she flushed, mouth agape. Something clicked in seconds as a deep arch appeared in her lower back right before her massive cheeks began bouncing on my digits. In minutes both of them were fucking themselves silly.
Shawnee tucked her head between her shoulders getting a higher bouncing arch fucking my right hand hard enough that the warring halves of her unmeasured donk clapped on the exposed portions of my hand and wrist. Rashida's upper half was horizontal with the mattress while her monster butt was angled up twerking hard on my left. She seemed to be cresting already prompting me to withdraw a little rubbing her slimy inner walls drumming up the slick friction and her mewling somewhat hoarse sounding cries. Shawnee on the other hand sounded distressed now bouncing even higher on her mattress.
Both of them had my ears ringing with their groans, moans, and breathy falsetto whimpering. I was extremely turned on despite the veritable overdose of sex I'd engaged in over the prior forty eight hours. Shawnee reached between her thighs frantically rubbing her clit allowing me to use an additional finger to her snatch. Rashida burst dramatically all over my fingers going over the edge with this loud feminized masculine groan that echoed as she faceplanted.
My left hand now freed was used to deliver a scintillating series of spanks to Shawnee's adjacent cheek until it was almost glowing red. She dipped a shoulder down onto the bed giving me an opening as I pounced on her railing the cream out of her gooey snatch. Rashida rolled over on her back drawing her knees up still rubbing her button watching us through watery half closed eyes. Her line of vision went to Shawnee's face registering shock while I was focused on the motion ripples radiating across her massive butt.
"¡¡DIOS MÍO!! ¡¡DIOS MÍO!! OH DIOS MIO SIGUE FOLLANDOME PAPI!! ¡¡ESTE COÑO ES TODO TUYO!!"
Shawnee lost it sounding as if she were crying uncontrollably. I lunged up onto the bed going from doggy to mounted bulldog position which was the optimum manner in which to enjoy her monolithic cheeks properly. My right hand came down spanking the shit out of her right side this time with no fucks given. Rashida was whacking her stallion legs together staring into my eyes wantonly before rolling over on her tummy again arching up next to Shawnee.
I pulled out like I'd just shivved her using my palm to shove Shawnee forward into a heavy faceplant which made the whole bed shake and move a little. Instead of just banging Rashida out, I wrapped my arms around her incredible thighs locking myself in by grabbing both elbows as I made a meal of her snatch from the back culminating in a savage bite on her right ass cheek followed by several licks to the teeth mark like I was licking a lollypop. Before she could say anything or react, I'd already pulled her lower half off the edge of the mattress buried balls deep.
"WAA!! WAA!! YOU MAKE IT GOOD!!! WAA!! YOU MAKE IT GOOD EVERY TIME DADDY!! FUCK YOUR GIRL!!! FUCK MY MOTHERFUCKING BRAINS OUT LIKE YOU MEAN IT!! DADDY!! WAA!! WAA!! AW SHIT!! I'M SQUIRTING ON YOUR DICK DADDY!! YOU'RE!! WAA!! YOU'RE MAKING ME CRY!! I'M CRYING ON YOUR DICK!! WAA!! WAA!!"
All of my fingers were hooked over her shoulder blades giving me leverage as I wrenched back as hard as I could while shoving my cock into her soaked honeypot just rolling my hips. Rashida rolled her hips counter clockwise immediately adapting to our "catch as catch can" sports fucking again demonstrating her knowledge of my sexual habits. We went at it like this for a few moments before I pulled out taking her by the hand leading her over to Shawnee who was in the process of rolling onto her back. My hand went up into her snatch finding that spot again while Rashida got a knee up on the mattress cupping her right breast squeezing and rolling the nipple.
Shawnee's distressed cries were muffled as Rashida blanketed the upper half of her body swapping all kinds of fluids as I substituted my prick long stroking our host. Shawnee's right arm rose caressing her contemporary's back for a few seconds before also groping her breast. I grabbed the top of Rashida's updo drawing her on all fours down to Shawnee's mound directing her tongue onto the woman's clit. She got an up close and personal even letting the tip of her tongue tease and tickle my plunging shaft. Rashida drew my dick out of her snatch vacuum sucking on the crown until I yowled at which point she re-inserted it.
She shocked me by locking her mouth onto our connection slathering copious amounts of saliva on our warring halves outright sucking the connection making Shawnee howl. Rashida's big monstrous donk was waving around in the air wagging like a bitch in heat as the mutual mewling got the better of me. I grabbed a handful of her hair again snatching her away blanketing Shawnee with my body letting my balls slap against her opening splashing our intermingled essences everywhere. This wasn't love making, wasn't just rough fucking in any respect; I was taking Shawnee Thompson to pound town in a blatant act of sexual terrorism meant to put an exclamation point on our rather tumultuous weekend in Miami. My chin was hooked over her right shoulder.
I was hitting it so hard, it felt like my balls were even breaching her divide. Tremors were erupting all over her body as her hands softly ran up and down my back. It felt like all of the strength was draining out of Shawnee as her box was destroyed. I couldn't help myself after we'd found a mutual language amid our troubles with one another; besides, she'd won the missionary category in the showdown with Rashida Sikes. The cushiony feel of her pillowy ass cheeks were a deciding factor even when she was laying on her back enhancing everything.
Right in the middle of that blissful rutting I suddenly became aware of a persistent tapping on my shoulder. It wasn't aggressive, but more of a constant tapping as I glanced over finding Rashida the culprit kneeling at our left side. She looked worried nibbling on her pointer finger while gesturing for me to look at Shawnee's face. I reared up in a partial pushup position staring down right at the woman's face.
Shawnee's eyes were rolled up into her head leaving behind the whites exclusively while her mouth hung open.
Her entire body was flushed crimson somewhere between her light olive color and more of that pinkish tone I associated with cayenne pepper. Her thick meaty arms were folded at the elbows hands limp but shaking profusely as I glanced over my shoulder finding her elevated calves and feet wagging uncontrollably. I shifted my gaze finding the same thing on the other side. This woman was wholly stiff locked in this position except for her pelvis which was pumping vertically desperately working my stationary cock. I was mounting her on all fours looking over at Rashida.
"Whatever you do, don't move." Rashida advised under her breath.
I pulled out anyway standing at the edge of the mattress between her spread legs. My hands returned making Rashida crawl over her fearful that I would insert my fingers inside of her honey pot again, but I massaged her fat, puffy looking labia, and inner thighs instead. Rashida despite being overly protective leaned down lapping at Shawnee's clit triggering several bursts of moisture visible to our eyes. I kept up the rubbing and massaging.
Shawnee arched up into Rashida's mouth clearing the bed then suddenly crashed down onto the mattress nearly destroying her own bed. Her limbs were spread eagle making it look as if she were trying to make a snow angel in her bedding. We damn near called the paramedics, but Shawnee's chest was rising signaling her breathing as I took stock of her still ridiculously flushed zaftig frame. Rashida looked at me still hovering over Shawnee's prone figure about to chuckle when she noticed, face going slack.
I was still hard as a rock.
My hand cupped the underside of her chin guiding her to Shawnee's side on all fours where she was directed to my tumescence. Rashida dutifully began sucking me off with a hard vacuum suction knowing I was going to give her the same as her former rival now FWB on the low. Rashida flattened out on her belly allowing me to essentially give her a series of front shots to the mouth while my eyes were filled with her waiting sixty plus inches of online fame.
This lasted less than ten minutes before I crawled over her back digging my nails into her huge shelf-like derriere parting those rich chocolate cheeks finding her more than ready to get ran through with criminally insane prejudice. Both of us already knew which opening she preferred since that first fateful time we'd hooked up in a former friend and mentor's bathroom. Rashida Sikes aka Thunda was mounted full "prone bone" with the only caveat being me giving up my hands as she captured my thumbs drawing them forward in front of her face.
My balls were pressed against her backdoor as I drew my knees level with her hips exerting considerable effort due to their legendary wideness. Rashida flexed extremely hard as I bottomed out in her rear entrance. She thought to surprise me by bucking and wrenching the buns like a salt shaker on fast forward. It was apparent she thought to go for the "big finish" with this antic but I had other ideas remaining mostly stationary. I pushed up on the back of her shoulders sitting upright. Rashida added some intense flexing to the mix but I was in the zone handling this stallion like a true jockey.
I looked to my right finding Shawnee lying flat with a hand on her heaving chest watching me there letting Rashida do all the work. I started to smile giving her a thumbs up while her rival was faceplanted. She rolled her eyes still looking blasted out.
"Estúpido." She playfully flipped me the bird.
"Oh?" I withdrew from Rashida taking my time getting off the edge of the bed taking stock of the scene.
Both of them looked exhausted. Shawnee was laying flat on her back just looking back with that mischievous chubby cheeked smile that made you want pinch them until she screamed and hit you with a gut punch. Rashida was in pretty much the same condition starting to stir.
"What happened?" She asked huskily.
"Hold that thought." I walked out of the bedroom to use one of the showers.
"WE PUT THAT SHIT ON EMPTY!! THOSE BALLS ARE EMPTY PAYASO!!" Shawnee shouted after me still doing her best imitation of inert matter. I heard Rashida say something but couldn't make out what was being said.
Both of them were cackling like harpies as I showered briefly. Their conversation was lively with more joint mirth and laughter as I walked back into the room finding both of my longtime friends and muses pretty much in the same position I left them in as I toweled off.
I was still sporting wood catching Shawnee's attention first. Rashida followed her gaze to my prick.
"Hey, remember what you told me in the backseat of your fucking ride before Koa showed up?" Rashida looked at Shawnee waiting for the answer to my question.
"Yeah so?"
"Could you repeat that shit?" Both women looked at each other then burst into more laughter.
"Next time check your tone papi; telling me you're gonna turn me out!" Shawnee repeated from a day earlier cradling a pillow between her thighs.
They started laughing again thinking I was conceding defeat as I locked the bedroom door. I smiled walking around to the foot of her bed picking up my pants as Shawnee made a hand gesture insulting my endowment. Both of the women were getting along famously paying me little mind until I pulled out the tiny bottle of spray I'd found in the smaller bathroom.
"Mierda!" Shawnee noticed first looking horrified.
"What?" Rashida glanced back finding me giving myself a single tap. The light spray was chilly, almost ice cold.
My cock tightened up starting to harden like I hadn't felt in a long time since a certain lathery substance had been slathered all over it. It was in that precise moment that I knew I fucked up.
"...gran amante bola de fuego!!"
"WHAT?!!" Rashida shouted alarmed by the panicked look on Shawnee's face.
"Oh, so that's what its says." I commented regarding the Spanish language writing scripted on the tiny atomizer.
"FUCK RUN CRISPY!!" Shawnee was trying to roll head over her gigantic donk in the direction of her bedroom door while Rashida just started to scramble. She made the mistake of doing this on her hands and knees as the concoction took ahold of me between the thighs.
"RAAARH!!" I jumped on the bed burying my business deep inside of Rashida pounding her in the bulldog position caught in the throes of the chemical. Both women shrieked like harpies as I snagged Shawnee's right ankle mid roll while she was upside down yanking with all my might. The momentum sent her in the opposite direction as I beat a thunderous series of back shots making Rashida wail and whimper like she was being flogged in a dungeon.
"WHY'S IT SO HOT?!! I CAN FEEL HIM DIGGING ME OUT!!" Rashida shouted barely audible as Shawnee's weight sent her over the opposite side of the mattress dragging half of it with her which was no small feat. It was a California king standard. Rashida's ass was starting to look watery from the frenzied rutting. It was bouncing and dancing on my angry cock like nobody's business. Both of us were sweating profusely in seconds. Shawnee's fist appeared grabbing a handful of bedding as she tried to right herself.
"FUK!! FUK CHIPMUNK!! HE DIGGING ME OUT!! DIGGING OUT THE CHEEKS!! I!! I LOVE IT!! IT'S SO FUCKING HOT!!"
Shawnee's other hand appeared making the mattress shake as she pulled herself forward. There was no doubt she would make for the door, but I grabbed her hair tugging on it making her look at me. There was a sweat soaked smile on my crazed features that put the joker to shame. For some reason the look of horror on her face made me laugh my ass off like a jackal.
"¡Oh, carajo, tienes el maldito diablo dentro de ti!"
She crossed herself and then made the sign with two fingers in my face like I was a creature of the night. Rashida's increasing feline sounding squeals added to the atmosphere as Shawnee fell backwards bumping the headboard. I was laughing my ass off splashing perspiration everywhere pulling out of Rashida. She backed away sliding awkwardly looking as if she were about to do a cartwheel
..until I impaled her on the mattress again.
"¡¡AY DIOS MÍO!!"
Her cunt was incredibly wet and creamy already but I added a pornographic lightsaber to the proceedings pounding her pud with my face buried in her enhanced tits. Shawnee's cries sounded like some turkey gobbling gibberish with my face muffled. I had an idea what was in the atomizer but no clue to the power boost it provided. It felt like my engine had been swapped out for something with infinite horse power. In moments I captured both of her thick legs at the back of the knees hooking them over my arms. The soapy sound of Shawnee's cunt was audible.
"MOTHER FUCKER!!" Rashida grabbed me by the neck making me look at her there manically jilling herself off with the same crazed expression on her face. She was wedged close flesh to flesh with her stallion legs high in the air. After a few seconds it became apparent she was wriggling them uncontrollably with her opposite hand frantically rubbing one out cursing like a sailor. Shawnee's chubby hand slapped the left side of my face grabbing the back of my head forcing me down to her waiting mouth where we went at it passionately.
"OW!!" Rashida snatched at my head getting some of my hair in stinging fashion with a few of her fingers in pincer mode. Even though I have short cropped hair, this trained barber and beautician managed to snag enough to make me cry out in pain.
"GET OVER HERE AND FUCK ME!! MY PUSSY IS SO HOT!! PLEASE FUCK ME DADDY!! PLEASE DADDY PLEASE!!"
"GO SIT ON A BROOM!!" Shawnee shouted.
Rashida shrieked and made this weird squealing sound as the bed shook and creaked under our weight. My lips were locked onto Shawnee's neck like a lamprey eel sucking hard enough to draw blood. My cock was a white hot bar with veins adorning it like some fleshy medieval cudgel thumping her gooey box. She felt so damn good and soothing laying on her back with the monstrous cheeks cradling the underside of my shaft as it plunging in and out of her box. The weight loss left it mostly intact but with the added bonus that it became this mushy pillow of heated flesh between her thighs when she laid down.
"GET OFF!!" Rashida screamed like a masculine sounding banshee demanding satisfaction. I honestly didn't know who if she was talking to me or Shawnee.
"NO!!"
"I WANT IT NOW!!"
"FUCK YOU!!"
"BITCH I WANT IT NOW!!!"
"VETE A LA MIERDA!!"
"URK!!" Rashida grabbed my neck with both hands yanking roughly as if she wanted to pull my head off. Shawnee started slapping and swatting at the intimate intruder. I could here the wet slaps against her skin as I audibly got these syrupy sounds coming out of this Boricua's cunt.
"GET OFF THAT BITCH AND FUCK ME OR I'M GONNA KILL YOU NIGGA!! I FUCKING MEAN IT!! YOU BETTER GET OUT OF THAT BUM BITCH AND TAKE CARE OF ME OR I'M GONNA STOMP THE BOTH OF YOU THROUGH THIS GAWD DAMN MATTRESS!! GET OFF!! GET OFF OF THAT FAT BITCH AND FUCK ME!! OH GAWD I NEED THAT DICK NIGGA!"
Rashida snatched at me a number of times but I kept my head down in Shawnee's tits hiding my face. I was laughing but neither of them could hear it because they were actually swatting and slapping right over the back of my noggin. For some reason I thought about the time Rashida and a certain someone played this horrible prank which resulted in me being stuck to a toilet for half a day before receiving an enema from an all too willing mature who took her payment out immediately after delivering said enema. I laughed harder with my face sliding around in Shawnee's sweat drenched cleavage.
"FOOKIN BEECH!!" Shawnee screeched back with a mouth running over with copious saliva. She was actually drooling with no end in sight. Rashida began digging her nails into my back clawing the shit out of it in an attempt to dislodge me from Shawnee's snatch. It hurt kike hell, but I just didn't want to give up that snug juicy pocket.
"I WANT SOME!! GIVE IT UP BITCH!! I NEED IT!! I NEED IT BAD DADDY!!PLEASE FUCK ME TOO!!" In truth I wanted to switch over but was caught in the thrall of whatever was in that little atomizer. It was beyond potent making me numb and somehow overly sensitive simultaneously. I just wanted to beat Shawnee's box until it went out of order. Rashida's knee hit my side as she clawed and scratched in an animalistic frenzy.
Ever the innate bully, Shawnee folded her thick legs into the small of my back interlocking her ankles flipping Rashida the bird.
"OW!! YOU FUCKIN BEECH ASS CREESPY!!" Rashida grabbed the offending middle finger biting it viciously. Shawnee was almost choking on her own spit as "Thunda" took it further.
Rashida went after the closest calf sinking her teeth into it like a Pitbull refusing to let go as Shawnee emitted this bloodcurdling scream unlocking her legs. I flew out of her cunt leaving a gooey creampie for the ages. There was no telling how many times I'd cum inside Shawnee while they were fighting over me like Kong vs. Godzilla.
I was shoved down on my back so quick my head was smarting with the same manner of acute pain you'd get from eating ice cream too fast. I found myself looking up into Rashida's sweat drenched features. She was so wet it looked like the woman had jumped headfirst into a pool or something. Her eyes were wide enough that I could see the light brown rings in her corneas.



"OH SHIT I NEED IT SO BAD!!"
"OW, YOU MUTHA- FUK!!" Rashida pancaked the shit out of Shawnee's jowly cheek making it jiggle as she mounted me in a frenzy frantically inserting my cock in her own tight steaming confines. When my crown disappeared she brought her dead weight down into my pelvis nearly obliterating it. Shawnee got a second loud slap dead center in her baby face crying out rolling on her side facing away from us knees tucked into her abdomen.
"NOW YOU GONNA GIVE ME THIS!!"
"URK!!" Rashida's hand grabbed my throat while she pinned the other down adjacent to the right side of my head.
Those sixty plus inches of online fame went into twerking overdrive as she fucked me like an escaped con. Her entire body glistened in the sunlight while I struggled with the profuse sweat running into my eyes. The intensity on her narrow face was frightening to behold as she rolled and undulated like a seasoned belly dancer getting her fix. She looked positively majestic like a work of the finest art sculpted, living black obsidian.
"¿Quieres jugar? ¡Muy bien, jugaremos a la perra!"
A pillow hit Rashida in the face with the force of Thor's hammer knocking her clean off the bed.
Shawnee looked over the edge of the mattress offending pillow in hand. There was a telltale makeup stain on the pillow case. Shawnee chucked the pillow over my body onto what was presumably Rashida's prone body then slowly mounted me reverse cowgirl facing that direction. My abdomen and crotch disappeared under this massive olive colored ass. Shawnee let her weight do the work immobilizing me as she ground her cunt in sawing fashion.
"Oh it's like that huh?"
"Yeah it's like that, champ!"
"So you think you're gonna just bogard the motherfucking dick, huh?"
"Yeah that's exactly what I'm gonna do; I'm gonna fuck this shit until it turns into a limp noodle bitch."
Shawnee was looking over the edge of the bed at Rashida who was still laying low out of sight. Her reverse posture was an open dare to her rival and sometimes frenemy. This was vastly different from their other interactions in the past in which Rashida came out in top on more than one occasion. One particular thought centered on their very first meeting which ended with Shawnee scurrying off to the restroom in the local mall back home.
"Who're you supposed to be?" Rashida challenged.
"The queen motherfucking bee of my shit the ass almighty and don't you forget it Rashida Sikes! This is my fucking crib, my fucking apartment, and my motherfucking city! Any time you forget that shit let me know and I'll give you a primer with both of these hambones before I make you eat my goddamn pussy! I'm sitting on my dick! You know this is community property and I thank you for your donation! You helped me out back in the day and I'm returning the favor! Every time I see this nigga; I'm claiming my throne and it don't matter how you feel about it!"
"Is that right?"
"Word is bond crispy; you helped teach me a long time ago and I'm just returning the favor!" Shawnee was positively snarling at Rashida with unbridled emotion. This seemed to be a culmination of their passive aggressive dueling all weekend long.
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah bitch; say that janky shit ya'll taught me the last time we all hooked up and went to the playground!" There was ragged hatred in her voice as those monster cheeks ground me to dust, intermittently popping and bouncing on my rocket fueled tumescence.
Rashida finally stood up looking blasted out in the face. One of her lashes was hanging off and she had a cut on her lip from the pillow strike. Her hand was covering her muff fingers between her legs. She was still feeling it.
She stared at me trembling with this haunted look in her brown eyes, then at Shawnee.
"Niggas ain't shit."
The circle closed.
Shawnee made these long gasping noises as if she were fighting to breathe, then sort of let out this tortured sounding whimper offering open arms to Rashida who stepped forward with out hesitation taking Shawnee's hands in her own.
Rashida kissed her knuckles before raising them to her own face getting Shawnee to cup her narrow cranium. She held them there until the tortured woman in front of her did so of her own volition.
Rashida cupped her chipmunk cheeks in kind.
"I always thought you were pretty; ever since we met. I was jealous, sorry."
"I was scared of you that first time, honest."
"I thought you would replace me."
"I thought you would take my man away because you were so sophisticated."
"I wanted to make you regret seeing me getting my ass beat in that alley."
"I enjoyed seeing you getting your ass whipped in that alley."
"That's why I got that concealed and carry." Both replied in tandem like identical twins.
Shawnee went upright just sitting there impaled full of my cock looking at Rashida. It felt incredible, every groove and little intricacy enhanced ten fold if not more. She was intentionally tensing up around my girth. I was left with little more to do other than admire, grope, and caress her mountainous backside. I traced a finger across the tramp stamp at the small of her back written in Klingon. It was the only thing she hadn't altered from her previous life.
"Niggas ain't shit." Shawnee affirmed after a while staring deep into Rashida's eyes before slowly dismounting leaving my soiled cock pointing at her bedroom ceiling. I'd cum buckets inside her as evidenced by the foamy mess coating my prick with more running out of my crown.
"Well fuck ya'll too." I added drawing their attention.
"You ain't no nigga." Rashida explained as Shawnee cupped the underside of my package carefully. Her lips slid over my tumescence to the base then drew back as she glanced at Rashida presenting it for her use.
Rashida took her time mounting me cowgirl.
Shawnee leaned in as she started working her cunt methodically sawing it back and forth on my pelvis. I reached up handling her small buoyant lemon sized breasts covering them with my hands. Shawnee gave me a long sustained kiss sans tongue with both palms flattened on either side of my head looking down into my eyes watching me react to the slow sensual ride being taken by Rashida. Both of them seemed to be coming down from that weird chemical I'd stupidly dosed myself and them with intermittently. Rashida arched into me trembling hard.
Shawnee surprised me by kissing Rashida with just as much passion before walking out of her bedroom.
Rashida draped her body across mine kissing my left cheek, lapping at my neck before making out with me passionately.
"You see daddy; you can forgive me and she can too." Rashida whispered into my ear hooking her chin over my shoulder.
I held her tighter as she ground and humped into me working out the rest of the chemical effects to our bodies while Shawnee showered down the corridor leaving us to it. I didn't try to look at Rashida's face knowing she was reeling from the forgiveness for her own past misdeeds to a woman she'd done horrible things to in the name of friendship. I'd started her on this path with my own retaliatory coup against her clique which left her unemployed and drifting about in life without a sliver of direction. Someone had always done the thinking for Rashida.
Now she was well on the path to becoming her own person.
"Ready?" Shawnee reappeared in her birthday suit with a towel wrapped around her head looking wistful. She smelled like honeysuckle. Rashida smelled like me. I smelled like both of them to the ninth degree.
"Do you even have to ask?" I replied as her drew the towel from her head with a heartened smile that told much.
Shawnee held up my camera thinking ahead.
Rashida joined Shawnee at the edge of the mattress both of them assuming the position while I went between both hitting endless back shots until I finally started to come down from the chemical in my system. It was just a matter of which of them would be the trigger.
I could feel the difference in the atmosphere between both women which was signified when Rashida climbed up atop the bent over Shawnee draping her sixty plus inches of online fame right over the Puerto Rican's "Ass Almighty" in a visually staggering display that broke the bank and that chemical's hold over me in dramatic fashion.
My jizz hit in several sustained bursts splashing the middle of Rashida's rich chocolate derriere enough that it drizzled down onto Shawnee's massive badonkadunk booty while I was spurting out the rest like silly string. My head was addled as I stood there filming the rand finale to a eventual weekend with a camera strapped to my chest.
Shawnee decided to be funny about things going into her patented slow motion twerk again one last time for the camera as Rashida followed suite clapping her thunderous cheeks in tandem for the audience. I let it go on for a few minutes as my cock shriveled up completely depleted.
The girls even blew a joint kiss to the camera in a farewell to their audience.
Shawnee didn't hide her face but smiled sweetly with those damn chipmunk cheeks.
I left the camera focused on their dual badonkadunk buns, both glazed over and stacked vertically softly twerking as the impromptu shoot ended.
"Shawnee what the fuck was in that spray?" I asked later as we laid in her bed basking in the afterglow.
"Big Fireball Lover."
"That's what it's called?" Rashida asked lightly rubbing my abdomen. All three of us had our backs pressed against the headboard sitting upright. Shawnee had the stained pillow between her thighs cradling it to her body.
"I used to use that shit on old guys who could barely get it up. It's supposed to make them feel all hyped up like a teenager; make them think I got the magic coño, get it?!!Even then you only supposed to spray a tiny drop on one of your fingers to apply that shit because both people can feel it if too much is used, sorry."
"What're you apologizing for; this fool used it." Rashida was deferential at my expense.
"I didn't hear you complaining." I shot back making her crack a wry half smile and cradle one of the pillow between her stallion thighs.
"Damn." Shawnee interjected drawing our attention.
"What is it; are you okay?"
"Yeah, it's just that we shut it down in here today papi; last time that happened was a while back in a room full of assholes after you got aced out."
"This ain't my first rodeo, or threesome."
"I bet." Rashida chuckled.
"No I'm saying we should kind of, get together like this from time to time is all guys. We people again, and I want us to keep it that way unless you don't like getting ran through papi."
"Ran through, I submitted both of you bitches." I raised a finger objecting to their version of our epic threesome.
"Is that right?" Rashida grinned shooting Shawnee a look.
"OW!!" Shawnee flicked my flaccid penis with her pointer finger making me double over.
Both of them righted me again showering my face with chaste kisses.
I felt just the slightest tingle downstairs but my cock remained out of service, dead to the world.
I wondered if I were still feeling the effects of the "special lubricant" slathered all over my cock earlier when the girls were sexually dueling.
The answer would have to wait as I gradually lost consciousness.
*********************************************************************************************
"What?"
I was partially excited and equal parts horrified finding Rashida and Shawnee blanketing my body on either side as I woke up. All of us were still in our birthday suits with somebody handling me already. The culprit was obviously Shawnee as I noticed Rashida's hand resting flat on my sternum. I glanced over at Shawnee with a furrowed brow and disapproving expression because of her stated attempt of running me ragged in hopes of turning me out. She snorted a giggle burying a belly laugh hiding her face in my opposite pec. I looked at Rashida, who did the same.
"WHAT?!!"
Rashida buried her face in my other pec both women laughing hard making me panic.
"WHAT THE FUCK?!! YOU TWO BETTER NOT BE PUTTING MAKEUP ON ME!!" I started to sit up, but they used their combined weight to keep me laying on my back pinning me to the mattress. Rashida spoke up first smiling at my worried face.
"Calm the fuck down; geez daddy. We wouldn't do that to you after this afternoon. Fuck man, you've been putting in work on our asses and keeping it a buck."
"Yeah papi, we like you enough to let you rest after all the shit we've been doing today in front of the camera and on the low in private.
"THEN WHAT'S SO FUNNY?!!"
"Uhm, well..." Rashida hesitated as Shawnee completed the sentence.
"Don't get mad but we took a dick pic of you laid out after we got through taking you to pound town."
"Okay, so what?" I shrugged still pinned down between them.
"Nuh, no you don't understand daddy."
"Understand what?"
"We didn't take it for ourselves!" Shawnee finished as Rashida hid her face in my chest laughing again. My Puerto Rican muse did the same flushing a bit giggling uncontrollably.
"WHAT?!!"
"YOU HAVE A MESSAGE!!" Both women answered in unison as Rashida held up her iPhone which true to their word had a picture of my nude half-dead unconscious body sprawled out on Shawnee's bed. My business was on full display while my head was hanging over the side of the mattress obscured by the angle of the pic. She was using it as a screensaver.
"BITCH, CHANGE THAT SCREEN SAVER!! WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU MOTHERFUCKA!!" Shawnee's phone appeared on my opposite side with the same screen saver.
They were laughing uncontrollably both hiding their phones from view. Rashida dropped my phone on my sternum after showing me the same screen saver on it too. I went to change the screen saver, but Shawnee stopped me.
"Check your messages papi." I looked between them finding both of them nodding their heads collectively encouraging me as I found one blinking message waiting. Shawnee couldn't wait opening it before I had a chance to see who it was from.
"WHERE'S MY MONEY?!! I WANT MY MONEY?!!" A clip from the Family Guy show appeared with the demented baby Stewie from that animated show horrifically abusing the family dog Brian culminating in the use of a flame thrower.
I was utterly confused but they wouldn't let me look away or answer any questions as I realized this was an edited video clip when the scene parted down the middle revealing a familiar face.
"Oh shit."
I found myself looking at Phoebe sitting on what looked like the front porch of her family home back on the west coast. She looked beautiful with her naturally long brownish hair knotted up in dual Dutch braids. She was wearing a white flowing maxi dress that hid her abundant pregnancy while favoring her huge breasts. This video clip had been meticulously prepared as Phoebe stared right into the camera seemingly looking directly at my face.
"I do believe we made a wager that you would not have sex with one Ms. Shawnee Thompson due to difficulties you were having in your relationship with her friend, fuck buddy or whatever; so, you obviously failed to keep your dick out of all of her openings much to my chagrin, sexual jealousy, and overt dissatisfaction with you after the stupid prank you pulled on me last time we spoke. You owe me a thousand fucking dollars and I'd better get it moments after you look at this message or you're gonna wish you were Bentley. I want my fucking money."
The clip ended with the same pic of me laid out on Shawnee's bed. There was a hyperlink imposed over the image as I looked at Rashida.
"I thought she would think it was funny; I didn't know about the bet." I just shook my head forwarding the money to Phoebe still noticing the hyperlink as both women watched laying there beside me.
"What's up with this link?"
"How the fuck should we know papi; maybe you should click it." I looked at Shawnee, then hit the link.
"What is this shit?"
The link led to a webpage depicting a pic of Phoebe sitting there on that front porch of hers with a countdown currently going like a ticking time bomb. The number started at 175,680.
"I think you're gonna find out when that thing hits zero." Both of them were laughing their asses off as I kept staring at the countdown.
THE END.
*********************************************************************************************
"Why didn't you keep them; I thought that's what you wanted."
"We worked it out."
"Worked it out?"
"They're uhm, like family to me after all. I uh, couldn't pull the trigger."
"So, you let them go; I'm proud of you."
"Thanks mom."
"Don't thank me Shawnee; thank your auntie April. She's the one who decided to bring you into the family and you passed this test as well as paid your initiation fees over the weekend. We made so much money that I'm willing to forgive your involvement of my son Kyle. I know you were worried, but there will be no corrective measures taken. We are after all, your family now my young wolf cub."
"Yes, but I'd like to know if I have to pay taxes for uh...?"
"Koa?"
"Yeah."
"April, would you like to take that question?"
"I'll let you owe me a favor Shawnee; uh, can I have a little more sugar?"
The top heavy adult sized moppet sat on the white love seat wearing this diaphanous off the shoulder black top that left her pale humongous breasts fully displayed in a tight fitting glossy brassiere underneath. Shawnee was serving her dropping a few sugar cubes in her cup. There was a whole spread on the glass coffee table for the women, but Shawnee was standing instead of sitting. Nova sat in her own chair off to the side looking on approvingly.
"April answer the girl."
"He's uh, in my bull right now and Isabella will be picking him up all brand new in the morning. You did the right thing brining him to me after you broke him. Unless you're buying he's off the market exclusively for you I'm afraid. I thought I was going to be playing with the Educated Simp; I'm disappointed."
"I'm sorry for, being weak." Shawnee was overly deferential to the point that she avoiding looking directly at the woman sitting there with a face made up to resemble a demented cupie doll. There was the passing resemblance also to the Tiffany doll from those old Chucky movies. April's dark curly locks framed her round face as she cupped April's chin raising it.
"If I thought that, I'd stick your ass in that bull after you went two floor with my boys. You're tough and resilient baby, but we're teaching you how to be smart." Shawnee found her stare unsettling as Nova interjected after sipping from her own cup of tea.
"Are you rested?"
"Yes mom."
"Good, I need you to take care of a client for me in Dubai again; then we'll meet you in Medellin. I've got some problems I need to take care of down there. Someone is sticking their nose in my business."
Shawnee started to move out of the living room, but Nova raised a single finger stopping her in her tracks.
"Yes mother?"
She was still facing away from the crime lord looking at the man mountain standing in her corridor. Angel didn't react as Nova stood up handling Shawnee's shoulders from the back giving her a light kiss on the cheek. She could feel Shawnee wilting under her innate authority as both looked at her giant bodyguard and enforcer.
"Aren't you forgetting something?"
"I am?" Shawnee perked up.
Nova gestured towards Angel who presented the demure former street tough with her gang colors in the form of a biker vest. He held it open allowing Shawnee to get into it an arm at a time.
It was a snug fit for a woman who used to be the neighborhood pump.
She looked back at Nova smiling.
One little piggie had become the wolf.
*********************************************************************************************



Both of us arrived home completely trashed. Our eyes were hidden behind sunglasses as we dragged our hard shell suitcases behind us through the airport. When it was all said and done, Rashida and I needed a vacation from our vacation having reached a state of complete dissonance from the emotional journey. We just wanted t get back to our respective lives having agreed to take a bit of a break from one another to sort our respective issues. Rashida found her life as a budding celebrity suddenly renewed from our work online over the weekend along with more unwanted publicity from the fallout of her former job at the radio station.
The paparazzi were waiting just outside the doors leading to the airport pickup area in force giving Rashida pause.
A particular Cadillac Escalade with tinted windows was also waiting for her right behind the conflagration of bottom feeders and fake reporters. Rashida looked at me worried for more than one reason as we slipped back behind a pillar watching.
"Go on, we'll talk later." I hung back giving her a nudge.
Rashida stared at me like I was abandoning her for a second, then gave me a peck on the cheek walking out to meet her future.
Ken the Comedian got out of the car drawing a wealth of attention from the local reporters.
He had a bouquet of roses.
I guess he wanted to make up.
I watched him give them to Rashida with this earnest look on his face before taking her suitcase and putting it in his backseat.
They drove off taking the paparazzi with them leaving the coast clear for the Educated Simp.
Still, I sat in the waiting area for a good thirty minutes processing.
I walked somberly to outside towards the old fashioned taxi port to catch a ride home when one of the skycap agents stopped me.
"Yes?"
"Uhm, there's someone waiting for you, I think." The short teen answered motioning behind me.
I looked over my shoulder.
Takisha was standing there in a bright orange string bikini and a pair of matching spike heels.
I couldn't help the gregarious smile that spread across my face making me look like the mythical Cheshire Cat.
"Need a ride home?" Takisha took my pull on suitcase collapsing the handle putting it in the back of her silver Subaru Forester. She opened the passenger side door waiting there expectantly as people tripped balls around us with phones in hand.
"Yes ma'am."
"I'm just driving you home; if you'd called me things would be different."
I'd expect nothing less from a lady."
She gave me a deep soulful kiss full of promise as a consolation prize then shepherded me into her car walking around to the driver's side casually oblivious of the people beginning to creep towards her ride.
"Well, I'm open to suggestion." Takisha admitted taking the car out of park.
We took off into the horizon line.
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(RECAP)
"You told the truth, I'm impressed."
"I'm impressed with your talking pussy." I knew I'd fucked up the bro code on another level going with awkward humor under her watchful eyes which I now noticed were green.
"Well if that impresses you Robert, you're way too easy."
"Yeah?"
"Oh I've got so much more going on that would blow your mind. In fact I come from a long fucking line of women with a uh, particular set of skills."
"There's more of you?!!"
"Yeah negro, we all have a certain duty to one another and I drew the short straw, so I get to take care of granny until she leaves."
"Where's she going?"
"To heaven, I hope." Daisy was scratching and picking at her bushy afro still looking at me with this sort of heartened smile as I got her meaning.
"OH I'M SO SORRY; I DIDN'T MEAN IT!! UHM, I DIDN'T GET IT, RIGHT AWAY?" Daisy chortled covering my mouth with her hand until I shut up.
"You're so earnest and I want you to know that you have nothing to feel guilty about. Arnold cheated first and I'm okay with it; I like his muscles and his aggression, not so much the neediness though. It's all gonna work out in the end and you're gonna fuck the shit out of that Deana girl too."
"HUH, EXCUSE ME?!!" I would've sat up, but she covered the palm against my chest with her hand again pushing me back into a prone position facing the ceiling.
Her strength was incredible as she leaned over spooning against my side with a meaty arm draped across my chest.
"Particular set of skills; physical and well, sort of sixth sense if you get me?"
"You psychic?"
"Let's not talk about that right now; besides I don't wanna creep you out so we'll talk about it at my cousin Renee's house in the summer. You're gonna help her find herself, but you can't have her. She's gotta pay a big ass fucking karmic bill to the universe before she's allowed to find true love."
"Who's Renee?"
"Shut up and fuck me some more; we've got a good forty minutes before Niecy shows up followed by her dumbass boyfriend stalker Glendale. He's gonna be big in the trap music scene, after he's dead."
************************************************************************************************************
TIG OLE' BITTIES 04
"You've got a funny sense of pillow talk Daisy Mae."
"You'll get used to it before all is said and done; hurry up and give me some more. Make me happy and I'll put you to sleep."
She got down on the floor beside the bed and I found myself sitting up on the edge of my friend's compromised mattress. Daisy Mae's eyes followed my movements as she assumed a position on all fours palms flattened knees spread far apart similar to a frog on a lily pad. Her shock of big oppressive reddish brown hair was in my crotch in a second as she slurped my flagging tumescence between her lips with a sharp suction. This veritable afro filled my lap as that suction got even more intense before I realized her lips were methodically sliding back and forth along my fattening shaft.
"AW SHIT!! DAMN GIRL!! FUCK!!" Daisy Mae's lips repeatedly kissed the base of my member with not one gag or cough as she throated me with little to no effort. In short I started to register her tongue on the underside of my glans slathering saliva all over the place. I leaned back at an angle supporting my weight on my palms enjoying her.
My head rolled back on my shoulders involuntarily staring up at my friend's bedroom ceiling a few times before I leveled my gaze finding Daisy Mae's declared sixty-eight inches of country tail bopping, wagging, and twerking with an rhythm all its own. The sight of that mini mountain was almost too much to bear making me want to lean over and grab as much of it as possible. The only thing that stopped me was not wanting her to stop damn near sucking my soul out. Daisy Mae added another dimension to her game humming every time my cock was embedded in her throat.
This wave of humidity washed all over me bringing with it a smattering of goosebumps as she crawled forward somehow becoming larger until it was apparent she was kneeling hunched over. Her fingers encircled just under my balls in dual interlocked fists. I was being devoured whole and loving every bit of it as thoughts of betraying my friend drifted away leaving us solely. Daisy Mae reared up in front of me looking at my face while her hands fluttered and slid along my prick almost as if she were playing a musical instrument humming some tune to herself.
"Get on down here and give me a tail Robert." Her lips were visibly wet, glistening with her saliva and my excessive precum.
She didn't have to tell me twice as I got on my knees behind her massive donk grabbing handfuls of her flesh. Although thick and ponderous, both halves of her enormous derriere parted easily enough exposing everything again as watched the head of my cock disappear inside her snatch. Her cunt seemed to have a conical shape to it wide at the entrance narrowing out into an internal funnel shape that was sexually addictive. The harder I pushed, the tighter it got around the upper portion of my naturally curved member.
"TAKE AS MUCH AS YOU WANT; TAKE AS MUCH AS YOU NEED!!" Daisy Mae encouraged.
I couldn't help clawing and spreading my fingers wide apart digging my nails into her abundant ass cheeks revealing everything, both openings. I wasn't a small man by any means down there but she had no problem taking everything as if she were made for me specifically. Daisy Mae was enticingly steaming wet and gooey deep inside. She was getting it with increasing roughness creaming profusely leaving a thick milky residue on my plunging shaft. The head of my cock was being snapped down on with this sort of pincer like motion that felt incredible.
"AH!! AH SHIT GIRL!! THIS PUSSY!! AW MAN IT'S!! DAMN!! FUCK!! FAWK!!" True to her word, Daisy Mae had me talking and signifying on her certified "talking pussy" with aplomb. I wanted to grab her cinched waist but couldn't make myself relinquish the ridiculously rounded halves of her hips thrusting as if my life depended on it.
Daisy Mae pushed backwards planting her humongous back porch into my lap completely hiding it from view along with the tops of my thighs. Despite her size and thunderous rear end, nothing was lost with me still maintaining my range of motion. She righted herself upright with both palms planted on the tops of her big thighs.
This sexual hunger had me in its grasp as I wrapped my arms around her torso from the back locking it in by wrapping my fist around my opposing wrist. I got a face full of her big bushy mane of hair becoming engrossed in it luxuriating in the fresh smell of her thick matted curls. Daisy Mae reached up planting my hands over her breasts.
"Want it?"
"HUH?!! UH SHIT!! UH FUCK MAN!! DAMN!!! HUH WHAT?!!" I was feeling it from the tip of my crown to the deep base of my cock. My face was pressed into her back hands up front pawing at her tits sliding down her soft belly jointly cupping her puffy furred monkey. I just couldn't help it pinching handfuls of her fupa meat groaning into her body. Daisy Mae was at once soft and solid, an immovable object covered in pillowy lushness.
"Want me to put it on you, like for reals?" Daisy Mae asked sounding country playful.
My member was trapped up inside her snatch at an angle with those massive cheeks parted cradling my pelvis. I draped a hand diagonally across her chest hooking my fingers on her shoulder while the other cupped her mound. We went at it really hard both meeting each other roughly in the middle. Daisy Mae was literally bouncing in my lap with the force of a pile driver. One of her hands covered mine pressing down giving me a hint of her personal power. The humidity in the bedroom was awesome while excessive perspiration glazed our joined bodies.
"Wanna get it put on you something fierce; last chance." Daisy Mae huffed again.
"AW SHIT!!! AW FUCK MAN!! DAY-SEE!! DAISY!!! YEAH!! YEAH PUT IT ON ME!!! FUCK!! PUT IT ON ME!!" I lost control of myself doing my best to run her through when my wrists were handled and flung aside as she lurched forward planting her palms on the floor with a loud thump. Daisy Mae went on all fours before me spreading her thick legs wide enough the right bumped the edge of my friend's mattress. Once again in the lily pad position.
"Don't you dare pull out or I'm gonna give you the business." Her head went low to the floor facing down as her humongous cheeks rose high in the air presenting me with a daunting sight. The arch in her lower back looked impossible.
I was on my knees upright looking incredulously down at the monstrous expanse before me.
Daisy Mae's enormous badonkadunk began twerking in manic fashion creating this loud echoing clapping sound. The thunderous sound engulfed me as she wriggled horizontally taking my cock on a roller-coaster ride from hell. Her fingers appeared between her legs framing my endowment on either side of my girth. She was jilling herself off getting progressively wetter, sloppier as things progressed. There was no doubt I was along for the ride as Daisy Mae fucked the shit out of herself using my prick as a glorified toy. Before I could think about it further, she began rolling her hips.
I tried to handle the rounded edges of her monstrous butt finding it slippery to the touch, then pressed my hands palms down into her lush cheeks. My hands ended up sliding all over her big sweaty cheeks making it a contest of wills until I found myself pressing down into the buoyant flesh until Daisy Mae was prone. I followed her down burying my cock to the root blanketing her body with my own. This proved no problem for Daisy who unveiled another facet of her game powerfully flexing her pillow sized cheeks on every outward stroke of my prick.
"Wet me up; hose me down Robert boy!" The sultry way in which she ordered me around was like a match in kindling.
She pursed those cheeks really hard as I pulled out already shooting serval ropes across her backside making it look like some colossal pastry. I could feel it all over, throughout my body with the hairs on the back of my neck and arms standing on end. I handled myself encircling my member under the balls with one hand while manically jerking a particularly huge wad right into the middle of her cavernous gluteal cleft as I shuddered.
My head was addled, punch drunk even worse than the first time as I glanced down finding Daisy Mae holding her ankles still face down in a pose that should've been impossible. I realized this very buxom and large pear shaped ingenue was double jointed.
"Don't go thinking you a finished right about now cause I've got a whole lot more for you boy." Even though I wasn't looking right at her face, there was no doubt she was chuckling at my reaction.
"Yeah?"
"You know it; heck I'm even a thinking about making you my side piece for the rest of the time you're visiting down here. I'm a liking your stroke something fierce now and I've decided to hold on to you for a minute right here and all. Hell, I think I will put you to sleep then I'm gonna set in that there kitchen and make you something nice."
"But uh, should we go somewhere else first?"
"Why?"
"Your boyfriend..."
"Now you let me do all the thinking round here now; all you have to do is busy yo'self fucking me some more with that big ole dick of yours. I think we got us enough wetness back here to try out my other hole right about now." Her features were oddly somewhere between youthful and mature in tandem with her voice which could be playful while oddly threatening. The blue language was off putting but she made it work as I let go slathering my prick in my spent juices coating it thoroughly.
Daisy Mae cooed giggling a little bit as the underside of my member ran deep in her gluteal valley cradled on each side by her mountainous halves. My junk was obscuring her soiled "chub rub" as I pushed into the outsides of her hips wrapping my package snuggly. Despite my size, the crown was the only thing visible as I fucked her cheeks slow and methodically for a few minutes eventually poking at the backdoor until I slid easily inside. It was a narrow fit but I sunk all the way inside mounting her on all fours ironically mimicking her posture palms flat knees spread wide apart.
Daisy Mae took over immediately flexing purposely around my intrusion tensing up with every thrust enhancing the penetration then pursing tightly with withdrawal. Even laying face down she was innately able to fuck me back with as much fervor matching the face to face. This large woman with the ridiculous pear shape still had her knees bent with the calves vertical at my sides. She was in custody of her own narrow ankles while I did my best to plow the living shit out of her with mounting excitement. Daisy Mae's body was rock solid above the upper swell of her giant butt while its prominent fleshy shelf jiggled and bounced like the mattress of a waterbed from hell.
"AW FUCK!! NO NO NO NO!!! TOO SOON!! IT'S COMING OUT TOO SOON!! DAY-SEE!! DAY-AH-SEE!!! AW FUCK!!!"
I exploded in her backdoor firing off several scintillating bursts of jizz filling my friend's girl with a deluge of cum. Daisy Mae seemed to find this humorous girlishly giggling while I wheezed, whimpered, and whined in several octaves riding out my climax on the verge of another coronary. Now things were confirmed as I noted the same euphoric sensation engulfing me whole accompanied by this tremor that left me shaking and dripping sweat all over her back. Daisy Mae released her ankles raising her head folding her arms comfortably under her chest. She faced the door leading into the kitchen as that hummed tune filled my ears.
"That was a right fine piece of tail we done had; think I will keep you after all."
"Keep me?" I huffed with some spittle unintentionally spraying out as I hovered over her prone figure.
"Yeah, I done picked the right one for the job and you're gonna love ever little bit of it Robert boy. You see, there can be a whole lotta perks to being one with me, and I'm even gonna let you have some of that fun you were looking for earlier. All you gotta do is open yourself up to me; don't hide or run when I call. Heck, maybe I'll even walk up in you some of them future times."
"Walk in me?"
"Come on round here and give me something to suck on Robert boy; I wanna eat some more of you while the getting's good ya'understand?"
Daisy Mae didn't have to tell me twice as I got in front of her offering my prick to her glistening lips almost giddy with anticipation. Half disappeared between those lips on the first sloppy slurp, then the whole of my endowment to the base. Before I even realized it I was fucking her mouth in this inverted doggystyle posture watching her enormous ass wagging about as she serviced me through another toe curling orgasm. I fully understood why Arnold was tightly wrapped around her little finger and didn't mind being likewise wrapped about the other.
"Get on back here and give me some more of yo' thang Robert boy; you can do what you like in or out but I'm gonna ride you until you sleep like a little baby in your friends bed." Her words were melodic and soothing despite what we were both doing to her man and my childhood friend. I knew I wouldn't be able to look him in the face afterwards.
I didn't care.
The head of my cock found just the slightest bit of pushback before pushing into her folds returning to that tight intricately grooved pocket of juicy goodness. I swear I almost came just from the penetration alone but found myself long stroking Daisy Mae. She made these little whimpers and encouraging sounds that sent jolts to my shaft as I squeezed and fondled her huge ass watching it tap my pelvis getting these motion ripples radiating outward in an arc. Her cunt was a revelation and something as unique as her outward appearance. My heart started thumping faster signaling an impending orgasm that never seemed to cum as I whimpered and whined fucking the shit out of an ass that was wider than my torso.
"Just wanna stay up in it all day and all night, don't you?" She was taunting me.
"Yeah I wanna cum in this pussy all day and all night; then I wanna cum all over this big juicy ass of yours." I was on the verge of speaking tongues.
"If you're a good boy I'll let you do that and much much more."
To punctuate her promise that big juicy ass of hers started bobbing into my crotch taking me whole with this scooping motion that felt indescribable. The visual alone was hypnotic enchanting me until I couldn't watch passively any longer ramming my prick deep inside over and over again as she playfully taunted and chortled. I got this sudden surge of energy doing this squatting position almost sitting atop her wide expanse. Daisy Mae got the nastiest animalistic bulldog imaginable as I stabbed into her repeatedly with my third leg until the mounting orgasm as inevitable. Through it all, Daisy Mae chided me as if I were doing little more that brushing a leaf across her butt. I went even harder until everything was vibrating, jiggling all over the place. She continued laughing.
At the crucial moment right as I was a pin prick away from cumming, Daisy Mae purposely faceplanted on the floor.
"ALL SHIT AW DAISY MAE!!" Ropes and ropes of jizz squirted out looking like silly string as I glazed the fuck out of her enormous cheeks leaving an awe inspiring mess of translucent cum all over the place.
"Feeling good?" She asked with a playful wiggle of those pillow sized buns creamed as they were.
"Oh yeah." I gasped stroking my meat squeezing out even more.
Daisy Mae reached back parting her huge cheeks revealing just how much I'd messed all over her with both of her openings creamed thoroughly. My spunk was webbed up in a milky lattice in the cavernous crack of her ass exciting me so much that I slapped my cock lengthwise sawing the underside of it over both of her holes. Daisy Mae let the halves go causing them to sandwich my endowment fully. I went at it for a while until she sighed loudly.
"Ain't you a bad one Robert; making love to your friend's woman so selfishly and enjoying it so good. Get up off of me and lay up there on Arnold's bed flat on your back." I did as she asked.
Daisy Mae mounted me letting her dead weight pin me to the mattress. It felt like I was under a boulder as she sat atop me looking pleased with herself. My cock was flattened out against my abdomen barely visible because of her girth. Daisy Mae lurched forward as if she were going to collapse on top of me stopping herself with the palms of her hands on either side of my head. The bed creaked under our combined weight as she studied my face.
"I like you so much I think I'll let you have a ton of good ole fun round these here parts getting your dick wet."
Before I could say anything she was rolling her hips around on my crotch making these little sawing movements until I somehow slipped up inside of her cunt no hands used. Instead of handling me, Daisy Mae pinched and teased my nipples which made me stiffen inside of her steaming confines so much it hurt. I found that I liked the sensation enough to lay there and let this big pear shaped woman have her way with me. Technically we were in the same age group but something about her read infinitely older making me feel so much smaller.
"Ready for me to put you to sleep?"
"Yeah." I moaned already feeling as if I were about to cum hard again as she flicked my nipples with her pointer fingers.
Her butt came crashing and bouncing all over my pelvis feeling that my cock would be torn free if she made one wrong move. The mattress was creaking loudly under her weight as Daisy Mae destroyed the box springs with my body fucking me into oblivion. It felt like I'd cum over and over again but I couldn't tell because a literal mountain of ass was destroying my cock. She never stopped playing with my nipples making me squirm about under her like a fish flopping about as much as her weight would allow.



"I likes how much you got in those big ole' balls of yours Robert boy; I'm gonna have to suck you all up! Ahm, gonna fuck on you a whole lot more than today. Ever time I call your name where ever you gonna come all a running for some of this talking pussy, ain't ya' boy?"
"YEAH!!"
"I just gonna lick and suck on ya like a big ole' piece of candy until you finna cum then I'm gonna fuck you so good that you ain't gonna think about nothing else sides being in me; and that's when I'm gonna walk in you."
"OH GAWD!!!" Everything else that came out of my mouth was unintelligible gibberish as I exploded inside Daisy Mae in several scintillating waves probably impregnating my buddy Arnold's girlfriend as that mountainous ass slammed down onto my pelvis with a deafening finality making my toes curl.
"I'm gonna walk in you boy." Daisy Mae whispered in my ear before tracing my lips with the tip of her tongue.
I drifted off...
[DARKNESS]
"Hey now, you get on up and everything." I awoke under a patchwork quilt in the early evening darkness looking up into the unmistakable face of Niecy Belle. My heart almost leapt into my throat as I realized my head was cradled in her lap. There was a glass in her other hand with a slice of lemon on its edge and a straw.
"Uhm I, don't uh, know what to say." I was tripping on my own words not knowing what would happen next after waking up in the lap of my friend's older sister after banging his girlfriend all day.
"Save it, you been fucking on Daisy Mae, for a while, huh?"
"Uhm, yeah." There was no way I could lie feeling like I'd just awoken from a pitched fever. There was a light breeze wafting into the room but the smell of the open sewage ditches just outside ruined it.
"She tell you anything, like about me or something?"
"Huh?"
"Here drink some of this mint julip tea; you been boning all day and she done laid you down. If Arnold walked up in here you'd be sleeping in a ditch with a hole in your head."
"HUH, WHAT?!!" I tried to get up but she held me down with the bottom of the glass on my sternum. It felt like I'd run several laps around a stadium. Every joint in my body was aching from our hookup and I was still partially erect.
"Settle down now, Arnold ain't here on account of she been running him here and there all fucking day. Look I'm sorry bout leaving you hanging this morning. We should've just fucked and then none of this mess would've happened; I hope to high gawd you'll forgive me for this one day boy."
"Niecy what's up; why are you-!" Before I could ask a question she poured some of the tea into my gullet.
"Yeah you were definitely fucking all over her; look at your pecker down here still waiting for her to come back and sit on it. Did she make you cum a lot? Did she swallow or uh, put it somewhere?
"What're you talking about?" Niecy pushed the straw between my lips making me suck some more of the minty concoction. She set it down leaning over the front of my face resting it on the floor. She was wearing this white cotton tank top that buttoned up in the front. I realized that it was actually a whole dress inadvertently turning into her big sloping tits.
"Well maybe it ain't so bad but we ought to take care of this right here." Niecy surprised me by grabbing my prick in her left hand.
"Hey, you're grabbing my dick."
"Yeah I am, you need to cum real quick and get on up out of here boy." Despite her actions, Niecy seemed distracted looking back towards the kitchen door and the other direction which led to their trailer living room proper.
"Glendale?" I mentioned her boyfriend wincing a bit at sabotaging what seemed like a wealth of riches. I'd started the day trying to finesse some pussy out of her but ended up getting my pipes cleaned in a command performance by my friend's woman, through blackmail no less.
"Be quiet here suck on one of my titties." Niecy popped two buttons on the front of her cotton frock freeing one of her big dusky tits to cover the left side of my face. She poked and prodded pushing a thick nipple between my lips then went the extra mile freeing the other. Niecy Belle was no slouch in the chest department sporting a pair of 44 H-cups on an otherwise slender yet stacked frame.
Niecy's hand was raggedly jerking and tugging almost yanking on my prick like she wanted me to cum as fast as possible.
"Your dick is so fucking big and curved on the end, no wonder she fucked on it all day. Ew boy, I should've just let you fuck me real good back there in that chicken coop."
She was jerking harder and harder but I was sort of desensitized from my momentous afternoon with Daisy Mae. Her musky smell added to the impromptu atmosphere while I sucked and nibbled on the offered nipple. Niecy had this sort of lazy style kind of wagging my prick about in the air. I was fully erect now puffing up in her thin fist making her fingers spread.
"Alright this ain't getting us nowhere; you want some pussy real quick?"
"Niecy?!"
"Come on get on up and fuck me real fast like, then take your tail on home to Miss Minnie boy." This nervous energy was all over her as she ushered me into a sitting position then made me stand up as she got on her brother's bed tugging up on her t-shirt dress until her butt came into view.
Niecy Belle had gone commando and I found myself looking at her rounded peachy looking bubble. The light from the television reflected off her dusky pallor providing a tempting view.
"Are you for real; what about Glendale?"
"Shut your trap about that and fuck me like this; just cum real quick on the outside, okay?"
"I can't believe this is happening?"
Niecy responded by quickly pivoting in profile on all fours sucking on the curved end of my dick with a vacuum suction for a few seconds before releasing my member with an audible pop of her lips.
"Believe it, now fuck this pussy real quick nigga." She was noticeably almost whispering.
I grabbed the rounded outsides of her hips driving my cock home deep in her snatch getting a distressed grunt from my friend's older sister.
"Do it real fast like, so you can cum."
I started giving it to her watching her butt bounce off my pelvis like a trampoline. Niecy grunted in time with every thrust as I picked up speed working to cum as fast as possible. Her pussy wasn't dry, but it was sort of medium sticky for lack of a better description. Niecy Belle was fucking me without any interest other than making me cum. I should've been offended but her behavior was puzzling and somewhat alarming.
The sound of the screen door at the other side of the trailer interrupted us followed by a heavy footfall.
"GET OFF!"
Niecy disengaged us sitting quickly yanking her dress down in a visceral panic motioning towards my clothes on the floor. I went for my shorts thinking Arnold was about to walk in and find us in a compromising position. Even worse, maybe Daisy Mae had copped to him about our afternoon after finding out about his cheating and our tryst with Miss Minnie. I barely got my shorts up when the door opened on the opposite side of the trailer as Niecy fidgeted about staring at the television without word cradling the glass between her thighs.
Daisy Mae appeared wearing a white sort of vintage sun dress with the ties at the shoulders.
"What's going on up in here?"
"Uhm, I done brought Robert a sip of tea and we were watching some of this television here." Niecy sounded anxious focused on the screen in front of her without looking at the woman talking to her.
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah we was talking about old times and the like, uhm watching television too." Now her voice was shaking a sliver.
Daisy Mae stepped in the room pulling the door up hard enough that I could've swore I heard some of the wood crack in it as I pulled on my top. She looked between us settling on Niecy again.
"Suppose I ask him baby girl; would he say the same?"
Niecy audibly gulped tucking her chin before looking up at Daisy Mae's freckled countenance with doe like eyes.
"We just fooled around a little bit." She whimpered.
"You did girl?"
"He got me from the back but it wasn't no time at all cause you came home." Niecy whispered looking down into the glass in both of her hands.
Daisy Mae looked at me with that easy going smile on her face. The hair on the back of my neck stood up under her gaze as she gestured towards the glass in Niecy's possession. For some reason she passed it under her nose still looking me directly in the eyes. Daisy Mae raised a brow then looked down at Niecy who was hunched over at this point.
"Robert go wait out in the living room at the table; I'll have Niecy run you a nice fresh glass of this mint julip."
"Uhm, okay."
Her focus was on Niecy Belle as I slowly walked to the door opening it. I looked back finding her in the process of pulling Niecy to her feet too close for comfort with her big ham fist around the woman's thin wrist. Even though Daisy Mae was younger, Niecy felt like a kid next to her visually speaking.
"Go on Robert, I don't fancy repeating myself when there's cooking to be done in my kitchen." Niecy looked horrified with this stiff posture as Daisy Mae opened the door to the kitchen giving me a glimpse inside. I got a quick look noticing the counter littered with ingredients for dinner of some sort. There was a strange red coffee can on the counter.
I pulled the door up behind me wondering if I should just leave.
I glanced back looking at the door leading into Arnold's bedroom replaying the wild sex I'd had with his girlfriend and the near incident with Niecy Belle moments later. This little voice in my head was telling me to hit the streets back around the corner to Miss Minnie's house.
"No!" Niecy called out when my hand touched the screen door handle.
"Well, I thought maybe I should leave."
She was peering at me through that same door which was cracked giving me. The strange expression on her face was still there as she slowly opened the door holding a new glass of tea. She had a small hand towel pressed to the side of her neck as she shambled into the room handing it to me with shaky hands.
"Uhm Daisy, I mean we want you to stay for a bite. Real nice spaghetti dinner and uh garlic bread too; made it myself Rob." She sounded uneven.
"Are you okay?"
"WHAT YOU ALL A TALKING ABOUT RIGHT HERE!! I'M PEACHY KEEN BOY! I'm okay and nothing's wrong at all round here. Please uh, just have a bite or two with us; I'd really like, appreciate it Robert boy and uh, maybe later we can do all sorts of nice thangs when we have us a little bit of that there privacy. Take a sip boy please."
"Uh, alright." I took a sip finding the tea a bit stronger than before noticing that Niecy watched me intently favoring the towel at the left side of her neck.
"Take a better sip than that; aw shucks you all a hurting my feelings if you just swish it around in your trap like that. We got plenty of tea and food round here despite the way it looks up in here. Glendale makes sure my fridge stay full of really good stuff you hear?"
"It's fine Niecy, just a little strong." I felt defensive.
"LET ME GET THAT THEN; I'LL FIX YOU UP A BRAND NEW GLASS!!" She snatched at it spilling a good portion on the floor getting some on my sneaker. Niecy kind of froze just looking at the small pools on the floor. I got this kind of feeling you got when you were a kid and spilled something expecting to be scolded by a parent.
"Uhm, I'm terribly sorry bout that." I could hear the distress in her voice.
"Hey its fine, you got some paper towels? I'll clean it up Niecy, it's my fault, okay?" She was just sort of focused on the puddle sort of fidgeting.
"NO, I GOT IT ROBERT!" Niecy dropped down wiping up the puddle in this scrubbing motion with both hands using her hand towel. She was so frantic it didn't matter that I was standing over her. Niecy forgot herself in the moment.
She was still favoring her neck with her bare hand.
The screen door opened at that moment revealing her boyfriend Glendale and his entourage in tow close behind.
We exchanged glances then he looked down at his woman scrubbing the floor at my feet. His face twisted up into a murderous grimace.
"ALL SOMEBODY GOT HIS SELF UP IN KILLING TIME RIGHT HERE!! GRAB THAT NIGGA!!" The only thing between us was a rickety excuse for a dining room table but I made use of it bolting to the immediate left intent on literally jumping out of the window as his boys scrambled in both directions.
"GLENDALE!!" Niecy screamed grabbing his pants leg only to be swatted away in blind rage.
I clipped one of his boys, but they dog piled me to the floor inches away from the hidden hole in the center of what also functioned as a living room. We jostled wildly as I figured continual movement would hinder the inevitable beatdown before they could even think of dragging me outside to end my life. I kicked a chair into one of the country thugs knocking him over but miscalculated as he fell headfirst into my right knee.
"GLENDALE STOP IT!!"
"WHAT YOU GOT GOING ON IN HERE!! WHAT YOU DOING WITH THIS NIGGA!! I TOLD YOU NOT TO MESS ROUND WITH HIM AND NOW I'M DUMPING SOME BULLETS IN PARTNER RIGHT HERE NIECY GIRL!!" Niecy went into what looked like a blind rage grabbing fistfuls of his shirt yanking and pulling on it peppering his head with slaps until the man was obliged to shove her back with all his might. I was already being pummeled by multiple fists.
Daisy Mae opened the door at that moment getting hit with Niecy who was in free fall from the violent shove by her jealous boyfriend.
All was instantly quiet other than some sustained weeping from Niecy.
A large breakfast bowl full of spaghetti was upturned on the floor along with a few pieces of homemade garlic bread. Daisy Mae's intended dinner for me was ruined.
"What you boys doing right there now?" Everybody in the room was looking directly at Daisy Mae's face. I didn't know what to do in the moment as she turned to Glendale.
"Uhm, didn't know." He mumbled.
Daisy Mae turned back to his entourage holding me down on the floor.
"Uh, we was doing what he told us to do cause this guy been sniffing round Niecy since he done showed up! Glendale told us to fix him." One of the guys explained in a noticeably measured tone.
"Yeah he told us to put hands on him." A second, some chunky guy with a garish finger wave hairdo piped up.
The room was quiet for a moment as Daisy Mae looked down at Niecy who seemed unwilling to stand up then at Glendale.
"Take your puppies home, but only let the fuckers who spoke up ride."
"I'm real sorry Daisy Mae, real sorry."
"Did you hear me?"
The guys were already getting up but moved a bit quicker as Daisy Mae nudged Glendale to the side with a swipe of her arm putting the aspiring rapper behind her zaftig frame as she held the screen door open for his crew. The two guys who spoke up didn't meet her gaze as they walked out into the inky darkness awaiting them. The other four men behaved similarly filing out without word with the last one looking visibly anxious at the prospect of even walking by her. Daisy Mae turned into Glendale giving me a view of the back of her large shock of curly brown hair.
"You messed up my bowl."
"Uhm yeah I got something for that Daisy Mae; I got some dollars right here to replace that there." He fished a handful of cash out of his pocket offering it as an obvious bribe of some sort. She ignored the cash inching closer.
"Shame my bowl gotta go to waste; ain't you in agreement with that Glendale?"
He didn't say anything just staring intently back in her face. It felt like a standoff of sorts as I started to get up carefully taking stock of the situation. Niecy was still on the floor on her side with a hand covering her mouth as she looked directly up at her boyfriend long considered her ticket out of poverty.
"GLENDALE YOU COMING?!!" One of his entourage yelled from outside in the darkness.
"Uh...YEAH!!" He slid carefully by Daisy Mae stumbling out the door as she turned grabbing the handle glaring outside. Her face was unchanged, but her chest was heaving.
"GET OUT MY WAY!!" Glendale shouted audibly followed by the sound of slamming doors of his SUV.
"YOU AIN'T GONNA LET US RIDE?!! YOU GONNA LISTEN TO THAT DUMB BITCH?!!" One of the guys shouted obviously expelled from his ride other than the two specified.
"Shut your mouth." Glendale retorted in hushed tones out of view. There was more but it was inaudible as Daisy Mae stood in the screen door watching silently.
"HEY YOU REALLY LEAVING US BEHIND GLENDALE?!!"
"HEY BRUH?!! HEY MAN I LIVE OVER IN MAPLEWOOD!! GLENDALE!!" The discarded men were shouting after him in the Belle's front yard as I heard the SUV pull off burning rubber.
Daisy Mae's breathing was audible.
She suddenly turned on her heel bending over snatching up the heavy chain that went into the hidden hole in the living room floor with a mighty tug. It was a powerful whipping motion as she yanked it up with a heaving arc that saw the other end appear in the living room making the coffee table shake and shift over a bit.
The living room was filled with the snarling sound of the Rottweiler that made its home under the Belle household. Butch could be heard barreling under the trailer home snarling and snapping viciously as I looked over finding Niecy staring back at me horrified. Daisy Mae walked to the screen door letting the heavy chain drag loudly on the floor.
"SHIT MAN RUN!!"
"AW SHIT BUTCH DONE GOT LOOSE!! RUN NIGGA RUN!!" A loud bloodcurdling scream followed along with the sounds of the remaining guys in Glendale's entourage beating a hasty retreat out of the front yard. Daisy Mae watched from the screen door peering into the inky darkness with an impassive expression on her face. Moments later we could all hear the ferocious barking of what sounded like multiple dogs.
"Niecy."
"YASSAH DAISY MAE?!!"
"Clean up this mess your man and his pups done made in here and make your brother a plate. Just leave it on the stove cause he's gonna be plenty hungry when he get home later tonight. I'm gonna see Robert home now."
"Uhm, sorry about all of this. I guess I should've took it outside." I cut in apologizing trying to draw the attention away from Niecy who was still there on the floor sort of drawing her knees up into the other room as she knelt over the upturned bowl like some precious treasure had been ruined. Daisy Mae glanced at me smiling as she pushed the screen door open.
"Why ain't you something; you ain't got nothing at all to apologize for Robert. I think I'm gonna like you something fierce, come on here."
"What about the dog?"
"Come on here boy." It felt like I couldn't look away from her rounded face particularly those green eyes of hers. Daisy Mae offered both hands waiting for me to take them.
She led me outside into the humid darkness down the humble cinderblock steps walking backward sort of leaning allowing her weight to pull me forward out of the trailer into the night air. I was reticent but still stumbled down the stairs nearly bumping into her looking about for the dog rampaging about.
"WHAT ABOUT THE DOG?!!"
Daisy Mae stuck two fingers in her mouth whistling loudly which caried over outside with a pronounced echo. Butch the dog came barreling out of the adjacent wood bounding over the sewage ditch before I even had a chance to react. Daisy Mae snagged my wrist with an iron grip holding me in place as the rottweiler closed the distance in seconds making me cry out. Butch jumped up on Daisy Mae licking and fawning all over her as she knelt enjoying the dog's love keeping a watchful eye on me. She made this clicking sound pointing to the underside of the house.
"He's my dog Robert." I watched the large rottweiler run back under the house into the darkness. Quiet followed leaving only the night sounds of crickets and an errant hooting sound or two as Daisy Mae stood smiling at me.



"Aw shit, I thought he was Arnold and Niecy's pet."
"He was; but now he's mine and he does whatever I say so you'd better be nice to me or Butch will be all a chomping on one of your legs like a drumstick." She sounded playful, but I registered the menace dressed up with icing as she helped me up.
"Is uh, Niecy gonna put his chain back on?"
"Oh, you're one of them there detail fellas aren't you? I think you shouldn't ought to worry yourself about that on account of it being my business and all. Butch ain't coming out unless I call him; that's all you need to know but that's not important now when we got other matters to talk about."
"Like what?"
"You like Niecy's pussy?" I was caught off guard by the question internally feeling defensive even though Daisy Mae was Arnold's girlfriend. I instinctively hesitated trying to find the right answer.
"She was there when I woke up and uh, she wanted to do it." The truth seemed like the right way to go as I avoided looking at her face.
"You spoke the truth again Robert boy; I can't tell you how much of an uh, anomaly that is round these parts. Are all the guys like you, back home?"
"Nah, I'm one of a kind baby." Daisy Mae chortled at my attempt at charm still holding my hand fingers now intwined. A fleeting thought of us being caught by Arnold ran through my head at that moment.
"Did you like Niecy's pussy; when you were taking her from behind like, before I came in and ruined it?"
"She was in a hurry; it didn't feel like she wanted it."
"If you could fuck her real good, would you?" She asked as we strolled down the blacktop road bordered on either side by sewage ditches.
"Why do you wanna know that?"
"I'm the curious type and I like fucking, a lot." I stopped glancing at her relaxed features noticing that her eyes were surrounded by this sort of darkness in the lack of light outside. It made those odd looking lime green corneas of hers stand out in contrast.
"Do you think we should be holding hands out here, I mean, what if Arnold pops up?" It was an attempt at deflection but Daisy Mae chuckled at the notion of being caught by her jealous boyfriend.
"I'll make him watch."
"'STOP IT!" I smiled back but tried to dislodge our intertwined fingers only for Daisy Mae to tighten her grip and grab my other hand in similar fashion bodying into my torso. It was my play to get some distance and act like we were innocently messing around but she tightened her grip on both hands giving me an idea of her raw strength.
"Don't ever pull away from me Robert. You ain't got nothing to worry about now; I liked fucking you today and I'm gonna fuck you some more unless you ain't with it. I just asked you a question because I could and you ain't even answered me yet."
"I came over today because I wanted to fuck Niecy behind Arnold's back; I wanted to really give it to her."
Daisy Mae smiled at my answer to her question looking interested again instead of borderline angry. I was already thinking of avoiding her for the rest of the week and hoping to dear God that Arnold wouldn't find out. She took a step back still holding my hands looking me up and down in salacious fashion.
"Tell me how you'd fuck her." Her voice was soft and melodic as she bodied into me again. I could feel a burgeoning erection pressing against her muff.
"I'd take her mouth, really fuck, and shove my dick in and out of it until it was nice and lubricated; then I'd fuck her tits until I came all over them and make her top me off afterwards. Then I'd pin her to the couch and go balls deep but I'd have to finish on her ass." I couldn't believe the words coming out of my own mouth as I went down a laundry list of what I wanted to do to my friend's older sister to his woman no less.
Daisy Mae's eyes seemed to flicker as I talked both of us standing in the middle of the road. I realized she was slightly rocking her hips side to side rubbing her crotch on my thickening erection.
"You like her ass better than mine?"
"Hell no, with you I just wanna cum repeatedly until yours is glazed over, like a cake."
"Ah like that Robert; I like it a lot and I would love to see you holding Niecy down while you fuck up in her stomach with this big ole' dick of yours too. I want to see you breed her real serious like, and then I'd want you to get behind me and fucking breed me too. Ain't nothing like endless loving out here on these back roads this time of year boy."
"Breed?"
"Yeah, don't you start all a thinking again and mess up the moment; I'm just talking about fucking a girl or boy like you mean it Robert, that's all. You ain't gotta be all scary about stuff cause ain't nothing gonna happen round here unless you make it happen. I tell Arnold that all the time but he kind of hard headed so I gotta walk him through it a lot."
"So you're the dominant one in the relationship?"
"You even have to ask?" Daisy Mae chortled again letting go of one of my hands as we started our stroll back to Miss Minnie's home.
"I don't know how he leaves you alone; I'd be so jealous if you were mine. I don't even know if I could keep a job because I'd be trying to bang you all the time."
"You can bang me all the time for as long as you want while we're here Robert."
"You can't say that."
"Why not boy?"
"You're Arnold's girlfriend."
Daisy Mae started laughing like I'd told some joke I was unaware of chortling in southern fashion like some of the people I'd heard around the area and both of the Belle siblings as well. We were strolling by these large bushes that bordered one of Miss Minnie's neighbor's yard with a tall fence on the opposite side. She stopped in her tracks right in the middle of the block lightly tugging on my hand until I turned into her body.
"Hey now you ain't a understanding nothing bout how it goes down here and I think I ought to school you in the name of public service and all. Look on up the road apiece just afore Miss Minnie's old shitty house; you see it?"
I followed her gaze finding a small abandoned shack of a four walled house across the ditch a yard or two adjacent to Minnie's property.
"It's an abandoned house, so what?"
"LISTEN!" Daisy Mae subtly yanked on my hand asserting herself making me more uncomfortable in the process.
"Okay." I went with it knowing I was probably going to ghost her after witnessing her terrorizing Niecy and by proxy Glendale and his crew. She'd likely saved my life but I was apprehensive of her. I'd grown more unsure of putting distance between us as we approached Miss Minnie's house.
"I want you to walk to the end of these here hedges and hop the ditch, be real fucking quiet I mean it Robert boy; like I said be real quiet and go on up to that bedroom window and have yourself a peek inside. When you've had enough, I'll be a waiting for you right there on that there porch."
The request was peculiar as she released my hand finally nudging me forward. It was odd as we exchanged glances before I went ahead on cautious legs to the edge of the large hedges just past the large dumpster in the yard. I peeked around the edge of the metal container finding the house dark except for a single window.
It was Miss Minnie's bedroom window.
Daisy Mae was sitting on the porch already resting her elbows on her knees, watching.
I hopped the ditch feeling apprehensive as I crept up to the window. I knew Miss Minnie had at least one shotgun in her possession and wasn't shy about using it. Despite the last day or so she'd probably tell my uncle that I'd run away if a friendly fire incident occurred. It was an odd feeling as I got closer to the window with goosebumps prickling up on my body. I was tall enough to peer inside.
There was a raggedy screen on the window meant to keep out mosquitoes and a burgundy curtain haphazardly drawn. There was a lighter curtain in front of it very sheer, both at a very narrow forty five degree angle. I looked back towards the shack but found my field of vision obscured by the dumpster in Miss Minnie's yard.
Then I peeked inside.
"Aw shit you doing the damn thing boy!! You're giving it to me real good like; all in there just the way I like and ever thang!! Ew shit fucking my baby bucket like you mean it too!! That feels so fucking good!!"
Miss Minnie's legs were splayed apart high in the air with her ankles level with his ears on either side. His legs were similarly spread wide apart level with her hips in a faceplanted crouch over her big jiggly body. This gave me an unfortunate view of his package. His overly large balls were wedged tightly against her nappy cunt. His swollen member appeared in quick intervals glazed over with her creamy essence. Miss Minnie was being reamed out, completely rodded. Her ecstatic cries of pleasure were loud enough to be heard outside the window I was presently peeking into. Miss Minnie's hands appeared cupping his buttocks digging her nails deep urging him onward as his labored grunts intermingled with her own. Her nails were done now painted this pearl colored white filed sharp.
"FUCK ME ARNOLD!!" My eyes went wide.
"AW SHIT THIS SOME GOOD ASS PUSSY MISS MINNIE!! THIS SOME GOOD ASS PUSSY BABY!!" He bellowed sounding utterly enraptured. I recoiled backwards a bit looking about feeling like the peeping tom I so obviously was at this point. There was a garish looking bike leaning against the side of the house that probably belonged to my friend. I figured he probably stashed his truck not wanting it to be seen parked at her house.
"FUCK IT THEN!! FUCK IT AS MUCH AS YOU LIKE ARNOLD BOY!!" Miss Minnie encouraged rapturously.
Her nails dug trenches in his buttocks essentially parroting his manic rutting of her middle aged box. It felt like Arnold was doing his best to keep up even though he was giving it all he had from my vantage point.
"FUCK ME!! FUCK ME GOOD YA HEAR?!! FUCK THIS PUSSY ARNOLD!!" Miss Minnie shouted in the throes of an mounting orgasm. I could see that she was humping up into his powerful thrusts with increasing fervor. They wouldn't have noticed even if I walked into the room and sat on the edge of the mattress.
I could only see the back of his head as her hand appeared cupping it with those damnable nails catching the low light in the room provided by her table lamp.
"SO HOT!! FEELS GOOD IN SIDE YOU!! AW SHIT MISS MINNIE!! AW SHEET!! IT'S SO HOT AND GOOD!!!" Arnold was experiencing nirvana visibly trembling as her arms encircled his sculpted torso drawing him tight against her body.
"GET IT BOY!! GET YOUR FEELINGS UP INSIDE ME!! GIVE IT TO ME!!" He was flopping about both of them drenched in sweat so much that it was catching the light in reflective flickers across their dark bodies.
"AW I'M CUMMING!! I'M DOING IT INSIDE YOU!! I'M CUMMING!!" He was whimpering archin his back really giving it to Miss Minnie with nothing held back.
He almost went into a standing crouch buried to the hilt inside as he groaned emptying his load inside her mature snatch. The man's legs were trembling as he slowly pulled out revealing her gaped cunt full of his seed. His cum was running freely from her snatch down the crack of her big blocky looking ass. Arnold wasn't done starting to laboriously roll Miss Minnie onto her side in a reclining buddha position. Her weight, belly, and humongous knockers made things ponderous and slow.
"Come on and get my backside too; get your fill of me as much as you want." Miss Minnie encouraged reaching back pulling a buttock with the tips of her nails revealing her backdoor. She wanted it and he did too.
Arnold was kneeling upright just behind her on the mattress handling that spread buttock along with Miss Minnie carefully inserting his cock into her ass. Once the head popped inside, Arnold leaned over her midsection with both palms flattened on the mattress methodically pushing the rest of his cock inside to the hilt.
"Fuck this ass boy!! Fuck it real good for me a fore I let you get on home." He pushed all of the pillows on the bed under her head so that she could recline and take it.
He'd already started fucking her slow and steady with one leg trembling from the sensation alone.
Arnold laid down behind her raising one of her legs high in the air giving me a view of his cock going in and out of her ass from stem to stern balls wedged against the backdoor each time. He was enjoying himself to the fullest.
They wouldn't have cared if they knew I was watching.
I backed off unable to watch anymore walking a straight line to the dumpster feeling weird and sort of crestfallen. I didn't want to face Daisy Mae who obviously knew what was going on from the jump but I rounded it anyway finding her sitting there leaning backwards resting her weight on the palms of her hands.
She was sitting there watching as I jumped across the ditch with a lazy smile on her face.
"How'd you like it?" Daisy Mae asked breezily.
"I don't know."
"Stings a little; just a bit right?" She chided in playful fashion.
"You knew what he was doing, right? That's why you wanted me to look, right Daisy Mae?"
"I always know what's going on with my niggas; come on over here Robert." She crooked a finger.
I went to her standing over this woman who raised all kinds of red flags taking visual stock of the outrageous curve of her hips when she was seated and the natural soft meatiness of her figure almost baby fat that never ebbed away with age. Her face carried that same youthful appeal while her words read mature akin to Miss Minnie some twenty plus feet away getting her back blown out by this woman's boyfriend. I didn't know what to make of it figuring Arnold and Daisy Mae might actually be swingers. I'd heard of those kind of open relationships but never thought I'd have the experience.
"Am I your nigga?"
"Do you wanna be Robert boy; you're pretty with a nice strong body and a really nice curved dick that fills up my nethers real fucking good. You want me to make you?"
"Make me?"
"Yeah, let me show you." Daisy Mae uncovered me pulling my shorts all the way down to my knees leaving me bare assed out in the open just across the street from Miss Minnie's house. Her hand cupped the underside of my balls squeezing them in pumping fashion. I couldn't help looking back towards Miss Minnie's home as if someone were watching.
Daisy Mae took me almost all the way to the base getting my undivided attention without a word. She let her mouth hang open throating me with more success on every thrust of her head. It felt incredible and a bit taboo considering her boyfriend was across the way. It didn't take long for things to get sloppy with excessive saliva intermingled with precum running off her chin soiling the front of her simple cotton dress in splotches. Bubbly froth started to appear at the seal formed by her lips. Daisy Mae broke contact long stroking me with her right hand chortling just above a whisper.
"Hey Robert?"
"Yeah?"
"Think I can make you forget about what you saw in that window?"
She didn't wait for me to answer throating me again with passion moaning and humming on my tumescence. Daisy Mae got into it further letting her tongue hang out lapping at the underside of my shaft intermittently sucking on my balls one after the other, then both in tandem. Before I realized it, I was humping her mouth trying not to lose my mind as she broke the seal again wiping her messy chin with her forearm.
"Come on, fuck'em." Daisy Mae cradled the base of my member with all ten fingers pressing down really hard along my shaft into my pelvis.
I just started working my hips back and forth fucking her cushiony palms. The squishy feel of her hands drenched in my precum and her perspiration was indescribable. I started to crest in moments. Somehow Daisy Mae made it work getting me close before leaning in taking me all the way this time.
"FUCK!" A car sped down the street right behind us. Whoever was in that car rot a good look at my bare ass.
"What a shame you cared boy." Daisy Mae released me licking her fingers.
"Wait."
"I'm a bit parched and I want something to drink." Her words were suggestive enough as I stared down into her cleavage. She didn't have much in the way of tits but I could see her right boob fully exposed in the muted darkness under the primitive streetlight overhead. Her nipple was painfully erect.
Daisy Mae followed my gaze to her exposed boob then looked up at me with a sly smile as she dipped fingers inside pinching her own erect nipple narrowing those green eyes of hers.
"You've got a dirty mind Robert."
"Sorry."
"I like it." Daisy Mae snatched me bare assed into her chest sucking hard on my cock working her neck back and forth moaning as she audibly slurped taking me to the precipice quickly. She suddenly broke contact watching the rivulets of saliva and frothy precum running off my dick with vested interest breathing hard enough to make her nostrils flair.
Once again before I could say anything Daisy Mae went after my balls sucking and slathering spit all over the left then the other with a voracious sexual hunger that was staggering. She kept it up suckling both until I had no choice but to grab big handfuls of her curly brown mane directing my prick towards her mouth.
"Now that's what I'm talking about right here boy." Daisy Mae sounded wetly jubilant and excited sucking hard on my invading prick with the most intense vacuum suction I'd ever felt in my life.
I took her mouth getting some real depth this time actually having sex with it. Daisy Mae just let me have my way with her arms down hanging at her sides as I plunged and poked around in her syrupy maw getting a sensual high almost from the act alone. I couldn't believe this was happening out in public even though the area was pretty much an economically bombed out shanty town. Her bottom lip was bumping my balls attesting to the ten inches buried in this woman's throat. I pulled out just to look at her face finding it enraptured.
Her lime green eyes were narrowed into slits but still piercing enough to make me uncomfortable on some level.
Daisy Mae's fist suddenly captured my package balls and root of my prick as she engulfed half of it sucking hard enough to make me whine and whimper outloud. Her other hand joined the fray sliding along my shaft easily due to the enhanced slickness and natural lubricant provided by my cock and her excessive saliva. That hand became a blur touching her bobbing lips forcing me to tighten my grip on the handfuls of curly brown hair in my possession.
"AW!! AW SHIT!! AW SHIT I'M CUMMING!!" It felt so good that I hunched over cradling her head as I burst in her mouth firing rope after rope of jizz filling her gullet. Her hand tightened around my package as if she would twist it off but instead of doing that, Daisy Mae massaged my balls while she jerked towards her lips like her life depended on it. I kept it up unable to say anything other than unintelligible gibberish as she finished sucking me off.
When she was done, Daisy Mae leaned back again resting her weight on her palms like she had while waiting for me as I watched her boyfriend screw Miss Minnie. Her chest was heaving from the exertion but those lime green eyes of hers were ever piercing into mine. Her freckled face was flushed as she licked her lips savoring my taste.
"You got some pocket change?"
"HUH?!" It was an odd request that sent my mind in an alternate direction. I started to wonder if she was actually a backroads hooker making her dime while Arnold was out. I started to wonder if maybe Arnold was her pimp.
"A quarter and a dime; thirty five cents for your information." She reiterated.
"That's all?" I fumbled the words instantly regretting them as she cocked her head to the side using her other hand to pick about in the thick curly hair on the opposite side of her head.



"Go round the side of this house and take a gander before you put that other shoe in your fucking mouth."
I followed her direction surprised when I found a vintage soda machine on the side of the house which seemed to surprisingly have utilities as evidenced by the hum coming form said machine. This machine had to be from the fifties or something with a door that opened when you put in thirty five cents. It was a novelty item that was out of place in modern times piquing my curiosity as I fished about in my pocket coming up with exact change.
"Ain't you gonna ask me what flavor I want?" I flinched as Daisy Mae appeared behind me wrapping her arms around my torso from the back.
"Yeah, sorry; uh what kind you want?"
"Vanilla cola is my flavor." Daisy Mae cooed planting little kisses on my back as I dropped the money and had a bit of difficulty getting the door to open to retrieve the tall lean bottle. Even the design on the bottle's surface was old school.
I intended to use the opener on the machine, but Daisy Mae snapped it out of my hand popping the lid with her thumb. She took a deep swig from the bottle savoring the taste clutching the bottle to her chest actually rubbing it on her flesh as she leveled those green eyes on me panting.
"You think I'm a little weird don't you?"
"I didn't say that."
"But I can tell; shucks I can always tell and well, it can be a little bit boring round these parts knowing it all like I do. Hey Robert, I wanna confess something."
"What?"
"I put my hands on Niecy back there in their little shack of a trailer. Do you know why?"
"Do I wanna know?"
Daisy Mae chuckled taking another deep swig almost emptying the bottle.
"Hey come on with me down here in the dark, we got us some more loving to do." She looked over her shoulder at my face smiling and I didn't want to follow her into the wooded darkness behind that shack. Daisy Mae was amused at my silent reaction to her suggestion turning to walk back with the intent of capturing my hand, I almost yelled but she stopped short doing this sort of pirouette raising the hem of her dress as she did.
She wore no underwear giving me a good view of her now shaved mound and that huge jiggly pear shaped butt of hers. It lasted a second or two as she faced away emptying the bottle casually tossing it into some adjacent brush.
Robert boy I ain't a done fucking on you tonight; so that means you can come with me out there in back and feel all kinds of good or you can have yourself another kind of experience. I promise I'll fuck you real good tonight and in the morning you're even gonna get some brand spanking new pussy...at a cost I'm afraid."
"I, don't know." It was the honest truth hiding my intuition to leave things as they were.
"That's the first lie you've ever told me."
"Don't you wanna go find a bed?"
Daisy Mae turned back walking casually back never taking her eyes off me. For some reason I felt this pervasive menace that I couldn't put my hands on in that moment.
"Give me your hand."
I offered my hand.
"No, the one you write with."
I offered the other as she took that one by the wrist turning my palm upward peering deeply into it unblinking for a few moments. I started to get antsy but she held fast to my wrist with an iron grip looking at something only she could see.
"You're scared of the dark; no, you're scared of going back in them there woods with me. In fact you think I'm gonna try to harm you or something and that makes me sad especially when I done told you a fair piece about your immediate future and played house with you real good. That girl who put you on this path with her lies is gonna end up all in the hospital. Ew wee she sure does love that cocaine powder but she gonna buy some bad stuff. Don't you worry none cause you will have had all your fun with her by then."
"Daisy Mae?"
"You're gonna fuck her real good but afore that you're gonna have your fair share down here too starting tomorrow but only..."
"If I go with you now?"
"That's your choice and I'd like to put this little nugget in your ear boy; all of them decisions you make got some consequences. When its all said and done though; I'm gonna forgive you enough to keep you tucked nice and tight under my wing. Come with me tonight; you ain't got nothing to do in that little ole house but watch your friend fuck that fat old lady who thinks she's on the come up. Come on Robert; let me make you feel real good some more okay?"
Daisy Mae emphasized her point by licking my upturned palm as she released it.
"Time to make your decision."
She broke off a switch from a nearby bush leaving me there as she went off into the wooded area humming. To make things more enticing, Daisy Mae lifted her cotton frock giving me a view with her big monstrous buttocks bouncing and swaying as she strolled further away. I watched her getting further away feeling suddenly antsy looking back towards Miss Minnie's house.
Arnold was still there having the time of his life as evidenced by the bike leaning against the side of her house.
I knew I could probably join them if I wanted but Daisy Mae was something else sexually speaking and I didn't know exactly what was going on with their relationship. They probably had an open relationship and this was Daisy Mae's way of shit testing me to see if I could follow directions or something. She was a revelation, sexually speaking.
"DAISY MAE!! DAISY MAE!!" I faltered going against my natural inclination towards safety bolting after her despite the fact that she'd walked deep of into the woods behind the abandoned house.
The darkness enveloped me wholesale as I quickly realized I'd run too far into the brush. I could make out the primitive errant streetlights in the distance figuring I could walk in that direction until I found a road. There was no telling whether or not Daisy Mae was playing some sort of prank on me by "acting" weird. I started to tell myself that I was the victim of some horseplay by my country associates figuring Niecy was in on it too.
"DAISY MAE!!"
I was starting to get worried turning about finding nothing but darkness all around. It was starting to feel like an 80's slasher movie out here in the sticks as the sounds of bugs, particularly crickets got deafeningly loud.
"Shit I'm fucked." I was on the verge of making a break towards the street lights off in the distance.
"Robert."
Daisy Mae cooed attracting my attention in the direction of her voice. She was leaning against this narrow birch tree watching me as she played with the switch in her hand sort of pulling the far end between her fingers. One of the thin ties holding the spaghetti straps haphazardly to her shoulders had slid down leaving just the hint of the swell of her right tit. I wondered if she'd been watching me fumble around in the darkness getting a thrill at my mounting panic. Her posture was making me excited enough that I approached without conscious thought.
The switch cut the air landing on the left side where my neck met my shoulder blade. It stung, a lot.
"That's for taking too long to chase after me; next time I'm gonna whip your bare ass until it looks like one of them there crossword puzzles from all of the welts that's gonna be on it boy." Daisy Mae looked as if she would strike me again but I closed the distance cupping the left side of her face as I kissed her wantonly.
The switch rubbed the sore spot on my neck as we kissed and suckled each other's lips getting wet and sloppy. I loved the way she made out and kissed as her free hand got busy exposing my turgid erection. The second her fingers closed around it I felt this surge of energy crackle all about my lower half almost cumming from the tactile sensation alone. I felt like a fool for not taking her on the spot back at the little house across the street from my host Miss Minnie. Daisy Mae cracked the switch again hitting the same spot making me cry out into her mouth breaking contact. A gooey web of saliva connected our bottom lips but she kissed me hard lapping it up.
Daisy Mae gestured with the switch again but I captured her wrist holding her arm above her head.
"Take control." She cooed playfully dropping the switch into the unkempt grass.
I buried my tongue deep in her mouth swirling and wrestling with her own feeling the electricity between us. Daisy Mae responded in kind making out with me following the movements of my head perfectly. I broke the kiss looking her over from her round freckled babyface down the front of her body focusing on the hint of that one tit barely hidden away by the cheap cotton dress haphazardly covering her Rubenesque body. The hint of an erect nipple underneath got my trembling hands pinching, twisting, flicking it making Daisy Mae squint and squirm.
I hooked a pointer finger in the material baring that blocky erect nipple quickly taking it between my lips sucking. I tickled and teased it until she tried to cover it with her hand. Both of my hands found the trembling courage to yank down on the front of her dress snapping the other shoulder tie as her bare chest was revealed entirely. I got busy cupping her tits together licking sucking and nibbling on her nipples sending Daisy Mae into a frenzy. The flat of my sticky tongue traced an invisible line up her cleavage to the underside of her chin.
Daisy Mae huffed and moaned as I suckled her neck cupping her chin before wantonly making out with her in a fever pitch. Her hand was stroking me into granite hardness. She used her thumb rubbing the head of my cock spreading the sticky precum around my crown. Her hand was a revelation working me slow and methodically ramping up the friction as she suckled my bottom lip. Daisy Mae captured the hem of her dress raising it to rub and tap my prick on her shaved mound.
"Eat me."
I was happy to kneel and plant several rabbit kisses on her muff licking that connection between her thighs and pelvis. My tongue traced her slit finding that it parted allowing the tip to slip inside and partake of her essence. The taste was exotic getting me to use my thumbs to spread her flower wider so that I could get more and more as Daisy Mae moaned caressing my head. I capped a seal over her cunt trying to make it airtight as I went for broke sucking and fellating this woman I'd met only today like we were old lovers. Daisy Mae cradled my head between both hands enjoying my efforts to the fullest.
"Stand up inside me; fuck me."
Daisy Mae's dress was now at her waist held in place by her wide hips. I stood up straight sliding effortlessly inside her until my generous endowment thumped the back of her tunnel vertically. Her thick meaty arms wrapped around my abdomen drawing me in tight so that she could enjoy the sensation of being stuffed full. We did this very slight sway horizontally almost a little dance a twostep. Daisy Mae was positively volcanic inside and incredibly wet from my efforts but mostly due to sheer animalistic lust. The feeling was indescribable.
I dipped at the knees grabbing the deep undercuff of her big meaty cheeks with greedy hands hidden by her compromised frock. Daisy Mae wrapped her arms around my neck as I stood up lifting her aloft impaled. The tree at her back provided leverage as I leaned against it driving my cock into her blistering confines. She was sopping wet enough that our coupling was heralded by these loud squishy sounds. Despite being inside her, I wasn't getting it the way I wanted. I tiptoed closer pressing Daisy Mae harder into the tree fucking as hard as possible.
She was so wet I was getting almost no friction going in but it seemed like her tunnel was sort of funnel shaped getting narrower towards the back. As a result there was this constant pinching sensation on the upper half of my prick right at its natural curve. Again and again it felt as if I would explode liters of jizz deep inside her continually on the precipice as that huge ass bounced into my crotch like a fleshy boulder. Daisy Mae's weight subtly became an issue until found myself kneeling enough that her bare feet were lightly touching the grass.
I ended up on my knees again raining unlimited kisses on her soft belly tickling her bellybutton with the tip of my tongue. Both of us were sweaty and hot for one another which made me hungry for her body enough the lick and suck on her puffy muff. I was eager to tease her slit for a taste of her essence. Daisy Mae cooed cradling my head between her palms watching my progress. She let me have my way for a few moments before turning her bare hip to my lips. She pivoted further giving me the full moon of her huge cheeks. I couldn't help myself. I took a bite.
Daisy Mae sighed and cooed eventually giggling playfully as she shook her hips horizontally doing this dancing shimmy until she got tired shoving her butt into my face hard. I grabbed my nose as she chortled doing it again. I got up grabbing handfuls of her doughy hips driving my cock deep into her juicy cunt with unbridled ferocity. Her big wide jiggly butt was huge and hard to control, but I stabbed into her making it bounce around like the biggest plate of jello you'd ever seen.
At this point Daisy Mae's dress was purely ceremonial hanging from her waist leaving her otherwise nude.
"Oh yeah I think I like this a whole lot Robert boy!! Yeah, I'm loving it a lot cause you got me stuck on the end of your big long pecker and all; That curved part hooked into mines real nice and good!! I feel like a worm on a big fucking hook Robert! FUCK ME ROBERT!! FUCK ME GOOD AND I'LL MAKE SURE YOUR DICK NEVER GETS DRY!!"
I didn't know how Daisy Mae was doing it but the upper third of my cock felt like it was hitting deeper with that pinching, gnawing sensation getting more intense. She was handling the tree in front of her with both hands clawing into the bark moaning and whimpering creating this echo that carried through the dark wooded area surrounding us. Her enormous tanned cheeks were parting more on each savage thrust revealing Daisy Mae's backdoor just above the obscene view of my meat fully stuffed inside her steaming snatch.
"You're gonna be my fuckboy Robert!! Aw yeah I think I like getting my pussy beat up with your fishing rod!! Make me feel good Robert; I'm gonna give you a lot of holes to fill round here if you play them cards right!! I'm gonna make sure you spend your time all horizontal like!! I'm gonna get you wet and then you're gonna give me mine boy!! I told you I gots myself a talking pussy and It's always hungry!! Aw yeah fuck me boy!! Fuck me right nigga!!"
Our frenzied rutting was something for the ages with the audible evidence echoing in the darkness. My hands slid up cupping her titties almost pinching them off in my desperate need to go deeper inside. It felt like I was pounding wet cement pummeling Daisy Mae's tailbone like nobody's business. Her arms were locked straight out in front of her body using the tree for leverage as she managed a pronounced arch in her lower back giving me a stationary target to hit unabated. Her sweaty ass cheeks were visibly vibrating from my thrusts. Goosebumps littered her back as my thighs seized up making me cry out in distress.
My heart was thumping to the point that it felt as if it would burst in my chest. That ass was slamming into me so hard it was changing shape every time our bodies slammed together getting slashes of perspiration. My hands grabbed her shoulder blades for more traction as I tried my best to run Daisy Mae through. Her large shaggy mane of curly brown hair was all over the place.
"NOW ROBERT NOW!!" Daisy Mae shouted loud enough to be heard all the way back at Miss Minnie's house.
I let out this shrill cry as a thick wad of cum exploded deep inside her box. I kept shooting ropes of cum frantically pulling backward even as she kept shoving her donk into my crotch. There was no telling how many ropes creampied her snatch as I grabbed the halves of her cheeks spreading them apart still in the process of cumming. I snatched a handful of her hair yanking back on it grunting out repeated blasts of cum that looked like silly string hitting both cheeks but concentrated in the middle right on the crack of her monster butt.
My hands were shaking still holding big greedy handfuls of her sweaty buttocks spread apart. Her glazed backdoor was staring me in the face.
I lost it.
I shoved my cock into her forbidden door to the hilt pumping out another few loads pinning Daisy Mae to the tree reaching around her body digging my nails into the bark as I crested.
My lungs were on fire making it a necessity that I breathe through my mouth.
I slowly pulled out of her back door huffing as her thick rubbery cheeks resumed their normal shape hiding everything done between their mountainous halves. Every cell in my body felt supercharged leaving me silently euphoric from the experience.
"Daisy Mae?"
She was still facing the tree without word.
"Hey you okay?" I feared the worst knowing I'd gone overboard in the heat of the moment.
I lightly tapped her shoulder.
She started to look back over her shoulder peering at me.
Those lime green eyes of hers caught the limited light reminding of a cat's eyes in the moment.
My chest damn near imploded from the impact that felt like I'd been hit with a wrecking ball as I went over feet following head into the grass and dirt. I was so sudden I didn't have time to defend myself or get out of the way. This snarl accompanied the blurred movement leaving me bare assed on the ground as the bushes nearby rustled and shook signaling Daisy Mae's departure. I was feeling it all over in lessening degrees starting to notice the breeze wafting through the air unfortunately carrying odor from the nearby sewage ditches.
"Aw shit." I didn't know if I would get another chance to speak with her and this probably meant Arnold would be looking to cave in my head at some point if I didn't keep it on a swivel. I slowly pulled up my shorts getting to my feet.
I realized I was still deep in the woods unfamiliar with things. I resolved to walk it backwards hoping that I'd come out somewhere near Minnie's house.
"Huh?" Something distracted me audibly a few feet away.
I waited for a moment about to continue on my way when it came again.
A dog was barking loudly somewhere in the distance. I figured maybe the animal was triggered by Daisy Mae.
"What?" It came again closer this time.
More dogs started barking seemingly all around me getting louder and louder making me fidget because the sounds were coming from all directions. I looked around nervously trying to get my bearings in the darkness noticing the distant lights that told me the blacktop was there some distance away.
"SHIT!!" The bushes and foliage shook right in front of me releasing my legs which were frozen in place up to this moment.
I took off to my immediate right running for my life right into some bushes almost falling on my face. My years on the track team came into play as I took off like a jet feeling it in my bones after having sex with Daisy Mae almost continually throughout the day. Whatever barreled through those bushes followed me without pause. I kept moving suddenly hitting this little wooden fence hidden in overgrowth and more wild bushes tumbling right over it onto my head.
I rolled over into a sitting position just as a large dark shape bounded right over the fence like it knew it was there.
Luckily I was continually moving avoiding being pounced on as I took off again now finding myself in a large field, the kind horses and other livestock were kept in. It was a big wide open space giving me a clear look at the road on the other side also well lit enough under the stars to give me an opportunity. I glanced over my shoulder finally seeing what was trying to run me down.



A large slobbering Rottweiler was right on my heels; it was Butch, Daisy Mae's dog.
"FUCK!!"
I went faster towards this fence just in front of me a few yards away mentally doing the math trying to figure out if I could hop it before Butch took my leg off.
"HUH?!!" I looked to my immediate right finding another identical dog barreling towards me with devious intent.
"OH SHIT!! FUCK ME!!" Another similar dog appeared on the opposite side closing in on me. I knew I'd be mauled to death and possibly eaten if I didn't get it into gear. Three dogs were working in concert to trap me like fucking velociraptors.
Adrenaline kicked it into overdrive as I made my best time running already leaping into the air hoping the fence as one of them took a jumping snap at me but failed. I cleared the top of the fence easily almost landing feet first in a sewage ditch bordering the road. All three of the dogs hit the fence snapping and snarling like they had rabies. Common sense prompted me to jump across the ditch to the road still facing the fence as I knelt putting my hands on my knees huffing with streams of perspiration dripping onto the pavement.
I waved the dog off slowly turning to walk down the well lit road bordered by wooded areas on both sides.
"NO!!" I was suddenly illuminated by the headlights of an oncoming pickup truck too close to avoid.
"OH GAWD!!!"
*******************************************************************************************
I sat on the couch looking out the window at my country environs heart thumping form what was an apparent nightmare. My gaze traveled around the living room and dining room combined area as I rubbed my chest trying to make sense of what happened.
It was a nightmare?
My stupid quest to live up to the pervert moniker that had been placed upon me nearly got me twisted into a pretzel from my buddy Arnold. I was surviving on sheer wit alone as I stumbled out into the corridor pausing to take a look inside Ms. Minnie's bedroom.
"Huh?" The hair stood up on the back of my neck.
Arnold was presently laid up with Ms. Minnie in buck naked fashion. Even though this guy was a diminutive body builder with arms rivaling Hulk Hogan, Minnie dwarfed him on the bare mattress. The perimeter of the very worn bed was littered with ratty sheets and blankets along with their discarded clothing.
Since he was so obviously trashed, I took to his bike for a morning ride to clear my head wondering what my parents were doing on their separate exclusive vacations while I slummed it up in the sticks. I was living up to my undeserved reputation to the fullest since I'd arrived, but still felt marginalized and pissed off about being framed. Part of me wondered if I'd even be allowed to return home at all. I tooled down the early morning streets thinking of my sexual exploits going the gambit from Niecy to Daisy Mae getting a bit of a charge out of the proceedings.
I wasn't sure Daisy Mae even happened.
I wanted some more of Niecy's big dusky 44H-Cup titties and a bit of that tight ass bouncing in my lap. We were disturbed before I could get that last motherfucking nut, then I ended up plowing Daisy Mae who ironically shared my penchant for opportunist blackmail. While that curly haired redbone hillbilly wasn't much in the tits department, she knew how to shake that monster sized ass on my business even better than Ms. Minnie. It felt like my situation was the universe's way of paying me back after being framed by the bitch Deanna.
I still wanted to plow her tits and fuck her puss until someone called the cops on me; only now I was banished to the black version of the sticks surrounded by a host of hillbilly's and suspect white people who liked the military garb a bit too much. There was a nice morning breeze that would disappear way before noon showed up and I didn't actually mind the smell of pinecones and morning dew as I tooled down the road. One could almost tolerate the smell from the open sewage ditches that supplanted actual sidewalks as I got an epiphany.
"Daisy Mae's probably still over at Arnold's crib; I can have some of that fat ass before he wakes up." I got an instant boner thinking of her freckled butt bouncing off my pelvis as I sped up. The memory of my jizz all over that donk intensified my cycling as I hit a sharp right adjacent to the wooded park area leading to Arnold's trailer home.
My thoughts became loftier as I cycled past the large wooded area with the beginnings of the park before my eyes. Right as I was rounding that ditch bordered corner my thoughts included finessing Niecy out of her drawers as well. It just didn't seem right that we'd been interrupted right before I got my nut, even though Daisy Mae karmically stepped in to fill that void. I still didn't know how much of it was real.
My gaze shifted to my immediate right catching some movement out the corner of my eye.
"Shit!"
I was interrupted by the blaring horn of an upcoming truck directing my attention face forward in time to see the front of a pickup barreling right at me with an impact in seconds. I yanked the handlebars to my immediate right with enough force that I was thrown head first from Arnold's bike landing shoulder first on the black tarmac. I hit hard rolling nearly in the high brush bordering a deep sewage ditch ending up on my back.
"Stupid nigger!" One of the hick occupants yelled from the truck as it sped off into the horizon line.
I was feeling it everywhere laying on my back staring up at the early morning sky as a few birds flew overhead. My shoulder was smarting something fierce and I was scared my friend's bike was trashed more than my physical condition. Besides my shoulder, a few of my fingers were skinned and probably my right kneecap. My heart was thumping like nobody's business as this little girl came into view. She was wearing a white dress with a head full of matching barrettes.
"Are you dead mister?" She asked in a thick country accent dripping of syrup.
"Certainly feels like it." I answered with a hint of sarcasm.
"Well I certainly hope that isn't the case; the guilt would be overwhelming for me." Another girl probably my age appeared with the girl in my peripheral vision.
Her round face was rather plain looking, passably attractive despite somewhat of the piggish nose in the center of her face. This young female was wearing all white as well with her upper half covered with this stark scoop neck tank, the kind with the lace lining its décolletage. Right then and there the reason for my unfortunate early morning accident was clear as day. This woman was sporting a huge, robust pair of damn near conical looking tits. Being a connoisseur, I knew I was looking at something rare. These were throwback tits straight out of men's magazines of the fifties or sixties.
"We can't have that now, can we, uhm?"
"Tamaya; Tamaya Hope." She offered both of her hands, but I waved her off worried I was too heavy to help up.
This didn't deter the smaller kid in the least who grabbed one of my arms leaning back straining loudly. I was obliged to sit up no matter how painful with my shirt stuck to my back probably from the accident. Tamaya was smiling as I happily noticed Arnold's bike was left unscathed. I realized I was missing a shoe, my wallet and some pocket change which was strewn along the black road. I sat there scratching my head feeling a goose egg at the back of my scalp.
"I'm Mandy!" The little girl took my free hand shaking it profusely.
"Now Mandy, allow the nice gentleman to collect himself before you go bothering him." Tamaya lightly scolded as I realized she didn't have a southern accent.
"It's okay, I think I'm gonna survive."
"Oh, your bike!! I'll grab it for you, uh?" Tamaya went over casually lifting my friend's bike off the street as another car passed honking its horn.
She was wearing these really tight short shorts across what looked to be a semi-flat butt with a bit of cheekage on display. Her figure was thick built to hold the fleshy boulders on her chest which were the star attraction along with some nice slightly thick legs. Without those tits, Tamaya would be barely passable in a crowd of her peers. Her hair was drawn tight across her head ending in these little pig tails with two white barrettes of her own. I wasn't surprised to see a pair of white topped wedge sandals on her feet as she walked my bike over.
"Thanks, I'm Robert." I wasn't in the habit of giving my last name and she didn't ask as we both noticed Mandy a few feet away scavenging up my pocket change and other items forced out of my pockets by the accident.
"MANDY, WHAT I'D TELL YOU ABOUT DISTANCES?!" Tamaya shouted, partially authoritative.
"SORRY, JUST GETTING HIS STUFF!! IT'S ALL OVER THE PLACE!!"Mandy replied blissfully carefree as Tamaya looked me up and down smiling warmly. We started walking my bike in the girl's direction.
"Not from around here, are you?" I asked.
"No Robert, I'm part of a fellowship from the windy city here with my dad. He's a pastor and my uncle's church is having a series of functions which unfortunately ends tomorrow. We're here as representatives, all doing our part."
"What's your part Tamaya?"
"Well, I guess baby sitter today on my last day which is unfortunate since everyone else is presently on a pilgrimage to the lake for a mass baptism a county over in Maplewood."
"Tragic." I commented as Mandy came running back with what looked like most of my belongings.
"By any chance have you accepted Jesus Christ as your lord and savior?" My eyes had been constantly darting between her roundish face and bulging cleavage when the question came. I almost facepalmed realizing she was probably a religious zealot.
"Uh, well I guess." I blurted out trying not to look at her rich cleavage, failing miserably. She glanced down at her bounty for a second returning to my face without addressing it.
"HEY, GOT YOUR WALLET HERE SIR!!" Mandy pushed my stuff back into my hands along with some errant cash that somehow was scattered along the road. My wallet was tattered from the impact looking a mess with several bills exposed. I'd been given a good 250 bucks which I didn't have use for in this shanty town currently.
"Thanks Mandy, here you go kid." I rewarded her a ten dollar bill, but she snagged two extra loose dollars from my hand as well. Tamaya snapped her fingers at the kid getting a fleeting look of fear for a few seconds. Tamaya nodded giving the kid permission to hop across the ditch into the park running towards some picnic tables.
"Sorry about that, she still needs a bit of home training."
"It's okay, I probably should've given her a twenty." My eyes shifted again to her magnificent tits. This time she covered her bosom with a single hand smiling looking demurely away. We walked towards a break in the road which would allow us to cross into the park without having to negotiate a deep sewage ditch.
"You never answered my question; are you saved?"
"I don't know."
"Well that troubles me Robert; no one should be without spiritual protection in these trying times, don't you agree?"
"Uh sure." Tamaya stopped short turning towards me with an innocuous look on her plain face.
"I'm not trying to honey trap you Robert; I'm a woman of conviction and I'm sure you can respect that about me. What do you believe in spiritually speaking?" For some reason I felt trapped like a rat forcing myself not to look at her cleavage.
"Uhm, I don't; well I never really thought about much Tamaya."
"Are you baptized?"
"I think, well it probably happened when I was a baby or something." I was already thinking of a way to escape Tamaya and this uncomfortable conversation.
Every time I got into any kind of church talk; I would invariably feel as if the man upstairs were watching me. Considering my less than stellar behavior I was worried the red man downstairs would be ringing Ms. Minnie's doorbell looking for me. Tamaya had this kind of half smirk on her face when a pine cone hit me dead center in the chest interrupting our conversation. Both of us froze in place as I followed the trajectory it came from finding some lanky little boy watching us covered in dirt. Tamaya's brow furrowed at the sight of him.
"EW YOU IN TROUBLE NOW WILLY!!" Mandy yelled sitting at one of the picnic tables playing with a doll. The kid looked like he immediately regretted his decision as Tamaya's furrowed brow and disparaging look intensified.
"Excuse me for a second Robert." She forged ahead without taking her eyes off the rail thin kid getting within arms reach of him before he thought to run.
It was too late as she snagged his bicep roughly. Tamaya marched him away further glancing back once at me before obscuring my view taking him behind one of the pine trees. Although they were partially hidden from view, I heard an especially loud pancake slap echo across the park. Tamaya reappeared with little Willy in tow leaned over whispering something heated in his rather large ears. I felt bad for the kid, but thought he deserved it. Part of me wondered if maybe they were Tamaya's children as she shook him hard by the bicep until he spoke.
"SORRY MISTER!!" Willy blurted out between tears.
"William I'm very disappointed in you for behaving like this and there will be consequences for your actions. Take your sister home and read a few scriptures I have marked off in your bible. If you can't answer my questions when I get back over to the house, you're going into a timeout after I whip your tail."
"YASSAH MA'AM!" Willy answered almost militaristically.
"Get to it then." Tamaya was all smiles again as he ran off with his little sister Mandy. I'd seen enough feeling the corporal punishment was a bit much.
"Hey its been nice meeting you, but I guess I should be on my way."
"Are you sure? I hope you weren't put off by willy or my correction of his ill behavior."
"Nah, it's cool." I lied turning away about to mount my bike when Tamaya suddenly handled my bicep. She relented when I glanced at her face still trying not to look at that heavy weighted cleavage.
"There's a lot of dirt on your back and some blood stains."
"Oh, that's alright."
"The house is right over here just across the ditch; you must allow me to tend to your wounds and at least wash your shirt in our laundry room."
"Really, it's okay."
"Come now, I'm only doing what a good Christian woman would do in this situation. We'll get you squared away and back on the trail in no time." Before I even realized it, Tamaya had walked me to the other side of the park as we approached the opposite dirt bridge which would allow me to roll Arnold's bike across the street.
"Well, I don't know about this."
"What's there to know about when a good Samaritan is offering up service after making a bad impression; besides, its just a few feet away. Let me get you fixed up so that you're not looking messed up for whoever you're visiting this morning." Tamaya reasoned still ushering me across the road on the opposite side of the park.
There was an area cordoned off by a white picket fence with some cheap mobile homes in better condition than most of the surrounding ones. Tamaya led me to a nice drawbridge bordering the closest which was this light blue trailer with white trim. She went before me perhaps as a sign of good faith that she wasn't up to no good lightly motioning for me to wait just outside the gate.
My eyes found her semi-full butt focusing on the minor bulge of her cheeks protruding out of her bottoms. These short shorts looked purposely a size smaller than they should have been as I noticed the muted anchor shape of her hips. Tamaya walked over to a window looking inside for a few moments, then returned gesturing me towards the backyard. I was surprised when she walked over opening the gate with a finger over her lips. My heart was already thumping in anticipation that she was an out and out hypocrite. She took custody of my bike rolling and leaning it against the outside of a exterior shed. It was the kind of structure with a peaked roof like a little house.
"Please Robert, wait inside and I'll be right back, okay?"
"Are you sure about this Tamaya?" Her hand was at the small of my back gently prodding me inside with a smile while I couldn't help visually dipping into her very deep cleavage. This time she reacted with narrowing eyes as she disengaged.
"Trust in the lord Robert." She retreated backwards pulling the door up but not closing it leaving me alone inside the shed.
It was quiet other than the ambient country noises crickets chirping and all. I was really hard but managed to keep my situation from being openly apparent. I was in unpredictable territory but figured I could handle myself if things went sideways. There was a washing machine and dryer inside the shed along with some shelving on one side adjacent to an outdoor trough like sink. I supposed Tamaya didn't want me inside the main house of because of appearances with the children there and everything. Her father was a pastor after all and people tend to gossip.
"Glad to see you waited." Tamaya returned with a first-aid kit disappointing me.
"Uhm, yeah." I replied awkwardly thinking myself an idiot for thinking she wanted something other than helping me.
Tamaya put the rectangular kit on top of the washer opening it while taking a look at my hand. She was very nurturing wrapping my skinned fingers with two band-aids lightly humming some church hymn while she worked. Her skin tone was redbone with a bit more red in the mix due to the summer heat as I noticed the slight hint of a tan line in the really deep single line making up her cleavage. My heart was thumping while the invisible angel and devil sitting on my shoulders were in agreeance that I should make some kind of move when she smiled at me.
"Turn around." I did as she asked instantly wincing when she poked a finger into a bruise on my back that I hadn't been aware of after my accident.
"Ouch."
"Take your shirt off."
"Excuse me?"
"Take your shirt off; I wanna clean your wound." I looked over my shoulder finding her pressed close grinning at my reaction. I could feel her heavy breasts mashed into my back just below my injury.
"Isn't that against uh, your religion or something?" Tamaya chuckled.
"Are you serious, Christians are regular people too Robert; don't you want me to finish the job? This looks bad and there's a blood stain. Let's get this off and get you straight."
"Okay." She was already pulling the shirt up over my torso before she even asked.
There was something low key forceful and authoritative about this girl, but I went with it raising my hands almost touching the low ceiling inside. I heard Tamaya open and close the washer probably having tossed my soiled shirt inside. She poured some hydrogen peroxide over my wound quickly applying some gauze before it could run down into my board shorts. Tamaya was a really good nurse dabbing away at my wound with some wipes before applying a taped down square bandage. Her humming was sort of soothing but also awkward.
"Sorry about your accident." Tamaya apologized.
"Why're you apologizing; you didn't have anything to do with it."
"Oh come now, the lord doesn't like a fibber Robert; be honest with me. You uhm, were looking at me, right?"
"Well uhm..."
"Be honest." Tamaya cut me off speaking just above a whisper making it even more awkward. I was worried she was about to give me some kind of impromptu sermon about being a pervert or something.
"Yeah, sorry." I admitted sheepishly as she finished taping up my back.
"44GG."
"Huh?"
"My tits, they're 44GG Robert; I think you've earned the right to know my size." Tamaya's hands slid around from my back covering my pecs. Her thumbs pushed against my embarrassingly hardening nipples, but she bodied into me when I tried to turn around keeping me facing the only window inside the shed.



"Uhm, well I..."
"You wiped out and nearly lost your life looking at my big ass titties, right?" Tamaya questioned still using that soft tone but sounding forceful in an understated way.
"Yeah."
"It's okay Robert, remember the truth will always set you free. My pastor dad kept me out of today's activities at the lake because he didn't want anyone looking at my titties during the mass baptism service. There's a lot of horny boys there today and he ain't got enough bullets to keep all of them off me." Tamaya's tone and way of speaking took on a more familiar urban cadence.
"That's messed up; I don't think anybody would try anything in front of your father or grownups." I babbled as her thumbs rubbed and teased my nipples making me hard enough to cut diamond. The window I was looking out faced part of the heavily wooded area bordering the northern end of the park.
"You'd be surprised what some boys would do for pussy." My eyes widened as I did a doubletake at the blue language that suddenly came out of her mouth.
"No shit." Before I even realized it, Tamaya's hand was firmly clutching my endowment through my board shorts.
She gave it a few authoritative squeezes and a particularly rough tug before abruptly releasing my tumescence. I was immediately excited almost feeling on the verge of a coronary as her hands disappeared. I turned around finding Tamaya leaning over the washer with her chin resting on her palm.
Her other hand was in custody of my tattered wallet.
Tamaya's face was now made up with a modicum of eyeliner and a bit of burgundy lipstick I hadn't noticed before. She was staring at me with a whimsical smile, self-assured with a single finger on my wallet which looked like a stomped out cow pie with several large bills sticking out of it. Her intrusive bust was pressing against the washer with some of the upper swell bulging over the edge near her elbow. My gaze traveled along her back to the modest barely there swell of her butt noticing that bit of cheekage now merged into her thighs with a bit of stretchmarks visible in the crease. I was sporting a tent.
"So Robert, what kind of boy are you; are you the looking kind?" She pinched two twenties out of my wallet letting them rest on top of the washer staring at my reaction with a raised eyebrow. I was caught off guard as Tamaya drew out a matching set of twenties placing it over the bills she'd already withdrawn.
"Tell me, perhaps you might be more of the touching type from the look of things, huh Robert?" Tamaya turned on her side still leaning over the washer facing me directly. Her boobs didn't seem to move, almost stationary objects high up on her chest. Her nipples were poking out under the material of that angelically white tank top.
My voice was missing as I audibly gulped realizing what was being offered and what this girl ultimately was in hindsight. Her expulsion from a stated group event was thus explained and she probably considered it a lost money making opportunity as she rested both elbows on the washer turning her shallow butt in my direction. My captured billfold rested between her propped up arms an inch away from that unique bosom. Tamaya kept her sly eyes trained on my face removing three fifty dollar bills adding that to her pile.
"You know what I think Robert?"
"What?" I answered without thought.
"I think, you're more of the fucking type; know what I'm saying? I think you would appreciate fucking a really tight pussy and blowing your jizz all over my luscious 44GG's; know what I'm saying? The lord will have to forgive me for finding you cute enough to play with even though I don't usually fuck for anything under five Benjamin's. You've got a big enough dick that I'm willing to give you a discount, and I don't do that for no fucking body, understand?"
"Yeah." I answered punch drunk from the audio and the visual.
"No Robert, this is the art of the deal my nigga; I need you to make me understand that we have a verbal arrangement right here, right now. If you wanna fuck me, if you want me to fuck you like a porn star in this shitty little shed, then you have to agree to the deal baby. If you wanna cum all over my big ass 44GG's with that big dick of yours; let me know you're in it to win it." Tamaya Hope was for the motherfucking streets.
"I want them uhm, I wanna fuck you Tamaya." I hated sounding like a simp, but I couldn't help myself. I wanted her too bad to stop at this moment.
"Of course you do." Tamaya righted herself leaning against the washer folding up the bills into a stack sliding to the end away from me. She turned towards me with that easy going smile on her face as she tugged the hem of that tight fitting tank top out of her skintight short shorts.
Tamaya Hope drew the tank over her head placing it on the washer atop her stash.
This woman was truly a rare specimen indeed as her large dense looking breasts were freed with a slight rubbery jiggle that lasted a few seconds before they came to rest high on her chest. Now bared, I was able to see their two toned nature, two shades lighter just under the big cookie sized areolas leaving a V-shaped tan line emphasizing her staggering cleavage. It was almost like she was sun baked from brow to the sharp end of that discoloration ending between breasts that looked rubbery and fake. Her areolas were a striking walnut color peppered with tiny little bumps around both erect nipples. Those nipples were pulpy and reddened begging to be suckled.
"FUCK!"
Tamaya Hope surprised me cupping my face with one hand bringing me closer for an invasive kiss full of tongue that was over before it was done as I watched my hands cup, squeeze, and claw into the spongy flesh of those self-defined boulders resting high on her chest. Her erect nipples pushed back in defiance against my palms before Tamaya snatched my hands down to her waist as she leaned in sucking my bottom lip really hard. We found a sort of synergy collectively as I planted her tight butt atop the adjacent dryer making her head level with my own. Her aggressive bosom came flying towards my face filling my gullet with the left tit.
My cheeks inverted sucking really hard as I traced the large bumpy circumference of her areolas flicking my tongue on Tamaya's particularly thick raspberry like nipples. She popped that tit free of my mouth resulting in a visible splash of saliva before stuffing her right tit into my mouth. I couldn't help myself suddenly faced with a fantasy made flesh out of the blue. My tit fetish had been the bane of my existence up until a few days ago and here I was going at it with a pair of boobs that could've caused a riot at my old high school. Tamaya popped this tit free too right in the middle of an intense suction.
A gob of spit hung from Tamaya's compromised tit connected web-like to my bottom lip as I gasped breathing really hard like I'd been running a marathon. She was the epitome of professionalism using her biceps to mash tits together making them bulge and shift into oval shapes topped with her knob like nips. A pulse went through my crotch at the sight of them like this proving her sensual mettle. Tamaya was flushed, mouth hanging open grabbing my ears slamming my face into her monster tits. I was happily smothered in them as she did the thing with her biceps again.
Her cleavage was cavernous and intensely humid cradling my face as the flat of my tongue traveled up her sternum with much effort. Tamaya relaxed her posture providing me lifegiving air for a few seconds, then crushed my head again in several repetitions until I was nearly punch drunk. She leaned back keeping hold of one of my ears staring at my expression with what can only be described as aa smug expression on her rounded face. I grabbed the nearest tit with both hands squeezing it with damn near all my strength before vacuum sucking hard on the nipple. Tamaya seemed to enjoy watching me nurse on her tits providing the other until I nipped it with my teeth.
She captured one of my hands pressing it against her crotch holding it flattened there. I was busy attacking the other tit eventually realizing she was using my captured palm to rub her hidden cunt to distraction. It became noticeably heated between her thighs prompting me to poke a finger into her covered virtue. Her eyes fluttered, cheeks puffing from the sensation prompting her to take my hand and use it as a paddle slapping her muff repeatedly. This lasted for a few minutes while I kept feeding off each tit in succession before she snatched up my free hand with aggressive authority. Tamaya forced my hands to the waistband of those white short shorts.
"Pull'em off." She grunted starting to visibly perspire.
Her hands were covering my own as we collectively drew them down her butt. Tamaya raised up a little allowing me to pull them free of her body. They seemed even smaller freed of her tight looking rear end, almost having an elasticity to them.
"Smell them!"
Tamaya hissed drawing her knees upward in a surprising display of flexibility. I capitulated bringing the tiny garment to my nostrils taking a strong whiff of her feminine musk. Her legs were decidedly long and shapely although you would've expected them to be a bit larger to match her thick frame. Tamaya balletically spread them revealing her lightly furred muff and her pussy which turned out to be a simple slit, labia reddened. She began creating a giant V-shape folding her gams at the knee planting her feet flat on both sides atop the dryer. There was an innate maturity about her as she crooked a finger beckoning me closer.
There was no doubt what she wanted palming the back of my head until my lips were mashed into her moist cunt. I'd never went down on a girl before and she probably knew this because her fingers appeared before my eyes opening that nondescript slit revealing the rich pink interior and equally prominent clit. Tamaya cooed and encouraged me cupping the underside of my chin hunched over my head watching. The tip of my tongue darted out teasing her button a few times before she groaned shoving my face into her cooch. Survival mode kicked in as I went with it licking and sucking everything.
This got results as Tamaya began wheezing and making these cute sounding noises pushing her tight little butt forward into my face offering a sexual buffet. It was sexual peer pressure as gave it my all slurping and sucking wildly, even pulling on her lower lips every so often. From my vantage point between her thighs, I could up between her criminally solid tits looking directly at her enraptured face, eyes shut tight. That look of intense passion fueled my efforts as I went harder in the paint. This got Tamaya where she lived actually making her brow furrow while these deep dimples appeared framing her pug nose and the corners of her thin lips. Tamaya squinted looking right into my eyes.
Unexpectantly she pushed me backward with her foot appearing really angry as she hopped down onto the floor in nothing but the white topped wedge sandals on her feet. It felt like I'd done something wrong as she folded her arms just under her defiant bosom pacing to the window as I stood wiping my mouth with my forearm. Standing upright, I was given a proper sense and assessment of her stature finding it to be a cheated version of an hourglass figure. From shoulder to hip Tamaya's general aesthetic was rectangular with a pronounced enough inversion of the waist to keep her from being considered slightly overweight. She was built solely to hold those tits.
Below the waist, Tamaya's butt was indeed wide, but only enough to match the width of her upper half with a long shallow gluteal cleft enough to hide her rear entrance. Her shapely legs started with a very noticeable, hard to avoid hip dip, or what were known as anchor shaped hips. For some reason this made her more appealing outside of her breasts. Her tan lines were prominent, almost drawn on giving a distinct impression of the type of underwear she usually wore. Tamaya stood there looking out the window for a moment or two before glancing over her shoulder at my face.
"Move, step back!" Her palm flattened against my sternum pushing me a half step back. I was worried that I'd unknowingly crossed some sort of line, but Tamaya just wanted my feet off a ragged square piece of discarded carpeting on the shed floor.
She was noticeably avoiding my face as she got down on her knees on that makeshift rug roughly tugging my pants and briefs down below my endowment which popped up to happily greet her. This vacationing hooker pretending to be a woman of the lord got down to business framing my business with all ten of her fingers below the balls. I didn't know why Tamaya looked pissed, but she throated half of me wrapping her interlocked fingers around the rest. Things instantly got nasty and sloppy as she went ham on my prick loudly slurping and wetly sucking. It felt like she was trying to make me cum quick. I panicked internally not knowing what to do when she relented.
Her bobbing head started working the shit out of me as I went into the forced throes of a pending orgasm. Tamaya stopped abruptly staring at the dripping head of my penis. Precum was leaking from my visibly pulsing member under her watch. Tamaya dropped her hands down at my sides waiting until I calmed down enough for her to begin. She looked up at my face pointedly with a raised brow, then leaned forward completely engulfing my cock. I couldn't believe my eyes as she held it embedded there for a few minutes. When she leaned back on her haunches there was foamy cream dripping from my prick. Tamaya stood up aggressively nudging me with her arm getting my hackles up, but I wanted to close the deal so I ignored it.
"You better not be a quick shot nigga." She threatened opening the washer pulling out a clear makeup bag with several types of condoms stuffed inside. I watched as she removed a magnum tearing open the golden foil cover. Tamaya bodied up to me cupping the underside of my balls as she expertly slid the latex sheathe onto my dick.
She pushed past me going over to the window grabbing the sill kind of bending over at a forty five degree angle. Thankfully, her shallow butt factored into things as I grabbed her narrow hips with the intent of driving my cock inside as deep as it would go. Tamaya looked back at me, brow furrowed.
"Don't just shove your shit inside my pussy; it's really tight so you could hurt me. Be careful with that big ass motherfucking dick!" I actually felt threatened wondering why she'd flipped on me all of a sudden.
I was especially careful pressing my crown against her simple slit watching as she naturally opened revealing some inner folds a little darker in color. Just as the upper portion of my shaft was slowly disappearing inside, Tamaya bumped backwards taking me whole. She was deceptively wet and hot immediately giving it to her letting my pelvis bounce off her shallow butt. Tamaya grunted spreading her legs apart a bit more taking it with a hand covering her mouth stifling some whimpers. I could feel myself thumping the back of her tunnel going harder because of the sensation. She curved at the hip creating some love handles on one side trying to accommodate me.
Tamaya shifted to the other side mimicking the action which turned into a sort of horizontal wagging of her tail. She was facing the window staring out at the spartan country neighborhood outside. Her cunt was extremely tight fitting me like an undersized sleeve as I made Tamaya unintentionally earn the money she'd taken from my wallet. Goosebumps were sprouting along her back and arms signaling the work I was putting in on her undersized puss. I was a head taller than her which necessitated me to bend at the hip over her back. I noticed her bottom lip quivering from the sensation as she kept covering it with her hand. Tamaya seemed embarrassed.
"AW, AW, AWWW, AHHHHH SHIT! AW SHIT!!" The dam burst as she strung together a line of curses under her breath while being audibly compromised by the squelching sounds emanating from her flower. Her head dipped forward resting on the window pane as I thumped the back of her box going harder.
My hands flew up covering her boulder sized tits cupping them from underneath. Tamaya's head rolled about on her shoulders followed in succession by her shoulders then the rest of her body. Despite a lack of ass, Tamaya began bucking and flopping about impaled by my cock doing her best to maximize its gifted sensations. She dipped low to the side wrenching on my tumescence, then righted herself bumping into my pelvis sort of uncoordinated. In moments, Tamaya was liberally fucking the shit out of herself with my cock. Her grunts and wheezes went unchecked becoming alarmingly loud. Her already tight cunt became tactilely swollen clamping down on my shaft.
"AW, AW SHIT FUCK IT!! AW, AW AHHHHH SHIT!!" My hands were palming her monstrous spongy tits like twin basketballs rolling the swollen nips with my pointer fingers. This sort of intense electrical wave ran through the whole of Tamaya's thick body like she'd been tazed. It sounded like she was being gutted. I slid a hand down to her muff diddling her clit making her squirm in my grasp.
"CUT IT OUT!" Tamaya fought free leaning forward with a hand on the window sill while the other rubbed her muff as she glared at me eventually looking down at my bobbing phallus. There was visible cream all over my prong codifying the work I'd put in on her snatch. She was breathing hard like she'd run a marathon looking at me incredulously.
"I bet you think I should pay you for that, huh nigga?" She spat ruefully still rubbing her swollen muff. I didn't know what to say, so I just shrugged.
Tamaya's eyes narrowed into slits burning a hole in my face as I realized she was actually embarrassed that I'd made her cum. Her earlier statement about only having sex when someone put five hundred in her palm rang true. Her body was likely only a business opportunity so this woman wasn't used to doing it for pleasure for the most part. Me, I just wanted to cum all over her big solid looking breasts. Tamaya went back to her clear makeup bag removing a small travel sized bottle of baby oil. I was silent watching her slather her boobs with the stuff until they were glistening in the early morning sunlight.
"Usually most guys can't get past my titties, but you wanna go the fucking distance, huh Robert?"
"Whatever you say Tamaya." Her attitude was off-putting, but I was intent on soldiering through her negative behavior until I got my well paid for "happy ending " regardless of how she felt. I was getting the impression she was a control freak or something.
"That's right, it is whatever I say and now I want you to get your nut and get the fuck outta here!" Tamaya was so flustered the entire contents of the bottle was used on her bust and abdomen. I was at the point of bursting from the visual alone. She took a moment to slather some of the excess on her dewy muff before kneeling in front of me.
"Come get your titty fuck." She growled.
Tamaya slid off my condom with a flick of the wrist knotting it off tossing it to the side as I inched in gingerly handling her shoulders. She folded her arms under her boobs raising them high enough for my prick to tap the upper swell. I soaked and wiped some of the oil on my member as she spread her cleavage apart trapping my cock. The second I felt the heated embrace of her cleavage, my hips went automatic pumping and dipping inside. Tamaya straitened her back giving me more depth cupping the outside of her breasts. I had enough length to dip into the upper portion of her cavernous cleavage, but it wasn't enough.
"Aw shit, damn Tamaya." It was my turn to moan and whine feeling like a dog in heat moving forward even more with my boxers and boardshorts around my calves. This felt good but I wasn't satisfied stepping out of a leg finally getting deep penetration as Tamaya pushed her fists into the outsides of her tits.



My endowment was able to press vertically against her breastbone trapped between those boulders for a really tight fit. I probably looked stupid with an arched back and tightened cheeks driving my cock through her meaty mams like a feverish madman.
"Fuck'em."
Tamaya adjusted her hands covering the front of her breasts with her spread fingers mashing them harder. Her thick raspberry nipples poked between her middle fingers for an enticing visual. This made me fuck even harder mentally comparing Tamaya to Niecy and Ms. Minnie whose jugs I'd fucked in the last few days. Niecy's offerings were really pillow soft and watery while Ms. Minnie's floppers put me to shame as a male. I'd have killed anyone finding out I hooked up with my reluctant caretaker. Tamaya Hope was in a class all by herself, money well spent.
"Fuck them!"
Tamaya added more to the experience massaging my shaft jiggling her tits jointly and independently along my prick. A few times the head of my cock poked the underside of her chin as I handled the top of the dryer with both hands popping and bucking into her jugs. Her face was level with my abdomen. I was afraid to look down at her face not wanting to see the anger on it. Tamaya started slapping her boobs on my meat creating this audible clap, then it happened. I felt her slurp me down to the base forced to look down at the top of her bobbing head.
"GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!! GAK!!" Tamaya completed three sets of repetitions before rearing up hocking copious loogies all over the base of my prick and shaft. Her right hand appeared manically jerking my meat before I lurched forward shoving myself behind her lips. Her chubby rounded cheeks inverted especially head accompanied by this loud sustained slurp that made me yowl. Now I knew the reason why few men ever got to stuff her tight little cunt full of cock. Tamaya Hope was the motherfucking truth when it came to using her natural almighty bust. She released me after this with a gooey hiccup of mixed precum and excessive drool running off her chin into her deep cleavage.
"FUCK MY FUCKING TITTIES!!" Tamaya yelled caring little about the volume of her voice as she reared up straight on her knees.
This time she rolled out another perhaps final technique folding her arms across the front of her breasts trapping my long thick member vertically along her breast bone wholly cushioned. I was obliged to mount her upper half legs parted on either side of her body with a limited range of motion. This was all a part of the plan forcing me to do these intense squatting motions mashed against her torso. In seconds I was almost hopping in place getting all the feels from this busty expert. Tamaya as always, took it one step further sticking her tongue out on a curve.
"OH SHIT!! OH SHIT!! OH SHIT!! OH SHIT!! OH SHIT!!" I was in the final lap before I even realized what was happening as Tamaya licked a slimy trail up and down my stomach.
"GIVE IT TO ME!!" Tamaya bounced her rock solid boobs on my meat creating a wicked torque at the base with her arms still folded across her bust like some sexual genie.
I was grunting with every upward thrust sounding as if I were having a prison fight with shanks. Tamaya matched every upward thrust with an equally fierce downward motion into my abdomen. Alternately it was like being hit in the gut with dual fleshy beachballs. The denseness, that weight was the deciding factor making my monetary sacrifice worth it wholesale. She wasn't lying about rewarding me with a sexual "Black Friday" for her considerable charms. My mind wandered to thoughts fantastically and comedically criminal as I considered kidnapping this girl to be a tit fuck slave.
"CUM ON MY MOTHERFUCKING TITTIES!!" Tamaya yelled again sensing I was way over the precipice at this point.
"SHIT TAMAYA, UN!! UN!! UN!! UN!! UN!! FUCK!!" Each grunt yielded a thick milky geyser from her airtight cleavage in successively powerful bursts until a deluge of spunk was openly leaking from the head of my cock.
Instead of lightening up, Tamaya redoubled the tightness of her dense cleavage milking everything as I half flopped into her supported by my hands in a vertical pushup position. I shuddered doing these little thrusts into her mams feeling lightheaded as I realized she was licking my abdomen clean of jizz. I gathered myself looking down at her face finding a self-satisfied expression. Tamaya's mascara was running down her chubby cheeks in stained streaks and her face was covered in droplets of my spunk. The upper swell of her impressive rack was an absolute mess. She released her boobs allowing them to part a bit despite their semi-solid nature.
"Backed up a little bit there, huh Robert?" She mused free of attitude.
I could only surmise that she felt her sexual honor restored in some respect as I back off inspecting my handiwork. The deep cavernous valley between her boobs was a mess of caked up spunk webbed between her tits. Tamaya was sitting bare assed on the concrete floor of the shed with half a butt cheek on the raggedy makeshift rug. Tamaya Hope looked well and truly trashed handling the undersides of her huge boobs.
"Oh my gawd, I can't even describe how good that shit was Tamaya." There was a tiny string of jizz on one of her eyelids which she flicked in my direction.
"I think I figured it out motherfucker." She chortled offering both hands wanting to be helped up. I obliged getting out of her way as she ran some water into the trough sink splashing her luscious tits. I took it all in watching her tight shallow butt as she bent over washing her face before regarding me.
"Uhm, you got a number, email or something?" Tamaya stopped what she was doing leaning against the sink supporting her weight with a hand gripping its edge.
"That's not how this works Robert."
"Huh?"
"You paid for a service which I provided at reduced cost; now isn't the time for some misguided talk because I took care of a lower brain function. You're feeling the residual effects of endorphins generated by our session. Now if you want to be somewhat of a regular, I can give you my email but I charge a grip when I can do out outcall and I have a full calendar most of the year."
Just like that, Tamaya Hope was all business standing there waiting for me to answer.
"You gonna wash my shirt?" I didn't know what else to say in the face of her innocuous expression.
"I don't do laundry." Tamaya opened the washer retrieving my shirt tossing it in my face. I caught it realizing my board shorts were still down around my calves.
She stared without further word as I pulled up my pants clearly wanting me to leave still leaning against the trough sink. I looked at my shirt for a few seconds before donning it again finding her posture unchanged. Even if I went there, Tamaya wasn't giving me shit and we both knew it. I decided to salvage my manhood filing out as she turned to the sink splashing more water on her bust. I mounted Arnold's bike riding it shakily out of the yard across the draw bridge at the edge of the property.
"SHIT TAMAYA, UN!! UN!! UN!! UN!! UN!! FUCK!!" I was taunted by some unseen kids as I rode by the side of the trailer towards the park. Her young charges trolling me were obviously in the know as I still wondered if they were her children after all.
When all was said and done Tamaya Hope was a prostitute.
I resolved to cherish the memory and delete her shitty postcoital explanation as I absentmindedly found myself riding back towards Ms. Minnie's house finding Arnold walking in my direction with his shirt draped over his shoulder.
"Where you been?" He asked.
"I took a ride into the twilight zone; saw some tig ole' bitties at the park too; fake ass church girl over there." My mouth was rebelling wholesale as Arnold laughed probably noticing my butthurt expression.
"OH I KNOW WHO YOU TALKING ABOUT!! UHM, HER NAME TAMINA OR SOME SHIT LIKE THAT, RIGHT?!!" His uninhibited mirth was off-putting.
"Tamaya."
"Watch out for her bruh; she selling the kitty around there. Bitch been coming down here for the last two years hawking her titties to dummies with loose pockets! Uh, did she get in your wallet like Capital One?"
"Hell no." I lied unevenly as Arnold side eyed me.
"Get off my bike; oh yeah, come with me over to the house. I need you to run interference between me and Daisy Mae."
"Yeah?"
Once again the hair stood up on the back of my neck as I thought of the night prior and our tryst in those woods.
Was it a dream?
I was about to find out.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
************************************************************************************************************
Tamaya Hope (44GG-Cup)...will return some day.
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(RECAP)
I mounted Arnold's bike riding it shakily out of the yard across the draw bridge at the edge of the property.
"SHIT TAMAYA, UN!! UN!! UN!! UN!! UN!! FUCK!!" I was taunted by some unseen kids as I rode by the side of the trailer towards the park. Her young charges trolling me were obviously in the know as I still wondered if they were her children after all.
When all was said and done Tamaya Hope was a prostitute.
I resolved to cherish the memory and delete her shitty postcoital explanation as I absentmindedly found myself riding back towards Ms. Minnie's house finding Arnold walking in my direction with his shirt draped over his shoulder.
"Where you been?" He asked.
"I took a ride into the twilight zone; saw some tig ole' bitties at the park too; fake ass church girl over there." My mouth was rebelling wholesale as Arnold laughed probably noticing my butthurt expression.
"OH I KNOW WHO YOU TALKING ABOUT!! UHM, HER NAME TAMINA OR SOME SHIT LIKE THAT, RIGHT?!!" His uninhibited mirth was off-putting.
"Tamaya."
"Watch out for her bruh; she selling the kitty around there. Bitch been coming down here for the last two years hawking her titties to dummies with loose pockets! Uh, did she get in your wallet like Capital One?"
"Hell no." I lied unevenly as Arnold side eyed me.
"Get off my bike; oh yeah, come with me over to the house. I need you to run interference between me and Daisy Mae."
"Yeah?"
Once again the hair stood up on the back of my neck as I thought of the night prior and our tryst in those woods.
Was it a dream?
I was about to find out.
*********************************************************************************************
TIG OLE' BITTIES 5
I was in for a surprise as we rounded the bend coming up on Arnold's trailer home in that we found the front yard occupied surprisingly by Daisy Mae and Niecy who was in the process of having a hair braided. The specter of fear and overt guilt ran through my body as I shot Arnold a side eye knowing what I had spent the whole of the previous day doing with his girlfriend. It all seemed so surreal up until this very moment as I watched Niecy sitting on a plastic milk crate with Daisy Mae posted up behind her in a chair from their kitchen.
The plus size beauty was using a hot comb on her future sister-in-law's head with a little set up on a wooden crate that contained some hair supplies and a nasty looking jar of Vaseline. The hot comb was plugged into an exterior outlet on the trailer I hadn't noticed before. you know Niecy honestly looked like an oversized kid sitting there with her shoulders slumped wincing as that sizzling hot piece of metal ran through her hair. It didn't look like a pleasurable experience. Daisy Mae's own rather large shock of wild curls hid her face putting her eyes partially in shadow as she worked intently with the strained expression. Niecy wore a simple white slip, cleavage bulging.
"Something wrong with your eyes?" She spoke abruptly with the tone sounding rather terse.
I wasn't sure if she was speaking to me or her boyfriend looking at him for some guidance before she glanced up simultaneously reaching back want her sister in laws head making the woman wince and cry out from the heat. Her big ham sized fist cupped Niecy's chin roughly adjusting her noggin before taking a dab of Vaseline to her scalp.
"I'm talking to you and I wanna know if there's something wrong with your eyes because you seem to be staring a hole in my head. I wanna know if you got a problem that my boyfriend needs to fix."
"Come on now Daisy this is my friend Robert, he from the city; I can vouch that these good people and I've known him since we were little kids."
"Arnold how long have I known him?"
"Well I guess you're meeting him right now I reckon."
"Then you ain't worried about him staring up at me like he wanna snap me up for a snack?"
"Come on stop playing girl he's like my best friend."
"So I'm supposed to automatically be OK with some guy I never seen looking at me with nasty eyes probably wishing he can use your bed to sate his lust; since you're so cool with him perhaps you want me to go in your trailer and get on my hands and knees. Is that what you want Arnold?"
"I'm not saying anything I was just bringing him here to meet you." My friend looked thrown off by her candor I was as well feeling like a third wheel, an, intruder and a complete stranger.
Her voice betrayed nothing of the previous day and our tryst. the way she spoke made me feel as if everything that occurred was some elaborate fever induced mirage conjured up by the stifling summer heat and the pungent smell of the sewage assailing my nostrils even as I stood there in the middle of the street looking at her angry countenance. Daisy Mae sat there in a blue cotton night dress staring back at me lime green eyes full of fire and brimstone. It felt like Arnold was shrinking right before my very eyes under her gaze.
"He's a good guy."
"Is that what you want, answer me." She rested the forearm holding the hot comb over Niecy's right shoulder uncomfortably close to her face with whisps of vapor rising off it.
"HEY, IT'S COOL! Uhm, I'm gonna go, okay? There's no problem I'm just, gonna cut out."
Daisy Mae sat there with that arm draped over the shoulder of Arnold's sister glaring at him. The atmosphere changed and I hated myself for thinking it, but it almost seemed as if she would tap Niecy's cheek with that white hot iron.
"No, that ain't what I want." Arnold answered reluctantly sounding as if he were capitulating to a kidnapping situation. Daisy Mae went back to working on Niecy's hair giving the woman a few years her senior a rough tug as she did. Arnold looked at once deflated and out of sorts standing ten or twelve feet away in the middle of the street.
"You say he's good and I'm just supposed to accept it like your fucking word is bond; I ain't ever seen him before and you want me to roll out the red carpet for this nigga who look shady enough to take Niecy's dumb ass into that chicken coop over there and scoop out her cornhole. He looks like he the kind of nigga that would fuck me in your bed all day... but you wouldn't know that cause you out being mannish all night!"
"Baby." Arnold started but stopped when she glared at him with those narrow lime green eyes again.
"GET-YOUR-ASS-IN THAT TRAILER!! I'm gonna come talk to you REAL FUCKING NICE and we gonna see about helping you remember where your goddamn house is, nigga!" It looked like all of the color drained out of Arnold's face and that was some feat considering he was charcoal black to begin with as he turned towards me muscular arms outstretched.
"Hey man I..." His hands were shaking on the handles of his bike. I couldn't tell if it were from rage or fear.
"WHAT I TELL YOU BOY!! DON'T MAKE ME SAY IT AGAIN!!" Daisy Mae's voice went shrill in her rage as her nostrils flared. Her round freckled countenance twisted into a grimace akin to a demonic kabuki mask. Arnold dismounted.
"Uhm, yes." He glanced at me fleetingly tucking his chin jumping across the ditch. He left his bike on the sparse frayed grass and dirt in the front yard. He walked towards the trailer getting hit in the bicep by the open container of Vaseline flung by his woman. Arnold didn't hesitate walking up the short makeshift cinder block stairs into his home.
The rickety screen door slammed looking as if it could fall off as Daisy Mae shoved Niecy onto the ground willfully.
"Get my Vaseline and it bet not be dirty or I'm gonna whip your tail!" She ordered sounding like the bully she so truly was in that moment forcing me to question reality. We romped and screwed the stuffing out of one another only a day prior with Niecy in the know. I knew this woman biblically while her boyfriend was busy stuffing my caretaker right down the block.
Niecy retrieved the jar shooting me a brief look that read apologetic as she took a few steps offering it back only to have her hand nearly taken off in the process.
"Oh you're still there, huh; wanna see some fucking draws, do you?!"
Daisy Mae suddenly reached down in front of Niecy snatching up the hem of her slip exposing a pair of sheer panties underneath. Niecy quickly snatched her slip down between her thighs lurching forward inadvertently exposing a tit when it plopped out in front of my face hanging. She whimpered running into the trailer sobbing leaving the screen door to slam again as Daisy Mae did this sort of dirty laugh.
"Ain't good enough for you, huh Robert boy?"
Daisy Mae stood up from her chair turning a hip in my direction drawing up her night shirt until I was given just the slightest hint of one of her huge ass cheeks, a miniscule peek. She smiled lifting it a little higher. My eyes went there automatically knowing what was underneath as she made this clicking sound barely audibly.
"WHAT THE FUCK?!!" The family dog Butch came barreling from under the house drooling and snarling catching me off guard. It was such a sudden jolt that I tumbled over on the blacktop street quickly recovering to my feet.
Butch was damn near choking himself straining the heavy chain that anchored him to the Belle Family trailer raised upright on his hind legs desperate to free himself and take his pound of flesh out of me. I didn't wait running further down the road fuming. I ended up at a bend in the road bordered on either side with overgrowth creeping overhead at an arch. The sewage ditches here were especially deep and pungent with green moss bubbling atop it.
My heart was thumping wildly as I tried to make sense of Daisy Mae's attitude doing my best to chalk it up to her covering our tracks with extreme clarity. Ever since we'd hooked up I couldn't get her generous proportions out of my mind. Daisy Mae's kinetic way of having sex read all over my person and I wondered if Arnold would've noticed if he hadn't spent a night running Miss Minnie through. I couldn't reconcile the ironclad hold she had on my friend's psyche either. I recalled him having a successful street fight with a man and his son beating them both bloody which was a feat in and of itself due to him being all of twelve years old at the time.
Now in current day he cowered at the slightest displeasure from this woman along with his sister too. Her hold seemed almost matronly in malevolent fashion. Daisy Mae talked a good game sounding as if she knew the answers to questions before they were asked. She knew I'd be overwhelmed by her appearance and pushed things further than I ever would've imagined sexually. I couldn't help myself doing my best to fuck her brains out luxuriating in her lush curves, enjoying that big monster ass of hers.
It was almost as if I could feel her cunt just by thinking sprouting the mother of all erections standing there in the middle of the road. My cock was seriously pulsing at the mental image of her nude body making me at once antsy.
Her reaction to me this morning was just too perfect, almost alien in that it seemed as if she really didn't know me from Cain. Daisy Mae's presence was staggering and I couldn't put my finger on it no matter how hard I tried. Part of me was starting to question the series of events leading to me standing there in the middle of the road with a ridiculous bulge on display. I almost felt like hopping the ditch into the woods to take care of it with my right hand. That anxiety was starting to overwhelm me even more. I was beginning to think maybe it was some sort of fever pitch.
"It happened; it really did." I mumbled mentally going to the only smoking gun I had. The evilly sneaky look in her narrow lime green eyes as she teased me with the tiniest bit of cheekage under that nightshirt.
"Huh?" There was a rustling of the foliage and the cracking of dried leaves underfoot distracting me from my inner ruminations at that moment.
It had come at my right side prompting me to direct my attention to the thick brush and overgrowth finding some old codger slightly obscured there. This old wizened brother wore a straw hat low upon his brow hiding the upper half of his face leaving on his nose and the grey nappy beard littering the rest of his drawn face. His torso was covered in some stained long sleeved collarless shirt that made me think it was actually long johns underneath with faded overalls and vintage galoshes on his feet. He was just standing there facing me partially hidden.
"Hello?"
No answer.
"HELLO?!!"
He didn't say anything just slowly backing away until the foliage completed the magic trick of making him disappear.
"Uhm, okay then." I stared after him for a few minutes getting progressively creeped out enough to walk further around the bend finding this long winding trail that I remembered from childhood. I lingered looking back in the direction of the Belle family trailer. My mind was fixated on Daisy Mae's behavior since I'd had that first taste and the way every one around her walked on eggshells projecting what was decidedly a pervasive sense of fear and creeping anxiety. It should've been enough to make me run for the hills, but those thoughts went hand in hand with the sexual aspect of the woman.
I recalled her calling playfully to me from the window of the trailer home after witnessing me hooking up with Niecy. A bit of blackmail and the threat of being pummeled by Arnold got me inside where I was salaciously overwhelmed. I did my best to pound her out but found out just how out of my league Daisy Mae was as she flowed over me like a crashing wave, more of a living tsunami. She jokingly referred to her "talking pussy" but made a believer out of me.
"OH!...uhm, oh." While I was ruminating a familiar El Camino rolled up to me slowly driving by uncomfortably close for my tastes as I got an unwanted look inside the vehicle. There was no doubt about the mouth frothing hillbilly behind the wheel or the literal hag beside him snuggled up watching me with jaundiced unhealthily salacious eyes.
Her gnarled calloused hand was wrapped around his exposed penis horrifically jerking it in my field of vision.
"Ah fuck me." I mumbled at the sight as they continued past slow enough for me to catch up an look again if I was so inclined.
I wasn't.
Instead I hopped the rancid smelling ditch stumbling a bit at the entrance of the trial looking ack finding the El Camino lingering enough to make me antsy. The best strategy was going forward along the trail because I didn't want to hazard the opposite direction with a car on my ass and a vicious Rottweiler at my front. They didn't follow thankfully leaving to traverse the winding trail with a switch I plucked from a nearby tree swatting at the air. Thoughts of Daisy Mae returned just as quickly before my eyes, the visual of her big healthy country thick body in general and those massive hips of hers in general. This time I was just thinking of that tease a few moments ago.
"Huh?" The was some rustling of the foliage ahead and some muffled talking that worried me that some of the local good ole boys were lurking about.
I dipped off the trail into some thick underbrush half obscured by a hickory tree that was jutting out of the ground at an angle.
"I said I'd give you some money but you still looking all salty like; just wanna know you, is all ahm saying baby. You're so darn precious and pretty, ain't never seen someone like you before, even when I got myself over to Memphis."
"That's special, for you Billy Bob; unbuckle that big ass belt and pull your dick out."
"Right here?"
"Yes; how else am I going to suck your dick?"
"Don't you wanna go to a motel or something, I got a good hour or two fore I gotta be home and all?"
The guy unseen but heard audibly was some townie while the woman sounded like she was from my neck of the woods. I was intrigued and frustrated at the same time from my vantage point because this big burly white boy was blocking my view of the female in question. This became doubly problematic when his pants were dropped unwittingly mooning me. She had taken it upon herself to expose his member.
"You're awful pretty; ain't never seen no hair like that before."
"Sure." This unseen woman was audibly unbothered and dismissive to the max.
"Oh wow you're gonna...." This guy was embarrassing himself as I gathered his partner was kneeling downward tugging his pants down revealing some thin shaky legs packed with cottage cheese. I reacted facially disgusted with the coupling knowing she was way out of his league without visual confirmation.
"OH!!...yeah, dammit girl you're just uh...DOING IT!! Aw sheet, aw fuck baby. You kin just take it all down like that huh baby?"
"Yeah could you please shut the fuck up."
"AW YEAH!! Dammit baby girl you make me finna cum something fierce...NOW!! That's just crazy how you just swallow it up like one of them there... you know, python type snakes, huh?"
It was crazy but I could actually hear this woman sucking him off. His narration notwithstanding I could hear her not so much gagging but actually sort of slurping with this weird gurgling sound. It was sort of oily and wet sounding getting me heated from the taboo voyeuristic circumstances. I was behind some overgrowth and bushes but could easily be seen if someone else were to come along the trail. If I tried to leave I'd definitely be seen.
"SHEET!! This almost better than pussy!! I can't believe it's happening! You know... I kin see my pecker bulging in your throat missy girl! SHEET!! Aw shit!! Sucking my thang like that makes me wanna... GAWD!!" He climaxed as this woman's hands appeared digging lavender painted nails into his buttocks actually scratching them up causing these welts to appear. She had this big burly fella whimpering and making these wheezing noises.
"Aw sheet aw shit!! YOU'RE STILL SUCKIN BABY?!! Oh man ahm gonna fall in love with you if you keep it up! DAMMIT!! FUCK!! You swallowed it all up and still sucking on me like a goddamn straw!! SHIT!! KEEP A GOING!!"
Whoever this girl was had this hick calling for his mamma in several languages on the verge of tears as I watched with an incriminating tent in my pants. Believe it or not, the slurping gurgling sounds got progressively louder intermingled with his whimpers and breathy southern tinged encouragements. It sounded as if she were sucking the life out of him. I focused on her hands realizing this was a sister with a medium brown skin tone.
"FAWK!! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!!"
It was less than a few moments after he'd already climaxed with no end in sight as she massaged and dragged her nails across his buttocks drawing a bit of blood from the welts. I noticed one of her fingers disturbingly inserted into the wrong hole as she went harder audibly soapy and wet.
"DAMN GIRL I MIGHTS HAVE TO MARRY UP WITH YOU!! COLORED GIRLS ARE THE FUCKING BEST!! Aw!! SHEET!!"
"Okay that's enough; I'm so over this bullshit!! Let's get it over with before she comes back here looking for us!"
"You mad?"
"Shut the fuck up and hold these without breaking them; I don't feel like taking that bus over to Maplewood just to get some new glasses. As a matter of fact, don't do nothing goober! Just shut up and fuck!! Cum as much as you like but just shut the fuck up!"
I watched as her arms appeared on either side of him planting some thick glasses atop his head. I found myself fighting the urge to move in order to see what she looked like. There was no way either one of them wouldn't hear any sudden movement as this woman frustrated me more wrapping her arms around the tree digging her nails deep. She seemed to be holding on for dear life as her backwoods lover half turned in my direction. I immediately recognized this asshole as the same guy Niecy had been hooking up with when I ended up messing around with Daisy Mae. I could see him plainly but her face was hidden on the opposite side of the tree.



"Oh man you done sucked two nuts up outta me but my dick is still rock hard as a motherfucker! I think ahm gonna be liking you round these parts!! Wanna be my colored girlfriend, like for real and all? I mean outside of this uhm, arrangement?"
Things got really quiet as I surmised she was looking back at his face. He looked apprehensive and nervous facing her while all I got was the frayed bark of the tree she was clawing into for dear life.
"Just making small talk is all; hey you ain't gonna tell nobody right?" This guy was scared.
"Shut up and fuck." Her right hand left the tree grabbing the underside of his chin as I got a glimpse of her head in profile. This was futile as well because this woman had a full head of lavender hair that cascaded just below her shoulders. Her nails looked as if they were lightly digging into his double chin before she slowly withdrew them. The other hand disengaged from the tree as she disappeared from view.
A cheap looking vintage Cami dress hit this guy in the face as she wrapped her arms around the tree again.
"Uhm yeah okay."
Things felt awkward signified by the crestfallen expression on his face as he half disappeared behind the tree looking as if her were handling the unseen woman's hips. He began thrusting pathetically huffing and wheezing as if he were on the verge of a stroke. He was visibly distressed quickly drenched in perspiration doing his best.
It was over very quickly. He'd lasted longer when she was giving him head looking down at his wilting endowment, dejected.
"Hey it's okay; there will be other times." Her hand appeared lovingly cupping his jowly cheek.
"Really?"
"NOPE!" She started laughing hard in his face destroying his ego in one fell swoop almost cackling. He stumbled back looking destroyed and alternately filled with rage before running off struggling to keep his pants from falling down. He failed miserably at this as well giving me and presumably his hookup a full moon of his scratched up buttocks.
I hadn't realized I was breathing hard too almost synchronized in tandem with their coupling.
I was waiting for her to make an appearance, desperate to see her face.
Instead a long thin, yet shapely leg appeared outstretched with balletic grace foot pointed outward down the opposite side of the trail in the direction I'd come from. It stayed there for a few moments then bent at the knee gracefully before disappearing behind the hickory tree.
Nothing else happened for a few moments.
Then the hands appeared again holding onto the tree. She was hugging it again but not like before just casually.
"I hope you enjoyed the show."
I wanted to say something but the words wouldn't come as another few moments passed.
She was definitely talking to me.
The words wouldn't come though.
"If I come to you; ain't no way you're gonna get out of it." Her voice was definitely alien to these parts more of the city than country.
She started chuckling evolving into that sustained cackling that sent shivers up my spine. I heard some rusting leaves crackling underfoot from her side of the tree.
I took off running down the trail like my life depended on it.
I glanced back fleetingly seeing her arm extended with the dress hanging from it all too briefly disappearing behind the tree. My foot hit a half buried rock sending me tumbling over at the end of the winding path. I got up quickly looking back the way I'd come seeing nothing but too scared to walk back in a little to catch a glimpse of the mysterious woman. I backed out at roadside turning to find a market on the other side of the road. It looked like a converted trailer as well.
I went to cross and nearly got clipped by a speeding car.
As far as the eye could see outside of the wooded area open fields, farmlands with some sparse homes in various states of disrepair. The store was probably making some significant coin in what was essentially the middle of a food desert. There was a bit of hesitation on my part as I noticed some rowdy looking denizens of this shanty town loitering out front but I negotiated the street anyway going inside. The interior was just as you'd suspect approximating a country tinged version of a primitive 7-11 complete with southern music wafting from a speaker atop the coolers near the back of the stove.
"JUST PASSING THROUGH?!" Some mature woman called out from behind the front counter, a "large marge" type with a shock of red hair erratically displayed atop her rather cube shaped dome. She sounded distinctly "butch" wholly masculine sitting there facing aways from me watching some soap opera on a small vintage television next to the register.
"Yeah."
"Good; you bets not steal nothing cause we don't take to kindly to that criminality round these parts." I wanted to walk out of there on the spot but found that I felt like I had to prove something walking towards the counter then hitting a sharp right stopping in front of some snacks and chips. I snagged a bag of what could only be referred to as bootleg Cheetos and a three pack of donuts, but felt it wasn't enough as some other patron filtered inside.
"Huh?" My eye caught something that gave me pause.
Right in the back of the cooler on a low shelf just above it was this bleached cow's skull. It was just sitting there making me feel as if the empty sockets were staring back at me. I drifted closer for a better look then noticed four red coffee cans flanking it two on either side of he skull. I glanced up finding a mounted pair of stag antlers with a patch of the long dead animal's pelt nailed in the middle of the burnished plaque hosting it. I stared at the cans again remembering Niecy with a similar can a few nights prior. I was curious inching closer wanting to see if they were empty.
"HEY BOY!!"
"Huh?" I looked back barely stopping myself from flinching at the harsh ragged sound of her voice finding the woman standing behind the counter glaring at me now standing. She was a veritable mountain of a woman looking as if she could blow jets of steam from her flaring nostrils if she wanted.
"What're you doing?"
"I was just looking...ma'am."
"This ain't no museum; now we either got business or you're walking, got that?"
"Oh yeah, I uhm, thought they were for sell."
"NO YOU AIN'T!!" She cut me off as I noticed some movement in my peripheral vision. I glanced over towards the coolers finding a woman standing there I hadn't noticed before.
She looked as if she had been facing the glass doors but was now watching my interaction with the gruff shopkeeper. This sister was decidedly as out of place as I was long and lean with a slightly plain face accessorized with these thick nerdy glasses and head scarf tied about her noggin with the ball sitting atop it like a little crown. We exchanged glances as I decided she was right in the middle between plain and cute in a demure way that seemed lost around these parts. One of her hands was on the cooler handle as she smiled softly at me.
"HEY, WE GOT BUSINESS OR WHAT?!!" The shop keep shouted drawing our collective attention.
"Coming." This woman went back to her business drawing a bottle of vanilla cola from the cooler as I walked by shooting another glance.
She was wearing a light damn near sheer dress that looked more like a slip than anything a woman should be walking about outside. My learned chivalry aside I noticed the muted curve of what were probably some tight round buns underneath. It seemed as if she might be nude underneath as I noticed her small sloping breasts which looked enticing in profile. Her nipples looked painfully erect straining against the fabric. I looked up finding her watching me with a wry smile on her face. We both knew I'd been checking her out.
My inner voice was telling me to shoot my shot, but I punked out.
"CASH OR CASH APP?!!" I dug around in my pocket making the store keep visibly angry as I noticed a big double barreled shotgun behind the counter. She damn near ripped the ten dollar bill from my hand the minute I produced it as the woman I'd been looking at reached the counter uncomfortably close.
She placed two bottled of vanilla cola on the counter in my pile.
I glanced at her face realizing she wanted me to pay for them, then slowly nodded my acquiescence to the embattled store keep. I looked down noticing the store keep was missing her index and ring fingers on that hand at the knuckle.
"Aw, take it and push your feet outta here boy!" I was surprised when she tossed the now crumpled up bill on the counter top. Her charity felt forced as the woman drifted closer to the counter.
"Thank you; perhaps you should work on your customer service Mildred. Karma might make that bobcat come back for the rest of your fingers; you never know right?" She sounded educated definitely not from around making me antsy because of the shotgun an arm's length away.
Instead Mildred stuffed our things in a paper bag even going so far as to put the bagged items in a second plastic sack. I picked up the bag not sure if I should remove the bottles inside as the mysterious woman followed me outside.
"Drink with me." She lightly tugged at my bicep just outside of the store. She'd bought the extra drink to the counter for me. I stood there like a clueless idiot as he removed the long lean bottles from the bag realizing I needed an opener but there was one mounted on the door frame which she made use of handing me a bottle.
We shared a drink with me noticing her eyeing me almost like a hawk.
"Uhm, are you visiting, down here?"
"Why're you saying that?" She smiled taking another drink sort of tilting her head to the side. The wrap on her head was putting out all sort of Erika Badu vibes as well as the friendly static expression on her face.
"You're not from around here, right?"
She smiled looking away from my face as I got more comfortable with what seemed like the beginnings of some cutesy flirting.
"You're nosey."
"Curious is a better word." She chuckled more to herself regarding me from now half opened eyes that I noticed were really expressive.
"I like nosey better." It was my turn to chortle.
"I'm Robert."
"Hello, Robert." The way she said it made it seem like she was teasing me as she took a sip from her cola looking me up and down. My eyes drifted to her sweaty cleavage finding that her breasts sloped downward more fuller at the bottom. This made them look somewhat larger on her frame. I favored my bottle smiling back waiting.
"Ain't you gonna tell me your name?"
"Nope." She chuckled girlishly still flirting. I looked away glancing across the road towards the wooded area and the beginnings of the path I'd used. She was a bit closer when I looked back making me sort of nervous.
"That's messed up."
"Why is it messed up; tell me Robert?"
"I told you my name; you're supposed to tell me yours."
"Says who?"
"I don't know that's just how people do it, I guess." I scratched the back of my head perplexed making her laugh and take a sip from her bottle.
"Well that's not how I do it."
"Why?"
"Once I give you my name then you have something of mine; that means I have to give you everything else too." She reasoned still chuckling at the look on my face before tapping my bottle with her own so we could share another joint drink in tandem.
"Everything?" I asked brow raised.
"Robert that's a big responsibility; nobody ever told you "Be careful what you wish for" huh?"
"A man knows what he wants."
"A man thinks he knows what he wants; until he gets it." She corrected.
"Well how am I supposed to talk to you then?"
"We're talking right now." We took another sip together as I got the impression my time was running out the moment her bottle was empty.
"Aw man." I legitimately pouted making her chuckle again.
"Don't be that way; I'm not that hard."
"Yeah?"
"Relax, it's just that I'm not in the habit of telling strangers my business; how do I know you're a good guy?"
"Wanna go somewhere...and talk?"
Her eyes went wide at the unintended meaning of my wordplay as I facepalmed getting it myself. We shared a hearty laugh as I corrected myself.
"You know what I mean; like, a date?"
"Nope, sorry."
"Aw come on; throw me a bone." She laughed again as I noticed a truck about to pull into the parking space right between us.
"Alright." I was surprised when she dipped a finger into her cleavage drawing my attention. I watched her use that pointer finger in a plunging manner focused on my expression.
This woman grabbed me leaning in rewarding me with a sensual kiss out of nowhere. Her tongue slipped effortlessly into my mouth for the briefest of seconds as the truck pulled into the parking space between us. I could feel the searing heat from the front grill. The driver revved up the engine as she pulled away leaving me obviously wanting. I glanced over feeling eyes on me finding the elderly man I'd seen in the woods earlier.
"Bye." She walked to the other side of the truck getting into the passenger seat. I watched as she leaned over giving him a kiss on the cheek never breaking eye contact. It wasn't a kiss you'd give your father. I couldn't tell if he was looking at me or not due to the straw hat hiding his eyes.
They pulled out speeding down the blacktop out of view at a clip.
"Shit." I was left with a bunch of crap I didn't want in the first place and a choice of going back down the winding trail through the adjacent wooded area.
The thought of having to stroll by the Belle home dictated my actions as I decided to take the long way around to Miss Minnie's house taking a minute to readjust myself. I'd obviously been cock teased to distraction as the mind movie of what I'd seen shortly before that bore a revelation that made me feel like the village idiot.
"It was her." The loose fitted frock and bare feet told the tale in hindsight although I gave myself points due to the headwrap hiding her lavender colored locks.
She seemed to get off on flirting with me more than anything else before that truck showed up. It pinched my ego a bit at not being able to even get the woman's name. I wondered if perhaps she were some sort of prostitute passing through the area, wondered if I witnessed her with a "john" for lack of a better explanation. That line of thinking made more sense after my earlier experience with Tamaya Hope. It struck me that she'd become an afterthought despite her buxom top heavy figure. Maybe I chalked it up to the fact that it was a paid hookup.
"Bitch." Her duplicitous nature and actual shitty personality left nothing really to be desired outside of her expansive bust. I gloated internally tearing open the cheap bag of fake Cheetos knowing I'd got my money's worth out of that situation by fucking her silly. My mind shifted back to the mysterious woman I'd just met wondering if perhaps she were a better lay. Then I invariably thought of the other three women I'd hooked up with.
Arnold's woman Daisy Mae stood head and shoulders above the rest with thoughts of her naked body igniting a turgid reaction in my crotch. She was the second biggest woman I'd ever been with and the prettiest out of the quartet. Her country thick pear shaped figure was made for breeding with baby making hips and a humongous ass to die for. Her features were deceptively beautiful disarming you enough to be alarmed by her sometimes vicious personality. I just couldn't place that underlying maturity that radiated from her person when she wasn't being overtly sensual. There was no doubt she was a dangerous woman that should've made me run for the hills.
I thought of Niecy's dusky backwoods beauty and slender stacked esthetic thinking about all the times I'd lusted after her knowing I was initially out of her league in the old days. She was a few years older always coupled with men a few years older back in the day. We'd fooled around a few times with me coming out on the short end of the stick until recently. She'd come to me after I'd betrayed her brother concerned, but not for Arnold. It was a bit of a shock when she offered herself out of the blue. I should've been happy to finally get with her but something overshadowed it in that moment.
Daisy Mae's shadow loomed over us that night and it felt like I was in her shadow continuously after we'd come to know one another biblically. My cock pulsed and throbbed at the repeated memories of fucking her with nothing held back. In those moments it felt like I'd fight my friend Arnold to the death over her if he interfered in our tryst.
"Minnie."
I mused thinking of the revelation that he was away fucking the stuffing out of my host and incidental mature lover during this forced vacation. He'd happened upon us being reckless in her living room and was invited into our situation for a blistering threesome. We let go of everything just enjoying Minnie in tandem fucking her senseless. Apparently my good old buddy Arnold, didn't get enough. Hooking up with his woman was wholly karmic, initially. Daisy Mae asked and I wasted no time betraying him regarding our momentous bonding with Miss Minnie.
There was no doubt I'd come running anytime those big womanly legs were open.
It was almost as if I could feel her cunt just by thinking worrying me that I was sprung on someone's girlfriend. I'd never done anything like that before coming by most of my past trysts by sheer coincidence and heavy lobbying on my part with my female peers at school. I walked along the open blacktop road munching alternately on the fake Cheetos running through my three pack of tiny donuts. I was downing the last of my vanilla cola when I noticed something familiar.
"Huh?" I was standing at this fence adjacent to a big open field ordered on one side by a heavily wooded area. At the very far end obscured by trees and overgrowth was this dilapidated abandoned looking home. It rode the horizon line jutting up into the air uncharacteristically out of place along with everything else. My gaze lingered for a few minutes then drifted down finding something that spoke to my recent experience.
"It happened." The fence in question bore markings I remembered from the previous night after being chased down by three rabid dogs intent on ripping me to shreds.
The teeth marks on the fence told the tale.
"Oh fuck...HEY!!" I was backing off fortuitously turning toward my blindside when I was nearly clipped by a passing vehicle which I recognized as the same truck that picked up my mysterious lady earlier.
"HEY FUCK YOU MAN!!" I shouted futilely giving the now sole occupant of the truck a one finger salute. I'd dropped my bag of snacks into the adjacent ditch and now it was undated with green smelly raw sewage slowly sinking. The truck barreled forward making a sharp right turn onto the block holding Miss Minnie's house.
"Maybe he dropped her off somewhere." I mused in hushed tone after getting a fleeting glimpse of the elderly guy from the back that lasted mere seconds.
I made it the rest of the way getting progressively annoyed as I neared Miss Minnie's abode.
Part of the reason why centered on my near miss with that mysterious woman coupled with Daisy Mae's horrifically toxic attitude this morning after we'd hooked up and finally the incessant mind-movies that seemed to be getting stronger as I neared Miss Minnie's house. It felt real, all of it making me feel as if I were inside the room intruding intangibly watching awash in clandestine perversion. The thoughts were getting more progressive. I kept seeing Arnold going balls deep with impunity just reaming her out.
This was intercut with my own duplicitous behavior with his girlfriend so much that I could swear I felt her snapping cunt grinding down on me. What started off as blackmail motivated by voyeurism ended up in this skewed space where it felt like I didn't know whether I was coming or going sexually. I wanted some more of my friend's woman but felt that ship had sailed. Miss Minnie would have to suffice, but the mind movies of her with Arnold had my head suddenly full of static snow.



I didn't give a shit about my uncle's former jump off but it felt like my friend was getting the best of both worlds. There was no way he wouldn't continue boning Miss Minnie and fucking her huge pendulous boobs even if he got dumped by his woman for cheating. She knew it all and had probably walked down to the house looking into the window for herself before taunting me with it later after I'd woke up from our earlier blistering tryst. Still, this morning felt as if we were strangers making me question my reality.
Things were so bad I had to stop at the corner resting my hand on a stop sign to manage my rampant psyche. The heat was pretty much unbearable along with the stench as I wished I'd made the hard sell to that mysterious woman I saw hooking up with a hillbilly on that wooded path. The covert hooker in the park didn't count in my eyes because it was a transactional encounter, but I knew that woman in the woods was the real deal. It almost felt like some kind of otherworldly attack waged on my person coming again and again in waves driving me forward up the block until I was at Minnie's front door.
"MINNIE!!" Luckily the door was open as I nearly toppled inside wanting to sate my mounting lust with this big top heavy matron charged with my care.
"WHU-WHAT'S GOING ON RIGHT HERE NOW!! Hey boy...somebody chasing you or something?" My eyes went wide as I found myself face to face with my caretaker.
Miss Minnie's hand was on the doorknob's opposite side. I'd caught her going out noticing her attire.
I looked her up and down, huffing with a burgeoning growth in my crotch.
"You okay? Looks like you might be suffering from that there heat stroke or something fierce like that; what got you all a rushing up in here like that." Her features were noticeably softer partially due to some like makeup carefully applied.
This fresh smell was emanating from her person telling me she'd recently showered. It assailed the nostrils way too sharply making me wipe a finger under my nose looking at her with widened eyes.
"What is that?"
"Uhm excuse me Robert boy; now just what is that you're a saying to me huh now?" My question was as plain as day but Minnie pretended as if she didn't hear what I said despite being right in front of me about to leave the house.
"What, are you wearing?"
"Now uh, what now?" She fumbled again looking guilty for some reason as I stirred sitting up right looking pointedly at her face.
"What are you wearing Minnie; are you going outside in your underwear today?" This time I motioned towards the silky dress on her top heavy mammoth frame raising a brow looking at the soft makeup on her face more intently. She had this light matching sheer wrap over her arm and some wedge heels on her feet looking like a garish pink nightmare.
"Oh now Robert boy ain't nobody going out in their drawers; this here is one of them there satin slip type dresses. Done bought it up on that internet a while back but never had the nerve to put it on before. Why you asking and such? Ahm, just like going to a social, a church social with my good running buddy Deon boy. Why you all a staring at me so hard like huh? I'm just a going down there to the mall with my old friend Gussy; you wouldn't like know her cause we go ack so far and everything. NOW YOU AIN'T SUPPOSED TO BE QUESTIONING MY COMINGS AND GOINGS ROUND HERE NOW!!"
Minnie seemed to get more antsy as I lightly pushed inside facing her. She actually looked as if she would bolt with one hand on the front door knob. She draped an arm across her bosom making it bulge upward decadently from her silky frock which really did look like the slip women usually wore under a real dress. My heart was thumping harder and harder as I flattened my palm against the wall noticing how anxious she looked.
"WHAT?!!" Minnie flinched then went for the knob turning it but I put my other hand against the back of the front room door boxing her in between my arms. I felt this sort of spontaneous aggression all over my being dropping the hand from the wall yanking up on the hem of her garish pink frock.
Minnie wasn't wearing any panties.
"Excuse me; so, you forgot your panties?"
The energy was different in the room as Minnie looked like she would hurl, then made this awkward sort of half smirk that infuriated me for some reason. I found myself looking first at her big blocky squarish butt, then her sloping belly, fupa and nappy cunt as she half turned facing me. Her eyes were cartoonishly wide, bucked.
"Boy stop messing with me right here like you my old man or something; uhm, I'm gonna go get me some drawers if that will make you happy, alright you hear?" Her behavior betrayed her words as she acted like a woman who had indeed been caught by her man.
She took a step in my direction thinking I would move out of her way but bumped into my chest slowly looking up into my face furrowed brow and all. The image of her being absolutely pounded and bred by Arnold crept into my mind. His rod plunging and creaming her weathered snatch while she screamed in semi-masculine sounding passion made my chest swell. I bit into my lower lip averting my eyes for a half a second.
"Nah, I'm gonna teach you how to remember to wear your fucking panties Minnie."
"WHAT NOW?!! WHAT YOU SAY BOY?!!" For some reason the nice looking bob styled wig on her head made me angry.
"Yeah, I get it Minnie." My gaze went to her massive titties ignoring the big matronly body around it.
She'd gone through the trouble of making herself presentable for a day out and that made me mad as hell. I got the bare bones version of her visually while she figured it out and now some dude was getting the finished product. Arnold was never going to catch me fucking his woman because he was too busy rearranging Minnie's guts.
"HEY NOW!!" She tried to sound stern, authoritative, aggressive even; but I wasn't having it grabbing her wrist roughly barely stifling a snarl.
"Come on here, let's take care of that problem Minnie."
"WHAT PROBLEM?!!"
I pulled insistently on her thick wrist shifting in place with my other hand still in custody of her dress. If anybody would've walked in the front door, Minnie would've mooned them with her big blocky looking ass and lower back. She kind of lost her footing tumbling down onto the couch on her side. Her considerable weight made the couch groan and shake from the impact of her landing. She looked at me incredulously acknowledging things were way off the rails now.
My heart was thumping hard inner thighs and crotch pulsing at the sight of her fat cunt staring me in the face with its sort of horse shoe shape surrounding the longish slit. Minnie was at an angle beginning to right herself with her enormous titties spilling to the side over a bicep. The conical vintage brassiere underneath was partially revealed making my nostrils flare. Minnie was tugging down trying to hide her snatch but stopped on a dime looking at me with those wide saucer eyes. There was this realization on her roundish face.
I shoved my basketball shorts down midthigh revealing my raging prick.
There was an audible thud as I buried everything I had inside her cunt balls deep. Minnie grunted in a manner that made it sound as if she'd been punched in the belly. This gave way to labored gasps accompanied by the sound of the base of my cock thumping the outside of her cunt. She wasn't wet which infuriated me enough to arch into her going rougher harder. Minnie was staring intently at my face eyes flinching with each thrust looking horrified? I found it hard to look anywhere else then collapsed atop her massive SSBBW frame shoving my tongue in her maw.
She started responding after a few seconds kissing me in a way she shouldn't considering our age differences.
We'd crossed that line long ago and weren't intent on looking back.
Minnie's cunt got really wet and slimy while we were making out. It felt as if her mature box was starting to retract around my girth getting tighter. It cradled my endowment in a tight soapy embrace instantly addictive making me fuck harder as if I were trying to run her through. Those audible smacks of our crotches got progressively sloppy and gooey sounding. Minnie's pussy now seemed two sizes smaller and I could feel every nook cranny, and groove inside her. It felt incredible almost sucking on my cock like a second mouth.
There was nothing I could do but keep plunging into her like a battering ram.
Minnie was now doing her best to arch up into my deep plunging thrusts soaking wet. Bursts of her essence every other thrust made it a wet mess between our lower halves. This older woman charged with watching over me was getting it and then some, but the mind movies persisted. I couldn't get away from the sight of Arnold happily fucking the stuffing out of her, all day apparently. The thought of him continually hooking up with her after I was gone back home made me feel, enraged. My hips went into overdrive making her cry out loudly in distressed fashion.
I went over blowing a huge load of cum painting the inside of her belly in no uncertain terms.
"My pussy."
"Boy?"
Her arms were over her head hanging off the arm of the couch facing the kitchenette part of her living room. I grabbed both of her wrists tight drawing them down in front of her chest and big belly. I used her arms and heavy weight to wrench backward at an angle righting myself between her thighs. This made her huge breasts bulge between her biceps almost forced out of her brassiere. The sight of her giant titties looking swollen resting on the swell of her fat belly sent a jolt of energy to my cock.
"This is my pussy."
Using her arms and weight to anchor myself, Minnie started getting it some more gritting her teeth because of the awkward position and pressure on the upper portion of her stomach. Those mind movies persisted fueling my actions. My prick was visible from this vantage point utterly reaming out her box fully coated with our intermingled juices and my thick cum. Her mound and big pillowy chocolate inner thighs were glistening catching the afternoon light coming in from the living room window. I liked the way this looked pulling harder on her arms really wrenching back until she let out this tortured groan.
I released her wrists allowing her arms to swing upward from the momentum draping my body over hers going after the left side of her neck. This left my entire cock buried balls deep in her snatch. It felt so good wedged inside I resorted to rolling my hips clock and counter clockwise instead of fucking it like before. Minnie was feeling it moaning in these breathy huffs as I did my best to mark up her neck while I was marking my territory downstairs. Her oily essence was cascading like a waterfall over the bottom of her flattened cemented buttocks.
Minnie clamped down hard on my dick damn near snapping it off triggering another powerful orgasm as I shot several ropes of cum deep inside her snatch. I pushed hard almost running in place pressing into her snatch even more so as each stringy rope of cum erupted from the head of my cock. I held it dumping the rest in her snatch.
I could feel her pussy nipping and snapping on my prick. The sensation made me rear up finding her mountainous tits all up in my face. They were actually cradling each side of my face and chin.
"This my fucking pussy."
My hands cupped the sides of her tits mashing them into my face both thumbs finding and teasing her thickened nipples through the cheap material of her frock. It was an impassioned moment of self-smothering bliss. I sucked hard and slathered saliva all over the exposed portions of her cavernous cleavage then went after a covered nip sucking hard on it through her dress working my cock in and out of her creamed over snatch. Minnie's labored groans made me hard as diamond again as she squirmed around underneath me with my cock stuffed to her gills.
"BITCH THIS MY FUCKING PUSSY!!!"
The head of my cock battered and thumped the back of her cunt with impunity. I wanted everything inside flopping and thrusting as she squirted profusely wetting our crotches. Her legs were shaking uncontrollably shivering and flopping. I felt Minnie's heels at the back of my calves. She was still wearing her shoes getting railed on her couch. I went after her right tit yanking at the material of her dress exposing the cup with the nipple visible through the dense conical tip of the bra. I went after it feverishly pinching, rolling, even biting making her shriek.
I kept at it working hard with her jiggling cleavage all over the place. My frenzied actions got a wealth of wobbling jello meat making me work all that much harder until I managed to roughly pry that ripe nipple free. There was some light powdery dust on it probably baby powder from the smell. It was tart making me briefly focus on the other tit grabbing and handful of material snatching it off her shoulder. The strap was embedded in her flesh there because of the weight of her giant breasts. I tried to dig my nails into it but found it unmovable because of our posture. I left some scratch marks on her left shoulder going back to that single exposed tit with both hands.
My hands surrounded and squeezed the hell out of her right breast making her moan, yelp, and groan loud enough to create an echo in the living room. I almost bit down on the succulent tit flesh but caught myself nursing hard with inverted cheeks and a loud audible slurp until she flopped about. I flattened my palms on her monstrous mams doing a pushup caring little that she gritted her teeth doing her best to deal with my weight pressing down on her body. The top of my thighs and knees were drenched from her continuous squirting making it a bit of a chore to draw them under her butt. I got on all fours mounted over her looking down at my embedded cock.
Minnie shouted gibberish reaching up carefully handling my shoulders as my hips became a blur of motion.
The mind movies persisted taunting me mercilessly until I was fit to be tied scared that I would go looking for Arnold if I wasn't presently occupied reclaiming what I believed was my territory. My own open mouthed grunts and animalistic groans intermingled with hers audibly as I continued beating her back out with impunity.
I was fucking her so hard that her freed tit was now fully exposed flopping vertically while the other remained sealed away almost airtight. I hit Minnie's mature box getting complete depth where formally some of my generous endowment would remain exposed. Arnold probably liked the fact that his average sized manhood was easily swallowed up. My thoughts returned to a potential beatdown out there on the backroads which would only end with him laid out looking up at my face while I revealed my own tryst with his woman Daisy Mae.
Images of her pear shaped body filled my head particularly her excessively widened hips and humongous meaty ass cheeks sparked even more hardness in my cock. It felt sexually painful making me fuck into Minnie's cunt like it was on fire. Her face was frozen in a grimace mouth hanging open as she took it like a champ. I wanted her trained and feigning for my dick ready to give it up on command. Even that thought felt sort of alien as I watched excessive amounts of her translucent cum splashing everywhere from being definitively long stroked.
Minnie's hands were softly sliding along up and down my tensed up biceps as if she were trying to sooth my enflamed emotional state. This had the opposite effect as I captured her wrists again holding them over the arm of the couch above her head.
"MY PUSS-SEEE!!!" I reared up into a kneeling position pumping load after load in to her snatch letting it plop outside of her glistening cunt followed by a deluge of jizz. My cock was raging hard kind of reddish purple on the end with veins all over the shaft.
Minnie's head was off to the side facing the front door while her gargantuan teats heaved along with her big sloping belly as I knelt between her thighs watching unsated. I tapped my member on her swollen labia getting splashes of our intermingled juices. Minnie absentmindedly covered her exposed tit with one hand while touching the other hand to her temple.
"Hold it open."
"Huh, what now uhm, Robert?" Her eyes darted in my direction despite her head being in profile.
"Hold your pussy open bitch."
Minnie didn't hesitate using both hands now with perfectly manicured and painted nails to frame and pry her labia apart exposing the rich pink insides visibly juicy and frothy from several creampies. Her legs were parted on either side of me bent at the knees. She looked away from my face still breathing hard trying to recover from that sustained rutting with that one freed humongous knocker draped over her right bicep like a deflated balloon.
"I think I need some more of my pussy." It felt really humid there on the couch as rivulets of sweat ran down my face.
My shaft was slapped down lengthwise on her spread open cunt with the crown covering her navel. I was on all fours pressing down until I could feel her lower lips sandwiching my endowment. I started sawing the underside of my cock between her labia getting excited all over again. My energy was all over the place as my entire length rubbed up an incredibly wet friction with its head poking her tiny round navel. I reared back far enough to push the tip of my crown into the folds of her snatch, but Minnie covered her opening with both hands.
"You got it hurting down there; can we do something else, Robert?" She was begging off.
"Okay."
"HEY NOW; WHAT YOU A DOING NOW BOY?!!" I'd pulled out of her battered quim only to begin pushing it against her butt using my thumbs to pry apart her prodigious lower cheeks. This was futile because of the slickness making it hard to get ahold of things.
"This mine too."
"Can't we just rest up a bit?"
"I ain't finished Minnie; I wanna cum some more and you're gonna help me out with that like you said; or were you lying about that shit? Now that you got Arnold you don't need me no more! Well, that nigga gonna get a used box when he look under that fucking dress for some more of my pussy!! You said I could have some anytime I want; was that shit a lie bitch?"
She was actually fretting miles different from the damn near "butch" curmudgeon I'd encountered upon being delivered to the sticks for a forced vacation. I could barely believe the words coming out of my own mouth.
"YOU DON'T WANT THIS DICK NO MORE?!! ANSWER ME MINNIE!!" My unwarranted hypocritic jealousy was palpable. It felt like they were someone else's words instead of mine.
She nodded in the negative.
"Aw fuck it; gone then!" I reached down snatching her left leg over taking her body in the direction of the door then sat down brooding.
The mind movies were nonstop almost taunting me to the exclusion of all else. I could hear their voices in my head both moaning and groaning as they fucked like it was going out of style.
"Boy?"
"Gone take your ass on without no fucking panties Minnie!" I didn't want anything else to do with her sitting their bare assed on her couch with my cock pointing up at the ceiling like I had the night after first hooking up with her. My mind shifted to my momentous afternoon with Arnold's woman Daisy Mae still wondering what was real or not. Her angry dismissive attitude this morning left me reeling when it shouldn't have. Still I was fit to be tied and full of grief as if she'd dumped me. It felt like I was in a relationship with her instead of Arnold.
"Robert boy?"
"What?"
"You okay?"
"Fuck off." I didn't hesitate thinking of Daisy Mae's attitude this morning and how she ordered Arnold into his own trailer home like he was her kid or something. She did all of this with his older sister sitting in front of her. The worrisome expression on Niecy's face added to the atmosphere. Things shifted back mentally to Minnie getting absolutely railed by Arnold as I peered into her bedroom window. It felt like I was being trolled. I glared at Minnie.



She was laying there watching me pensively with everything on display. It felt like she was afraid to move. I felt the slightest twinge of regret in that instant for my actions. There was this static in my head making things fuzzy as I worked up the courage to say something, anything. Minnie was a hot mess laying there on the sweat soaked couch stained with our intermingled juices. That one humongous tit was still free draped over her right bicep topped with a painfully erect nipple. Her eyes were wide with the pupil looking like the tiniest dot. Her bottom lip was quivering as if she were in the arctic cold.
Right before my eyes her hand drifted down rubbing her slit middle fingers in that crease thumb touching the puffy button that was her clit.
Minnie never took her worrisome eyes off of me.
I lunged burying all of my prick inside her again making this big top heavy mature shriek with this high pitched wail. The arch in my lower back was pronounced as if I wanted to push her through that sofa into the tiled floor of her living room.
I didn't move just leaving it embedded luxuriating in the velvety feel of her swollen snatch. I was watching that quivering bottom lip with a bit of saliva running from the corner of her mouth. She was beyond creamy with several loads lubricating the whole of my endowment. Her inner thighs framed the outside of mine. Her sopping wet sleeve tensed up around my cock expecting the worse as I kept looking at her face. Minnie licked her lips.
I pulled out grabbing her right thigh roughly turning her towards the wall as I got a third of myself into her bowels.
"AW SHIT BOY!! AW SHIT YOU GETTING MY BACKDOOR TOO!!" She grunted as my junk repeatedly poked her only able to bury half in this ungainly position. The clamping, gnawing sensation felt good for five or ten minutes then I relented sitting down again facing the wall and the front door.
Minnie looked confused.
"Sit on it." I commanded with an authoritative tone I wouldn't have dared use a day or so earlier.
The hand rubbing her sex while I sat there with its well-manicured white trimmed nails caught my attention along with the rest of her "glow up" which I attributed to my initial tryst with her. The look on her face was inquisitive and unmistakable, legitimized when Minnie laboriously moved to mount me cowgirl.
"No, face the other fucking way bitch." She looked shocked raising a brow but then looked down at my raging erection.
She had to nudge the coffee table with her knee moving on wobbly legs. Minnie almost toppled over nearly destroying said table but righted herself flattening her palms at the last possible second. This left me looking directly at her big blocky coal darkened ass. It was big enough for a woman of her size but flattened in this position leaving me looking at her elongated folds and her about to be seriously gaped backdoor.
"Sit down on it Minnie." That one freed tit was lightly bobbing touching the top of her coffee table.
That squarish block of thick flesh slowly descended as I spread my thighs wide with my mature host between them. I spread my arms along the top of her sofa watching with my cock standing straight up. Her folds enveloped me for a few moments lightly bobbing dabbing our intermingled juices on the crown and a bit of the shaft. Minnie held for a moment looking back at my face from this bent over position. She blinked profusely shifting forward lining her backdoor up with my prick. I brought my hands to her hips digging my nails into her flesh starting to draw Minnie's butt into the tip of my spear.
"AW!!"
The tip prodded and poked her rear opening pushing into her cement thickened butt. I managed the upper third.
"AW SHIT!!"
Once inside with that upper portion of my shaft, I kept sticking into her defiant depths working at it getting excited. That upper third drummed up a workman's cadence with Minnie in a ungainly posture doing as much not to lose her footing more than sitting down on my healthy prick straight away. It crossed my mind that she might attempt to work things out bent over like this with a high hump in her back instead of doing what I wanted.
"AW SHIT!! AW FUCK!! AW FUG!! NOW YOU!! AW SHIT BOY!!" I methodically pulled her down into my lap lancing her bowels fully to the hilt with my balls the only part of my manhood visible.
Minnie weighed a ton.
My field of vision was filled with her back and the bob styled wig on her head in what should have amounted to a comedy of errors. Instead my arms wrapped her sloping belly with both hands running over it on an downward journey to her sex. I framed her overly moist virtue on either side using my fingers in a vigorous massage. Minnie promptly tightened up so hard it felt as if she would snap my prick in two. One of her own joined briefly right down the middle while she raised her other arm clawing at the air as if reaching for some invisible rung.
My hands found greedy handfuls of her breasts cupping them from underneath squeezing them like oversized stress balls. I pinched and tweaked the hidden nipple making her squirm and wiggle that blocky ass in my lap then went at her cleavage trying to free the remaining tit. This resulted in a loud tear followed by Minnie's hand covering my offending digits. The zipper was right in front of my face prompting me to go after it when I was foiled by the overwhelming volume of her bust. My trembling hands made things complicated enough that I went after it with my teeth for a second or two.
This resulted in a big gap along the zipper line that exposed the back of her old school bra pointy cups in the front and all. I wanted her stripped of the garish frock by any means necessary tugging at the zipper like a crack head getting it off the shoulder. She yelped when my nails dug into the strap at her left shoulder accidentally pinching some of the flesh as the tightened material was barely moved. I went after the back undoing the four large hooks holding it to her bust giving it a shape it hadn't had in decades.
The resulting elastic give spoke to the volume and heaviness of her monster tits as it fell away but remained trapped just under her freed and rapidly expanding knockers. I snatched the dress off her shoulders yanking it down finding her sloping tummy still had something to say about that. I finally got my hands on both of her naked tits squeezing them hard enough to make her yowl and lean back almost squashing me. Her tits felt sweaty with some sponginess still left. My cock felt like she was trying to bend it at an unnatural angle. I tried to roll her to either side with no success going after the undersides of her thighs instead.
Survival mode was definitely in effect as I slid my butt forward toward the edge of the cushions finally getting enough room to start driving my prick deep into her bowels. The tight narrow feel was at once addictive but I was still only able to get a little over two thirds to move while the rest was immobilized. Basically I was fucking a living boulder.
"AW SHIT BOY!! YOU POKING MY BACKDOOR!! YOU TRYING TO BREAK THE FUCKING DOOR DOWN!! AW NAW!! FUCK!" Minnie was endorsing my nefarious actions loud enough to be heard a few doors over if the houses in the area weren't so far apart. Her weight was putting pressure on the natural curve in my shaft as I gave it to her. She tumbled to her right side with me following her intentionally allowing myself to be squished. I couldn't see over her back but found the success I'd been looking for in the spooning position.
My balls audibly slapped against her butt as Minnie got her shit pushed in with dramatic flair.
I could feel her erect nipple poking the palm of my left hand while the monstrous semi-pancaked tit surrounding it jiggled all over the place. Minnie did me a favor holding her left leg up in the air bent at the knee. There was no doubt I was destroying her with the intent on leaving a hole with the circumference of a golf ball between her prodigious cheeks. This mature broke the dam sexually with me first and later Arnold after we'd been caught.
Now she was reaping the veritable whirlwind.
"PLEASE!!"
My balls were swinging up into Minnie's slit from the vicious back shots being delivered to her rear end. We were making a mess on her sofa and I couldn't have cared less. Her cries echoed off the wall but I kept pounding relentlessly. The mind movies were nonstop now shifting back and forth from Daisy's angry hate filled features to an extreme closeup of Arnold's junk buried in the backdoor I was presently occupying.
"AW DAMN NOW!! HEY BOY!! HEY ROBERT BOY!! AW SHIT YOU GOTS TO LET ME UP OFF IT!! PLEASE ROBERT!!!" Minnie verbally tapped out using her weight to roll off the edge of the couch disengaging us. I grabbed at her but the mature scurried away moving across the floor on all fours. Her disheveled hot pink frock was stuck around her waist with one shoe and her wig left behind.
The bathroom door slammed loudly a few moments later.
My heart was thumping like crazy. I put my hand to my chest staring up at the ceiling huffing.
My cock was still pointing at the ceiling with a deluge of cum running down the shaft. I hadn't realized I'd cum.
Despite my hyped up situation I started to fade out.
[DARKNESS]
*********
"Wake up Robert."
My eyes opened finding the living room ceiling staring back at me as I lay on the couch.
It was dark and my pants were still around my ankles.
My cock was flaccid but my crotch was still soiled.
I sat up using my elbows to survey my partially nude body and look around the darkened living room. Everything remained the same as I remembered it but I felt this odd disconnect. I glanced at my exposed manhood again as the memories rushed in replaying my animalistic rutting of Miss Minnie. My heart started thumping again as I remembered seeing her bare butt instantly knowing she was going out for what I thought was some tryst with Arnold who'd stuffed her the night before. The anger came flowing back but only as a faint memory shaming me.
"Shit." I started to get fidgety accidentally touching my soiled crotch instantly recoiling as if burning by white hot flame.
"Oh fuck." I mumbled barely above a whisper.
I sat up with a start pulling my pants up but stopping short of covering my compromised crotch, then stood up scratching the back of my head.
Everything was still.
It was quiet other than the chirping crickets just outside and random night sounds as I shambled in the direction of Miss Minnie's bedroom finding the door shut.
I softly tried the door.
It was locked tight making me cover my mouth starting to panic.
The anxiety returned in spades making me antsy and scared as I ran back to the living room holding my pants still unwilling to pull them up over my crotch. I snatched up my phone with every intention of calling my uncle to come get me but relented not knowing how I would explain myself. It felt like the walls were closing in on me. I couldn't stop looking around feeling as if I were being watched. The big panel window facing the sofa was empty. I realized there were no curtains and anybody could've peered into it while I was with Miss Minnie earlier.
I grabbed my suitcase frantically getting some new clothes out of it then stumbled to the bathroom locking myself inside sitting on the toilet facepalming.
I saw myself acting like a madman railing the snot out of a woman old enough to be my mother then thought about the actual woman and my expulsion from the family proper. The details were fuzzy in my head accompanied by this psychic static that left me full of anxiety. My chest was thumping like crazy.
I stripped off my clothes taking a shower washing vigorously.
My thoughts were all over the place between Miss Minnie's locked bedroom door and everything that occurred since I arrived.
"Robert." I flinched at the voice calling out from the opposite side of the door standing there under the spray.
I stared across the bathroom at the doorknob finding it being tried from the other side.
"Miss Minnie?" My heart nearly leapt into my throat at the prospect of looking the woman in the face after what I'd done.
The knob jiggled some more then stopped.
I didn't say anything just standing there under the spray looking at that doorknob.
"Minnie?"
There was no answer as I turned off the water standing there waiting in my birthday suit.
The stillness was deafening.
I shivered a little standing there naked looking at that doorknob.
"Robert."
"Miss Minnie?"
No answer.
I got out of the shower dressing slowly but still hesitated opening the locked bathroom door. Miss Minnie's bedroom door faced it directly across the hall.
I cracked the door after a while finding her door still shut tight.
There was a light breeze wafting through the muted hallway as I stepped outside the bathroom not turning off the light cracking the door instead. I went for Miss Minnie's doorknob again but stopped scared of what would happen if she opened it to confront me. I figured maybe she was still shook from our afternoon withdrawing back into the living room pensive.
I found myself standing there in the kitchenette portion facing the sink noticing the small window above it slightly open as the source of the breeze running into the place. I closed the vertical transom window then opened the fridge. There was a full plate with two chops, rice and peas covered in plastic wrap waiting. Miss Minnie had prepared it for me while I slept. This overwhelming twang of guilt shot through me like an invisible spear making me close the door.
"Robert." There it was plain as day like someone was in the room distracting as I turned looking about the empty living room. I drifted towards the couch taking stock of the soiled cushions and Miss Minnie's discarded brassiere still on the floor with some bits of her dress that had been torn away when I ripped it down her shoulders.
"Robert boy." I turned quickly going to the front door opening it wide staring out in the darkness. There was this playfulness for a fleeting moment that lingered in the night air like smoke from incense.
The odor wafting in from the open sewage ditches remained arresting as I peered out at the open yard bordered on one side by the large metal dumpster finagled from the small town by my host. The crickets were especially loud intermingled with the other night noises. The blacktop road was lit in these orangish little pools from the overhead primitive looking streetlights sporadically lining this boulevard. I didn't know what to expect but felt a creeping sense of anxiety beginning to take me. Thoughts of the little shack sitting obscured on the other side of the dumpster. I recalled the antique vending machine on the side of it stepping into my sneakers without socks.
I left the front door cracked hurrying more down the drive past Miss Minnie's minivan.
"Oh!" She was standing there in front of the vending machine still wearing the same navy blue night dress which struggled with the ridiculous curve and shelf like swell of her hips and buttocks. There were some simple dollar store flip flops on her feet.
"Hey Robert you want a taste?" Daisy Mae was in the process of removing a vanilla cola from the machine looking at me with a warm smile. I stopped a few feet away unsure of how to behave after our last interaction. My heart was thumping loud enough for both of us to hear it.
"Uhm, yeah." She walked over popping the cap on the narrow bottle sidling right up into my chest.
"Trade you a taste for a taste."
"Huh?" Daisy Mae was leaning into me looking at my face with this salacious expression that had me hard as a rock in seconds. She leaned in resting the side of her head against my sternum listening to my rapid heartbeat.
Her hand came up cupping my left cheek directing me down into her waiting lips for a lingering soulful kiss that nearly made me cum in my pants. She followed this up by lifting my chin with the pointer finger of that hand pouring a sip of the ice cold soda into my mouth.
It stung a little making me almost cough.
Daisy Mae kissed me again using her tongue to explore my mouth ending it by sucking on my bottom lip.
"You were missing me real bad; weren't you?"
I just nodded still unsure of how to react after she'd nearly sicced her dog on my earlier in the morning. I had the fleeting question of Arnold's whereabouts in my head but remained silent as she gifted me a third kiss. Daisy Mae turned into me pressing her body against mine. My burgeoning tumescence pressed into the perfect inverted triangle hidden behind the thin cotton fabric of her nightshirt. I felt the bottle pressing into the small of my back. Daisy Mae was saying side to side just staring salaciously at my face until I realized I was moving with her in a sort of two step dance.
The front of her night dress read "If You Love Me Let Me Sleep" which made me think I might be in a dream.
"I can feel how much you missed me; were you sad because I was nasty with you?"
There was nothing I could do but nod acknowledging her truth. My throat felt funny like I wouldn't be able to talk unless she allowed it. Daisy Mae planted some little kisses in the middle of my chest swaying to music only she could hear. My cock was straining against my sweat pants desperate to be inside her. I could feel the lush nature of her inner thighs cradling the head of my penis in that puffy mound teased lightly by her subtle movements.
"Didn't you hate me this morning; just a little bit, huh Robert boy?" She cooed.
I nodded in the negative again sure I'd lost the ability to speak in her presence.
"I like hearing that cause I don't ever want you hating on me; it just wouldn't sit right with me Robert boy. I really don't take kindly to that mess. You ain't exactly aware but I tend to stomp out my haters something fierce so it would be whose you to keep me all ah happy and everything. You make me happy so that I won't make you unhappy boy. I like having you vested in my happiness and I wanna give you something real nice like Robert."
The bottle returned rewarding with a swig which she interrupted roughly shoving me away laughing gregariously.
"You mad, huh?"
Daisy Mae cupped the underside of my package giving my balls a light squeeze then helped herself going into the elastic waistband of my grey sweats handling my cock. I'd forgot to put on some underwear. She started stroking with an easygoing smile on her face.
"Like this? I know you do Robert; men like women playing with their dicks, you hear? Bet I kin get a few loads outta you without even trying real hard; want me to do that, huh? Maybe perhaps you want yourself a nice sloppy blowjob instead, right boy? Want me to suck you all up like I done before; or maybe..."
Daisy Mae took a swig from the bottle still shimmying side to side starting to do a bit of a pirouette raising the hem of her dress revealing no panties underneath. She went full circle taking another drink from the bottle as she came to face me.
"...maybe you wanna stick your thang inside me or maybe you want me to sit on it and bounce until that sun come up, huh Robert boy?" My eyes shifted between her pretty face surrounded by that wild curly mane of unkempt brown hair which was highlighted at the edges by the minimum illuminance from a nearby street light.
I cupped the sides of her face kissing my friend's woman with a mounting feverish passion unbridled. Her hand stroked and tugged making me feel it downstairs from stem to stern with purpose. I was the verge of cumming.
"AH!!" Daisy Mae poured some of her soda on my exposed cock breaking off again laughing.
"You need some cooling down boy; let's just enjoy it for a spell." She lifted the hem of her dress shaking it in a fanning motion exposing her bare muff again as she downed the rest of the soda. My prick throbbed and pulsed.



Daisy Mae stared at the expression on my face biting her lower lip then stuck the tip of the bottle between her lips inverting her cheeks in a parody of fellatio. She favored the bottle continuing the phallic imagery then tossed it into a bush. Her hands slipped under my shirt covering my pecs pinching and rolling my nipples. She was diligent going into the back of my sweats grabbing handfuls of my butt as we made out even more. She moaned into my mouth still rocking us back and forth. There were goosebumps all over my body as I melted away letting go.
My hands slid under the night shirt covering her hyper pear shaped body cupping tits pinching them before running down her sides around to the upper shelf like swell of her huge ass cheeks. My thumbs found the beginnings of her cavernous gluteal cleft pressing down. I attempted to fold the front of her night dress over the back of her neck finding difficulty with the big bushy wealth of curly locks adorning her head. Daisy Mae pressed into me while I was trying pressing my cock against her mound tapping it a few times before inserting it into her thigh gap.
"Rub me down there Robert." Daisy Mae cooed after my tumescence between her plush inner thighs. She grabbed my butt again puppeting me in and out sawing her slit. She was volcanically hot dripping liquid heat all over my endowment as our crotches bumped.
"Fuck." I whispered into her ear which resulted in her breaking contact with another rough shove almost toppling me over. Daisy Mae backed away nodding her head in the negative as I began to panic. She tugged down on the hem of her night shirt visibly gasping with her chest heaving.
"Well, I don't know if I can trust you." She explained taking a step or two backward towards the end of the shack glaring intently.
"You can trust me Daisy Mae."
"I'm not just talking about fucking and stuff like that; I mean like, like REAL TRUST Robert. It's real easy to tell a girl everything she wanna hear when you want in her panties but I'm talking REAL EMOTIONAL, like INVOLVEMENT Robert! Like uh, well uhm, RIDE or DIE!! NO RUNNING!! You understand what I'm getting at right Robert?"
"Yeah Daisy Mae, I'm with you okay?" I was unconvincing standing there with my cock sticking straight out in front of my body like a flagpole. In all honesty I felt like screaming and pouncing on her.
"NO I MEAN WHAT I'M SAYING!!" She shouted getting an echo that should have woke up the neighbors in the distance and even Miss Minnie currently locked behind a closed door because of me.
"I MEAN IT TOO!!" I shouted back.
"You do?"
"Yeah."
"Like for real and everything Robert cause you've gotta be a real man to be with me serious! I don't wanna just play with you cause, like I see so much in you just looking and I want you to want what I'm offering with no regrets. Arnold would die for me ten ways to Sunday if I want but you, I just wanna know I can REALLY TRUST you Robert. I want us to be real fucking honest with each other and no lying! I can't stand that shit! I HATE IT!! If you're really gonna be mine I gots to have me some assurances and all boy! No half stepping on me nigga! Aw shit Robert man!"
Daisy Mae sounded as if she were on the verge of a breakdown still rocking side to side. I took her hands in my own but she snatched them away.
"I'm serious." She cautioned.
"I am too."
Daisy Mae grabbed my hand turning the palm upward staring into it intently narrowing her lime green eyes as if she were looking at something written there I couldn't see. This lasted a few seconds as she looked up with this undecipherable expression on her face that scared me a little.
"Then come on here with me." Her eyes became slits.
Daisy Mae gestured towards the thick foliage at the rear of the adjacent shack in custody of my hand. I might have hesitated but she was already walking back into the wooded area probably to the place we'd hooked up the night before. My gaze dropped to the bouncing cadence of her shelf like derriere which stretched the thin material to the max. The dueling halves of her voluptuous cheeks were hypnotic. Things gradually got darker drawing my attention up finding myself in no man's land as a visiting city boy. My gaze drifted upward finding this stern expression on Daisy Mae's face. The wooded cover of darkness made her lime green eyes stand out even more.
"Uhm, where are we?" I asked feeling anxious at the look I was getting worried she'd been irritated at the trajectory of my gaze. Daisy Mae took both of my hands in her own.
"You real hungry for it ain't you?"
"Yeah." The luminescent hue of her narrow looking eyes kind of took hold of you in this unexplainable manner that prodded the truth up to the surface before you even realized it.
"Okay I'll give you a little but you gotta walk just a bit more up this way."
We went further finding a clearing with a sparse creek running through it in the distance bordered by a number of thin whitish semi-grey colored birch trees. The sound of the water filled the air as Daisy Mae slowly down subtly turning to me in this wooded glen.
"Robert can you do a little something for me?" I figured she wanted us to skinny dip.
"Yeah, whatever you want." I was earnest struggling not to jump her bones.
Daisy Mae slid the night dress over her head revealing her rubenesque nude figure tossing it aside. The sight of her hyper-zaftig proportions struck me dumb for an instant as she shook out her shaggy wealth of brownish curls with informed this big bushy afro of sorts surrounding her rounded freckle peppered visage. Her lime green eyes went wide for an instant getting a frantic reaction as I stripped out of my clothes too.
"I'm gonna get down right here on my hands and knees on this very spot so you can fuck me real good like Robert; I want you to give it to me as hard as you can, I kin take it no problem. I NEED you to FUCK THE SHIT outta ME boy! Don't be trying that marathon shit cause I don't care if its five seconds or five fucking hours and you gotta CUM INSIDE!! That's important nigga...REAL IMPORTANT! And you'd better be listening cause if you fuck up, I'LL NEVER TALK TO YOU AGAIN! And you ain't gonna be getting no more pussy from nobody!! NOBODY ROBERT!! NOBODY!"
My heart thumped hard and faster as she drilled her need into me with this crazed pep talk that should've made me run. My cock was pulsing from the inside radiating outward in scintillating bursts of sexual energy. Some translucent precum with the sticky consistency of syrup dripped from the crown of my prick as she got down on the unkempt grass and dirt assuming this position that looked like a frog on a lily pad. Her butt looked massive.
My cock rammed the back of her cunt so hard motion ripples radiated across her ass like the ones you got when you tossed a pebble into a pool of calm. That one sexually vicious stabbing thrust was accompanied audibly by a loud strained grunt from Daisy Mae. That spearing intrusion upon her volcanically hot and gooey virtue was heralded with an echo that carried across the forest. My balls were wedged into her slit balls hanging between her push womanly thighs. The end of her tunnel similarly pushed backwards adding tis ticklish feeling on my slit.
It felt as if I was on the verge of piercing her womb.
I held it there inside feeling her steaming piping hot cunt massage my girth as it retracted into an airtight sleeve.
It felt like I was losing my virginity for the second time.
Daisy Mae pushed back even harder on her haunches driving her massive butt into my crotch wriggling it a bit as if gearing up. Her narrow opening clamped down trapping my cock inside almost snapping it off as we both mewled.
That humongous ass started pounding into my crotch like a fleshy wrecking ball making these audibly wet claps. Daisy Mae took the initiative shoving her monster butt down onto the base of my endowment with feverish intent making it bounce and wobble all over the place. Kneeling behind her sitting on my haunches provided a sturdy anchor giving Daisy Mae my body as a living anchor. She was already creaming all of my cock as her walls felt like they were tightening up even more than before. My hands came down in duel audible slaps to her jiggling cheeks.
Greedy handfuls of the perfect rounded tops of her hips were captured giving me leverage to stab poke and pierce deep into her narrowing honeypot unabated. The flesh there bulged decadently between my fingers as her pillowy cheeks bounced off my pelvis like a trampoline. Those hands slid to her oddly narrow waist yanking Daisy Mae into my crotch violently. Every roove in her cunt was distinct grinding and gnawing on my still thickening shaft. The sight of her shuddering derriere sent me into near hysterics resulting in a rutting for the ages. She drew her thighs close together making that butt rise up adjacent with my abdomen nearly toucan the bottom of my defined pecs.
The wet squishy sound of her honeypot being rodded out filled the air intermingled with the noisy crickets and occasion hoot off in the distance. My hair started to stand on end accompanied by the prickling of goosebumps across my naked body. My balls swung up between her thighs hitting her mound like a pendulum. Daisy Mae's tunnel was inundated with our intermingled love juices creaming up with this foamy natural lubricant. I couldn't see her face but her groans and grunts through clenched teeth were audible. My crown thumped and stabbed at the end of her tunnel. I started to feel the tip of my cock beginning to pierce something.
I was this kiss.
My crown poked again and again finding tat it was actually a minuscule it of suction.
I wanted more volcanically cradled and cushioned from stem to stern driving my pelvis harder against her voluptuous buttocks. The tip of my cock prodded more efficiently getting some more of this new penetration at once addicted. My hands now clawed into Daisy Mae's shoulder blades from the ack for more leverage desperately working for this new reward for my stated fealty. Her giant derriere started to conform to my thrusts with changing shape as it splashed into my pelvis.
More of the head started to penetrate what felt like this waiting void. Daisy Mae bucked and bounced all over the place lancing herself in a desperate attempt to aid my efforts. I reached up gathering her bushy mane in one hand turning that natural curly fro of hers into a definitive ponytail wrapped around my fist doubled over. The motion ripples across the wide expanse of her badonkadunk were something to see. I reared back mightily on that fistful of hair very nearly arching her lower back in a way that should have snapped this large pear shaped woman in two.
The upper third of my cock burst through accompanied by this blood curdling scream that likely carried for miles.
I exploded inside of her so hard my eyes immediately rolled up into my head.
It felt like I was locked in place at two separate junctions just below the upper half and snuggly around the base of my member as I shot and squirted several ropes of potent thickened jizz into her snatch and probably her womb as well. Despite my stranglehold on her hair, Daisy Mae shoved her enormous derriere into my lap hiding it from view while her walls contracted and squeezed, coaxed, and massaged repeated rounds of cum out of me. I'd never felt anything like it before using both hands now to nearly rip the hair from her pretty head.
Then it was over but my cock was still trapped inside twitching as I flopped over her back releasing her hair. My arms weakly flopped on either side of her while my head lay on her upper back in profile drool running incessantly from my half opened mouth.
I slipped backward landing on the grass and dirt staring up at the stars and the moon through the surrounding trees. I was so exhausted that I could hear my own thumping heartbeat. Daisy Mae was kneeling facing away breathing hard as she ran both hands through her abused hair shaking it out again. She lanced back at me with those lime green corneas almost glowing in similar fashion to the way animals eyes caught light after dark.
She had this weird look on her face as she turned fully on her knees then crawled up at my left side on the grass studying my face intently. Her hand cupped my chin framing it then she used her pointer finger to open my mouth.
Daisy Mae leaned over my face drooling a steady stream of saliva into my open mouth.
"You done real good just like I asked Robert; thank you kindly for your donation and I like you so much I'm even gonna ask you to keep them eyes shut real tight like. You're gonna have to trust me real serious and keep quiet no matter what you hear, okay? Be silent boy and don't you peek no matter what you hear."
"Daisy?" She covered my mouth with her hand then slowly removed it replacing it with her lips kissing me briefly.
"Just keep them lips shut while I do my thang."
She crawled over me on all fours disappearing into the brush leaving me with a fleeting glimpse of her peachy looking snatch perfectly cradled between her pillowy ass cheeks and lush thighs. I couldn't have moved if I wanted almost completely exhausted. Daisy Mae's night dress remained behind as I heard her splashing about in the creek. Despite my condition which made my entire being akin to cement, I managed to turn my head in profile right side. Just through the underside of the excessive foliage I made out some movement in the distance.
Daisy Mae was squatting in the shallow water splashing herself with it repeatedly. This wasn't really washing but something else. I was close enough that I could see her mouth moving but couldn't hear anything she was saying. She used both hands dousing her face with water appearing to chant for a few seconds then stopped squatting there in the stream. I thought of her warning before disappearing starting to slowly try to move in the darkness.
Off in the distance there was the crackling of leaves and shrubbery underfoot.
Someone was approaching alarming me enough to glance under the brush again towards Daisy Mae.
She remained squatting upright with her elbows resting atop her thick thighs in the shallow stream, waiting.
The sounds came from another direction this time making me work harder to move. I didn't want us to be caught in our birthday suits by some rednecks lurking about in the backwoods. It was hard to move much less speak or call out, then I was at once glad. If I yelled whoever it was would hear too. Daisy Mae warned me to keep quiet beforehand.
Maybe she was waiting for these people?
Maybe she was in on it with them?
More crackling leaves and shaking foliage at the edge of my peripheral vision ramped up my anxiety. There was more than one person about in the wooded darkness.
This was coming from a new direction as I fought with my body trying to get it to obey me so that I could get up. I was obscured by the dense brush but didn't know how many people were out here. I panicked when I found that I was unable to call out to Daisy Mae. My joints ached remaining unresponsive prompting me to try rocking back and forth on the grass. My business was out for all the world to see and she was out in the open completely exposed. The crickets seemed to get louder in tandem with what was starting to sound like chanting off in the distance.
I heard a splash off in the distance followed by the sound of someone walking in the creek.
"Le sang est demandé, le sang est donné!"
I wriggled about more frantically turning my head towards the underbrush finding her still there waiting for something. The sounds and chanting were getting louder.
"Le sang est demandé, le sang est donné!"
My heels were starting to move digging up the hearth but my shoulders were inert while my neck ached from the attempted motion.
"Le sang est demandé, le sang est donné!"
I got a good rocking motion going working myself in the direction of the brush. I was torn between seeing who or what was coming or just rolling into a ball. I still couldn't speak or cry out getting scared. I managed to roll onto my stomach just as the splashing stopped peering through the bushes. I was distinctly aware of the biting cold breeze flowing through the wooded area.
"I HAVE COME!!" Some elderly sounding woman called out of nowhere scaring the shit out of me as that particular chant started to multiply. There were a lot of people out here hidden just out of view due to my partial inability to move.
It felt like I was underwater fighting to swim up to the surface as the chants got louder.
Daisy Mae remained squatting there silent facing away from the woman addressing her. She was visually serene with a knowing smile on her freckled face as it got noticeably colder. I squinted finding another person just a foot or two behind her in the creek. This woman was just standing there in a night slip waiting.
I recognized her as Miss Minnie's redneck neighbor from down the street adjacent to the road leading to the Belle home. This nasty ass old lady flashed me days earlier with her husband-son or whatever they were to each other which made my skin crawl just thinking about it. I was pretty sure my life had been in danger but they just wanted to troll me, probably disgust me too.
"I HAVE DELIVERED MY TITHE!!" She sounded desperate amid the chanting looking about nervously.
The chanting continued as she fidgeted.
"HAS MY TITHE BEEN ACCEPTED?!!" The old woman shouted earning an echo that carried.
The chanting got louder.
"I'VE DONE AS YOU ASKED!! EVERYTHING!! I HAVE DELIVERED MY TITHE AS DEMANDED! HAS IT BEEN ACCEPTED?!! LE SANG EST DEMANDE, LE SANG EST DONNE!! PLEASE!! I'VE DONE ALL YOU ASKED OF ME!!"
"You have?" Daisy Mae finally spoke squatting there in the stream in the buff.
"Ahm, not trying to sound ungrateful and all but I don't have much time left. I ain't got no money left for them doctors and they ain't even trying to hide what's happening to me. I know I ain't long for this world, I just wanna have me a time a fore I go beyonder that's all. I want...to be a woman one last time with Jeb. Has my tithe, been accepted?"
She sounded desperate beyond hope. Daisy Mae remained facing away with her chin tucked which made her thick bushy crown of curls hide her eyes.
"HAS MY TITHE BEEN ACCEPTED?!!" The elderly woman shouted again looking as if she would collapse. This was taking a lot out of her as evidenced by the coughing and wheezing that followed.
"It has." The chanting stopped.
Daisy Mae stood up turning to face the woman both standing in the stream. It was quiet for a few moments.
"Shuck on down."
I watched as the woman peeled the slip from her shoulders with trembling hands pulling it down until it was free of her. Underneath she presented a thin gangly body of saggy pockmarked skin discolored in patches and peppered with bruises associated with being bedridden for an extended period of time. Her crinkly blonde hair was patchy with visible boils in those spots. Her face read of unyielding continuous agony with a hangdog expression.
She exchanged glances with Daisy Mae now wheezing and gasping as if she were on her last legs.
The elderly woman slowly mimicked her squat almost falling over never taking eyes from the lime green ones hidden behind the wealth of hair covering the pretty freckled face underneath. She started splashing herself in the creek in the same fashion as Daisy Mae. Her action became more frenzied prompted by the gradually stern expression on Daisy Mae's face. I watched this old lady start to panic and sob uncontrollably splashing water everywhere until she fell forward on hands and knees shivering with her labored crying echoing.
Was this some sort of grift carried out by Daisy Mae?



She didn't say anything looking down upon the old woman with an impassive expression as I watched from the brush. It was heartbreaking to see that woman kowtowing before her with streams of tears running off her face into the creek water.
"Le sang est demandé, le sang est donné."
This woman looked up again at her shivering from the icy night chill a frost that cut through to the bone and the water running beneath her. The area was gradually illuminated under the overhead moonlight giving me a shock I'd be remembering on my deathbed.
The creek was blood red.
This elderly woman noticed immediately going into a full panic with a scream emerging from her bowels that was suddenly stifled in the wooded darkness by a big ham fist covering her mouth. The other hand quickly handled the back of the woman's skull palming it.
Daisy Mae suddenly dropped into a squat hands in place on the woman's head.
She shoved the woman's head under the water creating a splash of the crimson water under the moonlight.
I tried to lurch forward on my belly aching all over as Daisy Mae held the woman under the water eventually mounting her chest. I tried to call out to her, scream even. My fingers dug trenches into the grass and dirt as I pulled myself closer to the underside of the bushes straining with all my might. The elderly woman's hands clawed and grabbed at her biceps nails even drawing blood. I couldn't see Daisy Mae's face obscured by her curly mane.
The woman's hands dropped into the running stream.
All was quiet other than the sound of crickets and something else just above a whisper.
One of the woman's legs which was bent at the knee subtly sank into the water hiding the body as I buried my face in the dirt unable to call out of cry. I'd just witnessed a weird murder. It felt as if I were losing my grip on sanity.
"Le sang est demandé, le sang est donné."
Daisy Mae removed her hands sitting there in a squat looking at her handiwork, then slowly stood.
"LE SANG EST DEMANDE, LE SANG EST DONNE!!" She shouted getting an echo in the wooded glen.
The water was normal again.
It was time for my second shock of the night.
Another woman walked out of the wooded area on the far side of the creek hanging just out of view near the tree line.
Then another.
...and another with her head hidden under a patchy burlap bag. The ends were tied off making them look like doe ears.
She was nude, a black woman with a young nubile body.
More appeared lining the edges of the creek some remaining in the shadows partially obscured by the foliage and trees. My heart was thumping as I went into a silent panic when a pair of bare feet appeared right over me. Another nude black woman disappeared into the brush giving a back view of her sculped body tight buttocks and odd lavender colored hair. She hadn't noticed me or maybe she didn't care. I could hear more of these women come out into the open all lining the sides of the creek. I wished I'd taken Daisy Mae's advice and closed my eyes.
"Le sang est demandé, le sang est donné."
"LE SANG EST DEMANDE, LE SANG EST DONNE!!" All of them shouted with voices carrying into the night air.
My eyes settled on one woman in particular with this incredible slim thick body topped with an incredible pair of sloping breasts. I couldn't make out her face on the other side of the creek but her eyes seemed to be catching the light much in the way and animals would to compensate for the darkness. Daisy Mae stood there looking about at the assemblage pushing her hair back exposing her face to the moonlight.
My eyes went wide.
The elderly woman stood up slowly straightening her back with bones audibly cracking under Daisy Mae's glare.
I felt myself losing it on the verge.
This was a much younger woman with a body devoid of the bruises, blemishes, and discolored sores. The saggy bits and portions of skin hanging from her arms and this pouch in front of her abdomen receded. Her deflated breasts were fuller now but still sort of pendulous. Her body was long and lean otherwise, renewed. She was affected standing there in the creek with Daisy Mae looking down at her palms, huffing almost hyperventilating.
Daisy Mae used a single pointer finger to raise this woman's chin up into the moonlight.
The body language of this renewed woman radiated an intense fear evidenced by her heaving bosom. This open wooded glen with a creek running through it was at once deathly silent as if all gathered were waiting for the other shoe to drop. I was still struggling with myself to move an inch feeling the strain all over. The women were silent.
Daisy Mae leaned in rewarding this woman with a slow sensual kiss that seemed to last forever.
"Your tithe has been accepted Elsie; you, are accepted but first blood belongs to the moon."
All of the woman were already walking into the creek in mass closing this wide circle around Elsie who looked entranced by the glare of Daisy Mae's lime green eyes illuminated in the darkness. I became aware of even more women present as more appeared walking in the water at Elsie and Daisy Mae's backs with the latter parting unwilling to stand directly behind their obvious leader. I doubted everything before my own eyes forcing disbelief for sanity's sake. The circle slowly got smaller as Elsie looked about at the women quite a few who were hiding their identities in various ways. One women was wearing a pinkish pillowcase over her head. All were nude.
Elsie's somewhat pendulous breasts were handled from behind nipples pinched and rolled by nimble fingers. She responded arching her back pushing her narrow hips backward as another hand reach in cupping her sex fingers disappearing. Other hands were caressing and massaging her everywhere as one of the unmasked women kissed her passionately followed by another who simply ran the flat of her tongue along Elsie's chin.
Daisy Mae watched everything with visibly salacious interest.
Two of the women fondled, groped, and eventually suckled a single breast apiece eliciting a passionate moan from the renewed convert. More of these women crowded in slowly swarming her as labored cries of passion echoed across the wooded glen. Elsie was lost hidden by this nude mob of strange women. They became this undulating mass of movement all moaning, whimpering, and collectively making love to Elsie. Just watching this made every fiber in my being light up like electricity was crackling throughout. My cock was thickening with veins sprouting.
The women surged outward revealing custody of Elsie's limbs with two women on each while a duo of nude woman supported her back underneath raising her gasping high into the air. Spread eagle it looked as if Elsie would be drawn and quartered as the women yanked hard on her limbs leaning backward with all their might.
Elsie was lifted higher into the air facing the heavens in a sort of offering.
Daisy Mae handled her inner thighs leaning in as her convert's eyes went wide in mixed panic and apprehension.
I watched her pleasure Elsie while she was being held aloft level with the woman's head. There wasn't much to see because of Daisy Mae's wealth of curly brown hair which obscured everything from view. Elsie went through a wide range of emotions head rolling about on her neck as she was eaten into hysterics. She flopped about trying to wrench and twist away but found herself held fast by the mob of odd women who formed this sort of human alter.
Daisy Mae stopped abruptly.
"First blood shall now be claimed in payment."
"LE SANG EST DEMANDE, LE SANG EST DONNE!!" All of the women shouted in unison all of their voices carrying.
Then it was quiet again save for the sole sound of additional footfalls leaves and sticks crushed underfoot until splashing was heard. This person was approaching from Daisy Mae's rear. The thumping of my own heartbeat was deafening. At this point I was nearly humping the grass and mulch with a turgid erection. I was starting to gasp.
A man appeared, from profile from my vantage point walking into the stream coming up from behind Daisy Mae.
He was nude.
...sporting an oversized engorged endowment fully erect protruding from his body like a flagpole.
This guy was old, likely older than Elsie herself with a receding hairline of ragged grey hair clinging to the back of his wizened head. He was packed with muscle rather more accurately described as sinewy.
All of the women shifted about becoming a human throne as the heads of two of them appeared hooked over Elsie's shoulders. She was manipulated into a sitting position legs splayed apart. Her lower half was shifted in his direction as this well used stud reached down grabbing her rather thin legs in his large gnarled hands. Elsie's eyes went wide in horror as he shoved her thighs into her abdomen.
Her bloodcurdling scream could be heard for miles as she was impaled and roughly fucked with nowhere to go.
The living altar shifted and redoubled its grip on Elsie.
There was nothing she could do, nowhere to go as she was bred with this old gnarly man who seemed to be in this sort of trance. Two women were nursing a breast apiece while other disembodied hands rubbed and caressed every free part of her body. Even her face was cradled as she was thoroughly screwed with machine like proficiency. He didn't make a sound, just sawing in and out of her cunt. Elsie's horrified screams got louder sending jolts of energy to my limbs.
Daisy Mae was nowhere to be seen.
"OH MY GAWD SOMEBODY HELP ME!! AW!! PLEASE IT HURTS!! PLEASE GAWD!!!" Her cries for help were suddenly met with a loud cacophony of screams, jeers and curses as Elsie found her voice. The women scrambled to the four winds leaving the woman to fall into the water impaled with this large knotted man atop her still thrusting away.
"GET HIM OFF!!" One of her thin arms was waving in the air starting to go limp.
My limbs felt as if they were released almost as if they'd been pinned down under a mill stone. I scrambled to my feet behind the brush finding my voice as well. The sound that erupted from deep within carried across the open wooded area surrounding the stream.
It was quiet.
I realized I was visible standing there as this revenant of a man stopped what he was doing looking directly at me.
His eyes were missing.
He was hollowed out nothing inside, just a sheath of black skin there in the darkness. There was this flicker inside the missing eye holes kind of like the effect you'd get from a campfire. His face was one I'd never forget to my dying day. It was quiet other than the crickets and varied night sounds of the forest. It felt like I'd done a wrong as he righted himself pulling Elsie to her feet. She looked different, darker around the eyes clinging to his side watching. The women started to reappear at the edge of the creek. They were peering at me without word.
"Aw boy, I told you not to make a sound." Daisy Mae's voice was there at the back of my left ear.
"LE SANG EST DEMANDE, LE SANG EST DONNE!!" All of the women shouted.
I pivoted turning to run.
Those eyes were there surrounded by darkness and nothing else. It felt as if I'd run into this big sweaty brick wall.
My scream was deafening.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Irresistible force or immovable object?!" She asked again, more insistently getting both knees on the bed. Phoebe steadied herself with a hand on her elaborate cushioned French headboard. She reached down handling me.
"Uh, irresistible force?"
"Wrong." She cooed throwing a leg over my body as she mounted me cowgirl.
Phoebe's words took immediate meaning as I found myself pinned under her heavy body with nothing but her swollen sloping belly and massive breasts in my immediate field of vision. Our combined weight had me sinking into the lush mattress spread eagle. My cock was trapped into her pulsing snatch at an angle which left no doubt about what was going to happen. I could hear Phoebe taking these measured breathes huffing ass her tits jiggled with a light rubbery bounce. I could feel it in the air, something electric. She inhaled audibly, almost creating an echo off the bedroom walls.
Phoebe seized up around the base of my cock.
"AW SHIT!! DAMN PHOEBE!!! YOU GOT ME SHOOK!!!" I shouted, getting a giggle in the darkness.
********
MS. CONSENSUAL: PART 2
It felt as if were literally trapped under a boulder. The grip of her cunt was skintight around the base of my endowment seizing up further with each breath she took. The feeling was un-real making me feel as if I were about to cum from the sensation alone. I felt her rhythmically tensing up, hearing more giggling but unable to look up directly at Phoebe due to her pregnant belly and milk filled breasts.
"Aw man that feels so good Phoebe."
"Like it, huh?"
"Damn, it feels like I'm gonna cum already even after everything we've done tonight."
"Okay."
"Huh?" Phoebe was starting to rock sawing her hips in a rowing motion while squeezing the shit out of me. My balls were mashed into the mattress trapped between my thighs dragging the bedding. The satin sheets were bunched up underneath me.
"Blow as many loads as you want; I mean, it's kind of a moot point considering." Her hand came into view motioning towards her belly.
"AW SHIT...it's, okay?"
"Yeah, besides I already told you that you're gonna leave this house walking funny when I'm done with you, check it out." Her widened hips wrenched forward taking me on a ride as she arched her back making me realize she wasn't so much sitting atop me but was kneeling. Her weight kept me a captive audience to her physical prowess even in an advanced stage of pregnancy. Phoebe worked out like a beast as one of her coping mechanisms. Her baby daddy Bentley's cheating had been the catalyst.
Before I realized it, I was blowing several loads deep up inside her.
"I came."
"So, what." Phoebe kept it up riding me with this pitched rocking motion that felt like a sexual wrecking ball as I continued spewing. The feeling was scintillating, making my toes curl as I realized she wasn't going to stop. The French styled bed she preferred was creaking under our combined weight as she seemed to get heavier pushing my pelvis deeper into the mattress underneath. Phoebe was trying to lean forward, finding her swollen belly an obstacle.
"I CAME PHOEBE!!"
"YEAH, SO WHAT I'M GONNA MAKE YOU WALK FUNNY!!" She shouted jubilantly, much different from the brooding creature I'd encountered when the night began.
Phoebe kept it up rocking and grinding me back into hardness adding a swivel to her hips that made me groan. It felt indescribable and squirmy as she cupped her huge milk filled breasts together squeezing them in pumping fashion. Seconds later, her lactation sprinkled down raining on my face leaving me befuddled. Phoebe was out of the box half snorting and giggling grinding me into raw meat.
"YOU'RE GONNA WALK FUNNY AHAHAHA!!" Phoebe shouted again it sound like some demented mantra as I reached the precipice again on the verge of cumming again.
"COME ON PHOEBE!!"
"NOPE!!" Her movements got more frantic while she felt even heavier as I exploded inside her again with a loud injured series of yelps. Her pussy was so tight, it honestly felt like a hand was inside it jerking me off. To make matters worse, these clamping pincer type motions were gnawing away at the base of my member. Ore bursts of her copious lactation sprinkled on my face as she kept rocking to and fro taking me on that scintillating ride through sexual hell.
"AW SHIT!!" Her mischievous laughter got louder.
I passed out.
[DARKNESS.]
"Hey."
Phoebe's voice came through sounding like she was at the end of a tunnel.
"Hey, wake up."
My body felt like it weighed a metric ton as I tried to regain consciousness, starting to hear some other muffled noises along with the cooing nature of Phoebe's rather childish sounding tone.
"WAKE YOUR ASS UP!!"
My eyes shot open.
I was there in the partially darkened bedroom with the only ambient lighting coming from a wall mounted flatscreen television. I was still lying there nude on my back looking up at the ceiling feeling a pointer finger poking me in the shoulder until I looked over to find Phoebe there beside me on the mattress. Her hair was drawn back into a ponytail, and she was wearing a red lace negligee that accentuated her bulging cleavage. I noticed a big heart shaped box of chocolates in the bed between us.
"What?"
"I need some ice chips, and maybe you should make a pitcher of ice water too."
"Huh?"
"Ice chips, fucking understand English, right?" The attitude was back as I rubbed the back of my head fully regaining consciousness.
"Mad again?"
"Pussy, you fell asleep while I was getting my fuck on; since you couldn't keep it up, I had a wash. I WANT SOME FUCKING ICE CHIPS!!"
"ALRIGHT!!" I sat up looking around for my clothes finding nothing.
"Don't worry about your clothes, we're still gonna fuck."
"Oh, good to know." I replied dripping with sarcasm.
I thought we hashed things out but hadn't counted on her condition overriding our normally easygoing friendship. Since Bentley wasn't around, I was Phoebe's proxy punching bag grumbling as I strolled to the split style barn doors leading into the kitchen proper. I ended up filling a Ziplock bag full of ice cubes from the dispenser on the door of her industrial sized fridge smashing them into chips with a meat tenderizer pouring the icy shrapnel into a bowl.
"What the fuck is this?"
"Ice chips."
"Ice shit?"
"Come on Phoebe, I made those in the kitchen."
"Hey man, listen to me very carefully; I want you to walk your narrow ass back into the kitchen and open the fucking fridge door on the freezer side. The freezer side, understand? Now, you go do that, just like I said, okay?"
I didn't say anything turning to do her bidding.
"Hey."
"What?"
"Wanna take your dinky little android phone, just in case you forget what I said on the way to the kitchen?"
"NO!"
"You mad?"
"What do you care?"
"GET MY GODDAMN ICE CHIPS!!"
Just inside the freezer door I found a metal tumbler filled to the brim with the motherfucking ice chips. They were these perfect little oval pieces of ice with a spherical indentation in the center. I felt like an idiot caveman silently raging silently in the kitchen tossing my crap bowl of ice into the sink so hard it bounced to the floor. This jolted me out of my anger realizing that I was dealing with a woman whose normal personal issues were currently magnified to extremes.
"Thanks baby." Phoebe shifted gears sounding more relaxed when I returned with the tumbler. This gave me the idea maybe she heard a bit of my rage attack in the kitchen down the corridor.
"Anything else?"
"Yeah, I want you to put your dick in my mouth."
"Huh?!"
"I want to suck your dick, now." She was more insistent.
"You don't have to do that." In the flickering light of the mounted television, I saw her brow furrow at once worried she was about to throw a full tantrum.
"It my understanding that you are my cabana boy for the weekend while my shitty neglectful husband is off getting his backdoor resized by any number of people. It is my understanding that I have already told you that you will be walking funny when you leave this house. Tell me I'm fucking wrong. Are you tired of my fat bloated ass?"
"Come on, don't do that shit."
"Are you gonna stick your dick in my mouth, or not?" Phoebe asked, popping a few ice chips in her mouth audibly sucking on them. We stared at one another for a moment with me losing the test of wills looking over at the old movie playing on her screen. Frankie Avalon and Annette Funicello were engaging in a duet in a split screen, each with respective lovers in a movie I instantly recognized as "How to Stuff a Wild Bikini" from my childhood.
When I looked back Phoebe was still staring expectantly at me slurping on the ice chips. Her enormous tits looked incredible bulging out of the deep V-neck of her negligee. Her left boob overlapped with the other with her big rounded areola partially exposed. It's darkness contrasted with her light olive skin tone. Phoebe slurped on some more ice chips staring back at me blankly. Her eyes shifted downward to my cock as it lengthened and fattened.
She smirked, tossing the half-eaten box of chocolates aside towards the foot of the bed as I crawled onto it presenting my cock on my knees.
The upper half pushed into her lips finding a slight bit of resistance which I couldn't tell if it was intentional or not and the vestiges of some remaining ice chips. Her tongue caressed and swirled behind those lips jockeying those ice chips around as her cheeks inverted in this prolonged, very audible slurp. It felt so intense I was obliged to lean over her on all fours flattening my palms on the mattress taking her mouth. This wasn't the bottomless head of past lovers like Yoli or Takisha, but her own brand of acute fellatio. It felt so good, I barely realized I was humping her mouth until she broke contact slurping on some more ice chips. Both of her areolas were exposed now.
"Wanna fuck'em?" Phoebe noticed the trajectory of my gaze.
"Yeah." She handled the big overlapping breast curving her fingertips into it lifting it up exposing her horizontal cavernous cleavage in invitation.
"Stick your dick inside and cum for me; then I'm gonna need mine too."
I planted my prick lengthwise inside as Phoebe let go cradling my tumescence in her swollen mams luxuriating in the heated cushiony embrace. Her large tits were heavy adding sweaty friction as I fucked them with increasing intensity on all fours. Phoebe grunted lightly as I pounded her weighted tits feeling her erect nips bumping my lower abdomen and crotch.
Phoebe added a flick of her tongue lapping at my stomach each time I pushed into her heavy cleavage.
My splooge filled her meaty crevice to excess.
"Hurry, come around and stick it inside; just push it inside me." I slid off the mattress with urgency rounding the corner of her bed finding her naked buns and juicy peach staring me in the face. My cock was a creamy glazed over mess. She remained lying on her side in the reclining buddha pose with her butt off the edge of the bed drawing her knees forward a little when she knew I was there.
Phoebe let out this extended sigh as I found easy entrance inside her volcanic confines. Her cunt was wet, sticky, and gummy completely lubricated sort of sticking to my invading prick. I managed total immersion to the hilt as we both let out a joint moan enjoying the tactile sensation of that initial penetration. My hands went to her left hip digging fingertips into the crease as handgrips for leverage. I quickly got back up becoming erect methodically pumping Phoebe with extended long strokes. She had a few more ice chips slurping and crunching audibly on them like hard candy.
In this position, Phoebe's butt had this sort of elastic resilience bouncing off my pelvis with a rubbery side jiggle. She kept munching on the ice chips while I hit it like ass was going out of style. Both of her breasts were fully exposed with visible moisture forming on her saucer sized areolas. Phoebe took a last mouthful of ice tossing the tumbler away grabbing a handful of her left boob pinching and rubbing the nipple between two fingers until she got a light squirt of her milk. She kept this up working that nipple repeatedly sprinkling lactation on her satin sheets.
"Aw yeah butter me up real good, get fucking sloppy with it. Fuck that pregnant pussy like you own it; I want you to creampie the shit out of me. Wet me up with your fucking jizz and then let me suck it some more." The soft lilting moan accompanying Phoebe's directing of traffic enhanced our tryst as I started painting her insides.
I pulled out spraying several bursts across her cheeks until it was a sloppy mess with my watery spunk was running off the curve of her thickened derriere.
"Take a pic; I want something to jerk off to, later." Phoebe pulled her iPhone from under a pillow casually handing it back to me.
I got a few shots giving her several pics before handing the phone back as it rang with an incoming text.
"Give me that phone!" She snapped her fingers incessantly until the phone was back in her hand reading the message as I took in my handiwork.
I'd made a considerable mess of her buttocks and inner thighs close to her snatch. Phoebe seemed to have eyes in the back of her head reaching back grabbing a cheek pulling it to reveal her soiled openings for my viewing pleasure, I guess. Before I even realizing it, I was dipping my wick in the splotches of jizz between her cheeks coating the head of my member. Phoebe had this kind of pink, reddened "chub rub" in her gluteal cleft sharper in color around her rear entrance. I plopped inside going a mile a minute while Phoebe kept that cheek parted with one hand while her other hand tapped away at her phone.
"Hey take that out for a minute." She roughly slapped at my plunging member out of the blue just as I was getting into it.
"What?!"
"I feel nasty; I'm going to hit up the shower, but I need you to get my food." I took her arm helping her to sit upright. Phoebe handled my pecker finding that it surged in her palm. She looked slightly happy with this half smirk on her fuller face.
"What food?"
"Already paid for at the front door; all you have to do is take the bag from the delivery boy." She was picking at her hair looking about for the universal remote pausing the television.
"Uh, sure."
"Don't worry, I'm going to let you finish up in my ass." Phoebe winked making my cock twitch.
I left her sitting there on the edge of the bed walking first to the bathroom wrapping a towel around my waist. Phoebe met me coming out with this serene look on her face as she ran a finger along the side of my arm before giving my index finger a tug. I was worried she'd snatch my towel, but she gave me a push towards the front door keeping the charged atmosphere between us. I pulled away lightly disengaging us walking to the front door making sure to keep my body behind hidden as I unlocked and opened it.
"OH!"
Bentley was standing there with two large plastic bags of takeout that looked like they'd come from multiple franchises.
"Oh, hey nigga." Phoebe's mousy voice broke the sudden shock of seeing him there in the doorway in the middle of the night staring back with eyes as big as saucers. His gaze traveled from me as I looked back following the trajectory.
Phoebe was standing there visible a few feet away in the corridor with one hand on the wall wearing that negligee which was shortened due to her pregnancy leaving her shaved muff on display. Her breasts were bulging even more than before with those darkened saucer sized areolas visible through the lace chemise. She had this evil looking glib expression on her face looking like some kid that got caught with her hand in the cookie jar. Phoebe even put a pointer finger in her mouth nibbling on a nail.
"Thanks for bringing your baby some food." Phoebe said playfully, almost giggling like some juvenile moppet.
I didn't know what to say.
There was nothing I could say as he stood there holding the stuffed bags looking half crazed with a five o'clock shadow wearing a frayed skater jacket, sweats and some cheap sneakers. There was a ball cap on his head that obviously didn't fit. The twentysomething had fallen on hard times. Bentley was at once, grief stricken.
"HERE!" Bentley shoved the bags into my hands barely giving me time to react. This resulted in my towel falling away exposing my own nudity.
"Sorry!" I shouted an apology, but he was already running down the driveway where an uber waited. I struggled with the food bags, finally getting them under control as I turned to Phoebe.
"It's fine; toss that shit in the trash."
"What?"
"I'm not hungry anymore." Phoebe slammed the bathroom door. The shower started soon after as I looked at the food haul left behind.
I packed the bags into the fridge walking back to the bedroom.
"You think I'm awful, don't you?" Phoebe asked upon returning to the bedroom wrapped in a terrycloth robe that was too sizes big hiding her figure from view.
"He cheated on you so all's fair in war and love. Bentley is a reprobate son of a bitch who bruised your ego by cheating on you with a woman in her fifties. So, you get cart Blanche to run him down and toy with his sanity until he either offs himself or come over here looking for trouble wherein you'll probably light his ass up with a pistol and be immediately exonerated by reporting him as an abusive ex looking to harm you and his unborn child."
Phoebe stood there in the doorway processing my answer for a few moments, then walked over giving me a kiss on the forehead before crawling into bed beside me still wearing the robe. She restarted her movie snuggling up with me under the satin bedding.
"Rub my belly." Phoebe went back into her reclining preferred buddha position in the middle of the bed requiring me to move my feet initially. I got behind her as she undid the sash on her robe pulling my hand inside to rest on her tummy.
"Assuming he survives this pregnancy; are you even going to let Bentley see his kid?"
"Haven't thought that far ahead."
"Phoebe."
"Don't, I just uhm...want you to stay with me this weekend, and fool around a lot. I know I'm supposed to be the fucking good girl and shit, but not right now. I got aches and pains, swollen titties full of milk for a baby that ain't even here yet, and my pussy stays wet, like all the time. You're one of my best friends in the world so, just lump it and fuck me a whole lot."
"Is that all you need from me?"
"No."
"What else, then?"
"Be nice to me no matter what I do to that motherfucker that knocked me up. Just ignore that shit; I know what I'm doing, okay?"
I didn't answer watching the wall mounted flatscreen television. Eric Von Zipper aka comedian actor Harvey Lembeck was doing a musical number in a poolhall with his motorcycle gang singing an oddly affecting song "Follow the Leader" which addressed his apparent change of lifestyle for a woman he was smitten with. My hand softly caressed and rubbed her tummy and another man's baby inside. I felt like scum of the earth even though Phoebe used me as a prop to emotionally gut this child's father.
"Don't be mean to me." Phoebe cooed softly drifting off.
I followed moments later.
[DARKNESS]
"YOU CAN'T CATCH ME!!!" Vicky took off running hard. It was equally difficult not to laugh at her awkward gait because she looked like a big ostrich running across the grass with her arms folded across her chest. Her horseplay got the better of me as I closed the distance between us reaching out unsure if I wanted to grab her arm or that big, jiggling butt.
"BRING THAT ASS HERE VICKY!!" She glanced back finding me a fingertip's distance away suddenly kicking it into overdrive bounding easily away from me laughing and giggling like a demented toddler.



"COME ON, CAN'T YOU KEEP UP BITCH?!!" Vicky taunted.
"HATE YOU!!"
I picked things up from my end speeding after her as she neared the picnic tables. My left hand was outstretched aimed directly at her bouncing cheeks, tan lines, and all. I figured I deserved something for the impromptu workout. Vicky suddenly stopped short of the tables so quickly that I wasn't going to be able to avoid colliding with her.
"MOTHER-FUCKER!!"
Her fist smashed into my nose flattening it with the force of a battering ram. It was so sudden and vicious; I was instantly laid out on the grass looking up at the afternoon sun. It honestly felt like I'd been hit in the face with a baseball bat.
Phoebe's cute rounded face appeared in my field of vision as a bird flew by overhead. She looked pissed off to the ninth degree.
Tears were streaming down her cheeks.
**********************************************************************************************
My eyes opened fluttering in the sunlight filtering in from a nearby window. I was buried under a comforter snug finding the television still on with a paused movie on its screen. Jody McCrea aka Deadhead was frozen in the process of being saved from drowning by a mermaid that looked familiar. As a former tv head I placed the actress as Marta Kristen from this old television show called Lost In Space. I was wrapped up nicely and comfortable trying to figure out why my periodic dream returned at this time. The dream always signaled something coming down the pipe. This time Phoebe appeared this time making me antsy to go address it with the woman in question.
"Aw shit." I facepalmed hearing voices in the other room, familiar voices.
The smells of breakfast food assailed my nostrils as I began to sit up listening to a lively conversation in what sounded like Phoebe's kitchen. I was feeling it everywhere after being mauled by my manic host. My bones cracked as I stretched my shoulders arms outward. There was nothing but the towel left to wrap around my pelvis opening the bedroom door to retrieve some clothing from my bag in the living room.
Everything just sort of happened once I was well, deployed to keep Phoebe company by her "husband" Oliver. Now I stepped out into the corridor hearing strains of "Under the Influence" by Chris Brown. There was no mistaking the source of the music and the identity of the singer's number one fan in my life. Months earlier a certain star slid into her DM, but got out just as quickly, but not before she took a screen shot of it. It was sort of a prized possession and the subject of much comedic back and forth conversations between us.
Those sixty plus inches of online fame greeted me wrapped in a skintight pair of Fushia high waisted daisy duke shorts on the verge of bursting at the seams, sort of distressed material. Her huge heart shaped donk was showing out this Saturday morning getting an instant reaction from me below the waist. The bottoms of her rich chocolate cheeks bulged ridiculously from the bottoms of those shorts like baked bread. On second thought, cake.
"What're you doing here?"
"This ain't your house...and check your tone." Rashida answered glancing back at me as she leaned against the lower half of the door peering into the kitchen.
The upper half of the barn style door was open. My usual running buddy and partner in crime wore a lime green Cami crop tank top. Her lemon sized boobs looked fetching minus any sort of brassiere sitting perfectly on her chest as Rashida regarded me with her customary mean mug, one raised eyebrow. I glared back looking her in the face unflinching where many other men always looked away under that patented stern gaze. She was made up professionally with a three earrings in each ear and her usual choice of jazzy updo which was more of a pony hawk this morning.
"I invited her over so that we could get to know one another." Phoebe interjected inside the kitchen where she was presently cooking a decadent omelet. She was wearing an oversized pair of beige silk pajamas with her hair pinned up.
"We talked about this last night."
"You said she couldn't come over last night, not today." Phoebe corrected.
"OH, YOU DON'T WANT ME AROUND?!" Rashida perked up, animated. Her phone was on top of the shelf inside the upper half of the kitchen barn door playing the tunes.
"Relax, this is supposed to be Phoebe's weekend." I explained planting my hand in the small of her back just above the swell of her sixty plus inches of online fame. My hand had a mind of its own sliding down over the upper swell of her butt.
"...but you're feeling on my ass, huh? Make it make sense daddy." Rashida called me out playfully while Phoebe shot me a disparaging look holding the skillet in one hand. I raised the offending hand doing the twinkling fingers gesture at Phoebe.
Both women burst into laughter as Rashida motioned towards her cheek getting a peck as she turned her narrow head at an angle.
"Thought you said you wore his ass out last night?" Rashida questioned Phoebe getting a chortle.
"It's nine in the morning; he was out at two in the morning snoring like a hillbilly."
"You fell asleep before me!"
"Correction, napped; there's a distinct difference."
"You didn't put me to sleep, stop flossing." I playfully argued back slipping my arm around Rashida's narrow waist getting that mean mug again but ignoring it.
"I SMASHED the FUCK out of you last night; and you getting that work today too! I'm gonna embarrass you in front of your girlfriend!" Phoebe's tone skewed slightly urban sort of mimicking Rashida's verbal mannerisms.
"WE DON'T GO TOGETHER!" Both of us shouted at the same time as my hand was shoved away from her narrow waist roughly. I looked at Rashida for a second, then back at Phoebe busy using a spatula to place the decadent looking omelet on a plate of fine china.
"You guys are friends, right?"
"Well, yeah." Rashida answered ruefully, side eyeing me like I'd said something to Phoebe.
"And you fuck too, right?"
"Sure." I answered unevenly.
"She's your woman then." Phoebe chortled as Rashida shrieked opening her oven pulling out some biscuits with her other hand which was covered in an oven mitt.
"HEY!" I shouted.
"Shut up "daddy" and stop acting like you're not thinking about having a totally epic threesome with us." Both of us shrieked making our pregnant host laugh outloud.
"Should you be doing something like that when you're pregnant?"
"Doctor says I can have as much sex as I want; you think it's gross?" Phoebe glanced at Rashida pointedly worrying that her attitude might rear its ugly head.
"Of course not, I've never had a baby before, but I always thought you had to sit on the bench when you had a bun in the oven. I mean, there's nothing wrong with it but I'd be worried about you getting hurt, or the baby."
"Oh yeah?" Phoebe was using some tongs putting slices of Canadian bacon on three plates stealing a bite from one munching loudly.
"Well, I'm just saying that's what I thought." Rashida added somewhat awkwardly.
"No shit; hey, you ever had a threesome before, like with daddy here?"
"Huh, well no....now that I think of it which is surprising considering all the times we've hooked up." Rashida cupped the back of her head in thought as I facepalmed.
"Ever been with a girl?"
"No, not really; but I took turns with uhm, some friends but that was different because we were taking turns with this nigga-uh, this brother. We were like, in the same room and everything, but we weren't doing it to each other. Uhm, well we rode this guy together. I was uh, sitting on his face while that other..bitch was sitting on his junk."
Both of us chaffed inside in front of Phoebe for different reasons as Rashida recalled the veritable orgy, she'd engaged in with her former best friend and infamous present enemy who was currently persona non-grata. Rashida shot me a look that read shame with Phoebe picking up on it.
"I had my first threesome with your man right here." Phoebe chortled seeming to enjoy the nonverbal interplay between me and Rashida.
"He's not my man."
"Yeah, at this point he's pretty much for the streets."
"HEY!!" I shouted, making both of them laugh, breaking the underlying tension in the room.
"Take out the garbage." Phoebe ordered, holding my breakfast plate hostage.
The small shiny metal cylindrical can was stuffed with all of the takeout Bentley brought in the middle of the night. She'd removed the food from the fridge and trashed it putting an exclamation point on her view of him as her narcistic plaything post breakup. Phoebe looked down at the trashed takeout then at me with furrowed brows starting to get heated. Rashida looked from my face to hers unsure of what would happen next.
"TAKE THE MOTHERFUCKING GARBAGE OUT!!" Phoebe screamed like a banshee.
"YES SIR!!" I saluted, shouting back, suddenly jolting Phoebe out of her attitude.
"Damn." Rashida commented.
"I'm gonna put some fucking pants on in case you two wanna get cute and lock me outside, like last night."
"Whatever." Phoebe shot back waved me off turning back to the plates on the counter almost hissing under her breath.
"Everything okay, I mean up in here, like right now?"
"Don't worry baby, everything's peachy keen." I retorted getting an additional nuclear glare from Phoebe for using her short lived porn name as a dig. My hand landed in the middle of Rashida's sixty plus inches of online fame with a loud audible clap that drew Phoebe's attention. Her head jerked in my direction with an animalistic snarl written all over her face.
"TAKE THAT FUCKING GARBAGE OUT!!"
"OKAY!!" I stomped off shoulders stiffened getting into some blue sweats and a white tee before snatching up the stuffed can.
Fire was pumping through my veins from the verbal abuse and disrespect in front of Rashida as I walked to the outside dumpster. This time I was smart enough to take the keys to the locked receptacle, noticing a raccoon bolting off across the street as I approached. It made sense why everybody's garbage was on lock and key in hindsight. A few feet out from the house I realized I was barefoot.
"Hey, what the fuck?!!" I was beaned in the back of the head with an egg with the kitchen screen door slamming loudly.
Instead of going back I dumped the trash as ordered, standing there leaning against the dumpster taking a break from Phoebe's toxic tantrum.
"I DON'T CARE IF YOU HATE ME!!" She didn't keep me waiting yelling unseen from the screen door loud enough to be heard a few doors over. Luckily, there was a concrete canyon on this side of her ranch styled home bordered with a large city erected fence. The next couple of affluent homes were a good fifty feet away on its opposite side.
"SHUT UP PHOEBE!!"
"FUCK YOU!" The heavier kitchen door behind the screen slammed and audibly locked.
I didn't give a fuck despite my belongings and phone being sequestered behind Phoebe's walls.
Ten minutes later the front door opened with Rashida popping out headed in my direction with fidgety contrite look on her face.
"You could've at least brought my stuff out; are you gonna give me a ride home?"
She stopped short with this purposely befuddled expression on her face starting to shrug and kind of half smirk in cringey fashion.
"NO!"
"She's pregnant man."
"FUCK NO!!"
"Look, them hormones be raging when you got a bun in the oven; I'm not telling you to take shit but man, she's pregnant."
"Not my baby."
"You sure, nigga?"
"Fuck you."
Rashida chortled closing the distance draping an arm over my shoulder leaning into my body grinning like a Cheshire cat. This only lasted a second as she got egg residue on her forearm egregiously wiping it on the front of my t-shirt before remembering herself.
"Oh, sorry." She snickered as I gave her the stink eye looking at the stain on my chest.
"Go get my shit and then we gonna go to my house and I'm gonna get your monkey ass pregnant, bitch." My hand shot up between her thighs middle fingers on her crotch cradled on either side by her huge bulging ass cheeks. Rashida scoffed looking down at her crotch from the front finding the visible tips of my fingers in her business.
"Damn you extra with it this morning."
"You gonna tell me I can't fuck?" I deadpanned looking her in the eye completely serious. Her face softened as she found the answer to my question.
"Yeah, if you don't go back in there and talk to her."
"SHIT!"
"She's pregnant." Rashida shrugged, smiling disingenuously.
I didn't say anything, trudging back towards the front door but looked back at Rashida with my hand on the door handle.
"She's pregnant."
I flipped her the bird stepping inside.
Phoebe was nowhere to be seen in the living room or kitchen. I found the plate that was supposedly me mine half eaten and tossed in the sink presumably in a continuation of her hormonal rage. There were shards of glass intermingled with the defiled breakfast food as I looked over at the table in one corner of the large kitchen finding Rashida's plate clean. I chaffed inside knowing she'd taken the time to have breakfast before coming outside to lecture me on Phoebe's condition.
I snatched open the fridge finding a pink box full of various pastries and donuts I recognized as among the items brought last night by Bentley. I copped an apple fritter and this unopened plastic bottle of orange juice I discovered in the door. I wanted something for my troubles before talking with the giant toddler masquerading as my friend. There was no doubt she was in her bedroom probably watching her movie again or having another meltdown.
Phoebe was laying in her bed sandwiched in a pregnancy pillow. Her back was facing me as I weighed the possibility of walking away with my things and going home.
"I'm hungry."
I looked over her shoulder noticing my own reflection in the mirror on her little makeup table. In the time since I'd been there, the French styled piece of furniture had been moved over to make room for the wall mounted television. I noticed her reflection in the mirror staring at my looking acidly pissed. There was a box of tissues on her other side, and she had a handful dabbing at her face. I looked at the pastry in my hand then at her angry face.
"Here." I handed her the treat taking a seat on the bed uncapping the orange juice. It was spoiled leaving a tart unsavory taste in my mouth.
"Can you rub my feet?" She asked sniffling as I put the bottle on her bedside table.
I slid down to the end of the bed placing her feet in my lap massaging them as she asked without word or further conversation about her shitty behavior in the kitchen. It was easy taking care of her this way, but I chafed at my surrogacy for her embattled baby daddy.
"That feels good, thank you." She offered in-between bites of my pilfered breakfast treat.
"Don't worry about it."
"You gonna leave and go fuck Rashida?"
"Maybe later, after this weekend is over?" Her foot jerked in my lap almost hitting me in the crotch, but I had a good grip on it. The pastry hit the floor near my left foot with a messy bounce which I ignored.
"Just admitting it, huh?"
"Yeah, I'm gonna fuck the shit out of her."
Her foot jerked again, more violently this time.
"Ain't nobody stopping you; go fuck her in that big fat ass then; cum all over that shit for all I care jackass!"
"No Phoebe."
"I DON'T CARE!"
"Yes, you do, but you ain't hearing me." She managed to snatch her foot back but failed to draw her knees upward because of her baby bump.
"I hear your childish ass just fine and I'm going do something about it!" I jumped up on the bed covering her upper half on all fours. This seemed to catch her by surprise as evidenced by this nervous flinch with her arms up in a defensive posture. Her indignant expression was supposed to make me retreat but I was too smart to fall for it now.
"WHAT'RE YOU?!! FUCKER!! ASS HAT!!" She shrieked as I roughly cupped her chin getting some squealing and little growly sounds pushing my pointer finger into her mouth. Her teeth pressed down hard but didn't go far enough to inflict pain as I pumped a finger between her lips making this shushing sound. Her eyes went wide in disbelief as I pushed further rubbing the top of her tongue still shushing her and making these annoying cooing sounds.
I was honestly shooting from the hip.
"YOU!!...FUCK BOY!! I'LL SCREAM IF YOU...!!!" Phoebe flopped about wedged between the pillow as I kept it up working my finger in and out of her mouth getting closer to the side of her face.
"STOP YOU FOOL!" I lapped a slimy trail along her rounded cheek to her ear slurping on her ear lobe before sucking on the outer curve of it. Phoebe's eyes squirmed then gasped when the tip of my tongue invaded her ear swirling about. I got nasty with her ear and cheek using my right hand to breach the elastic waistband rubbing the space right above her butt intensely with three fingers.
"Ah, shit you're crazy motherfucker; I'll have Oliver sue you... Aw fuck, what're you trying to do?" My middle fingers slipped between her buns rubbing especially hard drumming up some friction.
Phoebe started sucking my invading finger working it like a surrogate cock with inverted cheeks. Her head started moving as loud syrupy slurps filled the room. Her breathy moans and incessant humming sent shockwaves to my prick turning it into a steel bar. I withdrew from the back of her pajama bottoms reaching under her top grabbing her right boob squeezing it heartily. My fingertips pinched and rolled the engorged nipple making her gasp and wince as I had my way with her. I let my hand roam all over that breast groping and pinching until she was fit to be tied.
"PLEASE FUCK ME!!" Phoebe wetly spit out my finger begging for my prick. My sweat pants hit the floor.
I snatched her pajama bottom down in a frenzy having a hard time but managed to expose her butt driving my cock inside her with authority. I resumed my quadrupedal posture over Phoebe's lower half with part of the pregnancy pillow folded up fucking her from the side with hateful passion. Her volcanically hot snatch got me in the zone causing me to spread my legs wider getting some serious depth.
"FUCK THAT PUSSY!!" Phoebe's mousy voice hit like an adrenaline shot.
I just started spewing jizz filling her full completely pounding her out with these loud pancake slaps of flesh on flesh. Phoebe palmed her forehead whining loudly rolling and distending her nipples.
"Oh yeah, you know exactly how to make me behave; come up here and stick the real thing in my mouth. Let me clean that up for you baby."
Phoebe gave me a scintillating cleanup blowjob and kept going moaning and humming on my member.
"Are you going to leave me here all by myself?"
I resumed my seat on the edge of the bed with her feet in my lap massaging them as I tried to formulate an answer to her question. Part of me wanted to bail before she went full psycho, but I knew Oliver would come looking to split my wig when he got back from his boy themed weekend out in the sticks. A promise was made on my part, and I wanted to keep it, in earnest.
"You're leaving?"
"If you don't tell me what's really going on."
"I already told you; it's my hormones." We both knew I wasn't convinced.
"Phoebe."
"What if I promise not to be mean for the rest of the weekend?"
"PHOEBE!"
"Well...!!" Before she could go further there was a knock on the door followed by Rashida just opening it shoving her head inside staring at both of us. I could tell by the look on her face that told us she knew we hooked up.
"Hey uhm, you guys still hungry?"
"YEAH! YOU WANT ME TO GET UP ANND MAKE YOU SOME FOOD?!" Phoebe shouted forcing herself to sound glib. It felt like she'd just dodged a bullet, but there was no way I was letting her off the hook.



I just nodded meekly as Phoebe started moving yanking up on her pajama bottoms still stuffed in the center of her pregnancy pillow. Instead, Rashida pushed the door open further standing there with a glass platter. There were four stuffed breakfast burritos on the plate. My stomach growled at the sight of the food.
"I got it covered Phoebe; I made six just in case you were still hungry if you wanted these. I hope you're not mad I used your kitchen, but I know how those cravings go when you're pregnant. My cousin was having a baby a few years ago and she was an ABSOLUTE TERROR...Not uhm, saying you're being a terror or anything. May I come inside your bedroom, Phoebe?"
"Yeah girl you burning for me, come on in here and keep me company without getting my blood pressure up, unlike some people around here." I grimaced at the not so subtle dig at my person giving her toe a brief rough tug and getting a kick back as Rashida walked inside with the platter.
"Here!" Rashida surprised me by shoving one of the fat breakfast burritos into my mouth with attitude. I gagged barely catching the rest from falling into my lap.
My palm swiped up at light speed smacking the shit out of those sixty plus inches of online fame.
The cheeks jiggled slightly despite my best efforts to slap them off of her back as Rashida turned to me with a raised brow while handing Phoebe the platter. It seemed as if she would respond in kind leaning over level with my face only to be momentarily interrupted by Phoebe's impish laughter. Rashida glanced over taking in her mirth as she stuffed her face.
Rashida planted a chaste kiss on my lips instead then offered her hand.
"Phoebe, can I talk to him for a few minutes outside?"
"What're you asking me for?"
Rashida smiled weakly then took my hand leading me back to the kitchen where she had a plate waiting for me. The moment we walked out of the bedroom, Phoebe turned up the volume on her television as loud as it would go signaling another tantrum. Rashida stood over me as I had a proper breakfast filling a cup of orange juice for me a few times while staring a hole in my face pointedly.
"What?"
"Sure that ain't your baby?"
"Are you kidding?"
"That's not an answer."
"You're serious?"
"Well, look how she's acting with you; that shit is well, giving baby mamma vibes like a motherfucker."
"No, it ain't." I retorted at once indignant.
"Daddy, that woman acts like she's got papers on you. That's baby mamma vibes, negro."
"Rashida Sikes, I am not the father of Phoebe's child."
"Spoken like a true Clinton."
"Goddammit!'' I almost choked on a mouthful of eggs, but she gave me some hard pats to the back helping me clear my throat.
My throat ended up feeling very sore after I coughed up some food that had gone down the wrong pipe. Rashida offered me a renewed glass of orange juice to wash the rest down, but I waved her off getting up leaving her in the kitchen. I went back down the corridor doing mental gymnastics starting to doubt my own sanity shoving the door open finding Phoebe laying there watching another movie at a moderate sound level now. On screen some old Japanese monster movie was in process with two giant humanoids brawling in a city while being bombarded by the nearby navy.
I stood in the doorway glaring at Phoebe in profile laying there with some comforters covering her baby belly. My mind was traveling backward for the details of our last hookup and the particulars. Oliver already thought I was the baby daddy instead of Bentley even though the man was regularly pulling all nighters with his "wife" with no protection in sight. My mind went there anyway knowing my mother would probably be ecstatic to have a grandchild while cementing my current status as the black sheep of the family for making pornography. My father probably wouldn't care but would ogle Phoebe, nonetheless.
I wondered if Phoebe would be that duplicitous and malevolent, if it were true.
"RASHIDAAAA!!" Phoebe screamed out of nowhere at the top of her lungs knocking me out of my internal strife.
"HEY! Is, everything okay Phoebe?" I was shoved out of the way as Rashida came running in a panic shoving me aside rounding the edge of the bed.
"Could you uhm, go in that small drawer on my vanity table and give me the envelope in there." I leaned against the door frame as Rashida shot me a look full of accusation.
"Over here?"
"Yeah, uhm that one right by your hip; it's a big white envelope kind of crumpled up." Rashida followed through finding and pulling out the aforementioned big wrinkled envelope taking care to unfold it before handing it to Phoebe.
"Come over here and stop brooding; I want you right in front of me with Rashida."
My heart started thumping in my chest as I walked over feeling a little weak in the knees. Rashida's eyes followed me until I was near. She took my hands interlocking her fingers in mine for emotional support as Phoebe opened the envelope pulling out a bunch of papers letting them spill all over the mattress.
"I heard you two talking and I just wanted to let you know that a while back I thought about the possibility too. I was not looking forward to having a baby with a man child. Especially one that cheated on me after I did everything in my power to remake him in the image of "daddy" right here. Yeah, I was hating on Charity for setting us up that night, but then felt stupid because there ain't no way she would've been stupid enough to let herself get knocked up by a simp."
"I'm sorry." Rashida started to apologize but Phoebe waved it off, brow starting to furrow.
"This is my moment, respect." Phoebe replied as I felt nauseous when she found what she was looking for staring intently at the single piece of paper.
"Okay." Rashida looked at me then glanced down at the floor.
"Okay, here it is friends, the answer to the sixty-four thousand dollar question."
I exchanged glances with Rashida as she squeezed my hand.
"YOU-ARE-NOT THE FATHER!!"
"HUH?!!" Rashida bucked her eyes releasing my hand as Phoebe started laughing her ass off with her free hand on her belly.
"Honestly, I wished you were the baby daddy, but this test says otherwise." Phoebe kept laughing as Rashida snapped.
"FUCK SO FUNNY?!! AND WHY YOU KEEP MISTREATING HIM IF HE AIN'T YOUR BABY DADDY?!!" Phoebe didn't seem upset at the outburst flattening a palm against her chest answering the question.
"Guess I'm mad he isn't my baby's father Rashida; trust me, if you met Bentley, you'd understand why I've got uhm, issues. Wanna meet him?"
"Hey wait a minute." Phoebe was already texting up her hapless baby's father despite our protestations.
"Hold on Phoebe." I tried to interrupt getting shooshed.
"Bentley, where are you?...what, are you talking back, talking shit? You talking shit to me asshole? You're supposed to be here!! Excuse me, huh?!! Are you busy? You got something better to do than helping me out with your fucking baby?!! YOU BETTER GET YOUR ASS OVER HERE!!...huh, I don't care! YOU'RE STILL TALKING DUMBASS!! "
Phoebe ended the call hanging up in his face looking pleased with herself before noticing the collective shocked expressions on our faces.
"He cheated."
"OH!!" Rashida responded touching a hand to her cheek as I looked at her doing a doubletake.
"Oh? What the fuck do you mean "OH" Rashida?"
"She said he cheated."
"Yeah?"
"Well, that explains everything; look, you can't cheat on a pregnant woman and not expect some nuclear blowback. That nigga is lucky she didn't cut his nuts off. Yeah, he probably started looking when she started showing and shit. You know how guys are, right?"
"No, why don't you tell me about it bitch?" I cocked my head to the side irritated at her casual slap in the face to my gender.
"He cheated on me with an old lady." Phoebe cut in enjoying the interplay between us.
"Ew, that's nasty." Rashida looked disgusted scrunching her narrow face up at the news. I folded my arms fed up with them both and Phoebe in particular.
"Your friend here, fucked her too." Phoebe added looking between us as Rashida did a doubletake letting her jaw drop.
"Ms. Hate." I added statically offering nothing else.
"Huh?"
"MS. HATE!!"
"What?" Rashida looked confused.
"On my site, her name is Ms. Hate; she was on some serious shit a while back trolling a friend of mine and got sloppy with it. That old bitch was doxing one of my models outside of you guys and thought she could get paid on the down low before popping up all brand new at my church. This shit happened after I got kicked out of your friend circle with infamous you know who. I wanted to prove to myself that I could go my own way and put out an ad online, for talent."
"You were so desperate, you clapped some old stale cheeks?"
"Ms. Hate, but her slave name is Sister Jacobs."
"Ug, how old is this woman?"
"How should I know; maybe mid to late fifties?" I shrugged as Rashida looked one step away from regurgitating.
"Damn I never figured you were on that "Get In where you Fit In" tip; all up in the musty drawers, fuck that's uh, nasty."
"MS. HATE RASHIDA!!" I made a phone gesture as I shouted in her face.
"Oh." Rashida got her iPhone out of her skintight back pocket bringing up my site as I glanced over at Phoebe who was watching us pensively looking wholly malicious. Her bottom lip was quivering uncontrollably as Rashida's eyes went wide.
"OH SHIT!! MS. HATE!!...uhm yeah, okay then." She looked up at me from the face of her phone then at Phoebe who was about to burst.
"If you say anything, I'll scream until I have a miscarriage." Phoebe growled knowing the physical truth of her ex-boyfriend and my dalliance was explained by a simple thumbnail on my site.
"It ain't that serious girl, she ain't but an old thot. She just getting what she can get before somebody lock her musty ass up in the fucking old folks home. Phoebe girl, I'll ride with you." Rashida planted her sixty plus inches of online fame on the edge of the mattress rubbing Phoebe's arm.
"You mean it?"
"Yeah, girls got to stick together, or these fools will run all over us. I know you whupped that ass, right? I mean, your ex, right?"
"Of course, I gave him a concussion."
"Damn Phoebe!" Rashida chortled sort of forcing it while I scratched the back of my head rolling my eyes.
"I got nothing." I added looking about wondering if walking out of the room would trigger another tantrum. Phoebe had proven to be way more than a handful. Walking out was still on the menu, but I remembered that recurring dream I'd had during the night that was usually the signal for some oncoming shenanigans.
Quisha was never wrong about these things. I resolved to wait it out to see the other shoe to drop.
"That thing is huge." Phoebe poked a pointer finger into the side of Rashida's butt.
"Tell me something I don't know."
"You should see me when I'm not knocked up; I think I could give you a run for your money, at least in the legs department."
"I don't know about that."
"Listen to Phoebe." I cautioned.
"Aw you just trying to score brownie points." Rashida shot back.
I snatched the comforter off of Phoebe before she could react revealing the truth of her lower half. Rashida's butt stopped me from completely yanking the covers free of the bed. Phoebe was laying on her side with the pajama bottoms bunched up between her legs exposing them from the lower thighs to her tiny feet. I was about to get verbally dressed down when Rashida glanced at Phoebe's legs.
"Shit!" Rashida stood up turning about looking down at Phoebe.
"Told you."
"Sheesh, you been wearing those baggy pajamas since I got here this morning; never would've thought you were holding like this. Are you uh, a body competitor or something?"
"Are you trying to say I have legs like a man?"
"Not even, they're perfect and better than mine, but I still got the booty." Rashida chuckled as Phoebe's features softened.
"I used to be a lot heavier back in school; one of my husband's past boyfriends got me into the gym. Got my body really tight and toned, bought some tits to even out everything; not that anybody ever noticed." Phoebe shot me a look.
"Where did we meet?" I shot back.
"That's not what I'm talking about, and you know it. It's just that I wish I got more validation, uh publicly if you know what I mean? Rashida, how do you deal with the constant attention?"
"It's not like that, all the time; when I met daddy here, he couldn't keep his eyes off of me."
"Don't start."
"Hey, it worked out, didn't it? I mean we ain't stopped hooking up since then, huh? This guy cracks me up sometimes Phoebe; can't keep his hands off the booty."
"That not surprising, look at that thing; it's fucking iconic." Phoebe complimented.
"Uhm, I don't want to offend you; but are you gay?"
"Don't think so; I've only been kind of with one girl but that was in a threesome with yours truly right there." Rashida shot me this surprised look which embarrassed me enough to turn around and sit on the bed watching the movie.
"Now I know why you were so different that time in the backyard; you apparently got in a lot of practice, huh daddy?"
"Shut up."
"You guys did it in a backyard?"
"Well, kind of; I was sunbathing in this bomb ass bikini and this fool snuck up on me and started playing with the kitty. Uhm, you know how he is obviously. This guy is so fucking sneaky these days; he'll be in your panties before you even realize it. Ain't that right daddy?"
"Shut up."
"Why do you call him daddy?"
"Because he gave me a new lease on life; a true restart after I'd been finessed for years by a supposed best friend. I'm not perfect, and he just...accepts me as I am, no questions asked. You know what I'm saying?"
"...yeah." I glanced back over my shoulder, finding Phoebe laying there watching me with a somber smile on her rounded face.
I reached down handling one of her feet giving it a light one handed massage. Rashida gave my bicep a squeeze with this heartened smile on her narrow face.
"Careful Rashida, we might end up doing our thing if you keep looking at me like that."
"What thing?"
"Every time we end up in some new place, we do it in the bathroom. Well, that's how we started back in the day. This fool got hella mannish with me in my former friend's bathroom; fucked the shit out of me in there, and outside the door in the hallway too."
"REALLY?!"
Rashida chortled rubbing my back leaving the answer out there in the air.
"Hey uh, can I see it?"
Rashida traced the trajectory of Phoebe's gaze to her sixty plus inches of online fame.
"Maybe I'm pansexual."
My running buddy scoffed standing up already unzipping but still having a hard time digging her thumbs into the waistband of her skintight shorts drawing them laboriously over the swell and curve of her supple monstrous ass. I forced myself to look away staring at the movie on the mounted flatscreen.
"OMFG!" Phoebe exclaimed, making me look back anyway.
Rashida was wearing a tiny lace string bikini panty that covered nothing but her peach and that, barely so.
"Clap that shit." I ordered.
Rashida had the shorts bunched up in the deep undercuff of her butt wedged tightly in the crease because of the volume of her cake. On cue she flexed and clapped filling the room with her trademark thunderous claps making Phoebe laugh aloud and clap at the show. Rashida ended the brief demonstration by jiggling her cheeks individually and collectively with a final earsplitting wet sounding clap. She gave Phoebe a wink and a smile.
"Well, I've still got you in the legs department." Phoebe commented.
"Nothing beats the butt."
"After I have this kid, I'm definitely gonna be in the gym working my squats; you don't mind, do you?"
"Aw, go ahead; I figure I ain't getting out of this house until you do." Rashida shrugged then noticed me looking at her with this sarcastic half smirk on my face.
She gestured with a shrug of her shoulders.
"What?"
"Just remembering how much hell you gave me when we first met." Rashida scoffed as I folded my arms across my chest in front of her.
"That's different...you're a GUY!"
"Oh yeah, remember what happened when I caught you in that bathroom?"
"Negro please, that was sanctioned."
"So, I wouldn't have had a chance otherwise?"
"Man, I not saying that; I'm telling you that it was sanctioned because you were signed off on by my girl at the time. She tried you out and gave the thumbs up rating. I was supposed to be in that bathroom instead of Mintzy."
"Who's Mintzy?" Phoebe interjected.
"Old friend, busted ass Italian beotch with these really big titties; daddy here, was absolutely crucifying her on the pene back in the day. Got her hooked on the BBC, for reals Phoebe." Rashida's assessment of a former member of her disbanded sewing circle was brutal.
"I thought you liked Mintzy." I commented.
"She was clout chasing and hanging around for table scraps; almost got the business when she came at Jaquan, but you know how connected she was, huh daddy?"
"She came at my cousin?!"
"It was after you were uh, gone." I winced remembering the con perpetrated upon my person that ended initially with my ouster from the social circle.
"Damn, I feel like I need to take notes." Phoebe commented letting her hands do the walking grabbing a handful of those sixty plus inches of online fame.
Her fingers were parted by the sheer girth of Rashida's right ass cheek as she marveled at its weight alone. She let go turning her palm upward, sinking her fingertips into that undercuff jiggling it herself getting our attention after a few seconds. After this, Phoebe grabbed it while palming it like a basketball lightly pulling on it exposing a bit of the diamond shaped negative space between her thighs. I noticed the focus on her face as four fingers disappeared between Rashida's thighs somewhat impeded thankfully by Rashida's bunched up shorts.
"Shit girl, you going after the cookies or something?" Rashida turned around carefully disengaging Phoebe's fingers.
"Maybe, it's just, so much; I don't know how you manage it."
"I do." My fingers were between Rashida's cheeks rubbing her slit, finding it fast getting dewy downstairs as she reached back disengaging my hand but keeping control of my wrist.
"BRUH?!!"
"Oh wow, the front looks delicious; can I uhm, touch it?" Phoebe was invested in getting Rashida's attention with a whip of her head in the direction of our host.
"No." She started side eyeing both of us, suspicious.
A loud series of knocks at the front door interrupted us before things got even more awkward.
"HELP ME UP, SHIT!!" Phoebe suddenly began flopping about inching about, nearly toppling off the bed until we each took an arm helping her sit upright. She was gassed, already huffing and puffing, still trying to get up as Rashida continued aiding her by supporting her bicep.
"What is it girl?"
"Bentley, get me up so I can get him!"
"Phoebe!" I cautioned.
She was already standing with a hand on Rashida's shoulder but stopped short looking the woman up and down as the knocking continued along with a few rings of the doorbell.
"HEY!!" Phoebe grabbed handfuls of Rahida's shorts yanking them down mid-thigh almost getting clocked in the process, but I grabbed my friend's wrist as an explanation was forthcoming.
"TAKE THESE OFF AND ANSWER THE DOOR!! COME ON, HURRY UP!!" Phoebe was a woman possessed and so intense that Rashida was out of her shorts in moments standing there towering over her in wedge sandals.
"Don't help her." I got shoved roughly as both women pushed past me with Phoebe leading the way.
The fleeting view of Rashida's wholly exposed cake and a pervasive sense of dread prompted me to follow them out into the living room to see Rashida standing in front of the closed living room door as Bentley continued knocking and ringing the doorbell incessantly. Phoebe was standing just behind the door holding this ash shovel from the fireplace looking ready to swing for the fences.



"DON'T OPEN THAT DOOR!" Rashida threw open the door wide standing there in her tank and skimp panties slightly obscuring my view of Bentley.
He exchanged glances with Rashida for a millisecond, then his gaze dropped looking at her body as his jaw dropped.
Bentley barely avoided the ash shovel which clanged against the door as I was speeding to snatch it out of Phoebe's hands. She didn't so much swing it as toss it with a winding arc. He jumped into Rashida's arms then quickly recoiled looking at his baby mamma standing there right behind the thick front door. The shovel hit the living room floor as Phoebe went off.
"I KNEW IT!! I KNEW YOU WERE A DIRTY DICK!! YOU FUCKING CHEATER!! I CAUGHT YOU BENTLEY!!"
"But you called me over..." He was visibly trembling as I feared the worst.
"THE MINUTE I TURN MY BACK YOU'RE TRYING TO FUCK MY BEST FRIEND!!"
"Wait a minute, you called me over here and-I NEVER EVEN SAW THIS GIRL BEFORE PHOEBE!! I JUST KNOCKED ON THE DOOR!!" Bentley snapped motioning towards Rashida with a swipe of his hand.
"HEY, WATCH YOUR HANDS BRUH!" Rashida was reactive already ready to throw a haymaker, but I got between them as the estranged couple went at it.
"JUST CAN'T KEEP IT IN YOUR PANTS, CAN YOU ASS HAT?!!"
"YOU TOLD ME TO COME OVER HERE!!"
"THAT WAS A TEST!!" Phoebe shouted back thankfully unable to pick up the ash shovel. I got in front of Bentley intent on snatching it out of her hands when he shoved me in the back.
I turned around looking him in the face as the living room went silent.
"This your fault."
"Excuse me."
We stared at one another, then he flipped me the bird and walked away towards the edge of the driveway. I stood there watching as he made a right turn walking out of view before glancing back finding Rashida at my back. Her hand was planted in the middle of my back as I faced her finding Phoebe missing from the living room. Rashida noticed too, immediately running to the bedroom in a panic peering inside. I joined her looking inside too.
Phoebe was peering out of her bedroom window watching as Bentley walked by with his hands stuffed in his pockets.
"Month and a half ago, maybe a little bit earlier when my belly started getting really big, I uh did something dangerous and stupid. I'd hit Bentley with that fucking toaster oven just like I told you, but I was still mad. Like madder than I'd ever been, and it wouldn't go away. Oliver wasn't around; hell, it felt like he'd moved out to be with his one percenter boyfriend out in the sticks on the edge of town. So, I was alone. By myself... with this anger that wouldn't go away. Tried to do my work out because that's how I process. Baby wasn't having it and I guess that's all for the best. But that anger."
Phoebe's palms were flattened against the window.
"I could beat Bentley from here to Timbuctoo, maim and even set him on fire and the idiot would still come running every time I crooked a finger. Not what I wanted really, but you know... he fucked it up by cheating. Nobody was checking for me, least of all "daddy" who's here now because I got on my husband's nerves enough for him to get me a baby sitter while he went on vacation. Kind of the straw that broke his back when I used a certain slur regarding him and his boyfriend. Wasn't just me trying to get him to force his flaccid penis inside me. I lied."
The side of her face framed the window as she huffed finishing her explanation.
"These goddamn hormones, the hot flashes and having a kid with a clueless man child. Shit, it kind of sticks in my craw that Bentley was originally a finesse because my best friend wanted you all to herself that night we went out on the town. I knew it, she knew it too and there was no way I was gonna rain on your parade. You guys were so cozy that night, so I made the best of a generic situation with my consolation dick. It was kind of fun being the more experienced lover taking his virginity. Then I tried to make him what I wanted and failed miserably. Fucker knocked me up and honestly, I didn't know what to do when I found out during a checkup. Then I couldn't find him for over eight hours, checked his location on the phone I brought and called up "daddy" because I didn't want to find out alone."
The huffs were coming more frequently as I gingerly tapped the back of Rashida's bicep motioning for her not to intervene.
"I wanted to work out so bad, but this baby said no; wanted to pummel the fuck out of him but knew more emptiness would follow once he was dead. I know how crazy it sounds, but for the first time in my life I questioned my faith. Yeah, really went to that dark place. I just wanted to get in the gym, do something with my hands. All my life, I was the good girl, so sweet and accommodating a perfect doormat. I stripped myself out of my clothes looking at a body I'd built mostly out of loneliness and a sexual frustration you couldn't imagine in your wildest dreams. I looked at myself in this full body mirror I used to have in here. Yeah, broke that shit with a boot when I looked at my belly. I wanted my motherfucking pound of flesh."
I pulled Rashida close to me.
"After finding out about the cheating and with who, that anger had me doing crazy shit I'm never going to admit. Hitting Bentley with that toaster oven gave me a charge you wouldn't believe. It felt like this baby in my belly was giving me superhuman strength or something. I got some clothes on and jumped in my car driving until I was sitting outside that bitch's fucking dilapidated house. Didn't know what I was thinking. Just let instinct carry me up those stairs and watched my fist beat on that old witch's door until she came out ready to end me. I looked down finding a 38 against the baby."
Phoebe was lightly sobbing struggling to continue.
"She noticed and showed what I thought was empathy. I could feel the evil radiating off of her and I hate to admit it, but I was shaking like crazy even though she was in her fifties. Standing there in front of her just made everything make sense about why my life turned to shit. This fifty year old woman was standing there in front of me wearing this fucking white cropped hoodie with her flat stomach exposed and these white yoga leggings. Her body was incredible, and she knew it. Everything matched up down to the white reeboks on her feet as she helped me have a seat on this porch swing before bringing me a glass of lemonade. Sister Jacobs is fake...a disguise that you and Tressie Fisher destroyed when you exposed her publicly in front of our church congregation."
Phoebe pressed her face against the window looking out as if she thought Bently would return.
"She asked me how far along I was and told me that Bentley didn't mean anything to her other than a warm body to keep her company while she licked her wounds. Sister Jacobs said that she'd wrecked so many homes and relationships that it was hard to remember sometimes. Said she wouldn't apologize even if they hung her from a tree like one of her distant ancestors. This old snake of a woman said there was nothing Bentley could've done once she set eyes on him. Told me he would remember her on his deathbed, and smile. The good sister told me that she could take one look at a man and know that her flesh would enchant and destroy his mind. She was, crazy but honest because she had nothing to lose and a gun at the ready. Then she gave me some advice...No, Chocolate Lavender gave me some advice."
"What was it?" Rashida half whispered.
"Get rid of it." Phoebe turned to us with a hand flattened against her belly.
We ran to Phoebe keeping her from swooning and falling on her bedroom floor. I picked her up carefully placing my friend on the bed covering her with some comforters. Rashida quickly ran to the kitchen bringing her some ice chips from the fridge, taking care of Phoebe fluffing up some pillows. I knelt at the side of the bed watching over her as she finished.
"I wasn't gonna do it, honest I wasn't."
"I know, try to relax Phoebe." I held her hand feeling some wetness at the corners of my eyes. Everything inside me wanted to drive over to Sister Jacobs home and set it aflame.
"Every time I look at Bentley, I remember what she said...AND I HATE HIM FOR IT!! I HATE HIM!! But, I also feel sorry for him because the two woman who slept with him didn't give a shit about him on any level. He was always, probably will always be a backup plan. AIN'T THAT FUCKED UP?!! I'M HORRIBLE!!"
"We'll work it out Phoebe."
"I feel like it's karma because I'm a backup plan too." Phoebe whispered under her breath.
"Hey, why don't you uh, leave us alone, just us girls, okay?" Rashida put a hand on my shoulder.
"Is that what you want Phoebe?"
"I don't care anymore."
I walked out leaving the women alone.
"SHE'S BETTER THAN ME!!" Phoebe shouted before being quieted followed by hushed tones of girl talk barely audible.
I knew idle hands were the devil's playground making myself busy cleaning up the considerable mess Rashida left behind as I considered and went over everything I'd learned over the course of this tumultuous weekend. My mind drifted to the night I'd unknowingly hooked up with Sister Jacobs capturing the second time she'd acquiesced to being filmed on camera for my website. She'd alluded to the disastrous first recounting that a scuffle started between men that left one deceased and the other behind bars for the murder. The long gone and righteously offed Pastor Grey was her master, for lack of a better term, but she still continued his long reaching negative influence over that church congregation.
Somewhere between her public denouncement and today, Bentley had fallen into her clutches to be defiled and similarly reviled for the rest of his days. Phoebe could never look at him or her child without thinking of the old villainess. If Tressie Fisher were around, Sister Jacobs would probably be in the same place as whatever remained of Pastor Grey. Her criminally proficient brother Demetrius aka Demon could likely be "aimed" at the evil biddy, but I'd never forgive myself for getting him a murder charge and Tressie would likely add me to the list of missing members of that congregation. Phoebe was cuckholded and corrupted by this, succubus of a woman. I'd gotten a taste too, so I knew Sister Jacobs spoke the truth.
I was already morning the loss of the old Phoebe lamenting the fact that I'd likely never see her chirpy, happy go lucky aspect ever again. It felt debilitating knowing this. I felt...helpless.
"Hey, you okay?" Rashida wrapped her arms around me from behind as I looked down into the lukewarm water in the kitchen sink. I'd been washing a glass platter for while lost in my thoughts.
"Oh, uhm yeah; I'll go sit with Phoebe; thanks for being there. Are you going home now?"
"I'm gonna hang out with you guys a little bit longer, if you don't mind?"
"Thanks, I guess it's my turn to keep her company." I went to leave drying my hands with some paper towels, but she stopped me.
"She's sleeping soundly, don't disturb her."
Rashida cupped my cheek from behind turning my lips into hers.
"What's that for?"
"It's not your fault daddy; I know you better than you think bruh. You're here trying to figure out how to fix shit that can't be fixed. I don't want you to go down that road, but I know you. So, I was thinking we could like, do our thing while Phoebe's sleeping. You know what I'm talking about, right?" Rashida asked, biting her bottom lip demurely averting her gaze as I looked down at her body and the tiny panties skintight to her mound.
"Well, you're certainly dressed for the occasion." Three of my fingers were already between her thighs gauging the heat behind her covered slit.
We almost ran to our host's bathroom, but wisely crept by Phoebe's bedroom. I gave Rashida a helping hand in the middle of those sixty plus inches of online fame rubbing her sex from the back prodding her through the bathroom door. Her hand shot down exposing my rock hard tumescence handling it with several rough tugs away from our bodies. I reached up under her tank top covering her lemon sized enhancements squeezing them heartily as I suckled and nipped at her neck. I couldn't help covering her mound with my right hand rubbing up a volcanic friction as Rashida tapped my cock against her rounded thigh.
She reached up palming the side of my face with this husky moan that carried before she remembered herself covering her mouth with that hand. Both of us stopped waiting to see if Phoebe would stir, then looked at one another with dual goofy looking smiles as she used my cock like a leash leading me over to the closed lid of the toilet. Her power heart shaped donk hid the seat from view as she got busy tugging my sweat pants free of my body while I stripped off my shirt becoming nude. Rashida didn't waste any time going to work on my endowment with some emotional sloppy top, loud syrupy slurps and drool off those plush lips of hers.
The woman made a meal of my prick sucking and slurping getting messy as I cupped the back of her head trying my best not to mess up her signature jazzy updo. She throated me in three intervals which ended with her getting damn near a liter of protein straight to her belly. We knew each other sexually almost in symbiotic fashion. Rashida kept going at me until I was staunchly rigid before disengaging with some of my intermingled jizz running off her chin. She wiped her mouth with her forearm before turning that monster facing me visibly anxious. Some would say we knew each other too well.
She wasn't surprised when two of my middle fingers curved into her secret spot from behind. The natural response was instantaneous necessitating I handle her by the throat as if I were choking her from behind. That monster sized derriere went into a bobbing, twerking fit with my hand trapped between the buns as Rashida danced and swiveled her hips in serpentine fashion. It made me feel like a puppeteer in control of her wild squirmy motions as she went over with a masculine sounding series of yelps. I barely covered her mouth as we stopped on a dime looking at the bathroom door, huffing jointly.
"I think we can keep going." Rashida whispered.
I had a mouthful of her pussy eating and licking up the excess moisture and wetness enjoying a meal I'd had on several occasions. She couldn't help what followed shamelessly clapping the warring halves of her ridiculous badonkadunk on my face outright twerking with no fucks given to my general safety. Her honeypot was damn near radioactive as I used three fingers bringing my good friend with benefits, confidant and partner in crime to the precipice of a massive orgasm. It was in that exact moment that Rashida knew what was coming locking her stallion legs, feet planted flat.
"OOOH GAWD!! OH, SHIT DADDY!! FUCK IT!! FUCK YOUR PUSSY RIGHT BRUH!! GET IN THEM GUTS FOR ME!!"
Rashida seized up around my member as I beat her back out through a series of rolling orgasms. Her big, strong, muscular thighs went into a shaking fit so much so, that she was obliged to kneel on the toilet. Several waves of motion ripples appeared on the surface of her cakes as my cock rodded out her box smashing it to oblivion.
"GET THAT PUSSY!! TAKE YOUR SHIT AND FUCK IT TIL IT BREAK NIGGAAA!! AW SHIT!! FUCK IT DADDY!! SHIT!!"
Her cunt was so sloppy, I was getting visible splashes of her essence each time my pelvis slapped into her with the force of a train accident. All carefulness and caution were thrown to the wind as Rashida creamed around my girth cumming for the third time in a row knowing I had several more in the chamber. I could marathon fuck her for hours after all of the times we'd been together in the past. In fact, I'd fucked Rashida more in my life than anybody else. She was wild with it at this point pulling her tank top up exposing the flopping tits on her chest. Her shirt flopped down a few times until she got frustrated enough to fold it over the back of her neck. I was already close.
"PUT IT ON THAT ASS!! WAX MY SHIT LIKE YOU LOVE!! YOU LOVE THIS ASS!! THIS YOUR FUCKING ASS DADDY!!"
I was exploding thick gooey ropes of cum even while pulling out giving Rashida a partial creampie with enough left over to make a glorious mess of those sixty plus inches of online fame in grand fashion.
"Damn man, you make all the drama worth it, you know?" She chortled cupping her hand under her mouth making this deep arch in her back that made her enormous derriere spread out just that much wider. Her peachy swollen cunt was glazed over as well.
"Thanks for coming."
"Here, or to the house?" I got the joke immediately.
Both of us shared a hearty laugh as I leaned over her back planting several wet purposely sloppy kisses on her left cheek. We made out dueling tongues with my right hand cupping and kneading her tit from underneath.
"Let's wash up and face the music."
Surprisingly we managed a good ten minute shower with a moderate amount of playful groping in various degrees before jointly walking to Phoebe's bedroom to take our medicine like adults. Rashida interlocked her fingers in mind as we opened the door.
"Oh, hey guys, did you have fun?" Phoebe shocked the world and us in general sitting there under the comforters phone in hand.
We just nodded not knowing how'd Phoebe would react as she hung up the phone.
"I've been a handful, absolutely horrible this weekend...and it isn't even Sunday. By the way I woke up when you two started going at it. I'm a light sleeper while Oliver, is not. I wanted to come in and get "involved" but you know, baby ain't having it. I think he or she is probably mad at you for "knocking" on the door earlier today. Really wanted to get in on the action. Rashida, I hope one day you'll be a part of my second threesome with this guy right here. I know you're a little skittish, but so was I before Charity snuck up on me. At least maybe, you'll sit on my face someday."
"What's going on now?"
"Yeah, this sounds like a goodbye." Rashida added.
"Well, it is people; I guess telling you two my dirty secret kind of uh, let me heal just a little bit. I called up my bestie and we agreed a change of scenery would be best for the baby's health. By the way Charity says hello. She said the next time she visits you are getting another whole jar of Vaseline for being rough with me, teehee."
"Aw Shit." I facepalmed recalling the night our mutual FWB got her right hand around my junk exclusively.
"EW, WHAT'S SHE TALKING ABOUT?!" Rashida looked mortified.
"Don't ask." I begged off as Phoebe laughed mostly to herself before continuing.
"Family has dispatched a cousin to drop in and help me out with luggage and stuff. Amelia, that's my little cousin and she's a wet dishrag, totally boring. I'm gonna be spending the rest of this pregnancy at home with the folks."
"What about Bentley?" Rashida added.
"I'll let him know, a few weeks after I'm home...hey, I didn't say I was perfect. Oliver's tickled to death that he'll be able to have his little snooty dinner parties here again. I might make Bentley door dash a bunch of shit over here while he's being brand new with his fellow queens. I got the nest cam on my iPhone you know; probably be a hoot. So, what're you two gonna do for the rest of this weekend?"
"Nothing." I answered getting a side eye from Rashida.
"Shame, there's this lovely boutique hotel near the outside of downtown, remember daddy? Maybe you could take Rashida over there and show her the bathroom, the jacuzzi and uh, the bed. So, fucking comfortable, you know?"
"I remember." We shared a smile.
"Well kids, I happen to know there's a reservation at said hotel for two incredible people who kept me company this weekend and were true friends. It's all paid for so maybe you two won't waste Oliver's money." Phoebe held up her black card making Rashida chuckle.



"Alright, you game Rashida?"
"It's got a bathroom; you know how we do it, right daddy?"
"Okay." She planted a kiss on my cheek.
"WHAT ABOUT ME?!" Phoebe shouted playfully indignant.
We laughed before planting dual kisses on each side of her face. Rashida helped her pack up while I did anything else she wanted until her cousin Amelia showed up to take over.
"What's up with that shit about the Vaseline daddy?" Rashida asked as we tooled to the boutique hotel. I didn't want to answer but chuckled, finally giving up the info.
"You know how good I am with my fingers, right?"
"Yeah."
"Charity Gilbert is my female counterpart, oh, that right hand of hers." I waxed nostalgic.
"Well, nothing beats the cheeks, huh?"
"Wrong!"
"HUH?!"
"I beat those cheeks, Thunda!" My left hand rested on her thick inner thigh giving it an affirmative squeeze.
********************************************************************************************************
...SOME TIME MUCH LATER.
..ALMOST A YEAR LATER.
"What?"
I glanced across the small makeshift table at Rashida who was texting away on her phone instead of examining her handful of dominoes. She peered up from her phone at my face, brows furrowing at my expression before glancing at the hand containing her dominoes. It had been my idea to play a game or two with her and Jaquan on a lazy Saturday afternoon. I'd been chilling in my backyard after doing yard work enjoying a quiet day when he invited me over to his flat for some barbecue. It was framed as more of a celebration of his enrollment in cooking school.
"Do we have to wait all day or are you gonna text your next move?"
"Get off my neck bruh; I didn't know it was my turn, okay?" Ms. Sikes was somewhat distracting professionally made up for an evening of partying later on the northside of town which I wasn't invited to right up front. We were hanging out less than before due to our conflicting schedules and I took it as some leftovers from a series of crazy adventures together.
"I just hit ten; wasn't you paying attention bitch?" Jaquan cut in taking a sip of his bottled iced tea. He was so relaxed and chill these days, it was as if the man was an entirely different being. He didn't seem to holding anything against me these days. We were honestly hanging out more than ever before going to the gym together and playing some ball every other weekend.
"TWENTY!!" Rashida slammed her dominoes down on the table giving both of the stink eye in return before going back to texting profusely. She glanced at both of us rolling her eyes profusely. I shot Jaquan a look getting a shrug as she noticed rolling her eyes again texting even faster.
"Forty." I slammed my dominoes down getting a disparaging look from my cousin as he checked the pieces in his palm.
Rashida's trademark updo had been replaced with the internet and low level celebrity now favoring what I'm told were known as Fulani shoulder length braids. The new look enhanced her narrow features ever stern, yet innately feminine for anyone brave enough to stare for longer than a second or two. These days she was really feeling herself but it all good between the three of us as I found myself checking out the plus heart binding crop tee covering her pert breasts while her defined abdomen was on full display. She had an endorsement from the SHEIN apparel line which was stuffing pockets already flush with cash.
"Five." Jaquan grumbled knowing her remained in last place on the tiny spiral notebook we were using to keep points.
"Fifteen." Rashida hit again coming a very close second place.
I liked the white crop top trimmed in pink taking a sustained look at the multilayered heart logo on her chest. I tried to be slick leaning to my right side checking out her big stallion legs which were particularly fetching in the pink scrunch booty yoga shorts covering her sixty plus inches of online fame. The wafer thin white line down the side was making this jagged letter J shape which left me wondering how much of those workout shorts were bunched up in her crotch. The sides of her ridiculous thighs were bulging so much that the edge of the stool she happened to be sitting on was hidden from view.
"Damn bruh, you in need or something?" Rashida addressed the elephant in the backyard right out of the blue with a brow raised looking particularly antagonistic.
"Ten!" I slammed my domino down without answering.
"What's up with this nig....OH, YOU TWO JAQUAN?!!" He was mimicking my action unintentionally leaning over on his left side checking out the side view.
"Stop tripping, ain't nobody strangers at this table girl; we certified, right?" He challenged hesitating due to a crappy hand.
Rashida answered Jaquan with the stink face then glanced over at me with a raised brow, raising both when I shrugged agreeing with my cousin. She looked between us for a few moments before deferring her turn.
"Twenty!" I slammed making my lead stronger.
"What Rashida; you gonna shoot me because you sitting here looking like a whole snack?" Jaquan went further while I chuckled internally thanking him for speaking up. Rashida leaned forward putting her elbow on her knee resting her chin on it regarding me.
"I take the fifth; shit, why'd you invite me over if you were in such a bad mood?"
"More like a pad mood." Jaquan grumbled getting her immediate attention which made him visually wilt. She looked over at my face daring me to make some kind of dumb joke or comment, but I glanced away.
"Five." I called out monotone.
"I ain't got nothing; you probably cheating anyway cuz." Jaquan quit the game getting up from our cozy little table in his yard to tend to a brisket on the grill. My cousin could definitely burn and his chosen profession and schooling was having a profound effect in his life. He'd definitely dialed it back in recent months since beginning classes.
"I'm out too." Rashida admitted tossing the rest of her dominos on the table with an eye on her phone.
"Another game; just the two of us?"
"Nah, besides you ain't answered my question." She was texting profusely sparking my ire at being on the periphery of her social circle. I kept it submerged in my psyche not wanting to revisit old drama.
"Right." I admitted gathering up the game pieces tossing them into their box. I'd won but felt sort of awkward sitting in front of her with nothing to do. There'd been a lot of changes recently with her now inhabiting Little Daisy Kelly's room in whole while her old side room served as a closet.
"So, you ain't in need daddy?" I raised a brow looking up finding her watching with a half smirk on her face.
"Stop playing." We hadn't been together in months, but that was mostly due to our professional obligations. I was actually mulling a mini vacation to the west coast before she called to invite me over.
"Come on bruh, be honest."
I chortled under my breath meeting her brown eyes and inviting smile. It was a look I'd missed for some time but accepted its absence in the scheme of things. I thought we drifted apart, but she was sitting there hawking me. Rashida sat upright on her stool upping the ante by folding one thick well defined leg over the other. She used that leg letting it tap the edge of our small game table in this natural cadence.
"You serious?"
Jaquan was tending to the grill with a side table set up. He was slicing up some onions and peppers on a chopping board. "Guess Who Loves You More" by Raheem DeVaughn wafted from the sound system in his house. I was hesitant also because of shenanigans that occurred when I used his home for a serious of shoots for my site. He didn't seem to mind as I glanced back finding Rashida looking me dead in the face very interested despite still texting with one hand.
"Go inside first; I'll be right behind you."
"For real?" I was already smiling beginning to nod my head at the thought of being with her after such a long time.
"Gone man; hurry up." Rashida insisted punctuating things by licking her bottom lip.
Jaquan was still tending to his meat unaware.
I was sporting a full tent as I got up from the table hurrying into his house taking the time to make sure the heavy screen door didn't slam this one time. I glanced back over my shoulder finding the semi-retired Thunda checking me out with a hand noticeably between those powerful thighs of hers. I'd been working out on the regular, so I was intent on riding her sixty plus inches of online fame right up the headboard of her French styled bed. The door to her room was half open as I got inside getting a whiff of the expensive perfume she got for free as an influencer.
Huh?" My foot nudged something on the floor.
It was one of those hard shelled suitcase colored canary yellow. The outside of it was made to look like Pikachu with the characters face staring back at me with the requisite trademarked cuteness. I figured maybe Little Daisy Kelly would be visiting later in the day otherwise Rashida wouldn't have suggested things. I gave it a muted punt kick sending it sliding over into Rashida's makeup table making it jiggle a bit.
"Why're you kicking my suitcase?" A mousy sounding voice asked out of nowhere making me flinch and turn around.
"Phoebe?"
Her head was sticking out from behind the opposite side of the door which also held a rack of Rashida's shoes, honestly a portion of her extensive collection. A wave of emotion flushed all over me at the sight of her face still resembling a younger version of Lark Vorhees in her early acting years, albeit somewhat fuller and rounded. Her normal wheatish skin tone was enhanced with an underlying earthy red probably from basking in the sunlight on the west coast where she now made her home.
"Little Company of Mary Hospital." She replied still sequestered behind Rashida's door. This was the first time we'd seen one another in person since I spent a fateful weekend with her at the end of her fifth month of pregnancy.
"It's been a while since we've seen each other in person, huh?"
"Miami right after I was sent packing back home for the rest of my pregnancy." She was smiling at me like she always had, but I detected an edge in her voice reminiscent of my situation with Shawnee after being reunited. We'd nearly killed one another before hashing things out.
During that struggle, I'd talked to Phoebe via facetime playing a prank that got her in trouble with her elderly father.
"I lost the bet, I admit it; you got your money Phoebe."
"Yeah, my dad still thinks I was showing my body to nerds on the internet; his words not mine. The baby softened things up a bit, but every now and then he still tries to ground me. Bet you thought that was pretty funny, huh?"
"Uh. Sorry; where's the baby?"
"With the nanny; Bentley's taking our son to visit his parents tomorrow. He's picking him up tonight; the child support check cleared."
"Glad you guys worked it out." Phoebe still made ten times more than her baby daddy working out of her home for an online greeting card company.
"Uh yeah; so, remember what I told you that weekend we had a whole lot of fun while I was pregnant?"
"Phoebe." I reasoned knowing exactly what she was talking about.
She slammed the bedroom door shut with enough force to make the rack stuffed full of Rashida's shoes shake. A few pairs fell to the floor behind the door as I got a look at Phoebe from head to toe.
"Whoa."
The word "BRAT" was emblazoned in hot pink was emblazoned on the white crop tank with her much larger enhanced breasts stuffed to the gills inside threatening to make the material burst at the seams. She was standing there with both arms outstretched looking more defined than I'd ever seen before along with abs so defined she gave Rashida a serious run for her money. The real tale of the tape was her lower half from a waspish waist over some wide semi-rounded hips that led into her own cinnamon hued stallion legs slightly surpassing Rashida's.
This woman had been working out, hard.
"Do you remember what I told you?" She was sporting some bangs in front with her brown hair flowing over her shoulders straightened. I couldn't deny the makeup professionally done in a recognizable style that told me I'd been bamboozled.
"Rashida set me up." I stated with a chuckle as she scoffed blowing an errant strand of hair out of her cute rounded face.
"I'm gonna ask you one more time; do, you remember what I told you last time we were in front of one another?"
"Yeah."
"Repeat it back to me."
"Uhm you said uh, after you had your baby and got settled down; you were gonna lock yourself in a room with me and fuck me unconscious, right?"
"That's right."
Phoebe slid the hand against the back of Rashida's door down locking the newly installed deadbolt likely designed to keep my cousin from creeping at night. I watched her check the doorknob shaking it a little before looking in my direction.
"Why're you locking the door Phoebe?"
A sly smile formed on her lips as she crooked a finger beckoning over.
"You don't have to lock the door, we're all adults around here." She was shaking her head in the negative nonverbally disagreeing with me still crooking her finger. Phoebe turned her back to Rashida's door with her arms behind her cocking her head to the side with a smile.
"Bring your ass over here." She batted her long lashes for effect.
I took a few timid steps over facing Phoebe who found herself looking into my chest. I was a head taller than her looking down at her scalp. She glanced up into my face smiling a bit wider now with dimples at the corner of her mouth. Phoebe tucked her chin looking at the visible tent in my pants. There was no doubt what we were going to do in Rashida's bedroom. This woman was a physical specimen with one thing obviously on her mind.
"HEY!!"
Phoebe dropped wrapping her arms around my waist trapping my arms as well. She picked me up with no problem taking one step forward tossing me down onto the mattress.
I was thrown so hard, I actually bounced on it.
She wasn't done jumping onto the bed flattening her body over mine as I suddenly started squirming and laughing uncontrollably while we wrestled about making the bed creak and shake. Phoebe was all over me working hard. Somehow my t-shirt was snatched away with an apparent swipe of her hand making me bare chested.
Her nimble fingers were mercilessly tickling my sides. I rolled onto my belly between her stallion legs with Phoebe quickly shoving a hand into the back of my right shoulder. She kept it up keeping me off kilter laughing my ass off.
[CLICK!]
Things went silent other than our joint labored breathing. My legs were caught up in the bedding.
"Phoebe why did you cuff me?"
"Repeat that thing I told you to say back to me again." I was faceplanted in the mattress with her dead weight keeping me pinned.
There were a few moments of silence. I could feel the cuffs with my fingertips. They were uh, furry.
"Uhm, after you had your baby and got settled down; you were gonna lock yourself in a room with me and fuck me unconscious." I answered meekly.
"That's right." She sounded glib.
Phoebe sat me up on the edge of the bed with my feet planted on the floor. She had one knee resting on the bed with her opposite foot also planted flat as she proudly surveyed her handiwork. I was honestly at a loss for words as she blew a few errant strands of brown hair out of her face, then stood up. My pants and shoes were stripped off, but she left my socks intact.
The cuffs were extremely tight, and she knew it standing there with her hands on her hips. Phoebe took a step back, unlocking and opening the bedroom door standing behind it again.
"Aw bullshit man." Rashida was standing there with her phone out filming. The grin on her face was so wide I could see all of her teeth. She was aiming it right at my endowment which was still rock hard sticking out from my body like a flag pole.
Phoebe had a hand on my shoulder keeping me steady with the same grin on her cute face.
"Hey daddy; you know there's rules to this game, right?" Rashida mimicked my own platitudes mocking me.
I caught a glimpse of Jaquan peeking into the corridor seeing an opportunity.
"JAQUAN HELP ME BRUH!!" I shouted thinking we could turn the tide.
He walked up to the door peering inside over Rashida's shoulder with an innocuous look on his face.
"Zoya Berhan." My head rolled about on my shoulders recalling the times I'd fed him to a nymphomaniac.
"Shit." Phoebe caressed my head lovingly while she and Rashida laughed.
"Aw come on ladies; Jaquan, we supposed to be family man." I pleaded as he raised his own phone filming also. The whole damn afternoon was one big conspiracy to help Phoebe capture me. She had custody of my pants reaching into the pocket tossing Jaquan my car keys.
"Alright you kids play nice and none of that funny stuff Phoebe."
"JAQUAN!" I shouted as he wrapped an arm around Rashida's shoulder. Both of them turned walking away as I struggled against the cuffs.
"Stick and move cuz." He called out happily while Rashida chortled. I got a fleeting glimpse of the sixty plus inches of retired online fame, cakes bulging out everywhere.
Phoebe slammed the bedroom door so hard there was some shaking of the furniture adjacent and a light ringing echo in my ears.
"Hey baby, take these cuffs off." I forced a smile.
She turned the deadbolt on the door turning to face me tilting her head to the side licking her bottom lip.
"PHOEBE!!"
*********************************************************************************************
Ms. Consensual will Return.
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RE: FLASH BACK SEQUENCES-All Characters in this story are of legal age.
"Aw shit." I found a text on my phone from my mother asking that I come over and do some yard work. It had been months since I was booted out of the house after being outed to my parents as a pornographer.
I was at once the black sheep of the family excoriated for a line of work I'd gotten into completely by accident. It was lucrative monetarily but devastating to my social life inside the family, especially my father's side. We still hadn't talked since he did a drive by dress down of me via phone at my most vulnerable. I'd ended up retaliating by taking his live-in sugar baby and her mother the following day. Humorously, that mother turned out to be a better lay than her shitty, covertly drug addicted daughter, Erica Walton. I did a number on the elder Ms. Walton too.
None of it mattered in the long run when my father jettisoned the daughter as a liability revealing a hidden third woman he was presently dating on the low. We never talked about it, but I received a second text driven repudiation from my mother days later saying he'd snitched on me in one form or another. This broke what was left of our years long acrimonious relationship, making me feel that my own father was intimidated by me in some respects. It felt as if he were hiding under my mother's skirt post years long divorce. I went about my life behind an invisible wall determined one day to confront him face to face or wreak havoc on him again eventually.
"Time to make the donuts." I mumbled to myself half falling out of bed after a late night editing some surplus footage for my website.
I spent almost all of my free time working on my passion, sometimes walking about my new home carrying a laptop, even on the toilet every now and then. Today was no different as I put some coffee on before dragging said laptop to the bathroom where I began editing up some more footage involving "Mz. Giggles" doing her version of a runway walk down the corridor of my nigh wealthy uncle's home wearing this really short spaghetti strap sundress. It was white with tiny rose prints all over the material. This coupled with the "Peg Bundy" styled bouffant wig on her head made for a compelling onscreen character out of the norm.
It was another coincidental wealth of riches as I sort of a trade with my uncle's third wife Esther after accidentally discovering her gold-digging status. Her thick extremely bottom-heavy figure became the Darkhorse attraction on my website after a weekend shooting a ton of footage and just having a grand old time enjoying a weekend affair that would've had the family put a hit on me if discovered. We talked on text (Burner Phones) from time to time trying to find time for another round of shoots, but nothing materialized yet. On my laptop screen she was presently doing innocuous things like household chores washing dishes, laundry and vacuuming with a vintage model all while eventually losing that dress ending up completely nude slathered in baby oil.
I added some vintage styled film scratches to the footage which was drained of color leaving things in black and white monochrome. The choice was motivated out of creativity and necessity keeping the discretion of our clandestine working agreement. Esther's face was kept hidden behind a subtle mosaic shot in profile three quarter views and slightly out of focus from a distance adding to her allure. The trailer had been left up for a few months with message coming in my comments section about whether this "old model" was still working. My ruse thus successful, I'd let the audience do the work for me openly guessing about the origins of the footage.
This particular segment was nearly thirty minutes of leering footage as she went about her day, which ended with a good ten minutes of her being absolutely railed in that corridor, kitchen and eventually a guest bedroom. I did something with the sound design making it gradually ramp up almost into loud stereo quality claps of her big, floppy giggly cheeks. The money shot was spectacular looking with these geyser level bursts finishing things off quite nicely. I decided to add two extra minutes of Esther showering with the thin plastic curtain drawn. This made her a distorted silhouette but gave the audience a good impression of her curves. I finished editing and uploading the clip before I'd showered and left the bathroom.
Strains of "Mass Appeal" by Gang Starr filled the modest Honda Civic provided to me by my landlord Mr. Gilbert. The conditions for its use were its upkeep and making sure the gas tank was always full. The car had been provided to his daughter by her beau the aptly referred to "Motherfucking Jay Stello" as a means to bridge the states wide gap between them for clandestine hookups. Somehow Mr. Gilbert ended up in custody of the titular vehicle, bequeathing it to me for use as long as I was a tenant in his former home. He converted it into a rental property after moving out of state to live happily ever after with his love Tressie Fisher and her little cousins in a makeshift nuclear family.
It was a little overcast out as I made it to my mother's house pulling into the alley next to the garage doors. The paragraph of text used to prompt me into servitude said the door had been left unlocked allowing me access to the lawnmower and other yard tools. I hopped the fence getting into the garage easily enough letting up the door before turning up my car music. Petey Pablo's "He spoke to Me" provided a soundtrack to my actions as I racked up errant leaves and garbage before breaking out the gas powered mower taking care of the front yard fairly quickly.
"YOU MOVING BACK IN?!!" I looked up from my work finding one of my neighbors, Tammy Mosley sitting on the front steps of her two story home watching my progress.
She had to be eighteen at this point, but her mother still dressed her in disparaging fashion hoping to dissuade any number of male suitors around the way, but some thirsty guys still hollered anyway much to her and her grandmother's chagrin. Her grandmother had been my nemesis for a time right before I was kicked out. The nosey old bitty made a nuisance of herself reporting the comings and goings of the various women visiting me at that time. Part of me felt she'd set the table by painting a negative portrait of me to my mother in calls to her during work hours while I was entertaining.
I ignored the question, going back to mowing the lawn as she watched from across the street.
"HEY MAN?!!" Tammy shouted indignantly at being ignored, getting me to switch off the mower again to regard her.
"YEAH, WHAT?!" I shouted back arms spread, shrugging.
"YOU MOVING BACK IN YOUR MOMMA'S HOUSE?!" Tammy asked again, giving me another chance to capitulate to her equally nosey inquiry.
I started the mower up again after pondering things for a minute or two resuming my work. Her screen door loudly slammed moments later making me smirk to myself. There was no telling if she was just keeping up the family pastime or actually asking me a question. I continued mowing the lawn shifting to the side of the house before starting in our modest backyard when she appeared outside the fence on the sidewalk. I flinched the moment I noticed because we'd never been this close in proximity before for the duration of my entire time living there.
"Why you so mean; I just asked you a question?"
"Tell your grandmother to come over here and ask me herself Tammy."
"AW MAN, I AIN'T ON THAT STUFF!!"
"Really?" I raised a brow showing my disbelief as I began mowing the lawn.
"Yeah, I just uhm, wanted to know if you were coming back around because...uh, you're cool." She sounded as if she were twisting in the wind setting off a few alarms in my head.
"I don't want no trouble with your people; you go on home now." I wasn't even going to mince words with this youngster obviously hot in the pants.
"We just talking; what, my momma out in Miami getting her butt done so it's cool right? Granny sleep right now and she ain't coming downstairs with her bad hip. She fell down the front steps last week so I'm here watching her for momma."
"Wrong."
"Huh?"
"You over here watching me, Tammy; I'm just cleaning up the yard and I don't want no foolishness with your granny. You know that shit, and I ain't trying to catch a case talking to no shorties." There was a flash of emotion on her face reacting to a perceived insult.
"I ain't no shortie; I'm nineteen man!"
"Right." I replied smugly, still mowing the backyard under her gaze.
"I always get that mess from people; I can't help looking like a shortie." I was chuckling as she ranted folding her arms all put out by my dismissive attitude.
"Is that right?"
"Stop laughing, you wanna see my id, huh?" Tammy produced the card from her back pocket carrying it around like a wallet which made me laugh more as I switched off the mower walking over. Her googly eyed countenance and slight gap in her front teeth reminded oddly enough of a porn actress name Halle Hayes before she got progressively excessive amounts of plastic surgery significantly changing her appearance forever.
The same was true of her lean looking frame with budding tits poking the front of the white t-shirt covering her chest. Tammy wore some distressed stonewashed overall shorts over the shirt with tasseled ankle socks and white canvas sneakers. The visual finesse by her mother was real as I glanced at her little girl hairstyle four ponytails replete with colorful barrettes. I chuckled as I took a look, finding that she was indeed all of nineteen years of age.
"I could have sworn you were probably seventeen or eighteen; didn't you graduate from high school this year?"
"I flunked eight grade back in the day." This made me chuckle out loud getting Tammy flustered enough to grab the edge of the fence leaning over it to address her situation.
"Don't laugh at me, I got sick and was in the hospital so uhm, they flunked me!"
"Yeah right."
"THAT'S THE TRUTH!"
"Okay baby, here take this back I got work to do, shortie." My dig at her academic status made Tammy even more annoyed as she snatched the state id out of my hand.
"You think you're hot because you got all of them girlfriends, but you're only medium cute anyway!"
"I get that a lot these days." I replied nonchalantly about to start my mower.
"What I don't rate or nothing, huh?" Tammy grumbled playing her cards, still leaning against my fence with her elbows resting atop it.
"I don't want no trouble with your mother and especially not your fucking granny. Why don't you go play with your toys or something Tammy." I started up the mower laughing to myself.
"I'M A WOMAN!!"
I switched it off, looking her in the face walking back over hands stuffing a hand in my back pocket pulling out a hand towel as strains of "03' Bonnie & Clyde" filled the air from my car parked nearby. Tammy looked a bit anxious taking a half step back as I wiped my sweaty brow. I took my time leaning on my side of the fence. I gathered that I'd got a little closer than she expected looking her up and down. The only thing I noted were her long legs and pronounced camel toe made that way from sitting on her front porch all the time being nosey.
"What?" Tammy broke the moment of silence sort of stilted and reticent looking.
"Why do you dress like a kid?"
"I don't dress like a kid; and its none of your business anyway! My momma buys my clothes and shit, so uh... she got pissed one time when she popped up at my high school because I was wearing some stuff she didn't like. So, she brought me clothes like this...it was just a miniskirt! I don't look like no kid anyway so you can't just say stuff like that to me! You ain't that cool anyway, and you're only medium cute!" Tammy emphasized going through the five stages of grief right in front of me.
"You said that already." I reminded.
"She just thinks making me wear this will keep boys out of my pants!" Tammy finished in a huff.
"Did it?"
"HUH?!" I laughed at her reaction making the nineteen year old fume.
"Did dressing you like that keep negroes out of your draws, Tammy?" I felt like twisting the knife, still chuckling. The idea was to make her storm off cursing my name.
"Uhm, well I ain't no virgin, if that's what you're asking."
"Sure you're not." I laughed making her angry at the repeated digs.
"I HAVE A BOYFRIEND!" She shouted.
"Oh, so you're trying to get me caught up with some fool coming after me for messing with his woman. I don't mess around with women in relationships, that shit is dangerous. You probably wanna make him jealous or something and I ain't have some crying nigga coming for me after I fucked the shit out of his woman. Respect Tammy, respect shortie...sides you can't handle me."
"Well, uh, I uhm...had a boyfriend."
"Cut it out."
"We broke up, for real." She explained her probable intentions as I wiped my brow again looking her up and down head to toe and back again decided to have some more fun with the hood ingenue.
"Hey, take two steps back." Tammy did it without question shrugging her shoulders as I made a twirling finger gesture with a pointer finger.
Her brow furrowed as she slowly turned her back facing me. Tammy Mosely was indeed lean of stature but had a bit of dense packing in the derriere that caught my attention. It was wide, just packed like a solid mass just sticking out a little from her lower back over long enough legs. She looked back, noticing what I was doing.
"Hey man, what the...?!"
"I can't look?"
"Nuh, well uhm...it's not like we're going out on a date or something. I mean, can't be giving you any freebies or nothing." Her awkward explanation made me laugh openly.
"Freebies?"
"You know what I mean."
"Yeah, unfortunately; say, don't you have something you should be doing, like watching your sick granny? We wouldn't want Grandma Mosely coming outside finding you over here, would we? Remember that time your mother was chasing you around her car with an ironing cord?"
"I'm a grown woman."
"Maybe you should start dressing like it then." It took her a second to get the dig at her juvenile themed attire.
"Oh, you got jokes, huh?"
"Got more than jokes baby; toddle along there back to granny; maybe she made you a snack. Probably a lunchable or some PB and J with the crusts cut off and a glass of milk."
"I don't even like peanut butter."
"OH, WOW THAT'S A DEAL BREAKER!!" I was openly laughing as she squinted, starting to flush with anger.
"Fuck you." Tammy stalked off arms folded around her chest, packed little butt stinging from the constant burns and digs at her juvenile behavior.
Over a year ago she would've been right up my lane, but now I was worlds away from her in experience with women. It dawned on me that I'd just karmically reversed roles remembering my first encounter with Rashida Sikes. Tammy got "the business" from me, and it was without conscious thought. It was weird seeing things from the other side of the fence so to speak. I finished up the backyard without incident, taking a moment as I realized the part of the fence, I'd been engaging Tammy at was the same spot where I'd tussled with my deceased love Vicky Stone.
The night was the beginning of the end for what could have been.
I lingered there on the fence taking it all in remembering a night that with her trying to take my head off over perceived cheating. We'd hashed it out and she even found validation that I wanted more from her than some tryst. We made torrid, desperate love and luxuriated in each other's embrace only to have it ripped away much later by a jealous narcissist. A shudder ran through me at the thought of our aborted love story. I was lost in the moment for a while before I realized I was standing in the backyard of a home I wasn't welcome in anymore because of the same woman.
"Bitch." Sometimes I couldn't help seething inside.
I glanced around at the cleaned yard and the bags of refuse I'd collected hoping it would be good enough to get a thank you text from my mother when all was said and done. Part of me knew it would be radio silence as I dumped the refuse in the cans in the alley before walking to my waiting car. I hopped behind the wheel hesitating as I realized I didn't have anything to do for the rest of my day. It was just about noon, and I was a male spinster, time wise. I lingered behind wondering if I should swing by my cousin's house. Rashida was still living there in the aftermath of all the drama.
"What is this shit?"
Tammy was standing at the edge of my back fence next to the garbage cans staring at me. She was holding a glass with a lemon slice on its edge.
"I thought you might want something to drink out here in this hot weather."
It was overcast.
"Tammy." I rolled my passenger window down half way as she tried the door thinking to sit inside my car. It took a moment for her to settle down.
"I'm just bringing you a nice cold drink out here in this hot weather. Damn, you act like it's a conspiracy or something." She reasoned unevenly with a hand still on the door handle as it started to sprinkle outside.
I rolled the window down all the way but didn't take the drink.
"Identification."
"What?"
"Give me your id Tammy." She scoffed slouching her shoulders accidentally pouring some of the drink into the passenger side seat as she fished out her state card. I'm sure she was surprised when I popped my glove compartment pulling out a card reader. Tammy was befuddled for a moment then her brow furrowed when I plugged it into a portable charger.
"ARE YOU SERIOUS?!" She asked as I used my phone to film the results then her face in real time with a time stamp to cover my ass legally.
"Do you realize the times we live in these days Tammy? I got this shit cheap as fuck online on the dark web; been itching to try it out. Well Tammy, looks like you make the grade at a certified nineteen years of age." I popped the lock and she promptly jumped in beside me looking like someone lifted the velvet rope allowing her into the club. The drink spilled all over as she realized her butt was planted in a puddle of her own making.
"FUCK!!" I chortled locking her door instantly pulling out of the driveway at a clip while she struggled to get her seatbelt on grinning like a porch monkey, for lack of a better term.
I shot down the side street quickly hitting a hard right into the alley right behind Tammy's house almost stopping on a dime. She was jerked forward stopping herself with both hands as I put the car in park.
"What, is this?" She was confused.
"I'm dropping you home, Tammy." I explained popping the lock on her passenger side door as she processed.
"We ain't going nowhere?"
"I don't want no trouble with your people."
"Aw shit, you tripping man; I'm nineteen. You saw that for yourself with your stupid machine. Hey if I ain't your type then just say so instead of acting all cute and shit. A lot of boys be hollering at me anyway, so you ain't all that just because you got a bunch of hoes. HEY, WHAT'S WRONG WITH ME?!"
"Nothing, just don't want no trouble."
"NINETEEN!"
"What you wanna get fucked?" I cut to the chase blowing her wig back as her eyes bucked.
"Damn you just say shit like that straight up?!"
"Yeah, you want me to fuck, or not?"
"Uhm." she hesitated looking out her window at the back of her own garage and the two story home her family lived in for four decades. My parents moved in back in the day right after the Mosely family but were never anything more than acquaintances. My mother had a pretty amicable relationship with Grandma Mosely post-divorce and cosigned all of her sexual pocket watching recently and even further back extending to my father's marriage breaking infidelity.



"Well?" I asked, making her predictably jumpy.
"Man, you're for real, huh?"
"I don't play games; so maybe you should stay in your lane at the kiddie table." It was meant as a dig to embarrass her out of the car, but Tammy looked into the glass then at my face.
"I need to check and make sure granny still sleep; I put some buckwheat honey in her tea."
"What?"
"It helps her sleep or else she stays up screaming my name all night. Just wait right here and let me see if the coast is clear, then we can do it in the basement. I'm sleeping down there. It's my room when I'm over here."
"Sure, whatever you say."
Tammy went to get out, but then thought better of it turning back scrutinizing my face.
"Hey, are you gonna drive off when I get out?"
"Only one way to find our Tammy." I shrugged eliciting a worried look on her face.
"Aw come on man, give me a chance." Tammy tilted her head to the side sliding back into the car close enough to kiss inches from my face.
The sound of my zipper lowering was audible.
She fished out my member as it was fattening encircling it with two fingers just above the base still looking at my face for effect. Tammy engulfed the upper half of my length between her plump lips stroking the rest methodically as her cheeks began to invert creating a loud slurp that seemed to go on forever. Once it was over, she sat up beside me looking at my face again.
"At least get some bomb as head, if nothing else." She smiled, showing all of her teeth stroking my member for a few minutes before carefully tucking me away.
Tammy lingered for a few minutes unsure before getting out of the car walking to the back gate with the glass. She glanced back a few times then went inside running to this back staircase that led up into the elevated kitchen at the alley side of the home. I sat there getting a view of her packed little tail as she ran to the house reminiscing about all the times her grandmother snitched on me. I smiled to myself recalling a particular instance where Charity Gilbert sexually trolled the old snitch in the same car in which I was presently sitting.
"Wow, I'm surprised you're still here!" Tammy came back five minutes later running in the sprinkling rain with a dishrag in her hand. She carefully tried the passenger side door watching my face as she opened it wiping up the stain in my front seat with both hands.
I just smiled, pulling closer to the garage facing the north end of the alley turning off the car. Tammy was waiting as I got out looking anxiously between me and her backyard cautioning me with a wave of her hand when I drew close.
"She still sleep but be kind of quiet when we get inside the basement door. I got her stories playing on the tv, so that should keep her distracted if she wakes up. It's cool, just gotta help her get on the toilet sometimes."
"Too much information."
"Yeah, sorry."
Tammy led me to the basement entrance of her house which was sort of an add-on to the house proper, kind of a shelled added space built sometime after the house was bought. It's bright canary color was a giveaway as Tammy tried and opened a shaky doorknob letting us inside.
The interior of this room was some sort of play area and additional bedroom which Tammy explained was used by a long deceased uncle who'd financed it before finally being caught and jailed by the authorities. There was a bed for one in a corner and two love seats on the other side with a television and stuffed toy box for any kids who visited. All of the stuff was second hand or discarded from the upstairs proper. For some reason, I wasn't nervous at all despite being in the house of a woman who would've loved nothing more than to see me castrated.
"Why don't you sit down right here." Tammy planted a knee on one of the love seats covered by a frayed looking plaid blanket waving me over.
She dutifully unzipped and exposed my package getting on all fours topping me off eventually laying on her belly with an arm draped over my thigh. Tammy was no novice to giving with a somewhat methodical approach cupping a hand under my balls massaging them which felt nice. A few minutes into it, she glanced up at my face. Tammy got back up unsnapping a button on her overall shorts drawing them down to her waist. She slipped out of the white t-shirt underneath revealing a cute little cream colored brassiere tightly fitted to her chest. Her hardened nipples were visible poking against the foam cups.
I poked a finger making her giggle girlishly and shy away with an arm draped across her modest bust. I was patient sitting there until she leaned in looking for a kiss, stealing a peck on my cheek. Tammy inched back allowing my hand to rest on her butt which felt like a solid mass, almost like granite. I used my hands and fingers to squeeze and test its packed nature, finding no give whatsoever. Her hips were narrow matching the width of her shoulders which gave her figure a rectangular esthetic from shoulders to the tops of her thighs. I tried to dig my nails into it finding a resistance that was intriguing. It made me want to go the whole nine yards after all.
"If you take your pants all the way off, I can really do it good."
Instead of waiting she got down, helping me out of my jeans and shoes, leaving my socks as she spread my thighs wide apart. Unencumbered, Tammy's head game leveled up significantly as she went wet and sloppy with these little twists of her barrette head sucking me off more passionately now. The loud syrupy slurps and foamy saliva running off her juicy bottom lip added to the experience. Tammy did this sort of head rotating thing as she sucked me off jerking and tugging hard on the exposed portion of my cock.
"Do it harder." I instructed with a static expression inching close to completion.
Tammy did as asked gagging a little as more of my slightly above average member disappeared behind her lips. Things got really loud and sloppy pushing the envelope further as she went for broke with her head bobbing in my lap on a swivel as she started moaning louder and louder. I figured it was part of her routine or technique. More precum and excess saliva ran off her chin dripping down into her modest chest getting me excited as I drew closer.
"Almost there, do it harder Tammy...come on, go hard in the paint; jerk on it harder while sucking the fuck out of that shit. I'm gonna cum real hard if you keep doing that. Keep it up girl, suck that dick hard baby! Suck it...fuck."
She followed my instruction rhythmically working harder and harder slurping, vacuum sucking and gagging bringing me right to the edge.
"Squeeze my balls. No, pinch'em baby...suck harder, aw shit...AW FUCK GIRL YOU GETTING IT OUTTA ME!!" Tammy was going so hard it felt as if she were trying to suck my prick free of my body. Her hands were trembling as I began to blow this thick wad of jizz deep into her mouth.
She kept at it taking more ropes directly into her gullet swallowing in time with each stomach churning burst. It seems she did have some surprises sexually speaking as some of our intermingled juices continued making a mess of her chest. she sucked and sucked making my toes curl, then stopped with a wide beaming grin on her face.
"AAAHHH, SEE I SWALLOWED IT UP! I pushed a finger in her mouth getting her to suck on it mimicking her performance, but it was actually meant to quiet her down as she stared in my eyes.
Tammy Mosely sucked just as hard narrowing her eyes moaning in a bit of social play implying a budding sexuality.
"Want me to do it again?" I raised a brow at the unexpected question.
"Why yes, I think I'll have another."
Tammy went at my business in a repeat performance that was momentarily halted when I tried to pry her brassiere up for a look at her tits finding it beyond skin tight. She glanced down at her muted cleavage.
"They ain't big like those girls you hook up with."
"Shut up, let me see them, Tammy." There was some hesitation before she pinched the foam cups peeling them up revealing these somewhat conical looking buds topped with the darkest nipples and areolas, I'd ever seen in contrast to her lighter hazel skin tone.
"See, told you." She sounded crestfallen.
"I think they're pretty." Tammy let me play with her left tit massaging and groping it as much as possible which came off more like some sort of pinching. Her nips were extremely hard and little rough to the fingertips prompting me to play with both.
"You really think they're pretty?"
"Yeah, in fact I wanna fuck them, Tammy."
"But they're little."
"So, I can make it happen anyway."
"How?"
"Suck on this some more then I'll show you." I directed her braided head down onto my endowment letting her resume that promising sloppy top.
She left that skintight brassiere up which got a decent bulge of her meager breasts as she went in on my prick. My balls were added to the mix without direction or prompt in intervals followed by half of my endowment being vacuum sucked extremely hard. I almost went over the edge, but managed to disengage just as I was about to climax. Tammy was a little timid reacting with a slight flinch as I handled her shoulders pulling closer to my junk.
"They're too little for that." She discouraged.
"Watch and learn baby." I countered waving a finger in front of her face before pushing it between her big lips encouraging her nonverbally to suck it followed by my cock for another few minutes.
I pinched the middle of her brassiere making her wince as I managed to pry it outward enough to insert my cock underneath wedged against her breastbone. My thickened vein covered rod looked like a steel bar between her pert budding breasts. This maneuver forced her probably B-Cups together cradling my shaft on either side.
"Oh, okay I get it." Tammy's eyes widened as I took her hands positioning them fingers interlocked over my intruding phallus.
"Hold them tight and don't let go even when I start cumming."
"Yeah, okay."
I kept ahold of the tops of her shoulders driving my prick along her breastbone working up an enticing friction. The restrictive feeling of her brassiere pinning my prick down cushioned by her buoyant small tits was incredible. Tammy's eyes narrowed mouth eventually hanging open with some spittle running off her bottom lip as I gradually went harder pumping up into her moderate cleavage. Her breath started coming in huffs matching my own. Tammy leaned forward bent at the waist in an offering gesture as I really got some decent thrusts going starting to crest.
"Don't let go Tammy, I'm about to cum all over your titties, keep it up girl. Don't let go." She nodded, interlocking her fingers hard as tremors started to engulf me.
It had been a few weeks since I was with Erica Walton and later her mother, Babs Walton. I'd left that mature woman lying face down with her spongy butt covered in my jizz. I regretted not getting her phone number because I wanted some more of that vintage ass. Now I was messing with Tammy Mosely, daughter of the nosey women who'd made things complicated when I lived just across the street.
"You gonna cum?"
"Yeah."
"Your thing is so hard, and hot too." Tammy commented leaning further almost bent over. I didn't reply going into the final lap as my thighs started tightening up making me squint. I'd been with a number of women over the last year and a half which should have leveled off my youthful energy, but every time I climaxed it felt, mind blowing, scintillating.
"AW FUCK!! TAMMY HOLD IT TIGHTER!! CUM-CUMMING!!" She did as I asked right as the dam burst.
A thick wad of cum shot up hitting the underside of her chin followed by several ropes that soiled and glazed over my abdomen with pools of jizz in puddles on my abdomen. Her chest was glistening with my cum as more poured out of the crown drizzling down into the open part of her brasserie made so by the intrusion of my cock. Tammy proved adept at learning on the go working her small tits up and down watching my face, heartened.
"You must have really liked that, huh? I didn't know I could titty fuck with these mosquito bites; boys always make fun of me for having no boobs, but you proved them wrong."
"Take your bra off; I want to see them."
Okay." She responded timidly, reaching back awkwardly. Her brassiere was wedged at a diagonal angle leaving one of her tits halfway exposed. The brassiere snapped, popping away from her chest like a rubber band as it fell away exposing her chest fully.
They were barely B-cups small, conical in nature topped with dime sized areolas and bullet point nipples matching the coal darkened texture of said areolas. This made them really stand out in eye popping fashion as she looked between my face and her defiled chest with rivulets of my jizz running down her abdomen. I'd really let her have it as evidenced by thick blotches of cum splotching her torso. One of her bra cups was filled with a creamy deluge of spunk. Tammy draped a hand over her breasts, but I captured it wrapping it around my cock.
"Keep playing with it."
"Hard?"
"Yeah, Tammy jack me off really hard."
Her jacking fist became a blur on my meat getting several watery bursts of precum as it fattened in her thin hand becoming a steel bar covered in veins.
"Wow, you get hard again, like really quick." Tammy's eyes widened at my renewed tumescence.
There was no way I was telling her my enhanced stamina had come courtesy of my online profession as a director of adult content and by proxy was the reason, I no longer lived across the street anymore. She tilted her head to the side watching my prick inflate then shot me a side eye before slurping a good third of my length quickly breaking contact laughing.
"Let's get the rest of this off." I pulled her forward handling her overalls at the waist with the intent of removing them, but she handled the tops of my hands gingerly covering them with her own. We shared glances as I motioned towards her legs with my eyes for an instant returning to her brown eyes silently unyielding.
Tammy stood up leaving her stonewashed overall shorts in place. They ended up around her knees as some white cotton panties came into view level with my face. The fit was skintight putting her camel toe on display. There was a tiny pink bow right under her navel. I noticed a few wisps of light hair under it leading downward towards her young womanhood. I took an extended look at her covered muff, then helped her step out of the shorts one foot at a time. Tammy had a hand on my shoulder steadying herself before standing up straight.
"Can I see the back?"
She did a half turn almost a pirouette, keeping her eyes on me before turning fully around. Her butt was decidedly peachy, but chunky looking and solid with a bit of roundness, but no definition other than a muted undercuff that went in a horizontal straight line over her long legs. It looked like she still had a lot of body to grow into at her certified nineteen years of age. I flattened a palm in the middle of her butt making Tammy turn around quicky with a hand over her crotch.
"Is it, good?"
"I don't know, yet." I started peeling down the elastic waistband, but she shrank back, scared.
I leaned back watching her face then looked around the room internally turning my autopilot off. I recognized the look on her face. I'd seen it long ago before I became the Educated Simp. My very first time was with a childhood friend, and it was our inaugural foray into adulthood being with each other. We were in a similar basement at her grandmother's home, and I recognized the synchronicity of it all. Tammy looked away from my face sort of green in the gills before finding the courage to explain herself.
"You like me, right? I mean, you think I'm pretty too, like those girls who were coming to your house? It's just uhm, well I never actually did it before, like went all the way. Mostly, just sucking and dry humping, stuff like that. Uh, we can "do it" if you want...it's not gonna hurt is it?"
No Tammy, it's not gonna hurt." I zipped up realizing what I almost did. Despite my experiences, my first time was actually with someone I had a connection with on an emotional level.
"HEY, YOU'RE NOT MAD, ARE YOU!" She shouted even more nervously standing there in her underwear and canvas sneakers.
"Not at all; it's cool, okay?" She looked as if she were panicking immediately getting the gears turning in my head. I felt like a fool getting myself into a potential situation with an adult teenager. Her mental growth seemed stunted in this moment of clarity as I relaxed my posture reclining like I wasn't going anywhere.
"You sure you don't have a boyfriend?" I asked, raising a brow faux suspicious.
"WHAT?! Are you serious man?" Her face softened along with her posture as she chuckled a bit arms folded over her boobs.
"Yeah, I'm serious Tammy; look a year and a half ago I got jumped by my cousin house over some female shit. I just wanna be clear that you ain't cheating on some hood nigga. I don't want my jaw wired shut again and I definitely don't wanna catch no bullets in my ass baby." She was chortling at my explanation feeling further validated, but I wasn't out of hot water yet.
"I told you I broke up."
"Right, you probably lying cause you wanna make that negro cry on some old emotional shit; what's his name?"
"Chauncey."
"AH-HA, SEE!!" I perked up pointing an accusatory finger at Tammy who jumped like she'd been tased for an instant, then laughed.
"Hey man we broke up; you tricked me!!"
"No I didn't, you gotta man, don't you Tammy?!" I accused, making sure to fake chortle subtly lightening the mood as she ran forward planting a knee at my right side kneeling on the love seat.
"Oh yeah; let me see your phone."
"REALLY?!" Her eyes got really big as she grinned scoffing playfully making this exaggerated gesture with both hands outstretched as if she were on an improv stage bombing out.
"If you ain't hiding nothing, let me see your phone."
"OH-KAAY!!" Tammy happily shouted all giggly as she leaned over retrieving her own cheap android from a pocket in her overall shorts.
She handed it to me with the biggest grin in the universe. This spoke to the mental effect of seeing Charity Gilbert, Phoebe and probably Vickie Stone frequenting my home when I lived there. This coupled with her the annoying hen gossip of her mother and grandmother probably had Tammy thinking she was coming up in the world. I took things further playing jealous pulling her into my lap as I started rifling through her stuff making it look random as I opened her contacts perusing them for a few seconds before Tammy intervened.
"Damn you going through my shit; what're you looking for?"
"Where the naked pictures?" This got a genuine laugh from my host as she pried her phone from my hands showing me some laughable pics obviously taken in her bathroom at home or here in her grandmother's house.
"Happy?" She chortled holding her phone level with my face like it was some big reveal.
"Ah, I could do better." This earned me a slight elbow to the side as she sat in my lap with her dense little butt planted right on my business.
"That's messed up; you don't like my body?"
"I like it just fine; I said I could take a better pic of this ass back here Tammy."
"HEY!" She realized her butt was being palmed chortling playfully.
"Well, I could." I admitted.
"Okay smarty pants, do it how would you do it, then." Tammy shoved her phone into my hand then pinched my bottom lip playfully.
"Lay on your stomach."
"HUH?!"
"Seriously Tammy? You were just gargling my nuts, now you're shy?" I earned another playful shove responding with a grope of her right tit making her all giggly and jumpy slapping my hand away. She didn't notice the pointed look on my face as I mentally maneuvered out of the way of an incoming bullet.



"Alright, but you better not be showing it to your friends." She hopped out of my lap mounting the couch on all fours looking back at me grinning before plopping down on her belly butt facing the ceiling.
"Panties."
"What?" She sounded worried for a second, but I knew I had to sell it.
"Lose the panties; you want me to have something special, like better than your boyfriend Chauncey, right?" Tammy half turned, looking at me resting her cheek on a fist.
"Man, you're really worried I got a man, huh? Well, okay but this is only for you and nobody else." I almost facepalmed as she wagged a finger in front of my face.
"Okay let me see your booty, Tammy."
"Chill!" She giggled rolling onto her belly shooting me a look as she pinched the waistband of her cotton panties.
"WELL, TAMMY?!" I prodded in a falsetto tone making her laugh.
I was presented with a solid looking almost rigid looking pair of buns that looked a shade darker than the rest of her body. Tammy chortled thinking she was giving me my fondest wish in that moment. I got my phone out while snapping a few pics one handed muting and dialing up a number before pocketing it.
"Don't try anything." She giggled with a slight snort.
"TAM-MEEE!!" Grandma Mosely's voice bellowed down a nearby stairwell out of nowhere making her granddaughter predictably act as if Godzilla were on the horizon. Her movements were quick and sharp moving so fast even I was caught off guard.
She scrambled around the floor snatching up her clothes as I heard something heavy hit the floor.
"TAMMY!!" The loud voice was coming closer as Tammy panicked putting her brassiere on backward. Her movements were shaky and fueled by sheer terror. She accidentally snapped a bra strap and almost tore her t-shirt getting it on as she motioned for me to dress. I'd forgot to put on my pants watching her.
"TAM-MEEE!!!" I heard this sound like some random things were being tossed into the stairwell above us.
"Hey, you gotta get outta here; you don't want my granny finding you down here!"
"You ain't gonna give me your number?!" I fished out my phone holding it in both hands secretly enjoying her distress.
"Shit!" Tammy snatched my android tapping her digits at the speed of light. While herding me towards the back door leading into the yard.
"YOU HEAR ME?!! TAM-MEEE!! WHERE YOU AT GIRL?!! I'M GONNA PUT THAT STRAP ON YOU!! TAM-MEEE!!" Tammy was haphazardly dressed fumbling loudly with the door finally shoving me out into the backyard. I nearly fell over barely catching myself as the back door slammed in my face.
"TAAA-MEEEEARRGH!!" It sounded like Granny Mosely was right on top of her as I heard the opposite door shaking profusely almost off the hinges.
I got up dusting myself off walking to the alley and my car dialing up a friend.
"WHAT YOU WANT?!"
"A favor." I was behind the wheel pulling my seatbelt over snapping it into place.
"A FAVOR?!!"
"Yeah, I'm going to text you a number and I want you to call this girl and tell her that you're going to kick her ass if she doesn't leave your man alone. Make it real street and shit, feel free to improvise but it's got to be threatening. Like Mr. T in Rocky 3 threatening, okay?"
There was a pause on the other end of the line.
"Do I even wanna know?" My android suddenly chirped with an incoming pic that I'd already taken moments earlier.
"Not necessary, but here's some reference." I forwarded the pic.
A minute later loud masculine sounding laughter erupted from my phone as I sat behind my wheel facepalming, embarrassed.
"DAMN BRUH!! AHAAHAHA, YOU LACKING?!! YOU IN NEED?!! ARE YOU FOR REAL?!! AHAHAHA!! IS IT THAT BAD?!!" There was nothing I could do but take my medicine for making a stupid decision in the heat of the moment.
"Rashida."
"HUNDRED DOLLARS!" She shouted loud enough to make my ears ring.
"Call right away and make it good, make it wicked." I forwarded her the money on cash app.
"Surprised you didn't drop by and see me; it's been a while and Jaquan misses you too. Funny, we were just talking about you the other day and..."
"Take care of it." I clicked off killing the conversation.
I pulled off down the alley to the strains of "When a Woman's Fed up" by R. Kelly taking my leave of the area. I'd decided to hire a guy to do my mother's lawn the next time she called. It was a bit of covering my ass with the Mosely family denying Tammy the opportunity to come in close contact with me and equal parts avoiding memories about Vicky Stone. It had been a while since her funeral, and I still woke up with tears streaming down my face most mornings. I'd like to say I was sorry for hanging up on Rashida, but I wasn't. Not in the least.
There was no denying she had been a part of the toxic negativity that ended when I took back my power by trashing her formerly untouchable clique. Finding out she was collateral damage mind fucked from day one by her leader. I sort of adopted her, socially speaking and the readily available sex any time I wanted, was incentive enough. Rashida Sikes was always available to me since I took her under my wing giving her a glow up the same day, I dropped a neutron bomb of sorts on her workplace. Associates tentative, stripped her salon workplace clean.
Rashida was predictably left to take the blame, forced to admit she'd been sleeping with me the night it went down. We'd shot content for my website but were mostly just having an illicit affair made so by the fact that her leader and soon to be former best friend ousted me from their circle. After things were over with her finding out that she was a dupe, we just never discussed things further. I kind of went my own way leaving her to assume whatever she thought we were, people, friends with benefits or just drifting in life. I found that I didn't feel anything one way or the other.
My relationship with Jaquan was another thing altogether. He had a child with my former mortal enemy.
"Hello?" My phone started ringing as I was approaching my new home.
"Uh hello, it's Tammy." She was speaking barely above a whisper.
"Oh, missed me already?"
"Well, uh I think...we should be friends, yeah."
"Excuse me."
"Look we should dial it back and uh, take our time because we just got started too quick. Maybe, we're going in different directions and shit."
"TAMMY!"
"Uh, maybe we should take a break." I was a struggle not to laugh outright as she talked like we were in some sort of relationship for a minute.
There was no doubt Tammy would misrepresent herself to associates about our connection after an afternoon that saw her top me off a few times before I came to my senses. She had the possibility to be a liability in the future and I knew things had to be nipped in the bud. I'd invaded her phone stealing Grandma Mosely's phone number covertly waking the nosy matriarch up while Tammy was distracted. Thus, I was allowed to escape her inexperienced web with no blowback coming afterwards. She'd never seen Rashida but saw the other women visiting my home and my impromptu make out session with Charity Gilbert on my front lawn. That was enough.
"Hey, did somebody call you? Like a few minutes ago?!" I dialed it up.
"Uh." It sounded like Tammy was caught off guard.
"DID BONQESHA CALL YOU?!! I KNEW SHE WAS IN MY PHONE!! DON'T LISTEN TO HER!! SHE JUST GOT OUT OF JAIL!! TAMMY?!! WE GOOD, RIGHT!! SHE DON'T KNOW WHERE YOU LIVE!! SHE ON PAROLE ANYWAY!!"
"Oh wow, you are like, such a dog."
"I just went by to drop some child supp-uh, money off. That girl don't mean anything to me Tammy; you're better than her. You're one of the good ones, a real life virgin. There's so much I want to teach you about sex, uh love."
"I'm gonna go now."
"Tammy?" She hung up in my face right before I burst into laughter. I shot Rashida an extra hundred as I pulled down the block to my new place of residence.
My phone started ringing as I tooled down the freeway without a care in the world.
"I sent you another hundred; what now Rashida?"
"Uhm, want your money back?" She sounded pensive.
"Spill."
"Come by for a minute and talk shit over with me face to face, bruh." This didn't sound like a booty call, but I was antsy knowing I owed her one.
"Five minutes." I hung up.
I made it there in four slowly driving up the block weighing my options, wondering if the unknown reason she wanted to talk had something to do with my cousin Jaquan. This was further driven home when I found Rashida standing on the front lawn with Little Daisy Kelly. I hadn't seen her in months and there she was dressed like a little princess in a nice dress with a tiara on her head. Rashida was wearing this bright colored African print romper that made her exaggerated curves pop. I was surprised when Daisy walked up to the passenger side window as I lowered it. Rashida hung back.
"Hello princess, did you want to see me?"
"Hardly, but I'm not one to miss an opportunity since you've been in hiding all this time after what you did to my mom." I glanced over her shoulder looking at Rashida who was far away enough that perhaps she couldn't hear the younger Miss Kelly's actual speaking voice.
"Look, that's none of your business Daisy."
"Not trying to trigger you; but maybe some therapy would do you a world of good. The parentals speak in hushed tone around me, but I know everything. I like you because you can keep a secret; I made you something." Daisy leaned closer to the window revealing a drawing she'd made.
The baby narcissist dropped the picture onto my passenger seat as we exchanged glances pointedly. Her own narrow slanted lime green eyes made it hard to look away from her face, but I managed to peer down at the pic.
"What is this?" I picked it up staring at it, confused.
"I don't know how open minded you are, but I was uh, compelled to make this for you. Sometimes, I see things in my sleep, and I can't get it out of my head until I draw it. Think of this as me doing you a solid." Little Daisy Kelly's eyes never wavered or dipped away from mine.
The crayon colored picture depicted what amounted to a drawing of her family illustrated slightly above stick figures in the middle of the piece of construction paper. The father and daughter were holding hands while the mother figure drawn with lighter hues like Daisy, was lying down with an exaggerated sad face. Off to the immediate right at the top of the drawing, was this big black thing that looked like a cloud. I stared at it trying to figure out what was going on when I noticed that she'd taken the time to draw a pair of slanted lime green eyes on it matching the ones on her mother and child effigies in pic.
"What is this all about; if you want me to apologize to your mother, I'm afraid I can't do that Daisy. I'll never do that and I'm sorry if that hurts you but..."
"Give me your email fool." She cut me off looking way older than her years in a manner that would've scared her clueless father.
"Why?"
"There's something I need to...OH YOU BAD, I SAID DON'T COME OVER RASHIDA!!" Little Daisy Kelly slipped quickly back into "toddler talk" as Rashida popped up beside her looking in my window. Rashida was also in the dark about the toddler's hidden genius, making me one of three in the know including her mother and the girl herself.
"Sorry princess girl, but your daddy coming up the block and he wants me to put you in the baby seat."
"YOU GO WITH HIM, I WANT ICE CREAM WITH MY COUSIN!" Daisy was laying it on thick, but I was the only one the wiser as Jaquan pulled up beside me rolling his passenger side window down. I suddenly felt trapped like a rat wanting to pull off even if it meant side swiping his sports car. His little girl was still too close to my car along with Rashida.
"Long time no see cuz." He looked relaxed leaning over to the side facing my open driver's side window.
"Hey, sorry about that Jaquan." My heart was thumping so loud, I was sure everyone could hear it.
"It's cool, I know you had some stuff to work out and I know you're okay. I'm uh, just saying that you can always come over and hang out for a few days. You hungry? Got some barbecue, made up fresh this morning."
"DADDY!! I TOLD YOU NOT TO GIVE HIM BAD FOOD!! NOW I'M GONNA HAVE TO TELL...." Little Daisy Kelly's voice trailed off drawing my attention to her as Rashida knelt by my window tending her to her concerned. Daisy turned to her wrapping her arms around her babysitter. Jaquan got out of his car taking Daisy from Rashida cradling the little girl in his arms.
"It's okay, daddy ain't gonna hurt nobody; still wanna get ice cream, huh baby?" She nodded timidly. I watched him place his daughter in her car seat before addressing me with this drained expression on his face.
"Stay up, and fun bruh. You know how we do it, huh?!" Jaquan managed to put up a jovial façade as he got behind the wheel.
"JAQUAN!" Rashida shouted, motioning towards little Daisy Kelly. I looked in my side mirror finding her unique slanted eyes trained on me as my cousin started to pull off.
"You better worry about that rent money!" He shouted back with a laugh pulling off thankfully taking his daughter's gaze off of me. Rashida was making an okay stipend from our joint endeavors and doing freelance hair work on the side. We didn't shoot in a minute due to the drama and my sabbatical. My website was chugging along on surplus footage I'd collected over several months. I hadn't updated her tier and maybe that was intentional.
"Don't listen to him, I'm paid up; that negro barely even asks anymore, so I just hit that cash app."
"You guys aren't taking it out in trade?" My question was sideways, but she ignored it as I turned on the ignition.
"WAIT! Don't you wanna know why I wanted you to come over here?"
"It wasn't to see little Daisy Kelly?"
"She heard me laughing at your narrow butt on the phone and asked if you were coming by; said she missed her uncle cousin. She's so cute, but NO... I uh, should be mad at you, but you out here on the streets slumming with some busted females. You don't like me no more?"
"Get in here and find out." I glanced over at her with a half-smile finding one matching my own. Both of us knew each other epically and biblically to a fault. I popped the lock intending to take off with Rashida to the nearest hotel and stuff her box until her eyes popped out.
"Well, I'd love to but, uhm..." She hesitated making me raise a brow. Rashida Sikes hadn't denied me since we managed to get over the hill with our first hookup in that bathroom a while ago. I was intrigued thinking the obvious.
"Oh, got a boyfriend, huh?" I chortled raising a brow.
"No, I ain't got time for no boyfriend negro."
"I'm your boyfriend, get in here." Rashida chuckled looking slightly flushed despite her mocha skin tone.
"Cut it out, I uhm. Need a favor."
"Rashida." I wasn't in the mood for shenanigans.
"Man, you round here in these streets messing with bitches that's lacking and shit. I can't allow that because you would be throwing dirt on me and all the baddies you already hooked up with. Did you even look at that pic you sent me, huh bruh? Did you fuck that bacon booty bitch?"
"Bacon booty?"
"Her ass was fucked off looking like somebody fried it in a dirty skillet on a busted stove; shit was blacker than my face bruh, nah ain't no fucking way negro! Man, you bet not have fucked that hood rat! Did you bang that hoe?!"
"No, but she was a virgin." I admitted.
"BIG DUH!" I started laughing at the cartoonish expression she made in response to my answer.
"Bitch, you wanna get tuned up? Jaquan ain't in there girl; wanna get your ass clapped, Rashida?!" I went for my seat belt, but her upper half invaded my car through the passenger side window grabbing my bicep.
"Damn, you quick with it daddy! Hold up, we talking, alright?!" Something was definitely fishy.
"What the fuck Rashida?"
"Give a minute."
"Sixty seconds and I'm out whether you want to hop in or not." I gave her cheek a pinch making her chuckle a little.
"Man, you've changed, a lot."
"Spill."
"Well, uhm I was thinking maybe since uh, you're in such a giving mood with these local crab apple bitches, you wouldn't mind..." Her explanation trailed off. I looked away from her narrow face blinking profusely as I realized her gambit.
"ARE YOU TRYING TO FIX ME UP WITH SOMEBODY?!"
"Come on bruh." Rashida shrugged.
"I'M OUT!" I went to turn the ignition, but she grabbed my wrist with authority. We jostled for a few moments as Rashida tried to snatch my keys.
"COME ON HEAR ME OUT!" We messed around wrestling a bit before I settled down finding humor that her huge badonkadunk kept me from fully pulling her into my car. I went lax reclining as I reclined turning the drivers seat into a lazy boy.
"What's her name?"
"Uhm, Delia." I perked up looking at Rashida as she shrank backwards.
"Why does that name sound familiar?"
"Forget about that bruh, this some guaranteed ass and after what I saw you messing today, you should be thanking me. Hell, you should be lining my pockets with another C-note instead of you getting that donation back I earned getting you out of trouble. Man, if you think about it, I'm doing you a favor with this shit! Tripping, just cause I wanna help you and my girl out, simultaneously. A bitch down on her luck sexually speaking and you wanna judge. I could've took her to the club, but I thought about my big homie first, and now you wanna act brand new when you messing out on the curb with bacon bits. That weak ass fe-fail don't even look like she wash her ass."
"STOP THE SHOW BUSINESS!" I cut her off.
"57 inches." Rashida shot back bringing silence to the car.
"Huh?"
"57 inches; did I stutter, nigga?"
I slowly rolled my head back in her direction.
"Delia?"
"Yeah, she ain't had nothing for a minute after her man bounced; uhm, that fool cheated."
"Rashida!" I was tired of the show business and disparaging hard sell.
"34D-30-57, five foot eleven redbone, little bit country." I leaned forward on the steering wheel pondering the stats. Rashida was going hard in the paint as I glanced at her noncommittal. I motioned towards my side of the car getting her to come to my window. Rashida didn't flinch when I let my arm hang out of the window palming a handful of her enormous donk.
"What's the trick bag?"
"Nothing." Rashida didn't react to my hand planted in the middle of her huge butt just sort of relaxing with an arm resting on top of my car. I started rubbing her wide expanse trying to get a reaction, but she was relaxed.
"You don't wanna come with me? I'll take you back to that motel we were at that time." I offered seeing if she would waver, but Rashida didn't bulge reaching into the car pinching my cheek instead.
"My girl needs to get out and get something, if you know what I mean? If you can't handle a sure thing, just say so."
"Bitch." My left hand smacked her butt making it barely jiggle. The material of her romper was wafer thin and I could feel her skin underneath letting my fingers do the walking until I encountered the tiny thong hidden underneath. This made Rashida casually swat my hand away.
"I told Delia the shit was going down; so, you gonna take her out, or what?"
"Damn, okay baby two c-notes." I barely stifled a laugh as Rashida groaned, yanking my ear lobe making me cry out. The hand on her butt was yanked away roughly and shoved into my driver's side window as she stalked off. I didn't miss a beat rolling the passenger side window up half way and locking the door on Jaquan's side of the street. I looked ahead through the windshield not wanting to see the monstrosity that would likely walk out of Jaquan's house. I turned up my music filling the car with the instrumental from Jill Scott's "Blessed" waiting for disaster.



I felt this nervous squiggly energy run up my back as I heard Delia trying the door handle while my eyes were glued to my cash app.
"Choot!!" Delia replied as the two hundred I'd sent to Rashida earlier was returned to my bank account. I chortled turning towards the half opened passenger window, finding myself looking at a wasp waist and some two tiered wide saddlebag hips in this hot pink bodycon dress. I could see the outline of her panties underneath the skintight dress lowering the window.
"SORRY, I WAS TEXTING!" I lied popping the door lock even though Delia was already in the process of reaching inside to presumably let herself into my ride.
Delia snatched at the door already flustered necessitating me to reach over for the handle from my side. She kept pulling on her side, almost going into a panic attack.
"HOLD UP BABY!" She managed to let go still visible from the waist down to the top of her hips as Rashida appeared on the lawn again looking concerned. I was given pause feeling she was probably watching from one of the windows in Jaquan's living room.
"EVERYTHIGN OKAY?!!" Rashida shouted as Delia turned all the way around facing her giving me the back view. I was instantly smitten with the packed pear shaped monstrosity protruding at a nice angle from her lower back becoming this muted shelf of soft looking flesh partially molded into shape by the laser sharp visible panty line.
"YOU DON'T HAVE TO COME OUT, I GOT THIS ON LOCK, OKAY?!!" Delia surprised me with this chirpy voice that admonished Rashida for her concern. Delia had this syrupy accent I couldn't place but sounded somewhat southern.
"Well excuse me all to hell Ms. Thang!" Rashida stalked off again glancing back towards the car like she knew I was fucking around. Delia watched her walk off as I noticed an expensive looking box purse hanging from her far shoulder that I knew belonged to Rashida. Things started to come into perspective as Delia threw open my door, planting her butt on the passenger seat.
"Oh." I was caught off guard finding myself looking at her visage which was this goofy looking version of Zendaya. She had a light smattering of barely there freckles across a face that was professionally made up probably by her cohort Rashida Sikes.
This woman was a good six feet and maybe some change with a lean sort of lanky physical aesthetic above the waist with a womanlier figure below. Her thighs were full, but softer looking than Rashida's stallion class legs matching the same shape and volume. The garish bodycon dress did nothing to hide what was probably some sort of il-fitting demicup brassiere failing to cover her large, slightly pendulous breasts.
"I'm Delia Dupree, pleased to meet you." Everything about her posture and nervous energy read desperation as I introduced myself. The purse which had been picked out for her hit the floor as she went to shake my hand with sweaty palms.
Ms. Delia Dupree went after it like it would fly out the window bumping her forehead on the window with an audible thud. I pulled the purse up by the long thin strap planting it in her lap right over her crotch as she favored her forehead.
"Are you okay Delia?"
"I'm alright, got a really hard head nothing some Advil can't fix right up." She still had my hand caught between hers as I found myself looking at her face wondering why it was so familiar.
"Uh, you don't mind, do you?" I motioned towards my hands captured between both of hers and she nervously let go, still holding them in that position for a few seconds before remembering herself. I half turned in my seat checking her out with an arm propped up on the steering wheel. Delia looked nervous trying to figure out what to say sort of messing with her hair which was done up in this curl bun which I also recognized as Rashida's handiwork.
"Sorry it's been a long time since I got out and I really wanna thank you for agreeing to spend a little time with someone like me. I'm not as pretty as Rashida and I know I'm a little overweight, but at least I'm packing a lot of back. Guess I didn't lose that at the gym, huh? Rashida's been helping me out, like on the laptop computer thing doing remote workouts and stuff. Uhm, gotta work on my legs so they won't be so fucking flabby. Whew, just a lot to take in and shit; got out here on that red eye flight. I suppose I'm still jetlagged or something. Uhm, yeah right."
Delia was stammering making me feel like she thought I was some big deal instead of a regular guy who got lucky on occasion.
"Uhm, can I ask you a question?" She gulped looking nervous.
"Yeah." Delia sounded unsure.
"Do we uh, know each other; I feel like I know you from, somewhere?" Delia jostled, turning her upper half in the passenger seat facing me.
"Well, uh, I kind of, know about you. WAIT-A-MINUTE! Uh, I know you through Rashida cause we been friends for a long time since our last year of high school. We used to hang out tough, then I kind of moved around, well not voluntarily because my people went back to the gulf coast, uh Louisiana. See, Rashida is my girl, and we like, talk on face time a lot...and uh, I guess we met on there, huh?"
The jumbled garbage coming out of her mouth was almost indecipherable requiring me to sit in silence for all of three minutes unraveling the whole thing as I made the connection looking from her face down to her feet. There were a pair of platform wedge sandals on her feet, the kind with the ties that went around the calves. They were pink, hot pink. Delia looked as if she would upchuck when my gaze traveled back to her face exclusively.
She flinched when I pointed at her, one brow raised.
"It was you."
"HUH?!"
"On facetime, when I "GOT RASHIDA" for the first time; it was the first time we did it and she was screwing around messing with me when I was in the shower...YEAH! Delia, were you one of the women on that facetime when she Bum rushed me in Renee's bathroom?"
"YEAH, THAT WAS ME!" She started laughing nervously as I put the pieces together, feeling embarrassed in the moment. I'd been exposed that day in my birthday suit when Rashida exposed me snatching the shower curtain open phone in hand with her sewing circle on facetime. I managed to turn the tables on her which began our long sexual relationship.
"Shit." I sat back facepalming now realizing why Rashida was taking the long route trying to get me paired up with Delia. I looked at my "date" through parted fingers of the hand blanketing my face, now embarrassed.
She looked overly anxious with this nervous smile on her face.
"Aw, you saw me naked; shit you watched me hook up with Rashida. I'm embarrassed as fuck."
"Why, you've got a cute little narrow butt." She gulped at the end of the sentence failing to catch herself before foot was launched firmly into mouth.
"Aw shit, times a thousand."
"Uhm, I didn't...well, you kind of got my girl there in that bathroom. Rashida is so strong and uh, independent with it, but you just uh, tamed her. Really put it on my girl and I, well...Uh, I heard you ain't got no girlfriend no more, so I figured... well."
"Who told you that?" I sat upright looking at her with a static expression devoid of emotion.
"Rashida." Her words trailed off as she looked at my face, eyes giving away her sudden anxiety.
I smiled, turning on the ignition.
"Okay."
I pulled off casually driving a few feet down the block before using an empty parking space to make a U-turn hitting the gas speeding back past my cousin's house towards the slanted north end of the street. Delia was making small talk, but I couldn't hear a word she said. There was this slight ringing in my ear as I recalled the earlier moment in the day in my old backyard thinking of Vickie Stone out of the blue.
That night was my fondest memory because it led into her true and honest declaration of love for me. She was delivered to me in the middle of the night by her cousin Demon who was irritated with her for being dishonest with me. After trying to take my head off, she more or less declared her love for me. The following day Vickie would tell me in earnest that she wanted me, exclusively. After that I would be blindsided by the Machiavellian schemes of a woman and her toadies which included Rashida Sikes at the time.
When it was all said and done, I ended up breaking Ms. Sikes to her core by revealing the truth of her friendship with a woman who'd never looked at her as anything other than a tool. I broke a tool and refashioned it into something to use myself fueled by stark, blatant honesty and nuclear sexual desire. Sometimes I felt like the very thing I hated.
Sometimes I felt like the woman I hated with all that was left of my shattered heart.
"Hey, what is this?"
"A motel." I'd pulled into a shady hood motel that was also part of my personal history.
It was the same place that I lured Rashida Sikes to on the night some criminal associates of mine jacked and stripped her place of employment clean. A salon owned and run by the woman who'd ruined my chance at experiencing true love. Everything that wasn't taken was unceremoniously dumped in the yard right behind the building also containing her home and an impromptu studio space she was using to produce rival content after duping me out of my share of that business. Rashida was instantaneously booted out of everything she knew.
"You ain't gonna take me to no movie, dinner or nothing?" Delia sat hunched over with her hands on her knees as I looked at her manicured nails, also painted hot pink as well as her toenails.
She looked like an American car.
She looked like a repurposed Edsel, the greatest automotive failure of all time.
Lipstick on a pig.
"I can't fuck, Delia?" I asked hunched over with my hands at the top of my steering wheel. My expression remained static and cold, but I knew she wouldn't notice.
"Uh, I thought there might be a date in front of the fucking."
"Delia, I can't fuck?"
We sat there in the open parking lot in muted silence listening to "In My Bed" by Dru Hill. As far as I was concerned there was nothing else to say from my side of the fence. I wasn't looking at her directly, but I was peering into the past remembering her in that bathroom with Rashida watching us fuck intently. There were other women on that group call initially, but Delia was the only one that stayed through the whole thing until Rashida cut her off. Back in the day, the thirst was that real and I had no intention of going through some dog and pony show out in public with this creep. Delia Dupree admitted as much when she outed herself moments earlier.
"Yeah."
I got out of the car slamming the door behind me.
"HEY!" Delia called after me as I started towards the manager's widow to rent a room.
"What now?"
"Don't you need some money, for the room?" Her arm hung out of the passenger side window, hundred dollar bill in hand.
The dispatch styled window at the manager's office was deeply tinted leaving me with no idea who I was renting a room from, but I could feel some sort of glare radiating through. This guy would obviously think I was using the services of a street walker as I noticed a few milling about while paying for a night on the cheap with my date's money. The unseen manager was even nice enough to give me the room directly in front of my Honda Civic. Delia got out of the car the moment the buzzer started up sounding like some humongous house fly clicking our room.
Outside of my car Delia cut an imposing figure height wise with her footwear giving her nearly a head and a half over my six feet and some change. The bodycon dress and its garish color made her stand out like a neon sign as I noticed some random patrons of ill-repute taking notice. One thuggish fellow had already started a powerwalk in her direction while some thirsty looking middle-aged guy stood a few feet away suddenly digging out his wallet looking inside it almost trembling. I beat them all to the punch moving with purpose popping my trunk which made the men scatter like roaches.
The star attraction was her own unique donk which looked halfway between solid and watery as she walked unintentionally putting something extra in her step like she knew I was watching. Her panties cut into the flesh like a bikini bottom leaving a good portion of her buttocks bulging outward with this really loose rubbery jiggle. The footwear enhanced her lanky gait making it appear she was doing some sort of runway walk. I retrieved a roll of condoms pocketing them before snatching a thin bottle of lube out of the trunk. The middle-aged guy was still standing there watching mouth hanging open as she grabbed the buzzing door.
I secured my car obscuring Delia from prying eyes wrapping my arms around her abdomen lightly pushing her inside with my growing tumescence as an unlikely prod. She went inside without reaction, feeling my interest framing her cheeks vertically. I used my foot to slam the door shut loudly getting a whiff of another familiar fragrance I'd brought for Rashida in the past. Ms. Sikes, it seems, was paying it forward responsible for this woman's transformation. I stopped us just inside the door not letting her take another step pressed into her back.
I could feel her lightly trembling while her breath was audible in these muted huffs. She was genuinely nervous.
"Delia, can I take control?"
"Yep." She sort of blurted out, instantly stifling herself.
My hands went to her sides feeling her narrowness sliding down to the roundness of her hips then over her belly finding her pillow soft to the touch. Delia started breathing heavily when I cupped her breasts detecting the underwire that was shoring up the shape of her somewhat pendulous breasts. They were overly malleable to the touch as I squeezed and fondled them like balls of freshly homemade clay. Her nipples were big squarish nubs of flesh heralding her mounting excitement as I pinched and flicked them with the tips of my fingers.
"Aw, yeah." Delia loosened up with a breathy moan that she also stifled as my hands slid down her sides over her overly widened hips around to the front of her thighs. A surprised gasp escaped her lips when all ten of my fingers framed the triangular shape of her mound in a V-shaped pattern. More moans and gasps escaped her as I gave her muff an intense massage until her long legs went rubbery, knees knocking together.
I cupped her sex harder rubbing her slit intensely with the tips of my left hand while the other squeezed her right tit mashing it between greedy fingers before sliding a strap off that shoulder. Her neck was long and slender attracting my lips and teeth. Delia started whimpering and whining in alternating volumes filling the modest motel room with audible evidence of her mounting lust. My actions pushed the material of her form fitting dress between her fluffy inner thighs allowing me to feel the dampness. I kept rubbing intently pressing my middle fingers into her slit.
Delia arched her back pushing her big butt into my crotch. She started grinding vertically and horizontally not so much twerking, just responding instinctually to the overt stimulus. I kept at it until I could feel the seat of her panties finding that I'd forced them between some really wet and soapy feeling lower lips. Delia's labia were soft feeling parting easily allowing my middle fingers inside. I didn't go after her sweet spot but settled on rubbing her inner grooves which set off fireworks.
"AW SHIT!! AW YEAH!! MY PUSSY SO WET-MMMRGGHH!!" I shoved four fingers inside her mouth gagging her as I curved those middle finger into her g-spot frigging her manically. Wet, soapy sounds filled the motel room as Delia's head dipped backward almost headbutting me. The business end of my prick sunk vertically into the crack of her big butt creating an epic wedgie. She went after the other strap on her left shoulder drawing it down as I jilled her pussy into a messy pie. The thin straps of the brassiere underneath were exposed.
My right hand yanked down on the cleavage line of her dress making her breasts spill outward with a watery jiggle. Delia started working the dress down until it was suspended covering only her midsection. My pumping fingers sent my blind date nearly into hysterics as she went over bent at the waist with the top of her head pointed at her feet. This resulted in Delia looking as if she were folded in two, forcing the offending digits out of her snatch.
"Delia, am I still in control?"
"Oh yeah." She answered breezily, legs trembling.
"Put your hands palms flat, on the floor and spread your legs wide." She was wheezing and huffing, but managed to flatten her palms even though her feet were adorned with the wedge sandals. Her above average height was a boon for me. There was no doubt she didn't know what was coming as I unbuckled and unzipped exposing my erection.
Her dress became this bit of flimsy material around her midsection like a tummy tamer as her unique looking badonkadunk came into view covered just as skintight by a pair of maiden form white bikini panties. Delia Dupree's big butt was a revelation telling me that she'd undergone a significant weight loss as evidenced by a substantial lattice of acute stretchmarks at the junction where her hips met her thighs and the space right above her deep gluteal cleft. Her skin was sweaty and spongy to the touch yielding all too much to my greedy touch. I spread her apart wide exposing both openings. Her slit was larger than I anticipated while her rear entrance had been used previously to great effect.
"I got condoms in my purse." Delia whimpered huffing from my efforts. She'd clearly thought ahead along with Rashida before my consent was even secured.
"I got some too Delia, and you know what?" I tore open the golden packet sheathing my tumescence in protection.
"What?"
"We're gonna use all of them, yours and mine."
She was so wet there was almost no friction as I went balls deep sexually swinging for the fences. Her butt was wider bent over and just as floppy and loose clapping automatically as I pounded sand in a modified version of doggy-style known as standing pleasure.
"AW AWK AW, SHIT!!" Delia's cheeks spread way farther apart than I expected. There was this flapping motion created by my feverish thrusts. Her uniquely large buttocks had the consistency of semi-solid water balloons slapping loosely against my pelvis as I gave it to her so hard, it felt like I was hitting something rock solid at the back of her cunt. Delia managed my invading thrusts palms flattened by slightly rocking and bending her knees. This put a subtle wrenching motion on my length with these vertical wrenching motions. She was really wet.
"YOU-GETTING-AH, AW-YOU GETTING IT!! AW FUCK!! AW SHIT!! CHOOT!! CHOOT!! GOT IT NOW RIGHT CHERE!!" Delia's syrupy accent made its return as I plowed her box mercilessly.
Her movements were more deliberate now as that sloppy malleable butt bounced on my cock. I provided an anchor and support holding onto her wide arching pillow soft hips. Delia's skin was so soft in that area, that my fingertips disappeared into the flesh, nails hidden from view. Her pussy was beyond wet and creamy to the point, that she began sprinkling in an almost steady stream of her essence. This made me go for broke doing my best to thump and shatter that hard spot at the back of her box. This woman's shapely legs started to wobble and tremble with increasing frequency, making her cry out some more. It sounded like she was being criminally garroted.
"YA'LL BEATING MY GUTS!! AW WHAT YOU DOING BACK THERE?!! I SHOULD A COME WITH MY TENNY SHOES!!" Several motion ripples flowed across the surface of her big fifty plus inches in these crescent shapes of varying intensities. It was like peering into a pond as you tossed pebbles, one after the other. Delia's legs wobbled making her knees knock together. She would've faceplanted if I weren't holding her upright. I added another layer to my game using a finger to hook her panties in front of her overly long slit, pulled out, then intentionally wrapped my cock around the material to add extra friction to our coupling.



"EW-WEE, EW-WEEE, EW-WEEEE!! GOT IT NOW BOY!! CHOOT!! CHOOT!! GET IT GOOD!! FUCK ME HARDER!!" In response, I pounded her cunt so hard, the loud wet slaps engulfed the motel room in stereo quality as my jeans dropped to my knees from the kinetic motion. Those motion ripples were all over the place as her wobbly buttocks shook and changed shape as I varied the angel of my thrusts obliterating her honeypot.
"SHEET!! SHEET!! CHOOT!! CHOOT!! AW SHIT!! YOU GON HAVE ME ON THAT THERE REDEYE ALL THE TIME!! AHM GONNA LOSE MUH-SELF!! YA'LL PUSHING THE BUTTON DOWN THERE!! YA'LL THUMPIN MY PUSSY SO GOOD!!" I could barely understand her recalling she said she originated from the gulf coast proper. It became clear that Delia had probably taken a trip just for this moment. This explained a lot about her without direct communication.
"YOU MAKING ME-YOU MAKIN-IT!! EW-WEE!! EW-WEEEE!! CHOOT!! CHOOT!! YOU GONNA MAKE ME, AW FUCK!! OH MAIN!! OH SHEET!! BEAT IT UP FOR ME!! CHOOT!! GET IT BOY!! OH-EW-WEEE!! BREAK THAT PUSS-SEE!! AW!" Several bursts of moisture exploded from this long lean bottom-heavy woman as her legs started to give out shaking uncontrollably. It seemed as if she would start hopping on my thrusting prick which made me push a leg forward between her legs hitting her from an angle. Delia Dupree was babbling incoherent gibberish at this point.
I took a step forward with the other leg as she moved the opposite leg forward on the worn thin carpeting. My next move was to advance a half step with her predictably moving as well. This continued until Delia ended up at the edge of the mattress. This was a single bed room different from the double beds upstairs where'd I'd once romped with her friend Rashida for a whole night knowing her world would implode with the rising sun.
"FUG!! AW SHEET YA'LL!! AW MAN YOU GETTING IT!! AHM BOUT TO WET IT UP!! I'M GONNA CUM!! CHOOT!!" I went in hard swinging my hips slamming up into her with the force of a wrecking ball until her knees knocked one final time colliding together as she dropped on all fours disengaging us. I leaned over her still on custody of her overly pliable hips.
"Go on, just a little bit further up on the bed." I encouraged, getting Delia to climb up on the end of the mattress propping her butt up with a deep arch in her lower back. I got the impression at some point in her life Delia was probably rail thin before the weight appeared. It was the way in which her lower back arched when she was on all fours.
I got naked as fast as I could kneeling on the bed on her side facing the door. Instead of mounting her right away, I wrapped my left arm around the curve of her big butt sinking three fingers inside her snatch curved up into her G-spot. Delia responded with this guttural groan and a long shrill whine trembling profusely. I managed to create those motion ripples again as she rolled her hips eventually bucking backward into my invading digits. Delia twerked on my hand as I yanked up on her panties giving her that epic wedgie again.
"CHOOT!! CHOOT!! POUND ME DOWN BAE-BEEEE!!! AW FAWK!! YOU MEDDLING ME REAL TOUGH!! FUG MAN!!" Her honey drenched dialect reminded me briefly of my Auntie Esther. It was wholly southern and genuine. Her big loose heart shaped caboose was wagging like a bitch in heat all over the place. I was obliged to hit it bull dog style. The wet claps of our bumping uglies were deafening. Miss Dupree was taken to the limit faceplanting on the bedding, sobbing.
Her legs, long as Rashida's and just as shapely albeit without the intense definition parted wider and her shoulders signaling the onset of this long torturous orgasm that took her completely. She stiffened up locking limbs grunting with each and every thrust as my balls slapped audibly against her slit getting splashes of her oily juices. To any outsider close enough to our motel room, it probably sounded as if she were being paddled and spanked mercilessly.
At the height of her climax, I pulled out substituting my fingers pressing down intensely on her g-spot, frigging it.
"AW CHOOT!! CHOOT!!! DADDY!! FUCK MAN!! THAT'S WHY SHE CALL YOU DADDY!! BA-BEEE!! I'M GONNA...!!" Delia shouted tremors erupted all over her body as I observed goosebumps popping up all over the surface of her big butt. There were just as many on her arms and probably other places on her person as well. I kept it up frigging her to nirvana as she wagged her tail, bucking and twerking like someone set her aflame. Several bursts of liquid splashed out of her cunt followed by a steady stream of clear liquid which prompted me to remove my fingers in retreat.
Delia flopped face down on the mattress gasping, pretty much inert matter.
"Oh, my gawd."
She was breathing heavily, apparently unable to move as I stood up looking down at my unsatisfied erection. The form fitting dress was still around her midsection and her panties were partially covering her left buttock with the rest hidden from view. My erection stood out in front of my body pointing at her prone body, unsatisfied. I peeled the condom off, tossing it aside and replenishing it with a new one. My hands gingerly pulled the panties free of her body tossing them aside before Delia was roughly turned over on her back looking up into my face.
"Can I cum too, Delia?" I asked as her eyes went saucer wide at the sight of me stroking my member.
"Uhm..." She looked as if she wanted to run.
"Can you open it up and let me see it, Delia?"
"Let you see it?"
"Yeah, your pussy." I reiterated still casually stroking my member as she watched mouth starting to hang open in abject sexual horror, before slightly nodding
"Serious?"
"Yeah."
"SERIOUS?!!" Delia shrieked.
She stared back at me silently for a few seconds like she expected me to walk it back or something. I didn't falter.
Delia reached down with both hands covering her mound making this V-shape with her hands mimicking my motions when we entered the room. She carefully parted her lower lips revealing the rich, glistening interior of her honeypot. The exterior of her cunt was pretty much one very long crease that appeared visually larger than it should upon inspection. She spread her labia wider huffing audibly encouraged by the visible twitching of my cock. She looked at once hungry for more licking her lips impatient.
"Put it inside baby boy." She cooed.
My balls slammed down into her entrance repeatedly as I began plunging her cunt with these vertical long strokes in custody of her ankles. Delia Dupree was surprisingly limber enough that I was able to spread her legs wide apart like a wishbone and push them up into her abdomen. The flexibility was off the chart, making Miss Dupree a static stationary target for the pile driver thrusts that were obliterating her box. She probably thought I was looking for oil deep in her snatch.
Her feet were level with the sides of my head soles facing the motel room ceiling. I got a good look at her sloping, decidedly watery breasts encased in this really nice demi-cup brassiere. It was an underwire balconette type that cupped and shaped her slightly flaccid offerings from the bottom making offerings visually enticing. Without the artificial help, this woman would've had some top shelf spirits akin to two deflated balloons with nipples pointing at her feet. She was about the same age as her fairy godmother Rashida Sikes but had telling stretchmarks at her armpits and some visible on her upper breasts. There were some on the outer edges of her tummy as well.
"AW!! AAWWW!!! RIGHT DERE!! RIGHT DERE!! POUND IT DOWN!! BEAT THAS SHIT UP!! OH, FUG BOY!! SHEET!!" Delia's quarter sized areolas started to make an appearance bulging and bouncing over the edges of the cups defying their help in her fraudulent overtures towards me. A lot of work went into this woman's look on Rashida's part which spoke to more than a simple hookup. I cursed myself inside for being unable to stop strategic thinking. I'd picked up the habit during my own trials and seemed unable to turn it off. It was reflexive, like a sixth sense.
"AW FUGGIT!! I'M GONNA GO!! SHEET!! YOU GONNA MAKE ME PEE MUH-SELF!! DON'T STOP BOY!! CHOOT!!" Her head began rolling around on the top of her neck like it was detached as I wrapped her tightly in my arms squeezing the life out of the woman interlocking my fingers in the middle of her back. Miss Dupree's thin upper half was blanketed underneath me so tight, she was only able to see my face as she gasped and huffed blowing heated gusts in my face as my butt rabbited fiercely into her crotch pummeling her snatch raw. It was the lady's prerogative after all.
"LIL MO!! LIL MO!! LIL MO AND AHM GUNNA WET MUH-SELF!! AH SHEET!! CHOOT!! CHOOT!! LI-MO BABY!!!" Delia's face was twisted up into an ugly mask akin to giving child birth. I watched her skin change color, becoming this crimson pinkish tone akin to cayenne pepper. She was feeling it stronger than before, going into the zone, eyes rolling up into her head. I reared up with my knees wide apart under her butt. My hands went to work rolling the form fitting sleeve of a dress upward until Delia finished things drawing it away from her body tossing it only the floor leaving her shoes as the only thing on her body. At this point I was vertical, pressing my palms flat on her inner thighs. Her head bobbed and dipped as she stole a glance downward at my cock dipping into her virtue.
The slit that made up the entrance to her opening really was longer than one would expect hiding this moderately tight and narrow cunt that seemed to dip at a downward angle. My prick looked like it was bending as splashes of her essence made the proceedings gooey and wet beyond belief. Her hands were squeezing my forearms in intervals between cupping and pinching a deflated breast, rolling that hardened nipple. Delia suckled two fingers trying to pacify herself as I noticed immediately hitting her embattled puss with a wicked series of thrusts that broke the dam a second time.
"SHET!! SHEET!! SHIT!!!" Delia screamed to the rafters as this geyser like burst exploded from her snatch splashing both of us. The minute that first burst hit, I plopped out jumping back watching. Her hand shot down rubbing her clit alternately slapping the shit out of it as more bursts followed just as powerful. I just stood there as she massaged and rubbed the rest of her climax out, still sporting a raging erection of my own.
"Are you serious; are you for real?" Delia eventually noticed.
The bed was a soaked mess with a big stain emanating in a wet pyramid shape from her splayed apart legs which were hooked over its edge resting flat on the frayed motel carpet. both of her arms were raised above her head on the mattress as she took glances at my erection before facepalming with a chortle that became this labored gasp.
"Sure you didn't take a blue pill when I wasn't looking or something?"
"You don't think you're sexy enough to make me this fucking hard, Delia?" I retorted in monotone fashion looking at the body I'd just plowed to oblivion. There was no emotion, nothing. I wasn't even sweating or breathing hard.
Delia covered her face with both hands this time, giggling to herself.
"Now I see why Rashida likes you so much, oh fuck. Boy, can make the panties drop on speed dial! I just keep remembering how she "GOT-GOT" in Renee's motherfucking bathroom and shit. You trained that bitch and now you gonna end up training my big ass, too! Aw shit this was so worth it, busting a check to fly over here and get some good motherfucking pene! Nigga, I wanna pay you for that! Ow, you got my shit straight throbbing man!"
"Delia."
She looked at the static expression on my face again, then at my erection pointed directly at her face.
"Man, you're for real, ain't you?"
"Can I cum too Delia?"
Her face turned towards the opposite wall laughing to herself like some mad scientist before drifting back at me and my insistent erection.
"Uhm, can you just give me a few minutes; My shit is messed up and I need to pee."
"Too much information."
"Sorry, but can you help me up? My legs are shot out baby." I reached down picking Delia up in my arms like we were newlyweds carrying her into the bathroom.
I had no trouble planting her big butt on the toilet. Contact with the seat triggered an immediate and very audible purge of the woman's bladder. I retched internally looking at Delia beyond her outward appearance seeing the annoying creature who'd remained behind watching me screw a member of her sewing circle while the rest of the clique bowed out. There was no doubt that time she'd masturbated as well, joining in surreptitiously through overt voyeurism. My thoughts drifted to Delia comments about me not having a girlfriend anymore.
"What?" I half smirked at her peering down at her spread legs on the toilet seat.
She had some really thick, weathered thighs matching Rashida's stallion brand thickness. Delia's obvious weight loss left her with this noticeable thigh gap almost square shaped defined by her mound and immediate inner thighs. More negative space than you would've thought before seeing it outright. With a sustained workout, it was possible she might one day match her friend and cohort, if she worked hard enough. But I was getting lazy vibes.
"What boy?"
It was her syrupy southern tinged slang and the repeated replaying of that insensitive comment about my dead girlfriend that prompted me to aim my cock at that negative space taking a bathroom break of my own. The stream didn't touch her jiggly thighs at all, but Delia looked up at me surprised, still doing her business. She reached over to the sink at her left side turning on the water, testing its warmth as her other hand reached up snatching down a motel hand towel shoving it under the stream as I finished. Delia applied the warm towel to my cock cleaning it. She even took the bar of hard soap wetting it before lathering up the towel cleaning my business.
"You needs a good old fashioned country woman to take care of you proper; all you gotta do is give her all that sweet loving and keep her feeling good and a country bitch will be ready to jump in front of a bullet for you. I wouldn't let you work or nothing if you was my man; just keep you up in my house to fuck me when I drop my paycheck in your lap every other Friday. Shit, I'd tell my girls that can't come over no more cause of you."
Her fingers encircled the base of my shaft as she used that towel wrapped around my prick to give me a rough impassioned hand job. The soap was a perfect lubricant as she beat me off while ranting more to herself than me.
"Honestly, I was mad when you drove me over here to fuck without even buying me a bite to eat or nothing. I was like, pissed cause you just acted like it was in the bag and shit; but you changed the game on me, boy. Ain't never been fucked like that before, Earl ain't never put it to me all good like you did. Aw shit, your thing is so hard."
"Who the fuck is Earl?"
"My uh, ex-boyfriend and shit; we broke up cause he ain't about it. Just playing his dumb video games and snacking all damn day without a care in the world. He okay with working six days at the plant and coming home doing the bare minimum. That nigga don't even take care of his self, he fatter than I used to be now, can't even see his little ass dick over his gut! Didn't wanna go to the gym with me, wouldn't even fucking do the online shit with me when Rashida was working out with me on the computer. He's lacking, fucking useless. That nigga ain't..."
"DON'T SAY THAT SHIT IN FRONT OF ME!!" I cut her off staring at her through squinted eyes because of the standard insult I'd heard repeatedly throughout my childhood and my early adult life before being kicked out of the home I'd grown up in by my mother. I'd heard that generational insult directed at my wayward father throughout my childhood and while he lived up to it, I never stopped hating it.
"Sorry, didn't mean nothing by it." Delia apologized, realizing her misstep as my features softened. I looked right through her finding that she kept adverting her eyes almost out of shame. This woman had a story to tell.
"Did you really come down here to go on a blind date?"
"Well, I was gonna try my luck at Shakey Jim's, that's a local bar.... but uhm, then Rashida told me not to give it up to no hood niggas all because I got brand new and uh, it would be a waste, right? She said I should like, do it with somebody who appreciates me, and I was like, uh...I ain't got nobody like that. I REALLY DON'T! So, just to let you know, I lost a lot of weight, seriously after my uh, surgery. I got this job at a big box warehouse making some good money for once and even got a really nice health insurance situation going on with 401K too. I went in for one of them checkups just like normal people do, and my doctor said I qualified for that, uh weight loss surgery."
Her voice trailed off as she realized she'd given up some unnecessary information.
"Well, I got that surgery, and it was real hard afterwards with the recovery and all. I ended up back in the hospital a couple of times before they made it clear I couldn't keep eating and laying round like I used to do. Said I could mess myself up if I didn't change my life and all, so I was really fucked up. Rashida was there for me helping me out with a gym membership and even bought me a laptop so we could work out remotely. I'd probably be dead now if it wasn't for her. She helped me get a hundred and forty pounds trimmed off of my fat tail. Shit, you would've never touched me after that surgery. I looked like a deflated balloon, but my girl helped me get into fitness."
"Congratulations Delia."
"Yeah thanks; I found my real body under all the flab. Honestly, I just didn't see it personally cause I was just doing my thing, but men started hollering more and more, but when I looked in the mirror, I just saw the same dumpy fat bust down. Earl wasn't no fucking help telling me he like me the way I was before but wanting me to bend over for him every night. Didn't want me before unless we were drunk... so, just kept working out and eating mostly right and here I am today."
"Having sex in a motel room." I added getting a self-aware facial reaction for the first time since we'd met.
"Yeah, I got flew out by my best friend; we was going clubbing tonight, then she switched it up. We were already joking and playing the dozens about that time you busted her down in that bathroom when she kinda, offered. Said you were out for the streets messing with hood rats, then showed me a picture of some jacked up hoe saying you were needing some "good-ghud" and everything. Choot, I may have mentioned that time a little too much, so she said; well, she said she'd fix us up. Helped me get ready, but I never thought it would happen."
"Why?"
"Well, look at you all medium cute with a nice body and a really good dick while I'm just, repackaged. I know how I look right here, right now with all this ass and legs, but the last time I was skinny was in my junior year of high school. And I didn't have no titties or butt, was just a long tall Stringbean Sally. Man, when I look at what I got right now, it feels like my old body and my new is fighting each other meeting in the middle. Hell, I'm no different than them reused computers you can get on the cheap down at Walmart on Black Fucking Friday!"
"Is that how you really feel?"
"Well yeah, Rashida always had it together while I was a walking blimp. Back in the day I always thought I'd be the "fat friend" hanging out with the hot girls especially when Renee popped up. I was up here in the city living with my auntie for the last three years of high school and Rashida was my golden ticket. People accepted me because we were friends. Then that motherfucking light skinned hoe showed up getting in the way of our friendship. I knew it was over for me if she stuck around because it was obvious, I was the thumb on the hand. Had to do something."



"What did you do Delia?" Her hand was casually stroking my length as she recounted her past.
"Everybody was clowning me more than usual and Rashida was noticing less and less, so I stepped up. That Renee bitch was ignoring me, and I got tired of looking at the back of her head. I wasn't as fat as I ended up, but really chunky with nothing up front or in the back either, so I was getting called Lurch from the fucking Adams Family because of that and my height. I'll never forget those three days of hell, because I tried to start something with Renee, but Rashida shut it down, then they ghosted me the next day and the third..."
"What happened?"
"Renee caught up with me early in the morning. You see, my auntie used to have to drop me off at school real early like around six in the morning; I'll never forget that shit. It was raining real hard outside, and I was sitting in the cafeteria by myself in the back when Renee showed up in a hoodie all matching in white and shit. She had her hair tied off in a ponytail, so I knew it was on. You know her too, right? She was standing behind me just staring like she was trying to burn a hole in my head until somebody told me she was looking. Then when I got up ready to thump, she turned around and walked out of the back of the cafeteria. I thought she was running ..."
"You chased her?"
"Yeah, I ran after that chalk ass bitch with some people, but they were boys who couldn't follow us. Renee was doing this fast walking shit, not running but just moving quick enough that I had to run. At our old high school, the gym locker rooms were in the basement, so I had to run down two flights of stairs while she was walking ahead enough to make me run. I got inside the locker room an fucked up. Renee was hiding behind the door, and she clocked me in the back of the head with a fucking combination lock. Man, she locked the door with a keyring, the one the janitors have putting her back to it waiting for me to get up. Those fucking eyes of hers...fucking scary."
"You fought?"
"It was weird because she wasn't talking, just looking me in the face. The key chain was sticking out of the door so I thought I would smash her ass and nope out like a thief in the night. I don' t know what it was, but she just stared waiting and for a moment..."
"What?"
"I could see myself."
"Huh?"
"Like I was looking through her eyes at, well me. Felt crazy and sort of weird that I got dizzy for a second. Renee tossed me that combination lock telling me that I was getting what I wanted. Then, she beat the living shit out of me like an animal or something. REALLY BEAT ME!! Like we were in jail or something and there was nowhere I could go because she locked herself inside with me. That bitch fights like a street nigga, fucking wolverine ass shit too; she fucked up my face punching and clawing it up even when I couldn't fight back no more. If you didn't know, Renee has a mean streak on some criminally insane shit. She stomped on my stomach with both feet, then yanked my shirt up over my head while I was laying down. Bitch threw a tantrum yanking and pulling on my bra until she got it off my chest, then clawed and punched out my titties before beating me in the stomach and pussy until I pissed myself. You know what she did after that?"
I didn't answer shocked at hearing this story.
"She turned me over on my back, spit in my face and washed the blood off her hands. She was looking at my face in the mirror not saying shit with my bra on the edge of the sink. I was so scared, I just stayed there on the floor, quiet. Those eyes kept looking at me scaring the shit out of me and she knew it. Renee kept looking right before she turned out the lights in the locker room. I didn't know what was gonna happen. It took me a long time to get brave enough to get up and turn those lights on. Renee had already left, and I was so scared, I cut school that day."
I was floored standing in front of Delia in that motel bathroom as she continued.
"I was so scared that I was gonna cut class for the rest of the week, but that wasn't gonna happen. I looked on Facebook later that afternoon seeing some pics of Renee kicking it with Rashida, both of them unbothered, as fuck. Do you know that bitch changed her clothes wearing some completely different shit? That's when I knew she came to get me personally that morning. I told myself it happened because she just ran across me that morning, but no it was intentional and not over. Rashida thought I jumped Renee and that's why she had to fight back; then I was getting sweated at gym by the teachers real hard. She told her counselor I was bullying her, and they made us hug it out. Renee whispered in my ear that we were fighting again, right after school."
"Serious?"
"Yeah, that milk looking hoe had me shook all day. It felt like some Freddy Krueger ass shit on the real. Rashida still thought I was fucking with her, and I thought both of them were gonna jump me. People were sweating me hard for being a bully, but in the end I folded. I went on bended knee two periods before the fight was supposed to happen and begged her forgiveness in front of a bunch of people. Thank God she let up with that business and just made me her toadie until I went back home with my folks in the middle of senior year. Earlier that day she texted me a picture of my auntie's crib, probably from a burner phone...straight psycho. Yeah, she was nuts; acted like we were cool the next day and shit went back to normal. Fuck, she was even going out of her way to be nice to me."
"Why do you think that was, Delia?"
"Don't have to think, she told me." I was curious.
"What did she say?"
"I'm sorry for letting it out; I didn't mean to hurt you like that."
"What?"
"Told me she had evil locked up inside, and that it came out when she got really upset or if people fucked with her. I guess I triggered her when I grabbed her hair trying to start a fight because I was worried about being kicked out of our little group. I said I was sorry again and she started crying real hard; I had to hug her, boy, it was that bad. We were really cool after that, and I never talked about it until today. Sometimes, it's like the shit never happened, but I'll tell you I was real fucking happy when I had to go back with my folks because we just talked on the phone after that. Renee couldn't get her hands on me no more. We're cool, but I just like keeping her at a distance."
"Rashida still talk to her?" My heart started thumping as my nostrils flared, but Delia didn't notice.
"HELL NO!! Something happened between them a while back and they're on the outs! Fuck, Rashida looked like she wanted to fight when I asked about Renee and that cute little girl of hers. I didn't wanna ask anything else, but I think it had to do with money. I ain't seen her like that since back in the day, and when she got jumped by the crazy chick she used to work with; I think her name was uhm, Yoli. Yeah, that's right; Renee helped her get back on that bitch, real good. Wouldn't even let Rashida take part. I don't know where she got them bitches from."
"DELIA!" I didn't want to hear about any more of my past lovers recounted from a different point of view.
"Talking too much, uh sorry but I tend to do that shit, a lot." I was still standing there with her hand on my junk. Delia never stopped stroking, but the towel had lost most of its wetness as I listened to the hidden history of a former mortal enemy.
"I get it." She dropped the towel in the sink as I took the opportunity to get in the standup shower pondering all I'd heard comparing notes that were needless now.
I remembered Renee's response to Vickie's open challenge to meet somewhere and knuckle up. She just laughed while I sat beside her thinking, she responded out of sophistication but now realizing Renee might've savaged Vickie in regretful hindsight. Her ego would've never allowed her to publicly "fight" over her baby daddy's cousin. Renee was criminally strategic to a fault even protecting Rashida from criminal persecution by getting some other women to assault Yoli forbidding her from getting involved. There was no doubt she was protecting an "asset" that she still wanted to use for her own purposes. Yoli was presently somewhere far away in rehab.
At least that's what I was told; but it felt like her parents the Van Allen's were rug sweeping the more I thought about it as Delia opened the sliding door getting in beside me. She took the soap shifting in front of me getting under the spray. She towered over me as I looked down at the bottom of the standup shower.
"Delia?"
"Yeah?" She looked back over her shoulder at me, smiling.
"You might want to uh, take off your shoes."
"Aw shit." The pink wedge sandals were still on her feet, now soaked in soapy water.
I didn't laugh but allowed her to use my shoulder to balance as she lost the heels tossing them into the bathroom sink. We washed lathered up and generally groped and played with one another getting our collective pervs on, but I staved off avoiding my own gratification as we bumped uglies. I was leaning against the shower wall handling her small waist with my erection inserted into Delia's thigh gap. We were bumping and slapping together with her labia sandwiching my prick. Miss Dupree begged off intercourse still wanting a break.
"Still want to go out to dinner and a movie?"
"Uhm....it's like, eleven at night; are you hungry?" She asked.
"For some more of this." My hand landed on her ass right in the middle squeezing both soapy cheeks. Delia chuckled nervously leaning in close to my face breathing hard as I groped and slapped those fifty-seven inches making them jiggle and wobble loosely.
"Are you trying to break my coochie?"
"Maybe, got a problem with that?" I slid some fingers up the crack of her ass looking at her face trying to figure out if I should kiss her. Delia Dupree was more than willing, obviously. Me, that was another story.
"You wanna get it all, don't you?" She ran a finger along my sternum coming in closer for a kiss under the steamy spray.
"What kind of man would I be if I didn't want it all?" My blind date did a doubletake.
"Damn, you're real slick with the words, ain't you?"
Instead of answering, I pushed the tips of my fingers between her folds making Delia's eyes flutter as her mouth dropped. I took it further spreading her big cheeks apart exposing everything under the spray looking to diddle the absolute stuffing out of her intermittently mashing the halves around my plunging cock. It looked like she would kiss me but settled on suckling my neck instead. I probably ended up with several hickies before she reared back staring at my face.
"Thank you."
"For what, Delia?"
"Making me feel sexy; I never had that before. Even with Earl, it always felt like I was some consolation prize to the men I hooked up with. He didn't want me at first, but settled after he couldn't get with one of my friends. We just kept hooking up and eventually moved in together. Uhm, after I saw you with Rashida on facetime; I never stopped thinking about it. Guess I'm pretty pathetic, huh?"
I cupped her chin looking intently into her eyes as I traced her bottom lip with my thumb. Delia let me lead her out of the shower and face her towards the mirror over the bathroom sink. She was still taller without her heels, but I stood behind her with my arms wrapped around her torso, arms under her breasts. She was confronted with her own reflection. Her hair was a mess all over her head. Rashida's good work was undone. It wasn't midnight yet for this Cinderella.
"Tell me what you see Delia."
"A loser."
"Well, I see survivor's guilt; you went through life with no self-esteem and your exterior started to reflect that lack of belief in yourself. You've managed to dig out your true physicality, your REAL appearance underneath, and you can't believe it because you told yourself that shit. You too cowardly to admit that what you see now, right here in this mirror, is what you would've become naturally over time without the bullshit self-inflicted negativity."
Delia tried to look back at me, but I cupped the underside of her chin making her look at herself.
"How long have you been married?"
"HOW DID YOU KNOW?!"
"You told me; see, I can read between the lines Delia. So, how long you been married, and how many kids do you have?"
"HOW DID YOU KNOW THAT?"
"I pay attention to detail." My free hand rubbed her stomach tracing the telltale stretch marks visible there and at her sides. The proliferation of them spoke to more than one probable child.
"Uhm, I..." She stammered, voice trailing off still looking at her own reflection.
"Answer me."
"Uh, been married up with Earl about eleven years, three babies and we uh, separated though."
"That's not true."
"He been staying at his friend's house; come by take care of the kids when I'm working until, I get back and then he goes to his job. He works graveyard, and we uh, do what we can. This is...well, I needed a break. Uhm, I'm just here for a minute, okay? I'm going back home on the red eye Sunday night. Hey, everybody needs a break sometimes, ya'll hear? He cheated on me, too; ain't like I'm being shady or nothing! I-AIN'T CHEATING! You understand, huh?! He don't own me just because... JUST BECASUE I LOST WEIGHT DON'T MEAN I GOTTA ACT RIGHT! I'm...bad."
"What are you going to do now Delia?"
"I don't know."
"Well, if you don't know, can I have you?" She half turned at the hip looking at my face, emotionally tortured. Delia turned all the way around facing me with a tucked chin. Her height unfettered still put her half an inch taller making it easy for me to use a finger to bring her down into a full kiss full of tongue. She broke it conflicted.
"Well, what are you gonna do with me?"
"Show you to the world."
**********************************************************************************************THREE HOURS LATER...
"Uhm, thanks for tonight."
"Get out."
Delia sat there beside me outside of my cousin Jaquan's house staring at my profile. It took her a minute as she ran her hand through her unkempt hair with mascara running down her cheeks as she gave me a heartened smile manually unlocking the passenger side door of my car. She was still hunched over and had been that way since we left the motel sometime after two in the morning. Delia retrieved the greasy box containing the half-eaten pizza she'd ordered and paid for on her own dime. I was nice enough to let her sleep for thirty minutes before rousing her at this late hour.
"Sorry, about everything." My blind date half toppled out of the car with the box under arm held like a library book taken out.
Once she was out, I locked the door automatically from my side watching Delia do the walk of shame across the lawn to the front door at the side of Jaquan's house. Her cheap dress rode up exposing her naked buttocks as she continually tugged down on it, eventually giving up at the edge of the lawn next to the living room window.
Miss Delia Dupree's panties hung from my rear view mirror.
Three minutes later Rashida appeared walking across the lawn in a floppy bonnet, a standard t-shirt that read "Pillow Fight" across the front and a pair of skintight yoga running shorts that I'm sure didn't start out that way. My muse didn't look too pleased as she bent over at the passenger side window staring at the static expression on my face, then at her friend's panties hanging a few inches from the rear view mirror.
"Why'd you put her in the mix?"
"Business."
"That's my girl, you can't be posting her on that site because..."
"She's married and cheating on her husband with a clueless nigga who didn't get the cliff notes beforehand from the person he thought would understand and have his back after all the motherfucking drama they've been through together. The person he respects enough not to throw her fucking past up in her face like receipts for how she should bow the fuck down and represent for the nigga that let her out of the Faustian deal she didn't even know she was in with a malignant, trifling ass narcissist who was pretending to be her best fucking friend."
Rashida didn't say anything, but she looked, shook.
"The friend who thinks spreading my personal business around her sewing circle about my DEAD GIRLFRIEND is the GODDAMN WAY to GO with her BIG, FROG MOUTH, EQUALLY TRIFLING HOME GIRL!! Delia signed that fucking nondisclosure agreement, Rashida. Renee taught me well, didn't, she?"
Rashida squatted next to the open car window looking as if she were trying to think of something to say.
"Thanks for passing me around; you got any more friends in there you want me to FUCK, huh bitch?"
"Sorry."
"Fuck your sorry, get your ass in here." I demanded irate.
She tried the door finding it locked as I popped the lock on the back door at her side of the car. Rashida got in without hesitation as I pulled off turning up my music hitting the same U-turn from hours earlier with her friend Delia. I glanced at her in my rear view mirror sitting there in the darkness of my ride as I tooled down the angled side street right onto the freeway at a clip. Rashida sat there with her hands on top of her big thighs looking out the backseat window to her right unwilling to meet my gaze even when I got off in an area, I knew she wasn't familiar with near my old house. There was a little activity facially when I pulled into a winding wooded road at one side of the forest preserves.
"Where are we?"
"Forest preserves, this is the only side that's still open at this time of night because the city never fixed the fence and that sensor at the entrance. Some drunk asshole ran into it with his truck, and since its over here at the edge of the hood, they just left it like this. You know, people do shady shit out here, Rashida."
"Are you gonna do some shady shit?"
I didn't say anything tooling up the winding road until an opening appeared with an open parking lot facing this large open field bordered on one side by a kids playground and a few basketball courts. There was sparse overhead lighting as I pulled into a parking space right in the center of the paved area. Rashida got antsy when I turned off the ignition and cracked my driver's side door after popping the trunk.
"WHAT'RE YOU GONNA DO?!!" She shouted when I got out walking to the back.
Rashida popped the lock about to jump out when I popped up at her side of the car scaring her enough to flop backward on the seat stallion legs in the air, soles facing me for an epic mule kick that would've destroyed my abdomen if launched.
"Huh?" She noticed the bag of snacks in my hand and the camera bag hanging from my shoulder, raising a brow.
"Hey Rashida, can you let the seats up and push towards the front?" She sat up picking at the bonnet on her head as I put the bags through the window before retrieving a big thick quilt I kept in the trunk. I tossed this into my car as she did what I asked, looking puzzled as I got in beside her.
"What're we doing?"
"Movie; don't you wanna see how your girl did when I put her in the mix?" Rashida relaxed slumping her shoulders next to me as I set up my laptop between the folded seats.
"YOU REALLY BROUGHT ME OUT HERE FOR THIS?!!" Her masculine tone made a comeback along with her signature mean mug. I perked up looking at her with a remote in my hand. We were separated by the quilt, camera bag and snack s stacked between us.
"Yeah, I like this location and always wanted to do this; sort of like going to the drive-in. What'd you think we were going to do out here?"
"Uhm, nothing?" I did a doubletake.
"Did, you think I was going to hurt you?" Rashida looked embarrassed.
"Thought we were gonna do it."



I looked at her profile glancing down at her profile noting a wealth of thigh with this deep, cavernous crease where it met her hip. It almost looked like a surrogate ass from my point of view as my gaze traveled up finding her looking pointedly at me. I could tell she wasn't wearing a bra underneath the T-shirt covering her torso. Her nipples were poking the cotton material. She looked away towards the half open window at the driver's side of my car as I rolled my shoulders and jostled about on the seat.
"What the fuck are you doing?" I just shrugged slipping out of my pants and underwear exposing my erection which was pointed up at the celling of my car. Just looking at her made me hard most to the time we interacted.
"Takes your off too and let's watch Delia's movie together. I wanna see what you think of your girl, as a professional. Think of it as an evaluation, okay?"
"Evaluation, huh?" Rashida raised an eyebrow with a half smirk.
"Yeah girl." She scoffed folding her arms, staring at me like the old days before we hooked up that first time.
Rashida dug her thumbs into the waistband of her bottoms arching her back rising up out of necessity to draw them over the curve of her sixty plus online inches of fame. That enormous butt landed on the seat as she worked harder than I would've thought to clear her thighs leaving them at the floor of my backseat. Her muff was nicely shaved and there was this flighty smell of bodywash or body powder about her person that assailed the nostrils.
"Happy now?"
"I got snacks, and some Smirnoff wine coolers, raspberry?" I offered making Rashida light up at one of her favorite drinks of choice. The bag was snatched into her lap while I put my camera bag on the passenger side front seat covering our lower halves with the big quilt snuggling close with the remote. Her skin was slightly damp to the touch as she popped the cap on her drink motioning for me to start the amateur skin flick. Her hand appeared around my cock under the quilt handling it at the base. She knew how I liked to be touched. We knew other well.
I hit play.
The motel room was darkened with the only lighting coming from the cracked bathroom door along with whisps of steam filtering and dissipating into the air.
"This is a raw cut." I mentioned.
Rashida shushed me opening a big bag of white cheddar popcorn starting to munch as we watched together. I had my own plastic container of mixed cheddar and caramel corn. Her hand was wrapped tightly around my prick as the flick continued. I took a fleeting look out of my window and around. I'd left the windows partially down. We were safe with open space around us which would allow me to see anyone trying to drift out of the woods.
Delia appeared hidden behind the door peeking through the crack towards the camera. She looked impish in the face with a measured smile framed on each side with crescent shaped dimples. She cracked the door a bit more, revealing more of her face with the smokey wisps rising up framing her head ethereally into the air. Without Rashida around to fix up her coiffe, Delia worked up a messy looking mane reminiscent of Tina Turner's signature hairstyle. It was explained to me that she had some Indian blood which attributed to her locks.
"She looks like that girl from that show, Euphoria; people are gonna trip when the see this shit."
"You think?"
I got shushed again.
Delia slowly opened the bathroom door revealing her improbable curves and ridiculous thick lower half, matching model length stallion legs and all. Her panties rode high on the hip making the center almost an isolated triangular patch covering her mound. Her defined camel toe was a revelation visually as she struck a pose with both arms up handling the door frame looking very much like some tawdry harlot about to engage in an elicit tryst. The brassiere Rashida picked out for her was purposely hidden underneath her normally flaccid looking breasts giving them a much needed artificial lift. Miss Dupree was a complete snack backlit in a shot reminiscent of Lisa London in Sudden Impact or Kelly LeBrock in Weird science. Rashida started chortling giving me a creative charge.
"She looks incredible daddy!! Damn, you got her leveled all the way up; shit I'm jealous!" She was excited seeing her friend onscreen embracing her sexuality fully with nothing held back.
I shushed Rashida loudly now intently watching my own work.
Delia let her hands slide slowly downward until they were level with the widest point of her arching hips. It was a full body shot accomplished with my trusty chest mounted camera and a ring light out of view behind the bathroom door in tandem with a running shower, hot water turned all the way up. This accounted for the steam.
"What's the song?" Rashida asked munching on her popcorn.
"Perfect Match by uh, the artists called Tech & The Effx; it's an extended remix."
"Where'd you get that from?"
"School Daze; you never saw that Spike Lee movie?"
"Oh yeah! The movie with the light skin bitches facing off against the black queens, right? Yeah, they sang that shitty hair song when the sistas should've been stomping all those prissy wannabe Barbies out."
"Tell me how you really feel." I replied dryly sarcastic earning a mean yank on my junk that made me yelp.
Onscreen Delia added a little swivel of her wide hips with one leg crossed over the other looking at the camera with this naturalistic wanton expression that belied the fact that it was coached. The disparity between the smallest point of her hips and the widest arch of her rounded hips was staggering. Rashida shot me a look as my cock pulsed and throbbed in her grasp. Her high school friend slightly rocked and shook her thighs making them jiggle loosely taking advantage of the stubborn pre-weight loss "baby fat" in tandem with a very visible diamond shaped negative space between and the bottom of her muff.
She turned her back to the camera shaking a little harder which paid dividends to the shot with her big fifty plus inches of cheekage wildly, but silently clapping. Her panties had been pulled deep into her rear cleavage making them look several sizes too small in the back and like a Brazilian thong in the front. My blind date muse peered over her shoulder working that wanton look with a lick of the lips, then faced the camera again.
Delia slowly drifted across the room from my point of view slowly bending over planting her palms on the edge of the mattress, still mutely twerking. Her butt was visible above her shoulders clapping and jiggling as she crawled up onto the mattress on all fours with a deep looping arch in her back putting in work on camera that made her bestie clap like a proud parent. Delia rocked back and forth twerking planting one hand in front of the other crawling right up into the camera filling the frame with her face. I'd directed her to smudge her eye shadow into a smoky disturbing corona. This added a weird creepy aesthetic to her looks.
"Damn, I can't believe this is my girl; you REALLY worked that MAGIC on her, daddy! I've known her since high school and man, if those assholes who used to pick on her back in the day could see this shit. We've got a reunion coming up and I'm gonna take this bitch, even though she didn't graduate with the rest of the fucking class."
I shushed her again inching closer wrapping an arm around the top of her shoulders. Rashida responded in kind leaning into my side getting more relaxed as she tossed the empty bottle aside.
Delia crawled forward until my straining erection came into view slowly swallowed up between her lips to the root. Her lips framed my root as part of my abdomen appeared in frame visually confirming the deep throat. The loose jiggling nature of her big ass was hypnotic as she rocked and sawed horizontally fucking me with her mouth. It was sloppy with lots of drool and foamy bubbles running down her chin when she peered up into the camera winking at the audience.
"I can't believe this." Rashida watched intently letting her fingers slide along my shaft while onscreen, my hands appeared in frame cupping the sides of Delia's head. The viewers would be left with no doubt about my actions as I took her mouth in measured strokes as this slurpy sound filled my car making Rashida snuggle closer into my side.
The disembodied hands on my laptop screen ran through her hair lovingly coupled with the immersive audio, handling her shoulders next followed by the sides of her torso. This continued until only her big ass was left in frame jiggling like obscene jello. There was no doubt about what I was doing, but Rashida questioned it anyway.
"Wait a minute, are you fucking her; reverse doggystyle?"
"Is that what they call it?"
"How the hell should I know; I can't believe she let you do that shit to her."
"You wouldn't?" I asked as my hand slipped down over her breast giving it a hearty squeeze before rolling the nipple underneath the cotton material. Rashida moaned, turning more into my side stroking a little harder.
The slow sensual music continued as the perfect soundtrack enhanced by Delia's oral copulation with me not too intrusive, but just low enough to be registered audibly. The camera dipped low finding her full bodied rocking as she took me from stem to stern long stroking my endowment with her top notch mouth game getting progressively wet and sloppier for the audience. Rashida was breathing hard entranced in the images of her friend onscreen. She added a twist of her wrist to the proceedings making me gasp and set aside my snack container.
Delia sat up kneeling on her haunches, definitely modeling for a few moments before sitting down working her panties off. She playfully tossed them at the camera covering her mouth demurely feigning laughter as she leaned forward planting her palms flat on the mattress. Rashida watched her friend carefully get one foot off the end of the bed as she withdrew slowly backing away from the camera in the same way she approached it. Delia had two left feet normally but a pre-natural disposition that made her phenomenally coachable.
She stood at the edge of the mattress looking at the camera directly, slowly turning into a three quarters view with the generous swell of her butt on display. Delia turned walking back to the bathroom doorway with measured steps designed to make her big butt wobble in contrast to her shapely semi-solid legs, then pivoted standing in the door looking at the camera before drifting back closing the door. The screen was filled in darkness as Rashida turned to me curious.
"Wait for it." I replied to the nonverbal question with a raised pointer finger.
The darkness ended abruptly as the bathroom door was thrown open, revealing Delia kneeling on the toilet slathered head to toe in baby oil. The unique nature of her fifty plus inches caused her cheeks to naturally spread apart putting her front and rear openings on unabashed display. Descriptively speaking, this was a big heart shape with the goodies nestled right in the middle. There was no doubt she was experienced in using both as Rashida commented.
"Good thing I got her waxed, huh daddy?"
"Chill."
We watched me approach point of view like some killer in a slasher movie measuring my approach until my cock appeared in frame. The music slowly drifted away as my hands grabbed Delia's hips visibly squeezing and massaging the soft yielding flesh before driving the business end of my cock deep inside her backdoor with impunity. There was an audible thud as I went balls deep holding it there spreading her apart with my thumbs revealing my destination to the viewers. Delia looked over her shoulder at me slowly licking her lips as Rashida started jerking harder on my prick.
Onscreen I was already beating her backout like it was going out of style.
"Damn bruh, you really liked my girl, huh negro?"
It looked like I was trying to force Delia through the wall with my prick alone as she wobbled and jiggled like no body's business. The motion ripples were insane making the upper swell of her buttocks look semi-solid to the naked eye. The watery nature accompanied by the stereo quality audio. Miss Dupree took it like a champ eventually looking back at my plunging member as it reamed her backdoor to oblivion. Another music strain heralded the end of this frenetic rutting piquing Rashida's curiosity.
"Bell, Biv Devoe?"
"Something In Your Eyes, yup." I confirmed as I was seen onscreen making an absolute mess of Delia's shuddering semi-solid buttocks until it was a glazed over mess with my spunk running off of it as she flexed internally revealing that I'd started climaxing right as I was pulling out. The rear creampie was that real affecting my running partner and designated FWB as intended.
"Turn-this-shit-off!" Rashida snatched the remote flicking off the impromptu shoot tossing the quilt off uncovering my throbbing endowment.
I was immediately beat senseless as her jacking fist became a blur long stroking me across the finish line as flecks of cum started splashing from the head of my crown. Those first watery bursts got Rashida excited prompting her to bury everything between her own plush lips sucking like her life depended on it. It was enough to make my toes curl in my sneakers as she released my prick with an audible pop swallowing my load.
We locked eyes as she cupped a hand under her chin huffing and still slurping.
"Come on."
"Huh?"
"Come on man."
"What?"
"GET THE FUCK OUT OF THE CAR!" Rashida shoved the back door of my car open jumping out taking the quilt with her wrapping it around her shoulders. Her meaning was clear as day I followed her out into the waning darkness.
Rashida ran quickly to the edge of the parking lot stepping onto the grass barefooted snatching the quilt down before her as she got on all fours. I ran after her finding that perfect sixty plus online inches of fame popped out in my direction presented grandly in open invitation. Her thick stallion legs were positioned apart as she flattened her palms looking over her shoulder at me desperately.
This bitch was in heat.
Rashida Sikes aka Thunda hairdresser, online cam model and "amateur" porn starlet, was impaled with impunity.
I went balls deep going zero to one thousand pounding her resilient cheeks to mush, much in similar fashion to the way I'd dealt with her bestie Miss Delia Dupree. The difference was Rashida's natural defiant thickness and powerful frame that was made for nuclear the doggy style we'd engaged in many times in the past. Our bumping uglies echoed across the open park in front of us with a sound akin to someone dribbling a basketball. I had to work hard to get the slightest motion ripple across her buttocks while Delia was soft, pliable and wobbly with enough denseness to keep her butt's general shape. Miss Sikes was my "Go To" sexually, in every sense of the word.
"Aw shit fuck me harder daddy; beat it up and cum all over this ass!" Her head rolled around on her shoulders before dipping downward as she snatched up her t-shirt exposing her lemon sized tits. She took it further, folding the tee over the back of her neck as I thrust harder. Rashida's head hit the grass as she arched pushing her butt higher bouncing her monster ass into my crotch with the force of a piston. There was no doubt she was fucking me instead of the other way around as I blanketed her cupping and playing with her pert breasts rolling the nipples.
"FUCK ME DADDY!! AW SHIT I WANT YOU TO CUM SO MOTHERFUCKING BAD!! WAX ALL OF THIS ASS FOR ME!!" She was way more talkative than usual. Normally I'd have to bang her a few times in succession to get her personal brand of masculine sounding dirty talk, but not tonight. Her lower half rode the quilt as she interlocked her fingers on the back of her head, floppy bonnet and all. I could feel the fire in my inner thighs. My legs were trembling this time as she sawed back and forth knocking me down a peg. Rashida Sikes knew how to fuck me more than anyone else and this hadn't changed one bit. I let go just kneeling behind her clapping buttocks watching her fuck go wild.
"PLEASE GIVE IT TO ME DA-DEE!! I NEED IT SO BAD!! CUM FOR ME!! MY PUSS-SEE IS SO FUCKING HOT!! CUM ON ALL THIS ASS AND PUT OUT THE FIRE!! OH SHIT!! GIVE ME THAT CUM!! WAX MY ASS FOR ME!! PLEASE DADDY!!"
Rashida was whimpering, almost sobbing slapping her monster ass into my crotch frantically. That bouncing chocolate became a blur of motion clapping loudly. I fought the urge to pull out and shove three fingers inside her snatch. Rashida knew what she wanted, and I did too. Just as I started to crest, Rashida faceplanted on the quilt.
Disengaged, my pulsing cock started spewing rope after gooey rope of thick stringy cum with the consistency of silly string waxing her shuddering cheeks.
Rashida's fingers appeared between her thighs intensely rubbing it out multitasking with her trademark thunderous twerk smacking my spunk between the soiled buns. A thick lattice of jizz was webbed up in her cavernous gluteal cleft while translucent pools of my spunk drizzled off her sixty plus inches of online fame spoiling the quilt underneath. Rashida remained faceplanted, limbs splayed apart as she huffed and wheezed from the exertion. I knelt on my knees looking at the mess I'd made of her cheeks, eventually noticing the rising sun.
"Rashida?"
"Yeah?"
"You hungry?" Rashida reared up still laying prone, gradually looking back first at my prick then at my face.
"Yeah." She replied breezily, sharing the early morning sunlight with me.
********************************************************************************************** Luckily we were able to get cleaned up in a nearby fieldhouse before making it out of the park as some disparate people started to appear some jogging, others escorting their kids across the adjacent field to a nearby magnet elementary school. We were trashed enough to fall asleep in the backseat of my car hugged up under the blanket until an errant park police officer rapped at the window scaring both of us out of a deep sleep. We decided to get a proper breakfast at a greasy spoon in the area sharing the same side of a booth.
"So, you must be stoked at the money you're gonna make off my girl Delia; when are you posting the clip?"
"I don't know, that's up to her."
"I don't understand." Rashida responded between bites of eggs and bacon while I took a sip of coffee.
"If she does what I told her, then it never sees the light of day." Rashida raised a brow.
"Excuse me."
"If Earl ain't happy, she ain't gonna be happy. Your girl is gonna use that new body of hers to make her hubby the happiest nigga in their town. She's going to be a wife, a lady in the streets and a hoe between the sheets or she's going to be cursing my name and herself for signing two non-disclosure agreements. I own her fucking ass."
Rashida just looked at my profile as I cut into my steak and had another mouthful of eggs.
"That fifteen-minute scene is already on the cloud Rashida; I don't like being in a love triangle without my permission because I wouldn't do that shit to another guy. Well, I already fucked, so I wanted to get something for services provided, and more than the two hundred dollars we traded back and forth. I already found Earl's social media, so I know she was lying in part about their shitty relationship. At he was trying before she "flewed" herself out to get serviced at your advice. If the scene comes out due to her further malfeasance, I'll be sending the profits directly to her husband. We hashed it out and she's gonna give it the old college try."
"That's my girl daddy...how're you gonna do that janky shit to Delia?"
"I'm the Educated Simp."
Rashida scooted over shoving her plate away which drew the attention of some of the other restaurant patrons. I kept calmly eating my breakfast as she did a slow burn.



"So, we ain't cool no more?" She asked after five minutes of stewing.
"Whatever gave you that idea?"
My left hand landed on her left thigh slowly rubbing and kneading it under the table. Rashida reacted facially looking half surprised at my behavior.
"So, you're gonna give me a pass because you like sleeping with me?"
"Is that how you see it?"
"You got your hand on my thigh."
Well, this booth is too small for me to put my hand on all this ass back here." I replied casually taking a sip from my coffee mug with the free hand.
Rashida gave me this sarcastic smirk as she planted her elbow on the tabletop facepalming with a muted chortle. She stole a glance at me then surprised me by arching her lower back in our cramped booth making the upper swell of her sixty plus inches of online fame bulge upward rewarding me with a premiere view of "plumber's crack", humorously enough. I half turned looking at her hiding her face obviously grinning, then shoved my left hand into the back of her shorts with two middle finger buried between the cheeks. She craned her head smiling.
"Happy now?"
"Yes." I took another sip as our waitress approached ready to refill my mug. The elderly woman noticed looking at once irritated at our public display, but I didn't care squeezing closer to Rashida who offered her cup for a refill too.
"It's gonna be awkward as fuck if we go back to Jaquan's house with Delia there." There was no doubting what she was suggesting but I didn't respond.
She knew I'd moved out of my house after being exposed, but nobody knew I was renting and living in the former Gilbert homestead. Part of my rental agreement included an ethics clause of sorts in that the senior Mr. Gilbert didn't want me hooking up with women there. I'd inherited his daughter's former restrictions. My member pulsed at the memory of his daughter Charity. Her father hated that we couldn't keep our hands off one another and I suspect he was more than happy that she'd gone off to college leaving me far behind.
"No threesome?"
Rashida spit out some of her coffee.
"WHAT?!"
"Technically speaking, she hasn't gone back home yet, and our agreement starts when she steps foot off that plane to see her husband and kids. What, too weird for you, Rashida? We both know you got down like that in the past; at least once." Her eyes narrowed as I stuck it to her.
"Jaquan told you, didn't he?!"
"No."
"How do you know about that shit, then?" Rashida looked pissed, almost hissing at me as I ate nonchalantly.
"What does it matter; I'm just asking if a threesome is out of the question? Come on, we know each other biblically in every sense of the word and you and Delia can flip a coin to see who sits on my face, unlike last time. We both know an alpha female always gets the dick first, right?" Rashida's eyes went wide as saucers realizing I really did know about her participation in a big sexual pow wow with her former boss, coworker Carlie, and eventually her former enemy, Shawnee Thompson."
"Move." She wanted to bolt, but I didn't move, starting to get heated at being exposed or embarrassed.
"Calm down."
"I'm gonna kick Jaquan's ass!"
"He didn't tell me."
"OH YEAH, WHO-TOLD-YOU, HUH FOOL?!!" Rashida pounded her fist on the table shaking up our spread.
"Nobody, I saw it with my own eyes."
My answer took the wind out of her sails. Her shoulders slumped as she peered out the window on her opposite side watching the sidewalk as a few people walked by early in the morning, crestfallen.
"Just kidding." Rashida looked back at me, bottom lip trembling.
Her hand pancaked my face as some woman gasped from a table nearby. I tried not to look in any direction but couldn't ignore the nuclear family sitting too close for comfort. There were two kids sitting there, one boy in a child's booster seat next to his toddler blonde sister who started to ask about the slap only to be quieted by her mother who motioned towards a server. The father sat in silence looking at his phone without reaction.
"So, are you just gonna be passive aggressive all morning, or what?" Rashida asked, looking at my face almost on the verge of tears.
" What would you prefer; it's the lady's prerogative after all." I replied dryly taking a sip of my coffee.
Instead of answering, Rashida snuggled in close leaning into my side taking a bite of some toast. She stuck a piece of toast in my mouth giving me a bite as well. I spooned some eggs into her mouth as we made a joint meal out of my plate.
"I can't believe you'd blackmail my friend to be a good wifey to her man."
"You must be kidding."
"Yeah, you're the man and I guess it's hard for me to realize just how much you've changed since the first time we met. I'm sorry for fixing you up with my friend, but she said things were on the outs with Earl. I figured you'd like what you saw, especially after you sent me that pic of some hood rat way out of your league. Delia worked really hard to get that body and I thought she should get some incentive to keep working out."
"Me?"
"Yeah, ever since you popped back up in my life, you've been killing it bruh. I still think about you sliding into Jaquan's backyard when I was sunbathing. That shit was lit; and that's why I hooked up with you at that motel right after. I thought maybe it was a fluke, but then you uh, proved me wrong." Rashida noticed that family sitting next to our booth watching surreptitiously with a disparaging look from the mother. My hand rested on her opposite hip with the tips of my fingers inside the elastic waistband of her bottoms.
"Can I ask you a question?"
"Yeah, sure daddy; uhm, how painful is it going to be?"
"Depends; did Renee really beat the shit out of Delia in the girl's locker room back in high school, and did you know about it beforehand."
"Aw man, you really put it on my girl if she giving you deep pillow talk like that."
"So, it happened?"
"Sure did; I found out about it later that day during lunch. Renee was acting weird as fuck, then wanted to talk outside...just the two of us. We'd really just started hanging out that year and she was kinda, clashing with Delia. They'd already almost got into a fight, but I broke that shit up. Delia was really trying it with Renee, and I just thought of her as some light skin princess because of the way everybody was thirsting over her. We just sort of started being this "thing" like a power couple and I guess Delia felt out of the mix. Old girl surprised me when she grabbed a handful of Renee's hair yanking the shit out of it. She was kind of walking behind us on the way home."
"Wow, I can't believe Renee didn't light Delia's ass on fire for that shit."
"Yeah, tell me about it; Renee was just staring at Delia like crazy even watching when I convinced my girl to walk the other way. Honestly, I thought our friendship was over because she was mad dogging me too, not saying anything. Next day, Renee pulls me outside behind the school looking all crazy like some hype, so I thought we were about to have a blowup, but that didn't happen."
"What happened?"
"Renee had a present for me; the girl gave me Delia's bra. She'd bum rushed my girl early in the morning and I didn't know shit about it. Obviously, I was Hella creeped out because it was kind of ripped up and there was blood on it. She really rolled the shit out of my friend, and you've seen how tall Delia is, huh daddy?"
"Yeah, she's got me by a head and a half in heels."
"Renee kept saying "I did that "over and over again; then I realized she wanted to throw hands with me too, out there in the rain just staring at me like she wanted to put a bullet between my eyes. You know how her face gets real flushed when she's pisses, right?"
"Yeah."
"It looked like she was changing colors out there and I realized she was uh, holding back waiting for me to say something."
"What did you tell her?"
"Sorry about my friend; and I know you were mad because she snatched your hair like she wanted to scalp you. The rest was some mumble mouthed shit even though I was sizing her up in case she did jump bad with me. You don't know this, but Renee used to wear these really expensive dresses back in the day. That why a lot of people were calling her prissy, and fucking entitled. Everything she had was money, and a lot of girls thought she was down in the hood stunting. One girl I used to know kept asking Renee if she was white."
"How'd that turn out?"
"Don't know, never saw her again and Renee didn't wanna talk about it. I just uh, knew she had them hambones, especially after the Delia shit. We hugged it out instead of fighting with Renee holding me tight; guess because she was glad, we didn't throw hands. Hugged it out with Delia a few days later because my girl was cutting class trying to duck Renee. After that, we were cool even after Delia went back home to live with her people. Renee treated her like a sister after that fight and even gave her some clothes and a makeover. She used to do Delia's hair all the time whether she wanted it or not; just doted on my girl. It felt like Renee was really sorry about that fight."
"What did you think?"
"Maybe, but she used to say this thing to me, kind of explaining herself."
"What?"
"Renee said she this evil locked up inside; that it comes out when she gets really upset or if people fuck with her." Rashida cut a piece of steak feeding me as I took a sip from her coffee mug by accident. We had this symbiosis of movement that was completely organic.
"Delia mentioned her saying that, too."
"You never saw that side of her again?" I asked giving Rashida a bite of bacon while letting my free hand slip deeper into the side of her bottoms rubbing the outside of her thigh facing the restaurant window.
"Why do I feel like you know the answer to that question?"
"Answer it then."
"Carlie, when Renee found out about her affair with you."
"Affair?"
"That's what she called it, don't blame me. Fucking crazy considering she's got little Daisy with your cousin Jaquan. She got real weird about you after she tried to get you back in her hands, but you "doing you "was honestly driving her up the wall. Once she found out about Carlie, I knew the fix was in when she told me to manage the salon. Everybody could hear it through the pipes; I went up because I was scared the police were going to show up. I thought somebody would snitch her out and after what I saw, I kinda wish they did."
"Carlie said she got beat with a hairbrush."
"That was because they were family; it could've been worse and that's not saying much. She stripped her twentysomething cousin, buck naked. Ripped all of her clothes off and made the girl break her own glasses while she watched. Made her tell me everything was okay through her bedroom door; they have a uh, auntie niece kind of relationship even though they're cousins. Carlie's folks stopped them from hanging out. Something happened and they said Renee was fast in the tail, her words not mine. Carlie said, they were experimenting."
I raised a brow.
"No, they got caught with some boy from across the street; he was naked, but they weren't. Carlie's folks didn't her picking up no bad habits from Renee. I thought that shit was weird when I heard it because Renee was always money; I mean she had the best of everything. Always had serious dollars, and the only girl I knew with a car at the time. Later on, I found out she was getting paid from some old white dude. Saw him hanging around a few times when she first got her salon. Never brought it up; a lot of girls do something strange for some change."
"Like camming?"
"Stop it daddy; every time I think we're cool, you toss me a curveball. I'm just saying that she was getting something on the side while she had her grimy hands in both of our pockets. I saw that same white man right after you trashed her salon. They were talking real serious, and then she noticed me; I got fired."
"I know about that guy." Rashida perked up looking at my face.
"How come I'm not surprised? Don't answer that shit." I fed her a sip of coffee.
My hand slid up under her t-shirt cupping a bare breast underneath giving it a hard squeeze. I flicked the nipple a couple of times before she covered it on the outside with her hand looking embarrassed at my behavior. I went back into her shorts palming her rounded thigh. I was processing things as Rashida offered some more information.
"We doing something, after we leave here?"
"Wanna watch the rest of Delia's movie?" I raised a brow as my tried to rub her inner thigh only to be stopped as she chortled girlishly.
"No, I want to make a movie." Rashida asserted herself.
We smiled at each other as my hand dipped further back barely touching the upper shelf like curve of her sixty plus inches of online fame.
"What about Delia?"
"She's a big girl; her flight doesn't leave until eleven tonight and she's got her run of the house. If she needs anything, I'm sure Jaquan will be more than happy to help old girl out."
We exchanged glances for a second, then did the rock paper scissors before Rashida dialed up her bestie after winning the slight exchange.
"AH!! AH!! AAAAHHHH CHOOT!!" Radiated loudly from the phone before she muted it looking at me with a raised brow. My cousin had obviously woken up to find a morning quickie.
We snickered as a manager approached the table.
"Excuse me, I hate to disturb you but...OH!" I glanced up, finding the unlikeliest of familiar faces in the manager. We'd met in the past on a banner day in my life that put me on the path to my current situation. Just as quickly as I recognized him, this feeling of heaviness settled over me out of the ether.
"Kennard." He looked irritated at hearing me say his name, probably remembering the utter embarrassment he'd experienced last time we met. His gaze traveled to Rashida, in particular my hand visibly resting the generous outer swell of her thigh.
"My duties and innate responsibility dictate that I ask you two to uh, keep it down." His words were measured as he slightly rocked his head side to side definitely remembering the public fiasco from our last fateful meeting. It was immediately bittersweet recalling Tressie Fisher and in particular, Vickie Stone that day. It was the first day we met. The cousins had run him off when he tried to admonish their loud uproarious behavior. Vickie in particular gave him an especially hard time.
"SORRY; UHM, I'M REALLY SORRY SIR!" Rashida shot back sitting up right disengaging my hand looking anxious under his stern gaze.
I just shrugged which made his eyes narrow.
"Well, I see you've got one with a modicum of class, this time." He walked off back down the aisle to another employee conversing with them at the hostess station / register.
I sat there watching him admonish his employee before looking at Rashida who still looked embarrassed nibbling on some bacon, before fishing out my debit card.
"Wait here."
"Daddy?" She knew something was up.
I walked carefully to the station as he was walking away presenting my bill and card still watching him surreptitiously. This guy was the epitome of a bad boss walking behind the counter shoving himself into everything while doing nothing outside of micromanaging. I remembered Vicky giving him the business and I recalled my own embarrassment as he came over saying almost the exact same thing verbatim. I remembered that heady feeling foo being in Vickie's company watching her flex in public in tandem with her cousin giving this "insectoid" fucker the business.
I was embarrassed that day, but not today.
"Thank you for coming, did you enjoy your meal, sir?" The short, slightly portly hostess asked ringing me up.
"Oh, enjoyed it just fine, my compliments to the chef ma'am; excuse me, could you call the manager back over here?"
"Was there a problem with the service?"
"No, it was perfect; I want to speak with Kennard." Her face lit up, probably thinking I was perhaps a friendly acquaintance. I showed my hands in my pockets looking back at Rashida in the booth with a forced smile on my face. Her expression changed when she looked at me directly, dropping drastically.
"WHAT DO YOU WANT?!" Kennard came to the host stand with his employee in tow full of fire as I looked at the face of my phone checking some messages.
"I wanted to talk to you about your disparaging comment to my associate."
"IF YOU'RE DONE WITH YOUR MEAL; YOU CAN GO!" He shouted audibly scoffing at my reason for wanting to speak with him.
"Like I said; I wanted to talk to you about your disparaging comment to my associate...and to my dead girlfriend." I reiterated as the employee at his side looked instantly horrified covering her mouth with her hand. Some people at a nearby table turned looking at our exchange as well as a few others. I glanced at Rashida who was also starting to slide out of the booth with her mouth hanging open.
"I SAID NO SUCH THING!"
"Correction you said...Well, I see you've got one with a modicum of class, this time; sound familiar Kennard?" I put audible emphasis on his words repeating them back to him verbatim as more patrons took notice.
"Give him a refund." He ordered as his subordinate went to the cash register tapping away.
"No, I enjoyed the meal sir; I take issue with your fucking humanity regarding my friend, and my dead girlfriend who you insulted dually. She was murdered, by the way, sir." The host paused for a moment looking at me, then at Kennard.
"GIVE HIM A REFUND!"
"Kennard, she was the love of my life and I know she embarrassed you last time we met; but she's dead now and she can't apologize for ruffling your chicken feathers, so I'll do it for her. I-APOLOGIZE-FOR-VICKIE-STONE, motherfucker."
Some guy who looked like a truck driver was walking over as Rashida stood up catching a few eyes because of her glorious lower half which was on full display. I only had seconds before she joined me, invalidating my situation because of her attire. People would likely think of us collectively as low class or street people, even in this middle class neighborhood bordering a wealthier one.
"Look, you don't have to do this; I'll give you a full refund and uh, some coupons and credit for your next meal." I'd caught him completely off guard and he was in full backpedal mode.
"Forget that, no thank you sir; just come outside with me Kennard."
"WHAT?!!"
"Come outside so I can...FUCK YOU UP FOR MY DEAD GIRLFRIEND!!" Kennard looked as if he nearly regurgitated when I shouted at the top of my lungs. Some people started to leave while his employee kept tapping at the register even faster.
"Don't do this brother; I'm sorry for your loss, condolences." The driver guy was patting me on the back as he partially obscured Kennard from view with his big, burly body. The man was so big and wide, I could have fit inside his body like a skin suit with no problem. He was probably about six foot four.
"I want to knock his head off; that's what Vickie would have wanted if she heard that shit. I'm going to knock him out and sit on the curb and wait for my police car, sir."
"Brother, that's not the right way to go."
"I know, but I want to do it anyway because he insulted her and she ain't here to defend herself. He even insulted my friend, man. Rashida apologized to his ass, but he had to go the extra mile being all brand new taking a shot at my girlfriend even though she's dead now and can't defend herself. She died trying to defend herself when we were gonna be together for the rest of our lives. Man, isn't that worth some jail time? FIGHT ME OUTSIDE, MAN!"
Rashida appeared at my side looping an arm around mine, tight.
Tears were running freely from my reddened eyes.
"I got him; we're leaving." Rashida somberly led me out of the restaurant amid a sea of camera phones directed at the man who'd forced me out of the mask I'd worn every day since Vickie's death.



That big truck driver guy followed us out half escorting us to my car while talking about the bible and some such nonsense about forgiveness and other useless bull shit. The tears wouldn't stop as Rashida put me in the passenger side of my car before getting behind the wheel. She pulled my seatbelt over snapping it into place as I popped the lock wanting to get back out and pummel Kennard for his senseless insult to her and my lost lady love.
Rashida was way ahead of me taking off at a clip down the street putting some distance between me and that nigga Kennard.
"See, now he's just gonna-GET AWAY WITH IT!! Do you realize he was calling you a goddamn whore, Rashida?! HE WAS CALLING YOU A HOE!! Why didn't you let me do it? HUH?!! Kennard didn't have to say that shit. I WANT TO SPLIT HIS FUCKING WIG FOR THAT!! Kick the holy shit out of him until the motherfucker need a damn colostomy bag, Rashida. TEACH HIS PENCIL NECK ASS SOME RESPECT!! TEACH HIM!! WITH MY FISTS!! Why didn't you let me do it?! Ain't gonna let no body talk about you like that; fuck anybody up who-PUT SHIT ON YOUR NAME BITCH!!"
My head was starting to spin.
"I didn't want you to go to jail daddy." She whispered, starting to sniffle and huff.
"What do you care? You were flicking shit at us with fucking Renee, and I still kept it one hundred with you about those chalky hands in your motherfucking purse! You were in it to win it until I showed you the hole in your motherfucking pockets!! I PUT MONEY IN YOUR POCKETS SINCE WE MET AND I'M GONNA STILL PUT MONEY IN YOUR FUCKING POCKETS TIL THE DAY I DIE RASHIDA!! I WANNA HOLD YOU DOWN ANYWAY EVEN THOUGH YOU WERE HELPING THAT EVIL BEE-OTCH FUCK MY SHIT UP!! IF I WANNA FIGHT FOR MY WOMAN VICKIE, I'M GONNA FUCKING FIGHT FOR HER WHETHER SHE ALIVE OR DEAD!!...Vickie, oh God. Vickie...Vickie!!"
My head shot forward hitting the dashboard.
Again, and again as I banged it trying to kill the memory, knowing I couldn't purge it from my broken heart.
I barely registered Rashida's screaming as she slammed on the brakes jumping out of the car running around to my passenger side. Before I even realized it, my seatbelt was released causing my body to drift limply to the side right into Rashida's arms as she cradled me to her bosom, crying just as hard. My chest was on fire while my eyes were full of fluid running down my cheeks along with snot from both nostrils. There were a lot of cars honking their horns as my vision blurred, eyes fluttering while I was rocked in her arms like some overgrown toddler.
"Sorry Rashida, sorry I didn't mean any of that."
"Don't lie daddy; I'm a big girl."
"No really; I'm sorry, you didn't deserve that and I'm gonna make it up to you, promise."
"That's my job, not yours."
"Well, can you help me out with something, Rashida?"
"Anything."
"There's someplace I want you to take me, right now."
Thirty minutes later I was sitting there in front of the lake looking out over the cascading water. It was the only place I could think of to still my nerves. I felt exposed and weak for allowing my raw insides to bubble to the top. Her face was there in my mind always, sometimes torturing in that I didn't seem to know how to turn it off other than "being" with someone. My thoughts were triggered earlier the previous day while doing yard work for my mother when I realized that I was conversing with the neighbor's granddaughter in the exact spot where I'd tussled with Vickie Stone after a day of instigated hell. She was so much different than Renee Kelly.
She was mine and nobody else's.
Sometimes it felt like the universe was reminding me never to forget her.
"Rashida."
"Yeah?" She was sitting behind me on the grass far enough to give me some privacy, but close enough to hear.
"Let's get you home."
I took one last look at the reflection on the waves feeling as if Vickie were there just beyond the pale, watching.
END of BOOK TWO
*********************************************************************************************
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CHAPTER ONE: Who's House, is It?
Featuring: Mrs. Gilbert
I was working up a decent sweat running at a clip around the track that bordered the football field at the park I used every other day to work out, primarily on increasing my stamina. I was usually the only one outside this early in the morning, but today just off in the distance I found myself looking several feet ahead at a sight most welcome. I'd been coming to this park to run and do basic calisthenics for a few months now. This park was special to me in that it appeared in my dreams sometimes as a harbinger of things to come.
Earlier at four in the morning I was awakened from a deep sleep after experiencing that repeating prophetic dream once again. I was always conflicted upon waking up, but this morning left me shook enough to get out early. The dream concerned the time I'd been lured to the park by my lady love Vickie Stone only to be sucker punched and left laying as she ran off heartbroken. She didn't know I'd been framed and made to look like a dog by her mortal enemy, a recent development at the time. In less than twenty-four hours we'd made up occupying a bed right before the whole thing blew up in our faces.
Today at barely six in the morning I was jogging around that field looking at one hell of an ass.
Whoever she was, this woman was some sort of athlete moving comfortable way ahead of me while my chest was full of fire. I was at a distinct disadvantage because I couldn't tear my eyes away from a huge, massive heart-shaped butt and shapely gams that caused a tent in my sweatpants making it hard to keep up. A pair of white running yoga styled shorts were skintight across the expanse of her derriere with way more bulging cheekage than any woman should've been comfortable with. She was really moving at a decent clip leaving me happily behind.
Her upper half was covered in a matching white, short sleeved hoodie leaving her head and face completely covered and out of view. She had to be around five four, maybe a little taller, but not by much as I struggled to speed up. This woman seemed to have an hourglass figure in the extreme matching a few women I'd been lucky enough to have sex with I the past year. This mystery woman fit right in the middle between a certain baby mama number two of my cousin Jaquan and my coworker and sometimes antagonist, Zoya Berhan.
The charcoal blackened skin tone of her bare legs told me she was a sister, bar none.
I couldn't help thinking business doing the math in my head about this unknown woman's moneymaking potential to my "side hustle" website. There was no way I'd run up on a stranger and try to make the hard sell for an online adult website. It would look particularly bad and creepy, not to mention dangerous to my immediate freedom if I were to be reported to the police. So, I had to be content with just enjoying the view as that big dark chocolate butt appeared to slow down a bit. I drew closer curious to a fault about what this woman's face would look like.
Then she sped off running at a sprint like someone lit a fire under her butt. She rounded the bend but ran up an incline disappearing over a short hill as I barely made the curve stopping on a dime nearly falling over. I wanted to run up the hill but thought better of it not knowing if she would be standing there. There was a parking lot on that side of the hill next door to this closed skating rink that was undergoing renovations. I hung back walking my racing heartrate down with my hands at the small of my back. My curiosity got the better of me just as I reached the point where the woman disappeared.
An old '86 Monte Carlo was sitting in the middle of the small parking lot in the park with the windows down. I could see the shadow or outline of a person for an instant before it slowly pulled off picking up speed as it burned rubber turning the corner. I stood at the top of the short hill perplexed.
"Maybe I was supposed to chase her?" I reasoned feeling like the mystery woman had been waiting for me. I lingered behind working it out in my head figuring maybe I'd missed an opportunity for another notch on my belt at best although it was more feasible that I would have caught a police case instead.
I finished up a few laps after that until I was sure I'd made up the time before driving back over to the house I was renting from Mr. Gilbert and his new wife by now, Tressie Fisher. Their relationship had blossomed out of desperate need, mutual desire, and pure unfiltered love. The twenty-year age difference between a man in his early fifties and a woman barely reaching thirty would've been the talk of the church they met in courtesy of yours truly, but neither of them were having it.
The newly minted couple pulled up stakes for a southern state and a track house with more than enough room for her cousins, the siblings of my lost lady love, Vickie Stone. This fortuitously left me with a place to live, albeit with certain rules in place to assure no sexual shenanigans on my part. Knowing I had a series of flings with his only daughter Charity made the formerly stern parent leery of renting out the place to me, but I'd brought him back together with Tressie leaving the man with a perceived moral debt to pay.
The fact that his malevolently beloved, overachieving daughter was away at college probably factored into his decision. I doubt he would've allowed me to cohabitate with Charity considering we couldn't seem to keep our hands off one another. We communicated frequently at first, but it predictably tapered off as she got more acclimated to her new life sort of drifting away. I missed her, sometimes.
I picked up some breakfast takeout from a local café in the area before driving home in the car formerly used by Charity added as an incentive for renting out the former Gilbert homestead. I was tasked with keeping the place in tip top shape including the lawn and backyard for a discounted rate as he gave me the garage clicker. I was considering using his garage as a sort of studio but hadn't got around to it.
It was a weekend where I had nothing to do other than editing some footage from my surplus of material as I pulled into the garage to the strains of "Take Away" by Missy Elliot. My cousin Jaquan always had an open door, but I was taking a break after a blow up with Rashida who was still living in his home. The three of us had this symbiotic friendship that ebbed and flowed depending on whatever was going on in each other's lives; and he still had to coparent with a woman I hated, Rashida's former best friend.
Even my muse and sometimes FWB would sometimes disappear from the house when it was known that she would appear. I honestly didn't know how my cousin managed it. I sat in the car eating my breakfast which consisted of a croissant stuffed with eggs, cheese, and three different meats lightly seasoned. It was a specialty at the café I frequented after workouts. A healthy mixed juice malted enhanced my meal as I considered pulling back out of the garage to hang out at the lake. It was going to be a nice sunny day.
"Huh?" I turned down the music, hearing some loud incessant knocking coming from the front of the house.
I figured it might be some particularly aggressive Jehovah Witness's who'd been showing up since finding out the Gilbert's moved out. My landlord had a subscription to their Watchtower magazine out of courtesy, but now I was on their radar after answering the door one morning without thinking. That interaction turned into a near hour long conversation that ended when I insinuated that I might appear at a service or two. Two more visits made it necessary for me to use the back door to come and go.
"Excuse me?!" I found a woman knocking frantically intermittently pushing the doorbell standing way too close to the locked screen door. She didn't seem to notice as I walked around the outside of my hedges trying to figure out what was going on.
She was probably five eleven in height, tall and slender looking with a nice, packed butt that was just below big. She was wearing this tight mint green dress that hugged her curvy derriere with a visible panty line that sent jolts to my tumescence. There was a matching pocketbook, a priceless Michael Kors in one hand that she was using to beat on the door.
"EXCUSE ME!!" I shouted, getting her attention.
As soon as she turned around, I got a shock to the system.
I was looking at Mrs. Gilbert, Charity's mother who was had some facial similarities but reminded me of this actress, Samira Wiley albeit with these puffed-up bags under her eyes. Her shoulder length hair had strips of grey in it framing her narrow elegant features. There was an air of importance gleaned just from her looking in my direction. She waved me off with a flick of the wrist which was accessorized with a chain link Dior bracelet looking briefly annoyed. Mrs. Gilbert continued knocking and ringing the bell.
"HELLO, I LIVE HERE MA'AM!!" She was the spitting image of the large portrait I'd seen in the former Brownstone home she formerly shared with her estranged daughter. This woman tossed her only child out after a fiasco created by the way too entitled former princess which cost her a ton of money to rug sweep. I was looking at the only woman Charity deferred to on the face of the planet. She'd forced Charity to apologize against her will to Tressie Fisher which left her daughter devastated.
The artist who'd painted that portrait was incredibly talented. I recalled Mr. Gilbert being left out of it.
"No, you don't; now toddle along." I did a doubletake as she spoke staring daggers, into my eyes.
"Toddle along?"
She turned back around, fishing an expensive phone out of her purse, presumably calling Mr. Gilbert but I decided not to wait getting out my keys, walking up the stairs which made her flinch like I was a thug or something.
"Don't you dare; I know the chief of police, buddy!" She clutched her purse to her chest like I would snatch it almost dropping her phone in the process. I recalled that she was this high-powered attorney who left her blue collar husband in the dust of her rising career as she became a partner at a prestigious law firm.
I unlocked the screen door with my keys and then followed up with the heavy oak door stepping inside.
"WHERE DID YOU GET THOSE KEYS?!" Mrs. Gilbert asked as I locked the screen door looking her dead in the face.
"Ask your ex-husband." I slammed the heavy door in her face hard enough to make the glass window in it vibrate. Images of Charity having a meltdown in her father's truck as I held her in my arms, fueled my actions. Mrs. Gilbert was no less toxic in person.
The knocking started up again as I picked up a copy of my rental agreement from a shelf near the doorway before opening up again.
"WHAT?!!"
Mrs. Gilbert did a doubletake blinking profusely.
"Watch your tone; how long have you been here and what're you doing shacking up here with William when I haven't been dually notified as the primary owner of this home?"
"I don't see your name on my rental agreement." I held it up pressing it against the screen so that she could see it.
"Open the door so that I can properly look at that document."
"No Mrs. Gilbert."
"Did you hear what I said; open the door and present me with that document properly."
"Talk to your ex-husband."
"Are you being, difficult?" There was no doubt this was Charity's mother in the least. I had to work hard to keep from withering under her stern, piercing gaze.
Formerly I'd seen the aforementioned portrait in the ruins of the home she shared with her eponymous daughter excluding her supportive husband from the fruits of her success. Secondly, I'd heard her strict authoritative tone that made her normally malicious daughter snap to form and obey without question. Charity Gilbert talked about being "Evil" in humorous tones with me but there was always that serious undertone to her words which harkened to the woman glaring at me from the other side of the screen door. The younger Ms. Gilbert no doubt learned everything from her mother. I felt for Mr. Gilbert.
"No, I'm not being difficult ma'am; I've informed you that I am renting this property from your former husband and presented you with said rental agreement. I'm willing to email you a copy of the rental agreement and you can DO what YOU WANT with it, okay Mrs. Gilbert?"
"Well, I'm standing right here in front of you."
"I can see that ma'am."
"Perhaps you should allow me inside so that we can peruse the agreement like civilized people."
"I don't feel comfortable with that ma'am."
"And why not?"
"I am unsure of your actual intent given how I found you at my doorstep this morning. Perhaps you should explain yourself to make me consider conversing about a perfectly legal matter that is iron clad. You were quite emotional before I, made myself known and there is a ring cam recording your uhm, outburst." My tone and manner of speaking was meant to subtly mimic her own.
Mrs. Gilbert's already narrow looking eyes became slits that reminded me of her daughter who made the same expression when infuriated. I just stared back stoically waiting for the next shoe to drop.
"I have business connections, considerable business connections to the creditors who hold sway over this property. My husband was actually paying me in part all these years with money that was funneled into our daughter's trust and some brokerage accounts.
"No shit."
This forced smile appeared on her face, kind of a slit because she sucked in her lips making her expression a menacing grimace.
"I don't feel like PLAYING with a YOUNG FOOL who doesn't understand the world around him and how things really work out here. Do you want my full, undivided attention? I'm a very busy woman, young man."
"Not busy enough considering how you were banging on my door."
"Do you want to play with me?" I knew I was being threatened.
"Charity wouldn't like it if I played with you Mrs. Gilbert; although you would probably love it. Hate to be crass, but you seem like you need, to release something."
That weird smile became a half smirk.
"Oh, so you want to get your nappy head dribbled out on the sidewalk, right?"
"No ma'am, I've answered all your questions even though you could have called your ex-husband and verified things instead of making a recorded terrorist threat. Did I mention the ring cam? I think I did."
"I can get that tossed out of a court proceeding."
"Oh wow...hey, you don't have his number, do you Mrs. Gilbert?"
"What?"
"HE CHANGED HIS NUMBER AND BLOCKED YOU, DIDN'T HE?!!" I couldn't help laughing at the entitled woman on my porch stupidly posturing trying to make herself seem larger than life when she'd obviously been shut out of a man's life, she'd cast a long shadow over for decades under the guise of coparenting.
"Shut up."
"Want me to take a message?"
"SHUT UP!"
"Mr. Gilbert has been really busy as of late living happily ever after with the future Mrs. Gilbert number two ma'am. Perhaps you should get a clue." I could barely get the burn out having trouble stifling my laughter.
"FUCK YOU!" Mrs. Gilbert snarled slamming her expensive purse into the screen where my face was.
"Okay it's been fun ma'am; don't come back now, buh bye."
I closed the door slow and methodically as I could manage still chortling at the long-distance burn delivered to Mrs. Gilbert from her former husband. I doubted she even knew he'd moved away presently living happily with Tressie Fisher being surrogate parents to Vickie Stone's younger siblings. I was just down the corridor halfway to my bedroom when Mrs. Gilbert started beating, kicking, and ringing the doorbell like a madwoman. I weighed my options, deciding against the police because of her status opening the front door again.
"Now Mrs. Gilbert...Oh." I was stopped dead in my tracks before I could administer more of my acid wit.
Her face was a mask of desperate indignation, mascara running down her cheeks, teeth gritted in rage.
"HE AIN'T MARRYING NO BODY!! THAT GIRL IS YOUNG ENOUGH TO BE HIS DAUGHTER!! THIS IS JUST SOME MOTHERFUCKING MIDLIFE CRISIS!! HE'S ACTING LIKE A PUP WHO GOT HIS DICK WET FOR THE FIRST FUCKING TIME!! THAT WHORE IS NOT GOING TO BE CHARITY'S STEPMOTHER, YOU ASS!!"
"Shit." The woman was having a meltdown as I considered slamming the door in her face. Just over her shoulder, I noticed a brand-new Bentley parked haphazardly in front of the Gilbert homestead. One of the front wheels was up on the curb partially on the adjacent lawn. She'd been triggered by something.
"OPEN THE GAWD-DAMN DOOR!! I'M PUTTING AN END TO THIS NONSENSE RIGHT HERE AND NOW!!" The emotional rage in her voice was palpable enough to shake me to my core. I guess I didn't move fast enough because she grabbed the door handle shaking it in this insane fit starting to shriek.
I unlocked the screen door and was immediately shoved aside as Mrs. Gilbert powerwalked to her husband's bedroom door kicking it open with authority.
All that angry energy dissipated instantly as I walked up cautiously behind her.
The room was empty, completely packed up other than a detached headboard left behind along with a few carboard boxes of odds and ends the man didn't think were essential to the new life he was building with the new lady in his life. Mrs. Gilbert's shoulders slumped at the sight of an empty room she once shared with the man she was married to before discarding him for career and a privileged life.
"Mr. Gilbert uhm, moved out." I explained softly, understanding her feelings.
She turned slightly nudging me as she went into the living room and sat on the couch.
"Uh, didn't your daughter, tell you ma'am?"
Mrs. Gilbert sat there staring off into space looking at the living room window and the tree just outside it in the front yard.
"She doesn't take my calls; they go to an answering service. Charity has moved all of her financial assets to a private firm now that I released them to her. I, have no power over her anymore."
"Oh." I folded my arms, not surprised in the least. She was her mother's daughter, after all.
"So, I couldn't call her even if I wanted."
We didn't talk for a few minutes as she reached down putting her purse on the coffee table. It looked as if her world was imploding and my first instinct was to be understanding, and I hated myself for that. This woman didn't deserve any empathy based on what I knew of her from her daughter's words. Charity had been discarded like trash and placed under the care of a parent who was wholly unprepared for her true nature. My sudden appearance in that life unexpectantly changed things.
"You know my daughter?"
"Uhm, yeah." That moment of hesitation drew her gaze on me like a spotlight.
"You're him, that guy she wouldn't stop chattering about when we called to the carpet to return her trust. I was worried she'd gone fully native and was about to marry down because she was so defiant that afternoon. Made me so angry, I just blurted it out. Then we couldn't get her to say anything; it was like she'd gone into shock."
"Well, I guess you ain't got nothing to worry about now." Mrs. Gilbert raised a perfectly arched eyebrow scrutinizing my face at that comment.
"You broke up?"
"We were never together; just fuck buddies, a lot."
"HOW DARE YOU?!!"
"Don't give me that shit ma'am; we both know who your daughter is as a person. Ain't that the reason you yourself cast Charity out of her privileged life?! She embarrassed you and got tossed on her ass back to a place you abandoned when your paper got big. We were never together, but she's one of my best friends even if we don't talk all that much anymore. I'd never give up on her Mrs. Gilbert. We talked it over before she left and we, made love that one time. Between you and me, it was hard for me to walk away, but I knew she didn't belong down here in what your snobby ass would call "Da' Hood" Mrs. Gilbert."



"Don't get self-righteous with me; I grew up in one of the worst neighborhoods in this city."
"Yeah, so what; still didn't hesitate to kick your only child to the curb when she cost you a few dollars."
"YOU DON'T KNOW WHAT YOU'RE TALKING ABOUT!"
"Wrong, I do know what I'm talking about Mrs. Gilbert. I was there the night Charity stole her father's truck, remember that? You read her the riot act and made her apologize to the same woman you're now sitting on my couch mad at today. You've should've seen your little girl Mrs. Gilbert; she sucked it up perfectly and followed orders to the letter. Even got baptized too; oh, you weren't there, right? Bluebloods can't be caught slumming down here in the slave quarters with the noobs, huh?"
She avoided my eyes opening her purse removing an expensive phone. I watched Mrs. Gilbert check her messages obviously ignoring everything I said.
"Yeah, that's right, ignore the peasant; and don't get any wild ideas about messing with Tressie Fisher either Mrs. Gilbert. You REALLY don't want none of her; trust me on that."
"I don't need advice from you."
"Yes, you do ma'am; Tressie is a good fit with Mr. Gilbert. She makes him happy; they make each other happy. He already broke up with her for Charity once and now that they're back together you ain't getting them apart even with a nuke. I ain't gonna let you shit on that, ma'am. Leave them alone."
"There isn't anything to mess with; it's simple infatuation with a girl that's younger. A midlife crisis for an overgrown man child."
"Is that right?"
"Yes, this "fling" will be over in less than a year if not sooner, and you'll be out on the street when he moves back in here, mark my words. "
"Bullshit." I'd got my phone out finding Tressie's social media and the reason for her appearance at Gilbert's former homestead.
"Young man, I was married to William for fifteen years; I think I know him better than some kid barely out of high school who's obviously infatuated with my daughter's tits!"
"And don't forget that tight little ass, too."
"HOW DARE YOU!" Mrs. Gilbert got so flustered; she dropped her phone on the carpet. I didn't think she would slap me but wanted to stick the knife in further. I wanted to get some back for her daughter that night.
"Want me to lie? Doesn't change the fact that you know who your daughter is, top to bottom and you judged her for that. Raw honesty not your thing, huh Mrs. Gilbert? Would you be upset if I told you she's got a picture of my dick in her collection?"
"Ah hell, why does she get herself entangled with all of these "smart niggas" with an overinflated sense of self-righteousness?" Mrs. Gilbert was talking more to herself than me as she leaned over retrieving her phone from the carpet.
"You must have loved Jayson Stello, huh?"
"Did she tell you about her whole life?" Mrs. Gilbert sounded exasperated.
"We talked a lot ma'am, in-between fucking like rabbits; did I mention how much I loved your daughter's tight little ass?"
"REALLY?!!"
"Yeah, that thing is awesome; she loved that I loved it, too." The expression on her face told me she knew I was partially trolling her.
"Did you talk to her father like you're talking to me right now?" She retorted, full of snark.
"He knows we were together." I chuckled.
"What's so funny?"
"Uh, I have a morals clause in my rental agreement; probably because I had sex with his daughter...lots of sex."
"Really?"
I offered Mrs. Gilbert my rental agreement letting her read it at length while I went to the kitchen for a cup of coffee. She followed moments later still perusing the contract as I filled a mug.
"Are you some sort of lothario?'"
"Not intentionally."
"This rental agreement would suggest otherwise."
"Are you worried?"
I got a sarcastic expression from Mrs. Gilbert which was designed to make me feel stupid.
"Oh, really?" I held up the face of my android revealing the pic from Tressie's social media in which the happy couple were sitting together in some diner cuddling over a cup cake with a candle in it. Tressie was flashing a big shiny rock on her ring finger that theoretically Mr. Gilbert shouldn't have been able to afford. Mrs. Gilbert reacted facially to the pic saying nothing.
"Oh, you don't like that one; how about this one, huh?"
The second pic showed the former church youth pastor and pianist testing out a full wedding dress with a plunging neckline that put her exceptionally large breasts on display with a veil of intricate lace making it classy. The veil on her head was up allowing her shoulder length brown locks to cascade down over her shoulders. She looked like a classic princess with something for everyone in the visual. Her curves and powerful hourglass figure got a reaction from Mrs. Gilbert.
"GIVE ME THAT!" She snatched at my phone, but I was too quick. I accidentally tapped a video that had been posted filling the kitchen with Mr. Gilbert's voice.
"I know this is sudden, but I can't take the chance I might lose you again. You've made me happier than I've ever been in my life and don't ever want us to be apart again. Tressie Fisher, I love you and I want you to be my wife; I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I want to dedicate my life to making you happy because you are my true soul mate. WILL YOU MARRY ME TRESSIE FISHER?!!!"
The video showed Mr. Gilbert on shaky bent knee in that restaurant while she sat on the edge of the booth, they were occupying crying profusely and nodding her head amid raucous applause. A crowd of people surrounded the table, and he was also caught up in the water works flanked on both sides by Vickie Stone's siblings Stacy and Justin. Each of the children had a hand on Mr. Gilbert's shoulders looking on, crying tears of joy as Tressie started shaking her head profusely.
"YES!! YES, I WILL MARRY YOU WILLIAM!! I LOVE YOU! I WILL BE YOUR WIFE!!" Tressie shouted back almost swooning as Demon appeared out of nowhere with a bouquet of flowers which he placed on her lap before planting a kiss on her forehead.
It seems the fix was in on Ms. Tressie Fisher, former youth pastor and church pianist, future second wife of Mr. William Gilbert. It was pretty much a big event in the small town where the lovers now made their home with a makeshift family already in place. In that moment I was shaken as well, but Mrs. Gilbert looked visually devastated from the audio alone much less the video on the face of my android aimed in her direction. I knew it was a death blow to her ego being wrong about the man she'd been married to for fifteen years. She never thought he would move on from their time together.
"No invitation?"
Her face went ashen as her shoulders stiffened up, then she turned and walked back to the living room having a seat on the couch staring out of the front window again.
"Charity wasn't there." I offered out of somber guilt for sticking it to her perhaps too hard.
"Doesn't matter, she won't have anything to do with me because I didn't stand by her when she hit rock bottom during her senior year. I knew William would be harsh and give her some much-needed guidance even though she was already eighteen at the time. He was a good man, a good father to our child. Charity was a miracle baby for us, you know; I was medically unable to have more children. He wanted a boy, but I got what I wanted. I always get what I want; even when I shouldn't have. Charity was my blessing, so I took her in the divorce. He didn't have any money for a good attorney and wasn't able to withstand two colleagues who'd been high school best friends with matching law degrees."
"Mrs. Gilbert, stop."
"I spoiled the baby and then gave her back to William like some broken toy when her careless actions hit my pockets. Told myself he would straighten her out in time to resume her academic career and hopefully, follow in my footsteps. Maybe she has, you know? Maybe that's why Charity won't talk to me. When she moved her assets, it was the writing on the wall. It's what I would've done. It's what I did to William when I decided to move on from the marriage."
"No."
"The partners are going in a different direction. It's been a long time coming since Charity went public; I spent damn near six months putting out fires. Somebody even hacked her cloud; cost me a pretty penny to get that shit under control. I put out way too many fires when I should've just let her take it on the chin and now, she's ghosting me. Thought I'd go home to my condo and talk to Fernando, but he was gone too; it's like he knew the money was thinning out. I helped him out with his immigration status and now he's shacking up with one of my colleagues from the law firm that I helped put on the map. What, I don't deserve any loyalty whatsoever? He left me for a fat, frumpy blonde who's married! I work hard in and out of the office to maintain and this is the thanks I get while my husband is acting like a simp!"
"Ex-husband."
"Huh, what?" Mrs. Gilbert looked up from her self-absorbed rant. I doubted she even knew I was there at the entrance to the corridor that led to the kitchen and my bedroom, which formerly belonged to her daughter.
"Mr. Gilbert is your ex-husband; like for the last fifteen years, probably twenty plus considering Charity is in her early twenties now. You've had your fun in the sun and now you're mad because you took the time to look around and found nobody checking for you. Mrs. Gilbert it's been real; but I have shit to do."
She looked utterly shocked at my callous response to her selfish monologue.
"Let yourself out."
I drained my mug walking back to the kitchen intent on getting on with my day. I had a deluge of editing to do for my website and my cousin Jaquan wanted me to join him at the gym. I was bristling at the hubris of Mrs. Gilbert thinking she could pick and choose when she wanted to be in her daughter's life.
"Look at me." Her voice was right behind me in the kitchen.
"You're too entitled to open the door and let yourself out Mrs. Gilbert."
"I want you to look at me."
I turned around.
Mrs. Gilbert was standing there in her underwear which consisted of a green wire free bralette and some matching high waisted panties that looked a size smaller than they should have been.
Her modelesque figure was cut from what looked like intense regular workouts. It was instantly apparent that Charity's figure came from her mother right there in the kitchen. She was about five eight in height and taller in heels in front of me. Her bust was a size smaller than her daughter, but still a good D-cup with everything drenched in delectable dark chocolate. I was affected visually.
"No uh, hell no Mrs. Gilbert!"
"You can't deny what's right in front of your eyes; I've got everything my daughter has and better."
"You're wrong for that!"
"You don't want to fuck me?!" Mrs. Gilbert inched closer trying to handle my bicep as I panicked. Her hand lightly grazed my package.
"STOP IT GAWD DAMMIT!!" I screamed point blank in her face.
Her eyes went wide in fear before she ran from the kitchen sobbing like some jilted schoolgirl. I heard her plop down on the couch whimpering as her last gambit failed. I was reminded of a conversation with her daughter about the devastating effects on the mind of convincing a woman that she had no value, even physically. I knew it would be hard getting her out of the house as she sobbed in the living room.
My phone started flashing with an incoming text message.
TEXT: Fuck her.
It was simple and infinitely horrifying as I looked around feeling big brother's eyes watching. I recalled leaving the nanny cams active in the living room as a sign of good faith to Mr. Gilbert that I wouldn't be entertaining or shooting content in his home. Now, I was worried he was watching and had been since Mrs. Gilbert showed up banging on the front door. I didn't recognize the number, beginning to worry if perhaps Tressie was watching remotely.
REPLY TEXT: Who is this?
TEXT: Go outside.
"Huh, what?"
REPLY TEXT: Are you outside?
TEXT: Go out on the front porch. She's squatting on the couch like a dejected toddler in a fetal position. She won't care, trust me.
The utter weirdness of the situation got me walking into the living room where, true to this unknown person's insistence, Mrs. Gilbert was lying on the sofa facing the wall with her feet drawn up deathly quiet. I knew the hidden camera was mounted in one corner of the room facing towards the front door. That camera was going away after this as I carefully opened the front door stepping outside.
My android started ringing the moment I pulled up the screen door.
"Who is this; Tressie?"
"NO!"
My heart skipped a beat then started pounding in my chest at a familiar voice I hadn't heard in months.
"Charity?"
"Surprised?"
"Where are you girl; I wanna see you." I was sappy looking about leaning over the railing on the front porch looking down at the side of the house.
"In my dorm room, in Atlanta Georgia."
"What?"
"Yes, I admit I'm remote viewing you using daddy's software. The nest cams are connected to an online server. It's an incredible package quite honestly that sends a notice to your cell if the system is alerted to a potential break-in. So, just to let you know I changed the passwords on daddy's accounts some time ago. He can't see you and he probably doesn't care, but if he saw you screwing mother, I couldn't hazard a guess about his reaction to that."
"You could just pick up the phone instead of spying on me, couldn't you?"
"Midterms; I've had lot of catching up to do academically and quite honestly, I liked being able to peek in on you although you've been a total bore. I suppose daddy probably gave you some dumbass morals clause in the rental agreement and that's why I haven't seen you sleeping with any girls in there. I was hoping to at least get you jerking off. Couldn't you jack off for me; at least once every now and then?"
"Bitch." I was grinning like a jackal at the return audibly of one of my best friends.
"Evil, remember?"
"You could facetime."
"We can talk about that later, but I want to remind you of something. Do you recall my assistance with your campaign of retribution against another very malicious alpha female and one dirty cop. You do recall my online dragging of said police officer which resulted in the loss of his career, wife and most, if not all his side bitches? You do remember that, right?"
"Yes."
"What was my payment?"
"Uh, come on Charity." I knew she wanted Andre 13.5, but he'd become lost in the mix, and she was gone before I could make good on my promise.
"I reiterate; what was my payment supposed to be?"
"Mandingo." This was Andre's code name between us. He was an itch she never got to fully scratch during their shared high school days and part of the reason for her presence in my life. I'd promised her access to the simpleton in exchange for her services, but we got caught up and then she was gone, returned to her former life as a consolation prize by her parents after being utterly humiliated.
"That's right, but did I get said payment?"
"No."
"So, you owe me, right babe?"
"Yes; what, you want me to send Andre to you on a bus or something?" I was shushed before I could continue.
"So, no; but it's your turn."
"Are you serious; that's your mother, Charity."
"Fuck her."
"I don't..."
"You said you were on my side, remember?" I was reminded of her question of fealty between us bar none that night she was dragged and verbally dressed down by the woman presently on my couch.
"I am on your side; you know that, Charity."
"Then fuck her... and watch what happens next." I immediately knew she was planning some sort of revenge centered around her expulsion from her former life and that humiliation.
Mrs. Gilbert forced Charity to apologize to Tressie Fisher after the two women fought daughter versus her father's lover with said parent siding with his woman over blood. Mrs. Gilbert cared nothing at all, couldn't be bothered and was busy with her live-in boy toy. I knew what was being asked of me.
It was fair trade.
"Okay."
"Do it in the living room; do it good enough to make her remember you for days afterward; then I'm gonna get my slice of the booty."
"Charity, please."
"I want you to fuck her; correction, I NEED you to DO THIS! If she hadn't come to the house, none of this would've happened and I'm doing this for a good reason. You became "The Educated Simp" but I've always been Charity Gilbert, my mother's daughter...her creation. Help me give her a taste of that evil."
"Fine."
"You're doing nothing wrong, okay? Make her feel good, she needs it."
Charity ended the call.
The ball was in my court, and I was left to consider things knowing she was viewing me remotely from her campus waiting to see if I would betray her and derail whatever she had planned for her mother. I remembered her meltdown when she thought I was sleeping with Tressie Fisher knowing she was utterly compromised way different from the woman I'd just finished talking with. After all the drama surrounding her life and all the times she'd come through in a clutch for me, there was no choice.
"I'm leaving." Mrs. Gilbert said dejectedly sitting on the couch in the process of pulling her dress back on. It was covering her lower half and she was tugging the remaining strap up a defined bicep with a breast still exposed.
I didn't hesitate walking across the room bending at the waist kissing her full on the lips. She shrieked half an instant before parting, her lips sliding her tongue into my mouth swirling it around softly before breaking the kiss, conflicted.
"I thought you didn't want me?"
"I lied."
My hands went to her torso just under her armpits drawing Mrs. Gilbert into another passionate kiss that lasted for a while as I drew the dress down to her waist, then cupped her breasts teasing her erect nipples with my thumbs.
"You, really do want me, don't you?" I didn't answer, tracing her jawline with the tip of my tongue making her moan and cup the opposite side of my face. The bralette was slipped over her head and tossed aside leaving her breasts exposed. She looked down at her chest almost covering it, then cupped them offering her erect blocky nips to be suckled. Her breasts matched Charity's in appearance but were slightly smaller and semi solid molding perfectly to my sucking lips.
My hands drew her closer until her knees touched the floor before sliding her dress over the curve of her own tight, athletic butt which was full and dense to the touch. I got her to stand which helped her expensive frock end up in a corona around her heels. It dawned on me that Mrs. Gilbert was possibly there to make a play for her ex-husband, inadvertently drawing the remote attention of her malevolent daughter.
"You don't want me to take these off?" She had started to remove her panties, but I stopped her.
"I want to enjoy the view; get on the couch on your knees."
"Oh, sure okay." There was this breezy sort of disbelief in her brown eyes as she allowed me to direct her onto the couch facing this large portrait on the wall that was probably in the home she lived on the premises. She mounted the couch sort of rigid with her back in a straight line which gave me a good look at her butt directly.
I was always an "Ass Man", and Mrs. Gilbert was rocking a sculpted masterpiece that looked almost artificial. The cut of her panties was enticing, picked out to accentuate the dual, packed narrow ovals that comprised this perfect gym butt. Her figure read athletic with an overlay of balletic grace. My gaze traveled up, finding her looking at me with a sort of inquisitive demureness on her narrow features.



"I guess I'm not as good as my daughter; she's much better than an old woman." Mrs. Gilbert seemed to be fishing for some validation on my part, but I wasn't going to make it easy. I glanced at the camera mounted in the corner of the living room knowing Charity could see and likely hear everything there.
My hand landed between her thighs pressed into her satin covered slit using three fingers. Mrs. Gilbert responded to the intense rubbing friction between her thighs with a hollow sounding moan as I leaned in from the back taking one of her earlobes between my lips, sucking it and playing with the tiny diamond mounted there. My other hand kneaded her left breast squishing and rolling the nipple as she gasped, starting to lightly rock her hips back and forth sawing my digits. I peppered her cheek with kisses kneeling as I reached around cupping her sex fully still grinding her cunt with my middle fingers.
I managed to slip a finger inside rubbing her inner grooves, finding her moist and humid. Mrs. Gilbert reacted with a hard flinch as more fingers invaded her snatch exploring very gradually until the tips curved up into her secret spot. My body just behind hers provided a vertical anchor as she shivered about bumping into me whimpering and huffing taking in deep breaths of air as her insides became slimy. I kept up the gradual intensity tapping morse code on that spot as she started to get squirmy.
That sculpted butt of hers shot backwards into my crotch as I jilled her snatch relentlessly earning these labored whines. Her hips started rotating and bumping into my pelvis as I played with her mature cunt. Three fingers could barely fit into her gooey sleeve but were more than enough as Mrs. Gilbert's face twisted into a mask of agonized ecstasy. It felt like she was trying to get away as the tremors started to engulf her, wholesale. It sounded like Mrs. Gilbert was trying to stifle herself as she stuffed the edge of her hand in her mouth. This woman was on the precipice as I went harder thumping her secret spot.
I withdrew my fingers from her box finding her essence running off them.
"Why'd you stop?"
"I need you to plant your feet flat on the carpet, Mrs. Gilbert." She didn't hesitate doing as I asked assuming a ninety-degree angle bent at the waist.
This woman was cut with not an ounce of fat or cellulite on her body. Charity's mother looked incredible bent over with her legs locked. She glanced back at my face then down at my hands as I unbuckled. The anticipation was real as some barely there goosebumps appeared on the exposed portion of her tight, sculpted buttocks. I didn't hesitate drawing her panties down to her knees as she looked back again. I handled her butt, finding it resilient almost akin to a stress ball as I parted her cheeks exposing her slit.
The resultant shriek made my ears ring as I slammed inside balls deep with authority just letting it sit there in honeypot. Mrs. Gilbert's legs started shaking uncontrollably as she went into the throes of a powerful orgasm. I pressed harder wedging the base of my cock into her slit but didn't move otherwise. More goosebumps prickled up on her back and forearms as she shuddered and shook, failing to control herself as her knees buckled. I remained still as Mrs. Gilbert groaned and dug her nails into the couch.
"Cumming...Cumming...CUMMING!!" Her authoritative voice filled the living room reverberating through the Gilbert homestead as she crested. Her limbs were stiffened and immobile for a few minutes while I remained silent watching as she huffed breathing hard.
"AWK!! GAWD!!" My hips went into overdrive as she was coming down, fucking this mature woman like it was my last day on earth. Her nails clawed into the upholstery while her head and torso dropped. I was hitting it as hard as I could, finding that her butt didn't move or jiggle. The thing was a solid mass that presented a challenge I wanted to overcome. I redoubled mt grip pounding her harder than ever.
"FUH-FUH-FUCK!!" Her veneer of class slid away exposing the desperate woman in need underneath.
Her limbs tightened up, making Mrs. Gilbert a rigid stationary target as the sounds of our tryst filled the living room. Mrs. Gilbert's distressed moans and whimpers fueled my thrusts as our bodies wetly clapped together, becoming sticky. Those moans were more bellows enhanced and made to sound like she was being gutted each time my prick thumped the back of her cunt. Her pussy was extremely tight and narrow with an addictive friction. Everything about this nigh-entitled high class lawyer was flying right out the window as my hands used gluttonous handfuls of her lean hips.
I was beating her back out for an audience of one.
Charity Gilbert was remotely watching me fuck her mother like a beast.
"FUCK-FUCK ME-HARDER!! SHIT!! FUCK ME!! AW!! UN-UN!! AW SHIT!! YOU'RE GONNA!! BREAK ME!!" Mrs. Gilbert lost her composure blubbering loudly in this hard, masculine sounding tone. Those long legs were shaking wildly, knees knocking together as if she were standing in the middle of the arctic. Her defined, muscular arms went rubbery while her shoulders shifted and flexed. Her knees hit the edge of the couch, kneeling as I was drawn closer handling her waist. Something shifted in her posture.
Mrs. Gilbert's tight, sculpted derriere became a popping, rolling blur of motion slamming and sawing back and forth on the base of my cock. It felt like something had been unlocked deep inside as her head landed on the couch cushions with her toned bubble slapping into my pelvis high above her shoulders. She was swiveling and undulating in serpentine fashion taking me from stem to base with a primal rhythm that was fascinating to watch. Her eyes were tightly shut, face in profile tightly huffing as her tongue darted out lapping at the cushions.
"I'm gonna cum baby; keep fucking it like that. I can feel it being forced up outta me, oh shit baby." Her voice was breezy and wholly sensual juxtaposed audibly with my frenzied as I climbed atop the couch plunging and rodding out her cunt in the bulldog position. Mrs. Gilbert seemed tighter and narrower now so wet; the squelching sounds were audible.
"You gonna cum?"
"Yeah, just a little bit more; aw shit, it feels so deep like this, like its poking my stomach. Aw shit, you're not supposed to be this good. Shit, now....AW!! Now I can see why my daughter was...UN!! AW!!...so infatuated with you baby!! AW FUCK IT HARDER!! UN-UN!! OH, SHIT YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM!!"
I felt a deluge of wetness around my thrusting member as Mrs. Gilbert went into hysterics with a high-pitched scream followed by some labored sobbing as she faceplanted on the sweat soaked cushions disengaging us. Her modelesque body was glazed over in a thick sheen of perspiration that made her mocha hued skin tone glisten in the sunlight from the big panel front room window.
I couldn't help but admire the visual with my unsated cock at full attention covered with veins of lust.
"Oh, that's what I've been needing for oh, so long now." Mrs. Gilbert propped herself up on her elbows, looking back at me with a dirty smile on her narrow face visibly flushed despite her complexion. Her gaze fell upon my throbbing member before she looked up into my face with a raised brow.
She slowly sat up draping her legs over the edge of the sweat soaked cushions stretching as she eyeballed my endowment a few times between staring with an indecipherable expression. Mrs. Gilbert shocked me and the world when she reached up cupping the underside of my balls giving them a hearty squeezing and kneading them for a few moments. Charity had to be taken aback as her mother got on her knees framing my prick with both hands as the upper half of my cock disappeared between her lips.
Her expression didn't change but the suction was immediate and indescribably hard and intense. Only half of me was inside her mouth as she bobbed her head robotically sucking so hard, my shaft sort of bent a little. I wanted to shove everything inside, but experience taught me better. My experience with the opposite sex was considerable at this point in my life. More of my girth began to disappear as she pushed closer audibly swallowing and slurping loudly. A breathy gasp escaped my maw as I lightly cupped the back of her head. Mrs. Gilbert reacted to my touch pinching my balls, encircling the base of my cock.
Mrs. Gilbert lips slid further as the head of my cock tapped the back of her throat in succession. She started using both of her hands pinching my balls, ramping up the intense suction. My endowment started swelling up as the sucking got louder. Her right hand encircled the base of my member getting tighter as I started to moan and whine involuntarily from her actions. Her actual skill became apparent as that right hand started pumping and stroking towards her pursed lips.
"Damn. Oh shit, Mrs. Gilbert you're...ah, fuck that feels good!" Now her lips were moving towards the outward stroking motions of her right fist. Her suckling moans and loud slurps were taking me right over the edge as precum started to flow freely down her lips. Her kneeling body was rigid with only her head and hands moving frenetically as spurts of jizz started bursting inside her mouth.
"AW!! AW SHIT!! DAMN MRS. GILBERT!! SUCK DAT!! OH, AW FUCK MA'AM!!" The suction suddenly got so intense; I started shouting rhythmically prodding her head into my crotch. This audible syrupy sound accompanied her actions as I came in her mouth over and over again realizing she was swallowing each burst as my inner thighs tightened up.
Then it was over as Mrs. Gilbert pulled back with her mouth open revealing she'd swallowed everything. It felt electric post coital setting my nerves on fire as Mrs. Gilbert handled my thighs with both hands.
"That felt good?"
"Hell yes." I was on cloud nine from her methodical blowjob. Mrs. Gilbert planted some kisses on my inner thighs intermittently watching my reaction to her efforts. Her million-watt smile reminded me of her daughter when she was gloating over a sexual conquest.
"Have a seat." Mrs. Gilbert patted the sweat soaked couch cushion still on her knees smiling.
She followed me up onto the couch cushion moving energetically kneeling at my side with an arm along the top of the couch.
Mrs. Gilbert was smiling, which kind of seemed out of character as she stole a glance, looking at the big painting hanging over our heads at our backs, then at me again. Kneeling there, Mrs. Gilbert towered over me with everything on display as she poked my cheek with a pointer finger when my gaze travelled around the living room. Her breasts were level with my face semi-full, just a bit of sag you would have to be looking for to notice. She cupped the underside of the right breast rolling and pinching her own nipple, then handled my endowment casually playing with it. Mrs. Gilbert was still wearing her heels.
"You don't mind, do you?" She motioned towards my endowment, seeming to have regained her composure a little.
"Not at all, Mrs. Gilbert." Her brow furrowed as she slid her fist from stem to stern jerking on my prick.
"Angela, my name is not Mrs. Gilbert; I think you've earned the right to speak informally with me.
"Uhm, thanks; for uh, letting me say your first name, ma'am." Her brow furrowed again.
"You make me feel like a dirty old woman calling me ma'am, but I like this down here." Mrs. Gilbert aka Angela kowtowed over my lap cupping my balls. It looked as if she were praying as I felt myself engulfed in her mouth with that same sort of rough head game. The sound was this weird sort of gulping, almost choking sound as Angela unveiled another aspect to her sexual repertoire.
Her teeth scraped across my shaft albeit lightly alternated with more sustained slurping and jerky head sucking. Her butt was high in the air, but her height and lean stature was just out of reach considering her posture. I settled for playing with a breast wantonly squeezing it akin to a doctor taking someone's blood pressure.
My prick fattened in her gullet coming to full attention so hard it felt like a steel rod had been inserted inside it. She released me cupping her hand under her chin, catching the excess saliva and reapplying it lovingly to my tumescence until it glistened. She was focused on the task eventually noticing me with a wanton smile, kind of flushing.
"I need some more of this, if you don't mind?" Angela framed it as a question but mounted me in a sitting squat with both feet planted flat on the outside of my thighs. She was already breathing hard reaching between her thighs pressing me against her slit. Once the crown was inside, Angela let her dead weight drive the rest deep inside bouncing in my lap. Before I could make any sound, we were making out like old lovers with Angela taking over more aggressively now that she was comfortable.
Her breasts were bouncing on her chest almost hypnotically. This wasn't just pogo stick bouncing, but a continuous series of deep penetrating squats that had me on the verge of climaxing ten minutes in. Angela's tight, toned bubble was clapping on the base of my cock taking me there as she noticed the strained expression on my face leaning in huffing gusts of lust heated air in my face.
"I'm infertile which means you can cum as much as you like inside, just fill me up to the brim. I'm going to enjoy this young dick all day until I've had enough. There's no one here but us, right? We're alone, right?"
"Yeah." I groaned five minutes later while shooting streams of cum painting the inside of her snatch.
Angela Gilbert was Charity's mom through and through, certified. It seemed I'd unlocked something usually kept in check for the most private of moments. I climaxed two more times as she rode me to nirvana using a variety of speeds, even kneeling with both knees outside my hips so that she could roll and saw my cock into raw hamburger. The kissing and making out was constant as she wrapped those toned muscular arms around my neck. We were both drenched in perspiration, lost in our own little bubble.
I couldn't stop comparing her to Charity, her infamous daughter.
"What?" Angela noticed.
When I didn't answer, she pressed a thick chewy nipple into my mouth mashing her chest against my face until I sucked of my own free will. Her hands were roaming everywhere rubbing my biceps, forearm, chest abdomen in-between kissing me torridly. It was starting to feel like I was struggling to keep up as thoughts of Mr. Gilbert filled my mind. Visions of him bursting in with a twelve gauge filled my mind.
"I know this sounds crazy, but it feels like your dick just got harder." Her stuffy tone and way of speaking went out the window as she planted her feet on the cushions grabbing my shoulders. Angela started long stroking me with her snatch rising until the head of my member nearly plopped out, only to slam all her weight into my lap repeatedly. I felt like a sentient Bow flex, a living carnival ride or cock carousel incarnate. This woman was in her late forties or early fifties treating me like a two-dollar whore.
"AW DAMN ANGELA!!" I shouted out of nowhere as my head dipped back hitting the wall.
"Oh." She reached back palming my noggin reacting humorously to the accident pressing a finger to her lips as she disengaged and knelt beside me again. Her hand returned to my member not so much playing with it, just admiring it.
Angela cradled my head to her bosom lightly stroking my tumescence which was throbbing in her thin hand.
"So, would you like me to suck you off, or is there someplace else you want to cum?"
I looked at her for a second, then facepalmed making her chortle.
"Come on, you can tell me; I want to satisfy you." Angela was wholly energized, even running the flat of her tongue along the side of my face.
My eyes rolled in her direction then went the opposite direction.
"Oh, okay." Angela had this half smirk of understanding running her fingers through her hair.
This really was Charity Gilbert's mother.
Angela stood up offering her hands leaning back as I was pulled into a standing position before leading me to the bathroom where she planted me bare assed on the closed toilet. She stripped off my shirt making me nude as she reached into the shower turning on the water keeping eye contact. Her cut athletic figure was striking as the mature stepped out of her heels one after the other tossing them into the sink before stepping inside under the steaming spray. I watched her bathe and lather up smiling.
"So, this is just between us, okay?"
"Uhm, okay."
"I mean it and stop looking at me like you've never seen a naked woman before; I guess it's because I'm Charity's mother, right?"
"I'm not saying anything."
"Maybe you didn't expect an old lady to have a body like this."
"I've seen you naked before."
"Excuse me?" She stopped with a towel between both hands looking at me with a raised brow.
"Well, kind of because it was a painting; back in your old house, in one of the bedrooms. The one that used to belong to Charity."
"My daughter showed you that portrait?"
"Not intentionally."
"You know, that's the only thing Fernando took when he left me. Now its hanging in some fat bitch's house, a source of utter humiliation due to the other partners at my former firm seeing it at a dinner party I obviously wasn't invited to. They wanted me to feel like I was being thrown back onto the streets, like trash. My enemy wanted that vacated slot and she wanted to stick it to me in the process."
"Sorry." I offered, showing a bit of compassion before I could catch myself.
She didn't react standing there in the shower drifting off inside her head. This was a woman in freefall grabbing for straws as the concrete rushed in to give her a big wet sloppy kiss. Finding out the man she'd discarded at the onset of her years long prosperity was getting married, set her off. I suspected Angela was likely coming over to seduce Mr. Gilbert away from Tressie. I knew the man. He would've been insulted to the core and would've booted her. Tressie, well it would've been a bloodbath catfight of epic proportions.
"Are you going to come in here with me and get this ass?" I did a doubletake making her laugh.
"Well, if you put it that way."
I joined Angela under the steaming spray getting catered to wholly by Charity's mother who soaped and washed my body with an unexpected attention to detail that bordered on the obsessive-compulsive side. Every inch of me was scrubbed and caressed ending with her hand around my endowment from the back stroking away from my body towards the mint-colored tiles with that soapy hand towel. My moans seemed to energize Angela more and more as she added a twist of the wrist to her actions.
"Damn, you're really good at that ma'am." I moaned feeling it all over my crotch.
"What did I tell you about that "ma'am stuff" young man; would you like me to stop right before you cum? Some men like ruined orgasms, but not many. When I was in college, a boyfriend axed himself out of a good evening by throwing a temper tantrum and knocking over some things in my apartment. I just watched amused, until he calmed down a bit then asked him if he was finished "acting out" before playing with his big dick until morning! Afterwards, I ghosted him for six weeks."
"How'd that turn out?"
"You've met our daughter, haven't you?"
"SHIT!" Angela snickered, tilting her head between my shoulder blades, going harder with the obvious intent of getting me off.
"Stop making me laugh; I bet you've never met a woman who likes playing with dick as much as I do, huh?"
"Well as a matter of fact, I know one... Angela." I raised an eyebrow when her hand stopped moving telling me she got the dig at her first and only born. Unexpectedly Angela hooked her chin over my right shoulder looking at my profile.



"You think you're funny, don't you?"
"No lies were told."
"Do you want me to make you walk funny today?"
"You REALLY are her MOTHER!" I quipped with a chuckle.
"So that's a yes."
"Not one lie was told-AWWK!! Angela's fist became a jacking blur on my erection with the towel trapped between her fingers and my prick.
Her opposite hand shot around my side palming my abdomen as she proved herself the certified prototype of one Charity Gilbert. Her rough soapy towel enhanced handjob bore parallels to her daughter's late night extreme milking in the past. I was almost unable to walk that following day and now, Angela Gilbert was putting on a clinic as several ropes shot out of my crown soiling the tiled shower walls. The similarity was uncanny especially as Angela actually leaned backwards while milking me senseless in the same way her daughter had during a threesome with a mutual friend with benefits.
"Oh, you got jokes, huh? You've got the nerve to compare me to my daughter, right? Okay bright eyes, let's play." She handled my shoulders spinning me about facing her, then pressed my back against the shower wall. Before I knew it, she was one her knees with a mouth half full of cock slurping loudly using her teeth on my shaft while her tongue flicked about. I was momentarily scared she would bite my cock off, but Angela relented squeezing my balls as her head bobbed back and forth, frenetically.
"MRS. GIL-BERT!!" I screamed shrilly like a whiny schoolgirl which made her stop and stand up looking me in the eye, scowling. Her narrow face, squinty puffy eyes and sharp features were intimidating.
Angela's eagle-like gaze lingered as she turned flattening her palms against the tiled shower walls, spreading her long legs apart. It looked like she was assuming the position to be arrested. I looked down at my straining erection pointed at her tight, molded buns, then up at her staring expectantly.
"Aw, that's right, slowly; slide inside all the way before you take me fully." The authoritative sound of her voice made me that much harder as I parted her resilient buns, taking the back door, finally.
Angela went rigid again as I took my time with her enjoying her athletic figure. Aside from whimpers and huffs, she would give me light direction every now and then, like wanting her breasts handled roughly. At some points it was like fucking a mannequin, but eventually I was able to pull out and wax her tight buns to my heart's content as she watched. Angela surprised me by washing my prick before sucking it back to semi-full hardness, then standing up in my face.
"Uh, ma'am?" I didn't have time to catch myself as she snatched down a towel wrapping it around her body as she stepped out of the shower.
"Dammit." I turned off the shower getting the remaining towel wrapping it around my waist following to find her inside her ex-husband's vacant bedroom. Angela was staring at the emptiness and baren walls looking crestfallen as she reacted to my presence.
"I'm not mad, but you keep reminding me of how much I've messed up over the years with William. I know you were comparing me to my only daughter, and that's honestly my fault. Maybe she'd be different if I'd stayed here instead of bailing. I took her from William because I felt like it was my right after all the years we'd failed to conceive. Raised my Charity like a peer instead of my child; and today I find myself competing with my daughter, sexually."
The gravitas in her dark narrow looking eyes told a tale of regret as I joined her in the vacant bedroom.
"I thought I'd raised a sophisticated young woman who'd go on to greater heights than her parents because I knew better. I came from your standard nuclear family, up until the divorce and economic downgrade that put me in the public school system. It took me years of sacrifice to get my nails into the top rung of that ladder so that I could smash that glass ceiling. I didn't want that struggle for Charity, but she was struggling amongst her peers academically, so I let her transfer into that same public school system where she flourished. Then, I found out about her proclivities and messy behavior."
Angela undid the simple knot holding the large bath towel to her slim-thick body folding it into a perfect square which she tossed at my feet.
"Your sexual insinuation stung a bit in the shower, but who am I to lie about my daughter Charity? The sheer number of men in her "collection" should've boggled the mind when she was caught and exposed; me, I was angry with her for not "hiding it better" acting like a goddamn serial killer who must regularly peruse their trophies to feel like they've accomplished something. William was destroyed by the revelation and that's the real reason I sent Charity to live with him. I wanted her to know his disappointment, become awash in it and ultimately undone by it. She irreparably damaged us both."
Angela's eyes rolled upward as she ran her hands through her hair looking even more crestfallen.
"That's not fair." I commented.
"I know; believe me I know young man. I also know how much I damaged her by making her apologize to the woman who is tentatively going to be her stepmother through this supposed marriage. I didn't know this Tressie Fisher person and could've cared less that William was having a fling. Lord knows I owed him that much, but I just didn't expect it to linger like this. I knew seeing her father as a "man" would fuck up her mind, but I was mad about all the loss she'd caused in our lives even while I was assuring her a backdoor into privilege despite what she did to me."
"Angela, your ex-husband is marrying Tressie Fisher because he LOVES HER, get it? After you made your daughter apologize, he dumped his true love for Charity and went on the bottle. Tressie became inconsolable to the point that she was nearly comatose...after trying to take me out because she thought I was responsible. I want you to understand that you don't have a "William" anymore. He LOVES her Angela, and they're never going to be apart again. I was there when they reunited, okay?"
"I'm a lot older than you and more experienced in matters of the heart; this is just infatuation based on something perceived young and new. It'll get old rather quickly and things will go back to normal."
"Angela."
"Don't say another word; let me show you what I'm talking about in the room where we made Charity."
Her "love language" was a deceptive sort of submission as she got on her knees like she had initially giving me another stilted blowjob using her hands on the front of my thighs to steady herself. There was no doubt she was here to "steal" her husband back after all. I was just the recipient of being in the right place at the right time. Angela had no idea I'd been given a greenlight by said daughter. My mind drifted to my FWB in that moment and the fact that she'd been watching her mother with me, remotely.
Angela's moves were stiff and calculated while her daughter's were naturally feral and focused. Her intense workouts ended up offset by Charity's genetic charms and youth coupled with a staggering sexual acumen. Both were inherently entitled and self-absorbed to a fault. Both malevolent and sociopathic to perceived rivals and opponents. However, I knew Tressie Fisher and so did Charity Gilbert, at least a little bit while Angela didn't. Everything about the mother was a precursor to the daughter.
But I knew what each woman was capable of with Tressie being the most dangerous when provoked.
"Get up." I heard myself say with a sort of cognitive dissonance pulling back as my member cleared her lips covered with a frothy sheen of saliva.
"Don't you want me to finish?"
"No, I want to finish Angela." My mind was racing with images of waking up in a car just as I was being shoved out of it. The night I truly believed my life was about to end only for Mr. Gilbert to unknowingly save my life by admitting his love for a grief crazed Tressie Fisher. Mrs. Angela Gilbert was rug sweeping everything around that demented star-crossed love affair and the surrounding darkness of it.
"Oh, you're mad at me now, right? You're going to put me out of this house out of some misguided sense of self-righteousness or loyalty, huh?" I got her on her feet facing me.
I kissed her hard before capturing one of her legs at the back of the knee raising it. Her eyes went wide, then fluttered as my prick slipped inside effortlessly. Her other leg followed leaving this middle-aged woman cradled in my arms impaled to the gills.
"You sure do like hearing yourself talk."
"Shut me up then."
The words barely left her lips when I bounced her a few times before walking back to the living room half falling atop her athletic frame using momentum to stuff her with impunity. I went the marathon route as she wrapped her limbs around me interlocking her ankles in the small of my back. The impact of hitting the cushion with a cock inside her holiest of holies took a lot of the snark out of Angela.
Her cunt was so wet and sticky, it felt like a hand was inside it as I made use of her infertility dropping two more loads, inside it before settling down still mounted missionary staring at the angry breezy expression on Angela's face. It was a fierce beauty different from her daughter's which skewed more malevolently cute. That was part of the reason Charity Gilbert was able to run over a lot of people before me. Angela's heels prodded my back wanting more as she caressed my cheek.
"You're very good in bed."
"I'm just regular." I extricated myself from her sitting between her spread legs with one in my lap. She sat up supporting her weight on both flattened palms. I could feel her staring at me but didn't meet her gaze knowingly sending a visual signal to her daughter watching remotely that I was done with Angela.
"I beg to differ; I hope I lived up to my portrait." I got up leaving her free to sit upright picking at her hair. Angela tugged at my pointer finger drawing me close enough for a cleanup blowjob.
"I'm glad you didn't." She stopped licking the slit on the crown of my member with flicks of her tongue.
"I don't understand."
"Your daughter caught me looking and grabbed my junk; we made love all night in your old bedroom after I didn't have a hard on. That was one of the best nights of my life, Angela."
Her expression was indecipherable for a moment, then she pushed her lips along my shaft almost throating me while pinching my balls. Her head rocked and sawed as she sucked me off in a good five minutes, drawing back as I came wetting her cheeks and lips with my spunk. Some of my jizz arched across the bridge of her nose. Angela went in again sucking loudly releasing my erection with a pop of her lips looking up into my eyes.
"Now you have two best nights of your life." She punctuated this statement by grabbing my buttock forcing herself to throat my endowment until she gagged, then broke off coughing.
"Thank you." I replied acidly before walking to the kitchen again to retrieve my phone and have another cup of joe. Minutes later, I could hear her in the bathroom cleaning up again as the inevitable guilt set in about breaking the rules of my rental contract with her ex-husband, Mr. Gilbert.
Despite her stifling entitlement and self-perceived status, Angela's love style was decidedly rough and wholly street in nature. Her open competition with her only child and groomed daughter Charity Gilbert, left a lot to be desired. I knew better than to do any more other than screwing her as she appeared fully dressed sans heels in the kitchen taking the mug from my hand for a sip. She was staring at me salaciously, but I wasn't going to say a word.
Luckily or not, Angela's phone started ringing interrupting whatever was going to come out of her mouth.
"Oh, it's Charity!" Her narrow, angry looking eyes went wide in excitement as she motioned towards me with a finger suddenly walking back towards the living room.
I stared after her, then went into the door of my bedroom slipping commando into a pair of jeans.
Angela walked back moments later, now in her heels with her expensive tote hanging from one arm.
We stared at one another for a few seconds in a test of will which I lost when I averted my eyes.
The pancake slap that followed echoed across the kitchen.
Moments later, the front door slammed loud enough to make the walls and adjacent panel window shake with her righteous indignation as my android started ringing.
"Hello?"
"Good job." Charity's voice was full of emotion, and she knew it, ending the call immediately. Even after all we'd been through, she'd never show weakness to anyone, even me.
It was midterms after all.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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CHAPTER TWO:
Featuring: Auntie Esther (Mz. Giggles)
The following morning saw me back out on the track pretty much at the same time as the day prior running. I had an uneventful evening working on social media for my site and some of my talents. I had an invite for a cookout with my cousin Jaquan, but bowed out when he revealed his daughter Daisy would be present. After finding out the toddler had an I.Q. of 147 and had been trolling her own father surreptitiously for probably two years, I found it was hard to be in her presence. She was pretty much a clone mini-me of her infamous mother who'd given me hell for almost a year. There were also other qualities to this kid that made me uneasy. I still had the weird drawing she'd given me one afternoon.
Rashida Sikes aka Thunda, my marquee star for the site finagled me into a blind date with her friend Delia. Turned out she wanted to test out her new body after weight loss surgery and a heavy gym regimen that left her with this ridiculous figure and a butt that nearly matched Rashida's, slim, thick to the max on the bottom-heavy side. We engaged one another, even filming a scene after I found myself an unwitting sneaky link. Delia had this lopsided explanation for her unfaithfulness that rubbed me the wrong way. The resultant scene sat in my online vault and one portable hard drive as insurance that her long-suffering husband would be the recipient of some reciprocal behavior, for the time being at least.
"ON YOUR LEFT!" Someone female with a raspy voice shouted loud enough to make me flinch and slow down on my morning run.
This woman blew by me like a runaway freight train giving me a sense of DeJa'Vu. She was running as if she were in a relay race giving me a rewarding view that sent jolts to my crotch. This dark-skinned sister had an incredible pronounced pear shape and the most distinct "Ass to Waist" ratio I'd seen in a long while. I hate to say it, but she was neck in neck with Rashida Sikes physically, but a margin off due to her legs being shapely, but overly defined. This woman was the epitome of the old "Coke Bottle Shape" trope. My eyes zeroed in on her big meaty badonkadunk encased in a pair of hot pink, yoga booty shorts. Her upper half was matching in a running shirt with a hoodie attached as I drew parallels.
"ON YOUR RIGHT!" Before I knew it, she'd run by again making me shift to my left and pick up speed. Her voice was angry sounding, matching the face I got a fleeting glimpse of as she zoomed by a second time.
A day earlier I'd been running the track on my usual workout when another specimen blew by me in similar fashion. This was a different woman, but I found myself unsure as I ran after her just to get a closer look. Whoever this woman was; she was no slouch comfortably outpacing me a few feet ahead close enough to look, but not enough to address her without compromising my breathing. Her huge cheeks were eating up those yoga shorts as she ran giving me a good look at her mouthwatering ass.
"ON YOUR LEFT, DAMN NIGGA!!" She blew by me again hitting the corner as I got a shocking glimpse of her face in profile finding that she was a mature woman with this angry scowled face. It drew comparisons to the expression on Mr. T's face, young Mike Tyson or Deyonte Wilder. Any thoughts of making the hard sell to this woman flew right out the window as she ran up the same hill but stopped with her hands on her knees huffing.
I ran by slower than before, noticing her staring like she wanted to put a few bullets inside me. This was a "cover your ass" move to make it look like I was legitimately working out as I ran by her doing my best not to stare. I rounded the far end of the track getting the sense she was lingering there watching me as I approached the bend.
"YOU'D RUN BETTER IF YOU WEREN'T LOOKING AT ME, BOY!!" Her voice was nasty in a challenging hood manner making her words hit like a thrown brick. She turned and disappeared over the hill before I reached her completing the cycle of DeJa'Vu.
"Wait a minute." This woman had disappeared in exactly the same spot as the other a day earlier. I stopped walking it back drenched in perspiration with my hands on my waist breathing hard.
Right over the hill, I found a burgundy Jeep Grand Cherokee pulling out of the same auxiliary parking lot rather slowly. My brow furrowed at the mystery as I took a seat on the grass watching it disappear from view.
Thoughts of Rashida filled my head making me jokingly think I'd found a long lost relative of hers. I almost called her up but caught myself. The last time we saw one another I had a meltdown in public when this noob insulted my deceased girlfriend. She'd stayed by my side throughout even though we were arguing on and off that morning. I thought about the two mysterious women for a minute wondering if I should've hollered at either before my mind's eye settled on Mrs. Gilbert, uh Angela.
I'd received a "hall pass" from Charity Gilbert who implored and basically ordered me to show her mother a good time for an afternoon. In hindsight, I considered it a shit test given by a now former FWB which I promptly failed. There was no doubt something else was at play between the women, mother and daughter. I wasn't privy and I wasn't going to pry. Instead, I was going to wait for the other shoe to drop or for Mr. Gilbert to evict me. I recalled the nude portrait of her in Charity's old room which prompted a potential love interest to grab my business to see if I was aroused. I passed that shit test.
Until then, I wanted to work, and it seemed like MILFS were the order of the day after this run-in as I got behind the wheel of my car, also courtesy of Mr. Gilbert. I followed the same path out of the main parking lot on the other side of the park to strains of "Magic Mona" by Phyllis Hyman.
I'd decided I was going to make some content today, most high willing.
"What're you doing calling me up, boy?"
"I can't call you?"
"Well considering you all a calling the "bat line" this morning; you either want some tail or you wanna film yourself getting some tail, am I right boy?" Her thick accent made me smile as I sat in front of my laptop looking at some footage on my editing bay.
"You don't like money?"
"I got plenty of cash; that Arab fella keep my purse filled all the time."
"So, when's the wedding Auntie?"
"Somebody wants a whupping today; is that what you want boy? I told you I ain't moving to no Dubai. When that sheik wanna get some, we meet at one of the hotels he owns over here in the good ole US of A, understand? By the way, he loves your site, maybe he might want to partner up or go into business with you."
"BULLSHIT!"
"What I tell you about cussing at me?!"
"I was just happy Auntie."
"Happy enough to get a paddle on your mannish butt?"
"Okay sorry ma'am; so, uh that sheik really owns some hotels over here just to hook up with you?"
"I don't know if he got them just to clap my cheeks, but yeah. Hooked up with him last month when he was in town for a business meeting. Everything's cool after I sign the NDA and everything; never told him I used to do legal work so he don't know I can read them contracts real good. You can never be too careful with these menfolk. I heard them stories, you know?"
"I can't speak on it ma'am, but did you hook up with him in town?"
"Yeah why?"
"...well." I shrugged tapping away at my laptop.
"So, I guess it's filming yourself getting some tail then, huh boy?" Auntie Esther chuckled.
"Well, Mz. Giggle's fans have been dying for some new content and I think we should oblige them; what do you think ma'am?"
"I don't have a problem with it, but your uncle done thrown my wigs out. We had a row last month when he got to sniffing around my business. Thought he was gonna hire that private eye fella but didn't know I had that shithead on speed dial. We had one of them uh, Mexican standoffs where I said I'd spill about my shit if he did likewise. Still waiting boy, still waiting and I'm building up my exit fund with that sheik fella."
"You didn't drop my name, did you?"
"What you take me for, huh boy? Last thing I want is for you to be dragged through divorce court airing out my old dusty drawers in front of the public. Way I got it figured, if it hits the fan, I'm ghosting him and signing the papers in absentia. He ain't gonna cop to cheating on me when he goes on his little "fishing trips" and I ain't asking no more, so that ass hat is just gonna have to lump it when I go on "Girls Nights" every now and then."
"So, are we a go for today?"
"As long as you don't show my face, I ain't got a problem with it. I've been kind of bored lately anyway and I ain't been giving your uncle nothing because I know he is getting it elsewhere."
"Uhm, think you can get a hotel room, while I take care of everything else?"
"Hell boy, I can snap up a presidential suite if you want."
"Sounds good; so, Esther, guess what we're doing today?" I was glib at the chance to shoot some new content after an extended hiatus.
"I'm getting some tail and I'm filming your tail; but first we're going on a mission."
"Mission?"
I considered my Auntie Esther by marriage, a special guest star talent on my website. We had an odd relationship after I'd accidentally discovered her nascent status as a gold digger making camp in my uncle's life. Most of the family thought she was a bubblehead idiot for putting up with his shenanigans and extramarital excursions i.e.," fishing trips "which usually included my father formerly the black sheep on his side of the family because of his cheating on my mother who was mostly held in high regard. Now that I'd been outed, he was shuffled to the back of most family sewing circles in favor of his wayward son (me) who was quote, unquote, a godless pervert. I didn't socialize with them, never had so it didn't matter.
Auntie Esther and I had a "fair trade" deal that was mutually profitable, and I was responsible for her slush fund of sorts after posting some footage of her online. Besides her passing resemblance to Macy Gray, my aunt by marriage boasted a cornfed figure and stats of 46-38-60 while approaching her forty-eighth year of life. There was no doubt she was "packing a lot of back" which was usually on display in the pocketless denim shorts she liked to wear around the house much to my uncle's pride. Auntie Esther was his trophy wife of sorts and didn't have a problem with being paraded around at the cookouts he held every now and then.
Privately, his wife was a random member of my lineup known as "Mz. Giggles" thought by most to be a vintage model outside of her sugar daddy from overseas. This was accomplished by the filters used on her content and a vintage wig she'd worn in the inaugural shoot. It was a last-minute editing decision meant to further obscure her identity that paid in dividends with scores of clueless fans thinking the footage was archival. After that initial shoot, Esther just traded private content with her sugar daddy online exclusively.
"Yeah, I want to make something special for your fans." I was looking at this monochrome pic of her standing in the corridor of my uncle's house facing away from the camera.
She was wearing her vintage "Peg Bundy" wig, an old school checkered apron, a pair of spike heels and nothing else. The sunlight filtering in from the other side of the corridor added to the "legitimacy" of the pic making it feel like something found in a trunk in somebody's attic. The comments section as well as my aunt's private life encouraged me to keep the audience thinking the posts were found footage. I intended to keep that line blurred for as long as she wanted. It enhanced her innate allure.
"Well, I guess I'll just have to put myself in your hands."
I chortled making her words a double-entendre.
"Watch yourself boy."
Hours later I was sitting in the mall checking my email sitting right under the escalator at this fountain. Back in the day I'd chided one of my talents into coming out in public partially to get the woman out of her shell and for a more ambitious shoot. I didn't want to fall into the trap of making hood porn with a cheap look and redundant setup. It was the beginnings of a creativity that would flourish afterwards making me a target for an economic grift hidden behind an obvious honey trap in the person of a feme fatale and scammer with a genius level IQ.
"Ow, hey lady...oh, it's you! What're you wearing?" I'd been hit in the arm with a big blocky handbag by my aforementioned auntie who'd decided a disguise was the order of the day.
She'd decided to wear a big floppy denim bucket hat along with some blocky looking shades that made her nose look pinched and already big lips, even bigger. The rest of her was covered in a black paisley trimmed peasant blouse, denim blue lace jeans and some flossy wedge sandals. Humorously, Auntie Esther decided to wrap this natty looking beige sweater about her wide hips in a futile attempt to hide her big shelf-like monster butt.
"I'm being uh, incognito boy."
"Why?"
"Just in case; your uncle been riding my bumper all fucking month and this morning he up and left without saying a word. Thank gawd we use burner phones, and I got the bill going to my PO Box. If I'm gonna get busted, it's gonna be on my own time. I bet he's been itching to catch me with my drawers down so he can use that fucking prenup not to pay me shit. I wanna hold out until I find out who the prospective new wife is gonna be so I can give her a two piece before I go."
"Whatever, let's go." I got up walking ahead of her towards the opposite side of the floor making the troubled mature half run after me.
"So, where are we going?"
"To get you a new look auntie; I think it's time Mz. Giggles got an upgrade for this next shoot."
Off near the northern exit of the mall facing the parking garage was this lingerie shop that catered to older women. It popped up a few months prior when the mall was in financial straits, but word around the campfire was the area was in the midst of a rejuvenation due to its recent purchase by a big box retail chain and some gentrification of the surrounding area. Ironically the store was a few feet from the now closed clothing store where Charity Gilbert formerly plied her trade as a manager.
It seemed like ages ago the young Ms. Gilbert blackmailed me out of a hundred dollars or more and serendipity that we ended up in this sort of relationship. Charity never made any bones about being malevolent self-identifying as "Evil" while helping me out on occasion when we weren't in bed. Some would say my presence in her life was transformative for Charity and her father, William. Now she was some states away resuming her life as it would have gone if not for her own obsessive-compulsive hubris.
"You gonna buy me some drawers?" Auntie Esther asked too loud for my comfort as the two rotund women owners chortled at the cash register. We were quite the odd couple perusing the aisles of lingerie and other unmentionables.
"More like an ensemble; we're going old school all the way."
"Because I'm old?"
"No; I have an appreciation of those old vintage men's magazines. I have an appreciation of your rubenesque figure that is obviously shared by all of your admirers."
"Are you calling me fat?"
"Esther, you're built like a brick shithouse, OKAY?!" Both of the mature women at the counter found this amusing enough to approach us offering some assistance. One of them, a graying blonde with her own oversized pear shape named Myrtle was especially friendly towards Esther, but I doubt she realized the flirting as her short haired business partner and wife picked out a few pieces.
It took a minute, but I settled on a vintage bra and panty set with the conical bra that would work wonders on Esther's semi-solid breasts. My mature charge was fitted with a black corset and attached garter belt ensemble along with some seventies era appropriate heels.
Carnie, the short haired associate and the more "butch" associate of the two turned out to be a revelation in the wig department accessorizing our fashion haul with three good wigs. I replaced Esther's old bouffant Peg Bundy wig with a new one indicative of the feathered hair look of the late Farrah Faucet on Carnie's recommendation alone. The remaining two were the classic beehive and a pop afro wig of red hair which matched her redbone skin tone.
"You really get into this stuff, huh?" Esther asked as we sat in a booth having lunch at the upstairs food court.
"I want my content to look good uh, as high end as I can manage on a budget. Back in the day after I figured it out, I knew I didn't want it to look like other urban sites, I guess ghetto. Esther I never thought I'd be doing this as a side business, much less making a profit."
"And you're not wasting the money either; I was surprised you're not rocking swag, or an expensive vehicle. That tells me you've got a good head on your shoulders, unlike your father."
"We're on the outs, and he threw me under the bus again."
"You didn't do nothing to him, first?" I looked up from my oversized slice of pizza realizing she was in the know. One of my father's regular haunts was my uncle's house and this news made me bristle inside.
"Eh, he can't talk."
"So, you didn't go up in that man's house and mess all over his woman, with drugs and everything?" Her accusatory tone told me dad was using me for clout.
"I didn't have any drugs; Erica was doing that shit on the down low. She was getting it from somebody at her gym; and I ain't talking to her fucking ass anymore."
"So, you really did get mannish with his girl, huh boy?"
"Did he mention that Erica is the daughter of his former girlfriend Babbs, uh Mrs. Walton?" Esther raised a brow which made me look away burying my face in a cup of soda.
"That's your father; ain't you supposed to have some loyalty to the man that made you?"
"He threw me under the bus."
"So, it's okay to go round messing with his women; and yes, he told your uncle about the mamma too. Said she called him up full of fire when her daughter told her about his new woman. They got to yakking back and forth, so she just let him know that you was "MORE MAN" than him. Now, that was a really low blow, boy."
"It's complicated."
The look on Auntie Esther's face made me feel like scum of the earth for an instant, then she snickered in her own country way making me eventually chortle. The innate hypocrisy of it all was right there in our faces considering the "business arrangement" we currently enjoyed under her husband and my father's noses. Like my start in the business, this happened out of nowhere when I caught some punks trying to peek at her while she was getting dressed to probably go out and cheat on my uncle who was himself, likely a cheater too. Both of us had receipts on one another should things go sideways between us.
"Complicated huh; that Babbs woman got a big ole' tailbone like me, don't she boy?"
"Hell no; but I did think about putting that apple on my site for a second. Ain't no way I'd do it because as you can see, the bitch snitched me out. I was even trying; it was uh, complicated. Fucking Erica used me to get back into the house with her mother after she got kicked out for screwing my dad."
"The more I listen, the more you come off like your daddy. Now don't get mad at me, I know you boys are feuding right now. Got me some cousins back down south in Missouri that I can't stand myself and always seem to put hands on when I'm there, so I get it. Sides, your daddy ain't no angel either. He used to hawk the shit out of me back when I first married your uncle, boy. Thought I was going to have to tell on him, but I guess it tapered off cause he found somebody else in his eye."



"My dad came at you?"
"Not directly, but we had words when he tried to be slick in the kitchen at one of them parties. I was at the sink, and he called himself slipping by me to get something outta the fridge, but his thang rubbed up on my butt when he had more than enough room to get by."
"Oh, how did that turn out?" I chuckled suspecting the answer already.
"Slapped the hell outta his face with a wet dishrag; I was ready to put two to his chin and get my pistol, but he started talking all slick about how it was an accident. Told him to get outta my face with that shit and he ran back to the yard like a scalded dog. Part of me felt like your uncle put him up to it cause we had words later that night. Your daddy told him about what happened in the kitchen, but made it look like I was acting out of turn."
"Yeah, that's him alright."
"Then I found out my hubby was having me followed by some dumbass private investigator guy; I kind of suspected it, but then got things confirmed when I set a trap for that fool."
"What'd you do?"
"Drove a few blocks over because I kept noticing this fucking shitty ass Ford Maverick lurking around the house, especially when your uncle wasn't around. I thought about mentioning it to my man, but then the neighbor came round to my house talking about seeing it too. So, I set a trap for that negro."
"What kind of trap?"
"The only one that matters; a honey trap."
"Honey trap?"
"I used what I got to get what I wanted; I put on some cutoff daisy dukes, got out in front of the house making a spectacle of myself acting like I was watering the lawn cause I knew he was checking out the booty. The guy was always pulling up real slow driving by just ah checking me out like I wouldn't notice, and once he popped up when I went grocery shopping, the fix was in at that point. Put out the sprinklers on the front lawn, then got into my SUV and drove down to my neighbor Kevin's place parking in his driveway."
"Why'd you do that?"
"I knew the McCarthy family was on vacation up in the Poconos, so I wanted to make that numb head think I was cheating with the white neighbor; like really give him something juicy besides my ass to look at. I even got out and walked to the front door making sure the cheeks were on full display knowing he would get real excited. Then I acted like I couldn't get in the front door and footed it to the back yard and hopped the fence. I ran two houses over to this vacant colonial, then snuck up on that fool in his car with his camera out and everything."
"What happened next auntie?"
"Gave him the same deal I gave you boy; right on his boss's bed too. Bronc busted the buster that afternoon; even though he was riding me, I was riding him mentally. Now he works for me or he's losing his fucking license and catching a case. I put him on your uncle and found out about his goddamn stepping out. It's a shame cause he gotta use that blue pill and even then, it only gets hard sometimes."
"I'm surprised you didn't divorce him."
"Me too boy; if I did that, we wouldn't be sitting here today about to get into something. You gonna do me like you did that girl's mamma?"
"What do you think baby?" My hand was resting on the swell of her huge country stuffed donk. Esther had this dirty smile on her face as she took a deep slurp from her foam cup of diet cola.
I slipped a finger into the waistband of her pants finding a thong wedged deep in the crack of her monster ass. She just looked back at my hand under the sweater wrapped around her hips. Her face was hidden from the bridge of her nose up, which gave her a unique look that gave me ideas. I slapped her butt in that booth making it do this watery jiggle before withdrawing my hand as she noticed something in the distance.
"You'd better hurry up and uh, take me to that there hotel or I might get snapped up, boy." Esther said before taking an extended slurp on her straw.
"Huh?" She motioned with her finger drawing my attention to my immediate right.
I found a familiar face staring back blankly surveying us. It was Andre, a former acquaintance through one of my past talents and occasional friend with benefits. Comedically known as Andre 13.5, this almost brainless dupe had stabbed me in the back through no fault of his own and was the catalyst for his girlfriend's horrific personal drubbing and hazing until she broke in dramatic fashion. He'd become a pawn because of his oversized member, hence the 13.5 designation. I'd inadvertently cuckolded the goof myself upon our initial meeting but done my best to pay it forward. My attitude towards him would've been a little different if he hadn't got buck with me in this very mall, on one occasion.
"I don't think you've got anything to worry about; he's looking at me."
"Ew." Auntie Esther looked green around the gills as I got up taking stock of his work attire.
The man was still working at Hotdog on a Stick apparently. I knew his former girlfriend was now plying her trade along the east coast as a high-end escort after the dissolution of her working relationship with our former mentor. Apparently, Andre 13.5 was just a pawn thrown in the trash bin when he was no longer useful. My thoughts went to Charity gilbert again regretting that I'd failed to deliver this man to her as promised. Andre had been a classmate and student who she coveted because of his endowment, but his girlfriend at the time scuttled things before being run off campus academically.
The couple dropped out together and were basically inseparable up until he was taken and turned out over the course of eight hours. Later, he would give me the business verbally when I sought to make amends with him which inadvertently led to me meeting Charity Gilbert. His personal tragedy on both ends felt prophetic in that she was the glue or common denominator between them. She'd tried to indulge her proclivity only to be stopped by his lover and that history played into her undoing later when that weakness was exploited. I figured it was part of the reason his woman remained in Florida.
"Hello." I greeted him statically.
"Hey." He replied almost robotically which reminded me that he was mostly head cheese. Andre was standing there holding a push broom looking clueless. I started to wonder if he was looking at Esther when I traced the trajectory of his gaze across the floor to a repurposed GameStop outlet. There was a fire sale going on and people were milling about picking the place clean.
"See something you want, bruh?"
"Aw man they having a sale over there at the GameStop and I wanted to pick up a Nintendo Switch for my, uh son."
"Why can't you?"
"Don't get paid until next Thursday, and that money gotta go to bills."
"Says who?"
"The wife." I was reminded of an oft talked about but seldom seen woman who was supposed to be his actual spouse. I'd have doubted her actual existence considering Andre's simpleton status, but the former other woman, his woman Shawnee, spoke of her a few times.
Alright Andre, good luck man." I turned to walk off to my booth and Esther when he called after me.
"HEY, I'M SORRY!!" He shouted, then resumed pushing the broom in front of his dead-end job. I stopped and retraced my tracks.
"Sorry for what?"
"Uhm, that one time I was uh, talking shit to you here at the mall. I didn't mean it, but I kind of had something in my head that day and I was out of pocket. Well, uh, a lot of stuff happened since then, but I never got the chance to say how sorry I was. You helped me get some money for things I needed to take care of my family and I shouldn't have ever talked to you like that. My wife used up the money on the card anyway, but I wouldn't have had it weren't for you."
I'd never tell Andre that I'd reported his card stolen and kept the money like our former mutual benefactor taught me. It was right after he'd mouthed off to me, the day after I discovered the fate of his ex-girlfriend Shawnee via a stolen hard drive. This man was the spoils of war by a group of harpies literally stolen from his woman right in front of her face. I'd never had the nerve to post that romp which also included my enthralled cousin Jaquan. Four women conducted a "gang bang" on this nearly mindless stud to cement their pact and celebrate the theft of all my hard work at the time.
"Hey, it all worked out in the end, right?"
"I guess, but I'm still sorry." I chafed on the inside at his earnest apology recalling the first day we met and the loose relationship he had with Shawnee which skewed in her favor most of the time. Andre was the first male performer I'd ever used in my content.
"So uhm, you were trying to get a switch, huh?"
"Can't, ain't got no money."
"Hold that thought."
I walked off to the store raising a single finger towards Esther who was sitting there watching, perplexed at the unfolding situation. It took me a good twenty-five minutes to snag one of the games which turned out to be the display model in the shop window. Andre's push broom hit the floor when he saw the box in my hand.
"THANK YOU!"
"Hold on a minute." I held up a finger stopping Andre from reaching for the box half turning away from him.
"Uh, okay." He looked immediately sullen as I glanced over at my Auntie Esther who was looking at the tablet she used to keep tabs on her husband. I figured the equipment had been given to her in "fair trade" by the private investigator who served as her willing "mole" in exchange for the buns.
"Normally, I'd just give this to you; but I'm uh, different these days Andre. Make no doubt about it, I'm gonna hand this to you eventually; but uh, you're gonna have to earn it."
"Earn it?"
"Yeah, you know; like uh, the old days with some camera work." His face dropped at my assertion.
"I don't know about that; my old lady said I can't do that stuff no more."
"Serious?"
"Well, after she picked me up at the hospital, I had to tell her about that stuff and everything. She tried calling Shawnee because it was a bad influence on me, but she was blocked. The wife only lets me make stuff for her page and we share the money. I let her use it to pay the bills and my check from here too."
"So, your wife has all of your money?"
"It's our money."
"Uhm, okay Andre." I looked between his face and the box realizing this dude was in a perpetual grift.
"We just do shows like, a couple of times a week." It sounded like Andre was backpedaling from his explanation of his shitty life.
"What kind of shows?"
"Uhm, you know...adult shit like getting naked and jerking off in front of a computer. Most of the time she jerks me off if they pay enough."
"Who?"
"The people on there, uh fans; if they pay a certain amount, then she jerks me off in front of them. Mostly, they wanna see my thing, but a lot of them like it that way." His explanation was making things worse as I stared over at Esther who was watching intently.
"The wife doesn't uh, work with you on camera?"
"OH NO!! She's a good woman and it would probably mess up her job."
"What does she do?"
"Uhm, well she works on a computer for a bunch of places doing smart stuff. She keeps a computer in my room for our adult shit. Uhm, the kids sleep most of the time when we do it and they at school if we do it in the morning. I work part time here, so it kind of works out with the money and everything."
"Shit." I was about to hand him the game but held back at the last moment.
"Hey man, can I see a picture of your wife?"
"Oh, she don't let me have no pictures to show around." My brow furrowed, mind starting to race as I began plotting.
"Oh yeah, cool Andre; so uh, what's your online name?"
"King Ding-a-ling." I facepalmed covertly angry that I would have to step in front of the barrel again to make things somewhat right. This guy was a perpetual victim trapped in the body of a street level Adonis. The unseen wife's influence read on his appearance as I noticed his hair was braided now. Images of him being groomed and eventually taken by the now dissipated "Ms. One" ran through my head as I glanced back at Esther who was still watching out interaction.
"Sounds like a mouthful."
"Uh, you ain't gonna watch that stuff, are you?" I threw up a little in my mouth.
"No Andre, no; hey what time you get off from work?"
"I can't do that kind of work anymore."
"What time do you get off work, bruh?!" I was more insistent.
"Three." It was just before one in the afternoon as I looked back at Esther who appeared impatient. I was momentarily worried she would come over and make a cluster fuck out of negotiations.
"Hey before you go back to work, come meet my friend, Andre."
"Uh, okay."
I knew I had Esther at hello when she hurriedly went into her purse coming up with a compact but stopped short when we reached the edge of the booth looking at him with schoolgirl's eyes. She looked like she didn't know how to sit in front of him, not realizing the guy was clueless. Andre was tragically stoic to a fault as it looked like Esther considered getting up but settled down again.
"Hey uh, this is my friend Andre." I motioned toward him as she audibly hiccupped before sticking her hand out to shake his with a limp wrist.
"UHM, AH NICE-I MEAN NICE TO MEET YOU MAN!!" Esther stumbled all over herself, almost falling over from the booth.
"Uhm, nice to meet you too miss."
"ESTA!"
"Huh?"
"Uhm, my name is Esther, I'm his...!" My hand flew in front of her face waving profusely before she could let the cat out of the bag. Even though Andre was a noob, I knew better than to take chances.
He looked her over innocently enough.
"That's right, we're really good friends, platonic friends." She was so enamored with him that I could swear I saw every tooth in her head when she smiled. Andre demurely chuckled holding the broom as I looked finding some of his female coworkers watching from a too busy counter. His manager didn't look pleased in the least.
I knew he wasn't going to be pleased in a few minutes as I got between Andre and Esther, making her reluctantly release his hand.
"Hey man, don't worry about a thing; excuse us for a minute, we've gotta take care of something." I prodded Esther to her feet, starting to escort her away from the food court. She looked irritated at being ushered away from Andre who stared with this blank expression.
"What now, you jealous or...HEY!!" I'd reached down snatching the beige sweater from around her wide hips exposing her massive, shelf like badonkadunk in all its glory in those skintight jeans.
"Hey, don't worry about it; you're gonna get him this afternoon." I half whispered shoving the game console into her hands.
"HUH?!!"
"They call him Andre 13.5."
"PARDON ME?!" Her eyes bucked and fluttered as she looked back over her shoulder to find Andre waving with a faint smile on his face. He likely thought I wasn't giving him the game after all. He and everyone else in our wake were getting an eyeful of Mz. Giggles' southern back porch.
"13.5 Esther, do the math." My hand landed in the middle of that jiggling monster with a loud slap making it bounce like jello. We were at the edge of the food court next to the last booth as I noticed a shady looking teen I'd seen before in the past filming the proceedings with his phone.
"You're my hero, bruh." I got an enthusiastic thumbs up from the raccoon eyed teen which Esther took exception to raising her purse up with the intent of bringing it down on his nugget head.
"I'LL KNOCK YOUR SKAWNY ASS INTO NEXT WEEK PUNK!" I parried her hand taking the purse slinging it over my shoulder while encircling her narrow waist edging her forward. A group of girls in catholic school uniforms snickered at the exchange, a few filming as well.
"Cut it out, we've got to take care of two more things before we get to the shoot." I reasoned, giving her waist a little pinch and getting a whack from the game console in her hand.
"You should've let me chunk him."
"13.5...inches, Esther."
"Are you serious?"
"You'll find out today; and Andre has my pedigree, too."
"What?" Her eyes registered his stats and my hint that the immediate apple of her eye matched my sexual acumen.
My auntie by marriage was herded into a makeup shop for some odds and ends, but my real intention was to have accomplished having her sit in the shop's makeup chair for the free touchup offered by the salesgirls out front peddling various beauty odds and ends. I circumvented having a makeup person for the shoot at hand in this manner while calling Andre's manager with the burner phone still in my possession. Esther wisely left her own pricey phone at home should my uncle think outside the box and use the "Find My Phone" option on his to discover her whereabouts. My android was in my car trunk.
I phoned in a fake family emergency to Andre's job effectively springing him from work.
We were there to catch the last remaining piece of the puzzle. I had Esther posted up in his path presenting him with the console he desperately wanted, and an inviting touched up smile. Andre looked perplexed and annoyed when I explained what was done, offering him the rest of the day's salary, the console, a new debit card and... Esther aka Mz. Giggles. I knew this guy like the back of my hand feeling like a Machiavellian character about to exploit his triggers.
I chuckled at Esther's frustration after finding out Andre was a dimbulb while trying to talk him up in the backseat of my car as I drove out to the hotel. His chiseled stoic exterior hid a childish interior that she probably misread as I used his screen name to discover what had been going on since we last met. This unseen "wife" was fleecing the living shit out of the man on both ends premeditated all the way. I couldn't reconcile that bullshit but wasn't going to be truly altruistic. I saw an opportunity to make some good content with a trusted guy who knew how to work with me from day one.
It was fair trade, in my opinion.
"Hey, what's up with this man?" Esther asked as we walked from the connected parking garage into the airport hotel she'd booked through her connections.
"What do you mean?"
"Is he touched in the head or something?" I chuckled at the question which came too late after they shared the backset. Andre was more interested in playing with his console than the thick mature sitting beside him with obvious interest.
"I don't understand; I thought you liked him."
"He's beautiful, but like a little kid in the head or something; he ain't even looked at me twice; all he cares about is that little video game shit. Most men I meet try to put a ring on it when I say howdie, but this negro is thickheaded."
"Maybe women like you are the norm in his life; are you worried you don't measure up?"
"Funny boy, ain't you; maybe he's gay." I chortled even more as we walked to the elevator with Andre tagging alone engrossed in his game. His protestations were silenced the moment he was rewarded the expensive handheld console.
"You're gonna find out." I commented whimsically as the elevator arrived. I had to guide Andre into the elevator because he was lagging behind as Esther gave us a disparaging look. Andre glanced at her face visibly elated, rewarding Esther with a wink before concentrating on the screen in front of him.
My connected auntie secured a spacious presidential suite on the top floor which was pretty much a miniature house inside the building. I was informed this was the last location she hooked up with her "sugar daddy" from Dubai a month earlier. I was informed that this beyond rich guy wanted first dibs on whatever we did that afternoon. I'd bought some junk food, burgers and other disposable items sequestering Andre in a smaller side room to enjoy his game in private while I worked with Esther beforehand.



"Is he retarded?" Esther peeked into the small room through the cracked door studying her partner for the scene.
"Didn't you ask me that already?"
"Well?"
"Get over here and get naked." I was sitting in the spacious main bathroom getting ready for a glamor shoot. Esther doffed her floppy bucket hat revealing a scarf tied about her head, whacking me with it when I laughed. I was made to turn about until she put on one of the new wigs. She had no idea I left the camera on facing her as she shimmied out of the skintight pants covering her humongous cornfed butt but caught my reflection staring in the bathroom mirror.
"Man, you love peeking at me, don't you?" I turned around looking at her having a bit of trouble getting the pants over the curve of her butt and opted to help her out.
"What, I can't have a little fun, too?"
"You'd be having all the fun if you hadn't brought along a doofus." A skimpy pair of white lace panties had been eaten up into an epic wedgie by her dueling cheeks. The Brazilian undies complimented her weathered earthen tone of her skin and the visible stretchmarks at her hips and buttocks.
"So that means I can get a little fun?" I managed to tug her pants down encountering the full meaty ovals that made up her back porch. It was staggering in tandem with her cinched waist and overly wide hips. Some of her fans had a lively conversation about the likelihood that her small waist was the result of corset training.
"We ain't even done nothing and you wanna get mannish already."
"Can you blame me? If it will make you feel better, I'll put on the chest harness while you use this chair on all fours. You can't wave all this around and not expect me to hit it." She flushed as I helped her step out of the pants at her feet one leg at a time.
"Wow, I got you that horny?" Esther glanced back, finding me stripping off my shirt bare chested.
The fortysomething knew I meant business bending over with her hands on the closed toilet. I felt a twinge of guilt looking at her posture which dredged up thoughts of Rashida Sikes, my usual muse. We had this running FWB gag where we engaged in sexual shenanigans every time, we encountered a bathroom.
"Here, assume the position on this chair." It felt like a compromise using the chair I'd dragged into the spacious bathroom as I mounted the camera adjusting the frame for her proportions.
Esther knew I was in director mode following my instruction mounting the French styled chair on fours with her badonkadunk aimed at the camera on my chest. My hands parted her dense cheeks finding the natural chub rub there offset by the stark whiteness of the panties wedged between her buns. My point of view was the window for the audience to feel like they were part of the action as I groped, squeezed and pried them wide apart pinching the material to the side. Her openings were exposed, but I went further using my thumbs to spread her labia showing her fans the rich pink insides.
Esther flexed for the camera.
I inserted two fingers from either hand plunging her depths for the camera while the faint sounds of Andre's game could be heard from the other room. I went a little harder starting to jill Esther off a bit earning a moan that carried in this haunting manner.
"Oh, shit boy, just stick it in me." She didn't want to wait another second.
This incredible motion ripple accompanied that first powerful thrust into her sticky confines followed by several more in equal intensity as I went hard from the outset clapping and beating her cheeks up in a mounted doggy style position. Her thong was stretched tight across her huge butt diagonally adding to the impromptu rutting Esther was receiving with extreme prejudice. There was this sort of bouncy, heated water balloon feel to her jiggling cheeks with each thrust making them flap and clap like butterfly wings.
We were at it ten to fifteen minutes while Andre happily played his game out of the loop.
"Aw, you're something else boy; it was good to get that first one out of the way. Come on round here and let me top you off a bit." I was still in the process of glazing her weathered buns to excess making sure to capture the money shot in its entirety.
"That's gonna have to wait Esther; you've got to get ready for the shoot." I opted to rub the rest of my pent up jizz sandwiched between her cheeks. A deluge of it poured out soiling her cavernous crack as my afternoon muse wagged her butt playfully watching the enchanted look on my face.
"I'm surprised you can restrain yourself."
"I'll catch you later right after the shoot; bet your big ass on that auntie." I pulled down the detachable shower head before turning on the water making sure it was okay before herding her into the tub. The idea was to keep her makeup intact while getting some additional footage as well after setting up the camera on the sink top facing the tub. Esther would be captured from the bottom of her chin downward as she showered. After getting her set up, I walked across the suite checking up on Andre in the smaller room. He was reclining in bed still playing his portable game.
"HEY BRUH, WHAT'RE YOU DOING!" Andre nearly jumped out of his skin at the booming sound of my voice in director mode.
"Uh, playing...you need me now?"
"TAKE A SHOWER NEGRO!!" I pointed at the smaller bathroom inside the smaller room. He jumped up shucking off his clothes with the game still in hand.
"Hey man, don't do that shit in front of me!"
"Oh, sorry." He was standing there bottomless with his 13.5 inches on display without a care in the world. Getting that portable console seemed to approximate Christmas morning for my charge.
"GET IN THERE!! And uh, just wrap a towel around your shit when you're done. I'll come get you when its time."
"Okay." He pulled the sliding door to the small bathroom shut taking the game with him. Moments later, the shower started full blast leaving me alone with my third objective.
I retrieved his android opening it up to find his wife's number quickly. I put his phone back walking to the other side of the suite to a dining room area having a seat in front of my main laptop setup I used the number to find her address and put a face to Andre's oft mentioned but never-seen wife.
Her name was Dayna Jackson according to her social media.
She was this shady looking woman with a large main of frizzy black hair that looked like a lion's mane surrounding her face. Her social media was mostly private leaving me with only her profile pics in most cases. This woman was exploiting him online and also fleecing out of his meager day job earnings. At least I honestly paid my talent for their work, so I was compelled to right the apple cart for this guy on some level after all he'd been through. I committed to bringing him back up financially and making sure he got the money for his hard work.
"Bingo number one!" I discovered Mrs. Jackson's day job working payroll remotely for a faith-based company. She'd been working there for almost ten years according to the company's online group that had been set up for employees to mingle and share the "fellowship" according to the posted information.
"Bingo number two!" Andre's wife was running several side hustles that looked lucrative in-between fleecing the simpleton out of his bag. Most of them were connected to her main job adjacent and faith based which left a bad taste in my mouth.
"Mother-fuck-bingo number three." I found her on several dating apps. This gave me the first full body pic of Andre's old lady.
This sister was barely 4'11" with a decidedly skinny build which made her mature looking features and head appear somewhat oversized. Dayna looked decidedly rachet look including several visible tattoos. This contrasted with her professional aesthetic which looked phony as fuck with her wearing big blocky glasses and these old lady looking dresses that damn near looked like something from the Victorian age.
The dating apps were more liberal with her flashing some mosquito bite tits that were oddly well defined along with her legs which had a number of flower tattoos on them at the thighs. This was also present on her butt along with some sort of scripture tattooed on one tiny butt cheek. Despite her size, Dayna wasn't a dwarf, just a very small, diminutive woman almost hobbit sized.
"Well, let's put that on the back burner." I strolled back to the main bathroom finding Esther in full "Mz. Giggles" mode really playing to the camera. I was reminded that a lot of the footage would be sent to her sugar daddy inaugurally while the rest would fall under my control per our business arrangement. I'd strapped on my camera walking into the room continuing what I started earlier pulling back the shower curtain exposing her fully.
"Oh, you came back for seconds, boy?" She looked glib, yet ready as I invaded the frame, hands only caressing and massaging her in the steam-filled bathroom, eventually turning her back to both cameras groping and wantonly playing with her huge back porch. Esther pressed her torso to the wet shower wall arching her back pushing her butt towards the camera, peach exposed.
She groaned as two fingers dipped inside her snatch working up the friction there by teasing her inner grooves. Her distressed whimpers made me hard as a rock, but this was business. Esther humped back into my finger led thrusts making her cunt slimy and soapy. There was a loofa sponge in her grasp and her front was lathery with liquid soap we'd picked up at the mall.
"Could you push down on my spot?" Esther liked the feel of my educated fingers on her secret spot and had become somewhat addicted to it during an afternoon romp that resulted in four scenes worth of footage. Her big redbone cheeks parted further as two fingers invaded barely grazing that peculiar bumpy ridge.
"Aw yeah, that's what I like feeling."
"Yeah Esther?"
"Do it harder, make me cum real quick."
"Real quick?"
"Yeah, stop sassing me!" She was making a soapy, lathery mess of her abdomen and muff. I was getting dual shots with more than enough footage to edit up a blistering scene for her fans.
"AW YEAH!! AW FUCK!! THAS!! THAS WHAT I WUNT!! AW SHEET!!" My fingers audibly jilled the hell out of her cunt from the back getting immediate results as she began trembling. The spray added to the scene with splashes of water intermingled with her essence flecking on the camera.
"LIKE THAT, HUH BITCH?!!" Another finger joined in the fray digitally screwing the stuffing out of her box as she whined and started cursing like a sailor reaching that desperate climax which left her big jiggly, oval shaped buttocks shuddering. The sink mounted camera was positioned perfectly catching a deluge of her essence as I withdrew my fingers running down her inner thighs.
"YEAH!! AW SHIT!! I LIKE IT A LOT!! AW SHEET!! I LIKE IT A WHOLE LOT!! AW GAWD!!" Esther cried out in distressed yet euphoric tones reeling from the "Happy Ending" as the loofa sponge in her possession made an appearance bulging between her jiggling, wobbling thighs. She had this pronounced thigh gap that added to her country thick allure. My hand returned slapping the shit out of her right ass cheek several times in succession as she continued rubbing it out.
I gave it one last hard slap causing this awesome motion ripple.
"DON'T MOVE!" I shouted briefly, planting my palm between her shoulder blades while she was still vertically faceplanted against the shower wall masturbating furiously. It was a gametime decision.
I quickly managed to jack out three thick ropes of jizz making a mess of her enormous shelf-like derriere. This seemed to excite her so much that my auntie by marriage started earnestly twerking getting this loud wet clap along with visible splashes of water from the shower spray.
"Turn around Peachy." Esther turned with her back to the wall, mouth hanging open with her big, cow-like tongue hanging out, legs spread wide apart.
"AWK!! AWK!! UH!! SHEET!! MUTHA!! AW FUCK!! YOU MEDDLIN ME SUM-THIN FIERCE!!" Facing me, it was easier to get my fingers inside directly on her g-spot working the fortysomething into a dribbling, drooling mess for all of three minutes until she popped. The camera captured her incontinence.
I let it run without word or direction, leaning into the shower gradually turning off the spray as she slid down the wall sitting in the tub. Luckily the wig on her head was untouched by the water as she huffed, regaining her composure. Her long, sort of jowly countenance was hidden from the eyes up by the fake hair leaving her nose and big decadently painted lips on display giving an idea for her online alter ego. My wayward Auntie Esther looked just like a live action version of that Muppet, Janice from that old show.
"You good?"
She nodded, starting to adjust the wig on her head as I switched off the recording checking it with a sneaky chortle to myself.
"Hey, can I ask you a question about today's shoot?"
"Sure boy; you done more than earned it."
"Hypothetically speaking, if you knew you were going to get caught someday, would you rather have this shoot be regular or something for the ages?"
"What're you talking about?"
"Well, let's say this...would you like to make something that's gonna make your sugar daddy fly out tomorrow, or just jerk off to it and keep pushing?"
"Well geez, never thought about it that way; suppose I'd like to go out in a bang, I reckon." She commented adjusting the wig on her head. Her thick southern accent threw most people off, which usually gave Esther an edge over them in a confrontation. Even I had to learn when I'd accidentally discovered the mature woman's true nature.
"Alright ma'am, that's what we'll do today." I helped er out of the shower making sure she was steady avoiding her attempted kisses to the cheek in order to keep her makeup intact. Esther didn't usually wear a lot of makeup and it showed blatantly when she tried.
She steadied herself on the counter looking at me with a smirk before reaching inside her purse removing the tablet, she used to keep track of my uncle's whereabouts.
"We good?"
"He's still one state over thinking he's fooling somebody."
"You never get worried he's going to find that GPS you stuck on his car?"
"I move it around, got it scheduled on my phone back at home on the charger; and before you ask, I change my password every fucking day on that too. I use random numbers and letters. He ain't gonna know nothing until I want him to, and hopefully that's not coming for a long while, boy."
"I surprised you stay."
"Guess we kind of grew on one another; I can't imagine not seeing him in my life. I just let him be with his cheating and all because we met under dubious circumstances too."
"I get it."
"You wanna get it?" Esther looked at me with salacious intent obviously wanting more, but I just gave her a pat on the back nodding towards the vintage black bustier corset hanging on the towel rack. She didn't say a word when I tossed the seamed black stockings on the counter in front of her from one of the shopping bags. She instead did me one better by also pulling a bottle of body oil from another bag.
"That's not fair."
"So."
"Hold that thought baby." I gave her butt a hearty pinch getting a greedy handful. Esther reciprocated with a tug on my junk with her strong slightly calloused right hand.
Across the suite, I found Andre in bed playing his game again wearing nothing but a towel like I'd asked.
"Hey bruh."
"UHM, I WASN'T GOOFING OFF! I WAS WAITING FOR MY CALL!" His startled reaction made me feel unwantedly parent-like as I waved him off from getting up from the bed.
"Chill man, just do me a favor and get under that comforter with it pulled down just above your junk. You can play as much as you like then, but you better toss that fucking switch when I knock on this door, okay bruh?"
"Sure." I watched him get under the blanket as instructed rolling it down just below his navel. It was my intention to give my wayward aunt a bit of shock and awe before hitting her with the boom, sexually speaking.
"Hey, one more thing."
"Yeah."
"When we come in here, I want you to act like you're sleeping."
"Why?"
"It's called acting motherfucker." I pulled the door up, walking over to the bathroom where I found Esther just finishing up with the seamed stockings.
She offered me the black lacy panties allowing me to help her get dressed stealing little touches grazing my semi-hard erection with her knuckles. It was a miracle I was able to keep my composure as I helped her into the black corset. Her large breasts were accentuated by its conical cups giving her the perfect old school look out of yesteryear somewhere in the seventies.
"HEY!" Esther was surprised when I placed the floppy wide brimmed bucket hat on her head. This left her eyes hidden with the wig as an extra disguise underneath.
"Trust me." I got an encouraging pinch on the cheek.
I got her exposed parts slathered in body oil creating a glistening masterpiece and my first full character. With her features partially exposed, Esther was one of two original creations on my site next to the eponymous Ms. Hate. The photoshoot that followed stoked my creative fires as much as her curves as she did her best to approximate a runway model in certain areas of the presidential suite.
The end result was staggering as we concluded the first set of pics which I now intended to put behind a pay wall. I gave her a touch up with the body oil before rapping on the outside of Andre's door.
"OKAY I'M SLEEP NOW!!" He shouted like a goof.
I facepalmed looking at Esther.
"You sure he's not retarded?" She asked again, frankly.
"Get in there."
Esther looked at me with only her nose and big plush lips visible, but I imagined she was looking at me with furrowed brow underneath that big bucket hat and wig covering her head. The French styled door to this smaller room was cracked allowing her to peek inside. It became apparent Esther was interested nearly losing her hat in the process if she didn't palm the back of her head keeping it there. She glanced at me again with her mouth hanging open.
"Go on, it's okay." I waved at her filming everything handheld. I'd mounted a small camera inside the door right above Andre's head during a break in the photoshoot.
Mz. Giggles, while a cartoonish parody of a that aforementioned Muppet, was nonetheless a visual treat on a few different levels checking off a number of boxes while likely adding a cosplay element to those geeks with a discerning eye. My auntie's obvious prurient interest in Andre 13.5 was off the chart the moment she laid eyes on the mental innocent. I'd set up a surprise for both knowing his immediate past and intense sexual grooming by the former Ms. One. He was never the same afterwards.
Neither was I; we were her creations after all.
Mz. Giggles was an original creation of mine; a work in progress.
She timidly pushed the door open, finding him there faux sleeping with his head sort of propped up on a pillow facing her. The comforter had been folded into a rectangular strip across his crotch leaving the rest of his muscular, chiseled body on display. I could already hear this fortysomething cougar breathing heavily as her hands grabbed the doorframe, arms outstretched steeling herself. I was intent to let nature take its course and film the results for a blistering PPV on my site. Mz. Giggles rubbed her muff.
The reverse shot of her curvy, ridiculously bottom-heavy figure in vintage lingerie had an effect on me as well as she measured her steps inside the small bedroom. Her hands were running all over the front of her body cupping and squeezing a breast through the conical cup hiding it from view. Her opposite hand was cupping and rubbing her mound. My auntie glanced back again with this look as if someone would stop her from having this man. This added even more to the shoot as she inched closer to the bed like she was afraid he would disappear in a poof of smoke.



Mz. Giggles planted a knee on the edge of the mattress lightly touching his exposed foot with a pointer finger. She flinched when I moved slightly drawing her hand back as if burned. It took her a few seconds to plant both knees on the bed, kneeling. Esther was truly taken aback by Andre's chiseled physicality moving cautiously getting down on all fours, first flattening her palm on the mattress half leaning with the other hand light tracing a finger along his calve from his ankle just below his knee. He flinched again but she leaned across his body planting her hand on the opposite side of his abdomen looking back again.
From my point of view behind my auntie, I got the mother of all money shots that I intended to use for the trailer. Mz. Giggle's huge badonkadunk filled the camera perfectly framed capturing it in its entirety. It was this impossibly huge fleshy heart with ink black satiny material covering her juicy peach. Her orangish redbone skin tone was affecting my judgement, but I worked through the nagging erection begging me to impale the shit out of the buns. The roundness of her hips and thighs along with the deep cavernous gluteal cleft made my decision to go old school, a fateful one as I snapped some more pics.
She hovered over Andre looking over him like a lioness stalking her prey raising a hand right over the strip of material covering his crotch. Mz. Giggles didn't seem to know what to do with herself visibly conflicted between running her hand over his pecs of going for what she truly wanted. There was no doubt in my mind about her choice. She was his, at hello quite obviously. I was just there to film the result to make our collective bags. Her hand landed at his side again as she leaned in for a closer look at his face for a few fleeting seconds, then withdrew rearing back kneeling atop the back of her calves.
The comforter was snatched away with a magician's flair exposing his manhood.
"What-The-Fuck?" She whispered barely audible but caught on camera all the same.
In short, my Auntie Esther aka Mz. Giggles discovered the reason he was called Andre 13.5 in short order. She found herself looking at his third leg which covered his navel with enough to spare laying on his back. Her hand hovered above his endowment visibly trembling before she managed to steel her nerves.
"Oh shit." She whispered again running her pointer finger along the slowly thickening shaft then sticking it in her mouth with an audible slurp. It sounded like she was licking cake batter from a bowl or something.
Before I could even register that movement, his endowment was captured between thumb and forefinger pointed toward the ceiling as her big plush lips engulfed the oversized crown albeit briefly. Mz. Giggles drew back using the rest of her fingers sliding them up and down his thick uncircumcised shaft with these quick tugging motions as his full crown emerged from its fleshy hood. A lot of people, particularly Andre's online fans often floated the erroneous rumor that his member was enhanced or fake. My auntie was getting an up close and personal finding out the 13.5 was all too real and accurate.
Her movements became more labored with an added flick of the wrist getting his full length to unfurl with the reddish-purple spade shaped head of his cock on full display right under her hungry lips. Auntie was a big healthy woman from Missouri and her figure spoke to the lineage leaving her with dense ham fists, however feminine. I think it was the first time I'd ever caught Andre 13.5 on camera getting hard other than his recorded grooming by Ms. One. A third of his endowment was captured in her fist with the remaining two thirds spilling upward like some fleshy lance.
The upper half disappeared between those fat lips, enough to be a slightly above average cock on another man with way more extra left over. This time she was all in on Andre's business with hungry moans and wet syrupy slurps. I knew I picked the right disguise watching her slightly jowly cheeks invert with these sustained vacuum level soapy slurps. This got a long yawning whine out of Andre who still had his eyes shut tightly, probably due to my stern instruction beforehand. His shaft fattened even more sprouting a lattice of veins as her hand jacked and caressed him to nirvana.
Nature was truly taking its course right before my eyes as Mz. Giggles got progressively sloppier. Foamy drool was starting to run down his shaft getting intermingle with her stroking fist which was taking him from stem to stern with her grip becoming tighter by the minute. I started to drift into the small bedroom getting better coverage as she spread her thick legs wider apart, really getting into it. Andre's defined abs were undulating as his head rocked horizontally, feeling it in his bones.
"Aw." A single, very muted encouragement escaped the lips of my tragically stoic male talent.
It wasn't much, but way more than what was needed fueling Mz. Giggle's actions further as her hand slid further on the downward strokes with a bit of sexual flair open fingers cupping his oversized balls. It was an odd movement with the fingers closing back into a tight fist as she stroked towards her impassioned bobbing maw, slurps and moans getting even louder. More frothy saliva was running from those big, inflated lips of hers making her jacking fist a sticky mess.
"AW!" This second long bit of validation turned her fist into a blur of motion as he started to squirm and move his legs involuntarily.
I focused on Andre's face as it twisted into this ugly grimace while her head dipped and bobbed sucking like her life depended on it. I smirked remembering my aunt questioning his mental status when he didn't act as she expected. For all intents and purposes, she was looking to make an indelible impression on the apple of her eye. I didn't doubt for a minute that she might be able to hit his triggers, remembering his mental break under the repeated verbal and sexual drubbing from Ms. One a while ago. I knew what he was capable of doing, but Esther was putting on a clinic.
"UT! UT!! UH, MISS!! AW!! AW MISS!!" He sounded distressed as the slurps and stereo quality sucking filled the room. Mz. Giggle's hand was an absolute mess dripping with foamy saliva mixed with Andre's copious precum. I could tell he was getting close, so I started panning in with my camera.
"AH!! AH!! AW MISS, YOU!! AH!! I MA BUST!! I'M GONNA BUST!! AH!! BUST A NUT!!" It looked like she was trying to twist and unscrew his huge cock off as more drool covered her fist and his shaft.
"OH!! OH!! AW!! AW MISS I'M BUSTING!! I'M BUSTING!! AW!! MISS I'M CUMMING!!" Mz. Giggles kept it up stroking him hard from stem to stern adding repeated pops of her big lips as he began filling her gullet. His cock looked swollen to the max with the veins at the bursting point. I could hear my auntie gulping his copious seed. Some of it ran from the corners of her mouth soiling his saliva slickened pubes. She shifted over at his side using both hands with one stationary squeezing and massaging his wet balls.
His right leg was twitching and shivering out of control as Mz. Giggles collapsed on his left side in a resting buddha position adjacent to his hip still in possession of his oversized cock. Her hand was casually stroking his shaft making the skin even tighter. Something struck me odd as I noticed Andre's exposed head fully extended from its uncircumcised hood with some oily spunk leaking from it profusely. I trained the camera to her face which was still obscured from the bridge of the nose upward.
She truly was some lazing lioness playing with her food taking notice of me for the first time since she entered the room.
Her free hand dug nails into the plunging neckline exposing one breast, then the other letting both hang out resting on his right thigh before staring into the camera. Andre's chest was heaving, abs still undulating reacting to her feathery touch. Once both tits were fully out, she pushed it into her cleavage still looking at me, then the other shoe dropped.
Mz. Giggles opened her mouth a little drooling a literal stream of Andre's excessive jizz coating his member and her slowly jacking fist. She took things one step further slapping it in her cleavage getting visible splashes of watery cum. Some of it was running off her chin as she cradled his giant prick in her cleavage for a slow sensual tit fuck still looking into the camera. Andre's face was coated in glistening sweat.
His legs shot up, but she pushed down on his legs flattening them against the mattress as she rubbed some of the excess spunk on his balls rubbing and squeezing them. Andre's hips arched up off the bad into her grasp almost whacking her in the face with is left leg trying to accommodate her. Mz. Giggles damn near had this guy running in place on the mattress as she played with his monster cock alternately giving his balls a greasy looking and sounding massage. My auntie was enjoying the hell out of herself.
"AW SHIT THAT FEELS GOOD!! MUH!! MISS!! I WANNA!! I WANT!! WANNA EAT!! YOUR PUSSY!!" This was only the second time I'd ever seen Andre 13.5 break and lose his composure. Originally, Ms. One had the sole distinction after an afternoon of excessive grooming and repeated one sided tryst with her basically fucking him silly until he finally shattered. My auntie's skills were top notch.
It seemed like this is what she was waiting to hear as she confidently mounted his muscular chest and torso pushing her huge ass into Andre's face assuming a jockey's position. I couldn't wait to review the footage being captured from the camera mounted over the bed. His head was hidden from view by her butt as she spread her legs wide knees bent, soles framing his addled noggin.
"THAS FEEL SO GHUD!! UH!! UN-SHIT!! MISS!! SUCK IT MORE!! UT!! AW SHIT!!" The rest was muffled as she pushed down on his face subtly bucking her wide hips. From my vantage point, his endowment was resting deep in her cleavage with the tip hidden by her big puffy lips.
Mz. Giggles wrapped the lower half of his monstrous endowment with her breasts, nipples facing outward. Her meaty nubs were almost circular on either side of his straining erection. Her moans were loud and labored as she slurped and sucked on the exposed head of his manhood, a woman possessed. Her big tits slid up and down his shaft intensely while her fingers pinched and rolled her own nipples. The syrupy sounds were staggering enough alone giving me the bright idea to start the inevitable trailer off with a black screen and audio before the big reveal of her dominating Andre 13.5 orally.
In short order I realized Andre's own loud masculine sounding slurps were joining the fray as she started to react huffing and moaning before going into a series of lilting whines that nearly made my ears ring. Her huge butt was already rolling and bucking into his hidden face, eventually grinding down hard on it in intervals. Basically, Mz. Giggles was fucking his face while partially throating his cock. There was probably no way she could take the whole thing orally. That honor went solely to his former girlfriend, Shawnee Thompson aka Ms. WTF.
Mz. Giggles hands jointly slid down his elongated shaft until all her fingers were cupping, almost clawing into his sack leaving the crown of his cock exposed and wobbling. She started flicking her long cow tongue on the slit in its head, lapping at it intermittently sucking it playfully. It looked as if she were enjoying an ice cream cone lapping at it for a few minutes, then sucking as hard as she could manage until he screamed into her cunt, eating his last meal. Andre's moans and labored cries made it sound as if he were being tortured. On cue, Mz. Giggles slurped up the big bulbous head of her cock vacuum sucking with her jowly cheeks inverting more than before.
"AAAH!! AAAAH!! AW SHIT!! FUCK!! AHM, CUMMIN!! I'M CUMMIN AGAIN!!" Andre was screaming to the rafters with his normally baritone voice degenerating into a series of gurgling coughs as he humped up into her mouth going over the ledge.
This made for an arresting visual as his jizz exploded in her mouth while it was clamped down solely on the head of his cock audibly slurping that and nothing else. Her weight was the only thing holding Andre down to the mattress as he flopped wildly about, orgasming hard. Mz. Giggles held on for dear life popping and grinding on his face jacking his meat in both fists, moving opposite directions frenetically.
Her mouth opened; big lips pursed drooling a sustained stream of their intermingled juices coating his member evenly. Her hands were a sticking jacking mess of blurred motion encouraged onward by the man's blissful cries and muffled mewling. It was just plain nasty and just what the doctor ordered.
Mz. Giggles slid down his chiseled chest and six pack abs hovering over the head of his member but hesitated to look at me waiting for a cue. I took the opportunity to focus on the tip of his crown poking her slit. Andre was still whimpering and wiggling his feet as I gave her the nod.
"AW SHEET!!"
My auntie was unprepared for the complete and utter stuffing of her box with extra to spare. I barely registered Andre's simultaneous yelp of pleasure as she assumed a position akin to a gargoyle, both hands planted on his knees. She slowly reared up revealing more of his cock obscenely stretching her labia apart for the camera. Mz. Giggles nearly lost her disguise but got her bearings reaching up adjusting her floppy bucket hat keeping her eyes hidden from view.
It was Esther's moment of clarity, humorously. I barely stifled a chuckle, keeping the camera tight on their warring parts as she slid down with a few inches still exposed.
"OUCH!!" It was a moment too late as Andre's large mitt sized hands landed on her buttocks in dual open-handed slaps that sounded like a whip strike.
Before she realized it, he'd captured greedy handfuls of her thigh meat already bouncing her big ass on his cock like a trampoline. The atmosphere was immediately disrupted when she let out this gobble sound as her butt mashed and bopped, changing a variety of shapes from the impact. This brought back memories of Andre giving his mentor and drubbing for the ages after snapping mentally. Ms. One got the business then and now Mz. Giggles was getting that and then some.
Her head dipped low between his outstretched legs hidden under the large bucket hat as Andre ran drills in her pussy. The audio was off the charts making it sound as if someone were bouncing a wet basketball in the room right next to the camera. A stream of unintelligible gibberish was flowing from her gaped mouth in a drooly freestyle. At some point everything was being stuffed inside her snatch making me worry that she would be noticeably "resized" when my uncle exercised his "marital" currency.
Mz. Giggles reared up arching backwards with this deep curve in her lower back with a hand raised high in the air waving like a flag in the wind. Her other hand reached down trying to go for his equally oversized balls but failed as the bouncing reverse cowgirl got more frenetic. This turned out to be a bad idea when Andre captured her wrist in one of his big hands, almost yanking her down onto his body like a living mattress. I couldn't tell what was going on in the entanglement of flailing limbs and body parts for a moment. Her free hand was cupping the back of her head like she was a bronco buster.
"GOT YOU NOW MISS!!" Andre 13.5 shouted in this sexually deranged tone making her shriek.
Now with both of her wrists captured and drawn backward, Mz. Giggles was obliged to lie flat atop Andre fully lance with base of his cock and package hanging out of her box obscenely exposed to the camera. He was yanking down on her thick meaty arms while simultaneously arching up off the mattress driving his monstrous dick into her snatch with the force of a freight train. This resulted in her big thick cornfed legs hovering bent in the air splayed apart to the camera.
"OH SHEET!! OW GAWD!! GEEZUS H!! OW BOY!! YOU DOING DA MOST UP IN THERE!!! OH SHEET!!" I inched back knowing what was about to happen from experience. My wayward auntie was about to squirt, for lack of a better term. I'd already made her squirt earlier across the suite in the master bathroom. Now here I was watching her sitting and bouncing on what amounted to an oversized little league baseball bat, wilding out like never before. Andre didn't make things any better with his crazed laughter. This normally stoic brother sounded like a true brute in every sense of the word.
"YOU STIRRING IT UP SOMETHING FIERCE!! YOU IN MY GUTS BOY!! I'M GONNA!! I'M GONNA SPRAY!!" Mz. Giggles and her stud Andre 13.5 were making it hard for me to keep my composure. They looked incredible and at once hilarious together. My auntie was bouncing all over the place, finally going over when her head rocked backwards like it would fall from her shoulders. She started whooping, loud.
Three very visible explosions of moisture erupted out of her stuffed pot followed by a steady stream cascading down over Andre's business. This seemed to energize him further as his muscular arms wrapped around her abdomen with her breasts spilling over his folded forearms. The man was simply gutting her cunt to oblivion. Her mouth was open with that big cow tongue hanging out as I feared she might have passed out. The upper half of her face remained hidden under the wig and floppy bucket hat as I stood up, concerned.
"Andre, cut."
"Huh, oh okay." He stopped on a dime with his business still wedged inside her box.
"Hey, you good, ma'am?" She looked almost lifeless laying there on top of Andre.
She didn't respond.
"Esther?"
She wearily raised her trembling arm giving us a thumbs up making me sigh with relief, facepalming.
"Aw shit auntie." Her hand went to her muff lightly rubbing it, eventually finding his more than generous endowment protruding from her battered cunt like it had moved in there.
"Hey baby boy, do you mind unplugging your thang?"
"Sorry miss." Andre apologized gingerly rolling my auntie on her right side into a spooning position before pulling his dong out of her blasted out holiest of holies. His monster cock made an appearance between her thighs right below her mound. She encountered it again with a sigh and weary chuckle.
"You sure you good girl?" I asked again, filming her lying there on her side facing the camera.
Auntie Esther aka Mz. Giggles thumbed it again like some punch-drunk coed.
"So uhm, what's next?"
"Huh, what're are you talking about?"
"It's just a question."
"Fuck you want me to say; like, I'm going to Disneyland or something?" Esther was a bit surly post coitus.
I chortled, which turned out to be infectious, with Esther joining me moments later as Andre's hand appeared just under her armpit cupping a breast. His greedy hand took liberties squeezing and playing rolling the nipple until she reacted just as his cock started grinding between her thick thighs.
"What're you doing down there, boy?"
"Uhm, trying to cum."
"YOU DIDN'T CUM?!!" Esther's eyes bucked as his other hand appeared under her other breast squeezing and kneading it. Her lower half was moving with his labored thrusts fucking her thick thighs.
"Nuh, no miss; can I cum please?"
"Aw shit boy, you got me fucked up downstairs."
"Uh, can I rub it, just like this? It, feels really good miss; you don't uh, mind if I just do it like this, do you? I like feeling you all over and I'm uh, I'm sorry for doing it too hard. Girls have a hard time with my dick, but you made me feel so good when you sucked me. I just thought maybe you could do it like my old girlfriend, because you was sucking it so good and all. She used to do that all the time, then I'd fuck her like I fucked you. Sorry I'm so big, miss."



"OKAY!!...just, be careful with that thang, don't try to be slick boy."
"THANK YOU, MISS!!" Andre's thrusts ramped up as he bucked and popped his hips with his large hands clawing into her breasts pinching the nipples. I could hear audible evidence of his rampant lust in these wet claps against her buttocks. Despite her protestations, Esther found herself rocking backwards in time with each of his thrusts.
It wasn't lost on me that my auntie had him talking more than usual, way more expressive. Her head game broke the bank coming back to haunt her when she found herself sitting in what I'd decided to call the "Chair of Woe" going forward. They were really going at it working together as I got another idea ending the filming to walk across the suite to retrieve the oil from the master bedroom, before returning. Mz. Giggles was leaning into him at an angle in this deep spooning posture rubbing one out.
"Did you cum yet, Andre?"
"Uhm, nope but I'm finna do it real soon." He sounded close making me anxious.
"Hold on guys, don't cum yet Andre."
"YOU KIND OF LATE TO THE GAME, AIN'T YOU BOY?!" Auntie interjected in a husky tone as I brandished the bottle of oil.
"You're still on the clock; all I want you to do is lay on top of Andre face down still doing what you're doing now. I just want to film it differently, for the cheeks; do you mind, huh Mz. Giggles?"
Andre took the initiative rolling onto his back with her semi-limp figure. The bulbous head of his member nudged her slit prompting Auntie to clumsily turn face down into his chest probably out of fear that he would press the issue.
"Hey man, push your junk deep between the buns as high as you can go. I want you to mash them cakes around your prick with the top sticking up like a fucking flagpole.
Don't do shit until I give you the go ahead, bruh." Her legs were splayed apart with his throbbing prick bobbing right under the lower half of her huge, elongated buttocks. Both of them were obliged to switch leg positions with him spreading his legs wide apart, feet planted flat knees drawn up. Mz. Giggles did the opposite closing her thick legs tightly, one folded over the other faced down leaving his pick sticking straight up between the cheeks.
"This what you were looking for, boy?"
"Just about, almost there guys; check this out." I leaned over pouring a steady stream of the oil on Andre's thirteen point five inches of female fandom. Her inner thighs and parts of her lower buttocks were slathered in the stuff before I was done.
"Aw man, that feels..." Andre was feeling it already while Esther shot me a disparaging look when I chortled setting up the shot adjusting the camera over their head mounted on the headboard. Getting the opposite side of the shot handheld was a must.
"Better hold on Mz. Giggles."
"Aw shit." Esther grunted under her breath.
"ACTION!"
Andre's hands came slapping down on her cheeks in a dual clap that sounded like a thunderclap as he began bucking up shoving his prick into her thigh gap cushioned by her thighs and cheeks. He was like a fish taking to water using his mitts to mash her buns around the lower half of his endowment with more than enough to spare. I mused that a smaller woman would be able to sit on the exposed portion of his cock and fuck herself silly while he grinded one out with Mz. Giggles.
"AW SHIT, THIS FEELS...GOOD!! AW MISS, YOU GOT A NICE BOOTY!! IT'S SO SLIPPERY AND WET!!" Andre 13.5 was a fan.
"THEN GIVE ME SOME NUT!! CUM FOR ME BOY!! His bucking hips made her husky tone sound more labored as if she were running a marathon as I upped the ante pouring more oil into her deep crack.
"YES MISS!! I WILL!! AH!! AW SHIT!! MUH!! MUH!!" Andre bellowed mashing her semi-solid, almost gelatinous lower cheeks even tighter around his prick. Her labia was parted lengthwise by his labored thrusts making for an exciting visual composition of manic sexual frottage. His member was sprouting a thick lattice of veins signaling his incoming climax from the piston powered thrusts.
Mz. Giggles surprised me with a haunting series of moan which made me realize that his cock was grinding her prominent clit along with the entrance to her middle-aged taco. Her husky whimpers added to the atmosphere as she started to participate rolling her hips into his piston powered upward thrusts.
"OH BOY YOU MEDDLING ME SOMETHING FIERCE!! AW NOW!! YOU MESSING ME UP AGAIN!!" I couldn't help snickering at her thick southern accent barely stifling an outright belly laugh as Andre finally went over in grand fashion with a loud hoarse sounding grunt that caught me off guard.
"UN! UN! AW SHIT!! UN!! UN!! I'M NUTTING!! UN!! UN!! I'M NUTTING!! MUH!! MUH!! MOMMY!!" I was caught off guard by his screaming orgasm which sounded like he was being tortured with a hot poker. Geyser-like bursts of cum exploded from the head of his cock as he phonetically grunted out each powerful thrust up between the huge cheeks with strong ropes of jizz erupted from his oversized crown. I was nearly hit with some of his spunk which flecked on the camera lense as he thrust upward towards the ceiling pressing and mashing her cheeks around his pistoning endowment.
"THAS RIGHT BA-BEE CUM FOR YOUR MAMMA BOY!! GIVE ME DAT NUT!! WAX MAH CHEEKS FOR ME!!" Mz. Giggles southern accent and matronly tone poured out as she tightened her legs around his endowment at the root going one step further grinding and rolling her hips into his desperate thrusts, essentially fucking him back with just as much passion. She was wringing his cock out like a boss bitch.
"MAMMA!! MAMMA!! MAMMA!! UN!! UN!! AW SHIT!! AW SHIT!! I'M NUTTING MAMMA!! UN!!" Something just snapped inside Andre as he finally cresting arching as hard as he could between her thick, weathered thighs holding it at the height of that last upward arc with copious rivulets of cum running down his huge extended monster cock, until it was over. He flopped down on the sweat soaked mattress completely spent letting his arms flop at either side while she cooed and whispered sweet nothings into his ear. I inched closer getting an overhead visual of the aftermath of this coupling.
Mz. Giggles huge butt looked way bigger than it actually was in this prone position atop Andre 13.5. His spunk was splattered all over her big orangish redbone cheeks, prominent stretchmarks and all with most of it radiating from the center of her deep gluteal cleft outward looking like modern art. Some of his jizz was pooled in her lower back. It was a tiny puddle of gooey cum. I managed to catch a shot of her snatch glazed so much that I wondered if I should take her to get the morning after pill.
"You done real good, boy; you made mamma really happy with all this cum on my big ass; I might keep you after all this good loving you done put on me today. Yeah, you got a lot in your pocket, boy." She punctuated this statement with a big sloppy kiss on his lips and pecks to his roughhewn jawline.
Andre snored loudly.
He'd passed out, dead asleep.
"Cut." I mumbled chortling at her surprised expression as she reared up elbows on his pecs staring at his unconscious features. In moments, Andre was snoring loudly. The small bedroom was a mess and smelled like a stable.
"Aw shit." Esther commented wearily, turning her head in my direction snatching off the floppy bucket hat and wig exposing the stocking on her head. She looked punch drunk.
"Are you okay auntie?"
"Guess I am going to that there fucking Disneyland." We both ended up chuckling as she rolled off Andre's inert body onto the floor with a heavy thud.
She crawled into Andre's bathroom as I left the room for my editing bay on the table in the main part of the suite. There was no doubt the resulting scene would be fire, but I was already hamstrung due to the fact that Auntie Esther's sugar daddy wanted access to it first. Andre's snores reverberated through the presidential suite as I started editing together the blistering blowjob that started off the scene.
"I can't believe this, but I'm jealous." I chortled fifteen minutes later as she appeared walking across the suite back to the main bathroom which contained the second lingerie set and her clothing.
"You got me first, boy."
"So; I had to hold back so that your makeup wouldn't get messed up. I didn't get none of that bomb ass head you gave Andre." I replied faux pouting looking up at Esther wrapped in a towel from her armpits to the tops of her hips. Nothing was hidden from view with her body on full display with the towel little more than a curtain for her wares.
"Are you being greedy?"
"Yeah."
"Well, I was all into my uhm, character in there with that man; thought you'd like to see me being all sexy on camera. Heck, I'm surprised you didn't just join in if you all hot and bothered, boy."
"Business first, right?"
"I guess; that boy of yours really got up in my guts today. I ain't had it that good since right before I met your uncle. I'm gonna have to duck my husband for a few days, I'm so sore."
"Gee thanks." I went back to editing focused on the screen after she'd discounted our experience together. At the end of the day, Andre 13.5 was still walking around with a baseball bat in his pocket.
It took her a few moments to figure out the unintentional burn.
"AW NOW, COME ON BOY!" Auntie Esther went into "rug sweep" mode walking over, looking as if she were about to plant a kiss on my forehead.
"Don't." I raised a hand stopping her in her tracks a foot away.
"You know I didn't mean nothing about you; it's just, that you're different than Andre because..."
"A reality check every now and then never hurt anybody." I replied working intently.
"Well, I'm sorry."
"Don't worry about it; we're here solely out of coincidence anyway. If it weren't for some kids peeking into your bedroom window, Mz. Giggles wouldn't exist. Hey, it's a business arrangement first and foremost, right Auntie? Your sugar daddy in Dubai is probably gonna have somebody kidnap you after he watches...OH!! Hey, I wasn't trying to guilt...Ah shit, aw man Auntie."
She was on all fours blowing going right into the seasoned sloppy top. She was nude kneeling on the damp bath towel formerly wrapped around her zaftig figure.
"Just be quiet with all that crap talk coming out of your pie hole; let an old girl make it up to you. I put my foot in my mouth sometimes and forget that I gotta be fucking accountable too. Sides, we gotta use that other lingerie set you bought me real nice, and everything, boy."
Syrupy slurps filled the suite as she vacuumed her jowly cheeks bobbing her head in my lap with a machine-like proficiency. We both knew it was purely consolation, but I couldn't deny her skill and didn't want to, no matter what my ego was ruefully saying. Esther lurched forward horizontally taking me from stem to stern several times in succession before holding it there fully engulfing me whole until my head dipped backwards. She knelt upright between my thigh with two fingers wrapped around the base of my cock long stroking me. She leaned forward letting a stream of drool run from her mouth slathering my prick.
"Bet you like that now, don't you?" The rest of her fingers came into play jerking and tugging with a twist of the wrist until I went over in dramatic fashion.
"Damn auntie, you're so good."
"Oh, wanna get yourself a country girl now, don't you boy?" I laughed avoiding the question suddenly thinking of my sanctioned tryst with Charity Gilbert's mother out of the blue recently. The woman's own daughter called in that favor for reasons, still unknown. I saw parallels in Mrs. Angela Gilbert and Auntie Esther. Suddenly I was thinking of the odd purposely awkward head I got from Charity's mother.
"You're taken." Her eyes went wide as I found the right answer to the question.
I was immediately throated in time to blow several ropes deep into her stomach as she remained on all fours between my outspread thighs like a piece of furniture. Her big plush lips framed my girth.
"Aw, I think you're just feeling a lil bit jealous of your friend I put to sleep back there."
"Yup."
"Oh, you just admit it?"
I laughed tapping my semi-erect cock on her lips until she started sucking it wantonly rewarding me for making her the center of attention. There was no doubt Auntie Esther was always my uncle's trophy wife and I never would've known about their marital problems if we hadn't ended up together that fateful afternoon. She never made any bones about her feelings for him, even admitting the shady circumstances under which they met. Her recent sugar daddy overseas added to the story in that she was exposed. Auntie Esther, aka Ms. Giggles, could've left my uncle high and dry but didn't.
"Damn, you young men are so energetic; I'm used to putting it down and reading a book while your uncle snores. He ain't been touching me recently, probably saving himself for his side chick." She was rubbing my fattening length on her right tit tapping it in intervals.
"Why don't you talk about it?"
"I think leaving things the way they are, is probably for the best. Can't stand all that arguing and shit, and going through the courts is a pain in the ass. We're up in age boy, sometimes it's cheaper to keep her; ain't you never heard them say that about us women?"
"I ain't ever heard a woman say it about women."
"But you've always been looking at my ass, right?" She called me out playfully rubbing the underside of my cock between her breasts.
"I take the fifth."
"Oh, okay." Esther got up turning about planting her big butt in my lap as if giving me a lap dance, then looked over her shoulder.
Her huge ass bobbed on my business a few times before I slid inside her confines. After that, auntie let her weight do the rest planting herself fully on my crotch. I found her looking back at my face again with a chortle before wriggling her butt playfully. I reached around cupping the undersides of her breasts, flicking her thick nipples. She swatted my hands away standing up revealing my erection at full mast.
"This is work, right?" She playfully booped me on the bridge of my nose with her pointer finger.
"Aw shit." I scratched the back of my head as she slinked off to the main bathroom leaving me with a tragic case of blue balls.
My uncle met her during a time when she in-between jobs after running afoul of a higher up in her profession. It was a time when he'd recently been enriched by his late wife's insurance policy and was looking to stunt. The two were at similar points in their lives, so the stars supposedly aligned for the lovers with her initially moving in as a live-in sneaky link before graduating to full on trophy wife right around the time she had a dustup with a former ex-wife of his. All the times I'd visited with my dad, he always seemed to trot her out in front of everybody in a stilted dog and pony show. Yes, I burned holes in her big southern badonkadunk like many others in attendance, relative or not.
"Hey, stop daydreaming and come over here and help me with my bra." My Auntie Esther was leaning into the door frame almost striking a pose with the conical looking brassiere hanging from one hand.
"I think we've found your signature look going forward, auntie." I snapped some pics of her from my seat and continued as I joined her at the door. She'd taken the time to reapply her makeup and one of the new wigs.
"Oh, is that right boy?" She turned around arching her lower back pushing her butt into my still naked crotch. I had to hand Esther the camera to get the multiple hooks at the back of the brassiere attached properly, sneaking a feel afterwards. We both snickered like recovering alcoholics who'd fallen off the wagon after a bar crawl as she reached back squeezing my package.
I squeezed harder enjoying the feel of the conical cups covering her large matronly breasts.
"Ain't we working, huh?" She taunted.
"Aw, you know what to do auntie; get going and make sure your final stop is that big ass bed." My fattening tumescence was tapped on her left buttock like some drumstick on a snare drum. Esther rubbed it under her palm against that ass cheek as I recaptured my camera starting to film.
Mz. Giggles aka Auntie Esther embarked on a runway walk around the edges of the wall in front of the camera. She was truly feeling it completely submerged in the character we created together the first afternoon we'd shot together. I'd stumbled upon the perfect way to present an accidental star for my site in the aftermath of a karmic hookup that paid dividends.
I was planning these new series of "found footage" for her fans and enthusiasts of thick matures. She sauntered over to a desk near the large window planting her fingertips on it looking back at me seductively. The swapped out floppy bucket hat and wig were replaced with a new mod styled beehive number in red that matched her earthen dusky pallor.
A pair of large, oversized sunglasses from the Mod era added to the walking fiction that was my auntie. It completed the look as she faced away lightly shaking her hips getting this gelatinous jiggle that probably would've made the current champ, Rashida laugh at its inherent clumsiness. She didn't have to do much to make her buns clap, but there was no sound because of their softness due to age.
It was obvious she was waiting for me to come closer as she bent over the desk, palms flat on its oak surface in anticipation. I let the shot linger long enough to prompt Mz. Giggles to mutely twerk some more simply by rocking her slightly loose thighs which sent all kinds of incredible motion ripples across her huge cornfed backside. She kept it up while I mounted the camera on a tripod making sure it was lit properly. I reached inside the camera frame playing with it, squeezing and groping just generally being a proxy for the viewing audience.
"Ah think you might have to do something with that camera because you got me all turned up, boy." Mz. Giggles didn't react other than audible sighs and gasps until I parted her cheeks for the camera.
"You in need?"
"I'm in need boy; you gonna have to give me a few whacks with your pecker, or I'm gonna go back in that other bedroom and take mine from that fine young gentleman I already knocked out."
"You want to get fucked that bad, huh?"
"Don't play with me." She playfully warned as I dipped two middle fingers inside, starting to get her amped up tapping on her secret spot. Her reaction was instantaneous and I'm sure the camera picked up the soapy sounds emanating from her already battered cunt.
"Aw shit."
Her voice was slurred, audibly syrupy with a few light shrieks intermingled as I sank a pointer finger inside her backdoor. I began working both fingers in and out of her openings in dueling counter motions making the fortysomething sound even more distressed.
"Come on now, I need some attention! Ah, you are just so mannish with my fucking baby bucket and my backdoor. Give me some dick, I don't mind where you stick it in; just see to my needs, boy." Her voice cracked a little as she begged for sex. Her legs wobbled, knees almost knocking together as I digitally fucked and double penetrated her to distraction until she reared up on the tips of her toes.
"What do you need?" I was coy producing the body oil she'd used while preparing for the shoot.
"THIS!" Her hand captured my manhood right in the middle of my shaft already stroking outward away from my body.
I let auntie have her way with me as I slathered oil all over her buns rubbing and caressing, occasionally using slippery fingers deep inside to tease and tickle her special place. Everything was done in service to the camera as I got my perv on unabated and unfiltered. Mz. Giggles was creaming all over the place now bouncing lightly on the balls of her feet fucking my invading digits. I wanted to drag it out, squeezing her cheeks like oversized stress balls until they slipped through greasy fingers.



"Plug it up."
"Huh?"
"You heard what I said nigga; PLUG IT UP!!" Mz. Giggles lost her composure almost frothing at the mouth for some dick, and I didn't disappoint.
"TAKE IT BITCH!!" That first thrust hit with the power of a nuclear strike, so hard that a series of crescent shaped motion ripples flowed across her huge ass towards the small of her back. This guttural sound erupted from her core as her knees went out shaking profusely.
"OH GAWD BOY!! NOW!! NOW!! YOU DONE DID IT NOW!!" She shocked me by tightening up around the base of my cock as goosebumps sprouted up all over her back and ass cheeks.
Auntie Esther aka Mz. Giggles, was cumming...hard.
Her legs started flapping inward thighs mashing together like the clashing rocks, knees incessantly knocking as she went over.
I was still as if sitting in the eye of a tornado, greedy handfuls of her thighs between all ten of my fingers. Her hips were swiveling and throbbing as I held on waiting for her to settle down a bit. Her saddlebag hips became an issue with me losing my grip a few times when Mz. Giggles went into a twerking fit popping and bucking on my business for all she was worth just trying to work it out.
Just as she started to slow down a bit, I went into overdrive pounding a beach's worth of sand out of that big jiggling ass. It sounded like she was being flogged as I went hard in the paint bouncing off the buns like a trampoline. The camera mounted on my chest was capturing everything perfectly lined up in frame. Those loud, wet, hollow sounding claps were reverberating throughout the suite along with her distressed whimpering and throaty gasps.
Then I stopped on a dime slowly pulling backwards leaving her abused snatch facing the mounted camera. Mz. Giggles was shaking and shivering all overlooking as if she would topple over. Her fingers appeared in the prominent thigh gap jilling manically. It sounded as if she were talking gibberish while intermittently coughing and hiccupping. The combined efforts of Andre and myself were literally the chickens coming home to roost, sexually speaking.
"WHAT YOU DOING?!! PUT IT BACK IN THERE BOY!!!" Mz. Giggles shouted desperately, still shivering.
My palm appeared in frame pancake slapping the shit out of her right ass cheek stereo loud.
The unchecked wobble, jiggle, and motion ripples were off the charts.
"OW, BOY!!"
My palm returned several times in succession getting visible splashes of perspiration and juices until she reached back covering the reddened spot with her hand.
"OH GAWD, YOU LITTLE NIGGLET!!" I raised a brow half smirking at the unfamiliar southern slur.
My left hand gave her other huge buttock similar treatment, even rougher.
"YOU MUTHA-FUCKA!! AW!! YOU AIN'T POSED TO WHIP MY TAIL, BOY!!" I chortled evilly.
Then went balls deep with a second thrust with the force of a police battering ram.
She went up on the tips of her toes, legs parted taking every inch of my thrusting prick like a champ. Once again, Mz. Giggles started bouncing on the balls of her feet clapping that monster on my pelvis. My weekly runs and workouts left me with a wealth of stamina to spare for the thick mature with the coke bottle shape. Those upward motion ripples almost looked like an arrow pointing towards the back of her disguised noggin. I liked the rubbery look of things knowing my audience would as well.
"OH SHIT!! OW!! OW!! OH GAWD BOY!! NOW!! YOU MEDDLIN THE FUCK OUTTA ME!! TAKE IT OUT!!"
I pulled out on command prompting my Auntie Esther to rear up looking back at my face with a bit of spittle running off her bottom lip.
"Why'd you stop?"
Both of my hands landed on either side of her badonkadunk with this ear-splitting slap that got the biggest splash of sweat and juices that afternoon. The resultant rubbery jiggle seemed to last forever.
"Stop whupping me boy!"
"Stop calling me boy." My hand cupped her swollen puss using a thumb to caress her reddish slit. I went back to rubbing and playing with her wealth of cheeks. She sounded as if she'd been running football drills with her head resting on the desk in profile.
"Okay, sorry about that; you know, there ain't no doubting you a whole man these days." She offered gasping at the end of her endorsement.
"Are you tapping out, or are you gonna make me cum?"
The eye facing me in her profile rolled about staring up at my face widened.
"You didn't cum?"
"Blowjob?" She smiled weakly making me chuckle.
"Nope."
"Titties?"
"Nope."
"Uhm, handjob?"
I cocked my head to the side, folding my arms with a smirk, slowly shaking my head in the negative.
"Aw shit, aw dammit to hell. I really gotta stop messing around with you fucking young fellas; all of you is just chock full of cum and wanna go at it all damn day like motherfucking rabbits on steroids. It's probably my fault anyway for sucking on your thang letting you get that first nut all fired off and shit. I ain't as spry as I used to be; and you busting my hips up way too good. Now you mind that mannishness." I was laughing openly as she wearily got up kvetching, pushing past me walking to the edge of the large king-sized bed where she bent over it.
"Sure, whatever you say." I favored the bottle of oil looking at her with a raised brow. Her mouth dropped.
"Aw shit, fuck me." She faceplanted on the edge of the mattress reaching back parting her cheeks with both hands wanting to get it over with.
I opted for something a little different on camera climbing onto the mattress mounting her in a squat atop the mattress, hovering over the buns. Mz. Giggles got stuffed in the only hole left with impunity with me running bouncing squats directly into the forbidden door. She held on for as long as she could before finally letting the warring halves of those homegrown southern cakes clap on the entirety of my length. Mz. Giggles raised her hands on the bed letting her palms rest adjacent on either side of her head. It seemed as if all the fight had been knocked out of her wholesale as I went over.
"AH SHIT!! AH FUCK I'M CUMMING!!"My crotch was coming down right on the top of her buttocks creating this downward ripple effect across them for the camera. I was on all fours, palms planted on the outside of her biceps, feet framing her hips bouncing my business into her well lubed hole.
"COME ON!! COME ON HERE AND GIVE IT UP! MESS MY TAIL UP WITH YOUR NUT!! AW! AW SHIT NOW!!" It always sounded like she was complaining when we hooked up, but we both knew that was part of the package owing back to her youth in the eighties. The self-described "Plain Jane" admitted that her enormous stuffed backside was always the allure for people dealing with her, even my uncle.
"...it's here!" I whined feeling it in my inner thighs tightening up.
Three thick ropes of spunk hit right in Mz. Giggles cavernous rear cleavage followed by weaker bursts that sprinkled her shuddering cakes already wobbling out of control.
"AW YEAH!! GIVE-IT-TO-ME!! AW YEAH!!" Her euphoric moans were muffled by the bedding. She was faceplanted wriggling and squirming all over the place. I stood up over her visible from the waist thighs down facing the camera furiously jerking out some lazy ropes of oily jizz that over her soiled buttocks.
"You finished?" She asked after ten minutes, voice still muffled in the ruffled bedding.
"CUT!" I shouted glibly hopping down onto the floor detaching the mounted camera just leaving my Auntie Esther aka Mz. Giggles looking like she was waiting for someone to come and draw a chalk line around her faceplanted body.
"Whoa." I reviewed the footage looking at the final money shot glib and energized with the results.
The second gooey string hit deep between her warring cheeks improbably reappearing running over her reddened peach coating it in a thick milky film of jizz.
"Put that damn computer down and get me some bathwater ready; I'm blasted out. This uh, shoot is done. I'm done for a while, and I need to soak my lady parts. I think you're gonna have to carry me over and plunk me in that there tub."
The wig and sunglasses were on the carpet leaving her stocking covered head exposed.
"Yes ma'am!" I chortled at the sight of my auntie making a face down snow angel in the bedding.
Karma reared its ugly head in the struggle I experienced carrying my "blasted out" auntie into the main bathroom and the waiting tub. She seemed okay once she was planted in the soothing waters. I gathered up her things doing a brief cleanup of the suite later finding her knocked out in the shallow tub snoring loudly. She took a comedic swipe at me as I tried to right her in the tub eventually giving me a thumbs up before I was comfortable leaving her alone there.
"Huh?" I was walking back to the dining room area with my hands stuffed in pockets when I was distracted by some muffled talking. It was coming from the smaller bedroom where Andre had been left post coitus TKO courtesy of my Auntie Esther.
I pushed the door open peering inside.
"I HAVE CALLED YOU FIVE TIMES!! FIVE FUCKING TIMES!! THIS IS THE SHIT THAT PISSES ME OFF!! PISSES ME OFF ANDRE!! I DON'T WANT TO HEAR THAT YOU HAD YOUR RINGER OFF BECAUSE YOU ALREADY KNOW HOW THAT SITUATION GOES!! IF I CALL AND YOU DON'T FUCKING ANSWER, THAT'S THE SHIT THAT PISSES ME OFF!! ANDRE, WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU?!! SPEAK UP, I'M ALREADY MAD AS FUCK!!"
Andre was in the middle of the bed with the duvet wrapped around his shoulders. His eyes were as big as saucers staring at the bedside table where his android was plugged into a lamp socket.
"FACETIME ME RIGHT NOW, YOU IDIOT!!" This woman's voice sounded like some supremely angry preteen, but I knew better as Andre realized I was standing there.
My own android phone read a little after three, his original clock out time at work. It was likely she'd come to his place of employment looking to clean out his pockets. I noticed a paycheck sticking out of his pocket when I picked him up earlier.
"I'M GONNA WHUP YOUR ASS GOOD TONIGHT WITH THAT IRONING CORD IF YOU DON'T FACETIME ME RIGHT NOW!! RIGHT NOW, ANDRE!!" My brow furrowed as I looked at the horrified expression on his hapless face. The man was still in his birthday suit as I noticed him favoring the Nintendo Switch, I'd bought him.
There was no way this nasty ass little woman was going to let him keep it.
"ANDRE!! ANDRE!! I KNOW YOU CAN HEAR ME!! HIT ME UP WITH THAT FACETIME!! HEY NIGGA, I'M TALKING TO YOU!! ANDRE!!" I inched further into the room with a finger over my mouth, quieting him from answering his supposed wife.
I picked up the phone and clicked off hanging up in her face.
"HEY MAN!!" Andre almost leapt on me but remembered himself noticing his nudity.
"Trust me."
I kept my finger in front of my mouth confiscating his phone holding it like it was vermin between thumb and forefinger. He scrambled into his clothing as his android started ringing off the hook again, with a facetime request. I denied that request taking a seat in the dining room retrieving a charger cord which I connected to my laptop. Andre had no lock or other security protocols, so I was able to plant a select pic on his phone which I sent to his wife post haste.
"Ah need to answer that phone." Andre appeared wholly timid at the prospect of explaining himself to his wife.
"Andre."
"Yeah?"
"Trust me." His phone was ringing off the hook with no end in sight as I gingerly shoved it inside the darkness of my camera bag before answering the facetime request.
The room fell silent for a few moments, then she spoke up.
"Oh, so you're back in town, huh piggie? You think you're just gonna pick up where you left off with my nigga, right? OH, HE MUST BE LOVING THAT BIG FAT ASS OF YOURS, HUH?!! So what's up with the lights off shit; you shy all of a sudden...ANSWER ME SHAWNEE!! You ain't taking what's mine and Andre doesn't love you no more!! HEAR ME TALKING?!! SPEAK PIGGIE!! SPEAK!! Don't think you gonna be coming round here trying to toss me up, either! I got that conceal and carry now, bitch! FUCK YOU!!"
Andre looked as if his head would explode but kept quiet. I still had a finger over my lips.
"I ain't paying no taxes Shawnee; make sure he gets back home. We both know he dumb as a brick." She ended the call, but I left the android in my bag after switching it off.
"What happened?" He was flabbergasted, but I doubt he realized the insult delivered by his wife as she revealed what could have been a clandestine agreement between the rival women in his life.
"Check it out." I waved him over to my laptop to see what was sent to his wife.
Andre 13.5 found a pic of his former girlfriend I'd downloaded several months earlier. It was a photo of her sitting in the bed of a similar presidential suite striking a defiant pose. Several hundred-dollar bills were spread out in a fan shape while the other hand brandished a manicured middle finger.
It had been sent along with fifteen hundred dollars out of spite as a response to my single dollar donation via cashapp.
"Shawnee." A sliver of emotion ran across his face when he looked at the pic.
I didn't feel an ounce of guilt knowing he betrayed her first but resolved to do something about this new woman with her tiny hand in his pockets.
"What am I gonna do now?"
"Hang out with me for a few days bruh; I'm going to fix it, Andre."
"Fix it?"
"Make things equal."
"Are you trying to say you're gonna make her be nice to me?"
"Yeah; go get your stuff packed up. You can sleep at my house for a few days." I gave him a pat on the back glancing at Shawnee's picture on my laptop screen.
I closed the laptop.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Hello?"
"Hey cuz, long time no see."
"What are you up to, bruh?"
"Nothing, really."
"Who are you fucking with now?"
"Nobody uh, technically."
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
"I'm not fucking with nobody, technically."
"Man, what the fuck is that supposed to mean, technically?"
"...uhm."
"Spit it out, technically brother."
"Well technically, you're fucking with somebody; or will be."
"I'm gonna fuck you up, cuz."
"Calm down."
"So, what do you want, for real?"
"Uh, face to face, okay?"
"I'm gonna say no."
"Jaquan?"
"I don't wanna be involved in some shit, bruh."
"Face to face."
"No."
"I'm going for a run at the park; probably about nine in the am."
"I'm not coming, cuz."
"Maybe about nine thirty; I'm tired from yesterday, Jaquan. Shot a lot of content man; bruh, you should have seen the ass on the model I had yesterday. Lines up with Rashida something serious, redbone MILF."
There were a few moments of silence on the other end of the line.
"That's a bold claim."
"You see Rashida all the time, so you know what I'm talking about, marginally. This one was motherfucking cornfed and packed in the back, bruh. Our girl Thunda got that power and a patent on the curve, but Mz. Giggles packing it in with a long, floppy back porch."
"Mz. Giggles?"
"I didn't pick the name, but it applies."
There was another long pause on the line as I scratched the back of my head waiting for the obvious.
"How come I never seen her on your site?"
"Because you're cheap, nigga."
My auntie's clandestine occupation was hidden behind a paywall and priced high enough to run off any chintzy patrons of my site. I regularly patrolled various sites online hitting any leaked content over ten minutes with copyright claims but left brief clips untouched to build my brand. I was making a nice bit of coin which I socked away while maintaining a day job in planned anonymity. At first it was to keep my parents and relatives out of the loop but became a strategic point of survival in the real world, afterwards.
"We family, how come you don't give me no pass or something?" He reasoned, revealing his open nose.
"Bitch."
"Well, we folks, ain't we?"
"I'll think about it, at the park around nine thirty." I hung up in his face, then sat up in my bed stretching out cracking some bones with an early morning yawn before walking over to my editing setup. I'd been up into the night editing a thirst trap video for my Auntie Esther aka Mz. Giggles.
The teaser was less than a minute of my disembodied hands having their way with her big, elongated cheeks pinching, groping, and kneading them into an oily mess before a sharp jump cut saw me beating her back out POV with an excessive nasty money shot, in enhanced stereo no less.
I shot it to Jaquan before switching off my android.
"What the fuck is this shit?" I opened my bedroom door to find a mess in my kitchen. The counter was dripping almond milk off the edge. The floor was littered with cereal which crunched under my house shoes as I tightened my robe biting my lower lip.
"ANDRE, YOU GOT ME FUCKED UP!!"
"Sorry." His voice came down the hall in a whimper prompting a powerwalk to the living room where he'd been sequestered using the couch as a bed.
This proved to be equally devastating as I found a literal mess from the entrance to the room leading to the couch where my temporary charge was making camp engrossed in his Nintendo Switch. Overnight Andre appeared to have raided the fridge and cabinets numerous times resulting in wrappers, open containers and a large half eaten cake sized bowl of red berries Special K haphazardly placed on the edge of my jacked-up coffee table.
"Nuh-No bro!" I snatched the game from his hands, brow furrowed.
"I was gonna clean it up before you got up; I just wanted to get in a few games."
"CLEAN THIS SHIT UP, NOW!!" I stormed off not caring if I'd just passed some sort of universal parenting shit test from the most high as he started to slowly move.
Currently I was housing my male talent Andre 13.5 after his "wife" unexpectedly made an appearance at his job right after I'd sprung him from Hotdog on a Stick, for a shoot. To be honest I didn't know the dynamic of his relationship with the woman until I was obliged to ask before purchasing a game console for the man as payment for said shoot with my model, Mz. Giggles. To my horror, I discovered a man living in modern slavery. The fact that he wasn't allowed to have a pic of his old lady was telling enough and I suspected some sort of monkey branching in Andre's near future.
I felt responsible since I'd started him on his clandestine career in online porn by proxy through another talent, Ms. WTF. He'd been used from day one and his high school girlfriend had been a stop gap for other women looking to monopolize the guy because of his endowment. For a while, most of his friends and associates thought "the wife" was a fictional construct. Now, within the last twenty-four hours I'd discovered this woman was all too real and in dire need of having her wig split.
"HEY ANDRE!!" I screamed halfway down the corridor which made him come running with handfuls of trash.
"Yeah?"
"Do you know how to flush the toilet nigga?"
Suffice it to say I ended up arriving for my early morning run sometime after nine forty-five after "supervising" the cleaning up of my abode and Andre's subsequent wardrobe with some loaned basketball shorts and a white tank that looked stupid on his muscular frame. I was stuck with the noob until I completed a running plan to deliver justice to his mundane existence. Andre didn't care much at all, but showed flickers of genuine apprehension when his wife was mentioned in tandem with his return home.
In the end I tooled over to the park with the man in my backseat like human luggage. He didn't care just sitting back there playing his game giving me the sarcastic impression he might need a baby seat. This rampant internal burn caused me to check myself internally because everybody treated him like a living prop, and so did I when we interacted. The way I saw it was that I was giving something back to clear my karma after inadvertently setting him up to be knocked down like a bowling pin in the past.
I found Jaquan's car parked in the lot pulling up beside it finding the driver side window, partially down. Andre was sitting there in the backseat lost in his game, so I lowered the back windows a little bit before hopping out walking across the grass leading to the edge of the small hill peering down onto the track. I
"Oh, okay." I half smirked.
My cousin was presently engaged in the hard sell running beside some incredibly thick redbone with a head full of short blonde locs. Correction, he was chasing her as she jogged along at a decent clip having just cleared a right turn on the track moving in the opposite direction. This was a young, probably college aged woman lightly nodding her head in time with whatever he was saying as he did his best to keep up while running backwards. I chuckled glancing back at Andre still sitting there lost in his game. Out of nowhere she put a foot on the gas speeding off at a clip as I started to wonder if there was some sort of otherworldly portal to a dimension of ridiculously thick and packed women.
"Brutal." I got out my android in time to catch my cousin tragically topple over rolling head over heels wiping out on the track. His intended target was several feet away already turning a left about to come up running right by me as I sat on the hill.
"HI BOI!!" She greeted me cheerfully running by waving as Jaquan sat up visibly embarrassed. I instinctively followed her with my android getting a rewarding view of her backside. My jaw dropped at the sight of her warring cheeks looking like two pillows shoved into those shorts with a wealth of cheekage bulging out from the back. Her running motions were turning them into bikini bottoms.
Her face was sort of roundish reminding me of this actress named Michelle Hurd, maybe a younger almost teenaged version of that woman. I chalked it up to the short dyed blonde locs framing her smiling face in the brief glimpse I got as she ran by waving happily. Her hair was longer tied off into a frizzy ponytail in the back which was bobbing and waving in the air like a flag in the wind.
"Hey." I mumbled taken aback by her powerful bottom-heavy hourglass figure. Things seemed to slow down as she jogged by with her arms crossed over a prominent bust covered in this African print running crop top which matched the canary yellow shorts and Free Run Nikes on her feet.
It was too late as she rounded the corner of the track noticeably speeding by my cousin making it a point to hurdle over him without breaking stride. Jaquan sat there with his elbows resting on top of his knees looking over his shoulder at those monster sized cheeks. That fleeting glimpse proved to be enough for my lothario cousin who seemed to be starting off his day with a bit of a rough patch as he noticed me. I couldn't help laughing at him as his intended target ran by again.
"HEY NOW BOI!!" She shouted again as she sped by while my cousin was walking across the middle of the field which was encircled by the track.
"HEY!!" I waved back intentionally goofing and still laughing at Jaquan. It was obvious she had spoken to me as a dig at my cousin who'd probably been on her case trying to make a connection. I kept filming as he reached the edge of the small hill, starting to walk up to meet me.
"Having fun, nigga?"
"Yeah." I burst into uproarious laughter, then flinched when it looked like he would take advantage of the situation and stomp on me where I sat.
"Why're you jumping? I should lump you up for having me down at the park out here trifling."
"Need I remind you that you were the one who suggested I work on my fitness."
"I was talking about getting in the gym and hitting those weights; what're you gonna do out here that's gonna get some real results, huh?"
"Ask Rashida."
"Ha, ha very funny motherfucker; why ain't got her out here running around some stupid track with your dumb ass, bruh?!" Getting rejected and embarrassed outright hit a broadside blow to his fragile ego. Laughing at his epic strike out probably didn't help matters, either.
"Because she doesn't have a twelve-inch penis."
"EXCUSE ME!" I was looking around his legs from the knees down at the pure specimen jogging down the track about to hit another left turn in our direction. Her cheeks were just that real as I angled my android trying to get more footage. Jaquan purposely got in the way, forcing me to look up at his face.
"The devils in the details, my nigga; you know you can trust me."
"You better tell me what's going on negro or I'm leaving you on your own."
"I would advise against that."
"Oh yeah?"
"Trust me cuz." I smiled making him fume leaning to the side as the woman ran by smiling at both of us with both arms crossed in front of her chest.
"LOOK PON DI GYAL POMPASETTING BOIS!!" Her accent was unmistakably Caribbean, at least in some regard as she hit that right flashing her thick, meaty yams obviously showing out for us.
"Tease." Jaquan hissed under his breath perpetually butthurt.
"Relax Jaquan; even superman has an off day every now and then." I offered a hand wanting him to help me up, but he slapped it instead. I rubbed the sting away as the girl jogged at a clip still looking at both of us chuckling.
I shrugged and waved at her getting one in turn along with a beaming smile. This didn't sit well with Jaquan who shot me a jealous look.
"Chill out bruh." I offered my hand again this time getting snatched up from the grass roughly. It felt like he was trying to yank my arm out of the socket. Ever the overgrown petulant child, Jaquan bodied me from looking at the girl further.
"Man, why you got me down here this morning?!"
"It's a little, complicated."
"Wanna roll down this fucking hill and land on your dumb head?"
"I'll tell Little Daisy." I wagged a finger in his face invoking his toddler aged daughter which made the man scoff and slump his shoulders momentarily.
"Shut your ass up and tell me what it is, cuz!"
"Jaquan, you have a rare opportunity to help an underprivileged child by granting a single wish that will undoubtedly change his life for the better, forever."
"Hill it is, then." Before I could react, He'd snatched me up over his broad shoulders like a Frankenstein monster threatening to fling me down the short hill. At the other end of the track, that woman was standing at the edge of the curve watching with hands over her mouth, horrified. My sudden girlish sounding shriek didn't help matters, either.
"Alright man, there will be consequences to this shit." I underlined my statement by reaching down into his field of vision gesturing towards the current unobtainable apple of his eye.
He let me down not wanting to look like a bully in front of a woman he coveted despite the rejection.
"Now Jaquan, you really need to get a handle on...URK!!" I was captured in a headlock almost choked out as he dragged me backward off the hill back towards the cars parked nearby. There was no way I was getting out of things until he released me which came a few moments later when he groaned shoving me so hard, I nearly crashed sideways into the asphalt.
"WHAT IS HE DOING HERE?!" Jaquan bellowed.
"Relax, this is your make a wish kid, bruh." I offered with a chortle righting myself between my modest vehicle and his sports car.
"Nah, I'm out!" He started fishing about in his pockets for his car keys, but I got between him and the driver's side door.
"Look Jaquan I 'm trying to help Andre out with a problem, and I need your help just for a fucking minute man; I ain't trying to get you involved in shit, bruh. What, you ain't down with this motherfucker now, huh Jaquan? You didn't seem to mind when the two of you were busting up rooms full of bitches, did you? I'm trying to help this guy out and you should wanna help this nigga out too; somebody got their hand up his goddamn ass!"
"What that got to do with me, huh?" He replied ruefully standing right in front of me as if we were about to knuckle up.
"Jaquan."
"No man, what this shit gotta do with me, huh cuz?" He towered over me completely ripped with muscle appearing ready to plant one on my chin, but I stated the obvious right out the box.
"Man, I need your dick."
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!" His hands were around my throat in a second threatening to throttle the life out of me or pop my head off like a Pez dispenser.
We were interrupted by laughter which killed the intense moment as both of us looked around finding the woman standing at the opposite side of my car between the trunk and the back seat window. The incredulous look on her face was telling.
"OH, ME NOT KNOWING YOU TWO WERE BATI BOYS!!" She was already laughing hard as Jaquan glanced at his hands around my neck letting go as if they were burned by an open flame. I was unbothered caring about nothing but the mission at hand.
"What?" His brow furrowed as I nudged him with my elbow getting his attention for the explanation.
"I think she's calling us gay."
"HUH?!! HEY UHM, I AIN'T GAY!! I UH, MEAN I AIN'T AGAINST PEOPLE'S RIGHTS, BUT I LIKE GIRLS!!" He was panicking while I made a suspect expression pursing my lips while reaching up behind him making rabbit ears behind his head with two fingers.
"That nice to know big boi; I'm not no girl, I be a woman all over; can't you see what's right in your face?" She gestured towards herself; arms outstretched while I made more suspect expressions as she laughed. Jaquan noticed rewarding me with a smack to the back of the head.
"OW!! Uhm, we're just messing around ma'am." I explained parrying more attempts at slaps to the back of my head.
"Nice to know baby boi; there be a motel down the way if you two are in need." She motioned towards the street, pointing north as Jaquan burst.
"Shit. Shit. SHIT!! He stomped off, shoulders stiff making both of us laugh at the childish tantrum disappearing from view down the small hill. I was left there with her and Andre to greet her offering a hand which she ignored as she identified herself.
"Me name Babbette."
"Nice to meet you, Babbette." I offered my hand again, which was ignored as she glanced into the backseat at Andre, then rapped on the window getting his attention.
"Uh hello, my name is Andre, but they call me Andre 13.5 because of my dick." He offered as her eyes widened. Babbette made the Macaulay Culkin expression from those Home alone movies.
I facepalmed as Andre innocuously smiled at Babbette.
"Oh, you're tetched in the head, special; aren't you?" She thankfully picked up on his mental state right off the bat.
"My dick..."
"Yeah, me heard that boi and I think you should maybe keep it to yourself, or I be taking it, serious son. You don't want me sticking me fist in this window and dotting your eye." Her accent was damn near indecipherable.
"Sorry, I thought you was gonna..."
"ANDRE!" I shouted before he could stick his foot in his mouth up to the knee.
"Stop thinking before your head explodes; I think you should let your father do all your thinking boi." I was impressed with her wit, cracking a half smile.
"Very funny miss; did you think I was in danger; Jaquan's my cousin, by the way."
"I don't care what two bati boys do to amuse themselves; me saw you filming me bum-bum. That, is not allowed and you'll be deleting that video, boi."
"I'll do you one better Babbette; you can delete it personally." I walked around the opposite side of my trunk getting a good look at her figure unimpeded.
Up close and personal, Babbette was a revelation and wealth of voluptuous eye candy, manifest. Her hourglass figure was packed acutely top and bottom. That lower half was accentuated with some ridiculously dense hips on a pair of shapely legs, the pure definition of ass so big, you can see it from the front. Her bust looked natural under the fitted gym top sloping beautifully getting progressively fuller at the bottom over a well-defined exposed abdomen and bikini belly button. I was close to drooling openly when she bent sideways at the waist into my immediate field of vision with a sarcastic smile.
"Hey boi, I think you're out of pocket, but medium cute; don't be messing up that first impression by checking me out without permission, son. I'll be having that phone now." Babbette had my trusty android in hand before I realized it turning profile which gave me an intended side view of the monster I'd been filming as it pushed into my trunk sort of conforming to its shape.
It looked pillow soft which sent jolts to my crotch like rampant lightning. She glanced at me with an expectant look on her somewhat authoritative face, then used a pointer finger to turn my gaze away towards Jaquan's sports car. I went with the flow leaning against the trunk next to her in order to see what would happen naturally with no duplicity on my part.
"You don't lock your phone?"
"Why would I Babbette?" I rolled my shoulders and neck getting an audible crack that she noticed peripherally.
"Your lady will be rummaging through it when you're sleeping." Her tone was whimsical, yet explorative.
"I'm single."
"That be why you watching me so hard, son?"
"Are you kidding; who wouldn't watch you uh, hard Babbette?" She chuckled already running through my android.
"Got a lot of girls in your phone here; me be thinking you a player." I smiled to myself at the beginnings of an attempted interrogation about my personal life. I wasn't that easy considering my sexual pedigree at this time in my life.
"I'm just regular."



"Ya' mon, right boi. You be a righteous snake in my garden, if I let you, huh?"
"I thought I was a bati boy?"
"Slick too."
"You know Babbette, it's perfectly okay if you put your number in there."
"Me be thinking you are Rudeboi, undercover."
"You know, there's a perfectly good way to find out Babbette." She laughed openly, turning to face my profile against the trunk of my car. I was surprised when she used her pointer finger, pressing it in the middle of my sternum.
"You are chill, comfortable even; definitely Rudeboi. Hey mon, me likes you, but me thinks you'll be sorely disappointed if we walk together. Me be driving all the bois crazy when them panties don't fall."
"That's special." I replied without a hint of malice which made her laugh some more and turn towards my profile in full.
"Forked tongue; me speaking the absolute truth. Hey rudeboi, you want them blue balls?"
"No, that doesn't happen to me."
"So you telling me, you be a cheater."
"I'm single baby."
"What if me make you, not single?" Babbette surprised me by leaning into my body in profile with her face inches from mine.
"How're you going to do that?"
She leaned in close enough to kiss but chuckled instead cupping a hand over her mouth.
"Exactly." I commented wistfully without malice about the obvious tease.
Babbette sauntered in front of me in profile giving me a look at her profile and the absolute shelf she was rocking in the back, then turned her back facing me. She glanced over her shoulder fluttering her eyes as I noticed their hazel color. It gave her face an otherworldly quality that I couldn't put my finger on in the moment. My gaze drifted looking directly at her exotic badonkadunk which matched my perennial online starlet "Thunda" in size, but skewed more towards Zoya Berhan and a certain baby mamma in its acute heart shape while finally being so densely packed that that its undercuff overlapped the tops of her thick thighs. That small waist looked natural matched with a butt some would think fake.
"You be thinking it over, real serious now, huh boi?"
"I take the fifth."
"Yuh wa dis yuh nuh boy?" Her accent drifted in and out, becoming thick and confusing at times.
"Hey, are you uh, Jamaican?"
Babbette suddenly bent over shoving the whole of that monster butt into my crotch with enough force to make my car shake a little. It lasted a second or two as she recovered, turning about looking me in the face as she pushed the tip of her pointer finger into the center of my sternum. She found my ramped-up heartbeat with a self-satisfied smirk that should've pissed me off.
"Me ask you if you whulla dis ass. Mi kno yuh fraid of mi bady suh nuh lie tuh mi baby." I figured out her accent got thicker in tandem with her heightened emotion as I looked her up and down starting from the skintight material covering her muff up to her luscious full breasts and finally her intense looking, yet relaxed features. I found myself looking deep into her eyes as she waited for an answer. I found it almost impossible to look away.
Luckily, we were interrupted by the loud intrusive honking of a car horn as a burgundy Jeep Grand Cherokee appeared out of nowhere skidding to a halt right in front of us. Strains of Saturday Love by Cherelle filled the air along with a strong whiff of weed as I got a look at the driver while Babbette bounced away from me with this mischievous look on her face. It felt like we were caught necking or something as she confirmed my suspicions on the spot.
"Oh shit dat a mi mada." Babbette covered her mouth with a chortling hand, then blew me a kiss before walking around the back of the Cherokee taking the long way around.
I was left with a good look at her mother who quite honestly and equally tragically, looked like the long-lost sister of Morgan Freeman or something. Her weathered features and deep soulful eyes had a story to tell beside the nasty mean mug that was daring me to do anything out of pocket. Babbette opened the passenger side door hopping into the car breaking the test of wills between us for a second before she glared at me again.
"Ma'am." I tipped an imaginary cowboy hat acknowledging her verbally feeling the fiery burn of her pupils like dual lasers on my face.
She responded with a plain middle finger stuck out the window unmistakably in my direction, then peeled out like she was on the lamb. There was another audible screech of the tires as she sped off.
"Nice to meet you too, Babette's mom."
I glanced back, finding Andre peering out the back window of my modest Honda Civic amazed at the nonverbal confrontation between us.
"Andre, you good bruh?"
"That lady was mean as fuck; She didn't have to put up her middle finger like that. We didn't fuck her friend." I raised an eyebrow with a half smirk starting to read on my features as well.
"That was her daughter Andre."
"Oh, uh she didn't want us to fuck Babbette?"
"Fuck no man; and what made you tell her about your dick anyway?"
"I thought you were bringing me to a shoot; ain't that why I'm here? Yesterday you made me fuck that nice lady after you got me off work early. I thought Babbette was the next one I was supposed to fuck."
"I didn't make you fuck nobody, nigga. I hired you to be a part of my shoot; that's why you've got that motherfucking Nintendo switch, Andre. You're gonna get paid some more money as soon as I can make sure it goes to you, and nobody else, bruh."
"Thank you for the switch, but my wife takes care of all the money stuff because 'm dumb. She always makes sure I put food on the table and uh, buy clothes and stuff for the kids. Heck, I'd just waste my check on stupid stuff, like this switch. I know you pay me good and I'm grateful because I get to bring something to the table...and sometimes she gives me a few dollars left over from when she buys my bus pass."
I chaffed inside feeling it deep in my bones.
"Andre, does she ever try to uh, teach you how to spend money?"
"Didn't you hear what I said? I'm a numb head; at least that's what she calls me when she gets mad. It's okay because she uses my check to take care of the family."
"Uhm, sure man; you like that switch, right?"
"Yeah, thanks a lot but I can't keep it at home; she will take it and donate it to our church. Sorry, but I guess I'm bad because it's really not for my son; I wanted to uh, play with it for a while before I have to give it up."
My teeth were chattering with barely checked rage as I facepalmed leaning against the trunk of my car.
"Hey Andre; do you trust me, man?"
"Yeah."
"Okay, I'm going to fix it so that you can have that switch, and maybe I'll buy you a PlayStation too."
"I don't know about that; Dayna says that's a waste of money and ain't good for the brain."
"She has a computer, right?"
"That's a real computer for smart people, not dummies."
"OKAY ANDRE!" I facepalmed again.
"Sorry."
"It's cool, just hangout while I talk to Jaquan."
I didn't wait to hear whether there was any sort of reply from my juvenile minded charge walking off briskly over the small hill down to the track. Off in the distance I could see Jaquan at one of the courts engaged in a pickup game of basketball with some other guys. Andre was so completely tired and dragged out by our mutual experience that he'd willingly given up everything to his wife who was following the company line of exploiting him to the letter.
I'd perused some of the shitty content put out with no care or consideration for the man's identity which was regularly questioned at his humiliating day job. If it weren't for his manager's obvious infatuation with the man, he would've doubtless been fired long ago. Most of Andre's coerced content consisted of Dayna milking his endowment on condition of being tipped an exorbitant amount which was destined for her purse. In-between these sessions and getting him to do it himself, she'd even made him get up and turn his butt to the cam "coughing" for the paying customers.
Through it all the expression on his face remained the same with occasional flashes of emotion. He would always chuckle and put his fist in front of his mouth when something was asked of him that he didn't agree with. Ironically his landmark video online was the very first in which he was sexually coerced by Renee Kelly aka Ms. One. It was still immensely popular, even in its new home on my website where views in the five digits and rising put it on legendary status. The comments section remained lively and active.
It was a criminally brilliant point of view narrative (Gonzo Styled) episode that cast Andre in what would normally be a woman's role in these documentary styled porn shoots. Renee was the disembodied voice with obvious salacious intent working the hard sell on this man for the projected female audience. She expertly talked around his discomfort with the camera, eventually coercing him out of his clothing in what amounted to a disturbing gender swap as she basically exploited him. Her own appearance on camera is what drove the views through the roof, nearly breaking the net before "Ms. One" became a thing. It was an extremely attractive woman sexually mauling a man most sisters would die for.
Now he was known as Andre 13.5, or the equally egregious moniker of King Ding-A-Ling hung about his neck like an albatross. That latter millstone weighed heavily about his broad shoulders. I was tipped off when I gifted him a Nintendo Switch watching his reaction which was akin to a kid on Christmas morning. I felt responsible after shooting the first footage of him with his then girlfriend, Shawnee Thompson. I chaffed at thoughts of those early days, but realized I was pretty much an innocent noob as well. My own talents were fostered and eventually used against me.
I snapped to form out of necessity after my own "happy retirement" was disturbed by a fully formed "Ms. One" now interested because I was honestly moving on with my life. Thinking about that inaugural shoot was cathartic to say the least. Renee Kelly was reeling from the latest infidelity from my cousin Jaquan, fresh off an animalistic rutting of a would-be girlfriend, Yoli. I'd walked in on them going at it with no fucks given. Sometimes when I looked at his face, I could still see it just as it happened. It was a mind movie that reminded me of humbler beginnings. It kept me honest, but it splintered Renee.
Ms. One was born of that rage and her own all-encompassing ego. She'd softened up quite a bit during our initial time together, but Jaquan smashed that aspect of her to hell for all time to come. Andre was collateral damage, a fucking sacrifice along with Renee's more friendly jovial side as she enacted a version of "Order 66" designed as a nuclear escape from a life she now hated. My actions subsequently dismantled her nefarious plan to use a hapless simp to that end by "passing" as an Asian woman, with no kids. I thought the cute little moppet who'd be left behind to spy on her father for a shitty mother.
Jaquan's daughter, little Daisy Kelly.
"NO!" Jaquan shouted as he made a layup running up and down the court with some other guys. I watched him for a few minutes outclassing the other men on the outside basketball court. He'd been a star basketball player in high school which led to his initial meeting with infamous Baby Mamma #2.
"So, you're gonna let a brother get fucked over; is that what you're telling me?"
"He ain't my brother!"
"I beg to differ; I ain't gonna lie Jaquan, I want something from you, and I'm determined to get it. We're either going to do this the hard way or we're still gonna do it the hard way, nigga." One of the men shot me a weird look as we locked eyes momentarily while he ran up the court chasing my cousin who finessed everyone else with a sharp pullup shot that went all net.
"Gone with that shit, cuz!" I got my android out filming his blistering street play.
"What about Andre?"
"FUCK THAT NOISE!!" I kept filming as he snatched the basketball from a portly thirtysomething making a three-point shot with no wasted motion.
"Still mad about that Jamaican redbone?" He stopped for an instant paying for it as the ball was swiped for an easy layup by some lanky kid good enough to play with the adults.
"That girl was Jamaican?"
"Babbette."
"That's her name? Hey, wait a minute, did you get her number behind my back? Are you going behind my back again, cuz?! That's messed up bruh, you know I was on that first, now you're on that shit again and knowing you, man you probably fucked her already, didn't you?!"
I didn't say a word, just raising a brow as a few guys noticed within earshot.
"You fuck her?" He looked crazed just standing there oblivious to me filming. The game continued back and forth while he stood there waiting with his hands on his hips.
"What do you think, cuz?" I mimicked his tone admitting nothing as Jaquan facepalmed.
"Damn bruh, what's up with you?"
"Are you going to help me or not, Jaquan?"
"Fuck you man." The basketball shot towards his head as Jaquan caught and immediately knocked down a three pointer with little more than muscle memory.
"Alright fine, I'm going over to a hotel to fuck this redbone with my nigga Andre; you do you bruh. Have a nice day, bitch."
I'd already started walking away when the basketball came flying in my direction. It was aimed at my head, but I caught it going into a pump fake, but ended up sarcastically rolling the ball instead. It bumped the tips of Jaquan's sneakers. He glanced over his shoulder at the middle-aged perpetrator who simply shrugged.
"That's my cousin, man."
"Uhm, you playing ball or not?" His innocuous tone was offensive, but I didn't wait to see how Jaquan answered walking off back to my parked car and Andre.
"HEY CUZ, YOU LEAVING ME BEHIND?!!" I wasn't surprised when he ran after me predictably grabbing me in a headlock, nose wide open. I knew enough to go with the flow walking beside my much taller cousin who looked like Kevin Garnett's stunt double. There was no doubt to anyone in the know that Jaquan's kryptonite was pussy.
"You gonna play ball?"
"Shut up fool!" I doubt he realized he'd played right into my hands on a number of different levels. I was tapping away on my android while we strolled up the small hill to the parking lot and our respective vehicles.
We proceeded out to the hotel in what amounted to a two-vehicle tailgate party with Jaquan dangerously on my bumper for the entirety of the twenty-five minute trip. His thirst was palpable even from another vehicle away. These days he was a little more secretive about his dating activities after I'd been with one of his side chicks and particularly infamous baby mamma number two. It was clear as day she'd initiated the tryst to stick to him for dogging her and to me for having the balls to openly say it to her face. Things snowballed after that with me picking up an African side chick as well leaving me in my current state.
That version of me would never exist again.
Sometimes I wondered what would've happened if I never shouted after Renee as she was leaving his home. Jaquan being a father of the year candidate, ghosted his daughter for an afternoon of sex with an African side chick named Akemi. Renee appeared at his front door with her own key chain letting herself into the house to emotionally terrorize and interrogate me until I called her out on her shitty behavior. Not used to being challenged, Renee seduced and took me under her wing.
The rest was my shitty lucrative history.
Today was no different as I pulled into the parking garage adjacent to the connected entrance to the hotel, I'd been using a day prior. The aftermath of my previous ordeal left me with an inherently strategic nature hence my online moniker, The Educated Simp.
"Hey, why are you pushing on my door; change your mind or something?" He looked apprehensive when I approached the driver's side of his sports car motioning for him to lower the window.
"Hold that thought, bruh." I'd already sent Andre ahead popping my trunk as Jaquan pulled in directly behind me as if he were blockading my modest ride. I walked to the trunk retrieving my camera bag unzipping it as I approached.
"Aw come on man; you really gonna try to put that honey on your site, huh cuz?"
"You don't know what you're talking about." I raised a brow pulling a new toy I'd ordered online from my camera bag.
"What's that shit?"
"Dashboard cam nigga, got it real cheap; I need a shot with your car, alright."
"Man, you're gonna run her off."
"Like you ran off, bruh." Jaquan cupped a hand over his mouth silencing himself as he glared at me with his eyes hidden behind some shades.
"This shit is going to blow up in your face." He advised sounding worried as I made the quick install before getting into the sports car shotgun.
"So, you're not going to fuck her?" I challenged making him facepalm and rub some perspiration off his brow.
"I'm just saying that everything ain't gotta be about your fucking bag; you been working nonstop for a minute now, cuz. Maybe you need to chill because the lines are starting to blur. Everybody you meet ain't no porn star."
"I like it that way."
"Come on man."
"Drive."
He looked at me for a few seconds then pulled out driving around to the ramp leading down to the first level of the parking garage, giving me the footage, I wanted before pulling into valet parking. I knew what I was doing having slipped into my chest mounted camera with a windbreaker covering it. There was a covert opening in the front of it zipped up allowing the lense to film unimpeded as we walked into the lobby. Jaquan didn't know where we were going, so he was obliged to let me take the lead as I produced a card using it to access the elevator.
"Hey man, I don't think this is a good idea." Jaquan revisited the conversation.
"Say man, did you enjoy banging Rashida's friend Delia?"
"Why are you bringing that shit up?"
"Just a question."
"What're you trying to say?"
"It was just a question."
"Nah cuz, you trying to be slick; I know you man, and you always got something up your sleeve."
"Okay, if that's true; why would I bring that shit up, now?"
"HOW SHOULD I KNOW?!" Jaquan was obviously agitated, over thinking matters.
"Did you enjoy it?"
"I did too; she had one hell of a big, loose floppy ass. That weight loss surgery did wonders for the girl and Rashida put in work on her look, too. Delia took a red eye flight out here just to get it in with me, bruh. I wasn't even gonna make a movie with her, but that fat ass was just too much."
"Oh, so you think you're the shit? Think you got it like that, right?" The elevator doors opened with a chime as I gave him a half smirk.
"She was married and cheating on her husband."
"So what?"
"You don't think that was fucked up?"
"Man, you fucked her too." He replied ruefully.
"Yeah I did, but I didn't know beforehand, or I would've kicked her to the curb. It was already too late, and I couldn't get it back and wasn't satisfied, so I figured...might as well get something out of it and shoot a movie, bruh.
"Ask where the movie is, Jaquan."
"Where is it?"
"In my archives and backed up on a few cloud accounts; now ask me why it's there?"
"Why is it there?"
"Because it's insurance that a motherfucker who gets up at the crack of dawn six days a week to work a ten-hour day in a dead-end job before coming back to a house full of kids to cook, help them with their homework before putting them to bed while his wife hits the gym and gives him nothing...gets his, Jaquan. You see, this brother was good enough to make babies with and live together when she was fat and sloppy, but once she got her new body, he all of a sudden wasn't qualified to slip her the pene."



"I don't understand."
"Of course you don't nigga; you'd never been in that position before Renee took you there when she fucked me, remember? Bruh, I was there in her bedroom when she let you in with one hand on the doorknob and the other on a Glock. Man, I heard you in there with her, Jaquan. I know, brother."
"Don't bring that shit up." He looked as if he would sucker punch me if I kept talking.
"Karma, is a motherfucker."
"I'm serious." He warned.
"I know how you feel Jaquan; I got that shit paid back in full when I caught you destroying Yoli on your mattress, nigga. Hey man, still hurts when I think about it, but I never forgot what it taught me, and Renee made sure of that. She flipped the script on me by framing me with my woman Vickie; made it look like I'd cheated on her with Rashida, Shawnee and God knows who else because she thought I rejected her."
"What?" Jaquan turned into my chest brow furrowed; shoulders stiff.
"Vickie lured me to that park we were at this morning and ambushed me with a devasting sucker punch. Smashed up my nose and almost took my head off after Renee sent her a little video; then your fucking baby mamma gave me the business and folded you into the ranks."
"So, why're you telling me this right now?"
"She offered to be my woman man; everything on a silver platter with exclusivity, Jaquan. You know what I said to her after she did me from sundown to sunup before posing the question?"
He didn't answer doing a slow burn.
"I asked her...What about Jaquan, bruh. You see I knew she was only doing it because I found Vickie. Only doing it because I let her have all the shit we filmed for something real, I guess. My girlfriend knew about Renee and openly mocked her for being messy. So, Renee true to form, tried to uh, steal me back out of spite and I've gotta tell you that even if Vickie wasn't there, I was never going to betray you."
"You fucked her."
"You fucked Yoli, fuck man you fucked Rashida on the downlow, and you guys were in that weird poly-type phase of your relationship, too; remember that shit? Of course, she was already planning to leave all of us for some new life with a rich simp. How does that make you feel; knowing she never forgave you and had no intention of staying with you? Knowing she was probably gonna leave her kid behind, too?"
"Fuck you."
"No Jaquan, I want you to tell me how it feels to get emotionally finessed."
"Why?"
"Because we're family, nigga." I felt like planting my fist on his chin, but wisely refrained not wanting an afternoon visit to the emergency room.
He rolled his neck pondering the question.
"Sometimes I feel like fucking her up, okay cuz?! When I look at her face, I always think about the first time I laid eyes on her. Those lime green slanted eyes, that pale skin and that body; fuck man I think about the night we first did it and how good it felt finally fucking her for as hard and as long as I wanted. Later, I found out she had some rich dude fronting the bill for the hotel room that night because she wanted her first time to be special. I was pissed off, but I knew I was her first. Then we had Daisy a little later and I uh, kind of rug swept the red flags."
"But you were always a scum bag."
"You're a scum bag, now." Jaquan countered as we walked to the presidential suite finding Andre sitting outside the door on the floor playing with his Nintendo switch.
"Oh, is that what you think?" I slapped the back of Andre's head getting him to stand up on command still playing. Both of these guys towered over me as I produced the room key again with a hand on the door handle.
"Scumbag rules say you don't give up any pertinent information about yourself, understand? We're all just ships coming into the same dock, so keep it casual."
"I don't know cuz."
"My way or the highway; make your choice." He looked conflicted while Andre was already nodding.
"Okay." He replied sullenly.
"I mean it Jaquan." I waved the room key in front of the door, unlocking it.
He suddenly pushed past me rushing into the room slamming the door in our faces. I raised a finger to my lips giving Jaquan a few moments to adjust as I unlocked the door again sticking my head inside. He was standing just inside the door with his back to me staring into the presidential suite. I glanced back at Andre with a knowing smirk before slipping inside with Andre following.
"That's...not Babbette." He was standing there pointing, finger frozen midair.
"I know idiot."
Mz. Giggles regularly known as my Auntie Esther, was laying in the master bed prone on her belly.
"You are stoopid." Andre chuckled getting Jaquan's attention for an instant.
She was all dolled up wearing another of the auburn wigs accessorized with a green headband while her features were made up kind of heavy on the burgundy lipstick and smokey eyeshadow which was visible behind a matching pair of big round lime green sunglasses. The rest of her presentation was equally eye catching with a 60's era vintage double Chiffon peignoir. The babydoll was short enough that her meaty cornfed badonkadunk and thick gams were on full display for all the world to see.
"Duh-Duh...Dats, not Babbette man! It ain't huh man, cuz! Aw shit that ain't huh!!" Her ensemble was completed with a nice pair of open toed pumps each accessorized with a bow right over the toes. Jaquan was babbling as he slammed his giant hand down on my right shoulder, almost severing my arm.
"Ow, I know that!"
"CUZ!!" I reached around his back bringing my hand up covering his mouth silencing him while Mz. Giggles laid there on her tummy; legs spread eagle, whimsically thumbing through a magazine she'd picked up during our excursion to the mall for her shoot clothing.
"This is Mz. Giggles, bruh." I made the introductions as she glanced over, looking him up and down betraying no emotion as she casually chewed on some bubblegum also picked up as we left the mall.
"MIZZUS GIGGLES?!!" He blurted out when I released his mouth for a minute. I immediately cupped it again.
"Yes, that is her stage name and all you need to know; so, my way or the highway. I need your dick man, alright?" I slowly uncovered his mouth as he craned his head looking down at my face.
"This what you were talking about when you said that weird shit at the park?!" I cupped his mouth again as Andre strolled by the bed waving at my wayward trophy wife auntie who simply replied with a wink.
"ONE LAST TIME!! My way negro, or the highway and I let Andre 13.5 finish nuking the fuck out of this pussy like he did yesterday; it's your choice, now choose." I uncovered his mouth for the last time. Jaquan took it all in looking at her from one end to the other settling on her face.
Mz. Giggles silently nodded with a wink, then blew a big ass pink bubble until it popped.
"ALL SHIT IT'S YOUR WAY MAN, YOUR FUCKING WAY MY NIGGA!!" His thirsty shouts were so embarrassing that I slapped the back of his noggin calming the thirtysomething down for a moment.
"Bathroom, shower and wait for me to call you, bruh." I gave him a shove in the right direction with the hand that was handling the back of his neck, completely "sonning him" in front of my auntie. I had to pull the door up when he couldn't stop peering out at her.
"Hey auntie, how's it going?"
"Oh shit boy, where did you get that one? I think I'm gonna be walking funny for the rest of the month if you keep this shit up. I'm gonna be going to divorce court in a wheelchair at this rate." Her big toothy horse smile was infectious making me break character and chuckle as I checked on Jaquan.
"YOU READY FOR ME?!!" He shouted as soon as I cracked the door.
"FUCK NO!! AND TAKE YOUR TIME IN THERE, MAKE SURE EVERYTHING IS CLEAN NEGRO!" I shouted back facepalming again laughing into my hand. Mz. Giggles laid there clicking her heels together wistfully awaiting the start of the shoot as I strolled to the smaller bedroom checking in on Andre.
"I'm getting in the bathtub too; you want me to wait in here?" I was surprised to find Andre in the process of undressing. He looked back at me without a care in the world eager to resume another shoot from the prior day.
"Yeah, just play your game until I call you." Mz. Giggles head game probably more than her body, had left an indelible impression on him.
The night prior I'd been informed by my wayward auntie that she was taking the rest of the weekend at the hotel due to my uncle extending his "business trip" out of town. She suspected he was trying to catch her cheating again, responding by calling up the PI my uncle initially hired to spy on her. Supposedly he was going to sweep their home for cameras and listening devices with a few friends. She was paying with her money from this shoot and getting some on the backend from her sugar daddy overseas.
"So, did your sugar daddy like the private show?" I asked setting up shop at the desk on one side of the bed.
"Too much, I'm kind of worried because he kept talking about how I looked taking your friend in there's big black cock; probably talking about it a bit too much for my tastes."
"So, we're still doing an epic shoot, right?"
"Well you bring me such nice things; how could a girl refuse an accommodating fellow like yourself?" She chuckled at her own wit, making me laugh a bit as I set up a ring light.
My gaze found its way to her wide rear expanse laid bare to the ceiling. Her small waist was possibly smaller in her youth, but now was visibly softer looking with muted love handles offset by the sheer volume of everything beneath it. It's earthen almost orangish tone with the lattice of semi-faint stretchmarks was a certification of its authenticity. Her heels were tapping my crotch as I set up at the edge of the bed prompting her to glance back at the bulge in my pants.
"Aw, looks like somebody wants to get in the action too, ain't that right?"
Both of my hands landed on her huge, elongated buttock in this very loud stereo quality slap.
"Kiss this ass." Mz. Giggles shot backwards up on all fours with the deepest of arches in her lower back making her country fried butt look massive from my point of view.
Her bare peach was staring me right in the face and I made sure to look around at the bedroom across the suite and the master bathroom where Jaquan was showering while slipping fingers inside. We'd talked it over the night prior while I worked on my editing bay deciding to keep our clandestine connection private to everybody else involved in the shoot. Jaquan was from my mother's side of the family while Esther married into my father's side through my ghetto rich uncle. It was truly scandalous.
There was no doubt what she wanted, getting it in spades when my fingers pressed into her secret spot getting an instant reaction with a sustained roll of her wide hips. I leaned forward planting my lips on her left buttock as I went to work jilling her hard enough to make her almost cream on command. This breathy gasp escaped her big plush lips.
"Better keep it down or I won't be able to give you a treat without them interfering." I cautioned, looking towards the main bathroom as the shower stopped. She cupped her mouth with both hands nodding as I fingered her nearly to distraction. I planted a few more kisses on her cheeks before withdrawing my offending digits, making her look back at me again.
"I think you're ready; want me to send him in here?"
Mz. Giggles started nodding profusely, completely tuned up and ready to savage my cousin Jaquan like she'd done Andre a day earlier. We agreed to continue the shoot to a second day after she'd been thoroughly rodded out by Andre's monster pecker. The theme of escalation would continue as I walked over to the main bathroom adjusting myself so not to arouse suspicion on my cousin's part. She was up on all fours with a hand between her thick legs rubbing and fingering herself.
"YOU CALLING ME?!!" Jaquan stuck his head out like a rooster before I even reached the door.
I took another liberty laying a light smack to this cheek with my secret motivation steeped in the fact that he thought I would pimp out some girl I met in the park. Considering my humble origins, that was still too bold of a leap even for me.
"Just walk to the edge of the bed and let her do the rest, don't talk."
Thankfully he ignored the sleight on my part opening the bathroom door in grand fashion with a towel draped around his pelvis with his herculean physique on display. I was given the impression he thought this would impress her along with the sunglasses he retained as he walked stiff butt across the suite to the edge of the bed. My lothario relative had taken the time to oil himself down, making me cringe.
Mz. Giggles went from all fours to an upright kneel as he approached looking him over approvingly. He was about to start talking but I shushed him with a wagging finger then pressed to my lips reminding him nonverbally of our agreement. Jaquan nodded to me off camera, then looked at her face as she handled his shoulders and biceps marveling at the detailed musculature before flattening her palms against his defined pecs. I had a mounted camera beside the one I was using handheld.
My auntie proved to be highly adept at disappearing inside her character leaning in with her big plush lips at the forefront coated with glistening candy apple lipstick. It appeared as if she were going to kiss him, possibly make out with her stud; at the last instant she went after his pec flicking her tongue on it outright suckling and slurping his left nipple while flicking the opposite nipple with her pointer finger. She was really getting into it with these breathy moans and gasps as she got wet and sloppy.
Jaquan surprised her by sprouting a twelve inch steel bar that parted the towel tied around his waist. His manhood was caught on my camera unfurling into a thick veiny rod with a slight curve at the end of it. I managed some good coverage of his uncircumcised member the reddish purple looking crown bulged out of the fleshy hood looking like some weird pool ball visibly glistening. Mz. Giggles glanced down at it then looked into his eyes as she cupped the underside of his shaft in her palm, just letting it rest there for effect.
I snapped a few stills of this for their artistic value as she leaned into finally making out with Jaquan hungrily. The minute they started really getting into it, her hand wrapped lightly around his tumescence long stroking his twelve inches with a slow methodical flick of the wrist. She took him from base to stem teasing the sticky crown under thumb as she worked that long cow-like tongue inside his mouth. I watched Jaquan's eyes become watery slits as she made out gradually stroking him harder working the excess foreskin on his meat until the crown was fully exposed.
Mz. Giggles broke contact with those big lips looking down at his wealth of meat captured in her fist. She opened her fingers using the tips to cup the underside of his large sack. That educated hand graduated to squeezing, massaging and rolling his balls as he timidly cupped a breast lightly pinching the nipple. The southern born vixen used that oversized tongue to lick one side of his face eventually tracing the jawline back to his lips. Jaquan went with it caught up in her wake as she pinched his nipples hard enough to elicit a whimper from that tiny bit of acute pain.
Both of his hands went to her large breasts cupping them from underneath squeezing them hard before he went after her nipples nursing from each one individually and collectively. Her tits were semi-solid giving a hint of her age, but he was long gone mentally letting nature take its course. She tilted her chin upward looking at the ceiling wrapping her arms around his head in nurturing fashion. Mz. Giggles went the extra mile mashing his head against Jaquan's cheeks before pushing her nipples into his mouth. His loud audible slurps filled the suite as we nipped and pulled distending the plump nubs a few times.
Mz. Giggles pushed away reaching down whipping the towel from his waist tossing it aside with flair. Her hands were cupping his pecs subtly directing him to straighten his back so that she could nuzzle the underside of his chin lapping at his throat before licking a slimy trail down his sternum and abdomen to his crotch getting on all fours again.
"Ah! Ah fuck, that's... incredible!" He remembered himself looking at me out the corner of his eye for a brief moment, then down at most of his endowment buried in Mz. Giggles gullet. Her overtures were accompanied by this sort of gurgled sound as if she were choking. The camera caught a deluge of foamy drool running off her plush bottom lip to the edge of the mattress below. I caught this in a tight closeup emphasizing those big inflatable lips as they quickly gulped and slurped on his meat, cheeks inverting hard.
I barely realized she was bobbing back and forth horizontally sucking him off in syrupy fashion. Mz. Giggles looked great in a side view profile while my mounted camera caught the action from behind with her huge derriere perfectly framed. I let the atmosphere carry me as well drifting closer bedside getting a much better shot of her servicing Jaquan. From the point of view just off to his left side, her huge earthen hued derriere looked incredible. I was already editing it in my mind.
His bulbous knob tapped her big lips spreading his copious precum about intermittently disappearing into her mouth in intervals as her tongue appeared lapping and licking all over the brown tickling the slit. The upper portion pushed against her lips breaching her mouth as her somewhat jowly cheeks inverted hard with this loud sustained slurp. She held that hard suction making him yowl and hump her face as she sucked even harder. His prick poked the inside of her cheek a few times, then harmonica rubbed her fat lips lengthwise before gagging her with almost half the length.
Mz. Giggles lurched forward trying to take all of him on all fours but was only a third and a half. She bounced horizontally on her haunches palms flattened against the bedding. I watched and filmed her basically fucking him with her mouth. Jaquan cupped the underside of her chin driving his cock in and out of her mouth as more frothy saliva and precum ran off her chin dotting her cleavage. Both of them got progressively animalistic until he was fucking her face at a nice clip. The audio was off the charts.
Eventually she was obliged to pull backward coughing profusely before kneeling upright again, gasping. They exchanged glances as she tucked her chin letting a steady stream of saliva run from her lips down onto her breasts as she cupped and jiggled them playfully. Jaquan's head followed the motion of her bouncing tits, and it didn't go unnoticed as she jiggling them collectively, then individually. Mz. Giggles mashed her breasts together repeatedly getting these oily splashes of moisture.
She dropped both hands making her slightly sagging tits jiggle and bounce using both hands to cover her muff rubbing her slit. Her mound was hidden from view, but her fingers could be seen moving with machine like proficiency. Mz. Giggles educated tongue appeared licking her lips with a sensual moan that broke my cousin spectacularly. His trembling hands went to her torso drawing the woman close enough so that he could lean around running his hands over the upper swell of her enormous cheeks.
She inched closer as he wrapped his arms around the middle of her back until her huge buttocks could be handled at the deep undercuff where the bottom met the top of her thighs. Jaquan's strength came into play as he literally lifted her into the air parting her cheeks which also caused her slit to part. I got a great shot of his crown poking at her folds eventually starting to slip inside. Once the upper third was embedded, Jaquan let Mz. Giggles weight do the rest as she slid down into the base of his cock impaled.



This throaty groan escaped her in haunting fashion as she wrapped her arms around his neck holding on for dear life. It was my cousin's turn to stunt as he dipped giving her a healthy bounce on his junk before sliding his hands to the back of her knees. Mz. Giggles weight became a factor as her monster butt was forced down airtight on his cock by gravity itself. A second breathy gasp erupted from the southern mature as she tightened her grip around his neck starting to bop and bounce on twelve inches of meat.
A pang of jealousy ran through me for the second time in two days as I realized my cousin and Andre were engineered to handle women like this while I was decidedly just above average. For some reason I fleetingly felt guilty for not getting a quick run on the track earlier as I watched Jaquan doing his become the personification of the cock carousel. Unfortunately, these thoughts came with mind movies of him and Yoli. I'd walked in at the tail end of him smashing what I clandestinely thought would be my girlfriend at some point. That fateful afternoon, I'd been disproven in apocalyptic fashion with the revelation she'd knowingly ditched me to fuck my cousin.
That day was the genesis of what would become Ms. One.
For me, it was the look on that yellow bone's face that really did me in that afternoon. Yeah, it was grimy as fuck on both of their parts, but that motherfucking euphoric expression on Yoli's goofy face stayed with me popping up at inopportune moments, specifically when I was alone with Jaquan. It was work to keep that part of me submerged. In the moment I caught him waxing her cheeks, I knew I'd have to find a way to walk it off to save face. In that moment I knew his Achille's heel would always be found between the legs of a woman.
His infamous baby mama number two was also in the know in that regard, fully giving up on him in that instant of heart shattering discovery.
Now much later I was doing what she'd done; using him as I living prop for my own ends and much more. My auntie sought to "get me involved" after I'd accidentally overheard her true feelings about my uncle barely realizing I wasn't overly fond of the man from day one. It worked out when she sought a hookup so that we'd be intertwined, utterly compromised by our loins. Her gambit was supposed to keep me silent, but I was more of a business man; maybe more of an online carnie in some respects. Mz. Giggles was born that fateful afternoon. She was born the moment she saw the money pouring in on my cashapp.
Today I intended to use them both to help a brother in the struggle, Andre 13.5. My lovely country thick auntie was one hell of a carrot for a doggish relative led around by his juvenile libido. I was in control.
Her thick gams coiled around Jaquan interlocking in the small of his back. The move wedged them tightly together as evidenced by the visible flexing in her thighs and powerful calves. I got a great low angle shot of her big semi-thick badonkadunk pressed hard into his crotch as both groaned. Mz. Giggles was starting to go into the throes of an impending orgasm as his knees buckled. They toppled onto the bed almost destroying it with their combined weight. This loud shriek erupted from my auntie upon impact.
"GIMME THIS GHUD PUSSEE!! GIMME!! GIMMEE GIRL!! AH!! AH!! AH SHIT THIS SOME GHUD-GHUD!!" Mz. Giggles found herself pinned to the mattress balls deep by his pistoning twelve inches. This homegrown Mandingo was whimpering and whining loudly as his butt became this blur of motion giving her the business. Mz. Giggles face twisted into an ugly grimace akin to some in the midst of childbirth enduring the incessant thumping and bottoming out of her mature box.
I was obliged to continue the low camera angle in service of the narrative finding that it looked as if Jaquan was twerking in manic fashion trying to make my auntie another one of his baby mammas. He was dropping blockbuster shots into her honeypot like he was drilling for oil. This was confirmed by the thick milky residue coating his member which contrasted with his nearly coal darkened skin tone. Only her own thick frame kept my auntie from being rag dolled all over the mattress. Mz. Giggles was holding on for dear life with all four of her limbs tightly wrapped around his body.
Her heels were prodding his buttocks in a fashion similar to a jockey using spurs to get a stallion to run faster. This guy's rod was stretching her out properly, a bit thicker than Andre 13.5 who eclipsed him in length while he outclassed his rival in girth. I chuckled to myself silently remembering her comments about going to divorce court in a wheel chair. It seems my auntie had spoken word into reality on the business end of Jaquan's irredeemable monster prick. The man was beating the shit out of her box.
There was telling whether or not he'd cum because their bumping uglies were a gooey, soapy mess loudly clapping and slapping together in perfect sync. Mz. Giggles was being bred with extreme prejudice as he fucked her cunt like an escaped con. I could see goosebumps on her legs, also noticing the very slight hairs on her forearms standing up as she went into hysterics trembling and shivering as if she'd been tased.
"AW SHIT!! THAT'S IT RIGHT THUR!! YOU EATING MY DICK!! AW SHIT!! YOU CHEWING ON IT BABY!!" Her nails dug trenches into his back clawing it up like some wildcat on a tear. The climax was so intense, Jaquan was forced to pin her wrists down next to her ears exerting visible force and using his weight for leverage.
This resulted in him rearing up in pushup position, then into a kneel with his palms flattened on her inner thighs leaving Mz. Giggles to cup, claw and mash her breasts together continuously as her pelvis wrenched vertically in manic fashion. Two thirds of his twelve inches were embedded in her snatch providing an interesting visual for the camera. I watched her flush crimson, then nearly orange as she reached above her head on the mattress grabbing the edge in fistfuls of bedding.
Mz. Giggles went into overdrive bucking and popping, eventually rolling and swiveling her wide hips as the climax took hold of her completely. This strained earsplitting whine filled the suite as she arched off the mattress frigging his cock a woman possessed. Bursts of moisture exploded from her slit in fits and starts under Jaquan's gaze. He leaned forward planting his palms on either side of her head plunging the rest of his endowment deep inside her shivering cunt. Those thick gams shot up interlocking at the small of his back again. This time she squeezed with all her orgasmic might forcing him down on her body.
This position turned out to be mostly ceremonial necessitating a stationary mount on my cousin's part as she rocked and shivered in electric fashion eventually taking an ear between her big lips for use as a pacifier sucking wantonly on it like some treat until he replaced it with his lips.
"Come get some of this mouth." She spoke to him for the first time since he entered the room in-between husky sounding gasps stuffed to the gills. Before he could say anything, she wrapped her arms around his head mashing his face into her breasts as she craned her head staring at me. Her vintage Peignoir babydoll top was bunched up under her armpits and chin, but she peeled it off tossing the sheer lingerie aside. Jaquan made a meal out of her rubbery nipples and tits sucking like a newborn.
"Fuck these titties for me." I couldn't tell if she was in character or not; every word was labored followed with a lingering gasp.
Her breasts were large, slightly deflated but barely a match for his schlong once it was lined up along her sternum. She cushioned his member perfectly between her tits making them bulge as I squirted some lube on them off camera as he began sawing his member into her juicy, glistening cleavage.
Mz. Giggles started out using the tops of her fists to mash her tits around him, then interlocked her fingers trapping his cock in a moist embrace. The bulbous head of his member poked through timidly but got progressively frenetic as Mz. Giggles enticed him by moaning theatrically and using her big cow tongue to lick those inflatable looking lips.
His hanging sack was drawn back and forth along her abdomen but got closer to the jiggling bottom of her breasts when he went on all fours crouching over her chest soulfully humping them in measured long strokes. This droves the head of his cock into her waiting mouth adding an unsuspected layer to the proceedings. That tongue lapped, swirled and sucked on that sticky bulbous knob randomly slurping hard enough to make him cry out in genuine distress. This quickly graduated into Jaquan lying prone on her chest essentially fucking her mouth as an auxiliary vagina. Her skill as a head queen were sublime.
I chortled at the sight of my certified lothario cousin laying there face down atop those country curves lovingly humping and fucking her big tits and mouth all with big fistfuls of the duvet covering his face out of embarrassment. Half of his endowment was buried in her gullet with the rest massaged to oblivion between those sunbaked redbone titties. The sounds coming out of my cousin were almost girlish, definitely shrill in places. This guy was going so hard, his buttocks were flexing with each stroke.
"Aw shit, sorry Mz. Giggles!"
Jaquan assumed a keening open legged squat on her chest supporting his weight on the balls of his feet taking her mouth in earnest partially gagging her every other thrust. His right hand encircled the base of his cock with this twisting motion while his other hand pinched and rolled the nipple on his left pec. Mz. Giggles hands cupped her breasts from underneath bouncing and jiggling them together and independently. The visual was enough to boot him right off the precipice as he began to cum.
"AUG!! AW!! AW SHIT!! KEEP IT UP!! AUG!! AW SHIT BAE!! YOU UH!! AW FUCK!! MISS GIGGLEZ!!" He sounded like someone had shoved a hot poker up his ass while her lips pursed hard enough to make whatever he said afterwards, utter gibberish. I inched closer to the bed lining up the money shot.
I was unprepared for the loud, gurgling intrusion as Jaquan groaned shoving his cock as deep as he could manage creating this thick bulge in her throat for an instant, then withdrawing as auntie coughed like she had bronchitis. The head of his monster cock plopped out of her mouth followed by a thick milky deluge of cum spewing thick ropes all over her face. More of his semen spewed out powerfully wetting up her neck as his shaft slid along her breastbone. Mz. Giggles still had her large breasts tightly wrapped around his girth; fingers interlocked.
"Aw shit, I'm still cumming baby; you got that ghud-ghud Mz. Giggles." Only the crown was visible framed in the top of her cleavage as he continued sliding his prick methodically until it disappeared from view still spurting light watery ropes of jizz. His greasy sweat covered balls slid along her abdomen as his entire twelve inch schlong popped free with a springy motion as he wrapped his fist around it jerking.
Mz. Giggles released her breasts laying on her back with her arms splayed apart, palms facing upward on either side of her head. Those big sloping, slightly deflated tits of hers flopped apart almost resting in her pits revealing a large watery splotch of cum on her sternum. Her tits were utterly defiled with bits of semen all over them. One nipple and its surrounding areola was glazed over like cake frosting, the nub almost looking like a candle waiting to be lit.
"AW, AUG, AW FUH-FUCK!!" Jaquan cried out in masculine distressed fashion as one last thick rope shot out of him like silly string cutting a straight line up from her muff to the underside of her chin.
She was left there all limbs spread out to the four winds, gasping for life giving air as he kept stroking.
"Let me kiss it." Mz. Giggles moaned with a wet giggle as a stream of his creamy essence ran from the corner of her mouth.
Jaquan obliged tapping his member on her lips, running it along them harmonica style before she finished him off with a sustained slurp of his crown and audible pop. He slid out of frame huffing and coughing a little walking to the suite's main bathroom.
"Cut, don't move Mz. Giggles." She just nodded laying there blasted out as I got a master shot of her body looking like the scene of a crime. I stood on a chair for an elevated secondary shot to complete this part of the shoot.
Even the large sunglasses on her face were slathered with almost translucent spunk.
"Are you good; can you stay there for the next part of my shoot?"
"Do I have to move?"
"No, but Andre is eventually going to turn you over; as a matter of fact, you can either act like you're sleeping or actually take a nap."
A big wet snore answered back making me chuckle.
"HEY MAN!" I slid the door open catching Jaquan standing there in his birthday suit looking at himself in the mirror like a diva proud of himself. He immediately noticed me snapping pics of him snatching a towel down covering himself.
"Shut up, you remember what I told you at the park, right?"
"Yeah, so." He raised a brow looking irritated, post nut clarity.
"Come out here to my setup; there's something I want you to see, negro." I walked away without giving him a second thought past the bed and my sleeping auntie having a seat at my laptop. Jaquan followed moments later with underwear underneath the towel looking over my shoulder at the monitor.
"Who's that?"
"Not important; would you fuck, though?"
"I don't know, she looks kind of scrawny but cute in a bitchy sort of way. She's kind of little, cuz; you check her ID, nigga? I ain't trying to catch a case." He reflected scratching his temple.
"She's thirty-two motherfucker"
"Okay, is she coming up here or something?"
"I'm gonna fuck her with your dick."
"What?!"
I shushed him motioning towards the smaller bedroom where Andre was sequestered, likely playing with his Nintendo Switch.
"I'm gonna catfish this bitch."
"What did she do to you?"
I pointed towards the smaller bedroom again directing his gaze there as Mz. Giggles snored loudly with one hand across her abdomen.
"She's an asshole that needs to have her fucking hands surgically removed from his pockets. I wanna make sure our boy has some leverage. I want him to be able to keep a dollar without her snatching it away. This bitch on some shit just like your infamous baby mamma number two, except she's messy with it. Now are you gonna let me use your dick, or not?"
"You think you're some kind of superhero for dumb niggas or something, cuz? The brother don't care as long as he gets his fucking fruit loops in the morning; you really want him to have a pocket full of money when he's soft in the head?"
"Yes or no." I pressed looking him directly in the eye, stone faced until his shoulder slumped in defeat.
"What you want me to do, cuz?"
"Jerk off." I put the camera in his hands motioning towards the bathroom as I tapped away on my computer making a fake profile to troll and catfish Andre's malignant wife. After a few moments, Jaquan disappeared into the main bathroom to acquiesce to my wishes. I decided to take the opportunity to move things along walking to the other smaller bedroom with a head mount and another camera.
"Andre?" He was sitting in bed with nothing on but his boxers and some black crew socks. One of his toes was sticking out just under my nose earning a slap.
"YEAH!!" He perked up in bed looking like some kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. I pulled the crappy sock off of the offending foot staring him in the eye.
"I want you to wear this head mount and follow my instructions to the letter; can you do that, bruh?"
"Yeah."
Andre 13.5 was the perfect automaton for my intent as I started the second part of my shoot using his head as a mount for my camera which would be a point of view proxy for the audience. I'd continued adding to my equipment now owning a plethora of toys specifically tailored to my simple set-up along with some premium editing programs brought during online black sales. It was child's play watching Andre mess around on his handheld console as instructed for a few moments, before setting it aside.
His field of vision mimicked those early slasher films from the eighties taking the audience along as her got up with his hand appearing in frame to push his bedroom door open. The rest of the presidential suite was revealed with the main bed in the center of the frame and my "sleeping" auntie. Andre's sort of plodding walk was perfect for the shot as he approached methodically finding Mz. Giggles laid out on the bed. In my absence, she'd covered her face with a pillow leaving the rest of her spoiled figure on display.
His hand appeared again hovering for a moment, then withdrawing quickly as if frightened. Outside of the camera frame, Andre motioned towards me getting a tap on the bicep to keep going. I liked the natural look of his actions because it furthered the atmosphere of mischievous curiosity. His hand returned pointer finger extended poking the side of her right breast in experimental fashion as the field of vision traveled up and down her thick curvy frame. At this point I was allowing him to move instinctually.
That breast was cupped, probably because it wasn't as soiled as the other flicking the nipple. A muffled moan and some slight movement caused that exploratory hand to disappear for an instant. It returned cupping the breast fully, then discovered some of the other man's spunk soiling it. I watched Andre comedically flick his hand a few times, then absentmindedly rub it along Mz. Giggles abdomen ending up just above her mound. This elicited a breezy sigh from beneath the pillow covering her head as her legs moved a bit. Andre glanced at me getting more nonverbal cues to continue, turning back as she moved ever so slightly.
Her lower half had been turned in one direction resting on her hip. I watched her rub and grind those weathered, yet shapely gams together moaning even more insistently as his mitt sized hand returned to her abdomen. This time he planted his palm flat on her stomach tracing an invisible line that triangular area almost touching her slit before drawing back.
"Rub the kitty." I whispered confident the unintended audio could be edited out.
She moaned when his rough calloused hand cupped her sex, middle fingers rubbing her slit. I watched her shift about on the mattress rocking her hips slightly sure she was now awake and covering her face out of embarrassment. Her movements were more deliberate, shifting as if she wanted to get away from his timid probing fingers. Andre leaned in more getting a knee onto the edge of the bed, more interested. I drifted closer picking up assorted moans and gasps along with the visual of her partially exposed face from the bridge of her nose downward.
Mz. Giggles drew her thick shapely gams up resting the soles of her feet on the bed with the heels close to the bottom of her huge butt, then let them flop outward splayed apart still bent at the knees. I made the visual comparison like it or not, to a frog awaiting dissection in a science class. Where I would've invaded her snatch with my educated fingers, Andre was much different in his approach normally being relegated to being a living sex toy. His middle fingers rubbed her slit intensely somewhat parting her generous folds accompanied by a sticky sound.
"Keep going, she likes it." I whispered proactively directing his actions out of habit.
That sticky sound permeated the audio as I inched closer watching Andre rubbing and caressing her snatch, truly learning a woman's body. My mind's eye replayed that initial video where he'd been sexually groomed by Renee from the corner store to the floor of her apartment and beyond. Just about all of his actions were reactionary to whatever she was doing. Once his female groomer dropped the façade fully taking him, things shifted into second, third, fourth, and even fifth gears.



In other words, she got her back beat out with no fucks given as animal instinct took the normally reticent man wholesale. Afterwards, the tryst filmed and un-filmed continued until they couldn't be contained anymore. The other women in the fold were brought in to enjoy the fruits of her labors having effortless sex with a well-endowed man that fit their desires perfectly. Andre 13.5 became the living embodiment of the proverbial "cock carousel" for better or worse.
Today I was watching a man's sense of innocent discovery.
His wife Dayna was no different.
I watched the crappy videos and archived lives made to capitalize on his appearance, physicality and ridiculous endowment.
She'd turned Andre into a veritable "cash cow" for the worse acting as his handler, sometimes being abusive on camera in front of their audience. Everything she did, no matter how egregious, was swept under the proverbial rug.
Now "Da' Wife" was on my radar.
His probing hand was covered in auntie's juices as her legs flopped about eventually clapping on his wrist as he rubbed her stuffed slit graduating to a circular pattern. Mz. Giggles had become even more wet and gooey, audibly speaking arching up off the bed a little enjoying the stimulation. Her arms were curved upward hands hooked into the pillow covering her face in a death grip.
Some of his fingers were finding entrance inside her pot with Andre hesitating to look at the wetness on his fingers, rubbing its stickiness. Mz. Giggles groaned loudly drawing her knees up into her chest rubbing her inner thighs together like she was trying to start a fire. He became more interested using both hands to part her thighs exposing her glistening peach.
"Rub it harder, boy!"
"Okay." He was kneeling at the outside of her right thigh moving his arm methodically.
"USE YOUR DICK!!...just rub it, but don't put it inside." Mz. Giggles was in the zone starting to direct traffic as I noticed some movement out the corner of my eye. Jaquan had come outside the main bathroom silently watching the proceedings. I still cautioned him with a finger over my lips, filming.
Andre stopped for a moment to casually remove his boxers dropping them beside the bed like yesterday's laundry before climbing between her wagging splayed apart thighs. His thirteen point five inches was more than ready to impale her to the mattress, but he gingerly assumed a pushup position over her body. I gathered he was leery of the mess left behind by Jaquan pressing his cock lengthwise against her wet slit.
"Oh, shit boy, rub this pussy until I cum; grind me hard as you can, but don't go inside." She was talking more, instructing in fits and starts.
"Okay." He replied with the same near monotone that I'd become used to since our first fateful meeting.
Her slit was one of the long variety with a wealth of luscious folds when parted that lean to a nice tight pussy once you were just inside it. It had a sort of conical shape to it, but I doubted it would remain in that enticing shape after being veritably resized by Andre 13.5 and Jaquan.
I watched him kneel there between her thighs as if he were trying to figure out how to insert himself, then press his overly long curved at the end manhood lengthwise between those folds she once described as a taco, before going into a classic pushup position. There was visible wetness on his shaft as he wedged it lengthwise. His own head mounted camera would catch a good portion of this intense frottage intermittently getting a closeup of her face reacting to having that fleshy steel bar splitting her lower lips apart, sensually grinding. Andre moaned, letting his mouth hang open as his buttocks flexed.
Both of them were feeling it with an audience of two, at least for a moment. Jaquan drifted back to the main bathroom, closing the door behind himself. I figured he didn't want to watch something he wasn't a part of on camera. Mz. Giggles drew her legs upward on either side of his pumping, grinding hips flattening her soles on the mattress working her hips in a counter motion. Both were huffing audibly.
They exchanged glances, then she looked away from his face in my direction with this indecipherable expression. I interpreted it as a momentary look of embarrassment, or shame.
"Get off boy."
"Did I do something wrong?" He almost whined.
"No, just gonna make it better kid, that's all." She explained in an uneven tone.
"Better?"
"Yeah, boy."
"Okay."
He reluctantly disengaged, probably on the verge of stuffing her full drifting to the side of her thigh, kneeling. Mz. Giggles slowly rolled over on her belly face down with her head hanging off the edge of the mattress presenting her monster sized rump which rose up in the air like twin mountains of thick, sunbaked flesh. Andre's eyes went wide as he handled those jiggly cheeks using both hands to squeeze the closet one like he was trying to make it burst, then the other before spreading them apart to look hungrily at her openings. He left go, watching the buns slap together wetly before digging his fingers into the undercuff marveling at the weight of her cornfed cakes.
"Rub your thang in my butt cheeks; do it real good and I'll give you something real nice." Mz. Giggles matronly tone made it sound as if she were offering him a cookie or something. Maybe she was.
I went green with envy for an instant remembering myself and recalling a story related from her teenage years. Auntie Esther aka Mz. Giggles discovered a predilection for enhanced second base during a house party inadvertently crashed. Her partner got in the cheeks to spectacular results for both which she would habitually visit during her teen years near graduation with a few guys and one mature neighbor with a pocket full of cash. That predilection had gone forgotten for decades until I caught her in a clinch, in her own kitchen no less.
Andre mounted her thighs from the back with his thirteen plus inches resting between the buns. His extraordinary length parted the cheeks lengthwise making for an exciting visual. The view got more exciting when he mashed the warring halves of her derriere together hiding most of his endowment. The crown was left bulging out of auntie's rear cleavage with the root exposed at the bottom. I had it framed as if I were shooting a tit fuck as he began sawing his prick over her rear entrance.
"Just like that."
"Like this?"
"Yeah but do it harder."
"Like this?"
"Harder baby."
"Okay." Andre's hands despite their large size, were dwarfed by the big meaty, semi-solid ovals that made up her county fried badonkadunk.
"That feels...good; keep doing what you're doing baby. Fuck my ass cheeks for me. Keep fucking'em real hard like that, I like it that way all a rubbing on my backdoor. Fuck this big ole booty with your thang. Oh yeah, just like that. You're making me so wet and sticky boy. We might have to do something about it. Aw yeah keep rubbing me like that with them big hands of yours! Press harder! Fuck my booty cheeks!"
The matronly cooing sound of her voice was not lost on me as she talked him through it getting Andre progressively excited. She'd regaled me with tales of her past wherein her secret lover preferred sandwiching her cheeks around his cock fucking them until he burst only to ignore her afterwards. She chalked it up to her lack of conventional beauty eventually punishing him by taking another "lover" who ended up doing the same thing before she gave an interested neighbor "pay to play" options.
"Stick it inside for a bit, but you gotta blow your load on my ass, okay boy?" Mz. Giggles reached back grabbing handfuls of her meaty buns parting them enough to expose her glistening slit and a hint of the rich pinkness inside.
"THANK YOU!" Andre quickly hit it with the force of a battering ram, going balls deep with his equally large sack cushion between her inner thighs.
She grunted sounding like she'd been bludgeoned with a bat as he went prone atop her body partially hiding it from view. His own buttocks were flexing so hard, dimples were appearing on the surface. I got a closer shot finding the same dimples rhythmically appearing on her buttocks in profile. Mz. Giggles was flexing and massaging his cock with her inner walls. This resulted in Andre spreading his legs outward with both palms flat on either side of her head grasping the edge of the mattress fucking animalistically.
"AW SHIT!! AW FUCK!! AW SHEET BOY!! YOU PUSHING MY BABY BUTTON!! ITS UP IN MA GUTS!!" Those wet, hollow sounding claps of sweaty flesh on sweaty flesh inundated the presidential suite. I kept on the move getting a rear shot of Andre stuffing her box to capacity. Her cheeks were wobbling and bouncing all over the place, conforming to his probing hands as he pounded the snot out of her puss.
"DON'T CUM IN ME, NOW!! AW SHIT BOY, YOU MEDDLIN ME!! MEDDLING THE FUCK OUT OF ME!! HEY NOW!! YOU THUMPING THE BACK TOO MUCH!! AH!! AW SHEET!! CUM OUTSIDE!! I WANT IT ON MAH BIG OLE ASS CAUSE ITS HOT!! AW SHEET!! YOU GOTTA COOL ME DOWN WITH YOUR NUT!! AW NOW!!"
I couldn't tell if she was trying to amp him up or if she were playing to the camera although I suspected the answer was somewhere staunchly in the middle. Andre was bucking and bouncing his hips wild enough that he was starting to get a little height each time before thrusting between those big buns.
"AHM CUMMING!! AW!! AUG!! UN!! UN!! UN!!" Andre barely got those thirteen plus inches out of her steaming honeypot, starting to fire multiple ropes across the bow of Mz. Giggles enormous rump. The stuff looked like silly string crisscrossing her shuddering buttocks like vanilla cake frosting as she jiggled her thighs making her cheeks clap in an audible twerk. Andre sat upright kneeling, still manically jerking.
Andre lingered there handling his horse sized manhood looking at his handiwork, transfixed.
"Shove it back in there." A single dollop of cum dripped off the bulbous head of his chock splashing on her left ass cheek.
"AW YEAH!! AW SHIT BOY!! FUCK MY BABY BUCKET!! POUND ME!! BEAT IT UP BOY!!" He hit balls deep with the force of a freight train creating this series of crescent shaped motion ripples that radiated upward towards her small waist. Her legs shot out wide giving him an unimpeded stationary target.
"Cut." It was useless; Andre was in the zone already.
I exchanged glances with Auntie Esther finding a glass eyed blank expression before walking over breaking down my mounted setup while they got it on with no fucks given.
"FUCK ME!! DO IT HARDER BOY!! MESS ME UP, THEN CUM INSIDE!! BREED THIS BITCH!!" I raised a brow, then glanced over towards the main restroom, curious. My gaze returned to Esther's face again, finding it unchanged. Her disguise was on the floor leaving her stocking covered head exposed. Huffs of air escaped me as I wiped my brow walking to the main bathroom while Andre plowed my auntie.
"Hey cuz." Jaquan was sitting on the edge of the tub with this guilty look on his face. I noticed he was in the process of texting, slightly noncommittal. He wasn't fooling anybody.
"You jerked off, didn't you?"
"Uh, fuck you; well, that's what you wanted me to do, right? I mean, I can still get it up if you need me to bang that old lady again." I raised a brow before furrowing both.
"You call Mintzy that when you banged her?" It was a deep cut directed at the landlady of his now defunct baby mamma number two.
"Who told you?"
"You did, just now negro."
"Man, what's up with you these days?"
"It's complicated, so you jerked off, right?"
He motioned towards the camera at the end of the bathroom countertop, looking embarrassed. I picked it up but didn't look at the footage right away.
"Hold that thought."
I picked up Esther's purse, unzipping and opening it peering inside. Jaquan looked as if he might stop me but remained seated as I turned to him with a static expression. I withdrew a large brown envelope followed by her phone. It wasn't unlocked as I peered at her messages under his clueless gaze. My eyes met my cousin's as I stuffed the phone back inside but kept the envelope.
"Cat got your tongue, nigga?"
Jaquan just waved me off peering down at his phone, now playing a game to avoid my static expression. He remained silent as I drifted backwards, opening the bathroom door peering out into the suite. Andre was in the process of blowing another copious load of jizz all over her enormous backside. He was still wearing the mounted camera totally engrossed in the sight of her glazed cakes.
"ANDRE HIT THE SHOWER!! YOU'RE GONNA GET SOME LUNCH WITH JAQUAN, HURRY UP!!" I shouted with some base in my voice nearly making him jump out of his skin.
"Okay." He had the wherewithal to place the head mount on the desk before jogging off to the shower in the smaller secondary bedroom. I handed my cousin a hundred-dollar bill.
Esther remained on her belly, face turned away as I took in the damage, then walked over having a seat at the desk in front of my setup. I was determined to multi-task starting to edit the photos I took of my cousin, cropping out his face in several while blurring out the rest. I downloaded the mini movie he'd made in the bathroom after being stimulated by her coupling with Andre 13.5 at the conclusion of their own tryst. Her blasted-out derriere was oppressive in my field of vision affording me glances as I edited some footage of Jaquan playing basketball. Again, I edited out his face with a digital mosaic.
"HURRY UP ANDRE!!" I shouted, more insistent this time.
"COMING!!" He shouted back unnecessarily reappearing clothed, but still wet from the shower nearly running by me towards the door where Jaquan was waiting, knowingly silent.
"Damn bruh, you ain't gonna be embarrassing me today!" Jaquan grabbed a towel from the rack in the main bathroom slapping it into the back of Andre's head as he shot me a look.
"Outside." I motioned with a pointer finger not looking as I tapped away with my other hand on the laptop. I waited until I heard the door close before getting back up to retrieve another towel from that bathroom after locking the deadbolt on the door.
I draped the towel over her buttocks before delivering a louder than loud pancake slap to those cornfed cakes. She immediately turned on her side ready to rumble, for an instant as the envelope hit the mattress right under her eyes. Auntie Esther found the same static expression on her face as her world-weary features softened. She picked up the envelope about to look inside when a single key fell out.
"Sheriff deputies dropped it off last night around eleven; old fool ain't so foolish after all. Hired somebody to watch the PI that he originally hired to follow me. They probably threatened his license, but that's small fry compared to what we've been doing. Got me a lot of fans and uh, simps on that there social media account you set up for me. Aw hell, maybe I shouldn't have let you but I kind liked the attention, you see; been getting donations from lots of them guys on there and sending uh, reward pics back. Your uncle was a couple of them fellas; got myself catfished, boy."
"What about me."
"Don't know."
"Am I compromised, auntie?"
"Maybe, not sure quite honestly; your uncle sent me a whole lot of money over the last few months and bought up all that stuff behind the paywall. Damn sure he knows it's you, but he ain't said a thing, for now."
"Goddammit." I folded my arms tightly about my chest letting my head roll backwards on my shoulders peering up at the ceiling. The moment I saw the divorce papers in her bag, I knew I was screwed.
"Ain't nothing I can really say; maybe we shouldn't have been doing this stuff, making movies and all. I guess we should've just kept things private like, you know? I been with that man for twelve years, signed prenup and insurance policy for almost a million; that was his idea, by the way. I let him be the fucking King of Siam stepping out every now and then, but I felt entitled too. He can't fuck right, and I just wanted mine too. Felt it was uhm, fair trade...and now I'm replaced. He took me off that policy, but I don't care, never did. I got plenty of money and had it before that sheik fella started greasing my palms for tail."
I just stared blankly at her face as she explained her life spiraling out of control.
"That old man loves rachet women; strippers are his thing because he can get a preview of them naked bodies without having to do the whole wine and dine thing. Heck, I was doing some dancing after losing my cushy job and we never would've met otherwise. Fuck, he was cheating first, but that ain't no excuse boy. I had me like two fellas, just one of them trying to get me to leave your uncle, but I never did. So, he left me for a woman who could give him uh, her undivided attention. That day you eavesdropped, was when he dumped me. I was talking to my girlfriend about it when you decided to peek in that window."
"So, what now Auntie?"
"The key here, is for the storage unit all my shit been packed up and put in; yeah, he pulled in and hit that shock and awe using the same people I paid to clean out the garage that day we done our first shoot. They probably snitched too for all I know, but he don't know I got my ducks lined up right after midnight with my good ole' sugar daddy. Already got me a condo to stay at in a cushy neighborhood down there in Virginia; fucking already furnished too. Not bad for an old country girl done hit the wall a long time ago; and I got you to thank for it, boy. Guess I'm sorted out before it even started. I'm just gonna sign them there papers, uncontested."
"So, I am compromised."
"Guess so."
"Were you gonna tell me?"
"I suppose...but, I thought we could do a whole lot of stuff for your website before I have to leave. Well, I've got this hotel room for the rest of the week so I can clean up any loose ends; so uh, we can do anything you want, right? I'm one of your stars on that website, I got the numbers, and you can even keep my cut. Hell, you already live in your own house and take care of yourself; what do you care what other people think, huh?"
"Fuck me." I facepalmed leaving my hand in front of my face unable to answer back in the moment as she wearily got up walking past me to the main bathroom.
I looked up with tears in the corners of my eyes thinking of my mother in the moment.
It was the second time I was doxed.
I vowed it would be the last until I decided to go public as I dialed up my cousin.
"Hey, I was just about to call you; I'm getting a few pizzas. Are you good with that or do you want something else?" The weird breezy sound in his voice reminded me of the moment I'd been ostracized from his peer group over a year ago. Jaquan was a stupid liar and usually folded under peer pressure.
"Deep dish...hey man, were you gonna tell me about the shit, motherfucker?"
There was a dead silence from his end of the phone.
"Speak."
"Well uhm, I got some texts from your mom, but I ain't answered them."
"That's real good you ain't answered them shits, bruh; I hate that I've gotta ask, but you my nigga, right?"
"Uh, yeah man; I got you, cuz."
"Good because I ain't the type of nigga to remind you that I've got the lion's share of your unedited footage fucking a whole lot of bitches with me in the fucking frame. Ain't nobody gonna be snitching or throwing me under the bus, especially since all this shit was their baby mamma's motherfucking idea. I ain't that type of nigga to be all performative and remind you that it went sideways because you ran up in a certain yellow bone while you were banging said baby mamma, either! I definitely ain't gonna remind you what happened last time you popped up in front of my radar and got tazed."
"Hey man..."



"Hey nothing; you're going to tell my mother this prepared motherfucking statement and nothing else. Next time she calls you, and I know she will, negro; you're going to say that you don't know shit. YOU DON'T KNOW SHIT JAQUAN!! Make her believe you're that dense. It's not that hard, believe me. I already believe it, negro."
"You ain't gotta threaten me, bruh." He was almost whimpering, making me even angrier.
"Did you hear what the fuck I said, Jaquan?"
"Yeah."
"You don't know shit; now get me a large deep dish stuffed with pepperoni and tomatoes. Get some sides and make sure you hook me up with a damn salad. Andre can have a fucking kid's meal or something. Oh yeah, bring my fucking change back with a receipt, nigga." I slammed in his face or the approximation of it with an android phone.
I bent over faceplanting in front of my editing bay silently sobbing for a while thinking of my mother's face that first time I got exposed. Jaquan's infamous baby mamma number two was looking to deal me a knockout blow by sending Porsha Simms to my front door. I wasn't home for the initial blowback especially since Porsha had degenerated into an out and out crackhead. The result was all the same as I was evicted and had to speak with my mother through a proxy, her boyfriend Gene.
"Oh well, time is money." I leaned back resolved to avoid my inevitable excoriation by any means necessary and get on with my life.
The one positive was there would undoubtedly be no contact with my father whatsoever as I'd already been tangentially disowned. Of course, fate stepped in when I hooked up with his live-in "sugar baby" Erica Walton and his girlfriend, her mother Babbs Walton. Both ended up switching places and I'd been coerced with blackmail into banging the mature so that Erica could get back into the home after catching a case and an eviction from my dad.
"Aw shit." I trudged across the suite to the main bathroom to get some water on my face. Auntie Esther was curled up in the tub sobbing. There was this sort of echo in the room that made it sound hoarse and masculine to the ear. Maybe her thick syrupy accent had something to do with it as she looked up finding me there.
"Guess I messed it all up, huh?" I just gave her a half smirk and sat down on the closed toilet.
"I'm over it."
"I'll make it up to you anyway I can."
"I know baby." I felt like I had to present a strong front as she dipped her head sobbing uncontrollably with her knees drawn up and her arms folded across them hiding her face.
I got down beside the tub turning on the water making it warm while I caressed her back with my other hand. My invasion of her phone yielded more information in the form of a texted picture from said uncle revealing her quote-unquote "replacement" as a last emotional jab to my auntie's ego. The pic revealed this shady looking sister with a youthful curvy frame highlighted by some wide hips over a nicely cinched waist. She had a conventional look facially with a shock of dingy highlight brown hair that may have been an outright wig.
"I'm sorry boy." The thing that stuck out was that woman sort of grayish skin tone and this big ass gap in her teeth. She was wearing a cheap looking pink t-shirt and some oversized gym shorts that formerly belonged to my Auntie Esther. Her ass was big enough to make them look honest. She wore flip flops.
"Stop crying auntie; only a fool would cry about a dumb ass nigga trading a steak served up on fine china for a turd on a paper plate. Esther peered up from the fort created by her folded arms. Her weathered narrow face was full of creases and her eyes were puffy.
"Thanks, but I'm no better than that hoochie, he got over there now."
"Oh yeah; tell me auntie; how'd your sugar daddy arrive here in town when he wants to clap those big ass cheeks of yours?"
"Huh?" She sniffled.
"You heard me."
"Uhm, he's got one of them private planes like all the important people. Told me he flew in and took a helicopter here to some of me. I think he just says that to impress me, though." She was starting to cry again, but I wiped her tears forcing a reassuring smile.
"Well, tell him to send you a pic of him in or in front of that plane and forward that shit to my uncle."
"Aw, that's kiddie shit, boy."
"So what; you'd better do it or else." I threatened.
"Or else, what?"
"You're going to make us both look like fools on everybody else's level when we know that shit ain't true. He went dumpster diving while you can fly to Dubai or anywhere else in the world, on your guy's dime. How does that compare, auntie?"
"You just wanna start some mess." I understood her wisdom but didn't care as the water started to rise while I rubbed the outside of the thigh facing me.
"No, I want everyone to know exactly who we are." I had to position her legs straight in the tub starting to wash them and her snatch until she took over with a hand towel offered. I stayed there with her as she washed up intermittently breaking into muted crying. Her tears were wiped away each time they appeared.
"Uhm, you got me some real nice fellas to mess around with for the last two days. That new one today is your friend, right?"
"Cousin, on my mother's side with everything to lose too. You ain't gotta worry about him, auntie." She paused for a moment looking at my face, then resumed washing up as I turned off the running water.
"For some reason, I feel like you got a handle on thangs; I feel like it's gonna be alright."
"I hope so auntie."
I pulled the door up leaving her to clean up walking back to my editing bay setup at the desk. My heart started pounding when I noticed several messages flashing on the face of my phone. I chucked it into my camera bag having a seat in front of my laptop. The fake tinder account and others had come alive in the time I'd been talking with Esther. I dismissed all of them except for the one I was looking for. Dayna had blown up my DMs with messages and a pic which I opened.
"Got you." It was a pic of her own diminutive butt, ghetto tattoos and all.
She was seriously interested in "Harry Balls" probably finding humor in the fact I used "The Real King Ding-A-Ling" as a subtitle under Jaquan's pic as a personal inside joke aimed at her shitty online exploitation of her husband, Andre. We had a lively ten-minute conversation before I cut it short as Esther reappeared wrapped in a towel. It was obvious what was on her mind.
"You sing those papers?" Her expression changed.
"Why do you wanna know?"
"I ain't trying to stop you; but sit on it for a minute or two and don't talk to your husband."
"I'm good with it being over."
"I know but I want you to send that text we were talking about earlier."
"You were serious about that?"
"Fuck yeah, I was auntie; at this very moment a shitload of gossip is running through both sides of my family probably about us having some kind of affair behind my uncle's back, no doubt. I'm gonna have to be cool with that but it still doesn't change the fact that he replaced you with a hood booger."
"Hey now, you wanna meddle with my husband?"
"Ex husband." I corrected watching her shoulders slump as she retrieved her phone texting almost on command. She looked like she'd been hit in the gut with a cinderblock at the revelation that her husband was two or three steps ahead of her. My mind was a few months backward in the past at the picnic in his backyard the day I first hooked up with his trophy wife. His disparaging words about my girlfriend Vickie Stone sight unseen lingered in my mind sporadically making me want to dent his chin.
"Alright I sent it, but I don't know how long it will take to get a response."
"Don't worry about that shit right now; how're you doing?"
"I feel like uh, God done blew up my skirt with a hurricane and I ain't wearing no panties while everybody looking." I leaned an elbow on the desk resting my chin on it, chuckling earnestly.
"You aren't wearing any panties, auntie."
We both chuckled as she walked over, putting a hand on my shoulder. My hand slid up under the large bath towel which was only enough to cover her huge butt halfway leaving her front exposed down the middle. I settled for cupping the deep undercuff in the middle of both cheeks. My middle fingers teased her slit enough for her to plant both palms on top of the desk.
"This been one hell of a weekend with all the screwing and everything; I think it's helped me not go ham and drive back home. No matter how you slice it, we're kind of the bad guys here."
"Why do you think I want you to send that pic?"
"Oh, so you're embracing it now."
"What choice do I have? It's time to stop getting carried along by the current; my parents know. That means everybody else knows some version of the truth. Me, I've just been holding water for various reasons and the more I do it, the more it seems like bullshit. I got into this shit by happenstance and I'm good at it, real good. If my father wasn't a cheap skate, I wouldn't have hooked up with his girlfriend's daughter who encouraged me to make a sex tape. If my mother hadn't left a nineteen year old me with my dog ass cousin to babysit while she was on vacation with her boyfriend, I never would have met infamous baby mamma number two, at length. If Renee had never taken me...yadda, yadda, yadda; get what I'm saying, auntie?"
"Damn, I'm sorry."
"For what, now?" She'd been rubbing and massaging my left shoulder.
"All those times I called you a boy."
"Yeah?"
"You're a man." Esther nudged my knee squeezing between me and the desk planting her huge naked butt down in my lap. My crotch was hidden from view, but I knew she felt my business well up on demand pressing against her slit. The only thing stopping us was my jeans. I half turned positioning her on my left knee as I reached just under the towel cupping and sucking her right breast. The thick rubbery nipple inflated in my mouth providing a chewy treat.
"Aw yeah, you been spoiling me all weekend." Esther cupped my cheek with her opposite hand faux nursing me as I played, and vacuum sucked that nipple until she yowled. I fondled the other, flicking the nipple.
She peppered my temple with wet kisses until my lips met hers, then parted.
"Guess we should've done it in the tub, huh boy?"
I chuckled then undid the lazy knot holding the towel unconvincingly to her body. Her energy was warm and inviting while she read overtly demure as I captured her wrist prodding her lightly to stand up. My hands framed her small waist giving the soft flesh there an encouraging squeeze as I planted my lips on her perfect bikini navel parting them unseen letting my tongue dart back and forth. Her scent was there assailing my nostrils as she moaned rubbing the back of my head.
"I wish I was your age right now; we'd be running off to the chapel."
"Shotgun wedding?" I asked after running the flat of my tongue up her abdomen towards her breasts.
"Heck no; after all the good loving you've been giving me, I couldn't harm a hair on your head. I'd at least be one of them there side women waiting in my bed with the night light on hoping you'd slip between the sheets. If I was younger, would you make me a side lady?"
All ten of my fingers were outstretched pressed into her crotch, thumbs touching. They approximated the look of a butterfly for an instant before I slid them to the abundant rounded curve of her hips. Esther had the pure definition of baby making hips with a powerful frame born out of nature and hard work in her youth. I planted a plethora of light kisses on her shaved mound, tickling her clit a bit. Esther's hand appeared framing her sex spreading it as much as she could vertically until that button appeared.
"I don't care if you wouldn't make me one of your side ladies; I give you a key to the house and my fucking car. You're so good and there ain't nobody can take it away from you. Hey, I'm not just talking about your loving; and I ain't saying that because of what happened, either." She cupped my chin directing my gaze up at her face.
"That never crossed my mind." I drew her in close pressing my face into her tummy secretly rattled at my situation afraid to look at the face of my phone sequestered away in my camera bag. My hands cupped big handfuls of her buttocks.
I slipped a finger inside her honeypot getting an acute flinch as she reacted squinting with one raised brow.
"Guess them boys done bombed out my baby bucket for sure, huh?"
Esther shrieked when I stood up fluidly taking her into my arms like a newlywed. The shocked look on her face was priceless as I planted her on the bed gingerly. My eyes roamed over her body taking in everything settling on the stocking cap still on her head. It was sheer enough that I could see her salt and peppered naps, sort of naturally in these odd little twisty shapes. The southern girl was laid bare underneath my eyes looking unsure of the future despite not having a care in the world economically. She'd already landed on her feet but felt otherwise after losing decades of familiarity.
"Uhm, when you feel better; can I have sex with you before you go?" Her eyes flashed a bit of emotion.
"Sure, we can do it anytime you want; and even after I go to my new place. That sheik fella kind of weird wanting me to tell him about my uh, physical situations on that facetime while he jerks off. That movie you made with me, and that Andre boy got him excited. Said he wants some more, and he's willing to pay top dollar too. He ain't gonna mind me still working on stuff with you; and that's a fact...aw, sorry about telling too much of my shady dealings."
"Esther. "
"You're better than both of them boys you bought over here to fuck me; and on the lord's honest truth. I was just uh, punch drunk...dick happy when I said what I said the other day." She backpedaled verbally wringing her hands randomly tugging on a pointer finger.
"Hey." I offered both hands pulling her into a sitting position on the edge of the mattress.
We exchanged glances, then hugged deeply as she started quietly sobbing with her face hidden in my chest. I didn't say anything because I knew she needed it as someone started knocking on the door.
"Housekeeping." I was thankful for the interruption, leading her back to the bathroom to make herself presentable before I left the duo of cleaners inside to service the room. I stuck my head inside the main bathroom finding her there looking at herself in the mirror.
"Hey." She flinched looking at me with a hand pressed to her bosom.
"Yes?"
"Cut that shit out; can you do me a favor, auntie?" Esther was already shaking her head with a heartened smile wide enough to make these deep-set dimples appear at the corner of her mouth.
"Sure can."
"Babysit?"
"Huh?" She raised a brow.
"Andre."
It took her a minute to make the connection.
"Oh, yeah; alright I'll let him hang out tonight." Just like that we were back to some semblance of normality. I didn't mind the blue balls collecting my pizza from Jaquan before we went our separate ways without much of a word between us. We both knew I'd punked him throughout the day and I decided not to push things further as we went our separate ways. Andre was left behind with Esther.
I packed up and hit the freeway happy to be returning home to edit all the footage, drama free. Once I was on the freeway, the weight of the world came crashing in on me as I made sense of my situation. It started out shady, but playful with my former auntie. Now, I was indelibly cast as the black sheep for all time to come. I decided not to speak with my mother and my father wasn't an issue anymore. I had an angry chortle realizing he might catch hell from my uncle because he couldn't get his hands on me.
Esther's behavior had been overlooked by me for most of the shoot but came into play once I had a second to look her in the eye. It was the look of quiet realization that you've hit a dead end. It was a look we shared and part of a bubble that was becoming more visible with each passing moment. My thoughts drifted to that first incidental hookup with Erica Walton. I remembered the rebel spirit of it more than the sex itself which was decidedly subpar. She'd become much better later, perhaps out of pharmaceutical happiness. I'd missed the fact that she was positively sociopathic.
"No rest for the weary; shit, I must have angered the fucking gods or something."
A familiar Bentley was sitting with its front end up on the curve further than the last time. I had my driver's side window down with an arm propped up as I glared across the front lawn at the woman sitting on my front porch. I missed the good old days when I was blink, and you'll miss it invisible to women. I was so far away from the assumed blank state personality assigned to me formerly, that I might as well have gone to another planet. I decided to be a dick, turning up my radio...loud.
Mrs. Gilbert was suddenly serenaded by The System's "Don't Disturb This Groove" as I had a slice.
I relaxed my seat leaning back as I finished off the slice watching her from my driver's side window noticing that she was glaring at me intensely. There was no doubt in my mind that I was supposed to be some collateral damage in whatever she had going on with her adult daughter at the moment. Part of me wondered if she regretted releasing her daughter's trust fund now realizing it was the only means of keeping the wayward sometimes villain under heel. I could tell by the pointed, malicious expression on her face that both mother and daughter were cut from the same cloth.
I cut the music snatching up my box of pizza underarm like a library book as I got out of my car strolling across the lawn to the edge of the hedges. Her eyes were following me while her head didn't move. It felt like a lioness was eyeing me right before she pounced. It felt like a Mexican standoff as I looked at her face, then away chortling to myself before raising a palm.
"Ma'am, Mrs. Gilbert...Angela I'd like a moment to decompress before you do whatever it is you've come here to do."
It looked like she'd come from the gym wearing a light pink cropped long sleeved hoodie that left her abdomen exposed. There was a narrow horizontal oval cutout that exposed the cleavage underneath. Her lower half was covered in some skintight gray leggings that stopped at her calves. I glanced down at the ankle socks and Nike Air Max sneakers on her feet. My gaze drifted up to her stern-looking face which made me crack a half smile as I took a seat beside her on my porch facing the street.
"What's so funny?"
"Ah, counselor I take the fifth." I deferred the question.
"I insist."
I glanced over, noticing a bottle of Crown Royale on the outside of her right hip. Its royal purple cloth sack was half drawn down and the upper half of the liquor inside was gone. I placed the box of pizza across my lap opening it exposing the pie inside.
"Peace offering?"
She looked at my face for a moment as she took a slice.
"I still insist."
"Oh, you'll be mad; I'd rather not." I shot back as she munched on the slice while I placed the box on my opposite side. The outline of her bust in profile indicated she wore nothing underneath. When she looked at me pointedly then down at her bust, I motioned towards the bottle. Angela smirked angrily, favoring the bottle before handing it to me. Her narrow eyes became slits when I flinched momentarily.
"Now tell me."
"Well, uh, I used to tell your daughter that she looked like a certain celebrity. She already knew this because it happened a few times before, but now as I'm looking at your face, well...uh, you'll be mad."
"Samira Wiley?"
"You know already?"
"I got that down at the firm because of that "Orange is the New Black" show and the fact that I'm an attorney; shit got old real quick, but it lingers. I heard from one of my few remaining acquaintances the comparison was made at the party where my nude was displayed prominently. Heck, my first year there everyone kept calling me Cecily after that actress, even had my business cards printed with the name."



"Ouch."
"That's the least of my worries." She snagged the bottle taking a sip of the hard liquor.
"So, you're not mad?"
"I've got a laundry list of things to be mad about, especially you and your malicious compliance with my daughter. You've cost me too much for a casual fling; I was working out, hitting the Stairmaster trying to walk it off, but I couldn't get that snarky look on your face out of my mind. It kept getting worse until I was compelled to come over here to flatten your nose. Yes, I came here to engage in street nonsense with you, but it dawned on me just how much I deserved what I got for being messy and careless with you." Angela took another sip under my watchful eye.
"You might want to slow down with that stuff."
"I could drink you under the table; but now I just don't know what to do with myself. Charity has collared me fiercely and will no doubt wreak emotional havoc on my person and what's left of my career. I find that I'm okay with the latter, but it's the silence and knowing she's willfully ghosting me as she watches me crumble."
"So, what now?"
"I have no idea other than finishing this bottle between this porch and my condo." I was facing her Bentley haphazardly semi-parked partially on my lawn.
"You know better than to drink and drive, Angela." I offered a hand wanting the bottle.
"You don't care, you've had your fun making a fool out of me." She stood up relinquishing the bottle but then took a step down, turning to face me. Mrs. Gilbert went for the pizza box, snagging another slice as I took a swig.
"Don't worry, the man upstairs gave me a healthy dose of karma. Uhm, we're in the same situation Angela; I lost my family membership, forever. Works out like that sometimes, you know?" I boozed it up as she processed my confession.
"You're telling the truth, aren't you?"
"I take the fifth counselor; and I want you to plant that tight gym butt on my knee." Her brow furrowed deeply as she glared but sat down on my left knee snacking on the pilfered slice.
"Are you a fucking pervert?" I wasted no time cupping the curve of her rear caring little that we were sitting outside on the front porch. The nest cam on the front door's frame was catching our exchange in full fisheye lense view.
"Tell me what you want from Charity."
"I, just want to talk things over and apologize; our last conversation was completely one-sided as I was informed, she'd used you as a proxy to give me a goodbye pity fuck. She said it was more than I'd given before banishing her to the mundane, but then thanked me. She reiterated just how much meeting you changed her life for the better; said how liberating it was to have someone truly accept her as a human being instead of an asset. Hell, that little bitch asked me how I liked your style, then hung up."
"Well?"
"What?"
"How'd you like it, Angela?"
I watched Mrs. Gilbert's face cloud over, then soften into a lighter mean mug and a half smile before the rest of the slice was unceremoniously shoved between my duplicitous lips. I just munched the rest as she looked away for an instant, returning my gaze with a pointed smirk. I was given a sip of her hooch.
"Oh, you're a tricky little bastard with a silver tongue; I could only imagine the mischief you would've gotten up to with my dear Charity if you two paired up in her high school years. Heck, thinking about it, you'd probably make a fine husband for her in hindsight. I can't believe you'd try to fuck me again."
"You'd love it if I fucked you again."
"And just the right amount of arrogance; you little shit." My hand drifted up under the back of her top rubbing her back. There was no brassiere of any type confirming my suspicions.
"I want to put my dick in your mouth and fuck the shit out of it; I want another angry ass blowjob."
"Real smooth; I'm not particularly hard up for cock, if you hadn't figured that out."
"I don't care; I want to put my dick in your mouth and get one of those scary blowjobs anyway."
"Scary blowjob?"
"Yeah, it looked like you were going to bite it off last time." Angela sucked in her bottom lip chortling to herself, before responding.
"Did my daughter put you up to it again?"
"No, but it's okay if you don't believe me and it still doesn't change the fact that I want you to suck my dick and sit on my face before I crack you wide open on the floor in that hallway between the living room and the kitchen. I want to pin your thighs down spread apart so that I can watch my dick going in and out of your mean, smug little pussy until you cream. Then I want to spread those tight buns, too."
"Oh, put a lot of thought into it, huh?" She raised a brow obviously flirting as she took a swig.
"Doesn't mean it ain't true." My hand slid around the opposite side of her back under her top cupping a breast. I enjoyed the feel of it in my palm, kinda weighted as my finger flicked a thickened nipple.
"Okay, I believe you."
Mrs. Gilbert leaned across me setting the half full bottle down at my hip, kissing me as she drew backward over my lap. She cupped my chin using her tongue to trace and outline my lips before slipping inside my mouth. Our tongues twisted and coiled about wrestling. I got a sustained bit of suction on her bottom lip as we parted. My hand blanketed her breast under the gym top squeezing, rolling and pinching her nipple.
"Okay." She replied breezily standing up as my palm glided down from the back of her top over the swell of her tight, toned gym butt.
Angela stepped over the tent in my pants grabbing the screen door handle, waiting. I raised the house keys over my head allowing her to lightly take them and open the door.
"Come and get it."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Huh?" My foot nudged a discarded sneaker when I followed her inside moments later no-look locking the screen door. A few feet away, the second sneaker sat in the middle of the living room floor.
Angela aka Mrs. Gilbert was in the hallway between the living room and the kitchen which was adjacent to my bedroom peeling out of the leggings. Her long-defined legs came into view as she flattened a palm leaning against the wall removing an ankle sock, followed by the other.
"Oh." My eyes found a tiny triangular patch of fabric covering her sex which was also removed when she dug her thumbs into the side of the tiny bikini panties sliding them down exposing the clear strips at her hips. Her mound was shaved bald and looked inviting as Angela stood up straight removing her top like a t-shirt tossing it aside while looking me in the face.
"Oh shit." She reached up removing a tie releasing the utilitarian ponytail in the back of her head shaking out her shoulder length hair. Her mean looking narrow face was unchanged other than a half smirk as she crooked a finger beckoning me into the corridor.
Her tight toned athletic body was striking for a woman her age. I couldn't take my eyes off her thick rounded nipples, which looked like tiny bullet points.
I joined her in the hall and was catered to with a bit of muted intensity as she stripped my shirt off and unbuckled my belt, snatching my zipper down, roughly. My eyes roamed all over her modelesque body before she dipped out of view, taking my pants to my ankles as she did an open legged squat. This necessitated I step out of them one at a time after my own shoes and socks were removed.
Both of us were nude in that corridor; her face was level with my prick.
Her thin hands reached up pinching my balls making me wince before massaging them as they shifted to the base of my prick between all ten fingers. I would've thought it malicious of her, but realized it was part of her technique as five of them pressed down applying pressure while the other hand began roughly stroking outwards towards her face. This had the result of getting me fully at "attention" in seconds. I got so hard; my cock was visibly pulsing as her hands slid down to the front of my thighs.
Angela buried half of me in her mouth robotically bobbing her head towards her jacking right hand gradually taking more and more until the end of her fist was rhythmically touching her thin lips. The tip of my prick bumped about in her gullet hitting the top of her mouth and poking the interior of her right cheek a few times. It felt like I was getting harder as she added subtle movements in these slight circular movements that made my prick curve in the middle. My gaze drifted down, finding her peering into my eyes.
It was an angry look, one that she knew I was looking for as I momentarily wondered if it was permanently affixed to her face. Angela Gilbert was an attractive mature woman with a sort of intense, authoritative beauty. It was the reason I wanted my prick in her mouth and I really couldn't explain it but thought about a threesome I'd had with Charity and our mutual FWB Phoebe. I'd busted her wayward daughter out of the house with her arriving expecting me to collect on a sexual debt with the same angry expression I was now looking at in her mother's face.
These two were truly cut from the same cloth.
Her already narrow eyes became slits of apparent indignation as her lips drew back revealing her teeth suddenly clamping down on my thickened cock. There was no pressure applied, only the visual threat of her biting it off as my eyes went wide, mouth agape. She applied the slightest bit of pressure on the middle of my shaft making me whimper, then broke the connection with a chortle cupping her hand under her chin.
"I thought you wanted an angry blowjob; that's what you said you wanted, right?" Angela teased long stroking my cock from stem to stern. I chortled too, both of us slightly tipsy from the alcohol.
"Keep sucking." I lightly palmed the back of her head until a little more than half was wetly buried.
She went at it without further word or complaint this time loudly slurping and adding more tongue to the proceedings. Her hands traveled along my thighs massaging them while applying and even harder suction to my member. Her stiff posture was comparable to a life-sized Barbie doll or mannequin. Her palms came to rest flattened on the tops of her thighs. My prick was slightly bent looking as if it were spearing her maw as the proceedings got progressively sloppier. It almost felt as if it would break in two.
"Aw shit, aw fuck Angela." Her hungry moans sent me over the edge.
I exploded several ropes in her mouth as she hummed and moaned, sucking me off harder than ever. More cum spurted out glazing her pursed lips with one particularly strong rope arching across the bridge of her nose as she released me with an audible pop, huffing. She never stopped the intense angry looking eye contact throughout, ending things with a lick of her soiled lips. The visual had my manhood twitching as she gloated.
"Did you like that; is that what you wanted from me?"
I nodded blissfully tapping my prick on her glazed lips while some of my spunk ran off the edge of her chin. For some reason my mind drifted backwards in time inexplicably to the front seat of Mr. Gilbert's truck with their daughter Charity sitting in my lap as her mother dressed her down. The pointed sound of her voice even post coitus, made my cock twitch and bob right between her eyes. She noticed rearing up immediately taking me whole sucking and sawing her head back and forth getting some errant strands of stringy cum which she loudly slurped up. Her hand returned rhythmically pinching my balls with a little twist that made my legs wobble. My throbbing prick was released with an oily visible splash.
"In case you hadn't noticed, I like giving head; now, I think you said something about me sitting on your face, right?"
What followed was a literal reversal of fortunes as she mounted my head in that corridor assuming a posture on all fours, essentially fucking my face. It started with an open legged squat with fingers spreading her flower apart exposing the rich pink, glistening insides of her virtue. I left nothing off the table making a meal of her snatch with aplomb until Angela was obliged to kotow on my face, bucking and grinding her holiest of holiest feverishly.
Angela wasn't much of a talker preferring to let actions speak louder as she humped and swiveled her hips as if she were being taken from behind. I made it worth her while mashing my tongue against her clit randomly letting it slip between her folds which made her whimper. I returned her actions in spades licking and sucking wildly making a mess of myself as Angela got progressively excited. I went into survival mode as she arched her lower back groaning which carried in this haunted echo along the corridor.
Out of nowhere Angela reared kneeling upright with her knees framing the sides of my head. I was confronted with this ice-cold glare in her naturally narrow brown eyes while her nostrils flared. It looked as if she were about to pump me full of bullets for a minute, but instead she slid down my body raising that tight, toned athletic rump right above my business. Angela went into a position like she was about to run a relay race with all ten of her fingertips on the floor staring intently at my expression.
"Why're you so fucking good?" She snarled animalistically reaching down between her long-defined legs pressing my crown against her slit.
I didn't have to answer laying there letting her take control as I watched the tip of my cock spread her labia apart. Her internal heart was something else that unfortunately reminded me of her one and only daughter. The primal look in her eyes was intense as she reacted facially to the rest of my crown invading her snatch. Her narrow angry looking face got closer and closer until I could feel her breath on my own.
"AW!! AW!! AWN!! SHIT!!" Her butt slammed down like it was spring loaded with the striking quickness of a cobra bite. Before I could say anything, Angela did it two more times, then swiveled her hips with a slight wiggle letting it rest in her steaming confines as she settled atop my body like some lazing lioness, arms folded on my pecs facially inquisitive.
"You're thinking about my daughter, aren't you?"
"Are you serious?" I raised a brow, indignant in that instant while my bottom lip quivered a little feeling her tense up around my girth. She was using her inner muscles to squeeze me as she came closer, almost pressing her lips against mine.
"That's not an answer?" She let her hips roll taking my captured manhood on a subtle ride.
"COME ON!"
My hands rose in the air on her sides intending to grab her butt and mash it down on the base of my cock, but she pushed them back down on either side of my head resuming her original position with a raised brow and smirk. Angela smiled pushing the tip of a finger into the side of my cheek. Her smile seemed out of character making me antsy as she wriggled her butt, squeezing me inside.
"I see I'm going to have to make an impression on you."
"Impression?"
"Yeah, I used to have guys fighting over me all the time before I met my husband; got stalked a few times too, but you're making me feel like a consolation prize. I don't like that shit kid; I play to win."
Angela blanketed my body under hers with her knees adjacent to my hips. Her defined arms slid underneath my armpits interlocking behind the back of my neck. The moment her lips touched mine, her butt became a blur of motion. Angela's tongue slid inside my mouth wrestling and coiling about while her body remained immobile except that tight, toned gym butt took me to pound town with no fucks given. I mimicked her posture interlocking my fingers at her back, drawing my knees up until my feet were planted flat. My assumed rigid posture allowed her to go for broke.
"Still thinking about her, now?" Angela hissed through gritted teeth.
I did a doubletake then arched my lower back off the floor. Her sense of entitlement and competition even with her own daughter was off-putting. She adjusted to my actions using her lower body strength to push me back down again; and just like that, we were almost grappling in the middle of a hookup. My hands went to her waist as I arched up into her downward thrusts with just as much force until neither cared who was trying to do what to the other. It sounded like someone was bouncing a wet basketball in that corridor.
She started to give first signaling me when her puffy looking eyes shut tightly while her nostrils flared even more, mouth hung open. We were bumping uglies so hard, her tits were flopping horizontally slapping wetly into her chest on each downward repetition. The frenetic rutting came with receipts for me as well with an abundance of perspiration coating my naked body, sweat dripping into my eyes. Her breathes drifted into these wincing huffs as she moved less enjoying the feel of my cock pummeling her mature puss unabated.
Angela faltered first bending finally at the waist letting her elbows rest on my chest as she assumed a modified position like the Great Sphinx of Egypt atop my body. My hands were firmly in possession of her waist up until that point but slid down grabbing handfuls of that gym butt. This snarl of sorts escaped her maw when my palms came down in a stinging slap on the cheeks. Her skin was wet and sticky to the touch having come over from the gym right before I showed up. Angela was damn near broiling to the touch, but positively volcanic on the inside.
My hands took custody of her buttocks independently laboriously pushing them down into my trembling upward thrusts. It felt like that thing had become detached from the rest of her body wholly independent for my purposes. Angela's moans were all I could hear as she rested atop my prone body twisting my nipples between thumb and forefinger. It was akin to her playing with the knobs on an old school radio as the mild stinging sensations made me just that much harder. I responded with a nasty pinch to her right buttock, then slapped the shit out of the other making her grimace and hiss.
I followed this up with dual pinches to the underside of those chocolate cheeks, spreading them wide apart exposing her rear entrance to the world opposite from my field of vision. My nails dug into her cemented buns yanking them into my pelvis taking her whole. It felt like I was thumping the back of her cunt, but it could have been one of her grooved walls. Angela's head came to rest on my chest in profile. Her tongue darted out teasing my right nipple flicking it, before she took it whole sucking hard. This made me cry out and push the tip of a finger into her backdoor, rhythmically pumping.
She framed my offended pec tracing it with her pointer finger taking a portion of it between her lips loudly slurping, then wetly breaking contact leaving it glazed with her saliva. This woman was becoming feral going after my neck with teeth and tongue like some sort of vampire before I grabbed a handful of her hair yanking backward. I earned a slap to the right side of my face responding immediately with an intense open-handed spanking of her left buttock until it was nearly glowing despite her dark complexion.
We jostled with her using a forearm to parry my offending hand freeing herself to sit upright on my cock. Her palms flattened against my chest as she manically rowed her hips back and forth milking rope after thick milky rope of cum out of my prick. Angela was a shiny testament to seasoned black female sexuality squeezing everything out while her face was twisted into this grimacing feral mask. There was nothing I could do but lay there and take it like a champ. Angela gradually slowed to a stop just sitting there stuffed as I spurted more inside.
Angela ran her fingers through her hair huffing and perspiring so much that she blew a sweat bubble. I laid spread eagle there underneath as she blinked profusely, narrow puffy looking eyes settling on my sexually distressed face. Her pointer finger traced an invisible line between my pecs then poked me right in the center before she upped the undersides of her breasts kneading them, rolling her nipples. My heart was thumping wildly while my cock was trapped vertically in her goo filled cunt.
"That was good, but I'm sorry." She apologized.
"Sorry?"
"Yeah."
"Why?"
"I'm going to fuck you silly or until I fall off of your cock." Angela admitted faux silly with a mean looking smirk on her face.
"HEY!" It was too late.
She was already rowing her crotch back and forth taking my semi-erect cock on that wild ride again. My sensitivity after just orgasming, was off the charts. Mrs. Gilbert was showing out unfortunately drawing more comparisons to her daughter who'd sexually stunted on me several times during the period she was an occupant of the home I now inhabited. Angela leaned over bending solely at the waist wantonly shoving her tongue in my mouth moaning and huffing. Her tongue somehow ended up in my ear. My cock inflated inside her like a balloon as she planted her feet, palms flat on my chest.
"AW SHIT!" Mr. Gilbert started bouncing on my cock like a pogo stick eventually spreading her legs horizontally so that she could rest her hands on the tops of her knees. Then she really went to work.
"FAWK ANGELA!!" She was doing wholesale squats on my cock with these measured strokes in various cadences and speeds sometimes slowing down enough to take me from base to tip agonizingly slow. I laid there watching her cunt slide along my length from stem to crown at a snail's pace leaving it coated with our intermingled juices only to have her slam down on my crotch with all her weight, then go hard in the paint. Whenever Angela did this, she would signal it by pinning my wrists down.
After several repetitions of this, Angela took a hard seat on my erection bringing her knees together with the undersides of her forearms resting atop them. I found myself looking up at the underside of her chin. Mrs. Gilbert was just sitting there doing nothing with a self-satisfied expression on her face that bordered on the smug. My cock was still incarcerated in her steaming quim.
"Hey, what's up Angela?" I asked a few minutes into this wondering if she was taking a break.
"Nothing, you're done."
"Excuse me?"
"You're done; did I stutter, little boy?" She was definitely being smug to a fault, still not looking at my face.
"Look, you don't know what you're..."
Angela leaned over arching her back, flattening her palms, raising her pelvis disengaging us. I watched my cock slowly appear with the crown still inside. She waited a few seconds then reared up allowing my tumescence to fully pop out of her snatch lengthwise against my belly, flaccid. A deluge of thick milky cum followed making a mess of my crotch, in excess. It ran out like a tap was open utterly soiling me.
"You're done." Angela winked at me chortling before kowtowing next to my hip lapping up all our combined juices and my jizz.
Her hand encircled the base of my cock under the balls letting them bulge over her fist as she sucked on them before throating my flaccid penis sucking as hard as she could. This went on for about five minutes before she let it plop out of her mouth, chuckling. We exchanged glances until I looked away, feeling three feet tall. Angela mounted my chest out of nowhere with her cunt wedged dead center on my pecs. I didn't know what to make of this as she stared at my face, visibly enjoying her win. She was gloating.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK?!" Angela popped her hips bucking and arching wildly grinding her cunt on my sternum, then dismounted as quickly as she'd begun standing up hands on hips, laughing to herself.
"Don't sweat it; I always wanted to see what it was like, so I fucked your titties, ha-ha."
"Mrs. Gilbert, Angela...there's gonna be consequences for that shit."
"Nigga, you can't even get up off the floor." I was caught off guard by the unsuspected street language as she laughed opening the bathroom door on our right side. She pulled back the shower curtain turning on the water, glancing back with a wide beaming smile that reminded me wholly of her daughter.
My body felt like a lead weight defying me several times when I tried to sit upright. Angela stood there with her hands on her hips watching me fail with this insufferable teasing look on her face. She still looked like the meanest woman in the world, but now was smiling with this big toothy grin. Thoughts of Christina Ricci's Wednesday Adams smiling in the old movie Adam's Family Values filled my mind. It felt like Angela had dunked on me in a game of street ball.
"Aw, you look like a toddler trying to walk." She commented turned in profile with a hand under the spray gauging the temperature.
This didn't dissuade me as I kept it up still watching as Angela got into the shower leaving the curtain drawn back so that I could watch her taking her time cleaning up. The smile on her face and the intermittent cooing and teasing baby noises got under my skin. This got me thinking about all the times I'd sexually stunted on her daughter realizing my wins came from repeatedly catching Charity Gilbert off guard. Angela's daughter laid me out in similar fashion on at least two occasions and was more emotionally invested during our farewell tryst. These women were distinctly cut from the same cloth.
She lathered up keeping her eyes trained on me letting the suds run down her chest and abdomen into her crotch. Angela's her hand rubbed her sex with fingers embedded between her lower lips as she slowly turned her back in my direction giving me a view of her sculpted buttock. There were two crescent shaped dimples deeply imbedded in those cheeks I hadn't noticed before. Her figure was that of a competitive runner with extras in her prominent bust and tight packed ass cheeks. This woman was truly the prototype of her daughter.



"You're good, really good in bed, but no match for me. The only man that could ever handle me was William and that's just because he's packing a pipe downstairs; he probably couldn't even handle me right now. The first time we did it, it felt like he was trying to kill me with his cock. Ah yeah, sometimes I masturbate to that epic hate fuck. It's utterly scintillating, even in memory. Maybe you'll get there one day while you're lying there on the floor comparing me to my daughter."
"Bitch." Charity's mother just laughed out loud leaning against the tiled wall of the shower watching me with both hands pressing a soapy hand towel between her thighs. There was no doubt about what she was doing openly discounting our tryst on the floor outside the bathroom.
"I uh, decided to openly vet other uhm, candidates back in the day because William was being difficult, controlling and talking back a lot. He had the audacity to tell me I wasn't allowed to talk to any other men whatsoever. Keep in mind this was during our early college days in the late eighties, the beginnings of open female empowerment on the mainstream level. You should've seen his face when he saw me in Bradley's Lamborghini. I even waved as we passed him...Aw yeah, he was so fucking mad, nearly insane with jealousy."
"Evil." I commented on drawing my knees up until my soles were flat on the corridor floor.
"Other than some heavy petting, we didn't do anything because he was embarrassed because of his five inches. I offered a handjob, sort of a "You Ain't Getting No Pussy" consolation prize, but he lied about being religious saying we should wait until after we were married. I laughed in his face, and he dropped me right back home flipping me the bird as he drove off. Considering that ass whipping he got later, he probably kicked himself for not taking me up on the offer. William was positively bestial."
I raised a brow as she got under the spray washing profusely before continuing.
"I know what you're thinking; but the man lied to his frat about fucking me. William and I were uh, taking a break after my unfortunate power play. I saw him around campus with a few girls, but none of them measured up. I just kept it a buck knowing he would come back, but Bradley helped things along quite nicely with some dangerous gossiping about a fuck that never happened, never would unless it was at the end of a shotgun barrel, mind you. The silly goof didn't know William was in earshot of him until he was nicely concussed. My future husband's date was left there as he stalked off confronting me at my apartment inconsolably distressed."
"This sounds familiar." Angela was washing her underarm, stopping for a second to glare.
"I wasn't in the mood after fending off questions about that phantom hookup for nearly a week, but William was approaching OJ levels of masculine intolerance, so I told him he could see for himself and was promptly deflowered, with prejudice. And before you ask... it was GOOD!! Exceptional even."
"Charity really is your clone."
Angela surprised me with a middle finger after recounting a history that was nearly identical to the incidents that led to her daughter's epic downfall during the last year of high school.
"I think the apple doesn't fall far from the tree in your front yard, too."
"What's that supposed to mean?" There was this self-assured expression on her narrow angry looking face that went beyond casual snark.
"I said what I said; and that's your problem to deal with. We're all pretty much shades of our parents."
I drew my knees further, crossing my arms over my chest as she stepped out of the shower toweling off with that self-satisfied smirk getting more insufferable than before. I was already processing her words reading their real meaning, looking between the lines at what was supposed to be an obvious dig at my origins. Angela dropped the towel to the floor, taking a moment to look in the mirror before pivoting to turn off the still running water in the tub.
"HEY!!" She shouted when my arm shot around her waist palming her abdomen. My head appeared under her right armpit looking up at her face with a sly smirk of my own.
"Background checked me; I'm flattered." Angela raised a brow looking slightly annoyed before answering.
"You colluded with my daughter to fuck me over; what did you expect?"
"Actually, it's exactly what I expected; you're Charity Gilbert's mother for Christ's sakes, Angela. When you think about it, the reaction was sort of, mild." She turned towards me looking to create a bit of space, but I pressed the issue reaching down between her thighs palming her mound.
"Hurt your pride, huh?"
"Not even, your daughter laid me out plenty of times and at least one girl that I know of when we had a threesome. What about you Angela; ever eat a bitch out while cowgirling the holy shit out of a nigga?"
"Son of a bitch." I got a smack to the cheek but kept rubbing her cunt, middle fingers dipping inside.
"Relax, to be honest I'm persona grata with the family and my dad is ducking me right now. Baby, I'm a verified full bloodied black sheep bar none. Now that doesn't mean we can't go another round, huh Angela? Are you gonna let a little back and forth you started, get in the way of a good time?"
"Well, are you going to try filming me for that filthy little website of yours?" She was still trying to rattle me, but I squinted before answering.
"Is your daughter on there?"
"...well."
"I never disrespected your daughter like you disrespected me and everybody else you thumbed your smug nose at in the past and the fucking present. What I'm trying to say is that I don't care what your real deal is for coming over here acting like you were drinking; I just wanna fuck you as much as humanly possible tonight."
"How did you know?" Her brown eyes went wider than their normal slit like nature as I slipped two fingers inside curved up into her spot.
"You'd only taken a sip when I arrived; I saw the bottle and you can't be that much of a light weight as a powerful attorney and former partner in a law firm. All the meetings you'd have to take with power brokers doesn't lend itself to somebody with a tea finger. I figured maybe you wanted the same thing as me; was I wrong, Angela?"
"You're fingering me, so you tell me?"
"Damn I love your pissed off face." I gave her a chaste kiss on the lips starting to work that bumpy ridge inside. My other hand cupped her breast kneading and rolling her nipple.
"Fuck you."
"Yeah, fuck me, Angela; fuck me good." She offered no resistance as I leaned into her body which was pressed against the edge of the sink going hard with the hand magic as we made out. Her arm coiled about my neck while her other hand grabbed my cock giving it a solitary rough jerk that made me yelp into her mouth.
"How'd you like that, asshole?"
"AWWWK!!" I responded in kind using three fingers to claim ownership of her middle-aged cunt in what was the equivalent of a prison yard test of wills, sexually speaking.
That free hand cupped my cheek as she got into it kissing me back starting to moan and react as I digitally fucked her as my cock fattened in her palm. She closed her fingers around it lightly this time but didn't do anything else as my hand slid down her lower back, fingers finding the dimple etched into the side of her toned buttock. Angela pushed my cock into her thigh gap then hugged me tightly about the neck. Hostilities were lost in the heat of the moment. I was sure she would never know how much she stuck it to me moments earlier. I'd become the certified black sheep of the family hours earlier.
Both of my hands were cupping the underside of her buttocks inching back from the sink. She didn't say anything when I faced her towards the tiled wall on the opposite side of the tub and bent her over. I'd say she accommodated me to the fullest knowing what was going to happen next. Angela stretched over the tub at a ninety-degree angle saying nothing as I pried those tight buns apart inserting my cock.
"Ah yes, take my ass." Angela hissed as I worked all of myself inside up to the hilt.
The tightness was off the charts as I worked it out eventually fucking her at a decent clip. The resistance was as incredible as her over silence. For some reason this made me even harder pushing her business in with aplomb. Every time my cock pushed inside there was this resistance that hit near my base. It was uniquely tighter than most of the women I'd already been with in the past. Her legs locked with this weird backward arch at the knees. That stiff posture made it feel like fucking a mannequin.
The view of my hands on her hips thumbs digging deep into her cheeks, was enticing. I could hear Angela controlling her breathing as I plowed her mercilessly. She kept her chin up facing the tiled wall of the shower, deathly silent. I came to understand this attempt at a nonverbal burn designed to probably infuriate me. She was irritated I'd seen through her gambit but wanted sex anyway. I knew she was plotting but resolved to put an end to things once I'd had my fill of her charms. I reached around.
"What're you doing?"
"Relax." I was rubbing her button letting my fingers caress her slit parting the folds.
"You don't have to...uh, shit; what're you...aw, fuck you little putz! Dammit, you think you're slick, don't you?"
"I'm six feet tall and some change; who're you calling a little putz? And who uses that term, Angela? I think you've been in mixed company a bit too long."
"Ah, shit; aw you...think I should slum down here in the hood with you?"
"Of course not; you'd stick out like a sore thumb, Angela. How else would you explain calling me hood off the cuff when I'm obviously nothing of the sort. Anybody that looks at me can see I'm obviously an evil version of a Cosby kid, a nasty Theo Huxtable, baby; and I didn't start out that way either. You talk like you know it all but sound like this biggest fight or flight coon since Larry Elder. I accept you Angela, and you're gonna accept my cock in your tight ass. Angela...I'm gonna POUND YOUR SHIT all night."
"OH GAWD YES!! FUCK MY UPTIGHT ASSHOLE LIKE YOU MEAN IT NIGGA!!" My offending digits were slapped away in favor of her own allowing me to acquiesce to her wishes with handfuls of her hips beating her back out with machine like proficiency. Her humble origins in the "hood" bubbled to the top when she was pushed to the edge sexually. I liked bringing it up out of her. I liked pounding sand out of her like this knowing she hated herself for loving it. The bathroom was filled with wet claps of our dueling uglies as I went with it long stroking Angela as she frantically jilled herself in tandem with my thrusts.
"AH!! SHIT!! I HATE THAT YOU KNOW HOW TO FUCK ME!! DID YOU LEARN THIS FUCKING CHARITY?!!"
"Shut up and take it bitch."
My gaze was fixated on her tight buns, specifically this spot right above her gluteal cleft. I could see the tiniest motion ripple from my efforts and I wanted more. I wanted to make it bigger, more pronounced. I pulled back on her hips wedging Angela tightly into my pelvis with no give, then went at it violently putting my whole back into it. That tiny little motion ripple got a bit wider encouraging me to go further.
"I FEEL IT!! FUH-FUCKING FEEL IT!! YOU'RE PUSHING IT IN!! AW!! AW FUCK!! FUCK MA ASS BOY!!" Angela's head went first falling forward before she folded in half at the waist with this loose disjointed motion while her long legs remained steadfastly anchored. Her distressed cries and whimpers echoed off the shower walls. This gave way to wholesale howling when her legs started shaking uncontrollably, knees knocking. I pounded Angela down until she flattened her palms in the tub.
"OW!! OW!! YEAH FUCK ME!! FUCK ME HARDER MOTHER FUCKER!! TAKE THIS ASS!! FUCK MA ASS!!" She started wriggling about using her hips and long legs forcing a bit of my shaft out just above the base. Her butt was bouncing and smacking wetly into my pelvis as I let her take over somewhat with a touching her toes posture. I gradually reared back letting her fully take over fucking herself silly with my cock. My hands hot out grabbing her defined arms at the elbow pulling back fiercely as I thrusted again.
A stream of unintelligible gibberish followed as she talked in tongues feeling it along her spine as continued being rough with one another in criminal fashion. I'd checked out mentally letting instinct kick in much as she had content to allow nature it's course. The hoarse groans and semi-masculine shrieking made things a shade horrific but sent me over the edge firing rope after rope of thick gooey cum into her bowels. Right at the exact moment of my climax, Angela thrust backwards sheathing me completely as I blew several wads thrusting into her, irresistible force meeting immovable object. I let go, blitzed.
"Aw shit, who are you? Motherfucking.... ah, how do you know?! Who taught you how to do that?" Angela sounded like she'd been lobotomized flopping into the tub ending up on her butt staring at my face still angry, but utterly dazed.
"I'm just regular."
"Bullshit, don't you play with me! I can't believe how many times you just made me cum, and that's not including that whipping I gave you right outside that door. Shit, don't you dare tell me Charity is responsible for this right here in this fucking bathroom!"
"Don't worry, she wasn't Angela; I'm a quick study in case you hadn't noticed. What's up with the street talk; did I fuck all of the money out of you? I didn't see any coins flying out of your cheeks when I was nuking it."
"Damn, who the fuck are you?" Her arms were flopped over the side of the tub as she started chuckling differently this time.
"I'm the Educated Simp."
"WHAT?!!" She squawked with my business hanging a few inches away from her face.
"Want me to repeat it?"
She scoffed reaching over no-look turning on the water running her hand under it before putting a towel under the tap. I liked the way her dark skin contrasted with the utilitarian white of the tub. Mrs. Gilbert raised a brow looking warily at me as she added some liquid soap to the towel applying it to my endowment. The wheels were turning in her head as she side eyed me again starting to smile to herself.
"Angela?"
"Yes?"
"While you were background checking me and making schemes to do whatever; did it ever occur to you to just ask me for whatever it is you want?"
"You colluded with Charity and made a fool out of me; fucked me too. How am I supposed to trust you?"
"Fair, but can't you just ask, this once?"
She looked hesitant, but still continued washing my prick which had been in her backdoor with extreme prejudice.
"Just ask." Angela scoffed despite my insistence.
She wrapped the soapy towel around my cock scrubbing it clean then dipped it under the running water washing out the foamy excess before reapplying it. There was nothing else to say after giving her the opportunity to be open with me. The moment I laid eyes on Angela Gilbert, there was no doubt she was the original mold from which her daughter was made, the prototype. Me, I was completely self-made.
Angela dropped the towel into the bottom of the tub handling me with both hands letting her fingers press into my crown before drawing them back to the base of my cock. I was inspected for any vestiges of our anal tryst with her even squeezing the tip of my penis staring intently at the slit there. She rowed all ten of her fingers back and forth along at my thickening shaft as her mean looking narrow eyes became slits. The subtle puffy bags under her eyes and her nicely shaped brows made the mature beauty a parody of itself as she leaned forward taking me almost to the base.
"Angela." I whispered with slumped shoulders internally acknowledging her self-defeated gambit. Her single minded nature did not allow any deviation once it was set.
She knelt in the tub high enough to make slow sensual love to my member using her hands to rub and caress my shaft and balls, moaning softly. This was different, more organic, less utilitarian and mechanical. I didn't read into it just enjoying it to the fullest already knowing what I needed to do. Angela finished me off grabbing my buttocks pushing her mouth along my shaft swallowed my load perfectly. I was finished off with light kisses along my length and balls completed with a flick of the tongue.
"All things considered; would you mind if I slept over?"
I just looked at her face for a moment, then nodded as Angela started to avert her eyes.
"Well, it's been a very long time since I lived here but William is a creature of habit, obsessively compulsive even. If I'm not mistaken, behind the front door is a closet with a big box on its floor unopened since it was delivered. There's an air mattress factory new, inside. William wanted to go camping, but I had to work on my education and Charity; well, that just wasn't an option."
"Did you ever do anything he wanted?"
"What did we just do in here; or did you think you were the first to get inside my ass? My husband is exceptionally well endowed, and I was obliged to sit on a plastic donut for a few days afterwards."
"Ex-husband; so, every time he complained about something, you fucked his brains out, huh?"
Her reply came in the form of those lips wrapped tightly around my cock with a suction so hard, her cheeks inverted until I started to react involuntarily. The second I yowled; her right hand wrapped around my shaft jerking roughly towards her pumping lips as that loud slurping sound got louder echoing off the bathroom walls. Her head began bobbing with increasing speed taking me near the precipice.
"Are you going to retrieve that air mattress and continue getting this mouth all night, or are you going to keep wagging your self-righteous finger in my face?" Angela broke contact ruining what would have been a perfect orgasm.
I begrudgingly acquiesced to her wishes walking to the closet with a full hardon. If I'd been wearing pants, they would've been tented as I removed and set up the air mattress making a nice artificial bed in her old bedroom which was destined to become my new home office. Angela washed up after our bathroom rutting, then invaded my kitchen making us a meal which we enjoyed in Mr. Gilbert's vacated bedroom while watching a movie on one of my monitor before settling in for the rest of the night.
The soon to be former Mrs. Gilbert made good on her promise finishing up that blowjob started in the bathroom with two more following that one before she mounted me for some sustained cowgirl action that put me into a deep peaceful slumber. We were beyond the weirdness of hooking up just accepting one another without further word or conversation about what she really wanted. I realized I knew this fortysomething like the back of my hand before we'd formerly met. Angela made a good argument that her one and only daughter Charity's behavior was predisposed. Her cowgirl was particularly good, slow and sensual, very measured.
I left my phone within reach knowing what she truly wanted.
[DARKNESS]
"Where's William? I would like you to let me speak with him at length and with a modicum of privacy."
"No, I won't."
"Do you know who I am; for your information I sanctioned your fling with him. We have a child together and certain responsibilities to one another."
"I don't think so Angela; you don't have to worry about him because I'm here now. You know we're getting married and nothing's going to stop it, least of all, you."
"DO YOU KNOW WHO YOU'RE TALKING TO?!"
"Yes, I'm talking to William's ex-wife who grifted and used him for his big dick and resources paying scant attention to his needs before bailing out of a perfectly good marriage and taking their only child with her because I guess, reasons. The same child you returned to him insanely spoiled and entitled, damaged goods because she put a dent in your Birkin bag. Angela, you're calling my house at three in the fucking morning."



"How dare you talk to me like that!"
"Angela, it's three in the fucking morning; we share a time zone and you're, out of pocket."
"I'm his wife!"
"Not anymore; we're getting married and I'm going to take that mantle for the rest of his life. I love William more than life itself and he loves me Angela, he loves me, okay? You've been gone for decades and now you're back, for what exactly? Huh? Was he supposed to pine for you for the rest of his days and die old and neglected of a broken heart? Is that what was supposed to happen, huh Angela?"
"I'm his wife...I'm Mrs. Gilbert!"
"No, you're not."
"You're just a piece of ass, nothing more, young lady! Just something new a toy for a man going through a mid-life crisis! I conceded to this farce because he hadn't had any in a while. I allowed it, do you hear Ms. Fisher?!"
"I'm Mrs. Gilbert, Angela."
"Shut up."
"We're getting married."
"Yeah, is that what you think you're gonna do, huh little girl?! I KNOW about YOUR PAST! Unlike you, I have resources, endless resources at my disposal. Maybe you might want to rethink this sham of a marriage unless you want to be exposed! What do you think about that, TRESSIE?!!"
There was a long silence after that exchange.
"ARE YOU THERE?!!"
"Yes."
"Did you hear what I said?"
"Yes."
"WELL?!"
"I'll let you talk to William but first I want you to know that I told him everything about me from my childhood to now. I told him about being abused and impregnated by my pastor, forced to get an abortion by my mother who traded my virtue for a seat of power in said church...I even told him about my little dalliances and the several times I screwed the shit out of the man who's phone you stole to call me up in the middle of the night and make an ASS of yourself. You must really be good in bed to put him to sleep, huh Angela? I fucked him a bunch of times, but I never loved him. I love William and one more thing before I wake him up; are you listening closely?"
"...sure."
"I'm going to let you talk to William. I am not threatened by you in any way, shape or form so do whatever you want Angela, but if you persist in fucking with me...I'm going to come see you, in person bitch. Maybe you should wake the Educated Simp up and ask him about what I'm like, when I'm angry."
"Is that a threat?"
"Ask him, Angela." Tressie voice was ice cold.
"I'll tell William."
There were a few moments of sustained silence as my vision started to acclimate to the darkness. Angela was sitting there facing the wall with her back to me and my phone pressed to her ear.
"William?"
"Huh, hey honey what's up; can't sleep?" We could hear Charity's father legitimately waking up from a deep slumber.
"No, I'm fine but your ex-wife is calling, and I think you need to talk to her. Would you like me to step out of the room?"
"No, we don't have any secrets; let me get that bae." There was no doubt Angela heard the kiss that followed because I picked up on it too.
I could see her bare shoulders flexing in the darkness of the vacant former bedroom but did not alert her that I was already wide awake.
"Hello Angela; is everything okay? Did something happen to Charity?" She hesitated now confronted with the fruits of her duplicitous labor.
"No, it's something else."
"Well, what is it?"
"This sham of a relationship you think you're in William."
"STOP!"
"No, hear me out about this because you are making the biggest mistake of your life if you go down this path. That girl doesn't love you, she's a kid who does not know a damn thing about taking care of a man your age! What are you thinking William?!! Is she going to be there for you when the money dries up and you're too old and frail to perform in bed, huh?! And what about OUR daughter, William?!! OUR CHARITY?!! Do you have any inkling what this uh, SELFISHNESS is going to do to her?!! WHAT WILL PEOPLE THINK WHEN THEY SEE YOU WITH A GIRL YOUNG ENOUGH TO BE YOUR DAUGHTER, TOO?!!"
"Shut up Angela."
"EXCUSE ME?!!"
"We are getting married and that has nothing to do with you."
"IT HAS EVERYTHING TO DO WITH ME, WILLIAM!!"
"No, it doesn't; we haven't been married in twenty years and it was your decision to walk out. I don't care about that anymore and haven't for a long time even before Tressie walked into my life."
"NO WILLIAM!!"
"I love Tressie Fisher and I'm going to make her my wife." The calmness of his normal sort of baritone voice was affecting.
"BUT CHARITY!!"
"She knows; I told her before I proposed, and she gave her blessing.
"SHE DID THAT BECAUSE WE'RE FIGHTING!!"
"No, she did that because OUR DAUGHTER loves her father unconditionally." The resolve in his tone was hitting his former wife with effectiveness of missile strikes.
"NO!! NO WILLIAM!! You do not KNOW ANYTHING about that GIRL!! I have INVESTIGATED her background and...."
"Tressie Fisher is a survivor of emotional and sexual abuse; she's gone through hell and back Angela. I also know that she was sleeping with that kid, our daughter.... HEY!! WHY ARE YOU CALLING HERE IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT ON HIS PHONE?!! DID YOU SLEEP WITH HIM TOO?!!"
"William listen to me."
"DID YOU FUCK HIM ANGELA?!!"
"That's not important William." My eyes drifted up to the ceiling as I fought off the urge to facepalm.
"MOTHER FUCKA!! Well son of the bitch, Angela! The more things change the more they stay the same, huh?!! Goddammit you have no filter, whatsoever Angela! This is the same sketchy shit that convinced me to sign those divorce papers back in the day!! I HIRED A P.I.!! He told me you were messing around with one of them white guys down there at your fucking job, Angela!! THAT'S HOW YOU REALLY CAME UP!! That's why, I signed them motherfucking divorce papers!! I KNEW YOU CHEATED!! And you took our daughter away from me, then gave her back to me FULL OF YOUR BULLSHIT!!"
"...William, please."
"NO!! FUCK NO ANGELA!! Got us all messed up in the middle of the night with some kiddie shit!! Did I do this through all the bums you paraded around in front of me over the years?!! NO, I DIDN'T WOMAN!! I moved on and did me, Angela; you left me no choice. Then, I met Tressie and I felt it again. I FELT IT ANGELA!! What was that you say? Huh Angela? TRUE LOVE!! TRUE LOVE ANGELA!!"
"NO WILLIAM, NO!!"
"I LOVE my WIFE, Tressie Fisher, Angela. She's been my wife, my woman for a long time and that shit goes beyond a fucking piece of paper!! I LOVE TRESSIE!! I LOVE HER!! DO YOU UNDERSTAND BITCH?!!"
"Yes William." She replied meekly, defeated.
"Apologize." The raw emotion in his voice was telling and damning to his former wife now forced to take a realistic look into a future that didn't involve her.
"But William."
"I said apologize."
There was a long silence again as I began to think Angela ended the call out of some vestiges of unearned righteous indignation.
"I'm sorry Tressie."
"It's okay Angela; now you remember what I said, and God bless. Now we've got to get some sleep because tomorrow is a very busy day for both of us. We've got a wedding to prepare, and William has to mow a couple of acres while I go shopping in town. Next time you call, it had better be at a decent hour, Angela."
Tressie ended the call audibly clicking off before the former Mrs. Gilbert could respond.
The mute darkness seemed to go on forever before she lowered the phone from her ear to her hip. It seemed as if she thought her former husband would call back and take it all back. I knew better and remembered the last time I'd hooked up with Tressie Fisher in our old spot across the street from the condemned Tubman Estates. After that day there was no doubt about her heart belonging to Mr. Gilbert. It was later explained to me that the couple were still figuring things out between themselves. What she did with me was out of frustration, exhaustion, and spite on some level.
Charity Gilbert comforted me later that night unaware that Tressie was sleeping with her father. Her pointed rejection and scolding after said tryst left me inconsolable and I didn't know why. Charity came without hesitation and lulled me to sleep in the darkness.
Now I would do the same for her mother presently in the throes of an epic abundance of well-deserved karma. Angela leaned forward setting my android gently on the bedroom floor.
"Now do you see why I wanted you to ask?"
"Yes." Her authoritative voice was mousy as she sat there staring at the wall.
"I would have given you his number without question. I just wanted you to be straight up, Angela."
"I realize that now."
"It's okay; come on lay back, Angela." I offered a hand in the darkness as she looked over her shoulder little more than a silhouette in the darkness.
She slowly reclined into my arms as I directed her onto her back beside me.
I helped out cushioning her head on the sole pillow before casually draping an arm across her abdomen taking stock of her countenance. Her body was stiff and robotic, mannequin like more than anytime else since we'd first hooked up. Despite the darkness, I could see her distinct features and refined beauty highlighted by her extremely narrow eyes sort of puffy underneath. I could understand the natural regal aura that permeated her being. It was the same thing that poisoned her life over time leading to this moment of unavoidable clarity. My hands framed the sides of her narrow face in the darkness.
"It hurts so much." Her eyes widened just a sliver filled with pools of translucent wetness.
"Let go Angela; I've got you." My thumbs caught and wiped away the tears that started running freely from those eyes.
"IT HURTS!!" More appeared streaming from her eyes as she finally let go sobbing uncontrollably. Hers was an ugly cry that didn't match the woman's appearance in any respect.
"I know, it's okay to let it out Angela." I spoke with a softened tone using both thumbs to wipe and caress that face as it twisted into an ugly mask of existential grief.
"WILLIAM!!"
"That's it, just let go baby."
"OH GOD I'M SORRY WILLIAM!! I'M SO SORRY FOR ABANDONING YOU!! PLEASE DON'T HATE ME!!" There was this static dead feeling in the air that neither of us could ignore.
"He doesn't hate you."
"WILLIAM!!" The former Mrs. Gilbert turned into my body curling into a tight little ball with her knees drawn up into her chest bawling her eyes out. I just held on for dear life knowing it's what she needed.
"It's going to be okay Angela; I promise."
She eventually drifted off into a deep slumber with tears still streaking from her tightly closed eyes.
I followed her.
[DARKNESS AGAIN]
************************************************************************************
"Huh?"
I woke up face down in the mattress which seemed to be semi-deflated. My android was pressed against my cheek flashing with unanswered messages. There were a few from Jaquan, one from a burner that obviously belonged to Charity. Mr. Gilbert probably dropped a dime on Angela during the early morning hours, or maybe she eavesdropped via the nanny cam in the living room. He'd also shot me a text that I wasn't going to open until I had some food in my stomach in any case.
"Someone's cooking?" The smell of bacon permeated the air as I flopped out of the circular mattress onto the floor with a thud.
I was surprised to find Angela in the kitchen with her back to me looking in the refrigerator. One of my white t-shirts covered her long lean modelesque figure as she emerged with a carton of eggs. The look on her face registered her broken mind state.
"I got up a while ago, so I thought maybe you would like some breakfast. Uhm, if you want me to leave, I will." I glanced from her face to the counter finding a stacked with bacon and sausage on a napkin covered plate. Another plate had some powdered French toast and a waffle or two. My gaze drifted back to the carton of eggs in her hands which were slightly trembling.
"Please by all means, continue. I'm shocked you know how to cook Angela; don't you have a housekeeper for that?"
"I haven't used a housekeeper in five years, and I used to cook for William..." She stopped short, catching herself looking immediately distressed in the moment.
"Hey sorry." I made a move towards her, but she faced the fridge cupping a hand over her mouth, then turned around quickly with a manufactured smile that failed in seconds.
"How do you like your eggs?"
"Scrambled is fine, thanks for the meal, ma'am." I was contrite which made give my chin a light pinch.
"What did I tell you about making me feel like an old lady?" Angela walked past me to the counter where I noticed she had been slicing up some fruit on a recently purchased cut board.
"Just trying to be respectful, it's hard to break old habits." She smiled at me pushing a piece of sliced Kiwi between my lips, then went back to slicing up the rest.
"I know all about that, especially after this morning. I wanted to thank you for treating me nicely even though I didn't deserve it; so, I thought I'd whip up a nice breakfast for you to show my appreciation."
"I would've cooked for you, Angela."
"If you did that, how would I show my appreciation?" She pushed another piece of fruit, a banana slice into my mouth with her pointer finger.
I reached down with thumb and forefinger tugging up the hem of my t-shirt, finding her bare bottom staring back at me, then glanced up, finding Angela looking at my reaction, demurely.
"At least have something to eat first." She smiled weakly.
She didn't resist when I pulled her into my arms simply looking at her face. I was nude and she was partially so making anything possible.
"Took the words right out of my mouth." My endowment pushed between her inner thighs cradled by her tight gym fit buttocks in the back.
We kissed a little, getting progressively passionate.
"Come on, eat something."
"Okay." My hand was in custody of her thigh raising it in the air against the side of my body as she laughed looking genuinely embarrassed. My crown poked her entrance before sliding inside with smooth ease. Angela lowered that long leg trapping me inside her tight box as my hands cupped her resilient buttocks squeezing, hard.
"Oh my god; now I understand what my daughter sees in you." Her arms were wrapped around me, but Angela took a moment to give me another piece of sliced fruit.
"Yeah?"
Both of her long legs rose in the air wrapping in the small of my lower back as I carried her across the kitchen pinning her to the wall.
"Guess I made breakfast for nothing." Angela hooked her chin over my right shoulder sighing whimsically as I started to bounce her on my cock.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Your phone is ringing."
"Don't worry about it, keep going."
"Might be important?"
"On a Sunday morning; I doubt it."
"I won't be jealous if it's a girl; we're adults here just enjoying ourselves."
"That right, keep going."
"I'm not that good; I'll wait while you answer it."
"No, I want to cum."
"Sure?"
"Yeah Angela, keep going."
The circular air mattress was pretty much deflated but still good enough to cushion our bodies as we sat facing one another entwined in the lotus position. Both of us were leaning back resting our weight on the flattened palms of our hands with our crotches wedged together. I'd never tried this position before, but Charity Gilbert's mother swore by it as we explored each other's bodies to the fullest after an early tumultuous morning showdown with her ex-husband and his bride to be. Angela was left destroyed.
We spent the rest of the morning screwing ourselves to distractions for two similar but somewhat different reasons. Angela was made to understand that she was losing her title to a younger model and exposed for a number of past misdeeds, while I'd been tangentially exposed a second time through a relationship with my wayward aunt by marriage. She'd thought herself too smart after subverting my uncle's attempts to uncover her cheating once. There was no expectation he'd hire a second PI. Now, both of us were licking our wounds, collectively.
"You really like this, don't you?"
"Yeah, keep going I almost feel like I'm going too cum."
"How many times have you gone inside me; it's starting to feel a little excessive."
"You don't like it?"
"On the contrary I love it almost as much as I love swallowing your load." Angela was doing all the work in this position arching and rolling her hips fucking herself to distraction planted in my lap. She was pretty much rowing her butt back and forth in a tight circle taking my cock on a ride in her steaming snatch. Her sweat glistened body and large breasts looked incredible; nipples fully erect flopping about.
"Keep going, it's finna happen."
"Tell me right when you start to really feel it."
"Okay."
Angela kept up the bludgeoning cadence of her cunt slamming into my crotch starting to huff and grunt almost rhymical. We'd started in the kitchen again after I'd taken it upon myself to look under the white T-shirt Angela was wearing, finding her toned, gym-built derriere staring me in the face. There was no way I could keep my hands off of it just like most of my interactions with her only child, Charity Gilbert. The former Mrs. Gilbert was pinned to the wall on my cock and bounced silly as we took a sexual tour around my rented abode sexually christening it more than before. Now we were exploring Angela's favorite position as a crescendo to our morning escapades.
"I'M FINNA CUM ANGELA!!" I couldn't help myself letting my head roll backwards on my shoulders as my shaft thickened while my inner thighs pulsed making me shout outloud.
I was unprepared as she surged forward making our connection airtight as she closed the minute distance between us wrapping her defined arms and legs tightly around my neck and waist hooking her chin over my right shoulder. I went over spectacularly blowing several ropes inside her roiling snatch as she rocked and twisted that dense apple of a butt milking me until my mouth hung open with some spittle running out of it. The fierce antagonistic expression on her face added to this last gripping climax.
"Feeling good?"
"AGG! RAKK!! NAGGA!!" My eyes were rolling up in my head as it nearly fell from my shoulders. Luckily Angela caught it looking amused at my total drubbing as she cradled mu noggin to her bosom softly chortling.
"I'll take that as a yes." She squeezed me tight against her sweaty body feeling all of the fight knocked out of me.
"Mommy."
Angela laughed outloud easing up on the grip about my neck so that she could look at my blasted out expression pleased with herself.
"Oh, so I'm mommy now; is that right?"
"Mommy?"
"Yes?" She was grinning widely enjoying the moment as I suckled the nearest tit before speaking further.
"Can we stay like this, forever?" Angela laughed even harder at my gimpish tone, loosening the grip about the small of my back allowing me to gracefully descend to the pillow beneath.
I could have sworn I landed like a feather, but immediately suffered a stinging brain fog akin to swallowing a scoop of ice cream fresh out the freezer with no preparation. This left her sitting there with my destroyed penis still captured inside of her honeypot. Angela Gilbert sat upright with her knees planted outside of my hips, back straightened, regally. My head was lightly bobbing side to side looking up at a harsh beauty I could appreciate highlighted by the early afternoon sun filtering in from nearby venetian blinds. From my tear glistened field of vision, Angela was sparkling.
"I'd love to stay here with you and keep finding new ways to twist ourselves into human pretzels, but we both have lives to live. Besides, I'd rather see you like this instead of worrying that you're comparing me to my daughter."
"You have a daughter?" I feigned amnesia making her laugh and dismount much to my chagrin. She took up a resting buddha position at my right side staring at my face humored enough to wipe away some drool running out one side of my mouth.
"I think I can see why she likes you so much."
"Post nut clarity, huh?"
"Shut up." I was rewarded with a playful kiss on the lips as she ran a finger between my pecs down my abdomen finally handling my legitimately depleted member. Angela wriggled it around, then let it flop against my belly with a chortle.
"Go again?"
"I don't think so."
"Come on; I can do this all day."
"Nah, I'm not trying to catch a case." We chuckled jointly as she called me out pinching one of my nipples to emphasize her point.
"Your loss."
"I'm surprised you didn't get with my daughter; how'd she let you get away?"
"We talked about it. Charity asked me if I would give up everything I was doing for her, follow her lead. I didn't hesitate telling her I would no questions asked."
"Wat did she say?"
"Scolded me; told me that I shouldn't give up my dreams for anybody. Then we fucked like rabbits."
"Sometimes I don't know if I should slap you or kiss you."
"How about both?"
I got a light smack to the cheek followed by a prolonged kiss full of tongue.
"One more round."
"No."
"Sit on my face?"
"Stop."
"Shower together?"
"I don't trust you; and my ass is still hurting from the other day." Angela started to sit up beside me picking at her hair casually regarding me with an easygoing smile on her face.
"Kiss it and make it feel better?"
Angela playfully clamped a hand over my mouth to silence my repeated queries of a salacious nature. She leaned down kissing the top of the hand covering my mouth before slowly crawling over my prone inert body. The athletic mature paused on all fours giving me a look at her figure in profile.
"Maybe next time."
"You really don't know what you're missing Angela."
"Objection young man." She reached down grabbing my deflated cock roughly making me yelp like a wounded animal with this high pitched shriek.
"Fuck me, Angela." I whimpered.
"I rest my case." she chortled climbing over to my left side purposely turning her butt in my direction as she slowly stood up, then looked over her shoulder at my face.
I could look beyond the semi-permanent scowl on her face seeing the woman underneath.
"Thank you."
She draped my white T-shirt over a shoulder pulling the bedroom door up as she left.
The phone had long since stopped ringing and I didn't care enough to look...I couldn't.
[DARKNESS]
*************************************************************************************
"Huh, what's this?"
There was a posted note stuck to my forehead while my android had been carefully placed against my right ear. I snatched it down looking at the message left behind by Angela.
"I left you a plate in the microwave for lunch or dinner. Thanks for everything and I think you need to call your mother." My eyes went wide as I reached up retrieving my android looking at it face. There was a steady stream of messages from various sources, but my mother had clearly decided to break the wall of silence that had been up since my initial exposure as an online pornographer.
"Nah, not today." I suddenly felt a pang of overt fear like I used to when I was younger and in trouble with my custodial parent. That feeling was my "spider-sense" for family troubles ahead and usually ended with me receiving some corporal punishment from my mother. I was in my early twenties but felt like a small kid in her presence during times like this. It was obviously about my Auntie Esther.
I facepalmed dropping the phone to my side.
I was utterly trashed, feeling like I'd just completed a marathon at gunpoint only to be mauled by a grizzly bear at the finish line. My body was inert matter with only my wobbly arms able to move with extreme concentration on my part. Even my head seemed to have to density of a bowling ball leaving me only able to move it faintly side to side. Thus, reminded of the veritable sexual Olympics I'd engaged in with Charity Gilbert's mother, Angela. We'd done it on and off for hours before some semblance of responsibility manifested itself in her current absence from the house I rented from her ex-husband.
It felt like a 1-ton weight was left on my chest as my mind drifted comparing the woman and her self-described malevolent daughter who was one of the greatest fuck buddies I'd ever had. Our very last tryst ended with Charity laying me out cold and now her mother Angela had demonstrated that apple didn't fall far from the tree. I chortled thinking about how easily she got out of bed after working me over sexually. I'd fallen for it like a clueless dupe. This mature fortysomething had run through me like wet tissue paper. There was no doubt I'd have to step up my daily workouts and buy a shit ton of zinc.
"We could've gone one more round." I mused laughing to myself starting to yarn profusely.
I drifted off for a while.
"Huh?" My android woke me out of a deep blubbering slumber through vibration alone. I usually left it on mute for the most part although I didn't get many calls outside of my close tightknit circle which consisted of my cousin Jaquan and Rashida Sikes, the penultimate muse of my online site. I'd made the mistake of leaving my discarded phone in my crotch right before falling back into a deep slumber.
"Well, that's different; let's see who's ringing my phone this fine afternoon." I found an unfamiliar number staring me in the face as it buzzed incessantly. I didn't know who this was and for some reason felt it might be my mother or another family member trying to give me the business.
"Fuck that noise." I'd been asleep for two whole hours finding that it was just after noon, but I felt no different than when I slipped into slumber earlier. Charity's mother had really put in work.
My eyelids felt weighted down by cement blocks as I dropped off again.
"Shit, what the fuck?" I was jolted awake again finding the phone pressed against the opposite side of my head this time. I was lying face down pretty much spread eagle except for the hand in custody of the phone.
"Hey there yuh awake now? mi nuh like chatting wid no man who ave di nerve tuh waste mi time boy! mi get sup'm real nice tuh fix yuh up wid an yuh big hood nigga naah guh kno weh fi him head from fi him ass!"
"Huh?" I'd awakened in the middle of a conversation with some woman with a really thick Caribbean accent; and she wasn't happy.
"Hey madafucka yuh kno who di fuck mi am?"
"As a matter of fact, I don't." It was an honest admission.
The call ended abruptly as I sat upright scratching my head, confused. The air mattress I'd been using was completely deflated. I figured it was hell on my back eliciting an instinctual reaction in my sleep for more comfort while I'd somehow conversed in a fugue state.
"Whatever." I crawled out of what was left of my pallet on all fours into the corridor noticing the scent of air freshener that had sort of an orangish odor permeating the house. I righted myself finding that my knees were shaking a little and managed to hobble into the bathroom throwing some water on my face. I checked my phone finding even more calls that I was intent on ignoring.
"Oh wow, I'm purely shocked." My eyes went wide at the surprise waiting for me.
The entire house had been cleaned from top to bottom almost sparkling. I inched back to the bathroom noticing the gleaming almost glowing white fixtures, toilet and sink included. The shower walls and tub were scrubbed down looking damn near factory new. There the bathmat was replaced with a new cleaned one that I recognized from the basement storage near the boiler. I drifted over to the living room finding it immaturely cleaned and vacuumed with the source of that orangish air freshener affixed to the wall plugged into an outlet behind the coatrack. The former Mrs. Gilbert had been a busy beaver.
"Huh, what's this?" I'd intended to call Angela up and thank her but found a video clip she'd sent almost two hours earlier.
"Whoa." I glanced into the partially open door to my bedroom finding one of my camera stands with the ring light still attached, then looked at my android again.
Angela was seen in the clip wearing an apron which probably belonged to her at some point in time, and nothing else. The apron didn't belong to Tressie because she'd never lived in the former Gilbert home. Once the happy couple were reunited, William Gilbert never returned preferring not to agitate his daughter who ended up living there alone for a short time while he took residence in a hotel with Tressie almost maxing out his credit cards before finding a home out of state. This was Angela's apron.
Angela knew what she was doing standing center frame in front of the refrigerator with a hundred watt smile that was unusual to anyone who'd known her for any period of time. I watched as she went about things cleaning the kitchen, bathroom and living room all while giving me views oof her tight, toned derriere and glimpses of her large sloping, slightly sagging breasts. The apron was one the vintage numbers that partially covered her chest. Her nipples were highly visible poking into the cotton material of the frilly apron with its checkered canary yellow and white pattern.
I was getting a show.
I appreciated the time and effort taken by the grateful mature watching a segment of the clip that showed this pretty wealthy woman on her knees dutifully cleaning the tub with that butt facing the camera. Her peach was clearly visible for my viewing pleasure as she periodically glanced back at the lense capturing everything with this knowing smile that reminded me way too much of her errant daughter. Adding to the meta atmosphere of this gift to my unflagging libido was when the former Mrs. Gilbert reached between her defined thighs spreading her flower open revealing the rich pink insides.
Two finger disappeared inside pumping away frantically for a minute or two before she knelt upright chortling to herself, then winked at the camera. She stood up hitting the shower washing all of the cleanser out of the tub still shooting me looks via the camera before removing the hamper. There was an abrupt jump cut in the footage that led to a view of my exposed crotch and deflated tumescence. Angela's face was hovering over my endowment staring into the camera with a mischievous smirk.
She reached into frame grabbing all of my package stuffing her face with it for a sustained, soulful blowjob that failed miserably to produce any results. My unconscious body was given the full Monty, even my balls which she slurped and teased flicking her tongue on them until my crotch was a soapy mess of her copious saliva. I think she even went after my taint, afraid that I might have been rimmed in my sleep. My entire endowment was cradled between her hands as her head bobbed for another few minutes before she gave up handling my dead cock like a used condom. Angela looked into the camera.
"Well, you can't say I didn't try." She shrugged playfully chuckling as her head disappeared from frame.
"HOW THE FUCK DID I SLEEP THROUGH THIS?!!" I facepalmed as another jump cut changed the scenery.
Now I was treated to a low camera angle set up in the back of the basement facing Angela from across the room. She was in the process of stuffing my dirty laundry into the washer, still nude except for the apron. The whole meta situation continued as she glanced back across the room making me wonder about the camera placement. She turned on the washer intently watching as the water filled up the vintage model before starting in herkie jerky fashion. I seldom used the machine because of this, finding it too loud and disruptive. The washer would always shake and vibrate uncontrollably.
"Oh shit, fuck me."
Angela peeled the top of the apron down exposing her breasts then reached backwards grabbing the edge of the washer. She jumped up sitting on top of it with her long defined legs draped over the sides smiling at the camera whimsically. It only took moments before the effects of the heavy vibrations became clear as her head rocked back on her shoulders facing the basement ceiling under the kitchen. Her hands groped and squeezed her breasts pulling and distending the nipples in several intervals before she pulled the lower half of the apron aside diddling herself silly.
I watched the fortysomething keel over off the washer somehow avoiding smacking her head on the pavement as she crawled towards the camera on all fours, visibly panting. Angela didn't say anything, just paused the camera which resulted in another jump cut that saw her desperately grinding my flaccid penis with the underside of my tumescence sandwiched between her labia. When this didn't work, Angela turned around with her butt facing my face. Her openings were on full display as she finished things herself going over with a long sustained feral distressed yowl.
"HOW-THE-FUCK-DID I SLEEP THROUGH THIS SHIT?!!"
After getting hers, Angela tried to suck me into hardness again failing again before taking her camera which was obviously an I-Phone connected to one of my selfie sticks. She paused the feed while it was focused on her sweat glistened face. A final jump cut saw her sitting in the living room on the couch finishing the folding of my newly washed clothing, unmentionables included. This final brief segment seemed like some sort of exit interview as she talked to me via the camera.
"It took everything I had not to wake you up or sit on your face this morning. I just couldn't do it; not that I didn't want to, but you looked so cute all knocked out on the floor. I think I popped the air mattress, sorry about that. I'll buy you a new one if you want, but I'd rather get you in a proper bed. Uhm, I wanted to thank you for everything and... apologize for being disrespectful when we first met. "
She took a moment thinking things over.
"I'd have loved to have you as Charity's boyfriend but would probably be jealous knowing how good you are in bed. Might want to start taking your workout a little more seriously if you can't keep up with an old lady like me; hell, I imagine Charity put your lights out every time you two slept together. You should really be careful sleeping around her because she has a tendency to put her fingers in the most inconvenient places. Her old boyfriend Jayson called me up one time to "tell on my daughter" after she coerced him into letting her milk his prostrate. We were laughing about it all weekend... God, I miss my best friend. I miss Charity so much. Guess I should have been a mother instead of her friend."



She was folding my clothes as she spoke, stopping to reflect a little longer.
"Maybe we can see one another again some time, but I need to get it together and reclaim that career I threw my motherhood away for. For your information, Charity threatened to expose me with the footage from the nanny cam in the living room if I interfered in William's marriage. That means I'm done, but it doesn't diminish your good works, so I did uh, this today. Call me sometime; but only when you've got your stamina up considerably. I want to see if you can hang with me. Eat your Wheaties."
The clip ended at just under seven minutes.
I sat there still feeling blasted out playing the clip two more times before my gaze drifted to the microwave which had a secondary note posted on it. Inside was a plate of parmesan chicken over some pasta and some back engineered cheesy garlic bread cut into four nice triangles. Inside the freezer, Angela had taken some vanilla ice cream there and mixed it with a bit of liquid chocolate sprinkled with flecks of strawberry Quick.
"Damn, I might have to marry this bitch."
I walked to the bathroom to wash my hands returning to a ringing phone.
"Hello?"
"HEY THERE, UHM WE GOTS SOME TROUBLE ROUND HERE!" My brow furrowed at the verbal intrusion into what had been a pretty blissful Sunday.
"Auntie?"
"YEAH, ITS ME!!"
"What happened; did my uncle show up at your hotel room?"
"That's the least of my worries and by that, I mean our worries because we in this together, right?!"
"What's going on?"
"Well didn't seem like you were coming over today and I got up in my lady feelings; kinda started meddling that Andre boy and we got right to it fore your ole' cousin showed back up over here looking pretty thirsty!" Her southern accent was especially thick.
"JAQUAN OVER THERE?!!"
"YEAH!!"
"Are they over there fighting and shit? Goddammit Esther, that motherfucker shouldn't be there! I didn't send over there so he's going into business for himself! I'm so sorry ma'am...WAIT, MY UNCLE SHOWED UP TOO?!!"
"No listen."
"DID HE DO SOMETHING CRAZY?!!" My heart was thumping expecting the worst, but she shut me down with this hoarse sounding bellow that shocked me quiet.
"Look I was getting my baby bucket resized and it was all good; then your cousin popped up and we ended up kinda hashing thangs out, even trying to film a little bit of it for prosperity. We got into our fucking something serious afore your old uncle came all a beating on the door like a crazy man! I was sure he thought you was in here stuffing me, but it was both of these fine young men all up in my holes, like that there double stuffed thang! Ain't done nothing like that before! It hurts so ghud, boy!!"
"ESTHER FOCUS!!"
"OH YEAH!! Well, it took us a minute to realize what was a happening, what with the knocking, beating, and door punching!! I peeped through that little hole in the door and sure enough your uncle was out there done bought himself some henchmen to do you in with the fisticuffs like that there old Cooley high movie and everything!! Your cousin Jaquan was talking scary saying he done left his pistol in his car trunk! I SHUT THAT NOISE DOWN!! Then I gots real smart but your cousin was blabbering too much acting like he was a big muscle bound piece of chocolate that couldn't smash a sixty four year old man!!"
"WHAT HAPPENED?!!" I shouted, losing my patience, as the phone went silent.
"You don't have to be all rude like just cause I got fired from the job of being your auntie, boy." I facepalmed sitting at the kitchen table.
"Look, would you please just tell me what's going on over there, auntie?"
"Well like I said, it was my bright idea done stopped all that potential foolishness. I got your cousin and Andre to answer the door, with the chain on it of course. I told both of them boys to answer that door without no shirts on but hide their lower halves on the other side while they were all hugged up, romantic like. That hotel security was already out there too, so they shooed my soon to be ex-husband and his goons away. Everybody thought two gay boys was doing it in this room and that was that."
"Was my father out there?"
"I didn't see him, no. Matter of fact, I never saw any of those goons, either."
"Then what's the problem?"
"Andre's missing."
"WHAT?!!" I screamed before I even realized it.
"NAH-NOW DON'T YOU START LOUD MOUTHING ME BEFORE YOU HEAR THANGS OUT!!...now look, I thought it was all cleared up and wanted your cousin to kick rocks and maybe take that Andre boy with him, but he didn't want to do that even though he knew how messy my situation was; then he tried to nope out on me while Andre was in that little bedroom packing up his thangs. My soon to be ex-husband wasn't exactly gone but was ducking down under that door peep hole. He tried to Bum rush your cousin Jaquan, but it was like a man fighting a baby fore thangs got back under control. They kind of hugged it out on account of Jaquan fibbing a whole lot."
"So, what's the problem?"
"Andre's missing."
"Excuse me?"
"The boy, Andre with them thirteen inches; he's gone." It took a moment for it to sink in as I stood in the kitchen staring at the generous plate left behind by a woman trying to make amends and put a tumultuous past in her rear view mirror.
"Gone?"
"He probably slipped out when my husband got in trying to box Jaquan."
"Shit."
"Ah, just thought you should know." I crossed my arms across my chest taking a deep breath starting to work things out in my mind.
Finding Angela on my doorstep the previous night turned out to be a serendipitous turn of events that put me far, far away from what could've been a disaster. My worlds were starting to merge together, and I was hard pressed to get things under control before a second metaphorical big bang occurred. It had been a while since I was challenged by a certain infamous baby mamma number two about what I would do if things got out of the bag regarding my career as an online porn director. It was go time.
"Where's Jaquan; is he still there?"
"Well uh, yeah he...."
"PUT HIM ON THE PHONE!!" I cut her off tersely without thought.
"Uhm, yeah cuz?"
"What're you doing there?"
"Oh uh, I was here for the shoot; remember you told me to be down here uh, kinda early? So, I was just doing what you said cuz, uhm time is money and shit, right? Oh yeah, we kind of rehearsed a little with my iPhone, but Andre was being dumb, fucked it all up, man; we got a little something though."
"You're lying, did you see Andre leave?"
"No, I had my hands full, cuz; remember you told me to come back here for the shoot? How're you going to be saying I'm lying when you endorsed this shit?"
"Not now, we'll talk about it later; I'm facetiming, and you will do exactly what I say, okay?"
"Hey man..."
"Jaquan, do you remember when I was little and used to stay at your house on weekends because my mom didn't want me to see her boyfriend staying over? Remember you used to make fun of me watching cartoons, but you watched the shit with me too, then called me a nerd. Remember that shit, bruh?"
"What's that got to do with anything?"
"Just say you remember."
"Yeah, sure cuz."
"Tell me what we used to watch?"
"That old Transformers cartoon; yeah, used to love that badass Optimus Prime. He was the fucking man, eh robot."
"Remember that last shitty season; the crappy cheap one after they made that movie. I'm not talking about the generic crap they put out years later to make a buck off that dumbass Michael Bay movie; I'm talking about the shit where that human boy character was all grown up with a family of his own, remember?"
"You taking about that fucking head masters bullshit?"
"Yeah; now why did we hate that shit, bruh?"
"They did this creepy shit where the motherfucking Autobots could take their heads off. Yeah, they made their fucking head into these ironman suits for the regular people. That stuff was Hella weird, but why're bringing that shit up, cuz?"
"Because I'm your FUCKING HEAD MASTER Jaquan!"
"WHAT?!!" I'd already sent the facetime request right at the end of my roundabout burn. His face appeared in front of me looking guilty as fuck. My brow furrowed at the thought that he would try to gaslight me and discount him being a pussy hound.
"Face me outward, I don't want to see your face; we've got some work to do and I'm too fucking trashed to come over there without good reason when I can use a perfectly good, mindless body like yours, nigga."
"Hey man!"
"Stop saying that and turn the phone around so that I can see where we're going, Jaquan. There you go bruh, oh hey auntie. Give me a minute with your phone please?" My field of vision pivoted as my cousin did as he was told, aiming Esther's phone across the room.
I found her sitting on the edge of a very disheveled bed wrapped in a plush terrycloth robe wide eyed. Her head was wrapped with a scarf, and I somehow focused on a number of visible hickies all about her neck and the exposed portions of her chest. Her packed cornfed hourglass figure was almost impossible to hide or make presentable evidenced by her partially exposed breasts and mound staring me in the face through the phone.
Esther glanced down noticing her bare mound, then pulled the open halves of the robes together.
"Jaquan take me to that room Andre was sleeping in last night."
"He was out here dumping on old girl when I got here, cuz." My right eye twitched as I ran my hand over the back of my head palming it.
"Take me to that smaller room over there Jaquan; I'm sure you can see the shit in front of your face, right?" He groaned clearly wanting to yell or cuss me out but went with it shoving the door open. On the other side of the door, I found the horrific mess Andre made of the room. Housekeeping hadn't shown up yet, which was a boon for my purposes.
"Damn, it smells like feet and ass up in here!" Jaquan commented out of view. "
"Shut up and get in there." He timidly stepped inside the smaller bedroom Andre had been using since we started the weekend shoot.
"Why am I doing this shit?"
"Just scan the room with the phone so that I can see if I can find something, a clue alright, bruh?"
"Scan?"
"JUST WAVE IT AROUND!"
The FaceTime view became a blur of motion for a few seconds.
"NOT LIKE THAT YOU GOOF!!"
"Sorry."
"Forget it; hey, aim the phone down at the floor next to the bed." All of the bedding was crumpled up on the floor in a mess with the cheap tote bag his wife bought him to carry around his work uniform, left behind.
"What is it?"
"Move some of that stuff out of the way on the floor."
"Ew, fuck no cuz!"
"JAQUAN!!"
My thirtysomething cousin begrudgingly did as I asked, uncovering Andre's tote bag fully. He surprised me by picking it up and placing it on the bed, unzipping it fully. I inspected the contents as he gingerly fished around inside the bag, getting frustrated enough to just dump it out on the half bare mattress.
"There!!"
"What is it; I don't see no phone or anything."
"I got his fucking phone Jaquan; I've been keeping it in my bag while I worked on his situation with the wife. There was no way I was leaving it with Andre so that he could fuck up my plan."
"You should leave well enough alone; he's cool with it, so that's his business."
"Would let somebody do that to you for nothing in return? No money, no nothing while pimping you out online like some prized bull?"
"Ain't that what you're doing?"
"He's getting paid; and his wife is pocketing that shit while getting hers out of his backend, negro. We both know he's kind of touched in the head, but I can't sit up and let somebody take advantage of him in good conscious, Jaquan."
"Oh yeah; where's my check?'"
"Send me an invoice." I didn't miss a beat retorting almost immediately the moment he finished speaking. It was never part of the plan to bring Jaquan inside my circle from the get-go.
His involvement came as a Darkhorse strategy by his infamous baby mamma number two, designed to hide her true intentions of ghosting him while simultaneously reinventing herself as the racially ambiguous girlfriend of a wealthy simp. Their toddler daughter would be left behind as a sort of "mole" to keep tabs on him. Sometimes when I thought about how clueless Jaquan was to the whole thing, it seemed as if he were Andre's spiritual brother unable to see the forest for the trees. He never asked, preferring not to know the full extent of his baby mamma's plan.
I didn't push, but sometimes considered it.
"You're really gonna pay me?"
"Yeah, but I'm not paying for the shit Renee shot with you because I wasn't there. Everything else, you can name your shitty price and I'll cash app you on the spot. Furthermore, as a grown ass man you shouldn't be harboring unresolved issues with a nigga that owes you money; it's not masculine, bruh. Your own baby mamma always made sure I was paid on time so I'm sorry about messing up with you."
"Hey man it ain't like that; we're family." It sounded like Jaquan was backpedaling.
"You don't have to remind me; pull that box out of the bag, hold it in front of the phone until I tell you to stop. Nuh, no turn that serial number on it towards me." He turned the package as requested as I got out a pen scribbling the exposed serial number on a piece of paper.
"Uh, it's cool; I can wait a little while for the money." That was true as my cousin lived on a stipend provided by his well to do mother who worked in the medical field. She was a well-paid doctor for a few decades before shifting into an executive position at the hospital afterwards. For all intents and purposes my cousin was a low tier trust fund baby which was probably one of the reasons Renee (Infamous Baby Mamma #2) hooked up with him beside the obvious.
"Just name your price; now you going to help me out with Andre and the first order of business is finding out where he went." His backpedaling irritated me as I retrieved a laptop from the desk in my bedroom.
"How're you going to do that?"
"Let me worry about that for now; be ready to move when I call you, so just hang out there for a minute."
"What uhm, it's been kind of crazy over here today, cuz."
"You weren't thinking about that when you were beating Esther's back out with Andre; so, you can't give me a minute or two to make sure Andre is, okay?"
"What's that got to do with me?"
"I need you Jaquan; if you feel different, just open the fucking hotel room door and walk out."
"Look cuz..."
"If you feel different, just open the door and walk the fuck out."
There was a long pause as he considered my unstated ultimatum still in possession of Esther's phone. My facetime view shifted as he turned towards the main part of the presidential suite which centered on Esther bent over apparently retrieving her panties from the floor next to the bed. The terrycloth robe covering her nude body rode up partially exposing a good portion of her big, floppy longish donk. Her cornfed derriere really was so big you could see it from the front. Jaquan didn't realize I shared his point of view remotely drifting closer revealing Esther tugging on the stubborn underpants. They were stuck on something as she realized he was looking, standing up quickly tugging down on her robe.
"Hey!" She looked startled.
"OH, UHM SORRY! My cousin said I should wait here for a minute or two while he take care of something; he's gonna call us back!" Jaquan sounded shaky and guilty as sin as her gaze centered on my face plainly seen on the face of her phone.
"I can see his face on my phone, Jaquan!"
"Huh? OH YEAH!!" I got a bit of shaky cam as his face appeared briefly before Esther snagged her phone slapping his hand in the process. The view eventually centered on her weathered features catching a fleeting glimpse of my cousin looking butthurt.
"What's going on? What'd you fine in that there bedroom?"
"Can you go in the bathroom for a minute, just leave the door cracked if you get my drift."
"Okay whatever you want." My wayward auntie went into the bathroom leaving the door slightly open getting my drift peering out into the presidential suite eyeballing Jaquan.
"I'm gonna find Andre and have my cousin pick him up if it's feasible; I got the serial number off his Switch so I'm gonna call their customer service to track it."
"That's a thing; you can really do something like that these days?"
"Yeah auntie; I just want you to make sure he stays there while I take care of this shit. If he leaves, it's okay but I'm really trashed today. If push comes to shove, I'll do it myself, but I'd rather he take care of this nonsense."
"What happened; you were good the other day last time I saw you?"
"Don't worry about it; can you uh, watch Jaquan?" I raised a brow staring at her face in silent implication. She was holding the phone low near the middle of her abdomen giving me a view up at the undersides of her partially hidden cleavage threatening to spill out of her robe.
"Alright now, you want to be extra, but I'm caught up in a rock and a hard place. We'll see what happens and take it from there. Gotta be honest; feels a lot like I'm dealing with the devil in you now; damn, you sure are slick, ain't you?"
"What do you think?" I replied slyly removing the plate prepared for me from the microwave. Angela's hard work was not going to waste, and I hoped things could be resolved without me being involved directly.
"I think I done bit that apple and now I'm being kicked out of the garden of Eden."
"Are you calling me a snake?"
"Well, I like snake; been playing with some pretty big snakes all weekend, too."
"I'll call back as soon as possible; have fun auntie."
We ended the facetime mutually.
I looked up customer service for Andre's game on my laptop dialing up the number.
************************************************************************************
[2 HOURS EARLIER]
Esther found herself looking up at the round light fixture on the ceiling of the presidential suite. She was lying splayed out with her arms and legs pointing in opposite directions wearing nothing but a simple fifties styled night slip with the brassiere cups sewn into the flimsy silken garment. It was the first time in her life that she legitimately had nothing to do. For as long as she could remember, it was part of her routine to get busy cooking and cleaning, running errands and managing the household for her disinterested husband. She'd long given up her career after a series of misfortunate events left her unemployed. A wayward associate, barely a friend talked Esther into doing something a little strange for some change.
Her mind was being propelled backwards through time at light speed through her past and history with the man who'd looked to make her an honest woman after a night of compensated passion. It was her third "party" dancing with that decidedly street friend and her cousin. The first time she'd been more of an observer eventually coaxed into peeling off the Brazilian jeans that were skintight on her huge elongated butt and decent shaped legs.
They were the high waisted kind with this nice shiny row of four buttons in the front. Everybody conscious now in her late thirties at the time, underneath was a yellow bodysuit, shapewear to help shore up the parts she wasn't comfortable with. The back was a thong which helped her large, jiggly buttocks stay free and comfortable. This had the unintended effect of making her enormous donk look incredible and jiggly. Someone commented that her butt looked like a whole waterbed stuffed into those jeans. It was akin to wearing a sausage casing in some respects. Modesty claimed the rest of her ensemble with a billowy embroidered peasant top hiding her upper half.



She mostly stood off to the side with her crafty friend explaining that she was a "cousin" who'd come to make sure things were safe for what was intended to be this impromptu bachelor party. There were about eight men there, mostly in their forties and up with one continually shooting her interested looks while she kept her butt facing the hotel room door.
Most of her life, trouble followed that butt whenever it popped up in public also earning scorn and outright attacks from her female peers. Her face kept things honest with guy more than willing to sleep with her, even pay but reticent to claim or be seen in public with Esther. Over the years, she chalked the experience up to keeping her honest about her prospects. Being told that she was butt ugly and looked like a mule had the effect of making her criminally reserved. Most of her somewhat romantic interludes were done on the low behind closed doors for this reason.
Despite the fact that she was not involved with the party, eyes continually drifted in her direction. Her associates were of the big and tall variety. Her friend was tall and thin with badly enhanced bolt-on tits and a BBL that looked out of place perched atop her rail thin legs while her friend was short and chunky with a squarish midsection that approximated the shape of a rectangle, like the pink erasers artists used when drawing. The seconds butt the huge, massive but shaped like a box with a deep gluteal cleft that somehow clapped loosely when she twerked, visually tragic.
The raucous atmosphere, loud music and weed smoke were heady enough as she erred on the side of caution being standoffish and aloof with a few of the men until they were sufficiently turned off. Part of the reason she behaved in this manner was due to the nasty glares the other two women were shooting her. Eventually that interested gentleman sidled up to her leaning against the hotel room door introducing himself earnestly offering her a beer. She tried to give him the business, but he was persistent to a fault earning her confidence as they made small talk and engaged in playful banter.
Grady was a widower who'd recently lost his wife impressing upon her that it had been a while since he had a woman. They went back and forth lightly playing the dozens while the other men were occupied until he called her continued bluffing offering several hundred dollars bills waved under her nose. Their banter and back and forth interactions were peppered with Esther giving him repeated glimpses at her huge butt in those skintight back pocketless denim jeans. The rest of the party joined in chortling, jeering and shouting until Esther mounted a love seat in the room popping her huge butt like she meant it.
Liquid courage be damned, Esther went at it a woman possessed perhaps motivated by the cheers and encouragement just as much as the three cans of beer. It seemed like a moment frozen in time as her big, popping butt freed itself from her jeans rising like baking bread. Both cheeks looked as if they were being inflated with a bike pump finally bursting free lighting up the room. Thia brought the house down perhaps a bit too much as things got raucous to the point that hotel security was dispatched to the room. Esther managed to slip out and into a rear corridor finding that Grady followed her right out as the security guards cleared the room. After things were settled in the main corridor, they hashed it out.
Esther found herself in another hotel room on an upper floor with this man encouraged with two grand into giving him a private dance. Things of course got out of hand with Grady ending up with a weekend to remember. He couldn't keep his hands off her monster butt as Esther twerked and bounced on his lap to music from his phone in the hotel room in the middle of the night. The portly short round man buried his face between the cheeks nipping at the material until his tongue slipped inside. After an intense round of oral sex, Esther allowed him to wedge his cock between the buns grinding out an epic load.
That night stretched into the weekend, and they were never apart from that moment onward.
Today in the present; a fortysomething Esther was looking at the rest of an uncertain life going forward.
"Aw shit, what're you doing with your fucking life." The divorce paperwork delivered to her suite came into view obscuring the ceiling above as she considered things post discovery.
Grady cheated first, which plunged her into a dark place fueled by her own distinct issues with self-worth. Esther told herself the cheating came at the tail end of the loss of her shine. There was no doubt she was his trophy, role she accepted along with being a stay-at-home wife. He was too jealous to risk letting her get a job preferring to keep this woman under his umbrella. Growing pains took a toll on their relationship when he realized his living trophy and all her ridiculous curves, were human. Esther was always strong willed, and this caused conflict and some sleeping on the couch until he stepped out.
"Can't lay up in this bed all day; sides I gotta get myself presentable for them cameras." The weathered mature sat up in bed taking another glance at the paperwork in hand before tossing it onto the floor.
She glanced about the room looking at the mess created by her temporary roommate and on camera partner, Andre 13.5. Her "business partner" of convenience had pressed her into hosting the stud presumably for a night which had become an issue as she looked about the suite with an exasperated sigh. Room service trays littered the desktop along with a large half full box of pizza. Half of a six pack of soda had been downed along with her more conventional meal ordered while watching him scarf down everything else like he hadn't eaten in months.
"It's like having a kid." Esther commented to herself, looking towards the smaller bedroom off to the side where he'd taken up shop. The telltale sounds of his Nintendo Switch signaled he'd been up for a while playing to the exclusion of all else as she trudged off to the bathroom planting her huge butt on the toilet. Everything felt surreal after she'd received the divorce decree, oddly disconnected as she took a morning whiz.
The memories returned starting with her reaction to the discovery of his infidelity and that first confrontation which trashed the first floor of their home starting with a duel of skillets in the kitchen. Grady was mostly using his to deflect the powerful blows as she swung for the fences. His stainless steel number was no match for the heavy cast iron skillet that had been passed down for generations in her family. At least three other men had been waylaid with that skillet for one offense or the other with a life being saved from an overzealous home invader during the late fifties.
The aftermath of that dustup left them separated in the house for a good four months sorting things out as she considered whether or not she wanted to stay. Most of her friends and acquaintances were split down the middle with half wanting her to stay because of his wealth and the others encouraging her to get out of the marriage and try to fleece as much money out of the short, chubby misanthrope as legally possible.
During a week of hashing things out with periodic bouts of hysterical bonding, Esther had become further incensed after finding out Grady cheated with a morbidly obese grandmother who stroked his ego at one of their many backyard parties. He'd paraded his side piece around his friends and relatives surreptitiously. It felt like everybody was in on the joke which killed something inside her dry freezing her shattered heart as she called him inside for an uncontested bout of fisticuffs after confronting him with the irrefutable evidence. There was nothing Grady could do but return to the party and play off his obvious wounds leaving her to fume alone in the house. Afterwards, she took a separate bedroom.
Later, Grady paid for renovations to the adjoined attic with its entrance exclusively in her bedroom.
"You started it, numb nut." Esther finished washing herself still recalling the initial war of roses that led her to the main bathroom of a presidential suite in the present.
The fire in her chest was as familiar as the stinging sensation at the corner of her brown eyes. She took a few deep breaths leaning forward flattening her palms against the shower walls feeling the strong spray. The feel of hot water hitting between her shoulder blades down to the upper swell of her huge rear end. Her face followed getting the full blast to its weathered surface and the inside of her mouth.
"You started it, you dense motherfucker!" The words were coming out of her mouth as she recalled the roundtable held over the phone with a number of her friends, some frenemies in the mix as well. She was encouraged to take advantage of the situation for a "get back" and instructed to make sure it was with a guy that would make him nearly check out when he found out, even one of his friends or relatives. The collective harpies told her their state of residence was No-Fault which was like a blank check for cheating on a simp who had the nerve to fuck a gross, fatty when he had wifed up a baddie.
"YOU STARTED IT!!" Esther bellowed under the powerful steaming spray. She'd begrudgingly hopped on Tinder which started another in-house feud when she made it known to her husband. Nothing came of it due to her including one pic of her face culled from an expired driver's license. It seems, guys weren't interested with some leaving a fair share of disparaging comments telling her to use a senior dating site.
It was a defeat unimaginable for someone who struggled with self-worth issues for most of her life, until a friend instructed her to replace that picture with one of her big elongated cornfed butt stuffed haphazardly into her husband's favorite pair of booty shorts. Grady bought these denim tasseled edged shorts that were supposed to look homemade but fit like skintight panties riding high on her hips, making her feel uncomfortable even though she only wore them at home. Her cheekage was ridiculous.
The new pic blew up the internet with her inbox flooded to capacity in under three hours.
Even after adding the first picture as a secondary buffer, Esther found herself going through scores of salacious online overtures and dick pics from potential suitors. There were outright offers of money in exchange for sexual favors that got progressively more deranged and sexually perverted until she deleted her profile, still feeling defeated on some level. Things got progressively worse when she discovered that single pic shared on a number of online porn forums. A few also included her secondary pic coupled with the other under the eponymous title "Butterface Baddie."
In the end her original friend fixed her up with a "sure thing" in the person of a big muscle bound plumber who reminded her of actor John Amos from the old Good Times show. He was nice enough during their dinner date and charming enough to get her into a motel room during a detour while driving her home, which was actually her friend's apartment building. He was good in bed, but selfish other than his horse cock refusing to go down on her and trying to go exclusively doggy style which reminded of her formative years in her last year of high school. Esther knew he didn't want to look at her face but went with it anyway out of diminishing spite for her wayward husband.
Later she found out he gave her a fake number ghosting her after getting what he wanted; namely her huge meaty and packed cornfed derriere. Her friend confessed to vetting the guy after catfishing him online with Esther's booty pic. She was chided for not giving a fake name as instructed and sent packing after a tense exchange. There was no doubt she would be clowned by her friend circle for getting played and admitting it openly. Esther drifted away from these people eventually working things out when Grady finally capitulated with a tiffany bracelet. The estranged couple's frenzied sexual makeup session was undoubtedly fueled by mutual guilt and shame. Grady would stray again with a more suitable rival while Esther modified and perfected her own cheating technique, keeping a FWB for a few months.
"Look at you Esther girl; you're a fucking mess and that old nigga probably laying up with some stanking hoochie in your marital bed, no less. He thinks he's got it like that just cause he finally got the drop on me after fifteen fucking years. Couldn't get it up for five of them goddamn years, either. Look at you girl!"
She stood there nude looking at her honest reflection in the big rectangular mirror which seemed to be taunting her with the truth of her age. Her body had always been the equalizer in romantic situations when her face discounted others perception of her, personally speaking. Her age was there like a hard slap to the cheek, wrinkles, some inconvenient creases and prominent stretchmarks. Esther flinched suddenly going into her big satchel bag retrieving her makeup kit, working profusely to restore what she considered fake beauty. In her early thirties, the woman had taken some cosmetology classes learning how to apply makeup with professional flair. This aspect of her skillset was kept from her husband.
"Lipstick on a pig." Esther commented looking at her renewed soft focus reflection.
It didn't take much to shave a few years off her actual age, but no one was mistaking her for a twenty something anytime soon. She finished up everything by coating her lips in a rich shade of burgundy. Lashes and soft smokey eyeliner brought out her eyes making them crackle with energy while her jowly countenance worked until her cheekbones were more prominent. She thought about sending her soon to be ex-husband a selfie but was too scared to wake the proverbial beast.
"Yeah, ah bet he laying up in my bed fucking his little tin can whore; probably even took one of them blue pills, too." Esther chafed at the thought of someone defiling her bedroom. Grady was obliged to visit her for sex the last few years but kicked out post nut clarity for snoring too much.
"Old dusty fucker; ah wonder how you found me out." She went into one of the plastic shopping bags on the counter removing a vintage pinup bullet cone brassiere. Esther didn't know if she liked the pointy cones as she slipped it on tugging it snuggly into place. Her preference leaned towards sports bras that let her move more freely, feeling unencumbered. Her in-law director knew what he was doing as evidenced by the pics she'd viewed from their photoshoot and concurrent porn shoot, a day prior.
Her cleavage bulged outward decadently as visions of her ex-husband losing his mind seeing her this way flittered about her mind. The mind movies were intermingled with images of him and his new lady.
"I'll fix your stoopid ass, you old fucker!" Esther removed a pair of seamed thigh high stockings sliding them up her thick shapely legs one after the other sitting on the closed toilet plagued with thoughts, she knew were hypocritical.
A shiny pair of heels followed from a shiny bag; shoes brought for a final shoot that she intended to test out. There was one more wig to use, but she opted to keep her head wrapped in the scarf she'd been wearing in place of a bonnet. Esther also opted out of the remaining sets of panties at her disposal preferring to go bottomless as she took some selfies using a stick left behind by her young benefactor.
The Educated Simp knew how to shoot women in a way that maximized their beauty and curves tenfold. Esther thought about all the times she'd caught him looking clearly embarrassed when she stared back feigning anger. She knew the look of a man who wanted her body and was flattered at the attention, though secretly ashamed for attracting his eyes. She'd almost come on to his father after finding out the identity of the other woman and seeing the morbidly obese hussie.
She ultimately decided against this knowing instinctively that he would've jumped her bones with impunity. That would've been something she could've never come back from and remained married despite egging on from her suspect friend group. It seemed as if he knew, but she thought Grady might be setting her up. Their all too brief exchange ended with her slapping the shit out of him with a wet soapy dishrag. He'd gotten uncomfortably close while she was washing some pans in the kitchen sink.
Esther stuck a few poses now thinking about the tryst with the man's son who was now her defacto boss and sometimes lover. It was kind of catch as catch can with them doing it when sexual opportunities presented themselves. He seemed somewhat innocent in matters of the flesh but shocked her by handling her curves and big elongated country butt like he owned them. He fucked her so hard that first time in her private attic room, that she was forced to deny her husband sex until her cunt stopped throbbing. Grady was none the wiser with his own secret hookup he thought she didn't know about.
Her in-law nephew was all man between the sheets, but deceptively innocuous otherwise and business minded to a fault already running a successful online porn site. That was, until lately after he was jointly exposed alongside her. Shades of black would cover his reputation like nuclear winter, indefinitely.
"You're gonna be crying for this ass when ahm gone, Grady." Esther cupped her breasts together making them bulge to the point of nearly bursting from the conical brassiere. Her director knew what he was doing when he applied a sixties aesthetic to her work and online content. Fans really thought it was old footage and she was okay with that after a single pic of her huge butt caused so much existential grief.
She took a few selfies before shame set in, making her drop and sit down on the closed toilet again. Esther remembered the early days when she took a leap of faith moving from Houston taking a flight to be with her supposed man. Still unsure, Esther left her things in the pull-on suitcase for over six months before she felt safe unpacking them. After the first infidelity, Esther packed up that pull-on suitcase, leaving it at the entrance to their bedroom which resulted in the fight and skillet duel.
Grady's affair partner obviously tired of being on the down low, decided to text Esther while he was asleep in her bed post coitus. A pic of the nude snoozing man with his "very used" business exposed followed sending Esther into hysterics. After beating her husband from pillar to post, Esther took up residence in a motel partially worried she'd be arrested, until her friend group talked her into returning to the home so that Grady couldn't claim she deserted the home in divorce court.
She still bristled at the video clip his side chick sent with the big, obese ghetto mature tragically twerking making it clap while a baby could be heard crying uncontrollably somewhere in the background. This woman was trying to run her out of the house which made Esther double down and approach Grady in house for a kitchen sit-down. He admitted being blackmailed to continue the affair by the woman's real husband who was engaging in a grift. The whole thing had been premeditated. Esther went through his phone finding the text threats, collecting the call logs from their shared phone plan.
Her opinion of Grady hit rock bottom outside of the infidelity as she took the evidence to the authorities promptly ending the affair. That portly, badly built mother of five and grandmother of three was indicted along with her husband, who himself had a laundry list of priors and more than a few standing warrants across three states. With everything tied up nice and tight, Esther was left in charge of Grady's finances, managing another few years where he strayed again once having a tragically short memory of the value she added to his life.



By this time Esther had checked out of the marriage, but relied on the familiarity of her environment after giving up everything including what was left of her career to join this man as a willing trophy wife.
Today was a new day and a chapter waited to be explored.
"Eh?" Her phone chirped with an incoming message as she sat on the toilet trying to figure out what to do with her life. She found a video clip in her inbox accidentally clicking it with her thumb.
"AW SHIT GIRL!! AW SHIT YOU GETTING IT UP OUTTA ME!!" Grady's short chubby prick was unmistakable with someone's thin calloused fingers wrapped around it jerking really hard. He was in the process of orgasming with spurts of jizz flying everywhere soiling the offending hand and his pot belly.
"SON OF A FUCKING BITCH!!" Esther clicked off almost smashing her iPhone into the bathroom wall but caught herself mid-throw suddenly cradling it to her chest.
Her eyes narrowed as creases appeared on either side of her nose and big inflated lips. Esther looked at her phone and the clip which had been paused on its face mid-orgasm, then tucked into her bulging cleavage. She stood up snatching the selfie stick off the counter favoring it in her hand like a hickory switch she'd plucked off a tree. She swung it once, getting this sort of whistling sound as it cut the air audibly. Esther's brow furrowed with four deep creases appearing there as she manifested a half smirk.
"Okay then...O-KAY!!" Esther folded her arms under her bosom letting the extended selfie stick rest against her shoulder as she slid the bathroom door open peering out into the presidential suite maliciously. Her gaze traveled around the expensive hotel room as she tapped the selfie stick against her shoulder like a teacher's yard stick settling on the closed door to the secondary smaller bedroom.
The sounds of Andre's video game drifted across the suite as her big juicy lips turned into an evil smile, then grinned like a great white licking her bottom lip with an audible slurp. Esther stepped into some glossy black spike heels adding to her five foot eleven inches of height. The pissed off mature walked to the desk retrieving her big blocky sunglasses putting them on as she sidled up to Andre's bedroom door. It was closed by not all the way, slightly cracked as Esther favored the stick again before using it to open it all the way.
Andre was laying in the bed in his boxers and some black crew socks happily playing his game.
Esther took visual stock of the handsome, muscularly chiseled stud she'd worked with over the past two days while her life crashed down out of view. She stood there pontificating what it would be like if he wasn't soft in the head. She knew any kind of relationship with this man-child would leave her shamefully perceived as his sugar mamma and nothing more. Esther accepted the situation as she glanced at the paused sex tape on her iPhone. The two minute clip made her bristle raising a brow.
"Uhm, is everything okay Mz. Giggles?" Andre peered over the top of his game taking in her countenance letting his gaze drift down to her shaved mound. The head cheese seemed to think her stage name was real, God given moniker and could not be dissuaded otherwise. She accepted it.
"Just fine honey; keep doing what you're doing and don't mind me none."
"Uhm okay; are we shooting today?"
"I think so, but right now we're just gonna practice."
"Practice?"
"Yeah, oh you ain't gotta do nothing Andre; it's all on me so you just lay there and play your video game as much as you want baby."
The stud was puzzled but said nothing further, hunching his shoulders as Esther reached down grabbing a handful of his boxers. He went back to playing as they were drawn down his hairy legs and tossed on the floor. He glanced at Esther still favoring the selfie stick following her with his eyes into the small adjacent bathroom. There was something off, but he didn't think to ask further noticing that she kept staring with this weird smile. Esther turned on some warm water, snatching a towel down applying liquid soap to it making sure her huge butt was facing Andre.
"Practice, right Mz. Giggles?"
"Yup." Esther planted her big butt on the edge of the bed with her back facing him reaching down cleaning his oversized manhood with this whimsically deviant look on her made up face. He glanced at her mutely enjoying the feel of her hands cleaning and washing his monster sized cock.
"Are you sure you don't want me to...?"
"Just play your game, boy; I got this." He liked the way she handled his member grabbing the root using towel draped over the big plum sized head twisting and jerking intensely focused. His member thickened sprouting veins everywhere as she jacked and jerked methodically. She tossed the used rag aside retrieving a second with cold water this time which made him shudder. Andre knew something was up but didn't know what to say as this towel was tossed aside as well.
"Uhm, okay." He replied as Esther picked up the selfie stick favoring it as she stared at his face. Things were strange for a moment as he worried, she might use it to swart him, but Esther set it aside looking at her phone intently.
She got a knee up on the edge of the mattress with the phone aimed squarely at his erect manhood filming for a few seconds, before plunking down on her tummy between his legs. Andre couldn't help staring at her enormous badonkadunk upside down from his point of view. Esther folded her legs at the knees crossing her ankles bobbing them back and forth as she planted her head on his crotch. The iPhone came into view on the opposite side of his endowment filming her face with it in view.
Andre got a strange familiar feeling as she reached into frame encircling his cock stem to stern slowly long stroking it regaining the hardness it lost in the last few seconds, she filming it from the edge of the mattress. More fingers were added as she rhythmically slid her soft palm up and down making his uncircumcised member thicker. Esther peppered his oversized balls with light kisses randomly tickling and teasing them with the tip of her tongue before sucking them outright with an audible slurp.
"This just practice, right?" Andre asked again, starting to breathe heavier.
"Sure baby." Esther answered in this practiced husky tone right before her slurped down somewhat curved upper half of his ridiculous endowment moaning and humming wetly using his left inner thigh as a pillow.
One thing she knew how to do without question, was give head like a queen. Esther had long perfected her craft right after graduating from high school but was reserved, keeping that skillset hidden away only for special occasions. To be honest, she'd only used this technique on her husband a handful of times, most notably right as they were hysterically bonding after supposed hashing out his infidelity.
Grady revealed that she had been remiss in her wifely duties claiming he thought she was cheating first; so, Esther thinking the marriage was over, decided to "blow his mind" on the way out before giving him the middle finger. Instead, the embattled couple ended up working it out barely leaving the marital bed for a weekend. Esther came away thinking he might be trying to impregnate her despite the fact that she made no bones about being on the pill.
"Are you sure this practice?" Andre interrupted again getting a nod and some sustained audible vacuum slurping and spit bubbles all over the glistening head of his prick.
His purplish knob of a crown was sticky looking, glistening catching the light filtering in from a nearby window covered with a wooden venetian blind. His precum was flowing freely looking like the real thing, but Esther knew better going at it passionately. His crown would disappear behind her big lips stretched around his member with her tongue waiting to coil and flick making the man's toes curl. She added a well-timed twist of the wrist using her right hand like she as screwing in a light bulb.
"Aw, man! Aw!! I like practice sex." Andre commented with his hands faltering at the controls of his handheld video game. His breathing was ramping up, abdomen undulating from the stimulation.
"Play your game, Andre; this is my practice, right now." Esther cooed tapping his cock on her big lips slurping down the upper third as she squeezed the thick shaft working the handjob so hard, her hand was trembling. His mouth hung open as she got more into it making love to his huge cock with her own.
She made a tight fist around his circumference jacking and jerking towards her bobbing head swallowing and gurling intermittently earning this extended groan from Andre. This made her suck on that upper half of his manhood slurping hard enough to make her cheeks invert. Her lips were dragging the fleshy portion of his shaft attached like a suction cup. Her lips tapped her jacking fist in intervals as he whined.
"MIZZ GIGGLES?!!"
"Yes Andre?"
"Are you sure this is practice because you're sucking the hell out of my dick." His hoarse infantilized voice nearly made her burst into laughter choking on his copious precum intermingled with her saliva.
"Want me to stop?"
"NO!!"
"Then keep playing your game and let me play with this."
Esther didn't wait for an answer sucking deeply even getting her teeth involved long stroking from the tip of his mushroom head all the way down to his oversized balls. Andre was going through the five stages of grief facially speaking, doing his best to keep quiet. Things were getting progressively wetter and sloppier with the humidity rising between his thighs. He didn't seem to know or care that she was filming the proceeds on her iPhone. Her moans and the nasty audible slurps were driving him wild.
He would never know that she was thinking of her soon-to-be ex-husband and his new side piece.
Esther tightened her grip on his meat stroking hard from base to crown letting her thumb rub the large vein on the underside of his shaft. The consistent grinding sensation on that extremely sensitive spot had Andre involuntarily moving his pelvis around while the tip of his cock was being heavily vacuum slurped making it sound as if Esther were drinking a milkshake. Her fingers were parted as his shaft fattened even more in her grasp. Esther knew what she was doing, sucking Andre's thirteen plus inches to completion. Loud gulping sounds filled the small bedroom along with his labored, distressed moans.
"MIZZ GIGGLEZ, AH!! MIZZ GIGGLEZ!! SUCKING ME UP!! AH! OH!! MISSUS GEE GULLS!! AH!! AH!!" Andre's Nintendo switch dropped to the floor beside the bed landing atop the discarded coverlet. He would grabbed his junk, but Esther nodded in the negative with a mouthful of his meat. There was no way Andre didn't want the sexy mature to stop pleasing him, opting to flatten his palms at the edge of his crotch. Esther was throating half of his endowment now jerking him with a sharp twist of the wrist.
"AW!! AW!! MISSUS!! I LIKE IT!! AW!! MIZZ GEE GULLS!! KEEP SUCKING IT!! FEELS SO GOOD!!" He was becoming more animated arching towards her big inflated lips as foamy spittle and intermingled precum coated his throbbing manhood. Esther took it all like a seasoned profession recalling the disastrous first time she stepped out of her marriage on Grady. She'd employed the same basic technique getting him so worked up that she ended up sitting on a pillow for half of the remaining week, throbbing.
"AHM GUNNA CUM MISSUS GIGGLES!! AW SHIT!! MISSUS GEE GULLS!! MOUTH!! I'M CUMMING!!" her fist went hard in the paint jacking him for all she was worth as Andre cried out joyously twisting and arching towards her mouth wanting to stuff her gullet full even if it killed the poor woman. His cries of pleasure and complete submission made Esther feel empowered enough that she pursed her big lips making her jowly cheeks invert all the way. She was literally sucking out the man's soul.
"AHM CUMMING!! AW!! SHIT!! AW SHIT!! AHM CUMMING!! MUH!! MUH!! MAMMA!! MAMMA!!" His semi-baritone cries turned into unintelligible gibberish and breathy lust fueled protestations. Esther's mouth was suddenly full of his thick milky cream coming in torrents and explosive bursts. Her flicking twisting fist took him to the limit and then some. Some of his spunk started to spill out the corner of her mouth soiling Andre's crotch and pubes. She plopped his prick out of her mouth still cumming.
Her jacking fist was glazed over with the excessive spunk running from the plum sized head of his endowment. It was sexually nasty and messy, ten minutes caught on her iPhone for prosperity as Andre crested arching up off the bed thrusting into her jacking fist while bursts of jizz spotted the left side of her face dotting her sunglasses and jowly cheeks like a lawn sprinkler. Andre 13.5 was left huffing.
"Mz. Giggles?" He managed to say after a few minutes.
"Yeah." She was still lightly jacking his huge cock working to keep it in a semi-erect state running her tongue up the underside of it from his balls to its bulbous, glistening crown. Esther flicked her tongue on his urethra, poking it a bit before slurping on it making him moan and whine.
"Can I practice...uhm, can I practice, too?"
"Don't you wanna play with that there video game of yours?" She asked before pressing his meat harmonica style between her plush cum drenched lips. Andre instinctually sawed his cock along those inflatable lips getting off on the feeling.
"NUH, NO!! I THINK WE SHOULD...PRACTICE!! A LOT!! PLEASE MISSUS GEE GULLS?!!" Esther's face was a mess of splattered juices as she dropped her phone framing his endowment with all ten fingers doing the Merkel diamond gesture. Two thirds of his insane, almost fake looking curved prick was throated mercilessly by Esther making him yowl and whimper feeling like he was on the verge of incontinence.
"You like that?" Esther asked breaking contact flattening his cock against his abdomen while applying the same unrelenting suction to his balls individually and collectively. His testes disappeared inside her mouth teased, tickled slathered in excess saliva with the tip of her wide tongue tapping his taint and rear entrance for a millisecond.
Andre made this odd gobble sound followed by this sort of hoarse chortle responding involuntarily humping her mouth like his life depended on it. Esther took it in the prone position on her belly wagging that massive butt of hers making it wobble and jiggle like renegade jello. He tried to look at her face, but his head kept dipping backward pounding the pillow until he was forced to say something to Esther.
"PLEASE LET ME FUCK YOU!! PLEASE MISSUS GEE GULLS!! PLEASE LET ME FUCK YOUR PUSSY!!" Andre sounded hysterical almost as if he would burst into tears if denied. His eyes looked glazed over.
"Okay boy, come get some." Esther acquiesced essentially regurgitating up the upper half of his cock drooling with watery cum mixed saliva running off her chin soiling the sheets.
Despite giving her consent, Esther went wild slurping and sucking his member letting her teeth scrape the head then darting the tip with her tongue before swallowing and releasing it with an audible pop.
"I'M SORRY MISSUS GIGGLES BUT I'M GONNA FUCK THE SHIT OUT OF YOU TODAY!!" There were goosebumps all over his skin as Andre took a header off the edge of the mattress thumping his head on the floor ignoring the pain, quickly getting behind the prone mature. Esther was enjoying his excitement mentally wishing her soon to be ex-husband could be there to watch what happened next giggling as she bent at the knees sort of rocking them back and forth in anticipation, clicking her spike heels.
Andre's monstrous schlong throbbed and pulsated standing at attention like a flagpole as he took a second admiring the view. Despite what anybody would've said about her decidedly mature, jowly countenance, Esther was rocking a solid fully natural hourglass figure sporting a massive ass that looked way bigger than it was supposed to be. It was so big and packed, her shapely gams looked shorter because of her abundance of junk in the trunk. A closer look would reveal the stretchmarks that marked up the big elongated buttocks, some resembling a minuscule lattice of lightning bolts.
Some drool ran from Andre's lips as he was given pause by the sight of her staggering derriere. Unexpectedly he reached down grabbing greedy handfuls of her hips drawing her huge cheeks backwards. She went with it easily, sighing a bit. Esther arched her lower back presenting her big fat, jiggly ass immediately surprised when Andre ran the flat of his tongue along her slit, just once.
"AWK!! AW NOW BOY!! AHAHAHA!! YOU GONE MEDDLE ME ALL DAY YOU HUNG ASS NIGGA?!!" Esther was unprepared as Andre pounced on her arms and legs outspread like he was skydiving. He landed on the mature tease driving his bat sized prick balls deep in her sopping wet cooch. Esther shrieked, caught off guard by the intrusion powered by the force of a bus collision--like thrust. She was topped instantly.
"UN!!! UN!! I'M GONNA GIVE YOU A MEDAL!! UN!! GIVE YOU A MEDAL FOR THIS ASS!! FUCK!! UN!!" Andre misunderstood her thick country accent, planking the living shit out of her box with impunity. Esther's thick legs were splayed wide apart bent at the knees as he bucked and popped his hips driving his cock as far as he could force it and beyond.
"AH FEEL IT UP IN MY BELLY!! YOU TRYING TO BREAK IN MY BABY BUCKET!! AWK!! AH!! NUH!!NOW!!" Her accent went extra thick and syrupy during sex almost becoming a language unto itself as his pelvis bounced off her fleshy twin mountains like a trampoline.
Things were awkward and clumsy with Andre lancing her cunt using his prick like a spear between her thick meaty thighs instantly bottoming out. His weight became an issue as Esther did her best to keep her chin facing forward on her belly elbows adjacent to her breasts. Her stomach was immobilized against the mattress as his cock forced her buttocks apart wider and wider with every thrust. The clap was loud and audible sounding as if she were being spanked with a fraternity paddle. Andre started in a pushup position so that he could see his manhood lancing her buns, then let his knees hit the bed between hers.
"I'M SORRY BUT YOU GOTTA GET FUCKED MISSUS GEE GULLS!! YOU GETTING SOME DICK TODAY!!" His own lust filled overtures sounded as unintelligible as hers, a separate language only he could understand as he tried to break her apart with his horse sized phallus. Esther's huge buttocks were semi-solid at this point in her life with just enough underlying resilience to weather his damn near roided out thrusts. Her calves were moving bac and forth with her spike heels tapping his narrow buttocks randomly. For some reason this made him go harder increments until she was on the verge of sobbing.
"AWK!! AH SHEET NOW!! NUH!! NOW BOY!! YOU GETTING UP IN MY BELLY!! YOU FUCKING ME RIGHT!" Esther's mascara had started to run as each thunderous thrust smacked the back of her tunnel like a battering ram. He was sexually rodding out her middle aged cunt so hard, she was starting to lose feeling in her legs as they hit the edge of the mattress. Her fleshy arms were spread apart bent at the elbows palms down. Her left hand discovered her discarded phone, turning it face up. Esther smiled.
"THANK YOU, MISSUS GEE GULLS!! THANK YOU FOR LETTING ME FUCK YOU!! AW SHIT!! UN!! UN!!" It sounded like he was shanking her with his prick going wholly euphoric. Andre's voice went nearly falsetto as his big mitt-sized hands handled her shoulders from behind for leverage. Esther could tell he was close filming another impromptu sex tape with the iPhone aimed at her face. Her huge butt was undoubtedly in frame jiggling and wobbling all over the place as she was driven forward every thrust.



"NEVER BEEN SO FUCKING FULL IN MY LIFE!! AW SHIT MY ASS IS SO HOT!! AWK!! AH FUCK!! SO HOT BABY BOY!! KEEP MEDDLING MA BIG FAT ASS!! I LIKE IT!! I LIKE BEING FULL!! CUM ON THIS AZZ!!"
Esther had the wherewithal to cover her eyes with her right hand leaving her nose and mouth exposed in front of the camera in her iPhone bolstered by the mussed up bedding which added another layer of anonymity. Both of them were drenched in perspiration with Andre in progressively worse condition sweating so much, it felt like a light spring rain. Her monster sized cheeks were flopping about spread apart exposing both openings as he grunted and coughed, hitting that final lap on her tired caramel cakes. Andre 13.5 was pushing her along the mattress solely with his manhood suddenly arching.
"GIVE IT TO ME!!" Esther shouted at the top of her lungs, making her body as rigid as she could manage. Her cunt was a sloppy mess of intermingled juices and precum highlighted with their joint perspiration. Those big cheeks tensed up flexing rhythmically out of nowhere. He felt it at once.
"CUMMIN!! CUMMIN!! MISSUS GEE GULLS!! AW SHIT!! AH!! AH!! MIZZUS GEE GULLS!! I'M NUTTIN!" Andre drew a blank internally forgetting himself pushing down on her shoulders as his cock slipped out of Esther's honey pot spewing rope after thick, gooey rope of jizz hosing down her still flexing cheeks like a firehose. Both of their orgasmic cries and moans were deafening in the small side bedroom.
"AW YEAH, GIVE IT TO ME!! I WANT ALL OF IT BABY!! AW YEAH WAX ME DOWN WITH THAT NUT!!" Esther shouted, just making up a bunch of shit for the hell of it. She didn't know or care if Andre responded to it or not, but shuddered as he jerked out more cum splattering her huge, meaty ass.
Then it was over as he knelt between her splayed apart legs looking at his handiwork, sex addled.
"Boy, uh Andre?"
"Yeah." He sounded gassed, still stroking out errant vestiges of his splooge on the meaty lower part of her buttocks. Some of it was seeping into that deep crease running off the side of her left thigh.
"Would you take a picture of my booty with this phone?"
"Uh, sure."
"Take a lot; make sure you get all that there nut all over my ass. I want some good pics, okay?" Esther faceplanted as he dutifully took the requested pics with her iPhone. In the middle of the photo taking, she rewarded Andre with some sustained twerking splashing his spunk all over the place.
"Oh wow, Mz. Giggles." He commented breezily.
"Andre?"
"Huh, yeah?"
"Wanna rub your thang on my booty some more?"
"YES!"
His already hardening erection came plunking down in her cavernous rear cleavage instantly glazed over in his splooge lubricating matters. Andre was familiar with this act having routinely engaged in non-penetrative sex with his longtime girlfriend Shawnee Thompson, the former Ms. WTF as she was known online these days. Even though his hands were large enough to palm a basketball with ease, they appeared significantly small pressed into the soft pliant flesh of her huge, glazed over buttocks. His splooge served as the perfect lubricant.
The scintillating feel of sliding his rod along her backbone cushioned by her buoyant buttocks sent jolts of tingly energy popping and crackling across his chiseled body. It was purposely slow and methodical, greasy feeling wrapped in her sweaty humid cheeks. His spunk was speared along her gluteal cleft with each measured thrust. Andre's jizz was coated in the creamy residue of their coupling. Esther let him play and do what he wanted, enjoying the feel of his slowly thickening shaft grinding vertically between the buns. It was akin to getting a massage as he redoubled his grip pushing the buns around his thrusting cock feeling it already. She was just along for the ride at this point, lost in thought.
"UN!! AH YEAH MISSUS GEE GULLS!! AW SHIT!! AHM CUMMIN!! IT'S COMING OUT!! I'M NUTTING!!" The fleeting thought ran through her head that she was good enough to make this big chiseled handsome guy lose his shit and drop everything begging to be with her while her ex probably paid for it.
"GIVE IT TO ME!! AH SHIT BOY!! GIVE ME... ALL OF IT!!" Esther shouted euphorically, more out of pride than anything else. Her womanhood had been staunchly affirmed after a bit of self-doubt and regret.
"CUMMIN!!" It sounded as if Andre were having some sort of attack, then like he was shanking someone as he experienced tingles and jolts of sensual electricity across his body.
Andre pressed down clawing her fleshy buttocks as tight as possible at the apex of his climax blasting a thick gooey rope halfway up her spine followed by several more of varying degrees until it went watery pouring out of Esther's mashed up cheeks like a tiny waterfall form the knob-like head of his prick. She just cooed and baby talked him until he collapsed blanketing her country thick body beneath his.
"Hey boy?"
"Yeah?"
"I'd really appreciate it if you could get up off my back; you're kind of heavy and all."
"SORRY!" Andre rolled off standing up behind the bed still staring at her huge prone butt, hungrily. The lower part of his stomach was soiled with spunk all the way to his left thigh. There was no doubt that he still wanted more of what she was offering. It was one of the few times in the last few months Andre wanted to have sex purely for pleasure without being ordered or sitting in front of a laptop camera.
"Andre boy; would you do little ole' me a favor and run the shower in your bathroom; I'm terribly dirty?"
"Yeah, okay." He stubbed his toe running to the door but looked back at her faceplanted in the mussed up bedding.
"Uhm, can I get in the bathtub with you Mz. Giggles?"
"Sure, why not." Esther shrugged her shoulder still face down as he looked especially happy disappearing into his small bathroom. The mature former housewife grinned to herself in the mussed up covers and sheets.
Esther raised her chin bringing her iPhone level with her face with a wicked smirk on her weathered, jowly face.
*************************************************************************************
[4 HOURS EARLIER: THE PARK]
"Yes honey, I won't mess up your order, daddy promises; huh, well I don't know about that right now, maybe later. Things are a little busy right now, but I can swing by after three and pick you up if that's the case...no, Daisy. Well, what does your mommy say? I'm not being mean. Come on honey; if you want, I'll take you to a movie and we can see whatever you like. Uhm, well what does your mommy say? Huh? Uh, think about it and I'll make sure you get everything for lunch. Got it, curly fries and one of those strawberry malts with the cherry on top just like the picture. Okay, daddy loves you, Daisy. GOT IT!"
It was too late as his toddler daughter hung at the tail end of their conversation. Jaquan sat behind the wheel of his car with an elbow resting atop the window doing a slow burn after evading his daughter's questions about his better half. Sometimes it felt like Little Daisy Kelly was pushing his buttons intentionally as he stared at a picture of her along with the mother, once known as "Infamous Baby Mamma Number Two". All three of them had gone outside the city limits to a county fair and he'd been talked into wearing a pink t-shirt by his little girl along with his supposed better half.
Sometimes he thought about that day he'd decided to ghost his daughter and her mother for a "cultural excursion" with his lady of the moment, Akemi. Somehow Renee had sussed out his intent beforehand prompting him to quickly evacuate his home that day leaving his cousin there to face her wrath. It wasn't something he intended to do, but Akemi had really been making him work for it to get into her panties. Of course, he made good on that decision screwing the entitled African princess to oblivion, but it had an unforeseen effect on his life.
His cousin and Renee ended up being joined at the hip, becoming friends, business partners of a fashion, and out and out lovers. It started as an intentional burning receipt for his doggish behavior that hit like a shotgun blast to the gut when she gifted him a sex tape while he was hitting Akemi from the back. Renee's gift had the desired effect driving a wedge between him and his side piece on the spot as he ran out while the African beauty's tight round ass was still pointed up at the ceiling. The murderous rage overtook him as he sped straight to "his woman's" house intent on stomping his little cousin all the way to the ICU. Renee was more than ready waiting with her weapon drawn safely off.
The idea had been to draw his undistracted attention back to her to the exclusion of all else and it worked like a charm. Jaquan found himself in uncharted territory watching his estranged woman groom and teach his cousin how to be a player in the worst way. Suddenly he wasn't so confident anymore finding himself thirsting for Renee's validation eager to make amends for his perpetual bad behavior. It scared him that she seemed to care less as the days passed, turning her attention to someone who should've been looking up to him, instead of making time with her and eventually Rashida Sikes, the best friend.
It seemed as if Renee's grooming were turning the kid into a mini version of herself ideologically speaking, but he couldn't see the truth of the matter through his not so overt jealousy. Her malevolence knew no bounds as she dropped him off back at his home caring little about what would happen. After he'd knocked out his cousin on the spot, Jaquan was overcome with guilt looking down at his prone body lying on the sidewalk. Renee laughed in his face after finding out from their daughter who'd witnessed the assault immediately calling her mother using her own personal cellphone.
Renee wasn't overly bothered later asking him why he cared who was in her cheeks when he maintained a veritable stable of women. Her nonchalant attitude cut through him like a hot knife through butter. It felt like he was twisting up on the inside every time he looked at her in those slanted green cat eyes. She drove the knife deeper, casually running him down while continually looking at her phone. Renee noticed even offering her unlocked phone which he eagerly took finding nothing as she watched. That dagger went deeper when she brow beat him into a blow by blow recounting of his afternoon fucking Akemi after ghosting his own daughter.
Jaquan ended up sobbing in that park with "Infamous Baby Mamma #2" capitulating after a fashion with a peck on the cheek followed by a light kiss with a slip of the tongue. Somehow, she managed to leave him there on that park bench with a fucking rock in both hands telling him to "reflect and decide" what he wanted from her. Renee stood over him with this infuriating glib expression reminding him that he owed his daughter an afternoon before walking off to run a quick errand. He nearly had a coronary thinking she was going over to his house to fuck his cousin again. Renee stopped a few feet away looking back letting him know that she could fuck whoever she wanted, even his cousin, at her place if she wanted.
He hated himself for sobbing uncontrollably on that park bench somehow afraid to put down the rock she'd given him. A female jogger stopped to see if he was alright, but he waved the comely young woman off afraid Renee was nearby watching. Part of him thought she might have sent the woman over to test him. The fear of Renee's disapproval permeated his being with this pervasive feeling akin to be stalked by Freddy Krueger. Jaquan pulled out his phone a few times while waiting in that park but found himself unable to call Renee because he knew it would make him look weak. The man went through the five stages of grief in that park haunted by mind movies of "Infamous Babby Mamma #2" fucking the shit out of his cousin. He'd never seen them doing it, but his imagination filled in the blanks.
Renee turned up again offering no explanation one way or the other about her activities outside of his view. She'd called him to the carpet earlier after he assaulted his cousin, making him get into her car speeding off to the park. This left him at her mercy and part of him felt she wouldn't return after gifting him that rock, but she did in less than thirty minutes. He could barely contain himself, nearly exploding in rage several times as Renee silently drove listening to music barely regarding him. "I Lust For You" by London Jones was an assault on the ears along with the innocuous expression on her face, those lime green cat eyes hidden behind a pair of Dior shades. Jaquan eventually switched off her radio in a huff.
Renee didn't react as he realized they'd pulled up behind her salon. He was all over the place emotionally as she turned off the car without a word to him, getting out and walking around the front of her Prius. He watched her walk into the small yard leading to the back of the building, going to the end of the path, stopping to look in his direction. He didn't know what to make of things but followed anyway, remembering the time she'd dosed his endowment in a stringent chemical designed to sexually enhance their coupling only to lock him outside buck naked at gunpoint. That time, Renee found out about some cheating on his part, exacting a public revenge that eventually involved the cops.
She surprised Jaquan by taking him upstairs to her bedroom where she stared pointedly at his face blinking profusely before pulling her white leggings to her knees. Renee got on the bed on all fours with her perfect fifty inches facing him like it was no big deal. The first thing he noticed was her lack of panties and a wet looking peach that made him got into internal hysterics thinking she'd just fucked his cousin after all. She glanced back at his face knowing exactly what he was thinking, then sat down exposing his package for a scintillating fifteen minute blowjob. Renee made sure he was hard enough to cut diamond before resuming the position taunting him with "Alright come get your little pussy so you can stop acting like a bitch." Jaquan was at once defeated again stuffing her box like an escaped con.
There was this slight twinge of disgust and shame right before he entered her raw finding her cunt sopping wet already. This made him think he was following his own cousin instantly emasculating him because Renee knew he wouldn't have the balls to ask. She was creaming all over his certified twelve inches leaving a milky residue on his shaft that made him cringe watching himself stuffing her full. Renee added insult to injury by getting out her phone texting before outright taking a call from Rashida downstairs managing the salon.
He felt it across the shoulders like a yard stick when she casually mentioned to her friend that he was trying to blow her back out as both women laughed. Jaquan gritted his teeth listening to the continued conversation afterwards until he found himself snatching and tossing her phone on the carpet. Renee barely had time to react as he snatched off her top taking her to pound town with extreme prejudice while she laughed asking him "What crawled up your ass and died, nigga?"
This chiding blasé attitude continued as he took her bulldog, spooning with one leg pointed at the ceiling which degenerated into a deranged version of reverse cowgirl because he couldn't stomach the unbothered expression on her symmetrical face. Renee took advantage of this last position grabbing his knees bouncing hard and rough almost making him cum on command. She popped her hips dislodging his twelve inch prick at the precise moment of climax. Jaquan ended up cumming all over his six pack abs while she stood off to the side watching with her hands on her hips, amused at the ruined orgasm.
Renee's attitude and the knowledge that she'd carried on what he considered a mini affair caused Jaquan to cover his face with one of her pillows muffling his distressed sobbing. Not to be denied his despair, Renee leaned over the side of the bed with one knee on the mattress snatching away the pillow citing the expensive silk pillow cases finding his crying face underneath. She seemed pleased with this reveal telling Jaquan that he looked like a baby before asking him "Do you wanna suck on my titty?" This was par for the course, revealing Renee's inner shark-like nature as she tried to push a sweaty breast against his lips only to be gingerly swatted away as he sat upright, fuming.
Nothing seemed to phase "Infamous Baby Mamma #2" as she rug swept his bruised feelings taking him by the hand to her shower. Jaquan was surprised when she took over cleaning and lathering him up, washing him down from head to toe like a dutiful wifey. Renee molded herself to his body long stroking his cock until it looked ready to burst before sitting him down on the edge of the tub. The humanoid great white's malevolence reared its ugly head like a shark fin when she pushed her breast into his mouth outright demanding that he suck it until she felt satisfied. After a few minutes, Renee got out of the tub, stepping over him planting those perfect fifty inches on the closed lid of her toilet.
"Get over here and suck my pussy; I want to cum." She raised a brow looking at him expectantly with this artic cold expression on her face. Her slanted lime green eyes cut into him like twin daggers.
Jaquan ended up sucking her off with a hand cupping the back of his head as she humped his mouth until she was satisfied. Through it all, his cock was rock hard and throbbing, pointed at the floor. She didn't care, leaving him there with a tragic erection going to her bedroom putting on the same clothes again minus the missing panties. Renee knew he wouldn't say anything slinging her purse noticing him there with his business pointing at the celling. "You can take care of that by yourself Jaquan; I have to get our neglected daughter from downstairs. Oh yeah, get all that crying shit out of your system, I don't want our daughter knowing her daddy is a fucking simp." Renee Kelly was absolutely brutal inside and out.
She walked out leaving him sitting on the floor in the bathroom in his birthday suit with his dick in his hand. Jaquan managed a stiff upper lip greeting them at the back of the salon with a strained fake smile. Renee let him put Daisy into the baby seat. They pulled off again still to "I Lust For You" by London Jones. Renee Kelly was a beast and he barely kept it together as they drove to the movies where he was left alone to take his little girl to the movies and anywhere else, she wanted to go. He spent all that time worried that Renee had gone back to fuck his cousin some more.
"Bitch." The memory would pop up every now and then, especially when he visited the park to ball with his friends. Jaquan sat behind the wheel of his car fuming at that traumatic memory after his daughter asked for a parent day with him and Renee collectively.
He popped his trunk getting out telling himself he'd come to the park this fine Sunday morning looking for a friendly pickup game. Jaquan removed a basketball from it intent on at least shooting a few rounds of hoops as he thought about his cousin, "The Educated Simp" and how he'd been outclassed again the prior day. Things ended up nicely rounded out with an afternoon shoot at a hotel near the airport with this thick mature redbone with an absolutely huge ass. Just thinking of her made his crotch twitch.
In the end his cousin's aggressive demeanor was more than a little off-putting. He'd watched the evolution of this nerdy, somewhat scrawny guy without a chance in hell with any real women become this undisputed ladies' man who moved like a boss. This guy was a sexual four leaf clover always finding and bagging some of the hottest women he'd ever seen outside of the ones he himself usually picked up.



"Huh?" Jaquan walked from the parking lot to the top of the hill overlooking the track below and the basketball court just across the way. He got a surprise finding a familiar sight from the day prior.
His eyes instantly zeroed in on one huge massive butt wrapped in these skintight spandex shorts as it zoomed past him. They were an African styled print he recognized known as Samakaka. Rashida was a big fan of prints from the motherland, usually walking around his house sometime trolling him with those sixty plus inches of online fame. They'd engaged in some horseplay but kept things professional as renter and tenant. Rashida had no problem babysitting Little Daisy Kelly whenever needed.
"Aw shit." Jaquan realized that huge butt belonged to the women he'd struck out with a day earlier while his cousin seemed to talk to her effortlessly. Later, Jaquan fooled himself into thinking his sly cousin had finagled a shoot out of the elusive Caribbean woman only to find Esther, instead.
He had no complaints, but now here was another opportunity presenting itself as he watched Babbette run by like she was in a competitive race. Her ridiculous hourglass figure was arresting enough to get him popping wood onsite. Jaquan lowered the basketball over the tent in his shorts hiding his erection.
"Shit."
Twelve men obviously football players, all big as linebackers with the musculature to match suddenly bolted past him running in formation two single file rows. Some of those guys looked like high schoolers but there was no doubt they were also enjoying the view eventually flanking Babbette on either side. Their loud raucous jeers and lively peer commentary filled the air as Jaquan found himself having a seat on the little hill overlooking the track and the adjacent basketball courts on the opposite side.
"HET THERE BOY, YUH CUM TUH WATCH MI RUN AGAIN?!" Babbette noticed on the third lap since he arrived greeting him with a happy wave of her hand continuing onward. Her thick Caribbean accent left much to be wanted in the way of communicating, but then again all he wanted was a win.
"I CAME TO PLAY BALL!!" Jaquan shouted back trying to sound nonchalant. She ran another loop with her entourage in tow shouting back as she approached.
"YUH LIKE PLAYIN WID BALLS?!! DAT WAH YUH SAYING?!!" He got the rip a few minutes after noticing her shrug as she ran by with the motion prompting the other guys to laugh uproariously. Jaquan bit his lip not wanting to show any negative emotion as Babbette rounded the bend again.
"YOU CAN PLAY WITH BALLS TOO!!" He shouted as she got closer instantly hating his stupid attempt at a comeback.
"MI ALL UHMAN RUDE BOY!!YUH INNA DI WRONG PLACE FI THAT!!" Again, it took Jaquan a few minutes to get the dig at his orientation as Babbette was rounding the corner again with her defacto security detail. He got a good look at her running in profile noticing her stacked figure, large bountiful breasts bouncing on her chest. This woman was some sort of athlete very comfortable running at an accelerated pace. Her face was semi-serious, but her tone read wholly carefree and glib. It infuriated him.
Correction, it infuriated him because his thoughts immediately went to his supposed little cousin.
The thirtysomething was left with the dawning realization that he hadn't been on his game since all of the drama unfolded around his cousin's online porn business. Renee was the first to open up after an intense afternoon hookup chiding him about getting what she called a "Hall Pass" if he wanted their relationship to continue in any sort of fashion. She cited his recent hookup with her former employee Yoli positing that he'd been used by her infatuated stalker as a form of revenge. Jaquan eventually went with it letting Renee place the blame for his actions on Yoli's shoulders, but later realized what was really going on with "Infamous Baby Mamma #2." Renee Kelly was always ten steps ahead of everyone.
Now here in the present he was watching the male equivalent of that woman in the person of his cousin. He hated himself in that instant for thinking hypothetically that his cousin could get this woman.
"MI GET DAT RUDE BOWY DREAMING BOUT ME!!" Babbette shouted again on another pass as his eyes followed the stacked and packed ingenue, suddenly feeling out of sorts. This feeling of inadequacy was alien to the former star athlete originating from the moment he confronted Renee over his cousin. Jaquan averted his eyes looking down at the basketball in his grasp waiting for Babbette to pass before half jogging across the track to the courts and the nearby playground looking to put up a few baskets.
He took a hoop to himself while a family used the other a few feet away. His first two shots were busts with one clanking off the metal rim and the other going right over the top of it, an epic airball. Jaquan chased after the basketball getting heated enough that his next ten shots were all net. He stopped staring intently at the rim before taking a few steps backward shooting another five all net which drew the attention of the family on the adjacent court. One of the kids there shouted in excitement when He took more steps back to the edge of the court hitting an effortless three pointer. The little kid retrieved the ball which prompted Jaquan to hit all net across the court on their rim.
It felt good to get a little bit back after feeling low initially. Behind his back Babbette was still running the track with her group as attested by the loud jeers, and playful banter. Jaquan made some small talk with the father of the two boys who had stopped what they were doing to watch him knock down shot after shot. Jaquan got to talk about his glory days from high school and winning a citywide championship with a handpicked dream team for a sponsored event. He shied away from answering questions about why he wasn't in the NBA knocking down five more three pointers. The family left eventually, but he felt good for once.
"HEY WAH YUH AH DUH THERE?!!" Jaquan turned art the hip palming the ball, finding her standing there flanked by at least eight members of her entourage. He had no idea what she said due to her accent.
"Huh, what?" He scoffed before turning back to the rim knocking down another three pointer.
One of the guys, some punk who looked like a body builder sped past him retrieving the basketball but stopped short of tossing it back to Jaquan. Instead, he palmed it between his huge mitts mad dogging Jaquan, then tried to hit a layup which missed by a mile going right over the rim. Another taller sort of lanky fellow retrieved the ball hitting that missed layup before passing it to another. In moments these guys were playing a game as Jaquan watched silent. The punks kept shooting him looks that dared him to react, but Jaquan first folded his arms across his chest then put them on his hips.
He turned finding Babbette watching intently almost on bated breath with the rest of her entourage. They exchanged glances with her expression remaining unchanged, before he cut the group a wide berth walking across the park up the small hill and adjacent track. Jaquan's expression remained unchanged as he walked up the second small hill popping the trunk on his sports car with his keychain. Inside he lifted up the cover for his spare tire pulling out a Beretta. Jaquan opened up a small tote bag removing a clip which he snapped into place.
"Hey, don't do that shit. Dem just dumb pickney mi sorry bout dat shit back there." Babbette suddenly appeared at the side of his open trunk noticing the weapon in his hands.
"I don't give a fuck; ain't nobody in this motherfucking world gonna stunt on me." He was going to slam his trunk, but Babbette reached up stopping it with her hand. She caught him in her gaze, still smiling, but he felt like it was a snake's smile.
"Wah duh mi haffi duh tuh mek dis right?" His brow furrowed at her thick accent, and she noticed instantly making a nodding gesture towards the court. All of the guys were playing basketball now.
"I don't know; I might have to at least kneecap one of those niggas."
Babbette nodded in the negative with this malicious smile that suggested she might want to see what would happen. Her hand slowly drifted down from his open trunk lightly tracing a pointer finger along the forearm holding the weapon. Jaquan tightened his grip on it, but she slowly turned her back in his direction pivoting to lean against his open trunk. Babbette exchanged glances with Jaquan for a few moments looking him up and down.
"That basketball cost me thirty bucks."
"An that's nuff funds tuh yuh boy?" He scratched his head trying to figure out what she was saying, which seemed to amuse Babbette even more as her gaze traveled around the lot.
"Uh, you said you wanted to make it right and I'm telling you how much my ball cost because I can't touch the one, I was using without putting a bullet or two in some of your dudes. You see, that's fucking street rules Babbette. It's about honor and respect, understand?" Jaquan motioned recklessly with his weapon for a few moments before he realized her eyes were following the aimless trajectory of it, worried. He sighed staring at her, before putting it back in his trunk.
"How much for the other one?" Babbette asked more audibly coherent this time.
"The other what?"
"Ball, your ball." She gestured towards his crotch with a toothy grin making Jaquan scoff somewhat effeminately which made this woman laugh outloud.
"You're trolling me, aren't you?"
Babbette didn't say anything, just looking him up and down almost salaciously. He could barely keep his eyes out of her deep cleavage noticing the "chub rub" of darkened skin framing the single line that informed her bust criminally hidden behind an African print spandex top. Her nipples were poking the material as Babbette followed his gaze to her juicy looking decolletage. She bit her lower lips smiling.
"Yuh really wa mi tuh pay fi dat basketball?"
"YEAH!" Jaquan replied ruefully knowing he'd boxed himself into a corner with this woman he really wanted to bang to the high heavens.
Babbette cupped a hand over her mouth snickering at his answer, then poked a finger into her deep cleavage coming up with her own key fob pressing a button getting a chirp which led Jaquan's eyes to a burgundy Jeep Grand Cherokee parked opposite his sport car. The back of her vehicle was stuffed to the gills with various boxes and assorted odds and ends including some sports equipment. He chaffed inside thinking she was probably going to offer him a replacement for his pilfered ball.
"Hey rude boy; wa fi si sup'm cool?" Babbette asked, folding her arms under her bust making it bulge decadently under his hungry eyes. She knew what she was doing gesturing towards the back of her utility vehicle with her head before softly taking his hand in her own walking over to the trunk.
"Something cool?"
"Yeah, you want see it?"
"Uhm, sure."
Babbette slid her top off exposing her bare breasts watching as his eyes went saucer wide. Jaquan gasped at the large, spongy looking set topped off with decent sized areolas indeed topped with big juicy nipples. Babbette tossed the top into her trunk with this gregarious smile on her face showing all of her pearly whites as he reveled at the natural rubbery looking bounce of her pneumatic breasts noticing a beauty mark on one. Babbette cupped them from underneath, giving her tits a healthy squeeze.
"Aren't yaah guh gimme yuh phone number?" Babbette half chortled.
"Oh, yeah." Jaquan replied absentmindedly going into the pocket of her shorts fumbling a bit until he was obliged to look down to see what he was doing. Despite his raging wood, Jaquan got his phone out looking up again.
Babbette was holding a sawed off single barrel shotgun pointed directly at his chest, still topless and smiling.
He froze in place suddenly unable to move out of sheer fright.
"IT'S COOL RIGHT?!! One of mi friends give dis tuh mi fi personal protection suh wah yuh tink of mi gun?" Babbette traced an invisible line from his sternum down to the visible bulge in his basketball shorts.
"Yeah." Jaquan swallowed hard knowing there was nothing he could do.
"That's wah mi tink yuh wudda sey." Babbette raised the barrel as he closed his eyes tightly resting it against her shoulder.
Jaquan eventually opened one eye, then both finding Babbette going through a tote in her trunk making sure to keep a wary eye on him, still topless. She came up with a thick wad of bills as he noticed a bag of weed amongst her belongings.
"Mi wi tell yuh what; mi wi gi yuh ninety dollars fi di stupid basketball an wi cya call it a day." Babbette offered three twenties finding Jaquan reluctant to take it until she motioned with the weapon still resting against her shoulder, big tits still out and exposed.
He took the money carefully not knowing what would happen next. Jaquan backed off hands raised money in one as she stood there smiling silently daring him to keep looking at her breasts.
"HEY!!" Babbette shouted rather roughly.
"Yeah." He hiccupped despite himself.
"There ain't no such ting as street rules madafucka; it's just about who pulls the trigger first." Babbette schooled him leaning palm flattened against the side of her vehicle still topless with the weapon against her left shoulder.
She wasn't smiling.
Four of Babbette's guys suddenly flanked Jaquan on either side just strolling by with barely any regard standing two on either side of the stacked topless mature. It felt like something was about to happen, but Babbette put the weapon back inside the back of her utility vehicle, glancing back at the look on his face once or twice. The four guys in front of him looked amused at his expression but remained silent. Jaquan looked over his shoulder finding two guys on either side of his car, one holding his driver's side door open. Babbette squeezed into a tight fitting Adidas sports bra. Her breasts bulged out of the top and sides with a healthy jiggle.
"HEY!" Babbette shouted again.
"Yeah?"
"Mi like di oddah guy betta." Babbette added insult to injury.
Jaquan just looked until the sound of his trunk closing drew his attention to his car. One of her street toughs still had his driver's side door open raising a brow. Jaquan slowly got behind the wheel keeping an eye on this jacked up guy, then noticed some movement at the corner of his other eye. The thug at the open passenger side window dropped the basketball onto the seat. His driver's side door was slowly closed as this guy leaned down level with his profile.
"We were just fooling around bruh; no hard feelings sir, I'm very sorry." Jaquan didn't look this guy in the face but peered into his side mirror getting an unintentional eyeful as Babbette peeled off her shorts becoming nude other than her ankle socks and sneakers.
She was truly stacked with a pronounced cinched waist and a huge perfect looking heart shaped ass complete with hard tan lines dotted with a smattering of freckles. He couldn't help his body's reaction for those few seconds as Babbette pulled a pair of overly tattered daisy dukes on going commando. All of the gathered guys were dutifully facing away as she dressed. Jaquan suddenly noticed her staring at him looking directly into his side mirror. He averted his eyes but knew he was busted peeping.
Babbette folded her arms under her breasts making them bulge again, giving him a knowing wink.
"Ah, fuck me, man." He turned on the ignition slowly starting to back out keeping his eyes on this group. It felt like the kick in the pants it obviously was, and he hated himself again bristling on the inside, almost broiling internally with unrequited lust and rage. Jaquan realized that creeping feeling was slowly engulfing him whole as he negotiated a turn using his side mirror bringing him drivers side adjacent with Babbette and her group of toughs. They were in a huddle around her talking excitedly amongst themselves ignoring him. Jaquan lingered for a moment listening in that instant.
"YOU'RE BUYING LUNCH, RIGHT COACH!!" This big jacked up hulk of a guy sounded like a whiny kid with a voice that drew comparisons to Mike Tyson.
"Shame pan yuh mi nuh pan di clock fellas! Gimme a hundred laps!" All of the guys groaned, some facepalming as one or more glared at Jaquan behind the wheel of his sports car.
He put on his shades hiding the surprised look on his face, then sped out of the lot picking up speed for two block before skidding to a stop in the middle of the street at the edge of the park. Jaquan snatched off his shades blinking profusely in self-realization at the sequence of events.
"SHE'S A FUCKING FOOTBALL COACH?!!" He screamed to himself with wet eyes before noticing some little girls jumping rope on the sidewalk next to his car.
Jaquan sped off at a clip knowing he wasn't going home.
*************************************************************************************
[TWENTY FIVE MINUTES LATER]
"What you doing here?"
"Uhm, I'm here for the shoot; is Mz. Giggles in there?"
"Why?"
"Are you tripping, bruh; is she in there or not?"
"She in the bathtub."
"Oh, cool; so, you gonna let me in there, or what?"
"Uhm...well uh, I gotta ask her if she wants me to let you get in here so you're gonna have to wait out here until she gets up out of the tub."
The hotel room door slammed in Jaquan's face with a pronounced thud.
"What-the-fuck?"
Jaquan raised his fist knocking in three loud heavy knocks. The door opened again revealing Andre's indifferent face pressed into the open negative space, staring back. Jaquan was given the impression he was sort of bent over pressed into the opposite side of the presidential suite door. The door opened so quick that he naturally flinched wrenching his neck backward as if a punch had been thrown at him.
"I said she's taking a bath and you're gonna have to wait in the hall, Jaquan." There was no mistaking the aggressive tone in Andre's voice intermingled with his usual semi-monotone.
"Hey bruh, why're you acting like that?"
"Because you knocked on the door after I told you Mz. Giggles was in the bathtub. I told you that, but you knocked on the door really loud anyway. Don't you understand what I'm telling you? When I say that Mz. Giggles is in the bathtub, that means you wait here until she's done. That's why I'm acting like that."
"Damn."
"Are you gonna wait like I told you, or not Jaquan?"
"What, she your bitch, or something, Andre?" His brow furrowed at the egregious attitude of a man he was normally docile to a fault.
"She's taking a bath."
"It's not like I've never seen her naked before." There were several creases in Jaquan's forehead as he shrugged manifesting a faux smile.
The door slammed again.
*****
Esther sat in the tub soaking after a morning of semi-marathon sex with Andre. She was using the bathroom in the small bedroom Andre had been occupying since arriving a day prior for a hoot. Earlier that morning she'd received a nasty seconds long sex tape from her soon to be ex-husband in retaliation for her own considerable transgressions. This sent Esther into a rage which culminated in a sex tape of her own with a clueless Andre 13.5. Their morning tryst ended up being a round of continuous sexual calisthenics after she unwittingly triggered her incidental lover with a mind shattering round of head.
"What are you doing girl?" She sat in the hot water soaking after taking a sustained shower still feeling some tacit phantom pounding in her holiest of holies from the phantom version of his giant schlong.
Esther's right arm was draped over the side of the tub in custody of her iPhone. She'd reviewed the clips several times in succession now finding that she was reluctant to send them to Grady after all. He'd stepped out of the marriage first, but her actions were more vile and egregious in hindsight. Esther felt like an idiot sitting in the water reflecting on her actions. Her "affair" looked bad from the outside undisputed. She'd been initially stopped from sending her receipt video when she received a call from an in-law on Grady's side of the family. Esther took a verbal drubbing and hangup before she could respond. This was one of Grady's aunts who was in her late eighties. They went to church together.



This along with an errant call or two which included a peer from her friend group left the wayward mature out of it internally. Suddenly she felt the emptiness of her situation which was staggering after being with someone for a decade and change. It was like she could hear the dead air in the room since she had nowhere to go. There was another woman inhabiting her space now. Esther chafed inside knowing Grady rug swept her contribution to the relationship. She'd been a caretaker for so long that it felt like he took her for granted when he cheated. Seeing the "other" woman that first time he cheated made her feel worthless. This was a short, squat gross looking "hood booger" as she put it.
"Eh?"
There was another incoming clip in her messenger box. Esther hesitated before clicking on it.
"Well daddy; I don't know about this." Her shoulders tensed up when her former separate bedroom came into view. The other woman's voice was best described as serpentine and silk smooth coming from her walk-in closet. The entire bedroom was in a shambles after being gutted, but she noticed some of her belongings left behind. Her large multi mattress bed was still covered with the homemade quilt she'd had since leaving home in the south. It was a family heirloom, but Grady wouldn't know that.
"COME ON OUT GIRL!" He'd never thought to ask.
"Well, okay then; but I feel dumb in this shit." The new woman replied as some things could be heard falling down in the closet. Grady was obviously filming as she waited for the obvious burn.
"It's okay, nobody's watching." Grady could be heard snickering knowing what he would be doing afterwards.
Esther got a look at her supposed replacement in her entirety as the new woman stepped out of her former walk-in closet wearing a vintage silk nightgown. It was an antique Edwardian nightgown, light faint pink in color and somewhat sheer. Esther snapped it up online thinking it would be nice for a romantic evening of Netflix and Chill with her husband, but it ended up on the floor in less than ten minutes. Grady had dropped a blue pill and something extra which left her taking some serious back shots for most of the night even leaving their dinner unattended. The gown ended up in her closet.
"This some old lady ass shit; you trying to make me a grandma like that dumbass female you used to have, huh?"
"No baby, I thought it'd look better on you than it did her; well, at least I don't mind looking at your face. When she wore it, I flipped that thing up over her head so I wouldn't have to look at it. She always looked better leaving than staying." Grady started busting up along with this new woman making her bristle.
"Well, now you got yourself a nice young bitch who's gonna take care of you with this ghud-ghud, daddy. Now you got somebody you can take out in public without being ashamed, a real queen."
"Amen to that! "The nightgown hit the floor.
This new woman in Grady's life had a dirty kind of beauty looking criminal minded and unsavory with a roundish gap toother face surrounded by a shoulder length mane of black hair with brownish highlights. It was obviously a wig that didn't look right on this fortyish woman. Her body was revealed obviously as a dig at her by the filming Grady. Her age was clear, making her visually Esther's peer chronologically with a medium slender figure offset by what was obviously a huge butt that no way matched hers in any respect. Esther hated herself for making the mental comparison between them.
"Grady put that phone down and come get some of this wap." Esther gritted her teeth as this woman hopped in her bed on top of her family's heirloom patchwork quilt presenting her fat, tired looking ass to the camera, twerking in invitation. Esther was given the impression this hood rat was a stripper.
"You ain't got to tell me twice; but since I got this shit out filming anyway..." Esther's' eyes narrowed, jowly cheeks puffing up as a bolt of emotional lightning shot through her body. The footage went into shaky cam territory before settling on a point of view of Grady's pot belly bumping into the skank's big jello jiggling, surprisingly wrinkled looking ass. Her cries of pleasure sounded hilariously fake.
Esther ended the clip tossing her phone onto the bathroom floor, facepalming.
"Huh?" There was some muffled talking coming from the main part of the presidential suite which piqued her curiosity. Esther leaned forward in the tub leaning over trying to make out what was happening, then laboriously got out of the tub as her phone buzzed with a new message incoming.
"What now?!" Esther snapped up her phone opening the new video clip.
It started abruptly with the woman riding Grady manically sexually taking him to task clapping her big ugly cheeks down on his stunted endowment like a madwoman. Something felt off until Esther realized somebody else was holding the phone with the perspective dipped low to his discarded dad pants on the floor of her former bedroom. Another woman's hand appeared in frame snatching up the pants removing his wallet opening it A few hundred dollar bills were removed as Esther was distracted again.
She snatched down the complimentary robe hanging on the back of the bathroom tying the sash as she cracked the door peering into the small bedroom. Someone was arguing as she walked to the door of Andre's room peering into the main presidential suite. Andre was talking heatedly with somebody which was out of character, so Esther stepped outside to the larger room finding Andre pressed against the back of the suite door sans underwear. His ridiculous curved horse sized endowment was visible between his legs from the back. Esther redoubled the sash at her cinched waist. Andre slammed the door with attitude.
"Hey boy, what're you doing there?" He flinched at the sound of her voice then slowly looked back.
"Uh, wrong door."
"What?!" Esther raised a brow looking at the odd expression on his face.
"Jehovah witnesses?" Andre offered looking guilty as sin, making Esther cock her head to the side and walk over arms folded in front of her bust. Andre inched in front of the door as the knocking returned.
"Andre? Boy, you better get your ass outta my way before I put that strap on you!" She shifted into "mother mode" effortlessly without much conscious thought punctuating her threat with a loud open handed slap to his narrow buttocks.
"SORRY MZ. GIGGLES!" Andre hopped out of the way favoring the stinging buttock as she looked through the peep hole.
"Stop calling me that shit." Esther found Jaquan standing in the corridor outside knocking profusely in fish eye perspective no less. She glanced back, finding Andre standing there looking even more guilty before her eyes dipped low, finding his slightly twitching tumescence.
"Uh, sorry."
"Go put some pants on boy." Esther waved him off unlocking the door pulling it open only for it to violently stop gaining her attention again. Andre had put the chain on the door after slamming it in Jaquan's face.
He slinked off defeated, bringing a smile to her face as she took the chain off greeting happily greeting Jaquan.
"GOOD MORNING!! It's nice to see you here so early in the morning to pick this fella up and take him back home or whatever. Come on in for a spell, uh?"
"Jaquan; we uh, didn't exchange names did we, Mz. Giggles?" Esther facepalmed again with this grimace that made her already jowly looking cheeks puff up a bit.
"Guess we didn't boy; my name is Esther." She stuck her hand out in the corridor.
"Jaquan." He shook back greeting her formerly while scratching the back of his head looking anxious. This didn't go unnoticed as Esther stepped to the side allowing him inside the suite, hand clutching the halves of her robe together to hide her cleavage.
"ANDRE!!" Esther shouted, getting her charge to appear in seconds after putting on his boxers. Unfortunately, his junk was hanging out of one side looking as if it were fattening up just from the sound of her voice.
"Yeah?" He looked frightened at whatever she was about to say once he saw Jaquan inside the door.
"Pack up your things; this nice fella is gonna take you up outta here."
"Can't I stay with you; I mean uhm, don't we gotta practice a whole lot more, Mz. Esther?" She rolled her eyes again at his assumption of her name and the whining tone of the question, then looked at Jaquan.
"Practice?" Jaquan inquired meekly.
"Don't you worry none about that mess; just give him a minute to get his stuff and you two can be on your way in no time."
"I CAN'T STAY HERE WITH YOU?!!" Andre shouted, looking half crazed and fidgety, which brought Jaquan's gaze back to her face which looked equally guilty.
"No boy, you ain't gonna keep this man waiting and I know your people might want you back! Now we done had our fun today and everything; so, uh, now it's just about time for you to get up the road." Esther's soft admonishment seemed to hit Andre like a hail of bullets while Jaquan raised his hand.
"FUCK!!" Andre stormed off throwing a tantrum slamming the door to the smaller bedroom leaving her embarrassed and on the hook for an explanation she didn't want to give.
"I guess I done meddled that kid too much this morning; he's kinda sweet on me, now."
"I'm not here to pick him up."
"You know how it is sometimes when you get a hankering for some fun in the morning; I'm kinda going through it with my old man and I uh...EXCUSE ME?!!"
"Uh, I'm here for the uhm, second part of the shoot. I got a call and uh, so I came over here. I mean, uh the director my cousin, is picking up some stuff and he told me to pop up and chill...until he gets here of course. I think he's gonna take Andre with him, Esther." His words trailed off sounding like the obvious lie they were as he wilted under her piercing gaze. It was the same look his mother gave when he lied in his youth. Unexpectantly, Esther cracked a half smile.
"So, you say that you're here for the second part of, "the shoot" right boy; that's what you're telling me right? And uh, you were told to just pop up here, and chill? Is that exactly what you were told, huh?"
"Yeah." Jaquan scratched his head again averting his eyes, as Esther's half smile became a full smile, which she quickly hid behind a closed fist.
"Okay, I got you Jaquan; suppose I should dial up your cousin and get them details straight. Hey what do we have here; look boy it's my iPhone. And what might be in my iPhone, you might ask? Your cousin's number, both of them. See, he's got himself a burner phone for keeping thangs on the downlow with all these swell ole' porno shoots he does; but you knew that already, right boy?" Esther pulled her phone out of the robe pocket acting like she was about to dial up their defacto boss.
"WAIT!" He cried out defeated as Esther dropped the phone to her side with the other hand still clutching her robe at the cleavage. The disparaging look on her jowly face told the wayward lothario that he was defeated before he realized it. Esther leaned against the wall as he tried to figure out how to walk things back.
"You were really gonna try and finesse an old lady out of her pussy, weren't you boy?"
Jaquan palmed the back of his head with both brows raised which made her turn profile with a palm flattened against the wall as she glanced at the face of her phone finding a new message waiting.
"What's going on here with you young boys today; are you trying to give me a big head when there's tons of young girls out there who'd buy raffle tickets to see what's in your draws? Aw sheet, can't believe I left that much of an impression on you; or maybe, you done struck out with somebody already." Esther glanced at his face astutely sussing out the truth of matters with a look in the eyes.
"It ain't like that." He didn't sound convincing in the least as another message popped up on her iPhone.
"Hold that thought." Esther raised a palm to Jaquan's face sliding the door open in the main bathroom disappearing behind it with a pronounced shove closing it in his face. Two more clips were waiting for her on the opposite side of the door.
"Hey!" Jaquan called out worried that she would call his bluff anyway.
"Boy, what did I say?!"
"Sorry." Jaquan replied sullenly through the closed bathroom door as she clicked on the clips feeling oddly compelled to do so instead of ignoring more obvious digs at her as a wife in part and woman in whole.
She didn't expect a clip featuring the two women now occupying her home dually bent over with their big jacked up looking butts on display getting the cheeks clapped. Esther chafed recalling all the times he came up short with her even on the blue pill. Now he was a veritable superman able to fuck two hood booger thots in a single stroke. Esther got a fleeting glimpse of a second younger looking woman with an even shadier look about her before Grady's grinning countenance filled the screen.
"YOU LIKE THAT BITCH?!! YOU LIKE MA STROKE?!! WANNA GET WITH THIS INSTEAD OF ROBBING CRADLES HOE?!! IS DAT GANGSTA NUFF FOR YOUR TRIFLING ASS TRICK?!! I NEVER LOVED YOU!!"
Esther ended the clip leaning against the door with the phone clutched to her chest then glanced down at it accidentally hitting a few seconds clip that saw one of the women wiping their creampied snatch with her vintage nightgown tossing it onto the garbage covered floor of her bedroom. Grady was passed out cold on his back with the younger of the two women spooning him with an arm draped over his pot belly. She had the better body of the two women while the older took a drink from a bottle of wine, burping loudly.
"Grady wake up so that I can sit on your face." Esther couldn't take it anymore, plunking her phone down on the bathroom countertop. She'd taken care of him for a decade and a half instinctively knowing he was inebriated to the max from the way he was talking. The man was also a diabetic.
"Hey, is everything okay in there?" Jaquan asked through the door as Esther gathered herself looking at her reflection in the mirror. Her makeup was strewn all over the counter from earlier.
"I'm just, peachy keen boy." Esther slid the door open with her left hand while applying some lipstick to her big plush lips. She didn't know what else to do, still hesitant after the videos, but bristling all the same as she side eyed Jaquan standing in the doorframe watching.
"Uhm, did you call my cuz?"
"Nope, and you know that because you was out there with your big ass ear pressed to the fucking door. I have bigger problems than snitching out a lazy dude looking for a cheap lay. Did you really think you were gonna be able to doubletalk me out of my goddamn panties, huh?" Esther tossed the lipstick on the counter picking up an eyeliner pencil working on her face further.
"It's not like that."
"What's it like; explain it to me, boy." The stern undertone in her tired, husky sounding voice had Jaquan off guard.
"I thought we were cool and since I didn't get a chance to talk to you, I figured I'd come over and ask you if you wanted to hang or something; uhm, take you someplace for a nice brunch. Maybe we could have a bite and uh, see what happens, Esther. See if we could get to know each other, no cap."
Esther shot him a look as she worked some color into her cheeks with a brush intermittently staring at the face of her phone while Jaquan rambled sounding some inexperienced high schooler. She stopped leaning against the counter facing him with her palm flattened on its top, brow raised.
"Tell me something, boy; is it me, cause I'm getting the impression you don't get a whole lot of pushback for the panties? You a tall, handsome piece of chocolate with a billy club in your pocket but can't talk to women for shit."
"I know how to talk to women." Jaquan sounded crestfallen looking away out the corner of his eyes.
"You sound like a goofy to me and I should know because there weren't a whole lot of guys knocking on my door looking for a date back in the day. Everybody wanted to clap my cheeks or at least get their hand on it, and I wasn't giving up shit...especially on looks alone. Are you telling me you want the cow after drinking a whole lot of her milk?"
"You don't want to hang out?" Esther was checking her big teeth in the mirror partially ignoring his efforts as she glanced down into her cleavage before looking at him directly with a sarcastic smirk.
"I'm getting a divorce boy."
"Wanna go somewhere and talk about it?"
"You sassing me?"
"No, I mean it, seriously ma'am." Esther did a doubletake at his subconscious acknowledgement of her age.
"Serious, huh?"
"Yeah." Esther stopped working on her face slamming the eyebrow pencil down on the bathroom counter.
"Hold that thought." She gently pushed him back into the room sliding, the door closed again undoing the sash on her terry cloth robe.
Esther used some more blush on select parts of her torso and breasts before applying some roll-on deodorant to her underarms. She stared at her reflection undoing the scarf tied about her head revealing her short grayed over pate underneath. She scratched her short nappy curls fishing out another wig from one of the bags tugging it into place. The vintage beehive type wig was fitted before she finished up pulling on a pair of sheer Chiffon panties that fit like a second skin with frilly edges.
"Uhm, Esther I'm sorry; if you want me to leave, then...I will." Esther did a sarcastic doubletake, hearing Jaquan audibly gulp knowing he didn't mean a word he said. She knew he wanted some serious pussy.
"I THOUGHT I TOLD YOU TO HOLD THAT THOUGHT!" She shouted matronly authoritative.
"Sorry."
"Don't be sorry boy, just do what I say and chill out, okay?"
"Uhm, okay." Esther rolled her eyes dialing up room service leaning against the door with a hand over her mouth somewhat muting her conversation.
"Hello, yeah, I want to order a large pepperoni and pineapple pizza for one thirty. No, I'll be sending someone down to pick it up, will that be a problem? Uh, okay his name is Andre so just shout that out and he'll know to come over and pick it up. Nah, no ID just give him the pizza and anything else he wants and charge it to my room tab. Oh, could you fry up a steak for two fifteen, too. Uh, okay good."
Esther hung up opening both halves of the robe taking stock of her body in the mirror before spraying some perfume on her wrist, wiping both adding a squirt to her neck and crotch. She turned her back to the mirror lifting up the hem of the robe inspecting her cheeks, then closed the robe again tightening her sash before sliding the door partially open enough to expose her face and not much else.
"Hundred dollars." Jaquan was still there unsure of what to do with himself.
"What?"
"Hundred dollars, did I stutter?"
"Wait, you're uh, charging me?!" His brow furrowed indignant at what he thought was a price quote for her wares.
"Grease my palm or walk, Jaquan."
He begrudgingly handed her the bill feeling defeated again, even considering walking out to show her it was no big deal for him to part with that money for nothing in return. In the past, a few women had come at him offering payment for his time. He taken two out of the three up on the offer. Now his stock seemed to be falling along with his immediate fortunes as he paid the cost to be the boss with a woman obviously old enough to be his mother for sex. He couldn't hide his facial reaction as he forked it over.
"ANDRE!" Esther shouted.
"I'M GOING, OKAY?!!" Andre appeared outside of the smaller bedroom all packed up with his Nintendo Switch in hand. He was acidly sullen with a hanging lip as Esther beckoned him over with a wave of her hand.
"Hey cut it out with the attitude; you ain't gotta go home, boy!"



"I don't?"
"No, so go put that shit back in the room you're using; and take this hundred dollars!"
"Hundred dollars?!"
"Boy, take this money downstairs and pick up this pizza I ordered." Andre glanced at Jaquan with a sliver of suspicion reading across his normally stoic features.
"What about him?"
"What did I say, boy?"
"Can't he go downstairs and get that pizza?" Jaquan suspiciously averted his gaze elsewhere looking everywhere but Andre's face.
"DID YOU HEAR WHAT I SAID?!!" The base in her voice jolted both men who flinched when Esther slammed the bathroom door shut leaving them facing one another.
It was a silent standoff with neither knowing what to say or do.
"Sometimes people need a punch in the face." Andre commented sullenly.
Jaquan folded his arms across his chest raising a brow.
"Fuck."
Andre found himself unable to look away from his rival's face but managed to glance over at this table next to the double doors leading into the presidential suite. There was a flash of emotion on his face in that instant as he noticed the room key there still in its packet. Andre placed his tote atop the key packet surreptitiously capturing and slipping it into his pocket. He looked at Jaquan's face before leaving with a second slam of the door. Jaquan noticed he took his Nintendo Switch along for the ride, smirking.
He walked over to the double doors peering through the peep hole finding no one there, then opened the sliding door finding Esther there still working on her face. She glanced at the smug look on his face.
"Say you lied or follow that negro out."
"I lied." He knew when somebody meant business.
"You came here to fuck me." Esther's serious tone was mucking up the works as he realized he hadn't really worked for sex like this in a long while.
His looks, height, unspecified autonomy and generous endowment left him mostly a walking sexual favor on many of his conquest's bucket lists. Infamous Baby Mamma #2 was the last real challenge for him in that regard. Babbette was the second and he failed miserably earlier leaving Esther as somewhat of a default standby. She seemed to be in the know about it, which threw him off his supposed game.
"Can I fuck?" Jaquan asked plainly.
Esther stopped doing her eye liner taking stock oof him from head to toe. In her day a man like this was nigh untouchable in her youthful high school days, unless she was willing to bend that big ass over and be used as a toy and discarded. This young man looked ready to pounce on her the minute she gave the word, but she was curious undoing her sash applying the brush to the valley between her breasts as he watched. He'd never know she was actually dolling herself up as a form of self-medication.
"What did you like about fucking me, yesterday?"
"Uhm, everything."
"Come on man, don't you start up with that there bullshit. I asked a straight question and I want a straight answer, boy."
Jaquan's head rolled about on his neck reacting to the callous way she talked to him, he fidgeted a bit twisting in the wind before scratching the back of his head as he answered.
"I like your body, all that ass and those big fucking titties...but honestly, I like the way you give head."
"Yeah, what do you like about it?"
"Uhm, the way you do it all emotional and shit. The uh, moaning, licking and the way you suck on the head kinda sticking and teasing it with your tongue. Well, I like how you jacked my shit the whole time you were doing all that stuff. The way you do that made me want to fuck the shit out of you, hard."
"Oh yeah?"
"Honest." He was fidgeting through his admission ending it with a hand over his heart while the other was raised in some sort of pledge to her sexual acumen. Esther put a hand on her hip just inside her open robe exposing a breast and the succulent curve of her left hip noticing the unsure look on his face.
"So, you think I'm gonna let you fuck me?"
"Can I fuck?"
"No."
Jaquan's eyes dipped low to his feet in silent defeat with this stinging sensation at the corner of his eyes. Esther dropped the terrycloth robe from her shoulders letting it hit the floor reaching out snagging a fistful of his basketball jersey. She yanked him into the bathroom with one hand, slamming the door with the other sealing them inside. Jaquan's back was pressed against the wall as she bodied into him.
"I'm gonna fuck you." She replied huskily rolling his jersey up exposing his defined sixpack and pecs taking a nipple between her plush lips. Esther nursed on the erect nub sending jolts everywhere.
Jaquan was in the zone instantly as she ran her other hand along his opposite side caressing his torso before breaching the elastic band of his basketball shorts handling his thickening manhood. Her thumb slid over the top of his crown as her fingers tightened around his throbbing shaft stroking softly with a flick of the wrist. Jaquan's inner thighs were pulsing as he slipped out of his jersey, becoming bare chested. Esther made him wince a little using her teeth on his nipple before running the flat of her cow tongue up the center of his sternum. This was heady stuff for him as she went after his other nipple.
Both of her hands dipped into his shorts all ten fingers wrapping around his thickening shaft pulling and jerking towards her crotch eventually twisting in counter motions as she looked up into his eyes. Jaquan knew he was in the hands of a woman as she pressed in further lifting the top of her knee between his legs using the wall for leverage. The bottom of his package found a home atop that plump shapely thigh as her tongue flicked his nipples between random wet, sticky slurps in intervals.
His hands went to her breasts cupping them from the outside with thumbs pressing her hard nips down into the semi-solid flesh there. Esther let go of his throbbing manhood allowing herself to be fondled and squeezed before he cupped the sides of her face giving the sexy mature a wet sloppy kiss that was returned in kind. He marveled at the large size of her self-admitted cow tongue and the way it moved about every corner of his mouth with serpentine grace. His hands slid down to her small waist handling it and eventually the sides of her wide hips.
Esther was soft there with just the right amount of underlying firmness as he continued this tactile tour of her voluptuous frame. His big hands traveled up the side of her hourglass figure framing her breasts eventually squeezing them so hard, it looked as if her nipples extended a bit. He wanted to suck them for hours, but Esther had other ideas grabbing his cock with her right hand inching back until her huge cornfed butt rested on the closed toilet seat. Jaquan's certified twelve inches was level with her face.
She grabbed dual handfuls of his basketball shorts yanking them down to his knees in one swift motion. His manhood swung up in an arch greeting Esther with a spring-loaded slap to her plush inflatable lips. There was no wasted motion or movement as her lips parted instantly, taking him all the way to the base, letting his huge prick find a home in her throat. The bulge looked jarring from the outside, but Esther let it rest in her gullet looking up at his face until he found the courage to look into her eyes.
The exact moment their eyes met; Esther reached up encircling the root of his member under his sack with one hand while the other encircled it at the base on top. Jaquan moaned, losing himself in the sensation as her juicy lips withdrew agonizing slow along his meat leaving only the head while those educated hands went to work using counterclockwise twisting motions. Jaquan howled and whined as she took him stem to stern, head to base slurping loud enough to echo off the enclosed bathroom walls. Her twisting, massaging hands had him fit to be tied as he groaned with a bit of spittle dripping off his bottom lip. It was not lost on him that Esther was throating him effortlessly lips kissing the top of her fist.
He was reminded of Andre's former girlfriend Shawnee Thompson and the first day they met. Somehow, he ended up being used as an olive branch and gateway for the horrible things that would come later. After finding out that she went by the eponymous moniker Ms. WTF, his better half Renee offered up his endowment allowing Jaquan to be sucked off with extreme prejudice with a bag over his head. The massive pear shaped Puerto Rican took him to task harvesting a load for the ages handling him with no problem whatsoever. Afterwards he'd become addicted to her head game fucking the stuffing out of every hole in her body with the approval of "Infamous Baby Mamma #2" who was suspiciously unbothered.
Later he found out this was a Faustian deal of sorts when it was revealed that she'd taken it out in trade with Shawnee's boyfriend fucking the shit out of him for a week and filming it before admitting things. It started with a coffee date early in the day where he thought they would officially get back together after some pointed drama involving his little cousin who'd recently been expelled from her clique. Instead after some light chit chat, things went sideways as it became clear Renee wanted to talk about him fucking Yoli. It got heady in that small coffee shop with both of them surrounded by white people as Renee softly interrogated him. She'd insisted on driving them both there. It was a trap all along.
He was out of his element, uncomfortable just the way she planned it. Renee wore very sparse makeup eventually forcing out some silent tears from her slanted partially reddened eyes as they talked. Her symmetrical beauty drew outside eyes and unwanted attention as more than one patron stopped at their corner table offering tissues while giving him a plethora of disparaging looks. One server slipped her a note asking whether she was in danger written on the back of a napkin. Jaquan knew he wasn't going anywhere until she got what she wanted. He gave her that blow by blow in hushed tones.
Renee took his hands in both of hers intermittently dabbing the crocodile tears from her cat-like eyes asking him if he liked what Shawnee did for him. When he admitted that he did, her head dipped low as tears spotted the table top drawing even more attention. She was working him hard verbally taking the man down memory lane getting him to recall the time he'd stomped out two men at a park over her. Jaquan went with it recalling his own jealous barbarism and coveting of her charms at the time. He's walked out of a basketball tournament at that park to keep other men away from his woman.
There was no wiggle room in the conversation as he was mentally herded into a "Don't you think that's unfair" narrative with his "Infamous Baby Mama #2" that left his head spinning until he acquiesced. Renee offered what was passively described as an olive branch regarding their relationship going forward, intermingling this with her own account of sleeping with his cousin on multiple occasions until he was nearly on the verge of tears himself. Renee framed her own indiscretions as "making love" sticking the knife deep in his heart. She layered things reminding him that he'd signed away his parental rights to their toddler daughter also mentioning child support laws until he was twisting in his seat.
In short after a prolonged back and forth along the lines of "Making It Right" between them for the future and his little girl, Jaquan was ferried straight to her home where he found Andre laid up in her bedroom reading a comic book. His first inclination was to put his fist through the partially clueless other man's face and choke him to death, but Renee ran interference with a manic version of that "Make It Right" doubletalk brow beating him about how she watched him fuck other women after he cheated with Yoli even though they technically weren't together. She even mentioned moving out of state with his little girl continuously grabbing at his hand while holding Andre's. There was nowhere for him to go.
Jaquan was obliged to watch Renee Kelly his "Infamous Baby Mamma #2" suck off Andre using the same technique Andre's girlfriend Shawnee used on him. His mind shattered over and over again as he was cucked in Renee's closed bedroom. Andre took his turn watching as Renee sucked off Jaquan right after before sitting between both men on her bed. He stormed out when she tried to grab both of their cocks simultaneously. Jaquan didn't make it to the door as Renee cut him off crying hysterically that he was "treating her like a whore" while telling him that if he left there would be consequences for his actions.
Jaquan was brutally lulled into a sexual back and forth including Andre who had no idea Renee described him as retarded. Both men took turns with her but could not be coerced into hitting it in tandem which infuriated her. He finally burst becoming emotionally inconsolable as she informed him, they were in a relationship with "No Borders" along with her intention to film content for the website she'd pilfered from his cousin after it had been completed.
He was formally introduced to her alter-ego "Ms. One" and forcibly coerced into helping her film a short with Andre while fully disguised. Renee told him this was the only way they could coexist peacefully while they were hysterically bonding with desperate sex before leading him by the hand downstairs to Shawnee before leaving with Andre again. Jaquan found himself surreptitiously hating this Boricua but found comfort in her hyper curvy body eventually softening when he realized she was in the same situation with him organically. Both had invisible nooses around their necks with Renee as the probable hangwoman.
Ms. One tightened that noose soon after in dramatic fashion celebrating with a night of filmed debauchery that left him and Shawnee completely broken, emotionally and spiritually. Shawnee drank the Kool-Aid becoming the odd woman out in Renee's inner circle sacrificing her self-respect for monetary gain. Ms. One's reasoning was that he wasn't into the game, so she invited him over to find Rashida, Shawnee, her younger cousin Carlie and herself engaged in an in-progress reverse gangbang of Andre. He was chided by Renee and the indoctrinated harpies glibly pressed to "pick one." He ended up sleeping with all of the women present in damn near every combination conceivable.
Jaquan was kept close to her side after that. This newly, renewed couple traveled to Arizona with their daughter for a family trip afterwards. Ms. One was dormant for most of the trip leaving behind an uncharacteristically demure and outwardly submissive Renee Kelly. She talked of marriage and a future raising their daughter together under one roof with open borders on fidelity because that's what worked. He became was walking prop for a time, a living dildo for her tight circle of friends until it all came crashing down when nuclear karma reared its ugly head like Godzilla in the form of his cousin.
All was laid bare, seemingly ending with her exposure and whatever happened that fateful night.
"AH! AH!! AW, YEAH!!" Esther was working her right fist tightly wrapped around his member in tandem with her deep soulful fellatio loud syrupy slurps and all. The end of her fist repeatedly tapped her lips in rhythmic fashion. The screwing motion and flicking of her wrist had him there at the edge of the precipice. Some people jokingly referred to her natural technique as soul sucking with some added nibbling of the knob-like head of his prick. There was no staving it off or outright stoppage as he came.
"AW!! AH FUG!! AW SHIT!! UNG!! UNG!! ESTAH!! SUCK IT!! AW SHIT!! UM CUMMING!! AW SHIT!!" Shot after shot of thick gooey ejaculate exploded from the head of his mean twelve inches with nothing left behind or wasted. Esther swallowed with each burst bobbing her head taking him whole not missing a beat pinching and massaging his balls, jerking him with the other. It ended with her lips making it to his root twelve inches swallowed.
Esther broke it off sliding her plush lips backwards agonizingly slow until the head plopped out of her mouth with a breathy gasp. Her right hand remained still stroking his meat eventually harvesting a single bead of cum which she quickly lapped up. Her eyes found his as she leaned back lazily stoking his rod.
"Now I see why Andre acting hella sketchy." There was no way he could hide his euphoria or the goofy expression on his face.
"Say another word and I'm gonna throw your ass up outta here." Esther threatened in a casual tone that hit like a two ton weight, huffing, and breathing hard using her free hand rubbing her muff through the sheer Chiffon panties. Her eyes darted between his face and her own right hand jacking his raw swollen erection. Jaquan found this mature woman overtly sultry wondering about her upcoming divorce.
Her nipples were so hard, they looked like bullet points topping her large slightly spongy breasts. Esther's posture made them look mouthwatering, twin treats to be devoured. There was just so much to look at and enjoy as she squeezed harder getting his meat progressively thicker. Four fingers were rubbing and grinding her slit, but the look on her face remained the same. He was being seduced from the outset but told himself that it had something to do with his looks and charm. Precum was making things sticky as Jaquan struggled to remain still.
"AW SHIT ESTHER!! AW FUCK ME IT'S GHUD!! FUCK!! AW SHIT YOU GOT ME!! AH!! AW SHEET!!" Esther lurched forward burying his big balls in her mouth sucking and slathering spit all over them. Her cow tongue snaked out tickling his taint in intervals with his endowment pressed against the side of her face. Through this three of her fingers swirled and caressed the upper third of his endowment.
That was it.
Esther stifled a muted half shriek as he reached down grabbing her off the closed lid of the toilet planning her big cornfed ass on the counter like she weighed nothing. Jaquan was a man possessed, capturing her right ankle almost yanking it spiked heel up. Her hands hovered fixed into claws but did nothing as Jaquan tore and ripped at the sheer chiffon material exposing her glistening peach. He was pounding Esther with a mitt sized handful of a redbone cake in one hand, her right ankle in the other playing her like an electric guitar. Both of her ankles were captured pointed at the ceiling.
That big weathered cornfed ass of hers bulged partially off the edge of the bathroom counter conforming and changing shape as his thick cock hit with the force of a piledriver. The bottom of her country cakes jiggled and vibrated every time Jaquan went balls deep in her cooch. Esther dug her nails into the edge of that counter, taking everything. He was surprised when she pushed her butt towards his thrusting hips making things increasingly wet and sticky.
Jaquan redoubled his grip on her ankles, spreading her thick gams wide apart essentially turning Esther into a human wishbone. She didn't seem to mind the awkward positioning cupping a tit rolling the nipple between thumb and forefinger while cupping her muff with the middle fingers spread apart in an inverted Vulcan greeting with her free hand. Those middle fingers were parted by Jaquan's thrusting prick. The sexually distressed look on Esther's face was turning him on something fierce.
She cupped the outsides of her breasts mashing them together pinching her nipples, then cupped them from underneath jiggling them independently and together. After this, she framed the sides of her cunt using her thumbs to pry her labia apart exposing the rich pinkness inside off set by his coal hued manhood plunging her depths. Her sopping wet honeypot was leaving a creamy residue on his shaft. Esther flicked her clit with a pointer finger eventually slapping it wholesale starting to squirt.



Her hands went back to groping her own breasts squeezing and groping them, pinching her nipples. Esther flattened her palms against his chiseled pecs getting off visually, enjoying the view. Next her hands fondled his muscled biceps wit thumbs tracing the definition in each. This was too much for Jaquan who released her ankles grabbing her tits which is what she wanted. Her thick legs snapped into the small of his back driving the rest of his prick deep inside her box. She jackknifed up cupping his face but didn't kiss or make out with him.
"Put me on my back and do what you know, boy!" Esther growled.
Jaquan didn't have to be told twice picking her up off the counter in his sturdy arms carrying her impaled to the bathroom door allowing Esther to slide it open. She tightened her grip around his neck holding on for dear life until both crashed into her unkempt bed like a falling asteroid. Esther didn't relinquish her grip using her heels like spurs to make him fuck her harder while he grabbed her tits burying his face in them. She groaned loving the attention to her oft ignored breasts as he nipped sucked and distended them like it was his last meal. Loud wet hollow sounding claps filled the suite.
It was as if she were stuck to him with her monster butt rising off the bed in uneven intervals almost disengaging only to be impaled hard. Jaquan got enough of her tits planting his palms on the back of her thighs pushing them into her torso as he reared up kneeling. He pistoned in and out of her snatch as her head began to roll about loosely starting to feel himself at the verge of cumming. These hard cemented thumps had Esther's eyes rolling up into her head. The two studs pounding her out over the weekend were a source of physical support, if nothing else. Esther started bucking into his manic thrusts, climaxing.
"ALL SHEET!! AW FUCK!! CUM ALL OVER ME!! WET ME UP BOY!!" Jaquan's certified twelve inches plopped out of her box followed by a deluge of wetness almost cumming on command. The first creamy rope shot right up the middle leaving a gooey trail from the valley between her breasts down her abdomen to her mound. Jaquan added to his mess creating a veritable puddle on her stomach with some streaks across her tits. Jaquan surprised Esther when he reached down tearing away the panties.
"Jaquan?"
He was looking at the torn panties, zoning out mentally someplace else out of the blue.
The door opened at that moment as Andre walked into the suite finding them in a compromising position. He was carrying a large pizza box from the restaurant in the lobby, just staring blankly.
"Andre?"
He walked by the bed to the small room he'd been using over the weekend closing the door behind himself. The box of pizza went with him.
"We were just practicing."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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***************************************************************************************
[PRESENT]
"Motherfucker." I found myself looking at a clip of my Uncle Grady "flossing" with two hoochies in an il-advised sex tape. My portly uncle looked outmatched and on the verge of a coronary as the clip ended quickly.
I'd muted my phone leaving everybody on read due to my second controversial exposure as part of my Auntie Esther's bubble. There was no doubt I was nuclear to any of my family peers, and I was wisely bowing out of the situation until things cooled off. Karma didn't seem to want to get off my bumper as I went into the administrative side of my site making all of Esther's content inactive. I found that a few cousins on my father's side of the family had already picked up a clip or two leaving the more expensive full episodes untouched. My father's name popped up as the only person who picked up all of her content.
"Figures." I knew he wasn't doing it for my uncle recalling the story of my auntie slapping the shit out of him with a dishrag when he got too close for comfort in a big enough kitchen. I guess he had to scratch a long nagging itch wondering how he felt watching his son do what he only wished he could've done in the past.
My social media page blew up in an online witch hunt by people from both sides of the family, a lot I hadn't seen since I was a kid. Instead of deleting or making that page inactive, I left it up without responding to a single disparaging comment or insult about sleeping with my "auntie" which was mostly clueless people who didn't know we weren't actually related. This page was to serve as my sounding board and ear to the ground, metaphorically speaking. It was hard to look at and take from hypocrites who side eyed Esther talking behind closed doors calling her a gold digger. Grady was her legitimacy.
I downloaded the embarrassing clip holding off on blocking my foolish uncle.
My body was still out of it after fooling around with Charity Gilbert's mother over the course of the weekend in several bouts of hysterical bonding. Angela cleaned up the house and fixed me a decent plate after leaving me lying. Her humorous side was laid bare with her own little video clip left behind to playfully stick the fact that I couldn't hang to me. After watching that clip more than a few times, I almost dialed her up but thought better of it. She'd likely leave me in a wheelchair, I mused smiling.
I had other things on my mind, namely a mysterious call from what was probably a burner phone. At the time I was utterly oblivious and out of it from my sexual drubbing. It became plain I'd answered the call in my sleep, so I didn't recall any specifics. Charity Gilbert was out of the question as a possible culprit which led me to Andre's shitty wife, Dayna. This didn't make sense because I was in custody of his android while I took the weekend to work on his situation. I went online with the intent of ordering up his marriage license but couldn't find one. I checked his phone finding some calls and angry texts.
After learning of the diminutive woman's malfeasance, I ended up trolling her with a double catfish in the guise of Andre's former girlfriend and online talent, Shawnee Thompson and my own cousin Jaquan. The text messages suggested she felt Shawnee was flexing and disrespecting her with each becoming increasingly panic filled. On the other hand, she was engaged in fostering an active affair with the fake version of Jaquan with his face strategically obscured. I was working Dayna in an attempt to get her to send me some nudes or something, but she was hesitating. She was wisely all about "Quid Pro Quo."
I chopped up some footage of Jaquan jerking it from the day prior during the shoot with Mz. Giggles aka Auntie Esther sending her a thirty second clip. I reasoned that he already appeared online in several porn scenes between two sites already having an alibi should things go sideways. I'd just tell Jaquan to go with the modeling to "make ends meet" narrative even though he was pretty much a trust fund baby. His doctor mother set up a living trust that took care of the mortgage and bills, leaving him with a monthly stipend which he'd always taken for granted.
Part of me wondered if that was extra incentive for Renee Kelly's entrance into his life besides his obvious physical charms.
"Put up or shut up bitch." I sat there after sending Dayna that seconds long clip waiting for her to reciprocate.
A few more texts found their way onto Andre's phone along with a voicemail that I hesitated before activating. Dayna was doing double duty on an early Sunday afternoon, but my multi-task game dwarfed hers. I drummed my fingers on the kitchen table finishing up the plate left behind. Angela Gilbert was one hell of a cook. I kept looking at the portion of her little movie in which she did the laundry wearing nothing but an apron using it as a sexual prop after dumping my dirty clothes. I wished I could post it, but knew it was out of the question.
"Bingo." Dayna sent a clip.
Once I hit it, I was treated to a view of what was obviously the bathroom in the home she shared with Andre. It was cluttered and sort of dingy looking as I realized it was shot using the mirror. At first the bathroom seemed empty, but the top of her head appeared in frame first for a gradual reveal of her face. Her diminutive stature was evident as her face rose into view framed by a big, oversized shock of frizzy looking brownish blonde, kinky afro wig. She wasn't unattractive, just cursed with a sort of arresting bitch face. The reveal continued as her shoulders and chest came into view in a sheer top.
"I guess I laid it on way too thick." I rested my chin on my fist unimpressed.
Dayna was thin leaning almost towards a sinewy build that brought up all sorts of questions but well defined from what I could see. Her small tits were veritable pancakes simply outlined against her torso and not much else as she slipped out of the top. I snickered as she cupped her invisible boobs grinning at the camera on her phone like a jackal. The difference between her and my former Puerto Rican ingenue was night and day. This tiny petite little thing could fit inside Ms. WTF's zaftig body no problem.
Things got even more humorous as Andre's better half decided to play hide and seek with me, virtually quickly dropping out of view. The sound of some sort of stool scraping across the floor followed before Dayna popped up again almost spring loaded. She was standing on a stool or something leaving me with a view of her flat tummy and some high waisted black panties, particularly her visible camel toe. This lasted a second as she turned her tight shallow butt in my direction, mooning me for a moment.
I was still unimpressed with this noting the large sunflower tattoos that dominated a hip and left buttock. The clip ended as quick as it began, leaving me sitting there in static dead air, befuddled.
"Uhm, okay." For comparison I pulled up an off-site clip of the last time Andre hit Shawnee's ridiculously mountainous badonkadunk during what seemed like an intended dig at me shot by one Renee Kelly. The resident stud was seen judiciously railing the stuffing out of the monster sized Boricuas donk with impunity while she barely reacted. The contrast between these women was jarring bringing all sorts of questions to the fore. Andre and Jaquan had one hell of a night with the latter more than knowledgeable he was taking part in a burn directed at yours truly. Dayna to me, was utterly blah.
"Oh yeah, alright." Dayna was blowing up my messenger wanting to know what I thought, so I forwarded her the rest of Jaquan clip edited down to the crucial moment. I should've felt weird about it knowing Jaquan got so hot and bothered during the prior shoot that he actually "took matters into his own hands" while Mz. Giggles was getting railed and had the wherewithal to get it on camera.
The decidedly messy seconds long clip of my cousin blasting several ropes in the camera's direction had to be edited down because the appropriate level of shame engulfed him at the outset making the lothario wipe up his mess with a towel in a panic. That was not the image I wanted to convey with my sanctioned bootleg version of Jaquan.
"That didn't take long." Dayna replied with several eggplant emojis enthused by the visual as I suspected talking about a meetup. I ghosted her watching more unanswered texts flood my bootleg phone.
I was letting it percolate going so far as to switch off my burner leaving it unattended to get a bit of editing done in-between other multi-tasks. My calls to Jaquan's iPhone went unanswered telling me that my wayward auntie by marriage had properly done her job of distracting him too well.
Calls to customer service and some serious schmoozing on my part led to pinpointing Andre's switch console. The version I purchased was a used display model picked up used by the staff there with a number of features already activated, but more importantly was the connected USB add-on at no extra cost. After getting the location of the game I looked it up on Google.
"Martha Jacobs; who the fuck is that?" My brow furrowed as I ran a shallow background check using free services online trying to figure out why Andre would've gone to the small home revealed using the street feature of google maps. The neighborhood was okay, sort of a semi-suburb Mid City, but this odd shiver ran up my back as I dialed up Jaquan getting his voicemail again. It was just after noon as my android rang with a facetime request that made me bite my nails before answering.
"Good morning, Tressie!" I tried to look and sound innocuous, but I could tell this was all business.
"Is she still there or did you make her do the walk of shame?"
"Angela's gone."
"Angela, huh?" There was a glint in her eye that was not unexpected after the events of the prior night, early morning confrontation between the two women in her beau's life.
"Stop, it's cool Tressie." I made the timeout gesture to the face of my mounted phone.
"Does Charity think it's cool you're fucking her mother?"
"Ask Charity."
I watched her do an obvious slow burn.
"Demon can be there in eight hours."
"Mr. Gilbert left his twelve gauge in the closet behind the front door."
"He wants to kick your ass out on the street, but I talked him out of it blaming it all on his shitty ass first wife. Did you know she was going to do that shit last night?"
"I suspected as much."
"Maybe I should take a road trip back up there with William's hunting rifle in my trunk. You can only point that fucking gun at one of us."
It was my turn to do a slow burn.
"I wish you hadn't called Tressie; you were so much cooler when I made myself forget about that shit you tried when you thought I was screwing with you. Angela is not a threat, and I would think that your husband to be, would be significantly upset with a murderer for a wife. Did you tell him what you tried to do to me? What, he didn't convince you last night? Are you going to fuck it up for Justin and Stacy, too? Are you going to sacrifice your brother Demetrius for your own goddamn happiness, bitch?"
She was sitting on what was presumably the front porch of the track house Mr. Gilbert bought in a wooden rocking chair. Off in the distance a lawnmower or tractor was heard as she did a slow burn.
"William knows enough; we have no secrets, about anything. That's one of the reasons he offered you that house to live in after your parents disowned you."
"Are you scared?"
"Yeah, I'm scared and I'm sorry for fucking with you. I apologize for letting the jitters make me do something I already regret. Justin likes it here and he's made so many new friends at school while Stacy still has her moments. William's even talking about adopting them if we can't find their mother. It's a bit much sometimes and I feel like I'm holding on by a thread most of the time. I'm sorry, okay?"
"Tressie Fisher, I love Vickie Stone so much that I don't want you to call me ever again on this crazy shit or we're gonna have to settled up, for real. I don't know if Demetrius is living there with you, but I like his demonic looking ass because he's one of the hundred percent honest motherfuckers I know in my life. He deserves a chance to be something other than your goddamn Pitbull. Shame on you when so many people went to hell and back to make you and William happy. Don't fuck with Angela, she's out."
"Uhm..." She looked on the verge of tears.
"No."
"Sorry." Tressie whimpered.
"Don't be sorry, be happy bitch." I hung up in her face.
The phone hit the floor as a surge of rage radiated throughout my body leaving me emotionally shook. Afterwards I was determined to reclaim the good will left behind by Angela by eating the dessert she'd prepared and left behind in the fridge. Hands started shaking when I handled the door handle making me stave off the treat snapping up my phone power walking to the living room. The phone was already ringing off the hook from Tressie's new home state as I had a seat on my front porch wrapped in a robe with no fucks to give. My heart was pounding, and I felt like punching something. It was face time.
"Mr. Gilbert are you evicting me from this house." I wasn't going to waste any more time on some out of state bullshit.
"Hey check your tone, I just want to talk!"
"No, you want to yell at my ass like I'm your fucking kid, but I'm grown, and I got like, two perfectly good parents of my own who raised me to be financially independent and my own fucking man whether they liked it or not, Mr. Gilbert! I didn't ask for the shits this weekend! Angela popped up on me looking to make some trouble with you, but you didn't tell her you moved! THAT SLIP YOUR MIND, SIR?!! Shit happened, you know we did it and I took care of it after you guys hung up last night! I TOOK CARE OF IT WILLIAM!! OKAY?!! You two lovebirds get MARRIED and LIVE HAPPILY EVER AFTER!!...it's the least you can do after all of the DRAMA and TRAGEDY! CAN YOU TWO DO THAT?!! GOD KNOWS I CAN'T CAUSE MINE IS DEAD!! SHE'S DEAD AND I GOT HER SHITTY COUSIN DIALING ME UP FOR SOME SHITS! Fuck."
When he didn't respond I looked at the face of my android finding that Mr. Gilbert was sitting in that rocking chair with Tressie at one side, Demon on the other. All of them were staring without word as I ranted without looking at my phone in the first place. There was nothing else to say, so I stared back.
"Tressie messed up this morning when she called you; I said as much. Demon feels the same way and you've done nothing but good for this family, my family as a whole. My daughter holds you in high regard and is the happiest I've seen her in years because of her "friendship" with you. We're all very sorry for what happened this morning and Tressie knows that if she steps one foot back inside your state line, this marriage will be over on the spot. I respect you kid; whatever you've got going on with Angela is your business. That ship sailed a decade ago; only Charity remains and she's off to college. Thank you very much for everything, sir."
My right eye started twitching as he spoke as I cupped my hand over my mouth overcome.
"Thanks." I mumbled as Tressie took a seat on his lap staring woefully into the camera.
Demon looked uncharacteristically subdued as I was reminded of the first time, I'd ever seen the man one night outside of our church. Tressie caught my eye first in this revealing dress as she joined her brother and another man in the car with Demon sitting in the backseat. He'd noticed me just as our eyes met scaring my clueless ass shitless. They sped off into the night, but the impression remained. I realized that was the night Pastor Grey went missing.
"I ain't coming out there, man!" Now, I was looking at a changed, much different man.
"Didn't think you would, Demetrius."
"Hey, we're good and just to let you know I gave Tressie a little bit of what I gave Vickie that night I dropped her off at your place to apologize for that dumb shit she was on with you." I raised a brow reading between the lines. He was referring to the actual ass whipping with a belt delivered to my lost lover's big rear end after she ambushed me without receipts at a local park earlier in the day.
"Must run in the family, huh bruh?" He shot Tressie a look that reinforced what he'd likely done after finding out about the first call. She looked away while Mr. Gilbert looked between them for a moment.
"Next time I see you, I'm gonna give you the same."
"Bullshit." I was finally able to laugh with the men joining in from their side of the world while Tressie kept quiet leaning into Mr. Gilbert as his hand encircled her waist resting on top of her outside thigh.
She was wearing this lite colored thin country dress that failed miserably at hiding the thick buxom body underneath. Her chest surged looking as if it would pop a few buttons. Tressie gave her soul mate a kiss on bearded cheek. Three out of the four of us knew I didn't trust her one bit, but resolved to keep up appearances, nonetheless. Suddenly Justin appeared in frame smiling at my countenance.
"HEY MISTER!! YOU COMING TO THE WEDDING?!!" He shouted happily waving as I waved back.
"NO!!!" All three shouted loud enough to make him flinch, then laughed nervously as I joined in, realizing the absurdity of the question given my sexual past with Tressie and Mr. Gilbert's daughter.
"Maybe next time." I offered an olive branch.
"Sure, I'd love to take you on a hunting trip out back in the woods." Mr. Gilbert replied shooting a look in Demon's direction. Tressie stared statically at my face without word, then glanced at her bare feet.
"I'm gonna mail you some wedding cake!" Justin offered disappearing as quickly as he appeared.
It got silent again making me feel as if I should take the initiative.
"Uhm, congratulations...I'm going."
"Thanks for everything; I mean that kid." Mr. Gilbert replied.
"You're welcome...OH, SAY HI TO CHARITY FOR ME!!" His daughter's visage just popped into my head.
He hung up before I could finish saying her name.
*****
[3 HOURS EARLIER]
"Hey you, okay? Are you all there boy?" Esther watched, noticing Jaquan zoned out knowing it wasn't connected to their just completed blistering encounter. She propped up on her elbows as he snapped out of it, looking lightheaded.
Her phone was ringing in the bathroom snapping one of her afternoon lovers out of his stupor. Jaquan pressed a hand to his defined chest glancing around the presidential suite before his eyes settled on Esther, particularly the mess of splooge from her cleavage down to her mound. Her peach was glazed over with oily streams running deep into the crack of her ass. It felt like a Mack Truck had run through her after dealing with two overly endowed studs. Esther's feet were planted flat, one shoe missing.
"I think so." Jaquan scratched his head using the missing heel noticing in seconds with a sheepish look on his face.
"Don't you even try to tell me I whipped it up on you like that." She stretched her arms high above her head off the edge of the bed audibly cracking a few bones.
"Alright, you want me to get your phone?" Her phone was ringing almost nonstop, but she was sex addled as well nearly on the verge of passing out from the potent one-two punch of both guys.
"That'd be nice, thank you Jaquan."
He hopped down walking pigeon toed to the main bathroom holding his junk as the ringing stopped. Esther followed him with her eyes but was pretty much inert matter caring little who was calling. Jaquan was a handsome distraction that a lot of her friends would've killed for, and some even kidnapped truth be told. Esther's humble origins and strict upbringing left her at the periphery of most social circles. Once word got around about her curves and huge ass, all bets were off.



"Mz. Esther?"
"Huh?"
She glanced to her immediate right.
"Aw sheet." Andre was standing there in his birthday suit with this hangdog look on his face that alternately horrified and amazed her.
Over the course of a weekend much had happened in Esther's life but being treated like a piece of ass had been the last thing she expected along with being outed. Across the room Jaquan could be heard loudly urinating in the bathroom as she glanced down finding Andre's raging thirteen plus inches ready to go in no uncertain terms. Esther covered her eyes with her hands knowing she was in a situation.
"You practiced with him, so why can't you practice with me, too." Andre got a knee up on the mattress as she noticed a nearly empty bottle of lubricant in his large hand left over from the previous day.
"I did it with you first, boy."
"Yeah, but that was you practicing so I want to practice for me right now." He'd already slathered some of the oil on his huge almost fake looking prick as she gasped.
"Uh, don't you think I should clean up a bit? I just got done with..." Andre wasn't a small man by any means a few inches taller than Jaquan, both with the defined physiques of professional basketball players.
He crawled onto the bed on all fours as she clapped her thighs together turning her own huge butt towards the edge of the bed facing the suite door. This turned out to be a bad decision as Andre cleared her body laying behind her in a spooning position leaning over staring at her face. His throbbing erection tapped her jiggly semi-solid cheeks as he squirmed around in the mussed bedding getting a bit lower than her as his hand came to rest on her thigh.
"Just let me practice a little bit; please Mz. Esther? You let him do it, so can I get a little, too? I just liked it when we did it earlier, especially the first day by ourselves before that dummy came in here. I just wanna feel you; please Mz. Esther?" Andre had already gone into business for himself with a mitt-sized handful of her left buttock spreading it as he poked and prodded, lightly starting to push inside.
"Looks like you... AW!! AH!! Hey now, that's... my BUTT!" It was too late as the upper lubricated third of his bionic schlong disappeared inside her bowels. He was already thrusting methodically inching down at an angle to drive his point further inside while she gasped and whimpered muffling it with a hand over her mouth. There was no way he was getting out of her ass letting her dense buttocks trap half of his cock between the cheeks. Andre captured her left thigh from the inside raising that leg towards the ceiling.
"Ew, you feel so good back here Mz. Esther; I like the way you feel getting fucked. Mz. Esther, you suck my dick so good that it makes me wanna fuck you hard, real hard. That was so nice when you sucked me while I was playing my game. Your booty ain't as big as my old girlfriend, but you nice to me, and you don't talk mean, either. You make me wanna fuck you, a lot. You wanna be my girlfriend, Mz. Esther?"
"Ain't you married? AK!! AW!! AW SHEET!! AG!! AW FUCK!!" The question triggered a series of thunderous back shots in the spoon position making her cheeks wobble and clap loosely.
She could feel every dedicated curved at the tip inch of something that felt nearly the circumference of a Pringles can being shoved up her unholiest of holies. Andre was trying a sexual sprint to the finish line with roguish authority letting go of her thigh to grab a tit squeezing hard. It felt like he thought she'd stop him if he admitted what they both already knew. She could feel it in the front and would've faceplanted if he weren't holding her up. Esther reached down holding that leg up, helping him as she leaned backward. Things were off the rails, and she didn't know what to do other than take it like a champ. Her opposite leg involuntarily bent at the knee as Andre got up capturing both, now kneeling.
Esther was still lying on her side, but Andre had custody of both of her thick legs folded into her abdomen, thrusting desperately. He was hitting it like his last meal already sweating frantically looking across the room alternately watching his prick digging for chocolate in the black hills of Dakota like a thief in the night. It really felt like Andre thought he was being sneaky which started to amuse Esther now in a full fetal position on her side. She was taking a nuclear big cock epidural with no fucks given.
"Hey Esther uhm, we gotta...WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING, ANDRE?!!" Jaquan walked out of the main bathroom looking at her phone with a towel around his waist. He nearly dropped the expensive phone when he looked up finding Andre's thirteen plus inches looking for gold in her twin redbone hills.
"Practicing!"
"WHAT?!!" Andre went a little harder clapping Esther's cheeks in front of Jaquan.
"I'm practicing my fucking; geez are you just dumb or what, Jaquan?!! You have to practice for when the movie is gonna be made so it looks better!! Don't you know nothing, dumbass?!!"
"EXCUSE ME SPECIAL NEEDS?!!"
"Shut up, can't you see I'm trying to fuck this ass?!! Esther likes me BETTER than YOU so why don't you GO HOME?!!"
"YOU DON'T RUN NOTHING UP IN HERE!"
"You don't run nothing either, dummy; and I do it better than you anyway! Look how happy she is, Jaquan. Mz. Esther didn't look like this when you had your little bum ass noodle inside her! Get out of here!"
"NOODLE?!"
"Noodle...NOODLE!! Did I stutter Jaquan?!! Andre shouted back, indignant to the end.
Andre's thighs seized up signaling the explosive climax that followed as he shot several ropes deep into her bowels which continued as he slowly pulled out enjoying that tight tensing sensation accompanied with his withdrawal. Three or four more thick ropes of jizz waxed her mountainous buns as his rival bristled internally replaying the events that led up to his presence in Esther's presidential suite.
"Nigga, I just bust all over her and you snuck up in it while I had my back turned. Ain't nobody sweating your dumb ass and you wouldn't be here if you weren't a charity case for my cousin. You should be taking care of your bag, but all you wanna do is lay up on somebody else dime and play your little video games! That's all you good for negro!! Sitting up here talking out the side of your neck when you ain't shit but a human dildo! All you know how to do is fuck. Other than that, you useless, motherfucker."
"JAQUAN!!" Esther shouted having heard enough.
Andre sat there on her far side at her back, staring at Jaquan's face having disengaged. His thirteen plus inches were still rock solid pointed up at the underside of his chin due to the distinct curve at the end of his phallus. Ejaculate was still bubbling out of the big bulbous head of his manhood running down the shaft over his large fist which was wrapped around the base. His eyes drifted down at Esther's huge ass positioned on its side glazed over with a creamy deluge running from the crack. He'd done his work, knew his worth in that instant as his gaze drifted to her face, then to Jaquan standing there watching.
"ANDRE NO!" She shouted as he jumped out of the bed closing the distance between himself and Jaquan, who steeled himself sticking his big defined muscular arms out at his sides daring his rival.
Andre aka Andre 13.5 given the moniker due to his phallic measurements and passing resemblance to a certain rapper...raised a middle finger inches away from Jaquan's face. He stood there frozen in place.
"Takes one to know one; from one human dildo to another."
Andre slowly lowered his middle finger straightening his back looking as if he were about to square up with the man in front of him. He had Jaquan height wise by an inch or two but despite this, Jaquan was fueled by righteous indignation. Internally, he was flashbacking to Renee Kelly blowing Andre while forcing him to watch. He was in the zone recalling how each took turns on his "Infamous Baby Mama #2" before he was unable to perform when she wanted to be fucked simultaneously.
Andre didn't mind then, fucking the wholly hell out of the chalk colored beauty while she made semi-coherent small talk with him telling him that she would make it up to him the following day. After that, Jaquan was officially in the porn business.
He wanted to destroy his semi-mindless rival and would've if Andre hadn't presented him with a gift in the form of a hand drawn portrait, photo realistic. Andre's happy enthusiasm disarmed the man who was about to beat him to death. Jaquan found he couldn't do it as Renee watched with a static expression on her symmetrical face. Afterwards she wrapped her arms around him telling her baby's father how proud she was of him for being a real man. She made sweet love to him like a woman should and acted as a wife and mother to his little girl, even going so far as to say she might be falling in love with him all over again. Many family days followed after that, but Renee made no promises whatsoever.
He knew some sort of "Okie-Doke" was in play when Rashida Sikes was allowed to live in his house with no pushback from Renee. She hung around long enough to chide both of them into hooking up.
They never slept together after that weekend.
Renee Kelly was preparing to be in the wind; but then "The Educated Simp" appeared like one of the Four Horsemen wrecking absolute havoc on the plans of "Infamous Baby Mama #2" until she was obliged to send him after his own much younger cousin. He lost that confrontation and couldn't be happier. Of course, Renee used this "failure" to distance herself from him even offering up Shawnee for him to use sexually, when he pressed the issue. He didn't know her exit strategy was already in play until it had been derailed by his cousin. Rashida told him after the fact, as an aside in terse conversation.
"Ain't we a pair?" Jaquan commented letting his hands slap his sides, emotionally drained.
Andre didn't know what to say as his immediate rival folded his wrists one in front of the other. Jaquan glanced down at his bare feet dialing things down between them while Andre didn't know what to do next. Both were truly at a loss for words while Esther glanced at Jaquan's hands finding him in possession of her iPhone. The screen had a crack in it making her raise a brow.
"Is that my phone, boy?"
"Uh yeah, I think the screen got cracked when I sat you down on top of the bathroom counter. I'll replace it, no problem."
"No, I'll replace it." Andre blurted out nearly making both of them facepalm at his continued il-informed desperation and rivalry with Jaquan.
"With what money?"
"I can buy a new one; I get paid next week."
"Your old lady ain't gonna let you buy no fucking iPhone; and don't you work down at the mall at Hot Dog on a Stick, negro? You making mad money over there spit roasting hotdogs, mixing pink lemonade and swabbing the motherfucking deck, huh fool? Don't worry about it, I got this bruh."
"YOU'RE REALLY MARRIED?!!...for reals?" Esther perked up with a furrowed brow, one raised higher than the other. Andre instantly looked like a deer caught in the headlights while Jaquan shrugged gesturing in her direction.
"Oh, don't worry about that mess; Andre here got a...!" Everybody was suddenly interrupted by loud heavy knocking at the double doors to the presidential suite. It was quick and short, stopping abruptly, then returned in two more intervals as Esther sat up right, confused. The guys didn't know what to do as she snapped her fingers at Jaquan as the knocking returned.
"You got a husband?" Andre asked in hushed tone as Esther continued snapping her fingers towards the main bathroom. She pressed a finger to her plush lips barely able to sit upright feeling it everywhere, especially in her recently shafted backdoor.
"Shush your mouth boy; Jaquan get my robe from that there bathroom real quick." Esther glanced down at the slightly damaged face of her iPhone, finding something that horrified her. Jaquan and Andre noticed immediately.
"WHAT?!" Andre blurted out only to have Esther's hand cover his mouth as she shushed again staring intently at Jaquan. In the heat of the moment during their tryst, he'd snatched her up slamming her butt down on the counter as he railed the stuffing out of her box. There was no way his actions were intentional.
Her earlier blowjob video starring Andre 13.5 and her big inflatable looking lips in closeup had been accidentally sent to a number of people, including her estranged husband.
Esther cupped a hand over her mouth feeling something inside twist into a pretzel as the loud, almost metallic sounding series of knocks returned coupled with some door shaking this time. Jaquan stopped just outside of the bathroom holding the terrycloth robe she'd been wearing. He motioned towards the door taking a look through the peep hole while they watched.
"Eh?" Someone had their palm pressed to the peephole from the other side of the door. The rich pinkness and deep creases told him another brother was behind the hand. This got his hackles up as he glanced back at her, then tossed her the robe.
"What is it?" Esther whispered with her hand still covering Andre's mouth after covering up.
She inched over to the door looking into the peephole in custody of Andre's mitt-sized hand. Her eyes widened, redbone face going ashen as she looked first at Jaquan, then Andre who shrugged, clueless. Esther flinched as the knocking returned even louder with the intense vibrations next to Esther's head from the opposite side of the door. Andre stuck his hand out intending to open the door, but had it slapped by Esther making him recoil as if burned. She grabbed their biceps from behind rushing both towards the smaller bedroom.
"MAYBE THEY CHECKED OUT?!!" All three of them stopped in their tracks staring back at the double doors to the presidential suite.
"SHUT YO' ASS UP!!" Esther trembled at the sound of her husband's voice with Jaquan and Andre noticing.
"AHM JUST SAYING, MAYBE THEY GONE!!"
"MAN!!...that bitch ain't gone nowhere cause I got that "FIND MA LOCATION" thang on, Leroy!! Just shut your ass up while I get up in this bitch and stomp that nigga she hiding out with!! HELP ME KICK THIS SHIT IN, JIM BOB!! WE THUMPING THAT GANGBANGER!! You fam, right Leroy; right Jim Bob?!!"
"Yeah, but this kinda illegal, ain't it? We up in this nice hotel and they call the police round here, Grady. You got me, Jim Bob, our kids and a bunch of brothers up here on some criminal-type shit. I mean, you divorcing her anyway, right?"
"YOU HELPING OR NOT?!!" Grady was loud, belligerent and indignant.
"Uncle Grady, you want us to beat up our cousin? I don't know about that; you talk to his dad? I mean this could uhm, make Christmas hella awkward." One of his nephews piped up as more peer commentary ramped up on the side of those double doors leaving the impression there were over ten men in the corridor. Esther figured her estranged husband rented a room of his own to gain access to the private floor. Andre looked worried recalling the single moment he'd been on the wrong end of a jealous boyfriend's fist. He was left in his hospital room for his wife Dayna to pick up.
His diminutive partner received a clandestine call from a burner letting her know where to pick up her husband. Dayna was especially pissed with the missing part of the equation, Shawnee Thompson not knowing she was on a sojourn in Florida at the time. They were on the outs, but Andre knew better than to let his wife know the former Ms. WTF provided sort of a behavioral stop gap against her shitty behavior. Despite things looking the way they were, Dayna nursed him back to health dutifully taking him to doctor appointments for his concussion. Later, she introduced camming into his daily routine.
It was the least Andre could do after being gone for a month and a half while she still collected his pennies on the dollar paycheck from his mall job. It was okay after all; he was being taken care of by Ms. One. A week later, their relationship was marred by a video clip sent to Dayna from the same burner phone after Andre didn't respond to a summons for another online shoot. It was a clip of him jerking off to completion in the salon's breakroom for an onsite paying audience. Dayna wanted her money's worth, too. Andre was told it was his obligation to pay it forward for the family. So, he did what she wanted, became a circus attraction for various lurkers, perverts and the rest of a growing female audience.
"Shit, my strap is in the trunk of my car." Jaquan whispered alarming Esther who shoved inside followed by Andre. The whole affair felt like the tail end of a witch hunt as she pressed against the smaller bedroom door hearing someone shaking the door handle in the corridor. Andre was nervously pulling on his pants not wanting to be caught and beaten senseless in his birthday suit.
"Shut up, I got this boys."
"What are you gonna do?" Jaquan asked.
"Get your britches on and keep quiet."
"That's not making me feel this shit ain't gonna go sideways."
"I GOTTA PEE!" Andre hurriedly sequestered himself in the bathroom slamming the door leaving them to stare at it collectively.
Neither were privy to the devastating sucker punch he'd endured in the past which left him in the hospital under observation for a week. Unknown to him, Renee Kelly finagled the payment of his bills for that stay by pretending to be his guardian referring to Andre as retarded. Him being returned to his wife afterwards, was just rug sweeping to protect her cousin Carlie. It was part of Renee reigning in her cousin's newfound destructively salacious tendencies which culminated in the young woman's reckless affair with a mutual interest driving a wedge between the relatives. Andre was a used up toy to them.
Nothing more.
"Don't you worry about it."
"I'm not getting mobbed up by a bunch of niggas looking for my cousin; and that motherfucker ain't never around when shit hits the fan." Jaquan complained making Esther see red.
"Didn't I tell you to get your clothes on?" Esther took a seat on the bed, picking up the phone on the bedside table as he looked after her, anxious.
"What're you gonna do about them people in the hallway?" He asked pensively as she got the hotel operator.
"I need security." Esther informed the in-house operator after receiving the canned morning greeting.
******
[THE PRESENT]
"HUH-WHAT?!!" I was jolted out of a deep slumber, finding myself still at the kitchen table looking at the empty bowl that once held a dessert specifically prepared for me by Angela Gilbert, mother of Charity of the same name. It was awesome to say the least.
My phone was ringing off the hook.
"HELLO?!!" It was my cousin Deanna who I hadn't seen since the afternoon I was compelled to paint her new apartment. That was the same day I made the unfortunate acquaintance of her then BFF, Porsha Simms, my second organic conquest independent of Rene Kelly. Deanna had a revolving door of best friends.
"WHY'D YOU DO THAT TO YOUR MAMMA?!!" She yelled loud enough to make me pull the phone away from my ear. Her harpy's yell was unique to the women on my mother's side of the family.
"What the fuck are you talking about?" I replied naturally making her whoop and holler because of the explicative. She obviously was out of the loop regarding my personal evolution into a self-made man.
"BOY, DON'T YOU BE CUSSIN AT ME WHEN YOU GOT YO MAMMA MESSED UP!! Deanna shouted back righteously indignant which should've made me wilt, but I remained steadfast.
"Deanna, what're you talking about?"
"Oh, look how disrespectful you are; talking brand new while your daddy's uncle showed up to your mamma's house with a gang of fools looking for your sorry ass!"



"Excuse me?"
"Yeah, a bunch of niggas popped up on your front porch trying to knock down the door because they wanted to stomp you out for messing with your auntie and shit!! That's nasty cuz, real messed up and nasty!! WHY'D YOU DO THAT SHIT?!! COME ON, TELL ME WAS IT WORTH IT FOR SOME OLD LADY?!!"
"Cut that shit out; is my mother okay, Deanna?"
"DO YOU CARE?!!"
I hung up without another word quickly calling my mother.
I was blocked.
My shoulders slumped as my head rolled back until my eyes were fixed to the kitchen ceiling. My breaths came in measured huffs as I worked to restrain myself mentally. My cousin reminded me of Porsha Simms who ended up outing my burgeoning clandestine lifestyle. Sometime between our first and secondary "shoots" she'd fallen on hard times becoming addicted to drugs. This left her easy prey for Ms. One aka Renee Kelly who wasted no time weaponizing her as return fire during our blood feud.
"Shit man, fuck me sideways." I blanketed my face with a hand chronologically scared at what I might have done if I were home that day. Part of me would've liked to think I could have averted that disaster. The other part went to dark places that scared the shit out of me in the present. That "Infamous Baby Mamma #2" sent Jaquan over after that, but I subdued him with a modicum of effort outing her own much more nefarious plan that involved abandoning him and leaving their daughter behind as a spy.
Jaquan was still unaware of his daughter's covert genius and the fact that she'd been spying on him for her mother from day one. He never questioned the reason a toddler had a cellphone just thinking it was some cute way of bonding between entitled mother and princess daughter. I'd been pressed into keeping that secret by the little girl in question in exchange for access to her mother to complete my own campaign in the final days of our epic back and forth. It was teacher versus student, master versus the learner...and I was Darth Vader.
I dialed up my father again.
I was blocked, of course. Dad was still ducking me after being cucked when I took his incidental "Sugar Baby" Erica Walton and his former girlfriend, then tragic side piece Babbs Walton, Erica's mother. The women ended up switching places in his life after Erica decided to sexually troll her mother's boyfriend. Dear old dad had dodged me ever since and now I was finding out that he allowed a bunch of people to ambush my mother's house looking to obviously take me out. Uncle Grady was on my radar now.
I got online using one of my fake accounts to peruse some relatives social media finding a wealth of information that painted me in the worse light. I had the wherewithal to download a lot of the negative comments and memes on a portable hard drive. I was not above being litigious at some point in the future. One of my male cousins, now a high school football player who I didn't particularly care for, posted a clip of their attempted raid on my former home. My mother answered the door looking doe eyed with her boyfriend Gene at her side. I was excoriated on this Tik Tok clip, going viral.
As far as I was concerned, this was blood in the water, and I was a great white. They didn't know me.
Not in the least.
But they were going to find out.
"Huh, what's this?" My former auntie, now public codefendant and online talent sent a video clip.
It was a nearly five minute clip of her knobbing off Andre 13.5 with extreme prejudice in the mother of all sloppy tops culminating in a geyser-like money shot for the ages as he screamed and whined shrilly. A puzzle piece shifted into place giving me an even clearer picture as I surmised these people thought I was the owner of that ridiculous schlong in the clip. I downloaded and uploaded the clip to my site leaving it unavailable. My superpower was strategizing on the go, and this was going to be a test of my skills. I knew I had to work quickly running an online check of the clip seeing if it hit the streets, yet.
"Esther, I got a little something in my mailbox; wanna tell me about it?" I didn't give her a chance to say anything, talking a mile a minute trying to steady myself internally. I knew it wasn't in my best interests to blow up in Esther's face.
"UH...I was messing around with your cousin in that there bathroom where all my stuff kept; he snatched me up on that counter top. Well, you can guess what we did; so, my big ole' butt ended up smashing my iPhone sending out some that uh, sex tape with Andre. Well uh, didn't get the other one, did you?"
"Send it to me auntie; I'm gonna need exclusive rights to that footage. This is non-negotiable, Esther."
"Uhm, okay then." She sounded uneasy knowing she had no wiggle room one way or the other.
"I need you to make a list of all the people who received those clips; all of them, understand?" I was tapping away at my laptop bringing up my editing bay with my android attached to its side. More clips arrived as we talked.
"It was an accident; I didn't do it on purpose."
"I'm going to take care of it auntie; all you have to do is send me that information."
"Didn't do it on purpose." She mumbled sounding defeated.
"Jaquan's still there, right?"
There were a few moments of silence.
"Hey cuz; I'm here." I didn't ask any questions about the obvious.
"I'm sending you Andre's current location via text; I want you to drive over there, be my eyes and retrieve him if necessary."
"What if he just went home?"
"Either you're doing what I asked, or not bruh; the choice is yours." Another pool of silence followed as I began editing the rough clips together into a semi-coherent short adding some creative flourish with a few filters keeping in line with Esther's online esthetic. Using another window on my computer, began using a troll account to monitor the other recipients of Esther's sex tape. I was in for a long day in front of my laptop.
"Send me that address, cuz." Jaquan sounded crestfallen.
"I'll pay for the gas and anything else that happens, alright Jaquan?" I texted him the location making a mental note to patch things up between us at the end of this situation.
"I GOT IT!" He shouted into the phone. There was some white noise afterwards, almost making me think he'd hung up on me. I knew I could check his location using the "find my phone "app online.
"Hello?" It was Esther again as I heard a door slam in the background.
"Is he in that hotel?"
"Jaquan just left; he walked out after you gave him them walking papers.
"No, I'm talking about Grady; you said he popped up today fucking around at that presidential suite you're staying at. That's pretty much a private floor accessible by key card, right?"
"Uhm, well...HEY I DON'T WANT NO TROUBLE!! DON'T MAKE NO MESS ROUND HERE CAUSE SECURITY WAS HERE AND GAVE ALL OF US A WARNING!!" Esther was panicking, telling me what I wanted to know as I perused the video clips, having already found the ones sent by my Uncle Grady as an opening salvo between the estranged parties. Looking at the forwarded collection of clips between both parties told the tale of Esther's morning romp with two of my online male talents who'd gone into business for themselves.
"Don't worry about it." I was multitasking still editing the new scene she'd shot on the fly in a fit of jealous rage.
"I'M SORRY BOUT CAUSING YOU ALL THIS TROUBLE TODAY!! DON'T HURT GRADY!! HE'S JUST BEING DUMB!!" Listening to her defending my uncle's out of control behavior was frustrating, but I toughed it out thinking a mile a minute.
"Are you really worried that I might harm my uncle?"
"Well uhm, I don't know anymore; you're so different than what I used to think all taking control of everything being so manly and shit. You talked to your big cousin like he was your kid and made him respond, handled everything with me and I know you're trying to help Andre out, too. I uhm, just don't know."
"Are you going to trust me?"
"Well, I just don't know about things and you're righteously mad, so I guess he done something real stupid got you all fucked up, man. He sent me some stupid shit this morning, so I made one, but I wasn't even gonna send it. Things got all messed up with your cousin in the bathroom and I uh, butt dialed Grady...uh, butt emailed, I guess?"
"Auntie?"
"Yeah?"
"You're babbling; do you trust me or not?"
"Uh, yeah."
"I'll call you back, auntie." I ended the call tapping away at my laptop after catching screen grabs of my uncle's new female friends.
It took a good ten minutes to catch their trail online finding all of their social media accounts. These rachet looking women were strippers two out of the three pictured. The third didn't have much outside of a stripped Facebook account with no information to go on. Esther already knew her husband was frequenting the club they worked at on infrequent "fishing trips" which was part of the deciding factor for our working relationship. Esther talked a good game about derailing his attempts at catching her messing around by seducing the private investigator Grady hired. I got the same deal when she thought I might snitch her out, but I took things into overdrive. Now the chickens had come home to roost.
I wanted to fry up some chicken but noticed the long hand of karma starting to work its magic.
One of the strippers had taken a number of pics outside and around Uncle Grady's home making it clear he was out for the day. Scrolling further revealed a travelogue of their activates with many video clips documenting their upward mobility provided by a clueless simp. The first video clip sent to my aunt made it appear only one woman was linked up with him, but the second revealed the other. Both of them were nothing to write home about while the third may have been the adult daughter of either of these women. More than a few of the pics focused on specific things in the home making me smirk.
"Hello, PBX department?" I dialed up the hotel verifying my uncle rented a room on the floor below Esther. Another call came in on my burner phone from Andre's estranged boorish wifey. I answered it knowing she thought it was Shawnee but didn't say anything.
"OH, YOU AIN'T GONNA SAY NOTHING?!! HUH?!! I KNOW YOU'RE THERE I CAN HEAR YOU BREATHING!!...look, Andre's gotta be back at work tomorrow unless you wanna pay our fucking bills. THAT'S RENT, LIGHTS AND GAS!! I can't do it all by myself, Shawnee. Hey, we had an agreement. I don't fuck with your shit, and you don't fuck with mine. YOU KEEPING HIM, HUH?! What's up? Mad about our cam stuff? Well, you were making dirty movies with my man, so I'm entitled to get my share too. SPEAK!!"
I hung up in her face switching off the phone as I checked my fake inbox finding a plethora of messages from Andre's better half along with pics and brief video clips of her nude body. Dayna was frustrated.
I didn't answer these either.
I was too busy editing my uncle's sex tape into a barely three minute clip. He was with two of the women out of the three in a cringey segment that made it plain the old man was being sexually trolled. It was hard making the edits look particularly messy and unprofessional. Uncle Grady was off the chain all day making many raids against the people he thought responsible for his unhappiness, including my mother. My father's social media remained static, thankfully revealing he was out of town with his new lady love on some remote beach. The new woman in his life was attractive and shapely.
"Plausible deniability."
Esther aka Mz. Giggles brand spanking new movie was placed behind a paywall priced high enough to make my regular customers balk. That was part of the plan, but the teaser was free.
Strains of "Magic Mona" by Phyllis Hyman wafted through the shorter than usual teaser which saw Mz. Giggles sauntering about that presidential suite in various pieces of vintage lingerie, all in gorgeous monochrome with filters designed to make it look like old film footage with fake scratches.
Esther looked incredible and the black and white aesthetic made her curves pop and crackle with sexual energy. The stinger came in the form of a harsh fade out / fade in of quick cuts highlighting her phenomenal head game, bionic cowgirl with a clip ending blowout of Andre 13.5's huge pecker thrusting upward between her enormous cheeks spewing jizz like a geyser. It stopped on a barely perceptible silhouette of Mz. Giggles peering out of the window in that smaller room in the suite. The moirés from the venetian blinds played off her cornfed body. The clicks and likes racked up like a slot machine.
My regular android started ringing off the hook with Esther's number.
"Yeah auntie?"
"YOU POSTED THE GAWD DAMN VIDEO?!! WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING, I GOT MYSELF CAUGHT UP IN A FUCKING DIVORCE BOY!! HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO ME?!! GRADY PROBABLY KNOW ABOUT IT! TOO!! YOU'RE STABBING ME IN THE FUCKING BACK, TOO?!!" She was livid.
"Calm down, I got this."
"WHAT?!! IS THAT ALL YOU HAVE TO SAY?!!" Esther screamed, making my ears ring.
"Did you look at the price of that movie?" It got quiet on her end of the line. I knew she was checking the site to find out what I was talking about.
"Oh, uh...five hundred bucks? Ain't nobody gonna buy a fucking iPhone sex tape for that amount of money!"
"Are you ready to listen, or are you gonna keep bitching?"
"Ok, shoot."
"Jennifer Lopez."
"WHAT?!!"
"Back in 2002, Jlo filed a lawsuit against one Marion "Suge" Knight to block the release of an alleged sex tape. To make a long story short, they settled out of court with him admitting through his lawyers the tape didn't exactly exist. No one's ever seen that supposed sex tape; it's sort of an urban legend these days."
"Whut...what that gotta do with my situation here and now, huh boy?" Esther stammered.
"People can see your sex tape, but they won't buy it; especially after I flood my site with cheaper content with just as much quality. I'm undermining my own content while also establishing a legal claim to what you made this morning, so ask me why?"
"Why?"
"It allows me to block any one trying to release the content after it was leaked. People know it exists, but ain't gonna pony up the money to see this movie. I'd better have everybody that shit was sent to this morning so that I can plug up any leaks with a sweet cease and desist letter from an attorney."
It was quiet after that for almost a minute before I spoke again.
"Uh, shit." Esther gulped on her end of the call making me facepalm.
"Do you understand now, auntie?"
"Yes I do, sorry; you got me here feeling like a plum fool wet behind the ears. I uh, underestimated you because of our family relationship, and because of our age difference. I'm sorry bout that; it's hard to break habits when you're old as I am, right?"
"I don't know auntie; maybe I'll figure it out when I get there. Do me a favor and stop talking about yourself like you're an old lady. We're in this together and out of the fucking closet because of my uncle, your husband. He's well in his rights for that, I guess; it's just that I don't appreciate that nigga taking a lynch mob over to my mother's house."
"OH NO!!" Esther sounded horrified.
"She's fine, but we're nuclear especially after you accidentally butt dialed that sex tape to a number of people in your phone's contacts. You didn't have my mother's number in your phone, did you?"
"Nuh, no I... didn't. Your folks were already divorced when I got married up with Grady. Seen her one or two times around here and there all cordial and everything, but we didn't know each other like that. You think anybody sent her that shit?"
"I don't know, she blocked me."
I could hear Esther whimpering on the opposite end of the line, but my mood was cold.
"I'm take care of everything; do you trust me?"
"YES!"
"Good, please don't make any more sex tapes unless I'm there."
"Uhm, sure...well, all the menfolk gone up out of here anyway and it's just as well cause both of them fellas got me awfully sore downstairs. I'm gonna need me a wheelchair when I check outta here. It's been hella crazy round here what with all the drama and fucking; guess I just got lost in muh self." Her southern accent seemed to get thicker when she was distressed.
"Esther."
"I should've stopped that Andre boy from hitting my backdoor; feels like a baseball bat was shoved back there. Jaquan sure got himself a race car engine under that there hood of his; fuck I think he was trying to plant a baby in my bucket. Damn uh, I feel so ashamed of it all when you look at it in the rear view mirror. I don't know what to say. Them sex tapes Grady sent got me all up in my feelings. Guess I wanted to prove I still got it or something, huh?"
"ESTHER!"
"Yeah?"
"I need you to keep it together and uhm, remember that thing I told Jaquan about being a Head Master?"
"That Transformer kiddie stuff?"
"Yeah, I want you to do the same thing and keep it a buck. I think I'm going to need you to make a phone call sometime later today; can you do that for me, auntie?" My laptop pinged with a bell sound.
"I can do whatever you want."
"Good, and by the way uh, someone has made a purchase of your sex tape and left a generous donation in your online tip jar."
"Don't tell me." She sounded bummed out.
"Your guy in Dubai is a true fan."
"Aw shit." I ended the call bringing up the social media account I'd been watching while talking with Esther. There was a garish flyer for a house party posted there as I texted a serendipitous expert.
[HELP!]-It was a very simple text sent in a time of personal crisis to the only person who could help me out.
*****
[HOUR EARLIER]
His long finger pushed the doorbell for an extended period of time. The sound was audible from the other side of the door for what seemed like an eternity, until the heavy door was snatched open.
"WHAT IN THE ABSOLUTE FUCK, IS WRONG WITH YOU?!!" The force used to yank the door open was so powerful, it hit a cabinet in the short alcove knocking over some odds and ends.
"Sorry, is Baby-Et here, miss?"
"WHO?!!"
"Baby-Et."
Andre found himself looking at one of the meanest looking women he'd ever seen in his life. Her narrow face was dark but personized with a lattice of blackheads across the bridge of her nose and cheeks. She had some big darkened lips that matched up with Esther aka Mz. Giggles across town in an airport hotel with his rival Jaquan. He scoffed at the thought of them hooking up after Jaquan intruded on his personal happiness. Fate intervened in a clandestine communication over text beckoning him to this current location in a tight inner city cul-de-sac.
"BABBSEE-E-ETT!" Andre tried to phonetically sound out the name given to him in the chat on his Switch. He hadn't thought to write out the name and didn't know what to make of this angry older woman glaring at him through her screen door, but thought her head was football shaped topped with a shock of greasy curls that looked like an afterthought. Her eyes were almost glowing with rage.
"Are you soft in the fucking head, negro?!! Playing ding-dong-ditch will get that ass tapped with a motherfucking thirty eight; do you want some lead in that ass?!!"
"No, but Baby-Et said to come here." Andre insisted sounding slightly agitated.
"I DON'T KNOW NO FUCKING BABY-ASS, FOOL!!" She shouted back loud enough to make her voice echo in the immediate outside yard exasperating Andre who threw up his hands.
"OKAY LADY! Sorry, I guess Babbette was just messing with me like everybody else."
The glowering countenance of the middle aged black woman was off putting in an oppressive fashion as Andre wondered why it felt like he'd engaged in a verbal fistfight with this woman. He trudged down the short walkway from the front door walking towards the black steel gate. He pulled the console from his jacket pocket intent on playing a game or two.



"HEY WAIT!" Andre was surprised when the woman called after him, looking back finding her head sticking out from behind the screen door. If it was possible, she looked even meaner with nothing obscuring her face.
"Yeah?"
"Did you say Babbette?"
"Yeah, I guess." Andre scratched his temple with his free hand befuddled at the softer look on this woman's angry face.
"Did you say Babbette, or not; look I need to be clear about this shit, bruh. So, are you looking for this motherfucking Baby-Et person, or Babbette?"
"It could be Babbette, I think." His mind twisted in a knot trying to make sense of what she was talking about. The woman inched out further with a shoulder appearing at an angle. The rest of her was hidden by the heavy oak front door. Andre watched her brow furrow deeply while a wry half smile appeared on her face.
"WHAT SHE LOOK LIKE?!"
"I don't know." Andre shrugged.
"HOW YOU GONNA COME TO SOMEBODY HOUSE AND DON'T KNOW WHAT THE FUCK THEY LOOK LIKE, FOOL!!" More of her appeared from behind the screen door revealing an Adidas muscle tank top and some black form fitting leggings from the same brand.
"I DON'T KNOW! She uhm, said we met at the park a day ago when I was playing my game. Baby-Et sent an uber to bring me over here and it was just a joke, I guess. She said we could play some games together, so that's why I got in the car. This is where it stopped and the driver told me this house was the address, so I rang the doorbell, sorry."
The mature woman stared back processing everything said.
"Hey doofus, did you say something about a park, huh?"
"No, that's what Baby-Et said when she started talking to me through this Nintendo Switch." He held up the handheld console gesturing to her with it.
"So, you weren't at no fucking park, then?"
"LADY I WAS AT THE PARK BUT I... Oh yeah, I was there the other day. I thought I was there to fuck a girl, but they were just doing exercises. I stayed in the backseat playing my game, and I guess it was that one who came up to my window."
"WERE YOU AT THE PARK, OR NOT?!!" She shouted aggressively.
"Yeah."
"Did you or did you not, meet a girl over at that fucking park; what's your damn name by the way, boy?!"
"Andre."
"Did you meet a girl at that park or not, Andre nigga?" It felt like he was twisting in the wind under her piercing gaze. She looked to be in her late forties, early fifties and something seemed familiar about her to Andre although he couldn't put his finger on it internally.
"Yeah."
"WELL, WHAT DID SHE LOOK LIKE, SPIT IT OUT!" She seemed to be having a hard time reigning her anger as he looked about, shoulders slumped wondering If he should just leave. Honestly, Andre had no idea where he was after getting out of the uber nearly on the tip of the exasperated driver's foot. He'd continued playing his Nintendo Switch not minding his surroundings as he was ferried to the location.
"Uhm, she was real pretty kinda light skinned but not too much; middle light skinned with uh, some black people things on her face...black heads, I think. Her hair was uh, like blonde locs and she talked real funny, too. I couldn't hardly understand what she was saying, miss. Uhm, what's your name?"
"You don't need to be worrying about that shit right now, nigga; tell me boy, was she ROCKING one of THESE, HUH?!" The angry mature stepped out onto her stoop turning profile, then all the way around fully with her back facing Andre.
Andre found himself looking at her distinctly acute pear shaped figure, more importantly a big singularly pear shaped monstrosity of a badonkadunk utterly meaty and packed to a fault. The undercuff was so pronounced, it overlapped the top of her thighs accentuated by the skintight Adidas leggings. Humorously enough, this middle aged woman was sporting some cheap looking flip flops on her feet. She glanced over her shoulder, finding a semi-blank expression on Andre's face. Then her gaze dropped, finding a surprise of her own. She turned around slowly, mouth agape.
Andre's thirteen plus inches was tenting his pants in the extreme.
"Son of the bitch." The woman exclaimed folding her arms over her relatively small bust with one hand groping her opposite shoulder. She stepped off the porch, arms still folded walking over to the middle of the walk stopping short with an accusatory finger pointed at his oversized bulge.
"What is that?"
"My dick." Andre answered plainly.
"Excuse me?"
"That my dick; it's thirteen point five inches long." Andre explained without a hint of self-awareness or apprehension despite being in an unfamiliar environment.
"Oh, so it's just thirteen point five inches long; is that right Andre nigga?" He didn't pick up on the harsh tone dripping with sarcasm, but noticed her eyes were intently focused on his bulge.
"Yeah."
"Where'd you get the fucking point five inches, huh fool?"
"That's what the lady told me who measured it. She tried with a ruler, then went out and came back with a tape measure, and that's what she said. So, its thirteen point five inches; uh, what's your name, miss?"
"Martha, but that's not important, nigga; tell me, did you come over here to play with my daughter, Babbette?" She inched closer tightening her folded arms across her chest looking him up and down from head to toe.
"Uhm, I guess so." Andre fidgeted, feeling uncomfortable despite towering over Martha.
"I think you should come with me, boy." She handled his bicep speaking with an authoritative tone that disarmed him, despite everything else in his psyche telling the man child to run for his life.
"Sure, okay."
"So, you gonna play with my daughter Babbette, huh boy?" She asked, walking him back to the stone stoop opening the screen door still in custody of his bicep.
"Well, yeah Martha." He admitted finding that she slightly shoved him inside her home while looking back as if she were doing something shady.
"Get your ass in there, doofus!" Andre received an unceremonious shove in his lower back.
Just inside the door was this small little alcove with an ornate utilitarian lighting fixture that just nudged the top of his head. On the other side of the door was a cabinet topped with many cardboard boxes, some duck taped shut with rips and tears in the sides. A veritable mountain of clothing topped these boxes as Martha pushed in close behind him shoving the door shut with the back of her foot. Andre was facing this ten-speed bicycle lined up opposite the front door which had a front wheel missing.
"Keep moving." Martha grunted reaching down, grabbing the opposite side of his waist directing Andre out of the alcove into this narrow space bordered by a wall with this arched window built into it facing what was a very cluttered looking living room. The bottom of this window was bordered with a plethora of potted plants and various knickknacks. This wall made the adjacent corridor narrower.
"Move your ass, hurry up nigga!" Martha was behind Andre with a flattened palm in his back inching him further down this narrowed corridor.
There were faux African pieces and slight shelving holding tiny little collectibles mounted on the walls. The smell of weed was omnipresent intermingled with incense as Andre glanced through the open window in the wall getting another look at the living room. A large almost wall sized flat screen television faced this window playing a movie. It was some Tyler Perry film with his Madea character on screen brandishing two guns in a room full of shocked onlookers. Andre's gaze drifted lower, finding another in the home. There was a loveseat along the inside of this inner window with somebody else occupying it having a smoke. The pervasive odor of weed was explained as this person took a drag.
"BOY YOU HEAR ME TALKING, GET YOUR ASS IN THERE!!" Martha shouted out of nowhere making him flinch as if he'd been struck with a baton. Andre was shoved more roughly this time clearing this door at the right side of the corridor's end. There were three doors in all, one center with two at either side. Andre almost faceplanted barely catching himself holding his Switch in both hands which was suddenly swiped with authority by Martha.
"Hey!!" Andre shouted ruefully as she glanced down at the toy in her hands, then his face with a brow furrowed so much he thought she resembled a humanoid female version of Godzilla.
"If you say one word out of turn, I'm gonna smash your shit, you retarded acting motherfucker!" It honestly looked as if she could break the small rectangular console in two with her bare hands alone, making Andre panic.
"PLEASE DON'T DO THAT MISS, I JUST GOT THAT THIS WEEKEND!" Martha did a doubletake at the level of legitimate panic on display looking at the object in her hand for a second before addressing him.
"Turn your ass around and take a good look!" She growled noticing his hands were still up as if she were pointing a weapon at him.
"Okay I will, please don't break my Switch."
"TURN YOUR ASS AROUND!!" Martha shouted in his face like a Drill Sergeant making him turn his back already trembling a bit.
He found a dresser desk combo and chair white, trimmed in pink with a matching lamp and some books along with an open binder atop it. Andre looked up finding a framed picture staring him in the face level with his eyes due to his height. The thick wooden frame looked like something made in a shop class painted white with the interred picture deep set and covered with a thin sheet of glass. The artist had taken things one step further lining the frame with these multi-colored plastic daisies and sunflowers.
Andre looked at the picture finding a years younger Martha with her adult daughter, Babbette. The girl was sitting wearing this deep long sleeved yellow shirt with a plunging V-neck that put her considerable bust on display while her mother wore a navy blue, more modest version at her rear. It was your standard issue family portrait taken at a local Sears department store before it went out of business. Even the setup was old school with Babbette sitting on a low table covered with a plush blanket reserved for babies and toddlers while Martha stood behind with an evil looking manufactured smile.
"OW!! HEY THAT HURT!!" Andre got an open handed smack to the back of his neck making him favor it.
"Is that "Baby-Et, or not fool?!!" The irritated mature had to catch herself from dinging him in the head with his Nintendo Switch as he looked again afraid to answer.
"Uh..."
"ANSWER ME NIGGA!!" Martha shouted, blinking profusely.
"YES!!" He shouted back confirming her suspicions flinching this time expecting some sort of assault which didn't come as he slowly lowered hands big enough to palm her head like a basketball. Martha stood there glowering so much that her chest was heaving. Instead, the thuggish sounding mother cocked her head to one side staring a hole in Andre's face.
"Hey man, you got them thirteen motherfucking inches, right?"
"Thirteen point five inches."
"THIRTEEN-POINT-FIVE-FUCKING INCHES ALRIGHT?!!...did you put them motherfucking thirteen point five motherfucking inches inside of my daughter, Babbette?" Andre felt a bunch of goosebumps prick up all over his body under her intense glare.
He looked about the bedroom which was a white nightmare trimmed in pink with every piece of furniture matching that aesthetic. At his immediate right was a daybed lined up against the wall with a heavy barred window that ruled out jumping through it if shit went sideways. It was likewise covered with some white sheer overly diaphanous curtains. Three posters were plastered on the wall at the side of the daybed featuring Bob Marley in the middle paired up with Jimmy Cliff and Gregory Isaacs on either side. Babbette's bed was nice and tidy with two odd looking black Rastafarian themed cabbage patch dolls nestled against the single pillow. Andre's gaze traveled back to Martha's steaming features.
"Have you fucked my daughter?"
"No."
"Are you telling me the truth?"
"Yeah." Martha's face scrunched up as she stared at the unassuming look on his face, then she cocked her head to the other side.
"Uh, do you know what "fucking" is, bruh?" She made a gesture with her hand tucking his Switch under her armpit to use her pointer finger rhythmically poking it into her fist simulating intercourse. Andre looked down at the gesture then crossed his arms legitimately annoyed with this thuggish woman.
"YES, I DO THAT ALL THE TIME, GEEZ LADY!!" Andre facepalmed looking as if he would swoon from the annoyance alone.
"Check your tone bruh; you can't blame a bitch for checking them marbles in your motherfucking noggin when you pop up at a bitch house looking like a whole snack with a goddamn Nintendo Switch talking about playing with my baby girl Babbette! Do you know how many niggas I gottta bounce up off my stoop every other day ringing my damn doorbell, huh fool?!! How's I supposed to know you retarded?!"
"I'm not retarded, miss!"
"YOU BETTER BE RETARDED OR AHM GONNA FUCK YOU UP!!"
Martha shouted back raising the toy like she would pummel him with it. They stared at one another, which prompted her to look down at the game in her hands. She looked at the side specifically at the headphone jack. Andre was anxious thinking she would break it but said nothing.
"Hey stupid, my Babbette talked to you through this fucking thing, right?" Martha noticed the cheap dollar store earbuds barely hidden by his shirt.
"Sure, I mean okay miss; she talked to me a little then wanted me to come here so we could play some games...UH, VIDEO GAMES! Yeah, just video games and nothing else, I guess."
"You guess?"
"Just videos games and no fucking, yes miss." Andre answered nodding his head profusely as she looked a little less angry glancing down at the console in her hands again.
"Give me them earbuds off your neck, boy."
"YOU GONNA TAKE MY EARBUDS TOO?!!" He panicked as Martha took liberties snatching the buds plugging them into the toy.
"I'm just borrowing them, Andre; I wanna catch that girl fucking around on this thing. Just relax for a damn minute while I take care of this shit." Martha plunked down sitting on the edge of her daughter's daybed checking one of the buds before plugging one into an ear. Andre was curious.
"What're you gonna do, miss?"
"Get her back over here so I can put that ironing cord on her tail!"
"You're gonna whup her?" Martha did a doubletake at the question suddenly grimacing at the child-like question coming from this handsome guy who looked like an NBA player.
"Shut up."
"Okay." She was fumbling with the toy as he stood over her when the bedroom doorknob turned, drawing their immediate attention. Before either of them could react, the door swung open.
Andre's heart leapt into his throat.
If it was even possible, he found himself staring at an even meaner looking woman than Martha. Her narrow coal darkened complexion was framed with stringy, wet looking barely shoulder length Geri curls. Andre found it hard to look away from the angry narrowed hazel eyes of this woman, noting the hook nose and thin blackened lips. For some reason, Andre thought he was looking at a witch as her lips parted revealing these gleaming white teeth. Her skin tone was smooth black marble. A pair of wireframe glasses sat on her peaked nose.
"What the fuck is he doing here?" Despite his fear at her appearance out of the blue, Andre's gaze drifted lower, finding a body that made him gasp. Her voice was serpentine and snarly reminiscent of the late Eartha Kitt.
Despite knowing he was looking at a woman probably in her early fifties, this mature sister was a cut specimen standing there in a white crop top hoodie that put her defined bikini belly on display. A defined line led to her navel with muted definition hinting at her intense workout routine. The real story here was her very wide hips and shapely legs underneath. These were curvy that drew comparisons to a certain "Infamous Baby Mamma #2" but outclassed her in every category below the waist. A pair of white high waisted yoga short shorts were drawn skin tight riding high on her awesome hips. Because she had been seated in the living room, those shorts had ridden up looking like panties. Andre popped wood so hard, it almost felt as if he would cum in his pants in front of this evil looking witch of a woman. His chin dipped low finding some white ankle socks and a pair of gleaming white Christian Dior sneakers on her feet. His manhood was throbbing while his head was buzzed, conflicted with her appearance.
"Chill, I'm..."
"What're you doing with Andre 13.5, bitch." Martha was momentarily focused on the console but perked up at the insult.
"Excuse me, check your tone... hey, you know this motherfucker?" She raised an angry brow of her own, glaring.
"Are you trying to mess my shit up? Tell me you aren't up in my goddamn business Martha; popping up with this nigga out of the blue; tell me, make me believe it." Andre didn't know what to make of the situation as Martha slowly stood up tossing the toy onto the daybed, now focused on this new woman who didn't look bothered in the least.
"Well, that depends on who I'm talking to; do you know who you are? Am I talking to the high and mighty Sista Jacobs or am I talking to that scheming ass...!"
"PICK ONE!"
Martha was taller than this new woman, but seemed as if she would be the underdog if some sort of scuffle occurred. From Andre's point of view, the shorter woman was hidden from sight. He considered snapping up his Switch and trying to break out of the home, but Martha spoke up.
"Alright, if you wanna throw hands with me and fuck all the shit up in this house, we can do that; but no matter how it turns out, you gonna replace everything. Furthermore, you ain't got no fucking business reprimanding me in my fucking crib when I'm on some motherfucking investigative shit, Georgia!"
A few seconds of pregnant silence followed.
"You done said my name, Martha."
"SO WHAT?!" Proving his thoughts about Georgia's alpha female status, the older woman swiped Martha aside with a wave of her arm staring at Andre's face, visibly seething. Andre's heart beat was damn near audible, thumping wildly.
"Do you know me?" Georgia asked plainly.
"NO MA'AM, GEORGIA!!" Andre blurted out shouting as if a drill sergeant were talking to him.
"I DIDN'T GIVE YOU PERMISSION TO SAY MY NAME, MOTHER FUCKA!!" She shouted, gritting her teeth, looking as if she were about to jump him, while Martha had this knowing smile.
"SORRY I HEARD MARTHA SAY YOUR NAME AND I UHM...!!"
"SHUT THE FUCK UP OR I'M GONNA DO SOMETHING MESSED UP IN THIS FUCKING ROOM!!" Georgia screamed in his face even louder. Internally Andre knew he almost swung a roundhouse right at the ferocious sound of her voice but managed to hold back trying to control some random trembling on his part. Martha looked amused, but still nascently dangerous as he wondered if he were being kidnapped.
"Uh, sorry."
"Yeah, I know boy so I'm gonna ask you one more time. Do you know me, nigga?" Her arms were folded across her chest, but she used a pointer finger to poke the middle of Andre's sternum. Every time she made the slightest move, he noticed everything including Georgia's sharp pearl white nails that made them look like claws on her thin digits.
"No ma'am." Andre answered solemnly.
"But I know you, nigga; know all about you and what you do online with all those trifling, low style bitches. I guess you think you're some kind of fuck boy, don't you, nigga? Yeah, I know you. I know about that snake you got in your boxers. I know you're retarded when it comes to everything outside of using that pipe. How'd you get out of your play pen, goofy?"
"I'm not retarded, miss."
"Sure you're not, Andre; they leave the door open, and you snuck out?" Her words were slicing through him like a hot knife through butter as Martha chimed in on the conversation.



"YOU REALLY DO KNOW THIS GUY, DON'T YOU?!"
"Yeah, I know him; we have something in common, and it pisses me off. Do you know what that is, Andre 13.5, huh boy?"
"I don't know nothing; don't know what you talking about, miss. I think I should go home, now." his heart was thumping so hard it was starting to hurt as Georgia nodded in time with his rebuttal running that pointed finger along his sternum with an evil glint in her eye.
"You remind me, Andre."
"Huh?"
"I said you remind me; now ask me what you remind me, boy?"
"What?"
"You remind me not to get sloppy and stay on my purpose. This will go over your fucking head; but if you wanna do something right, you gotta do it yourself, Andre." Georgia had a gleaming toothy grin that drew comparisons to a hungry wolf.
"WHAT'RE YOU TALKING ABOUT?!" Martha cut in again, flanking Andre's side staring at her associates evil looking face.
"I messed up when I let you and Babbette tag along on my morning runs; well, I wasn't exactly being honest with you and my niece."
"What?"
"I guess I got sloppy again when I let you bitches shadow me; I missed Babbette and you ain't letting her out of your sight, so I let us all go jogging when I should've flew solo. Now you and her in my oatmeal."
"I thought we was just running; and I caught Babbette trying to sneak a fool in this house even though I told her that motherfucking shit is off the table until she drops a master's degree in my lap. Ain't nobody trying to be grandma round this joint, and she ain't give me no babies with Pookie, over here! I'm gonna tap that ass with my fucking ironing cord before I get her straight back on that plane to school! Damn, why this drama always gotta happen to me? You know I do my best to raise that girl right without her fucking daddy! I can just hear him now rubbing it in if she come up pregnant!"
"Please, didn't nobody tell you to fuck a yardie on that girl's trip; definitely not raw, bitch. Then you up and got him deported when he cheated on your ass, Martha. It's a miracle he took the kid, but you straight grimy for threatening to give your baby up for adoption if he didn't wanna raise her."
"I know you ain't talking Georgia; especially since you hiding out in my place from..."
"SHUT YOUR ASS UP!!" Martha was shouted down.
"We got company and you know how we do it in this family; so, don't put me on blast, because you don't wanna be responsible for the fallout. If you wanna whup your grown daughter for what comes naturally, that's your business but don't think I'm gonna chime in with that dysfunctional shit. Maybe you should let her get some."
"Like you said, that's my business." Martha replied sternly shooting a glance at Andre.
"Fairs, fair cousin; so, what about him?" Georgia raised a thumb pointed at Andre standing between both women.
"Aw shit, I was just gonna use his video game thing to trick Babbette into coming home so that I could whup her; but you got this tall nigga ready to cry. Hell, you probably made this fool piss his pants."
He was going to interject, but Georgia raised a finger in front of his lips, side eyeing him nodding her head in the negative giving her cousin, pause.
"What?" Martha replied, puzzled.
"Remember Jessie LaSalle?" Georgia cracked a wry smile earning a doubletake from Martha.
"Why're you bringing that shit up; we were teenagers!"
"But you remember, right?"
"You almost got kicked out by mom for that shit."
"Yeah, that's right Martha; but did I snitch you out about that shit, huh?"
"Both of us got our asses whipped so I don't know what the fuck you're talking about with that noise!" Georgia was shaking her head in the negative making Martha shrug before she tucked her chin looking at the bedroom floor for a minute.
"What?"
"Come on; remember that shit? You got it in too, Martha; I used to laugh my fucking ass off every time he ran away from us after that afternoon. We had that motherfucker paying taxes and carrying our book bags like a proper valet."
"Yeah, that was fun." Martha started grinning with a matching smile that made Andre uncomfortable as Babbette's mother followed the trajectory of Georgia's eye line to his face.
"Remember what happened when Jessie grabbed all of this back here in front of the school; remember what we did to that fool?"
"Aw shit, you did him in with them rough ass knuckles, but I clobbered his dumb ass up against that fence and nobody jumped in, either. He got jumped after school by a bunch of thuggos who thought they were gonna get in our pants, but mamma wasn't having that shit. That fool should have got a FEMA check for that ass whipping we gave him in the morning and in the fucking afternoon."
"Yeah, we were wrong for that, and you know what?"
"What?"
"If I could go back in time, I would still do the same motherfucking thing, only worse. It felt good beating the shit out of him and tearing and ripping his clothes so that his folks could see him like that when he got home."
"Then why'd you fuck him?"
"Because I wanted to mess up his head; I was planning on beating him up the next day, but somebody popped up at the spot that day."
"I lived there; I ain't gotta make no excuses for coming home from school!"
"Admit it, you knew what I was doing, didn't you?"
"I saw you two walking into the alley from the second floor window; I didn't uh, want you to get in no trouble with mom because she was talking about tossing you in foster care."
"Bullshit."
"Okay, I was gonna peek in the window but then I decided to fuck with you and wait until you niggas were really into it. I wanted to scare the shit out of you and Jessie, but we both know what happened after I kicked the door open, huh?"
The cousins shared a hearty laugh, but Georgia slowly craned her head in Andre's direction. It took Martha a moment to follow her actions, suddenly flashing a bit of emotion.
"YOU'RE NOT SERIOUS?!!"
Andre raised his hand like a student in class drawing their joint attention.
"Can I go home?"
"You got taxes, because it costs to come up in here packing a rod like that without permission." Georgia didn't miss a beat somehow still sounding malevolent.
"Taxes?"
"Yeah, money." She raised an open palm demanding payment shooting a look at Martha, who hid a grin behind her fist.
"Uhm, I got like, five dollars."
"That ain't enough fool; tell you what...I'M GONNA TAKE THIS FUCKING SWITCH!" She snatched the toy off the day bed eliciting a shriek from Andre that made both mature women laugh harder. He knew seasoned bullies when he saw them as Georgia's face resumed its nasty looking scowl.
"Hey, you looking at my cousin kind of janky, Andre." Martha's face dropped back into this grim stoicism.
"No I'm not."
"Oh I think you are youngster." Martha gestured towards him; arms folded.
"Can I just go home now?"
"I thought you came over here to play some games with my daughter; ain't that what you told me when you turned up ringing my doorbell like you lived here, boy?"
"But your uhm, daughter told me to come here, and she got an uber to take me here. That's what she said through my Switch; I don't know why she's not here, but maybe you can ask her about it. "
"Why you getting smart?"
"I'm not getting smart, Miss Martha."
"Miss Martha?" Georgia chortled evilly getting a glare from her cousin, before she continued grilling Andre.
"Oh, so you admit you're dumb, right?"
"Yeah, I mean no; I guess."
"YOU DON'T KNOW?!!" Martha shouted.
"...uh, whatever you say."
"Oh, whatever I say, right? IS THAT WHAT YOU'RE TELLING ME, HUH ANDRE?!! Are you being a dick? ARE YOU PLAYING WITH ME?! When are you gonna start giving me some real motherfucking answers, bruh?! YOU UNDERSTAND WHAT I'M SAYING, HUH BRUH?! How do I know you telling the truth? How do I know you ain't stuffing my daughter already, huh negro?!! Piping her down and shit? HUH?!! WHAT?!! Why you just standing there with your hands in yo' pockets? Are you playing pool? HUH?!!"
"I DON'T KNOW!!" Andre blurted out at his wits end just wanting to bolt from the house, but Georgia took custody of his hand putting herself between him and Babbette's mother.
"Stop playing; you're gonna make him cry or do some stupid shit. Hey Andre, we ain't doing nothing but messing around with you, okay. We were...pulling your chain, right?"
"Pulling more than his chain." Martha commented snidely.
"My cousin Martha's kind of overprotective of her only child; you understand that right?" Even though this woman was the voice of reason, there was a threatening undertone to her silky serpentine voice.
"Yeah, we was just uh, messing with you; so, you ain't mad, right?" Martha was grinning with the same aggressive expression plastered across her face as her cousin cut in again.
"He ain't mad that two old ladies playing with him. This man is uh, SMARTER than he looks; I can tell. Yeah, he's alright and Andre....I BELIEVE YOU! Yeah, I believe everything you told Martha, so you BELIEVE ME when I tell you ain't no hard feelings between us. She just wanted to make sure you were looking for the right girl, that's all. That's the only reason Martha let you into her house...trust me."
"Uh sure, okay miss." He wanted to ask if he could leave but thought better of it.
"So, we're cool, right?" Georgia still had custody of his hand casually tightening her grip on his big mitt, eventually wrapping all five around his pointer finger until it felt like she could rip it off if she wanted.
There was no doubt her eyes were roaming all over the front of Andre's body from his face to the pronounced bulge in his pants. Throughout the entire verbal drubbing, he'd remained rock hard, granite. His head was throbbing from the incessant rabid back and forth while his package throbbed. It felt noticeably more humid in the small bedroom towards the back of the house as his gaze traveled from Martha's face to Georgia and back again catching them exchanging glances for a second. Neither of the women knew it was a distinctly familiar feeling for Andre.
He recognized the atmosphere from his past.
Shawnee, his former girlfriend, insisted both of them visit a new friend of hers. He didn't know what to make of Renee Kelly, but wisely only glanced at her while the women talked outside on the street. He was left there for a moment in unfamiliar surroundings dependent on his girlfriend to drive him back home, or at least to her apartment. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary when Renee returned alone twenty minutes later with a camera in hand. He was still relatively at ease when she asked him if to go with her down to the corner store for some snacks.
She seemed nice enough making small talk and playfully grabbing his biceps, giving them a squeeze, asking if he worked out. He tried to make polite conversation while continually looking away from her face forcing himself to think of Shawnee, but this seemed to intrigue Renee. The camera was a secondary intrusive element to their introductory conversation as it became obvious, she was filming him, hanging back at times filming his body. Renee chided him about his shyness, getting too close for comfort at times, laughing when he admitted that her symmetrical beauty made him nervous. Eventually she admitted that she was shooting something for social media... a kind of documentary.
That was a lie.
"Yeah, we're cool." Andre answered almost under his breath looking first at Martha, then down at Georgia's face.
Both mature women exchanged glances with Martha averting her eyes for a moment before Georgia spoke again.
"Hey, I've watched your work; do you know what I'm talking about?"
"Yeah, I do that a lot." Martha did a doubletake raising a brow tightening her folded arms around her chest as Georgia continued.
"I know; as a matter of fact, I did some stuff too. That's why I asked you that question, but it should've been obvious you didn't." The look on this mature woman's evil face was arresting, but she chortled musing silently at some humorous aside neither he nor Martha understood.
"You do the same thing; work uh, make movies for the internet?" Her hand was running along his back lightly tracing his defined musculature.
"Only once so far; but it was my second time trying."
"Trying?"
"Yeah Andre; I'm a lot older than you and a long time ago this guy wanted me to do what you do on the uh, internet. Yeah, he said we could make a whole lot of money and we were kinda poor with bills piling up. I was wet behind the fucking ears, so I didn't understand that I could say, no. My man got this stupid ass video camera, they were a lot bigger back in the 80's, Andre. We made this uh, sex tape and he was supposed to get it copied and sell it to the video stores for mad money. Only problem was... my man was a fucking idiot. He had no idea how to produce and market a badly shot sex tape."
"Really?"
"That dumb nigga thought he could take it to a regular video store and cut a deal. Can you imagine that level of stupidity? Don't answer that for obvious reasons; I've seen most, if not all of your work, Andre. When I found out later that day after he lied saying the video store people were trying to cheat him out of a good deal, things got interesting."
"Uhm, what happened Miss Georgia?"
"...relationship stuff, a lot of fucking; you understand?"
"Yeah."
"Of course, you do boy; as a matter of fact, my favorite thing you've ever done was the store video. I think it was your first time doing it on camera, too."
"Nah, I did it before with my girlfriend to help out with her shoot, and I did some stuff at the mall where I work. That was scary, but we didn't get caught by the police...URK!" Her thin hand shot up cupping the underside of his jaw, fingers pursing Andre's lips shut, killing his story as she glared.
"I'm talking, no you Andre. Well, it's not really important seeing as how we have that little tidbit in common and more. Let's just say I needed some money, so I did a little online work of my own a while ago. It was pennies on the dollar for me, but the director got so much more for a few hours of my precious time. I thought nothing would come of it because it was a dinky little site, but I was wrong, nigga."
"Ma'am?"
Martha inched towards the bedroom door putting a hand on the knob, never taking her eyes off his face.
"Hey boy, I think you wanna go home but I'm gonna need something in return and I don't want no fucking Nintendo Switch. You see, I don't know if we can really trust you, Andre. CAN WE TRUST YOU?!"
Andre tried to figure out how to answer the question knowing things weren't as simple as they sounded. Both women were waiting for an answer, but Martha inched into the back of the door lightly pushing it still staring at his face. He wasn't fooled looking at Georgia's countenance which told him she was fully aware of that fact, as well.
"You can trust me."
"Are you telling the truth, Andre?"
"You'd better be because you don't want to wake up the other one, bruh." Martha's words struck him odd but was cut off when she got a quick snarling glare from her cousin.
"Huh?"
"Forget that; in fact, I think you should take the oath, Andre." Georgia handled both of his hands at the forefingers turning him away from the door and Martha. He heard the door close all the way with a muted click. He was about to look over his shoulder, but Georgia used a pointer finger to keep his gaze on her face.
"Oath?"
"Yeah, so I'm gonna need you to put your hand over your heart like the pledge of allegiance, close your eyes and repeat after me." His pulse quickened, knowing something was about to happen but found that he was unable to just power out of the room.
"Why I gotta close my eyes?"
"DO IT!" Georgia snarled like a caged animal almost making him hiccup out of fright. He could hear some movement at his rear but didn't want to take his eyes off of the bristling woman in front of him.
Andre pressed his hand in the center of his chest, closing his eyes tightly.
"Now repeat after me..."
Andre's pants and boxers were roughly yanked down from behind all the way to his calves with a quickness that was startling. His endowment was exposed with extreme prejudice springing free with a bounce and rubbery jiggle of his oversized balls. The action was so quick, it left a stinging sensation.
"Hey!" Andre quickly turned around getting a surprise.
Martha's leggings were missing leaving him looking at her shaved muff initially as she put her hands on her hips laughing at the stupefied look on his face. She was still wearing the Adidas top keeping her small breasts hidden. His reaction was clear as his thirteen plus inches throbbed pulsing internally. The legs on this older woman reminded him at once of a nuclear version of one Rashida Sikes aka Thunda. Martha knew what she was working with but did a double take at his manhood.
Everything went black out of nowhere, but only for an instant as he reached up snatching off the white crop top hoodie that had been thrown over his head. He whipped about finding a new surprise on the daybed.
His vision was filled with Georgia's giant heart shaped derriere made up of two perfect teardrop ovals sloping majestically from her impossibly cinched waist completely blackened to a degree that he could swear he saw his reflection in her left ass cheek. This mature woman's legs matched her cousins, but were softer, natural as Andre reacted with an involuntary hiccup almost choking on a mouthful of rising saliva, drooling. His inner thighs seized up painfully as his cock thickened over the limit.
"SHIT MISS GEORGIA!! AW FUCK!! AW SHIT MA'AM!!" Andre went screaming over the precipice.
A thick pulsing rope of cum exploded out of his cock without warning hitting that huge, juicy looking butt followed by several more coming one after the other in rapid fire bursts. The feeling was toe curling, scintillating without any movement on his part. In fact, it felt like each successive burst was fighting with the former in a mad dash to be plastered across over fifty inches of premium dark chocolate. Georgia was kneeling on the edge of her niece Babbette's daybed in an upright fetal posture.
She was lightly twerking, but Andre couldn't see anything with eyes filled with her deep dark cake.
"OH, MY GAWD BOY; YOU LIKED THAT DIDN'T YOU?!!" Martha exclaimed in faux shock.
His vision was slightly blurred hands shaking with the right about to handle himself only to find Martha's already there long stroking him from stem to stern almost rhythmically. Martha's head appeared under his right armpit drifting down level with his hip as she gave him an extremely rough and calloused reach around handjob. Her head rose along his side as she molded into the side of his body jacking hard with this criminally salacious look on her face. Her opposite hand pressed into his left pec rolling and flicking his nipple while she lapped at the remaining nub. Georgia slowly rose on all fours, palms flat legs spread wide apart as she looked back at the enraptured expression on Andre's face. The mature was loudly twerking.
"Oh, we're just getting started with you, nigga; insert it, Martha."
"You gonna make this nigga bow?"
"STICK IT IN, BITCH!" Georgia snarled and snapped almost looking as if she would take a bite out of her cousin.
"Hope that's still you in there, girl." Martha ignored her cousin's behavior using her body to inch Andre closer as Georgia popped a deep arch in her lower back making her already huge butt look even bigger naturally spreading apart with a healthy jiggle. Andre slipped his t-shirt off tossing it aside as thoughts of his earlier tryst with Esther faded. He'd been with several beautiful women over the past few months but couldn't recall any of them being bad enough to make him cum without lifting a finger.



"You're about to find out."
Martha handled Andre's manhood pressing the big knob-like head against her slit which was nondescript partially due to her coal darkened skin tone. She seemed to get a charge out of watching, doing her part as Georgia's labia parted revealing a visibly sticky hot pink interior that sent shivers along his shaft as if fattened in Martha's fist. Georgia arched backwards taking the upper half of his prick followed by the rest, agonizingly slow. It felt as if Martha was feeding his cock into her tight narrow cunt which started to tighten up almost sucking on his girth. She carefully withdrew her right hand.
"Oh, you're about to do it Andre boy." Martha informed standing behind him with both hands directing him by the shoulders.
"Do what?"
"Bow to the queen." She replied rather plainly.
"Huh?"
"BOW NIGGA!!" Martha shouted jovially grinning ear to ear.
Georgia popped the deepest arch she could manifest with a whiplash effect taking Andre with her. This sudden motion caught him off guard making him almost faceplant into her back. His face touched her greasy looking hair coming away with some residue as he grabbed handfuls of her dark chocolate, righting himself. The intense heated pressure on his cock was incredible while Georgia's cunt was retracted tightly around his girth. It almost felt as if there was a hand inside her womanhood handling him.
"BOW!!" He was taken over again with the quickness forced to flatten his palms on the mattress at either side of this mature woman with the body of a Nubian goddess. Andre peered up finding Georgia's face in profile.
"Show me something, boy." She hissed, internally squeezing the stuffing out of his tumescence.
Andre's fingers dug into the defiant semi-pliant flesh as he slowly stood upright towering over this fiftysomething. His thirteen point five inches filled Georgia to the brim with just a bit outside cradled by the deep undercuff of her glutes which matched her cousin's but more sculpted while Martha's was a mixture of hard time in the gym along with a family trait amongst its women. He knew what would happen but realized he couldn't stop it; but now was determined to give a little back.
"Aw, that nigga ain't got nothing for us; I should've went first cause you cleaned this wimp up!" Martha chortled in condescending fashion planting her foot between his legs drawing his pants and underwear to the floor until he stepped out of them a foot at a time. Andre was left nude from the waist down.
The first savage thrust smashed into the back of her tunnel hard enough to send a seismic painful jolt to the base of his member. This was followed up with repeated thrusts with all his weight behind it stuffing her more than full. Halfway through it, Andre found himself working harder and harder to give it to this older woman feeling a sensation akin to plowing volcanic molasses. Each thrust sent a tantric receipt backwards into the base of his cock. Georgia's cunt was tightening and narrowing becoming conical.
His gaze found the back of her greasy shoulder length hair intermingled with strands of grey drifting down to her back. Georgia was wearing a white adidas bra top underneath. Andre noticed a defined single line down her back stopping just above her waist smoothly. Andre's hands were at the furthermost points of her ridiculous baby making hips while Georgia remained rigid and stiff like sculpted marble, legs spread apart giving him a stationary target. This feeling of sexual uneasiness permeated the air as he tried to beat her back out much in the same manner, he'd ended up taking Ms. One after being sexually buck broken. Despite her machinations, Renee Kelly was left lying on her plush white carpeting gasping for life giving air with a cum splattered pale ass. Today was different.
Georgia wasn't breathing hard, not huffing or making any sort of sound, just deathly quiet which slowed his sexual overtures down almost to a crawl as he wondered what was wrong. She glanced back, grinning with a mouth full of shining white teeth, still looking evil as all get out. Her head turned back to the wall in front of her as doubt clouded his actions, making him look over at Martha's glib evil face.
"BOW!!" She shouted in his face almost point blank.
Georgia popped her hip vertically taking Andre's head faceplanted into her back this time. His noggin landed right between her shoulder blades while this weed tinged odor intermingled with hair care product, assailed his nostrils. The grip of her cunt was pretty much airtight as she stunted with flair.
"BOW!!" Martha shouted again, enjoying the show.
Georgia's big heart-shaped monster arched up slamming into his crotch and abdomen like a wrecking ball. It felt as if someone landed a gut punch to his stomach as Andre righted himself trembling and intermittently keeping an eye on Martha who stood there leaning against her daughter's desk with a hand covering her bare mound. Her own bra top was mashed into her bust from leaning against him. Martha's smallish breasts partially bulged from the underside of this skintight top giving Andre a hint of her areola, erect nipples poking the fabric, excitedly. Martha pinched a covered nipple grinning at him.
"BOW NEEGA!!" Georgia popped low enough that her abdomen tapped the mattress quickly shooting back up several times this wrenching motion. This made Andre sexually kowtow many times until he got things under control, but she continued twerking rhythmically with a sexual grace unparalleled. The sound of her clapping cheeks was loud, audible exposing her openings stuffed or not. This woman could easily take Rashida Sikes aka Thunda's twerking crown on a good day.
Andre floundered holding on for dear life watching her butt rabbit and twerk until one especially deep arch dislodged his manhood with a wet syrupy splash. Ropes of cum were shooting out of him like silly string as Georgia went into a prone position on her belly casually lazing with her legs bent at the knees. Andre's cum crisscrossed her expansive dark chocolate derriere like cake frosting. She crossed her ankles lazing there taking a look at her nails nonchalantly. A big bubble of emerging cum popped on the head of his member as Martha dipped in close taking in the visual shaking her head, grimacing.
"You cleaned his ass up; I should've gone first."
"I thought he was a professional."
"This nigga?"
"I've watched his work; I'm so disappointed it's only been ten minutes." Georgia sighed sounding bored which hit Andre's usually submerged ego like a torpedo.
"Cut it out, leave the boy alone; you're gonna make him cry. Fuck it Georgia, you should have let me go first."
"Are you bitching about a piece of dick?"
"Well yeah, I wanted some too."
"Very well." Georgia rolled on her side looking at Andre's semi-deflated member in Martha's fist as she gave him a non-committal stroke with a pissy look on her face. His own embarrassment was obvious as she sat up with a sustained yawn stretching her arms out audibly cracking bones. Georgia leaned forward cupping the underside of his balls giving them an exploratory squeeze while she slapped her cousin's hand away with a stinging flick of the wrist. Martha favored her hand biting into her lower lip.
Georgia wrapped all ten of her thin calloused fingers around the base of Andre's certified thirteen plus inches of online fame burying all of it down her gullet until her big blackened lips touched the end of her fists. Andre gasped recognizing the silence in the bedroom after the initial gulping sound as she throated him without pause. She held him there inside until their eyes met. He could see the thin hazel rings in her mean looking eyes and the obscene bulge in her throat. Georgia cheeks inverted slurping, hard.
Her fingers spread out making a butterfly shape on his crotch as she drew those big lips backwards agonizingly slow until it plopped free of her mouth leaving a frothy web of thick saliva running her chin. Andre's oversized tumescence was renewed with some visible veins starting to sprout on tightened skin on his uncircumcised member. Georgia leaned back with a palm resting on the daybed using her right just under his balls inspecting it as she looked at her cousin with a half smirk.
"Happy?"
"Oh, we happy alright; fuck yeah, we happy cousin...HEY BOY YOU GOT SOMETHING FOR ME OR ARE YOU IN LOVE?!! COME ON BRUH, SHOW ME HOW YOU DO IT!!" His head craned in her direction as Georgia laid on the bed in a reclining buddha position, watching.
Martha planted both hands on her daughter's desk with her own huge, densely packed buttocks aimed in his direction, loudly clapping her cheeks. The other half of this duo had a big monster pear shaped butt defined by the pronounced hip dips that blossomed outward into powerful thighs more a straight line rounding off into that deep overlapping meaty flap covering the tops of her thighs. In short, her unique donk was a fleshy cinder block waiting for action as she popped and twerked, teasing him.
"AWK!! AW SHEET!!" Andre's large hands grabbed big chunks of her meaty hips driving his cock home bottoming out with a three inches and change exposed. Martha's eyes went wide with that first thrust, mouth dropping open as he slammed into the back of her honeypot. His hands slid up to her own well-defined tiny waist locking her into a frenetic round of back shots that echoed throughout Babbette's bedroom as Martha got a karmic return getting her back beat out with acute attention to detail.
"AW!! AW!! AW SHEET!! WHAT-THE FUUUUCK?!! I THINK YOU GOT THIS BOY MAD AT US GEORGIA!!" Her legs were wedged together after some awkward jostling as Martha tried to accommodate his plunging overtures bent at a ninety degree angle over Babette's desk.
Ten inches of that certified thirteen point five were battering her with impunity. Martha's insides were different, extremely wet and soapy but tight and narrow, matching her cousin. This copious lubrication added fuel to the fire now that he could hit it like he wanted. Her torso was draped over the desk knocking a few odds and ends onto the floor at its sides as she spread her legs wider going up on the tips of her toes. Andre redoubled his grip digging nails into her cemented buttocks spreading them apart revealing her openings, one criminally plugged up with his meat. It sounded like someone was dripping a wet basketball as he glanced back at Georgia with a strained expression on his face.
She was still laying there on the daybed on her side watching with her chin resting on a fist, bored.
"DAMN BRUH!! AW FUCK MAN!! WHAT YOU DOING BACK THERE, BRUH?!! YOU GETTING IT, HUH?!" Andre turned back towards Martha spreading her cheeks even wider with enough force to make her backdoor reveal its covert gape while just below it, his rod pistoned in and out slathered with her excessive juices intermingled with his precum. Martha arched balancing precariously on her toes.
This loud wet smack permeated the room as Andre inched closer trying to stuff the rest inside. Her labored grunts and whimpers should've given him some measure of validation, but he glanced back finding the other woman still watching without reaction one way or the other. Andre yanked the big chocolate ass into his crotch harder creating motion ripples that radiated from the point of impact in liquid fashion. Martha's almost rock solid butt was being pulverized with no fucks given causing her to lay her upper half flat on the desk while she struggled to stray on her tip toes giving him a stationary target. Andre's head craned back looking at Georgia again.
She was still there, but now in custody of his Nintendo Switch starting to play his game uninterested.
"GAWD-DAMMIT YOU TRYING TO PUSH UP IN A BITCH STOMACH FOR REALS!! PLUGGING MY SHIT UP!" Martha couldn't see his furrowed brow and gritted teeth. Andre didn't know what he was feeling, but knew it emanated from the bored woman now playing with his game, acting like he was little more than a momentary distraction. His thoughts drifted backwards to Renee Kelly at the moment he snapped sexually which resulted in him nearly fucking her unconscious. It took her a while to catch up and handle him properly while her bestie Rashida shied away from his monster before working things out.
The tall ripped man-child never really thought about sex all that much because it was easy with women offering the majority of the time, if not outright taking it. His mind drifted to Renee's cousin who'd acquiesced to being deflowered by his monster prick running when he poked the tight outside of her untested honey pot. They finally "did the deed" but only because she was high and bolstered by her older cousin and Rashida, even his girlfriend Shawnee. He plowed her so intensely that the other women had to pry her off of his body. Andre thought of the women he'd been having sex with on camera and off over the last forty-eight hours. Esther had been boned so hard that she'd squirted and wet the bed.
His ears were assailed with the sounds of his video game being played by a disinterested mature.
"UN!! UN!! UN!! AWK!! FUG!! FUGGIT!! GEORGIA GIRL, YOU GOT THIS MOTHERFUCKA HITTING ALL THE FUCKIN SWITCHES!! I THINK THIS NIGGA WANT ME TO PUT A RING ON IT!! HE'S DIGGING ME OUT, GIRL!!"
"You wanted some dick; now you got it." Georgia replied casually in that silky serpentine voice.
Andre's large hands shot up under Martha's bra top blanketing her small breasts causing the elastic material to ride up exposing her tits. His big clumsy fingers found some chubby nipples topping her semi-flaccid breasts which became a target as he pinched and twisted starting to feel this manic euphoria engulfing him. He was zoning out able to only hear the sounds of his video game suddenly wanting to snatch it out of the other woman's hands for humbling him. Martha arched deep making her vertical posture mimic the letter J with her thick donk wedged against his pelvis.
Her distressed whines added more fuel to the fire as he thumped and bucked hard prompting her to part her shapely legs wider still on the tips of her toes due to his height. Martha's nuclear zaftig frame was starting to glisten with perspiration as she reached back grabbing handfuls of her cheeks spreading them even more apart. Loud whines, whimpers and gasping huffs were intermingled with the sounds coming from Andre's Switch. His hands were squeezing her breasts so hard, flesh was bulging between his fingers. Out of the blue, this loud sustained shriek erupted out of her gaped maw as Martha burst.
Several bursts of her essence and moisture sprinkled the desktop with excess running down her inner thighs. Her head rocked backwards chin tilted upward towards the ceiling releasing this guttural yowl.
"AW SHEET!! AW SHIT!! MUH-MUH!! MUTHA FUCKA!! YUH!! YOU TRYING TO TRAIN A BITCH!! FUH-FUCK!! CUZZIN!! AW SHIT!! I THINK HE WANNA BE THE MAN!! TAP!! TAP IN!! AW FUCK, AW SHIT!!" Martha's cries for help went unheeded as Georgia continued playing the game engrossed, distracted.
She didn't know or care that Andre was staring at her with progressively darkening features.
One of his hands grabbed Martha's throat from behind, while the other slipped down between her legs rubbing and vigorously massaging her mound. His brow furrowed with a few grooves appearing there at the corners of his nose and mouth. His mind was aflame with images of all the women he'd casually conquered intercut with Georgia's sexual drubbing that seemed to mean nothing. He thought of Esther and their work on camera juxtaposing that with the scintillating blow job and eventual tryst that occurred hours earlier. Andre was starting to wonder if Esther had been playing with him as well.
All he could hear was the sound of his video game being played by this old woman who played him.
"DAMN NIGGA GET IT!! GET IT!! GET THIS PUSSY!! YOU BOUT TA MAKE ME PISS THIS FLOOR!! SHEET!!" Martha's face was twisted into an ugly mask as he reamed out her sloppy box with impunity still looking over at her disinterested cousin. Of course, she couldn't see this disrespect on Andre's part, but probably wouldn't have cared as her legs started shaking while her deepest parts were bludgeoned into submission.
The hand around her throat tightened making her gasp, while his fingers rubbed up a heated friction on her bald mound and inner thighs. Her squirming, bucking and flopping added to the excitement triggering Andre who ended it with three powerful thrusts that looked as if they would've bust the twin chocolate bubbles of her dense badonkadunk. That last thrust ended with a thunderous clap that sounded like a wet oily whip strike. He held in that position mashing her against his tall, muscular frame as his inner thighs pulsed. Martha went into hysterics making it look as if she had been tazed as she creamed all over the big fleshy baton stuffed to the hilt in her middle-aged box, whimpering.
Andre's hands went to her shoulders from behind bending her over the desk drifting down spreading those huge, cemented buns apart as he slowly withdrew his certified thirteen point five inches. He paused with the bulbous head still imbedded for a few seconds as he stared at Georgia until she finally regarded him amidst Martha's labored sobs and whimpers.
The minute their eyes met; Andre pulled out.
A deluge of foamy ejaculate mixed with Martha's excess juices bubbled out of her gaped honey pot. She reached back dutifully taking custody of the dueling halves of her cemented cheeks letting his jizz run out like a fountain caused by the involuntary flexing of her inner walls. She could feel the pulsing thump of her heartbeat almost completely gassed while Andre glared at her cousin handling his monster cock at the base aimed at her derriere. Georgia glared back with the piercing eyes of a hawk, then let her gaze settle on his throbbing prick realizing he was squeezing it with all his might, waiting for his moment.
Several ropes exploded from the head of his huge curved phallus splashing Martha's thick meaty buns. She started groaning and whining letting her hips swivel and bob eventually twerking up a euphoric storm digging her nails deep. This woman wanted all of it, considering it her right after working hard to earn this epic load. Her tongue darted out swishing around on the desktop lapping at a deformed mead notebook that had been there while she was utterly bred and destroyed.
Martha released both halves of her spread buttocks getting an audible rubbery clap splashing even more of their combined juices. She slid down sitting there on the floor caring little that she sat in a puddle of her own making. Andre faced Georgia still in custody of his manhood at the base with Martha at his outer thigh exchanging glances with the woman lying there unbothered on her side playing his Nintendo Switch. She didn't react to this powerplay on his part, simply remaining silent making him angry.
"Suck my dick."
Georgia raised a brow even though it was unclear who he was speaking with as Martha took him between her lips using a right hand to soulfully fellate his manhood. He was still staring at her, hard. Her eyes peered at the face of his video game then back again as she slowly sat up right on the edge of the daybed watching her cousin make love to his cock with her mouth. Georgia set his toy aside, glaring.
"You had enough dick?"
"Yeah, enough to feed the needy for two months." Martha replied still wantonly sucking and stroking him letting her tongue swirl around the knob-like head of his prick. She was still sexually euphoric.
Georgia removed her wire frame glasses, crooking a finger, expression unchanged.
"Wanna play with her?"
Martha reacted first for an instant but went back to fellating Andre now long stroking him in an attempt to make him cum quickly. She added all the bells and whistles throating the upper third of his manhood ramping up the intensity in increasing waves under the watchful eye of her older cousin. This was cut abruptly when she looked back at her cousin again, inching to the side leaving nothing but space and opportunity between Georgia and Andre 13.5. There was no doubt this was a Mexican standoff of sorts.



"Uh, anyway I was fucking another big booty bitch this morning so that's why uhm, well you know."
His voice tapered off looking at the angry scowl on this woman's face. It was obvious she meant business leaning back resting her elbows on the daybed drawing both of her shapely gams balletically into the air until her feet faced the ceiling. Georgia reached over snapping up the sole pillow resting her head on it with her womanhood facing Andre. He watched as her legs parted wide facing both bedroom walls. She folded her legs at the knees planting both feet on the edge of her niece's bed.
"Pussy."
Andre lunged on top of her driving his horse sized prick balls deep inside her volcanic cooch humped over Georgia like a gargoyle. A wave of emotion washed over him like never before fueling his desperate campaign to ball the stuffing out of her. Despite her age this woman's steaming, wet sticky tightness was astounding to experience. The knob like crown of his member found immediate resistance a third of the way inside akin to an impenetrable wall. It sent jolts throughout his shaft radiating from the center of his pelvis. He couldn't get enough all at once, finding that he wanted to go deeper.
His hands were shaking as he got a knee onto the edge of the mattress grabbing her tiny waist avoiding eye contact. His gaze settled on his own thick almost fake looking cock parting her labia obscenely hot, gooey and wet on the inside, nondescript and dry on the outside. He was thumping what he thought was the back of her tunnel reaching up resting his palms on the tops of her knees as the other knee landed on the daybed giving him a kneeling posture between her thighs. The addictive feel of her cunt had Andre deep arching his lower back driving it into her finding no give whatsoever. His eyes widened... in realization.
Georgia wasn't sweating. Her deep chocolate humid skin was soft and dry.
She wasn't making a sound as he looked at her face, finding the same disinterested expression.
There was no registration of his manic thrusting efforts on her face; she was just moving up and down with his aggressive thrusts letting him do all the work. Andre found himself panicking going hard enough that her head would've bumped the wall if it wasn't for the pillow underneath it.
Then it got worse.
Georgia reached over picking up his Nintendo Switch starting to play.
"FUCK!!" Andre snapped losing control of himself for the first time in his life with a swipe of his arm that sent the handheld toy flying across the daybed hitting the wall.
He grabbed the back of her knees shoving her shapely legs towards her abdomen stabbing more intensely. He wanted to make her scream and cum all over his thirteen plus inches of online fame. Huffs became animalistic grunts and harsh growls as he tried to run Georgia through with his cock finding no give inside her box. It felt incredible and frustrating at the same time, so much that Andre was on the verge of throwing a tantrum.
"AW!! AWG!!! AWWWG!!!" Georgia's head rolled about on her shoulders, then dipped back as if it would fall from her shoulders as Martha crawled over at Andre's side kneeling with both hands grabbing the edge of the mattress. She was still feeling it pulling herself upright looking at her cousin's face. Several tremors ran through Georgia's body encouraging Andre to go harder finally getting a reaction out of this mean, smug fiftysomething. Martha looked first at Andre, then at Georgia, scared. Her eyes were starting to flicker, in rapid succession, fluttering.
"Hey bruh, you might wanna..."
"AW!! AWG!! AWWWG!!!" The raspy sounding cry came again and again in succession making Andre feel better now that she was responding, but Martha looked increasingly worried as if she knew something. He couldn't get enough of that tightness just screwing into it filling her full, or so he thought.
"No, seriously bruh, you needs to stop." Martha warned again unintentionally ignored looking from his face to her cousin's as her thin calloused hands rose in the air, back arching deep on the mattress.
"AWWWG!! AWWWG!! AWWWG!!" These raw, raspy sounds became more guttural as Georgia locked her arms offering her hands. She was arching deeper off the mattress taking all he had to give.
"You don't understand, boy!" Martha grabbed his arm trying to get his attention, but he was intent on getting what he wanted no matter what. His huge cock was all he had to offer, and she'd turned her nose up at his manhood like he was nothing. She'd humiliated him, so now it was his turn.
"TAKE MUH DICK!!" Andre screamed triumphantly reaching for Georgia's hands with the intent of using them as leverage to shove the rest of himself inside.
Her hands moved lightning quick, capturing his wrists before he knew what happened.
"Huh?"
Georgia tightened her grip on his wrists balling her thin fingers almost into a fist, ironclad.
"AH!!"
The entirety of Andre's thirteen plus inches slid deep inside up to the hilt leaving his balls wedged against her nondescript slit. His head dipped low; chin tucked looking at their connection. She'd swallowed him whole, labia stretched obscenely around his girth. Everything he had was buried in her snatch. His gaze drifted up from their connection to Georgia's head still tilted backward, chin upward.
Her thick shapely legs extended with the toes pointed at the opposite wall, then whiplashed interlocking into the small of his back drawing him deep against her body at an angle. Andre was jerked forward so suddenly; he was obliged to flatten his palms against the wall to keep from crashing into it head first. Georgia's cunt contracted tightly around his girth almost feeling as if there were a fist inside handling it. He realized she was in control from the moment he shoved his cock inside, purposely frustrating him by limiting how much of her cunt he could enjoy.
Only a third could fit inside because that's what she allowed.
"Aw shit, now you got yourself all fucked up." Martha knew what was coming. Her tone made Andre panic. There was nothing she could do now, still feeling the effects of her own sexual drubbing after cashing a check her cousin wrote.
"HUH?!!" Andre jerked backwards mightily standing upright taking Georgia with him due to her hands around his wrists. Midair, she righted herself facing him snagging his forearms, biceps, shoulders wrapping her defined arms around his neck. Her legs tightened around his sides squeezing like an anaconda as she dug her nails into her elbows locking Andre into a human iron maiden, stuffed full.
The tip of her tongue invaded his ear flicking about followed by a wet syrupy suckle of his lobe. The odd sensation was followed by a sting as she clamped down on that lobe, then whispered inaudible and heated into his ear while Martha got a worm's eye view from the floor.
It felt like Georgia was piloting him as he carefully turned his back to the daybed giving her a look at Andre's inhuman girth bulging out of her cunt with the exposed part sort of curved outward partially hidden between those huge blackened cheeks. Martha watched her older cousin essentially ride him down planting him onto the day bed in cowgirl position. The tightness was incredible coupled with this woman's internal furnace as she righted herself slipping her own bra top off tossing it aside becoming fully nude atop this dim bulb Adonis aka Andre 13.5.
Georgia shook out her greasy wet looking curls slowly opening her narrow hazel colored eyes.
"You wanted her, now you're gonna get all of her nigga."
Her wide, beyond baby making hips went into overdrive popping and wrenching back and forth sawing atop his pelvis. Seconds in, those hips started to swivel in a tight circular pattern grinding up his excessive meat as she began to snarl under her breath in between these demonic sounding huffs. It looked like those devastating hips became a detached whirling dervish taking him on a sexual ride through hell while the rest of her remained deathly still. Georgia glared at the man underneath, snarling like an animal slowly leaning forward until her palms handled the sides of his abdomen.
"I'M CUMMING!!" Andre screamed.
"So, what." Georgia planted her feet flat assuming an open legged squat.
Her perfectly shaped oval shaped cakes flexed hard making these crescent shaped dimples on their smooth blackened surface as Georgia tightened up around his girth. In this posture her buttocks were mashed together in veritable twin chocolate mountains of rear cleavage that overwhelmed Andre's large hands. She was bouncing in place slamming her pulsing cunt down into the base of his endowment, savagely. He couldn't get over the tightness, starting to really think there was an invisible hand inside her squeezing the shit out of his prick. Andre grabbed her small waist applying pressure.
"AW!! AH!! AHM CUMMING!!!" His toes curled as he arched up, finding her powering down into that desperate thrust. A wicked jolt of energy ricocheted around his pelvis as several loads exploded inside.
"So, what."
Georgia's knees landed at the outsides of his thighs with her calves putting pressure on his legs forcing them together. Andre was drenched in perspiration with some of it running into his sore eyes. She kept up the pressure inside and out. Her arms hung at her sides with palms intermittently bumping her rounded hips. Georgia folded her arms across her bust looking at the man pinned beneath her body. His arms felt like lead weights, the rest of his body inert matter as he looked at her narrow malevolent face.
She wasn't sweating.
Georgia leaned back with a deep arch in her lower back flattening her palms on top of his knees. That arch was almost unnatural in tandem with her tightness still in custody of his flaccid member. Andre's sexual cornucopia over the weekend had come like chickens arriving to roost. Georgia went further with a balletic grace pushing her cheeks into his crotch while taking advantage of his curved tumescence. He was completely flaccid cursed by his own girth which made it possible for Georgia to remain stuffed.
"Hey boy; can you even hear me?"
"Yuh, yeah."
"Is it true you fucked another "big booty bitch" earlier today?"
"Yes." He weakly whimpered.
"Sucks to be you, nigga."
Her movements were subtle, gradually starting to pick up a bit of speed isolated solely to her hips and pelvis beginning a swivel that took his captured meat on an internal carousel ride as she studied his sweat soaked features. Her smallish breasts were topped with these thickened nipples almost bursting.
"See, she loves young dumb niggas with no brain, all cock like you, Andre. Been around the block and the motherfucking world, little boy; so, you thought you could tame a bottom bitch like her with some dick, huh? We don't care if you're dumb, slow, retarded or whatever...today she's gonna teach you how to respect a queen, nigga. All you tricks are alike; make us sick if we weren't bored to death. You went a knocking on that cage door, and she heard it; that was your first mistake, Andre. Know what's your second?"
"What?"
"Sticking this big piece of meat inside us a second time after Georgia whipped your tail. Nobody cares about you outside of what's stuffed inside of us; that's about all you're good for boy; dipping your wick in cooch and nothing else. We want you to know that so we're gonna empty your motherfucking balls."
"Hey, I think you should let him go, Georgia." Martha interjected managing to stand on wobbly legs after being mauled by Andre 13.5.
"...what, did you call me?" She flinched under the narrowing gaze of her older cousin who shot her a look without turning her head.
"Sorry, but maybe you should let the boy go; he didn't know what he was getting himself into." Martha backpedaled a little hands raised cautiously, partially negotiating.
"I thought you wanted to whip your daughter's ass over this fool; maybe you should get the fuck out of here and go do that."
"NOW, THIS MY HOUSE AND I DON'T WANT NO SHIT ROUND HERE!!" Martha exploded two parts righteous indignation, one part insufferable ego.
"So what, Martha? This is how you talk to us after all this time when we put you on in the first place? You weren't nothing but a mamma's girl, if we recall it, right? We showed you how to get it popping and use that ass, remember bitch? Didn't speak up when we got kicked out, either. Face facts, this nigga wouldn't be here if it weren't for us, and that bullshit happened down at the church that's got me hiding out in your fucking flat."
Her hips were now undulating and moving in a controlled circle working sexual magic on Andre's prick.
"You started it with that fucking girl, and she found out about your shit."
"Yeah, Georgia got soft during her time on the bench, and I let her work her way back into that church even though we both knew it wasn't a safe place anymore. Now we're exposed and more and more people are knocking on our gawd damn lives with the shits. We're not welcome in this house, either?"
"I'm not saying that; I'm saying respect my shit, that's all."
"Oh, is that all?" She leaned forward first handling the front of his shoulder blades as if she were riding a motorcycle, then draped her body over his rabbiting her big, deep chocolate cakes into his crotch with an audible clap. Martha watched her cousin's hips in a controlled bounce. They were the only thing moving while she remained still. The two mature cousins had a long, storied history broken up by a decade and a half before they found one another again. Martha considered herself different these days.
"Well, yeah; I don't have a problem with you hanging out but you two gotta respect my space."
"We'll think about it, but first things first cousin; check this out." Martha inched closer to the daybed cautious as if she were suddenly locked up with a caged animal. Andre's head was turned towards the wall, but she reached down cupping his chin for a better look.
"Damn, you put him to sleep." Andre was out cold as her feral cousin sat upright again atop his body still stuffed full of his storied thirteen plus inches.
She arched her back again using his pecs to slowly disengage until all, but the bulbous purplish head of his cock remained imbedded. A thick exotic mixture of their intermingled juices accompanied the big reveal as she kept twerking in slow measured serpentine movements, popping his cock free with a rubbery bounce pointed at the ceiling. Her fingers spread her flower allowing the rest of their frothy mixture to completely slather his bobbing third leg as Martha watched in amazement.
"He's hard as a rock again; even after you put him out." She watched her cousin's darkened lips suck him clean. Martha couldn't deny the technique that included three fingers around the base while cupping his oversized sack.
"Peace offering?" His cock was offered pointed at Martha's lips glistening in the light.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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The doorbell could be heard from the other side of the door louder than he would've expected. Jaquan inched back from the door unsure of what to expect as he heard some sort of commotion behind it followed by some heavy footfalls. Jaquan took a step backward off the stoop leaving one on top of it as he favored his keychain. His sports car was parked two doors over angled for a quick takeoff if needed.
"Who are you?!" The thick door on the other side of the locked screen was snatched open revealing this angry looking woman with an extreme mean mug.
"Oh sorry, I know this is gonna sound crazy but uh, did this guy named Andre turn up at your house?"
"Who's asking?"
"Yeah, uh sorry my name is Jaquan; uhm, and you are?"
"Martha."
She didn't say anything for a few minutes checking him out through the thick screen door.
"Jaquan, huh?" There was a dripping sarcasm in her voice that didn't go unnoticed as he averted his eyes for an instant waiting for the next shoe to drop.
"...and you say that you're here on my stoop looking for some nigga, named Andre? I mean, what makes you think this Andre nigga over here; I mean how do you know to find him, here bruh?"
"Uh, oh yeah; he's got a uh, Nintendo Switch with that find my phone shit on it."
"Find my phone shit, huh; is that right?"
"Yeah, how else would I know where he is, ma'am?" Jaquan worked to keep his tone even and respectful but felt like flipping her the bird due to the antagonistic look on her face. His mind told him she looked like a female version of the Grinch, facially.
"I don't know; just wanted to make sure you were looking for the right person, bruh?"
"Who else would I be looking for?" There was a tinge of irritation in his voice while she sized him up.
"Ahm just saying that you sure the only person you're looking for is Andre, right?" His brow furrowed at the question.
"Yeah." Jaquan shrugged, arms slightly outstretched in a reactionary gesture. Martha opened the inside door a little wider stepping out directly in front of the locked screen door. He could see that she was wearing a Green Bay Packers nightshirt from the abdomen upward due to a solid metal panel which was level with her waist in the opposite direction.
Martha clicked the lock on the screen door cautiously pushing it open still aggressive looking.
"Uhm..." Jaquan managed to catch himself as her full body came into view. Martha's pear shaped zaftig frame skewed towards the bottom heavy with immediate similarities to his current tenant, Rashida Sikes known online plain and simple, as Thunda. The two women could have been relatives, figure wise.
"Hey bruh, you good?"
"Huh?"
"I see you tripping; so, I'm asking if you're good because I don't needs the shits if I let you up in my house. Are you good; or are you dumb?"
"I'm fine Martha; is Andre here?"
"Why don't you come inside and have a seat in the living room if you don't mind waiting a minute or two."
"Uh, did he go somewhere?"
"In or out, bruh?" The look on her face made it seem as if she wanted to flip him the bird, despite the open screen door invitation.
"Guess I'm coming in." Jaquan shrugged off his initial reservations walking inside as she drifted to the side holding the screen door. He couldn't help stealing another glance at her body finding the ridiculous curve of the closest hip before noticing Martha shooting him a death glare.
"Bruh, you dumb?"
"No, sorry." Martha didn't react, simply gesturing towards the narrow corridor next to the living room. She seemed slightly impatient, sliding alongside him pointing into the entrance leading to the cozy interior bordered on one side by an extra-large flat screen television in front of a stuffed mantle place.
"Alright, why don't you set down on that love seat." Jaquan followed her direction sitting down on the closest piece of furniture facing the far wall and another living room where he found himself looking at a rectangular oil painting of two dark skinned black schoolgirls on an old school El train. A narrow table was just beneath it topped with a thin cloth lined with blue and a bowl of fake plastic fruit in a bowl.
"Oh, you gonna sit right there?!" Martha sniped making him do a doubletake.
"You told me to sit down."
"Yeah, over there facing the tv, bruh; don't you wanna watch some fucking tv for a minute while you wait?" Martha gestured towards a secondary couch facing the giant flat screen. A Tyler Perry movie was playing muted with Madea onscreen brawling with a middle-aged white woman in prison.
"Nah, I don't like tv that much."
"You don't fuck with Tyler Perry, bruh?" She looked indignant with a brow raised.
"No."
"Then what do you fuck with?"
"Excuse me?"
"You're excused my nigga; so, what're you drinking?" Her roughness was off-putting, but nothing he wasn't used to with his current housemate. Martha hovered at the entrance to the living room staring at him with a hand on her hip. His eyes drifted again noticing how small her waist appeared.
"Uh, bottled water?"
"You don't like beer?" He barely stifled another doubletake looking towards the minstrel show on the flat screen for a moment.
"I'm a social drinker; I don't even keep alcohol in my house."
"I thought this was social, but I'll get you some bottled up water out of the fridge, bruh." This time she ignored his eyes with her own lingering before she disappeared. Jaquan got a quick glimpse of her shelf-like rump before she faded away into the kitchen. There were definite comparisons between her and Rashida making him feel like he was looking at his friend somewhere up the road, chronologically.
He noticed a stifling humidity in the home that was worsened by its cluttered nature and cramped furniture positioning. To Jaquan, it felty like an old lady's house, similar to one of many he'd visited in his youth with his mother before they settled into a more affluent lifestyle. His mother would sometimes visit the neighbors and give them rudimentary checkups or answer medical questions. The community became a burden ringing her phone incessantly until the house phone number was changed out of necessity. By this time, his mother had a work phone, but a move further distanced them from the past.
"Here you go bruh; now you don't mind if I smoke a little weed in my house, do you?" Martha reappeared with two sealed plastic bottles of half frozen water setting them on the edge of the table facing him. Her other handheld a Ziploc bag of pungent smelling weed and papers along with a bottle of Patron tequila.
"Uh, course not; it's your house ma'am."
"Damn right, nigga."
Martha squeezed into the narrow space between the long side of her coffee table and the couch facing the television. Jaquan was given a generous view of her thick packed buttocks and defined shapely legs. These weren't the thick legs you'd see on a woman that would one day be bigger, no swollen looking calves and lack of ankles. These were the legs of a model with small defined ankles. He could tell she worked out like a beast, hardly able to reconcile her harsh face with the body of a goddess underneath.
"So uh, you work out?" The cotton material of the nightshirt was stretched so tight, Jaquan could see her deep rear cleavage.
"What do you think, bruh?" Martha replied wholly masculine producing a glass which she poured a shot of patron into while rolling a joint. The small bottle was chilled with whisps of cold air drifting off it.
"Uh, just asking ma'am; I guess I was making small talk."
"Oh yeah; is that what you were doing, huh bruh? Ain't you gonna drink your water?"
"Oh YEAH!" Jaquan perked up snatching a bottle jerkily opening it, finding it hard to look away from the disparaging expression on Martha's face. He spilled a little in his lap under her gaze as she wrapped the joint.
"Relax my nigga; and don't spill water all over the spot or you gonna be hitting up that mop game before you bounce."
"Yeah, okay."
"No, it ain't no fucking "yeah, okay" bruh; I like to keep my shit nice and motherfucking pristine, Jaquan. Ain't you gonna drink your water?"
He took a sip still looking at her face as she picked up a vintage coffee table lighter blazing up. Martha took a long drag after a few puffs, still watching Jaquan like a hawk. She was sitting hunched over her stash as she picked up her glass taking a sip between puffs.
"You like it?"
"Huh?"
"What you see? That's what I'm asking because you been burning a hole in my fucking face and my ass, since you turned up." She took a second sip of her beverage still staring a hole of her own in his face.
"Sorry about that; it's not personal." Jaquan answered taking a tentative sip of water mentally telling himself not to spill it. He felt small under her gaze and couldn't figure out why as she leaned back resting an arm across the top of the couch. He noticed it was covered in plastic with a light blue sheet draped over it. Martha folded one leg over the other revealing some serious thigh meat.
"Seems personal to me bruh; you're sort of uh, corny and shit. I'm your type or something, huh Jaquan?"
He felt this sort of lump in his throat unsure of how to answer. From the neck down, he would undeniably put a ring on it, but her face looked ready to go a hundred rounds of Irish boxing. He couldn't get over her face which was the worst part of a body that could stop traffic on the freeway.
"Bruh, it's cool; I got hella ass and legs, okay nigga? You remind me of my last supervising job; I had to hide all of this cake or work would've been hell. People got used to seeing me in this baggy uniform until my last day; gave this one little nigga the time of his life. You ain't gotta be shy about it bruh; I know what I'm working with, even my ugly mug."
"UH, YOU WORK OUT?!" Jaquan facepalmed squeezing the top of his half full water bottle deforming as Martha watched.
"Relax; you fine, tall with a nice looking body so I know you ain't no virgin, right bruh?"
"I get around." Jaquan collected himself in that instant mimicking her posture from his loveseat. Martha unexpectedly chortled taking a deep drag on her joint.
"Oh really; so, you ain't intimidated by my wagon, huh?"
"I've had a few dance partners." Jaquan internally cringed at his reply thinking it sounded stupid. His day was already marred by what felt like a life threatening experience at the park. That situation sent him running into the arms of a fellow online performer Esther aka Mz. Giggles.
Martha took another sip from her glass obviously checking him out.
"Is Andre uh, far away; like at a grocery store or something?" He remembered himself as she took another sip of patron followed by a puff.
"Or something." Martha replied coyly knowing it would go right over his head.
"Huh?"
"Hey man, tell me something...is that fool Andre, retarded or something? That boy popped up over here with a fucking Nintendo Switch; what's up with that shit?" Her question made him relax a bit more gradually realizing maybe they really were waiting for his dimbulb rival. The atmosphere lightened a bit.
"You know, I'm still trying to figure that shit out." Both of them shared a hearty laugh.
"So, tell me Jaquan; what do you do for a living?"
He hesitated for a moment not wanting to reveal his status as a lightweight trust fund baby because of how it might look to a woman that appeared to share his mother's age group.
"I'm a uh, content creator."
"Content creator?!" Martha reacted with a confused, partially grossed out expression, favoring her smoldering joint.
"Influencer? Uh, I make videos for uh, social media; it's pretty lucrative, Martha." Jaquan exaggerated blurring the lines of his role as an online male porn talent.
"Is that right?" She rubbed her chin smiling as he took a swig from his water bottle.
"So, you make fuck movies, too?"
Jaquan coughed profusely spitting out some of the water wetting the tank covering his chiseled torso. Martha had a hearty laugh at his expense taking another sip and drag from her glass and joint respectively. It took Jaquan a minute to compose himself, finding her sitting there watching with a smirk. He instantly knew his secret was out in the open just by the angry sarcastic look on her face.
"He told us about that shit already."
"Us?"
"Don't worry about that, bruh; so, you make fuck movies on the internet too, right boy?" He suddenly felt embarrassed, hesitating to answer, prompting Martha to make a gesture wanting an answer.
"Uh yeah, I'm an adult model." He responded somewhat reluctantly.
"That's like a pornstar, ain't it?"
"I guess." He answered peevishly under her intense glare.
"You guess...or you know, bruh?" She seemed to be enjoying watching him twist in the wind as she made a chopping motion with her hand emphasizing her point.
"I... know." He forced it out in the open between them.
"So, you make fuck movies?"
"Yeah."
Martha didn't say anything leaning back further arching her lower back as he noticed the outline of her small breasts, specifically her hardened nipples through the night shirt covering a body that belonged to a much younger woman in her prime. She took a puff blowing a cloud of wispy smoke into the air before looking into her empty glass, then at his face again. Jaquan took a sip of water looking at her smirking.
"Hey bruh, come over here and fill my glass."
"What?"
"Come over here and fill my fucking glass, nigga." Martha didn't mince words gesturing with her empty glass.
Jaquan found himself responding to some unspoken authority in this mature woman's voice, despite himself being an early thirtysomething. He got up slowly at an angle under her watchful gaze feeling somewhat conflicted internally as he picked up the chubby bottle of patron uncorking it. She held out her glass as Jaquan carefully filled it, doing his best not to spill a drop. When he went to set it down, Martha lightly captured his wrist. He froze in place still bent over, finding a toothy grin on her face.
"Have a seat, bruh; I'm tired of looking uhm, in that direction." Both of them knew she was full of it, but Jaquan turned at the hip gently sitting down beside her on the love seat facing the flatscreen television.
"Alright, uhm is Andre uh, far away at a store or something?"
"Don't worry about that shit; tell me about it." Martha ignored the question, blowing a cloud of weed smoke into his face before taking a sip of her drink.
"Tell you about what?"
"Fuck movies." He felt his pulse quicken knowing this woman was a cougar obviously on the prowl but couldn't think of a way to steer clear of her intentions.
"What do you wanna know about that?"
"I wanna know about you, bruh?"
"Me?"
"Yeah, have you been doing it for a long time and shit; or like, are you new?" Martha turned in his direction with an elbow propped up on the couch.
Her hand favored the glass, which she shook lightly swishing up the liquid inside as she puffed again. Jaquan knew he was in a certified role reversal at this point. Martha was chatting him up, spitting game at a seasoned player with a ridiculously high body count. Her confidence was palpable to the ninth degree while his seemed to ebb and flow as she crossed a leg exposing a healthy looking thigh.
"Haven't been doing it that long; just under a year. I mean uh, I don't work for any professional companies, not that I'm ruling that out in the long term. Right now, I like uh, staying where I am."
"Fuck." Martha scoffed.
"What?"
"Shit bruh, don't you know how to talk to women; and why you so fucking jumpy, and shit? You scared of the pussy, nigga?"
"NO!" He reacted instinctively, raising his voice briefly.
"Relax Jaquan, I'm just blown the fuck away that a fine ass piece of dark chocolate ain't got no game, man. Nigga you're beautiful and cut with a nice motherfucking body, tall as fuck; and you scared of the WAP, bruh. You look like a man, but you act SCARED NIGGA! You like a childish type nigga, huh?"
"You don't know me..."
"BUT I'M TRYING TO GET TO KNOW YOU, BRUH!! Relax, stop getting mad homie; we just having a fucking conversation, baby boy. What, you scared of that shit, too?" Martha cut him off sounding on the verge of fisticuffs, then softened her tone lightly running the chilled glass along his forearm.
"Hey, I got around; I get my fair share of pussy, okay?"
"So what; you ain't got this pussy, yet." Martha's verbal game was league's ahead of his own as she casually took a drag letting her retort hang in the air.
"Uhm..."
"Save it bruh; here take a puff of this shit." She offered her joint while taking a sip.
Jaquan took the joint hesitantly staring at it between his thumb and forefinger.
"What you-don't-smoke --reefers?" Martha teased using a nerdy, robotic voice that made him bristle inside as he took a deep drag on the joint bowing to singular peer pressure.
"Happy?"
"Nope, have a sip of this motherfucking patron, nigga; as a matter of fact, finish that up and pour me a new one, bruh." She reclaimed her joint taking a puff.
Jaquan downed the glass filling a new one turning to hand it to her finding Martha's face a bit closer than he would've liked. It was obvious what she wanted, but he was on pause in that regard which seemed to get a slight facial reaction out of the late fortysomething. Martha inched back a little taking a sip still watching his face intently.
"Hey, I wanna know if you're a real nigga or a poser; so, I'm gonna ask you a straight up question, alright Jaquan?"
"Uhm, okay." Martha leaned in closer than before, inches from his face almost making the nervous lothario flinch. There was a weathered, soulful quality to her features in closeup which couldn't be denied. He was afraid Martha was just going to kiss him anyway and get that uncomfortable ball rolling.
"Look at my face, motherfucker; how old do you think I am, bruh?" Jaquan grimaced caught off guard.
"Wouldn't that be rude to answer, ma'am?" His voice faltered.
"I'm forty seven, nigga; now I know I'm not the best looking bitch on the block, but you starting to get me fucked up so I'm gonna make you a bet."
"What bet?"
"I bet you my fucking face ain't gonna matter in ten seconds; I bet you gonna leave here smiling for the next six months because this was the best day of your simp ass life, my nigga."
Martha stood up sliding the nightshirt over her head tossing it aside.
"FUCK ME!!"
The body underneath that night shirt caught him off guard, shook to the core as his groin surged. This fortysomething was a sculpted masterpiece with a wealth of natural thickness and curves to spare. Martha was the definition of "Ass So Big You Can See It From The Front" as she stood over him with hands firmly planted on extreme baby making hips. His eyes were level with her mound intently before rising along her perfect bikini belly, chest mounted with sloping little breasts and thickened bullet nips.
"No, you fucking me, nigga." Before he could react, her hand was palming the back of his head as she put a foot up on the couch next to his right thigh.
"HEY, MGGH!!!" Jaquan's lips were shoved against Martha's snatch resulting in a wet sloppy kiss to her holiest of holies and slit, before he whipped his head backward.
"Tell me I don't have to teach you how to eat pussy, bruh." She cupped the back of her noggin while applying some pressure to the back of his, quickly drawing him into her crotch again.
"FUH-KIN BRGGHH!!" This time she shoved his head deep between her thighs, arching her hips towards his face with prejudice as he went for it mostly out of pride. His day started with a titanic sized hit to the bow on his ego which made him question his mojo enough to run to Esther for an afternoon of sexual debauchery. Even there, he was unknowingly out of his element with another mature woman in crisis.



"COME ON BRUH, GET UP IN THERE, DUMBASS BOY!" Martha parted her flower getting what she wanted in spades as Jaquan went the survival route.
His large hands shot up grabbing handfuls of her hips finding a unique shape. While Martha's lower body matched Rashida Sikes down to the stallion legs, her hips were different with pronounced hip dips blossoming out over the rounded beginnings of her thighs. This had the effect of giving the huge densely packed buttocks in the back, a dual boulder like appearance with a deep flapped undercuff. Jaquan's hands slid around to the back with his pinky and forefinger deep in the pronounced crease.
"Yeah, eat your snack nigga." Martha moaned in thuggish fashion, palming and massaging his bald head while taking a puff on her joint.
She liked the way his hands and fingers groped, massaged and squeezed her cakes. The head game was another story. His tongue dipped between her folds lapping away at her walls with little overtures towards her engorged clit. The mature's past experiences told her that here was a man unused to pleasing a woman orally, at least on the regular. It didn't take long for her to get frustrated with his technique using a pointer finger to push back on his forehead, exasperated. Martha took a long drag on her joint staring down at Jaquan's gasping face, then blew a cloud of smoke into it making him cough.
"Damn bruh, can't you do anything right? Shit, that dick bet not be trash, too!" This woman was in control going after the tank on his muscular chest relieving him of it with a bit of flair. There was no doubt that she liked what she saw as she leaned into his body at an angle grabbing the top of the open window in the wall behind his head. Jaquan's hands went to her thighs grabbing plush handfuls.
"Play with that ass; squeeze the fuck out of them big motherfucking cheeks, bruh. I like having my shit handled properly and I don't usually do rando niggas, but you just fine, a pretty ass nigga. You gon have to get up off the dick and I don't care if you got a bitch at home, either. If she pop up on my doorstep, she getting all the work, and you still gonna be feigning for this fucking ass; I'm taking this dick, bruh!"
Something about the rough, thuggish sound of her voice and her shitty behavior was turning him on in tandem with a body so incredible, it was almost as if she stole it from a woman years her junior. Jaquan found the nature of her ponderous cheeks infinitely addictive akin to a stress ball with an incredible resistance to his probing fingers. The tips of his fingers brushed her slit finding a sopping wetness, quickly sliding inside finding Martha's gooey heated insides. She played into it, rolling and popping her hips into his friggin fingers. Jaquan marveled at her increasing wetness, sinking four fingers deep inside.
"Damn, I like that shit but I don't need somebody to play with my pussy; I want some dick off of your fine ass, bruh! You know you like this ass; play with it motherfucker! I'm gonna sit on your fucking head if you don't, please the kitty; I'm gonna mother your ass with it and toss you to the monster, bruh! PLAY WITH IT!! SQUEEZE IT!! SLAP THAT SHIT NIGGA!! And you better do it right because I'm gonna put it on you, Jaquan! When we get through with you bruh, you ain't never gonna want no young pussy again!"
"We?"
"DO YOUR JOB TRICK!" He was caught off guard with a mouthful of pussy again when Martha hopped up on the loveseat trapping his head between her thighs with the back of his noggin pressed into the wall under the open window. She had the nerve to hump into his face for a few moments before stepping down onto the floor between his knees. The crass mature chortled nudging his right knee with her left making Jaquan open his thighs wide apart. Her knowing laughter continued as she took it further.
"Chill out bruh; listen to your fucking elders and come up outta these, my nigga; give it up big baby!" She was handling him with increasing levels of bravado, mad niggerish energy that he usually found on the basketball court in pickup games. He was used to women behaving differently noting that even his former infamous baby mamma #2 had the courtesy to use a velvet glove with him most of the time.
This was an older hood woman who knew what she wanted in no uncertain terms. Martha wasn't playing about a thing as her hand shot down deep between his thighs bypassing his zipper. The front of her hand invaded underneath his crotch shooting all the way to his back grabbing a fistful of his pants yanking roughly back in her direction. This resulted in Jaquan being upended as she tugged and yanked with some effort grunting a bit until they were at his ankles. Martha kept it moving, snatching off his shoes and a sock, caring nothing about the remaining one. She'd stripped him except for one sock.
"HEY WHAT THE FUCK IS YOUR PROBLEM, GAWDDAMIT!!" Jaquan jumped up in her face not knowing if he wanted to paste the annoying mature, or just bail on Andre who was nowhere to be found.
Martha's demeanor changed as she raised both hands like a gun was pointed in her direction, smirking.
"I'm sorry baby, I got a little excited; you're so fucking pretty boy; you ain't gonna hurt me, are you?" Her eyes weren't on his face, but on the twelve inch bar sticking out poking her tummy. Jaquan followed the trajectory of her gaze to his throbbing erection.
"HEY!!" she dropped into an open legged squat clapping her hands on the outside of his narrow thighs.
Martha took eleven of his twelve inches choking, gurgling and gagging for a few seconds before adjusting with a sustained vacuum suction. He was about to protest when she added a right hand long stroking his meat letting the end of her fist meet her bobbing lips, slurping loudly. Her left hand cupped the underside of his balls massaging and lightly squeezing them for a few minutes, then she stopped.
"Okay boy, I guess you don't like that sloppy top from an old lady, huh nigga?" Martha stood up slowly almost wedged against his body running a finger under her bottom lip, smiling.
"No, it's good..." Jaquan didn't know what to say suddenly feeling like a fool in front of the woman looking directly at his chest. Martha didn't care how she looked, reaching up flattening her palms on his defined pecs and abs, visibly enchanted.
"It's just good; are you saying my head game is trash?" Martha flicked her tongue licking her bottom lip running a hand over his right pec with a flicker in her eye. She started rolling and pinching his nipple.
"I'm not saying that, uh..."
"What're you saying, huh; you really don't want me sucking on this chocolate bar? Her hand lightly tapped his erection as she kept playing with his hardened nipple.
"NO, YOU CAN SUCK IT!" He blurted out instantly feeling stupid.
"Oh yeah; like this, huh?" She slid down slower this time making a show of taking the upper third of his prick and nothing else, handling his thighs for leverage. Martha kept eye contact slurping and sucking on that part letting her tongue lap and flick on his crown, intently sucking in intervals.
"Like that, huh nigga?"
"Yeah."
Her hands jointly cupped his balls massaging them intensely as she took half of his certified twelve inches soulfully sucking Jaquan with loud sustained moans and whimpers. Jaquan focused on the top of her head avoiding looking at her mean mug as she gradually took the rest of his endowment long stroking Jaquan from stem to stern effortlessly other than some errant gagging and slurping gurgles. He struggled not to palm her head, instead thinking about his tryst with Esther hours earlier.
"DAMN, WHAT IS IT ABOUT YOU OLDER FEMALES?!!" It was a Freudian slip.
She didn't react wrapping both fists right over the base of his endowment slurping and sucking as hard as she could using everything she had. Her head bobbed with machine-like proficiency taking him close to the limit three times, relenting when he was close to a fourth.
"What do you know about old bitches, huh?" Her tone was challenging, but playful.
Martha tightened her calloused grip on the base of his member vacuum sucking hard with a loud series of slurps that made Jaquan finally palm her head between his hands, sexually distressed. Her bobbing head took him over the edge making his inner thighs seize up spectacularly. Her hands mimicked the same roughhewn jerking motion kissing the end of her fists as he spurted in her gulping mouth. Jaquan thrust further arching not knowing what to do with his free hand first pinching his nipple, then facepalming as he started whining and squealing like, feeling it throughout his pelvis. She kept sucking.
"Hey bruh?" Martha broke off flicking her tongue on his glazed crown.
"Aw shit; yeah?" He answered huffing, chest heaving.
"You got some pussy from another old bitch this morning, huh?"
"Yeah...HUH?!! How did you know...?!" The question jolted him out of his post nut euphoria.
"Andre told us." She answered casually long stroking his twelve inches of chocolate with a strong right hand.
"Us?"
Martha swallowed his endowment with her lips wedged against his mound holding it there balls deep in her gullet using both hands, nails digging into his narrow athletic buttocks. His eyesight blurred, nostrils flaring as some drool ran off his lower shivering lip. There was a bulge in Martha's throat as she broke contact, gasping heavily, hand cupped under her chin. His thickened cock cast a shadow over her face.
"I just wanna tell you that shit don't mean nothing, nigga; you got yourself a real one right here. I'm gonna make you forget about the other bitch you had today, I'm gonna stunt on you, man. Shit, you better put on your motherfucking seat belt for this pussy, bruh. Sit your pretty ass down for this top."
Jaquan half fell with Martha still kneeling between his spread thighs. Her face was a mess from her lips to her chin glazed over with excessive saliva dripping unto the carpet. She didn't wait, planting her hand atop his thighs squeezing as she took him all twelve inches whole again to the base. The sensation of being completely throated and sucked off made his toes curl. The only identical situation was the first and following times Shawnee Thompson had been allowed to give him head. It was safe to say that he'd become addicted after being blindfolded with a bag on his head before the Boricua took him to the limit, emphatically. After that, Jaquan couldn't get enough of the Puerto Rican's phenomenal head returning the favor in sexually karmic fashion by railing the stuffing out of her until Renee put a violent end to it.
Later Jaquan realized he'd been used as a pawn to give Renee some leverage and control over the online talent she was in the process of aggressively rebranding. He'd lost himself over a few days partially because Shawnee was readily available and willing twenty-four seven, so he hadn't considered he was doing anything wrong because of a "Hall Pass" which came back to haunt him much later. From that point onward, he was treated like a pass around by his immediate female circle.
"GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!" Martha planted her head in his lap repeatedly throating him with both hands steadying herself with the tops of his thighs. Her mouth became a surrogate vagina sending him over the top in waves of scintillating pleasure as his thoughts drifted to Esther who'd pretty much done much of the same earlier in the day. The mature was so good that he lost his composure pounding her battered cunt atop the bathroom sink damaging her iPhone in the process. Martha was leagues better.
"We're gonna empty your balls, nigga." Martha reared up with a deluge of frothy saliva running off her chin down her chest. She tapped the underside of his twelve inches on her breastbone followed by each one of her small tits, each pressing her hardened nipples into his pee slit. Sloppier top followed as he audibly enjoyed himself humping up into her mouth on each of her downward strokes.
"AW SHIT!! AW FUCK!! GIMME THAT NECK BITCH!!" Jaquan let go fucking her mouth and throat with deep penetrative strokes until she broke it off reacting to being called a bitch, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. That hand slapped the shit out of his left thigh echoing across the cramped room.
"Hey, don't get out of pocket, bruh; as a matter of fact, you gonna return the motherfucking favor with your soft ass! GET UP SO THAT I CAN LAY DOWN, FOOL!!!" He was unceremoniously shoved aside as Martha laid on her back stallion legs splayed wide apart exposing her juicy peach, rubbing it.
"Aw shit." Jaquan mumbled as she spread her flower open revealing its rich, dripping pink interior.
"Fuck me right, nigga." Martha growled, drawing her knees up until her feet were planted flat, legs as far apart as they would go on the small loveseat. Her free arm was folded so that she could palm the back of her head against the arm of the couch. This was more than an open invitation.
She arched up further off the couch as his prick breached her steaming confines to the hilt.
"Yeah boy, give me that cock! Hit that shit all the way to the back and I'll get on my hands and knees and give you a real treat, bruh! You been burning a hole in my ass since I let you inside my crib; nigga you ain't the first thirsty fool dying for a piece of this chocolate cake and you definitely ain't gonna be the last, motherfucker. Show me something real boy, and I'll make you cry tears of joy. Come on baby, I know you can fuck me; but can you do it right, huh? Don't tell me no shit about fucking another bitch when you got the real deal premium right under your fucking nose. I fucked too and I ain't bitching!"
Jaquan found himself anxious, yet oddly turned on by the rhythmic quality of her boastful voice plunging his cock deep into her snatch. Martha's cunt was narrow, sloppy wet and extremely hot with his crown thumping the back of her tunnel. Her verbal grandstanding was abruptly halted with a sustained masculine sounding shriek as he pushed hard against her in a pushup position.
Jaquan was surprised at the ugly cry face presented to him in extreme closeup. Martha reached up with both hands digging her nails into the arm of the loveseat in a reclining pullup position as her ankles interlocked in the small of Jaquan's back higher than he would've expected. The back of her interlocked heels prodded him into a slow methodical start. Distressed moans and light whimpers caught him off guard as she reacted, unexpectedly demure.
Martha's swollen insides were squeezing his girth in pulsing fashion with every soulful thrust and plunge. He could feel every groove in her honey pot as she clamped down hard on his cock so intensely, he blanketed her body beneath his. The backs of her feet tapped his upper back encouraging his sexual overtures. This wet, gooey smacking sound was audible accompanying his movements intermingled with her labored huffs. His height made things a bit awkward but the softened expression on her face spoke volumes.
Her face was nothing to write home about, narrow and distinctly angry looking with a shock of unkempt greasy looking Geri curls topping it in a messy bob shorn close on the sides. The most prominent thing on her face was her big black coal darkened lips. His movements were sexually calculated, instinctual frenzied thrusts in interval mixed with deep plunges until his cock head thumped the back of her cunt. Every now and then, Jaquan would let his huge prick rest inside enjoying the tensed up wet squeezing.
"Yeah, this is what I wanted...what I needed, bruh. Some big, tall piece of pretty chocolate to fuck me really good. Aw shit, fuck me boy! Damn you got some dick on you, nigga. Fuck this pussy, bruh. Make me happy and I'll make you crawl up outta this bitch. Aw shit, back in the day I would've tried to give you a motherfucking baby! I'm gonna give you some ghud-ghud, bruh. I know you want me on my hands and knees, but I wanted you like this first. Fuck me, do it right. You gonna have the best day of your life!"
By this point, Jaquan was steadily picking up speed fucking her hard with his balls slapping against the bottom of her packed badonkadunk. His ears were filled with loud squishy sounds mixed with the creaking of the loveseat beneath them. Jaquan was plunging her depths drawing the leg hanging off the edge of the couch forward on bended knee. His other leg slowly moved forward on bended knee ending up under her right buttock which forced her to turn at an angle still facing him. His hand covered a tit.
It was smallish sloping breasts had the consistency of a stress ball at the rounded bottoms topped with really hard bullet point nipples. Jaquan found himself playing with it, particularly a nip. Martha reacted with a sustained hollow sounding moan that carried across the room. He made the extra effort going after that nipple sucking on it, nursing. His cock was reaming her out with soapy residue covering it.
"Aw yeah, fuck baby! I...wanna ride it, Jaquan! Wanna sit on this big ass dick and give you all of this big motherfucking ass before I get on my hands and knees. Let me fuck it; I wanna ride this dick and look at you pretty ass, motherfucker. I'm gonna fuck you so good that you're gonna be stalking my ass, bruh!"
He found no resistance parting her stallion legs bent at the knees giving her some sustained soapy thrusts. Martha made no bones that he was her preferred type enjoying herself with his body to the exclusion of all else. For most of her life Martha was openly ridiculed for her appearance chided as a "butt-her-face" by family members and her peers. With the blossoming of her figure early on came a deluge of egregious, downright nasty overtures from a toxic environment that left her toxically shook.
The universe had given her a karmic equalizer gifting her the body of a goddess that forced potential suitors to deal with her noxious mean mug face. It was mostly natural, that expression sometimes getting her in trouble with an abusive mother and various aunts and uncles. Her upbringing skewed lower middleclass, but a lot of people thought she came from the projects based on her evil face and demeanor alone. There was even a rumor going around that she had five kids when in reality she was a virgin. Instead of folding to the acute bullying, Martha embraced it wholesale with a pair of educated hands that made it almost a death sentence for boys brave enough, stupid enough to pinch the buns.
This didn't stop anyone severely affected by the sight of her generous proportions from working up the courage to try, even after she'd pummeled a hapless idiot into mush in front of her high school. She willingly became that mean dark skinned girl with the shitty attitude who wouldn't hesitate to put hands on anyone male, female and anything in-between with prejudice. Her street cred was bolstered after she brawled with a persistent thug twice her size, taking some damage before shoving his head through the passenger side window of a parked car when it was all said and done.
Later that night she cried herself to sleep after realizing no one came to her aid during that vicious street fight. She felt like no one could see that she was a girl beyond her figure with that line of thought coming to the fore the very next day in homeroom. The class clown decided to have some fun at her expense using a yardstick to raise the hem of her dress giving everyone present a glimpse of her panties stretched tight across her densely packed butt.
The resultant beatdown was one for the ages quickly broken up by an ethnically conscious minded teacher who asked them to apologize to one another instead of getting the white vice principal involved Martha shook the fool's hand and pulled him close warning him that more was coming. She would've waited until after school but was energized after being handily rejected by a romantic interest. Martha took that rejection and resultant jeers throughout from some female peers to fifth period lunch where she demolished that class clown bruising his ribs in front of a wider audience only to be dragged away by school security while she was stomping on his groin. She was suspended for a month.



Other than beating her senseless with an ironing cord, her mother could've cared less more invested in a new boyfriend already moving into their home. He was long, lean with a deep chocolate complexion that matched her own, but more importantly covertly interested in his girlfriend's daughter after laying eyes on her. Her mother would have none of it regarding her daughter's attempts to inform her of a few inappropriate moments, even beating her for trying to tempt said boyfriend. Martha dealt with the shit which escalated over weeks culminating with an invasion of her bedroom at three in the morning.
The eighteen year old was awakened from a deep slumber finding his head between her thighs with her maiden head breached afterward while her mother lay passed out in the living room from excessive drinking. This misanthrope Woody was well endowed fucking her especially hard until the crack of dawn before slinking off leaving a conflicted young woman staring up at the ceiling. This unemployed creep left the apartment and hopped on a bus for parts unknown right after taking Martha's innocence.
Her mother was incorrigible for weeks afterward wondering what she did to run him off, eventually blaming Martha who knew better than to tell her emotionally unstable mother the truth of the matter. Their relationship got worse and her behavior at school matched the strife she was experiencing at home until she was pulled from class one day. Her mother ended up hospitalized from substance abuse leaving Martha in the foster care system for months until she made a full recovery.
Her mother reappeared in her life seemingly in a better state of mind and determined to make things work with her troubled daughter. Life was better for a while but went into a brief relapse when her mother moved a new boyfriend into the home. It was supposed to be for economic reasons with them both being coworkers and friends first but blossomed into a legitimate romance over time. Martha was weary of this guy, but eventually warmed up to him after watching their interactions as a couple. He doted on her financially, but kept a safe distance so much so, that her mother begged her to give the guy a chance. She worked up a careful friendship with this incidental step-father, eventually softening.
Then her first cousin Georgia appeared in this newfound family's life.
Nothing would be the same again.
Taken in after her own mother had taken ill enough to be relegated to a nursing home; Georgia changed the energy in the home almost immediately. Formerly in her own home, this barely twentysomething had been kept in check with an iron fist, belt and anything that could be used to keep her in line, but now Georgia was experiencing a new level of freedom with barely any restrictions. At first, she kept up appearances wearing the old church lady dresses her mother demanded she cover up with, until her aunt decided to upgrade her wardrobe which put her adult figure and hyper curves right out front of the world at large on a regular basis. Much of the focus seemed to shift to Georgia leaving Martha outside.
This escalated into a fight when the "parents" were out enjoying a stay at a nearby motel. Martha was soundly defeated in a standup brawl with her older cousin, several times over the weekend until she relented when offered a kitchen knife as an equalizer by her criminally unfazed cousin. The girls found a common bond and troublesome friendship which bled into their high school life. Georgia was enrolled there to finish up her schooling after her mother fudged some details during her mid-year admission. Martha found her popularity soaring with her cousin at her side, but Georgia had other ideas.
This noxious misanthrope liked being a big fish in a small pond using her cousin as a clueless dupe for some criminal shenanigans or as cover for her own salacious activities. Martha was indoctrinated before she even realized what was happening in exquisite detail as she discovered her cousin liked selling her body for money. It happened one afternoon when Martha noticed her cousin in the school yard with a boy, she'd beaten up recently. They were talking in heated tone as she watched from the second floor window of study hall and she decided to follow them cutting class as well.
She peered into a window watching the exchange of money before Georgia got naked getting on her hands and knees after yanking down the hapless dupe's pants. Martha lost it watching for a few moment incensed that her cousin was using her bed in the room they shared. It was that reason for her sudden intrusion and that frenzied interruption which ended up with her joining in on the debauchery. Georgia never made any bones about her malicious nature, but now she was irrevocably involved becoming an overt bully collecting "taxes" from that customer, payment letting him fuck her, too.
Her second time was a paid threesome working as a prostitute.
The guilt was almost insurmountable, but Georgia stayed in her shadow counseling and teaching her the way of the streets. Her older cousin's reasoning was that no man would ever wife them up because of their facial looks but would always use their incredible bodies as sex toys if allowed. Martha was still on the fence about lying to her parents until Georgia decided to prove her point incensed at her reticence to fully engage and share the darkness with her. She disappeared from school one day intriguing Martha to follow where she made a horrific discovery.
Georgia was having a tempestuous affair with her stepfather.
She busted them going at it in the living room like rabid animals fully naked. The shock was so sudden that Martha nearly swooned, but ended up scrapping with her step father when he tried to stop her from falling onto the floor. Georgia reveled in the chaos finding it funny watching Martha swinging for the fences with her fists and anything else she could get her hands on before breaking down sobbing as he begged forgiveness, kowtowing at her feet. Georgia interjected employing street politics emptying out the man's wallet plunking the cash into Martha's palm. She was made to understand her cousin's world view and chided into accepting her stepfather as another weak mark led around by his dick.
Georgia's influence engulfed her whole as she found herself sitting on the couch half naked from the waist down with a scared man, she formally respected, eating her and apologizing with her devious cousin laughing at both of them. They had their way with him in what would become a sporadic habit on and off again over the years. Later in the middle of the night, Georgia confessed that her own mother was a prostitute behind closed doors which led to her hospitalization and later interment in a nursing home. She told Martha that other female relatives pressed her into taking Georgia into her home; and that what they'd done was simply the family business.
She said they would do a lot more and live better, more luxurious lifestyles than their predecessors.
Her cousin's influence would've been complete if her suspicious mother hadn't cornered Martha on a rare mother daughter shopping spree lightly interrogating the conflicted young woman. After much frank talk and coercion, Martha gave up everything to her mother including the night she lost her virginity to that former boyfriend, Woody. She was promptly dropped off at an aunt's while her mother sped back to the house catching Georgia in the act with her man. Martha was at her aunt's for a month.
Georgia was sent back to the streets where she belonged with little more than the clothes on her back.
The cousins wouldn't meet again for nearly fifteen years.
She wouldn't return alone.
"Aw yeah, I like riding a big piece of meat boy! Like fucking on black cock, banging pretty ass niggas like you! Aw shit you better than the other one cause you fit up in my snatch like a key in a motherfucking lock! Don't move, Jaquan boy!! I wanna do all the work! I wanna please this BBC! Don't move! Aw shit!"
Martha was soulfully fucking the stuffing out of him in her favorite position, cowgirl. She was sitting upright a bit hunched over so that she could palm his defined muscular chest and use her thumbs on his nipples. He was a sculpted masterpiece right out of her dreams after being imprinted by her unfortunate first experience. It was ironic in that the classmate she'd been enamored with also had a similar appearance. The popular school athlete lost to time had made her feel like a fool toying with her emotions and body, before fumbling the ball metaphorically. She was ready to give her first time to her unrequited love until he asked her to put a paper bag on her head. Later that night, Woody invaded her bedroom revealing an unrequited lust that would not be denied. He took her for a night until dawn.
"DON'T MOVE!! DON'T DO NUTHIN!! LET ME FUCK IT!! AW SHIT! AW SHIT BRUH!! DON'T MOVE BABY!"
Her nails raked his pecs and abdomen on the way up her own defined gym built and maintained abs, eventually cupping the undersides of her small breasts, pinching her nipples. For a decade and change, Martha kept her phenomenal figure under wraps out of necessity, but mostly out of shame as her relationship with her mother never recovered. In lieu of everything that happened, her mother's new confidant in life became her bottle until she passed from kidney failure a few years prior. This caused Martha to toughen up as she adopted a mostly nihilistic world view becoming a true "Boss Bitch."
Jaquan was just holding on for dear life letting her get everything she wanted enjoying the ride. This late fortysomething was a physical masterpiece honed to perfection in the gym from the neck down. There was no getting past her smoldering mean mug which for some reason made most liken her to a fictional twin sister of Morgan Freeman slathered in deep dark chocolate. Well, her perennial expression if nothing else. Her surly unruly toxic demeanor ran off most suitors as intended; probably too well in hindsight as her dry social life propelled her on a girl's trip to Jamaica and a fateful hookup with a yardie packing a rod. That raft became a floating love nest as she was epically plowed by a man doing his job.
She flew back home with Babbette in her belly.
"Aw yeah baby boy!! Ain't had nothing this good since Jamaica! I LIKES THIS!! I love the way it feels in my stomach, Bruh!! You getting all the right motherfucking parts, nigga! Just lay there and let a bitch put all of this on you!! I wanna empty them big ass balls you got and then I'm gonna make your fucking day, bruh!! You gonna come back round here looking in my motherfucking windows at night and you know what? I'M GONNA OPEN THAT WINDOW AND LET YOU COME IN!! I'M GONNA OPEN THAT FUCKING WINDOW AND LET YOU COME IN AND GET ALL OF THIS PUSSY!! ALL NIGHT LONG!! AW YEAH BABY!!"
He knew she was talking more to herself than him specifically, speaking sex addled streams of rough thuggish consciousness. Jaquan recognized the behavior remembering his own moment taking the virginity of the woman who would come to be known in the future as "Infamous baby mamma #2" to family and a close knit circle of friends in their collective lives. She became the monster he created returning karma to him making Jaquan drink from that cup by the bucketload. He understood Martha.
"You said you fucked another old bitch today but that don't mean shit to me! You could fuck a hundred old bitches before you made it to my bed and it still wouldn't mean shit, bruh! Your dick gon get rock hard every motherfucking time, nigga! AHM ALMOST THERE BRUH!! AHM BOUT TO CUM!! JAQUAN!!"
Martha's thickened muscular thighs locked wedging his together tightly as a series of tremors rocked the whole of her body in waves. She stiffened upright clawing at her breasts pinching and distending her rubbery nipples yowling like a raspy sounding alley cat. Her powerful cheeks inverted hard enough to create these inverted dimples on each facing away from Jaquan's face. A shudder ran through Martha's frame making it feel as if she were bending his cock right above the base. It lasted a few minutes with both grunting and squealing as she held the posture biting into her lower lip. Then it was over.
Something snapped and unlocked, making her hips and buttocks an independent rolling and popping blur of motion. This broke the dam as his prick was taken on a ride blasting rope after rope of ejaculate into her hungry snatch. Jaquan groaned shoving her down on his prick, then went after her dense buns.
"Aw yeah baby; give me all that nut; fill me up Jaquan and get your reward." Her hips kept rotating like a hood version of a belly dancer. The return of a much more experienced Georgia later in her life brought with it, a resumed mentorship between women now in their forties, early fifties. Martha learned well.
"Reward?" Jaquan arched up as much he could underneath her pushing his cock tightly against her slit.
"Yeah boy; I told you I'm gonna give you the best day of your life and I'm gonna make you forget all about that other bitch you fucked today, baby boy. In fact, I'm gonna make you forget about all those hoes, my nigga; but first I'm gonna let you wax this big black ass of mine before I put you in the mix."
"Huh, I don't understand." Jaquan was feeling it everywhere but kept wedging himself against her cunt.
"Shush, be quiet while I get this cock ready, pretty ass nigga." She rolled her hips somehow dislodging his throbbing twelve inches. It was slathered in their intermingled juices in a frothy mix.
Martha dismounted like she was getting off of a horse with an infectious energy about her person that told him she was more than able to keep it up for a night and a day. His day started off with a sound defeat and drubbing as the object of his eye rebuffed him with style and criminal grace. He found solace in the arms of a fellow online talent which eventually led him here to this house and Martha, blessed.
"Fuck, your pussy tight as fuck." Jaquan mumbled pumping his hips driving the underside of his glazed prick along her slit rubbing up an enticing friction. Martha pushed a finger against his lips, coming close.
"Hey boy; look at my face and tell me what you see." The original question returned slightly modified.
Before he even realized it himself, Jaquan was kissing her passionately with a hand palming the back of her head like a basketball. His actions had been instinctual, undertaken with little to no conscious thought as they made out wantonly with her butt methodically rolling and grinding on his cock trapped between their bodies. The humanoid rottweiler aesthetic didn't matter as he closed his eyes tightly enjoying the dual sensations of her huge densely packed butt and sensual hungry kissing for a while. There was this weird feeling, some sort of intuition as his tightly shut eyes started to squint open.
A face.
A damn evil looking face was peering at him with scary looking beady eyes through a wealth of long stringy wet looking salt and pepper wealth of shoulder length curls. It was sticking its head through the interior window above the love seat as he blinked profusely trying to clear his watering eyes. Martha's head twisted as she angled her head using her tongue to wrestle with his own, blocking his view. Jaquan twisted and turned wanting to see the witch-like face again. Martha cupped his cheeks licking his lips.
Nothing was there when he got the view again.
"Now I want you to wax this ass for me; then you're gonna get your reward, baby." Her tone was still masculine sounding, but playfully girlish as well. Martha took him whole between her blackened lips carefully sucking and coaxing him back to a respectable hardness. She cupped and massaged his balls running her fingers on his taint as she worked him into a throbbing, almost painful hardness, stopping.
"Come on, get down here behind me and get this big ass you been wanting since I let you up in here."
He watched Martha climb down on all fours coming level with his side with the deepest arch she could manifest in her lower back. This made her butt look phenomenal in a side view, rich dark chocolate. Jaquan was feeling it all over looking at her profile laying on his back on the loveseat with his legs dangling over the other arm. She didn't say or do anything else other than looking at him without further sound. They stared at one another before he slowly got down behind Martha finding a staggering view.
Looking at this thick packed butt from behind which resembled two boulders tightly wedged together collectively approximating an acute pear shaped at the bottom of her waist, sent jolts to his package. Her undercuff was impossibly deep overlapping the top of her defined thighs. From any angle her butt was completely round, and cement thickened. The deep arch in her back caused her flower to part a sliver, even after being run through with twelve thick certified inches, thirteen point five earlier.
"Ah, aw...OW!! OW!! OW!!" His abused and over used prick stung as he softly pressed its crown against her tight opening managing only the tip. He'd been run through and treated like a two dollar whore by this woman after another equally thick mature stunted on him, angry at her cheating husband. While she cheated in the worst way, herself. Martha was on another level, making him wish Esther hadn't happened so that he could've enjoyed this incredible body even more. This was all because of Andre.
Andre 13.5 and his stupid ass Nintendo Switch.
"OOOWW!! Ouch!! Fuck!! Ouch!! Aw shit! Aw shit you so fucking tight! OW!! AW SHIT!! OW!! BABY!!" Martha took the initiative popping that arch deeper like she'd been taught decades earlier bucking backwards taking those twelve inches completely with a sustained animalistic snarl due to her own velvety insides being pushed to the extreme earlier by a tall, moderately dark handsome simpleton with a thirteen point five inch rod in his pants. He'd taken her to the limit in the ultimate disrespect as a dig at her more experienced older cousin who couldn't have cared less before sexually trashing him again.
His hands grabbed her juicy thighs digging big manly fingers into the skintight creases formed when Martha went on all fours for doggy style. Jaquan pretty much remained stationary letting Martha do the work starting slowly after the initial shock of having a fleshy cinder block shoved into his pelvis. There was barely any give with minimal motion ripples as she fucked herself on the business end of his cock. She added a roll of the hips working in some pronounced twerking, taking him over the edge five minutes in. He was so blasted, he nearly fell backwards, barely having time to aim at her dense cakes.
Three ropes of watery cum splashed across Martha's thick ass, the epitome of junk in the trunk.
He stayed there on his knees looking at his sparse handiwork, eyes fluttering vision blurring.
"Aw baby boy, I know you probably wanted to really cream me up; but there's gonna be other times Jaquan...huh?" Martha rocked back and forth on her hands and knees gradually looking over her shoulder still full of energy.
Jaquan was asleep on his knees.
"Told you I was gonna turn you out." Martha replied with a half smirk and a chortle.
Jaquan was barely conscious, eyes fluttering becoming heavier as some invisible hand forced them closed, tightly shut as Martha's huge cemented badonkadunk greeted him with a wet smack. He was almost delirious from the exertion having been with two thick matures over the last few hours. Right before he drifted, there was the loud slamming of what was obviously the front door to the home.
"Mi buy FOOD OH an mi HAVING A bredren OVER; OH mi GOD MAMMA; wah di FUCK THIS?!!" Some women happened upon the scene with explosive results, but Jaquan was too far gone.



"DON'T YOU YELL IN THIS HOUSE GIRL; AND I'M GONNA WHUP YO' ASS FOR SNEAKING BOYS UP IN HERE!!" Martha shouted followed by the sound of furniture moving and some scuffling ending with a loud shriek.
[DARKNESS]
*******
"Well would you look at this happy horseshit." I was sitting in my bedroom at my laptop editing bay multi-tasking and keeping an eye on the social media accounts of several people.
My dimbulb Uncle Grady had created a shit storm for me after getting confirmation from an uncompromised P.I. that I was indeed messing around with his wife. Of course, it was all business with the obvious perk being pounding the holy hell out of his wife's humongous ass. At first glance Esther seemed to be clever on her end of things with a tracker and air tags installed on all of his vehicles. The idea was these measures along with a few other gadgets would allow us to work unimpeded.
Chaos theory reared its ugly head with the revelation that my uncle could learn too; thus, we were exposed and immediately shunned and excoriated. I'd learned that my uncle gathered up a lynch mob of relatives from dad's side of the family marching first to my former home rattling my mother in the process. I was incensed at this quickly finding out through third parties and social media that my father was out of the country on a vacation with his current lady love in the Turk and Caicos islands. His new girlfriend owned a travel agency. There was no doubt we'd clash when he returned.
Grady then turned up at the presidential suite of an airport hotel paid for by an overseas admirer with mountains of cash and her occasional sugar daddy. Other than the messy dissolution of the marriage, Esther was secure financially and then some with several accounts flush with cash and some crypto, too. Me, I wasn't hurting for money either, but found myself struggling between the two worlds I inhabited while doing a scrappy bang-up job of keeping my identity secret. My android started ringing.
"You ever heard the saying "Absence makes the heart grow fonder" huh, young man?"
"Hello to you too; I had a legitimate reason for calling."
"Oh yeah, but you're not fooling no one."
"Can you uh, take care of it; and uh, I'm paying too." she started laughing gregariously as I heard some water splashing about in the background.
"Honey, you can't afford my retainer; so, consider this a favor."
"I can pay with head."
Loud laughter exploded from my android along with more sounds of splashing water. This lasted for a few minutes before she composed herself, already uncharacteristically whimsical in tone. I could hear more sounds of water splashing about letting my mind create the visual of her mature slim thick figure.
"That's a tall order, but you can rest assure I already took care of things with my particular brand of OCD, young man... or maybe I should call you the Educated Simp like everyone else, huh?"
"You can call me anything you want, but just call me."
"Careful, you are starting to convince me that I've made quite the impression on you over this weekend."
"Come over here and find out!"
"No young man, I'm going to have to be the responsible adult here and abstain on your behalf. If we keep it up, you're going to be in a wheel chair."
"One more round!"
"Stop it, I'm actually blushing."
"I'm hard."
"I'm going to ignore that and keep it professional; all of the involved parties will receive "Cease and Desist" correspondence online and by snail mail to make it stick. The consequences of breaching the privacy of persons listed has also been listed in layman's terms at your request, young man. So, if your online content leaks, we'll take everything they have in court. I understand some of these people are relatives, I'm afraid you're not going to be very popular with them going forward."
"That's not much of a loss, Angela."
"Understood; is there anything else I can do for you?"
"Yeah, let me get some of those tight buns."
"Stop it."
"One more round."
"No."
"Alright I understand if you're scared; so, uh, what're you doing right now?"
"Why?"
"Just tell me, Angela."
"Soaking, in my sauna." She answered audibly, taking a sip of wine.
"What's your address?" Angela Gilbert started giggling like a schoolgirl while I was sporting a renewed bar of steel below the belt.
"Bye."
"HEY WAIT-A-MINUTE!" Charity's mother ended the call leaving me wondering if she was tempted to go another round with me after putting in work earlier in the morning. I took a dick pic sending it to her but got no response outside of a smiling emoji. Both mother and daughter were beasts between the sheets.
I got back to work ignoring my tumescence letting it subside. Part of me was hoping my weekend fling would resume as I tapped away at my computer doing some considerable remote mischief. Uncle Grady not to be outdone by his wife's infidelity, responded with two or maybe three women intended as replacements for my Auntie Esther.
I edited a clip of the boorish seconds long clips sent to Esther managing to cobble together a barely three minute composition which I added to one of my burner tract phones. Uncle Grady shot out the lights starting a family feud with me, so I would shoot back with an online catapult full of his indiscretions. It took a good thirty minutes uploading a bunch of family members to my burner phone before the clip was dispersed, particularly to most of the older elderly women in the family.
I couldn't show my face around the family, and neither would he when it was all said and done.
"Chew on that, bitch." I still bristled after nuking my uncle's reputation.
My burner phone started ringing and I answered it without thinking, instantly regretting it.
"Hello?"
"Daquan; oh, you finally picked up after I've been texting you for hours! I thought you ghosted me! I was heated thinking you were playing in my face, but I guess you were busy, right? Walmart got you on those double shifts, right? It doesn't matter, so where are you taking me on our first date, babe?"
Andre's wife was on the other side of the line still interested after I'd obviously ghosted her. I'd intended to do more but found a game changer after trying to order her marriage certificate online from the city. I'd data mined her social media and other people in her friend and work groups preparing to deliver a coup DeGrace to her for exploiting her husband, Andre 13.5. Now, that wouldn't be necessary.
"Nah."
"Excuse me?"
"I ghosted you, Dayna." There was no point in continuing with the catfish situation; I already knew what was pretty much going on with the "happily married" couple.
"BITCH ASS NIGGA!! I'M GONNA GET YOU FUCKED UP FOR PLAYING IN MY FACE!!"
"How, bitch; I catfished your ugly midget ass, baby. If you fuck with me, I'll hack your shit up, and make your money funny, bitch. Want me to send all of them nasty ass videos you make with that dumb looking fool to your job, huh Dayna?! Want me to hit up that Linked In page for your stupid, narrow ass? How about your friends, your other niggas on snap who don't even know you're married? Oh yeah... YOU AIN'T EVEN MARRIED, MY NIGGA!! I could clean your bank account out right now if you keep acting brand new!! WANT ME TO SEND YOUR STUPID SEX TAPE TO YOUR FUCKING GRANDMOTHER?!!"
I hammed it up going into full moustache twirling villain mode as Dayna responded.
"Please don't."
"5769 WEST COTTAGE GROVE!! That place is a shithole, Dayna! How you gonna stick your fucking grandmother up in there after all she's done for you, huh bitch?!! She too good to live with you and that dumbass nigga working at Hotdog on a motherfucking stick?!! ANSWER ME, BITCH!! SPEAK DAYNA!!"
"She's got Alzheimer's." Her voice was mousy and wet.
"Dayna, I'm gonna ask you a question, okay?"
"Okay."
"Do you wanna end up working at Hotdog on a Stick?"
"No." She answered just above a whisper.
"Remember that." I hung up in her face turning off and disassembling the burner phone. I was so paranoid, I removed the battery and bagged it. Andre's phone started ringing almost right after I ended my fake relationship with the wayward wife. I wouldn't be interacting with her again if I could help it.
There was no marriage certificate.
I switched off Andre's phone dialing Jaquan. My call went straight to voicemail. He was still butthurt about my curt treatment of his bruised ego. He'd been sent on an errand to retrieve Andre and I wanted him to facetime me when he got there, but he'd gone into business for himself.
I continued working at my editing bay putting together the footage I'd actually shot of my now excommunicated auntie as her alter-ego, Mz. Giggles. I intended to price the twenty-five minute movie up just under what I was charging for her own sloppily shot sex tape. I was hamstrung due to her actions with my male online talents prompted by my uncle's boorish behavior. This would be the third movie sitting idle on my server until Esther was legally free of my uncle. That didn't change the fact that I needed some new content to make up for the old. Rashida Sikes came to mind, but I batted it away.
I wanted something new even considering asking Angela if it was okay to post her video gift to me.
Common sense prevailed as I went on to my next bit of mischief checking the social media page of one of my uncle's resident jump-offs.
I thought of that old adage about the cat being away and the mice playing as I perused a number of crappy pics and laughable twerking videos featuring the busted strippers he'd brought into the house after finding out about his wife's clandestine second life as an online adult performer and model. He'd purchased and downloaded all of her content and I had the receipts to prove it. I checked Esther's tier on my site finding that he'd bought the high priced episode as well. My uncle was looking more like an uber simp by the moment about to lose his shirt in karmic fashion. The mice were truly playing.
"Whoa."
While my uncle was out presumably hunting me down with a platoon of family goofs, his salacious cohorts had taken the opportunity to stunt using his home for a house party. I'd gained access to one of the strippers IG page finding a number of video clips and pics detailing her Jeffersons-like rise to the top in true rachet fashion as an urban sugar babies for a rich old simp; her words, not mine.
She'd posted a garish fake flyer for some of her friends and associates earlier in the day. I'd taken the flyer and posted it where it would get the most traction, after adding my uncle's address; something that was missing from the original.
Thus, something meant for a small group of people had been altered so that I would be able to move in the shadows to get what I wanted. Nobody picked up on my new flyer which predictably drew a larger crowd than was originally intended. I got dressed, packing my camera bag and rig along with Charity Gilbert's stun baton. I kept it under my hat from everyone else but was in possession of a Glock pilfered from my cousin Jaquan. I recognized it as formerly belonging to a certain baby mamma #2, supposedly not so infamous these days. I had a goal and a side mission designed to finish covering my ass.
"Hey, what's going on?" Esther picked up immediately, still sounding off kilter from the events of the day.
"I'll tell you when it's all said and done; can you do me a favor, auntie?"
"Is this gonna be somethin' kind of crazy?"
"Can't you just do it without question, auntie?" I could hear Esther fretting situationally sequestered in the presidential suite of an airport hotel paid for by her biggest fan, some middle eastern fellow a few countries over. It was weird because this wealthy guy sight unseen had been there from the start of her "career" as an adult performer online. The first seconds long clip I'd ever uploaded of Esther had this guy at hello, for lack of a better term. Now he was funding a golden parachute out of what had become an inconvenient marriage while my uncle was in full meltdown mode. Esther was soon to fly out of his life.
"I'll do what you want, but just know I ain't a looking for no more trouble today, boy. It's been crazy enough round here and the hotel management is close to tossing me out on my butt as it is; just tell me it ain't got nothing to do with Grady."
"It ain't got nothing to do with Grady." I deadpanned lying sort of by omission.
"Alright, what do you want me to do?"
"Make a phone call when I hit you back." I explained walking to the front door fishing out my car keys.
"THAT'S IT?!"
"Yeah."
"Now this ain't no kind of trick bag, is it boy? I uh, mean you ain't meddling me again, are you?"
"Trust me auntie."
"Uhm, okay." I ended the call without further word knowing she probably didn't trust me one bit knowing she was between a rock and a hard place until she got on that plane to her new life. I hit the freeway at a good clip speeding off to the northern burbs.
There was nothing that could prepare me for the intended results of my meddling in some women's online stunting as I drove down the block past Uncle Grady's home. I knew the minute I hit the block finding it congested with traffic backed up, some double parked along the normally quiet street. Both sides of the street were packed with teens and young adults some would classify as being from the wrong side of the tracks.
A lot of them looked shady and criminal minded as I sat four cars away from my uncle's home. I noticed a group of sisters with garish hair of various colors wearing the latest stripper wear strolling towards my uncle's home. Strains of "FNF" by Glorilla blasted from some speakers in the back of my uncle's house. I shook my head as I noticed some young brothers actually shooting dice on the sidewalk. I managed to tool past Uncle Grady's home at a snail's pace hitting a right speeding away from the house down the block until I found parking on a side street. I got out dialing up Esther.
"WHUT, WHAT, WHAT 'S YOU WANT ME TO DO?!! I SINCERELY HOPE YOU AIN'T MESSED UP NOTHIN!! I DON'T KNOW IF I WANT TO BE INVOLVED WITH THANGS!! I'M JUST GONNA GO MY OWN WAY BOY!!"
"Esther."
"I KNOW YOU ALL MAD AND EVERYTHING, BUT I PROMISE ITS ALL GONNA WORK OUT IN THE END!! WHATEVER YOU GONNA DO, DON'T DO THAT SHIT!! IT'S GON BE OKAY!! I'LL PAY YOU! OKAY BOY?!!"
"Esther."
"Yeah?" She settled down, realizing my calm.
"Call Mr. McCarthy and ask him if something is going on at your house because you've got a security alert from your service. Tell him your nephew is on the way, but since he's right there you decided to call him up because he's on the homeowners committee."
"WHAT?!!"
"Call Mr. McCarthy and ask him if something is going on at your house because you've got a security alert from your service. Tell him your nephew is on the way, but since he's right there you decided to call him up because he's on the homeowners committee. I need this done right now and I want you to text me when it's done, auntie."
I could hear Esther fretting on the phone for a few minutes it took to realize my request wouldn't change her situation one way or the other.
"Okay."
She ended the call not knowing I was already on the spot a block and a half over watching the neighborhood fracas. I got that return text as I popped the trunk slipping into one of the cringy white collared, multi-colored short sleeve shirts left over from my residency in my mother's home. I hadn't worn the shirt since my last days of High school mostly because I got drubbed as a Cosby kid from Sesame Street due to the multicolor horizontal stripes in its design. I got out a go pro before moving.
Luckily, I was invisible to the surging crowds of teens and young adults camped in and around my uncle's house in what amounted to a flash mob. I started encountering throngs of people as I got closer eliciting little more than errant stares and mean mugs with anyone, I happened to cross eyes with.
My clothing was designed to make me innocuous to anybody present and it worked to perfection as the loud crappy drill music got louder. I noticed a number of my uncle's neighbors in their yards already on their phone as I got a shit load of footage on my Go Pro. I crossed into the congested streets walking up the block making sure both of my hands were visible to anybody looking. I didn't want to catch any bullets from any thuggos knowing the severe paranoia engulfing a lot of criminally minded folks.
"HEY!!" I nearly jumped out of my skin, but it was Mr. McCarthy looking half crazed at the ensuing fracas.
"Sorry kid; but you're Esther's son, aren't you?"
"Nephew."
"Oh yeah, well I don't think you want to go in there; especially with a camera. By the way my name is Kevin and your aunt phoned me because of the mess, over there. She said you were on your way here and I've got to tell you this is unsanctioned by the homeowners committee."
"Yeah, I imagine that's so, Mr. McCarthy; but I was under the impression my uncle was out of town for the weekend. I was just coming here to pick up some things from the shed for donations to a shelter. My aunt said it would be okay. I work at the local college, and this was a window to pick the stuff up without bothering them. I think they're on a second honeymoon or something." I made sure to come off as glibly nerdy and clueless as humanly possible. This worked as his features softened.
"You had no idea this was going on?"
"No sir; in fact, Uncle Grady's kids don't live there anymore, and one is an elite college athlete out of state at university. Man, I don't what this is about, honestly speaking, sir. Maybe I'll just go have a look and talk to some of those brothers." I acted as if I were going to walk across the street, but he snagged my bicep, concerned.
"I don't think that would be a good idea."
"Why sir; maybe this is some sort of misunderstanding."
"Trust me kid, I know these kind of people; my brother's a cop and I've gone on ride a longs in the hood. No offense, but you'll stick out like a sore thumb. Look, I know they're black folks like you, but uhm, all kinfolk ain't skin folk, son." He put a hand on my shoulder trying to sound well-meaning and it took all I had not to laugh in his face. I glanced over, finding his wife just inside the gate bordering the front of his home, already on her cell phone.
"Geez, Mr. McCarthy; I never thought of it that way. I used to get picked on in school by the cool kids, but I'm a man now, so shouldn't it be different?"
"You don't want to do this, kid; I'm afraid to say this and I don't mean any harm or offense, but the black people over there might think you're, a coon."
"KEVIN!!" His wife shouted, outraged at his candor.
"IT'S OKAY MA'AM! I understand what Mr. McCarthy was trying to say. I guess I'll just uhm, come back later." I waved meekly before turning to her husband who looked apprehensive until I smiled.
"Think I should uh, call the police or something? My uncle's probably on a plane, now."
"Don't be a snitch; I've uh, already taken the liberty of informing the authorities. I never had your uncle's number, so I always talked to your Aunt Esther about things like this. You should probably skedaddle, kid. We wouldn't want you to be lumped in with the other..."
"KEVIN!!" His wife shouted again, flustered.
"Trespassers." He finished the sentence sounding unconvincing, awkward; a Freudian slip successfully avoided. I could already hear the sounds of incoming police cars. Some of the people were starting to make that bullrun in the opposite direction from the sirens.
"Uh, I think you are right sir; I'm going to come back later and pick up that stuff."
"Uh, cool; you're making the right decision. You don't want to be lumped in with those people; trust me on this, kid. I think it would be a lot safer and you wouldn't have to worry about having a police record like most of the thugs over there."



"You're absolutely right, sir." Mr. McCarthy was beaming while his wife facepalmed embarrassed by his hubris.
"Alright kid; you'd probably better toddle out of here so the cops won't get the wrong idea. It's our responsibility to make sure they get the right ones."
"KEVIN GET YOUR ASS IN HERE!!" His wife lost her composure throwing the metal gate open hard enough to make it slam into the fence bordering the front of their property.
"See you Mr. McCarthy." I waved with a bright smile as he trudged past his wife without replying, soundly emasculated by the middle-aged blonde. She was holding a leash in the other hand connected to an incessantly barking purse dog.
I waved at the dog before looking his wife in the face.
"Sorry about him." she apologized.
"It's okay; I learned a lot." I tipped an invisible hat walking back the way I came as the police arrived in several patrol cruisers looking ready to quell a riot.
"Aw shit." She grunted as I went back the way I'd come hands stuffed in pockets.
My mission was to get a shit load of footage of the situation I'd caused and also make sure my uncle's reputation was sullied amongst his peers in this semi-affluent mixed neighborhood with mostly Caucasian people who'd lived there after white flight decades ago. Uncle Grady loved to run down his former environs talking about how he'd made it "out of the ghetto" when the truth skewed differently. It was his late second wife's death and resultant insurance money that financed his change of status and smug indifference towards his less fortunate family members. I hated the way my dad was always up in his face like the shit would rub off on him or something. I was going to rip his world apart for payback.
I got footage of the ensuing chaos as the police ended the party with surgical precision. A lot of people got arrested and even more got tickets for one reason or another. I got added footage of angry and dejected people somberly walking out of the area as I waited to enact my second mission. Before undertaking this campaign, I'd noticed something alarming in a few of the video clips from the bootleg shindig. There was no way I'd let a loose end trip me up after being outed and shamed a second time.
"Time to make the donuts." The last of the police cruisers sped by with my uncle's concubines tucked away in cuffs in a backseat nobody in the hood wanted to take a ride in; I guess they had warrants.
I jumped behind the wheel and tooled down the winding alley until I was behind the brick wall that bordered the back of my uncle's property. I got up on the hood peering over the wall into the backyard finding a disaster zone. The place was bombed out with trash and litter including articles of clothing all over the yard approximating an impromptu landfill of sorts. The police had cleared the place but left the lights on in the house. I popped the trunk and got out a foldable dolly and a set of bolt cutters. This was the important part of my plan and an imperative to close out things with Esther. I stuffed my Go Pro in a tote bag along with the dolly, slinging it across my shoulders.
Jumping the brick wall wasn't too much of a problem after tossing the bolt cutters into the yard. Once over, I used the cutters to snap the lock on the fence leading back into the alley. This was a criminal as it got for me and a neccesity which I didn't intend to repeat after making sure the coast was clear. There was garbage and debris all over the place even leading down the driveway as I checked out the McCarthy household from the other side of the street. The curtains were drawn, but I made sure to keep out of direct sight from the paneled window still able to hear that shitty purse dog yapping away.
"Ten minutes or less." I pulled a mouthless ski mask over my face creeping close to the side of the house. Ironically, I passed right under the window that started my association with Esther that day. A bunch of little punk kids were peeping into her window while she was getting dressed and I decided to be the good guy by intervening. Only Esther just caught me looking and didn't see it that way.
Fast forward today, I was the bad guy.
The back door had been left ajar which afforded me entrance into the house with a modicum of pushback. The interior of Uncle Grady's home was worse than the outside utterly trashed and vandalized to the max. The living room floor was littered with dollars which I helped myself to only picking up fifties and hundreds. I noticed a large flatscreen television was missing from the living room. I didn't give a fuck after watching his stupid sex tape with two pooh butt strippers, but noticed one item that caught my attention in one of the several lives that documented the impromptu shindig.
"Bingo."
I found the small safe, thankfully, still tucked away in the corner of her bedroom. It was on my to do list due to the fact that it held Esther's NDA and probably some other secrets of her clandestine life that I didn't want in my uncle's hands. I got out my dolly unfolding it, mounting the safe on it with some effort due to its weight before tying it off with some elastic cords. I paused for a moment taking a glance around the bedroom, noticing Esther's walk in closet, completely ransacked. It looked like Esther's former sanctuary had been purposely razed by my uncle and his female cohorts. It was devastating.
I took some pics of the carnage with my phone pocketing starting to drag wheel the safe out of the room. I took a few steps but was stopped in my tracks when I heard the attic door open right behind me, slowly looking over my shoulder holding the bolt cutters in one hand, apprehensive. A pair of women's legs appeared at the top of the attic pull down stairs. Grady had also invaded Esther's secondary sanctuary as I froze in place watching the lower half of a women appear followed by the rest of her.
"Who are you?" This woman was in her twenties with a dirty kind of beauty pasted across a sort of rubbery looking face with a noticeable gap in her front teeth.
"Wrong question." I replied in a rough tone from across the room as she stepped down into my auntie's bedroom without a hint of fear.
"Are you an Op?"
"Do you care?" I held up a crisp hundred dollar bill.
Her countenance reminded me of an old school black pornstar who's stage name was Sinnamon Love, albeit much younger and cleaner looking. This woman could've been that woman's daughter with a slender up top but bottom heavy in the hips figure. She had to be the third unseen person who shot my uncle's "sex tape" designed to get my aunt's goat; but opened up a whirlwind as she snapped up the c-note with a bit of flair. I got an unwanted look at her bust in a white tank top with the phrase "Thicker Tan a Snicker" while some denim booty shorts covered her crotch. They were actually made that way.
"Hey, don't mind me, but its personal, huh?" There was a sly tone and sneaky sound to her voice.
"Like I said, do you care?" She was right in front of me completely at ease. This kind of raised my hackles seeing as how she and her friends helped trash my uncle's home, which was mostly razing everything my aunt had done for over fifteen years in single day. Esther worked hard to be a proper housewife in the beginning only venturing to the dark side after two repeated affairs from her husband.
"An op is an op, bruh; this wasn't gonna be nothing permanent anyway. What; I'm supposed to have love for a simp with deep pockets? That's my moms and my aunt's game, anyway. Me, I like a quick turnaround on my investment. Ain't no snitch but getting a c-note for not bending over is a plus."
I held up another c-note.
"Damn, you one of them wild ass fucking ops, huh bruh?"
I just stared wanting to see what she would do, and this shady woman didn't disappoint grinning like a jackal as she doffed those shorts with a snicker revealing a nappy muff underneath centered in the middle of some hips rounded hips. This woman was rocking what I considered to be a perfect heart shaped ass worthy of my site. She folded her tank back over her neck exposing some nice perky c-cup breasts with piercings in the nipples. The tattoos on her sternum and lower abdomen didn't do much for me as she snapped the second hundred dollar bill turning her back to me mounting the edge of the bed.
"Hey, there's some condoms on the bedside table; a bitch gotta play it safe in these streets, my nigga." I took an extended look at the spongy sort of dingy colored buns on display. She was fully packed but had an odor.
There were several rolls of condoms on my aunt's bedside table. This bitch was kneeling on my aunt's patchwork mattress which had traveled with her from home to home throughout her life. I bristled.
"Know what I'm saying, bruh?"
She would never get an answer because I was long gone after bribing her with money that wasn't mine.
*************************************************************************************
"Huh...WHAT?!!"
Jaquan woke up in the darkness nude, under some blankets with the muted television light flickering off one half of his face. His joints felt locked in place and his mind was full of fog like he'd been asleep for a week as he stretched out listening to the crack of his bones. He sat up tossign the blanket aside rubbing the back of his bald head, vision still blurred. He stood up stretching even further barely aware of his nudity.
Jaquan poked a finger in his ear rubbing it around yawning drawing his shoulder back cracking more bones as he walked in a daze. His right hand was flattened against the wall until his other found a doorknob turning it. A stringent powdery smell assailed his nostrils almost making him sneeze as the side of his leg bumped a toilet seat. Jaquan didn't think twice silently yawning as he lifted the seat which was covered with a plush furry hot pink cover. He was still out of it leaning over taking a whiz peering down into the bowl. His thoughts were a jumble of images as he shook and washed his hands barely aware of the running shower just beside him. He picked up a toothbrush noticing it a weird cartoon character on it, setting it aside thinking it belonged to his daughter, Daisy. He reached over drawing the shower curtain aside stepping inside wiping the vestiges of a deep sleep from his eyes.
"Eh?" He started blinking profusely.
He found himself staring at the back of someone's head, a woman.
A fluffy pink shower bonnet covered her head as his gaze traveled downward from the back of her narrow neck to the defined back and arms of an athlete continuing past this cinched waist, finally settling on the upper swell of a huge densely packed derriere in the perfect shape of a heart. It looked like it had been removed and inflated two sizes larger before being reattached. It was a rich yellow bone color, utterly packed and meaty, intimidating as he realized this wasn't his home. His eyes widened.
Babbette turned around looking at him with this stone expression. She was holding a soapy towel.
"Uhm..."
"If you say anything else; I'm going to lock that bathroom door and gets to dumping on your goofy ass until I knock you threw that shit. Now I want you to get out of my shower and get the fuck out of here."
Jaquan was so throbbingly hard, it hurt.
He motioned silently with his pointer finger towards the closed bathroom door, but she just stared.
His twelve inches pulsed and throbbed and her healthy bust in profile didn't help matters any nearly making him explode a geyser of cum. Jaquan nodded mutely under Babbette's unyielding gaze. She just stood there under the spray washing her hands with the towel, unfazed. He noticed her nostrils flaring. Jaquan got out of the shower and bathroom. She was still standing there staring, deathly silent.
"What the fuck?" Jaquan whispered to himself in the darkened hallway outside the bathrooom door.
His throbbing manhood quivered almost on thew verge of leaking precum as she slid along the wall still wet from his brief stint under the spray, hand finding a secondary door knob. Before he even knew it, he'd turned this doorknob, almost falling into the adjacent room. Jaquan turned into the opposite side of the door facing it, then glanced down, finding his crown touching it. The fragrance of incense filled his nostrils. He recognized it as "Black Love" having used it many times since high school. Jaquan turned about finding a tall dresser at his side. There was a Chinese bronze lotus incense burner on top of it.
At his left side Jaquan found a rounded papasan chair, the kind with the wicker base. The room itself was sparse painted in a light almond color with a sliding closet. There were smaller closets high on the wall like the closet and a simple light fixture on the ceiling covering the bulb above. There was a square window facing a high cinderblock wall just outside it. This was the neighbor's fence with a mounted back porch light that was sending an orangish hue into the room illuminating everything including Jaquan's front half as he forgot his nudity. Beneath this window was narrow twin bed, but that wasn't important. There were two white cotton sheets on the bed; one on the mattress the other used as a blanket.
She was lying face down on the mattress with one arm folded at the elbow fingertips pointed at the wall above her head while the other arm hung limply off the edge of the mattress. This woman was beyond dark, coal blackened yet smooth looking skin that caught the available orangish light in an interesting manner. It was as if she were living shadow made corporeal outlined against the stark whiteness of the sheet. The second sheet was draped across the abundant swell of this woman's butt and nothing else. Things got surreal as he experienced sort of an out of body disconnected point of reality.
His hand appeared acting independently gingerly pinching a bit of that sheet tugging, lightly pulling that rectangular drape free with this stifling sense of discovery engulfing his person. His labored huffs were audible intermingled with the pounding of his heart as he drew his arm back dropping the sheet exposing this woman's coal darkened derriere and very small waspish waist. It felt as if he were completing some puzzle taking it all in from the top of her head to the bottom of her smallish feet. Seen as a whole, this was overwhelming.
This was a slender at the top, thick and cartoonishly shapely below the waist vision. Jaquan felt that it looked as if two women had been used to make the shadowy creature laying beneath him flattened against the mattress; he was unable to look away from the massive heart shaped derriere similar in shape to that infamous baby mamma #2, a size and a third bigger drenched in the darkest of chocolates. There was a diamond shaped thigh gap between her legs. His heart and inner thighs were thumping and pulsing in concert taking him right over the edge of the precipice and he couldn't have been happier.
"AW!! AWK!!! AW FUCK!!" Jaquan lost control of himself ejaculating wildly all over the exquisite cheeks in thick syrupy ropes of cum. These bursts were so powerful he was weak in the knees, trembling as his hands hovered near his horse sized cock. This was a new genuine experience for the handsome lothario.
"AW SHIT!! OH, MY GAWD!!" His right hand wrapped around his manhood twisting and jerking frenetically harvesting more ropes of milky cum, utterly defiling this sleeping woman's cheeks.
Then it was over with a strand of gooey ejaculate hanging from the bulbous head of his prick. Jaquan worked out that last bit of cum using both hands watching it slowly ooze down onto those burnt cakes.
"Oh shit, what...have I done?" Jaquan facepalmed in a diminishing post coital haze, suddenly horrified.
His heart was still thumping to the point of bursting as he backed away looking at those darkened cakes drenched with a mask of his potent ejaculate. He was breathing hard as if he'd run a marathon, panicking as he turned to the back of the bedroom door handling the knob. His cock was still throbbing.
This low barely perceptible snarl filled his ears freezing him in his tracks as he glanced back over his shoulder towards the bed.
"HUH?!!"
The woman was in a different position on her hands and knees, belly low to the mattress with the deepest arch he ever seen, shapely legs spread wide apart. Her head was pointed towards the window. The woman's defined arms were folded at the elbow. That powerful donk was high above her narrow shoulders. There was a stillness in the air like time had frozen, itself. Jaquan cupped a hand over his mouth staring while she made no move looking like the finest sculpted marble, a living work of art.
It was an open invitation for more.
Before he knew it, Jaquan's hands were reaching out carefully taking handfuls of the rounded hips below him. It was a disjointed, out of body experience watching his body act independently while he felt everything in enhanced waves of tactile sensation. This shadowy woman's skin was heated to the touch feeling as if there were a raging fire just beneath the flesh. His spunk was everywhere as his palms glided over the smooth skin finding that this creature was very real indeed. In seconds his hands were soiled with his own jizz, but Jaquan was transfixed squeezing and groping, heart beating heavily behind his chest. His large hands captured bountiful handfuls of her heated buns groping, spreading them apart.
She was so dark, her peach was imperceptible until it parted under his prying fingers revealing a rich inviting juicy pinkness inside like ripened fruit caught at just the right time. Jaquan would've buried his face in it and feasted for an eternity, but the impatient crown of his uncircumcised cock lurched forward between those folds stabbing deep. He was unprepared for the sharp sensation that rocked his pelvis.
"AH!! AW!! AW SHEESH!!" Jaquan exploded several ropes inside her cunt.
Her insides were impossible tight enough that he almost thought there was a hand inside, but the real attraction here was its volcanic sucking sensation as He drew back slightly revealing a fleshy sleeve attached to his prick like a lamprey eel. He was steadily fucking her not even realizing it as he got a foot up on the mattress next to her knee. The room was filled with a loud squishy sound as he got the other foot on the bed taking her bulldog in the position.
"AAAH!! AAAHH!! AAAAHHHH!!...fuck." More cum was injected deep into this steaming extremely wet and insanely narrow pocket that seemed to get tighter every time he pushed his prominent manhood into it. Jaquan found that he couldn't stop fucking into his own mess cream pieing this creature even more.
One of his feet slipped off the bed landing on the hardwood floor with a thud. Jaquan's hands slid up handling the small waist so that he wouldn't topple over. Each one of his shivering thrusts caused those cheeks to part wider than he would've thought revealing a deep rear cleavage that matched the even coal darkened skin tone of this mysterious woman. The tight sucking feel of her snatch was indescribable and addictive. His balls were slapping into her butt like a wild swinging pendulum. Jaquan was awash in nirvana plunging repeatedly into her volcanic snatch like there was no tommorow.
"AW!! AHM!! CUMMING!! AAAHHH!!" Jaquan burst again spewing even more jizz without breaking his stride. His other foot landed on the floor, albeit a bit softer than the other. He kept thrusting, hard.
His large hands slid from the small waist along her sides detecting the ribs underneath the skin drifting further upward until they cupped some small, somewhat deflated breasts topped with bullet hardened nips. Before he could pinch or roll them, his joint thumbs of each hand were quickly captured. Jaquan was forced to bend over the swell of that glorious ass following the manipulation of his thumbs getting his knees on the edge of the mattress.



He kept moving forward mashing his crotch into the supple curve of this woman's huge derriere. Both ended up stacked in a prone position. The thick shapely legs of this femme fatale were splayed apart wider now folded at the knees with her heels facing her head and the only window in the room. Jaquan's certified twelve inches were buried balls deep to the hilt in this messy snatch thrusting with the force of a piston. Those big pillowy cheeks cushioned his endowment top to bottom heavenly soft with the resiliency of a stress ball. Those squishy sounds were becoming louder as Jaquan felt the fire again.
"Huh?" There was no mistaking it; Jaquan's thumbs were being sucked and soulfully fellated like dual miniature cocks. He was much taller than the shadowy woman pinned beneath his body. There was a flowery smell coming from her greasy shoulder length hair while her face remained hidden in the sheets.
This sensation sent jolts of sensual electricity to his crotch making him feel rock hard despite repeatedly blasting creampie after creampie into her hungry snatch. Jaquan could feel her huge buttocks flexing around his endowment. She was milking his cock with acute precision, and it felt glorious. His pelvis and inner thighs were pulsing almost nonstop signaling a fast approaching climax that would be the end of it as he nearly swooned from this ethereal coupling. Both thumbs popped free of her mouth, still captured as his digits were manipulated, their fingers interlocked. Her butt seemed to become distinctly dense and weighted as Jaquan realized she was pushing backwards into his crotch. She was in full control.
His fingers were slowly released allowing the man to stand upright with handfuls of her wide rounded hips. They'd resumed the original position except that her butt was tightly wedged against his crotch.
Everything stopped in that instant, time coming to a halt.
Jaquan's eyes were fixed on the coal darkened figure beneath him outlined because of the white sheet beneath. His gaze traced the outline of her athletic, ridiculously bottom heavy figure over and over while his manhood was sheathed to the hilt in her volcanic confines. He traced a single finger over the curve of a buttock finding that he was somewhat horrified that she was a corporeal being. It was all so surreal.
Then it happened...
A sudden arch of the lower back that hit with a whiplash force out of nowhere.
The movement was so sharp, Jaquan was jerked forward nearly face plating in this woman's back. There was a rough wrenching motion on his endowment from stem to stern. He slowly rose upright again.
Again...
The arch was accompanied by a loud wet smack as both of her cheeks clapped on the root of his manhood. The wet gooey tightness and sudden wrenching motion took Jaquan to the precipice.
"Ah, shit; that fuh-feels..." He was shivering.
Those cheeks started twerking hard on his prick sounding like wet oily applause. It looked as if her butt had somehow become detached rolling, bopping and clapping while the rest of her remained deathly still. Jaquan awkwardly faceplanted many times unable to truly handle the bounty attached to his manhood. He was obliged to handle those hips at their widest points slowly withdrawing his cock.
He was surprised to find himself climaxing as a number of milky ropes glazed those jiggling buttocks.
Then it was over as the woman faceplanted on the mattress limbs spread outward like she was trying to create a snow angel. Vestiges of that squishy sound were ringing in his ears. Jaquan remained transfixed by the mess he'd made of this woman's rear end. She'd become inert matter again, face obscured while he was left to compose himself, heart thumping wildly in his chest. He sat on the edge of the mattress feeling it everywhere, still somewhat energized while his endowment felt like it had been plunked in a blender. He looked to his side finding this shadow being's head covered in shoulder length graying curls.
He reached out thinking to sweep the greasy looking locks aside for a look at her face.
"GET OUT!!" The sharp feline sound of her voice scared the hell out of him as his hand drew back fast.
Jaquan got off the bed stumbling to the door in the darkness using his hand to find the door knob pressing into it as his ears registered this low guttural snarl akin to a big cat in the wild. He got out quickly pulling the door into his body sliding out into the corridor on its other side. Jaquan was unprepared, suddenly bumping chests hard with a person standing right outside the bedroom door.
"Huh?"
Babbette was standing there in a kimono bath robe that did nothing to hide her zaftig proportions. Her cleavage was deep, a single line with a beauty mark visible. The hem of the robe hovered just below her sex leaving her long shapely gams and small bare feet on display. His eyes were on autopilot drifting up to her still perturbed, nigh-impassive face. It was only in that moment that Jaquan noticed the shot gun resting against her left shoulder. Babbette was a southpaw holding the weapon with one hand.
"Hey!" She barked.
"Yeah?"
"Check this out." Her free hand undid the sash at her small waist allowing the robe to open of its own accord helped by her large pneumatic breasts which somehow remained covered enough to keep her nipples hidden from view. Jaquan got a direct look at her nude body through a rectangular bit of negative space as they exchanged glances before her eyes settled on his flaccid twelve inches of meat. Babbette opened the robe from one side letting him get an even better look still staring at his cock.
There was no reaction whatsoever despite the fact that he was blown away mentally.
"Yeah, yuh dun here, bowry." Babbette covered up again retying the sash on her bathrobe much to his chagrin. Jaquan noticed her thick Carribean accent in that moment blinking profusely for a few seconds.
"Uhm, sorry about... earlier." Everything suddenly came rushing back from his first fateful knock on the front door through the impromptu tryst with Martha and everything that followed.
"Yuh clothes pan di couch; wen yuh dun putting dem pan mi need yuh tuh duh sup'm fi mi" Babbette roughly snagged Jaquan's bicep directing him into the living room where his clothes were found on the couch, freshly laundered. Babbette posted up by the large flat screen television.
Jaquan got dressed quickly keeping an eye on the stone faced woman armed with a difference maker. He knew she'd initially brandished the weapon because he got his out first during a flare up at the park. Jaquan's brown eyes went wide in sudden realization as he pulled on his shirt, finding something familiar in her glaring features. His face twisted up while her brow furrowed, dimples at the corners of her nose and mouth. Babbette popped out a wide hip putting her free hand on it as if she were waiting.
"She's your mother."
"Ding Ding Madafucka!" Babbette replied full of street snark favoring the shotgun in the port arms position. Jaquan backed up completely out of his environment not knowing what would happen next but not feeling threatened in the least. This crazed smile spread across his face while his mind was awash in the role reversal by this woman's mother and the sexual drubbing he just received from the unidentified woman in the bedroom. His cock was inert matter, libido physically drained while he was euphoric.
"Sorry about that shit in the park; I mean really, okay?"
"Fuck you." Babbette replied sounding like a terminator whacking him in the back of the arm with the butt of her weapon. It was meant to direct Jaquan more than hurt, as she pushed in hard in front of a sliding door.
"So uhm, you're the one who kidnapped Andre?" Her flowery scent was everywhere about her person as he tried to make small talk despite the weapon. Babbette reached down sliding the door open with obvious attitude revealing the kitchen.
"Oh, hey Jaquan; is it time to go home?"
Andre was sitting there at a small kitchen table wedged against the opposite side of the wall with a plate stacked in front of him. He was sitting on a small plastic chair meant for a little kid but still towered over the cluttered table. He was happily eating an early am breakfast as Jaquan noticed Martha at the stove behind him scrambling some eggs in a big black skillet. The counter top was cluttered as some raisin bread popped out of a toaster. Some light music came from an old radio on the counter.
Martha was wearing a white T-shirt which fit skintight to her torso, leaving her lower back exposed. Her huge densely packed meaty derriere looked outstanding in a pair of white fullback panties. Martha seemed to feel his eyes looking over her shoulder at Jaquan with a welcoming smile that became a beaming grin. She half turned with the skillet in an oven mitt covered hand. She wasn't wearing a bra either.
"You hungry nigga?"
"HIM GOING!" Babbette shouted interrupting her mother's jovial mood. Andre sat there frozen with a piece of raisin toast in his mouth as everything came to a halt. She had a hand in the center of Jaquan's back glaring at her mother from the kitchen entrance. Martha slowly put the skillet on the stove.
"Damn, you still salty about..."
"HIM GOING, NOW!!" Babbette shouted as Jaquan eyed the weapon against her shoulder.
"I'm going."
"Babbette let that pretty nigga sit down and have a bite; you know we're going out later so you can buy whatever you want for your fucking room, okay?!! What you want, huh? I let you have my bedroom and you still wanna act brand new! Don't make me embarrass you in front of these boys!" Her tone was old school black mother 101 and Martha backed this up by opening a kitchen drawer removing an ironing cord. All of us watched her toss it on the counter top while giving her daughter a dead stare.
"Yuh wa fi wake up mi tree aunties? wi wi neva get dem outta here den." Babbette's thick accent lost Andre and Jaquan audibly, but Martha reacted facially, then scoffed folding her arms across her bust, silently fuming. It looked as if the wind had been taken out of her sails in that instant.
"Aw shit, Babbette."
"Andre it ave bin nice having yuh but it time fi yuh fi guh now." He scooted back from the table reaching down for his trusty Nintendo switch standing up nearly hitting his head on the simple chandelier above. Jaquan facepalmed as his dim bulb charge turned giving Martha a deep soulful hug. She helped herself to a handful of his narrow butt shooting Jaquan a look that made him blush despite his dark pallor.
"Thanks, Muh Ma!" Jaquan did a doubletake at Andre's nickname for their host.
"OUT!!"
Babbette shouted having had enough of the dual studs wanting them out of her home thumping Andre in the shoulder with her weapon as Martha tried to keep ahold of his hand still splitting her attention looking hungrily at Jaquan licking her bottom lip with a low moan that her adult daughter caught looking seconds away from shrieking. The guys were roughly shoved towards the open front door, but Babbette stopped Jaquan at the entrance after Andre nearly tripped down the front stoop. It was pitch black outside as Babbette pushed him against the side of the door then removed his phone and car keys from her robe pocket.
"Eff mi did yuh I'd kip dis as a fond memory yuh betta nuh cum back yahso cuz next time mi tree aunties wi nyam yuh alla di way up"
"I don't understand."
"DON'T COME BACK NIGGA!" He was shoved outside with the thick front door slamming behind him at damn near Mach speeds. The screen door was left unlocked as he turned back towards it but then looked at his phone and keys in either palm.
"We going home?" Andre was at the end of the walkway outside of the yard peering at Andre with this wide eyed look on his face that seemed to linger.
"Yeah, let's go man." He joined Andre out on the curb walking him to the waiting sports car; Jaquan glanced between Babbette's home and the neighboring home stopping for a minute as he noticed some movement in the inky darkness between the cinderblock wall and the edge of that modest house.
"Andre?" Jaquan stopped in his tracks for a moment, Andre followed suite a few feet ahead.
He half turned looking crestfallen.
"Uhm, what.... did you fuck Martha, too?"
Andre nodded as Jaquan weighed his words, finding it unusually difficult to put into words what was on his mind.
"...and there was another one in there, not Babbette, right? A whole other woman, not Martha or her daughter, right?" He was haunted and still tangentially aroused feeling a twitch in his crotch just mentioning her.
Andre nodded, eyes widening big as saucers. He didn't answer verbally but looked just as haunted.
He turned on his phone with this weird feeling processing the whirlwind series of events that caught him up in its wake; in short, Jaquan was doing the walk of shame completing the role reversal he'd experienced as he used his key fob unlocking the doors. Andre got into the car without hesitation as he glanced back one last time before getting behind the wheel of his sports car. Both sat there staring out into space.
"Jaquan?"
"Yeah?" He looked over at his sometimes rival sitting there in profile looking through the windshield wide eyed.
"Can you take me home; I don't wanna go nowhere else for a long time... I just want to go home no matter what."
"You good?"
"I just want to go home, and uhm, sorry about all that stuff with Mz. Esther." Both of them exchanged glances briefly then looked out of their respective windows before he pulled off the curb into the night.
Both avoided looking at the home as they shot past it on the curved streets. It was three in the morning and Jaquan avoided the excessive text messages from his cousin, the Educated Simp. He'd send a simple text later in the day wanting Andre out of play as some sort of football in whatever his cousin had been doing for most of the day. He knew when enough was enough and both guys were utterly wasted after a weekend of excessive sexual debauchery with two very different cougars and one mean thuggish Milf.
"I'm sorry too." It was a strange bookend for him that started with Babbette and ended with her.
He didn't get laid with her and he didn't care.
******
The phone was ringing off the hook as I sat in my car facing this dilapidated alley with trash all over the place. This location was familiar to me as a staging area I used before when I was waging war with "infamous baby mamma #2" delivering a potent shock and awe. The location meant much more to me since it was down the street from a set of now empty row houses formerly occupied, but now cleared out by the city under imminent domain. Tubman Estates nearby was already boarded up covered with a framework of scaffolding and steel in renovation. The former housing project was now privately owned.
My particular spot also held some added history as explained to me by former Youth Pastor and Sunday school teacher, Tressie Fisher. She related the story of being chased into this shelled garage by a local thuggo driven nearly insane by her burgeoning top heavy body. It was explained to me that she discovered the extent of her sex appeal that afternoon, even passively. A bit of humor was found in that tragic story which explained her local nickname, Tee-Tee. I got a demonstration of the reason for that moniker as she took me to nirvana with her huge breasts and nothing else. It was the last time we were intimate.
"Ah hello; it's kinda late. You uh, ain't done nothing, have you? My phone been ringing off the hook from Mr. McCarthy, but I didn't answer it, couldn't. Tell you ain't done something we'll all regret, boy. Now you done said and promised me you weren't gonna mess around in my situation. Nuh, now you ain't gonna meddle me no more, are you? I mean, just give me a heads up before you just pop up."
Esther was stammering in hushed tones.
"What's the combination?"
"Huh? Whut-uhm, WHAT?!" I caught her off guard with the question sitting on the pilfered safe in question with my phone pressed against my ear.
"The safe that was in your bedroom; what's the combination, auntie?"
"You broke in my house?!" Her tone fluctuated going from loud to hushed in seconds.
"No, I walked in and wheeled that shit out, auntie. Oh, you're gonna love what Uncle Grady's done with the place. Your bedroom looks like they had Black fucking Friday in there; and did I mention the musty thot sleeping in your attic hideaway? Auntie, tell me the combination so I can get some sleep tonight."
"Nuh, no."
"I need to get in this safe."
"Uh, just get rid of it; dump it somewhere." The change in her tone changed the atmosphere.
"That NDA you signed is inside; I'm gonna need that if I wanna tie up loose ends, auntie; besides, don't you have some funds or something you'd like to get back?"
"Just dump it!"
"If you don't tell me, I'm going to find some other way to get inside that safe. Did I give you this much pushback when you wanted to take pictures of my junk to keep me from exposing you? And let me remind you that I wasn't going to do anything of the sort; now look at all the mess that happened because you didn't believe me. What's the combination, auntie?"
"Just-throw it away, please boy."
"I want that NDA, end of discussion." My tone was ice cold.
She didn't say anything, but I could hear her labored breathing on the other side of the line before she hung up in my face.
The combination appeared in a text message right after.
I opened the safe finding the folded NDA which was actually my primary reason for invading Uncle Grady's house. It was still crisp as I noticed two stacks of greenbacks wrapped in rubber bands, some additional papers that were related to her car and a folded brown envelope.
This was the smoking gun.
"Aw man." I opened it peering inside finding the reason for my aunt's reticence.
Fifteen minutes later I was pulling into the hotel parking lot after ditching the safe in a bombed out car chassis behind my lost girlfriend's abandoned town home. I would've lingered but forced myself to keep it moving, driving over to the hotel to wrap things up. I texted ahead letting Esther know I was in the lobby. She appeared in the lobby after a few minutes wrapped in a robe with a bonnet on her head. The moment our eyes met, she knew what I'd seen as we had a seat in the lobby looking through the window facing the valet parking lot. I handed her the envelope without looking at her face.
"If you told me not to look, I would've respected that."
"I know."
"So, why did you send me the combination, auntie?"
"After I hung up in your face, I knew the truth wanted to come out; honestly, I'm tired of it all and everything's gone to hell in a handbasket. You know more about me than my husband and you were right, it was my idea to rope you into my shit show. For a while, I thought I really was smart."
"I just wanted the NDA."
"You still looked, boy." Esther opened the envelope as we sat there removing the smoking gun.
It was an ultrasound.
"Found out the same day he cheated for what I think was the first time. I would've beat him to death with a big black skillet, but then I thought about what a fucking waste that would be. I was over the hill already and in my second life as a housewife; I mean, I felt like an idiot with a bun in the oven, so I didn't tell him right off the bat, but then I lost it while he was on a "fishing trip" with the boys. Hated him for a long time, then I guess... I got numb. The little back and forth became the norm and you know the rest."
"Sorry."
"I'm a whole mess."
"Not judging; that's the last thing I would do as your co-conspirator, auntie."
"You know, you don't have to call me auntie anymore."



"But I am going to call you auntie for the rest of your life; so, are you going to tell me he's up there in your suite or not?"
"Are you gonna beat on him?"
"I thought about it, but I've already taken a pound of flesh out of him that you don't need to know about. Let's just say that he's as dirty as we are these days. Would you like that money back you had stashed inside that safe?"
"Take it as fair trade for all the trouble I've caused you; and also, for the stuff we didn't get to shoot this weekend even though I got it in with your cousin and that Andre boy. Say, did you ever find out where Andre slipped off to, this afternoon?"
"Find my phone had Jaquan at the location I sent him to for a minute and I was gonna head over, but then his car started moving a little while ago before I pulled up. Whatever happened with those two will come up at some point. If things went south, I would know about it. Jaquan's car is right outside his house as of ten minutes ago."
"So, what now?"
"I've got one more stop and then...maybe I'll sleep for a day."
"You can have a key to my presidential suite; I've got it for a few days, but I'm flying out at first light."
"You're not going to that luxury condo and that cushy gated community, are you?" Esther leaned into my side wearily gazing out of the window as she pressed one of her key cards into my palm as payment for being her rock in a time of infinite crisis.
"I'll drop you a line wherever I land, and we can get that last good video shot; how's that sound, Mr. Educated Simp?"
Instead of answering I took her hand in mine giving it a light reassuring squeeze.
As far as I was concerned, it was a handshake deal, our last. She slowly got up and walked away pigeon toed heading back to the elevators and her estranged soon to be ex-husband. I didn't look, instead feeling the diminishing weight of our mutual drama. I thought about my further excoriation from both sides of the family with a heavy heart. Aunt Esther aka Mz. Giggles was officially in the wind, retired.
My phone chirped with a message sent hours ago, but unseen due to my phone being set on silent.
It was my mother.
"Son, I know you've been going through a lot over the past few months, what with losing your girlfriend and all, but this has got to stop. Your uncle showed up to my house with a bunch of your foolish cousins and his brother Ezekiel looking for you. I didn't tell them nothing, and then I realized I really didn't know anything... I don't even know where you live. You know what? I'm okay with that, son. I don't wanna know what kind of mess you've made of your life and yourself. I realize... I DON'T KNOW YOU!! Whoever you are, if you find my boy out there in the streets; SEND HIM HOME! Until then, stay lost."
The message ended.
I sat in the lobby looking out of the large window at the valet parking lot, alone.
*****
It was just prior to the crack of dawn when I made it to the park for what I thought would be my morning run to get things back on track after a weekend of endless drama. Instead, I found myself sitting there on the short hill overlooking the track, still emotionally exhausted. The overhead park lights were still on throwing an orangish glow on the surrounding park and adjacent wooded areas. I kind of missed the park the way it used to be when I was growing up. I recalled riding my bike over here from my aunt's house with a bunch of neighborhood kids. Jaquan's mother, my legitimate auntie, trusted me not to get into any trouble without question or coercion.
Bike got stolen by some gang bangers.
Jaquan got it back in less than thirty minutes with a minimum of fuss likely through his popularity on the block and the fact my cousin had a Glock in the trunk.
That was years ago and now I had no fear of coming to this park which was undergoing active renovations from a formerly neglectful city since the surrounding neighborhood was being bought up in wholesale chunks due to gentrification. I was just there to enjoy the place before the inevitable ethnic flush occurred. My rented home was secure, but a lot of my neighbors were not, and I would routinely see "people" milling about at odd hours of the day taking photos of some homes occupied or not.
I was emotionally blasted out after running an emotional gauntlet involving both sides of my family and the talent in the form of Andre 13.5. Dayna had been effectively collared and hopefully wouldn't be abusing him economically or otherwise once he returned home. He was "off the grid" with my cousin Jaquan, but I knew things would be okay. Me, that was another story after finding that I was effectively the villain of the story.
My mother said as much and meant it devastating my spirit.
"Say hello to the bad guy." I mused to no one in particular facepalming as I reclined on the grass at an angle on the hill overlooking the track. My heart was heavy, and I felt myself slipping away about to doze.
"HEY BOY!! GUD MAWNIN THERE!!" My hands were covering my face, but I knew who was speaking to me slowly uncovering them as I sat up on the grass.
Babbette was jogging by on the track waving happily in my direction.
"Good morning!" I waved back, meekly.
It was still early in the morning, but dawn was steadily approaching as I sat watching her run the track. Her hyper curvy figure looked incredible in this brightly colored Rasta print bra top and some crazy matching leggings with the same colors mostly in Aztec triangles. Babbette was a kinetic explosion of color which I was content simply to observe as she came barreling along the track in front of me.
"YUH RUNNING OR WATCHING?!!" She shouted with her arms tight to her sides crossed over her large breasts to keep the jiggling to a minimum. Her slender waist, wide hips and dense heart shaped donk was another story altogether. It was solid at the top, but visibly pillow soft at the bottom.
This woman was a whole snack, visually speaking.
I couldn't find my voice as she ran by hitting a sharp right turn speeding off. The spirit of competition was all over Babbette's person. I figured she was an athlete, but knew she had some secrets squirrelled away and I wasn't in a mood to play games at this point. It was the start of a new week, and I wanted a clean slate. All of the complications of the past few days were plain and simple now.
I laid back down looking up at the sky draping the back of my hand over my eyes, doing my best to relax. She ran by again and again as the early morning sunlight brightened things up a bit. My mind drifted to Mrs. Angela Gilbert, particularly the feverish hookups we'd engaged in over a two day period between separate shoots involving my auntie, Esther. Part of the plan was to hook up with her before things went awry with our exposure. I was taxed to the limit between the lines having to think on my feet.
"Hey bowy yuh nuh like wah yuh see?" Her accent was particularly thick.
I lifted the hand draping my eyes finding her legs in my immediate view. From the thighs down. Babbette had an impressive camel toe enhanced by the skintight leggings which gave me the impression she was going commando underneath. I angled my field of vision up finding the undersides of her large breasts with her face in the middle studying my own, inquisitively. Her hands were on her wide hips.
"That's a loaded question, Babbette."
"But it still a question; yaah guh ansah it?" She cocked her head to the side with a smile.
"Only if you answer a question for me?"
Babbette folded her arms under her bust looking off towards the parking lot at my side of the park for a few moments as a bird flew by overhead. she didn't answer directly, only nodding her acquiescence. I took those fleeting moments to study her face reading the story written on it sensing the familiar.
"Honestly speaking, I love everything in front of me from the top of those blonde locs to the mesh Rasta sneakers on your feet. As a matter of fact, I like the vibrant colors which make you a joy to watch in movement, almost a living rainbow. Definitely an athlete, but more of an intellect, on the down low. I guess it's hard to get people to take you seriously when you the wet dream of most, so you compensate. Yeah, you're sexy as fuck and I think it would be stupid of anyone to say otherwise, yet smart at the same time, Babbette. So, does that answer your question?"
"Damn bowy mi neva aks fi be profiled; yuh a op?" Babbette asked trying hard not to grin.
"I get that a lot these days; are you going to answer my question now, Babbette?"
"Yeah."
"Are you going to keep talking to me with that fake accent, or use your real voice?"
I adjusted myself sitting on the grass in front of her wrapping my arms in front of my drawn up knees as she reacted facially to being called out. We exchanged glances as she put her hands on those excessive baby making hips looking around before meeting my gaze, playfully conflicted. I said nothing, patting a spot on the grass beside me facing the far end of the track and the basketball courts without looking at her face. Babbette fidgeted favoring a multi-colored beaded bracelet on her right wrist.
She planted her butt next to mine on the grass closer than I would've thought with a plucky smile on her face removing that beaded bracelet, rolling it in silent contemplation. Babbette glanced at my profile.
"How did you know?"
"I'm a reformed TV head; you were trolling everyone using that shitty accent from those old psychic hotline commercials. I uh, think the sister in those tv spots was named Ms. Cleo. Better watch yourself, Youree Dell Harris might hit you up with a cease and desist."
"She must really need the money if she's going to sue me from the pearly gates."
"She passed away?!"
"Yeah, the big C, unfortunately."
"Damn, I didn't know that shit; now I feel bad for making that joke." Babbette rested her crossed wrists on top of her drawn up knees still rolling the bracelet between her fingers therapeutically.
"I won't tell; but that's only on the condition that you keep my secret as well."
"Bullshit."
"HUH, WHAT?!" Babbette reacted energetically, half turning in my direction giving me a fleeting look at her deep cleavage. She traced the trajectory of my view, planting her hand over the exposed parts of her sweaty bust giving me a sarcastic look. Babbette turned back in profile sitting there with a smirk.
"I don't know you and I don't know anybody in your immediate circle. Why would I make a needless deal based on some shit that ain't never gonna happen?"
"I don't know; you just uh, do it because I asked nicely."
"Babbette?"
"Yeah?" She glanced over, finding me sitting there with a hand covering my heart, the other raised in overt mockery to the defunct pledge of allegiance.
"I promise that I won't tell anybody about your shitty fake Jamaican accent."
Her head dipped slapping against her folded arms on top of her knees as she burst into laughter for a few minutes. I watched betraying no emotion as she regained her composure, staring at me pensively.
"It used to be hard doing it, keeping up the pretense; you know? Now, I can uh, do it at the drop of a dime. I've been doing it since I was seven years old and well, I'm kinda trapped with the shit now."
"Just stop doing it."
"I can't do that; my mother would kick the ever loving shit out of me for playing in her face all those years. My students, peers, and some of my friends would drop me like a hot potato for that shit, too."
"Made your bed." I replied peering across the track towards the basketball courts. There was a kid's playground on the far side hidden by the opposite short hill and some trees and over growth.
"Yeah, you're right; I'll tell you this...I'm the daughter of a "hood chick" and a yardie, raised by my daddy in Jamaica. Luckily for me, my mom's got way too inebriated while my dad was giving her that limestone massage. Nine months later, I popped up while my dad was going through immigration. Mom wasn't gonna marry dad just yet, unfortunately for him. She was the "man of the house", and he was mister mom, but unfortunately dad got the bright idea of bringing his limestone massage business to the states, except without the fucking limestone; just his penis. Mom wasn't happy after seeing so many of her female neighbors, way too happy. Dad got booted after "somebody snitched" on him for overstaying his welcome. But hey, he got a really nice going away present...ME!"
"Brutal."
"Mom says she did it because she kept hearing "Everything's gonna be alright" blasting from a bunch of houses on the block. Dad loved playing that when they were doing it and mom used to blast the fuck out of that Bob Marley, after she got that work. Having a bunch of dusty bitches doing the same thing triggered the fuck out of her. Dad also went back home with an extra gift... a concussion from a big black skillet. I know she still loves him, because she plays the song every now and then. Tragic, right?"
"I've heard worse."
"Oh, is that right? Well, I used to get dragged back home in my country and bullied, but I'm my mother's daughter, too. A lot of guys and fucking out of pocket girls got these hands, mom's genetic gift to me besides my curves. I found out I like working out and sports as much as keeping my head in the books. Dad didn't want me to be a waste of space, so he made sure I was academically sound. I think it was personal for him because mom gave him the business after he cheated. I think he wanted to prove that he was a good dad, despite his proclivities. So, we worked hard together, family to the end."
"Where's your father now?"
"Jail."
"Oh uhm, sorry."
"Shit happens, but mom turned up for me; only I didn't see it that way. I ignored her for a few days when she brought me here, then she put them hands on me. So, I decided to be funny about it and started talking like fucking Ms. Cleo. She didn't get the joke. Mom thought I REALLY talked like that."
We stared at one another, then burst into laughter again.
"Are you ever going to tell her?"
"Nope."
"Why Babbette?"
"Since you say you're a reformed tv head, I'll put it this way; you ever seen that movie New Jack City?"
"Yeah, and?"
"If I were to tell my mother that I've been faking this accent since I was a kid; I'd get the same ass whipping Wesley Snipes got from fucking Ice T. All up and down the block, except worse man; my mother has a really nasty temper. That's shit's like a hurricane; uhm, kind of runs in the family, too."
"Yeah uh, I figured that out. Can I ask you another question, Babbette?"
"Shoot."
"Are we friends, or foes."
"What do you think?" She was being coy and playful, maybe flirting a little.
"I think you're leaving something out."
"Oh yeah, what's that?"
I stared her in the eye for a few moments as some middle-aged guy with a dad bod ran by looking on the verge of a coronary, huffing and splashing sweat everywhere. He stole a clumsy glance at Babbette which went ignored during our mutual stare down. It was early in the morning, and I was in no mood.
"What's my stage name, Babbette?"
There was a moment of awkward silence as she looked elsewhere before turning back with a strained expression.
"The Educated Simp."
"That's right Babbette, that's what I'm called and it ain't for show. Since I don't think we'll be meeting again after today, I'll let you know the how. So, you contacted Andre through his Nintendo Switch and probably ubered him to your mom's house. You know I can track that game by calling customer service, right? You know when I put that location into a search engine, your mother's name popped up because she never moved off the block all these years. Probably ego, right? Well, your pretty face popped up in a graduation pic on social media, high school, I guess. By the way, some noob snapped a ton of pics of you two from the back when you took off your robe after the ceremony. Impressive curves, matching cakes. Your mom doesn't have social media, but you do...loved the Instagram page. So, Sister Jacobs is your auntie, huh?"
Babbette's face went static, then her brow furrowed.
"Yeah man; she's my auntie, bruh. My favorite auntie who actually knows my secret."
"Figured as much; so, what was the plan?"
"You popped up on social media too, bruh; I think that was real foul what you and your friends did to my aunt down at that shady church. Thanks to you and some other assholes who I can't find; my aunt is being harassed and hounded wherever she goes. There's a bunch of clips all over the internet, too; my personal favorite is "Grandma got Cakes" on WorldStar. Yeah, love that one, bruh. The reason I love that particular clip is because the excited simp somehow got you in frame with your digital camera."
"So, what was the plan, Babbette?"
"Reformed tv head, right?"
"Yup."
"Does Animal House ring a bell?"
"Tim Matheson's Otter being stomped out in a motel room by a rival frat including the honey trap girlfriend's impotent boyfriend, classic. So, I was supposed to be a pussy hound and a fucking simp?"
"That's what I thought."
"Okay, tell me what you know, Babbette."
"I don't want to cop to shit, bruh; your confidence around women is astounding. I can't believe I'm intrigued by you, but I am, and it is boggling the mind. I have a confession, too."
"Shoot."
"I jumped the shark."
"How?"
"The other day I turned up down here at the park looking for you with my students. I'm an assistant football coach among other things; wear a lotta hats, you see, bruh? I was tired of waiting for you to get in the web willingly, so I came here with some fellas to give you a Cooley high beatdown before stuffing you into a trunk for delivery to my auntie. She wants to talk to you bruh; kind of like a debriefing."
"Wasn't here." I added without malice or overt emotion.
"Yeah, I know; instead, we ran into your little friend, Jaquan. Didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out he didn't know shit. All he wanted was some cookies, but he got punked and sent home with his tail between his legs, nuclear blue balls, for your information. I don't mess with innocents."
"Explain Andre."
"Fishing for you; thought I'd get him over to the house and get him to tell me where you live. I wasn't gonna hurt him; like I said, he's an innocent."
"Andre doesn't know where I live and neither does Jaquan; I just moved."
"Don't worry; I've had a moment of clarity earlier this morning, but you had to go and tug on that little bit of red tape. So now, we're putting it all on the table, huh?"
"Is that what you want, Babbette?"
"No time like the present."
"Be careful what you wish for because it could end up being a monkey's paw."
"I'm a big girl."
"We'll see." I pulled out my android while we were doing a slow burn akin to an old western duel. I wasn't anxious in the least bringing up my adult site offering her my phone.
"What's this?" Babbette looked apprehensive slightly recoiling from my android.
"Take it."
She sort of snatched it out of my hand looking at its face for a few moments as I watched her react involuntarily. She handled it with both hands staring intently for a few moments before dropping it to her side looking at me, brow furrowed even more. The look on her face reminded me of her mother who I'd seen for the briefest of moments before she gave me a one finger salute speeding off.
"Make sure you look at the time stamp on that pic."
"I did."
"You uh, know where that came from, right Babbette?" She looked like she didn't want to answer.
"Uhm..."
"Hey girl, you hold on to my phone for a minute and get yours out."
"Why?"
"Get your phone out, Babbette."
I watched her do a slow burn before sinking some fingers into her pronounced cleavage coming up with what looked like a burner phone.



"Okay, what now?"
"Depends."
"On what, exactly."
"Whether you truly meant what you said about not harming innocent people; I want you to call the next person I name and ask them one question. If you know what I'm talking about when I say the name and you still decided to fuck with me regardless, you are full of shit; a fucking hypocrite, Babbette."
"I ain't no hypocrite, bruh." She sounded like she wanted to throw hands, but I wasn't that easy.
"Then call your mother and ask her who's Pastor Grey."
We shared a moment of silence before she did as instructed, brow furrowed mean mugging.
"HEY WHERE YOU AT BABBETTE?!! YOU NEED TO GET BACK HOME SO WE CAN TALK ABOUT...!" Babbette's phone was on speaker as she kept eye contact interrupting her angry sounding mother.
"Mom, who's Pastor Grey?
The phone went dead silent for two minutes, but I could faintly make out some heavy breathing from the other side of the line.
"Georgia bring that up?" There was another bit of silence from Babbette's side of the line this time.
"So uhm, you know about Pastor Grey, then?"
"Did your auntie tell you about him?"
"No."
"Uh, hey Babbette do me a favor and let's keep this between us; whatever you do, don't bring this up to your auntie. I uh...NEED YOU TO OBEY ME!! Keep that shit under your hat wherever you got it from because if you say that name to your auntie, I'm gonna have to use my strap to get her off of you. Uhm, you know I love you, right? I just want what's best for you, that's why I'm so fucking hard on you, baby. Your daddy and I don't want anything to happen to you because you're our blessing. I love you."
I watched Babbette go through the five stages of grief before answering.
"I love you too mommy." Her voice faltered.
"Hey, maybe we can go shopping and get some new stuff for your bedroom; I know I made a stink about leaving it the way it was. Since your aunt and I messed it up, you can change it however you want; and we can go to that dress store you like down at the mall, too. You can use my credit card, baby... Babbette, you know I love you, right?" I could hear the fear in Martha's voice and the decline in her daughter's defiant tone but said nothing.
"Yeah, I know."
"Don't forget what I told you; uhm, maybe you should hang out wherever you are for a little while. Your aunty has been on one this weekend; I'm gonna suggest she go home today, and then we can do that mother daughter thing."
"Muh, okay mom." Babbette's bottom lip quivered.
"Love you." Martha ended the call quickly leaving us sitting there in the park in the early morning sunshine. I sat there staring at her face making it obvious I had all of the answers. It looked as if she'd been hit in the back of the head with a cinder block, mentally speaking.
I looked away again staring across the court listening to the sounds of some kids at the playground just over the hill.
"Babbette."
"Yeah?"
"Do you love your auntie?"
"Yes."
"Do you respect your auntie?"
"...yes." The slight instant of hesitation told me I'd hit her where she lived whether she realized it or not.
"Babbette I'm gonna give you some nuggets of wisdom because you honestly didn't know who Pastor Gray was; this tells me you're the innocent in all of this when all is said and done. So, people aren't exactly black and white, Babbette. I understand this more than you know, right now; so, I'm telling you to let it go but I know you won't. When you find out, you're gonna have to make a choice Babbette. Some people say blood is thicker than water, but I know different. Maybe you should bury it."
"You talk like an old man."
"That's because I used to be you."
"Fuck you." She hissed, lashing out emotionally.
My android landed in my lap as she turned away sitting there lost in thought. I watched her doing a slow burn in impressive profile weighing my options before slowly standing up tapping away at my phone. A simple pic had changed her day and part of her foreseeable future. I thought about all I'd been through over the past few days as I looked down at the top of her head. Her treasured aunt had sent me a pic of her phenomenal rear end with some white panties stretched beyond skin tight across it. Sister Jacobs wanted to "win" a thousand dollars from me and get a little bit more. We shot content that night.
"I'll leave you with this, Babbette." I faced my phone in Babbette's field of vision as she sat on the grass, overwhelmed.
"The first time I tried it; didn't know my ass from a hole in the wall. My man was ah, big talker full of ideas and all; telling me that my big ole ass was gonna make us rich. Nobody gave a shit about the first sex tape, especially buying it from the trunk of some fool's car. Part of me was happy it didn't work out, but he wouldn't give up."
Babbette's face scrunched up as the voice of her favorite aunt filled the air while onscreen, she was seen disguised as Ms. Hate recounting part of her horrific origin story in a candid moment. Babbett e's lips were quivering as she realized just how naive she was in light of Sister Jacob's true malevolent nature.
"WHY DID YOU SHOW ME THAT?!!"
"For clarity; because I'm supposed to be the bad guy. Do what you want Babbette; I'm tired of people flicking shit at me with a blindfold on, so you're not getting the kid gloves, either."
I pocketed my phone walking off leaving her there on the grass content not to take things further. I walked over to a fieldhouse near a winding road that ran through the park already thinking of what I was going to do with the rest of my day with Jaquan at the top of my list. He didn't tell me what happened, which was in line with his pride. I was still his younger cousin, so it made sense that Jaquan wouldn't confide in me but explained his appearance in Esther's presidential suite. Babbette delivered a torpedo to his confidence and my auntie. I tried to figure out how to casually get the information out of him as I exited the fieldhouse restroom taking a drink from the water fountain just outside the door.
Babbette was sitting on the hood of my car talking heatedly on her phone as I approached. She hung up quickly when our eyes met. I didn't say anything using my key chain to unlock the doors with a chirp.
"Do you mind?" Babbette sat there with the phone dandling between her thighs on a cord. I found that cord matched her multicolored aesthetic as she peered down before meeting my gaze.
"Would it be much of a stretch to admit you got me fucked up?"
"Correction, you got yourself fucked up; I didn't target you or your people; but I guess you consider that shit you were planning uh, hood justice. My cousin had nothing to do with anything, wasn't even there at that church on the day in question; but you fucked with him when he was completely innocent. By the way, thank you for not murdering him. I don't know what I'd tell his daughter and I sure as hell wouldn't want to go to his baby mamma with my hat in hand. So, think I'm gonna get out of here."
"...uh, I didn't understand what was going on."
"Maybe that's for the best."
"My aunt ain't perfect, far from it; but she's been my rock from time to time when I was here in the states. I always suspected she had a past, but just never got around to asking about it."
"Do you mind?" I gestured towards my car again.
"I'm trying to apologize here; but yuh acting all brand new and shit." Babbette slid back into her fake accent as I facepalmed, starting to get annoyed.
"I didn't ask for an apology; as far as your aunt goes, I didn't know who she was when I shot her for my website. She controlled everything about that shoot, and I just wanted some damn good content to put on my site at the time. Back in the day, she was the meanest lady at our church and an elder who disappeared because of a scandal. From what I know, she should've stayed gone because nobody wanted her back. You can hate me all you want, but this wouldn't have happened if she hadn't tried to take back her spot by doing something heinous to a girl who lost her innocence under her watch."
"Would you tell me about it."
"Talk to your aunt."
"It's complicated." Babbette admitted dipping her head again.
"Do you mind getting off my hood, Babbette; I'm going now." I folded my arms staring at her face, starting to get agitated with her insistence on taking me on the crazy train.
"Right."
She slid off the hood, but then leaned against the driver side door folding her arms across her chest looking at me with her head cocked to the side.
"What is this?"
"I feel bad."
"Not my problem."
"Look, I made a mistake and I'm sorry about that; my mother doesn't know a thing about what my auntie was planning. They uh, had kind of a toxic relationship even though you would think they were sisters cut from the same cloth if you saw them."
"Didn't ask." I went for my door caring little that my hand brushed against her own huge derriere. Babbette reacted quickly turning her butt in the other direction facing me with her arms still folded across her chest.
"What's a girl gotta do to get you to talk to her?"
"Give me some pussy."
"Wow... nice one there, bruh." She replied sarcastically.
"You asked."
"I had you pegged as a devil with a silver tongue, but I was wrong; that motherfucker is platinum." She scoffed and got out of the way walking around the front of my modest Honda Civic as I got behind the wheel turning on the ignition.
"What are you doing?" Babbette got in beside me sitting shotgun with her arm propped up on the open window.
"Calling your bluff."
*************************************************************************************Twenty minutes later I pulled into the hotel parking lot where my Auntie Esther had been formerly staying before taking her flight. I didn't want to think about my pathetic uncle finally bending the knee enough to buy a ticket to follow her wherever she was going. Strains of Womack and Womack's "Baby I'm Scared of You" filled my car as I drove in silence straight to the hotel. Babbette did all the talking which was pretty much one sided explaining that we couldn't have used her car due to her mother putting air tags all over it to keep track of her whereabouts. I really didn't care one bit.
"Uhm, so where are we?"
"You said you were calling my bluff, right?"
"Yeah, I just expected something much less uh, expensive." Babbette commented sitting next to me in a hunched over posture with her shoulders slumped peering out the window. Her breasts looked on the verge of bulging out of her bra top with a seat belt wedged deep into her cleavage. There was a deep natural arch in her back right over her own huge, densely packed butt which was so big, it created a wardrobe malfunction and wealth of rear cleavage. It was the ultimate plumber's crack, bar none.
"Well, you can always call an uber back to the park and your car, Babbette." She perked up at my suggestion looking at me slightly indignant.
"Oh no, you're not getting rid of me that easily, bruh."
It was my turn to look indignant with a half smirk on my face as the valet approached my driver's side door with a ticket. I got out without saying another word, stepping up onto the curb noticing some patrons and visitors staring in my direction.
"HEY, DON'T LEAVE ME!" Babbette shouted after me as I heard my car door slam. She was already looping an arm in mine pressed too close for comfort. Babbette noticed some particularly salacious stares coming from various people which included a security guard and some stupid looking blonde kid who was immediately popped in the back of the noggin for trying to file with his phone. His rotund mother shot us a disparaging look as Babbette averted her eyes, embarrassed. I didn't give a fuck.
"Hey they have a pretty good restaurant here in the lobby where you can charge your phone, too; girl, I need some rest and a break from the drama, so why don't you just kick it down here while I catch some z's upstairs." I tried to give Babbette an out once we were in the lobby which was bustling with people from all walks of life.
"You're trying to ditch me?"
"Yeah girl, you're probably gonna try to fuck with me on some nonsense and I really don't feel like dealing with that bullshit right now." I casually palmed the back of my head, scratching the side as I spoke, while she started to pout.
"I thought I was calling your bluff."
"You're suspect Babbette; and I saw you talking on your fucking phone when I came out of the fieldhouse; so maybe you and Sister Jacobs can have a nice brunch before you go home empty handed.
"You really think that?"
"Yeah, you could've put an air tag on my ride, or they could use find my phone; fuck, you could even be wearing an air tag on your body somewhere for all I know, Babbette." She was looking at me with this incredulous expression on her face as she handed me her iPhone, which had been turned off while we were in the car.
"Paranoid, much?"
"Says the woman who's been faking a Jamaican accent for almost twenty years."
"I'm not really faking it; it's just not as thick, alright."
Babbette wilted as I raised a brow with a half smirk, again.
"You really have to meet my mother sometime; it would explain much about me "faking an accent" as you say. I just figured she wouldn't believe I spoke Spanish, French, or Wolof; I'm fluent you know."
"Wolof, seriously?"
"Yeah, I thought as some point I would nope out of this American bitch for greener pastures; you know, get a natural brother for a husband and make it outside of the system. Dad, made sure I kept my head in the books; didn't I mention that, or were you just looking at my tits."
I chuckled as she redoubled her grip on my arm caring little that it was sandwiched between her aforementioned tits.
"If you're still paranoid, I'll let you check my body, upstairs."
"Oh, is that right?"
"Come on; call my bluff." Babbette herded us over into the alcove pushing the elevator button herself, but scoffed when I produced an access key opening the double doors.
A family squeezed into the car with us as I pressed my key to the sensor on the panel. Babbette's sweaty decolletage caught the eyes of the father and his teenaged son until the wife shot an elbow into her husband's ribs. Babbette turned into me hiding her face in my side. This left her huge, densely packed badonkadunk at the bottom of a tiny waist on display as the guys shot fleeting looks with the teenaged son lingering until his mother violently snatched him away talking in some foreign language.
"Thank you." Babbette said as the car continued up to the VIP floor.
"For what?"
"How you look at me; uhm, like a regular person." It was meant as a compliment, but I half turned looking at her face.
"Babbette, you know what I do for a living on the low; stop the cap."
"So, you're saying that if you weren't in the porn business, you'd be a thirsty ass nigga, too?" I did a doubletake at her blue use of the word, then chuckled.
"No, I've been getting around for a minute now, and it's all circumstantial. What I trying to say is that I hang around women, a lot."
"So, you're a player?"
"More like a uh, LBWB." I made up an acronym to explain my life over the recent past getting her brow to furrow as she inquired further.
"What does that shit mean?"
"Little Brother with Benefits." I answered without hesitation making her chortle.
"You're funny."
"Handsome, smart, and good in bed, too."
"Ah, you're only medium cute."
"I get that a lot, too." Babbette snickered, giving my hand a squeeze with both of hers as the elevator doors opened. We exchanged glances sort of chortling nonverbally admitting our collective bullshit walking hand in hand to my auntie's abandoned presidential suite. A housekeeper's cart was outside the open door as the room attendant appeared finishing up.
"Oh, you want late checkout?" The diminutive Latina asked.
"Yeah, what time is that again, ma'am?"
"Two, you want I should tell my supervisor?" The room attendant was not hiding the fact that she was looking Babbette up and down, suspiciously.
"Thanks, miss." I tipped her a ten dollar bill standing off to the side with Babbette sort of hiding herself behind my body against the opposite side of the corridor. The attendant finished stocking the main bathroom with fresh towels and amenities before pushing her cart down the hall to the next room.
"Help yourself." I handed Babbette the key card without looking as she took it from behind, half snatching it from my hand.
I walked in the middle of the corridor with my hands in my pockets when I noticed the room attendant watching as she set up her cart after opening the double doors of an adjacent suite. The light click of the lock drew my attention back to the door of my suite finding Babbette peeking at me from behind one of the double doors. There was a knowing smile on the attendant's face as I winked, acknowledging it.
Just inside, I found her leaning against the wall next to the main bathroom with arms folded behind her back.
Babbette had this impish look on her face as I hesitated, noticing the room key on the table behind the double doors. Her curves were off the charts approximating the most ridiculous hourglass figure I'd ever seen before. I tossed my keys on that table next to the room key glancing at the cleaned room wondering what that attendant thought while she was servicing what had been a porn set over the last few days. I felt like all of the drama had been purged from the suite, until I noticed a remaining bottle of lube and some condoms left behind on the bedside table. It was the reddest of flags as Babbette noticed, too. A sliver of embarrassment reminded me of my old self as I looked at the floor, then her face with a chortle.
"Come on, check my body to see if I'm wearing a wire or something." Babbette flirted, tilting her head to one side staring me up and down. I walked over boxing her into the wall with my arms folded across my chest, biting my lower lip to stifle a grin.
She was pretty tall at probably five eight or so, built like a brick shithouse with her top shelf spirits beyond mouthwatering enhanced by a deep sweaty looking cleavage surrounded by a bright colored ethnic bra top. I was nearly a head taller, which gave me a good look at Babbette's bust from above as she peered into it, then looked up into my face. I could see her nipples poking the material of that top.
"Okay Babbette; assume the position."
She made this kind of goofy face, then turned about quickly planting her hands flat on the wall with a deep arch in her lower back. Her overly wide hips bumped me as she turned about letting her butt swipe my groin. I couldn't help getting a visual of her arched back getting an up close and very personal of her inherited curves. I'd been with an infamous member of her family and could see that lineage pressed into my crotch. This natural badonkadunk matched Sister Jacobs perfectly, a size and a half larger, more densely packed. Babbette pressed backward rubbing her butt into my business with a pop of her hips.
"Whulla dat meat pack back there scaring yuh huh boy?" Babbette teased in her fake accent.
I patted her down kneeling down starting with her calves, followed by her powerful thighs letting my hands linger there while I got a face full of her monster sized, heart shaped butt. Looking at it dead on was staggering as I found it was so thick, Babbette's derriere overlapped the tops of her powerful thighs. It was all I could do not to bury my face in it as my hands framed her small cinched waist. Babbette humped backward as I pulled myself upright using said waist. Her monster pressed hard into my crotch remaining there as my hands slid up her sides just below her armpits. Babbette was audibly huffing.



My hands slid around grabbing big greedy handfuls of her large breasts giving them a hearty squeeze.
Her bust had this weighted spongy feel to it as I took the opportunity to get my perv on fully groping and playing with them letting the tips of my fingers graze her erect nips. These were some serious bullet points worthy of my attention as I focused on them exclusively while that butt swished back and forth on my crotch grinding up a storm. My hands pushed into the outsides of her bust pressing them together until they bulged top and bottom. Her moans were rising steadily as I handled her small waist.
"Hey." Babbette turned about leaning against the wall staring at me with an inviting smile. My hands were still handling her waist marveling at its cinched nature in tandem with the rest of her body.
"Yeah?" I bared stifled a nervous hiccup at her ridiculous cleavage bulging outward, spilling out the bottom in tandem as she ran her tongue along the inside of her mouth, smiling.
"Watch this rude bowy." Her accent drifted in as she rolled her shoulders backward pushing her chest out in an exaggerated fashion.
This caused the Rasta sports bra to snap in elastic fashion from the pressure caused by her pneumatic breasts which spilled out with a healthy, weighted jiggle. Babbette's arms were behind her back, fingers interlocked as she gauged the incredulous look on my face. I could hardly take my eyes off her decadent mams focusing on a beauty mark on her left breast. Her areolas were puffy with a wrinkly surface making the nipples look as if they were playing hide and seek with me. My loins were pulsing, wildly.
"Are you going to check these; I might have an air tag under my big ass titties?"
"OH, GAWD YES!!" My shaking hands lunged forward cupping her tits from underneath squeezing them hard enough to make her nips poke out for my hungry lips.
I sucked hard swirling my tongue on a thickened nipple enjoying as she cradled my head eventually feeding me the other which I made a meal on before wetly break off staring at her gasping face. We gazed into each other's eyes panting and huffing, before I worked up the courage to kiss her fully. Babbette captured my wrist bringing my hand up to her tit as we made out passionately. We watched my left hand squeeze and massage that breast as her hand cupped the underside of my package.
"Did you find anything? I uhm, might have some recording devices in other places." Babbette motioned with her eyes down towards her crotch taking my gaze with her. This time I had an unbridled, lustful appreciation of those skintight multicolored leggings as Babbette ran two fingers over her covered muff.
"I guess I can't leave any stone unturned, huh?"
"Better to be safe than sorry." Babbette replied cupping my cheek as she came in making out with a mouth full of tongue expertly wrestling with my own. This woman knew how to kiss making my toes curl inside my sneakers as she tugged and yanked on my belt buckle eventually undoing it.
There was impatience to her movements overly eager as she shoved her hands down into my briefs instead of going after my zipper. Babbette scratched me a little with her nails before grasping my manhood tight in her fist. I felt her sort of squeezing it in these jerky awkward movements breaking our kiss to look at her hand down my pants, mouth hanging open in excitement. I recognized the look on her face allowing her other hand to fumble about with my zipper, shakily drawing it down. Her eyes went wide as she pulled my briefs and pants outward freeing my cock with an audible gasp. She was shaking.
"Babbette?"
"Yuh...yeah?" Her eyes were laser focused on my thickening erection looking at it like some new toy on Christmas day. Babbette handled me cupping my balls with the other hand wrapped in a fist under my crown, visibly excited.
"This your first time?"
She froze, looking up at my face like a deer caught in the headlights, then scoffed ruefully snatching away from my endowment turning her back in my direction.
"Shit!"
I barely stifled a chortle leaning against the wall behind Babbette with my business lightly grazing her big densely packed butt. I ran a finger along a well-defined bicep, but she ruefully yanked away facing the door.
"Is it that obvious?"
"Come here girl; it just seemed like it was your first time seeing a man's penis." Babbette turned around arms folded over her bust, chest meat bulging everywhere.
"Well, it was kinda hard getting it in and my moms was always on my ass over here when I wasn't back home; dad wasn't playing either. Then most of the guys I liked always managed to fuck it up, being too thirsty or borderline stalkerish. Both of them made me promise to hold on to my cherry, until I finished my studies, got married or the fucking rapture happened or something! Think it's funny, huh bruh?"
"How come I rate for your cherry, Babbette?" She chuckled facing away from me as my hand returned caressing her bicep.
"I already told you I think you're medium cute and you're so comfortable with me when most guys can barely keep it together long enough to get the panties, like your cousin Jaquan. Ain't gonna lie, it was fun busting his balls; even showed him my puppies, too. WHY'RE YOU LAUGHING?!"
"You're fucking funny." Babbette scoffed at my reply folding her arms tighter, still bare chested.
"Oh yeah...I'm not that goddamn innocent; one of my boyfriends got the backdoor, okay?! Probably would've got the rest if mom didn't pop up and give him that Nino Brown beatdown. STOP LAUGHING!"
"I didn't know you were Catholic." I kept laughing, still taking in her incredible figure.
"Well, I went to Catholic school...HEY, FUCK YOU BRUH!! HEY WHAT ARE YOU...!!" Babbette got the joke way too late as I snapped her up in my arms carrying to the bed like a newlywed. She looked flustered as I sat her on its edge, arms crossed over her bosom, brow furrowed.
I backed up three steps, bowing my head.
"Miss Babbette; thank you for choosing me and I must admit I've never considered myself anything other than normal, basic even in the e eyes of most women. I laughed because you were so cute, but I think you should wait for somebody you're in a real relationship with, honestly speaking. So, if you don't mind, I'd like to please you." She flushed as I made my thoughts clear still unconsciously cupping her tits both palms hiding her nipples.
"Please me?"
"Yeah." I stripped off my clothes as she watched, getting naked in front of her before spreading my arms cocking my head to the side with a smile. She looked me up and down with a smirk then did the finger turn gesture getting me to face away so that she could look at my butt.
"Wow, most guy I've met would've killed for the chance to get me alone like this and fuck my brains out. What makes you different?"
"My first time."
"How?"
"I did it with my female best friend; we liked each other but couldn't admit it. We fought, stopped hanging out and then she finagled a conversation after getting me into her grandmother's house. We ended up doing it, a lot that day. Never saw her again after that. Grandma wasn't happy and she was sent down south to the rural country. I got grounded, but she got exiled."
"That's sad."
"Eh, she went into the military out of high school and got married within a year. I think she has one or two kids now; husband looks solid so I'm happy for her."
"Really?"
"Yeah, why would I want any less for her, Babbette? We started off as enemies, maybe we're better now because I was candid about things; so, the same logic applies here. I'm a man first and you're a whole snack. So, if you'll accept me, I'm willing to please you outside of your chastity."
Babbette sat on the edge of the bed wide eyed at my honesty.
"So, are you okay with that, ma'am?"
Her mouth was hanging open as she dropped her hands to her sides giving a dead on view of her big spongy breasts. I stood there in my birthday suit with a raging erection staring back, casually.
"Babbette?"
"Hey uhm, you aren't doing this because you think I'm gonna screw you over or something?"
"If I thought that I would fuck the living shit out of you."
Her shoulders slumped, mouth still open.
"Wow."
"May I please you, Babbette?"
"..."
"Babbette?"
"YES!!" She shouted quickly, making me flinch for a second.
Babbette jumped a little when I dropped into a squat then crawled over to her rearing into an upright kneeling position removing her shoes and these cute ankle socks on her feet. I offered both hands, finding Babbette a bit slow on the draw before she allowed me to pull her into a standing position while still kneeling. Those skintight Rasta print leggings were slowly peeled off exposing her lightly furred muff nicely trimmed into a brownish triangle.
I dutifully folded her leggings placing them to the side as she facepalmed silently chortling into her palm before finally slipping out of her top, tossing it aside. I grabbed it folding it for comedic effect putting it atop her clothes and shoes. Babbette's energy was nervous, rigidly giving me the impression, she hadn't thought things through before coming up to this hotel suite with me. She shuddered as I handled the rounded curve of her hips with my face close to her triangular mound.
I teased her slit with the tip of my tongue swirling it on the fleshy hood hiding her clit.
"AWK!!" Babbette jerked back, then abruptly popped forward unintentionally hitting me in the face with her mound. It felt like a sucker punch to the face sending me at an angle backward facepalming. She hunched over, grabbing my face between trembling hands, wild eyed.
"SORRY!!"
"It's fine, why don't you have a seat on the edge of the bed, Babbette." I parried her hands rubbing my bruised nose as she fretted about nervously plunking her huge butt on the mattress. She almost slid off the edge but caught herself.
"I am so fucking sorry about that, bruh; I've never had that, I mean I've never had anyone go down on me, crazy right? Even though I did it with my backdoor that one time, that guy was hella cute. I figured we'd cover the bases later, but then mom went ham on Chadwick like Mike Tyson... actually kicked the door in and started dumping on him while my ass was pointed at the ceiling! Geez, I feel so fucking stupid right now. Shit! Damn, I kind of a big dork, huh? I mean, uh well I don't know man! Shit! Fuck it!!"
"Babbette." She was spazzing out eventually hiding her face with both hands.
"Yeah?"
"Relax, don't do anything; don't move." Babbette uncovered her face with both hands looking flushed and embarrassed as I carefully placed her hands on top of her big thighs.
Once she touched me, it was clear she was a novice, sexually. A few seconds into things I realized I was looking at a woman trapped in her own body, locked in by everyone else's perception of her, visually. Babbette was tragically sheltered, parentally micromanaged throughout her childhood and early adulthood. I figured her mother probably had a different upbringing judging from the fact that she'd been foisted off on her biological father from an early age. It made sense that most men would be intimidated by her false bravado, looks and hyper curvy figure. Her reason for wanting me made sense.
I was outwardly safe and experienced.
"Okay, I'm gonna spread your legs, Babbette." This was virgin territory for me, pun intended. Almost all of the women I'd been with were pretty much more sexually experienced than me. It'd been somewhat off a drought before running coincidentally upon Erica Walton. She was my third actual sexual experience which karmically led to this salacious big bang that resulted in me becoming the quote-unquote, Educated Simp. I'd been taken by a certain "infamous baby mamma #2" and turned way the fuck out before I'd even realized it. I'd learned catch as catch can sexual interaction to much success.
Babbette was kind of a blank canvas, metaphorically speaking.
"OH! Uhm, you're still gonna do that to me, okay. I'm really sorry about...AW!! AWN!! Hey, that feels incredible! OH SHIT, AWN!! Aw yeah, lick it baby. Damn...shit, bruh! Huck, huck I feel so stupid for turning down all the guys that wanted to go down on me!! AWN!! UK!! BRUH!! Keep licking it for me!"
My hands gently pushed into her fleshy inner thighs squeezing and massaging them. Babbette had this hunched over posture with her chin tucked watching my progress, breathing hard and huffing. Her nicely trimmed peach presented a puffy treat to be savored as I went to work licking and teasing her prominent clit out of its hiding place like a seasoned pro. Babbette timidly caressed my head withdrawing her hand when our eyes met.
We exchanged glances for a second, before I feasted on her peach with an audible series of slurps. I made a meal out of it when Babbette delivered the impromptu shock and awe as her thighs clapped on the sides of my head like a beartrap. I barely managed to stop my head from being smashed to mush as she rolled to one side moaning loudly nearly wrenching off my noggin. I was obliged to tap on one of her massive butt cheeks with my face wedged into her most holiest of holies in a bit of unintended humor.
"Huh...OH, SORRY BOUT THAT!! Complete and utter cherry here, sexual lacking, sorry."
"Alrighty then Babbette; taking a break." She looked on in disbelief as I stood up walking back to the double doors to retrieve my android. I never broke eye contact as I walked by the bed to the smaller bedroom pulling the door up behind me.
"Sorry."
"Yeah, it's cool." I was dripping frustration still sporting a flagpole pointing in the direction I was going. Babbette looked crestfallen, appearing to have something she wanted to say but relented.
In all honesty it wasn't her alone but the weight of the last few days that did me in and shortened my patience. The sour lemon version of my consciousness chided me for not trying to get some sort of footage of Babbette for my website, while the sensible side erred on the side of caution knowing how her mother moved in the streets and who her aunt was in retrospect. Sister Jacobs was out there looking for my head with a big ass chip on her shoulder about the public humiliation and exposure she'd suffered. There was no doubt I was going to have to deal with her in some fashion in the future.
My thoughts drifted to the Angela Gilbert, Charity's mother, and the fun we'd had with one another sexually. Mother and daughter were a matching set that I considered myself lucky to have experienced. I had been laid out on multiple occasions by each only getting over on Charity when she was distracted or pushed to the periphery. I started making plans to work on my stamina a bit harder, but figured I'd have to find a new place to run after Babbette spilled the beans. I chortled to myself feeling like a fool for trying to give the inexperienced ingenue a moment. I was heartened to be someone's legitimate desire.
I couldn't help but think of the only other girl who saw me that way, Vickie Stone as I drifted off...
[DARKNESS]
"Huh?"
It was dark, probably early evening as I was awakened finding Babbette lying beside me with a hand across my chest playing with a nipple using her thumb on the erect nub. My other was being suckled as I gradually regained consciousness.
"Hey, what time is it? How long have I been out, Babbette." She shushed me pressing a finger to my lips as she lapped at my left pec with the flat of her tongue. When she was sure I wouldn't say anything, her hand dropped down to my surprising erection methodically stroking it handling it in the middle of the shaft.
Babbette kept up the suction timidly playing with my cock as my nostrils were assailed with the fresh sent of hotel issued bodywash. I glanced down at the top of her scalp watching her lick and suck on my nipple before noticing the towel wrapped around her body. I started to move, but she draped a thick shapely leg over mine stroking a little harder. I could feel Babbette's weight on half of my body.
"Just uh, let me play with it for a little while, please?" I knew she didn't want me to talk, so I just nodded.
Babbette glanced up at my face intermittently gauging my response to her slow relaxed hand job, then took a moment to snatch away the towel covering her hourglass figure. My left arm was caught and cushioned between her breasts. My bicep was obscured by her big tits s she resumed playing with my member at her own pace. She was rubbing my captured leg with her powerful thigh. I liked the light skinship and the feel of her hand wrapped around my endowment. Babbette took a deep breathe.
"So uhm, I guess I put myself on front street having all this body and no skills. I was actually out there in the main room for a minute thinking you would come back and fuck me because, well this body. When you didn't, I took a peek in here and found you knocked out, so I figured you must have had one hell of a day. I mean, I remembered how you were sitting there at the park, kind of tired looking. I'm sorry for my contribution to that. I was gonna leave, but you looked so cute laying here naked. So uhm, I showered and thought I'd come in here and make like Sleeping Beauty, gender swapped of course."
"Of course." I managed to reply before she shushed me again.
"I appreciate what you were trying to do for me, but I think I've still got a long way to go before I'm ready to take it all the way there; so, since you were laying here, I thought I'd return the favor with my limited skill set. Uh, well you're laying down and I figure if you don't move or try to instruct me, I can figure it out on my own, sorry. You made me so nervous with your confidence, that's why I kept fumbling the ball, I suppose. Please, let me have my way with you and don't laugh at me. You kind of threw me off when you started snickering, earlier. I felt like that dumb guy from those American Pie movies."
This time I didn't say anything letting her tug on my cock with this lazy stroke.
"Don't judge, but I uhm, want to see what it looks like when you cum. The other guy uh, my boyfriend went in my backdoor... UH SORRY, TOO MUCH INFORMATION, RIGHT?! Don't answer that. I know how stupid it sounds but I was scared to lose Chadwick, but more scared mom would take me to a fucking gynecologist if she even suspected I was fooling around. Believe me, she's that ruthless about it. Yours is just so nice, not too big, definitely not small like my ex; while you've got some big balls. I want a load."
Talking about what she wanted to do seemed to make her exponentially excited. Babbette jerked harder on my prick, still rough and awkward. I regretted breaking her self-assured façade but was intent on having some sort of good time with this thick half Carribean woman whether her mother liked it or not.
"I wanna see how much nut comes out of this thing."
"Nut?"
"Be quiet; you know what I mean, bruh. Yeah, it's kind of crass, but my mom always calls it that. Uh, I mean well, yeah that's messed up and rachet but its uh...Come on, you know I'm talking about cum, right? Now I'm starting to feel embarrassed again, shit. HEY, DON'T MAKE FUN OF ME! If only you stayed asleep for a little while longer; well, you know what I mean, right? Don't answer that."
"Why'd you ask me a question, then?"
"It was rhetorical."
"It was not rhetorical; it was a straight question."
"Shush."
Babbette was definitely getting more into it adding a twist to her actions as my hand rose behind her starting to caress and play in her blonde locs. She had a kind of harsh beauty intermingled with a youthful exuberance that belied the normal no nonsense aura she generated in our previous meeting. My cousin Jaquan had been knocked off the block trying to use his charm and good looks to coerce her into bed and I suspected she might have taken him up on the offer, if she were more experienced between the sheets. Babbette was forced to hide inside her skin in order not to be seen as sexual prey.



"You can cum; don't try to hold it in or nothing."
"Who's holding it in?"
"Now come on; I've been at it for a good fifteen minutes. You're obviously holding back because men can only last five minutes, tops."
"Who told you that?"
"Have you seen me? I know that sounds arrogant, but a lot of the guys I tried it with barely lasted that long and I had to do a bunch of stuff with my last boyfriend before he got in the backdoor. I'm saying that it's okay to let go of that first nut, so you can do it longer after."
"Got it all figured out, huh?"
"Yeah."
"Well, I say; why give somebody something they didn't earn?"
Babbette had been lying on her side in the reclining Budha's pose with her bust mashed into my bicep, but she pushed up giving me an up close and personal with her ponderous rubbery looking cleavage. Her thick bullet point nipples were inches away from my hungry lips, but she threw her leg over my pelvis, straddling me just below my ball sack, effectively pinning my legs down. Her brow furrowed a little.
"Okay, I'll earn it, then."
Her bust cast a shadow over my upper half impossible to ignore as she cupped them from underneath, then pushed her fists into the sides mashing them together in a display that made my cock pulse and throb. Babbette licked her lips running her tongue over her bottom lip, moaning. Her fingers pinched and twisted her nipples before she folded her arms under her bust creating a fleshy shelf of tit flesh. After this bit of showmanship, Babbette unfolded her arms reaching down rubbing herself with both hands covering her perfectly trimmed muff. In moments her clit made an appearance from its hood.
Babbette peered down at her exposed button, then up at my face finding it mostly unchanged. Her fingers started moving on their own rubbing herself intensely, moaning. Babbette used one hand to part her flower exposing a rich untested inner pinkness as she leaned forward using the other palm flattened next to the right side of my head. It took me a few moments to realize what she was doing as my prick was flattened under her weight sandwiched in the middle of her parted labia lengthwise.
"Babbette?"
Her hand covered my mouth as her hips began rocking back and forth rubbing her cunt on the underside of my shaft. Her breasts were hanging right over my face like over ripened fruit and there was no way I could keep my hands off them, massaging and squeezing them before suckling them. I made a sloppy saliva drenched mess out of those spongy mams as she worked sawing back and forth. Her wetness made everything slick. She was steaming hot righting herself handling my sides rocking back and forth.
From her vantage point it probably looked as if she were taking me cowgirl intensely grinding the shit out of my prick. I let her do as she wished, placing my hands on top of her luscious thighs taking in the show. Babbette arched her back bringing her delicious looking breasts just close enough to tease. Just out of reach from hungry lips as she rocked driving her wet cunt along my cock with things getting slicker by the second until she was royally riding me in an utter abomination of manic frottage. Her clit bumped my crown a few times becoming more frequent as she assumed a jockey like position.
"Aw shit, this feels so good every time I do it! AH!! AW!! AW SHIT!! Can't believe I got this idea from a shitty movie! AW FUCK!! JUST UH-JUST STAY STILL!! Yeah, I can cum like this every time!" Babbette was breezily moaning and huffing, eyes squinted hard while her mouth quivered and hung open.
"What movie?"
"Bad Teacher, aw shit! DON'T MOVE!! I'm feeling it, fuck!!" There was a slick sound wholly audible with her rowing hips. Her big, enormous butt cradled everything else as she got her perv on bringing those tits closer to my waiting lips.
"Don't think I heard of that one."
"Fuck it was a stupid ass movie; you ain't missing shit. Justin Timberlake was in it playing this weird ass teacher as Cameron Diaz's love interest who didn't wanna bang her, just dry hump. She was positively busted at that point in her career, but it gave us some bright ideas. "
"Ideas?"
"Uhm, mom was taking some classes at the local college for this certification so that she could get a raise at this factory she used to work at; one of her friends was over to cram for a test, bought her son along. We were just supposed to hang out, but mom and her friend stepped out to the local pub for a minute and left us alone. Uhm... Like I said that movie gave us ideas."
"Dry humping?"
"Yeah" Babbette worked harder arching over me allowing her breasts to me fondled, nipples pinched and teased sitting upright when I tried to suckle them. I wasn't irritated, just studying her further letting her monologue to her heart's content.
"Don't tell me; your mom turned up, right?"
Babbette slowed down a little staring at my face with a slow forming smirk that spoke volumes.
"It wouldn't have been that bad if her hadn't taken off his shirt and pulled everything else down to his knees. I uh, had my panties on and I said we should just kind of stay that way. But he really wanted my tits, so I folded my t-shirt over my head to the back of my neck. We were really doing it, just without the penetration. It wasn't that bad, and he nutted a bunch of times that day before..."
"Your mom lumped him up, right?"
"She didn't get that certificate, because she didn't wanna catch a case. So, she didn't take that test but still ended up settling up with that lady out of court. I was in the air flying back home to my dad as she was cutting a check for ten racks for beating the shit out of that boy. Mom really jammed him up like George Foreman mixed with some Tyson and a bit of Deonte Wilder."
"What do you think about that?" I asked folding my arms behind my head lazing there as she rubbed and ground into my crotch using all her weight to put an exquisite pressure on my shaft.
"Well, uhm... he wanted to fuck, and I let him have some, just without sticking it inside; so, I guess he sort of got what he deserved. Look. I know how it looks, okay? He was trying to fuck my tits when mom kicked the door in and started chunking his ass out with that certified concussion as a parting gift."
"Interesting."
"What?" Babbette slowed to a halt looking at me more intensely.
"How do you feel about your mom not getting that certificate after cramming and studying so hard?"
Babbette cocked her head to one side, contemplating the answer to my question for a moment.
"If she really wanted that shit, then she wouldn't have done what she did; maybe it was God's will that she had to stay in her dead-end office job running the mail room until she got phased out. Is that a good enough answer for you, bruh?"
"Yup, now move those hips and make me cum." I replied as coldly as she did going further shutting my eyes, tightly.
Oh, you don't want to look at me now?"
I didn't say anything, just relaxing with this voluptuous professional cock tease pinning me to the bed. There was nothing left to learn from this petulant adult aged child with a bone to pick. I wondered if her natural hubris would someday let her figure out that I'd never stopped vetting her once she'd come out of her bag about her likely master, Sister Jacobs aka Chocolate Lavender. The venom in her voice was enough to convince me not to run her through with my cock and no protective measures in place.
For fucks sake, I'd spent the better part of the evening completing an elaborate mission to retrieve my Aunt Esther's NDA so that it couldn't be used to drag me into court. I just wanted to clip the edges off my drama and make sure Esther was out of town with a modicum of fuss. It was in everybody's best interest that she go away quietly after a non-contested divorce. I never would've guessed the three thick women I'd been seeing recently were part of some nefarious plan to mete out a bit of retribution from a malevolent villain who'd still hadn't got what she deserved. Babbette closed that circle, and I wasn't that easy to fool after being mentored and ultimately terrorized by infamous baby mamma #2.
I was "The Educated Simp" after all.
"HEY!"
Babbette was really giving me her all getting wetter by the moment as I resolved to keep my eyes closed allowing her to use my body like a toy as much as she wanted.
"LOOK AT ME!"
She was sopping wet and slick between the thighs and the underside of her thick densely packed buttocks. Her voice was ragged, labored as she leaned forward letting her tits brush my tightly closed lips. Babbette groaned frustrated with my lack of participation still unaware I'd figured out her kink. She got off on teasing potential partners to manic distraction and frustration passively, but mostly with criminal intent. Based on what I was seeing from her in this instance, I probably needed to get my hapless cousin to a therapist after his encounter with Babbette. Her clumsiness was an act.
Her curiosity about me, wasn't.
"I SAID LOOK AT ME GAWD DAMMIT!!" Babbette shouted in my face before pancaking it.
She jumped off me running into the adjacent bathroom slamming the door loudly with a defeated whimper that carried from the other side of the door. The shower roared to life as I sat up smirking.
Babbette could be heard fretting and talking to herself in angry hushed tones partially using her fake accent.
Her phone was on the bedside table ringing. I got a fleeting glimpse of the number calling in before it stopped as I stood there outside the bathroom door grinning to myself. I tried the door finding it unlocked, letting myself inside. The shower curtain was drawn, and I yanked it back.
Babbette was sitting in the tub knees drawn up into her chest, head downcast.
"What, I'm fucked up or something; think I'm ugly?" I was still smiling knowing she was nowhere near my level.
"Stop the cap; get your ass up." I stuck my hand down into her field of vision getting Babbette to look up at my unchanged expression. She scoffed looking at the tiled wall at her side, then at my face again taking the hand offered also offering her free one as well.
I took both hands leaning back with all my weight pulling Babbette to her feet under the spray.
She pouted tucking her chin wanting me to lift it, but I handled her waist stepping into the shower pulling Babbette tight into my naked body. I found myself looking at her scalp as the spray hit us both. Her eyes eventually found mine as she bit into her lower lip looking deep into my eyes. Babbette tried to make some cutesy expression that failed miserably to elicit any kind of visible emotion from me. My hands ran along her back tracing a pointer finger down her spine which made her eyes flutter profusely.
We shared a long soulful kiss that was genuine this time.
"Do my back, okay?" She softly whispered.
Somehow a small bar of soap found its way into my hands which I proceeded to use making a lathery mess of her voluptuous frame particularly her luscious sloping tits with acute attention to detail around her huge densely packed buttocks. We never stopped making out as we groped and fondled one another to foamy distraction knowing this was a sexual stalemate for both. There was no way Babbette wanted to be put in a position to explain losing her cherry to her mentor and aunt, Sister Jacobs. she sought to get her true jollies by instinctually teasing me like the others in her past.
Babbette's still simmering disdain for her own mother remained just under the skin and would probably remain that way. She'd been foisted off on her biological father after all as a casualty of a Caribbean war of the roses. I gathered that her mother Martha imported her father to the states as some kind of live-in cabana boy after getting preggers. Stella got her groove back in an epic fail indeed with a whole baby girl as collateral damage. The rejection and self-worth issues left behind a beautiful woman with a princess complex and abandonment issues. Her chastity was as precious as a Faberge egg. It was her treasure.
It was just another piece of bread in a loaf to somebody like me.
Angela Gilbert was the best piece of ass I'd had all weekend and I had Charity to thank for that.
Babbette turned her backk to me giving my eyes a treat in the form of her massive heart shaped derriere completely glistening with soapy foam, a slippery invitation. I wasted no time running my cock up her rear cleavage sandwiching it between the warring halves of those cheeks. Looking at my steel hardened prick embedded there sent jolts throughout my crotch. It felt like this ass was a perfect amalgam of her mother and aunt's extraordinary derrieres, thick dense at the top, soft and malleable from the lower third to that bottom flap hiding the deep under cuff at the top of her thick thighs.
My hands appeared from behind covering her tits with nipples poking between the middle fingers as I gave them a hearty squeeze driving the base of my endowment up into the slightly malleable bottom of her cheeks. Babbette had no idea this was part of my sexual repertoire, starting earnestly with one Rashida Sikes running through most of my conquests afterwards. Babbette arched into my thrusts letting me have the cakes. I ran hands up and down her abdomen caressing her muff randomly eventually handling her neck from the front. A few fingers found their way between her lips, suckled.
Babbette flexed hard on my endowment with these crescent shaped dimples appearing each time. We built up an enticing rhythm under the spray bumping and grinding with her hollow moans echoing off the tiled walls of the shower. I slipped fingers between her thighs working her clit teasing and running fingers along her slit but not going inside. I knew I could make her cum again but wanted to edge this petulant female dishing out a good dose of her own medicine. Babbette pushed harder into my crotch reacting to my sustained overtures as a loud haunting wail erupted from her maw.
"What?" She asked as I broke contact stepping out of the shower dripping wet.
I didn't say anything, just staring at her expectantly as we exchanged glances before she turned off the spray.
Babbette got out of the shower facing me with this cautious look on her face that told me she didn't know why I broke contact. I made no bones about the fact that I was looking her body up and down with salaciosu intent. She'd played with so many people using her figure and I was determined to get my money's worth out of this adult girl who fancied herself an op for her shitty evil aunt. Babbette's eyes found my throbbing erection pointed at her muff like an accusatory finger. The guantlet was tossed.
I was banking on the fact that I was casually unbothered by her appearcne being a cattleprod to Babbette's ego. There was no doubt she wasn't used to doing this much work. She probably surrounded herself with yes men more thanb willing to bend the knee with her chastity as the ultimate prize. I didn't feel the same way with a wealth of options. That obvious fact made her curious to test her wares out. If I reacted with anything she was familiar with, none of this would've happened. Her eyes focused on my erection then my face waiting for me to make a move that Babbette knew wasn't coming.
Babbette got on her knees with her hands at her sides leaning forward taking me into her mouth.
Only half of me fit inside in the lazy starfish version of fellatio. Outisde of her appearance, Babbette was plain, unremarkable. This was made abundantly clear when you compared this young woman to her infintitely talented aunt and mentor. There was no doubt this was due to her mother's intrusive presence in Babbette's life stateside and her father back home in the Carribean. Chocolate Lavender was a revelation that left me shook for days afterwards. Babbette was dead space, sexually speaking.
I was pretty much doing it myself poking and prodding her mouth getting saliva residue on my prick.
She cupped the underside ofher breasts wrapping her big tits around my shaft quickly frigging my cock like her life depended on it. This turned out to be her one true talent as she took me to the brink within ten minutes desperatelty watching my reactions seemingly for approval. Babbette went in intervals sucking that half of my prick eventually cupping the underside of my balls massaging and rolling them. I grabbed her shoulders using them for leverage to dirve my cock up through her mams thumping her chin a few times. I knew I had her when both hands came into play as she struggled to take all of my slightly above average member, gagging up a deluge of saliva that drizzled into her cleavage.
Babbette shrieked abruptly cutting it short when I grabbed a handful of her hair taking her mouth nearly making her regurgitate. Things became progressively sloppy as her bust started to shine and glisten with our combined juices. I went in on this woman tapping my prick on her plush lips like I was beating a drum making her face scrunch up in faux indignation, before plunging into her mouth fucking away at it like it was going out of style. Babbette looked relived when I went back to her big sloping tits wrapping them tighter this time as I fucked her fun bags grunting like a caveman.
"UH!! UG! UGG!! SHIT!! CUH-CUUMMING ON YOUR TITTIES!! CUMMING ON YOUR FUCKING TITTIES BITCH!!" I went over in dramtic fashion with a thick rope of cum spurtign up like a yellowstone geyser hitting the underside of her chin followed my several more. Babbette looked sexually befuddled keepign thee seal tight around my shaft as I made a royal mess of her cleavage and the upper swell of her tits. One pticularly stroke rope of jjzz flew right over her shoulder leaving a slimy trail there before I was done. It became quiet in the bathroom as she processed things slowly opening her cleavgae inspecting the damage. Babbette lert out this breathy moan, sort of scoffing as she loooked up into my face.
"It's like uhm, silly string...damn, were you backed up?"
"Get up off that fucking floor and sit here!" I cpatured her arm pulling the thick curvy ingenue to her feet momentarily before half shoving her down on the closed toilet seat which disappeared under her huge ass. Babbette looked confused and sort of frightene as I handled her shoulder gwettign her to recline as much as she could sitting there under me. Her large tits roswe magesitcally as I delivered instruction.
"Play with yourself."
Babbette started timidly, but I didn't care immediately sending the nonverbal message that she was no more than a sexual prop for my gratification as I wrapped my fist around my cock jerking off frenetically. She looked shocked at my behavior but got into it herself jilling and working her clit while I went for broke with my right hand becoming a blur of motion. We were at it for less than five minutes as she started to flush while I went over again blasting more silly string ropes of jizz than she was prepared for starting with a milky line diagonally across the bridge of her nose followed by her lips as she shrieked again. The rest was applied to her big tits, abdomen and muff soiling her working fingers there.
"AW!! AW SHIT MAN!! DAMN BRUH!!...fuck, do you always cum like this or something, bruh?" I didn't answer still jerking my gherkkin with an impasive expression.
A single finger under her chin brought her forward to servicee and suck my cock, with a bit of emotion on her part, now. Her right hand came into play softly stroking until I motioned towards her tits again. Babbette wrapepd them around my cock briefly using her tits until I broke off psuhing into her mouth again. II diirected her back intp a reclining position using my cock as a cum squeegee to clean the spunk offf her body collecting it on my tumescence. It was avisual mess that she looked afraid was going into her mouth, but I had other ideas. Babbette was caught up in my wake at the eye of a lustful tornado.



"Turn around and stick that fat ass out!" I barked orders like a drill seargent getting a look of indignation as she quickly turned annd mounted the closed toilet seat, ass arched out like a monster sized peach. Her eyes went wide when she realized why I'd collected all of the excessive spunk with my member.
"AWW FUCK BRUH!!" I went balls deep into her backdoor just going for it with piston like effeciency long stroking her, a man possessed. I was determined to give "Dat Ass" a workout and make her walk funny for the rest of the week. Hell, I wanted her sitting on a plastic donut for beinf a noob and thinking she could finese me on any level. Her soft kidanpping of Andre put Babbette on my radar and her wrong headed monolouging told me everything I needed to know about her sexually. This was a reciept.
"DAMN!! AW SHIT YOU KNOW!! FUCK MAN, YOU KNOW HOW TO FUCK A BITCH IN THE MOTHA FUCKIN ASS LIKE YOU MEAN IT!! YOU GETTING DEEP IN THERE!! AW YEAH!! ME LIKING THAT RUDE BOY, SHIT!!"
Babbette's stupid fake accent returned for a second degenerating into gibberish as I beat her poop shoot into quick submission. She was initially kneeling on the toilet, but it started creaking under the wieght of her curves prompting the zaftig lovely to flatten her feet on the bathroom floor giving me a striaght shot into her creamy bowes. Babbette took all the cock and then some as I crested a third time.
"YEAH!! YEAH BRUH!! WAX ALL THIS BIG MOTHA FUCKIN ASS LIKE A CHAMP!! MESS MY SHIT UP!!" Her tone probably matched her sttreetwise mother's which got a quick chuckle out of me as I jizzed all over her shuddering buttocks while she cooed and twerked lightly. I made quite the mess even juicing up her tight virgin cunt. My hands grabbed her hips as I fucked her rear cleavage some more still climaxing.
"Damn that was good; guess we're done now, huh?"
She looked back finding me nodding in the negative as I shoved my palm into the bathroom door making it swing open slamming into the wall. Her field of vision found the waiting bed drifitng back to my wicked grin as I licked my bottom lip, salaciously. Her face registered the horror at a beast awakened.
"Aw shit."
"Yup." My hand hovered in front of her face until she took it being pulling into my body for a torrid makeout session which ended with a loud open handed slap to her rear with enough force to make it jiggle like oldschool jello.
"In there?" Babbette pointed timidly towards the bedroom with one hand favoring her sore donk with the other.
"Yup, yup." My palm landed on the other cheek with an even loud wet sounding smack, a whip strike of sorts as she winced.
She walked pigeon toed into the edge of the mattress bumping it, then turning profile unintentionally giving me a rousing view of her body's cartoonish proportions. Her gaze drifted down finding an erection hard enough to cut diamond. Babbette reacted facially, then turned flattening her palms on the mattress. Her incredible badonkadunk sported reddened handprints on each cheek like tattoos. The Caribbean ingenue perked up arching her back looking over her shoulder when I parted her cheeks exposing her backdoor without hesitation. Babbette fidgeted watchign me aim my cock at her bum.
"Hey now take it....AAH!! AW!! AW SHIT YOU MUTHA!! DAMN BRUH!!" I went back inside her like I left my wallet in there long stroking her enormous heart shaped ass with no fucks given.
Eventually I was hitting it so hard, the warring halves of her buttocks were parting wider than before to accomodat my rough, jagged thrust with a bouyant rubbery jiggle every time. Babbette went up on the balls of her feet, then down again starting to swivel her overly widened hips in a nonverbal atteemtp to dislodge me. When this didn't work she dropped to her knees at the edge of the mattress not expecting me to follow going from straight doggie into my prefered froggie style rutting with women built like her.
Rashida Sikes was the first to get it premium and case one in my sexual evolution. A number of women followed, but I felt like an expert at dealing with women built llike Babbette. She really hadn't done herself any favors making herself a direct target for my prick. I ended up flattening my palms on either side of her narrow waist driving my business balls deep into her rear end as she moaned becoming loud and deliriously verbal. Babbette made these sort of growling sounnds which I interpreted as frustration before things became clearer.
"DAMN MAAN!! AW SHIT!! AW SHIT WHAT ARE YOU LOOKING FOR IN THERE?!! DAMN BRUH, YOU WRONG FOR THAT!! UH FUK!! AW SHEET BRUH!! YOU KEEP UH!! UH!! YOU..YOU MAKING ME LIKE IT AGAIN!! YO DICK IS TOO BIG FOR MY ASS!! FUH!! YOU GONNA MAKE ME WEAR A FUCKING PLUG AFTER THIS, BRUH!! SHIT, WHY YOU GOTTA LAST SO LONG, HUH?!! DAMN I CAN FEEL IT IN THE FRONT!!"
Babbette's petulant complaining and subsequent endorsement of my actions momentariilly broke my façade. I barely stifled a series of chuckles before she becaem more animated trying to shove her monster sized rear into my crotch so that I wouldn't have room to thrust. The muscles in her defined arms flexed as Babbette continued pushing backwards into my lap with the intent of clamboring over the top of the bed. She scowled and groaned when I shadowed her onto the mattress using my weight to blanket her zaftig curves into a dual prone postion on both our parts. Babbette shrieked again.
"ARE YOU SERIOUS?!! ARE YOU FOR REAL WITH THIS SHIT?!! UH!! UH FUCK!! DAMN YOU GETTING IT ALL BACK THERE BRUH!! AW SHIT!! YOU KEEP!! DAMN YOU NASTY WITH IT!! YOU GONNA MAKE ME!!"
Somehow I got my knees level with the sides of her overly wide hips which sent a strained feeling across the whole of my pelvis due to the size of her huge butt which was somewhere north of fifty inches. My butt went into business for itself swiveling and bopping driving everything I had into Babbette's back door as she started talking up her show business again making it hard not to laugh outloud.
"YOU FUCKING IT SO HARD I WANNA TAKE IT OFF AND GIVE IT TO YOU MY NIGGA!! YOU REALLY STEALING ALL OF THE BOOTY!! UN!! UN!! AW SHEET YOU ALL BRAND NEW UP IN MY MOTHA FUCKIN ASSHOLE, BRUH!! MY MOM'S GONNA BE LOOKING FOR YOU WITH A TYSON TWO PIECE, BRUH! DAMN!! SHIT FUCK MAN!! YOU LIKE PACMAN IN MY SHIT!! UH!! FUK!! I'M LIKING IT!! FUCK IT RIGHT!! AW!!"
My cock was carving out her rear end looking for gold in those twin mouuntains. Babbette was flushed all over clawing her large tits, squeezing as hard as she could. I was chortling like a gremlin as I rolled us into a spoon postion with my cock all the way up her ass pumping away. Babbette was talking in tongues by this time as I rodded her out with no end in sight. Her fake accent returned in bits and pieces making me take it further still. I did a barrel roll with Babbette ending up reverse cowgirl on my cock.
"BOMBOCLAAT!"
"BOUNCE ON THAT DICK, BITCH!" I shouted with some base in my voice. She made this sort of hiccup sound going into over drive using all of her weight as she bounced like she was on a pogo stick.
"DAMN NIGGA yuh FUCKING mi ASS suh haad mi naah guh SHIT RIGHT fi A MOTHERFUCKING WEEK!!"
I burst into laughter so hard that my throat hurt as Babbette kept it up with my hands mauling her breasts from behind as I laid on my back taking everything she could muster. Perhaps my laughter pinced her ego, because she added several grinding swivels of her hips using all of that monster sized donk in an attempt to psuh me over the edge. Babbette didn't know I was built to last with a wealth of stamina to spare. This made Angela Gilbert my first hookup of the wekend, stand out that much more.
Babbette was starting to get the memo as I wrapped my arms around her abdomen pulling her into a prone position laying atop my body face towards the ceiling. Babbette spread her legs, flattening her soles at the outsides of my narrow hip. I captured the back of her biceps driving my cock recklessly upward into her backdoor. Several tremors rocked her body in fits and starts as she went over.
"AW SHIT I'M CUMMING YOU MOTHER FUCKER!! BEECH NEEGA!! BOMBOCLAAT!! GAWD THIS NEEGA MAKING A BITCH CUM WITH HER MUTHAFUCKING ASS!! I'M GONNA!! AW SHIT I'M GONNA TINKLE!!"
This loud sustained squeal erupted from Babbette as she violently wrenched one hand down slapping her mound with loud wet rabbit slaps abusing her clit. I was unprepared for the explosive burst of moisture as this thick brickhouse lost control squirting all over the place. It felt like somebody stuck a taser up this woman's butt as I wenty alogn for the ride until it was over. Babbette rolled off face down.
She was breathing hard, sobbing with a slightly visible gape in the back.
"So, you got enough, now?" Babbette mumbled into the sheets, physically deflated.
"Nope."
Her head rolled giving me a verticla half view of her face. That hazel eye rolled down finding my cock stcking up like a flag pole.
"You playing with me?"
"Nope."
"Nigga, you playing in my face right now, bruh?"
"You see my dick, right Babbette?"
"Damn man; you got a bitch wanting to give up the pussy but I'm scared of your ass, righteously. I think if you get in the front we're gonna be here for a motherfucking month, nigga." Babbette sounded delirious sounding as if she'd just woke up from a deep sleep.
"Babbette."
"Stop."
"Come on girl; you see my dick."
"Fuck me; you banged my auntie and obviously lived to talk about it."
"Babbette?"
"I need motherfucking backup on the dick, bruh."
She had me laughing my ass off as we laid in the bed together, her face down while I looked around the room casually handling my cock at the base.
"My mom would love to get her hands on you like she did with those two goofs you were with at the park. Before you ask, nothing bad happened to them unless you think getting a train ran on you by two old big booty bitches, is a fucking problem. I dam near had to call the paramedics for those fools."
"Is that what was supposed to happen to me?"
"Probably not; but in her defense, my mom didn't know anything. It was just my auntie and me on that tip, bruh."
"Babbette?" She burried her face hiding it from me as she groaned loudly into the bedding.
"Take any hole you want; I got nothing left, bruh."
Babbette passed out before I could make a move leaving me with a hard cock and a side mission. I gave her the limp wrist test raising it and lettign it drop several times before I got dressed leaving the room. Downstairs in the valet parking lot I found an airtag planted on the left side of my car at the back wheel. I pocketed it returning to the suite after waiting a minute or two to see if anyone would turn up. Babbette planted it herself. I hot naked again giving her the wrist test again finding that she was out.
My palm landed in the middle of her naked donk like a whip strike.
"HEY!!"
I rolled over on top of Babbette pinning her to the bed in the prone postion with my endowment firmly wedged between her cheeks picking up whre I left off twenty plus minutes earlier. Part of her nefarious plan was to track me back to my home and likely have her friends give me a severe beatdown. What she didn't know was, I'm not that easy. Her dijointed continuous monlouging was child's play for a man who habitually read between the lines. So, I was determined to get this one last nut oiut of the way before finishing up the gaslighting and moving on to her very infamous aunt, Sister Jacobs.
"I can't believe you man, damn you extra with it; are you like this all the time?"
"Yep." Desptie her prostestaions, Babbette was rythmically flexing on my sawing tumescence buried deep between her dense cheeks.
I rode her like a jockey mimicking her actions earlier, then experimented with a variety of postitions using her buttock like I'd used her breasts as my thoughts drifted to the absolute drubbing I'd recived from Angela Gilbert throughout the weekend. I ended up cupped and mashing her cheeks tightly around my cock as I shot several loads of cum first up her spine, then all over the cakes making a final mess on her body. Babbette kept flexing probably thinking I would go back into her back door, but I didn't.
"Had enough?"
"Yep." She sighed rolling on her side in the resting budha postion looking me up and down. I didn't say anything rolling onto my back as she slowly sat up facinf the oppostie side of the bed before regarding me again.
"I think I need to get back home; if I get in that shower, you're not gonna turn up, are you?"
"Nope."
Babbette lingered picking at her hair.
"Real talkative, huh bruh?"
I didn't say anything just looking at my phone as she slowly dispappeared behind the bathroom again to shower and clean up. Babbette retunred fifteen minutes later wearing her exercsie clothes still looking dishheveled and ran through. I wasn't looking, just watching the numbers on my site.
"Uhm, guess I'm going then."
"So soon?"
Babbette chuckled nervously shuffleling to the door with a bit of a limp, then looked back at me with a perky smile dimples at the corners of her lips.
"I really am a virgin." I raised a brow regarding her, then sat up on the edge of the mattress.
"Babbette!"
She came back to the bed letting me handle her small waist looking heartened. I knew she thought I was going to give her a last opportunity for a tease of some sort. Babbette didn't say anything when I peeled her skintight leggings down exposing her mound. The fresh smell of hotel issued soap was about her person as I ran my pointer finger along her slit finding it wet and more than ready.
I planted the airtag in the crotch of her rasta print leggings with an aside.
"Next time I see you; I'm gonna find this in your panties." I looked up into Babbette's shocked features finding her mouth agape.
It looked like she would say something, but tucked her chin, crestfallen as I gave her a pat on the butt sending her away.
I waited twenty minutes before walking out into the main suite ordering up some dinner while I pulled my camera bag out of the large bathroom my aunt had been using during her stay over the weekend. I set up and was working dilligently when room service was delivered. By the time I ate, it was luke warm while I played my newest entry for the weekend.
Ms. Hate returned in a refurbished fifteen minute episode cobbled together using the original shoot footage and the extras I always shot for time when my supply was running low. My Auntie Esther's alter ego provided me a good amount of experince with filters as I was finally able to make the coal darkened Sister Jacobs way more visible than before. The difference was striking exposing her phenominal figure to the fullest wheras before itt dipped in and out of the shadows of a darkened hotel room.
The sex scene was a good ten minutes of me being schooled between the sheets with special attention to detail focusing on that once in a lifetime ass and her feral yet focused sexual prowess. I'd included a prolouge of pilfered footage from worldstarr and other outlets of her expulsion from the church at the hands of Tressie Fisher with things seeming serendiputous considering I'd talked to the former bad girl over the weekend. Babbette had my number, and her shitty auntie was a subscriber; wins all around.
I gave back to the fans pricing Chocolate Lavender at five bucks a pop.
That wouldn't sit well with Sister Jacobs overinflated opinion of herself. That evil mature damn near directed herself during that shoot wanting me to make sure she looked right on camera giving me a wealth of excess footage for a measly thousand bucks with all the bells and whistles.
It was in everyone's best interests to keep the good sister in the public eye one way or another.
************************************************************************************
TWO WEEKS LATER...
"Right this way sir."
I followed the concierge into the large banquet hall checking my simple black suit making sure I was presentable. I glanced at my phone briefly finding comfirmation for a new series of shoots along with some not so thinly veiled threats from a number of people related and otherwise. I had a full docket with a lot on my plate as I was led through throngs of people to a banquet table.
"Here you are sir." A chair was pulled out for me as I started to have a seat hearing a familiar voice a few feet away. The concierge was already walking in the opposite direction as I watched Angela Gilbert hobnobbing with several people who were probably big spenders at this charity dinner she'd invited me to after a good minute of radio silence.
Her stern authoritative beauty and passing resemblance to hollywood personality Samira Wiley remained intact, but I was burning a hole in her slim thick athletic frame wrapped in a green dress tight enough to put her muted curves on display where it counted. Up until this point wemostly texted and conversed through email with her batting away my advances claiming I wasn't ready for her yet. I knew otherwise, but kept up the playful unattached banter any how. This invitartion came out of the blue.
I wasn't going to pass this up after trainign hard at the gym and the track with Jaquan and sometimes, Andre. Those two guys were almost like brothers these days, especially after getting ran through by two hyper cougars over the course of a ridiculously salacious weekend.
I was back at work and mulling my options as a teachers assistant in the film department of my communtiy college.
Angela seemed to feel my eyes burning into her tight gym built cheeks shooting me a glance while some very interested tuxedoed guy with a shock of white hair tried to keep her in front of him.
I put my hand up as if I were waving.
Angela waved back with her professional smile.
My tongue slid through my middle fingers flopping over the back of my hand making my intent clear.
Her narrow mean looking face dropped, apparently unprepared for the vulgar gesture which lasted seconds.
I had a seat at a table full of elderly one percenters mostly old ladies who's husbands were either dead or expertly off the grid. As soon as my butt hit the seat, I found the woman at my immediate right glaring. She'd obviously seen my adult themed overturee to a woman held in high esteem and old enough to be my mother. I smiled at her statign my name offering the same hand which she declined to shake. Nothing mattered, least of all her slient repeudiation as I got comfotable in front of a stacked plate.
"How are we doing here young man; oh hey Victoria, haven't seen you since we were at that legal summit in vermont." Angela appeared at my immediate left pressed close as she peered over the top of head at the woman accutely displeased with my presence.
"You know this, uh man?" I did a doubletake, lightly chortling.
"Oh don't mind him girlfriend; I'm sponsoring him for the uh, weekend." Angela waved her associate off with a casual explanation as I leaned into her hip making another crusty old lady gasp.
"Sponsoring him for what, the special olympics?"
"HUH-HUH-HUH!" I laughed in faux dimwitted nerd tone briefly before Angela covered my mouth with her other hand as some people at an adjacent table started laughing. My eyes found this sexy latin woman watching me intently whhile her much older husband glared at the side of her head and then me waving back. When she tried to wave back, he snatched her up leading the woman out onto a nearby dance floor.
"Uh, funny very funny Victoria; he's very close like a member of the family. My daughter Charity loves him.... like a brother. He's very talented, and uhm, artistic. I'm grooming, uh sponsoring him for a number of educational grants and an internship with one of our firms on the west coast."



"Oh, is this the young man who painted your portrait?" I recognised the dig at the pilfered nude painting that had been used to denegrate the former Mrs. Gilbert after her expulsion from a partnership in a law firm.
"Of course not, that other talented young man has unforntunately been, deported." This was definitely Charity Gilbert's mother who took no prisoners when it came to dealing with confederates.
"Oh what a shame, I would've loved to commision that fellow to do a similar painting for me." The old biddy countered looking like Barbara Bush's grandmother.
"I'D BUY THAT FOR A DOLLAR!" I blurted out.
Two tables burst into uproarious laughter as Angela did immediate damage control spooning a heaping handful of green peas into my mouth facing Victoria with an award winning smile that read equal parts panic.
Did I mention I'd had a few drinks?
My hand crept upward almost cupping a tight buttock when Angela squatted down level with my head still grinning as she scanned all of the disapproving faces at the banquet table. Angela's harsh brows raised when my knuckle covertly nudged the outside of her left tit. The spoon hit the table as the laughter continued.
"I think somebody needs a cup of coffee."
I got a round of applause as Angela led me out of the nearest exit into the hotel corridor planting me on a seat. My eyes comedically followed her wagging finger before she drifted off in a huff leaving me there. She glanced back once as my eyes focused on that tight toned gym butt magnificently swaying at the top of her long model length legs. My head wobbled a little as my gaze drifted around the corridor.
Hours earlier, I'd received a shock to the system.
Alcohol followed.
"Excuse me sir?" The concierge returned.
"Yes."
"This is for you; elevators are key accessed in the main lobby." I was handed a packet with two room keys inside. He was already walking away without further instruction.
Ironically, I found myself sharing an elevator car with that lusty looking older Latina wife and her elderly husband who used his body as a blockade. She ignored the frantic small talk made by her suffering partner staring intently at my face getting a wink just before they reached their floor. This man was fighting for his life not to be a cuckhold keeping his body between us as they stepped off the car. I still had a slight buzz as I reached the seventh floor and stepped onto the floor. I went to my room.
"Have a sip of this; in fact, drink the whole thing right here, right now." Angela was just inside the door standing in the tight alcove with a cup of joe at the ready. I took it, but she still handled it as I sipped.
"Uhm, sorry about that?" I half apologized not knowing what to expect.
"Don't worry about it; I was on the hook as one of the hosts for the event. It was more of a handshake deal that I couldn't refuse but after that stunt you just pulled, I'm going to have to keep my head down for the next six months. Victoria's got one hell of a long reach, not somebody you want to make a longtime enemy of young man. Keep drinking while I finish up my five stages of grief."
"Sorry again."
"If I wasn't flying out to Boston in the morning, I'd probably be ringing your neck." She admitted averting her eyes as she mentioned the new job she'd landed out of town.
"Does that mean you're not going to sit on my face?" I sounded earnest making the stern authoritative mother of one chortle and cup my chin. Angela took the mug from my cupped hands leaving them free to finally grab those sculpted buttocks squeezing them like dual stress balls as hard as I could.
"I can feel how much you like me." My rock solid tumescence was wedged into Angela's muff as we crashed into the wall behind her.
My lips found the left side of her neck sucking up a hickie as she moaned cupping the back of my head. One of her legs rose balletically caressing the outside of my thigh as I humped and ground my bulge against her snatch. I liked the sounds of Angela's breathy slightly masculine moans taking an earlobe between my lips teasing the expensive earring there with my tongue. Angela forcefully pushed back.
"You know you fucked up, right?"
"So, I can't eat your pussy for three hours and fuck you so hard that you get on that plane in a wheelchair?" Charity's mother cocked her head to one side with a half smirk on her face.
"Nigga please."
"So, is that a yes or a, no?"
Angela's million watt smile returned as she stripped off my suit jacket followed by my clip-on tie undoing the first two buttons on my shirt as she backed a bit into the hotel room. She no looked put the coffee mug on the table while cupping the underside of my chin with this wicked look on her face.
"Come on open up and take your pill baby."
"AH!" She dropped two mints and something bitter in my mouth, then shoved her tongue inside making out with me torridly as I got so hard my prick almost burst. I poked her with it a few times thumping her slit over the clothes, before she backed away taking two steps, grinning.
"I told you to take your Wheaties last time we had sex; now I'm just going to break you in two." Angela said undoing the sash on her green dress letting the exquisite silken garment slide from her shoulders to the floor.
"Aw Gaddam shazam, fuck me." My jaw hit the carpet.
The former Mrs. Gilbert was decked out in this mint green mesh garter lingerie set complete with matching spike heels.
This mature former housewife and power lawyer put any Victoria secrets model to shame as strains of "Candlelight and You" by Chante Moore wafted across the room from the room's radio on one of the bedside tables. There was a ridiculous tent in my black slacks pointed in her direction. I felt like a horny teenager seeing a girl in a state of undress for the first time in my life. Charity Gilbert's mom indeed.
"Get over here boy!"
I was happily tossed onto the bed with a bounce before Angela pounced on me.
END OF VOLUME ONE.
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Chapter 1: "It's unfortunate what we find pleasing to the touch and pleasing to the eye is seldom the same"
*************************************************************************************************************
"It's a waste of time opening up; nobody's gonna show, Charlie."
"Doesn't mean I ain't gonna do it; some of us have responsibilities, Jaun."
"You think anybody's gonna come here when there's a big box outlet right across the street, man?" My best friend shouted gesturing right across the street to the veritable mini mall converted from an out of business Fry's Electronics store. It was a sprawling affair with an acre of parking space facing the small corner store I'd worked at for the last five years with my now ailing grandfather.
"You can go I'm gonna do my job, Juan; my folks are counting on me to hold the line down here while they figure out what to do with my grump's stuff. One of his ex-wives is trying to claim power of attorney because some shit was fubbed on their do it yourself divorce, pretty messed up stuff, huh?"
"Oh yeah, which one; is it Conseuala the one with those big jiggling tits?"
"I didn't ask." I was pulling back the semi-rusty bars in front of the door working on the heavy padlock there as Juan mused further.
"Man, I used to love coming down here when she was behind the counter. You know, I think she was wearing all those low-cut blouses to drum up business for this place. I remember it being a lot more crowded when she was here, damn those tetas grandes, succulent."
"Too much information." I opened the store switching on the lights.
"Come on Charlie, you never looked? I mean you can't deny those titties, man; I know you liked them as much as I did, right?"
"Not having this conversation." I continued walking up and down the aisles taking stock of everything while Juan followed me talking up a storm. He was a short willowy guy with a motor mouth and a rampant libido that got him into a lot of trouble during the last seven years I'd known him from middle school throughout high school.
"At least admit you looked."
"No."
"Damn you're making it hard Charlie; hey, is this about Maricela, huh?" I stopped in my tracks with a box of plastic bottled grape flavored drink reacting facially to his accusation, then went to the shelf stocking the empty spaces with the generic product.
"Don't start."
"I'm just saying...."
"Stop saying and help me out here or kick rocks; I've got a store to manage."
"All you're gonna do is sit at the counter and look at your phone all day; probably pining for that skeezer too. I told you not to fuck with Mari, but you wouldn't listen. She's bad news and almost got you hemmed up with them cholos, too. Did you at least get the draws, Charlie? Enquiring minds want to know."
"Why're you always on that crap; what difference does it make if I got into her panties or not?"
"Because despite that pretty, innocent little face of hers, everybody's been in the draws except you, word around the campfire. You're always so uptight, like you're holding in something so this is kind of a wellness check, bros before hoes."
"Miss me with that."
"Did you at least see her naked?"
"Shut up."
"No seriously, even though she's so tiny, the girl does have a nice rack. Those are some C-cups, right?" I was putting some jars of generic peanut butter on a shelf while Juan made himself busy tagging some cheap boxes of dollar ramen.
"We agreed not to talk about each other post relationship."
"You call that a relationship?"
"Shut up."
"But you fucked, right?"
"A gentleman never tells homeboy." He raised a brow sarcastically as I went behind the elevated counter which was on a platform which allowed me to monitor store activity using several large mirrors situated on the walls. Sometimes we got druggies and teens trying to shop lift. My grandfather put most of the things they's be looking for and the junk food in the first aisle so they would have to do it in front of his face if they tried. I also had a club and a thirty-eight at my disposal.
"Fuck that shit; you seem like a man in need so wanna come to my cousin's Quinceanera? Dude that shit is gonna be lit with a bunch of bitches. Ingrid knows hella honeys and you can take your pick."
"At a sweet sixteen party, no thanks."
"Ah, you're no fun." Juan scoffed as I audited the cash register while he ruefully continued putting price tags on some cans of vegetables.
"What's knowing about my sex life gonna do for you?" My tone was playfully light in an effort to deflect.
"It's just that we never talk about that shit and when we do, you get all stiff and everything. Some of the boys are starting to call you suspect, and the nicest thing I heard them call you is La última virgen americana, Charlie."
"Who said that?"
"Somebody you ain't gonna fuck with."
"Chauncey, huh?" The guy was part of our collective friend group on the periphery due to criminal nature and a proliferation of bench warrants that made anybody within his vicinity targets of the police.
"Well, he ain't lying, right?"
I didn't know how to answer and knew the truth would be brutal.
"Consuela did have a nice rack; gramps never made a big deal about it but everybody else did and she was nothing but trouble even besides the ten-year age gap. Just being out with her was such a problem, gramps started rolling with a forty-five in his ride. She wasn't going to change the way she dressed, and he didn't wanna let her go at first." It was an olive branch.
"Yeah?"
"Honest to God truth; everybody kept talking about how she was using him for a green card and the money, but Consuela was from Cincinatti."
Juan was laughing letting the conversation drift away as I continued.
"Everybody hated this sixty-year-old bachelor with a fifty-year-old spinster who looked like she was in her thirties, so he married her and then the shit show started."
"What happened?"
"Usual shit, cheating and some kind of cluster fuck that ended up with gramps getting stabbed in the thigh with a fork when he tried to put her out."
"A fork?"
"Yeah, I drove gramps to the hospital myself that night; I was spending the night when it happened and got caught in the middle. It was crazy because they were happy, doing it a lot even though I was there and then, blam! I got up woke up in the middle of the night because they were fighting about the cheating. I felt sort of responsible afterwards and that's how I started working here full time."
"Why'd you feel responsible?"
"Uh, I don't know if I should cop to that."
"Spill."
"I was in my room watching a movie in the middle of the night and I had this bright idea to get a snack. Consuela came into the kitchen while I was fridge surfing; she was wearing this robe that really didn't fit, if you know what I mean."
"No!"
"Uhm, it was a uh, bullet bra like from the old days; Consuela really uh, filled it out." I shot my friend a look letting him know the validity of the story that explained my committed employment at gramps corner store.
"That's crazy man; did she make a move on you?"
"...uhm."
"Come on, man!"
The little bell on the store's front door tingled as an obvious transient entered the store encrusted with dust and filth devoid of a shirt and shoes. This shaggy bearded man was gaunt, looking like he'd just escaped from a desert island. He stopped short a step or two away from us reeking of foot and ass.
"Got a dollar?" Juan facepalmed, but I was already acquainted with this down on his luck gentleman, Mel.
"Aw shit man, what're you gonna do with a dollar?" Jaun was annoyed while I got out the dollar using my pocket change.
"Well, I figured it was the least I could ask for that would be doable."
"Here you go Mel." I handed the disheveled veteran the dollar which got Juan to add another from his pocket as well. He cracked a wry smile favoring his chest length bedraggled beard.
"Can I have a beer too?"
"GET OUTTA HERE!" Juan shouted waving his arm in the air towards Mel, faux threatening. The long retired military vet just chuckled at the homely kid who looked like the love child of John Lovitz and Rob Schneider.
"Well, you don't know if you don't ask." I chuckled at Mel's unofficial catch phrase watching him walk out while some kids walked in buying some snacks from my elevated countertop. Juan obviously wanted the rest of the story hanging around as I rang up a few customers noticing some crossing the street towards the big box store that was currently destroying all the mom-and-pop businesses miles over.
"Well?" Juan asked when the last customer left.
"Well, what?"
"COME ON!" I laughed before continuing the story.
"Alright relax, it's really stupid when you think about it in hindsight; it was one of those things where you have so many choices that you can't make a decision. There was all this food just packed in there and I ended up going for a bowl of cereal. Stupid me left the fridge door open to pour the cereal in one of my aunt's mixing bowls; I got a table spoon out of the kitchen drawer no look reaching into the fridge for the gallon of milk."
"I don't get it."
"Ended up palming Consuela's tit."
"HOW?!"
"She was bent over, reaching into the fridge to get a beer for gramps. I wasn't looking when I reached inside for a gallon of milk; palmed her whole right tit."
"Aw shit!"
"Yup, that happened; I was so mortified, but she understood it was an accident and we had a laugh."
"That's it; she didn't try to make a move on you or nothing?"
"Nah, she knew it was an accident and everything was cool until gramps walked in, and then all hell broke loose. He took one look at Consuela and blew up because she was wearing her underwear and this flimsy robe which wasn't tied, hanging open."
"He kick your ass?"
"Nope; but he went nuclear on his old lady right there in front of me; you see, what I didn't know was he had my cousin Rod following Consuela for a minute and already knew she had like two guys on the hook."
"She was cheating, for reals?"
"Yeah, unfortunately; one dude was a coworker at her job, the other worked downtown at Grand Central Market, a butcher."
"Aw man, that's fucked up." Juan commented leaning against the elevated counter as I reached down hitting a switch under the counter turning on a small television mounted on the wall over a cooler.
"Yeah, awkward how it all went down; I had no idea that was going on and the next thing I know I'm driving him to the hospital with a fork sticking out of his leg."
"Messed up a moment."
"Huh?"
"That was your moment; you know, copping a feel of those big tits, moment."
"You've got a one-track mind, dude." I shook my head, turning my attention to the television with the remote bringing up this bargain streaming site I'd installed. This was an allowance by my grandfather to keep me behind the counter. He seldom used it other than watching football games.
"Oh yeah, well I ain't the one watching them old movies getting off on some lady that's probably in her nineties, now. Man, you mods are hella weird." He commented as the bell rang again with another customer entering the store obscured by all the cluttered shelves and boxes near the front. This person went into the furthest aisle near the wall.
"Not a mod."
"Right, you're into all that sixties stuff; maybe that's why you couldn't close the deal with..."
"Stop."
"Did you close the deal?"
"Here you go again; why do you keep picking at me about that crap; is it gonna change your life whether I got laid with my girlfriend, eh ex-girlfriend? Look, we're cool and everything, but I like to keep my private life, well private. And as far as those old movies; you're gonna tell me vintage James Bond ain't cool? What about those old Godzilla movies; the good ones? You liked those too back in the day... and don't ever let me hear you diss Annette Funicello ever again; she's passed away."
"Annette who?"
"Funicello, from Beach Party, Pajama Party and Beach Blanket Bingo; those are the movies she wore a bikini in back in the day, literal feminine ideal, curvy perfection." Juan scoffed as I waxed nostalgic about the series of old movies I'd discovered in my youth, ironically at my gramps house.
"Ah, you need to keep your head in the present; you can't get them broads without a time machine and even if you could, ain't none of them gonna go for no Mexican goof, even if you got a baby face!" It was my friend's perennial dig at our difference in looks with some of our friends commenting that he hung around with me because it was the only way he could get close to girls.
"Respect." I wagged a playful finger as he scoffed waving me off.
"You should be talking about Consuela's titties instead of some actor people from the old ass days; there's a lot more hot women around and you can even hit them yup naked online."
"It just hits different; they don't measure up."
"Bullshit; uhm Sofia Vergara, Ariel Wynter before the unfortunate breast reduction, uhm Scarlett Johannsen and ah, even that girl hiding some big ass titties in that Kevin spacey movie, uhm Thora Birch."
"Annette Funicello, Raquel Welch, Barbara Eden and uh...Yvonne Craig, batgirl from that campy Batman show, the one with Adam West." I countered.
"Aw, you're watching too much TV Land, Charlie; too bad your step-granny didn't make a man out of you in the kitchen before your grandfather showed up; now that would've been something he could've got righteously mad about."
"You're wrong for that; Consuela's a forty-nine-year-old woman."
"So what; if that was me, I would've at least tried to get a tit fuck out of it if she wasn't mad about you feeling her up. She had some awesome titties, man."
"Yeah, you would've tried that shit and Gramps would've perforated your ass with a twelve gauge."
"Well, it would've been worth it; you ever uh, titty fuck Mari."
"No comment." I deflected, watching an old horror movie on the monitor above the cooler. I was determined to remain coy and allusive about my ex.
"Sure you ain't coming to the Quinceanera?"
"Yup, and you better stay out of that shit too before you end up getting stomped out by somebody cousin." Juan's phone started ringing as I wagged a finger in his face from my elevated countertop.
"Ah, you're no fun; I'll catch you laters, Charlie." He walked out tersely putting the phone to his ear, making the bell ring as he left. He'd never know how tense I was doing everything to stay away from the subject of my ex.
Our conversation left me stimulated as I switched to an old movie with my childhood crush watching as she drove along a rear projected pacific coast highway singing a breezy song with Tommy Kirk.
"Susan Hart." A voice called out, catching me by surprise. My hand instinctively shot out towards the gun just under the counter.
"HUH?!! IS SOMEBODY HERE?!!" Strains of "There Has To Be A Reason" by Funicello and Kirk drifted through the store from my monitor to ghostly effect as I looked about for the source of the voice.
"Obviously." The voice was mousy in a juvenile way reminding me of a cartoon character, Betty Rubble.
"Where are you?"
"Look up."
I craned my head up finding the fluorescent light fixture above my head puzzled, which made her chortle in a manner eerily similar to that cartoon character.
"No silly; I mean look up into your shoplifting mirror." My eyes shot to the large mirror angled in a way that made the furthermost aisle visible with a fisheye lenses effect.
"Oh." She was impossibly cute with long shoulder length hair and a precision bang that made me wonder if perhaps she were a mod. Her complexion was light olive, sort of wheatish in color probably a Latina, but one more detail caught my eye eliciting a spontaneous nervous hiccup at her countenance.
A pair of humongous breasts mashed together with a ridiculous swell of rich, creamy cleavage that made me pop wood within seconds of noticing. I was so hard, there was a thumping sensation radiating throughout my crotch. The angle of the overhead mirror made them seem larger than they probably were, but I was smitten.
"Uh... ¿Estás en la tienda de ascensores?" For some reason, I went with Spanish.
"If I am, are you gonna arrest me?" She answered in English.
I hesitated longer than intended, unable to reply due to her cute, slightly cherubic features and glib carefree sounding voice. She started laughing again, making me fidget a bit as I tried to find the words.
"Cat got your tongue...or something else?" Her voice went in contrast to her figure as she knowingly gave her bust a slight jiggle making me feel embarrassed.
"Apparently." She chortled even more approving of my answer.
"See something you like?"
"I take the fifth." I felt heartened at the sound of her laughter equal parts anxious with a swarm of butterflies in my stomach.
"Fair enough, so why didn't you say Susan Hart when you guys were comparing starlets? It was on the tip of your tongue, but you deferred, why?"
"Uhm, well..."
"That's what you were gonna say, right?"
"Honestly, it was either Susan Hart or Bobby Shaw; it would've still gone over his head anyway. How did you know?"
"You're watching Pajama Party right now on that monitor and its obviously not your first time; who else would you say, if not Susan Hart? It wouldn't be Bobby Shaw because you seem to have a thing for brunettes."
"Eh, you picked up on all that from listening to us talk?"
"I'm a listener; I've honed that skill to razor sharp perfection after years of middle child grief among other things."
"Really?" I answered audibly compromised still focusing on the pretty face and inviting cleavage as reflected in the overhead mirror.
"Yeah; hey, you want me to jiggle them for you?" I gulped caught off guard making her chortle even more and follow through with a healthy prolonged bouncing of her mams. They had a watery bounce that made my business surge and throb.
"UM, SORRY!" I was embarrassed at being called out despite her light tone.
"Hey, don't worry about it, I'm flattered for the attention; it's been a while."
"I can't believe that." It was a Freudian slip that she took in the positive rewarding me with another healthy jiggle of her huge breasts, laughing all the while like a pixie.
"Better watch out; I might take you with me." She wagged a pointer finger in the reflection as those butterflies started going a hundred miles an hour in my stomach. Her playful words seemed like an open invitation as I looked down at my canvas sneakers.
"Aw shit."
"Don't I'm perfectly fine with it, eh?"
"OH!! Uhm, Charlie...Charlie Huerta, and you are?"
"Charmed, say could you help me out over here, Charlie Huerta?" I felt a sudden queasiness adjusting myself as I left the counter tucking and untucking my shirt going through the five stages of grief at the sudden prospect of meeting this dream girl in moments. I settled on leaving the shirt out as I rounded the cluttered corner into the first aisle coming face to face with this criminally cute woman.
"OH!" My eyes went saucer wide as I discovered her there standing in profile.
This woman was pregnant with a prominent baby bump, six months or more, still disarmingly cute as my heart sank. Her bust was just as massive with little to no change up close and personal.
"Oh? Surprised huh; kind of threw you a curve ball with a baby on board, huh? He or she is pleased to meet you too, while I'm focusing intently on the "OH" that just came out of your mouth. I'm Phoebe by the way, I guess I'm pleased to meet you, Charlie Huerta."
"Sorry." I blurted out without thinking, starting to feel crestfallen like the universe had played some mean-spirited practical joke on me.




Phoebe was a vision probably 5'4" in height, saccharinely sweet visually with an incredible set of knockers sloping nicely on the swell of her baby belly. Her body was draped in this really nice peasant flowing light blue maxi dress accessorized with a long-sleeved beige cardigan that stopped at her calves. The layers of clothing really made her bulging cleavage stand out that much more. My eyes went into business for themselves drifting between her impressive cleavage and baby bump.
"Sorry, for what?" This time he noticed a slight edge in her voice.
"Uhm, I didn't know."
"How would you; all you could see was my tits. So, avoiding any further awkwardness your help getting a jar of pickles from the top shelf would be much appreciated. You see, I have a hard time raising my arms due to the huge tits and uh, the little person tapdancing on my uterus. Don't worry, you can keep looking, Charlie."
I felt three feet tall under Phoebe's gaze which remained unchanged other than the slightest furrow in her brow. My hands were trembling as I retrieved the jar from the top shelf as she stood there with a tiny hand resting on the upper swell of her belly. Her other hand rested at the small of her back as she winced and gasped every now and then.
"Uhm, how about I let you have these pickles for free and uh, a few other things, Phoebe?"
"Really, you feel that guilty for perving on a pregnant woman?" She was still smiling, but now the edge was unmistakable.
"I don't know."
"You don't know whether you feel guilty or not Charlie? Geez, I never heard that before; hey snag me another jar since you're buying."
"Uh, yeah sure." I got the second bottle while Phoebe afforded me a look at the back of her head gliding to the end of the aisle turning the corner as I hesitated feeling like a creep.
I couldn't get over her appearance and the cosmic bucket of cold water that had been thrown into my face with the revelation of her pregnancy. I went through another lightning fast five stages of grief as I heard a ripping sound. I hurried around the aisle finding Phoebe ripping open a large bag of cheese flavored popcorn. The floor was covered in errant kernels as she grabbed a fistful stuffing her face snacking openly looking me directly in the eye. It felt like an open challenge.
"Sorry Charlie; uh, cravings." Phoebe shrugged downing another handful as I watched amazed at the sudden bout of gluttony which felt like some sort of nonverbal dig.
"It's okay, miss."
"I gave you, my name; perhaps you should use it, Charlie; hold this for me babe." Phoebe caught me off guard shoving the ripped bag into my chest, roughly. She did it like we were playing a game of street ball shuffling over to a rear cooler removing a bottle of Yoo-Hoo chocolate drink. Phoebe chugged it down like a beer, then burped loudly staring a hole in my face.
"Cravings." She explained looking around rubbing the upper swell of her tummy before nudging me out of the way going down the third aisle where she handled a can of spam before eyeing me again with a smile.
"Cravings, yeah sure miss." Phoebe raised a brow making me facepalm.
"What's my name?" She gestured towards me with the can holding it in a way that felt unsafe. Her three fingers made it seem as if the rectangular can could be used as a projectile at a moment's notice.
"Phoebe."
"That's right Charlie Huerta; that is my name and I think maybe I should be toddling along. You know, I've been having such mood swings lately, and I thought coming down here to my favorite corner store would brighten up my morning. Hard time sleeping last, Charlie; baby decided to do a dance challenge in my belly right before the sun came up. So, I waddled down here looking for snacks, cravings you see."
"This is your favorite corner store?"
"Surprised?"
"Uhm, I didn't mean it like that; it's just that I would've remembered seeing you." I found myself following Phoebe up this aisle as she stopped glancing back at me, before shoving the can into my chest almost making me drop what was left of the tattered popcorn bag.
"Mr. Huerta was always the nicest man; all the kids called him Gramps." I reacted facially and she noticed turning about as I explained.
"He's my grandfather, really; I've been working here for over a year and a half."
"That's special; is Gramps retired? Did he leave this quaint little store to his charming grandson, huh Charlie Huerta?"
"Not even, he's sick and I'm holding down the counter for him until he gets well enough to return although I'm kind of worried he may not have anything to come back to Phoebe."
"I don't understand."
"Big box store, across the street?" I motioned towards the store entrance. The huge parking lot and pop-up mall were visible even from our vantage point.
"Oh yeah, I see."
"And if that isn't bad enough, my grandfather's ex-wife got a lawyer and is talking about suing for half of this store so that he'll be forced to sell it. So, I'm uh, just doing what little I can, Phoebe."
"Did gramps have the store before he married?"
"Yeah, about fifteen years before he married her; uh, she's like his second wife, I think." I scratched the back of my head.
"Don't worry, this store is not considered communal property in this state; there's no way she can get her hands on this business above board. A good attorney can run her out of court on the rails."
"Uhm, are you a lawyer?" I asked as she continued up the aisle to the counter snagging two packages of cookies and a handful of chocolate bars.
"Nope, my husband is, Charlie." Her answer hit me like a ton of bricks to the gut as I became even more crestfallen somberly returning to my place behind the counter elevated enough that I was looking down at Phoebe from behind the register as she picked at various candies my gramps kept around from the old country. I started bagging her things when my eyes went AWOL again, finding Phoebe's deep creamy olive colored cleavage.
"Would you like me to get one or both of them out for you Charlie?" She was still looking down picking in the box of candies. She picked out a few marzipans, as my gaze returned, finding a rubbery jiggle. Phoebe's head shot up catching my errant gaze as I fumbled stuffing the plastic bag with her free things.
"Aw, well...uhm."
"If you say you're sorry again, I'll kill you; word to the wise Charlie, a lot of women can't stand a weak-willed man who bends with the wind. You're obviously interested in my boobs, so let's just get it out of the way, alright hon?" Now she sounded full on angry shocking me as she dug a hand into the plunging neckline of her peasant dress making her left boob jiggle with a rubbery bounce. I gulped almost choking on my saliva, tensing up with a quick glance at the store entrance.
"Hey, wait...Don't!" I reluctantly protested gesturing so suddenly that I almost knocked her things off the counter.
"Sike." Phoebe replied snarkily acknowledging the bait and switch as she pulled a credit card from her deep tightly packed cleavage between thumb and forefinger.
"Uhm?" At this point I just wanted to get this cute buxom woman out of the store so that my mundane life could resume. The moment I got a look at her in that overhead mirror, time seemed to stop on a dime.
"Hear take it and ring me up Charlie; I think you need the revenue after hearing about Gramps. Now let me know if you're gonna sniff that, buddy. Oh, that's a black card by the way; you know what that means, right?"
I didn't answer at a loss for words, still unable to look away from the cartoonishly cute face hovering over her massive bust, bulging cleavage and all. I was grateful for the counter separating us and thankfully hiding my tented dickies work pants. My erection was throbbing, almost painfully and I felt humiliated at the involuntary response and my continued fumbles, vocally speaking.
"Charlie?"
"Uhm, yeah?"
"You know what that black card means, right?" Phoebe raised a brow wanting me to answer.
"Uh, it means you're rich, I guess."
"Ring me up; can you do that Charlie? My tits aren't going anywhere, okay?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Excuse me?!"
"Phoebe." I corrected myself running the card as she turned her attention to the vintage movie on the screen watching intently. I knew I'd offended her with my reaction to her condition, but she seemed to be bristling just under the surface as she watched a musical number on the screen.
"Esa es una de mis películas favoritas de la serie Beach Party con Annette Funicello y Frankie Avalon, aunque solo aparece en un cameo en esta." I started speaking in my native language absentmindedly.
"Lo sé, ¿verdad? No creo que hubiera funcionado si Frankie fuera el protagonista masculino porque ya eran los novios de Estados Unidos en este momento. Tommy Kirk es muy diferente de Frankie, y creo que eso hace que funcione mucho mejor aquí." Phoebe flowed right into Spanish with me still enchanted by the musical number onscreen as I rang her up.
She gestured without looking when I offered her the plastic bag continuing to watch. My eyes went into business for themselves again, but she didn't react. I felt an ache of lost opportunity heartened and simultaneously crestfallen that I'd found someone who liked what I liked but was already well beyond taken. I considered her husband the luckiest man in the world to have such a beautiful wife juxtaposing that with my own stale current situation.
"What's your favorite part of this movie, Charlie?"
"The song with Annette and Tommy as they're driving along the pacific coast highway; when I first saw it, I was weirded out by the casting, but once I heard them singing together, it all made so much sense in hindsight."
"Right." Phoebe nodded in time with my talking points still focused on the movie.
"Plus, all the Buster Keaton stuff is solid gold in this one; the whole bit at the counter with Luree Holmes the perfume girl, was hilarious. I laugh my ass off every time I watch this movie. It's my favorite behind the original Beach Party."
"I can understand that if you're a completist, but I put this before Beach Party on the inherent entertainment factor alone; sacrilegious, right Charlie?" Phoebe glanced at my profile, probably blissfully unaware I was forcing myself to look at the overhead monitor instead of her face and staggering cleavage. It felt like the store was smaller due to her bust, unavoidable with a strong sexual magnetism and allure that made me feel ashamed.
"I can see that." I nodded a bit shaky hoping Phoebe wouldn't notice how nervous she was continuing to make me.
"Why do you prefer Beach Party over Pajama Party?"
"I take the fifth."
"Come on, don't be that way, Charlie." Her mousy voice was somehow calming and triggering in tandem making me glance down at the countertop. I could feel her looking at me and this made me tense up in the shoulders.
"Annette." I capitulated.
"Go on."
"What else is there to say other than she's beautiful in a girl next door kind of way, but at the tip top of the spectrum; then you get to that body and well, its uhm, kinda like good things come to those that wait. She's the epitome of what you'd get ideologically if you dotted all your I's and crossed your T's. The wife any man would want with the added allure of that extremely curvy Italian body, perfection."
"Put some thought into it, huh?" I glanced over finding Phoebe looking at my face, invested and glib. She didn't look angry anymore.
"A little." I smiled back before reacting facially as I noticed her baby belly again. She traced the trajectory of my gaze to her swollen tummy planting her hand on the middle of it looking back up at my face again.
"Tell you what; I'm gonna give you a chance to be on the side of the angels again and all you've gotta do is answer me, truthfully. Think you can do that, Charlie?"
"I don't follow."
"One question, one answer; is that simple enough for you, Charlie?"
"Okay." Her tone made me feel like the village idiot.'=
"What did you think when you first saw me in that mirror back there?" Phoebe asked with no hesitation, folding her arms under her huge bust causing her cleavage to bulge and jiggle a little bit. She was resting her interlocked fingers atop her rounded belly, waiting. The look on her cute face indicated she meant business as I felt a rush of anxiety searching for the right way to frame my answer. She tapped her foot.
"Uhm, pensé que no eras real. uh, me sorprendiste al principio y luego no pude mirar hacia otro lado porque eras increíblemente lindo. muy hermoso."
"Y ayuda que tenga unas tetas grandes y jugosas, ¿eh Charlie Huerta?" She added knowingly busting my balls.
"Ah shit." Phoebe chortled again, making things lighter between us.
"I'll forgive you for slipping into Spanish, but thanks for your honesty." She tilted her head to the side with a warm smile that made me feel weird and wonder if I were flushing. I cupped the back of my head managing to chuckle along with her.
"It's our native language anyway."
"Oh really?" Phoebe replied with cupping her chin for a few moments as she averted her gaze back up to the monitor over the cooler until I followed suite finding Annette and Tommy making out at the end of the movie followed almost intrusively by dual cameos from Don Rickles and Frankie Avalon.
"It's an awkward edit just having them pop up like that; what do you think Phoebe...OH MY GAWD!!"
Phoebe got her huge breasts out fully exposing them to me with her tiny fists pressed into the outside of her bust, laughing at my reaction. She'd done it while I was distracted, surprising me with breasts that were bigger than I initially thought. Her nipples were covered with breast pads, but her darkened areolas were slightly larger in circumference. This wasn't some quick flash, but a full-on reveal with Phoebe cupping them from underneath bouncing them for my eyes alone. I was flabbergasted.
"Was it everything you dreamed about Charlie?" Phoebe asked slowly tucking them away behind the flimsy fabric as I hiccupped nervously, suddenly feeling this rising humidity which seemed to please her.
"Thanks god." It was a Freudian slip that got her laughing gregariously.
"Alright you're cool again; give me your phone Charlie." Phoebe requested right palm upturned as I struggled with a raging boner behind the counter. My cock was pulsing out of control on the verge of exploding as I handed her my phone without thought on command watching her tap her number into it before handing it back.
"Peachy Keen?"
"If you're a good boy; maybe you'll find out, oh, and Charlie?" Phoebe took her plastic bag already walking gingerly to the door. She stopped at the store entrance looking back in profile with her motherly curves and huge bust backlit by the sunlight.
"Yes Phoebe?"
"Despite having a tiny sliver of Dominican DNA on my father's side of the tree from great grand dad, I'm really not a Latina; sorry Charlie."
"Oh really; uhm, what are you, then?"
"I'll tell you about it over the phone; hey why don't you try it out right now, Charlie?" Phoebe gestured towards the phone on the countertop right under my nose. We exchanged glances before I got her meaning tapping the number.
The resultant ring came from Phoebe's abundant jiggly cleavage.
My mouth hit the countertop as Phoebe plucked a full I-Phone from her cleavage, putting it to her ear. Her smile made me feel all gooey inside and euphorically silly.
"I'll be in touch, bye hon." She disappeared from the door with that cartoonish chortle which seemed to linger in the air for a few seconds. I was irrevocably smitten resting my elbows on the counter, chin in the palms of my hands.
Then reality set in with a sobering realization.
"She's pregnant."
That realization hit my gut like a millstone as I righted myself experiencing a moment of clarity.
"She's married... and pregnant. Aw man, fuck me; I hate my life!"
I brought up her number intending to delete it, but hesitated.
"Aw, she's probably just busting my balls. I'll never hear from her again and she'll probably tell her friends how she teased the shit out of some loser behind a counter." I always went into self-depreciation mode when life tossed me a curveball.
The bell rang at the entrance as an old Asian lady came into the store with a kid in a stroller.
"Yeah, I'll never see her again." I was crestfallen as the toddler in the stroller waved at me.
I gave the kid a lollipop as her grandmother bowed looking on approvingly.
************************************************************************************* Phoebe's departure had the unintended effect of making the rest of my day drag horribly punctuated by the memory of her huge jiggly breasts bared for a minute or two. Every time that vision passed through my mind's eye, I would remember a new detail. I was about thirty minutes from my 10 pm closing time when those luscious tits popped up again, this time with my mind's dirty little eye focusing on those large breast pads which sent me down a mental rabbit hole wondering about the possibility of her lactating. These thoughts went hand in hand with inherent shame over lusting after a married pregnant woman, but my manhood was more honest fattening and bulging each time I thought about Phoebe.
I wished I'd had a chance with her before she got married then felt stupid because she was obviously a few years older than me despite her very youthful appearance. My mind went overboard creating a construct of what she might look like sans baby belly, but then I felt even more like a creep. I didn't have a problem really talking to girls despite being somewhat of an introvert and heavily sheltered outside of my grandfather's influence. My father lived hard and fast, succumbing to street life when I was barely a toddler. At that point my parents were living apart, still married on paper. My dad thought she would come back and died believing that. His killers were never found. Gramps stepped in for him.
I was returning the favor while he ailed, hopeful for his return dutifully running the place as I'd been trained in my sophomore year of high school. Now I was spinning my wheels post high school with no money for even community college. Most of the family resources had been used for my older sister who promptly went to school downstate managing to get preggers herself and drop out after the first semester. She was presently traveling the country with her hippie boyfriend expecting their first child while I was left with my thumb up my ass. Most of my friends were off to school or the military except for Juan. I was grateful for my best bud even though my mother and gramps disapproved. Juan was my only tie to my dad's criminal life with gang ties that ran deep although he was kept out of it by his folks.
I scoffed at the jumble of thoughts intermingled with Phoebe's mouthwatering jugs, making myself morose at the thought of never seeing her again. There was no way she would come back into the store after flashing her tits at me. I kept looking at my phone during those last thirty minutes as if I could will Phoebe to call me. It became a point of contention for me as I started closing down the store hesitating a few times to check its face, before lowering the lights and locking the heavy door. I went slow motion closing out the cash register as a sitcom played on the overhead monitor. It was TV land, ironically.
"Huh?" I glanced up at the monitor suddenly freezing in place staring at the monitor finding an actor that reminded me heavily of Phoebe in this old show called Saved By The Bell. Phoebe bore a striking resemblance to a young Lark Voorhies. It was uncanny, leaving me transfixed for a few moments watching with the merchant bag in hand. For a moment it felt like I was seeing her in this woman.



"Uh, maybe she's..." I was filled with inquisitive thoughts about her ethnicity as my phone started ringing knocking me out of my inner ruminations. My heart skipped a beat when I looked at the face of my phone.
It was Phoebe.
"Uhm, hello...I mean, HELLO!" I stammered like an idiot, then cupped the side of my noggin, embarrassed again.
"My ears are ringing; are you thinking about me Charlie?"
"Yeah, UH, NO!!...yeah." I tripped all over myself audibly making her laugh at my response, so it wasn't a total loss. I found that I liked the infectious sound of Phoebe's laughter.
"I was just messing with you; uhm, I'm having some really bad cravings, can you deliver some food?"
"Oh, we're closing." I winced as the words left my mouth thinking my answer would cause some strife between us.
"So that's a no, right Charlie; are you going to deprive my baby?"
"Well, uh I guess, not Phoebe; I suppose I could run a few things over to your place." I struggled with the words knowing I was bending if only to keep up the connection between us. My inner voice called me a simp reminding me this was a married pregnant woman, probably a few years my senior.
"Don't worry, I'm gonna pay."
"OH, IT'S ON THE HOUSE!! I uh, mean you didn't take your free credit when you were here so uh, now's a good time." I was falling all over myself verbally.
"Want a good time?"
"EH?!" Phoebe chortled at my panicked response.
"You're a very funny guy Charlie Huerta; I'll send you a list and my address. You can just come over after you close up, okay?"
"Whatever you say." I responded breezily feeling those butterflies in my stomach again.
"Don't be so easy Charlie; geez, what am I going to do with you, huh?" Her tone was flirty and playful.
"Anything you want." Freudian slip was starting to become par for the course.
"Uhm, don't you think that's a little out of pocket, Charlie?"
"SORRY!" Phoebe started laughing again after pulling my chain audibly.
"Man, you're so easy; so hey, I'm sending my list now along with my address; call me before you get out of your car, alright?"
"Huh?"
"This is very important Charlie; I want-you-to-CALL ME-before you GET OUT of your car; can you do that, bud? Let me know if you can't and I'll cancel my order. You've got to be good at following orders if you wanna kick it with me; so, make me understand that you understand, Charlie."
"I got it."
"Repeat what I said, please." I felt a blow to my ego, but capitulated.
"Call you before I get out of my car, right?"
"Right Charlie, so this is kind of a uhm, test run. So, what kind of car do you drive, so I'll know it when I see it?"
"Vintage 1973 Volkswagen Beetle, canary yellow." I felt like a pauper knowing she was well to do enough to have a black card.
"How quaint, hurry up and close, I'm hungry, Charlie." Phoebe ended the call abruptly.
The minute she clicked off there was this void in the air that left me with a bit of clarity as I considered I might be used for my store. My mind went into overdrive micromanaging the memory of our exchange picking it apart begrudgingly as my id dredged up memories of a similar situation in my past where I'd been used like a dishrag gophering for what I thought was a love interest until it was brought to my attention that she had been dating a guy on the baseball team for the past six months. I was a fool.
"Fuck my life." There was no way I still wasn't delivering whatever she wanted to that house.
So, despite my misgivings about Phoebe's potential motives, I rushed through everything gathering up everything on the list before having a moment spazzing out that I was going to this pregnant married woman's house. This was against my marginally strict upbringing, but I couldn't help feeling this sliver of excitement as I locked up only to come down once I got behind the wheel. Reality and a litany of inner voices good and bad were pulling me in two directions, but I managed to input Phoebe's location into my phone and pull out of the small parking lot next to the back of the store.
There was a dingy orangish brick wall tagged with copious amounts of Graphiti cordoning off Gramps property with railroad tracks on the other side. I tried to make a hard left out of the lot only to be stopped at the railway crossing as a train sped by looking like it stretched back into the horizon line.
"AW HELL NAW!!" I slammed my fists on the steering wheel having a one man bout of road rage.
By the time the last car sped by, I was drenched in perspiration feeling like I'd taken a shower in my clothes. I gunned it across the track headed to Phoebe's house which was two and a half blocks away according to the directions issued by the automated voice on my phone. It was a bit longer as I tooled onto her block which was a mishmash of people, mostly Latin, that had lived there for generations mixed in with invading hordes of trust fund babies who were casually gentrifying the area. I wondered which camp Phoebe and her husband belonged to, then regretted it.
I didn't want to think about her husband; especially since I was coveting his wife. I batted away my inherent sleaziness as I approached her address. Thoughts of her huge bare breasts got me the next few feet until I was plainly sitting outside of a nice craftsman bungalow styled home. It was bordered on one side by the same wall that extended all the way to my store albeit much cleaner and a wall of strategic evergreen shrubs on the opposite, mini trees that I was unsure belonged to Phoebe or the neighbor, owner of a two story version of her house.
I got some deodorant out of my glove compartment followed by some Mentos trying to freshen up. I was worried that I'd smell a bit ripe after sweating it out waiting for the train to pass. I was close to spazzing out again using some crappy wipes on my face in an existential crisis before grabbing the plastic bag stocked full of snacks and my driver's side door handle.
"Oh yeah, shit; gotta follow instructions." I remembered myself dialing Phoebe.
It went through three cycles before she finally picked up.
"Hello?" She sounded sleepy, answering the phone with a yawn which raised my hackles enough to start biting on a thumbnail.
"Uhm, I'm here outside; uh, you told me to call when I got here."
I was greeted by a long wet sounding snore.
"Phoebe?"
More snoring.
"Phoebe?!!"
"HUH WHAT?!...oh yeah, I'll call you tomorrow, yap nighty night, Charlie." Just like that, Phoebe hung up on me with a loud wet snore.
I sat there processing for more than twenty minutes, blinking profusely.
"SHIT!!"
I gunned it out of there as fast as my car would take me.
*************************************************************************************
"Hey man, you good?"
"Why?"
"I don't know but you look hella pissed this morning; is everything okay?" Juan sounded genuinely concerned sitting shotgun beside me in my Volkswagen beetle. I had a hard time getting to sleep experiencing a few manic episodes figuring Phoebe was pulling my chain again after making me bend to her will. That feeling of being a chump had me fit to be tied and I almost didn't make it to the store, ending up picking up my friend Juan, instead. He picked up on my bristling attitude almost immediately.
"I'm fine." I answered tersely.
"I don't think so, dude."
"Look, are you opening up with me or not; if you're gonna make things hard, I can do it myself." I wore my heart on my sleeve realizing that I probably looked like Mr. Hide in the cramped front seat of my ride.
"Whoa; what crawled up your ass and died, Charlie?"
"Nothing!" I was so flustered that it was hard getting out of my car and having an audience made it worse. Juan sat there watching with this growing smile on his face as I finally tumbled out nearly head over heels.
"This is about a girl, ain't it?"
"No!!" I was awkwardly powerwalking to the front door of the store angrily fumbling around for the keys skinning my knuckles in the process. He followed me keeping a safe distance back.
"Damn bro; I ain't seen you like this in a long time."
"Shut up!"
"Yup, it's been like what, two years Charlie; Mauri was driving you crazy." he started chuckling making it nigh impossible for me to get the chain off the bars.
"LOOK, I'M TRYING TO FIUCKING OPEN UP!! ¡Hola Juan, o me ayudas a abrir esta puta puerta o me quitas la mierda del parachoques esta mañana!" My grasp on the English language became tenuous when I was angry.
"Shit, you're fucking hot, man!" Juan fanned himself still obviously finding mirth in my predicament.
I suddenly hit the ceiling emotionally just leaning against the wall next to the door staring back at my best bud without further word.
"Chill bro, let me have those." Juan took the keys gingerly, partially trolling me as he unlocked and opened the front door removing the heavy chain. I just motioned for him to continue taking a moment to collect myself, emotionally. It wasn't so much anger, but more frustration with myself for thinking I'd get lucky with a married pregnant woman and trust fund baby, to boot. It was beyond ludicrous and what I deserved in spades for being a creep.
"Here, takes two of these and call me in the morning." Juan reappeared with two cans of beer, keeping one for himself. We chugged in tandem downing the brews as we stared across the street at the huge parking lot which was starting to fill up with potential customers.
"Fuckers." I snarled under my breath as Juan raised a brow.
"Charlie, what the hell is going on with you?"
"Stop." I was already behind the counter noticing I'd left the overhead monitor on in my rush to make it to Phoebe's last night.
Almost as if a lingering karmic slap, onscreen was a paused flick with Dwayne Hickman subbing for Frankie Avalon and Annette Funicello walking along a rear projected ocean front. I scoffed starting my morning routine with the cash register.
"Hey, is this because I mentioned Mauri, yesterday?"
"Hell no; and for your information my world does not revolve around that girl! I got like, other irons in the fucking fire man, alright? I ain't perpetually in high school, I got real world concerns to worry about instead of the next chick's panties I'm gonna get in, bro! These fucking women are a dime a dozen, Juan; you should be worried about the next fifteen years instead of a piece of ass!"
I was full on ranting as I set up for the day.
"It's just a game to these females, a waste of time; I'd rather get my dollars right and let the bitches come later, man!"
"So, this ain't about Mauri, then?"
"MAURI IS YESTERDAY JUAN!! YES-TER-DAY MAN!!" I shouted emphatically busting my rant bubble with Phoebe in my mind's eye the entire time.
"Damn."
"Ah, well you know what I'm trying to say." I was already calming down feeling like an idiot for going hard in the paint. I usually kept my cool preferring discretion in affairs of the heart, but it just bubbled to the top. Juan still had his can in hand studying my face with a wry smile.
"Did she have big tits?" Juan chortled phone in hand.
"THE BIGGEST!" My third Freudian slip in less than twenty-four hours.
"YEAH?!!" Juan perked up as I realized my mistake quickly course correcting.
"Yeah, they were as big as twin mountains, and my dick was as long as a subway car as I fucked them to oblivion jizzing all over everyone here in the valley! Then I woke up and made the dumbass decision to pick you up and drive into work so I could regale you with tales of boobies floating around my head like a halo as I jerked off all night."
"Haha, very funny Charlie; when's your Netflix special coming out?" Juan unknowingly took the bait.
"Save it, I've gotta get that merchant bag ready for the bank today; you coming?"
"Nah, I've got something to do today." He commented lazily checking his phone deflated at my gambit.
"Does she have big tits, Juan?"
"About 36C; more than a handful." Juan commented distracted texting away with a smile on his face, invested. I thought I was being snarky, but he shot me a wink leaving without further word suspiciously crossing the street into the vast parking lot. I took it as a dig due to my attitude wondering if he really did have a girl after all.
I left the monitor on letting the movie play out as I went about my duties still ruminating about Phoebe working at making it all make sense, eventually chalking it up to my own overblown expectations. I went back and forth between anger and self-depreciative frustration with myself for thinking anything would happen with Phoebe considering her condition and the fact that she was married to a lawyer with deep pockets. I figured I was probably a plaything, a social experiment and nothing more, scoffing.
The plastic bag of goodies was still in my car. I found myself reticent to retrieve the stuff wanting to keep my inner peace as a few customers drifted in and out of the store.
I resolved to bury myself in work until the sting wore off doing some inventory and work in the coolers restocking the dairy and limited frozen goods. Thoughts of Phoebe returned again and again until I was obliged to dredge up Consuela's big tits from that fateful night as counter programming. My gramps and I were similar in our tastes in women, but he skewed more towards full figured voluptuous women, some even chubby or outright fat. I'd caught him going at it with this large woman once a few years before Consuela; he was taking her like an animal failing to notice me there until the woman shrieked hiding under the covers.
We'd hashed things out having a laugh afterwards; but he'd have taken a strap to me for thinking to mess around with a married woman, probably down worse considering Phoebe was a pregnant woman, too.
"Shit." I stepped out of the empty space in the coolers into the store adjacent from the second to first aisles with a straight view all the way to the end.
Phoebe was standing at the end of the aisle in profile.
She was wearing this light blue maxi dress with a deep plunging cleavage that put more of her bulging top shelf spirits out front than before while the rest of the material cascaded outwards barely minimizing her baby bump but stopping just above her knees leaving me with a view of her legs from that point downward. The hits kept on coming as I popped wood at the sight of the shapely, well-defined legs staring me in the face. Despite her condition, Phoebe was put together spectacularly.
I popped wood, hard.
Phoebe was wearing this very light cropped long-sleeved jacket that was ceremonial in nature, almost there solely to hide her plump looking arms. She was likely five four in height but built like a literal brick shit house in every sense of the word. Just seeing her legs gave me a mental picture of what she might look like sans her baby bump sending jolts to my crotch. This woman was out of my league on so many levels making me feel like a piece of shit just for looking at her. Thoughts of my gramps reaction to my thirsting over a pregnant married woman brought me down to earth just as she noticed me there.
"OH HEY!!" Phoebe greeted me with this exaggerated wave and a wide dimpled smile that hit me like an arrow to the heart as I steeled myself already regretting what I was about to do.
"..." I remained mute turning away from her walking slowly at first then hurriedly to the front counter intent on getting behind it so that she would have to look up at my face instead of directly at it.
"Charlie, you took so long that I passed out; then you called and uhm, ... I thought I was dreaming last night, but then I checked my phone and well, there you were. I feel horrible about it all." Even though I wasn't looking directly at her, Phoebe's head tracked me as I got behind the elevated counter finally looking at her face directly.
Phoebe was impossibly cute making it hard to look away, but I averted my eyes anyway remaining mute.
"It was really late; I thought you were coming right over, sorry Charlie." Her smile slowly became a half smile.
"How can I help you ma'am?"
"Ma'am?" Phoebe's brow furrowed slowly, then half smile becoming a single line gradually.
"What can I do for you today; perhaps you'd like me to get you some more pickles?" Her rounded face clouded over; brows furrowed intensely for a second before they rose as she reacted to the forced indifferent look of my face.
I steeled myself by remembering being sent away and hung up on, which wasn't fair to Phoebe at all. I kept telling myself it was for the best, but the butterflies in my stomach didn't agree. She was holding a Ralph Lauren cream satchel purse that had to cost at least three hundred bucks. This made me feel like a literal pauper in front of her, resentful and irritated. My thoughts drifted to this movie "Pretty in Pink", and I couldn't help but make a connection between myself and John Cryer's Duckie character.
"Hey, I'm gonna pay for that stuff, okay?" Her mousy voice was soft, but with a noticeable edge to it.
I almost groaned out loud when Phoebe's fingers dipped into her cleavage producing her black card from its confines in a blatant repeat of the last time we met. I noticed her bulging cleavage was a bit shiny and reflective. She'd used some oil on her décolletage in what was obviously a deliberate move.
"IT'S ON THE HOUSE!!" I shouted loud enough to make her flinch.
"Uh, I'd like to pay; I mean, I feel bad about last night and I know you need the money, for the store, right?"
"I DON'T NEED NO FUCKING CHARITY!! WE DO JUST FINE AROUND HERE WITHOUT SOME PITY FUCKING PURCHASES FROM AN ENTITLED TRUST FUND BABY WHO'S JUST AMUSING HERSELF DOWN HERE WITH THE LITTLE PEOPLE!!" She was so cute; I had my eyes shut the entire time unable to look her in the face as I was purposely nasty. I tucked my chin still unable to look at her face after being so mean.
"Trust fund baby?"
I didn't look at her face; I couldn't.
"Fuh, fuck you Charlie... IF I WASN'T PREGNANT, I'D CLIMB UP THERE GRAB YOU BY THE NOSE AND DRAG YOU ALL OVER THIS FUCKING STORE!! I'D BEAT YO' ASS FOR TALKING TO ME LIKE THAT, BITCH!!"
Her voice was still mousy, but the cadence and way she talked told me she might be a black woman.
"..." The cat retained ownership of my tongue.
"¡¡A LA MIERDA CHARLIE!!" Phoebe shouted in Spanish, bottom lip quivering uncontrollably. I still couldn't look directly at her face shaking profusely as she huffed starting to whimper like a wounded puppy.
The little doorbell heralded her quick departure from my corner store.
Phoebe was crying, hard.
"It was for the best." I mumbled to myself.
There was a noticeable void following her departure.
"She's married, and pregnant." Some droplets of my tears splashed on the countertop.
It felt like something sucked all the air out of the store.
"Aw shit." I ran outside after her peering into my small parking lot finding only my crappy looking Volkswagen Beetle. I was worried about Phoebe walking those few blocks from her home in an advanced state of pregnancy. I facepalmed remembering the expensive cars outside her house.
"She must have drove; damn I'm stupid." It was a eureka moment in the negative as I lingered staring at the empty lot next to my store before looking across the street at the mall sized parking lot and the big box store that was slowly choking the life out of my uncle's modest business.
I trudged back to the store finding a few people there shopping eventually ringing them up.
That aforementioned void lingered like the blob starting to grow even though I was the only one aware of its growing menace while I rang up various customers. The store got busier than usual as the day progressed, but I remained in this sort of emotional suspended atmosphere. Phoebe's sobs echoed in my head getting progressively worse until I was on the verge of being morose, shooting quick fleeting glances at my phone. Later in the afternoon, mind movies joined in the fray as I imagined her running down the palm tree lined streets sobbing uncontrollably with a hand on her baby belly. It was crazy.



Restlessness followed the block party on my guilty consciousness shouting down rational thought and the notion the addictively cute trust fund baby was playing mind games. I didn't hear from Juan all day but couldn't bring myself to pick up the phone to see what he had cooking. I chalked it up to him probably finding a girl to link up with, but honestly was worried that I would call Phoebe instead. I'd replayed our flare up over and over with each viewing making me the bad guy until I spazzed out.
"Hey mister?"
"Huh?"
"Why you look so sad, mister?" I glanced over the counter finding the little girl from the day prior sitting in her stroller with her doting grandmother holding a basket of goods she wanted to purchase. I'd given the small kid a free treat before, now noticing that her simple question killed the noise in my head.
"Oh, hey little one; I'm not sad, I'm just uh, thinking really hard."
"You look sad, you should eat some candy."
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah, sweet things make you smile, mister." The little Asian toddler's anecdote made a child's sense, and that was good enough for me as I exchanged smiles with her grandmother.
"Would you like something sweet; why don't you go down to the cooler and get a treat. It's hot outside, okay?" The kid's guardian tried to beg off, but I eventually convinced them. It was the least I could do for the moment of peace the kid brought with her question and solution to my problem.
Traffic in the store started to ebb slowing down as I did my cash drawer earlier than expected, clock watching. My eyes settled on the phone as thoughts of Phoebe returned prompting me to pick up my android looking at my contacts, specifically her number.
"Aw well, she probably blocked me, anyways." My thumb hovered near Phoebe's number as I talked myself into sending an apology, I was sure would bounce back or be left on read.
[TEXT MESSAGE: I just wanted to apologize for everything, sorry; thanks for coming to Gramp's store, Phoebe. I didn't mean what I said, sorry and stay safe and you're going to be a great mother. Bye.]
"AH SHIT!! STOOPID!!" I tossed the phone across the counter feeling like I'd fallen off the proverbial wagon. I just stared at it for a few minutes, then ran from behind the counter restocking a few items and sweeping up keeping busy until I could find the courage to delete Phoebe's number.
My phone started ringing and time stopped on a dime again.
The ringing continued for a few seconds as I stared at it on the front countertop with my rational inner voice demanding that I let it ring, while the butterflies in my stomach and my burgeoning tumescence said otherwise with extreme prejudice. My heart was thumping as the last few rings started.
"HELLO?!!" I almost spazzed out ready to take whatever she had to dish out on the chin and bend the knee, prostrate myself before her.
"Do you still have the things I ordered last night?"
"Yeah?"
"I'd like to acquire them along with a four pack of Yoo Hoo; do you think that would be possible, or do I have to waddle to my car and drive over there?" Her mousy voice was devoid of emotion, making me grief stricken and angry at myself for forcing that nasty confrontation earlier in the day.
"I can take care of that for you ma'am, uh Phoebe." I failed at catching myself.
"You had it right the first time, Charlie." Her tone made me queasy.
"Sorry."
"Save it; same rules apply, but if it's gonna be like last night, then keep that shit. I'd just as sooner order Door Dash for my baby; at least they can make a delivery in a timely manner." Phoebe's voice was icy cold.
"I'm leaving right now; and it's on the house, okay?"
"My money's good Charlie; nobody was oppressed to boost my fucking credit rating. Can you bring my shit, or not?"
"Yeah."
"Make it happen." Phoebe hung up in my face. There was no doubt she probably didn't care if I showed up or not.
My actions following that gnarly olive branch made it look as if my movements were being coerced by the kidnapping of a family member. I snagged the items quickly replacing most of it with items right off the shelf locking up without the usual obsessive compulsive lock checks speeding off in my yellow Beetle at a clip that could've got me a speeding ticket in a school zone. There was a day care a few blocks over. I leaned into the steerign wheel tooling down the side streets making it to Phoebe's home quicker than expected. Remembering myself, I shot Phoebe a text letting her know I was outside.
[Phoebe's Text: Pull over on the side of the house, climb over the brick wall and keep it quiet.]
"Huh?" The instructions struck me odd as I wondered if her husband was home, starting to feel shitty when a second text popped up.
[Phoebe's second Text: Don't think Charlie, do...Don't think, do.]
I looked over my shoulder, then out the passenger side window wondering if Phoebe was looking at me from one of the windows in her Craftsman home.
"Alright, no turning back now." I drove to the edge of the block making a right turn tooling along the street with a wall at my immediate right across the curb and sidewalk. I sat behind the wheel weighing my options wondering if her instructions were actually some sort of rip or mean prank after our flare up earlier in the day. I waited for a minute listening for a dog or something before getting out with the bag of goodies for Phoebe. The fence was built for privacy but had these squares of negative space that served like the rungs of a ladder as I threw caution to the wind, climbing over. This felt sketchy as hell.
I landed in a rock garden full of nice white and brown pebbles that looked like tiny eggs intermingled with these plastic flowers of various primary colors. I found a secondary utilitarian fence blocking me in-between it and the brick wall that narrowed off ahead adjacent with the home a few feet ahead. I could hear a movie playing recognizing the voice of Samuel L. Jackson in the distance sort of faint. I trudged ahead on the rocks and pebbles, hearing them crunch underfoot until I was level with the side of the house. It got tight necessitating I climb over, but it was ponderous with the plastic bag. The side of the house had this overhead alcove above a window that was open.
"So, you made it this time, huh?"
Phoebe was standing there in the window peering at me from behind some sheer pinkish, almost flesh toned curtains. She'd changed clothes since I last saw her now wearing a white ethereal looking Kurtas Kurti type gown with a nice print around the neckline. Her large bust casually stretched the light material to its limits as I stopped in place affected by her beauty, this time just looking at her face.
"Yeah uhm, want me to hand you the bag?" I felt stupid looking at her face in the window finding an expression that made me wilt inside.
Is that what you wanna do, Charlie; hand me the bag?" I glanced down noticing she was lighting some incense on a short dresser top.
"Uhm, I can climb over, but I don't want anything to happen to your stuff. I've gotta be careful." My voice sounded desperate and slightly whiny as Phoebe put a finger to her lips shushing me as she continued lighting the incense.
"First things, first Charlie; why'd you apologize?"
"I was wrong."
"About?"
"Well, the way I spoke to you this morning; I'm really sorry Phoebe."
"About?"
"Huh?"
"You said you were wrong, so that begs the question of what exactly you were wrong about; so, what were you wrong about, Charlie?" Her mousy, softened voice really caught you off guard when she said something you didn't expect, and I found myself staring back without an answer.
"Uhm, I don't know."
"Do you like me, Charlie?"
"What?"
"Don't fuck with me; do you like me, Charlie?" She looked up from what she was doing staring me dead in the eyes, still ice cold and somewhat intimidating.
"Yeah, yes."
"Like you wanna make me your girl or do you wanna fuck me?" I felt this big lump in my throat as Phoebe put everything on the metaphorical table with no fucks given.
"I... don't know yet."
"Even though I'm knocked up?"
"I don't know how to answer that without sounding like a creep, sorry." I was honest knowing anything less wasn't going to fly with this woman.
"Alright, we'll work on that Charlie; do you want to come inside with me; or hand me that fucking bag, get a c-note and kick rocks?" Her soft but dominant voice left me at wits end as she continued lighting the incense on the desktop adjacent to her open window.
"Wanna come inside, with you." It felt like a defeat even though it was what I wanted most in the world at that precise moment.
"Okay, I'll let you come in here with me, but I'm not gonna make it easy for you."
"Yeah?"
"Give me your shoes and walk back the other way Charlie."
"Huh?" I raised a brow.
"The gate opens right behind you Charlie; just turn around and lift the latch and come on inside my bedroom, but you have to be really fucking quiet." I turned around, finding the gate door feeling like a boob, before stepping out of my sneakers and handing them to Phoebe through the window.
I really was in a rock garden walking pigeon toed to the gate winching from some of the sharp edges underfoot stepping into a pretty sizeable backyard. It was rectangular with a toddler's playground at the far end and a patch of concrete left that way for parking. At my other side was the back of Phoebe's house with an overlapping stone patio part of the house with a screen door facing me.
There was a secondary door and small porch at the opposite side that was a head scratcher as that screen door opened revealing Phoebe standing there with the heavier door behind it, cracked. Her big sloping baby belly appeared before she did standing there with an incense stalk in hand. Her free pointer finger was situated in front of her lips, shushing me as I gingerly walked forward. Phoebe stopped me at the door with a stern look on her impossibly cute face.
"I need you to be as quiet as a mouse; there's people sleeping in here and somebody might come home while you're here; did you park where I told you?"
I nodded heart thumping, suddenly feeling something akin to stage fright for lack of a better explanation.
"If you fuck this up, you don't have to worry about seeing me anymore."
I reacted facially but didn't say a thing one way or the other as Phoebe handed me the incense stalk.
"Alright, come into my boudoir, Charlie." She leaned back, opening the inside door wider, allowing me into her home. The queasiness ramped up a thousand informed by the pulsing in my inner thighs and the butterflies swarming about in my stomach. This was virgin territory for me and an unexpected adventure I shouldn't have been taking. No matter what, this was still a married pregnant woman.
Phoebe's bedroom had four surprisingly tight walls cluttered with two bookshelves reaching to a low celling touching edges, stuffed to the gills with various tomes, knickknacks and odds and ends. Her bedroom door leading into the rest of the house was on the other side of the furthest shelf. A simple bed stacked with a wealth of comforters and one shabby looking quilt line the wall next to that door. Closer inspection found that it was a simple twin mattress atop some built-in shelving that looked dated.
My eyes settled on the desk finding that it was a Chinese alter, the kind used to pay respects to a loved one. Right below it was a flat screen television mounted haphazardly on a milkcrate playing Quentin Tarantino's finest "Pulp Fiction." The room's free walls were plastered with various posters and awards, the kind little kids got in preschool and beyond. There was a simple dresser and a small vanity table at what you'd think was the head of Phoebe's bed and a few milk crates stuffed with all manner of books, periodicals and manga. This woman was a covert geek of the highest order as I glanced over finding Phoebe taking the utmost care to close her door, just cracking it. The room was lit with a simple lamp on her bedside table.
"Not what you were expecting, huh?"
I didn't know how to answer as Phoebe gingerly paddled to the edge of her bed knowing my eyes followed taking in the outline of her motherly body hidden by the light fabric. I stumbled managing to help her sit down facing the television placing the bag beside her unsure of what to do with myself until she patted a spot next to her on the mattress. Phoebe tugged at my pinky finger until I sat down beside her. The queasiness was almost overwhelming making me focus straight ahead at the movie playing on her shabbily mounted flatscreen television. Bruce Willis' boxer was prepping himself in his locker room for a fight that he agreed to throw for the mob beforehand. Phoebe sat beside me ignoring her goodies.
"Didn't think it would happen, did you?" She asked after fifteen minutes of watching as I sat beside her with a heartbeat loud enough that I worried it was perceptible. My hands were crossed over my lap.
"Guess not."
"So, you're here, even after you acted like an ass this morning; what now?" Phoebe was right on my bumper audibly speaking wanting me to verbalize what we both were thinking as I stole a glance finding her baby belly in my field of vision topped by her huge swollen breasts.
"Uhm, I... uh, well." I was embarrassed again as Phoebe looked from my flushed face to her large sloping belly, then slowly back towards the screen watching Ving Rhames crime boss putting a kill order on Bruce Willis's double-crossing boxer. John Travolta was wholly spazzed out for the majority of the scene as Phoebe spoke again in that assured, almost dominant tone still in profile.
"My situation, this baby in my tummy makes you feel like a creep, huh? Yeah, that's it Charlie; I know it and I also know that if I wasn't knocked up to high hell, maybe you'd have the courage to say what you're thinking...maybe do a little something. I know what it's like to want something; do you-want something, Charlie?"
"I thought uhm, I mean...shit, I really didn't think nothing like this would ever happen in my wildest dreams, seriously."
"But you don't wanna be a sleazebag and cross the line; you've admitted you like me, but that damn morality is holding you back while I'm sitting here right beside you. I saw you before you saw me using that mirror in your store. I liked what I saw, so I spoke to you; maybe I'll cop to the reason why if you can get out of your comfort zone."
"I don't understand, Phoebe."
"And you ain't gonna understand sitting here with me because despite what you might think about me, my body...this baby; I'm a subversion of your tiny expectations. I let you inside my home, Charlie; don't you want me anymore?" I was so nervous; the perspiration was making my face glisten with moisture.
I was about to say something, but Phoebe raised a hand shushing me again as we sat there watching Bruce Willis meet up with his slightly chubby French girlfriend, Fabianne. I found her annoying and grating, effective enough that it felt like the couple was doomed to go down in a hail of gunfire. She was oblivious to the danger while Willis's character was dangerously on edge barely registering her until she talked of gaining weight for the sole purpose of having a pot belly. It was weird but fit the character as Phoebe responded sitting chastely beside me watching things play out on screen.
"She's right, you know."
"About what?" I stole a quick glance at her profile, finding her focused on the film, feeling a bit jealous of the movie.
"What she said about It being unfortunate what people find pleasing to the touch and pleasing to the eye being seldom the same. What do you think about that, Charlie? "Phoebe was looking directly at my profile now.
"I uh, think she could, be right?" I answered her question with sort of a question without thought, not wanting to answer wrongly.
"Seriously, Charlie?" She paused the movie with a remote at her opposite side looking at me with a furrowed brow, pensively.
"She's right, about what she said; it's just that the way she talks kind of threw me off. I mean, this guy just screwed over the mob and she's lying there talking about a fucking pot belly while he's worried about being caught and tortured to death; it's pretty fucked up, right? Ah mierda." I was stammering as she sat there glaring at my face in profile, looking progressively irritated.
"Charlie?"
"Yeah?"
"Do you uhm, trust me; I mean, do you think you can trust me, huh?"
"Sure." I didn't know if I was saying what she wanted to hear but went with the flow not knowing what would come next, detecting some sort of movement on her far side which turned out to be her touching a light green robe draped over the other end of her modest bed. Phoebe removed the thin sash from it looking at my profile again. She was favoring it in both hands making me think I might be garroted.
"Look at me Charlie."
Phoebe's cute disarming beauty was staggering this close along with the swell of her large swollen, spongy looking breasts. She was still staring intently at my face making me antsy and withdrawn. I'd thought to sever any ties and burn off my uncontrollable attraction to her earlier in the day only to backtrack failing miserably, now in front of her without a clue. She was a married pregnant woman after all.
"Don't be alarmed, but I think we need a trust exercise between us; so, I'm tying this around your wrist with the rest of the slack under my control Charlie; I want you to turn out the light and stay there until you feel me tug on this sash. Now remember, you must be quiet as a mouse no matter what happens."
"No matter what happens?"
"Charlie." Phoebe flicked off her flatscreen television with a raised brow.
"Okay, got it."
"Turn out the light."
We exchanged glances for a second, then I crooked my fingers over the edge of the mattress on both sides robotically getting up. I raised my left hand a little staring at the sash tied there, then at her impossibly cute face noting the static, almost angry expression there. I walked to the end of her bed flicking the light switch drowning her bedroom in complete inky darkness. I stayed put as instructed.
I was there for what felt like an eternity trying not to breathe too heavily before I realized I could hear Phoebe's own audible huffs and a few deep breaths along with movement and creaking of her bed.
The sash tied around my wrist was tugged slightly then it went taut; Phoebe started slowly reeling me in her direction as my heart started thumping so hard, I thought I might need paramedics. This was it. I lightly bumped my calve on the edge of her bed but managed to go with the flow walking carefully following the sash diminishing in length. Phoebe's breathes were coming harder, more labored now.
"Ah." I caught myself cupping my free hand over my mouth as I was quickly unbuckled and unzipped. My pants were half yanked down midthigh followed by her tiny hand breaching my boxer briefs grabbing my manhood. I almost came in her hand, but somehow didn't as I felt this syrupy wet sensation realizing Phoebe was about to blow me.
I exploded in her mouth within seconds facepalming with both hands.
Phoebe kept going as I felt her nails digging into my buttocks drawing me awkwardly closer. She was throating me at a steady pace, loudly topping me off which was no big feat considering I was just barely six inches. I was average in length but had considerable girth as Phoebe took me to the edge in short order with her wet syrupy efforts audible in the darkness. I was getting a five-star treatment with all the bells and whistles as Phoebe sucked and lapped on my rather oversized balls. My thighs tightened up.
I exploded in Phoebe's mouth even more than the last time but somehow knew she would keep going.



She rolled out more of her technique wrapping her fingers around the base of my endowment with my big floppy balls overlapping her right fist applying that tantalizing suction to each individually and collectively before slathering spit all over both making a wet, greasy mess of my business before taking me whole again. It was black as the furthest reaches of space inside that room, but I could feel her little mouth stretched tight around my shaft methodically sliding her lips along it excruciatingly slow.
"Aw shit." I moaned into the void resulting in a sudden halt to the festivities.
My cock was throbbing at the verge of bursting covered in veins.
"Sorry." I whispered.
The television flicked on out of the blue providing some illumination. Phoebe slowly came into view.
She was sitting there on the edge of the bed, topless.
Her large swollen breasts weere larger than I imagined even after seeing them for an instant when she flashed me that first day we met. The flimsy white gown was off Phoebe's shoulders drawn down on either side of her torso which was obscured by her sloping bust. Her hair cascaded over her shoulders framing her cute face as Phoebe glanced down at her own bounty drawing my eyes there naturally. Her large, darkened areolas were glistening, nipple big, juicy an inviting. The tv light played over her body.
I swallowed as she raised her arms offering her hands in a mute inviting gesture. I took her small hands, finding them warm and slightly sweaty, to the touch as she drew me closer spreading her thighs. Her frock was drawn up exposing her legs from the knees down as I planted my feet between them, antsy. Phoebe's hands fondled my hips with her fingertips drifting to the edge of my buttocks then back around digits spread wide surrounding my endowment. Her breathing was heavy, nostrils flaring as she cupped the underside of my balls slipping underneath them capturing them between thumb and forefinger. Phoebe's opposite hand did the same between handling me at the base leaning forward.
My endowment was slowly swallowed whole to the base.
Phoebe gave me some slow sensual really sloppy head with loud audible syrupy slurps and huffs of heated air. She radiated an intense wanton hunger and palpable desire with an ever-increasing suction that was so scintillating, I was moaning in these extended breathy intervals, wetly slurping up the excessive saliva in my mouth as she stroked and vacuum sucked me almost to the precipice, suddenly letting my prick slip out of her mouth with a visible stream of translucent juices running off her chin all over the tops of her huge bare breasts and deep cleavage. Phoebe was breathing hard, nostrils flaring.
"Charle, I want you to take off your pants so that you can fuck my big ass titties." She was huffing, speaking just above a whisper slurping on excess saliva too, breathing like she'd run a marathon.
I nodded automatically huffing as I stumbled a little almost ripping my dickies off forgetting to remove my socks and canvas sneakers unable to look away from her face, heart thumping loud enough to impact my hearing as she watched intently. Phoebe fueled my actions cupping the outsides of her huge breasts wedging them together tightly as her nipples juiced up with visible lactation, dripping profusely. My overly lust fattened cock was pulsing with desire, precum sticky and glistening, urethra opened.
"I know this is what you want; you can fuck'em as much as you want, if you can keep it down, Charlie."
Phoebe reclined in the resting buddha position probably due to her belly with a hand draped over her left breasts roiling and pinching the nipple, actually distending it a bit. I kicked at one stubborn leg of my slacks finally freeing myself of that pesky article of clothing with a flick of my leg that was harder than intended. I felt a sharp sting in my knee from the action as Phoebe twirled a pointer finger on that nipple staring intently at my face as she stuck that finger between her lips audibly slurping. Her left hand greedily cupped that tit fully like a thick library tome drawing it apart revealing the deep cavernous space between her mams. Phoebe salaciously licked her lips, biting into the lower one, ready to play.
"Fuck my titties, Charlie." She cooed in the semi-darkness raising that captured breast even higher.
Phoebe's position on the edge of her mattress was lower than I thought, making it a necessity for me to hunch and lean over her reclining body with my palms flattened on the bed right behind her back. She was accommodating me by raising the breast not pressed into the mattress as I planted my length deep. Phoebe released that huge melon sized mam trapping my cock in her cleavage horizontally.
"Come on, fuck'em good."
The heated weighty feel of being wedged between her huge sloping breasts was incredible. I felt it instantly with a particular strain at the root of my endowment. Phoebe was reclining on her side resting her head on in one hand while the other was planted on the side of her left breast. She wasn't pressing down on it, just letting it rest due to her positioning.
There was a rubbery feel to her tits from this angle as I started humping into her cleavage steadily picking up steam until my crotch was slapping wetly into her bosom. There was an unsuspected friction that caught me off guard along with the heaviness of her tits. My cock was pretty much stationary trapped between her milk filled boobs, so my thrusts went nowhere but produced this enticing tugging sensation with spikes of miniscule white-hot pinches of pain like pin pricks at the base of my prick. It was at once addictive making me arch and fuck into her tits earning an audible clap.
Sweat started running down my brow as things got heated necessitating, I reach up folding my t-shirt over the back of my neck baring my own chest to Phoebe. Her visage flickered in the slight television illumination provided by her flatscreen television while she sighed, huffed and breathed heavily reacting to my thrusting lower abdomen and pelvis directly in front of her face. Her pretty mouth hung open.
"Fuck my titties Charli; you can cum in them as much as you like, just keep fucking these juicy titties until you get enough! It feels good Charlie; I like having my titties fucked; you like'em too, right? Charlie, nut all up in these motherfucking titties and keep fucking your cum in my nasty tits until you do it again."
Phoebe's childish sounding mousy voice in hushed tones was a revelation fueling my mounted lust.
The claps of my thrusting crotch into her mams were more audible, wet sounding as I struggled to maintain my position quadrupedal palms flat behind her back while I was at an angle weight resting on the balls of my feet. My head dipped down catching Phoebe pinching her left nipple hard enough to get a few bursts of her excess lactation and one quick spray wetting my pelvis. Flecks of her milk beaded up in my coarse pubic hair. Phoebe dug her nails into her left tit raising it enough to let my get some good long strokes for a few seconds as I started to crest. She took things further letting it clap on my prick.
She repeated this in intervals uneven enough that I was unable to predict focused solely on fucking into those huge swollen tits as my inner thighs pulsed starting to seize up painfully. Phoebe reached out flattening her heated palm on my abdomen rubbing and sliding it up to my right pec. I didn't work out much but had an edge in the genetic lottery with a subtly defined chest and abdomen which she seemed to like. Phoebe touched me like a woman who was enjoying the view, slurping and licking her lips, audibly. There was no doubt this was an experienced woman while I was slightly above a novice in sex.
"Aw, I'm..." Phoebe shushed me in the muted darkness as my strokes went deeper into her dewy cleavage. I started to feel her thick engorged nipples bumping my stomach just below my navel. They were hard poking me with every arched thrust. I was obliged to spread my legs further apart, cresting.
"Aw Charlie, you're doing it; aren't you? I can feel your cum squirting out making a mess, baby. Aw yeah Charlie, keep it up; fuck my titties as much as you want. Aw yeah, you're nutting all up in my shit, baby. Just what I wanted. Just what I needed; a good tit fuck and some cum for my big ass fucking titties. Use your jizz as lube and fuck'em until you cum some more, baby. Aw yeah, fuck my titties good, Charlie."
My stomach flipped and turned as I shot a thick wad of spunk deep into her oppressive airtight cleavage followed by several more. Her wet, nasty whispers of encouragement sent me over the edge along with these random slurps and breathy moans. Phoebe's dirty talk was phenomenal enhanced by her beyond cute features. Facially this woman was America's sweetheart hiding a blistering addictive sexuality. My chest was pounding as the head of my cock jerked and fought a losing battle with her weighted, airtight creased cleavage. Before I knew it, I was blowing a second load into my original mess getting manic.
I managed two more loads before my body started to betray me with my prick now semi-flaccid.
"Ah Charlie, that was so good; I think we trust one another now, huh?" Phoebe was gasping a bit while I remained in that angled pushup position leaving my diminishing manhood trapped between her heavy weighted breasts. My cock was submerged in my own accumulated spunk sliding around wetly as she lightly pushed into my abs wanting to disengage. I felt a sliver of resistance before it slid free of her tits.
"Aw yeah Phoebe, that was..." I was shushed again as Phoebe handled my hips letting her hands slide to my buttocks, ten fingertips in my crack. I was jerked forward towards her waiting mouth for a sustained cleanup blowjob and slight handjob with plenty of attention paid to my rather large sack. Nirvana set in as Phoebe sucked and slurped me to a semi-erect state before relenting in the illumination of her flatscreen television. My shadow kept her obscured sitting there with her hands cupping her breasts.
"Charlie, I'm gonna need you to go on home now."
"Huh?"
I got a dead stare from Phoebe who was still breathing heavily, almost gasping. She looked down at her huge swollen breasts which were glistening with perspiration and some of my splooge. In fact, it was running off her chin as she ran a finger under her bottom lip, huffing. Phoebe cupped her breasts from underneath letting her fingers pinch her nips slowly parting her cleavage revealing a deluge of jizz.
Some of it ran down soiling her diaphanous frock. I was looking at a creamy skid mark of rich cum that went from the bottom of her huge mams to a spot right below her throat. Phoebe's chin was tucked as she peered down into the epic mess, I'd made of her chest then up at my face. I couldn't tell what Phoebe was thinking one way of the other when she suddenly slapped her breasts together creating a splash of our intermingled juices, gasping with this hollow echo that carried across the room.
"Charlie, I want you to go."
"Uhm, yeah...okay." I'd been staring at her enraptured face not realizing I wasn't moving only to be jolted out of inaction when she spoke plainly.
I got dressed with much effort because I couldn't stop looking at Phoebe's face. For her part, she sat there in silence watching with a sliver of vested interest. We exchanged glances for a moment before I trudged over to the door and screen leading out into her backyard.
"Hey Charlie?" Phoebe called out to me while my hand was on the handle.
"Yeah?"
"Was it all you dreamed it would be?"
"Yes, and much more. Gracias por darme mi más preciado deseo; Apreciaré esta noche por el resto de mis días."
Phoebe reacted facially raising her brow for an instant, then her face went static, emotionless and cold.
"Goodnight Charlie."
"Night Phoebe." I waved meekly pulling the door up behind me as she watched keeping eye contact until the heavier door closed as softly as I could manage.
I glanced down realizing I'd put my pants on inside out, then facepalmed.
"Aw shit."
(.)(.)...to be continued.
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Chapter 2: "Get In where you Fit In"
*************************************************************************************
"Well, hello there; nice to see you this morning." I awoke the next day finding my morning wood standing at attention to greet me. It was throbbing with the memory of the night that preceded it.
Once again, I was unindicted with mind movies that were welcome this time. My earlier dustup had been wiped away like a damp cloth on a dry erase board. There was an infectious energy about my person as I sat up with tented pajama pants stretching with an extended yawn. The events of the last few hours seemed incredulous in hindsight, but it happened. I'd hooked up with Phoebe last night.
...and it was glorious.
Phoebe's huge melon sized mams were all I could see as I sat in my own cluttered, unkempt bedroom in a state, perpetually processing the experience. This woman cleaned my pipes and then some, all without us going all the way. A pregnant married woman put me on cloud nine with a showstopping round of marathon sloppy top ending things with a bang. I got my cock deep between her swollen tits, allowed to fuck them as much as I could manage. I'd blown an epic load of cum between her jugs and Phoebe even cleaned my cock with her mouth. It felt like something was gonna happen the minute she called me up.
I was going through the five stages of grief after pulling a dumb move with the intent of running her off, but still faltered in the end bending the knee. In hindsight again, it feel like Phoebe was fooled in the least. Her static expression took me for a loop along with her plainly asking me if I liked her. She seemed to want me to twist in the wind but rewarded me for my honesty in the end. It felt like she was still sucking me to nirvana as I sat these on my bed which was one half of a left-over bunk that had been demolished during some horseplay with a few cousins in my youth. My dick was rock hard today.
"¡Ah, mierda, no puedo sacarme esas enormes tetas de la cabeza! ¡Ojalá estuvieran aquí para poder follarlos de nuevo! ¡Maldita sea, estoy surgido!"
Phoebe seriously had me "shook" as my hand nudged my phone on the bed beside my pillow. I glanced at it snapping it up bringing her number into view in my contacts. My finger hovered over Phoebe's info as visions of her mouth and tits made my cock throb and twitch. It felt as if I might cum just from the memory alone.
"Nah, I'll call her later, like maybe eleven or something more respectable." I tossed it aside stripping off my t-shirt and pajama bottoms leaving them on the floor. I noticed my dickies still turned inside out on my bedroom floor. Moreover, there was a big sticky wet stain on the crotch. I'd bust in my slacks on the way home right after creaming the zipper so much that I had to slip them off like boxer briefs.
I was on cloud nine standing there nude in my bedroom feeling like I'd just had my first time.
The "Phoebe experience" was leagues better than my actual first time.
I scoffed going into my bathroom settling for a very cold shower to get things under control. There was a lingering thought in the back of my head that maybe Phoebe would order some more "groceries" later in the evening like she did the previous night. I wanted to save up another big load, just in case. My heart was thumping at the thought of her criminally cute face intercut with her huge, juicy knockers.
"Hey Charlie, what's up with you this morning?"
"Nothing." I was smiling as we rolled down the long winding street towards my grandfather's corner store. It was such a nice sunny day; I'd skipped the freeway which normally cut my commute time in half. Strains of "Splash Waterfalls" by Ludacris wafted through my VW beetle.
"Aw come on dude; don't give me that shit."
"What're you talking about?"
"You know what I'm talking about, bro; yesterday you were raging out and today you sitting here looking uh, like you released something. You gonna spill, huh Charlie?" I chuckled at the Sherlock Holmes bit being pulled by my best friend.
"I don't know what you're talking about Juan."
"You KNOW what I'm talking about; so, what's her name, boy?"
"Stop."
"Oh really, is that how we gonna play it?" His own laugh sounded forced, but I wasn't up to admitting anything and I didn't know how my bud would react to me hooking up with a pregnant married woman.
I still didn't know how I felt about hooking up with a pregnant married woman.
There was no doubt Juan would clown the shit out of me.
"Well?"
"Well, what?"
"Is she pretty?"
I snickered, staring at his face, finding Juan increasingly eaten up by his own rampant curiosity.
"She got big tits?" I kept chuckling turning up the music as I hit the last stretch leading to the corner store.
My flimsy denial of Phoebe's existence was designed to be a covert admittance without giving anything up as he kept questioning me through the opening of the corner store and morning set-up. I'd never admit it, but I kept popping wood in brief intervals while being socially grilled as Juan commented about my uptick in hygiene citing the ironed collared button up t-shirt and slacks, even noting the presence of some cologne I hadn't worn in a minute since getting it as a Secret Santa gift in home room back in the day. He kept it up for a good while even hitting our resident transient Mel with a five when he popped up.
"She got big tits?"
"Who?" I replied clearly having fun at his expense when I realized my best bud was lingering longer than usual instead of being off to his own part town job at a garage a few miles over.
"Aw man, you're tripping; this ain't over, dude." Juan was fuming as he left for his bus stop a few blocks over to make it to work. I'd successfully waited him out, but reaped karma as visions of Phoebe returned like some siren's song compelling me to dial her up. I found a way to abstain in the form of some customers filing into the store for a partially busy morning. I was relieved to be distracted from Phoebe.
The mind movies continued as I made do with the rest of my day making a mental note to call Phoebe right after noon. I did some stock work in the back finding it hard not to continually look at my phone.
"Huh?" I was a minute from noon, failing the hour dialing her number immediately conflicted because I didn't know what I would say or how to even broach what happened between us hours earlier.
The call went to voicemail.
"Oh, she's probably sleeping; we were up pretty late, last night; and she is with child obviously." I self-explained feeling a bit odd despite the plausibility of the situation. I made a mental note to call again in an hour, but changed that to thirty minutes, ending up dialing Phoebe in fifteen.
The call went to voicemail.
This queasy feeling started to engulf me as I stared at Phoebe's number telling myself the same explanation from earlier as my mind started to go into overdrive.
"Shit."
Two more calls all to voicemail with no message left as I started to panic replaying my fortuitous night finding subtle ticks and clues in Phoebe's seemingly innocuous behavior. I felt a sliver of dread recalling the static expression on her face at the conclusion of our uh, tryst. I started to feel progressively anxious stopping myself from dialing again, then becoming morose that I'd left behind some digital evidence in all those calls without a message. I was worried I'd killed it before it even began. Phoebe would be creeped out by my incessant calling; even worse, she might get her husband involved.
"Oh, fuck me, ah shit man; she's married, and pregnant, man." I buried my face in my hands realizing that I was indeed a creep after all. I'd engaged in some serious second base with a married woman.
I was scum of the earth.
I was alerted from my inner self-flagellation by some customers, teens coming into the store for some snacks. It felt like somebody had taken a boulder sized whoopie cushion and slapped me across the face with it. Juan came to mind as a confidant, but I knew I couldn't cop to anything and not get clowned to death. Worse, he was a notorious gossip amongst our friends' group. He'd have a field day with this shit especially after I'd stonewalled him on the details. Juan would have his verbal pound of flesh if involved.
"Maybe I did something that messed with her baby." I facepalmed cringing uncontrollably at the sound of that internal rumination. During the last part of my tryst, I'd managed to stay away from her belly as I fucked the stuffing out of her massive melons. My crotch still throbbed and twitched at the thought.
"Nah, wasn't that; maybe uh, it was a shit test, and I wasn't supposed to do any of that shit in the first place? Damn, I'm so stupid. That's probably why she had that look on her face, yeah that's probably it. Aw fuck, man. ¡Lo arruiné antes de que pudiéramos hacerlo! ¡Ah, mierda, ¿qué estoy diciendo de alguna manera?! "
I got down from behind the elevated counter snagging a can of beer from the coolers in the back, chugging it down in moments. I was reliving that hookup in the negative now, going over everything with a fine-tooth comb. My mind returned to the static expression on Phoebe's face repeatedly.
My phone was ringing incessantly knocking me out of that manic daydream.
"HELLO?!!" I ran to the counter answering it like I was on fire.
"Can you come over here; I need you, Charlie." It was Phoebe making my heart skip a beat and flutter.
I closed up the store right away jumping behind the wheel speeding off to her house like I was in Nascar. I didn't know what to make of things other than taking her call as a sign of faith, hoping I could get some clarity. There was a tent in my loose jeans the second I heard Phoebe's mousy, almost childish voice. Humorously, I ran a comb through my hair and huffed into my palm checking my breath as I drove. We hadn't kissed yet, and maybe today would be the day as I pulled up in front of her home almost stopping. There were people sparsely out, neighbors lounging in the afternoon sunlight, some talking.
"Oh yeah, side street." Luckily, I hadn't come to a full stop able to coast on by making a right onto the side street between Phoebe's home and the wall separating the area and railroad track opposite side.
"Hey uhm, I'm here." I dialed up Phoebe, getting an instant answer.
"WHERE ARE YOU; I DON'T SEE YOU OUTSIDE?!!" She shouted, snarling into the phone leaving me taken aback.
"I pulled over on the side of the house, like last night?" Unexpectedly Phoebe started chuckling out of the blue, making me pull the phone away from my ear with a raised brow.
"Oh, it's okay Charlie; nobody's here right now so you can walk around here to the front of the house. I'll open the door for you, okay?" She sounded glib again, as I turned off the ignition slowly getting out in the afternoon sun. I put on a pair of shades looking about stuffing my hands in my pockets trudging around the corner feeling like eyes were peering out at me from some of the other bungalows and the McMansion bordering the opposite side of Phoebe's picture-perfect craftsman abode.
"Huh?" There was a large coffin sized box on her front porch.
It was slightly wedged against the front door as she opened it wearing this cotton dress that flowed outward from just under her bust billowing outward. It was sort of a vintage look from at least the fifties or sixties accessorized with this headband bandanna that completed her look, brown hair flowing down over her shoulders. She glanced down at the box, then at my face quizzically for a moment.
"Bring this around the side of the house; uhm, over there on the side where the drive-in parking lot is. I'll walk to the back and prop the door open so that you can bring it into my bedroom, Charlie." With that, Phoebe disappeared from the door letting it slam loudly. I heard the main door lock audibly.
"Uhm, alrighty then." The box was long as my five foot eleven inches of height.
It was cumbersome because whatever was inside this box was semi-solid. The delivery man should've brought the box inside, but left it shoved up against the front door like an asshole. By the time I reached the side of the house, I was already making excuses for why the unseen delivery driver hadn't done just that. I told myself this was the result of living in a post pandemic world. Workers had a right to be safe.
"CHARLIE, I'M WAITING!!" Phoebe shouted out of the blue as I yanked and pulled on the somewhat rickety box tearing it in places. This really was a job for two people considering how she wanted it done.
"Fuck, dumbass delivery driver." I muttered under my breath, cursing the delivery driver again for not finishing the job as I rounded the house finding Phoebe there waiting with an aggressively pensive expression on her rounded cherubic features. She had the door propped open with a brick as a doorstop making me worried that she had to bend over to pick it up. Phoebe leaned against the wall sipping from a small narrow can with no label. It looked like a V8 drink sans the label.
"SHIT CHARLIE, YOU DIDN'T TEAR IT. DID YOU?!!" Phoebe's brow furrowed, noticing the rips at one end of the large rectangular cardboard box. Whatever was inside was embedded in a thick grey plastic sheathe. I paused to stare at her face unable to talk or think of a reply.
"It, was already like that."
"No, it wasn't; I watched the guy drop it off at the front porch and it was in pristine condition! You don't have to lie Charlie. If you needed help with a cardboard box, all you had to do was ask." Phoebe sounded mean spirited and excessively snarky with that dig at my manhood. I was flabbergasted.
"Uh, sorry."
"Stop apologizing and bring my shit in here." Phoebe stalked off with a handful of the billowy hem of her cotton dress stepping over one end of the box leaving me there.
"Mierda." I mumbled under my breath picking up the far end of the box lifting it chest level bumping into the door making the other sharp end of it crumple against the door frame.
"GAWD DAMMIT CHARLIE, FUCK!!" Phoebe snarled in this angry childish sounding tone.
"SORRY!" I managed to drag the box just inside the door, sort of creasing it in the middle this time. I knew she was there watching intently sitting on the edge of her little bed. If looks could kill, I would have been nuked as Phoebe sat there glaring visibly gritting her teeth.
"Just leave it."
"Don't you wanna get it over near the bed; maybe unbox it?"
"I said leave it." Her voice was ice cold.
"Uhm, okay." I stood up not knowing what to do with myself eventually shoving both hands in my pockets, looking at her but, sort of looking towards her flatscreen television which was playing old sitcoms. Phoebe was watching a rerun of Gilligan's Island. There was an open laptop on her bed along with some sporadic papers as Phoebe glared at the jacked up cardboard box, then at my face.
"Thanks."
"Uh, you're welcome?" I replied framing it like a question as she slowly got to her feet grabbing some of the papers on her desk perusing them without looking at me.
"Bye Charlie."
Huh?"
"Goodbye; I'll uh, give you a call someday." Phoebe ignored me going over those papers as I stood there silently processing my sudden irrelevance. My brow furrowed as my face made this reactionary half smirk looking at the back of her head, long flowing brown hair, cute bowtie head wrap and all.
"HAVE A NICE DAY PHOEBE!!" I half ran out letting the screen door to her bedroom slam loudly. It was that hollow sounding metal sound that you'd get when something thin or unsound crashed into a solid.
Self-depreciating rage filled me to the brim as I clambered over the fence almost toppling headfirst onto the pavement. I got up storming to my humble Volkswagen Beetle like someone had stuck a hot poker up my ass as Phoebe's screen door slammed a second time followed by her childish booming voice.
"BRING YOUR ASS BACK HERE....NOW CHARLIE!!!" Phoebe shouted loud enough for the whole neighborhood to hear.
I hesitated while my ego screamed at me to drive away flipping her the bird.
"NOW CHARLIE HUERTA!!!" Phoebe screamed again followed by the sound of her screen door slamming again. That sound was different, more violent with a nails on the chalkboard screech which told me she'd almost yanked it off the hinges going back inside.
"Aw man, I'm dumb." My body was already rebelling taking me back to Phoebe's house via the backyard fence while my ego hurled insults at me and my masculinity went on strike.
The door handle on her screen door was partially wrenched off giving me pause.
Inside I found Phoebe sitting on the edge of her mattress facing her television slightly leaning to the side placing her still open laptop on the floor at the end of her bed. She looked at me standing there favoring her right hand which was used to yank the door open when I angered her. I just stood there until she motioned in my direction looking beyond annoyed. I inched over, not knowing what to expect noticing Phoebe's face was flushed in a noticeable pinkish tone that threatened to overpower her normal wheatish pallor. She was still gritting her teeth rubbing her hand looking like a caged animal.
"Hormones."
"Excuse me?"
"Hormones Charlie; I got a lot of them, okay? I was harsh with you and that was not my intent. I am sorry if I did anything to make you feel uhm, underappreciated. You didn't have to storm out; I mean we could have talked about it like adults, right?"
"I guess."
"You guess?!" Phoebe raised a brow.
"You're right." I wilted in front of her face shoulders stiffening up as I twisted in the wind internally still wanting to flip her the bird.
I averted my eyes from her face looking instead at the stuffed bookcase directly opposite me across the small, cramped room. The ending strains of the Gilligan Island theme filled the room as she looked around sort of anxious herself. I waited for the next shoe to drop or for her to dismiss me, knowing I would be avoiding her from here on out. Phoebe's brown eyes settled on me again, blinking profusely.
"Charlie?"
"Yeah?"
"Can I ask you for another favor, please?" Her tone was mousy and inoffensive again as I folded my arms across my chest trying not to fume.
"Sure."
"Uhm, can you get me that bottle of olive oil off the bookshelf, please?" She pointed at the shelf facing her while using the other hand flattened against the upper swell of her baby belly. I stumbled quickly catching myself under gaze walking over retrieving it from the shelf amongst the clutter and random knickknacks sharing the shelf. There were many anime figurines and vintage toys there. My eyes settled on an old windup monkey toy. It was the kind with the symbols that clapped when wound up.
"Here you go, Phoebe." She didn't take the bottle offered right in front of her face as she sat there level with my crotch.
"Uh, I was hoping you might like to help me out with that oil." Phoebe undid three buttons on the front of her simple frock letting her big, juicy mams do the rest through sheer weight alone. My eyes went wide as saucers watching Phoebe's huge breasts bulge up and out of the unbuttoned space in her dress.
"YUH-YOU! WANT ME TO, UH...!!"
"Massage my titties with that olive oil; they're really swollen today and my back's killing me with all of this up front. Would you massage them for me for a little while, maybe squeeze them real hard; I like having my titties mauled and groped, Charlie. Think you could do that for a minute or two, huh?"
"..." The cat had run away with my tongue like the Olympic torch.
"Charlie?"
"¡¡Joder, ma, Dios me está sonriendo en este caso aquí mismo!! Tengo que recordar poner algo de dinero en ese plato en la iglesia este domingo."



"CHARLIE!" Phoebe barked, breaking her façade for an instant.
"Uhm, yeah sure!!" My body went wonky almost bending at a ninety-degree angle as I brought the overly shaky hand in custody of that cylindrical bottle forward with my other palm cupped to catch a deluge of the oil. Phoebe had other ideas swiping it with a quick wave of her hand, brow raised.
"Sit down Charlie."
I sat down next to her befuddled as she reacted, suddenly with a flash of attitude.
"NO, YOU GOOF!! SIT BEHIND ME, LIKE WITH BOTH LEGS ON EITHER SIDE OF MY BODY!! BEHIND ME, FUCK!!" Her frustration was palpable as I did what she asked accidentally kicking some of the bedding and a few remaining papers jostling until I got behind her. Phoebe glanced back looking annoyed.
"Uhm..."
"If you apologize one more time, you're out of here."
"Okay." I mumbled sullenly disheartened at breaking the mood.
"Shut up, my titties are really sore; can you play with them for me, or not?" Phoebe groaned.
I didn't say anything framing her arms with my own intending to reach around and cup her tits from the sides. I hesitated then reached down slinking my hands underneath her arms letting my hands cup her huge tits from the sides. My hands were suddenly full of her bounty finding no brassiere underneath noticing her tits felt full but slightly watery. It was as if they had some sort of solid core as Phoebe moaned reaching up flicking some hair over her left shoulder as she glanced back.
My hands were trembling uncontrollably now blanketing the front of her bust just sort of luxuriating in the fullness of her bounty. Her thick nipples were pressing into my palms as Phoebe became restless slightly moving until the dress slipped off on shoulder exposing a reddened mark left behind by her bra. There was an actual indentation there which spoke to the weight of her breasts in their current state. The other half of the dress slipped away as she lightly scoffed exposing herself fully, exasperated.
"COME ON MAN, SQUEEZE MY FUCKING TITTIES!"
This caused a kneejerk reaction making me claw into her mams with considerable force, nipples spearing my palms, almost ticklish. Phoebe let to this sustained gasping whine as I handled her tits like I was trying to mold some modeling clay. My heart was thumping extremely hard while I had a visible tent almost pressing into her butt from behind. My prick was so hard it felt like someone had embedded a steel bar inside its length. Phoebe groaned blanketing my hands with her own, puppeting my hands making me squeeze them harder. She wanted the front of her breasts handled moving my hands at will.
"Aw shit, pinch my nipples, Charlie; twist and roll them for me until I scream, baby!" Phoebe's mousy voice sent shivers up my spine as I found my hands becoming wet with her excessive lactation. From my vantage point, I was peering down at the upper swell of her melons with my hands all over them clawing, pinching, treating her tits like boulder sized stress balls. Phoebe started to squirm and rock.
"AW YEAH, KEEP IT UP CHARLIE!! DO IT HARDER!! HARDER CHARLIE!! GO HARDER MAN!!" Phoebe's voice was going shrill as I was drawn closer pressed against her back. I let go doing what she wanted.
I was caught off guard by dual bursts of moisture from Phoebe's tortured nips. She shrieked rapturously as I got closer squeezing and massaging her knockers sending the woman into an audible frenzy. The tip of my prick thumped into what felt like the crack of her ass, but I was engrossed with the scene before me as Phoebe leaned backwards into my chest allowing me to really get a good look at her freed tits. My crotch was thumping and getting heated while my hands looked much smaller compared to her breasts.
"Jiggle them for me; just really shake'em and mash'em together! Like slap my big ole titties together until they clap and shit! "Phoebe was directing traffic with a mouth filled to the brim with excessive saliva. Her palms were flattened on the edge of the mattress, nails digging into the edge as her head bobbed backwards almost bumping mine. I did as she asked, getting more splashes of moisture. Some of it flecked on my face along with Phoebe's. She was reclining on the front of my body, gasping.
"Aw yeah, this is way fucking better than that stupid breast pump; slap my big titties!! Slap the shit out of them boy! Play with my nipples some more, too! I know you like my titties; you can't stop looking at them, can you Charlie?!"
"I can't Phoebe; I can't take my eyes off them or your face! You're incredible, and I love these titties!"
"Prove it man!" She challenged almost feral at this point with a bit of saliva running from the corner of her mouth.
We were making a mess of her frock as I went in on Phoebe's melons treating them rough and rugged, squeezing them hard enough to pop as I noticed a hand between her thighs. Phoebe was frenetically rubbing her mound over her dress, jilling herself off. I wanted to get a hand down there too, but her baby belly was an obstacle. Her areolas were damn near coal dark including her nipples which provided a sharp contrast to her light olive, wheatish skin color. The head of my prick was thumping into her butt.
"AW SHIT CHARLIE, I CAN FEEL YOUR THING POKING ME!! AW YEAH!! DRY HUMP THAT ASS AND MAUL MY TITTIES!! SQUEEEZE OUT ALL OF MY MILK UNTIL THERES A FUCKING PUDDLE ON THE FLOOR.!!"
Phoebe was flushed with a pinkish almost crimson tint to her face now using three fingers on her slit grinding up a frenzy. She was going to town on herself with no fucks given as I got another burst out of her right boob focusing intently until her milk ran between my fingers. I went after both equally earning a spray of lactate that nearly sent me over the edge from the visual alone. Phoebe had other plans.
"PULL YOUR DICK OUT!! PLEASE CHARLIE! GET IT OUT AND COME AROUND ON MY SIDE!! STAND ON THE BED WITH YOUR FUCKING DICK OUT!! I WANT THAT CHUBBY COCK IN MY HAND RIGHT NOW!!"
Despite her mousy voice, Phoebe was on the verge nearly throwing a sexual tantrum as I stood up ripping and tugging at my zipper until my cock sprang out like a jack-in-the-box to greet her inched from her flushed left cheek. Phoebe's hand shot out snagging my prick with the quickness of an attacking king cobra already jerking my meat like her life depended on it. Her palm was humid and overly slick.
Phoebe was using the hand that she'd been jilling herself off with, and it felt incredible.
"CUMMING!" I shouted hoarsely as my prick twitched and jerked in her fist spewing several ropes of ejaculate which hit the side of her face at the rounded cheek. Phoebe turned her head taking a thick wad to the lips before aiming down at the top of her bulging cleavage jacking the rest of my cum out like some sort of sexual repo man.
Her huge swollen melons became a gooey mess of thick cum intermingled with excessive sweat and saliva running off her chin. Phoebe's mouth hung open as she pointed my cock at it thinking to get another spurt, but it just ebbed out over her jacking and twisting fist. She tugged on my cock sort of directional until I inched closer until my endowment disappeared between her lips. I nearly swooned as Phoebe gave me some sustained sloppy top with a vacuum suction that made me hard instantaneously.
"Jack that shit for me, Charlie. I wanna see you cum again before I suck the skin off your dick." This woman wasn't playing around staring intently as I jerked it to her cute face and humongous knockers.
I surprised myself when a sudden burst hit Phoebe square in the face followed by a creamy rope across her cherubic features. She wasn't bothered in the least lapping up my spunk, even scoping some of it from her cleavage slurping it up voraciously. Phoebe's eyes never left my face looking almost crazed.
"Get on your knees."
"Huh?"
"GET ON YOUR KNEES, NOW!!" Phoebe demanded with a bit of base in her voice, brow followed quickly grabbing my wrist. I followed her lead getting down finding her huge breasts dangerously close to my lips slathered with spunk. Her areolas were almost saucer sized, really darkened almost coal black on the sticky looking nipples. Phoebe pinched and distended her nipples getting bursts of wetness that sprinkled my face before making this mischievous expression as she slammed her fists into the outsides of tits hitting me with dual bursts of her milk. I blinked profusely, not believing what was in front of me.
"That's payback, Charlie; how'd you like it?"
"En realidad, me encantó Phoebe. Fue bastante refrescante si me preguntas. Muy sabroso; Ahora, ¿qué tienes para un bis?" Phoebe reacted facially chortling like Betty Rubble shaking her large tits in my face.
"Oh yeah, stand up and put your foot on the bed so I show you, baby." Her eyes widened as if we were having some kind of playful competition. The smile on her face was affecting, making me giddy inside.
The second my right foot landed on the mattress outside her left side, Phoebe's hand shot up cupping my package massaging and rolling my oversized balls. Her middle fingers were pressed between into my taint. This MILF to be proved her mettle rubbing up a carpet burn of wet oily friction resulting in the fattening of my cock to extremes with jolts of pleasure radiating throughout my pelvis. I'd never felt anything like this moaning loudly as Phoebe drew me close slurping down my re-energized erection.
"AH!! AH SHIT!! YOU SUCK!!...UH, FUG!! YOU'RE SUCKING IT SO HAAARD!!" Phoebe's loud syrupy slurps made it sound like she was sucking soup through a straw, wet and oh so nasty with it. There was no doubt in my mind this woman could suck a golf ball through five miles of garden hose. Frothy spit and intermingled juices continued running off her chin into her immense cleavage. Phoebe was making a meal out of my cock taking whole plunging thrusts to the face. I was already fucking away at it blissfully.
"OKAY FUCK IT, STICK YOUR CHUBBY LITTLE DICK IN HERE, CHARLIE!!" I almost cried when Phoebe whipped her head back disengaging us but got super excited when she presented her knockers spreading them apart revealing the creamed-up valley between her breasts in open invitation again.
I plunged in horizontally as she clapped her breasts on my shaft repeatedly before wedging them together tightly rewarding me with an unexpected slimy centered tightness and friction. My hands covered hers as I went with it arching fully long stroking her mashed up titties. Phoebe egged me onward cooing softly, chiding me with these little nothings almost mute, flicking her tongue letting it curve over her chin like a woman possessed. This only made me rut and grind more frantically.
"ALRIGHT, HERE'S YOUR ENCORE CHARLIE!!" Her pillow soft voice went in stark contrast to her actions.
Phoebe leaned to the side letting her breasts drop with a weighted rubbery jiggle, nips visibly dripping as she went into that reclining buddha position I was intimately familiar with at this point. She went further laying on her back cupping her breasts together all ten digits spread wide apart, nips protruding between them. Her baby belly rose like a miniature mountain as I hesitated unsure if I should try to mount her considering her condition for the first time since we started. It would be a daunting task.
"Up here by my head with your thing pointed at my tummy, legs spread apart moron." Phoebe's tone was stern and harsh out of the blue, catching me off guard for a moment.
"Uhm, okay." I mumbled.
"UHM, OKAY!" Phoebe mimicked my voice using a faux-retarded sounding tone, mean spirited.
In short, I mounted her in reverse standing at the end of her mattress with my cock tightly wedged between her tits, glistening crown pointed at the upper swell of Phoebe's belly. Under her simple cotton dress, Phoebe wore a simple silk slip drawn up over her pregnant stomach hiding it from view. Her head was positioned between my inner thighs hanging off the edge of the mattress as I started humping and fucking her tits from the top with full strokes. Milk bubbled up around her nips.
"OH?!! AW SHIT!! I- DIDN'T!! THINK!! AW FUCK!!" There was no holding back my reaction to the sexual shock and awe as this woman continued with a sexual clinic centered around second base to the ninth degree. I went weak in the knees faltering a bit from the sensation cupping the outsides of her breasts.
Phoebe's tongue was slathering saliva all over the underside of my crotch, taint, ball sack and the underside of my shaft even drifting near my backdoor from underneath. The loud wet nasty slurps and vacuum suction on my balls continued unabated by the awkward positioning of her head off the bed.
I didn't last five minutes blow a toe-curling blast of jizz up through her cleavage in reverse, soiling the silken material of that slip. Both of us mauled her breasts making them squirt all over the place before I managed a few thin ropes crisscrossing her bosom like I was decorating a pastry. It was that good.
"Get off." Phoebe ordered as sternly as she could manage, huffing. Her hands had been groping my buttocks throughout the finale of this afternoon tryst. I got off finding her still flushed cayenne pink.
Both of us were breathing hard as she brought her hand up to her chest soiling it with my jizz.
"There're some wipes on the shelf, hand me the box." Phoebe gasped wetly as I did what she asked without pause. There was a string of cum oozing out of the end of my cock, but I ignored it, watching her apply it to her bust wiping it down with a handful staring blankly up at the celling.
I was lost in the visual while she laid there looking like she'd been run though despite the contrary.
"Don't look at me."
This time I turned all the way around finding that her bedroom door was open the whole time with the mesh screen facing me. The mattress and box spring underneath it creaked as Phoebe sat up. I could hear the movement along with some errant sniffles and a bit of coughing as she righted herself.
"Hey Charlie, clean yourself up; there's a string of cum hanging from your fat ass dick." Her feather soft tone was decidedly street in this instant as I glanced back in time to catch the plastic box tossed at me.
"Uh, thanks." Phoebe raised a brow looking at me in that inquisitive manner that made me feel three feet tall as I wiped up between my thighs and crotch eventually taking care of my sore cock.
"Why're you looking at me like that?"
"Like what?"
"Never mind, Charlie; don't you have somewhere to be?"
"Huh?"
"Did you forget about your store?" Phoebe half smirked as I realized I'd left Gramp's store closed longer than intended. She casually picked up her I-Phone on the bed near the wall checking her messages.
"SHIT!'" I ran to the door as she called after me, sounding glib.
"You still got rewarded even though you acted like a bitch; makes you wonder what I'd do if you were a man, huh?" Phoebe taunted with a light cackle using a wipe on her melons. She was still an oily mess.
I didn't have time to react as Phoebe winked with a half smirk dabbing our intermingled juices off her chin looking as if she'd just got one over on me. The amused expression on her cute face got to me. Everything was out in mine from the partial exposed upper swell of her tummy which had a few splotches of cum on it. Her phone started ringing as we exchanged glances.
I hurried out to my car and sped off to the store.
"Shit."
There were about seven people waiting there, one of them Juan who was holding a forced looking conversation with some disinterested-looking goth girl and her visibly angry boyfriend. This long hair had an arm draped over his woman's shoulder while the opposite lightly swung at his side. For a second, I was worried he'd be pummeled before I could turn off the ignition, but the couple opted to stalk off probably in partial protest at my absence when I appeared with a lie to my waiting customers about a long line at the merchant window. I avoided Juan's eyes opening the store letting the waiting people inside. The "Got Ya" look on his homely mug had me kind of wishing he'd caught that two piece.
"So, are we talking about it, or not?" He sounded engaged about things in cringy fashion as I did some paperwork making plans to hit up the bank with my merchant bag the following day.
"Not."
"At least tell me her name."
"I don't know what you're talking about." My tone was damming and my reluctance to look him in the eyes even thirty minutes later. There was no way he was going to let up and no way I could tell him considering Phoebe's status as a married pregnant woman. I couldn't get the knowing smug look on her face at the conclusion of our second tryst out of my mind. Juan rubbed his chin snickering to himself.
"Acting weird for two days, pissed off one minute happy as fuck, the other; dropped out of sight this afternoon for over ninety minutes. Even gave all those customers a discount; not a good look, bro."
"There's nothing going on Juan; there was a long uh, line at the bank because a computer was down or something, alright? Quit making with the Alex Jones bit, there's nothing to see here, man...HEY!!" While I was talking, Juan inched behind the counter close enough to stick his big prominent nose against my sleeve making me flinch and almost smack him.
"Damn, you smell good." Juan rubbed a finger under his nose as I gave him a noncommittal shove.
"Fuck man, not cool!"
"What's her name?"
"Who?"
"She got big tits?" He was undaunted, inching closer again as we started playfully jostling. He was faux touchy, feely wanting what he felt was being denied in information or gossip. I could feel him pushing against my boundaries mentally fighting back with horseplay as I tried to get him off my back.
"I don't know what you're talking about!" I gave a rough shove to his side almost pushing him down the two steps to the store's tiled floor.
"Oh, she's got little itty-bitty tits, then." Juan shoved back, chortling.
"FUCK NO, THEY'RE HUGE!! ¡Aw joder, solo bájate de mí hombre! ¡Deja de reventar mis bolas!" Another Freudian slip too late as Juan giggled enjoying my verbal fumble.
"AH-HA!! HEY-HEY-HEY CABRÓN!!" Juan burst into uproarious laughter shoving back just as rough.
"¡¡HOMBRE, NO HAY NINGUNA MUJER!! ¡¡NO HAY NADIE!! ¡NINGUNA CHICA! ¡NO NADA!" I shouted in his face weakly pushing back because I was laughing too. We got into an impromptu wrestling match behind the counter.
My phone rang on the countertop drawing both of our eyes. His eyes shifted in my direction as I froze.
My second long hesitation triggered Juan,
We both lunged for the phone, but he snagged it jumping over the counter in cavalier fashion landing on the tiled floor staring at the face of my phone. His eyes went wide as he made a letter O with his mouth huffing and puffing as he slowly craned his head up at my face. I was half over the counter after him, but stopped halfway staring back, brows raised.
"Send me a dick pic?" Juan quoted the message.
"HEY MAN GIVE ME THAT!!" I jumped down as he took off running up the short aisle nearly running into the defunct butcher's station in the back of the store as he hit a sharp left. I stopped halfway in the middle of the aisle then clambered up on a shelf looking at the overhead mirror finding him about to go down the center but deciding on the far lane instead. Juan was laughing manically.
"SEND ME A DICK PIC?!!" He shouted energetically as I cut back the other way almost spearing him football style at the first aisle. I almost faceplanted into the wall as the bathroom door slammed loudly followed by the door lock. My heartrate jumped up a few notches, realizing what Juan was about to do.
"OPEN THIS DOOR MAN!!" I beat on the door loudly, almost punching a hole in the weathered wood going through the five stages of grief.



"DICK PIC-DICK PIC!!" He shouted from the other side of the door as I fumbled around in my pocket getting out the keys, shakily unlocking it. I threw my shoulder into the door, nearly knocking him over, making a horrific observation.
Juan had his pants and underwear down midthigh with my phone aimed at his own junk.
"Oh, Dios mío, ¿qué coño te pasa, hombre?" I was horrified.
"Hey man, she wanted a dick pic." He shrugged as I snatched my phone back walking back to the counter fuming. My phone started ringing halfway down the first aisle to the front counter. The floor in front of the elevated platform was littered with candy and various knickknacks.
"Mierda Juan, te equivocas para eso, hombre."
"She wanted a dick pic, man." He explained again, still shrugging as I shot him a look while the phone was ringing off the hook.
I didn't want to answer Phoebe's call in front of him.
"YOU GONNA ANSWER YOUR PHONE?!!"
"FUCK YOU!"
"ANSWER THE PHONE, BRO!!" I was close to lunging at him and beating on him like a bongo but refrained distracted by the incessant ring of the phone.
"SHADDAP!!" I shot back, torn between my nosy friend Juan and Phoebe on the other end of my phone as I turned away answering the call.
"Better answer that call, bro." I glared at him picking up the call.
"Uhm, hello?"
"PUT ME ON SPEAKER PHONE!!" Phoebe shouted so loud; my ears were ringing. I drew back looking over at a smiling Juan who shrugged a third time.
"UH, well...I." I waffled verbally as Juan snickered cupping a hand over his mouth at the look on my face.
"¡PONME EN ALTAVOZ, AHORA CHARLIE!"
I hit speaker without further word.
"¿Eres el dueño de lo que parece un pene de siete pulgadas? ¿Eres la mierda que me envió esa foto de polla?"
"Yeah." He was way too amused with himself partially chortling as he answered Phoebe.
"Hey, people usually send a pic of an erect penis, dickwad; what, you gotta problem getting it, up fuck face?"
Juan's face dropped at the pillow softened voice that just ripped into him assaulting his manhood, then caught himself forcing a chuckle.
"What, you want another pic?"
"Nah, you keep that shit; I don't wanna get a little boy's hopes up and I definitely don't do make a wish for the designated wingman who's looking for scraps off the table. Uncircumcised and hirsute down there, skinny from the outie belly button with a bit of a pouch; is dad bod the thing for eighteen-year-old pups, or are you that fucking lazy? Don't answer the rhetorical because I'm already one second past I don't give a fuck." Phoebe tore into Juan savagely as he shot me these incredulous glances intermittently staring at the phone in my upturned hand.
"Hey little lady, we're all friends here so you don't gotta be so mad, okay?"
"Well, I would be just peachy keen about it all if some little shit wasn't sticking his fat nose in my closet. This is a private party and last I checked you ain't invited, bruh." Phoebe went verbally street surprising me in tandem with bringing up questions about her identity. Juan looked out of his comfort zone not expecting the reception he was getting after being boorishly impulsive.
"Hola hombre, ¿quién es esta chica? ¿De dónde es ella, Charlie?"
"No me ignores, perra entrometida: ¡soy de tus sueños húmedos y tus peores pesadillas, gilipollas!" Phoebe went to town on my friend in two languages making him reel from the audible burn.
"Hey lady, I didn't mean no harm; I was just fucking around, playing. I apologize for what I did; can we start over?"
"Why?"
"Huh?" Juan's brows raised.
"Why would I wanna talk to you when I've already decided that I'm going to be fucking the shit out of your boy Charlie, here? Now maybe you can do the math and figure out that three's a fucking crowd."
"HEY!!"
"¡Quédate en tu carril, chico perra!" Phoebe ended the call emphatically leaving behind an atmosphere that felt like aa tornado had rampaged through it. I don't think my best friend realized that he was visibly breathing after being put through his paces as we exchanged glances.
"Hey man, she a midget?"
"Don't."
"I'm just saying, bro; she sounds like a fucking Oompa Loompa." Juan shot back trying to assuage his bruised ego.
"They had deep voices; and she don't look like no fucking Oompa Loompa, bro."
"What's her name?"
"Not telling."
"WHY, IT'S OUT IN THE OPEN NOW!! WHAT'S THE BIG SECRET, HUH?!!" Juan's façade broke reminding me of some of the times we'd clashed in the past, even coming to blows. I suspect Phoebe hit him where he lived by referring to him as the designated wingman. Juan was hypersensitive about his looks.
"It's not about that, man."
"She ugly or something?" He sneered, staring pointedly at my face.
I just looked at him and went back to working at my register unwilling to answer. There was no way I was going to cop to anything about the married pregnant woman I was hooking up with who'd just told the room she intended to go further with me.
"Yeah, she's ugly; is she a butter face; she got big tits, huh Charlie? Probably got some pruned out raisins on her chest and ten rows of love handles. Fess up, it's that weird old Asian lady that comes in here with her kid in a stroller, right?"
"Ms. Kim is that girl's grandmother, and no."
"YOU GOTTA GIVE ME SOMETHING, BRO!" Juan was on the verge of a tantrum.
My phone started ringing again almost as if on cue with Phoebe's number again. It appeared she was coming around for another pass like a great white.
"Hello Phoebe?" I already put the phone on speaker letting the chips fall where they may.
"He's still there, right?" I glanced over at Juan, who timidly approached the elevated counter peering over it at my phone.
"I'm here?"
"Did you ask Charlie about my titties yet, loser?"
"Hey now?" Juan raised a hand sort of defensively while I held back a chortle knowing Phoebe was about to gut him again.
"Did you ask about my tits, huh?"
"...well."
"THEY'RE FUCKING HUGE BITCH BOY!! HUGE AND JUICY AND YOUR FRIEND'S LIPS AND DICK HAVE BEEN ALL OVER THEM!! I'VE NEVER SEEN A MAN NUT SO MUCH ALL OVER MY FUCKING TITTIES!! GOT THAT, EH?!! ¡Charlie no puede mantener sus manos fuera de mis grandes y malditas tetas! ¿Cómo te sientes al respecto? ¿Quieres verlo follarme para que puedas tirarte, perdedor?!! quiero ver a Charlie enloquecer por todas mis enormes tetas, eh culo limpiar?!!" Phoebe destroyed him in dual languages.
Juan just stood there looking out of it and lost for words.
"Did you cum?"
"Eh, uh." He mumbled incoherently.
"If you did, send me a pic of that shit so that I can laugh my fucking ass off, limp wad." Phoebe hung up again.
Both of us were collectively shook for a good ten minutes afterwards just kind of facing each other before a few folks showed up to shop snapping the spell. I went back to work behind the counter while Juan continued processing. It was the first time I'd ever seen my best bud, flabbergasted.
"You fucked her tits, man?"
I tucked my chin trying to ignore the question.
"They bigger than Mari's?" My shoulders tightened up at the mention of my ex-girlfriend as I realized I hadn't "debriefed" Juan on the dissolution of that relationship either. I was also reminded of his further prodding in that regard, getting a bit annoyed with him in the process.
"Uhm, yep." He stood there with his arms outstretched, looking blasted.
"Bigger than a D?"
"Mari was a large, C-cup; but uh, yeah man."
"I'm out." Juan walked out of the store leaving me there as I glanced over noticing a few customers giving me the stink eye.
After ringing them up and getting a light admonishment from this old Latin lady, my day pretty much ebbed by leaving me to ponder everything that had been occurring along with Phoebe, herself. She was still cute beyond compare, but decidedly toxic leaving me sort of ashamed that I popped wood thinking about how she yelled at me for storming out of her place, followed by the blistering sexual encounter afterwards. Just thinking about Phoebe caused my cock to throb and I found myself wanting more, but conflicted due to her status and condition. I knew that Juan must never know about Phoebe in detail.
My phone rang sometime around eight in the evening with her number, and I answered almost instinctually.
"How's it going, Phoebe?"
"Oh, is that how you're going to answer the phone after putting your pregnant jump off on blast?"
"I didn't do anything; Juan snatched the phone out of my hand when your text message came in; he did that shit all by himself. I didn't know he was gonna do that stupid shit; I think he was just trying to get a rise out of me and it went too far. I wouldn't do you like that Phoebe. I REALLY WOULDN'T!!"
"Geez, dial it down; don't fucking cry on me Charlie. So how would you do it?"
"Do what?"
"Me." I straightened my back looking around the store like somebody was watching cupping both hands to the phone.
"Uhm, that's a uh, question you want answered?" I gulped instantly picturing her pregnant body feeling the shame despite what we'd already done. Phoebe's glib sounding laughter filled my ears.
"Damn Charlie, you're so funny; can I ask you a question?"
"Huh?" I stumbled verbally continuing the dynamic between us.
"Can I ask you a personal question; did you hear that shit? DID YOU HEAR THAT SHIT, CHARLIE?!!" She shouted into my ear aggressively. It was startling how fast Phoebe could go from one end to the other.
"Yeah."
"Yeah, you heard that shit, or yeah, I can ask you a personal question?"
"Both."
"Are you a virgin?" It just rolled off her tongue like nothing as I gulped, then got annoyed.
"NO!!"
"Come on you can be honest with me; you ain't had pussy since it had you, right? There's no shame in it Charlie, a lot of guys are having sex later in life these days, some not at all. You don't have to lie about getting your dick wet, when I'm in the picture. I think you're cute enough to deflower, and I like that chubby dick of yours." My gaze traveled around the store looking at various odds and ends before I spoke up.
"OYE, NO SOY UNA PUTA VIRGEN, ¿DE ACUERDO, PHOEBE?OYE, NO SOY UNA PUTA VIRGEN, ESTÁ BIEN PHOEBE?!!"
"Okay, don't cry on me, man; I was just curious because you're so awkward around me and shit. So, are you a virgin, or not; I'll understand and we can keep it just between the two of us unlike your fucking douchebag homie with the flaccid seven inches. Seriously, that guy makes me wanna put him in the ball and chain before choking him out in the mounted position. I used to be on the wrestling team when I was a sophomore in high school; nobody wanted to play, though. So, you're a fucking cherry boy, right?"
"I just got out of a relationship two months ago."
"So, that doesn't mean you got any pussy; girl's can be so fucking fickle at your age; she cheated, right?"
"No, we grew apart."
"Yeah, she cheated, Charlie; did she tell you that crap about "Loving You, But Not Being In Love With You", huh?" There was an edge in her voice despite its casual glib tone.
"Look, I don't like talking about it; we just, grew apart."
Phoebe started laughing, hard.
"WHAT'S SO FUNNY?!!"
"Relax, dial back the attitude, bruh; geez, you sound like a fucking female, Charlie. Did my javelin pierce your broken heart, huh?" She was openly taunting me making it sound like she knew something I didn't.
"I don't get you."
"That's the point." Phoebe quieted down a bit, still chortling a little.
"No, I REALLY don't UNDERSTAND YOU at ALL, Phoebe! You're so cute, so pretty and sexy as all get-out; but you can be so, uh mean. It seems like you're a nice girl, but I just feel confused, stupid every time we meet. I uh, just don't get it; don't understand at all. You know what I'm saying, huh Phoebe?"
"When was the last time you got your dick wet, seriously?"
I ended the call before my head could explode.
A text popped up half a second later from Phoebe requesting a dick pic again.
I facepalmed.
"You wanna dick pic; I'll give you a fucking dick pic, baby!" My brow furrowed as I shoved my pants and boxers down finding my semi-erect member ready for its closeup. Perhaps fueled by Phoebe's incessant needling, I gave me quote-unquote "chubby" a few rough tugs making it stand at attention before snapping the pic and forwarding it to Phoebe. I felt like we were over before I realized it and just got the memo. Then it felt crazy knowing I'd known her for two days. It was borderline psychotic on my part.
"Soy un hijo de puta loco."
Phoebe had me in the palm of her hand and she knew it much to my chagrin. I kept picturing her adorable features which did remind me of the younger version of Lark Vorhees. This led me to start focusing on her ethnicity ending up somewhere between a Boricua or maybe even a mixed Columbiana. Her wheatish olive toned skin complimented her overall beauty while her huge bust ramped up the wow factor to the ninth degree. Facially she could be the girl next door, but her skill set was off the charts.
I'd only seen a bit of it due to her condition.
My mind's eye drummed up a full body image of Phoebe, large baby belly and all; I cringed.
"She's pregnant, and married." I facepalmed with both hands as my phone started ringing right on cue. I snarkily wondered if Phoebe had somehow installed a camera in Gramp's store.
"Yeah?" I was weary of her at this point, crestfallen at being her plaything.
"Come over at eleven; oh, and park on the side street like you did before. Same rules apply." Phoebe just hung up without further word like it was a forgone conclusion I'd show up.
"Fuck that noise."
[10: 59]
"Maldita sea, no tienes columna vertebral alguna, Charlie hombre. Phoebe llamó; Viniste corriendo como un pequeño cachorro." I scolded myself for being weak while creeping along the side street parking closer to her house than usual, adjacent to the end of the brick wall I was about to jump.
I stopped short just over the fence finding her there half in the open screen door, waiting. The overhead light from the adjacent side alley placed across her features from a distance. She had this somber look on her face appearing to stare across the long rectangular backyard before her gaze settled on my face gradually. I slowed my pace not knowing what to expect as she leaned against the door frame watching.
Phoebe wore a vintage flowing babydoll nightgown that put her charms upfront with a staggering amount of bulging cleavage packed into a deep plunging deocrative neckline expertly sewn to look like satin roses while everything below was sheer putting the rest of her body on full display. Her eyes followed me as I walked towards her chin tucked hands in pockets. Phoebe wore a secondary sheer robe that was obviously part of her ensemble. She had some light makeup enhancing her beauty.
"Stop."
I halted on command without hesitation standing on the grass just a few feet away from her rear patio.
"Charlie, I want to know what you think this is going on between us. I really need to know ; just be honest with me and I'll be honest with you, okay?" She sounded somber.
"I don't know; I think I like you."
"That's unfortunate Charlie; obviously, things are complicated. Baby on board you're obviously trying to ignore and I'm okay with that. It's really none of your business and you've come to terms with me being married, so I thought you just wanted to fuck me. I was uh, hoping you were a perv, if that makes any sense, Charlie. You're looking at my face and my boobs, but you can't see me; I've seen that look before if you can believe it. I uhm, just wanted to confirm things; uh, hear it from you directly."
"Phoebe."
"Don't say another word, Charlie; it's been kind of hard for me...all the raging hormones, the mood swings and urges. I've been kind of...holding back, but that's not an option anymore. I can't stand it anymore Charlie, I need something from you. I want something from you even though I can't have it."
"Phoebe, what're you telling me?" She looked crestfallen averting her eyes for a second before regarding me.
"I uhm, think it's time for another test of faith." I glanced down finding the silken sash she'd used the first time we'd hooked up. Phoebe looked at it, then at my face weakly smiling.
I offered my hands, wrists turned upward as she wrapped the sash this time tying both leaving a lot of slack. She grabbed the sash in the middle staring intently at it before looking up into my face somber.
"This is so you can't get away from me."
"Why would I wanna do that?"
Phoebe tugged lightly on the middle of the sash backing carefully into her bedroom taking me with her. Her bedroom was dark with the only light coming from the muted television. I glanced at the screen finding the movie that had been playing on my monitor when we first met. Tommy Kirk and Annette Funicello were tooling down pacific coast highway singing this whimsical flirty song. It was all so innocent as I looked from the screen to Phoebe's face, then at her mattress noticing something new.
"It's a uhm, full body pillow for uh, maternity. It's supposed to help you sleep, but that's not why I bought it Charlie. I got a lot of big fluffy pillows off of amazon, too; look, I know how fucked up this is, but it's not you, it's me. Like I was saying out there, I've been trying to hold back. But I can't."
Phoebe's hand slid up under my t-shirt along my abdomen to my right pec pinching the hardening nipple there as she started rolling her fist bringing my ceremonially bound wrists together. Phoebe went up on the tips of her toes just long enough to brush her lips against mine. It wasn't a real kiss, but a beggar wasn't choosing as she raised my shirt going after that nipple sucking and nipping it. There was this hungry aura about her person that was always staggering to behold and feel. Her moans excited me.
My package was cupped from underneath in the palm of her hand as she gave it a hearty squeeze huffing little bursts of heated air on my half-exposed chest. Her nimble fingers had my belt unbuckled zipper down already inside my boxer briefs in custody of my endowment. This woman knew how to touch a man massaging, squeezing and playing with my package almost making me cum on the spot. Precum was flowing freely from my crown as she found the opposite nipple vacuum sucking it.
"Charlie, I've been holding back." Phoebe huffed making a slimy mess of my nipples as she roughly started beating me off.
The dam burst as I climaxed all over her hand in several bursts while she tugged, jerked and twisted beating me off. Her tiny hand was glazed over, but Phoebe kept it up jacking me off with extreme prejudice. She harvested several ropes out of me filling my boxers with cum working her hand back and forth as our labored breaths intermingled. Her lips were on my sternum now slathering saliva all over my chest. It felt like we were turning some corner sexually as she rubbed and massaged that junk into my package making it a sticky mess. I took the initiative using the sash behind her neck brining us closer.
This time I pushed my tongue into her mouth getting a breathy reaction as she went up on her toes again responding in kind. Phoebe's tongue took a tour around my mouth swirling and coiling. She really knew how to kiss making my cock pulse and throb in her slowly jacking fist. It felt like I would cum again.
"That's what I've been waiting for, Charlie." She huffed wetly licking her lips kissing me again.
Phoebe's hand went into overdrive jacking me over the precipice again as I exploded in gooey fashion adding to the mess there. We were kissing passionately as I let go floating on cloud nine not realizing we'd drifted to the edge of her bed until she took me whole audibly slurping and sucking my cock like there was no tomorrow. Phoebe cleaned my fattened prick expertly encircling my cock at the root with my oversized balls bulging over that mean right hand. I didn't hesitate fully copulating with her mouth.



My pants were laboriously drawn down midthigh, buttocks lustfully clawed and handled giving me leverage to long stroke her mouth now in the O shape, as much as I liked. Phoebe broke off the fellatio letting our excessive juices run over her chin raining down into her cleavage until it bubbled in that single tightly packed crease between her breasts. My cock followed plunging downward from the top between her tits as she lapped, kissed and made out with my lower abdomen. It was incredible.
Phoebe pushed her fists into her tits from the outsides eventually wetting the sheer silken material of her nightgown with her profuse lactation. The added lubrication was a boon making me go over with a sustained load of jizz so intense, it started running down over the slope of her swollen belly as Phoebe broke our heated embrace. The sheer almost translucent robe slid off her shoulders leaving behind that staggering amount of cleavage injected with my creamy filling. My cock shot forward into her tits horizontally like a guided missile, fucking away at her tits. My balls were rubbing the upper swell of her tummy, but I was too far gone to adjust. My lust was spiking, but nowhere near Phoebe's.
Phoebe backed off sitting there on her bed palms flattened looking at me, expectantly.
My pants and boxers joined her sheer robe on the bedroom floor leaving us staring at one another.
Phoebe's eyes lingered hungrily on my body as she reached up pinching the strap on her opposite shoulder digging into it because of the weight of her heavy breasts. It took a bit of effort, but she slid it off one shoulder doing the same on the opposite side. There was just the slightest bit of discoloration there as her bust was uncovered looking like she tanned normally. My eyes traced the outline of a brassiere in her olive-colored skin. Her large saucer sized areolas and rubbery nipples were coal black.
My cock suddenly twitched at the sight of her bust flicking a barely perceptible line of jizz on the carpet at her small feet. Phoebe's eyes lit up reacting to my involuntary response to her uncovering. She cupped the undersides of her breasts squeezing them watching my face with her lovely mouth partially open. It became apparent, she was pumping them as drops and light bursts of lactation squirted from her huge melons. It felt like my knees went wobbly as I found myself on the floor approaching.
Her fingers ran through my hair a few times while I was prostrate on my hands and knees level with her baby belly. I was face to face with the mini mountain containing her child. It was right in my face as I looked up finding the underside of Phoebe's huge swollen breasts and her disarming countenance watching, studying me. Her motherly condition and proportions had her sitting open legged as I went for the hem of her gown. Phoebe reached down grabbing the silken cord binding my wrists.
I followed her lead kneeling upright between her legs, being careful with her belly. Phoebe tugged on the cord bringing my close for a passionate kiss full of tongue before cradling the back of my head. A glistening nipple was pushed between my lips, thick and rubbery. She cooed as I fed on her sustenance drinking my fill from her right tit followed buy the other until it was running off my chin intermingled with my own saliva. We made out for an eternity as my hands and fingers roamed all over her bust.
Her hands were all over me rubbing and caressing, massaging my biceps and randomly handling my cock. This woman radiated an intense, almost omnipresent aura of passion that was addictive, yet staggering at the same time. I almost came a few times, just form the touching and skin ship, alone. Both of us were caught up, but Phoebe maintained her grasp on the middle portion of the silken cord like some kind of lifeline. I went along with it wanting her as comfortable as possible; I wanted her to show me more of herself. My lips touched the swell of her belly kissing it before remembering myself.
"It's okay; I'm not angry, Charlie." Phoebe reassured just above a whisper cupping my chin.
The next lingering kiss made my toes curl.
"Now, I'm going to show you why I brought this big maternity pillow just for you, Charlie."
"For me?"
"Yeah, so that we can "Be Together" in the only way that counts, Charlie Huerta. Haven't you figured out that we're going to make love all the way tonight?" Phoebe went into the resting buddha position cradling herself in the inside the U-shaped pillow never taking her eyes from my face. Her huge tits were stacked horizontally leaking milk with some of it bubbling up on her blackened areolas and nips.
I was sure that she wanted me to fuck her tits like I had the other night, but Phoebe grabbed the other excess pillows hiding her belly behind them two at a time right behind the position of the pillow between her legs.
Her chest was hidden as well, leaving me kneeling there with a turgid erection as the bed creaked under Phoebe's weight. Slowy, surely, and methodically I watched this woman position herself on all fours with the open end of the u-shaped pillow now at her back. All of the extra bedding had been bought to cushion the child sleeping in her tummy. Phoebe faceplanted in these pillows and folded quilts huffing a bit from the exertion. My mind raced back to the box she had me drag into her bedroom realizing the meticulous planning that went into this moment. Phoebe had been planning this hookup all along.
"Charlie, I need you inside tonight; you can keep fucking my pussy even after you cum; just do it a lot."
Phoebe sounded almost feverish in dire need as I took stock of the set up reaching in lifting part of the U-shaped pillow realizing I was supposed to get inside it with her. This would leave it us collectively straddling it between both of our inner thighs. Her butt was staring me right in the face covered by the billowy folds of her babydoll gown. She wanted to be taken from the back, subtly wagging her tail in my face even as I started to raise the hem of her gown over the curve of rounded hip.
"Oh!"
It was a jolt to the crotch as I found myself looking at a huge peachy, olive colored ass matching my torso in width, densely packed. Her cheeks were just as juicy looking as her breasts, albeit with these slight crescent shaped dimples on each. I was given the impression that Phoebe was the "Real Deal" normally with a powerful hourglass figure that was show stopping enough to halt traffic. Despite her thickness in the back, both cheeks parted at an angle exposing her openings. Her peach was visibly drenched from the outside already while there was a slight gape in her backdoor. I was intimidated.
"Put it inside; oh, please if only for a minute, Charlie." Phoebe was whimpering with anticipation.
I pushed the crown of my girthy prick against her lightly furred slit slipping inside instantly.
"OH, MY GAWD!!" I couldn't help myself likely firing off an errant rope of jizz at the point of penetration.
"Don't stop, keep it up, baby." Phoebe encouraged with a wiggle of her hips that made everything rock and bounce despite the densely packed nature of her wheatish toned derriere.
She was volcanically hot and unbelievably tight with this clamping feel just inside the entrance. There was no doubt I was spewing cum inside her snatch as I worked my hips carefully at first, then started bumping her big butt more organically. Phoebe was solid, almost an unmovable object taking my thrusts as a stationary object. Her pussy was drenched and gooey inside sending waves of pleasure throughout my crotch. I kept rearing back as if I were going to pull out, only to plunge balls deep every time.
Our closeness coupled with the binding embrace of the maternity pillow ramped up the humidity in that room a few notches leaving both of us drenched in perspiration. Her slit was a revelation kind of longish outside with a persistent clamping motion that I realized was intentional. In short order, Phoebe was intentionally flexing on my cock literally eating it up with her cunt. I varied my strokes huffing and panting along with her angling the upper half of my prick to maximize the snapping feeling with each thrust. I blew another wad inside her snatch followed by at least three others before I was done.
My hands were gripping her thighs from the side as leverage as I kept thrusting even while my penis was slowly deflating. Even then, I could feel Phoebe flexing and snapping on my tumescence in diminished returns on my part. I slipped outside of this voracious honey pot huffing and coughing a bit as curiosity reared its ugly head. Inquisitive fingers pried the halves of her cunt apart thumbs inside opening up that rich juicy peach finding the interior the color of grapefruit. A deluge of my jizz started to bubble up and run from her snatch like a miniature waterfall. I'd creampied her to hell and back wanting to do more.
"Hey, let me lay on my side; I'm kind of tired." Phoebe sounded familiarly mousy and delicate succumbing to her weight and the tiny person inside it. I got a look at her in profile noticing well defined shapely legs that would've put any of my old vintage curvy starlets to shame. Phoebe lay in a fetal position with a hand draped over the swell of her rounded belly. I was at once worried.
"Are you okay; was I too rough with you?" Phoebe shushed me, then tugged on my makeshift cuffs getting me to lean over her body on all fours so that she could kiss me.
"That was just what this mommy needed; now put that fat dick in my mouth so that I can send you home properly."
Phoebe smiled warmly at the shocked look on my face, then kissed my cheek.
I shifted around facing the opposite direction on all fours as she took me whole again teasing and sucking until my vision started to blur. I couldn't believe it, but she got a weak surrendering shot of cum to the gullet as I tapped out almost swooning.
"Don't you think you should be going home, sailor?" Phoebe whispered in hushed tones as I glanced over my shoulder finding daylight fast approaching.
"Unfortunately." I chortled silently, planting a few rabbit kisses on her rounded cheek.
"Let yourself out." Phoebe drifted off in the fetal position with a hand on her tummy.
I did just that walking out euphoric and wobbly myself.
Instead of climbing over the wall like before, I walked to the midpoint of the yard and let myself out making sure to close the gate. I lingered staring at the back of Phoebe's house wishing I could've shared a bed with her and cuddled. It felt like motion sickness as I hobbled to my car finding it kind of difficult to get behind the wheel. I was punch drunk and goofy inside mentally picturing a lavish wedding with Phoebe, pregnant belly and all.
"She's married, and pregnant." I mused whimsically, then giggled like a crazed man starting up my car.
"OYE, ¿QUÉ COÑO HOMBRE?!!" Somebody reached into the driver's side window of my Volkswagen Beetle grabbing a handful of my t-shirt.
It was some old guy with salt and pepper hair, whiter on the sides.
"YOU CLIMB OUT OF MY WINDOW AGAIN, RITCHIE?!! I'M GONNA HAVE TO DIAL UP YOUR PARENTS BOY!! WHAT'D I TELL YOU LAST TIME YOU TRIED THAT SHIT?!! I'M GETTING TIRED OF YOU, RITCHIE!!"
"¡NO SÉ DE QUÉ ESTÁS HABLANDO VIEJO! ¡NO CONOZCO A NINGÚN MALDITO RITCHIE!" I went with my native language as he pressed his face close to the half-opened window starting to blink profusely.
It was a shit tactic, but it worked.
"Huh, oh uh...sorry."
"Hola hombre, todavía tienes una mano de mi camisa." His face changed going static as I got a look out the window finding that he was wearing pajama bottoms, bare footed. His upper half was covered with a nice beige collared polo t-shirt. I figured him for one of those neighborhood watch guys, but now felt different as he let go, reluctantly.
"Uh, well tell that Ritchie fool to stay away from my daughter!! Next time I'm gonna have my twelve gauge; you tell him that!"
"Yeah sure, whatever man." I gunned it to the end of the block before he could react about to hit a hard right when I glanced at my side mirror.
He was still standing there almost as if frozen in place; it felt like somebody pushed a heavenly pause button.
"Aw shit, he'll be okay." I was conflicted for a second but sped off down the block yawning.
I kept yawning and blinking eventually driving right back into my store parking lot when I blinked out nearly getting into a traffic accident. I tooled to the last parking space managing to turn off the ignition before catting out in my car, dead to the world.
***********************************************************************************************************
"DING-DING-DING-DING!"
"Huh...WHAT?!!" I was jolted out of a deep sleep in my front seat finding Juan knocking on my windshield.
There was a sarcastic look on his face as I managed to sit up feeling sore all over. The sunlight was particularly bright this morning as I shielded my eyes with my forearm. I glanced past Juan finding a few customers waiting to get in the store.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Are you serious; we're supposed to be cleaning up down here, not fooling around."
"Come on, we're people; my dick been hard all day looking at them big ass titties." My hands were cupping the underside of her massive tits from behind, arms through hers at the armpits. It was akin to holding two huge gel injected basketballs on the wobbly side. I jiggled them a little creating a ripple effect across her navy-blue t-shirt.
"And that's supposed to be my problem; you know I'm with Phil, now."
"And?!" I mushed them together creating a vertical crease in the front of her XXL- work shirt.
"Relationship, you know what that is, right?"
"So; who fixed you up?"
"What, I owe you one; is that what you're trying to say?"
"No, I'm just saying you got some big ass titties and I wanna get some of them while we're down here. Phil's cool with me playing, right?"
"If he's involved; and he didn't work here last I checked." Despite our back and forth she was not stopping me from groping and squeezing her humongous knockers.
"Well, let's just say this is a warmup and he can thank me later."
She chortled as I took a deep breath of her big frizzy blonde mane of curly hair which had been styled in two utilitarian Dutch braids.
"Are you serious?"
"There you go again; does this show you how serious I am?" My hands drifted down to her waist as I pushed my erection hard into the crack of her ass with prejudice. Her eyes went wide as saucers as she tugged my hands, then half turned facing me.
"Damn, it's like that, huh?"
"That's what I've been trying to tell you Holly." I shrugged making her laugh while ignoring the hand squeezing her right tit for a few moments, then drawing it away knowing how frustrated it would make me.
"Well sorry, I can't do anything about that."
"Why?"
"On my period, sorry."
"AW MAN!" I almost faceplanted on the floor making her laugh at my predicament.
"Guess you're gonna have to use that right hand, huh?"
"Uhm, maybe you could..."
"Not unless I'm getting something out of the deal." Holly wagged a finger in front of my face holding true to her nature. We'd been fooling around off and on for about six months after she'd started. I considered the only reason that happened was because we manned a two-person position in the mail room. Formerly I was the safest guy in the office which allowed me a backdoor into her panties, but more importantly her bra.
Holly McMichael was blessed or cursed depending on the moment, with a pair of 44H-Cup tits.
"Well, what do you want?"
"Oh, you're offering me money, now?" She sounded amused, turning to me in the muted darkness of the storage room at the back of the building. The interim director of our department pressed both of us into a Saturday morning service cleaning it further after our boss resigned.
"I didn't say that; I just asked what you wanted."
"Sounds like you're offering money to me." Holly joked as I saw between her words but ignored them anyway.
"Derbin late on them child support payments, huh?"
"I got his shit garnished already; his little bacon bitch is supporting that bum." The flash of righteous anger in her eyes gave me pause for an instant.
"Can I have a kiss?"
"What?"
"A kiss; you know what that shit is, right Holly?"
"Damn, why're you so horny today?"
"Big ass titties all up in my face; mentioned that earlier." My fingertips pinched the hem of her t-shirt raising it a little revealing her doughy belly and the navel piercing for a second before she drew it down again gauging the expression on my face with a wry smile.
"You just doing this because we had that threesome."
"No, I'm doing it because of this." I unzipped and pulled out my cock showing her all eight throbbing inches covered with veins and unnaturally chubby with a slightly pointy looking crown.
"Damn; I got you like that?" Her eyes went wide likely thinking about the night me and her current beau double stuffed her to oblivion during an epic revenge fuck after she'd learned her boyfriend / baby daddy cheated with a neighbor. We fucked her for nearly three hours in the wee hours of the morning.
"Can you hold me down, Holly?"
"You act like you want me to cover a shift or hold your fucking drink or something."
"Or something." I retorted with a dead serious look on my face that made her chuckle even more. Ever since Holly arrived at the office people had been hounding her like rabid dogs for lack of a better term.
She'd even put hands on a hapless guy for doing what I was essentially doing while she was taking a drink at the water fountain in the hall two floors up. The difference was that I'd ended up fooling around with her mostly due in part to her dimbulb better half, Derbin. Now she was living with a new guy mostly out due to my actions and those aforementioned, 44H-Cup titties. Holly was practically bursting out of her XXL work shirt, and I was likewise about to burst out of sheer sexual frustration.
"You want some real bad, don't you?" She cupped the underside of her enormous rack with this wry smile on her face that made me groan internally. Depsite her long suffering at the hands of the male populace of the job, Holly like to flaunt her wares somewhat subtly which what led us to this very moment.
"You gonna let me?"
"Well, I don't know about that; I kind of like having you all thirsty and shit. We invited you over a few times, but you never turned up. I figured it was a onetime thing, or maybe you wanted...something else."
"Fuck that noise; get those titties out." I ignored her bullshit dig at my sexuality slipping a hand underneath her shirt giving the soft flesh there a light squeeze enjoying the humid nature of her skin.
"I don't know, maybe I'll just give you a peek and nothing more." Holly scooted up onto the edge of one of the out of service desks in the storage room fleetingly lifting the hem of her shirt exposing the heavy red flannel cup over her right breast. She chortled at my disappointment when she quickly covered up again.
"Aw come on, at least let me see both of them if you're gonna do that shit."
"Beggars can't be choosers."
"I thought we were cool." I tried to moderate my tone planting my hands on top of her thighs, getting between her legs with my rabid erection nudging her crotch. Holly snickered at my latent whining biting her lower lip as she glanced down at my business in the "GO" position.
"We're supposed to be working; and that fucker Todd knew I had some plans with the kids this weekend, but he didn't care. Nobody would take my shift, even though I offered money and Derbin too stupid to take my place. Uhm, if only somebody would like, volunteer to finish up here today and tomorrow.
Things became quiet in the storage room as I folded my arms across my chest, business still on display.
"Okay."
"You'll do it; today and tomorrow by yourself. I'm not coming in at all because I'll be downstate at the casino, uhm with the kids."
"Right." I replied sarcastically.
"If you talk shit, you must not want no pussy, huh?" Holly's face dropped manifesting this annoyed look as I thought about how she was called a living Cabage doll in the face behind her back in the office while I thought she looked sort of like a Big and Tall, top heavy version of Kelly Clarkson. I raised a brow.
"Not on your period, are you?" I lightly accused as Holly averted her blue eyes, then tucked her chin into the huge swell of her breasts. Her tits were so huge, they overshadowed her lower abdomen.
The hem of her cotton t-shirt was raised revealing the lower shell-like flannel cups of her brassiere. Holly tugged further revealing a staggering amount of lightly freckled cleavage that had this watery jiggle due to their sheer weight. The underwire brassiere was strained almost to the bursting point as Holly glanced up at my shocked face with a sly half smirk that told her she was getting away with all the shit.
"What's that gotta do with you getting that big fat dick wet?"
"Aw shit."
I lunched forward right into her lips finding a willing participant. Holly was one hell of a kisser wantonly engaging in tonsil hockey with me right off the bat letting her swirling tongue take a tour of my mouth as she lovingly cupped the side of my head. Once you got past the well-fortified wall of her defenses, a sexual tempest awaited with little to nothing off the table. I tugged at a Dutch braid while she took the opportunity to tug on my thickening cock letting it rest in her palm.
"Damn your dick is super hard today." Holly commented wetly breaking the kiss turning her head in a way to let me know that she wanted her neck suckled.
"You got a patch, right?" She did this doubletake at my response as the tips of my fingers discovered the tiny bulge caused by her nipple behind one of the fortified underwire cups.
"You take a blue pill or something?"
We'd already made out deal, so I was already handling the back of her thighs raising them in the air with no wasted motion as she scoffed. Holly was wearing these 3D lace faux-ripped denim leggings. They were capris stopping at her calves with nice intricate lace cuffs that accentuated her legs. It looked like Holly had been working out a bit now sporting a streamlined version of her uber top heavy figure which made her enormous breasts seem even larger. Ever since she'd split with Derbin and got into her current relationship, Holly seemed way more relaxed than usual now that she wasn't constantly policing and managing her baby daddy. She just chuckled when I started peeling her leggings over her butt.
"Oh, you're just gonna go...AW!! AW!! AW SHIT!!" I got her leggings up mid-thigh finding a simple pair of skintight red ritual style thong panties that I promptly tugged to the side exposing her lightly furred muff. There was no hesitation in my game as I locked lips on her cunt sucking and eating like my life depended on it. I got my thumbs on either side of her furry labia spreading it wide apart for a feast.
"Yeah, baby suck that shit; suck mamma's pussy. Eat that puss-see, aw fuck. Damn, I didn't...know you were gonna do that, aw baby." Holly's hands were holding the back of her thighs with her soles pointed at the ceiling. One of her canvas tennis shoes fell off hitting the floor with a loud thud as I righted myself going after its twin leaving her ankle socks intact. She didn't say anything when I pulled one of her legs out of the denim sleeve covering them turning her into a human wishbone from the waist down.
"AH!! Ouch! That hurts, kinda...your dick is so big and fat, man! Aw!! Aw shit, fuck man!! Fuck me!" Despite her initial protestations, I found her cunt sopping wet and tight enough that it fit like a glove.
Although I hated it on other women, I loved Holly's furry snatch and the way my cock looked plunging in and out of it. She had the creamiest pussy with my girth making it feel smaller than it was as her walls took a beating. My shaft was covered in her juices getting wetter as we rutted like animals. Holly's weight and the two boulders on her chest obliged her to lay flat on her back as I gave her the business. Her hand appeared in intervals making if look as if she would pull my cock free of her steaming confines, but it just hovered a few times before a pointer finger was pressed on her button.
My palms pushed down on her inner thighs hard enough to leave prints as I reamed out her cunt thumping the back of her tunnel with each thrust. My battering ram quality thrusts were enough to gradually free her gargantuan tits from confinement spilling over the top of her brassiere in grand fashion. Her tits were so big they flopped out framing the side of her face with the rest covering the upper party of her torso. Her areolas were pancake sized and a nice shade of pink with these little bumps all over their surface while her nips were like the tips of thumbs in thickness, rubbery looking.
"I can feel that dick in my stomach; aw sheet!!...aw sheet!! Fuck that puss-see boy!! Fuck it good!"
Her breathy moans and barely southern accent were always a turn-on, but today served as rocket fuel as I captured her wrists yanking them down into my frenetic thrusts. Using them as leverage made the miniature planets on Holly's chest bounce wetly in these vertical slaps that were audible. Her brassiere was completely hidden underneath her Jurassic sized mams. Her biceps were also hidden away underneath as I fucked the top-heavy MILF like it was going out of style. Her cunt seemed to get tighter.
"Damn, you're fucking me hard! Aw sheet man; you fuck like you got outta jail or something!! Do it harder!! Fuck, turn my ass around and hit that shit from the back. Break my shit for me, real quick, then get these titties!! I want you to fuck my pussy from the back like you mean it and then get these tits!"
I didn't waste any time taking control of my plus sized coworker yanking her pinkish butt off the edge of the desk powering her over onto her side at first. Holly groaned when I shoved myself back inside with impunity hitting the back of her tight little cunt with an audible thump. Her sideways posture caused her humongous knockers to spill over stacked vertically in an enticing display. They were two big watery bowling balls sized jugs jiggling all over the place as she yowled like a cat creaming all over my cock.
Holly's groans got louder intermingled with these labored huffs as I went to herculean lengths getting her onto her belly despite those knockers and her own sloping belly situated over a juicy fupa that I liked fondling and squeezing to my heart's content. This woman was built for power, not speed with a big matronly old school frame designed for childbearing and rearing with those monstrous gallons on her torso. It took all of ten minutes to get Holly on her tummy with her compact butt facing me, lanced.
Even though she was a large buxom woman in her mid-thirties, Holly's butt was a point of contention. It was round and thick but looked two sizes too small for her frame. I'd joked along with others that it looked like somebody had taken a big butt and did the "Ant Man" thing to it before reattaching it to her big womanly body. This thing was a full-on peach of an ass, cute in its pinkish hue with a light smattering of tiny pimples on it that I raked my nails across making her squirm. My cock looked incredible stuffing her from the back just as she wished. Webs of her gooey essence coated my thrusting rod in excess.
"FUCK THAT ASS!! FUCK IT HARD FOR ME!! MAKE ME SQUIRT ON YOUR BIG ASS DICK BAE-BEE!!" Holly's love language was decidedly a big country boss bitch who wasn't shy about letting you know what she wanted. She was always in charge of her body even during the threesome we'd enjoyed with her current boyfriend and stepdad to her kids, Phil. This big strawberry blond mamma liked having her shit pushed in with prejudice, so Phil was the older guy she needed packing a third leg that kept her cheeks rosy.
"PULL MY HAIR!" Holly shouted sounding hoarse and distressed.
I snatched at her Dutch braids one in each hand yanking them hard enough to make her yelp like a wounded animal as I pounded on her tiny, resized baby donk mercilessly. I graduated to one hand for both overly long fat braids using my free hand to slap the shit out of her right buttock until it was glowing in the muted low lighting of the storage room. Her labia were swollen from the pounding with audible squelches and queefs filling the air around us. Every backshot was hitting what felt like bone.
"AW!! AW!! AWK!! AW SHEET BOY!! YOU!! YOU GETTING IT!! AWK!! KEEP IT!! KEEP IT UP BAE-BEE!!" She was so wet; her inner thighs were slick and probably glistening with her essence if I cared to look.
"AWK!! AW FUCK MAN!! YOU ALWAYS GONNA BE MY WORK HUSBAND!! FOR REALS!! AW SHIT MUTHA-FUCKA!! YOU LIKE YOU SUM WHITE COUNTRY PUSSY, DON'T YOU?!! AWK!! YOU WANNA BABY WITH ME, HUH MAN?!! YOU FUCK LIKE YOU WANNA BABY!! IMA TAKE MY PATCH OFF NEXT TIME! BET!!!"
"NO, YOU AINT!!" I shouted back just as heated up and sweaty, not stupid.
Holly's roundish face really did have more than a passing resemblance to Kelly Clarkson shiny with excess perspiration. I was beating her back out of lust and the finesse she'd pulled to get me to do all the work for what was in reality, at least a four-man job. I was intent on getting everything I could out of her before she disappeared into a carefree weekend leaving me holding the bag. She was getting all of it. I wanted her big womanly ass walking funny like she had for a few days after the last time we hooked up. I wanted Phil to call me up and curse me out before he hit the switches on her blonde pussy too.
"AW!! AW!!AAAAWWW!!!" Holly went over becoming incontinent as her legs wobbled and shook while the desk wrenched and creaked under her considerable weight. She squirted and wet herself leaving a puddle between her outstretched legs. I jumped back just barely avoiding the deluge of clear liquid running out of her swollen snatch like a miniature waterfall as she went into the throes of a big orgasm.
Four of her fingers appeared between her shivering thighs disappearing at the knuckles, jilling manically. There were splashes of her essence from the frigging before she surprised me by collapsing on her tight round baby donk with a loud thud. Holly's butt landed right in her puddle, but she looked like she had blazed out. Her clear blue eyes were glassy looking embedded in a flushed pink face. Her coloring extended all the way down to her massive tits and sloping belly. The MILF was spazzing out as I started to worry about her health. This wasn't a small girl standing at five eleven, easily over two hundred pounds with most of it on her chest in two massive fleshy boulders. Holly got gassed easily during sex.
Most of the guys she'd hooked up with couldn't go the distance.
"Holly?"
"Alrighty then; I think it's time for the motherfucking finale to this shit...COME GET THESE FUCKING TITTIES!!" Her eyes fluttered for a few seconds, then went wide before they shifted in my direction.
Being large and in charge was starting to become predictable with Holly who preferred using her huge tits as an end game finisher during hookups. Today was no different as her hands disappeared under those ridiculous fun bags causing a wealth of watery motion ripples as she raised them level with my throbbing erection gasping and huffing wetly. Her boulders had a mind of their own cradling the sides of her face from the cheek all the way down to her ribcage. They were seriously that fucking big and one of the reasons Holly was kept off the main floor of our company by management. She was an attraction.
"Get these titties baby; I'll let you fuck and nut a couple of times, so you won't be mad about having to do all that shit this weekend. Shit, you fucked me so good, you can get some mouth, too."
Her breathy encouragement set me off something fierce as my cock hit her open maw like a guided missile. This big buxom blonde bomber took it like a champ as I got half of my prick between her thin outstretched lips. Her luscious mams cradled the underside of my plunging shaft as I got my face fuck on with no fucks given. Holly gave some of the best sloppy blowjobs I'd ever had loudly slurping and blowing gooey spit bubbles all over the place. Even better, she had no problem taking a facial drubbing.
We got it all the way in until Holly was a coughing, gurgling mess matching my saliva drenched crotch. The natural lubrication enhanced everything as I went into those massive tits horizontally while she handled them from the outside. Her rather large hambones were naturally designed to handle her knockers with a death grip on them like she was holding two loaves of bread at the far end. In short, it was like fucking two gigantic gel filled balloons heated to the touch. I had to get out of one leg of my jeans to fully enjoy the experience as Holly cooed and whispered sweet nothings, spoken word.



My hands found rest atop her wide shoulders, fingertips rubbing the deep indentations left there by her long-suffering underwire brassiere. Throughout it all, Holly maintained eye contact leaving her tiny little mouth open as she whispered and cooed things dirty and nasty while her tits jiggled all over the place. Her breasts felt so good, I almost got naked in that storage room. I made a mental note that we were going to have a proper fuck at some point whether her man Phil sanctioned that shit or not. I just wanted to have a big naked blowout with this big voluptuous country transplant.
"You like fucking my big ass titties, don't you? Yeah, you do just like everybody else, but I don't let them have my motherfucking boobs like you do; know that, huh? You and Derbin are the only guys that got to fuck'em like this. The only reason that loser got these is because we grew up together and he was there before they got this big. He was fucking them when I had a small D-Cup; you're getting these titties at their biggest. They grew a little since we had that threesome with Phil. You like my titty pussy, huh?"
"I like your titty pussy."
"Yeah, then show me how much you like fucking them and I'll let you bust nuts all over them all the time. AW!! AW!! YEAH!! Fuck my titties for me boy!! HARDER!! I want some cum for my big ass motherfucking titties! FUCK'EM!! I can feel your cum churning up in that fat dick!! FUCK'EM!! CUM!!"
It was almost on command as I blew and epic load of jizz into her well-fortified sternum filling her cleavage with torrents of cum. I lost it with a sustained whimper fucking and bucking my hips blowing several loads as Holly parted her mams getting an arching burst of gooey jizz that hit her bottom lip raining down on the tops of her melons like a yard sprinkler. She went further holding her tits upright.
"GET MY NIPPLES TOO, BABY!! CUM ON MY FUCKING AREOLAS!! AW SHIT!! KEEP CUMMING FOR ME!" Her euphoric cries of ecstasy sent a jolt of sexual lightning through my pelvis resulting in two ropes of cum across plate sized nipples as I jacked my prick like it was going out of style. A big milky bubble formed on the head of my cock right in front of her jizz sprinkled face and the upper swell of her tits.
Holly took half of my prick deep in her maw with a long syrupy slurp that seemed to last forever.
It took us a while to come down from the sexual high realizing we'd been goofing off with one another for a good forty-five minutes. Panic started to set in before we realized it was a weekend and started to get dressed mostly in silence. I found myself staring at Holly's compact baby donk that looked isolated on her back surround by her thick squarish hips and healthy thighs. She caught me looking with a smirk.
"Don't even think about it."
"It's cute; I wanna rub my dick in the crack of your ass."
"No."
"How about your hairy pussy, then; I like the way that shit feels." I playfully bartered making Holly chuckle at the hard sell.
"You're trying to get us fired."
"No, I like your pussy that much." She stared back for a minute, then pulled her panties up as she turned facing me.
"So, it's not my tits anymore?"
"I'm not saying that; but I really wanna get you good, next time."
"How do you know there's gonna be a next time, huh; maybe this was a onetime thing."
"I hope not because I still wanna fuck you, hard." Holly reacted facially blinking profusely at my words as I stood there dressed, but still with my cock exposed.
"Damn, you a dawg." She chortled, huffing as she worked at getting her monster tits under control behind that utilitarian underwire brassiere.
"So, what; you like it, don't you?" My cock twitched as she pulled a strap up onto her shoulder having a little trouble because of the weight of her right breast. I closed the distance handling her left tit sucking on the thickened nipple there.
Holly grabbed ahold of my cock stroking it from stem to stern.
"We'll work something out, promise."
"For real?"
"Well, if you keep your word then maybe, just maybe we can go to that motel down the street and get naked. I've just gotta let Phil know and it should be cool since you're the one that got us together. Damn, your dick is hard as a motherfucker, man; I wish I didn't have business elsewhere; I'd fuck again."
"Just hold it for me." I wrapped both of her hands around my shaft covering them from the outside.
"Are you serious?"
"Just hold it like that, and don't say nothing for a few minutes."
"Okay, but just like, uhm three minutes."
Both of us watched me fuck her hands getting a thrill out of my rampant lust. Holly was flushed as I fucked the negative space cushioned by her sweaty palms. My crown was aimed right at her mound thrusting into the negative space. Holly tightened her grip on me as I started to crest looking between my face and my pumping member. I could feel her heated breath on my face as she got into it fully.
"Kiss me baby."
We made out passionately as I went over cumming in her hands making a mess of things. The buxom Ms. McMichaels knew her role well using my cum as a lubricant until I fucked it all out huffing and sniffling from the decadent exertion. She rubbed it into my shaft and even squeezed her hands into my boxers rubbing up an enticing friction between my thighs just under my balls on my taint.
"Alright, I'm going now, you're on the hook for the rest of this shit down here, okay?"
"Whatever, next time I'm gonna fuck you until you pop. I'm gonna get them big ass titties all day, too; tell Phil about it." She was checking her phone but looked at me incredulously.
"I gotta go; I'm running late."
"This ain't over Holly."
"We'll talk about it man, damn." Holly was a hot mess and all business filing out of the storage room leaving me with the rest of the work.
The gravity of my deal hit like a meteor strike once she was gone. We were signing in at work due to a change of companies that handled our payroll. There would be no overtime for cleaning up this mess as I glanced around before noticing my cock was still exposed and hard as diamond.
"Those damn titties of hers."
I shrugged, tucking myself away after inspecting it for a moment or two, then got to work into the late hours of the evening getting the place halfway respectable.
"Huh?" I was moving some boxes thinking of the tryst I ended up having with my former bottom-heavy supervisor when I noticed a door on the opposite side of the storage room slightly ajar.
I inched over having to move some boxes sticking my head outside finding a back stairwell fire exit. There were some cigarettes on the ground just outside the door as the hair stood up on the back of my neck thinking about the implications of being found out with Holly McMichael.
"What's this?" I found a small plastic flower shaped barrette on the edge of a step. It seemed out of place, and I pocketed it without thinking going back into the room.
There was this weird feeling in the air, but I soldiered on finishing up for the night knowing I had to return tomorrow.
"Those motherfucking titties." I mumbled to myself thinking I should've got Holly on the hook for a certified third hookup.
Instead, I'd made a dumb deal thinking with my dick and I was going to have to pay the price.
"I should've made a better deal."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
*************************************************************************************
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"I should be banging the shit out of Holly some more instead of shopping for water and fucking toilet paper at Walmart."
I was more than a little irritated with myself after working a buttload of unpaid overtime in exchange for a hookup with my uber busty coworker Holly McMichael. She'd more than kept up her end of the bargain but left me with more work than I initially thought. I cleaned up half of the storage room then returned to the mailroom where I discovered a shitload of packages that had to be taken care of before Monday morning.
This also necessitated me doing a ton of emails with clients while keeping it moving before all was said and done. Holly cleaned the pipes expertly, but I played myself out of the rest of my weekend. I hopped into my SUV with the intent of going home and getting some shuteye when I realized I still needed some supplies from Walmart. It turned into a minor shopping trip for groceries out of the blue as my mind lingered on that hookup with Holly. It felt like she should be sharing my bed, instead of having a night out on the town with Phil. They were probably having a laugh at my expense while I shopped.
Over the past few days Holly had been showing up to work looking more like a snack than at any point in her career in the mailroom we shared. I thought I was used to looking at her showstopping tits and compact yet dense little baby donk, but found myself getting heated when we were alone in that storage room. She was getting a lot of attention at work from the fellas and a few girls in the mix, but generally played it off with an uncharacteristic, good nature. I'd finally got triggered when I was sitting in the office looking at her butt in some grey yoga pants when Holly decided to be funny and plant the baby buns in my lap, however briefly. This got my motor running something fierce for our weekend shift where I planned to fuck her brains out even if I had to beg for it.
"HEY FUCK YOU!!" I was jolted out of my thoughts by the sound of some woman yelling out of the blue a few feet away.
"FUCK YOU BACK, HOE!! Y'ALL FULL OF SHIT AND YOU KNOW IT!!" I pushed my cart around the corner snagging a box of cereal with the argument raging on between what sounded like some teenage girls.
"OH YEAH, WELL GET YO' OWN ASS HOME BEOTCH!! COME ON GIRLS, FUCK THIS SKANK!!" There was a lot of grumbling from this group of feral sounding women as I turned into the aisle finding a large group of young women in the act of leaving one of their own behind.
"Y'all really gonna leave me behind?"
The loner got a sea of middle fingers raised high in response to her boorish behavior and I got a surprise.
"Oh...shit."
She was about my height, but wide enough to be two of me with a churlish petulant expression on her baby face and a dirty orangish skin tone that would've made Trump proud. Her brunette shoulder length hair was done up in two ponytails at either side of her round noggin with some bangs in the front covering her forehead. This twenty something was wearing a badly fitted T-shirt and some vintage gym shorts that were two sizes too small for her wide frame despite some long legs that made her torso seem like an egg in shape. I knew her buttocks were hanging low in the back with a wealth of jiggly cellulite. Everything was bunched up in the front like a bikini as our eyes met. She started to scowl.
I knew this woman rather intimately, we were sort of frenemies and the last time we met, I ravaged her in a food truck before leaving the place and her, an utter mess. Her name was Conception.
"Sonofabitch."
Conception had gained a considerable amount of weight since I took her in that food truck, many afternoons ago leaving her to finish herself with a hand dandy wooden spoon.
"Hijo de puta; Debería joderte aquí mismo nigga." We'd had some problems in the past.
"Oh, hey girl; I see you're having a moment, so I'll just leave you alone. Keep them cheeks up baby." I backed off with my cart raising a hand waving the chubby miscreant off barely stifling a laugh at her skimpy clothing juxtaposed with the angry upturned lip expression I remembered she made when pissed.
"Hey man, where you going with all that food shit, huh fucker? God is great giving me this sign to dot your eye for that shit you pulled, nigga."
"Chill out girl; I told you I had something to do, like breathing, baby." I already had my phone out filming knowing she would call me a few more racially tinged slurs.
"Me jodiste la mierda de perro en el camión de comida de mamá y me dejaste insatisfecho con una cuchara colgando de mi coño, hermano. Tengo que joderte por esa mierda."
"Huh?" I was trying to put some distance between us while filming as Conception started walking down the aisle towards me looking to go to war. She always split her verbal bullshit between English and Spanish when she was about to start swinging. Most of the time she lost almost every street fight she'd been in but was feared because of her bruiser tactics. I'd seen at least three such fights that left her a bloody mess where the other person and the surrounding area looked bombed out in the aftermath.
"GET BACK HERE MAN; I GOT SOMETHING FOR YOU!" My heart leapt into my throat when she no-look grabbed a can of tomatoes off a nearby shelf with the intent of beaning me in the noggin with it.
"THANKS GIRL, THAT'S JUST WHAT I WAS LOOKING FOR!!" I decided the best defense was a good offense suddenly barreling towards the large chubby Latina at ramming speed making some other patron in the aisle shriek. Conception looked horrified in that instant stumbling back into a shelf knocking over several boxes and cans as I stopped on a dime instead of running her over with the cart.
"Hey man, what the fuck are you doing?"
"Can you drop that in the cart, girl?" I ignored the other shocked patrons motioning towards the interior of my shopping cart as I leaned forward retrieving my phone. She was grimacing with a furrowed brow trying to look tough despite her baby-faced countenance.
"What?"
"Toss that shit in there and get me a few boxes of rigatoni, too; the cheap kind, I'm on a budget."
"What-the fuck?"
"Two boxes dummy; can you toss a few in my cart, or not?" I had a dispassionate expression verbally disparaging the large chubby ingenue.
"Fuck you man." Conception tossed the boxes in my cart followed by a bottle of sauce as I positioned my cart between us looking at the face of my phone acting like I was ignoring her.
"Language."
"Huh?"
"Kids, little tikes to be exact." I gestured towards some little toddlers in a stroller being ferried down our aisle my their visibly annoyed Mexican mother.
"¡Vaca estúpida, deberías avergonzarte de salir en público vestida como una puta!" The fortysomething sneered at Conception as she pushed the stroller past us. Her gaze traveled up and down my friend's body.
"BITCH WANT ME TO FUCK YOU UP IN FRONT OF YO KIDS?!!" Conception snarled at the insult directed at her attire.
"Cut that out, you're embarrassing me; can you go snatch me some cereal from the next aisle, red berries?" I snatched Conception into my side with enough force to make her bump into my body and the cart causing it to shake.
We exchanged glances before she slowly backed away, trailing her hand along the edge of my cart eventually disappearing around the corner. Some old guy did a doubletake only to get roughly nudged by his daughter as we both got a fleeting look at Conception's ridiculous rear cleavage. The weight gain was real leaving her with a humongous semi-flat ass that looked like two or three pillows shoved in the back of those vintage gym shorts. There was this wobbly loose jiggle at the very bottom of her cheeks.
"This the one you want payaso?" I was surprised when she popped up with the box of cereal in hand, brow raised.
"Yeah, can you get two; and uh, some breakfast snack bars, okay?" Conception bit her lower lip returning with armfuls of the things I'd asked for plunking them into my cart. She posted up beside me as I continued shopping.
"So, what's up; you going out tonight?"
"That was the fucking idea, but I think I got set up by those bitches. One of my girls kind of found out something, so they were probably gonna jump me until I changed the equation."
"What did you do?" I nudged her with my arm, smiling making her scoff and wipe her cheek with her palm. I didn't have the heart to tell Conception that one of her fake lashes was loose.
"Nothing, uhm bitches be tripping about these bums on these streets; it's supposed to be hoes before bros, but you can't tell these thirsty putas nothing. All they kept saying was "Did you fuck my man "over and over again. We supposed to be girls, but they were caping for this Perra culo flaca just cause her cousin in a band all popular and shit. We were up in here to get some beer, but they were mad cause I wouldn't pay, and they underage asses wouldn't come up off them coins." I facepalmed at her explanation.
"Did you, do it?"
"Do what?"
"Fuck that girl's man?" I chortled already knowing the answer. Conception was all the way for the streets which is why her mother treated her like garbage for the most part.
"How could you even ask me something like that, man; I thought we were cool and here you are asking me if I dropped my fucking bragas for some wimp with a little ass pinky dick. My gaslighting was complete as she ranted about her shitty life.
"Sorry, uhm could you snag me those waters over there, girl?" I motioned towards a pallet of water bottles stacked in a pyramid in the middle of the back aisle.
"Why you always calling me girl; I'm a woman."
"You're twenty."
"Legal last time I checked."
"Not old enough to drink, though; can you get me some waters from that pallet, or not?" I gestured again making Conception pout.
"Aw man, am I your slave or something?"
"Is that a no?"
"Fuck you man." She really did look like an overgrown kid in the face and there was no denying her slightly criminal aura that gave most people pause when dealing with her on a daily basis. Conception always seemed to find trouble when she wasn't out actively looking for it. She'd already done a stretch in juvenile hall in her teens and six months in jail for a particularly brutal street fight she'd lost handily.
"Is that a no; you can't bend over and get that water and put it in my cart, huh?" Conception scoffed at the bush-league challenge to her ego folding her arms across her chest, head cocked to the side.
She was too easy for words, slowly turning around with her arms still folded around her chest as she bent at a nearly ninety-degree angle unfolding them to grab the sixteen pack of cheap bottled water. Of course, I could've picked up the water myself, but then I wouldn't have had the pleasure of seeing this young woman's pillow sized buns bulge out the back of her retro 80's styled shorts like baking bread. Her ass was a big as my chest not so much round, but massively squarish with long hanging jiggly buttocks with visible cellulite also on the back of her huge thighs. Conception's legs were long with a nice shape despite the weight problem.
Those shorts were sucked into an epic wedgie from the back.
"MIERDA!!" A box came flying from across another aisle bouncing right off the edge of Conception's butt with enough force that it almost bounced back in a secondary arc.
"HEY WHO THREW THAT SHIT?!!" She stood up favoring her butt rubbing the sore spot with one hand while holding the heavy sixteen bottle pack easily with the other hand.
"¡¡PERRA CULO DESAGRADABLE!! ¡¡ASEGÚRATE DE COMPRARTE UNAS BRAGAS!!" The culprit was the same woman who'd sneered at her earlier. There were a couple of guys with their phones out filming.
"DUSTY HO, ¡VOY A REVENTAR TU MALDITA PARRILLA! ¡¡VETE A LA MIERDA!! ¡¡CÓMETE ESTA MIERDA ABUELA!!" My earlier fears were realized as she spiked the sixteen pack of water at the older woman.
"SHIT GIRL!!" I managed to catch the pack of water midair as people ran out of the way except one lanky teen still filming, phone in hand. Some of the water bottles burst, wetting up one of my pants legs as Conception came to her senses blinking profusely. The old woman was making her escape heading directly for a security guard doing his worst to ignore the chaos.
"Are you trying to get arrested?"
"She threw first; that shit hurt." Conception pouted, looking a bit shaky as she noticed some errant stares coming from other patrons.
"Damn bitch; you ain't nothing but trouble." I mumbled as she looked affected nibbling on her pointer finger averting her eyes before completing a thought.
"Oh, let me get you another water, sorry."
Conception turned around bending over again sharper than before which made those shorts ride higher than before leaving her with a visible patch of material covering her peach. The materail went high enough that I was treated to the sight of some really sharp tan lines in the shape of the shorts she was presently wearing as I recalled she didn't like wearing panties. I popped wood so hard, it hurt as she looked between her legs finding a captive audience. Some guy was frozen in place with his wife actively scratching and punching his bicep until she was triggered enough to hit a low blow to get his attention.
"Wow, he ain't getting none tonight." Conception commented removing the damaged water from my cart replacing it with the new.
"Can I have another one?"
"Sure...HEY MAN!!" She realized I was looking just as she got her hands on the second sixteen packet quickly turning around tugging on her shorts.
"Thanks baby." I played it off stacking the water as she gave me a light punch to the bicep.
Conception stayed by my side making small talk as I did the self-check-out, even helping bagging groceries. She'd forgotten about getting revenge on me for sexually trolling her back in the day in her mother's lunch truck. I recalled that she was in the process of being evicted by her mother when we hooked up and wondered what happened afterwards as Conception's phone started ringing.
Humorously enough, she kept her rather expensive-looking phone tucked in the back of her shorts. She walked away from me cradling the phone to her head as if she were having a top-secret conversation. I figured this was a good time to make my escape quickly shuffling off with my cart while her back was turned. I stole a fleeting glance at her big, marshmallow cheeks stuffed in those shorts before hitting the automatic doors. I knew trouble when I saw it, but my prick wanted some of that action anyway.
"HEY, YOU TRYING TO DITCH ME AGAIN?!!" Conception came running across the parking lot towards my SUV as I was putting my groceries in the back. She looked silly and incriminating, giving me grief as a patrol car rolled by just behind her slowing as the officer behind the wheel stared at her jiggling butt running across the lot. I was worried I'd be labeled as her pimp or something, but the cop just nodded in my direction with a sly smile. I felt like flipping him the bird.
"I thought you were going out with your friends." I explained, still eyeing the patrol car as it continued on its way out of the far end of the lot. Conception was gassed, bent over with hands on knees, huffing.
"Bullshit, you were ditching me."
"Cut it out; what's up?" I cut her off going to the backseat opening the door as she followed getting between me and the open backseat.
"Can I get a ride?"
"Nope."
"Really, is that what you're gonna say after we just went shopping together, eh payaso? This how you do your fucking friends after they help you out with your shit, huh? Man, that's real cold; even for you and we ain't even gonna talk about how you been staring at my fat fucking ass all night, either."
"I thought you were going somewhere, really."
"Well, I ain't; so, you're just gonna leave me here by myself in this parking lot, huh? What if I get kidnapped or something; that's gonna be all your fault! Look man, I just wanna ride, okay? It's the least you can do for a friend, right?"
"Shit." Conception unveiled this toothy smile giving me a deep bearhug that almost squeezed the life out of me.
"THANKS MAN!!" She arched her back managing to get my feet off the ground. Unfortunately, my crotch reacted on command surging into her mound. I was rock hard enough that I knew exactly where the head of my cock landed right where her clit was behind the flimsy gym shorts.
"Fuck me." I mumbled as Conception set me down tall enough to look me in the face without heels.
"Tu polla se acuerda de mí, ¿eh hermano?" She didn't waste any time busting my balls in Spanish playfully poking my erection with her pointer finger.
"Stop."
"You embarrassed, huh man; think I'll let you have a little even though you played in my face last time, eh payaso?"
"Wanna walk home?"
"Aw man, I'm just messing with you anyways, alright fucker?" Conception looked like she wanted to laugh in my face.
"Just messing with me?" I boxed her into my open back door with one of the sixteen packs of water at my feet. She suddenly looked apprehensive at my impromptu movements flinching a little.
"Yeah." Conception swallowed looking in my eyes, mouth slightly ajar. She was already breathing hard inches away from my face.
She closed her eyes tightly as I leaned in finding a willing partner and a mouth full of tongue as she wantonly kissed me back. She opened them now, breathing harder, gasping a bit and huffing.
"Are you gonna mess with me?" Conception asked meekly.
"Hold that thought."
I pinched the elastic waistband of her gym shorts peeling them down her thighs exposing her muff. There was a cute triangular patch of brown hair there staring me in the face and the aforementioned hard tan lines etched in her soft skin. We both looked down at her mound, then at each other.
"Damn, you just gonna pull my shit down and look at my pussy like that, man?"
"I just wanted to see if you still didn't wear panties." Conception looked away rolling her tongue in her mouth followed by a muted chuckle as I kissed her again. We went at it for a few minutes before I broke it off slipping a hand under her t-shirt and finding no brassiere covering her pendulous breast. She dug her thumbs into the rolled down waistband of her shorts but didn't pull them up as I lifted half of her shirt sucking on an erect nipple.
"What, you need some panties to fuck, eh fool?"
"No, but I think some panties would look nice on this ass of yours." My hand snaked around to the back finding the semi-rounded upper swell of her wide Mexican butt.
"Wanna fuck?" Conception didn't waste words and wasn't shy about saying what she wanted. It was a point of contention in her relationship with her mother. This woman had no filter, no fucks to give.
"I wanna cum on your pussy right now."
"Yeah, then do it motherfucker; I dare you." She challenged playfully as I unzipped.
There was a big GMC truck at my back and the open back door obscured us from view as I rubbed the tip of my cock on her furry mound, then inserted it in her thigh gap. Conception put her opposite hand on my shoulder as I grabbed handfuls of her thighs slowly pushing my length between her inner thighs rubbing her slit.
"I'm gonna cum between your legs, then I'm gonna do some nasty shit."
"Oh yeah, do that shit." Conception challenged.
Her long legs were pressed tightly together as I fucked her thigh gap. Our coupling was wet and audible as she got so wet, her labia parted cradling my endowment. I was surprised when Conception flushed despite her dingy orangish skin tone. It honestly looked like she'd been on the wrong end of a tanning bed as I dug my nails into her soft outer thigh meat clapping uglies with this woman who initially wanted to knock my head off for leaving her hanging. This was going to be her "get back" for that sexual sleight.



I could feel her hand palming the back of my head like a basketball, lovingly caressing it as we made out.
"Stick it in me."
"Shush."
"I'm ready; I want it baby." Conception lifted her right leg bent at the knee using it to rub and caress the outside of my thigh arching her lower back in my direction.
"Damn, your pussy is so wet." She was dripping all over the place as I recalled how hot and bothered, she was as we hooked up in that lunch truck. There was no doubt Conception could match my insane energy blow for blow and then some. We got it in that time, but it was different because I was mad at her for spoiling what I thought was a budding relationship with her coworker and defacto stepsister.
"Fuck it then, please give me some dick right here in this fucking parking lot." She moaned as I reached down pressing myself against her slit finding this woman sopping wet from tactile touch alone.
"AAAAW!!" I covered her mouth with a hand quieting her down as I slipped inside finding a gooey heated mess of a pussy dying for attention. My cock filled her up completely to the hilt as she lowered her leg trapping it inside her seaming snatch, vertically. My eyes fluttered reacting to the scintillating sensation while my nails dug into the soft pliant flesh of her hips. Conception's tongue flicked out licking the palm of my hand making me recoil only to return raising the hem of her t-shirt exposing both tits.
"Hold this girl." she didn't say anything when I pushed the material into her mouth gagging her so that I could watch her tits bounce on her chest. Getting her vertically felt mind blowing, addictive enough that I wanted her naked, but managed to stop myself from stripping her in that parking lot. Her thick thighs had my cock wedged tight in her snatch with extra force put on the root as I fucked her in these muted, jerky, awkward looking movements. Conception's cunt was narrow, extremely hot and excessively tight around me. The middle of her baby face was almost crimson as she gnawed on the end of her T-shirt trying to remain quiet. Her floppy low hanging tits bounced on her chest getting an audibly wet slap.
"Shit!" I pulled free of her tight confines wrapping my arms around her in a deep hug as a group of people walked by to their vehicles, some with families in tow. I felt like a degenerate while she kept the end of her shirt firmly in mouth, enjoying a thrill. I was somewhat sure no one noticed in the dark parking lot, but she chortled spitting out the saliva dampened cloth.
"Want me to put that pack of water in your backseat?" Conception didn't wait for an answer slyly bending over again wedged her half-exposed butt into my crotch. It was amazing a girl of her size could bend over and touch her toes, even with a sixteen pack of bottled water discounting the blackened pavement. This twenty-year-old Latina had a giant semi-rounded butt that was wider than my body.
"Ah yeah, there you go, baby." I slid inside again just letting it sit there looking around as Conception got funny wriggling it around a bit, then popping her hips in a single twerk before standing upright.
"Oh, you got jokes?" I was still looking around as a car or two passed on the other side oblivious to the shenanigans going on between us.
Conception put the heavy pack of bottled water on the seat while arching her back in this deep arch presenting her wide jiggly ass to my lap. Her cheeks spread wide apart with this motion revealing her openings. Her cunt was this longish line that spread apart with the motion revealing the hint of a rich pinkness inside. Conception thumped my exposed cock with her butt a few times until I slipped inside.
"Aw yeah...aw yeah baby, get that pussy. Fuck that coochie boy, fuck! Your dick is so big, aw yeah." The somewhat flat nature of her big wide butt was a boon as I long stroked her to oblivion getting an audible clap of our uglies. My SUV started rocking because of our combined weight on the driver's side as I gave Conception the business reaching up grabbing her throat from behind with both hands. I knew she liked it rough and hard from our first time hooking up. She didn't have to worry about me leaving her hanging this time. This chubby, baby-faced miscreant was going to get the business end of my schlong tonight.
"DAMN-HA-HA-HA-HA!!" Some guy yelled from a distance shocking both of us out of our bubble. I almost turned towards the direction of the voice but caught myself shoving my cock away while Conception cowered behind me. This turned out to be a deception as she ripped a plastic bottle of water free from its casing hurling it in an overhanded arc with all her might.
"¡¡USTEDES, MALDITOS PEEP FREAKS!! ¡¡TÓMATE UNA COPA MARICÓN!! AQUÍ PERRA!!" A group of guys, probably teens, were standing ten feet away. Some of them were wearing skater gear. There were a few phones capturing the action, but the main guy was distracted.
"HEY BROTHER, THEM SOME BIG ASS DRAWS YOU GOT OVER THERE-ARRGHH!!" The bottle hit this guy right in the face decimating the man and distracting his friends giving me a window to jump behind the wheel ducked down hitting the ignition. Conception scrambled inside the backseat knocking over some bags of groceries as I wisely backed in the opposite direction almost broadsiding a parked car. I sped off across the far end of the parking lot while she pitched a second plastic bottle at the group failing miserably. My heart was thumping as I ran two red lights to hit the freeway onramp.
"SHIT GIRL, WHY'D YOU THROW THAT BOTTLE?!! I AIN'T TRYING TO GO TO JAIL ON A FUCKING SATURDAY NIGHT WITH YOUR ASS!! THEY WERE FILMING US! SHIT BITCH!! I SHOULD PUT YOU OUT!!" I was livid almost on the verge of a coronary checking my side mirror for patrol cars. I backed out because my front plate wasn't mounted yet, just in the front window while the other was properly installed in the back of my SUV. The punks didn't have a chance to get my plate and my car was black with slightly tinted windows as well. I crossed myself thanking my shyster cousin who sold me the car for a song.
"If you're gonna toss me out on the curb; just help me out with something first." Conception whined.
"Huh? -OH SHIT, YOU'RE CRAZY!!" I raised a brow as her gym shorts landed on the passenger seat next to me. I glanced in the rear-view mirror at her sitting there on my back seat.
"Just fuck me man; don't leave me hanging like last time, please?!" Conception was hot and bothered to the ninth degree sitting there with her wide load butt pushed to the edge of the backseat. Her hands were in custody of the backs of her knees, legs up in the air, feet dangling. Her pussy was a visibly sloppy mess somewhat gaped in anticipation. Her baby face was scrunched up in legitimate desperation.
"Girl?"
"I NEED THAT DICK, MAN!! FUCK THE SHIT OUTTA ME LIKE YOU SAID YOU WOULD!!" Her face became even more of a grimace as I my half flaccid cock went straight back to attention, throbbing for action.
There was this wooded area to our immediate left; part of the forest preserves with a playground next to the parking spots there. It was almost eleven in the evening, leaving the park deserted for the most part as I hit a U-turn bumping the curb. I overshot the parking lot rolling to an alley bordered on one side by some trees and foliage speeding down a few miles drifting to a stop as Conception's head appeared between the seats peering out the windshield. One of her hands was between her legs.
"Please give me some dick; I'm sorry for being like this, but I need it bad." She was whimpering with lust so bad that I hit the brakes realizing I was just as ferally horny. I was trembling as I popped the lock on her door hopping out throwing it wide open, huffing.
"Aw shit." I threw open the door finding her lying there on her side because her size wouldn't allow her to lay flat on her back. One leg was resting atop the backseat while the other was shoved between the front seat as I got an up close and personal with her juicy, glistening pussy ready and willing to go all night. To make matters worse, Conception reached down with both hands holding her flower open.
"AWK!! AWK!! AW SHIT!! FUK IT!! AWK!! AWK!! MESS MY SHIT UP AND EMPTY YO' BALLS IN ME!!" The first three thrusts were balls deep in these extremely hard strokes that made her gasp like she'd been shanked. I added three more and a roll of my hips grinding and thumping her cunt with impunity. Her pussy was incredibly tight and sloppy as things got nasty on the backseat of my ride. I let go allowing my instincts to take over like an animal in heat plunging and pistoning audibly into her cunt.
"Damn bitch, this is some good ass pussy; I'm gonna fuck your brains out tonight, bitch." I was so enthralled; I was talking like a mindless gimp utterly railing the holy hell out of this large Latina. This wet soapy sound filled the SUV intermingled with our grunts and huffs. Conception's face twisted into a mask of agonized pleasure akin to a woman giving birth as I took advantage of my large endowment to nail her big and tall ass to my backseat. Her essence and juices had both of us foamy wet downstairs adding more each time I slammed inside her to the hilt. I was hitting bone obliterating her pelvis.
"AWK!! DADDY!! YOU FUCK ME SO GOOD!! YOU MUTHA!! AWK!! THIS IT!! IT'S YOURS!! AW SHIT!!" I was faceplanted in her boobs and big wide torso with both hands cupping the outside of her tits.
"IT'S MINE BITCH?!!" I'd developed a rolling swivel of the hips coupled with intense thrusts as she whined and huffed squirting all over my plunging cock. I was getting the whole bowl and the sides too as Conception rolled her hips counterclockwise, working her butt into those manic, shivering thrusts.
"THIS YO PUSSY NOW!! FUCK YO PUSSY DADDY!! FUCK ME!! AWK, YOU UP IN THEM GUTS!" I got even more excited rolling her t-shirt up exposing her bare breasts cupping and sucking her nipples, hard. The jiggly bottom portion of her buttocks was so wet and sweaty, the cheeks were sticky on my slapping balls.
"DAMN, I'M FINNA CUM GIRL; YOU ABOUT TO MAKE ME CUM!!" This seemed to make her cunt tighten up around my girth as I found myself pushing even harder into her snatch like my life depended on it. Her fleshy sleeve appeared visually confirmed our tryst clinging desperately to my cock.
"I GOTTA PATCH!! ITS ON MY FUCKING LEFT SHOULDER; DO IT INSIDE MY PUSSY!! CUM INSIDE ME!!" A moment of frenzied clarity moved her lips informing me of the birth control patch confirmed in seconds by the fingertips of my left hand rubbing it in a circular motion as my thighs tightened up making me whine and yowl.
My stomach did a flip flop as I arched thrusting everything I had inside as epic wads of jizz exploded inside her snatch followed by several others. Right at the point of climax, Conception suddenly arched up off the back seat at the precise moment I was powering down into her orgasming.
We slammed into one another with razor sharp precision enjoying the climax together as one.
I held it there inside letting all my jizz fill her cup.
Right as the last bits of my cum was ebbing out, I started timidly thrusting with Conception joining in arching up into my efforts, huffing. I nibbled, sucked and made a hickey filled mess out of her tits, pinching playing and groping them as she moaned squirming a little bit underneath me. I could feel myself fucking into my own mess deep inside her blown-up cunt...and I still wanted more.
"Mierda, no puedo creer que esto haya sucedido esta noche como sucedió. Finalmente obtuve lo que quería de ti todo este tiempo, bebé." Conception flushed covering her face with both hands unable to control its expression, grinning wildly.
She looked somewhat embarrassed in that moment.
"Huh?"
"I got you; finally got what I wanted." She was huffing while I could hear her heart thumping wildly, excited. Her cunt flexed on my girth as I processed what I'd heard.
"Oh, you mean your get back, for last time, huh?"
She didn't respond as I looked up from my prone position on top of her big body staring at her face. Her brown eyes shifted away from me, then back with this piercing glare.
"Wanna do it some more; I'm down for anything...if it's you, baby." To emphasize her point, Conception lightly rolled her hips tugging at my cock with her sex.
"Help me with these groceries, if the cops don't roll up on us after that shit you pulled in the parking lot?" She rolled her eyes laughing like I'd never heard before. I did a doubletake looking at her flushed satisfied childish features.
"Sorry, but if it's any consolation, I'll top you off before they arrest us." Conception flirted, biting her lower lip as her eyes fluttered.
"Alright, you gonna make me take you home and lock you up in there as my sex slave."
"Promises, promises."
"HUH, WHAT?!!" She laughed gregariously at my reaction then arched up, taking all my endowment to the hilt. It felt incredible making my depleted member stir inside her walls.
"Take me home, baby."
...TO BE CONTINUED.
***************************************************************************************
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"Aw yeah, baby." We'd barely made it through my front door when I captured Conception at the sides just under her armpits pulling her roughly into my body. She dropped the two plastic bags of groceries she'd volunteered to carry onto my hardwood floor with a thud reaching up with one hand cradling my head while I kissed her neck using the opposite to rub her mound deep, fingers on her slit.
She knew what I wanted, bending over sliding her small gym shorts down exposing her ridiculously wide, overly tanned posterior and everything in-between. Conception further demonstrated a limberness hinted at earlier by touching her fingertips to the floor while going up on the balls of her feet giving me a straight shot directly into her smoldering snatch, balls deep. She was really tight at the entrance then there was this sort of elasticity and infectious stickiness to her cunt that made you just wanna rail the stuffing out of her with no fucks given.
Conception spread her long legs wider giving me more room to really sock it to her in this position right in front of my closed front door. She was already sloppy wet.
These crescent shaped motion ripples radiated from outward from the point of impact as I pounded her wide floppy ass mercilessly. This plus sized Latina took it all in a three-point stance with one hand spreading a cheek apart needlessly. Her shape offset the overall semi-flatness of an ass wide enough to screen a movie on as I hit every backshot like I was drilling for oil. Conception's moans, whimpers and girlish sounding cries fueled part two of our tryst. I beat and pounded all kinds of sand out of her tail eventually getting her down on all fours before reaching under her shirt handling her belly thrusting harder. She was creaming so much, it started dripping onto the hardwood floor in droplets.
"AW SHIT THIS YO' MUTHA-FUCKKIN PUSSY!! YOU WRECKING MY COOCHIE SOOOOO GHUD!!" Conception's endorsement bolstered my efforts encouraging me to mount her bulldog style swinging my hips into her juicy peach with the force of a wrecking ball. It sounded like she was being wetly spanked with a frat paddle. Her big, oversized body was completely flushed like a giant thermometer. The orangish-olive color changed drastically as she knelt prostrate over me with her t-shirt over her head.
I went at it with no hesitation pulling Conception deep into my lap by yanking on her biceps forcing this big body to kneel upright stuffed full of cock. I wrapped my arms around her belly as she bounced on my crotch using her full weight. It felt like a mountain had landed on me as I clawed at her tits squeezing, pinching and rolling her thickened nips. Conception sounded even more distressed. It took me a few moments to realize she was sobbing. I kept it up for as long as possible before I made the effort, slowing down a bit.
"You, okay?"
"YEAH, IT JUST...FEELS SO GOOD!! FUCK THIS PUSSY AS MUCH AS YOU WANT!! DON'T STOP BABY!!" I was wide eyed for a second as Conception went into a facedown fetal position with an arch in her back wanting me to continue demolishing her sexually. Every shot afterwards felt like it was breaking bone and knocking a wall out in the back of her sloppy cunt. The room was filled with the sounds of queefs and soggy THX sound level squelches. She started driving her butt back with as much force as my thrusts.
"FUCK IT!! BEAT THAT SHIT-THE-FUCK-UP!! AW GAWD!! YOU BUSTIN' MA GUTS BABY, AW SHIT!" Conception lost control shrieking and wriggling all over, popping her wide butt like someone stuck a taser up her bum. I hooked my fingers over her from the back grabbing handfuls of her fleshy shoulders. This anchored my entire endowment skintight in her snatch. This caused us to be molded together in a shivering undulating mess of two sweaty bodies. This was criminally primal and feverish.
"¡Ay, mierda, estás destruyendo mi coño! ¡¡Me estás ARRUINANDO por todos los demás hombres hermano!! ¡Mi puto coño va a llorar cuando tu gran polla de culo no esté dentro de él, bebé! ¡¡Ay, joderme más fuerte!! ESTE COÑO ES TUYO!!" Her teeth were chattering as she spoke in Spanish. Conception's hips started swiveling taking me on a ride inside her holiest of holies in spades.
"DAMN KEEP DOING THAT!! FEELS GHUD!! FUCK I DON'T KNOW IF I WANNA CUM IN YOUR PUSSY OR ALL OVER THIS BIG FUCKING ASS, BITCH!! SHAKE YO' SHIT!! FUCK THIS DICK LIKE YOU MEAN IT GIRL!!" Conception was grinding up my cock like nobody's business, but ramped up considerably when I broke starting to feel the cum bubbling up inside my balls. She got even more proficient reacting to my praise, breaking things up in intervals that saw her adopt this wrenching, sawing motion that broke the bank.
"AW SHIT I'M CUMMING!! CUMMING ALL IN THIS BOMB ASS PUSSY!! I WANT PUT SOME ON THIS ASS TOO!! AW SHIT GIRL!! I'M GONNA TAKE YOU TO FUCKING POUND TOWN ALL NIGHT LONG BITCH!!" A thick scintillating rope shot out of me just as she wrenched down especially hard almost mashing my balls into the hardwood floor, followed by more bursts as she wagged and twerked popping me out.
"¡¡DAME ESE SEMEN!! ¡¡QUIERO TODO EN TUS BOLAS!! ¡QUIERO QUE ME HAGAS EYACULAR TODO LO QUE QUIERAS Y LUEGO LO HAGAS UN POCO MÁS! ¡¡DAME TODO TU SEMEN, CHICO BONITO!! ¡¡ME ENCANTA BEBÉ!!"
Conception faceplanted with a heavy thud, legs spread apart with three fingers buried in her snatch pumping frantically, instantly covered with our combined juices and sweat. This big zaftig brick shithouse was squirming almost in agony, shivering as she manically jilled and frigged the absolute hell out of her cunt while more ropes of jizz glazed her shuddering shiny cheeks like cake frosting. We'd crested at the same exact moment for the second time in a night. Conception made a growing puddle.
"Aw shit, damn girl."
"Conchita." She gasped, still frigging herself four fingers buried to the knuckles inside her snatch as I noticed the puddle growing on my hardwood floor.
"Huh?" Conception turned on her side with her legs folded into her abdomen bent at the knees breathing hard as she regarded me, flushed crimson.
"That's what everybody calls me; nobody says anybody's real fucking name; I'm Conchita, okay? " She sounded breezy and half apologetic looking like she'd just run five Boston marathons.
"Is that what you want me to call you?"
"Man, you can call me anytime...UH!! I uhm, yeah that's what I like to be called, alright baby?"
"Okay Conchita."
My hand was in custody of a greedy handful of her left buttock kind of spreading it apart as i surveyed the mess I'd made of her wide load derriere. Her labia looked swollen, visibly pulsing as she involuntarily flexed inside. My thumb rubbed and pressed half of her lower lips apart revealing her hot pink insides and the remnants of a few creampies inside. I was feeling it all over wanting to stuff her again as she realized what she'd done on my floor sort of shielding the side of her head facing me, embarrassed.
"Uh, sorry about your floor. You got some paper towels, a mop or something? I'll clean it up, please don't get pissed; you were really trying to break into my tummy, man. That shit...fuck; man, it felt so good, I kept trying to hold it in... until I couldn't. Sorry, but I came so fucking hard right now, bonito."
"It's cool, I'll take care of it, Conchita."
"NO! I mean it's my mess, so I'll do it and uhm...well, I uhm...don't." Her voice trailed off making me curious.
"What? "She'd stopped rubbing and massaging her muff but kept a hand covering it demurely as she found the words, she was looking for still looking away from my face giving me a view of her profile.
"Uhm, you liked it; with me, right?"
"You can't tell?"
"No, what I mean is uhm...you felt that shit too, right. I mean that mierda de culo loco when we both came, right? I mean, it's okay if you didn't but my legs won't stop shaking." Conchita sounded nervous and unsure of herself, making things suddenly awkward. I was still playing with one of her cheeks giving it a hearty squeeze, pinching a selfish handful.
"Want me to do it until you know?" I always went middle of the road in emotional situations with women. She was facing away from me towards the single loveseat in my one-bedroom flat.
"If I say yeah, will you keep doing it until I get enough?"
"Is that what you want?"
Conchita nodded meekly taking one for the team between us, then piped up again.
"Uh, hey can I use your bathroom? UH, NOT LIKE THAT! Well maybe, but I wanna shower real quick but first I wanna clean up this floor. I'm so fucking embarrassed, but horny at the same time. You were thumping the fuck outta my shit like a boss. Aw shit, I'm gonna have to crawl in that shower, man. Shit I used to think you were a dog ass nigga back in the day, but I would've lined up for the dick too. You were so fucking good in mamma's truck...UHM!! You were the uh, bomb tonight, I mean."
Conchita was stammering a little and talking over herself a mile a minute before rolling on her back facing the ceiling.
"I thought we hated each other."
"I never said that; uhm, well water under the bridge. Especially if you keep digging me out tonight. Shit, I ain't even sucked your dick, yet." Her blue language bordered on the juvenile side of things as I chuckled noticing an exposed breast and the bullet hardened nipple in the center of her medium sized areola.
My fingers went to it pinching and rolling it until her eyes fluttered.
"I gotta funny messed up body that don't act right." Conchita commented letting me have my way with her exposed tit before losing her partially soiled t-shirt letting it all hang out as I cupped them both.
"I don't get it."
"Lost a shit ton of weight six months ago and my tits were huge; but I'm a fat bitch at heart and ate my way to this fucked up shitty body...and my titties shrank. How you gain weight and yo fucking titties shrink? That's straight up retarded; I should be rocking some jugs up here, but I got gipped by the Hombre Grande upstairs, right? You should've seen me when I was smaller, you really would've fucked me then. Sorry, I'm fucked up looking now; that dick got me wanting to get back on that fucking treadmill for you, serious. Man, you fucked me so hard I pissed myself and I'm still laying in it, blabbing."
I facepalmed at her comedic mile a minute stammering, then suckled a nipple making her moan.
"I'm sucking a titty while you're lying in that puddle, so I guess that makes me as bad as you, huh Conchita?"
"I think I should clean this up, so can you turn around?"
"Why?"
"Just do it, please? I don't want you to see me getting up and I wanna clean this up." I turned my back facing away from Conchita on my knees.
She grunted a bit working to right herself and I respected her space knowing she didn't want me to see her getting out of an awkward position. Conchita was big and tall, now carrying some extra padding which left her with a wider frame which made her legs look longer and shapelier while she had the hint of her former waist. Her childish looking face offset body issues she'd had for years. I heard a door slam behind me turning around in time to catch a glimpse of her naked body and a damp shirt in her hand.
"Aw shit." I facepalmed realizing Conchita used her t-shirt to wipe up the puddle as the sink went full blast in my bathroom. My thoughts drifted to the past and her rivalry with the woman her mother had taken under her wing, Lizbeth aka Liz aka Astrid, an independent stripper. Their relationship such as it was, mixed like oil and water. The two women engaged daily sometimes coming to fisticuffs until things culminated with me being unwittingly involved in a bit of emotional terrorism against Lizbeth.
I was chided into participating when Conception (Conchita) outed Lizbeth's clandestine employment at a dive bar strip club. Curiosity got the best of me, and I promptly turned up at said club finding "Astrid" there plying her stock and trade, perhaps without the extras. After an epic night where all my sexual fantasies were fulfilled, Lizbeth cut ties with me and disappeared. I was devastated after learning of Conchita's treachery, but she got the blowback in an immediate beatdown from her rival and the full excoriation and eviction from the family household by her enraged mother. Lizbeth's situation was more important to her mother.
"Hey." I rapped at the bathroom door while Conchita was showering.
"YEAH?!"
"I have a washer and dryer in the back room you can use, okay?"
She shouted back, still sort of breezy after we'd physically mauled one another to oblivion. The first time we hooked up was just as intense with Conchita presumably doing it to stick it to her rival further after being evicted while I was looking for a bit of payback and a Band-Aid for my bruised feelings. We went at it like animals that time, but tonight was different as I took the time to enjoy her fully instead of simply exploiting her like before. I purposely left her hanging knowing she wanted to keep going just to stick it to her, but then panicked afterwards, never returning to the food truck. I left it behind too.
"Uhm...thank you for uh, letting me use your washer; where is it, again?"
I was sitting on my loveseat deep in thought recalling our nasty hookup feeling like crap for not going back to check whether Conchita was even telling the truth about Lizbeth ghosting me and most of her daily life to keep her secret intact. Looking at Conchita now made me want to question her about it all, but I couldn't find the words. She was standing in the open doorway with a towel wrapped around her midsection that hid nothing from view. Her breasts were barely covered while her muff as right in my eyeline along with everything else as I motioned towards the closet that held my washer dryer combo.
"Well, at least wake up in the morning before you start gnawing your arm off to get away from me." She tried to make it sound like a joke, but it came out awkward enough to silence whatever I had in mind.
"Hey." Conchita quickly got to the other side of the door, closing it behind herself even more awkwardly accidentally slamming it.
I stumbled after her opening the door, nearly hitting her with it in the process.
"¡¡Sé que me odias!! Sé que soy un pedazo de basura sin valor, ¿de acuerdo?!! ¡No te soy una mierda porque no soy ella y no me importa mientras me tengas! Sólo... ¡Solo quiero sentirte! ¡Quiero seguir sintiéndote por dentro y por fuera! ¡Por favor, déjame tener esto! Déjame pasar una noche en tu cama, ¿de acuerdo, bebé?" Conchita was borderline hysterical as I threw open the door wider.
"You hungry?"
"What?" She was caught off guard clutching at the towel barely covering her hyper-zaftig curves. It looked like she thought I was going to attack her for a few moments, before she settled down.
"I thought you might be hungry since all we've been doing is smashing since we got in that parking lot; I got a lot of stuff; well, you saw what I bought. Thanks for helping me bring some of it inside." Her expression lightened.
"Uhm, can I cook for you; I mean only if you let me burn for you."
"Well, I don't know; can you cook, Conchita?" The sarcastic look on her face told me I'd successfully lightened the mood as she popped a wide hip out with a hand on that hip.
"Motherfucker, you do know I used to cook most of the stuff you ate at the food truck, eh? Shit, I still burn at mamma's truck part time most weekends, alright? Hey man, sit yo ass down and let me serve you something really nice, okay fool?" She turned tossing her clothing into the washer giving me a view of her exposed saddlebag cheeks.
I slapped the shit out of her right buttock making the lower slightly loose portion, jiggle. Conchita favored it looking pissed for an instant, then glib as she looked over her shoulder with a toothy smile that made her look even more like a toddler in the face.
"You gonna burn for me with nothing but a towel on?"
"Want me to do it naked, payaso?" Conchita was all smiles nodding her head as the towel hit the floor.
Her arms wrapped around the midpoint of my back as I pushed into the small room making out with her getting a mouthful of tongue in the process. I liked the way she moaned when kissing as she cradled my face between her hands really going at it. I thought about all the times we'd yelled, argued and cussed one another out, but couldn't remember what started it. Conchita was always this sort of feral street child that didn't make sense when you saw her old school mother and knew of her strict upbringing. Her mother used to beat her from pillar to post in public arguing back and forth in front of their customers.
"I'd like to do it naked, but it seems like I'm gonna end up making breakfast for you instead if we keep this shit up. Aw yeah, rub your big ass dick on the front of my coño, baby. I like how it feels; cum on my coño for me real quick. Just rub that shit really nice, okay."
I'd grabbed handful of her soft hips luxuriating in the feel of her flesh as I squeezed inside the wedging her huge butt into my washer dryer combo with the underside of my cock resting squarely on her mound. My balls were pressed against the tiny triangular patch of negative space between her lush thighs. Conchita wriggled about until we were mashed fully together with nowhere to go but into each other grinding and rubbing. Her hands handled my hips at first, but then she wrapped her arms around my neck staring at my face as I looked down observing my cock grinding on her furry snatch.
"Yeah, I like it like that, and your thing is always so hard; when you shove that dick inside it feels like a fucking bat or steel bar all up in my business. I be already cumming just from you pushing it in, but I like this too. Back in the day I used to do this with my boyfriends cause mamma was always talking about taking me to the fucking doctor to make sure I still had my virginity. She fucked me up something fierce when she found out I'd been doing it in the ass. We can do that too; it's just that last time you just shoved it inside without letting me use some oil or lube. Guess you were real mad at me, sorry."
Conchita rambled on as I worked up a good rhythm and even better friction grinding that patch of hair on her snatch feeling it intensely. My gaze traveled up to her breasts, finding her nipples extremely hard looking like rounded bullet points. Her areolas were all wrinkled up exposing her incredible lust.
"Crazy right, I was messing around with this cholo, and he used to always play with the ass all the time. Kept begging to rub his thang on my ass crack but got out of pocket and went in my backdoor. I was pissed but wanted to keep him so, I started giving up the ass, too; but he had a small dick and yours is like, really fucking big. Hey, I'm Catholic and they say that shit ain't real sex anyway, but momma beat my ass after that doctor snitched. She used to always know even though I told those assholes not to say shit; I should've sued; I can do that, right? AW!! AW YEAH!! Rub it harder I'm getting wet as fuck."
I shushed Conchita really getting a heated friction that sent shockwaves through my loins.
"Sorry, I talk a lot when I'm happy; want me to turn around? You can rub your dick on my ass crack and cum all over my big flapjack booty. You're probably used to girls with nice butts instead of a sloppy bitch like me, huh? You know, I really did lose a lot of weight, but I like eating too much. I wish you could've seen me like that; you would've really been fucking the shit out of me then, huh payaso?"



I shushed her again and then decided to kiss her into silence as we rubbed and criminally frotted to the ninth degree. Conchita's moans and whimpers made things hot and steamy along with her near constant wriggling and squirming about while we were pressed together. My thighs seized up spontaneously as I crested shooting a thick wad of cum on her fury mound. That first blast was so powerful, it shot up her belly as more bursts came putting me in the zone with lush handfuls of her hips.
"OH SÍ, AHORA ESO ES DE LO QUE COÑO ESTOY HABLANDO¡AHÍ MISMO, BEBÉ! CUM EN MI COÑO!! ¡¡MOJO ESA MIERDA HASTA CHICO NEGRO BONITO!!" Conchita begged wetly working her hips and lower back into my orgasmic thrusts. I went so hard thrusting out my load, it was wetly slick and audible in that small laundry room. Conchita spread her legs as much as she could until my cock slid inside.
"AW SHIT, YOU'RE SO HOT DOWN HERE!!" I shouted in a post orgasmic haze.
"TOMA UN POCO MÁS DE ESTE BEBÉ COÑO CALIENTE!! ¡¡A LA MIERDA PORQUE ES TUYO Y DE NADIE MÁS!! ¡A LA MIERDA ESE COÑO CHICO BONITO!" Conchita cried out in Spanish balletically raising her leg until her foot tapped the side of my thigh. We ended up fucking like rabid animals for a good twenty minutes before Conchita was obliged to lower her leg in the confines of that small closet laundry room.
My cock was unceremoniously ejected from her steaming snatch glistening with our intermingled juices. Conchita bodied into me using her weight with the momentum almost making me fall backward if not for her hand in the small of my back. Her other hand joined that one urging me forward as she bent over taking me in her mouth. Conchita's head was bobbing before I righted myself. She worked a decent sloppy top with loud slurps and gurgles randomly gagging on my cock. My hand caressed her back.
"You're gonna make me cum." I whimpered.
Conchita quickly got on her knees wrapping her hands around the base of my cock twisting in clock and counterclockwise motions as her head pumped back and forth getting me over the hump in grand fashion. I filled her mouth with a deluge of cum which seemed to make this lusty plus sized Latina go into overdrive really giving up the mouth. She managed to threaten me just once before breaking off coughing profusely sort of giggling in this dirty manner. There was a salacious look on her face as she cleaned my cock even taking my balls into her mouth with an infectious happy energy. I helped her up.
"Now you go take a shower while I burn for you and then I wanna suck on this some more before I show you a little trick of mine, okay baby?" Conchita hands were cupping my face, playfully pinching my cheeks as she smiled gregariously. I didn't recognize this woman who used to be my enemy and Lizbeth's.
"Uhm, okay." She hooked her arm in mine actually escorting me to the bathroom door, smiling.
I took a long hot shower while Conchita began cooking, replaying our rolling hookup in my mind over and over getting so horny that I was sporting some serious wood when I stepped out of the shower. Even the memory of our lust-hate fueled revenge hookup seemed different in retrospect. This was one extremely hot bitch with a platinum WAP ready to go at the drop of a dime and the smells coming from the kitchen validated her claims of doing most of the cooking. I found Conchita burning in my kitchen wearing one of my t-shirts which hid absolutely nothing as she glanced at me smiling.
"HEY!! HEY BABY AT LEAST EAT SOME OF THIS FIRST!!" I delivered an open-handed slap right in the middle of her expansive butt, then groped the right cheek in a big clawing pinch. Two of my fingers rubbed up against her slit, prompting her to turn around roughly to dislodge them, still grinning.
"Maybe I'll eat some of this, instead." I cupped her bare sex as she giggled like a schoolgirl lightly shoving me away as she doled out a good portion of what looked like some fried rice done on the fly. There was a whole plate on the table with a fried chop and a bit of potato salad from the fridge. She hadn't touched any of the groceries I bought as she sat me down at the table. Conchita didn't have a plate but pulled up a chair to watch me eat after filling a glass full of fruit punch from a carton.
"Aren't you gonna eat too?"
"Yeah." She answered breezily staring at mt face with her chin resting on her fist. I noticed some tattoos on her fingers along with a slight vine tattoo on top of her hand. Conchita noticed and put it down under the table bringing her other hand up playing with an errant strand of hair. That hand disappeared under the table followed by the soft cushiony feel of her palm around my throbbing erection. She squeezed my tumescence a few times then started stroking it watching me eat. She graduated to long stroking me.
"I'm serious, you gonna eat something, Conchita?"
"I said, yeah."
This big ass twentysomething slid off the chair almost as if she were falling out of it, taking the upper half of my prick between her lips with a loud audible slurp. Her head turned in profile with a third of my cock bulging from her lips already glistening with precum. That right hand stroked towards her mouth.
"That's not fair; that's cheating."
"Eating is not cheating, baby." Conchita's body was half under the table as she pushed a thigh outward taking half in sustained vacuum powered slurps and gurgling thrusts stroking passionately.
"Aw shit, come on bitch." I couldn't finish the meal turning in her direction as she knelt upright flattening her sweaty palms against my inner thighs sucking me off maintaining eye contact continuously as froth started to run down her chin. She would stop, using the tips of her fingers to tease the crown and lightly rake her nails on the shaft, before nearly choking herself to death taking me whole.
"COUGH!! AK!! AK!!...shit, can we like, do it on your love seat? I wanna suck it all out before we uhm, like maybe use the bed?"
"Hell yeah." Conchita chuckled at my response, then broke contact crawling on all fours to my loveseat with her butt facing me and everything else. Frome the back, it was incredible wide, but with a flatness that put her openings on full display accessorized with this prominent crease across the back of both thighs at the top. I didn't know if I wanted to get more sloppy head or bury my cock in her guts. Conchita looked back at me with a wink that told me either way was perfectly fine with her.
I opted for head.
"Bebé, te chuparé esta vara todos los días. Quiero hacer que me llames para chupar esta polla todos los días. Quiero que llores cuando no estoy cerca y que me jodas la mierda cuando aparezca. Tú y nadie más. Solo para tu bebé."
Conchita dirty talked me in Spanish while making a meal out of my prick. She got on all fours at my right side with a deep arch in her back that made the borrowed t-shirt ride up exposing her cheeks. The view was inspiring, making me grab at her butt finding that her size kept it just out of reach, making me groan. Conchita had the base of my endowment framed between her hands sucking me off hard, but broke contact after noticing my repeated attempts to grab her cheeks. She got this mischievous look on her face with a slight chuckle, then went back to sucking the chocolate off my vein covered cock.
"OH SHIT!!"
Without missing a beat, Conchita did a handstand in my lap stuffed full of my endowment orally. Both of her legs were spread far apart for an instant, then she drew them down bending both at the knees framing both sides of my head with her palms flattened outside my thighs. I was given an up close and personal with her snatch. It was partially gaped revealing the rich juicy insides. I was utterly shook.
Then I buried my face in her snatch having the second course of a meal that started at the table. My hands were able to grab all the ass I could handle as we went to town on each other. Conchita managed her weight moderating it leaning into my torso, continuously sucking. Unfortunately, this only lasted a good five minutes before she nearly toppled onto the floor. She was still in good spirits, chuckling.
"Can we; get in your bed, please?"
"Damn, you make me wanna call off from fucking work, Conchita. I might have to keep you locked up in my closet bitch, damn girl." She started laughing so hard that she hiccupped, then covered her mouth briefly before planting that hand in the center of her chest. I didn't recognize my old nemesis. That was a good thing.
"YOU'LL HAVE TO CATCH ME FIRST!" Conchita managed to get up in an awkward looking run that saw her bump a shoulder into the doorframe before faceplanting in my bed. Her weight made the mattress slide off the box spring a little while my bedding was nuked from the impact. She didn't move a muscle or say a word as I walked in surveying the wealth of riches in this prone girl flat out in my bed.
"Damn I don't know what to do first after you showed me your trick out there." Conchita turned on her side in the resting buddha position looking at me chortling before composing herself enough to speak.
"That wasn't my trick."
"No?"
"Nope, get in the bed with me and I'll show you, my trick." Conchita crooked a finger beckoning me into the bed with her. I got in cautiously, not knowing what to expect under her gaze as she cupped a breast.
"So, show me your trick." I knelt at her side watching.
"OKAAAAAY!" Conchita giggled playfully as she grabbed the back of her knee raising her long leg into the air until the bottom of her foot faced the ceiling.
"That's it?" I shrugged.
"Nope."
Conchita fell over on her back with an impact that shook the bed, still holding the back of her knee folding that long leg behind her head while silencing me with a finger in front of her lips. The other leg went into the air facing the ceiling momentarily before being folded as she contorted bringing both shoulders forward. This left her massive butt right in front of her face as she worked her tits out overlapping the backs of her juicy thighs. Conchita reached up with both hands over her noggin grabbing her ankles with a smile that quickly became sustained giggling because of the expression on my face.
"You're...double jointed?" The movement was utterly fluid done without stress or strain on her plus sized body.
"Yup."
"Holy shit, I'm dead." Conchita laughed giving both of her wide load ass cheeks a loud double slap that reverberated off the walls of my bedroom. She was busting up at my reaction to her improbable limberness.
"When I'm like this you got everything right on the table Alacarte baby; mouth, titties, pussy and all of this fat ass, too." She sounded glib and carefree, like she was delivering an order in a restaurant.
"Shit."
"What would you like first, huh?" She asked seconds before my prick hit her maw like a guided missile.
"AW SHIT!!" Her cheeks vacuumed inward with a sustained suction that made me cry and plunge her mouth shivering from the sensation.
Conchita used her arms pushed forward arms cupping her breasts together as she spit out my cock letting it fall atop her tits. My shaft was engulfed in her cleavage, fingers interlocked trapping it against her breastbone. Conchita held me tight to her chest as I fucked her tits for a while until she released me. I followed the invisible line down to her snatch getting reacquainted with a series of deep thrusts, balls slapping against her butt. I was hitting so hard, motion ripples appeared on her tummy, inner thighs and the lower half of her buttocks. I was mounted over her palms flat, legs spread wide apart on all fours.
"Aw shit baby; I can't get enough of your dick. You fuck my pussy like you mean it. It feels like you're trying to break me in half with that shit... AW SÍ, FOLLARME COMO SI QUISIERAS MATARME CON ESA GRAN POLLA DE CULO!! ¡¡A LA MIERDA TU COÑO BEBÉ!!" Her wetness was off the charts with visible splashes accompanying my miles deep thrusts.
Conchita left my shaft coated in her slimy essence as I did my best to push her through my headboard.
"LAST ONE, YOU KNOW WHAT TO DO WITH THAT DICK!! SHOVE IT UP MY ASS!!" Conchita shouted half hiccupping with an excess of saliva in her mouth.
We were nasty together in each of our trysts, so I wasn't put off by the bit of spit running out the corner of her mouth as she continued encouraging me to take her last opening. I'd been there before, but it was more of an angry sexual trolling back then in that food truck. Conchita interlocked her fingers in front of the back of her thighs with her folded legs pressed tight against her torso. Her flexibility was almost superhuman as she tightened her grip making that big wide load butt of hers expand.
"Come on, do it."
There was more than enough natural lubrication as I took her backdoor after so long. My hands carefully cradled the outside of her buttocks as she was slowly penetrated and fucked methodically. I spread my legs wider pushing them under her cheeks long stroking her from stem to stern slowly, just enjoying her in an upright kneeling position.
Her breathy moans and whimpering Spanish language encouragements sent me right over the edge quicker than I wanted. I shot a load into her bowels following up with by glazing her peachy cunt as she spread those long legs still handling them behind the knees so that I could cum on her belly, tits and lastly her juvenile features in strained sprinkles.
"That was so good." Conchita allowed her feet to land flat on the mattress assuming a position like she was at a gynecologist's office with her feet in stirrups. I was kneeling between her legs surveying the mess I'd made of her all over again. She just lay there breathing hard staring at my face lost in thought for a few moments. Her hand drifted down rubbing my jizz all over the outside of her peachy cunt.
"Man, I don't know how I'm gonna make it through work tomorrow."
"Today." Conchita motioned pointing at the clock on my bedside table.
It was fifteen after two in the morning and I was feeling it all over still looking at her whimsical expression.
"If you want, I'll watch over you while you sleep until it's time for you to get up to work. I'm sorry for keeping you up when you needed sleep; maybe you can take another shower while I clean up the mess so everything will be nice when you get home. I can take a bus from here at like, five in the morning."
"I'll take you home."
"Uhm, I don't wanna be an inconvenience."
"I got you, Conchita, okay?" There was this flash of something just behind the eyes as she flushed crimson looking away from my face. She tried to stifle a smile biting her lower lip, then answered.
"Okay."
I flopped out atop her big, beautiful body, unconscious.
[DARKNESS]
"Wake up."
"Huh, what time is it; am I late getting up for work? I start at seven and I gotta open the doors for the weekend skeleton crew...OH SHIT!" I started to panic right out of a deep slumber, but she rested a palm on my chest.
"It's right before six; I forgot to ask what time you had to go to work, so I had to wake you up, sorry." Conchita was there lying beside me in the resting buddha position still wearing nothing but a t-shirt which rode up on the deep curve of her hip leaving everything below exposed.
"Ah, it's okay girl; you ready to go home?"
"You don't have to drive me; I'll take the bus."
"Nope, I'm gonna make sure you get home safe before I get to work. That shit is non-negotiable; besides what would mamma say about me leaving her daughter at a bus stop in the AM, huh?"
"She don't care." Conchita replied ruefully looking away, then back at my face as she fondled a pec.
"She does, trust and believe; your clothes dry already?"
"Yeah, but..."
"What?" She ran a pointer finger tracing the defined nature of my chest as she avoided looking me in the eye.
"Uhm, well can I uh...?" Her words trailed off in the fleeting darkness engulfing my bedroom. Conchita smelled of my bodywash and her hair was wet. The only source of light came from the cracked door of my bathroom.
"What?"
"Can I get your uhm, number; uh, I'll take it out in trade." She bargained, making me raise a brow.
"Huh?"
"It's just that uhm, I was hoping I could see you just one more time. I mean, I'm not trying to make it weird, but there's just one more thing and I... uh, well can I get your number for something nice?"
"Something nice?"
Her cushiony fist was suddenly wrapped around my cock softly stroking it into rigid hardness. Conchita rolled into a ball kotowing at my hip using her other hand behind my balls as she took me from stem to root soulfully sucking on my prick. Her light sensual moans filled the room as I considered letting her crash at my place but thought better of it. My Uncle Billy taught me never to let a woman cat out in your home unless she was your wife, or all kinds of chaos would ensue. I followed that rule to the letter; but Conchita was making a strong argument against that cardinal rule.
"Can I have your number, huh?"
She sucked hard on my cock making me involuntarily arch up into her mouth as her head pumped vertically on my crotch, audibly sucking and slurping. I exploded in her mouth in less than ten minutes as she earned my number in spades. Time kept me from nailing her to my mattress with extreme prejudice and I reluctantly took a cold shower. Conchita already cleaned my apartment and put away the groceries as I slept like a rock after the first round of trysts with her starting back in that Walmart parking lot.
"Crazy, huh?" I asked driving across town while she sat there focused on her phone as strains of "Just LIke Music" by Eric Sermon.
"Huh, what?" Conchita seemed a bit pensive bunched up in the seat with her knees drawn up in her chest. Her limberness was now on display as part of her being.
"How we ended up messing around."
"Oh, well we did it before." Her tone sounded dismissive, yet slightly emotional drawing my attention.
"Everything okay?"
"Fine."
"Are you sure?" Conchita raised a brow looking at me like she wanted to say something but refrained.
"Yeah, you really didn't have to take me home. I had it under control, but hey you got a good morning blowie out of the situation, eh? Man, if you didn't wake up, I was gonna sit on your shit and get some more while you was sleep."
"You think your big ass bouncing on my dick wouldn't have woke me up?" We stared at each other, then shared a hearty laugh which she abruptly cut short staring out her passenger side window. Conchita wouldn't tell me where she lived but directed me to a dense mid-city hood that wasn't too far from the job.
"You liked it, right?"
"I wish I didn't have to go to work." She made this weird smiley scrunched up face like she was trying hold in her feelings, then just blurted it out.
"What about your girlfriend, huh?"
"Excuse me?" I raised a brow as we pulled up to a red light. Conchita was visibly pensive biting her nails looking out the window. It felt like she wanted to jump out of my ride as I turned down the music.
"Uhm, your girlfriend; don't try to deny it, I'm good. She got some big ass motherfucking titties, though; you must like shoving your thing between those, huh payaso?"
"What're you talking about, Conchita?"
"IT'S OKAY!! ALRIGHT?!! I know how to be a good little jump off, okay? No worries, baby boy; I can share the stick, I was trained that way since I was little, you know? There ain't nothing a bitch got that another bitch can't take away, alright? We just ran into each other and ended up doing it, eh? Damn that white bitch got some BIG ASS FUCKING TITTIES, shit! I got some D's, and she makes me feel like I need a training bra. Fuck man, can't compete with Becky with the BIG TITS, huh payaso? Sent you a pic, I saw."



"Uhm, Holly; sent me a pic?" It became clear Conchita had gone into my phone.
"OH, SO YOU REMEMBER HER NOW, HUH FOOL?!!" Raw emotion erupted out of her as I took a glance at my phone to find the pic sent at some point during the night while I was fooling around with Conchita.
It was a closeup of my coworker from the bottom of her chin to the midpoint of her humongous breasts. Her strawberry frizzy mane framed the pic which looked damn near 3D due to her bulging tits exposed with her large areolas slightly in frame. It had been sent while I was banging Conchita in a local park. I'd forgotten the workplace hookup that made it possible for me to run into Conchita at that Walmart. I'd worked past my shift off clock to partially catch up on work meant for both of us after trading her share for sex. Conception aka Conchita had blown all of that out of the water in a few hours.
"Oh, we work together." I offered making her head robotically crane in my direction, brow furrowed.
"You fucked, right?"
"Yeah, but that was..."
"IT'S OKAY MAN, YOU AIN'T GOTTA TELL ME SHIT!!...hey, we just hooked up, okay? I'm a whore, too and I know how to go with the flow, so you ain't gotta make up no excuses and shit; I'm good, better than good, you know? Uhm, you're gonna still do that thing, right?"
"What thing?"
"See me one more time; that's all I want. I mean, it's okay if you don't wanna." Conchita sounded meek and fragile, eyes darting about as she continued nibbling on a nail.
I leaned over kissing her for a while until a car behind us started honking its horn in the middle of the early morning darkness. I tooled over letting the guy pass and he still gave me a one finger salute as Conchita took the opportunity to jump out of my SUV running up onto the sidewalk.
"HEY WHERE ARE YOU GOING?!!"
"BYE CHICO BONITO!!" Conchita bolted running into some large brush at the other side of the sidewalk. She ran from me, and I gave chase running into the brush after her feeling like we still had more to talk about. I hit a fence so hard that I tumbled over it landing on my back in some leaves and trash. There was an open space in this fence that Conchita had obviously run through. I recovered following this path into a clearing, finding the back of this double lot craftsman home with a large storage bin in the back.
"Conchita?" I called out walking to the edge of this lot finding a cluttered stuffed partially fenceless backyard and a familiar sight along the parking lot at the side of the house.
Mamma's food truck was wedged against the house with a paneled station wagon parked tailgate behind it. This was Conchita's home in the middle of the city, and it was pretty nice looking. I glanced around figuring she'd gone into a backdoor. I started off looking at that sort of rust covered storage bin noticing one of her shoes on the ground.
"Me voy a trabajar en la planta; Me pondré al día más tarde después de la iglesia para que podamos llevar a los niños a una película esta noche." Some voices alerted me. I flinched glancing back seeing this slightly balding middle-aged Latino man exiting the side door wearing an engineer's uniform.
"Vuelve a la cama; Cancela para que podamos divertirnos un poco más juntos. Ha pasado un tiempo desde que tuvimos un tiempo a solas." My blood ran cold at the sound of the other voice; it was sharp and unmistakable even in Spanish. I scrambled back into the brush making some noise that alerted the guy who looked in my direction finding nothing. I ducked behind a large out of service generator near the storage unit.
I peered around the side of the unit, heart thumping wildly.
Lizbeth appeared at his side wrapped in a robe that did nothing to hide her charms and exquisite figure. Her hair was tight to her head with a side swept bang in the front, drawn into a ponytail in the back and thick blocky glasses covered her exotic looking eyes. It was obvious I was looking at a married couple.
She was holding a baby in her arms as he leaned in kissing her on the cheek before receiving a metal lunch box. My face twisted up, lip quivering as I watched them make out for a second or two before he got behind the wheel of the station wagon and backed out of the driveway. Lizbeth watched long after he was gone before turning back into the house. She stopped at the door glancing in my direction.
"I KNOW YOU'RE WATCHING!!" My heart leapt into my throat.
"Ain't nobody watching your ass with that loser; is that even his baby?" Conchita's voice answered back from the storage unit as Lizbeth glared giving the baby a peck on the head.
"Let me put the baby down and then I'll beat your ass all over that fucking backyard, grasa. ¡Mira lo que tengo y mira lo que no eres, perra!" It seems their blood feud continued while I was out of the picture.
Conchita slid the storage unit open walking out to greet her rival combing out the right side of her hair out facing Lizbeth.
"Ain't nobody sweating you; I just got home."
"Make a lot of money on the corner?" It was a burn as I got a glimpse of the interior of the stuffed bin, noticing some personal effects there and a small cot. She was living in that storage bin.
"Ask your man."
"My husband wouldn't touch you if you paid him." Lizbeth snarled as I inched back into the heavy brush this time using the open section of the fence.
"Who's talking about that simp?"
Lizbeth's face scrunched up as I got out of there trying to stay quiet. My heart was thumping hard while the women faced off in the yard. I was trembling uncontrollably as I got out at the other side unfortunately encountering some old woman walking her purse dog which immediately started barking at me accompanied by her bloodcurdling scream.
I sped off speeding right by the front of Lizbeth's house noticing her in the front yard as more dogs barked in the distance waking a portion of the sleeping neighborhood. Ironically, I followed the same path as Lizbeth's husband before hitting the freeway to work.
"FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!! SHE GOT MARRIED!! I screamed gunning it down the freeway wanting nothing more than to escape.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
*************************************************************************************
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"Oh, hello?" I was still flustered after getting a shock to the system after discovering a former love interest of sorts and learning that she'd moved on gracefully.
I'd ended up having a fateful one-night stand with her that culminated in her cutting me out of her life after I'd learned of her "night job" as a stripper. This was due to her rival and worst enemy, who I slept with partially out of spite leaving that woman Conception aka Conchita unfulfilled on purpose in her mother's food truck, afterwards.
Sister Fate deemed that I'd find out what occurred afterwards when I happened upon Conchita in a Walmart after doing hours of work in exchange for a hookup with my partner in the mail room, Holly McMichael. It turned out to be a boon as we were sexually compatible to the ninth degree. I enjoyed Conchita and she in turn gave as good as she got, several times over.
Now I was conflicted after learning that my former Lizbeth was married and had a new baby with some dorky looking guy who probably made way more money than me. I was still pretty much in the same place since the time we interacted regularly. It was a slap in the face from the universe with Conchita as the cheese in the metaphorical mouse trap and Holly as the catalyst.
Back in the day, I'd fooled around with Holly McMichael taking full advantage of her boulder sized tits having a go at Conchita the following day after spending the night with Lizbeth unaware she was about to cut me out of her life.
"Uhm hello, I'm Jenny. Jenny Delacruz and I'm from the main office new around here. I was supposed to be here yesterday but got sidetracked; supposed to help you with the pack up in the storage room and uh, some other things over the weekend. I missed out, but I'm here all day so we can make up for lost time."
Jenny Delacruz was this short Asian woman with an unusually cute face, eyes hidden behind some thick nerdy glasses which were almost the same kind Lizbeth was wearing when I saw her. She was wearing a mint-colored windbreaker jacket over a hot pink collared golf t-shirt and simple jeans with canvas sneakers on her feet. A backpack hung from her shoulder as she ran a finger through her shoulder length hair with this muted plucky looking smile on her oval shaped face. This was the girl next door.
"Nice to meet you; it's okay about yesterday, I got a lot done so it's mostly just catalouging and clean up. The main office sent you down here, on a weekend?"
"Yeah uh, well I usually work remotely. Guess they thought I should stretch my legs a bit." She started to laugh but cut it short as I noticed she stuck a leg out trying to be cute to emphasize her point.
"Uhm, well okay then; do you need a place to put your backpack?"
"Yeah."
"Okay, follow me, Jenny." I unlocked the door, still reeling internally from seeing Lizbeth out of nowhere holding the door for my impromptu coworker. Jenny grabbed the door handle inching close to it with this little stutter step.
"It's only fair that I hold the door for you, especially since I wasn't here to help out yesterday." She gestured towards the stairwell leading up to the back of my department which was a small office and dispatch in the middle of a larger floor. I didn't know what to make of the gesture figuring maybe she thought I would look at her butt when she walked up the stairs. It happened a lot with other women when I first transferred over from my other job after that office folded.
"Uhm, thanks."
"Think nothing of it partner; I'm, gonna be helping you all day." Jenny had this cheesy sort of fake looking smile that triggered my internal defense mode. I recognized that smile in a lot of other women in the working world and usually it meant some sort of trouble if I didn't mind my Ps and Qs. I walked up a few steps then turned glancing back.
"So, what's your position since you work remotely?" I found her still standing at the bottom of the stairs staring blankly in my direction. It took her a second too long to answer, making me antsy.
"Middle management, started off freelance but got an offer that worked for me. I love working from home now and making some serious coin." Jenny was still there looking up at my face talking lively, but with a straight face.
"How'd they get you to come over here for a weekend?"
"I owed a favor; and it worked out because I got to meet one of my coworkers who would've never known I existed."
"Who?" I was curious.
"You." She pointed abruptly, then looked at her own feet when I stared back blank faced. I was starting to think she was some kind of mole left over from the management of my previous company who didn't exactly like me.
I'd walked through broken glass and fire in an epic struggle with my former boss Mr. Kumar and his "out there"entitled niece Laila, who came in posing as an intern. She was actually middle management tricking me into training her for a position that she knew I should've been in years earlier. We'd also fooled around with me pounding epic sand out of her big Indian ass before all was said and done. Now, she was back in her home country in an arranged marriage.
"Uhm, okay."
"Did I say something wrong; you look weirded out?"
"Nah, I just look funny."
"No, you don't; I mean, you look just uh, fine." It sounded like she caught herself mid-sentence walking up a few steps behind me gesturing for me to continue. I walked up a few more steps then looked back to find her staring.
"You coming?"
"Yeah." Jenny tucked her chin joining me on the step continuing onward to the second-floor door pulling it open letting it slam loudly behind her.
"Uhm, okay." I followed.
Jenny was standing outside my office right at the locked dispatch window with her back to me staring at her phone. It seemed like she'd been at the office before making me think she was some kind of plant. My former employers still had it out for me, and I was determined to give this woman nothing outside of my robotic best. I walked up to the door unlocking it, finding a stack of packages on the floor. Security on graveyard shift were instructed to deliver packages left at the dock to the mail room for processing.
"Uh, do you have your own office or are you, with me for most of the day?" I avoided Jenny as she turned with what I thought was a fake smile plastered across her face.
"Well uh, aren't we expecting another person, too?"
"It's just me." I answered not looking at her face finding more mail and packages all over the place backed up due to my having to spend extra time downstairs in the storage room doing a good half of the work left behind after I traded sex for Holly having the rest of the weekend off.
It seemed like a good idea at the time.
"Are you sure about that; this is way too much work for one person. I thought two were scheduled in the mailroom at all times with a supervisor covering them on breaks, and lunch. You sure you're alone this weekend?" The hair stood up on the back of my neck as Jenny stood there looking me dead in the face. Holly McMichael made out like a bandit on me, but I didn't want to be responsible for her losing her job.
"Well, you're here, aren't you?" I forced an awkward smile knowing I wasn't going to answer the question unless she wanted to reveal her true identity to me. I figured I was fucked one way or the other no matter how I answered.
"True, so I guess we're in this, together; Uhm, I can get all this stuff out of the way if you want to start downstairs in the storage room. You don't have to worry; I know my way around a mail room blindfolded."
"Should I be worried about my job?"
"Very funny; do you want me to take the storage room and join me down there later, then?"
"Nah, I'll take it, Jenny."
"You're not saying that because I'm a woman, are you? I don't have a problem getting my hands dirty." Even though she was smiling; I was getting edgy vibes from her just beneath the surface.
"I'm going." I started to walk off jingling the keys in my pocket as a form of protest to her presence in the office. I wasn't going to give her what she wanted by engaging in a "frenemy-argument" so that she could get the ball rolling. The new company that had been slowly taking over the place seemed to be closing its fist around its employees and I'd forgotten the struggle that started a while back with that Indian intern.
"EXCUSE ME!"
"Yeah?" I glanced back at the door leading down the back stairwell to the storage room at the bottom.
"I'll be down as soon as I take care of all this stuff backed up in the office." It looked like she picked up on my latent attitude towards her presence, but I didn't care.
"Sure." I left Jenny there at the entrance to the mailroom, closing the door behind me letting it slam as she did moments earlier.
My mind was running a mile a minute with Holly McMichael at the forefront. There was likely no doubt Jenny knew she was scheduled to be on duty on weekends alongside me, so I dialed her up getting voicemail a few times until she picked up as I unlocked and got just inside the door.
"Fuck, speak." It sounded as if she'd been awakened from a deep sleep; I woke the proverbial dragon.
"YOU GOTTA GET DOWN HERE, RIGHT NOW!!" I blurted out engulfed with existential panic for my random friend with benefits and busty coworker.
"WHAT?!! Are you shitting me this early on a Sunday morning, huh? I do believe we made a deal that I get the rest of the weekend off in exchange for draining your balls. Well, I held up my end of the bargain and what; now you wanna back out because you got stuck with all that shit down there at the office?!"
"No listen..."
"No, you listen; I let you do what you wanted and particularly enjoyed it too, but if you're trying to fuck with me, I gonna give you the mother of all two pieces when I see you tomorrow. I gave up the pussy and you're trying to renege on our deal! Man, if you don't cut it out, I'm gonna leave you laying upside down at the top of them stairs outside the motherfucking office. You're gonna get your grill knocked out just like that bum ass bitch, Derbin." I noticed she was half whispering, probably not wanting to wake up Phil.
"SOMEONE'S HERE!"
"Huh, what did you say, bro?"
"Some weird ass Asian chick I never seen before showed up this morning, and it looks like she's been here before. Just walked right over to the mailroom. Talks like she's from management but is acting like she'd some kind of remote worker sent over here to help us out. I ain't trying to go back on our deal, and you ain't never giving me nothing but them big ass titties of yours, FYI. You know a Jenny Delacruz?"
"Fuck no; you think the new management team is trying to play some fucking games?" I could hear the ruffle of bedding as Holly presumably sat up.
"Yeah, you need to get down here asap, Holly." I was anxious wanting to present a united front this time before the bullshit began.
"No can do."
"WHAT BITCH!! WHAT-THE FUCK?!! Did you hear a word I've said? A motherfucking op is down here snooping around and you're up in yo narrow ass because I got some pussy on trade; okay bitch, I'll give you another day if you want, but I'm not taking any shit if you get fired, okay?"
"Sorry man; it's not like that." Holly suddenly sounded contrite.
"You're not coming?"
"It's not like that."
"What's that supposed to mean, huh bitch?" I was irritated that she still resisted coming to the office.
"Uh, I'm kinda in Vegas."
"WHAT?!!"
"Man, I'm out of state."
"...ARE YOU SERIOUS?!" I did a doubletake in the storage room.
"Look, I'm taking a redeye back there at eleven tonight; I'll see you in the morning. No matter what happens, we'll talk and uh...I owe you one. You've always been cool with me, and you got one hell of a big dick, too. No matter what happens, we people, okay?"
"Yeah, I'm shocked you and Phil could just up and fly out like that on a whim; uh, tell him I said hello."
"Uh, sure thing; look, I'll talk to you tomorrow." I heard some movement in the background and the sounds of another person yawning. I listened closely expecting Holly to tell her man and our mutual acquaintance I was on the phone. Then I heard more movement and some kissing followed by an additional muffled voice.
"Holly?" It sounded like more movement in the background as I detected some muted talking and random distant laughter.
"BYE!" She ended the call.
"What the fuck; are they swinging out there or something?" As far as I knew, I was the only other guy Holly messed around with post Derbin. She'd got with Phil the same night we all hooked up for an epic revenge threesome on her cheating boyfriend / baby daddy. She'd been with the Uber driver, a semi-retired trucker since then as an impromptu blended family. I'd been invited to continue our sexual acquaintance, but hadn't taken them up on the offer. I just didn't want to be the third wheel.
"Guess they do that shit all the time, now." I mumbled as I worked in the storage room.
Thoughts of our original "Big Boss" Martha popped up in my head as I recalled packing up a lot of her stuff in this very storage room on what turned out to be her last night running the department. We'd hooked up as well after I found out she was holding. This older woman and MILF had one of the best bodies I'd ever seen on a woman of any age, and a show stopping ass that shut down any room she walked into.
We ended up hooking up in the first of two epic weekend one-night stands with Martha flexing sexually on me that night; me flexing on Holly, with Phil later in the AM, ironically on a Sunday much like the one I was presently trapped in with Jenny Delacruz. It was serendipitous to a certain extent as I'd also hooked up with Holly this weekend followed by a scintillating series of trysts with Conchita, a former enemy over this weekend. Thinking about it and the discovery of Lizbeth's fate left me a bit addled. I truly didn't know what would happen next as I considered what would happen on Monday morning.
"Huh?" There was some light knocking on the heavy metal door of the storage room. It didn't have a peephole situated on the backstairs of the building, so I was obliged to open it to find Jenny standing there right outside it with her wrists crossed over, one hand holding a phone.
"Can we talk?"
"Aw shit." I facepalmed thinking this was it believing I'd get shit canned too because of my deal with Holly McMichael. Jenny blinked profusely, raising her palm as she stepped inside the storage room, but used a foot to keep the heavy door open.
"Uh no, it's not like that! I figured out you probably think I'm here to spy on you or something; it's not like that, I'm just here to help you out, like I said. You can go through my phone right now if you want. It's not locked, here." Jenny offered her phone as I wondered if she'd been listening outside the door.
"You don't have to..."
"Yes, I do; look I'm not here for some nefarious reason, okay? See for yourself."
"Nah, I'm good."
"That's fucked up; hey, I don't get out much and I don't date so sometimes I can be a little awkward around people. I'm sorry for rubbing you the wrong way; I'll go back to the mail room and finish up the rest of the stuff there, then join you down here, if you want. I'm not trying to replace you and I ain't no snitch."
"Hey."
"No, let's just get our shit together and then you ain't gotta worry about seeing me again." Jenny stalked out of the room leaving me there to mull over what was said. I still didn't trust her.
"Fuck." I stared at the closed door feeling like an asshole but still didn't trust her.
My interactions with the company before I transferred over to my current building left much to be desired. Particularly Laila Kumar who came in posing as an intern. She turned my life upside down teaching me a lesson about seeing the forest for the trees. Yet, despite that lesson, I still hooked up with Holly McMichael and my former boss, Martha. The office wasn't really the same without her and management struggled to compensate for the natural authority she brought to the table. I still hadn't found out why she left a cushy position. She never copped to the reason for her departure. I didn't ask.
"Dat ass." I mumbled under my breath breezily remembering that huge densely packed donk that she hid behind baggy loose fitting work khakis until that last day of work. The woman had the face of Morgan Freeman's long-lost sister and the body of a Nubian goddess. I only got one turn at bat.
"Those motherfucking tits." Holly McMichael was a literal juggernaut of down home, sort of displaced backwoods sexuality with a massive bust that made all sorts of men and one woman trade their jobs to shoot their shot with this blue-collar female with "Once in a Lifetime" tits that made any room she entered, smaller. We were current friends with benefits, but I didn't know for how much longer. I wanted her so bad; I engaged in a threesome with then uber driver, now friend, Phil. They had become a couple living together with him taking up stepdaddy duties for her brood.
"That Indian Intern." I'd turned the tables on Laila Kumar spectacularly and enjoyed the hell out of her hyper-hourglass figure. We'd engaged in nasty sex all over my last job starting in an elevator, followed up in the parking garage and later, the office we worked in before I was temporarily expunged. I got righteous payback and an epic goodbye fuck after humiliating the Indian Intern making her debase herself in public before fucking the snot out of her entitled ass. She was a trust fund baby "slumming in the streets" I sent her limping back to her castle and arranged marriage in India with a gaped asshole.
"Hey." Jenny returned an hour later knocking opting to stick her head inside instead of just walking inside.
"Oh, what's up Jenny?"
"You like pizza?"
"Yeah, you buying?" I kept at my work not really looking her in the face after our earlier partial confrontation.
"Why would I ask if I weren't buying? I'm gonna buy two or three pizzas and maybe a few sides for lunch, my treat obviously. Don't worry, I'm not trying to bribe you or anything, I don't like eating alone. Would you consider sharing a table with me, or are you afraid I'm wearing a wire?"
This woman was possibly the cutest Asian woman I'd ever seen, but I detected full snark in her voice deciding to address the elephant in the room.
"Hey, I didn't mean anything earlier and I never said you were a plant; put yourself in my shoes and ask yourself if you would act any different." Her brow furrowed a little as she processed my explanation. I couldn't help but notice her prominent lips which looked damn near collogen injected. I'd never ask.
"That's why I offered you, my phone; what girl would do that? That's a rhetorical question, but I'll admit I know people upstairs, okay? I'm a remote worker and I apologize for putting my foot in my mouth. You looked like a cool guy, and maybe I talked too much without using my head, okay?"
"It's cool, don't get me fired." Jenny scoffed with a half-smile on her face oozing visual sarcasm. I tried to make it sound like a joke.
"I never got anybody fired before, but I was tempted." she stepped inside the storage room leaning against the wall arms folded staring at me.
"Excuse me?"
"At my last job, this cow bitch was trying to take my man; but she quit because she was lazy saving me the trouble of cashing in on my friendship with the director of H.R. I know how that sounds, but I'm only human."



"Did your boyfriend find out?"
"Never came up, but she did try to call him after she was gone."
"How did you know that?"
"I take the fifth; and just to be clear, I'm not one of those jealous types. I just had a feeling and I had to follow up on it. Sometimes you have to do what's in your heart, or it drives you crazy."
"Are you ever gonna tell him?"
"We broke up; Derrick walked away."
"Sorry."
"Well look at that, we're talking." Jenny commented, looking more relaxed, less offended.
"Guess we are, huh?"
"Well, I'm gonna uhm, go back upstairs and finish out the rest of those packages. OH YEAH! A friend of yours is upstairs at the loading dock entrance. He hit the buzzer, and we had a small back and forth until he said your name."
"WHAT?!"
"Sorry, I got distracted when I came in here and forgot for a second; pepperoni, right?" It took me a while to figure Jenny out before nodding my head. She disappeared as quickly as she appeared.
I was befuddled, waiting a few minutes to find the courage to walk upstairs and find out who was waiting for me. Most of my male acquaintances were antagonistic, so I wasn't going to run out blindly and get taken down. I went upstairs but stepped inside the main office, taking the time to use a computer to access the security cam. The company I worked for was so cheap, security was off on Sunday except for a late swing and graveyard shift which showed up around three in the afternoon.
"Handa na akong hilahin pababa ang panty ko nang makita ko siya. Oo nga, basang basa na niya ako, nagdrip ako. Oo, kung makuha ko ang bibig na ito sa kanya, tapos na; Gagawin ko siyang bitch ko."
Jenny was talking in her language, which sounded like Tagalog.
"What, are you shitting me; you know I got skills, girl." I could hear part of the conversation coming from the mail room in the middle of the floor. The dispatch window was partially down as I went downstairs after getting a shock when I looked at the security cams. I didn't know what to expect, so I exited an alternate door coming up behind my visitor who was facing the lowered shutters leading onto the loading dock.
"Phil, what's up?" He didn't turn around right away but addressed me with an expected question.
"Holly ain't in there, is she?"
"Nope." I answered bleakly, realizing my uber busty coworker was creeping on an epic level as my much older fiftysomething friend turned facing me. The dead look in his eyes spoke to a happy ending I now knew was a myth.
"She at your place."
"You know she ain't, bruh."
"Aw fuck man; she left me with her kids, and I figured she was getting it from you. She's been bringing up your name a lot lately, so I thought maybe..."
"I'm not creeping with Holly; I hooked up with her yesterday. I can't lie about that shit, Phil; but she traded the rest of her weekend at work for that sneaky link. I'm sorry about that; so what're we doing, sir?"
"I wanted her to be with you; well, that's how I met the woman, so I ain't got no beef with you. We've been having some problems, money and uh, in the sack. I'm a little bit diabetic, so my equipment has been on the fritz. I noticed she's been coming home with a lot of expensive shit and getting more in the mail. Well, we kinda had it out about that shit and she admitted to doing some "social media" with those tits."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah, been doing it in the middle of the night and whenever the kids were over at their daddy's trailer. Fuck I didn't mind it, but we still had some money problems after I had an unexpected stay in the hospital. She been kind of dismissive and I been playing the background because I thought she was getting it from you. Guess I was wrong, huh?"
"So what're you gonna do now?" I didn't want to tell him that I knew where Holly was at that moment. The look on his face was that start realization men get when they realize they aare just the backup plan of a woman supposedly in a relationship with them.
"Dropped the kids off at their daddy house after I packed a duffle. Thinking about driving to my brother's place two states over. Maybe, I'll settle in and live the quiet life after doing time as a step daddy."
"So, you're just gonna run away without telling her shit?"
"Well, I don't know how I'll feel if I see her face. Fuck, you know how we met and I guess I was stupid for thinking it was my happy ending after being married two fucking times. Man, I'm gonna miss those tits."
"You should hang out."
"Ah, I don't like drama; too old for that mess; you can have her if you want."
"Not even, but I uh, gave her the business yesterday. I never pegged Holly for the creeping type, but after Derbin cheated in the worst way, we ended up getting lucky. That night we had that threesome was the firs time we slept together, yesterday was the second."
"Wanna hear something funny?"
"What?"
"Went to a doctor for my uh, problem downstairs; got a little surgical procedure and now I'm good as new. I dropped the kids off with Derbin last night around eight and went home waiting for her with a loaded weapon. I was gonna knock the bottom out of her with these twelve cured inches of meat, but she never showed. I knew it was over when all my calls went straight to voicemail."
"Man shit; so Holly is doing to you what Derbin did to her?"
"Guess so; but to be honest, you did try to warn me off of her that night."
"Sorry about all this shit, but if you wanna know where she is, I'll snitch." His weathered eyes lit up at my admission, then went back to normal as his white bearded countenance resumed its normal look.
"Nah, but I think we should meet up some time and bang out another female so I can get my shit squared away. She probably went back to her old man anyway. He was her first; always gotta hear about that. Even when I was stuffing her tight little cooch. Yeah, we gotta ht another girl so I can erase her sorry tail off my ledger."
"I don't know, but it sounds like a plan, Phil."
"Yeah, so I'm out of here for the greener pastures of my brother's newly minted country home. He's gettign married next weekend to his lady love. She's younger and hella pretty; you'd love her too. I guess me and my brother cut from the same cloth because his lady got some big ass titties, too."
Both of us shared an akward laugh for a few moments.
"How big?"
"Least an E-Cup ; cutest little round face nice, well mannered and personable. They got two of her kin they're trying to adopt, too. At least somebody in the family got a happy ending. All mine just cheated, but the first one bounced after two months. I respect her, the most."
"I hear you, brother."
We bumped fists before he got behind the wheel and pulled off. I didn't know if I would see him again and didn't know how I felt about Holly going forward. When all was said and done, Holly McMichaels was in business for herseflf to the exclusion of all else. Those 44H-Cup tits of hers would assure that her bed was always occupied. If all else failed, I knew she'd run back to Derbin. He was always there for her.
I was bummed trudging back into the building wondering if I would see Holly again and if I did, how awkward things would be when she inevitably brought up Phil. I could definitely see her going with the whole "He abandoned me" schtick. Part of me was worried at what I would say when I heard that shit. The other part of me was worried if we'd be able to work together afterwards. The overarching thought in my head was that I probably wouldn't see either of them again. Maybe that would be for the best.
"Pizza came while you were talking to your friend." Jenny wwass walking away from the heavy double doors that led onto the main floor with three stacked boxes of pizza.
"Sorry if I took too long; uh, it got personal."
"Oh, well I hope you're hungry, at least." I folllowed her into the rear breakroom almost instinctively looking at her butt. It was a nagging habit I'd had since my schoolyard days being imprinted on a girl with a shelf at the bottom of her back. Jenny's was rather "blah" due to the sort of loose, unisex fit of her jeans. I couldn't tell if she had any attributes besides her cute girl next door features.
"I could use a slice or two."
"Have a seat; I'll fix you a plate." She put the boxes on the breakroom counter.
"You don't have to serve me."
"Chill, just chalk it up to my culture or some shit like that; it's just fucking pizza. It's not like we're married or nothing, geez."
"Okay, don't give me the business, Jenny."
"Sure about that?"
"Huh?" I didn't understand her retort as Jenny put her hands on her hips, brow furrowed.
"AW SHIT, HE FORGOT THE SODAS!! She bolted out of the breakroom like it was on fire and I almost ran after her but stopped in the doorway. My phone started ringing with an unknown number.
"Hello?"
There was no answer.
"Hello?!"
The call ended abruptly leaving me puzzled. I started to wonder if maybe Holly or Phil were calling looking at the number on the face of my phone. It started ringing again and I let it go for a while before answering.
"HELLO?!!"
"Uhm, hey it's me, Conchita; sorry about last time but I uhm, butt dialed you. Haha-you know how big my fucking ass is, right bonito?" She sounded anxious and out of breath like she'd been running a marathon or something.
"What's up?"
"Oh nothing, I was thinking...well, its still cool if we see each other that one last time, right? I mean, I'm sorry for running away, but my place was hella dirty and I didn't want you thinking I'm some kind of dirty bitch. Uhm, you drove away after I ran off, right payaso?"
"Yeah, I figured you didn't want me to see where you lived."
"OH NO, YOU'RE GOOD MA; YOU CAN COME OVER ANY TIME! I-well, it's dirty a lot so maybe we can hook up at your crib, alright?"
"Is this a booty call?"
"Yeah...UHM, NO!! Hey man, I butt dialed you, okay?!"
"Conchita, I'm gonna butt dial you next time I ssee you." I playfully threatened still put off by her measured tone reeking of demureness. My mind drifted to our torrid hookup leaving me still wanting to beat the breaks off of hher wide load butt, if nothing else. Then, Lizbeth drifted into my head making things complicated. I wondered what she would make of me hooking up with her sworn enemy. There was this long pause on the other end of the call before I broke the silence.
"Hey uh, I'm at work right now, so..."
"Gotta go, right?"
"Afraid so, things are getting kind of backed up over here and well, uh you know, right?"
"Yeah."
"So uhm, see ya."
"HEY!"
"Yeah?"
"I ain't trying to stalk you or nothing because you dicked me down tough; it really was a butt dial."
Conchita hung up abruptly, but I didn't take it personally, I was kind of glad she took the initiative. Our serendipitous hookup provided a bit of closure in hindsight. I got to see what happened after I was out of the picture. I felt like some sort of creeper hiding in that backyard, but sort of appreciated things for what they were. Conception aka Conchita had given me that through our association.
"The girlfriend?" Jenny was standing in the half-open door of the breakroom with a two liter of cola.
"Don't have a girlfriend."
"Yeah right, you don't have to fake the funk with me; Derrick said the same thing, but then it still went tits up and he probably tapped that fat cow behind my back. Well, it's a good thing she quit, or it would've been nothing but space and opportunity in our aisle. He was only talking to her because we had an argument, a misunderstanding really. I'll tell you this; he's still thinking about me today, bet money."
She was ranting while going through the boxes of pizza stacking a plate with her back to me.
"Too much, information?" Jenny looked up from what she was doing realizing what she had been doing.
"Uh, I don't get out much these days, sorry about that." She placed the paper plate in front of me gesturing for me to sit down at one of the two tables in the small room.
"Yeah, picked up on that." I commented gruffly as she took a seat opposite me. There were two tables in the breakroom, one a rectangular cafeteria type table with the seats affixed while the other was round with four plastic chairs surrounding it. The stuff looked like it had been picked up cheap. Jenny placed some paper cups and the bottle of cola on the table shooting me a look as she began to open the two liter.
"Cut me a break, I've been cooped up for a minute, got an opportunity to meet some people I worked with and took it. Everybody thinks it's cool working from home, but sometimes it feels like solitary confinement from society.
"Oh."
"Yeah, so what would you do if you were sequestered away, then had an opportunity to mingle and came down here to find this handsome guy?" It took her a few minutes to realize the Freudian slip, face palming.
I didn't say anything munching on a slice while she silently processed, unable to look at my face. Jenny Delacruz slowly picked up a slice nibbling on the end of it as I realized she'd been checking me out earlier on the stairs. I averted my eyes as Jenny unscrewed the cap on the bottle of soda.
"SHIT!!" A thick foamy cola spray hit her dead in the face splashing everywhere. Somehow the bottle had been shaken up after she'd run after the delivery guy and retrieved it. She took a good blast to the face as the bottle hit the floor shooting out the rest of its contents as I lurched across the table stopping short when she glared at me through soda-soaked lenses.
"Are you okay, Jenny?"
"Fuck man its my own fault because I ran back here with that soda after barely stopping that fucking guy from pulling off. Shit, get me a napkin out of the dispenser...HURRY UP, ITS STINGING!" She stood up snatching off her glasses, then swiping the offered handful of paper towels. I wanted to chortle but knew better as she regained her composure.
"You, okay?" I asked again, brows raised barely hiding my mirth getting a glare in return.
"Redundant much; shit, my jacket is fucking washed." She slipped out of the drenched jacket folding it over the back of a plastic chair.
It became apparent that Jenny Delacruz wasn't wearing a bra due to the soaked t-shirt molded to the front of her body. Her modest breasts were outlined for anyone to see; sort of large B-Cups with these pointy looking nips that looked a little big on her dual mounds. She caught me looking but didn't say anything. Jenny was embarrassed, turning her back to me getting some more paper towels from the dispenser as a light bulb appeared over my head.
"Hey uh, there's a store front laundromat two doors over; I could wash your jacket if you want."
"Could you?" She shot back sarcastically.
"Don't be that way; it'll only take thirty minutes."
"What about my shirt, huh? I'm sure you noticed it's soaked all the way through." I ignored the dig at being caught looking at her small tits letting my innate chivalry take over.
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!!" I slipped off my own jacket losing the navy-blue t-shirt I'd been wearing underneath exposing my moderately chiseled chest and abs as Jenny's eyes went wide, mouth dropping.
"Taking a leap of faith so that I can wash your t-shirt, too; if you aren't an Opp, then I'm good and you get some nice clean clothes in a half hour. Here you can change in the restroom and wear my shirt until I'm finished washing yours." I covered up with my jacket zipping up hiding my chest from view.
"Uh...Oh, of course. Gawd, I feel like an idiot."
"Forget about it, go change."
"Ah, just turn around."
"What?"
"Leap of faith, like you said; you'd better not peek, either buddy." Jenny wagged a finger in my face getting a chortle as I turned around facing the opposite direction, arms folded across my chest.
Right across the breakroom counter was this small rectangular mirror Jenny hadn't noticed. I watched as she peeled off her polo shirt midturn getting a fleeting glimpse at those perky cups of hers and those pointy nipples that looked like prosthetics due to their size. She had this hard tan line of a sports bra across her front and back as she wrung out the shirt glancing back toward me. I got another quick look.
"HEY!! Bet you think that was funny, huh?" Jenny got into my shirt quickly with a furrowed brow but smiled at my grinning reflection.
"You told me to turn around and that's what I did."
"Ha-Ha, very funny; here you go, I'll clean up here and meet you in the storage room." Jenny slapped her wet shirt against my stomach snatching up a slice taking a big bite of the pizza. My shirt looked like a dress on her frame covering her crotch as she bent over to pick up the empty bottle. She glanced back before turning her butt towards the wall as a precaution against me looking. I slung the shirt over my shoulder opening the door.
"Be back in thirty."
"I'll be downstairs with your lunch; might as well get some work done while I wait. It's a good thing we signed in instead of hitting the clock; I took care of all the parcels and mail that was backed up. If we work together, I think we'll be done with enough time to have a longer break before leaving."
"I'm going."
"HEY!"
"What?" Jenny was favoring the empty liter of cola looking anxious.
"Uhm, you got change for the vending machine; I would like a soda and I've got nothing but big bills?"
"Oh, okay." I emptied my pockets onto the table with some of the change bouncing and rolling off the edge. Jenny retrieved most of the spare change that didn't roll under the two vending machines.
"Thanks...oh, I've been looking for this; thought I lost it." Jenny noticed a small plastic flower shaped barrette on the edge of the table plucking it up jiggling it in her closed fist with the change.
"I'm out." Her pointy nips were still poking out in my face.
"GO!" Jenny noticed.
"I'm gone." I was out of the breakroom.
I ran down the street just outside the building to the storefront laundromat almost getting into it with a transient who wanted the machine before I cut in front of him, tossing Jenny's clothes inside. Things were settled with a ten-dollar bill before I had a chance to ponder all the drama that bubbled up after I'd hooked up with Holly McMichael. Jenny's reaction to my peeping was comical considering my coworker's one-two knockout chest mounted boulders. Jenny's were non--existent, boyish besides Holly in my mind's eye and in reality. I recalled the first time her monster tits were wrapped around my prick in the mailroom now occupied by her awkward substitute. An alternate thought intruded.
"Huh?" The image of that flower shaped barrette filled my mind's eye. First in the rear corridor where I'd found it, then on the edge of the table in the middle of a handful of change. I replayed the memory of Jenny reclaiming it commenting that she'd been looking for it.
"Nah." Maybe it was similar, but she seemed so sure it belonged to her.
I hung out without guilt wondering if Jenny really was working in the storage room. It seemed like the man upstairs knew I'd literally screwed myself for the weekend by thinking with my "little head" and letting Holly go off to sin city to screw up her relationship with Phil. I knew there was no way I would ever take her serious again after spending months listening to her complain about her baby daddy, Derbin. I never liked the tall lanky waste of space, Holly's first love, her first everything.
She'd been left to do the heavy lifting for most of their adult life, but Phil was that guy and she screwed it all up on a stolen weekend in Vegas leaving him with her kids. He was in the wind now; I wondered if I'd be meeting the new simp in her life. I didn't know if I would be able to look her in the face, but she'd probably counter with those humongous tits she knew I wanted. There was no way I' be conflicted at that moment knowing I'd do more than blow her back out. It was what I wanted before Phil came along.



"Wait a minute." I scratched my temple again thinking about that plastic flower barrette while tossing Jenny's clothes in the dryer.
Ten minutes later I was back in the office finding the mailroom nice, tidy and empty. It looked brand new with all the work completed, making me feel a bit antsy. There was still a question plaguing me as I went downstairs with Jenny's clothing draped over my shoulder. I sidled up to the door, suddenly reticent at the prospect of confronting Jenny Delacruz. I slowly opened the heavy door peering into the dimly lit storage room. It seemed like it had become a part of my routine since my old boss Martha quit.
"So, what're you gonna do, Jenny?"
"Paano ba dapat malaman ang fuck Tuwing nakikita ko siya, parang isang idiot ang kausap ko!" Jenny was talking to someone on speaker phone having a lively conversation with another girl.
"Oo nga, kaya nagsasalita ka sa wika natin, para hindi niya malaman kung gaano ka uhaw, huh Jenny?" Both were going in and out of their native language as experience told me to hang back and listen inside the room. A few discarded partitions from other offices hid Jenny from view and I gathered she was sitting a few feet away behind one of them taking a break. The storage room was just about done as she kicked back probably waiting for me.
"You should see this one; I can barely look at him." My brow raised as I listened further.
"Does he look like Derrick; they say a lot of them look alike." I mouthed an obscenity thinking I was hearing some racial bullshit as Jenny scoffed.
"Bitch, shut yo' ass up; he's beautiful, chiseled and packing a rod I'd die to get in my mouth. Derrick was okay, but this brother is a fucking gawd. Shit, I almost pulled my panties down outside when I saw him coming; fuck, I'm so wet right now."
"You gonna fuck him?" The other Asian girl asked plainly.
"I don't know; every time I look at him, I feel like an idiot; then hope he turns around so I can perv on that ass."
"Damn Jenny, nakakasawa ka." I didn't speak their language, but both girls chuckled giving me the impression both were engaging in some locker-room styled talk.
"Shit. I'm so ashamed; tell me about it."
"Why don't you do that thing you do; then he won't leave you alone."
"Shut up."
"Remember what happened when you did "that" to Derrick?" The other girl reminded.
"This one is blows Derrick out of the water in every conceivable way; I'm trying to figure out a way to hang around until I can get some."
"Better watch out; you know Jong always looking over your shoulder since you broke up with Derrick." I heard the sound of a chair moving with a loud groan on the floor as Jenny reacted.
"DAMN BITCH BAKIT MO KINAILANGANG ILABAS ANG MATABANG PUWET COW NA YAN?!! IKAW TOTALT SINIRA ANG MOOD!!" Jenny scolded her friend exploding in their shared language leaving me out of the loop.
"Calm down, she got you that job anyway."
"Yeah, because she made me quit the other one because Derrick worked there and Lan paid him a mint to dump me, probably. That was fucked up, but her fat cow ass is tired of footing the bill while I sit in her spare room gaming and eating ramen."
"Why'd you move out of Lan's house; that was premium luxury free of charge."
"We're uh, taking a break from each other, and he was mad about some stuff, too." My brow was fully furrowed as I learned more about this woman than intended.
"You should fuck the new guy."
"Fuck you; he's probably got a stable of bitches anyway so he ain't checking for my scrawny ass. I've been hitting the gym in Jong's condo and there ain't enough squats in the world to make him look at me. This guy's probably into those big booty Insta-thot types; hey, you think Lan would foot the bill for a BBL?"
"You're wrong for that, Jenny."
"Didn't you want one too, huh?" She teased the unseen girl.
"Well, I found myself a black guy without one."
"WHAT?!!"
"Yeah, he's a really nice guy."
"Bullshit, how'd you pull that off when I've got a better body than you?" Jenny sounded indignant.
"Gee thanks Jenny; now tell me how you really feel, bitch." Both sounded like two teens on the schoolyard and anyone within earshot would've thought as much.
"Can I meet him?"
"Hell no; I know you."
"Fuck, I thought we were friends; you were whining about not having a man three weeks ago, so I know you two haven't been dating for a minute. Let me, get some before you get serious; and you know you'll get disowned if your family finds out you're dating a black guy."
"Alright, now you're out of pocket Jenny; I'm hanging up."
"He's probably a nerd anyway."
"Bye bitch."
The other girl hung up in Jenny's face as I loitered just outside the door peering into the room. The weird looks she kept shooting made more sense now in hindsight, but I was kind of offended at being thought of exclusively in terms of her fetish. I inched away from the door softly closing it walking up another flight towards my office unsure of what to do after listening to her conversation. I lingered in the back corridor between the floors before deciding to play it off and act like I didn't know anything.
"Huh?" I cracked the door again this time hearing nothing with the room almost deadly quiet, before detecting some heavy breathing. I listened a bit longer getting some huffing coming from the direction of the conversation I'd just heard. I slipped inside measuring my footsteps approaching that partition.
I could see into the seams of the cubicle looking at the back of Jenny's head. She was sitting there looking at something on her phone with ear buds audibly cutting her off from the rest of the world. Jenny seemed to be watching a movie or something as I inched around trying to see what it was. The sound must have been turned up loud making whatever she was watching an immersive experience.
"What-the-fuck?" Her huffs were intermingled with gasps, moans, and this really slick oily sound as I got a shock to the system.
Jenny was sitting in the cubicle with her pants and underwear pulled down to her knees, thighs spread wide apart as she rubbed three fingers on what had to be the fattest looking pussy, I'd ever seen on a woman of her relatively petite stature. Her eyeglasses were flipped up on top of her head, almond eyes squinting as she masturbated frenetically. The woman was almost abusing herself sexually as I got a glimpse of what she was watching.
"OH, HELL NALL!!" I shouted before I could catch myself, almost making Jenny topple out of the chair grabbing and yanking her jeans up unevenly. Her phone fell to the floor disconnecting the earbuds still stuck in her ears.
"AWK!! AW FUCK MAN!! YOU ALWAYS GONNA BE MY WORK HUSBAND!! FOR REALS!! AW SHIT MUTHA-FUCKA!! YOU LIKE YOU SUM WHITE COUNTRY PUSSY, DON'T YOU?!! AWK!! YOU WANNA BABY WITH ME, HUH MAN?!! YOU FUCK LIKE YOU WANNA BABY!! IMA TAKE MY PATCH OFF NEXT TIME! BET!!!"
"NO, YOU AINT!!"
This woman was watching me screwing the hell out of Holly McMichael from a night ago. Jenny scrambled around bumping her head against the edge of the desk, managing to put the ear buds back into her phone silencing my pirated tryst.
"IT'S NOT WHAT YOU THINK!"
"THE HELL IT AIN'T!! YOU WERE HERE THE OTHER DAY, WEREN'T YOU?!!" I was a jumble of emotions as Jenny struggled to compose herself still yanking up on the pants, panicking.
"YES!! YES I WAS HERE!!...look just hear me out."
"Fuck no, I'm gonna report your ass!" I was on autopilot stomping towards the storage room door when Jenny surprised me by climbing over the top of the partition in a panic running across the tops of two desks to cut me off. She got in front of the door pressing her back to it looking as if she were about to burst into tears. Her mouth hung open gasping for air looking as if she were close to hyperventilating.
"PLEASE!! Please, just give me a minute to calm the fuck down and I'll explain, okay?!! I know you can toss me aside like nothing, but just hear me out before you run out and make a wrong choice, okay?"
"WRONG CHOICE?!!"
"Hey, all I'm saying is that you're right to be mad about this shit; but let's take a minute to smooth out the rough edges here, alright? You can go to H.R. and report me, but what's gonna happen next, huh? Yeah, I did it and yeah, I was here yesterday. I got here I guess, right after you started fucking that cow and I was...well, you got me all fucked up, okay man? What's H.R. gonna do to me, a vendor and what're they gonna do to their lowball employees who decided to hook up on the premises, especially while a new company is in the process of taking over the place?"
"Shit."
"I just won't have my contract renewed, but what will you do after both of you get shit canned for my porno? I know people at the top, sure; but I'm just gum on the bottom of their shoe and this job was a favor to get me out to stretch my legs after being cooped up, so long. I've been working remotely since uh, the pandemic."
"So, you gonna blackmail me, huh?"
"For what; I don't need money! I've got almost a hundred grand in the bank, easy. My friend got me this job and will get me another one, even if I fuck this shit up."
"So, you're slumming down here with the unwashed masses, huh Jenny?"
"Don't make it a class thing, okay? Look I wasn't lying about anything I told you; I just "failed" to mention that I was here yesterday. I came down here to help but found you boning the shit out of that Holly person like a maniac. You were uhm, really socking it to her and neither of you noticed when I walked in a few feet away on the very spot I'm standing on right now. Didn't see me, and I should've been offended. I guess all you could see were tits, huh? That cow had some boulders!"
"Why'd you record it if you weren't gonna blackmail or get us fired?"
"Aw, don't make me say it, please."
"WHY?!!"
"Lahat ng shit, gusto ko talagang maging isang normal na tao at gawin ang mga bagay sa tamang paraan, ngunit ngayon, fucked ko ito muli." Jenny dipped into her native language again.
"I don't speak Chinese."
"Me either, I'm Filipino for your information, asshole."
"Why did you record us?"
"Don't make me say it; let's just uh, act like it never happened. I really don't want this drama."
"I wanna know, bitch." Jenny's eyes flashed for a moment reacting to the insult.
"I think you already know, so don't bust my balls."
"Wanna, hear you say it, wanna hear it from your mouth." I wanted to bust her balls anyway knowing she only saw me as a fetish.
Jenny leaned against the door at an angle looking like she would burst, shoving her hands halfway into her pockets before realizing her jeans were halfway down her thighs enough to where the very top of a bald mound was still visible. She noticed about to yank them up, but then stopped slowly unzipping before staring into my eyes, blinking profusely. We exchanged glances as four of her fingers disappeared into her panty line. Her face really was pretty, round and just sweet looking accentuated with these big pale lips. Jenny bit into her lower lip working her fingers never breaking her gaze until I started to hear.
"Gusto ko ang iyong malaking titi sa aking bibig." Jenny went into her native language again getting around my request. Her fingers were rubbing up an intense friction that was wet, sticky and highly audible.
"Say it in English." Her brow furrowed as she cocked her head to the side gritting her teeth, then responded.
"I'll do it another way; if you let me." she was twisting in the wind already out on a limb psychologically somewhere between embarrassment and utter degradation, playing with herself in front of me.
"Another way?"
"Yeah, please let me uhm, show you, okay?" Her almond eyes were narrowing as her hand disappeared into her panties ramping up the solo action.
I thought about what her friend said during their conversation on speaker phone, sexually curious and in need of some kind of action to take my mind off things. If Jenny Delacruz hooked up with me in the same place as Holly, then maybe that shit would be null and void as far as her potentially snitching. Her pussy was puffy looking and sounded extremely juicy. Jenny probably knew my nose was open.
"Okay." I acquiesced just above a murmur.
Jenny leaned hard against the heavy steel door sliding down kneeling in front of me, huffing and breathing hard. She was face level with my bulging crotch staring pointedly at it licking her bottom lip for a second before gingerly reaching up with both hands slowly drawing my zipper down. There was genuine excitement in her eyes as her fingers pinched the waistband of my boxer briefs. She was taking her time, mouth partially hung open as her face got closer, nostrils starting to flare as my endowment flopped out in front of her face with a rubbery bounce still thickening. Jenny's face drifted closer.
"Oh fuck, oh shit." I watched my entire endowment methodically disappear between Jenny's big pale lips to the root pressed against my balls.
It was surreal, like watching a python swallow its prey as I found myself looking into her unblinking eyes. She didn't move, didn't gag or retch. I could feel all of me sheathed inside her mouth going past her throat as she watched my expression with this sort of dead man's glare. There was a visible bulge in her throat, but she wasn't bothered in the least breathing comfortably through her nose. I realized this was "That Thing" her friend mentioned in their conversation.
Jenny Delacruz was a head queen.
"Oh, shit I can't believe this; fucking incredible, ah...I can feel, something, ah shit." Jenny started swallowing, flexing her throat muscles, still looking at me with that mannequin's dead gaze.
Her big lips slowly slid back revealing my glistening member rock solid with a lattice of veins all over it while the crown remained hidden. Jenny's roundish cheeks inverted hard making me squeal like a stuck pig for an instant. The vacuum suction at that moment was so intense my right leg involuntarily jerked. My entire endowment was engulfed again this time in tandem with Jenny's hands on the outside of my thighs, softly. This adorable looking Filipina began taking me whole without pause, her actions accompanied by random gulps and powerful slurps. The way she went about it was almost robotic.
"I-can' t believe you can...aw shit this is unbelievable, Jenny." It was tight around my girth which was taken on a ride sawing back and forth between her lips straight down her gullet. This was bottomless head to the extreme. I could feel the head of my cock plopping down inside her maw each time.
Jenny continued going at it taking me to the limit until my legs started to go rubbery. Her hands gradually drifted up to my waist and around it, cupping my buttock. Her thin fingers felt like talons raking across my cheeks, intermittently squeezing them in a silent display of wanton lust. She seemed to sense my impending climax going hard pushing her face into the base of my cock like she was trying to legitimately swallow it whole as I crested already spewing jets of precum into her bottomless mouth.
"AW!! AAAAHHH!!! SHIT MAN!! AW FUCK!!" I fired several ropes of milky ejaculate into her stomach. Jenny didn't stop even when I handled the sides of her head with my eyes watering a little bit.
On the contrary, she mashed her face into my crotch forcing me to carefully arch backwards slowly disengaging us. My throbbing prick audibly plopped out of her mouth as Jenny sat upright kneeling on her haunches, both palms flat on top of her thighs. She had never stopped looking deep into my eyes.
Those almond eyes remained visually akin to glass.
"Jenny?"
She opened her mouth revealing a deluge of cum inside, then swallowed it down showing me afterwards while remaining perfectly still. My prick throbbed at the sight sort of bobbing a little. I noticed that small, plastic flower shaped barrette in her hair. Before it got awkward, she spoke.
"Take your pants off and go back in that cubicle, sit on the desk." It honestly sounded like an order, but I doffed the offending articles of clothing doing as she wished. Jenny's heavy breathing was omnipresent as she followed me into the cubicle, glancing back at the closed door. She went back and locked it.
There was this static look on her face as she walked back into the cubicle with a hand trailing along the top of the partition until she was looking at me again, then pointedly at my endowment pointed up at the paneled ceiling. One of her hands was still hidden in her panties rubbing and massaging her mound.
"We've got approximately one hour and forty-five minutes before security shows up. Want me to do more, or are we done?" It sounded like already knew the answer as I nodded in the negative, then in the affirmative while her expression remained stoic, almost stone faced.
Jenny closed the distance between us bending at the waist encircling three fingers under my sack leaving it draped over her small fist as she took me whole again. This time she was more energetic slurping and sucking with copious amounts of frothy spit drooling off her chin soiling my loaned t-shirt. Her body was at a perfect ninety-degree angle. The fingers around the underside of sack started to tighten up while her head bobbed harder throating me to the base effortlessly.
"Damn Jenny, that feels fucking incredible. Aw shit, damn baby you're sucking the shit out of my dick!"
"Not yet, I'm not." Jenny gasped replying in a manner that spoke to her awareness of what seemed like an elite sexual skill set.
Before I could say another word, she was long stroking me with her throat vacuum slurping audibly. This milky sheen of intermingled juices coated my shaft starting to drizzle down in waves over my balls, dripping off onto the table edge. She had me mewling in hoarse tones that echoed and carried throughout the storage room. Jenny left my tumescence slide out of her mouth retaining the crown between her lips. I yelped lightly as she nipped and tickled it with her tongue, then went to the base.
Jenny almost got one of my balls between her big lips, lapping at it with her tongue when she couldn't; then withdrew to the tip rolling her tongue on the crown, tickling and teasing my pee slit. There was a deep intake of air from her before she started bobbing her head descending to my root using her teeth to casually scrape my shaft. Her mouth looked slight, normally but widened considerably as she worked.
"GAWD!!"
Jenny Delacruz took everything including my balls that were draped over her fist.
"UN-UN-UNG FAWK!! AW DAMN, SHIT!!" My prick was spewing load after load into her gullet explosively feeling better than the first climax, she'd given me. Jenny remained still attached to the base of my cock with those heavenly lips suctioned to my crotch. Her eyes still had that glassy look to them.
"Still want me to say it; or would you like me to show you again?" Jenny stood up between spread thighs audibly swallowing my load lazily stroking my cock with her thumb and forefinger. More cum started to ooze out of the head of my prick. Jenny half squatted sucking hard on two thirds of my length slurping everything up, standing again wiping a finger under her bottom lip. She wasn't looking at my face.
"I think you got everything." I was starting to sweat profusely.
"Yeah?"
"Shit, I'm blasted out."
"Oh, is that right?"
Jenny wrapped all ten of her thin fingers around half of my endowment bending over giving me a clinic on loud audibly juicy sloppy top that made my semi-erect member inflate like a balloon. My head rolled back on my shoulders, one hand shooting out cupping the back of her head, palming it like a basketball. She swiped my hand away ruefully rearing up still stroking roughly towards her body.



"So, you understand why I recorded you now, huh?"
Jenny didn't give me time to respond, burying all of me, balls included, relenting after a few minutes looking pointedly at my face, now casually sliding her fingers along my shaft, glaring. She glanced at her phone, then side eyed me with a half-smile reading across her big lips.
"Fifty-five minutes, maybe less but we buzz the swing shift security guard inside so uh, do I get mine, or what?"
"You want me to go down on you...OW!!" Jenny tightened her grip on the base of my member giving it a rough jerk that made me yelp. She let go licking her palm, then dug her nails into the waistband of her jeans and pantie, beginning to shimmy out of them. A pair of nice, well-defined legs appeared as Jenny tossed her clothing on the floor beside my discarded pants. She looked down at her legs, then at me.
"Told you, I've been couped up since the pandemic; got a Stairmaster and a fucking treadmill for company when I'm not gaming. So, this is what I got; sorry my butt is just kind of peachy and tight as fuck. I can't seem to get it any bigger, you must be disappointed, huh?"
"Well, I'm usually a....AW SHIT, AW FUCK!!" Jenny throated me again fucking the shit out of my prick for a few minutes, before relenting tying my borrowed t-shirt into a makeshift halter exposing her flat bikini tummy, but keeping her tits hidden. She'd cultivated quite an athletic figure during the pandemic akin to a runner, competitive swimmer, or maybe gymnast considering her short stature.
"Can I fuck?" She was surprisingly blunt.
"Uh, yeah." I answered awkwardly, taken aback by her "all business" demeanor. Jenny wasn't aware that I'd listened to part of her conversation already in the know that I was a fetish to her and likely nothing more. After being exposed, a sliver of her personality slid away replaced by her sexual pedigree as an undisputed head queen. She was sure of herself to the point that manufactured politeness went out the window once she started in on me. Jenny shifted her weight between legs fondling herself.
"Bet you wish I was here yesterday even though I got mosquito bite tits, huh? You were fucking the shit out of that big ass cow, dropping the bottom out like a boss; that was so hot, I had to catch myself. I almost turned up, but I didn't wanna explain myself; just wanted to try some of that big ass dick you got." Jenny squatted down removing a packet of three magnum condoms from her jean pocket.
"You brought condoms?!"
"Man don't complain when a bitch comes prepared; I wanted some of this chocolate, but when I saw your face, I froze. I felt like a fool, embarrassed I couldn't even strike up a conversation. Guess it worked out for both of us, you know why?"
"Why?"
"I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you for the next thirty to forty minutes; I'm gonna make you forget about pig titties, walk up out this bitch and get on a plane to motherfucking Manila." Her attitude towards Holly sight unseen for the most part, was jarring as both hands were offered. I took them surprised when Jenny used them as leverage to climb up onto the edge of the desk in an open squat, feet planted outside my thighs. The short medium built Filipina really put in work with showcasing defined abs and legs. My thoughts drifted back to the comments about Holly which were actually directed at her build.
"Tingnan mo kung gaano kalaki ang iyong bagay na tinutusok ang aking maliit na maliit na puke. Para akong isang sibat na naghihintay para saktan ako." Jenny murmured in her language focused reaching down using her middle fingers to part her flower revealing a rich glistening pinkness inside. Her mound was puffy looking while the entrance to her honeypot was mostly nondescript.
"Fuck." I moaned as the head of my cock looked larger than life gingerly parting her lower lips sampling a volcanically wet and sticky interior. A shudder ran through Jenny's body as she pressed me a bit harder into her slit. Her face scrunched up registering that tiniest bit of intrusion, as she looked at me.
"HOLY SHIT PARANG BAT SA AKING PAKI!" Jenny let her dead weight drive half of my cock inside her incredibly tight cunt signaling it with a primal scream. Her arms locked around my neck as she trembled and whimpered into my ear getting more than she expected, stuffed to the gills with my meat.
"Oh shit, you're so tight, girl!" The lower third was bulging from her packed cunt looking almost fake in contrast to her light olive skin tone. Jenny tightened her grip on me, huffing and gasping, shaking and trembling even more as a deluge of slickness and moisture drizzled all over my sack.
"Put me on the floor." She whimpered wetly into my ear.
"Huh?"
"I need to be on my back to get all of it inside; then we can really do it. Don't worry, this happened with Derrick, too...gotta get used to it, ah fuck it's so big. Feels like it could split me in two." Jenny's cunt had a death grip on my cock retracting around its girth while her almond shaped eyes started to water.
I hooked her legs at the knees standing up taking her aloft as she clamped down on me with that exquisite tightness taking two steps forward kneeling as she wished. Jenny winced and moaned while I realized Derrick was a brother as I laid her on the carpet. The moment her butt touched the worn storage room carpet, Jenny began wrenching and sawing her hips, taking my prick on a ride inside her miniature box. Jenny was a human wishbone with me covering her and doing my best to impale her with the rest of my endowment. Her mouth hung open, groaning when I pressed the issue with my prick.
Her tunnel seemed to have a conical shape almost made to clamp down on the spade-shaped head of my business. It was work trying to go balls deep with Jenny whimpering about to sob.
"Want me to stop?"
"I want my thirty minutes, quid pro quo; let go of my legs so that I can wrap them around you, Derrick."
"Name's not Derrick?"
"Concentrate!" Jenny ignored my correction and her Freudian slip wrapping her semi-defined legs around my waist urging me downward. I was on all fours in a modified pushup position hovering.
Jenny reached up under my armpits grabbing my shoulders like she was doing chin ups as she fully interlocked her legs in the small of my back tightening her grip on me. I was rock solid which resulted in Jenny's tight peachy butt rising off the floor eating up the rest of my length as she burst, with tears streaming down her face. It was literally a case of the eyes being bigger than her stomach.
"Wanna stop?"
"I've been cumming this whole time!" She whimpered, sawing and rolling her hips going from 0 to 60 taking all of me, finally. This wet oily clap filled the air as her cunt slapped the base of my cock while Jenny looked as if she were amid childbirth, facially speaking. Her narrow conical pussy was extremely wet and addictively tight as I struggled to find her rhythm giving up just thrusting.
"Aw fuck, it's so tight; like fucking somebody for the first time."
"Second." Jenny corrected between sobs of pleasure and searing grunt each time I bottomed out.
"What?"
"I gave my cherry to my last boyfriend, then the pandemic happened."
"This is really your second time doing it?"
"With my pussy." Jenny was arching her lower back finally matching my downward thrusts as our uglies bumped wetly on the storage room floor. Every time her butt met my prick, there was this sort of semi-solid resistance even though Jenny was wet as all get out.
"REALLY?!"
"SHUT UP AND FUCK ME!!" I took exception to her tone giving her a staggering series of thrusts that had her howls of labored pleasure echoing off the walls. Those almond shaped eyes of hers became slits while she gritted her teeth taking it like a champ. Her interlocked legs tightened enough that you could see the definition in them as I was wedged into her cunt skintight. Jenny's head rolled backward, chin pointed at the ceiling as her bottom lip quivered, teeth chattering.
"You, okay?"
"Hold on, really strong one; twenty-five minutes to go!" Jenny flattened her sweaty palms against my pecs arching her back deep while her tight little butt wriggled and bounced as much as it could under my weight. I pulled up my borrowed t-shirt exposing her modest spongy B-cups and swollen nipples.
She moaned and howled with delight undulating and squirming as I returned the favor, vacuum sucking those nips. I made a meal out of her tits slathering saliva all over them twirling my tongue on her breastbone. Her hands rubbed and caressed my head, running fingers through my hair before she wrapped her arms around my noggin, tight.
Her pelvis was loudly clapping into mine making my cock feel like it was being grinded off in her excessive tightness. I went at it like I was trying to push Jenny through the floor. Her right hand slid down between us, fingers wrapped around an inch or so of exposed meat cushioning my blows. Jenny used this wringing motion, like she was trying to screw in a lightbulb, then surprised me by sticking her tongue in my ear as deep as it could go swirling it around.
I exploded inside Jenny's cunt blowing several ropes into the condom, groaning like someone had stuck a hot poker up my ass. She never stopped moving her hips grinding, sawing and popping her peachy butt up into the base of my cock. The exposed portion of my meat felt like it snap off as Jenny went into overdrive bucking her somewhat narrow hips wildly. Her cunt clamped down hard at her entrance making me yowl and try to shove the rest inside, but Jenny had other ideas.
"I wanna be on top, fifteen minutes!" She took the initiative rolling us over still connected with her palms flattened on my chest. It felt like I was still cumming as she opened her legs, feet planted in a squat bouncing on my cock like it was a pogo stick. Jenny was letting her dead weight do all the work.
There was no doubt I was the one being screwed and used like a two-dollar whore.
"AW YEAH, YOU'RE GONNA REMEMBER THIS PUSSY DERRICK!! YOU GONNA GO INTO WITHDRAWAL WHEN I GET OFF THIS FUCK STICK!! DIDN'T THINK AN ASIAN GIRL COULD GET IT, HUH?!! AW SHIT!!"
"Name's not Derrick."
"THIS PINAY GONNA FUCK YOU SO HARD!! THIS PINAY GONNA MAKE YOU STALK THIS PUSSY DERRICK!! YOU AIN'T GONNA WANT NO MORE HOOD BOOGER THOTS!! AIN'T GONNA WANT NO MORE COW TIT HILLBILLY WHITE GIRLS!! AW SHIT DERRICK, YOU AINT EVEN GONNA WANT NO FUCKING LATINAS EITHER!! I'M GONNA MAKE YOU CRY FOR THHE PUSSY!! UNTIN MO AKO DERRICK!! ETO NA ANG TITI KO NGAYON!!"Jenny was full on ranting as I became a proxy for her ex-boyfriend.
"Still not Derrick."
"Hinding hindi ka na lalayo sa akin!! Paano mo nagawa sa akin yun tapos tumakas?!! I gave you my first time and you were supposed to give me yours in return, Derrick. Bakit ka tumakas?!!" Her knees hit the floor framing the outside of my thighs as she rocked and scrubbed her cunt on my crotch taking me over the edge again. My prick was trapped inside spewing more jizz into an already filled condom.
Jenny leaned forward handling my shoulders looking intently at my face slightly huffing. I didn't know what to make of things looking back at the innocuous expression wondering if she were seeing her ex-boyfriend. She arched over my torso tracing the definition there from my regular gym workouts, playfully pinching my nipples in deep thought. Jenny reached down encirling the base of my prick slowly disengaging us removing the condom which plopped out with a burst of her juices full of my semen.
"Hips or lips?" Jenny asked holding the filled condom in front of her face looking intently at it like some sort of trophy.
"Excuse me?"
"Pick one; we still have five minutes." Her tone was all business, casual enough to rub me the wrong way considering the portion of the conversation I'd heard between her and the unseen friend. I was a fetish to this woman, an itch to scratch after experiencing her first time with another brother.
"Hips." I couldn't deny what Jenny brought to the table sexually and wanted to leave an impression as she tore open a condom dutifully rolling it down my endowment, snug. Her right hand held me at the base then graduated to an intense massage of my balls slathering our intermingled juices and sweat. I felt an odd sensation on my taint between ass and my appetite realizing Jenny was teasing that spot.
"Not gonna do anything you don't want me to do; besides you'd probably trip balls if I rimmed you and I don't want that noise. So, here's what's gonna happen; I'm gonna assume the position and all you have to do, is choose a hole. It's that simple and don't worry; anal is not a problem. Go hard in the paint."
Jenny got out of my t-shirt tossing it aside assuming a lazy looking doggystyle position with a casual arch in her lower back, like a pack mule. She looked supremely unbothered glancing over her shoulder as I got a good look at her tight, peachy butt. She had a nice shape back there with some decent cheekage that would have been a mini-donk with some volume added. I noticed an experienced backdoor entrance as I grabbed her squarish hips decided to go for the Mexican hat trick as I stuffed it full of black meat. This was a different feeling made for my size, but Jenny let me know she was in the game by flexing internally without word, then relaxing the pressure as I started to thrust, getting full penetration.
Three minutes later, I was blowing a weak load into the condom. Jenny helped things along with a gawky looking version of a twerk moving me right across the finish line without uttering a word. This woman kowtowed, facing away from me with her head touching the floor as she reached between her legs removing the condom. Jenny knelt upright as I appreciated all five foot four inches of her subtly sculpted figure. She tossed this condom aside favoring the filled one that she kept within arm's reach while getting her guts stuffed. This made me antsy wondering if this was the other shoe about to drop.
"I'll get rid of that." I gestured towards the condom.
"Why, because you think I'll use it to fuck with you in some way, huh Derrick? I told you the truth and you still think I'm a plant here to mess up your totally awesome mailroom job. You know I have a sex video of you fucking a big cow ass hillbilly, and now I have a condom full of your cum. Are you worried?"
"Yeah...and my name ain't Derrick."
"What?"
"You keep calling me Derrick; that's not my name, Jenny. Now can I have that condom, or are we in a situation?"
Jenny stared at me blankly, nude except for her ankle socks and sneakers, then smiled brightly going into a full grin before she shoved the full condom in her mouth. She slowly pulled it out like ticker tape, empty. I was caught off guard as she audibly swallowed opening her empty mouth with a chortle.
"Hey, I know what I look like; but just to let you know...I'm nasty." Jenny kept chuckling mostly to herself as she put on her clothes including the stuff I'd laundered after she'd sprayed herself in the face with cola. I dressed at a slower pace because I was looking at her body before it was clothed. Jenny collected both condoms knotting them up together before offering them with a wide smile on her cute face.
"You're definitely more than meets the eye." I commented finding it hard to look away from her face.
"Sorry about the Derrick thing; it was a bad breakup, okay?"
"I was worried for a minute." I replied pocketing the used rubbers intent on disposing of them down the restroom toilet upstairs.
"It was cathartic for me, and out of pocket; hey, have a minute?"
"Why?"
Jenny drooped to her knees fast with a thud, unzipping and exposing me. Her small hands got inside my breached jeans handling my manhood, balls included as she throated me again. I was sheathed from stem to stern while her hands jerked around the root of my prick with some fingers intensely massaging my balls. Some fingers pressed against my taint during this frantic sloppy top pressing down on some hidden spot triggering a scintillating burst of thick cum down her gullet into her belly.
Jenny mashed her face into my compromised crotch wriggling her head horizontally for a few moments. She reared backwards allowing my entire endowment to slowly protrude from her mouth in an utterly obscene display. My prick was throbbing right between Jenny's eyes covered in veins, ready to go as she wiped her chin, standing up chuckling at the look on my face. She tucked my erection away and zipped me up with a playful demeanor. My hand landed on her butt with a loud slap.
"Hey, gotta go upstairs; security is waiting as you well know, one minute forty seconds left. Maybe you should pick up a little around here and uh, I won't hold it against you if you jerk it to me."
"GET OUTTA HERE!" I shouted as Jenny ran off laughing heartily. The heavy metal door slammed loud enough to make my ears ring.
My thoughts drifted to her ex-boyfriend Derrick mentally chiding him for letting a sexual juggernaut and head queen like Jenny Delacruz slip through his fingers. I figured he likely cheated with a curvy woman of some sort which would explain Jenny's passive aggressive attitude towards Holly McMichael. Part of me wondered if she'd seduced me for validation. Jenny's head game was on another level, outer space.
"That guy is stupid." I flushed the condom and went to the mailroom finding the two-man security team signing in on the employee clipboard.
"Hey guys, uh, where's Jenny?"
"Signed out already; said you knew she was leaving." I facepalmed knowing I'd been sexually trolled.
Jenny Delacruz wanted to leave an impression.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
*************************************************************************************
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My phone was ringing off the hook.
"Hello?" I almost knocked it on the floor, snatching it up from the bedside table instead, knocking off the remnants of my fast-food dinner from Carl's Junior.
"PHIL LEFT MY ASS!!" Holly McMichael finally made it home from her weekend excursion to Vegas.
It was two in the morning.
"What'd you expect?"
"I expected that fucker to be here with the kids; look, it's not what you think, okay?" I was lying face down in my bed but perked up with a furrowed brow remembering Phil's despair because of her selfish behavior. Instead of spending her free weekend off from work with her man, Holly decided it was a good idea to get "flewed out" to sin city.
"Ain't you supposed to be telling him that?" It was a dig at her standard issue cheater's lingo.
"Well, I don't know where he's at; he blocked me on everything and turned off his phone. I keep getting his voicemail, so you'll do."
"What an honor." I replied dripping with sarcasm.
"Why're you talking like that; you've seen him, haven't you?" Holly picked up on the tone of my voice.
"I'm not involved."
"The hell you say; Phil took the kids to Derbin's trailer with pockets of cash and that scrawny fucker was smiling from ear to ear when I answered his facetime call. He thought I was coming back to him, but I shut that weak motherfucker down."
"Maybe you two should get back together." I was ready to slam in her cabbage patch face.
"JUST TELL ME YOU SAW HIM BEFORE HE GHOSTED ME!" Holly blurted out sensing I was about to end the call.
"I saw him, Holly."
"WHAT'D HE SAY; WHAT DOES HE KNOW?!!" She stammered in obvious verbal panic.
"I'm gonna go now."
"WAIT!!"
"What, now?"
"I need a face to face."
"No."
"Hey, don't jerk me around when you been up in my fucking tits since day one and I gave you some; I wanna face to face with you at the motherfucking Dennys two blocks from where we work and I ain't taking no for an answer, either! You brought us together, but I'm your bitch over that motherfucker!"
"Really?"
"Okay man, if you don't turn up down there in the next twenty minutes, don't worry about it. I'm serious as fuck, okay? Don't worry about shit since you won't let me have my fucking day in court and don't worry about seeing me ever again, asshole!" Holly slammed in my face.
"Well, how about that?" I sat up on the edge of the bed scratching the back of my head.
I didn't take her seriously but wanted to fill in the rest of the puzzle pieces arriving at the sparsely populated restaurant with a minute and a half to spare. Phil's defeated demeanor and subsequent evacuation from the city spoke volumes about where his head was post relationship and step-fathership. Things were sort of a whirlwind after all three of us hooked up that night. Holly wanted to get some payback on her cheating baby daddy, and I wanted some of that ass inheriting Phil in the process. The fiftysomething uber driver got a nice brand-new relationship and ready-made family out of the deal. Holly got a seasoned guy with tons of experience and time for her kids.
It was a house of cards built on sand in gale-force winds. Phil figured it out right at the end.
"Sit your ass down." Holly greeted me tersely.
Holly McMichael sat there with her normally frizzly strawberry mane, now straightened and swept over a shoulder on her opposite side.
Four tight cornrows were etched into the side of her head facing me. Smoky eye shadow and liner surrounded her eyes, and her eyebrows were done; sparse red lipstick completed this new look on a big country woman who usually walked about with her plain features on display willing to flip you the bird at a moment's notice if you said otherwise. A light blue puffer jacket covered her upper half failing to hide her charms from public view. Her enormous N-Cup breasts made it a necessity that the jacket remain unzipped if Holly were to sit in the window booth comfortably.
"Well good morning to you too, bitch; it's like in the AM, so that's morning, right Holly?" A flounced, voluminous peasant blouse enhanced the humongous cleavage mashed into the table. Some of that prime tit-meat was bulging onto the table, top and underneath. I slid into the opposite side facing her noticing the Bohemian print on her frock. Holly looked taller than me seated there as I noticed a cigarette in her hand. Ms. McMichael was using a saucer as an ashtray staring at my face, intently.
"Who cares? Where is my man; don't play in my face, this shit is important, okay?" She took a drag as I noticed a server bypassing us ignoring her smoking. Holly was drawing attention but cared nothing about it.
"Didn't you ghost him first?"
"That is not what's on the table right now; so, you better not try none of that "bros before hoes" shit with me or we're chunking it out on the sidewalk outside. I did what I did, made a gametime decision for both of us; fucked up and dropped the ball. Now you're gonna sit here and hold down a guy that was more than willing to share me with you. DID YOU FORGET HOW WE MET?!! You forget the other BBC in the motherfucking room, huh? Wasn't no great love story, dude! You were all up in my damn titties before I bounced; or did you forget that shit while you were hugging it out with my gawd damn man?!"
"Chill, people are watching." I cautioned as the server returned filling my water glass. Holly was nursing a mug of black coffee.
"I don't give a fuck; I could wipe my pimply ass with what they think! Now, are we good, or are you gonna play the role with me about this cheating shit?" Holly McMichael cut through all the banter with this strained distressed look on her face that drew some disparaging looks my way from an adjacent booth stuffed with guys from the boulevard. I knew better than to meet their eyes, as I answered.
"Holly, he left town with a duffle in the back of his truck. I don't think he's coming back."
Tears started streaming down her face making the mascara run freely as she buried her face in her hands. I was given the impression she would've hunched over the table if she were physically able.
"AW FUCK, SHIT!! FUCK ME, MAN!! FUCK ME!!" Holly shouted at the top of her lungs. Her grief was palpable enough that time seemed to stop for a moment as all eyes found the booth we shared. A server walked over leaning over Holly's big back with a handful of tissues intermittently shooting me a look or two. I just sat there as the women whispered before the server went about her rounds.
"Sorry." I offered contritely taken aback by her facedown sobs.
"Eighteen grand."
"What?"
"Eighteen motherfucking grand, dude; that's how much it cost." My face wrinkled up at the assumption that my work wife and two-time fuck buddy went to Vegas to sell her cooch.
"I don't wanna know." I started to slide out of the booth intent on leaving Holly there alone fueled by the memory of Phil's emotionally disheveled face as he bit the bullet telling me about her betrayal.
"That fucking hospital was chomping on my ass for the rest of that money, with interest. It was already too late when I found those bills in his stuff! Wasn't my fault he never applied for medical insurance; didn't have disability even though he knew he had acute heart disease! Derbin ain't coming up off no checks working the takeout window at the chicken shack, so what the fuck was I supposed to do while he was laid up, huh? He couldn't do his fucking uber job. He had to take his time recovering, but those bills didn't give a fuck! What was I supposed to do, man; I GOT KIDS! You wanna sit here and turn yo' fucking nose up at me; then give me a fucking answer! I'm shit, right? GIVE ME AN ANSWER!!"
"Hey, I would've loaned you some money." Holly sat up looking distraught, huffing and sniffling, giving me the impression, she might plant a ham sized fist in my mush if I kept talking. Instead, she slapped a handful of paper towels into her face blowing her nose loudly as one nearby couple got up and moved to another table. Holly watched raising a middle finger at the guy's female companion before I reached over pulling her hand down. I wilted under her tear-soaked gaze, unused to seeing her in this manner.
"I should get up and go back there and commence to stomping on the bitch neck, huh?"
"I got no money to bail you out of jail tonight."
"But you got eighteen grand to pay my nigga's medical bills on a last notice, right? How about my fourteen hundred dollar rent after we moved into a bigger place I just got stuck with the bill for, huh brother? My kids got needs, man...Derbin works part time at the chicken shack and my old BBC was on the mend; couldn't even help me with the kids, so I had to start letting stupid ass Derbin have them on weekends."
"Why didn't you talk to me, Holly?"
"And say what; all you wanna do is fuck around with my big ass titties! That's all anyone ever wants to do with me! Nobody cares about the bitch holding these motherfucking boulders; so why should you? We work together, man; I fucks with you for real, but I don't open my shit for public consumption. I learned early on that a bitch gotta hold her own nuts in this life! Ain't no Prince Charming coming for a basic female, even with these big ass fucking titties. STOP FRONTING!! What would you have me do?"
"Shit, Holly." I took a sip from a fresh cup of coffee placed in front of me by the suspicious server.
"So uhm, I was feeling the burn with all the bills, my screaming kids and my man who couldn't do much of anything but lay on the couch and watch Netflix. That shit felt like it was my fault because he was boning the fuck out of me when that stroke got his old ass in a chokehold. I was so scared that night; thought I was gonna lose him. Phil was out for a few days, and I thought that motherfucker was gonna die on me."
The paper towels were soaked through as the waitress returned with a new handful looking angrily at my face. I didn't say a word, knowing better than to give a damn about some stranger's opinion of me.
"Shit, I lost it when my kid kept asking for some little video game shit and almost got child services called on me for busting his narrow tail with that belt. Derbin's bacon thot put him up to it, but he took that shit back because he knew I was gonna come back to that trailer with my strap. I did what I had to do."
"What did you do, Holly?"
"Online shit." She sniffled some more while taking a deep drink of coffee as I processed.
"Online shit?"
"Yeah, I was in the shower crying under the spray worried I was gonna have to get Phil into a shelter because I couldn't do it with the kids and him, keep my job and not have a nervous breakdown. I was shitting bricks and those bills never stopped coming. So, I used these; used my girls to close the gap in my fucking pocketbook and you can kiss my ass if you think that makes me a piece of shit. These titties been plaguing me since I was twelve and I can't count the number of times I had to beat a guy bloody just to get home from school. Can't count the number of "indecent proposals" I got from people and grimy fucks just helping themselves! Derbin ain't shit and ain't never gonna be shit! But I got these right here!"
"You made an Only Fans page?"
"First night was a bust just figuring that crap out and getting my cash app card registered. I said fuck that noise but got me one of those cam pages thingies. Just sat there looking stupid with this tube top on not knowing what I was supposed to do. Some geek came into my space asking to see my tits, so I told him I wanted a couple of hundred. Motherfucker paid up, on the spot! Just to see my tits; for a minute or two, dude! I got six Bemjamins that night, then logged off because I thought that shit might be illegal. Didn't want the police arresting me for porn shit; I don't know, alright?! Came back later that week...gravy train ever since."
"Why didn't you tell Phil?" Holly looked at me starting to hunch her shoulders, then looked away out the restaurant's paneled window at the sparse street traffic.
"I just didn't."
"Why?"
"Stupid I guess; that money started rolling in along with the compliments and talk. I uhm, liked the attention and those guys would listen to whatever I had to say, and some really uhm, engaged with me. Phil just, seemed to be drifting away but I never had any intentions of fucking him over. Hell man, I knew those guys just wanted to get in my pants, but I told myself I'd quit once I made my big score. Well...this weekend was that big motherfucking score. After I traded with you, I figured I'd tell him I was catting out at my friend's house. It was spur of the moment sure, but I'd been working up to it for weeks."
"How?"
"Two of my regulars, guys with real money kept talking up uhm, a meet and greet."
"HOLLY!"
"Relax, it was certified even though it was last minute; during them adult movies uh, academy awards at this convention center, okay? These guys rented a conference room in one of them casino hotels where all of them fucking nerds and perverts could see us in person. There were other women there, too; I didn't even have any merch, but the incels had to pay to get in there with the women. I made a killing taking pics for fifty, sixty a pop. But the real goddamn money was upstairs with the big money guys."
The server returned interrupting our conversation to take orders. I was reeling from the details of Holly's illicit adventure in Vegas finding it more outrageous as she recounted the sordid details casting herself as some partially clueless noob instead of a woman looking to ultimately sell her body to the highest bidder. The silence continued through half of our meal as a question prodded me to speak up.
"Why didn't you tell me about the online shit, or the weekend trip to Vegas?"
"Are you kidding?"
"No."
"You were tripping balls after that first titfuck in the office; then you got to see me caught with my draws down when Derbin cheated on me with some bacon ass crackhead; and what would you have thought if I let you in on all this weird ass shit right here, huh bruh?!! Look how you came at me the other day; you got yours, so I felt it was cool to get my bag. I just wanted to be in the green for once."
One thing was for certain, Holly McMichael never stopped shooting from the hip.
"How much?"
"You pocket watching now, huh?" Her southern fried thuggish response didn't faze me one bit.
"How much, Holly?"
"Forty racks." She answered without fail in between bites of the steak she'd ordered.
"Fuck outta here with that shit."
"Four big ballers; ten racks apiece and I didn't even count the money and tips I made on the convention floor, yet."
"Damn." I rested my chin on my fists.
We continued eating in silence as I pondered everything, I'd learned feeling conflicted. Holly McMichael was a big country girl with an oppressive matronly demeanor towards the people she cared about in her own rough around the edge's way. Being with Derbin since their formative years solidified this mindset as she was used to carrying everything on her shoulders like Atlas. Her explanation seemed plausible, but her tendency to take her male suitors for granted, was a handicap to her overall happiness. She seemed to expect the worst from people taking these proactive steps that eventually ruined her relationships with the two men that had been in her life up until this weekend. It was sobering.
"You really think he ain't coming back?" Holly asked, taking a sip of coffee from her mug.
"Looks that way." I replied taking a bite out of my slice of pie.
"Well, girls like me don't come around every day; where's he gonna find someone like me, huh?" Holly sniffled wiping her reddened nose with some paper towels left on her side of the table by our dutiful server.
"That's true, yup; I think it was the sense of betrayal that made up Phil's mind for him. I don't doubt for a second that he's not going to lose sleep over you, and contrary to popular belief, not over your huge tits, either."
"It's always about my titties." Holly sounded crestfallen and rueful looking out the window again, finding some guys with their phones pointed in her direction. Her massive bust was overlapping the table making the woman a carny attraction. She stared back pointedly, then flipped them the bird making the goons scatter to the four winds. I felt her situation in that moment as she snatched my pie taking a few bites side eyeing some more voyeurs at an adjacent table. Her face turned in my direction, resolute.
"See that shit? That look, huh man? I've been seeing that since I was twelve years old. One day I woke up with some D-Cups, and that was a wrap for any kinda normal life I ever would've had. I was a large C-cup before that, and my ma kept me covered up in multiple t-shirts and frumpy dresses from fucking JC Penny. Her tits were little turds and she used to beat my ass all the time. Said I was sassing all of them boys and acting like a prostitute. Fuck my life; well, if only she could see me now, right?"
"You guys don't talk much these days?"
"Yup, cause she'd dead...heroin overdose with her stupid ass boyfriend. Guess that shit runs in the family because I always thought Derbin was laid back in the day; but then I realized he the reason he didn't care about my tits was because he was stoned all the time."
"So, what now?"
"Shit man; feels like I'm talking to a therapist every time we link up. Look, I wanna say that I haven't thought that far ahead yet, but that's a lie. I ain't gonna do that to us, as friends...ain't coming back."
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
"I just made forty grand off my tits; would you go back to a 9 to 5 if you knew you could pull down that kind of money in a day or two?"
"... Holly."
"Man don't piss on my dick; I did something strange for some change to take care of Phil and my family and the big man upstairs slapped me down. I cheated, I guess...we never really said boo to each other about being official, if you can believe it. He let me crash at his place, we fucked like rabbits most of the time before we got that bigger place for the kids. Shit happened, and now he's gone in the wind."
"I can't believe I'm losing you, too."
"You ain't losing me; I said what I said, and I meant it. If you ain't too grossed out by me, I'd like to share a bed with you for a few hours before I have to get the kids back from Derbin. They really liked Phil; they're gonna hate me for screwing this up, but I'm gonna love bomb them until I get a mommy pass. One of my uh, fans sent me a whole PS5 console thing; I was gonna give it to Derbin Jr on Christmas, but now that shit is getting rolled out, hella early. The rest can pick what they want on a shopping spree."
"They're your kids; they'll understand."
"Spoken like a true asshole who ain't got no kids and ain't never babysitted no fucking kids." Holly surprised me by snapping up the bill squeezing out of the booth with considerable effort.
The reason for the puffer jacket was made clear as she stood up, massive breasts making a rubbery jiggle due to their size and weight. The open jacket not only left her enormous tits on display, but also revealed the plus sized stretchy, three button shorts that rode up uncomfortably. The high waisted white denim matched her top as I found myself admiring legs which looked shapelier than I realized. Holly caught me looking, but didn't say anything, paying for our meal with a black card. She explained that one of her "fans" purchased a gym membership on her behalf. I was going to miss her badly.



"Damn." I took a final sip of coffee from my mug thinking about two people I'd lost in just under twenty-four hours.
Something told me this was likely my swan song with Holly McMichael.
I pretty much got the whole picture of my coworker from day one to one hundred. This big plus sized strawberry blonde with the innocuous cabbage patch doll face and massive breasts arrived bundled up under layers of flannel and baggy denim looking for pay for an honest day's work. Nobody was any the wiser with many of our peers thinking she was a wannabe thuggo, or wigger. Some even said Holly was a butch lesbian, a stud; but Mother Nature and her own genetic lottery proved them wrong one particularly rainy morning after she'd left home running late without an umbrella. Holly was exposed.
Now she'd become something of a lewd attraction around the office drawing legions of unwanted admirers of both sexes, unwanted indecent proposals and one il-advised attempt at a sexual "Hail Mary" when one of our peers decided to expose himself to her near the watercooler. To say Holly beat the shit out of him would be a gross understatement; what she did to that guy bordered on criminally insane leaving her work shirt and ham fists splattered with his blood. Incredibly this was swept under the rug by the guy along with H.R. with Holly receiving renumeration in the form of eleven hundred dollars from her "victim" and four weeks off at the end of which, she surprised everybody by returning to work.
I'd chided her for not getting an attorney, but Holly didn't have that kind of money. That's when Derbin started showing up regularly intended to be some sort of visual deterrent. It didn't work out as intended with everybody thinking the lanky waste of space was a joke. His presence, however comedic, provided an opening for our budding relationship which blossomed into a FWB "situationship "one Saturday afternoon prompted by her overwhelming frustration with the underperforming baby daddy. Holly ushered me into an epic slide into second base with her monster sized boobs wrapped around my prick.
Now she was sitting in my SUV because Phil had taken the truck and left town. It started out as hers, but he took over the payments, getting the title transferred to his name so that it could be covered by his insurance. The car he'd been using to uber people about, was a company sponsored rental retracted when he went on the mend. Suddenly Holly McMichael was awash in "struggle love" with a mountain of bills pushing everything down the drain. She wasn't used to communicating, so she took it on the chin.
"Stop it, I can hear you thinking about me; just let go of all that mess and treat me nice, okay?" Holly interrupted my inner dialogue knowing me well after so much time spent working side by side in that small mailroom at the back of the second floor. She was all about action and thought later.
"Don't I always treat you nice, Holly?"
"You know what I mean; I want you to treat me nice, with this?" Her palm blanketed my erection giving it a light squeeze confirming its growing hardness. We exchanged knowing glances before she withdrew her hand turning up the music.
"Put that hand back, bitch." This got a smile out of her and for a moment it was like we were back in the office gossiping, trading anecdotes and barbs, working hard together. Holly exposed my erection squeezing my shaft making it get rigid in her fist.
"You gonna miss these titties, huh baby?"
"I'm gonna miss you." I replied as we pulled up to a stop light two blocks over. My hand landed on her bare thigh giving it a squeeze.
"Hey, there's a motel on the next block; I stayed there one time when I was mad at Derbin. He'd lost another job, so I wanted him to think I had another guy. Just spent the night watching crappy porn on the motel tv while my phone blew up. He tried to put his hands on me when I got home, and earned himself a concussion, lump on the head and two shiners making him look like the fucking Hamburgular. Before you say anything, we hugged it out."
"Hugged it out?"
"Fucked." I turned into the parking lot in the fading darkness noting the similarities to the time frame of that fateful threesome with Phil, who was my uber driver at the time. It was the night Derbin put the final nail in the coffin of their long-suffering relationship.
Holly pulled down the car sun visor touching up the lipstick on muted lips, noticing me watching. She'd pulled the small vial of makeup from her cavernous cleavage. Sitting next to me, it looked as if her entire upper half was all tits. She wasn't a small woman by any means, but her breasts were this black hole for other people's eyes that she didn't even notice any more. My cock was standing at attention earning a forced whimsical smile from this big country mamma. Her hand returned, playfully stroking my prick.
"What're you gonna do without a work wife, huh?"
"Aw shit." Her question triggered something forgotten making her brow furrow as she closed the visor.
"Spill."
"Somebody saw us fucking in the storage room." Holly looked pissed for a half second, then smirked.
"I don't give a shit; I ain't going back."
"It's cool, I fucked her the other day." I shot back in the same lackadaisical tone making Holly scoff and grin, mischievously.
"Why am I not surprised?"
"Because I'm a dirty dawg?" I raised a brow matching hers.
"Get your ass out of this car and get that room; I'm gonna stunt on your trifling ass." Holly flicked the head of my cock with her finger making me wince and bump my head on the steering wheel. The horn blared loudly for an instant in the 4AM darkness.
"YES MA'AM!" My response gave Holly a much-needed belly laugh after baring her soul to me.
Jokes and goofy banter had been the glue that held our relationship together, but the foundation was the raw truth. That ability to look one another in the eye and call things for what they were. The motel clerk was damn near somnambulistic as I checked in, only coming to life when my rented room door buzzed loudly. I traced his eyeline to Ms. McMichael already walking over. The look on his face told me the room wasn't the only thing I was renting in the early morning hours. I ignored him knowing this grinning Sikh would've given his right testicle to switch places with me.
"Have fun." I found a condom in the dispatch window's slot.
Some of Holly's experience rubbed off on me with recollections of the salacious, jealous and downright hostile looks I got in her company whenever we would go to lunch together. Most of the time Holly was perceived as someone indecent solely because of her bust and what one unfortunate sister deemed a sort of Hillbilly esthetic.
Five minutes later she was cowering under one of the tables in the breakroom lucky Holly wasn't able to flip the table and throttle her due to the four brothers sitting there. I remember Holly coming out of H.R. with a second written warning amazed she hadn't been fired. Her cheeks and nose were ruddy, face glistening with tears as she walked into the mail room closing the dispatch window before we had a sustained belly laugh that carried outside of it. White girl tears be dammed.
"Can you wait until I actually quit before you start missing me?" Holly was standing in the motel room doorway watching, puffing on a cigarette. She thought vaping was for pussies, in her words.
"Maybe I'll fuck you so hard, you won't quit."
"Maybe I'll fuck you so hard, you'll quit with me." Holly McMichaels didn't miss a beat with a delivery so smooth, I couldn't help but slap the cigarette out of her hand trading it for a soulful kiss mashing my body into her zaftig proportions. Her hands took custody of the belt loop in my jeans tugging them in her direction. She moaned into my mouth swirling her tongue about with a hand massaging my back.
That hand slid around to the front of my pants as Holly drew me inside slamming the door shut. It slammed loud enough to echo across the outside parking lot as I grabbed her puffer coat pushing it free of her meaty shoulders letting it fall to the worn carpet at our feet. I was presented with a mountainous wealth of cleavage that started as a single line deep and tight enough just below her throat to hide the tip of a pointer finger, inside. The flowy billowy peasant blouse struggled to contain her charms.
"Sorry." Holly apologized.
"For what?"
"That threesome; I know you wanted me all to yourself, but you were kinda blowing me off later that night. I was desperate and scared of going to jail after beating up Derbin and his girlfriend, so I made that offer to Phil. I wanted his nose open enough to take you hostage and get me the fuck out of that trailer park; truth be told, I was nervous that night but you two gave me a fucking banner moment. Never thought I'd be Chinese finger cuffs on two BBC'S, but it happened. Got a man out of the deal, but I always knew you wanted me all to yourself that night. Shit, guess I'm apologizing to Phil, too."
Holly tugged on the string that was supposed to keep her boulders in check tugging it completely out which resulted in her massive breasts bulging up and out of the plunging neckline. It looked like she was sporting two sets of humongous knockers stacked vertically. My breathing was palpable, heart thumping harder than our previous tryst as Holly McMichael pulled the blouse over her head tossing it aside.
"Right here, right now, this is yours, and yours only." Underneath the blouse, this woman sported a sexy underwire open front brassiere that looked tailored to her size. Her breasts were literally bigger and wider than my torso which had an immediate effect on my throbbing loins. It felt like I was going over.
"Ah... uh, what the hell?" I was at a loss for words faced with the nuclear effect of her mountainous cleavage. Holly cupped the undersides, giving me a single jiggle that had a ripple effect across the tops of her breasts. It was akin to a pebble thrown in a pool of calm. My crotch tightened up as if it were shrinking as pulses of sexual lightning ran though my endowment. Holly slowly knelt cupping her tits.
"It's okay to let go, baby." Holly gingerly unbuckled and unzipped my pants finding my cock happy to greet her with a maze of cement hardened veins across its surface and the burgundy-colored crown past the limit.
Several ropes of cum exploded from my prick in unrelenting waves utterly defiling this buxom thirtysomething. The first burst hit a diagonal line right across her face, followed by more soiling her neck and finally the top of her never-ending cleavage. I didn't have time to be embarrassed as Holly leaned forward sucking on the upper third of my prick, cleaning it while I was still cumming.
"All of this is yours because you deserve it; you've been my best friend from day one and I wanna REALLY give back to you for that. You can do whatever you like to me; this is your pussy, right now."
Holly emphasized this by wrapping her cum sprinkled breasts around my still throbbing prick using her forearms wedged into their outsides, hard. My cock was trapped between her fleshy mountains pointed at her sternum, snug. I didn't wait bucking my hips, long stroking her mashed up mams with full arcs of my lower back. I pinched her bra straps at the bit of negative space on both shoulders where the cups were held in place using them as leverage smashing into her giant tits making them bounce and jiggle all over the place. Holly kept up direct eye contact mouthing inaudible bits of encouragement as I burst.
My second round of cum splashed with light sprinkles raining down atop her wide expanse of creamy cleavage followed by several more that drizzled down her stomach. Holly still had light flecks of it on her lips and cheeks, smiling warmly at me. This time she took an estimated half of my junk gagging as it thumped the back of her throat, before sucking each of my balls making a mess of things downstairs. This woman knew her business when it came to those melons folding her arms under them as I tapped and drummed my cock on them repeatedly, before shoving it in her mouth. That half-length suction was incredible.
"Guess I might get to keep my panties on tonight." She commented playfully taking a jab at my consecutive quick shots; but I wasn't that easy. I went in on those tits again fucking them hard enough to earn these wet, sticky sounding claps. Holly McMichael had a rising place on my bucket list. Hell, she had a staunch place on the bucket lists of most people that got a good look at her or even a fleeting glimpse.
"Quid Pro Quo?" I offered a hand like I wanted a ballroom dance.
I helped Holly to her feet with a bit of flair, kneeling as she stood rubbing the outside of her thighs, vertically. My face found a home pressed hard against her crotch lapping at her covered slit. She was startled arching backwards, then returned as I peppered her mound with kisses. I undid the buttons on those high waisted shorts until a tiny lace thong stared me in the face. I tugged those shorts down allowing her to step out of them one leg at a time.
She whimpered as I licked her to nirvana until those panties were soaked through with my saliva, almost translucent. I found a perfectly trimmed patch of brown hair when I peeled them to the side. Holly was definitely being taken care of; she was the most buxom of sugar babies coddled by a legion of men who had no chance in hell of meeting her in private.
"Yum, you taste so good." I moaned licking her slit with abandon, using my tongue to part Holly's lower lips poking around just inside her honeypot.
"Oh yeah, what does it taste like, huh?"
"Apple pie."
"Apple pie?" She sounded playfully incredulous as my hands slid up to the compact "baby donk" sitting at the end of her back.
It was genetic checks and balances perfectly proportioned, but comically centered in the middle of some wide thighs, like an island. It was two lady lumps just over a handful. They had the feel and density of dual stress balls that I loved squeezing whenever I got the chance. Today was another chance as my hand groped, fondled and pinched making Holly laugh and swat at the offending digits before she mounted the only chair in the room popping that tragically small donk in my face enhancing it with an arch in her back that would've made any sister, proud. Those panties were a nice shiny white T-back.
I planted kisses and smacks on her buttocks eventually peeling the material covering her peach to the side feasting from the back. Holly sighed breezily resting her folded arms over the back of the chair on the table next to it. Her breasts bulged over the top of the chair joining her folded arms as she rested her head atop them moaning and whining, enjoying being serviced. I made a spit-soaked mess out of her cunt, adding fingers to the fray eventually prying it wide open with my thumbs to witness it throbbing. Holly flexed internally making her insides appear to be snapping, hungry for a fat cock to stuff it full.
"Fuck my pussy for me, baby; fuck it good." Holly pleaded, half gasping as I snatched off my clothing.
This guttural groan escaped her thin lips as I did just that, stuffing the strawberry blonde MILF full of chocolate. The head of my cock smashed into the bottom of her box like a battering ram finding little to no friction in her buttery confines. I pounded and rutted into her tightened flexing cunt like it was going out of style, finally getting Ms. McMichael all to myself as originally intended. Holly was so wet, she was leaving a milky sheen on my plunging cock as the room was filled with squishy, juicy sounds.
Like I mentioned before, she wasn't a small woman by any means. Holly was built for power, big and strong enough to hold those twin mountains on her chest. Her pale complexion flushed red making an outline of her brassiere across her wide back. It was amazing to see this buxom woman curl herself into a ball starting to row and fluidly saw her hips letting her butt slap backwards into my feverish thrusts. This was the fourth time we were hooking up and both of us found that perfect symbiosis of movement. Every time I plunged inside her slick, juicy confines, Holly's baby donk would meet me, going balls deep.
That round undersized but full donk swayed to one side, then back the other way repeating the action until she was literally wagging it on the base of my cock. A few times I would grab her dense waist snatching her backwards into me as rough as possible, skin to skin. Holly cried out joyously when this happened, then chuckled bobbing and tucking her chin into the top of her compromised cleavage. After the third time this happened, I went for broke smashing her cunt until she was happily sobbing out loud.
It was heaven watching that "baby donk" slamming into my pelvis like the worst car into a brick wall accident. Together, we were the living embodiment of irresistible force meeting an immovable object. She was built to take a beating as my thrusts hit like waves against the clashing rocks. I kept at it manically until her swollen insides felt as if they would force my invading prick outside of it. Holly's arms flopped to her sides as she took everything I had to give like a heavyweight champion. I pulled back leaving just the tip inside then thrust forward with all my might giving it to her viciously.
My cock was undated with her juices as Holly was poked and prodded relentlessly until she squirted in fits and starts. Some of it was running down the back of her thighs in rivulets like a waterfall. I pulled out, prying her peach apart watching for a while, then went in again with the same intensity. Holly's whales of pleasure carried sounding hollow reverberating off the walls. I pulled all the way back leaving just the tip inside, then shot forward hard enough to make her cry out in sexual distress. She didn't tap out, but popped her butt vertically, methodically dislodging my glistening cock.
"Oh no, you don't!" My hand pancaked the shit out of her right buttock making it jiggle a little.
"Do it again!"
My palm returned smacking the shit out of both cheeks until they were nearly glowing in the dark replaced by my cock.
"OH SHIT!! OH FUG!! FUGGIT!! YOU ARE DESTROYING MY PUSS!! DESTROYING MY PUSS-SEE!!" Holly wasn't lying as I pounded on the back of her cunt like I was trying to knock down some walls in there. I was on a personal mission to make her walk funny, at least for the rest of the week. I wanted her to think about me every time she sat down for the next year. Her insides were beyond sloppy as I made a glorious mess while she yowled and whimpered, creaming excessively. Her essence was running off the edge of the chair when this big country fried MILF bucked me off clambering on top of the round table.
"Oh no you don't; you little minx!" I grabbed an ankle and slapped an already reddened compact buttock before turning Holly over on her back facing the ceiling. She got a bit of shock and awe next.
"AW SHIT, YOU'RE CRAZY!!" I flopped out on top of her, impaling her to the table with my cock.
My face was buried in her mountainous cleavage mashed together between my biceps while I gave her the business with some passionate rolling thrusts fully sheathed inside her pulsing insides. There was nowhere she could go, eventually giving in digging her nails into my buttocks. Holly went with it rolling up into my hips counterclockwise continuing the symbiotic lovemaking that spoke volumes about our relationship in the sack and out. Her massive knockers provided a veritable feast as I had my way with them kissing, sucking and nibbling on her raspberried nipples.
"Aw yeah, that's how I like it; oh, shit you're fucking me so hard. Screwing my brains out so good, I should've been getting it in with you the first day you turned up. Damn...Ah, shit it hurts so good, baby. You're definitely a dirty dawg with that BDE; you got that good dick. I can feel your balls slapping me."



My cock slipped outside thumping out of control signaling my third climax.
"Cum for me, baby...cum all over this fucking pussy." Holly sounded blissful using both hands to spread her labia apart as the first spurts of my jizz sprinkled all over her mound and belly. Two thick ropes attested to my natural virility and regular zinc usage. A third scintillating rope of creamy jizz blasted the undersides of her huge knockers. I hovered over Holly in a pushup position rubbing the underside of my cock on that neat triangular patch of fur covering her mound.
"Gawddamn we should've fucked more."
"Well, you had an open invitation to come over." Holly reminded running some fingers through her blonde hair with an extended sigh as my hand tweaked a thick nipple. Her limbs were hanging over the edge of the table which suddenly started to creak under her weight. I snatched her up in my arms not compensating for Holly's weight. We smashed onto the bed like an asteroid hit.
I was unceremoniously smashed under Holly's top-heavy figure thankful we'd landed on the bed which had enough give to make us bounce jointly. The damage was done as she laughed gregariously for the first time in a long while. I realized I hadn't heard Holly laugh like that since the night we hooked up in that epic threesome that introduced Phil to her life. It sort of underscored the fleeting nature of what should've been two, three ships docking in the night. We were her revenge and should have gone our separate ways afterwards. Comically, Holly proposed a poly marriage at the conclusion of our tryst.
"Yeah, we should've fucked a lot; oh well, no time like the present, huh baby?" Her face was glowing and happy enough in that instant that it could be mistaken for a smiley emoji.
"HEY!! NOW WAIT A DAMN-MINUTE!!!" It was too late as the plus sized miscreant with the massive knockers rolled on top of me effectively pinning me to the mattress. My arms and legs flopped about as she started grinding on my crotch with a girlish laugh. My field of vision was obscured with those monster sized tits as she shook and wriggled on the underside of my prick pinned to my abdomen.
"I told you I was gonna stunt on your ass; now take your bag of pussy like a good little boy." Both of us laughed and jostled about with her nearly matching my strength before I relented allowing my arms to be pinned adjacent to each side of my head. Her labia were parted by my girth, slick and slippery. After a few minutes her playfulness started to die down replaced by moans and huffs of air. Buxom MILF, Holly McMichael started to flush even more closing her eyes tightly as that compact donk went into business for itself. She started rolling her hips pressing down intensely, making things even wetter.
"Ah shit, that feels good, Holly." I gasped before catching one of her nipples suckling and nipping on it.
"Yeah fuck, ah shit; oh, there you go baby, you finally got inside." She rubbed and grinded up a steel bar that managed to slip effortlessly into her snatch with the bottom third bulging out.
"Now that you got me, what're you gonna do with me?" Her baby donk rested firmly on the base of my cock.
Ms. McMichael was more than up to the task at hand, rolling and sawing her snatch with a trembling intensity feeling everything as goose bumps prickled up on her meaty arms and thigh. The rowing motion was incredible taking me on a ride enhanced by the huffs, gasps and light girlish whines of pleasure from this woman built strictly for power. Holly was built to last, like the original American cars. Her palms were flattened on either side of my noggin as this long-suffering woman fucked the dog shit out of me. Now, I was the one taking it like a champ. I held onto that tit with my lips, unable to handle it properly.
"Damn you got some good ass dick, and you ain't bad on the eyes, either."
"Gee thanks."
Her chortle was music to my ears as she popped and bucked her hips getting it in with her eyes still tightly shut. The smile on her face attested to the fact that she was probably embarrassed a bit, heartened that afterwards I wouldn't be able to chide her about our sneaky link. Holly's mean mug gave most of our coworkers on the job pause; but I'd slid under her defenses becoming a trusted confidant well before we ever laid hands on one another. This felt natural and intimately casual in the moment.
"Shut up and let me keep training this dick." Her long shoulder length blonde locks were like a curtain framing both of our heads top and bottom creating an added layer of intimacy.
"Like I never heard that before."
"Oh yeah; well now I gotta smash you." Holly sat upright, impaled full rewarding me with a view that legions of men and some women would've died for. Several tremors ran through her body.
"Damn, can I have a picture of this, later?"
"My tits?"
"Not just that, the view."
"I'll give you a free pass on my subscription page, if that's what you want?"
"No, I want this view from the point of view lying underneath you, Holly; I want it for prosperity, and uh, it would make a hell of a screen saver on my phone."
Her palm smacked me on the left cheek.
"Is that a, no?" I knew that slap was a term of endearment.
"I'll let you figure it out." Holly flopped out atop my prone body half crushing the air out of me as her butt became a whirling, popping and grinding blur of motion. Jets of sticky cum were painting her insides almost instantaneously, but Holly kept it up starting to gasp and whine with tears streaking her cheeks. Somehow, I was able to work my hands free enough to dig my nails into her cheeks squeezing, pinching and slapping them as Holly crested, then rolled off to the side facing the ceiling.
"Yeah, we definitely should've fucked more." Holly commented post coitus first looking at the motel room ceiling, then at my profile.
"Tell me about it." I agreed, meeting her huffing, wheezing gaze.
We chuckled at the stupid expression on each other's faces, then bumped and dapped fists before staring at the celling jointly.
[DARKNESS]
"Ow, hey what the fuck, bitch!" My vision returned from the inky void discovering Holly's visage and nothing else.
"I've decided to let you have your pic and I don't care if you use as a screen saver or show it to the whole world."
Holly plunked my phone in the center of my chest, before continuing. The big bodied ingenue was lying beside me with a leg draped over one of mine, humongous tits sandwiching my right arm. She was playing with my semi-erect member as I felt a little embarrassed myself for passing out in the middle of a hookup. Her hand felt good sliding along my shaft making it thicken as she stared into my eyes.
"I'm gonna want something in return, okay?"
"Sure."
"Take your pic; in fact, take one for me too." Holly mounted me taking my endowment to the base, this time cupping her huge breasts mashing them together until they bulged between her fingers. The underside boob cleavage looked spectacular as I ended up taking a few variations before all was said and done. She started riding me but stopped abruptly.
"What?"
"Hey, we're always gonna be friends, right? Uhm, if not, I just wanna apologize for all the times I acted like a dick in that mailroom; truthfully, I probably wanted to hook up with you before you even thought about me."
"I doubt that." Holly flushed facially, then wiped away an errant tear streaking down her cheek.
After composing herself, the plus sized strawberry blonde stared down at my face stuffed full slowly using her walls to tease my trapped prick until I squirmed wanting more. I shoved my mound into an immovable object as she watched with this plucky smile on her face before pulling my hands into her huge breasts. I clawed and mauled her breasts leaving handprints all over them. Holly dismounted leaving my cock pointing up at the ceiling glistening with juices. My crotch was soaked with her essence.
"I like it when you're on top." She admitted.
Holly laid on the ruffled bedding at an angle offering her hands. Both legs were spread wide as possible, bent at the knees facing opposite directions as I took her hands with the head of my cock pressed into her opening. We interlocked fingers and Holly yanked hard towards her head impaling herself balls deep with all my meat.
We went at it hard in the paint slapping and bumping uglies like nobody's business. I blanketed her under my body as she wrapped and interlocked her fingers in the middle of my back. Her legs followed as I was nearly smothered in her cleavage. I hooked my fingers over her shoulders from the back locking our bodies together for a scintillating thirty-minute fuck fest, something for the ages.
It felt good knocking the bottom of her cunt out, feeling myself stopped at the entrance by her dense proportions. Everything was slick, and oily where our bodies clashed. Even my sack was soaked with her juices slapping the bottom of her cheeks. I exploded inside her two times in a row and kept going with a half-erect prong working it back into a meaty steel bar. I managed to crouch in a frog-like posture mimicking Holly's swinging my junk into her snatch like a wrecking ball. Everything I was doing was written all over her face. Her mouth hung wide open with these series of whimpers and girlish whines.
"TAKE IT OUT!! AW SHIT, TAKE IT OUT!!" Holly shouted, making me flinch, as I pulled out. Her hand landed in a loud open slap on her cunt, frigging herself wildly. Bursts of moisture spewed from her flower as she squirted wildly followed by sprinkles soaking the sheets. Holly was squirming and wriggling all over the mattress, eventually wrapping an oily palm around my cock, stroking. There were goosebumps all over her zaftig body, flushed crimson in patches all over the place. I was floored.
"Aw fuck, baby; come here and get up in these motherfucking titties." Holly mashed her enormous breasts together slapping them repeatedly, before clawing into the top of them. Her ruddy nipples poked between her middle fingers. She was a whole mess with a goofy smile on her face, sexually euphoric from the intense rutting. I mounted her stomach, both hands at her sides as Holly folded arms under her mountainous tits. I went onto all fours dragging my business across her belly into her tits.
This was going to be an epic tit fuck with her breasts engulfing everything completely hiding the whole of my endowment. Ms. McMichael really had gone up a size and a half while working out, ending up with a nice defined figure still built for power and endurance. The watery bounce and jiggle were almost cartoonish, visually speaking. Her bulging knockers bumped and cushioned the lower half and sides of her chin. The room was audibly filled with wet, sticky claps of hard flesh on jiggly flesh. I went for broke.
I went three rounds back-to-back filling her cavernous cleavage with several liters of cum before all was said and done. Holly looked like she'd been dragged to hell and back, exhausted huffing and gasping from the exertion. She'd flushed crimson with visible hadsprints all over her big body, but the piesta resistance was the deluge of spunk that ran from her lower lip all the way down the center of her body to the furry triangular patch of hair covering her mound. Her enormous breasts were splattered leaving me with the worrisomme thought I might be sterile going forward. My own considerable balls felt deflated.
That motel bed looked like a crime scene as I considered drawing a chalkline around my plus sized FWB. Both of us were a sweaty entanglement of limbs as I crashed face down in the bed.
"Hey?"
"Yeah?" I mumbled into the bedding.
"Know what I'm thinking?"
"Yeah." I knew the answer to that question as much as she did.
"GAWDDAMN WE SHOULD'VE FUCKED MORE!!" Both of us burst into uproarious laughter.
END of SEASON ONE.
...TO BE CONTINUED IN SEASON 2: DOWN the RABBIT HOLE!
***********************************************************************************************************
Holly McMichael will RETURN.
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"What're you doing?"
"Pulling over for gas; you do know that cars need gas to uh, move right?"
"That supposed to be funny, right?"
"You asked a question, and I answered it."
"If only it were that simple, then I wouldn't have to be the collective brain trust in this fucking relationship. I didn't know you could be so funny. Careful, don't make me laugh hard enough to lose the baby."
"Then why're we making this trip; you're six months pregnant, Renee?" Jaquan glanced over at the future mother of his incoming child, impossibly beautiful sitting there beside him tapping away at her expensive phone, texting.
"Family business, nigga." Even though her slanted green eyes were hidden behind some expensive Christian Dior sunglasses, he could detect her them getting narrower while her symmetrically beautiful face remined static. His lover and future baby mama #2 had the greatest of all poker faces.
"It couldn't wait until the baby was here?"
"If it could wait, then I wouldn't be doing it now Jaquan; what, am I messing up your busy social life with whatever skank you think I don't know about?"
"There's nobody else, Renee." He replied sullenly pulling up to a pump at the roadside gas station and rest stop in the middle of nowhere. Both had been on the road for hours at her insistence, and he was desperate to keep his especially irritated pregnant girlfriend from blowing up in his face at this point.
"Oh really; maybe I should look in the trunk. You've probably smuggled some rachet pussy so that you don't go into cheater's withdrawal, nigga."
"Cut it out Renee; you're the only woman for me." She pulled off the shades, slanted eyes narrowed into slits with a half smirk on her knowing face. Her shoulder length highlighted tresses were swept into a tight ponytail, with a side swept bang in the front. Rene Kelly had a talent for doing hair that netted her a considerable amount of money working out of her kitchen, presently. She never seemed to require money, always dressed in expensive and fine raiment despite no outward explanation for the funds needed to keep up her look. Today, she was wearing a white muumuu styled dress that did nothing to hide her burgeoning charms, already swollen with milk. The seatbelt across her chest was partially hidden, wedged hidden between her big bouncy looking breasts.
"Oh yeah, then let me look in your palm." Jaquan looked down, finding her hand outstretched, waiting for his.
"Cut it out, girl."
"That's what I thought your black ass would say; so, now that we've got that shit out of the way, I want you to bring me a bunch of candy bars. Your baby is hungry, and I want a wide spread, too. Do I have to spell it out for you; write you a fucking list, huh Jaquan?" Her angry dismissive tone made him flinch as he got out of their rental car, biting his lip to keep from furthering an argument that had been building for the last ten miles of their trip.
"I GOT IT!" He shouted, despite himself. Jaquan lingered there with his arms draped across the top of the Toyota Prius Renee rented without consulting him. This trip had come out of nowhere on the heels of a dustup between the two after she went through his phone reading a myriad of texts most past and some present between him and other women, deleting several numbers he'd had for years.
"Well, you're still here, or did you forget already? JAQUAN?!! HEY, DO YOU HEAR ME TALKING TO YOU?!! HEY, ANSWER ME GAWDDAMIT!! JAQUAN?!!" Renee burst into a screaming fit, indignant at the seconds after her smarmy question went unanswered. He bent at the waist looking into the window.
"Chill, I was just thinking."
"WELL, THAT'S A FIRST!" Renee shot back, returning to texting visibly bristling.
He stared at her profile enchanted with her beauty like he'd always been since they met at a city sponsored mixer. That heightened sense of her being engulfed him whenever they were in proximity making the certified ladies' man, uncharacteristically jealous and over possessive to a fault.
"Stop looking, nigga." Renee commented without peering up from the face of her phone. He knew she was probably shredding him via text with her bestie, Rashida Sikes.
"OKAY!!" He stormed off digging out his wallet removing a credit card, stopping to look back again at Renee sitting there engrossed in her phone.
"STOP LOOKING MOTHERFUCKER!!" She screamed without looking, catching the attention of other patrons of the roadside stop.
Jaquan noticed a few people near their vehicles, one portly hillbilly looking woman giving him disparaging looks while her cowboy husband filled the tank of their pickup truck. His gaze drifted from her pockmarked features to the inside of the truck, finding some skanky looking blonde watching him intently. This teen raised a hand making an obscene gesture that made him doubletake. Jaquan hurried inside the station part of the rest stop to pay for gas and get Renee's requested candy bars.
The interior of the station was a culture shock for Jaquan who didn't travel much by car, preferring to fly to destinations frequented on the regular. He'd suggested a flight to Vegas, but she balked, wanting the trip down south instead. Jaquan walked the aisles picking up random candy bars noticing a wide assortment of what seemed like random items mixed in with the usual tourist trap garbage, thinking the place was more suitable as a secondhand store. He stopped in his tracks looking at a few small stuffed animals lining the big panel window facing out towards the gas pumps. Renee was talking on her phone.
"Alright, cool." Jaquan's brow furrowed knowing there was ninety minutes left on this trip.
He turned about to reach into his back pocket for his phone, finding it missing. Jaquan glanced back again realizing Renee was on his phone, suddenly panicking almost losing the handful of candy bars she'd requested. He had to force himself to calm down knowing he was screwed one way or the other. She was always a handful, but after their first time doing it, she'd become something akin to a prison guard policing the relationship. The situation had gone up exponentially after she became pregnant.
"Aw fuck my life." Jaquan fingered a thin white gold chain about his neck that she'd given him sometime after they started dating. Despite their troubles, Renee Kelly was the crown jewel in the pantheon of beautiful and stacked, thick women he'd slept with up until she appeared in his life.
The unique looking beauty seemed amused by him in the early days, even letting him think she was mixed Chinese due to her slanted, almost iridescent eyes. Renee kept up the fiction speaking Mandarin for a good portion of their conversation enjoying the fact that Jaquan went so far as to use a translator on his phone before she blew up the prank, talking like a round-the way, sister from the streets. He learned of her hundred plus IQ and proficiency in several languages, shocked and amazed.
They went back and forth for weeks about her heritage, playful yet combative alternately before she asked him if he found her less attractive if she were, just black. This killed the conversation and nearly did their relationship in with the exotic beauty ghosting him after that while seemingly exploring other dating options. She made it a point to send emojis and sparse one- or two-word texts at odd hours of the night, keeping the flames stoked.
This drove Jaquan crazy enough to focus solely on her for a while, calling and leaving messages incessantly until his physician mother threatened to send him to a therapist when he wouldn't stop talking about Renee. He would've checked her social media, but she stripped it of all photos except for two pics. One grainy looking pic from her high school days, the other this odd photo of a driveway surrounded by overgrowth, and these twisted gnarly looking trees. Despite that, Jaquan kept looking at those two pics until he nearly burst. He knew Renee was playing games but couldn't get out of things.
A random call got him back into the swing of things, but Renee quashed that at the moment he was getting behind the wheel to hook up with this curvy sister he met at the mall. The pale exotic beauty was in over her head on a date with some Chad who folded when Jaquan showed up ready for war. Renee had to body between him and the blonde trust fund baby to keep Jaquan from folding the Lacross player in two and stuffing him in a garbage can. Renee's form-fitting attire consisting of a black bodycon dress and calve length stiletto heeled boots convinced him she was little more than a social climber.
Renee seemed to know what he was thinking, chiding him by saying that she thought he wasn't interested in a simple black girl like herself. She was impossibly beautiful and nigh impossible to resist. He found himself caught up in her wake after she purchased that white gold chain, placing it around his neck with orders not to remove it unless he never wanted to see her again. That chain became a part of his body as he danced to her tune, getting increasingly hot and bothered until they nearly broke up.
Jaquan was beyond excited to be her prom date despite his mother's protestations after meeting Renee. Honestly that night was a blur in his memory due to what happened afterwards. She kept him guessing after a playdate at the local park went awry when he ended up defending her honor, upending his involvement in a local basketball tournament. Renee dressed in the skimpiest attire possible given her devastating curves making it hard for Jaquan to focus on the court. His game went in the toilet while Renee seemed to flirt with an inordinate number of admirers courtside, mostly thugs.
Prom night at approximately midnight, Jaquan finally closed the deal absolutely nuking her maidenhead. He went H.A.M on the exotic looking pale beauty pounding her several times after that first initial hour in a hotel suite in a five-star Renee swore, she rented for the occasion. The mounting lust and her incessant teasing were returned with interest, fueled by an underlying pervasive jealousy brought on by this older Caucasian benefactor who was never too far away. It felt like he crossed the finish line as they kept it up for a day and a half. Renee proved to be a quick study, matching his intensity halfway through.
Jaquan always had a sneaking suspicion about that older man thinking Renee was trading something "strange for some change" on the low. This made him angry when she forced him to wait until she was ready, then abated after he saw proof of her chastity all over his generous endowment, six pack abs and the sheets under her incredibly big heart shaped ass. It felt like he's stolen the prize from that old man.
Her pregnancy further cemented things between unsaid rivals as the old guy disappeared for a time, popping up later with extravagant gifts for Renee and the baby. His hangdog expression after things were made clear, never left. He would stare at Jaquan with dead eyes, but always looked at Renee affectionately. It lingered in the back of his mind, making him suspicious. Renee disappeared for a day and a half shortly after their first time, returning with no explanation resuming things between them.
Jaquan suspected she'd gone to her sponsor during that missing time but had to force himself away from those thoughts or risk pummeling him. When questioned, Renee outright ignored him acting like the question hadn't been posed. When he pressed further, Renee demonstrated what she'd learned from him on that fateful prom night. Jaquan didn't press further coveting her looks not wanting to give her up to that old rich guy who always seemed to be leering. Renee would have no problem replacing him, so he sucked it up letting the issue fester in the back of his head. Later, he cheated.
Renee seemed to have this otherworldly quality about herself, ironically questioning him about his whereabouts asking to look into his palm. When he refused, she disappeared again, making him morose and grief stricken for the next six weeks. He tried to bury the Renee experience by sleeping with a few women, all nines and tens in appearances face and body. When she returned again, her mood was markedly toxic and almost wholly aggressive. She was omnipresent snapping at his heels, stifling.
Renee Kelly was pregnant with his child.
Six months later, they were on a road trip down south to meet some of her relatives.
"YOU PAYING, AIN'T YOU?!" Jaquan was distracted from his internal ruminations by the loud boisterous voice of some woman while he waited at the end of a long line that extended from the counter into the center aisle. He was bordered on either side by shelves stocked with various odds and ends, some rough looking secondhand clothing as well. Jaquan was stuck there without a phone figuring Renee was probably boiling over waiting there for his return. There was a lock code on his phone, but his future baby mama possessed a genius level intellect and knowledge of his limited range of used passwords.
"BABY YOU GOTTA AT LEAST GET ME A SODA POP, FOR SOME OF MY CAKE!!" Raucous laughter filled the station grabbing Jaquan's attention. His height allowed him to look over the heads of some people already waiting in line which made things cluttered, with the immediate feel of a DMV office. The loud boisterous disturbance was hidden upfront at the counter by a large afro of thick highlighted brownish black curls shaking and bobbing horizontally while some lanky guy with a hangdog face frantically dug around in the pockets of his dingy looking jeans. Jaquan smirked thinking he should buy the hapless guy a new pair right off the shelf to his right. Some morbidly obese trucker obscured the squawking woman.
"HOLD UP!! I'M DIGGING IN MY POCKETS!!" He shouted, matching the loudness of her voice creating more inherent humor in their shared situation.
"HURRY UP ERNIE; WHAT, YOU PLAYING POCKET POOL WITH YOUR SKINNY ASS PECKER?!" Jaquan could tell she wasn't serious in the least, but the rest of the line was fast becoming impatient and annoyed with the floor show. A family in the middle with a wife supporting a toddler on her hip, started loudly complaining.
"DAMMIT!! CUT IT OUT!!" A loud smack likely delivered to the anxious guy's rear kept things jovial, despite the line as Jaquan glanced out the window finding Renee sitting there with an arm propped up on the open passenger side window. The pale beauty did not look pleased in the least as his attention returned to the line finding the morbidly obese trucker stalking off, grumbling a racial epithet or two.
"...oh, shit." Jaquan got an eyeful of the source of the disturbance.
She was about five seven, aforementioned shock of blown out curls, narrow shoulders and torso all drenched in this sunbaked skin tone spotted with a smattering of lighter spots and random freckles. This was a honey dipped country flavored redbone, one of his preferences during his glory days on the basketball team in high school. He was a star player with a golden ticket to the finest women on campus. It was a privilege he eagerly partook of with it causing the end of his relationship with Baby mama #1 presently overseas on a military base in Germany. Renee was the finite end of that taste, until now.
From an impossibly small waist downward, this woman was sporting the mother of all asses, a literal shelf jutting out spectacularly in a visually intrusive manner. This monstrous honey-soaked backside was homegrown to the extreme sporting some barely visible stretchmarks in the exposed small of her back along with more pronounced ones streaking her hips, like miniature thunderbolts. There was this big, jiggly semi-solid nature to these cheeks accentuated in a traffic accident of rear cleavage, barely covered if at all. A literal whole half of her ginormous ass was exposed in these weathered form-fitting beyond skintight jeans. The waistline of those jeans cut across the middle of her jello jiggly back porch.
"AW SHIT I'LL PAY FOR YOUR STUFF, LADY!!" The fat trucker returned slamming a wad of cash on the counter as Jaquan got a look at her face in profile, finding a conventionally attractive black woman with a smattering of freckles isolated to the center of her face which had a garish smile plastered across it.
"Now ain't that something mister man? Guess you gets, that reward instead of this slowpoke, over here!" Her hands swiped through the air palm landing in the lanky guy's sternum with a hollow sounding thump as she pivoted, twerking dangerously. More laughter and angry groans followed while Jaquan enjoyed the floor show. This woman's tiny waist and humongous butt had him at full twelve-inch mast. The known lothario imagined what he would do with this woman given half a chance. This weird familiar feeling made the hairs on the back of his neck stand up, prompting Jaquan to look over his shoulder finding a shock to the system. He felt his heart leap into his throat and gulped it back down.
Renee Kelly was peering into the window with a look on her symmetrical pale face that made his blood run cold. Her light slanted green eyes were slits while the bridge of her nose and cheeks were ruddy.
"Aw shit." He hurriedly turned about scared Renee was about to make a public spectacle finding the woman walking out of the store with an arm hooked in the truckdriver who'd paid her tab. When he looked back again, Renee was already moving in profile towards the station doors.
"Fuck, me." Jaquan mumbled, increasingly horrified knowing that once she laid eyes on that uber thick redbone, his goose would be cooked. He looked back again, heartened to find that Renee was on her way back to their rental car. Moments later, that thick sister walked by in the opposite direction visibly flirting with the morbidly obese trucker blabbing incessantly. Renee seemed none the wiser as he made it to the counter producing his black card. His mind lingered on those jiggly humongous ass cheeks.
Renee didn't say anything as he gave her the plastic bag through her half open passenger side window noticing his phone in the cup holder. She wasn't fooling him one bit as he filled the tank getting inside opening an energy drink. Renee was obviously brooding, this time staring at her phone.
A busted looking 1972 gremlin pulled in front of them as Jaquan was about to pull off, making him spill a little of the drink in his lap. Renee snickered without looking, as he bristled.
"FUCK!!" He thumped the horn getting no response as Renee chuckled, still not looking.
Then his eyes went wide as the country thick ingenue with the humongous ass walked right in front of his car, hyper plumber's crack and all. She had both thumbs in the waistband doing this hopping sort of jig as she half ran to the passenger side, hopping in. The silhouette of that lanky guy was plain behind the wheel leaving Jaquan to figure he'd been looking at his maybe girlfriend.
The car sped off cutting awkwardly across some grass bumping a ditch as it disappeared down the road.
Jaquan looked over finding Renee's slanted eyes in a fixed death glare.
He knew better than to say anything, slowly pulling off as she resumed looking at a movie on her phone. She was wearing some earbuds leaving him isolated in the cramped space. His mind drifted to their immediate past right before she appeared recalling his mother storming into the house to confront him for getting another girl pregnant. It was a comedy of errors as Jaquan went down a list of women, he'd been currently hooking up with not mentioning the neighbor's daughter from two doors over, he'd just stuffed that morning in her basement. His physician mother facepalmed thumping him with her purse before asking him if he'd already forgotten about Renee. His look of genuine shock didn't help matters.



Renee Kelly's auntie had made first contact exclusively with his mother post positive pregnancy test.
It was odd hearing this from his mother because Renee rarely talked about her family going into very sparse detail only when prodded. Jaquan recalled a post coitus argument about the matter when Renee asked him if he was looking for members of her family to fuck, leaving this noxious flavor in his mouth. The exotic beauty turned up a day and a half later for a prearranged meeting about said pregnancy which amounted to nothing more than them sitting awkwardly on a love seat in his living room while she spewed a string of obscenities and manhood crushing insults. Things were so heated, Jaquan opted to walk out of his own house intent on leaving her there, but Ms. Kelly had other ideas.
She stripped off her clothes, revealing the staggering figure that enchanted and enthralled him to no end. They ended up making love at the foot of that love seat. The frenetic pair bonding continued with Renee chiding, cursing him out, slapping, and pinching his face and torso. Her threats to put Jaquan on child support telling him he'd have to sell his ass on the street, added to the tempestuous nature of their flawed relationship. He fucked her senseless until she was quieted, then carried her to his bed, tucking her in while he silently fretted. His mother returned finding Renee unconscious and indisposed, telling Jaquan she wasn't going to lose another grandbaby because he couldn't keep it in his pants.
Renee pretty much moved in at that point, sporadically returning to her home at intervals.
"Bet you wish you could fuck all of that fat ass, huh nigga?" Renee asked tersely, lightly bobbing her head as she removed the earbuds.
"Huh, what're you talking about?"
"You know what I'm talking about fool; that big booty bitch you were checking out back at that fucking rest stop." His brow furrowed knowing he'd been made and that his woman wouldn't give up without some pointed verbal capitulation. Renee leaned over, turning on his radio filling the car with "A Long Walk" by Jill Scott.
"I wasn't checking nobody out." Renee rolled her tongue behind her lips, chortling evilly as she nodded in time with his denial.
"Yeah, you'd love to stick your dick in that big fucking ass, wouldn't you Jaquan?" Renee continued with a smarmy half smirk on her face.
"Cut it out."
"Fuck you." Renee snarled, staring a hole in the side of his head.
"I wasn't doing nothing." Jaquan replied somberly five miles later noticing she was still staring at his profile, silently bristling.
"Just say you saw it."
"Saw what?"
"STOP PLAYING IN MY FUCKING FACE!!" Renee screamed at the top of her lungs, spittle flying from her lips sprinkling a bit on the cheek facing the passenger side of their rental car.
"Damn, okay I saw her." Jaquan mumbled hating himself for flinching when she exploded beside him. Renee's emotions, while normally purposely muted, playing all her cards close to the chest, were wild and unpredictable with the hormones surging through her body. Jaquan flinched again when she raised both hands adjacent to the side of her head doing this robotic chopping motion as she continued.
"Shit Jaquan, that's all you had to do, nigga. Just tell me the truth when I ask; that's all, okay? Fuck you gonna tell me you didn't see that big goofy looking hoe skipping in front of this motherfucking car with all that ass spilling out of her baby pants, huh fool?!! You ain't gotta lie; I KNOW HOW YOU ARE, Jaquan. Man, you already got me knocked up and I ain't about to be barefoot up in this goddamn relationship, either! And don't think you gonna be getting some on the side, because I'm about to get that fucking conceal and carry, bruh! I can't get mine, so you ain't getting none, either nigga!"
"Stop calling me a nigga; and you ain't threatening me!"
"I ain't threatening you; that's a fucking promise! So, you better start deleting all them bitches up off your phone before I get certified, or I'm gonna be having this baby in an orange jumpsuit!"
"You ain't shooting nobody!"
"Tell yourself that; I want you to really believe that dumb shit because its gonna make it so worth it when I pull up and start capping off. Don't think I won't put some bullets in your kneecaps, either!"
"Oh, just the kneecaps?!" Jaquan replied in mocking fashion, lost in her wake.
"Yeah, I need you to make my money down there on the corner. You giving it up for this baby, fool!"
"Oh yeah?!"
"Yeah motherfucker, you know I stay paid and just because you dropped a bomb in my cooch, don't get no funny ideas about chaining me to a burning stove."
"AW SHUT UP!! YOU AIN'T NEVER COOKED FOR ME BUT ONE TIME!...and that was on a dare because I said you were too pretty to know how to burn! I ain't NEVER tried NO SHIT like that with you, princess!"
"Well, I ain't no princess anymore; I'm a queen."
"Whatever."
The inside of the car went silent as both sat brooding for individual reasons. Renee spoke first.
"You haven't called me princess in a while."
"I thought you were a queen, now." Jaquan replied ruefully on edge mentally walking on eggshells.
Renee didn't say anything for a while listening to the music. He stole glances, finding her features softened.
"What're you doing?!"
"I told you I'm a queen, so I'm just grabbing my scepter." Renee reached over invading his sweats, pinching the waistband, going inside. His eyes fluttered as she wrapped a fist around his meat. He was worried she'd do something crazy, but to his surprise she started softly playing with his manhood.
"You're crazy."
"Keep your eyes on the road." She instructed, starting to grin at his expression as she pulled his endowment free letting it flop over the elastic waistband, fully erect.
"I'm trying to drive."
"Who's stopping you, huh babe? Sorry, I would lean over and give you a blowie, but well, you know it's kinda hard with the belly and all."
"A blowie?"
"Shut the fuck up and drive." Renee continued stroking and jerking roughly, adding a flick of the wrist only to break tactile contact licking her palm before reapplying it. The car swerved a little as he reacted to her touch.
"Shit."
"Better keep those eyes on the road; you got a fucking baby on board." Renee teased with her free hand resting on the swell of her swollen belly. He could hear Renee breathing heavily, looking over finding her nostrils flaring.
"You're...making it hard."
"Yeah, that's right." Precum was flowing from the head of his prick making things slicker along with her saliva.
"Ah, shit; you're...uh, fuck Renee." His rod was thickening with veins starting to sprout on its surface.
"I feel like sucking it."
"Yeah?"
"You'd like that wouldn't you?" She was jacking harder and harder, making his manhood pulse.
"Yeah."
"And you know what you'd like even better?"
"What?"
"FUCKING THAT BIG GOOFY BOOTY, SKANK!!" Renee suddenly wrenched on his prick like she was trying to bend it in two as the car swerved almost dipping over a lane, before he righted it seeing stars. Jaquan felt some wetness at the corner of his eyes and a desire to duct tape his pregnant girlfriend to the seat.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOU?!!"
"Aw, were you gonna cum?" Renee replied angrily licking her palm, sampling his essence while his throbbing erection bobbed over the waist band of his sweats. All twelve inches were rock solid.
"Shit." He reached down intending to tuck it away, but she slapped his hand.
"Leave it out; I wanna see you cum."
"Bitch."
"That's right, and don't you forget it because we're locked up together for the next eighteen fucking years, just like prison; and you'd better not let me see you peeing standing up. You sit on that damn toilet with your dick pointing down, legs pressed tight."
"Oh, you'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"And get your narrow ass up in that top bunk because only boss bitches sleep on the bottom."
"I'll sleep on your bottom!" Jaquan shot back stupidly, then facepalmed making her laugh again.
"Want me to suck it?"
"Stop." Jaqaun begged off.
"Your loss."
They continued onward as he realized she was still watching dreading what would come out of her mouth next. Renee's raging hormones were nerve wracking and emotionally taxing. He was surprised when she grabbed his considerable manhood because they hadn't been intimate in months. The early stages of the pregnancy made Renee Kelly a terror to be around with intense bouts of morning sickness that left her spoiling for a fight most days, extremely toxic the rest. Jaquan suspected what she'd say.
"Hey, wouldn't you like to shove this rod in that fat goofy bitch, back at that fucking gas station? Come on, it's cool baby; just be honest with me, okay? I wanna know what you'd do to that big garbage bag booty if I wasn't in the picture. I saw the way you were looking; you'd wreck that bitch, huh baby?"
"Well, you are in the picture and you're having my baby." He groaned internally as Renee didn't disappoint. she started shushing his middle of the road answer before he could even finish talking.
"Don't, I'm trying to be cool with the fact that I can't please my man properly, right now."
"You know that doctor told you to keep your emotions in check." Jaquan raised a finger wagging in her symmetrical face making her blink profusely. The power dynamic between them skewed in her favor as she presented as the brains of the duo, publicly.
"What's my emotions got to do with my dick down here, huh?" His cock was captured tightly in her fist.
"Your dick?"
"Yeah, who else is this gonna belong to?" He was antsy at what she might do, further.
"Cut it out."
"No, you cut it out Jaquan; I just wanna know how you'd handle all that big stupid butt on that country heifer. I've been in your phone nigga; I know you got some fatties in there."
"I AIN'T GOT NO FATTIES!!" Jaquan shouted indignantly out of pride, forgetting himself as Renee laughed enjoying toying with his head.
"Ah-ha, dummy! YEAH, YOU DO NEGRO!! If the bitch nigger than me, she's a motherfucking fatty. Just tell me what you'd do to that goony hoe, if you had a whole hall pass? No repercussions, no blowback, no strings attached!...besides you're so stupid, you wouldn't know if I got mine anyway."
"You bet not cheat on me!" Jaquan shot her a look, one brow raised. Renee just laughed giving his meat a lazy stroke or two.
"Are you for real?"
"Yeah I'm for real; don't make me go to jail." She made this mock horrified look that irritated Jaquan as he tried to figure out a way to get out of the conversation.
"Oh really, want me to say some shit that'll make your ass twist in the wind right now, huh?"
"DON'T GO THERE!" Jaquan snarled thinking of the old rich white man who was never far away when she called. Renee described him as her sponsor, but the look on his hangdog face said otherwise.
"Relax, I'm not going to do anything out here in the sticks with a bun in my oven. What're you bitching about anyway when you hit first? Hey, got a bonus right here; or did you forget nigga?" Renee patted her swollen belly with a snarky smile on her face making him bristle because she didn't say her non-disclosure wasn't true.
They sat in silence as a turn was coming up.
"Jaquan?"
"No."
"You know I love you, baby."
"YEAH, I LOVE YOU TOO!" Renee flushed pressing some fingers to her lips, stifling a laugh at the petulant declaration. She dropped her hand down again, softly stroking his certified twelve inches of meat. He glanced at her hating himself for wilting in the face of her impeccable beauty.
"Love you." Renee cooed long stroking him a bit harder.
"Aw baby, you just get me so worked up and shit; I love the fuck out of you, Renee. Girl, you know it drives me crazy thinking about anybody touching you besides me. You were messing with me about that shit, right?"
Renee kept stroking with a whimsical look on her face, adding a flick of the wrist she knew he loved.
"I like it when you cum; I like making you cum."
"Baby?" Jaquan wanted reassurance.
"I know we haven't done it in a while; well, I'm feeling a lot better lately. My doctor says we can try it if we're careful; I mean, you're seriously holding down here, man. I wanna see you cum on my hand."
"Want me to pull over?"
"Keep driving."
The flick of her wrist became more pronounced making his rod harder. It was casual relaxing things in the car as he slowed down a little enjoying her playful hand. Two days after he'd taken her innocence, Renee spent most of a lazy Sunday exploring his body, particularly his manhood. She'd woken him from a deep slumber stroking his prick, then gradually evolved getting more into it using soap and then some baby oil before finally being softly coerced into lying on her back with his cock firmly wedged between her breasts. Renee got the mother of all pearl necklaces angry at first, then excited that she'd caused it.
"Like that?"
"Yeah, I really do; you know how much I like it, bae." He felt like pulling over and railing his pregnant trophy girlfriend, but knew it was out of the question. The hadn't had real sex in months and it frustrated him to no end because he usually couldn't keep his hands off Renee. Sometimes she would pacify him with her hands, or a blowjob. Afterwards, she would invariably become pissed and curse him out for being insensitive, sometimes becoming violent. Jaquan was back in his "black book" later.
"I know how much you like it; remember that Sunday, huh?" His eyes widened a little because she always seemed to know what he was thinking. There was this otherworldly quality to Renee Kelly that his other women lacked. They were just women, but she was different.
"Oh yeah, I was just thinking about that."
"I made you cum, a lot; and you loved it, didn't you?"
"Yeah." His cock had become a solid steel bar in her soft, yet firm grasp.
"Want me to make that happen again?"
"...yes." He always had a hard time with her direct nature while other women treated him like a god in bed, sexually speaking. He was basketball player tall, good looking chiseled and well-endowed to the max. All kinds of women approached him first, made salacious comments meaning every word offering everything on the table and more. Renee Kelly was different. She made him work to have her until he thought he would explode if he couldn't have her. Then, finally getting her came with a euphoric high.
"You know we're gonna be here for a couple of days, right?"
"Yeah." Her fist was stroking him hard, fist slamming into the base of his endowment. The car swerved a little making Renee chortle followed by this slurping sound. The woman was a class A tease having even verbally enticed Jaquan to manically play with himself during a phone conversation once.
"Tell me how you would fuck that goofy ass bitch with all that fucking ass." Her hand stopped but remained tight around the root of his throbbing prick.
The couple exchanged glances as Jaquan realized she would keep asking until he answered.
"I'd put her on her knees, head between them with her fingers interlocked behind those big ass thighs."
"Go on." Her hand didn't move.
"I'd go balls deep hard as a motherfucker until I blasted all over those cheeks; then I'd do it again and again until she started crying before putting her on her back. I'd force her thighs together between my arms roll her into a ball, then beat the brakes off. Uhm, I'd cum all over her face then shove, my dick in her fucking mouth."
Renee was silent leaving him to fear the worst, but her face was flushed beet red.
"You wouldn't make love to her, just fuck her like a toy?"
"I don't love her; you're my woman the love of my life." He answered without conscious thought speaking truth to power from his cheating heart.
This wide smile spread across Renee Kelly's flushed symmetrical face as they approached a turn.
"Hey, about two miles ahead pull into this rest stop overlooking this creek." Renee's voice was breathless, her nostrils flaring while her hand remained stationary around the base of his manhood.
Jaquan hit the gas making it to the spot in no time which was little more than a sparse tourist sightseeing point like a few others just outside of and around the neighboring town of Maplewood. They were supposedly going to this sort of shanty town just outside that more conventional hamlet to a place nearly exclusively black with a few whites sprinkled in amongst the sparse population. There were only two parking spots facing and overlooking the aforementioned creek with a park-like restroom off in the distance. Jaquan pulled in slowly but left the car running glancing over at his girlfriend.
"Aw yeah, I like that; keep jacking my shit, bae! Ahm, a cum so hard if you keep doing that." Jaquan snapped his seat belt letting his seat back a little. Renee's hand was working him with all the bells and whistles she could manage from an awkward position with a swollen tummy.
"Try to hold it in, don't cum until I tell you to Jaquan; like we practiced when I took those tantra classes you made me quit. I wanna see a big ass load, okay?" Her words belied her actions as her hand became a blur on his meat, randomly slowing down just as he was reaching the precipice only to speed up again.
"Come on bae, please."
"Hold it in, trust me." Renee rolled her wrist stroking all the way to the sticky, glistening crown letting her palm tease the tip before stoking hard in a downward motion. She added a light pinching tug with three fingers to the middle of his meat. Jaquan's moans filled their rental car exciting Renee.
"Aw shit, fuck bae I wanna cum so bad." He whined when she used her thumb on the tip of his prick, pressing down on it. Renee pumped down into the base of his cock with her pinkie finger extended.
"Pull your sweats down to your knees; so, it won't get messy." He went with it drawing them down, stretching them apart with his spread legs. "Venus as a Boy" by Corrinne Bailey Rae serenaded them as Jaquan's head rolled back, chin raised. His gaze drifted towards Renee's pale, unparalleled beauty which added to the experience. Her light green slanted eyes locked onto his brown ones, making him squirm and arch into her jacking fist. They worked up an enticing rhythm together, wholly symbiotic and natural. Renee's huffs and intermittent wet audible slurps were driving him over the edge.
"BAE!! AH!! AH!! AH!!" Jaquan's inner thighs were pulsing and tensing up painfully.
"Hold it in; don't cum." He could feel the sweat everywhere, running down his body between the crack of his butt as she methodically worked him squeezing harder in random intervals, then slowed down barely moving until just letting their audible breathing enhance the atmosphere.
"AHM, TRYING!! I'M TRYING BUT IT'S GONNA CUM OUT!" Jaquan whined making her slow down even more barely moving.
"Hold on a little more; I'll give you a reward if you do." Her tone was melodic and playful teasing him with another loud audible slurp and lick of the lips.
"Reward?"
"Yeah, hold on baby." Renee's soft touch was taking him from stem to stern as he started to involuntarily buck and roll his hips wishing he could bend her over and go balls deep between her perfect cheeks. Jaquan groaned pulling the white tank covering his chiseled torso up exposing his sixpack arching towards the steering wheel and her stroking fist.
"What kind of reward?'"
Renee didn't say but had a mischievous expression that left him grasping for straws internally. Her fist was slamming down on his root, with prejudice challenging him not to burst at the seams. Once she was made a woman, Renee seemed to get better each and every time they had sex. She was becoming so good that sometimes she had to kick him out of their bed and lock the bedroom door to get some sleep. He'd screw her to distraction all night if she let him, but the baby took precedence over their needs.



"I'll let you fuck that big, sloppy booty." Renee answered with a chuckle, starting to giggle.
"HUH?!!"
"Cum baby, cum for me." Her jacking fist suddenly went hard in the paint slamming down into the base of his cock hard enough to make his exposed balls jiggle. Her hand traveled up to the tip, smashing down on the base tightening more each time as he exploded a massive splashing load followed by successive bursts of milky ejaculate. Jaquan's resultant yell and loud distressed whimpers echoed across the secluded wooded hamlet. Renee was relentless, twisting and jerking like she wanted to rip it free.
"SHIT!! SHIT!! SHEET!! BAE!! I LUB YOU!! LOVE YOU BAE!! SHEET!! SHEET!!" His tone went guttural as Renee gradually slowed down still using a screwing motion from stem to stern finally harvesting a long gooey strand that she worked with three pinching fingers. Her hand was utterly soiled and glazed over.
"Like that, huh Jaquan?" Renee asked whimsically, raising her hand examining the copious ejaculate dripping off her fingers.
"Loved it, bae." He was still squirming and sliding around in his own sweat on the driver's seat.
"Good boy; hope you enjoy your reward, later."
"What?" His post coital bliss was ruined as he glanced over at his girlfriend's smiling face.
Renee cleaned her offending hand slurping up his juices, then chuckled at the clueless look on Jaquan's face opening the glove compartment. She got some wipes out cleaning her hands meticulously as he turned looking at her profile.
"Bae?"
"Get out and come around here to my side of the car." He was worried that some sort of burn was about to occur, but to his surprise Renee snapped her seatbelt and wiped him down. Renee cleaned his cock and crotch using all the wipes in the packet. She usually cleaned up with extreme attention to detail whenever they had sex explaining it away as an unavoidable compulsory act on her part.
"That was good, thanks bae."
"I know you've been backed up lately, and I know I've been a heinous bitch to you lately; but you didn't cheat for the last three months after the doctor said we should chill. I checked your phones, both. Oh yeah, I knew about the burner in your trunk, negro and while your track record is spotty, I acknowledge your prurient fucking needs." Renee reached down into the side of her passenger door raising the cheap android he'd kept in his trunk before she found it. Jaquan realized it was the phone she'd been going through back at the gas station. He felt naked under her slanted piercing gaze, wholly intimidated.
"Uh, Renee." His mouth hung open.
"Pull your pants up; I wanna take a couple's pic since we're here." She pulled a selfie stick out of the satchel bag purse at her feet, ignoring his visible concern.
He helped Renee out of the car letting her take time to catch her breath, the added weight padded her hips and breasts making them larger while her figure remained an essential picture-perfect hourglass albeit with a large bulge in the form of her baby belly. Jaquan had been on cloud nine when her motherly curves started to become apparent, but her nuclear attitude tempered things considerably. They took a few couple's selfies in the lookout spot overlooking the creek, happily enough.
"Hey, wanna hear a fun fact?" Renee asked as they cuddled looking out over the wooded area beyond the creek. Jaquan stood behind Renee with his muscular arms wrapped around her body, hands resting on their developing baby. He snuck a brief feel, lightly cupping the underside of a swollen breast.
"Shoot."
"Just a little way down thee creek there near the other side, this Maplewood sheriff deputy got murked by a female serial killer. Yeah, they found him in his patrol car not far from here sliced to pieces."
"...and you are telling me this, why?"
"I'm just telling you some interesting shit; geez, why you gotta think everything is a conspiracy?" Renee sounded hormonally annoyed.
"Just saying, that's some weird shit to tell a motherfucker."
"Saw an episode about it on the Identity network; thought uh, it was interesting since its near my roots, my family hometown."
"You grew up here?"
"No, my parents did; I didn't visit until I was sixteen and that was only because of Daisy Mae. My grandma croaked and she was my next closest adult relative. She was gonna end up being my guardian, but we worked it out and I got emancipated a year and a half later. Been my own woman ever since, but you know how it is with family, right? There are things you just can't get away from in life, Jaquan." Her tone read somber as she reached up cupping the side of his cheek looking out over the creek.
"Renee, are you good?"
"Yeah, I know this trip was out of the blue, but it had to be made."
"Why?"
"Because we're having a baby." Her answer struck Jaquan odd, but Renee turned in his grasp framing his sides with her hands, one rubbing his abdomen.
"I don't get it."
"Well, let's just say its family tradition and I've been feeling lonely for my people, in a way."
"But you never talk about your family; I uh, don't push because of how it went with your grandmother. So, are things changing now; I mean, are you gonna have a relationship with them or something?"
"Baby, I've always had a relationship with them." Renee took one of his hands kissing the knuckles.
"But I..."
"My grandmother was the outcast, not me and I never knew it until she was dead. I didn't know what was going to happen to me, but Mr. Van Allen helped me out before I even realized it by finding my uhm, auntie. I spent a few months in a foster home but got booted after I lumped up a thirsty ass "foster brother" which got me tossed in juvenile hall until I got sprung by the Van Allens."
"Van Allen." Jaquan grumbled thinking of the wealthy man who lingered in Renee's shadow with a permanent hangdog expression. Renee captured both of Jaquan's hands, staring deep into his eyes.
"Don't be that way about Aurthur; he's no threat to you and never has been. He's uhm, like a father to me, understand?"
"Uhm..." Renee cupped his chin stopping him from looking away, directing his attention back to her slanted green eyes.
"If we're REALLY going to be together, it's important that you learn to trust me; this baby inside of me needs her daddy, Jaquan. I need you to understand and trust me sight unseen, no matter what happens, okay?"
He wanted to look away, but the inherent hypnotic quality of her light green eyes wouldn't let him.
"Yeah." He nodded feeling defeated knowing one day things would come to a head with the older man he couldn't stop perceiving as a rival.
Renee fingered the chain she'd gifted him between thumb and forefinger using it to draw him in for a deep soulful kiss that lingered.
"You'd better; I want us to work out." Her voice faltered a little, but he stifled it with a light kiss on her lips. Even though they were in a relationship he always hesitated when it came to Renee unlike the myriad other women he'd been with. Her hand caressed his chin, pointer finger tracing his bottom lip.
Jaquan glanced out at the creek and wooded area to their immediate left.
"Somebody really got killed down there?"
"Yeah, just like them fucking scream movies."
"Friday the 13th." Jaquan corrected.
"Whatever let's get out of here I'm getting creeped out." Renee smacked him on the arm pushing past walking to the driver side door. Jaquan found himself admiring the loose sway of her larger heart shaped derriere. Renee made it a current habit of forgoing underwear hating the way maternity panties looked.
His thoughts went salacious, before he noticed her opening the driver's side door.
"Stop looking and get in the car."
"Don't you think I should drive?" He was already opening the passenger side of their rental.
"Get your ass in the car."
The rest of the trip was uneventful enough that Jaquan dozed while endlessly staring at her in profile. His mind drifted back and forth in time between the first time he'd ever laid eyes on Renee and their first time being together between the sheets. The eighteen-year-old wore this cocktail dress that fit her curves perhaps too much magnetically drawing eyes creating a muted feeding frenzy amongst the men in attendance at the mixer. She had a practiced indifference coupled with the piercing glare from her exotic slanted eyes that kept all but the bravest from doing little more than intently staring.
"Stop looking." Renee commented without looking, driving down an extended road bordered on one side by a dense wooded area. The fresh smell of pinecones assailed his nostrils leaving an odd taste.
Jaquan was out cold, in deep slumber after driving for hours.
[DARKNESS]
"Yeah, well I don't know just yet; I'm still trying to figure out if I should stay here and finish my bid or just get a general education diploma. Huh? Yeah, I know but I ain't learning anything I don't already know. What?...uhm, no I haven't really talked to her about that. I thought you were gonna do it."
Jaquan slowly started to wake after being dead out, rolling his neck then cracking it with a sustained yawn.
"You said you'd convince her that it's for the best, remember?" The voice gradually grew faint.
Jaquan stirred sitting up in the passenger seat, finding himself undated with a stifling humidity. The smell of pinecones mixed with something sweeter assailed his nostrils. His passenger side window was down, and he immediately noticed Renee was missing, starting to panic. The first thought running through his head was this was some malicious prank on her part to pay him back for cheating.
"Shit, I knew it was some bullshit, oh fuck, me; that bitch done left me in the middle of nowhere!" Jaquan noticed the keys missing from the ignition, starting to go into a full panic attack before noticing something in the corner of his eye. His focus shifted to the side mirror on his passenger side door.
"Huh?" He peered into the side mirror on his door observing a slender young black woman walking in the opposite direction from his rental, talking on a familiar looking cellphone. Jaquan's cupholder was empty.
He went to get out, but a truck suddenly appeared out of nowhere almost sideswiping his rental as it veered diagonally to the side of the road a few inches from the hood of his car. Loud thumping music assailed his ears disorienting Jaquan for a few moments leaving him rattled. Right in front of him, a hyper thick pear-shaped woman hopped out of the truck with a bouncy gait tugging up on skintight weathered looking jeans that didn't fit. There was a deep cavernous wealth of rear cleavage that was positively criminal tightly mashed together as she shifted weight from one gorgeous shapely leg to the other haplessly tugging up on the waistband of those jeans.
Jaquan checked the side mirror again finding this bespectacled sister walking back in his direction with a smile on her face. She looked nerdy, with a roundish face topped with this high brown headwrap that matched her simple frock.
"HOWDY!!!"
"AH!! HEY WHAT-THE!!...oh." Jaquan froze with a hambone sized fist raised poised to destroy but was stopped in his tracks at the sight of this second woman peering at him through the open driver's side window. Her oval shaped face was somewhere between beautiful and a horse with a smattering of peppered freckles dotting her honey soaked and weathered looking complexion.
A huge curly mane of hair framed that narrow face highlighted with lighter streaks of brown as her big inflated plush lips parted in a toothy hillbilly's grin. Jaquan was shocked to see the woman from the gas station that inadvertently caused him so much grief with Renee. Her torso was hidden behind a native American styled crop top, tightly fitted.
He slowly lowered his fist as she chuckled, then received a second surprise when the backdoor behind his seat opened. Jaquan jumped in his seat as the slender woman got in behind him taking care to manage her headwrap. Before he could react, the other woman reached into the car unlocking it.
"HEY, WHAT'RE YOU DOING?!!" He shouted as the backseat woman's head appeared in profile stopping on a dime looking at him between the seats while her lower half was outside the car.
"Mister Man, we're some uh, carjackers and we done come to take your ride; since you're so pretty looking, I think we're gonna take you off in them woods and have us a bit of that uhm, carnal knowledge stuff, with you too."
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!" Jaquan shouted as the girl in the backseat burst into laughter.
"Exactly, you got a big stick down there, pretty boy?" The driver's side woman's body was wedged into the open window blocking the sunlight throwing an oppressive shadow in the front seat.
"OH FUCK NO YOU DON'T!!" Jaquan yelled leaning towards the wheel when the other girl's hand shot out between the seats cutting him off like a barrier. His head whipped in her direction, finding her face smushed between the front seats.
"Hi, I'm Carlie." He looked at the offered palm of her hand in his face, brow furrowing like an incoming storm.
"WHO CARES, COMMERE!!" Carlie shrieked as he tried to capture her thin arm, snatching it back as her companion jumped into the driver's seat shoving the key in the ignition. This woman's hand shot out parrying his arm at the wrist as the rental roared to life.
"SETTLED DOWN THERE BIG BOY!! EW, HE "DOES" GOT A BIG ONE DOWN THERE, CARLIE GIRL!!" Jaquan batted away the hand clawing into his groin as the woman behind the wheel mashed down on the gas, yanking the wheel immediately sending the rental car into a wild spin, almost going into a ditch.
Jaquan was thrown into the open window with his arm hanging out as the car sped towards a thick foliage covered side road he hadn't noticed as both women laughed. Carlie's door was still ajar, but she managed to pull it shut before toppling headfirst behind the driver's seat. The wild woman laughed.
"FUCK, YOU'RE CRAZY!!"
"Guess it's a bad time to tell you I failed my driver's ed classes then, huh?" She mashed down on the gas pushing the rental to its limits taking Jaquan and Carlie on a ride right up a gravelly incline bordered on both sides by deep swampy sewage ditches and heavy wooded walls of overgrown trees and foliage, some arching slightly over the primitive road.
The sound of the crunching rocks, and sandy dirt was deafening intermingled laughter. Jaquan looked down finding that her hips were so big, they intruded on his side of the front seat. Her realized that her form fitting jeans were all the way down, leaving her sitting bare assed behind the wheel.
"TURN IT OFF!!" He shouted seconds away from pasting her in the face. His heart was thumping as he thought of his pregnant girlfriend alternately stranded back down the road or already on her way back home after leaving him in the middle of nowhere.
The wild woman looked at him making a raspberry with her big lips, trolling him. Carlie's head appeared between the front seats but was nudged back with a rough elbow. She had been trying to grab the steering wheel, when the car suddenly skidded to a stop. Jaquan lurched forward barely stopping himself from flying through the windshield. Carlie's glasses flew into his lap from the backseat as the rental was switched off, still vibrating from the rough ride up the hill.
"Jaquan?" Renee called out to him from the outside of the car.
He gathered himself looking out the open window finding Renee sitting in a lawn chair on the porch of this small prefab cabin.
"Bae?" She wasn't alone sitting their next to this larger light skinned woman sporting some brownish, blonde looking Dutch. Braids. The first thing Jaquan noticed were her narrow looking slanted green eyes behind some thick glasses which matched Renee's perfectly. A light smattering of freckles dotted the middle of her face as he glanced over at the wild woman behind the wheel grinning at him like a jester.
"Name's Honey." The sultry nature of her voice was not lost on Jaquan.
"HUH?!!"
Carlie's hand palm upturned appeared between the seats again as he flinched almost unable to take his eyes off the woman beside him but looking between her and the women just outside the car.
"Like I said before, my name's Carlie and we're Renee's cousins; she sent us down there to pick you up and get the luggage. Uhm, can I have my glasses, sir; I kind of need them to, see?
"Sure." Jaquan was befuddled placing the glasses in her palm watching it dip out of view, while he found himself staring at the crazy woman behind the wheel.
"Well actually, she sent me mister." Carlie added putting her glasses, blinking profusely.
"YO'DUMB TAIL SHOULD'VE TAKEN THAT RIDE FROM SCOOTER!!" Honey cut in as Jaquan went through the five stages of grief in seconds.
"No way, that guy was hella shady; and you'll jump in anybody's car!"
"SHUT YO'FACE!!" Honey would've swatted her, but her prodigious lower half prevented that action. Carlie's thin arm appeared pancaking the side of her cousin's face. His gaze shifted sideways to the woman sitting there beside her staring intently. Jaquan didn't know what to make of this woman.
"Don't you know how to introduce yourself?" The authoritative sound of her voice was jarring out of the blue.
"Oh. Hi I'm...!"
"The moment passed already; I'm over it." She cut him off suddenly, standing up giving Jaquan another shock with a thick packed, yet shapely rubenesque body that was off the charts.
She was wearing this black wifebeater leaving the doughy lower half of her abdomen exposed. There was a muted muffin top in the front hiding the straining waistline of this long floral rayon skirt on the verge of bursting at the seams from her overly wide hips. This woman turned grabbing the screen door of the cabin leaving Jaquan with a backshot view of these twin boulders underneath the light material.
"Damn, you've got a real problem with this one, Renee. I'm afraid we're gonna have to put this nigga in the mix; he's just burning a hole in my cakes, no shame at all. Hey baby daddy, 36B-38-68!"
"HUH?!!" Jaquan gulped suddenly realizing Renee was sitting there watching but didn't have time to react as Honey leaned across his lap presenting her own equally huge ass for his viewing pleasure as she greeted Renee.
"OH YEAH, WE GONNA GET HIM FIXED UP REAL GHUD, CUZ!!" Honey's butt was so big, it slapped Jaquan's face as she hung out of the open window teasing her cousin. Half of her ass was exposed with the material caught in this woman's thigh cleavage. The up close and personal with those cheeks made Jaquan's heart skip a beat several times over because he was sure Renee was going to castrate him. The other woman on the porch turned profile glaring at him, then down at Renee before speaking.
"Honey, I think you should get the happy couple's bags; what do you think you should be doing besides wiping your fucking ass on Renee's baby daddy, huh? Do you wanna come in here behind this door and tell me about it?"
"I was just..."
"Do you wanna come in here behind this fucking door, Honey?"
"I'm moving, alright...geez." She was already moving backwards, her huge donk bumping into the steering wheel, part of it making the horn honk loudly echoing off in the wooded distance. Despite herself, Honey chortled under her breath backing out of the driver's side of the car as Carlie reached from the backseat unlocking the door shoving it open. Honey's smile was weirdly unsettling as she stole another squeeze of his endowment making Jaquan react facially. He spied Carlie's shocked expression in the rental car's rear-view mirror, then glanced at Renee sitting there staring intently.
Renee's eyes were barely more than slits as her pale pallor reddened while she glared. Carlie, being conventionally rail thin, managed to push the driver's seat forward enough to pop the trunk as Honey walked to the back of the car eternally tugging up on the waistline of those ill-fitted jeans. The slender brown skinned girl leaned forward on the back of the driver's seat, palms flat looking him in the face, smiling.



"Hi, I'm Carlie Brown."
"You uh, said that already."
"Didn't say my last name, did I?" Her apparel was that of a conscious sister kind of Afrocentric in that earth mother kind of way, topped with a prominent motherland styled headwrap. The dress was simply some brown material wrapped around her body. She had these big expressive eyes behind the glasses.
"No." They awkwardly shook hands as he looked back in time to see the screen door slam behind a departed Renee Kelly. Jaquan didn't want to leave the safety of the rental but knew he would have to face the wrath of his pregnant girlfriend sooner or later.
"Oh, don't worry about it; just hormones, completely natural part of a healthy pregnancy. Do you guys know if it's a boy or girl, yet?"
"We've decided to be surprised when the baby comes, but she thinks it's a girl."
"Yeah, well there's a lot of girls in this family." Carlie commented with a smile relaxing him a bit.
"Y'ALL STILL FUCKING OR IS EVERYTHING PLUGGED UP DOWN IN HER BABY BUCKET?!" Honey shouted glibly making him facepalm. There was no doubt Renee could hear every word from the small cabin. The wild woman appeared with a suitcase and overnight bag draped over her shoulder walking to the porch. She made sure her animated badonkadunk was in full view of his passenger side window. Carlie facepalmed, visibly embarrassed.
"Don't take her seriously; Honey's a little boy crazy ever since...well, just don't."
"Is she your sister?"
"Hell no, but she's people sir; sometimes I'm ashamed to admit it, though."
"FUCK YOU CARLIE!!" Honey shouted back with a hand on the screen door, looking over her shoulder.
Before anyone could react, she was suddenly snatched inside. It happened so quicky, Jaquan's heart skipped a beat. The screen door was damaged sort of hanging at an angle as Carlie averted her eyes.
A loud wet smack followed intermingled with a distressed muffled whimper and this heavy sound as if something heavy crashed to the cabin floor. Things suddenly came to a halt as both stared at the damaged screen door and the slightly cracked open door behind it. He wondered if Renee was the culprit. She'd regaled him during pillow talk about beating a girl senseless during her high school days.
The larger woman appeared at the door opening it wider staring at them, before stepping out onto the porch wiping her hands with a towel. She stared sporting the same narrow slanted looking eyes as Renee, first at him then at Carlie. Very faint whimpers and light sobbing filled the air as she spoke.
"Carlie, come on in here and help your cousin get settled; I'm sure you can do the rest of the heavy lifting, right stud?"
"Uhm, yeah." Jaquan answered meekly.
"Well get to it then, we've got some food out back when you're done." Carlie ran by his side of the car expeditiously obeying this woman who shot her a disparaging look. Carlie slowed down a bit as she passed, then sped up once again looking at the damaged screen door.
"Uh, nice to meet you." Jaquan offered, not knowing what else to say.
"Have you?"
"Uh, have I, what?"
"Met me."
"I guess, uhm no?" It felt like he was twisting in the wind under her gaze which reminded him of the way he felt the first time he met Renee Kelly. It was the look of a cat playing with its food before pouncing. Honey stared at him much the same way, but more overtly while Carlie thankfully felt normal.
"Do you want to?"
"Uhm, sure." He answered unevenly.
Her head cocked to the side eyes shooting from his sandaled feet to his anxious face, taking a full view as she placed her hands on her hips with a half-smile forming on her lips. This was a large, well-built woman completely a brick shithouse mounted on some legs to die for as Jaquan felt a familiar twitch in his loins, just staring back. She folded her arms across her chest, closing the distance offering her hand.
"Daisy Mae Kelly." They shook as he noted the strength in her womanly but ham sized fist.
"Jaquan."
"You already said that."
"Did I?"
"Does it matter when we're all met up? So, you gonna let go of my hand or are we gonna have to have a shitty conversation with my little cousin, Renee?"
"OH, SORRY!" There seemed to be this pervasive warmth to her touch that was gradually engulfing him until he released her hand, watching Daisy favor it. He started to turn towards the trunk, but she suddenly grabbed his bicep with authority.
"I wanna know you're treating my niece right; I'm gonna find out all about you before it's all said and done, Jaquan."
"I thought she was your cousin?"
"I kind of get it mixed up sometimes; you know what I mean? You don't have to worry about that because cousin or niece, I almost feel like Renee is my daughter. That's how I treat her. That's how I care for her and I'm very protective of every hair on her head. You got her knocked up, so I suppose you're okay with family, right? Are you her man, or a breeder?"
"Why don't you ask her that?"
"Because you're the man, and I'm a bit biblical about that kind of shit, relationships and all."
"I got it; so, I'm gonna get the rest of these bags if you don't mind releasing my arm?"
"Yeah, sorry about that; it's funny but we kinda get attached to things in this family. You are uh, part of the family, right? I mean, this ain't some kinda game with my kin just because she's pretty and looks good, naked?"
"Ask her."
"What makes you think I haven't?" Daisy Mae released his arm taking a few steps backwards before rounding the end of the cabin presumably to some table set up out there.
"Damn." There was no doubt she went commando underneath her simple frock held aloft solely by the expansive width of her wide arching hips. Daisy Mae was dragging a serious wagon with a butt that was easily bigger than his chest height and width wise. The fact that she had a defined smaller waist made it look even more staggering as he popped serious wood. She stopped at the edge of the cabin.
"Stop looking or I'm gonna turn around and come back." Daisy Mae was facing away.
"Uhm, sorry." Jaquan replied meekly before he realized what he was saying.
"Right." Daisy Mae disappeared from view around the far end of the cabin. He was still rock hard, which made it a necessity for him to adjust himself downstairs as Carlie appeared on the porch.
"Hey, do you need some help, sir?"
"I got it; just call me Jaquan." He trudged to the porch carrying two heavy suitcases. It seemed Honey had only taken Renee's things inside.
"HEY WAIT!" Carlie shouted, extending a hand as if to stop him from going into the cabin.
The inside of the small cabin was a cozy affair with the appearance of a quaint sort of bed and bath that only seemed to have one bedroom. The whole thing seemed brand new, like the cabin had been built recently. It was nice with a fireplace with a loveseat facing it. He didn't notice any sort of a television figuring it was inside the bedroom as Carlie ran inside after him. Jaquan carried the bags to the door.
"Uh, sorry she locked it." The bedroom door was locked as Carlie stood there looking embarrassed.
It's okay."
"It's just nerves, hey let me have one of those bags, okay?" Carlie took one of the suitcases looking at Jaquan expectantly until he got her meaning walking away from the bedroom door. He turned his back to the bedroom door secretly counting his blessings as Carlie lightly rapped at it.
He knew the blowback would be coming in one fashion or another.
"Hey, it's me Renee." Jaquan dragged the remaining suitcase by the handle having a seat facing the fireplace, silently brooding. There was no doubt he'd been caught slipping more than once during the last leg of their road trip to meet her family. Part of him was worried more of Renee's surprisingly southern kinfolk were lurking about ready to put the boots to him. He regretted leaving his Glock behind, but Renee had insisted citing potential police misunderstanding should they be pulled over.
Jaquan didn't have a problem using his fists and was actually a seasoned street fighter since his early days going to school. His father had been insistent on him being able to defend himself and to that end, tossed him into a ring at an old school local gym.
Jaquan's first opponent was a college aged bruiser packed with muscle who promptly knocked him out. Six months later, Jaquan returned the favor. He knocked out two more guys slowly drifting away from the gym after sleeping with an opponent's girlfriend, but his father was long gone from his life at that point. He kept up his routine but found no one willing to challenge him as he blossomed physically while gaining popularity on his school's basketball team.
"Hey, let me get this one, too." Carlie returned reaching for the pull-on suitcase, stopping because of the look on his face.
"So, am I sleeping on this couch, or what?" Jaquan was put out by the stonewalling from his woman.
"Oh no; you know it's just hormones and the baby; she just needs to rest a bit so maybe we can have something to eat out back; Daisy Mae is an awesome cook, you know?"
"Can you tell her I want to talk?"
"Uhm, I think a timeout might be in order; she's kind of in a mood, right now."
"So, I am sleeping on this couch, huh?"
"Don't look at it that way sir; Renee's always needed her space when she was uhm, in a mood. So, since you guys are having a baby, you probably know that already. Maybe, give her some time to uhm, relax properly, sir." Carlie took a seat beside him with her arm resting along the top of the couch, one folded leg resting atop the couch cushion next to his thigh.
"You don't have to call me that; just call me Jaquan." He was in a mood staring at his hand on one side of the suitcase handle while her thin hand grasped its opposite side. It was a tug of war not initiated.
"Sorry, I can't help it sometimes; grew up in a really strict household. Don't get it twisted though, Renee even got banned from coming over back in the day."
"Really?"
"Yeah, one time we were uhm..."
"CARLIE!!!" Renee shouted from the other side of the bedroom door a few feet away. It was a scream that let anyone that heard it know she meant business.
"Excuse me for a sec." Carlie meekly nodded walking over to the bedroom door pressing her body against it as she cracked it open, peering inside. Jaquan heard some muffled talking, then watched the young woman disappear behind it, closing the door.
His gaze traveled around the cabin interior settling on the wide-open front door and the screen door haphazardly hanging off one of the hinges. Jaquan realized he hadn't seen Honey after she was snatched inside, then noticed a backdoor facing out towards the back of the cabin in the kitchenette portion of the newly minted construct. The place was definitely prefab, but he had other pressing thoughts getting up with the intent of somehow reattaching the screen door. Carlie reappeared partially hidden behind the half-open bedroom door.
"Renee wants you to go outside and uh, get something to eat." She looked somewhat distressed, and stilted as if she were hiding something.
"Okay, but uhm, want me to fix this screen door, first?" Jaquan wanted to be of some help and demonstrate some level of worthiness to Renee's relatives.
"Don't worry about it, we've got a handyman that fixes things around here; you'd just be taking money out of his pocket if you do that."
"But uh..."
"You're a guest here Jaquan, the first in a long line; go on outside and talk to Daisy Mae. She's waiting for you."
"I was thinking about taking a shower and freshening up." Jaquan tried to be coy about it and get into the bedroom to see his pregnant girlfriend.
"Please, just give it a little while, okay?" Carlie gestured towards the back door wanting him to go that way instead of out the front door.
"Sure."
He knew he wasn't getting to his woman until she wanted him there. Jaquan was surprised Renee didn't explode out in the open with her family members more than willing to back her up. He hesitated for a second exchanging looks with Carlie. It felt like she'd started to broach a subject Renee didn't want him to know about. Jaquan made a mental note to bring it up with Renee, already feeling the burn from her consistent sponsor and supposed family friend, Mr. Van Allen. Carlie remained behind the cracked door.
The rear area outside was expansive and open, freshly mowed bordered by a rickey looking fence that appeared in varying degrees of repair. Just outside the fence was some farmland and what looked like stalks of sugar cane being uncharacteristically being grown in this region. To his immediate right was a dirt road that stretched as far as the eye could see, bordered on one side by a heavy wooded area. Both sides of his road were framed by considerably deep open sewage ditches. The stench was stifling.
His gaze found Daisy Mae and Honey huddled closely together in front of one of those barbecue grills made from a metal barrel. Slabs of ribs and links along with some vegetables were slowly cooking with the tantalizing odor intermingled with the less palatable sewage smell nearby. There was a picnic table to their right with a larger stuffed cooler on the grass next to it. Jaquan's stomach growled, but his gaze settled on the two women's huge derrieres side by side, to his immediate shame.
Daisy Mae, the seeming older of the two had the larger and more densely packed rear while Honey's was distinctly wider and more in your face, presentation wise. The latter's rear decadent cleavage was wedged into a big jiggly mess of honey-soaked meat, pun intended. Honey's waist was also much smaller and cinched which left her with a distinct hourglass figure albeit on the bottom-heavy side. The women were talking in hushed tones as he noticed the similarities between the two.
Although Daisy Mae's hair was down up in dual Dutch braids which extended down nearly to her waist, it was the same exact highlighted light brownish-black color as Honey's wild mane of curly hair which hid her entire head from view leaving her narrow shoulders and defined back. He thought about Renee's own hourglass figure pre-pregnancy and her pale skin tone which made her and Carlie the odd women out visually. In fact, Carlie was tragically normal compared to these visual goddesses, visually speaking. These women along with Renee, even six months pregnant were living eye candy.
"Ain't we a pair, huh big boy?" Honey said out of the blue, in that distinct sultry tone of hers.
"Huh?" Jaquan was caught off guard, suddenly nibbling the nail on his thumb.
Both women shared a knowing look in profile, then proceeded to shock him even further as Honey bent forward producing this deep arch in her lower back that effectively caused those situational Brazilian jeans to slide off the rounded curve of her huge buttocks, exposing her sun-drenched cheeks to the world. Facing away, Daisy Mae tugged up on her wafer-thin skirt until the bottom two thirds of her own massive derriere came into view. The eldest of the duo had these hard tan lines. Jaquan found out she really wasn't wearing any panties as she glanced back with a knowing smile on her own beautiful face.
"See, told you he ain't nothing but a man." Daisy Mae commented to Honey as both casually covered up again. Jaquan was sexually shook momentarily forgetting Renee even existed.
"Aw, they're just messing with you; come over here and have a seat." Carlie was suddenly there taking his arm leading him softly to the picnic table as the women continued cooking and talking amongst themselves. Jaquan allowed himself to sit at the table, immediately facepalming out of embarrassment. His brow was moist with sweat as Carlie gathered up her dress kneeling to open the cooler at his feet.
Jaquan glanced back at the two women while she rifled through the ice chest.
"Don't take it serious, they like doing that to people; one time Honey stood out at the mailbox mooning whoever drove by and caused this truck to crash into a ditch. They had to get some people out here to take care of it and she got a ticket."
"Really?" Jaquan replied looking at the back of the woman in question.
"Yeah, she's kind of a local legend around here for crashing that eighteen-wheeler."
"That was an eighteen-wheeler?!"
"Yeah; would you like some pop, or maybe a beer? We've got a couple of good brands in here." Carlie fished out a few cans of soda placing them on the edge of the table while still squatting.
"Beer, please Carlie."
"Okay, you uh, look like a Heineken man; so, what do you think of the town?" The slender ingenue popped the cap on the bottle placing it in front of him, thankfully distracting him before sitting down on the opposite side, with a warm smile. Carlie even took the time to wipe the bottle with the hem of her dress, cleaning off its frosty exterior.
"I don't know how to answer that; I mean, I just got here and haven't had a chance to look around. Uhm, maybe you could show us around your hometown, Renee and me." Jaquan felt like he had to add his girlfriend struggling internally not to look at her cousins working at the grill.
"Oh no, I'm just visiting too; I'm from the same city as you."
"Really, then how come we've never met before?" Jaquan asked, taking a deep sip from his bottle while she popped the tab on her can of pineapple soda.
"Well, we just started talking recently after being kept apart for years. I guess, we're getting to know each other all over again." She took a sip from her can.
"Hey, you were saying something earlier about you and Renee. I wanna hear that story."
"Uhm, she'll tell you when she's ready."
"Come on, you can't bring that up and then flake." Jaquan prodded.
"Sorry, I guess blood is thicker than water; especially around here and believe me, you don't wanna get on Renee's bad side; her temper is almost as bad as Daisy Mae's." The mention took his gaze over to the large pear-shaped beauty using tongs to turn some of the meat over on the grill.
"I know her temper; Renee's given me the business a few times, already."
"I doubt that." Carlie chortled knowingly making him even more curious as he watched her take a deep sip of her soda.
"Eighteen-wheeler, huh?" Jaquan knew better than to push further knowing the women were thick as thieves, feeling out of his element. Carlie chuckled further as both eyed Honey, lightly bobbing her junk next to Daisy Mae taking the tongs placing some barbecue into a plastic bowl.
"Oh yeah, that trucker must've told his friends because a bunch of trucks started rolling right through here every day after that shit. Everybody wanted to see that donk out here on the backroads; some of the people around here started calling Honey a bonified tourist attraction."
"Really?"
"Yeah, it was funny; the sheriff had to come down here and fix things until it cleared up. That man wanted Daisy Mae to move the mailbox closer to the house, but she didn't see it that way." Jaquan glanced back over his shoulder looking at the cabin and the expanse of land around it.
"Seems like there's plenty of room around your house, out here."
"Oh wait, you think...uh, sorry Jaquan, but this ain't our house. It's a rental property, and our actual house is over there." Carlie awkwardly corrected pointing across the field to the other side of the road at the densely packed wooded area.
"In the woods?"
"No, there's like this path that leads to..."
"CARLIE!" Daisy Mae shouted, interrupting their budding conversation. The girl flinched, reacting facially looking as if she'd just swallowed her tongue. Her big expressive eyes widened behind her glasses.
"Yes ma'am?"
"Come over here and get this plate; take it over to the house." Daisy Mae shoved the plastic wrapped plate hard into Carlie's chest watching as the girl dutifully walked off with it hopping the ditch to the dirt road. Jaquan kept watching as Carlie hopped the ditch on the wooded side disappearing into the overgrowth and foliage.



"Anything you wanna know, you can ask me." His attention was diverted back to the defacto matriarch walking towards the table with a pan full of succulent barbecue.
"Well, I don't know, you don't seem to want me to know nothing."
"Sometimes you find out you really don't wanna know shit after you thought you did, Jaquan. Hey, don't get it twisted when all I'm trying to do is teach these girls some common etiquette; one day you'll do the same for your daughter."
"Or son."
"Is that what you think?" Daisy Mae set the pan on the table standing over him with a hand on her hip. There was this pervasive sense of intrusion that seemed to radiate from her body as he took a drink from his bottle.
"I love Renee."
"Sure, you do, bright eyes."
"Did Renee uhm, say something?" Jaquan was weighing his options as she inched closer staring intently.
"If she did, what're you gonna do about it?" Daisy Mae cocked her head to the side with a smile, then glanced over at Honey who watched from the grill. Jaquan started to follow her gaze, but she got in his field of vision a little too close for comfort.
"I just wanna know if everything is okay." He backed off the threat as softly as he could knowing he was out of his element, again cursing himself for not packing his weapon. Daisy Mae chortled sounding playful for the first time since she laid eyes on him, glancing over at Honey who was doing the same.
"Do you really wanna know, Jaquan?" Daisy Mae reached down grabbing a handful of her rayon skirt drawing it up exposing her thick, juicy looking thighs. Jaquan gulped, instantly feeling stupid when she straddled the picnic table bench, he was sitting on, facing his profile.
"Uhm..." He was even more intimidated and didn't know why, but mentally acknowledged it was like the first few months he was with Renee until he started to get used to her continued presence in his life. Jaquan wondered if he was used to Renee, or if she'd softened for him, instead. Daisy Mae sat with both hands grabbing the ends of the bench making no bones about looking him over raising an upturned palm.
"Give me your hand."
Jaquan hesitated making Daisy Mae chortle and glanced over at Honey again, before she spoke.
"Give me your dominant hand; the one you use for everything over the other."
"Why?" Jaquan hesitated again knowing full well what Daisy Mae was going to do. Instead, she offered her upturned palm, smiling wide enough to make dimples appear at the corners of her lips. Her slanted lime green eyes were at once enchanting and unsettling.
"Okay, why don't you look at mine, Jaquan."
"I don't know how to do that."
"But you know that is what I was going to do because you've experienced it before, with Renee, right?" He was caught up in a bit of word play exposing himself, knowing full well Renee used the same technique on him as sort of an organic lie detector test in the past.
"Take my hand."
He always thought it was a mind game to play on his guilty consciousness, but sometimes he didn't know what she saw in his palm. Right before they slept together for the first time, Renee peered into his palm then told him she was meant for him. She added for a little while, insinuating a time limit on their future that made him anxious.
"Take my hand, Jaquan." Daisy Mae insisted again, inching closer.
When he acquiesced, she instead captured his wrist in what felt like an ironclad grasp almost forcibly turning his palm upward peering intently into it. His brow furrowed as she added the other hand locking down the tops of his fingers. Her slanted eyes narrowed becoming slits, then widened as her own furrowed brow softened.
"Yup." Daisy Mae released his hand dismissively, getting up as Honey approached with a plate appearing as if she were going to set it down in front of him, but instead having a seat opposite him at the table.
"What?" Jaquan asked, favoring his hand as she picked at some meat on Honey's plate.
"Nothing, it's just as I thought." She turned around bending over retrieving a bottle of beer from the cooler. There was no doubt Daisy Mae knew her huge ass was staring him right in the face. He got an eyeful, then noticed the freckled sun kissed redbone sitting across from him, biting her bottom lip to keep from laughing. She opted to stuff her face with chunks of meat pinched from a chicken thigh.
"So, I saw you a few miles back at the last gas station rest stop."
"And?!" Honey continued chewing voraciously, staring deep into his eyes with her own noticeable kinda darker green eyes, no less slanted. There seemed to be this lime outline to them brought out more by this messy eyeliner. Honey was sporting a visible bruise outside of her left eye.
"What happened?" Jaquan ignored her taunt, motioning toward his left temple as he inquired about the bruise both knew came from one of Daisy Mae's fists. Her face dropped as she lowered the partially eaten chicken thigh held between both hands.
"Ain't you a nosey fucker, huh?"
"Excuse me?"
"You know I got clopped upside the head, so you're trying it with me; hey cutie, you REALLY wanna try it with me? Seems like you in need, am I right?"
"I'm with Renee."
"Where is she right now, bright boy?"
"Over there in the cabin."
"Then you ain't with nobody, sheesh; man, you menfolk are all the same and it makes me sick, okay? You wanna bring up that fucking gas station because you were all burning a hole in my ass, just like a little while ago. So, you trying to be funny cause I know you don't give a fuck about me getting smacked and ain't no way you gonna white knight this shit, especially when Daisy Mae right there! She'll fuck you up quick and go right back to grilling up that meat for our customers."
"Ain't nobody sweating you; I've had plenty of bitches on my tip and you wouldn't be no different, if I wasn't with my woman. You're the one trying to carjack a nigga for some dick with your fucking pants falling off that ass! So, unless we're doing something back here in the sticks, I can hit up a Best Western motel five miles back and pick Renee up later!"
"Shit, you mad?"
"No, but I'm tired of people taking potshots at me for no reason."
"Sounds mad to me." Daisy Mae added at the grill without looking in their direction as Honey perked up, straightening her back.
"Who hurt you?" Honey asked with a wide smile, making his brow furrow.
"Oh, don't even go there with this guy; we'll all end up chunking it out if I press." Daisy Mae continued, still facing away. She shared more than looks with Renee and Honey making it seem as if she had eyes in the back of her head.
"Really, was it that delicious?" Honey carried on with her assumed older sibling, partially ignoring Jaquan.
"Oh yeah, he's a breeder with some juicy bits, girl." Daisy Mae walked over to the table setting a packed paper plate in front of Jaquan, resuming her former posture straddling the picnic seat facing his profile.
"Ladies' man?"
Daisy Mae stuck out her hand making a dismissive gesture.
"He's holding for sure, but I don't wanna get slapped up again; you know, a girl's gotta have a bit of self-control. Can't be taking all these pretty niggas back there in the bushes."
"Like you could." Jaquan shot back making both women doubletake as if he'd done something egregious, before bursting into uproarious laughter.
"Oh, I like him, Daisy Mae; think the golden child will let me have a piece?"
"Cut the shit Honey; ain't fair since she's knocked up. What do you think Renee would do to you if she wasn't? I mean, he's awful pretty, all shiny with some nice muscles. You'd better watch them hands." Daisy Mae pushed the plate under his nose with her pointer finger using her other to caress the back of his shaved noggin.
"Cut it out." Jaquan lightly complained, noticing her raise a brow with a half smirk on her face. The way they talked around him felt disrespectful leaving the man somewhat infantilized.
"You scared she gonna whup you just cause I'm rubbing the back of your fucking melon?"
"Well, we're together, miss."
"Damn baby, somebody needs to check the record because I think the needle is stuck. He's keeps saying that shit like we're supposed to believe it." Honey commented, snacking on a barbecued chicken wing.
"I think he needs to believe it." Daisy Mae replied.
"He'd better believe it!" Renee's voice came out of nowhere. Jaquan looked back towards the cabin finding his pregnant girlfriend standing in the backdoor peering at his interaction with her family members. Her expression was unchanged from the last time he beheld it.
"OH HEY!! I'M JUST...!!"
"Bring me that plate, nigga." Jaquan glanced down realizing she was talking about his as the women burst into harpy like laughter, enjoying his predicament.
"BETTER WATCH OUT CUZ, HE THINKING ABOUT LEAVING YOU HERE AND CHECKING INTO THAT OLD MOTEL DOWN THE WAY!!" Honey shouted after Jaquan as he trudged to the back screen door expecting to be wearing the contents of his paper plate in short order.
"He ain't going nowhere but into that bedroom to rub my fucking feet." Renee replied almost snarling as she opened the screen door wider to allow her tall boyfriend inside. The plate was unceremoniously snatched from his hands as she slammed the screen door behind them leaving the laughing women behind.
"I was gonna come check on you, but Carlie wouldn't let me." Jaquan half stammered as Renee started to snack on bits of barbecued meat picking up the fork digging into some potato salad.
"Five eleven, barely a buck five soaking wet, right; having fun out there?" Renee walked directly behind him, sort of bodied into his back.
"Come on bae; you know it ain't like that."
"Shut up fool, and you need a bath, you stink." Jaquan turned around exasperated with Renee and her family.
"Want me to go check into that motel?"
"Do you want to go check into that motel, nigga?" Renee snarled, starting to flush as these dimples appeared at the corners of her nose. He knew that only happened when she was about to go nuclear.
"Look, we've been clashing, and it seems like they don't want me here."
"So, your first thought on how to fix things is to walk out on me, huh?" Renee took a bite of potato salad.
"NO!"
"Okay, then what do you wanna do about this shit; I want a fucking answer right now!" Renee put the plate on top of the kitchenette counter, eating without looking at his face as Jaquan had a silent conniption. She rolled her slanted eyes in the opposite direction starting to tear up in front of him.
"I wanna be with you. I want-I want to have this baby with you and raise it; you know, make a real family with you, bae. I love you, Renee."
"Do you?" A single tear ran down her pale cheek as he rushed to catch it with his pointer finger. Jaquan hated seeing her upset, even more when Renee cried, which was extremely rare.
"You know I do; I want this with you." He carefully palmed her swollen belly, cupping her cheek with the other hand.
"Even though I'm fat and ugly, now?!" Renee started to sob, but he wrapped his arms around her giving the insecure woman a kiss on the forehead.
They shared a nice soulful kiss as the screen door opened revealing Daisy Mae.
"My, you do have one hell of a silver tongue on you." Jaquan bristled at the jovial sound of her voice, giving Renee an additional peck on the forehead. She shoved an elbow into his stomach walking off with the plate as Daisy Mae looked on approvingly.
"Come on here, Jaquan!"
"Hey, I'm gonna borrow your wheels to run this food over to the community center for a girl scout meeting, we were hired to cater. You don't mind, do you?" Daisy Mae eyed Jaquan.
"Sorry, I don't have no insurance for anybody outside of the driver."
"Take it." Renee cut into his response making the large curvy woman, chortle.
"BAE!!" Jaquan was pissed.
"Go take a shower; you really stink!" Renee ordered.
"FUCK!!" Jaquan stormed into the bedroom slamming the door behind himself hard enough to make the door frame shake.
He stripped off his tank top seething with righteous indignation at Renee's perceived grandstanding in front of her family who obviously had a problem with him. He opened the bathroom door finding a modest affair with a transom type window high above the tiled wall above the vintage shower. He finished getting nude, almost unable to think coherently because of the constant digs and passive aggression directed at him since arriving. He finished stripping down, finding some solace under the steaming spray.
He reasoned Renee had likely been running him down to her family members for some time now. Jaquan felt that her hyper emotional state prompted Renee to initiate the trip knowing full well that her people would give him the business. She'd rifled through his phone finding all the proof she needed of his various infidelities and remnants of a sexual history long since muted when she came into his life. The certified lothario put those other women on the back burner for a while to pursue and win, Renee.
The stinging spray was therapeutic along with the humidity and heat of the shower. Jaquan leaned forward palms flat against the shower wall letting the water cascade down his chiseled body, continuously replaying everything since he'd arrived. His thoughts drifted first to Honey and what he'd actually do to her sexually. Renee got the clean version after much brow beating and sexual coercion. After meeting her in earnest out of the blue, Jaquan knew he would sexually ragdoll the backwoods beauty and destroy that monster donk with the business end of his mean twelve inches of meat.
When his thoughts centered on Daisy Mae, Jaquan felt differently but figured she was probably a damn good lay between the sheets. There was an intensity in her eyes not lost on Jaquan who made internal comparisons to his future baby mama #2. Her freckle sprinkled visage and beauty along with some subtly defined cheekbones placed the woman between Renee and Honey, visually. The abundant curves were off the charts, but her confidence brought it all together in one scintillating package.
Both women bared their butts, trolling him.
"Shit!" Jaquan leaned against the wall palm flattened supporting his weight at an angle.
His fist was wrapped around his manhood, just above the base pointed at the tiled shower wall. He was rock hard with a throbbing erection that demanded attention. The brief glimpse of those women was the culprit as his endowment pulsed. There was no denying he would've jumped both if things were different, he was single without Renee. She was the crown jewel in his body count, a queen no one could deny whenever she appeared. Sometimes Jaquan had to run away glad handers looking to ingratiate themselves to the couple, a few just trying to make small conversation. He wasn't fooled.
Jaquan thought about the first time he'd ever seen Renee Kelly in the nude. His reactions to her in those early days were borderline primal to say the least. He couldn't forget the sexual high that first time in an expensive hotel suite the night of her prom. It felt like a honeymoon as he devoured her over and over again, making the exotic pale beauty his. A full night and morning gave way to the rest of the weekend before they got into a noxious argument which ended with her ghosting him. Jaquan thought it was over when Renee appeared again with no explanation, falling pregnant soon after.
He stayed under the spray just letting it run over his body, then started lathering up washing in earnest. Renee Kelly seemed like the finished version after Daisy Mae and Honey with Carlie not even in the running. He thought about how different she looked form the other two and his woman, basically just normal despite her heritage. Carlie's presence there and her respectful tone provided Jaquan with a modicum of comfort in his own skin. The others seemed intent on pushing his buttons.
"Huh?" Jaquan got out of the shower when the water started to run cold, wrapping a towel around his waist. He emerged from the bathroom to find the bedroom empty. The cabin was still, quiet as he cracked the door peering outside into the empty space. He pulled on a pair of men's athletic shorts and a workout tank top, stepping into some sandals for comfort. Jaquan didn't know what to expect stepping into the main part of the small cabin. He walked to the back door peering into the yard.
"Aw, Hell Nall!" He walked to the still ajar front door peering outside finding his rental car missing.
Jaquan snapped up his phone dialing up Renee but found no signal.
"Shit!" He tried a few more times but got the same result, before storming out onto the front porch of the cabin intent on finding a stronger signal. He figured Renee had been snapped up by her relatives and spirited away after his outburst. Jaquan started going through the five stages of grief worried he might be looking at local law enforcement if he didn't get a handle on the situation. He wandered around the outside of the cabin to the rear area finding most of the food packed up and missing. Daisy Mae mentioned taking the food down to some community center, which explained things somewhat.
"Aw shit, I need a signal." Jaquan started walking further solely focused on his phone intent on finding a signal. He barely stopped at the edge of a sewage ditch, almost slipping into the fowl smelling green muck. Jaquan managed a signal dialing up Renee, but it ended before the call was completed. He pointed the phone towards the heavy wooded area finding the faint signal got stronger.
"Aw fuck, man." Jaquan glanced up from the face of his phone finding a half knocked over sign obscured by the wooded overgrowth and tall thick bushes covered in these greenish berries. The bottom of the yellow sign was submerged in the moss-covered goop. He tried texting, but the messages didn't make it. Jaquan stepped a few feet over finding the beginnings of a path shrouded from sight by the greenery.
"This is fucked up; bitch got me out here on some ole Friday the 13th type shit; probably left me here to get my ass kicked by these weird ass hillbillies, out here!" He was fit to be tied with an obvious choice whether to follow the path and get some kind of signal or go back and sit in a cabin alone until Renee popped up, again. Jaquan bristled, fingering the gold chain around his neck thinking of the woman who'd gifted it to him to seal the deal of a relationship between the two.
"SHIT!!" Jaquan looked over his shoulder at the empty cabin knowing he might not be able to control himself if he chose the option of sitting inside it until the women returned. There was still the specter of a probable confrontation that would obviously include Daisy Mae, and possibly Honey. He didn't want to give them an opportunity to trap him in what he usually referred to as a "bitch-quake" which was two hysterically angry women windmilling and throwing haymakers with some guy trapped between them.
"This is some messed up shit." Jaquan waded into the overgrown path stopped a good five feet inside looking for a signal which remained faint.
"Man, this is some bullshit." He grumbled talking to himself more to steel his nerves than anything else as his mind replayed that very first Friday the 13th movie in his head. He chuckled nervously wondering faux playfully which version of Jason Vorhees would pop out from behind a tree to behead him.
Jaquan tensed up continually looking back over his shoulder content that he could still see the cabin, until he couldn't. Images of some lonely rednecks toting rifles ran through his mind eventually replaced with Klan members draped in white and red made him antsy and fidgety.
"AAHHH!!" He was surprised by the ringing of his phone quickly answering it.




"WHAT?!!" Renee screamed into his ear before he even had a chance to speak. There was a cacaphony of noise in the background comprised of people talking and what sounded like playing children running about.
"I took a shower, and uhm, came out... you left."
"YEAH, SO WHAT, AIN'T YOU TIRED OF LOOKING AT MY FAT FACE?!!" Renee was still in a shitty mood.
"Hey, I'm sorry about slamming the ..."
"MISS ME WITH THAT SHIT!! I'LL SEE YOU WHEN I GET BACK, BITCH!!" Renee ended the call as quickly as it began, leaving him alone in the woods. Jaquan stood there on the overgrown wooded path, processing. His brow furrowed, teeth clenching out of abject helplessness at dealing with his woman. He nearly threw his phone into the thick brush, catching himself at the last minute. Jaquan dialed again.
"Motherfucker." The call went straight to voicemail.
Jaquan turned around realizing he couldn't see the cabin anymore.
"Fuck man, aw shit." Jaquan hurried back the way he came realizing that he'd gone further than he thought, swatting the errant tree branches out of his path. Some of the brushes were taller than him, presenting this nigh impenetrable wall of foliage. It was just about dusk outside with things taking on an orangish hue intermingled with slivers of darkness from the gnarled hanging branches above.
"AWK!!" Jaquan tripped on a rock hidden by a wealth of leaves, pinecones and stringy wooded residue, barely able to catch himself as his phone went flying. He quickly scrambled just off the path following its trajectory, quickly realizing his predicament. His height made it necessary for him to squat down using his hands until the tips of the fingers on his right tapped the phone. Jaquan snapped it up to his chest.
"Thank god, I'm out!" He hurried back onto the path but found he didn't know which direction to go, instantly panicking.
There was a rustling of some bushes a few feet away that made him go in the opposite direction hoping a bear or some other wild animal wasn't about to pounce.
He hurried almost going into a sprint but stopped short at muffled sounds just ahead. Thoughts of rampant hillbillies, maybe actual Klan members got him jumpy enough to hop off the wooded path headed away from the voices. There was no telling how many people were there as Jaquan kept moving further away content that he'd pop out near a road and regain phone service. He nearly faceplanted a few times tripping over thick tree roots, get briefly entangled in thin birch trees growing at odd angles.
"Shit!" Jaquan stumbled over off the path again but managed to hang on to his phone through the tumble head over heels. He recovered himself after faceplanting in the grass and leaves but kept quiet at the sound of men talking on the other side of the dense underbrush.
"Aw shucks Tommy, this some ole' bullshit."
"No, it ain't, my cousin Jimmy done seen it himself back here, man."
"Jimmy's lying his ass off ain't no..."
"Terry seen it too, alright?"
"Terry, on the football team; aw hell Nall Tommy; you for real about this, ain't you?"
"We're here ain't we?"
"Aw you're probably just scared cause of all those rumors about haints back over here in these woods!"
"Fuck you man; wanna see some pussy, or not?"
"So, you ain't worried about all of them stories bout haints and wood people out here playing with Satan's claw?"
"Shut up."
"You are scared, aren't you?"
"Fuck you, I'm gonna go see that doe. You kin figure thangs out for yourself." Jaquan remained silent watching two teens argue, wondering what they were referring to. Both guys went further down the path as he started to get up noticing the encroaching darkness.
Instead of moving back onto the trail, he figured he'd take the path of least resistance letting the guys move ahead while he followed the sound of their footsteps crunching the leaves and grass under foot.
"You think it's real; I ain't heard nothing about it since I was little. They used to tell us not to go into the woods cause we wouldn't come back."
"Yeah, my dad used to say the same thing, but he and my uncles kept coming out here too. Guess that's why my mom left."
"I thought your mom left because your dad got hurt when that tractor trailer fell on his leg, and she didn't wanna take care of him after that."
"Yeah, well he was still going out there in the back of Uncle Hank's truck so it couldn't have been that much of a loss."
"Back in the day, I heard everybody blamed it on the blacks; they went over there and set thangs right. At least that's what my granddad told me when I was nine."
"Whatever, hey here it is right here; the creek is down there."
Jaquan hung back watching and listening glad that he hadn't come out into the open given the stated verbal heritage of the men involved. He watched both disappear into another covert break in the overgrowth, intending to keep it moving when he discovered it was a dead end of large trees bent and warped into this gnarled natural gate or wall. Jaquan considered going back the way he came but didn't know where it would lead. Jaquan slipped onto the path, following the two men at a safe distance.
"Huh?" At some point he lost track of the two men a good fifteen feet ahead finding that he was forced to use his hands to move some of the low hanging tree branches while stumbling forward.
Jaquan pushed through a wall of foliage and vines through a wooded glen finding with a shallow looking creek. His calves and ankles were stinging from forcing his way through the bushes. This creek was surrounded by scores of ashy looking birch trees, some crisscrossed. Their positioning was almost intentional looking. A rustling and crunching of leaves underfoot alerted Jaquan who inched backwards partially hidden, watching. There was this feeling in the still woodland air, an expectancy of sorts.
His gaze drifted to the shallow creek noticing it was darker, early evening. The water was illuminated with the rising moonlight. He looked about seeing and hearing nothing but somehow knowing he wasn't alone. The wooded area around the creek was visibly vacant of people, but he just knew.
Then it happened.
A black woman stepped out of the brush a good fifteen feet away; some slender black woman wearing a loose-fitting diaphanous gown to her narrow shoulders by thin straps. The material was so light and sheer, it looked as if it could tear way from her body like tissue paper. Jaquan couldn't see her face, but her hair was long enough to reach the middle of her partially exposed back. His eyes widened.
It was sort of a pale lavender color, lighter towards the ends adjacent to her elbows. Her skin was a rich medium coffee color which made her hair stand out, almost glow in the early evening darkness. She was facing away from him looking towards the edge of the creek's opposite side. Jaquan wondered if she suspected there were people out there watching as he noticed a tin bucket in one of her hands. The moonlight shone brightly creating this silhouette from the back that left no doubt about the nudity hidden by her clothing as Jaquan watched her set the bucket down and start to unbutton.
The dress came away from her slender frame almost floating away like an errant leaf in the wind.
Jaquan got an eyeful.
This woman was model slender with a defined figure akin to an athlete or professional dancer, not like a traditional ballerina but more earthen and natural. She was tall, probably about five eleven, just under six feet. The thing that stood out from his vantage point, were the anchor shaped hips perched atop long slender, yet well-defined legs. Jaquan's eyes lingered on the tight rounded, smallish yet completely full buttocks noticed the tiniest bit of diamond shaped negative space between her smooth thighs. No, this woman wasn't built for power, but instead for speed with the figure of a humanoid gazelle.
He remarked internally that her slightly narrow hips and rounded buttock approximated a bell shape to the whole affair. Jaquan was enchanted as were the others hidden about the shallow creek under the ethereal moonlight's glow. He watched as she timidly approached the water dipping a toe, before walking in ankle deep still facing away from him. Jaquan liked what he saw responding below the waist.
His curiosity about her face prompted him to inch closer making the thick, overgrown brush shake audibly just as this woman knelt in an open legged squat splashing herself with creek water. His intrusion did not go unnoticed as she quickly stood up, turning about, facing his immediate direction.
"What-the-fuck?" He whispered at her visage.
Her face was covered with a mask of sorts; it was covered in light brown fur with flecks of white and grey. Two short, spade shaped ears protruded from the temples in concert with an abbreviated pair of horns rising upward, unfinished or broken dually with uneven edges.
It was the face of a doe.
Her dark eyes held a tiny glimmer matching the reflective look of the creek under the moonlight; almost as if they were glowing.
"DAMN BABY!!" Someone shouted off in the distance, distracting this woman who appeared to be looking directly at Jaquan. She turned art the waist twisting in the direction of the person who yelled, then faced that way dropping onto her haunches folding her arms across her chest. Some idiotic laughter gave away the others in hiding as she crouched lower, then hurriedly snatched up the bucket.
"Fuck." She stood up again, staring off into the distance, this time looking Jaquan directly in the eyes. Her eyes were expressive surrounded by pools of darkness behind the odd mask. There was no doubt the masked woman was staring at him, seeming affected for a moment. Jaquan wondered if he were looking at a mask, or if it was her face as goosebumps prickled and the hair on his arms stood up.
Then, just like that she was gone bounding into the thick brush and foliage disappearing from sight.
"AW SHIT TOMMY!!" One of the teen boys shouted at his friend for blowing their cover, a good twenty feet from Jaquan at the edge of the creek.
"FUCKING SHIT MAN, THAT WAS...AARRGH!!" Jaquan was startled by the bloodcurdling scream which snapped him out of the bubble left behind in the doe's wake.
"FUCK MAN!! RUN!! HERE IT COMES AGAIN!!" He couldn't see anything in the darkness, despite the moonlight and he didn't want to. Jaquan just started running for his life figuring maybe some wild animal had rushed the teen voyeurs. There was a voice in the back of his head insisting otherwise which ramped up his testosterone as he bulldozed through several overgrown bushes bumping a tree or two, finally making it into a clearing facing a blacktop road. He accidentally dipped the tip of his foot in a ditch but managed to hop across it onto the road as more screams echoed from the forest.
"OH, HELL NO, IT DON'T!" Jaquan took off down the road in the darkness with the pervasive smell of pinecones intermingled with raw sewage assailing his nostrils. It was pitch black at this point with little pools of light provided by these primitive streetlights, little more than logs vertically posted in the ground with light affixed at the very tops. He ran at a clip aiming for each isolated pool of light.
An avid horror movie fan in his youth, Jaquan's mind was filled with the unfortunate opening moments from the John Landis movie "Amewrican Werewolf in London. He didn't want to end up like those guys.
"SHIT-SHIT-SHIT-SHIT!!" Jaquan was running at an Olympic clip when this busted 1972 gremlin nearly clipped him skidding to a stop at an angle with its nose facing the dense wooded area to his immediate right. An expansive field sat to his left as Jaquan stopped short a few feet away from the car which sat there like inert matter. He was glistening with sweat, shirt stuck to his back. The white gold chain about his neck stung his oily dark skin. Jaquan stopped looking back over his shoulder finding woods and roads as far as the eye could see, then looked back at the car. He didn't know what to make of anything.
"FUCK!!" Jaquan barely had time to hop across the ditch as the gremlin backed up with this herkie jerky movement skidding to a stop again with its right rear tire on the edge of the ditch. His chiseled chest was full of fire after running a horrified sprint down the blacktop unsure if some wild animal was chasing him or not. The passenger side window slowly lowered with a loud, creaky scrapping sound.
"Aw shit."
"Where do you think you're going, bright eyes?" Daisy Mae sat grinning behind the wheel; she was leaning over to the shotgun side due to the primitive window needing to be cranked to lower it.
"Uhm, I got lost."
"I could've told you that, get in here." Jaquan hesitated for a moment glancing back the way he came.
"Aw shit, fuck me." Daisy Mae was already mashing down on the gas before he fully got into the car laughing as he nearly rolled from out of the seat onto the blacktop.
"What, you gotta problem with me?" She asked as he righted himself making use of a too worn seatbelt.
"I didn't say nothing."
"No, you didn't; so, what're you doing out here after dark? You trying to run on my little cousin?"
"I thought she was your niece."
"Yeah, that too; you trying to run out on Renee and leave her holding the bag with your bun in her fucking oven?" Jaquan checked the seatbelt tugging on it as Daisy Mae approached a darkened intersection faster than she should with her foot mashed down on the gas.
"Hey, don't you think you should slow down?"
"Hey, don't you think I you should answer my fucking question, Jaquan?" He rolled his neck cracking some bones as the intersection fast approached.
"I GOT LOST TRYING TO GET A SIGNAL ON MY MOTHERFUCKING PHONE!! I WALKED OFF ONTO THAT PATH ACROSS FROM YOUR HOUSE AND GOT TURNED AROUND!!...Fuck, Renee hung up on me, anyway."
Daisy Mae chortled with this lively look in her slanted eyes. Her eyeglasses were sitting atop a very cluttered dashboard with litter and used fast-food wrappers. He noticed a pair of vice grips amongst the trash, then glanced over finding the steering wheel mauled.
"Serves you right."
"Excuse me?"
"Well, from my understanding you've been treating her as less than during a very delicate moment in her life; and we both know you haven't been exactly faithful."
"Bullshit."
"Yup, took the words right out of my mouth and then you got the nerves to wanna be treated like the King of Siam or something! What's up with that, shit? Man, you really shouldn't be out here on these backroads, especially after dark."
"Wasn't trying to be out here."
"But look where I found you; do you have any idea what's going on back here in the sticks, huh?"
"I WAS TRYING TO GET A SIGNAL!!"
"Why?"
"SO, I COULD TALK TO RENEE!!"
"Well, did you?"
"I told you she hung up on me already."
"So, it was stupid for you to leave the cabin after all, and you went and got yourself lost in these woods with no flashlight or nothing. Geez, how stupid can you be? Renee obviously measures your worth with what's below your beltline!"
"Miss me with that shit; it was still light out when I went into those woods."
"Where did I find you?"
"Fuck." Jaquan sat beside her sullen, both knees drawn uncomfortably up because there was a lack of foot space. Daisy Mae zoomed right across the intersection onto a block with no lighting whatsoever plunging the car into complete darkness. He stared out of the window into an inky darkness thinking about the strange, masked woman he spied at the edge of that shallow creek.
"Penny for your thought?"
"Nothing."
"Come on, don't be that way, spill." Daisy Mae sped along at a clip without headlights.
"Don't you think you should turn on the headlights?"
"What headlights?"
"HUH?!!"
"Relax, I've made this trip a hundred times or more; tell me, did you uhm, see something back there? I mean, you were running pretty hard all, and you absolutely stink of fear." Jaquan did a doubletake at her odd assessment of him.
"Uh, I think it was a bear or something." Daisy Mae started laughing.
"Ain't no fucking bears around here' maybe a wild cat or two. Come on, tell me." The way she talked reminded him of Renee making him wonder if their dual nasty demeanor was hereditary.
"It wasn't nothing." Daisy Mae raised a brow at his attempted dismissal.
"Did you see a haint?"
"Nope."
He squinted as the car crossed another intersection drenched in pitch blackness. Jaquan couldn't believe he'd gone as far as he did. Daisy Mae shot him a few glances eventually speaking up.
"Did you see a doe?"
"WHAT?!!"
"So, you saw her, huh? Just be honest with me; it'll do you a world of good, trust me on this." Her tone was glib, but laced with a serious undertone that wasn't lost on the displaced lothario.
"I didn't see nothing."
"Damn."
"What?" She was shaking her head, musing to herself eventually looking him in the face.
"I wanted to leave you be." Daisy Mae slowed the car to a gradual stop switching off the ignition, remaining silent long enough for Jaquan to become anxious.
"What's going on?"
"Come on, hurry up." Daisy Mae snapped her seatbelt getting out of the car while he hesitated slowly going for his belt only to accidentally pull it loose still attached to the metal buckle. She appeared in front of the car, then walked forward starting to blend into the darkness. He quickly followed.
"Uhm, I think I broke the seatbelt; I'll pay for it to get fixed."
"Un, huh right." Daisy Mae was walkign about looking down at her bare feet, then grabbed a handful of her skirt drawign it up so that she could squat open legged. He didn't know what to make of things as she quickly walked back with a large stone in both hands.
"WHAT'S UP WITH THAT?!!" Jaquan motioned towards the rock, apprehensive.
"Chill the fuck out, take it."
Daisy Mae shoved the stone into one of his large hands. It was as big as a football.
"Okay, I'm holding it; what now?" They were standing ten feet away from the car with a wall of tall hedges across the ditch at their right side.
"Throw that shit over these bushes, nigga." Daisy Mae pointed in the direction she wanted him to throw.
Jaquan launched the rock like the aforementioned football earning the loud sound of shattering glass. He'd broken a window as filtered lights illuminated his features as a baby began to cry loudly.
"Daisy...?"
The thick shapely woman was bounding off at top speed into the inky darkness as he heard a screen door open loudly followed by the safety clicking off on a rifle.
"I HOPE YOU'RE STILL OUT THERE!! IT'LL BE WORTH YOU DOING IT IF I CATCH YOU BACK THERE!!" Some elderly sounding man sounded like he meant business as the baby cried louder.
Jaquan was gone, running top speed into the murky darkness only able to follow Daisy Mae by the color of her skirt which was barely visible to his squinted eyes. She ran half a block and jumped a ditch into a heavily wooded area. He was reticent to follow, but glanced back as he was running finding the silhouettes of two men wielding weapons next to the abandoned car. A third appeared as he watched.
"HEY RODNEY, AIN'T THAT YOUR CAR WHAT GON STOLEN YESTERDAY?!!" Some guy with a hick accent exclaimed.
Jaquan didn't wait to hear the answer jumping the ditch into the thick underbrush following Daisy Mae. He didn't know where he was going just following this invisible line into the murk fighting multiple branches, stumbling and tripping over his feet. A tree appeared out of nowhere striking him in the bicep. Jaquan favored his shoulder looking around without a clue where Daisy Mae had gone. He didn't want to call out to her worried the men from the house were hunting them.
"Did you see a doe?" Her voice sounded next to him, but he couldn't make her out in the darkness, eventually using the flashlight on his phone which flickered a bit, the battery waning.



"Where are you?"
"Did you see a doe, or not?"
"Yuh, yeah; where are you, Daisy Mae?" He whispered looking about with his phone, other hand swatting the empty air trying to make tactile contact.
"Man, you shouldn't have seen that."
"Why?"
"Don't you know anything?"
"What're you talking about, girl?" Jaquan's phone started to flicker less as the battery went into death throes.
"Now she's hunting you and make no doubt about it; she's gonna catch you."
"Fuck that, she's gonna catch these hands...AAAHHHH!!" His wrist was suddenly captured in an iron grip while a hand covered his mouth from behind. Something big and heavy pressed into him from the back.
"Shut the fuck up; you trying to get us shot?"
He tried to answer, but Daisy Mae pressed harder on his mouth drawing him backwards against a random birch tree. His phone was snatched away prompting the man to turn around finding her illuminating her freckled visage with it.
"Better keep quiet or you're gonna walk out of these woods missing your eyes, nothing but sockets forevermore."
"What?"
"Once you see her, there's only one way to get out of giving up your eyes."
"Oh yeah, what's that?"
"Satisfy her; I'm sure a big boy like you knows what I'm talking about." Jaquan scoffed partially due to the mischievous smile on her face.
"You made that shit up."
"Did I now?" Daisy Mae replied licking her bottom lip, letting her slanted eyes drift from his face downward. They were alone in the darkness, but Renee was likely back at the cabin, waiting.
They exchanged stares looking deep into each other's eyes. He couldn't deny the hypnotic quality of her slanted lime green eyes which seemed to have this penetrating quality. She was breathing heavily, nostrils flaring while her mouth was slightly ajar. Her breath came in heated huffs on his face.
"You made it up." Jaquan reiterated, taking a step backward from what was right in front of their faces.
"Better satisfy her, Jaquan." Her voice was playful and melodic.
"Cut it out." He turned away, walking into the darkness more to get away from her and hide his burgeoning tumescence.
"Does she know?" Jaquan glanced back, finding Daisy Mae leaning against the birch tree, looking at her own palm.
"What're you talking about, now?"
"You know; does she know how about your secret?"
"Huh?"
"What's it feel like having an older woman's hand around your cock? Did your first love ever know; enquiring minds wanna know if you told either of them about your little thing. Well, obviously not so little if she kept milking and playing with it, huh? Did your mother ever know?"
"...uhm, what?"
"I saw it; in your palm back when we were doing our little meet and greet at the picnic table. Did your mom know? I mean, it's gotta be serious drama when her best friend does something like that, right? Is that what you're afraid Renee will see in your palm?"
It felt like an out of body experience as Jaquan watched his large hand tighten around Daisy Mae's neck, squeezing.
"HOW DO YOU-KNOW THAT?!!" he heard himself shout, out of control.
"Keep it down; maybe you don't care about getting an ass full of buckshot from those rednecks back there pissed about their stolen car, but I do. Honey's little friend ran an errand for me over to the slaughterhouse just outside of Maplewood; so, I did him a solid and returned old man Wilson's car.
"WHO TOLD YOU ABOUT THAT?!!"
"Chill baby; Renee ain't gonna like it if you kill one of her few remaining relatives. Don't you know how special we are; don't you know how special Renee is to me? I mean as her only competent living relative of guardian age, don't you think I should protect my investment?"
"Bitch." He slowly released her, but Daisy Mae took the offending hand capturing his middle fingers in her ham sized fist at the knuckle.
"Hey, don't get it twisted; if I was really such a heinous bitch, all I would have to do is scream my fat ass off and those good ole boys would come running guns all a blazing. Worse things worse, you'd end up hanging from one of these trees. Yeah, they still do that shit down here from time to time; but even worser, I bend these middle fingers all the way back snapping them loose just under the skin while shoving as much of my fist down your piehole as humanly possible...and then some. But hey, I like you now."
"Who told you?"
"You did, when I looked in your palm, baby; haven't you had the pleasure already, with Renee?"
Jaquan didn't know how to answer, just staring silently.
"Oh, you really haven't, huh bright boy? I guess she's still trying to pretend she ain't one of us."
"And what is that, huh Daisy Mae?!"
This time she was silent, intently watching and studying his face subtly licking her bottom lip again.
"Fuck around and find out."
"..."
"Nigga." She whispered wetly staring so intently that Jaquan could only see her slanted cat-like eyes in the inky darkness engulfing the wooded area. It was a test of wills, he ultimately lost in short order pressing into the thick freckled redbone's curves. Bodied with a tree at her back, Daisy Mae offered no resistance as his large hand cupped the side of her face, big enough to palm it like a basketball.
The instant their lips touched, her tongue came snaking inside his mouth swirling around taking a tour of his maw, wrestling passionately with his own. Her hand cupped the opposite side of his face as her head moved keeping pace with his, with this hungry sounding moan that carried. Daisy Mae raised her leg caressing the outside of his thigh, slowly rubbing. Jaquan's manhood was suddenly in her hand being stroked with a feather light touch. Daisy Mae gathered up the hem of her skirt exposing a bare mound.
The underside of his thickening rod was tapped on her puffy looking mound as they kept making out like lost lovers. Just kissing this woman was sending wave of pleasure throughout his body from the tactile touch alone, but Daisy Mae took it further rubbing the head of his cock on her clit. His hand groped a breast over the material of her top, groping hard squeezing with this pinching motion. Her haunting moans became louder while her tongue went into overdrive in his mouth as she nipped and sucked on his bottom lip, slurping it between hers. His thumb and forefinger found a thick hardened nipple.
Daisy Mae's head rocked backwards breaking contact with a sustained breathy gasp as she jerked and tugged on his manhood subtly adding a twisting motion wedging it hard against her clean-shaven mound. Her hand went to his bicep massaging, squeezing and lightly raking her nails along it. Her palm was pressing into his right pec, feeling a hardened nipple in her palm. Jaquan's top was raised exposing his chiseled torso as Daisy Mae's slanted eyes widened approving the view. She mashed a thumb down into his nipple, then pinched it before locking her lips, sucking with an audible slurp.
His manhood throbbed and thickened in Daisy Mae's grasp while his moans intermingled with hers. Jaquan winced when she nibbled and bit on his nip, but the flat of her tongue soothed the prickly feeling. The salacious hunger exhibited by this woman had Jaquan reeling. Her leg lowered followed by the opposite raising rubbing his other thigh. He couldn't take it anymore, yanking up her top finding a bare breast, small and pert, enough to fill a mouth. Her areola was barely perceptible, quarter sized. Jaquan took almost the whole tit, sucking it with abandon, paying extra attention to the hard nipple.
Daisy Mae groaned surprising him by raising her leg higher level with his waist, despite her size. His certified twelve inches of manhood was pressed against her slit, Daisy Mae lowered her thick leg trapping him between her luscious thighs. His hands feverishly snatched up her top exposing both of her smallish pert breasts. They flopped from the sudden motion as she quickly sunk her teeth into her top holding it in place as he cupped both of her teats sucking and slurping, making a mess. Daisy Mae's hands dropped to his hips yanking his pelvis into hers with authority. There was an audible thump.
Her lower lips sandwiched the top of his thick veiny rod. Daisy Mae was sopping wet below the waist and the friction provided a preview of what was in store should he cross the line, further. The feel of her parted slit was so enticing, it felt like he would blow a wad of jizz between her thick cushiony thighs. This seemed to be her intent as she repeated the action again using his hips to grind his shaft making thing wet and impossibly sticky. On the third go around, Daisy Mae reached down clawing into his buttocks.
Jaquan tucked his chin looking down her torso, finding a flatter abdomen than he would've thought given her thick, idealized rubenesque frame. He stared intently at the root of his endowment and the lower portion of his manhood wedged between those thighs. Daisy Mae glanced down at the same time with her top still captured between her teeth. She squeezed his butt harder yanking him forward both watching his puppetted cock fucking her thigh gap. Her cunt was a heated volcanic mess leaving a milky residue coating his shaft from frottage alone. They looked up at one another in tandem, gasping wetly.
Daisy Mae let the top drop from her clenched teeth as he came in hungrily making out with her. His big hands got busy grabbing her waist which had a doughy feel and a smidgen of love handles keeping this woman physically honest, before the offending digits discovered the upper swell of her huge buttocks. His fingers were spread apart, unable to really grab it the way he wanted from his vantage point due to its size. She gave him an especially hard thump into her crotch, squeezing his throbbing prick between her thighs, then shoved him back. Her strength was surprising, nearly toppling Jaquan over.
He stumbled regaining shaky footing like a drunk trying to walk a straight line for the cops. Daisy Mae's gasping huffs had Jaquan's ears ringing. She gathered up her long flimsy skirt raising it above her waist fully exposing her huge ass which stood out like a beacon in the murky darkness. There was no doubt this woman knew what he wanted making a deep arch in her lower back nearly approximating a letter J. The view was staggering adding a potent sexual charge that was unneeded. Daisy Mae knew what she was working with, playfully popping her wide hips one time resulting in this loud wet clap of her cheeks.
Jaquan was addled to the exclusion of all else watching his hands grab selfish chunks of her backside spreading Daisy Mae wide apart exposing her openings. The whole of his twelve inches of manhood shot inside her steaming puss like a guided missile as the thick woodland nymph clawed into the tree for leverage. Jaquan's animalistic howls of delight filled the air as he desperately pounded and beat on Daisy Mae's jiggling monster sized ass like someone had shoved a taser up his butt. A lesser woman would've been destroyed.
...but Daisy Mae thumped backwards into his crotch with as much fervor, if not exponentially more.
She was so wet, there was almost no friction inside, but her cunt felt almost conical in shape narrowing off at the back of her womanhood. This put an enticing friction on the upper third of his endowment that felt better the harder he went. Daisy Mae groaned and whimpered biting her lower lip trying not to cry out, but failed yowling like a cat in heat, practically sobbing. This bolstered Jaquan's bruised ego making it feel as if he were "getting some back" after hours of teasing and needling from this woman. He spread her economy sized cheeks further apart really trying to get up in there, with prejudice.
Daisy Mae accommodated him spreading her thick gams further apart becoming an upside-down letter Y in the murky darkened wood. Jaquan realized she was rolling and popping her hips like a seasoned dancer taking him to her own version of pound town. The watery bounce and jiggle of her massive butt prompted him to arch deeper, inching closer until his root was pressed in her shuddering derriere. She lifted her leg again turning profile with it bent at the knee, bare foot dangling. Jaquan got her meaning hooking an arm underneath the juicy thigh letting it rest in the cradle of his elbow.
His hand shot up grabbing one of her long Dutch braids wrapping it around his fist as he reamed out her sloppy cunt. She was getting long stroked from tip to balls deep, creaming and dripping profusely. Her sun kissed freckled skin was heated to the touch, glistening reflectively with sweat. Jaquan grunted released the raised leg roughly facing her back to him, wanting to see that big ass take all sorts of damage. This squishy sound intermingled with random queefs attested to the work he was putting in.
"CHOKE ME!! CHOKE ME FROM BEHIND!!" Daisy Mae demanded in threatening fashion.
He reacted on command wrapping his big hands around her neck from behind, still pounding away.
"NO, REALLY DO IT!! CHOKE ME!! CHOKE MY ASS, NIGGA!!" She started to gasp as his hands tightened around her neck eventually making this zaftig woman fight for air. He noticed her cunt tightened up squeezing the top third of his prick as dimples appeared on the surface of her cheeks. Daisy Mae was flexing on his meat, starting to wriggle manically creating this clamping, pincer feel on his root. It felt incredible and addictive making Jaquan squeeze harder, beginning to strangle her. He was losing it.
He was somewhere in the zone, lost in the woods with a veritable hellcat of a woman, cresting.
"AWG!! AWG!! UN!! UNG!! SHIT!! SHEET!! THIS PUSSY!! FUCK!! UNG!! AW SHEET!! AW FUGGIT!!" Jaquan was glowing with sweat ignoring the legions of mosquitos and other bugs feasting and flitting about in the pitch-black darkness. Daisy Mae's cunt was making him talk loud and out of turn.
"UMMA CUM!! UMMA CUM DAY ZEE!! DAY ZEE MAY, UMMA!!...CUMMIN'!!" It felt like she was trying to snap his manhood off, flexing hard multi-tasking with a sustained vicious twerk that broke the bank spectacularly. Jaquan screamed so loud, there was an agonized echo throughout the woods.
Right at the precise moment, Daisy Mae dislodged him with a balletic twist of her baby making hips.
Torrents of cum burst out of his crown, utterly hosing down the shuddering mountainous cheeks before him as she kept bucking and popping her hips, audibly clapping. Several powerful ropes of jizz crisscrossed those buns making a mess of things on Daisy Mae's back porch. She bent further over at a ninety-degree angle shoving her butt backwards against his crotch lodging his prick in her rear cleavage. He was going off pure animalistic instinct sawing her crack relentlessly until more creamy spunk pooled at the top of her gluteal cleft. Jaquan arched and stood on the balls of his feet, sawing harder still.
Daisy Mae dropped to her knees still holding onto the tree as some of his cum splattered soiling her top and lower back. Jaquan kept it up long stroking his twelve inches of mean meat unable to look away. It looked as if she were kneeling or kowtowing to the birch tree, as she slowly looked back at his cock.
"AAAW AH SHIT!! AW SHIT!!" Half of his manhood disappeared between her lips with the rest following as Daisy Mae faced him, still kneeling on the grass. Her right hand rose cupping the underside of his package while the other encircled the base of his shaft, three fingers exclusively stroking towards her bobbing head as she long stroked him from stem to stern getting full oral penetration.
"AH! AH! AH!...aw, shit. That feels so...AH!! AH!! AW!!!" The underside of her tongue cradled his shaft randomly lapping at his balls. Daisy Mae was giving him an extremely passionate blowjob that he never wanted to end. The hand cupping his balls massaged, squeezed and pinched, milking a steady flow of cum into her gullet. Jaquan couldn't help cupping the sides of her head between his hands, thrusting.
"It feels...like I keep cumming; oh, shit don't stop. Don't stop Daisy. Keep sucking it, oh fuck." Jaquan could feel heated huffs of air coming from her flaring nostrils as she rhythmically stroked and sucked him to nirvana, moaning in this sort of melodic tone that seemed to carry throughout the forest.
"Fug...Fuk. FUCK!! Aw shit, I'm cumming Daisy Mae. I'm cumming again!!" His inner thighs, pulsed uncontrollably tightening up as he filled her gullet to capacity with his cum. She wrapped all ten of her fingers around his root behind his sack bulge, completely throating Jaquan's certified twelve inches. His eyes went watery. Mouth hanging open as he emptied himself between her lips, looking down at her face, enraptured. Daisy Mae was staring back, slanted lime green eyes glaring almost glass-like.
She didn't move or exhibit any discomfort with a visible bulge in her throat, letting him ride it out.
"Oh gawd."
Her lips retracted along his glistening shaft leaving no traces of the huge load he'd blown down her gullet. His cock was rock hard, throbbing covered in a lattice of veins lightly bobbing in her face.
"What'd I tell you?"
"Fuck around and find out." He whispered feeling a light breeze about his person.
"Give me your hands, Jaquan." Daisy Mae held both palms face up wanting him to reciprocate.
Jaquan silently obeyed flattening his palms atop her upturned ones.
Daisy Mae gently turned his hands over, palms facing up right under her nose, peering into them intently. The world seemed to ebb away with nothing else mattering in that isolated moment.
"What do you see?"
"Everything, all of you written here in the map." She answered, still huffing a bit.
"Is it good?"
Daisy Mae's eyes narrowed as her face came closer to his palms.
"Is it bad?"
"You've created your own savior; she will save your life at a crucial moment. Such a beautiful girl, the best of all of us here and there beyond the veil. You will make a fine protector for the child, but for Renee..."
"What?"
Instead of answering, Daisy Mae ran the flat of her sticky tongue wetly over his collected palms, then interlocked their fingers. Jaquan pulled the thick wooded nymph to her feet, face level with his chest.
"Is it bad?" She didn't look up into his face, keeping her gaze focused on his sternum as she flattened a palm in the center of his chest feeling his anxiety at things left unsaid. The rush of fear from places unknown washed over Jaquan as he cupped Daisy Mae's chin raising her slanted eyes to his. She grabbed his pointer and forefinger sinking them into her mouth sucking wantonly. Those saliva-soaked digits were pressed against her slit, dipping inside as her cat eyes widened. Daisy Mae worked his hand until it moved of its own accord, cupping his face in return, kissing him back, passionately.
"Taste me." She dislodged his hand pressing the drenched fingers against his lips until they parted for a taste of her essence. Things were heady and disjointed, as she watched him suck on her fingers until she was satisfied. His erection was sturdy and getting harder by the moment, brushing against Daisy Mae's puffy mound. This was helped along by her humping towards him with a deep arch in her lower back.
The top came away from her body fully exposing her perky bust topped with thickened buds in the center of barely there areolas. Her thick pear-shaped figure looked like classical rubenesque depictions from the 1600's made flesh soaked in honey and butter with a dash of pepper. Daisy Mae and Renee Kelly were opposite ends of a sexual spectrum with Honey taking the center spot, all blistering hot and sexually nuclear. He'd taken Renee's maidenhood, but she'd grown in leaps and bounds every time they were together going forward. It felt like someone was teaching her. Daisy Mae was fully formed, complete. There was a pervasive salacious aura radiating from this woman that increased in intensity.



Jaquan's hand danced around inside rubbing her grooves like some nervous teen during his first-time sort of exploring a woman's virtue. Her hands, likewise, covered his pecs fingers outstretched reveling in his chiseled torso and six pack abs. Daisy Mae handled his hips shoving hers into his pelvis, loudly.
"Fuck me more, Jaquan."
All reason was lost as he swooped the thick redbone up in his arms like a bride on her honeymoon. Daisy Mae was laid on the grass and leaves with him mounting her, both hands pressing down hard on her inner thighs spreading those shapely gams wide apart adjacent to her hips. Her double-jointed nature was revealed as she reached between her outspread thighs parting her flower. The rich glistening inside of her peach was laid bare, but only for an instant as his cock speared it disappearing up to the hilt.
The only article of clothing on her body was the ankle length skirt bunched up above her smallish waist and overly widened hips. His tall athletic body was on all fours above hers as Daisy Mae stripped away his tank top, grabbing a handful of the white gold necklace about his neck. It was twisted around his neck becoming an expensive noose obliging the man closer. Jaquan was drawn down inside her.
"Ah! Ah shit, it's...fucking; oh, damn!! Fuck! Ah shit, aw shit!!" He bottomed out hitting the back of her conical insides feeling this intense pincer-like pressure on his crown and the upper third of his twelve inches while the rest was awash in sopping wet creamy goodness. Daisy Mae was steaming hot and made for horse cock as he found himself thrusting like his life depended on it. She tightened her grip on the white gold chain about his neck turning it into a priceless choker, slanted eyes deadlocked on his.
"Give it to me, Jaquan; give it up, give it all." Daisy Mae hissed between clenched teeth with her head raised, chin tucked staring intently into his eyes. The sound of his pelvis roughly thumping into her crotch was audible, to a muffled stone being spiked repeatedly on the ground. Jaquan couldn't look away from this woman as her face started to flush in earnest. Her lips started to part, huffing.
"UNG!! UNG!! UNG!! SHIT!! IT'S SO FUCKING!! GHUD!! UNG!! UNG!!" The loud wet clapping sound of their bumping uglies was nearly deafening. He was getting it all in there, but somehow it still didn't feel like enough. That conical tightness at the end of her cunt was a goal as he tried his best to go harder.
"Want it to feel even better?"
"Yeah." He answered without conscious thought.
Daisy Mae suddenly twisted the chain tight around his neck and her fist cutting off his air supply. His hands shot up grabbing her wrist freeing her powerful legs which locked airtight around his lower back, ankles interlocked like reunited puzzle pieces. That huge donk of hers, shot up sheathing the whole of his endowment with a loud wet smack. Jaquan was forced down flat atop her voluptuous body, utterly faceplanting as Daisy Mae's free hand shot under his armpit, palming the back of his head like a basketball. Things became disjointed and unglued as she rolled them over until she was mounting him.
"Gonna eat you up and spit out the rest." His eyes were bulging from the strangulation. Daisy Mae released him sitting upright impaled with everything he had to offer. Jaquan struggled, coughing and hacking as she pulled the last remaining bit of clothing free of her body, tossing the flimsy rayon skirt aside without a care in the world. Daisy Mae's slanted eyes bore down on him with a glint in each pupil.
Her hands ran up her tummy cupping her small pert breasts to the sides of her face, thick fleshy arms slowly outstretching as if she were yawning before dropping slapping the sides of his abdomen. Jaquan was a tall, well-built man with the chiseled body of an athlete, but she was something else, entirely. His lower body was trapped between her folded legs as she leaned forward palming his pecs, nails clawing into them. She seemed to be gauging or waiting for his reaction as he caught his breath, huffing.
"Can you feel it?"
"...AH!! AH!! AAAWWW!!! FUUCCK!!" Her sugar walls retracted turning the conical shape of her cunt became a narrow cylindrical tube. Daisy Mae tightened her folded shapely legs against the outside of Jaquan's thighs, while sitting still glaring at his face. Her fingertips lightly raked his abdomen.
"Can you feel it, Jaquan?"
"AAAWWW!!" He moaned breathlessly as Daisy Mae tightened her legs against the outside of his thighs. She rolled her wide hips, upper half motionless taking his prick on a ride. He could feel her flexing and arching towards his abdomen. Her cheeks were cradling and cushioning his balls as she continued rolling and swiveling her hips, stomach undulating. Daisy Mae leaned backwards resting her palms on his knees. Her lower half wrenched vertically, hips popping manically. His tortured moans echoed in the darkness.
"I said, can you feel it?" Bursts of moisture were splashing everywhere as her hips became a blur.
"YEEEAAAHHH!!!" His huge prick plopped free of her cunt spewing cum everywhere intermingled with Daisy Mae's essence as she reached forward frantically frigging herself in synch with his orgasm. Torrents of wet sticky cum was splattered all over his crotch, rivulets of it drizzling down the shaft. Her peachy cunt and inner thighs were glazed over with a thick layer of creamy jizz. Jaquan was blasted out.
She sat atop his crotch legs splayed apart, feet planted flat using her palms to support her weight, huffing and sniffling. He fared no better, laid flat feeling like a lead weight embedded in the hearth.
"Good boy, real good dicking right there; I'm kinda torn about eating the whole thing, though. So, here's what we're gonna do about all this right, here Jaquan. I'm gonna let you play with us, but just a little cause you've gotta take care of our investment, now and in the future. Enjoy yourself, cause you ain't gonna remember it until it's time for us to meet again, boy. Damn, I feel like being selfish with you."
"Daisy Mae?" She hunched forward, then dismounted at his left hip hunching over his crotch. He cried out feeling her lips stretch around his manhood sucking it clean like a lollipop. He shivered all over as she lapped up the vestiges of their woodland tryst planting littles kisses all over his cock and abs.
His gaze was directed upward at the night sky framed by the inky black and jagged silhouettes of the surrounding trees and foliage. Jaquan was exhausted, finding it hard to keep his heavily lidded eyes open. Daisy Mae's face appeared above his smiling with twinkling slanted lime green eyes, chortling.
"Have fun." Her skirt was tossed over his face blanketing it as she ran off in her birthday suit, giggling mischievously.
[DARKNESS]
...to be continued.
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"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!" Jaquan snatched the skirt off his face.
He blinked profusely, finding that he was staring up at the cabin ceiling. Jaquan raised his hand to find a sheet instead of Daisy Mae's skirt. It was broad daylight early morning, signaled by a rooster's call somewhere outside.
"Oh, you're awake now, huh?" His eyes went wide as his head slowly turned to his left side.
Renee was lying on her side under the sheets of their bed facing away from him towards the bedroom window. Her hair was down cascading over her shoulders as he took in the decadent curve of her motherly hips.
"Uhm, yeah." Jaquan's brow furrowed as he stared to his immediate right, finding the cracked open door of their bedroom, giving him a peek outside into the rest of the cabin. There was some faint snoring emanating from the loveseat in the main part of the cabin facing the fireplace.
"Hey?"
"Yeah bae?" Jaquan's body still felt weighted down, almost magnetized to the mattress exhausted.
"We good?" Renee asked barely above a whisper making him panic inside.
He didn't know how to answer with visions and mind movies of his wooded tryst with Daisy Mae. His throat was dry as he tried to figure out how to answer his woman who was supernaturally proficient at detecting falsehoods and lies.
"Yeah." He answered sullenly not knowing what else to say.
"So uhm, I'm sorry about leaving you here alone yesterday; I don't know what got into me, but I just needed some distance."
"It's okay." Jaquan facepalmed hiding his shocked face.
"No, it's not." Renee's head turned, giving him a glimpse of her profile.
"Bae, I'm good okay; you should spend time with your family; it's just that uh, you never talk about them or your parents."
"Ain't I enough?"
"You're everything." He spoke without thinking from the heart, conflicted as to how he got home in the inky darkness of an unfamiliar wood.
"Then why won't you touch me?" Renee replied meekly.
"Well, you were so mad when we talked after you left; I guess I needed to give you space."
"We never talked after I left with Daisy Mae and Honey."
"Yes we did, I called and uhm, you were still mad." Jaquan accounted lying on his back staring up at the cabin ceiling. He heard some movement looking over as Renee sat up on the edge of the bed facing the window.
"No, we did not; I came back here yesterday and found you passed out in the bed, snoring loudly in that way I hate. It was so bad, I put that sheet over your face because I couldn't get any sleep."
He facepalmed again as she recounted a night, he was sure didn't happen.
"Jaquan?"
"Uhm, I guess you're right." He admitted averting his eyes to the cracked door of the cabin bedroom.
"Of course, I'm right; there ain't no calls on your phone."
"HUH?" Jaquan glanced over, finding his phone in Renee's hand. She was perusing it after having sussed out the password a day prior. He tried to quickly sit up but felt it everywhere in his bones as his mind did flipflops about the last few apparently unaccounted for minutes in his life.
"There's nothing here, to me or anyone else." It was a lazy dig at his fidelity.
"It was a dream." It was a Freudian slip of the tongue that got her attention further.
"What was a dream?"
"Nothing."
"What was just a dream?" There was a hint of strife in her voice that put him on edge as she shifted on the edge of the mattress folding a leg on the bed. Renee was wearing a long sheer nightgown and nothing else underneath. She hated pregnancy clothing, using some vintage styles which led to her penchant for old school babydoll sleeping wear. Jaquan could see the rising intensity on her pale face.
"You ever had one of those dreams that seemed like it was real?" He decided to answer a question with a question.
"What seemed real?" Renee kept at it, frustrating him.
"Uhm, I dreamed that I went across the ditch on that road outside and into the woods to get a signal on my phone. You picked up and gave me the business." Jaquan told a version of the truth from his perspective.
"That's it?!"
"Yeah... and I saw a doe back off in there at this creek." He added leaving out that it was a masked woman. Renee didn't look convinced in the least, suddenly glaring at him.
"Are you sure about that, Jaquan?"
"Yeah."
Things seemed to go static in the moment, still as if time had ebbed to a halt.
"Be careful out there Jaquan; they say if you go in there and see a doe, she'll follow you and take your soul if you don't satisfy her." His brow furrowed, heart skipping a beat as Renee mentioned in part what he'd experienced.
"WHAT?!!" Renee snickered, covering her mouth with her hand as he sat upright finding that he was clothed under the sheets.
"Aw, it's just some dumbass legend they used to tell us when we were kids to keep us from getting lost in the woods." Renee admitted.
"That's crazy." Jaquan scratched his temple telling himself that it was all a dream.
"Tell me about it; back in the day a lot of hicks were going out there looking for that shit. Supposedly, if you saw her as a woman, you had to please her. Fucking hillbilly bullshit, right?"
"I guess." He didn't know what to make of things as Renee glanced at his face smiling.
"Hey."
"Yeah?"
"Come over here and hold me; sit behind me, okay Jaquan?" She crooked a finger with the other in front of her lips.
"What?"
"Be quiet, Carlie is sleep on the couch."
"Huh?"
"Don't be that way; we were close when we were kids, then her caretakers pulled the plug because I was a bad influence."
"Bad influence?" Jaquan inched in behind her gingerly wrapping his arms around her body, carefully avoiding her swollen bust. His palms rested on the upper swell of Renee's belly.
"Well, shit kinda happened a few months before we met."
"What?"
"Not what you're thinking; and you know that so don't go there. Her people never wanted us together but well, it is what it is in the long run."
"I don't follow." Renee grabbed his thumbs pulling his hands up cupping the undersides of her breasts.
"We girls, on lock; at the end of the day those assholes couldn't stop her from being her true self and here we are, today. Couldn't have come at a better time, what with this pregnancy and all." Her breasts were hard, yet spongy to the touch engorged with milk. The silken feel of the sheer material on her sensitive skin had an immediate effect as she cooed. His forefingers encountered her ripened nips.
"I'm glad you're back together with Carlie."
"Really?"
"Yeah, every friend I ever had stabbed me in the back; and you know how I got that knee injury that kept me out of college. Sometimes I wished I had a sibling, maybe a brother. The closest thing I got to that is a cousin, but he's just a kid in grammar school. His parents, kind of feel the same way about me, even though his dad is a straight up dawg, too."
"Dawg, too?" Renee glanced over her shoulder at the second Freudian slip.
"Shit." She chuckled catching him unawares as she slid the sheer gown off a shoulder exposing a visible welt from the heavy brassieres she wore during her pregnancy. Renee gave Jaquan an encouraging wink as he kissed the indentation. She allowed him to slide the other willowy strap down exposing her breasts fully. Renee blanketed his large hands with her own.
"Massage them for me, baby." Renee moaned as he gave her tits a hearty squeeze recalling the early days of her pregnancy after a particularly intense night out on the town she ended abruptly when she was barely showing.
Jaquan was obliged to take a verbal drubbing that would've crippled a lesser man as she got ready for bed telling him that he was sleeping on his own floor instead of lying next to her. Her face started getting rounder along which was the catalyst for an aborted evening after an acquaintance commented on the weight gain. Jaquan sat sullen in his bedroom until Renee doffed the il-fitting blouse revealing large breasts doubled in size nearly bursting from a bra now too small to contain her charms. His eyes nearly burst out of his head as the man lost it grabbing them only to receive the mother of all pancakes slaps hard enough to make his face still smart ten minutes later. Renee promptly moved in with Rashida Sikes for a few days before returning, somewhat contrite. The ticket to ride was between her huge tits.
"You're thinking about that time, aren't you?" Renee asked as he felt her up, wholly sanctioned. He knew how she liked to be touched, pinching and rolling her nipples hoping to get the go ahead to suck them.
"How did you know?" He cupped them from beneath, squeezing as droplets of her lactation bubbled on the surface of her slightly darker areolas.
"Shit, you can't keep your hands off these ever since they started blowing up; I remember how scared I was that you were gonna dump me after I slapped the taste out of your mouth. I mean, shit you were all handsy with them like a fucking Rhesus Monkey and I told you they were hurting so bad that night. If you were nice, I probably would've let you suck'em."
"Can I suck them, now?"
"Rashida wanted me to leave your ass."
"So that's a, no?"
"Damn bruh, you'd probably fuck the shit out of my titties, just like that time when we made up. Remember that, huh? Oh, I almost left you again but figured you just hadn't had any in a while; but we both know that ain't true. But still, you really got up in my chest and all this time I thought you were all about my face and cheeks. Hey Jaquan, what up with that?" Both knew he wasn't going to say anything about the subtle dig at his fidelity.
"Uhm, when you took off that blouse...it's just the way they looked stuffed into that bra. I uh, just wanted them." His hands were moving over the sloping upper halves of her breasts, randomly pulling and pinching her nips. Renee's eyes narrowed into slits enjoying his tactile touch.
"They weren't half as big as they are now; you like'em now?" Renee's hand disappeared underneath the swell of her baby belly leaving no doubt that she was more than a little horny. Jaquan was still internally trying to figure out if his tryst with Daisy Mae was real.
"I love your tits." Renee rolled her eyes at his blue-collar compliment.
"Too bad we got the baby down here or you'd be sitting on my chest smashing my tits, wouldn't you?"
"It's not like that."
"Come on, be honest and I'll give us a treat." Renee coaxed, hands still between her thighs.
"Both of us?"
Renee opened a drawer on the bedside table pulling out a vial of cocoa butter, pressing it into his hand. Jaquan's chin was hooked over her right shoulder, eyes widening when it became clear what she wanted as Renee met his gaze with an easy-going smile and ruddy cheeks. She even popped the lid on the vial.
"Rub this on my chest, and maybe I'll lay on my side and let you do what you want." His cock throbbed pressed into her butt as they sat together facing the window and the expansive yard beyond it.
Jaquan couldn't believe his good fortune, finally convincing himself the tryst with Daisy Mae was nothing but a dream as he lightly kissed his girlfriend's neck. He squirted a decent handful of the cream into his palms rubbing it into her breasts slowly, methodically. His extended manhood grew thicker pressed against Renee's butt. Their sex life waned as her pregnancy developed, but sometimes she would demonstrate her proficiency at foreplay, usually after they'd had a big fight or disagreement.
"You'd like that, wouldn't you? Me laying on my side with these big, milk filled tits stacked, right, baby?"
"Yeah."
"Oh yeah that feels good; you know, they're really heavy now, so imagine how it would feel to push your dick between them when I'm laying down with a bunch of pillows under my head. You could just lean over me and shove it in-between, couldn't you? Rub my titties, Jaquan. I'm thinking something..."
"What are you thinking, bae?"
"I'm thinking I want my titties fucked; keep rubbing and squeezing my titties baby. Squeeze them until some milk squirts out, Jaquan. My breasts are so sensitive right now, and I'm so sticky downstairs, but your dick is too big and I've gotta protect the baby. Oh yeah, rub that cream on my tits real good so you can fuck them for me." Renee was getting into it and her dirty talk was making his rod become a veritable steel bar. Her breathy moans and encouragements were making him want to impale her cunt with impunity, frustrating him because he couldn't.
"You'd really let me do that?"
"Yeah; I want it; Jaquan I want you to cum all over my titties, bruh." Her voice went husky as his big hands squeezed the shit out of her breasts hard enough to make them burst in dual explosions of her abundant lactation. Renee whimpered and moaned leaning back into him almost swooning. Her hand was suddenly in custody of his thickening prick, exposed. She was squeezing it with authority.
"HEY GUYS I HOPE YOU'RE HUNGRY BECAUSE...!! Oh shit, sorry I didn't know. Uhm, really sorry." Carlie stood in the doorway of their bedroom, eyes widening behind her thick nerdy glasses. There was a blanket wrapped around her shoulders, halves clutched in her thin fist.
Jaquan and Renee stared back blankly, his greasy hands all over his woman's huge swollen tits and her hand wrapped around his horse sized prick.
"Aw shit. FUCK ME!" Carlie bolted out of the door frame in a blind panic. On the other side of the wall there was a sudden loud thump as she faceplanted.
The couple stared at each other, then burst into laughter as Renee addressed the elephant in the room.
"Go pick that dumbass girl up off the floor."
"Raincheck?"
Renee cupped his chin giving him a scintillating kiss full of tongue, breaking off abruptly.
"Okay then, guess I'm going." He got up going to the open bedroom door, stopping to look back at his pregnant woman.
Renee was pulling the straps up covering her swollen breasts but noticed him looking lowering them. She cupped them again, squeezing big handfuls making them burst in milky fashion, staring back with narrowed eyes slowly covering up again.
"Get the fuck out of here." She moaned, licking and biting her bottom lip salaciously.
"Going."
Jaquan found her cousin flopped out just outside the door at the back of the loveseat she'd been sleeping on during the night. The blanket was covering her body with her long legs exposed from the calves down as Jaquan stood there bemused with his hands on his hips.
"Hey Carlie, it's okay."
"I am so sorry, sir; I wasn't trying to peep in on you. I mean, I'm not some kind of pervert!" The thin woman was utterly mortified, too embarrassed to stand up while he was there.
"It's cool, things like that happen sometimes; Renee thinks it's funny. Come on, let me help you up." He leaned over with the intent of helping Carlie off the hardwood floor, but her legs shot up under the blanket in the blink of an eye.
"I'M GOOD, NO THANKS!!" She scurried around the edge of the love seat on all fours landing on the cushion in a second bouncy faceplant. Jaquan just stood there; shoulders hunched figuring Carlie was too embarrassed to face him.
"Leave her be, she's probably scared you're gonna get all mannish with her, too." Jaquan's heart leapt into his throat at the sound of Daisy Mae's voice to his immediate left.
The elder Kelly was in the kitchenette in front of the electric stove stirring up a pan stacked with scrambled eggs. Off to the side was a plate piled high with Canadian bacon, and various sausage links and patties. On the counter was a wicker basket stuffed with croissants and muffins along with a few cake donuts. There was a veritable feast there, but Jaquan's eyes were elsewhere.
A vintage seventies maxi dress covered her hyper thick pear-shaped frame. It was the kind with the spaghetti straps at the shoulders and this excess material at the chest that made it look like two separate flower printed pieces. The rest flowed down hovering over the midpoint of her calves but would've been lower if not for the incredible swell of her huge derriere. There was a visible crease between her cheeks that told Jaquan she wasn't wearing any underwear. But he wasn't looking at that.
His chain was around Daisy Mae's hickey covered neck as she turned skillet in hand, smiling at him friendly enough.
"Hungry?"
"Uh..."
"Cat got your tongue, Jaquan?" She smiled giving him a wink that made him almost piss himself.
"Oh, he's out of it because Carlie walked into our bedroom, when we were uhm, doing something." Renee appeared wrapped in a robe properly covered up, running her fingers through her long tresses.
"Is that right, girl?" Daisy Mae scooped the eggs onto a platter before tossing the skillet into the sink.
"Yeah, he was feeling me up." Renee chortled standing at the back of the love seat looking down at a hiding Carlie, hands stuffed into her pockets. Both women were laughing at her reaction while he stood between them blank faced. Renee noticed taking his hand giving it a reassuring squeeze.
"Bae." He was at a loss for words as Daisy Mae pushed past him, using her meaty arm to swipe him aside. She leaned over the back of the couch bringing her hand down on Carlie's rear end hidden under the blanket.
"GET UP AND WASH YOUR ASS!!" The girl scurried away, but Daisy Mae held onto her end of the blanket causing it to be snatched away revealing the baseball sleeved night dress covering her slender figure.
"WHAT-THE-HELL?!!" Carlie shouted favoring her stinging butt as she bumped the doorframe awkwardly disappearing into their bedroom and the only bathroom.
"YOU BETTER HURRY UP OR I'M GONNA SEND JAQUAN IN THERE TO HELP YOU OUT!!" Daisy Mae shouted playfully getting a loud slamming door and locking sound as a response. Jaquan stood there silent unable to take his eyes off his gold chain around Daisy Mae's neck.
"Hey, what's up?" Renee noticed then followed his gaze to her chain on another woman's neck as Daisy Mae turned around.
"Oh this; found it outside in the back. It's kind of pretty and you know how much I like nice things, Renee; just like you." Both women stared at one another with Renee's eyes becoming narrow before she glanced back at Jaquan.
"You should be careful with that; it cost a lot of money." He didn't know what to say, feeling the lump in his throat grow larger as Daisy Mae interjected.
"Aw you know how these menfolk are Renee, forget their head if it wasn't attached; you're his woman so it's your job to remind him." The look on this woman's lightly freckled visage was openly smug reading equal parts salacious directed at him in front of his woman. Renee stared back, then looked at Jaquan's expression.
"Is that my job, huh Jaquan?"
"Uhm, sorry." I offered weakly not knowing what would happen next while Daisy Mae stood between them fingering his chain about her neck, amused.
"It's not that serious, okay?" Renee gave him a peck on the lips, then wrapped her arms around him as much as her belly would allow.
"You two are so cute together." Daisy Mae commented as Renee noticed the hickeys on her neck.
"Ew girl, what've you up to?" Jaquan gulped.
"Got a little action outside with this fella." His mouth hung open as he felt his world about to come crashing down hand in hand with his probable executioner.
"Did you put it on him?"
"You know how we do it in this family; that nigga probably still lying out there in them woods with his pecker pointed up at the sky."
Both women started busting up. Renee glanced at Jaquan's face giving his hand a reassuring tug as Daisy Mae piped up addressing him.
"You put out or something, boy?" She laughed twisting the invisible knife in his back, still favoring the chain. This made Renee laugh harder as she took a seat on the small couch, palm resting on her belly.



"Oh Jaquan, Daisy be having a ton of guys trying to put a ring on it down here; even the sheriff at one time, huh?"
"Nah, but I used to have a thing with Sheriff Mooney over there across the county line in Maplewood. He loved getting it in back there, kind of a nature boy, but he went back to his wife and kids."
"You scandalous!"
"And you ain't?!" Daisy Mae shot back making Renee visibly uncomfortable for a few moments, before she decided to explain things to Jaqaun.
"She knows Aurthur Van Allen." Renee tucked her chin knowing how he'd react.
"What?" Jaquan did a doubletake, as Daisy Mae walked between them rubbing his forearm.
"Hey now, that old fella needed my help to spring Renee out of grandma's house. They were gonna kill each other because she had herself some outdated standards from the fucking fifties, and don't you go giving my girl some stress with that baby in her belly or we're gonna chunk it out on the road outside. Hey mamma's boy, you ever spent time in foster care?"
"That happened to you, bae?" Jaquan was taken aback at some abrupt details of Renee's life he hadn't known beforehand.
"Stop." She whimpered, but Daisy Mae bodied Jaquan back a few steps.
"It was my duty as her last living relative of guardian age; to get her set up right with them rich white folks! I didn't want her growing up here on the backroads with nothing to do but get knocked up by Tyrone or redneck Chad! Granny croaked real fucking good. So, it was left up to me! I wanted her to have everything I couldn't have growing up, you understand?! I mean, look at Honey and how she's ...!!"
"SHUT UP!!!" Renee screamed at the top of her lungs halting the conversation, nearly swooning on the love seat.
"BAE!" Jaquan ran to her side shoving Daisy Mae out of the way, taking a knee as he took her hand.
"Just stop; I don't wanna talk about shit, okay? We're having a baby and it's gonna be better for her, alright? She's gonna have parents who truly love her. I don't want to talk about my past, not now Jaquan. Can't we just live our lives without a bunch of drama, for once?"
"We can do anything you want; I love you." The sight of Renee distressed felt like a dagger in his heart as Daisy Mae chortled. Jaquan looked over his shoulder at her, but Renee directed his attention back to her pale symmetrical beauty.
"You are one silver tongued devil, like I said before; Renee, you hungry girl?" The sarcastic look on her face was not lost on the young couple as Daisy Mae walked to the kitchenette counter making a plate.
"Yeah, thanks for cooking."
Jaquan sensed some movement at the corner of his eye glancing up, finding Carlie in the doorway of their bedroom peering out into the room. A towel was draped in front of her wet, nude body. She slowly withdrew, disappearing again as Daisy Mae walked over offering the plate.
"Hey pretty boy I need you to do me a favor real quick." Jaquan's brow furrowed unable to take his eyes off his gold chain about her neck as Renee covertly gave his hand a light squeeze.
"What?" He replied tersely, as Daisy Mae reacted facially looking incensed for a moment.
"Run up the road a bit, uhm hit a right out the front door and walk over to the store and pick me up a gallon of orange juice."
"Huh?"
"Jaquan, it's okay." Renee encouraged as he gathered the women wanted to talk alone. He planted a kiss on her cheek as she sat picking at her plate, noticing Daisy Mae's eyes narrowing as if in indignation. He slowly got up walking to the screen door which had been reattached at some point while he was sleeping like a rock. His anxiety returned that Daisy Mae would out him after he cleared the doorway.
"My you sure do have him trained well, girl." The elder Kelly's words stuck, carrying as he stepped out onto the porch finding his rental car missing.
"HEY, MY CAR'S GONE!" He shouted.
"NO IT AIN'T, IT'S OVER TO MY PLACE!! I'LL BRING IT BACK LATER THIS MORNING!!" Daisy Mae shouted back making his blood boil. He wanted to go back in and assert himself but didn't want to change anything with the elder Kelly reasoning that Renee was already agitated. He walked down the porch across the lawn to the blacktop looking to his immediate right as instructed. It looked like a good walk.
"Aw shit." Jaquan leaned against the fence taking it all in, trying to figure out what was going on when he heard the porch door open and close some feet behind him.
"Uhm, good morning!" Carlie appeared beside him dressed in a flannel short sleeved shirt, cuffed skinny jeans and canvas sneakers. Humorously, there was a thick natty wool sweater tied around her narrow hips. Her headwrap was tight to her head, higher than before as she jogged up next to him.
"Good morning."
"You're coming with me to the store; I'm surprised?"
"Uh, nah I'm running an errand, but I'll walk you half of the way." The slender ingenue looked uncomfortable after walking in on Jaquan being intimate with her cousin. He took it into account keeping a foot or two between them to alleviate matters. Carlie kept her eyes low, looking at her feet with her arms wrapped about her torso.
"How far is it?"
"End of the road; uh, there's a little path off to the side where you can see the store, but don't take that. Just go the long way, alright."
"Why?"
"Just trust me, okay?"
"What, you're afraid I'm gonna see a doe?" Carlie perked up giving Jaquan a side eye.
"Who told you about that?"
"A little bird." He was trying to be funny, but Carlie looked irritated out of the blue. The road on both sides of them was framed by thick foliage and overgrowth with some tree branches dipping far across the open sewage ditches like long gnarled fingers. The humidty even early morning didn't help coupled with the stringent smell of waste. Jaquan wondered how people lived like this all the time.
"Well, they say if you see one..."
"...it'll follow me around until I please it, right?" Jaquan finished the sentence with a half smirk having answered without conscious thought.
"Daisy Mae, huh?"
"Bingo." They continued a few steps before she spoke again.
"Hey, a lot of people disappeared from around here; they always say that shit about deer ladies kidnapping people, but people really know what goes on down here."
"I don't follow."
"Hey man, take a look around; did you see anything when we you were driving in here?" Carlie gestured with her hands towards a lighter spot in the dense woods directing his attention to a shack that looked like it had barely survived a fire. He looked between it and Carlie with a shrug.
"What?"
"This is what's left of a uhm, sundown town."
"Bullshit."
"No, really; well supposedly the Klan came through here and set it on fire after some boy went missing. There was uh, some civil unrest and a lot of people got hurt. Afterwards, it was never the same again."
"Still calling bullshit Carlie; you do know a sundown town is where the people who do things like that live, right?"
"Yeah, this is what's left of that sundown town."
"Huh?"
"Oh, you know about the doe, but you don't know about the other shit."
"Spill."
"The men of this bombed out town went over and burnt down the black town that was too close for comfort, and they said it was because some boy went missing. Local legends say most of those men never returned, but some of their horses did with black riders. Total karma got everything burnt to a crisp and what was left is where we're standing right now. Those black people needed a place to stay."
"Damn."
"Some of the people in town, I guess not racists or something, supposedly went looking and found some of those Klan guys and found them around out there in their birthday suits, eyes all rolled up into their heads, jerking it to this uhm... deer lady. Bought them back, but they wouldn't stop going out there."
"Shut up."
"No seriously." Carlie replied pushing her glasses up on her nose as they walked.
"Stop."
"They were jerking their gherkins, all those guys; and they kept going back." She was grinning at the absurdity of the yarn she was spinning as both chuckled. Jaquan walked a bit ahead waving her off.
"Well then I should be worried too, because I saw that doe last night at the creek!" Jaquan laughed.
"..."
He kept laughing, walking further ahead before realizing she hadn't said anything before looking back.
The blacktop road was empty.
"Carlie?"
Jaquan was puzzled and more than a little creeped out but steeled himself walking back those few feet finding an overgrown gravel path almost completely obscured the brush and intrusive tree branches. He didn't know what to make of Carlie's sudden disappearance, staring down the path glancing intermittently up and down the road, and back to the heavy wooded area at his back. He knew that if something happened to Renee's little cousin, she'd never forgive him for not trying.
"Fuck." Jaquan hesitantly walked the path going almost ten feet inside the grown over wooded path. He instantly regretted it, feeling a pervasive sense of cold cut off from the oppressive humidity outside.
"Where are you going?" Jaquan flinched at the sound of her voice, turning back facing the far end of the path.
Honey walked out at the far end of the trail slowly approaching him.
"Is Carlie back there; we were just walking down the street and she uhm, came back here, I guess."
"Yeah, so."
"I'm just asking if she's back here because..."
"... and I'm saying, yeah so what." Honey stopped short standing in the middle of the path defiantly with her hands on her cinched waist right above her ridiculously wide arching hips. She was still wearing the same clothing as the day before, but he got a better look at her than before which made it awkward, internally.
"That's not an answer." This woman while pear shaped and thick like Daisy Mae and not as curvy with that perfect hourglass esthetic as Renee, was a visual approximation of the two fitting dead in the middle between.
Above the waist she was solid, well defined slightly muscular with thin neck and narrow shoulders, what seemed like a prominent bust that fit her torso vertically over a bikini quality abdomen. Below the waist sat a monstrosity of wide dense looking hips not exactly forming a semi-circle on each side like Renee and Daisy. Just below her tiny waist, Honey was packed enough that her denim jeans were beyond skintight giving him a clearly defined outline of her kitty, or what could be better described as the fattest camel toe he'd ever seen in his life.
"SO-WHAT?!" The sundried and honey-soaked peppered redbone folded her arms, cocking her head to the side.
"Damn." Jaquan was taken aback at her abrasive attitude which had none of the down-home glibness of the day earlier.
"Come on."
"Where?" Honey turned around slowly walking back the ways she'd come probably intentionally giving him a back view. Much like Daisy Mae, this woman was built for power below the waist with strong shapely legs that remined him of Renee's bestie, one Rashida Sikes who possessed what were called stallion legs over a ridiculously huge ass. But Honey had her beat hands down in that department with what approximated two fleshy boulders stuffed into those denim jeans like sausage casings.
"To find out."
"Find out what?" Jaquan timidly took a few steps forgetting his trip to the store.
"Find out if you're really looking for Carlie." Honey replied casually walking further letting a hand trail the overgrown brush at her right side.
Jaquan stopped a few steps ahead looking over his shoulder for a moment, then back in time to see the backwoods beauty make a lazy right through some brush. To his great shame, his eyes settled on her the semi-rounded swell of Honey's derriere noticing the healthy, watery jiggle and the rear cleavage informed by a single deep line. She didn't seem to care that simply walking caused her jeans to ride down exposing more than a good half of her huge butt. Jaquan felt a queasiness at the sight, following.
He took the right using his hands to timidly part the bushes, which was a veritable wall, parting it to find a brief muted clearing dotted with thin birch trees and the regular kind springing up out of the ground at odd angles Jaquan pushed through into the clearing finding Honey at a wild raspberry bush, eating voraciously. Jaquan didn't know what to make of it, just watching for a few moments. She didn't regard him plucking and eating, licking her stained fingertips. It looked as if she were starving. It was pitiful.
"Hey, there's plenty of food back over at the cabin."
"I don't eat nothing I don't cook around here." Honey replied plucking some of the red and purplish berries from a bush cupping them in both hands. She regarded his expression with a knowing smile walking over offering the natural treats, arms outstretched palms upward.
"Uhm, no thanks; I gotta go to the store for some juice." He didn't trust it, barely hiding his revulsion which made her smile warmly.
"Oh, I thought you was looking for Carlie's skinny tail?" Honey buried her face in her palms, munching the berries.
"Well yeah, we were walking and..."
"... I don't care." She cut him off licking the tips of her fingers before offering a hand.
"What is this?"
"Come on here." She made a play for his hand, but Jaquan raised it defensively making her brow furrow.
"Fine, look man there ain't nobody out here but us and you still want to play the role when we all know you're a fuck boy. We KNOW Jaquan, and really don't give a damn about that because you're sitting at the kindergarten table compared to us...all of us, man. Hey, I'm gonna keep it pushing and you can stay here and say that shit about how you're with Renee to the only person it matters, yourself baby."
Honey backed off hands raised as if someone had pointed a gun at her, then turned walking away.
"WHAT DO YOU MEAN, ALL OF US?!!"
"I said what I said, nigga; now come on here." Honey was walking along the thick bushes at her right side eventually spreading them apart revealing a rickety two wire fence with rotted looking vertical planks. Jaquan was befuddled, watching as she grabbed the rusty looking top wire throwing her leg over the fence like she was mounting a horse. Honey carefully climbed over to the other side minding the rusty metal barbs. Her own slanted lime green eyes remained on him until she cleared to the opposite side.
"Hey!" Jaquan went after her, clearing the fence easily because of his height.
The loose bouncy sway of her humongous cheeks was calling out to him in the worst way, but Jaquan hurried behind the wild sunbaked, beauty sauntering into a clearing just beyond a huge tree. Across this opening was this huge black tire, probably from some sort of military vehicle, half embedded into the ground. There were rusty and decayed remnants of a swing and merry-go-round nearby as Honey ran her fingers through her bushy shock of thick brownish looking curls fluffing it out into a bushy mess. She crooked a finger faced away, then glanced back with a shit eating grin that somehow felt threatening.
"What were you talking about back there?"
Honey chortled walking to the giant embedded tire, looking at it admiringly pressing her palms flat against it assuming a position as if she were being arrested, then relented looking at her dirty hands wiping them on her butt making it jiggle involuntarily. That thing had a life all its own and Jaquan hated it knowing what he would do under normal circumstances. But this woman was Renee's family. A question was burning in his head, but he went for the safe option instead, still keeping his distance.
"Stop being skittish and come over here so that I can answer your shitty little question; unless you're scared." Honey turned profile looking pointedly at his face suddenly licking her bottom lip before walking around to the other side of the tire shoving her upper half through it smiling like a jack-o-lantern. Jaquan walked over peering around the edge of the giant tire finding Honey's monster derriere protruding from the hole in its middle. It looked bigger bent over in profile, suddenly flopping and twerking making more of it bulge out of the back of those skintight jeans accompanied by her laughter.
"Shit." Jaquan facepalmed.
"Hey man, can you help a sister, out?" Honey was bent at a ninety-degree angle, arms locked, chortling even more.
"WHAT?!" She burst into laughter pulling her upper half out of the tire standing there with a hand flattened against its tough black surface. Honey raised her foot wanting help mounting the tire.
Jaquan interlocked his fingers giving her a boost atop the tire watching as she straddled it like a horse jockey looking pleased with herself. He let her have a moment to enjoy a small sense of achievement.
"When I was real little, I would climb up here and feel like I was on top of the world. If any other kid followed me up here, I'd shove them off. Renee was the first kid to knock me off this fucking tire."
"You two grew up together?"
"You hella nosey; anybody ever tell you that?"
"Look I just wanna..."
"...I know what you want nigga; don't get up in your feelings acting like a female, especially when you look like a prince, fuck boy. Hey man, what'd you think back there in the rest stop gas station? You know, Renee texted me that she was there in your car. Said you were burning a hole in my ass something fierce getting me all excited for some action, and then you had to go and ruin it by talking."
"Sorry to disappoint you; is Carlie around here?" Honey leaned forward lazing on top of the tire like some lioness sunning itself looking over him like prey.
"Oh, that again, huh? Hey man, did you say all that shit to Daisy Mae before she took a bite out of you, last night?"
"Uh, I don't know what you're talking about." His voice faltered, goosebumps prickling up on his arms in realization that someone else knew about his tryst with the elder Kelly.
"You know what the fuck I'm talking about; come on, I wanna know how she got inside and all you wanna do is look at my ass and huff your own farts. Hey, I'm all about it and I can't stand skittish niggas that don't how to be a man and get what they want. Listen to me Jaquan, if you don't get it together, you're gonna be watching Renee fuck another guy right in front of your fucking face crying like a bitch."
"YOU DON'T KNOW WHAT THE FUCK YOU'RE TALKING ABOUT GAWDDAMMIT!!" Honey was laughing in time with his outburst pushing upright on her palms assuming a posture like she was mounting a motorcycle. His body tensed up going rigid in places fueled with anger for a woman who talked like she wanted to go a few rounds. Honey kept chuckling, finding his threatening posture amusing.
"Oh, that's how she did it, huh baby? Well, let's get this over with because this shit is getting boring." Honey gestured towards Jaquan offering her upturned palm in a gesture he recognized, immediately scoffing.
"What the fuck? So, you girls all read from the same play book with that shit."
"If that's the case, then you have nothing to be afraid of, do you?" She swung both legs around sitting elevated above him. This gave him a view of her prominent camel toe. Her pants looked on the verge of bursting at the seams.
"You gonna read my palm, right?"
"Do I need to when you're already crashing and burning with your baby mama, my contemporary, Renee. You're so busy putting her on a pedestal that you haven't realized you're standing in Daisy Mae's frying pan. So, you want me to tell you the name of the next man that's gonna fuck your woman or do you want me to tell you the name of the man you're sharing a bed with in a polyamorous shit show?"
"Bitch."
"Coward." Holly countered, still offering her hand.



He took it, covering her palm with his own, watching as the brazen beauty turned it upright. She tucked her chin looking directly at it for a few seconds before meeting his eyes with her own slanted piercing ones. Her face twisted into a scowl, then softened into a smirk that spread into a knowing smile.
"What?"
"You're gonna be famous, Jaquan. Yeah, you're gonna be famous and what's sad is that you don't have to do shit. It's just gonna happen baby; Renee's gonna see to it, but you're not gonna be happy and you're gonna play the background until you realize you're nothing but a dupe. A prop, a tool, a useful idiot with nothing but his big ass dick in his hand. Don't worry, mommy still gonna send those checks."
Jaquan tried to snatch his hand away, but she held fast with an iron grip that shocked him because of her unexpected strength. Honey chortled playfully enjoying the frustration on his face and the back and forth.
"Renee been telling my business?" Jaquan asked tersely as Honey cocked her head to the side regarding him.
"You know the answer to that question."
"This is bullshit; I guess fucking mind games run in the family, huh?"
"Oh yeah, tell me why your mother didn't press charges and kept hanging around with that woman. Tell me, baby; why didn't she take you to a shrink instead of letting things fester? You never even told baby mamma number one, but I bet you'll stand here in front of me and gawd saying that's why you fucked Daisy Mae last night; uh, correction got fucked by Daisy Mae, last night. You can run along now, baby."
Jaquan didn't move, staring statically at her face looking deeply into her eyes for the first time.
"That shit sting, don't it; and you saw that nasty woman doing another guy. Did fighting him make you feel like a man, baby? You think she was your woman or something, huh? Hey man, do you think maybe Daisy Mae's your girl now, bitch? I know you still think about it, but that's alright because we're gonna suck it all out of you; just like, sticking a straw into the top of your fucking head and sucking out all that inconvenient bullshit swirling around in your pea brain. Better run back and hide under Renee's skirt."
His chest was heaving, mind a jumble of raw emotion that reminded him of the previous night with Daisy Mae and even further back a lighter version experienced with Renee Kelly in general and since she'd come up pregnant. Honey sat there atop the giant tire watching everything swirling just under the skin, intently. She sat back hunched favoring a hand with this teasing smile on her lips, going on.
"Hey man don't sweat it; you ain't the first and you definitely weren't the last. It's all gonna work out and as far as the uhm, NOW goes...you'll get some back and not even realize you're doing it. That's gonna be some nice tight pussy on that fucking yellow bone, but that lonely slut ain't got nothing on all of us girls round here. Hey Jaquan, you good? I mean would you be good with Renee exploring her options?"
"You're crazy." Jaquan backed off wanting to get away from Honey who wasn't finished.
"Better than being clueless, nigga."
"FUCK OFF!"
"Okay."
Honey shrugged, playfully as he turned stalking off trembling with rage. Somehow, he figured Renee found out about his past and had been sharing it with her family members. It felt like everybody, but Carlie had been sticking it to him since Renee compelled him to visit the shanty town. The fleeting thought that Daisy Mae might be outing him at that precise moment was interrupted by a loud whistle.
Jaquan glanced back at the woman sitting there resting her elbows on her knees.
"You REALLY have no IDEA what's up around here, do you? Hey man, I know you're dense but do you really wanna walk away mad?"
"FUCK YOU!"
"Okay." Honey shrugged again making Jaquan raise a brow, grimacing.
"You're serious. Sonofabitch, you really wanna get the stick and it's probably because you're jealous of my woman. I've seen shit like this before with basic bitches; you wanna be Renee, don't you hoe?" It was meant as a burn, but he didn't expect her reaction.
"I've been her already before she was her; them fuckers wanted it so bad they chased me right here with someone for each one of my limbs, asshole. Yeah, one on my left and right arms, the other two sat in this tire leaning back with all their might so that I couldn't use these legs to free myself or press'em together! Everybody got some of me; as MUCH AS THEY COULD TAKE, NIGGA!!...yeah, everyone Jaquan. They kept doing it until I couldn't move, then left me lying here for three days."
The forest was still quiet as if time stopped on a dime.
"Fuck schooling, fuck church, fuck all that tutoring for college I wasn't never gonna attend after she got the latest model, uhm without with spotted tail." Honey gestured towards her freckled visage.
"You see, at the end of the day there ain't no denying what I am, what you are, Jaquan. I was only gonna go so far but she WAS GOING PLACES!! That's why Daisy Mae let that old cracker have her. Yeah, they made that white bitch a princess, nigga!! You wanna shit on me but bend a knee to a counterfeit me."
His heart was thumping as Honey filled in blank spaces in Renee's life.
"Di m kijan gou m yo, Jaquan." She spoke in a different language making what sounded like a declarative statement.
Her slanted eyes were piercing into his with the precision of a scalpel.
"Hey, did you know I speak a good three or four languages, fluently; that I used to substitute teach down at the kiddie schoolhouse and tutor my classmates in English, Spanish and Calculus, huh? Went to church two to three times a week, until Daisy Mae pressed the issue. Don't you know, nigga? Do you get it, fuckboy Jaquan? Hey, your "girlfriend" speaks all of about nine languages just as fluently and counting. Do you think she got all that learning to suppress her accent until she lost it, was so she could get knocked up by the neighborhood fuckboy with a pocket full of dick? I've got an I.Q. over a hundred while she's at a hundred forty-seven, nigga. Hey, who do you think is funding her glamorous life, fool?"
"I... uhm." It felt like there was a huge dry lump stuck in his throat preventing him from speaking.
"When you two drove up to the road leading up to our lands, why did she leave your dumb ass in the car?
His mind was all over the place as Honey straightened, sitting upright arching her lower back. This made the native American top stretch tight around her bust giving them a fuller appearance as she stretched, yawning loudly arms over her head pointed at the sky. It looked like a crop top on her torso.
"Heck, maybe she actually likes you, baby. I mean for a pregnant woman to walk up that long ass hill to take her lumps from Daisy Mae, is some serious shit, right? I laughed my ass off at the dumbass look on her face when we were told to run your narrow ass up to the cabin. That bitch thought we already dug the hole. My, you sure are a pretty breeder, black just the way I like with a gang of dick. Maybe that's why you ain't in a hole back here in these woods, baby boy. There's a lot of niggas laid out back here."
"You're making it all..."
"Oh, I'm making it all up?! Is that what you're gonna tell me now, huh?! Like I said, don't get it twisted Jaquan; so, if you're gonna talk shit make sure you know what's going on around you, firsthand. You think you've got something fine but it's just the latest version. I'm the prototype, while she's version two currently. Your daughter should be version two, but you've sullied what was supposed to be mixed with old money vanilla. Get what I'm saying, nigga? Didn't Daisy Mae tell you as much, huh Jaquan?"
Jaquan stumbled backwards almost losing his footing as her brow furrowed, indignant to the end.
"Where are you going? You gonna tell something, huh boy? You think that shit gonna matter when I'm shoveling dirt on your face, huh? Think maybe Daisy Mae won't just drink you all up and toss what's left back here to me? Man, is that what you want Jaquan? Come on baby; think about it. Mamma's boy don't know his mom would be happy cashing in that big ass life insurance check? Oh yeah, now tell me what Renee's blabbing about on her expensive little I-Phone, negro. Tell me, seriously nigga."
His eyes were stinging as the tears flowed freely down his face while his chiseled chest tightened up.
"Little Renee is so good with numbers; she should be an accountant. Yeah, you're secure and everything with a black card from mommy's purse, but you ain't got real money. Hey, think that's why your mom still hangs out with those people even after what one of them did? Tell yourself Renee really loves you and lie to yourself in the mirror that you're not a premium backup plan for a rainy day that will never come. When it's all said and done, we both know Renee can get a big spender, even with your baby."
His vision was completely blurred as tears ran from his glazed over eyes, nostrils already runny from the distressed and horrific sobbing like he never had before. For some reason, Jaquan couldn't control it.
"Hey baby, you ain't gotta go out like that; why don't you walk it back over here so we can talk it out?"
Jaquan, blurry gaze fell upon her hand, finger crooked beckoning to him as his feet were moving before he realized it. Honey's narrow peppery sun kissed visage got larger in his field of vision as he got closer. She swung her legs over facing the other direction sliding off the tire to the ground, chuckling playfully. He could see her leaning against the back of the tire but found the strength to stop short.
"What do you want?"
"Don't make me call you again or I'll leave you all by yourself out here in these backwoods. Hey, maybe you'll find Carlie in the sticks and are you sure about that; but what if you find Daisy Mae waiting for another taste? She's real greedy despite whatever she said to Renee. Might just eat you up, baby boy."
He took a timid step not knowing why he was starting to tremble.
"Me, well I'm a truth sayer and that means I gotta be walking around in the shadows while everybody else is playing the role like they aren't bought and sold already. Hey Jaquan, you ain't gotta worry about me ever judging you or acting like my shit don't stink. You wanna know what it is, I want huh baby?"
"Yeah." He appeared at the edge of the giant tire finding Honey in profile, arms folded.
Tears were streaming down her face running off her chin onto the bust and the tops of her folded arms.
"I wanna eat first; I don't want no fucking scraps off the table, no more. I want us, me and you baby; want us to really feel it together. Wanna give you what she's holding back so that you know if it's real or not, Jaquan. Renee's holding on to it waiting for...the one. What is it, I want? I wanna walk in you."
"Walk in me?"
Honey didn't reply staring off across the clearing in the direction of the rusted over swing and merry-go-round set. It seemed as if no one had been in this area for decades at the very least. Her arms were tightly wound across her body with one hand clawing into her opposing shoulder as if she were experiencing a biting winter chill. Jaquan could feel something too becoming increasingly anxious as his heart thumped wildly about in his chiseled torso. He wanted to say something, maybe yell and shout.
She slowly craned her head in his direction taking stock of his body from head to toe. There was none of the jovial nature, the glib demeanor on Honey's face associated with her downhome light peppered visage. Her expression was hard, stark and bleak reflecting a woman who'd gone to the end of the world and back again after finding nothing but a desert there. He couldn't place it, but she felt world weary, bored gradually turning her upper half in his direction followed by the rest leaning against the tire.
Honey popped a single tiny button on the front of those skintight jeans letting her body do the rest as the halves slid in opposite directions fueled by her overly wide hips. The zipper was broken as her mound came into view covered by a perfect triangular patch of light brown hair matching the thick defiant curly man on her head. The beauty stood up straight on bare dirty looking feet bending at the waist letting her huge buttocks do the rest as she bent over far enough until they were bared.
She had to shake and shimmy, roll her hips to relieve herself of the worn and weathered skintight material as lush abundantly luscious thighs came into view followed by knees that were a bit darker. These were the knees of a woman who'd run the backroads of this shanty town for decades playing, jostling with others and experiencing her fair share of scrapes. Honey worked those veritable sausage casings laboriously freeing herself from them with a palm flattened against the tire, tossing them.
The methodical nature of her movements spoke to someone used up and resigned to her own nature as Honey stood there looking at his face with a hand blanketing her mound, rubbing her slit. There was an audible squishy sound in tandem with her working fingers. She took a half step getting inches in front of Jaquan digging her thumbs into the waistband of his shorts without hesitation. He didn't stop her from exposing him from the crotch down to the middle of his thighs and nothing else.
Honey backed off tuning her back to him before bending over shoving her upper half through the empty space in the middle of the giant tire mired as an integral part of her tragic past. Her breathing was audible while her upper half disappeared inside, legs spread wide apart, waiting. This woman was built for power and speed with a body designed for making scores of babies, wanted or not. Her womanly musk assailed his nostrils making them flair as he got behind this woman, Renee's cousin maybe.
Jaquan didn't know anymore but couldn't help himself anymore prompted by instinct and maybe a bit of raw emotional fear at what this woman would say next. It had been similar to his experience with Daisy Mae, which was extremely powerful, but not as potent as Honey. With the elder Kelly it came out of nowhere degenerating into an animalistic tryst in the grass and dirt, but with this woman the assumed middle child, he could feel it coming from the moment they locked eyes washing over him like a tsunami. Then it went dead, leaving him there not realizing how heavily he'd been perspiring.
He was left in dead air standing there with his pants around his knees staring at this huge butt dipped and soaked in peppered honey with just the slightest bit of concentric stretch marks radiating from the deep crack of her ass, barely perceptible. This was homegrown to the extreme almost matching her elder's in size and Renee's perfect heart in shape if only it weren't for the straight line of her overly widened hips that led into the deep rubbery undercuff of dense buttocks. She parted to the touch.
Easily enough spread wide apart by hands that could palm a basketball in an unbreakable iron grip. Jaquan didn't look at what he was doing letting his body react as he felt the spade like crown of his manhood pressed against her slit and slip inside. His eyes widened reacting to an unexpectedly narrow canal that was extremely hot and sticky, clinging to his prick with an addictive tightness. His fingers clawed into her buttocks, tips disappearing into the pillowy flesh. Honey took him to the root, easily.
Jaquan lurched forward mashing the base of his cock into her fur lined opening with no give caring little that his face bumped the top of the tire she was sticking through. He could feel this acute pinching sensation right on the tip of his crown gnashing down, gasping as her cunt narrowed trapping him inside. It gradually became so tight that it felt like a hand was inside wrapped around his shaft. This long moaning gasp forced its way out of his lips as the entrance to her cunt clamped down on his shaft.
"AAAAHHGGG!!" Several ropes of jizz exploded out of Jaquan painting her cunt with this pulsing rod. It felt electric, sending waves of pleasure throughout his crotch so acute that it felt like he would become incontinent. Honey seemed to get even tighter around his girth extending the scintillating climax that was so good, he arched his back hard until it started to hurt. Honey was gnawing up his manhood, grinding it into raw meat with no visible movement outside. This acute tingle pulsed through his length.
"AAAAWWW!!" Three more bursts made his pelvis quiver and throb, buttock clenching as he creampied the grooved walls of her cunt in a secondary leg shaking orgasm. His nails dug trenches in her buttocks.
Honey remained silent without reaction.
The he felt her relax just a bit, internally softening her grip on his throbbing length as more cum squirted out in a trickle. His forehead thumped the top of the tire as his breaths came in heated huffs, chest thumping uncontrollably. Jaquan used a hand to right himself still tightly wedged between her sugary walls looking down at the expansive swell of her huge derriere which assumed a classical heart shape in this posture. His thumbs jointly pried into her undercuff which was this meaty flap over the top of Honey's thick womanly thighs spreading them wide apart. His manhood was buried deep to the root.
"AAHH AAAHHH AAAAHHHH!!" He gasped in manly fashion, trembling profusely as he ground his cock between her narrow walls feeling every groove inside her creampied snatch. This backwoods wild child had made him cum instantly, then again enough to want more of her. Jaquan winced and gasped, moaning as he began slowly fucking Honey through the middle of that giant tire. The head of his cock was incredibly sensitive as his gasps came more often in tandem with his thrusts.
"AAAAHHHHH!!" Jaquan could feel his cock thickening methodically making her cunt feel like it was becoming smaller. His erection started to hurt a little, becoming hard enough to cut granite. Despite taking him whole, there was a limited range of movement due to their proximity. Jaquan found himself humping with these herkie jerky movements standing on the balls of his feet in intervals until he was bouncing behind her huge ass. Honey clamped down on the tip of his prick, internally gnawing it.
"AAAAHHHHHH!!!" Droplets of spittle started to fleck all over Honey's sun kissed and soaked skin. Jaquan spread her wider arching so that he could see his cock mashed tightly, protruding from her slit. He was well endowed to a fault usually having no problem with the opposite sex due to his appearance and pedigree, street and otherwise. He'd had his pick of some beautiful women including Renee Kelly.
But this was different.
He could feel himself struggling to handle this woman, pushing harder and harder, but getting nowhere. It felt like he was trying to force himself between blocks of cement but was so creamy and exceptionally hot around his girth. Honey felt made for him with a cunt sized to sheathe his member from stem to stern. The spade shaped head of his phallus found the pincer-like sensation at the end of her tunnel addictive. His grunts got progressively louder as he tried to long stroke this woman, failing miserably.
"AH!! AH!! UNG!! UNG!! SHET!! FUCK!!!" Her insides became progressively tighter until more of his thick swollen shaft started to appear. Jaquan's thrusts became more labored and aggressive bent on shoving himself inside to the hilt again, but Honey's cunt was actively forcing his manhood out until he lost it.
His huge mitt of a hand came down in a loud wet pancake slap to the right side of her butt making it wobble and jiggle all over the place as this loud exhausted gasp filled his ears. Then it happened ...
Jaquan almost fell forward face first into the top of the tire as his endowment shot deep inside to the root. The end of his certified twelve inches hit the back of her cunt with the force of a battering ram. Honey seized up around his girth tighter than before clamping down on his crown while the far end of her steaming confines retracted around the base of his manhood. Jaquan realized she did it on purpose.



"AUG!! AUG!! SHIT!! AW FUG!! FUUUG!! AWG!! AWG!!" That huge ass began bopping and twerking like a bat out of hell, like some switch had been flipped activating it. Jaquan's cock was taken on a ride around the world and then some as Honey gave him the business end of her monster sized derriere.
There was nothing he could do but grab handfuls of her cheeks and hold on for the ride. His head dipped backward as Honey continued wrenching his cock vertically picking up speed as her ass became a blur of motion. Outside of Renee and most recently Daisy Mae, Jaquan had never met his equal between the sheets. It started with Renee after he'd deflowered her. She'd learned exponentially until he was laid low out of the blue on a momentous rainy afternoon back in the city. Ms. Kelly put his lights out.
Daisy Mae put him to sleep.
And now Honey was treating Jaquan like a plaything having made him bust from the first moment he entered her. She started tightening up again pushing him out which gave way to an impassioned back and forth of bumping uglies. Jaquan found himself raising his other hand with the intent of bringing it down on the left side this time. Honey opened again taking a deep plunging thrust that collided with the back of her cunt like a traffic accident as he rear-ended the shit out of her. Then it started again.
The pinching sensation was intense as she started rolling her wide rounded hips, shaking and vertically wrenching up and down on his length. Jaquan could feel it from the base, frantically trying to keep up with Honey. It was no use as she added her knees to the affair bobbing shifting weight from side to side, swiveling. He couldn't get enough of the loud audible squishiness, thrusting incessantly. Jaquan's raised left hand slowly came down grabbing a greedy handful of ass meat prying it apart looking at his cock stuffed inside. Honey's cunt was so tight, his prick was curved protruding from her stretched out slit.
He used both hands to pry Honey fully apart enjoying the view of his throbbing manhood plunging out her depths. She was in control purposely squeezing his cock and clamping down gnashing on it methodically whenever it was in backward motion. This made him go faster until Honey tightened up more than before, forcing him to flatten his palms against her cheeks laboriously pulling fully out.
"AAAWWWW!!! SHIT!! AW SHIT!!...ah, yeah oh fuck I'm cumming again, Honey." Several thick ropes of ejaculate painted her shuddering cakes like silly string in several pulsing waves leaving the entirety of her huge, sun soaked and kissed cheeks glazed over like a Christmas ham. There were wads of cum dripping off her monster butt dotting the grass and leaves. His eyes fluttered rolling up into his head.
Jaquan's right hand was sliding along his sticky member coated in their intermingled juices.
"Feed me some, I want to taste you, baby boy." Honey cooed breezily.
Jaquan rounded the tire finding her upper half protruding from the opposite side of the giant tire. Honey's arms were locked in place. The first thing he noticed was her head still in profile as she stared across the yard without reaction to his presence. It was as if she were a mannequin. He paused for an instant then slowly got in front of her offering his soiled prick to her waiting lips. Jaquan gasped as his crown parted her lips experiencing an intense and sustained suction. Honey took him whole.
This was something akin to an anaconda swallowing prey with nothing more than a light hum.
"....aw, shit." Jaquan moaned as her lips pressed into his pubes.
The feel of her throat enveloping his length to the hilt was incredible. Honey let it rest there without breaking the hard suction until his hands palmed the sides of her head slowly withdrawing it. A deluge of saliva and frothy precum ran off her chin in a translucent stream eventually becoming droplets. Jaquan pushed all of it back inside until his balls touched her chin, slowly withdrawing again enjoying that vacuum suction until his member wetly popped free with a visible splash. His fist slid up and down his thickening shaft in front of her lightly freckled visage with clear intent. Her head disappeared suddenly.
"Hey!" Jaquan half shouted leaning around the edge of the giant tire to find Honey leaning against it with her arms folded casually behind her back. Again, she was staring off across the clearing towards the dense wooded foliage which seemed to provide a natural privacy wall making this sort of bubble that existed only for them. She was breathing hard as evidenced by the rising and falling of her chest encased in the American Indian halter which fit like a crop top on her body. His prick throbbed at the sight.
"I'm gonna say this only once Jaquan; if we keep going, you're gonna get touched on the inside, so maybe you should walk it off and run back to Renee. I'll eat you up and mess you up for all girls."
It was plainly a warning, but Jaquan was conflicted enveloped with a rising lust that demanded action.
Honey tucked her chin looking at her bare feet in the grass and leaves, waiting.
Something inside was screaming at him to heed that warning and take the out given by this wild backwoods' woman related to his pregnant girlfriend. The first time he laid eyes on her in that rest stop gas station, his mind automatically rifled through all the ways he'd handle her sexually. When Renee confronted him about it, he felt obliged to deny it all, but eventually capitulated in his own fashion, buffering the answer as much as possible. Renee had "jokingly" told him that she would reward him for telling the truth by letting him have a go at this woman. Now, here she was in front of him ready to go.
He leaned close at an angle against the giant tire unsure of what he would do until he was kissing her with a mouthful of tongue as she responded in kind. The passion was unbridled as he cupped a breast.
"You...can't take it back now." Honey gasped looking into his eyes as she palmed the back of his head wantonly making out some more. Jaquan felt her hand stroking his manhood pulling, tugging and yanking towards her body making him as hard as a steel bar. Her wanted to cum in her hands.
He wanted to cum all over her.
Jaquan pressed in closer letting Honey have her way with him as he squeezed and groped a full breast through her sparse top, eventually finding an erect nipple. Her eyes narrowed, mouth hanging open responding to his merciless teasing and pinching of the hidden nub. There was definitely more than a handful there, but her breasts were compact. Honey's tongue was taking a tour of his mouth ending things with a suckle of the bottom lip and casual lick of his chin. It was heady, utterly organic to a T.
She broke tactile contact with him taking a few steps backwards with one arm bent at the elbow in a fixed gesture beckoning to him. Jaquan stared at her unblinking, then gasped as Honey slid out of her top drawing it over her head, dropping it on the unkempt grass going au natural. Her breasts were full, bell-shaped affairs sloping outward from her narrow chest, ripe and full at the bottom. Her areolas were half-dollar sized; the color of pecans topped with these thick blocky nubs. Jaquan wanted a taste; wanted to cum all over them as well. He got naked too, leaving his clothing where it fell following her.
His phone started ringing profusely, but he didn't hear it.
Instead, he was looking at the women standing a foot away cupping the undersides of her breasts casually waiting. His cock pulsed and throbbed feeling as if it would burst as Honey offered a hand, then led him away from the semi-secluded area walking ahead giving Jaquan the full rear view. He was so hard, precum was leaking from the spade shaped head of his endowment. Her huge, luscious cheeks were a sight to behold in rubbery motion. Their footfalls crunched leaves and sticks as they hurried between some bushes and a thick tree growing at an angle out of the ground. Jaquan didn't care.
They happened upon an old gazebo snuggly nestled at the center of overgrown brush and birch trees running into this new open space like the reincarnations of Adam and Eve. She stopped turning into his body lapping at a nipple, sucking and nipping it until he cupped her chin kissing her like a lost lover. Honey captured both of his hands interlocking their fingers kissing him back with overwhelming passion. Jaquan's hands cradled her face fingers digging into her lush curly mane. This pervasive hunger enveloped both as honey reached down cupping his buttocks trapping his cock between them.
Her wide hips started swiveling and undulating, nails digging into his buttock clawing them up as her lips vacuum sucked his right nipple with a sensuous moan. His height allowed his trapped cock to press into her soft belly and the lower half of her breasts. His precum was leaking all over the place making things slick and slippery. She went after the other nip, taking it voraciously for a second, then pushing away.
Jaquan's cock was sticking straight out in front of his body like a meaty flagpole as she backed up a few steps making the same gesture one hand extended, beckoning to him, silently. He barely realized his arm was extended in the same gesture pointed in her direction as if he were reaching out, desperately. He took a timid step forward, then another inching towards her until fingertips touched. Honey's fingers interlocked in his more tightly this time as she pressed her face into his defined chest giving him a view of the top of her head. She started rubbing her face horizontally in his pecs, slathering saliva all over.
She suddenly leaned backwards using her dead weight, held aloft from the ground by their interlocked fingers and his muscular arms. Her head rolled back, chin facing the sky above as Jaquan took in her bottom-heavy hourglass shape, then pulled her into his body wrapping his arms around her in a deep hug. His hands slipped between her arms finding the decadent upper swell of her buttocks as she did likewise raising her hands, covering his pecs. His nipples were pinched and rolled cruelly, followed by a soothing suction. Honey handled his sides slowly kneeling down engulfing his full endowment.
"AWWW!! AW!! AH!!...aw, shit that feels so, fucking good." Honey took him all the way to the base continuously with a visible bulge in her throat, getting extremely sloppy in the process. Things got wet and soapy in seconds with her breaking it off right as he was on the precipice of exploding down her gullet. She went after his balls with the same attention to detail, letting his shaft drape her face. This too, only lasted seconds as she turned crawling forward on all fours towards the ruined gazebo.
Jaquan snatched her up facing away accidentally running his manhood vertically up her rear pillowy rear cleavage, then doing it with purpose cupping her breasts pinching the nipples. Her hips were swiveling continuously in serpentine fashion taking his captured prick on an enticing ride between the cheeks. One of her hands lovingly palmed the side of his face while the other manically rubbed up a steamy friction on her mound. Her breathy moans filled his ears. There was this unnatural arch in her lower back, mashing her butt into his crotch. Jaquan could feel Honey rhythmically flexing on his length.
He was right at the point of no return when she broke contact reaching the entrance to the gazebo.
"Now, remember you wanted this, okay?" Honey cautioned, turning the hip looking at his tortured erection letting her gaze drift up to his sexually distressed face. It looked like he didn't know if he should finish himself or lose himself in her lush southern baked curves. There was a rapturous expression on her peppered face and visible saliva drooling from her bottom lip. She looked sexually carnivorous.
His phone kept ringing off in the distance with a faint echo.
"I want this." Jaquan replied wide eyed and enchanted, offering both hands eagerly. She mimicked the gesture taking both of his hands in hers lightly drawing this man close as the world seemed to go topsy turvy leaving him feeling disoriented and untethered.
A loud wailing moan seeped out of his mouth in tandem with the incredibly tight narrow grasp of her cunt as Jaquan realized he was on top of this free-spirited redbone woman buried balls deep. The feel of her internally tightly clinging to his girth was indescribable. Honey wrapped her thick arms and powerful legs around his torso and lower back, squeezing as hard as she could, triggering a volatile reaction.
"AH!! AH!! AUUGGG!!!" Jaquan exploded inside her so hard, his toes curled. It was a leg shaking affair making goosebumps sprout all over his arms and back. His body straightened out as if tasered only to have Honey tighten her grip becoming a human straitjacket keeping him face down atop her body. His breath was hot on her lightly freckled visage sprinkled with bits of spittle. They locked eyes in the clinch.
"AAWWWWW!!! AW!! AUG!! AAAUUUGGG!!!" He went again immediately spent, physically exhausted.
Honey interlocked her fingers and ankles nearly squeezing the life out of Jaquan as her hips rolled and piston pumped upward into his crotch. She was stuffed with everything he had to offer, tightly coiled around his rod undulating and arching hard enough to make an audible clap. His cries and whimpers were silenced with light kisses and inaudible whispers that seemed to be some unknown language.
"...aw, yeah; fuck it." His voice faltered, teeth chattering as he went limp blanketed over her body.
Honey's big ass continued laboriously long stroking him filled to overflowing with his cum, almost machine-like in precision, wetly clapping into his pelvis. The gooey heated tightness and suction grip made Jaquan's mouth hang open, panting like a tired dog. He could feel this intense sensation throughout all twelve inches of his manhood reduced to the size of a pin prick, but powerful as a lightning strike. Jaquan's entire body was covered in a thick sheet of perspiration as she kept it up.
Honey squeezed tighter as he drifted off buried deep inside, still diamond hard.
[DARKNESS]
...to be continued.
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"You like it, like this I mean, ma'am?"
"Huh, what?"
"You like it, my massage I mean?"
"Well, if I didn't like it your narrow ass would be out on the curb, wouldn't you?"
The entire room was engulfed in inky darkness outside of the large wall mounted flatscreen television facing the end of the king-sized bed. Onscreen Eddie Murphy was starting his workday only to be confronted by the sight Robin Givens engaging in locker-room with her female peers talking about their sexual exploits, post breakup. The inky darkness was offset lightly by wisps of smoke coming from an especially large spliff with the lit end glowing bright as a deep drag was taken.
"That's messed up."
"What?"
"She's throwing him under the bus just because he broke up with her; that's messed up especially after he found out she was talking about private stuff with a uhm, mutual business colleague, uhm yeah."
"Business colleague? How'd you pull that out of your ass, bruh? Did you get your G.E.D in the lockup and forget to clue me in, huh?" There was another drag on the spliff followed by more wisps of smoke rising into the air.
"I graduated high school."
"So, what."
"Just saying; I graduated and got my diploma. Just didn't walk across the stage with my classmates because I had a fight. I ain't dumb."
"So, what nigga."
"Yeah... okay." A pregnant muted silence followed as both watched Halle Berry stopping Robin Givens on a spiral staircase, essentially pleading with her to stop taunting Eddie, post breakup. A few more drags were taken in the darkness. Labored heavy breathing was audible, muffled intercut with random gasps and huffs.
"Fuck nigga, crying over that skinny bitch; if he was any kind of a real man, he would've ignored that tramp and kept it one hundred, facts. Eddie gets on my nerves in this movie because he's such an effeminate fuckboy beotch. Damn, she ugly as fuck; makes me side eye Mr. Party All The Time" even more cause that hoe looks like a crackhead with all that pasty makeup on her shrunken apple head."
"I heard she cheated on Mike Tyson with Brad Pitt."
"Good for you."
"I think she might have dated Jordan, too."
"Nigga, a dog can't do nothing with a bone but bury it; what, you trying to tell me to lose weight or something, huh fool? Is that what you're on, huh nigga? You trying to get me to lose weight so I can look like a motherfucking boy, huh? You miss lockup sharing that bottom bunk with Deebo from them fucking Friday movies?"
"Man....Uhm, shit why you always bringing up my past? Don't you think that's kinda mean; like, using it against me all the time." The desperation in his voice was palpable as the television volume lowered, onscreen bars decreasing. Another long-sustained drag was taken on the joint.
"So, you wanna go back to your parole officer and tell her you really ain't got no job, huh? You shitting on my goodwill, bruh? If you don't like how I get down, you can take your bum ass back to that flop house and do you, nigga? Is that how we gonna do it, tonight? You trying to catch another case, right now?"
"Nall, I ain't..."
"YEAH, YOU AIN'T!! THAT'S WHY I GOTTA, BRUH!!" Profuse coughing filled the room, followed by another hit on the joint. The inky darkness provided a much-needed curtain behind which bruised feelings could be hidden.
"Yeah, right." The tone was solemn, defeated.
"Goddamn right; nothing come for free out here in the real world and you gotta play the hand you dealt. This the thanks I get after driving two hours to pick your dumb ass up? Didn't I pull you outta that roach infested flophouse and let you bunk up in my crib, huh? Who burned for you, nigga? Tell me, bruh?"
"You did."
"Who hooked you up with a job because you can't get one on account of being a con; and you KNOW WHY you can't get no motherfucking job on the regular, but you got the nerve to get it twisted just because I won't smile at your trifling ass, nigga. So, what do you have a problem with, tell me bruh?"
"I uhm, don't got no problem with you; I mean, anything, ma'am."
"Damn right you don't; anytime you feel like you getting a wild hair up that ass, you know where the door is, bruh? Don't you worry about a thing, I'll let that parole officer know you on the way, okay?"
"Okay." The tone was wholly distressed with a sniffle or two.
"YOU CRYING?!"
"No ma'am, I ain't crying; just been feeling uh, like a cold is coming on, that's all."
"Better not be no covid, nigga."
"No, it's not that."
"Hey bruh, you know I fucks with you on the real, okay? Ain't nothing I like more than a big piece of chocolate with nice eyes and braids. I'm gonna get you tightened up at my girl's salon, for real; and you know we gotta get you squared away with some new kicks and everything, baby boy. Look, I just had a bad day, what with starting that new business to help you out and uhm, stuff. Hey, let's just chill, cool?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Copacetic, you I got you on lock, right? You do you, I do me, and well, it's all good in the neighborhood, homeboy. Damn, you got shit all tense up in here and I don't like it. This my personal space that not even my daughter allowed in; but I got soft and let you up in this bitch because I didn't feel like paying for no fucking motel. We both know why you up here in my crib; are you gonna take care of things, or not negro?"
"Yeah."
"Well...DAMN BRUH, RUB ME DOWN! WHAT I GOTTA DO, HUH? I GOTTA MAKE YOU A SAM-BITCH OR SUMTHIN, HUH FOOL?!! WANT ME TO SMILE AT YOU AND GIGGLE LIKE A LITTLE GIRL, HUH NIGGA?!!"
"No."
"Alright, then take care of these cheeks, bruh." Another especially long drag followed punctuated by a puff as more wisps of smoke rose in the air like it was emanating from some lazing dragon.
If not for the white sheets on her large bed, her acutely defined hourglass figure would not be discernible in the inky darkness. She was lying prone on her belly arms folded under her bust with that spliff between thick puffy lips. He was medium toned, moderately brown against the stark granite darkness of her smooth skin. Her figure was well defined, a perfect mix of inherited curves and hard workouts at the gym, three times a week along with some intermittent biking every other weekend.
What stood out most when you saw this woman was her waspish waist and overly wide, unique looking hips. The coke bottle shape from that tiny, cinched waist flowed perfectly into this warped heart shape narrowed a little just halfway before blossoming out full in dual semi circles on either side from that point, saddle bags for baby making. Her legs were long enough, well defined, powerful and shapely enough to make the interested watch enchanted before they even realized they were leering.
"Use some more oil; really get in there and rub me down."
The star attraction and difference maker were apparent in what could be adequately termed "Ass so big, you can see it from the front" sloping from the small of her back in this natural shelf accentuating this really dense, heavy looking pair of juicy buttocks that once caused a car to be rear ended as she walked across the street, stopping long enough to flip the driver of that car, the bird. Back in the day, one of her high school classmates coined a phrase that followed her to graduation when he said "Girl, yo' ASS gotta AZZ" before he was pummeled and stomped out by said girl. The phrase stuck, but nobody smart said it outloud.
"Now boy, you gotta get all the spots; use your fingers to really get up in that shit. Aw, harder bruh, grab it like you mean it, maybe slap it a little. Shit, come on nigga, do it harder the way I taught you! Fuck, I gotta teach a negro how to handle the cakes, too? Damn!! Shit!! Bruh, you wanna go to Georgia, huh?"
"NO!!"
"Rub me down!"
His hands were large, but sort of long and bony in the fingers big enough to palm a basketball or two. His first two years of high school were spent on the basketball team until he was reluctantly kicked off for failing academically. He still played ball at the YMCA and local parks, but his record kept anyone from taking him seriously for anything else. In all fairness, he barely tried making up missed assignments eventually graduating from summer school.
"Yeah boy, that's more like it; grab it harder, get them thumbs under the buns right under there...yeah, run your fingers under there, kinda grind and rub it as hard as you can, bruh. Yeah, do that shit, honey." His hazel-colored eyes lit up at the comment, mouth open huffing a little heartened by the compliment.
Those meaty cheeks were handled like dual stress balls with a similar resilience and resistance, molded like hard uncompromising clay. Their look was unique to this woman, but something born of the south. Her hips were wide flaring out but spread wider outward into these dark chocolate colored basketball sized cakes complete with fleshy flaps of ass meat overlaying the top of her stallion grade thighs.
His long probing fingers squeezed, groped and clawed the uncooperative flesh, thumbs hidden under those flaps of juicy ass meat. His thumbs rubbed up a heated friction that earned some appreciative husky sounding moans that carried. Those large hands touched the tips of thumbs as the other digits labored mightily spreading her apart gaping her cunt. It had a teardrop shape to it when open and a deep rich, undulating hot pink color, inside. The wetness was visible as she involuntarily flexed those slimy walls, invading with both thumbs. A labored gasp escaped her maw as he teased inner grooves.
"That's real good, but I know you can do better, bruh; gone head and get that taste, my nigga." These angry sounding grunts and masculine sounding yawning moan were all he could hear before his face wedged between the cheeks eating the groceries and everything else. Her thickness was wedged tightly around his face as he went for broke making her cry out and wag that heavy fat ass badonkadunk.
"UH!! GET DAT TASTE!! YUH!! YUH BOY!! EAT IT UP!! AAAHHHH!! AW!! YEAH!! LICK THE KITTY TOO!!" Her whining distressed overtures added fuel to the fire. His tongue flickered around her backdoor, poking it a few times before the breach. The weird, half chuckle that resulted was followed by a heavy weighted twerk on his face that felt like a sucker punch. His tongue returned this time dipping into her honey pot followed by his lips kissing and sucking on her labia. Loud wet slurps filled the darkness.
"THAS IT!! THAS WHUT I NEEDS!! OH YEAH, OH YEAH!! EAT THAT KAT, NIGGA!! SUCK IT!! SUCK IT UP!!" His head was vertical between her thighs, chin wedged into the bedding. His posture mimicked hers, prone on his abdomen with both hands squeezing, groping and slapping her huge, defiant buttocks. Everything was offered and put into servicing her needs. The flat of his tongue lapped at her entrance randomly poking inside with a darting motion, sometimes focusing on one side, then the other before repeating the process. The loud, aggressive moans reached a long raspy sounding crescendo.
"AW NIG-GAAA!! AW!! I'M GONNA NEED SOME STICK!! AW YEAH!! GIVE ME THE STICK, BRUH!! AW!!" Whining insistence and demand got instant action in the form of his hands wrapped around her tiny waist as he slithered between her legs, still prone dragging his raging erection on the sheets leaking precum. That huge brickhouse butt was wagging and popping on his face as he licked a slimy trail right up the tightly wedged crack of her ass. His tongue lapped an invisible line over the swell of her butt into the small of her back along her spine. A particular flair was applied to the nape of her neck and ear.
"Baby, you know this yo' pussy; come on in mamma's pussy; fill up my pot. Aw yeah, you're so hard." She pressed her thighs together skintight knowing how much he liked the feel of them on the underside of his manhood. The hesitation there was expected as he arched and humped the back of those smooth thighs resisting the urge to force his cock between them and fuck'em until he jizzed all over the sheets. This was not about him wholly relegated to pleasing the dark chocolate Venus de milo prone beneath.
"Aw, put it all the way in me, boy; I want all that stick, deep. Fuck me baby, fuck me really good, bruh." A breathy, almost wincing moan accompanied the invasion of her stick confines made extra tight by her intentionally mashed together legs. It was a shared preference between them for different reasons. For her, it was a callback to the fateful night she lost her virginity to her mother's lover; him, an initially unwanted encounter with what he was told, was a distant relative. The feel of a thick hungry cock trying desperately to get inside was sexually intoxicating for both. She didn't mind him humping it out there.
The smoldering remains of a joint lay off to the side in a small tin ashtray as she reached back grabbing big chunks of her rude donk, spreading herself wide apart as much as her aggressive physiology would allow. Nails dug deep into those rich slabs of meat over the tops of her thighs as the bulbous head of his uncircumcised cock pressed into that hot, steamy confine. Despite her wetness and obvious need, it was work pushing into her entrance, before it plopped in making her gasp. The rest followed like a freight train leaving nothing but the balls bulging out. His crown thumped the back, hard. He gasped, wetly.
"Gimme those hands, nigga." They interlocked fingers stacked on top of her sheet with him balls deep.
The darkness was filled with the loud slapping noises of skin on skin as he bounced on her mountainous cheeks going hard and rough. It looked like a flopping series of violent pushups as his pelvis bounced off her cakes like a trampoline. With her legs mashed tightly together, extra friction made the walls tight around his girth. He could feel every groove in her snatch, enjoying the sexual struggle with each thrust. It was beyond tight, making him grunt and gasp arching his back further each time. Her own labored grunts matched each forced thrust inside. Those stallion legs pressed tighter, adding more resistance.
Their interlocked fingers squeezed tighter, holding on for dear life while he was forced to spread his long legs framing the outside of her thighs. Her pussy was so tight, it felt as if there was a hand inside it with a death grip on his tumescence. This made him work harder thrusting his street certified twelve inches inside her cradle of life. Every thrust and twist made it feel as he were on the verge of cumming. That edging feeling was addictive for both. The first time she ever felt that was in the middle of the night when she lost her virtue. Her eighteenth year ended with an impassioned tryst all night until early morn. Daylight and the encroaching morn saw the intruder melt away with the darkness.
The feeling remained in haunting fashion with each successive sexual encounter becoming more frustrating than the last. The next man to give her that feeling, also gave her a child implanted during a limestone massage while on vacation. Things didn't work out. Now, here was the third man to give her that special feeling. Harsh life experience dictated her thuggish attitude and demeanor towards men. She would always be in the driver's seat, no matter what; but that special feeling made her buttery inside. Life growing up on the streets left her with some serious hands that saw more than a fair share of thirsty men clobbered. Her extraordinary body belittled and humbled the other half with little effort.
Despite all of this, she loved being mounted in this manner and dominated. The first had come to take what he wanted caring nothing for the consequences, while the second's carefree attitude along with an almost knee length cock put her at ease enough to carelessly impregnated. She regretted having him deported on those lonely nights, or after having less than stellar trysts with men vetted for their shoe size. It was said that good or bad things came in groups of three, so she resolved to control whatever came out in that thirst slot. Number three had elements of both but had to be taught how to please.
"UN!! UN!! UN!! FUCK!! UNG!! UNG!! UNG!! SHIT!! FUCK DAT PUSS-SEE!! FUCK YO'PUSSY NIGGA!!" Her cries of pleasure and ecstasy went guttural, eventually degenerating into a growl in the darkness. The root of his prick bounced off the deep defined undercuff of her meaty buttocks going hard enough to raise them. There was a tantalizing resistance as her badonkadunk wedged into his crotch, airtight. He kept at it, plugging up her flexing hole starting to feel it becoming creamy. She started queefing, loudly.
"SMACK DAT PUSS-SEEE!! BEAT IT UP!! MAKE ME JUICE!! UNG!! SHIT, THAT'S GOOD!! GET IT NIGGA!!" His hips started rolling almost effeminately, driving his pulsing cock inside finding less resistance, now. A thick milky sheen proved his method with an audible slickness. Her rough calloused fingers loosened freeing his hands to land palms down in the middle of that big, incredibly dense ass, one for each cheek.
"POUND ME DOWN!! UNG!! UNG!! AW SHIT, NIGGA!! I WANT YOU TO PIN MA' BLACK ASS TO THIS FUCKIN BED!! AH SHIT YOU DOING IT GOOD, TONIGHT!! MAKE MAMMA CUM ON THAT FUCKIN DICK!" That was her way of covertly telling him that she was about to cum. She always faced away when she was about to orgasm, sometimes resorting to obscuring his face. She'd even shoved a pillow over his face followed by the pillowcase when he complained that she was smothering him. Most of the time she came during prone or doggy, as some sort of tacit compromise. Tonight, would be no different.
His large hands with their long fingers looked like gargoyle claws embedded in her lush, unyielding cheekage. It looked even better with his creamy cock pistoning in and out of them. There was almost no give to her stone like cheeks, except for their very bottoms. It was more of an isolated jiggle as he clapped the holy hell out of that petrified donk. His mounted posture was upright with both arms extended downward; palms flattened on her chocolate cakes; legs spread wide apart. The remote hit the floor cutting off the wall mounted flatscreen television. It sounded like she was being gutted.
"AHM, CLOSE!! REAL CLOSE MA'AM!! REAL FUCKING CLOSE!! AH!! AH SHIT!! AH FUG!! UN!! UN!! UNG!" His strained loins were ablaze with an impending explosion of jizz that felt like it be mind shattering.
"YOU BET NOT GET ME PREGNANT NIGGA!! I'M GONNA BUST A CAP IN DAT ASS IF YOU KNOCK ME UP!" The threat wasn't an empty one, but it was enough to send him careening right over the edge as he mashed down hard in the middle of her buttocks with all his weight behind both hands, dislodging his steaming manhood. The entirety of his pulsing shaft landed right between the cheeks with a splash of juices. His meat was truly made for her buns as he quickly cupped her hips from the outside mashing her rear cleavage tight around his member as it exploded in grand fashion. She couldn't see him, sobbing.
The first wad shot straight up her back while the rest splattered everywhere, but mostly glazing the buns to excess. Both were moaning and whining, gasping for life giving air. He went prone again, humping the cheeks until a pool of watery jizz filled the crack of that phenomenal ass. The slippery feel of running his shaft between the cheeks sent jolts of post coital pleasure throughout his pelvis.
"Still think I'm mean, boy."
"No ma'am."
*************************************************************************************
BACKSHOT KINGS: CHAPTER ONE
"Hello?"
"Hello mister man; did you forget something; did you forget, someone?" Her voice made him cringe ass he rolled over in the darkness accidentally knocking a bottle off the bed onto the floor. The light from his cheap television flickered across weathered features as he rubbed his stubble covered chin.



"Felicia?"
"You know who the fuck this is; where my fucking child support?"
"Where's my fucking DNA test?" It was hard rubbing the sleep out of his tired, reddened eyes as he looked over at the curvaceous weather girl on the AM news broadcast. It was still dark outside.
"Nigga you know this your baby, so stop playing in my face."
"I thought you liked it when I played in your face, baby."
"Fuck you."
"We already did, a fuck load of times and I wore a hat each time." The woman scoffed at the other end of the line, fake laughing sarcastically.
"You think it's like that, huh Willie? Just because you got a big ass dick, all the girls supposed to fall to their knees when you unzip, huh fool?!!"
"Felicia, you're calling me at five in the morning."
"So, what; it ain't like you got a job or nothing; and that dick is the only thing about you that ain't worthless!"
"Thinking about me, huh love?" Willie replied sarcastically.
"Yup, thinking about that suspended driver's license and bench warrant for your monkey ass! Want me to bring Willie junior down to the lockup to see you and your boyfriend?"
"The baby's daddy's name is Willie, too?!" He rolled right through her attempt to drag him.
"I BETTER GET MY MONEY!"
"Yeah, so why are you calling me instead of your baby daddy, Felicia?" He sat up swinging his legs over the edge of his ratty functional bed, palming the back of his head as she hung up. He sat there in the darkness processing her words, brow starting to furrow, then turned up the meager television at the end of his bed. Onscreen two local radio personalities were being interviewed. Willie smirked staring at the celebrity known as Sidney Sid, recently revealed to be married to her on-air partner, Sly.
"Sly, the world is waiting for an answer."
Sly looked on the verge of a nervous breakdown as Sydney spoke up again.
"Alright, then ask me again Charles; I promise I won't lie to you." There was raw emotion in the celebrity's voice as her mascara started to streak. Willie couldn't help but notice her burgeoning curves.
"I ain't never cheated on you or beat you, and I've always loved you with my whole heart Sydney." Her recently revealed husband and lifetime partner looked on the verge of a coronary as she inched closer leaning forward with this strained mask of raw pain on her face.
"ASK ME!!"
"Did you cheat on me with The Educated Simp?" He almost whimpered the question barely above a whisper.
"Yes."
"Why?"
"Because you can't fuck right, and you've got a little dick." Willie was blown away instantly ruminating on what he would have done if put in that situation, but then chuckled knowing no woman would ever say that about him in public or anywhere else.
He imagined himself giving Sydney Sid the business, pounding away at her big ass like it was going out of style while onscreen, the clip was being talked about on a morning show between two Caucasian reporters and their older, almost elderly anchor. The brother looked like he wanted to be anywhere but sitting between the two chattering women. Willie coughed into his hands, checking the freshness of his breath as he got up to use the in room sink.
"Huh, what's this?" A deluge of mail had been shoved under his door which was unusual since the mailbox was in the lobby, but he'd been avoiding that area for the last three weeks due to the issue of owed rent. Management had slipped a final rent notice on the door for the three hundred or so dollars owed.
"Aw shit, fuck my life." Willie carefully cracked the door, finding a boot on the doorknob outside.
This presented a dilemma in that the bathrooms were outside in the corridor, and he knew better than to leave his door ajar in the shady SRO Hotel in which he resided after bouncing around the city for the last three years after a particularly tumultuous divorce that cleaned him out and left him a grizzled, self-loathing mess of a man. That along with a persistent former "girlfriend" now pursuing him for child support left him without a license and a bench warrant dogging his every step.
"Gotta push the needle, I guess." He mumbled under his breath, splashing some water on his face before deciding to chance it with a much-needed morning shower.
There was a doorknob lockout boot attached on the other side in the corridor outside. Willie used some wadded up clothing as a door jam, before taking a quick shower. His mind wandered all over the place centered on the faux baby mama drama he'd woke up to in the wee hours of the morning. She was one of two hood rats currently on his bumper, but neither knew his actual whereabouts. He scoffed knowing that she would pop up in less than thirty minutes, if he gave her the 411.
"Hey, damn bruh; is it really like that?!" Willie emerged from the hallway shower dressed only to find the night manager sticking a notice on his door. His name was Craig, and he was a literal wall of black flesh in a white tank and sagging jeans, perhaps a bit too much due to the visible skid marks on his boxer briefs. This mattress-built man felt more like a trustee than a manager about to get off duty.
"Yeah, it's like that my nigga; pay your bills and you won't see me up close."
"Look, I got myself some business and well, it pays by week's end so I'm gonna be caught up on that rent."
"Good for you." Craig replied in his striking baritone voice, which usually caught people off guard. Willie was unfazed and unintimidated, but kept it submerged just below the surface.
His pedigree included a wealth of street smarts and unfortunate experiences being in the wrong place at the wrong time. His own short frame at five foot seven, was packed with muscle that provided him with enough power to knock a man of Craig's size out with two good haymakers at best. His stamina would back up anything worse. His age came with a weathered, street weary "been there, done that, demeanor. So, Willie didn't react when the large man pulled his door shut with authority, locking him out of his apartment until the rent was paid, presumably at the end of the week.
"Stay up bruh; I'll see you around." Willie turned on his heel walking past the large burly man to the stairwell at the opposite side of his door.
"Yeah right, you do that and uh, homie?"
"Yeah?"
"Better have that rent money before Friday cause Mr. Martinez is filing eviction papers on your ass."
"Got it, good; have a nice day." Willie motioned with right his hand walking down the stairs already working out how he'd sweet talk his "baby mama" into letting him cat out in her place. She'd be glad to have him back between the sheets, but it would be extra hard ghosting her a second time. His only other option was a shelter, but that was literally taking your life in your own hands if you didn't sleep with one eye open.
"Fuck you, bruh!" Craig shouted back.
Jealousy lay behind the one-sided animosity between these men who started off amicably enough until Willie got lucky with a new female tenant Craig had his eyes on initially. His large coal darkened frame hid an almost crippling introvert afraid to talk to women, while Willies "Give No Fucks" attitude immediately appealed to the bottom-heavy Memphis transplant. The nineteen-year-old was caught coming out of Willie's room by Craig, who had come bearing his mail looking for dating advice.
Fifteen minutes later Willie was on a bus after a quickie breakfast from the food truck at the edge of parking lot bordering the four-story hotel he resided in, out of necessity. His curiosity about the Sidney Sid cheating story had the man digging deep online finding a sex tape partially posted on WorldStor. It was more than he could've hoped for with generous views of her ample curves being handled like a boss. He envied this "Educated Simp" guy who somehow remained anonymous after clapping the fuck out of the C-Lister's big, juicy cheeks. Willie always fantasized about the celebrity since her first album.
"That cover was fire." The memory of Sydney Sid and her lesser, butch style partner "Finessa" in matching biker shorts, left a lasting impression on him, and Willie wasn't ashamed about jerking off to it numerous times. Sidney always had a noticeable ass back in the day, but that thing had grown leaps and bounds over the years as she transitioned into a daytime radio host. Willie chuckled to himself musing that all that sitting around had caused her butt to expand. He tried to download her brief clip found but had to restart his phone to avoid getting a virus in it. He was still trying as his stop approached.
Willie stepped off the bus rebooting his android a few times determined to get Sydney's sex tape, ultimately failing. The vision of her big, pillowy cheeks getting clapped by a disembodied cock lingered in tandem with the climactic money shot that ended the filmed sneaky link. He'd downloaded the incriminating audio which was overtly stimulating when listened to through ear buds. The anonymous brother who'd been lucky enough to hit that, made the most of the situation getting Sydney speaking in tongues as she praised his stupid nickname. Her sexy voice during coitus was as blistering as the visual.
"Ahm, gonna have to get me a fucking laptop, or something."
Several incoming texts interrupted his thoughts all from his supposed baby mama followed by one from management formerly informing him that eviction papers had been filed. Willie deleted all the texts but one trying to wrap his head around getting into her apartment for an extended squat.
"WELL, WHERE'S HE AT, MARVIN?!!" His attention was diverted from his phone finding a recently familiar face from at least a week prior. Willie glanced ahead about ten feet along the pavement finding the guy he'd met while looking for work using a non-profit job center's computer lab.
They'd struck up a conversation after mutually checking out a curvy, purple haired sister who turned out to be an opinionated motor-mouth looking for a debate about any and everything under the sun. Both guys got a verbal drubbing from this woman who turned out to be a transplant from Berkley slumming among the unwashed masses, and a declared "anti-male" combatant, moments away from challenging Willie to meet her outside on the sidewalk, but only after several guys came to "her" rescue. Marvin caught up with him down the block with an opportunity to make some quick cash as movers.
It was a temp, but his best chance to make some quick cash and get back into his now locked hotel room apartment. The opportunity was the only thing on the table, and he was more than willing to take it.
"OH, HERE HE IS HEY BRUH OVER HERE!!" Marvin caught sight of him a few feet away smiling with all his teeth on display, waving him over. There was a large razor wire topped brick wall at Willie's immediate right making the sidewalk narrower. It was a walk near downtown, just south of the industrial areas.
"Oh, uh hello." At the very end of the brick wall, he found someone waiting for him.
"Hello yourself bruh, you're late!" Willie's first inclination was to tell this gruff, angry looking woman where to go with her shitty attitude, but he stifled himself taking a good look at what was obviously his prospective employer.
"Uh, I was told to be here by..."
"YOU'RE LATE, BRUH!" She shouted with some base in her voice as he noticed a moving truck parked next to a burgundy jeep grand Cherokee. Her energy felt intrusive and off-putting, more like a dude and her clothing consisting of a white long sleeved cotton shirt with a beige collared Dickies work shirt and large baggy jeans, told him she was a stud in no uncertain terms. Marvin stood there looking embarrassed wearing some mover's coveralls, as she looked Willie up and down walking to the jeep.
"Uhm, name's Willie Pete." He responded dryly, offering a hand but not expecting her to take it. This woman didn't disappoint.
"Willie Pete, what are you wearing?" She barked, fishing around in her pockets producing a key fob. He glanced at Marvin who made a covert gesture suggesting that he let her attitude roll off his back. Willie didn't like anyone talking to him any kind of way, but acquiesced because she was still a woman. This wasn't the first time he'd had a run-in with a stud, recalling a bottle smashing against his head in a local pub when he failed to read the room. He still had a knot at the base of his skull where it shattered.
"My clothes, can't you see?" He was too late, but she ignored the retort opening the trunk of her jeep.
"You call those clothes, bruh? Didn't this nigga over here tell you what kind of job, this was, huh? This hard work, remedial enough for two knob jobs to get it done. So, you ain't got a problem, with menial labor, do you bruh?" He chaffed inside reminding himself that he needed the money to pay his rent and shut up another asshole who had more power over his life than some salty female.
"Well, I didn't think I was here to program computers and shit." She was rummaging around in the stuffed back of her vehicle but stopped shooting him an evil look. Willie just shrugged, while Marvin avoided looking at her directly.
"Do you want a job or not, Willie boy?" He raised a brow as Marvin cut in front of the shorter man with a self-depreciating smile.
"HEY, I JUST TOLD HIM THERE WAS WORK OVER HERE, I MESSED UP CAUSE I DIDN'T TELL HIM WHAT IT WAS, MA'AM!!" Willie's brow furrowed deeper, put off and disgusted with the verbal kowtowing on his behalf.
"Shit, I should've just got some Mexicans to handle this shit; they always take care of business and you ain't gotta hold they hand and take them nukkas to the motherfucking bathroom, either! But stupid me keeps listening to these dusties out here telling me I need to give these niggas an opportunity to make good honest black money! Now, all you gotta do is move shit from one place to another, but this homie think he auditioning for a fucking Netflix special!"
"It ain't like that, he good people."
"How would you know, fool?! Look, I told you to get me some niggas for these jobs; just one-week guaranteed cash, and you brought me a smart ass happy to have lint in his pockets."
"No, he serious." Marvin vouched as Willie had enough.
"YOU SERIOUS, BRUH?!" The stud turned her attention to Willie, her posture almost daring him to walk away.
"I showed up at the appointed time, introduced myself like a normal person would and I'm still standing here listening to you and this nigga talk about me like I can't speak for myself. Last time I checked, I ain't filled out no application, had no fucking interview and you ain't gave me no motherfucking uniform! Shit lady, what do you want from me, huh? A nigga showed up, ain't that enough?! What do you want?!!"
"Can you work?" She asked, putting her hands on her hips with her head cocked to the side.
"I'm here."
"I didn't ask you that; I wanna know if you can work?"
"Yeah."
"Can you work for me?" Her fiery eyes narrowed as the woman glowered, folding her arms across her chest.
"I can work for anybody." She raised a brow with an evil smirk forming on her face as Willie's own brow furrowed with him internally telling himself that this dark, brooding sister reminded him of Morgan Freeman's long-lost sister. This mental insult brought a smirk to his face, making her visibly fume.
"I asked you if you can work, for me." This was the unsaid line in the sand, and he needed the money.
"Yeah."
"Good!" She snatched some balled-up coveralls from the trunk throwing them into his chest like she was passing a basketball.
"What's this?"
"Uniform, bruh."
"Huh?"
"Take this; don't make me regret this shit, bruh." Wille let the uniform unfurl holding it by the shoulders, then walked to the back of the building trying the door. It was locked, as she piped up.
"Nah, change your ass in there." She motioned towards a porta potty situated on the other side of the brick wall.
"Are you serious?"
"Fuck, get in there before I change my mind, fool! Hurry it up, I got an urgent job for you niggas, this morning."
Willie grumbled opening the door, finding the stench unbearable, fanning his hand under his nose. He glanced back, finding Marvin and the stud talking in hushed tones, raising a brow.
"WHAT'S THE PAY?!" Willie shouted.
"Hundred per job, cash or cash app; so, you gonna put that shit on or not, my nigga?!"
"I can't go inside the building?"
"You don't like your motherfucking changing room?"
"I'm just saying..."
"PUT THAT UNIFORM ON!!" She shouted with some base in her voice. Willie looked around, then went on the side of the porta potty facing the building unbuckling and kicking off his boots. He stepped into the coveralls turning towards the wall using it for support with a palm flattened against it. There was no way he could get the coveralls on over his own sagging jeans and boots without removing them. He needed the money, bad. His prick was poking out of the slit in his boxers dangling from the movement.
"Eh?" He had this weird feeling as he tucked himself glancing back, finding the stud staring pointedly at him half obscured by Marvin's body.
"Problem? He shrugged again pulling the zipper up hiding his pronounced bulge from view, silently horrified at the borderline salacious look on her brutal face. It wouldn't be the first time a stud pulled up on him with an indecent proposal, but today he wasn't having it.
"Only if you make it one, my nigga; Marvin got the clipboard with the client information on it. You can come back here for hard cash or use that fucking cash app." Her eyes were hovering around his crotch.
"I got cash app, eh?"
"Martha, your boss fool!" The way she talked made you wanna clap back at best, stomp her out at worst. Willie wasn't particularly fond of hood rats, and the look in her eyes made him uncomfortable.
"Yeah, okay." They exchanged information with her checking things, sending him a dollar for confirmation.
The men drove off in the truck with Marvin at the wheel. Willie glanced back watching Martha getting in her ride, speeding off in the opposite direction before he was comfortable speaking.
"Hey man, that bitch gay, right?"
"WHAT?! Nall, she straight than a motherfucker; why're you asking? You looking, bruh?"
"Fuck no, I don't fuck with no hard bitches and she ain't got enough money to rent this dick!" He was surprised when Marvin started laughing outloud making him feel like the butt of a joke unsaid.
"Alright, but she got niggas stalking her so bad, she on that concealed and carry, tip. Dudes always hollering at Big Boss, serious!"
"Bullshit." This made Marvin laugh even louder.
"What gives?"
"Forget about it Willie; look, we got jobs to do and easy money to make. Everybody gets a cut and it's as simple as that."
"Everybody gets a cut?"
"Yeah, she gets hers off the top and we get the rest."
"What's her cut?"
"Fifty bucks."
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!" Willie exploded.
**********************************************************************************************************
"Aw hell Nall." Marvin looked about finding the litmus test for the job in the form of a front yard littered with discarded furniture and various bags of clothing. Willie's loud boisterous exclamations usually made everyone bust up laughing, but this was a clarion call for the latest shit job issued to us by Ms. Jacobs.
"Maybe it's not that bad." Marvin commented from the truck bed trying to sound positive, but Willie looked over his shoulder at me with a silent mean mug.
"Nigga somebody just airdropped a whole ass house on that front lawn; we need at least four other guys and a bigger truck. Told you we should've just ghosted Martha's ass."
"Let's uhm, just get the lay of the land before we start making judgements, okay?"



"Fuck that noise, let's bounce."
"What about the money; don't you need to pay them bills or are you good with living down at the homeless shelter?"
"I'll work it out!" Willie was fit to be tied, but still pulled up to the curb giving me a view of the job from hell.
"But I need the money, or my girl's gonna put me out on the curb." Marvin reasoned.
"Good for you then, stop simping and you won't end up in these situations." Willie sounded resolute, but Marvin knew he was full of it having been evicted in the past by several former lovers and one unadmitted FWB. The only reason he knew that was because the certified but-her-face put him on blast at a backyard party which resulted in a raucous brawl involving several people that had to be broken up by the cops.
"Stop, look at least the client know we're refusing the job."
"You do it."
"You're the one refusing, so you go tell the client; I'm not touching that shit and we're on the hook for a truck we can't cover. You wanna scrap this shit, you step to the front and man up, Willie."
"You don't think I'll do it?"
"Nigga, I'm from Missouri; you gotta show me something, bruh."
"ALRIGHT!" Willie threw up his hands walking opening the picket fence letting himself into the cluttered yard which was doubling as a junkyard this morning. The short slightly stout man tugged at the coverall, which was tight about his barrel chest, clearing his throat in preparation for what he thought might be an impending shouting match with the client, one Shaila Robinson.
"Hey bruh, I'm gonna try to get somebody over here to help; Willie, do you think it's possible to go back and trade this truck in for a bigger model?"
"Man, come on!"
"Hey, if you don't wanna do the job, more mad money for me! Well, do you mind staying here while I go back and get another truck?"
"You're trying to trick me into doing the job, ain't you? You think you slick, but I ain't having it. I'll take the fucking truck back."
"Man, if you drive off, I'll never see your ass again!" Willie bristled at his assessment, but still felt like he was being tricked by his younger counterpart.
"Fine, but I ain't doing shit until you get back."
"Fine! Gimme the keys!" It felt like a standoff making the fortysomething bristle underneath; in earlier days he would've put Marvin on his ass for less but knew he would catch hell trying to get his partner to drive him home in lieu of using a midday bus service on the wane due to heavy crime in the area.
"I mean it!"
"GIMME-THE-KEYS!!" Marvin shouted, resulting in the keys flying over the white picket fence towards his head. He had to use both hands cupping them straight out in front of his face like a mitt to catch them before they collided with his face.
"Ahm, gonna go talk to that client, okay?!" The look on Willie's narrow football shaped head told Marvin he overestimated his strength and didn't want a street fight with the taller muscular twentysomething. Willie shuffled off not waiting for his response walking with that pronounced limp, the result of him being at the wrong place at the wrong time in his youth.
"Yeah, whatever." Marvin mumbled getting behind the wheel looking at the overly cluttered yard again, before driving off down the block. He already knew he'd be doing the work by himself because most of his unemployed friends and associates weren't about to do a job for pennies on the dollar. Martha sure as hell wasn't paying him extra, but there was no way he could drop the job secured for him by his girlfriend Niecy. Part of him wondered if this was an elaborate grift worked out by his frustrated woman and "Big Boss" Martha. There was no way she didn't know how shitty this job was beforehand.
He turned up the tunes driving off to strains of "Take It Easy" by Mad Lion.
Willie watched him go from the edge of the yard partially hidden from view by an upturned couch that persons unknow had taken great care to sit up vertically. A few feet away the stench of rotting food drew his attention to a large deep freezer placed on its side with the top door facing outward. It was slightly gaped revealing that it was full of spoiled food, mostly meat products although a pool of what looked like melted vanilla ice cream was running into the frayed unkempt grass.
"What-the hell?" Willie surveyed the front yard taking it all in as he noticed a disembodied kitchen sink full of smashed unwashed dishes. He took a few steps before glancing down noticing the yard was sprinkled with discarded women's clothing, mostly underwear. There was a lot of lingerie all over the place. He noticed a sheer camisole top which led his gaze to shreds of clothing, and some balled up silky clothing. Willie snatched up the balled-up clothing using both hands to hold it up in front of his face.
"Da' Fuck?" Willie found himself holding a pair of giant satin panties between his fists, as large as his torso with an insult written on the material in lipstick.
"Slut?" He was suddenly distracted by some muted girlish laughter and chatter. It was coming from the side of the house as he noticed a concrete walkway leading to the far side bordered by a large brush and additional clutter. The littered clothing turned out to be a path leading into that narrow side which he unconsciously followed, finding several bins full of clothing spilling out. He took a few steps glancing down at his immediate right to find a large stuffed teddy bear that had been mutilated. It was a Care Bear, and it was missing its head. Willie clutched his hand to his heart looking back cursing himself for letting Marvin drive off without him. More girlish chatter and muted conversation drew him further.
"Huh?" There was light music emanating from the house. He recognized Snoop Dawg's "Sensual Seduction" as he inched closer past a series of windows to one near the back of the home.
"Yeah well, fuck that nonsense because that nigga knew what it was; huh, are you smoking that shit again, Deana?" No, seriously; of course, not...Why would I tell him that shit? He should've been happy being in rotation. Well, you know these niggas be out here on these streets, dusty as fuck. Why're you bringing that up, huh? That wasn't my fault, and I let you fuck my nigga Gerald, so get off that noise!"
Willie found himself underneath the back window looking up at it as he listened to the conversation glancing into the adjacent backyard cluttered with even more furniture and a stove that had been apparently ripped from the wall and deformed with a baseball bat.
The offending item was on the sparse yellowed grass, broken in half. Something caught his eye adjacent to the garage. Willie took a step further, noticing a jacked-up Lexus with busted out window and multiple dents in it. He could see that the seats were covered in some sort of powder. It had been viciously keyed. He inched closer into the backyard, suddenly shocked when he found the disembodied care bear head mounted on a broomstick. His heart nearly leapt out of his throat as he stumbled backwards reaching into his coverall pocket for his phone. More girlish laughter drew his attention.
"Girl, you know that thirsty ass nigga blowing up my phone; he already called me fifty times and hit my cash app with five racks! Yeah uhm, well that's the limit he can send in one day; I'll call him back Sunday night right before midnight if he cash app another five hundred. Huh? Fuck no, that nigga on pussy probation for uh, well ninety days. Well yeah, he's so performative and whiny; sometimes I wish a nigga would just slap me up, grab me by the neck and bust up my cheeks! Damn I miss the good old days before all this Meetoo shit. Yeah right; you had more wiggle room with these simps back then."
"Bitch." He mumbled under his breath still holding hid phone as the unseen woman continued.
"Huh; Gerald off the grid for now but I know he'll be back sooner or later. Remember when we first started dating and that nigga thought I was this uptight virgin, huh? [Laughter from both women.] Yeah, I never said that shit; niggas be so stupid when they fucking nose open, right Sista girl? I used to get off on teasing that fat motherfucker. Oh yeah Deana, he bought took the pussy after a few months of being on the bench in the fucking friend zone. Damn right... that nigga cleaned the fuck out of my pipes, just right! [Audible laughter from both women.] Well now you know why we got married! I used to fuck with him for no reason, but he never caught on until I got busted cheating with my personal trainer."
"Fucking bitch." Willie mumbled under his breath.
"Yeah, I think that's why I "Got-Got" that night; yeah, just ran up in me while I was passed out! Huh, how the hell should I know? Hey, think Gerald would've hit the switches on this pussy if he knew it was sloppy seconds, that night? Fuck you, big titty bitch. Ain't nobody jealous, hoe! Well yeah, I cosigned that shit because I didn't know who the baby daddy was. Man, that was serious, wasn't it? I had to get weird; thanks for going with it instead of what we originally planned for the divorce. That fat fuck thought you were into him? Huh?! Yeah, he still doesn't know I was trying to frame him for cheating so he couldn't use my shit in court. Well, he made me cum so many times in that hallway that I tabled that shit. Lucky, I lost the baby because all of them niggas would've asked for a fucking paternity test."
Wille exchanged glances with the disembodied care bear head mounted on the broom. That stuffed animal head felt like a warning left behind for clueless simps. He turned content that he'd made the right decision right off the bat. His own tumultuous divorce years earlier left this man bristling with righteous indignation at the unseen hubris of this woman. He took three steps towards the front yard.
"RIGHT?!! CHEEKS ALWAYS WIN WITH THESE THIRSTY ASS NIGGAS!! RIGHT?!! NIGGAS AINT SHIT!!"
"Excuse me?" Willie mouthed under his breath now indignantly curious about the owner of the voice.
He glanced down, finding a few cinderblocks in the concrete path on the side of the home. A few were shattered with telltale signs on the battered aluminum siding which left dents and chalky residue. Willie glanced at the blocks considering things for a moment, then planted the brick solidly underneath the window climbing up onto it finding that he needed to stand on his toes to peer inside the home.
"Don't get no BBL, girl...why? That shit looked fucked up half the time and you end up with some shit that look like garbage bags on two sticks. Huh, because they ain't got no thigh implants, D! No bitch, just go with them big ass titties of yours; play to your strengths with these dusties. You know I do, girlfriend! [More Laughter.] The cheeks got them simps biting their tongues; yeah, you know how it do, baby girl!"
Willie got a look just over the edge of the windowsill.
"Aw, sheet." His eyes went saucer wide.
A literal mountain of ass filled his gaze, making his thirteen pipe bent inches inflate in seconds. Dual mountains of honey dipped cake were stuffed in a skintight pair of white fullback cotton panties. The ass was so enormous, the elastic waistband dipped in the middle creating a ridiculous meaty stuffed rear cleavage at the top while the rest bulged out at the bottom. Each of those portions of rear cheekage could've been a full ass on two smaller women; this was a kaiju sized heart shaped derriere made even more show stopping by the cinched small waist at the top of it. This was no small woman by any means.
"Deana, I could open my fucking window and yell "Kiss My Ass" and there would be a line outside it down and around the motherfucking block." Willie could hear both women laughing their asses off as he lost his footing stumbling down. He cut out back to the edge of the vandalized front yard, then stopped.
"Nobody will believe it without proof." His mind was afire with the gossip he was going to engage in after seeing something from his bucket list made flesh. His heart was thumping, his cock so hard that it hurt. Willie glanced down at his phone fumbling with it because of his trembling hands, opening his camera. He knew he had to get proof slowly drifting back to the side of the home, huffing.
"Yeah, I'm bout it; playing the role so one of my boys will fill the bag, D. Maybe I'll call your husband, ha-ha! What, I was kidding...but he does have a nice dick, for a nerd. Maybe I'll give him a handjob. RELAX HOE!! I'M JUST FUCKING WITH YOU! Wanna hit that three-way action on him? Well, you kinda owe him since you keep cheating. BITCH!! I let Gerald plow the fuck out of you because I wanted him to get his after I got mine; but he was my sneaky link after that for a minute. Liked me weight loss, I guess."
Willie got up on the cinderblock peering into the window facing the phone towards that massive baked tan derriere. The woman was reclining on her side facing away from him in the resting buddha position. He got a good look finding a bottom-heavy pear-shaped woman probably in her thirties. She was wearing a sherbert orange t-shirt that looked like a crop top on her zaftig proportions. This redbone had a big shock of curly brown, black highlighted hair affixed to her noggin like a flowy tumbleweed afro.
"Yeah well, maybe if that nigga didn't divorce me out of spite..." She continued the conversation with a breezy sigh reminiscing as she rolled onto her tummy looking at her own reflection in the mirrored sliding closet doors facing her. Willie got his first look at her face finding that her countenance reminded him of Raven Symone. She wasn't unattractive as her conversation game, rather fetching ultimately alluring as he got a shot of her in profile, followed by a shock.
It looked as if this woman was observing him in the mirror, but she kept talking as she arched up creating this insane dip in her lower back which made her huge ass, look even bigger. She reached back tugging on a persistent one cheek wedgie as the incessant chatter from the other side of the phone continued. Willie found himself unable to look away transfixed by the sight of this living fertility goddess.
"Hold on for a minute, Sista girl." He didn't register the subtle movements of this pear-shaped woman until an aluminum bat came into view.
"SHIT!!" The of her body hitting the floor like a meteorite filled Willie's ears causing him to topple off the vertically placed cinderblock headfirst onto the concrete path. The noise continued accompanied by the sounds of boxes and bumping inside the home as he cupped his temple, momentarily addled. Before he knew it, Willie found himself looking at two feet standing there in front of him. He looked up, anxious.
"HEY LADY!!" The aluminum bat just missed his head swung so hard; he felt the motion accompanied by a slight breeze as it swished in front of his face. A second lesser blow was delivered to his bicep.
"WHO SENT YOU?!!" The aluminum bat swished by again grazing his shoulder as he found himself looking at this woman up close and personal.
"NOBODY!!"
"RECORDING ME WITHOUT CONSENT IS NOT ADMISABLE IN A COURT OF LAW!! YOU CAN'T USE THAT SHIT AGAINST ME!! IS THIS ABOUT THAT FIFTEEN GRAND?!! THAT WAS A LOAN BUDDY, OKAY?!!"
"NO!!"
"OH, IS LAMEL'S WIFE PAYING YOU TO SPY ON ME?!! I DUMPED THAT NIGGA LAST MONTH CAUSE HIS FUNDS WAS LOW!! TELL DAT BITCH MELONIE SHE CAN HAVE THAT BROKE ASS LAME BACK!!" Willie was obliged to roll out of the way of another incoming swing of the bat getting more information than he bargained for while getting an eyeful of this redbone's lush curves. She didn't seem to care that she was outside on the side of the house in a badly fitted T-shirt and panties.
"TELL RICHIE, I AIN'T SIGN NO FUCKING NOTARY, SO I AIN'T PAYING THAT FIVE RACKS BACK!! THESE MY FUCKING TITTIES NOW AND AIN'T NO JUDGE GONNA REPO MY TITS!! TELL HIM TO STOP CALLING ME!!"
"Shit lady, ain't nobody sent me over here for nothing; I was...."
"OH YEAH, EMPTY YOUR POCKETS IF YOU AIN'T SPYING ON ME!!" She sounded like your classic run of the mill street thot or hood booger, but he couldn't deny what was in front of his eyes noticing the perky nature of her obviously fake breasts, which looked like a large C-cup. This woman wasn't wearing a bra and had no fear whatsoever standing at a good five eleven. Willie emptied his pockets letting loose change, a few bills and some nicknacks spill out onto the cracked pavement. She had to be late thirties, early forties with an arrested juvenile mindset of full display along with a pronounced camel toe.
"There, you happy lady?" He gestured both arms spread out like propellors on a plane.
"WHAT'S THAT?"
"What's what, lady?" Willie raised a brow, indignant as she nudged him in the temple with the ball bat.
"What's that down there, huh nigga?" He glanced down finding an embarrassing tent in his mover's coveralls, tucking his chin still finding it hard not to look at her crotch. It was level with his face.
"That's me."
"BULLSHIT!!" She thumped him with the end of the bat in the temple.
"THAT'S MY SHIT LADY, MY DICK!!" Willie shouted, flinching as she kept motioning as if she were about to swing for the fences.
"Take it out."
"What?"
"I said take it out motherfucker; if you don't take it out, I'm fence your fucking head right over that fence, nigga!"
"It's my dick, lady."
"Show it to me or you gone take your short, niggled ass to the emergency room, stat!! I fuck you the fuck up, creeping round my crib on that shit!! Who you think you messing with, little peanut head bitch! Take it out; you know that ain't your fucking dick, nigga! I KNOW PEOPLE MAN!! Want that noise, HUH FOOL?!!...wanna get shot out here in this bitch? You a stupid ass private investigator... OH!! OH FUCK!!"
Willie heard enough unzipping the front of his coveralls exposing his hairy chest and kept going until his legendary thirteen inches of street fame flopped out over his boxers happy to be seen. His thick cock possessed the girth of a water bottle with a visible vein or two on its uncircumcised surface.
It got quiet immediately as the middle-aged redbone flushed on the bridge of her button nose and cheeks. Her jaw dropped followed by these little huffing noises, then a nervous self-chuckle.
"Uhm, fuck nigga... that's you, huh?" She was chortling nervously dropping the business end of the aluminum bat to the concrete. Willie's eyes followed the bat as she flattened a palm against her chest, eyes widened with this awkward smile on her face. All he could think in the moment was that she really did favor Raven Symone in the face, but that body was built for power on another level.
"Yeah "THAT'S ME" do you mind, lady?" He reached down handling his thick manhood cupping the shaft from underneath. The tip of his swollen crown was touching the pavement.
"Wait, uh...name's...oh yeah, name's Shaila." She seemed lost in her head for a few moments, unconsciously motioning towards his meat, not wanting him to put it away.
"Willie...Willie Pete; can I get up now?" Shaila bit her lower lip as he tucked himself away zipping up his mover's coveralls.
"Uhm yeah, sure I guess." She chuckled again, still looking at the bulge in his pants making things even more awkward. Both looked away, but he couldn't help taking in her curves focusing on her cinched waist wondering if it was the result of cosmetic surgery like her bust.
"Look, I'm one of the movers; the other guy went to get a bigger truck and some more guys to pack up your stuff."
"Why?" Shaila rested the bat against her shoulder regaining her composure for a second.
"You hired movers, that's what we do lady!"
"Uhm well, yeah I hired you guys; but I just want the shit put back inside the house."
"WHAT?!"
"Yeah, all you gotta do is put my furniture and stuff back inside this house, that's all." She revealed with this stupidly innocent expression on her face that made Willie, facepalm. He raised a brow noticing Shaila's light hazel eyes were still on his prominent bulge at the moment she noticed him looking. The middle-aged redbone chuckled nervously again, picking at her shock of light brown and brunette curls. Her expression changed seconds later as she did this sort of ricking motion glancing back at her window.



"Hey bruh, you were looking in my window."
"Uhm, well..."
"Looking at my fucking ass, weren't you?"
"Look, there's a real good explanation for...."
"Yeah, the explanation is that your short tail was up on my window staring at all this ass, right? Yup, I knew I should've put up those blackout curtains last night; fucking perverts stay on my shit all the time ever since I had to move back over here! You were up there gawking at the cheeks, huh? Hey...is that a phone in your hand, bruh?" Shaila was damn near ranting to herself before noticing his cheap android.
"Hey, I was uhm, checking out all the stuff in the backyard." Willie patted himself on the back mentally remembering the vandalized backyard.
"The backyard ain't in my fucking window...GIVE IT UP BIG BABY!!" Shaila snatched his phone with a swipe of her hand, but found it locked.
"Give my phone back!" He went after it but found the end of the bat under his chin as she smiled again, biting her lower lip. Shaila held the phone in her other outstretched hand, arm extended.
"Took pics?"
"Come on lady, give my shit back."
"Movie?"
"CUT IT OUT!!" He was guilty as charged, but embarrassed knowing internally there was no way he was erasing the second longs clip with "perusing" it a few times. He tried again, but she was nimble on bare feet that looked smaller than they should have been. They jostled a little more, but it was obvious there was a line he wouldn't cross right away due to appearances and the condition of the surrounding yard.
"Yeah, busted bruh; cut it out for a minute, now." Shaila was more composed, still nudging him back waving the business end of the bat, playfully.
"Give me my phone." Willie made a play for it again getting this shrill whing scream that carried loud enough that he perceived an echo.
"Uh yeah, nope; hold that thought bruh."
"Stealing my phone?"
"Nigga please; I got like, five fucking I-Phones inside, want one boxed, bruh?" The incredulous look on her face told him she was legit in what seemed like a never ending grift of the opposite sex.
"Yeah, right."
"I'm serious; come check it out." With that, Shaila turned, walking back down the little concrete path leading presumably to her back door. Five steps away she glanced back over her shoulder, then continued on with a dip in her hip that caused these motion ripples in her uber-expansive backside.
"Dammit." Both knew she had Willie at hello.
"Coming?" Her disembodied hand appeared at the end of the narrow pathway brandishing his phone.
It disappeared from view as he followed the breadcrumbs around the back, finding the backdoor ajar with a broom used as a doorstop. William ignored his better judgement telling himself that it was all about retrieving his phone. He'd found out intimately just how a person Shaila was by happenstance but couldn't deny her natural curves and humongous derriere. It was just that she was so rachet.
"What the hell?" Shaila's kitchen was completely bombed out with spaces for the missing fridge, freezer and stove delineated by appropriately sized dust shadows in the shapes of the aforementioned appliances except for the stove. Someone had taken a crowbar to the "relocated" item removing it with criminal intent before taking said crowbar to a few of the cabinets shattering the doors.
"Wanna drink?" Shaila offered sheepishly as Willie surveyed the carnage in disbelief.
"From where?" She chuckled innocently, unbothered by the destruction of her living space while he noticed some of the pea-colored tiles in a heap near the kitchen doorway leading to the rest of the house.
"Come into my bedroom; I've got a minifridge in there, okay?" Willie couldn't believe Shaila was acting like the utter destruction of her home was no big deal. He took a step backwards waving her off.
"Look I don't know what you got going on here, but I don't want nobody running up on me out there in them fucking streets. I mean, you got some brother willing to smash up your shit like Thanos; I don't want no part of that mess. I feel like I'm gonna have to start carrying my strap just standing here in this busted kitchen." Shaila pooh poohed and made little gestures, pouting like some spoiled kid.
"Ain't nobody gonna be chasing you because they don't know I'm here."
"GREAT!" Willie turned towards the door, but she stomped her foot which resulted in a loud creak of the weathered wood underneath. Shaila brandished his phone, hiding it by folding her arms with a mischievous chuckle that belied her true casual malevolent nature. She cocked her head to one side motioning with a singer pointer finger crooked back in her direction.
"You really gonna let me keep your phone; I mean you look yoked and hard despite being a shortie; so, you're really moist, huh bruh?"
"Ain't nobody moist, lady."
"You're running from a girl."
"Have you noticed that your kitchen and everything else...LOOKS LIKE IT FELL OUT OF A FUCKING WORMHOLE?!!" Shaila snickered at my aside tucking her chin, looking at her bare feet twinkling her toes which were painted a light shade of orange.
"You're very funny; so uhm, give me a minute or two, okay?" Shaila reasoned.
"Why?"
"Come on here, nigga!" Shaila's jovial tone belied her actions as Willie was ushered into her boudoir, which was the next room over.
The large room turned out to be a cluttered affair featuring closets stuffed so full of clothing, they couldn't be fully closed while a dresser and adjacent vanity table were studies in binge spending and hoarding with drawers haphazardly so packed, they were starting to break apart. A full makeup kit stacked atop another looked like a tool box. A minifridge near the window he'd peered in, was stocked to capacity with disposable food and more than a few liquor bottles as Shaila cheesed at Willie gesturing towards that fridge using the ball bat like a wand.
"Wanna drink; you look like a screwdriver type although I don't know if the OJ is still good; got Heineken, too, just have a seat on the bed." There was a ring light with a camera mounted inside it that was on even though it was the middle of the day. He looked up finding the lighting fixture missing leaving a crater in the roof that gave him further pause.
"I think I'm good standing."
"Don't be that way ; especially when we have something in common."
"What?"
"Well, are you gonna unlock your phone and let me see the video?" Shaila continued letting her fingers run over the keys while talking to him as if she weren't trying to break into it.
"What video?"
"Ha-ha, very funny; come on, I was on porn hub for months before somebody spoke up and let me know. Some punks were filming me almost every night in various stages of undress and that shit was racking up the views. I was mad about that shit, but I thought to myself..."Self, you could be mad about a bunch of assholes jerking it to you; or, you can weaponize that shit and get a bag under hubby's nose. Got a cam thingie going on, and started racking up dollars on the low while my hubby was working a temp job." Shaila opened the minifridge keeping her body at an angle after shoving his phone into the waistband of her giant panties. Willie watched the outline of my android phone against her left buttock.
"What's that gotta do with me?"
"Well, I think we're in a unique position here, uhm?"
"Willie." He filled in the blank as Shaila raised a brow stopping for a moment to look at him, slightly disparaging.
"That's your name?"
"Yeah, you gotta problem with it?"
"Uhm, well like I said, I started getting into the online thing and making a bit of coin, you know? Got my duckets in a row and even started working out at the gym. After a while I was working out with my personal trainer, too; then my husband lost his job for perving on some white bitch. Him being at home, kinda messed with the flow because he didn't know about any of that webcam shit. I put the boots to him, had Gerald sleeping on the couch because I wanted to make him desperate to get another job, so that I could get back to my real job."
"Real job?"
"Online adult shit; damn haven't you heard a word I've said, uhm Willie? On second thought, that name fucking fits like a glove."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"It means...sit down and listen, William." Shaila turned to him with a thin glass with two fingers of orange juice inside it. He took it instinctually watching as she backed away sticking a hand in the closet coming up with a bottle of Vodka. She filled the glass, then bumped him with a hip making the man fall onto the bed barely keeping the liquor from spilling out.
"What do you want lady?"
"Shaila, that's my name and you have my permission to use it; would you like that shit in writing?"
"What do you want, Shaila?"
She hesitated looking towards her window which was facing the opposing end of the neighboring home, then at his face smiling. My eyes went into business for themselves gazing at her camel toe and the curve of her overly wide hips. Willie forced himself to look at her face which had this smug knowing expression written all over it. His resultant smirk told her they were on the same page.
"I'm uh, starting up again; my business with the internet stuff. My former business partner had to dip out due to an unfortunate incident with the IRS. Still, he left me with all this stuff, so I decided to uh...make new content, alright? Hey, you were looking in that window, and probably filmed me too, right bruh? I mean, we're adults, consenting adults here, okay. So what I'm saying is...Me, uhm you and that nice bed you're sitting on, William. Man, that dick is uhm, my kinda sorta, preference."
Willie drained the small glass noticing that it came from a hotel brand, likely pilfered.
"All that talking when all you had to say was you wanna fuck." Shaila shrugged with the bat between both hands.
"Wanna fuck?" The aluminum bat hit the floor with a loud thud.
"Hell yeah!" He stood straight up in front of the wayward redbone who wasted no time drawing that zipper down until his manhood was firmly in the palm of her right hand. It fattened on contact.
"Damn this fucking dick is like a baby leg; aw shit it's really hard and so fat, I can barely wrap my fingers around it." Shaila was long stroking his manhood from stem to stern marveling at the uncircumcised wonder. It was so big and thick, her hand looked tiny handling it as she got progressively more excited squeezing and stroking it with a pronounced flick of the wrist.
Shaila pressed into his side with the other hand flat against the small of his lower back jacking his third leg gleefully as she continued. His large hand landed in the middle of her butt finding a semi-solid watery consistency that excited him to no end. The watery jiggle and semi-dense nature of her cheeks was something to see as her nips got visibly harder hidden behind the material of her orange t-shirt.
"Damn, I can't get over the motherfucking hardness of this dick; usually when the guy is big like this, it really can't get fully hard, but yours is different, bruh. Fuck!! Aw shit, I could play with it all fucking day. Bet you got bitches stalking you, huh? Damn bruh! Hey man, you ever like, measure this thing?"
"Thirteen inches."
"Oh yeah; how much does it weigh?"
"Cut it out." Shaila giggled added more speed tightening her grip on it, transfixed.
"Shit, its like a fucking Shake Weight; that talking barbel from that South Park show. Yeah, look at the hardness and there just the right amount of loose skin on it. Hey, if you cum its not over, is it? I mean you can still go a round or two, right? I bet only a trickle comes out cause big dicks can't cum like smaller ones."
"If you keep doing that, you're gonna find out."
"Oh yeah, I wanna see it blow. I always get a man off first because that makes it last longer the second time; as you can see, I bring a whole lotta cake to the table, bruh. Niggas bust when they see it, so a girl's gotta do what it do. My old personal trainer was holding, but he couldn't do it more than five-ten minutes without blowing his load; but you're better, right? Damn, I can't get over this thickness."
"Aw shit lady, keep going. That shit feels hella good, Shaila. I'm gonna show you some cum if you keep it up like that. Aw damn, I like the way you're squeezing it in the middle. Feel like you're pinching it off. Damn, you really know how to jerk a brother off; this shit feels ghud...aw fuck, aw shit Shaila."
"I started jerking my first boyfriend off to get out of giving it up; he was always trying to get in my panties, but I was afraid my mom would find out. She always said she would put me out if she found out I was fornicating, so I got good with my hands. Roderick, that was his name, started liking it so much he wanted it all the time. Sometimes he would take all his clothes off and let me play as much as I liked. I loved making him cum all over himself while I still had my clothes on. Shit, I can barely wrap my fingers around this pipe."
"Ug, fuck Shaila; I can feel you working the cum outta my dick." He was close.
"Yeah this big ass vein on your dick got fatter; that feel good? You like it, huh? Having a big juicy booty bitch play with your shit, huh baby? Wanna cum with my hand? Niggas used to like fucking my hands when they couldn't get the draws. This guy was gonna leave me by the side of the road when I told him I wasn't gonna fuck after he bought me dinner; guess what? Yeah, I jerked him off so much, that he could barely push down on the gas petal taking me home. That nigga drove me home with out no pants on."
"...aw, shit girl. Keep it up, fuck my dick with that hand, aw fuck. I'm bout to bust."
"Bust a nut?"
"Bust for me, William; I wanna see how a big, beautiful dick like this, cums. I like making niggas cum and then rubbing their jizz all over my hands before jacking their shit off some more. Hey man, you know how many guys I made walk funny the next day without getting the pussy, huh?"
"I don't care, keep going."
"You gonna cum for me?" Her long stroke added a new layer of pleasure gliding over the crown, sometimes letting the tip rest cushioned against her soft palm before she'd stroke hard enough to make her huge expansive ass jiggle and wobble. Their was a slight curve in his length that had Shaila excited.
"Yeah, keep doing it just like that." Willie was beyond close.
"Okay baby, give me some cum; blow a load for Shaila. I wanna see it, bruh; wanna see how your face look when you bust. Come on, give me what I want, cum all over my hand. Bet you didn't get up today thinking you'd end up getting an "old fashioned" from a big juicy booty bitch, huh nigga? I like playing, sucking, and definitely FUCKING big ass dicks! Gonna cum, yet? Gonna cum; or do I have to put it in my mouth? Is that what you want, huh William? Want me to knob the fuck out of this thing, huh nigga?!"
Shaila made these slurping wet sounds as she jacked, tugged and happily played with flair and flicks of the wrist. His reddish, purple crown was leaking precum eventually getting splashed of his essence everywhere as Shaila squeezed harder using short, rough jerky movement isolated to a small controlled portion in the middle of his shaft. This was intentional getting an unrelenting pressure while the neglected potions of his endowment throbbed and twitched. His inner thighs were pulsing, hard.
"Aw yeah, I wanna make you walk funny. You ain't gonna be able to do your job today; all you gonna do is sleep like a motherfucking baby, and then jerk off thinking about this hand. One time, I wanted to hook up with my trainer, but my loser husband was at home sleeping on the couch until he got a new job; I wasn't giving up no pussy, so I waited until he was laying down and jerked that nigga off for two hours until he passed out, then fucked my boyfriend until four in the morning right down the street. He was about to wake up when I put my key in the door coming in, so I jerked him off again. Sometimes, I think Gerald stayed on that couch because he liked my hand better than my big ass. What do you think William?"
"I- I THINK YOU BOUT TO FIND OUT BITCH!" He lost control melting in her jacking right hand as his thighs seized up forcing a guttural scream out of this man who considered himself a battle hardened veteran in matters between men and women. Shaila's chubby right hand was making an honest man out of Willie.
A thick pulsing wad of cum exploded from the head of his uncircumcised horse cock followed by two more milky bursts that nearly brought tears to his eyes as Shaila whooped and giggled like a tike enjoying herself with a new toy. Her fist was jerking between the midpoint and base of his endowment, slamming into the root like she was using a hammer. She was so rough, more cum started to splash about as she finished up with a really hard screwing motion that caused cum to run down his shaft.
"Damn, that's a nice load; you must really like me, huh baby?" Her grip softened sliding along the whole of his oversized cock. She used a thumb to tease the head of his cock earning a yelp from the hard breathing man. Half of his coveralls hung off his shoulder exposing his hairy, well defined pecs over a slight pot belly.
"Got-damn, that shit was...." Shaila leaned in licking one of his embarrassingly erect nipples, eventually suckling and nursing on it making his cock twitch and start to fatten.
"Yeah, I know; I got a PHD in driving stick, if you know what I mean, huh?" Willie could do nothing but nod in agreement as Shaila suddenly had a thought.
"Hey, you're here to move my stuff back into the house; they just sent one man?" Willie shook his head in the negative as she nursed his spent cock back to full health with a steady glazed hand long stroke.
"The...other guy went to get a bigger truck and some guys to help out."
"How long ago was that shit?" Willie opened his eyes which had been shut midway through his orgasm, raising a brow at the question. He was drenched in sweat from head to toe with a stain on the back of his coveralls. Shaila's hawkish soft girl features glistened into the sunlight as she shrugged innocently.
"Don't you think you should call up your buddy and tell him to bring you some lunch from Culvers; like you should hurry up and tell him to bring you some of those bomb ass burgers. Yeah, you need some lunch, and maybe those worker immigrants niggas, too."
"I'm not hungry."
"Don't you think you SHOULD CALL UP YOUR BUDDY...and TELL HIM TO BRING YOU SOME BURGERS FROM CULVERS?!! It's only fair since he left you holding the bag, right bruh?!" Shaila tightened her grip on his cock wagging it as she explained things phonetically using it like Morris code with a tapping motion.
"But I'm not..."
"NEGRO, DON'T YOU THINK YOU SHOULD CALL UP YOUR COWORKER AND TELL THAT NIGGA TO BRING YOU SOME MUTHAFUCKIN BURGERS FROM CULVERS?!! YOU-ARE-VERY-FUCKING-HUNGRY, BRUH!!" Shaila jovial looking features clouded over with a furrowed brow at its peak making her countenance resemble some sort of gargoyle made flesh. They exchanged glances as she started twisting his cock.
"Oh, okay." His phone returned shoved into his belly allowing her now free hand to invade his boxers grabbing and overflowing handful of his equally large hairy balls. Both of them started nodding staring at one another as he dialed up Marvin on speaker unable to look away from her face.
"YEAH!"
"Where you at, bruh!"
"Hey man, I know you wanna get out of there but I just got the truck! Can you just hang on a minute until I get there, okay Willie?! I'm gonna drop by Home Depot and pick up some help!" Shaila leaned in making a gesture that he followed around her bedroom before he realized what she was silently communicating.



"Take it back!!"
"WHAT?!!"
"We supposed to put this shit in the house over here." Willie explained as Shaila stifled a giggle, then lapped at his shoulder blade narrowing her eyes sneakily with a half smirk. His own roughhewn calloused hands breached the elastic waistband of her white cotton panties finding a pillow sized semi-solid ass cheek. It was so big and expansive, Willie was hard pressed simply trying to fondle it.
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!"
"Yeah, look I know this is some weird shit and I hate to ask, but can you hook me up with lunch? Don't worry, I'm gonna kick back and help you out but I'm fucking starved. I just want some burgers, okay?" Shaila's expensive I-Phone appeared in front of his face up close with a message on its screen reminding him of those requested burgers. The thick redbone freed this one from its ring light mount.
"Okay, I'll drop by..."
"Culvers."
"Huh?"
"Can you get some burgers from Culvers; man I been craving those for a minute. Yeah, get some burgers from over there alright?"
"Willie, that joint is halfway across town and I'm driving a moving truck! Maybe I can drop by Mickey D's instead." Shaila flicked her tongue on his nipple licking down his belly until he felt her plush lips on the tip of his crown, tongue darting out in these stabbing motions tickling the slit there.
"WANT ME TO CASH APP THAT SHIT?!" Shaila took the big bulbous head of his cock slipping her tongue into the hood around his prick with a motivational swirl. She kept sucking hard with audible slurps.
"Damn man, you really want them fucking burgers, huh?"
"You gonna do me a solid?" There was a pause on the line while Shaila drifted down sucking on the upper half of Willie's cock. The applied foamy sloppy top was incredible prompting him to the verge of begging.
"Alright, just text me what you want, and I'll hit you up for the bill when I order." Marvin sounded exasperated before ending the call as Shaila stood up slipping her hands inside his work coveralls. The garment fell to his knees leaving his boxers out in the open, just below his pendulous balls.
"Now that's what I'm talking about; fuck man, Culvers is about a good forty minute drive from here so we got just under an hour or less. I used to do that shit to my man all the time when I was fuck-uh, entertaining." This woman had no shame to speak of making Willie wonder why she was especially candid with him.
"Shit."
"Aw come on William; like you care when I'm about to get mine. You'd better be good or I'm gonna have to sit on your face." Shaila went to a messy cluttered bedside table which had some out of place toys and action figures there reaching down between it and her bed giving me the full Monty of those panties stretched wide across an ass that was bigger than his chest, arms at his sides, included. The thing was completely full with big oval shaped individual cheeks wobbling continuously like jello.
This was a banner moment in his life having had two other women in the heavyweight division; neither of those past conquests were on Shaila's level facially and one probably matched her oral skill but was built like a Weeble wobble. His brow raised when she reappeared with a plastic bottle of lube, grinning in what was becoming a signature sneaky manner. This hoe was for the streets and carried it with pride as Willie ripped off the band aid losing his coveralls, but retaining his Timberland boots as Shaila knelt.
"Your dick is kinda big; mentioned that already, huh? A girl's gotta be careful with monsters like these, especially one that can get as hard as a standard six incher. If we don't use a lot of this, could be disastrous for the kitty. Fuck, this thing is probably gonna have me soaking in my tub for a week, but hey bruh...this is uh, a bucket list moment for the bitches. Are you uhm, African or something?"
"No."
"Haitian?"
"Nope."
"Nigerian, Jamaican, Dominican...ringing a bell, here?"
"Fuck no!"
"Are you sure; I'm looking at this thing and you might have to call yo' momma up or hit that ancestry website, bruh. This dick is pure grade Mandingo, homie; ew, wee you gotta j-pipe down here my nigga. I'm gonna have to call your momma about this shit."
"HEY DON'T TALK ABOUT MY.....AW!! Aw fuck, bitch; aw yeah, knob that shit off." Shaila engulfed half of him twisting and jerking the rest with this screwing motion, both hands.
Her fingers slid up and down his shaft becoming progressively wet and slimy drenched in frothy saliva and precum. She was pretty with looks that hovered right in the middle of the girl next door and a full blown 304 from the streets. Her sexual pedigree leaned heavily towards the latter. Her cheeks inverted hard stretched to the max around his girth accompanied by a series of loud soul sucking slurps. This shady woman was getting it up outta him going hard enough to make him arch towards her face.
"GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!" Shaila took a beating facially quickly tapping out on the outside of his thigh pounding it with her fist. There was this audible, wet sounding pop as his monster cleared her lips followed by a frothy deluge that ran off her chin. The front of that orange t-shirt was damp with spit and precum as she kept twisting harder and harder while pumping her stuffed cheeks.
"AH!! AH!! AT-AT-AT-AWWW SHIT!!" Shaila whipped her head back snatching her hands away letting them hover just outside his thighs.
A thick rope shot out of Willie hitting her across the face followed by several more that made a mess of her t-shirt. Halfway through the third burst, Shaila grabbed his cock like she owned it twisting and jerking like her life depended on it. She harvested a series of explosive bursts from the head of his prick.
"Like that shit, right?" Shaila chuckled patting the bed for him to have a seat on its edge.
"Fuck yeah." Willie was guided down into a seat on the edge of the bed as she kept stroking his manhood making everything wet and sticky, intermittently spitting on it.
"That's how I used to put my hubby to sleep when we were married; but don't you even think about passing out on me, bruh. Like I said, a bitch gotta gets hers and I didn't want no motherfucking short-short quick shot nigga on the buns. We got probably a good thirty to forty minutes before your partner shows up with them burgers. Nigga, I wanna ask you a question. Can you answer a simple question?"
"Aw yeah, what is it?"
"Are you licensed to handle heavy equipment?" Shaila stood up between his spread thighs using the tops of his thighs, sliding her panties down exposing a shaved mound. She turned with smacking Willie upside he head nearly knocking him over the side of the mattress facing away touching her toes.
"AW SHT, GOT-DAMMIT!!" A large shadow covered his face and upper body.
Willie found himself face with Shaila's monstrosity of an ass. It left him unable to speak for a few moments, jaw dropped to the carpet. His heart was thumping wildly, as he took in the planet sized globes that made up this gargantuan nightmare. Each cheek was big enough to be a large size ass on two separate women, likely BBW'S. There was a visible jiggle and bouncy nature to it as he raised trembling hands almost afraid to touch it. It was all natural, evidenced by the light barely there stretch marks at the junction where her thighs met her hips. This was a massive perfectly shaped heart.
Willie buried his face deep in the crack bringing both of his mitt sized hands down on the outside of her hips in a dual open-handed slap that echoed off the walls. He was locked into survival mode licking nibbling and sucking completely blinded by the buns. The man honestly didn't care what he was doing sticking his tongue wherever it landed, eating groceries and everything else until Shaila decided to be funny with a powerful single twerk on his face. It felt like a punch in the nose as she laughed, slowly standing up reaching back with fingers in the meaty undercuff of those cakes, jiggling them in his face.
"That was cool but you'd better hold my kitty down, or I'm gonna drag yo' short ass all over the place." Shaila was like some humanoid triceratops crawling across his lap until her butt was level with the right side of his head. She gave his temple a bop with her wall-like ass cheek almost sending him over the opposite side of the bed. He got behind her finding Shaila in a face down fetal position, vertically. He glanced down finding her fingers interlocked behind her thick thighs noticing more stretch marks there as well. Her face was hidden from view by the large brown and black curly lions mane about her noggin.
"Damn, your fucking ass is so soft." Willie grabbed big handfuls of the cheeks enjoying himself gradually digging his nails into her meaty under cuffs spreading Shaila apart finding a rich glistening pinkness.
"Stick it in, man." There was a trace of irritation in her normally glib sounding that spoke to the inner roughness hidden deep inside. The crown of his horse sized manhood was fully exposed, dripping.
"WAIT-HOLD UP A MINUTE!!" Shaila quickly knelt upright on her knees shoving and elbow then scrambling forward on all fours to the bedside table again.
"What?"
"Better safe than sorry, bruh." He facepalmed when Shaila pulled a roll of golden packet condoms from a drawer.
Everything about her was a red flag tinged with a breezy sort of self-awareness that was disarming as the bottom-heavy redbone crawled over taking his cock between her lips sucking the knob passionately before drawing back brandishing the bottle of lube. She squirted a few streams while holding his cock vertically watching it slowly run the length of his shaft over her fist at the base. She started stroking it with the same twisting motion making it harder, before rolling on the condom with mixed results.
"Damn William; that's a magnum and it barely fits. Well, gotta do what I gotta do to get plugged, right? Oh, wait until we started because you're gonna love this shit, trust and believe, bruh. The first big one I had well, let's just say it was kind of an uphill battle. Live and learn when your stomach is bigger than your eyes, huh?" Shaila was squirting even more of the gel on the outside of the condom, glancing up at his face, stroking before adding a second condom.
"Ain't that a little paranoid?"
"Tell me you didn't just say that shit when we just met this fucking morning; we're hooking up man, you-are-a-rando, nigga. Lucky you're working with this pipe or I'd kick you to the curb for saying that mess. I got kids and a bitch ain't got no time to be waiting on doctor papers telling me whether I'm clean or dirty. Fuck, you should be thanking me because a lot of hoes would let you go in raw and play Russian roulette with both of y'all shit downstairs. Here take this bottle and just hold it." There was no denying the underlying matronly tone of her voice as she resumed the position on all fours glancing over her voice at Willie, expectantly.
"What?" Shaila eyes darted between the bottle of lube and his face before she answered.
"Well, guess a SSBBW tutorial is in order for the dim bulb, huh? Don't get mad, just listen to the sound of my voice and follow directions. Turn the bottle upside down press it against the crack of my ass; I'm sure you can't miss all this back here, right bruh? Pressi t against the crack of my ass and squeeze, okay? We need a lot of lubrication because you're rocking a third leg and a half. Oh, uncap the bottle."
Wille felt like planting his Timberland in the middle of her boulder sized ass, but knew he wouldn't because of said ass. When all was said and done, Shaila was a bucket list opportunity just as much as he was for her. She shuddered a bit feeling the gel cascade between her massive tanned cheeks glazing her peach, staring back again desperate for action. He tossed the bottle aside as his phone started ringing.
"AW FUCK!!" Shaila's frustration bubbled to the top as he answered the call.
"Yeah?"
"Oh uh, I'm over here at the place with the two guys I hire; what do you want?" Shaila straightened her arms looking back at him pointedly, then dipped her head responding when he rubbed her slit finding her so wet, some of her essence visibly coated the very tip of his cockhead.
"Get some burgers, I don't know." He kept it up rubbing her slit letting more of the knob like head tease the opening, poking it a bit but refraining from entering. Willie wanted a little payback for all the crap Shaila talked when she wanted to jump him the moment she saw his pride and joy.
"Want me to read you the menu?"
"Yeah!" Shaila's head whipped in his direction almost snarling. He plopped the crown inside her folds which made her shudder. Goosebumps appeared on her tanned sun kissed back with a few on her enormous buttocks.
"Okay Willie." Willie liked the reaction repeating it a few times watching her struggle to keep her composure while he talked. She was so wet; he was getting these squishy sounds encouraged to keep it up as his partner went through the menu. Shaila kept looking back at his face desperately, then decided to be funny raising a finger signaling something she wanted from the menu, starting to pop her hips.
"Oh shit."
"Huh, Wille?" The resultant motion ripple radiated outward from the top of her rear cleavage in this watery fashion demonstrating the softness of her pillowy cheeks. Shaila kept it up lightly sawing her oily slit on the tip of his cock moaning a little when it would slightly slip inside.
"OH UH, BRING ME A FEW OF THEM DELUXE BURGERS, BUT MAKE SURE YOU GET THAT PEPPER GRINDER!! AND GET THOSE GUYS SOME SHIT, TOO!! I'LL HIT YOU UP ON CASH APP RIGHT NOW!" Willie ended the call hanging up in Marvin's face humorously tossing his android atop Shaila huge ass as he grabbed mitt-sized handfuls of her hips locking his legs. Shaila went back into position, fingers interlocked behind her thighs almost salivating. Willie watched the head of his cock prod her wet slit.
Wilie was unprepared for the shrill piercing scream that erupted from this thick redbone that could probably be heard a few doors over in the quiet neighborhood hamlet. It sounded like she'd been run through with a sword and then repeatedly bludgeoned as he filled her to capacity and the hilt. The base of his considerable endowment was pressed into the curve of her humongous ass, skintight.
"OH, MY GAWD!!" Was the only thing he understood while the rest of it became unintelligent gibberish as Willie started beating her back out with these vicious long strokes. Those wet, squishy sounds and squelches got progressively louder while Shaila creamed all over his horse sized phallus holding on for dear life. It was a testament to her covert flexibility that she was able to maintain that kneeling face down fetal position trusting him to keep her from crashing down with all her weight on her neck.
"AW FUCK!! AW SHIT!! YOU WANT THIS KAK!! TAKE THIS KAK HOE!! DO IT!! DO YOUR FUCKIN JOB!" She was so wet and slippery; William lost his composure going into thuggish sex talk as he railed that reddened badonkadunk like a maniac. The lube inside and outside the condom along with the precautions taken, was a difference maker providing a tight narrow tunnel he couldn't stop pounding. Shaila was taking an absolute mauling as he got street dribbling that monster ass into his pelvis creating these loud wet sounding smacks of their dueling uglies. In short, he was beating her back out like a boss.
Shaila added to the raucous noise created by their coupling with these bleating whimpers and sobs which made it sound like she was getting some kind of old school corporal punishment with a big black belt, instead of his certified BBC. Queefs emboldened Willie to push himself harder into her cheeks noticing how much they parted with each thrust revealing this fleshy sleeve attached to his manhood like a lamprey eel. He'd seen this before when he'd hooked up with smaller, sleight of figure women, but it was crazy seeing this on a big bottom-heavy, pear-shaped redbone.
"YOU GETTING ALL OF THIS KAK!! YOU GONNA RIDE THIS KAK ALL THE WAY TO THE FUCKIN MOON HOE!" Willie was drenched in sweat, getting so enthralled that he planted a timberland boot on the bed at her left side, pounding sand out of her cheeks at an angle. The visual of those soft, jiggly cheeks changing shape with every labored thrust had him fit to be tied. The bulbous head of his cock was wreaking havoc on the back of her embattled pussy with prejudice forcing Shaila to unlock her fingers.
Her palms ended up flat on the bedding adjacent to the sides of her head as she spread her thick legs further apart assuming a frog-like posture to accommodate the trouser snake blowing her back out.
"UN!! UN!! UN!! YOU WANT YO'SHIT CLAPPED UP THOT?!! UNG!! UNG!! TAKE ALL THIS KAK HOE!!" Shaila's shrill almost emergency test code level screams went a decibel higher intermingled with these distressed gasps and nonstop sobbing. The whole of the planets sized ass before him was a jiggling blur of motion. Large crescent shaped arcs of motion were flowing across her redbone backside towards her waist with both halves of her buns spread further apart exposing more of that fleshy sleeve.
Willie got both feet planted on the mattress outside her thighs mounting Shaila bulldog style. His shorter stature forced the man to bend over her back with both hands hooked over the back of her shoulders. Shaila accommodated him by rising up locking her locking her elbows. His manhood plunged out her sloppy box thumping the back of her throbbing cunt like nobody's business. The wet, floppy bounce of her massive sweaty buttocks went all over the place as he gave the duplicitous redbone the business.
"Huh?" Willie stopped on a dime leaving his oversized prick embedded balls deep inside Shaila.
"What?" She was huffing, coughing a little from the exertion as she realized why he stopped.
His phone was ringing off to the side under some of the ruffled clothing bedding as they exchanged glances. Willie shrugged, drenched in sweat wiping his slippery palms on his defined pecs before retrieving his android. Shaila scoffed blowing an errant curl out of her own glistening features.
"Yep, hello?"
"Hey Willie, you sending the money, or not? I got bags of food on the counter they won't release until I come up with the funds. Are you scamming me, huh Willie; I got hungry guys over here!"
"OH!...uhm, sorry about that, bruh." He shot Marvin sixty bucks he didn't have staring at Shaila who was twirling a pointer finger for him to wrap things up.
"Alright, got it Willie! For a minute there I thought you were scamming me."
"That's fucked up; you really thought I'd tell you to go to a restaurant and then stiff you out of the check?!"
"Well, you kind of hung up in my face, Willie."
"My phone, uh died." Shaila grimaced looking like she wanted to pop him on the back of the head.
"Yeah, well how'd you answer this call, then?"
"The client let me use an outlet." Shaila reared up, but he pushed her back down on all fours as she mouthed silent obscenities while he tried to end the conversation.
"Oh, you met her? I'll bet she's a real bitch for somebody to do that to her yard like that, huh? Man, I'd probably quit like you did if I didn't need the money! That crazy, huh Willie? Probably some kind of 304, a straight skank, right? Damn, what kind of fuckery is that female on...what was her name again, Willie?"
"SHAILA!!" The phone was snatched from his hand as she answered the question, ending the call tossing it aside, spiking it on the floor. They exchanged stared daggers for a few moments...
"AW SHEET!! AW FUK!! YOU MUTHA!! AWG!! AWG!! UN-UN!! FUCKIN!! AH!! AW KEEP ON DOING THAT!! FUCK THAT PUSS-SEEE!! SHORT ASS MUTHA-AWG!! OH SHIT!! IT HITTING ALL MY SPOTS!!"



Willie went hard in the paint pounding enough sand out of her big jello buns to fill several beaches. Shaila raised one hand clawing at the air before mauling her right tit, pinching her nipple. His meat stick hit with the force of a piston knocking out a new wall in her sloppy cunt. Shaila went face first into the ruffled bedding reaching survival mode now making it clap loud enough that anyone within earshot would've thought someone was bouncing a basketball inside her bedroom. Shaila was getting got."
"YEAH...YEAH...YEAH, FUCK THAT KAK!! DO YA'FUCKIN JOB AND MAKE A NIGGA CUM, HOE!!" The baritone sound of his voice sent jolts of excited energy to her crotch making her nearly incontinent. The sound of his thuggish dirty talk was just what the doctor ordered for this hyper thick redbone who'd hade her gigantic ass cheeks kissed by way too many men in recent history. Her fetish besides huge breeding cocks, was being manhandled and bred like a two-dollar whore. Shaila liked the rough stuff, craved it enough to step outside of multiple relationships and eventually her marriage to Gerald.
"OH!! OH!! OOOOHHHH FAAAWK!! KEEP FUCKING THAT SHIT!! BEAT IT UP!! BEAT IT UP, MAN!!" The whole of her being was engulfed in a heated, humid bubble as he began to feel the impending climax approaching. Willie followed orders perfectly yanking backwards on her left arm, using his other big, calloused hand around her throat from the back. Shaila was getting her huge watery cakes smashed into sexual oblivion as tears mixed with the residue of the mascara from a previous night out on the town, began to flow freely down her cheeks. Her mouth hung open gasping and huffing, very close.
"BITCH YOU BETTER CUM ON THIS KAK!! CUM ON THIS MOTHERFUCKING KAK OR I'M GONNA FUCK YA'ASS SO HARD, YOU GONNA BE UP IN A FUCKING WHEELCHAIR!! DO YA'JOB, HOE ASS BITCH!!" Wilie lost himself to the nirvana capturing her other arm now drawing back hard enough to make Shaila arch that monster donk, kneeling upright stuffed to the gills. Her light brown eyes fluttered, starting to roll up into her head as she faceplanted onto the sweat soaked mattress taking Willie along for the ride.
They ended up in an economy sized version of the prone bone where his five-foot seven height didn't matter one bit. Both were the same size laying down and his extraordinary manhood was embedded between her pillow sized cheeks to the hilt, balls hanging out cushioned by her fat, wobbly inner thighs. Willie Pete assumed the diamond pushup position on her wide back giving her middle aged donk repeated wrecking ball thrusts bouncing off said ass like a trampoline. Every thrust spread her thighs wider, scraping her slimy walls forcing it up out of her. Her cries and euphoric whimpers excited him."
"CUM BITCH CUM!! CUM BITCH CUM!! CUM BITCH CUM!! CUM BITCH CUM!! CUM BITCH CUM!!" Willie growled thrusting and grinding her up making those loose floppy cheeks part wider than before exposing everything, both openings. Shaila buried her face timidly embarrassed at her barely there "chub rub" and steady sobs of pure joy and excitement. Willie kept it up enjoying this fateful morning tryst to the fullest. It had been a long while since he had some pussy as good as Shaila's. If it were humanly possible, he'd keep fucking the shit out of her for a marathon week, if he could.
"AH!! AH!! AHM, CUMMIN!! AHM, CUMMIN BABY!! AHM, CUMMING ON YO' KAK!! SHEET, NIGGAAA!!" The rest was lost in the damp bedding as Shaila burst like the fourth of July, suddenly seizing up and clamping down on the upper half of Willie's manhood with the quickness and speed of a sprung mousetrap. All control was lost as Shaila flopped around underneath him like a beached fish. Those basketball cheeks went rouge twisting and bopping like she was trying to scurry away from the dick.
Willie let his weight keep her pinned to the bed, getting a little extra from her squirming as his thighs seized up painfully tight for the third time as he began filling the condom. His limbs were locked in place letting that huge sun kissed ass milk another load out of his weathered prick. Willie was left looking at the wealth of curly highlighted hair that framed her hawkish beauty. Finally, Shaila simmered down becoming inert matter, wheezing and huffing under his gaze. She turned her head profile, gasping.
"Hey, where're you going?" He'd thought to pull back dismounting the prone woman, but she turned on her side capturing his arm by the wrist. Shaila's face was utterly flushed with a goofy smile plastered across it signaling a job well done.
"I was getting off; we done, right?" She looked three sheets to the wind, but her grip felt like iron. Willie pulled back slowly, but she rolled over sitting up following the withdrawal of his arm looking up into his face, visibly slap happy. Shaila glanced at her chubby hand wrapped around his wrist, then relented.
"Sorry, about that; must be genetic or something since my great auntie told me that's how she caught her first husband back in the day. Don't worry William baby; I'm not that insecure." Shaila scooted to the edge of the bed handling his member with a toothy grin carefully removing the condom from his horse cock licking her bottom lip sneaking peeks up at his face as a deluge of backed up cum ran over her hands before she knotted off the latex. His endowment was wet, slick with a greasy feel to her hands.
"Aw hell nall." Shaila used her cum glazed hands on his cock twisting and jerking inching closer until the upper half was between her lips, cheeks inverted in a loud slurp that carried and echoed off the walls.
Willie was obliged to move closer allowing her to take just under a half which was her capacity with the knob head of his prick poking the inside of her cheek randomly. Shaila made love to his cock for the next five minutes jerking, tugging, slapping it on her rounded cheeks and lips. There was this surreal quality to the proceedings as she went ham on his man meat letting it all hang out, sexually speaking pulling up the hem of her cum and spit drenched tee exposing a fake breast. It was a nice spongy conical C-Cup.
"Round 2, quickie?" Shaila raised the remaining condom with a salacious lip biting grin.
The decision was an instant no-brainer when she slurped down the upper half of his endowment with that patented sloppy top letting more syrupy saliva and bubbled precum run off her chin. Willie let go grabbing a handful of her tee exposing her breasts. Shaila flowed with his movements folding the shirt behind her head lovingly tapping his cock on her one breast, then the other randomly sucking on the end of it as hard as she could. His view was obscured by her abundance of thick highlighted curls.
"AW YEAH SUCK THAT KAK!! AW SHT!! SUCK!! [Popping and slurping sounds.] FUUUG!! YEAAAHHH!!" Her hands screwed and jerked mercilessly as if she wanted to rip Willie's manhood free of his body. Shaila adopted this frenetic tugging jerk isolated to the middle of his shaft working towards her bobbing head which was naturally bobbing as she rhythmically hummed intermittently gagging herself.
"GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!" There was a visible bulge in Shaila's throat as she tried to take more of his prick coming up short. Willie's meat protruded from her stretched out mouth curving with an appearance that was almost fake. All ten of her fingers were embedded nails deep in his throbbing member raking the length as she got him to the precipice with no intention of stopping.
What he didn't know, was that his lovely bottom-heavy host had a fetish for "edging" preferring to be taken while her lover was in the process of cumming, sometimes post orgasm. The desperation and frenzied rutting of a sexually tortured man turned her on like nobody's business. During her younger adulthood, maybe before, Shaila got into a heated argument and eventual rutting with her date which got borderline criminal only abated when he orgasmed in the process of committing the act before being ran off by her jeers. Moments later, the redbone ingenue experienced an explosive orgasm from the experience that was intense enough to prod Shaila into calling him up the following day.
"FUH-FUH-FUH-FUK!! YUH, GETTIN IT!! YUH GETTIN IT UP OUTTA ME, SHIT!! FUCK!! YEEEAH!!" Shaila's actions were accompanied by these squishy sounds intermingled with loud vacuum slurps as he started to go over that forced edge. Her teeth came into play nipping the tip of his crown, slurping harder.
Willie went rubbery in the knees grabbing fistfuls of her curly mane gagging Shaila so hard, she tapped on his thigh. Her right hand wrapped around his shaft continuously twisting and jerking towards her mouth. She cupped his balls rolling and massaging them pushing things to the point of no return.
"AAAWWWWW SHIT!! AW FUK!! SHEET!! UG!! UG, FUK!! GAWDDAMMIT!! SUK, SUCK THAT KAK!!" Willie started to explode with two pulsing ropes splattering her face and one over her shoulder. Shaila suddenly sheathed his horse cock with the condom catching the rest of his load. Before he could react Shaila stuffed more of his cock in her mouth than previously before almost dislodging her jaw, then drew back lying there on the mattress with her juicy legs splayed apart bent at the knees. She reached down shoulders tight to her sides parting her puffy labia. Her insides were gaped, pulsing hungrily.
Willie pounced, burying his pipe balls deep, mad with lust.
Both of them got nasty making out feverishly as he pounded her pud in apocalyptic fashion. Shaila was pillow soft all over with an underlying thickness and power built for power. Her cupped her tits mashing them together suckling her erect nips, popping his lips on each before going after her neck, only to be fended off. This shyster redbone didn't want any telltale marks or "monkey bites" that would complicate matters with her "other interests" as Willie Pete was considered a sexual repast, she was hard pressed not to take advantage of when opportunity presented itself. His sack was wedged between her cheeks.
"DAMN-UN!! UN!! DAMN, THIS PUSSY GHUD!! UN!! UN!! TAKE ALL THE KAK!! PUSSY TIGHT AND DEEP!" Everything was drenched in perspiration, lube and excessive cum between Shaila's huge shapely thighs while her cunt was sopping wet and still skintight across the whole of his endowment. Shaila's labored moans and whimpers carried throughout the bedroom along with the loud stereo quality smacks of their crotches. Willie Pete cupped and feasted on both tits audibly slurping her pecan-colored nipples.
Willie pinned her wrists down of the side of her head getting up on all fours bucking his hips popping her box hard enough, that it sounded like gunshots. This sent Shaila over the edge as her fluttering hazel-colored eyes rolled up into her head while she arched up off the bed completely rigid. The relentless pounding made it feel like she was melting away under his hardness. These gasps and huffs gave way to more ear-splitting screams as this hyper-thick redbone went into hysterics wrapping her limbs around him creating a pillowy soft version of an iron maiden. Willie was left with nowhere to go until she crested. He shoved two fingers into her mouth as a pacifier riding it out until she was still.
"Damn, I ain't had it like that in a minute, bruh." Shaila lets her arms rest on the mattress above her head looking frazzled and high on life. Her hawkish beauty was flushed crimson, almost sunset orange as she looked at him through narrowed watery eyes with a lazy smile. Her thick legs squeezed hard into the small part of his back, kind of like bucking a horse with spurs. Shaila cupped his narrow face rewarding the man with a sustained sensual kiss despite their joint disheveled state.
"You really got some motherfucking WAP, down here girl." Willie drew his legs forward under her huge floppy cheeks pushing down on her inner thighs until she unlocked the heels in the small of his back. He knelt upright between her spread thighs which made his cock flop out of her gaped cunt half covered in the last condom. Shaila reached down dutifully removing it getting a surprise as a rope of jizz erupted from his semi-spent member leaving a milky line from her bare mound up between her spongy tits.
"Yeah, uhm...?" Shaila had this mischievous look again nibbling on a pointer finger slightly averting her eyes for a second.
"What?"
"Don't you have some work to do; like, moving my stuff back inside?" Wille Pete was struck dumb at her playful lack of post coital intimacy after blowing this woman's back off with impunity.
"Damn bae, you ain't gonna come up off a sandwich or let a nigga use the shower to clean hisself up, or nothing, huh?"
"My shower is out on the front lawn." Shaila replied with a saccharine giggle.
"Aw fuck, me."
...to be continued.
*************************************************************************************************************
Shaila appears courtesy of 24: One Crazy Day!! Chapters 02 and 04!!
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Faint ringing...
"Huh, give me a minute Renee, I'm gonna..." Jaquan stirred coming out of a deep slumber finding himself faceplanted in the grass and dirt.
He was still nude, ass facing the moon.
It took him a moment to realize he was still in the clearing as he glanced over, finding the old gazebo shrouded in darkness. His hearing was acute, picking up the sound of crickets and various wooded noises as he got his bearings. Jaquan laid on his side touching his face, feeling some dirt there that he wiped away. His hand pressed into his sternum, then the side of his neck as he looked about realizing it was after dark. The faint ringing continued as he struggled getting on all fours starting to come to.
"...where?" He looked down at his flaccid manhood, suddenly panicking.
Jauan stood up covering his crotch with both hands looking around the opening, then back towards the gazebo with a furrowed brow. It felt like he'd run an Olympic triathlon, but most telling of all was the limp noodle hanging between his thighs, out of service. It was just dangling there, cold to the touch as he tried to put together the pieces of what happened. He thought about his talk with Carlie and their talk about the local history and legends. Off in the distance, an owl hooted in haunting fashion.
Faint ringing...
Jaquan's gaze lingered on the decrepit gazebo but was drawn away by the faint sound. He followed the sound still covering his flaccid member noticing a tiny blinking light on the ground in the distance. He scrambled, finding his phone partially embedded in the dirt and grass. He figured out that he'd stepped on it himself as he freed it looking at its face. The phone's battery died before he could even see who was calling. Once his face was shrouded in darkness, Jaquan himself anxiously looked for his clothing. The sound of the crickets and other noises had his heart thumping. He didn't know what to do.
The sound of dry leaves being crushed underfoot alerted and alarmed Jaquan. He bolted into the brush getting caught on low hanging branches and thick bushes. Jaquan's foot came down in a muddy puddle making him hop on one foot haphazardly wiping the gunk off it. He took a header bumping his noggin on a tree. He righted himself leaning against the tree, noticing a bit of illumination on the right side of his face. It was moonlight cascading off the nearby creek.
"I'm back." Jaquan realized he was looking at the opposite side of the creek from his earlier visit.
There was this prickly feeling at the back of his neck while hairs stood up on his arms. He looked about trying to find the reason picking up muted footfalls, then ran into the brush with a hand covering his manhood and the other in the middle of his butt. He felt like a rat in a trap caught out in the sticks without his clothes and a dead phone. His heart was thumping wildly because he didn't know which way to go when that feeling returned a bit stronger this time. She noticed something in the creek out the corner of his eye, looking in that direction.
The doe was standing in the creek looking at him, nude.
She was a distance away but close enough for him to see her well defined slender figure in all its glory this time. The doe mask covering half of this woman's face made her big round eyes stand out. The pools of darkness they swam in behind the furry disguise added a surreal quality to the proceedings, pupils reflecting the moonlight overhead. Her long flowing lavender locks were damn near iridescent. She stood there as if she were expecting something to happen, but Jaquan just froze.
The bushes started rustling heavily, snapping him out of it drawing his attention.
Just across the waters of the shallow creek there was similar movement while the mysterious woman stood there facing him from a distance. He inched backwards starting to panic even more, looking back and forth at the humanoid doe. Jaquan didn't know what was real, noticing more movement along the opposite side of the creek. A figure walked out of the wooded brush there, and then another...and another. They framed the edge of the creek as his head shot to the left seeing more coming out of their hiding places. Each one walked to the edge of the creek facing the mysterious doe.
They were men and all were nude.
Then a morbidly obese Caucasian man emerged right in front of Jaquan, his eyes rolled up into her head in a trance shambling to take his place in the forming ring around the edge of the creek. Jaquan couldn't believe his eyes, noticing an empty spot in the circle obviously meant for him. She wasn't waiting only for him standing there ankle deep in the shallow creek, nude. Her head craned about looking at all the assembled men a mixture of Caucasian and Black skewing mostly towards the latter. Jaquan's chest was heaving, a hand covering his flaccid manhood while the other mashed his phone against his chest.
All off the gathered men started silently masturbating to the doe.
Jaquan took a good look at the morbidly obese man standing a few feet away recognizing the trucker he'd seen with Honey at the gas station rest stop. A flicker of memory and ghost sensation washed over Jaquan in that instant. It was a jumble of images salacious and otherwise. At the epicenter of these visions were two disembodied cat-like eyes. They seemed to get smaller, shrinking away as he realized the images were being projected onto the surface of her face which in turn was surrounded by a wealth of bushy hair. This being's zaftig body was composed of these myriad visions merging with the doe.
"Go."
Jaquan took off running tearing through the overgrowth and brush running for his life in the buff. He didn't know where he was going, just that he wanted to get out of there after hearing the voice whisper into his ear when no one was there. That weird ghost thing had become one with the other and flashes of antlers rising from the doe's head hounded him as he ripped a hole in a wall of leafy vines too late to stop himself from colliding with a tree. He was sent reeling landing on his back facing the night stars.
[DARKNESS]
"Ah...aw shit." His nose felt broken, but seemed okay as he sat upright facing the dense wooded area, then glanced back, finding himself at the edge of a sewage ditch.
"Jaquan?"
Carlie was standing there on the other side of the ditch staring at him with a raised brow.
"Why did you jump across the ditch like that? You'd better be careful because there are snakes and other shit around here. What made you do that?"
"What the fuck are you doing there? You uh, disappeared when we were talking." He didn't know what to make of things standing up taking heed of her words as he hopped the ditch. Jaquan stood there on the blacktop looking around a foot or two away from Carlie wondering what had just happened. His gaze drifted to the dense brush finding no path leading elsewhere as before.
"Jaquan, are you okay?"
"ARE YOU OKAY?!! HEY, YOU AIN'T GOTTA PLAY NO GAMES WITH ME CARLIE!!" He was shouting, starting to walk about in a tight circle unsure of what had just happened. He glanced up at the morning sun palming the side of his temple.
"Check your tone; we were talking about some old legends, and you just hopped the ditch and faceplanted."
"No, you were gone and uhm... I went to look for you and uh."
"I didn't go nowhere; you jumped the fucking ditch!"
"I didn't jump no... I went back there and uh, there was somebody. YOU PRANKING ME, RIGHT?!!" Jaquan was fit to be tied but kept quiet about Honey and everything else, feeling disoriented. The sound of crickets and random wildlife was omnipresent making him antsy as Carlie closed the distance between them.
"Hey, are you good; did you hit your head over there?" Carlie handled his forearm, but Jaquan turned away with an unintentionally rough swipe. She favored her hand taking a step backwards looking concerned and a little bit scared.
"You guys fucking with me, right?"
"WHAT'RE YOU TALKING ABOUT?!!" Carlie shouted folding her arms across her chest, brow furrowed.
"FUCK THIS SHIT!!" Jaquan stalked off the way he came leaving Carlie there in the middle of the blacktop. She stood there watching, perhaps thinking he would turn return, but then called out.
"Uh, I'll get the juice from the store, okay?"
He didn't respond walking off into the distance unsure of what he would do or say when he returned to the cabin. Everything felt real, but he was drawing a blank after seeing what he thought was Honey standing in the middle of the wooded path that no longer existed. It felt like he'd been out there for over a day, but it was a moment in time along with Carlie's unexpected reappearance. Jaquan stopped looking about at the dense wooded areas on each side of the narrow-heated blacktop. It didn't feel right or natural as he looked back down the road unable to see Carlie. Jaquan didn't feel alone, pushing on.
His heart was pounding as he hurried to the end of the winding road, finding the cabin in the distance.
"Wait a minute." Jaquan glanced down, finding himself barefoot.
He hurried to the cabin, but stopped short of going inside noticing the car was still missing out front. Jaquan measured his footsteps trying to figure out what kind of excuse he could use to explain his missing footwear creeping to the edge of the cabin. His bright idea was to peep into the bedroom window, possibly climb through it and get some replacement footwear. Jaquan wondered why Carlie hadn't mentioned his lack of shoes, but then thought maybe he left the cabin without shoes.
"Huh?" Jaquan peered into the bedroom window.
His field of vision was immediately filled to overflowing with the huge lightly peppered sunbaked derriere sitting like a bell at the bottom of a tiny waist. Her back was facing him as she rummaged and ransacked Renee's things, tossing them out of her suitcase like so much confetti without a care in the world. She came up with a white sundress holding it stretched between both hands, quickly shimmying into it finding a skintight fit, perhaps too tight around her huge buttocks. The frock looked as if it would split up the seams, densely packed. Before Jaquan could react, Honey glanced over her shoulder.
"I can keep a secret if you can." She winked, looking him right in the eyes.
"Shit!" He scrambled back to the front door knowing Renee and Daisy Mae were not inside. There was no way his woman would've allowed anyone to pillage and disrespect her belongings. Renee was borderline obsessive compulsive in this regard and would've trashed her cousin despite her pregnancy.
"Hey, I just wanted something pretty, for once." Honey met him at the screen door looking like a whole snack reeking of Renee's expensive bodywash. The form fit of his girlfriend's dress gave Jaquan fleeting pause to take in everything knowing Honey was going commando underneath.
"Renee's gonna kill you." His voice faltered, mind going places that he'd tried to convince himself were his imagination. The salacious expression on Honey's face said otherwise as she got in front of him framing one side of the bedroom door.
"Yeah sure, but do you like it?"
"Uhm, yeah."
"Would you like me to take it off?"
"Yeah." Jaquan answered without thinking, instinctively glancing down in shame the moment the words left his lips.
Honey was wearing his expensive sneakers.
She pressed a finger to his lips, cupping the side of his face, drawing him into a sensual prolonged kiss as Honey stepped out of the sneakers one after the other, losing some height. Jaquan peeled the thin straps off her shoulders exposing her bare breasts topped with blocky nips that left no doubt about her arousal. He cupped both of her tits squeezing them roughly making her pecan-colored nips bulge. Honey handled his wrists watching him play with them, focusing on his face. He flicked her nipples, then pressed down on them until her eyes fluttered. She caressed his biceps, enjoying his muscular arms.
"Looks like I done just about used this up." Jaquan reacted facially at the acknowledgment of something he thought was some sort of dream. One of her hands had slipped into his pants finding a semi-flaccid cock as Jaquan processed her words, conflicted at their meaning. He snatched Honeys wrists raising her arms above her head slamming them into the door frame with an audible thump. A flicker of excitement was evident in her slanted lime green eyes as she licked her lips. He kissed her passionately.
They went at it for a few minutes as he used one hand keeping her captured wrists above her head using his free hand to draw up the front of Renee's pilfered sundress, cupping her mound. His middle fingers ran along her slit easily slipping inside the soapy feeling confines of her cunt. Jaquan curved the invading fingers gripping her inside and out as they made out with increasing fervor. They were wet and sloppy, nasty. Their intermingled moans and breathy gasps filled the cabin bedroom as Jaquan lost himself.
"Let me fix what I broke, Jaquan." Honey gasped between rabbit kisses, suckling his bottom lip like a treat after speaking breathlessly.
He released her arms going after her breasts sucking and chewing on her thick stubby nips. Honey cradled his head letting him have his way, watching lovingly. This only lasted a few moments before they were making out passionately again. Jaquan felt the flat of her palm cupping his balls steadily pumping before encircling the base of his manhood tightening like a vise. Their tongues coiled and swirled about as Honey drew those fingers along his prick at a snail's pace reaching his crown. She started pinching the mushroom tip, raking it lightly with her nails, then squeezing exclusively until her fingers were slick with his copious precum. She repeated this action in the opposite direction even slower.
"You can let go baby; we can do it as much as we want and you gonna stay up. Let me show you the way." Honey reached under his tank caressing his sides and defined abdomen going into an open legged squat that revealed her thick luscious thighs. Jaquan's head rolled back on his shoulders responding to the sensation of his thick twelve inches being swallowed whole to the base. He gathered himself looking down at the top of Honey's wild shock of thick brown and black highlighted curls. It truly was a mane befitting a lioness, just beyond shoulder length. He dug his fingers into it feeling the wetness.
Being taken whole despite his endowment, felt incredibly addictive as fleeting thoughts of Daisy Mae doing the sane crossed his mind fleetingly. There was a visible bulge in Honey's throat. Jaquan went up on the tips of his toes, using the balls of his feet before gradually standing flat. In moments he was carefully taking the wild redbone's mouth, buried to the hilt. It felt indescribable as he slowly started pulling back further until only half remained. His left hand held a fistful of her thick matted curls as he lightly pumped into her maw picking up speed. Things were wet and gooey sounding, loud slurps permeating the room as Jaquan fucked her mouth beginning to crest. Her slanted eyes were watering.
Honey raised her arms holding them there until Jaquan captured her wrists again.
"Damn baby, take it... take my cock Honey; I want you to take it deep!" There was a visible curve in the upper half of his shaft as it slid in and out of her stuffed mouth. Honey's slanted eyes never broke contact as she submitted herself to a deep soulful plunging of her throat. The gooey wet gurgling sound echoed off the walls as Jaquan added a rhythmic quality to his oral thrusts, truly feeling it. Honey took everything he had to offer and more, moaning and humming on his meat. They were lost in one another.
"Damn that mouth feels good; I could do this all day, bae!" Jaquan realized in that moment that he'd called this woman the loving nickname he used for Renee, releasing her wrists. Honey wasted no movement wrapping a tight fist under his balls around the root, using her other hand to long stroke towards her plunging lips. Frothy saliva and bubbled precum ran in torrents off her chin. Her bared chest and big slightly pendulous breasts were a wet splotchy mess. Honey's hands were stroking him to nirvana as she took him deeper and deeper lips kissing the base of his huge cock, throat bulge and all.
"AWWWWGGGG!! AUG!! AW SHIT!! AAWWWFUCK!!" Jaquan exploded in her mouth shooting thick ropes of cum down her gullet, straight into her belly. Instead of withdrawing away for his impassioned thrusts, Honey pushed her mouth down into a vacuum seal on his manhood choking herself with his meat as her face turned pinkish crimson. He couldn't help palming her head like a basketball with both hands. She added to his scintillating climax by swallowing on his invading manhood making Jaquan yowl.
Honey interlocked all ten of her fingers under the base of his cock driving her lips into Jaquan's root, wetly kissing it stuffed full as her slanted eyes and nose started to run. His brown eyes were glazed over with tears, bottom lips trembling with bits of spittle dripping from them. This guttural groan escaped his quivering lips as Honey slowly drew her puffy lips backwards with a sustained vacuum suction revealing a thickening twelve inches of veiny man meat. She looked up into Jaquan's eyes from her kneeling position on the hardwood floor just pressed hard against the bedroom door frame.
Honey's slanted eyes were locked into his as she blew a few cum bubbles, then licked her lips.
"SHIT MAN!! FUCK!! FUCK IT!!" Jaquan grabbed her wrists yanking the sunbaked redbone to her feet kissing her hard caring nothing that she'd just swallowed an epic load of his jizz. This feeding frenzy returned with a vengeance taking him over as he dipped low stripping Renee's cotton sundress from Honey's body tossing it aside unable or unwilling to take his eyes off her peppered countenance.
"AAAIEEEE!!" Jaquan snatched Honey up into his arms like they were newlyweds planting her on the bed before getting naked. She laid there on her side watching with the tip of her pointer finger in her mouth, those cat eyes drifting down to his turgid vein covered endowment. Jaquan had this static expression on his face, but his eyes were wide appearing glazed over as he grabbed her ankles. Honey shrieked as he yanked her huge butt to the center of the bed pouncing on her, balls deep.
"You want it?"
"Yeah I want it."
"You want me?"
"Yeah, I want you Honey."
"All of me?"
"YEAH!! I WANT ALL OF YOU, BAE!!!" Jaquan blanketed her under his body wrapping her in his muscular arms, cradling her body underneath. He reached up behind her grabbing a handful of her bushy mane rolling and popping his hips, plunging her depths remembering it all. His other hand was pinned behind her back, palm flattened as she wrapped her arms tight around him as if she were trying to squeeze the life out of this man. He could feel her walls tight around his girth squeezing just as hard, wanting more.
It felt like Honey was a perfect fit for his twelve inches of thickening meat. Jaquan's head was down, chin hooked over Honey's shoulder focused on nothing more than driving his manhood to the hilt inside her cunt. There was this prickly feeling at the end of her tunnel that felt so tantalizing, he wanted to keep it up. It felt like he was seconds from bursting inside but seemed just out of reach making him fuck this peppery sunbaked wild child even harder. Her thick legs framed his sides bent at the knees. Jaquan captured one of her thick thighs hooking it on top of his elbow with an animalistic grunt.
Somehow, he managed to push that juicy thigh into her abdomen riding her other leg trapped between his, thrusting manically. Honey laid there taking it all, watching and studying his face, intently. Jaquan redoubled his grip on her thick lush curls, going harder. It felt like he wanted to punch a hole in her body as Honey took it with this intensely sensual expression on her face, lightly huffing despite the absolute gouging she was experiencing. Jaquan's chin was hooked over her right shoulder while she mirrored this on his left. He was spearing into the back of her cunt enjoying that sharp pinch on his crown.



Something about the sensation made him go harder until he was drenched in perspiration, huffing and gasping. Honey's walls were tightening, progressively slimy squeezing his girth so hard, it felt like a hand was inside her cunt. This new sensation had Jaquan close to speaking in tongues, but Honey tilted her chin bringing their lips together in a torrid display. Her technique was something to behold as her head followed every minute movement of his while her tongue took a tour of his mouth in serpentine fashion.
Jaquan shifted until both of her thick juicy thighs were trapped between his arms with her huge butt raised in the air leaving her weight resting on her shoulders and upper back. Jaquan bulldozed her retracting cunt, literally pile driving his cock into her now experiencing the pinching feeling from the tip of his cock to the base. Honey's hands were in possession of his biceps, nails digging deep as her afternoon lover tried to push her through the mattress with his horse cock. He was close to exploding, desperately plunging into her steaming confines as it wetly tightened up around his circumference.
"AH!! AAHH!! AAAHHH!! AUG!!! AUUUGGG!! AW!! AAWW!! AAAWWW FUH-FUH-FUCK!!" Jaquan spewed buckets of cum obliterating her womb with the mother of all creampies. The sensation was so intense that he got up on the balls of his feet with his hands mashing down on Honey's shoulders putting all his weight behind his thrusts as flecks of perspiration dotted her peppered countenance.
Both of the afternoon lovers were gasping and huffing in unison, mouths hanging open.
"OH MY GAWD, WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU TWO DOING?!!!" Their sensual bubble burst with the appearance of Carlie in the bedroom doorway. She was holding a gallon of orange juice, and they were busted. Jaquan held in place, mashed down into Honey's holiest of holies, still ejaculating.
His head craned robotically in her direction; eyes so wide that his pupils were tiny dots of recognition.
"UNG!! UNG!! AH!! AH!! AH SHIT!! AAAHHHHH SHIT!! UNG!! UNG!!" Jaquan went right back to pounding all the sand in the Sahara out of Honey's gooey creampied snatch.
"JAQUAN, STOP IT!!" Carlie screamed again at the top of her lungs making him stop again rearing up on all fours staring at her bespectacled face, headwrap and all, along with Honey. It was almost as if he didn't recognize her, raising a brow before glancing down at the woman pinned underneath him. His partner looked up into his face wistfully blowing an errant curl out of her face with a sweat soaked smile. Jaquan's furrowed brow lit up with a smile forming on his lips that mimicked hers.
Carlie watched him passionately kiss Honey realizing neither cared about her presence as he continued.
"UNG!! UNG!! AW SHIT!! AW SHIT!! UNG!! UNG!! AW SHIT BAE!! AW FUCK!! UNG!! UNG!!" Jaquan continued utterly reaming out Honey's cunt feeling every groove enjoying the flexing tightness. He was hitting it so hard, a motion ripple radiated making her fluffy cheeks jiggle and bounce. Honey's eyes looked glassy as she bit her lower lip, then glanced over at Carlie. Her breasts flopped about as the base of his bulging prick slammed into her juicy cunt.
Honey's mouth hung open as she went into a dead stare with Carlie mouthing something inaudible. She lovingly caressed his pecs pinching the nipples, still looking at the nerdy voyeur. His hands cradled her tits, squeezing hard enough to make them bulge extending the blocky nipples. There was no doubt Carlie could hear the wet gooey sounds emanating from her crotch. Jaquan groaned as she clamped and chewed on his pistoning manhood. Carlie watched him flop down atop Honey arching his back manically going balls deep. Her slit was kissing the base of his certified twelve inches as he pumped her full.
"UNG!! FUCK!! UNG!! UNG!! AW!! AAWWW!! FUCK!! AW SHIT!! UNG!! CUMMING SO HARD!!" Her wide hips bounced up into his driving thrusts meeting him blow for blow as he filled her cup to overflowing, then reared up on his knees. His soiled manhood popped free of her cunt spewing a few ropes onto her mound and belly in waves as she cooed breezily. Jaquan climbed up pressing his cock between her breasts driving the business end of it into her mouth. He took custody of a handful of her lush curls watching her suck and clean his prick. Honey gave him passionate neck for a few seconds, then both looked over at Carlie, huffing and wheezing from the exertion. She kissed his crown before speaking.
"It's so good; come get in the bed with us and let him crack you open." Honey offered.
"I'M GONNA TELL!!" Carlie shouted, intending to rain on their parade as Honey regarded her, grinning mischievously.
"What're you gonna tell, huh cricket?" It was a dig at her rather plain looks and the big glasses on her face.
"I-I'M GONNA TELL RENEE!! I'M GONNA DO IT!!" Carlie shot back as Honey laughed loudly cupping the back of Jaquan's head causing him to look in her direction, too. Both looked euphoric silently mocking and provoking the nerdy, slender younger member of the Kelly family.
"You're gonna trick on me, cricket?"
"Yeah, I'm gonna fucking tell on you because you said you wouldn't do it! You know we don't want no trouble around here, but you're always fucking everything up and making a spectacle of yourself!"
"Carlie?"
"Honey, you know this is wrong and Renee's gonna find out and then all hell's gonna break loose! YOU KNOW SHE'S PREGNANT!! That's the only reason you're doing this shit; you just wanna uhm, one up her and you know it, Honey!!"
"Hey Carlie?"
"YOU'RE WRONG FOR THIS!! LET HIM GO AND STOP MESSING UP PEOPLE'S LIVES!! Stop... you know what'll happen if Daisy finds out...you know, right Honey?" Carlie started to wilt under their combined gaze while Jaquan continued grinding into her snapping cunt, wedged skintight and locked together.
"Carlie?"
"What?"
"Wanna fuck?"
"GAWDDAMMIT HONEY!!" Both had a big belly laugh at the shocked and enraged face of the youngest member of the Kelly family as Honey continued casually trying to coerce her.
"Come on in the bed; you can fuck on him, too; ain't you tired of that pesky lil' cherry between your legs? It's so much better when its inside, but you wouldn't know that shit because you wanna be a fucking good girl, right? You think you're better than me, huh? Is that what you think standing in front of us with wet panties, Carlie Cricket face?"
The plastic container of orange juice hit the floor as the girl used her now free hand to flip both the bird, a proper one finger salute before stalking off.
"I'M GONNA TELL ON YOU!!" Carlie screamed followed by the sound of the slamming screen door. Jaquan didn't care hooking her legs in his arms at the elbows giving his newfound lover the business.
Honey stared after Carlie for a moment, then suddenly rolled away from Jaquan disconnecting them as she sat upright staring at the empty door frame, lost in thought.
"Aw fuck." Honey bolted out of the room in the nude while Jaquan laid there on his side with a hand pressed against his temple, processing. The screen door in the room slammed again, bursting his bubble as he blinked profusely. He sat up sliding his legs to the edge of the bed staring first at his clothes on the hardwood floor, then at the empty doorframe. He pulled on his shorts, remaining bare chested as he got up clutching a sheet, dragging it off the bed as he left.
Outside down the graveled driveway, Jaquan found that Honey had caught up to Carlie, boxing her into the rickety fence bordering their property. It was startling to see Honey's impressive nudity in open daylight as she jostled and argued out of earshot with Carlie. He was worried they would come to blows, but Honey walked Carlie back down the road with an arm around her neck in a faux chokehold. Jaquan took a few steps forward holding the sheet up ready to wrap it around his lover.
"Jaquan?" Honey spoke first, glancing between him and Carlie's stern face, furrowed brow and all.
"Yeah bae?" He didn't care what would be said, wrapping the blanket around her lush curves noticing the women exchanging glances again.
"Hey man, I'm sorry for meddling you."
"What?"
"I'm uh, sorry." Honey apologized again, disingenuously. Their eyes met with his shifting towards Carlie who didn't look fooled in the least, starting to pout. He noticed their fingers intertwined.
"Okay." Jaquan shrugged drawing the sheet tight enough that her curves were apparent. He snuck a look at her huge sun-soaked derriere, then noticed the angry expression on Carlie's face.
"So, we good now, cricket?"
Carlie got between them nudging Jaquan back with an elbow.
"What?" He shrugged again as Carlie took custody of the sheet obscuring his view of the exposed flesh.
"Shouldn't you put a shirt on?"
Jaquan didn't respond, just looking at Honey's face which mirrored his enraptured own. He considered shoving Carlie aside and taking his new lover back to bed, but Carlie appeared in his field of vision, brow furrowed, then turned that angry disparaging gaze back towards her family member. Honey had this knowing, easy-going smile on her peppered sunbaked visage.
"I apologized, just like you wanted." Honey offered.
"This is fucked up and unfair; Renee is having his baby." Carlie reasoned making Honey lightly scoff retorting easily letting the words melt right off the tongue.
"Bet you didn't say that shit to Daisy; did you, cricket?"
"It's not fair."
"Fuck bitch, you're so lame with that goodie girl shit; why don't you try a teaspoon of honesty for once in your life?"
"He's her baby daddy."
"So, what, we're just having a roll and tumble; even offered your bony ass a turn on his third leg but you're uh, I guess too skittish with your baby box. What're you waiting for cricket? Somebody gonna stick it sooner or later, so maybe you should take advantage of this breeder and get the "full experience" if you know what I mean?"
"Honey!" Carlei was caught off guard as the large thick brickhouse bodied into her right side with a pop of a roided out baby making hip that nearly sent the slender girl into the fence if not for her quickly captured wrist. Carlie immediately panicked as Honey took a pointed look into her palm.
"Aw yeah; just as I thought." Honey replied as Carlie backed away holding her palm as if burned, enraged.
"I TOLD YOU NEVER TO DO THAT!!" Honey favored the sore spot on her cheek, just smiling rug sweeping the exchange as Carlie ranted.
"Aw come on now; it's good news anyway cricket, you're all lined up for a REALLY BIG...."
"SHUT UP!!"
"Cry me a river; you're so fucking emotional about what amounts to a little pin prick before all the moaning begins. Well, in your case..."
"Everybody ain't hot in the pants like you running around in these woods doing the most, with everyone you bump into! I told you never to do that; and I don't wanna know, bitch!"
"You are talking about me and my business when we both know..."
"FUCK YOU!!'' Carlie cut her off mid-sentence while Jaquan found himself standing there watching, enchanted with the au 'natural view of Honey's sun-soaked back, particularly her huge cornfed derriere.
The women did a slow burn which Carlie lost, faltering facially.
"Damn, you're messed up." She whimpered with a knowing look on her face.
"I'm what I'm supposed to be, down here on the back roads." Honey replied contritely looking down at her bare feet with a nod of her shaggy mane.
"No, you can...shit." Carlie's eyes went wide behind her glasses, alerting Honey who followed the trajectory of her gaze, peering back over her bare shoulder.
Jaquan slowly followed their lead looking back, too.
Daisy Mae was standing a good fifteen feet away at the end of the gravel driveway looking at all of them collectively. A black cotton tank dress clung desperately to her hyper thickness while her own brownish black curls were partially undone in at the back of her noggin, blown out in a bushy mess that matched Honeys in volume. Despite the distance between them, all three could see the sinister look on Daisy's face enhanced by her own narrowed lime green eyes. She didn't move, just standing there watching all three as Jaquan felt an ice-cold sliver of shame creep up his spine.
"What?" Jaquan crossed his arms over his chest palming one of his pecs.
Honey turned around staring back at the woman standing at the end of the driveway inching close partially obscuring her sheet wrapped body from view behind Jaquan. He felt her press into his back followed by the light graze of her fingertips on his bicep. Honey peered around his left arm looking at Daisy Mae still waiting there, then leaned at an angle looking the woman up and down. Carlie's heavy breathing broke the silence along with nature's chatter in the form of crickets. Jaquan's heart thumped.
"HE DONE CHOSE ME!!" Honey shouted at the top of her lungs answering some question written on Daisy Mae's intense features. Her statement carried a hollow echo across the adjacent field of grass and brush nearly as tall as Jaquan himself.
Daisy Mae didn't move or speak.
"YOU HEAR?!! I SAID HE DONE CHOSE ME FOR HIS SELF!! ME, OVER HER AND THEY BABY!!" Holly shouted meaning to sound defiant but coming off as desperate.
Jaquan's eyes fluttered at the mention of Renee, lip starting to quiver.
"HE MINES NOW!!" Honey shouted, forgetting the sheet wrapped about her body letting it fall away exposing her nudity. Jaquan looked on focused on the woman at the end of the gravel driveway. Carlie was audibly fretting just behind him as Honey glanced back at his face, quickly grabbing his bicep.
"Renee?" Honey shot him a look, grimacing as her nails dug into the flesh of his bicep piercing the skin.
Daisy Mae took a single step forward.
Honey shocked everyone by scrambling over the fence in a wild panic moving fluidly into the tall brush and wispy grass stalks. The fluid movement took Jaquan out of his stupor along with Carlie who ran to the fence as well as he looked back up the driveway to see the elder Kelly moving like a big cat. She went low to the ground in an open squat stepping effortlessly under the middle and lower wires of the rickety fence bordering one side of her property. Daisy Mae was gone in an instant just as fast.
"AAAHH!!! WAIT!! NO, DON'T!!!" Carlie got caught in the fence nearly tumbling headfirst but ended up hanging upside down failing to catch her glasses which fell into the dense overgrowth as he processed.
Before he knew it, Jaquan was hopping the fence bounding into the brush only able to see a few feet in front of his face. He was running at top speed in the direction Honey ran getting his foot caught in the bedsheet that had been hastily wrapped around her untamed curves. Carlie went headfirst with an audible tear of her pants leg; truly blind without her glasses. She kotowed feeling around in the grass for her missing glasses. Jaquan ran two or more feet forward, close enough to hear an intense struggle.
These sounds were akin to animals locked in a death struggle, fighting for their lives. There was some muffled verbal intercut with these heavy almost wet sounding blows. Somebody was swinging for the fences with nothing held back. In moments that was all Jaquan could hear as cemented blows and heated grunts filled the air. A few seconds of heated talk intercut the open-air brawling, quickly stifled with this hollow sounding blow that seemed to suck all the sound out of the air. Jaquan caught up.
"JAQUAN WAIT!! DON'T GET IN BETWEEN THEM!!" Carlie was running blindly through the tall reeds, hands outstretched in front of her body.
It was too late as he happened into the small clearing created by the scuffle of the two Kelly women.
The horror of it stopped him cold in his tracks.
Daisy Mae was laying in an unending series of roundhouse rights utterly pummeling the woman trapped beneath her. Half of her black frock had been torn away revealing a bruised and clawed up back oozing blood. Her thick hair was all over the place like a lion's mane of brownish-black curls matching Honey's own. The eldest Kelly woman was crouching over Honey pummeling her exclusively in the face with these blockbuster clubbing blows. This earsplitting cacophony of animalistic shrieking made Jaquan's ears ring. One of Honey's legs was sticking out from the knee down, wriggling. A hand clawed the air.
"JAQUAN, STOP!!!...stop right there, just come back this way." Carlie appeared pleading at his back, one hand outstretched beckoning him backwards.
This tortured gurgle erupted from underneath Daisy Mae who wasn't even looking backwards.
"NO, DONT!!" It was too late as Jaquan reached down grabbing the larger woman's bruised arm at the pit intending to snatch her backwards away from Honey.
His field of vision was invaded by the knuckles of a blood-soaked ham sized fist.
The world went topsy turvy as Jaquan flew backward, things slowing enough that he felt like a leaf drifting in the wind. The ground rose up to give the back of his head a reality check in that tall grass.
"Oh shit!! Oh fuck!!" Carlie half stumbled over his prone body as he groggily sat up finding he had to turn on his side. It felt like a mule had kicked him in the face leaving the man addled, but lucid enough to see what happened next.
Daisy Mae was stalking off dragging Honey's limp body behind her through the reeds and thick brush.
There was no movement whatsoever from the waylaid woman as her body left an open trail through the tall switch grass. The nude battered woman was barely conscious with this audible moan coming from her face which was hidden behind her own wealth of blood splattered brownish curls. Jaquan was punch drunk from being struck directly in the middle of the face. It felt like he'd been hit with a cannon ball. He barely registered Carlie's hands frantically grabbing at his back and limbs.
"Wait, just listen to me, Jaquan, please." Jaquan stumbled errantly warding off the slender woman watching Daisy Mae drag Honey behind her like a hunter claiming its prey. His gaze dipped low, finding his own mitt-sized hand rising to flattened against his face, coming away dripping blood.
"BITCH!!!" Jaquan heard himself scream loud enough to echo across the unkempt, overgrown field.
He was gargling blood.
Daisy Mae stopped in her tracks facing away as her shoulder rolled with an audible crack. She tossed Honey's captured leg aside letting it flop to the grass as her shaggy mane tilted side to side, processing.
"...Jaquan, come on." Carlie made a play for his wrist, but he swatted it away roughly. It was too late.
Daisy Mae slowly turned around shoulders hunched, balling up those ham fists of hers so tight, a cracking of knuckles could be heard. Both of them froze in place looking directly at her face.
Honey lay in the grass on her side; body covered in scratches and big damp looking bruises.
Her freckled visage was hidden by her blood drenched curls and clumps of grass and dirt. She was just a body.
Daisy's face was partially hidden from brow to bridge of nose by her unkempt clawed up mane, with three claw marks on her right cheek while blood was caked up from her bottom lip to her chin. Despite this, her slanted green eyes were visible through the curtain of messy mane, almost iridescent.
She was walking slowly back in their direction with clear intent before either of them realized it.
Carlie shrieked starting to run, but stopped short as if she were deathly afraid evacuating the scene would somehow offend Daisy Mae or exacerbate the situation further. Both could hear the elder Kelly's heavy breathing; jointly could see her nostrils flaring as blood ran from the scratches on her face.
This big country tyrant was about to do some more business out in the middle of that field.



Jaquan's limbs locked; freezing him in place as she came closer.
Her nostrils were flaring, but she was visibly breathing from the mouth with an intent, most vile.
Jaquan became detached watching as his fist appeared moving at light speed striking Daisy upside the head.
She went down like a ton of bricks almost mirroring Honeys posture a foot away.
Daisy Mae was stilled as Jaquan looked at his balled-up fist, then at a shocked Carlie utterly shook.
She raised both hands mouthing something inaudible, then it happened drawing both their attention.
Laughter.
Playful girlish laughter as both turned looking down as Daisy Mae rolled on her back, then slowly sat up chuckling raising a hand favoring the spot where she'd been struck. She was looking straight ahead laughing, then craned her head towards Jaquan. Daisy Mae sniffled then blew a bloody snot loogie before slowly standing up taking a deep breath followed by a wistful huff full of the crimson stuff.
"So, you wanna meddle me, huh pretty nigga?" She cupped an exposed breast, pinching her nipple.
Carlie was nodding in the negative as she was addressed next.
"Don't you move an inch; I wanna learn you how to break a breeder, girl. Watch, that's all; it's like, real fucking important Carlie." Daisy Mae huffed with both hands on her wide hips staring intently at Jaquan in a sinister playful manner.
It was the same as before with this large woman built like the mother of all brick shithouses inching towards Jaquan at an angle this time. He was no novice easily figuring out that a haymaker roundhouse right was in his immediate future. Sure, enough it came as predicted, only to be easily parried followed by his opposite hand palming her face for a powerful shove that landed Daisy Mae on her back.
More laughter as she sat up again huffing with a wet sounding chortle, before standing up again.
"Oh, this is gonna be fun; yup boy, you gotta learn your place."
That nuclear roundhouse right came flying again at Mach speed only to be stopped again resulting in her wrist being captured as Jaquan wanted to put an end to things.
"AAARRGGGHHH!!!" Her bare foot destroyed his package as it collided with his nuts with the same speed and ferocity as the thrown punch. Jaquan hunched over involuntarily as the elder Kelly revealed her pugilistic ambidexterity with a clubbing southpaw left to his temple. That trusty roundhouse right caught him on the jaw with the force of lead pipe sending the chiseled brother to the ground with a weighted thud. Daisy Mae pressed forward using her weight as she flopped atop his prone body repeatedly punching Jaquan in the kidneys. Her strength was incredible, dwarfed only by her resilience.
"Oh, I'm gonna earn you about meddlin me nigga, and don't you worry about your little ass ego none; I've whipped plenty of man butt all up and down these backroads long before you tried it. We can go long as you want baby and take this shit to the next level; I love fighting-CAINT YOU TELL NIGGAAA!!"
"AWWW-UUURK!!" Daisy Mae's equal use of both hands came into play again with a thumb shoved into his throat, choking the air out of his body as one of her meaty, dirtied knees smashed his groin with no end in sight until he could feel the urine running down his leg. Daisy Mae wrapped her hands around his neck squeezing with all her might as she kept kneeing him in the groin, looking over at Carlie.
"See girl, this buck is done, all that fight gone up outta him. Now most menfolk can't handle a whupping from us womenfolk, but our niggas is just built different. If this were any other kind of man, I'd have to walk over to the shed and get my rifle, put him down; but this dumb fuck got cover." Daisy Mae windmilled his head at the temples, then resumed choking the life out of Jaquan until Carlie screamed.
"OH GAWD, STOP IT!!" Daisy Mae just chortled, licking some blood off her lip as she put her weight behind her hands.
"God ain't round here; ask Honey over there when she wakes up. Now that we got this breeder properly tenderized; well, you just watch what happens next. Now's, the fun part, Carlie." Another powerful right landed on his jaw like an old school atom bomb. The slender ingenue was petrified as Daisy locked her knees on the sides of his hips, intensely grinding on his crotch still choking the man.
Jaquan wasn't putting up a fight anymore, hands at his sides as his body betrayed him.
"You just a lil' ass boy to me, Jaquan; ain't got much use for you outside of the obvious and I was really trying to be nice with you on account of Renee professing her love for you and taking the back of my hand. Yeah, I was purely touched when she let me slap her up instead of driving you out back like I wanted. Yup, had a nice hole back there just for you. But I liked you boy; that's why I had to get a taste."
Daisy Mae punctuated this with another knee to the groin, then resumed her evil frottage.
"You ain't nothing but a breeder; so, it's alright to have a little fun, a little rough and tumble in the grass out here, boy. I liked it so much last time, I'm gonna cut me off another slice of this hog leg you got down here in your fucking trousers. Hell, I might even keep you for myself if you put on a good show for Carlie. See, we family down here and we share everything, nigga. You are just the help, got it?!"
Somewhere along the line, one of Daisy Mae's hands had come into possession of his manhood.
She wasn't wearing any panties underneath.
He could feel her arching as deep as possible, then wedging hard engulfing his throbbing manhood to the root. Jaquan threw a weak right that was batted away with a swipe of her thick arm while she palmed his face, hips rowing back and forth intensely. He reached up with his other hand peeling hers off his face, discovering Daisy Mae's face inches away from his, bruised scratched countenance and all. Her hips were rocking, grinding, and sawing intensely. She covered his face again, pinching his nose this time, working harder taking his cock on a tight volcanic ride inside her cunt. Her weight was stifling.
"Yeah, fight me boy!! I want all of it; everything you have to offer while I pinch the tip. You feeling it, ain't you? Feeling me pinching that tip of your snake. Nigga, I'm gonna bite your head off and you're gonna love me up good. Keep fighting! Don't give up Jaquan; take yours like I'm taking mine baby."
Daisy Mae batted away a blind attempt to push her off, rewarding him with a heavy body blow to the ribs. She used both hands pressing down hard onto his face until he screamed into her palms. Jaquan found that nearly all of his strength waned as she tightened her knees trapping his thighs tightly together in a fleshy vice as they continued jostling. Her cunt was tightening up around his manhood from stem to stern, tip to root. He could feel her huge, dense buttocks flexing pushing forward into his crotch.
The elder Kelly was beyond wet. Her essence was running down drenching his mashed-up balls and inner thighs making things slippery and heated to the extreme. Her hands kept palming his face, denying life giving air forcing the man to fight for his life. Jaquan captured fingers on both hands using all his might to pull her hands in opposite directions as he huffed for air. Daisy Mae's face was revealed hovering over his inches away, wholly feral... animalistic. Her mouth was slightly ajar in reaction to his manhood lancing her deepest parts. Her huge butt was popping and swiveling, clapping wetly on his endowment creaming excessively. There was almost no friction as she went harder and faster riding him in a frenetic mounted cowgirl, still talking and giving instruction.
"Yeah, that's it boy; that's just right! Carlie, you gotta mix a little pain and pleasure, equal parts no more no less. His thang is swole up real nice inside; now you see, we can't really overpower these breeders in a standup fight. AW!! AW SHIT!! Yeah, like I was saying, and like I always tell you about these niggas being chained up by they fucking dicks! A natural woman's gotta use what they got!! AW SHIT!!"
Daisy Mae's tutorial was interrupted as she rocked and rowed into Jaquan's mound taking his prick on a ride through hell driving him to the precipice. He delivered a weak slap to the side of her cheek, but the elder Kelly captured his wrist squeezing on its inside forcing him to extend his fingers. She took the offending digits between her lips sucking and loudly slurping on them, biting down in an instant. Her fist smashed into the left side of his temple again with the force of a block of cement. Daisy Mae pressed his captured hand against her exposed tit puppeting it, essentially feeling herself up with it. He was close.
Jaquan was close and she knew it. Both knew it was coming in particularly hard. Daisy Mae came closer.
"Look in my eyes." He'd closed his eyes not wanting to look at the pretty face of the woman who was humbling him in front of an audience of two. For all he knew, Honey was likely still unconscious.
Jaquan wedged his eyes tighter, but Daisy Mae would not be denied.
"Look at me boy; ain't no shame in getting a nut. It's alright baby cause there ain't nobody around who ain't no adult here, and Carlie's the only cherry for miles around. Come on, open them pretty brown eyes of yours, Jaquan. Baby boy, you always look a good fuck in the eye. Don't you wanna be a real man?" Daisy Mae's weight seemed to increase while her huge butt pounded into the base of his cock with machine-like precision. He felt this crazed woman run her tongue along the side of his jawline.
The loud claps of their bumping uglies was all he could hear as she continued cooing and taunting him.
"Come on baby, stop playing with me and open those eyes. I know you like this ghud, good nigga. Hey, don't be that way after we just got it out in the open Jaquan; I know you like this. I'm gonna keep it up until you look at my face and it ain't gonna be over until you do. I ain't gonna let you cum. Jaquan?"
The head of his prick felt like something was gnawing and clamping down on it, intensely. Her inner walls were slimy and tight, but that nipping feeling on his crown was addictive approximating this conical shape to her cunt. Daisy Mae slowed down as he felt her tightening up further until her canal was squeezing him whole as she came to a full stop, just sitting there, huffing and sniffling, wetly.
"Alright baby, you ain't gonna listen so I have to wring you out proper." She planted both feet flat.
Daisy Mae sat upright; thick legs spread wide apart with her elbows resting on the tops of her knees peering down first at his face. She started rowing back and forth, randomly bouncing on his prick ending it with impassioned rolls of her wide arching hips. Daisy Mae leaned forward into a crouch flattening her palms on his chest as her huge butt pounded the root of his member with these nasty sounding wet smacks. Throughout it all, she was skintight around the whole of his manhood. It felt as if she were trying to rip it free from his body with the only comparison being the unconscious Honey on the grass.
"...ah, ah!! AW!! AWWW!!! AUG!! AUG!! AUUUGGG!!! AAAUUGGGHHH!!" Everything seized up below the belt, but Daisy tightened up even more making him involuntarily honest. Jaquan cried out just beyond the precipice at that exact moment before you cum. His cock stiffened up painfully under this intense drubbing making him want to roll them over so that he could be on top. Jaquan was feeling it all over, throbbing intense pockets of pain and undeniable burgeoning pleasure as he was taken.
"AAAAUUUGGGGHHH!!! SHIT!! FUH!! FUH!! FUUUCK!! AUG!! AUUGG!! AAAWWWW!!!" His cock was trapped in her velvety airtight embrace. He tried to forestall it, but Daisy Mae's cunt was pulling it out of him with primal efficiency. Her inner grooves were scraping his prick from crown to base, locked down as she graduated to solely rolling and popping her hips. She had him screaming at the top of his lungs.
"Open your eyes, Jaquan."
He slowly opened them, finding webs of tears and glaze obscuring his vision for an instant as a face came into view, followed by immediate horror. Jaquan began screaming and flailing away at the woman mounting his prone body, blows landing with no effect. Her tattered frock was torn away leaving her naked. Jaquan's head rolled back on his shoulders looking away from her countenance as she laughed. Daisy Mae sat impaled on his manhood chuckling at his abject horror. She framed the sides of her mound with both hands, pressing down until his spent prick slid out of her cunt, still ejaculating.
"Was it good for you?" She asked bemused handling his member slowly jerking more of his cum out, soiling his abdomen.
Before he could answer, the sound of a car coming up the road filled his ears as Daisy Mae reacted looking off across the field, before regarding the battered and bruised man pinned beneath her.
"Hey, it was fun rassling with you but I've gotta go over to the cabin so Renee can finish letting my hair down. Jaquan you can do whatever you want around here...but get in my way. Hey nigga, if you wanna wait, I can come back over here later and finish playing with you. It's your call, one way or the other."
"..." He couldn't find the words and there was a huge lump in his throat.
"Carlie run over to that cabin and tell Renee I'll be there in a moment." Daisy Mae casually instructed slowly standing up with Jaquan situated between her legs, laid flat out on his back.
"What about him?"
"I don't care, why don't you play with him." Daisy Mae answered looking imposing from Jaquan's point of view. He found himself looking up at her cunt knowing it was intentional. She walked out of his field of vision. Carlie didn't have an answer appearing over him looking in the direction her elder had gone.
"She's gone now, you can get up." There was a coldness in Carlie's voice that wasn't lost on him as he lay there bruised and battered, completely defiled. His ravaged manhood was on display for all the world to see as she looked down taking stock of him there in the broken grass and dirt.
These slight lines appeared at the corners of her nose and overly wide mouth leaving no doubt that she was a member of the Kelly family. Jaquan recognized the look of contempt on her face as she spoke.
"Uh, I'm gonna go over to the cabin."
"Carlie, what about Honey?" He covered his face with a hand speaking through his fingers.
"Gone, Daisy took her." The anger was palpable in her voice as she looked away towards the direction of the cabin before meeting his gaze again.
She just stared making him feel deeply ashamed of himself and Honey.
"Carlie?"
"What?!"
"...uhm, about the doe; the one I saw in the woods? Is it true about her coming for people?" It was an odd question that popped up in his head at that moment.
"I guess you're gonna find out."
Carlie left him there on the grass alone walking off with her hands folded over her chest.
Jaquan was left sitting there in the clearing surrounded by the brush and tall grass, alone with his thoughts. He managed to sit up after a while drawing his knees up so that he could cover his lower half for a modicum of decency where none existed. He hesitated pulling his pants all the way up when confronted with his cum soiled abdomen. He curled into a ball cradling the back of his head slightly rocking as he recalled what he'd seen after opening his eyes. His breath was raw and ragged.
"It was me." He mumbled again, over and over just rocking. The vision of his own face in extreme closeup wearing a mask of rage was overwhelming as he began to sob. He felt like the only man on Earth sitting under the clear blue sky in the middle of that field. The tears wouldn't stop coming.
Eventually he got to his feet, carefully drawing his pants up as he looked around for a shirt to cover up before remembering it was on the floor of the bedroom back in the cabin. More tears came in torrents until he was obliged to wipe them away undated with images of being brought down and humbled by a woman half his size and twice as wide below the waist. There was something unnatural about Daisy Mae that just seemed to radiate from her person and hang in the air. She'd taken his strength unfiltered and laughed in his face before dragging him down and ravaging him. Carlie was forced to watch it all.
"It's just me and nobody else..." Jaquan didn't know what to do with himself in that instant.
Renee was likely waiting for him back at the cabin.
After standing there for what seemed like an eternity, Jaquan just started walking back.
The cabin was there just beyond the rickety fence at its border.
His rental car was parked out front, but the place looked quiet making him tremble uncontrollably.
"Just me and nobody else."
Jaquan sniffled wiping his forearm across his sore nose as he trudged across the field taking his time with the fence at its border. He didn't know what to expect and he didn't know if he cared at this point.
The inside of the cabin was empty with Carlie nowhere to be found or anyone else. Jaquan found a sense of relief in this at not having to look her in the face after what occurred out in the field. There were some supplies on the kitchenette counter, but no sign of anyone else. Jaquan stood there staring blankly at the open room trying to figure out what to do with himself. He looked down at his bare chest still feeling the pain at his side from the clubbing blows targeting his kidneys delivered earlier.
"Nobody else." He whispered looking about nervously as he walked to the room, stopping short.
His expensive sneakers were right outside the door where Honey stepped out of them.
The shame was overwhelming reading on his person in the form of slumped shoulders and ragged huffing. Every bit of that fight was hitting him in spontaneous bursts of pain, crackling everywhere. The last time he'd been this beat up came from an ambush by several confederates resulting in a knee injury that ended his aspirations of playing college ball. He'd rarely been bested in a street fight able to count on one hand the number of times he lost to anyone. Today was a new day for Jaquan. She'd fixed him.
Today he'd come to understand everyone's caution around Daisy Mae Kelly.
Jaquan walked pigeon-toed to the open bedroom door peering inside.
Renee was curled into a ball facing away from him, asleep.
He covered his mouth stifling this defeated cry before it could fully emerge as he nearly bolted from the cabin. Jaquan's heart was thumping hard enough to nearly burst from his chest at the sight of his woman asleep with their child in her tummy. Flashes of his trysts with Honey and Daisy Mae filled his mind all at once making it seem as if his head would explode. The horror engulfed him wholesale.
"Stop looking."
Renee stirred and Jaquan would've run from the cabin if his feet were failing him. He froze as she stretched out her arm, yawning.
"You stink, go take a shower."
"Okay bae." He whimpered gingerly stepping into the room, clinging close to the wall. Jaquan's gaze dipped low peering at his own bare feet covered in grass and dirt. Renee was laying on her side with palm flattened against her prominent baby bump. He stole a quick glance, but nothing more.
"Rub my feet when you get through."
"Okay."
Jaquan squeezed into the bathroom taking caution to close it as quietly as possible. His posture was hunched as he started the shower feeling self-conscious about losing his shorts. The elder Kelly's scent was omnipresent about his person. Jaquan slid out of the shorts under the steaming spray, wincing from the pain in random places across his muscular body. He covered his face with both hands sliding down the tiled walls. Jaquan sat inside the tub in silence listening to the steaming spray.



The bathroom door opened, but he didn't notice.
Renee leaned against the doorframe watching her man.
...to be continued.
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He couldn't stop crying once it started.
There was nothing he could do but let it happen once it started, and Jaquan was grateful for the loud steaming spray. He just broke down unable to stifle himself after finding Renee asleep on the cabin's bed with a hand resting on their baby. He'd been unfaithful throughout this trip with her family members unable to control himself in their presence, or had he? Jaquan experienced several episodes where time seemed to ebb and flow around him as he met and had sex first with Daisy Mae and then with Honey, a veritable wild child wandering behind the brush and tall switch grass bordering the property. He felt depleted and exhausted on a level never felt before; so much, that his legs wobbled under the steaming spray giving way.
But was it real, or not?
There was white snow inside his head juxtaposed with multiple mind movies or perhaps, memories. He could feel everything through these ragged visions spiking and shredding to nothingness in his abused noggin. He sobbed openly keeping his large hands clamped over his face, particularly his mouth. Renee's family had been hostile towards him from the start other than Carlie, who now looked upon him with a disgusted sneer burned into her innocuous, somewhat plain features. She'd born witness to his degradation by the elder Kelly woman who took him sexually in front of the young woman, just to prove a point.
"Jaquan?" Renee called from the other room breaking up his internal anguish.
"YEAH!" He shouted from the tub, shaking uncontrollably at the sound of his woman's voice.
"You gonna rub my feet or not?"
Jaquan broke down again, trying to shove his head between his knees.
"HEY, ARE YOU GONNA DO IT, OR ARE YOU CAMPING OUT IN THERE?!!" Renee shouted again with an air of indignation that made him flinch at the sound of her voice. Jaquan's mind drifted to Daisy Mae powerwalking towards him only to be struck upside the head with nothing held back, only to sit up afterwards chortling. Bits and pieces of their tussle in the field outside followed intercut with his sexual breaking. The zaftig matriarch of the Kelly women was an irresistible force of nature, and he was shook.
"No." He mumbled under his breath.
"JAQUAN?!!" Renee shouted again, making him look up from his hands, finding the bathroom door cracked open.
"I'LL BE OUT IN A MINUTE!!" He shouted back managing some base in his voice. He got up washing and scrubbing his naked body meticulously washing away the grime and dirt, shoving his face directly into the spray mouth open. He could still feel her fists pummeling him, her tightened cunt squeezing and stroking his manhood while they struggled on the grass in front of Carlie.
He popped wood, long and strong to the point of a ghost climax from the images in his head alone.
"JAQUAN!! GET OUT OF THAT FUCKING SHOWER!!" Renee shouted again making him panic due to his obvious guilt and the state of his straining tumescence.
He stepped out of the tub slipping a bit as he snatched a towel from the rack on the paneled walls wrapping it around his waist. His cock stuck out like a flagpole and didn't seem to want to go away necessitating the fleshy spear be pressed against his abdomen as he redoubled the knot in front of it. It was so hard it was pulsing and throbbing as the visions continued intercut with closeups of Daisy's face.
His hand was trembling on the doorknob, while he kept the towel bunched up over his manhood.
"Uh, oh...uhm." His brown eyes were wide as saucers stepping into the room.
Daisy Mae was sitting on Renee's side of the bed with an arm draped over his woman's body
They seemed to be in deep hushed conversation as Jaquan started huffing about to cry out. She'd cleaned up as well. There was a flowery smell about her person. Daisy Mae's body was covered in a cropped white cotton tank leaving her lower half exposed with an ankle length floral print. Her calves and bare feet had a few visible scratches as she peered over her shoulder at Jaquan's face.
"You gonna put your britches on, or is that how you get around with my little cousin, here?"
He didn't say anything but noticed a mason jar on the bedside table with some sort of beige substance inside. Renee's top was up exposing her swollen tummy as Jaquan realized what Daisy Mae was doing.
"JAQUAN!!" Renee shouted raggedly drawing his attention to her face, then down at his partial nudity making the elder Kelly chuckle and lovingly rub her smooth cheek. Daisy Mae shushed her younger cousin.
"Treat him nicely; he's had one hell of a day." The amused sound of her voice made him retch as Renee ignored Daisy Mae with a snarl. He grabbed his unpacked suitcase by the handle yanking it inside the bathroom.
"Sorry about that." He heard Renee apologize as he dressed.
"Cut the shit; how many times have I told you to let a man be a man, little girl?"
"Well, he's..."
"A man, Renee; ain't nothing but a swinging dick and some misplaced attitude. Your job is to speak life into him, or death if he displeases you. Sometimes you just gotta ride it out of him; know what I'm saying, huh?"
"But Jaquan's..."
The room went silent for a moment as he got dressed behind the bathroom door pulling on a long-sleeved white compression gym shirt and some black adidas sweats. He wanted to climb out of the window after looking at his bruised countenance in the bathroom mirror. His eyes were swollen with a fat bottom lip and slight lump on the right side of his temple.
"So, we understand each other, right princess?" The playful yet stern tone of her voice made him feel queasy in hindsight.
"YES!" Renee gasped, alarming Jaquan who rushed into the bedroom to find Daisy Mae still sitting there but facing him with her arm draped over Renee's body. Her left hand was cupping the back of Renee's head and there was a look of muted distress on her symmetrical face.
"And here you are boy; now I want you to love up on Renee here, give her that little foot massage and while you're at it, rub some of this salve on her belly. It's good for her, and the baby."
"Renee, you okay?"
"Did you hear what I said, boy?" Daisy Mae interjected, cutting him off. She shot Renee a look, then stared pointedly looking him in the eyes.
"Yes." Jaquan answered, raised brows watching her hand cupping the back of his woman's head like a baseball.
The bedroom seemed smaller as Daisy Mae's expression softened. He tried not to flinch as she stood rubbing her hands obviously measuring him from head to toe. She nudged him walking to the open bedroom door. Renee lay on her side in a fetal position looking at the wall and window in front of her as Daisy Mae put a hand on her wide hip, the other on the door frame looking at them both.
"I told her everything, Jaquan." She left them alone to hash things out as he felt his face starting to break. He looked down at Renee averting her slanted eyes from his bruised face, starting to flush. Jaquan wanted more than anything for this to be a dream or delusion, but knew it wasn't.
"Bae?"
Her pale beauty was unparalleled, akin to the finest marble which made some people do a doubletake when encountering her exotic countenance. This along with her slanted lime green eyes and natural shoulder length raven colored lock, made her feel like a freak among her peers, mostly other black women. Her ethnicity was always questioned, and people would scoff when she told them she was black, saying she was probably Chinese. A lot of her peers hated her but wanted to be in her circle because of the attention she drew from men, like a circus. She'd become cold as that marble over time.
At first it was a practiced behavior, but soon became a natural part of the face she presented to the world. Her reputation overwent a social overall upgraded from a visual curiosity to a premiere ice queen. A lot of the other girls wanted to bully the ice princess. After she'd ambushed and pummeled a rival, the word was out that she was as dangerous as she was beautiful. That girl ended up becoming her valet for lack of a better term. People just seemed to naturally defer to her based on her looks alone, so it was rare that her stone-faced façade cracked or broke outright.
Now Jaquan watched her face flush crimson, brow furrowing as she started to grimace. This wasn't anger, but something akin to humiliation as streams of tears ran from her eyes. The last time Renee cried resulted in him nearly beating a man to death on the streets. Her discomfort on any level was spiritually taxing to him. Seeing her cry felt unnatural and heart wrenching. People would flock to her.
"Bae I'm sorr..."
"Don't say shit; I don't want to talk about it, man. Damn, she fucked you out there and I didn't even notice it when you popped up. This baby got me so fucking tired; off my game. She beat your ass, didn't she?"
"Yeah." There was nothing else he could say.
"...and what else?"
"Uhm."
"And what else nigga; I know what she likes to do Jaquan. I used to live down here and it was real shitty until I moved in with my granny back in the city. WHAT ELSE DID SHE DO?!!"
He palmed the sides of his head, huffing, not wanting to admit that he'd been taken. Instead, he inched close to the bed offering his upturned palm for Renee to peer into for the answers she sought.
"Oh, so you believe that shit now, huh?"
"Bae, I... uhm." White noise and his infidelities filled his head in jagged torn and shredded images.
"Say it or get the fuck out of my face."
The words wouldn't come out of his mouth, so he took a knee still offering his palm. Renee's face twisted up even worse than before as the tears streamed from her slanted eyes. Jaquan's gaze dipped to the hardwood floor and back again, finding something worse each time he looked up at her reddened visage. Her hand was palming her swollen belly fingers spread apart like claws as she sobbed loudly.
"JUST SAY IT!!" Renee screamed in his face, spittle flying everywhere. He could feel the heat from her mouth on his battered visage, like a furnace. Outside the room, Jaquan heard the screen door slam.
"Alright, time out; Jaquan you're gonna have to get the fuck out of here for a minute!" Carlie rushed into the room shoving the kneeling man out of the way crouching in front of Renee.
"BAE!!" Jaquan shouted.
"SAY IT!!!"
"Get out!" Carlie continued shoving him, making the man agitated enough to stand up towering over her.
"FUCK OUTTA MY WAY!!" Jaquan shouted in her face handling one of her thin arms, as Renee bawled. Everything was going sideways as they jostled over his distraught girlfriend.
"You're hurting the baby; get the fuck out of here!"
This stopped Jaquan dead in his tracks.
"Look, just go somewhere; she needs to calm down right now." Carlie reasoned pushing him out of the bedroom as Renee sobbed and moaned, inconsolable.
The door slammed in his face hard enough that the wood sounded like it splintered.
Jaquan stood there barely realizing his heart was racing listening to muffled conversation on the other side of the door, unable to catch his bearings. Before he knew it, he was power walking to the screen door intent on getting into his rental car and driving off. He knew it was over with Renee and her family would be circling the wagons despite what happened to him. It felt as if he was having a coronary. The screen door slammed a second time as he bounded down the steps to find the rental car locked.
"Running away, huh?" Daisy Mae was sitting on the porch just outside the door in a rocking chair.
"Happy?"
"Yes, I'm happy Jaquan; and you should be too." Daisy Mae held up the keys with a wry smile on her face obviously daring him to react. Her hair was down revealing its bushy nature, amess of raven darkness and brown highlights framing her own intense lightly peppered exotic countenance.
"Well, I'm leaving..."
"Are you? From where I'm sitting it looks like you don't know if you're coming and going, boy."
"Give me those keys and I'll show you where I'm going."
"What about Renee; ain't you having a baby with her, nigga?" Daisy Mae was enjoying the exchange, licking her bottom lip taking stock of him from head to toe.
"She don't want me anymore; ain't that what you wanted?" Jaquan replied watching as she favored his gold chain still around her neck from their initial tryst. Daisy Mae chuckled leaning back in the rocking chair twirling his car keys on a pointer finger.
"Are you helping her with her baby, or not?"
"Don't you mean, our baby?"
"Mamma's baby, daddy... maybe." Daisy Mae laughed still twirling the keys on her pointer finger.
"FUCK YOU!!"
"Wanna go back out there in that field; or maybe we could do it in front of Renee this time, huh?" She challenged balling his car keys up in her fist.
"Look, you want me gone so I'm leaving."
"I-WANT-YOU-GONE?!!" Daisy Mae raised a brow with a knowing smirk.
"Yeah, gimme those keys."
"Come and get them baby." She dangled the keys from her pointer finger again, then balled a fist around them in a tight fist as she leaned back in the rocking chair, holding it in place.
Jaquan stood at the bottom of the abbreviated stoop staring back at her relaxed features, then looked about unable to make a decision in the moment. He felt disoriented and out of himself in a way he'd never had before with the only comparison being the brief time Renee ghosted him at the beginning of what would become their relationship.
"Don't you love her?" Daisy Mae softly challenged.
"Yes."
"Then why would you make it easy for that old white man to whisk her away and the child, too?" Her words hit like the business end of a kitchen knife slicing into his soft underbelly removing his throbbing heart, spiritually. She was talking about his only perceived rival, Aurthur Van Allen a man old enough to be her grandfather associated with the Kelly family since before they'd met. Renee always shied away from the question when posed, sometimes using her exotic allure to smother his anxious curiosity.
"You're saying that's not my fucking baby?"
"You're saying that Jaquan; for the first time I reckon. Sounds like you know the answer to the question before it's asked, huh?"
"You're full of shit."
"You're scared to death, nigga." Daisy Mae's accusation and insinuation hung in the air as he stood there staring at her face, listening to her knowing chortle. Jaquan facepalmed, feeling a stifling intensity in his shoulders.
"Gimme those keys." He planted a foot on the first step.
"Come up here and get them."
Jaquan measured his steps walking onto the porch standing over her. Daisy Mae extended her hand, fist balled up without word, just a smirk on her face. He stared at her big fist recalling the clubbing blows that embarrassingly pummeled him into submission. This woman's strength was shocking with her punches feeling like hits from a cannonball. Daisy Mae's stuffed fist was pointed right at his face.
"Don't you want your keys?" She opened her hand, revealing them in her palm.
Jaquan carefully took the keys keeping an eye on her face. Daisy Mae was looking him directly in the eye with this lively playful expression on her sparsely peppered countenance. Other than Carlie, there was something disconcerting about piercing glare of the three eldest Kelly women. There was something there that made you feel naked in their presence. Renee had given him this look when they first met. He admired her unique hourglass figure, particularly her big butt, when she glanced over her shoulder at him with that knife-like stare. "STOP LOOKING." It was the first thing she ever said before facing him.
He went down the steps and walked around to the driver's side of his rental car. He didn't know what he would do when he got behind the wheel, pausing on the far side of the vehicle looking at Daisy Mae, who leaned forward in her rocking chair studying his face with an evil bemused smirk.
"Hey, what is this? Fuck, what--the-hell?" The keys didn't work as he tried to unlock his door several times. Daisy Mae chortled leaning back in her rocking chair amused with herself.
"I didn't say those were your keys, nigga." She started laughing wholesale as if someone had told her the greatest joke of all time, rocking back and forth a woman possessed.
"Bitch." It just rolled off his lips without thinking resulting in the immediate stoppage of the creak from the rocking chair. Daisy Mae leaned forward with an arch in her back resting her elbows on her knees.
Before he could react, she bolted out of the chair down the steps with a murderous expression on her face. Jaquan almost squawked getting his dukes up for a fistfight as she stopped short, then did this jump landing right in front of him with her arms outstretched. Daisy Mae shrieked, then laughed at the shocked look on his face. He towered over her packed with muscle, but reacted as if he were tiny.
"WHAT?!!" Jaquan gulped embarrassing himself under her gaze, chafing inside at her teasing laughter. He made a move to go around her, but Daisy Mae got in his path arms still outstretched, grinning.
"Ain't you gonna search me?"
"No." Jaquan started to edge by her at an angle, but she captured his wrist with authority. He looked down at her hand tightly around his wrist, then at her intense grinning countenance. Jaquan slowly raised his captured hand between them as Daisy Mae took a step, bodying into him, smiling evilly.
"Hey relax, you know I just like meddling you Jaquan; look boy, I left the keys over at the house somewhere. Why don't you come help me find them?" She offered gesturing towards the end of the driveway and the blacktop road bordered on each side by open sewage ditches.
"Why don't you take Carlie?" He didn't want to go back onto that wooded path that seemed to be the start of all the insanity he was experiencing.
"Because she ain't the one running away with her tail between her legs, nigga." Daisy Mae made a play for his package, but Jaquan twisted away freeing his hand, but getting scratched on the wrist in the process.
"I don't think so." He shot back knowing what she obviously wanted as Daisy Mae licked the fingertips that had scratched him with an edgy smirk full of menace.
"Oh well, I don't think I'd be obliged to look for your fucking keys since you got mannish with me; even punched me in the head. I'm a girl, a delicate flower negro. So, I offered, and you denied; guess you better call up that there Triple A or something, huh? Do you know where your phone at, Jaquan?"
They exchanged glances as Daisy Mae bit her bottom lip, then ran her tongue over it looking at his package with no shame whatsoever. Jaquan fumbled around in his empty pockets, then turned to walk back into the cabin when she called out to him standing at the hood of his rental car.
"Hey, wanna go over there to my place? I'm pretty sure I accidentally took your expensive little phone over there when I left earlier." Daisy Mae offered again purposely teasing him by favoring his gold chain about her neck.
"Shit."
"Aw come on boy; you really want little ole' me to walk off into that wood by myself. What if something happens to me, huh? Like, what if some menfolk snatch me up and have their way with me in the biblical sense; you know, fuck me real hard like rabid dogs and such? You want that on your conscious, Jaquan? What will you tell Renee; will you tell her you let me walk unaccompanied just because you mad that I thumped you? Think about it man; and if that happens, you might NEVER find your PHONE!!"
He was silent looking down at the hand offered while she kept grinning biting her lower lip.
"Fuck."
"No phone, and no motherfucking car keys makes it a long ass walk home, huh?" Daisy Mae teased, narrowing her slanted eyes looking through Jaquan.



He took the offered hand, and she interlocked their fingers smiling to herself tugging as she gestured towards the end of the long gravel covered driveway. Jaquan looked over at the screen door finding Carlie standing behind it, watching.
"We'll be back in a minute; make sure you rub some of that salve on Renee's tummy." Daisy Mae ordered.
"Yes ma'am." Carlie disappeared from the door, but the disgusted expression remained lingering in his head. Jaquan felt like a Judas as he was ushered towards the end of the driveway with this malevolent woman who seemed to radiate this sort of stifling underlying menace that terrorized everyone around her. His gaze drifted over to the rickety fence bordering the property and the field just beyond.
"Thinking about it, huh?"
Jaquan kept silent walking beside her as Daisy Mae hummed some tune just under her breath.
"Yeah, you're thinking about it, alright. I'll bet you're all kinds of fucked up in that little ole' noggin of yours; probably wanna get mannish with me again, right?"
"I didn't say that."
"Fight or fuck; which do you prefer?"
"Look, I'm sorry about that shit." He didn't mean it, but suspected she knew as well.
"Yeah, you're sorry. Hey, tell me if you're thinking about Renee laying back there crying all those crocodile tears out of her little white face, or are you thinking about Honey. You ain't asked about her, or are you scared?"
"I'm not scared." Daisy Mae stopped, turning into him at the edge of the blacktop.
"You're scared and it tickles my funny bone something awful, Jaquan. Who would you pick if both were standing right here in front of you?"
"Renee."
"Ah, the obligatory answer right after you got it in with Honey all over these backwoods and in the bed, you're sharing in that cabin. Shit, you don't think Renee couldn't smell Honey's must all over the place, huh? Better yet, do you think she'd crying her eyes out because you did what come naturally?"
"What the fuck do you want from me?"
"Nothing, I got what I wanted."
"Us broke up, huh?"
"Is that what you think, Jaquan?" Daisy Mae raised a brow, planting a hand on an overly wide hip. He didn't know what to make of this woman wondering how Renee had managed to separate herself from the oppressive grasp of this woman.
"I uh, don't know."
"Sure you don't." Daisy Mae replied with an acid trace of snark in her voice. She seemed to exist only to push people's buttons, and both knew she was always ready for a fight at a moment's notice.
"You talk like you have all the answers."
"All the answers to the questions you have, but I'm tired of the back and forth when we both know you've been having the time of your life using what's between your legs. Oh, if it wasn't for the inconvenience of having a knocked-up girlfriend chock full of hormones. You think you have to play the role of the faithful boyfriend when we both know you're not... hey, I'm not judging, boy."
"What are you getting at, Daisy Mae?" They were standing at the edge of the blacktop next to a deep moss-covered ditch facing one another as she cocked her head to one side.
"Jaquan, take a look down the road in either direction and tell me, what you see." He looked doing as she asked.
"Nothing."
"That's right, I've been looking at a whole lot of nothing for a long fucking time. That kind of makes you a real good people watcher when you happen across somebody interesting. Ain't much interesting been along in a while until you. You my friend, have the look of a man who's pretending. Scared, you're gonna be figured out if they look hard enough at you and too dumb to know when a woman has been looking at you like that, the whole fucking time. Think Renee didn't know for sure who you are, boy? Cone on Jaquan, we both know you ain't that stupid, are you? Can you imagine what she's gonna do after she has that baby?"
He felt this lump in his throat involuntarily squeezing their interlocked hands out of emotion.
"Renee's always been a queen and I've been raising her that way since she was a little girl. She was meant for bigger things, but then you happened and now look at the mess we're stuck in, boy."
"Huh?"
"So, dense yet so damn pretty built perfect like, for breeding. Don't you know nothing, Jauan? You wasn't supposed to get her pregnant; all you were supposed to do was fuck that gal to her heart's content. You know, play the background like a good little side dude while she did what I've groomed her to do her whole motherfucking life. Damn man, you're so fucking pretty, I'm kinda conflicted."
"I AIN'T NO SIDE DUDE! Never my whole life and I ain't starting no time soon." Daisy Mae was laughing as he protested, playfully nodding her head in time with his words cupping a hand over her mouth, then his with a condescending smirk that made him fume and slap her hand away.
"Sure, whatever you say; eh, ain't too good at reading the room, are you?"
"STOP!" He went to pull away from Daisy Mae, but she tugged on their interlocked fingers, then pressed into him explaining her view of things.
"You stand in a man's house, meet and fuck his woman and tell yourself you ain't the side dude, huh?" His mind shot to the first time he met Renee Kelly at a mixer set up by the city's elite, and particularly one Authur Van Allen.
That old blue blood was always lingering around them, and it made him uncomfortable enough to nearly pummel the wealthy lurker, but Renee talked him out of it during pillow talk after a blistering afternoon fuck in another rented hotel room, this time at the Waldorf Astoria. They shared a chuckle about the perpetual hangdog look on the old man's face under the covers as she mentioned his long-suffering wife. Supposedly, he had an adopted daughter a few years younger than Renee who had some "issues."
"He's married, so how can I be a side dude?" Jaquan offered, watching Daisy Mae's own slanted lime green eyes as she kept smiling nodding her head, silently disparaging him for a few seconds.
"Baby, you're so cute." She tried to cup his chin, but Jaquan turned his head disgusted with what she was insinuating.
Daisy Mae would not be denied capturing both hands fingers interlocked making him face her at the edge of the blacktop. His height left her facing his chiseled pecs as she leaned in taking an audible whiff of his scent. Jaquan tried to push back, but she inched into her muscular frame rubbing her face on his chest. He was left looking down into her scalp noticing an errant grey hair or two, while her face read as young as Renee's comparatively just as beautiful. This was offset by her heavier figure, but no less.
"Why're you messing with me?" His voice cracked with raw emotion at the thought Renee might have been using him for sex before she got pregnant.
"I ain't meddling you, boy; I'm trying to open your eyes to real life, Jaquan."
Daisy Mae raised her chin looking into his eyes, fluttering hers faux-affectionally with an easy-going smile that stuck in his craw like a needle. Jaquan wanted to draw away, but she tightened her grip.
"Don't be that way, she chose you to be her first and that she be an honor considering you threw fuck all to the wind and knocked her up...or did you? Mamma's baby but play daddy is packing a rod, huh boy?"
"Fuck you, that's my baby." Daisy Mae kept chuckling making sure her face remained in front of his no matter where he looked.
"Sure, whatever you say; just make sure you sign that little ole' birth certificate first."
Jaquan's heart skipped a beat as she looked back up the driveway to the cabin, mouth hung open.
"HEY!" Daisy Mae shouted, drawing his attention.
Jaquan met her gaze fighting himself not to tremble from the roiling emotion just below the surface. She cupped the side of his face turning it back into hers, staring at what was read there with a stone expression on her lightly peppered visage. In that moment he could sense the artic coldness inside her.
"Boy, you ain't gotta pretend with me; I understand you."
"I ain't pretending." He could feel this sort of unseen aura coming off her person, that was stifling.
"Alright, I'll make you a deal then; come with me and test your faith or stay here and keep pretending you're not what we both know you are. Let's work it out together, like real grown folks, okay?"
"I thought we were going to your house to get my phone and car keys?"
"Sure."
Daisy Mae started backing into the road lightly pulling him along staring at his face. Jaquan looked back again, then at the elder Kelly smiling at him. It felt like he had no choice but to follow, telling himself it was the only way to get his phone and keys back. He thought about the fight in the field and what followed then thought back to the nighttime woodland tryst he'd thought was all in his head until she turned up with his gold chain about her neck. There was no doubt what was on her mind with Daisy Mae seeming energized by the emotional chaos she caused. She pulled him halfway into the road, smiling.
"Hey Jaquan, still thinking about that ass whipping; or are you thinking about my pussy?"
"Fuck." He tried to look away as they walked to the edge of the path leading into the dense wooded area he'd taken earlier. She stopped abruptly causing him to bump into her huge derriere creating this jiggly bounce. There was no doubt she wore no panties underneath his covered tumescence slammed into her rear cleavage for a second or two. Daisy Mae looked over her shoulder, chortling still in custody of his hand knowing he was hardening from that brief tactile contact alone.
"Everybody gets they ass whupped sometime when they least expect it, boy. Hell, I remember when it took at least eight menfolk to put it on me after I stomped the shit outta one of them earlier that day. That whiteboy thought I wouldn't because of his color, but I showed him something real, then he came back with his daddy, and I whupped him too. You see, they didn't know I been getting thumped and rocked since I was a little girl walking dusty on these back roads. I'm hard; are you hard Jaquan?"
She stopped again causing them to bump together at the edge of the path but stopped as she continued.
"We're all hard as rock, some of us are diamonds. Did you learn anything from Honey; or did you just stick your thing inside that big country ass of hers? Jaquan, ain't no shame in doing it. Ain't no shame in feeling good down there between your legs, boy. Maybe you liked it with Honey because she's the softest out of all of us, the weakest link. She give you that song and dance about being held back because of Renee, huh? Is that what she told you? Jaquan, you can be honest with me, back here."
"Did you, do it?"
"Yes, I did keep her here; I did it boy."
"Why?"
"You fucked her, didn't you?"
"I think you know the answer to that question." He didn't want to verbally cop to anything even after being outed to Renee. In the back of his head there was still the slightest hope he might be able to salvage what he had with Renee. Telling Daisy Mae Kelly anything was obviously a bad move.
"Damn, would you grow up, nigga? Renee grew up back here in these woods for a time; I made the call to let her go live with granny in the city because I wanted her to take care of things. You would've never met her if it wasn't for me keeping Honey wrapped up tight in a mason jar like I did, Jaquan. Ain't no way Honey was gonna be allowed around those rich people except as a fucking maid, or some backroom jump off for rich crackers. She ain't never gonna understand that fact of life, but Renee does."
"So, y'all Golddiggers?"
"Is that what you think, breeder?"
"Stop calling me that."
"Okay how about, fuckboy then, nigga?"
"Why're you mad all the time; is that how you get off?"
"Yeah, and I'm mad because I'm the only one in the room who can see all the moving pieces. I see the forest for the trees while you fuckers are lost in it, so why do I have to be nice about anything? Ain't it messed up that you can have a more honest conversation with me than "YOUR "pregnant woman back there at the cabin? Come on, didn't it feel good fucking the shit out of me and Honey, Jaquan? Your girlfriend knows how we get down back here; you've got to know that, right?"
"I was her first."
"Yeah, you fucked her first baby; so, do you ever stop to think that she fucked you first because you're so pretty and well-endowed? Because maybe she didn't want her first time under some gross old white man already in his late fifties crying, slobbering and professing his shitty love for her trying to fuck with a limp pecker rubbing her virgin pussy? Hey, would you fuck a ninety-year-old woman with a sagging, flabby body or the hottest bitch you ever saw, unboxed day one? Whether you like it or not, you were picked for the job; kind of like taking a shot before drinking a tumbler of rock gut moonshine, nigga."
Jaquan felt his face break involuntarily tightening their interlocked fingers in mute anger.
"Hey man, Renee probably likes you; like I said before, she took a few knocks to the head while you were passed out in your rental car at the bottom of the hill. I guess she was gonna walk back down there and drive off with you, but I wanted to meet you. So, I sent Honey and Carlie to bring you to me."
"You just wanted to fuck with me, then?" Daisy Mae chortled at the rueful sound of his words.
"We both know the answer to that fucking question; after we did it the first time, I was gonna give you a pass, but Honey had to go and muck things up after I specifically asked her to leave you alone. I never should've let her around you, but she already saw you before you two fools arrived. Bitch tried it with me and that caught me off guard for the first time in ten years. That's why she got it out in that field."
Jaquan didn't say anything, finding that he felt like prying her hand off and running back to the cabin, but then considered her words about Renee's supposed true nature. Daisy Mae interjected.
"You stuck your nose in family business, so I fucked you up; believe it when I tell you it wasn't personal between us, boy. Put that and all you hold dear on your god, Jaquan."
"Why you keep calling me, boy?" He mumbled trying to control his fluctuating emotions. She pressed a pointer finger on the side of his jaw directing his gaze back to her face.
"What else could you be, compared to me?"
His face broke even more and there was nothing he could do to stop himself, bottom lip starting to quiver in the same manner as before when Honey spoke pointedly at him in the dark woods, earlier.
"Man, that's why I took you on the spot in front of Carlie; ate and swallowed your dick right up inside me, boy. It was a teachable moment, Jaquan. That girl has grown up wrongheaded listening to weak people who tell her to be happy, being nothing but normal. Maybe she ain't got our looks, but Carlie is one of us, family boy. Plain, unappealing and frankly goofy with all that fake African bullshit on the outside, but she's all us on the inside, a Kelly woman. We've gotta get her sorted out, proper like."
"Leave her alone." He blurted out, breathing hard without conscious thought. Daisy Mae's explanation felt like a threat to Carlie, and it alarmed him enough to respond, almost on the verge of tears.
"Ain't nothing to mess with there, so you can relax yourself. Hey, you're surprisingly clueless about the true nature of women despite being a straight up fuckboy. So, bitches look at you and drop the panties, huh?"
"I don't wanna talk anymore."
"Baby, I don't need you to talk to get what I want out of you; I just want you to be happy, nigga. I want you to understand that you don't need to play the game because you're a breeder, Jaquan. That's right, your natural job in the universal scheme of things is to fuck bitches. That's all, nothing else other than taking real good care of our baby in Renee's stomach, okay?"
"OUR BABY?!!"
"It's the least you can do after fucking up things up."
"You're crazy."
"Okay, I'll take that for now, but listen to me when I say this nigga; wait and see what happens after Renee has the child. You're gonna be feeling it all over burning in hellfire, motherfucker. Renee is every bit the opposite side of the coin from me, but it's a two-sided bit with the same thing on both of those fucking sides, understand? WE'RE THE SAME!! Now, you should get it in your head and play your part."
"FUCK YOU!"
Their interlocked fingers tightened as if in a test of wills as her mouth hung open, huffing. Daisy Mae relented softening her side of things between them looking away for a moment before continuing.
"You want some answers, don't you?"
"Just gimme the car keys and my fucking phone; you can keep your shit to yourself."
"Okay...okay baby boy." Daisy Mae's features softened, and she turned leading him into the wooded path obscured on the other side by a dense brush and veritable wall of vegetation and gnarled trees.
Jaquan followed glad that she was silent for once, but couldn't help looking down at the dense, lazy sway of her huge buttocks unencumbered behind the cheap material of her hem skirt. It rode low enough that Daisy Mae's own smallish waist was visible, threatening to slide down and expose the beginnings of a deep, lush rear cleavage. For a while he could see nothing other than her huge cheeks which lulled him with that rhythmic sway. He could feel goosebumps prickling up on his forearms.
He thought about her breaking him in that field while Carlie watched.
The phantom feeling of exploding inside her fang shaped confines would not go away, lingering long after the act keeping his prick in a state of semi-arousal. Watching her now, particularly focusing on the visual hint of that rear cleavage was doing damage in the worst way. The very top of her lush cheekage had the slightest hint of chub rub while the covered rest jiggled and wobbled over thick shapely legs that were a carbine copy of Renee's over a much larger derriere that matched Honey's in every way. The three women in the comparison were progression of one another physically and sexually in every way.
Jaquan's mind drifted backward to the exact moment he penetrated Renee for the first time. The feeling of just parting her lower lips alone, nearly made him cum. That tiny bit of sticky volcanic wetness scared him enough to shove himself inside impulsively earning a clawing slap that made his ears ring but did not stop him from fucking Renee like he was on death row, and she was his last meal. Every inch and bit of this exotic woman was savored to the fullest but had an unexpected side effect in that her newly minted womanhood came with an expectation of that initial performance every time they had sex.
"Here we are."
Daisy Mae led them into a familiar clearing that included the large tire embedded in the ground and the old rusted, abandoned playground. It was the place he'd had intense passionate sex with Honey. He looked around the open space that was bordered by an overgrowth of gnarled trees and brush which provided this sort of natural enclosure of the area, letting his eyes settle on the decrepit gazebo where he'd lost consciousness in the midst of an impassioned tryst with Honey, losing consciousness.
Jaquan continued looking around the clearing realizing it was an expansive yard when his eyes settled on the house at its center. It was almost hidden away by two massive trees on either side whose thick far-reaching branches had grown intrusively to partially blanket the front of it, like the fingers of two gigantic, gnarled hands. He could tell in its heyday, it was quite a sight with the white, now chipping paint flaked away revealing the decayed greying boards underneath. Daisy Mae released his hand.



"Everything you want to know is inside; I have nothing to hide because you knowing any bit of the truth ain't gonna change a thing. It ain't gonna change nothing between you and Renee, either."
The front porch of the house was covered with torn mosquito screens that had come away over time. Just as she said, he could see the front door wide open on the porch. There was a flickering light beyond it as if from a fireplace as Jaquan glanced back at Daisy Mae standing beside him with her arms in front of her body, fingers interlocked palms facing the ground. She was breathing hard, nostrils flaring.
His feet started moving, a bit awkwardly carrying him towards the house automatically. It felt as if he were being pulled by some invisible string on all four of his limbs as Daisy Mae stood watching. She hadn't moved, but he could feel her presence all about his person. It was stifling leaving this stuffy tightness in his chest while his joints ached. Her sudden silence was alarming as the porch came closer. The old wooden steps cracked and splintered a little under his foot, creaking from age as he walked up taking the loose screen door handle, before looking back at Daisy Mae. She hadn't moved, which scared him. Despite the distance, he could see her face, particularly her slanted lime green eyes in great detail.
Jaquan pulled the loose screen door open without looking, stepping onto the enclosed porch. He could feel the heat coming from the inside of the house and this slight, pungent smell that reminded him of Honey before she raided Renee's things and availed herself of the shower in the cabin. An old-style porch swing rocked slightly as if an invisible person was sitting there. An old damaged wooden kitchen chair bordered the opposite side along with a small glass table with a potted plant atop it. The interior of the porch was lined with various potted plants, while everything else had a pervasive sense of decay.
Daisy Mae remained in the yard waiting patiently.
That smell filled his nostrils intermingled with sweet honeysuckle that he sometimes detected about Renee's person when they were in a clinch under the covers. Despite her icy exterior, the pale beauty had a penchant for cuddling. She would wrap her arms and legs around Jaquan pressing her body tightly against his caring nothing when he sometimes impaled her excited by this beyond intimate skinship. They would often sleep in this manner, still connected below the waist. Renee's smell prodded him.
Jaquan pushed the door open, stepping inside the house wanting to know what lay inside.
There really was a small fireplace inside lit which attributed to the sort of orangish glow in the open living room. The furniture was vintage looking with a couch in the center of the room bordered by a cluttered coffee table full of knickknacks and various odds and ends. It was kept up, but aged looking as he wondered why Daisy Mae hadn't renovated the place. He took a closer look at the fireplace, finding that it was a sort of makeshift mantle for a plethora of various framed pictures and strange looking odds and ends.
Jaquan drifted closer noticing a line of what looked like coffee cans on the floor in front of the fireplace. His gaze drifted up from the dusty looking hardwood floor to the largest picture mounted above all the others. The face that stared back at him was arresting, taking him a step back or two so that it could be viewed properly. It reminded him of the old turn of the century type pictures he'd seen in a local museum once before in his youth. The edges of the photo were dark and sort of frayed as if from flame.
The ornate frame surrounding it was heavy and meticulously detailed. He couldn't help staring at the woman pictured knowing she was long dead but seemed disturbingly familiar. Her beauty was arresting and sort of haunting, the paleness of her skin apparent even in a black and white antique photo. Her lush flowing locks were dark framing a roundish full face that had a soft, cherubic appeal to it. It was simply a face over a slender neck and bared shoulders which made Jaquan wonder if she was nude at the time the photo was taken. Her beauty was symmetrical...arresting along with one other thing.
She had the same slanted eyes as all of the current Kelly women.
"Can you believe she was in her mid-sixties when that was taken?" Jaquan flinched, looking back finding Daisy Mae at the door coming inside with a heartened smile on her own beautiful visage.
"Who is she?"
"Great-great granny, and an interesting fact is that the man who took it went blind shortly afterwards. Said he'd give his eyes to immortalize her beauty, among other things."
"Did that really happen?"
"How would I know, that was damn near a hundred years ago." Daisy Mae took her time closing the screen door behind her opting not to lock it because of the strained look on Jaquan's face. She gestured towards him dismissively wanting him to continue looking at the photos on the jagged mantle.
"This your family?"
"Yeah, most of them anyway; there are some uhm, acquaintances there that earned their spot." He turned back, perusing the pictures while she walked across the large living room, disappearing behind a door which presumably led to a kitchen. Jaquan turned back looking at the pictures noticing a few of them depicted whole families, some sitting on the enclosed portion just outside the front door. One depicted over eleven people; small children included. A few were apparently from different eras.
There was a solitary photo of some gruff looking elderly black man in coveralls and a floppy straw hat that hid his eyes. He was holding a pitchfork with the end of it facing the heavens against a wooded backdrop that was likely nearby. Jaquan wondered if this was a male member of the family as he glanced at another finding six children in a frayed Polaroid. These toddlers and preteens were enjoying thick slices of watermelon looking happy and carefree, except for one. The chubby moppet was decidedly sullen with a handful of her own dense hair pulling down on it obscuring her face from view.
Jaquan found a solitary photo of some white man standing next to a roadster in his Sunday finest. Upon closer inspection, there was a strained expression on this man's face. Jaquan placed the era of this pic sometime in the fifties. Yet another depicted a trio of women standing around a tree, all arrestingly beautiful with the one in the center obviously a Kelly ancestor sporting the same eyes. This woman's pretty face was framed with a bob hairstyle. Her face was dour despite its attractiveness, her curves visibly straining the seams of the one-piece dress covering her hourglass figure.
The same woman was pictured in a different photo flanked by a several very interested male suitors. She was sitting on a chair while they stood one behind, with the others at her sides. It felt like some sort of class pic making Jaquan wonder if they went to the dame school together. The look on this woman's face remained the same as Jaquan found a third surprising photo nearby. The same woman was booed up with this really dark-skinned brother with a murderous expression on his craggy features. This unknown Kelly ancestor looked blissfully euphoric. Jaquan lost himself in the various photos, interested.
One particular photo attracted his attention depicting four little girls standing on a plot of grass obviously directed there by their parents. One of them was a slightly cute dark-skinned girl with a big floppy hat hiding her hair from view. She was holding tightly to her head with both hands, sobbing while a rather rough looking bespectacled shaggy haired girl flanked her on one side. The other girl was impossibly cute and ghostly pale...with the same slanted green eyes, albeit hers were narrower.
"Renee?" Jaquan went to handle the pic but refrained looking closer at the largest of the girls standing directly behind the others with big meaty arms folded across her chest. This girl looked probably fourteen or older wearing a flannel dress. Her face was bruised sporting a classic black eye, scuffed rounded cheek and fat bottom lip, but she was smiling happily. The others, not so much.
"Daisy Mae?" The older girl's hair was braided with two long ponytails hanging from the sides of her rounded noggin. No one was happy in this picture but her as Jaqaun took a closer look. His brow furrowed as he examined the pic finding something strange about the girl with the hat. This photo was somewhat frayed making her eyes these two iridescent dots. Jaquan considered it a trick of the light looking over at the girl on the left side of the photo. She was grungy, peppered with copious freckles.
"Honey?" Despite the thick glasses, there was no doubt this was the troubled wild middle child of the current Kelly family. Jaquan stared at Renee again noting the expensive-looking dress on her tiny frame with her immaculately styled hair, pinned up. This was a little princess bar none leaving no doubt Renee had always received preferential treatment. Honey was looking at the crying girl, but Renee was looking dead into the camera taking their picture. Renee's icy glare was piercing even in a decades old photo.
Jaquan found another more professional pic of Renee taken probably at some mall outlet that depicted his girlfriend likely a few years later with this very stern-bitter faced old woman. Renee was wearing this simple long-sleeved pink sweatshirt visible from the chest up still beautiful even with an unflattering haircut. Jaquan recognized the seething anger on her face with those slanted eyes narrower than usual. It looked like Renee would shriek, even from this old picture. The old woman looked just as angry making him wonder about the backstory of this picture. His gaze drifted back upwards to the top photo.
Beneath it was another photo of another stunningly beautiful woman with the same attributes and another below that before he got to a proper picture of Renee as he knew her. It looked as if it were taken some time before they met. Her expression in it remained the same but she looked incredible with her hair done up in layered curls that cascaded down over her shoulders longer than he'd ever seen it. He wondered about the light-colored sundress remembering it from a brunch they attended early on in their relationship. Jaquan was distinctly uncomfortable out of his element due in no small part to one Aurthur Van Allen. He noticed Renee's defacto sugar daddy watching her intently and was fit to be tied.
Renee acted oblivious to his concerns, leaving him to his own devices while she hobnobbed with various bluebloods under his tutelage as if she were networking for a job. He heard her talking with this Spanish guy talking fluently in his language and nearly jumped the fiftysomething when the man planted a hand in the small of her back.
Renee noticed immediately excusing herself to herd him into a private room on the sprawling estate where she dressed him down, just barely above a whisper. Jaquan felt as if he would burst from his suit in rage, but Renee took it further shoving her hands down his pants still running him down for embarrassing her. She locked the door and bent over a desk hiking up that same sundress exposing her perfect heart-shaped derriere. Renee reached back pulling down the sheer, racy looking panties asking Jaquan if he needed some quick pussy to act like a man. He was embarrassed as she pulled the dress up further exposing her cinched waist, chiding him to make it quick.
Suffice it to say, he played it off walking away from her emasculated keeping to himself for the rest of the affair. It was the first time he felt like a placeholder in Renee's life. Aurthur's smug expression didn't help afterwards as Renee went to him in hushed tones, glancing and motioning back in his direction. Jaquan thought he would be escorted off property, but Renee left with him instead as her benefactor's face resumed its dour hangdog expression. She was silent as they drove away, icy cold and brooding. but pounced on him when they reached his house. Renee fucked him like a wild animal until he passed out, then disappeared for a few weeks making him morose thinking it was a goodbye fuck.
Jaquan stared at the picture of his woman then noticed a smaller photo of Aurthur Van Allen next to it, an afterthought. He was pictured in similar fashion dressed to the nines with a gleaming white Bentley GT behind him. Jaquan looked between the picture of Renee and Aurthur Van Allen noting his own cream-colored three-piece suit offset with a beige colored vest. They matched, looking more like a couple despite being in separate pics taking Jaquan mentally back to that fateful brunch; in particular he replayed Renee's muted conversation with mentor before leaving with him. The look on her exotic face stuck into him like a knife reading as entitled pouting after being thwarted in his uninformed cuckoldry.
Jaquan stumbled back a few steps taking in the mantle as a whole letting his gaze dart around examining the various photos, particularly the ones containing the most attractive women. Each of them had a smaller pic on the side with some wealthy "benefactor" displayed, the top two women underneath had these smaller framed pictures on either side with the one right over Renee's depicting that same angry looking dark skinned black man, decades older, still smolderingly angry. Jaquan looked down at Renee's picture finding a vacancy on its right side.
He returned to the picture of that man in his younger days scrutinizing it with new eyes. It wasn't a look of anger, but raw emotional pain. Jaquan's eyes were wide, heart thumping as he gritted his teeth.
"Thirsty?"
Daisy Mae was standing a few feet away at the couch with an unopened bottle of wine and a single glass. She looked at his face, then at the mantle popping the cork on the chilled bottle as she walked over. Jaquan's hands were shaking, but she cupped the outside of it helping him take a deep drink.
"Take another." Daisy Mae fed him another deep drink looking intently at his face, then at the weird family tree setup ringing her fireplace.
"What is this shit, huh? WHAT IS IT DAISY?!!" Jaquan choked a little bit, coughing up some of the wine as she used a pointer finger wiping it under his bottom lip catching the excess. Daisy Mae suckled her fingertip savoring the taste.
"Tradition." That plain answer hit Jaquan where he lived as he glanced over noticing her picture right over Renee's devoid of an accompanying sugar daddy in a smaller frame.
"WHERE'S YOURS?!!" Instead, Daisy Mae's photo was bordered on both sides with these pungent smelling open ended red coffee cans.
"Look out the window." Daisy Mae answered gesturing towards a large paneled front window, raising a brow. It faced the rest of the shanty town proper as Jaquan got her meaning.
She took the glass from his hands softly grabbing a pointer finger leading him to the old vintage couch that looked as if it would collapse under his weight. Jaquan hardly realized it as she pretty much positioned him on the couch now making sense of everything, they were talking about on the way to the Kelly ancestorial home. Jaquan looked first at the empty wine glass against the abundant curve of Daisy Mae's wide baby making hip, then up into her face with this defeated expression.
"I really am the side dude." He sounded dejected now, looking at the absences during his relationship with Renee quite differently. Jaquan chafed at the mind movies of his woman sleeping with the grandfatherly Aurthur Van Allen during those breaks when they were having difficulties. Daisy Mae bent over at the hip setting the bottle down on the coffee table, then knelt upright at the outside of his left thigh. He purposely looked away from her face not wanting to see it in light of what had been revealed.
"You're looking at things all wrong; Jaquan, this isn't the end of the world."
"I'm the side dude."
Daisy Mae rested a hand on his thigh rubbing up a slow heated friction until he noticed looking at her lightly peppered visage. Her framed photo was visible over the woman's shoulder as he tried to make sense of the fact that Renee was ostensibly using him for his body while doing something strange for some change with a man old enough to be her grandfather behind closed doors. His anger was offset by this deflated feeling in his chest. Daisy Mae's hand drifted closer until it grazed his bulging crotch.
"Jaquan?" He looked at her hand now resting on his crotch, then at her face which had this glib, yet salacious look on it framed by her own substantial shock of wild curly hair.
"What do you want now?"
"...I wanna touch you down here, Jaquan. I wanna feel on you and touch you; wanna make it all better. Ah can make you so happy that you won't even care anymore, baby. Will you let me touch you, Jaquan?"
He scoffed angrily chuckling to himself partially offended that Daisy Mae would ask this time instead of taking what she wanted like she had earlier in the middle of the field bordering her cabin. He laughed to himself staring across the room at the shrine to a family of gold diggers immortalized there for anyone visiting. There was no doubt this woman was the leader of the Kelly family ruling and controlling everything inside her bubble with an iron fist rarely in a velvet glove. For him it was her velvety cooch.
"We meddled each other before, truth to power Jaquan; but now I just wanna make you feel good. Can I, huh boy? Won't you let me make you feel like a real man, huh? What does it even matter now; are you with Renee? Maybe, but what if you ain't? Jaquan...can't you let go of it and let me inside?"
"Inside?"
"Yeah, I wanna walk inside you again, Jaquan. Let me make it right; I wanna touch you everywhere and take away the hurt because a man like you shouldn't carry such a heavy heart. Family is what it is down here, and blood is thicker than water so how could Renee deny herself that tradition? What about you? Can you carry all that burden in your heart, Jaquan? Won't you let me touch you? I wanna..."
The tone of her voice was different, melodic sounding almost pleading and desperate. Her hand was rubbing his leg, randomly squeezing and fondling the bulge hiding his manhood. He looked at her face finding it hard to look away from those accursed slanted lime-colored eyes that were the calling card of generations of women in the Kelly family. His hand went into business for itself cupping the side of her face. Daisy Mae tilted her head playing to his actions with an understated demureness.
"...touch me?" He completed her question.
"Yes." Daisy Mae flattened both of her palms on his inner thighs spreading his legs wide apart making the growing bulge more apparent between them as he nodded acquiescing to her wishes, losing himself in her touch as his manhood was handled through his pants. She began kneading and squeezing his package, mouth slightly open breathing heavily. Daisy Mae nodded her head in time with his actions.
"JAAC-QUAAAN!" She pushed his thighs as far apart as they would go then slid her hands from his knees to his bulge in grinding fashion arching her lower back towards him peering upward with a throaty gasp.
Her chin was tilted up exposing her neck as her muff thumped the edge of the couch between his legs. She sounded sexually weird with this sustained throaty moan and before he realized it, his manhood was fully exposed.
Daisy Mae's head swung forward in and arch covering his crotch as her hands took possession of his cock encircling it at the base underneath his balls and just below his crown. They worked jointly applying a twisting motion to the base of his member while the other stroked frenetically towards the bulbous head of his prick. Jaquan's head rolled backwards while a wet syrupy slurp accompanied the utter swallowing of all certified twelve inches. Daisy Mae's head was stationary while her mouth put on a clinic in soulful passionate sloppy top. This was way more intense than the first time they hooked up.



Her hands framed both sides of his endowment at the base as the suction tightened up specifically on the upper third of his prick. Daisy Mae methodically took more of him each time her head bobbed in his lap until she was long stroking the entire thing from stem to stern, loudly slurping. Everything came into play making it feel as if he were being massaged and caressed by multiple sets of loving hands. There was no realization of his own actions as Jaquan humped and arched up into her mouth, fucking it passionately. He swept her hair aside, finding her mouth stuffed full of his meat, plunging in and out.
She didn't react to his large mitt-sized hand around her neck squeezing hard as he pumped between her stretched out lips. Things became wet and sloppy along with those wet sounding slurps and heated intense moans. There was an audibly haunting quality as his other hand came into play cupping both sides of her head raising it vertically. Jaqaun reacted out of pure instinct fucking away at her mouth going balls deep repeatedly. Daisy Mae Kelly seemed to have no gag reflex to speak of just taking it. His root slapped against her lips creating this hollow soapy sound for a while until he crested.
"AUG!! AUG!! AW SHIT!! AW SHIT!! AUG!! AUG!! AUG!!" Jaquan exploded between her lips wriggling about, but she held him down pressing hard against his inner thighs swallowing in time with each burst.
Daisy Mae mashed her lips against the base of Jaquan's cock letting Jaquan ride it out, then let his member plop out of her mouth. She blew a few bubbles, then slurped up the excess, moaning.
"Would you like another drink?" Daisy Mae asked rearing up on her knees, both hands still flattened against Jaquan's inner thighs.
"Yes, please." Her face was positively glowing as she made him groan standing up retrieving the wine bottle. Instead of filling the glass, Daisy Mae planted her knee next to the outside of his thigh straddling the side of the couch, facing him. Jaquan watched her take a deep swig from the bottle before bending over cupping the sides of his face.
He was rewarded with a full gullet of wine followed by her probing tongue as they began torridly making out. His hands floated over the upper swell of her huge cornfed butt, clamping down on it selfishly squeezing hard. She arched into his hands reaching back drawing up the hem of her simple cotton skirt baring her expansive derriere.
A big handful of her right cheek was grabbed with Jaquan digging into the jiggly undercuff spreading her apart. Daisy Mae arched further taking another swig from the bottle while popping the tiny buttons on the cropped white tank covering her bust. Her left tit came into view first, nipple plumped up in a blocky shape. It looked good enough to eat as she palmed the back of his head bringing it close enough until he took the nip between his lips, sucking and twirling his tongue on it. The other tit followed for the same.
Jaquan reached up grabbing a fistful of her top stripping it away from her body making her nude from the smallish waist up. Up close and personal gave Jaquan an appreciation of her thick, voluptuous zaftig shape. She was acutely pear shaped with a huge butt anchored above thick shapely gams that wouldn't quit. All of the Kelly women had similar attributes with very distinct differences that took nothing away from the other when they were gathered together. Daisy Mae was the thickest of the trio, a Sherman tank built for power blessed with a freakish strength and endurance that invited shock and awe.
Her pointer finger cupped the underside of his chin, raising Jaquan's face as she gave him another drink in the form of a deep passionate kiss. She poured some of the wine down her chest as he lapped it from her body working his way up to a hardened nipple. Daisy Mae flattened her foot at the outside of his other thigh reaching back spreading herself wide apart for his crown. Jaquan's toes curled from the scintillating feel of parted labia. The lightly peppered matriarch was beyond wet and sticky letting her weight do all the work as she slowly engulfed his member in its twelve-inch entirety.
"AH! AAH!! AAHHH!!" Jaquan moaned and gasped as she took him to the root below the belt, volcanically hot and tight. He coveted the tapered conical shape of her cunt and her defined inner grooves that forced him to cry out in extasy. Daisy Mae got both feet planted flat adjacent to his hips with her dead weight planted firmly in his lap impaled to the gills. Her huge butt cradled his root.
"AUG!! AUG!! AAAUUGGG!! AW SHEET!! AAAWWW SHEEET!! AW SHIT, FUCK!! AUG!! AUUG!!" It felt like he was cumming the moment she started bouncing in his lap. Despite her size, he could feel her parted ass cheeks and her cunt slamming down on his meat with the force of a piledriver. Daisy Mae shoved her thumbs in his mouth forcing Jaquan to raise his chin. She drooled a steady stream of saliva into his open mouth following this up with more steamy kissing, adding suction of his bottom lip.
Her knees rested outside his thighs allowing Daisy Mae to saw and roll her wide hips taking his straining prick on a ride in her cunt. His hands blanketed her enormous buttocks squeezing, scratching and slapping the shit out of them. Jaquan handled her smallish waist bouncing this thick woman on the business end of his cock. Daisy Mae fucked him back just as hard if not harder like some sort of sexual jockey. Squishy sounds filled their ears as Jaquan started to crest again, frantically digging trenches in her jiggly buttocks. That pinching sensation on the head of his cock was indescribably addictive.
Jaquan groaned and whimpered blowing several ropes inside her creamy snatch nearly passing out.
He couldn't keep his eyes closed, but Daisy Mae pressed the bottle to his lips giving the sweat-soaked man some respite before dismounting and shimmying out of her skirt becoming naked, cupping her tits.
She tucked the half empty bottle in one of his pits, kneeling removing his shoes and pants, followed by his underwear before topping him off again. Daisy Mae was voracious, sliding her slick fist along his shaft into her waiting lips. It sounded like she was kissing her fist instead of wantonly sucking half of his big cock. This kept up until her lips were kissing his mound every other repetition. Jaquan was rock hard.
"Take my hands." Daisy Mae offered after standing up extending both hands, waiting.
Jaquan did as instructed.
"No, not like that; I want you to use your right arm to grab my left and pull it across my back and do the same for the other, then sit back and enjoy." Jaquan wearily did as she asked folding and trapping her meaty arms bent at the elbows behind her back cross ways creating this natural sort of straight jacket.
Daisy Mae shocked him with her limberness, carefully stepping up onto the couch one foot at a time squatting on his straining erection taking it all the way to the base in one slick move. She was that wet and slick inside, yet still tight enough for him to feel every groove inside her cunt. She started bouncing again picking up speed in an instant with these wet, squishy sounding claps of flesh on flesh.
"Pull my arms as tight as you can; I don't give a fuck if you rip them off, but keep pulling them so I won't escape, nigga!" Each of the Kelly women were true specimens of physicality seemingly bred for way more than casual plain vanilla sex as he marveled at the way this large woman was able to contort herself enough to fuck him in this modified cowgirl position with her arms restrained tight to her back.
"AH!! AAHH!! AAAHHH!!!" Daisy Mae went hard with very little space to work with hunched over his sitting prone figure still able to bounce carrying a considerable amount of weight. His endowment was taken whole even with her rolled up into a fleshy ball. Jaquan added a savage drubbing to the proceedings slamming into her abused cunt with no fucks given. Both were grunting and wheezing.
"UNG!! UNG!! UUNNNGGG!!" This wet sounding slapping sound fueled his thrusts.
"AAAHHH!! AW SHIT, BOY!! TURN US AROUND AND PUT ME ON MY BACK, BUT DON'T LET GO!!" Somehow Jaquan managed to plant Daisy Mae on her back legs spread to the east and west with her arms trapped behind her back. His thick veiny cock looked obscene stretching her walls to the limit. Jaquan pounded the stuffing out of the economy sized Kelly woman and more when she took things to the next level by wrapping her powerful legs in the small of his back.
His view was filled with her smallish breasts flopping vertically on her chest in a blur of motion. They were locked together by their respective dueling uglies, smashing and thumping as he started to go over again unable to take advantage or fondle her because he was holding her arms in place. Daisy Mae used her heels to enhance his thrusts damn near squeezing the life out of the man pinning her to the couch cushions. Jaquan's steely twelve-inch bar was starting to read on her flushed peppered face.
This weird position afforded him an opportunity to look at her face exclusively, finding no indicator of her age whatsoever. He figured she was somewhat older than Renee, maybe by five or ten years but her visage was distinctly youthful and exotic in its own right. The women all three, could've been sisters but Jaquan found his mind going elsewhere before he thought to ask. Renee prior to this trip down south had been doggedly private about her past and family getting agitated when questioned. She would only reply that she was black and nothing else in acidic fashion and ask if that was enough for him; but looking at the mantel in her family home suggested otherwise as he looked at the framed pictures.
"AW!! AAWW!! AAAWWW!! YEAH, JUST LIKE THAT!! JUST LIKE THAT!! FUCK ME HARDER!! HARDER!!!" The wet, gooey sounds of her cunt being demolished were filling the room with an audible echo as they got it in grand fashion forgetting the world around them. Daisy Mae's stunningly beautiful visage began to contort and twist into a horrific ugly cry face as her eyes went watery. Her lips curled into a what looked like a smile eventually revealing gritted teeth. Jaquan's cock slammed hard into her mound with machine-like proficiency coated in her milky essence. Her brow furrowed with lines appearing at the corners of her eyes, nose and lips. This low guttural groan was building steadily, an animalistic snarl.
"YUN!! YUUNN!! YEAH!! YEEEAAAHHH!! HARDER, FUCK ME HARDER, AW!! AH, SHEET!! AW!! YEAH!!" She was starting to sound more like the women he'd conquered in the past as his confidence went up a few levels and he hit the gas. Daisy Mae liked it hard and rough, wanted to be dominated sexually. It was likely the reason she wanted her arms pinned at uncomfortable angles. Jaquan watched her flush in a way only Renee had done before during their third time having sex. His pale exotic beauty went from pale to a rose color that engulfed her face all the way to her pneumatic bust.
Daisy Mae's own redbone tint was becoming darker, like a deep rich cinnamon hue as her mouth hung open. It suddenly felt as if he were hitting deeper as she tightened her legs around him trying to snap his spine. Jaquan grunted, trying to let go of her captured arms but couldn't as his mind went blank. He faceplanted atop her lush body, both drenched in perspiration. Everything was hot, slick and oily between their tightly wedged bodies. Her cunt clamped down on his manhood. She suckled his earlobe huffing into his ear as she spoke in tongues, some language he was unfamiliar with.
"Mwen mare ou nan plezi nan manyen yon fanm. Ou pral konnen estati a nan anpil fanm ak liv koko yo nan djou! Mwen mare ou plezi, Jaquan!! Jwi! Bwè plen ou soti nan tas sa a ant kwis mwen!! Fè abondans, fwi. "
Daisy Mae went into hysterics, slanted eyes fluttering as she grinded her teeth trying to stifle what sounded like a building guttural cry. She started to fight against being restrained but kept squeezing with her big powerful legs. They ended up jostling roughly making the old couch creak and whine under their combined weight. Both struggled mightily as Daisy Mae groaned and whimpered, her movements awkwardly making Jaquan more excited. Now she was clamping down on his shaft gnawing it up.
The grinding sensation was indescribable and there was no give inside her cunt as Jaquan began pumping liters of jizz inside it filling her cup to overflowing. Goosebumps prickled up all over his defined muscular body as he began crying out while Daisy Mae managed to roll and swivel her hips adding to this scintillating feeling. His balls were cradled between her buttocks as she wrenched and bucked taking Jaquan to nirvana. Both barely realized the noise they were causing with their screams of pleasure.
Then it was over as he managed to release her arms lying face down with his face between her breasts, huffing like he'd run the Boston marathon. Daisy Mae's hands went into business for themselves now freed cupping a buttock with one and resting a flattened palm in the middle of his back. Jaquan was still embedded inside her while her thick shapely legs were now ceremonial wrapped and interlocked in the small of his back. Daisy Mae was sweating so profusely that she was blowing bubbles of perspiration.
"See boy, ain't no shame in being what you are; you're a breeder, Jaquan." Her hand drifted up lovingly caressing the back of his head. He remained silent pondering her words after what he'd learned as she hummed some haunting tune still rubbing his head. Jaquan reared up turning his head in the direction of the chimney mantle place, particularly at the photo of Aurthur Van Allen.
Then he looked at Renee's much larger picture surrounded by an intricately designed and detailed silver frame. It felt like she was staring back at him even though the real deal was on the other side of the wooded area that separated the cabin from this decrepit family home. He shared a post coital kiss with the elder Kelly still buried deep inside her pulsing snatch. She looked satiated rubbing his back, smiling.
"I don't know if you'd say blood is thicker than water, but business boy; good business is where you find it and that's something you ain't ever gotta worry your little head over, alright? Just enjoy it, okay Jaquan?"
"I'm... the side guy." Daisy Mae cupped his cheeks with her hands waiting patiently until their eyes met.
"What's so terrible about that?"
Jaquan answered with a deep passionate sweat-soaked kiss, and she responded in kind with a mouth full of tongue as they embraced under the flickering light from the fireplace.
...to be continued.
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(RECAP)
Willie was left with nowhere to go until she crested. He shoved two fingers into her mouth as a pacifier riding it out until she was still.
"Damn, I ain't had it like that in a minute, bruh." Shaila lets her arms rest on the mattress above her head looking frazzled and high on life. Her hawkish beauty was flushed crimson, almost sunset orange as she looked at him through narrowed watery eyes with a lazy smile. Her thick legs squeezed hard into the small part of his back, kind of like bucking a horse with spurs. Shaila cupped his narrow face rewarding the man with a sustained sensual kiss despite their joint disheveled state.
"You really got some motherfucking WAP, down here girl." Willie drew his legs forward under her huge floppy cheeks pushing down on her inner thighs until she unlocked the heels in the small of his back. He knelt upright between her spread thighs which made his cock flop out of her gaped cunt half covered in the last condom. Shaila reached down dutifully removing it getting a surprise as a rope of jizz erupted from his semi-spent member leaving a milky line from her bare mound up between her spongy tits.
"Yeah, uhm...?" Shaila had this mischievous look again nibbling on a pointer finger slightly averting her eyes for a second.
"What?"
"Don't you have some work to do; like, moving my stuff back inside?" Wille Pete was struck dumb at her playful lack of post coital intimacy after blowing this woman's back off with impunity.
"Damn bae, you ain't gonna come up off a sandwich or let a nigga use the shower to clean hisself up, or nothing, huh?"
"My shower is out on the front lawn." Shaila replied with a saccharine giggle.
"Aw fuck, me."
*************************************************************************************
BACKSHOT KINGS: Episode 2
[Phone Ringing]
"Yeah?"
"I think we should scorch the earth."
"No, we ain't doing that shit because we don't have confirmation; but you don't give a fuck because it's all about you and your precious little reputation."
"You're just saying that because you got outed already."
"And who do I have to thank for that, huh bitch? Somebody didn't do their job and make certain people aware of the rules in this game, and that's why I got outed."
"You got outed because you could keep your panties up."
"Says the whore you got caught with her tired tits wrapped around a righteous dick; don't front, you were loving it."
"THAT WAS BLACKMAIL!!"
"How many times did you get uhm, blackmailed? How many times did you get on that couch bed and take the spiritual counseling, huh bitch? Did you forget, I watched you all wriggling around on the end of that big ass dick, cumming all over yourself. Fuck, you were so good I had to get a taste."
"..."
"You loved it; having his juicy balls all over your face while he fucked your titties cumming all over your tummy. Shit, first time I ever saw an upside-down titty fuck. Admit it, you still get wet when you think about it, don't you? Your old, tired pussy was so fucking wet."
"HARLOT!"
"You squirted; guess you ain't hit menopause yet, eh?"
"... shut up."
"Hey, just between us girls; do you like it better on your back or on your hands and knees, like me? Probably on your back, huh grandma; yeah, that's it. Bet you like showing off those titties just like your slore of a daughter! He told me he liked fucking her in the ass; said he did it because she was clean back there, bootyhole virgin and such. Did you know he fucked her big ass titties just like yours? Made her eat his ass while he did it, too. How does that make you feel?"
"YOU'RE NASTY!! DISGUSTING!!"
"Shame on you, especially after I took one for the team. I should've let him crack you open all proper like, bitch. Guess it wasn't all that important when he had your daughter to fuck. Damn, I told him to lay off that shit, but he uh, had tastes if you get my drift. You know, he said he wanted to fuck the two of you side by side. Said he wanted to see whose titties were the biggest. Well, that obviously didn't happen; say, enquiring minds wanna know. Who's bigger."
"You wouldn't say that to my daughter's face!"
"Oh, I would grandma; I REALLY would."
"..."
"Cat got your tongue?"
"I didn't call you up for this; if everything comes to the light, you're going to be exposed even more than that skillet black ass of yours is already. It's gonna be worse than going viral on fucking Worldstar and Instagram! We're talking about police, and maybe the feds; is that what you want just because you're angry about being embarrassed?"
"..."
"Cat got your tongue, now?"
"The ball is in play; they will be there in the morning, okay? So, hold up your end and stop ringing my fucking phone in the middle of the night; I'm getting fucked, and I don't need it as much as you do. Sounds like you need to release something, grandma. Do you miss him, huh bitch? Miss that big ass dick all up in your antique dusty tits on cold lonely nights?!!"
"We should go scorched earth."
"Do what you want; after tomorrow I'm out of it and just to let you know; if it hits the fan, I already have my passport. What about you, elder; you ready to do a bid on Worldstar and the motherfucking shade room with a public defender? Get those dusty tits ready for primetime."
[Phone clicks off.]
"..."
"Who was that ma'am?"
"Is that any of your fucking business?"
"Uh, just curious, is all."
"Is that you're here boy; is your curiosity more important than your cock buried deep in my holiest of holies?"
"Well uhm..."
"Well uhm, nothing youngster; this ain't the time for you to do something dumb, like thinking. Did you forget where you were before we plucked you out of the box?"
"No well I, uhm..."
"Shut-the--fuck-up; you know what to do tomorrow; make that bitch feel it in her throat, nigga. And stop thinking; I'll tell you what to think and you DO IT, boy. It's too late in the game to change the starting lineup. We're splitting the work down the middle, so it shouldn't be hard for you to get what we need. Don't make it necessary for your parole officer to be involved."
"Yes ma'am."
******************************************************************************
"A church?" Willie reacted as they pulled up in front of it before noticing a For Sale sign posted on the neglected lawn in front of the building.
"Yeah uh, it's supposed to be some furniture, and a lot of books and stuff. They donated to some other church, I guess." Marvin replied as he pulled adjacent with the curb. Martha, their boss, secured a small moving truck with explicit instructions for them to wait for the client before doing anything. Willie still found her rough sounding voice grating on the ears wanting nothing to do with her but couldn't avoid her otherwise as they both knew he needed the money.
"What happened here, did the preacher man run off with the money?" He half chortled burnt that Martha would be pocketing some of the money they earned without lifting a finger.
"I guess, he got arrested a long time ago; but skipped town after making bail. Word on the streets is he had a bounty put on his head by the GD's."
"Really?"
"Yeah, he got busted fucking some girl in there." Marvin gestured towards the vacant building. It looked abandoned with one window already boarded up. There was yellow foreclosed tape on the double doors of the faux cathedral.
"Yeah?"
"I guess, but they say he was doing it with a lot of the women in there."
"Just women?"
"I don't know man; I heard that shit off the streets and it's about as reliable."
"Yeah, whatever; so, who's on point for this shit show? I'm ready to get started and I don't wanna be here all day."
"Uhm, Ms. Hickey and a uh, Mrs. Fisher. They're church elders, I was told."
"Not no more."
"Oh, yeah you're right." Marvin agreed, scratching his head, making Willie chuckle at his slowness catching on to his little joke. He looked at his shorter, gruff partner of convenience mimicking his laughter for a few seconds as Willie continued.
"What the fuck kind of name is Ms. Hickey, anyway?" Willie snarked.
"Yeah, she got monkey bites or something?" Marvin laughed along rubbing his chin as he peered out at the middle-class neighborhood in front of them. He glanced at the face of his phone looking for texts.
"Hey man, you think them old broads gonna help us out." Willie joked looking at some trash and old flyers blowing about in the morning breeze.
"Hell, if I know; oh shit, I think they're here Willie." Marvin noticed a burgundy 03 Pontiac Grand Am pulling up behind their moving truck in his side mirror.
He could see the silhouettes of two women in the front seat. Both looked to be in heated conversation as Willie looked into his side mirror unable to see anything other than the back of the vehicle parked behind the moving truck. He glanced over to see if Marvin was going to get out first but was interrupted by the loud blaring honk of the horn from the car behind them. Marvin flinched, but he got out hopping down to the street. The truck was parked at an angle.
"Alright, time to make the donuts." Willie mumbled to himself, irritated that his partner seemed to be okay with him taking the lead. He walked along his side of the truck stopping short when he got to the back end of the truck taking in the scene before him. Willie figured there were some lingering issues between them from his fateful first day at work.
He'd ended up hooking up with the voluptuous client, a self-described "city girl on the low" who nonchalantly exposed his coincidental duplicity after he'd distracted Marvin so they could hook up. Marvin had been tricked into buying lunch, also obliged to get food for two-day workers hired for the thankless job.
Wilie was caught coming out of the client's house just as he was about to knock with bags of burgers in hand. Shaila had no fucks to give opening the door wider in a tight, ill-fitting orange crop top and a pair of micro-panties that made it look as if she were bottomless.
She reached into the bag, helping herself to a few burgers, then slammed the front door in all their faces with a nonchalant grin. The day workers were blown away by the visual, but Marvin had this odd expression on his face, saying nothing afterwards. Willie felt a rare kind of guilt, young men usually felt in their formative years upon being caught doing anything decidedly pervy. Neither man addressed it, particularly when Shaila popped up again near the end of the "reverse move" wearing this peach-colored sleeve dress as she walked across her lawn to a waiting Lexus and sped off into the sunset. Two hours later, they were following the sunset.
Willie had watched Marvin burning a hole in Shaila's enormous ass and been caught looking.
"HUH, WHAT?!!" The loud blaring horn interrupted his thoughts as he looked around the end of the truck at the two women in the front seat of that Pontiac Grand Am.
The first thing that caught his eye was the woman sitting in the passenger seat who appeared to be sitting on something that made her much taller than the older looking woman behind the wheel. This woman bore a passing resemblance to a pre-surgery Tamar Braxton and was in the midst of having what looked like an argument with the other woman who could best be described as looking like the meanest female librarian you ever saw.
Whatever they were talking about was heated enough that Willie considered his options before stepping out at the side of the hood of their car. He felt that his presence might diffuse things and that seemed to be the case as the muffled back and forth dialed down a bit. Both of the former church elders stared back, stone faced. The mature woman behind the wheel looked especially aggressive, staring so hard that Willie glanced back over his shoulder, momentarily.
The taller of the two rolled down an audibly creaky window looking expectantly at him before speaking.
"Well... AREN'T YOU GOING TO INTRODUCE YOURSELF?!!"
"Oh, sorry; my name is..."
"You see, that's the problem with these menfolk of today; the art of being a proper gentleman has been lost on today's society! These "boys" have not been taught proper etiquette or raised properly. Oh, you'd probably say a small number of them are diamonds in the ruff, but lookit this one right here; unwashed and rough now in his forties with nothing but lint in his pockets! Oh lord, the most high has his work cut out for him today, if I may be so bold!"
"Hey now; my name is..."
"See what I'm talking about; lookit him now being all disrespectful and out of pocket with his betters trying to run his mouth. Hey boy, are you a listener or are you one of them mouthers who can't wait to hear hisself-talking?! Don't answer that, it's obvious you're just sucking up air with nothing between those big ears you've got there, and nothing worth coming out of those big lips. WELL, AREN'T YOU GONNA INTRODUCE YOURSELF, FOR GEEZUS SAKES?!!"
"HEY-NOW-MY NAME IS...!!"
"WHO YOU YELLING AT, HALF-PINT?!! IS THAT HOW YOU TALK TO A LADY?!! DO YOU TALK TO YOUR MAMMA LIKE THAT?!!"
"Yeah."
"OYMYGAWD GENNIE!! DID YOU HEAR WHAT THIS MIDGET MAN SAID?!!"
"He's trying to introduce himself." The other woman was in the midst of a slow boil while Willie tried to process the diatribe, he was hearing finding it hard because of the unique, chirpy nagging sound of the taller Mature's high-pitched voice. She spoke in this frenzied, speedrun cadence that almost made what she was saying come out as a foreign language.
"WELL, HE ISN'T DOING A VERY GOOD JOB OF THAT; IS HE GENNIE?!!" Willie's right eye was twitching at the sound of this woman's voice as Marvin appeared behind him.
"Oh uhm, hello ma'am." He greeted both women, wistfully with a floppy wave of his hand that made Willie want to sucker punch him. The taller seated woman stopped talking staring back with a nondescript expression, then responded.
"OH, finally an obviously cultured and intelligent young man has finally appeared." She perked up with a toothy smile that made Willie involuntarily grimace.
"Thanks, my name is Marvin and we're here to help out with whatever you want, today." Willie did a doubletake as the tall woman replied starting things off with a scoff.
"Well, you must be the boss, young man; first of all, you should teach this grunt how to say his name."
"LADY-MY NAME IS...!!"
"MUD, THAT'S YOUR DAMN NAME, DOOFUS!!" She cut him off again as Willie imagined himself pitching a brick at her through the passenger side window. Marvin stepped into the woman's line of sight hiding Willie from view. This made him slow broil even more.
"His name is Willie Pete, and he's a good guy." Marvin explained to the visibly enraptured woman old enough to be his mother.
She was smiling at his showing every tooth in her head obviously liking what she was looking at in the person of the young handsome twentysomething. Willie facepalmed behind Marvin wanting to assert himself and take back some of his lost dignity. Marvin played to the attention grinning back at the woman briefly then looking at his feet as she rolled her window down further peering out at him. Willie put his hands on his hips turning his back to them.
"Aw would you look at that; he's covering for his bum tail employee. Ain't that cute, Gennie?"
"Are you done?" The other mature woman deadpanned.
"You are so negative."
"And you are so obvious." The older looking woman retorted which resulted in the tall lady rolling her squeaky window up quickly. More heated back and forth followed as Marvin stuffed his hands in his pockets, shifting his weight from one foot to the next, waiting patiently.
"Aw shit." Willie grumbled walking away from the curb to the barred double doors of the shuttered church. He stopped short looking at the large "For Sale" sign on the lawn. The building seemed to radiate this dead feeling from the outside, almost haunted.
The raucous cacophony intensified for a few moments, then ended with a loud slamming of the car door.
"We'll be using the door at the side entrance; if I open the double doors, it could be seen as breaking and entering." He looked back to find the older mature approaching fishing through her purse while Marvin lingered at the side of her car with his admirer.
"Uh, hello my name is Willie Pete." He tried to shore up the awkward situation by reintroducing himself offering his hand, but she looked up from the inside of her bag at his open palm, then went back to what she was doing, producing a heavy key ring.
"I think we established that Mr. Pete; I'm Mrs. Fisher, that's how I prefer to be addressed going forward. Now, do you think we can get things done in an orderly and proficient manner, or do I have to find another service?"
"Uh, no ma'am."
"Call me Mrs. Fisher, now I'm going to walk to the side of the building and go inside. One of you will be working at the loading dock in the back packing up two pallets that have already been shrink-wrapped and there are some pieces of furniture that will have to be moved out as well.
"Yes Mrs. Fisher." There was a trace of snark in his voice that she noted reacting facially before looking over her shoulder at Marvin flirting with her partner, before turning back to him.
"On second thought, I'll take the boy and you can work with the Bird Lady. MARVIN, COME WITH ME!!" She shouted, interrupting whatever they were talking about.
"GENNIE!!" The newly christened "Bird Lady" shouted, loudly scoffing.
"We're here to work; you'll be partnered up supervising Mr. Pete here and that's it." Mrs. Fisher was revealed as the leader of the duo. Marvin shrugged with an easygoing smile, then walked towards Willie and Mrs. Fisher. He handed Willie the keys with a smirk like he was winning something at the other man's expense. Mrs. Fisher snapped her fingers directing him to follow her around the side of the empty building. Willie exchanged glances with his partner.
"It is what it is, sorry bruh." Marvin lingered, then shrugged and followed.
He watched his taller associate walk by in front of him until he disappeared around the corner of the church, then noticed the silence, looking back towards the women's vehicle. The other woman was mute, sitting in profile. Willie measured the situation before walking back to the small moving truck not wanting anything to do with the Bird Lady. He didn't trust himself but found that fate had other ideas because her car was parked in tailgating fashion behind the truck. A rusty El Camino was parked in front of him, missing tires supported on cinder blocks.
"Hey lady, I need you to move your..."
She rolled the window up, working her right arm quickly as the loud squeaking sound filled the air. Willie watched as she brought a phone into view, starting to text while plopping a piece of gum into her mouth. It was beyond obvious that she preferred Marvin as walked back to the front of the moving truck looking between it and the bombed out El Camino. Wille walked back to the car a little closer this time noticing the keys left in the ignition. Bird lady was actively texting, ignoring him.
"Hey lady, I need this car moved; I've got a job to do and no time to babysit a bust down looking to rob the cradle. So, tell you what; I'll move your ride myself and you can do what you want after that, okay?"
Loud squeaking followed as she rolled the window back down.
"Did you call me a bust down, short round? Tell me you did not verbally accost me by referring to me as a quote-unquote, bust down. Make that slip of your oversized bottom lip, make sense."
"I said it, Bird Lady."
"WHO'RE YOU CALLING BIRD LADY?!!" Her chirpy tone went a few octaves higher, almost a gobble.
"If the gobble fits, wear it." Willie made a motion towards the car which made her react facially as she leaned over almost faceplanting in the driver's seat. The woman didn't go after the keys, but went after the driver's side window, rolling the loud, squeaky window up.



"Uh, oh-kay." Her butt came into view out of the blue mashed against the window in these gym shorts that covered just enough of her modesty. For an instant, Willie found himself looking directly at her clearly defined peach, before she suddenly sat down with enough force to shake the car under her weight. The facial comparison to pre-surgery Tamar Braxton was arresting.
"ARE YOU, LOOKING AT MY TAILBONE?!!" She huffed in chirpy fashion looking at him, staring daggers.
"Lady, you wish." Wilie scoffed, waving her off walking to the passenger's side of the moving truck fishing around in his pocket looking for his phone, realizing he'd left it on the dashboard.
He climbed inside the truck intending to call Marvin up to switch places with him despite what Mrs. Fisher said. He needed his money and wasn't going to let some bitty stand in his way. The fleeting view of her butt flittered across his mind for an instant; particularly the outline of her peach in those gym shorts. Willie retrieved his phone grumbling to himself as he unlocked it.
"Sir, you have offended me greatly and while I understand that you are a neanderthal, your out-of-pocket behavior needs to be addressed." Willie looked over, flinching from shock.
The Bird Lady was a veritable giant standing over six foot two, or taller face level with the elevated moving truck window.
"Are you shitting me?"
"No, I am most definitely not shitting you; pardon the expression. You've been caught red handed staring at my tailbone, and I'm giving you the opportunity to apologize before the authorities are involved. I'm a very pious and forgiving woman to the right people, huh!"
"Like Marvin, right?"
"What are you insinuating, knuckle dragger?!"
"Nothing, just calling you out for being thirsty, beanpole." Her eyes went wide registering the dual insults as his gaze drifted to the t-shirt noticing subtle pokies of her nipples. Bird Lady glanced down at her chest, then folded her arms indignantly, eyes fluttering comically.
"I-NEVER!"
"That's obvious." She scoffed loudly, bringing a smile to Willie's face.
"ARE YOU GOING TO DO YOUR JOB, OR NOT?!!" Bird Lady shouted through the window making him roll his window up mimicking her earlier actions as he responded.
"MOVE YOUR CAR, LADY!!" Willie shouted back in her face through the window.
"ASS-HEAD!!" Bird Lady stalked off giving him the opportunity to look in the passenger side mirror. This woman was over six-two closer to four with a long and lean figure and noticeable saddlebag hips that made her butt looked wider than if should've been given her figure. Bird Lady was wearing a tight-fitting raglan t-shirt with navy blue short sleeves that matched the navy-blue gym shorts covering her semi-flat looking butt. One of her knees was taped up.
"MOVE THE CAR!!" Willie shouted after the Bird Lady, enjoying himself at her expense.
"ZIP YOUR LIP, SHORTIE!!" She shouted back, incensed. He had her pegged for a former volleyball or softball player given her casual attire and taped up knee when she yanked open the driver's side door glowering at him.
"What're you doing?" Willie asked, phone in hand.
"Driving, you know that thing you do when you sit on your damn big wheel, runt." Bird Lady got behind the wheel towering over Willie sitting beside her. Ironically, Marvin left the keys in the ignition.
"Get outta here!" Willie shouted motioning with his thumb as if he were hitchhiking.
"You'd better put on your seatbelt and hope we don't get pulled over by the police man; I'm not taking no ticket because you ain't sitting in your baby seat!" Bird Lady turned the ignition jerking the wheel towards the driver's side window. This made Willie's temple bump his window as she pulled off smoothly clearing the bombed-out car tooling down the street. Willie righted himself, glaring at her yanking on his seatbelt as he shouted at the tall woman.
"Lady, you ain't supposed to being doing things like this; we don't have no insurance for you if you get into a crash and I ain't paying shit if you do! All you had to do was move your car!"
"Watch your tone; and I just proved you wrong! What, you never had driver's education before?! Have you ever parallel parked before; well, I wouldn't be surprised if you flunked out. What kind of car do you have, half pint?"
"None of your business!" Actually, his first car was a brown Chevy Nova that didn't survive the winter, while his second vehicle, a grey Buick Skylark, was repossessed when he couldn't keep up with the car note.
"Yah, right; do you at least have the monthly bus pass? I know someone who could give you a discount on that through a program for the homeless. Now, you're gonna have to make some changes, and get yourself together, buddy!" Her chirpy, annoying tone was driving Willie up the wall as she made a right turn driving the moving truck to the alley as he retorted.
"Funny, I was thinking of telling you the same thing, lady."
"OH MY, I NEVER!!"
"That's obvious." Willie shot back.
"Sir, I'll have you know I'm a staunch member of this community and a church elder!"
"Yet, you have to tell me; real popular, right?" Bird Lady grimaced gritting her teeth as she made another right into the alley driving along to the back of the church which had a short loading dock. There were some crates and pieces of furniture, some marked with stickers. The building was in the process of being stripped and sold by the bank. Bird Lady managed to back into the dock with a slight bump that shook things up, briefly.
"Do your job, grunt!" Bird Lady got out loudly slamming the truck door behind her. She walked to the front of it and stood waiting.
"Gladly!"
"Get a move on; stop dragging your feet!"
"Hey, I'm getting out right here, lady!!" Willie shouted, getting out of his side of the truck.
"Move your butt, we ain't paying you to play pocket pool!"
"And I didn't sign up to hear you flap your gums, either!" The conversation would not abate as he walked to the packed loading dock finding the Bird Lady standing in his path.
"Wrong, I'm in charge; Gennie said so, ghetto gnome!" She stood there with her hands on her hips mad dogging Willie who threw up his hands when confronted with this slender mature.
"That's a first."
"Ew, you sound like you need your mouth fixed; keep talking and I'm a have my cousin come wire your trap shut."
"You're gonna have your cousin take a trip to the ICU, if he's lucky." Willie shot back meaning every word of it, then noticed the sudden affected look on Bird Lady's oval shaped face. Despite his shorter stature, Willie Pete was stocky with a thick neck and packed with muscle. The look on his face spoke to the fact that he swam easily in thew streets and wasn't for the shits.
"Are you a thug?"
"Are you?"
"I have a right to know if I should expect any sort of criminal gang affiliated activity around here; a lot of people depend on me in the community, so I don't want to be caught in gunfire from one of those uhm, drive by shootings. Are you on parole? Do you have drugs, on you?"
"Damn."
"What, you do have drugs?"
"No, I ain't got no fucking drugs on me and no, I ain't on no parole, either. I came here to do an honest day's work for pennies on the dollar and what did I get? YOU! Instead of doing what I came to do for little to nothing, I gotta hear this bullshit from a sister!! Thanks a lot, Bird Lady!"
He tapped out without a word turning his back to the tall woman who prejudged him and finally broke their running back and forth. Willie turned around to avoid showing this stranger a dark side he'd long since buried. There was no doubt he needed that money to pay his back rent and avoid a pending eviction. After a few moments, Willie glanced back, finding Bird Lady at the top of the stone steps on the loading dock. She was handling a metal bin with some gym equipment inside but seemed to sense his eyes. There was this stuffy expression on her face.
"Hey, can you help me out with these bins? We're donating most of this stuff to a community center since the playground is out of use."
"Yeah, sure." He joined her on the loading dock finding bins full of toys, various odds and ends with an abundance of sports equipment. There were wheels on the bin that gave him some trouble when one snapped off. Willie looked at her expecting some sort of verbal drubbing, but she said nothing, bending over to pick up the wheel. Bird Lady bent at a ninety-degree angle in front of him. Willie noticed that her long legs bent at the knees in this backward arch in this position. It reminded him of a bird.
"You looking at me?" She stood up towering over Willie favoring the detached metal wheel between both hands. For a moment he thought she would use it as a weapon, gingerly taking it from her hands with a half-smile.
"It's not like that."
He bent down in front of her examining the crate realizing he could just reinsert the misplaced wheel. Her long legs were right in front of him from the thighs down to her canvas sneakered feet. Willie started to lift the crate when Bird Lady pulled on the opposite end helping to lift it. Once it was firmly in place, he stood up to find her still looking at his face, probably expecting an answer to his question. Instead, he opened the back of the moving truck pushing the bin inside.
"Here take this one too; we'll put the last crate inside along with these nets." Bird Lady pushed another bin forward that was full of bibles and other books. Willie blanketed the top of the open bin with the detached soccer nets while she went after some Lacross sticks and a few tennis rackets, packing them as well. Willie went after some stacked cardboard boxes packing them inside the truck, finding himself looking again. Bird Lady didn't notice, working intently.
"Was there some kind of gym here; I mean, for the kids?"
"Not at first, we had an old, outdated playground back there until Tressie, uhm Mrs. Fisher's daughter worked something out with one of our parishioners who was the manager of a sporting goods store. She even got the playground updated for the kids; uh, she was our Sunday school teacher, and a junior elder of the church. Played the piano, too."
"That's nice."
"That's more than nice, it's being accountable for our community." She stopped looking at the back of the church lost in thought for a moment.
"No doubt, you've got a lot of good stuff back here what with all the sporting equipment. Are you donating it to the YMCA?"
"Some, but most of it is going to the community center up the street a bit. We partnered with them right before things got..." Bird Lady stopped short, still reminiscing about something that seemed significant.
"Are you, good?"
"Better than good; uhm let's get a move on, we need to drop off some of this sporting equipment at the center. I wanna get this stuff situated before I meet with my players later this week."
"Players?"
"Yeah, I'm a youth coach over there and I want to get the kids ready for a series of park tournaments, I got lined up."
"Oh, they have a girls' basketball team?"
Bird Lady stared pointedly at him, before answering.
"Boys."
"Uh, okay." Willie chuckled.
"Something funny?"
"Nope."
"Why're you laughing?"
"Nothing."
"It's not nothing if you're laughing mister man; so, what's so funny?"
"Uhm, is there anything else to pack up?" Willie tried to get back to work, but she stood there indignant.
"Your attitude, shove that last bin inside and let's go." Willie did a doubletake at the irritated look on Bird Lady's face as she folded her arms over her chest shifting weight on one leg. Her head followed him robotically as he pushed the last bin inside and locked it down. Willie stole glances at her face recognizing the righteous indignation written all over it. He didn't want any.
"So, where are we going?"
"Community center; can you pull out of the loading dock without crashing into that garage across the alley; or do you need me to do it for you?"
"I got it." Willie was purposely dismissive walking down the loading dock stairs ignoring the fight written all over her face, furrowed brow and all.
He looked back one more time, finding an evil looking grimace on her face. Bird Lady had a bionic mean mug that slowly drifted into an apathetic look as she got in beside him on the passenger side this time. She immediately went to work turning the knob, letting her window down with an angry energy that Willie continued to ignore. He was getting a silent charge out of surreptitiously sticking it to the Bird Lady, but knew she wasn't done.
"Say Willie, you play any sports? And hanging out on a street corner in front of the liquor store, ain't a sport." He raised a brow recognizing that he was being baited.
"Community Center, you say?"
"Yeah, it's two blocks over and our first little stop before we drop off the other supplies."
"Supplies, it's mostly bibles and old furniture."
"Drive; you don't have a suspended license, do you?"
Willie started up the truck making a careful right turn under her disparaging eye from the tall woman hurriedly putting on her seatbelt. He negotiated another turn heading up the street for those two blocks keeping his eyes exclusively on the road, thinking about what had been asked of him. It took him back to earlier times when things could have either way in his life. Bird Lady had taken an instant dislike to him and made no qualms about it, hitting him where he lived whether she knew it or not.
"Played football my freshman and sophomore years, basketball my last two, point guard."
"Did you start?"
"Huh?"
"Did you start?" Bird Lady asked in monotone without looking over.
Willie scoffed leaning close to the steering wheel as the community center came into view. It was a solitary square blocky building with a fenced off playground and small parking lot attached. There was litter on the lawn as Willie watched some errant trash being blown along the sidewalk in front of the center. Bird Lady leaned forward looking through his driver's side window at the closed, fogged out glass double doors. A For Sale sign was planted on the lawn.
"Is this place closed down, too?"
"Not even, it's just been purchased from the bank at a foreclosure auction."
"Geez, I'd think you guys over there at the church would've put the money into keeping it."
"Mind your business."
"WHAT?!!"
"Hit a right turn; there's a parking lot entrance through the fence. Can you do that without someone holding your hand?"
He parked the moving truck as asked and got out slamming to door behind him without answering. Willie kept it moving to the back, opening the truck before climbing into the back. Bird Lady took her time meeting him there as he waited, silently fuming. She walked into view, arms folded with this stoic look on her face, fuming also. He looked away not wanting drama, as she walked across the lot to a storage bin, unlocking the padlock and opening it up.
Willie went with the flow, lining up the bins containing the sports equipment and toys. He pushed the bins collectively onto the shorter loading dock wheeling it down to the storage bin. The expression on Bird Lady's face demanded a response he was unwilling to give, but she seemed insistent, scoffing as he pushed the bins inside one after the other. Willie turned around intent on getting behind the wheel and nothing more. Things were going to be all business. She would be getting nothing further from him. It was all about his money.
"Hey, lookit me, shortie!" Bird Lady called after Willie getting him to turn around and face her.
She was favoring a basketball between both hands.
"WHAT?!"
"Did you start or not?"
"Come on, don't do this Bird Lady." She raised a brow, starting to grimace.
"Sounds like your mouth is going into business for itself; maybe that's why you can't answer a single question with the obvious answer." Bird Lady started dribbling the basketball staring intently at him. Willie didn't make the situation better when he openly snickered.
"Are we done here?"
"If you admit you're a scrub who came off the bench; probably during garbage time."
"Fuck that noise, Bird Lady; I started plenty of times."
"Language short round; I started every game that I've ever played..."
"Girl's basketball is different."
"...I started every game I played, and the team won the championship every year that I started." Willie wiped his brow with a rag, scoffing humorously with a hand on his hip as he looked around trying to avoid her face.
"What position?"
"Power forward, what else?" Willie chuckled cocking his head to the side staring at her face.
"So, what is this; you think you're gonna challenge me to a game of basketball and uh, humble me or something?"
"I don't think nothing, half pint; I know."
"Oh yeah?"
Bird Lady nodded towards the court adjacent to the enclosed parking lot. Both areas shared a large exterior fence with the rest cordoned off between the lot, the basketball court and a much smaller playground. This property needed a lot of work to get it up to snuff, but that wasn't his problem. Bird Lady continued dribbling the basketball, staring daggers at Willie.
"Think fast." The ball came barreling towards his face, but Willie caught it easily.
"Really?" He started dribbling it staring back as the tall woman, sizing her up. Bird Lady folded her arms across her chest looking indignant.
"All American, worked a few trainings camps endorsed; coached more than my fair share or teams, almost all champions; boys and girls. Well, I don't it would be a stretch to call you a uh, chauvinist person."
"Miss me with that noise; you've been throwing me shade all morning and now you wanna boost your ego by playing me one on one, right beanpole?"
"You got a problem with a quick game of twenty-one?" Her athletic build and six-foot two height went hand in hand with Bird Lady's list of her accomplishments, with attitude making him crack a half smile.
"Not at all, stork; please, lead the way." Instead of moving, Bird Lady pointed in the direction of the court.
"You've got a wandering eye and those beady little eyes of yours ain't gonna be on my booty. And don't try any of that funny stuff just because I'm a woman unless you want a two-hitter quitter and a fat lip." She instructed as they opted to walk over to the court side by side.
"Yeah, whatever; don't think I'm gonna go easy on you just because you're a girl."
"Woman." Bird Lady corrected.
"If you say so, stretch." Wilie shot back as they reached the gated basketball court. He stood to the side making a gesture for Bird Lady to enter the court, but she hesitated, scoffing again.
"Alright, but are you gonna play ball or police my eyes, baby?"
"I won't have to because it'll be over before your first shot." She sounded confident making him chortle.
"What about me?" Willie asked still chuckling.
"Huh, what about you, shrimp?"
"What do I get if I win?" Bird Lady stooped short turning at the hip with this disgusted look on her face, but he waved her off dribbling as he backed up a step or two.
"Calm down, I'm just talking about a wager; put your money where your BIG, BIG MOUTH, is stilts." The expression on her face made him bust up laughing due to its rubbery look as she continued mean mugging him.
"Sir, I'll have you know that I do not participate in gambling; that is a sin that I don't want on my ledger when I'm standing in front of the pearly gates. I live a very measured life with no shortcuts; I don't even have a credit card."
"So, you're a blabbermouth and a coward."
"OH YEAH?!!"
"You know it; look lady, I don't need this drama but I'm more than willing to knock you off a peg or two if it means shutting your shovel mouth. You have a very annoying voice that I am being paid to listen to too; not enough before you ask. In fact, it's so annoying that I wanna get something out of the deal!"



"You're annoying; we should've paid a few extra coins for you to put a bag on your nub head."
"Is that right?" Willie felt himself getting heated, dribbling the basketball harder as they bandied about in the center of the court.
"Yeah, that's right bub." He stopped dribbling, holding the ball under his arm as they faced off.
"Okay, since you say I'm a chauvinist: if I win, you're gonna wait on me hand and foot this afternoon and make me a five-star meal."
"A five-star meal?!"
"Yeah, and you're gonna wait on me hand and foot... with a towel folded over your arm, broomstick!" The color drained out of her face as she considered the stakes of the bet.
Bird Lady started laughing her ass off in chirpy, annoying fashion.
**************************************************************************
"Ma'am?" He walked onto the darkened main church floor finding Mrs. Fisher sitting up on the stage behind the pulpit staring out at the empty pews, stoic. Some late afternoon sunlight was filtering through a large window to the left with the beam highlighting her stone countenance.
One could almost see that solitary beam of sunlight as an ethereal accusatory finger from on high.
"Uhm, Mrs. Fisher?" Marvin held up the invoice, both brows raised as he wiped a dirty hand on his mover coveralls.
"Can you see me, boy?"
"Yeah."
"Yeah?" Mrs. Fisher's face scrunched up almost imploding with indignation at the use of slang in her presence. The waning afternoon light reflected off the old school cat eyes glasses giving her countenance an appearance that reminded him of the famous idol heads from Easter Island.
"Yes." Marvin corrected himself wanting nothing more than for this insufferable woman to sign the invoice so that he could vacate the fuck out of the premises.
"Then you can see me sitting here looking at your face, right boy?"
"I guess...uhm, yes ma'am." Marvin stumbled a bit, scratching his temple noticing the faux gold chalice in her hand. Her posture behind the pulpit in the vacant pastor's chair, read like some fallen queen looking out at the ruins of her kingdom. Mrs. Fisher wore a white collared short-sleeved maxi dress with a light-colored beige sweater draped across her shoulders like fine raiment. He could tell she was deep in thought but inched closer, invoice in hand.
"The invoice; you want payment for your services, am I correct in that assumption?" Her voice carried across the barren church floor echoing off the walls.
"Uh, yes Mrs. Fisher, ma'am." The way she spoke made him feel ashamed to ask for the payment he was owed.
"Well, bring me the invoice, hurry it up now." She took a deep drink from the chalice which gave him pause having spent his early childhood in the Baptist church. He always saw communion as something holy mostly done on Easter when all of the women would come to church in their Sunday finest, big decorative hats and all.
"Yes ma'am."
Marvin hurried forward, but stopped short of the stage unsure if he should just step up onto the platform or walk to the end and take the three steps up to her level. The look on Mrs. Fisher's face made him take the latter joining her behind the pulpit, realizing she still wasn't looking at him. He stood there with the single sheet in both hands until she gradually turned her head in his direction, unfazed.
"What's your name again?"
"Marvin."
"What's your full name Marvin?" The tone of her voice and the question felt like an attack, but he looked down at his feet answering.
"Marvin Johnson."
"Is that your full name, boy?"
"Marvin Lee Johnson, ma'am." He was all kinds of fidgety under her stern piercing gaze. Mrs. Fisher looked like the librarian from hell.
"Stand up straight; how old are you, Marvin?" He snapped to form as she took another drink from the chalice noticing a crumpled paper bag with the whiskey bottle sticking out of it.
"Twenty-five."
"Twenty-five years old with no home training to speak of, intimidated by an old lady alone in the church. Back in the day, I'd have called your parents to the carpet right in front of the pulpit here or taken the strap to you myself if I took the notion. You see they used to say it took a whole village to raise kids like you. I agree with that notion. Tell me Marvin; what do you see when you look out over this empty church?" Mrs. Fisher motioned towards the empty pews with the chalice as he followed her gaze.
"Uhm, it's just, empty ma'am."
"That's right Marvin Lee Johnson, it's empty. Do you know why its empty, Marvin Lee Johnson?"
"No." Mrs. Fisher stared intently into the empty room taking another drink.
"It's empty because the village failed it, boy. This church has been around, specifically here, since 1957. Several generations of my family and others worshipped here and sat in fellowship with other families, mostly rural blacks running up here from the south trying to escape their sorry ass situation. But my family were always here; they were always staunch members of the church. Glory Harvest Baptist Church started seven blocks over in a storefront, then with a little bit of money and a whole lot of faith we moved away from our liquor store neighbors to a new location. It burned down in the early seventies, arson. Yep, somebody set it ablaze. We never found out who, but the community came to the rescue again with a record number of tithes got us out of parks and backyards to this place, right here."
"That's an incredible story, ma'am."
"I'm not finished."
"Sorry."
"Don't be sorry, just don't do it boy; first rule of proper etiquette is that you do not interrupt your elders when they are speaking. Ideally, this would be ingrained in your hide after several lashes of the switch or belt. I'm afraid it's too late for you, Marvin. You're set in your ways and that's the gist of things. That is why I sit here looking out at this empty church that used to be the center of this fallen community. You, young people, are different these days. Back in the day there was a sense of responsibility, legacy."
She took another drink, steeling her nerves, continuing her tale.
"I was baptized in the church, set for the ministry back in the day when it was unheard of for a woman. The late Mr. Fisher didn't cotton to that line of thinking and didn't waste no time planting his seed deep in my loins. Got two babies after he stole my shoes and chained me to the stove while he regularly sinned at the gambling parlor. I had to fight hard to stay in the church I had wanted to preach in since I was a baby; wanted it throughout my childhood and teen years when it was the only place, I was allowed to go unchaperoned. Good Pastor Johnson, baptized and put me to work in the church office; no relation to you, right boy?"
"Uhm, no Mrs. Fisher."
"Of course not; he was a good and pious man; or so I thought. Pastor was always going about this community helping the helpless and whatnot. I really believed in him; you know? He married me to my husband right here in this church, boy. The good pastor baptized my kids here, too; and I brought my little girl Tressie into the office to continue our proud family legacy. Yeah, he was a good man."
"So, what happened?"
"What do you think, boy? You can't be that good with two decades of rich prosperity under your belt without attracting some attention. So, here came a snake into our midst, the first of two; just like that in our little bit of Eden, here. Look over there boy! That coal blackened snake used to sit right there in front of the pulpit with no shame to speak of, truly an agent of chaos if you ask me. Know what? Pastor brought her in off the streets where she'd been selling her godless body. Yes, our pastor brought a prostitute into the church and set her amongst us in a place of honor she didn't deserve."
Mrs. Fisher bristled silently before continuing.
"All of us knew she didn't belong, but he was adamant about the purpose of the church in helping wayward souls citing Mary Magdeline. We protested heavily to deaf ears, eventually accepting his wishes allowing her to sit right up front at that very piano. I knew it was wrong, but I had faith and respect for my pastor. She taught piano lessons right here with her finest student, my own daughter, Tressie. Well, time made me a dullard mentally and I didn't watch as closely as before. The other elders accepted her into our confidence, our circle. There was always this nagging feeling in the back of my head, but I knew I didn't have enough support to oust this jezebel, incarnate."
Marvin lowered the invoice knowing that she had to finish the tale of a church's downfall. This was the first time in his life that he'd seen a big church with a "For Sale" sign in front of it. The first time he'd ever seen a dumpster on side streets formerly clogged up with parked cars. There were scores of flyers at the entrance of the church blowing in the wind advertising a picnic that would never happen.
"She got in more than skin deep; straight to the bone while I watched bringing more of the gullible dupes in our circle around to her side, starting to make me uncomfortable more every day. After a while I knew better than to confront her directly...then he came into our midst."
"Who ma'am; who came into your midst, Mrs. Fisher?"
"The Beast, her master and the Devil, incarnate. That nasty ass serpent slithered through those double doors on the coattails of the Lord's charity, planted herself like a weed, a fang more like it. I had to watch her "infect" everyone with her darkness, never even bothering to hide her disdain for the most high; had to watch all the menfolk round these pews enthralled by her sinful figure. Then when our pastor took ill for a spell, there came that beast, looking to finish her evil work in this here church."
Marvin knew most of her diatribe was fueled by alcohol, wondering how long she'd been drinking.
"You could just kinda feel it in the air, like something changed the minute he darkened our doors. Every room seemed to bend and twist in their direction whenever they entered. I don't know when it started, but I found myself at the back of the crowd. Didn't like it and couldn't stop it either. That devil had a silver tongue; heck, maybe it was platinum, but he talked his way behind the pulpit when the pastor took ill and never left. Everybody was caught up in their wake and behind the scenes, I went to the pastor at home and..."
"What Mrs. Fisher?"
"Well, boy I was so desperate and put out of my comfort zone. If you know anything about womenfolk, you know a woman can be at her absolute best under pressure or her deepest, darkest low. Me, I was hovering above the bottom of that barrel, so I was about to do something that would bring my faith into question when I was standing at the pearly gates. I was about to do something to justify all the beatings my mother had given me in my youth to keep me on the straight and narrow. You see, everybody couldn't take their betraying eyes off that serpent's demonic backside. Had to fight fire with fire, boy."
"The old pastor?" Marvin questioned, dreading the answer and the visual of two old people hooking up.
"She was there...riding him like a wild banshee. That fucking bed was just a squeaking and ah, bouncing all over the place. I had to see that succubus draining the life outta him while his grandkids were off in the other room. Their parents left them there to tend to the ailing pastor for the night, and I found out why their eyes were big as saucers when I came inside the home. He could barely move, but his old hands were all over that coal blackened hide of hers. I lost track of time, didn't know how long I was there, just watching. Then, I realized they were looking at me. Pastor had tears running out of his eyes."
"Oh, I'm sorry Mrs. Fisher."
"Maybe they were doing that all those years before I happened upon the truth; maybe that's why he fought so hard to keep her close to the church. You should've seen the look on her face as she pulled her britches up glaring at me with this demonic grin on her blackened face. We both knew what it was in that moment with these weak ass menfolk of the church. She acted like nothing happened once she got herself decent telling me she brought him a hot plate. My pastor wouldn't look me in the face, and she sat there beside the bed making me feel like I was intruding. Them grandkids of his were snickering when I walked out of that bedroom. I slapped the shit out one of them, little piglets."
"Did you tell on them, Mrs. Fisher?"
"Tell who, huh boy? Her master was running things quite nicely with everyone in his hip pocket, knee deep. The supposed good people of the congregation, the community I'd loved and cherished for all my years, forgot about the good old pastor Johnson. The last decent thing he did was bury my husband."
"Did you quit?"
"Why would I do that, boy?"
"Because of what you saw, Mrs. Fisher. I guess uhm, he let you down?" Marvin framed it like a question noticing her brow furrowing. After a few moments, she took another drink from the chalice.
"I couldn't get that smug, demonic grin of hers out of my head; I told myself she was nothing more than a toy for weak souled men bereft of their faith. It plagued me continuously like some kind of challenge and I felt betrayed. It felt like that old pastor was my husband who'd cheated on me with a whore. It felt like she thought herself better than me and mine, because she had a big behind. I don't know what got into me, but it felt like we were schooling together, and I was the ugly girl, while she was the popular one. My daughter was just about to turn eighteen, and I felt like her classmate in my...jealousy."
Mrs. Fisher sat there nursing the cup staring off into space like I'd found her when I entered the church.
"Well, I had to silence that nagging voice in my head, especially after that jezebel spent almost the entire Easter service being extra with it, teasing and meddling with me, unopposed. It was that Easter Sunday brunch where I found her holding court with most, if not all of my friends. It felt like I was being forced, pushed out like I was in a tube of toothpaste. It seemed like I was on the chopping block because I caught her fornicating with my old pastor who'd come in for that service to uh, pass the torch."
"So, this new guy ended up with the church?"
"I tried; really tried it betraying myself and my faith...then failing my people, this supposed community, too."
"What happened?"
Mrs. Fisher remained silent peering out over the large empty church, pondering things unsaid before glancing at Marvin letting her gaze drift down to the invoice in his hand.
"Is that the paper I need to sign, boy?" The weight of the world was obviously on Mrs. Fisher's shoulders as she gestured lazily towards the invoice. He hesitated before stepping closer, handing her the piece of paper watching as she perused the information printed on it.
Her stern features seized up as she stared at the paper confusing him.
"BITCH!!!" Mrs. Fisher shrieked like a banshee, frightening Marvin as she contorted and twisted on her broken throne behind the pulpit. The invoice was crumpled in her hand as she made a fist around it, then dropped it at her feet stomping on it, repeatedly for a few intense moments.
"Are you, okay Mrs. Fisher?!" He collected himself with a hand flattened against his sternum with the other facing her direction, palm up. She leaned back in her chair with a fist hiding her lips, seething for a few moments, before speaking.
"Shit, sorry about that, boy. Could you come over here and pick it up so I can take it back to the office and make a copy. I'll sign both and staple them together; we still have the copy machine back there in the rectory." The church elder's chest was heaving as she fanned herself with the hem of her beige sweater.
"Okay, Mrs. Fisher."
"Fill my cup, too; if you don't mind?" He was cautious of this embattled mature, picking up on her despair. It felt like she was some politician finally realizing she'd been voted out of office, after the fact. Marvin didn't want to contribute to her drinking but needed her to sign the invoice so he could get paid along with the other guys after a hard day packing up the vacant church. He poured a little into the chalice but filled it under her strict gaze watching her take a deep swig of cheap liquor.
"Alright come on back to the office; I'll make that copy and sign it back there." Mrs. Fisher stumbled a bit, getting up shooting me a brief look, before using an arm to lightly move Marvin to the side.
"Sure." It looked like she was going to take the bottle, but settled on the crumpled invoice, instead. Mrs. Fisher adjusted the sweater on her shoulder drawing it up a bit above her waist.
"Follow me on back here to the office, now." She shuffled past me towards a door at the end of the elevated aisle that led to the administrative offices in the back of the building.
"Huh?" Marvin unexpectedly found his gaze lowered, finding something that made him avert his eyes, but look again.
The sway of her buttocks and the well-defined VPL called out to him in the worst way. He was embarrassed at the urgent twitch in his loins but looked some more as she walked to the end of the elevated stage. He told himself this was a woman in her mid-fifties, maybe even early sixties. His cock disagreed starting to unfurl in his boxer briefs. He shoved his hands in his pockets trying to adjust.
"Are you coming along to the office; I need you to move a few boxes back there and plug in the machine. Then I can sign that paper before you get on your way, youngster."
"Coming." There was an apprehensive look on her face that made him reluctant to follow. Marvin was worried he'd be labeled as a pervert if she noticed his package. Mrs. Fisher nodded with a hand on the doorknob, opening the somewhat rickety door. The other side of the shaky door was a literal void, inky darkness.
His eyes returned, finding the unmistakable sway of big, meaty buttocks that looked forced behind the material of her simple white cotton frock. That panty line was visually arresting enough to make him uncomfortable with himself as Mrs. Fisher flicked a switch inside the church office.
Marvin nodded to no one in particular, entering a cramped-looking office that consisted of two desks covered with piles of paperwork. The place was a mess with a whiteboard hanging on one side marked up with future events that would never happen. Somehow two file cabinets, one extremely banged up were fitted into the space. Marvin looked at the file cabinet, realizing it had been pried open and ransacked with the middle drawer missing. His feet caught on a kid's backpack left behind on the floor.
"Now just you hold on a minute while I get this door open; it sticks sometimes." Mrs. Fisher pulled a keychain out of her dress pocket, fumbling with the door before slipping it into the lock.
Marvin watched her struggle with the reluctant lock for a few minutes, getting the door open just as he was about to intercede. Mrs. Fisher tugged an unseen drawstring clicking on a simple lightbulb screwing into the low ceiling before looking back waving him forward. She backed out of the room as he stuck his head inside, finding a much smaller personal office made for one with an oak desk and nice leather chair with a stained-glass window behind it. This was the rectory she spoke of with a simple bed at the opposite end of the door against the knotty pinewood paneling. A crucifix hung over the unkempt bed.
"Here boy; move some of these boxes." Mrs. Fisher squeezed in behind him, making the room smaller, gesturing towards a haphazard stack of various cardboard and wooden boxes along with a drawer or two. He glimpsed the missing file cabinet drawer peeking out from the other side of the pastor's desk.



"Got it ma'am." Marvin went to work collecting some of the flimsy boxes noticing a latent acrid smell coming from a few stained ones, as Mrs. Fisher leaned against the wall facing him favoring the keychain between both hands, pensive. He was left with no other choice but to place the boxes outside the door making two trips before the large office-sized copy machine was revealed.
"Miss Haney's son donated that nice machine fifteen years ago and serviced it for a while until he realized my daughter wasn't going to give him her phone number. Then we uh, found somebody to step into that role. It takes a good minute to uhm, boot up after you plug it in, boy."
Marvin found the machine heavier than it looked, finding some difficulty moving it at an angle scratching up the worn hardwood floor. The copier was so heavy, it left a deep impression damaging the wood underneath. The cord was frayed, wrapped with layers of electrical tape which gave him pause. Soon, the machine started to hum, coming to life as he lifted the top of it, finding the glass dusty. He found a rag wiping it clean.
"Uhm, about that thing you asked me downstairs; I really didn't feel comfortable answering your question. Yes uh, I hate to say it, but that question took me back a way, Marvin."
"Oh, I'm sorry Mrs. Fisher; I didn't mean to...."
"No, it's okay I'm fine now and I want to tell on myself for once in my life, if you'll give me a few more minutes of your time, boy. It's not easy for me discussing these matters because I'm used to being the one hearing them, Marvin. I hope I can get your ear stretched out for a few minutes more, if you don't mind because I don't think I'll have anyone to talk to for a while."
"How about your daughter?"
"That's off the table for the foreseeable future; we don't talk anymore. Uh, what we have as mother and daughter is well, complicated. It's gonna take that machine a good ten minutes or more to be ready because it's so old. The repair guy said it was a phased-out model, I think. Can I finish my tale, Marvin?"
"Okay, Mrs. Fisher." She seemed in need of clearing her conscience crossing her arms over her chest, drawing the beige sweater tight about her shoulders looking away into the adjacent office, intently.
"Well, I'll tell you that I couldn't get that serpent outta my garden before she had her run of the place. The world was her oyster and she'd solidified things by drawing out my pastor's mannish lust. It felt like some dirty secret between them that I had the misfortune of discovering and then, it felt like a trap. She was taking everything away. Everything I worked so hard to achieve in this church, for decades. Everyone was going to her even though I was the senior elder and she rubbed that fat tail of hers in my face; laughed because I knew that my good pastor, was simply a man. I couldn't get over it."
"What happened?"
"I wanted to do something back; hurt her like she hurt me, understand? Just wanted a win, and I was willing to compromise my faith to do it. I was watching everything I worked my fingers bloody, slip away. It wasn't the church I remembered anymore and now it was going through a boom period while I was being mothballed. Everybody was forgetting that rich history and sense of community over a handsome silver-tongued devil who could pack the first three rows of this church full of sinful women of all ages."
"Mrs. Fisher?"
"Sinful minded women, and lots of young people who liked that he played streetball with the gangbangers while having prayer meetings with the local old folk. Shit, it felt like this devil was running for public office, and he was...sort of. Marvin. Now, I had a mind to do something about it but couldn't quantify it in my head. Then, I figured I'd deal that charcoaled heifer a blow to the ego the same way she did me. You see, she'd started referring to me around here as grandma, getting people to start saying it as well. Like I was some old broken-down model while she was the new and improved version!"
Marvin watched her press her palm to her mouth hiding it from view, tortured inside as she continued.
"I'd just about talked myself out of it when I found a box of depends on my desk. They were there expecting me to get all twisted up, maybe run out of there from their laughter; but I didn't, Marvin. I stood there looking that serpent dead in the eye until her master got between us with that silver forked tongue smoothing things over. She was so damn self-assured thinking she was queen of the world. I wanted to knock her down a peg. Wanted to knock her down a few pegs, maybe even to hell itself."
The copy machine roared to life interrupting the inevitable reveal. Mrs. Fisher gestured towards it watching as I carefully planted the wrinkled paper on the glass figuring out the settings.
"I went to him."
'Huh?' He replied, finding the correct settings on the old machine pushing the right buttons on the panel.
"My mother used to use that hickory switch on my hide non-stop when I started becoming a woman where you couldn't exactly hide it. She bundled me up in oversized dresses and put a bible in my hands enforcing the scripture on me until it stuck. I wasn't allowed to associate with boys. I wasn't allowed to date until I left home for college, but there were some uh, bumps in the road along the way. Years later, after her death, I did the same for my daughter, Tressie. But she broke those chains a while ago, Marvin. I guess I just wasn't strong enough when it counted, and I've paid the price for it with everything I had."
A smooth copy of the invoice emerged from the machine, heated to the touch.
"I went to him like this." Mrs. Fisher said as he pulled the copy from the tray inspecting it, before turning in the direction of her voice.
"Uhm, what...okay." Time ebbed to a halt in the small church office.
There was a zipper on the front of the cheap dress covering her body. It was halfway down her belly and still traveling exposing the skin underneath that matched her daughter's own rich tone, albeit a slight bit ashen and off color with age. That zipper kept traveling downward until it slipped out of her fingers, but continued its path as she grabbed the opposing halves of her dress letting her bounty do the rest. That beige sweater serving as a on the fly shawl was meant for more; namely hiding much more than anyone would've suspected looking at Mrs. Fisher's stern, authoritative features and hard cheekbones.
"I went to him like this and let him take me, Marvin." His gaze was trained on a single line.
That line informed a staggering cleavage sprinkled with tiny freckles as he took in the fact Mrs. Fisher had a bust almost as big as her torso, with a semi-flat stomach barely visible tucked away behind her breasts. Marvin froze in place unable to find words for the sight before his brown eyes realizing her dress was parted by the sheer weight of her breasts. They were full, bulging outward like rising yeast long, but not pendulous. At the bottom of this cleavage was this conical brassiere enhancing the visual with a plunging neckline that mashed those tits together into a monstrosity of cleavage.
"He took me, in here; for hours, almost a whole week of messing about getting mannish with me, over and over again, Marvin. I got him to show me his true nature; got that dark pastor to take off his mask to lie in that bed over there with me. He took me like an animal and filled me with his corruption."
His mouth hung open staring as some tiny bloomer styled panties came into view molded tight enough to these baby making hips, that it appeared they would burst at the seams with any sudden movement.
Mrs. Fisher had a perfect hourglass body, albeit distinctly top heavy in the worst way.
"I'm coming to you Marvin; will you take me to his bed?"
The beige sweater hit the floor behind her heels. Mrs. Fisher let the simple cotton frock slide off her shoulders following the sweater she'd been using as a security blanket for years outside of her frumpy church uniform. Marvin went glassy eyed staring as her thick curvy body came into full view in underwear too small to contain her abundance. Mrs. Fisher's nostrils flared; heavy breathing audible.
"I've only had full relations with three men in my entire life; but truth be told, there were plenty of times I wanted to go running off in the fields with a young man or two. Plenty of times I wanted to be treated like a woman, but my mother wouldn't allow it. She policed my body and programmed my mind for the church, then I found out I was living a lie. I want to be a woman, just one more time if nothing else, Marvin." The melancholy nature of her voice intermingled with the visual made it awkward.
"Oh Mrs. Fisher, I don't know..." His body betrayed him while he spoke the expected words becoming a noticeable bar of flesh made steel. This woman was old enough to be his mother, maybe grandmother.
Her body flew in the face of all logic for a woman of her age. It was a body that could stop traffic.
"I-wouldn't have asked if I didn't see you looking; it gave me the courage to speak on it, Marvin. I want to be a woman with you and slake my lusts for once. A lot of menfolk used to bother me something fierce before my mother hid me under all those frumpy, oversized dresses. Just to walk and play with a young man in that field again...then I had Tressie, and responsibilities. I had the church. Now it's gone."
His heart was thumping at the sight of her burgeoning curves and desperation born out of decades of self-neglect. His prick was so hard, it hurt. Thoughts of his girlfriend started to fade away like melted butter as the mature elder timidly took a step in his direction, demurely looking at her feet.
"Mrs. Fisher, I don't... Mrs. Fisher, what do you want, ma'am." She looked up into his face, while the hard edges and defined cheekbones of hers softened.
"I want you to fuck me." She sounded ashamed making her request barely above a whisper.
Before he realized it, she'd leaned in close pressing herself into his body, hiding her countenance from view in his chest. Marvin towered over her at six two and a half, glancing down into her sparse salt and pepper hair which ended just below her ears in vintage swirls that lent itself to her modest presentation in front of the public. His hands slowly handled her biceps unsure what to do next, suddenly feeling her gently handle his package. Her fingers grazed it timidly, then returned more forceful squeezing, groping. After a few moments, she handled his package exploring. His coveralls prevented her from going further.
"Touch me, like a woman; I want to be held and touched." Mrs. Fisher was speaking softly, wetly in the silence of the pastor's office. The hum of the copier permeated the room along with a labored breathing that spoke to her innate excitement at the prospect of being with this much younger man, old enough to be her son. She captured his thumbs drawing his hands up to the undersides of her pneumatic breasts grazing the outsides with his digits. Mrs. Fisher puppeted his hands pushing into the sides of her large tits softly mashing them together making her cleavage bulge, decadently. They were big, real big.
Marvin found his hands moving of their own accord tugging at the straps holding the bra tight, yet haphazardly to her chest. He pinched a strap working it off her left shoulder exposing a reddened indentation in her fleshy shoulder that looked painful. It was an inditement of the weight of her large breasts, too good to pass up as he leaned down planting a kiss there. His tongue darted out lapping at that indentation like an animal trying to soothe another. It was a way of avoiding a kiss she so desperately wanted, despite the taboo nature of their disparate ages. Marvin suckled her bruise.
His fingers pinched into the material, sliding the other tightened bra strap down clearing her opposite shoulder. Mrs. Fisher looked down into her blossoming decolletage, then deep into his brown eyes before reaching up with both hands peeling the rigid cups halfway off her large breasts. He was given a salacious glimpse of her plate sized areolas teasing an appearance as she moved his hands blanketing her mams. His mind was running conflicted unable to make sense of the situation he found himself in with this troubled woman who'd fallen from grace. Her hands were smaller, covering his larger ones.
"Touch them, like a man would who wants a woman, please."
Something welled up inside as his hands became primitive claws grabbing big selfish handfuls of her tits, squeezing them heartily. This opened a door for both as he fondled and cupped her offerings marveling at their weight and buoyancy for a much older woman. Still, he felt conflicted as if his mother were watching disparagingly with a belt at the ready. Mrs. Fisher's bust was defiant to his tactile overtures resilient to the end as both started breathing even more heavily. His focus remained on the exposed wealth of cleavage noticing the slightly chalky nature of her skin and these tiny little beauty marks and spots the same color as her partially exposed areolas. Mrs. Fisher's arms were folded behind, working.
"Oh, uhm...wow." The stiff, vintage brassiere came away from her chest in his large hands looking like utilitarian butterfly wings. The molded cups retained their shape bolstered by an underwire framework.
Marvin was presented with the full unfettered view of Mrs. Fisher's breasts that sloped outward horizontally wider than they appeared, pendulous, but spongy like a much younger woman. They were nearly as conical as the brassiere formerly covering them topped with these equally conical looking puffed-up areolas that were comparable in size to saucers. They were these small pyramids atop her breasts each topped with a prominent blocky nipple. Marvin cupped them from underneath, raising them feeling the inviting warmth from her body. Mrs. Fisher's eyes fluttered under his attention.
"You can do whatever you want in here; treat me like a woman, please Marvin."
He buried his face in her cleavage, rubbing and luxuriating sucking hard on her teats nibbling the rubbery nips, sucking hard instantly making a mess of things. A loud wailing moan escaped her filling the room followed by whimpers as he feasted, slurping and licking each breast still squeezing and groping. Marvin locked lips on a nip with this watery slurp, twirling his tongue on it, utterly enthralled. His breathing became progressively labored as he slathered spit everywhere, even lapping her breastbone.
The late fiftysomething wasn't passive in the least with a hand firmly planted between his thighs massaging his balls, tracing the outline of his manhood finding that he was more than equipped to quench her lust. Things were getting so heated, the former church elder considered tearing a hole in his coveralls to get what she wanted. Both jostled sexually fondling, groping and grinding as she raised a leg caressing the outside of his thigh, now excessively horny. Marvin was lost in her lush mams which now glistened under the sterile lighting of the abandoned pastor's office.
His hands went to her sides sliding down finding a small waist and the beginnings of some widened hips. Mrs. Fisher was now using both hands, intently getting her perv on when Marvin pulled her roughly into his body grabbing her buttocks, surprised at their fullness. Few people outside of her tight circle knew Mrs. Fisher was the much thicker mold from which her beloved daughter Tressie was cast. It may have provided the impetus for her desperate actions that set the doomsday clock ticking regarding the shelf life of her church. Her young afternoon lover dipped at the knees digging his nails into the cheeks.
Mrs. Fisher panicked for an instant, wrapping her legs around his waist as he planted her on the edge of the oak desk she'd coveted for decades. The power in his youthful biceps was apparent as she was carefully planted on the desk resulting in a pronounced rubbery jiggle of her big tits. His shaking hands went after the slightly ruffled panties covering her sex. Mrs. Fisher leaned back supporting her weight on flattened palms watching excited, but mute other than her labored breathing as her sex was laid bare. Marvin found a perfect triangular patch of nappy curls pointing to her snatch like some symbolic arrowhead. He didn't hesitate using his thumbs to pry open the entrance to her honey pot.
An intense jolt of sexual lightning shot through her loins giving rise to goosebumps, making her head dip backward as if it would fall from her shoulders. His technique was decidedly very gentle starting with a poke inside with the tip of his tongue as a loving probiscis. The swirling made her shiver and cup a breast pinching the nipple when he started in on her clit sucking on it until the pea emerged from its bashful hood. Marvin locked his lips on it licking and sucking with increasingly audible slurps making her cry out in this shrill whine that carried, along with some sweet nothings under her labored breath.
His tongue came into play darting inside her in a way he'd never pleasured a woman before. The first time Marvin ever went down on a woman came at the end of an epic struggle with her dumping him out of spite afterwards. He retaliated by sleeping with her chunky cousin sending her a tape of him getting topped off to "Petty Too" by Lil Dirk. Things went back and forth before he blew the backs of both women out one after the other before catching a case and sitting behind bars for six months. Neither came to visit, but popped up after he was exonerated when the true perp was finally arrested.
"It feels, incredible, oh lord I never knew it could feel this good with a man's mouth on me." Mrs. Fisher laid flat on the desk cupping her large breasts, mauling them as the sensations overtook her while he made a meal out of her snatch licking and slurping, paying attention to her budding clit. She reached down with both hands using her fingers to spread her labia apart allowing him to eat to his heart's content. She arched into his mouth twisting and undulating suddenly cupping the back of his head.
Marvin went on pure instinct bringing his hands up to the outside of her thighs, squeezing and caressing them making this religious MILF squirm and wriggle about before hooking her legs over his shoulders. Something about her was different besides the awesome showstopping figure that easily outclassed his girlfriend. He wanted to please this woman who'd denied herself much while chasing a fading dream stolen away by others. Mrs. Fisher's hand appeared feverishly rubbing herself in tandem with his efforts as she began to crest with a sustained hollow sounding moan that made his cock thump and throb.
Her wriggling became so intense, Marvin was obliged to grab her ankles firmly sensing she was right at the edge. She became a bucking bronco humping into his mouth with that nail on a chalkboard whine. It was akin to handling a wet squirming fish as her butt swished horizontally. His big hands framed the sides of her slit sucking and slurping wildly. Mrs. Fisher was truly fucking his face, humping frenetically.
"AAAHHH!! AAAAHHHH!! AH FEELS IT!! AH, GOTS A FEELING DOWN THERE!! AW!! I'M CUMMING!!" Mrs. Fisher's holiest of holies came slamming up into his face with her butt arching, hard shivering.
This lasted for an instant as her stomach turned flip flops making the neglected mature draw her knees into her abdomen protectively covering her snatch with a hand, rubbing. Marvin went to remove the hand, but she begged off with both legs shifting to the side. He stood up palming her inner thighs, starting to spread them huffing and panting, lost in the moment. They jostled a little before she parted both hands exposing herself, gasping.



From his vantage point over her, this late fiftysomething was a whole snack, heaving breasts and all. The appearance of her buxom body was a clinic in decadent curves topped with big sloping spongy breasts, full and resilient to groping hands. Marvin coveted the saucer sized areolas and protruding nips that he couldn't stop suckling. Her mature snatch was glistening in juices that should've long dried up.
"Aw shit, Mrs. Fisher." Their heavy breathing and moans were everywhere in the small little cubbyhole with her reacting feverishly to the large hands squeezing and playing with her breasts. She loved the feel of his lips on her nipples getting wetter every time they were sucked on and nibbled with him even distending them a bit. The roiling sensations flowing through her zaftig frame had this MILF squirming.
"Gennie." She cried out running her hands along her abdomen rubbing her mound, then drawing them up cupping her large picture-perfect breasts.
"Huh?" Marvin replied looking up between the mams cradling his face at the underside of her chin as the enraptured mature stared at the low-slung ceiling with glassy eyes.
"Gennie, that's my name; well, it's really Gerona, but I always hated that my mother picked it out of a mason jar. Call me, Gennie." The sound of her voice was wet and syrupy as Marvin licked a slimy trail from her cleavage along her undulating stomach intending to go down on this MILF again. Gennie had other ideas wrapping her fingers around his wrists as he pulled backwards gently bringing her to a sitting position. He couldn't help looking at the sway and bounce of her tits, but found his face cupped between her hands. Marvin did a doubletake blinking profusely face to face with this older woman.
Her glasses were fogged up.
The shame was his realizing he hadn't been looking at her face. Gennie tossed the glasses revealing some smallish eyes with baggy pouches underneath that gave her countenance a deep, soulful aspect.
"Aw shit, Gennie." He mumbled as she leaned forward stealing the kiss, she'd wanted from the moment they walked into that back office. She kept his face cradled, cheeks smushed staring intently, leaving him to wonder how well she could see without her glasses. The elder stole another more passionate kiss.
"Don't cuss in front of me." A finger was wagged in front of his nose before the zipper on his coveralls was drawn down revealing his chest covered in a dingy white tank top. Gennie was invested, sliding the uniform off his shoulders, running a hand underneath finding a nipple that she tweaked making him wince. It was Christmas morning for the MILF who uncovered a shoulder planting rabbit kisses on it, before using both hands exposing his chiseled torso, gasping at the site. His tank was tossed aside.
Marvin stood there between her outstretched legs on either side of him, watching her reaction to his fit body which most women compared to a professional ball player. Gennie marveled caressing his biceps and forearms returning to his pecs, cupping them like breasts, squeezing and lightly raking them with her modest nails. Gennie trailed a hand down his six-pack finding the elastic waistband of his boxers. She pinched the material outward peeking inside at his manhood.
"Oh Marvin..." His fleshy rod popped out like a jack-in-the-box to greet her, two handfuls.
"Gennie." Both watched her handle his manhood running her fingers up and down, bunching the foreskin around his crown only to jerk downward as he inflated hard enough to part her fingers. There was this atmosphere of discovery that was tragic considering her age and limited experience. Marvin remembered his reluctant first time at the hands of an older woman, and what followed with him deflowering her offered niece as recompence for keeping things silent, behind closed doors.
"I want this inside me; can I have it, Marvin?" Gennie asked stroking his meat towards her marveling at his foreskin visibly becoming tawt with some thick veins sprouting on the shaft.
His answer came with both of his large hands digging into her sides at the hips, fingers spreading until the edge of her buttocks were captured. Gennie slid forward with half of her bottom off the desk, shapely legs spread wide apart. Her knees were bent, feet dangling adjacent to his narrow hips. They huddled close watching the head of his cock inch slowly forward until it parted her labia. It felt sticky.
"Ah, it...ah, slowly Marvin; you're so big down here; it looks like you'll barely be able to get the head inside. Your thing is well, really long and nice. Ah! Ah, Marvin take it slow so I can get used to...AWK!!"
Gennie was nervous but getting wetter by the moment as he negotiated pressing the tip of his cock watching those lower lips part accepting the tip of his spear. She was so anxious, it felt like she might become incontinent. A hand squeezed his bicep nonverbally communicating her jitters at being penetrated after many years of forced and incidental chastity. He looked to her weathered features noticing a gradually furrowing brow and gritted teeth, slowing down a little. Then, he just went for it.
"GAAAAWWWD!!" Gennie shrieked suddenly stuffed to overflowing with this youngster's man meat.
Marvin, both hands firmly cupping her buttocks, snatched the fifty something off the desk impaling her fully. His ears were ringing as Gennie clawed up his back like a wild alley cat, shrieking and whimpering uncontrollably. He planted her back on the desk bending over her at the waist, already plowing her from stem to stern with long measured strokes. A few inches protruded from her outstretched cunt. Gennie could feel his hanging ball sack slapping up against the bottom of her cheeks. Her insides were tight.
It was a clinging tightness sticky and wet, but not overly so, enhanced by his efforts and saliva. Marvin knew she would need a lot of lubrication. Most of the old ones he'd been with always wanted to be serviced allowing him to refine his technique, which was reserved exclusively for them and not their younger counterparts. He felt like those girls didn't deserve it and just ignored them for the most part. He chaffed inside remembering how he was made to go down on the younger of the two women, before being coerced into servicing the older of the duo before being ejected outside in his boxers.
"OH!! OH!! OH!! OH GEEZUS! IT'S ALL UP IN ME!! ALL UP IN ME!! GAWD!! I'M FEELING IT!! FEELING IT!" Gennie was bounced on his large prick as if she weighed nothing, holding on for dear life with her huge tits mashed between them. There was nothing she could do, nowhere to run from twelve thick inches of fury. His crown was sort of tapered off, squishy and pointy looking which made for a perfectly organic battering ram, or spear. He liked the way it felt bottoming out in this tight, sticky cunt, wanting more.
He trapped Gennie's shapely legs between his muscular arms pointing her soles at the ceiling absolutely railing the stuffing out of her. There was a strained jiggle of her fleshy buttocks and the backs of her thighs as his pelvis clapped against her audibly. Marvin was going so hard; his balls were slapping the edge of the pastor's oak desk. That first glimpse of her butt with those tight panty lines swaying as she walked ignited his lust, albeit slowly. Try as he might, there was no looking away as he stole glances taking enough visual currency as he could, becoming increasingly distressed, despite his outward expression. His heart was thumping hard, loins heating up watching Gennie unlock the office door.
"AW!! AW!!! YUH-KNOCKIN ON THE BACKDOOR!! KNOCKING ON THE BACK DOOR!! AWW!! AW!! She could feel his hanging ball sack slapping against the bottom of her cheeks as his prick rodded her out. Marvin luxuriated in the feel of her cheeks and the edge of the desk on his sack. The older ones were good that way as he recalled a time when he'd been lying on his side wrapped in satin sheets with one of the older ones spooning him, arm across his body with his manhood in her fist. Those sheets were wrapped between his prick and her jacking fist. That feeling was scintillating. He came bucketloads.
He pressed harder, leaning forward with the back of Gennie's calves facing him. Greedy handfuls of her breasts were bulging between his fingers as he pulled more of her off the edge of the desk. Marvin knew what he had to do, instinctively knew what buttons needed to be pushed. She was a cup waiting to be filled to excess with his cum.
*****************************************************************************
"Damn, I got served by a fucking ostrich." Willie grumbled to himself knowing she was watching. He thought to slam the screen door behind him but hesitated looking back, finding her already talking on her phone, gossiping.
"Hey Shirley girl; I just had a little runt hobbit nigga talk crazy to me about my ball game! Yeah, you know that's right girlfriend; fool didn't know what hit'em when I put up fifteen on his monkey ass! Now girl you know I had nigga Antman doing the wop when I busted out the crossover! Yeah, even pulled out the dunce cap on his silly tail; yup bounced it off his head all net." She really did sound like a bird.
He felt like returning the favor in spades, but couldn't help checking out her long, tall frame and saddle bag hips stuffed into her navy-blue shorts. There was an enticing bit of cheekage and the hint of some white panties underneath, but he fought off the thought staring at the forty something's long legs, silently acquiescing the defeat at the hands of a long-retired power forward.
"Yeah girl, I was about to pick that little ass nigga up and tomahawk dunk his sawed-off tail!" Her annoying chirpy tone and laughter carried in the worst way followed behind Willie like a guided missile.
"Bitch." He mumbled.
"WHAT DID YOU SAY, HUH?!! WHAT THAT'S YOU'RE SAYING, OVER THERE!!" Willie flinched, as she yelled after him.
"NOTHING!!" He shouted back gesturing with both arms in the back screen door.
"GET ON IN THERE AND PLANT YOUR LITTLE BOOTY ON THAT TOLIET!! AND I AIN'T GOT NO BOOSTER CHAIR, EITHER!!" Bird Lady's tone suggested she wanted to throw hands, but he scoffed disappearing inside letting the door slam.
"Yup, he probably wears diapers." That last barb carried.
Willie had to bite his tongue telling himself she only won because of his bum knee. The inside of the kitchen was well lit, counters expertly organized, tiled floors spotless. He glanced around, looking again out into the yard finding the bird lady hanging out at the end of her fence in deep conversation. She was picking at the flowery vines layered over the privacy fence at the left side of her property. Willie hated himself for giving lanky former church elder the once over again, but her figure couldn't be denied.
"She even got chicken legs." He scoffed, taking a private shot at the unique folded back look of her legs from the knees down when they were locked.
Willie turned, finding the connecting corridor facing him, also well-lit presenting a challenge in four doors all painted the same shade of beige matching the walls with identical faux crystal doorknobs. He tried the closest finding a meticulously weel kept broom closet with things kept on shelves like a supermarket even tagged. He closed that one opening the door facing that closet finding a nice bedroom cleaned so well, it reminded him of a hotel room even down to the air freshener. This was obviously Bird lady's boudoir as he noticed a brassiere hanging off the edge of the mirror over her dresser.
"No man's land."
Wille was presented with two final doors choosing the one on the left, trying the doorknob. He slowly cracked it open peering inside, finding a secondary bedroom and a surprise. He was presented with a nubile young woman lying on her belly clad only in white crop top and some form fitting, cotton panties filled to mouthwatering capacity with a big, ripe looking donk that looked on the fake side. Her head was covered in long box braids in multiple colors of red, green, and a few strands of light blue. Willie thought the faux hair looked like cheap yarn, but got a greedy eyeful of her cakes deciding it was a BBL.
"Hell Nall, hit me up on that cash app, first; huh, what fool? Because that's what I said and that's the only way you gonna see these cheeks. What, fool? All I'm wearing is some fucking panties, right now. What; you think I'm scamming? You got my money, or nah?! Check this arch out, Jessie!" She was talking facetime on an I-Phone with a garish rhinestone cover. Her knees drew forward raising her big, pneumatic looking butt in the air right above her shoulders confirming its fake status from the angle.
"PRECIOUS, SOMEBODY PEEPING IN ON YOU!!" Willie was surprised by the effeminate sound of the guy's voice and too late to dip out as the "enhanced" ingenue turned on her side catching him in the doorway with a furrowed brow and expression that reminded him of Godzilla.
"Can I help you, nigga?"
"Sorry, I was just looking for the bathroom." He explained, thrown off by the uber irritated look on her face. She was resting in the reclining buddha position with a radioactive stank attitude.
"Did you find it?!"
"Excuse me."
"You excused, now get the fuck out before I make you hit that cash app, nigga!" Precious was for the streets, no fucks given as he got a second look fleeting glimpse of her manufactured curves pulling the door up. He found himself anxious and pissed in tandem resisting the urge to march back in there and lay that belt on her fake rear. Precious looked somewhere between eighteen and twenty-three.
"Fucking kids." He opened the last door finding a nice cozy-looking bathroom with tiled walls.
There was a wall mounted air freshener near the door that activated spraying a mist that hit Willie in the side of the head due to his height. He shrugged it off smelling the flowery scent on his coveralls before unzipping. The arresting sight of some young buns, however fake, had him in a state of semi-arousal along with Bird Lady's athletic wide load and cute cheekage. His horse sized phallus flopped out.
"MIC CHECK!" Precious kicked the door hitting him in the side just as he started urinating.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK, GAWDDAMIT?!!" Some of his piss splashed on the toilet seat as the youngster leaned into the cracked door forcing it open, still mean mugging.
"You got some cheeks, so I wanna see yours, old ass nigga!" Her head appeared squeezing between the door and wall peering down at his endowment before he had a chance to cover up. Precious caught him mid-stream as more piss splashed all over the place. Precious had this husky sounding smoker's voice.
"EXCUSE YOU!" Willie exclaimed as she reacted facially to his oversized manhood with a salacious open-mouthed smile.
"Damn man, you holding like a mutha; shit, that's a whole fucking pipe down there."
Wille shoved her head out of the door, slamming it as he realized his mitt-sized hands were drenched in urine. Precious was undaunted, suddenly knocking on the door incessantly. He could feel her leaning against the door putting her weight on it.
"Cut it out, girl!" She kept knocking and trying the doorknob.
"Open the door, I just wanna talk to you...like private and shit." Her husky voice carried making him antsy.
"Nope!"
"Come on, let me holla at you for a minute, my nigga; you really scared of some pussy?"
"The power of R. Kelly compels you; the power of R. Kelly compels you thot, begone!!" Precious started chuckling, still knocking and trying the doorknob.
"Man, I'm nineteen; I'm fucking legal, bruh."
"So, what!"
"You saw what I got; so, you're telling me you don't want some of this, real quick? She seemed to be getting off on his reticence, chuckling even more in that lazy smoker's voice.
"Yup."
"Yeah, you want some, or the other thing; I hope you ain't gay, my nigga." There was no way he would fall for a bush-league move like that, but Willie knew he was dealing with a roughish kid with the body of a woman.
"Kick rocks, hoe!" This just made her playfully scoff and shake the doorknob. At this point she was getting off on bullying a man old enough to be her father.
"I wanna lick it...I'm really good, daddy. You know you want this wet ass puss...URK!!!" Precious' salacious overtures through the bathroom door were cut short awkwardly. Willie was left staring at a short towel rack on its opposite side for a few moments, realizing it had become deathly quiet.
"Huh?" Against his better judgement, Willie cracked the door peering out into the corridor.
Bird Lady was standing there staring him dead in the eyes with a hand pinching Precious' throat. The youngster was struggling mightily in her steel grasp, braids swinging everywhere. The fortysomething towered over them both. Precious had both hands locked around the woman's wrist, panicking.
"Excuse me for a little ole' moment, sir; don't you go nowhere, and you might wanna zip that up." She motioned towards his crotch as he realized his huge prick was protruding from the front of his coveralls. Willie quickly zipped up glancing down while he did it. Willie noticed an ironing cord in the woman's other hand. Bird Lady stormed off, Precious in tow right back into the girl's bedroom, loudly slamming the door. A raucous cacophony followed as the wayward young woman got a well-deserved whipping.
"Fuck that noise." Willie started for the door as the loud shouting, intense talking and wailing continued. The frenetic confusion reminded him of his childhood and the numerous times he'd got whipped.
"EXCUSE ME MISTER MAN; WHERE EXACTLY DO YOU THINK YOU ARE GOING?!!" His shoulders seized up at the annoying sound of her voice. Willie turned around at the end of the corridor in time to see the tall mature pulling the door closed behind her. He got a glimpse of a disheveled, sobbing Precious curled up on the floor, shivering from the old school beating as the bird lady walked down the corridor, brow furrowed.
"Look, I just wanted to use the bathroom; I'm outta here?"
"Is that what you think, huh baby man?" She put her hands on her hips, mean mugging Willie with an evil half smirk.
"BYE FELECIA!!" Willie walked out slamming the back screen door loudly behind himself. He strolled across the backyard to the fence stopping to admire the lilac covered, wooden privacy fence before entering the alley.
"Huh?" Willie found the doors to the moving truck locked; then he fumbled around in his pockets realizing the keys were missing.
He hung his head dragging his feet as he went back to Bird Lady's house.
"Would you like to have a soft drink, juice, or water; have a seat at the table." Bird Lady was removing a small mini sandwich maker from an overhead cabinet with her back to him. Despite himself, Willie glanced down at her rear cheekage peeking out from the underside of those shorts. He could make out the hint of white cotton panties skintight, underneath.
"Hey, I just came back for my keys."
"Would you-LIKE-A-SOFT DRINK-JUICE-OR WATER?!!...have a seat at the table." Willie did a doubletake as she plugged in the sandwich maker shifting over to the fridge, opening it.
"Surprise me." Willie sat down at the small table with his back to the beige wall facing her. He got an even better view of her cheeks noting they were semi-flat but shaped nicely, despite her age.
"Apple juice will do nicely; besides its good for your heart and works wonders for the brain. From the looks of your ball game, I'd say you should cop a few gallons, good sir." Bird lady removed a loaf of bread and two packets of cheese from the fridge still facing away from him, assembling a sandwich.
"Hey lady, you don't have to do that."
"Pepperoni?" She turned at the hip looking at Willie's face. He noticed how her height made the cozy kitchen look smaller.



"Uhm, sure." Bird Lady went back to the fridge removing a packet of the meat slices working on his sandwich. She shifted weight between long legs making her butt change shape, horizontally.
"I just thought you should have a nice little lunch to fill up that fat belly of yours, and I would like to formerly apologize for Precious. She's having a rough patch and I'm trying to get her on the right path, but it ain't easy. She's been ripping and running those streets, doing things well... the family don't exactly appreciate. Heck, I just got that Only Fans page took down, but she's been doing that cam stuff."
"Look you don't have to explain."
"You hush up that mouth and get that stick outta your butt; I went easy on you back there. I could've put up thirty on you instead of fifteen."
"Lady, I got a bad leg, alright?"
"More like two left feet on that court out there boy; is that what they're calling it these days? What, they ain't calling it "You Got Served" no more? Shaking my head, with all these new ways of being a scrub. By the way, I'm using two types of cheese, provolone and Monterey jack.; that's okay, right?"
"Yeah, it's cool Lady; I got nagging sports injuries, alright?"
"You got your whack basketball game nagging your butthole, shortie. Almost no skills; maybe you should've been one of them water boys or something." Her chirpy voice ramped up the latent annoyance making Willie twist in the wind cursing himself for playing against her in the first place.
"Aw shit." He cupped the side of his head leaning backwards bumping it into the wall right under a wall mounted rotary telephone.
"Language, short round." She wagged a pointer finger still faced away from him, pressing the sandwich inside the circular maker. He was starting to feel like a kid in her presence and he didn't like it one bit.
"Forget the sandwich, just give me the keys lady, alright?!"
"A good woman doesn't let a man leave her home with an empty belly."
"Oh yeah, where's your man, huh?"
"In the living room over the mantle place, in an urn." Her answer caught him off guard. She kept working at the counter betraying no emotion.
"Uh, sorry."
"Damn right, you need to work on your skills; maybe drop some weight cause you look sloppy on the court like a dancing McNugget. It felt like I was playing with a baby, so sad. What kind of chips would you like? I picked up a few variety boxes over there at that Walmart. On second thought, maybe you should have some carrot chips and a little cauliflower. Tubby short stop like you could use some fiber, and it definitely couldn't hurt with your weight problem." Willie was getting mortified as she continued chatting incessantly, making him almost an afterthought.
"I don't have a weight problem!"
"Check your tone in my home; and you could've fooled me. I half thought you were one of them uhm, weird...uh, trans women with a bun in the oven, on the court. I can set you up with some pro biotics, maybe empty out your bowels real good. Lord knows, you're a whole mess. What's going on with that five o'clock shadow? The good lord frowns upon those that don't keep themselves in order."
"What's your excuse, huh lady?"
"I've had an active gym membership for the last ten years and I run 5k two times a month; what do you have to say to that, stubby?" She removed a tray and jar from the fridge, ignoring him for the most part.
"I work out!"
"Playing video games ain't working out; uh, do you still live at home with your mother? Of course, you do, what woman would put up with a starter husband, huh? If I hadn't shown up when I did, Precious would've been running your pockets, by now."
"HEY, I WAS MARRIED TWO TIMES, ALREADY!"
"Those poor women; got tired of holding the bag, huh?"
"That's none of your business."
"Either you were lacking in the pockets or them draws; oh well, you can't rightly beat a square peg into a round hole, now can you shortie?" He knew that was bullshit because she'd seen his endowment minutes earlier.
"Where's your man?"
"I've got a couple in the dugout; things go kind of slow when you ain't giving it up right off the bat. It's sad, but people ain't got no patience or understanding for one another, these days. Everybody just wanna skip the "Getting to know you" part of courting and just get between them sheets. Well, I rightly like to pick my shots, if you get my drift?" Bird Lady turned at the hip again as Wille scoffed reeling from the incessant chirpy sound of her voice and unyielding chatter intermixed with insults.
"You're lacking, and over the hill, too." He just wanted to give as good as he got, but the tall mature chuckled in annoying fashion turning back to the counter fishing the toasted melt from the sandwich maker. His eyes went again and again to her butt focusing on that bit of rear cheekage.
"Look at him, so cute and dimwitted; got his whiny little tail whipped by a little old lady so his feelings hurt. Be careful, you can't run with me on the court, or off; besides you probably got that diabetes or heart disease, something fierce. Next time we can play checkers; I think that's more your speed, sir."
"Still ain't got no man."
"You wanna go on a double date; are you one of them, rainbow people?" Willie clenched his teeth as Bird Lady continued laughing at his attempts to rub her the wrong way or even piss her off. Now she was making fun of his manhood in her own off-the-cuff manner. He leaned back in the chair soaking it all in with an evil half smirk reading across his features. He thought about Precious in the back room slowly unzipping his coveralls until his horse sized manhood flopped out between his open legs.
"Alright, now you eat up and then..." Bird Lady turned around with a plate and glass of apple juice, suddenly caught off guard. She looked directly at Willie endowment for an extended period, then at the smarmy, defiant look on his face. She set the plate and glass on the placemat in front of him, then put her hands on her hips, looking again before folding them across her chest.
"Well, lookit this bit of mannishness; you wanna act out and be uh, brand new with me, huh?"
She retrieved the plate from the table placing it in a countertop microwave, then picked up the glass of apple juice leaning against the entrance of the corridor facing his side, drinking slowly. Willie did a doubletake shrugging to himself, before turning his head in her direction. Bird Lady drank slowly.
"Huh?" He noticed her middle finger, chuckling at the gesture before noticing she was pointing into the corridor. Willie shrugged again with an incredulous look on his face making her set the glass on the table with a bit of force.
Bird Lady stuck her hand out in his face like she was expecting him to grease her palm.
"WHAT LADY?!!" Willie's brow furrowed in frustration.
The late fortysomething bent at the waist at a perfect ninety-degree angle looking him dead in the eyes, rolling hers. She took his big mitt-sized hand in hers standing up straight towering over his five foot seven inches of height. He found himself first looking up from his seat into her features, then unexpectantly following suite, standing too. Bird Lady led him down the corridor to her room and shoved him inside, closing the door behind them, loudly. It was loud enough to echo, leaving no doubt Precious knew. Willie turned around just inside the door finding himself face to boobs. Bird Lady had a nice set of tits that looked about a decent C-Cup. The outline of her bra was plain through her shirt.
"Uhm..." He was at a loss for words out of the blue.
Her shirt was stripped away and tossed on the floor. He followed the motion of her arm watching it hit the carpet.
"Oh Lady, I don't know if this..." Willie found himself looking at the palm of her hand momentarily, then down at his own thickening tumescence as the top of her thigh came right up between his legs, caressing his oversized balls. Her bare foot landed between his legs drawing the coveralls from his shoulders. His barrel chest and slightly sloping abdomen were exposed along with his boxers as she stepped further down into the crotch of his coveralls. Willie was nude from the knees up.
"Sir, I'll have you know my birth name is Melvina Hickey."
Her pointer finger pushed off his forehead unexpectedly catching him off guard. Willie flopped down into a sitting position, barely catching himself. Melvina's crotch was level with his face as she put her hands on her hips, waiting expectantly. It felt like she was pulling his player card in that moment as he pinched the elastic waistband of her volleyball shorts taking care to draw them down midway exposing those panties he'd thirsted to see for some time during the day. The hands on her hips shifted around to her back, fingertips in that waistband as Willie drew the form fitting shorts down allowing her to step out of them.
She stood there still waiting expectantly as he took in the view and snug fit of those white cotton panties on her wide anchor shaped hips. Willie scoffed silently reaching out handling her hips with an initial squeeze of the resilient flesh there which seemed to prod Melvina to run those fingers around to the side but no further. He looked up at her face, still unable to shake the bird analogy before slowly leaning forward. That slight bit of movement prompted the tall woman to casually draw her panties down a bit, but not completely. Ms. Hickey aka The Bird Lady appeared to understand what he wanted. Just a peek.
He completed the unveiling, finding a clean-shaven mound. This mature woman worked out and took care of herself on the regular with every bit of her from the thin swan-like neck to her toes, perfection. Willie couldn't help leaning forward, planting his lips on her mound in a series of light kisses earning a very faint moan. The more Willie kissed, the more he wanted, lapping at the delicate skin there, licking the junction where her crotch met her thighs luxuriating in the taste of her skin.
Melvina captured Willie's pointer fingers drawing his hands from her hips so that she could turn around. He was presented with a wide semi-full butt with an anchor shape. It was fuller than he initially thought with some very faint stretchmarks across her lower back and a few at her hips. There was a slightly light pallor to the middle of her butt. There were two crescent shaped dimples on her lower back. Her spine was defined in a single line from between her shoulders all the way to her shallow rear cleavage.
The tall athletic mature allowed herself to be groped and fondled, cheeks spread wide apart. Her skin was soft and pliant, responding to his big, calloused hands with both cheeks parting exposing her slit and the rich pink exterior. Her breathing became audible along with a sustained sigh that was still high pitched, semi-muted. She was so tender, her holiest of holies obediently opened into a visible gape. Willie's actions were instinctual as he buried his face in her butt sticking his tongue inside her cunt.
Melvina Hickey slipped out of silence with a weird sounding chortle and gasp that lent more unwanted credence to her "Bird Lady" nickname. Willie feasted giving his basketball rival a male version of sloppy top. He went at it with increasing passion, letting go of himself, allowing his mind to go blank. Melvina moaned through a hand cupped over her mouth, seemingly embarrassed by the sound of her own voice. His lips slurped on the exquisite roundness and undercuff of her left buttock, followed by nipping on the other enjoying the attention being paid to her body. His thumbs pried into the juicy peach rubbing her inner grooves.
He went a little crazy with things, flicking his tongue on her backdoor.
The former church elder, the good Ms. Melvina Hickey aka Bird Lady, broke contact looking over her shoulder at his face. It was a sensation she wasn't used to in the least from her conservative past. He responded by running the flat of his tongue along the curve of an anchor shaped hip, enjoying her saddle bags. His knuckles rubbed her slit, parting her flower just inside. His large manly hands grabbed clawing handfuls of her buns, spreading them apart for more wet, nasty feasting.
She bent over touching her toes with the tips of her fingers giving him as much as he wanted, then surprised him by bending her knees, planting her butt on his face prone. Willie was flattened under her snatch with his face serving as a seat cushion. His body slid partially off the edge of the bed as her knees came to rest on either side. Her height and his short stature made things possible as he felt her hands wrapped around his horse sized manhood.
"AAAAWWW SHIT!!" The upper half of his manhood slid between her lips finding a wet, soapy sensation that made him moan into the cunt.
"Language." Melvina corrected briefly resuming slurping down the upper half of his generous endowment, twisting and tugging the rest. Willie could feel her mouth stretched tightly around the upper portion of his third leg.
He was getting some serious sloppy top with her butt planted on his face. Her hands were a revelation sliding and twisting around the portions left untouched by her mouth, even lovingly caressing his balls rolling and massaging them. Every movement and slurp had this naturalistic almost balletic symmetry. Willie could feel her getting progressively sloppier returning the favor in spades. She groaned almost choking on his cock taking nearly half, wriggling her butt on his face. Willie wanted to give as good as he was getting, wrapping his muscular arms around her waist, squeezing hard.
Melvina responded wrapping three fingers under his balls letting them flow over her fist, using the other hand putting on a slick, saliva soaked handjob clinic. Willie moaned, shouted, and whimpered into her puss taking it like a man. Both went at it with feverish intent squirming and trembling, locked together. He brought his hands upward like he was doing chin ups, cupping the bottom of her cheeks. Things went into overdrive with the long, tall mature rolling and sawing her hips on his face.
Willie groaned into her snatch, feeling it all over his pelvis as Melvina started squeezing his balls working her hands along his vein covered shaft intensely in tandem with her bobbing head. He could feel copious amounts of drool cascading over her jacking fist and his balls. The rolling and massaging motion got him out of the box as her butt bobbed and wagged all over his face. Both were going at it with nothing, held back acknowledging the culmination of a slow boiling mutual attraction. His face was undated with her juices intermingled with his saliva. Willie felt this gut-wrenching gut roll accompanied by the intense seizing up of his inner thighs. He hadn't felt this turned on in a while with the closest experience being Shaila from his first moving job. Ms. Melvina Hickey was getting it up outta him.
"BLUBB-BLAH!! BLUHHH!! AH!! AH-AH-AH!! YOU'RE!! MAKING ME!! BLUBBAH!! ME CUM!! AH-AH!!" Willie found it hard to talk with a mouth full of middle-aged pussy but was somewhere between warning and praising Melvina's performance. This made her go even harder, essentially fucking him with her face, lips stretched wide hands working everything. Another crotch throbbing pulse broke the bank.
"AWWW-MMMPPGGHH!!" Willie burst into her mouth going over, only to have her cunt slam down on his face accompanied by a whiny shrill sounding shriek as his mouth was filled with her essence.
They had cum together.
Both rode each other out humping, wriggling and squirming all over the edge of the bed. She sucked hard taking each strong rope of ejaculate audibly swallowing, while she creamed and squirted all over his face and chest. They went with things organically letting each other have their way until both were huffing wetly, breathing hard. Melvina went slack lying atop his body with her head between his thighs.
"Aw shit, lady."
"What'd I tell you about that blue language and my name is Melvina Hickey." Her hand with its long thin fingers was slowly stroking his spent member keeping the tactile contact going. Willie liked her touch.
"Just saying, is all." He tried explaining himself, but she had other ideas.
The end of his cock found its way into her mouth as the tall mature used three fingers tight around his prick, stroking hard with this pincer type feel to it. Willie head rolled about on his shoulders as he thought of his partner who'd been left behind with the other church elder, Mrs. Fisher. It was the second time he'd got lucky since accepting what was essentially a dead-end job just to pay bills. Marvin would've undoubtedly been pissed to find out he was getting laid again and would likely snitch.
His ruminations were interrupted when Melvina sat upright on his torso as if she were riding a mechanical bull instead of a short stocky muscular human one. Willie got an extreme close up of her wide, semi-flat buttocks, not wasting any time squeezing and playing with the cheeks. Melvina drew away from him grinding her cunt in a straight line down his chest and sloping abdomen, raising up at an angle, right foot planted flat. She started rubbing the big bulbous head of his cock against her slit.
It was similar in size to a smaller pool ball pushing against her lower lips, partially dipping inside feeling the volcanic heat of her snatch. Melvina gasped and whimpered unable to escape her problematic chirpy voice, even heavily aroused. Facing away from this afternoon sneaky link provided an invisible shield allowing her some inner comfort as she shifted weight on either side, eventually doing an open legged squat over his huge prick. Willie watched the tip of his crown disappear inside her honeypot.
"OOOOHHH LORDY GEEZUS!! AWG!! AWG!! AH!!...ah, thank the most high. Don't you move one bit." Ms. Hickey used all her dead weight, essentially impaling herself. The muscles in her back flexed while her hips went into these minute rotations as she got used to being stuffed full. The tightness was enhanced by his unnatural girth, assisted by her wetness intermingled with his saliva.
Melvina flattened her soles on the outside of his hips gathering her bearings, then started bouncing. Some of his copious meat was still bulging from her stretched out cunt as she leaned forward resting her hands just above his knees. Her groans and whimpers filled the room intermingled with his. It felt like he was stuffing ten pounds into a five-pound bag. This went on for almost fifteen minutes, before Melvina dismounted. She reached between her thighs rubbing her sex, looking back at his face.
"Problem?" Willie felt a sense of pride that she couldn't go the distance.
"Not at all." Melvina climbed off the edge of the bed onto the floor, she took her time standing looking down at him again. Her eyes drifted between his manhood and Willie's face barely stifling a shit eating grin. Her eyes narrowed, mouth forming a half smirk as she retrieved a clear bottle of lube from a dresser at the side of the bed. She favored it in both hands, looking again from his face to his prick.
"Wanna take a walk on the wild side, huh shortie?"
"To be honest, I really don't think you can hang, uh Melvina." He commented forcing himself to sound annoying glib.
"Oh, is that right?"
"Damn right, baby." Willie chuckled a little.
"Care to make a wager, half pint?"
"Sure ostrich."
The rivals christened the bet with a mutual snap of the fingers, then Willie laid back as she handled his oversized cock at the base like a sword pointing it at her ceiling. Melvina uncapped the bottle turning it upside down over the bulbous head of his cock. Both watched the clear semi-watery gel ooze all down his prick right over her fist. The tall mature poured a third of the bottle on his endowment and crotch making things slick, then carefully mounted him repeated the open legged squat facing him this time.



"I'm gonna whittle your pickle."
"Promises, promises string bean." Willie chided.
Melvina slammed down on his endowment with a strained yowl that he likened to the similar annoying voice of mickey mouse, chuckling to himself somewhat. He figured she'd tap out from his girth alone deciding to stir the pot by resting his hands behind his head, reclined. Her cunt was soft and mushy barely able to handle being stuffed to the gills with a little extra bulging out. The forced smug expression made her brow furrow as she ran her hands over his hairy chest rubbing out the excess lube.
"Hey, what was in that lube; it's kind of uhm, heated. It's kind of hot, and I know you can feel it, too."
"Don't you worry your little peanut head about that; like I said, I'm gonna whittle your pickle." With that, the good Melvina Hickey began bouncing on his cock with things getting progressively warmer.
Her squishy puss seemed to heat up until he began to squirm, toes curling. She planted both hands on his pecs, continuing to let her dead weight be the difference maker between her simmering honeypot and his third leg. Pogo stick comparisons aside, Melvina was fucking herself silly. Willie could feel her cheeks cradling the base of his member, buttocks parting wide each time she landed in his lap. The intense grinding sensation and scrubbing feel of her inner walls had him involuntarily flopping on the mattress. They were both in the same age group, but it was like handling a wildcat.
His chin tilted back, gaze traveling all over Melvina's meticulously cleaned boudoir; everywhere but her face. Willie found himself grabbing at her, only to have his hands batted away. They ended up on her breasts for a few moments and a hearty squeeze which made her moan loudly when he found some surprisingly fat, blocky nips. She winced when he pinched them, rewarding him with a casual slap to razor stubbled cheek. Willie decided to continue the back and forth arching up into her downward motion. This went on until both reached an enticing symmetry. Neither realized how loud they were.
Melvina's long legs started to wobble first forcing the mature to arch her back unintentionally taking a salacious drubbing as Willie's schlong beat down the walls inside her stretched to capacity, cooch. She nearly toppled backwards, but he caught ahold of her thin wrists, power pistoning her cunt until her head rolled backwards. The elder Mr. Hickey arched forward, mouth hanging open jostling with him until she got her wrists free. A white cotton spaghetti strap pullover covered her bouncing breasts.
He tried to recapture her wrists, but she kept them away peeling off the bra, letting her breasts go free. The sight of Melvina's Hickey's bare tits sent an added jolt to his prick, making it pulse inside. This fortysomething was very fit indeed, sporting a nice medium toned set topped with these sort of oval shaped areolas, the color of caramel. Her erect nipples were big and blocky, dying to be suckled. Willie knew he wasn't leaving the house without sampling those treats. She seemed to suss out his desires.
A big chewy nipple found its way into his mouth chaperoned by her left-hand pinching and massaging the exposed portion as she flopped out on top of his prone body. Melvina was all over him pushing each between his lips, then jointly cupping both allowing him to slather spit all over them. Willie did her one better planting his big lips on between her tits sucking hard on her breastbone. Melvina groaned even louder as her butt became a blur of bouncing, popping motion on the base of his cock.
His ears were filled with loud damn near stereo quality claps of her rear end beating out a sexy ditty on his crotch. Their disparity in height and weight worked perfectly like two halves of the same coin allowing Willie to finally get big economy sized handfuls of her semi-solid cheeks, squeezing hard enough to make her cry out in this whiny distressed wail that carried. She went limp as he puppeted her cheeks slapping them on his crotch as hard as he could manage, feeling the building fire in his loins.
Willie couldn't get enough of that oily scrubbing sensation, harder than ever. Her nice apple butt was soft, but solid enough to resist the incessant mauling of his mitts. Melvina luxuriated, enjoying the feel of being handled by a man powerful enough to deal with her, physically. She gradually started rolling and grinding down on his chubby cock, whimpering into his ear. Things picked up frenetically as she grabbed the edges of the pillow his head rested on, feeling it everywhere. They were cresting together.
"AW FUCK!! AW SHIT!! AW SHIT BABY!! AHM, CUMMING ALL UP IN YO'PUSS-SEEE!! FUGG-IT!! SHIT!!"
"YEAH!! YASS LAWD!! AW YASS GIVE IT TO ME!! FILL UP MY BABY BUCKET WIT CUM!! CUM FOR ME!!"
Willie strained, gritting his teeth arching up hard just as she flexed with a matching arch of her own mashing uglies so hard, it felt like they'd split the atom. Melvina locked her arms at the elbows, right as he used his grubby paws pressing her stuffed cunt down onto his meat, finally getting everything inside.
Each got what they were looking for in that instant as he filled her full of cum to overflowing.
"Fuck, that was just what I needed." Melvina sighed lazily, faceplanted on his body, legs framing the outside of his, off the edge of the mattress.
"Language." Willie raised a single trembling pointer finger, correcting her.
They started chuckling as she rolled off laying on his side in the reclining buddha position, with a palm resting on his hairy chest.
******************************************************************************
Their clothes were all over the floor littering the pastor's office, but she retained her glasses so near sighted, that she needed them to look at his face as she caressed one side lovingly. He retained a single dingy looking athletic sock, otherwise nude. The discarded invoice had been tossed aside.
"Aw, you're filling me up...GHUD!! This just what I needed; keep filling me full of your mannishness, fuck me."
"Your pussy is so tight." His intrusive fleshy rod was being squeezed tight in her cunt, even after three loads. There was nothing to do, but plunge into her depths to his heart's content.
"You like it?"
"Yeah, I love this." He was hovering over her on all fours with his business partially bulging from her snatch. It looked swollen, pulsing inside of her walls, thumping with these muted thrusts.
Marvin was bottoming out.
"AK!! AK!! AAAAKKK!! AW!! AWWW NOW!!" Their bodies were drenched in perspiration from the heated rutting that had been going on for the last two hours. He wanted to cup and play with her enormous breasts but held position enjoying the feel of his crown knocking on the back wall of her cunt. Mrs. Fisher laid underneath him with her upturned palms adjacent to the sides of her head, legs splayed wide apart, bent at the knees.
"Aw fuck this is some good pussy!" His normally reserved demeanor had drifted away making him more talkative as he leaned to the side grabbing a heart handful of tit meat. The manner in which Mrs. Fisher's captured breast bulged between his fingers excited the twentysomething even more. Her right hand rested on his shoulder while the other cupped his left buttock.
"Kiss me, Marvin." The wet, sloppy kiss that followed told a tactile tale of his crappy skill in this regard. Most of the time, the well-endowed youngster was used as a living dildo by the women he crossed paths with. Gennie Fisher didn't care having not been kissed in decades. Her limited number of partners other than the very first, were similar to Marvin. All of them had been obsessed with handling her large, pneumatic breasts, two blowing their loads at the sight of them. Her affair with Pastor Grey was physically taxing, humiliating and spiritually exhausting.
That was the past; today, it was on her terms, once in a lifetime.
"Fuck me harder Marvin! AW!! AAWW!! AAAWWW!! FUCK ME!! AK! AK!! AW GAWD!!" The smacking sound was deafening as he aggressively ravished the fiftysomething making her huge breasts bounce and flop wildly about. Mrs. Fisher's screams of pleasure mixed with a bit of pain echoed off the walls of the office that had been used numerous times for illicit backroom sex.
"MIZZUS FISHER!! MIZZUS FISHER!! AW SHIT!!" The toned athletic manchild flopped down atop her body grinding and rolling his hips turning her cunt to mush. Her legs hovered in the air, knees adjacent to his ribs, feet hanging in the air trembling. The dark pastor had taken her in this very cubbyhole with a cock so big and thick, her legs were forced into the air. It was training for this moment as Gennie Fisher took it like a champ. It felt like she would split in two.
"MAR-VIN!! MAR-VIN!! PUT IT ON MUH, CHEST!!" Mrs. Fisher's palms were flattened against his pecs, instinctually clawing into them with her nails. It was as if she were trying to push him off her prone body while screaming his name to the rafters.
"UNG!! UNG!! UNG!! YOUR CHEST, MIZZUS FISHUH?!!" He shouted feeling the stirring of his loins radiating throughout his pelvis.
"YES!! YES!! YEAAAAHHH!!!" She was nodding euphorically, licking her lips as she cupped the undersides of her huge breasts offering them up for his cum. Twin semi-gelatinous mountains of spongy flesh in his face was more than Marvin could take. His thick manhood plopped out of her embattled cunt. The void was immediately apparent as he mounted her tits, cock planted in her cavernous cleavage. Even with a certified twelve inches, his manhood was dwarfed by tits big enough to require both pairs of their hands collectively to get things under control.
"OOOHH MARVIN, FUCK'EM!! FUCK MY TITTIES FOR ME!! FUCK'EM REAL GHUD!!" Her voice went up a few octaves triggered by his greasy, turgid erection embedded along her breastbone cushioned by her monster sized offerings. Her thin fingers were spread wide at the sides of her mams while his sweaty palms fingers spread wide apart, pressed and mashed down into them. Mrs. Fisher' nipples poked between his middle digits. Her plate sized areolas looked incredible.
"UNG!! UNG!! AH!! AH!! THEY FEEL, INCREDIBLE MIZZUS FISHUH!!" Marvin let go of himself lost between her huge, middle-aged knockers. His pendulous balls ground along her abdomen as he took her with deep thrusts. She knew how to use her breasts for maximum effect exerting all her strength to tighten the cushiony feel of them around his meat. Her last partner was adept at training women to please him, rewarding them with a cock just a bit larger than Marvin's.
"FUCK'EM MARVIN!! FUCK'EM!! FUCK MY BIG ASS TITTIES AND CUM ALL OVER THEM!!" Her speech was slurred and syrupy full of excess saliva, some running from the corner of her lips.
"AW!! AW SHIT!! FUCK MIZZUS FISHUH!! FUCK!! UNG!! UNG!! SHEET!! AW YEAH!!" His veiny rod played hide and seek with the bulbous uncircumcised head tagging the underside of her chin repeatedly. Marvin graduated from riding her chest like a jockey to a posture resuming his quadrupedal mount over her upper half. The humidity was off the charts with both drenched and dripping sweat. She matched his energy perfectly, slapping her tits wetly into his crotch.
"CUM!! CUM!! CUM!! CUM MARVIN!! CUM ON MAH, BIG ASS TITTIES, BABY!!" Her word for word phonetic encouragement came with each slap of her buoyant mammaries into his crotch. The weighted feel and stickiness of their coupling pushed him right across the finish line.
"AW MARVIN!!! AW YEEAH!! YOU'RE CUMMING!! CUMMING ALL-OVER ME!! MAR-VIN!!" A thick rope shot out of his crown cutting a milky line right up the center of her stern face followed by several more splashing the underside of her chin, spewing all over her captured décolletage. Her intimidating cleavage became a defiled, gooey mess with his prick desperately poking in and out of it in sawing fashion oozing watery oily discharge onto her neck.
"Look at all of this cum Marvin; look what you've done to me, baby...keep fucking them." The defrocked church elder cooed and encouraged relaxing her grip but keeping up the skinship rubbing and running her hands all over her breasts, massaging them and his thrusting prick.
He was too addled to do anything but nod rhythmically as he continued thrusting until his manhood was just sitting there between her tits. She lowered her hands letting her left arm hang wearily off the edge of the bed. There was no doubt he was enraptured with her, softly thrusting with both hands planted on either side of her head as before. Gennie was used to having authority over her charges and being called Mrs. Fisher with deferment of status. Tonight was about a long-neglected womanhood ignored for too many years until it demanded unquenchable satisfaction. Her breaths were labored and heavy. Marvin's weight was an issue.
"You uh, mind?"
"Huh?" Marvin stirred, still lightly pushing his manhood over her breastbone. Without their hands, her breasts barely flattened, but covered the tops of her biceps due to the sheer size.
"I uh, need to breathe."
"OH SORRY MRS. FISHER!!" Marvin went right when he should've gone left, thumping his noggin on the overhead curved part of the alcove holding their bed. She gasped reaching up about to favor the point of impact, but he waved her off.
"You okay, honey?" Mrs. Fisher settled for rubbing and caressing the closet bicep.
"Yeah, I'm good; sorry, but you got my head gassed up."
"What?"
"Uhm, well I..." Marvin scratched the back of his head, wincing at the stinging pain from the tiny lump on his head. He surveyed the mess he'd made of Mrs. Fisher's voluptuous frame. Her huge breasts were glazed over with splotches of gooey cum spotting various spots on her torso. A deluge of frosty spunk pooled in her throat running off on the mattress below.
"You liked it, right?"
Instead of answering, his hands cupped and mashed her luscious tits together hard enough to make her puffy nipples bulge. She let him have his way enjoying the feel of his large, calloused hands on her body. Marvin groped, squeezed and rubbed his spunk into her skin leaving it sticky. Gennie gently grabbed two of his fingers when he tried to palm her sex. She handled his member having some fun herself. He arched towards her allowing himself to be long stroked.
"I wanna thank you for uhm, being with me Marvin; It probably wasn't easy sleeping with an old lady, and I pray the lord rewards you for your kindness."
"Shit, you got some bomb ass puss...." He caught himself looking at her face which retained its granite visual, despite what was going on behind it. Her angry visage was distracting at times.
"It's okay Marvin; want me to suck on it for you?" His eyes went wide making her stone visage crack as she chortled barely audible above a whisper.
He inched closer parting her lips timidly with his meat finding a surprise when she took a little more than half, pursing her lips around his girth. Gennie's tongue slipped inside his excess skin swirling about as her right hand slid underneath his balls tightening. This was a revelation of pleasure making the twentysomething release the hollow sounding moan that carried. She used a thumb mashed into his taint slowly rubbing in a circular pattern. His throaty gasps were reward enough for the mature former church elder. Mrs. Fisher knew what she was doing.
The devil was a good teacher.
...to be continued.
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"Huh?" Jaquan's eyes fluttered as he awoke on the couch facing the fireplace mantel which served double duty as Renee's family tree.
He was naked from head to toe lying flat on his back with his business open to the world. Despite some aches and pains, he felt oddly energized. His hand drifted up after grazing his flaccid manhood over his chest to his face. He could smell her distinctive musk all about his person, particularly on his palms. His illicit tryst with the elder Kelly left the man feeling marked. Jaquan's gaze fell upon Renee's framed picture again with its icy countenance making it feel as if she were glaring at him from across the room.
Next to it in a smaller frame was Aurthur Van Allen who also seemed to be looked upon his nudity in smug fashion. Jaquan hated the man from the moment he understood the connection with Renee. The hangdog look made him want to beat the shit of the elderly blue blood; but he knew it would be a defeat for him before the handcuffs were slapped on his wrists. Mr. Van Allen never made any bones about what he thought of Jaquan, albeit mutely. His gaze fell upon Renee's photo again, icy cold.
Jaquan sat up on the couch in the middle of the spacious living room, resting his elbows on his knees. His interlocked fists covered his mouth as he pondered what he'd learned and what happened afterwards. Things got sort of twisted as he reeled from the revelation that he was the front man and public cuck for what was probably a clandestine sugar baby relationship. This was alien territory for a man used to having his pick of any woman he set his eyes on from day one. Women fought over him and dropped their drawers without even a first date. It drove his physician mother up the wall trying to coral her son.
Then Renee happened; and the exotic looking beauty was all he could think about until he had her.
She was beyond high maintenance treating Jaquan as her plaything early on in the goings; but he was determined to have her one way or another... until he did. Renee seemed perpetually surly after being deflowered and ravished for an extended weekend in a high-end hotel which he was now certain was paid for on the Van Allen coin. She disappeared for a time from his life only to return even more irritated and unmanageable. They were obliged to work out their differences between the sheets where she excelled, her exotic looks discounting her noxious demeanor. She was still dismissive, but now nigh- psychotically possessive. Jaquan wasn't used to being policed but bent the knee to keep the peace.
"Shit, I fucked up." Jaquan looked over the tops of his clasped fists at the expansive living room with its pervasive sense of decay, antebellum tinged history on display. His gaze fell upon the cluttered table looking over the various odds and ends, little statuettes and other items which had no meaning to him. Things weren't perfect, but workable before Renee insisted on making this trip back to her hometown.
He tried to figure out the reason for the trip, then scoffed thinking of his trysts with Daisy Mae and Honey. The newly christened stud started to figure that maybe Renee was passing him around as he recalled what he thought was a joke on her part as they neared the end of their journey. In exchange for a bit of honesty, Renee mentioned that she would let him fuck Honey as a reward. It seemed like a joke.
But he ended up screwing the stuffing out of the backwoods wild child before things went off the rails.
He thought it was a dream of sorts, confused at the timeline intermingled with his sexual run-ins with Daisy Mae. He'd been with both of the downhome Kelly women with extreme prejudice. The images of the three women left him disoriented as he stood up walking back to the fireplace mantle taking in the family tree in its entirety. Daisy Mae's framed visage was the only one without an accompanying photo.
"Huh?" Jaquan was distracted by the sound of a mower glancing over finding the front door ajar. It faced out towards the open yard and there was some movement out front. He found himself drawn to the weathered doorframe peering out into the front yard finding some old man in a dingy Longjohn shirt and denim overalls pushing a vintage gas-powered mower. The guy's back was facing Jaquan.
"Oh, is you leaving already baby?" Jaquan looked back, finding Daisy Mae standing near the couch wearing his shirt, which did nothing to hide her bare mound nestled deep between her luscious thighs. It looked as if she'd just emerged from a shower with her shaggy head of dark, brownish curls radiating from her roundish face, exotic eyes and all. It reminded him of Honey's bushy mane as he stared back.
"I uh, heard something."
"Well, you might wanna put on a pair of trousers if you're gonna go talking to Mister Wilson; he uhm, might take it the wrong way." Daisy Mae was smiling with a twinkle in her eye as he looked down at his bare feet, then back finding her walking over to join him. He could see her hard nips pressing against the damp tank top covering her torso. There was nothing threatening in her manner, which was alarming.
"That's my shirt."
"Yes, it is baby, kind of a family tradition...well, at least the womenfolk anyway. For as long as I can remember it was all about "Give something, get something" Jaquan. Sorry, old habits die hard; you don't like the way I look in it?" Daisy Mae stopped short at his side gesturing towards herself while nibbling the pointer finger of her other hand, staring.
"No, it's not that, uhm; it's just my shirt." Jaquan sounded unsure of himself.
"Want me to take it off?" She casually grabbed the hem of her shirt raising it exposing her slightly doughy tummy. His eyes were fixed on it and the triangular patch of light brown curls on her mound.
"Yeah, I mean...No!! I uh, don't..." Daisy Mae grinned using the pilfered shirt to flash him, raising it exposing a boob for an instant before yanking it down stretching the material a little.
"Are you leaving?"
"I guess; maybe I should, huh?" Jaquan scratched his head unsure of the answer.
"Aren't you forgetting something?"
"What?"
"Didn't you come up here with me last night to get your keys and phone, Jaquan." She was still smiling, narrowing her own slanted lime green eyes, glancing down at his manhood.
"Oh yeah, that's right!"
"Yes, that's right baby; say, once you get those keys and everything; are you just gonna drive off back to your little house in the city? I mean, are you even gonna try to take Renee back with you after you were up here all night, with me?" Daisy Mae ran that single finger she'd been nibbling along his bicep as he got her meaning.
"Fuck."
"Fuck is right Jaquan; but hey, there's always alternatives to any situation; trust me, I know how to look at things outside the box and you should learn how to do that too, baby." In the background, the mower could be heard outside in the distance. Jaquan glanced out into the yard watching the old man.
"Guess ain't nothing I can do about that now, huh Daisy Mae?"
"I think you know the answer to that question more than I do, Jaquan." Before he realized it, she'd softly bodied him into the front door frame, now in custody of his bicep. He could feel the exposed parts of her body. Daisy Mae was hot to the touch, and it felt gradually exhilarating. She planted a few kisses on that bicep then hooked a chin on it peering up into his face. Her eyes slid away looking into the yard.
"It's over with Renee, no matter what." He still sounded unsure of himself as Daisy Mae kept softly caressing his bicep. She nodded towards the old man taking care of her front yard as she answered.
"Look at old Mister Wilson out there mowing my yard; he's been doing it every other Saturday religiously since I was a teenager and you don't have to ask why, Jaquan. People love fire, excited by it, wanna play with it until it burns them. Same goes for you menfolk, so much so that it gives us an inherent advantage over you. It's been that way since the garden of eden. Do you hate the rich old white man for getting too close to the fire, or do you hate yourself?"
"I don't know how I feel."
"Don't lie to me; you've known the answer this whole time but been too afraid to say it outloud to yourself. Heck, maybe you ain't ready, but don't lie to me about it." She was giving him a light dress down peppering her words with constant touching and random pecks from her lips. Her words suggested a world-weary demeanor just below that heated skin that threatened to humble him.
"So, what know?" Jaquan asked, feeling the inside of her thigh rubbing the outside of his. Daisy Mae pressed into his side with a hand massaging his back.
"Are you asking me?"
"Yeah."
"Well, it looks like you still kinda need a timeout from real life, so maybe you could stay here with me for a spell. Come on, what do you say; wanna spend some more time here letting me love you up the way a fine piece of man like you deserves? I wanna cater to you and fill your belly with some good home cooking after I give you a proper bath. You got my musk all over you; don't wanna take that back to Renee, do you?"
"No."
"No, you don't Jaquan; I got some bathwater fixed up real nice for you and I wanna wash you up and then fill you up with a decent breakfast to show my appreciation for you filling my belly all night. If you just want your stuff, then I take you to it and you can run back over there and see what's left of your thang with Renee."
"You wanna bath me?"
"Oh yeah; man like you don't need to do much for his self; that's work for his women, among other things. Are you gonna let me wash you up real proper like; gonna let me take care of you like you took care of me last night?"
Jaquan's cock was suddenly in her hand fast stiffening up in her velvety grasp as they exchanged glances. Daisy Mae didn't say a word letting her actions speak volumes as she slowly worked him into a turgid hardness. He found that it was almost impossible to look away from her lightly freckled visage. Hers were right in the middle of her face spread across the bridge of her nose and cheeks whereas Honey's visage was more heavily peppered. The sound of the mower outside was intrusive.
"You ain't gotta think about a thing; all you gotta do is just eh, feel." Daisy Mae used his cock as a fleshy leash leading Jaquan past the couch they's made love on all night to a corridor. There was no doubt he was being rewarded with a view of her thick swaying cheeks. His pilfered top failed miserably at covering up anything. Daisy Mae stopped at a door, looking over her shoulder at him with a smirk.
Inside was a modest bathroom lit with sunlight from a window facing out onto the yard and thick foliage some feet away. He noticed the lack of curtains but didn't ask. The tub was already filled with slightly chalky water and some colorful flowers interspersed throughout. Daisy Mae gingerly helped him inside.
"What is this in the water?" A stringent saccharine sweet odor permeated the small bathroom.
"Some minerals and a bit of love to spice it up; have a seat so I can wash you up real nice." Daisy Mae pushed the door closed half facing it pulling down a cream-colored vintage shower brush. Jaquan carefully sat down in the tub finding the water heated just right as she watched salaciously.
"Feels nice; feels good." He commented, finding the odor emanated from the bathwater itself.
"Oh, its gonna feel even better in a moment." She knelt next to the vintage claw foot tub reaching down under it pulling a little wicker basket topped with a small throw pillow. Daisy Mae propped it behind his head reaching inside the tub helping him recline before giving him a thorough scrubbing and wash without a word. He didn't know what to make of it after their tussle in the field next to the cabin and subsequent tryst throughout the night. Jaquan was under no illusions that he was anywhere near her league and now he felt the same way about Renee.
"You're doing it again."
"What?"
"Thinking; Jaquan, you've got to let go and just uhm, flow with it. You know, live in the moment." Daisy Mae set the brush aside using a towel to wash his face. He was directed to sit up right for a moment as she used a small bucket pouring the scented water over his head.
"I don't know what to say to that."
"Why do you think you have to say anything?" Daisy Mae commented working on his back making sure he was completely bathed from head to toe.
"I'm just trying to..."
She reared up beside the tub leaning over it pressing her lips to his, silencing Jaquan's overtures regarding his relationship with Renee. Daisy Mae used the towel in her hand to stroke his manhood casually as her tongue swirled about in his mouth. In moments he was letting go drifting into her embrace, finding her other arm at the back of his neck as Daisy Mae cradled him between her arms. The fragrance and her scent were everywhere as she made out with Jaquan quieting his inner turmoil, stilling it in calm.
"Just feel; that's all you gotta do right now." She moaned into his mouth kissing him with unfettered passion stroking a bit harder. His manhood was visible above the chalky water covered with the towel making her laugh girlishly stealing a glance at his profile until he met her eyes; they jointly watched her hand play with his cock watching veins sprout on its surface as the skin tightened.
"How do you, do that?"
"Do what baby?" Daisy Mae replied focused on her hand jerking him off creating these splashes of scented water. He likened the smell to a saccharine potpourri.
"Uhm, we did it a lot last night; we uh, set it off and I ain't gonna lie, I was blasted. I-uhm, well you know how to touch me, make me hard as a motherfucker." Daisy Mae chuckled under her breath amused at how Jaquan was tripping over his words, overtly anxious.
"What if I said I had a lot of practice?"
"I don't know; have you uh, had a lot of practice Daisy Mae?" She varied her stroke and the pressure considering his question with a half-smile on her face.
"Around these parts, I don't have a lot to do in the way of hobbies when I'm taking a break from my purpose."
"For what?"
"You know, being hot and bothered I guess; wasn't always like that for me early on, but them boys came a calling something serious soon enough. Granny used to break off so many switches on my fat tail saying I was teasing all the menfolk down here, as she called them. Some old guy tried to buy me off her and I think granny was considering it."
"Buy you?!" Daisy Mae paused for a moment, looking at his face with a hand still wrapped around his prick.
"Well, later on I got it out back right behind this house in the gazebo; yeah, a lot of them fellas got their fill of me that day. Then, it was my turn to get mine until they didn't want no more; all those fuckers were walking funny the next day, and I was laughing my ass off while granny was stripping my back with that hickory. Guess she thought her decrepit old ass was teaching me some kind of fucking lesson."
Daisy Mae spoke casually about something dark, then looked at the reaction on his face.
"I like to enjoy myself, Jaquan. Granny, not so much and well, she couldn't deal with it after a while, what with me being free and all, uh sexually liberated, right? Ain't that what they call that shit? I guess all the men coming around, some peeking in my bedroom window, got a little bothersome for us, huh?"
"Us?"
"All of us; me, Honey and well, of course Renee if you must ask. Granny thought taking your girlfriend out of here would change something, but we both know how that turned out, right?"
Daisy Mae leaned against the tub with her elbows on the edge of it staring back with an intensity he had become accustomed to in short order. She was beautifully hard, an immovable object in a visually succulent wrapping of soft, lightly peppered flesh humid to the touch. She let go of his cock, both watching it point at the ceiling. He found that he missed her hand, having become accustomed to her touch. The large buxom redbone leaned into the tub sinking her tongue into his mouth, kissing with a staggering unbridled passion. Jaquan felt these energetic bursts and the further thickening of his prick.
"Stand up in this water and let me look up at you the way a woman should." Her authoritative tone was sultry as she gingerly took his hand allowing Jaquan to stand over her in the chalky water. He got up steadying himself with her help towering over her while he could hear the mower off in the distance. His endowment was pulsing fully extended covered with a lattice of thick veins, just about at the brink.
Daisy Mae was huffing, chest heaving as she looked up from the floor raising her arms, palms turned upright. The look on her face was euphoric as her slanted eyes widened, nostrils flaring mouth agape.
"Chwazi kò sa a ak plezi; mare l 'nan lanvi epi fè l' yon pye itil nan sèvis plezi sa a. Mwen ofri kokiy li nan deyès yo an echanj pou yon vitalite kontinye ak bwè nan tas la." Daisy Mae spoke in an unfamiliar language, eyes shut tight as she mumbled just above a whisper. Jaquan didn't know what to say.
Her hands went to his narrow hips as she came forward with her mouth open slowly engulfing his cock. Jaquan felt the entirety of his length swallowed up to the root. He found himself looking down at her lush black brownish curls unable to see her throating his certified twelve inches. Her lips were stretched tight around his girth, balls draped over her bottom lip and chin. A sustained hollowed moan escaped him as he unintentionally assumed the same posture she had moments before, arms outstretched palms facing the bathroom ceiling. Daisy Mae's fingers squeezed his sides as she withdrew her lips, backwards.
"AAAUUGGG!! AH!! AH SHIT GIRL!!" Several ropes of cum shot out of him with a scintillating first burst.
He could feel himself getting thicker as her lips slid backwards leaving a sticky film on his member. She stopped at the upper third of his length pushing forward again with this sickly gagging sound until her lips were pressed against his root, nose in his pubes. Jaquan could feel her teeth lightly nipping his meat as she wriggled her head a little making her bushy, tumbleweed hair shake. She lapped at his balls.
"AW SHEET!! AW FUG!! AUG!! AAUUGG!! SHEET!! NEVER FELT NUTHIN LIKE...!!!" His toes curled as this gurgle suction sound permeated the bathroom. Her teeth scraped his shaft slowly relenting becoming a soapy sounding clinic of sloppy top that brought with it visions of their first woodland tryst. More ropes of jizz filled a gullet already swallowing down the offering as Daisy Mae dug nails into his butt puppeting thrusts at her face. He truly felt weak at the knees letting troublesome thoughts drift away in the water.
Daisy Mae gurgled up his prick between tightened lips adding a suction to the semi-erect phallus slightly curving as she handled him with both hands like a flute. She used the tips of her fingers running them along the exposed portions of his shaft slurping and sucking as hard as she could for a few minutes. Daisy Mae's tongue danced about the purplish head of his prick as it plopped free of her hungry mouth. Jaquan groaned feeling shards of pleasure radiating throughout his pelvis noticing her upturned palms.
"You set a while and just, enjoy that good feeling you got; then come on over to the kitchen. I'll have something nice for your tummy all whipped up." As he pulled her upright, Daisy Mae reciprocated softly directing him back into a seated position in the tub. She leaned over running some hot water into the tub giving him a view of her huge bare ass. Her voluminous cheeks offered a peek at her fat peach.
"Thank you." He moaned reclining in the water with his head on the damp pillow. It felt like he was still on the verge of cumming.



"Ain't no need for that; it's just good ole' southern hospitality." Daisy Mae smiled with a knowing wink before disappearing pulling the door up behind herself. Jaquan stared after her for a moment before leaning back again. He covered his eyes with a damp towel.
Just as he was drifting off euphorically, this scratching sound filled his ears. It seemed to be coming from the opposite side of the bathroom door.
Jaquan awoke in lukewarm water sitting up with a splash of chalky liquid looking about the bathroom finding his clothing neatly ironed and folded on top of the closed toilet. He looked about feeling anxious for no reason, then sat there processing. Some of the little bits of the potpourri type mixture in the water were stuck to his skin. Jaquan peeled off a tiny vibrant looking flower then cleaned the rest from his body as he stood up grabbing a towel drying himself off. He got out feeling somehow rejuvenated.
"Oh, she gave it back." Jaquan found his top which had been pilfered after a night of unbridled passion and sexual savagery with the eldest Kelly woman, the defacto matriarch, Daisy Mae. He slipped it on then got it in his head that maybe she was waiting on the other side of the door in the buff. There was a familiar twitch and pulse in his loins as he grabbed the door handle cracking it to peer into the corridor.
"Uh, oh!" Jaquan found someone else in the hallway standing a foot away from the door caught mid-movement giving him the impression she might have been eavesdropping. The enormous swell of her shelf-like butt stretched the white diaphanous material to the limit while also making it clear she was nude underneath. Her tiny feet were bare awkwardly placed as if she were about to run off.
"Honey?" She was turned away but reached up pulling her hair down over her face, hunched over.
He caught a glimpse of her battered features. Before he could say another word, she threw open the door at the opposite end of the corridor, quickly bolting leaving it to slam loudly. She was damn near a blur of movement as he ran after her grabbing the knob, hearing a second slam that told him she'd run out of the front door.
"WAIT!" Jaquan ran after her concerned after the last time they were together. She been dragged off through the field after Daisy Mae pummeled them both but humbled him sexually as well as physically.
The middled wild child of Kelly's had been utterly destroyed under big ham sized fists with the stopping power of cinderblocks. Honey knew what would happen when Daisy Mae got ahold of her but tried to run anyway. In hindsight it made their own sexual interludes feel illicit, taboo. He just wanted to talk.
"HEY WAIT A MINUTE!!" Jaquan ran after her to the screen door peering out to find her hurriedly running towards the wooded area with the ankle length dress gathered up in her fists at the hem.
Honey stopped short right in front of the thick foliage and brush still facing away from Jaquan. She remained faced away from him far enough to disappear into the woods if she wanted but didn't. This made him hesitate as he stepped onto the front porch trying to figure out if he should go over. He was conflicted and lost in himself in a world wind weekend that saw him bedding the Kelly women in succession. This pervasive sense of shame washed over him as he took one step down, then another.
"Uhm, are you okay?" Jaquan measured his steps getting closer noticing she hunched even more, appearing to shiver at the sound of his voice. Before anyone could say anything, the sound of the screen door interrupted them, drawing Jaquan's attention back to the porch. Daisy Mae was standing there.
"HONEY CHILD, YOU GOING SOMEWHERE?!" She called out to the troubled middle child directing Jaquan's attention back to the woman almost crouching, tugging down on her own more sandy looking curls, hiding the side of her profile facing Jaquan. He didn't move standing between both women.
Honey shook her head vigorously, then quickly shuffled past Jaquan a few feet away breaking into a run back towards the house. She retreated back into the farmhouse as a faint distressed whimper wafted across the front yard. Daisy Mae followed her with her eyes before staring at Jaquan, smiling.
"Are you going; if you are, don't forget your phone and keys, baby."
"Uh, I just wanted to see how she was doing." Jaquan explained, forcing a shrug that probably didn't fool her a bit.
"Oh alright; do you wanna come in and talk to her?"
"You don't mind?"
"Why would I; that's your business Jaquan." Daisy Mae went further, even holding the screen door open for him.
He stood there staring back at her relaxed expression before trudging up the stairs where he stopped short half turning in her direction expecting to be stopped. Daisy Mae cocked her head to the side, never breaking eye contact as the sound of the mower continued in the distance. Both looked in the direction of the sound breaking what he perceived as a silent test of wills.
"If you're wondering, I told Honey if she went back into those backwoods before I said so, she'd get more of what she got in that field. I figured I'd be a little bit like my late granny and take the horse by the reigns. That girl just needs some structure and a uh, a whole lot of loving, Jaquan, in you go."
Daisy Mae gestured towards the interior of the farmhouse watching intently as he went inside, then turned her attention to the yard, and more specifically the elderly man cleaning it. Despite her powerful curves, the dress she wore was loose above the waist leaving one of her breasts exposed. Her nipple was hard, blocky in shape with arousal. Daisy Mae traced his line of sight to her freed tit, smiling.
"You wanna talk to Honey or do you wanna suck on my titty?" Her tone was sensual and inviting.
Jaquan lingered, then went inside walking by the fireplace and the mounted family tree there. He glanced at Renee's framed photo again, before walking to the corridor stopping short. Daisy Mae hadn't told him where Honey was inside their farmhouse. He listened for a minute picking up on the sound of weeping, following it to the source near the kitchen. The black sheep of the Kelly family had a room right at the back of the kitchen. Jaquan hesitated as he reached the door, then looked back, finding nothing.
He rapped at her door lightly getting no answer, then tried the doorknob against his better judgement.
"Honey?" The door was locked.
Jaquan knocked a little louder bolstered by the muffled sounds of weeping on the other side. He leaned against the door making it creak under his weight, trying the doorknob again.
"You chose me, you did; and then you let her in. You said it yourself; I asked you multiple times and you said yes, each time. What am I gonna do now that you betrayed me?" The voice was muffled and weak.
"Open the door."
"You said you chose me; I'm supposed to be yours, now."
"Come on, open the door Honey so we can talk."
"No."
"I tried to... save you." Her weeping continued unabated, making Jaquan anxious, getting louder as he kept fidgeting with the doorknob. He leaned into the door at an angle, increasingly desperate to see her. Jaquan could hear some movement on the other side of the frayed, weathered wood making the chipped paint on its surface fleck off from his effort. Honey sniffled and sobbed, bumping around inside.
"Maybe this will help." Jaquan flinched at the sudden appearance of Daisy Mae at his back close enough that there was no room between them. She was holding a large metal key ring with several keys attached. He stopped what he was doing as she casually went through the keys finding one to unlock the door. The was a shriek out of the blue as Daisy Mae unlocked and pushed the bedroom door open.
The room was barebone with a large bed at its center. There was a fleeting glimpse of one of Honey's legs from the calve down quickly slipping under this thick dingy looking comforter. She'd climbed under the covers hidden from view as he looked to Daisy Mae, finding her smiling leaning against the wall staring at him, relaxed. The floor of the room was littered with various odds and ends, and scores of clothes. Honey's weeping carried into the outside corridor as he looked at Daisy Mae again.
"Go on inside, help her out." Jaquan's brow furrowed as she sort of nodded in the direction of the open door. Honey flopped out face down under the comforter with her huge butt looking like a mini hill.
Jaquan glanced back at Daisy Mae who was biting her lower lip stifling a chuckle. His gaze drifted down finding an obscene gesture as she used a pointer finger to demonstrate her meaning, poking it between her opposite thumb and forefinger. For a brief instant, he recalled the horrific brawl in that field.
Honey's sobbing was unending as he glanced down at the exposed sole of her right foot.
"Hey, it's okay." The tip of his pointer finger barely touched a toe making it disappear in a blur of motion. Jaquan could feel Daisy Mae's slanted eyes at his back, somehow feeling anxious and unsure of himself all over again while the middle child of the Kelly family seemed to have had all the rebellion beaten out of her with the bloody ham fists of a woman who gave him the same before taking him, too.
Jaquan impulsively snatched the comforter off the bed in a show of strength tossing it over his shoulder.
Honey was nude, faceplanted on the mattress, wild unkempt hair a big circular corona hiding her head.
Lying face down, the troubled middle Kelly presented a staggering visual of her thick, Rubenesque bottom heavy figure catching Jaquan off guard, despite his experiences since arriving. Her sun soaked; slightly weathered skin was a shade chalky looking but still rich enough the tan lines on her butt were visible as the same flowery smell permeated the starkly furnished room. She stood out against the off-white sheets on the king-sized mattress. A thick oak headboard topped the front of the large bed.
Her cries and sobs were muted, sounding childish while she lay there with her ass facing the world making Jaquan nervous. It was in his mind that if he glanced back Daisy Mae might intervene in her own unique manner. His movements went without conscious thought as he used the same pointer finger to poke the back of her heel. Honey made this weird, distressed squealy sound, flopping and squirming about on the mattress making the end of the sheet snap off an edge. Under the sheet, the bed was revealed to be in ratty condition, but Jaquan was transfixed by the meaty jiggle of her tinted buttocks.
"Honey?" His hand returned again drifting over the back of her heel to her ankle, lightly capturing it. Her lower half twisted at the small, cinched waist making these motion ripples on her cheeks. The tortured redbone shifted in the other direction making things shake and jiggle like gelatin as his eyes widened.
Jaquan watched his hand slide up her calve with brief squeezes, caressing it as his palm ended up at the back of her knee. The rest of his body started to follow with a knee of his own landing atop the mattress between her spread legs. He continued that tactile journey rubbing and massaging the back of her thick muscular thighs which made his mitt sized hands look smaller in comparison. Honey shifted on the mattress again as the end of the sheet was drawn closer by her actions. Her sobs were lighter now.
The tips of his fingers extended upward yet further encountering the dense meaty flap that informed the bottom of her left buttock in a crease deep enough that Jaquan's digits disappeared from view. The humidity in this hidden area was enticing enough to make him cup it outright digging his nails deep as his other knee invaded the bed. Now his other hand mimicked the other capturing a greedy handful as he had each time they hooked up before. Honey's whimpers lessened becoming these huffs.
She gasped wetly as her huge cheeks were parted under an iron grip that spread them wide like the wings of some giant butterfly. A long-sustained moan echoed off the bedroom walls as her openings were put on display under his almost dilated brown eyes. Her virtue spread wide opening with a barely perceptible sticky sound. A throaty gasp that carried prodded Jaquan to use his thumbs to breach her steaming confines while mauling her ass, handling it like a basketball. A shrill whine followed, after.
That huge, sunbaked derriere rose like the rising tide as she arched deep going up on her knees while his thumbs were still embedded inside. Jaquan got an up close and personal invitation to get reacquainted with the tight pulsing cunt he'd stuffed like a madman at the rear of the Kelly ancestorial home earlier. His lights were put out atop of her lush curves as he tried to break this free-spirited woman in two. Later they picked up where they left off in the cabin on the bed he was sharing with Renee, no less.
It was so good, he kept doing it with a witness, Carlie the youngest of the Kelly women.
That massive cornfed derriere was staring Jaquan in the face big enough to cast a shadow; wanting, no demanding satisfaction. The slimy insides of her cunt were straining against his thumbs as if it was trying to close. Her peach was glistening with excessive juices visibly pulsing in front of Jaquan's eyes. Her gasps radiated outward, growing louder as her walls flexed against his digits. Honey arched deeper shoving her massive butt into his face. Jaquan went with it feasting sloppily on her snatch.
This loud tortured groan erupted out of her.
Jaquan wrapped his muscular arms around her wide arching hips pressing forward as Honey pushed backwards into his face, wriggling frantically. He went after her snatch sucking and slurping, even nipping at her plump lower lips. The groans and whimpers got progressively louder until the big, bodied woman was literally twerking on his face as he feasted. She was nearly smothering him when his palm came down in a loud wet pancake slap to her right buttock, followed by another to the other side.
Honey crashed into the bed gasping, then whining loudly from the three fingers sunk into her snatch as she lay face down prone. She arched deeper even in this posture taking his plunging digits before Jaquan crashed down smothering himself in her rear cleavage. His arms framed the outside of her hips handling her small waist and upper swell of Honey's locally famous back porch. There was no doubt this woman could stop traffic down south on the backroads; even cause a crash or two.
"AAAAHHHHH!!!" Honey gasped reacting to the flat of his tongue along a rounded hip before sinking his teeth into it. Jaquan was truly making a meal out of her in a way he never had with any other woman, even Renee. She squealed in delight, huffing and whining, throwing it back into his face like a sucker punch. Those wide arching baby making hips swiveled and popped, grinding on his face, manically. The backwoods beauty shrieked with delight as his tongue darted in and out, finally sending Honey over.
"AAAAWWWW!!! AAAAAAAWWWW!!! AAAAAAAAAAAWWWWW!!!!" Her essence filled his mouth to overflowing as she orgasmed shivering all over, popping and twerking like she was being tasered.
Honey's hands were scraping the bedding, clawing up the mattress as she continued cresting flopping with her butt high over her narrow shoulders, wrenching it vertically. Three of his fingers shot into her snatch jilling it into a sloppy mess. She was creaming so much, it was splashing and running off his digits. Jaquan pushed against her inner thighs spreading her legs as he knelt between them on the swampy bed ready to ravish the gasping woman lying there for the taking. All the ends of the bed sheet peeled off.
Jaquan had this crazed look on his face, eyes wide beady pupils, flaring nostrils and huffing lips. The man was so hard it was hurting with a tent in his pants. There was a tiny wet stain there from the copious amounts of precum running freely from the end of his manhood. The disparity between her waist and hips was ridiculous. Jaquan was going to take her for as long as he wanted, and nothing was going to stop him. They would have to shoot him off this woman to stop him from getting his fill of her cup.
Daisy Mae's hands appeared as he glanced down uncovering his throbbing cock, drawing his pants to his knees before drifting up under his shirt caressing his sixpack abs. Her palms covered his pecs, then pinched and twisted his hard nips as Honey deeply arched up again offering her drenched cunt. The elder Kelly had been there watching his progress running her hands all over his chiseled torso. She reached down stroking his thick cock with both hands, tapping Honey's peach with it like it was hers.
Jaquan drifted away arching his lower back a bit as Daisy Mae handled him, one hand wrapped behind his balls with the other rubbing and tapping Honey's slit until it parted sticky wet. The tip pierced the entrance to her cunt making him gasp from the volcanic heat alone when Daisy Mae reached forward grabbing Honeys wide hips greedily. Her hands slid to the furthest points of her cheeks squeezing, before yanking hard impaling the southern redbone to the hilt. Jaquan and Honey groaned loudly.
Daisy Mae bodied into him from the back on her knees making Jaquan inch closer until her was tightly wedged against Honey, then started pulling her backwards into the base of his cock essentially fucking the sun kissed beauty by proxy. Jaquan stretched his muscular arms outward then over his head tossing his top aside. Daisy Mae had him trapped between her meaty arms thrusting her hips into his butt making him fuck Honey steadily. These wet, gooey sounding claps of meat to meat filled the air.
Jaquan let his arms hang at his sides, watching Daisy Mae use his manhood on Honey. She bodied into him giving herself more leverage to dig her nails into the huge buttocks beneath him with dueling claw holds of thick sweaty meat. Each thump of his pelvis sent the spade shaped head of his cock into the back of her tight cunt, battering the shit out of it. The three of them found symbiosis becoming one with Daisy Mae working her own impressively wide hips into him from the back as if she were fucking them both. One of her hands covered a pec pinching a hardened man nip, while her hand caressed his abs.
Her hand slid down trapping the root of his member between her middle fingers adding to the grinding sensation as he felt lips on his neck, suckling and nipping it. Jaquan stroked Honey with machine-like precision letting his head roll back on his shoulders. She was so tight; his shaft was partially curved protruding from her steaming pot. His hands stole greedy handfuls of her cheeks, parting them wide. Daisy Mae's hand disappeared for a second returning to flick his nipple now coated in her saliva.
Distressed whimpers and gasps filled the bedroom as the eldest Kelly woman took Jaquan's ear between her lips, sucking on the lobe. Loud wet, greasy sounding claps were deafening to his ears as Daisy Mae humped him passionately, bucking deep driving his prick against the back of Honey's cunt with the force of a battering ram. Now the wild child's cries were motivated solely out of pleasure. Daisy Mae went after Jaquan's shoulder grinding her teeth into it, wrapping her arms tightly around his chest.
Honey flattened against the bed digging her fingers into the top of the mattress at the headboard arching her derriere higher than her shoulders. That huge propped up butt went into overdrive pounding Jaquan's pelvis taking the whole thing in tandem with his Daisy Mae's fueled thrusts. She was really arching her back giving it to her younger sibling through his muscular body. Her round hips were in custody of his large hands anchoring things as the claps got louder. Honey's muffled groans made it sound as if she were being gutted. Her hair was spread out against the mattress in a circular pattern.



"UNG!! UNG!! UNG!! AH!! AAHH!! AAAHHH!! SHEET, I'M CUMMING!! AUG!! AUG!!!" Jaquan yelled feeling it throughout his pelvis as Honey popped him free with a single powerful twerk. Daisy Mae reached down cupping his balls with one hand, wildly jerking out several ropes of milky cum. She closed a fist around his balls as her hand became a blur wetly jacking, eventually using both hands interlocked.
"NUT ALL OVER THAT ASS!! WET HER UP REALL GHUD!! COME ON BOY, NUT ALL OVER THAT ASS!!" Daisy Mae was excited going ham on his meat, harvesting even more ropes of ejaculate. Jaquan leaned back further into her body letting the elder Kelly enjoy herself to the fullest. She tightened thumb and forefinger around the base of his shaft letting the other hand slowly stroke away from their collective bodies, huffing into his right ear giggling a little under her breath. A final dollop oozed out of his prick.
It splashed on the huge left buttock of the woman beneath him. Honey was shivering, post coital.
"Gone head, play with it boy; rub that nut into her skin and do whatever you want with both of us."
"Both of you?" his hands were already acting independently massaging his jizz all over her huge ass. His thumbs sank into the flap-like undercuffs at the bottom of her dense cheeks spreading them apart revealing a gaped puss flexing inside. It looked like a hungry mouth demanding to be fed while his manhood was stroked lovingly by the woman orchestrating things behind him. Her breath was hot.
"You ain't gonna let me get some, too?"
Jaquan turned to answer Daisy Mae but found waiting lips that gave him a passionate kiss full of promise. All of the Kelly women were incredible lovers with their own particular specialties, but their eldest was the standard bearer embodying both an irresistible force and an immovable object in all facets of her life. Nowhere was this more important than between the sheets where she was able to enthrall her lovers completely.
Jaquan found that she'd stripped down at some point, probably while he was going down on Honey. Daisy Mae's passion was overwhelming when unleashed going hand in hand with her smoldering, sometimes volcanic anger barely under the skin. She was probably the best kisser of the trio following the little movements of his head as her tongue probed every corner of his mouth. She was soft to the touch with this diamond hardness at her core surrounding her heart.
As with all the other Kelly women, her cunt was a revelation internally shaped almost like a fang inside tapering off in a way that put pressure on the head of a penis long enough to reach it. It felt like a cubbyhole trapping the crown in a pinching sensation while she was adept at squeezing and milking him to nirvana. Honey's cunt was so tight, it felt like you were taking her virginity each time you thrusted with an exquisite grinding tightness that made you want to keep it up for an eternity while the elder Kelly could isolate that feeling choosing to attack the head of the penis exclusively.
"You gonna let me get some of you, too baby?" Daisy Mae broke their passionate kiss, talking just above a whisper with an arm draped about the front of his throat while her opposite hand palmed the back of his head. Jaquan found himself looking deep into her narrow-slanted lime green eyes, transfixed, nodding. The authoritative sound of her voice was melodic when she was turned on, sounding as if she were singing to him in her own special way. She lapped a slimy trail up Jaquan's chin kissing him again.
"Can I fuck too, Jaquan?" Daisy Mae moaned wetly into his ear slurping loudly on his ear before sucking on its outer rim, then poking her tongue deeply inside twirling it around.
"Yeah." Jaquan gasped, blindly groping and pinching the huge popping, twerking ass beneath him. It was clapping on the underside of his shaft parting those tanned cheeks. Her slit sandwiched his tumescence randomly, sloppy wet and streaming. Her shaggy head was buried in the mattress, back rising at an angle. Her butt slapped his cock making it respond like a king cobra, sprouting veins and twitching.
Daisy Mae hands appeared again reaching around his body reinserting his prick inside Honey, before grabbing her hips yanking back hard. He went balls deep to the hilt with Honey shoving herself back in a stabbing motion. Daisy Mae let go grabbing his shoulders pushing forcefully until Jaquan faceplanted atop the woman beneath him pinning her to the mattress. Honeys loud distressed wail, excited Jaquan.
"FUCK HER!! FUCK HER JAQUAN!!! FUCK THE SHIT OUTTA HER!!!!" Daisy Mae growled using her weight to mash him down on Honey as she tightened up around his girth like a vice. Her huge donk wrenched vertically in frenetic fashion, grinding up his fleshy spear. Jaquan's chin was hooked over her shoulder.
Suddenly the mattress started rocking, bouncing and swaying back and forth as Daisy Mae clambered over their intwined bodies flattening both palms on the headboard. His head rose in time to see her massive, tanned cheeks rushing towards his face like the incoming tide. Daisy Mae scooted backwards absolutely demolishing his head, trapping it between her warring cheeks. Jaquan ended up in survival mode having a second helping of country hospitality, Kelly style. Honey was eating him alive.
"GIVE ME SOME TOO! IT'S MY TURN WITH THE DICK, JAQUAN!! GIVE ME SOME OF THAT GHUD-GHUD!"
Daisy Mae's butt thumped his face followed by his chest pushing between them disengaging his certified twelve inches even as Honey continued grinding him up in her sweltering confines. Her butt was wriggling, gaped as a splash of her juices accompanied his withdrawal. Jaquan was forced backwards into a kneeling position finding Daisy Mae wide expanse spread out before his loins, desperately waiting. He was presented at once with the eldest Kelly woman's own sunbaked derriere draped over Honey's.
Just below this wide cinnamon tinted derriere, Honey's own equally huge back porch was on display in a prone position; Jaquan's brown eyes went wide at the visual wealth of riches. Daisy Mae would be denied no longer shoving her big ass backwards impaling herself in a single thrust. She put in a higher gear clapping and bouncing horizontally on his cock while Honey kept wriggling and squirming underneath. She was popping and swiveling, bucking like a stallion taking him on a wild ride.
"GHUD-GHUD!! FUCK!! GHUD-GHUD!! POUND IT!! BEAT IT UP!! FUCK IT UP!! DO IT REAL HARD!!" She sounded delirious thrusting backwards encouraging him to grab her juicy hips, meeting her in kind.
It was like hitting a rock, thick muscle with a rubbery bounce smacking into his pelvis with savage efficiency. The pointed fang shape of her cunt took everything he had to offer and more.
Jaquan's rowing hips were beating her back out with extreme prejudice, but he got as good as he gave. Daisy Mae grabbed handfuls of bedding locking her arm and knees while her butt became a blur of motion. He was obliged to hook all ten fingers over her shoulders from the back so that he wouldn't be thrown from the bed. The view of her big dense cheeks slapping his crotch made his cock surge beyond control. Between the backward thrusts, Honey's cheeks were continuously twerking and clapping.
"PULL MY HAIR!! PULL MY FUCKING HAIR!! FUCK IT, GET THIS PUSSY!! AW SHIT!! AW FUCK!!" He reared back yanking with double handfuls pounding raw meat with diamond hardness. Daisy Mae groaned sounding like a wounded animal that was put out of its misery in perfect synch with Jaquan and Honey. He was damn near pulling the hair out of Daisy Mae's scalp when his thighs seized up, painfully.
"AW SHIT!! SHEET!! UM-MA!! UM-MA!! AHMA CUM!!" He couldn't hold it in any longer as his crotch started vibrating in tandem with his trembling seized-up inner thighs. Jaquan went over spectacularly.
Daisy Mae popped her massive ass disengaging them right as he exploded several ropes of cum in bursts that came in fits and starts. Both women continuously twerked and clapped their dueling monster cheeks yowling like stray alley cats. Jaquan sounded like he'd been gutted with a blunt knife, screaming.
"AHM CUMMIN!! AW SHIT!! SHIT!! SHEET!!" He was blowing rope after gooey rope making a decadent mess of Daisy Mae's cheeks as she popped and bucked her thick rubbery cheeks lurching upward in the direction of the headboard sharing the load with Honey. A particularly thick rope hit the crack of the middle Kelly's expansive tanned cheeks with a splash; actually several. Daisy Mae inched up over Honey's back allowing her huge butt to arch upward providing a seat for the elder Kelly woman.
Jaquan couldn't help himself.
"AW YEAH!! STICK IT IN ME TOO JAQUAN!! STICK MY PUSSY TOO!! FUCK IT FOR ME BABY!!" A tortured scream erupted from his depths as the spade shaped head of his cock slipped between her velvet folds.
"FUCK HER PUSSY TOO!! FUCK IT SOME MORE JAQUAN!! FUCK THAT SHIT!! FUCK IT HARD!!" Daisy Mae shouted endorsing her sibling who'd finally started speaking after being pummeled to mush by her own two hands. She'd been beaten into submission and humbled, leaving a broken shell behind.
"JAQUAN!!" Honey yelled.
"JAQUAN!!!" Daisy Mae shouted even louder.
Honey's monster heart shaped derriere shivered and shook, jiggling all over horizontally and vertically taking his cock to the hilt. The searing heat was indescribable while his field of vision was blockaded with Daisy Mae's gigantic posterior, doing the same. The thick women moved together pushing back like the pistons of a steam engine pounding alternately his chest and crotch, beating it up with flair.
"FUCK US JAQUAN!! FUCK US ALL DAY!! FUCK US ALL NIGHT!!" Both shouted at the tops of their lungs, simultaneously reaching complete symbiosis. They were a powerful one-two knockout combo.
Things took a turn for the nasty as the Kelly women proved they could go even harder in the paint.
Honey wrenched down on his cock threatening to break it in two, then slowly rolled her hips long stroking him in intervals when Daisy Mae would use her weight to disengage them taking his cock on a wild, ride with her butt becoming a whirling block of cemented muscle. They alternated adopting each other's technique keeping him sexually off balance until he burst again just as they disengaged, taking a few ropes that became a watery spray all over their collective jiggling buns and exposed peaches.
"Did you like that baby?"
"Yeah, he liked it."
"You think?"
"I think he loved it."
"I think so too."
"Well, I think we should meddle him some more; what do you think, Honey?"
"I think I like what you're thinking Daisy Mae."
Jaquan was nearly out on his feet, kneeling backwards almost on the verge of fainting dead away. Daisy Mae dismounted slowly looking over her shoulder at his fluttering eyes with a shit eating grin. Every blink of the eye saw the woman in a different position until she was on all fours sideways across Honey's back lightly sucking on his semi-deflated cock. He wasn't limp, but there was a curve at the end of it with the tip between her lips. Daisy Mae's cheeks were inverted sucking harder as she worked him gently.
"Let's meddle him, real good." Honey moaned still bumping in his direction.
"That's a good idea; hey Jaquan, can we meddle you some more?" Daisy Mae asked playfully between wet slurps.
He was nearly out on his feet, head rolling backwards mouth hung open.
"Want me to suck on it, too."
"Yeah, come get it right so we can keep meddling him." Daisy Mae playfully acquiesced standing up in front of Jaquan leaving him face level with her abdomen down to the tops of her wide arching hips.
"Stay with me baby, lick my pussy a little, Jaquan." Her hands palmed the sides of his head directing him to her mound. He weakly lapped at it until she reached down parting her labia exposing the musky pinkish confines. There was no hesitation as he started licking along her slit, eventually slipping inside. Daisy Mae cradled his head from the back pressing his face into her snatch, moaning as he ate.
Jaquan felt a mouth take him whole downstairs methodically sucking him from stem to stern.
"Lick it good; lick it clean." Daisy Mae cooed spreading her flower apart wider raising a thigh so that he could get in there really good. This lasted a minute or two before she lowered that leg backing up a little drawing his head forward between her parted thighs. Honey's head pushed into his crotch at the same time throating him completely. Jaquan's hands rose cupping the bottom of her packed cheeks, groping.
Daisy Mae steadied herself by grabbing his shoulders pushing down on them as he clawed and slapped the shit out of her buttocks. His own were being groped just as intensely while his manhood plunged deep into Honey's maw. Both women individually were staggering, but together a revelation of synchronized movement leaving Jaquan confused about where one ended and the other began. Honey's outstretched lips were kissing the root of his manhood steadily. Loud gurgling sounds filled the room.
His mitt sized hands ran up the back of Daisy Mae's lush thighs cupping and parting the undersides of her cheeks, shaking them himself. Her smallish breasts were flushed along with her face, nipples plump and inviting with this blocky shape. She was feeling it all over as he went for it hungrily scooping the insides of her walls with his tongue. He was sucking her off in survival mode cushioned by her thighs. It was doubtful Jaquan realized she was humping his mouth as if she had an invisible cock.
"AH!! AAAHHH!!! AAAAHHHH!!!! SHIT, YOU JUST BOUT EATING IT ALL UP!! CLEANING MY PLATE!!" Daisy Mae filled his mouth to excess, overflowing hunched over his head bent at the waist.
She grabbed both of his ears pulling his head back so that she could look at his gasping face, enraptured huffing herself. Jaquan was shoved down on his back with his head hanging off the edge of the mattress as she squatted down, opened legged. He raised his head looking down finding Honey's hands positioning his cock under Daisy Mae. She held it in place as the elder Kelly started bouncing on her haunches, taking his crown followed by an upper third, before outright impaling herself.
"I'M BOUNCING ON HIS POLE HONEY!! I'M BOUNCING UP AND DOWN ON IT, AND IT FEELS SO GHUD!!" She'd started talking in a breathy childish sounding tone riding his prick like it was going out of style. Daisy Mae was going hard enough to make her tits flop vertically on her chest, squealing and whining in screechy fashion. There was this wet lathery sensation on his balls and taint signaling Honey's unseen involvement. The women were fucking his brains out with no end in sight, going ham all over that bed.
"YOU WANNA FUCK ON IT TOO, HONEY?!! YOU WANNA GET SOME, HUH?!! IT'S SOOO GHUD!!" Her enormous butt was slamming down on his crotch with wet splashes of her essence. She was wet enough to cause this loud squishy sound. Her juices were flowing off his pelvis, running down his balls
"LET ME GET A LITTLE BIT OF THAT!! I WANT ME SUM OF THAT GHUD-GHUD!! PLEASE DAISY MAE!!" Honey sounded delirious with lust as Daisy Mae scooted up sitting on his chest, knees at his sides.
No sooner had she dismounted, when Honey took her place reverse cowgirl letting her weight pin Jaquan to the bed. There were no intervals, just continuous ravenous sexual activity as Honey clapped her own cheeks with his tortured prick. He could feel her head between his ankles and the rest kotowed over his ankles with an arch in her back. Daisy Mae's face came in close, hand planted on his pecs, raising up. Her thick legs were parted in a parody of touching her toes wide apart giving him a look.
Honey's huge floppy heart shaped donk was piston pounding his meat down to the base leaving this milky looking discharge drizzling steadily along his pole. These motion ripples were radiating outward from the point of impact. Her donk was looser, more fluid while Daisy Mae's was solid mass with a pinch of give depending on the position. The elder Kelly went down over Jaquan on her elbows and knees making out with him squirming all over his torso, rubbing herself on him in salacious gluttony.
"HONEY GET OFF AND LET ME HAVE SUM MORE!! I NEEDS THAT ROD INSIDE ME!! I NEEDS ITS, NOW!" Daisy Mae's normally dormant southern accent was on full display in slurred fashion as his cock plopped free bobbing in the air before being captured in Honeys mouth briefly, then inserted manually inside as a show of cooperation. Her right hand approximated this twisting motion around the base as Daisy Mae bounced on it trapping the fist underneath. Jaquan was delirious with pleasure letting his head flop.
"Stay with me baby; open them eyes and look upon me, Jaquan! Open yo' eyes and look at me!"
He opened his fluttering eyes looking up at Daisy Mae sitting astride him upright with her hands in her big bushy man of brownish-brunette curls. Honey's hands appeared on either side of her torso cupping and pinching her breasts, rubbing and massaging her abdomen and muff. It looked to all the world as if Daisy Mae had four arms. Her Rubenesque bottom heavy figure was wholly flushed a pinkish cinnamon.
"THAS RIGHT, LOOKIT HERE!! AHM, IN MY FEELINGS JAQUAN!! AHM FEELING IT!! FEELING IT DEEP!!!" The four handed massage continued in tandem with this soulful rolling of her ridiculously wide hips.
He didn't know if he'd cum but was unable to do anything but let the women have their way.
"CUM FOR HER JAQUAN!! SHOOT SOME NUT UP IN HER PUSSY FOR HER!! BUST ONE INSIDE, JAQUAN!!" Honey was shouting along with Daisy Mae; their words and desires becoming a deafening cacophony.
"HEY WAIT!!" Daisy Mae shouted out of nowhere, stopping.
"What?"
"I want him to cum on both of us this time."
"You do?"
"Yeah, let's share this one Honey; and you can fuck him some more later, too."
"REALLY?!!"
"Yeah, I love you."
"I love you too, Daisy Mae."
His vision was blurred from being ran through, but their words spiked a panic in his loins hearing there was no end in sight for this nuclear-powered threesome. He tried to move when both got off his body on either side but started drifting off the edge of the mattress headfirst. Jaquan didn't care.
"Where do you think you're going, Jaquan?" Daisy Mae sounded glib and playful.
"Yeah, get on up and give us that nut." Honey added.
"No more for me, I'm driving."
They started giggling, laughing like childish harpies as his upped half hit the floor. His arms were above his head as the rest of his body threatened to follow. Through heavy lidded eyes, Jaquan could see both of the Kelly women peering over the side of the bed, silhouettes in his darkening vision, laughing outloud in manic fashion. It seemed to go on forever as he started to lose consciousness, happily.
The rest of his body kept the promise falling to the floor in a heap while the women laughed their asses off. Jaquan managed to reach up and grab a sheet thinking to pull himself up but crashed to the hardwood floor. Their loud guffawing laughter got him upright, then up on shaky legs, knees knocking.
Both Kelly women were lying on their stomachs, duel huge meaty butts' side by side, twerking for his viewing pleasure. They were almost twins other than Honey's lighter more freckled skin tone. Jaquan cupped the bottom of his sack raising his weathered endowment. A few splashes of watery ejaculate sprinkled out of his crown, then one powerful rope that went horizontally across both their donks. A few more bursts followed hitting their jiggling buttocks as they chortled and cooed their appreciation.
Jaquan was out on his feet before he hit the mattress between them, dead weight.
"I think we broke him." Honey commented.
"I think you're right."



"Renee's gonna be sour about this one right here; what're you gonna tell her?"
"I don't know; maybe we should just keep him."
"Take him?"
"She ain't claimed him yet; so way I see it, this nigga on the table just like everything else."
"Can I suck his dick, then?"
"Have fun but hurry up and get in his tub water so you can be all brand new."
"I love you, Daisy Mae."
"I love you, Honey Mae."
Jaquan's eyes rolled up into his head as he lost consciousness.
[DARKNESS]
...to be continued.
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"Damn, it sure is hot this morning." Randy Brown stood at the edge of the winding blacktop after walking a good three miles using backwoods paths and one extended road before making it to the muted stretch of steaming black graveled crossroad bordered on all sides by dense woods.
The lanky teen was a little apprehensive considering his late grandmother forbade him from traveling to the area because of its supposed history. Some of his cousins tried to visit the crossroad only to be apprehended by his uncle and beaten mercilessly with a knotted switch and razor strap by him and Randy's own father, now suffering from the effects of a double stroke in a home these days. Word around the campfire is that people came to the intersection to do shady things, on the weird side. There was talk and rumors of haints and other things that went bump in the night, but he didn't believe it.
It was enough that his granny believed it and wasn't shy about recounting the tales to whoever listened. The talk of wooded spirits running off with people were plentiful, but later in his teen years Randy got another version of the local legend involving this doe, which was actually half woman, half deer. Supposedly it lurked about these backwoods luring men away from their families never to be seen again in some cases. A lot of the guys at his school joked about men using that shit as an excuse to run away from their wives, but others said different.
"Aw shit, too many mosquitos this morning." He mumbled under his breath slapping his bicep killing the offending insect. Randy kicked himself for being in a hurry to get out to the road forgetting to slather alcohol over his exposed arms and legs. The eighteen-year-old wore a black homemade crop top and some matching basketball shorts with flip flops. The cheap sandals were the reason for his journey to the crossroads this early in the morning. Randy loved wearing crop tops to show off his defined abs.
He was a star running back in his last two years at the local high school but ended up benched because of his borderline failing academic record and penchant for ending up in the wrong place at the wrong time. The coach was forced to bench him even though it crippled the team and lost them a crucial playoff game. This also left him without a window for a possible scholarship leaving him to watch his teammates get drafted to various colleges while he struggled to get through summer school for a general equivalency diploma.
Randy was somewhat of a lay about around the house which was actually a rundown trailer. His family lived in abject poverty for generations, but made it work somehow until his father was found face down in a ditch. Later it was determined the man was murdered by a romantic rival that wasn't his portly mother. Randy was looked at as an economic savior in the family but became a pariah when he flamed out academically locking himself out of a better future for the time being.
Somehow his former coach finagled a try-out for some scouts from state. Randy was getting a second chance to be on top and found himself in those rarified waters of elevated respectability once again. His surrounding family members felt like he had it in the bag throwing a backyard party. During that party, Randy ran a game of football amongst neighborhood rivals, losing one of his sneakers after blowing by a jealous thuggo.
His shoe was promptly tossed into a neighbor's dog pen where it was torn to bits by the excited mutts. Today, he was going to do some handy work helping a neighborhood elder with the cleaning and clearing of a field for a few twenties for some decent sneakers. Still, he remarked on the specific instructions given by his mother and aunt, even down to the path leading to the crossroad. Granny was long dead now, but never would've allowed him to go.
"Ouch, damn there's a lot of these fuckers out today." He smacked another tiny annoyance to oblivion reaching into his back pocket for his cheap phone. It was a present from a former girlfriend intent on keeping tabs on his whereabouts up until they broke up when he cheated, igniting an epic parking lot brawl at the school. Randy glanced at the cracked face of his android, finding it glitching a bit.
"Damn, signals all messed up." He tried calling up one of his boys but got nothing in the way of a signal.
A car sped by at a clip earning his attention. Randy hopped across the ditch quickly, nearly being clipped by the rusty El Camino. Thoughts of his father briefly surfaced. People initially thought his death related to automobile homicide but found otherwise when deputy sheriffs from neighboring Maplewood scooped up the murderer. The guy thought he was being arrested for killing his rival, confessing everything and likely giving one of the officers a promotion. It was bittersweet for everyone.
"Huh? Oh, he's here already." Randy turned around finding the old vintage truck he as told to expect gathering himself as he hopped the ditch running up to the passenger side.
The door was locked.
The driver sat behind the large wheel staring straight ahead with his hands at the two and ten positions, unmoving. He wore a wide brimmed hat on his head with thick sunglasses covering his eyes and a bandanna about his neck. Other than that, this elderly man was dressed in a flannel shirt and coveralls.
"Mr. Wilson; hey can you uhm, open the door, sir. Oh yeah..." Randy remembered himself and the specific instructions about the eccentric old man familiar around these parts since his childhood. Randy couldn't remember a time when Mr. Wilson looked any different.
Randy hopped in the truck bed, finding a seat using one hand to balance himself as it started moving, albeit slowly at first. He was treated to a view of the old man's grayed over curled naps, glancing about at the surrounding woods. A lot of the trees had gone neglected overgrowing with their branches dipping low intruding out onto the blacktop road. There were no city services to speak of in this shanty town as Randy tried to enjoy the ride. He found the behavior of Mr. Wilson off-putting but stayed silent.
For as long as Randy could remember, Mr. Wilson had been a fixture around the small closeknit community drifting up and down its backroads in his vintage 1976 Ford F-100. He worked as a handyman when he could get work or hauled trash, but there was this unsaid, unaddressed malaise that seemed to radiate from him in open public.
Most of the residents used his services sparingly. Randy sat there riding in the truck bed recalling the times Mr. Wilson was seen drifting about town, sometimes ridiculed and mocked by its children. They used to call him a zombie, getting the comparison from the opening moments of George Romero's Night of the Living Dead which seemed to play on a loop during his younger days. There was a certain case to be made for Mr. Wilson's resemblance to the first zombie in that old movie which usually made kids bolt when he would appear in the park at the far end of town.
Some used to throw stones at him trying to get the embattled senior to chase them, but he never did. Randy heard that he used to be a tent preacher, but that was a long time lost. Now he was a hand for hire, and Randy his apprentice for an afternoon. Mr. Wilson made a sudden sharp left turn almost upending Randy as the truck crossed a dirt filled ditch onto a grown-over path. Things got bumpy and a little dicey as he tooled along the overgrown path at a decent clip ignoring randy holding on for dear life. There was this huge dip that nearly sent him over the side back first, if he weren't holding on.
"HEY!!" Randy shouted as the truck started to climb a grassy knoll full of tall reeds cutting a swath traveling as he stood up in the back finding a large unkempt fenced off field. Off in the distance Randy could see a small cabin on the far side as the truck slowed to an eventual stop. He was cursing himself for accepting the job as he noticed a mower off to the side in an already trimmed patch of grass.
"Aw shit, played myself." Randy mumbled as Mr. Wilson got out of the truck waiting mutely for Randy to join him. He jumped down finding the old man standing there, waiting.
"Uhm, are we doing this field?"
He knodded, but didn't do anything else seemingly waiting. Randy was at once befuddled, not knowing what to do off faced with a mute supervisor. He needed those sneakers.
"Mr. Wilson?" He didn't react, standing there stoically leaving Randy to ponder his next course of action.
Randy folded his arms considering a walk back but didn't want to go into the unfamiliar wooded path that led back to the nearby crossroads. He glanced back finding someone approaching from the far end of the field, a woman in this flimsy looking diaphanous white dress that caught the light breeze.
"Uhm..." Randy was struck by her appearance which while attractive, was marred by some light bruising and a barely perceptible shiner surrounding her right eye. The woman's slanted, lime green eyes were arresting on a narrow oval shaped face liberally sprinkled with freckles. His heart was thumping as she got closer, and it became apparent that she was nude underneath. The dress looked damp clinging to a thick bottom-heavy figure that made his manhood throb onsite. She offered a hand speaking first.
"You gonna mow my bush?"
"WHAT?!"
"I mean, are you gonna mow down this field for us?" Randy grimaced half smiling as he took her dainty hand softly shaking it.
"Uh, guess so but Mr. Wilson ain't said yet, uh?"
"Honey."
"Yeah." Randy found her fetching thinking her big shock of lush brownish-black hair complimented her oddly beautiful face. Her breasts were large and quite visible through the damp state of a hastily thrown on frock as she noticed the trajectory of his gaze.
"No, that's my name, boy; how old are you again?"
"Eighteen, why?"
She just smiled, eventually grinning as she sidestepped him to stand in front of Mr. Wilson giving Randy a glimpse of her bottom heavy, densely packed rear end in profile, no less. Honey lightly ran her hand along the old man's exposed sinewy forearm peering up into his impassive mute face before looking at Randy again.
"You know he ain't got no tongue, right?"
"OH!" Randy was shocked about to apologize to the old man, but Honey shushed him with a pointer finger pressed against his lips.
"He don't like to talk about it much; well, he can't cause he ain't got no tongue anyways, Randy. So, we just kind of do the talking for him every now and then. So, why don't you plant your tail on that mower and take care of this out here."
"I don't know if that mower has enough gas for this entire field." Randy interjected.
"Oh, you're a talker when we need a doer; Randy, just keep going until you run out of that there gas. Mr. Wilson is gonna pick some more up while he's out running us some errands. Don't think, just do, boy...okay?" It felt like he should've been offended, but he couldn't stop staring at her face.
"Uhm, sure Ms. Honey."
"Just Honey; they named me that cause of my skin even with all this mess of freckles all over it. Maybe my name should be Honey Pepper, huh Randy?"
"I uh, guess so." He was at a loss for words as she spoke not looking at him, but the mute elderly man in front of her.
"Well, get to it and if you need anything, come on over to that cabin over there." Honey pointed to the cabin off in the distance.
"Okay." Inside, Randy was tripping all over himself at the sight of this thick southern redbone who seemed to be a few years older than him, radiating a playful exuberance that was infectious.
"Well, get to it Randy; I'll let you stare at my booty all you want, later." She reached inside the driver's side window retrieving a pair of work gloves, lightly slapping them into his chest.
"Huh?!" His eyes bucked at the verbal confirmation that she knew what he was looking at. Honey laughed gregariously walking away with Mr. Wilson. Randy glanced down noticing their index fingers interlocked. His gaze drifted down finding a ridiculously huge butt loosely jiggling as she strolled a few away with the elderly caretaker.
"Hate to see you go, but love watching you leave." Randy whispered under his breath mounting the mower, pausing to put on the work gloves.
"AND I WANNA SEE YOU COMING RANDY!!" Honey shouted, her voice echoing across the unkempt field. She was a good fifteen feet away with Mr. Wilson as he stared in their direction, then started up the mower hoping to stifle the embarrassment plaguing his thoughts.
Randy glanced back finding Honey standing there holding both of Mr. Wilson's hands looking up into his face seeming to converse with the elderly man. This brought up all kinds of questions in his mind as he thought about all the times, he'd seen Mr. Wilson in the past and people's reactions to his presence in public. The man was a pariah bar none just going about his business whatever that was. Randy pushed the mower thinking about the sun kissed redbone wondering why he'd never seen her before.
The town was small enough despite its diminishing status over the years as a throughway for truckers and people just passing through. No one worth his salt was settling down here unless they'd hit rock bottom facing the dirt with a rocket engine on their back, full blast. More and more each year, it felt like a collection of decaying homes, gas stations, weigh stations and trailers instead of a town proper. Randy wanted out but couldn't see a future for himself outside of football. It was the only thing he was good at. He didn't care that his family was counting on him to raise their fortunes, he just wanted out.
"Huh...SHIT!!" Mr. Wilson's truck came barreling across the field headed directly at him with the mute handyman behind the wheel. Randy veered to the side as it passed almost clipping him. He hit the brakes watching that old Ford F-100 go down the hill and cross another brush hidden path onto the blacktop. The truck rocked and bounced again crossing the ditch before barreling out of sight from a distance. Randy sat there watching astride the mower wondering if the old man was put out, jealous.
Randy kept it up mowing the field in neat rows with a head full of images of Honey and the elderly handyman in various salacious states. He thought the old man lucky to have such a woman figuring he was probably packing a rod. Randy felt it was borderline gay to think such a thing but couldn't think of any other reason Honey would be with such a man. He didn't have any apparent wealth and was unable to communicate verbally. In his mind it had to be a sexual connection.
Half of the field was eventually done, but the rest was a veritable jungle that needed a team of men if it were to be brought under control. Randy tooled along cutting the grass thankful that he wasn't using a push mower when something suddenly caught in the blades stopping his progress out of the blue. He switched off the machine dismounting. Randy was obliged to get on his knees to clear the blades, finding some tattered material caught there. It took some effort to pull the garment free, but a good portion of it remained caught up in the blades. Randy stood up with the material between his fingers.
"A dress?" Randy stared at the shredded material noticing some splotches of crimson that piqued his curiosity. He sniffed the material whipping his head backwards from the stringent salty smell of concentrated perspiration infused in the dirt encrusted material. He tried the mower a few times but found it wouldn't turn on. Randy was scared he would be blamed for breaking the machine, going through the five stages of grief before looking off across the open field towards the cabin.
Honey was sitting there on the front porch of the cabin.
"Might as well get it out of the way; aw shit I'm fucked." Randy wiped his damp brow with his forearm, then started walking over to the cabin taking his time. He was trying to figure out how to frame things regarding the mower, scared he would be excoriated by Honey when he looked up again slowing to a stop, taken aback. Randy was halfway there suddenly realizing this wasn't Honey sitting there in a rocking chair on the front porch of the cabin.
Another woman sat there staring back at him. Her skin was extremely pale, almost catching the morning sunlight in a reflective manner. Even from a distance, she was striking with a staggering beauty that made him reticent to get any closer. Making things even more strange were the exotic features on her alabaster skin and the long shoulder length dark tresses framing her symmetrical face. From a distance he could see her from the chest up. She was wearing a white dress that blended into her skin tone.
"COME HERE!!" She shouted, sounding annoyed at being stared at, startling Randy out of his stupor.
He walked quickly to the fence bordering the adjacent property with a sandy gravel road between him and the front of the cabin. There was a Prius parked in front of it which obscured the rest of the woman's body from the bust down as Randy stopped propping a leg up on the wire fence, arms draped over the top. He couldn't explain the intimidation he felt looking at the scowl on her beautiful face wondering if perhaps this woman were Asian. Randy wiped the sweat out of his eyes again, blinking.
"Good morning, ma'am." He tried to sound casual, but her expression didn't change.
"I said, come here!" She ordered through gritted teeth looking as if she wanted to pounce on him for simply looking at her face. He looked at the tattered remnants of the shredded dress in his hands wondering if it belonged to this woman.
"Uh, okay ma'am." The eighteen-year-old jock didn't know what to expect but hopped the fence, almost thinking of hiding the dress behind his back as he walked to the opposite side of the parked car. This woman's slanted eyes were little more than slits and he figured she was upset and angry visibly seething as she stared back at his face, impassively.
"Well?"
"Uhm, well what?"
"What do you think; you're closer so now you can see my tits, too. How's that working out for you, nigga?" Randy was shocked at the authoritative sound of her voice feeling like a kid under her piercing gaze as she took stock of him visually with a disparaging smug look on her exotic face.
"UH, I WASN'T LOOKING!!"
"Oh, so now you're gonna lie to my face, right?"
"Look I..."
"No, you look, bruh; if you're gonna stand there and perv on me, might as well get your money's worth. What, you gonna tell me you were admiring the architecture of this fucking starter cabin, huh? Hey nigga, find the NUTS to be a real MAN and clutch your fucking pearls! Admit you were checking me out and stop pissing on my dick."
"WHAT?!"
"Are you dumb?"
"No, well I..." Randy was stammering under the verbal barrage from this woman who was a once in a lifetime beauty in his opinion.
"Come on bruh it's okay to admit you were out there jerking it; I'm not new to that shit, so I thought you would appreciate a closer view! Damn, I get so tired of this shit with you niggas; can't even come out here to the sticks without being objectified by you braindead okey doke hillbillies! Want me to pop my tits out for you, bruh?" There was no doubt this was a black woman as Randy weathered the storm still unable to look away from her angry face.
"...ma'am."
"MA'AM?!! DO I LOOK LIKE AN OLD LADY TO YOU?!! Are you kidding me; are you playing in my fucking face, fool?!! ARE YOU DUMB?!! RETARDED?!! Nigga, you lucky I ain't got my strap; you'd definitely be taking two to the kneecaps before I stomped you out. You ain't gotta lie about shit, just admit it!"
"FUCK LADY, THE MOWER STALLED AFTER I RAN OVER THIS!!" Randy heard enough holding up the tattered dress in one hand high above his head.



"Shit." Her slanted eyes widened for a moment, then became slits as she facepalmed leaning back in her rocking chair, chin tilted up for a few seconds as he continued explaining.
"Uhm, I didn't see it out there; I pulled most of it out of the blades, but some is still caught. I was thinking about coming over here to see if I could get something to help me fix the mower."
"So, what."
"Huh?" She uncovered her eyes peering at him, facially unchanged.
"You scared?"
"No."
"Then come over here; I need you." Randy did a doubletake, then slowly walked around the hood of the car carefully approaching the first step of the cabin's front porch. Things became more apparent when he got an unobstructed view of her in full.
"OH!...I didn't know."
"Yeah, I'm knocked up bruh, and don't act all remorseful and shit because we both know I could pull you even with a bun in the oven, nigga. These hormones are kicking my ass; what's your name?"
"Randy."
"Look Randy, take these keys and go inside and get my pull-on suitcase." This woman was on the tail end of what looked like a six-month pregnancy, but no less stunning visually draped in a flowing diaphanous maternity dress with a plunging neckline that put her large sloping breasts right up front. It was sheer enough that her pregnancy darkened pink areolas were visible to his naked eyes. She held up some car keys.
"...uhm." Randy was dumbfounded as she blinked profusely looking increasingly disgusted before snapping her fingers incessantly until his eyes met hers.
"They're titties, get over it and get my fucking suitcase out of the bedroom by the door; maybe if you're nice I'll pop one of these bitches out and squirt some milk for you, okay bruh?" Her smarmy evil-tinged entitlement made him want to smack her across the face with an open-handed slap, if he were able. Her appearance was crippling in a manner Randy couldn't fully understand.
"Somebody coming to pick you up?"
"Is that any of your business?"
"I'm just concerned because, well..." Randy unconsciously motioned towards her swollen belly making the woman bite her lower lip and chuckle looking away towards the end of the graveled road leading up to the small cabin.
"How old are you, uhm?"
"Randy, eighteen." She palmed her own face chuckling louder for a few moments, then looked at him with a raised brow.
"Randy's fucking eighteen, great; now go inside and get my suitcase, then you need to roll or carry that bitch out here and put it in the backseat of my rental car."
"But!"
"It's okay Randy, I'm a big girl all legal like and I even got a motherfucking driver's license, go figure. You don't know me from sin and you're still looking at my titties, bruh. Be a dear and snap my shit up like I told you, Randy." The condescending look of her face was insufferable as she talked making gestures wagging her pointer finger as if she were talking to a toddler while jingling her car keys.
Randy took the keys and went inside wanting to get it over with. She was the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen, but her voice and attitude were beyond toxic. He scoffed to himself thinking it was the reason her baby daddy was missing as he crossed the cabin finding the sole bedroom. Just inside the door, a hardshell suitcase was there with a Birkin bag hanging on the handle.
"Hold up." Randy flinched, involuntarily hunching his shoulders turning surprised as she was there right at his back. Her slanted Asian looking eyes followed his movements, then focused on his face as she pushed the bedroom door open further to accommodate her pregnant figure.
"I thought you was on the porch."
"Did you know pregnant women could actually move, Randy?" She came fully into the room as he noticed her hand on the doorknob.
"Well, why did you want me to get your suitcase if you were gonna come inside, anyway?" He was jumpy not knowing what to expect, but she kept staring intently into his eyes with a static expression on her face.
"Women's prerogative, nigga; hey, I had this really new idea that I thought you could help me out with, Randy. Call it, an epiphany, bruh." She shoved the door closed with enough force to make it slam, loudly.
"Hey!"
"My name is Renee."
"Uhm, Ms. Renee I don't know..."
"I think I got the memo on that when you started flapping your gums, doofus; fact is, I don't give a fuck about all the shit you don't know, but I'll tell you one thing, Randy; you're gonna help me out."
"Wait a minute here, Ms. Renee."
"It's Renee, and you're gonna help me out with some shit." She no-look locked the door never breaking eye contact with him.
Randy was instantly conflicted realizing she was aware of her influence over him in close proximity. Her charms were right up-front bulging from the plunging neckline with a reddish tint that made her large, engorged breasts mouthwatering. Her thick nipples and areolas were kind of reddish burgundy from her condition. Her eyes narrowed, looking Randy him up and down as a half smirk formed on her lips.
"Randy?"
"Yeah?"
"Are you a bitch?"
"No."
"Good, today's your lucky day because "Ms. Renee" wants to do some fucked up shit in here and your cherry ass is gonna help me out, bruh." She had a hold of his hand taking custody of his pointer finger getting uncomfortably too close for comfort.
"You're pregnant."
"So, what; me being pregnant ain't got nothing to do with your dick. Man, you're hard as fuck, probably gonna bust a nut just from looking at me, huh?" Renee emphasized her point by flicking a finger on his tented basketball shorts making Randy flinch, embarrassed at his tumescence.
"But..."
"Shut up nigga; why you keep trying to talk yourself out of the best motherfucking day of your life, huh? You sanctified or something; you a church boy?"
"Uh, well I... uhm." She was talking so incessantly and thuggish, that he was at a loss for words as she walked to the foot of the bed having a seat on the edge, still in custody of his hand.
"Listen to me; do what I say and you ain't even gonna care about whatever chump change they're paying you to mow that big ass field next door."
Her lime-colored eyes were level with his straining bulge and his free hand went instinctively to hide it from view, scared he was about to be molested by this stunning woman. No one he knew would ever believe it if they saw Renee; his friends would probably clown him if he told them about this day.
"I need the money to buy some shoes for a tryout for state." He explained absentmindedly as Renee batted away his hand looking at the bulge in his basketball shorts.
"WHAT?!!" Renee's brow furrowed as she shouted, looking incensed.
"I'm mowing that field so that I can get some sneakers, Renee." He felt stupid, replying because of the incredulous look on her face.
"Shoes nigga, are you talking to me about fucking shoes when I got all this out in front of your face?!"
"Sorry."
"What size you wear?"
"Huh?"
"I don't like repeating myself."
"Fifteen."
"Open that other suitcase and take whatever you want." Renee gestured with her head behind him where a similar hardshell suitcase was lying on its side in a corner near the bathroom.
It was beaten and battered with some visible dents giving Randy a pause until he bent down opening it. There were three pairs of expensive men's sneakers inside along with clothing and odds and ends obviously belonging to a guy. Randy glanced at Renee's glowering expression with the question written all over his face. She half smirked narrowing those slanted eyes as he started to get her meaning.
"Don't act like you care; you can get them shits free of charge and still keep your pennies on the dollar, Randy."
"You're trying to make your baby daddy, jealous."
"Nope; come over here and I'll show you what I'm doing."
"I don't want no trouble."
"Stay ready so you don't have to get ready then, nigga." Renee snagged his hand wrapping her fist around two of his fingers tugging him towards her on the edge of the bed.
"Wait." Randy's basketball shorts and boxers were yanked down exposing his thickened erection already throbbing from the atmosphere and the exotic, entitled beauty intent on having her way to stick it to her unseen boyfriend.
"Shut the fuck up." Renee's slanted eyes widened for a second as his large prick popped out spring-loaded nearly slapping her across the lips. Randy was more than well-endowed with a long thick phallus with this slight curve at the end. His shorts and underwear were down mid-thigh giving her a view of his hanging sack.
The minute his cock was exposed, his thumping heart went into overdrive fueled by the view of it pointed at her symmetrical face. She was caught off guard for an instant staring at his manhood with lips, slightly parted.
Renee used her free hand to uncover her right breast exposing herself.
His eyes went wide focusing on the large pale tit, particularly the large, flushed cherry colored nip. It was really thickened, almost pointy begging to be suckled. His thighs seized up painfully reacting involuntarily to her right hand wrapped unmoving around his banana shaped prick. It was too late.
A thick wad of cum exploded from the head of his cock followed by several more in these sustained bursts that were a testament to his youthful vitality. Renee's right boob was glazed over and her deep cleavage was a mess of oozing semen running down inside her frock. Her meticulously arched brows rose as she looked at the slit in his crown, then up at his face, mouth agape.
"You couldn't wait until I got both of my tits, out?"
"AW SHIT!" Randy covered his face with both hands, nearly swooning from the humiliation.
"Don't cry on me, I hate that weak shit, nigga; hold up, we ain't done, yet. I should make you eat me for this kiddie bullshit." She was unfazed by his predicament noticing her right hand was also glazed over with his copious spunk. Renee wiped her hand on his bare thigh, then reached onto the bedside table grabbing her phone. She snapped a pic of her fist wrapped around his sizable cock.
"...uh?"
"What did I tell you about talking? Just zip that lip and enjoy this shit, okay boy?" The disrespect was off the charts, but Renee exposed her left breast fully giving Randy a view of the matching set. They were spectacular with a slight rubbery bounce giving him a hint of their weight.
"AWK!!" Another wad of jizz splattered across both breasts, further embarrassing them both.
Renee's slanted eyes were really wide giving Randy a good look at her lime-colored pupils. The twenty-something was blown away with a hand still wrapped around his shaft as she reacted. Her fist slowly slid to the base of his prick causing a thick creamy deluge of jizz to bubble out of the crown over her fingers.
"Damn, you didn't give me a chance to do shit; I was gonna suck on it, put it between my tits and probably let you poke me a few times with this thing. Man, I can't trust you with my pussy when you a fucking minute man." Renee sounded disgusted letting go of his cock looking at his cum webbed between her fingers with disgust, before flicking her hand soiling his shorts and the hem of his crop top.
"You're so pretty and I..."
"I know, bruh; go in the bathroom, wet a towel with some hot water and bring it here." Renee was dismissive, using her left hand to text on her phone as he acquiesced going into the bathroom. She didn't have a care in the world as he returned holding out the hot towel, getting a look of indignation from this stunning beauty.
"What?"
"What do you think, fool? WIPE ME DOWN! CLEAN THIS SHIT UP OFF MY TITTIES!!" Renee's angry retort nearly brought him to tears. Randy was so unnerved that his hand started shaking prompting Renee to snatch the towel wiping herself down, before glancing at his face.
"It ain't that serious, Randy; sorry if I hurt your little feelings, bruh. You noticed I'm pregnant as fuck, right? Look, I really was gonna give you some pussy, but you're just too much of a child to handle a bitch like me, alright? So, I need you to take my suitcase to the car like I originally said, and then walk around to the back of this house."
He was being dismissed.
"Want me to bring your car keys back?" Randy couldn't control the crestfallen sound of his voice, but Renee didn't care.
"Leave them on the porch; hurry it up Randy, I wanna get the fuck outta here before my nigga come dragging his sorry ass over here." Her phone started ringing prompting Renee to wave him towards the door answering the phone caring little if he was still there or not.
She didn't even bother to pull his shorts and underwear up, leaving him to do it too embarrassed to use that same towel to wipe himself.
"Hey!"
"Yeah?" He was instantly heartened thinking Renee was going to give him another chance.
"Don't forget the motherfucking shoes; my man is gonna hate that I gave his shit away. Oh, hey girl, you see that nigga, Jaquan?" Renee was already taking the call shooting him the stink eye waving Randy out of the bedroom.
"Yeah, I got him and we're leaving..." Her expensive looking phone was on speaker as he left with some other guy's sneakers and her hardshell pull-on suitcase, Birkin bag attached. Randy was out of the room as she continued talking to some girl on the other end of the line.
It felt like the biggest kick in the pants he'd ever received as he dutifully opened the back door of Renee's rental planting the suitcase and expensive handbag on the backseat. He hesitated to think about what had just happened, then planted the keys on the porch banister in front of the rocking chair Renee had been sitting in before things went south for him, sexually. Randy wasn't a virgin.
He just wasn't prepared for Renee Kelly, even six months pregnant.
She was rude and abrasive throughout leaving him with the impression there was never any chance he'd be able to get with her if she weren't in a delicate condition and pissed off to high heaven. Still, Randy was still affected by the mere sight of her finding her chalky pallor and exotic features akin to a fairy, angelic for lack of a better description.
He lingered staring at the screen door, then remembered himself when he looked down at the pair of expensive sneakers gifted to him just to get a rise out of her actual boyfriend. Randy shoved his free hand in his pocket deciding to follow orders, walking around the side of the cabin to the surrounding field. There were some picnic tables off to the side a few feet away from the fence bordering the property, but his attention was drawn elsewhere.
Honey was sprawled out on a patchwork blanket on her belly reading a novel.
She looked incredible laying there engrossed in her book wearing a thick pair of blocky glasses. There was a cooler on her far side and a beer in her opposite hand. Randy didn't know what to make of things but decided to walk over and tell her about the clogged mower. He glanced at the pilfered sneakers wondering if he should leave them on the porch but kept them in case he got fired for messing up the mower. From a distance her butt looked like a miniature mountain of flesh loosely hidden under her dress. This redbone cutie was barefoot with one luscious leg bent at the knee, sole pointing to the sky.
"I know about the mower, so let's not waste any time." She said when he was in earshot, without looking up from her novel. The small book was worn with yellowed torn pages, almost falling apart.
"Uh, some fabric got caught in the blades..."
"I said I know; now come over here on this blanket right next to me." Honey was casually dismissive.
"You want me to get on that blanket?"
"Yeah, come sit for a spell with me; you probably need a rest after doing all that work in the hot sun."
Randy noticed a metal mop bucket stuffed full of other paperback novels and what looked like old schoolbooks, some math based. He looked around towards the half-completed field, then down at honey sprawled on the patchwork quilt nonchalantly reading her book. The dress she was wearing was the kind with spaghetti strap ties at the shoulders leaving her back bare revealing hard tan lines and an acute outline of the brassiere she wore on occasion. Honey was built to last with a succulent meaty looking pear-shaped body the highlight of which was her huge heart shaped jiggly looking derriere.
"I don't mind if you look, but you're blocking out the sun and I can't read my story." Randy glanced up at the glaring sun, then stepped over taking his shadow off the open pages of the paperback slowly kneeling beside the sunbaked redbone gingerly setting his shoes on the grass next to the quilt. Her rump was visually daunting, dare I say oppressive and in his face covered by her dress in flimsy fashion. Randy noticed a tiny rose print on the cotton material. The dress was damn near skintight above the waist.
She flexed, lightly making her huge cornfed cheeks jiggle and clap for a second or two out of nowhere, chortling to herself, reading. Randy felt a surge light up his prick like a static charge as it swelled up.
"Uhm, what're you reading?" He asked awkwardly when he noticed that she was looking at his reaction to her wealth of curves. Honey reached up pulling the thick squarish glasses to the tip of her nose, giving him a glimpse of her own slanted green eyes. Her gaze drifted down to his throbbing crotch.
"Manchild in the Promised land; you ever read it?"
"No."
"It's a pretty decent read, my hundredth time because it's so decadently good." She pushed the glasses back up her nose, resuming her reading.
"What's it about?" It just felt like he should ask.
"It's a quasi-autobiographical account of one Claude Brown, an attorney from the wrong side of the tracks circa 1940's Harlem; utterly fascinating in a way that makes the read hard to put down once you start."
It was obvious this thick sunbaked redbone was into the material, but Randy was oblivious registering her conversation in muted gibberish enthralled by the sight of her enormous swaying cheeks, wobbling and lightly clapping unintentionally giving herself a shallow wedgie. The hem of the dress was high enough and the back of her juicy thighs was showing along with the rest of her shapely legs. Randy's cock was throbbing in a sexually painful manner as he got lost in the mouthwatering visual.
"Randy?"
"Huh?" His eyes fluttered, then widened when Honey turned on her side inching her glasses down the bridge of her nose again, smiling playfully at the dumbfounded look on his face.
"Baby I don't mind you looking, but you're gonna have to do something for me, too."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah, rub some lotion on me...my back?" Honey motioned towards the metal bucket with a lazy pointer finger. He leaned over finding a cheap dollar store bottle of lotion wedged inside, retrieving it under her watchful eye.
She felt carefree and casual about him perving on her, but her own version of similar exotic looks heavily peppered along with her figure, were intimidating. Before today, Randy was a much sought after man on campus and around their small shanty town.
He wasn't a virgin or novice having bedded at least six women over the course of his senior year alone, a lot the best the school had to offer. None of them were anywhere near the Kelly women in looks. They felt like bottom of the barrel knockoffs in comparison with Renee being the insufferably smug gold standard. He'd failed just standing in front of the exotic pale beauty. She was that fucking hot.
"Randy?"
"Yes?"
"My back...are you gonna do it, or not?"
"OH YEAH, SORRY!! I uh, kinda zoned out there, huh?" He hated the way he sounded talking to Honey but found it unavoidable looking at her soft expression that should've registered harder given her narrow features heavily dotted surrounded by this large bushy tuft of brownish-black curls. Randy's hands were trembling as he squirted a mound of lotion in his calloused palm then hesitantly applied it to her shoulder blade. His anxiety was off the charts as he gingerly rubbed Honey's shoulder and bicep.



"Randy."
"Huh?" He hiccupped, scared that he was about to be dismissed a second time, but Honey rolled over on her tummy inadvertently drawing his eyes to the ridiculous swell of her big cornfed ass in profile. The lust was stifling as this eighteen-year-old athlete found himself internally kvetching in front of her.
"Undo the ties at my shoulders; we're adults here, aren't we?"
"I guess."
"You guess?" Honey raised a brow cracking a half smile that made him wilt inside.
Randy tried to say something, but then undid the flimsy ties on her shoulders by pulling on the ends of the big bows there pulling on it like shoestrings until it fell away exposing her back and the shallow cleft of her spine. He couldn't deny her allure as Honey planted her paperback face down on the quilt, shimmying the cotton dress down exposing more of her back. Randy gulped watching her flex at the shoulders, rolling her head about on her neck before picking up her favorite novel again, reading.
He grimaced clenching his teeth, then squirted a big dollop of the lotion into his palm rubbing it across both hands. The southern redbone's prone posture had her biceps tight to the sides of her body as she perused the worn newsprint pages. Randy got a glimpse of her breasts from the sides, pausing for a moment before peering at his glistening palms. The lotion looked like cum in that instant, then he flattened them behind her shoulders feeling this intense humidity radiating from her body.
It was slow going at first, but Randy gradually rubbed more and more of the creamy lotion into her back starting to massage it keeping to a tight, what he considered safe area of her back. He went a little harder on her shoulders earning a minor reaction when Honey whimpered.
"You okay, did I do it too hard?"
"Not hard enough." She replied, still reading.
His eyes went wide as he worked her shoulders getting some moans that encouraged him to slide them along her back thumbs touching, marveling at the heated softness of her flesh. Randy's hands were big and rough rubbing and massaging Honey's back. He kept it up looking at her dress bunched up over her waist and the noticeable dip of material between her covered cheeks. The loose jiggle was wreaking havoc below his belt as his prick fattened, painfully. His hands slid up along her sides, squeezing and groping stopped only by her elbows. Honey's moans stopped abruptly, but she didn't look back.
"Oh!" The tips of his fingers were touching the sides of her breast which were flattened against the quilt. Randy was on his knees bent over Honey from her left side which made things sort of awkward. She flattened the novel on top of the quilt addressing him.
"Wanna get on top of me; uhm, so you can rub me down better?"
"HUH?!!" Honey snickered, narrowing her slanted green eyes behind the blocky glasses on her oval shaped face. Instead of answering, she got on her stomach again, but didn't resume reading.
It felt like a challenge directly to his manhood as she flattened out against the quilt, waiting his that huge derriere in his face. This throbbing feeling engulfed his pelvis shooting straight to his suddenly pulsing cock. Honey folded her arms under her chin looking straight ahead. Randy's gaze drifted from the face down novel over her lush curls down her back stopping at the dress bunched up just above her small waist with the rest barely covering her butt. She remained silent waiting for him to decide.
A tiny bit of her right buttock was exposed hinting at the wide hidden expanse.
Randy didn't notice his tented basketballs shorts letting go of any reservations as he mounted the back of honey's thighs sitting upright, then leaning over on all fours huffing incessantly. His dick was as hard and ready as it had been with Renee, straining for release. It was all he could do not to shove it in her snatch. Randy tucked his chin, craning his head downward looking at the huge ass big enough that he was obliged to part his legs wide to properly mount this redbone woman. She flexed, lightly twerking.
"Aw shit." Some spittle drooled from his open mouth spotting in the middle of her spine. Randy's hand shot out thinking to wipe up his saliva, but he ended up rubbing it into her skin. He needed the other hand to balance himself without faceplanting on top of her, but let his busy digits find the swell of her side boob, lightly pressing the tips of his fingers into it. Raw instinct made him hungrily cup the full tit.
A hollow moan escaped her lips when Randy cupped and squeezed it, finding that it was bigger than he imagined. His heart was thumping, crotch aching with desperate lust still conflicted about taking it further. Randy was reluctant to let go of her left tit, groping it in exploratory fashion discovering a blocky nipple eliciting a breathy gasp from Honey. This got him excited enough to damn near pinch it off, focusing on that meaty nub. He shook a little, almost bumping his forehead in the middle of her back.
His embattled banana shaped prick went into business for himself trapped lengthwise against his crotch pointed up at the underside of his chin. The upper third of his business made an unauthorized appearance over the elastic waistband of his basketball shorts while Randy hovered over Honey pressing down on the backs of her shoulders. The moans and whimpers were becoming more acute as he assumed a pushup position mounting the lusty redbone from the back, fingers curved over her shoulders like a gargoyle. Half of his certified, chubby ten inches was exposed at this point.
"Harder, press me down harder Randy." There was a sexually whiny tone to her voice.
He tried to stifle himself, but it was hard as the upper third of his tumescence poked the lower half of her covered cheeks, pressing down between the warring halves, despite the dress. The hem of that cheap dollar store frock rode up a little giving Randy a treat. His eyes went wide at the meaty looking cheeks starting to come into view. The dress rode up a little more, giving him a look at the warring halves of her deeply packed rear cleavage. Honey was wearing a pair of black fullback panties stretched to capacity across her wide expanse.
"Aw man, shit." Randy hissed under his breath starting to tremble noticing a prevalent watery jiggle caused by his slightest movements hovering above her prone figure. This got progressively worse as he forgot about the "massage" peering down between his biceps at the business end of his prick nestled between her ass cheeks. The humidity coming from her body sent these jolts of nipping energy throughout his crotch as instinct took over. He arched his back driving his cock between her cheeks.
The dress ended up little more than a corona around Honey's small waist. This left Randy with an appreciation of her coke bottle shape's bottom-heavy nature. Her hips looked wider than her shoulders as he continued grinding the underside of his cock embedded between her huge cheeks. Those fullback panties were fully exposed making him gasp when he found out they failed to cover Honey completely.
"Aw fuck, ma'am." Randy moaned humping more feverishly watching the jello-like jiggle and wobble of Honey's buttocks above and below the elastic waistband of her fullback panties and lower cheeks. He let go fully arching driving his sizeable prick towards the base of her spine, passionately. Honey flexed rhythmically squeezing his cock on each inbound thrust until he was bouncing off her rubbery cakes.
"Oh....no, aw shit." It was too late to stop, but he inched back withdrawing from her rear cleavage.
Randy's eyes squinted tightly feeling a thin piecing sensation, then opened them looking down at the head of his penis, gasping wetly. The slit on his crown slowly parted as a white creamy bubble started to form on making him nearly squeal in delight. Randy howled as a milky string of ejaculate extended from the tip of his cock slowly ebbing onto her right buttock. An oily wet burst followed sprinkling the lower portions of Honey's monster-sized cakes. Those huge cheeks started clapping audibly sending him over.
"UH!! UH!! UUGG!! UUUGGG!!!" His stomach started flipflopping and turning over as several ropes of jizz spewed all over the sultry redbone's huge, shuddering buttocks creating a webby lattice all over.
"AW!! AAWW!! AAUUUGGG!!!" Randy's lower back arched downward into the mess he created as he frenetically ground his prick between in her deep cushiony rear cleavage blasting more ropes soiling the scrunched-up dress confined to her tiny waist as he crested spectacularly with a final desperate arch.
Randy held in place sweating profusely slowly coming to his senses, huffing as his eyes opened, watery.
"Aw shit, fuck me. I'm sorry, ma'am."
Honey's massive expanse was a veritable mess of thick gooey ejaculate with splotches of the stuff covering every delectable inch of her rear end. Some of it was even running off the edge of her hips.
"Pullem off."
"Huh?"
"Pull them off, Randy." She repeated breezily as he continued staring at what he'd done.
He froze for a minute with white snow in his head, then absentmindedly removed his basketball shorts and underwear, getting Honey's attention enough to partially turn on her side with a girlish chortle. Some stringy semen was still ebbing out of the tip of his cock, dangling. She reached over tugging at the reluctant strand making him yowl as Honey pulled the thick rope free of his prick, stretching it between her fingers, salaciously licking her bottom lip with a hungry sounding moan.
"I was talking about my panties, dummy." She casually scolded still smiling, looking at his cum on her fingers. Honey moaned slurping those soiled digits clean, shocking the eighteen-year-old athlete.
"OH-OKAY!!" He didn't hear her snickering quickly planting her on her tummy, digging his fingers into the elastic waistband of those defiled fullback panties. There was some resistance due to the natural thickness of her hyper baby making hips and buttocks. Randy was only able to get them halfway down the cheeks, finding another surprise when they bulged outward, looking even bigger. Honey arched up.
"Holy mother of...!!" Honey stifled some laughter biting down on her pointer finger letting him get the full effect of her monstrous butt, bared. Randy's eyes went saucer wide as he looked between the soiled panties in his hand and the giant-sized pair of sun-kissed buttocks right beneath his aching manhood. There were sparse light freckles on her cakes, but he started to focus on a beauty mark near her hip.
"RAAAN-DEE!" Honey teased in childish fashion as his eyes found her juicy peach, visibly wet.
The wet smack of flesh on flesh was loud sounding like a whip strike as Randy buried himself balls deep. A loud, distressed grunt escaped his lips triggered by the semi-rough, grinding and narrow walls of her cunt. He could damn near feel ever groove on her walls, while she was sopping wet and airtight around his girth. This clamping sensation made it feel as if her pussy snapped down on the base of his cock. It was all of him from stem to stern with his own pendulous balls protruding from her snatch, trapped between her cushiony inner thighs. Randy tried to arch his lower back deeper, finding a dead end.
"UNG!! UNG!! AW SHIT, IT'S TIGHT!! UNG!! TIGHT AS FUCK!! DAMN-THIS...SUM GHUD, PUSS-SEE!!" Things were instantly wet, loud and greasy sounding as Randy went at it trying to break and beat Honey's back out, slamming into her like a wet beached fish. The tightness and intense suction were off the charts accompanied by this audible squishy sound. Her dense weight made Honey immovable, stationary target to be pounded in the prone bone position to the exclusion of all else.
"EW-WHEEE!! AW SHIT THIS SUM GHUD-AZZ PUSS-SEE!! FUCK IT'S GHUD!! AW FUCK MAN!! AW SHIT!" All self-control was out the window leaving a salivating sexual sycophant. His thrusts were challenged internally in a torrid physical struggle as Randy tried to resize Honey's cunt, pounding wildly mewling and slurping up the excess saliva in his mouth. Her enormous butt was semi-gelatinous on the surface, with a granite hardness just beneath the flesh, sexual iron fist in a velvet glove Randy couldn't get enough of, positively bestial. His plump, chubby looking shaft was slathered in her juices.
His hands went to the outer roundness of her hips capturing handfuls of the sweaty pliant flesh for leverage. She was basically face down, but gradually turned her face profile, mouth hanging open as her hips were handled like motorcycle handlebars. Honey spread her thick shapely legs wider apart arching her lower back as deep as possible. Randy mimicked this spreading his legs too, letting them wedge into her inner thighs, manically pumping the cream filling out of her southern fried pie.
"DAMN!! FUCK!! FUCK-FUCK-FUCK!! EEEWW-WHEEE!! DAMN BAY BEE!! AHM, FUGGIN YO' PUSS-SEE!!" He sounded delirious and borderline insane, frenetically scrubbing Honey's insides with no fucks given.
Her folded arms unfurled; palms flattening on the quilt with visible flexing in her biceps. Honey's hands framed the sides of her head while the muscles in her back twisted and flexed under the relentless pounding of her box. Randy's prick was bottoming out in grand fashion as she started to push herself upward on all fours. He reared back still in custody of those wide hips, thrusting with this mean mug, angry sounding growl, arching low driving his missile into her snatch. The feeling was euphoric as fuck.
"SHIT, THIS PUSSY GHUD!! AW MAN, THIS SOME GHUD MOTHERFUCKIN PUSSY!! YEAH, THAT'S WHY THEY NAMED YO' ASS HONEY, DIDN'T THEY?!! TELL ME SOMETHIN GHUD!! TELL ME BOUT THAT SHIT!!" Randy was feeling himself with no restraints, forgetting everything other than Renee, preceding this epic hookup. This peppery sunbaked beauty was giving him the best afternoon of his motherfucking life.
His balls were swinging up into the bottom of her snatch like an obscene fleshy pendulum. Everything else was buried in a fast retracting, gooey tunnel, volcanically hot. Randy was making the ugly cry face doing his best to stop his manhood from being expelled as Honey straightened and locked her arms at the elbows. The tip of his spear was finding increased resistance that he couldn't stop thrusting into. The lower third of a nine-inch manhood bulged outward between her oily, glistening puffy labia.
Honey went rigid all over with her huge butt planted deep in his lap in a modified squat, palms flat on the quilt. Randy was laser focused on the visual of her huge derriere completely hiding his crotch from view. It was staggering, then she took it to the next level. That cornfed badonkadunk appeared to detach bopping and swiveling in his lap putting the best Hula dancer to shame. Randy knew it was over.
"AW SHIT!! AHM, FRIED UP SERIOUS!! AW SHEET!! AHM, DEAD ASS BAKED OUT!!" The view was unreal as Honey ended things with a vicious pop of her ridiculous hips, dislodging his cock already spewing jizz all over her lower back and pillow sized cheeks like a geyser. Waves of creamy spunk drizzled, glazing her homegrown pound cakes as the kid howled and sang her praises in a thuggish gibberish only, he understood while Honey chortled and giggled when his big, calloused hands covered her bare breasts.
"What do you wanna know about it, stud?" She teased glistening under the hot afternoon sun.
A phone at the edge of the quilt interrupted their would-be post coital convo; but it would've been futile anyway due to Randy's sex addled condition. She went after the phone, but he redoubled his grip on her tits, then dropped a hand cupping her mound, squeezing and rubbing. Honey proved harder to keep after being caught slipping down to snatch up Jaquan's pilfered phone answering it while being fondled.
"Yeah? Oh yeah, well he seems just fine to me; girl, you really didn't give him a chance. Fuck, you're so damn lazy when a dollar ain't involved."
Honey ended the call tossing the pilfered phone onto the blanket like a stone, before covering Randy's hand diddling her peach while he ground and smeared his spunk between her thick cheeks. She reached up cradling the side of his face staring across the open lawn at the bedroom window of the guest cabin.
"Randy."
"Yeah baby?" He was kissing the back of her neck, licking along her shoulder before slurping on an earlobe, sensually enthralled.
"Look it over there, Randy." Honey pointed towards the window off in the distance taking his reluctant eyes with her.
There was no doubt what was being suggested.
"Better hurry up before she changes her mind." Honey raised a brow with a mischievous half smile.
*************************************************************************************
There was some muffled talking or whispering in the inky darkness.
Something melodic in nature as he struggled to open heavily lidded eyes feeling like a lead weight sinking into the fluffy mattress surrounding him. He was inert matter no sure if he could move. Jaquan panicked a little before managing to open his eyes to find the closed bedroom door facing him in the darkness. It felt like he was small, looking up at it from an ant's eye view, then his eyes shut again. Off in the distance he could see these two glowing lights side by side getting larger, scaring him. Jaquan opened his eyes again finding the same and several quilts and comforters draped over his nude body. The Kelly women tucked him under the sheets after wearing him out in a sustained sexual train.
Jaquan didn't know what to think or how to feel; only that he couldn't move an inch before dropping off again. He was nowhere, adrift in the void finding those two lights, bits of St. Elmo's fire fast approaching. All Jaquan knew was that he didn't want to be there this time, forcing his eyes open, finding that some intangible unseen force shutting them again as he realized he was looking into a pair of iridescent pupils. He was being studied intently. It took all his might to force his eyes open wide this time as the overhead light came on in honey's bedroom. The bedroom door was open wide this time displaying the hallway.
He was not alone.
"How do you feel?" Carlie asked standing there leaning against the doorframe arms folded nursing a mug which she was drinking from. She was wearing her headwrap, and some innocuous regular clothing consisting of a brown sweater jacket over a striped T-shirt and skinny jeans. He couldn't see her feet.
"I don't think I can move."
"Well, at least you woke up this time; could've been a lot worse." There was a barely there sneer on her plain face. Carlie blinked profusely behind her glasses, taking a sip from her mug.
"Where are they?"
"Don't you worry about that right now; here have a little of this." Carlie got closer to the side of the bed leaning over pressing the edge of her mug against his lips. A simmering warm, sweet concoction poured into his mouth. She used a pointer finger tilting his chin to make sure he swallowed everything, before backing off a few steps away from the bed, visibly weary. Carlie took another drink, waiting.
"What is that, green tea?"
"Something like that; look Jaquan, in a few minutes you need to get up and get dressed. I'll be waiting for you in the kitchen. If you show up naked or on some bullshit, you're on your own." She started walking to the door when he called out to her.
"Carlie uhm, I don't know what's going on; I don't know what's been happening to me."
"You've been fucking my auntie and my cousin all weekend."
"You hate me?"
Carlie slammed the door behind herself leaving him to his thoughts.
He stared at the walls processing the vitriol in Carlies voice discounting nothing. Jaquan was guilty as charged, but everything seemed like a blur bleeding one thing bleeding into the next. Right after sleeping with Daisy Mae, reality was thrown off balance for him. He thought further recalling the weirdness occurred after spying the doe woman standing in the nearby creek.



He'd seen it two times, unsure if it was a dream each time. Carlie's words and later Daisy Mae, pointed to the creature as the culprit. Jaquan attempted to move, finding it difficult and painful in his joints. There was no energy in his body, but he could feel vestiges of the heated drink in the back of his throat and a little further down in his stomach. Its warmth seemed to radiate there starting to flow through his limbs. Jaquan kept trying fueled by Carlie's cryptic instructions and the threat of "leaving him" behind.
He managed to sit up on the edge of the bed feeling some DeJa'Vu.
His clothes were surprisingly there on the hardwood floor left behind. Both of the elder Kelly women collected souvenirs of their trysts with him, so this was different. Daisy Mae pilfered his chain while Honey collected his shoes. The Eldest Kelly woman then wore his shirt right before this current tryst only to relinquish it after both treated him like a piece of meat thrown between two rabid dogs. He took several labored breaths slowly dressing. The flowery smell from the bathroom lingered, slightly stale.
His penis was flaccid hanging limply between his thighs but twitched at the briefest thought of both women. Jaquan's shoulders cracked when he rolled them. It felt as if he'd been asleep for weeks.
He got dressed, but lingered staring at his shadow on the peeling wallpaper in Honey's boudoir.
"Renee." He facepalmed.
Carlie was in the kitchen with her back to him at the stove brewing something in a small pot. He looked about the kitchen finding it cozy with cluttered countertops. This seemed to be the most occupied room in the large farmhouse with a warm hearth feeling in this room more than anywhere else. A thick plume of fragrant steam was rising from the open pot filling the room with a weird saccharine sweet odor. It had an underlying stench that he couldn't place before noticing the table set for one.
There was a small pie on a large plate with silverware set on the placemat, and a large glass tumbler.
"For me?"
"Yeah, have a seat."
He sat down in front of the pie slowly picking up the fork and knife.
"Don't eat that."
"Huh?"
"It's a meat pie; Daisy Mae and Honey made it especially for you." Carlie explained casually walking over setting a steaming mug in front of him before taking the fork out of his hand.
"Uhm, okay."
"No okay, Jaquan." She used the fork to cut a tiny piece out of the pie showing the peas, sliced carrots and steaming meat broiled inside. It smelled delicious as Carlie took a forkful smearing it on the plate. She offered the soiled fork to him watching and pushing it between his lips. The taste was sharp and delicious just from a few crumbs. He pulled the plate closer only to be tapped on the back of the head with the fork.
"Drink this Jaquan; drink all of it. Empty the mug." Her tone was flat, instructional like a teacher.
He down the stone mug finding a different taste that lingered on his tongue and the back of his throat. Carlie took the opportunity to smush the pie up smearing it all over the plate before taking it to the countertop next to the sink. She retrieved a small plastic garbage bag from under the sink pouring the remnants into it. Jaquan was confused watching her tie the bag with a knot as an idea popped up.
"They were gonna poison me, or something?"
"Hell no; now tell me you're stupid without telling me you're stupid, Jaquan." She walked back over planting the plate where it was, perfectly.
"Aw shit man; ever since I got here..."
"Yeah whatever; you were up here all-day doing God know what with either of them. Did you uh, by any chance meet Mr. Wilson?"
"The old man mowing the lawn this morning?"
"Yeah."
"I uh, saw him; but we didn't talk or nothing." Jaquan responded as Carlie meticulously washed the stone mug in the sink, then bagged it and the pot as well. She turned on her heel walking to the kitchen door, then looked back.
"Do you wanna be him?"
"Uh, no."
"Then you better get your ass up from that table and come with me.... "
He found it hard getting up feeling weak and ungainly as Carlie stared looking more disgusted by the minute. The aches and pain were crackling all over random points in his body, mostly concentrated in his lower back and joints, but below the belt there was a dead feeling to his flaccid manhood. It was hanging there like a noodle, proof the Kelly women utterly drained him likely for the foreseeable future.
"Hurry it up."
"I'm uh, doing the best I can; look, we broke up last night, okay Carlie."
"Yeah, and you had this bright idea about coming over here with Daisy Mae and Honey; geez, you're so fucking dense, Jaquan. If it wasn't for...hold that thought." Her phone started ringing.
"Who's that?" He asked as Carlie pulled out her phone waving him off angrily dismissive.
"Yeah, I got him; and we're leaving... OH, SHIT FUCK ME!!!" Carlie ended the call quickly opening the kitchen door suddenly reacting to something in the other room, then took off like a bat out of hell while Jaquan was inching forward, using a palm flattened against the wall to balance himself. Carlie bolted right out of the kitchen backdoor shoving him aside fearing for her life.
The kitchen door swung open hitting the wall so hard, it almost splintered.
Daisy Mae ran by upending the chair Jaquan had been sitting on lunging to the back screen door and the thick wooded area facing it a few yards away. Carlie had dropped the bagged-up pot and mug in her haste to get out of dodge. Daisy Mae sunk her nails into the doorframe peering out into the back of the farmhouse, then down at the smoking gun on the wooden steps. Goosebumps prickled up on Jaquan's arms as the eldest Kelly slowly turned about looking pointedly at him.
"What'd she give you?" He noticed that bits of dried paint and flakes of wood sprinkled down when she released the doorframe, hands curved into claws. Daisy Mae walked over to the sink peering inside for a moment before her snake-like gaze settled on his face again.
"Uhm, some tea, I think?" He answered framing it as a question as she peered into the garbage can, then returned to the door looking outside at the plastic bag Carlie dropped, when she half jumped down the stairs. Daisy Mae slowly opened the screen door taking a half step sitting down to retrieve the bag and examine its contents. The mug was shattered, leaving one side intact with the handle attached as he watched her examine and sniff it.
"Fucking bitch; salt peter, huh? Think you're slick like a fox, right?" Daisy Mae was seething, half mumbling to herself. She was wearing this black crop top and flimsy skirt that rode up exposing one of her thick powerful thighs.
"Uh, she took the pie you made." Jaquan stated flatly feeling shaky as if his legs would give out.
"Yeah, I can see that with my own two fucking eyes; how much did you drink before I showed up, Jaquan?" It was the first time she sounded crestfallen facing away from him, sitting on the back steps of the Kelly farmhouse.
"She gave me something to drink when I woke up and a little more a few minutes ago; what's going on, Daisy Mae?" Her shoulders tensed up visibly making her shock of brownish-black curls shake signifying her smoldering anger, then relaxed as she spoke.
"Don't you worry about that none, okay? Now, I'm gonna need you to run on over to the cabin for a spell while I sort things out over here. You get along down that trail just at the other side of that playground and I'll be by later with something fixed up real nice like, for you."
"Daisy?" He'd thought to plead Carlie's case knowing inside that a beating was in the lithe girl's future.
"NOW YOU GET LIKE I TOLD YA'!!" Daisy Mae snarled.
"Uh, okay."
She didn't say anything or look back but tossed the shattered mug into the yard sitting there with slumped shoulders, brooding.
Jaquan drifted back in the opposite direction encountering a torn bag of groceries scattered all over the living room floor. Things happened in the blink of an eye once the two Kelly's saw one another. Carlie wasn't about to let herself get pummeled into mush out in some field or those dense backwoods. She'd witnessed the carnage Daisy Mae was capable of and doubtless knew of it from the beginning. Jaquan glanced back, finding the back porch empty.
The eldest Kelly was on the hunt, and he could barely walk with a limp twelve-inch noodle hanging between his legs.
...to be continued.
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THEN
"Yup, time to make the donuts" Jaquan grinned at his reflection in the rear-view mirror of his sports car checking his teeth. He'd scrubbed them excessively but found himself tossing a spare toothbrush in the glove compartment before heading out for what he thought would be an exciting afternoon.
There was always this bit off hesitant queasiness before he hooked up with new women, but it had been a minute since Renee came up pregnant, and today presented him with an opportunity, a window to get something new and fine as fuck. His pregnant fiancé was out for the afternoon locked down in a doctor's office for a checkup after which he was supposed to pick her up for brunch on the northside of town sponsored by Renee's mentor, Aurthur Van Allen.
Jaquan hated Mr. Van Allen because there seemed to be this invisible handcuff connecting him and Renee. The old blue blood never seemed to be far away and the hangdog expression on his face made Jaquan want to smash his face to mush. For some reason Jaquan felt that he was responsible for the perpetual dour expression on the man's face at first secretly happy that he was Renee's first. It was supposed to be a feather in his cap when he discovered several attempts behind the scenes to keep them apart which ultimately failed due to Renee's own indomitable will.
The girl chose him.
Aurthur's mood read on everyone and everything around him; even his wife who was rarely seen without a drink in hand. Jaquan couldn't get thoughts out of his head that Renee had been with this man but didn't dare ask. He hated himself for that but didn't want to press the issue out of ego. There was no doubt Renee Kelly was presented as a social climber, but there was always this grey spot whether it was actually true. It felt as if both men were selfishly coveting her exotic beauty, but now she was pregnant.
She'd disappeared for weeks, almost two months before returning with news of his bun in her oven.
Jaquan paid for knocking her up with her vigilant policing of his sex life as she was partially living in his home getting nastier and more verbally abusive by the moment. She seemed intent on turning him into a eunuch for the duration of her pregnancy. That accompanied with the incessant browbeating from his mother had Jaquan put out and frustrated to the extreme.
His mother demanded his acquiescence to Renee citing the fact that she'd never held her first grandchild, currently living overseas in Germany with Jaquan's first "unfortunate" baby mother. Renee was made aware of this in a face-to-face meeting with his parent, then promptly added it to her repertoire of verbal abuse. This resulted in a toxic rolling argument ending with him being shut down by both women when his mother walked in during the confrontation. After that, he was determined to "get a little back" telling himself that it would be a reclamation of his masculinity.
"Wonder why she wanted to meet at an outlet?" Jaquan stepped out of his car looking around at the Innercity strip mall. The narrow streets were wall to wall, gridlock traffic due to some freeway construction on a nearby on-ramp. The downtown area was within five miles, an easy commute, normally. Jaquan didn't have much time by his internal clock, looking at the app on his phone again.
Her name was Tammy, and they met through a black themed dating app. Renee had found a way into his phone randomly calling up all the ladies in his contacts, giving them the business whenever it suited her. The drama was off the charts with no end in sight prompting Jaquan to get a new burner phone which was kept in his trunk under the spare tire. Renee found his original making him watch as she called up the girls there, too. A number of the women were incensed at being put on blast.
Renee received her fair share of death threats, even reporting one of the ladies to Aurthur who wasted no time taking care of that business with a restraining order within twenty-four hours of learning about it. The hapless woman was tossed in jail for three days for making a terrorist threat and later spent more time behind bars for a bench warrant. The woman in question ended up writing Renee a written apology at the prodding of Mr. Van Allen. Renee was effectively putting him on ice, and he was tired of it.
"Shit, this could be a catfish." Jaquan glanced around putting on his shades, unconsciously striking a pose. He was the king of his world and made sure everybody around him knew it whether he verbalized it or not. Jaquan was wearing a training muscle hoodie with the sides open exposing his chiseled torso and some black cargo type workout pants that left his calves exposed over some gleaming white Nike air-force ones. His look was finalized with a white gold Rolex. He dialed up Tammy on face time.
"Hey, what's up; you here baby?" Tammy answered in a half second presenting the lothario with a rather plain looking face, albeit with a bit of makeup making her more presentable. She was a solid five in his educated opinion, but he was a man on a mission. Her face was surrounded by a fluffy hoodie.
It had animal ears.
"Uhm, yeah; come on out." She reacted to the static look on his face for a moment, then smiled showing all her teeth.
"I'm over in the dollar store picking up a few things, can you come over and keep me company; the line is really long?"
"Want me to wait out here?" He didn't want to be coerced into giving up any money on a fling, but she pressed, dropping the phone down. The facetime blurred for a few moments before Jaquan found himself looking at some motivation in the form of two very thick "lady humps" encased in some micro denim booty shorts with a wealth of rear cleavage that should've had Tammy worried about police intervention. The creamy black cheekage was her one and only selling point from day one.
"Okay, I'll be right in."
"Better hurry up before I get somebody else."
"Ain't nobody else." Jaquan ended the call with bravado knowing what he brought to the table above and below. They'd been talking for a little under a week resulting in an exchange of two nudes, a butt pic from her and a single dick pic lined up next to a Pringles can. Tammy was definitely interested after his "big reveal" continually pushing for a sneaky link.
Renee's doctor's appointment presented a fortuitous opportunity.
The interior of the cheap ninety-nine outlet was congested with enough people to make Jaquan think there was a fire sale going on. The place was foreign owned, likely middle eastern with evidence in some of the people manning the cash registers other than one Korean woman wearing a burka.
Jaquan stood out like a sore thumb because of his height and apparel drawing a few looks from some interested women nowhere near his league. He walked the first two aisles looking for Tammy, before moving to the far end of the one-story storefront. The last register looked like an afterthought installed to ease the workload. There was aa general dinginess to the place that made him retch and question a woman that would shop here. He wondered if she would try to shake him down for some cash resolving to walk out if she did.
Some woman with a veritable brood of kids all under the age of ten was in the process of loudly scolding them for vandalizing the aisle leaving cheap knockoff toys littering the tiled floor. One of the small kids with a runny nose reached out to him making Jaquan recoil. It was an unconscious reflex but earned him a few choice words from the child's embattled mother which he played off nervous Tammy was watching. He was still being cussed out when he peered over the top of the aisle between stale bags of chips and cheap cookies finding his sneaky link. There was no doubt about it. This was Tammy.
Those denim booty shorts were unmistakable; Tammy was much bigger and fuller than he anticipated.
She was standing there with her back to him going through some haircare items in the last aisle leading up to the third register. This woman didn't have an ass; this was a certified badonkadunk, all natural and bulging obscenely from the bottoms of those shorts which looked handmade. Her legs were powerful, shapely and well-defined, seeming as if she worked out like a beast. Jaquan leaned against the opposite aisle entertaining thoughts of working out with Tammy besides clapping those voluptuous cheeks. He framed it as a "My Fair Lady" situation thinking about the pride he would feel getting this basic looking chick from a five to at least a seven in his book. He chafed at the fluffy animal themed hoodie.
"Hey Tammy." Jaquan addressed her, getting no response.
The sight of that chocolate donk had his crotch throbbing after so long propelling Jaquan into the aisle, proper. He noticed Tammy shifting weight from one leg to the other, lightly shaking what her mother so obviously gave her. A sly grin spread across his lips as he considered coming up behind to greet her with a loud smack to the rear. He figured they were meeting to hook up, so no harm no foul.
"...damn." That thing looked bigger as he got closer. It was the kind of ass that made your mouth water as Jaquan crept up behind Tammy, hand at the ready. The tips of his fingers lightly grazed that ripe butt.
"EXCUSE YOU MA' NIGGA!!!" She suddenly jackknifed around twisting at the hip, incredulous.
"Oh, shit."
This wasn't Tammy.
"Fuck, uhm..." It was Rashida Sikes, Renee's best friend and running buddy standing there glowering at him.
A hand grabbed his package from behind out of the blue, making Jaquan quickly turn about at the hip, with his fist was at the ready.
"Fuck me."
It was Renee standing there staring at him with her slanted eyes hidden behind a 585.00 pair of Balenciaga butterfly sunglasses. She was wearing a beaded headband with her shoulder length locks flowing from the open top broach turban. It felt like someone had turned on this powerful spotlight as he was caught with his hand in the proverbial cookie jar unable to look away from her symmetrical pale face. His gaze dipped low finding a jet-black open chest turtleneck putting her large bust on display.
Her baby bump was protruding from the hem of the expensive cashmere top, but Renee Kelly didn't have any fucks to give using a pointer finger under Jaquan's finger raising his chin so she could look him in the eyes. Perhaps out of some semblance of modesty, Renee wore a beige Calvin Klein medium length coat. Her bump obscured the rest of her ensemble as Tammy dipped into his field of vision, grinning. Renee no-look handed her a fifty-dollar bill, then grabbed Jaquan's junk balling a fist up around it.
"Uh, I can..." His words trailed off as she cut him off with a raised pointer finger.
"Nigga, why you so fucking hard?"
"He hard?" Rashida interjected, faux indignant but grinning harder than Tammy who waved at Jaquan before making good her escape. She was nowhere near Rashida Sikes' proportions as he realized the trap he'd fallen into through an elaborate catfish orchestrated by his soon-to-be baby mamma number two. Both women were wearing matching hoodies.
"Hell yeah, this motherfucker READY to GO, Rashida; now ain't that right, bruh?" Her tone always went street when she was pissed off.
"Look, I can explain, this is not what..."
"...it looks like; can't say I never heard that one before." Rashida interjected again making Jaquan bite his lower lip to avoid cussing her out.
"This nigga ain't never told me that one and he ain't about to, today. Yo' bruh, take care of my girl; I'm getting my hair done tomorrow and you paying for that shit." Renee went into his back pocket removing his wallet and black card, handing it to Rashida Sikes.
"Uhm, can't we go somewhere and talk about this, alone." It was a dig at Rashida, but Renee was stone faced.
"Oh, we gonna talk, alright Jaquan." She reached over grabbing an extension cord tossing it into Rashida's basket while some people snickered at their periphery, others whispering in hushed tones.
"What you think you gonna do with that fucking extension cord?!"
"Use it; I'm getting my hair done tomorrow, nigga."
"Oh."
"Damn your dick hard; you wanna fuck my bestie, huh? YOU WANNA FUCK MY GIRL?!!...ANSWER ME!!" Renee's palm collided with the back of his bald head resulting in this loud wet smack. Jaquan flinched, then turned into her body stopped by the baby bump as a few male onlookers seemed ready to spring to Renee's aid.
"I was just coming in here to pick something up."
"I know; I found your burner phone two weeks ago, stupid!" Some people were laughing out loud as the line progressed towards the register. Jaquan wanted to walk out, but Renee was in custody of his middle and forefingers. His knuckles grazed her baby bump as Renee continued looking as if she would explode.
"Damn girl, you gonna whup him in here?" Rashida was barely holding it together with a toothy grin.
"Stay out of my shit; so, you wanted some pussy bad, huh Jaquan?"
"It's not like that, Renee." He tried to avert his eyes but found his gaze focused on Rashida's huge derriere bulging out of the bottoms of those denim shorts. Renee dipped into his field of vision.
"ARE YOU STILL LOOKING AT RASHIDA'S FUCKING ASS?!!"
"NO!"
"Come on here; I'm tired of standing up, Jaquan. My feet hurt from walking around carrying your FUCKING BABY!!!" Renee snarled taking a few steps, but stopped when he didn't move. She looked back at his face slowly removing her glasses. Her pale face was flushed crimson, nostrils flaring mouth slightly open, breathing through it audibly.
Jaquan silently followed her out as Rashida emptied her basket at the register.
"Don't be nice to him!" Some portly hood rat shouted, laughing gregariously along with a few women. Rashida was laughing louder than most, the honey trap used to catch a cheater like Chris Hansen. Some guy in his fifties tried to make the hard sell to Rashida but shrunk away under her Pitbull-like mean mug.
Renee briskly walked hand in hand with Jaquan outside to his parked car, bodying up to him against the driver's side going into his pocket for his phone. A large bulky purse was slung over one shoulder hanging heavy and weighted as she opened it using the code he thought would keep her out of it. Jaquan watched her go through his messages in utter silence knowing he was dead busted. Her hand returned cupping his package in full view of anyone walking by as she texted the messages to herself.
"Renee." He was shushed with a pointer finger pressed against his lips.
"How come your dick is going down; what, you don't want me no more, huh? Don't answer that shit, the doctor said I need to keep my peace, for the baby. Damn man, you got me fucked up."
"Baby, please..."
"Man, stop talking; didn't I tell you my doctor said I need to keep it cool? Do you understand this whack ass shit you're doing can affect this baby, nigga? Get your ass in this car motherfucker, I'm tired of all these nosey bitches up in our business." There was an audience growing outside the store. She was facing away with them at her back. It always seemed like Renee Kelly had eyes in the back of her head.
"Look, it's complicated baby, I..."
"Get your ass in the car and shut the fuck up with that tired bullshit; Hey, I got the crib notes Jaquan. It ain't like we ain't done this before." Renee reached through the half open window on the driver's side unlocking it before palming the back of his neck shoving him behind the wheel. The way she put him into his sports car was akin to the manner used by cops with a perp. Renee leaned into the door taking a few deep breaths, then walked around the front of the car favoring her back. Jaquan was horrified.
The fleeting thought of driving off ran through his mind as she got into the passenger seat beside him.
"Nigga, if you would've tried driving off... fuck man, sometimes you can be such a child. Hold up a minute, I'm tired as fuck. Man, you got a bitch tired as fuck with this kiddie shit. You ever had a baby before, Jaquan?"
"No."
"Me neither; this is my first time and it's supposed to be this glorious experience me and you sharing, right? But it don't feel like that, Jaquan. Not at all, my nigga? Are you, my nigga?"
"Yeah bae, I'm sorry."
"We've established that Jaquan; look man, I know you like to be up in some guts, but a bitch is on the bench right now. Nigga, do you know how this shit feels, huh?"
"Uhm..." Renee's snapping fingers shut him down before he could stupidly answer.
"DO YOU KNOW HOW THIS MOTHERFUCKING SHIT, FEELS?!!"
"No."
"That's right, it feels like I got a couple of bowling balls pressing down on my shit, like I'm always on the verge of pissing myself, bruh. My fucking feet hurt all the time and my ankles are swollen, but you want some gawd damn pussy, huh right nigga?!My titties are swollen and full of milk, like early Jaquan; oh, you can squeeze them for me, but you gotta have some pussy, right?!! That dick was so fucking hard!"
Look I..."
"SHUT-THE-FUCK-UP!! Hey man, we can't trade this fucking baby, but I wish I could; then you would know what this shit feels like. I'D GHOST YOUR ASS AND GET ME SOME GOOD DICK!! Hey Jaquan, you were gonna pipe my girl Rashida down, huh? YOU BET NOT SAY NUTHIN!! I feel like doing some messed up shit, but in times like this I think about my dear old, departed granny. What you know about that?!"
"Uhm, nothing Renee." He answered plainly noticing Renee's pallor was turning a bright crimson from her forehead to the exposed portions of her bust.
"Yup, you don't know shit. Back in the day granny used to lug around this big old purse stuffed with two or three bibles; when a nigga crossed her, he got that pocketbook full of bibles upside the head. Ask me why I'm telling you this, bruh."
"Why are you telling me this?" Jaquan just mimicked her question robotically.
Renee pulled her large vintage handbag into her lap, breathing so hard both nostrils were flaring. She unexpectedly forced a smile while beckoning towards him with her pointer finger.
"You ain't gotta worry about me smacking you in the head with this fucking purse; that shit is too old school, my nigga. Hey, check out my style baby."
Renee planted the purse in his lap hard enough to make the horn blare, then unzipped it pulling out a large dense looking King James bible. She opened the bible revealing it was hollowed out as a hiding place for classic 38 caliber pistol, a Saturday night special. It was in her pale hand before he thought to react and shoved underneath the purse into his crotch even quicker.
"Man, these hormones got me fucked up; do you want them to have you FUCKED UP, too baby?"
"NO!!"
"Wanna break up?"
**************************************************************************************************
NOW
Something just wasn't right, and Jaquan knew it as he trudged along the wooded pathway between the Kelly homestead and the cabin, he was supposed to stay in during this impromptu road trip. Renee suggested it out of the blue after weeks of being apart. She'd caught Jaquan with his hand in the cookie jar more or less; orchestrated a sexual grift catching him in the act. Even more alarming was the fact she brought along one of her guns hidden inside a bible in a purse she rarely carried. Despite brandishing the weapon, Renee was exasperated with him offering a clean breakup. Jaquan didn't take the offer.
"Aw shit; this is crazy." He looked up at the sun shielding his eyes trying to ignore the dead feeling between his legs. Jaquan couldn't tell if he were feeling the aftereffects of his wild threesome with the two elder Kelly women, or whatever Carlie dosed him with. Then there was the odd little meat pie left behind for him while Daisy Mae was off running some errands. What was inside it?



Jaquan replayed everything that occurred in his short time in the shanty town finding that it was all a blur outside of his numerous trysts that seemed to occur randomly one after the other. Daisy Mae was first despite her disdain for Jaquan born of her anger that he'd knocked up Renee. They had a wild time in the woods with Jaquan losing himself in the moment. He partially thought it was a dream until Daisy Mae flaunted his gold chain with a knowing smile between them.
That dreamy quality flowed through this experience lingering as Honey made herself known, up close and personal with some sort of axe to grind with Renee, on the low. The crazy energy about her person was as staggering as her musky curves, but she got a piece of him as well. Whereas Daisy Mae was oppressive unmovable power personified, Honey was an irresistible force washing over him like a wildfire, inflaming his loins with omnipresent lust. It was heady, like taking a potent drug.
Their backwoods coupling was fiery, passionate with slivers of emotion throughout as she made the experienced lothario feeling like a teenager after his first time. Jaquan didn't hesitate taking Honey up for a second round of vigorous pounding, enjoying her snapping cunt to the fullest, even after being discovered by Carlie. He would've fucked the slender twentysomething as well, if only to get her off his back so that he could continue his romp with the sexually crazed, wild child of the Kelly family.
Unfortunately, this was proven karmically cathartic with the appearance of Daisy Mae who made her presence known to them both with both her ham-sized fists and her own particular brand of Kelly lust. Jaquan told himself that he'd been weakened by the multiple sexual run-ins with the elder Kellys, but there was this tiny bit of doubt in his head regarding his defeat. Daisy Mae presented like a seasoned street fighter with a wealth of experience, but her strength was staggering, unexplainable. She taken blows from him that put another man on his back from Jaquan's days in the gym learning boxing.
That strength powered fists that struck with the force of dual cinderblocks about his person, and even more awful than that; Daisy Mae was a dirty fighter intermingling that sexual repertoire with a ground and pound that left him lying in the middle of a field. Afterwards, being awakened by Carlie brought the experience to the fore. Jaquan was afraid he would involuntarily recall the fight every time he looked at Carlie since she was the sole witness to his degradation.
Being with both Kelly women was a banner moment in his life that he didn't know he wanted until he was in the middle of it. Both women took everything he had to offer and then some. Jaquan realized in short order that he was being tossed between them like two rabid dogs fighting over a piece of raw meat. He'd never admit to himself that he'd been "slutted out" and used like a toy, but that was the truth of the matter as his lights were put out in scintillating fashion.
Waking up to the stern, disparaging look on Carlie's rather plain face was akin to having a bucket of ice water tossed on his person. It became apparent she'd been dispatched to spirit him away from the clutches of the elder Kellys who seemed keen on keeping the chiseled boy toy to themselves.
"What was in that shit?" Jaquan reached down grabbing his crotch, feeling nothing outside of its presence between his thighs.
He was still weak and addled but could swear that he felt the tiniest twitch in his loins as he thought to the sexual handicap match and veritable clinic put on by the two women. Separately they were more than a handful, but together they presented a salacious "End Game" that was more than enough explanation for the dead meat dangling between his legs as he approached the end of the dense wooded path adjacent to the blacktop that ran between both properties to the horizon line.
"Eh?" Jaquan emerged at the entrance to the path with a pungent sewage ditch between him and the blacktop road. Something stopped him in his tracks feeling like a punch to the gut.
Across the way the front screen door to the cabin opened as a shirtless man with a chiseled physique rivaling his own, stepped out onto the porch. Renee followed wearing a robe wrapped around her body. There was no doubt she was nude underneath as he watched them skinning and grinning at each other.
"Oh, hell no... the fuck is this shit?"
Before he realized it, Jaquan was running across that blacktop in a blind rage.
"Hey."
Time slowed nearly to a crawl as he saw the man half turn at the waist with an expression he recognized all too well. It was the same look of astonishment and immediate sexual curiosity and lust that fueled a number of street fights and all-out donnybrooks over Renee Kelly during the early days of their relationship. One particular time saw Renee test his boundaries incensed that he'd decided to play in a local basketball tournament instead of taking her to the movies. She'd squeezed into the skimpiest clothing possible standing courtside at the park with several potential suitors at the ready while he dribbled up court. Jaquan managed to drain a halfhearted three pointer before pummeling two men.
"Hey!" Renee made it up to him between the sheets, after the movie and for the rest of the weekend.
Jaquan was nearly arrested at a northside mall after responding to a call from his soon-to-be girlfriend, but managed to pose enough of a physical threat to run off some blonde Chad who didn't want to take no for an answer. His redheaded friend was a different story, surmising Renee's ethnicity unfortunately having the taste slapped out of his mouth before he could say the "hard R" that ended the slur. Jaquan recalled the verbal drubbing from his mother for letting himself be used as Renee's attack dog.
"HEY!!" His vision caught her pale hand on this guy's bicep and the muted chuckle on her perfectly symmetrical face. Even from a distance, Jaquan could see every tooth in the guy's head as he smiled at Renee like some trained porch monkey. He was going to turn that porch monkey's smile into a jack-o-lantern with the business end of his good right fist.
"HEY NIGGAAAA!!" Renee Kelly was his baby mamma, after all.
She was running an errant strand of her natural shoulder length hair behind an ear, smiling warmly.
"HEY MAN, I'M GONNA KNOCK YOU THE FUCK OUT!!" Jaquan screamed with ragged base in his voice, lying through his teeth. He was going to knock this guy out and then put the boots to the motherfucker. Jaquan intended to do a frat styled "step show" on his unconscious body while Renee screamed bloody murder. He was running like his life depended on it as time caught up to his manically vile thoughts.
"Oh shit." The guy mouthed noticing him barreling up the gravel road that led to the cabin.
He did this stutter step then hopped down with this wide arch around the front of Jaquan's rental car parked out front of the cabin. Jaquan could see this guy was younger than he expected as the kid took off like a jet plane running in the opposite direction. Jaquan passed by the front porch and Renee in a blur of motion. The kid was ten feet ahead of him and getting further as his gaze drifted down noticing a familiar pair of sneakers on the guy's feet. Jaquan almost looked back towards the cabin but didn't want to lose ground.
"HEY MAN, SORRY!!" The kid shouted, getting even further away, obviously running for his life.
"COME'MERE!!!" Jaquan shouted, going hoarse.
"DIDN'T DO NUTHIN, MAN!!" He shouted again like some kid who'd been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.
"QUIT RUNNING!! BRING YO'ASS HEREEEE-AAARGGHHHH!!!" Jaquan lost his footing and a shoe faceplanting on the ground after tripping on an errant rock. He slid forward a foot or two getting a mush full of dirt, pebbles and grass before getting control of things enough to look up as the kid hopped the fence bordering the Kelly property. It was too late; the kid was long gone like the cartoon Roadrunner.
His ears were filled with Renee's laughter from a distance.
"The fuck? Bitch laughing at me?" Jaquan slowly got to his feet registering Renee's unfiltered mirth at his situation looking about finding his missing sneaker on the ground next to the football sized rock that tripped him up. Jaquan's aforementioned baby mamma serenaded him with her raucous laughter as he stepped into the shoe. He hesitated as the fury welled up inside him, then slowly walked back towards the cabin with murder on his mind. Renee Kelly was still there on the front porch watching.
There was no doubt of her nudity beneath the robe as he caught a glimpse of her bare mound just under the swell of her pregnant belly. Renee redoubled the sash, holding the halves of the robe together which made her bust bulge outward with part of a darkened areola visible. She noticed, tucking it away.
"HEY NOW, WHAT THE FU-!!" Jaquan was going on instinct shouting ten feet away when Renee cut him off, holding the robe tighter trying to hide her naked body from view.
"Did you have fun over there with Daisy Mae, and Honey?" Renee was grinning like a cheshire cat, facially flushed.
"..."
"I said, did you have fun fucking my family members this weekend?" Renee reiterated as the smile slowly left her flushed face, smile gradually becoming a scowl as he stopped short, affected.
The screen door to the cabin opened swinging wildly heralding the appearance of Honey Kelly, clad in a crop top homemade and what looked like some black volleyball shorts stretched to capacity by her ridiculous baby making hips. Jaquan felt this lump in his throat the size of a piece of coal as Honey draped an arm over Renee's shoulder, beckoning to him with a crooked pointer finger, grinning.
"I think one of these stray cats around here, done run off with the boy's tongue all of a sudden; but we know somebody else done run off with this right here, huh Jaquan?" Honey met him at the bottom of the stairs impulsively grabbing his junk like she owned it right before Renee's slanted eyes.
"Did you enjoy yourself, nigga?" She asked again as Jaquan swatted Honey's hand unable to look away from her face.
"You fuck that kid?" Jaquan made this exasperated gesture, instinctively deflecting in motion and word.
"Eighteen is legal in most states in the union." Renee replied, still glaring.
"FUCK!!" Jaquan shouted sputtering with spit flying everywhere, then looked at Honey's smiling face before storming up the stairs stopping a step lower than Renee. The couple mad dogged one another.
"Well, eighteen is legal, ain't it?"
His gaze drifted from her face to her bulging cleavage then back again as Renee reacted tightening the sash on her robe, mutely indignant. This inadvertently exposed her muff, catching his eye.
"Did you like it?" Renee asked again, breathless.
Jaquan looked back at Honey leaning against the cabin, watching. He wanted to point an accusatory finger, yell at her for snitching, feeling immediately ashamed of himself, facially compromised. The wild child of the Kelly woman had a glib expression subtly rolling her eyes then peering at his dirt covered sneakers with a forming half smirk. In that moment, he realized Honey's duplicity along with Daisy Mae.
"Enquiring minds wanna know, baby boy." Honey added with a thick southern drawl.
Jaquan gently pushed by Renee going into the cabin to the bedroom looking for his pull-on suitcase, already experiencing mind movies of his pregnant girlfriend with the youthful runner. His own misdeeds were juxtaposed with hers. Jaquan told himself that kid was wrong for fucking a pregnant woman and deserved a righteous beatdown. He told himself that Renee's pregnancy colored the punk making him another thirsty simp dying to get into her panties, even knocked up as she was.
His suitcase was battered, and half open with some things missing; a pair of expensive sneakers chief amongst them. It looked as if Renee had taken to slamming it against the cabin walls before going through it. Jaquan tried to close it, but found the lock broken. He just wanted out as Renee appeared.
"...said you could fuck; what, you didn't like it?" Renee pushed the door closed staring him in the face.
"You said I could fuck?"
"Did I stutter, motherfucker? You don't remember, huh?"
"What?"
"I told you that I would let you fuck if you told the truth for once; you did, so you got to fuck. Did you like it with Honey?"
His face twisted, brow furrowing trying to make sense of her words.
"STOP PLAYING IN MY FUCKING FACE!! DID YOU LIKE THE PUSSY, OR NOT JAQUAN?!! Don't even try that shit with me when we both know you can't stay out of a bitch's guts, man. I'm tired, bruh man, fucking tired of shadowing you, checking your phones. Negro I'm tired of putting motherfucking air tags on your car! Nall, that ain't how I wanna do it and you got me fucked up with a bun in the oven. You know you can't keep it in your pants, so I got you some pussy, nigga. Let you drink from my tap, Jaquan. MY TAP!!"
Jaquan just stared, unable to put together a coherent sentence as Renee started to flush crimson.
"I have it on good advisement that you got some premium shit around here; I should know. I grew up here for a minute. You wanted Honey, and I got you a whole fucking beehive of that shit. Think I didn't see you looking before we got here, huh? Back at that rest stop, nigga? You were burning a hole in that big motherfucking ass, remember Jaquan? Hey man, you know they got cell phones down here too, right?"
"...but."
"You're stupid; Honey copped a ride out to that rest stop with one of her thirsty ass simps, just to meet us there. Well, she wanted to see you in particular. I saw you perving on the cheeks; don't act like you didn't see me watching through the window, bruh. I KNOW YOU SAW ME!! So, I texted and told her to hang back, kind of explained shit on the low. I wanted to see if you'd admit it."
"Admit it?"
"Admit how much you wanted to fuck the shit out of her; I wanted to see if you would cop to it and I wanted to know how you would fuck my cousin, negro. If you lied, you weren't getting shit and don't think it would've happened anyway because of Daisy Mae."
Renee cupped his chin leaning forward glaring into his eyes.
"Don't get it twisted, she wanted to put you in a hole out back; but well, I kind of talked her out of it since you're my baby daddy and all. Bitch decided to get a piece of the action down there between your legs, then Honey got a slice too. Bitches got out of pocket with it, and here you are pissing on my dick. So, did you like it, with both of them, Jaquan?"
"You fuck that guy?"
"Fuck, can't you be a man any other way besides digging hoes out? Honey's right: enquiring minds really do wanna know and Randy's got a huge cock, if you must know."
"Bae."
"You bet not cry on me, Jaquan."
"YOU FUCKED...!!" Renee's pale hand shot out pursing his lips tightly together, silencing him as she continued.
"Like you care when you got a bitch all up in her feelings; back then, you would've run all up in my girl Rashida's fat fucking ass. Yeah, your dick was so hard that day, like uh, a steel bar. I knew if I didn't take care of this shit while I'm knocked up, you were probably gonna take my bestie to pound town, right? I saw the way you were looking at that black ass of hers, so I played motherfucking Uno with your dumb ass. They say it takes a village to raise a boy and I knew I was right when I saw you burning a hole in Honey's donk. Hell, you even got Daisy Mae, too. That should uh, be some kind of fucking bonus, right?"
"You fucked Randy."
"Huh?" Renee's slanted eyes widened as she scoffed with a shrug, gesturing dismissively.
"You fucked..."
"WHY DO YOU KEEP SAYING THAT SHIT?!!" The surprised look on her face took him by surprise as her brow furrowed. His eyes went to her continually tightening the sash on her robe, unable to fully hide her nudity. Either a boob, or her muff came into view because of her swollen belly as he scratched his head.
"You..." The repetition died in his throat along with the images of his numerous trysts with the Kelly women under her piercing gaze.
"What're you mad about? Hell, if I hadn't sent Carlie over there, you'd still be knee deep in... HEY, WHERE SHE AT, JAQUAN?!!"
Renee suddenly noticed her missing cousin while he was still reeling from the images in his mind and the double turn betrayals. Jaquan's mind had shifted back to the dollar store and the elaborate catfish set up to catch a cheater... him. Renee's seeming exasperation with him now explained the trip down south back to her origins, for lack of a better word.
This was another system of control in the barely shifting power dynamic between them, nothing more.
"Hey?" Her pale hands cradled the sides of his face drawing his attention to her face.
"Yeah?"
"Where's Carlie?"
"Uhm."
"Jaquan, where's my little cousin?"
"Running."
"What?"
"Uhm, we were about to walk out of the house when Daisy showed up; Carlie ran out the back door and uh, Daisy Mae sent me back over here."
"WHAT THE FUCK?!!" Renee's face dropped as she suddenly leaned forward noticeably pressing inward on the sides of his face.
"She woke me up, gave me some stuff to drink and did some weird shit; we were leaving, and Daisy Mae showed up. Carlie took off dropping her stuff on the backstairs and Daisy Mae went out the back door but sat down on the steps. Told me to come back over here."
He looked up into her slanted lime green eyes, transfixed.
"Did they, uhm Daisy Mae give you anything to eat?" Renee was starting to flush a pinkish tone. This usually happened when she was becoming extremely angry, but this time her features were softening.
"Uhm, there was a little pie on a plate, but Carlie didn't let me eat it. I don't what was up with that, but she smushed it with a fork then tossed it in a plastic bag that she was taking with her. She took the cup I drank out of too but left the stuff behind when Daisy Mae showed up. Uhm, she looked sad at first."
"Then what?" Renee was flushed cupping the underside of his chin staring intently into his eyes.
"She was gone; uhm, probably running after Carlie."
"Shit." Renee let go, averting her eyes for a moment, then righted herself walking to the cracked bathroom door reaching inside as the robe fell away from her body hitting the cabin floor. Her lush curves burgeoning with the signs of impending motherhood were laid bare as she pulled a kaftan type frock out slipping it over her head, draping it over her nudity.
"Bae?"
Renee ignored him walking to the bedroom door opening it in silence, disappearing from the room leaving it partially cracked. Jaquan realized his heart was thumping wildly, but couldn't understand why as he was left, mind numbed. The sounds of his rental pulling out with a loud gravel crunching screech followed.
Renee had taken the car.
Jaquan sat on the edge of the bed staring across the room at the wall. He wanted to move but didn't for a while. He told himself internally that he should get up and go after Renee, find out what was happening, but just sat there motionless with barely a thought that didn't center on his multiple trysts with the Kelly women. This dead inert feeling was in the air, soaking every fiber of his being.
Out of the blue he became aware of someone else slowly craning his head in her direction as if by invisible hands.
"Sounds like it's finally hitting the fan around here and I for one, couldn't be happier, baby boy."
Honey was leaning against the door frame at an angle watching with this self-satisfied smirk on her face. She cut an imposing and sexually enticing figure there backlit by the late afternoon sunlight. They exchanged glances but he didn't speak, just sitting there where Renee Kelly left him. Honey's peppered visage was accentuated with some heavy eyeshadow that made her eyes stand out from her sun kissed skin tone which matched the color of her namesake.



Her slanted lime green eyes bore into him.
"Hey, I thought we had a little something, something going on back there in the woods, Jaquan; yeah, I allowed myself to be just a teeny bit, weak. Heck, even tried to do thangs on the up and up family style. Your woman, the bitch you knocked up, left your ass on the table. Fair game round here; so, when you chose me with your own mouth, I thought everything was legit. Then you had to go and fuck up by saying her name at a crucial moment. Then we both got fucked up on the real, Jaquan."
The tone of her voice left no doubt the woman was seething just beneath the skin.
"We showed you what it was and who you were in the little ole scheme of thangs; but here you are sitting on your duff while "your woman" is running off to make a deal so that she can save cricket's bony ass from having Daisy Mae's foot in it and a lot worse. See, I know about that shit right there; I told you about it. I snitched on her, and she got snatched; thought my problems were over and I was gonna make like a tree out of these parts. Didn't think she'd come back and run granny up out of the house."
Honey paused, lingering on the memory.
"See, granny ain't really from the right side of the family to be making "big decisions" and all; that's how Daisy Mae explained it to her before giving her a choice. Wasn't much of a choice between Renee and me, but I didn't know it at the time. I thought she'd pick me because I was the "good one" but she took Renee's spoiled stank ass, instead. Granny knew what was expected of her and I think she thought she was sticking it to Daisy Mae. Fucking Carlie was already there, and she thought she'd be moving in with kinfolk, but they wouldn't let Renee live there for uh, reasons. Stupid as fuck, granny had to go back to work to take care of her granddaughter. It's so funny when you think about how it turned out."
Honey ran a finger under her bottom lip savoring things unsaid.
"Those bitches think history is gonna repeat itself, even though cricket Carlie is here after her folks on the uh, normal side of the family finally saw through that mask of hers. Her last name's Brown, legal and everything, but she's a Kelly woman. I pretty sure you know that pretty boy. You know, I get tired of it all, round here Jaquan. You can't imagine what it's like looking at the same shit every fucking day knowing you can't leave because you got a foot on your neck. Renee always was real slick with it, a consummate gambler with the greatest poker face of all time. I'll never forget the smile on her face as she sat in Mr. Wilson's truck with granny about to go to the bus station. I wanted to kill her ass."
Honey's eyes were glazed over with a growing wetness that she dabbed at with a knuckle, regarding Jaquan.
"She knew what was gonna happen to me with Daisy Mae; I got mine back there in that fucking gazebo like a whole lot of my kinfolk, family business. Ain't had no uhm, sponsor or nothing either. They wanted me to think I wasn't worth shit. Well, after a while I said fuck that and let the wheels turn in my fucking head when your baby mamma called up crying her pretty little devil eyes out about how you couldn't keep it in your pants while she was having your baby. Bitch wanted me to "fuck it off" Jaquan, imagine that shit, huh? Nothing offered but your peen, cool right? Hall pass because she preggers."
Sniffles filled the air as Honey looked over her shoulder at the rest of the small prefab cabin.
"She told us you love yourself some big ole ass; well, as you can see, we got that and much, much more in spades, baby. Even then Daisy Mae had to cut the line in front of me and take the first slice for herself. I got leftovers; I got sloppy seconds? Thirds? Who knows Mr. Man with a whole hog leg in his pants pocket. Maybe it's double digits, huh Jaquan? What was I thinking when I tried thangs using their rules, huh? I thought we had a deal; you chose me over her and that baby. But you said her name."
His eyes followed her as she stepped fully into the bedroom, stopping at the edge of the bed facing the window looking out towards the back of the cabin. Jaquan was given a view of her in three quarters, noticeably a healthy bit of cheekage in the back. There was no telling if she was wearing shorts or if it was her underwear. Honey drifted closer to his right side reaching back snapping the stretchy material with her thumb at her abundant left butt cheek, forcing a smile.
"Like that, don't you Jaquan? You like what we did back over to the house, huh? What all of us did, together, baby boy? For your information we were gonna really turn it up on you, but family business, right? Renee's having a baby and you wanna be a daddy; fuck man, anybody looking at you can see you a breeder, but little ole princess of the universe wants the natural order to bend in her fucking direction. Cricket wanna play earth mother, but I was there first. I told you I was the original and she was the copy. IT DON'T MATTER WHAT DAISY MAE SAYS!! Fuck. THEY ARE TOO STRONG, TOGETHER!! Get it, Jaquan?"
He was looking right at the center of her oval face, noting the myriad lattice of freckles at its center.
"You wouldn't know it looking at me like this, but I'm a deep thinker. Yep, all the time day and night, continuously baby. It was always like that for me, and maybe Renee too. Not too many people round here recall my uh, more innocent days of being a "good citizen" of this piss bucket town. Even when those people thought they was fucking it outta me, they were only making it stronger, Jaquan. Do you understand, yet?"
Her hand caressed the top and back of his bald head.
"Ain't none of us can thump with Daisy Mae; but I can outthink her when she's distracted. Renee was thinking the same thing, figuring she could use you to smuggle Cricket up outta here. Hey man, wanna know what was in that nice little meat pie I fixed up for you, huh? Uhm... well, peas, carrots, some garlic and wild parsley; heck, I cubed up those chunks of beef myself real nice. Wasn't nothing extra inside, but Carlie didn't know that. I'm afraid her head wasn't in the game, but you ain't gonna find out nothing about that, baby boy. Now she's all a running around back there in them woods with a hellcat on her skinny lil' ass. Renee's gone off to make her deal and me, well I'm here with you after greasing up all of them hoes." The smile on her freckled visage was horrifying as she leaned over fondling his crotch.
There was nothing outside of the tactile feeling of her handling his package.
"We're Kelly women and that's something younger folks don't understand down and around these back roads. It's what we were teaching Carlie, but I got a better idea since you baby mamma decided to fuck me over all those years ago. Rich and famous, lap of luxury with no checks and balances ain't happening on my watch and since she was grinning up in my face knowing I was getting it pushed in when she left; I felt like she should share a bit of that family business. Uh, family responsibility. She's gotta come to an agreement and you should've been nicer to Carlie cricket face. Maybe you two might uhm..."
Honey peeled his waistband reaching inside pulling out Jaquan's flaccid manhood, wriggling it a little enjoying its limpness with a muted chortle. She pushed his thigh to the side kneeling to take him in her mouth slurping and sucking as hard as she could. Her thumbs pushed hard into the underside of his balls nails poking into the tender flesh there. Her moans and the loud syrupy slurps were audible. Honey was throating everything almost swallowing him whole with her bushy mane shaking from the motion.
She pulled back finding his certified twelve inches flopped out, bending over the top of her fist, limp.
"Don't like that; well, how about some of this, baby boy?"
Honey stood up using his thighs for balance, taking a moment to glare at him with her hands on her wide baby making hips. She began to peel her bottoms off, but stopped turning her back letting him see the luscious back porch she knew he lusted after from the moment the middle Kelly child popped up in his life. Honey bent over partially letting her huge sun kissed derriere do the rest of the work exposing it point blank in his face. The backroads beauty turned at the hip looking at him clinically, then decided to spank her left buttock making it wobble loosely and jiggle. Honey faced him losing her bottoms fully.
"Shit, I thought that would do the trick; maybe a lap dance might help your little friend down here." Honey chortled like Betty Rubble then planted her huge naked butt in his lap wriggling it around a bit. She reached back pressing his flaccid banana between her buttocks, wriggling and bouncing for a few seconds. After a minute or two, Honey glanced back at Jaquan's face again, openly laughing.
"Maybe you should've been a little bit nicer to Carlie; damn, she mixed up way too much. I know a thing or two myself, Jaquan. You know, I'm getting DeJa'Vu with this shit; Renee was having some problems earlier today and I had to step in. Maybe I should make it official. You know, sex therapy stuff, right?"
Honey reached down shoving his thighs further apart to accommodate her huge butt further as she bounced, twerked and generally ground her cheeks into his lap, laughing gregariously in teasing fashion.
"Well, fuck me if this ain't some funny shit; on one hand I got a nigga out here busting just looking at the pussy and right here, right now I got me a limp wimp. Brother Jaquan, you got a fucking noodle hanging between your legs. No wonder Daisy Mae out there chasing cricket down. If I were you, I'd get to looking for old girl before she ends up face down in the creek out yonder. Little rub a dub; dub might be just what the doctor ordered. Two birds, one stone nigga. You left me hanging, and Renee wanted you all wrung out, like them uh, eunuch people. Uh, for your information, that's a man with no dick."
"Renee." Honey's slanted lime green eyes went wide while her face twisted into an angry mask.
"She's certainly got you trained, don't she? I wonder how she's gonna feel about you now; you cheated on her while she was pregnant, and with her own fucking family members. Do you think there ain't gonna be a little bit of payback when she shits out that baby? Think maybe she'll mix up a little something to help you out with your problem downstairs, or will you be replaced? Why don't you ask Carlie cricket; maybe uh, do her a solid, if you know what I mean. She's got a terrible itch that needs a certain kind of scratch. Hey, she's a virgin Jaquan. Perhaps you can put your bid in before she runs them city streets."
"What are you?"
"Pissed at being held back and then treated like a whore."
She was still standing with her bare muff inches from his face, slowly pulling the shorts up for effect.
"Look, it's been real, and I've got things to do; aw, who am I kidding? I'm gonna go fuck the shit outta Randy and then I'm gonna take him back home to meet Daisy Mae to get some of that "good loving" you got a sample of Jaquan. But if it's any consolation, you're the first dick ever delivered to me, door dash style."
Honey gave his cheek a playful pinch before leaving him alone in the bedroom. She closed the bedroom door softly.
************************************************************************************
Jaquan sat there silent, still entranced by the melodic sound of her voice still echoing in his head, still seeing those slanted lime green eyes of hers burning into his brown ones. The whole thing and her explanation were surreal, but what was more disturbing was his detachment during it which started with Renee's verbal drubbing and gaslighting regarding the young guy coming out of the cabin. The phone in his lap started ringing, bringing the embattled lothario out of his stupor, blinking profusely.
"Hello?" He started to move as if in slow-motion, raising the phone to his ear.
There was some unintelligible gibberish on the other side of the line akin to the sound effect heard in those old Charlie Brown cartoons whenever an adult was speaking.
"Hello?" Jaquan took the phone from his ear looking at it before placing it against his ear again.
More gibberish, then his phone died as the last bar of energy signaled it depletion by disappearing. He tried to turn it back on again gradually coming to his senses, eyes fluttering. Jaquan got up taking stock of the bedroom, looking down at the mattress with its disheveled bedding, then at his battered suitcase tossed up against the cabin wall until it was littered with dents, half open. His brow furrowed as he peered at the dead face of his phone again. Jaquan was trying to make sense of things, opening his tote.
He pulled out his charger but found that it had been sabotaged. Renee probably used a knife to cut the plug partially loose. It was stripped at one end with a wire or two holding it together.
"Fuck this shit." Jaquan looked about the empty room unsure of what to do with himself, then back at the face of his phone before shoving the damaged cord into his pocket. He gathered up his suitcase noticing a hairline fracture in his phone screen. It had been with the Kelly women while he was "occupied" throughout the weekend. He couldn't tell how many days passed but assumed it was at least three enthralled by his encounters with these women, Renee's forebearers. It was all a big blur.
He managed to force it closed, finding some resistance pulling out the handle which was now at an angle. Jaquan walked out of the bedroom looking about the cabin noticing the pungent slightly flowery odor permeating his nostrils. He was reminded of Daisy Mae and Honey in particular finding it familiar. It was all over the wild middle child when they hooked up, acutely sharp to the nose; the water he'd been bathed in was a softer more palatable shade of the same pungent scent.
"Huh?" Jaquan noticed a used condom on the floor near the love seat.
Jaquan pondered all that was heard letting his mind drift backwards to a recent past indiscretion.
************************************************************************************
"Wanna break up?"
"NOOO!!!"
"Hey, it's cool; I can't give you no pussy and you need to regularly dip your wick in some bust down cooch. I'm very understanding Jaquan; you've gotta know that, right? You think maybe, we should break up; maybe if we don't, I might lose it and make you a girl with this." She pressed her weapon into his crotch, then eased up, smiling as a mascara-filled tear ran down her pale cheek.
Jaquan was drenched in sweat just leaning forward, head resting on the windowsill.
"You gonna tell on me?"
"No."
"You're gonna tell your mamma, ain't you?"
"I'm not; I'm sorry about everything. I got caught up, okay? I fucked up Renee, straight up."
Her hand pancaked his face in this nasty wet smack of pale skin on coal darkened flesh. They sat in silence as he pondered everything happening between them and the escalation while she favored her hand, more tears running down her exotic face. She was completely flushed, leaving him anxious despite the fact the gun had been put away. He glanced at her profile feeling her pain like a knife in the gut. Renee's tears always made him wilt inside. Jaquan facepalmed feeling some wetness, too.
"If you try that crying shit with me, I really will blow your fucking nuts, off. Hey man, I'm scared, alright? I'm scared you're gonna leave me with a baby to raise by myself."
"I'm not gonna do that."
"Like you're not gonna cheat on me, right?"
"Please."
"I ain't never chased anybody, Jaquan; you got me on some CSI bullshit chasing your ass all over the city and for what? Some pussy, trumps your child and his mother; fuck, your gawd damn mother, too? You fucked off your first baby mamma and now..."
"DON'T GO THERE!!" He growled as Renee sniffled looking in her purse, pulling out some tissues.
"I thought you would cherish this baby; thought uh, I was giving you what you wanted. Didn't you want a second chance to be a dad? Or maybe, you're just reckless. We were fucking without rubbers for a minute, huh? In my defense, you were my first, so I get a pass on being so fucking dumb with my body. Wanna break up, nigga?"
"You wanna break up?"
"Don't answer a question with a fucking question; look, I'm trying to be pragmatic about this shit. You obviously have needs I can't fulfill at the current time. I'm having a baby, so you can go look for baby mamma number three, my nigga."
"Renee." His face started to break.
"Why are you crying? Did I lie about anything, like you? Did I stutter, nigga? Jaquan, you're a pussy hound and I don't wanna get fleas, so we are breaking up. I don't think your mom is gonna come see my ass in jail if you cheat on my ass again while I'm holding this fucking baby for your stanking ass. Go get all the pussy you want while I do the heavy lifting by myself having your kid!"
His head hit the horn making it loudly echo across the strip mall as some people peered into the car on Renee's side. When she glared out of the window, some of the bystanders stumbled back caught off guard, but continued looking at her like she was an alien or something. Renee pushed her shades on hiding her slanted eyes regarding Jaquan with a slap on the back of the neck.
"Get your ass up off that steering wheel; you're stressing me out...and the baby, too."
He sat upright with glistening eyes.
"Relax, you heard of coparenting, right bruh? I wouldn't do that to your mom, and you know I'm gonna get that child support off your bum ass. You got a pregnant bitch out here tripping, but you wanna play victim. Make that make sense, Jaquan. "
He had no answer and didn't know what to do next as Renee sat there intently staring at his defeated profile burning a hole in the side of his head.
"Nigga, why do I gotta do all the heavy lifting? You ain't nothing but a whole walking dick, bruh. You want some pussy, I'm gonna get you some motherfucking pussy. I'm gonna get you a whole lotta pussy, my nigga." She was almost growling, face completely flushed with a hand on her swollen belly.
"Bae."
"Take me home, the baby needs some rest."
*************************************************************************************
Jaquan pulled his beat-up suitcase out onto the front porch facing the field across the way. He'd been taken there by the eldest Kelly woman in a heated physical confrontation, also used as an abject lesson to the youngest Kelly, Carlie. Her reaction back at the farmhouse was understandable after what happened to him. Jaquan couldn't believe a woman could take blows from a man that knocked out a heavyweight class boxer while still in his teens. Jaquan regretted that first punch as it was being thrown, but when she rolled through it, it was all bets off. Daisy Mae Kelly had no such compunctions.
He was waylaid and mounted while Honey lay unconscious a few feet away drenched in her own blood after being similarly pummeled. Renee had no reaction, but then he figured that was her "reaction" after learning of her gambit after catching him cheating a while back. Renee Kelly's exotic appearance, semi-standoffish attitude and high-end needs kept him on his toes initially. After finally having her, something had started to become routine after her pregnancy. Jaquan cursed himself for thinking he had it in the bag with what was to become his "baby mama number two."
Jaquan pondered the exasperated look on her symmetrical face that afternoon.
He glanced around at the area taking it all in realizing this was the first time since he arrived that one of any combination of Kelly women hadn't been in front of him. Renee's things were missing from the cabin leaving him with the impression Renee intended to abandon him. This wasn't his town and Renee liked to pay back any perceived slights in nuclear fashion.



She seemed perpetually angry and combative after being deflowered attempting to keep him on a tight leash. Finally, her condition allowed him a bit of wiggle room, or so he thought. Today and for the past couple of days, he was paying for that afternoon. Jaquan recalled being directed to a nearby store the day prior. He never made it to the store. Honey intruded in feral fashion giving him a backwoods tryst for the ages.
A matching experience occurred with Daisy Mae hours earlier. Her demeanor suggested a donnybrook, but they ended up rolling around in the grass under a full moon as she took the best he had to offer, then put his lights out. He did his best to give the eldest Kelly something to live for, but in hindsight Daisy Mae appeared to be toying with him. Jaquan became a sexual badminton between the two southern redbones ultimately ending up on the losing end of a blistering threesome with him as a living party favor. Hours later, he woke from a deep sleep to Carlie's disgusted face.
The shame was awash across his person as he was silently thankful the Kelly women had tucked him snug beneath some comforters, hiding the smoking gun. Carlie was not amused offering him some herbal tea to get him going, sore joints, limp noodle and all. He felt like a two-dollar whore, getting dressed while she waited. Renee was waiting, or at least that's what he thought before finding some young townie walking out of the cabin followed by his pregnant girlfriend. All reason left his mind swapped with blind rage, but the kid was too fast on his feet, probably an athlete.
"I know you fucked that guy; I know it. Guess you wanted some payback after all, huh? FUCKING THAT PUNK, PREGNANT! That shit is...NASTY!! We didn't have to come down here; so, it ain't really my fault what happened. You wanted me to dig your family members out? THAT'S FUCKING NASTY!! Aw man."
Jaquan's voice was returning, manifesting as an open rant to thin air as he dragged his suitcase down the blacktop hoping he was going in the right direction to the store. It was a toss-up whether some backwoods store would even have a charger matching his expensive cell phone. Renee had way too much time on her hands making sure Jaquan would be stranded in the middle of nowhere with a dead phone. Everything that happened during this road trip had a nascent surreal quality to it up until Honey decided to reveal her malevolence. The fog in his head left with her out of that cabin bedroom.
Now the only thing he could think to do was get out of dodge on foot; Jaquan's plan was to purchase a charger and get his I-phone up and running before taking an uber to the nearest greyhound bus station.
Outside of running a catfish sting on him earlier that month, this was the grandest thing she'd ever done to avenger herself for a slight against her person. The exotic beauty's ego read overly masculine and omnipresent when she wasn't in default tacit troll mode. Her behavior post pregnancy was off the charts entitled and smug to the ninth degree with a warming inclusiveness if she decided to entertain you. Jaquan worked hard to get into her bubble, later finding the relationship a monkey's paw of sorts.
"I know she fucked that punk!! I KNOW IT!! That nigga looked like the fucking Joker; he was smiling so hard!" His big, callous fist balled up around the battered handle of his suitcase making it crack from the pressure. Jaquan stopped favoring his hand, sucking on the junction between thumb and forefinger.
Off in the distance, some laughter echoed from the dense wooded area at his right side.
Jaquan paused hand in mouth, looking towards the sound hearing it lighter this time. He rubbed his palm on his shirt trying to peer into the wooded area but found nothing. The thought that Honey might be following him behind the dense foliage ran fleeting across the theatre of his mind, an intermission to the "mind movies" of his pregnant girlfriend fucking the shit out of that townie. In the past Renee would usually retaliate instantly if she felt disrespected. Jaquan recalled an instance in which his exotic lady love recounted an early morning ambush and criminal brutalization of a much larger rival during the last of her high school days. They fought over Rashida, but he never believed her.
Renee Kelly's naked backlit hourglass figure on expensive silk sheets in front of a fireplace made the horrific story more palatable. Renee always seemed to know what a person was thinking, screwing him to distraction over and over, later plying him with gifts and good cooking. Afterwards, she made it plain to him the other girl was at fault for grabbing her hair. Renee was insistent that Jaquan understand, almost desperate for him to verbally acquiesce. A simple nod of the head made her overly emotional.
Today, he was out in the sticks walking the blacktop with a battered suitcase. The ultimate penalty for a failed shit test. Jaquan wondered if the Kelly women were really going to take him out, initially. Daisy Mae Kelly was capable of anything in any given moment, especially after tussling with him, physically. Carlie's visceral reaction hours earlier when the women came face to face as she was spiriting him away, was telling. There was no going back to the farmhouse the Kelly women called home. The eldest Kelly was an enigma. She was the quintessential immovable force of the trio, while Honey approximated an irresistible force of nature.
This left Jaquan wondering if Renee was an amalgamation of the two, or something much worse.
"Huh?" Jaquan stopped again, noticing the sound of leaves underfoot a few feet away behind some bushes. He stopped short of calling out, citing the bad behavior exhibited in vintage slasher movies he sometimes watched with a nerdy little cousin who was a burgeoning cinephile.
Instead, Jaquan dragged his rickety pull-on suitcase to the opposite side of the blacktop nearly clipped by a speeding car going the opposite direction. He nearly slipped into a weed and moss filled sewage ditch cringing at the lack of infrastructure in the shanty town. Renee had him trapped like a rat, but Jaquan was determined to walk out of town if need be. He just wanted to get back home and figure things out from there. There was no telling what the Kelly women would do with Renee around.
"HUH-WHAT?!" Jaquan flinched when four white boys emerged from the woods, one carrying a jacked up looking hunting rifle while two others walked holding a tree branch balanced on their collective shoulders. A large snapping turtle hung from the middle of the branch as the fourth, some metal head looking guy regarded first Jaqaun, then his rickety looking suitcase. Jaquan stared back at the Quiet Riot t-shirt, cutoff jean shorts and Chuck Taylors on the kid's feet. He was a long hair with thick bifocals.
"You looking?"
"Yeah, is the store around here; I need to buy a charger for my phone." Jaquan replied with a big fake smile on his face. He wanted to look as non-threatening as possible to these locals.
"You're going the way you're supposed to be going." The long hair replied while his friends laughed in a way that told Jaquan he was outside of the loop. He wanted to clobber the lightweight townie for talking shit but noticed a thirty-eight tucked in the waistband of his cutoff shorts.
"Thanks." Jaquan replied dripping with sarcasm, starting to walk by the group. Instinct screamed at him for putting the group at his back, but he knew their number would be able to get the drop on him in a straight up fight. Jaquan didn't like those odds on the backroads of a godforsaken shanty town.
"You're welcome, boy."
Jaquan kept walking ignoring the raw teenage laughter and peer commentary.
Thankfully a corner was a good ten feet away fueling his forward motion until a corner was turned; but not before he glanced down noticing a dead opossum, roadkill stinking to high hell. Jaquan retched, backing off only to jump forward to avoid being hit by a speeding semi-truck. There was no way he would hop the ditch not knowing what lay hidden in the knee-high grass, brush and foliage. Renee's face plagued him relentlessly. He wondered if she would've cared if he ended up face down in a ditch.
"What the fuck?"
His rental car was sitting there twenty feet away on the side of the road. It was at an angle almost toppling towards the ditch on his right side. There was a tire tread skid mark on the blacktop that suggested a screeching halt. Jaquan stood there soaking it all in gauging things, bristling. Two people were sitting in the backseat, partial silhouettes. For a moment, he almost walked the other way. As he inched closer to the rental, heated conversation and sobbing took him out of his anger.
"Nothing happened, suck it up!" Renee scolded audible from several feet away as the other woman sobbed uncontrollably. Jaquan paused again knowing the probable culprit. It was Carlie, wholly hysterical shaking and bouncing hard enough to make the rental car shake under her weight. The fear and audible shrieking knocked Jaquan out of his mindset. Jaquan hesitated again, then walked to the open window peering inside the backseat at both women. Renee was cradling the girl in her arms.
Carlie was hunched over with some fabric pressed against her face, hiding it from view.
"What the fuck are you looking at; get your ass in here and get us the fuck outta here." Renee barked without looking back at his face.
The driver's side door was ajar, keys in the ignition.
"Jaquan; are you dumb?!" He wasn't registering her insults which sounded like so much gibberish as his gaze settled on Carlie crumpled up into a ball, sobbing loudly.
Renee had an arm over her back, unable to do much more due to her condition. Renee shot him a few glances, but otherwise averted her slanted eyes not registering his presence. Carlie's clothing was disheveled and torn in places with clumps of grass and dirt splotched in places. The youngest Kelly slowly raised her head for a moment. It was long enough, a few seconds to register the puffy eyes, bruised cheek and cut bottom lip. She looked Jaquan dead in the eyes, then buried her face crying.
Jaquan got behind the wheel, tossing his damaged suitcase on the passenger side seat, pulling off.
"Hey look, we're getting out of here baby; it's just like I told you, okay? It's gonna be alright, Carlie. Nothing's gonna keep us apart now, I know you were there for a minute, but I told you it was gonna take some time. You know I told you that; just needed a good reason to dip in and nope out. You know how she is, right? That bitch always gotta think she's the smartest hoe in the room. I kept my promise."
The soothing nature of Renee's voice struck a chord deep inside Jaquan who was just driving without knowing where they were going. He'd never heard Renee speak in this truly loving manner. Carlie's sobs continued unabated as Renee sat facing the back of the passenger side seat caressing her cousin's head. Carllie's hands were in a death grip on her headwrap which was soggy and encrusted with dirt.
"I thought she was gonna kill me, Renee."
"Girl, we both know she would never do that, okay?"
"...kept saying that she was gonna let everyone see me "that way" Renee; started ripping my clothes off, but I was fighting for my life kicking and screaming praying somebody would come. Only Mister Wilson came, Renee. He was just standing there, waiting and uhm, shit. I thought it was gonna...I'M SCARED!!"
"Hush."
"No, you know how she is and what if...!"
"Hush girl, keep it off the table. We'll talk about it later, okay? Don't worry about a thing, I'm gonna take care of things. You know you're my sister, more than those bitches. That's the only reason I came back here, Carlie."
Jaquan's face went static as he approached an intersection slowing to a gradual stop. He looked at the rearview mirror, finding Renee staring back, eyes narrowed as the hits kept coming. This test of wills was different as he processed and juxtaposed what came out of Renee's mouth along with Honey's earlier confession. Renee Kelly was the golden child sent out for reasons he didn't want to face, but now her unwitting admission was an openhanded slap to the face. Renee Kelly never cared about his cheating.
"Drive, nigga." Her voice was soft, yet unyielding and harsh.
He was a distraction.
"Jaquan."
A worm on a big motherfucking hook.
"...drive." Her voice was soft with a manufactured emotion where he was concerned.
He looked away out his driver's side window at the opposite side of the blacktop noticing a dilapidated trailer home off in the distance hidden behind some gnarled trees and high bushes that reassembled rooted tumbleweeds. It looked as if a tornado or something ravaged the cheap box home giving Jaquan thoughts about the nature of his relationship as he looked in the rearview mirror at Renee Kelly.
"Jaquan, would you drive the car, please?" Her exotic beauty was undeniable and potent enough to give any man looking at her pause. Renee Kelly acted like she hated the fact that most people did a doubletake when she appeared. Looking at her reflected in the small rectangular mirror was a revelation for Jaquan in that he was coming to understand the way she thought. Her face was overtly emotional.
He couldn't find the words as Renee started to flush. Neither noticed the car was silent now.
"DRIVE, NIGGA DRIVE!!!" It was a banshee's scream that erupted out of her damn near blowing the roof off the rental car they'd shared for hours on a secret road trip to rescue her favored cousin from Daisy Mae Kelly. It was a signature snarl he was accustomed to at this point as he felt something lightly touching his shoulder. Jaquan found Carlie's hand there noticing her bruised knuckles and a bite mark.
Her battered countenance stared back in his side view mirror, more damaged and bruised than he initially thought. The horror visited upon him and Honey in that field had come full circle.
"Please?" Carlie whimpered.
Jaquan pulled out across the intersection driving about a mile before slowing to a stop in the middle of the blacktop, again.
"What is this shit?" Renee glared at him in the rearview mirror, bristling beside Carlie.
"Did you fuck Randy?"
Renee's slanted eyes went as wide as he'd ever seen them, then narrowed into barely perceptible slits making her look like an Asian stereotype, despite her undeniable "street level" blackness. She wasn't glowering, just staring as her lips slowly curled into a smile. Her cheeks were rosy and cherubic as this smug grin manifested changing her symmetrical beauty drastically. Renee leaned back on the seat.
Her laughter started as a teasing chortle, then erupted into this loud guffaw that hit Jaquan where he lived. It was a gregarious open-mouthed laugh he'd never seen before, a devastating honesty. He sat there watching until she regained her composure with a hand on her swollen belly. It took a good while for Renee to calm herself as other cars and trucks passed by honking their horns and cussing him out. She sat there snickering with both hands atop her stomach, wiping an errant tear from the corner of a slanted eye slowly tilting her head to the side regarding him, looking over at Carlie for a moment.
"What if I did?"
"Just tell me, Renee; just say it."
"What's that gonna change, nigga?" The flushed look on her face and relaxed demeanor stabbed at his soul.
"Then just tell me; that's all I'm asking."
"Why should I do that? I mean, I let you fuck, didn't I?"
"What's the problem then; can't you admit it?" His shoulders were tensing up as he realized Carlie's hand was still resting on his shoulder, almost in a comforting manner. It felt supportive as Rennee noticed.
"I don't have a problem, you do motherfucker. I let you fuck, and I hope you got it all out your fucking system because it's gonna be a minute before you run up in some guts, Jaquan."
The breezy look on her exotic face made his pulse race as she glanced at Carlie who snatched her hand back as if burned. Jaquan peered into the side mirror finding a look of utter guilt and shame on the lithe Kelly girl's face. Carlie looked away unable to meet his gaze, staring at Renee's head in profile.
"Drive this car, nigga." Renee ordered with an evil half smirk on her face with a hand on her tummy, relaxed.
Jaquan stared back, grimacing mouth agape at her mute refusal to give him closure then looked in that side mirror finding Carlie peering down at the floor behind his driver's seat. He leaned back facepalming feeling drained. Unexpectedly this labored gasp filled the car before he lifted the hand blanketing his face glancing down finding Renee's pale hand taking the stick shift out of neutral into drive albeit with much effort due to her pregnancy before leaning back, gassed. She facepalmed, then glared at him.
"Man, sometimes you act like a whole bitch; I need a motherfucker who can get things done, understand? I need somebody who can make it happen, bruh. All you care about is pussy."
Her contempt was palpable as was her dismissive hand gestures with ended with Renee waving Jaquan off, snapping her fingers for emphasis at his reflection in the rearview mirror. The same hand disappeared from view returning in custody of her iPhone. Renee started texting checked out of their conflict leaving Jaquan unfulfilled, still conflicted. His hands returned to the two and ten positions on the steering wheel, but paused as he looked over his shoulder at Renee's face again. She didn't give a fuck.
"HEY, WHAT THE FUCK?!!" The seatbelt snapped away from his chiseled chest giving way to a flowing movement that was astounding for a man of his size as Jaquan got on all fours grabbing Renee's phone. Carlie was shrieking as Renee tussled with him over the phone striking his head with clubbing blows eventually resorting to clawing scratches to his profile. Things went thermonuclear in that rental.
"YOU THINK I'M GONNA BE RAISING THAT WHITE MAN'S BABY, HUH BITCH?!! HUH, HOE ASS BITCH!"
The car went silent.
Renee's face flushed over instantly turning beet red as her brow furrowed deep, lines appearing at the corners of her nose and lips. Her teeth appeared; gums included almost looking like fangs in the moment accompanied by this feline sounding snarl that radiated throughout the rental car.
Then it broke, bringing a deluge of tears running down her pale cheeks while her slanted eyes were slits. Jaquan realized this was the first time he'd ever really seen Renee Kelly cry. It was that real. Time froze.
"We need uhm, a moment." Carlie softly begged looking contrite.
Jaquan got out of the car walking down the blacktop with nothing but his dead phone in hand. It was reflexive, instinctual more since Renee Kelly entered his life. Her policing of his time and the relationship in general along with her increasing levels of radioactive toxicity made Jaquan break rank that day. Before that, despite being a certified dog, he was happy and content despite her challenging disposition. There was this inclusive no, nigh-exclusive atmosphere to their coupling. The rest of the world disappeared when Renee Kelly appeared, but that bubble started to feel like a prison to the lothario.
Jaquan couldn't deny what he learned in the Kelly homestead.
The picture of Aurthur Van Allen and its positioning beside Renee's much larger portrait told a tale he never wanted to hear. Whether it was the matching outfits or the fact that he'd been present when she wore it to a blue blood mixer with him in tow, was tearing Jaquan apart internally. He remembered how flustered and angry she was when he cramped her style while hobnobbing with several older men with more money than he'd ever see in a lifetime. Jaquan screwed him in this side room on the Van Allen estate, frustrated with his jealous shadowing from a distance. Things rang different now.



The dour hangdog on the old man's face expression read different.
The rental car suddenly barreled past Jaquan speeding off leaving him at the outskirts of Renee's hometown. It was a miracle he hadn't been run down, but Renee was definitely behind the wheel.
"I'm the side dude." Jaquan whispered to himself, defeated.
He just walked towards the horizon line on autopilot as Daisy Mae's laughter echoed in his head.
The eldest Kelly's words proved cathartic as he walked the side of the road finding his jettisoned suitcase at the edge of a ditch a good five miles later. Jaquan stopped long enough to go through it for the remaining pair of sneakers swapping out the ones on his feet. His phone accidentally fell onto the black asphalt leaving a hairline fracture on its face that he cared little about. The inside of his head was roiling with dueling storms of rage and despair. Jaquan was right smack dab in the middle, internally.
This was an old feeling.
Something he hadn't truly experienced in a very long time until Renee Kelly came along.
Helplessness.
It was a bitter cocktail to swallow as images of Renee's distraught sobbing countenance played on a loop in his head.
She was one stone cold boss bitch with no rival he ever saw since meeting her. In fact, when she spoke it threw him off because he hadn't realized she was a black woman. It drove Jaquan to question her ethnic identity over and over until she asked him if being a nigga was a deal breaker, her words not his specifically. Jaquan beat himself up for not seeing this obvious red flag after Renee Kelly trolled him speaking fluent Mandarin Chinese upon their initial meeting. Talking in her real street voice was the punchline to a joke he got all too late. He bristled at being Renee's straight man in their relationship.
Jaquan never seemed to remember her certified I.Q. of 147, but today it was burning him alive.
It was undeniable, in your face and mentally blistering. This exotic woman was slumming in his world and guiling to a razor-sharp degree leaving him unsure if he was coming or going. This resulted in a pervasive sense of anxiety with her physical presence. It was at once addictive, making him yearn for more with a creeping sense of urgency. To this end, the pursuit and conquering of this woman consumed him for a time. It was a dance of convenience with him ultimately having the edge over a perceived rival, Aurthur Van Allen. To anybody not involved, Renee was putting it right in his face.
Daisy Mae confirmed it to shove that invisible knife deep; he just didn't get the memo until he looked at the Kelly family tree on display in their living room. Jaquan's body was her reward while Honey scoffed at being used for her body while Renee prepared to spirit Carlie away. Both of the elder Kellys danced around the truth using it as they needed for different reasons. The women came to an accord while enjoying him to the fullest. Jaquan was the connecting piece of a Chinese finger cuff, sexually speaking.
Looking at it from a distance made him feel dirty in hindsight.
Jaquan wondered if that hole oft mentioned during his salacious stay would've been put to good use if he were stupid enough to stay put in that cabin. He bristled at the possible reason Renee intended to abandon him. He wondered if the younger guy witnessed coming out of the cabin was his replacement.
"I'm the side guy, the breeder." Jaquan faltered as he reached a road sign at the side of the ditch, using it to support his weight. He wasn't tired physically, just spiritually exhausted with everything.
Renee had her revenge for his attempted sneaky link some time ago.
That time she'd grabbed his cock like she owned it right there in that dollar store in front of everyone present. That was the past, but today it carried more weight than Jaquan was capable of pushing, emotionally speaking. Once again, he was the only one in the know despite the fact that Daisy Mae and Honey made it a point to tell him multiple times in-between trysts. It felt like a lead weight on his frontal lobe. Jaquan looked up to find a roadside sign telling him that a rest station was five miles away.
That five-mile walk was shorter than it should've seemed.
"Oh!" Jaquan happened across the same rest station where he first laid eyes on the wild child, Honey Kelly. More specifically, he recalled being caught leering at the troubled middle child's enormous badonkadunk, more specifically its comedic abundance of bulging rear cleavage. Jaquan felt this uneasiness looking back over his shoulder, finding Renee looking directly at him through the window. His heart leapt into his throat, but she simply went back to the rental car biding her time.
"Sonofabitch." Jaquan glanced across the blacktop road at the station proper, specifically the connected two-level motel. The rental car was parked in one of the spaces out front. He scanned the front of the cheap motel glancing up in time to catch Carlie walking into a room one level above his rental.
The headwrap gave her away.
"I'm getting my fucking keys from those bitches." Jaquan murmured under his breath. His trek to this spot had been utterly biblical and interpersonally cathartic. That tightened sensation at his shoulders returned as he crossed the road, half limping from the excessive walk loathing an unavoidable confrontation with the women he thought was carrying his second child. Jaquan had murder on his mind, but only towards Aurthur Van Allen for being complicit in trying to stick him with an affair baby.
Jaquan stopped after negotiating his way across the road to remove a pesky stone from his sneaker, then continued slowly hoping against hope that Renee left the keys in the rental car. The embattled man was of a mind to take the car and drive off in a reversal of karmic fortunes, but only Renee's pregnancy gave him pause. It would look bad for him despite their breakup. He could feel the weight of it across his shoulders as he got closer, like gravity was bearing down on him. Jaquan negotiated steps at the edge of the motel using the banister to reach the second level.
"Get in and get out." He told himself at a whisper walking down noticing the women's motel door was slightly ajar. His heart was thumping wildly, but he stoned up forcing himself to make it there, peeking inside that sliver of negative space.
Carlie was standing in front of the bed with a towel wrapped around her head and another pressed against her face with both hands. It was obvious she'd just showered, refreshing herself.
She was completely nude.
Her back was facing the door as Jaquan took in a long, lean, well-defined figure with some prominent, but muted bell-shaped hips over long legs. Her butt was small and round with these crescent-shaped dimples on each cheek. Jaquan was close enough to see a side view of some partially pendulous breasts that were larger than he would've expected, but not big. There was a diamond shaped bit of negative space between her thighs that looked delectable. Yes, Jaquan was caught off guard as Carlie looked over her shoulder feeling his presence.
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!" Jaquan got a fleeting glimpse of her naked front observing a defined flat bikini belly with sculpted definition drifting down finding a perfectly trimmed patch of triangular nappy fur covering her mound. There was no doubt the twentysomething had been an athlete during high school.
The door slammed in his face hard enough for him to feel the kinetic energy and leave a slight ring in his ears. One of her long model length legs was the culprit as Jaquan was overcome with shame for having peeped in on Renee's cousin. He immediately didn't know what to do with himself walking two doors over in a daze processing what he saw, kvetching that he'd given Renee more ammo and a reason to further shit on his character. Jaquan was embarrassed for Carlie and himself. The police might be involved if the pale sociopath had her way. The room door opened behind him hitting the wall.
"HEY!!" It was Carlie.
"Didn't mean it, the door was open and cracked; I was looking uhm, for Renee." Jaquan explained, facing the opposite direction, not wanting to see the woman's righteous indignation but expecting to be cursed out.
"Uh, yeah okay; I really needed a wash and uh, there's like a small laundry room at the bottom of the steps at the other side. Could you uhm, go put my clothes in the dryer?"
"Is Renee down there?" Jaquan realized he hadn't seen his fraudulent baby mamma inside the room.
"You're gonna do it, right?"
"WHAT?!"
"Put my clothes inside the dryer, right? The guy tossed them in the wash." Jaquan's head snapped up as he turned at the waist staring incredulously, finding Carlie half hidden behind the door with a bath towel covering her nudity. She reached up favoring the towel wrapped around her head, blinking profusely.
"Randy?"
"OH NO! Uh, it was a driver, and he was nice enough to do it before..." Jaquan's brow furrowed with an obvious question written all over his face.
Again, Carlie averted her eyes looking away for a moment before answering the unasked question.
"There was a car waiting here for Renee; I think she ordered it back at the cabin."
"Don't fuck with me."
"Mr. Van Allen ordered it." Carlie corrected herself looking down at her bare feet in the door frame. It was a trait and coping mechanism when she knew she was lying. It was grating to Jaquan's nerves.
"Why're you still here?" Now he was facing her not caring that she was nude behind the towel pressed to her body. Carlie hid more of herself behind the door struggling to answer.
"Jaquan, what you said really hurt Renee; she never stopped crying and I was so scared we'd have to go to the hospital you know, because of the baby."
"Why're you still here, Carlie?" His voice was ice cold, his face impassive struggling to hide the raw emotion.
"Uhm..."
"Carlie?"
"Didn't wanna leave you stranded; I tried to talk her into turning around but she uh, kinda got mad. I didn't know she would leave the car here for you, so I didn't wanna go without making sure."
He just stared back, silently bristling that after all of Renee's machinations, she left her prize behind.
"She was really mad."
"Where are the keys, Carlie?"
"Are you gonna put my clothes in the dryer? I would do it but there were some scary looking white guys hanging around there; I uhm, don't feel safe and stuff." He doubted her words, knowing these Kelly women liked to warp the truth to suite their immediate needs. Carlie was no different as he scoffed.
"Yeah, sure girl; be right back." Jaquan stuffed his hands in his pockets and walked the opposite direction descending to the middle of the exterior stairwell, sitting down. He was pretty sure Renee rented her favorite cousin that motel room, or Aurthur Van Allen.
"Fucking asshole; I wanna knock you the fuck out." Jaquan's bottom lip was quivering with unrequited rage for his unseen rival as he fought back encroaching tears, rocking a little on the steps.
Eventually he found the courage to finish walking downstairs finding the small laundry room which was the repurposed motel room #1. It made perfect sense considering the bordering Maplewood on one side and the mostly black shanty town and untold stretches of highway on the other. There were no townies hanging out there waiting to harass one duplicitous displaced city girl or her pale exotic mentor. Jaquan went inside finding her clothing in the single vintage Maytag washing machine.
He tossed her clothing inside the simple dryer and had a seat in the only chair available, pulling out his phone. It was still dead, but he stared at its blank face anyway zoning out. Renee had planned it out from the beginning, likely intending to dump him at the rest stop before being spirited away with Carlie.
"Aw shit." Jaquan hunched over hiding his face in his hands, dead I-phone pressed against the side of his face.
Twenty minutes later, he was standing in front of Carlie's motel room door unsure if he should just knock. She opened it wrapped in a new larger bath towel still partially hidden behind the door. Her hair was hidden under a reapplied headwrap with the large glasses on her face making her appear as some weird gender bent Jiminy Cricket to Jaquan. It was mean spirited, but she'd never know.
"Can I have my clothes?" Her arm appeared outside the door wanting the bundle in his hands.
"Keys?"
"Are you going to give me my clothes, Jaquan?"
"Are you gonna give me my keys, Carlie?"
She half smiled, looking anxious with just her head and a bare shoulder visible from the other side of the door.
"You don't trust me, huh?"
"No, I don't."
"Look I'm nothing like Daisy Mae and Honey, okay? I don't have anything up my sleeve; heck, I don't have a sleeve. Can you please give me back my clothes?"
"Keys."
"At least give me something; how do I know you're not going to toss my stuff over the ledge?"
I guess you'll have to trust me."
They stared at one another doing a slow burn.
"Jaquan, give me something, please." She smiled hunching her shoulders. He mimicked the gesture putting the bundle behind his back cocking his head to the side. Carlie chuckled nervously, rolling her tongue around behind her lips thinking things out.
"Okay Carlie." Jaquan raised her panties on the end of his pointer finger earning more chuckling and laughter at the absurdity of this Mexican standoff.
"Aw man, come on brother." Carlie chided, playfully.
He sling-shotted her panties off his pointer finger into the room making the twentysomething scramble for the undergarment. Carlie forgot herself running to the opposite side of the bed leaving the door to swing wide open as she lost her bath towel bending over to retrieve her panties. Jaquan was rewarded with a "full moon" of her peachy buns. She had a nice puffy looking cunt nestled between her cheeks.
"HEY MAN!" Carlie's hand swung back hiding her sex from view as she jackknifed up turning around brandishing a middle finger forgetting her topless state. Her breasts were bell shaped with a healthy jiggle. Carlie looked down panicked draping an arm over them, realizing her other hand was hidden behind her back on her bubble butt. The other hand quickly appeared covering her nicely trimmed bush as Jaquan had a big belly laugh at her expense. Renee's favorite cousin gritted her teeth, pissed off.
"LIMP DICK NIGGA!" Carlie shouted at the top of her lungs letting go exposing herself to pull her panties up, jumping a little in place as Jaquan enjoyed what he considered a well-earned laugh.
"Oh yeah?"
Jaquan pretended to drop the rest of her clothes over the railing making Carlie shriek. She bolted out of the room striking him with several hard slaps to the bicep and shoulder before speeding to the stairs. He got a "get back" yanking away the towel making her nude over than her panties. Carlie ran downstairs as he looked over the rail down at the parking lot below. Jaquan dangled the clothing over the railing as she appeared right beneath him looking frantically about, then up finding his laughing face.
"ASSHOLE!!"
Jaquan disappeared from view followed by the loud slamming of the motel room door.
"JAQUAN!!" Carlie started to run back in the direction she came but found herself in full view of a large family exiting their motel room. This forced her to run top speed in the other direction hitting the stairs as a couple descended it, barely avoiding slamming into the newlyweds. She panicked at the closed door knocking profusely. His laughter from the other side made Carlie pound and punch the door scraping her knuckles. It sounded like a woodpecker on crack making him double over as he peered out the panel window watching Carlie's meltdown as more doors opened yielding other guests, really irritated.
Jaquan walked over, opening the door to find Carlie there with her arms folded across her naked bust.
"Where are my fucking keys?"
"Out of my way, moron."
"I'm a moron but you were stupid enough to fall for that shit, right genius?" Jaquan shot back as she looked to his right side noticing her purse upturned on the floor next to her things. Luckily, her own small suitcase had a combination lock affixed to the handle. Carlie bristled, mean mugging him.
"Touché nigga; I'll give you that and counter by saying that you Jaquan, have to be a special kind of stupid to cheat on my cousin, fuck her family members repeatedly and not expect any blowback. I mean, this is Renee we're talking about, nigga. Renee Kelly the literal golden child, princess and heir apparent of our fucking family. Keep in mind, you do all of this grimy shit to a SIX-MONTH PREGNANT Renee Kelly. Like my cousin would say if she were here, "Are you dumb" Jaquan?"
Carlie dropped her arms exasperated swiping him to the side walking back inside to the pile of her clothes on the floor, bedside. She stopped putting her hands on her hips glancing back at him with an angry smirk on her face as she ran him down, then bent over in front of Jaquan retrieving her grey, worn-looking sports bra. Carlie turned facing him slipping it on over her breasts, tucking her jiggly under boob meat behind the material with a disparaging look on her face, almost sneering. Jaquan noticed.
"Oh, you're not going to ask me to turn around, cricket?" It was a dig at the nickname given to her by Honey Kelly. The nickname she hated and despised.
"No need, bruh; I mean it's not like you could "do anything" even if you wanted." Carlie continued wagging a pointer finger about before retrieving her striped collared t-shirt.
"Jealous much?" They exchanged glances both getting the callback to her catching him rapturously fucking the holy hell out of her peer and local tormentor, Honey Kelly. Jaquan was busted but didn't care if she watched or not.
Carlie raised a hand purposely snickering feigning a demure posture imitating an Anime character she watched online regularly.
"Funny?"
"Yeah, it's funny how you think you're god's gift to women; everything that happened back there was authorized by Renee, or did you think you REALLY had it LIKE THAT, Jaquan?" Carlie parried verbally, slipping the T-shirt over her head pulling the hem down standing there in her panties, hands on her hips again.
"You've seen my style cricket and don't think a brother didn't notice how long you were there watching, too. Sorry, but your cousin's pussy was that damn good."
She was purposely snickering in time with everything coming out of Jaquan's mouth as he continued.
"Don't be mad because you're lacking."
"I'm lacking?"
"Yeah, you're lacking."
Carlie bit her lower lip glaring at his face, then nibbled on the tip of her pointer finger for a few seconds before snickering with the other hand firmly planted on hip.
"Funny?"
"Yeah, you crack me up nigga; you're so oblivious uh, maybe I should say that you're obvious. You think everything revolves around you when you're nothing but a party favor. Hell, I'd say you're a public utility at this point, homeboy. Man, I'm a whole virgin and you couldn't handle me." Carlie started giggling in his face as Jaquan smirked with a quick comeback.
"Sorry, I don't fuck around in the peewee league; bitch, ain't no "Make A Wish" in my boxer briefs so I'm afraid you're gonna have to stay in your lane, cricket." She was still laughing the whole time leaning against the wall nodding her head as he tried to give her a verbal burn. Carlie folded her arms exaggeratedly looking him up and down before raising a single finger as if in deep thought.
"If I'm not mistaken, your lane is bumper cars, now."
"What the fuck does that even mean?" Jaquan's nose scrunched up as he tried to make sense of Carlie's aside while she was pulling her pants up. She was bent over at a ninety-degree angle but stopped midthigh.



"Nigga, watch whose cup you drink out of." Carlie stood up with both hands on the waistband of her jeans turning away from him, but looked back tugging them down exposing her butt, chuckling. She popped a hip out reaching back giving herself a smack on one tight butt cheek, laughing now.
"Huh?"
"First rule your mamma should've taught you is to never break bread in the house of a scorned woman; you were so trusting. I guess that was uhm, post nut clarity, huh?" Carlie snickered zipping up smiling sweetly at him giving her tight rounded butt a shake to stick the knife deeper.
Jaquan flinched facially remembering the drink Carlie plied him with the moment he woke up after that epic threesome with the Kelly women. He recalled in particular, the malevolent scowl on the youngest Kelly woman's face. Carlie made sure he drained the mug and made it a point to take the potential smoking gun with her before Daisy Mae returned interrupting her part in Renee's attempt to retrieve him. The two Kelly women's reaction to one another drove home what Carlie was implying along with Daisy Mae's dejected behavior before stalking off to hunt down the young woman now teasing him.
The dead feeling between his thighs was telling...
"OH SHIT, OW!!" Carlie found herself flying through the air at a wide arc right over the bed in an instant getting the air knocked out of her slim, thick frame when she hit the wall with an audible thud.
Her bare feet were dangling in the air in front of Jaquan's shins.
"What did you dose me with, Carlie?" The tone of her voice told Carlie he meant business more than the fact she was pinned to the wall level with his face. The strength in his muscular limbs was frightening. She nearly pissed herself realizing how much emotional power Renee wielded over this man.
"It dulls your... well, I was just doing what, aw shit. It was supposed to make Daisy Mae and Honey leave you alone, down there. If I didn't, they would've kept you there, or worse. Renee sent me to find you, Jaquan and uhm, it just wasn't fair. No, not at all and I'm REALLY sorry. Sincerely, but it had to be done."
"How long?"
"What, huh?" Carlie's eyes darted in the other direction telling Jaquan that she understood the question.
"HOW LONG?!"
"Uhm, a little while maybe a few hours before you have to go to the bathroom. It's gonna be like uh, a beer piss to clean out your system, I think."
"You think?" He shook her for emphasis. His hands were rigid under her armpits letting the rest of her lithe body hang below.
"Well, usually it takes a teaspoon, but uhm... I used a lot. A lot, Jaquan sorry."
"..."
Carllie landed on her butt with a hard thump, but before she could do anything else his large hand grabbed the back of her T-shirt yanking her forward like a ragdoll. Her knees scraped the carpet as Jaquan threw open the door tossing her outside like trash. The slamming of the door that followed was loud and hard enough that a kneeling Carlie felt the kinetic energy of it. The clicking lock was audible.
Ten minutes later light rapping could be heard from the other side of the door.
"I'd like to think we could have a talk about this like responsible adults." Carlie's face was pressed against the motel room door coming as a slurred murmur.
Jaquan's fist slammed into the door where her voice was coming from.
Silence followed as he looked around the room, then down finding her purse and meager belongings scattered on the carpet. Five minutes later Jaquan threw open the door, again finding Carlie there.
"Oh, well I'd like to start off by saying how sorry I..."
The bag hit her in the chest followed by the slamming of the door again.
"Well, uh, I'm gonna take a walk and maybe we can hash things out, okay Jaquan?" He just stared at his side of the door, then turned walking into the bathroom, unzipping.
His manhood had to be fished out hanging limply over the end of his fist, utterly deflated. Something was definitely off about his cock; it was lifeless a limp noodle. Jaquan's brow furrowed as he gritted his teeth frantically jerking on it but getting nothing. Renee's needling about his activities over the weekend came to mind. It was akin to the pieces of a very difficult puzzle coming together. "Did you like it?" came to mind in that moment along with "Did you like fucking my family members?" That intercepted sneaky link sparked a nuclear "get back" that hit like a curse. Renee wanted him neutered in some respect.
"GAWDDAMMIT!!" Jaquan zipped up, nicking his flaccid member in the process.
He went into a full rage leaving the room walking with purpose looking for the dumb woman who'd drugged him on Renee's order. Jauan's head was filled with the laughter of the three prominent Kelly women at various times during his weekend of pain and pleasure. Renee Kelly's duplicity was epic, but it made no sense leaving Carlie behind after going through the trouble of setting everything up. Jaquan wanted more answers even if it meant wringing the youngest Kelly's neck. It was dusk, casting everything in an orangish hue as Jaquan took the far stairs down to the open parking lot facing the highway.
"GET OUTTA MY FACE!!" Jaquan was walking by a parked Winnebago when he was alerted by the loud sound of Carlie's voice amid a raucous cacophony intermingled with unintelligible peer commentary.
Jaquan rounded the vehicle spotting Carlie fifteen feet away surrounded by four guys who were keeping pace with her as she tried to walk away. One of the guys had been in front of her uncomfortably close prompting the nerdy sister to raise a hand almost as if she were going to karate chop him using her best "angry black girl" voice to no avail. All these assholes found it funny laughing like a rabid pack of hyenas.
"Well, go figure." Jaquan recognized the quartet of townies he'd encountered earlier that day miles back in Renee's hometown. He felt they would've attacked him if it weren't earlier in the day using their numbers advantage and two weapons he presently didn't see at this time. Carlie tried to pivot and walk around the long-haired metal guy, but he stepped in front of her as another townie suddenly grabbed her around the waist, laughing his ass off. Before she could react, Carlie was shoved into metal guy. His hands cupped her buttocks squeezing hard, clawing into them. Her knee launched into his balls.
It hit like a spring-loaded weapon making him double over thumping her chest with his forehead. Carlie shoved him but got shoved from the side into the other guy at her opposite side. This fourth guy shoved her back violently looking disgusted. Carlie was grabbed from the rear with the townie going low making her topple only to be caught by long haired metal guy who was now flushed red and pissed. He grabbed a fistful of her shirt bunching it up exposing her abdomen while the guy behind started roughly dry humping her, laughing his ass off. Carlie peppered metal guys face with weak looking slaps.
"Oh hell no." Jaquan was already walking over rolling his shoulders, audibly cracking his knuckles.
One of her tits was mauled over her striped T-shirt by a scared looking guy who then started trying to either shove his hand under it or rip it free of her chest. Carlie started to scream, but her mouth was covered. These hicks were in the middle of an open parking lot with cars and trucks speeding by and had no fucks to give. Another was attempting to capture her wrist so that his friend could get her shirt off, but Carlie proved elusive parrying that hand while trying to stoop down to dislodge the jerk humping her butt like a dog in heat. Jaquan went unnoticed because of their rising criminal minded lust.
His fist came swinging hard enough to cut the air catching doggystyle hick on the broad side of his face. This punk proved to have a glass jaw going over already knocked out before his head bounced off the ground. The townie trying to get Carlie's shirt off received the mother of all backhands as Jaquan loaded that big right hand destroying Metal guy's nose and much of his face. Carlie got shoved aside as he rewarded the local criminal with a second bunker busting blow to the jaw that knocked him out cold.
"Fucking Nig... AWWWGGGG!!" The fourth townie had a penknife out brandishing it in what he thought was threatening fashion before Carlie's bare foot collided with his balls. Jaquan captured the hand holding the knife blanketing the teen's knife wielding fist with his own squeezing in vice-like fashion until the crappy dull blade hit the ground. Jaquan's hands wrapped around his neck causing the guy to piss himself as he was throttled, then lifted into the air and thrown head over heels onto his peaked noggin.
"GET THE GUN MADDY!!" Knife guy yelled before crashing and burning on the pavement making Jaquan look over his shoulder at pimp slapped guy running towards a shitty rust covered El Camino. Carlie was hysterically screaming as Jaquan easily caught the guy trying to reach into the open window by the nape of the neck and clobbered him with several clubbing blows. She was starting to swoon, but Jaquan snatched her thin arm still enraged giving Carlie a stinging open-handed slap on the butt.
"GO GET YOUR ASS IN THE CAR, BITCH!" Jaquan was full "Alpha" shoving her roughly making the thin woman stumble. The shocked look on her face didn't faze him one bit as her body went into business for itself following his orders to the letter. Pimp slap guy launched a punch into Jaquan's side which did nothing but anger the man further. His head bounced off the car, followed by his wilting pudgy "dad bod" rolling into the bed of the El Camino where he received a bonus haymaker that put his lights out.
Jaquan was drenched in perspiration, huffing as he surveyed the carnage he'd caused in moments.
"Oh shit." The townies looked like a hurricane hit them sprawled out in the parking lot as their assailant came to his senses. His beast had been horrifically freed on some truly deserving assholes in the process of assaulting a woman. The fact that it was Renee's cousin didn't register as he judiciously made his way across the parking lot half running when his rental came into view. Carlie was already inside as he came up on the passenger side snatching her out of the passenger seat. Before she could react or shriek, Jaquan pulled that seat forward tossing her onto the backseat like a bag of potatoes.
"WHERE'S THE FUCKING KEYS, BITCH?!!" Jaquan got behind the wheel crawling across the passenger seat behind the wheel.
"They're in the sun visor." Carlie whimpered.
"Sonofabitch; you left my fucking keys in the rental car, bitch?" Jaquan pulled down the visor palm upturned surprised when the key fob landed in his hand.
"Uhm, I thought they would be safe there; like that Terminator 2 movie."
He didn't hear anything backing out in a wide arc before burning rubber around the opposite side of the building hitting the blacktop road at a clip. Carlie was thrown around in the backseat eventually getting a seatbelt on wisely choosing to sit behind the driver's seat as Jaquan escaped the scene of his crime. There was no way he was taking any chances with the law as he scanned his rearview mirror finding no one chasing him at the moment. Jaquan took a side dirt road tooling along it at a clip eventually finding something familiar in a road sign pointing the way to a familiar spot he shared with Renee.
"Where are we?"
"Don't worry about it."
"Jaquan?"
"Shut the fuck up or get out and walk." He glanced down finding Carlie's purse on the passenger side floor snatching it up into his lap.
"Hey!"
A stern look reflected in the rearview mirror shut her down again as he fished out her cell phone noticing the charger still connected to the used device likely purchased by Renee using Aurthur Van Allen's bottomless pockets. Jaquan confiscated the charger using it to charge his dead phone. Carlie's purse was tossed over his shoulder into the backseat hitting the girl who remained silent. His phone gradually returned to life yielding what looked like hundreds of texts and messages from Renee Kelly.
Jaquan deleted everything without reading a single message from his faux baby mamma.
"Hey uhm, Jaquan?"
He popped the lock on the back doors silencing her without a word, then reclined the driver's side seat forcing Carlie to move to the other side of the backseat. He knew she was staring but offered nothing bringing up Alicia Key's "Unthinkable" filling the car with the music lowered. Carlie watched him stretch cracking his bones yawning loudly, before going silent.
"Jaquan?"
He was out like a light succumbing to the extreme drama over the course of the past few days.
"Hey Jaquan?"
There was no answer leaving Carlie with only her phone for company peering out the window at the wooded rest area and the nearby creak where a sheriff's deputy was supposedly murdered, according to Renee Kelly. It was the last true moment shared as a couple before everything went belly up in their collective lives. Her young charge fished around in her bag coming up with an Almond joy candy bar as the only dinner she was getting in the encroaching darkness while Jaquan slept like a rock.
Ninety minutes later, she was curled up in the backseat out like a light, snoring loudly.
[DARKNESS]
"Huh, what? WHAT?!!" Carlie sat up in the backseat of the rental car quickly noticing she was alone.
She stuck her head between the seats noticing the missing key fob, leaning back nibling on her thumbnail, anxious right out of a deep sleep. Carlie glanced down at the face of her phone finding that it was still early in the morning, discovering a few texts from Renee asking about her whereabouts. She started to answer but didn't, looking out the window at the wooded rest area's gazebo bordering the nearby creek. Carlie opened the car door sticking a foot outside, listening. She went out, curious.
"OH!" A few feet away from the car she found him off the wooded trail bordering the creek taking that aforementioned toxic beer piss with one hand against a tree. She just watched silently relieved that her "special recipe" had run through his system. Carlie leaned to the side staring at his cock noticing it still looked somewhat flaccid. She dipped at the hip horizontally taking a closer look, scientifically curious.
"Do you mind?" He looked back over his shoulder catching her peeping.
"Oh! Uhm, just glad to see that you're passing it through your bladder; uh, how are you feeling?"
"Fuck you."
"You don't have to be mean; I'm just trying to help you."
"Hey bitch, you did this shit to me...WOULD YOU STOP LOOKING?!" He pivoted, leaving her with a view of his back, still pissing. Carlie scoffed turning up her nose at his attitude as she went to the opposite side of the wooden path into some tall brush.
"Ain't like I ain't seen it before."
"Yeah, and I should make you pay me for that, hoe."
"Excuse me?!" Carlie unzipped pulling her pants and underwear down squatting behind a bush, taking a piss too.
"You heard me; and my dick is stinging."
"Maybe you should see a doctor." It was a dig at his promiscuity.
"Motherfucker!"
"Anybody ever tell you that you curse too much?" Carlie asked with a scrunched-up expression, squatting lower behind the bush urinating.
"Anybody ever tell you that you're nosey and out of pocket as fuck? Huh? Anybody ever tell you about personal space and how to respect it? Anybody ever tell you drugging a nigga is motherfucking criminal behavior, hoe?"
"You don't have to keep calling me that; I ain't no hoe. I'm a virgin."
"I knew that the minute I saw you."
"FUH!!-FUCK!! FUCK YOU JAQUAN!!" Carlie stood up running back down the winding path, sobbing. Her distress carried with an echo off the nearby creek bordering the town of Maplewood.
"Bitch." He didn't care watching her partially exposed buns as she ran off with an evil smirk on his face. Carlie tugged up on them once she was out of view when she felt a draft downstairs, grimacing at having unintentionally mooned Jaquan.
Twenty minutes later he came trudging along the path after three more stop and start bouts of powerful urination that left him angrier than before. He was worried that he would be cursed with having to get off the freeway frequently for multiple bathroom breaks. Carlie was leaning against the side of his rental car texting profusely. It figured it was Renee but was determined not to ask. Thinking about her made his head throb followed mind movies of her with Randy having pregnant sex while she laughed malevolently. All the Kelly women knew the deal while he remained tragically clueless. Jaquan bristled.
"OH, HEY JAQUAN!!" Carlie flinched when he appeared on the passenger side of the car, glaring at her face.
"What'd you wipe with?"
"HUH?!"
"Back there you were squatting down taking a shit; so, what did you wipe with, cricket?" She grimaced making this ugly cry face with a half hiccup that almost made him laugh in her bespectacled face.
"I WASN'T TAKING A SHIT!! I uhm, used some wipes... Jaquan." She replied contritely.
"Oh yeah; where they at?" He challenged making Carlie do a doubletake.
"Excuse me negro?"
"You said you wiped your shitty butt with some wipes; where they at, hoe?" The expression on her face was equal parts shock and outrage.
"Aw hell nall I know you didn't just say something like that to me like I'm some kind of nasty ass hood rat instead of a quality woman of color and distinction. Are you ignorant; retarded, are you fucking dumb, my nigga? What going on inside your peaked head, get it together brother man."
"Well, where's the wipes you used to wipe your dingy little booty, huh?" The smile on his face was infuriating.
He used the key fob to pop the trunk on his rental dipping a hand inside coming up with a plastic bag left behind by Renee a day prior to their road trip from hell after a shopping trip to the local mall with her bestie Rashida Sikes. He opened the passenger side door covering the seat with it, then looked at Carlie expectantly.
"Nigguh?!" Her eyes went cartoonishly wide as her hand came swinging towards his head in a stupidly telegraphed arc. Jaquan parried her attempt to smack the back of his head with a smile on his face that suddenly dropped.
"Sit your ass on that plastic or walk, bitch ass hoe."
Carlie got into the rental as he held the door open like a perfect gentleman. She just looked straight ahead through the windshield, silently bristling, but knowing she deserved every bit of it. The emotionally embattled twentysomething tucked her chin noticing the glove compartment as he got behind the wheel. She leaned forward, opening it, finding some used wipes which she brandished.
"HA!!" Carlie held them up like a trophy, but he just laughed.
"I was just fucking with you."
"WHAT-THE-FUCK MAN?!!" Her shoulders drooped, forehead tapping the dashboard defeated.
"Hungry?"
"Yeah." Carlie replied just above a whisper, somewhat sullen in the awkward atmosphere between them.
Jaquan leaned over pulling her seatbelt into place as she sat shotgun beside him. Her big expressive eyes registered the sudden movement, but she otherwise, didn't move. He did the same for himself before pulling out of the rest stop parking lot turning up the satellite radio on his rental. Strains of "Honey Molasses" by Jill Scott serenaded along the road that ran through the small neighboring town of Maplewood until they arrived at a greasy spoon combination truck stop / restaurant.
"I thought you were gonna go to a McDonalds or something; like the drive through?" Carlie sat there looking perplexed as he unsnapped his seatbelt.
"I don't like fast food, that crap ain't good for the body; I like to take my time and eat properly." He replied looking in the rear view and side mirrors at the light foot traffic in the normally busy truck stop.



"Hey uh...?"
"What?" His driver's side door was open with one foot out already.
"Uhm, you ain't gonna leave me here out in the middle of nowhere, are you?" Carlie looked apprehensive.
"Middle of nowhere? All you would have to do is walk the three to five miles back to your town; but no, I'm not gonna leave you here."
"It's not my town, I'm from the same city as you; It's just uhm, that I wanted to be sure of things. If you're gonna do it, you can tell me, okay? Better yet, can you loan me a few dollars and drop me off at the local greyhound depot?"
"I said I ain't gonna leave your ass out here, and I ain't giving you no damn money, girl!" Jaquan got out of the car lightly slamming the door which made her flinch out of his sight. Carlie half got out of her side, then made sure to sling her bag before glancing in the back seat at her cheap suitcase still where it had been tossed by Randy after Renee browbeat him to death into rueful servitude.
"Hey Jaquan?!" She stood outside the passenger door with it still open, nervous.
"WHAT?!"
"You think they gotta happy meal or something in there; funds are kind of tight?" Carlie asked reluctantly, shrugging.
"BRING YOUR ASS!" He shouted, putting on his shades as he walked past some gas pumps and one semi-truck.
"COMING!" Carlie ran after him closing the door, but looked back worried that he might still abandon her without Renee there to buffer things between them. she pushed her glasses up on her nose half stumbling after him lugging her handbag with both hands pressed against her chest.
Inside Jaquan had taken a booth with the large window facing the direction they'd already come. She felt a little better when he tossed the laminated single page menu in front of her while looking at his, stoically. Carlie slid into the opposite side of the booth carefully eyeing him before placing her bag first on top of the table, then on the seat beside her. He looked buried in his thoughts, pensive.
"Hey."
"Just order whatever you want; I got it on lock, okay Carlie."
"Thanks."
They sat in silence with her faux checking her phone for messages that weren't there. Renee hadn't only left Jaquan behind, but her as well, igniting a nasty fight between the two that went off the rails. Now the following morning, they found nothing in common but the missing factor between them, Renee Kelly his aborted future baby mamma number two. Both ordered without regarding one another.
"Hey uhm..."
"I don't wanna hear it." He knew where she wanted to go but didn't want to join her.
She ordered a big breakfast, steak and eggs with a plate of pancakes on the side and a tumbler of orange juice while Jaquan ordered an egg white omelet, toast and a small bowl of oatmeal. He sat watching as the thin woman scarfed down the meal like she hadn't eaten in days. Carlie eventually noticed the disparaging look on his face, putting her fork and knife down, sitting up straight.
"I like to have a big breakfast and smaller portions later."
"A big breakfast when someone else is paying? "
"You want me to pay it back; want me to pay your thirty dollars back, huh?"
"Nah, I'm just shocked."
"Shocked?"
"Yeah, look at you; where does it go?" He gestured taking a sip from his bottled water.
"I burn a lot of energy, okay? Don't start with the "You're gonna be so fat when you're thirty" shit."
"...well."
"Want me to pay it back?"
"Stop; and your eating habits are atrocious." Jaquan commented spooning some oatmeal into his mouth, looking out the large, paneled window at the surrounding gas pumps and truck weighing stations.
"And your eating...! Aw uhm, fuck." It was too late as Jaquan raised a brow, then furrowed both sitting upright in front of his plate. She slowly mimicked his posture putting her silverware down on the table.
They stared at each other, processing.
"Sorry."
He sat there looking blankly at her face.
"Uhm, things kinda got out of hand last night and I was uh, out of pocket. Well, technically you started it grabbing me and shit, then you made fun of my looks and uh... shit. We didn't actually do it so, no harm no foul? I mean it probably would've been bad for me, if you could get it...up? Well, still a virgin, so maybe we can keep this between us. We didn't fuck. Renee really ain't gotta know, right?"
Jaquan didn't say anything, just stared at her face until Carlie lowered her gaze to her half-eaten plate.
"Damn, I'm so clueless and shit; I'm just trying to apologize. It wasn't my business, but Renee was losing it, and you were uhm, nowhere to be found. I mean, you were with Honey and Daisy Mae obviously. It's just that I hated seeing her so messed up, so when I saw Honey creeping out of the woods, I thought it was my chance to do something, uh fix things. I saw Daisy Mae in Mr. Wilson's truck driving by after I hopped the ditch, then found you up in Honey's bed, naked and dead sleep snoring."
Carlie glanced up at his face, then down again continuing.
"Alright shit Jaquan, I tucked you under those covers because you was sticking up in the air and I didn't wanna see that shit after they just got through uhm, "making love" to you. I admit it wasn't easy, but then looking at you lay there sleeping like a baby, got to me. I uh, just wanted to make it right."
"Drugging me."
"Fuck."
"Drugging me, Carlie." She looked away taking in the rest of the truck stop restaurant, before meeting his gaze.
"...back in the day, I used to hang out with Renee a lot; we'd just hooked up after a bunch of years and it was old times again. We were close, sisters with different sets of parents and uh, I was kind of her uh, padawan."
"What the fuck is a padawan?"
"Nerd talk for uhm, student...trainee?"
Jaquan took another sip from his water bottle.
"Well, that didn't last long because the parents banned us from talking or being together. They thought Renee was a "bad influence" on me, so they cut her out of my life again. I mean, we were just playing, and it got out of hand. Willy lived across the street and was kind of annoying."
Jaquan put the bottle down glaring across the table at her.
"Renee was always way smarter than anyone around her and I guess she was in her mad scientist phase or something; she was into botany, uh plant related studies. We mixed that first batch and uhm, had some grape ice cream with Willy. It was just a joke, okay?" Her shoulders slumped as she incriminated herself further.
"Salt peter?"
"Well technically, that is just a myth but Renee kinda back engineered some shit like that with me and well, I don't know how to frame it. We needed a test subject, Jaquan."
"That's fucked up Carlie."
"Well, he wouldn't stop coming over, especially after Renee started visiting on the regular. Uh, I kinda got mad when he kept asking me to fix him up with Renee and let the cat out of the bag. I fucked up, I admit it. But at least we know it worked, right?...shit, you were all asleep like a baby after fucking Daisy and Honey, and Renee is family, Jaquan. It wasn't supposed to go this far...I'm sorry."
Jaquan emptied the plastic water bottle.
"I'm going to the bathroom."
She didn't say anything, just looking at her plate, not surprised when he sped by the window in his rental like a bat out of hell.
Carlie watched him speed off before resuming her meal slowly and somberly. The clank of her fork on the worn used plate sounded louder than it should've as she considered her confession which was only half the story. In all honesty, she was angry after being trolled by Jaquan and Honey when she caught them having sex.
***
"Motherfucker, you think you're the shit after fucking everybody in my family, huh?" Carlie stood over him surveying his chiseled naked body left there like some discarded plaything, with a sneer on her bespectacled face. It was more of an angry pout as the young twenty-something didn't have a mean bone in her body. Jaquan's tumescence in its semi deflated state gave her pause as she reflected.
"It's not fair, the punishment seems more like a reward." She made this scrunched up expression pursing her lips under her nose. It was an unconscious reaction to anything that irritated her as she folded her arms glaring at his used manhood.
Honey's bedroom looked like a sexual warzone with Jaquan as its center piece.
"You got my cousin pregnant, and she brought your bum ass here so that Daisy Mae and even Honey could whittle your pickle down to size. From where I'm standing, there's still too much left. I think we should stick a fucking pin in your balloon, negro. Renee deserves better than a cheater."
Carlie left the room going to the kitchen where she mixed up a concoction taught to her by her older cousin and mentor, a woman she idolized and sometimes hated at the same time. The drink was watered down with just enough juice to make its true contents as undetectable taste wise, as possible. She kept the pot on the fire wanting to make sure Jaquan got it while it was at its most potent.
"Daisy Mae wanted to put you in a hole out back for knocking up Renee; but she talked her out of it with a trade for some of your peen, that big ass dick of yours. Ain't no way Daisy would've touched you if Renee hadn't allowed it, and Honey thought she was one upping Renee by taking something of hers for revenge. You got my cousin fucked up even more than she already was and now you get to fuck, right?"
Carlie talked to herself when she was in her feelings; it was a learned experience due to the abominable treatment she received from her parents. Renee was her best friend, and she was shoved out of Carlie's life for a few years. They said she was a bad influence, but Carlie knew better. They didn't want her to learn about her dubious family history. Granny had their ear before the "salt peter" incident.
"Look at this nigga." The sneer on her face was acute as her eyes settled on his manhood again.
She hated the slur, but sometimes it just bubbled up out of her depths when she was pissed. His cock was still considerable even in a semi-deflated state as her mind returned to Jaquan and Honey fucking like wild animals in heat, laughing in her face. Honey wanted her to join them, but it felt like what she was offering was a third wheel pity fuck. Both laughed, then ignored her to fuck until she threatened to tell Daisy Mae. Honey countered, threatening to tell Jaquan her "truth "about Renee, stopping Carlie.
Carlie considered the beatdown in the field by Daisy Mae shortly after, as karma. But the savagery of it all left her shaken feeling guilty. Now, it seemed as if both women reforged their lifelong bond by sharing Jaquan between them and it looked like they weren't keen on giving him back to Renee.
Mr. Wilson was getting old, after all.
"You think you're the shit, huh; Well, I may have a different last name, but I'm a Kelly, too." Carlie sat the steaming mug on the bedside table, but hesitated closer to his prone body. Even lying down, Jaquan cut an imposing figure, but he'd left an indelible impression of himself as a mouth breather lead around by his dick on the youngest Kelly. She hadn't even bothered to tell him her last name was Brown.
Her hand found itself wrapped around his manhood noticing how it flopped over the top of her fist, probably a good six inches to match what she was barely covering. It was a horse's cock that should've scared the thin girl, but she glanced over side eyeing the door before removing her big nerdy glasses setting next to the steaming mug as she sat on the edge of the bed.
Carlie big lips stretched over the bulbous spear shaped head of his cock and the rest followed.
Her lips easily touched the base of his mound, kissing his pubes as she held it there for a good five minutes feeling it thicken in her mouth. This spoke to his subconscious awareness as she slowly pulled backwards leaving the tip behind those lips. Three watery ropes of ejaculate filled her gullet as he started to stir, scaring her. Carlie felt this sharp pain in her chest from the surprise, quickly covering him up in the bedding, nervously tucking him in snuggly. She ran from the room scared she'd be caught.
"Fuck; what am I doing?" Her heart was thumping as she slouched, shoulders drooped against the other side of the bedroom door. Carlie admitted to herself that she got caught up in the moment, wanting some validation even from a sleeping man. The youngest Kelly got herself together cracking the door peering inside at Jaquan, heartened to find him still asleep. Carlie ran a finger across her lips, thinking.
"Shit." Her glasses were on the bedside table.
Carlie glanced back down the corridor outside the room worried the other two Kelly women would return, then slid inside keeping the door close. She was worried Jaquan might be pretending to be asleep but trapped herself by leaving her glasses on the bedside table along with the steaming mug.
She stood there on the opposite side of that door watching for any sign of movement before carefully drifting over to the foot of the bed. A sliver of guilt ran along her spine, but she peeled back the bedding taking a look at his exposed manhood, now spent. She thought about Honey's offer again. Jaquan wasn't hers to give, but she'd watched the elder Kelly's backwoods shenanigans for too long, doing nothing.
It was known amongst the three of them that Renee's relocation from the small shanty town had been for her own good, but mostly for everyone else in the family because of her exotic looks and figure. She could imagine Renee added to their number running through Jaquan just as fiercely, sexually vicious. He was her first, handpicked instead of her benefactor as was custom for generations, now.
"Aw man, I'm so dumb." Carlie whispered carefully taking his rod in hand again, barely stopping herself from throating it again. She rubbed a thumb on it lightly noticing a thick vein on the underside. Before she knew it, Carlie was slurping the upper half of his member bent at a forty-five-degree angle. Her tight round smallish butt ended up back on the edge of the bed making it easier for her to take more. She broke the seal looking at her saliva on his shaft, then looked towards the partially closed door again.
"Shit Honey, fuck you for getting me mixed up in this." Carlie mumbled looking at her fist in possession of Jaquan's twelve-inch prick. Her breaths were getting more labored, chest thumping just looking at it.
Memories of phone conversations had with Renee about being deflowered by Jaquan intermingled with her actually witnessing him going balls deep inside Honey's backwoods cooch. She sucked on her lower lip, lightly wagging his manhood in her fist. Carlie went at it again, slurping and sucking, adding the flat of her tongue for a few minutes, before she was compelled to look back towards the door again. Her teeth dug into her bottom lip as she whacked her thighs, squeezing them together, huffing.
"Man, this is uhm..." She got up quickly taking a step back staring hard at his sleeping face, brow furrowed.
Carlie unbuttoned her skinny jeans peeling the halves apart like the leave of an artichoke exposing some light green bikini panties with a hot pink elastic waistband. She rolled down the back of her jeans exposing her tight round butt in the back with a "barely there" hint of rear cleavage. Honey and Renee always said she'd grow into her body sooner or later, but Daisy Mae usually remained moot.
"Aw man, I can't believe I'm gonna... uhm, fuck." Carlie pushed her right hand down the front of her panties rubbing the middle fingers on her virgin slit. She pulled her hand out looking at her sticky essence, rubbing it between her thin fingers before doing it again ramping up an enticing friction.
"Aw, shit damn nigguh." It didn't take much to get her hot and bothered, but there was no way she was going to have her first time with some townie, and Jaquan was out of the question, but she dipped in sucking him wantonly but keeping an eye on his countenance. The two elder Kelly women had done a number on Jaquan, rebonding. Carlie hoped he wouldn't know the difference in this state.
She was dripping wet getting sticky between the thighs, slathering more of her oily essence on his cock. Carlie didn't know what she was doing, just acting on instinct handling herself with one hand stroking her essence on his prick with the other. Her heart kept thumping as she got to indulge herself unabated.
"Damn, you got a fat dick; but the fucking head is weird, like a spear." Carlie pinched the tip making him unconsciously flinch and move a little. She watched pensively, then slurped down two thirds of his cock.
She got down on her knees with fingers planted firmly between her slightly plump thighs rubbing her peach vigorously. Her palm was glazed over juicy making things excessively sticky as Carlie kept throating the sleeping man, starting to moan. Her brow was damp with perspiration, joints aching from the awkward positioning and the taboo nature of her activities. She released him huffing on his prick.
"Damn girl, you need to cut it out, seriously." Carlie facepalmed with the glazed hand chortling under her breath before noticing her soiled digits. She wrapped both hands around the base of his cock staring intently, then bent one arm at the elbow comparing it to his length, grinning sneakily.
"Fuck."
Carlie stood up rolling her pants down mid-thigh exposing herself more, then found herself in this quandary not knowing how she could mount him without pulling at least one pants leg off. If Jaquan woke up there would be no plausible explanation other than the obvious. Her nipples were throbbing at the sight of his manhood, and it felt like she would lose her mind hearing nothing but the thumping of her own heart. Carlie's gaze drifted across the bed in blurred fashion, then back to Jaquan's prone form.
She leaned over his torso waving a hand in front of his face for a moment or two, before inching backwards to the foot of the bed taking one end of the bedding with her neatly folding it at an angle. It felt weird and embarrassing doing all of this with her bare ass exposed, but she knew this would be her only chance with him undisturbed and unopposed. His legs were still together as she nibbled a fingertip, silently daunted at the task. She kept looking at the cracked bedroom door, then walked around the bed casually dragging his left leg over, spreading them apart.
"Bitch, you crazy." She whispered to herself, drumming up the courage to take it further.
Carlie got down on her knees next to the bed handling his cock, sucking it as much as she liked slurping loudly. She went to town taking him from stem to stern for a while, getting progressively sloppy. Her eyes were fluttering as the inside of her cheek was poked randomly. Carlie's middle fingers were wetly sandwiched by her labia, rubbing and grinding. Her nipples were ripe little bullet points, throbbing. The brown sweater jacket slid off her shoulders to the floor leaving the striped T-shirt underneath.
Her left hand slipped underneath, digging under the elastic bottom of her grey sports bra feverishly squeezing and pinching. One then the other, rolling her right nipple before pulling the shirt up exposing her flat abdomen. She was already trembling feeling like a creep but couldn't stop herself just wanting to feel his manhood on her untested womanhood. Carlie flipped the hem of her tee over the back of her neck but left her plain grey sports bra in place. The undersides of her slightly pendulous breasts bulged underneath this bra, little mounds of soft breast meat. Her hard nipples were visible on its surface.
"Ah, might as well...damn, this is stupid." She whispered to herself. It was something Carlie had nervously done since she was little in the face of parents who struggled to notice she was even there.



She winced accidentally stepping on her right foot, managing to get the canvas sneaker on it off followed by the other. It was a necessity as she squatted low enough that her butt touched the bedroom floor, finally losing the skinny jeans, then her panties, now sweating profusely. This was way "out there" for the normally pragmatic young woman, but too far to really go back without getting what she wanted. Her actions were reprehensible, but nothing compared to the other two Kelly women.
That's what Carlie Brown told herself to justify getting her perv on with a sleeping Jaquan.
Her virgin pussy was that wet.
"You're so dumb, really fucking pathetic." It was a habit of self-scolding when Carlie knew she was doing something innately wrong. Her legs were long easily akin to a runway model with definition from her time on her high school's track team. She wasn't anything special, just enough to hold her own. Amongst her peers in the family, Carlie Brown might as well have been invisible, a ghost. She was still a Kelly.
She just had to work harder without the same genetic frills her familial peers enjoyed.
"Aw shit, this is so uhm, messed up."
Her knee was on the edge of the mattress while her opposite foot was flat on the hardwood bedroom floor. Fingers were still cupping her mound and dripping slit, rubbing vigorously as her moans lightly echoed bouncing off the walls of Honey's bedroom. She slathered more of her essence on his erection as her heart thumped wildly. Carlie long stroked him slowly for a few moments. It was an action meant to negate the combined vestiges of Jaquan's torrid threesome with Honey and Daisy Mae Kelly.
"Uhm, damn." She carefully leaned across his chiseled torso planting the tips of her fingers on his far side before carefully swinging a leg over his abdomen, stopping midair. Carlie examined Jaquan's face.
The fleeting thought he could be faking it crossed her mind.
Her knee landed outside his far hip as she straddled him breathing hard, biting her lower lip. Carlie thought about his borderline and overt dismissive behavior since meeting and how it contrasted with how he acted around Honey and even Daisy Mae. It bruised Carlie's ego considering her lineage and made her bristle behind closed doors. She was dying to prove herself even if the moment was a cheat.
Carlie mounted Jaquan; long legs spread wide apart straddling him feeling his manhood pressed between her tight rounded cheeks. Her long lean athletic figure was no match for her related peers but presented much potential in her anchor shaped hips and a deceptively dense apple of a butt. She looked back.
"Fuh-fuck..." Carlie reached back pressing his cock harder between her cheeks, then flexed slowly working her hips vertically. Dimples appeared on her buttock as she popped stroking his prick.
She reached back pressing Jaquan's shaft against her butt rolling and grinding becoming progressively feverish, huffing. Her brow furrowed as she pushed a pointer finger in the thick vein on the underside of his cock finally able to pinch it with her buttocks, alone. Carlie rolled her shoulders, flexing on his prick.
"Ah...Ah, shit" Her hips began rolling and humping intensely into his pelvis as Carlie squinted, huffing.
Her cunt was beyond sopping wet prompting the youngest Kelly enough sexual discomfort that she reared up flattening the sole of her left foot on the mattress outside Jaquan's hip. Carlie got knees down between his spread thighs effectively mounting Jaquan in a gender flipped missionary position leaving his cock trapped high between her inner thighs wedged against her slimy lower lips. It was work getting her palms flattened on the mattress framing his torso going into a wide arm pushup position.
The ungainly position shook the bed a little with Carlie getting things under control when she arched her lower back pushing her mound tight into his pelvis. Jaquan's certified twelve inches ended up sticking up between the lower half of her tight round derriere like a flagpole.
"AH-AH-AH-AH-AH!!" She started vertically grinding him feeling everything with a thick fleshy rod parting her steaming labia. Carlie wasn't closing the deal, but getting as close to the point of no return as she could without going all the way. Her juicy lower lips were parted by his girth making things heady and exciting in a way she'd never experienced before.
AH-AH-AH!!...shit, I'm so dumb." The sticky squishy sound of their dueling body parts was audible. It felt incredible sliding between her lower lips, even better when she tightened her thighs. Carlie Brown sometimes mistakenly referred to as "Carlie Kelly" was getting hers with no fucks given about anything else. She chuckled a little, embarrassed with herself but caught up in the sensation, going harder until she was wetly smacking against his crotch. Her moans became breathy, more labored as she kept it up.
"NEE!" She could feel it coming...
"NEE-NEE-NEE!!" Bursts of her essence made things even wetter as goosebumps prickled on her small round buttocks and forearms.
"NEE-NEE-NEE-NEE!!" It was this sound that Carlie couldn't control when she was approaching the precipice. It would start with her lower lip quivering, then graduate to chattering teeth followed by the rest of her thin athletic body culminating in a mind shattering explosion. Sometimes, it scared her.
This couldn't happen because Jaquan would wake up, but the enticing sensation was sparking all over threatening her restraint, eroding her self-control. Carlie hadn't cum in months, especially since taking up temporary residence in the Kelly home with her vastly experienced and fluidly active older relatives. The eldest was noxiously dismissive and verbally abusive to the ninth degree while the middle child nipped and picked at her personal boundaries, sometimes offering Carlie an opportunity to watch.
"NEE-NEE-NEE-NEE-NEE!!!" Her head wrenched to the side as she bit into her bottom lip struggling to silence herself, then allowed herself to flatten against his muscular, chiseled body which was akin to the darkest marble tributes to the Greek deities she used to read about during her neglected youth. Tremors took over wholesale as Carlie arched into his crotch using her damp velvety thighs to squeeze his prick with everything she had, cresting. A low guttural groan rose up from her depths as she bit down hard.
She straightened her arms, locking at the elbows hovering over Jaquan chin tucked, ugly cry face making the twentysomething more honest than she would've liked. Some drool ran from the corner of Carlie's mouth onto his peck, soiling a hardened nipple.
Then she felt it like a sprinkler while she was tightly pressed against him; Jaquan was ejaculating.
She tightened up, muscles in her arms and back, flexing as her virgin peach and rounded cheeks were defiled. Carlie flattened out atop him weak in the knees and the junction where her thighs met her pelvis, spreading her legs, folded against his. Jaquan's legs were parted wider with her knees pushing into the back of his. Her hands rubbed his sides as she turned her head profile lazily lapping a nipple. She luxuriated in the skin ship and the wet airy feeling of his hot jizz in flecks across her smallish apple butt.
Before she realized it, Carllie was sucking and slurping on that nipple before accidentally nipping it.
Jaquan winced from the sharp pinprick of pain suddenly rolling towards his side dislodging the youngest Kelly as if she weighed nothing, then falling back facing Honey's bedroom ceiling. She almost shrieked, but shoved a hand in her mouth stifling herself, almost having a coronary at the thought of being busted taking advantage of him in a disheveled state. Carlie froze in the resting buddha posture, watching with a lump in her throat at the thought of what she'd just done. He didn't seem to be moving further.
She nibbled on her finger nervously then got up on all fours looking at his face, horrified at what she saw.
"Shit!" Jaquan's eyes were open but rolled up into his head showing just the whites making him look like a zombie.
Carlie rolled off the bed with a loud thump, then peered over the edge slowly getting up peering down at his face, more inquisitively this time. She passed a trembling hand carefully over his face, closing his whited-out eyes backing away a step. Carlie snatched up her clothing, shoes included before noticing her glasses and the still simmering mug on the bedside table. She put her glasses on running out.
"Aw fuck, that was so messed up, girlfriend." Carlie leaned against the wall bare assed with her clothing bunched up in her arms, still heady after taking advantage of her cousin's boyfriend. She pushed her glasses up on her nose, excitedly huffing, taking some deep breaths. Carlie reached down cupping her muff, middle fingers finding her slimy peach. It was still running down her inner thighs.
"Damn." She straightened up cracking the bedroom door peering inside at Jaquan sprawled out with his very used business on display for anyone walking into the room. Carlie doubted he would know it was her after being mauled by Honey and Daisy Mae. The neatly folded back blanket was a smoking gun.
Her phone chimed with an incoming text from Renee that made her hair stand on end.
Carlie pulled the door up leaning against it texting back that she was on her way over to the farmhouse, getting an immediate request from her older cousin to spy on Jaquan and the other Kelly women and report back. Her shoulders slumped again as she thought about what could happen if Renee found out what she did. They were close but Carlie knew her place and also knew Renee's rage was second only to Daisy Mae's. She just hid it better behind an impassive sometimes faux projection of indifferent elite confidence that became part of her public persona until it was wholly authentic. They were different.
She peered back inside at Jaquan suddenly scared Renee might hobble down the stairs and drive over to the farmhouse if she suspected shenanigans, even aware Jaquan would be ravished beforehand as they did when they talked before the trip about his attempted infidelity while Renee was carrying his child.
Both cousins considered themselves the "normal" members of the Kelly's even though she was more of the "fifth" Beetle in that regard. Part of her sudden loss of morality came from her place as the third wheel, visually speaking. Carlie texted back asking Renee if she wanted Jaquan escorted back, getting an affirmation in seconds. Her big expressive eyes centered on Jaquan's manhood as she closed the door.
"Potential dick related disaster, averted." Carlie Brown gasped lightly releasing the doorknob.
She let herself into the bathroom in the corridor sticking close to the door going inside with a circle turn of her thin figure facing the opposite side of this door. Embarrassment and self-flagellation washed over her as she rested her forehead against the door, huffing. She was still incredibly wet downstairs, finding her juices intermingled with the cum harvested from Jaquan's cock while he slept like a rock. Carlie mouthed an obscenity cradling her clothing tight to her chest, pivoting. The shame was stifling.
"Get it together." She mumbled placing her clothing on the edge of the bathroom sink in a messy pile before snatching a hand towel from the rack. Carlie turned on the water splashing some on her face, then turned up the heat pressing the towel between her thighs against her slit. Carlie winced wiping down her inner thighs followed by her rounded apple bottom dabbing up the spunk raising her head looking at her reflection in the mirror over the sink. Her eyes immediately caught something behind.
Carlie turned at the waist peering at the still filled tub full of dirty, greyish water and various multicolored bits of flora. Her brow furrowed as she took a step looking down into the tub.
Honey was inert, submerged with only her nose rising above the water, eyes open and glassy.
She looked like a mannequin, or a corpse.
Carlie backed away, then sat on the closed toilet bare assed taking a deep breath, defeated.
Honey's hands rose grabbing both sides of the tub followed by the rest as she sat upright, albeit robotically staring at the wall, then gradually over at Carlie sitting there waiting bottomless.
"How was it; did you pop it?"
"No, and you know it." Honey's thick lips curved into a smile while Carlie's brow furrowed.
"All that moaning and squeaking of them tired ass box springs on my bed; and you can't take a lil' pin prick down there? Oh, the shame cricket; the fucking shame of it all."
"I bet you thought that shit was funny, huh?"
"No funnier than you mixing up a little something in Daisy's kitchen, cricket." Honey cupped two handfuls of the soiled chalky water splashing on herself with a wild grin on her face.
"It ain't fair, and you know it." Carlie replied watching Honey bathing in the used bathwater lightly humming to herself.
"Fair is not our business and when have you been so concerned about that when you're cheating family business thinking you're gonna have some sort of bright future, without us? Don't think I haven't figured you out already cricket."
"I don't know..."
"...what I'm talking about; is that what you're gonna fix your mouth to say to me after you just got through tip toeing up to that door all of us already gone through? Think Daisy ain't gonna slap the cuffs on if you don't play, right? Are you forgetting me, cricket?"
"Stop calling me that, you know I hate it."
"Are you forgetting me?" Carlie's big expressive eyes were locked on Honey's slanted narrow lime green jewels in a silent test of wills which she wordlessly lost when the flighty middle child offered a hand.
Carlie stared back frowning, then snatched her panties off the sink standing and stepping into them under Honey's piercing gaze. She went for her jeans but capitulated, taking one hand followed by the other leaning back with all her weight. Honey was pulling into a standing position facing Carlie directly but didn't relinquish her hands. Instead, she intertwined their fingers stepping carefully out of the tub. The youngest Kelly tucked her chin unwilling to look deeply into Honey's eyes, but gradually relented.
"No, I'm not." Carlie answered unable to look away from her face. Honey released one hand to position the conflicted girl in front of the bathroom mirror, hooking her chin over Carlie's right shoulder.
They stared at one another's reflection in the mirror with Honey speaking when Carlie tried to look away.
"I thought burying my head in books and studies would make things different; had it all planned out until I didn't. I could barely walk these backroads without menfolk pulling up on me something fierce. I told myself I wasn't gonna be no neighborhood pump, but nobody told them. Carlie, nobody told Daisy Mae about my bright future and we both know she didn't give a damn, until I tattled."
"Look I..."
"...yeah, I know; but I did it to myself thinking Granny would put a stop to things. Well, you know how they say eye for eye and all that bullshit. I got mines back there too, and then it all made sense. Granny didn't get the memo, but it still kinda worked out when she took Renee up outta here. She didn't know that she was creating an opportunity."
"Opportunity?"
"More like a window, cricket."
"Window?"
"Yeah, don't you understand what we've got here? Check it out four eyes; you had a chance to stick it inside and you couldn't do it because you were scared of what it would mean once you did. Look at you girl, all ripe plump and juicy down here just raring to go; but you still couldn't do it, could you?"
"I guess, not."
"Come on; don't fuck with me, girl." Honey emphasized her point raising the hem of her striped t-shirt exposing Carlie's abdomen, softly caressing it. She went a little higher, but Carlie demurely stopped her from exposing her breasts encased in the worn spandex sports bra. Her tits were still partially bulging from the underside of the cheap undergarment. Honey reached down cupping her mound, instead.
"Yeah, I was scared, Honey; but I wanted to."
"See, it ain't that hard telling yourself the truth, admitting it to your body. You're really gonna be something special one day, Carlie. But that's only if you let go, truly. Daisy Mae ain't never gonna tell you nothing and it ain't because you don't look like us on the outside. Renee loves you, more motherly than like a uhm, sister. She got her out a while back, but here she is down here with us again."
"Is she staying?"
"Has she ever truly left?"
This time Carlie allowed her breasts to be fully exposed and cupped as her face betrayed her feelings.
"She's supposed to be ten steps ahead of us; but tell her that she about those ten steps, behind, okay? Daisy Mae saw her as an opportunity to close that book, for the family. That's the only reason she let Granny run off with her up there to the city. Then she got herself knocked up by a breeder and dragged here to account for herself. If you want the truth, maybe she's who that hole was really waiting for."
"Daisy Mae wasn't really gonna do it."
"Better yet, did Renee come down here thinking to trade her man, so she didn't go into that hole?"
"...?" Carlie's big eyes went wider as she was fondled, having her breasts squeezed harder making them bulge between Honey's fingers.
"If you don't believe anything I'm saying, go back and sit on her man's big pickle. If your mamma cousin loves him so much, why did she let us fuck on him? Renee stays running off at the mouth about this fella cheating on her all the time but won't even admit that she keeps him at arm's distance waiting for it."
"But she's having his baby."
"Has she told you anything; come to you in confidence about this "love of her life" Carlie."
"No."
"Then she ain't done it."
"But..."
"She ain't walked in this Jaquan, boy."
"Honey?" Carlie was shushed by Honey's fingers pinching her lips together using her other hand to make the young girl presentable again.
"Renee is using that boy as a place holder because she ain't got nothing besides a taste for the finer things in life; she got my spot because she was the whitest. This ain't hate or jealousy Carlie, its's the truth and that hurts because I've seen her story and yours, too."
"Honey, I don't wanna hear that again."
"You don't wanna admit looking at the sun can blind you so much that you don't know you're on fire; I done told you that you're gonna be back here on these backroads, walking behind them trees bending your tailbone to these fellas round here. Renee is gonna cast you out, cricket. She must, no doubt."
"Why?"
"Because it's the only way she's gonna get what she truly wants, even though she doesn't know it yet. Don't fret about it, I told her the same thing a long time ago."
"What'd she say; uhm, when you told her that she would cast me out?"
"Nothing."
Carlie looked at Honey's peppered visage finding the truth there, instantly hating the older woman for it. The middle Kelly woman was known for her blistering feral sexuality and antics on the backroads just behind the trees barely out of view. Carlie remembered her from an earlier time as an overtly studious partial shut-in who preferred books and playing board games over running the streets. It was Honey who'd introduced Carie to comic books and the joys of watching crappy television shows non-stop.
That was a very long time ago and now she was different; but occasionally that side would pop up. Carlie found herself wishing today was one of those days, but Honey was always behaviorally incorrigible after sex, voracious. She'd go on binges of physical activity with any lover she took which left her with a reputation as a loose woman among the sparse female population of this economically deprived hamlet. Sometimes Honey would disappear for days on end, but this was the first time she'd been around continuously since Carlie arrived.



The reason was currently lying in her bedroom three sheets to the wind after being treated like a two-dollar whore by her peers, the Kelly women. Renee had brought him along to be their plaything. Renee seemed exasperated with her future baby daddy, deciding to see how much sex he could take from the elder Kelly's before they put his lights out. Somewhere in the middle of their road trip, it seemed like she changed her mind, but the dye was cast. She tried to leave Jaquan in the car, but Daisy Mae insisted.
"Cricket, be honest and tell me how it felt to mess around with that big piece of chocolate."
"He makes me sick, nothing but a dog and I really do think it's unfair that he gets to mess around while Renee is pregnant with his baby. I mean...he's got a big, thick dick that's got a nice amount of veins on it when he's really hard. The crown is pointy like a spear and well... fuck, Honey. I could barely stop myself from sucking the black off that thing and that gets on my nerves, now. Why'd you two leave him there like that with his junk out like that? I wanted to, really bad, okay? Almost did, but I couldn't."
"Daisy Mae thought you might take the bait, but I knew better."
"Shit."
"If you don't believe what I've said time and time again; all you gotta do is go on back in there and sit on his big ole' pecker. Toss away that pesky cherry and make yourself a real woman.
*************************************************************************************
Carlie sat there in front of her half-eaten meal in a somber mood knowing she deserved every bit of his scorn, pondering the words of Honey Mae Kelly, the middle wild child and truth sayer of their family. He'd never know what she'd done, figuring her true sin worse than doping him up after the fact.
"Ma'am?" The waitress appeared with a pitcher of coffee waiting to fill her mug.
"UH, YEAH?!!" Carllie's heart leapt into her throat figuring she'd come with the check for her large meal.
"Would you be needing anything; I'm about to get off shift and another waitress is going to be taking over these tables?"
"Oh, I thought you were bringing me the check." It was a Freudian slip.
"Oh no, your husband already paid for the meal and left a generous tip I might add; by the way, would he be uhm, needing anything else as well? He ate like a bird to be such a big, manly fella." Dual Freudian slips between two women, but neither was talking.
"He's fitness minded, counts every calorie."
"I bet."
The middle-aged blonde with a frizzy looking updo, was grinning widely catching herself from going further. Both shared a moment while Carlie knew she was still full of shit.
"Would you like a container for the rest of your meal?"
"Uhm, yeah thanks ma'am." The waitress walked back to the front counter as Carlie rested her chin atop a fist, watching. There was no end to the line of women that would gladly bend over in front of Jaquan. She nibbled on the nail of her pinkie finger lost in thought. There was no way she was going back where she came and especially not through Maplewood after Jaquan trashed four men trying to assault her.
"Ain't that the cutest thing?" The waitress returned with the container, smiling.
"What?"
Betty Joe the waitress, gestured towards the big, paneled restaurant window at Carlie's opposite side.
Jaquan was sitting right outside it in his rental car, waiting.
"Aw shit." Carlie cheesed dipping her chin as she dumped the contents of her plate into the container gathering her handbag.
Jaquan honked the horn, waiting impatiently.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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MS. CONSENSUAL - ROUND 03
(c) 2024
Ring tone: [The number you have called is not in service.]
It was the hundredth time I'd called in as many days. I'd long since admitted to myself that Phoebe ghosted me after an epic night in which we finally made it to third base. I tried to play it cool for forty-eight hours but eventually lost the battle to a growing anxiety that was only made worse each time I called up until today. Now, I was convinced I'd been used and dumped by Phoebe.
"Charlie Hueta, eres un estúpido hijo de puta." I didn't want to believe the obvious, but I had to admit to myself that I'd been used sexually by Phoebe.
I'd been used for sex by a pregnant woman.
Ever since that night, I'd relived our tryst repeatedly slowly becoming addicted to the memory. Part of me wanted to go over to her home and ring the doorbell but knew I wouldn't have a good explanation for my presence beyond the obvious. Then there was the question of what I'd say if her family answered the door. I had to face facts.
I'd been used for sex by a pregnant married woman.
I pulled into the parking lot with one hand on my phone staring at its face, conflicted. More thoughts came to the fore explaining Phoebe's radio silence. I'd nearly sabotaged things between us failing to realize that she was preparing to sleep with me when she purchased a pregnancy pillow so that she could sleep comfortably with me despite her condition.
"Charlie Huerta, eres un hijo de puta muy azotado por el coño." It was my habit of berating myself in times of great angst, and today was becoming a banner moment. Phoebe's absence was stinging my ego something fierce. The mind movies of us "being together" kept me micromanaging each little section of it in hindsight. Once I figured out the deal, I kept replaying it in my head trying to figure out where I went wrong. I pulled into the lot.
The only person happy about how things turned out was my good buddy, Juan. He'd been epically torched by Phoebe after snatching my phone and sending her an inappropriate picture of his dick. Neither of us expected her to respond in the way she did with a scathing dress down that left him picking his face up off the floor. Later that night I ended up closing the deal with her only to be ghosted afterwards. Sometimes I blamed Juan, but kept it under the hat so that he wouldn't have that salty feather in his cap.
Ring tone: [The number you have called is not in service.]
"Shit." There was no denying I was feeling the vacuum and knew I shouldn't have, all things considered. I had to tell myself repeatedly Phoebe was an older woman having another man's baby. Her pending baby should've stopped me from interacting with Phoebe, but I just couldn't get over how adorable and cute she was, besides her large sloping breasts.
Seeing her naked body, even partially covered had been a revelation when I laid eyes on her lower half finding some well-defined, show stopping legs and tiny doll-like feet that made me want to suck the nail polish off of her toes. She'd purchased a maternity pillow to cushion her stomach so that I could take her doggy style.
I guess she didn't think I'd do it if she laid on her back. It would've been awkward and cringe for me to get on top of her and the developing baby in her tummy. Just the thought of it made me feel like the ultimate creep. Juan would drag me from pillar to post and tell all our mutual friends on social media. No doubt about it, that would be the end of my public life leaving me a shut-in for the upcoming summer and the foreseeable future.
I shuddered at the thought imaging the epic cancellation I'd receive across the board which would put my college aspirations on hold as well. Forgetting about Phoebe and our brief time together, if you could call it that, was for the best.
Ring tone: [The number you have called is not in service.]
I palmed the back of my head sitting in my car, taking a much-needed deep breath. It would've been better if Phoebe yelled and cursed at me or told me our tryst was part of some elaborate shit test. I was in the dark, with a memory. It didn't feel right. Maybe it was selfish of me to want some sort of closure.
I got out standing in the small parking lot of my grandfather's corner store. He was still bedridden, and I had to admit his condition was the only reason I met Phoebe in the first place. Grandpa specifically wanted me to take care of his livelihood. He didn't trust his wife. Any of them to be more specific; not with his money or other assets which were kept hidden away in a storage unit I'd driven him to on occasion. His first divorce left him on the streets for a time.
It took some grit and laser sharp focus to get back to where he was before, financially speaking. None of his other grandkids, more than eleven in total, were available or innately trustworthy. I was the next to youngest with the other being all of twelve years of age already with a criminal record longer than my fucking arm. So, I was the man by default.
"Shit, how does it get so dirty when I pick up every day?" I walked about the parking lot picking up errant pieces of trash and discarded paper, tossing them in the corner dumpster. It was a little early, but I decided to get my day going as work therapy to offset my stalkerish obsession with Phoebe. Every time I thought of her, my mind would be drawn to her adorable face and huge milk swollen breasts, hard tan lines and all.
"Reúnanse, Charlie Hueta." I unlocked the metal shutter letting it up to use my grandfather's heavy keychain to open the store.
Inside it took shorter than usual to get things up and running before manning the elevated countertop. I switched on the monitor letting some movies play from a streaming service subscription. My grandfather liked watching old movies, particularly vintage Mexican horror movies featuring his childhood hero, El Santo. Today, I found his favorite "El Santo vs. The Vampire Women." I let it play for background noise helping a few of my regulars at the register. Things slowed down after a while allowing me to focus on it at the tail end.
"Well, that's particularly brutal." Onscreen El Santo was seen torch in hand finishing off the bad guys, a group of nubile voluptuous vampire women, torch in hand. Their coffins line the walls of their hideout vertically, which allowed Santo to simply open them and stick his torch inside immolating the creatures inside.
"Yeah, crazy right?" I was leaning sideways on elevated store counter, chin on fist watching the movie with my back when a female customer commented.
"The end credits are rolling, and you can still hear the women screaming." Onscreen, Santos was already driving off in his Porche as the movie ended.
"That's the charm of it; you've gotta appreciate the uniqueness." I replied lackadaisically.
"Oh, should I be worried about my safety here alone with you?"
"Nah I'm harmless...Oh!"
She was stunning leaning against the ice-cream cooler, popsicle in hand already slurping on it. This beautiful black woman was just above slim, thick incredibly busty with some noticeable curves. A cropped peasant tee with a lunging neckline put her bulging charms on full display over some especially small denim short shorts with a miniscule bit of cheekage visible in profile. Everything was enhanced by the reflective nature of her rich cholate brown skin tone. Her legs caught the early morning sunlight slathered with some sort of oil.
UH... well, uhm?" Despite all of this, I was stricken by her face which reminded me of a very young Gabrielle Union. It was embarrassing to the max listening to myself tripping over my words as she smiled raising the popsicle, taking another slurp.
"Cat got your tongue?"
"Uhm, I uh, don't..." The stutter show continued.
"Or is it my tits?" She added as I did my best to find my voice, failing miserably.
I went mute, trapped inside my body staring down from my counter at what I considered a once in a lifetime beauty. Her bulging pneumatic cleavage probably had my metaphorical tongue hidden deep inside that cropped tee. I started to wonder if I was looking at the actress, herself as I found my voice.
"I know this is gonna sound crazy, but has anyone ever told you that you look like...?"
"Don't finish that sentence, and yes, a lot of people have told me that shit. I'm not her for your information; we are not related in any way whatsoever. If you say that name, I will be legitimately offended."
"Oh no, I don't want that; I mean, uh sorry for asking." Her face was perfectly accentuated by a short close-cropped hairstyle with an underlying burgundy tint. The finger coils and close meticulously shaved sides brought out her features and elegant cheekbones. I couldn't help being floored by her beauty noticing diamonds in her ears.
"That's better; so, how's about it?"
"What?" Her lips were infinitely kissable, painted to match her hair subtly.
"How much for the popsicle?" She waved the popsicle in front of my eyes, snickering a little at the dumbfounded look on my face.
"OH! Just a dollar, miss."
"Is that all?" She asked, raising a perfectly arched eyebrow.
"Well, yeah." I was so hard, it hurt. If my hands weren't visible, I would've been adjusting things. Porn star body with a movie star face, had my junk straining against my functional dickies.
"Take plastic?"
"Huh?"
"I have a black card; can you run it or is this quaint little cornerstone seriously behind the times?"
"We have a debit card reader." The acid tinge of entitled smugness came out of nowhere like a shark's fin. I reacted facially for a moment, then remembered myself sticking my hand out for the card noticing a glossy black Birkin bag atop the cooler.
"Glorious, perhaps you should run a tab." She stepped to the counter with her card, perhaps giving me a better look at her awesome cleavage in more detail. I gulped hoping it wasn't audible still on the fence whether I was looking at the actress in question but decided in the negative unless she'd done a round of serious cosmetic surgery, body wise.
"A tab?"
"Yes, I'll probably have another at some point in the day; it's going to be terribly hot out today. That won't be a problem, will it; uhm what's your name?"
"Charlie, uh Charlie Huerta miss."
"I'm Charity Gilbert, nice to make your acquaintance, Charlie." She stuck her hand out towards the counter, and I flinched for a moment before leaning over lightly shaking it.
"I'm just going to chalk that up to a nervous tick or something; I know you didn't think I had a weapon of some kind, right?"
"SORRY! Uh, it's not like that, miss."
"I hope not; so, just tell me I'm that hot or catch some black girl magic in the extreme negative." Her brow was furrowed, but she had this weird kind of smile on her face that told me she was offended to the ninth degree as she fished the card out of a side pocket on her handbag.
"Uh Charity, look I wasn't being an asshole or something; it's just that I didn't expect you to wanna shake my hand. Girls like you..." I facepalmed as her eyes became slits, face still smiling.
"Girls like me, Charlie?"
"NO! SHIT! FUCK! I MEAN...!! Perfect tens, uhm once in a lifetime women don't pop up here in my grampa's store on the regular. Hell, never uhm, quite honestly and you kind of caught me off guard when I turned around. It was like you just appeared out of thin air; like right out of a wet dream, miss. I mean uh, Charity Gilbert, ma'am. I'm rambling, huh?"
"Stuttering a little bit too." She added now half smirking giving me a wink that might have shown her attitude was nothing more than a ruse.
"Aw shit." I facepalmed again taking the card with my other hand but hesitating to swipe it.
"You okay, Charlie Huerta?"
"Toda mierda, me siento como un puto idiota" I went into my native language averting my eyes for a moment.
"Charlie?"
"Yeah?"
"Are you going to run my black card?" I blinked profusely, then looked at the elite card in my hand as she chuckled some more.
"Hey, it's on the house."
"I don't mind paying, Charlie."
"Nah, I think I owe it to you for being the best part of my day... oh, said that outloud didn't I, huh?"
"You did."
"Damn." Charity continued chomping on the popsicle enjoying the moment as my libido had a test of wills looking between her face and the bountiful cleavage staring me right in the face. This woman was the definition of a whole snack.
"It's okay, keep going."
"Shit." My forehead hit the countertop making her laugh outloud.
"This is so much fun, I think I really will come back; thanks for the treat, Charlie Huerta."
"HEY?!" I looked up from the countertop getting a second shock to the system in the back view of Ms. Charity Gilbert. She was blessed with this compact, yet dense looking apple bottom that complimented her awesome legs. She was a true one-two punch of tits and ass with that priceless handbag slung over her shoulder like a championship belt.
"Yes?" Charity glibly sounded like she already knew what I wanted beforehand.
"Uhm, shit. I uh, well I'm already messing it up, but I was kinda thinking like, if you would like to go out...yeah, uh for a drink or dinner, sometime? I mean it's totally up to you is all I'm saying. I'm trying to say stuff, maybe get you. I MEAN TO GO OUT WITH ME! Date?"
"Are you finished, Charlie?"
"Yeah, guess it's a no, huh Charity?" She was still facing away from me half turned at the hip looking back at my flushed face, grinning. I was expecting an epic burn in response.
"Do you have a girlfriend?"
"Nah."
"So, you don't have a girlfriend, huh? You're kind of cute; are you SURE you don't have a girlfriend, Charlie Huerta?" Phoebe flashed across my mind as my mouth went into business for itself, betraying me.
"Well, I was uhm, talking to somebody but I think that's over."
"So, let me get this straight; you do have a girlfriend, but you broke up, right Charlie? Maybe you're breaking up with her so you can go on a date with me, right? You're kind of sneaky, aren't you, Charlie Huerta?"
"I DON'T HAVE A GIRLFRIEND! But uh, I was talking to somebody recently. I mean, I think I was anyway, but she ghosted me." My words tapered off as thoughts of Phoebe filled my mind. It felt like I was telling the truth and lying at the same time.
"So, which is it?"
"Uhm, guess I'm not qualified to take you on a date, Charity." I admitted defeat.
"Okay; see you later Charlie Huerta." Charity walked out of the store with her free popsicle and expensive handbag still slung over her shoulder. Her cheekage in those tiny denim shorts nearly made me cum in my pants. I immediately felt like a noob afterwards.
"Fuck my life." I watched the door for a few minutes to see if Charity Gilbert would return, but she didn't.
I went back to the wall mounted television mulling the epic blunder of trying to ask this new beauty out on a date. Part of started thinking she really was the actress, but the bodies were worlds apart. Charity Gilbert was a solid ten in my book and the only woman who could give her a run for the money was honestly Phoebe, even pregnant. I pondered what the two would look like side by side in a tail of the tape, imagining Phoebe sans the baby bump. I found that I preferred the latter. My two trysts with Phoebe biased those thoughts.
I went about my business ringing up customers and taking care of things, stocking the shelves and interacting with a few vendors who popped up to settle monthly accounts. I didn't mind it at all. I'd been working for my grandfather since I was fourteen. He thought I should learn how to make an honest day's' pay but wanted me to know what it was like to run a business. He himself had come up from the dirt always with this store in mind, day one.
Ring tone: [The number you have called is not in service.]
"Esta es una mala imagen, hermano." I slipped back into stalker mode, ashamed of my lack of self-control, failing miserably.
I went into a dour mood watching this giant monster movie featuring a titan sized fire breathing turtle named Gamera. Foot traffic was almost nil for a couple of hours as I mentally self-flagellated over Phoebe and the foot-in-mouth attempt to ask out another woman. Part of me thought maybe Charity was some sort of divine intervention to stop me from obsessing over a pregnant married woman. I truly felt like the worst as Juan popped up.
"Hey man, what's up? Oh, you're still simping over that jump-off huh?"
"That jump-off you sent a dick pic to, right?"
"Ain't my fault she's scared of the meat; it be like that sometimes." He tried to roll right through my dig at his verbal drubbing by Phoebe.
"Yeah, right."
"Hey, I ain't hiding and your girl ghosted you; didn't even have to common decency to do it face to face; what's up with that shit? Charlie, since it's over..."
"No."
"You really ain't got no pics, no nothing?"
"Cut it out."
"You're missing them big tits, huh?" Ironically, he leaned against the ice cream cooler in the same spot as Charity Gilbert an hour and a half earlier.
"Not as much as you."
"Whatever, so since I know you're all up in your feelings here's what we're gonna do. We're gonna get you back on the horse, because you're way dramatic about a bust down with lady lumps. Ricky's having a house party and there's gonna be a lotta hoes over there."
"Are there's gonna be a lot of Cholos over there with those ladies, if not the cops. Is he still on home arrest wearing that fucking ankle monitor?"
"Don't conflate the issue."
"I ain't conflating shit; last time we went over there all of us got hemmed up by the fucking cops, Juan."
"Aw forget about that shit, those fuckers paid up so it's a go for this weekend."
"Do you hear yourself?"
"What I hear is a fool scared of some pussy; come out with me tonight. Missus Snuffleupagus ain't gonna catch your ass." He'd started referring to Phoebe in this manner after being embarrassed via phone.
"Stop calling her that."
"Oh, is she calling you back, again?"
"Fuck you."
We watched the movie and made small talk, cutting the drama short. Juan helped me out stocking some boxes in the back storage room. I could still feel him bristling under the skin, so I decided to throw him an olive branch to keep the peace between us.
"Hey man, you ain't gonna believe the chick who came in this morning."
"Oh yeah?"
"A true baddie, slim-thick with some really nice tits, and these awesome short shorts on a big Washington apple booty. At least a nine in looks, maybe a ten since she looks like a movie star."
"Bullshit."
"Serious, no shit."
"Oh then, who's she look like?"
"You wouldn't believe it if I told you." We were hitting cans in the back with label makers as he stopped sounding cynical.
"Stop the cap."
"Ain't no cap, you wouldn't believe it."
"Spit it out!"
I just stared back knowing he wouldn't believe me. Juan cocked his head to the side shrugging which told me I'd be getting roasted for the rest of the day if I didn't give him something.
"Eh, young...uhm, Gabrielle Union."
"..."
"Not how she looks now uh, how she looked when she did that cheerleader movie, back when we were kids."
"Man, you're dreaming or tripping balls. Hey man, let me get some of that shit you're snorting so I can take it to Ricky's party tonight."
"I'm serious."
"That uhm, special and a little scary."
"Come on Juan."
"Did she come out of the fucking tv over the cooler out there?" He was laughing in my face as we walked out of the back storage room.
"Fuck you man."
"Hey next time maybe you can get a hoe off that fucking Only Fans shit; get the fuck out of here with that Gabrielle Union shit. You're off man and what you need to do is get yourself some pussy, homie. Now we going to this party tonight and you're gonna get your dick righteously wet; ain't gonna be no more talk about that Phoebe butterface, and ain't no bitch walking around over here looking like a whole motherfucking Gabrielle Union."



"You should listen to your friend, here Charlie Huerta." We were walking out of the back room as my buddy wagged a finger way too close to my face, disparaging my situation.
Charity Gilbert was standing there next to the elevated counter.
She'd changed clothes now sporting a collar denim romper jumpsuit unzipped in the front putting the girls on full display as well as her long shapely legs and immaculate manicured and painted feet in these nice open toed, denim trimmed wedge sandals completing the ensemble. Her skin was rich brown chocolate with a glistening quality that caught the light just right. It was obviously some body oil as I stared back like a zombie, popping wood.
Another matching Birkin bag hung at her side hovering above the floor while the strap had to share space with a bedazzled I-Phone. The other hand held a popsicle as I couldn't stifle a wide beaming grin glancing at Juan at my right side, shoulder to shoulder.
"Juan?"
His mouth hung open; shoulders slumped in utter shock.
"Juan?!" I gave him a nudge, then looked down to find a huge, curved tent in his pants as Charity noticed with a raised brow.
"Well, we know he's happy to see me." She nodded towards his growing bulge walking towards us offering a hand, grinning.
"OH, MY GAWD!! OH, MY GAWD!! OMFG!! MUTHA FUH!! OH SHIT!! OH SHIT!!" What happened next was unexpected.
Juan ran back into the storage room slamming the door loudly behind him, audibly locking it.
We stared at the closed door as some loud unintelligible noise came from the opposite side.
"Mierda" I facepalmed.
"He doesn't get out much, does he?" Charity queried with a thumb pointed at the closed door.
"Actually, he does, you'd be surprised Charity; want me to ring up your popsicle?"
"First things, first; are you sure you don't have a girlfriend?"
"Yeah, I'm single."
"What about that other girl you alluded to, earlier?"
"I met uhm, somebody a while ago, well just a couple of weeks ago; but it didn't work out?"
"This isn't some weird shit like the guy back there hiding, is it?"
"Oh no, Phoebe's a very real person."
"Phoebe?"
"That's her name and uh, we were never going out, just kind of talking." I admitted finally.
"Talking?"
"Yeah, that's all Charity." I was more relaxed this time due to Juan's spazzed out behavior. She stared at me kind of processing, half smiling with a raised brow.
"How many times did you two fuck?"
"HUH, WHUUT?!!" She caught me off guard with that frank question out of the blue.
"Come on, its written all over your face; I'd recognize that sad puppy dog look anywhere. So, you two had sex, right Charlie?" She seemed more insistent, which puzzled me because of her appearance and obvious status. This woman was a princess.
Juan was still spazzing out in the backroom, drawing our attention for a moment or two.
"Uh, well okay." I admitted staring at her face, intimidated by her aura.
"Was it your first time?" Charity opened the popsicle, relaxing a bit.
"NO!"
"Chill, it's just that I don't consider myself the kind of girl you get on a rebound; when I think about it, I'm a bit offended. Mr. Huerta, I'm the girl you rebound from, not to, okay? So, just to be clear I would be unable to acquiesce to a date with you."
"HUH?!!" My heart started thumping, but Charity shut that down.
"Moderate your expectations, I'm just curious. So, did this uhm, Phoebe look better than me?"
I paused when she asked the question I'd pondered all day.
"Nuh no, it's not like that honestly; I think about it like comparing myself to both of you. I don't measure up. If I were to be honest about it, you two would look incredible lined up together."
"Well color me impressed slick; I love how you sidestepped that shit. Okay, who has the better spread; talking about bodies, here?" Charity motioned towards her body taking a slurp on the popsicle while Jaun continued spazzing out in the back.
"It's different."
"Are you serious; and you wanted a date with me?"
"No, it's because she's uhm..."
"Uhm, what Charlie?"
"..."
Charity just stared waiting for his answer but looked away drawn by the racket being caused in the back storage room. I didn't know how to answer without making myself look like a creep and there was Juan in the backroom. He couldn't know what I was hiding, and it made me feel like a piece of shit. Charity went to the back-room door, bag hanging from bent elbow, amused. She looked back at me with a smile, then rapped at the metal door.
"Can you come out of there and try to act like a fucking adult?"
Everything went silent as she faced the door leaving with a view of her back. This new outfit also accentuated her densely packed apple bottom with a healthy bit of rear cleavage bulging like baked bread. Charity Gilbert had a defined undercuff. She looked back over her shoulder noticing the trajectory of my gaze. She gave it a little wiggle shifting weight from one hip to the other as Jaun cracked the door peering out at her face.
"Uhm, I'm really sorry miss; I love your movies and shit. I'm your biggest fan, no cap."
"Nigga that bitch ain't her biggest fan; and I'm gonna tell you like I told Charlie this morning that I'm not her, okay? Whatever you're doing back there, don't say that shit to me or I'm going to get nasty. I'M NOT HER! Say it, uh Juan. That's your name, right?"
"Yes Ms. Union." He whimpered.
Charity pushed the door closed using her foot at the end to slam it shut, before turning around, decidedly irritated.
"This is tired." She slung her bag walking by me to the door in a sour mood. A wave of desperation washed over me as I watched my chance walking out the door. I bit the bullet running after her. Charity was walking into the small parking lot when I caught up to her.
"She's pregnant." I confessed, getting her attention.
"Excuse me?"
"Phoebe is six months pregnant, maybe more okay Charity? I didn't want to put it out there for obvious reasons, sorry. I uhm, didn't think you would want to be compared to a pregnant woman, but you're obviously a ten in anyone with working eye's book. It would be a travesty to line you up next to Phoebe." I had diarrhea of the mouth at this point as she faced me again, one brow raised.
"Are you the baby daddy?"
"No."
"Is it a kink, or something?"
"I don't think so, although to be honest she's extremely cute. Yeah, really sweet looking and I have to be honest, she also reminds me of someone from TV."
"I don't need to hear it; so, I line up with a pregnant woman, right?"
"No, it's just that..."
"Save it Charlie; go play with your little friend in the back room." She continued to a waiting Mercedez-Benz beside his parked dinged up looking Volkswagen Beetle. Charity looked at the car, then back at him again.
"This your car?"
"Yeah."
Charity got inside her vehicle putting on some shades, then drove out without looking at me again. Strains of "They Don't Know" by Rico Love filled the air as the entitled princess sped by nearly clipping me in the process.
"Damn." I threw my hands up.
I stared after the car but didn't think she would return. Instead of going back inside, I loitered around the parking lot mentally berating myself for not just telling Charity what she wanted to hear. I picked up some garbage tossing it into the dumpster making a mental note to call up the family friend of my grandpa to come mow the meager lawn on the property. We'd once received a ticket from the city that my grandpa was still contesting.
"What did you do?" Juan appeared ten minutes later looking around, disappointed.
"Don't start with me, she's gone, and I don't think she's coming back."
"¡QUÉ COÑO, TÍO?!! ¿POR QUÉ SIEMPRE TIENES QUE ESTAR METIENDO LA MIERDA EN LA MIERDA?!! ¡¡ESA PERRA ERA FUEGO PURO, HIJO!!" Juan shouted.
"Says the dumbass who was fan Girling all over Charity; next time bring a bib."
That shut things down emphatically. He stood there watching me mill about in the parking lot without word, probably embarrassed. I was bummed, still fighting the urge to call Phoebe. I'd chosen a pregnant married woman over a bonified ten, and for what? I was still shut out and rightfully so; Phoebe only wanted me to have sex with her on her timetable. There was no give and take between us. She was married. I wasn't. But I still chose Phoebe.
"Hey man, you gonna go to the party with me, tonight?"
"I don't think so."
"There's gonna be a lot of girls there; you sure Charlie?"
"Yeah, thanks for helping out."
"Hey, I'll call you later." Juan left me to my devices walking out of view with his hands shoved in his back pockets. I got in my car watching the front of the store taking some time to get it together. I thought about Charity's reaction to my responses to her obvious vetting.
Ring tone: [The number you have called is not in service.]
I sat in my car taking a moment, getting angry. Part of me wished I'd never met Phoebe. Even though it was a very short time, I was getting the feels. I just wanted closure. Her random bouts of toxic behavior came to the forefront making my fumbling of Charity Gilbert even more glaring. I propped an arm on the driver's side window, rubbing my temple thinking things over, then noticed some people go into the store. I followed them inside.
My phone remained in the cupholder.
I dutifully finished up my shift which thankfully got busy leaving my hands far from idle. There was this empty feeling in the atmosphere as I lowered the gate and locked up the store, then turned around looking across the street where construction was being completed on a big box store that would obliterate my grandpa's business which had served the community for decades. I felt ashamed for taking my eye off the ball.
Ring tone: [The number you have called is not in service.]
"SHIT!!"
I pulled out of the lot making a wide U-turn to the strains of "Look on up at the Bottom" by Lynn Carey.
It was crazy, but I just wanted some kind of closure even if it just consisted of seeing Phoebe one last time. After interacting with Charity, I felt like the biggest creep, especially after seeing her reaction when I let the cat out of the bag. I wondered if I were supposed to meet her instead of Phoebe. It felt like I'd cheated myself out of a legitimate experience for a taken woman with child. It was crazy and talking to Charity made it that much clearer.
The minute I turned onto her block; I regretted it but was too invested to turn back. I was apprehensive about how I'd be received as I slowly cruised by the front of Phoebe's home. I settled for a bit of discretion pulling around the corner at the end of the block into the spot alongside the brick wall bordering the home. I sat behind the wheel struck by the absurdity of my behavior. Once I put the car in park, I realized there was no way I was going through with anything. I sat there staring at the wall separating me from Phoebe's bedroom.
"Hombre, tienes que ser el mayor imbécil del puto mundo. ¿De verdad, acosar a una mujer embarazada? ¡¿Una mujer "CASADA" embarazada en eso?! ¡Agarra a la mierda Charlie Huerta!" I scolded myself in Spanish just sitting there behind the wheel feeling like the biggest idiot stalker in the universe.
I changed the channel looking for something musical to catch a vibe and steel myself enough to drive away and never return. I settled on The Last Navigator remix of Tron Legacy's End of Line, finding solace in this futuristic electronica. I reclined resting my elbow on the open driver's side window with a palm draped over my face. I felt stupid.
From the moment I saw Phoebe, I was "smitten" probably due to her infectious cuteness. Whenever I was in her presence, it was work looking at anything outside of her face. This made me feel horrifically guilty after each meeting and interaction, especially after being with her sexually. She was obviously older, but you'd never know it looking at her face which somehow continually left me continuously thinking of a young Lark Vorhees.
Genuine feelings or obsession was the question of the day, apparently leaning towards the latter as I uncovered my eyes finding the inside of my humble Volkswagen beetle fleetingly bathed in light. Someone was parking behind me a little too close for comfort. The momentary effect of the high beams left me blinking profusely as I leaned forward about to drive off into the night, putting an end to whatever I thought I had going on with Phoebe.
"Aw shit." I heard a door slam which drew my gaze to my rear-view mirror worried I'd been caught creeping by the cops. I didn't want to look in my sideview mirror, so I leaned over fumbling for my driver's license.
"WHAT'RE WE DOING?!" I jumped out of my skin shaking a little as I glanced over my shoulder at the open driver's side window.
"Charity?"
She was bent over at my driver's side window grinning at the shocked expression on my face at her unexpected appearance.
"I do repeat-what are we doing, Charlie Huerta?"
"Where did you come from?"
"Motherfucker did you hear what I said?"
"Oh uhm, I was just chilling." I answered leaving out pertinent details as she stared back still grinning, but obviously intense. Charity stood up peering over the top of my car at the brick wall, then bent over again staring at my flushed face.
"You're stalking her, aren't you?"
"Not exactly."
"Bullshit."
"Nuh no, really; It's not what you think. Uhm, after talking to you a little while ago I figured I uh, needed some kind of closure, honest."
"I thought you said you were just talking?"
"Yeah well..."
"How many times did you two fuck?" I wasn't expecting the question, but it still slapped me in the face regardless.
"Well technically, only once."
"Are you fucking serious?"
I sat upright as Charity knelt next to the outside of my open driver's side window, amused.
"Well, we did some stuff leading up to that one time, okay?" The look on her face made me feel stupid. I shrugged, making her snicker at the look on my even more flushed face as she propped an elbow up on the outside of the window, grinning even more.
"Are you dangerous?"
"No."
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah."
"Alright slide over, I'm coming inside."
"What?"
"Get over in the passenger seat, I'm coming inside this uh, car I guess." Charity raised her hand into my view brandishing a stun baton. This thing was so big, it looked like a light saber. I leaned over, shoulders hunched not knowing how to take this revelation.
"Why do you have a stun baton?"
"Are you kidding; look at me." Charity replied matter of factly, raised brow as if I'd asked something absurd.
"Oh well..."
"...move the fuck over; I don't sit in the passenger seat of cars with boys I don't know." Charity cut me off.
"Oh, okay." She yanked my door open giving me a shove planting her tight round butt in the driver's seat beside me. The baton was in her far hand as she sort of slammed the door behind herself before looking at me. There were a thousand questions I wanted to ask, but she cut me off before I could ask one.
"Put your seatbelt on Charlie." She took my car out of park.
"Hey what're you doing?" It was obvious Charity was about to drive off with me leaving her luxury vehicle behind.
"Driving." My poor Volkswagen beetle got a herkie jerky start, then sped off pushed by her foot on the gas.
"HEY!!"
"Is for horses, chill yourself before you kill yourself; I strongly suggest that a seatbelt might be the order of the day." She no-look leaned over clicking the belt into place. We were already speeding past my corner store. Charity clicked hers sitting behind the wheel with hands at the two and ten positions looking as if she were driving a bumper car, grinning.
"The way you're driving, I can see that."
"Please mouth breather, I could push a tinker toy like this before I got out of head start, baby."
"Might be time for a refresher course."
Charity shot me a look, then started guffawing like an over exaggerated nerd, obviously trolling me even going so far as to raise her fingers, fore and thumb pinched together in a dig at my manhood. Despite this, she remained a premium whole snack, visually speaking.
"Where are we going?"
"Oh, you've already adjusted; who would've thought?"
"Where are we going?"
"On a prolonged moment of clarity, my boy; geez, you're so comfortable all of a sudden. What, I don't rank with your Phoebe person, huh?"
"It's not like that."
"Oh wow."
"What?"
"You're still holding her down; damn I'm offended."
"Huh?"
"You've got it bad Charlie Huerta; are you sure it wasn't your first time or something? It's giving, infinitely inexperienced on a simp level." I facepalmed under her gaze.
"Geez, is this like an old lady thing or something?" It just came out of nowhere spilling out of my mouth before I had time to consider what I was saying.
Charity slammed down on the breaks, then slowly pulled over to the curb on this residential block at the edge of Phoebe's neighborhood. She leaned forward turning the music down to a hum, processing. Charity raised a pointer finger with this weird squinty eyed, smiley face expression.
"I'm in my early twenties, asshole."
"Look, I'm..."
Charity made this loud shushing sound wagging that pointer finger extremely hard in a motion that reminded me of a Geiger counter. She did it several times until I settled down in the passenger seat of my beetle.
"Like I said I'm in my early twenties, peak physical condition, at the top of my class, Spelman bitch. SPELMAN-MOTHERFUCKER!! Yeah, that's right, bruh; gotta net worth that would allow me to send your punk ass to community college...WITH MY POCKET CHANGE! Now, right here in your fixer upper ride, we're just going to agree that you misspoke." Her pointer finger was raised in a fixed position throughout her rant.
Charity sat there giving me a view of her in profile looking like a mannequin other than the flaring nostrils.
"Look I..."
The shushing sound interrupted me again along with the trembling pointer finger. Charity raised the stun baton into view with her other hand unknowingly making herself more relatable in that instant. My youth and dedication to Phoebe even unsaid, bruised this princess's ego. I sat there staring for a minute, then mimicked her posture looking through the windshield of my car.
"I'll have you know I'm a reformed villain, bar none Charlie Huerta."
I knew better than to say anything until I was allowed.
"It took a lot to get me to this point, but I'm in a good place; it's my place on top of the hill back in my fucking purpose. I doubt you'll ever know what it's like to fall from grace among the unwashed masses until you find that perfect fucking moment of clarity. That being said, sometimes niggas make you wanna roll back all of that crucial self-development."
This woman was definitely in love with herself.
"Mind you, I know you're a Latin male; but sometimes that tiny bit of the hood just sorta bubbles up to the top, okay Charlie Huerta? You've somehow managed to catch my attention with your overt and misguided disrespect. I feel that needs to be readdressed; what do you think Charlie Huerta?"
"I misspoke."
"Are you placating me?"
"No, I'm admitting I fucked up Charity; I wasn't thinking and I'm truly sorry for insulting one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen."
"One?"
"I'm stupid."
"Oh, really; I never would've guessed that a noob obsessing over a pregnant woman would be so self-reflective. However, since I've turned over a new leaf for the most part, I'll admit fault for seeking validation from uh...a complete stranger."
"...and kidnapping him too?"
"Fuck you; I intended to take you someplace so that you could safely vent, but unfortunately you tripped over your own fat, tragically uninformed bottom lip."



"Sorry." I couldn't help but smile a little at this entitled woman's unintended cuteness. It was short-lived as Charity caught me looking.
"Are you trolling me?"
"No."
"Oh, I think you are."
"No, I'm not." It was hard stifling a smirk as she glowered at me, still tragically adorable in her own spoiled way.
"DO-YOU-WANT-ME-TO PUT-ON A MEDICAL GLOVE?!!" I cringed facially at the perceived threat.
"WHAT?!"
"You heard me, Charlie Huerta."
"Why do you do that?"
"Do what?"
"Say my whole name when you address me?"
"Well, that is your government name, isn't it?" Charity answered a question with a question.
"Nuh, no; uhm, I don't wanna offend you or nothing, but Phoebe used to do that, too." I watched a number of unintended facial expressions read across Charity's face realizing she was competing with a woman she'd never met. A pregnant woman at that.
"Damn man, aw shit." She leaned back rubbing her temple, exasperated.
"Hey, I'm not trying to compare you two, Charity; what, you want me to lie?"
"YEAH!" She growled; brow deeply furrowed almost snarling at the thought she wasn't the "Be All End All" of the known universe. I looked away cupping a hand over my mouth hiding my own grinning countenance. Charity snatched my hand away making me snicker outloud, then smacked the back of my head with that same evil, weird smile expression.
I started laughing as she thumped my bicep with her fist a few times, bristling. The baton made an appearance partially silencing me. She glanced at it, then my face, lowering it.
"Damn, I wish Jayson were here." Charity said under her breath with an arm up on her open window letting the stun baton hang outside.
"Who's Jayson?"
"A useful tool for acute proxy violence; I mean, it's been a while but I'm sure I can still gaslight the fuck out of him into doing my bidding. Damn Charlie Huerta, you are about to make an uber bitch fall off the wagon. You're gonna make me lose my fucking gold star."
"Charity, I have no idea what you're talking about."
"My wings."
"What?"
"Look man, I've worked considerably hard to be completely, undoubtedly and unequivocally "GOOD" and you are going a long ways towards undoing all of my progress in a single fucking day. Do you have any idea how hard it is not to put on a medical glove right now, Charlie Huerta?" I kept snickering, earning more light punches to the bicep as she explained herself getting progressively annoyed.
"What is this shit about a fucking medical glove?"
"Never mind; besides you haven't signed an NDA, so you're not certified."
"WHAT?!!"
"Don't strain your brain; by the way, I'm hungry so we're going."
"Where?"
"Shut up, you're committed." Charity started up my beetle pulling off into the night after adjusting my radio until the soft silky tune of "You Can't Play With My Yoyo" featuring Ice Cube along with the cleverly named female rapper.
I went along for the ride tentatively using Charity to white out Phoebe in my mind, but gradually finding her entertaining outside of her appearance and likeness to a certain actress. It was easy to see the difference between her and that celebrity as she continued the mini rants into the city proper. We ended up at this Italian eatery at the outskirts of the valley which was popular enough to be crowded to the max.
Charity's black card got us past a packed line extending a good fifteen feet out from the restaurant's entrance. We were shown to a table outside the venue in this raised area overlooking the street and the nearby freeway. She kept up the entitled princess bit ordering two glasses of wine after personally checking my driver's license. It seemed as if Charity were trying to throw me off by pulling me out of my element, socially speaking.
"So, tell me about it." She queried after we took a few joint sips from our glasses.
"There's nothing really to tell."
"I beg to differ." Charity replied taking another sip from her glass.
"Toda la mierda, quítate de mí de verdad, ¿vale?" I grumbled in Spanish not wanting to send her into another mini rant.
"Supérate, solo estoy tratando de entablar una conversación educada Charlie Huerta. Escúpela." Charity shot back in perfect Spanish.
I did a doubletake.
"What?"
"Nothing."
"Ethnicities aside; did you really think you could hide in your native language and throw shade at me? Is that what we're doing here, Charlie Huerta? I used to have a lovely plan about retiring to Cancun with my theoretical golden parachute babies just before I hit the wall."
"You have children?"
"Theoretical simpleton, that refers to insurance children I've yet to have with a man of substantial means; well, at least that was the idea back in the day mind you, but I could still pull it off if I wanted."
"So, you're telling me you're a gold digger?"
"Are you surprised?"
"Well, when you put it that way, I guess it's to be expected." I took a sip from my glass finding Charity glowering at me from across the table.
"I don't know how to take that." Charity took a sip narrowing her eyes with a half smirk.
"I'm surprised you're not more offended."
"Spade a spade and I'm not pissing on your dick, Charlie Huerta."
"Kinky."
Charity was favoring her glass with both hands but lowered it smiling genuinely at me.
"You actually have some charm, Charlie Huerta; I should hook you up with my mother. She loves Latin guys."
"Now I'm offended."
Charity started laughing gregariously out of the blue, even having to cup her hand under her chin to keep herself from spraying all over our candlelit table.
"What's so funny?"
"Inside joke."
"I don't get it." I probably looked irritated at the notion of being set up with some old woman.
"Play your cards right and maybe you will." Charity commented with a glib, knowing grin on her pretty face.
For some reason this made me laugh along with her somehow feeling I was the butt of the joke. We made small talk having dinner together and I had to admit being grateful for what amounted to an impromptu date on the fly, even though Charity insisted it wasn't. We finished off that bottle of wine together and took a photo together when the house photographer popped up.
"This isn't a date, so don't get your hopes up Charlie Huerta." Charity played it coy, deciding to take the pic because it was quote-unquote "quaint."
"You're breaking my heart already; hey, what's your last name any way?"
"Classified information." Charity chortled pressing her cheek against mine for the photo which ended up being presented to us in a nice greeting card sized carboard frame.
"You know my last name."
"So what; you got dinner and my prestigious company for an evening."
"Afraid I'll look you up?"
"No, you're a lightweight and besides, you haven't signed an NDA."
"I have to sign an NDA to get your last name?"
"Asshole."
"What?"
"I already told you my last name."
I sat back staring at Charity's face raising my glass while she did the same, shadowing my motion sipping some more of the wine in tandem. I wasn't sure she was telling the truth, but the memory popped up unfortunately making me react facially. I gnashed my teeth faking a cheesy smile sure that Charity would blow up because I wasn't hanging on her every word.
"Charity...Gilbert; Charity Gilbert." I almost replied making it a question but tried to catch myself still falling on my face verbally.
"Damn, you make it so hard; still thinking about somebody else's baby mamma, huh?"
Come on."
"No, you come on Charlie Huerta; got me lining up next to a pregnant woman, can't admit I've got a better spread than this "Phoebe person" and you forgot my last name, too."
My eyes drifted down into her inviting cleavage while she was talking as I had another sip.
"Are you looking at my tits?"
I was caught up hesitating a second too long prompting Charity to zip up which hid her rich chocolate bust, but did nothing to hide how impressive her big spongy looking breasts were despite being hidden by her romper. Her hand lingered on that zipper as we exchanged glances. Charity slowly drew it down making her boobs bulge a little before they made a grand reappearance. She facepalmed looking as if she were chortling in her palm.
"You're actually looking at my tits, go figure; well, if you can't be with the one you want, be with the one you're with...right? Aren't you afraid your Phoebe person will find out? Hey, do you feel like you're cheating on somebody else's baby mamma by sitting here with me?"
"Okay, I admit I feel stupid."
"Self-reflection and accountability are the first steps to reestablishing balance in an otherwise mediocre life."
"If I admit I'm feeling the burn, will you let up on me?"
"Probably not."
"Aw shit."
"It's okay, I'm only being medium evil."
"Medium evil?"
"I like to moderate my evil to minimize uh, potential karma."
"Are we going to talk about the medical glove you keep mentioning?"
"Are you going to sign an NDA?"
"Really?!! Even if I said yeah; how would I sign one right here and now?" I decided to humor Charity Gilbert.
She started tapping away on her I-Phone for a few seconds, then pushed it in front of me revealing an app and digital version of a non-disclosure agreement.
"I can't believe this."
"Believe it; when I'm not pressed for time I do it in standard fashion. A girl of means has got to protect her "assets" Charlie Huerta."
"Oh, and what assets they are." I commented in another Freudian slip.
"Surprised you noticed."
"How could I miss it? That thing won't quit." This warm smile spread across Charity's face as she gestured towards the tuxedoed server whispering in the blonde twentysomething's ear. I watched our server negotiate the thick crowd inside the restaurant, disappearing after a few moments only to return with this green bottle of wine wrapped in a rope. There were many bottles of the same type hanging from the restaurant ceiling.
"I've always wanted to try this, but never remembered during excursions over here on the west coast."
"Are you a recreational drinker?"
"Not in any group under ten or more; a girl's gotta watch out for recreational opportunists not in line with modern times. However, you seem innocent enough that I'm willing to chance it even though I caught you looking at the girls. Besides, stun baton still in play."
"Lucky me."
"We'll see about that, Charlie Huerta. "She replied, placing her black card on a platter presented by our server. The blonde shot me a disparaging look but took payment to the register at the entrance to the restaurant while I sat finishing up our first bottle. Charity jokingly used the rope wrapped bottle on my shoulder before planting her purse on the other. She took my pointer finger leading me out of the restaurant by a pointer finger.
We ended up driving further down the freeway until we reached a beachfront. Charity and I took a stroll along the water shoes off. We found a spot looking out over the ocean at the moon. It was a nice surreal view with a stunning beauty who looked apprehensive about sitting on the sand but plopped down beside me unslinging the roped bottle.
We sat there drinking as I gradually got the feeling Charity was more than she appeared.
"Hey, can I ask you a question without signing an NDA?"
"Depends."
"Huh?"
"I'm partial to any sexual question, but anything else is a toss-up."
"Uhm, okay; what brought you to my store this morning?"
Charity looked at me with a half smirk, then handed me the bottle, smiling. I took a swig, then she took one. We kept it up getting gradually sauced to the gills. I lived up to my lightweight status ending up on my back watching hers and the nice, rounded swell of her packed, round apple bottom on the sand. Charity let the bottle hit the sand, still in custody of the neck, glancing back at me.
"Fuck you."
"Excuse me?"
"Why couldn't you just say I was more attractive and undeniably beautiful than the "Phoebe person" Charlie Huerta? Would it really have hurt you to just say it? Fuck, I'm always getting myself into these situations where my own embattled sense of self-worth or lack thereof gets me into these shitty ass vulnerable places I don't want to go! Sometimes it feels like the man upstairs stays on my neck trying to make sure I've really turned over a new leaf."
"Charity?"
"Fuck you; I really can't be number two, Charlie Huerta."
"Why?"
"Because you put me behind another woman, so I can't fuck you."
"HUH?!"
Before I could react, she turned at the hip glaring salaciously at me before rolling on top of me impulsively shoving her tongue into my mouth. She was a very messy, sloppy kisser as my hands came to rest on her twin, densely packed cheeks. My fingertips found some exposed skin, deep under cuffs of Charity's perfectly molded apple bottom. I couldn't help clawing into them, squeezing with all my might finding an incredible resistance like a stress ball. This woman was in incredible shape as we made out in punch-drunk fashion.
Charity Gilbert was drunk off her ass, sitting up with both palms flat on my chest. Under the moonlight, I could see that her rich chocolate complexion was flushed, and I didn't doubt that I looked the same after consuming most of that house wine with her. My bulge was pressing against the way too visible camel toe of her denim romper. I was so hard, it felt like my cock would burst through my pants and impale her. Charity straightened upright.
She started rowing her hips back and forth, hands flat on my chest grinding her covered snatch on my throbbing crotch. The feeling was indescribable and addictive. I could feel this chocolate beauty's slit sandwiching the underside of my shaft pressed flat against my stomach as her romper rode up high on her hips right over the curve. I was rewarded with a view of her big, spongy, pneumatic bosom in extreme closeup covered by denim.
My hands ended up being in custody of more succulent cake than before with the lower half of the romper riding up on her hips like a bikini. Charity Gilbert was the definition of "slim-thick" at the very end of the spectrum. She added a swivel to her hips, rolling and popping into my crotch in the mother of all dry humps. Before I knew it, my hands were clawing into her mostly exposed cheeks, bouncing her on my bulge.
My efforts proved doubly advantageous making her breasts bounce enough to get that zipper to fall just a little. There was a tiny hint of Charity's deep cleavage sequestered away behind a denim curtain of material. She arched her back driving her mound hard into my crotch, just holding it there before going all out in a fully clothed abomination of alcohol fueled frottage. Charity was feeling it all over grabbing my shoulders leaning forward.
It became clear Charity was kneeling over my body on all fours bouncing her butt on my crotch, hands attached, squeezing and groping. We weren't doing it but coming damn close as I got hard enough to cut diamond. After a while I couldn't help it cupping the outside of Charity's left breast albeit gently. When I didn't react. My other hand cupped the right now carefully squeezing both enjoying a healthy buoyancy. Her zipper was in my face.
"¡Mierda, a la mierda!" I went for it yanking the zipper down to her abdomen.
A wealth of cleavage exploded over my face with a weighted bouncy jiggle encased in this skimpy looking lacy underwire shell cup styled brassiere that looked at least a size and a half smaller than it should've been. My hands shot inward like guided missiles barely touching fingertips to them before Charity roughly captured my wrists slamming them down into the sand on either side of my head. She leaned forward using her weight.
"What are you doing?"
"Uh, squeezing your titties?" Charity cocked her head to one side staring intently at me, still facially flushed from the liquor.
"I told you we can't do that."
"Uhm, what?"
"We can't fuck because you made me second best, Charlie Huerta."
"Oh uh, what were we just doing, then?"
She glanced back over her shoulder looking down at the partially exposed halves of her butt protruding from the bottom of her denim romper, then back at my face dismounting. Charity resumed her seat on the sand beside me picking at her hair facing the ocean.
"Sorry about that; sometimes I can get a little carried away."
I had a visible tent in my slacks that needed some readjustment, pocket pool wise. My heart was still throbbing from our all too brief roll on the beach as I slowly sat upright next to her. I looked down at my erection feeling this thumping pulse in my loins, then at Charity taking another sip from the bottle. She noticed offering me the bottle which got a sustained mute doubletake before I glanced away towards the far end of the beachfront.
"Well, I did say we couldn't fuck, didn't I?"
I was already thinking she was trying to goad me into some sort of angry verbal reaction probably out of frustration at her feeling of placing second behind Phoebe. It was at once a sexually emotional quandary I wanted no part of. I struggled not to register my immediate frustration at being cock teased while Charity casually checked the face of her I-Phone. She was sticking it to me, and I could feel it in the corner of my eyes.
"Ah, don't worry about it; it's nothing." I tried to sound nonchalant but felt her gaze on my face in profile.
Charity put her phone away then stood up right in front of me facing the ocean. I was given another up close and personal with her perfectly round and packed derriere which was obviously intentional as she raised her arms stretching, then glanced over her shoulder down at my face. I couldn't meet her gaze, tucking my chin looking at the tops of my knees. She went for the silent kill reaching back with both hands adjusting, pulling out a wedgie.
"Sure you don't wanna shot of this before I chuck it into the ocean?"
I took the bottle looking at the back of her plump shapely thighs, downing the bottom third of the bottle before standing up flinging it into the ocean, instead.
"Everything okay, Charlie Huerta?"
"Uhm, melocotón entusiasta Charity Gilbert." I answered in Spanish not knowing how convincing I sounded when she took my hand softly with a look, I wasn't sure wasn't actually some sort of a smug half smirk.
"Come with me." She started off across the sand further in the opposite direction from my Volkswagen Beetle on the other side of the closed boardwalk.
"Eh?"
"Follow me, silly. "I was getting a righteous view of her tight round derriere being led across the sand to a winding bike path that was crowded like rush-hour during the daylight hours.
"¡Oh, así que este era tu plan todo el tiempo! Siempre te emborrachas mexicanos extraños para que te aproveches de ellos, ¿eh Charity?" I stayed enveloped in my native language caring nothing that she understood every slurred word spilling from my lips.
"Careful, don't talk yourself out of a good time."
"But you said we can't do it?"
"Yup." Despite her affirmation that we weren't going to know one another in the biblical sense, Charity continued leading me away with an easy sway of the hips looking back smiling sneakily as if she knew something I didn't.
My tumescence continued to throb and pulse leaving me wanting to take this rich chocolate princess on a tour of the Mexican version of pound town. Every so often Charity would hesitate to make me bump her from the back, then pull away still in custody of my wrist chortling to herself. I was beyond liquored up, a serious lightweight rocking a wine induced buzz from the first bottle at the restaurant. The second hit my knees leaving me with a wobbly gait.
We ended up in front of a beachfront high-end boutique hotel overlooking the ocean with a high reinforced brick wall obscuring the entire first floor from view. Charity took both of my hands facing me as she backed into the wall leaning against it, drunkenly smiling.



"One chance and one chancer only Charlie Huerta; I need a show of blind faith from you that will be rewarded in spades uhm, if you meet certain criteria."
"Uh, okay."
Charity drew the zipper downright above her abdomen, letting her large sloping breasts and deep cleavage bulge outward in a manner that made it appear as if they were inflating.
"I want to see your cock." Her speech was slightly slurred.
There was no doubt she meant business, so I unzipped and presented my erection secretly worried I wouldn't be well endowed enough for this entitled black queen. Charity took a sustained look, then motioned with a pointer finger wanting to see everything. I obliged.
"My what a fat chubby cock you have, Charlie Huerta."
"Are you gonna show me something?"
"Okay, here's how it's gonna go; I can uhm, show you whatever you want right here, right now and you can take the visual home and do what you like, or we can go upstairs and well, see what happens."
"Uh..."
"Your choice baby boy."
I zipped up finding it especially difficult due to a straining erection that was screaming for satisfaction and release. Charity reached down helping me out tugging my zipper up followed by a pat to the resultant lump in my slacks. She took my hand leading me around the wall to a thick metal gate presided over by a really big security guard. This guy was built like a linebacker.
"HEY CHARITY GURL!!!" I was blown away by the falsetto voice of this big bruiser, but Charity tossed my hand aside running to this guy giving him a deep hug.
I stood there on wobbly legs watching with increasing horror as this guy noticed just how blasted out Charity was.
"AW HELL'NALL!! YOU WRONG FOR DAT, BAE-BEEE BOY!!" I was caught off guard as this big motherfucker barreled towards me like a runaway train. It was a fight or flight situation out of nowhere and it looked like I would be taking a trip to the emergency room.
"Chill Earnestine!" Charity half shouted, slurred speech stumbling a little bit.
It was too late as this monsterish security guard's bear paw was already coming up in a vicious swipe towards the right side of my head, at light speed.
[DARKNESS]
HUH?!!! I jack knifed up into a sitting position with this loud laborious gasp, hand on my chest like I was saying the pledge of allegiance. I instantly realized I wasn't in Kansas anymore, for lack of a better term.
I was inside a hotel room; a very expensive looking room, probably a presidential suite from the look of things. I favored the left side of my temple feeling a lump there noticing some thick drawn beige curtains lightly swaying from a breeze wafting inside from a window on the opposite side. I glanced over finding a desk with some folders stacked on it under a soft lamplight that partially illuminated the darkened hotel room. I rubbed the left side of my face feeling like a brick had been tossed at it, then glanced over my shoulder.
"Oh." There was a big lump in the bed beside me under the coverlet and sheets, snoring.
Charity Gilbert was there asleep leaving me to wonder about the series of events that occurred after my unfortunate encounter with that huge economy sized door man, security guard or whatever. It was obvious the man knew Charity prior to our appearance. It was a miracle I wasn't in a hospital ICU on a ventilator or something. I looked around the room finding a mirror on the wall reflecting my situation there with this human lump beside me.
"Mierda, ese gran maricón me dejó la mierda. Gracias por mi vida dios." My mind began to wander considering both of us were drunk off our asses. A clock on the desk read four thirty in the morning telling me I'd been "asleep "for a few hours at least.
I glanced back at the snoring lump of bedding beside me rubbing the back of my head still wondering about the sequence of events after my noggin bounced off the pavement.
"Nah, couldn't be, right?"
I pinched a bit of the comforter raising it high enough to peek at what was underneath.
"¡Maldita mierda!"
A pair of tight, sculpted, rich chocolate buns stared back at me encased in these white lace bikini panties. The reaction was instantaneous as I popped epic wood. I was so hard it almost felt like I was about to soil my boxers with all the jizz in my balls. Charity was facing away from me curled up on one side with one leg folded at the knee. Her pinkish sole was staring me in the face. I lowered the coverlet, heart thumping hand to chest again.
"¡Oh, mierda, jódeme, estúpido! ¡Agárrate, chico Charlie!" I got up feeling a pulsing ache in my loins, staring wide eyed at the lump under the heavy bedding, lightly snoring. I glanced down realizing I was unconsciously fanning myself abruptly stopping, embarrassed.
I took a second look lifting the covers again.
"Oh, Dios mío, este es un puto culo perfecto. ¡Mierda, es uno de los mejores culos que he visto en mi vida! ¡Mierda! ¡Será mejor que me agarre o voy a terminar como Bill Cosby!"
I kept my voice to a whisper trying to talk myself into leaving the room but those sculpted perfectly rounded cakes wouldn't let me. Charity's buns were two perfect shaped ovals of tight end perfection that spoke to an intense regular workout that had to be routine. She reminded me of a body competitor. My gaze traveled all over the butt I'd been groping hours earlier on the beach before she abruptly ended things, sexually trolling me.
"Damn, look at that pussy."
I whispered leaning further over staring at the crotch of those lace panties. Unfortunately, that was the only spot that wasn't sheer see-through, but that chocolate cake made up for it in spades. It was tight to her virtue providing a little bit of the outline of this sleeping woman's slit. My prick was damn near vibrating and probably leaking a bit of precum at this point. I had tiny angel and devil versions of myself arguing it out on each shoulder.
"Fuck, I'm out." I stood up rocking a crazy ridiculous tent in my slacks, still holding the end of the blanket. My cock kept it up joining the little devil on my shoulder completely bitching out the resolute angel on my left shoulder.
The angel won out as I reluctantly walked towards the door to let myself out.
"Oh yeah, my keys." I was obliged to return, searching around the foot of the bed until I found an expensive tote where it had been dropped.
I started to open it when I was interrupted by a light yawn which made me drop the bag on the floor. My heart was thumping as Charity shifted on the bed lying on her tummy. This made the bedding ride up around her upper half leaving her long defined legs and tight, sculpted butt facing the ceiling. The view wasn't helping, but I looked inside the purse.
"Huh?" My car keys were missing as she yawned again, breezily under the covers.
She shifted again moving the folded leg, making it straight with both feet and soles facing me at the end of the mattress, hidden from narrow waist upward. Charity's legs were spread apart on top of the bed in a V-shape, almost in open invitation. I glanced in her purse finding nothing again other than a narrow expensive looking woman's wallet along with a few odds and ends. My gaze drifted back over to those buns again.
"Oye, algo huele bastante a pescado aquí." It was definitely in the realm of possibility that Charity Gilbert was trolling me again. I'd pissed her off and bruised her ego by tacitly choosing Phoebe over her by lack of admission. The fact that my unrequited feelings were towards a married pregnant woman were salt in the wound. Charity was likely that petty.
I couldn't help smiling at the obvious ploy thinking it was her plan to get around her assertion that I'd made her second behind Phoebe. I drifted back to the bed peering down at Charity laid flat out on the mattress, delectable butt facing me and the ceiling.
"Aw, fuck it."
The tip of my pointer finger pressed gently against her left buttock finding an enticing buoyancy.
"Huh."
Next, I gingerly cupped that whole cheek finding an enticing humidity, quickly drawing back looking at the palm of my hand, before grabbing it, fingers spread apart this time. Charity Gilbert was in tip top shape probably doing hundreds of squats a week. Her buttock felt like a stress ball with an overlying softness. It was addictive, making me squeeze a little harder until she squirmed a little muttering something in her faux sleep.
"Muy bien, princesa, quieres jugar; Entonces jugaremos un pequeño juego."
Charity didn't say anything content to continue the charade face down with her upper half hidden away under several layers of premium hotel bedding.
"Well, okay then mami." I was grinning rubbing my chin, still feeling the lump on the side of my head from her big bear protector. I wondered how she got that guy to carry me up to her room as I admired the view standing over her at the side of the bed.
My fast-becoming sweaty palm landed on the neglected cheek giving it a very careful squeeze. Despite current developments, it still felt like I was walking on eggshells. This time I ran my pointer finger in the under cuff of her sculpted buttock, slowly grinding the delicate spot until she shifted a little. Moments later, I just grabbed a big groping handful. Charity twisted in the opposite direction gasping a bit under the covers. It was muffled.
When she didn't react further, I reapplied that pointer finger this time rubbing the seat of her panties tracing her subtly defined slit behind the silken material. I kept at it gradually feeling a rising humidity there. Charity started to moan, barely perceptible at first becoming more audible as I rubbed consistently. After a few minutes there was no doubt, she was getting wet as that spot became dewy from my persistent efforts.
"Ese coochie se está mojando como la mierda ahora, ¿eh mami?" I licked my bottom lip steadily rubbing that spot using two fingers now. She was feeling it now shifting her hips horizontally, albeit lightly.
She didn't protest when both of my hands grabbed her buttocks squeezing, groping and eventually parting them wide for a look at her covered peach.
"Aw shit...want me to do more, mami?"
Charity said nothing, but that tight sculpted butt was in perpetual motion by this time. I let my hand rest right on top of her slightly shallow rear cleavage enjoying the slow sensual movements of her slightly narrowed hips unable to suss out whether she was squirming or moving purposely. Three fingers pressed against her slit rubbing and grinding as the moans became more noticeable. I couldn't help grabbing her ass like I owned it, spreading again.
"Ese coochie se está mojando como la mierda ahora, ¿eh mami?" I carefully took it further, pinching the material covering her peach to the side, finding a bare, freshly shaven snatch.
It got silent, but that butt kept swaying horizontally almost lulling me into a trance.
"Okay."
I used both thumbs spreading her apart finding a gooey wetness in her hot pink interior. All ten of my fingers were clawing into this awesome gym butt, spreading Charity wide apart. Before I'd even realized it, my tongue was running flatly over the curve of this perfect ass. I couldn't help myself wanting to do that since getting my hands all over it down on the beach.
I let go running my tongue along the undercuff of her buns before spreading them again while the crotch of her panties was still pulled to the side. My thumbs pressed down harder into the sides of her compromised snatch allowing a detailed look at just how wet Charity had become. I couldn't wait anymore shoving my face between those buns running my tongue along her opening, then penetrating the entitled princess with it.
There was a loud juicy sounding slurp and resultant groan that accompanied my actions.
"Lo siento, Charity, ¡pero voy a tener que conseguir algo de este coño de culo caliente!" I sat up between Charity's spread legs, one knee on the bed with my other foot on the floor unbuckling, quickly exposing myself in a sexual frenzy. I stopped with my pants mid-thigh too excited to get out of them fully, instead, going for her panties. I slipped fingertips inside the waistband of her undies, but Charity quickly turned over on her side, finally sitting up.
"Oh."
We stared at each other as time froze allowing me to take in everything in moments.
"Don't say one-word, young man."
"You're not..." A finger pressed against my lips silencing me as she turned fully over sitting upright staring intensely at my face. I should've been grateful for that finger which kept my heart from leaping out of my throat.
"I don't think I need to press upon you the inherent danger of your situation and the immediate threat to your freedom and any possible economic future you might have after being potentially released from prison, considering you have even the slightest spark of ambition. Luckily for you, I'm a very even-keeled "ATTORNEY" at law, good sir. So, here's what we're gonna do; I'm going to say something, and you will answer by nodding "YES" or "NO." Do you understand what I'm saying? Nod your head, boy."
I nodded.
"Okay then... Charity Gilbert." My eyes went wide, brow raised high.
I nodded again.
She drew the finger covering my shushed lips backward, facepalming sitting there with her back to the headboard, chortling before lowering that hand staring at me.
"What's your name?"
"..."
"Speak boy."
"Charlie Huerta."
I found myself there on the bed pretty much on all fours completely busted with my dick out for public display in front of this older black woman. She had a narrow, mean looking face with these narrow puffy looking eyes that made it impossible to tell if she was purposely looking at me with utter disdain or just naturally pissed off looking, expression wise. It felt like any second she could pull a weapon and put a hole in my head.
"I'm not going to ask what you're doing in my room, but I suspect the answer would be rather awkward for both of us. I've had a boring night otherwise fending off horny geriatric one percenters and never imagined I'd be awakened by some reckless would-be lothario's tongue inside me. Before you say anything, if you apologize the cops will be notified post haste."
I didn't know what to say but thought it better to let her do all the talking still exposed below the waist. Her narrow puffy looking eyes drifted to my business downstairs for an instant. She looked away cupping a hand over
her mouth, chuckling before looking at me. Her upper half particularly her own large bust was covered in a white lace bralette matching her sheer panties. Her breasts were large but not pneumatically spongy like Charity's show-stopping tits which I'd been denied from seeing fully down on the beach.
"You're going to ogle my breasts despite the fact that I could end your future, immediately your freedom? Do you know what an attorney is, Charlie Huerta?" She covered up with the bedding.
I nodded again but couldn't help facially reacting to the boorish insult.
"Forgive me, I didn't mean that; I'm Angela." She offered a hand over the bedding covering her bust and well-defined abdomen letting it hang there until I shook, uneasily.
We stared at one another for a few minutes as I started to figure it was just as awkward for Angela as it was for me. She was probably in her mid to late forties or early fifties, but fetching visually with a face that reminded me of Samira Wiley from that "Orange is the New Black" show of which one of my female cousins was a fan. Maybe ironically enough, a bit of Angela Basset too. She had long, shoulder length black hair with a sliver or two of gray.
"So, you obviously saw something you liked right?" Her angry looking eyes were on my business finding it still erect.
"..." I shrugged and nodded not knowing if I should nod or speak.
"That's real cute Charlie; well, you know what I think?"
"..." I motioned with my head that I didn't.
"I think that you should finish what you started."
Angela lowered the coverlet exposing a set of luscious breasts that were right between sloping and pendulous. She sat there watching my reaction slipping her fingers into the flimsy cups of the white bralette exposing a nice set of erect, mouthwatering nipples. My cock throbbed painfully, involuntarily bobbing before her narrow eyes. This seemed to excite this smoldering mature who tossed the bedding aside revealing the rest of her body.
"Oh shit, fuck me." I got an unfettered look at the crotch of those sheer panties.
"Shouldn't I be saying that?" Angela drew her knees up, flattening her soles on the mattress. She pinched the dewy material there between her defined thighs exposing her bare sex, looking up at me expectantly.
"OH, MI PUTO DIOS¡OH, DIOS MÍO!"
"Get down here!" Angela grabbed my ears shoving me face first into her cunt.
My mouth hit her holiest of holies with a wet smack as I found out just how much I'd turned her on by playing with her ass and insides. Her slit was covered completely with my tongue initially darting in and out, penetrating Angela earning a series of breathy gasps which got her spreading her legs wider. One of her hands was planted on top of my head while she used the other to reach down spreading her slit apart between middle fingers introducing me to a prominent clit.
"Suck on my button as hard as you can, Charlie." The hand in custody of my head like a basketball was rather rough in nature telling me that Angela was a woman who knew how to ask for what she wanted out of a man sexually, and otherwise. The view between her inner thighs with a mouth full of her muff was intimidating. Her brow was furrowed, mouth and thin lips twisted in a snarling grimace registering my efforts. Angela wanted more.
"SUCK MY CLIT LIKE I TOLD YOU!" Her teeth were gritted, face flushed and frustrated. I was momentarily reminded of Phoebe's nasty attitude flare ups when we hooked up.
I went at it in survival mode.
"Yeah, that's pretty good Charlie; eh, kinda do that cute little tongue darting thing. Nuh, no, do it in intervals between sucking on my clit. Okay, that's a little better. Hey, lick the outside of my pussy too, uhm, swirl your tongue on that. No! Do it like a paintbrush. I don't care if you do it horizontally or vertically....yeah, good; nibble on my inner thighs. More clit now, Charlie. Okay, that's essential, yeah. Snack on that pussy baby. Get nasty boy."
Angela's hand was planted firmly on top of my head with the other cupping my cheek directing my actions as she sternly instructed me on how to get her off. The occasional roughness was hard on my neck where I ended up laying on my stomach servicing her with my pants still halfway down my thighs. The harsh, authoritative sound of her voice was undeniably making me hard as fuck. I realized Angela was humping up into my face.
"Alright Charlie, keep doing it like that and I'll have an orgasm. Yeah, suck me like that... SUCK DAT PUSSY BOY!! Keep it up Charlie, yeah. I'm about to cum. Um-CUMMING!!"
Angela's nails racked my head as she wedged it tight against her mound wrenching her cunt on my face shivering and shaking, violently grinding it out. Survival mode was in full effect as I went at her clit and everything else as intense as I could trying to avoid having my head ripped off by this sexually frightening "boss bitch" in the throes of a selfish climax.
"Aw, okay that was just about adequate, young man; would you like to stand up and remove your pants?" She flopped out on her back palming her head lightly perspiring.
I was still inches away from her flower, feeling as if I'd taken a punch to the nose. Angela sat up on her elbows looking between her defined thighs at my defiled face.
"Charlie?"
"Yeah?" I was favoring my nose wondering if it were broken.



"Would you mind standing up and removing your pants; it's ridiculous for you to remain in a partial state of undress, unless you are ashamed of your physical condition. Do you work out?"
"...uhm."
"Of course not; you're going off youthful genetics, quite obviously. However, you might want to start some sort of mid-level basic calisthenics routine to bolster your general health after your thirties. Life's not all hot pockets and video games on the couch in your mother's basement, you know?"
"Well I..."
"...yeah right; look I know an excellent personal trainer that could get you toned in no time if you're committed to the regimen. I've got a line on the best nutritionist on the west coast. You should have a body that matches that handsome face of yours, Charlie. Don't you think so? Don't answer that and why aren't you undressed? Would you like me to turn off the light so that perhaps you'll feel a little less unencumbered and intimidated by me, Charlie?"
"I'm..."
"It's okay, you've got a nice chubby little cock so I can make the adjust if you have a bit of a paunch down there, young man. You've really gotta lay off the ethnic foods, Chalie dear."
I stood up getting my pants and boxers down while she continued a passive aggressive dress down that had me fuming at the unintended digs at my physique. I was okay with my medium build having enough definition there from the last three years of running track in high school and summers in the local football league. It seemed like Angela was talking more to hear herself than any actual back and forth conversation.
"If it makes you feel better, you can keep the shirt, Charlie dear."
"¡Ah mierda, qué coño señora!" I yanked my shirt off spiking it on the carpet, flustered at the continuous casual abuse.
"Language, young man, language; now take my panties off like you were going to do when you thought I was sleeping. Isn't it much better this way with a willing participant, or is that your thing? Better yet, considering my profession you'd perhaps be better off not answering that question."
It was like Angela hadn't heard a word I said reclining on her back balletically raising her long legs into the air heels facing me.
"..."
"You do know how to remove my panties, don't you boy? Do you require a tutorial?"
There was no denying what was there on the bed in front of me as my ego shouted for me to walk out of that expensive hotel room in stereo quality sound. I watched myself slide the flimsy undergarment over the swell of Angela's sculpted gym toned buttocks and upwards along those model length legs, hesitating to look at the crotch.
"Aw, did I touch a nerve?" She cradled my cheeks with her feet rubbing my face softly before using her big toe to trace a line down the center of my sternum to the beginning of my abdomen. She used the other foot to flick my ear then drew it down in position with the other at my stomach. Both soles rested on my stomach lightly rubbing up and down while Angela looked amused reclining with both arms folded behind her head, lazing.
I wasn't a foot guy, but this chocolate mature with the body of a goddess was making the case. She used her feet all over my chest and abdomen so naturally, I got caught up in the moment as she cradled my erection between them. Angela's body control was off the charts using her legs and feet like arms and hands slowly playing with my prick. The expression on her face was indecipherably malevolent and mean looking, somewhat contemplative.
"I must admit you have some sizeable testicles, Charlie." One of her feet hooked into the small of my back as the other nuzzled my balls allowing them to rest atop it.
Angela sat upright using only the foot anchored in the small of my back with the other gracefully joining its opposite there as well. A hand rose up between my thighs cupping and squeezing my balls, then pinching them, making me wince. Her feet drifted down bedside as she moved with swan-like grace adding her other hand to the base of my shaft.
Everything I had slipped between her thin lips touching the end of her fist wrapped around the base of my cock. Her head methodically bobbed back and forth almost robotically eventually getting sloppier as things progressed, the pincer motion on my sack increased as she started drooling all over my business letting some of our intermingled juices run off her chin. It was visually "blah" but started to feel incredible after a good ten minutes.
"¡Ah mierda, qué está haciendo usted ahí abajo, señora!" Angela was starting to get it up out of me. I touched a hand to my temple after nearly palming the top of her head in what would've amounted to sexual karma. She added this screwing motion to the fingers wrapped around the base of my prick getting progressively more animated. I was beginning to feel it throughout my pelvis. Her arched posture made it look like she was playing a flute.
The hand around the end of my cock opened fingers spread. She raked her nails across my abdomen, then used both hands dually pinching my sack as the suction increased. Angela had me whining and moaning like a bitch as her efforts resulted in these loud, gurgling and slurping sounds. My hands ended up on her shoulders as my knees started to wobble. This sensual older woman was a revelation of machine-like proficiency as I started going over.
"¡¡MALDITA SEÑORA!! ¡VAYA! ¡¡VOY A ENTRAR EN TU BOCA!! ¡¡MIERDA!! ¡¡CHUPA ESA POLLA BEBÉ!!" This tiny sliver of scintillating pain shot throughout my loins as I started shooting wad after wad deep into her gullet. Angela kept going, taking everything swallowing in time with each strong leg trembling burst. She hummed, still sucking.
It became clear she had no intention of stopping when her arm slid further between my thighs bent at the elbow palming my butt in the middle, then my lower back. I was obliged to get closer, then rest a foot on the bed next to her thigh. This allowed Angela to really give it to me, now letting my balls rest the palm of her right hand. She started rolling them with the tip of her fingers grinding my taint. I barely realized her throating me the whole time.
"Maldita sea, ¿qué me está haciendo, señora? Esa mierda se siente tan jodidamente bien." Angela had me speaking in tongues, continuously slurping and sloppily sucking me off once more, never breaking the robotic motion of her bobbing head. I burst inside her once more and was on the verge of a third climax when my junk plopped out of her mouth followed by a deluge of excess saliva and spunk running off her chin into her bare lap.
"I want your chubby little cock inside me; hopefully I can get at least ten minutes of fun out of you after taking the training wheels off." There was no limit to Angela's casual dismissive attitude towards me even while efficiently cleaning my pipes like it was no big thing. I wanted to say something snarky or funny, but the aggressively lackadaisical expression on her sexually annoyed face shut those thoughts of verbal rebellion down.
"Geez lady, tell me how you really feel."
"Siento que, si realmente estás tan herido por las cosas que digo, entonces deberías meterte en esta cama y hacer algo al respecto, pequeño." Angela replied in perfect Spanish, effectively trolling the fuck out of me, effortlessly.
"HUH?!!" I froze as she reclined on the edge of the bed raising her legs in the air further than before until they were folded against her torso leaving everything on display. Angela wrapped her defined arms around the back of her thighs, holding them tightly in place.
Thinking it funny, she crossed her raised legs one in front of the other.
"They have this quaint little saying in the state of Missouri, young man; do you know what that is?" Angela's head appeared peeking out at the side of her folded legs, smiling.
"No."
"Show me something."
"What?"
"Charlie... GET IN THIS BED AND SHOW ME SOMETHING!" I pounced reaching around her defined body competitor physique which was contorted like a foldout chair or Swiss army knife for lack of a better description.
I was unprepared for the extreme tightness of Angela's cunt and even more unprepared when she clamped down on my meat the instant our mounds touched. There was nowhere to go but forward as I went for it doing my best to sock it to her. Angela went rigid, locking her limbs letting me have at it. The scrubbing, scraping sensation was off the charts. I had to get my knees onto the bed pushing into the bottom of her her tight, sculpted butt.
"UNG! -SHIT! -DAMN, IT'S TIGHT AS FUCK!!" Loud fleshy smacks heralded my desperate thrusts. This mature sexpot was so tight it felt like there was a hand inside her cooch wrapped around my junk. Her insides were wet, pulsing and gooey enhancing her grip. Angela presented as a stationary target, damn near an immovable object taking an unrelenting series of thrusts with me crouching over her leaning in at an angle.
After cumming two times in succession, I was fit to be tied feeling like I was about to go for that "Mexican Hat Trick" pun intended. Angela was silent, only reacting facially, bobbing on the bedding held in place by arms wrapped around her thighs. This left me looking at the back of her calves and heels. Angela unwrapped her long legs, opening them giving me a view of her narrow face.
"Eh?"
She had this bored look on her face having opened her legs wide only to peer down at my cock slamming inside with this piston-like motion. I slowed to a gradual halt, intimidated.
"Don't mind me darling, I'm resilient." Angela replied with a half smirk.
"¡AWW, MIERDA, QUÉ COÑO?!!" I started going hard and rough trying to make her acknowledge my efforts if nothing else. For some reason Phoebe came to mind, giving me a familiar feeling of being someone's toy solely for their amusement in one way or another.
Her long narrow hands and lean fingers appeared in my field of vision spreading her labia wide enough to expose her hot pink exterior stuffed to the gills with my girth, visibly working hard to give her what I thought was the business. The comments about my "chubby, little cock" added to my situation as I flopped about on top of her noticing the bored expression giving way to this kind of muted "barely there" smirk.
"Shit." It was the slight dimples at the corners of her mouth that made me full stop again. It looked like Angela sucked her lips inward making her mouth a nondescript straight line curved at the ends, leaving me with the impression that she was trying not to snicker.
"Is something, wrong?"
"Uhm..."
"Don't tell me I've somehow passively bruised your manhood, Charlie; are you losing your erection? It's perfectly okay and we can chalk it up to uhm, "whiskey dick" if you like, alright? See, I'm not that bad, am I, young man? Have you gone, regrettably soft, boy?"
"CABRONA!!" My "chubby little cock" slammed into her mound, oversized balls slapping her slit like a weighted pendulum. This time Angela drew her long legs backward, grabbing her ankles for leverage basically taking it like a champ, facially unchanged. I was already sweating like a stuck pig trying to go to town on this woman who had to be in her early fifties at the most. Images of Phoebe filled my head, essentially with the same expression.
"Is this uh, masculine posturing REALLY necessary Charlie?"
"AH!! ¡¡AH MIERDA SEÑORA!!" The loud smack of our bodies didn't seem to have any kind of effect on this woman. Angela tucked her chin watching my fat cock thumping her cunt repeatedly, eventually peering at my face with a raised brow. I stopped, kneeling between her spread thighs, wiping the sweat from my face with a swipe of my arm.
We exchanged glances, silent.
"Charlie, I hate to be rude but; what the fuck was that?"
"What do you mean?"
"Exactly what I said; what the fuck was that shit you called yourself doing inside my pussy? Excuse the blue language, but I'm fighting the urge to slap the shit out of you." It was in this moment that I truly believed the woman lying naked on the bed was an elite lawyer.
"I was uh, fucking...sorry."
"Sorry is right, can I ask you a straight up question, boy?"
I just shrugged, trying not to facepalm, defeated.
"How many women have you been with, good sir?" Angela had a look of righteous indignation two parts incredulous realization on her narrow, mean looking "arrested bitch" face, puffy slit-like eyes and all.
There were a few minutes of silence as she waited for an answer, brow furrowing deeper.
"Three." I gave up the goat for the first time in my young life. I usually never answered sexual questions preferring to keep things vague. All the guys did it feeling that not answering would make the average joe think you had a decent body count; at least that was the idea behind it as Angela's stern expression softened. It didn't help that Phoebe was chronologically number three, a pregnant married woman, no less to my great shame.
"Oh."
"Uhm, yeah sorry." It just felt like I had to apologize as Angela drew her legs back deep into her torso rolling to her side sitting upright on the side of the bed facing the bathroom.
"So, I'm your uh, fourth woman?"
"Yeah."
"No shit?" Angela rolled her neck and shoulder getting an audible cracking sound, then stood up snapping her brassiere, tossing it aside. She looked even more sexually intimidating in the buff. I didn't know what to do with myself in the moment as she looked back over her shoulder at my hangdog expression.
"...sorry."
"I'm going to have a wash." Angela strode into the luxury suite's bathroom flicking on the light leaving me alone with my thoughts. I went soft as the shower roared to life.
"Así se hace, estúpido." I slumped down on the edge of the bed hunched over staring at my feet, wriggling my toes feeling like the world's biggest loser. I thought about Phoebe's annoyed attitude during the first few times we'd hooked up. Maybe, I was shit at sex.
"Charlie darling; do be a dear and look inside my purse. There's a small vial inside, it has a silver top, and it is clear like a miniature bottle of lotion." The casual tone of Angela's voice emasculated me to the hilt. I did as she asked, taking it into the bathroom, crestfallen.
Angela was facing the wall of the walk-in shower cutting an impressive figure for a woman of her age. The sight of her toned, athletic body got me hard as a rock in moments as she looked back at my face, then my package. A half smirk formed on her face as she went back to washing up facing that tight gym-built derriere at me like a loaded gun.
"Want me to put this on the sink, Angela?"
No, I want you to get into this shower with me and clean the must off your body, young man. You smell like a zoo."
"What about this bottle?"
"Are you that fucking dense?" Angela replied while my eyes were glued to her tightly packed buttocks, suds running down the deep crack of her ass. My cock was throbbing as she looked back at my face favoring the soapy towel in her hands.
"...uh." I was lust addled finally looking up to find her stern features casually glowering at me.
Angela turned around under the spray staring pointedly rubbing the towel between both hands, waiting. It took me a second to come to my senses carefully joining Angela who decided to be funny by planting the washcloth on top of my noggin before running both hands down my chest handling my sides. She softly pulled me into her waiting lips, slipping her tongue smoothly into my mouth. A hand cradled the side of my face as she pressed into my body, cupping a wet buttock with her free hand. I grabbed the towel on my head.
"You...are so beautiful that I just want to look at you forever."
Angela didn't say anything, but graduated to cupping both of my buttocks, bumping me against her mound making my cock even harder than before. Even though she didn't say anything, I knew she was taking on somewhat of a teacher role. We kissed until soap got into my eyes. Angela turned me around under the spray, taking the tiny bottle and placing it into the soap dish under the showerhead. She used the towel taking her time to clean me up. I wasn't surprised when that soapy hand towel ended up around my business.
Angela's other hand grabbed my swollen balls squeezing, pinching and pumping them rhythmically until I was ejaculating wildly defiling the towel wrapped around my business. She dropped it onto the shower floor handling me with a strong right hand, stroking away from my body towards the tiled wall. Angela was leaning into my back, using her breasts on my back. I let go moaning loudly as she became more insistent, stroking harder.
"¡Oh, mierda, eso se siente demasiado jodidamente bien!" Both of her hands were working in tandem on my balls and shaft with the soapy residue providing a potent lubricant.
"Oh sí, ¿te gustaría que lo hiciera?¿más?" Angela replied in fluent Spanish, suckling my earlobe wetly. Suddenly her tongue invaded it sending a spike of pleasure to my loins.
The squishy sounds seemed to get louder as she kept up the three point stimulation sending me right over the edge as torrents of thick gooey cum exploded from the head of my penis. It felt like my stomach was doing flipflops as my thighs tightened up like nobody's business. Angela harvested several ropes out of me spraying the tiled shower walls. I realized she was humping into me from the back, helping me ride it out.
Her hands drifted to my hips, lightly directing me to turn around facing her. She cupped my cheeks, making out and necking passionately. Angela let her palms rest on my pecs, huffing. She was leaning forward on the balls of her feet staring pointedly, casually intimidating, studying my face before speaking.
"Look down."
I did finding my throbbing prick in the process of oozing a sustained rope of stringy cum that threatened to reach my kneecaps. My gaze traveled up, finding Angela in the process of going into an open legged squat. She surprised me going lower capturing the end of the cum rope between her thin lips. This loud, prolonged slurp filled the bathroom until the whole of my endowment was firmly between Angela's thin lips. She stood up, smiling.
"Did you like that, Charlie?"
"Yeah." My eyes were fluttering as she stood in front of me with both palms flattened against the shower walls, staring intently.
Angela was a chiseled piece of aged hot chocolate and we both knew I was out of my league the moment she sat up in that bed after I'd inadvertently "molested" her buns, for lack of a better word. She was assuming the position inside the enclosed shower looking as if she wanted to be frisked. Her figure was perfection almost resembling a mannequin.
"Don't you think it's time you used that?"
"Huh?"
Angela motioned towards the tiny bottle in the soap dish with a casual nod of her head.
"OH!!" I almost fumbled it, juggling it in my hands for a second or two which made her snicker and face away from me, waiting. Once I got control of things, I paused for some reason just to look at her toned figure, appreciating it. Angela remained stationary, whimsically silent with a knowing smile on her face as my gaze found her butt.
"...?!" I unscrewed the top of the tiny bottle sticking the tip of my pointer finger inside. This sticky translucent substance came out on my finger. I rubbed it on that finger and thumb noticing it webbed up with a very faint sound. I looked up to find a mischievous smirk on Angela's narrow face. There was this sort of "I Dare You" expression on her features.
My eyes drifted to that tight, sculpted rear end, then back up at her face finding those puffy looking eyes little more than slits. Her tongue made a brief appearance between her thin lips adding to a nonverbal invitation that couldn't have been more blatant if it were a neon sign. Angela didn't react when my hand cupped her butt, middle fingers against her slit. I glanced down at the vial, then went for it breaching her back door with my thumb.



Angela's narrow puffy looking eyes fluttered, as she shuddered.
My middle fingers started rubbing her slit getting a slight reaction, but when I moved the thumb lodged in her rear, she responded favorably emitting a long hollow gasp under the spray. Goosebumps appeared on her buttocks and arms. I favored the vial in my grasp.
This time my pointer finger went into it up to the knuckle.
"...yes; gawd yes." Angela moaned when that finger began plunging and rowing her back door. I withdrew that single digit causing her to stare again. Angela licked her lips again.
"Oh." Hey eyes drifted down to my cock, then back to my face. Her tongue appeared again in a salacious mute overture running along her thin lips disappearing like a shark's fin followed by a sustained and very audible slurp. I looked at the vial again, then handled myself slathering the rest on my cock. Her gaze remained on my prick, followed by another slurp in hungry anticipation.
"...hey, what's in this stuff; it's kind of uhm, heated?" In moments I was feeling this humid sensation throughout my endowment. I got so hard it hurt looking up finding Angela licking her lips, glaring at me.
"AAWWWW!! AW!! AWWWNNNN!!!" The girlish whine that erupted from her the moment I went balls deep, was startling.
The scrubbing tightness of her backdoor worked well with the sticky substance I'd stupidly coated my cock with. I mimicked her posture but reached up from behind cupping her breasts, groping and squeezing them like dual stress balls. Angela's moans sounded kind of masculine spliced with these quick shrieking girlish sounding whines of pleasure. This older woman was the whole package, top to bottom.
"AAAAWWWWNNNN!!!" The sexually distressed sound of her voice had me amped up to the ninth degree. My hands had become dual pincers, mauling her breasts as my pelvis thumped and pounded her backdoor like nobody's business. Angela remained rigid like an anatomically correct statue. She pushed that butt further out with barely any movement. It felt like I was fucking a fine piece of chocolate colored marble. Loud wet slaps filled the air.
"Ya voy, Ángela. Me estás haciendo correrme tan duro con este culo redondo y apretado, Angela. Me encanta tanto este culo, quiero follarlo todo el día y toda la puta noche." I was cumming bucketloads before I knew it, filling up her backdoor to the brim.
Angela shoved her butt backwards at the height of my climax enhancing that final scintillating burst. She pushed into my pelvis skintight, rolling her hips in a circle.
"Aw shit; aw fuck girl." The sensation took me as I leaned forward molding myself to her defined back under the spray. Angela flexed on my invading meat popping her butt until I slipped out, then looked back smiling. My hands were all over her body caressing and rubbing, enjoying the post coital bliss. She slowly turned around applying the hand towel to my business, taking her time to thoroughly clean my prick. I was feeling it everywhere.
"Wait for me on the bed, darling."
I stumbled out of the bathroom, bumping a shoulder on the doorframe. I was sex addled.
My pipes were thoroughly cleaned as I took a seat on the edge of the bed in the buff, chin dipping in a fashion that left my head wobbling about on my neck. My sated prick was throbbing and pulsing, still hard probably from whatever was in that tiny vial. I glanced up, peering into the bathroom at Angela washing her toned athletic figure. There was the fleeting thought of snatching up my phone to catch a quick video to jerk off to later.
Angela seemed to sense my thoughts, looking over her shoulder with that damnable smirk before turning around facing me fully under the spray. I sat watching as she applied the towel to her cunt intensely rubbing herself, staring back. We engaged in a test of wills eyes locked, which I lost, looking away. My hand lazily handled my member trying not to jerk it as Angela appeared in front of me nude other than a towel wrapped about her head.
"Oh, still got a little left huh, Charlie." She raised a brow with a wry, half smile.
Angela lifted a foot planting it balletically in the center of my chest, perfectly balanced. She used it to push me backwards with a graceful flick, before straddling me like a jockey taking the time to insert my embattled prick inside her steaming quim. Angela wriggled her hips making things skintight before draping her body over mine. She whispered in my ear.
"I'm a very greedy woman Charlie; you ain't going nowhere until I get everything you have to offer, baby." Angela wrenched down hard on the base of my cock starting to roll her hips in a circle. The feeling was indescribable as she took my ear between her thin lips, slurping randomly flicking her tongue on the lobe. Her butt started grinding me to intense nirvana. It felt like being taken by some large humanoid cat as Angela cupped my face passionately making out. Before I realized it, I was moaning right into her mouth, loudly. Those tight buns were taking me on a trip around the world, laboriously bopping, twerking and grinding up my chubby little cock as described by the last two women I'd seen in under twenty-four hours.
"AAAAWWWW!!! AW SHIT!!! FUG!! FUH-FUCK!!!" My toes curled, lower back arching up into her swiveling pelvis, bouncing in my junk in short muted "stabby motions." My nails were trying to dig trenches in Angela's tight wriggling buttocks. It felt like I was blowing chunks into her snatch throughout. My nipples were roughly pinched, making me groan into her hungry mouth. Angela was whining and screaming into my mouth, immersed fully.
"MOTHER!!!"
"..."
Time froze in that instant.
"Mother...what the fuck are you doing?" My eyes widened as Angela's tongue took a slow and deliberate tour of my mouth, breaking the passionate kiss with a slurping suck of my bottom lip. Her narrow face reacted to the harsh juvenile sounding tone of presumably, her daughter's voice as those puffy narrow eyes squinted then widened with a smirk on her narrow face that became a grin as she sat upright straddling my body. I looked over.
"Charity dear, we've had "the talk" quite some time ago at the start of your freshman year of high school. In fact, it was the summer before your first day of school, young lady. I doubt, all things considered, you need a refresher course on the birds and the bees. Is there something I can do for you; is it pressing enough to interrupt me fucking the shit out of this handsome young olive branch you snuck in here while I was sleeping last night?"
"Geez mother, are you going mental; is this uhm, the early onset of dementia, by chance? If it is, am I still your power of attorney?"
"Honey, check your tone; I'm still and always will be your mother. That being said, don't make me get off this cock, pick up young Charlie Huerta's belt and gets to whupping your ass all over this presidential suite. I've still got my "black mamma" card, dear. Would you like a demonstration, or do you want to engage in elicit aggressively taboo voyeurism?"
"Relax mother, there's been a miscommunication."
"Oh?" Angela raised an inquisitive eyebrow glancing over at her daughter at the foot of the bed, ruffled bedding and all.
Charity Gilbert stood there in a floppy bonnet with a sort of metallic look to it wearing a short kimono styled robe that did little to nothing to hide the sheer white lace pushup brassiere, which was tragically unneeded considering her pneumatic pulchritude, along with a pair of matching sheer mesh bikini panties. The sash was undone exposing Charity's slim-thick figure, particularly perfect flat abdomen which had a bit of subtle definition to it.
It felt like my prick inflated to the point of bursting inside Angela who immediately took notice rewarding me with a light slap before addressing her daughter.
"Explain."
"Oh mother, I'm going to have to ask for a side bar outside of the chew toy you're presently sitting on, okay?"
Charity motioned towards me with a nod of her head with Angela glancing down at my face, too. She snapped her fingers at her daughter wanting the kimono robe wrapped about her person. Charity motioned towards me again, which resulted in Angela huffing before slamming a pillow over my face. In what seemed to be a final caveat, she gave me a final grinding twist of the hip making me squeal into the pillow while Charity audibly scoffed.
"Alright Charity; is my daughter going to tell me that she's finally come around to the joys of Latin peen?" Angela dismounted leaving my business pointed at the ceiling.
"Oh please, says the woman who's been..."
I heard a loud pancake slap that stopped whatever Charity was about to say followed by a muted whimper. It appeared that Angela Gilbert did indeed have that" black mamma card" on standby.
"Side bar?"
"Uhm, yeah." Charity replied contritely. I wisely kept my face obscured with the pillow slapped over it by Angela as both women were heard leaving the room punctuated with the slamming of the door leading into the other half of the presidential suite. There was hushed talking on the other side of the door as I uncovered finding my business still pointed at the ceiling.
"Aww, mierda." Angela had done her job as I watched a deluge of cum slowly leak out of my crown, delayed reaction. I facepalmed sort of hoping she would return and finish what she started before we were interrupted as a realization dawned on me.
"Wait a minute... THAT WAS HER MOTHER?!!" I palmed the back of my head looking about the large suite bedroom swathed in early morning sunlight. We'd been at it since the early AM hours.
The door opened with Angela popping her head into the room staring at me, pointedly.
"Is there a problem?"
"Uh, no."
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah."
"Charlie Huerta, are you telling me the truth?" The authoritative sound of Angela's stern tone was a shock to the system that ended up making my cock throb at the sight of her.
"Yes ma'am." I gulped despite myself.
Angela's head disappeared inside followed by more heated sounding conversation in hushed tones.
"That's her mother?" I whispered rubbing my palm on my right eye. A phone started ringing on the stacked desk near the bedside. I looked noticing the proliferation of files there, figuring Angela had been doing some work before retiring. A bottle of wine and a used glass filled in a few pieces of my current situationship prior to being planted there by Charity. My thoughts drifted to her earlier comments about being fixed up with her mother.
"Aw shit." The door opened briefly revealing the rest of the presidential suite as Angela entered wearing her daughter's robe over her more than fetching nudity, hands stuffed in both shallow pockets.
"Well, I guess I assumed much after being awakened with your tongue inside me; I thought you were uhm, in the know. Charity has informed me that you were deposited in my bed by her uh, rather pansexual associate Earnestine likely after she passed out while praying to the porcelain goddess."
"Earnestine?"
"The rather large fellow working the door downstairs, last night."
"Uh...OH!" There was instant recollection of the humanoid grizzly that put my lights out the night prior after probably assuming I'd drugged Charty. Angela's phone continued ringing on the desk as my eyes followed her womanly slim-thick curves.
"Yes?" Angela answered ignoring me completely. I could hear a man's voice on the opposite side of the line. It sounded like a male version of the teacher's voice in those old Charlie Brown cartoons. She stood there statuesque from my vantage point, hand on hip listening for a few minutes before silently ending the call, turning at the hip regarding me.
"So uhm Charlie, unfortunately our little link up must be cut short; I've got an appointment with an elderly hedge fund manager in short order. This is important so you need to gather your clothing and retire to Charity's side of the suite. She will see to your needs."
I was at a loss for words staring at her face backlit by the morning sunlight.
"Charlie?"
"Uhm, yeah?"
"I don't mean to be rude, but you need to get the fuck out of here."
"Uh!!"
"Fuck." Angela closed the distance snatching up my clothing, spiking it into my chest with a mean underhanded toss. The metaphorical "black mamma card" came into play for the second time as my ear was captured in her fist. I was yanked off the bed and shoved through the door into the rest of the presidential suite. The door slammed in my face with a finality that wasn't lost on me.
I was hard as a rock.
"Uhm, gracias por una noche encantadora dama bonita." I would've tipped my hat to the closed door if I were wearing one.
I glanced down at the rumpled-up pile of clothing in my arms. I was naked as a jaybird in a luxury hotel suite that was the size of an apartment. There was a dining room at my back stacked with multiple boxes of what looked like legal files and left over takeout in the form of a few pizza boxes and assorted greasy bags of takeout. I took all my clothing under one arm, sniffing my pit.
"Shower, it is." I mused smiling to myself already replaying the multiple and varied ways Angela cleaned my pipes. It must have been muscle memory or some shit like that as I lazily strolled across the room to the secondary bedroom pushing the door open.
I was in for a surprise.
A pair of ridiculously skin-tight white capri leggings stretched across a thick compact bubbled butt was the first thing my gaze found; my eyes drifted slowly up a defined back finding no brassiere as she shimmied into a mesh long sleeved crop top with a bright colorful tye-dye print. Charity Gilbert seemed to feel my eyes, looking over her shoulder.
"WHAT?!" She faced me angrily shrugging inadvertently revealing a pair of flesh toned pasties hiding her nipples from view.
Charity looked acidly annoyed then traced the trajectory of my gaze to her partially exposed bust, quickly yanking the sheer garment down. I was at a loss for words but stuck my foot in my mouth anyway staring at her face framed by an immaculate bob hairstyle.
"Uhm, your ah mother said you would take care of me." I realized I was still naked, too late to rephrase things as her brown eyes settled on my exposed junk, chubby little prick at full attention given the visual.
"Charlie Huerta."
"Hey uh..."
"Charlie Huerta, look behind you open the closet and snag my Tory Burch handbag, please."
"Huh?"
"...my Tory Burch handbag, can you get it for me?" We exchanged glances for a second.
"Uhm, sure." I turned clothing under arm, opening the sliding door to find six very expensive totes. I grabbed the first one I saw.
"Nuh no, the cream colored one with the gold chain strap; yeah, that one Charlie Huerta."
I turned around finding Charity with her arms folded across her chest one arm extended with the palm upturned in limp wristed fashion. She wanted the purse. I gingerly placed it in her hand.
"Tuck your chin."
"What?"
"Tuck-your-chin, please." Charity repeated lightly as I did what she wanted. I carefully hooked the gold chain across her upturned palm.
The bag slammed into the side of my head at Mach speed sending me over onto the adjacent bed like a ton of bricks. It was cartoonish, to say the least.
"Are you mental?"
My clothes and belongings were all over the bedroom floor.
"Sorry."
"HIT THE SHOWERS STUD!!...gawd, you reek of mother's Dolce and Gabbana!" Charity sounded disgusted as I scurried into the bathroom, clothes bunched up into my chest.
"Cold shower it is, then."
Charity was already on her expensive bedazzled phone chattering away.
"Hey girl, I'm am so very tired of this shit already and it hasn't even been a good twenty-four hours, yet. Oh yeah, it's been oh so farcical and stupidly comical. Almost feels like I'm back in High school again."
I snuck another peek at Charity's round brown in those skintight white capri leggings which presented as two perfect egg-shaped ovals over a pair of long shapely, athletic legs. This was undoubtedly Angela's daughter, damn near a clone physically if not facially. There was a diamond shaped bit of negative space between her cheeks. It didn't seem like Charity was wearing panties. I kicked myself internally remembering her nuclear teasing last night.
"ARE WE DONE, CHARLIE?!!" I was made, noticing the young Ms. Gilbert glowering at me using a mirror in the bedroom's corner, phone still pressed to ear.
"Sorry."
"Motherfucker; if you don't..."
"Going!"
I slammed the bathroom door making Charity's phone conversation unintelligible gibberish from that point forward. The shower was refreshing with immediate mind movies of her mother Angela Gilbert utterly stunting on me, sexually speaking. After a while, I remembered myself getting dressed quickly.
I cracked the door finding an empty room, then noticed my missing phone. A frenzied search left me with no other option but to knock on Angela's door. I tried to be discreet, rapping lightly. After a few moments, Angela cracked the door, staring pointedly without speaking. I was reminded of her daughter. There was loud raspberry snoring behind her.
"I uhm, left my phone in there, Mrs. Gilbert." I stole a glance inside finding some old white guy laid out on the bed naked with a sheet draped over his business. His pot belly reminded me of a huge scoop of mashed potatoes. This guy was like, really old, black dress socks on feet. He was wearing a sleep mask, smiling in his sex induced slumber.
My simple android phone was sticking out from one corner of the bed. Angela looked back following my gaze to the phone. She was still wearing Charity's robe, but it was open exposing a very familiar nudity. Angela noticed me looking, following my gaze to the android, then redoubled the sash on the robe hiding her obvious nudity. She retrieved it bending over in front of me at a ninety-degree angle. I got a full moon and peach reveal.
"Uhm thanks." I whispered as she stood up tapping a few keys on it, before walking over shoving it into my chest. The door shut in my face again, not as loudly this time.
"Huh?" Angela sent herself a text message that read "To Be Continued" which left me perplexed. A second phone started ringing outside in the corridor a few feet away, then stopped abruptly. I heard a card key unlock the presidential suite door before Charity shoved it open staring at me expectantly.
"We're leaving Charlie Huerta." She slammed the door loudly as I stood there watching.
Charity was already walking down the outside corridor slinging her expensive tote texting away. I had to work to keep up, finally catching her at the guest elevator. Charity grabbed my pointer finger using it to push the elevator button before tossing it aside like rubbish.
"Why are you mad; you put me in that bed with your mother. I mean she is your uhm, mom, right? I was knocked out if you don't recall and who that big ass fucker anyway, Charity? I had nothing to do with...hey, that was your mom back there, right? Uhm, you mentioned her at dinner, remember? Fuck man, not my fault. I mean, I thought it was you."
Charity looked at me with the stink face as we rode down in the elevator.
"Are you telling me that you can't tell the difference between "THIS" and "MY MOTHER" Charlie?!!...ARE YOU TELLING ME I HAVE THE BODY OF A FIFTY-YEAR-OLD?!!"
"No."
"THEN-WHAT-ARE-YOU-SAYING, BRUH?!!" Charity's face was doing that weird squinty eyed, puffy cheek thing I'd seen after unintentionally insulting her. Ironically that was also age related as well causing the mother of all entitled girl boss rants. Now I was in danger of experiencing a sequel.
"Look, I got knocked out last night, woke up next to Angela and uhm, she was under the covers, so I thought maybe it was you, okay? I was gonna nope out of there, but I couldn't find my car keys. So uhm, I kinda peeked under the covers and things, happened with Angela." I was contrite.



"Angela, huh?"
"Uh, Mrs. Gilbert." I corrected myself.
"She's not married Charlie; did you have a good time?" Her tone was dripping with snark.
"Oh, sorry."
"So, you in love with mother, now? "
"Excuse me?"
"What about your precious Phoebe, huh fool?!" I went ashen in the face catching myself before I could facepalm.
Charity cracked a wry smile using her pointer fingers in a disparaging gesture, continuing.
"Cheated first chance you got, huh?"
"It's not like that."
"What's it like then, Charlie Huerta?" Charity was quick on the uptake.
"It's not like nothing."
"Oh, so now Phoebe's nothing because my mother took your noob ass to pound town; is that right, Charlie Huerta?"
"That's not what I'm saying."
"WHAT ARE YOU SAYING, CHARLIE HUERTA?! WHAT-ARE-YOU-SAYING, BRUH?!!"
"¡MIERDA!"
"...are you cursing at me?"
"No."
"So, what about Phoebe; what're you going to do now that you've had an audition to be my stepfather? Are you gonna start stalking her like you were stalking Phoebe, last night, huh Charlie Huerta?"
"I WASN'T STALKING NOBODY!!"
"You weren't sitting outside her home in your quaint little bucket, Charlie Huerta?"
"Well, yeah..."
"...so, you "WERE" stalking Phoebe, weren't you, Charlie Huerta?!"
"Nuh, no I just wanted some..."
"Yeah, you wanted some pussy, huh Charlie Huerta; didn't you? Your chubby little cock got hard for some pregnant pussy, so you were gonna take a walk on the wild side, right? You were gonna climb into her window like a fucking burglar, right Charlie Huerta?! Booty Burglar!!"
"SHUT UP!"
"No, you shut up Booty Burglar; all creeping on a pregnant bitch cause your malfeasant dick hard up for low hanging fruit! So, you like easy targets, don't you Charlie Huerta? I guess if Phoebe wasn't around you'd probably be running up on some bitch in a wheelchair, huh? Fucking booty burglar! What about the baby Charlie Huerta? Is it yours?"
"NO!! CUT IT OUT!!'
"Isn't that what Phoebe's supposed to be saying?"
"¡AY QUE ME JODAN!" Her rapid-fire delivery had me on the ropes in seconds.
"Stalker!"
"I'm not a stalker; I just wanted to talk to her. Just wanted to see her uhm, just get some closure, I guess. I DON'T KNOW!! Fuck man, damn Charity. Guess you're right about me."
"So, you're admitting it, aren't you?"
"I just wanted to see her."
"Why?"
"..." I didn't want to answer Charity, just keeping quiet as we arrived in the boutique hotel lobby. She kept staring as the double doors opened revealing a family waiting to board the car.
The lobby of this boutique hotel was bustling with energy filled with people milling about as we started across the lobby. I was conflicted internally out of the blue sort of reeling from Charity's verbal barrage inside the elevator which left me with dueling mind movies of Phoebe and her mother, Angela. She stood off to the side checking her phone as I did the same finding nothing. My thoughts wandered to the old guy I'd seen inside Angela's room.
"Hey Charity?"
She glanced up from the face of her I-Phone looking at me with a decidedly blank expression. It threw me off guard killing the question about her mother I'd been stupidly mulling over for the last few minutes. I noticed a coffee and pastry cart a few feet away.
"Would you like a coffee?"
"There ain't no McDonalds in here, Charlie Huerta." Her dig at my finances was nuclear savage, but I was starting to know her better, forcing a fake chuckle instead of a direct retort.
"Look, I wasn't trying anything upstairs, okay?"
"All you could do is try; nobody gets in these panties without a golden ticket."
"Yet, here we are; did you just bring me here to Netflix and chill with your mamma?" Charity's eyes became slits, cheeks puffing up for a moment before she remembered herself.
"Is that what you think?"
"You tell me; I thought we couldn't fuck, but you hopped in my ride and took me on a date, your treat. All things considered, maybe you should've taken my friend because he answered the question you asked me the way you wanted without being asked. What, my boy ain't good enough to fuck your stuffy, entitled ass, Charity Gilbert? That's tragic, he damn near fainted at the sight of you and where you at, girlfriend? Here with the guy pining away for a pregnant married woman, right Charity Gilbert? Phoebe's beautiful, Hella sexy as fuck and well... Uhm, thanks for everything, but I need some proper closure, Charity Gilbert."
I shoved my hands in my pockets forcing a cheesy smile even cheesier as I walked out of the lobby. It was meant to be a power play, but I forgot one thing as I hurried back inside.
"Uh, where are my car keys, Charity?" Her eyes went wide, mouth dropping open in cartoonish fashion.
"OH SHIT!!"
Charity lunged forward wrapping her arms around my bicep, pressing hard into my side with a dueling cheese filled grin on her pretty face. Her pneumatic breasts were sandwiching my arm attesting the the fact Charity was basically topless under her top. We were getting some errant stares, but she didn't fool me one bit.
"Hey, would you like a coffee, hell would you like a mocha latte, my treat Charlie? " She batted her eyes for effect, making my brow furrow.
"Where are my fucking keys, Charity?"
She gritted her teeth arching her back leaning harder into my side, smiling harder.
"...where are my fucking keys?"
"..."
"CHARITY!"
"I left them in the car...last night."
"WHAT?!"
The good Ms. Gilbert was nice enough to get us an Uber over to the wharf parking area where I expectedly found my Volkswagen Beetle missing. It was just after nine in the morning.
"Sorry."
"How am I supposed to get home; fuck, how am I supposed to get to my grandfather's store, Charity?!"
Charity waved a black card in my face as I glanced over her shoulder at our Uber driver, still in park on the wharf.
He was staring at her ass.
The bloom was off the rose with the theft of my only vehicle. I sat silently fuming with Charity beside me trying to make small talk, being overly personable while remaining criminally self-absorbed to the max. There was no doubt she was still a whole snack, but I was pissed off averting my gaze looking out at the freeway and the cars speeding by in the opposite lane. The young Ms. Gilbert proved an adept multi-tasker, texting continuously.
"Eyes on the road, mouth breather." Our Uber driver had a hard time keeping his eyes on the road, continuously staring in his rear-view mirror at her face.
"Yes ma'am... you know, I'm a big fan." Charity did a doubletake realizing where this tiny bit of praise was about to go as I glanced over, finding the narrow eyes, puffy cheeks verbal cue that she might explode.
"DON'T!!"
"I used to watch your cheerleader movie all the time; kinda wish it was rated R. Uhm, is there like a rated R version? Like one where the chicks get naked, and shit."
"How would I know? "I could hear Charity Gilbert twisting in the wind.
"Because it's your movie; well, half, I guess. You know, Kirsten Dunst ain't got nothing on you, I tell you. Yeah, I hope there's an R-rated version of that one where you do some shit like you did in Bad Boys Two, oh yeah. That dread-head jabroni was really giving it to you in that backseat. Hey, was that like a stunt double or something?"
Charity was doing a slow burn, bristling like meat on a barbecue grill while I perked up, amused. The driver had this thick accent, but I couldn't place it as he continued shoving his foot into his mouth up to the knee.
"Yeah, that was one of them uhm, body doubles, right? Wish that scene was a little longer and up close. Damn, that Jamaican guy was beating it up huh; uhm he was method acting, right? "
Charity folded one leg over the other folding both arms under her impressive bust with her head cocked to the side. The tip of her foot started tapping the back of his passenger side seat. She may have been a snooty trust fund baby, but at this moment her black queen pedigree was all the way out on front street. Our rotund driver was tragically oblivious, even when presented with her middle finger.
"Hey uhm, so are you doing like, more uh, mature roles now? Is that why you got the upgrades, huh?"
The scowl on Charity's face was honestly, horrifying. Her eyes registered the unintentional dig at her bust drifting down, then forward at the back of his head which seemed to have this flabby horizontal crease right above his neck. Her expensive tote came into view no doubt headed for the back of this guys, bucket shaped noggin. I reached over planting a hand on it to keep Charity from causing a ten-car pileup on the freeway and avoid a trip to the ICU.
"I'm kinda shocked at the bbl, too." Her draw dropped as we ended up jostling about, before she settled down fuming so much, I could've sworn I saw wisps of smoke coming out of her ears.
"Hey bro; you might wanna quit while you're ahead." I cautioned.
"Yeah, I was thinking the same thing, Pedro; hey Wade might put a hit out on you for sliding up into his old lady. Hey man, you think the NBA got like, hit men for this type of stuff?"
This time I ended up jostling with Charity over her expensive tote wanting to slam it into this guy's meaty cranium with both hands, double axe handle style. She was obliged to yank it into her lap causing the top of my hand to brush against her breasts. There was a slight jiggle after which we exchanged glances before I lost the test of wills, looking away.
"Just curious, why'd you get them so big, Ms. Union?"
"Funny, I was thinking the same thing...about your fucking head." Her snarky mean girl delivery was razor sharp enough to break the bank as I started laughing my ass off. Charity's priceless tote ended up mashed into my face until I batted it away, playfully.
Our clueless driver was laughing his ass off, too. This caught Charity's attention and ire.
"Don't laugh at me, fool."
"Sorry Ms. Union, It's beyond my control." He laughed, which caused Charity to release this animalistic snarl. She lunged forward, but I caught her with a swipe of my arm pinning the comely young socialite to the backseat. My arm mashed across her impressive bust again, unintentionally. Charity's hand shot down between my legs grabbing my package with authority. This wasn't a piece; this was the whole thing.
We exchanged glances again before she withdrew her hand retrieving her phone from the tote showing me the screen. I found myself looking at a digital NDA form, then at her face.
"Uhm?" Her expression was indecipherable which caused me to air on the side of caution.
I shook my head, looking away out my passenger side window. Charity had other ideas, using a pointer finger to redirect my gaze back at her face, shrugging inquisitively.
"Sorry, I can't; besides, don't you need your medical glove?" The smarmy half look on her face made me laugh as she tucked her phone away, then came up with a single medical glove, brow raised.
I was shocked but shook my head again begging off.
"What a shame, I almost experienced Deja vu, Charlie Huerta."
"Huh?"
"Oh, not trying to be needlessly transparent but the last time I sat in the back of a gypsy cab, there were uhm, shenanigans involving my tits, and other parts."
"Uhm, that went right over my head." I admitted.
"Maybe it's for the best." Charity replied like what she was saying was some inside joke with her and parties unknown.
"HEY MS. UNION... YOU GONNA PULL THOSE BIG ASS TITS OUT?!!" The driver was at it again.
"Are you retarded?"
This shut the guy down cold as we got off the freeway. Thoughts of my lost car presented a looming problem. I'd have trouble commuting back and forth to work at my grandfather's corner store going forward. I used my phone to plot out a commute, finding out I'd have to head out from home at five in the morning only to make it to work half an hour later. I glanced over at Charity, suddenly put out that she tried to trade on her body because of it.
"Hey lady, you don't have to be so mean." The driver said after a while.
"Yeah, sorry dim bulb; you're absolutely right. Instead, I should call my attorney and have him subpoena your cam footage so my lawyer mom can sue the fuck out of Uber. I should hit up your pockets and smack you across that low brow with sexual harassment charges."
"I don't think you should do that."
"Why not?"
"That would be bad; I could lose my job."
"No shit?"
"Yeah Ms. Union; I got a wife and five kids."
"So, you're talking about my titties; don't you think that's fucked up?"
"I'm poor, what do you give a shit?"
We pulled up to the corner store as she sat beside me considering the driver's answer. I got out quickly slamming the door behind me, finally returned to my neck of the woods. As far as I was concerned, I was through with Charity Gilbert. I got five feet away from the uber when I heard the loud slamming of the car door. She was power walking around the back of the car stopping abruptly at the driver's side open window, bent over face level with his.
"Hey, no hard feelings, knuckle dragger, right?" Charity offered a hand surprising me when they shook.
"Sure Ms. Union and I'm sorry about what I said about those big ass titties you bought. It really was beyond my control. "Her face contorted again going into that weird grimace, but this only lasted a few seconds.
"Sure, anything for a fan; hey dipshit, would you like a kiss goodbye?"
"REALLY?!!"
"Yeah, wanna kiss?" This guy was clueless.
"HELL YEAH!" He stuck his head out of the window, eyes closed, lips pursed.
[SMACK!!!]
My mouth dropped expecting her tote to be slammed into this guy's face, but Charity did me one better yanking those white capri leggings down exposing her thick peachy butt. Before the driver knew it, she'd spun around in a bluff slapping the shit out of him with the side of her left ass cheek. Charity yanked her pants up, then followed that up with a slap from her expensive tote. There was a loud bonk, followed by the sound of peeling rubber.
"I'M THAT BITCH!!" Charity shouted after the car as it sped off.
I was already walking away from this nonsense.
"Hey, wait up!"
"Nah, I'm good." I half turned making the times out sign walking towards the store.
"What's that supposed to mean?
"I'm gonna cut my losses and get off the crazy train, okay Charity?"
"Are you calling me crazy?"
"No, I'm calling "THIS" crazy; I mean, if I use your metric, we're not even supposed to know each other. So, it' been nice making your acquaintance, and I'm sorry about all the times I put my foot in my mouth offending you, but I'm out."
"You make it sound like a breakup." She stood there on the sidewalk with an incredulous look on her face.
I didn't know what else to say, just staring back.
"Hey, I'm gonna get your car back, Charlie!"
"Sure, whatever."
"I'm serious, my word is bond, and I'll have your car back here before the day is over, okay? I promise...I swear, alright?"
"Yeah, right." I fished around in my pockets, then realized the store keys were connected to my missing key chain. My shoulders slumped as I rubbed the back of my head, defeated.
"Sorry uh, Charlie."
"¡¡QUÍTATE LA MIERDA DE MI CARA CARIDAD!! ¡VE A JUGAR TUS ESTÚPIDOS JUEGOS CON ALGUIEN MÁS!"
"...uhm." Her face dropped, crestfallen as a thought crept into my head.
"Hey, what bought you down here to my little corner store; slumming with the masses?"
"..." Charity seemed to be at a loss for words as I sat down going through my cheap android for one of my grandfather's friends who was also a locksmith. Early on when I started working at his corner store, I lost my keys. Grandpa's friend Sal was called in to first see me get a whipping, before changing all the locks. Today would be minus the butt whipping.
"You can go now."
"Are you dismissing me?"
"Yup."
"Are you serious?"
"Yup, unless you wanna stay here and show the locksmith that cute little ass of yours so I can get a discount."
"I told you I'd get your dinky car back; you don't have to be so out of pocket, Charlie Huerta!" I sat down on a plastic milkcrate dialing up Sal, ignoring her facing the opposite direction.
"Fuck you."
She didn't say anything for a while.
"So, I guess a handjob is out of the question?" I chortled bitterly.
When I glanced up, Charity Gilbert was gone, vanished into thin air. I started to get up and go after her but stopped myself.
"She never answered my question."
I ended up sitting there for nearly an hour before Sal arrived to open the store. I decided to bury myself in my work mulling over the crazy I'd experienced in just under twenty-four hours. My mind drifted back and forth between Charity snarky banter and incessant teasing juxtaposed with the utter drubbing I'd received from her very own mother between the sheets. The pipes were thoroughly cleaned, but karma left me without a car.
Ring tone: [The number you have called is not in service.]
I accidentally butt dialed Phoebe sitting behind the elevated counter, stuffing a merchant bag before remembering I didn't have a car to get to the bank. Juan didn't appear all day which was suspect, but I was glad at not having to explain my missing car. I thought about Angela again and her wild behavior after finding out how little I was experienced. Part of me wondered if Phoebe felt the same way initially. I chaffed at being a pregnant woman's distraction.
Ring tone: [The number you have called is not in service.]
I rubbed my temple staring at the face of my phone telling myself I wanted closure, but deep down I knew better. They say idle hands are the devil's playground, so I busied myself around the store using the tagging gun so much, I needed a holster. People came and went, but the store felt empty. I played a few movies on the monitor but really didn't watch losing myself in some games on my phone. Phoebe came up again in my head.
Ring tone: [The number you have called is not in service.]
The bell rang over the door alerting me to a customer entering the store.
"Maricela?"
I half expected Phoebe, but found myself looking at my ex-girlfriend instead, facially reacting.
"You're not happy to see me?"
She was still impossibly cute with a juvenile face that got her perpetually carded, thick glasses on her button nose everything framed a shoulder length brown hair, bionic side bang included. Her barely slim-thick petite frame accentuated her perfect perky looking C-Cups. A simple greyish t-shirt and some out of character skin-tight jeans covered her figure as I peered down noticing the canvas sneakers on her feet.
"You're not happy to see me, Charlie?" Maricela, my Ex-girlfriend asked again, kind of fidgety.
"What's up?" I tried to moderate my tone but failed at controlling the emotion spilling out of my cup.
"...uhm, I was just walking by and decided to come in here." Her eyes were drifting about looking down the first aisle, settling on my face eventually.
"Oh."
"Oh, it's like that, huh?" Maricela folded her arms shifting weight to one leg barely stifling a scoff, biting her bottom lip. She always did that when she was angry. Her style was subtle passive aggression.
"Like what?!"
"Look, I apologized about that shit already, okay?"
"Don't."
We shared a dead stare, this test of wills that had become the norm in the dying days of an all too brief relationship. Everything came to a head at a park a block away from our school. They weren't aware that I was on the other side of that playground, watching. I'd happened upon them by happenstance, with nuclear consequences. I got jumped while she watched. Exactly one week after losing my virginity to her on a back porch. I was happy.
"...uhm, I just wanted to see you."



"Why?"
I noticed Maricela tugging on her pointer finger as she appeared to struggle for an answer.
"Can't we be uhm, friends?" She asked, meekly.
"Why?"
She didn't answer, instead turning profile appearing to be deep in thought. I stared at her saying nothing, instead turning up the volume on the television. Dangerous Liaisons with Glen Close and John Malkovich was playing on the monitor above the cooler giving me something to look at instead of my cheater ex-girlfriend, Maricela. She was crestfallen.
"Charlie?"
I turned up the volume.
"Charlie?!"
[You'll find shame is like the pain, you only feel it once.]
"CHARLIE!!"
[It's beyond my control.]
"¡Mírame, hijo de puta!" Maricela shouted finally drawing my attention.
"..."
Charity Gilbert was standing there right behind my ex-girlfriend looking up at the monitor. It only took Maricela an instant to realize Charity was at her back, a full head taller which made things awkward when my ex whipped around turning only to get smacked in the face with the premiere mean girl's pneumatic bust. Charity palmed her boobs, brows raised immediately making the connection, visually while Maricela facepalmed, incredulous.
"Oh snap, you must be...Phoebe, right?!! HEY, I THOUGHT YOU SAID SHE WAS PREGNANT, CHARLIE HUERTA!!!" Charity stuck her handout in cheesy fashion while shouting in the smaller girl's face with this fake smile plastered all over her pretty face.
Maricela recoiled back two steps, face level with Ms. Gilbert's intimidating front porch. She wiped a forearm across her lips, looking as if she would retch, glancing back at my unintentionally guilty expression.
"WHUT-THE-FUCK?!!"
"Don't listen to her, she's just..." I tried to explain away Charity's obvious bullshit.
"I KNEW IT!! IT'S TRUE!! YOU'RE FUCKING AROUND!! OH, SHIT AND WITH BLACK GIRLS, TOO!!!...Juan was A-fucking right, motherfucking ten toes down!! WAIT!!...you got a bitch pregnant?!! WHAT IN THE FUCK?!! TIENES UN POCO DE CACA NEGRA¡TRASERO THOT, GOLPEADO?!!" Maricela was in full meltdown, but I was oddly relaxed.
[BONK!!!]
For the third time in a day, Charity's expensive tote came into play as a melee weapon. In this particular instant, it landed on top of Maricela's head in an overhanded arc cradled between Ms. Gilbert's hands. A single bludgeoning blow to my ex's soft spot. Maricela turned around finding Charity with that weird smiley face, angry expression.
"Revisa tu tono; Enfríate antes de matarte, perra." The princess's Spanish was as fluent as ours, getting a facial reaction out of my ex.
"Oh yeah?" Maricela stiffened up; fists balled up at her sides. It looked like she was about to start tossing haymakers with Charity, face to big, bouncy tits.
"Yeah, are you dumb?" Charity popped her expensive tote open producing a bright yellow Byrna brand stun pistol.
"OH SHIT, YOU WANNA GO THERE, SISTAAA?!!" Maricela screamed wholly indignant.
"Hold that thought." Charity snapped a pic of Maricela's crazed face in extreme closeup like it was no big thing.
"...why are you taking my picture?"
"I'm taking your tragic photo for insurance against any further hostilities against myself or Charlie Huerta. I will be submitting this photo to my mom, who has connections to Black Cube; you know that same security firm Harvey Weinstein used before he got busted? I hope and pray I don't have to fly back here from Atlanta if I am informed of any street level shenanigans involving Charlie Huerta. You know, my mother is very fond of him after last night."
I facepalmed as Maricela's head exploded. She slowly turned around leering at me.
"You fucked her mother?"
"Shit, fuck my life. ¡Oh, mierda mi loco vida de mierda!" I was humiliated.
"Oh, my gawd, what's happened to you, Charlie; I cheated, so now you're fucking black girls' huh? Aw shit, I broke you. I REALLY BROKE YOU!!...damn man, Huerta; you're eating chocolate on the rip, huh fool?! I ruined you for all Latinas, huh?"
"And you know what they say; once you go black you..."
"SHUT UP CHARITY!!" I ducked down behind the counter considering putting a paper bag on my head.
"Have fun with your hookers, Charlie; damn, I really got you fucked up, eh? You crashed out in nappy cooch."
"COME HERE BITCH!!" Charity snarled absentmindedly swinging the stun pistol at the side of Maricela's head. She was too fast dropping to her knees, scrambling out of the store on all fours as my personal curse remembered herself plunking the weapon away in her expensive tote. Charity looked after her texting profusely on her phone. I sat behind the counter out of view, back facing her as I munched on a few marzipans.
"Don't worry I've got a conceal and carry in several states; they are particularly hard to get here, but I uhm, "know people" Charlie. So, that was your first, I assume?"
"What are you doing back here?"
"Apparently saving your masculinity, and your ass. Please, no applause." She retorted full of rich girl snark.
"No really; what're you doing here Charity?"
"Fuck, a girl finds your car, and this is how you wanna act?"
"HUH?!!" I jumped up finding Charity standing there with a set of keys. She shrieked playfully as I hopped my elevated counter landing in front of her, snatching them. I bolted past Charity, leaving her in the store.
"What the fuck?"
Outside next to the small parking lot at the side of my store, a cherry red Volkswagen Beetle sat atop a flatbed truck delivering the brand-new car. I was at a loss for words as Charity appeared, popsicle in mouth. I looked down at the keys in my hand then at her.
"This ain't my car."
"Yes, it is; well, once you sign the paperwork the smiling gentleman is holding there on his nice little clipboard."
"You bought me a new car?"
[Slurp]
"Charity?"
"This car is bought and paid for Charlie, okay; and before foot is firmly planted in mouth, I uhm, still have feelers out for that tinker toy you were pushing up and down the mean streets before I graced it with my rich chocolate buns. Fuck your midget girlfriend very much, by the way."
"..."
[Slurp]
She was in full tease mode, slurping and sucking on that pilfered popsicle in salacious fashion. My eyes went into business for themselves drifting down her delectable body to rest on one very prominent camel toe fully outlined in her skintight white capri leggings.
"Get out of my cookies and at least test drive the fucking thing." Charity scoffed as the delivery guy stuck the clipboard under my nose wanting me to sign for the new car.
"Well, I don't know." I said signing my John Handcock on the clipboard as we spoke.
"Seriously; fuck I get so tired of you goodie, goodie NPC'S."
"Oh, I'm an NPC, now?"
"Spare me the needless banter and drive the fucking thing." Charity's hand landed loudly in the middle of my butt as the driver lowered the car to the street. It smarted, a lot.
"What about..."
"...I'll man the counter; take it out, now Charlie Huerta!" She would not be denied as I stared at the keys in my palm.
Five minutes later I was driving down the street a block away from the store leaving Charity behind against my better wishes. It was a fully loaded convertible, nuff said. Still, I resolved to make it a quick trip as I pulled up to an intersection getting this weird feeling as if someone were watching me. Something told me to look to my immediate right.
Maricela was sitting at the stop sobbing, a visual mess hunched over head between her knees. Her earlier bravado proved to be a ruse triggered by the sight of a perceived rival.
I honked.
"...eh?" She slowly looked up regarding me, then down again raising a middle finger.
I honked again.
"WHAT DO YOU WANT, CHARLIE?!!" I took a deep breath staring at her before motioning for her to come to the passenger side door.
"I'll drop you back home, okay Mari?"
She timidly got in beside me taking care to put on her seatbelt, shoulders slumped gaze peering down into her lap. Her round eyes were swollen, cheeks flushed, bottom lip quivering. I stared at her profile for a few more seconds, then pulled across the intersection. After a moment she returned my gaze, staring intently. I ignored her.
Ten minutes later I was tooling down her street purposely slowed down as she found her voice.
"I guess it's true what they say, huh?"
"What?"
"What goes around comes around, right?"
"I don't know."
"I know you wanna laugh in my face; go ahead, I deserve it."
"Not gonna do that." I kept a static expression, but she was right. For the duration of our relationship, I'd been in second place staunchly behind Maricela, perpetually desperate. She was only too happy to have me playing the background casually toxic, more subversive than overt. Our courtship was long and drawn out to the max before she finally relented trading her cherry for mine on a back patio some time ago. At the time, it was epic.
"Look at you all big shit now, thumbing your nose at me because you got yourself a model. Is that nappy bitch paying your child support, too?"
"Stop it, I ain't got no baby mamma."
"I heard what nappy said; She thought I was this "Phoebe bitch" saying she thought I was knocked up! Why'd nappy say that then, huh motherfucker!"
"Cut it out."
"WHO-THE-FUCK-IS PHOEBE?!!" Maricela lost it screaming like a banshee like we were still in a relationship. The slight mascara she used to bring out her eyes, running streaked down her cheeks. I shot her a look watching my petite former girlfriend wriggling about on the passenger seat engulfed with green eyed rage.
"Shit."
"Aw shit man...this is so fucked up. ¡Ay, mierda! ¡Mi corazón siente que va a explotar! ¡Dios me está castigando tan fuerte por lo que te hice! ¡OH DIOS!" Maricela broke down crying hard while I hit a right turn approaching her home.
"We broke up a long time ago; and now that I think about it, you haven't called me in a minute."
"Uhm, I was kind of scared."
"So, what changed today?"
"I told you, I was walking by and decided to visit."
"Vives a cinco putas millas de mi tienda, ¡deja de mear en mi polla, Maricela!"
Maricela flashed me a look knowing I meant business, a little shocked at the way I was speaking with her considering our history as a couple. For the most part, I'd always treated her as a tiny little princess until the disparity in our emotional back and forth became glaringly obvious to me and our immediate friend circle. A last gambit for clarity was our death knell. Losing it to her was what I thought "WE" wanted most. I was wrong.
"Look how you talk to me now that you've got your nappy bitch; man, that coño must be good, huh?"
"I've never been with Charity; believe or not, we just met yesterday."
"BULLSHIT!!"
"We met yesterday, Mauri; but believe me, I wanted to do it last night but..."
"But what?"
I chuckled nervously at the memory of Angela sexually running through me in the wee hours of the AM. Admittedly, I'd started it by having my way with her exposed buns while she slept, upper half hidden under a wealth of comforters and bedding. I rubbed my chin at the thought, smiling broadly before glancing over noticing Maricela watching.
"Why're you smiling?" Her voice skewed more on the whiny side when she was upset. I always hated that about her. Her glare was stone cold.
"Nothing."
"Why're you smiling like that, Charlie?" Maricela gritted her teeth when she was pissed.
Her hand landed on my crotch in a clawing move, suddenly squeezing it like she wanted to ball a fist around it. I quickly batted her hand away watching the outrage on her face as she favored the offending digits.
"OH YOU DON'T LIKE IT NOW?!"
"Stop."
"¡Maldita sea, maldito hombre! ¡Tu polla está tan jodidamente dura en este momento, hijo de puta! Thinking about nappy, eh?!" Maricela's bitterness was off the charts. It was arresting as I recalled her sometimes being disparaged by family members for having an arresting bitch face that made other girls want to push it in. Today was the most emotion I'd seen out of her since the night we finally did it. I didn't know how to take it.
"You wouldn't say that if Charity was here in front of your face." I couldn't help myself.
"You gonna tell your bitch; is that what you're gonna do, eh? SHE GOT YOU TRAINED GOOD, HUH BEECH?!!"
"We're not dating."
"BUT YOU LIKE THAT UGLY BLACK ASS, DON'T YOU?!! "
"Fuck you."
"Oh, look a here; listen to all the base in your voice after your balls dropped; that nappy dugout got you feeling invincible, eh? I KNOW YOU! You used to cry for this coño down here, remember? Yeah, you were crying so sweetly the minute you stuck your little thumb inside me, asshole! YOU WERE IN LOVE WITH ME, CHARLIE!!!"
"Yeah okay."
"..." I pulled up to the curb in front of her house now thinking back on how I'd never been inside for the duration of our relationship. Maricela was at a loss for words, mouth hanging open at my open admission.
"I was in love with you Mauri, okay? Now get the fuck out of my car."
"Charlie?"
Before I could say anything, we were interrupted by some ringing coming from my glove compartment of all places. Both of us exchanged glances before Maricela opened it finding a cheap burner phone inside. I motioned for it, but she answered instead, on speaker.
"Hello?" Her round eyes looked bigger than I'd ever seen them.
"Hello, I must assume dear Charlie is sitting there behind the wheel beside you; I'd like to speak with him if you don't mind." My jaw dropped at the sound of Angela's authoritative voice.
"WHO THE FUCK IS THIS?!!"
"Relax young lady, I've called to see how young Mr. Huerta is enjoying the new car I purchased to make up for the loss of his rather, lacking original. It's a service call and I'd like him to know that if he doesn't prefer the color or make, it's easily tradable...on my dime of course. Is he there? Are you perhaps his little sister, young lady?"
Maricela sat there beside me petrified in shock, casually and unintentionally insulted by Charity's mother.
The burner phone dropped into the bottom of the passenger side seat as she spilled out without a word, power walking by the hood of my brand spanking new Volkswagen Beetle.
"Uh, hey Angela; you bought this car?" My eyes followed Maricela as I retrieved the phone.
"Of course, I suppose my daughter fibbed to prop herself up of course?"
"Of course."
"Do me a favor and just let her get away with it; who knows what mischief she might get up to otherwise, young man. It is my hope that she might grow out of this childish clout chasing, but I don't know. Think of the car as my thank you for an otherwise gruelingly boorish weekend, sans Charity of course."
"No problem."
"Leave the phone in the glove compartment, charge it every now and then. It could come in handy."
"I don't follow, Mrs. Gilbert?"
"I'd like to keep tabs on you in case I'm in this neck of the woods again and need my kitty ate. Hell, I'll even pretend to be asleep if it will make you feel better." My eyes went wide as she chuckled on the other end of the line.
"...uh?"
"Relax young Mr. Huerta and make sure you use a condom when my daughter finally gets around to fucking your brains out when she finds a way to do it without feeling guilty."
"Huh?"
"Don't worry, you'll find out in short order, ciao." Angela ended the call quickly leaving me sitting in front of Maricela's house with a tent in my pants.
"¡¡OYE MÍRAME CHARLIE!! ¡¡MÍRAME PERRA!! ¡SABES QUE QUIERES ESTE COÑO DE NUEVO!" My head whipped in the direction of her voice getting a shock to the system.
Maricela stood ten feet away at the beginning of her lawn with her T-shirt and bra yanked up leaving her ripe sloping breasts exposed, the other hand yanking down on her pants and panties with the top of her furry mound open to the world. Before I could do anything, the front door burst open as her fuming grandfather appeared razor strap in hand.
I gunned it out of there not wanting to see my ex-girlfriend whupped and beaten in the streets. Her meltdown after meeting Charity Gilbert had been epic. Karma was indeed a bitch. It was faster getting home with a screaming harpy sitting beside me. I found a second surprise pulling into the small parking lot beside my grandpa's corner store.
"What is this happy horse shit?"
The store was wall to wall people, stuffed to the gills with mostly teenaged boys and more than a few middled aged men. At the center of it all was one Ms. Charity Gilbert, holding court behind the elevated counter with a line and a throng of admirers.
"CHARITY!!'
"Oh, hey Charlie; how's it going?" She replied casually, felt-tip marker in hand scribbling her signature on a blue ray case. She held it up for me to see. I facepalmed at seeing the title of the movie "Bring It On" and her smiling face.
"What the fuck are you doing?"
"Making mad money off of the noobs."
"You know, you can get in trouble for falsifying somebody's signature." I warned.
"I know." I got a closer look at the box, finding out she had signed her first name and nothing else.
"Must you cause trouble wherever you go?"
"It's profitable." Charity held up a wad of cash, smiling as some weird looking guy tossed three fives on the counter before photo bombing himself with her in the background.
"Aw shit."
It took me an additional thirty minutes to clear out the store after ringing up the few legitimate customers who weren't there to gawk at Charity thinking she was a certain actress despite several verbal cues to the obvious. She never verbally acknowledged any queries about her identity as far as I knew but proved invaluable doing the paperwork as I locked up. I got into a couple of back-and-forth shouting matches with two eighteen-year-olds pissed when she wouldn't give up her phone number.
"I used to manage a clothes store in a mall, back in the day right after high school."
"Really?"
"Yeah daddy, that's my actual biological, wanted me to know what it was like to make an honest day's living. Gawd, it was so humiliating, but if that never happened, I wouldn't be the woman I am today."
"An entitled trust fund princess?"
"Fuck you very much." Charity chortled at my frank assessment as I swept up and restocked a few shelves.
"So, how was it?"
"What?"
"The car stupid; it's much better than the tin can you were tooling around in, huh?"
"Oh."
"Oh; sounds like something happened, didn't it?"
"You got all that from one word?"
"I'm tragically intuitive, sue me, Charlie Huerta." I couldn't help but laugh as she did all the receipts from a lucrative day fueled by her visage.
"Would you like a drink?"
"Peirre water if you have it down here in the sticks."
"Shut up." I retrieved the water along with a wine cooler for myself, joining Charity behind the counter. I took a seat someone had presumably placed there for the princess in my absence immediately noticing her tight, compact butt enhanced by white skintight capri leggings covering it. It fit her perfectly approximating a spoon shape at the verge of the extreme. For all anyone knew, those leggings might as well have been painted on with white paint. Charity shifted a little giving me an up close and personal with the diamond shaped bit of negative space between her oval shaped cheeks.
"I can feel you looking; it's perfectly okay if you want to whip it out and get it out of your system, Charlie."
I was continually facepalming feeling the cringe as she acknowledged my leering.
"Would serve you right if I did, Ms. Gilbert."
"Well, if you'd answered correctly upon our initial meeting, I'd have no problem taking a vial of petroleum jelly from your shelves. I can make you walk funny with a flick of the wrist, squeeze your oversized balls and milk you impotent."



"No shit?"
"Back in the day, I caught a star basketball player on the back stairs of my high school and beat him off non-stop for two class periods. You should've seen the mess; and I did it because I bet on the other team. No lube, just his saliva and I made a bag while our team of knuckle draggers lost without their star player."
"Charity, that's fucked up."
"Yeah, guess but it was all spur of the moment as I'd become privy to all the on-campus bookies taking bets. They laughed when I bet against my own team, but they didn't know I was his math tutor with a private space. I knew what I was gonna do, because I'd done it to my own star football player boyfriend after he cheated; so those niggas lost too, Charlie."
"Damn, that's seriously fucked up."
"What, he was back the next day wanting my fist around his cock. I was obliged to block him because he wouldn't let me shove three fingers into his backdoor...and before you say anything, the other guys I'd done that to never had one complaint. Well, maybe the first few as I found my technique. You see, I got the idea from an online article on prostrate massage by Dan Savage."
"¡Oh, que me jodan, estúpido!" Charity cocked her head to the side with a sneaky looking grin that honestly made the hair on the back of my neck and arms stand on end. She snatched up her phone showing me the digital NDA on its face with a shrug. I begged off with a shrug.
"Never know what you're missing; makes you cum buckets." That hard sell fell flat.
"Fuck that." Charity laughed outloud at a memory before she decided to share.
"Jayson actually tried to uhm, "TELL ON ME" to mother. We used to laugh about it all the time, until..."
"What?" Charity let out this prolonged sigh that carried.
"It's like playing a video game, Charlie. You just uh, wanna keep getting that higher score. I guess I got a little carried away and I paid the price for it in spades. It's taken us such a very long time to find one another as mother and daughter again, but it's not perfect. I mean, she sees me more as a woman now, maybe a peer one day. And daddy's finally there, too. We were uh, fractured as a family for so long that it was kind of this impossible dream for a little girl that became a princess. I had to fall to bring them together again, as friends if nothing else. I don't ever want to be in their situation, so I like to keep it light with the fellas."
"Wow."
Charity turned profile looking at me with a raised brow, maybe annoyed.
"Don't tell me; you're starting to see me as a person instead of an object. Is that right, Charlie Huerta?"
"In a nutshell." I replied with a half smirk of my own, taking a sip from my bottle.
"We can't have that now, can we?"
Suddenly I found myself staring at Charity's bionic cheeks sans those creamy white capri leggings. It appeared she was wearing underwear as I discovered a beaded thong peeking out of the top of her surprisingly dense looking apple of a butt. Charity had yanked her leggings down mid-thigh. She made one cheek bounce independently, then the other before doing both in a loud clapping twerk. Charity really knew how to pop that biscuit.
"Alright, that's enough!" Unfortunately, this only lasted a few seconds as she quickly covered up just when I was getting invested.
"Boo."
"Sorry, them's the breaks, Charlie." Her reply was plucky and playful making me think of her mother's parting words during our conversation in my new car. In hindsight, her aside about Charity seemed like some challenge I was supposed to overcome. I smiled making her princess daughter's eyes flutter and narrow.
"I can't see the front, too?"
She did a doubletake, then scoffed playfully when I shrugged. Instead of outright exposing herself, Charity peeled her equally skintight crop top up until the undersides of her awesome breasts bulged outward, pastie covered nipples remaining hidden from view. It was time for an additional surprise as she repeated the same trick with her large, sloping spongy breasts one after the other then both until her boobs made a grand appearance.
"Aw shit." She quickly covered up, faster than before grinning at my reaction to the tease.
"What?" The grin on her face should've made me angry after our drunken grope fest on the beach the night prior, but that ended with her mother Angela. Charity turned back to the counter finishing up taking a random sip from her bottled water. I noticed her butt was still facing me, more twisted at the hip in what might be considered an open dare.
"Oh no, I'm not falling for that trick again." I chortled, finishing off my bottle.
"I told you..."
"...yeah, I know; I shouldn't have put you behind a pregnant woman, right?"
"Yup, now feel the burn." Charity giggled fully aiming her densely packed onion directly at my face.
"A la mierda mis bolas azules." I bit my bottom lip, taking a chance that I otherwise wouldn't in more normal times. This young affluent woman had come into my life and turned things on their head, weirdest of the weird. I ended up being utterly smashed by her mother Angela, an undisputed alpha MILF. Looking at the chocolate apple right in front of my face made me wonder if mother and daughter were similar between the sheets.
I got my cock out handling it around the base with my right hand leaning back on the behind the counter chair leering at Charity's premium bum. My prick was pulsing with veins starting to appear on my thick shaft. I was undecided about jerking it to her yams when my left hand went into business for itself while Charity was texting profusely.
"Charity Huerta, WHAT are YOU doing?" It sounded like she was on the verge of busting up, instead of any real indignation because of the hand between her thighs. My middle fingers were pressing into her crotch from behind, rubbing intensely. Charity rested an elbow on the counter looking over her shoulder first at my face, then down at my business.
"Rubbing it for you." I answered meekly just above a whisper hoping against hope that I could change her mind.
"I can do that myself." Charity slowly turned around gingerly dislodging the offending hand, arms folded under her pneumatic chest, visibly amused half smirking.
"I don't mind doing it for you."
"I bet you don't; are you gonna jerk it to me, Charity?" Her brown eyes were lit up, bust starting to heave, mouth slowly opening with this sustained syrupy sigh.
"Is that what you want?"
"NOPE!!" Charity shouted, making me groan as she laughed hard. I got flustered shoving my business back in my pants, glowering.
"¡No eres nada más que una puta tomadura de pelo!" Charity's eyes widened with a nod of her head. It was sour grapes to the max for me as she leaned against the counter continuing to text laughing mostly to herself for a few minutes before regarding me with a raised brow.
"Hey Charity, do you REALLY wanna FUCK ME, huh?"
"Forget it, I'm not falling for that shit again." She looked amused, obviously feeding off my frustration.
"Don't be that way; I'll make you cum anyway you want...but only on one condition, Mr. Huerta."
"Fuck outta here; I'm not falling for that shit again."
"Charlie?" Her tone was soft as she ran a finger over her boob, pinching and rolling the nipple until it was visible on the surface of her crop top. Her eyes were focused on it.
"What?"
"Do you wanna cum, or not?" The sultry inflection in Charity's voice had me steel hard, close to bursting.
"Stop."
"Charlie...wanna?" She graduated to pinched both nipples dropping her hands to her sides like they were weighted, audibly slapping her hips. Both of her nipples were visible now on the skintight surface of her tye dyed crop top. Charity ran her tongue over her bottom lip salaciously.
"HELL YEAH!!!!"
"GOOD!!...then renounce Phoebe!!" The face of her I-Phone was suddenly inches away from my face with the record function active.
"..."
"What, renounce Phoebe, Charles; that's all you've got to do if you want me to give you an experience that will make you forget about my mother playing with you all night like a chew toy. You want that, don't you Charles, right? I'm highly proficient at sex, even clothed. Renounce her and I'll clean your pipes so good, you won't get hard for the next six months."
The frenzied sound of her voice caught me off guard as I realized Charity never got over "placing second" behind Phoebe even though the two women never met in any capacity.
"What?"
"..." Charity shoved the recorder closer to my face, silently insistent nostrils flaring in anticipation.
"Charlie...renounce her. Renounce Phoebe." Her voice went low, almost pleading a blatant line in the proverbial sand.
"Uhm, well..." Her face dropped, the expression going static before she turned bac to the counter and the receipts.
"FINE!!"
"Charity, I uhm..." I leaned forward on the chair timidly reaching out a hand, but she recoiled looking venomous.
"I-SAID-FINE, CHARLIE HUERTA!!!" Charity gave me a rough shove as she pushed past me, expensive phone in hand. I thought she would storm out of the store, but she stomped down the first aisle right in front of the coolers.
She stood there with her back to me texting furiously, looking back over her shoulder at me glowering.
"You better stop looking at me, motherfucker!" She disappeared into the second aisle.
"Shit." I finished stuffing the cash into the merchant bag feeling like I's fumbled the ball with Charity Gilbert, feeling foolish for my inability to talk down on the pregnant woman who'd used me for sex and disappeared.
"HEY!!" I looked up from the counter, finding Charity standing by the door, purse slung across her pneumatic bust.
"Yeah?" I answered meekly expecting to be cursed out with a cherry on top.
"Hurry up with that fucking merchant bag; we've got a very small window." The pissed off look and harsh furrowed brow on her pretty face gave me pause.
"Uhm, okay."
"UHM-OKAY!!" Charity did this sullen low brow imitation of my voice, then dipped out.
"Fuck."
There was this charged feeling in the air as I finished up. My thoughts centered on Phoebe noting that she would never know about this battle of wills that centered on an unseen rival intent on supplanting her in absentia. Charity Gilbert's ego had taken a massive hit, and I was hard pressed to ride it out feeling this would be the last time we'd see one another. This was the second time I'd denied her despite wanting to stuff her guts in the extreme.
"¡Bien hecho, Charlie Huerta! ¡Ah, mierda, mi vida loca!" I lingered a bit locking up the store, before trudging to the small parking lot where I found Charity leaning against the driver's side of my brand-new cherry red Volkswagen Beetle.
"Give me your keys; I'm fucking driving."
"You're taking the car back."
"I'm fucking driving, okay?!" Her arms were folded across her chest, one arm extended palm upturned.
I lightly dropped my new car keys into her palm resolved to see things through to the end.
"You better not be looking at me while I'm driving, either." She sounded rueful, but I went silently getting into the passenger side of my car. I could feel her eyes following me as I decided to let things play out. As far as I was concerned, Charity Gilbert was a delectable distraction from my incessant mental gymnastics over Phoebe. I could feel Charity bristling as she drove me to the local bank to make an after-hours deposit.
She hit the freeway, letting the roof down filling the car with oppressive gusts of wind that were probably intended to keep conversation to a minimum. This theory was bolstered when she leaned forward turning up the radio. Strains of Teena Marie's "Deja Vu" filled the car making the silent wall between us, wholesomely melodic. Charity stared at the face of her I-Phone texting furiously with one hand, intermittently looking at the speeding road ahead.
"You know that's kind of dangerous."
"Scared?"
"Yeah."
"You just admit it; don't you have any kind of masculinity?"
"I'll trade that shit for staying alive."
"Shut the fuck up." Charity plunked her phone into the cup holder, stepping on the gas.
I wanted to shoot back but knew I was no match for her laser focused snark. Discretion being the better part of valor left me with no choice but to take the silent option. I opened the glove compartment removing the burner cellphone left there by her mother, Angela.
"What're you doing; why is there a burner cell phone in the glove compartment?!"
"Don't you know, princesa?"
"Why would I know about a phone in your fucking glove compartment?"
"Oh, your mother didn't tell you she had it put in there...WHEN SHE BOUGHT THIS FUCKING CAR?!!"
Charity swerved to the immediate right skidded to a stop on the side of the freeway, sitting behind the wheel with her hands at the two and ten positions, glowering intensely.
"You knew this whole time?" She snarled as vehicles sped by in a blur of motion.
"I wasn't gonna say anything, but since you keep disrespecting me, I thought I'd stand on business for once and have a shred of self-respect. If it's any consolation, your mom told me not to say anything; said it was important. She didn't want any drama Charity, so I guess it's up to you whether you get on your phone and throw some of that icy shit at her. I'm sorry I let you down, but I can't explain the Phoebe thing, honestly."
"Do you love her?"
"She's married, pregnant with another man's baby. Her husband's baby and I think that makes me scum of the earth for messing around with her, eh? Hey, I wish I saw you first instead of her. I know I'm not in your lane and for what it's worth, I'm not in hers either, married, pregnant or not. I've thought about it and she'd probably destroy me on an emotional level. We both know you'd probably get me to sign that NDA thing and do the same. A girl like you is not gonna be with me. Ain't no way you can make me believe that."
"You don't know what you're talking about."
"I think I do, and I also think it's a shame that you want validation from an inconsequential nobody like me. I got no options that would make you want me as your boyfriend. Earlier, I saw my ex-girlfriend when I was test driving this car. I picked her up and dropped her off at home just to stick it to her because she cheated on me with some piece of shit cholo who also whupped my ass when I caught them together. She was having a meltdown after seeing you all crying and blowing snot all over the place, saying racist shit and stuff."
"Really?" Charity perked up at the last part of my conversation, interested.
"Yeah, right before you showed up Mauri was trying to twist the screws and rub my face in what happened like I never got over her. When you popped up, she crashed out talking all big but got caught down the block throwing a fucking tantrum. That was great, Charity!"
"Tell me more."
"What more is there to say? She was going through the five fucking stages of grief. Angela calling up while we were in front of her house sealed the deal. You haven't seen bottom of the barrel until you've seen a crash out cheater exposing herself on her front lawn yelling your name frothing at the mouth about how you "were sprung" on her used cooch. This begs the question Ms. Charity Gilbert..."
"What question?"
"What the fuck are you doing here? Why 're you hanging around Charity; I want a straight answer from you now or you can shove it up that sweet little ass of yours."
Her face dropped, eyes drifting to the right then back to my face.
"My ass isn't little."
"CHARITY!!"
"Relax, answers are forthcoming." She took the car out of drive speeding back onto the highway leaving me hanging. She picked up speed glancing over at me for a second before turning up the radio again. I wondered if Charity were taking me back to the boutique hotel for some of the action her mother hinted at. It turned out to be a" Wait and See" situation.
"Where are we going?"
"Not now Charlie." I was shushed as we hit an off ramp leading into a very affluent area about five miles from the ocean. This was different, piquing my curiosity as we sped through the town ending up in the massive parking lot of a hospital that took up a few city blocks.
"Are you going to answer my question; are you going to tell me what I want to know?"
"In due time."
"Where are we, Charity?"
I was shushed as we pulled into an area with several two-story buildings that were more like luxury bungalows. Everything was part of the hospital grounds leaving me scratching my temple as Charity pulled into a parking spot in front of one of the numbered buildings.
"This is a handicapped space."
"So?" Charity gave me the stink face for trying to correct her, one brow raised high reaching for her phone in the cupholder. I grabbed it instead, glaring at her biting my bottom lip.
"WHERE-ARE-WE?!!"
Instead of answering, Charity surprised me by popping my lock before getting on all fours in the driver's seat only to crawl across my lap. I yelped as a handful of my crotch was "accidentally" grabbed before she snatched back her I-Phone. I got another up close and personal with that thick compact bubble as she played up her vamp nature crawling out on the pavement. I looked over to find my keys missing from the ignition as Charity stood up.
"Come along Charles, dear." Her hand appeared in front of my face as if she wanted to shake until I took it. She pulled me out of the car inching close to my body as I noticed my keys in her in her cleavage outlined under her skintight crop top.
"How are you doing that without a bra?"
"With class and elegance, come along now, mouth breather." Charity looped our arms walking wedged into me onto the pavement like we were a couple. I was utterly befuddled by this point. There were four neat buildings grouped together with red bricks everything trimmed in white lawn meticulously kept up building numbers attached to posts at the border of the sidewalk.
"No seriously..."
Charity turned into my body planting a palm over my mouth audibly shushing me as I mumbled the rest of the question into her hand. When I stopped, she lifted her hand leaninng forward pressing her lips against mine in a chaste brush of lips, replying.
"...all in due time; after things are properly framed, come along and stop fucking talking."
I flushed making Charity laugh redoubling her grip on my bicep wedging it in-between her big sloping breasts. There was this salacious look on her face that I now knew to be artificial. This was a woman who knew what she was working with and how to weaponize it. We walked between Buildings A and B approaching some double doors. Out of nowhere, my heart started beating so hard that Charity noticed, looking concerned.
"Hey, are you alright?"
"Uhm."
"Wow are you sure you're not having a coronary; come on inside and have a seat. I'll get you a cup of water." Just inside building A, I was presented with a spacious area which was sort of a mini-hospital lobby with a concierge desk manned by a crew of four nurses. Charity escorted me to the first chair plunking me down before sprinting to a nearby water cooler. One of the nurses approached as she was filling a paper cone.
"Are you okay sir?" Charity walked back over cradling the paper cone in both hands accompanied by the nurse.
"I'm good, I've been up for over twenty-four hours uhm, on a strenuous "exercise" regimen, sorry." Charity reacted facially to the dig at my hookup with her mother, Angela. The nurse noticed our visual interaction as she shoved the cone into my hand roughly.
"Are you seeing your regular physician; has this exercise routine been advised by a licensed doctor? Have you had a physical, sir?"
"Uhm, no nurse; I just started "doing it" last night and I guess I wasn't really prepared, but next time will be different."



"Is this like in a gym; do you have a trainer?"
"Well, her name is Angela and..."
[BONK!!]
Charity's tote smacked the side of my head before I could embarrass myself further.
"You got jokes huh? Stay here until I come back for your curtain call, moron." Both of us watched Charity stalk off slinging her purse. My eyes were locked on her dueling bubbled ass cheeks in those skintight capri leggings.
"Is that your girlfriend?"
"Oh no, we just met."
"Well, you might want to think about letting that one go; she seems kind of toxic."
"Yeah well, it's complicated." I downed half of what was left in the cone.
"I don't mind listening." This got my attention as I glanced up at the nurse finding a fetching Latina in scrubs. Her name tag read Amelia. She followed my gaze to it, then my face with the beginnings of a smile. I was taken aback, but then noticed her gaze distracted in that moment following it down the corridor in the direction Charity went.
Some guy was standing there watching us with a smile on his face. He was about five-four immaculately dressed to the nines in a light gray Brooks Brothers suit, one hand casually shoved in a pocket. This guy had a youthful, almost childish looking face cartoonishly handsome. I couldn't tell if he was Latin or something else, but he had a rich olive tone almost an earthen hue to his skin. He stood there staring as Amelia asked the obvious.
"Friend of yours?"
"Not even, I thought maybe you knew him."
"I wish." It was a Freudian slip that I ignored as the guy kept staring, pulling a phone from his pocket, placing it to his ear.
"Well, there he is if you want him."
"I don't know; I'd like to stay in my lane with something uh, a little more manageable."
"Gee thanks." The second Freudian slip stung a bit enhanced by her knowing chuckle. Amelia still offered her hand, anyway.
"What's your name again?"
"...Charlie." I took her hand, somewhat reluctantly shaking.
The affluent pretty boy at the end of the lobby was suddenly fast approaching, pocketing his phone. There was a peculiar about his gaite that indicated he might be batting for the other team. This odd well-dressed gentleman seemed to get more handsome as he approached standing in front of me, now broadly smiling and offering his hand as well. There was an overly large diamond ring on his finger that caught the light.
"Hi, I'm Oliver; nice to finally meet you after hearing so much about you these past few weeks."
"Do we, know one another?"
"HOPING!" The way he sang his answer, and the effeminate sound of his voice confirmed my suspicions while Amelia reacted facially creeping away with this anxious expression. Oliver gave my hand a soft squeeze with a sweaty palm causing me to tug the offended hand back towards my chest.
"Hey!"
"Relax, I'm not taking applications, I have a roster, Charlie."
"WHAT?!" His impish laugh at my outrage ignited more from the nurse's station. Two of them ducked down when I shot them a look, while Oliver covered his mouth, giggling at my reaction.
"LOOK MAN...!!"
"Oliver." He corrected, even more effeminately.
"T.M.I"
"My name?"
"Everything, look it's been real but...HEY, MY KEYS!" Charity Gilbert struck again, but involuntarily this time as Oliver smirked crossing his arms one pointer finger aimed in the direction he'd first appeared.
"Huh?"
"Follow the yellow brick road, sweetie."
"Stop." The nurse's station burst into uproarious laughter as Oliver shrugged, still pointing. Left with no other choice other than waiting in the lobby for Charity's return, I shoved my hands in my pockets glowering at the effeminate pretty boy who suddenly got a call. Oliver turned his back with a dip in his hip that made me nearly throw up in my mouth a little.
"What? Oh please, I just wanted to see him, girl! Are you worried I'll be able to get him to drive stick, huh bitch?"
Halfway through that exchange I was almost running in the opposite direction. I averted my gaze from Amelia's laughing face, finding a quick right turn into a shortened corridor with three doors. One was a janitor's closet, the other had a restroom placard mounted on it. This left the center door as my only option as a bit of the shakes returned. My mind was blank, but my body was on autopilot instinctually pulling the door handle.
I found the answer on the other side.
This room was situated at the far end of the building's left end with a panoramic view of a wooded area on the hospital's campus. It was almost the same size as the presidential suite Charity was sharing with her mother, Angela. It was spacious, fully furnished, trimmed in wood-stained paneling against beige walls. At the center of this room was a hospital bed, some machines and a connected IV drip. It was an epic shock to the system.
Phoebe was sitting upright propped up on a bunch of pillows.
Charity Gilbert stood at her bedside in profile, arms folded looking annoyed.
My gaze drifted down finding a wad of cash in Phoebe's hands; it looked like I'd walked in while she was counting it as Charity turned at the hip, regarding me. Her eyes widened as she turned fully facing me with both arms folded behind her back, head cocked to the side silently observing my reaction as Phoebe spoke. The cash disappeared under the bedding.
"Uhm, hi Charlie." She was wearing this sheer, flowing maternity gown with a plunging neckline that put her bulging cleavage on full display. This white gown was trimmed in intricate lace making her wheatish skin tone stand out in glaring fashion. Phoebe wore a white cotton headband with a fluffy bow over her forehead while her brown, shoulder length hair flowed down fully framing her face. Charity faded from my immediate sight.
"Hi Charlie?!"
"Look, I can explain..."
"YOU CAN EXPLAIN?!! YOU CAN EXPLAIN?!! "The words were vomiting up out of my mouth as I started to feel a manic wave engulf me.
"Calm down Charlie; look, come over here and..."
"I'M A BET!! A-FUCKING-BET!! RIGHT?!! YOU KNEW HER HIS WHOLE TIME!! KNEW WHO SHE WAS...CHARITY GILBERT!!!" She didn't react, just standing there with a blank expression on her face as if she'd been waiting for the other shoe to drop. I glared at Charity finally winning the test of wills when she slowly looked away as Phoebe piped up.
"CHAR-LEEE HUERTA, YOU BETTER SHUT YOUR FUCKING MOUTH!!!" Her face twisted into a mask of rage as I started fidgeting.
"DID ANGELA KNOW, TOO?!!"
"Not at first; I let her in on things after I found you two." Charity admitted, somberly.
I covered my mouth, staring at them as Phoebe continued.
"What are you so mad about; you got some pussy, didn't you? WHAT?!! You mad, huh Charlie? Do you even know why I'm sitting here in this FUCKING BED?!! Guess you pounded my shit a little too hard, motherfucker!! OH YEAH, CHARITY SAID YOU WERE LURKING AROUND MY HOUSE!! Can't get enough of this stuffed taco, eh?!! BETTER NOT TRY THAT SHIT AGAIN!!...dad's got a twelve gauge and the beginning stages of dementia!"
"Hey, let's take a break and cool down." Charity turned attempting to be the voice of reason, but Phoebe's toxic hormones took the room.
"DO YOU LOVE ME, CHARLIE?!!"
"Nuh, no Phoebe, stop...hey look, it's all my fault Charlie, I just wanted to see what you looked like up close." Charity was trying to smooth things over, but Phoebe was already feral.
"STOP FUCKING LYING BITCH, WE BET ON YOU!! WE-BET-ON-YOU, ASSHOLE!!" The women started jostling when Phoebe threw back the bedding attempting to get up.
"Dial it down, you're..." Charity continued struggling with Phoebe who was starting to flush.
"YOU LOVE ME, CHARLIE-HUH, MUTHAAA-FUCKAAA?!!!" Her shrill childish voice hit like a banshee's shriek as Charity was forced to plant a knee on the bed to keep her from getting out of the bed as her IV toppled over.
"Oh, Dios, estás loco." Everything became unglued and detached as Phoebe glared, enraged while all the energy was sucked out of me.
"¡¡VETE A LA MIERDA!! SÍ, TIENES RAZÓN, ¡ESTOY LOCO COMO LA MIERDA, CHARLIE! SOLO SOY OTRA MUJER NEGRA ENOJADA, ¿DE ACUERDO, PERRA?!!" She kept ragged pace with me in Spanish. Phoebe would not be denied, screaming so loud, my ears were ringing as several nurses ran into the room along with a doctor.
Everybody ended up dog piling on Phoebe still struggling mightily, now sobbing uncontrollably. Charity tumbled onto the hardwood floor of the maternity suite. My immediate field of vision was suddenly blockaded with Amelia.
"HERE'S YOUR CUT, BITCH!!" Phoebe's arm appeared throwing her bet winnings in my direction. The floor was littered with c-notes as Amelia handled my biceps.
"You've gotta go...NOW!!" Somebody shoved me out of the room as things got surreal. I don't how I made it, but I found my way outside to my new car hopping inside only to find I still didn't have the keys. Charity Gilbert had left the top down luckily for me.
Emotionally, it felt like I'd been run over by a freight train.
I sat there, shoulders slumped for what felt like days but what was likely somewhere around twenty minutes. I was...defeated by my own karma thinking about my attitude driving Mauri home.
Oliver appeared through the windshield at the hood of my car.
"...not a good time." I warned noticing this guy waving a white handkerchief standing there with this somber sort of smile on his face.
"I come bearing gifts, Charlie." He held up my car keys in his opposite hand.
"Uhm, thanks."
"Not so fast, can I have a brief moment of your time?"
"Not gay."
"Perish the thought; I know you've been through it with the girls back there, but I think I can peel back the skin on the orange if you don't mind?"
"Not a good time."
"I understand Charlie; I just thought I'd come out here and apologize for Phoebe. She's a good person, better than most of us deserve. I love my wife, but I'm not in love with her; obviously that's an impossible mission, Charlie."
"You're her husband?"
"Yeah, but that's not important right now." My head was spinning as I nearly swooned from the shock value of this revelation.
"Why?"
"Because it's important that you understand her; well, it's important to me that you "KNOW" something." I think it would I sat behind the wheel. It was close enough that I couldn't avoid it if I wanted.
My watery eyes widened at the screen which was Phoebe's Facebook page.
"Who?"
It was a picture; a selfie obviously taken years ago which revealed Phoebe probably eighteen years of age hugged up cheek to cheek with some guy.it was intimate leaving an emotional residue that told you just how much this couple were in love. It seemed to be taken on some sunny day in a park. The euphoric love on their faces was palpable.
This guy, whoever he was, resembled me enough that people would've thought we were relatives or worse, brothers. I didn't know him but then again, I didn't know Phoebe either.
"By the way, her father smashed her phone a few weeks ago. I guess, after you two hooked up? Things got dicey at home; Phoebe had one of her rage-outs and we decided it would be best if we brought her over here to uhm, rest. Charity was visiting and got her nose opened when she kept talking about you. The rest is uh, epically fucked up history, sorry...Charlie."
"Who's the guy in this pic?"
"A ghost, now I think you should be running along back to your life."
I was overcome with emotion, facepalming as Oliver pressed the car keys into my hand, smiling somberly.
"She couldn't have stayed away from you even if she wanted." He offered, pinching my cheek as I looked up with watery eyes.
"That's it?"
"As far as I'm concerned; anything else is between you two crazy kids, take care handsome."
Oliver turned stuffing his handkerchief into his suit pocket sauntering off with a slight twist in his hip.
"...Phoebe." Tears were running down my face.
I turned the ignition and drove off.
-TO BE CONTINUED.
*************************************************************************************
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"GRIMY ASS MUTHA-FUCKA!!"
(TWAK!!-TWAK!!-TWAK!!)
"FUCK'EM UP CHARLIE!! HOE-ISH NIGGA!!"
(CRACK!!-SMACK!!-THUD!! THUD!!)
"WHUP HIS PUNK-ASS!! MARKASS TRICK NIGGA BITCH!!!"
(SMACK!! SMACK!! SMACK!! THUD!! THHUD!!)
"NIGGA WE AIN'T GOT ALL NIGHT!!!...let's get this over with; take care of this shit."
The barrel of the twelve gauge was shoved into my mouth, choking and gagging me as a bulge started to appear. If he left it there, I'd choke to death.
"Man, I should shove this barrel down your fucking pants, nigga."
(GURGLE-GURGLE-GURGLE!!!)
"Bruh?"
The barrel was shoved further into my mouth decimating a few teeth in the process. My stomach was doing flip flops as I retched involuntarily starting to regurgitate towards the business end of that shot gun. He clicked the safety while the others laughed raggedly.
"HEY BRUH!!"
"Huh?"
I sat up with a start in this jack-knifing motion, hand shooting to my throat still feeling the rough feeling of the business end of a twelve-gauge shotgun embedded in my maw. My hazel eyes darted back and forth in the back of the luxury SUV before settling on the back of the driver's bald head. He was this man mountain, a gorilla of man dressed up in a black suit. My hand slid down to the center of my chest flattened, feeling a frantic heartbeat.
"Hey bruh, you good?"
He had a phone raised adjacent to his ear, waiting.
"Yeah."
"You sure?"
"Yeah, I'm sure." I answered back, feeling a little queasy.
"You need a moment or something; you know, to get yourself together?" He didn't sound like he believed me, and I didn't appreciate the Eastcoast tinged tone of what sounded like a threat.
"Uh, I think it's a little bit of jet lag, I'm good."
"Whatever, I'm sure you know the rules so give it up, bruh." My eyes were distracted to the business end of the center divider facing me in the backseat of this Cadillac Escalade ESV. There was a clear rectangular box facing me, clear transparent with a foam interior. The mechanical click of an automated lock told me there was no turning back. It was time to go to work and do my part.
"Here you go, no problem." I planted my phone inside the box in the perfectly sized groove that matched my gifted I-Phone.
"Better not be." I raised an eyebrow but said nothing as my door lock clicked.
I got out watching as my ride slowly pulled away from the curb standing there until it disappeared around the corner. I ran my tongue along my teeth lingering on the real ones that weren't dental implants. I instinctively touched the slight scar at the end of my upper lip, fighting the anger.
The bungalow was pretty much a mini mansion on a winding street up in the hills in what amounted to a lavish gated community. There were others a good distance away, each surrounded by high brick walls and locked gates accessed by key cards or manned security booths for a few of the larger homes doubling as bungalows. I instinctively went to look at my apple watch, but remembered it was safely locked away in the trunk of my ride.
"...oh well." The only thing in my pocket was a cream-colored key card with a round metallic disk on its surface and nothing else.
I'd been asked to open it and return the paper sleeve it came inside undamaged. It was the slightest weird detail about my situation, but I needed the money. I'd never stop needing the money standing on the curb in front of a spacious bungalow that might have well been a palace where I come from. I had no identification on my person, nothing outside of the key card and the only equipment I would need for tonight and maybe tomorrow.
"Uh, oh." Instead of a doorknob, there was a sensor for the keycard.
The automated buzz was accompanied by a pleasant-sounding chime obviously letting whoever was inside know I was present. I hesitated for a minute before stepping inside realizing I had nowhere to go. I was pretty much trapped anyway.
"Wow." The vaulted two-story interior of this bungalow let me pretty much at a loss for words. The area just inside the door was bigger than my modest one-bedroom apartment. White cream-colored carpet matched the furniture and was accentuated by a long clear glass coffee table. I was racing a large wood paneled entertainment center with a huge flatscreen television as its centerpiece. Humorously, a fireplace played on its screen.
"A television is all it takes to impress you?" Someone called out to me with a voice that sounded like a cross between actress Kathleen Turner and Eartha Kitt.
There was a stairwell leading up to the second story that reminded me of the same stairwell from the old Brady Bunch show I used to watch when I was little. My mother insisted on it saying it should be a part of every kid's childhood. I used to watch a lot of old television shows with my late mother while my father was away on the road. My eyes followed the voice finding a woman standing at the top of the stairs.
"I don't know how to answer that without outing myself as a noob."
"Honey, everybody is noob compared to me."
"Somehow I knew that before you even said it." I replied earnestly, obviously intimidated by the woman I found standing at the top of the stairwell.
"Well, they say knowing is half the battle, right?"
"G.I. Joe said that."
"Are you going to stand down there quoting a fucking cartoon, or are you going to come up here and fuck me?"
I knew better than to reply instead shoving a hand into my pocket trying to look casual as I approached the bottom of the stairwell. My other hand slipped into my opposite pocket as I stumbled over the first step, immediately embarrassed, still mute. It was a millisecond of silent humiliation instantly replaced by a visual shock and awe with a big lump in my throat that was work trying to swallow down without fumbling things further.
She was a platinum blonde woman that looked to be about in her late thirties to mid-forties age wise. This woman was stunning with perfectly symmetrical beauty accentuated by with a beauty mark on her cheek. Her sultry visage was enhanced and brought forward by a French pixie cut hairstyle perched on an elegant slender neck. My first impression was that she was some sort of retired supermodel, yet the harsh expression read "uber boss bitch."
"Stop." She ordered, placing a hand on rounded hip with everything else making her look like a living mannequin. Her figure was about five-seven in height, in shape maybe athletic with pronounced hips over baby making hips and long shapely legs that had my mouth watering before I even knew it. She wore a fitted one-piece dress that accentuated her figure in sexual extremes that sent sharp sexual jolts to my crotch.
"You're actually handsome; usually the hung ones are hard to look at facially speaking. It doesn't matter because I'm usually on all fours facing away; you've got a face I don't mind looking at sober."
"Uhm, thanks I guess?" She raised a phone in one hand looking at its face.
"I've already checked for bugs, and I brought this burner phone at Walmart four hours ago. My team rigged all the hidden cameras in here, so we won't be disturbed for a good couple of hours."
"Is there something I should know?"
"Aren't you the help?" The burn was real, But I remained facially static.
"Do I make the grade?"
"You made the grade before I got here; your background check tells my legal team you're legit, a babe in these woods."
My brow furrowed, stomach overturning in response to this nagging crazy feeling I was getting, looking at what could only be described as a power "Trophy Wife" in the extreme. Her tiny feet were adorned in an expensive pair of white stiletto rhinestone heels.
"I'm Diane, come on up." Uber boss bitch to be exact, evidenced the straight up ignoring of the angry, puzzled look on my face. I told myself I was reading too much into things.
I got a second "shock and awe" moment when Diane turned starting to walk away from the top of the stairwell. Her curves were subtle from the front, but the rear view caught me off guard. Diane had what could only be described as a spoon or lightbulb shaped ass aesthetically speaking. It was quintessentially a proverbial "Ass that won't quit" bar none. Maybe it was pear shaped. The thin material left almost nothing to the imagination.
"...shit." Diane's VPL (visible panty line) was laser sharp, long and progressively deep giving me the impression that her cake was so thick, it overlapped the tops of her thighs.
"Yeah, I get that a lot outside of my bubble." My gaze drifted up finding Diane looking down at me a few steps below, half turned with a hand on widened hip, expensive phone in the other.
"Uhm..."
"Right, come on up here, have a drink and get fucked so hard you're gonna be floating up out of this bitch on cloud nine until you get your next appointment, dick boy." I did an unavoidable doubletake while Diane walked up disappearing from view. Once I got to the top of the stairs, I was further gifted with a view of "Dat Ass" in motion. It was solid, but squishy looking with just right amount of jiggle for a mature career trophy wife.
"At least have a drink with me before you cum in your purchased drip." Her knowledge of slang for attire was surprising, but fast becoming the norm as things progressed. She'd called out my two-piece attire consisting of a long-sleeved Cuban Henley Shirt and matching loose pants, everything colored in ethereal white. There were some expensive beige sandals on my feet, which seemed to give Diane pause.
"Your feet are clean and well-manicured, not done on the fly to try to fool me. You actually take care of yourself from head to toe, and you smell good; "Parfums De Marly Exclusif", right?"
"Yeah." I didn't know whether it was the right brand or not; I'd flown in, checked into an airport hotel, showered and put on the clothes already there obviously for me to use.
"Didn't know, huh?" She wasn't fooled in the least standing there with a hand on the doorknob. Diane cocked her head to one side with a snarky expression and light scoff.
"So, do you have a cologne or foot fetish?" My attitude bubbled to the surface.
Diane's brow furrowed, then she did this mean looking close mouthed smile.
"Ask me that after." Diane used her phone pointing its face at the sensor on the door. It was the same kind of sensor that allowed me into the house. She held the door open, waiting. There was a hardness to her that you could just feel in the air. I walked inside.
"OH, okay." The room on the other side of the door was just as big as the space downstairs but with a rounded aesthetic.
It was pretty much the same, but a large queen-sized bed was far enough from this centerpiece with the upper half partially embedded in a wooded alcove that part of the wall with accompanying shelving on either side. The interior of this alcove had an overhead light. Two large, paneled windows were on the other side of this room, but I didn't want to walk over to take a glance outside. I could feel Diane's eyes following me.
"Would you like a tour of this enclosed space?"
Instead of answering Diane, I strolled over to the loveseat having a seat there without looking back. I was starting to get a feel for her personality. It seemed like most of the snarky things she said were meant to purposely create a sort of toxic back and forth.
"It's your dime."
"Hardly."
Diane pulled the door up behind us. I heard a metallic lock click, but didn't get antsy. She stood there next to the door for a moment staring at me in profile, then walked over with both arms folded behind her back as I took notice of the spread on the coffee table.
"Would you believe I got that at Walmart for the discounted price of 17.50? Paid for it with the change in my cupholder; shit, I almost bought the private investigator following me around a platter too. I decided against it because I didn't want the paparazzi to feel left out. They take everything so personal and I'm still dodging charges for those goons "somebody" hired to fuck a couple of those guys up. I've got a meeting with the DA next week."
"Huh?"
"I'm gonna suck his cock for two hours."
"WHAT?!"
This older woman was absolutely stunning to look at; I mean you'd pause if you saw her standing right in front of you, probably bust a nut in your pants if she looked directly at you. The stuff coming out of her mouth sounded matter of fact, despite how crazy and egregious it was. There was a large snack platter on the table along with a bottle of wine and two glasses. I wondered if the cheap snack platter was a dig at me ethnically.
"Forget I said that; sometimes I like to stretch my legs verbally speaking. I don't get to really "be myself" in these hypocritical circles, you know. Absolute privacy is a boon for me, but it's still lacking a bit considering I know you're effectively muzzled. Even if you weren't, I could absolutely wreck you ten ways from Sunday if you decided to get some mad money from any number of interested parties."
"You don't have to threaten me."
"It's an urge I'm still working on, but you won't care afterwards."
"Mighty sure of yourself, aren't you?"
Diane stood next to the loveseat looking at my face betraying no emotion other than what might have registered as a nascent disdain. She leaned over still facing me, slightly bending at the hip to retrieve the bottle of wine. This sultry mature remained mute uncorking the bottle before turning around bending over to retrieve both wine glasses. I watched Diane fill both cups like an experienced bottle girl. She offered a glass. We drank.
"Would you like another?"
"Sure."
She filled my glass again, but not hers leaving the glass and bottle in the other hand pressed against the rounded curve of a baby making hip. Diane watched me drink looking indifferent, then lightly retrieved my glass putting everything on top of the table without word. Diane's butt looked wider when she was bent over stretching the material taut across its wide expanse. This platinum blonde was rocking a heart shaped donk.
"...uhm." I felt guilty when my gaze drifted over finding her looking,bent at a ninety-degree angle.
Diane didn't speak, didn't make some snarky comment instead righting herself facing me with both arms folded across her chest. My eyes were level with her cinched waist and wide arching hips giving me a new appreciation of her charms. She was tall and slender with a deceptive thickness below the waist. Her hips flared outward, then more right over her long model quality gams. Those legs reminded me of a swimmer or gymnast.
My eyes were focused on her crotch through no fault of my own taking stock of the skintight material that outline the perfect triangular patch that was Diane's crotch. Her knees came into view followed by succulent thighs with barely a hint of cellulite. She'd grabbed the material, pinching and pulling the sleeve-like dress upward just enough. I looked up finding a static expression on her stunning features. Unexpectedly she did an open legged squat.
"Oh, I didn't..." Diane ignored me, methodically removing the expensive sandals on my feet followed by my pants. I'd been instructed not to wear any underwear, so all twelve inches of my endowment popped out like a jack-in-the-box to greet this platinum blonde. Her lack of a reaction didn't surprise me, but it stung anyway. Diane cupped my pendulous sack letting it rest in her palm, then let go smelling the tips of her fingers right in front of me.
She ignored the stink face I gave her, reaching down cupping them again rolling my testes seeming to check their weight. She encircled the base of my prick tightly adding her other hand stroking it hard and rough, then leaned in taking two thirds no problem whatsoever. Diane's cheeks inverted hard creating this audible series of vacuum slurps while her hands were in perpetual motion, one twisting and screwing my root with the other angrily jerking.
She tightened her grip at the base of my endowment, jerking everything that fit in her mouth like she meant it. I almost grabbed her ears a few times but dug my nails into the loveseat cushions one either side instead. The squishy sounds mixed in with the syrupy slurps took me over the edge in just under ten minutes.
"AH!! AH!! AH-AH SHIT!!...aw, shit." I arched involuntarily, shooting a thick wad into the ceiling of her mouth, then two more at her tonsils. A fourth went straight down her gullet.
Diane relaxed her grip around my root using that hand with the other, interlocking her fingers at the base of my pick this time, continuously power slurping everything not between her pretty lips that were painted in frosted lipstick that lightly matched her snow-colored hair. Her head was playing "whack-a-mole" with the business end of my dick leaving no doubts this woman knew her way around a cock. I was blown away, pun intended.
"AW-EW-AW SHIT!! AW FUG!! FUGGIT-FUCK IT-AW MAN!! AW!! AW!! FUGGIT!!" I couldn't help squirming about bare assed on that loveseat, eventually humping up into the roof of Diane's mouth, eyes squinting. She tightened her interlocked grip letting the excess meat poke and prod, taking a tour of her mouth. Throughout it all, Diane kept sucking me off slurping like she wanted to suck the black off my cock.
The ends of her fists pressed down into my crotch, anchoring the wild manic thrusts. This woman never stopped sucking. In fact, Diane kept at it until I palmed her head like a basketball nonverbally begging off while she casually graduated to three thirds of my meat. We ended up staring into each other's eyes for a second, then she slowly leaned down taking almost everything I had to offer outside of two leftover inches.
"Ah, damn that was...!!" Diane clamped a sweaty hand over my mouth before I could go further.
She slowly straightened her back never taking her eyes off me, twisting and screwing her interlocked fingers around the base of my member. The death stare on her gorgeous visage kinda bore into you when you looked at her directly. Her lips were wet, glistening begging for a kiss I knew better than to initiate. She took me all the way to the base, quietly. It appeared this was simply to prove a point as Diane disengaged.
"Well, that was..." A pointer finger was pushed against my lips again keeping me from embarrassing us both.
Diane's blue eyes shifted narrowing a little as she glanced at my endowment protruding from the tops of her stacked fists, fingers interlocked still twisting and screwing. Her gaze returned to my face still impassive, then she stood up out of that open legged squat. This ice cream blonde stood over me and my throbbing prick which was still pointed at the ceiling. My eyes were fixed on her abdomen and her muff hidden behind bikini panties.
These were the kind that rode high on her wide arching hips, ethereal white with a gold chain on the sides holding everything in place. she had the smooth flat stomach of someone who worked out on the regular, model ready at all times. The perfect triangle of white material covering her sex was hypnotic. Diane's dress floated down into my lap. My hands automatically captured the discarded frock, as I glanced up at her.
"OH!...fuck me."
Diane wore nothing but those panties and her spike heels, taking a moment to let it all sink in visually for me. She stood there between my outstretched thighs striking a demure pose with her arms folded behind her back, one leg bent letting the tip of her spiked heel touch the floor at its tip. Her breasts were perfect offerings, sloping C-cups topped with budding nips surrounded by faint dime sized areolas.
They were breasts that belonged to a much younger woman. Everything on her belonged to a much younger women probably in her early twenties visually speaking. The mannequin aesthetic gave you pause when initially encountering her, but her sultry voice snarky as it was, gave you an audible pancake slap to the face. Now, her silence after sucking me off two times in a row was telling. Diane lifted a foot balletically planting it in the center of my chest.



"Take it off." She ordered, but when my hands went to the shoe, she withdrew it leaving it suspended in the air.
"No, I want you to take my panties off." Diane put her heel back dead center in the middle of my sternum.
My eyes shot to that triangular patch of white material focusing on the hint of her camel toe. I looked up at Diane's face finding a raised eyebrow that said she meant business. I found that her panties were custom with the gold chain able to be snapped off. Diane's panties were tight, form-fitting popping free of her with the elasticity of a rubber band. The gold had a noticeable weight to it, but I was looking at Diane's perfectly waxed muff.
"Eat it." Diane palmed the back of my head drawing me close enough to fulfill her wishes.
Her cunt was soft and puffy, with a nondescript slit that parted with the timid intrusion of my tongue. I used a scooping method initially, adding her cute little button as I went along. Diane leaned in at an angle with a heel poking between my pecs, directing my actions. Her breathing started to get heavy as I realized she was humping towards my face. It was an egregious role reversal, but the job had to be done. I decided to go sloppy with her snatch.
The platinum blonde's other hand cupped the opposite side of my face, further directing my actions. In moments, Diane was openly humping my face as if she had an invisible cock. She started to tremble a bit, sawing her cunt on my face randomly bumping my nose. There was a deep arch in her lower back. This older woman was getting her freak on, really getting into it. My left hand started to hover floating to her left buttock. Diane grabbed it.
"Not yet." The harshness in her voice felt like a sucker punch to the mush, but the gasp that followed made me harder than diamond.
My tongue intruded for an extended stay squirming about inside of her holiest of holies.
"Yeah, I like that; keep it up." She instructed casually, tone enhanced by its sultry tone. I decided to take it one step further going all out pressing both lips to her sex. This got a reaction out of Diane who began swiveling her rounded, baby making hips. She was starting to make a mess of my face when I captured her exposed clit, slurping loudly. My right hand drifted up, fingertips grazing the rounded curve of a buttock.
"I told you, not yet." Diane huffed, sounding heated.
She surprised me by climbing up onto the loveseat using her knees to pin my arms down planting her big heart shaped derriere on my face. Her inherent athleticism was surprising as she began bopping and grinding against my mouth. There was nowhere left for me to go, so I went into survival mode licking, sucking and slurping like my life depended on it. Diane rode my face cowgirl with a pop of her hips. She was creaming all over my face as she crested.
"FUH-FUCK!!!" She groaned loudly, almost snarling.
Diane dismounted without fan fair, kneeling at my right side taking the time to run a few fingers through her short platinum tresses. There was just the slightest bit of flush, a bit of rose color to her cheeks. She stared at my face, then leaned over picking up her wine glass finishing the rest of her wine. Diane slid down sitting beside me leaning forward at a ninety-degree angle pouring herself another glass, but not me. There was an envelope on a silver platter along with a car fob.
"Can I have another glass, or is that out of the question?"
"Please, you don't have to be dramatic; the glass is for you." Diane opened the envelope removing an index sized card with three pills attached two white pills on one side and one larger red pill with a flame logo etched into its surface. Diane removed the latter plunking it in her mouth followed by a sip of wine as she reclined next to me with an arm propped up next to my head.
"I thought you said that was for-URK!!" Diane shoved her tongue deep into my mouth without ceremony followed by a deluge of said wine accompanied by that red pill.
Before I knew it, we were locked in a torrid make out session, just going at it balls to the wall. Her right hand wrapped around the middle of my shaft passionately long stroking my length randomly teasing my crown with her palm or the tip of her French tipped nails. Diane was an excellent kisser, following the subtle movements my head mimicking every minute tick and bob perfectly shadowing me. She was moaning into my mouth sensually.
"Fuck my hand hard and cum real quick; bust a nut for me one more time, then I'll sit on it. If you don't, I'm gonna kick you the fuck out of here and give you a shit rating." Her breath was hot on my face. My brow furrowed as her sweaty grip tightened around my cock.
"Well, we can't have that now."
I was learning to manage Diane's attitude pushing my butt to the edge of the loveseat, thrusting into her right hand finding a swishy exquisite friction. She'd tighten up intervals either on upward or backward motions as we built up a heated rhythm.
"I want your cum all over my fucking hand; I want to see you bust before I fuck the shit out of you." The confidence in her voice was sexually exhilarating. Diane added to things jerking down violently into my ragged upward thrusts. Her breasts were jiggling from the incessant motion in tandem with the wet, squishy sounds coming from her closed fist.
"Fuck it." Diane sounded nasty and angry going harder than before.
My head rolled around on my shoulders, reeling from the sensation. This woman was not one to be played with and knew exactly what she wanted. Her fist pounded down into the base of my prick aggressively milking the fuck out of my throbbing twelve inches. Her faintly bronzed skin was starting to glisten from the exertion while I was drenched and steaming. A tremor was building in my loins gradually engulfing my inner thighs as well.
"Fuck my goddamn hand, motherfucker!" She demanded through teeth gritted from exertion.
"...ah."
"FUCK IT!"
"...ah, shit."
"I SAID FUCK IT!!"
"Shit!"
"YOU'D BETTER CUM RIGHT NOW OR GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE!!!" This guttural scream erupted from my bowels accompanied by a burst of watery ejaculate. Several more followed splashing everywhere like a sprinkler as Diane's right hand became a blur of motion on my junk. There was the slightest furrow of her brow on a face that approximated a mean girl version of a barbie. Something about that look triggered something big.
"AUG-AUG!!! AW!! AW SHIT!!!" A thick milky rope of jizz exploded out of the head of my cock clearing the edge of the couch while Diane kept it up earning a deluge of oily wetness that glazed over her criminally defiled hand. She relaxed her grip but kept lightly stroking for a moment or two, then withdrew her hand staring at my seed dripping from her digits.
"Still think I'm "mighty sure of myself" fucking arrogant, huh?" Diane asked playing with my jizz between thumb and forefinger, one brow raised.
"I think you're full of myself." I nodded towards her sticky fingers trying to be coy.
"Would you like to clean my fingers?" Diane held her fingers right in front of my face. I retched without thought while she cocked her head to the side.
"No."
"Relax, I'm just fucking with you." She admitted, but I didn't believe her. This woman looked like the type to try some savage shit like that. I didn't doubt for a moment she wouldn't shove her fingers in my mouth if I wasn't six-two, athletic and packed with well-maintained muscle. I didn't doubt for a moment she thought anything more of me beyond my current status as a living party favor to elite women. She was beautiful, eye candy.
The fleeting thought posited that maybe she would best understand my situation being an obvious trophy wife herself.
"Hey?"
"...yeah?" I'd drifted off staring blankly ahead after Diane made the finger comment.
She was lazily reclining facing my profile resting her chin on the unsoiled hand. I looked at her static expression seeing nothing but a stunning brick wall of entitlement.
"Shit."
"What?" I asked looking at her directly sitting bare assed on that loveseat.
"I almost shared." It was probably a moment of honesty born more of a Freudian slip than any real admission of her humanity. I knew better than to probe further in my line of business. Besides the obvious, I was paid to more or less "pretend to listen" and I wasn't in the habit of lying to myself for any reason. Rule of the game centered on the lady's prerogative. Her eyes traveled down to my package, followed by her cum soiled right hand.
Diane reached down between my thighs grabbing my package massaging my cock and hanging pendulous balls, continuing to stroke me. The twisting pincer type motion angled away from our bodies was tantalizing. She looked between my face and prick a few times, then exclusively at my endowment, starting to huff. This platinum blonde tightened up more, jacking hard transfixed as she decided to share a little, despite herself.
"I made my first boyfriend cry when I told him I wasn't going to play with his cock anymore; he'd become quite addicted. He was as well-endowed as you, but white. A fucking ginger hung like a horse. If you can believe it or not, we got together after he chased me into this big ass cornfield. Freckled loser wanted some pussy bad enough to take it. I said to myself, self "You ain't having your first time with this ugly ginger bitch". I shoved my hand down his trousers; told him I wanted to feel it in my hand first. Left him there with his pants down."
"How did you get away?"
"Walked."
"Huh?"
"He was too weak to follow me, much less give chase. I jerked him off for four hours in that field. You should've seen the buckets I got out of him. After a while, I was just doing it to see how many times I could make him cum. Well, let's just say it was in the double digits."
"But you said he was your boyfriend." I reminded.
Diane didn't clarify, instead tightening her grip around the base of my cock jerking roughly. It seemed like she might be giving me a demonstration of that story about the cornfield.
"You like my ass, right?"
"Yeah."
"You like it because its big and juicy, but not necessarily fat in a flabby kind of way. You like it because it's shaped like a spade, a fucking heart at the bottom of a tiny waist with a pair of shapely legs underneath it, huh? Yor dick is swelling up because you wanna shove this fucking rod inside my big ass and fuck yourself silly, right? Do want me to let you do that?"
Instead of letting me answer, Diane leaned in passionately kissing me. She added a flick of the wrist stroking outward, getting more heated. I was feeling it, sort of a growing humidity that engulfing my body as a whole. A few bursts of precum sprinkled from my crown making things slicker than they already were. In that moment I understood the cornfield guy being left lying unable to follow. He was probably enjoying the rear view of this woman.
"I want you to cum one more time before I let you stick it inside me, but we're gonna get this nut a little different this time before we fuck each other's brains out."
"A little different?" Diane half smirked giving my cock a rough yanking tug before letting go.
She knelt at my side letting my eyes drink in her picture-perfect figure. She cupped a breast, lightly pinching a nipple rolling it. Her tongue made a brief appearance wetting her bottom lip in a salacious tease, then she laid flat across my lap facing the door finally giving me a good look at her big heart shaped ass, barely perceptible tan lines and all.
"Damn."
Diane presented a deceptively semi-thick butt full enough at the bottom that each lovely cheek overlapped the top of her thighs in twin meaty flaps coupled with a perfect diamond shaped negative space between said thighs. Her shapely swimmer's legs and cute tiny feet added to her allure for a leg and ass man. She rested her chin on an upturned palm, then glanced back smiling warmly at my face.
"Play with it for me." This stunning platinum blonde knew what she was working with.
I didn't have to be told twice letting my hand land squarely in the middle on Diane's left buttock. It had a bouncy resilience to it with a graduating lushness that made the tanned flesh bulge between my fingers, particularly near the bottom where it protruded. I gave it a hearty squeeze feeling a natural rubbery pushback that told me just how real it was. These days way too many women were getting cosmetic surgery, but Diane was the real deal.
"I like that, squeeze that fat ass." She cooed in her own distinctive sultry tone. Her voice was almost as much of a turn on as she was physically.
I grabbed a big handful pinching and clawing into it repeatedly, playing with the other doing pretty much the same before raking my nails across her wide expanse. Her rear cleavage started shallow getting gradually deeper adding that thickness to her derriere that I personally liked. My gaze was all over the place but drifted to that inviting flap of excess hiding the top of her thighs. I went for it grabbing a handful as thick as an English literature book.
"Grab that shit; I want you to pinch the fuck out of it like you own it. Slap the fuck out of it too." This was the most talkative Diane had been all night.
The lady got her prerogative in spades and then some. I grabbed big clawing handfuls of the cheeks, pinching and squeezing like there was no tomorrow. The undercuff flap of juicy meat over the top of Diane's thighs was dense enough to hide my thumb completely. I got into it fully hiding both thumbs, then clawing her blonde cakes apart finally. I wanted to see if her tan extended to parts unknown. It didn't but looked incredibly sexy.
Diane's cunt was a longish inviting looking taco with a wealth of folds that parted with te warring halves of her delectable buttocks. Most telling was her backdoor which had seen action and probably had some war stories to tell that I didn't want to know about. This sustained gasp filled our private room inside the even more private home. I upped the anty wanting to sustain the mood without further commentary with an open-handed slap to her big ass.
"...yes." She huffed barely audible above a whisper.
The second slap cut the air smacking her buttocks into a shuddering, jiggly oblivion. My thumbs pried her buttocks apart finding a glistening cunt. Diane groaned enjoying the rough handling of her big butt as it was criminally groped and slapped harder and harder until she was almost crying in joyful pain. I broke things up with mean spirited interval exposures of her fast-swelling pussy.
My hands were big enough to mush and mash her cheeks together into a doughy mess of rear cleavage. By this time Diane was squirming, rolling her hips on a swivel dying for more. I landed several hard open-handed slaps to the right side of her butt resulting in a sustained squeal of delight. This left her shivering as I noticed a hot pink handprint there. Diane's healthy thighs were wobbling, breathy sighs filling the air as I spread her apart again.
"I want your cock sandwiched between my thighs pointed at the fucking ceiling!!" She demanded barely able to contain herself.
My prick was throbbing already, but when I did as she asked, then visual damn near made me pop. This woman was built for sex and knew how to use her body with her longish cunt parting easily sandwiching my girth by half. Her pliant, sweat glistened buttock cushioned the rest with the crown and the upper part of the shaft visible. Diane started flexing her cheeks in tandem with her rolling hips, sawing my prick. Her movements became rhymic.
"That...feels good."
She was drenched enough to leave a slimy residue on my shaft, flexing hard enough to create these crescent shaped dimples on her buttocks close to her rounded hips. Then she'd relax making those dimples face away with a slight jiggle only to quickly seize up around my rod again. Her labia was sopping wet, slick with excess juices steaming hot. I didn't know if Diane was giving me a pussy or ass job; maybe she was giving me both.
"Aw, yeah that feels incredible."
At this point, Diane was pumping steadily in this modified twerking motion that was isolated solely between her small waist and her crotch. I relaxed leaning back on the loveseat, pushing my butt towards the edge of the cushions. That big, tanned ass looked incredible long stroking most of my endowment with the rest sticking up like a flagpole protruding from Diane's lush cheeks. Precum was running freely my crown, like a fountain.
"Damn."
My head rolled back leaving me with a view of the ceiling leaving me with a view that included a ceiling fan that had been slowly turning this whole time. Below my chin, she was popping her hips vertically with her thighs, labia and jiggling buttocks. I lowered my chin finding her staring intently at my face, cheeks starting to flush. Both of us were starting to perspire heavily as I reached forward with both arms grabbing the far end of her outside hip.
"I'm finna..." This created a wobbling mound of mushed together rear cleavage with plenty of natural lubricant.
"...cum?" Diane moaned, finishing my sentence.
"AH-AH-AW-AAAWW!!! AWG!! AAAAWWW-AWG!!!" A thick rope of jizz erupted out of the head of my cock like old faithful, followed by several more until bursts of watery ejaculate rained across her shuddering buttocks. Each burst made it feel like my stomach was turning over. My inner thighs were pulsing hard enough to make me cry out. Diane's butt was left a spotted, glazed over mess of jizz.
"Rub it in, make that ass shine." I gave her ass an especially hard slap, splattering cum everywhere before roughly massaging the cakes pinching, groping and squeezing with all my might. It was the lady's prerogative after all, and she presumably was footing my bill. I didn't mind letting my hands do the talking when Diane scooted backwards on all fours.
This woman was all the way turned on, kissing me passionately. She was moaning using her tongue in a sensuous tour of my mouth. My hand was in custody of her big round butt, middle fingers planted dead center against her peach. Diane was so hot and bothered, she was practically dripping as she straddled my lap. My business slid up between her buns. I reached around handling at the base slapping it against her tanned sweaty cakes.
"I'm tired of waiting."
She reached down between us taking control of my meat inching up enough to press the head of my cock against her slit. The moment it touched her steaming entrance; Diane's shapely butt slammed down into my lap with all her weight behind it. Her legs were spread wide apart in a crouching squat, feet planted flat on the loveseat cushions beside me. She stripped off my shirt finally, tossing it over her shoulder with a lustful expression.
Diane started bouncing on my cock like a pogo stick, essentially fucking herself silly while my eyes were focused on her nice sloping breasts. They were pretty solid, with just the slightest bit of sag attributed to her age. My hands handled her small waist but quickly drifted down digging nails into "the ass that wouldn't quit" with extreme prejudice. Diane went with it eventually arching her lower back letting her hands rest on top of my knees.
[CLAP-CLAP-CLAP-CLAP-CLAP!!]
The sound of Diane's sweaty cheeks clapping around my cock echoed off the walls. Her nipples were so hard they'd become squarish nubs atop her breasts. They looked majestic flopping vertically on her chest. This woman was a living Barbie doll, fantasy turned flesh.
[CLAP-CLAP-CLAP-CLAP-CLAP!!!]
Diane leaned forward wrapping her arms around my neck letting her knees rest on the cushions, straddling me cowgirl properly. Her wide arching hips went into a wrenching, bucking blur of motion. I couldn't help myself involuntarily reaching up grabbing the back of her slender neck while my other hand mauled the shit out of her juicy ass.



[CLAP-CLAP-CLAP-CLAP-CLAP!!!!]
My open palm landed on her butt over and over again making sure the handprint already there would last for a few days after we were done. Her right buttock would probably glow in the dark if the lights were turned off. Diane ran the flat of her tongue from my neck along my cheek making it to my mouth for more passionate necking and making out. Her lust was off the charts. Diane was shakily rowing her hips back and forth, fucking me hard as hell.
"MAKE-ME-CUM!!" She snarled into my ear before nipping it with her teeth.
I stood up cradling Diane in my arms walking from the loveseat to the edge of the bed, her long shapely legs wrapped around my waist both arms draped over my shoulders. I bounced her impaled on all twelve inches letting her weight work against her. Her loud distressed groans made my ears ring. I crashed landed on the bed with Diane underneath me taking the full brunt of my weight this time. This distressed gasp escaped her lips.
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!]
This platinum blonde mature suffice it to say, got royally plowed with every fuck I had to give and took it like a champ. Diane held on with all four limbs tightly wrapped around me bouncing up off the mattress into my feverish thrusts. My arms were initially wrapped around her back but drifted down to that outstanding ass before my palms shoved her thighs into her chest. I used my hands at the back of her knees crouching over her like a gargoyle.
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-THWACK-THWACK-THWACK!!!!!]
...then it happened.
"OH GAWD!!!" Diane flushed going from a light olive colored tan to a pink that had a lot in common with cayenne pepper color wise and visually.
[THWACK-THWACK-THWACK-THWACK-THWACK!!!!!]
"AHM CUMMING!!" Diane screamed loud enough to blow the rafters off her luxury bungalow. Her hips were swiveling and bucking powering up into my thrusts rhythmically. I could feel the tremors starting to radiate all over her hourglass figure, but it was her hands that I noticed first. Her fingers were moving about like crazy until her hands were clawing up my biceps. She was being gutted on the business end of twelve inches of man meat.
"AW SHEET-MUTHER-FUCKER!! KEEP DOING THAT SHIT!! KEEP FUCKING ME!!"
I had to use some considerable strength to hold Diane's arms pinned to the mattress when her French tipped nails got dangerously close to my face. Her cunt was so wet, there was almost no friction. The squishy sound of her battered puss was distracting, but I was as hard as a steel bar from the sight of this high-class trophy woman squirming around underneath me. A field of goosebumps appeared on Diane's chest and forearms.
"FUCK-FUCK-FUCK-FUK!!!FUK!!! FUK-ME!!!!" I phonetically pounded out each service demand, harder each time. This broke the bank as she was taken wholesale, whimpers and cries becoming unintelligible gibberish at this point.
"UNG-UNG-UNG!!" I was starting to feel it too.
"Wait." Diane whimpered into my ear with much effort on her part.
"Huh?"
"Can you uh, stay still but freeze in this position; not move a muscle? I uhm, need to cum my own way then you can get it how you live, promise baby." This was different, demure and dare I say, submissive.
"Uh, okay Diane."
I was on all fours pinning her arms down at the wrists both legs folded into her chest, completely flushed.
"Stay still, I'm close." Diane whimpered biting her bottom lip as she began humping up into my crotch. More than half of my prick was buried inside her, but she gradually started long stroking me to the base shivering all over. A series of hollow moans filled the room intermingled with the wet smacks of flesh on flesh. I was an immovable object while Diane was an irresistible force of nature. My balls slammed into the bottom of her big juicy butt.
"SHIT!!...cumming."
Her stunning face twisted up teeth chattering as her show stopping butt bounced off the mattress completely sheathing my endowment as she creamed all over my prick. My shaft was coated in this slimy mayonnaise colored glaze as her cunt went into overdrive swallowing everything I had to offer more and more. Diane looked distressed, feverish.
"Puh-please, release my wrists." I let go, carefully.
Diane's hands shot out like they were spring loaded clawing into my buttocks. We were mashed together in a ten car pileup of our dueling uglies. My cock was taken on a world tour of her cunt. I can't lie; it felt like heaven.
"KISS ME!"
She didn't wait cupping my cheeks as we swapped mouthfuls of spit like desperate lovers. Her legs encircled my back right in the middle, ankles interlocked.
"FUCK DAT PUSS-SEEE!!! OH, GAWD FUCK-ME!! AW SHIT!! I'M CUMMING SO HARD!!!" This woman was all the way out of the box, all pretention fucked out of her five root seven frame and then some. Me, I was starting to go into a fugue state of my own. Diane managed to half sit up, propping herself up on her elbows looking down at my cock pounding all the sand in the Sahara out of her snotty box with impunity.
She ran a few fingers through her short platinum tresses, then palmed the top of my head like a basketball before tugging on my left ear. My comely host wanted a breast suckled. This sustained hissing gasp accompanied the suckling of that single tit sounding as if she'd been burned. I was shocked when her cunt seized up clamping down on my plunging cock damn near gnawing it off. My girth was scrubbing her sugar walls like Mr. Clean.
I made a spit covered mess of her tits even licking and twirling my tongue on her breastbone, then cupped them vacuum sucking and slurping both nipples in tandem. Diane was squirming all over the place as I continued pounding her out with impunity.
"AW SHIT YOU'RE CRACKING ME WIDE OPEN!!FUH-FUH-FUCK!!! FUCK DAT PUSS-SEE!!"
I captured Diane's ankles in my fists spreading her gams wide apart as if I wanted to rip her in two and went to town treating her like a two-dollar whore. She arched up off the mattress holding in place giving me a straight shot deep inside her cunt. The head of my cock battered the back of her high-class box. This creamy sound filled my ears intermingled with Diane's whimpers and random erratic shrieks of pleasure.
[THWACK-THWACK-THWACK-THWACK-THWACK!!!!!]
This woman was turned into her best imitation of an upside-down letter Y as I realized I was nowhere near a climax. My face was framed by her hands while I shoved her legs further apart. Visible splashes of our combined juices accompanied my pistoning unit, breaking the Diane's bank spectacularly. Her limbs suddenly locked butt arching up sending her cunt right up into my crotch sheathing all of it, no wiggle room left whatsoever.
"Let me go and get off..."
"Huh?"
"Pull it out of me, and back up a bit." Her voice was cold, methodical enough to be startling.
"Uh, okay." Diane slowly turned on her side drawing her knees into her body going into a fetal position with a hand covering her muff after I withdrew.
She was flushed with this pinkish tone all over as I realized why she wanted me to pull out. Several tremors rocked her body as several squirting bursts soiled the ruffled bedding. This woman was multi-orgasmic to the ninth degree. Diane curled into a ball on her side whining and sort of squealing with this earsplitting shriek, manically rubbing one out. It looked like she was embarrassed, but before I could do anything she glanced up at me.
"Aw shit." This large wet stain started to spread across the sheet underneath her curled up body.
"Congratulations, I haven't done that in twenty years and the last time that happened, I got a whole daughter out of the deal. Shit...ungrateful little bitch. That nut was good enough to make me keep her." I didn't know if this was a Freudian slip or an open admission of character as Diane chortled to herself, then peered up at the question on my face, then at my cock sticking out like a flagpole.
She stuck a finger in her mouth them used the tip to tease my crown, still giggling.
"Come on, get yours; you've definitely earned it," Diane rolled over flat on her stomach next to the stained bedding looking up at my face, casually flexing her heart shaped cheeks, going into an involuntary twerk of sorts. There was a playfulness in the air that wasn't fully there before. Diane went flat reaching back with both hands spreading herself wide apart exposing both openings. This woman was dripping all over the sheets.
"If I had a hat I'd tip it." I chuckled.
"What kind of hat would it be?" Diane replied.
"A cowboy hat; are you fucking kidding me?!" Both of us were starting to bust up, more familiar with one another through intense skinship.
"SADDLE UP BABY!!" I was laughing so hard, my stomach was starting to hurt as I mounted the platinum beauty prone planting my palms flat on top of her wide buttocks. My business slid inside so fast, I nearly faceplanted in the middle of her back. Diane was mounted like a surfboard, capturing my thumbs when I tried to steady myself.
"You're so hot."
"Me or my pussy?"
"Both."
"FUCK YOU!" We laughed hard enjoying ourselves together as the lines were blurred. I liked the slight saddlebag hip dips that gave her big butt a sort of anchor aesthetic. Diane kept ahold of my thumbs sinking both between her lips using them as surrogate cocks.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
I took over "cheek clapping" detail riding her into the mattress faceplanted on top of Diane with my chin hooked over her right shoulder. This woman didn't just know the assignment; she wrote the damn thing. She knew when to flex, going hard on my outward thrusts with random switch ups enhancing a diminishing friction caused by her overt satisfaction. It didn't take long for my thighs to seize up. Those squishy sounds returned with a vengeance.
"...Diane."
"Yes dear?"
"AHM CUMMIN!! AH-AH-AW!!! AHM CUMMING SO HARD!!!" Some of my spittle dotted her cheek followed by the flat of my tongue licking a slimy trail up the side of her face.
I was blasting rope after gooey, slimy rope of cum deep into her snatch, frenetically rutting like someone stuck a hot poker up my backdoor. Not one to be left out, Diane had been rolling her hips up into my thrusts rocking her luscious thighs, wriggling vertically up and down essentially milking the fuck out of my cock. She was doing all of this pinned under my dead weight. Somehow, Diane clamped down on me wrenching her snatch in a blur of motion.
"AH-AH-AH!!!...aw shit, fuck me man. Aw shit, fuck me stupid." She kept it up until my certified twelve inches plopped free of her snatch nesting in her rear cleavage. A thick wad of slimy goo shot out of my crown leaving a milky trail right up her spine. It was a testament to this woman's sexual repertoire. Diane continued flexing, creating those J-shaped dimples on the surface of her platinum cakes.
"I didn't?" I captured both, mushing them together around my meat grinding up a heated friction, tips of my thumbs touching.
"Shush, let me have this." I replied, huffing enjoying my completion assjob watching watery ejaculate pool in the small of her tanned back.
"I'm more liable to listen when my mouth is full." Diane chortled knowing her words were more of a playful suggestion.
"Okay Diane."
I rolled her over on her back facing me, noticing the flushed nature of her skin intercut by the hard tan lines on her hourglass figure.
"Aw shit." The formerly stern mature was rocking a post orgasm face highlighted by the wide silly looking smile on an otherwise stern, impassive face.
We exchanged glances, then Diane simply opened her mouth in open invitation.
I mounted her head on all fours, manhood snuggly inserted in an elite trophy wife's mouth.
"GAWK-GAWK-GAWK-GAWK-GAWK!!" She took it like a champ, mouth stretched and filled to capacity. This woman let me proverbially "dip my wick" using her as much as I liked wholly invested, vacuuming her cheeks on every outward stroke until I gave her a shot of protein straight to the belly. I flopped out beside her facing the ceiling with six inches out of twelve at half-mast. Diane rolled on her side grabbing my rented junk, lazily playing with it.
"You make me feel like not taking those other two pills." she mentioned the remaining pills that were attached to the packet while whatever the third was remained in my system.
"What are those?"
"Morning after pills." We exchanged glances with Diane raising a brow before she rolled on top of me reaching back reinserting things to her liking. Both of us laughed gregariously now well acquainted as Diane draped herself over me, bobbing that butt on my business stuffed to the gills. I took two handfuls and then some letting go, letting my guard down.
We had a sexual hall pass of sorts. Diane had thought of everything after all.
[DARKNESS]
"Hey!"
"..."
"Wake up chief." I gradually regained conscious finding Diane's face inches from mine retaining the post coital glow I'd apparently earned in spades.
"What time is it?" I yawned noticing her makeup removed which didn't make much of a difference. She wore a shower cap smelling of sweet body wash with her perfect curves wrapped in a fluffy robe.
"Time to hit the happy trail sailor, it's five in the morning."
"Oh really, I've gotta...are you holding my dick?"
"I should certainly hope so; I guess we did a number on each other. I've been up for about thirty minutes. Get yourself showered up and meet me downstairs." Despite her words, Diane was stroking me back to diamond hardness.
"Wanna join me?"
"Yeah, uh no; sorry, but I'm on a tight schedule and I tried to uh, "get you up" but you were pretty much, inert matter. It's a real shame too because I wanted this in my ass."
"Five minutes?" I half smiled.
"Get your ass in that shower, babe." Diane smiled biting her lower lip as she gave my cock a hard yank that made it throb. She seemed reluctant to let go of my member but did anyway strolling to the bedroom door.
"Diane?"
"Yes?"
"Let me see it one more time." I gestured towards her heart shaped derriere which seemed to want to take a bow stretching the terrycloth material of her robe enough to tell me this woman was nude underneath.
"Oh, why not." She smiled reaching back drawing her robe to the side exposing her butt. I chuckled at the big, reddened handprint on her left ass cheek. This only lasted a few seconds before she left pulling the door closed behind herself.
I had a very cold shower which didn't help much. I found my laundered clothing folded and stacked neatly on the toilet. Apparently, I'd made quite an impression on Diane. She was waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs with a mug of streaming coffee which she handed to me with a kiss on the cheek. There was this plucky look on Diane's face as she peered outside the cracked front door of her luxury bungalow, then back at me as I walked down.
"Hey, this is some damn good coffee."
"It's Kopi Luwak; I'd spot you a bag, but rules being what they are..." Diane reached in cradling my hands as I emptied the mug, then took it in one hand looking rosy cheeked and demure like a newlywed housewife.
"Yeah, I know."
"If I knew you were so good, I'd have scheduled you for a whole weekend."
I stayed silent feeling a sliver of shame that let me know I was still human at this point.
"Hold that thought." Diane said raising a finger before shoving a hand in her robe pocket while letting the mug hang off the pinky finger of her opposite hand. She pulled her I-Phone from that pocket while no-look unzipping and exposing my prick. My Johnson inflated in her warm palm becoming a steel bar in half a second.
"Hey!"
"Relax." Diane grabbed my cock at the root using her phone to snap a single pic before shoving it in her pocket again with a sneaky little half smirk.
"I'm pretty sure you're not supposed to do that."
"I'm pretty sure I paid a thousand dollars for that dick pic."
"Huh?"
"Don't strain your brain handsome; if I beat those charges, we're going to have a proper round two." My brow started to furrow, but Diane leaned in gifting me a very soft and passionate yet chaste kiss.
She turned looking back out into the front of the luxury bungalow, then back again carefully tucking my equipment away zipping me up.
"You know, I don't mind you finishing that off Diane."
"Stop it; come here let me fix your collar."
She was more than accommodating adjusting my shirt collar unintentionally giving me a view of her naked body underneath the robe until she noticed, covering up. It was the crack of dawn as I noticed my ride pulling up to the front of the bungalow, the backseat window rolling down as the go signal. Diane noticed too, then leaned in close whispering into my ear.
"Make me proud."
"Huh?"
I got a loud pancake slap on the butt before being shoved outside the door into the yard facing the luxury SUV at the end of the walk. The door closed behind me followed by the sound of a deadbolt. I hesitated but knew not to look back in full view of the car. My driver thumped the horn with his thick ham sized fist, once. It was enough to get my feet moving.
"WHAT, YOU IN LOVE OR SOMETHING?!"
I didn't answer because I needed this motherfucker to drive me back to my airport hotel. It was hard not to look back towards the bungalow, but my thoughts centered on keeping things one hundred with myself knowing I was simply a vendor service. Diane's words left me puzzled as I reclined in the backseat behind the tinted window that was slowly rolling up on my side of the vehicle. The automated sound of that window was a reality check.
An hour and a half later we pulled into the valet area of the airport hotel, but my driver kept going past the bell man waiting to open the door tooling to a cul-de-sac packed full of cars and trucks. It was a bitch move, but not my business as we drifted to a stop, engine running. I was feeling it all over from my appointment with Diane. I was in top shape, but it was a late start after a redlight flight over two thousand miles on Spirit Airlines.
"Hey, the clock is ticking and I ain't got time to be doing donuts around this bitch."
"Phone please?"
"OH! Oh yeah, sorry about that youngster." His snarky chuckle made me want to throw a haymaker at the back of his peaked noggin.
The automated click of the box attached to the center console facing me thankfully cooled the mood. This guy got on my nerves, and I felt like inviting him to my gym for a hundred rounds of Irish boxing. Instead, I reached down retrieving my phone and the envelope containing my plane ticket back to the place I called home. Maybe he knew what I was thinking because he pulled off the minute my feet touched the ground.
"Good riddance; I bet back in high school his fat ass was voted nigga most likely to be hit in the back of the head with a golf club." I switched on my work phone finding a cash app notification and five figure cut for services rendered. My plane ticket left me with a little under two hours to have a bite and pick up my pull-on suitcase. I would've liked enough time to take a nap but resolved to do my best on the cramped seating on the plane.
"Huh?" A secondary chime heralded another deposit into my account, five thousand extra dollars. I'd received a bonus along with an email with an attachment.
"What the fuck?" It was Diane's dick pic taken an hour and some change earlier. My erection looked massive captured in her tiny looking fist. A wedding ring was visible on her ring finger that wasn't there last night.
I figured Diane was having a laugh at my expense probably letting me know that my "services" would be requested in the near future in her own unique way.
"Next time I see you; I'm gonna TKO that platinum pussy." I got off the elevator immediately pausing when I noticed my hotel room's door ajar. Calling security might put me on somebody's radar and contact with the cops in any capacity was off the table per my contract. Instead, I inched towards the door hearing the television going. I peeked inside intending to gauge things worried my luggage was stolen.



"I see you looking; come on in here."
A young blonde was sitting on the one of the double beds, one leg crossed over the other staring directly at me through the cracked door.
"Who are you?"
"Five thousand dollars for thirty minutes; but you look like fifteen." She was infectiously pretty, objectively beautiful with a face that reminded me of this actress or musician named Dove Cameron one of my past "clients" had talked up before getting judiciously railed to oblivion on a hotel room ottoman right before presenting at South by Southwest.
She wore an adidas white cropped track top, matching brand booty shorts, short running socks completing the look with a pair of adidas lite racer brand running shoes. This woman was in her early twenties with a telltale shoulder length icy shoulder length shock of platinum blonde locks, wispy bangs included. The expectant stern expression on her pretty face was a big red flag. I was suddenly distracted by the wall mounted television.
"This is Claudia Morales for Channel 12 news with breaking news as the star witness for one of the biggest SEC scandals in the past ten years arrives to testify before the grand jury. Further complicating matters for Ms. Diane Hartford is battery of charges in separate court cases for any number of charges including RICO entanglements, illegal gambling and her recent expulsion from several committees all while her embattled star athlete daughter Daisy Hartford easily qualified for the summer games...KILK!"
The wall mounted television was switched off clipping the distraction returning my immediate attention to the smoking gun sitting on the edge of my hotel bed. My hand covered my mouth instinctively while my mouth went into business for itself. The news report included footage of my late night "client" arriving at the courthouse amid a raucous assembly of jostling reporters, police officers and private security. She looked fabulous.
"So, you're uh..."
"Five thousand fucking dollars."
"Yeah...right." The apple didn't fall far from the tree.
"So, what do you train for; I mean, what's your event I guess?" I unconsciously shrugged trying to break the sudden chill in the room. The look on her face became sterner signified by her furrowed brow as she pouted.
"Track and field; getting my brains fucked out for thirty fucking minutes with a minimum of conversation."
Yup, this apple definitely didn't fall far from the tree.
...to be continued.
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"HAWK TUA!! HAWK TUA!! GAWK-GAWK-GAWK-GAWK!! HAWK TUA!!!" Yup, this apple didn't fall far from the tree.
Her name was Daisy Hartford, but we weren't going to substantiate that shit verbally. It was against the rules and there was no way of telling what sort of checks and balances had been put into place before my arrival at this particular hotel room. I wasn't going to test out the partial theory that maybe the threat itself was a necessary employer driven placebo. I'd had an incredible night with Daisy's mother, Diane who'd apparently referred her daughter.
"GAWK-GAWK-GAWK!!" She didn't waste any time whatsoever grabbing my hips insistently pulling me towards the edge of the bed she was sitting on. This woman was all business unzipping, unbuttoning and yanking my pants down mid-thigh. I should've been offended, but it was kind of funny. Her demeanor reminded me of some Karen pissed at waiting in line too long for an overpriced cup of joe at Starbucks or something.
"HAWK TUA-HAWK TUA!! GAWK-GAWK-GAWK!!!" Other than a momentary cross-eyed expression when my junk popped out to greet her like a jack-in-the-box, Daisy was all business. She wrapped all ten of her fingers around the base of my twelve inches swallowing everything until her lips were kissing the end of her interlocked fists repeatedly with these loud popping noises and watery moans. In short, this bitch was a head queen.
I didn't react verbally taking my late-night hookup with her mother into account; instead, I stood at a military styled parade rest, chin tucked watching Daisy service me intently.
"...oh, you think your hot shit, huh brother?" Daisy noticed taking exception to what she perceived as a slight.
After breaking the ice with her queen bee mother, I wasn't in the mood to take shit from her pup daughter for any reason. She was on a pay for play time limit and the clock was running, so I kept my chin tucked narrowing my eyes further into an intense mean mug. Daisy's eyes widened enough to put her crystal-clear pupils on display, then mimicked my own standoffish expression with a well-defined line in the center of her brow. She was hot.
"GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK!!!"
My expression didn't change making her scowl, grimacing a little.
"GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK- GAWK-GAWK!! HAWK TUA-HAWK!!" My expression remained the same. Daisy paused looking sort of incredulous, then angry.
"Oh, you think your big dick motherfucking rick, huh?"
"It doesn't matter what I think."
"IT TALKS!"
"...and fucks too." Daisy raised a brow with a surly half smirk.
"Well, I ain't from Missouri but you're gonna have to show me something, asshole!" This twentysomething seemed to be taking my presented attitude as a personal challenge.
Her skintight adidas booty shorts were doffed with flair and aggressive attitude and nothing else leaving me with a view of a clean shaven puffy looking peach. Daisy Hartford ruefully flipped over on the edge of the bed on all fours; ass shoved in my direction. This platinum blonde ingenue was definitely an athlete rocking a well-defined, toned runner's figure with a ridiculously sculpted bubble butt that sent electric jolts to my throbbing cock.
"Well?...what, you chickening out now, huh big dick rick? Cat got your...AW FUUUG!!!"
I bottomed out.
To put things in perspective, Daisy had the mother of all gym-built butts, all natural and sexy as fuck. The moment she turned that thing in my direction, I was on her program wasting no time getting down to business. My big hands grabbed both dueling halves of Daisy's cakes finding an almost bouncy rubbery resiliency outside, with a pinching tightness that was instantly irresistible inside. It a perfectly snug fit to the hilt.
"UNG-UNG-UNG-UNG-FUCK!!!" Her wide legged posture on all fours spoke to me, and some experience with hung partners with her thinner frame making my business look massive plunging in and out of her cramped box. I didn't care that she only took off her shorts and nothing else. The motion ripples on her peachy buns were nuclear jerkoff fuel.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
I just went at it no fucks given, going for a quickie considering my limited timeframe considering my scheduled flight out in just under two hours. Daisy locked her limbs making herself a stationary target for my pistoning cock. It was tighter towards the end of her tunnel making me instinctively want to resize it with extreme prejudice. She wasn't making things any easier basically functioning as a mannequin, but it was her mother's dime.
[FWOP-FWOP-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
A shiver across her shoulders accompanied by a moan barely above a whisper.
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!!!]
Daisy was compromised, biologically speaking. Things got audible and her cunt became a sloppy mess without a word between us. She had this hard thong shaped tan line on her tight round bubble of an ass. Her shitty attitude made me glad I was looking at the back of her platinum blonde head.
"...fuck."
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!!!]
If it was even possible, her pussy was even sloppier, ridiculously wet and tighter than before. My lazy thumping and knocking against the back of her cunt was producing spectacular results. She didn't know it, but her posture started to falter first with a dip in her lower back arching her butt higher drawing her knees closer, then faintly bobbing backwards into my rough steady thrusts. Her head was mashed into the blanket in profile.
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!!!]
"...aw shit you mother fuh-fucker. Aw shit, man; come on with that!! What are you doing back there? Aw! Aw man, you trying to... fuh-fuh-fuck a hole in my stomach, huh?!! Ah!"
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!! FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
Daisy was half whispering to herself starting to whimper and squeal in distressed girlish sounding tones. That sculpted masterpiece seemed softer now, more pliable bouncing harder off the base of my prick and pelvis, more invested. I slowly lifted my hands watching the proof of my slow and steady routine as her butt clapped loud and increasingly sweaty against my lower half now.
"That black dick is poking the fuck outta me..." She sounded spoiled and petulant in cringy fashion and tone, faux complaining as I grabbed her stealthily thicker hips again digging my fingertips into the defined crease between hip and thigh.
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!!! SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!!! FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!! SQUELCH-SQUELCH!!!]
Her thighs shot into each other like they were magnetized, knee knocking together as a lattice of goosebumps sprouted all over her young buns. Daisy's back was arched like an alley cat now.
"...keep poking it. Stick my pussy, man; poke the fuck outta that shit."
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!!!]
"FUCK IT MAN!!!" I swung a leg over her left side stomping the sole of my floor next to Daisy's knee. She'd shouted in this long whiny distressed whimper that was nails on a chalkboard, now throwing it back deep into my crotch. Daisy started to drift to the right but found my hand there pressing into the outside of her hip steadying her. I never stopped thrusting into her pulsing snatch which was now dripping from the incessant rutting.
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!!!]
"...yeah man, there you go right there; spread that shit open and poke the fuck outta me." Daisy was softly directing traffic while I followed her little hints palming the resilient halves spread wide apart exposing the front and back doors. This elite athletic twentysomething apparently had much in common with her mother which made me smirk.
"AW!!"
"What me to take it out?"
"Sneaky motherfucker, get it how you live!" I hooked a finger in her backdoor to see how she'd react.
"Oh yeah?"
"I gotta tell you fucking twice?" This was definitely Diane Hartford's kid with a mouth that was annoying enough to make you wanna go a hundred rounds of Irish boxing with her.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
The hand that didn't have a pointer finger hooked inside this platinum brat's anus, shot out grabbing a handful of said hair for leverage. My hips swung into her tight round derriere like a wrecking ball with a limited range of motion. I thought about shoving it in her backdoor but wanted her to ask. Honestly, I wanted to make her beg for it. So, I went hard in the paint earning a messy audible of loud wet sounding smacks as Daisy creamed all over my rod.
"FUH-FUH-FUUUGGG!!!" She groaned popping and twerking like her life depended on it.
Daisy tucked her head further reaching back wrapping her arms around the back of her well-defined thighs, fingers interlocked. There was no wasted motion as I got up on the mattress mounting her in the bulldog position.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
This woman took it like champ, getting utterly plowed, ankles interlocked. I was obliged to ape her posture getting on all fours above her fingertips and the balls of my feet anchoring to the mattress. Daisy went rigid all four limbs locked which allowed me to long stroke her narrow cunt like nobody's business. In this position, her cheeks remained spread wide apart with both openings on display. Her backdoor had the circumference of a golf ball.
"AW SHIT-AW SHIT-AW SHIT!!! FUUGGG ME!!! AW!! YEAH!!!...hey, take it out for a second."
I pulled out slowly but decided to be performative sitting atop the rounded curve of her sculpted cheeks looking down at Daisy's faceplanted head and back. She'd tapped out.
"Get...uhm, off the bed back on the floor."
Daisy turned looking back over her shoulder at my face completely flushed, then knelt upright. She stared at me huffing, then blew an errant strand of white hair out of her eyes as she slowly drew the zipper down revealing that she was bare chest underneath. The cropped track top slid off her shoulder leaving socks and her expensive adidas lite racer brand running shoes as the only articles of clothing in her body.
"Oh!"
Daisy Hartford was rocking a pair of teardrop conical looking breast implants that stood out on her defined, athletic frame. They were large, probably a C or small D-Cup in size.
"What? I didn't have nothing, so I topped up alright? you don't like my fucking titties?" Instead of answering her, I took almost her whole conical looking tit between my lips sucking and slurping with that offending pointer finger returning to Daisy's backdoor. A breathy moan escaped her lips sort of audibly hollow. She grabbed my prick roughly jerking and stroking it to nirvana. Her chin rose, head rolling around on her shoulders.
I grabbed the other one finding that it fit my big hand perfectly, squeezing and groping it flicking the nipple until it started to swell. Daisy tucked her chin watching me, then cupped the back of my head directing me to the opposite tit. I went sloppily between the two sucking, sucking and nibbling on her nips, even running the flat of my tongue along her breastbone. Daisy got creative cupping her boobs trapping my tongue in her cleavage.
"I guess I stand corrected; tongue fuck those titties." She playfully scrubbed my tongue between her sloping pointy looking tits enjoying the view, mouth agape huffing.
My hands ended up on that sculpted butt mauling, groping and molesting the shit out of the buns. Daisy arched into my abdomen handling my head between her hands, moaning loudly. The athletic ingénue surprised me with a wet kiss full oof swirling tongue before deftly slipping my shirt off tossing it aside with a flick of the wrist. There was an unintentional facial reaction to my chiseled torso and sixpack abdomen, wholly organic.
"I just wanna be a good little bitch and return the favor." She explained before hungrily going after my left pec, capturing and flicking the nipple until it hardened. Daisy returned the favor in spades sucking, nibbling and slurping in long sustained intervals making my cock thicken enough to poke her own washboard abs with the crown. I thumped her flat tummy with the tip of my prick being sexually coy.
"I'll show you how to return the favor."
"Hey!...AW FUCK!" My fingers clawed into her stress ball cheeks lifting her aloft like she weighed little more than a feather, impaling her on my cock vertically. Daisy went with it wrapping her arms around my neck, interlocking her ankles tightly in the small of my back.
"UNG-UNG-UNG!!" I took the younger Hartford on a ride bouncing her on my cock like a pogo stick. It got real noisy in my hotel room after that as Daisy was obliged to hold on for dear life as I resized her cunt with an acute attention to detail. She tried to make a comeback grabbing the top of my shoulders arching her back angling her butt towards me, but ended up draped her chin over my right side instead. A hand was caressing my back.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
"Please brother; would you put me on my back?" This was the politest she'd been since invading my hotel room stuffed full of herself.
"Tapping out?" Daisy rear back, fingers interlocked behind my neck incredulous.
"Hell no, I just want to lay on my back with you as my blanket; I feel like if we keep this up your dick is gonna come out of my fucking mouth."
I laughed my ass off, but she silenced me with her mouth passionately.
We slowly landed on top of the bed in a controlled fall. She remained wrapped around me wrists and ankles interlocked still, stuffed full. The young Ms. Hartford gave fully of herself physically, if nothing else. One of the heels pressed into the small of my back while the other caressed the back of a thigh reacting to the steady scraping of her slimy inner walls. Daisy came to my room early in the morning to get fucked thoroughly and got what she came for in spades.
I made sure to keep her breasts in the mix casually cupping and squeezing them with one hand while palming the back of her head, swirling my tongue inside her mouth. Her tight athletic body bore hints of her lineage in the very subtle curves matching the woman I'd slept with a few hours earlier. Daisy remained still everywhere but her hips, lightly wrenching and swiveling them up into my steady thrusts. Like I said, so many similarities.
"Give it to me really fucking hard, I'm gonna cum real hard if you do that." Daisy raised both of her long legs into the air, then bent them at the knee planting her soles flat outside my thighs. I moved in tandem with her, spreading my legs wide apart between her thighs rearing up into a pushup position both palms flat on the bed framing her pretty face.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
"Yeah, like that. Just like that, I'm gonna cum so fucking hard baby. Fuck me harder man, try to put my pussy out of order, brother. Shit, this is just what I needed. FUH-FUH-FUCK!"
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
"Almost there..." She was whining in this shrill tone, bucking her hips frantically. Her upward hip thrusts met mine in dramatic fashion, an epic bumping of uglies. The distance between our clapping lower halves got shorter and shorted until we were wedged skintight and that's when I dropped the boom letting myself fall mashing Daisy into the bed, full dead weight. She was pinned under me with nowhere to go wriggling squirming as it hit.
"OH GAAAWD!!! OOHHH FUG!!!...oh shit. MUTHER-FUCKER!! AH-AH-AW!! YEAAAH!!!" Being weighted down stuffed to the gills in the throes of a massive orgasm shaking all over was an incredible sight to see. Daisy flushed allover changing two skin tones almost as if she would burst into flame at any moment. At the height of her climax, I wedged my knees up under her buttocks rolling my hips going counterclockwise to her motions.
The resultant ear-splitting shriek had mine ringing for the second time in less than four hours. The entitled platinum blonde princess gave me a shock when her eyes rolled up into her head. This only lasted a few moments fluttering open wide enough to examine the crystal-clear quality of her pupils. Her mound steadily humped up into me getting weaker.
"Kiss me you sexy motherfucker." I gave her a chaste peck on the lips.
Daisy's brow furrowed, but the half smirk on her face read inquisitive. She palmed my head like a basketball raising up for a bit of sensual necking, then laid flat, huffing.
"You think you're slick, don't you? "
"Just under forty minutes, thought I'd take a shower before my flight."
"Oh, so you're that fucking professional?"
"I'm whatever you need me to be." I was coy keeping a casual tone.
"Oh yeah, roll us the over." I did as she asked letting the lightly offended princess mount me in a proper cowgirl position. Daisy flattened her palms on my chiseled pecs, then spread her legs wide apart, feet flat at my sides. She went up on the balls of her feet reaching down inserting the crown of my certified twelve inches, nothing else.
"Huh?" It was my turn to raise a brow when I felt Daisy clamp down on the head of my cock. It felt like something was biting and nibbling on its bulbous swollen head.
Daisy dismounted with an abbreviated chuckle leaving my business pointed at the ceiling.
"I got dibs on the shower first; feel free to jerk it babe. I don't judge." She was making a power play that was about nothing more than a "get-back" after being taking to pound town in the most generic manner possible. The spoiled brat of a woman even stood there letting me take in the sight of her nude from head to toe outside of her socks and endorsed brand name sneakers.
"Aw yeah, right." This bitch was fooling anyone turning her back to me removing said cute little socks and sneakers. I sat up with a start, looking mad aggressive employing a mind game of my own as she noticed.
"What're you doing?"
"Shut up and assume the position." I towered over her packed with muscle presenting a fake threat that probably had this platinum brat dripping at the look on my face alone.
"I thought you were in a hurry to get on your dinky little plane; thought you were in a mad rush to make it to the cheap seats so you can get your free peanuts and stale bottle of water?"
"...bitch."
"Sure, you ain't gonna miss your plane, huh? Only got "FOR-TEEE" minutes, brother." It sounded like she was trying to troll me racially, but her "blaccent "was laughable.
"Sure, right...UNG-UNG-UNG!!!" I nodded my head several times in succession roughly handling Daisy's shoulders facing her towards the wall next to the mounted flatscreen television. I knew what we both wanted looking down, swabbing the underside of my cock on the shallow crack of her sculpted butt. She looked over her shoulder with a snarky smirk as I nudged her legs apart with one of my own like a police officer arresting someone.
"FAK-FAK-FAK-SHIT!! JUST...JUST GONNA SHOVE IT IN THERE, HUH?!!" Despite her loud, mouthy protests, Daisy planted her palms on the wall fully accommodating me.
"Shut up and take this dick."
"OW!! HEY MAN-AW!! OH SHIT!! AH-AH-AH-AH!!! SHIT!! AW SHIT!!" Vertically, my meat found almost no friction sliding up until it thumped the back of her cunt.
"Why your pussy so wet?"
"Fuck you."
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!! FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!]
I pulled out finding her juices running off my certified twelve inches.
"Hey?"
"What?"
"Where are you going?"
"To take a shower."
"SERIOUSLY?!!"
I walked past her into the bathroom next to the hotel room door.
The shower was nice, steamy and refreshing with the added receipt from Daisy's attempted power play. I found myself replaying my "compensated tryst" with her mother Diane comparing the two. I found individual things about both that I liked, but internally preferred Daisy's mother for her no-nonsense approach to things between the sheets. The thought occurred that mother might be tutoring daughter in all things sexual.



"In a turnaround of transparency, all media outlets were barred from court this morning. We here at Channel 12 News will continue to cover these legal proceedings to the best of our abilities. Moments ago, Diane Hartford was quickly ushered from the courthouse with a heavy security detail and there have been reports she was placed in protective custody."
I stood just outside the door with a towel wrapped around my waist finding the television going and the young Hartford's closing salvo. There was no doubt her ego prevented her from taking another burn in what we both partially considered a sexual duel of sorts. My hazel eyes drifted form the wall mounted television to the nude, sun-soaked platinum blonde faceplanted on the bed closest to the hotel room window.
"...oh, okay." A bottle of half used baby oil rested on the side table between the two beds.
Her face was turned away from me facing the window, athletic frame tastefully highlighted by the sunlight filtering into my room. The lamp was on for some reason as I dropped my towel on the carpet picking up the bottle of oil. I'd discovered her sports bra hanging from the shower rod. Daisy had indeed arrived early to my room to get ready for our encounter.
"Twenty-five minutes until I have to go." I lightly reminded slathering my cock with the baby oil staring down at her tight sculpted buns which reminded me of an old porn star Nina Hartley's bun when she was in her twenties too. Diane's cheeks were enhanced by the prominent hip dips over generous yet shapely thighs and defined calves. I could see her daughter becoming a physical version of this years after she retired or had a few kids.
"Ten minutes can seem like twenty-five when those bitches at the express check-out got a thousand apiece and my unlimited miles along with boot up to first class."
Daisy's I-Phone made a lazy appearance before hitting the carpet with a thud.
"I'm impressed."
"Impress me." This made me chuckle. Daisy Hartford was sharp tongued and quick witted, reaching back spreading her cheeks apart in open invitation. Her entire body was covered in a light sheathe of baby oil she'd probably brought at the gift shop in the hotel lobby. A lot of that oil had been applied to her rear end, specifically her privileged backdoor.
I mounted Daisy in the prone position blanketing her body underneath mine, easily sliding inside her rear entrance up to the hilt. Her long breathy sustained sigh filled the room.
"I'm impressed." This young woman felt like she was made for me in body, if not in mind.
The Hartford women were both incredible lays between the sheets but dually left a bit to be desired interpersonally. It turned out Daisy's proclivities leaned towards being made to feel overpowered and dominated during sexual intercourse along with a proclivity for anal sex that she probably shared with her mother. I spent a good fifteen minutes "impressing her" before getting a thumbs up literally and no more snappy back talk.
"Well would you look at that." The younger Hartford shot me a single pic of the buns completely glazed over courtesy of yours truly. A flight attendant got a glimpse of the picas she handed me a flute of champagne with what seemed like a knowing wink I didn't reciprocate.
The flight attendant was an effeminate man with hot pink hair.
The flight home was smooth enough to lull me to sleep only to find another five thousand dollars in my private cash app. Another SUV promptly dropped me off at my brownstone.
************************************************************************************
SIX WEEKS LATER
"Uhm, hey..."
I didn't look up from my tablet figuring some teenager was about to make the hard sell.
"Excuse me?"
"Yes?" I still didn't look up perusing a news site reporting on Diane who still seemed well protected despite the allegations. Her look-a-like daughter made a few court appearances behind closed doors and was just as reticent about speaking with hungry reporters.
"Well...uhm, you know what time it is?" I winced remembering her question as an opening line I used in my first year of high school trying to talk to girls there. I always got shredded.
"It's seven fifteen, miss." I was intent on not looking up at the woman standing to my immediate right.
"So, you go to the college too? I'm probably gonna start there too in a week or two as soon as my dad can square things with admissions. I'm gonna take up anthropology or psychology, maybe. Still trying to figure things out myself, right? Are you a student there?"
"No."
"Professor?"
"Thank you, but no." The conversation seemed to die fora few moments as my reticence dawned on her.
"Well uhm, if you ever need a blowjob, I'm your girl, ha-ha..." She framed it like a joke, but I could hear the humiliation in her tone. I glanced up as she turned to walk away.
"OH!"
"What?"
She was long and lean with very pronounced hips and even longer legs which ended in a pair of expensive black leather Susanny high heeled boots reflective enough to catch the light. They were the glossy kind with double buckles on the sides while the rest of her gear consisted of a cheap ratty looking spaghetti strap tank top, multicolored red dominant and a heavily distressed denim miniskirt I couldn't decide if it was made that way.
That skirt enhanced the look and length of a pretty decent pair of legs. Her pockets were pulled out hanging at her sides in empty flaps. I wasn't fooled; I could spot deceptively rich people a mile away and this woman stank of a trust fund baby.
"Yeah?" Instead of being offended, she sounded hopeful. What caught my attention was her youthful countenance highlighted by some big pale lips with deep dimples at the corner of a wide mouth that approximated a goofy looking Chesire cat's smile. This yellow bone woman was pretty enough with a big shock of messy reddish-brown hair framing a tragic face.
There was a Band-Aid on her temple, and she seemed to be healing from a blackeye. A closer look revealed she was recovering from two black eyes with a slight cut on her lip that had healed up enough to barely registered to the untrained eye. I knew the look of someone who'd been rolled, and this mixed looking black or Latin woman had apparently survived a pier six level brawl. She quickly figured out what I was looking at, pulling a strand of hair in front of her face, but still smiling hopefully.
"Sorry." I offered not wanting to ask or slip into the role of a white knight.
"I clean up real nice; I should've put on my makeup, but I just wanted to let my skin breathe. Damn, I know how this looks... Uhm, no blow job?" She smiled revealing a chipped tooth.
"I don't want no trouble."
"I ain't nobody...I mean I ain't got nobody, no boy or girlfriends and nothing in-between."
"Got all the bases covered, huh?"
"I guess, but you probably don't believe me. Well, if it will change your mind, six girls did this to me a month and a half ago. Guess I had it coming, huh?"
"How would I know?" I tried not to sound mean noticing her slouched posture. She instinctively went to put her hands in pockets that were pulled out.
"Oh yeah, right." She half chuckled but looked embarrassed.
"What happened?" I finally asked.
"A crispy piece of bacon really wanted to win."
"Huh?"
"Ah, nothing; did something stupid and karma came back like a boomerang. Well, a really big KAIJU sized boomerang, to be honest."
"Kaiju sized?"
"Uhm, giant monster sized? That's what kaiju..."
"...means; yeah, I know what it means, uh?" I kicked myself inside for unconsciously asking her name.
"Aw, you don't wanna know my name." She sounded crestfallen again, averting her eyes.
"Why?"
"I'm not the kind of girl that people wanna know their name; I'm the kind of girl you..." I raised a brow mentally finishing the sentence while her voice trailed off into a mute whisper.
"Me too."
"Huh?"
"I'm that kind of guy too."
"Really?" She looked surprised not knowing what I was admitting to in the least.
"Yeah, wanna have a seat with me?" I nodded towards the other side of the booth, but she hesitated.
"Are you being nice because of my face?"
"No."
"Are you telling the truth?"
"Are you?"
"You can't answer a question with a question."
"I can do anything I wanna do."
"Can you fly?"
"No, but I can make you fly." I retorted without missing a beat making her face drop for a second. The realization of what I'd said dawned on her resulting in this big, goofy smile framed by deep crescent shaped dimples.
[FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER]
I unlocked the door throwing it wide open walking into my home carrying her over the threshold wrapped around my torso, arms and legs interlocked in the middle and small of my back. Her purse hung around my neck. I had the remaining hand providing a seat for her to sit on both of our crotches mashed together. My incidental sneaky link proved to be inhumanly limber with both legs folded against her chest, knees somehow hooked over my shoulders. We were torridly making out.
"Can you stick it inside, now?"
"Not without a condom."
"Can I suck you?"
"...uhm." She had these expressive eyes that just sort of drew you in the longer you looked into them.
"Turn me upside down."
"What?"
"Trust me."
I turned her upside down right there in the alcove behind my brownstone front door. This got me an up close and personal with the seat of white cotton panties that were pulled tight across a puffy peach buried deep in what appeared to be a deceptively wider butt than I originally thought. The sound of my zipper being drawn down was audible as she pulled my endowment free still covered in my boxer briefs.
"I'm gonna make you run and get that condom, tee-hee." This tall slim, thick yellow bone was infectiously playful using my underwear as an impromptu condom.
"GAWK-GAWK-GAWK-GAWK!!!" There was no working up to it with this woman who started out fast, choking herself on everything poking through my fly. My arms were folded around her back; fingers interlocked in the middle while her thighs cradled my face. Her mound was shoved right up under my nose. She had this fresh smell that assailed the nostrils.
"Wanna eat it, don't you? GAWK-GAWK-GAWK-GAWK-GAWK!!" She didn't seem to want an answer, just happy to hook up still unnamed. We'd mutually decided to have a momentary situationship "without labels" as she put it.
"Damn." I wanted to do that and much more before the night was over.
My crotch became a spit-soaked mess as I ended up walking up a flight of stairs with this wild carefree woman still turned upside down, slurping and half throating me. All sorts of questions were swirling around while as a credit to her skillset, I nearly exploded into my own boxer briefs. This unexpected balletic routine was comedic as I walked about my bedroom navigating around an ottoman to a side dresser as she happily piped up.
"Wow, somebody is well prepared, huh?" She commented still upsides down as I pulled a long roll of condoms from a small top drawer in the antique bureau dresser I'd snagged at a collections auction last year. I couldn't help chuckling as she ripped one packet open from the connected strip uncovering and sheathing my erection almost to the base, hair dangling in front of my thighs.
"Are you a dancer or gymnast, or something?"
"Right on all counts." She answered with a thin fist wrapped around the base of my cock, the other stroking my length of my endowment which was sticking straight out like a flagpole.
"I don't get it."
"I took a lot of dance classes when I was a kid, and I was starting to become a pretty good gymnast until I got uhm...bored. Wasn't in the cards anyway, and by that time I was doing some modeling."
"You're a model?"
"Nope, I ain't nothing."
"..."
"Hey, why don't you have a seat on that ottoman, and I'll show you something crazy." This wild child blew past her own tragic self-assessment intriguing me more than I was willing to let on in the moment. All this and she was still upside down, so I obliged her sitting down on the ottoman in my bedroom with her head in my lap and her puffy looking cooch in my face. Her long legs and thick thighs were confidently wrapped around my neck.
"Whoa."
She did a picture-perfect handstand on my lap; palms flattened on top of my thighs.
"Not finished."
"Huh...WHAT?!!" This carefree yellow bone did a vertical pushup, then pushed up high enough to deepthroat all twelve inches while maintaining that perfect handstand. The sick looking bulge in her throat was arresting, then she did one rep dislodging my prick, but remaining on her hands vertically with this self-satisfied, goofy looking smile on her face. Before I could say anything, she released my neck spreading her long legs wide apart, soles of her expensive ankle boots facing opposite sides of the room, perfectly.
"Lean back and uhm, rest your weight on your palms, please." I did as ask completely transfixed by her natural ability. She did another rep, legs splayed apart upside down, throating me to the hilt. Three more followed, then she bent her legs at the knees flattening her heels against one another watching my shocked face between her biceps, grinning. The heels of her boots parted as she easily assumed a sitting position, butt planted firmly in my lap.
"Oh, my gawd." She perched on my lap; knees bent outside of mine legs wide apart with both feet hovering and inch above the floor, palms resting on said knees. This posture left her wide derriere wedged against my crotch with her back at an angle. There was an innate child-like quality about her signified by her wide rubbery looking Cheshire cat grin as she looked over her shoulder at my face.
"Maybe I should've walked over to your table on my hands instead of geeking out, huh?"
My hands slid under her spaghetti strap top finding a nice pair of sloping bud type tits with an infectious squishiness despite their small size. My fingertips found, rolled and pinched some especially hard nipples that were on the pointy side of things. This sustained breathy moan escaped her mouth followed by a wet sounding slurp of excess saliva as I face the back of her messy shock of shoulder length hair playing with her tits.
I'd found one of her triggers getting a reaction when she arched deep pushing her wide butt harder into my crotch. She was long and lean with some covert hips that were wider than you would think looking at her initially. Her butt looked especially wide in a seated position. The distressed denim miniskirt covering her butt rode up into the small over back because of her angled seated position. Her white cotton panties were beyond skintight.
They were fullback, but her posture made them appear as bikini panties. I found a long progressively deeper rear cleavage enhanced by the pronounced arch in her lower back. She had a fat and plump looking peach that made for one hell of a camel toe attracting my eyes when she leaned backwards against my chest. Her skirt was ceremonial at this point. I dropped a hand down grabbing it like I owned it, letting it rest in my palm.
The underside of my shaft was nestled snuggly between her buns. Her hips were swiveling in my lap, sort of an impromptu lap dance of sorts. Her moans were salaciously wet sounding as she exposed her tits fully. Her yellow bone skin tone kind of caught the light, not exactly jaundiced with the tips of her pointy nipples were reddened dying to be suckled. Four fingers disappeared into her mouth first to the knuckle, then further.
"What the fuck?" I whispered as she pulled that hand out of her mouth glistening with her excessive, dripping saliva. This woman was the epitome of unnatural limberness, reaching back handling my cock no-look stroking.
"People always say I have a big mouth; well, before they try to put their fist in it. Yeah, I get that a lot, but then they start acting crazy getting uhm, accustomed to it. Me, I don't mind because at the end of the day I just ask them one question."
"What question?"
"Hips or lips." Her glib sounding voice went low and husky, tinged with promise. She was asking.
"Hips." Was my response without conscious thought.
Her heels hit the floor with a loud thud as my immediate field of vision was filled with her juicy peach nestled between her lush thighs, twerking and shaking vigorously. Most of this was accomplished with the jiggly movement of her of the upper portion of her long legs. I didn't waste any time managing to pinch the material covering her sex to the side finding her shaved clean downstairs.
This wild and free young woman reached between her legs grabbing me around the root, pointing it at her puffy slit. Her butt slammed down taking the whole thing, heavily slamming into my crotch...repeatedly. She took charge piston-pumping her deceptive wide load into the base of my crotch, a woman possessed. The visual was arresting enough, but she added to the effect, yowling and whining like an alley cat.
"Hold on." She instructed.
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
This time she used both of her hands all ten fingers wrapped around the base of my prick, bouncing her wide butt deep into my crotch with no end in sight. There was this loose nature to her cheeks that caused it to spread wide apart making her warring halves flap around the end of her interlocked fists. She was bottoming herself out on every downward thrust with vicious prejudice. There were arc motion ripples at the top of her rear cleavage.
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
This woman was an absolute beast, sexually speaking.
"Damn." The cat comparisons continued internally as I noticed the arch in her long back following it down to the wide heart shaped butt taking me to pound town. The motion ripples on the smooth surface of her yellow tinted cakes were multiplying vertically. This woman was bending over with both feet planted flat on either side of me almost folded in half steadily bouncing on twelve inches of solid steel meat, full tilt.
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
"Hey?"
"...ah, yeah?" I was covered in sweat and hadn't even realized it watching her buns bouncing on my crotch with machine-like proficiency.
"Can I take the condom off when you cum; uhm, I'm not being weird, it's just that I like the feel of cum all over my ass."
"Oh, is that all?"
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
"Uh, okay." This made her laugh gregariously. She had a sort of stilted nerdy sounding laugh that was all hers legitimately uncool and strange telling me this wild child was genuinely being herself. She was leagues different than the Hartford women I'd serviced recently. If it's even possible, she went harder doing what amounted to criminally sexual standing squats on my business.
[THWACK-THWACK-THWACK-THWACK-THWACK!!!]
"...OH-KAY!!!" She giggled loudly enjoying herself playfully adding a little extra because I was watching her grind up my meat in exuberant fashion.
[SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH!!!]
My mystery yellow bone seemed to escalate based on my reactions bending all the way over planting her fingertips on the floor between the ottoman, her parted legs and mine. Her love language seemed to be tiered acts of service based off the reactions of her partners, sexually. Her slim-thick frame was glistening with a thin sheen of perspiration. Her cunt became so sloppy, the loose wet clap of her butt started to get visible splashes.
"OHHH-KAAAY!!!" It was all I could barely manage to blurt out as I started to go over.
I felt one of her hands slip down behind my balls tightening enough to be painful while the second stripped off the condom moving quickly. This lasted a few seconds long enough to wedge my certified twelve inches between her sweaty, wobbly cheeks. She paid quick attention to detail even using her panties to trap my cock snug in her rear cleavage. Long, lean with baby making hips with enough rear cheekage to cushion my endowment broke the bank.



"AW-AW-AUG-AUG-AAWWW-AAUUGGG!!!" The first rope shot out of me like a mini-geyser getting some serios height followed by several more at different trajectories of lessening intensity. I'd failed to notice one of her thin fists manically jerking out my load and the fingertips rubbing my taint. A creamy deluge of oily excess was pouring out of my tortured crown cascading down glazing everything. This woman did all this in a standing crouch.
Her back remained facing me, the hand around the base of my cock twisting and jerking in these rough, shortened movements. I knew when I was being milked; it wasn't a foreign experience for me in any respect, but this was different. She used the hand that had been rubbing my taint to open another condom using her fingers alone to tear the packet open. I was sheathed to the hilt followed by her mouth utterly throating damn near my entire package.
"Damn you're..."
"...good enough to do this for a living?"
I didn't say anything but reacted facially as she looked over her shoulder at me. Her expression changed along with mine, kind of dropping.
"I don't, okay? I mean uhm, even if I tried that my dad would have me committed again and have whoever I did it with taken out. Uh, I mean my parents... Uh, I'm not hurting for money. I've got a black card, okay?"
I just looked at her letting my gaze drift down looking at her fist wrapped around my prick still stroking.
"You're a trust fund baby, no big deal." I replied salty.
"Sorry."
"For what?"
"My big mouth; I guess instead of being born with a silver spoon in it, I was born with a big ass boot in my pie hole. Fuck, maybe I was born with a whole combat boot in my shit. I say the stupidest things with out realizing it for a while. I got you right away though, so maybe that's my takeaway for messing up the mood. My dad would uhm... mess with you. My mom might but she's mostly sauced up these days. Fuck, I'm doing it again, aren't I?"
"Yep."
"Shit." The cringe expression on her face softened the hardened expression on mine. I knew I was projecting.
"It's okay; by the way, you're still jerking me off." This made her smile.
"Aw man, this was just my opening salvo; I was just getting started. Uhm hey, you wanna see what else I can do with you?" The playfulness in her voice returned.
I smiled watching her mimic mine with her own. For some reason her mouth looked overly large fitting my early assessment of it as stolen thematically from the Cheshire Cat. The deep crescent shaped dimples at its corners added to her youthful allure outside of everything else.
"GAWK-GAWK-GAWK!!!...oh hey, I'm a whole mess; do you mind if I take my clothes all the way off?" She throated me three times in a row with no visible gag reflex, then stood up fully facing me looking like a mess of rumpled and soiled clothing. Her back was a splotchy mess of jizz, panties, rolled up denim mini and her striped top.
"Is that even a question?"
"Well, they say you don't know unless you ask." I started laughing my ass off facepalming as she shimmied out of her skirt, panties included giving me a direct look at her shaved mound, flat bikini perfect tummy and her sloping conical looking tits. Her nipples were prominent, almost pointed looking in a visual inditement of her staggering arousal. One hand drifted in front of her muff, the other cupped a tit pinching it from the bottom.
"What's your name?" She squinted still smiling, then opened her eyes wide looking away with her brown pupils alone still smiling.
"We talked about this." Her top landed on the floor by my feet.
"Well maybe you're good enough to make me ask."
"Really?"
"I asked, didn't I?"
She cocked her head to one side with a wry half smile which still had a single oversized dimple watching me, arms behind her back. Part of me wondered if maybe she was some sort of nude model for classes in the nearby university. Completely nude, she was a study in slender womanhood, ethnically ambiguous somewhere between white and Latin probably. My assessment of her lineage centered on her wide hips; they fit perfectly.
"I'm a mutt."
"Huh?"
"You had that look."
"What look?"
"I know that look; its eh, sort of like that spiritual mint you get after a really good orgasm. Post nut clarity squared on a spiritual level. Every time I hear that shit, I think the person is trying to figure out where I'm from so he can go shopping there for a knockoff version of me."
"Do you write your own material?"
"I'm serious." She replied cupping both tits squeezing them as she spoke from the heart, wholly genuine with that carefree exuberance that was infectious in a way that made me smile, unguarded.
"Me too; why wouldn't they just take you instead of a knockoff?"
"I'm sexually fluid."
"So?"
"I'm not elaborating; that would be telling, and we agreed not to divulge anything about ourselves. I don't want to put you off, but I tend to get into a lot of entanglements that usually don't go my way. I'm uhm... just doing me, I guess."
"Hey?"
"What?"
"You're sharing."
"Yeah...hips or lips." She deflected.
"Lips." I let her deflect watching as she happily did an especially open-legged squat that nearly made her butt tap the floor, both arms forward back hunched as she got to work. My pendulous balls were pinched with one hand while the other long stroked me towards her bobbing head. Her technique was something to behold as she took half of my length, then all of it to the base random enough to make me squirm, then stopped abruptly.
"Well, I think we know each other enough for you to take your pants off at least." My slacks were casually removed in line with her acts of service ethos. I stripped off the rest as she went back to work vacuum sucking me from stem to stern paying particular attention to the crown with the tip of her tongue. She got progressively sloppier with lots of spit, stopping again.
"Hey?"
"Yeah?"
"Hypothetically, if we were to hook up again with everything on the table; would you "do it" raw with me?"
"HUH?!!"
"Aw, forget I said that."
"I can't forget something like that."
"GAWK-GAWK-GAWK-SLURP-SLURP!!!" She made the case grabbing my balls in her thin fist, swallowing me whole with no effort, sucking and slurping loudly as excess foamy saliva started to run off her chin dripping onto my hardwood floor. Her big pale lips were touching my pubes in tandem, cheeks inverting hard on every outward extended slurp. This woman could easily throat a banana and a half no problem, no wasted movement.
Both hands were continuously moving in tandem twisting with one, the other frenetically tugging at the base just above my balls. Thick veins sprouted all over my shaft enhancing the pulsing sensation. I was all over the place squirming as she progressed to continuously throating me wholesale kissing my pubes with pops of her lips. I was being swallowed up.
"AW SHIT! AW SHIT!! AAAW SHEEET!!! UNG!! UNG!! UNG!!!" Out of the blue, I was thrusting into her bobbing head fucking away at her mouth like there was no tomorrow.
"GURK-GURK-GURK-GURK-GAWK-GAWK-SLURP-SLUURP!!!!"M y head rolled around on my neck, then I laid flat on the ottoman letting my arms hang over its edges, knuckles scraping the floor. This triggered another escalation as her nails lightly clawed and scraped the tender flesh of my inner thighs. The top of her head appeared hovering over my crotch, steadily bobbing. Every part of my body was drenched in perspiration, toes curling.
"OOOOHHHHHH-KAAAY!!!" It was all I could think to shout as I started to cum, hard.
The condom was ripped apart in tatters leaving its elastic ring around my root. Her interlocked ten fingers went into manic overdrive around my cock viciously jerking so hard, I could hear her breathy labored huffs from the exertion. My limbs went slack as I went over again, moaning in haunted fashion. My ears were filled with the wet, squishy sounds of her jacking fists. I arched up off the ottoman, thrusting upward into her hard downward jerks.
Several bursts of watery ejaculate splashed all over the place sprinkling her face in excited bursts until a deluge of cum poured out of my crown like melted vanilla frosting.
"Are you good?"
I raised a weak thumb, panting.
"Nuh, no; I mean are you good to go?"
My head rolled backwards facing the vaulted ceiling of my bedroom incidentally nodding in post coital bliss. One hand remained wrapped around the root of my prick with the other slowly stroking toward her face, milking out a final dollop of cum.
"OH YEAH, OKAY!!" My involuntary nod was taken as a sign of consent. Another condom was easily rolled onto my prick; eyes were focused on what she was doing making sure it was a snug fit. Her youthful sappy smile and visage was flecked with my well-earned jizz.
"...hey, wait."
It was too late. She mounted me taking all my fast diminishing twelve inches to the hilt. This woman had to be some sort of gymnast or contortionist, palms flattened thumbs touching fingers pointing toward the opposite sides of my bedroom. Her back was arched shoving her bare muff into my lap with prejudice. Her knees were drawn up adjacent just above her elbows making this young woman look like Spider-Man perched on a building.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
There was no mistaking anything at this point.
I was getting the shit fucked out of me by a pretty stranger.
"I'm dead; I'm so fucking dead."
This burst of uncontrollable nerdy giggling filled my ears as her wide floppy butt bounced on my cock like a pogo stick again. I was so rock hard, it hurt.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
I passed out.
[DARKNESS]
************************************************************************************
TEN HOURS LATER
The window was slightly ajar alive audibly with the sound of chirping birds right outside my second-floor window. There was a nest there and some of the little ones were busy pecking away at the modest feeder on my sill.
"Aw man..." My back was talking to me raising concerns about the sustained dead sleep atop the ottoman near the foot of my presently unused bed.
The comforter normally folded across the end of my bed was draped over my naked body.
"Huh?"
An I-Phone (Not Mine) was planted in the middle of my chest on top of the blanket. I picked it up staring at its face finding a cute Japanese red fox character with hearts for eyes on its face as a screen saver. Closer inspection revealed it was the nine tailed fox. I thought it was fitting smiling to myself figuring the phone's owner was probably raiding my fridge downstairs.
"Oh!" There was a message; actually a few messages on her unlocked phone addressed to me. This was evident because of the pic of my spent twelve inches as a thumbnail.
TEXT: Sorry, I haven't had none in six months; I used your tub and uh, had some coffee in your kitchen too. I love Kopi Luwak, its awesome. I left a five-dollar bill on the table for the drink and washed the mug, too. Maybe we could have a drink or fuck again sometime. I didn't get to do all my positions, so I left my phone for you.
TEXT 2: Don't worry about it; I bought a burner phone from the convenience store down the street from your brownstone. LOL! I was going to leave my panties behind, but I didn't wanna get busted without them! FrFr ha-ha! Man, I had to wash my stuff in your bathroom sink but I should be halfway dry by the time I get home.
I slipped on a flannel robe that hung on the back of my bedroom door reading her first two texts with a genuine smile on my face. Downstairs, it was just as she said with the mug, she'd used washed and placed upside down on a folded dishrag. Next to it was a crisp five-dollar bill. I did a doubletake then used the cleaned mug to make a fresh cup.
The expensive blend was a gift from Diane Hartford via two P.O. Boxes keeping things above board. This was the way I usually received physical gifts from "clients" compelled to reward or tip me beyond our prearranged agreement with tangible items.
Part of me thought her daughter Daisy was the tip, initially. Later, I figured I was some sort of reward between mother and daughter. This thought was born out of the two women appearing together for one of her mother's publicized court appearances. Either way, I'd been with three incredibly attractive women in a month and a half. My thoughts centered on the current one as I went to my front stoop to check my mailbox. It was after eleven am.
"Eh?" At the end of my stoop down the redbrick walkway and high gated fence, a car was parked in my space. I didn't have a car for this property but paid an extra couple of hundred to keep the space clear. A guy was sitting there behind the wheel munching on a large sub. He was middle-aged probably in his late forties or fifties, receding hairline barely hid under a ratty looking Trilby Cloth hat, rumbled tan skater jacket over a collared flannel shirt.
"Aw shit, another private investigator." I drifted back out of view, but the guy glanced in my direction suddenly panicked.
His dingy looking beat-up Honda Civic sped off screeching down the block.
"Fucking amateur." I sideways glanced at the ring cam on my doorframe. There were a few more hidden in the yard and one outside the fence level with the curb. I found a pile of junk mail and a few flyers from local businesses in the ornate wall mounted mailbox. Whoever that guy was, I already had his license plate number in crystal clear high definition. This wasn't my first rodeo.
I reached behind the door in the alcove pulling out a covertly hidden laptop wired to all my security cameras. There was a regular setup, but this one belonged to me solely as a preventative measure and backup if footage was "requested" in the future among other things. There was a USB inserted in the side of it that I removed and plugged into my regular laptop. I sent a screenshot of the asshole's license plate number to "friends" in the know.
"Huh, what the...?" My sneaky link's white cotton panties had been shoved in the mailbox.
TEXT 3: Oh hey, heads up I left my panties in your mailbox after all. If you got a girlfriend or wife or husband, sorry. Guess I'm just being dumb again; but I thought that might be kind of cute, uh funny maybe? So, if you're not mad, I'll pay next time we meet if I'm still in the state. Geez, I'm stupid, huh? Probably talking myself out of some good dick, too.
Her fullback panties looked larger separated from the owner which said a lot considering her long lean frame. The thought of her nude model Esque body accentuated by those baby making hips had me aroused wishing she'd waited until I woke up after she put my lights out. I went to the downstairs bathroom my hookup used while I was passed out. She'd cleaned it as evidenced by the half open cabinet under the sink.
"Whoa, this is the first time I've ever had a one-night stand who picked up after herself like a mafia cleaner." I check my phone reading one of the last two text messages.
TEXT 4: I hope this isn't being extra texting you four times already, but you should moderate the natural organic cleaners with the regular stuff; that new age shit is crap. I had a hard time scrubbing your bathroom floor with it. Uh, not judging but maybe you should work on your cardio a little bit. I mean, you're in great shape and a little stamina... uhm, sorry.
"Bitch." Before I could look at the last text my "work" phone started chirping in the other room on its wireless charger.
I found an online nondisclosure agreement waiting for my signature along with detailed instructions that gave me pause long enough to check out the location. I checked out the spot using Google maps finding the location in a less than stellar hood on the west coast with a rental car for my use on standby. This client didn't want me delivered by luxury vehicle. I sat on it for a minute taking a shower, getting dressed for the gym.
"Shit, fuck me; I'm doing it." I realized after my shower, wondering if my wild child sneaky link was communicating telepathically. This made me chuckle and pick up her left behind phone with the intent of going through it. Everything was scrubbed except for her phone number with the nine tailed fox emoji that greeted me when I woke up. I hesitated, hearing my work phone in the other room again. I pocketed her phone leaving my bathroom.
"Now that's some negotiating I didn't expect." Five thousand seemed to be my going rate for a foot in the door. It felt like people were talking, but I wasn't complaining going to my laptop again using the GPS map function to make the trip into that shit neighborhood, virtually. It was a trick I'd learned ten years earlier doing freelance security. It was useful.
Experience dictated I wait a little while longer to see what would happen and an hour to the second, I received a simple question mark text from the home office. I got an email.
"Who the fuck is Jimmy Denver?" I received the identity of the sloppy bum staking out my home, concerned after reviewing the ring camera footage. He'd been there for hours before I saw him in my parking space. I emailed back requesting clarification before answering, then pulled my sneaky link's phone out intending to invite her out for "coffee."
"Son of the bitch; well, would you look at that." She was using a virtual number making things a one-way street. I was half put out and impressed this woman was using what was to me, standard operating procedure. It was different for a change as my work phone chimed again.
"Really?" I got another five grand and a text notification that it was no strings attached whether I took the job or not. The message wasn't in the money; it was in what wasn't being said outright. I rubbed my chin trying to figure out who obviously snitched me out.
"Okay, I'll bite." I took the job, intrigued enough to want to find out the missing puzzle piece. I had one of the several pre-prepped meals in my fridge as the digital plane ticket popped up for the upcoming weekend. It was a red eye flight in economy class seating.
That ticket was practically daring me to upgrade it using some of that incentive money, but I wasn't that easy. I made it a point to never forget where I came from and how I quote-unquote moved up not particularly to the east side, but a brownstone on the northside.
My gaze settled on the upturned mug and the five-dollar bill placed neatly beside it.
"Oh yeah." I pulled her phone out looking at the last text. It was simple.
TEXT 5: Oh, by the way my name is Yoli.
"Yoli?" I rubbed my chin, smiling.
The ball was in my court, I guess.
...to be continued.
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A grey Prius was waiting for me at the rental spot next to the airport. I plunked down behind the seat mounting my phone with the location programmed. My flight was especially cramped, but necessary to keep the extra cash I've received to vet this job, no questions asked. Personally speaking, I wanted to find out who'd put me on blast. I was pretty much a private contractor living on the peripheral, between the pages.
It was late enough that I didn't have to contend with any sort of traffic as I drove down a winding highway still kind of uneasy about the job. I hadn't been to an urban center voluntarily in almost ten years. Strains of "21 Street" by Snoop serenaded my drive as my mind wandered. I had a duffel in a locker at the airport with everything timed down to the last second. There was no time to check into my airport hotel until much later after the job was completed.
"I wonder what she'd doing?" My mind drifted to an afternoon hookup earlier that week with a pretty young thing with the odd name of Yoli. She hadn't called or texted since that day, and it was surprising considering her over eagerness to make my acquaintance and excessive sexual catering all afternoon. Something about her just stayed with me; it lingered without clarity. Her sappy, elastic smile and self-depreciation read on my top.
...an intrusive memory cut into my thoughts about Yoli.
Bob Marley's "Is this love" coming out of the radio heralded something buried deep.
The smell of oxtails cooking on that busted stove filled my nostrils.
"Hey now, I just came to pick up a plate for my auntie, Ms. Etta."
"And I'm making the plate boy; just come on back here in this kitchen."
"Your grandkids in the living room."
"I know where they at."
"I mean..."
"...you trying to say something about my grandkids, boy? Are you sassing me or something while I'm back here in this hot ass kitchen making plates for them folks down there at that old folk's home that can't do for themselves? What you trying to say, huh?"
"I'm not saying anything."
"Well, I'm saying that you don't gotta say nothing about things we been doing for a minute now. "
"Uhm."
"What?"
"Nothing. Ms. Etta."
"..."
"Nothing."
"You know you can tell me anything, right? Anything, you understand; you're very special to me kinda like my own son I would've had if I hadn't had that miscarriage long time ago. You're a fine young man, so big and handsome..."
"Ms. Etta uhm, can I get that plate? I'll pay you double."
"Aw now boy, you know I ain't gonna take no money out of your hand. I ain't never gonna take no money outta your hand, cause you like a son to me, so big and handsome. That's why I do for you. You know how close you are to me, like one of my own childrens. You getting up so manly and handsome, like. Tell you what, I'm gonna make you a plate, too."
"No, that's okay Ms. Etta."
"What, you don't like my cooking, huh?"
"I didn't say that..."
"...what, I can't cook for you now; is that what you're saying to me, huh boy? Is that how you're gonna treat me after all I done for you? Oh, you a man now cause you graduated from that there high school, huh? I can't take care of you, no more? You got yourself a little girlfriend, don't you?"
"No."
"I think you do, and I think that funky butt little girl told you not to eat nobody else cooking, didn't she?"
"I don't have a girlfriend Ms. Etta."
"So why you can't eat my food, then?"
"...alright."
"WHY YOU SAYING IT LIKE THAT?!! I MAKING YOU DO NOTHING!!"
"That's not what I meant; can I have a plate, too?"
"Well, I don't know now. You done hurt my feelings acting like I'm doing something to you when all I'm trying to do is fill your belly and your poor sick auntie, too. She don't like that nasty old folks home food, do she? She used to bring you over here all the time and I don't remember you turning your nose up at my plate back then. Now you all uppity and shit, cause you got you a little girlfriend, huh? You don't even have no time for me no more!"
"...sorry."
"Really boy?"
"Uhm, yeah I'm sorry."
"Aw now, you really mean it don't you? I can tell by the look in your pretty brown eyes that you ain't lying to me; see, I know when somebody is not exactly being truthful with me. Its helps to know these kinds of things when you gotta make tough decisions and all. You know back in the day; I helped your mom and dad get they first apartment. She was so big in the belly with your older sister and your daddy wasn't exactly being productive and all."
"Ms. Etta..."
"He was running all over that apartment complex doing thangs with other people's thangs. Your mamma was just about to do something drastic, but he gone and got himself all locked up for being mannish with the wrong cootie cat, although if you ask me, he just got on the wrong side of her mamma. He was stuffing her too. You take after him a lot, boy. Maybe that's why I like you. That's why I help your people out so much."
"...uhm."
"We sure do miss you over at the church. You know, even though you all big and tall thinking you a man, you can always come home to the lord. We have a very robust youth program that includes young adult people like yourself. Heck, it be like the old days when I used to teach you things in Sunday school. They got another girl teaching it now on account of how busy things are these days. I think you'd like Tressie; she kind of ugly though."
"Can I uh, get those plates, Ms. Etta?"
"WHY SURE BOY!! I love filling your belly with all kinds of things, eh? Heck, maybe we can take it out in trade for old times' sake. Two plates coming right up, okay boy. You know you really should come on over to the church like I done said. Yup, be just like old times and such, you know? I got; uh I mean we got a right fine bunch of young fellas around your age over there too. Pastor Grey trying to put together a basketball team for the park league."
"I'll think about it, ma'am."
"What is there to think about? Ah forget about it, right now boy; I know how to find you when I need you. Uh, I think maybe you could run on back there in that playroom and put that there box fan in the window for me. It gets awful hot back there for them kids during nap time. Why don't you go on back there and take care of that for me, boy?"
"Okay Ms. Etta."
"...uhm, call me back there if you need some help, boy."
I started blinking profusely behind the wheel realizing I'd drifted too close to the other side of the lane. I veered back over slowing to a crawl on the next to a sound wall. I threw open the door leaning out enough to quickly regurgitate for a few minutes before composing myself. My thoughts returned to the free-spirited girl who'd rocked my world that afternoon. She didn't know it, but that was quite a feat considering my line of "work" at present.
"Aw shit, man." I chugged a bottle of water trying to get the sour taste out of my mouth noticing a phone number scribbled on it. Some flight attendant was especially attentive during my four-hour jaunt to the west coast. I'd taken it reluctantly as I got off the plane failing to notice her number scribbled on the white label in felt tip marker.
"Fuck that noise." I tossed it out of the open driver's side window as I sped off.
Strains of "Show You The Way To Go" by The Jacksons filled my rental car and calmed my nerves for the rest of the twenty-five-minute drive before I hit the off ramp. I took it all in noting the random groups of young people cliqued up on street corners. A few dive bars, a lot of them Spanish were jumping with activity. The GPS on my phone had me a few minutes off schedule but quickly rerouted me. Those unpleasant thoughts lingered.
I hit a sharp right tooling down a series of winding alleys at a clip making up for lost time. I popped a mint working to kill any lingering taste from earlier. The neighborhood was decidedly dangerous but felt lively in a way that contrasted with my hometown. I chalked it up to the multicultural aspect in the city of angels. My brow furrowed wondering who'd pulled my dance card. I wasn't readily available online. I had a go-between off the grid.
"Uhm, okay." I slowed down to a crawl again approaching my destination, some houses closely packed together in this densely packed, yet sprawling mostly Spanish hood.
It was one in the morning as I pulled to a gradual stop with my headlights illuminating a figure standing next to a garage. To the immediate right there was a mountain of junked car parts, metal odds and ends piled into the back of a rusted El Camino. I didn't know what to make of my obvious client. A hot pink cotton ski mask was the first thing I noticed, along with some big lips coated in rich cherry colored lipstick. This wasn't a white woman.
The woman in my headlights was built like a brick shithouse probably five-seven or five-ten in height narrow shoulders, thick and packed with big dense looking hips over some shapely gams. I knew I was looking at a whole snack, hood flavored. The ski mask covering her face other than her eyes and those big red lips, added to my curiosity. She was standing there wearing a black satin bomber skater jacket zipped up and a pair of matching black wet look workout tights that were a second skin, like sausage casings.
One hand was shoved in her pocket; the other was in custody of a joint as I realized she was having a smoke break. She didn't react to my arrival, just stood there taking puffs as I processed. Even with a mask on her face, I could tell she was glaring at me doing a slow burn. I glanced at my mounted work phone finding that I was one minute late then back through the windshield at my client. She finally shrugged as I got out, greeting her.
"Hey, uh traffic was kind of intense around the airport."
"Oh yeah?" Her voice was authoritative, even causally dismissive kind of like someone who talked for a living, almost familiar.
"Yeah, so uhm..."
"...hold that thought, bruh." She motioned at me with the hand holding the joint before taking a long drag on it as her other hand emerged from her pocket in custody of a bedazzled I-Phone. My gaze drifted down finding a pair of black low top Adidas on her feet with the hint of stark white ankle socks. I glanced back up finding her glaring at my face.
"What, you gotta pair of fucking glass slippers you wanna put on my shit?"
"Excuse me?"
"Excuse yourself King; hey, this belongs to you, right?" She held up her phone facing me with a screen shot of my cock in a woman's fist, spilling over to excess.
I reacted facially knowing where it came from instantly.
"This your fucking dick, or not?" She sounded annoyed mirroring the angry expression on my face, despite hers being hidden behind a pink ski mask, big lips and all.
"Yeah, it's mine; where'd you get that pic from?"
"What does it matter; I can afford you or you wouldn't be here, would you?"
"It's just a question." I retorted keeping my tone even.
"I thought that was against the rules; ain't you supposed to be some kind of silent bomber with the peen?" The authoritative tone of her voice talking street felt bougie and authentic at the same time.
"I thought that was against the rules." I replied intentionally snarky, cocking my head to the side.
"Well, lookit this mutha fuh... Fuck it, let's see it." She started to laugh, but stopped abruptly rolling her shoulders, mimicking me by cocking her head too. I knew I was talking to a yellow bone black woman in that instant. It was all in her posturing, tone and inflection. It was in the way she talked as if she was spoiling for a fight with someone beneath her. It was a familiar existential self-loathing that felt like home to me.
"See what?"
"Your dick; I wanna make sure I'm getting my money's worth, bruh." She sounded like some street bitch who'd come into some money, nigga rich.
I unzipped and exposed myself fully now knowing it was crucial not to display any further emotion or anything that could be interpreted as righteous indignation.
"Well, the package has been fucking delivered; I'm shocked and purely crushed, hopefully smashed, too." She half smirked with the joint hanging out of her mouth, then took another long drag on it staring intently at my endowment.
I considered tucking my shit back in, driving off and flipping her the bird, but I wanted the money after being annoyed by her shitty ass sense of entitlement.
"What, I'm too abrasive or something?" She noticed.
"Does it matter?"
"Guess not, want a hit of this?" She took a long drag on her joint then blew a sustained spout of smoke from her mouth before offering me a hit.
"Not while I'm working." There was a pause there letting me know I'd hit her with a verbal stinger.
"Yeah, you're right; fuck this shit, the meter's running, right King?"
I remained silent while her eyes lingered on my endowment left exposed because she hadn't directly instructed me to put it away.
"Let's get this show on the road then, King." She grabbed my cock with her right hand using it like a fleshy leash.
The word "King" sounded a lot like "nigga" in the way she used it and the inflection in her voice. I wondered again if she was some sort of bougie fake Pro black poser, but there seemed to be more to her than met the eye due to the fact that she was hiding her identity behind one of those stupid pink ski masks I'd noticed being used a few years back by a rabid mob of female activists during several televised protests.
She dropped her joint using her foot to mash it out before opening the gate leading me into the messy, unkempt backyard of a bungalow type home. I got a back view of my client noticing some curly brown hair protruding from the back of her mask. My gaze drifted down finding a radio station logo on the back of her black skater's jacket. 96 K-Jay was a big red flag that made her identity plane and clear as day. I stifled a half smirk, going static.
This woman was indeed a celebrity of sorts, part of a one hit wonder rap act from back in the day by some accounts. She'd mostly made her dime with her husband formerly her boyfriend and DJ as two parts of a successful morning radio trio before she blew things up nuking her career and marriage with an unintentionally public affair. Her wholesome image was one half of a successful power couple was over in a flash of public indignation.
Sydney Syd's "mask" had been ripped off in front of the world revealing her to be anything but; in fact, she was outed as a uber narcissistic "Mean Girl" with almost no peer. She'd gone from guest starring on morning panel shows and product placements for swag and various female centric items, to condom ads and mostly amateur podcasts of anyone who could afford her asking fee while still anchoring her afternoon show at that same station.
The public autopsy of her filed marriage and partnership seemed to make her bigger in hindsight, more authentic. I guess it was hard to maintain her crossover appeal with a whole triple-x sex tape out for public consumption. She was relegated to trash television and social media probably still making the same amount of coin if not more, sans the thin veneer of respectability. The reveal of the logo on her jacket put things into perspective.
Sydney Syd had grown tired of slumming with the unwashed masses and was apparently plotting a major league comeback likely with another recent client of mine.
"Why you so quiet; looking at my ass?" My gaze dropped finding a certified badonkadunk enhanced by the wet look glossy material stretched close to bursting across her wide expanse. That thing wasn't so much heart shaped in the classical sense but made up of two oblong oval boulders forced and mushed together by leggings that were probably intentional shape wear the moment she squeezed all that ass into them.
"I can't look?"
"Do you like what you see?"
"I think you know already." My endowment was inflated in her palm and expanding as she looked over her shoulder, then half turned at the hip looking directly at my visible excitement. Sydney turned facing me directly gripping my established twelve inches firmer.
"Guess I do, bruh; and you trying to hide your smile so either you're perving, or you know who I am, negro. If you do, you better not say it outloud up in this bitch. As a matter of fact, if you know then tell why I had you come all the way down here in the fucking hood, since you're so smart?" Her attitude was stifling, but my cock was surging in her hand.
"Local news and paparazzi ain't gonna follow you over here without making a scene and putting themselves behind the eight ball for easy stalking litigation whether you're a public figure or not. I guess you figure your movements tracked via helicopter aren't financially feasible for any decent sized media outlet to explain away in management paperwork."
"Oh, you're an educated lame with face, body and fucking dick too; what're you, a law student by day or something?"
"I'm a professional."
"You're a hoe." Sydney corrected pointedly stroking my shaft with a flick of the wrist. Her coping mechanism seemed to center around being overtly provocative. I'd watched a few episodes of her afternoon show Queens Corner and come away from it thinking she was a special kind of asshole with a redwood sized chip on her shoulder for men in general and black men in particular.
"You're a john." I added intent on not being easy unless she specifically requested that bit of performative fiction on my part. It was her dime after all.
"Oh, you got jokes, huh king?"
"If that's what you want, miss." I answered purposely robotic looking her dead in the eye with the same thinly veiled aggression, she now faced the outside world with. I knew what she wanted, and I was going to be coy enough to make her scream for it.
"Alright nigga since you wanna play in my face on my motherfucking dime, you can start by getting on your knees right here and topping me off."
"Yes ma'am."
"I ain't no old bitch, my name is fucking..." Sydney caught herself realizing that I already knew who she was. This move was supposed to make me feel denigrated, but I knew she couldn't film me without serious repercussions. This would obviously make her even more angry and put out. This older woman liked to collect trophies. She'd opened an Only Fans page a while back using it to post numerous dick pics from fans and creeps obsessing over her sex tape. It was framed as a safe space for women to be themselves.
"Suck my fucking pussy." It was a money grab.
Sydney was already digging her thumbs into the waistband of her leggings shimmying a little revealing that she'd gone commando. I didn't hesitate, getting on my knees becoming face level with the neatly trimmed patch of triangular brown hair covering her mound. She grabbed the hem of her skater jacket raising it a little exposing her slightly doughy, but flat tummy. Her navel had a jeweled piercing inset. Sydney palmed the back of my head.
This bitch thought she was going to embarrass me, but I didn't give a fuck. It wasn't emotional for me, so I came from a place of logic. I knelt in front of her accommodating from a place of service, but I had it in mind that she was getting judiciously pounded out with extreme prejudice. I framed her mound doing an imitation of the Merkel diamond gesture both thumbs touching. I could smell body wash on her person which was comforting.
She parted easily enough revealing a plump clit already halfway out of its hood. The tips of my thumbs managed to pry her open as I started swirling the tip of my tongue on her button. It was a slow and steady movement with random licks on her inner grooves I could reach despite her thick thighs which were surprisingly pillow soft. I gradually pushed my mouth against her mound licking hungrily at her slit, randomly suckling her clit with loud wet sounding slurps.



This wasn't my first rodeo by a long shot, so I knew how to ramp things up gradually eventually going hard before she would even realize it. My manufactured moans added to the heated atmosphere in someone's backyard between two houses. If someone looked out a window at my back, they would have a front row seat to a self-described boss bitch getting topped off like a dealer whose customer had no cash, rough trade indeed.
My tongue pushed through her plush thigh cleavage finding a covert triangular shaped negative space, started flicking and fucking it steadily. Sydney huffed starting to really feel my efforts, subtly gasping in the night air. I could feel her hands moving about my head, nails randomly scraping my scalp as if she were trying to figure out how to handle me, eventually palmed the sides of my face. She started humping my face timidly at first.
She started to get into it, parting her thighs more so that I could dip inside twirling and flicking at her grooves. I got the feeling Sydney intended to do this all along, recalling the media firestorm that swirled about her after she'd been outed on the radio show she shared with her former husband and their mutual best friend, Ken the Comedian. Some people were starting to blame the portly abrasive cohost after he ended up running things.
Sydney's right hand appeared in my field of vision blanketing her muff, middle fingers spread wide apart framing her slit as my tongue speared her gap. She was arching deep, pumping her hips towards my face starting to tremble. My hands took custody of her leggings pulling them down further hovering over her knees, stretched to capacity. I rubbed the outside of her thighs caressing them up and down, vertically.
"Yeah, suck that shit baby; oh fuck, that's it right there, nigga." Her authoritative tone sounded like some stern teacher encouraging a problem student. I was bringing more of that street bitch attitude to the surface. She was known to be perpetually surly after crashing out in front of the world, but I felt it her current behavior was more legit, genuine. Strangely, it might have been just what the doctor ordered. The restraints were off.
"Aw shit, right there... get up in there a little more, but keep sucking my clit. Yeah, just like that nigga, suck it like a tiny little dick, motherfucker." Her thrusts became more insistent as she captured my ears in her fists. This alarmed me enough to reach around grabbing two big handfuls of her bare ass, finding enough to bulge between my fingers like rising yeast. Sydney Syd had more than enough to feed the needy, but it was mushy and pliable, like a giant marshmallow.
"Fuck, I'm gonna start doing this shit to every nigga I fuck." She huffed aggressively.
She was getting into it wholesale now popping her hips riding my tongue, starting to whine like an alley cat. This mature yellow bone boss was still trying to provoke me, but I held onto my character knowing what I would do if she was stupid enough to point that big ass dump truck in my direction after denigrating me in somebody's backyard. I could palm two basketballs and play tug of war with anyone trying to snatch them away, but I barely had two phone book sized handfuls of Sydney's monster sized donk.
"Squeeze that ass, motherfucker! You ain't hurting me, I like shit like that, bruh!" She was getting loud and surly, unwilling to relinquish my ears. Her puss was sopping wet enough that some of her essence intermingled with my saliva was running down her drenched inner thighs. Sydney Syd wanted me to know she was hard as rock, but the only rock she was getting was a meteor sized grey rock, psychologically speaking.
"Pinch my cake, bitch! I had better than that fighting a sleazy Arab nigga for studio time! That stinky motherfucker earned that nineteen-year-old pussy, dawg!! He fucked me like he was going to the electric chair the next day!! What you got? SLAP MY FUCKING ASS!!"
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
"Aw...YEAH!! Smack the fuck outta my shit, hoe! Niggas can be 304's too; whup my fat ass, bruh! AH!! Aw fuck! You ain't gonna get your lick back, bruh! I'm gonna make you!! Ahm, gonna make you...! AW SHIT!! MAKE YOU MAD AS FUCK!! WHUP ME!! Pinch it, too baby!!"
Sydney was beyond excited, probably more than being serviced somewhat publicly.
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
Several extremely hard smacks to her left ass cheek left this entitled C-list celebrity yowling and huffing. I was vacuum slurping and sucking Sydney's clip like nobody's business. It was loud and nasty forcing this yellow bone mature into survival mode.
"AH!! FUH-FUH-MUTHA!!! AW!!...aw, man you eating up the whole bowl, nigga! SHEET!! YOU SONOFFAH!! BEECH!! FUK-NIGGA!!...yeah baby, snack on that catfish, bitch!!"
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
"NIGGUH!!"
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
I alternated between both of her huge, pillowy ass cheeks making her semi-solid donk jiggle and wobble all over the place. Her negging and thuggish insults made me wish I had this frat paddle I occasionally used upon request with some of my clients. I wished I had it so that I could swing for the fences, but despite all that I was going to utterly wreck this bitch. I didn't like being called nigga, but I understood that's what she needed.
"AAAUUGGG!!! FUH-FUCK!! FUH-FUH-FUCK!!! NIGGUH!!!...keep topping me off, man; aw shit bruh! SUCK-ME!! UNG!! UUNG!! UMMA-CUM!! BA-BEE!! BEECH!! HOE-ASS-NIGGUH!"
"SLURP-SLURP-MMMPPFFFHH!!! SLUUURP!!!!" Her hips were popping manically, slapping the hell out of my face, damn near suffocating me. I didn't know what was going on, but Sidney was making that role reversal work for her, no fucks given.
"AH!! AW-AW-AW-FUCK SHIT MAAAAN!!!!" Suddenly out of nowhere, Sydney interlocked her fingers behind my head shoving her cunt into my face rowing and swiveling in the throes of an intense orgasm. My face was hit with a deluge of juices. One of her hands shot out steadying herself leaning against the garage gasping and huffing, even whimpering.
I tried to pull my head back, but she held on fast going wobbly in the knees. This bitch bent forward cradling my head, humping into it heavily breathing, roughly holding fast.
Instead of fighting it, I dropped my hands down freeing one of her legs from its respective side of the glossy legging. Sydney was too busy "getting hers" to care that I'd removed one of her shoes to pull the shiny material free. I flicked my tongue on her clit, mouth drenched in her excess. It seemed like she misinterpreted my intentions raising a leg bent at the knee arching at an angle humping her slit flat against the middle of my face.
My left hand clawed into the bottom half of one huge, jiggly buttock fingers curved at the end spreading it wide apart. The tips of my left-hand fingers were partially breaching her cunt as I impetuously shoved three fingers from the right deep inside her box, roughly thrusting and grinding her inner grooves. She talked like some sort of smug, street tough hustler with a degree, so I expected a frigid box instead of the slimy mess I discovered.
"MAN-MAN-MAAAIN!!! AW!! AW MAN!!! WHUT-YOU-DOIN'!! NIGGUH!! I JUST-CAME!!" My offending fingers were covered in enough cream that it was running and dripping like a faucet. The underside of her massive thigh landed on top of my shoulder as she hooked a leg over it deciding to get rough herself. I added my lips to her clit sucking and fingering the shit out of her snotty cunt. Sydney groaned sounding like a stuck pig, panting.
That offending hand was practically glazed over while she was bent over cradling my head in her arms, holding on for dear life. I wasn't done mutely rebelling against her stuck-up behavior, curving the tips of my fingers into her g-spot. Her reaction was immediate as her muff slammed into my mouth accompanied by this feline sounding whine. Sydney tried to wrap her thick leg around my neck digging her nails into my scalp.
"SHIT, NIGGUUH!!! CLEAN IT OUT!! CLEAN MUH-PUSS-SEE OUT, BITCH!!" The rest was unintelligible gibberish, but I'd heard enough.
I reached up removing her leg from my neck and right shoulder, then stood up towering over my delinquent client. Despite the mask on her face, I could see her grimacing, teeth gritted. Her green eyes were surrounded by some dark shadowy mascara which was running in blackened tears. I looked like she was wearing some big fake lashes that were fluttering like the faux butterfly wings they were. Her big puffy lips were glistening in the dark.
"What?" Sydney huffed, chest heaving before her eyes darted over noticing the raised hand shiny with her excess juices mixed with my salvia. Her eyes darted to my chest, then back.
"...what?" She asked again, looking at my hand hovering near the left side of her face, excited.
Four fingers invaded her mouth up to the knuckles.
"No, you clean it out, bitch."
She gurgled and retched as I slowly pumped my fingers between her big lips, glaring intently deep into her eyes daring Sydney to bite. The pungent odor of her cunt was unavoidable all about my person. My teeth were clenched too, threatening.
[SLURP!]
Sydney started suckling my plunging fingers looking back, deep into my eyes just as intently. Slowly, surely, I subtracted fingers until only my pointer finger remained sliding in and out of her mouth steadily vacuum slurped with an increasing pressure.
[SLURP-SLURP-SLURP!!!]
Eventually I was poking my finger into her mouth allowing Sydney to soulfully fellate it, moaning. I kept it up watching as her full cheeks started to invert with a powerful suction that felt like an offer. The hardness in her face softened while the intensity in her eyes remained. My poking finger ground on her tongue, the rest coated in thick red lipstick.
[SLURP-SLURP-SLURP-SLURP-SLURP!!!!!]
We kept in lockstep peering into one another's eyes as I felt her tongue massaging my pointer finger, alternately flicking wherever it could. My free hand shot up unzipping the black skater's jacket that had given away her secret identity. Underneath, I found myself looking at this retro rock-n-roll crop top with a rose and wings emblem, tattered sides. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a brassiere as evidenced by the hint of nipple piercings.
[SLURP-SLURP-SLURP-POP!!!]
My pointer finger exited her mouth with a visible splash of saliva that dotted her chin. Sydney was all sweaty, shiny and sticky through the open portions of the pink ski mask.
"What, nigga?" She huffed, chest heaving in excitement.
My gaze traveled up and down her body before settling on her face again. That mask looked stupid.
"What?!" She started to spread both arms in a hood gesture I recognized would've been an invitation to throw hands anywhere else with another man. I jerked forward quickly, startling Sydney with a dueling hood gesture.
My client steeled herself not reacting further when her top was yanked up with enough roughness to make her exposed bare breasts wobble and bounce a little. She had a hard tagline across booth breasts that looked like it was made from a tube top, and butterfly styled barbel piercings in her nipples. Sydney Syd had a good handful, probably a C-Cup on the larger side, semi-floppy looking due to her age. I cupped and squeezed them, hard.
Her eyes fluttered, then shifted to the side looking away while I groped, squeezed and eventually pulled and pinched on her ornate nips sort of distending them a bit. Sydney didn't verbally react yet made these facial reactions gnashing her perfect teeth straying silent. I kept the running disrespect going taking the hem of her crop top, shoving it in her mouth like a dirtbag. My own features were frozen in a nuclear visage of "Whatever".
This woman was the epitome of a classic coke bottle shape venturing to the edges of the extreme from the bottom of her waist to her feet. I decided to return the favor and dehumanize this bitch knowing she wouldn't do anything. If you didn't know who she was mask included, Sydney Syd wouldn't be out of place in a 304 raggedy street fight. I grabbed her biceps feeling their doughy nature full and meaty, then handled her sides under her pits.
"Fuck, you doing?" She hissed, but I remained mute knowing it would infuriate her.
I captured her waist letting my fingers dig into her soft plush flesh. There was an underlying hardness to this woman. It probably stemmed from some sort of trauma which made me think fleetingly of Yoli's people pleasing behavior. I noticed some subtle stretchmarks at her hips and a few around her semi-flat abdomen. An educated guess screamed weight loss and mid-life crisis that probably triggered her decision to nuke a career chained to her decades lethargic husband.
"Oh, you gonna cashapp me some of my goddamn money back, huh bruh?"
There were just the hint of love handles in her lush flesh, enough to pinch and twist earning irritated gasps of pain mixed with pleasure. Sydney's fists captured my wrists barely trying to get me to let her go, nails curved into the tender flesh there. She huffed and grunted rolling her shoulders enough to make it seem convincing but did nothing as my palms caressed her sides drifting down to the blocky half roundness of her wide hips.
"Bitch ass nigguh; hoe built nigguh...motherfuckin-MMMMFFF?!!!" Her arms were moving awkwardly; stiff elbows pointed in opposite directions when I stole a deep kiss that shocked Sydney. My tongue invaded like a spear taking a confiscated tour of her mouth just long enough to abruptly shoot it backout at the moment she started to respond.
"That's supposed to be funny?"
"Shut up."
"WHAT YOU SAY-MMMFFF!! MUHTHA-FUH-MMMFFF!!!" She was ready thus time thrusting her tongue in my mouth kissing me fast, sucking on my bottom lip when I pulled away quicker than before, playing with one of her nipple piercings, twisting it a little.
"..." The incredulous look on her face despite the mask was almost worth the price of admission alone, on her dime. I was at a loss for words, but not Sydney.
"I should spit in your fucking face."
"Shut the fuck up and turn around bitch." I channeled my inner club bouncer giving her a rough unfamiliar shove half turning her towards the garage wall. Sydney scoffed loudly like some Karen miffed at a wrong coffee order but faced way from me despite herself.
"Sassy bitch! Zesty mutha-fucka, keep it up and I'm gonna get you touched, nigguh!" Her palms were flattened against the gritty texture oof the garage wall assuming the position as if she were being arrested, spine arched in the shape of the letter J with her butt shoved in my direction. I got way more than I expected. She was a southside bitch with a deep south country badonkadunk that caught me off guard looking at it directly.
"..." Sydney looked back over her shoulder following the trajectory of my gaze to the upper swell of her ridiculously large ass. I wasn't surprised to find that she'd vandalized her big, wobbly cheeks with two giant, stupid looking light blue star tattoos outlined in orange.
[SMACK!!!!!]
"OW! BITCH!!!" My palm collided with the right side of her huge jiggly ass more on the hip, making both of her enormous cheeks wobble like a massive bowl of jello.
She swiped at me, then favored the spot on her huge cheek where I landed the open-handed slap. My left hand grabbed a big, bulging handful of ass meat spreading it apart, using my other wrapped around the base aimed at her longish looking cunt. I considered shoving it in her ass but relented not knowing how Sydney would react. She was a client after all. Her posture was an open invitation that I took at warp speed, balls deep.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!!!]
Sydney Syd had one of the sloppiest cunts I'd ever been in and that was saying something considering my profession on the low. There was nothing for me to worry about as she was required to take a full STI panel before any offer could be made to me, and another using a certified medical practitioner employed by my sponsors. Sydney was clean, fresh enough.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!!!]
Her big ass was incredibly massive, wider than my chest and just as long. The cakes were semi-dense like a pillow with just enough underlying hardness to take twelve, thick inches of premium big black cock fat enough to make most women scream. Yet Sydney was taking it like a champ, breathing audibly hard but mostly silent. I was going to put in work.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP FWOP-FWOP!!!!!]
I grabbed big floppy handfuls of her hips letting go pounding her like there was no tomorrow. Sidney flattened her palms against the gritty unfinished garage walls, arching even more spreading her legs wider to accommodate me. Her monster sized butt was its own situation wobbling and flopping vertically all over the place, a giant-sized hunk of jello. Those star tattoos assumed a variety of shapes, big pliable cheeks spreading open revealing everything.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
She glanced back over her shoulder watching me stuff her box, my face furrowed brows included then down at my thick twelve inches of premium meat plunging her depths. Sydney did this repeatedly as I came to the realization she was taking everything with no problem, whatsoever. Twelve thick inches of meat and she had a little bit of space to spare. I'd never experienced anything like this before as her knowing half smirk formed.
"I'm ready... Oh, you were finished?"
"Oh, you got fucking jokes, right?" She was undoubtedly for the streets with a potty mouth, Mariana trench cooch and deep pockets that allowed her to make an offer to me and sweeten the deal two times over to get me here. I suspected nothing even close to serendipity but was seasoned enough to read the needs of the people paying me for a service. Everything else was taught to me, especially for times like this.
"Hey!"
I pulled out of her sloppy cunt finding my shaft finding enough of her juices practically dripping and running off my thick prick. I shoved all of it unceremoniously inside her big jiggly donk finding a tighter fit that her meat pocket which had seen its fair share of dance partners. My hands were big enough to palm two basketballs making it easy for me to expose her hungry looking backdoor. My large hands were gargoyle claws hungry as well.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
"I didn't tell you to do that...yet."
"Shut up."
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
"Something wrong with your mouth nigga; or is that a bonus I get for my motherfucking duckets?"
"You sure do like the sound of your own voice." I was curt and rude, verbally.
"NIG-UUUHHH!!! YOU GON GET-AH! AH-SHEETT!! NIGGUH-UG!! AW SHEET!!...yeah." Sydney Syd's love language was toxic hate sex with a dash of borderline BDSM type shit drenched in obvious abandonment and codependency issues. She talked a metric ton of shit with a masculine swagger that caught most people off guard because they weren't used to slumming with the unwashed masses. I was born and bred in the asphalt jungle.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
I spread her big cornbread cheeks apart even wider exposing my shaft piston pumping her shitter with machine-like proficiency. Once I was inside the front, her cavernous cunt said much about her body count without an actual number, but I suspected it was in the far double digits knowing a bit of her back story from social media. I thought of her former persona as a more family friendly celebrity and a voice for reason even on her afternoon show.
Then I thought about her husband Sly as he was known publicly. After the fall, he never returned to the show in live segments, presenting things with a screen shot of some AI generated thumbnail of him from younger days. The live call-in segments were gone except when guest hosts or the third part of their morning show Ken the Comedian was in the driver's seat. The successful morning show was never the same again and Sydney couldn't have cared less.



[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
The man was absolutely skewered in front of the country and the world at large in a blistering morning show segment. Some of Sydney's online supporters blamed Sly pointing out how he and his best friend Ken ambushed her on their show which had an incredible domino effect on everything that followed. Other's said her nuclear behavior was righteous payback after being "slut shamed" in front of their audience and sponsors.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
A dubious sex tape leaked the same day the interview happened. After that, no one had any questions or doubts about how Sydney got down behind closed doors. Several adult movie companies were probably still doggedly pursuing her for a follow up, but she hadn't apparently taken them up on the offer. The woman was a certified freak between the sheets to the ninth degree. She didn't run away from it, rather she leaned into it wholesale.
"Ah shit, that's right; fuck my asshole like you HATE ME, nigga. Push my shit in motherfucker." This thick yellow bone Karen was taking cock up the ass like a champ.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
"Harder..."
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
"Haaaaarder!!!"
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
"GET THEM GUTS MA'NIGGUH!!! FUCK MAH-SHIT UP!!! BREAK THIS ASSHOLE!!!!" She started tensing unclamping down on my thrusting meat creating more of an intense scrubbing sensation than her used cunt. My thoughts drifted back to that interview when she destroyed her husband with the most basic insult a woman can use on a man. It was tried and true, but lethal in beautiful woman's hand. Under the mask, this bitch was striking. In fact. Sydney Syd usually handled all of the male celebrities, a lot of rappers.
"UH!! UH-UH!! UUUHHH!!! MUH-ASS!! THAT SHIT FEELS...GHUD!!! PUSH IT IN HARDER!!" Sydney's voice was strained, euphoric as she reached back with one hand running two fingers along her tail bone. Those big star tattoos were flopped and bouncing all over the place as I hit it like a prison lifer. Every thrust made all of the loose parts vibrate from the impact.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
"FUGGIT!! FUGGIT!! UG!! UG-SHIT!! GET DEM GUTS!! GET THEM FUGGIN-GUTS!! NIG!!" There was a light sort of tribal tattoo on the hand running fingertips on top of my plunging member. She used a pointer finger pressed on my shaft, long acrylic nail lightly scratching up a scintillating friction. Sydney was now half turned at the hip watching, remaining hand flattened on the garage wall. She was biting into her lower lip breathing very hard.
"GUH-GUH!! UH-UH-AW SHIT!! FUGGIT-BRUH!! UM-FEELIN-FUH-NIGGUH!! SHEET!!" Both hands slammed into the garage wall with a loud thump as she popped that huge cornfed badonkadunk turning it into a horizontal shelf of bobbing meat. The motion ripples on the surface of her mature cakes were off the charts, crescent shaped. Her ski masked head dipped below her shoulders out of view.
"FUG-MAN!! FUG-SHIT-MAN!! FUG-MAAAIN!! UG-UG-UMMA CUM!! UMMA CUM!! NIG...!!" Outside of her ass, Sydney was leaning at a full forty-five degree angle taking a sexual beating that she didn't know was a prelude to a drubbing designed to say everything without saying a damn thing. Thoughts of her husband sitting in that interview stripped bare to the outside world left me with no outside facing tolerance for this toxic woman.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP- FWOP-FWOP!!!]
"...gah, ah-ah-ah shit, my king." I did a doubletake, offended. My hands shot up clawing and pinching her breasts as hard as I could. Her piercings were digging into my palms. Her tits were simply being used to anchor myself as Sydney went into a shivering fit sprouting goosebumps all over her thick, bottom heavy modelesque figure. I knew she was close to going over from the continuous pounding while she rained insults designed to infuriate.
I pulled out taking a step or two backwards, just watching.
"GAH-GAH-GAWD!!!!" Sydney Syd screamed loud enough to cause an echo that carried.
A deluge exploded from her snatch in fits and bursts, followed by a steady stream as she became incontinent for a few moments under my stone faced glare. A second wave hit her in the form of a serious of powerful orgasmic tremors that took her over in leg shaking fashion. It sounded like she was becoming sick evolving in a series of sobbing huffs that I'm sure she didn't intend for me to see, or anyone else. It was her private show.
"Aw man, my king; why'd you have to go and do that shit?"
I remained silent just watching for nearly five minutes until she turned at the hip staring at my face, blinking nonstop, huffing. Some drool ran from the corner of her mouth dripping onto her right tit. All of her bravado and attitude were gone, dissipated. She looked at me pointedly, then faced the garage wall holding her upright. We both knew she was embarrassed after having her card pulled in dramatic fashion. Sydney Syd was made.
"...aw fuck me, man." Her right leg was shaking causing her to hunch down as a second deluge of juices exploded from her casually used cunt, enough to run down her inner thigh soiling the frayed grass and excessive rocks at her feet. I grabbed her wrist, impulsively pulling her close under the overhead street light above. Her yellow bone skin had undergone a drastic change to this hot pinkish tint all over akin to cayenne pepper.
Both of us were drenched in perspiration, staring at one another.
"Wanna come inside; I've got a bed we can use." Sydney glanced down at my hand possessively around her wrist, then up peering into my eyes.
I pressed a thumb against her bottom lip wiping away the drool running from its corner finding it sticky between my thumb and forefinger. She wasn't fooling anybody, but I still hadn't cum yet and I felt like this scheming bitch owed me at least that much. I directed her captured hand to my throbbing tumescence until she grasped it willingly, still huffing. Sydney started stroking outward towards her doughy, yet flat abdomen.
"We can go inside and fuck some more if you want; I promise to be on my best behavior my king. I'll make it good for you and nothing's off the table, okay baby?" She was starting to beg confirming my suspicions about her nature and rampant self-hate. I wasn't that easy.
Sydney wrapped all ten of her fingers around my shaft stroking intently towards her body. This mature bitch knew her way around a man's business. There'd been a lot of talk about this woman when everything blew up in her face; talk of her trading sex for a renewed contract for the morning show she shared with her husband and his best friend. Afterwards she always framed things as "taking one for the team" defiantly avoiding accountability.
"I guess you like it out here, huh baby?" Her shoulders were hunched, back arched a little standing there in front of me, outwardly submissive naked except for her pink mask, socks and expensive sneakers. Sydney was using a double screwing motion stroking twisting and jerking randomly dabbing my crown on her belly, one brow raised silently asking.
"Is it too late for you to tell Diane thanks for the coffee, Sydney?"
Everything stopped.
"You're not supposed to say that."
"It's okay if you promise not to leak this shit online; I won't take it personal and you won't get black balled and fined, either."
"You'd trick on me?"
"Not if you take that stupid ass mask off right now; since this is the first time we've ever met, I'm going to assume you missed out on some vital information in-between the locker room talk between you girls. She didn't tell you about the real consequences of breaking the rules, did she? Before you snap, think about what it takes for me to see a client on glorified federal house arrest, Sydney. You got money, nigga rich; but she's old money."
"So, you're calling me trash?"
"I'm calling you a reasonable, very attractive woman who understands how to see the forest for the trees, instead of a glorified bottom feeding clout chaser who'd resort to putting out another "leaked sex tape" wearing a fucking pink ski mask bumping up the plausible deniability for her fellow struggle feminists who'd rightfully take you to task."
"Clout chaser, eh?"
"You're hearing the wrong shit; take it off bitch."
She didn't say anything for a few minutes, then reached up slowly pulling the mask off her head. Sydney was prettier in person with dark brown hair shorn close on the sides and a shock of wild blondish looking hair that presented like a messy bob on top of her noggin. Her lime green eyes and big, puffy lips stood out making her look unreal, cartoonish. Fake butterfly lashes and runny smokey eye shadow marred the look, but that was intentional.
"Butt ugly, huh?"
"Stop it." I gave her cheek an encouraging pinch watching her melt into my touch with a softened barely there smile that added much to her abrasive character.
I bent over then knelt down taking the time to remove the legging from her right foot leaving it there before putting the sneaker back on her foot. Now she was nude except for her socks and expensive sneakers, but I wasn't done.
"Where is it; or is somebody filming us?"
Sydney didn't hesitate taking a step closer rubbing her body against mine, no look reaching over removing a cell phone pouch that was hanging from the fence behind us. She removed another phone from the pouch showing it to me earnestly as she explained.
"I've got about fifty burner phones; there's another one in the backroom of the house. Uh, I don't trust many people; actually, I don't trust nobody. Ain't nobody in there, but my girl is kicking it in front of the place with a loaded cash App to keep shit on the low. Uhm, I wasn't gonna leak nothing, king."
"What were you gonna do with it?"
"Jerk off."
We didn't say anything, but started chortling jointly.
"Really?"
"Yeah, it gets hard sometimes bruh; can you imagine what its like when everybody you date or fuck with, looking for a lick? Actually caught this motherfucker trying to film me last summer at Rolling Loud. Fuck, caught this hippie trying the same thing at burning man, too. Had to whup that ass, didn't even need my security either... After that shit, I decided nobody was exploiting me but me, alright? You've got a nice ass and a big fucking dick."
"I know."
"You're so modest." She slipped in a little snark, grabbing my cock in her right hand jerking it roughly.
"Come on here, bitch." I snatched her hand away walking back to the gate opening it.
"Huh?"
"I wanna cum all over that big fat ass of yours, but I wanna see it, too."
"Geez, like I haven't heard that before." She followed me outside to my waiting rental in her birthday suit, flinching when I snatched the burner phone. I opened the pouch removing and aiming it at her face catching everything under the streetlight. Sydney covered her face with both hands, then gradually dropped both standing there nude, letting me record her.
"You know that shit is worth a million dollars now, right?"
"Nah, I don't think so." Sydney scoffed putting her hands on her hips, lazily indignant.
"Fuck you."
"Whatever, assume the position." I ordered gesturing towards the hood of my rental, returning the phone to its pouch making sure it was still recording. Sydney stared for a beat watching me hang it around my neck then tentively planted her palms flat, spreading her thick shapely legs wide apart. The motion alone caused her badonkadunk to wobble and jiggle all over the place. This was the only part of her body that wasn't tight and toned.
" For what its worth, I was serious about jerking off to that." She admitted sheepishly.
"I know Sydney; it's time for a money shot."
I grabbed her big juicy hips shoving my prick inside balls deep. This big pear shaped yellow bone heifer was built to take cock and tonight was no different. Her wet, sloppy cunt felt incredible coupled with the fact that I was going rock bottom. This was an odd rare occurrence slamming wetly into her wide butt, but not hitting the back. Sydney was infinitely more accommodating popping a mountainous arch twerking and wrenching vertically.
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH!!]
My backdoor work seemed to have an effect on the front, or maybe she was that damn skilled. Her cunt seemed narrower, and even more sopping wet. My shaft was drenched in her essence with enough to run off, dripping onto the jagged alley pavement. Sydney Syd was throwing it back like a seasoned prostitute. Her butt was slamming into my crotch like a weighted block of cement wrapped in a mushy marshmallow covering of golden hued skin.
[SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!]
I couldn't help long stroking that monster donk enjoying the view, exaggerated motion ripples and all. In short, this middle aged woman was fucking the shit out of herself using my certified twelve inches of meat. My hands reached up grabbing her neck from behind with enough force for a serious choke, considering the size of my hands.
"UH-UH-URK!!! AW-AW-AW!!! URK!! AAAGGG!!! AH!! AW!! BA-BEEEE,YOU KNOW!!" I was always a quick study of people having been an acute people watcher in my younger days. Despite whatever was known about her in public, Sydney's dominant sexual proclivity was rooted in deep degradation, acute humiliation in either direction.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!!]
Several tremors rocked her body until she was continuously shivering starting to go weak in the knees. That massive butt of hers was hitting my pelvis with enough force to make it assume a variety of mushy shapes both openings exposed, one gaped and the other stuffed to capacity. She was seizing up around my cock, even clamping down at her longish opening. Under the streetlight overhead and the waning darkness, I could see a lattice of stretchmarks across her wide butt. It added to her allure immensely for me.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP!!!!]
"GAWD YASS!! YUH SCRUBBIN-MUH SHIT GHUD!! FUG-MEEE!! YESH-YESH!! KING!!" Her knees knocked together wedged tight calves angled outward while her torso slammed into the hood of my rental. Sydney reached back with both hands grabbing clawing handfuls of her own huge butt spreading her monster cheeks wide apart. The squishy sound of her cunt was louder than it should have been, but I was reaching the precipice.
It almost looked as if she were going into the throes of a seizure as my cock was undated with gooey moisture and wet bursts. This woman was probably one of the most epic squirters I'd ever encountered.
"DON'T STOP KEEP GOING!! UM-CLOSE!! UN-UN-UNGH!! YASS!! YAAASSS!!! CUMMIN!!" Her grunts went guttural as I realized I was doing the same, plowing her box to oblivion in nuclear fashion just like I'd done to her backdoor at the beginning of her paid session. Sydney degenerated in animalistic fashion becoming little more than a stuck pig as I started to crest just as spectacularly. She was cleaning my pipes, slapping that mushy donk into my business, obliterating it. Her distressed whines and sobs completed my journey.
Several ropes of thick cum were erupting from my crown as I pulled out of her steaming snatch, hitting her yellow cakes in nigh-unrelenting waves. Each pulse and burst felt incredible, a sustained rope hitting the broad side of Sydney's left ass cheek. That first burst of my jizz sent this entitled cougar into a twerking fit splashing my cum everywhere.
"...aw, shit that was good my king."
Some of my ejaculate was running down the outside of her thigh. I'd truly made a mess of Sydney Syd's huge, wobbly back porch. I'd given her a double gape, front and back. Her hand appeared landing smack dab in the middle of my mess. I watched her lap up my seed, almost absentmindedly before noticing the look on my face. Sydney slid down into an open-legged squat, then crawled over on all fours kneeling upright, fully throating me.
I learned this woman was bottomless on both ends.
Fifteen minutes later, she got up planting her mushy donk on the hood of my rental. Her posture and shoulders were slumped over, exhausted. I could almost see the wheels turning in her head as she glanced up noticing the cell phone pouch dangling from my neck.
"Hey, can I take a look at that before you erase it?"
"Who said I was gonna erase it?" I handed it to her, then walked back through the gate finding her skater jacket. I found a vape in one of the pockets as I returned draping it across her shoulders, otherwise leaving her nude. I tossed the rest of my clothes onto the backseat of my rental car.
"I can keep it?"
"Depends..."
"...how much, bruh." A sliver of her original attitude started to return.
"Zero, if you don't leak it, Sydney." I used a pointer finger under her chin leaning in for a deep, soulful kiss. I didn't like blurring the lines, but she was a damn good fuck.
There was a lively glint in her lime green eyes when I drew back, breaking the kiss.
"I really am gonna jerk off with this, you know."
"Sure."
"It's okay if you don't believe me."
"If you break my trust and the contract, there will be hell to pay."
"Yeah, I'll get blacklisted, right?"
"You'll wish."
"Cold." She commented taking a puff on her vape as I recalled an anti-vape ad she did with her former husband some years back.
"Not as much as you would think." I planted a kiss on her cheek, feeling her hand on my crotch as the last vestiges of our early morning tryst evaporated with the coming dawn.
"Uhm..."
"What?" I expected a hard sell but got something else instead.
"It was my second time right after losing my v-card to Sly. We needed that studio time and that greasy fat fuck wasn't gonna take no for an answer. He was chasing me for a minute on the low, paid some overdue rent to my mom's landlord, but he was getting this pussy no matter what. I was legal and tired of eating government cheese, so I gave it up. That scumbag was hung like a horse and a half. I got it in a closet bare assed on the floor, bruh."
Sydney took another hit from her vape, then finished.
"Some rappers were in the studio recording some shit nobody was gonna hear outside of their relatives and friends while I got plowed with a big Wilson Fisk type Arab niggas slobbering and drooling all over me. He fucked me so hard and thorough for a long time, raw. That sand nigga was trying too knock me up, but I had a sponge in my shit he didn't know about. I came so many times, I half passed out still clawing the shit out of his back."
"Sydney, I don't understand."
"I was wearing this bright canary yellow hoodie, all fucked up and shit; couldn't have done anything even if I wanted when somebody started pounding on the door. This guy... this nasty ass dude married with kids and shit, folded that hoodie up over my face hiding that shit before he opened the door with that big horse dick still hanging out yelling some shit in his fucking language. My whole ass and busted pussy was out there for everyone to see."
Sydney took another hit on her vape.
"I was lying on that closety floor listening to this messy fuck laugh and joke around with those garage rapping motherfuckers. Some of them were clapping and talking about the mess he'd made of my pussy. He kicked them out when they wanted a slice too, then flopped me over the couch and hit from the back until after midnight. Even though I had that sponge inside, I was scared I was gonna have a little terrorist baby."
She was about to take another hit on her vape, but huffed looking around before continuing.



"...I gave him head to get him to stop fucking me doggy style. Man, I was scared that Arab nigga was gonna keep me locked up in that bitch on some old sex slave shit. He taught me how to REALLY suck a DICK right. I was so scared because he had that "CRAZY in LOVE" look on his face, totally SPRUNG and SHIT! This guy was in his thirties and I'd just made eighteen with no future in sight besides stringing some words together to a tune."
Sydney bit her lower lip, lost in the memory as the sun brought the curtain up on her rented sneaky link. She was sitting on the hood of my car in nothing, but a skater jacket socks and sneakers.
"My pussy was busted out and messy with a lot of blood; he drove me home and I damn near had to scream to get him to drive away in the hood. Mom got home from her shift a few minutes after I got in and caught me crying on the toilet because that fucking sponge was stuck in my cooch. What a day, right? Got "GOT" and a smashed up coochie then an hour-long ass whipping for being a hoe until I lied and blamed Sly for that shit. Got booted too, but good ole Sly catted out with me until I ditched that fool for two weeks."
Her green eyes widened starting to go watery.
"That Arab nigga got me a spot; this one-bedroom apartment around the corner from his crib on the east side of town. That motherfucker was way too happy with the arrangement thinking I was locked in since "I'd shamed my family by being a whore"...his words, I assure you. He fucked me for three hours with that beer can dick and was in my backdoor a little when his cousin knocked on the apartment door. They went away, but he called me half an hour later saying I might have to take care of his cousin to keep him from snitching."
"What did you do?"
"Boned out, rode a bus and the El train back home and bent the knee to my mother who took me to planned parenthood for a checkup after whipping me for "running away" to sell my ass on the street; her words, not mine. She made me break up with Sly, but I was like "Fuck That Shit" after I gave up the draws so we could get that studio time to record our demo. That meant I had to play nice with that sprung ass Arab bitch, too. Sly didn't get no pussy for a long time after that shit; besides that, Arab nigga was fucking the piss out of me like a boss. Fuck, why lie when that greasy slab of fat was cleaning me out downstairs."
"Sydney..?"
"Guess it all worked out with extras to boot. Amir was one hell of a producer despite the uh, 60/40 deal. He footed the bill on a ton of shit back in the day and uhm, "helped" put together one of our few foreign tours back in the day. His wife ended up with most of the profit from that first record after the divorce. She caught me topping him off in that same runaway apartment. We used to go there and fuck. He always fucked the shit out of me."
She took another hit.
"That smelly bitch thought she was Lady Gaga in that fucking House of Gucci movie or something. I should've whupped her ass for taking my duckets after all those times I had to take it in the ass and see Amir's hairy nut sack in 3D, tea bagging that shit to pay taxes. Like I said, he was a damn good producer, but a serial pervert. You know, I realized something about Charles uhm, Sly back then that stayed with me all those years before I blew it up."
"What?"
"That nigga is a human ostrich."
"Eh?!"
"He's had his head shoved up his ass for over thirty years, my king." She snickered into her own hand, palm faced off looking genuinely nerdy to me for the first since we met.
"What are you trying to tell me?"
"...uhm."
"What?"
"Well uh, I'm just trying to explain why my PUSSY is so fucking BIG, king. That Arab motherfucker blew it open, and it was never the same again. Ain't no way Sly didn't know I was creeping all these years. When I caught that nigga drinking in that suite after chunking it out with our boss, that was it for his monkey "See No Evil" ass. I made him pay for it all."
"At Superbowl 45?"
"Yeah, well anyway I just wanted you to know I wasn't trying to front back there when you started hitting it. In fact, I wish I could swap you out for Amir and I hate myself for that shit. He made me cum so hard every time we did it and you are the third nigga that did that shit. The second guy well, he blew the door open and woke me up in that K-Jay studio. I knew I couldn't go through life with that invisible pillow smothering me to death."
"I've got to go, Sydney."
"Oh, sorry but I tend to get reflective when somebody cleans my pipes like a boss."
"It's cool, so Diane put me on blast?"
"We did an interview last week and well, girls talk about sex as much as guys. I haven't had any good dick in a year. She was empathetic, said you did wonders for her relationship with her estranged daughter. I asked for the baton and dropped some coin."
"When does the interview air?"
"Never."
She took a dragon her vape then stood up with her skater jacket draped across her shoulders like a cape. It was probably about half past five in the morning and she didn't seem to care about being otherwise nude. She glanced around the alley before settling on my face again.
"Ah, it was supposed to be the first stop in my comeback tour to real reporting, uh journalism. The network pulled it at the ninth hour, don't know why. Guess they think ain't no ratings in watching two old whores chop it up. Maybe, I should've gone out to that late dinner, but a tiger can change her stripes...maybe for a little while."
I did a slow clap acknowledging Sydney's silent triumph against negative expectations. She grabbed my hand, genuinely flushed before wrapping her arms around me in a deep hug.
"Sorry about being a bitch in heat."
"Good business is where you find it." She reared back with both arms still wrapped around me, incredulous.
"Well, if you ever get out of the business; you got a sugar mamma, right here." Her half smile got me to slightly nod, and she knew it was all the clout she was going to get from me.
My hands slid down over the upper swell of her big, floppy donk going lower cupping her cheeks, fully. Sydney went up on her toes accommodating me as much as she could, then pushed away. This entitled yellow bone mature put a little extra in her step raising the hem of her skater jacket showing off her small waist in relation to her huge, wobbly badonkadunk. She stopped after opening the gate, peering back in my direction.
"King?"
"Yeah?" There was a light morning breeze flowing through the morning air.
"The other reason I told you that shit was so that I could never use this sex tape. Maybe, we can go another round some time."
"Maybe." I gave her a wink, then got into my car and drove off.
By the time I reached the freeway, I'd forgotten everything I heard.
I was thinking of another yellow bone and the phone she left behind currently in the dresser inside my brownstone apartment.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Sir?"
"..."
"Excuse me?"
"Sir?"
"Huh, what is it?" I pulled out my ear buds coming out of a lazy jet lagged doze.
"We're almost at the destination." My driver had been trying to wake me softly. I was a little jet lagged after spending the weekend in the city of the angels. It was some much needed me-time after finishing up with a client I probably shouldn't have had in the first place. After a late-night early morning session, I crashed in my airport motel room for the rest of the day before driving up the coast for some hours of body boarding near a private beach.
I slept in the following Sunday getting up at noon for some shopping at a large mall for a late evening hike in the mountains before settling in for a movie before catching a red-eye flight back to my current home. Despite all that, I was still feeling a bit lagged expecting to relax for the next two days, when I got a notice on my work phone for a local job at one of the downtown hotels. This job had been framed as a "favor" but in reality, was one of those "Offers you Can't Refuse."
"We're here."
Outside my luxury SUV was the entrance to a massive five-star high rise hotel with scores of pedestrians, tourists and guests milling about coming and going. In short, the place was jumping on a Monday. I peered out at the excessive foot traffic, waiting.
"Sir?"
"Yes?" My driver was some female; an Asian woman dressed in a black suit and tie, chauffeur's uniform.
"Are you going inside?"
"Aren't you forgetting something?"
"...oh yeah." She held up a white envelope which I took hesitantly. I opened it finding an access card inside. I flipped it in my hand examining it, sneaking a glance at my driver in profile.
The door lock clicked.
I got out normally and walked into the hotel without looking back. The lobby was cavernous with several groups milling about mixed in with guests and visitors. I moved towards the front desk without looking back as a bellhop passed pushing a precariously stacked cart. I took this moment to use the guy as cover walking deeper into the packed lobby trying to control my heart rate. There was a large steakhouse in the lobby, packed with some large group of men oddly wearing pink fez style hats. Next to it, was a gift shop.
"Uh, how much for the hoodie, miss?"
"Thirty-four dollars." She was Dominican or Cuban, young and fetching with raven-colored locks.
"And this cap?"
"Seven dollars, mister."
I plunked my debit card on the counter standing at an angle peering out into the lobby. There seemed to be several conventions going on simultaneously. I couldn't tell if the driver was still out there, drifting closer to a venetian lid covered widow watching the sidewalk.
"Girlfriend, wife or police?"
"None of the above, I think." I glanced over finding a woman too beautiful for her job, leaning over the glass counter, chin resting on her elbows watching with knowing eyes.
"Hey, I'm closing up."
"And?"
"I might be able to help you out."
"For a price?"
She raised an eyebrow smiling warmly. I got my phone out opening the cashapp as she started closing out her register, business as usual. Her name was Femi, and she made an easy two hundred fifty bucks allowing me to carry a bunch of large cardboard boxes through the back employee area to the loading dock for a hasty retreat from the back of the hotel. I waited until she drove off from the parking garage next to the loading dock before moving out. I crossed the street and walked across a stadium sized parking lot.
Forty-five minutes after that, I was sitting in a sandwich shop at the outskirts of downtown with a freshly bought burner phone texting to a safe number, waiting for confirmation while enjoying a sub, soup and a flavored water.
TEXT: 417-911-304-411-?
It was a simple numbers-based language that told whoever was on the other side of the message what was going on. I'd never used it before, so I knew things would be taken seriously.
TEXT: 411-304-417
They were telling me to stay put while an investigation was in place.
"Uhm, okay then." I wasn't going to risk going home after the driver tipped me off when she broke protocol by personally handing me the card, seemingly unaware. I thought about the sleazy P.I. Jimmy Denver sitting outside my home wondering if there was a connection. I'd been told he was a lightweight, but some of the women I was contracted out to had boyfriends, husbands and partners with pockets as deep as the Grand Canyon.
My brownstone's nest cams were planted inside and out and were being accessed remotely by my sponsor. My things were in a storage locker at the airport after getting the prompt for this new job while I was disembarking from my plane. If the cops or any other interested parties were involved, they'd find nothing on me but two phones with no contacts and muted text messages written in what I hoped were nonsensical code.
It was a waiting game.
TEXT: 311...417...311
"Uhm, okay." I wondered if my situation was related to my recent clients Diane Hartford or Sydney Syd Wilson as both violated protocol by talking about me with the latter trying to record me for her own prurient needs. Diane was under enough scrutiny from the public to warrant a clandestine session with me in the wee hours of the night. I'd been good enough to warrant a second session on her dime with Daisy, her estranged daughter.
"Alrighty then, let's do a little digging." My burner had a few social media apps included, so I went straight to You Tube and Sydney's Queens Corner afternoon show dated right after our session. In the side window of other content on the page, I found a few hundred videos posted based around the fact that she was supposedly "creeping" again with somebody known as the Educated Simp. This was supposedly the man who'd caused a seismic shift in Sydney's life professional and otherwise after she was busted cheating on Sly with him.
I knew enough to avoid third, fourth and fifth hand content about her, so I went right to the source hitting a link on one of videos that sent me to the exact clip causing the online commotion. It depicted the three hosts in their studio, two on one side with Sidney on the opposite side. Alarms immediately went off in the form of a visual cue in the thumbnail.
"Uh, okay." I raised a brow.
Sydney Syd Wilson was sitting there wearing a white print open top head wrap with her shock of light brown hair spilling out in a curly wet look. This left her face out professionally made up more than usual accentuated with a pair of hanging white mod earrings and some rich looking burgundy lipstick on her big, pronounced lips. The rest of her big, curvy bottom-heavy frame was adorned in this off white and teal colored Boho styled mini dress.
"Syd."
"What?"
"What's up girl?"
"Nothing."
"Nothing; are you sure, girl?" Sydney was sitting with her chair half turned, one big juicy leg folded over the other wearing a pair of ethereally white stiletto pumps. The undersides of her thighs were bugling outward enough that someone, probably an intern in production thought to put a light foggy mosaic over the area. The atmosphere in the studio was enhanced by the instrumental from Jill Scott's "Getting In The Way."
"What?"
"Syd." Her partner Finessa was giving up a side eye dressed in her usual track suit, bandanna and baller cap facing backwards. She never made any bones about being a quintessential stud.
"What?" Sydney asked again barely stifling a smile, visibly flushing.
"Look, I don't wanna get nothing started, but you look uhm, well rested." Finessa was measuring her words while the third component of the trio Sherry, was more direct.
"Is he back?"
"Who?"
"SYD!!" both shouted in unison as she raised a fist palm upturned, muffling a playful giggle, utterly relaxed.
"I don't know what you're talking about."
"Are you going to make me say it?" Finessa pressed.
"Say what?" Sydney was having a hard time stifling that lingering giggle.
"GIRL, YOU UP IN HERE LOOKING LIKE YOU GOT YOUR LEGS FOLDED BACK BEHIND YOUR HEAD AGAIN!!...is that dusty back, Syd? Ain't we folks, girl? Just be honest."
"Gawd damn Finessa." Sydney's smile dropped as she looked between the faces of both women, mouth slightly ajar.
"It is that?"
"It's not that my nigga; and since you trying to be extra about it, I'm gonna tell you and Sherry just like I told them niggas upstairs when they ambushed me with this shit."
"TELL ME SISTA GIRL!!"
"Why I gotta throw my motherfucking panties on top of this table for ratings?!!" Sydney's face went stone cold granite hard which was probably a stark callback to the initial confrontation that nuked the earlier version of her decades long career.
The women both years long friends and business partners, did a slow burn staring at one another while Sherry visibly fretted. Finessa's brow was deeply furrowed, mouth twisted.
"Aw Sydney girl; I ain't trying to fuck with you like that. I'm sorry; I apologize for real, okay?"
"You my nigga for real Finessa; we been girls since we were sophomores back in the day. I'm glad you weren't trying to make a bitch come up out of my dress on this show; you know my old ass rocking them skims up under this dress, right?"
Both women burst into laughter while Sherry remained clueless.
"DOES HE HAVE A BIG ONE?!!" The portly mid-thirtysomething media personality blurted out sounding comedically desperate. She looked out of place, four corners square in a bad church lady wig and a flower print dress that should've been on someone twenty years her senior. Sydney and Finessa stared at the front and side of her face in a dead silence.
"Yeah, it was a really big dick, Sherry." Sydney admitted with a shrug, before looking at Finessa, then off camera as if she were waiting for something to happen.
Finessa looked down into her lap, then off camera waiting as Sydney started to clarify things.
"For the record, I'm divorced, and my former "partner" got the lion's share of our estate with no pushback whatsoever. So, just wanna admit that my vagina wasn't included in that settlement. I cheated and paid the cost, but like I said...my punani WAS NOT-and-NEVER will be PART of any postnuptial agreement, alright? I'm allowed to have sex in whatever manner I choose everybody. I've had sexual intercourse a few times since the split."
"I'm sorry..." Sherry started, but Sydney held up a palm facing her flustered cohost.
"Like I was saying; I'm allowed to fuck people. It's a free country and uhm, well...my body, my choice." Sydney put her hand down looking into the camera in a pointed death glare.
"Damn Sherry." Finessa added.
"Well, I was just asking because you all always talking about stuff and there's never any details! It's perfectly natural to be curious and ask questions when you don't know something, ain't it? Well...ain't it?" Sherry sounded shaky, a bit desperate.
Sydney and Finessa stared back with static expressions.
I ended the clip on that note scrolling through a few related videos hovering over one that saw Sydney Syd take a lie detector to confirm that she wasn't in touch with this Educated Simp person. Our discreet clandestine session resulted in a bump upwards in her popularity across the board.
"I can't believe they got Maury to come out of retirement for that nonsense."
"YOU'RE ABSOLUTELY RIGHT, THAT WOMAN IS SUCH A HOAH!!" My ears were ringing as I pivoted on the stool I'd been occupying in front of the deli window.
"Excuse me?" I asked pointedly with a raised eyebrow, instantly annoyed.
I found myself looking at this nerdy looking Caucasian woman with a narrow football shaped face and big, blocky looking Tom Ford style eyeglasses. Her hair which was long enough to reach the middle of her back fit her meh face like a drape pulled back when it should've been drawn. There was something decidedly antiseptic about this thirtysomething's presence that was immediately off putting. She'd been looking over my shoulder.
"I said what I said brotha, that "personality" is such a Gaddam hoah." She had a grating Eastcoast accent that indicated she was probably Jewish.
It was in our face, unapologetic as the words that had come out of her mouth. She was wearing a collared beige quarter sleeve blouse partially covered by a denim jacket with plaid patches on the shoulders and pockets. It looked cut a bit high in the hem, distressed not purposely, but due to age matched by this high waisted, floor length jean maxiskirt. The fact that she was of the "Big and Tall" variety wide as a brick wall, almost made me laugh in her weird face.
"I didn't see you there, sorry." I wasn't looking for trouble.
"Now ain't that a first." I did a doubletake at her response earning nothing as if her face were painted flatly on the front of her narrow head.
"Okay then, I'm gonna go back to my phone now; have a great day ma'am."
"I didn't mean nothing by it; you have YOURSELF a nice little day too, brotha." The way she replied made "YOURSELF" sound a lot like "FUCK YOU" as I turned away intent on getting her out of my space. It seemed like she was trying to strike up a conversation in her own little clunky way, but I wasn't having it. I face the window again, ignoring her.
I decided to go over to Sydney's social media finding that she thought it would be funny to continue the theme from her show with a few pics of her in that outfit, decidedly thirst traps. Her take no prisoner attitude flew in the face of that breezy outfit as I focused on one that was a backshot of her standing in the studio corridor reaching back lifting the hem of her skirt enough to reveal a tiny bit of rear cheekage exposing the shape wear underneath.
This woman was a certified spin doctor including a link and QR-code to her Skims endorsement page for a twenty-five percent discount. I'd honestly underestimated my impression on her after we'd hooked up in a back alley and on the side of a garage during the wee hours of the night. Sydney needed more than just sex confessing much after getting her "fill" pun intended. I learned more about her than intended or wanted.
"Huh?"
My attention was drawn away again to the other side of the panel window finding a group of teenage boys all black jostling about on the other side of the glass. It wasn't horseplay, but nervous excitement I recognized from my own tainted youth back in the day. Two of the six boys were aiming their phones what I thought was my direction at first, but actually a few feet over drawing my attention as well. There was a long line to the register.
There she was standing there making one of her parting statements crystal clear. My nerdy interloper with the unkempt curtain of waist length knotted hair. That shit looked like a cape from behind, but more importantly what was making the commotion outside was the mountainous bulge that was stretching that ratty denim maxi skirt to the point of bursting. Her rear end looked like two massive boulders shoved under that cheap dollar store frock.
"OH FUG-MAN LOOKIT DAT SHIT!"
"OH, MY GORSH, BRUH!!" My brow furrowed at the dorky excitement from the teenaged boys on the other side of the window. All of them were wearing catholic school uniforms.
"DAMN, THAT'S A LOTTA ASS, BRYAN!" They were beyond excited in cringe fashion that prompted me to loudly knock on the window.
I cocked my head to the side, mean mugging the group who promptly scattered to the four winds.
That was supposed to be the end of it.
"Here you go brotha." A large decadent blueberry muffin on a napkin was placed in front of me. I glanced up finding the nerdy interloper a little too close for comfort.
"Eh?"
"My hero." She made a gesture with both arms, faintly curtseying. It felt smarmy to be honest.
"Oh, you don't have to do that."
"So, you're gonna shit all over my good will?"
"No."
"Oh yeah, well take a bite outta my good will, why don't ya!" Her whiny attitude and demeanor were grating.
"Why?"
"Why what, brotha?"
"Why do I have to take a bite out of a muffin I earned by basically being a decent human being who acted when I saw some misguided students behaving badly. I'm pretty sure you didn't appreciate the negative attention, and I didn't do it for a reward, uhm?"
"Bernadette, I'm utterly charmed; please tell me more."
"You placed this incredibly decadent muffin in front of me and immediately took umbrage when I didn't react in the way you expected. I mean, how do you know I'm not on a serious calorie count..."
"...yeah sure, you must be like one of them male models I see in the magazines sometimes. You know the phasing out of print media is one of the biggest contributing factors to the decline of western civilization." Bernadette interrupted.
"...and social media." I added not missing a beat.
"You took the words right out of my mouth, brotha. Don't forget the reckless mindless boiler room consumerism and unchecked cashapp politics that have made our culture and national security a pay for play cringe fest on the fuckin world stage."
"You a Marxist or something?"
"Not even, I just go along to get along with a monthly stipend from my fucking trust fund, brotha. By the way, in case you hadn't noticed, I'm somewhat of a Jewish Princess."
"Do tell?"
"So, are you?"
"Are I, what?"
"A male model; not trying to overstep anything but you're very handsome, brotha. Very attractive if I do say so myself. Very interesting to look at, respectfully speaking of course."
"Of course." I added.
Bernadette picked up the muffin taking a casual bite out of it in front of me.
"Oh, so you're eating my muffin now?" I was smiling as she looked at her hand in custody of the treat giving me the impression her action was second nature.
"Well, uhm, I thought you were offended by this muffin on account of you having to watch all of those molecules in your pretty body. Guess I kinda took it off your hands, huh brotha?"
"Calories."
"Eh?"
"Calories, not molecules."
"Yeah, just like you said brotha; want a new muffin?"
"Nah, it's okay."
"It's no problem, I got more than enough money to buy you a fuckin muffin." Bernadette was rocking a big satchel type leather purse draped across her chest I hadn't noticed before. She was leaning against the elevated counter still too close for comfort resting an elbow against the counter blocking my view with her wide hyper pear-shaped body.
"It's not like that, seriously."
"Aw come on beautiful, I gotta get you something, doll." I raised a brow catching on that Bernadette was chatting me up, and not subtly. I wasn't used to this because I rarely got approached by a lot of women and didn't go out a lot. Usually when I ventured out to clubs, shenanigans would ensue in the form of the random angry drunk mad because I wouldn't accept the drink she sent over to my table or the bar.
"I appreciate the offer." Jealous boyfriends or toxic romantic hopefuls rounded out the list. There was some movement over Bernadette's shoulder drawing my attention. One of the teens had returned standing in line watching her huge back porch intently. I noticed his android phone tucked under an arm, probably recording as he noticed me staring.
"What is it?" Bernadette started to turn around as I leaned over addressing the kid who looked barely eighteen.
"That's a bad look, kid." He made it to the counter buying the cheapest thing on it, shooting me a rueful look. He tried to pocket his phone on the sly, failing miserably.
"Relax man, I don't want your girl, bruh."
"Excuse me, son?"
"Really?" The fleeting thought of getting up and slapping the piss out of this lanky fucker crossed my mind, but I was presently incognito.
"HEY BABY GIRL, AH CASH YOU OUTSIDE!!" The punk shouted thumping his chest as he grabbed the door handle.



"I'll break your skinny ass into two whole pieces, ya little shit stain!" Bernadette shouted sounding half playful.
"I'LL MAKE YOU PAY MA' BILLS, GRANDMA!! I'LL PUT YO' ASS ON THE CORNER!!" I facepalmed feeling as if this dumb teen was shouting stuff he'd seen in some old hood movie or on social media. The uneven inflection in his voice told me he was a poser.
I stood up towering over this guy and Bernadette with my hands on my hips, nodding my head in his direction. The rest of my defiled muffin flew through the air hitting the back of the glass door as the student ducked out. She was standing in front of me facing the door. Bernadette's monster sized derriere looked intimidating, unintentionally shoved into my crotch. This woman had a literally shelf of ass meat that looked as if it would burst the material of her denim skirt if she moved too fast.
"THIS AIN'T OVAH, YOU DISRESPECTFUL LITTLE FUCK!! I'M GONNA CALL MY UNCLE!!" Bernadette shouted as some of the other patrons snickered amid peer commentary as I remembered myself as a text popped up on my phone. I snapped up my phone staring at the coded message on its face.
TEXT: 0-511-417-511-24
The message was informing me to stay out of my brownstone for twenty-four hours.
"What, is it your girlfriend... your wife?" Bernadette pivoted half turning which caused her gigantic ass to scrape my crotch, roughly.
"It's nothing, look it's been real; I've got to go Bernadette."
"Just like that."
"Yup." My crotch had ideas of its own bulging from our unintended skinship as she spoke up turning about facing me a full head shorter but wider presenting a living wall.
"Well, guess it can't be helped but I'd like to ask you for a little favor if you don't mind? I get it all the time from those dumb boys from the academy around the corner and its purely horrible, you understand brotha? Well of course you do since you're so incredibly handsome and well uhm, put together. Can I perhaps ask for a little bit of your time, perhaps. You see, I live a block and a half down from here and well... uhm?"
"I don't know about that Bernadette."
"Oh no, I wasn't like making with the indecent proposal bit, handsome. It's just that despite my bravado and all in the face of that youthful misconduct, I'm kinda reticent about walking out of here back to my place. That juvenile pervert has me worried something awful and he wasn't alone. If you wouldn't mind walking me ovah to my front stoop, I'd be eternally grateful."
"Eternally grateful?"
"Sure." The droning sound of her monotone voice and the way in which it dipped into telemarketing-like streams of conscious left much to be desired.
"You can't handle yourself, Bernadette?"
"Well, I'm a delicate little flower." She made the heart sign with both of her pudgy hands, smiling facetiously as I folded my arms half smirking.
"A delicate little flower, huh?" I cocked my head to the side mimicking her sarcastic smirk.
"Yeah brotha; if you don't escort a lady to her boudoir one of those nasty perverted boys might just swoop in and pluck me...like a flower, why don't ya?" Her eyes fluttered behind the thick glasses that reminded of the pair worn this elderly guy in this old Pixar movie called Up. Ironically enough, she was rocking a kaiju sized version of Helen Parr's derriere from The Incredibles, same studio. That thing was visually intimidating to say the least.
I looked over my shoulder finding two elderly men at a corner table watching us intently. My gaze drifted between them from one to the other finding one of them slowly nodding.
"I think you should perhaps listen to those very intelligent gentlemen ovah there; might be in your best interests to do a good deed and help out a poor little damsel in distress."
" Is that right?"
"Sure it is, brotha." Her Eastcoast accent was still grating to the ear, but I saw a means to an end.
"Alright, ladies first Bernadette." I noticed her eyes light up for an instant, then she made it awkward gesturing towards my hand as if she would take it. It seemed as if felt the same way instead grabbing her handbag strap turning around walking briskly to the door. I glanced over at the female counter finding the cashier staring first at Bernadette's monster sized donk, then at me with an irritated expression. I pocketed my phone walking outside.
"You coming, or what?" Bernadette called out while I was looking at the young twentysomething cashier. The tone of her voice sounded annoyed, desperate.
"Ladies first." I followed her outside onto the street.
Bernadette was walking ahead a few steps in front of me. The way she moved was heavy, sort of plodding which was amplified by the weight she was carrying. This caused seismic ripples across her immense backside like the biggest bowl of jello you ever saw. Back in the day we used to call it a giggle walk, but it looked as if Bernadette cornered the market. I walked quicker coming up on her side finding a determined look on her face.
"Don't mind me, I just gotta get it moving; I'm dragging a whole lotta wagon back here, brotha."
"Do tell."
"Like you didn't notice."
"Stop."
"I felt you poking me back there in the store; and you know what I said to myself?"
"What?"
"Self I said; uhm, self what we have here is a bonified gentleman. You know that handsome? I don't get to meet guys like you every day, especially in my community, brotha. I'm used to being the thumb on the hand, the odd girl out. The fat friend who's just happy to be allowed to breathe the same air as her skinny attractive fucking friends."
"Given it a lot of thought, huh?"
"Like you didn't notice." Bernadette repeated.
"I think the tape is stuck on repeat."
"Oh, we got us a real live comedian here; I'm just yucking it up brotha. Now, like I was saying before you started making with the jokes; I don't get to meet a lot of guys like you every day and especially not around here. What you got around here is your run of the mill wallpaper goons and backseat perverts with no kind of decent upbringing and no filter. There's a little convenience store and farmer's market I can't even go to on account of his old, smelly Tuchus who owns both joints. I refuse to be his whore for a ten percent discount; know what I'm saying?"
"Are you from New York?"
"No."
"Are you from New Jersey?"
"Are you from fucking Compton?" Bernadette shot back leaving me impressed at her awareness of what I was getting at.
I started chuckling as she looked at me directly.
"Hold up a minute, brotha." Bernadette stopped in the middle of the sidewalk facing me.
"Uh, okay."
"You wanna know something, huh? I was moderating everything that came out of my mouth from the moment we started talking. You know why, brotha? It's because people tell me that I'm habitually out of pocket. Tell me that I say a lotta inflammatory shit, you know? Diarrhea of the fucking mouth and whatnot."
"...and."
"A while back I hooked up with a brotha, foot in my mouth up to the knee. Somehow, we still got it in if you know what I mean. We got along famously, but he eventually fell off too."
"So, what are you trying to say, Bernadette?"
"I felt you poking me back there. Yeah, I almost said something out of pocket about you black guys and big butts, whooty, and uh...pawgs. Yeah, that's right. Uh, I'm a phat ass white girl, brotha. Zaftig to the ninth degree and ain't no regular guy can handle all of this I'm dragging behind me. You got options see but me, I'm hoping for a little something."
"What are you hoping for, Bernadette?"
"Uhm, I'm hoping you'll give me a chance to show you what I got." Bernadette looked earnest giving me the impression she was trying to self-sabotage.
We stared at one another for a few minutes before I decided to break things up with a simple gesture in the direction she was going. Bernadette hesitated, then continued onward walking a few feet ahead of me giving what she probably considered her best side. I wasn't going to say anything one way or the other, but I knew what I would do if she decided to bend over in front of me. I was following protocol while things were checked out after all.
Damn near every time I ventured out from my home, I'd get approached by a woman or two. Initially it had been hard getting used to it, but over time my responses ran along lines of muted indifference these days. I understood Bernadette, but I wasn't inclined to do anything but show her a good time if I so chose. She motioned as if she were going to look back at my face but didn't for a few steps until it became too much to bear. I smiled robotically knowing I could fake genuine emotion but chose not to as we reached the foot of a brownstone apartment that was a grungy, messy version of mine several bocks over.
There were three buildings wedged together bordered on one side by this steeple top corner store that looked like something from the eighteen hundreds. This area was packed with pedestrians, neighborhood foot traffic that was constant, nonstop. The sidewalk was uneven with signs of consistent, yet sparse city work marred with chalk hopscotch and Tik Tok Doe grids scribbled onto the concrete. All the building stoops were steep and crammed with people, mostly kids of all ages. It was a ghetto drenched in dingy vanilla.
"...well, we're here; if you wanna run away, now's your chance to do it." Bernadette made this sort of slight gesture with both arms, head tilted eyes cast down at the sidewalk which had an unflattering drawing that looked like her drawn by some wayward kid. She was part of this generations old neighborhood, no doubt.
"Change your mind?" I teased.
The stoop in front of her building was stuffed with people, mostly kids along with two women conversing, one elderly wrapped in several shawls while the disheveled former was in her early twenties, loose looking. Their eyes settled on us, staring pointedly. Bernadette cast her eyes down while I looked both dead in the face, unbothered. They looked away. This gave Bernadette an opportunity to ascend the stoop with me in tow.
I got an up close and personal with what approximated two dueling boulders, bobbing dangerously way too close. The thing was big enough to screen a movie on, and it looked like Bernadette wasn't wearing any panties underneath the thin denim material of her maxi skirt. I glanced over finding the younger of the two women on the stoop eyeballing me. She had a sickly-looking cream pallor to her skin, bags under her eyes and a shock of shoulder length dirty reddish hair pulled back into a ponytail. She looked like an ethnic Roma.
"Don't stare, they don't like it brotha."
"Oh, sorry." I nodded towards the younger woman who responded with this snake like smirk. The older woman scoffed, spitting a loogie on the lower portion of the stoop.
"They don't care, brotha." Bernadette replied in monotone fashion.
She produced a key on a long piece of orange yarn from around her neck, bending slightly at the waist to unlock the big oak door with a rectangular window at its center, leading inside. She had to use het dense hips to push the heavy door open resulting in this loud scraping sound which reminded me of nails on a chalkboard. I stayed two steps down watching as she inched inside then turned gesturing for me to join her.
"Whoa, this is uhm, nice."
"You like? This is one of them old relics from the gilded age of the city; restored of course."
"Of course." The inside led into this open area that immaculately restored including the furniture, a large drawing room and open areas with a long stairwell leading up to the upper floors. Bernadette allowed me to take in the vintage furnishings but grabbed my hand before I could walk into another room, fully. She averted her eyes when I looked at her.
"Uhm, the first two floors are like, a shelter for messed up bitches-I mean, women-in-crisis. My place is up on the third floor, all private and everything, I assure you."
'You live in a shelter?" I sounded a little more shocked than I intended making Bernadette flinch.
"Slow your role brotha; my cousin owns this building as part of her trust. She one of those liberal snooty booty type people sans the blue hair. So, what that means is that this is a glorified nickel and dime operation, and a huge fucking tax write-off. I'm a day manager. Uh, I'm an afternoon manager and I'm uh..."
"...a night manager too." I finished her sentence.
"Sure." Bernadette answered interlocking her fingers in front of her body, cracking all ten of her knuckles, batting her eyes in a lame attempt to sound demure, but coming off more like gender bent Woody Allen in the moment.
"Why doesn't she just make you the manager of the place twenty-four seven?"
"Who needs a Gaddam paper trail for the fed pencil pushers, huh?" Bernadette answered more questions than she intended, making me chuckle behind a closed fist pressed against my mouth. She favored the handbag strap across her chest with a plucky smile on her narrow face chortling a little too, getting the joke at her expense.
"What am I gonna do with you, Bernadette?"
"Why don't you come on up to my place so we can find out together?" I did a doubletake at her slick use of words.
I gestured towards the stairs.
"You go on up to the top, I wanna look at your butt this time." I did my second doubletake, acquiescing taking the stairs up to the second flight with Bernadette following close behind. The fleeting thought of someone waiting up the top with a butcher's knife crossed my mind. It was dark upstairs with some low lighting from the vintage fixtures.
"Hey wait, I'll go in front of you; there's some rooms up here on the floor and I don't want any of these goony broads getting the wrong idea around here. None of the doors have any locks on the second floor, brotha. Half of the girls are gonna drag you into one of them rooms, but the others will probably cut your nuts off."
"Excuse the fuck out of me?!"
"I got it, don't worry about a thing... ALRIGHT GIRLS, ROOM AND PERSONAL DRAWER INSPECTION!!" Bernadette shouted loud enough to create a hollow echo that carried.
The sound of several slamming doors followed loud enough to make my ears ring.
"Alright, coast's clear." Bernadette inched by me as much as she could on the stairwell, not so subtly grabbing a handful of my crotch finding her chubby digits stretched to capacity. We exchanged glances with her reacting facially to that stolen handful of my junk. I could've grabbed her ass, at least the top portion of it but I was trained not to be performative in the presence of anyone but a designated client. I was trained well.
"Having fun?" I was referring to her hand which was still on my business.
"Ain't we getting acquainted, brotha?" She replied a little flushed as her hand gave my package a squeeze followed by a pinch from her fingertips on the head of my cock. Her touch in those seconds, spoke of some skill on her part. She released me using that same hand to guide up to the third-floor landing which provided a sharp contrast to everything below. At the top of the landing, I found several packed boxes littering the narrow dimly lit corridor that made up the floor holding Bernadette's apartment. Some were stuffed with all manner of books, periodicals and old magazines.
"Uh, I'm kind of a deep thinker and well, I like to read about things. Lots of things; all kinds of things, brotha. It's kinda hard tossing stuff out when you might want to read it later. Uh, I'm kind of a collector. IT'S NOT HOARDING! Seriously, I've gotta I.Q. of about one hundred and forty, brotha. You don't get that way by staring at the boob tube all day."
I continuously massaged her hand while she ranted just letting her spazz out while staring intently into her grey eyes. She softened under my gaze staring to use her fingers in the same way. Bernadette took my other hand rubbing and squeezing in similar fashion.
"Hey, can I ask you a question, brotha?"
"Shoot."
"Did it hurt when you fell out of heaven?"
"Are you serious?" I tried not to chuckle but failed miserably.
"Do you know what you look like, brotha?" She added, chortling as much as I was.
We stood there pressed against one another at the top of the stairs looking at one another, hands and fingers interlocked. The skinship was casual, but for some reason sexy as hell.
"Can I hug you?"
"Yeah, sure Bernadette." I did my best imitation of her thick, east coast accent making her smile and bite her bottom lip to keep from laughing outright. She pulled my arms towards her body drawing us closer together. This woman was a head and a half shorter than me, dense and heavy ridiculously pear shaped. Bernadette started lightly swaying horizontally. We let go mutually as she wrapped her arms around me, locking fingers in my lower back.
Bernadette pulled me closer, visibly excited tightening her grip until I felt her fingertips creeping onto my butt. I knew enough to keep silent letting her get comfortable as she began to grab everything back there, fully groping me. Bernadette wasn't getting a piece; she was getting the whole thing as her hands slid under my jacket and shirt slowly rubbing and massaging my lower back.
"You've got some good hands, Bernadette." Her movements were methodical, pointer finger sliding up my spine. Her free hand moved to the front slowly raising my shirt exposing a hard nipple. Her hands flattened over my pec, fingers spread wide apart, French tipped nails in creamy white. It was a different element from the rest of her dowdy presentation.
"I'm a licensed massage therapist...among other things." She huffed framing my chiseled pecs with two fingers starting to pinch and roll my nipple.
"Among other things?"
"Notary, part-time realtor, substitute kindergarten teacher, painter, plumber, driving instructor, fry cook and life coach, brotha." Bernadette concentrated on my right nipple rolling it intensely.
"Life coach?"
"Hey, I know a lot of things, alright." Bernadette lapped at my exposed nipple with the tip of her tongue.
"You really do have some good hands."
"Oh, you have no idea." She started flicking my nipple with the tip of her pointer finger, sucking and audibly slurping on it randomly pinching it, hard.
My cock surged and fattened starting to inflate in throbbing pulses I hadn't felt since I was in my second year of high school. Her pointer finger was traveling along my spine teasing up an enticing friction. Bernadette continued swaying starting to use her ridiculously wide hips. She locked lips on my nipple fellating it with a vacuum suction that felt incredible.
"I have a premium hard cover edition of the Karma Sutra, all seven books, The Sexual Practices of Quodoushka, Savage Love and Dr. Ruth's "Sex for Dummies" among others, why don't ya? You know, I like to stay well read up on things in case you hadn't noticed."
"I noticed Bernadette, I noticed." I glanced over at the scores of boxes stuffed with books and various Knick knacks littering the third-floor corridor that made it look as she were in the process of moving while she bared my chest and six packs abs fully, visually enraptured, mouth agape. The rambling, ethnically distinct sound of her voice was lulling.
"Aw, would you look at this right here; you're looking so scrumptious that I don't know what to do with myself. I ain't gonna lie brotha, I just wanted to get a look at you earlier in the deli. I never thought I could pull a real beauty like you, even with all this keister I got back here. I get my share of thirsty guys coming on to me real heavy like, but you're the first brotha since my first black man that I've ever got that I really wanted. He was a blind date."
"Oh yeah?"
"My cousin Claudia hooked me up with him fair trade so she could go out with this married ass hat she was dealing with in her snooty circle. He was just so fine, but nothing like you brotha. I mean I ain't trying to objectify you or nothing, but you don't even look real to me. I almost pinched you back there in the deli. Glad I didn't though, sorry I'm so..."



"...it's okay, Bernadette." I slowly removed her purse from being draped across her chest, dropping it onto the hardwood floor, nodding in time with every word she said.
"You ever been so anxious, that you felt paralyzed? That's how I feel right now looking at you and not believing you're in front of me, like for real and everything. I know how it sounds, so maybe you can believe it like this, brotha." Bernadette took my hand in both of her own flattening my palm in the center of her chest. Her heart was thumping wildly.
I was taken aback for an instant not feeling worthy of her adulation sexual or otherwise.
"You get it, eh brotha?"
Instead of answering, I wrapped my arms around her neck leaning down to kiss Bernadette. It was a chaste affair that left her flushed facially. I gave her a second, adding my tongue for a few minutes before withdrawing, peeling her denim jacket off her shoulders. This hit the floor partially draped over her handbag leaving me looking at her top in detail. Her narrow face was almost beet red in complexion, chest heaving.
Her beige quarter sleeve blouse was nothing of the sort, but actually part of a bodysuit loose fitted and slight billowy above the waist. There was no belt holding the floor length denim maxi dress to her body. Her thick waist and overly wide hips kept the worn garment snuggly fitted to her body as it were. Bernadette's eyes were locked onto mine as she dug her thumbs into the elastic waistband of her dress shimmying out of it with a jiggly shake of her monster sized, baby making hips. The rest of the bodysuit shockingly came into view.
"Uhm, I kinda made this outfit on my sewing machine back there in the room facing the alley. Ah, really needed something I could go out and walk around the neighborhood in without getting groped and propositioned by dirty old men and punks. I don't wanna end up shoved in a trunk somewhere on the tracks because of this ass, you understand, brotha?"
Below the purposely designed top was the skintight rest of this bodysuit that did her no favors but did wonders for my business downstairs. The beige material was so tight, it looked like it had been drawn onto her figure, high enough on those obscene hips that a perfect triangle shaped patch of material covered her mound.
"Bernadette, take a few steps backward."
"Oh, okay." She sounded crestfallen taking two steps backward stumbling the third step.
"Wow."
"What?" Bernadette raised a brow above her thick eyeglasses; a pointer finger pressed to her bottom lip.
From the top of her head to the bottom of her feet you could visually trace a diamond shape. She was the epitome of a pear shaped bbw, but the story here was her legs which while large and overly thick in the thighs, were devoid of any real cellulite, shapely. Her top was baggy probably sewn over the actual body suit giving this woman an extra buffer from whatever the outside world had to say about her body which was a parody of an hourglass.
"Uhm, I know you probably wanna see this, huh?" Bernadette turned around with the same dumpy, plodding movements she moved about on the streets outside her building.
Time stopped with Bernadette's rear view in the form of the monstrosity of an ass sitting at the bottom of what now looked like an impossibly small waist compared to everything else and her oversized showgirl quality legs. Her long hair ended just above her waist looking more like a drape, maybe a cape of sorts. Bernadette looked back over her shoulder, sort of mopey. She was staring at me without word, sort of waiting. I was sporting a tent.
"Oh yeah, sorry brotha; you wanna see everything I got, huh?" Bernadette peeled her top down exposing the grey strap of what looked like a cotton sports bra. The other shoulder followed, then the rest which ended up stuck at the top of her smallish waist. Bernadette looked back, then reached down fumbling for what turned out to be a button holding everything together. Thee rest of the garment snapped apart like a broken rubber band.
I didn't say anything slipping my jacket and shirt, dropping it onto the floor next to the pieces of discarded clothing already there. Bernadette was busy removing and slipping the rest of her clothing off in similar fashion. She held it in front of her body still facing away from me with a posture that indicated some sort of body shame on her part. I stepped out of my shoes while unbuckling, losing my boxer briefs and pants in tandem.
"I uhm, guess you want me to...OOHHH!!!" Bernadette turned around partially hiding her torso and abdomen behind her bodysuit, shocked when she found me removing my socks one after the other.
"Quid Pro Quo, Bernadette?" I smiled, then sling shotted my boxers in her direction, naked. My cock was sticking straight out like an arrow pointed at a surprisingly shaved bare mound that was puffy in a good way. Her homemade bodysuit drifted down to the hardwood floor at her feet. Bernadette was still wearing her grey cotton sports bra which looked like it could use a wash or two. One of her chubby hands palmed a tit, staring back.
"Oh, my gawd, you took all of your clothes off."
"That's how people fuck, right Bernadette?" I folded my arms behind my back with no shame whatsoever, letting my business speak for itself.
"...uhm, yeah." Her eyes were noticeably saucer wide looking at my certified twelve inches of meat.
"Bernadette?"
"Yeah?"
"Are you going to take off that sports bra?"
"My tits are ugly."
"Bernadette."
"What?" She answered ruefully crossing both hands over her chest hiding her covered tits from view.
"Take it off."
Bernadette brow furrowed, face twisting as she bit her lower lip looking anxious. I didn't know what to expect but knew how to act in front of her. This thirtysomething had some serious body issues coupled with what seemed to be some unspoken past trauma. In that instant I remembered how Sydney Syd aired out her closet after our last night session.
"I got all of this, and you still need some tits, huh?" Bernadette shifted half turning to the side then went the other direction using the same motion before peeling off the offending garment. She draped one arm in front of her breasts, letting the bra hang at her hip with the other. We stared at one another until she relented, dropping the arm covering her breasts.
Bernadette tucked her chin truly embarrassed by her bust. Her breasts were slender, sort of conical presenting her dilemma in dramatic fashion. They drooped a bit probably a 38 C-Cup or small D in size. The issue was in the presentation. Bernadette's areolas were large enough to cap almost the entire edge of her breasts with visibly chunky, blocky nipples coal black while the rest of her gentile figure was pale. Her expression radiated shame.
"Told you; I bet you're probably grossed out now, huh?" She tucked her chin looking down at her feet, crestfallen. Bernadette was wearing a pair of sandals that looked like glorified flipflops. Her feet were smallish looking despite everything besides her tits being economy sized, toenails French tipped edged in white. She crossed one leg behind the other at once timid and demure, then stepped out of them one after the other becoming barefooted.
"Bernadette." I stuck my hand out, saying nothing.
Barefoot, she had a sort of pigeon-toed gait gingerly moving forward taking my hand, melting into my body. My hand cupped and massaged the right side of her face, rubbing a thumb along her lips until her lips parted. Bernadette's lips pursed around my digit as I methodically pumped into her mouth. She started vacuum sucking and slurping my thumb. I kept this up until I felt her hand wrapped around my shaft, exploring my endowment.
"Oh!"
"What brotha?"
"...that, feels good." She was tugging and jerking on my shaft with these measured strokes, using a twisting motion.
"You like it?"
"Yeah, it feels really good." Bernadette started going deeper drawing her hand down into the base of my cock, working her wrist back up to the crown teasing it with her doughy palm. Our eyes watched her play with my endowment while my thumb stuck out of the corner of her mouth.
My free hand found her left tit, testing it out finding a loose spongy feel to it that contrasted with the bullet hardness of the plump nipple drenched in a charcoal blackness that capped it making up the oversized areola. Bernadette's eyes shifted to the hand handling her tit, then back to my face kind of inquisitive. She was breathing heavily, mouth opening.
"That feels good, too hon."
I withdrew the offending digit applying the tip of my saliva glazed pointer finger to her nipple. Bernadette's nostrils flared as I flicked her admittedly sensitive nipples. My other finger went into her mouth earning the same level of intense suction. I pinched and flicked both rubbery nipples, randomly squeezing her tits hard enough to make them change shape. Her long outward strokes became more insistent, hard tugging flicks of her wrists.
"Damn, feels like you know what you're doing with that, Bernadette."
"Oh, you have absolutely no idea, brotha." She replied wetly.
Bernadette wrapped both hands around my cock fingers interlocked stroking rough, hard and intense with an outward motion aimed at her surprisingly flat belly. Both of her thumbs were pressed against the underside of my shaft grinding the thick vein there. Her mouth hung open, huffing breathlessly from the exertion of taking me places.
"Tell me when you're gonna cum, okay?" She instructed, now long stroking in an upward motion, grinding both thumbs on the underside of my prick, French tipped nails scraping.
"Ah, okay Bernadette." Her hands movements felt heavenly with just the right amount of hard and soft feathery pressure applied to the sensitive points of my endowment.
She began running her fists in uneven intervals along my shaft, twisting and screwing, using her thumb and the scraping tips of her nails on my crown. My gasps became more labored, stressed as she jerked really hard in an upward motion, dabbing the tip on her soft tummy.
"Uh-Uhm, shit I'm gonna...!!" I blurted out less than ten minutes after she asked as things got slick and wet, precum starting to splash everywhere glazing her jacking fingers.
Bernadette dipped down face level with my abdomen, burying the upper half of my prick between her lips vacuuming her cheeks with this loud sustained slurp that sounded like she was drinking a milkshake. Her teeth were scraping the head of my cock as several thick pulsing waves of cum painted the inside of her mouth. The woman had me whining, loudly. Bernadette's hands went into overdrive jacking up a sprouting lattice of veins all over my meat. Her sweaty palm cupped the underside of my testes, rolling my pendulous balls.
"...AH-AH-AH!! SHIT!! KEEP SUCKING...!!!" She was that good with exceptional "hand magic" and a just above adequate mouth game, considering my "job" of all things.
Bernadette let a deluge of juices run down my shaft using the combined fluids as a slick lubricant. She was squeezing, twisting and jerking in perpetual motion making it feel as if there were three pairs of hands all over my business. It was an incredible sensation.
"...AH-AH-AW-AAAWWW, SHIT KEEP JACKING!!!" One of my legs started shaking uncontrollably as my inner thighs seized up. I was going over less than ten minutes after I'd just cum as Bernadette knelt upright on her knees tilting her chin upward, mouth wide open. Her fists were tightly wrapped around my length at the top and base stroking the shit out of twelve certified premium inches of chocolate. I could see the fillings in her teeth.
An oily dollop of jizz oozed onto her tongue.
"AUG-AUG-AUG!! AW-AH SHIT-SHEEET!! AAAWWW!!!" Five powerful ropes of cum filled her gullet in waves. Bernadette never stopped sucking me off, going until was on rubbery knees. Her fists clasped at the middle of my shaft roughly tugging me through this leg shaking orgasm. Bernadette was taking a little more than half, bobbing her head horizontally and vertically in random intervals while the rest of her body remained still.
[GAWK-GAWK-GAWK-GAWK-GAWK!!]
Bernadette gagged herself briefly rearing up trying to take the rest but failing miserably, releasing me to sit on her haunches. Her right hand remained gliding wetly along my endowment from stem to stern, thumb rolling over the slit on my reddened crown.
"Sorry, old habits die hard brotha." Bernadette explained completely flushed with a hand cupped under her chin.
"Old habits!" She snickered and coughed, reacting to my surprise. Bernadette sniffled a bit flushed on the bridge of her nose and cheeks, steadying herself with a hand on my thigh using the other to jack my length tight and slick, tip to base. Bernadette aimed the head of my cock at her mouth engulfing the head using her tongue all over it gradually taking more until she was struggling with a little over half.
It was all she could manage without going into a gagging fit. She used both hands stroking towards her face as her head bobbed forward to meet it. We were interrupted by some snickering and barely muted peer commentary just above a whisper. My head shot back finding some shadows on the wall quickly shrinking away accompanied by frenzied foot falls. Bernadette peered around my thighs towards the stairwell, brow furrowing.
"IT'S GONNA BE A REAL SHAME EVICTING A BUNCH OF LOOKEY LOOS DOWN THERE!!"
I was unprepared for what sounded like a stampede run followed by the heavy front door slamming at least three times in a row. I just stood there in my birthday suit looking in the direction of the noise kinda feeling like it was a bad move for me to get naked in the hallway of what amount to a flop house full of at-risk women. I felt Bernadette's response was worse, butt knew she would deal with the consequences alone.
"Most of them are here on city voucher's and a few got dumped over here by their shitty parents. It ain't gonna take me more than a week to fill their spots, no fucking cap."
"Brutal." I took her hands, pulling Bernadette to her feet.
"Don't worry about it; assholes always land on their feet and most of these bums are fucking reprobates, I tell you."
"You're here, Bernadette."
"Like knows like, maybe; but that's not important right now when all I wanna do is play with this all day and all night before I fuck you dry, brotha. I mean, well I hope those bitches didn't ruin the mood or nothing. Are you gonna let me?"
"Let you what?"
"Are you gonna let me make you cum over and over again until you walk funny, brotha? I really don't get a lot of action; well, nothing satisfying anyway to be perfectly honest."
Bernadette's right hand had been continuously taking me from stem to root, rhythmically keeping me in an edged state of arousal. Again, instead of answering, my thumb invaded the corner of her mouth earning a sustained and very audible slurp followed by sustained suction that made my cock pulse in her soft palm. I started rowing it in and out of her mouth getting some rapturous moans that carried along the third-floor corridor.
Bernadette let go of my member grabbing my free hand releasing the offending digit from her mouth with an audible plop of her lips. That freed hand drifted down to a breast massaging and squeezing it hungrily under her very excited eyes. She rubbed the top of the hand holding mine with her thumb.
"Can you do that with this down here, using mine down here, brotha?" Bernadette asked just above a whisper getting a nod. She directed my pointer finger back into her mouth.
I stared for a few seconds.
Bernadette slowly backed away stroking my cock as she used it like a fleshy leash, slurping and sucking on my pointer finger until it slipped out. There were probably four to five rooms on this dimly lit floor with some slivers of light emanating from a few of them. I caught a glimpse of one well lit room, door cracked. Inside, there was a simple air mattress with a quilt on top of it facing an old television on a low metal nightstand with a large rectangular window behind it. The room was painted in a tan color that gave everything an orangish glow. Another room was stuffed with boxes and several pieces of discarded furniture.
"I gotta lot of stuff." Bernadette explained, pushing the door open at the end of the corridor.
"...oh, wow."
Inside was an expansive room with a polished hardwood floor. There were stacks of books and magazines of all sizes all over the place, mostly ringing the walls. It was a miniature library in and of itself. There was a brick fireplace to the far right of this space large enough to be a single apartment. Smack dab in the middle of the floor was a thick round circular futon mattress. Some random sheets and bedding littered the hardwood floor around it.
"OOOHHHH!!!!" Bernadette shrieked as I gathered her up in my arms walking over carefully planting her large pear-shaped body in the middle of it. I covered her on all fours staring down into her face. The surprised expression and flushed cheeks made my cock throb and pulse as I looked her over letting my gaze roam up and down incidentally finding a birth control patch on her abdomen under her belly button above her mound to the side.
"Spread it open for me, Bernadette."
She blanketed her mound with both hands, pressing down on the sides of her opening which presented as a longish slit slightly darker after being shaved clean. It opened wide with a barely audible stickiness revealing her rich looking pinkish insides, visibly flexing. Bernadette had a prominent clit engorged and aroused, plump all the way out of its hood.
"OOOOOOHHH!! OH! AH-AH-AAAWWW!!! OOOHHH!!!" I went wet, sloppy and nasty out of the gate nibbling and sucking making a meal of Bernadette's snatch. The effect was immediate as she started squirming wildly. Her posture was odd for a woman of her size. Bernadette had both legs spread wide apart bent at the knees with her soles facing one another arms straight down, hands framing her muff. I palmed Bernadette's inner thighs.
"AH-AH-AH-AAAWWWWNNN!! AWN!!! AHM-GUNNA-CUM SO FUCKIN'HARD, BROTHA!" Her cunt became a sloppy mess on the inside, stick glistening essence coating her inner thighs. Bernadette arched up off the futon slamming her cunt against my mouth, mewling and whining. Her voice echoed off the walls probably carrying outside the room.
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!!!]
As soon as she started screaming, I slammed all twelve inches of my premium meat deep into her snatch, fucking her with machine-like proficiency. Bernadette's cunt was swollen and excessively inundated with juices. The moment my crown thumped into the back of her box, Bernadette's thick legs snapped into place ankles interlocked in the small of my back. One of her arms slipped underneath my pit, palm rubbing along my spine.
"OOHHH FUCK ME!! FUCK ME BROTHAAA!! FUCK ME HARD!!!" She screamed at the top of her lungs, the other hand palming and lovingly massaging the back of my head.
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH!!!]
Bernadette was a hungry kisser, tongue slipping into my mouth swirling about moaning loudly. Her head rolled about following my natural movements, reacting involuntarily to my cock plunging deeply and steadily plowing her relentlessly.
[SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH!!!]
She was an incredibly snug fit tight around my girth with an infectious wetness as if she were built specifically for my cock. The more you pumped and thrusted into it, the tighter it felt. My ears were filled with gasps and labored grunts that ramped up or decreased depending on the intensity of my thrusts. Random eruptions and bodily tremors came and went accompanied by her nails digging trenches into my back, Bernadette enraptured.



Her thick meaty arms and chubby hands were traveling up and down my back as she tilted her chin up allowing me to suckle her throat. It was work thrusting into her with those big, shapely legs wrapped high, interlocked in the small of my back. Bernadette's monster sized ass was so big, the underside was cradling the root of my endowment and cushioning my balls. It truly felt like I was pinning Bernadette to the floor through that round futon.
"OH!! OH-MY-GAAAWDDD, YOU ARE ABSOLUTELY DIGGING ME OUT, BROTHA!!! YOU ARE THE GADDAM MOST!! BROTHA!! BROTHAA!! BROTHAAA!! AW FUCK ME-BAA-BEE!!"
"UNG-UNG-UNG-UNNGG-UNNNGGG!! AW SHIT!! AW SHIT, ITS TIGHT AS FUCK!!" I'd been with large women before; it was par for the course until I hit my stride. Bernadette's cooch was damn near virginal by comparison. The thumping, knocking sound of our dueling uglies on the floor was deafening. Out of nowhere things got progressively wetter, proof of the utilitarian side of my technique. We were getting it in, making a lot of noise.
"HOLD!! HOLD! HOLD IT RIGHT THERE, DON'T MOVE! UM-UM-CUMMIN!! UM CUMMIIN!!" Bernadette went into a squirming fit underneath m, suddenly digging her nails into my shoulder blades arching up into a final downward thrust that ignited a powerful orgasm. Her narrow face twisted, brows deeply furrowed with sharp dimples appearing at the corners of her nose and mouth teeth gritted. I held fast pressing down with my crotch.
I used my dead weight pushing up on my palms into a pushup position letting Bernadette grind and hump desperately up into my pelvis, fucking herself into nirvana for all of ten minutes until she started to settle down and relax. Several bursts of moisture sprayed out of our joined connections, wetting my crotch and the inside of my thighs.
"...I'm cumming so fucking hard, brotha; so damn hard, it hurts." Bernadette started to murmur as the vertical wrenching and flopping began to subside. Her face wore a mask of shiny glistening perspiration. We were drenched in sweat together, slipping and sliding around all over each other. I started to slowly thrust into her juiciest parts watching the strained expression on her face soften as streams of tears began to run from her eyes.
I popped out wetly, kneeling between her spread thighs on my knees looking at my handiwork. Her thighs were capture at their furthest rounded halves, fingertips pushing into the soft humid, spongy flesh. Bernadette was carefully turned over and positioned on all fours, elbows and ruddy knees on the damp futon with her monster donk in my face.
"Aw shit, look at all this ass..." My nails were probably scratching her huge buttocks as I gingerly pried her jiggly cheeks apart exposing both openings. A deluge of translucent ooze ran down my shaft as I carefully reinserted the head of my cock.
"...all your ass, brotha." Bernadette corrected.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-SQUISH-SQUISH-SUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH!!]
Bent over prostrate in front on me, her ass was wider than my torso and pelvis, but my thick cock looked like a fleshy, vein covered bat protruding from her lanced cunt. It bounced with a heavy weighted jiggle flopping and changing shape as it bounced all over the place. It was wide enough to have my arms stretched apart with thick handfuls of the pillowy flesh. This caused her enormous buttocks to surge in two different directions in a ridiculous mountain of rear cleavage. Bernadette tucked her head, rolled up into fetal ball.
[FWOP-FWOP-FWOP-SQUISH-SQUISH-SQUISH-SQULECH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!]
Bernadette brought her knees together making her big wobbly thighs mush together somehow managing to reach back with both hands, interlocking her fingers. This turned this large pear-shaped bbw into a massive floating ass and a stationary target for my cock. Every thrust of my hips caused these watery motion ripples across her monsterish badonkadunk. It was akin to the ripples you got tossing stones into a puddle of calm.
Her breathy moans echoed off the walls of her bedroom sounding distressed and haunted. Bernadette was so wet, it was already running down the back of captured thighs like a waterfall. I was getting splashes of her essence with every backward thrust of those massive cheeks into my crotch. Those moans drifted into labored sobs of muffled pleasure. It sounded like she was being flogged enhanced by my nuclear back shots.
"UN-UN-UNG-UNG-UNG!!!" I broke out of trained technique rearing up mounting Bernadette froggy style, damn near sitting on top of her huge, gelatinous donk. In this position, I was absolutely destroying this hilariously thick Jewish princess. My hanging balls were slapping against her slit like a fleshy pendulum as my crown battered the back of her cunt with impunity. Her head was lost from view hidden in her waist length tresses.
"WAAA-WAAAAA!! IT FEELS SOOO GHUD!!! WAAAA!!! AW SHIT, I WANNA DIE ON THIS BIG BLACK DICK!!! UUUHHH FAAAK!!! AW SHIT-SHIT-SSSHHHIT! THIS YOUR PUSSY BROTHA!"
"Yeah?!"
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH!!!]
"PULL MY HAIR!! PULL MY HAIR!! PULL MY FUCKIN'HAIR, BROTHAAAA!!!" Bernadette screamed at the top of her lungs shaking the rafters of her bedroom.
My balls were viciously mashing against her reddening slit, swinging and dangling all over the place making her increasingly hoarse cries even louder. Bernadette slowly spread her huge shapely legs wide apart as I slid behind her on my knees between her open thighs. Bernadette's long hair was gathered up and wrapped around my fist with extra to spare looking like a rampant horse's mane. It became the mother of all ponytails.
[SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SQUELCH-SHMACK-SHMACK-SHMECK-SHMECK-SMECK!!!]
The visual alone was worth the price of admission, enhanced crescent shaped motion ripples fanning out from her deep rear cleavage and all. Bernadette's chin was forced up making her look directly at the third-floor window in front of us. I used both hands to pull backwards popping and bucking like a rodeo cowboy breaking a wild bronco. Bernadette's palms were flattened on the futon, big meaty knees locked popping it like a seasoned thot.
I landed several open-handed slaps on her right buttock with nothing held back. Her cunt seized up around me at the entrance adding another level of friction. Bernadette's donk became a blur of bouncing motion as I added more striking the same spot over and over again in the same manner, squirting all over the place in fits and starts. It was incredible.
"OH-OH!! OOOOHHH!!! GAWD!!" Bernadette groaned like a wounded animal, shivering barely managing despite my firm grip on her hair. My cock was ejected out of her snatch.
A thick jet of gooey cum exploded out of my cock hitting her swollen cunt dead on followed by a few more that hit her shuddering cheeks in unrelenting waves. I let go of Bernadette's waist length hair wrapping my hand around the base of my prick ejaculating wildly as she faceplanted with a loud dead weight thud. Some of my jizz hit the back of her thighs, oozing into the sensitive darker parts between them.
"Put it back in me, brotha." Bernadette reached back spreading her buns wide apart.
Her hands looked small flattened against her boulder sized ass cheeks which were flushed, one buttock sporting a very large, reddened handprint. She was gasping and wheezing, sounding exhausted drenched in sweat. Her insane hourglass figure was truly a sight to behold. The visual was arresting enough to trigger an errant jet of cum that landed across her enormous cakes diagonally, right along her cavernous rear cleavage.
"Please, put it back in me." Bernadette moaned.
Her monster sized buttocks looked like twin mountains of tenderized fIesh, a messy cum tribute plastered across its wide expanse. I faceplanted on top of her back, sliding up to the hilt until the head thumped the back wall of her cunt. My chin was hooked over her left shoulder leaving our cheeks mashed together as Bernadette took the full brunt of my dead weight. Her cheeks were cradling my business as she started flexing rhythmically.
It took a few minutes to match that rhythm, slowly fucking Bernadette at a snail's pace.
"This what you want?"
"Yeah, brotha."
"Yeah?"
"It's perfect; I can't get enough of your big black cock inside me, brotha. Can we stay like this forever?"
"I don't know about that, Bernadette."
She was flexing with every inward thrust in pointed slow motion taking everything with these labored moans, huffing and panting. My spunk made things greasy and slippery. My thighs seized up prompting me to raise up into a pushup position, hands flattened on the back of her shoulders. I bounced off her cushions for several reps then straddled the back of her thighs just below her buttocks letting go as more ropes of cum surged out of my crown; splattering all over Bernadette's massive buttocks. This mess was even more epic.
"Damn..." I wiped my brow sitting there for a moment enjoying post coital bliss. A loud wet raspberry lip blubbering snore echoed off the exposed brick walls of her bedroom.
Bernadette was out cold, faceplanted on her sweat soaked futon. I chortled for a while.
"Aw man, guess I no round two, huh baby." I leaned over retrieving a crumpled-up flannel quilt on the far side of her futon. Something fell out when I snatched it up landing with this heavy thud.
A large realistic looking oversized black silicone dildo lay on the hardwood floor.
"Seriously." I facepalmed into my palm having a hearty muted laugh at Bernadette's expense. I apparently was a dream come true for this thirtysomething.
I didn't hold it against her knowing what I did for a living on the low. I was paid to be a check off on most women's bucket lists. Besides, I needed a place to cat out for a few hours considering my situation. It was dark already leaving Bernadette's bedroom bathed in this orangish hue from a streetlight right outside her third-floor window. We'd been at it for a few hours starting early evening into the night.
I didn't know what time it was. My clothes were outside in the corridor along with hers. I lifted the quilt peeking at Bernadette's monster sized butt, then dropped it lying down beside her for a moment, knees drawn up soles flat on the hardwood floor. I palmed the back of my head reclining lost in thought wondering how my system had been compromised.
I could fly out to at least two different locations at a moment's notice but didn't know if the law were involved which would force me to use the fake IDs solely earmarked solely for extinction level events, particularly the cops or the feds. I wondered if this had anything to do with the private investigator I'd caught outside my brownstone a while back.
"Wow, I'm gonna get a swollen head if I hang around here." I mused as another loud slobbering snore erupted from Bernadette, soundly asleep. Her peaceful slumber warranted a second peek before I got up again leaving the room in the buff.
[417-111-417]
I checked my burner phone finding that my place several blocks over had been cleared after a sweep. I knew I'd have to debrief, but the only way to find out what was going on would be to ask directly. I decided to give it a few days before asking just to see if anything else popped off. Bernadette was still fast asleep tucked in snuggly with the door to her room cracked, snoring loudly.
I was standing a few feet away from that door checking my phone with my clothes tucked under my opposite arm strolling down the corridor in search of a shower. A couple of rooms were stuffed to the gills with excess furniture and stuffed boxes full of random women's clothing. The thought filtered through my head that Bernadette might be running a bootleg storage unit if not an outright hoarder. I found a bathroom and shower at the end of the corridor helping myself. It was fully stocked with one set of towels. It was refreshing.
"Huh?" My hand found nothing when it reached out of the clear, steam fogged shower curtain while I was pressing a hand towel against my face. I yanked the curtain back hard.
My clothing was missing but the burner was still on top of the sink plugged in, charging.
"Eh?"
The bathroom door facing the narrow corridor was cracked open just enough to allow her to peer inside and peek. I wondered how long she'd been there watching as I took a long steamy shower killing time. She had a beauty that was almost symmetrical, prominent cheekbones on a face that was heavily peppered with a lattice of freckles that looked like a map of the universe. I stared back saying nothing waiting for the other shoe to drop.
"Where's my big bath towel?"
"Out here." She had a toothy grin and inviting tone.
"Where are my clothes?"
"Behind my back." She answered again, still smiling in gregarious fashion.
My face dropped in a stone glare as I grabbed the end of the shower curtain shoving it open with a vicious yank, exposing my naked body including my business, fully. Expectantly, her gaze dropped down looking at my exposed twelve inches of business semi-erect before drifting back up to my face, reacting with a half smirk and what appeared to be the slightest of shrugs from the other side of the door. Her hair was hidden by an African head wrap.
"Want me to turn around?" I asked flatly.
"Don't you want your towel back?" There was something about her narrow slanted, lime green eyes that was arresting. The casually glib sound of her voice annoyed me.
I took a step forward grabbing the door right above her head throwing it open with the same vicious yank used on the shower curtain, seconds earlier.
"..."
She was standing there unfazed by my attempt at looking aggressive, wrapped in my large bath towel with both arms folded behind her back grinning. The visual stopped me cold. Her slanted eyes were piercing, but her body was show stopping in the worst way. Considering my line of work, that was one hell of an unspoken endorsement. That towel I'd been looking for was ceremonial in nature. The look on her face told me she knew it too.
"Thank you!" I snatched the towel free of her body with a whiplash effect intending to create a shock and awe moment, wiping myself down with it, mean mugging this woman.
Instead, she just smiled biting her bottom lip staring back salaciously.
"Clothes?"
There was nothing in her posture that indicated she was threatened in any way as she presented my neatly folded clothes from behind her back in both hands. I took my time standing in front of this naked woman pulling up my boxer briefs. She was about five seven exorbitantly blessed with the mother of all hourglass figures that skewed distinctly bottom heavy over a pair of thick, yet very shapely legs and smallish feet.
She was blessed on the top and the bottom with large sloping breasts and ridiculously wide baby making hips. Her skin was a sun kissed, honey-soaked redbone tint, with some very hard tan lines isolated solely to her crotch. The shape was that of a high waisted fullback panty. My cock was twitching at the sight of her, and she knew it. She stood there watching me robotically dress, still smiling.
We exchanged pointed glances looking into one another's eyes in a test of wills which I ultimately lost when I involuntarily lost when mine shifted to the side for a half a second. There was something unsettling about her slanted lime green eyes surrounded by what appeared to be a barely-there domino mask of smoky mascara.
"Shoes?" She murmured under her breath with a lazy sounding sort of southern accent, offering my shoes planted on top of her right palm. The underside of her left palm hovered over the top of my expensive footwear. Those eyes were subtly making me uncomfortable.
My hand slowly went for the shoes, but her floating left softly captured my wrist methodically turning my palm upward with an understated strength that was startling.
"Eh?"
She was peering at my palm; brow furrowed for a second or two.
"Sorry, didn't know your dance card was that full. I'll catch you much later at the park while you're hashing it out with what's waiting for you at the bottom of the stairs."
"What?"
She placed the shoes in my hands using her to puppet mine in that moment before turning and walking away, lightly humming some tune. The rear view was just as epic, if not more if you were a certified "Ass Man" bare none. This woman had a hyper hourglass figure to be sure, but her heart shaped derriere was a guaranteed showstopper. It sloped outward getting ridiculously fuller until the bottom of her cheeks overlapped the top of her thighs.
"...uhm." I was at a loss for words with a tent in my pants.
The mysterious woman walked two doors down in the buff and slipped inside as that melodic hum carried. I stared after her for a few moments then retrieved my phone from the bathroom sink. The minute I got it in my hands, I noticed some movement out the corner of my eyes instantly stoning up until I glanced over towards the top of the third-floor stairwell.
Bernadette's snoring was still going strong as I made eye contact with the younger, sketchy looking Roma woman from hours earlier on the building stoop. She still had this sort of predatory smile matching the other woman and an innate dinginess about her person that was arresting as she leaned against the wall at the top of the stairwell. I checked my phone using it as a silent filter to approach her as if I were unbothered, instead of anxious.
"Can I help you?"
"You already did, black man." She gestured down at my condition, then looked towards the floor at my immediate left. I followed her gaze finding a half open door to a darkened room illuminated by a single candle just inside on the windowsill of one of the building's large rectangular windows. Several women were inside surrounding the still naked woman who'd stolen my clothing for a thrill.
Some of the women were handing her a collected wad of cash. Our eyes met for a fleeting moment, then the door was loudly slammed by a disheveled elderly woman. I looked at the vintage three paneled door then let my gaze drift to the Roma girl again. Her arms were folded behind her back and probably crossed making her bust jut out in my direction hidden behind a ratty cotton tank top. Her big googly eyes were locked on my bulge.
"You're welcome." I replied with a tinge of attitude pushing past her walking down the stairs finding the second-floor landing crowded with a multitude of women, intently watching me walk down. Apparently, some of them crept back inside while I was blowing Bernadette's backout with extreme prejudice.
"Aw shit." A round of applause followed me down to the first floor and somehow, I could still hear Bernadette's loud blubbering snores.
I stopped at the bottom looking back up the flight of stairs at the applauding women. It felt like I'd done some great service for them collectively. I pulled my phone out finding that it was about four in the morning. It was about a good twenty-five minutes from this boarding house to my brownstone near the university and I decided I needed the walk to clear my head.
"Ok ladies, have a nice day." I waved back, no-look grabbing the door handle pulling it open.
Another surprise was waiting on the other side.
Two women were making out heavily in the doorway, one cupping the others face swapping spit in the worst way. I found myself facing a long and lean woman with a large shock of sandy brown hair styled up in a large afro made up of soft swirly curls. She was in the lead wearing an off the shoulder tan colored ribbed sleeve dress and a pair of leopard print stiletto heel pumps that added to her height.
The other woman was a very striking Caucasian brunette in a white long sleeve men's business shirt and some skinny jeans along with a pair of canvas sneakers. She reminded me facially of an 80's era actress named Jennifer Connelly perpetually frozen from that time period. Her beautiful face was being cradled between her more femininely dressed partner.



This brunette's thin hands were hungrily clawing into her lover's buttocks, the wool material riding up revealing a white t-back thong accentuating a nice floppy looking heart shaped derriere. She wasn't getting a piece of that juicy ass; she was taking the whole thing like she owned it. I was given the impression they would start stripping each other right there on the doorstep. I was noticed by this stunning brunette first.
"What the fuck are you looking at?" She gasped wetly, seeming sort of inebriated. Her voice was raspy and harsh as she cradled her lover tight in a protective hug, mean mugging.
The other woman whose back was facing me started chortling in this nerdy tone, mimicking the brunette's protective hug. She didn't take the intrusion as serious, slowly looking over her shoulder at my face, grinning a bit drunk herself.
"Yoli?"
Looking at me must have been a visual expresso shot because her jovial expression dropped completely becoming utterly stark. That Cheshire cat smile became a single line between her big pale lips, lower starting to quiver as her partner noticed. The brunette looked between us, her brow furrowing while I felt myself facially react with an involuntary half smirk. Yoli responded to a hand on the shoulder from her lover looking at the woman's face, then back at mine. Her face twisted into an agonized mask, big eyes going watery.
"SHIT!"
Yoli wrapped her arms around her torso hunching over as she suddenly bolted up the long stairwell like she was doing a speed run. Her sobs were haunting, echoing from above as a door slammed loud enough to make my ears ring. The women were still there looking equally shocked while I was left staring at her would be link up, who looked befuddled.
"Who the fuck are you?" She gestured with an accusatory finger.
"Nobody, we just fucked one time." I replied inching by her walking down the stoop to the sidewalk below. I went down the street stopping at a corner store picking up a large bottle of water.
It was a twenty-seven-minute walk to my home.
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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"Aw shit man; aw come on man." The woods were so dense, Randy Brown could barely see five feet in front of himself.
He had been running nonstop for the last twenty or more minutes blindly. Randy hopped a fence near the property he'd been working on after being chased off by an enraged boyfriend intent on probably beating him to death and much more. This was some big, jacked up looking dude, an athlete like himself who kind of favored Kevin Garnett facially. Randy figured the guy wasn't a townie, so he cut into the dense woods bordering the area.
It wasn't until the underbrush got too dense that Randy knew how much trouble he was in. The trees and bushes were especially thick, making it hard to see anything but a few feet ahead. Everything suddenly came rushing in as Randy realized where he was in immediate hindsight. He was in the middle of the "Down Bad" a patch of woods rumored to be haunted full of "haints" demons, and unsavory things that go bump in the night.
Randy usually laughed it off when the subject came up in polite conversation.
Now a forced serendipity brought with it the memory of going into these woods back in the day when they lived closer, parents buried in abject poverty. Randy and a thong of cousins and friends had ventured into these woods on a dare from some local girl. He remembered it like it was yesterday with all his cousins and some friends gathered for a birthday party slapped together by his mother and some aunties and older cousins.
Randy remembered it clear as day, feeling the joy that came with those memories of having all his cousins and friends there at the same time. He couldn't remember whose birthday it was, but it was a grand family get together, an extended backyard party. Everybody was happy and playing, running off down the blacktop making a raucous display of themselves grouped up together. Randy barely avoided a low hanging gnarled branch, instead using it for leverage to catch his breath, huffing and gasping.
"Damn, that nigga wanted to split my wig, for real." He thought out loud looking back over his shoulder finding nothing but thickened dense overgrowth.
That memory lingered in his head, finding his group of friends and family overrunning the park which was barely more than an island cul-de-sac bordered on each side by foot and a half deep ditches and blacktop roads. The girl was some local dressed disheveled and dirty looking but fetching although he couldn't remember her face. There was this odd buzzing white snow in his head when it came to this girl, but she was certainly attractive. All his male cousins were shooting their shot, not exactly getting shot down. The guys started to crowd her when she dashed off into these same woods, daring them to follow.
Half of them followed without hesitation while the rest lingered, some being shouted down by the girls present. The rest ran into those woods, despite the threats of "telling" most likely just to spite the girls. It didn't take five minutes before everybody was lost, not even finding the boys that ran in first. Luckily an uncle appeared rifle in hand with a few of his hunting dogs in tow.
Everybody was dressed down in syrupy southern fashion and promptly marched out of those woods where the parents were waiting belts and ironing cords in hand. The other boys were already lined up along a wooden fence having their hides tanned by several of the mothers, aunts and sisters. Some of the smaller girls joined in with switches of their own. Just like that, the happy party became something else. A butt whipping party in the extreme followed a stern lecture on local history from grandma.
"Aw man, it's getting a little..." Randy peered up towards the afternoon sun finding the overhead greenery partially blotting it out in thick tree branches, vines and brush.
This had a unique effect visually sending shards off light through the sparse open bits of foliage. The effect approximated these sporadic pillars of light that served to keep Randy from getting too panicked. His thoughts lingered remembering the tragic aftermath of that party after most of the people had gone home for the night. A few remained sleeping over that laughing, joking and playing videogames into the night.
Then the fire happened...
It came out of nowhere quickly engulfing half of the trailer in a burst of what some said looked like greenish, reddish flame and acrid billowing smoke that almost seemed to be coming from underneath the trailer. One of his cousins passed away while the other, one of the girls was horribly burned. Randy and his family were displaced, eventually landing in a group home for a year and a half until his mother's side of the family found lodgings in the dilapidated trailer, they still called home in the present day.
"Floreen..." He recalled his friend who was pretty with copperish hair and light eyes that stayed with you after she was gone. She was a tomboy more or less, never seen again after the night of the fire.
The memory was strong at that moment leaving the promising young athlete still almost feeling the tragedy of it anew.
"Huh?" Randy's ears pricked up at the sound of some leaves and sticks crunched underfoot.
He almost called out, but stifled himself worried the guy was still pursuing him after catching him with the once in a lifetime beauty, that was that man's pregnant girlfriend. Randy wondered if she was a baby mamma or a wife; although she said nothing of the actual connection not even referring to his pursuer. She admitted as much without the verbal by gifting Randy the expensive golden sneakers presently on his big feet. Her name was Renee, so beautiful that he was left at a loss for words just looking at her face.
A true bucket list moment in his life marred the moment she opened her mouth revealing a nigh-entitled "boss bitch" of the highest order. Her perfectly balanced features, slanted lime-colored eyes and pale skin made the woman a living porcelain doll of sorts. That angry sounding voice left no doubt the surly beauty was black although most would think her Asian initially at a glance. Randy scoffed thinking about the pregnant woman's allure.
Renee's big baby bump took nothing away from her allure and oppressive demeanor was staggering for the eighteen-year-old. Her condition diminished nothing as shown by his poor performance when she herself crystal clear that she was going to cheat on her baby daddy no matter what he thought about things. Randy felt a twinge of embarrassment at his performance of lack thereof when presented with what should have been a banner moment in his life. In short, he came buckets at the slightest touch from this woman.
Three times, buckets...
Just from the sight of her and the slightest touch of her fingers. She'd just exposed one of her large sloping breasts, plump bulging nipple begging to be sucked. Renee was less than understanding sending him outside the cabin to be "tuned up" by her presumed older cousin, Honey. Randy didn't know if they were sisters or what, but this woman lived up to her name taking him like a seasoned professional and then some. It was scintillating.
"...huh, what?" There was no mistaking the crunching of dry leaves and sticks underfoot some feet away. Someone was approaching obscured through the dense brush and foliage.
Randy hesitated for a moment looking towards the sound, then bolted without thought top speed away from it. He didn't want to hazard a possible donnybrook with Renee's enraged baby daddy in what would amount to an enclosed space. Normally Randy would have throngs of relatives around to provide cover and allow him a more than fair advantage. He didn't mind using his fists, but didn't want to lose to anybody.
"...aw shit, FUCK!!" A wrong step took him into a forward tumble down an incline hidden away under copious amounts of leaves and random bits of trash. The tip of his expensive pilfered sneakers caught under a tree root taking Randy head over heels into some thick bushes. The thin branches on these bushes were covered in green and purple berries.
"AWK-SHEET!! Aw man, damn it to heck!!" Those thin branches felt like a thousand tiny little fingernails or claws scratching up his back and anywhere else exposed. Randy carefully knelt upright about to stand but forgot his foot still under that tree root. The tall slender athlete went over like a ton of bricks for the second time in a row, looking up at the tree obscured sky. His pursuer's shadow draped him in muted darkness. Randy gulped.
"...oh, it's you."
"I'm flattered, Randy."
"Honey."
"You "DO" know my name after all; maybe I really should be flattered, huh?"
"It's not like that, uhm I mean...Hey, how'd you get out here so fast?!! I left that big ass nig-uhm, brother back there at that cabin and shit; you were uh, behind him."
Randy's gaze dipped low finding her bare feet then gradually rose up taking in her shapely calves and thick voluptuous thighs resting on a puffy well-defined camel toe hidden behind some black skintight briefs that he recognized from earlier. Randy had defiled them with his semen after a botched outdoor massage on a patchwork quilt.
"Want me to pull'em to the side so that you can look up into my Yee haw, Randy boy?"
"HUH?!!" His gaze shot up further getting an unintended additional thrill with a view of the undersides of her breasts, bulging from the underside of the makeshift crop top covering her bust. The top was ridiculously tight to her bust mashing it down with her nips visibly poking the cheap frayed cotton material.
"Geez, maybe you want me to pull out my fucking titties instead, huh Randy boy? I mean, which do you prefer?"
"Uhm, I..."
Honey started laughing cupping a hand over her mouth using her other to point at the tent in his shorts. Randy was on all fours starting to get up, but she planted her bare foot on the back of his noggin, lightly pushing his face into the grass and leaves in the gentlest of curb stomps.
"Naw, buddy; I think you should stay right where you are after bruising my ego when you should've been getting your big ole pecker out and jerking it to me the minute you saw my spotted face." Honey let her foot remain on the back of his head, more ceremonial than any real aggression.
"MA'AM?!!"
"Boy, don't you dare move a muscle, don't even twitch a finger or I'm gonna put all my hundred fifty-five and some odd pounds on your fucking melon before I get my stomp on, nigga. Ain't you heard nothing about how offended I am, Randy boy?"
"Uhm sorry?"
"Is that a question or a statement?" Randy felt a hint of her weight on the back of his head which forced his forehead into the mushy dirt and yellowing grass and leaves.
"SORRY MA'AM!"
"What's my name?"
"Renee?"
"WHAAAT?!!!"
"Honey?" Her brow raised already outraged at being called by the name of her perennial rival followed by her actual birth name uttered as a shaky question from the eighteen-year-old she'd thoroughly screwed on the front lawn of the family cabin that very afternoon. It was a base insult added to a growing ledger from her younger toxically entitled rival.
"Aw shucks Randy; why'd you have to go and do that shit?"
"SORRY HONEY!!" He was faceplanted in a reverse snow angel on the ground under her full weight.
"I really liked you too, boy; now I'm gonna have to do it."
"...do what?"
"Put you in the mix." Honey unexpectedly lifted her foot allowing him to quickly look up in her direction.
It was his third visual shock to the system getting what amounted to a situational "full moon" as Honey walked in the opposite direction with purpose, shorts wedged deep in an extended rear cleavage as big and wide as his torso over some thick model quality legs.
"HONEY!!" Randy shouted after her too late.
She'd walked through a wall of foliage and bushes leaving him there, alone.
"...Honey?"
Randy got to his feet hurrying after her instantly stopped when he tried to pass through what he thought was the same brush only to be stopped by a gnarled tree on the opposite side. It felt like a blow to the nose leaving him to carefully navigate around the tree. The roughhewn jagged bark of the tree left parts of his body feeling scratched up.
"HEY!! WHERE'D YOU GO?!! HONEY!! HONEY? HEY!!!" It was strenuous getting through the foliage and errant bushes and tree branches only to end up in what looked like the exact same spot. Randy soldiered through a few times with no verifiable progress starting to regret offending the woman he had sex with earlier that day. Honey seemed larger than life from the moment he laid eyes on her, but Renee blew her out of the water, despite being pregnant. Randy tried again finding nothing but more of the same, stopping to rest.
"Aw man, I fucked up."
Randy was worried he'd been abandoned.
"HUN-NEEEEE!!!!"
No answer...
"HAAAAY?!!!" Randy shouted, getting what sounded like a faint echo off in the distance.
A few seconds later, he could hear someone approaching crunching leaves and sticks underfoot.
"Uhm, hello?"
No answer...
"Hello, anybody out there?"
Randy found himself inching backwards replaying Honey's words about "putting him in the mix "making the assumption that the offended party was returning with that angry baby daddy in tow for a one-sided beatdown. Randy stoned up internally readying himself for a serious fight to the death, if need be, his body reacting without conscious thought inching backwards. His eyes found a large stone on the ground giving him what he thought would be an equalizer. It was bigger than he thought, necessitating two hands to dislodge it.
"HEY, WHUT-THE-FUH?!!!" Randy was unceremoniously shoved over faceplanting again by what felt like a foot to the rump.
"FUH-KIN BIH?!!" He was about to throw a haymaker but stopped short finding some woman standing there staring back at him with a glib sort of grin on her face.
Randy found himself looking at this rather thin black woman with a head full of plat braids ending in different primary-colored barrettes that framed a roundish head shaped like a tennis ball in his opinion. This thin woman had a rather large set of big expressive looking eyes that reminded Randy of a marionette almost looking as if they would pop out of their sockets. She had prominent cheeks that were noticeable accentuating an overly wide mouth framed by a deep set of dimples and a knobby chin. She looked seriously goofy.
"Who are you?"
"Your mamma's asshole."
"What?!!" Randy's brow furrowed in indignation.
"Chicken butt, pretty nigga."
Randy did a doubletake at this remark almost throwing a haymaker but decided against it wondering if this woman was retarded. She spoke in an odd manner with the beginning of every sentence starting with a sort of hiccup sound.
"You looking?" She asked abruptly as his gaze traveled down noticing her slender frame covered in a big baggy, sleeveless cotton dress that looked like it was made for someone much larger. She was barefoot with toes that damn near looked like fingers as his gaze returned to her oddball features which skewed towards peevish in the afternoon sunlight obscured as it was by the overhead branches and greenery.
"Huh-what? WHUU-AAAT?!!" He was surprised when she turned at the hip, yanking the end of her cotton frock up exposing a plump peachy looking butt sans underwear.
"You looking?" She asked again with that hiccup styled inflection ending in a huckster chortle.
"Uh, oh...NO!! Nope." Randy waved off vigorously making her scoff and tug her dress down ruefully. Randy noticed a big plastic green bucket in her other hand.
"Faggot." She stalked off through some thick brush with a swipe of her arm.
"Hey wait, miss!" Randy hurried after the woman pushing through the bushes finding a similar pocket of space there and the woman already a few feet away in this kind of tunnel.
"You bet stop following me or I'm gonna get somebody to sing on your fucking face!" Her expression read rueful to the ninth degree on the verge of tears due to his rejection.
"Sorry, I was just..."
"...looking?" She asked again with an edge to her voice, raising a brow. Something about her face made this woman look like a humanoid jackass.
The look on her face suggested he should play with the truth.
"Uhm, yeah, I guess..."
A wide beaming horse's grin spread across her face as she turned facing him, bucket dangling from her thin fist at the side of her right leg.
"Yup, knew it all along; this your uhm, first time, huh?"
"Hell no!!"
"I didn't mean that dummy; I meant, it's your first time here, huh?"
"Yeah." Randy answered unevenly.
"Hey, it's always kind of weird the first time, but you'll get used to it. I'm Florabell, but people mostly call me Flora; uhm, what's your name, huh? Uh, it's okay since it's just the two of us, right here."
He felt like giving her a fake name.
"Oh, my name is..."
A loud sort of hoot or bird-like whistle interrupted them. Flora reacted to it instantly jerking about so quickly that Randy flinched at her sudden hunched posture and nervous neck movements. It reminded him of the way people reacted to a drive by shooting or something as she recovered visually anxious looking.
"Aw forget that for right now, we can talk about it later; let me see it."
"See what?"
"Your dick."
"Are you serious?"
"Heck yeah, you're one of the cute one's; I was thinking I'd put my bid in right now, before you get snapped up something fierce."
"I don't..."
"AW NOW, LET'S SEE WHAT YOU HIDING, BOY!" Flora suddenly yanked his shorts down with her free hand causing his package to be exposed. Her already cartoonish looking eyes went wider at his ten-inch, uncircumcised endowment accompanied by a huckster's whistle.
"Hey motherfucker!" Randy shouted making the backwoods huckster, hiccup chortle.
"WOW! Guess you were hiding a whole chocolate covered banana down there. I'm gonna have to cheat everybody out of their pick and go first. Aw heck, lookit that thing all a dangling slung low just a waiting to be picked. Shit, I GOTTA FUDGE everybody else now!!"
"UH!! Oh, shit...oh fuck!" Before he realized it, Flora was on scuffed-up knees taking Randy's endowment almost to the root. She went at it with a palpable hunger, grabbed his endowment at the root quickly stroking towards her bobbing head like her life depended on it. She had these thin fingers with darkened knuckles and palms that felt sort of calloused.
"You really know how to..." Flora's tongue appeared cradling the underside of his erection like a scoop sliding back and forth in intervals before her lips slurped everything inside accompanied by this syrupy sort of slurping sound intercut with audible gagging. Flora's head movements became more pronounced eventually leaving her kissing his root.
"Suck...UNG!! UNG!! AW SHEET!! AW FUGGIT!!" His thighs seized up intensely as several ropes of thick gooey cum filled Flora's throat in waves. She inched closer framing his right leg working her neck fluidly swallowing every burst, sucking and slurping with purpose as he mewled whining breathlessly. Flora's cheeks inverted in one long sustained slurp.
"AAAWWWW-AW-AWWWG!!!" Randy screamed loud enough to create an echo as Flora forced her head face first into his crotch gagging herself as his stomach flip flopped followed by an explosive deluge of ejaculate spraying the back of her throat flowing down into her belly. Her thin fingers were interlocked capturing his balls roughly jacking away.
"...ah shit, sheet Flora." Flora released his member with an audible pop of her lips but continued roughly jerking and tugging on it looking up into his watery eyes with a gooey string of his cum hanging from her bottom lip and chin. She slurped it up like an errant strand of spaghetti, clearly pleased with herself.



"You like that country neck, huh? Bet you'd let me cart your narrow tail to my place so I could suck it all day before I even let you stick me, huh? I like doing stuff like that, sucking and fucking til the cows come home, knobbing and jerking on your pickle til you cry. Make my bum ass fool of a man Delroy get gone and put on my nice drawers so I kin fuck you down real proper like; bet you'd like that huh? Lookit my titties, I got me some nice ones."
She kept it up graduating to a one very rough one-handed jerk palm faced upward sort of limp wristed with his crown pointed at her face, thin fingers wrapped tight. Randy's legs were going rubbery as Flora continued ranting in some lust-fueled fever pitch.
"Got me some dirty dees, menfolk be all a grabbing on them trying to shove they dicks up between them and shit, too. They hang just right even though I done birthed and weened me about five suckers on these so far. Still got muh figure too, just a little smidgen of stretchmarks on my.... GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!! Slurp!!"
Randy lost it palming her head between both large hands impulsively shoving himself into her mouth with no fucks given. This wet squishy sound filled the air as he took her mouth like he owned it barely able to contain himself. He thought about the dumpy fat girl who'd given him his first blow job in a rest stop restroom and how it was so shitty, he bolted instead of fucking the lazy near-do-well while her back was to him about to bend over.
"GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!! HAWK-TU!! SLURP!! GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!" Things started to get nasty and wholly messy as a deluge of drool ran from her mouth as if someone had turned on a hidden tap inside her maw. The squishy sound got louder as Randy tried to shove everything inside until his endowment started to bend.
"...fuck, you got some good mouth." He relented when Flora started to retch.
"OH, YOU LIKE TO PARTY HARD, HUH?!!" She wasn't fazed one bit by the rough treatment looking glib and game still using the right hand to stroke with frenetic purpose.
Flora inched forward on her knees letting go for a moment to yank her big il-fitting cotton frock up exposing the nudity underneath from the front this time. A big pair of sloping conical looking breasts perfectly fitted to her narrow bust bulged downward with a pronounced rubbery jiggle. They were obviously real with a spongy look capped with huge areolas that covered the ends of her tits raggedly with random flecks of pigmentation.
"DAMN!!" Randy's eyes went wide, hands shooting out as if they were spring loaded.
"I KNOW, RIGHT?" Flora was beyond pleased with Randy's reaction feeling a swell of validation as he handled her tits with all the care of someone handling cantaloupes at the local farmer's market.
She arched her back deep, proudly displaying charms hidden behind her worn, baggy cheap-looking dress. Her breasts conformed to the probing fingers clawing fingers bulging between his digits with a slightly loose, yet weighted feeling to them. Arousal caused her nips to become chewy rounded nubs. Flora's brow furrowed on a face that had a big jack-o-lantern's proud smile on it.
"HAWK-TU!! SLURP!! GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!!" Flora hocked a nasty loogie onto the head of his cock, then slurped it to the root, all ten fingers wrapped around the root frenetically long stroking his meat towards her steadily bobbing head lip suction, intense. This lasted a few seconds before she adjusted, raising up a little with one foot planted flat next to her bent knee. Flora wrapped and cushioned his prick with her tits, long stroking it to nirvana.
"SHEET!!" Randy planted his hands on top of the kneeling woman's shoulders using them for leverage to drive the underside of his manhood along her breastbone. Flora moved with him, scrubbing his cock frantically.
The mushy feel of Flora's sloping tits accompanied with the visual of her large plate sized areolas now in dual oval shapes surrounded those natty spots and freckles was visibly enticing enough to send jolts of pleasure throughout his pelvis. She arched her lower back jutting her tits outward matching Randy's posture both feverishly working together. Flora began bouncing the undersides of her pear-shaped offerings into the base of his member.
"AW SHEET!!" Copious rivers of precum started to flow from the head of his cock. Randy's grip on Flora's bony shoulders went harder, nails clawing into the delicate flesh arching in both directions fucking her fleshy gourds like he owned them. She let her mouth hang open in this hollow moan revealing what looked like an overly long tongue hooked over her chin.
She started flicking it vertically on his sixpack abs lightly with the gentle sway of a paintbrush on fresh canvas. The ticklish sensation added to things as he went harder framing her thin bony hands with his much larger ones, utterly railing her sloping tits. His heart was starting to thump with this kind of odd anxiety creeping into the situation. Flora's gaze was on his thrusting member long enough to almost reach her shoulder randomly.
Her mouth hung open presenting an oval shaped void framed by her thin lips, an invitation. The expression on her homely visage read like some perverted smile. More precum spurted out with the first burst clearing her shoulder in a wide arc onto the grass and leaves. Flora reacted to this facially with a hoarse sounding chortle, pressing her breasts tighter around the ten-inch pickle pistoning in and out of her cleavage, vertically. Randy went over, loud.
"Ung!! Ung!! Ung!! Sheet!!...shit, fuck!!" A powerful burst followed the first clearing Flora's shoulder in a higher arc with a third following which left a slimy strip across her plump cheek. Randy 's face was flushed as he grunted and whined humping out the remainder of his climax. She pressed harder on the outsides of her breasts with enough force to make them change color from the pressure alone. He could feel a last rope surging in his shaft.
"SLURRRP!!!!" Flora quickly took all of him just above the root of his prick as the dam burst. Randy's toes curled up in the expensive pilfered sneakers as he coated the inside of her maw in a scintillating wave of pleasure. Flora wrapped her fingers around his straining cock fingers interlocked, jerking wildly toward her plunging face, vacuum sucking hard.
"FUH-FUUHH-FUUCK!!!" Randy was obliged to disengage them getting a visible splash of saliva and juices that left her face sprinkled.
"GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!! HAK-TU!!! GAWK!! GAWK!! SLURP!!!" Flora didn't waste a moment giving Randy a passionate cleanup blow job, twisting and screwing his throbbing member sending the eighteen-year-old into nirvana, now chuckling himself.
"Aw shit man; now I gotta fuck you, girl!" His hand was absentmindedly in custody of a handful of her barrette plats as he beat his cock on her lips, sexually euphoric.
"You gonna fuck me, now?
"FUCKKIN' A RIGHT I'M GONNA FUCK YO BRAINS OUT!!" He was almost slobbering at the mouth pulling Flora to her dirty bare feet with the worst intentions, ration thought on hiatus. Her palm was cupping the underside of his shaft in continual motion, tugging and stroking no wasted movement. The excitement between them was palpable. The crazed look on his face was turning her on enough to make her snatch drip in anticipation.
"Oh gosh." Randy's hands landed on her rounded yet sort of squarish on the sides buttocks in what was intended to be a dual clap on the cheeks. Instead of that clap, his fingers encountered a meaty marshmallow of an ass intently groping Flora through the thin frayed material. She arched into him, still in custody of his cock fist wrapped around the middle of the shaft, jacking roughly.
His height allowed him to look over her shoulder tugging up on the hem of her light dress until he could get hands on her naked flesh. Flora moved seamlessly with him, swabbing his hardening tumescence on her abdomen, tapping it there randomly. While washboard flat with a single line of definition, her belly was a mess of stretchmarks radiating outward from her nappy mound.
"Oh, wow you really gonna fuck it off up in me, ain't you? At first, I thought you were one of them sedity fellas all high and mighty with your good dick, but now I see it just takes a little bit of rubbing and sucking to push your fuck button. You gonna push my fuck button now, huh boy?" Her big googly eyes were focused on his, tickling her hairy patch with the tip of his prick.
"You about to find out!" Randy replied, freeing Flora of her simple dress with one hand tossing it aside on top of a nearby bush.
"Oh yeah?"
"Fuck yeah, I'm gonna stab your guts until my shit come out of your mouth! "
Flora's weird looking eyes went wider accompanied by her signature hiccup chortle while Randy got handsy to the ninth degree, squishing a sloping pear-shaped tit with the other doing more of the same to her smooshy left buttock. Flora was decidedly slim-thick sporting a pair of tired, but still bouncy set of matronly breasts with enough curve at the hips to solidify her status as a mother to multiple children.
Everything below the neck was coated with a lattice of pronounced stretchmarks particularly at her underarms, tummy and the outside of her hips. This was a body that might have been something special to look at back in the day before she started having babies but now seemed to be a museum dedicated to bad decisions on the backroads.
"Can you pick me up off the ground? You so big and strong looking, I wanna get my legs around you and bounce on your ding-a-ling like a fucking ballerina or some shit like that. If you don't, I can turn around and grab my kneecaps for you. Menfolk like hitting it like that most of the time. I don't know if it's a booty thing or they just don't like looking at my face, to be honest there, fella. You look like one of them booty mens, so I'll just turn around."
Her southern accent was so thick, it was work trying to figure out what she was saying beyond two or three words. Despite that, it was crystal clear what she thought of herself. His hands on her wobbly buttocks spreading them wide apart only reinforced her self-depreciated view of herself as she raised a leg bent at the knee for him to capture it. The only thing she really seemed to want was his validation besides his prick.
Maybe not even that other than being "good enough" to be fucked off the backroads.
That bird whistle followed by a series of odd hoots interrupted the proceedings eliciting an instant reaction as she forcefully pushed away from Randy, suddenly anxious to the ninth degree. Flora adopted a hunched posture as if she thought she might be struck by some phantom club, looking about arms folded at the elbows, wrists limp fingertips pointed at the ground. Randy had one hand wrapped around his meat, the other touching her bicep.
"What is it, girl?"
"Don't meddle me!" Flora replied looking down the far end of the wooded tunnel they were inside framed on both sides by thick gnarly trees and overgrowth. For all intents and salacious purposes, they were completely secluded from the outside world; well, what there was to see of it in "The road to Nowhere" shanty town. Randy found himself looking over his shoulder, before following the trajectory of Flora's troubled gaze.
"What?"
The hoot and long shrill whistle came again almost as if to validate its reality this time.
"Hey, what is that?" Randy touched her arm again.
"HANDS OFF, BOY!!" Her hand came up in a stinging return slap to the outside of his bicep that caused him to favor it like he'd been hit with a whip strike.
"WHAT THE FUCK?!!"
"...I'm out, boy; don't you follow me." Flora dropped low into an open legged squat quickly gathering her discarded dress and the bucket she'd been carrying with a sense of urgency that made Randy antsy.
"Hey, what's going on?" He lightly grabbed half of the metal handle on the bucket instinctively looking down into it.
There was something obscured by a ragged wash towel. It looked like a rectangular piece of tree bark made from one of the hickory trees abound in the area. There were rectangular slits in it side by side and a raised area that gave it the appearance of a crude facemask.
It was only a second long glimpse...
"HEY!! HEY-BITCH!!" Flora's back arched as she dipped low snapping at his hand, teeth barred snarling like some sort of feral animal. She barely nipped his hand, but there was no mistake she could've taken a plug out of if he was a second slower.
Flora was gone just that quickly, running off in her birthday suit with her dress draped over the top of the bucket hiding its contents from view in those fleeting moments.
"...what the hell?" Randy stared after her, almost afraid to follow until he realized he was still in the same predicament.
It was a no brainer simply following Flora's path through the brush, but a sudden sharp shriek way off in the distance gave him momentary pause. Randy lingered listening for a moment, hands on the hem of his shorts, silently wishing he still had the top left behind at the cabin with Renee and probably Honey as well. He cursed himself for angering the latter but couldn't deny the impression the chalky former left on him. It was quiet for a minute.
"Fuck this shit, I'm going." Randy pushed through the brush following Flora after the fact.
He found himself in another much larger pocket opening of the dense forest, reaching back scratching his head, befuddled at his predicament. This patch was about as big as a backyard or a little more, but more well-lit from the overhead sunlight. It felt just as secluded but was different in that random pieces of junk and discarded furniture littering this clearing.
"Huh?" Most of this stuff had apparently been there for years. A discarded mattress had moss overgrowth, but he noticed a large stain in the middle of it accompanied by a raw stringent odor that assailed the nostrils. The grass was littered with used condoms and more than a few empty bottles of beer and cheap hooch. It turned his stomach.
A few feet away the heavy brush started to rustle and shake profusely signaling an approach by someone on the other side dighting against the dense foliage.
"Flora?!" He called out, voice uneven.
"Nope." Someone else called back, still approaching and obviously a woman.
His attention was drawn backwards to a dense patch of foliage and intertwined overgrowth shaking profusely heralding the arrival of the voice's owner. Some of the leaves and lighter sticks were cracking telling Randy someone was snapping and breaking errant branches, swiping thick bushes full of green and reddish berries aside.
He tensed up as a hand appeared first, then another grabbing handful of green stuff ripping it apart akin to opening a curtain. What appeared next made Randy's jaw drop like a lead weight. A humongous pair of breasts pushed through barely encased in a ribbed, cherry red knit top with some ceremonial buttons down the front.
"Oh shit..." These breasts, coal black in skin tone were so big, the exposed portion of her plunging neckline made them look like a secondary pair of large tits mounted on top of the mountainous rest of this massive bust. The visual explained the cacophony that accompanied the rest of the reveal as a woman cleared mother nature's mess.
...ah, damn man, what the fuck?" She was a little under ten feet away standing there taking the time to swat errant leaves and vines from her big meaty arms.
This wasn't the odd-looking Florabell, but a rather large woman suddenly there staring back at him, smiling in a way that made the hairs on his arms stand up while his prick started twitching wildly. She was on the large side, very dark skinned with a roundish face surrounded by shoulder length raven colored hair with a skunk stripe up front partially draped over an eye. She had rich cheekbones and the look of a Gullah woman.
"Randy?"
His brow raised at the big blocky top-heavy woman's husky tone and on sight recognition. She was big and wide with a rectangular build from the shoulders to her hips, built to hold the huge ridiculous boulders threatening to burst free of a top that should've been three sizes bigger to accommodate her frame. This woman was super-sized with a body language that suggested she as comfortable with herself to the exclusion of all else.
"Randy Brown, that's you ain't it?" She was a brick wall of a woman about five-ten in height with a doughy belly you would barely notice due to her massive breasts. Despite this, she had some slender legs with a bit of subtle definition in the thighs and calves.
"We know each other?" Randy asked befuddled as she closed the distance between them offering her hand with a sly smile.
"COME HERE!" She snatched him into a tight headlock with the left side of his face smooshed into her huge bust. The weight of her breasts were apparent as she playfully wrenched on his neck turning in a little semi-circle as he asserted himself.
"Cut it out; we know each other, lady?!"
"Shoosh boy, let me have a good look at you all ah walking round back in here." She ignored the question handling Randy by the shoulders directing him upright facing her in custody of his biceps. Again, her monster bust became a factor wedged into his defined bare chest and sixpack abdomen through no fault of her own. This woman's rounded face in closeup was decidedly fetching, mature with sort of mean looking puffy eyes, smiling.
"What?" Randy asked feeling her squeezing his biceps measuring their dexterity pinching both with her fingertips. She had these overly long probably fake nails meticulously ending in white edged French tips. Randy knew there was only one place she could've got those done. At the edge of town was this strip mall which had a nail salon many ladies could barely afford, but still clambered to anyway. He tried to place her face, but couldn't.
"You big, tall and cute as fuck just the way I like; maybe a nice cut would do you one better, too. Well, lookit here, packing a pretty nice rod, too." Her hand was suddenly cupping and groping his package, giving it therapeutic squeezes from her chubby hand. He swatted it away.
"We know each other?"
"So Randy, you were back here fucking on Florabell, huh?"
"You her sister?"
"Do I look like her sister, boy?"
"WE KNOW EACHOTHER?!!"
"My but you are a pretty looking man, Randy. Old girl think she gonna be creeping up the line round here; but that ain't the case and you're new, so you obviously don't know how it is, either."
"How what is?"
"Did you fuck her good with this big ole snake?" His bare cock was suddenly in her hand which was lightly squeezing it with a slow stroke towards her body. Her movements were deceptively quick enough that Randy was disoriented for a moment. His gaze shot down finding her hand inside his shorts up to the wrist, then back to her heavily made up face finding the intense saccharine smile there to be more of a forced expression."
"Excuse me." He went to disengage her hand carefully handling the thin fingers wrapped around his throbbing manhood, but she pressed closer mashing her huge tits into his bare chest and defined abdomen.
"What, you don't like it, huh nigga? If you don't like it, then ain't no way you should be back here in our cradle. I ain't gonna call you gay or nothing, and I sure as hell ain't that easy either, Randy. Unheard of, a pretty nigga with a hog leg scared to use that shit. So, you in love or something?"
"You talk like a pimp."
"Maybe I am so you were back here boning Florabell, right?"
"You hella nosey, too." This made her grin with a Cheshire cat's smile framed by two Dahlia bite piercings he hadn't initially noticed before, probably because of her massive front porch.




"Real cute baby boy; so, you one of her baby daddies or something? You know that hoe got seven kids and always creeping for number eight. Are you number eight, or are you a straight up clown?"
"What the fuck?!"
Both of her hands were inside his shorts, one stroking with three fingers while the opposite used another three fingers on the crown of his prick in a pinchy screwing motion. The sly smile on her coal darkened face didn't infuriate him enough to pull the offending hand away this time. He watched her run a finger under her nose, sniffing. She smiled.
"You got some neck and you back here acting like a scary bitch?"
"What's your fucking name?"
"You don't know?"
"No."
"What does it matter when you got such a big dick all hard and shit? You got two handfuls down here; do you know how to use it, Randy?" She tugged his shorts down, exposing his package, stroking more intently. The motion made the upper exposed swell of her breasts jiggly all over the place, like Jello. Her breasts looked like two boulders with, and extra slightly smaller set stacked on top bulging from her plunging neckline.
"What you think?" Randy answered with a petulant indignant tone annoyed at being treated like nothing he said mattered. The exposed cleavage resembled a big butt.
"I think Florabell got you "sprung" Randy; I think you was back here looking for a handful of dandelions so you could get down on one knee and pop the fucking question. Maybe you like used, bust down pussy instead of "That Ghud-Ghud" sitting right here under these big ass motherfucking titties. What do I think, huh boy? Do you REALLY wanna know about that shit?"
"Big talk!"
"Oh yeah, nigga?" She cracked a half smile cocking her head to the side.
"YEAH!"
"Èske ou vle yon gou, Randy?" The woman spoke some other language out of the blue catching him off guard. His eyes kept dipping between her immense cleavage and sly round face which made him casually uneasy.
"Huh, what is that you're saying, girl?"
"Ain't no girls here, unless you talking about these." His hands were suddenly pressing into the sides of her mountainous breasts mashing them together into an abomination of meaty cleavage that reached the bottom of her chin. His thumbs were pressed against what felt like big, blocky nips, each with a piercing. The woman flashed a prideful smile, all teeth.
"Hey!" His shorts were roughly yanked down as she planted a bare foot in the crotch, stomping.
"I guess you better pull your britches up, huh Randy?"
When Randy bent over automatically, he was shoved over roughly but recovered turning on his side in a sitting position looking up, getting a shock to the system. The boulder sized undersides of her breasts were staring him in the face. Randy found out this woman was wearing a brassiere that looked a few sizes too small for its gargantuan task.
"Bitch!' There was spillage all over the place, even from his vantage point as her top was unceremoniously shoved over his head. Her laughter was that of a smoker matching her cunning demeanor as the dirty sole of her bare foot shoved him dead center in the sternum. Randy's business was left pointed at the afternoon sky while she snickered.
"Your mamma's a bitch, scary ass nigga; betta shut up before I sit on your motherfucking face!" she was walking away, big back facing him, rear view of her badly fitted bra. Most of her weight was above the shoulders in her chest and wide built torso, with two naturally necessary love handles stacked two on each side of her top-heavy body. Her butt was wide, partially flat with just enough thickness to keep it from being a pancake in some vintage gym shorts he recognized as part of his former high school's gym uniform.
"You wanna get fucked in the ass, hoe?" He stood up with her shirt in hand, irritated.
"Do you, nigga?" She shot back, half chortling.
"WHO ARE YOU?!!" The familiarity in her tone and behavior was throwing him for a loop. Randy went after her across the open patch of wood, catching up in six strides, noticing something he hadn't before. There was a swath of burned skin diagonally from her shoulder blade stopping at her defined spine. She glanced over her shoulder, smiling.
"You don't know?" More teasing.
"I'm for real, okay?"
"Are you sure, Randy?" she turned presenting a front view that nearly made him explode cum all over the inside of his shorts. He noticed a modest wad of cash in her hands...and his wallet.
"WHAT-THE-FUCK?!!"
"Sorry about that nigga; force of uhm, habit, I guess. Uh, the name's Magic, for obvious reasons, fetch."
His empty wallet went flying right over his shoulder a few feet away. Randy instinctively patted his empty back pocket, then doggedly ran after his pilfered billfold.
"Aw man, she was a fucking pickpocket." Magic was gone when he turned around, almost as if into thin air.
Randy bolted after her running through the hedges pushing through into what looked like the same narrow wooded corridor, he thought he escaped from earlier. This time however, Randy caught sight of a pair of coal darkened buns in those vintage gym shorts. It looked like she had got caught trying to make her escape by between a veritable rock and a hard place. Randy jumped into the narrow space quickly grabbing her hips, yanking her shorts down midthigh.
"GOT YO' ASS!!" His cock was flopped out over his waistband, rock solid and ready. Randy didn't waste any time, shoving it balls deep. There was a loud groan accompanied by this tremor radiating throughout her butt with an intense shiver. Her cunt was extremely tight, clamping down on his erection which still had a third bulging from her swollen puss.
TALKING ALL THAT SHIT WITH A BUM ASS COOCHIE!!" Randy started beating her back out, putting all his weight behind nuclear thrusts. Loud distressed whimpering and sobs serenaded his anger fueled plundering of her criminal snatch. He was determined to get his money's worth out of Magic's. The shivering started to get more pronounced until that dark chocolate was bobbing and wagging like its owner was having some sort of seizure.
"TAKE THIS ROD, TRICK ASS HOE!! FUCKING THOT BEOTCH!!" The country air was filled with loud wet sound smacks intermingled with gooey squishes of a cunt being horrifically resized. It seemed like one of her knees faltered as her butt shifted over to the side, then started bobbing feverishly. The wrenching motion sparked a frenetic thumping from the business end of his certified ten inches, measured earlier this afternoon as a joke.
Renee and Honey saw him as little more than an afternoon distraction, laughing at his failure to barely get near her without blowing a wad. It was ultimately degrading, yet wholly sensual at the same time. Now, an angry baby daddy and Honey's irritation at being unwittingly compared to Renee created this weird situation. The captured top-heavy pickpocket was creaming all over his pistoning rod eradicating the inherent friction of her box.
"BEOTCH, I'MMA FUCK YOU TIL YOU PEE YO'SELF!!" His sexually angry words proved prophetic in moments as a deluge of moisture started running down her quivering inner thighs. He could feel his uncircumcised crown thumping the back of her cunt like a police battering ram. Her chocolate buns were so black, they were damn near reflective making his medium brownskin tone and angry looking reddish prick almost glow in comparison.
Distressed moans charged him up, locking his legs watching as she began throwing it back just as hard and frenetic, climaxing on his endowment. Moans and whimpers degenerated into this series of loud haunting howls of pleasure as his thighs seized up. His hands were clawing into her buttocks, thumbs framing her openings parting them wide. Several strong pulses in his inner thighs were signal enough as he slowly withdrew his throbbing cock.
An explosive burst of his goo splattered all over her shivering buttocks encouraging three more powerful ropes of stringy ejaculate. The last rope hit did center on her cunt, drizzling down in a gooey web that dotted the grass and browned leaves in dollops. Her musk was stifling but intoxicating as his fingers spread the warring halves of her cheeks gaping a well-used and defiled cunt that parted wider than it should've, insides were visibly clenching.
"Did you fuck her until she peed on her motherfucking self, Randy?"
"Wut-What-WHAAAT?!!"
Randy whipped back, looking over his shoulder to find Magic there right behind him grinning like a jackal. Before he even realized it, her hand was wrapped around his prick right above the base screwing, tugging and jerking outwards away from their bodies. Randy looked down in time to see the cum glazed butt disappear into the thick brush and foliage like a thief in the night. He turned disengaging her hand, gaze drifting down.
Magic's shorts were missing, leaving him staring at a shaved bare, puffy looking mound.
"You like it, baby boy?" She'd doffed her bottoms after disappearing through the brush, trading them with someone else.
Randy looked back at the hole in the wall of greenery left by the unknown woman then at her smiling face again. Magic stood there with no fucks to give smiling at the look on his face enjoying the sexual con wearing nothing but a brassiere that looked two sized too small for her immense bust, in danger of bursting free of her generous front porch. The dingy off-white bullet styled brassiere cups were filled to excess, spilling out on all sides.
"What, you ain't like that pussy, Randy?"
"Who are you?"
"You don't know me, do you?"
"I said that shit already."
"You getting buck on me, nigga?"
Instead of answering, Randy raised an accusatory pointer finger aiming it at the hole in the bushes left by the anonymous woman he'd taken, then directly at Magic's face. She laughed heartily, then snatched up that finger with a blinding quickness putting it in her mouth, slurping on it like a surrogate cock. Her pierced cheeks inverted powerfully as she worked her neck back and forth sucking off his pointer finger, getting sloppier by the second.
Magic started moaning in husky sensual tones that sent jolts of sexual lightning to his loins making his half-depleted member fatten into a veritable stee bar decorated with surging veins. Magic's tongue flickered about behind her lips paint brushing Randy's finger as she opened her mouth showing him the compromised digit slathered in her copious saliva. As Magic's eyes closed tightly, obviously enjoying herself. She had excellent neck technique.
Her hands cupped the sides of her huge breasts near the bottom wedging them tightly together into a mountain of jiggly mashed up cleavage that cushioned and cradled the underside of Magic's chubby chin. Her humongous tis rose up framing the sides of her face fully. Randy found himself pumping that single finger in and out of her mouth. Rivulets of saliva running off her chin into her deep cleavage prompted Randy to use a second finger.
A third finger was added to the other two, poking and plunging deep into her maw intensely. Randy watched intently, transfixed at the rapturous expression on the face he was defiling. Her humongous breasts were large enough that Magic graduated to cover half of the offending hand with mams as big as two full sized watermelons. Loud wet slurps and gagging sounds filled the enclosed wooded space. The continuous poking became rough.
...rougher as Randy graduated to four fingers stuffing her mouth full, steadily pumping.
He was starting to get some serious depth, eyes focused on Magic's sort of narrow, puffy looking ones in the middle of a rounded face that left her age suspect while her low sultry sounding voice tagged this top-heavy woman as a woman some years older, probably. Magic was perfectly still, unmoving cupping the undersides of her breasts raised and pressed against both sides of her head. They stared intently at one another, a test of wills.
Those narrow, puffy looking eyes were an odd lighter shade of hazel slowly widening until those precious jewels were surrounded in dual pools of white. Randy kept staring deep into them seeming to lose himself, albeit mutely as his heart began to thump loudly. Magic 's glare caught him fast, eyes now wider sort of glazed over, looking akin to glass. Her hands dropped allowing her breasts to drop with a heavy weight bounce and jiggle.
His cock was fully extended pointed at her puffy looking, bare mound. Randy could feel his endowment tensing up, prominent hanging ball sack and inner thighs seized up. The only item on her big, top-heavy voluptuous frame, was the vintage bullet brassiere that was little more than a ceremonial item on her coal darkened frame. Randy couldn't tell when it happened, but Magic suddenly had custody of his offending hand by the wrist.
They both looked down in tandem watching as she inserted his hand between her thighs, pressing his fingers against her slit. He felt his fingers slip inside finding a steaming, mess more sticky than gooey unlike the mysterious woman he'd taken before finding out it was all a ruse. Magic used both hands running him along her slit using one or two of her own digits to get him to curve the tips of his. When he managed, Magic let out a breathy moan.
Her insides seized up around his fingers, clamping down on them, forcefully. She bit her lower lip reacting facially, brow tensing up for a few seconds before softening as his hand was allowed to withdraw. Her breathing was heavy and palpable as Randy's offending hand was carefully pushed against his lips until he was obliged to slurp her essence off his own fingers. Magic cupped his cheek with one hand, then the other drawing him into a sensuous kiss.
The tip of her tongue slipped between his lips, tip flicking until his started swirling and coiling with her own. She dropped one hand down lightly massaging his bicep, still cupping the side of his face with her other as they made out passionately. Magic seemed to get progressively passionate, running her fingertips along his bicep. Her huge breasts bobbed and wobbled with that weighted jiggle lightly brushing his torso. Their eyes were locked.
He couldn't look away, transfixed and ensnared by her gaze. There was so much Randy wanted to do in that moment, but he just kept it up as her hand drifted down to his other bicep. This gave Randy's hands agency to flatten palms on the upper somewhat shallow swell of her butt letting them rest there in ceremonial fashion.
This didn't stop them from going into business for themselves, eventually curving at the fingertips. He started to squeeze, finding a squishy feel to the upper half of her buttocks. Her hands drifted under his arms palming Randy's lower back at the base of his spine. The underside of his tumescence brushed against her tummy, covering a belly button with a piercing in it. Magic used her hands puppeting his body into hers, rhythmically.
His crotch was throbbing with desire, especially his inner thighs. Magic's hands were blanketing his buttocks now becoming more insistent by the second as they bumped uglies. Translucent precum started flowing from the head of his uncircumcised cock. Their moans and wet, slurpy kisses were audible. Randy's height forced him to bend over further so that he could grab the whole of her wide semi-shallow butt heartily.
Magic went up on the tips of her toes accommodating his large hands. Her butt felt soft and overly malleable to the touch, cheeks parting as his fingers brushed against her opening. Randy got in an intense groping squeeze as if he were trying to pop her butt like a balloon. The pulsing intensified reminding him of his earlier tryst with Honey. The same thing started to happen when he was supposedly giving her a back massage.
His crotch was thumping harder, back arching into her matching thrusts with just as much intensity. The feeling was overtly arousing, frottage of the highest degree from a simple motion. It felt like he would splatter his seed all over her belly and humongous breasts, no penetration needed but no less satisfying. Magic's tongue was taking him on a wild tour just kissing. The large conical vintage brassiere surged looking like it would snap apart.
...the bird whistle came again followed by the odd hoots and rustling of the overgrowth boxing them inside a natural corridor. Magic broke the kiss wetly smiling, eyes narrowed.
"What is that out there?" Randy questioned, breathing hard.
"Never you mind." Magic moaned grabbing his manhood like a fleshy leash half turning as she raised her other hand, palm upturned fingertips curved beckoning.
One step was taken backwards, then another until he was following her further into the thick bushes and foliage. Magic didn't look back but kept moving in the opposite direction seemingly by sheer memory alone. Randy allowed the woods to swallow him whole. His manhood was throbbing with precum pouring from his crown. It felt like her touch alone would send him over the edge, but somehow it was tactile edging of the highest order.
"Wanna go inside with me?" Magic asked just above a whisper.
"Huh?"
His gaze shifted ever so slightly to her immediate right looking over her thick shoulder.
"What?"
Everything was covered in rich green grass, weeds and little patches of clovers blanketing everything. There on a hill nestled against some huge trees was this weathered cabin that had seen better days generations before Randy was even born. A large tree was jutting out of the ground right behind it at a sharp angle with other smaller trees overgrown close enough to entwine with the larger one. It looked as if the cabin was being held up by it.
Magic was following Randy's gaze staring intently at him in profile standing just behind his right shoulder with a hand casually caressing his bicep. The other was lightly stroking his tumescence from stem to root with a causal flick of the wrist. Her massive breasts were engulfing his other bicep snug between the warring halves of cleavage as big as his torso. Their eyes met followed by their lips making out passionately. The bird whistle returned.
It was a trilling kind of sound off in the distance, distinctively followed by a series of three hoots that came and went in random intervals. Randy looked about, then settled on Magic's face again. Her eyes widened a little, dimples appearing at the corners of her nose and lips making her facial piercings follow as she smiled. It was a choice without words. A choice Randy had to make. His hand cupped her cheek, finding that she tilted her head into it waiting, eyes fluttering.
When his gaze drifted back to the cabin, it appeared a little closer prompting him to look at Magic who was leading the way, his cock in her hand. His manhood was throbbing, pulsing in her palm, leaking copious amounts of precum. The straps of her il-fitted brassiere were digging into shoulders looking as if they were leaving deep indentations in the soft, pliable flesh of her powerfully buxom figure. The strap along the middle of her back, even deeper.
"Eh?" Randy glanced up finding them at the cracked three paneled wooden door of the rectangular cabin, half open. It was old with chipped paint, visible cracks in its surface rickety looking enough that seemed like it would fall from the hinges of pushed hard enough. Two simple cinderblocks served as front steps to this old construct leaning at a precarious angle. This didn't stop Magic from reaching out giving it a shove anyway.
The sound of splintering and scaping wood as it swung open, didn't break Randy's resolve. It swung open with a loud haunted sounding creak of tried wood revealing a cramped, cluttered boxy rectangular interior. There was a single bed in the left corner of what amounted to a box wedged tightly against a large window opened wide, sparse sheer cheap curtains drawn hanging from a cheap metal bar at its top.



Paint chips and little bits of discarded trash littered the sill with some of the greenery intruding from an outside bush, long thin branches partially protruding into the room. The bed was unmade with some ratty looking blankets and a single sheet rumpled in a buddle atop it, obviously used frequently. Randy didn't care at this point following Magic inside further, breathing hard and audible.
The first thing he noticed was this humidity accompanied by a flowery odor sort of stringent which managed to leave a sort of taste in his mouth. The walls seemed closer together for some reason with an old, decrepit French provincial styled dresser with a big, stained mirror attached. This big crusty green towel was draped over the top of it at an angle almost touching a messy, cluttered dresser top piled high with feminine odds and ends.
There was a secondary door next to this dresser, like the other serving as the cabin's entrance. There was an old, outdated calendar hanging from a rusty nail level with his face. It was the kind with chintzy, pinup models your grandfather got from gas stations out in the sticks, back in the day. The pages were yellowed, mildew encrusted and wrinkled. The knob was mint green, rusty looking as if it would fall off if handled. Randy wanted to turn it.
"Randy..." She huffed in his ear, wetly stroking the underside of his manhood a bit harder now. His gaze shifted over to his immediate right finding her so close, he could feel her breathing on the side of his face. They stared into each other's eyes, chests heaving simultaneously. Magic licked her lips continuously jacking, tugging and slickly stroking his turgid prick, unconsciously using his copious precum as lubricant.
Randy's gaze drifted up peering out of the single window finding more lush greenery and the rough brittle looking bark of a hickory tree just outside. It was Mother Nature's curtain. His head rolled about on his shoulders reacting to Magic's fist wrapped around his thickening shaft. She'd never let go, keeping the strapping young athlete in a continuous state of arousal. It felt as if Randy would burst at any moment, but Magic kept edging him.
Her thumb teased his crown in random interval, the long nails making her fingers look akin to talons. Before he realized it, Randy was on all fours between her spread thighs, his palms flattened on the dirty bedding on either side of her neck. The bed seemed smaller, cozier likely due to Magic's big, buxom top-heavy figure. His prick was covered in thick, pulsing veins slightly curved at the end the way a lot of women liked.
"You gone baptize my cooch, Randy; then you gonna shove everything you got inside me and get at it like them greyhound races they used to have on the other side of Maplewood."
Her shifty eyes and sensual tone prompted Randy to look between his biceps finding the view obscured by Magic's gargantuan bust, covered with the only strip of clothing left on her big, womanly body. The conical brassiere was something out of older days, probably pilfered from a grandmother's dresser drawer. This twenty-something's wealth of cleavage presented itself spectacularly, surging and bulging from the front and sides of the old bra.
"...do, I know you?"
"Do you, Randy?" Magic squeezed as hard as she could, balling her fist up around his cock until her meaty hand was trembling from the pressure. Randy groaned loudly as if he'd been mortally wounded. It lasted a second or two, then dissipated as she let go fingers extended. His big cock remained pointing straight out from his crotch, freed with instantaneous and predicted explosive results. His inner thighs tightened up painfully.
"AWWWG!! AWWWG!!!UNG-UNG-UNG!!!" Several explosive bursts splattered all over Magic's bare mound and peach, defiling her inner thighs as well. Just as it seemed to subside, another round of pulsing bursts hit her cunt dead center until it was a glazed, webbed up mess. A long gooey rope started to ebb out of his crow, still connected. Randy's gaze drifted from her spoiled peach over her sloping belly finding her immense tits.
Twin mountains of coal darkened flesh staring him in the face like the black hills of Dakota. Huge sloping breasts big and even wider than his chiseled torso covered with rigid cups od intricate lace that attracted Randy's fingers magnetically. Both thumbs and forefingers discover thick nips enhanced with piercings hidden away as Magic's face came into view cushioned along her chubby cheeks by her monstrous breasts. Randy couldn't wait...
"EW!!-AAAHHHH!!! AH!! AH!! AWWG!!!" Half of his verified ten inches slid between the singular line that made up the entrance on her puffy mound. She was beyond tight, volcanically hot with an addictive quality. Randy shoved roughly feeling a stinging pain as it took three powerful thrusts to bury everything he had inside her cunt, bottoming out.
"...ah, shit that's so tight and hot. "It was a mixture of pain and pleasure that distracted him from the ear-splitting scream that accompanied his violent intrusion. Randy's chin dipped and tucked finding that her long acrylic nails had dug trenches in his pecs. Their eyes met.
"UN-UN-UN!! UNG-UNG-UNG!!! AAHH!! AW SHEET!! AW FUG!! UNG!! UNG!! UNG!!" Randy just started plugging, rutting and plunging Magic's snatch with the force of a battering ram. His excessive jizz was a potent lubricant enhanced by her grooved walls. Her husky moans and cries filled the room as she was ravaged mercilessly to the exclusion of all else. Randy had only been at it five minutes when his thighs tightened up again.
"AWWWG!! AWWWG!!!UNG-UNG-UNG!!! SHEET!! SHIT-FUCK!!!" He was "shooting up the club" before he even realized it, fucking into his own jizz scrubbing her sugary walls a man possessed. Loud wet smacks of flesh on flesh enhanced their fateful coupling. Randy remained on all fours thrusting with everything he had, grunting, whining and moaning in tandem with Magic. His chin remained tucked watching his cock battering her messy cunt.
"AW!! AH-AH-AH, SHEET!!!" Randy's eyes watered, tears streaming down his cheeks as a powerful rope shot out of the head of his cock in one sustained burst. Magic tightened up around his rod, clamping down almost snapping it in two. The dark-skinned woman was big enough that she approximated a living mattress beneath him. Her posture despite her matronly size reminded one of a frog on a lily pad all limbs spread wide but inverted.
This woman was limber enough to lay on her back, legs spread wide apart folded at the knees. The soles of her feet were facing as Randy tried to push Magic through the frayed mattress, straining. His root was mashed against her soiled peach. He wriggled his hips horizontally enjoying the tightness taking her lower body along for a brief ride. Three more thrusts into her mush earned Randy a distressed groan of audible submission.
"Ah, shit girl; what you got in here, huh?" Randy grunted trying to push himself harder against her snatch.
"Your dick."
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah, I got all of you inside my front pocket and ahm gonna keep it for a while."
"Yeah girl, is that what you're saying, huh Magic?"
"...and doing too, Randy." This woman was decidedly an immovable object and stationary target for his rampant lust but managed to covertly roll and pop her hips making Randy feel all of it. Her cunt flexed on the base of his manhood in this gnawing motion. He looked down, then deep into her eyes, squinting randomly from the sensation. They started slowly working together, his muted roughhewn thrusting into her barely rolling hips.
"UN-UN-UN!! UNG-UNG-UNG!! AH!! AH-AH-AAAHHH!!!" He felt himself slowly inflate inside her cunt until her grooved walls were scrubbing his shaft. In seconds, they were fucking like lost lovers, focused solely on each other's eyes. This only lasted ten minutes as he faltered feeling like his meat had been placed into the loveliest of sexual grinders.
"Tanpri aksepte ofrann sa a ak anpil lòt pou swiv, aswè a ak demen. Jiskaske li vid." Magic moaned just above a whisper feeling Randy's spunk pouring into her as her opening clamped down on his weakening prick.
"Huh?"
"...my cup uh, runneth over."
"...ah, shit its tight." Randy squinted shutting his eyes tightly as Magic wriggled and rolled her hips solely but nothing else, being an immovable stationary target.
"Want it tighter, or do you wanna get up here and ride the girls?" Her eyes squinted tightly as her cunt seized up skintight around his meat.
"AH-AH-AWWW!!! SHEET!!" Randy felt it along his shaft from stem to stern, crown to base trying to thrust some more weakly faltering. Magic kept it up, slowly wrenching her hips, audibly huffing. He kept trying to push himself inside with a mountain of jiggling, dark chocolate cleavage in his face. Her breasts looked like they were inflating, bulging from the open portions of her worn brassiere.
"Just wanna stay in there like forever, don't you Randy?"
"Damn, it feels like you gotta hand in your pussy or something; feels like it's in there jerking me off. How're you doing that? Just wanna..."
"Move in there, huh?"
"AH-AH-AH SHI!! UNG!! UNG!! AW MAN, SHIT!!!" He thrust a few more times sweating so profusely that he was obliged to blow the excessive sweat from the corners of his mouth.
"Want me to wrap these legs around you?"
"Fuck."
"It's cool Randy; niggas be trying to fuck up my titties but if they go down here first I got'em on lock. You gotta a lotta nut in them balls and I want all of it, but since you cute I'll dial it down before you end up in the mix."
"You like to talk slick when a nigga pushing the back of your shit in about to break down the wall." Randy growled surprising himself as rivulets of sweat dripped from his body raining down on the buxom backwoods' nymph, dotting her heavily made-up visage.
"AUUGGG!!!" Magic's legs snapped into the small of Randy's back like a spring-loaded trap interlocked. He was thrust forward, unconsciously accommodating her large frame.
"Okay right, go at these titties then; but you gonna be sleeping on these big pretty motherfuckers." Magic challenged, cupping her huge offerings making them bulge in his face.
The big meaty surge was overwhelming drawing both of his large hands like magnets, cupping the outsides of her bounty. The moment his fingertips touched the edges of her huge breasts, Magic squeezed him as tight as she could, making them both yowl. Randy was obliged to flatten one palm on the mattress outside of her left bicep, trapped on all fours, back arched deep wedged tighter.
"AAAHHH!!!" The base of his prick was wedged skintight against her slit, locked there with her interlocked ankles bucking insistently at the small of Randy's back.
"Give-it-up-Randy." Every word came with a powerful shove of her legs making the young, gifted athlete hump robotically until a shrill whine escaped his lips.
Several strained gasps escaped his lips until things devolved leaving his teeth chattering.
"AH!! AH-AH-AH!!! AAAGGG!!!!" It felt like she was trying to snap him in two in two places; the first being her snapping cooch, the second her legs wrapped suffocatingly tight around his waist and lower back. Magic demonstrated the limberness of a much smaller woman.
His free hand hovered over her huge right breast, both wobbling and jiggling from their joint rippling motions like a waterbed. The tips of his fingers barely grazed the tip of the conical cup of the vintage brassiere haphazardly covering her breasts, spillage everywhere.
Randy's eyes became slits with tears running down his cheeks as he started spraying her insides, almost squealing.
"Told you, nigga." Magic's low sensual tone sounded melodic.
Randy's chin dipped, head rolling back weakly as he faceplanted into her massive cleavage with a loud wet smack. He was out of it, brown eyes rolling up into his head.
Magic's words were prophetic.
[DARKNESS]
...TO BE CONTINUED.
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[Slurp]
"Aw..."
[Slurp, slurp-prolonged]
"...sheet!"
[Slurp...slurp...SLURRRRP!!]
"Damn baby, aw fuck..."
Willie Pete had awoken to the mother of all wakeup blowjobs, but decided to play things out to avoid a potential cringe moment with one Ms. Melvina Hickey, his unlikely host for the evening after a day of back and forth bickering and competition between the two which culminated in a game of one on one, which he lost handily. The tall former athlete and current church elder was combative and incensed at perceived disrespect, but more amenable after winning the game, inviting Willie into her home for a meal afterwards.
"...aaah, shit."
[SLURRRRP!! Slurp! Slurp-slurp-SLURRRP!!]
After a sexual hiccup with Precious, Ms. Hickey's charge; Willie and the good church elder somehow ended up between the sheets where he used his meaty pipe to chop the tall drink of water down to size. Not to be outdone, Melvina produced an equalizer in the form of some heated lube used between them with the long, tall mature riding them both to oblivion. The impromptu sneaky link ended with both wrapped in one another's arms sleeping like two rocks. Willie was slowly coaxed out of a deep slumber by her lips around his oversized manhood.
[SLURRRPPP!! GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!]
He was flat out on his back enjoying the good Ms. Hickey's carnal affections to the fullest. For some reason he kept his eyes closed barely pretending to be asleep throughout, but she was working it out of him with this very sustained and nasty sloppy top.
"AAAW!! AAAW!! AWWWK!!" Willie could feel the whole of his endowment taken nearly to the base while a hand was wrapped around the base of his endowment.
[GAWK!! GAWK!!! GAWK!!!!]
Tremors erupted all over his body as she cupped his sizable balls with a sticky, saliva coated hand palming and rolling them rhythmically. Her dominant right hand was twisting his shaft at the base as she sucked, slurped and generally swallowed him whole.
[ GAAAWWWK!! GAAAAWWWWK!!-SLURRRPPP!!]
Suffice it to say, Willie Pete found himself squirming all over this good sister's mattress even spreading his thighs wide apart knees soles pointed inward. Her tongue went to work on his taint even lapping at his backdoor lightly rimming it. Before he could react, she throated him to the base with a sustained intense suction that took him over the precipice as he started exploding in her educated mouth. After that first burst, the suction intensified.
[SLUUUUURP!!]
"DAMN!! SHIT!! AW FUCK BAE-BEEE!!!" Willie cried out breaking the fiction of a faux sleep as all ten of her fingers pinched down hard, stroking and scrubbing towards the lips scrubbing the shit out of his mean twelve inches of certified pipe. He flopped and bounced on the mussed bedding emptying himself in her gullet as his tightly shut eyes opened, wetly.
"..."
"Precious?" His huge cock was protruding from the young miscreant's big puffy lips slightly bent at the end. It plopped out of her mouth followed by a gooey deluge almost continuously running off her chin as she responded.
"Oh hey."
"Huh?...OH, HEY?!" The lazy dullard sound of her rather husky voice contrasted with the casually angry looking expression on a soft rounded face plastered across a brick, deeply furrowed brow be damned. Precious found his reaction humorous, sort of snickering under her breath like the sedentary drone they both knew her to be.
[SLURRRP!!]
This young bitch had no fucks to give having stooped to an outright invasion of her mentor and host, Sister Melvina Hickey. Just over her shoulder, the bedroom door was cracked as I found Precious on her knees next to my side of the bed on her knees. Willie was given the impression this twentysomething crawled inside on all fours to get what she wanted since getting a look at his healthy endowment, the aforementioned pipe.
"Uhm, you need to stop doing that homegirl."
[SLUUURP!!]
"Why?"
It's kind of uhm, out of pocket and fucking predatory."
"Huh?"
"Non-consensual?" Willie shrugged looking at Precious helping herself to his meat.
[GAWK! -GAWK!! GAWK!!!!]
"Are you serious old man; what the fuck are you talking about after topped you off already, huh? Man, you're tripping."
"You're tripping; how the fuck are you gonna slide up in here and do something like that with your uhm, auntie laying right next to..." Willie suddenly realized the other side of the bed was empty when he glanced over in the darkness while explaining the matter to Melvina Hickey's young wayward charge. The opposite side of the bed had been neatly folded back allowing the tall athletic mature to slink away in the night as Willie glanced back at Precious.
[SLURP!]
"She's uhm, running some errands." Precious lazily explained, stoner chortling at the look on his face. It felt like he wasn't in on the joke.
[GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!]
"You can't be serious?" He glanced over at the bedside clock finding it was sometime after midnight while Precious continued playing with his meat roughly long stroking it with her right hand seemingly enchanted with his generous endowment. Willie couldn't deny her skill around his prick which sometimes intimidated most women. She'd been intent on getting her hands around his cock since she got a good look at it earlier that day.
"What, you in love with Bird Lady?"
"It's not like that, okay?!"
[SLURP!! SLURP!!! SLUUUURP!!!!"]
"What's it like, then?" Willie raised a brow; incredulous this woman was continuing a conversation with him while orally servicing him getting progressively nastier in the process.
"Okay yeah, we hooked up, but I didn't expect..."
"...right old man; I guess you're at the age already, huh?'
[GAWK!! GAWK!!]
"What age?"
"That age where you catch feelings when you bust a nut with some old nosey bitch instead of a premium boss bitch who brings that mouth game to the motherfucking table along with Hella ass and titties, old man. Damn bruh, I hate to say it, but you're acting hella feminine."
[SLURP!!]
"YOU GONNA TALK SHIT WITH MY FUCKING DICK IN YOUR MOUTH?!"
"Hold up, chill old man."
"I'M IN MY FUCKING THIRTIES!"
"Chill my nigga."
[GAWK-GAWK-GAWK!!! SLURP!! SLURP!!! GAWK-GAWK!!! HAWK-TUAH! HAWK-TUAH!]
Precious was fast turning Willie crotch into a sloppy mess along with all ten of her somewhat rough, calloused fingers. The faux acrylic cream-colored nails added much needed femininity to this certified woman of the streets with a PHD in GAWK-GAWK 9000. Her efforts quieted him for a few moments as he enjoyed her lips stretched around more than half his member. Precious was wearing this white cotton crop tank top and matching fullback panties stretched skintight across the wide expanse of her BBL. Despite her age, Precious sexual pedigree was that of a well-seasoned street prostitute, maybe a hype. Willie hated knowing this.
"Like that mouth work on this pipe, huh old man? Too bad we didn't link up before you got some from the Bird Lady, right? Man, I love big, long fat ones like you got down here, my nigga. Bruh, you got the kind of dick I'd suck on for a whole day and a half. Fuck, I'm gonna suck all the black off of this shit!" Well, she certainly wasn't taking no for an answer.
All ten of her fingers were tightly wrapped around the base of Willie's oversized manhood greasily stroking and twisting towards her bobbing head. Precious would throat him to the hilt in uneven intervals with a visible bulge in her throat. The lower half of her face was excessively glazed over in intermingled juices running off her chin in increasing rivulets. He was at once caught up in her wake, transfixed as she serviced his meat to the ninth degree.
Precious clamped down on the bulbous crown exclusively suddenly jerking as hard as she could slamming the ends of her interlocked fists into the base of Willie's crotch earning sticky splashes accompanied by this loud sustained slurp that took him over the edge before he even realized it. This twentysomething had this man unloading buckets into her bottomless mouth. A loud tortured groan escaped his lips without permission as he started to squirm.
"I bet you in love with me now, huh old man?" Precious huffed lazily stroking his horse sized manhood with her right hand while her kind of meaty bicep rested on his thigh.
Wille waved her off lying on his back peering through sweat soaked eyes at the ceiling above.
"Hey nigga, check out my style." Precious chuckled in lazy stoner fashion clearly pleased with herself as he realized she'd stripped him bottomless at some point.
The husky sounding near-do-well swallowed him to the base with her tongue extended cradling the underside of his balls. Precious slowly drew her lips backwards leaving just the tip between her lips sucking as hard as she could. Her wet sticky hands were a revelation of synched movement slowly jerking and twisting near the top and just beneath his balls. It got real when Precious plopped his meat out of her mouth, then lapped at his taint. Willie inflated almost on command.
"You in love with me now, huh?" Her lazy sounding chortle was hypnotic at this point.
"You got me...FUCKED UP!" Willie admitted facepalming.
"Not yet, I don't."
"Huh?"
"Hey man, can you sit up on the edge of the bed?"
Precious was already pulling on one of Willie's arms urging him forward until he was wearily sitting upright. He glanced over his shoulder at the space where his hookup lay beside him after a torrid encounter, hours earlier. Melvina Hickey was missing leaving him behind inadvertently leaving him behind for her young charge, Precious. Something about it left him at a loss for words internally and externally.
"She's running errands, real important stuff that ain't got nothing to do with you anymore. Did you get her phone number, Bruh?" Precious tugged at his captured wrist drawing his eyes back to her youthfully lax visage. His brow furrowed at the dig but raised as she snagged his other wrist raising both of his mitt sized hands placing them at her throat. Willie registered a look of shock trying to pull his hands away, but she held fast explaining.
"I like it like this."
"I don't."
"You can't choke me, old man?"
"Hell no; what is this, Precious?" He didn't know what to make of things considering she might try to put him in a situation to catch a case.
"My kink."
"I'm not doing that shit." This made the sultry lay about, chortle not offended in the least.
"Okay, vanilla coke ass nigga; how's about you meet me halfway on this shit, then?" Precious offered stripping off her white cotton crop top. A pair of obviously fake breasts with unfortunately noticeable post op scars came into view. She had barbell nipple piercings.
"How? "Willie raised a brow as she cupped her fake tits favoring her nips using pointer fingers to press down on them with a gregarious smile. Precious leaned forward throating him to the hilt with no effort whatsoever holding in place for a good five minutes before withdrawing leaving a glazed mess all over his huge prick. The shady wannabe influencer went on all fours scooting back an inch or two making space beside the bed.
"Get down here with me on the floor." There was a deep arch at her lower back that made those counterfeit cheeks look two sizes bigger than they actually were. This caused her pneumatic cakes to protrude from the elastic waistband of her fullback cotton panties in a show stopping display of rear cleavage as Willie joined her on his knees with visions of nuclear back shots dancing across his mind.
"Huh?" Precious grabbed his bicep kind of roughly.
"Nah pops, hit it from the front like this." It took him a second to get her meaning.
"Uh, you want me to fuck you doggystyle...using your mouth?!"
"Yeah."
"Are you serious, bitch?"
"Yeah, old man, I like it like it like that, and you will too; after you bust another nut, shove it in my motherfucking ass and break that shit."
"For real?"
"Yeah nigga, grab my waist with both hands right above my ass and stick that pipe all the way to the back of my head; just fuck as hard as you can, bruh."The smile on her face was criminally disarming equal parts disturbing.
"Aw shit."
"It's cool, bruh." Precious raised a brow with a wry smile on her face.
"Well, okay then."
"Don't hold back, I wanna cum." Willie did a doubletake hesitating for a moment, then knelt in front of her gingerly spreading her lips around his girth, but Precious had other ideas using a hand to claw into his left buttock, nails pricking the skin. He went balls deep with a jerk away from the stinging pain as her cheeks inverted hard with a loud prolonged slurp. Willie did as he was instructed grabbing her waist noticing that without the BBL, Precious would've had a rectangular build from shoulders to hips. There was no denying her as he started thrusting.
"...aw shit, fuck. Damn girl, what the...SHEET!! SHEET GIRL!! Suck that shit! AW!! AW!! UNG!!" Willie was long stroking the surrogate cunt as presented in the form of this twenty-year old's criminally gaped maw. He was getting all of it with enough force that his balls started slapping against her chin. Other than a few gurgles, Precious had no gag reflex whatsoever. Her face was pressed against his abdomen taking the brunt of his increasing lust.
[GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!]
"Damn, I'm gonna blow already..." Despite his words, Willie continued thrusting away focused on the sway of her big, inflated cheeks. The cotton panties had road up into the deep crack of her butt turning the nigh sheer material into a situational thong. Willie was obliged to lean forward over the girl's back facing her feet to get his big rough mitts on her counterfeit cakes.
[GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!]
His hands clawed into her buoyant cheeks like a gargoyle squeezing and groping as Precious lightly twerked. He spread the warring halves apart finding the crotch of her panties so wet, the material was sticky and translucent. There was a gooey feel to it with audibly squishy sounds when Willie used his middle fingers rubbing up an enticing friction. He pinched and drew the material aside finding a muted tiny looking slit, slightly parted and a horribly "used" backdoor. Willie palmed and spread her buns wide apart, finding that it spread wider than one would have thought.
[GAWK!!! GAWK!!! GAWK-SLURRRP!!!]
Precious was taking it like a champ as he long stroked her, keeping up a continuous and intense suction. She continued sloppily, taking him to task sexually as his hanging sack bopped her chin. The verbally lazy lay about was doing such a good job that Willie was obliged to bend over the top of her back. The only thing he could do was sink various finger combinations inside her snatch, jilling away in bliss. The fortysomething went over spectacularly.
[GLUB!! GLUB! GLUBBB-SLURRRP!!!]
Precious swallowed up everything until he was close to squealing. Willie pulled out of her hungry maw with an audible pop from lips which might have had a smidgen of collagen.
"Damn, baby..."
"...I'm not finished bruh."
"What?"
"Sit on my face."
"WHAT?!!"
"Sit on my face, okay?"
"Nah." This made Precious chuckle in bombed out stoner fashion before she dipped low sucking on the big bulbous head of his prick for a few seconds.
"Look I just wanna suck on that spot between your ass and balls; that shit will get a nigga hard as fuck no matter how many times he already came. I know you want some of this fat ass, so sit on my face, bruh."
"Fuck no; I ain't doing none of that sus shit, Precious." She started guffawing like the world's biggest nerd, then knelt upright cupping Willie's oversized sack. The tip of her fingers found that secret spot rubbing lightly in a tiny circle as she cupped one of her bolt-on breasts rolling the nipple. He started to feel this odd sensation as the young lay about made an observation.
"You look like a real hard hitting O.G. but you scary as fuck when a hoe wanna give you that experience."
"That's what I'm afraid of, bitch; what kind of motherfuckers are you dealing with?"
"Real niggas about that life in them fucking streets who know how to let they bitch take over and take care of business. Men who know how to handle a boss bitch with the back of they hand before they pound her out with a foot on the back of her fucking head, backdoor like a motherfucker, understand? Niggas that know how to choke the spit out of a trifling bust down while giving up all the back shots until that hoe pass out, cumming and pissing all over the floor. Niggas that take they belt off and use it to whip your fat ass, then use that same fucking belt to tie your thighs together while you're on your back and beat the shit outta the kat! REAL MOTHERFUCKIN G's that..."
"STOP IT!" Precious was visually and verbally getting overly excited, obviously talking from experience as she rolled and squeezed his balls continuously rubbing that spot, chortling.
"Check it out, my nigga."
Willie glanced down, finding a veritable flagpole protruding from his pelvis, veins sprouting along its surface. His gaze traveled from his meat to her grinning countenance.
"And you ain't about that life, right bruh; hold still, I want mine, now."
Precious hooked an arm around his neck raising a knee, sole planted flat as she reached between them pressing his crown against her entrance. The other thick leg followed suite as she assumed an open legged squat impaling herself on his prick to the hilt. She was a surprisingly perfectly snug fit almost as if she'd been made exclusively for his use. Precious draped both arms over his shoulders bouncing on his business essentially fucking herself.
"Damn."
"Yeah, I hear that shit a lot."
"I mean..."
"...whatever, since you so fucking vanilla, I let you have my pussy. Don't fall in love, nigga."
"Oh, you got jokes, huh bitch?"
Both of his large, calloused hands came down on her big fake donk in dual pancakes slaps that made her counterfeit butt jiggle and wobble all over the place. Precious shrieked caught off guard when Willie stood up cradling her donk in both upturned palms. He started bouncing her on the base of his cock demonstrating that his short stocky, yet heavily muscled physique wasn't for show.
"AW YEAH!!! AAAWWW YEEEAAAHHH!!! FUCK YEEEEAAAAAHHH!!!" Precious weighed north of a hundred forty-five pounds packed on a curvy five-four frame with saline and silicone filler, but Willie Pete was bouncing this short heifer around like she weighed next to nothing. Precious hooked a chin over his shoulder fully enjoying the rutting as he took two steps to the wall roughly shoving her into it still suspended and stuffed to the gills full of meat.
"LIKE DAT TRICK?!!"
Loud wet smacks of flesh on sweaty flesh filled the defiled bedroom of one Melvina Hickey, currently absent from the home she was sharing with this young misanthrope.
"LIKE DAT-LIKE DAT-LIKE DAT, HUH TRICK ASS HOE!!" Willie growled adding to her husky sounding moans that carried and reverberated off the walls.
The head of his huge chunky prick was obliterating the back of her cunt like a battering ram.
"LIKE DAT-LIKE DAT-LIKE DAT, WHAT IT DO TRICK?!! TELL THIS OLD NIGGA HOW IT DO?!!" He had her pinned to the wall with her legs dangling initially from the knees, but after a few minutes, she crossed them in the small of his back. Willie went rougher using his knees feeling all her dead weight at the base of his cock. The hollow moans coming out of her mouth were damn near stereo quality. When this didn't work, he hooked those knees in the pocket of his elbows, spreading her legs wide apart in one fluid motion.


"WHAT NOW TRICK, HUH-WHAT NOW?!! WHAT-IT-DO NOW, HOE?!! LIKE-DAT-SHIT, HUH?!!" Willie was pounding all the sand out of this wayward twentysomething. He wanted an answer. Her arms were rubbery draped over his ox-like shoulders, hands shivering profusely.
Precious stuck her tongue deep into his right ear swirling the tip around.
"AAAHHH!!!" Willie faltered wobbling in the knees as she continued suckling and making out with his earlobe, happily bouncing on his manhood. He turned planting Precious on Ms. Hickey's mattress at the edge going hard throughout. The snug fit of her holiest of holies fueled his lust as she unhooked her knees away from his arms drawing them into her abdomen so that she could grab her ankles.
"FUCK-FUCK-FUCK!! SHEET!! LIKE DAT SHIT?!!" Willie leaned over her in a pushup position, thrusting as hard as he could. Precious face was hidden behind the front of her plump thighs.
"...it's okay, I guess."
Willie stopped on a dime prompting Precious to spread her thighs peering up at his face as he pulled out, scratching the back of his head. He looked around feeling the buzzkill from her lazy answer.
"Can you like, choke me?" Precious asked, shrugging a little, lying there on her back.
"...nope." His oversized manhood plopped out of her snug pocket coated in her creamy essence.
"Well, pull my hair?" She raised a brow.
"...uhm, sure." Willie raised a brow after a few seconds.
Precious rolled over on her stomach with a smirk sort of drifting off the edge of the mattress until her knees hit the floor He was at once presented with a direct view of her big, inflated butt resembling this oversized fake looking peach. Precious reached back spreading both halves apart easier than one would've thought considering the size of her enhanced cakes. A serious gape came into view surrounded by a deep dark chub rub that left no doubt she was built for him or made by person or person's unknown. The good Ms. Hickey came to mind.
"She's uhm, out on business." Precious noticed, waiting.
**********************************************************************************
"DAMN!! UNG!! UNG!! AH!! AH!! AH SHIT!!"
They'd been at it for over two hours turning the office of a former pastor, now infamous into their own personal love den. She was pinned under his athletic body, feeling the brunt of his dead weight but more importantly, all twelve inches of his throbbing manhood buried in her most private part that hadn't been used in a long while. It had been a sacrifice of ethics and morals, a badly calculated risk and gamble to beat a rival at her own game. It was a mistake of epic proportions that left her own daughter behind a noxious criminally insane eightball.
"AW SHIT!! AW FUCK!! JUST CAN'T!! UNG!! UNG!!"
Her arms were draped along their sides lightly touching his defined torso running up and down before ending up flattened on his plunging butt. blunt fingertips curving until they were digging into his buttocks in pinching, full handed gropes, directing his thrusts. Legs plump in the thighs and shapely enough to catch a few catcalls if they weren't always covered, were wrapped tightly around the small of his back, ankles interlocked also nudging as if spurs were being used to make this young stallion run faster. She was feeling all of it.
"AWFUCK!! AHSHIT!! UMMA!! UMMA!!! SHIT!!"
The head of his prick was incessantly tapping the back of her tensing pocket well lubricated with several loads of potent twentysomething seed. The fact she was old enough to be his mother or grandmother was out the door hours ago after she bared a figure that belied her fifty plus years of hard knocks and intense singular focus. A wolf had come into the religious hen house making his den there, a veritable harem, all drinking the black Kool-Aid. After some time, she'd fallen in lockstep joining her daughter and immediate sewing circle.
"UMMA-UMMA-UMMA!!!...momma, momma!...I'm cumming momma, cumming."
He was hitting it so hard; it felt like his manhood would break off just above the root. His weight was behind every thrust beating her back out, starting to bleat and cry out in sexual distress. The slightly flabby limbs gradually tightened up around him as he shot his fifth or sixth load inside her mature snatch in several scintillating bursts discounting the sticky residue of his essence all over her huge sloping, slightly pendulous breasts, particularly the plate sized darkened areolas surrounded by spotted blotches of pigmentation with her chewy nipples, exhibiting a charcoal blackness that offset her slightly ashen skin tone once clearly redbone.
"I'm cumming momma, ahm cumming."
"Just let it out baby; cum in me Marvin baby; give momma that nut. Fill my cup with your babies." His legs spread wide apart, allowing her ankles to unlock and rest on top of his thighs. Marvin's post coital bliss and euphoric happiness were utterly palpable. He was squirming about on a bed not made for his tall, chiseled frame and the thick voluptuous matron underneath his sweaty figure. His sack protruded from her snatch, bulging as more seed pumped her full accompanied by his haunted yowls of delight. Ms. Gennie Fisher cradled the back of his head, drawing his face into her immense cleavage. Both were huffing and exhausted.
"Lub you momma."
"Marvin?"
"Yeah?"
"Can you get off me, boy?"
"OH, SORRY!" Despite shouting, Marvin was hesitant cupping Ms. Fisher's huge breasts together burying his face in them, vacuum sucking each of her nipples in succession, before outright taking both in his mouth loudly slurping. Gennie cradled his chin, watching for a time, contemplative. He didn't seem to care that he was licking up vestiges of his own cum.
"Marvin?"
"Huh?"
"Get off." The sudden harshness in her voice was second nature mostly used over the years to keep her criminal minded wayward son in check whenever he managed to get beyond her door frame. Demetrius or "Demon" as he was known, was aesthetically problematic next to his sister, Tressie. Her children were tightly knit closer, more than she was comfortable with along with her late niece Vicky Stone making them a trio of sorts. She'd cursed herself sometimes for not giving Demon up for adoption. She didn't like him. He was too ugly.
"Uhm, can I ask you something?"
"What is it?" She rolled her head in his direction finding a sweat glistened countenance that left no doubt he was enjoying the view of her naked body reclined; thighs still spread wide apart. Marvin cupped her right breast, massaging groping and pinching the nipple to his heart's content.
"We uh, cool right?"
"Yes, why do you ask?"
"Well, uhm, can I get your number?"
"No."
"..." He was at a loss for words, but his expression dropped making the former church elder and mother of two older than him feel a bit guilty. Gennie turned on her side facing him, huge breasts bulging stacked vertically.
"Oh, it's not what you think; I'm uhm, going on a long trip and it's going to be a while before I return to this neck of the woods. It's...well, it's complicated."
"Oh, you got warrants, huh?"
"MARVIN!"
"You don't?"
"Well, I don't think that's something we should be talking about after having such a wonderful time with one another."
"Can I have your number, please?"
"No Marvin."
"Aw man, shit." He rolled over flat on his back looking up at the top of the shallow alcove, embarrassed at flaming out after having intense and passionate sex with this mature for the last four hours. Marvin facepalmed not noticing the softened features on a woman whose countenance seemed to be carved out of granite, a perpetual disapproving scowl. Gennie handled his manhood staring at how it filled her fist with more than six inches protruding from the top of it. She couldn't help playing with it, looking from it to his face pillow talking.
"Maybe you can give me your number, and I'll call you when uhm, if things "work out" for me?"
Marvin raised his palm, peeking over at her face.
Her hand drifted down under his sack coiling around the base of his endowment slowly starting a counterclockwise screwing motion. The tips of her fingers were pressed on his taint. That sensitive spot was massaged as her face got larger until they were making out passionately. Her right hand started powerfully stroking him back to life harvesting a wealth of precum making things slick.
"Really, you mean it?"
Gennie locked lips on his nipple, slurping and nipping it, jacking harder slowing down as Marvin started moaning. She rolled closer on her side peering down into his face, hardly believing how much she was desired even at fifty plus years post two grown kids and a lifetime that belied sexual pleasure, especially after being "corrupted" by the devil himself in a pastor's collar and his maliciously evil right hand, a whore of Babylon. She glanced at his huge cock in her fist, then at his enraptured face.
Gennie Fisher, former church elder and pious mother of two adult children, throated well over two thirds of Marvin's manhood. The slurps were audible and gooey sounding earning several spurts of watery jizz as she twisted the root of his manhood with his big balls draped over her fist. She sucked and slurped randomly using her teeth as well, remembering her sexual tutoring and indoctrination at the hands of her worst enemies. Ms. Gennie Fisher was a good student. Too good in some respects, and she hated herself for that, sucking even harder.
"Okay Marvin, let me get my phone." She finished swallowing his seed, releasing his crown with a pop of her lips and a few laps on the underside of his shaft, huffing. Their tryst left her feeling energized and compelled to reward her spontaneous lover as she sat up on the edge of the mattress turning profile reluctantly releasing his big cock to rest against his abdomen.
Ms. Fisher presented an overwhelming side view with her incredible bust, then turned fully away bending as much as she could retrieving a vintage short, handled purse secreted on the side of the day bed in the former pastor's rectory. Gennie opened the clasp, retrieving her iPhone, folding one leg over the other. She noticed a wealth of hickies all over her huge sloping breasts sitting there unlocking her phone with one hand while cupping a tit.
"Alright Marvin, what's your number?" Gennie looked back over her shoulder.
Marvin was passed out dead to the world, snoring loudly verbal raspberries and all.
"Oh well, I guess it's for the best." She lightly ran a hand over his sixpack abs, resisting the urge to stuff his cock in her mouth again.
Gennie got up admiring Marvin's prone figure laid bare for a few more minutes. This young adult had the figure of an urban Adonis in her opinion. It had been a long time since she felt like she could truly relax. After a few minutes she started fishing around on the floor, feeling it in her bones and joints finally feeling her age. Her big heavy breasts made the simplest things an issue, necessitating a forearm be draped across them as she picked out her clothing. A phone started ringing in his clothing, startling Gennie at first.
"Hello?"
"Marvin?"
"He's sleep." Gennie hung up switching off the phone for good measure, dropping it onto his clothing.
She stared at Marvin for a few more minutes trying to decide if she should join him, then looked at the inside of her large brassiere and the worn foam padding inside that failed miserably at giving her relief. She limped to the office door peering back again before opening it minding its aged condition and the loud weathered creak. The corridor outside was barely lit with a single bulb suspended on a cord. Gennie pushed into the small bathroom just outside it. The inky darkness inside disappeared with the flick of a switch.
The sudden illumination as she faced the mirror cabinet over the sink stripped away a fleeting glamor revealing the harsh truth in her stark, almost granite features. Gennie was never a looker, but her figure was more than an equalizer igniting fires in the loins of most men that looked in her direction and one nasty woman she'd been coerced into an uncomfortable situation with courtesy of that devil pretending to be a pastor in their midst. She glared at her worn features, crow's feet, and furrows in her brow, taking it all in.
"Huh?" Her phone was chiming with multiple incoming messages and frantic texts. Gennie perused a few before setting it down on the edge of the sink, turning the water on in the small walk-in shower. It was a cramped affair for someone built like a brick shithouse. Ms. Fisher took a seat on the toilet urinating as she scrolled through more texts waiting for the water to heat up. She cracked the door, peering out into the corridor. Marvin still snored loudly, making her crack a half smile at her handiwork.
[I'll be over in ten minutes.]
She texted her right hand and confidant hoping the message would be passed on to the others. Ms. Fisher took a shower for seven of those minutes using another two to make herself presentable. There were inevitable pangs of guilt when she considered the age difference between herself and Marvin deciding to let their tryst remain a one-night stand after all. A troublesome past experience in that office rectory had been washed over with a new, more favorable one. At the eight-minute mark, she was outside the abandoned church.
Gennie tooled down the street a little over a block to the community center, turning into the alley behind the building that would become the home of their new church. It would be a new beginning for what was left of the congregation, but lingering business had to be completed beforehand if all was to be made new again. Overhead there was the crackle of thunder signaling an upcoming storm. Her high beams lit up several shadowy figures surrounding the pallets that were removed from the church.
"Give me strength, most high." One in particular was taller than the others, Melvina Hickey.
"Well, lookit who we have here showing up when damn near all of the work been done!" The tall former elder and her right hand met Gennie halfway as more thunder crackled overhead.
"I was busy uhm, checking things out back at the church."
"Yeah, I bet; did you eat that Marvin fella up real good, huh Gennie?"
"Perish the thought."
"Did you use protection?"
"Melvina!" Gennie parked at the edge of the alley purposely leaving her car running as she approached the other women busy tearing into the pallets, escorted by the good sister Melvina Hickey.
"Well?" Melvina pressed.
"I could ask you the same, or are you going to lie instead of admitting to slaking your "lusts" as well?"
"Well, ain't that a bit too personal?"
"Did you enjoy it, Melvina?"
"Shush now!" Genie smiled at her friend's flushed features undoubtedly sure the sexually peckish woman had imbibed sexually as well. They were a few feet away from the others as Melvina confessed.
"You always gotta get the good one; mine was uh, kinda tubby and short but had a good thang down there in his trousers. We got it in, but it almost didn't happen cause of Precious. She got a look at that pipe short round was carrying and went into heat. I had to give her a little uhm, correction."
"You didn't share?"
"I ain't no freak like...well, you know what I'm saying, okay Gennie girl." Melvina caught herself before she could stick her entire foot in her mouth.
"If you want, the boy is back there in the rectory office, asleep."
"Damn girl, you really put it on him, didn't you?" Gennie ignored the chirpy fast paced voice of her friend and religious running buddy of several years. Melvina Hickey was as close as a person could get to Ms. Fisher but still felt a sort of distance or field separating them, spiritually. Gennie was acutely self-absorbed normally but was noticeably relaxed tonight.
"One for the road."
Before they could converse further, both were approached by another woman who was much larger, morbidly obese. This was a big, burly pear-shaped woman with coal darkened skin almost a caricature resembling a living version of Aunt Jemima. Her stroll was more of a waddle, making it necessary for her to walk, swinging her big, flabby arms. This fiftysomething looked ready for war wearing an obvious ratty looking wig and a cheap looking frock. The closeknit friends put their locker room talk on hold as she stood in front of them.
" WHAT'S GOING ON HERE; WE BEEN HERE FOR HOURS GOING THROUGH ALL THIS SHIT AND YOU AIN'T NOWHERE TO BE SEEN!! WORD AROUND THE CAMPFIRE IS YOU OVER THERE DOING SOME DEVILTRY WITH SOME POOKIE ASS NIGGA!! SISTER FISHER, TELL ME WHAT'S GOOD!!"
"I'll tell you to keep your voice down around here; we still got neighbors with big ears and telephones looking to catch anything for clout. Before you get all up in your feelings, I've been going through all the paperwork left behind, the stuff the IRS don't know about. I'm the one who's been subpoenaed; the only one who's been sitting in front of the cops about that old devil pastor who ran off after being bailed out. They're looking for my daughter, Etta. They're looking for that girl who was caught with that nigga all up in her behind."
"WELL, LET ME..!!"
"NO!! No, Etta, I won't let you and if you ain't worried about "going public" and having your big ass drawers hanging out for everyone to see, you can kick rocks. I don't recall you backing me up when I tried to get rid of those demons in our midst; oh wait, I DO REMEMBER you CREEPING outta the rectory all a limping because of his thang in your asshole! You didn't shit right for a week, huh?"
"You sound like Georgia."
"But I ain't her in case you hadn't noticed. I ain't blackmailing you and the others; I recall you voted her back into the church, so maybe you should take some responsibility for that shit show that ended up plastered all over the fucking internet."
"Wasn't my daughter beating and stripping her rank black ass in front of everybody!"
"We all agreed to keep Sister Jacobs out of our inner circle and snowball that shit. Everybody here agreed, Etta; we all had something to lose and more than a few, even more. I tried to hold the line, and you know that. Tressie has been to hell and back several times, and after losing her cousin Vickie one thing is plain and clear to me, goddammit."
"Oh, and what's that, huh Gennie?!" Etta replied dripping with nasty sarcasm as some of the other women slowly approached flanking her, all in various stages of anxiety, anger and grief.
"I ain't going down alone; ain't nobody here denied those little white envelopes that evil jezebel and her master were passing out. Everybody took the money, and a lot of it came from nonprofits and grants my daughter applied for to help the community in good faith. Everybody here got skin in the game, and you ALL KNOW how that nigga got down behind closed doors. Do you understand what I'm saying, Etta? DO ANY OF YOU?!!"
"Maybe she's bluffing." One of the other women chimed in, drawing Ms. Fisher's scowl attention.
"Shut the fuck up, Dolores." Despite her life being in disarray, Gennie was still the defacto alpha female of this sewing circle of women formerly the ruling class of their now closed church which had been a pillar of the community for decades before going into decline.
"Anybody find that girl; it's her fault anyway." A younger sort of stoned looking woman added.
"Don't worry about that; we didn't give Sister Jacobs time to get her shit on either occasion, so RIGHT HERE-RIGHT NOW is the best chance we're ever gonna have to give that jezebel a collective middle finger to go along with that ass whipping my daughter Tressie gave her."
"She's probably bluffing..."
"...if you believe that, then why are you here Tasha?"
"We just saying..."The reply wilted under the stone face of a woman they'd grown up learning and listening to every Sunday for the past few decades.


"I'm saying none of you would be here in the middle of the night if you hadn't done what you did with him in that rectory and everywhere else. Tasha ain't gonna tell you about her candlelight activities over there behind Tubman Estates."
"FUCK YOU!!" The willowy girl ran off sobbing accompanied by her younger sister as their mother looked on but didn't budge.
"Gennie?" Melvina Hickey started to say something but was silenced by a gesture as her bestie of nearly thirty years continued.
"What I've asked you to do here tonight is for all of our benefits; things are looking really messy and I'm not gonna hold any of your feet to the fire if you wanna cut and run. I've taken all the slings and arrows, but no more. Everything I used to care about is back down that street, ladies. So, we can continue doing what we're doing here and now or show up tomorrow night with that greasy bag of shut up money for that black ass witch."
Silence followed as the gathered women pondered what was said.
"Okay Gennie, it's your call." Etta sounded crestfallen.
"Keep looking." It was an order given by their leader perhaps for the last time, but they didn't know it as she looked over at her tall friend, Melvina Hickey.
Both watched the women somberly return to the task at hand.
"Why didn't you tell them about Precious?"
"Because they would tear her apart." Gennie was as stone faced as ever, but secretly sore from the intense rutting Marvin had given her.
******************************************************************************
"AW!! AW-AW!! AUG!! AW FUCK-YEAH!! THAS IT!! PUSH-MA-SHIT IN!! AW!! AUG!!" Loud wet sounding claps of sweaty flesh on flesh echoed off the walls intermingled with her euphoric cries as Willie Pete redoubled his grip on her stacked wrists captured with one big mitt-sized hand while his other roughly palmed the back of her head like a baseball. After much back and forth in tandem with more bionic sloppy top; Precious settled for a compromise.
"FUCK MEEEE!! GET IT!! AUUUGG!! AW SHIT!! THAS RIGHT NIGGAAAA!!! AAAAHHHH!!" His pipe-like girth had Precious speaking in tongues, slobbering all over the bedding she was faceplanted with her big, inflated cheeks high above her shoulders. He was thumping the wall at the end of her backdoor like he was trying to remodel her rectum, a man possessed. Willie crouched over her with a foot planted on the edge of the mattress, sole flat outside her artificially widened hips. He was going balls deep with all his weight behind his junk.
"AAAW YEAH MUTHA-FUCKAAAA!!! GET-DAT-ASS!! YEAH!! BEAT DAT SHIT UP FOR A BITCH!!" Her big, rounded cheeks presented cartoonishly fake, but meshed well with thick, youthfully plump thighs. Few knew other alterations had been made to her body, hips, thighs, breasts, but also a narrower waist. Her face had been left untouched despite disparaging comments made in the past by her groomer mentor. Her sponsor, an old retiree on the outs with his adult-age children dutifully paid for everything and extras with a grandchild's trust fund.
"LIKE-DAT?!! LIKE-DAT?!! LIKE DAT SHIT TRICK?!! LIKE TAKING DAT KAK, BITCH?!!" Willie Pete had thrown all caution to the wind in the heat of the moment going sexually feral at this point. Precious had happily succeeded in freeing the beast on herself, crying out in husky gasps and euphoric affirmations of broken hood English. The nasty sounds radiated throughout the good Ms. Hickey's bedroom like someone dribbling a wet basketball.
"YEEEEAAAHHH, I LIKE IT!! I LIKE IT A LOT, BABY!! BEAT MY SHIT UP, NIGGAAAA!!!" Her soft brown eyes, usually hidden behind heavy lids, were wide open and rolling up into her head as Willie Pete pounded her out with intense sexual impunity. Her knees were pressed tightly together resting on the floor next to his side of the bed carrying both their weights. The noise was becoming deafening accompanied by the stereo quality wet smacks of his hanging sack smacking her cunt like a pendulum. The lady's prerogative was getting Precious slutted out.
"TAKE-DAT-KAK, BITCH!! TAKE-DAT-KAK, HOE!! UNG!! UNG!! YEAH, OLD HOE-ISH BITCH!!" Willie let go of her plump meaty arms, using both of his large mitts to palm and mash the back of Precious head face down into the mattress. Her husky sounding cries were muffled as he knocked sand out of her backdoor. Even partially muted, Precious continued whaling loud enough to make his ears ring, but Willie was caught up to the exclusion of all else.
"AW YEEEAAHHH!! FUCK-MA-HOLE, NIGGA!! MESS DAT SHIT UP, MUTHA-FUCKAAA!!" The wet nasty sounding smacks of flesh on flesh permeated and defiled the good Ms. Hickey's bedroom, both drenched in perspiration, glistening in the darkness. Precious wasted no movement now in custody of both enhanced ass cheeks, spreading them wide apart accommodating the piston powered thrusts. She was beyond sopping wet, gooey inside.
"UNG!! UNG!! UNG!! SHEET-HOE!! AH SHEET!! GOTTA NIGGA SKEETING YO-SHIT UP!! UNG!!" His thighs seized up as load after load was pumped and dumped into this loose woman's backdoor seemingly without end. She seemed to have this uncanny sense of his impending climax, shaking wildly at the precise second Willie burst. Precious was twerking hard wrenching vertically like her young life depended on it. In short, she was wringing him out.
"WAX THEM CAKES TOO, BRUH!! AW SHIT, MAKE A FUCKING MESS, NIGGAAA!!" His oversized prick plopped out of her lazily petulant rear spewing like a runaway hose. Her big fake buttocks were liberally glazed over with enough to spare. Willie grabbed the root of his cock jerking and screwing out the rest, grunting. Precious was left with a golf ball sized gape easily hidden once her captured buttocks were released, clapping together with a slimy splash.
"...damn, bitch." Willie remembered himself, wiping his brow peering down under his hand looking at the mess made of Precious' backside. She started chuckling in lazy stoner fashion slowly raising up looking over her shoulder at his business pointed right at her face.
Precious quickly throated two thirds of his impressive girth wrapping a hand around the base as she slowly took the rest, lips to pubes. There was a large disturbing bulge in her throat.
"HEY!!" Her hand rose up between his thighs, cupping his balls, fingertips rubbing his taint.
[GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!...SLURRPPP!!!]
Precious added a right hand replacing the one around his root, roughly twisting and jerking as she delivered a scintillating clean up blowjob.
"...aw shit." Willie moaned as Precious kept wetly sucking and slurping, sounding like she was loudly drinking a milkshake.
"Bet you love me now, huh old man?" That lazy sounding stoner's chortle returned, making his brow furrow.
[GAWK!! GAWK!! GAWK!!]
"Okay, hoe." This made Precious laugh outright sounding like a nerdy seal until she stifled herself with his manhood. Her skill was undeniable as he watched for a few minutes noticing the sexual disaster zone left behind. The room smelled like a zoo and looked like a crime scene making Willie anxious. Precious continued hollow sounding echo radiated off the walls drawing his attention down to her smiling sweat soaked visage.
"What's so funny?"
"You'll figure it out, nigga." She wearily rose on shaky knees, never looking away from his face. Precious was feeling it all over ass well with a palm flattened in the middle of her big fake butt, exiting the bedroom pigeon-toed chortling. The unappealing sound of her mirth carried a few brief moments interrupted by the loud slamming of the bathroom door in the corridor. Willie Pete was left alone in the middle of a situation.
"Aw geez, man; this...just ain't right, here." He facepalmed further coming to his senses with Precious exit from the good sister Ms. Hickey's bedroom. Across the hall, the shower roared to life as he took stock of things, mentally going through his day including his tryst with the aforementioned "Bird Lady" Melvina Hickey.
He entertained the idea of picking up the bedroom, but his thuggish inner voice forbade this, instead prompting him to make a hasty retreat after considering things from a favorable point of view.
"Fuck that noise."
Willie fidgeted for a few minutes looking back and forth at his phone before dialing up Marvin.
"Hello?" The mature sounding voice belonged to a woman, an older woman he recognized from hours earlier. Willie raised a brow with an unconscious scowl on his face at the unsaid implications of this woman in her late fifties-early sixties answering Marvin's cellphone.
"Marvin?"
"He's sleep." She hung up before he could say anything else, leaving no doubt about the fact that his coworker had gotten "lucky" as well.
The mental image of the twentysomething with a senior citizen made him retch a little. Willie's gaze drifted around the good Ms. Hickey's bedroom, noticing visual cues that Precious was after a little bit more than his quote-unquote "pipe" before making herself known sexually. Some of the drawers on her dressers had been opened and haphazardly closed while the bed had been left a disheveled mess of soiled and rumpled sheets with stains on the duvet.
Willie was momentarily distracted by the sound of the running shower across the corridor. His gaze returned, finding the stoner's cotton panties on the carpet. Precious could be heard loudly humming some tune through the walls as his eyes found her soiled t-shirt glazed over with their combined juices and saliva. It was almost translucent with a distended neck from their rough play.
"Fuck it, I'm out." He got dressed quickly fueled by visions of the Melvina Hickey fully enraged, armed with a big ass cake knife. Willie stumbled over himself beating a hasty retreat the way he'd come inside the home, through the rear. Fragments of the good Ms. Hickey handily administering corporal punishment to her twenty-something charge with an ironing cord, added fuel to his steps. Just outside, there were still visible thunderclouds forming overhead as light rain sprinkled him.
"Huh?"
Willie fumbled around in his pocket for the keys to the moving truck parked in the alley next to Ms. Hickey's garage. The door was still halfway up, leaving the single pallet delivered quite visible to anyone walking past in the alley. Willie dipped low going inside, checking the top of the pallet, finding a hole in the cardboard wrapped about the top of the five-foot bundle. He couldn't find his keys but was still heartened that he'd looked discovering the truck's pallet jack under the pallet. He removed it slowly.
"You trying to dip out on me, old man?" Willie flinched at the stoned sound of the female huckster's voice, catching himself before reacting openly. That would've flown in the face of his street tough persona. His gaze went low finding Precious visible from the waist down obscured by the garage door. She was wearing this tattered, distressed denim micro mini skirt which left nothing to the imagination. Her legs looked good, slightly defined but her feet were covered in cheap, hot pink flipflops.
"Ain't nobody trying to do nothing; I was just leaving with my pallet jack. Hold that thought, kid." Willie kept fumbling around in his pockets for keys that weren't there as he flipped a switch raising the garage door revealing the young ghetto ingenue in full. The metal whir of the garage door was a bit shaky with a sound slightly akin to nails on a chalkboard. Precious stood there looking more put together with her garish box braids pinned up into a bun with the rest extending down the middle of her back.
"Looking for these?" She was standing there with the truck keys on her pointer finger, grinning as Willie got the rest of the reveal. Her enhanced bust was covered with a rainbow striped knit spaghetti strap halter top that left her slightly doughy belly exposed. A large stuffed satchel type bag was draped across her chest with the strap snuggly between her tits, involuntarily drawing his eyes. Willie Pete scoffed.
"Very funny; give me those keys." He tried to snatch them, but she withdrew her hand out of his reach.
"Are you really gonna dip out and leave me back here to catch a fade from long tall string bean, huh bruh?" Precious raised a brow still smiling, but there was something faintly evil in her expression that Willie recognized.
"What if I was; what you gonna do about it?" He challenged without thinking about the optics.
"Hey man, it ain't like that." Precious was still smiling but kept the keys behind her back silently daring him to take them.
"Yeah sure, whatever. Looks like you're trying to creep out with a five-finger discount of old girl's shit because you mad, she whupped your fake ass with an ironing cord."
"Is that what you think?" Precious chortled, subtly unnerving Willie with her sustained lackadaisical attitude.
"What if it is?" Willie challenged.
Both stood there under the light downpour staring at one another until Precious looked at the stuffed satchel bag in her possession then back at his face, still smiling.
"I just want a ride, old man."
"Stop calling me old man, Precious."
"Can I have a ride...sir?" She folded one leg behind the other cocking her head to one side, smiling as she forced out the words, favoring her the strap on her satchel bag.
"I don't know; I don't wanna be an accessory to no fucking robbery."
"Aw man..." Precious started snickering.
"I'm serious."
She looked away biting her bottom lip thinking, then walked into the garage dumping some of the contents out onto the pallet with the loud sustained sigh of a hood princess. Precious walked back outside as he noticed two laptops still shoved inside her satchel bag along with about three thick King James bibles. She hesitated still holding the keys, now looking a bit irritated in the increasing rain.
"These are mine, okay; now can you give me a ride or what, sir." There was a trace of snark in her voice leaving no doubt he was looking at an opportunist. Willie figured out the lazy smile and lethargic delivery were a mask hiding something much darker and perhaps angry.
"...or what, huh?" He replied after a minute of looking at the unchanged expression on her face noting that the only other expression, he'd seen out of this young woman was the standard run of the mill "couldn't be bothered" brand of irritation common on the mean streets of his youth.
"I can blow you while you drive, if you want." Willie raised a brow at the casual offer.
"Come on here, Precious." He grabbed her by the meaty bicep, leading her to the passenger side of the moving truck as the rain intensified.
Despite the offer, Willie was a perfect gentleman helping her up into the seat, waiting until she got comfortable before carefully closing the door. He walked back to the end of the truck placing the pallet jack back inside the vehicle. Precious was texting when he joined her, getting behind the wheel dripping wet. She didn't react to his presence, focusing on her phone screen. He stared at her finding a new expression, one of the intense focus. Willie pulled a dingy rag out of side door pocket wiping his neck.
"Playing a game?"
"No."
"Uhm, email?"
"Nuh, nope."
"Boyfriend?" This got her attention making the twentysomething raise her head slowly regarding him with that standard issue, husky sounding chortle.
"You in love?"
"FUUG-YOU!" Willie grumbled loudly pulling off down the alley hitting the headlights on the moving truck along with the windshield wipers. Precious kept chortling randomly staring at her phone still texting, but more focused on his face in profile. Her bag rested between her thigh, held close like captured bounty, stolen treasure.
He felt a pang of guilt leaving the good Ms. Hickey's bedroom a mess but didn't want to chance her catching him trying to clean up what essentially amounted to the scene of the crime. Willie scoffed inside telling himself the older woman wasn't his woman or nothing. He shot Precious a look finding the smile on her face annoying, before turning on the radio. Strains of Roy Ayer's "Running Away "filled the truck cab softening the mood between them. Her brown eyes narrowed, scrutinizing his face.
"Wanna blowjob?"
"Cut it out."
"I'm for real, Bruh; I like sucking your dick."
"Stop it."
"What, you don't like road head?"
They shared a moment staring at one another for a few moments as the music played against the steady rain just outside the truck windows. Willie considered things replaying the first time he happened across this young woman during a live on social media fleecing men for money, her stank attitude before she accidentally discovered he was quote-unquote, holding. After that initial discovery and a subsequent ass whipping, Precious had come in the middle of the night to get what she wanted bar none. The sex was nasty; hell, it was disgusting. He realized the dimbulb look on her face was nothing more than a mask.
"How'd you get like this?" He asked genuinely.
"Like what?"
"Like...THIS!" Willie gestured towards her, unconsciously nodding her head as well. Precious didn't react still smiling in a manner that made her rather urban, yet fetching face appear akin to a plastic doll. Another uncomfortable silence followed with both exchanging glances before she tucked her chin looking at the face of her phone. The moving truck was at the end of a long residential alley as the rain started to intensify. Strains of Bobby Humphrey's "Harlem River Drive" drifted into the truck cab as he carefully turned left down a narrow street with cars parked on either side. The truck skidded a little.
"How long have you been a neuter, old man?" There was an acid tinge to her naturally husky voice.
"What the fuck is that?"
"A lame; a wannabe motherfucking white knight...a bitch ass simp." Precious replied casually, cursing him out.
"Want to get out and walk, hoe?"
"Not around here." Precious chuckled in stoner fashion.
"Check your tone." Willie warned, making a right turn onto a larger street doing his best not to toss her out into the building storm.
"Okay I can do that bruh; but what did you expect?"
"It was just a question." Willie admitted earnestly.
She didn't say anything or respond, leaving him sitting beside her as he realized she hadn't told him where she wanted to go or be dropped off. This left things at a verbal stalemate with Willie feeling like he'd crossed a line, internally dueling with the warring halve of his nature until he looked over again. Precious was staring hard just smiling, giving him the impression she was waiting for some sort of prompt to continue their struggle conversation. The smile on her face was starting to creep him out when she took the initiative, breaking the ice again.
"Do you REALLY want to KNOW?" Precious asked raising a brow with a suspicious looking half smirk on her face. It was the kind of expression that made him feel clueless like he was the only one in the room who didn't get the joke.
He didn't answer the question, instead driving further.
"That's what I thought." Precious turned back to her phone, texting furiously.
"Aw shit."
"What bruh?" Willie noticed the moving truck was low on gas.
"I gotta make a stop for gas."
"You ain't got no money?" Precious teased in husky fashion.
"I GOT MONEY!" Wilie shouted, indignant.
"How much?"
"Enough!"
"Enough to afford me, old man?"
Willie glanced at her smiling countenance doing a doubletake, noticing Precious wasn't chortling. This caused a second doubletake and a scoff from the late thirty something along with his own grinning half smirk and a deeply furrowed brow realizing she wasn't bluffing.
"How you gonna sell me something I already got?"
"Can you afford it?"
"Are you for real?"
"Yeah, don't you got no 401 K or uh, like social security or disability or something? You got kids who can give you money, like adult kids and shit? Hell, with that big ass pipe you got down there maybe bird Lady can hook you up if you dick her down enough times, huh?"


"Got it all figured out, don't you girl?"
"Somebody gotta; you gotta hustle besides this moving truck shit?"
"Cut it out."
"You sell urb, bruh?"
"NO!"
"...wow, man." Precious commented, looking at the face of her phone texting again.
"What?"
"A lame with a motherfucking pipe, go figure." She was chortling again, and he got the dig at his expense.
"Precious...where do you want me to drop you off?"
"Where do you live?"
"Fuck no."
"You don't want no pussy?"
"Already got it." It was meant to be a sting, but her demeanor didn't change. Precious ran a finger under her plump bottom lip letting it slide back and forth, still sizing Willie up. This woman was a complete opportunist with the suspect bedroom skills of a seasoned prostitute. Her mask was all too apparent and Willie figured she knew he was aware of things between them in the musical silence of the moving truck.
"Hey?"
"What?" Willie shot her a look, finding more of the same facially.
"Don't get it twisted, I used to be "normal" too. Yeah, I was a neuter too, old man; had a little boyfriend I kept on the hook while I was looking for something better and that nigga was just dying for this pussy. Seriously feigning for my panties, bruh. My mom used to be on my case all the time threatening me with trips to the doctor to check if I still had my cherry, so I dangled that shit right under my nigga's nose. Yeah, he was all respectful of my feelings and shit, too. Sometimes he made me sick as fuck."
"So, you cheated on him with a pookie and got turned out, huh?"
Precious burst into gregarious stoner laughter, erupting into a belly laugh before she got control of herself.
"What?"
"I wish it were that simple."
"I don't get it."
"Wanna get it all night?" Precious offered again, deflecting. His gaze drifted down finding one of her enhanced boobs making an appearance outside of her top in open invitation. Willie looked back up at her face, finding that increasingly disconcerting smile again.
Precious covered up, slowly facing forward looking at the windshield wipers going back and forth, wiping away the pouring rain. Her expression gradually went static, telling him her default smile was undoubtedly functional in polite society. Her phone found a place between her plump thighs, face down sandwiched between her palms. Willie noticed the stuffed satchel bag on the floor, and the bibles.
"What's up with the bibles?"
"Fuck you care?"
"Excuse me?!" The smile returned triggered by his indignation, more because of the aggression.
"Uhm, just something to remember things by, okay? Gotta keep yourself grounded or else you'll crash out like a motherfucker. I used to hate going to church, but mom insisted. She grew up in the church singing in the choir and shit; but I can't sing. Got me a little "goody two shoes" boyfriend out of it anyway. It was cool having a nigga to share things with and both of us were forced to do stuff at the church, even fooling around a little. Then...life happened."
Willie kept driving down the block, knowing more was coming from her personal history.
"That first time, I screamed like a motherfucker."
"The little boyfriend?"
Precious chortled looking away out the passenger window for a moment as she absentmindedly stroked a lock of her long box braids from the side of her head at the temple to the end adjacent to her breasts. That lazy, husky sounding laugh answered his question as the moving truck was battered by the rain outside.
"Oh, the other guy.... the pookie, huh?" Willie corrected himself, asking casually again.
"Yeah, pissed all over the carpet in that little back office where all the magic happened. Kinda thought I was just gonna be sucking dick all afternoon, but he wanted the ass. Motherfucker seemed to like my head game; I mean he should've because he trained me how to do it right. I used to top him off all the time, sometimes his girl too."
Willie raised a brow but kept silent unconsciously grimacing at what he was hearing.
"Eating pussy ain't that bad and we were just keeping it between us anyways. She mostly just watched rubbing herself, so I figured she an undercover dike or something. I wasn't the only one doing it; a lot of other hoes was doing it too, sometimes together. Sometimes to each other when he wanted. He liked a lot of weird, twisted stuff probably because he was in jail before. Were you ever in jail, huh nigga?"
"Yes, fuck you and no, I ain't never punked out nobody when I was in there before you get out of pocket and get your silly ass tossed out onto the curb. Don't play with me Precious, I ain't the one and you ain't got it like that baby."
"I don't."
"No, you don't."
"You mad?"
"I'm just telling you don't go there with me, bitch." Truth be told Willie Pete had been in and out of jail throughout his formative years and most of his early adulthood before deciding to make some changes.
She sat there beside him taking in his rugged profile with a wry smile on her face that didn't speak so much to anything going on in the cab of that moving truck, but something bred of past experiences. A low boiling level of contempt and self-loathing started to fill their shared space when Precious spoke up.
"Hey."
"DON'T!" Willie warned ready to stomp on the breaks and get rough with the young, lazy upstart.
"Man, I know I'm twisted, okay? Been this way so long, I don't remember what it was like before I got-got, bruh. I'm fucked up and I...I like it, okay?! I like the feel of some nigga's hand around my throat a big ass dick pushing my shit up in my guts. Two hands even better, right? This is who I am, Willie; look, I like it rough and raw man! I like being folded up and pounded, alright man? I-LIKE OLD NIGGAS WHO KNOW HOW TO TREAT HOES LIKE THEY DESERVE TO BE TREATED!! THAT SHIT FEELS GHUD, WILLIE!!"
"Who're you trying to convince?" He asked as she used her pointer finger to wipe a single tear streaking down her cheek, averting her eyes, stoic for a moment or two.
"I was gonna fuck my boyfriend after that shit happened because uhm, I was teasing the fuck out of him before that shit happened. I got him to go down on me right after my man did it to me the day before, but after I got trashed in that office, I couldn't look him in the face. Old boy took my ass but left my cherry untouched after I told him about my mom threatening to take me to the hospital. So, I was gonna give it up, but I felt grimy every time I looked at him. Messed up, huh?"
"I ain't judging."
"Bullshit."
"That's all I'm gonna say, so deal with it." Precious leaned back relaxing a bit, looking out the windshield, before turning to Willie's profile with that same pasted on stoner's smile.
"It don't matter anyway because my man took the pussy, ate the cherry and fucked the shit out of me in all three of his holes. A bitch got trained in that back office on the real and all I wanted to do after that shit was keep going back there every motherfucking day. I used to cum so much, I couldn't see straight, and he told me he would smooth that shit over with my mom. I didn't care at that point; I just wanted to keep fucking that old nigga hard as fuck. He made me his bitch, Willie."
He looked over finding the crazed truth in her eyes. The flickering streetlight caught the reflective nature of the perspiration on her brow. Willie figured the lax twentysomething was getting off from his reactions to her nature and the insane verbal recounting of her tragic history. His gaze drifted finding one of her hands cupping a breast through the fabric of her top, unconsciously massaging it randomly pinching the hidden nip there.
"Why are you telling me all this?"
"Because you asked, nigga." She answered, leaning forward, smiling.
"Well excuse me all to hell, Precious; where do you want me to drop you off?" Willie was eager to get out of this shit show starting to feel slivers of guilt for their earlier tryst in Melvina Hickey's bedroom.
"Let's get a room."
"No."
"Why?"
"Are you serious?"
"Hey man, the reason I told you all that stuff was so that you'd understand where I'm coming from. I wanted you to know ain't no shame in my game about none of the shit that happened to me, so you ain't gotta feel like "you're doing the right thing" by not fucking me when we both know you wanna. People get it twisted, I got-got and found out who I am, and I like that shit. We wouldn't have met if my mother and my aunt hadn't got it twisted and shoved me over there with the bird lady."
"Why didn't you just leave, if you felt that way?"
"Free room and board and bird lady didn't take my laptops; business as usual as far as I'm concerned. Her and that fake ass queen bee Mrs. Fisher think they're gonna play in my face when neither one of them any different. Bird Lady let you pipe her down then left the door open, so I helped myself. You ain't say nothing after I gave you this good pussy, so why not now?" Her hand subtly landed on his bulge with a feather's lightness, then squeezed hard enough to make him look at her face.
She started flexing her fingers on his captured bulge, massaging his throbbing tumescence with that lazy stoner's smile. Her other hand was hidden between her plump thighs, leaving no doubt what she was doing. Precious spread her fingers capturing more until she was groping and pinching his package in full. Willie looked down at her hand on his package, then side eyed Precious, remaining silent. There was a flick of the tongue as her hand drifted up gradually unzipping his mover's onesie exposing his member.
"I'm tired of talking, old man; I know how to change your mind." Precious unsnapped her seatbelt leaning over as the truck slowed to a stop at a redlight. He was hard as a rock with the upper half of his considerable manhood already flopped out over his underwear.
"Aw shit." Willie put the truck in park at that intersection, then looked down at the back of his young jump-off's head buried in his lap. He felt her fingers under his sack tightening already slowly working up a screwing friction as more than three thirds of his cock disappeared between her lips. There was an eerie quiet in the cab of the moving truck as strains of "Miss You" by Harold Melvin and the Blue Notes filled the cozy space. The back and forth between them left him weary, but sexually malleable.
Despite the minimal bobbing of her head, Precious throated all his twelve plus inches breathing through her nose relaxed. The screwing motion was steady and an enticing counter-sensation to her bottomless throat. Despite sitting at an intersection in the pouring rain, Willie found himself letting go, titling his head back in the driver's seat with a forearm draped across her back. His mitt-sized hands slid inside her halter top cupping a bare breast squeezing hard, using a pumping motion.
The tips of his calloused fingers discovered a very hard nipple, tweaking and pinching it. When the edges of his dirty nails started twisting, a deep guttural groan erupted groan filled the cab. His fingers expanded out clawing into the fake tit, squeezing it as hard as he could. Precious was kowtowing on her elbows and knees with her equally fake butt high above her shoulders. Willie kept at it twisting and pinching like he was turning the knob on an old school radio. Willie glanced at her butt again...
"Where your panties, girl?" His hand had moved without conscious thought instinctively snatching her tight-fitting skirt in his direction. The lazy twentysomething's big naked buttocks were freed with a rubbery bounce and weighted jiggle, but she didn't react.
Instead, Willie felt her tongue flop down over his pendulous balls, wet and sticky followed by what felt like a deluge of slimy mixed juice and frothy saliva. Precious started swallowing hard, gulping intentionally on his thick girthy manhood. It felt incredible enough to make him momentarily lose himself first lightly cupping the back of her head before scraping his nails on her rubbery enhanced rear end. Willie settled, friction rubbing his middle fingers in deep rear cleavage. Her moans were fuel to the fire.
"Forget I asked." He moaned as her head bobbed more intensely in his exposed lap, suction increasing. The screwing motion and the steady intensified suction had Willie on the ropes morally speaking as he palmed the curve of her left ass cheek. The middle fingers of her right hand pressed into his taint rubbing up even more friction creating three dueling sensations that overpowered his reservations about anything going near his backdoor. Somebody had really trained this young bitch, hard.
Willie Pete was from the streets with a pipe in his trousers that made him hate that he knew the difference. Despite his short, stocky stature the man's endowment made sure his dance card was always on rotation if he desired. His first stay behind bars had come behind a dustup with a husband who'd caught him pounding the stuffing out of a fortysomething neighbor curious enough to take a chance while her husband strolled to the corner store for a forty ounce. Willie pummeled that alcoholic.
"Aw shit, girl..." Precious was grinding his taint in a tight circular pattern while intensely screwing around the base of his member as she continued completely throating twelve plus inches of meat. Willie reached over roughly palming a bare tit, squeezing and pinching it wholesale. This squishy sound started to get louder as his other hand pressed down on the back of her head, long cheap looking box braids splayed out across his lap. He started flexing his buttocks involuntarily humping up into her mouth.
The depth he was getting was off the charts as he mauled her breast, hand drifting between it and the plump swell of her enhanced butt. Things got progressively slimy and wet with an infectious humid stickiness that oozed between Willie's inner thighs onto the seat below.
"...shit." He was starting to long stoke her mouth barely noticing the slight adjustments made to accommodate his girth. Precious shifted only her head at an angle, resting it against his abdomen.
Before he knew it, his thick veiny cock was pumping and sliding in and out of her sloppy mouth. He could feel the strain from the muted arching and thrusting in the small of his back. There was no wasted movement in that cab of that moving truck. She remained eerily silent other than some very audible heavy breathing through her nostrils. Willie's eyes went narrow from a stinging sensation realizing she was pushing the tips of her long acrylic nails lightly into his taint. He could feel himself about to go over.
"Ah... ah-AAAAHHHH!!" Strong throbbing pulses accompanied each burst and gooey rope of cum exploding from the head of his prick in what felt like unrelenting waves.
Precious tightened her grip around his root twisting like she was trying to crack a safe as more bursts filled her gullet, each swallowed with perfect timing. The gulps were audible in tandem with the rhythmic massaging of his taint. His big, calloused hands cupped her chin with the other blanketing her brow, humping out the rest moaning loudly. Precious took it with no reaction or outward struggle, allowing herself to be used as a living toy for his burgeoning lust.
"AAAAH SHEET-Fuck. You little bitch...AAAAHHH!!" His hand came down in a weak attempt to land an openhanded slap to her inflated butt, but it hit a solid part instead. It was enough to get her to relent, allowing his shaft to bulge from her lips with a rubbery curve extending down into his glazed pubes. Precious kept his crown captured behind her lips, sucking hard enough to make her cheeks invert. Those middle fingers subtly drifted up joining the others, cupping and squeezing his balls in milking fashion.
Her palms were sweaty while her mouth slid back and forth taking him from stem to stern but maintaining custody of his bulbous crown. The denim skirt barely hiding her artificial donk was ceremonial at this point hiding nothing formerly underneath. Willie was rewarded with an unfettered view of her upgrades with a hand under her knit top squeezing and manically groping her right breast.
"Damn, who the fuck taught you how to.... AAAHHH!!!" He would never admit it openly, but this was one of the best blowjobs he'd ever received.
This honest and well-earned admission made Precious cough up his soiled manhood with that well documented stoner's laugh that was a little less annoying now. She cupped a hand under her chin rearing up on all fours with her breasts dangling, freed from her knit halter top. Her palms were flattened on his left thigh with all her dead weight behind it as she gathered herself, chortling. Precious raised a hand running a pointer finger under her bottom lip, looking at Willie smiling warmly.
"We getting a room?"
Willie's ego wouldn't allow him to speak, so he just nodded while stealing a handful of the nearest ass cheek. All four of his fingertips slid easily inside her greasy snatch leaving his thumb the odd digit out. She glanced back over her shoulder, long black and blue box braids draped down into his naked lap, barely reacting as Willie considered his good fortune and the many ways, he was going to destroy her lazy, huckster quim. Precious raised a brow, then buried his prick all the way to the base with a loud slurp before slowly rearing up again in his lap.
"You gonna make love to me all night?" The question was rhetorical as he glanced down finding her softly long stroking him, squeezing out a dollop of his jizz. Precious dabbed it up with her finger slurping the digit clean.
He withdrew the offending four digits from her snatch which she promptly took between her lips sucking and fellating them clean. His eyes fell on her breasts noticing the surgical scars under her areolas. Precious decided to be coy, shaking them horizontally for a moment or two before covering them up with her knit top. Her mound was visible between her plump thighs, an invitation. They exchanged glances as Willie felt himself react to her gaze involuntarily. He whistled lightly, smirking.
Precious ran her tongue across her teeth inching backwards on top of the passenger seat with a wistful playfulness that made him softly laugh despite himself as the heavy rain pelted the windshield. Humorously enough, she tried to tug down on the distressed hem of her skirt failing miserably. The young near do well settled, leaving her mound exposed sitting bare assed beside Willie. It was no big thing as she was always on display for pay or casually.
She retrieved her phone from the cupholder, texting again as a loud horn blared out of nowhere, behind the moving truck. This woman was a plump delight sitting there in profile with her fingers becoming a blur, texting furiously. For a moment she was nothing different than any other young woman her age, innocuously registering his gaze with an easygoing, still lazy smile. Precious was a jump off bar none making no bones about it in any respect as a car sped by skidding in the heavy rain leaving them behind.
"Yup." Willie took the truck out of park, slowly crossing the lane as the light hit green, windshield wipers loud and monotonously scrubbing the window.
*************************************************************************************
" WHAT?!"
"Demetrius." Her tone was measured but firm enough to get him to rethink things.
"What mom?"
"...Demetrius." Her tone dipped just above a whisper, low key threatening intentionally reminding him of a youth filled with belt whippings, switches, ironing cords and whatever was handy at the time.
"Uhm, I'll be there around two thirty in the morning, ma'am...Mrs. Fisher."
"Sister Fisher." Gennie corrected sitting behind the wheel outside of the abandoned church in the heavy downpour.


Besides the sound of her own voice, only the sound of her windshield wipers kept the fifty something mature company. The stone granite looking scowl had returned to her face as she watched the building. Twenty minutes earlier, she'd watched Marvin come running out of the building looking at his phone with something in hand that almost prompted her to run him down when he crossed the street.
Instead, Gennie killed the headlights drifting to the intersection where she watched him get into the driver's side of a parked car recalling that he arrived in a moving truck with his short, thuggish looking partner. The older women talked it out after getting a look at the men, even doing the rock paper scissors thing which she won two out of three times much to the consternation of one Sister Melvina Hickey. She was attracted to Marvin because of his height and looks, but both women scored in the endowment department with the men who were dually carrying "enough to feed the needy."
"I still gotta call you that when there ain't no church, no more?"
"Don't raise your voice to me, Demetrius; and don't forget I'm the mother of the demon."
"How could I forget that shit; you never let me, Sister Fisher."
"Check your tone."
"I'll be there at two thirty in the morning, okay Sister Fisher?" There was a sliver of sarcasm in his voice not so subtly hidden. She could almost feel the repugnance radiating from her carefully purchased burner phone using the son of one of the elderly parishioners under the guise of visiting their home for a wellness check six months earlier. She'd taken Tressie along using her daughter as a honey trap to get the awkward teen to ask as little questions as possible ogling her inherited top-heavy figure.
"I should've called Tressie."
"She ain't gonna come back there for you."
"Why not?"
"William said she can't leave the state; the furthest she can go is Maplewood." Gennie Fisher bristled at the thought of her daughter's fiancé, a man a few years her junior "shacking up" with her daughter.
"If you were any kind of son, you'd cut that nigga's balls off with a dull knife."
"Jealous?"
"Would you like me to cut your balls off?"
"Tressie ain't gonna come up here for you on some old lady mafia bullshit; so, all you got is me, Sister Fisher. What, I ain't good enough for you?"
"No."
"Not even gonna use the kid gloves, are you, huh?"
"You got almost eighteen years of room and board; it ain't my fault you wanna do what you wanna do out in the streets, Demetrius. I tried to get you right with the lord, didn't I?"
"Yeah, you did and look what fucking happened."
"Don't start with me, boy."
"I'll be there at two thirty."
"Can't you drive any faster; I need things to be done right in a timely manner Demetrius."
"It's Demon."
"Hardly, if that were true, we wouldn't be in this situation, and the church would still be going strong instead of hemorrhaging our congregation and money we need to help this community. There'd be a new pastor there, a real pastor there to help the people here in this community. But you did nothing."
"Stop knitting a flag; you ain't gonna rewrite history with me, mom."
"Watch yourself."
"Or what; who're you gonna call that ain't me, huh?"
"If it were Tressie..."
"I'M ALL YOU'VE GOT, MOM!!"
"WATCH-YOUR-TONE!!"
"Yeah, sure "Sister Fisher" I'll lower my motherfucking truth but it ain't gonna change nothing. Hell, you can blame me for some bullshit all you old hoes got yourselves and us into with that old ass nigga down at that stinky little building you call a church."
"...DEMETRIUS!"
"I'm gonna tell you something right now, "Sister Fisher" and I want you to keep it close to your black heart; leave Tressie alone. Leave her "THE FUCK" alone. She's got a real chance to be happy. REALLY HAPPY!! Let her have this shit, please mom. I WANT HER TO BE HAPPY FOR THE REST OF HER LIFE MOM! Please, if you can't love anything about me, love her enough not to call her, okay? Don't crash the wedding, okay? Me, I'm gonna do this one last thing for you and them old stank hoes, then I'm ghost. After I do this-DON'T CALL ME NO MORE! LOSE MY FUCKING NUMBER!!...please. I'll call you after its done."
[CLICK!]
"I should've aborted you." Her brow furrowed deeply making the former church elder's normal granite expression skew somewhat demonic. Her grip tightened at the two and ten positions on her steering wheel as deep furrows appeared at the corners of her nose and mouth, teeth gritted.
She watched Marvin slowly pull off and drive away picking up speed despite the heavy downpour.
[CELLPHONE RINGING]
"GENNIE THAT GIRL DONE TRASHED MY HOUSE!!" Melvina shouted before she could even say hello.
Mrs. Gennie Fisher facepalmed taking a deep breath to steady herself.
*************************************************************************************
" Stay here, I've gotta go pay for the gas inside the convenience store."
"Yeah sure; I'm surprised the store is open at this time of night, bruh." Precious commented noncommittedly casually texting on her phone with the stuffed satchel bag planted in her lap hiding her crotch.
"This ain't the southside; that's the only reason I would even get out of this bitch. Mostly white people around here but we just at the edge of this sundown neighborhood."
"You ain't got no tap card?"
"I ain't got my strap, Precious." He commented explaining going out of his way to put gas in the moving truck.
"You gonna take me to the motel and fuck me right after you put gas in this fucking truck, Willie?" She looked over at him with the hint of that signature stoner's chortle in the back of her words. The smile on her face could be interpreted as earnest or utterly disingenuous, but there was no doubt in his mind that she was an opportunist. Willie Pete didn't mind giving into the twentysomething slacker for a moment but didn't want to take her to his rented room. He felt it would make her see him as disposable or worse, the lay about might take the opportunity to squat there in exchange for her body.
"I ain't fucked you "RIGHT" already?" He asked with a raised brow.
"Why don't you gone and pay for that gas, then we'll go to the motel and talk about it, old man."
"Old man; that again?"
"Shush, I wanna sit on you face and twerk; and you ain't getting out of this shit without slapping and choking the shit out of me with them big ass hands while you pipe me down, nigga." The expected instructional flowing from her puffy lips sounded rhymic, but was no less shocking even after their nasty sneaky link an hour earlier. The easygoing smile on her face made things all kinds of weird, but Willie wasn't going to deny himself another round of two with this young woman and her big fake ass.
"We gonna have to talk about that shit, Precious."
"Bring me some flaming hot Cheetos and a tall can of cactus cooler, bruh."
"Yeah, sure." He opened the driver's side door hesitating because of the heavy rain pouring down. Willie didn't know if he should trust her considering taking the keys out of the ignition.
At some point during her invasion of Melvina Hickey's bedroom, this young likely criminal minded woman had the wherewithal to secure the truck keys before assaulting him in his sleep. The premeditation was apparent along with a sexual proficiency way beyond someone of her younger age. He'd been with plenty of women and knew a seasoned sex worker when he linked up with one. A lingering question kept running through his mind about who'd trained her so well.
"Hey, you can take the keys old man; I ain't gonna boost no rental moving truck, nigga." Precious seemed to read his mind, but he still hesitated.
"I didn't say that."
"Right bruh, ain't you gonna get your gas and my big bag of flaming hot Cheetos?"
"Yeah sure, whatever." He decided to leave the keys in the ignition staring his lazy sultry passenger in profile playing on her phone after sidestepping the question of her trustfulness.
Willie hopped down into the pouring rain slamming the heavy driver's side door just as he heard an incoming message chime on her phone. He jogged around the front of the truck instead of going around the back. There was no way he'd ever admit his lack of trust as he noticed Precious with phone raised to ear finally reaching the person she was trying to contact all night. Her lazy, heavy-lidded eyes followed him as he jogged around the front of the truck while her lips moved almost automatically.
"GOT IT!" Willie yelled as Precious gestured, pantomiming drinking from a can of some sort as he recalled the cactus cooler she asked for besides those aforementioned Cheetos. Her narrow eyes and sly smirk tracked him as he walked towards the connected convenience store looking over his shoulder noticing the uncanny valley expression and robotic movement of her lips. Something in that artificial expression made him feel uneasy and progressively antsy as he reached the glass double doors going inside. He resolved to speed things up ignoring the disparaging look he got from the cashier inside.
[CELL PHONE RINGING]
"Hey man; where you at?" Willie's brow furrowed while he was standing in front of the wall cooler near the back of the convenience store, hand on the handle looking at a packed row of drinks.
"OH, now you're calling Marvin; Do you know what time it is?"
"...uhm."
"Did OLD GIRL give you the phone after you finished airing out her DUSTY BOX, huh?!! Yeah, I called you up and she said you were sleeping like a baby! Did you forget we were on a job? You got something else to do besides leaving me holding the bag, huh man?!"
"Uhm...you got some pussy too, right?" Willie did a doubletake at the blatant admission and simultaneous offhanded accusation by his younger coworker.
"Damn man." He facepalmed at the sound of Marvin's voice.
"Where you at, Willie?"
"Don't worry, that bird lady had me drop a lot of the stuff off at the garage behind her crib; I got kinda uh, sidetracked and shit. Don't worry, I'm gassing up the truck, and I'll bring it back to the spot before grumpy pop up in the morning."
"That tall lady got some good pussy?"
"Stop."
"Well, do she?" Willie chuckled to himself mentally noting his partner's twenty-something status before deciding to throw him a bone.
"I wanna keep it classy, but she's tight body wise with a nice bubble in the back and them long ostrich legs look kind of good, folded back against her chest. It's just the voice that mucks shit up, bruh." Marvin started snickering halfway through his reply as they engaged in a bit of locker room talk.
"Man, you should've' seen mine..."
"...don't give me the visual; how much did grandma pay you?"
"Yeah right; it don't look like it but Gennie holding like a motherfucker; she got some big ass fucking titties, Willie. Man, she got hella body and a big soft donk, too."
"Aw man, that's a bad look, Marvin." Willie was unconvinced finally fishing the requested can of cactus cooler out of the standup freezer looking up at the shoplifter mirror mounted above his head. The warped curvilinear reflection of the night cashier still standing behind the front counter told him that he needed to speed things up before something got awkward.
"Hey Willie man; where you at, bruh?"
"Man, I told you I'm at the station filling up the gas tank on the moving truck; what's up, you think I'm gonna steal the fucking thing or something, huh? You wasn't worried about shit while you were digging out archeological cooch, man. I'm walking to the register right now to pay and then I'll bring it back to the spot about five in the morning, okay? I would bring it back a little sooner, but I got bird lady's niece or whatever in the cab, I'm gonna hit that until the break of dawn, sorry bruh. That-ASS-is way FAT."
On some subconscious level he felt like stunting by offhandedly revealing his tryst with Precious in part.
"Oh, you linked up with her niece, too?"
"Well, I don't know if this shortie is her niece, but she a serious freak; this female already crept up in bird lady's bedroom and topped me off like a crackhead on her last rock. Shit, she topped me off at the intersection before I popped up at this gas station, bruh."
"Yeah?"
"No cap, Marvin; technically speaking I hit already in bird lady's bed, but heck, we ain't in no relationship and she noped out on me in the middle of the night. Just left me there for shortie to creep up and swallow these nuts."
"That's messed up." Marvin commented statically.
"Well, I ain't lying. Old girl wasn't there, and shortie wanted what she got, so it ain't on me, bruh. This girl is something else, like some kinda wannabe influencer fleecing simps online for a piece of change, but she got skills. Cute, little bust down with a bbl she don't need. Bruh, the head game is fire and..."
[Click.]
"What the fuck?...well, ain't that about a bitch?" Marvin ended the call leaving Willie staring at the face of his cheap android, brow furrowed at what appeared to be a jealous reaction from a work peer.
"EX-CUSE ME! Are you ready to go uhm, sir?" The tall lanky cashier asked with a slightly flushed expression sitting at the bottom of his red baseball cap. Willie exchanged glances between the cashier and the face of his phone before answering.
"Give me twenty on number four and a pack of black and milds."
"Can't buy gas with an EBT card."
"Yeah, I got you slick." Willie forced himself to ignore the rage baiting insult removing a cash app card with a visible Visa logo on it, gingerly planting it on the countertop before taking two steps backward purposely looking at the face of his phone during the exchange. This guy couldn't have been more than nineteen or twenty and probably wouldn't appreciate being sucker punched and snatched over the countertop to be rag dolled to oblivion. That's what he would have done in the old days.
"Twenty-eight, ninety-five; looks like you got just about enough."
"Yup."
"We got rolling papers if that's what you're really looking for?"
"Just hit me twenty on number four please." Willie kept his eyes focused on the face of his phone ignoring the skinny jerk cruising for a bruising. He made it a point waiting until his items were begrudgingly bagged up by the unwilling cashier. Willie allowed himself to glance up after a few seconds at the bag hanging from the end of the guy's fingers, noticing him extremely distracted.
"Uh, oh...what the hell?" Willie followed his gaze across the store through the glass window, no look grabbing his plastic bag of goods hurrying to the double doors.
Across the lot at the well-lit pump number four, the passenger door was ajar with his young charge's huge fake butt facing the window sans panties. Her denim skirt was wholly ceremonial, puffy peach nestled between the artificial cakes and thick plump looking thighs that fit it perfectly. Precious was on her knees bent over the passenger seat presumably mooning the whole gas station and its connected convience store, unintentionally. It looked like she was picking something up off the floor of the truck.
"Hehehe! HEY! PRECIOUS!! HEY GIRL, YOUR BUSINESS IS ALL OUT THERE ON DISPLAY!!!" Willie couldn't help laughing at her lazy disregard for her own modesty. Part of him felt like running her through with his own growing twelve plus inches of thick meat, but the visual only steeled his resolve to give her one for the ages once he got her into a motel room. The sound of his seasoned gravelly voice got an instant reaction as her thick packed body slammed loudly into the inside of the open passenger door.
Precious straightened both legs with a swift jackknife motion then shot halfway into the truck cab half landing on her seat in a face down prone position. This caused a very deep crease to appear across her inflated buttocks creating this meaty flap over her thighs that made him stone up horrifically below the belt. Visons of Precious being judiciously railed into oblivion were dancing around in his noggin like cartoonish sugar plums when that oversized store bought donk shot backwards in his direction.
One of her shoes was hanging precariously off a foot dangling above the concrete as the music stopped abruptly followed by an incessant chiming sound coming from the steering wheel. That shoe hit the wet pavement followed by both of her feet, the other shoe still firmly on foot. Precious landed with a big audible splash in the pouring rain turning at the hip regarding Willie with a sly half smile other hand raised explaining the loud chiming emanating from the inside of the moving truck.
"Hey, what're you doing?"
The keys were dangling from her pointer finger.
"Huh, what're you doing with my keys, girl?" The half smile was becoming the full-on grin of a Cheshire cat that ate the canary as her free arm pulled the heavy stuffed satchel bag from its perch atop the passenger seat. The weight was enough to make her shoulder dip low for an instant due to its weight. She adjusted quickly tugging the hem of her denim skirt downward using the raised palm facing outward, stopping Willie in his tracks starting to chortle unapologetically morphing into that stoner's laugh.
"Sorry, but you should've took me to the motel first, old man." Precious was spinning those keys around on her raised pointer finger making them a blur of motion.
"WHAT'RE YOU DOING WITH THOSE KEYS!!" He'd started running in the downpour slipping and sliding forward as she quickly ran around at the front corner of the moving truck, arm winding backwards.
The keys went flying across the lot in an overhead arc that cleared the other gas pumps disappearing on the far side of the station into the darkness.
"MUTHA-FUK!! YOU BITCH!!" He went after the keys ignoring her out of immediate necessity, following them across the lot outside the illuminated areas into the darkness and pouring rain.
Precious bolted off around the other side of the moving truck past the driver's side, hidden from his view and the cashier in the station / convenience store. Willie was drenched in rainwater luckily finding his keys in a gutter precariously near a storm drain. Off in the distance he could've swore he picked on the sound of screeching tires on wet pavement. Willie slowly stood up favoring the keys as he walked back across the street onto the station lot, cursing himself for second guessing his first inclination about taking the keys with him. Precious was in the wind and rain, gone from his immediate life as quickly as she appeared. Replayed memories in his head zeroed in on her near incessant texting during the ride.
"I would've gave you a ride if you just wanted a goddamn ride." Willie walked to the pump filling the tank trying to control his anger eventually telling himself the twentysomething slacker had been sexually trolling him the whole time probably embarrassed after being whupped in front of him by Melvina Hickey aka "The Bird Lady." He could barely contain himself noticing the passenger side door still open.
"Huh, what is this?"
Willie found one of the bibles left behind out of haste while Precious beat a hasty retreat. This led him to speculation about who she might have been texting while riding in the truck with him.
"That hoe need Jesus." He scoffed, picking it up for a moment before tossing it onto the floor of the truck cab. Willie got behind the wheel drenched to the bone, sneezing loudly as he started up the truck driving off the lot to strains of "The Love I Lost" by Harold Melvin and the Blue Notes.
He hit the wipers resisting the urge to try and follow her likely path down the side of the freeway offramp that bordered opposite side of the parked moving truck at the gas station.
It was about half past three in the morning when Willie got home after returning the truck, in a piss poor mood. There were no texts from Marvin one way or the other, and he figured he'd follow up with him in the morning when they both got paid for the job. After parking the truck, he hiked a few blocks over to a city bus stop catching a ride into the downtown area under the pouring rain which seemed unrelenting. The plastic bubble wrap he'd retrieved from the back of the truck provided some comfort.


"Aw man." The storefront ground level of the four-story building had these big glass walls that normally revealed the lobby and the front desk which was surrounded by a metal cage that was abdomen level up to its shabby roof. Tonight, the heavy rain combined with the stifling heat left these windows fogged over in the AM hour. This building had been around since the thirties, rarely renovated over the generations. A visible wall of steam was rising from the wet concrete almost ethereal looking in the darkness as Willie stopped short gauging his chances of getting back into his rented room.
He still owed a bit of back rent after a stagnant few weeks and had worked out a condition of pay for play with management but was currently empty handed when it mattered. He'd get paid in the morning but that wasn't for hours, and his gruff, antagonistic employer was a "Boss Bitch" bar none. Willie inched over in a mind to peek inside the lobby from the sidewalk but was obliged to use a finger to wipe up a peep hole on the glass. He raised a brow, noticing a familiar unassuming woman in the cage.
"Motherfucking Craig." Willie cracked a half smile, finding the answer in part to his current rent predicament. The sound of the rain hitting the bubble wrap over his head was deafening, adding agency to his footsteps as he sidled over to the fogged over glass double doors, knocking.
The black woman on the other side of the glass had a roundish face with big doughy cheeks and short shorn hair hidden under a pink skullcap. From the waist up she wore a loose-fitting mint green hoodie two sizes two big for her thin, upper body. Willie figured it to be gifted from the main front desk clerk and landlord right hand, Craig who was currently adamant about evicting him. Their situational friendship had ended abruptly over the woman currently manning the cage as he knocked again.
She was sitting in profile peering down below the counter, slightly double chin tucked looking at something but perked up at the knocking squinting with a face that looked younger than her thirtysomething years. It was a face that told unintended stories of a troubled, plodding life experience that involved some addiction issues and little effort outside of simple everyday existence. Willie hated that he was in the know about this woman but accepted it came with their brief link up and some breezy "pillow talk" after her back was efficiently blown out.
Her name was Gweneth Parker at the time a recent transplant from the wrong side of Memphis with a few dollars in her pocket that allowed her to rent a room in the SRO hotel. A five-minute conversation in the first-floor laundry room and two slices of Little Ceasars' pizza was all it took for her to assume the position on his bed for a sustained round of intense doggy style rutting. She was admittedly slouchy, preferring to keep her baggy top on but relented after the thirty-minute mark.
Her body outside of her butt was nothing to write home about. She paled in comparison to the slacker he'd already banged earlier in the AM hours, Precious. When it was all said and done, Gweneth was cut from the same cloth as the opportunistic 304 who'd ditched him earlier. The latter was undoubtedly plying her trade elsewhere, between the sheets of some hourly. The thought left him sour inside as Gweneth took her time, leaving the locked cage approaching the door instead of letting him inside with the buzzer.
It turned out that she'd been looking at a laptop computer which she left perched precariously on the edge of the counter at the caged front desk, first looking at the smudged peep hole in the fogged window. Her head remained in this bowed sort of defeated looking posture; hands shoved in the open pocket at the front of her hoodie. Gweneth was severely nearsighted wearing a pair of taped up glasses when they first met while she dried her unmentionables in the single vertical washer dryer.
"William?" She slowly exclaimed after using her pointer finger to make a small circular peep hole on the surface of the fogged-up glass double doors, leaving it shut.
"What, I can't come in, G?" He shrugged with the bubble wrap draped about his shoulders as a makeshift cape in the unrelenting deluge of rainwater.
"There's a pink card in your mailbox, William." There was an unrelenting harshness in her tone that threw him off for a moment.
"Oh that; uh, that's a mistake G. You gonna let me in, or what?" He forced a smile despite the pouring rain, but her expression remained unchanged.
"It's not a mistake, Craig said they were evicting you."
"Only if I didn't pay my rent by Friday."
"It's three-thirty in the morning on Friday."
"You say tomatoes, I say it's splitting hairs; say, what's up with all the coldness, G? We got beef or something, homegirl?"
"No, I was told that you were being evicted by Craig and explicitly instructed not to buzz you inside."
"Explicitly, huh?"
"Yes."
"Is that right?"
He glanced down noticing the overly baggy sweatpants covering her lower half leaving the tips of her cheap canvas sneakers sticking out. The clothing obviously belonged to someone bigger that Gweneth pointing to an obvious conclusion.
"Hey uh, you and Craig linked up, huh?" He asked in a barely accusatory tone with a wry smile on his face emulating Precious from earlier.
She stared back subtly cracking at the sight of his smile, looking away folding her arms across her chest now. Gweneth was definitely a street opportunist willing to take a bit of security out in trade.
"Shit."
"Oh, so it's true, right?"
Gweneth raised a middle finger, now smiling.
"You hooked old boy up and he got you "Put On" huh G; now ain't that something, huh?"
"Fuck you."
"Can I come inside, G?" Willie asked using his palm to clear away a large portion of the fogged-up window so they could look directly at one another, unimpeded.
"Craig said..."
"...yeah, but can I come inside?"
"No."
"Where Craig at; huh G? Why ain't he kicking it with you down here at the front desk? That nigga hella paranoid making you wear those baggy clothes and shit; ain't that right? Ain't that his hoodie you're wearing?"
"That's none of your business." She didn't sound angry at being called out, borderline playful which told him there was a little bit of wiggle room between her and getting into his room, sans pay.
"We ain't cool?"
"No; I mean yeah, but I can't let you come inside here."
"I didn't say that."
"Yes, you did; you asked me if you could come inside."
"That's right, G."
She raised a brow, then both for a moment making some gestures with a pointer finger as if she were doing arithmetic on an invisible chalk board eventually getting the double-entendre with a smile.
"YOU'RE BAD!" Gweneth had a wide beaming smile that Willie attributed to their prior Sunday afternoon together and the three-hour marathon session on her elbows and scuffed up knees.
"I ain't do it good, baby girl?" He challenged making her giggle in a girlish fashion seen before in women he'd slept with in the past. She shifted weight from one foot to the other looking back towards the desk then directly at his face, smiling.
"I'm with Craig, okay?"
"Where that nigga at, G?" Willie asked quickly with some added base in his voice almost drowning her out.
"Uhm, he got some work at the post office loading docks down the street. He's working graveyard shift driving a forklift making good money so we can get a place together in Korea town." Gweneth's explanation spoke volumes in the unnecessary details included surreptitiously tagging Craig as the situational cleanup guy for an undeserving bop squatting in his tiny world.
"So, he ain't here?"
"That's what I said William."
"Then why can't I come inside, G?"
"You got a pink card in your mailbox; I already said that, okay?"
"That's not what I'm asking you; I "ASKED" you if I could "COME" inside, baby."
"I'm with Craig, William."
"Where's he at; I don't see him? Is that nigga transparent or something?"
Gweneth couldn't help smiling nonverbally flirting back continuously shifting her weight from one foot to the other, folding her arms tighter across her chest despite the excess material of the oversized hoodie covering her torso. She could barely ignore the throbbing feeling in her loins, staring at his face. The downpour continued as she hesitated, trying to figure out if she should let him inside the hotel, delinquent rent status or not. She looked away a couple of times, then pointedly at him again, excited.
"Hey G, it's really cold out here and I'm all wet; are you gonna let me come inside, or not?"
"Uhm..."
"Gweneth?" She fidgeted, truly conflicted before answering.
"Uhm, go around to the alley on the side of the building. There's a door that opens into a storage area where the Mexican guy that cleans up the sidewalk keeps his stuff. It'll be unlocked, just let me go back there and pull the deadbolt. The other side opens into the hallway behind me and Craig's door is unlocked right next to the bottom of that rear stairwell. I'll bring you a hard key for the first room on the second floor."
"Why can't you just let me in right here?"
"Uh, there's CCTV in the main lobby, but not upstairs because of kind of security rules and shit."
"...oh, got it all figured out, huh?" True to Gweneth's word, there was a chintzy camera hanging over the door fixture next to the nearby elevator aimed at the fogged over glass double doors.
"Hurry up and get on around there." She chided with a smile already shuffling away from the door in the borrowed oversized clothing. Gweneth grabbed her laptop off the counter and continued past the elevator through the adjacent door into the corridor leading towards the laundry room.
"Well, would you look at that shit." A few feet beyond the door, the awkward nature of the oversized clothing she's been wearing tripped her up when she nearly dropped the laptop in her hands. She lurched over at the waist fumbling with the computer in alternating hands before catching it from hitting the frayed gray carpeting and shattering on its edge. This caused her oversized sweats to drop down midthigh exposing a longish, sloppy looking butt that was blocky in shape compared to a smallish doughy waist and some muted love handles. Gweneth reached back with a free hand tugging herself back to modesty, covering up. She looked back over her shoulder playfully embarrassed, then waved him off. Willie lingered watching her run to the door in the middle of that log corridor.
"The lord taketh away, and giveth the consolation cheeks." Willie peered down at the thick bible left behind by Precious in her haste to make good her spontaneous escape. He'd take it out of spite wanting something of hers he could claim after she forced him to run like a dog after the keys; she'd nearly thrown into a street drain. Willie pulled the plastic bubble wrap over his head running away from the fogged over double doors to the alley at the immediate right with the discarded bible tucked into his armpit.
Karma was all about Quid Pro Quo as he nearly toppled over after stepping into a pothole hidden by a collected pool of dirty rainwater. Willie's right foot ended up soaked through his worn shoe along with part of the leg from the knee to the ankle as he made it finding the heavy metal door barely cracked open. Gweneth was on the opposite side leaning against it with her dead weight, straining a bit.
He dropped the wet bubble wrap working at his side until he was able to squeeze into the cramped storage area. There was barely enough room inside with all the equipment, furniture, room supplies, countless boxes, and abandoned property. Willie was drenched while part of Gweneth's hoodie was heavy with rainwater. The first thing she noticed was the heavy King James bible in his grasp.
"Oh, you found religion, William?" She gestured towards the bible in his grasp drawing his attention down to it in one of his mitt-sized hands.
"Religion found me, come here, G." He set the bible atop a nearby wooden crate, snatching her arm roughly.
"HEY, WHAT'RE YOU...doing?!" Her voice softened from surprise to a hushed murmur as she was yanked into him from the side, instantly sensing a throbbing tumescence pressed against the outside of her thigh. He originally thought he'd be stuffing Precious to the gills, but Gweneth was an opportunity he wasn't keen on allowing to slip through his calloused fingers after the former "primed the pump" so to speak almost an hour earlier while they sat at an intersection.
"Shush, I'm just checking." His hand was already going into business for itself deftly sliding under the thick oversized hoodie encountering a smallish love handle that was enough to pinch with three fingers, making Gweneth giggle girlishly and squirm a bit. His hand shot up her jiggly side, encountering the underside of one of the big, saggy pendulous breasts he remembered from their initial Sunday afternoon hookup.
Willie recalled the large probably borrowed windbreaker and the wealth of t-shirts underneath that time and her reluctance to lose the extra clothing citing her quote-unquote "ugly body." It became apparent Gweneth didn't feel the same way about her lower half, doffing her baggy khakis. The big, box shaped derriere underneath came with two sets of dueling love handles that she explained away as leftovers from a drastic weight loss but appeared to be related to probable childbirth or two at some point in her past. Her sort of cinched waist added enough of a contrast to her hips for him to give her the business.
"What're you checking, William?"
"I'm making sure everything's still there." His rough hand was filled to overflowing with that soft left breast conforming to his invasive fingers with enough to spare. Sans the excessive clothing, Gweneth presented a mushy looking, hourglass figure heavy at the top and bottom with some flabby looking thighs but shapely calves and pretty, well-kept feet. She was built like a deep south country girl from Memphis while her voice was that of some sedity entitled black princess from the burbs.
Willie fondled, squeezed and mashed on that heavy sagging tit until the nipple popped out rubbing against his thumb. Gweneth's nipples were inverted surrounded by a large cinnamon areola that capped the entire ends of her big down pointed breasts. He let his hand slide over flattening his palm on her sternum, tactilely rubbing her sternum detecting the odd tattoo etched into the skin there. It felt like some sort of branded marking with the bumpy raised skin irritated feeling enough to make her squirm.
"Is "EVERYTHING" still there, William?" Her breath was heavier, labored enhanced by audible huffs of air.
"Still checking." Gweneth was obliged to turn more, pivoting on a heel into his barrel chest allowing her right breast to be captured and fondled even rougher until both nipples protruded obscenely. The heavy breathing between them and huffs coupled with jostling, squirmy movements created a heady, charged atmosphere. She liked the feel of his big, calloused hands on her malleable skin almost melting from his touch alone in the darkened storage room. They felt bigger, larger than they were supposed to be.
"...ah, Williiam please."
She was facing him now with those mitts handling her sides running up her sides, finding the meaty portions behind shoulders built to help support her large, pendulous breasts. His hands were greedy slipping down along her sides pinching those love handles before slipping around front grabbing the hoodie from inside starting to raise it. Gweneth was starting to reel from the continuous groping, becoming alert when her soft, doughy tummy and outie bellybutton came into view.
"Wait, that's uhm, enough...ah, William." She grabbed his wrists gently trying to get the hem of her hoodie back down, but he would not be denied. The undersides of her cantaloupe sized breasts started to appear only for the hoodie to be laboriously pulled down over his mitts. Gweneth would never admit the nervous; heated sexual horseplay was infinitely more exciting than what would follow. His desperate needy energy and desire kept up the pretense of casual, breathless denial until her tits were exposed properly.
"Hold this shit up." Willie shifted tactics, pushing the cheap worn cotton into her hands instead before grabbing everything, raising it all the way up blanketing her busy fists with his own. Her bounty freed, flopped out in rubbery fashion leagues away from the cheap looking enhanced breasts of the lazy twentysomething who'd seduced him earlier that night. Exposed, her breasts were football shaped pointing at their feet seemingly too weighted and heavy for her mushy body covered with a lattice of stretchmarks that matched the ones decorating her hips, lower belly and top of her deep, rear cleavage.
"Are you going to strip me right here?"
"I wanna look at your shit, G; that nigga Craig don't know what to do with all this body here, right?" Gweneth giggled at the dig directed at her boyfriend, mistaking it for jealousy instead of a mean aside against the man who'd locked him out of his place out of spite. Gweneth was simply the catalyst.
"...cut it out, you're all wet." He was inundated with rainwater partially catching the streetlight flowing in from the still open storage room door. The pouring rain was loud against the cracked, pocked alley ground akin to a waterfall as they jostled back and forth.
"Hold your sweater up, G." Wilie's tone was thuggishly authoritative sending jolts of excited nervous energy straight to her loins as both of her breasts were cupped from the outside and mauled, thumbs pushing into her plump nipples. They were best when cupped from the bottom and pushed together. A sustained gasp erupted out of her when both of her sensitive nipples were slurped into his maw.
He took one, then the other slurping loudly with repeated wet pops, cheeks inverting. Gweneth was at once caught up in his wake dutifully holding the front of her hoodie up, intently watching him feast on her ripe buds, huffing. Willie took one of her breasts in both hands sucking and nibbling until she let out a distressed moan, gradually whining. He was musty, the strong manly scent assailing her nostrils making the proceedings heady. A few minutes seemed like an eternity for them both.
"...William?"
He grunted, taking the other gourd shaped teat between his lips, intending to suck the nipple topping it into oblivion. Her crotch was throbbing from the rough treatment of very sensitive breasts, making her want to throw caution further to the wind. The animalistic nature of his lust was something she missed, craved behind lying eyes whenever her "boyfriend" Craig was around. He was safe and easy to manage, nothing more than immediate security and support. Willie Pete was a sexual spike to her system bar none.
"...ah, shit William; fuck, there's a room upstairs. It's vacant until the end of the week and I just got through cleaning it... AW! William, you're being... intense. Come on, let's go up there and do it right."
Both her nips and the pigmented tops of her watery breasts were slurped loudly between his lips, nixing the offer in that instant. Their thoughts were synched to that previous encounter that began on a lazy Sunday afternoon with a chance encounter in the laundry room across the hall just outside the door now facing her back. She'd asked to borrow some detergent which led to an affable enough conversation about her one-day old arrival from Memphis. He'd ordered a cheap pizza before going to the laundry room to put his clothes in the upper portion of the vertical washer dryer vertical machine.
They ended up in his room sharing the cheap five-dollar pizza watching videos on her phone talking, laughing eventually kissing before the clothes started coming off. Initially only her pants came off, but Willie pounded her out nonstop for an hour before the rest slowly started to slip off revealing a body; she found embarrassing despite everyone's reaction to it. Willie happened to be in the right place at the right time after almost a day of boorish nonstop would-be suitors hitting on her.


She looked hood, run down and run through visually but talked quote-unquote "proper" queen's English to a fault leaving Wilie with the impression that Gweneth was a former good girl gone horrible bad. It didn't matter along skid row downtown which boosted her allure tenfold amongst the dregs of humanity, including him. Willie was borderline offended by her skittish nature but went with it given the open opportunity after she rolled into a face down fetal position on her elbows and knees; big wobbly squarish buttocks bared. Gweneth was naked after an hour of hot sustained rutting, pound town.
"Come on... upstairs room 201, William; you can get a shower before we uhm, do it." Her words trailed off as both of her captured breasts were mashed together with a mushy splash; nipples slurped loud and wet. He let go allowing their inherent weight to make them drop and wobble while his big hands poked thumbs into the waistband of her oversized sweats, tugging down on them. Gweneth gasped, exasperated and highly charged up at being ignored, feeling his bullish strength used on her.
"Are you going to make love to me, right here on the spot?" She draped an arm around her exposed bust with a forearm draped across them, bulging breasts protruding nipples fully engorged. Her free hand grabbed her waistband trying to get herself respectable while the heavy breathing got louder filling their ears. The neatly trimmed patch of nappy hair covering her mound appeared and disappeared in flashes with the stuffy jostling before her thumb was captured, allowing the sweats to fall to her thighs.
A low extended moan filled the room prompted by his middle fingers rubbing a heated friction on her slit. There was no denying how wet she was, indicted by her copious essence oozing all over his fingers. Gweneth was unconsciously clawing into her right breast, chin tucked watching herself being roughly fondled and jilled off, gasping. Those oversized sweats were the suggestion of her "boyfriend" intended to keep prying eyes from leering at a big, blocky rectangular butt impossible to hide any other way.
"Oh, my gawd, you're so intense..." Gweneth's words trailed off as her body betrayed her in other ways with a stream of drool running from the corner of her mouth that he thankfully failed to notice.
Her mouth fell open with a haunting gasp, body starting to tremble as her sweats were tugged down further midthigh. She was so hot, it was running down her inner thighs now. Gweneth's hand shot up caressing the side of his face softly, drawing him into what started as a chaste rubbing of lips horizontally followed by her probing tongue. Gweneth moaned into his mouth, tongue kissing him wantonly stealing a little for herself. She let herself slip away, biting down on the hem of her hoodie, keeping her big sagging breasts exposed for his viewing pleasure. Her free hand unzipped his mover's onesie down to his abdomen, then invaded. This short stocky man was packed with muscle.
"I want to check, too." She smiled, with an easygoing countenance like the lazy sexual opportunist he'd hooked up with earlier that evening after waking up to that twentysomething helping herself to a mouthful of his huge, curved prick, followed by a violent command performance after being sexually trolled along age lines. Precious got an even more intense version of the rutting battering ram thrusts than what had been initiated on Gweneth during that first lazy Sunday afternoon tryst.
His hands grabbed big chunks of her overly malleable buttocks, fingertips curved into claws nails stinging the tender flesh. The slightest touch made the big loose waring halves of her cheeks part wider than expected. Willie raised one hand bringing an open palm down on the far side of her buttock, getting nothing except a gelatinous mushy wobble. Gweneth was in possession of his much-used manhood squeezing it hard in her fist, none the wiser. She could feel it pulsing and throbbing.
"Look at how it curves over my fist." He reacted facially as she absentmindedly tugged it away from his body, sending waves of intense stress to the root of his endowment. His mouth opened in silent protest, but she was in the process of kneeling, her own mouth opening. His crown was still sensitive from the sustained suction he'd received from Precious leaving him sex addled enough to go against his first instinct to drop her at the side of the road. That intuition proved all too true, and now Gweneth was here to fill the void left by the young grifter. Willie didn't realize he was at the point of no return until now.
"WILL...AAAM!!!" Gweneth shrieked as her waist was grabbed; love handles captured with this pincer-like motion. She was shoved about, back facing him. One of her big flabby buttocks was parted exposing way too much followed by the immediate intrusion of his raw cock with a girth close enough to a beer can make the woman react as if she'd been shanked. Half of his endowment disappeared inside, stretching her wide apart in obscene fashion. The bulbous crown atop his veiny shaft thumped her grooved walls on each side until a twist of the hip sent the rest of his tumescence plunging inside up to the hilt. Twelve plus inches with enough to spare, bottomed out inside a gooey mess of her hairy snatch.
"EW-EW-EEEWWW-AAAAHHH!!! OH FUUUK, WILL-AAAAM!!!" His stocky, shorter stature came in handy, allowing him to really sock it to her, vertically. Gweneth involuntarily arched her lower back mimicking the curve at the end of his plunging cock. They naturally fit together like two Lego pieces. She'd never know that another woman primed his pump. The battering ram thrusts caused her big saggy breasts to clap together from the intense thrusts, also producing a series of audible squishes and wet queefs.
"GURL!!!"
It came out of nowhere, deep and loud as a bullhorn.
"GURL!!!!"
Again, loud enough to make the rafters shake in the cramped storage room. Her reaction was instantaneous, wriggling and shaking her wobbly hips in a sudden frenzy. One of his hands shot up selfishly, grabbing a breast, squeezing hard enough to make her nipple pop out further. Willie thought she was reacting to the extreme thumping at the back of her cunt, grabbing a bicep from the back going harder. Gweneth's head rolled about on her shoulders as if it would topple from her thin neck.
"GURL, WHERE YOU AT?!!! GURL!!!!" The voice called out sounding like nails on a chalkboard, distressed and annoyed as all get out.
"Hey... stop for a minute."
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
"William!"
[SMACK-SMACK-SMACK!!!]
"GURL-GWEN-GUH-WEN-GURL-HEY GURL WHERE ARE YOU?!!" The loud foghorn voice was closer, raw and ragged knocking Willie Pete out of his lust fueled haze mid-plunge. Gweneth looked utterly horrified at the sound of this assumed elderly woman's bullfrog-like voice now accompanied by this loud squeaking sound. Gweneth's face was a twisted mask of horrific desperation as she twisted at the hip, dislodging his huge cock. Her copious juices were literally running and dripping off his curved prick.
"Oh shit, I've gotta go see about her!" She was fumbling about, trembling as she yanked her sweats up. Gweneth's movements were anxious as she quickly tugged down on her hoodie drawing the hem lower than usual. Willie stood there staring half blankly watching with his mover's onesie down around his thighs, cock pointing straight out from his crotch like an accusatory finger.
"What about this?" Willie gestured towards his manhood unfazed, making her scoff.
"Put that away William; Miss Jessup coming down the hall."
"WHO?!" His big selfish mitts shot up under her hoodie cupping her tits impulsively, but Gweneth quickly ejected his hands explaining.
"Miss Jessup, the old lady that lives in room 401; she must have taken the elevator down when I didn't answer the switchboard."
"So?"
"She's Craig's great auntie, okay?! She's been living here like forever and got him the job here back in the day. Miss Jessup practically owns this place, William and she's in really good with the owner, Gustave."
"So?' Willie repeated; arms outstretched with his frightening erection still comedically pointed at her in a physical accusation. Gweneth zipped her hoodie up further, folding her arms across her bust with a sarcastic smirk on her face.
"Put it away, William."
"You put it away, G." He was trying to be coy, but she bent at the waist reaching over, roughly tucking his considerable manhood back inside his mover's onesie.
"Happy?" Gweneth asked standing up arms outstretched, shoulders hunched.
"Not even, baby." Those mitt-sized hands came in grabbing her waist, but she grabbed his pointer fingers jointly shoving Willie back a step with a second hollow sounding gasp.
"Geez, can't you read the room?"
"GURL, WHERE YOU AT?!! THE SWITCHBOARD BEEN RINGING ALL NIGHT!! GURL!! GUH-WEN?!!" The bullfrog voice of the elderly woman was a few feet away from the storage room door, cutting into their back and forth as Gweneth panicked.
"I've got to go or she's going to come in here; look, go up to room 201 and make yourself at home. I'll walk her back to the lobby and get her in the elevator, so don't come out until then."
"You gonna come upstairs?"
"DUH!" Gweneth pinched his cheek with a sarcastic expression on her bland face. His hand swung around landing squarely in the middle of her butt with a very loud and very wet sounding slap.
"What am I supposed to do without you; look at the wall?" She grimaced with a mean looking smirk before digging her nails into the offending hand, peeling it away from her butt, looking slightly flushed in the face. Gweneth rolled her neck with a grimace, biting into her bottom lip to keep from cursing him out, then noticed her laptop on top of a cobweb covered dresser next to the door. She grabbed it with both hands, pointedly shoving the end of it into his sternum.
"Watch some movies; Craig got one of those bootleg sites on that laptop, okay?"
"Pornos?"
"On gawd, if you didn't have such a big dick, I'd...!" Gweneth was beyond exasperated when they were cut off by the old woman with the foghorn voice.
"GURL!! GURL-GURL!! YOU BACK HERE?!!" She grimaced shoving Willie as she turned to the door grabbing the handle leaning forward at an angle as if she thought the woman would kick the door in. The foghorn was closer than before, within striking distance for better or worse.
"I'M HERE MISS JESSUP!!" Gweneth called back this time, slowly cracking the storage room door, making sure to keep her weight behind it peering out into the adjacent hallway.
"What in the hell are you doing in there, girl?" The accusatory tone was pointed yet strained as Gweneth explained herself.
"Uhm, the door was left open, and I was closing it, Ms. Jessup."
"For twenty-five gawd damn minutes, girl?!"
"I went to the bathroom first then came in here to close the door because it was open Ms. Jessup, sorry."
"You been to the bathroom?"
"Yeah."
"I ain't see that on that there ring camera, girl!"
"RING CAMERA?!!"
"Yeah, the one in the lobby over the front doors. It kinda faces this hallway a little and I ain't see you go in no bathroom, girl!" Gweneth was already stammering while willie zipped up behind her in the cramped storage room waiting for the other shoe to drop.
"HUH?!!"
"My little nephew Craig don't need no drama; heck, we got you this job to keep the money flowing into this living together shit you two got going on down here, girl! Gustave wasn't even gonna hire you; said you looked like a crackhead or a whore, but Craig stood ten toes down for you! I ain't say nothing because he is getting too old to be living like a kid just playing them stupid ass video games and watching porno flicks jerking it! If you're gonna make his money funny, you're gonna have to get up out of here, girl!"
"MISSUS-JESSUP!!" The unseen elderly woman was reading Gweneth the riot act.
"I thought getting his dick wet would get that boy out of his shell, but you're trying to make his money funny, ain't you?"
"NO!!"
"YOU CHEATING ON HIS BIG DUMB ASS, HUH GIRL?!!" Ms. Jessup shouted in Gweneth's face, indignant to a fault. In the background, Willie could hear the switchboard constantly ringing. It felt as if his intended sneaky link had unknowingly triggered some karmic trip wire leaving the lobby area of the hotel. The elderly woman's bullfrog voice and brutal honesty was embarrassing, even second hand.
"I TOLD YOU THE DOOR WAS OPEN AND I CAME DOWN HERE TO CLOSE IT UP, MISSUS-JESSUP!!"
"Who're you talking to with that wild hair up in your fat tail, huh girl? You want me to get off this chair and fix to whupping your sorry ass, huh little bitch?!"
"Look Ms. Jessup..."
"...no, you look Gwen; I ain't in the habit of being woken up in the middle of the night by my nephew crying because you ain't doing your GAWD'S HONEST BEST to hold up your end of the bargain. Seems like you got him pussy whipped already, so ain't no way I'm gonna split you two numb nuts up without getting another HOE to slide into your spot. So, I'm gonna put it to you like this; if you FUCK HIM OVER, I'm gonna have a bunch of my daughters and they motherfucking daughters...CATCH YOU OUTSIDE!!"
This old biddy was stone cold savage.
"Understand, girl?"
Gweneth didn't say anything, seemingly flabbergasted into momentary silence still wedged against the door facing the corridor outside the storage room. Willie worried that the two women might start throwing hands, but there was no doubt the older of these two was the undisputed alpha female here.
"I said, do we understand each other, bitch?"
"...I, understand Ms. Jessup." The sound of Gweneth's voice made his blood run cold for some reason.
"Good, now get your fat ass out here in front of me, nigga." This old auntie had a street pedigree that ran back at least two generations deep. It was obvious and in your face.
"Yes ma'am, Ms. Jessup." Gweneth replied sullenly.
She kept the door pressed against her body, slipping halfway out before the old woman's hand appeared in the frame, viciously grabbing her wrist. The spring-loaded motion was jarring and powerful as Gweneth was out of view into the hallway with a faint shriek.
"MISSUS-JESSUP!!" She gasped.
"Shut your janky ass up; now you hold still while I get this fucking selfie to send to Craig."
Willie stood behind the heavy door unwittingly assuming the same posture Gweneth had, initially. He shifted over at the waist peering through the crack at the opposite side provided by the half open door.
The back of Ms. Jessup's head faced him covered in some matted, grey hair done up in plaits with four crinkly jagged knots accessorized atop her melon shaped noggin. This woman was in her early to mid-eighties wearing a loose fitting, semi-diaphanous vintage nightgown that drifted off one shoulder exposed an ashy, jaundiced looking olive skin. Gweneth's back was to the opposite wall facing Ms. Jessup and the I-Phone in her hand snapping multiple pics of her face in extreme closeup.
"MISSUS-JESSUP!!" Gweneth protested; one of her wrists still captured in the old woman's free hand.
"SHADDUP!! I GOTTA SEND THESE PICS TO MY NEPHEW BEFORE HE HAVE A NERVOUS BREAKDOWN AND QUIT HIS NIGHT JOB!! HOLD STILL, TRAMP!!" The switchboard's constant ringing continued in the background. Ms. Jessup was seated on a janky looking medical two wheeled walker. There were a few stuffed plastic grocery bags hanging from the handlebars.
"But..."
"...BUT NOTHING, YOU'RE HOT IN THE ASS, GIRL!! Craig told me ALL ABOUT YOU! Said where you come from and I know what goes on down there in them woods outside of Maplewood, eh?! WANT ME TO TELL CRAIG ABOUT THAT, HUH BITCH?!!" She jostled with Gweneth, who became more animated after hearing what appeared to be some of her truths laid bare. This ended with a few sustained heavy-handed slaps to the side of Gweneth's right hip until she settled down, looking pointedly at Ms. Jessup.
"I'm from Maplewood."
"Yeah, sure you are, until sundown, hoe."
"Craig told you?"
"Let's be clear about one thing girl; if you think it's gonna go how you want it, you got another thing coming. Like I said, I got a bunch of daughters and a few granddaughters always around the corner, if you know what I mean. Craig is stupid, but I'm not, girl." There was a moment of silence as Gweneth pondered what she was hearing while the switchboard continued ringing incessantly.
The air felt charged as Willie watched from his hiding spot behind the door. For an instant it looked as if Gweneth might strike the old woman, then her chin dipped inwards eyes rolling up into her head, then lowering aimed at frayed carpeting on the hallway floor. Willie almost revealed himself but held back.
"Uhm, I'm gonna go answer the switchboard Ms. Jessup." Her voice was emotionally flat.
"You do that, girl; now push my ass back to the elevator." Ms. Jessup flinched a little when Gweneth took a step forward, inadvertently revealing the old woman knew she was out of line for what she said.
Nothing happened as she carefully took the handlebars slowly turning the seated woman about. Willie caught a glimpse of Ms. Jessup in profile. The visual matched the annoying bullfrog voice in spades. If it was even possible, she looked much older than he anticipated with the mother of all "mean mugs" that would've got this old woman touched if she were a man. Gweneth shifted her eyes peering at the tiny bit of negative space directly at Willie behind the door, slightly nodding in the opposite direction before moving out of view. He waited for a bit, then moved when he heard the heavy slam of the lobby door.
"Huh?" Gweneth's laptop sat atop a dust encrusted desktop next to the doorframe. Willie leaned over peering into the corridor, sticking his head outside staring in the direction of the lobby. Gweneth had closed the heavy steel door. A thick wooden doorstop on the distressed carpet was a smoking gun.
"Room 201, huh?" Willie snapped up the laptop, then noticed the thick King James bible he'd taken as some sort of souvenir after his betrayal by another female opportunist, Precious. The rain was still falling outside prompting Mr. Pete to close the door to keep up the fictional explanation for Gweneth's exit from the front desk cage and hotel switchboard. He could hear the muffled bullfrog voice of Ms. Jessup continuously berating Gweneth along with some additional chatter, probably another resident.
Willie took the bible along, walking up the backstairs to the second floor where he discovered the vacant room unlocked. Its interior was larger, but not by much with a bathroom inside instead of the corridor outside earmarked for more conventional hotel guests not paying their rents with vouchers or welfare. Gweneth had obviously been tasked with maid duties. There were folded towels and linen on the edge of the modest bed along with two pillows sans cases which were also folded there.
Willie sat the laptop down on a small, two drawer bedside table facing the bed. He started to do the same thing with the bible, accidentally dropping it onto the floor when the room phone above the bed started ringing off her hook out of the blue.
"Hello?"
"HELLO MR. WHITE; THIS IS YOUR WAKE-UP CALL!!" Gweneth's voice exploded out of the other end of the receiver along with a jarring cacophony of noise that sounded like the lobby was full of people.
"Wakeup call; what's up G?"
"THIS -IS-YOUR-WAKEUP-CALL, MISTER STANLEY WHITE!! OH YES, ROOM 201 WILL BE AVAILABLE AT FIVE IN THE MORNING, SIR! I'M CLEANING IT MYSELF ONCE MY COWORKER CRAIG GETS HERE AT THAT TIME, I'M BUSY WITH A SMALL TOUR GROUP CHECKING IN RIGHT NOW, SORRY FOR THE NOISE, SIR!!"
Gweneth ended the call abruptly before he could respond, after covertly giving him a timetable to use the vacant room. Willie folded his arms across his barrel chest, cupping his chin, rubbing the growing five o'clock shadow there. He half smirked at the girl's ingenuity, delivering information while her "self-appointed jailer" was present probably sitting just outside the cage on her sit-down walker. Ms. Jessup turned out to be more than Gweneth bargained for, but it had nothing to do with him outside of Craig.


"Whatever with that shit...huh?" The fallen bible was open revealing a hollowed-out compartment containing a surprising bounty.
There was a Ziplock baggie of weed and a few joints along with another containing some white powder. He squatted down, picking up the bag with the powder, opening it for a sniff, then chuckled to himself.
''Eh, fucking coke; guess that explains them old broads getting the "holy ghost" down there at that church! Hey, what the...?!"
There were several USB Flash drives littering the carpet, five or more in all.
"Thumb drives?" Willi snapped one up, noticing that someone had taken the time to put a tiny cross sticker on its surface. He picked up the hollowed-out bible noticing each of the thumb drives were similarly marked with those tiny cross stickers, in different primary colors. It was painstaking work that piqued his curiosity as his eyes settled on Gweneth's laptop computer. He snapped one of the USB flash drives up, inserting it into the port in the side of the laptop, opening it.
Gweneth's laptop was opened revealing a staggering number of windows, stacked atop each other diagonally. Willie was obliged to sit on the edge of the bed, planting the laptop computer on the small two drawer table facing it. There was a desk in the room, but he didn't use it, just the chair as he started scrolling through the windows. Gweneth's viewing habits were limited to several social media platforms and one streaming service that explained the rest of the myriad pop-ups there he was obliged to close.
"Oh really?" The laptop screensaver was a selfie of Gweneth and Craig, hugging up outside the building. The big hulking brother was all smiles, looking truly happy while his "girlfriend" looked lazily complacent, even bored. The sight made Willie chuckle for a moment knowing that he would be stuffing the hell out of Gweneth whenever Craig wasn't around. She was for the streets when all was said and done. Even his auntie knew better going the extra mile to keep up the fiction presented by the fake relationship.
He closed the pop-up windows, minimizing the legitimate widows finding a solitary folder in the middle of the screen right over Craig's face. He clicked on it, opening the folder, finding a mess of various thumbnails inside. At first, he thought they were reports but quickly noticed these were videos probably downloaded from a phone. He made use of Gweneth's earbuds sticking out the side of the laptop.
He clicked on one thumbnail which had a tiny pic of what looked like a fence in somebody's backyard.
"What is this; old girl keeping home movies on a fucking flash drive?" Willie was curious as the media clip played showing what appeared to be a backyard party at the good Sister Hickey's home. Strains of "I Miss You" by Harold Melvin and the Blue Notes filled his ear buds while he watched random shots of older people hanging out, drinking and socializing. He scoffed at what he felt was proof of religious hypocrisy, laughing at one of the old grey-haired guys stumbling around the backyard.
"Hey, this is A-Okay Sista girl; I'm really starting to like this phone camera stuff. Back in the day, I used to have to carry around this big ole' video camera, remember?" Some guy commented out of the frame, obviously handling the camera. He was taking a walking tour of the party, gladhanding and slapping five with some of the other party guests. Willie noticed a few women looking towards the camera with salacious expressions in fleeting shots.
"Yes, how could I forget; it's called progress. Perhaps you should get used to it, or do I have to do all the thinking around here?" Some woman replied. Willie remarked that her voice was oily and serpentine, maybe feline with comparisons to the late Eartha Kitt. The back and forth suggested a long association.
"Hey, what's up with your mouth?"
The camera view shifted to the immediate right fleetingly revealing this dark-skinned sister in these wireframe glasses, stylishly wearing a large white floppy sun hat with a black band around it. She was seen from the shoulders up, wearing a nice white flower print dress with spaghetti straps tied to her shoulders. She quickly batted the camera away with a lace gloved hand, wanting her privacy.
"I asked you a question."
"Nothing's wrong with my mouth, pastor." She sounded defeated despite the angry serpentine sound of her voice.
"You wanna keep it that way, Georgia?"
When she didn't answer, the camera dipped to the right again finding Georgia walking off across the backyard, back to the phone camera. Willie's eyes nearly popped out of his head at the ridiculous hourglass figure on this woman likely in her early fifties. Her small waspish cinched waist gave way to this showstopping heart shaped rear. The way her cheeks moved indicated a thong underneath.
"I need to go to church, more." Willie commented noticing the clip froze in an awkward manner, maybe corrupted from being hidden away in a hollowed-out bible. It started again abruptly, this time finding a group of older guys sitting in foldout and lawn chairs with the remnants of paper plates and other related debris littering the yard. It was later probably dusk, as evidenced by the orangish glow outside.
Willie found himself chucking at the sight of these pillars of the community congregating and holding court to the soulful tunes of "Tonight" by Ready for the World. Some of these old dudes were visibly blasted out from excessive eating and drinking while a few slow danced to the music. He noticed some of the more rotund women stacking paper plates of food, taking some of the random entrees on two lined up picknick tables. Their host, the good Sister Hickey, watched disparagingly as she picked up.
"Say pastor, which one you uh, escorting home, tonight?!" Some bloated looking red tinted elder said loud enough for everyone within earshot to hear.
"Brother Cheddar, you know that's wrong thinking going around treating these good sisters of the fellowship like anything other than our partners in the house of the lord. I'm available for anyone that requires my assistance, regardless of race, creed, or color...and gender, my man. Perhaps you should offer up a sincere apology to our good ladies of this here, Glory Harvest Baptist Church."
Some of the people in the background looked genuinely affected by his mini lecture while a few ladies still eyed him with salacious intent. Brother Cheddar rolled his eyes leaning back with a dismissive wave of his hand suddenly toppling over like a sack of bricks, passed out drunk. The backyard exploded in loud raucous laughter and jeers as the brother slumbered with blubbering lips, ass up to the world.
"OH, BROTHER CHEDDAR!!" Melvina chirped in bird-like fashion, rushing over concerned about the snoring inert matter in her backyard. The other old men looked on as the towering woman fretted.
Without warning, a hand shot into frame snatching up the hem of her dress exposing a tight, rounded bubble of a butt encased skintight in these silken bikini panties. Her hand shot back, slapping away the offending hand at damn near light speed. The rest of her followed viewed from the abdomen down to the top of her wide athletic baby making hips. Willie got the impression she bodied into the phone.
"OH, LORDIE GEEZUS YOU BETTER KEEP YO' GAWDDAMN HANDS TO YO'SELF OR I'MA BUST UP YOUR SCALP WITH A MUTHAFUCKIN' BOTTLE!! NIGGA, YOU BOUT TO LEARN CORINTHIANS 6:18 UP IN THIS BITCH!! GET UP OFFIN THAT CHAIR AND CATCH HOT FIRE, PUNK!! ON GAWD, I'MA KICK YO'ASS!!"
Nobody took Melvina seriously, but a few people rushed in including the pastor's righthand, Sister Jacobs. Willie chuckled thinking about their acrimonious introduction and brief rivalry before they ended up in bed. It made sense that Ms. Hickey's sneaky links were few and far between looking at this clip.
"Relax Sister Hickey, he's drunk."
"HE GONNA BE PUNCH DRUNK, GRABBING ON MY BOOTY LIKE HE DONE LOST HIS MIND!!" More women appeared while the men laughed and jeered. One preteen kid was walloped in the back of the noggin by his morbidly obese mother with a big satchel bag stuffed full of pilfered food. This kid knew better crawling off on all fours while Sister Jacobs and the other women jostled with Melvina Hickey.
"We're going to all sit down and hash this out like adults; Sister Hickey, he's drunk. Let's take this up Monday morning in the church rectory, okay?"
"I'LL MEET THAT NEGRO OUT ON THE CURB!"
"Come now, you don't mean that Sister Hickey; he's been imbibing on Brother Cheddar's personal home brew! You know what I'm talking about because you took it off the table, so we wouldn't have to drive half of the guests home tonight. I'm going to make sure he drinks plenty of coffee and makes a proper apology come Monday! Things got out of hand, and I'd like to apologize on his behalf, please sister!"
"I GOT HIS COFFEE IN THESE HANDS, DECAF IN THE LEFT AND STRAIGHT BLACK IN THE MUTHAFUCKIN RIGHT!!" Sista Jacobs broke down laughing along with the other guests as Melvina was bodied and shoved out of the frame. Brother Cheddar was still there faceplanted in the grass and litter, snoring.
The clip ended, but Willie looked at it repeatedly, laughing out loud.
"Fucking bird lady is a trip." He commented feeling a pang of guilt about hooking up in her bed with Precious earlier that night. Willie took a moment stripping nude, watching that hilarious clip one more time before finally taking that long awaited hot shower. He rethought his interactions with the good Ms. Hickey in a more favorable light finding she was the most honest person he'd met in contrast to the dual opportunists Precious and Gweneth, both carrying full street pedigrees.
"But that voice though..." He found a plastic bin under the sink, filling it with hot water to soak his feet.
"She did have a nice little bubble back there for her age." He left his mover's uniform hanging on the back of the door to dry returning to the waiting laptop nude, wrapping himself in one of the folded comforters left behind on the unmade bed. Willie hit the lights, leaving only the bathroom one still lit. He plunked down in front of the screen, clicking on another clip.
"What is this; oh shit, what the fuck?" Willie's eyes went wide in the darkness as he sat there, feet in a plastic bin full of hot water, blanket wrapped about his shoulders.
The cheap laptop screen was filled with this massive pair of jiggling breasts, flopping all over the place. The saucer sized nipples were surrounded with these freckles or spots, and the nipples were glistening. This woman's moans were loud enough to make him adjust the volume, or his eardrums would explode from the impassioned cacophony as he realized somebody was loudly sermonizing.
"AH YES!! FEEL IT! FEEL THE POWER OF THE ALMIGHTY! FEEL IT UP IN YA' SPIRIT!! AH YES! YES!!" willie quickly realized this woman was being taken on top of an office desk, semi clothed in a frumpy blue dress with tiny white spots. The point of view drifted back a bit revealing the vintage frock which had big white circular buttons undone down the front exposing this large brassiere trapped under her huge mams. This Sista was a lighter cinnamon toned redbone with lighter hues on her bouncing breasts because of the brassiere. Her slightly doughy stomach was undulating as the unseen guy pounded the absolute hell out of her box, audibly. It sounded like a car wreck with the desk scraping the floor.
"THE LORD IS GETTING ALL UP IN YOU!! WORKING HIS MAGIC! AW YEAH! AW SHIT! FUCK!!" The shaky cam was disorienting due to the incessant pounding. The view was all over the place, but the audio provided an immersive experience. The camera dipped lower revealing she was still wearing panties pulled tightly to the side in scraping fashion by a thick veiny prick. It was plunging in and out from stem to stern coated with a creamy glaze. The prick was visibly stretching her to the max.
"AHM, LETTING IT!! AHM, LETTING IT! AW SHIT, LETTING IT WASH YOUR SINS AWAAAY!! AAAH!!" This guy's voice was annoyingly interfering with the visual as his meat plopped out of this woman's gaped cunt mid-climax spewing rope after rope of jizz all over her mound, undulating abdomen and huge shuddering knockers. His fist could be seen wrapped around the base of his member frantically jerking resulting in this big gooey burst that caused some flecks to dot the phone's camera.
"Ah yes, gawd is great; do you love the lord?"
There was no answer as his other hand appeared in frame grabbing one of her huge, cum splattered tits, pinching the flesh around the saucer sized areola and nipple, rolling it.
"I said, do you love the lord?" The thick fingers pinched the nipple between thumb and forefinger, mashing it like a vice until she whimpered. Willie was surprised as this woman lactated profusely sounding like she was being tortured with this sustained grunting whine.
"I LOVE THE LORD!!" She capitulated as the camera dipped up revealing a surprisingly beautiful face that reminded him of Ayesha Curry, albeit with reddened eyes, slightly puffy.
Her brow was furrowed teeth clenched, twisting her flushed face into a mask of indecipherable rage, or passion. This younger than expected woman had splotches of cum on her features as she cupped her breasts, if for no other reason than to keep them from pooling in her arm pits. The look of things suggested their tryst happened out of the blue, on the fly. She was on her back atop this guy's desk with both legs apart, exposed as more of her came into view. Her hands were holding the back of her thighs.
"Prove it, Tressie." Willie watched from this guy's point of view as her face came into view in extreme closeup, lips stretched around his thick veiny cock. There was a flash of anger in her hazel eyes, but her rounded cheeks inverted sharply accompanied by a sustained syrupy slurp cleaning up their combined juices.
The clip ended frozen on her face stuffed full of cock as Willie Pete sat there, heart pounding at the realization of what he had in his possession. He'd come to know the story of the now bombed out church where the bible had come from. He hit another clip which had a thumbnail depicting someone bent over surrounded by white.
"UNG!! UNG! YAAS! OH YASS! UNG! SHIT LAWD!!" Willie had to adjust the volume again to compensate for the intrusive sound of the guy's voice intermingled with sustained whimpering.
"You're making too much noise; they'll hear us." Tressie warned as Willie realized he was looking at the inside of a small, cramped bathroom. The claustrophobic walls were white tiles explaining the slightly out of focus thumbnail that piqued his interest.
"AH! AH! UNG! UNG! LAWD YAAS!!" Her butt was big and wide, sort of heart shaped and thick, with a bit of jiggle. His big hands and fingers framed the outside of her hips like gargoyle claws, nails deep.
Motion ripples radiated from the crack of her ass as his prick pounded sand out of her with the force of a piledriver. The close quarters caused this echo that carried as he spread her apart further exposing his manhood buried in this woman's backdoor. Closer inspection saw another frumpy dress bunched up in her armpits, brassiere straps exposed, tightly digging into the delicate flesh of Tressie's back. This woman was somehow perched on top of the toilet which was missing the top of the commode explaining the running water sound intermingled with the noises caused by his plowing of her backside.
"Please, they'll hear us and find out." Tressie pleaded.
"I-DON'T-GIVE-A-FUCK!!" His voice went dark and threatening, as he punctuated his feelings with a particularly hard thrust balls deep, letting it rest inside her backdoor.
"Okay, I just didn't want you to be, seen doing this in front of the children; they look up to you. A lot of people, look up to you around here and in the neighborhood; I'm not trying to stop you, I'm just trying to protect you, pastor."
There was a long pause as the unseen man seemingly considered her words. Willie noticed a half-open window just above the toilet on the adjacent wall. Some small kids were just outside it at a playground, frolicking happily. The sounds of them running about filled the cramped bathroom, as the pastor clawed into her hips, balls deep. Tressie's whimpers intermingled with the ambient noises, inside and out.
"UNG!! UNG! UNG! SHIT, GIMME THIS ASS, BITCH! THIS THE LORD'S ASSS!! DO YOUR FUCKIN JOB!" The pastor went back to pounding the stuffing out of her backdoor, just as hard, no fucks given.
The clip ended before Willie could click it off.
He sat there looking at the numerous folders wondering why this fucking creep would record himself, then figured the clips were sort of his trophy case like the way serial killers kept mementos of their victims. There were three of these thumb drives and some old polaroids face down in the hollowed-out bible. Willie flirted with the idea of looking at the first clip again, taken aback by the attractiveness of Tressie. He wanted to know who she was outside of her name; wanted to know what she was doing today. His eyes drifted across the laptop screen, looking at the multitude of thumbnails.
He hit another one.
"UH FUCK!! AW SHIT THE LAWD GOT ME A HARD MUTHAFUCKIN' ASS LABOR, TODAY!! UNG!!" The gigantic porous, truck sized ass of some elderly woman was seen in extreme closeup getting the business end of the pastor's manhood. She was squirting all over the place, becoming incontinent.
"AW LAWDY GEEZUS!!" Willie cut the clip, disgusted, then found another. He perused the thumbnails, finding one with a stunning face peering back at him through the screen.
"Huh, oh wow I think I hate this fucking pastor nigga." Willie hunched over in front of the laptop, drawing the blanket tighter around his shoulders.
"Yeah...just like that baby; that's just how I like it, Take as much of it as you can. Damn, you're so pretty with my dick up in your mouth. Aw yeah suck that dick for me; shit, I'm gonna fuck your mouth." The malfeasant pastor's tone was remarkedly different, more relaxed and personal.
"Damn, bruh." Willie mumbled under his breath transfixed by the video clip.
Her face was beautiful, stunning in a way that would stop him dead in his tracks if he saw her in person. Willie Pete knew when someone was out of his class and this woman was the personification of that mindset. Despite his body count, Willie knew he would lose his voice in the presence of this goddess with a face that reminded him of a redbone version of Eva Mendes, beauty mark and all.
"Yeah, aw shit that's good, but watch the teeth; suck as hard as you can when I'm pulling out. Fuck, keep it up, suck even harder when I'm sticking it back in. Ew, that's it, keep doing that right there, girl. Damn you got some good mouth pussy, baby. WAIT! Don't do nothing, stay like that. Let me fuck it for a few minutes." This pastor was tutoring her and vastly enjoying himself in the process.
Her lips were stretched obscenely around his girth as she lay across his lap with the left side of her head resting against his stomach. The fucker was wearing an argyle sweater pulled up exposing his bare abdomen and a scar slanted diagonally across it. This guy had seen some wars on the street, probably was a warrior at one point. He was hiding in plain sight, and it was easy to see why.
"Damn, you kinda good at this for it to be your first time, baby. Aw shit, hold still and let me move a little bit...suck on the tip. Suck it princess, you know how I want it. Aw fuck, just like that; aw girl, just like that bitch; suck me off while I fuck a little. WATCH THOSE TEETH! Yeah, just be cool with that shit or I'm a bust your grill, Vickie. Wait! Hold it right there like that. SUCK IT!! AW SHIT!! SUGGIT!! AW FUCK! FUK!"


His hand cupped the underside of her chin, large against the rest of her face holding Vickie in place as he humped up into her mouth. The pastor was rolling and carefully bucking up towards her mouth, unable to shove everything but the upper third, inside.
His thumb caressed her chin as he cooed and moaned, arching his lower back off the ratty looking bed they were sitting on. Her eyes were the prettiest hazel with rings of light brown framing the corneas. They were wide enough for Willie to see the dark smoky mascara framing them. That makeup was running down her cheeks in streaks as the pastor slouched outward, humping her mouth. This man was so hard, there was a thick vein along the underside of his prick. Willie's heart was thumping while onscreen, the pastor's other hand appeared at the top of her head, fingers draped over her brow.
It looked like his hands could crush her head if he so desired.
"AWG!! AW FUCK!!...baby I'm gonna need you to listen to me real fucking careful, okay baby? Keep it up! AW! AW SHIT! Don't! Be careful, girl! Lookit here, I'm cumming and you bet not fuck this shit up!! Vickie girl, you been doing....AW YEAH!! Vickie you almost there, bitch! GET UP AND SHOW ME THAT ARCH! PUT DAT ASS UP HERE ON THIS FUCKING BED!! Let me see it, baby. Gotta see all dat ass!! Fuck!"
"Oh shit!" Willie's eyes went wide as Vickie's butt appeared over her shoulders in frame.
The redbone goddess drew her knees forward on the bed raising it high, basically kowtowing over the pastor's manhood, head pointed into his crotch. Willie marveled at the thickness of thigh, shapely model quality legs, under a huge dense looking butt. He popped wood even harder almost cumming from the visual alone as the pastor left nothing to chance seeking a perfect ending to things between them.
"Aw shit now princess, keep your mouth like that; keep it up and uh, reach up under my sack and squeeze real tight! AW YEAH! KEEP THAT MOUTH PUSSY TIGHT!! SUCK ME!!...bitch, what'd I tell you, huh?! REACH UP UNDER THERE LIKE I SAID! Oh, you want your Sista up in here, instead?!! AW FUCK!!" He snatched her hand roughly, looking as if he was about to strike this beautiful woman.
She whimpered amid the slurps and gurgles capitulating wrapping her fingers around the underside of his balls letting them bulge and overlap over her fist. Willie could see her fist flexing, imagining she was trying to rip it free of his body, but instead the bastard's head rolled about on his shoulders. After a few moments, Vickie slowly started twisting her hand around as his root as if she were screwing in a light bulb. He started working, his hips thrusting a little harder into her mouth, getting closer to the end.
"Press them middle fingers between my ass and my fucking appetite, bitch. AH! AH! SUCK HARDER! Rub me there...like, grind it with your fingers, hoe! YEAH!! AW SHIT! YEAH, LIKE THAT! AW FUUG!!" The redbone beauty's face was hidden from view, but the effects of her tutored efforts read on his enraptured features. Willie couldn't deny the effect just watching was having on him. Her middle fingers worked an intense very small circular pattern appearing to press down at intervals.
"IT'S HERE, DON'T FUCKING MOVE OR I'LL KILL YOU BITCH!! AW! AUG! UNG! UNG!! UNG!!!" Without warning, this human monster started thrusting with her head captured between his hands at the two and ten positions, getting full upward arches as he went over, big. Vickie could be heard gagging, making some sounds that sounded like hiccups as he got what he wanted despite her discomfort.
She went into survival mode clawing his balls and taint, but it just made things worse until she managed to break free, vomiting up a gooey mess of cum and who knows what else. His oversized cock matched Willie's with the upper half coated in a frothy mess, but the bastard wasn't done yet.
"FINISH IT!! DO'YA FUCKIN JOB, TRICK!! AW! AW!! YEAH, KEEP IT UP! AW YEAH THAT'S GOOD!!" This apparently wasn't their first time as Vickie wrapped her fist around the base of his uncircumcised prick, manically long stroking and beating the guy off as hard as she could until fountains of jizz were squirting and splashing from his crown. His hand covered hers, puppeting the motion until it was glazed over too.
It was quiet for a moment as she knelt beside him with this horrified look watching him in post oral bliss, moaning still using her hand to lightly stroke his meat until he noticed her silence. They stared at each other while he kept it up, until Vickie squeezed out a final dollop of stringy jizz. The pastor smiled at her.
Vickie retched violently soiling the ratty looking black t-shirt covering her torso as he watched, amused.
"Hey baby, give me a kiss."
Vickie cupped her hands over her face, bolting out of frame sobbing loudly.
"What?" He shrugged, still stroking himself.
The clip ended.
He stared at the screen wide-eyed; comforter open about his thick shoulders, open revealing his nudity underneath. His cock was erect at full mast, covered in a lattice of plump, straining veins pendulous ball sac throbbing in pulsing waves. It seldom pointed out in this manner unless he was extremely aroused. The last shot of this evil thing masquerading as a pastor half lying there against the dingy wall of that room with his own considerable spent manhood on display, felt like a shared indictment.
Willie's eyes focused on the sly looking expression of this monster frozen for all time to come, smug and innately satisfied. Somehow Mr. Pete knew it was more from the humiliation than anything else. She was beautiful, stunning to look at and this "thing" pretending to be a man of God had somehow convinced this woman to please him to her utter degradation. His eyes drifted back to his own member.
A deluge of precum was starting to ebb and flow from a cock that had been used in a wealth of riches over the last few hours. Willie's head was filled with the image of her face, beauty mark, and all. He wanted to rewind the clip just to look at it but knew there was no real clip of her face there without this monster's cock in the frame.
A thick pulse across his loins resulted in more precum bubbling out. Willie opened the comforter a little more peering down at his body starting to rebel, then got up walking robotically to the bathroom. He had just enough time to lift the worn toilet lid before a thick wad of jizz splashed on its underside. Another wad oozed out of his member hanging there before he mustered the courage to pull it free. There was a stillness to the air that amplified a creeping feeling with no origin other than the three minute clip he'd just watched. This inkling was nagging him out of the blue, somehow familiar.
Willie Pete retched out of nowhere with enough force to make his stomach turn.
He stared at the mess coating the inside of the commode in a bathroom that had been dutifully scrubbed clean for a future paying customer, then flushed a few times. That beauty's face lingered in his mind's eye refusing to dissipate despite his earlier dalliances with three women before viewing it. He flushed one more time as the room phone suddenly started ringing. He glanced across the dark hotel room, finding it hanging right over the bed where it had been installed decades earlier, swathed in the column of light emanating from the half-opened door of the bathroom.
"...hello?"
"William, I'm not going to be able to rendezvous with you."
"What?" It was Gweneth calling from the cage in the lobby. There was considerable background noise, multiple people.
"Rend-ah-what?"
"Shit uhm, I'm swamped down here at the desk; there's more than one group checking in, and I'm going to be busy. In fact, by the time I get this sorted out, Craig's going to be down here in the lobby."
"WHAT?!"
"Ms. Jessup tried to snitch and sent him a lot of pics of me just standing there in the hallway, doing absolutely nothing as far as she knew. Craig just got through blowing up my phone giving me way too much drama if you can even believe it. He tried to leave early, but the job said they would fire him if he did...still on ninety-day probation and such."
"IS THAT NIGGA RUNNING IN HERE ON ME?!" Willie stoned up at the thought of a possible donnybrook with a man that towered over him, equally packed with muscle.
"Relax, he's not getting off until five-thirty; you have more than enough time to take a load off."
"Well, you ain't here; so how am I supposed to take a "LOAD" off, G?" This made her chortle despite herself.
"Stop it."
"Say that when you're up here pinned down on this mattress while I'm digging you out." Gweneth laughed outloud breaking the odd mood he'd been in for an instant.
"Watch a movie." She ended the call, abruptly as the cacophony on the opposite side of the line reached a fever pitch.
Willie Pete was left alone in the darkened room, nude except for the bedding wrapped about his shoulders. No sooner than Gweneth drifted away with a click of the phone, the stunning face that haunted him returned, beauty mark and all. His erection was at half-mast still hard enough to give the young slacker downstairs at the switchboard the business with extreme prejudice. He silently cursed Craig's great auntie Ms. Jessup for interrupting his sneaky link in the storage room.
That all too brief tryst seemed a thing of fate leaving him with a laptop convenient in lieu of a dance partner. The urge to watch that clip again was strong, making Willie innately ashamed while the internal gymnastics offered that unfortunate tragically beautiful face as a viable reason to click the link again. That single thumb drive held a wealth of video clips and more than enough clips of the female parishioners from that now defunct church on the financial chopping block. Willie facepalmed with a haunting sigh leaning backwards, tired. His manhood told a different story as his hand dropped away from his weary visage landing on the keyboard like a lead weight. The viewer opened on the screen.
"Huh?"
A new video clip started playing in the center of the laptop screen.
"Yeah, I like that wiggly shit you're doing with this tight ass, girl."
"MMMNN!! MUH-MUH!!!" Her mouth was covered with his large hand, big garish ring identifying the sinister pastor. This woman looked to be in her early twenties, faceplanted on his desk visible initially from the torso up to the top of her head. She was moaning loudly as he violently pounded her out. The audio was filled with the scraping sound of the desk on the floor as this woman's head jerked and bobbed from the incessant, wet sounding back shots. Her thin skimpy brassiere looked like a training bra as he uncovered her mouth grabbing it in his fist for leverage. The pastor was riding her like a jockey.
"UN! UN! UNG! UNG! AH!!AH-AH-AH!! YEAH!! SHIT-FUCKIN' TIGHT!!" Willie had become desensitized to the neanderthal grunts and breathy gasps of this degenerate living his best life behind closed doors with a private harem. The view dipped revealing a thick torso, with some muted creases; baby love handles while her butt wasn't especially wide, but looked hard with tightly wedged buttocks, sprinkled with tiny bumps or pimples. There was also a little "chub rub" despite her size.
"WOO!! WOO-EW! EW! AH! AH! AH FUH! FUCK!! WOO-WEE! SHIT! SO HARD! UH! UH! EW!!" Willie was just about to cut the clip worried about the age of the woman in the clip when her husky sounding voice erased all doubt about her probable adulthood. He was really giving it to her making this fleshy crease appear along the upper part of her cheeks. He could tell the pastor was rolling and popping his hips trying to get all of it from this woman. She wheezed and whinnied every time he pushed inside impulsively. One of her arms was extended out of frame while the other was bent behind her back.
"Keep shaking that shit, bitch!! SHAKE YO'ASS! Aw yeah...GAWD IS GHUD AS FUCK!! UNG! UNG!!" Her husky, labored moans intermingled with his lewd blasphemous encouragements which made for a potent audible mix of sensuality and the taboo malaise of what he was watching. Her cheeks were full frame with his thick meat slamming into them sounding like he was hitting wet cement. Willie noticed the pastor was almost two thirds buried in her backdoor, working on going balls deep.
The degenerate pulled out revealing a visible gape there between her molded looking cheeks. One free hand went further, plunging a thumb inside her backdoor in a plunging fashion, before pulling out. He hocked several loogies of spit on the perfectly round bit of negative space, going back to the thumb as she moaned and gasped twerking on the offending digit, before his monster prick returned with a vengeance. The sound of her voice must have excited him, because there was a bit of shaky cam as he sat his phone down on the desk revealing the woman's face. The "good pastor" had to use both hands.
"Aw shit." Willie covered his mouth with a hand, shocked.
The shaky cam got a hundred times worse as he ravished Precious from behind, destroying her backdoor. She looked alternately enraptured and horrified, sexually anguished randomly biting her lower lip as her eyes rolled up into her head from the rutting. Things got progressively worse as the screen became a jumble of blurred motion, making everything visually unintelligible. Her husky wailing moans carried the day keeping Willie invested in this four-minute clip along with the audible cheek clapping. The pastor snatched up the phone again getting a perfect view of her butt bouncing on his monster prick. Precious fingers were hooked over the edge of the desk in front of her, anchoring things.
"AAAWWW, FUCK ME DADDY!! FUCK ME HARDER!! FUCK THIS ASS PUSSY!! YEAAAHH DADDY! "The sound of his pelvis bouncing off her tightened buttocks was deafening. Precious was getting the business with no fucks given. This guy was balls deep in her backdoor at this point, essentially gutting Precious.
"Sonofabitch, you can't make this shit up." Willie paused the clip for a moment to reflect.
She was a jump-off, no doubt for the streets. After looking at the other files, he wanted to pound something to alleviate his throbbing prick. He thought about her reaction to his own considerable endowment figuring the pastor was sort of her "gateway dick" leading all the way to him.
"AW SHIT, FUCK IT DADDY!! FUCK MY SHIT UP!! YOU ALWAYS FUCK IN THE ASS!! AW! AW! YEAAHH!" The clip picked up where it left off with her being run through with the force of a Mack truck. Her breathy moans and hollow sounding whines sent shockwaves to his crotch, buffering the guilt. The view dipped in closer faltering a bit as he imagined the pastor trying to do two things at once. Willie got an up-close and personal with those tightened cheeks littered with a healthy smattering of goosebumps.
"UNG!! BETTER THAN YO'LITTLE BOYFRIEND! UNG-HUH?!! YOU LIKE MINES BETTER, HUH BITCH?!!" Willie frowned at the sound of the pastor's voice instinctively wishing he could put his fist in the guy's evil mug. This guy had obviously finessed Precious out of a relationship in true snake-like fashion.
"DONT!!...talk about him like that, he looks up to you! AAW! AW FUH! FUCK DADDY!! AW SHIT!!"
"THE LAWD ASKED YOU A QUESTION!! UNG! YEAH!! UNG! ASKED YOU WITH THE ROD OF TRUTH!!" This malignant pastor would not be denied as he beat her back out against his office desk.
"...you love me, right?"
"THAS NOT WHAT AH SAID, HOE!! UNG! AH! BETTER-UNG-BETTER THAN THAT LITTLE-UNG-ASS NIGGA YOU WAS PLAY HUMPING IN MA'FUCKIN RECTORY, RIGHT?!!UNG!! TAKE THIS RIGHTEOUS ROD! UNG!" Her voice went up three octaves as the visual became indecipherable with his frenetic thrusting.
"YEAH!! YEAAAH!!! YEEEEAAAHHH!! AW! I'M CUMMING DADDY!! CUMMING ON YOUR BIG-AH-DICK!!" Precious went over, bottom lip quivering followed by the rest of her young nubile body camera focused back on her slightly pug-nosed countenance. His large hand was balled up into a fist around one of the small afro puffs that made up her juvenile hairstyle.
"COME'MERE TRICK!!" The view suddenly dipped upwards facing the ceiling accompanied by this "nails on the chalkboard "screeching of hastily moved furniture intermingled with her orgasmic cries, at once muffled as some as they began. The view shifted back with a serious of motion blurs before clearing.
"Damn, nigga what the hell?" Willie commented, talking to the laptop screen.
Precious head was seen in profile up against the desk, her little mouth and thin lips stretched around the pastor's horse sized manhood. It was buried almost balls deep as she audibly slurped, gurgled, and choked, doing her best to suck as hard as she could manage, breathing solely through her nostrils. He was humping out the rest of his orgasm caring nothing about the girl beneath him. Willie realized Precious was holding the phone now, aimed at her own sexually distressed countenance.
"Damn, you got one hell of a throat on you, Edna! Suck the fuck out of my shit, baby; aw shit you might be just as good as our good Sista Jacobs, bitch. AW SHIT! KEEP SUCKING! AUG! SHIT! KEEP SUCKIN!!" Her efforts were bearing fruit as his voice registered his pleasure at her hands. There was a visible bulge in her throat that was two parts sickening, one-part nigh arousing. Willie almost touched himself.
The pastor's naked butt was seen in profile partially hiding her face as he arched his back deep almost choking her to death for a few seconds, only to suddenly withdraw. Precious was seen in profile, breathing hard, meager chest heaving. Before Willie could end the clip, she suddenly vomited up a deluge of his cum mixed with whatever was in her stomach. It was disgusting to watch, but hard to look away from as it came in three waves before she was left gasping. She was a mess from the chin down.
"You love me, right?" Precious asked innocently, eyes rolled up towards his face as he started to put himself away. She coughed a bit, cupping a hand near her chin, still waiting for an answer.
"GEEZUS LOVES YOU!!" Adding insult to injury, the bastard used the tip of his cock tapping it on her big lips. A final squirt of jizz splattered out across the bridge of her nose before he backed out of frame.
"Pastor?" Her brow raised, brown eyes widened, gurgling up milky cream bubbles.
At this point Willie was back in the bathroom praying to the porcelain goddess.
...to be continued.
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